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			Introductory Note

			The Vi­comte de Bragelonne, the long­est and in many re­spects the most pow­er­ful of the d’Artag­nan se­ries, was first pre­sent­ed to the Eng­lish-speak­ing pub­lic in an unabridged trans­la­tion, con­form­ing to the au­thor’s own ar­range­ment and in read­able form, by the present pub­lish­ers. Ow­ing to its great length it had been pre­vi­ous­ly been trans­lat­ed on­ly in an abridged form. De­tached por­tions of it, too, have ap­peared from time to time. The chap­ters de­vot­ed to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière have been pub­lished sep­a­rate­ly un­der the ti­tle of Louise de La Val­lière, while what is com­mon­ly known as The Iron Mask is a trans­la­tion of that por­tion of Bragelonne which re­lates the at­tempt­ed sub­sti­tu­tion of the Bastille pris­on­er for Louis XIV.

			The ro­mance, as it was writ­ten and as it is here pre­sent­ed in Eng­lish, of­fers a mar­vel­lous­ly faith­ful pic­ture of the French court from a pe­ri­od im­me­di­ate­ly pre­ced­ing the young king’s mar­riage to his cousin, Maria There­sa, the In­fante of Spain, to the down­fall of Fo­quet. This pe­ri­od was a mo­men­tous one for France, em­brac­ing as it did the diplo­mat­ic tri­umph of Mazarin in the ad­van­ta­geous Treaty of the Pyra­nees; the death of that avari­cious and un­scrupu­lous, but em­i­nent­ly able and farsee­ing, min­is­ter and car­di­nal; the as­sump­tion of pow­er by Louis in per­son; and the rise to high of­fice and in­flu­ence over the crushed and dis­graced Fo­quet, of Jean-Bap­tiste Col­bert. These two years marked the be­gin­ning of the most bril­liant epoch of court life in France, as well as of her great­est, if some­one fac­ti­tious, glo­ry both at home and abroad.

			The his­tor­i­cal ac­cu­ra­cy of the au­thor of Brag­el­lone—which Miss Par­doe, in her just­ly pop­u­lar and en­ter­tain­ing work on Louis XIV, and the his­to­ri­an Michelet as well, have so strong­ly main­tained—is per­haps more strik­ing in this than in any oth­er of his ro­mances. It is not on­ly in the mat­ter of events of greater or less im­por­tance that one fa­mil­iar with the his­to­ry of the pe­ri­od seems to be read­ing some con­tem­po­rary chron­i­cle, but the char­ac­ter sketch­es of the prom­i­nent per­son­ages are drawn with such en­tire fi­deli­ty to life that we seem to see the very men and wom­en them­selves as they ap­peared to their con­termpo­raries.

			Thus it is with the king, whose in­tense ego­tism was be­gin­ning to de­vel­op, be­ing un­ceas­ing­ly fos­tered by the flat­tery of those who sur­round­ed him and told him that he was the great­est of men and kings, in­vin­ci­ble in arms and un­equalled in wis­dom; who was rapid­ly reach­ing that state of sub­lime self-suf­fi­cien­cy which led to the fa­mous say­ing: “L’État, c’est moi”; but who was, nev­er­the­less, more bash­ful and timid and hum­ble at the feet of the gen­tle and re­tir­ing La Val­lière than if she had been the great­est queen in Chris­ten­dom.

			Of his fa­vorites La Val­lière was the on­ly one who loved him for him­self alone, and she has come down to us as one of the few French­wom­en who have ev­er been ashamed of be­ing known as a king’s mis­tress. Her life is faith­ful­ly sketched in these pages, from her first glimpse of the king at Blois, when she gave her heart to him unasked. When the scheme was formed to use her as a cloak for the king’s flir­ta­tion with Madame Hen­ri­ette, “there was a ru­mor con­nect­ing her name with that of a cer­tain Vi­comte de Bragelonne, who had caused her young heart to ut­ter its first sighs in Blois; but the most ma­li­cious gos­sips spoke of it on­ly as a child­ish flame—that is to say, ut­ter­ly with­out im­por­tance.”

			Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais made her­self no­to­ri­ous as a go-be­tween in var­i­ous love af­fairs, while Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, oth­er­wise Made­moi­selle de Roche­chouart-Mortemart, clever and beau­ti­ful, was des­tined, as Madame de Mon­tes­pan, to sup­plant her mod­est friend in the af­fec­tions of their lord and mas­ter; and af­ter a ca­reer of un­ex­am­pled bril­liance to be her­self sup­plant­ed by the gov­erness of her le­git­i­mat­ed chil­dren, the wid­ow Scar­ron, bet­ter known as Madame la Mar­quise de Main­tenon.

			“Un maîtresse ton­nante et tri­om­phante,” Madame de Sévi­gné calls Madame de Mon­tes­pan. The Mortemart fam­i­ly was sup­posed to be of the great­est an­tiq­ui­ty and to have the same ori­gin as the Eng­lish Mor­timers. The es­prit de Mortemart, or Mortemart wit, was re­put­ed to be an in­alien­able char­ac­ter­is­tic of the race. And what of Madame her­self, who played a part at the court of France which was al­most ex­act­ly du­pli­cat­ed forty years lat­er by her grand­daugh­ter, the Savoy princess, who be­came Duchesse de Bour­gogne, and whose un­time­ly death was one of the most se­vere of the many do­mes­tic af­flic­tions which dark­ened the last years of the old king’s life? Let us lis­ten for a mo­ment to Robert Louis Steven­son, writ­ing of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne af­ter his fifth or sixth pe­rusal of it:—

			
				Madame en­chants me. I can for­give that roy­al minx her most se­ri­ous of­fences; I can thrill and soft­en with the king on that mem­o­rable oc­ca­sion when he goes to up­braid and re­mains to flirt; and when it comes to the “Al­lons, aimez-moi donc,” it is my heart that melts in the bo­som of de Guiche.

			

			The mu­tu­al pas­sion of de Guiche and Madame last­ed all her life, we are told; and yet alas! it was but short-lived, for Madame’s days were num­bered. She died in 1670, af­ter an ill­ness of but a few hours re­gret­ted by ev­ery­body ex­cept her hus­band. There is lit­tle doubt that she was poi­soned through the in­stru­men­tal­i­ty of the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, and prob­a­bly with the con­nivance of Mon­sieur, whose fa­vorite he was. The Cheva­lier was a prodi­gy of vice, and one of the most un­sa­vory char­ac­ters of the pe­ri­od.

			The greed and avarice of Mazarin were his most prom­i­nent char­ac­ter­is­tics; they are il­lus­trat­ed by in­nu­mer­able anec­dotes, one of which may per­haps be re­peat­ed here: He had been in­formed that a pam­phlet was about to be put on sale, in which he was shame­ful­ly li­belled, he con­fis­cat­ed it, and of course the mar­ket price of it at once in­creased enor­mous­ly; where­upon he sold it se­cret­ly at an ex­or­bi­tant fig­ure and al­lowed it to cir­cu­late, pock­et­ing a thou­sand pis­toles as his share of the trans­ac­tion. He used to tell of this him­self, and laugh hearti­ly over it. His supreme pow­er had en­dured so long that ev­ery­body de­sired his death, and his con­tem­po­raries hard­ly did jus­tice to the very sol­id ben­e­fits he had pro­cured for France.

			In draw­ing the char­ac­ters of Fo­quet and Col­bert, Du­mas has per­haps, as Mr. Steven­son says, shown an in­cli­na­tion to en­list his read­er’s sym­pa­thies for the for­mer against his own judg­ment of the eq­ui­ties of the case.

			
				“His­toric jus­tice,” says the es­say­ist, “should be all up­on the side of Col­bert, of of­fi­cial hon­esty and fis­cal com­pe­tence. And Du­mas knows it well; three times at least he shows his knowl­edge—once it is but flashed up­on us and re­ceived with laugh­ter of Fo­quet him­self, in the jest­ing con­tro­ver­sy in the gar­dens of Saint-Mandé; once it is touched on by Aramis in the for­est of Sé­nart; in the end it is set be­fore us clear­ly in one dig­ni­fied speech of the tri­umphant Col­bert. But in Fo­quet—the mas­ter, the lover of good cheer and wit and art, the swift trans­ac­tor of much busi­ness, l’homme de bruit, l’homme de plaisir, l’homme qui n’est que parceque les autres sont—Du­mas saw some­thing of him­self, and drew the fig­ure the more ten­der­ly; it is to me even touch­ing to see how he in­sists on Fo­quet’s hon­or.”

			

			The grand fête at Vaux was the last straw which made the su­per­in­ten­dent’s down­fall ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain. “If his dis­grace had not al­ready been de­ter­mined up­on in the king’s mind, it would have been at Vaux … As there was but one sun in heav­en, there could be but one king in France.”

			It is in­ter­est­ing to read that the ex­e­cu­tion of the or­der for Fo­quet’s ar­rest was en­trust­ed to one d’Artag­nan, Cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, “a man of ac­tion, en­tire­ly un­con­nect­ed with all the ca­bals, and who, dur­ing his thir­ty-three years’ ex­pe­ri­ence in the Mus­ke­teers, had nev­er known any­thing out­side of his or­ders.”

			Fo­quet lived near­ly twen­ty years in prison, and died in 1680. He has been con­nect­ed in var­i­ous with the “Man in the Iron Mask,” some in­ves­ti­ga­tors hav­ing main­tained that he was iden­ti­cal with the in­di­vid­u­al, and there­fore could not have died in 1680; while oth­ers have claimed that the Iron Mask was im­pris­oned at the Château of Pignerol while Fo­quet was there. The leg­end of the un­for­tu­nate pris­on­er has giv­en rise to much in­ves­ti­ga­tion and to many con­jec­tures. Voltaire bent his en­er­gies to solve the mys­tery, and in our own day M. Mar­ius Top­in has gone in­to the sub­ject most ex­haus­tive­ly, but with­out reach­ing a sat­is­fac­to­ry con­clu­sion as to the iden­ti­ty of the suf­fer­er. The some­what au­da­cious use made of the leg­end by Du­mas is based up­on what was at one time a fa­vorite so­lu­tion; name­ly, that the un­known was a broth­er of Louis XIV, said by some to have been a twin, and by oth­ers to have been some years old­er and of doubt­ful pa­ter­ni­ty.

			It would be an end­less task to cite all the por­tions of these vol­umes in which his­tor­i­cal facts are re­lat­ed with sub­stan­tial ac­cu­ra­cy; in them fact and fic­tion are so blend­ed that each en­hanced the charm of the oth­er—the el­e­ment of au­then­tic­i­ty adding zest and in­ter­est to the ro­man­tic por­tions, while the el­e­ment of ro­mance gives life and col­or to the nar­ra­tion of facts.

			Our old friends of the ear­li­er tales bear us com­pa­ny near­ly to the end; but for the first time, po­lit­i­cal in­ter­ests are al­lowed to in­ter­fere with the per­fect con­fi­dence that has ex­ist­ed be­tween them. Aramis, as Gen­er­al of the Je­suits, is true to the rep­u­ta­tion of the or­der, and hes­i­tates at no dis­sim­u­la­tion to gain his am­bi­tious ends. Porthos, still blind­ly faith­ful to that one of his friends who claims his al­le­giance, falls at last a vic­tim to his child­like trust in the schem­ing prelate. The mag­nif­i­cent out­burst of right­eous anger which the Comte de la Fère vis­its up­on the king is the last ex­pir­ing gleam of the spir­it of the Athos of the Mus­ke­teers. Wrapped up in his love for the heart­bro­ken Bragelonne, he lives on­ly in his life and “dies in his death.”

			And d’Artag­nan? His prais­es and his re­quiem have been most fit­ting­ly and lov­ing­ly sound­ed by the same grace­ful writ­er who has al­ready been quot­ed, and in the same es­say, en­ti­tled “Gos­sip Up­on a Nov­el of Du­mas”—

			
				It is in the char­ac­ter of d’Artag­nan that we must look for that spir­it of moral­i­ty which is one of the chief mer­its of the book, makes one of the main joys of its pe­rusal, and sets it high above more pop­u­lar rovals. … He has mel­lowed in­to a man so wit­ty, rough, kind, and up­right that he takes the heart by storm. There is noth­ing of the copy­book about his virtues, noth­ing of the draw­ing-room in his fine nat­u­ral ci­vil­i­ty; he will sail near the wind; he is no dis­trict vis­i­tor, no Wes­ley or Robe­spierre; his con­science is void of all re­fine­ment, whether for good or evil; but the whole man rings true like a good sov­er­eign. … Here and through­out, if I am to choose virtues for my­self or my friends, let me choose the virtues of d’Artag­nan. I do not say that there is no char­ac­ter as well drawn in Shake­speare; I do say there is none that I love so whol­ly. … No part of the world has ev­er seemed to me so charm­ing as these pages; and not even my friends are quite so re­al, per­haps so dear, as d’Artag­nan.
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					Gas­ton, Duke of Or­léans, un­cle of the King.

				

					
					Duchesse d’Or­léans, his wife.
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					Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land, his wife, af­ter­wards Duchesse d’Or­léans, called Madame.
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					Bernouin, his valet.

				

					
					Bri­enne, his sec­re­tary.

				

					
					M. le Duc de Beau­fort.
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					Chava­lier de Lor­raine, fa­vorite of Philippe d’Or­léans.

				

					
					Comte de Sainte-Aig­nan, at­tend­ing on the king.
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							Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais.

						

							
							Made­moi­selle Athenaïs de Ton­nay-Char­ente, af­ter­wards Madame de Mon­tes­pan.
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					Ladies of the French Court

					
							
							Duchesse de Chevreuse.

						

							
							Madame de Mot­teville.

						

							
							Madame de Navailles.
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					Maréchal Gram­mont

				

					
					Comte de Guiche, his son, in love with Madame Hen­ri­et­ta.
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					Raoul, Vi­comte de Bragelonne, his son.
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					Jean Po­quelin de Molière.

				

					
					Vi­comte de Wardes.

				

					
					M. de Villeroy.

				

					
					M. de Fo­quet, Su­per­in­ten­dent of Fi­nance.

				

					
					Madame Fo­quet, his wife.
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				The Vicomte de Bragelonne
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				The Vi­comte de Braggelone

			
		
	
		
			
				1

				The Let­ter

			
			To­wards the mid­dle of the month of May, in the year 1660, at nine o’clock in the morn­ing, when the sun, al­ready high in the heav­ens, was fast ab­sorb­ing the dew from the ram­parts of the cas­tle of Blois, a lit­tle cav­al­cade, com­posed of three men and two pages, re-en­tered the city by the bridge, with­out pro­duc­ing any oth­er ef­fect up­on the pas­sen­gers of the quay be­yond a first move­ment of the hand to the head, as a salute, and a sec­ond move­ment of the tongue to ex­press, in the purest French then spo­ken in France: “There is Mon­sieur re­turn­ing from hunt­ing.” And that was all.

			Whilst, how­ev­er, the hors­es were climb­ing the steep ac­cliv­i­ty which leads from the riv­er to the cas­tle, sev­er­al shop-boys ap­proached the last horse, from whose sad­dle­bow a num­ber of birds were sus­pend­ed by the beak.

			On see­ing this, the in­quis­i­tive youths man­i­fest­ed with rus­tic free­dom their con­tempt for such pal­try sport, and, af­ter a dis­ser­ta­tion among them­selves up­on the dis­ad­van­tages of hawk­ing, they re­turned to their oc­cu­pa­tions; one on­ly of the cu­ri­ous par­ty, a stout, stub­by, cheer­ful lad, hav­ing de­mand­ed how it was that Mon­sieur, who, from his great rev­enues, had it in his pow­er to amuse him­self so much bet­ter, could be sat­is­fied with such mean di­ver­sions.

			“Do you not know,” one of the standers-by replied, “that Mon­sieur’s prin­ci­pal amuse­ment is to weary him­self?”

			The light­heart­ed boy shrugged his shoul­ders with a ges­ture which said as clear as day: “In that case I would rather be plain Jack than a prince.” And all re­sumed their labors.

			In the mean­while, Mon­sieur con­tin­ued his route with an air at once so melan­choly and so ma­jes­tic, that he cer­tain­ly would have at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of spec­ta­tors, if spec­ta­tors there had been; but the good cit­i­zens of Blois could not par­don Mon­sieur for hav­ing cho­sen their gay city for an abode in which to in­dulge melan­choly at his ease, and as of­ten as they caught a glimpse of the il­lus­tri­ous en­nuyé, they stole away gap­ing, or drew back their heads in­to the in­te­ri­or of their dwellings, to es­cape the so­porif­ic in­flu­ence of that long pale face, of those wa­tery eyes, and that lan­guid ad­dress; so that the wor­thy prince was al­most cer­tain to find the streets de­sert­ed when­ev­er he chanced to pass through them.

			Now, on the part of the cit­i­zens of Blois this was a cul­pa­ble piece of dis­re­spect, for Mon­sieur was, af­ter the king—nay, even per­haps, be­fore the king—the great­est no­ble of the king­dom. In fact, God, who had grant­ed to Louis XIV, then reign­ing, the hon­or of be­ing son of Louis XI­II, had grant­ed to Mon­sieur the hon­or of be­ing son of Hen­ry IV. It was not then, or, at least, it ought not to have been, a tri­fling source of pride for the city of Blois, that Gas­ton of Or­léans had cho­sen it as his res­i­dence, and held his court in the an­cient Cas­tle of the States.

			But it was the des­tiny of this great prince to ex­cite the at­ten­tion and ad­mi­ra­tion of the pub­lic in a very mod­i­fied de­gree wher­ev­er he might be. Mon­sieur had fall­en in­to this sit­u­a­tion by habit.

			It was not, per­haps, this which gave him that air of list­less­ness. Mon­sieur had al­ready been tol­er­a­bly busy in the course of his life. A man can­not al­low the heads of a dozen of his best friends to be cut off with­out feel­ing a lit­tle ex­cite­ment; and as, since the ac­ces­sion of Mazarin to pow­er, no heads had been cut off, Mon­sieur’s oc­cu­pa­tion was gone, and his morale suf­fered from it.

			The life of the poor prince was then very dull. Af­ter his lit­tle morn­ing hawk­ing-par­ty on the banks of the Beu­vron, or in the woods of Chev­erny, Mon­sieur crossed the Loire, went to break­fast at Cham­bord, with or with­out an ap­petite, and the city of Blois heard no more of its sov­er­eign lord and mas­ter till the next hawk­ing-day.

			So much for the en­nui ex­tra muros; of the en­nui of the in­te­ri­or we will give the read­er an idea if he will with us fol­low the cav­al­cade to the ma­jes­tic porch of the Cas­tle of the States.

			Mon­sieur rode a lit­tle steady-paced horse, equipped with a large sad­dle of red Flem­ish vel­vet, with stir­rups in the shape of buskins; the horse was of a bay col­or; Mon­sieur’s pour­point of crim­son vel­vet cor­re­spond­ed with the cloak of the same shade and the horse’s equip­ment, and it was on­ly by this red ap­pear­ance of the whole that the prince could be known from his two com­pan­ions, the one dressed in vi­o­let, the oth­er in green. He on the left, in vi­o­let, was his equer­ry; he on the right, in green, was the grand veneur.

			One of the pages car­ried two ger­fal­cons up­on a perch, the oth­er a hunt­ing-horn, which he blew with a care­less note at twen­ty paces from the cas­tle. Ev­ery­one about this list­less prince did what he had to list­less­ly.

			At this sig­nal, eight guards, who were loung­ing in the sun in the square court, ran to their hal­berts, and Mon­sieur made his solemn en­try in­to the cas­tle.

			When he had dis­ap­peared un­der the shades of the porch, three or four idlers, who had fol­lowed the cav­al­cade to the cas­tle, af­ter point­ing out the sus­pend­ed birds to each oth­er, dis­persed with com­ments up­on what they saw: and, when they were gone, the street, the place, and the court, all re­mained de­sert­ed alike.

			Mon­sieur dis­mount­ed with­out speak­ing a word, went straight to his apart­ments, where his valet changed his dress, and as Madame had not yet sent or­ders re­spect­ing break­fast, Mon­sieur stretched him­self up­on a chaise longue, and was soon as fast asleep as if it had been eleven o’clock at night.

			The eight guards, who con­clud­ed their ser­vice for the day was over, laid them­selves down very com­fort­ably in the sun up­on some stone bench­es; the grooms dis­ap­peared with their hors­es in­to the sta­bles, and, with the ex­cep­tion of a few joy­ous birds, star­tling each oth­er with their sharp chirp­ing in the tuft­ed shrub­beries, it might have been thought that the whole cas­tle was as sound­ly asleep as Mon­sieur was.

			All at once, in the midst of this de­li­cious si­lence, there re­sound­ed a clear ring­ing laugh, which caused sev­er­al of the hal­berdiers in the en­joy­ment of their sies­ta to open at least one eye.

			This burst of laugh­ter pro­ceed­ed from a win­dow of the cas­tle, vis­it­ed at this mo­ment by the sun, that em­braced it in one of those large an­gles which the pro­files of the chim­neys mark out up­on the walls be­fore mid­day.

			The lit­tle bal­cony of wrought iron which ad­vanced in front of this win­dow was fur­nished with a pot of red gilliflow­ers, an­oth­er pot of prim­ros­es, and an ear­ly rose-tree, the fo­liage of which, beau­ti­ful­ly green, was var­ie­gat­ed with nu­mer­ous red specks an­nounc­ing fu­ture ros­es.

			In the cham­ber light­ed by this win­dow, was a square ta­ble, cov­ered with an old large-flow­ered Haar­lem ta­pes­try; in the cen­ter of this ta­ble was a long-necked stone bot­tle, in which were iris­es and lilies of the val­ley; at each end of this ta­ble was a young girl.

			The po­si­tion of these two young peo­ple was sin­gu­lar; they might have been tak­en for two board­ers es­caped from a con­vent. One of them, with both el­bows on the ta­ble, and a pen in her hand, was trac­ing char­ac­ters up­on a sheet of fine Dutch pa­per; the oth­er, kneel­ing up­on a chair, which al­lowed her to ad­vance her head and bust over the back of it to the mid­dle of the ta­ble, was watch­ing her com­pan­ion as she wrote, or rather hes­i­tat­ed to write.

			Thence the thou­sand cries, the thou­sand rail­leries, the thou­sand laughs, one of which, more bril­liant than the rest, had star­tled the birds in the gar­dens, and dis­turbed the slum­bers of Mon­sieur’s guards.

			We are tak­ing por­traits now; we shall be al­lowed, there­fore, we hope, to sketch the two last of this chap­ter.

			The one who was lean­ing in the chair—that is to say, the joy­ous, laugh­ing one—was a beau­ti­ful girl of from eigh­teen to twen­ty, with brown com­plex­ion and brown hair, splen­did, from eyes which sparkled be­neath strong­ly-marked brows, and par­tic­u­lar­ly from her teeth, which seemed to shine like pearls be­tween her red coral lips. Her ev­ery move­ment seemed the ac­cent of a sun­ny na­ture; she did not walk—she bound­ed.

			The oth­er, she who was writ­ing, looked at her tur­bu­lent com­pan­ion with an eye as limpid, as pure, and as blue as the azure of the day. Her hair, of a shad­ed fair­ness, ar­ranged with ex­quis­ite taste, fell in silky curls over her love­ly mantling cheeks; she passed across the pa­per a del­i­cate hand, whose thin­ness an­nounced her ex­treme youth. At each burst of laugh­ter that pro­ceed­ed from her friend, she raised, as if an­noyed, her white shoul­ders in a po­et­i­cal and mild man­ner, but they were want­ing in that rich­ful­ness of mold that was like­wise to be wished in her arms and hands.

			“Mon­ta­lais! Mon­ta­lais!” said she at length, in a voice soft and ca­ress­ing as a melody, “you laugh too loud—you laugh like a man! You will not on­ly draw the at­ten­tion of messieurs the guards, but you will not hear Madame’s bell when Madame rings.”

			This ad­mo­ni­tion nei­ther made the young girl called Mon­ta­lais cease to laugh nor ges­tic­u­late. She on­ly replied: “Louise, you do not speak as you think, my dear; you know that messieurs the guards, as you call them, have on­ly just com­menced their sleep, and that a can­non would not wak­en them; you know that Madame’s bell can be heard at the bridge of Blois, and that con­se­quent­ly I shall hear it when my ser­vices are re­quired by Madame. What an­noys you, my child, is that I laugh while you are writ­ing; and what you are afraid of is that Madame de Saint-Re­my, your moth­er, should come up here, as she does some­times when we laugh too loud, that she should sur­prise us, and that she should see that enor­mous sheet of pa­per up­on which, in a quar­ter of an hour, you have on­ly traced the words ‘Mon­sieur Raoul.’ Now, you are right, my dear Louise, be­cause af­ter these words, ‘Mon­sieur Raoul,’ oth­ers may be put so sig­nif­i­cant and in­cen­di­ary as to cause Madame Saint-Re­my to burst out in­to fire and flames! Hein! is not that true now?—say.”

			And Mon­ta­lais re­dou­bled her laugh­ter and noisy provo­ca­tions.

			The fair girl at length be­came quite an­gry; she tore the sheet of pa­per on which, in fact, the words “Mon­sieur Raoul” were writ­ten in good char­ac­ters; and crush­ing the pa­per in her trem­bling hands, she threw it out of the win­dow.

			“There! there!” said Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais; “there is our lit­tle lamb, our gen­tle dove, an­gry! Don’t be afraid, Louise—Madame de Saint-Re­my will not come; and if she should, you know I have a quick ear. Be­sides, what can be more per­mis­si­ble than to write to an old friend of twelve years’ stand­ing, par­tic­u­lar­ly when the let­ter be­gins with the words ‘Mon­sieur Raoul’?”

			“It is all very well—I will not write to him at all,” said the young girl.

			“Ah, ah! in good sooth, Mon­ta­lais is prop­er­ly pun­ished,” cried the jeer­ing brunette, still laugh­ing. “Come, come! let us try an­oth­er sheet of pa­per, and fin­ish our dis­patch off­hand. Good! there is the bell ring­ing now. By my faith, so much the worse! Madame must wait, or else do with­out her first maid of hon­or this morn­ing.”

			A bell, in fact, did ring; it an­nounced that Madame had fin­ished her toi­lette, and wait­ed for Mon­sieur to give her his hand, and con­duct her from the sa­lon to the re­fec­to­ry.

			This for­mal­i­ty be­ing ac­com­plished with great cer­e­mo­ny, the hus­band and wife break­fast­ed, and then sep­a­rat­ed till the hour of din­ner, in­vari­ably fixed at two o’clock.

			The sound of this bell caused a door to be opened in the of­fices on the left hand of the court, from which filed two maîtres d’hô­tel fol­lowed by eight scul­lions bear­ing a kind of hand­bar­row load­ed with dish­es un­der sil­ver cov­ers.

			One of the maîtres d’hô­tel, the first in rank, touched one of the guards, who was snor­ing on his bench, slight­ly with his wand; he even car­ried his kind­ness so far as to place the hal­bert which stood against the wall in the hands of the man stupid with sleep, af­ter which the sol­dier, with­out ex­pla­na­tion, es­cort­ed the viande of Mon­sieur to the re­fec­to­ry, pre­ced­ed by a page and the two maîtres d’hô­tel.

			Wher­ev­er the viande passed, the sol­diers port­ed arms.

			Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais and her com­pan­ion had watched from their win­dow the de­tails of this cer­e­mo­ny, to which, by the by, they must have been pret­ty well ac­cus­tomed. But they did not look so much from cu­rios­i­ty as to be as­sured they should not be dis­turbed. So, guards, scul­lions, maîtres d’hô­tel, and pages hav­ing passed, they re­sumed their places at the ta­ble; and the sun, which, through the win­dow-frame, had for an in­stant fall­en up­on those two charm­ing coun­te­nances, now on­ly shed its light up­on the gilliflow­ers, prim­ros­es, and rose-tree.

			“Bah!” said Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, tak­ing her place again; “Madame will break­fast very well with­out me!”

			“Oh! Mon­ta­lais, you will be pun­ished!” replied the oth­er girl, sit­ting down qui­et­ly in hers.

			“Pun­ished, in­deed!—that is to say, de­prived of a ride! That is just the way in which I wish to be pun­ished. To go out in the grand coach, perched up­on a doorstep; to turn to the left, twist round to the right, over roads full of ruts, where we can­not ex­ceed a league in two hours; and then to come back straight to­wards the wing of the cas­tle in which is the win­dow of Marie de Medi­ci, so that Madame nev­er fails to say: ‘Could one be­lieve it pos­si­ble that Marie de Medi­ci should have es­caped from that win­dow—forty-sev­en feet high? The moth­er of two princes and three princess­es!’ If you call that re­lax­ation, Louise, all I ask is to be pun­ished ev­ery day; par­tic­u­lar­ly when my pun­ish­ment is to re­main with you and write such in­ter­est­ing let­ters as we write!”

			“Mon­ta­lais! Mon­ta­lais! there are du­ties to be per­formed.”

			“You talk of them very much at your ease, dear child!—you, who are left quite free amidst this te­dious court. You are the on­ly per­son that reaps the ad­van­tages of them with­out in­cur­ring the trou­ble—you, who are re­al­ly more one of Madame’s maids of hon­or than I am, be­cause Madame makes her af­fec­tion for your fa­ther-in-law glance off up­on you; so that you en­ter this dull house as the birds fly in­to yon­der court, in­hal­ing the air, peck­ing the flow­ers, pick­ing up the grain, with­out hav­ing the least ser­vice to per­form, or the least an­noy­ance to un­der­go. And you talk to me of du­ties to be per­formed! In sooth, my pret­ty idler, what are your own prop­er du­ties, un­less to write to the hand­some Raoul? And even that you don’t do; so that it looks to me as if you like­wise were rather neg­li­gent of your du­ties!”

			Louise as­sumed a se­ri­ous air, leant her chin up­on her hand, and, in a tone full of can­did re­mon­strance, “And do you re­proach me with my good for­tune?” said she. “Can you have the heart to do it? You have a fu­ture; you will be­long to the court; the king, if he should mar­ry, will re­quire Mon­sieur to be near his per­son; you will see splen­did fêtes; you will see the king, who they say is so hand­some, so agree­able!”

			“Ay, and still more, I shall see Raoul, who at­tends up­on M. le Prince,” added Mon­ta­lais, ma­li­cious­ly.

			“Poor Raoul!” sighed Louise.

			“Now is the time to write to him, my pret­ty dear! Come, be­gin again, with that fa­mous ‘Mon­sieur Raoul’ which fig­ures at the top of the poor torn sheet.”

			She then held the pen to­ward her, and with a charm­ing smile en­cour­aged her hand, which quick­ly traced the words she named.

			“What next?” asked the younger of the two girls.

			“Why, now write what you think, Louise,” replied Mon­ta­lais.

			“Are you quite sure I think of any­thing?”

			“You think of some­body, and that amounts to the same thing, or rather even more.”

			“Do you think so, Mon­ta­lais?”

			“Louise, Louise, your blue eyes are as deep as the sea I saw at Boulogne last year! No, no, I mis­take—the sea is per­fid­i­ous: your eyes are as deep as the azure yon­der—look!—over our heads!”

			“Well, since you can read so well in my eyes, tell me what I am think­ing about, Mon­ta­lais.”

			“In the first place, you don’t think, ‘Mon­sieur Raoul’; you think, ‘My dear Raoul.’ ”

			“Oh!—”

			“Nev­er blush for such a tri­fle as that! ‘My dear Raoul,’ we will say—‘You im­plore me to write you at Paris, where you are de­tained by your at­ten­dance on M. le Prince. As you must be very dull there, to seek for amuse­ment in the re­mem­brance of a provin­ciale—’ ”

			Louise rose up sud­den­ly. “No, Mon­ta­lais,” said she, with a smile; “I don’t think a word of that. Look, this is what I think”; and she seized the pen bold­ly, and traced, with a firm hand, the fol­low­ing words:

			“I should have been very un­hap­py if your en­treaties to ob­tain a re­mem­brance of me had been less warm. Ev­ery­thing here re­minds me of our ear­ly days, which so quick­ly passed away, which so de­light­ful­ly flew by, that no oth­ers will ev­er re­place the charm of them in my heart.”

			Mon­ta­lais, who watched the fly­ing pen, and read, the wrong way up­wards, as fast as her friend wrote, here in­ter­rupt­ed by clap­ping her hands. “Cap­i­tal!” cried she; “there is frank­ness—there is heart—there is style! Show these Parisians, my dear, that Blois is the city for fine lan­guage!”

			“He knows very well that Blois was a Par­adise to me,” replied the girl.

			“That is ex­act­ly what you mean to say; and you speak like an an­gel.”

			“I will fin­ish, Mon­ta­lais,” and she con­tin­ued as fol­lows: “You of­ten think of me, you say, Mon­sieur Raoul: I thank you; but that does not sur­prise me, when I rec­ol­lect how of­ten our hearts have beat­en close to each oth­er.”

			“Oh! oh!” said Mon­ta­lais. “Be­ware, my lamb! You are scat­ter­ing your wool, and there are wolves about.”

			Louise was about to re­ply, when the gal­lop of a horse re­sound­ed un­der the porch of the cas­tle.

			“What is that?” said Mon­ta­lais, ap­proach­ing the win­dow. “A hand­some cav­a­lier, by my faith!”

			“Oh!—Raoul!” ex­claimed Louise, who had made the same move­ment as her friend, and, be­com­ing pale as death, sunk back be­side her un­fin­ished let­ter.

			“Now, he is a clever lover, up­on my word!” cried Mon­ta­lais; “he ar­rives just at the prop­er mo­ment.”

			“Come in, come in, I im­plore you!” mur­mured Louise.

			“Bah! he does not know me. Let me see what he has come here for.”

		
	
		
			
				2

				The Mes­sen­ger

			
			Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais was right; the young cav­a­lier was good­ly to look up­on.

			He was a young man of from twen­ty-four to twen­ty-five years of age, tall and slen­der, wear­ing grace­ful­ly the pic­turesque mil­i­tary cos­tume of the pe­ri­od. His large boots con­tained a foot which Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais might not have dis­owned if she had been trans­formed in­to a man. With one of his del­i­cate but ner­vous hands he checked his horse in the mid­dle of the court, and with the oth­er raised his hat, whose long plumes shad­ed his at once se­ri­ous and in­gen­u­ous coun­te­nance.

			The guards, roused by the steps of the horse, awoke, and were on foot in a minute. The young man wait­ed till one of them was close to his sad­dle­bow: then, stoop­ing to­wards him, in a clear, dis­tinct voice, which was per­fect­ly au­di­ble at the win­dow where the two girls were con­cealed, “A mes­sage for His Roy­al High­ness,” he said.

			“Ah, ah!” cried the sol­dier. “Of­fi­cer, a mes­sen­ger!”

			But this brave guard knew very well that no of­fi­cer would ap­pear, see­ing that the on­ly one who could have ap­peared dwelt at the oth­er side of the cas­tle, in an apart­ment look­ing in­to the gar­dens. So he has­tened to add: “The of­fi­cer, Mon­sieur, is on his rounds; but, in his ab­sence, M. de Saint-Re­my, the maître d’hô­tel, shall be in­formed.”

			“M. de Saint-Re­my?” re­peat­ed the cav­a­lier, slight­ly blush­ing.

			“Do you know him?”

			“Why, yes; but re­quest him, if you please, that my vis­it be an­nounced to His Roy­al High­ness as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“It ap­pears to be press­ing,” said the guard, as if speak­ing to him­self, but re­al­ly in the hope of ob­tain­ing an an­swer.

			The mes­sen­ger made an af­fir­ma­tive sign with his head.

			“In that case,” said the guard, “I will go and seek the maître d’hô­tel my­self.”

			The young man, in the mean­time, dis­mount­ed; and whilst the oth­ers were mak­ing their re­marks up­on the fine horse the cav­a­lier rode, the sol­dier re­turned.

			“Your par­don, young gen­tle­man; but your name, if you please?”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne, on the part of His High­ness M. le Prince de Condé.”

			The sol­dier made a pro­found bow, and, as if the name of the con­queror of Ro­croi and Lens had giv­en him wings, he stepped light­ly up the steps lead­ing to the an­techam­ber.

			M. de Bragelonne had not had time to fas­ten his horse to the iron bars of the per­ron, when M. de Saint-Re­my came run­ning, out of breath, sup­port­ing his ca­pa­cious body with one hand, whilst with the oth­er he cut the air as a fish­er­man cleaves the waves with his oar.

			“Ah, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte! You at Blois!” cried he. “Well, that is a won­der. Good day to you—good day, Mon­sieur Raoul.”

			“I of­fer you a thou­sand re­spects, M. de Saint-Re­my.”

			“How Madame de la Vall—I mean, how de­light­ed Madame de Saint-Re­my will be to see you! But come in. His Roy­al High­ness is at break­fast—must he be in­ter­rupt­ed? Is the mat­ter se­ri­ous?”

			“Yes, and no, Mon­sieur de Saint-Re­my. A mo­ment’s de­lay, how­ev­er, would be dis­agree­able to His Roy­al High­ness.”

			“If that is the case, we will force the con­signe, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte. Come in. Be­sides, Mon­sieur is in an ex­cel­lent hu­mor to­day. And then you bring news, do you not?”

			“Great news, Mon­sieur de Saint-Re­my.”

			“And good, I pre­sume?”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“Come quick­ly, come quick­ly then!” cried the wor­thy man, putting his dress to rights as he went along.

			Raoul fol­lowed him, hat in hand, and a lit­tle dis­con­cert­ed at the noise made by his spurs in these im­mense sa­lons.

			As soon as he had dis­ap­peared in the in­te­ri­or of the palace, the win­dow of the court was repeo­pled, and an an­i­mat­ed whis­per­ing be­trayed the emo­tion of the two girls. They soon ap­peared to have formed a res­o­lu­tion, for one of the two faces dis­ap­peared from the win­dow. This was the brunette; the oth­er re­mained be­hind the bal­cony, con­cealed by the flow­ers, watch­ing at­ten­tive­ly through the branch­es the per­ron by which M. de Bragelonne had en­tered the cas­tle.

			In the mean­time the ob­ject of so much laud­able cu­rios­i­ty con­tin­ued his route, fol­low­ing the steps of the maître d’hô­tel. The noise of quick steps, an odor of wine and viands, a clink­ing of crys­tal and plates, warned them that they were com­ing to the end of their course.

			The pages, valets, and of­fi­cers, as­sem­bled in the of­fice which led up to the re­fec­to­ry, wel­comed the new­com­er with the prover­bial po­lite­ness of the coun­try; some of them were ac­quaint­ed with Raoul, and all knew that he came from Paris. It might be said that his ar­rival for a mo­ment sus­pend­ed the ser­vice. In fact, a page, who was pour­ing out wine for His Roy­al High­ness, on hear­ing the jin­gling of spurs in the next cham­ber, turned round like a child, with­out per­ceiv­ing that he was con­tin­u­ing to pour out, not in­to the glass, but up­on the table­cloth.

			Madame, who was not so pre­oc­cu­pied as her glo­ri­ous spouse was, re­marked this dis­trac­tion of the page.

			“Well?” ex­claimed she.

			“Well!” re­peat­ed Mon­sieur; “what is go­ing on then?”

			M. de Saint-Re­my, who had just in­tro­duced his head through the door­way, took ad­van­tage of the mo­ment.

			“Why am I to be dis­turbed?” said Gas­ton, help­ing him­self to a thick slice of one of the largest salmon that had ev­er as­cend­ed the Loire to be cap­tured be­tween Paim­boeuf and Saint-Nazaire.

			“There is a mes­sen­ger from Paris. Oh! but af­ter Mon­seigneur has break­fast­ed will do; there is plen­ty of time.”

			“From Paris!” cried the prince, let­ting his fork fall. “A mes­sen­ger from Paris, do you say? And on whose part does this mes­sen­ger come?”

			“On the part of M. le Prince,” said the maître d’hô­tel prompt­ly.

			Ev­ery­one knows that the Prince de Condé was so called.

			“A mes­sen­ger from M. le Prince!” said Gas­ton, with an in­qui­etude that es­caped none of the as­sis­tants, and con­se­quent­ly re­dou­bled the gen­er­al cu­rios­i­ty.

			Mon­sieur, per­haps, fan­cied him­self brought back again to the hap­py times when the open­ing of a door gave him an emo­tion, in which ev­ery let­ter might con­tain a state se­cret—in which ev­ery mes­sage was con­nect­ed with a dark and com­pli­cat­ed in­trigue. Per­haps, like­wise, that great name of M. le Prince ex­pand­ed it­self, be­neath the roofs of Blois, to the pro­por­tions of a phan­tom.

			Mon­sieur pushed away his plate.

			“Shall I tell the en­voy to wait?” asked M. de Saint-Re­my.

			A glance from Madame em­bold­ened Gas­ton, who replied: “No, no; let him come in at once, on the con­trary. Apro­pos, who is he?”

			“A gen­tle­man of this coun­try, M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“Ah, very well! In­tro­duce him, Saint-Re­my—in­tro­duce him.”

			And when he had let fall these words, with his ac­cus­tomed grav­i­ty, Mon­sieur turned his eyes, in a cer­tain man­ner, up­on the peo­ple of his suite, so that all, pages, of­fi­cers, and equer­ries, quit­ted the ser­vice, knives and gob­lets, and made to­wards the sec­ond cham­ber door a re­treat as rapid as it was dis­or­der­ly.

			This lit­tle army had dis­persed in two files when Raoul de Bragelonne, pre­ced­ed by M. de Saint-Re­my, en­tered the re­fec­to­ry.

			The short in­ter­val of soli­tude which this re­treat had left him, per­mit­ted Mon­sieur the time to as­sume a diplo­mat­ic coun­te­nance. He did not turn round, but wait­ed till the maître d’hô­tel should bring the mes­sen­ger face to face with him.

			Raoul stopped even with the low­er end of the ta­ble, so as to be ex­act­ly be­tween Mon­sieur and Madame. From this place he made a pro­found bow to Mon­sieur, and a very hum­ble one to Madame; then, draw­ing him­self up in­to mil­i­tary pose, he wait­ed for Mon­sieur to ad­dress him.

			On his part the prince wait­ed till the doors were her­met­i­cal­ly closed; he would not turn round to as­cer­tain the fact, as that would have been deroga­to­ry to his dig­ni­ty, but he lis­tened with all his ears for the noise of the lock, which would prom­ise him at least an ap­pear­ance of se­cre­cy.

			The doors be­ing closed, Mon­sieur raised his eyes to­wards the vi­comte, and said, “It ap­pears that you come from Paris, Mon­sieur?”

			“This minute, Mon­seigneur.”

			“How is the king?”

			“His Majesty is in per­fect health, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And my sis­ter-in-law?”

			“Her Majesty the queen-moth­er still suf­fers from the com­plaint in her chest, but for the last month she has been rather bet­ter.”

			“Some­body told me you came on the part of M. le Prince. They must have been mis­tak­en, sure­ly?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur; M. le Prince has charged me to con­vey this let­ter to Your Roy­al High­ness, and I am to wait for an an­swer to it.”

			Raoul had been a lit­tle an­noyed by this cold and cau­tious re­cep­tion, and his voice in­sen­si­bly sank to a low key.

			The prince for­got that he was the cause of this ap­par­ent mys­tery, and his fears re­turned.

			He re­ceived the let­ter from the Prince de Condé with a hag­gard look, un­sealed it as he would have un­sealed a sus­pi­cious pack­et, and in or­der to read it so that no one should re­mark the ef­fects of it up­on his coun­te­nance, he turned round.

			Madame fol­lowed, with an anx­i­ety al­most equal to that of the prince, ev­ery ma­neu­ver of her au­gust hus­band.

			Raoul, im­pas­si­ble, and a lit­tle dis­en­gaged by the at­ten­tion of his hosts, looked from his place through the open win­dow at the gar­dens and the stat­ues which peo­pled them.

			“Well!” cried Mon­sieur, all at once, with a cheer­ful smile; “here is an agree­able sur­prise, and a charm­ing let­ter from M. le Prince. Look, Madame!”

			The ta­ble was too large to al­low the arm of the prince to reach the hand of Madame; Raoul sprang for­ward to be their in­ter­me­di­ary, and did it with so good a grace as to pro­cure a flat­ter­ing ac­knowl­edge­ment from the princess.

			“You know the con­tents of this let­ter, no doubt?” said Gas­ton to Raoul.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; M. le Prince at first gave me the mes­sage ver­bal­ly, but up­on re­flec­tion His High­ness took up his pen.”

			“It is beau­ti­ful writ­ing,” said Madame, “but I can­not read it.”

			“Will you read it to Madame, M. de Bragelonne?” said the duke.

			“Yes; read it, if you please, Mon­sieur.”

			Raoul be­gan to read, Mon­sieur giv­ing again all his at­ten­tion. The let­ter was con­ceived in these terms:

			
				“Mon­seigneur—The king is about to set out for the fron­tiers. You are aware the mar­riage of His Majesty is con­clud­ed up­on. The king has done me the hon­or to ap­point me his maréchal-des-lo­gis for this jour­ney, and as I knew with what joy His Majesty would pass a day at Blois, I ven­ture to ask Your Roy­al High­ness’s per­mis­sion to mark the house you in­hab­it as our quar­ters. If, how­ev­er, the sud­den­ness of this re­quest should cre­ate to Your Roy­al High­ness any em­bar­rass­ment, I en­treat you to say so by the mes­sen­ger I send, a gen­tle­man of my suite, M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne. My itin­er­ary will de­pend on Your Roy­al High­ness’s de­ter­mi­na­tion, and in­stead of pass­ing through Blois, we shall come through Vendôme or Ro­morantin. I ven­ture to hope that Your Roy­al High­ness will be pleased with my ar­range­ment, it be­ing the ex­pres­sion of my bound­less de­sire to make my­self agree­able to you.”

			

			“Noth­ing can be more gra­cious to­ward us,” said Madame, who had more than once con­sult­ed the looks of her hus­band dur­ing the read­ing of the let­ter. “The king here!” ex­claimed she, in a rather loud­er tone than would have been nec­es­sary to pre­serve se­cre­cy.

			“Mon­sieur,” said His Roy­al High­ness in his turn, “you will of­fer my thanks to M. de Condé, and ex­press to him my grat­i­tude for the hon­or he has done me.” Raoul bowed.

			“On what day will His Majesty ar­rive?” con­tin­ued the prince.

			“The king, Mon­seigneur, will in all prob­a­bil­i­ty ar­rive this evening.”

			“But how, then, could he have known my re­ply if it had been in the neg­a­tive?”

			“I was de­sired, Mon­seigneur, to re­turn in all haste to Beau­gen­cy, to give counter-or­ders to the couri­er, who was him­self to go back im­me­di­ate­ly with counter-or­ders to M. le Prince.”

			“His Majesty is at Or­léans, then?”

			“Much near­er, Mon­seigneur; His Majesty must by this time have ar­rived at Me­ung.”

			“Does the court ac­com­pa­ny him?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Apro­pos, I for­got to ask you af­ter M. le Car­di­nal.”

			“His Em­i­nence ap­pears to en­joy good health, Mon­seigneur.”

			“His nieces ac­com­pa­ny him, no doubt?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur; His Em­i­nence has or­dered the Mes­de­moi­selles de Manci­ni to set out for Brouage. They will fol­low the left bank of the Loire, while the court will come by the right.

			“What! Made­moi­selle Marie de Manci­ni quit the court in that man­ner?” asked Mon­sieur, his re­serve be­gin­ning to di­min­ish.

			“Made­moi­selle Marie de Manci­ni in par­tic­u­lar,” replied Raoul dis­creet­ly.

			A fugi­tive smile, an im­per­cep­ti­ble ves­tige of his an­cient spir­it of in­trigue, shot across the pale face of the prince.

			“Thanks, M. de Bragelonne,” then said Mon­sieur. “You would, per­haps, not be will­ing to car­ry M. le Prince the com­mis­sion with which I would charge you, and that is, that his mes­sen­ger has been very agree­able to me; but I will tell him so my­self.”

			Raoul bowed his thanks to Mon­sieur for the hon­or he had done him.

			Mon­sieur made a sign to Madame, who struck a bell which was placed at her right hand; M. de Saint-Re­my en­tered, and the room was soon filled with peo­ple.

			“Messieurs,” said the prince, “His Majesty is about to pay me the hon­or of pass­ing a day at Blois; I de­pend on the king, my nephew, not hav­ing to re­pent of the fa­vor he does my house.”

			“Vive le Roi!” cried all the of­fi­cers of the house­hold with fran­tic en­thu­si­asm, and M. de Saint-Re­my loud­er than the rest.

			Gas­ton hung down his head with ev­i­dent cha­grin. He had all his life been obliged to hear, or rather to un­der­go, this cry of “Vive le Roi!” which passed over him. For a long time, be­ing un­ac­cus­tomed to hear it, his ear had had rest, and now a younger, more vi­va­cious, and more bril­liant roy­al­ty rose up be­fore him, like a new and more painful provo­ca­tion.

			Madame per­fect­ly un­der­stood the suf­fer­ings of that timid, gloomy heart; she rose from the ta­ble, Mon­sieur im­i­tat­ed her me­chan­i­cal­ly, and all the do­mes­tics, with a buzzing like that of sev­er­al bee­hives, sur­round­ed Raoul for the pur­pose of ques­tion­ing him.

			Madame saw this move­ment, and called M. de Saint-Re­my.

			“This is not the time for gos­sip­ing, but work­ing,” said she, with the tone of an an­gry house­keep­er.

			M. de Saint-Re­my has­tened to break the cir­cle formed by the of­fi­cers round Raoul, so that the lat­ter was able to gain the an­techam­ber.

			“Care will be tak­en of that gen­tle­man, I hope,” added Madame, ad­dress­ing M. de Saint-Re­my.

			The wor­thy man im­me­di­ate­ly has­tened af­ter Raoul. “Madame de­sires re­fresh­ments to be of­fered to you,” said he; “and there is, be­sides, a lodg­ing for you in the cas­tle.”

			“Thanks, M. de Saint-Re­my,” replied Raoul; “but you know how anx­ious I must be to pay my du­ty to M. le Comte, my fa­ther.”

			“That is true, that is true, Mon­sieur Raoul; present him, at the same time, my hum­ble re­spects, if you please.”

			Raoul thus once more got rid of the old gen­tle­man, and pur­sued his way. As he was pass­ing un­der the porch, lead­ing his horse by the bri­dle, a soft voice called him from the depths of an ob­scure path.

			“Mon­sieur Raoul!” said the voice.

			The young man turned round, sur­prised, and saw a dark com­plex­ioned girl, who, with a fin­ger on her lip, held out her oth­er hand to him. This young la­dy was an ut­ter stranger.

		
	
		
			
				3

				The In­ter­view

			
			Raoul made one step to­wards the girl who thus called him.

			“But my horse, Madame?” said he.

			“Oh! you are ter­ri­bly em­bar­rassed! Go yon­der way—there is a shed in the out­er court: fas­ten your horse, and re­turn quick­ly!”

			“I obey, Madame.”

			Raoul was not four min­utes in per­form­ing what he had been di­rect­ed to do; he re­turned to the lit­tle door, where, in the gloom, he found his mys­te­ri­ous con­duc­tress wait­ing for him, on the first steps of a wind­ing stair­case.

			“Are you brave enough to fol­low me, mon­sieur knight er­rant?” asked the girl, laugh­ing at the mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion Raoul had man­i­fest­ed.

			The lat­ter replied by spring­ing up the dark stair­case af­ter her. They thus climbed up three sto­ries, he be­hind her, touch­ing with his hands, when he felt for the ban­is­ter, a silk dress which rubbed against each side of the stair­case. At ev­ery false step made by Raoul, his con­duc­tress cried, “Hush!” and held out to him a soft per­fumed hand.

			“One would mount thus to the bel­fry of the cas­tle with­out be­ing con­scious of fa­tigue,” said Raoul.

			“All of which means, Mon­sieur, that you are very much per­plexed, very tired, and very un­easy. But be of good cheer, Mon­sieur; here we are, at our des­ti­na­tion.”

			The girl threw open a door, which im­me­di­ate­ly, with­out any tran­si­tion, filled with a flood of light the land­ing of the stair­case, at the top of which Raoul ap­peared, hold­ing fast by the balustrade.

			The girl con­tin­ued to walk on—he fol­lowed her; she en­tered a cham­ber—he did the same.

			As soon as he was fair­ly in the net he heard a loud cry, and, turn­ing round, saw at two paces from him, with her hands clasped and her eyes closed, that beau­ti­ful fair girl with blue eyes and white shoul­ders, who, rec­og­niz­ing him, called him Raoul.

			He saw her, and di­vined at once so much love and so much joy in the ex­pres­sion of her coun­te­nance, that he sank on his knees in the mid­dle of the cham­ber, mur­mur­ing, on his part, the name of Louise.

			“Ah! Mon­ta­lais!—Mon­ta­lais!” she sighed, “it is very wicked to de­ceive me so.”

			“Who, I? I have de­ceived you?”

			“Yes; you told me you would go down to in­quire the news, and you have brought up Mon­sieur!”

			“Well, I was obliged to do so—how else could he have re­ceived the let­ter you wrote him?” And she point­ed with her fin­ger to the let­ter which was still up­on the ta­ble.

			Raoul made a step to take it; Louise, more rapid, al­though she had sprung for­ward with a suf­fi­cient­ly re­mark­able phys­i­cal hes­i­ta­tion, reached out her hand to stop him. Raoul came in con­tact with that trem­bling hand, took it with­in his own, and car­ried it so re­spect­ful­ly to his lips, that he might have been said to have de­posit­ed a sigh up­on it rather than a kiss.

			In the mean­time, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais had tak­en the let­ter, fold­ed it care­ful­ly, as wom­en do, in three folds, and slipped it in­to her bo­som.

			“Don’t be afraid, Louise,” said she; “Mon­sieur will no more ven­ture to take it hence than the de­funct king Louis XI­II ven­tured to take bil­lets from the cor­sage of Made­moi­selle de Haute­fort.”

			Raoul blushed at see­ing the smile of the two girls; and he did not re­mark that the hand of Louise re­mained in his.

			“There!” said Mon­ta­lais, “you have par­doned me, Louise, for hav­ing brought Mon­sieur to you; and you, Mon­sieur, bear me no mal­ice for hav­ing fol­lowed me to see Made­moi­selle. Now, then, peace be­ing made, let us chat like old friends. Present me, Louise, to M. de Bragelonne.”

			“Mon­sieur le Vi­comte,” said Louise, with her qui­et grace and in­gen­u­ous smile, “I have the hon­or to present to you Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais, maid of hon­or to Her Roy­al High­ness Madame, and more­over my friend—my ex­cel­lent friend.”

			Raoul bowed cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly.

			“And me, Louise,” said he—“will you not present me al­so to Made­moi­selle?”

			“Oh, she knows you—she knows all!”

			This un­guard­ed ex­pres­sion made Mon­ta­lais laugh and Raoul sigh with hap­pi­ness, for he in­ter­pret­ed it thus: “She knows all our love.”

			“The cer­e­monies be­ing over, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte,” said Mon­ta­lais, “take a chair, and tell us quick­ly the news you bring fly­ing thus.”

			“Made­moi­selle, it is no longer a se­cret; the king, on his way to Poitiers, will stop at Blois, to vis­it His Roy­al High­ness.”

			“The king here!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais, clap­ping her hands. “What! are we go­ing to see the court? On­ly think, Louise—the re­al court from Paris! Oh, good heav­ens! But when will this hap­pen, Mon­sieur?”

			“Per­haps this evening, Made­moi­selle; at lat­est, to­mor­row.”

			Mon­ta­lais lift­ed her shoul­ders in a sigh of vex­a­tion.

			“No time to get ready! No time to pre­pare a sin­gle dress! We are as far be­hind the fash­ions as the Poles. We shall look like por­traits from the time of Hen­ry IV. Ah, Mon­sieur! this is sad news you bring us!”

			“But, mes­de­moi­selles, you will be still beau­ti­ful!”

			“That’s no news! Yes, we shall al­ways be beau­ti­ful, be­cause na­ture has made us pass­able; but we shall be ridicu­lous, be­cause the fash­ion will have for­got­ten us. Alas! ridicu­lous! I shall be thought ridicu­lous—I!”

			“And by whom?” said Louise, in­no­cent­ly.

			“By whom? You are a strange girl, my dear. Is that a ques­tion to put to me? I mean ev­ery­body; I mean the courtiers, the no­bles; I mean the king.”

			“Par­don me, my good friend; but as here ev­ery­one is ac­cus­tomed to see us as we are—”

			“Grant­ed; but that is about to change, and we shall be ridicu­lous, even for Blois; for close to us will be seen the fash­ions from Paris, and they will per­ceive that we are in the fash­ion of Blois! It is enough to make one de­spair!”

			“Con­sole your­self, Made­moi­selle.”

			“Well, so let it be! Af­ter all, so much the worse for those who do not find me to their taste!” said Mon­ta­lais, philo­soph­i­cal­ly.

			“They would be very dif­fi­cult to please,” replied Raoul, faith­ful to his reg­u­lar sys­tem of gal­lantry.

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte. We were say­ing, then, that the king is com­ing to Blois?”

			“With all the court.”

			“Mes­de­moi­selles de Manci­ni, will they be with them?”

			“No, cer­tain­ly not.”

			“But as the king, it is said, can­not do with­out Made­moi­selle Marie?”

			“Made­moi­selle, the king must do with­out her. M. le Car­di­nal will have it so. He has ex­iled his nieces to Brouage.”

			“He!—the hyp­ocrite!”

			“Hush!” said Louise, press­ing a fin­ger on her friend’s rosy lips.

			“Bah! no­body can hear me. I say that old Mazari­no Mazari­ni is a hyp­ocrite, who burns im­pa­tient­ly to make his niece Queen of France.”

			“That can­not be, Made­moi­selle, since M. le Car­di­nal, on the con­trary, had brought about the mar­riage of His Majesty with the In­fan­ta Maria There­sa.”

			Mon­ta­lais looked Raoul full in the face, and said, “And do you Parisians be­lieve in these tales? Well! we are a lit­tle more know­ing than you, at Blois.”

			“Made­moi­selle, if the king goes be­yond Poitiers and sets out for Spain; if the ar­ti­cles of the mar­riage con­tract are agreed up­on by Don Luis de Haro and His Em­i­nence, you must plain­ly per­ceive that it is not child’s play.”

			“All very fine! but the king is king, I sup­pose?”

			“No doubt, Made­moi­selle; but the car­di­nal is the car­di­nal.”

			“The king is not a man, then! And he does not love Marie Manci­ni?”

			“He adores her.”

			“Well, he will mar­ry her then. We shall have war with Spain. M. Mazarin will spend a few of the mil­lions he has put away; our gen­tle­men will per­form prodi­gies of val­or in their en­coun­ters with the proud Castil­ians, and many of them will re­turn crowned with lau­rels, to be re­crowned by us with myr­tles. Now, that is my view of pol­i­tics.”

			“Mon­ta­lais, you are wild!” said Louise, “and ev­ery ex­ag­ger­a­tion at­tracts you as light does a moth.”

			“Louise, you are so ex­treme­ly rea­son­able, that you will nev­er know how to love.”

			“Oh!” said Louise, in a tone of ten­der re­proach, “don’t you see, Mon­ta­lais? The queen-moth­er de­sires to mar­ry her son to the In­fan­ta; would you wish him to dis­obey his moth­er? Is it for a roy­al heart like his to set such a bad ex­am­ple? When par­ents for­bid love, love must be ban­ished.”

			And Louise sighed: Raoul cast down his eyes, with an ex­pres­sion of con­straint. Mon­ta­lais, on her part, laughed aloud.

			“Well, I have no par­ents!” said she.

			“You are ac­quaint­ed, with­out doubt, with the state of health of M. le Comte de la Fère?” said Louise, af­ter breath­ing that sigh which had re­vealed so many griefs in its elo­quent ut­ter­ance.

			“No, Made­moi­selle,” replied Raoul, “I have not yet paid my re­spects to my fa­ther; I was go­ing to his house when Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais so kind­ly stopped me. I hope the comte is well. You have heard noth­ing to the con­trary, have you?”

			“No, M. Raoul—noth­ing, thank God!”

			Here, for sev­er­al in­stants, en­sued a si­lence, dur­ing which two spir­its, which fol­lowed the same idea, com­mu­ni­cat­ed per­fect­ly, with­out even the as­sis­tance of a sin­gle glance.

			“Oh, heav­ens!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais in a fright; “there is some­body com­ing up.”

			“Who can it be?” said Louise, ris­ing in great ag­i­ta­tion.

			“Mes­de­moi­selles, I in­con­ve­nience you very much. I have, with­out doubt, been very in­dis­creet,” stam­mered Raoul, very ill at ease.

			“It is a heavy step,” said Louise.

			“Ah! if it is on­ly M. Mal­icorne,” added Mon­ta­lais, “do not dis­turb your­selves.”

			Louise and Raoul looked at each oth­er to in­quire who M. Mal­icorne could be.

			“There is no oc­ca­sion to mind him,” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais; “he is not jeal­ous.”

			“But, Made­moi­selle—” said Raoul.

			“Yes, I un­der­stand. Well, he is dis­creet as I am.”

			“Good heav­ens!” cried Louise, who had ap­plied her ear to the door, which had been left ajar; “it is my moth­er’s step!”

			“Madame de Saint-Re­my! Where shall I hide my­self?” ex­claimed Raoul, catch­ing at the dress of Mon­ta­lais, who looked quite be­wil­dered.

			“Yes,” said she; “yes, I know the click­ing of those pat­tens! It is our ex­cel­lent moth­er. M. le Vi­comte, what a pity it is the win­dow looks up­on a stone pave­ment, and that fifty paces be­low it.”

			Raoul glanced at the bal­cony in de­spair. Louise seized his arm and held it tight.

			“Oh, how sil­ly I am!” said Mon­ta­lais; “have I not the robe-of-cer­e­mo­ny clos­et? It looks as if it were made on pur­pose.”

			It was quite time to act; Madame de Saint-Re­my was com­ing up at a quick­er pace than usu­al. She gained the land­ing at the mo­ment when Mon­ta­lais, as in all scenes of sur­pris­es, shut the clos­et by lean­ing with her back against the door.

			“Ah!” cried Madame de Saint-Re­my, “you are here, are you, Louise?”

			“Yes, Madame,” replied she, more pale than if she had com­mit­ted a great crime.

			“Well, well!”

			“Pray be seat­ed, Madame,” said Mon­ta­lais, of­fer­ing her a chair, which she placed so that the back was to­wards the clos­et.

			“Thank you, Made­moi­selle Au­re—thank you. Come, my child, be quick.”

			“Where do you wish me to go, Madame?”

			“Why, home, to be sure; have you not to pre­pare your toi­lette?”

			“What did you say?” cried Mon­ta­lais, has­ten­ing to af­fect sur­prise, so fear­ful was she that Louise would in some way com­mit her­self.

			“You don’t know the news, then?” said Madame de Saint-Re­my.

			“What news, Madame, is it pos­si­ble for two girls to learn up in this dove­cote?”

			“What! have you seen no­body?”

			“Madame, you talk in enig­mas, and you tor­ment us at a slow fire!” cried Mon­ta­lais, who, ter­ri­fied at see­ing Louise be­come paler and paler, did not know to what saint to put up her vows.

			At length she caught an elo­quent look of her com­pan­ion’s, one of those looks which would con­vey in­tel­li­gence to a brick wall. Louise di­rect­ed her at­ten­tion to a hat—Raoul’s un­lucky hat, which was set out in all its feath­ery splen­dor up­on the ta­ble.

			Mon­ta­lais sprang to­wards it, and, seiz­ing it with her left hand, passed it be­hind her in­to the right, con­ceal­ing it as she was speak­ing.

			“Well,” said Madame de Saint-Re­my, “a couri­er has ar­rived, an­nounc­ing the ap­proach of the king. There, mes­de­moi­selles; there is some­thing to make you put on your best looks.”

			“Quick, quick!” cried Mon­ta­lais. “Fol­low Madame your moth­er, Louise; and leave me to get ready my dress of cer­e­mo­ny.”

			Louise arose; her moth­er took her by the hand, and led her out on to the land­ing.

			“Come along,” said she; then adding in a low voice, “When I for­bid you to come the apart­ment of Mon­ta­lais, why do you do so?”

			“Madame, she is my friend. Be­sides, I had but just come.”

			“Did you see no­body con­cealed while you were there?”

			“Madame!”

			“I saw a man’s hat, I tell you—the hat of that fel­low, that good-for-noth­ing!”

			“Madame!” re­peat­ed Louise.

			“Of that do-noth­ing Mal­icorne! A maid of hon­or to have such com­pa­ny—fie! fie!” and their voic­es were lost in the depths of the nar­row stair­case.

			Mon­ta­lais had not missed a word of this con­ver­sa­tion, which echo con­veyed to her as if through a tun­nel. She shrugged her shoul­ders on see­ing Raoul, who had lis­tened like­wise, is­sue from the clos­et.

			“Poor Mon­ta­lais!” said she, “the vic­tim of friend­ship! Poor Mal­icorne, the vic­tim of love!”

			She stopped on view­ing the trag­ic-com­ic face of Raoul, who was vexed at hav­ing, in one day, sur­prised so many se­crets.

			“Oh, Made­moi­selle!” said he; “how can we re­pay your kind­ness?”

			“Oh, we will bal­ance ac­counts some day,” said she. “For the present, be­gone, M. de Bragelonne, for Madame de Saint-Re­my is not over in­dul­gent; and any in­dis­cre­tion on her part might bring hith­er a domi­cil­iary vis­it, which would be dis­agree­able to all par­ties.”

			“But Louise—how shall I know—”

			“Be­gone! be­gone! King Louis XI knew very well what he was about when he in­vent­ed the post.”

			“Alas!” sighed Raoul.

			“And am I not here—I, who am worth all the posts in the king­dom? Quick, I say, to horse! so that if Madame de Saint-Re­my should re­turn for the pur­pose of preach­ing me a les­son on moral­i­ty, she may not find you here.”

			“She would tell my fa­ther, would she not?” mur­mured Raoul.

			“And you would be scold­ed. Ah, vi­comte, it is very plain you come from court; you are as timid as the king. Peste! at Blois we con­trive bet­ter than that, to do with­out pa­pa’s con­sent. Ask Mal­icorne else!”

			And at these words the girl pushed Raoul out of the room by the shoul­ders. He glid­ed swift­ly down to the porch, re­gained his horse, mount­ed, and set off as if he had had Mon­sieur’s guards at his heels.

		
	
		
			
				4

				Fa­ther and Son

			
			Raoul fol­lowed the well-known road, so dear to his mem­o­ry, which led from Blois to the res­i­dence of the Comte de la Fère.

			The read­er will dis­pense with a sec­ond de­scrip­tion of that habi­ta­tion: he, per­haps, has been with us there be­fore, and knows it. On­ly, since our last jour­ney thith­er, the walls had tak­en on a gray­er tint, and the brick­work as­sumed a more har­mo­nious cop­per tone; the trees had grown, and many that then on­ly stretched their slen­der branch­es along the tops of the hedges, now, bushy, strong, and lux­u­ri­ant, cast around, be­neath boughs swollen with sap, great shad­ows of blos­soms or fruit for the ben­e­fit of the trav­el­er.

			Raoul per­ceived, from a dis­tance, the two lit­tle tur­rets, the dove­cote in the elms, and the flights of pi­geons, which wheeled in­ces­sant­ly around that brick cone, seem­ing­ly with­out pow­er to quit it, like the sweet mem­o­ries which hov­er round a spir­it at peace.

			As he ap­proached, he heard the noise of the pul­leys which grat­ed un­der the weight of the heavy pails; he al­so fan­cied he heard the melan­choly moan­ing of the wa­ter which falls back again in­to the wells—a sad, fu­ne­re­al, solemn sound, which strikes the ear of the child and the po­et—both dream­ers—which the Eng­lish call splash; Ara­bi­an po­ets gas­gachau; and which we French­men, who would be po­ets, can on­ly trans­late by a para­phrase—the noise of wa­ter fall­ing in­to wa­ter.

			It was more than a year since Raoul had been to vis­it his fa­ther. He had passed the whole time in the house­hold of M. le Prince. In fact, af­ter all the com­mo­tions of the Fronde, of the ear­ly pe­ri­od of which we for­mer­ly at­tempt­ed to give a sketch, Louis de Condé had made a pub­lic, solemn, and frank rec­on­cil­i­a­tion with the court. Dur­ing all the time that the rup­ture be­tween the king and the prince had last­ed, the prince, who had long en­ter­tained a great re­gard for Bragelonne, had in vain of­fered him ad­van­tages of the most daz­zling kind for a young man. The Comte de la Fère, still faith­ful to his prin­ci­ples of loy­al­ty, and roy­al­ty, one day de­vel­oped be­fore his son in the vaults of Saint De­nis—the Comte de la Fère, in the name of his son, had al­ways de­clined them. More­over, in­stead of fol­low­ing M. de Condé in his re­bel­lion, the vi­comte had fol­lowed M. de Turenne, fight­ing for the king. Then when M. de Turenne, in his turn, had ap­peared to aban­don the roy­al cause, he had quit­ted M. de Turenne, as he had quit­ted M. de Condé. It re­sult­ed from this in­vari­able line of con­duct, that, as Condé and Turenne had nev­er been con­querors of each oth­er but un­der the stan­dard of the king, Raoul, how­ev­er young, had ten vic­to­ries in­scribed on his list of ser­vices, and not one de­feat from which his brav­ery or con­science had to suf­fer.

			Raoul, there­fore, had, in com­pli­ance with the wish of his fa­ther, served ob­sti­nate­ly and pas­sive­ly the for­tunes of Louis XIV, in spite of the ter­giver­sa­tions which were en­dem­ic, and, it might be said, in­evitable, at that pe­ri­od.

			M. de Condé, on be­ing re­stored to fa­vor, had at once availed him­self of all the priv­i­leges of the amnesty, to ask for many things back again which had been grant­ed to him be­fore, and among oth­ers, Raoul. M. de la Fère, with his in­vari­able good sense, had im­me­di­ate­ly sent him again to the prince.

			A year, then, had passed away since the sep­a­ra­tion of the fa­ther and son; a few let­ters had soft­ened, but not re­moved, the pain of ab­sence. We have seen that Raoul had left at Blois an­oth­er love in ad­di­tion to fil­ial love. But let us do him this jus­tice—if it had not been for chance and Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, two great temp­ta­tions, Raoul, af­ter de­liv­er­ing his mes­sage, would have gal­loped off to­wards his fa­ther’s house, turn­ing his head round, per­haps, but with­out stop­ping for a sin­gle in­stant, even if Louise had held out her arms to him.

			So the first part of the jour­ney was giv­en by Raoul to re­gret­ting the past which he had been forced to quit so quick­ly, that is to say, his la­dylove; and the oth­er part to the friend he was about to join, so much too slow­ly for his wish­es.

			Raoul found the gar­den-gate open, and rode straight in, with­out re­gard­ing the long arms, raised in anger, of an old man dressed in a jack­et of vi­o­let-col­ored wool, and a large cap of fad­ed vel­vet.

			The old man, who was weed­ing with his hands a bed of dwarf ros­es and mar­guerites, was in­dig­nant at see­ing a horse thus travers­ing his sand­ed and nice­ly-raked walks. He even ven­tured a vig­or­ous “Humph!” which made the cav­a­lier turn round. Then there was a change of scene; for no soon­er had he caught sight of Raoul’s face, than the old man sprang up and set off in the di­rec­tion of the house, amidst in­ter­rupt­ed growl­ings, which ap­peared to be parox­ysms of wild de­light.

			When ar­rived at the sta­bles, Raoul gave his horse to a lit­tle lack­ey, and sprang up the per­ron with an ar­dor that would have de­light­ed the heart of his fa­ther.

			He crossed the an­techam­ber, the din­ing-room, and the sa­lon, with­out meet­ing any­one; at length, on reach­ing the door of M. de la Fère’s apart­ment, he rapped im­pa­tient­ly, and en­tered al­most with­out wait­ing for the word “En­ter!” which was vouch­safed him by a voice at once sweet and se­ri­ous. The comte was seat­ed at a ta­ble cov­ered with pa­pers and books; he was still the no­ble, hand­some gen­tle­man of for­mer days, but time had giv­en to this no­ble­ness and beau­ty a more solemn and dis­tinct char­ac­ter. A brow white and void of wrin­kles, be­neath his long hair, now more white than black; an eye pierc­ing and mild, un­der the lids of a young man; his mus­tache, fine but slight­ly griz­zled, waved over lips of a pure and del­i­cate mod­el, as if they had nev­er been curled by mor­tal pas­sions; a form straight and sup­ple; an ir­re­proach­able but thin hand—this was what re­mained of the il­lus­tri­ous gen­tle­man whom so many il­lus­tri­ous mouths had praised un­der the name of Athos. He was en­gaged in cor­rect­ing the pages of a man­u­script book, en­tire­ly filled by his own hand.

			Raoul seized his fa­ther by the shoul­ders, by the neck, as he could, and em­braced him so ten­der­ly and so rapid­ly, that the comte had nei­ther strength nor time to dis­en­gage him­self, or to over­come his pa­ter­nal emo­tions.

			“What! you here, Raoul—you! Is it pos­si­ble?” said he.

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur, what joy to see you once again!”

			“But you don’t an­swer me, vi­comte. Have you leave of ab­sence, or has some mis­for­tune hap­pened at Paris?

			“Thank God, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, calm­ing him­self by de­grees, “noth­ing has hap­pened but what is for­tu­nate. The king is go­ing to be mar­ried, as I had the hon­or of in­form­ing you in my last let­ter, and, on his way to Spain, he will pass through Blois.”

			“To pay a vis­it to Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Comte. So, fear­ing to find him un­pre­pared, or wish­ing to be par­tic­u­lar­ly po­lite to him, Mon­sieur le Prince sent me for­ward to have the lodg­ings ready.”

			“You have seen Mon­sieur?” asked the comte, ea­ger­ly.

			“I have had that hon­or.”

			“At the cas­tle?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, cast­ing down his eyes, be­cause, no doubt, he had felt there was some­thing more than cu­rios­i­ty in the comte’s in­quiries.

			“Ah, in­deed, vi­comte? Ac­cept my com­pli­ments there­upon.”

			Raoul bowed.

			“But you have seen some­one else at Blois?”

			“Mon­sieur, I saw Her Roy­al High­ness, Madame.”

			“That’s very well: but it is not Madame that I mean.”

			Raoul col­ored deeply, but made no re­ply.

			“You do not ap­pear to un­der­stand me, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte,” per­sist­ed M. de la Fère, with­out ac­cent­ing his words more strong­ly, but with a rather sev­er­er look.

			“I un­der­stand you quite plain­ly, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, “and if I hes­i­tate a lit­tle in my re­ply, you are well as­sured I am not seek­ing for a false­hood.”

			“No, you can­not tell a lie; and that makes me so as­ton­ished you should be so long in say­ing yes or no.”

			“I can­not an­swer you with­out un­der­stand­ing you very well; and if I have un­der­stood you, you will take my first words in ill part. You will dis­pleased, no doubt, Mon­sieur le Comte, be­cause I have seen—”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière—have you not?”

			“It was of her you meant to speak, I know very well, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, with in­ex­press­ible sweet­ness.

			“And I asked you if you have seen her.”

			“Mon­sieur, I was ig­no­rant, when I en­tered the cas­tle, that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière was there; it was on­ly on my re­turn, af­ter I had per­formed my mis­sion, that chance brought us to­geth­er. I have had the hon­or of pay­ing my re­spects to her.”

			“But what do you call the chance that led you in­to the pres­ence of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, Mon­sieur.”

			“And who is Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais?”

			“A young la­dy I did not know be­fore, whom I had nev­er seen. She is maid of hon­or to Madame.”

			“Mon­sieur le Vi­comte, I will push my in­ter­roga­to­ry no fur­ther, and re­proach my­self with hav­ing car­ried it so far. I had de­sired you to avoid Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and not to see her with­out my per­mis­sion. Oh, I am quite sure you have told me the truth, and that you took no mea­sures to ap­proach her. Chance has done me this in­jury; I do not ac­cuse you of it. I will be con­tent, then, with what I for­mer­ly said to you con­cern­ing this young la­dy. I do not re­proach her with any­thing—God is my wit­ness! on­ly it is not my in­ten­tion or wish that you should fre­quent her place of res­i­dence. I beg you once more, my dear Raoul, to un­der­stand that.”

			It was plain the limpid eyes of Raoul were trou­bled at this speech.

			“Now, my friend,” said the comte, with his soft smile, and in his cus­tom­ary tone, “let us talk of oth­er mat­ters. You are re­turn­ing, per­haps, to your du­ty?”

			“No, Mon­sieur, I have no du­ty for to­day, ex­cept the plea­sure of re­main­ing with you. The prince kind­ly ap­point­ed me no oth­er: which was so much in ac­cord with my wish.”

			“Is the king well?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“And Mon­sieur le Prince al­so?”

			“As usu­al, Mon­sieur.”

			The comte for­got to in­quire af­ter Mazarin; that was an old habit.

			“Well, Raoul, since you are en­tire­ly mine, I will give up my whole day to you. Em­brace me—again, again! You are at home, vi­comte! Ah, there is our old Gri­maud! Come in, Gri­maud; Mon­sieur le Vi­comte is de­sirous of em­brac­ing you like­wise.”

			The good old man did not re­quire to be twice told; he rushed in with open arms, Raoul meet­ing him half­way.

			“Now, if you please, we will go in­to the gar­den, Raoul. I will show you the new lodg­ing I have had pre­pared for you dur­ing your leave of ab­sence; and whilst ex­am­in­ing the last win­ter’s plan­ta­tions, and two sad­dle-hors­es I have just ac­quired, you will give me all the news of our friends in Paris.”

			The comte closed his man­u­script, took the young man’s arm, and went out in­to the gar­dens with him.

			Gri­maud looked at Raoul with a melan­choly air as the young man passed out; ob­serv­ing that his head near­ly touched the tra­verse of the door­way, stroking his white royale, he slow­ly mur­mured:—“How he has grown!”

		
	
		
			
				5

				In Which Some­thing Will Be Said of Crop­oli—Of Crop­oli and of a Great Un­known Painter

			
			Whilst the Comte de la Fère with Raoul vis­its the new build­ings he has erect­ed, and the new hors­es he has bought, with the read­er’s per­mis­sion we will lead him back to the city of Blois, and make him a wit­ness of the un­ac­cus­tomed ac­tiv­i­ty which per­vades that city.

			It was in the ho­tels that the sur­prise of the news brought by Raoul was most sen­si­bly felt.

			In fact, the king and the court at Blois, that is to say, a hun­dred horse­men, ten car­riages, two hun­dred hors­es, as many lack­eys as mas­ters—where was this crowd to be housed? Where were to be lodged all the gen­try of the neigh­bor­hood, who would gath­er in two or three hours af­ter the news had en­larged the cir­cle of its re­port, like the in­creas­ing cir­cum­fer­ences pro­duced by a stone thrown in­to a placid lake?

			Blois, as peace­ful in the morn­ing, as we have seen, as the calmest lake in the world, at the an­nounce­ment of the roy­al ar­rival, was sud­den­ly filled with the tu­mult and buzzing of a swarm of bees.

			All the ser­vants of the cas­tle, un­der the in­spec­tion of the of­fi­cers, were sent in­to the city in quest of pro­vi­sions, and ten horse­men were dis­patched to the pre­serves of Cham­bord to seek for game, to the fish­eries of Beu­vron for fish, and to the gar­dens of Chev­erny for fruits and flow­ers.

			Pre­cious ta­pes­tries, and lus­ters with great gilt chains, were drawn from the cup­boards; an army of the poor were en­gaged in sweep­ing the courts and wash­ing the stone fronts, whilst their wives went in droves to the mead­ows be­yond the Loire, to gath­er green boughs and field-flow­ers. The whole city, not to be be­hind in this lux­u­ry of clean­li­ness, as­sumed its best toi­lette with the help of brush­es, brooms, and wa­ter.

			The gut­ters of the up­per town, swollen by these con­tin­ued ablu­tions, be­came rivers at the bot­tom of the city, and the pave­ment, gen­er­al­ly very mud­dy, it must be al­lowed, took a clean face, and ab­so­lute­ly shone in the friend­ly rays of the sun.

			Next the mu­sic was to be pro­vid­ed; draw­ers were emp­tied; the shop­keep­ers did a glo­ri­ous trade in wax, rib­bons, and sword-knots; house­keep­ers laid in stores of bread, meat, and spices. Al­ready num­bers of the cit­i­zens whose hous­es were fur­nished as if for a siege, hav­ing noth­ing more to do, donned their fes­tive clothes, and di­rect­ed their course to­wards the city gate, in or­der to be the first to sig­nal or see the cortège. They knew very well that the king would not ar­rive be­fore night, per­haps not be­fore the next morn­ing. Yet what is ex­pec­ta­tion but a kind of fol­ly, and what is that fol­ly but an ex­cess of hope?

			In the low­er city, at scarce­ly a hun­dred paces from the Cas­tle of the States, be­tween the mall and the cas­tle, in a suf­fi­cient­ly hand­some street, then called the Rue Vieille, and which must, in fact, have been very old, stood a ven­er­a­ble ed­i­fice, with point­ed gables, of squat but large di­men­sions, or­na­ment­ed with three win­dows look­ing in­to the street on the first floor, with two in the sec­ond, and with a lit­tle oeil de boeuf in the third.

			On the sides of this tri­an­gle had re­cent­ly been con­struct­ed a par­al­lel­o­gram of con­sid­er­able size, which en­croached up­on the street re­morse­less­ly, ac­cord­ing to the fa­mil­iar us­es of the build­ing of that pe­ri­od. The street was nar­rowed by a quar­ter by it, but then the house was en­larged by a half; and was not that a suf­fi­cient com­pen­sa­tion?

			Tra­di­tion said that this house with the point­ed gables was in­hab­it­ed, in the time of Hen­ry III, by a coun­cilor of state whom Queen Cather­ine came, some say to vis­it, and oth­ers to stran­gle. How­ev­er that may be, the good la­dy must have stepped with a cir­cum­spect foot over the thresh­old of this build­ing.

			Af­ter the coun­cilor had died—whether by stran­gu­la­tion or nat­u­ral­ly is of no con­se­quence—the house had been sold, then aban­doned, and last­ly iso­lat­ed from the oth­er hous­es of the street. To­wards the mid­dle of the reign of Louis XI­II on­ly, an Ital­ian, named Crop­oli, es­caped from the kitchens of the Maréchal d’An­cre, came and took pos­ses­sion of this house. There he es­tab­lished a lit­tle hostel­ry, in which was fab­ri­cat­ed a mac­a­roni so de­li­cious that peo­ple came from miles round to fetch it or eat it.

			So fa­mous had the house be­come for it, that when Marie de Medi­ci was a pris­on­er, as we know, in the cas­tle of Blois, she once sent for some.

			It was pre­cise­ly on the day she had es­caped by the fa­mous win­dow. The dish of mac­a­roni was left up­on the ta­ble, on­ly just tast­ed by the roy­al mouth.

			This dou­ble fa­vor, of a stran­gu­la­tion and a mac­a­roni, con­ferred up­on the tri­an­gu­lar house, gave poor Crop­oli a fan­cy to grace his hostel­ry with a pompous ti­tle. But his qual­i­ty of an Ital­ian was no rec­om­men­da­tion in these times, and his small, well-con­cealed for­tune for­bade at­tract­ing too much at­ten­tion.

			When he found him­self about to die, which hap­pened in 1643, just af­ter the death of Louis XI­II, he called to him his son, a young cook of great prom­ise, and with tears in his eyes, he rec­om­mend­ed him to pre­serve care­ful­ly the se­cret of the mac­a­roni, to Frenchi­fy his name, and at length, when the po­lit­i­cal hori­zon should be cleared from the clouds which ob­scured it—this was prac­ticed then as in our day—to or­der of the near­est smith a hand­some sign, up­on which a fa­mous painter, whom he named, should de­sign two queens’ por­traits, with these words as a leg­end: “To the Medi­ci.”

			The wor­thy Crop­oli, af­ter these rec­om­men­da­tions, had on­ly suf­fi­cient time to point out to his young suc­ces­sor a chim­ney, un­der the slab of which he had hid­den a thou­sand ten-franc pieces, and then ex­pired.

			Crop­oli the younger, like a man of good heart, sup­port­ed the loss with res­ig­na­tion, and the gain with­out in­so­lence. He be­gan by ac­cus­tom­ing the pub­lic to sound the fi­nal i of his name so lit­tle, that by the aid of gen­er­al com­plai­sance, he was soon called noth­ing but M. Crop­olé, which is quite a French name. He then mar­ried, hav­ing had in his eye a lit­tle French girl, from whose par­ents he ex­tort­ed a rea­son­able dowry by show­ing them what there was be­neath the slab of the chim­ney.

			These two points ac­com­plished, he went in search of the painter who was to paint the sign; and he was soon found. He was an old Ital­ian, a ri­val of the Raphaels and the Carac­ci, but an un­for­tu­nate ri­val. He said he was of the Vene­tian school, doubt­less from his fond­ness for col­or. His works, of which he had nev­er sold one, at­tract­ed the eye at a dis­tance of a hun­dred paces; but they so for­mi­da­bly dis­pleased the cit­i­zens, that he had fin­ished by paint­ing no more.

			He boast­ed of hav­ing paint­ed a bath­room for Madame la Maréchale d’An­cre, and mourned over this cham­ber hav­ing been burnt at the time of the maréchal’s dis­as­ter.

			Crop­oli, in his char­ac­ter of a com­pa­tri­ot, was in­dul­gent to­wards Pit­tri­no, which was the name of the artist. Per­haps he had seen the fa­mous pic­tures of the bath­room. Be this as it may, he held in such es­teem, we may say in such friend­ship, the fa­mous Pit­tri­no, that he took him in his own house.

			Pit­tri­no, grate­ful, and fed with mac­a­roni, set about prop­a­gat­ing the rep­u­ta­tion of this na­tion­al dish, and from the time of its founder, he had ren­dered, with his in­de­fati­ga­ble tongue, sig­nal ser­vices to the house of Crop­oli.

			As he grew old he at­tached him­self to the son as he had done to the fa­ther, and by de­grees be­came a kind of over-look­er of a house in which his re­mark­able in­tegri­ty, his ac­knowl­edged so­bri­ety, and a thou­sand oth­er virtues use­less to enu­mer­ate, gave him an eter­nal place by the fire­side, with a right of in­spec­tion over the do­mes­tics. Be­sides this, it was he who tast­ed the mac­a­roni, to main­tain the pure fla­vor of the an­cient tra­di­tion; and it must be al­lowed that he nev­er per­mit­ted a grain of pep­per too much, or an atom of parme­san too lit­tle. His joy was at its height on that day when called up­on to share the se­cret of Crop­oli the younger, and to paint the fa­mous sign.

			He was seen at once rum­mag­ing with ar­dor in an old box, in which he found some brush­es, a lit­tle gnawed by the rats, but still pass­able; some col­ors in blad­ders, al­most dried up; some lin­seed-oil in a bot­tle, and a pal­ette which had for­mer­ly be­longed to Bronzi­no, that dieu de la pit­toure, as the ul­tra­mon­tane artist, in his ev­er young en­thu­si­asm, al­ways called him.

			Pit­tri­no was puffed up with all the joy of a re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion.

			He did as Raphael had done—he changed his style, and paint­ed, in the fash­ion of Al­bani, two god­dess­es rather than two queens. These il­lus­tri­ous ladies ap­peared so love­ly on the sign—they pre­sent­ed to the as­ton­ished eyes such an as­sem­blage of lilies and ros­es, the en­chant­ing re­sult of the changes of style in Pit­tri­no—they as­sumed the pos­es of sirens so Anacre­on­ti­cal­ly—that the prin­ci­pal échevin, when ad­mit­ted to view this cap­i­tal piece in the salle of Crop­olé, at once de­clared that these ladies were too hand­some, of too an­i­mat­ed a beau­ty, to fig­ure as a sign in the eyes of passers­by.

			To Pit­tri­no he added, “His Roy­al High­ness Mon­sieur, who of­ten comes in­to our city, will not be much pleased to see his il­lus­tri­ous moth­er so slight­ly clothed, and he will send you to the ou­bli­ettes of the state; for, re­mem­ber, the heart of that glo­ri­ous prince is not al­ways ten­der. You must ef­face ei­ther the two sirens or the leg­end, with­out which I for­bid the ex­hi­bi­tion of the sign. I say this for your sake, Mas­ter Crop­olé, as well for yours, Sig­nor Pit­tri­no.”

			What an­swer could be made to this? It was nec­es­sary to thank the échevin for his kind­ness, which Crop­olé did. But Pit­tri­no re­mained down­cast and said he felt as­sured of what was about to hap­pen.

			The vis­i­tor was scarce­ly gone when Crop­olé, cross­ing his arms, said: “Well, mas­ter, what is to be done?”

			“We must ef­face the leg­end,” said Pit­tri­no, in a melan­choly tone. “I have some ex­cel­lent ivory-black; it will be done in a mo­ment, and we will re­place the Medi­ci by the nymphs or the sirens, which­ever you pre­fer.”

			“No,” said Crop­olé, “the will of my fa­ther must be car­ried out. My fa­ther con­sid­ered—”

			“He con­sid­ered the fig­ures of the most im­por­tance,” said Pit­tri­no.

			“He thought most of the leg­end,” said Crop­olé.

			“The proof of the im­por­tance in which he held the fig­ures,” said Pit­tri­no, “is that he de­sired they should be like­ness­es, and they are so.”

			“Yes; but if they had not been so, who would have rec­og­nized them with­out the leg­end? At the present day even, when the mem­o­ry of the Blaisois be­gins to be faint with re­gard to these two cel­e­brat­ed per­sons, who would rec­og­nize Cather­ine and Marie with­out the words ‘To the Medi­ci’?”

			“But the fig­ures?” said Pit­tri­no, in de­spair; for he felt that young Crop­olé was right. “I should not like to lose the fruit of my la­bor.”

			“And I should not wish you to be thrown in­to prison, and my­self in­to the ou­bli­ettes.”

			“Let us ef­face ‘Medi­ci,’ ” said Pit­tri­no, sup­pli­cat­ing­ly.

			“No,” replied Crop­olé, firm­ly. “I have got an idea, a sub­lime idea—your pic­ture shall ap­pear, and my leg­end like­wise. Does not ‘Medi­ci’ mean doc­tor, or physi­cian, in Ital­ian?”

			“Yes, in the plu­ral.”

			“Well, then, you shall or­der an­oth­er sign-frame of the smith; you shall paint six physi­cians, and write un­der­neath ‘Aux Medi­ci’ which makes a very pret­ty play up­on words.”

			“Six physi­cians! im­pos­si­ble! And the com­po­si­tion?” cried Pit­tri­no.

			“That is your busi­ness—but so it shall be—I in­sist up­on it—it must be so—my mac­a­roni is burn­ing.”

			This rea­son­ing was peremp­to­ry—Pit­tri­no obeyed. He com­posed the sign of six physi­cians, with the leg­end; the échevin ap­plaud­ed and au­tho­rized it.

			The sign pro­duced an ex­trav­a­gant suc­cess in the city, which proves that po­et­ry has al­ways been in the wrong, be­fore cit­i­zens, as Pit­tri­no said.

			Crop­olé, to make amends to his painter-in-or­di­nary, hung up the nymphs of the pre­ced­ing sign in his bed­room, which made Madame Crop­olé blush ev­ery time she looked at it, when she was un­dress­ing at night.

			This is the way in which the point­ed-gable house got a sign; and this is how the hostel­ry of the Medi­ci, mak­ing a for­tune, was found to be en­larged by a quar­ter, as we have de­scribed. And this is how there was at Blois a hostel­ry of that name, and had for painter-in-or­di­nary Mas­ter Pit­tri­no.
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				The Un­known

			
			Thus found­ed and rec­om­mend­ed by its sign, the hostel­ry of Mas­ter Crop­olé held its way steadi­ly on to­wards a sol­id pros­per­i­ty.

			It was not an im­mense for­tune that Crop­olé had in per­spec­tive; but he might hope to dou­ble the thou­sand louis d’or left by his fa­ther, to make an­oth­er thou­sand louis by the sale of his house and stock, and at length to live hap­pi­ly like a re­tired cit­i­zen.

			Crop­olé was anx­ious for gain, and was half-crazy with joy at the news of the ar­rival of Louis XIV.

			Him­self, his wife, Pit­tri­no, and two cooks, im­me­di­ate­ly laid hands up­on all the in­hab­i­tants of the dove­cote, the poul­try-yard, and the rab­bit-hutch­es; so that as many lamen­ta­tions and cries re­sound­ed in the yards of the hostel­ry of the Medi­ci as were for­mer­ly heard in Ra­ma.

			Crop­olé had, at the time, but one sin­gle trav­el­er in his house.

			This was a man of scarce­ly thir­ty years of age, hand­some, tall, aus­tere, or rather melan­choly, in all his ges­tures and looks.

			He was dressed in black vel­vet with jet trim­mings; a white col­lar, as plain as that of the sever­est Pu­ri­tan, set off the white­ness of his youth­ful neck; a small dark-col­ored mus­tache scarce­ly cov­ered his curled, dis­dain­ful lip.

			He spoke to peo­ple look­ing them full in the face, with­out af­fec­ta­tion, it is true, but with­out scru­ple; so that the bril­lian­cy of his black eyes be­came so in­sup­port­able, that more than one look had sunk be­neath his, like the weak­er sword in a sin­gle com­bat.

			At this time, in which men, all cre­at­ed equal by God, were di­vid­ed, thanks to prej­u­dices, in­to two dis­tinct castes, the gen­tle­man and the com­mon­er, as they are re­al­ly di­vid­ed in­to two races, the black and the white—at this time, we say, he whose por­trait we have just sketched could not fail of be­ing tak­en for a gen­tle­man, and of the best class. To as­cer­tain this, there was no ne­ces­si­ty to con­sult any­thing but his hands, long, slen­der, and white, of which ev­ery mus­cle, ev­ery vein, be­came ap­par­ent through the skin at the least move­ment, and elo­quent­ly spoke of good de­scent.

			This gen­tle­man, then, had ar­rived alone at Crop­olé’s house. He had tak­en, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, with­out re­flec­tion even, the prin­ci­pal apart­ment which the hote­lier had point­ed out to him with a ra­pa­cious aim, very praise­wor­thy, some will say, very rep­re­hen­si­ble will say oth­ers, if they ad­mit that Crop­olé was a phys­iog­nomist, and judged peo­ple at first sight.

			This apart­ment was that which com­posed the whole front of the an­cient tri­an­gu­lar house; a large sa­lon, light­ed by two win­dows on the first stage, a small cham­ber by the side of it, and an­oth­er above it.

			Now, from the time he had ar­rived, this gen­tle­man had scarce­ly touched any repast that had been served up to him in his cham­ber. He had spo­ken but two words to the host, to warn him that a trav­el­er of the name of Par­ry would ar­rive, and to de­sire that, when he did, he should be shown up to him im­me­di­ate­ly.

			He af­ter­wards pre­served so pro­found a si­lence, that Crop­olé was al­most of­fend­ed, so much did he pre­fer peo­ple who were good com­pa­ny.

			This gen­tle­man had risen ear­ly the morn­ing of the day on which this his­to­ry be­gins, and had placed him­self at the win­dow of his sa­lon, seat­ed up­on the ledge, and lean­ing up­on the rail of the bal­cony, gaz­ing sad­ly but per­sis­tent­ly on both sides of the street, watch­ing, no doubt, for the ar­rival of the trav­el­er he had men­tioned to the host.

			In this way he had seen the lit­tle cortège of Mon­sieur re­turn from hunt­ing, then had again par­tak­en of the pro­found tran­quil­li­ty of the street, ab­sorbed in his own ex­pec­ta­tions.

			All at once the move­ment of the crowd go­ing to the mead­ows, couri­ers set­ting out, wash­ers of pave­ment, pur­vey­ors of the roy­al house­hold, gab­bling, scam­per­ing shop-boys, char­i­ots in mo­tion, hair­dressers on the run, and pages toil­ing along, this tu­mult and bus­tle had sur­prised him, but with­out los­ing any of that im­pas­si­ble and supreme majesty which gives to the ea­gle and the li­on that serene and con­temp­tu­ous glance amidst the hur­rahs and shouts of hunters or the cu­ri­ous.

			Soon the cries of the vic­tims slaugh­tered in the poul­try-yard, the hasty steps of Madame Crop­olé up that lit­tle wood­en stair­case, so nar­row and so echo­ing; the bound­ing pace of Pit­tri­no, who on­ly that morn­ing was smok­ing at the door with all the phlegm of a Dutch­man; all this com­mu­ni­cat­ed some­thing like sur­prise and ag­i­ta­tion to the trav­el­er.

			As he was ris­ing to make in­quiries, the door of his cham­ber opened. The un­known con­clud­ed they were about to in­tro­duce the im­pa­tient­ly ex­pect­ed trav­el­er, and made three pre­cip­i­tate steps to meet him.

			But, in­stead of the per­son he ex­pect­ed, it was Mas­ter Crop­olé who ap­peared, and be­hind him, in the half-dark stair­case, the pleas­ant face of Madame Crop­olé, ren­dered triv­ial by cu­rios­i­ty. She on­ly gave one furtive glance at the hand­some gen­tle­man, and dis­ap­peared.

			Crop­olé ad­vanced, cap in hand, rather bent than bow­ing.

			A ges­ture of the un­known in­ter­ro­gat­ed him, with­out a word be­ing pro­nounced.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Crop­olé, “I come to ask how—what ought I to say: your lord­ship, Mon­sieur le Comte, or Mon­sieur le Mar­quis?”

			“Say Mon­sieur, and speak quick­ly,” replied the un­known, with that haughty ac­cent which ad­mits of nei­ther dis­cus­sion nor re­ply.

			“I came, then, to in­quire how Mon­sieur had passed the night, and if Mon­sieur in­tend­ed to keep this apart­ment?”

			“Yes.”

			“Mon­sieur, some­thing has hap­pened up­on which we could not reck­on.”

			“What?”

			“His Majesty Louis XIV will en­ter our city to­day, and will re­main here one day, per­haps two.”

			Great as­ton­ish­ment was paint­ed on the coun­te­nance of the un­known.

			“The King of France is com­ing to Blois?”

			“He is on the road, Mon­sieur.”

			“Then there is the stronger rea­son for my re­main­ing,” said the un­known.

			“Very well; but will Mon­sieur keep all the apart­ments?”

			“I do not un­der­stand you. Why should I re­quire less to­day than yes­ter­day?”

			“Be­cause, Mon­sieur, your lord­ship will per­mit me to say, yes­ter­day I did not think prop­er, when you chose your lodg­ing, to fix any price that might have made your lord­ship be­lieve that I pre­judged your re­sources; whilst to­day—”

			The un­known col­ored; the idea at once struck him that he was sup­posed to be poor, and was be­ing in­sult­ed.

			“Whilst to­day,” replied he, cold­ly, “you do pre­judge.”

			“Mon­sieur, I am a well-mean­ing man, thank God! and sim­ple hote­lier as I am, there is in me the blood of a gen­tle­man. My fa­ther was a ser­vant and of­fi­cer of the late Maréchal d’An­cre. God rest his soul!”

			“I do not con­test that point with you; I on­ly wish to know, and that quick­ly, to what your ques­tions tend?”

			“You are too rea­son­able, Mon­sieur, not to com­pre­hend that our city is small, that the court is about to in­vade it, that the hous­es will be over­flow­ing with in­hab­i­tants, and that lodg­ings will con­se­quent­ly ob­tain con­sid­er­able prices.”

			Again the un­known col­ored. “Name your terms,” said he.

			“I name them with scru­ple, Mon­sieur, be­cause I seek an hon­est gain, and that I wish to car­ry on my busi­ness with­out be­ing un­civ­il or ex­trav­a­gant in my de­mands. Now the room you oc­cu­py is con­sid­er­able, and you are alone.”

			“That is my busi­ness.”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly. I do not mean to turn Mon­sieur out.”

			The blood rushed to the tem­ples of the un­known; he dart­ed at poor Crop­olé, the de­scen­dant of one of the of­fi­cers of the Maréchal d’An­cre, a glance that would have crushed him down to be­neath that fa­mous chim­ney-slab, if Crop­olé had not been nailed to the spot by the ques­tion of his own prop­er in­ter­ests.

			“Do you de­sire me to go?” said he. “Ex­plain your­self—but quick­ly.”

			“Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur, you do not un­der­stand me. It is very crit­i­cal—I know—that which I am do­ing. I ex­press my­self bad­ly, or per­haps, as Mon­sieur is a for­eign­er, which I per­ceive by his ac­cent—”

			In fact, the un­known spoke with that im­petu­os­i­ty which is the prin­ci­pal char­ac­ter of Eng­lish ac­cen­tu­a­tion, even among men who speak the French lan­guage with the great­est pu­ri­ty.

			“As Mon­sieur is a for­eign­er, I say, it is per­haps he who does not catch my ex­act mean­ing. I wish for Mon­sieur to give up one or two of the apart­ments he oc­cu­pies, which would di­min­ish his ex­pens­es and ease my con­science. In­deed, it is hard to in­crease un­rea­son­ably the price of the cham­bers, when one has had the hon­or to let them at a rea­son­able price.”

			“How much does the hire amount to since yes­ter­day?”

			“Mon­sieur, to one louis, with re­fresh­ments and the charge for the horse.”

			“Very well; and that of to­day?”

			“Ah! there is the dif­fi­cul­ty. This is the day of the king’s ar­rival; if the court comes to sleep here, the charge of the day is reck­oned. From that it re­sults that three cham­bers, at two louis each, make six louis. Two louis, Mon­sieur, are not much; but six louis make a great deal.”

			The un­known, from red, as we have seen him, be­came very pale.

			He drew from his pock­et, with hero­ic brav­ery, a purse em­broi­dered with a coat-of-arms, which he care­ful­ly con­cealed in the hol­low of his hand. This purse was of a thin­ness, a flab­bi­ness, a hol­low­ness, which did not es­cape the eye of Crop­olé.

			The un­known emp­tied the purse in­to his hand. It con­tained three dou­ble louis, which amount­ed to the six louis de­mand­ed by the host.

			But it was sev­en that Crop­olé had re­quired.

			He looked, there­fore, at the un­known, as much as to say, “And then?”

			“There re­mains one louis, does there not, mas­ter hote­lier?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, but—”

			The un­known plunged his hand in­to the pock­et of his haut-de-chauss­es, and emp­tied it. It con­tained a small pock­et­book, a gold key, and some sil­ver. With this change, he made up a louis.

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur,” said Crop­olé. “It now on­ly re­mains for me to ask whether Mon­sieur in­tends to oc­cu­py his apart­ments to­mor­row, in which case I will re­serve them for him; where­as, if Mon­sieur does not mean to do so, I will prom­ise them to some of the king’s peo­ple who are com­ing.”

			“That is but right,” said the un­known, af­ter a long si­lence; “but as I have no more mon­ey, as you have seen, and as I yet must re­tain the apart­ments, you must ei­ther sell this di­a­mond in the city, or hold it in pledge.”

			Crop­olé looked at the di­a­mond so long, that the un­known said, hasti­ly:

			“I pre­fer your sell­ing it, Mon­sieur; for it is worth three hun­dred pis­toles. A Jew—are there any Jews in Blois?—would give you two hun­dred or a hun­dred and fifty for it—take what­ev­er may be of­fered for it, if it be no more than the price of your lodg­ing. Be­gone!”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur,” replied Crop­olé, ashamed of the sud­den in­fe­ri­or­i­ty which the un­known re­flect­ed up­on him by this no­ble and dis­in­ter­est­ed con­fi­dence, as well as by the un­al­ter­able pa­tience op­posed to so many sus­pi­cions and eva­sions. “Oh, Mon­sieur, I hope peo­ple are not so dis­hon­est at Blois as you seem to think; and that the di­a­mond, be­ing worth what you say—”

			The un­known here again dart­ed at Crop­olé one of his with­er­ing glances.

			“I re­al­ly do not un­der­stand di­a­monds, Mon­sieur, I as­sure you,” cried he.

			“But the jew­el­ers do: ask them,” said the un­known. “Now I be­lieve our ac­counts are set­tled, are they not, Mon­sieur l’Hôte?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, and to my pro­found re­gret; for I fear I have of­fend­ed Mon­sieur.”

			“Not at all!” replied the un­known, with in­ef­fa­ble majesty.

			“Or have ap­peared to be ex­tor­tion­ate with a no­ble trav­el­er. Con­sid­er, Mon­sieur, the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of the case.”

			“Say no more about it, I de­sire; and leave me to my­self.”

			Crop­olé bowed pro­found­ly, and left the room with a stu­pe­fied air, which an­nounced that he had a good heart, and felt gen­uine re­morse.

			The un­known him­self shut the door af­ter him, and, when left alone, looked mourn­ful­ly at the bot­tom of the purse, from which he had tak­en a small silken bag con­tain­ing the di­a­mond, his last re­source.

			He dwelt like­wise up­on the empti­ness of his pock­ets, turned over the pa­pers in his pock­et­book, and con­vinced him­self of the state of ab­so­lute des­ti­tu­tion in which he was about to be plunged.

			He raised his eyes to­wards heav­en, with a sub­lime emo­tion of de­spair­ing calm­ness, brushed off with his hand some drops of sweat which trick­led over his no­ble brow, and then cast down up­on the earth a look which just be­fore had been im­pressed with al­most di­vine majesty.

			That the storm had passed far from him, per­haps he had prayed in the bot­tom of his soul.

			He drew near to the win­dow, re­sumed his place in the bal­cony, and re­mained there, mo­tion­less, an­ni­hi­lat­ed, dead, till the mo­ment when, the heav­ens be­gin­ning to dark­en, the first flam­beaux tra­versed the en­livened street, and gave the sig­nal for il­lu­mi­na­tion to all the win­dows of the city.
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			Whilst the un­known was view­ing these lights with in­ter­est, and lend­ing an ear to the var­i­ous nois­es, Mas­ter Crop­olé en­tered his apart­ment, fol­lowed by two at­ten­dants, who laid the cloth for his meal.

			The stranger did not pay them the least at­ten­tion; but Crop­olé ap­proach­ing him re­spect­ful­ly, whis­pered, “Mon­sieur, the di­a­mond has been val­ued.”

			“Ah!” said the trav­el­er. “Well?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, the jew­el­er of His Roy­al High­ness gives two hun­dred and eighty pis­toles for it.”

			“Have you them?”

			“I thought it best to take them, Mon­sieur; nev­er­the­less, I made it a con­di­tion of the bar­gain, that if Mon­sieur wished to keep his di­a­mond, it should be held till Mon­sieur was again in funds.”

			“Oh, no, not at all: I told you to sell it.”

			“Then I have obeyed, or near­ly so, since, with­out hav­ing def­i­nite­ly sold it, I have touched the mon­ey.”

			“Pay your­self,” added the un­known.

			“I will do so, Mon­sieur, since you so pos­i­tive­ly re­quire it.”

			A sad smile passed over the lips of the gen­tle­man.

			“Place the mon­ey on that trunk,” said he, turn­ing round and point­ing to the piece of fur­ni­ture.

			Crop­olé de­posit­ed a tol­er­a­bly large bag as di­rect­ed, af­ter hav­ing tak­en from it the amount of his reck­on­ing.

			“Now,” said he, “I hope Mon­sieur will not give me the pain of not tak­ing any sup­per. Din­ner has al­ready been re­fused; this is af­fronting to the house of les Medi­ci. Look, Mon­sieur, the sup­per is on the ta­ble, and I ven­ture to say that it is not a bad one.”

			The un­known asked for a glass of wine, broke off a morsel of bread, and did not stir from the win­dow whilst he ate and drank.

			Short­ly af­ter was heard a loud flour­ish of trum­pets; cries arose in the dis­tance, a con­fused buzzing filled the low­er part of the city, and the first dis­tinct sound that struck the ears of the stranger was the tramp of ad­vanc­ing hors­es.

			“The king! the king!” re­peat­ed a noisy and ea­ger crowd.

			“The king!” cried Crop­olé, aban­don­ing his guest and his ideas of del­i­ca­cy, to sat­is­fy his cu­rios­i­ty.

			With Crop­olé were min­gled, and jos­tled, on the stair­case, Madame Crop­olé, Pit­tri­no, and the wait­ers and scul­lions.

			The cortège ad­vanced slow­ly, light­ed by a thou­sand flam­beaux, in the streets and from the win­dows.

			Af­ter a com­pa­ny of mus­ke­teers, a close­ly ranked troop of gen­tle­men, came the lit­ter of Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, drawn like a car­riage by four black hors­es. The pages and peo­ple of the car­di­nal marched be­hind.

			Next came the car­riage of the queen-moth­er, with her maids of hon­or at the doors, her gen­tle­men on horse­back at both sides.

			The king then ap­peared, mount­ed up­on a splen­did horse of Sax­on breed, with a flow­ing mane. The young prince ex­hib­it­ed, when bow­ing to some win­dows from which is­sued the most an­i­mat­ed ac­cla­ma­tions, a no­ble and hand­some coun­te­nance, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the flam­beaux of his pages.

			By the side of the king, though a lit­tle in the rear, the Prince de Condé, M. Dan­geau, and twen­ty oth­er courtiers, fol­lowed by their peo­ple and their bag­gage, closed this ver­i­ta­bly tri­umphant march. The pomp was of a mil­i­tary char­ac­ter.

			Some of the courtiers—the el­der ones, for in­stance—wore trav­el­ing dress­es; but all the rest were clothed in war­like panoply. Many wore the gor­get and buff coat of the times of Hen­ry IV and Louis XI­II.

			When the king passed be­fore him, the un­known, who had leant for­ward over the bal­cony to ob­tain a bet­ter view, and who had con­cealed his face by lean­ing on his arm, felt his heart swell and over­flow with a bit­ter jeal­ousy.

			The noise of the trum­pets ex­cit­ed him—the pop­u­lar ac­cla­ma­tions deaf­ened him: for a mo­ment he al­lowed his rea­son to be ab­sorbed in this flood of lights, tu­mult, and bril­liant im­ages.

			“He is a king!” mur­mured he, in an ac­cent of de­spair.

			Then, be­fore he had re­cov­ered from his som­bre rever­ie, all the noise, all the splen­dor, had passed away. At the an­gle of the street there re­mained noth­ing be­neath the stranger but a few hoarse, dis­cor­dant voic­es, shout­ing at in­ter­vals “Vive le Roi!”

			There re­mained like­wise the six can­dles held by the in­hab­i­tants of the hostel­ry des Medi­ci; that is to say, two for Crop­olé, two for Pit­tri­no, and one for each scul­lion. Crop­olé nev­er ceased re­peat­ing, “How good-look­ing the king is! How strong­ly he re­sem­bles his il­lus­tri­ous fa­ther!”

			“A hand­some like­ness!” said Pit­tri­no.

			“And what a lofty car­riage he has!” added Madame Crop­olé, al­ready in pro­mis­cu­ous com­men­tary with her neigh­bors of both sex­es.

			Crop­olé was feed­ing their gos­sip with his own per­son­al re­marks, with­out ob­serv­ing that an old man on foot, but lead­ing a small Irish horse by the bri­dle, was en­deav­or­ing to pen­e­trate the crowd of men and wom­en which blocked up the en­trance to the Medi­ci. But at that mo­ment the voice of the stranger was heard from the win­dow.

			“Make way, Mon­sieur l’Hote­lier, to the en­trance of your house!”

			Crop­olé turned around, and, on see­ing the old man, cleared a pas­sage for him.

			The win­dow was in­stant­ly closed.

			Pit­tri­no point­ed out the way to the new­ly-ar­rived guest, who en­tered with­out ut­ter­ing a word.

			The stranger wait­ed for him on the land­ing; he opened his arms to the old man, and led him to a seat.

			“Oh, no, no, my lord!” said he. “Sit down in your pres­ence?—nev­er!”

			“Par­ry,” cried the gen­tle­man, “I beg you will; you come from Eng­land—you come so far. Ah! it is not for your age to un­der­go the fa­tigues my ser­vice re­quires. Rest your­self.”

			“I have my re­ply to give your lord­ship, in the first place.”

			“Par­ry, I con­jure you to tell me noth­ing; for if your news had been good, you would not have be­gun in such a man­ner; you go about, which proves that the news is bad.”

			“My lord,” said the old man, “do not has­ten to alarm your­self; all is not lost, I hope. You must em­ploy en­er­gy, but more par­tic­u­lar­ly res­ig­na­tion.”

			“Par­ry,” said the young man, “I have reached this place through a thou­sand snares and af­ter a thou­sand dif­fi­cul­ties; can you doubt my en­er­gy? I have med­i­tat­ed this jour­ney ten years, in spite of all coun­sels and all ob­sta­cles—have you faith in my per­se­ver­ance? I have this evening sold the last of my fa­ther’s di­a­monds; for I had noth­ing where­with to pay for my lodg­ings and my host was about to turn me out.”

			Par­ry made a ges­ture of in­dig­na­tion, to which the young man replied by a pres­sure of the hand and a smile.

			“I have still two hun­dred and sev­en­ty-four pis­toles left and I feel my­self rich. I do not de­spair, Par­ry; have you faith in my res­ig­na­tion?”

			The old man raised his trem­bling hands to­wards heav­en.

			“Let me know,” said the stranger—“dis­guise noth­ing from me—what has hap­pened?”

			“My recital will be short, my lord; but in the name of Heav­en do not trem­ble so.”

			“It is im­pa­tience, Par­ry. Come, what did the gen­er­al say to you?”

			“At first the gen­er­al would not re­ceive me.”

			“He took you for a spy?”

			“Yes, my lord; but I wrote him a let­ter.”

			“Well?”

			“He read it, and re­ceived me, my lord.”

			“Did that let­ter thor­ough­ly ex­plain my po­si­tion and my views?”

			“Oh, yes!” said Par­ry, with a sad smile; “it paint­ed your very thoughts faith­ful­ly.”

			“Well—then, Par­ry.”

			“Then the gen­er­al sent me back the let­ter by an aide-de-camp, in­form­ing me that if I were found the next day with­in the cir­cum­scrip­tion of his com­mand, he would have me ar­rest­ed.”

			“Ar­rest­ed!” mur­mured the young man. “What! ar­rest you, my most faith­ful ser­vant?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“And not­with­stand­ing you had signed the name ‘Par­ry?’ ”

			“To all my let­ters, my lord; and the aide-de-camp had known me at St. James’s and at White­hall, too,” added the old man with a sigh.

			The young man leaned for­ward, thought­ful and sad.

			“Ay, that’s what he did be­fore his peo­ple,” said he, en­deav­or­ing to cheat him­self with hopes. “But, pri­vate­ly—be­tween you and him—what did he do? An­swer!”

			“Alas! my lord, he sent to me four cav­a­liers, who gave me the horse with which you just now saw me come back. These cav­a­liers con­duct­ed me, in great haste, to the lit­tle port of Ten­by, threw me, rather than em­barked me, in­to a lit­tle fish­ing-boat, about to sail for Brit­tany, and here I am.”

			“Oh!” sighed the young man, clasp­ing his neck con­vul­sive­ly with his hand, and with a sob. “Par­ry, is that all?—is that all?”

			“Yes, my lord; that is all.”

			Af­ter this brief re­ply en­sued a long in­ter­val of si­lence, bro­ken on­ly by the con­vul­sive beat­ing of the heel of the young man on the floor.

			The old man en­deav­ored to change the con­ver­sa­tion; it was lead­ing to thoughts much too sin­is­ter.

			“My lord,” said he, “what is the mean­ing of all the noise which pre­ced­ed me? What are these peo­ple cry­ing ‘Vive le Roi!’ for? What king do they mean? and what are all these lights for?”

			“Ah! Par­ry,” replied the young man iron­i­cal­ly, “don’t you know that this is the King of France vis­it­ing his good city of Blois? All these trum­pets are his, all those gild­ed hous­ings are his, all those gen­tle­men wear swords that are his. His moth­er pre­cedes him in a car­riage mag­nif­i­cent­ly en­crust­ed with sil­ver and gold. Hap­py moth­er! His min­is­ter heaps up mil­lions, and con­ducts him to a rich bride. Then all these peo­ple re­joice; they love their king, they hail him with their ac­cla­ma­tions, and they cry, ‘Vive le Roi! Vive le Roi!’ ”

			“Well, well, my lord,” said Par­ry, more un­easy at the turn the con­ver­sa­tion had tak­en than at the oth­er.

			“You know,” re­sumed the un­known, “that my moth­er and my sis­ter, whilst all this is go­ing on in hon­or of the King of France, have nei­ther mon­ey nor bread; you know that I my­self shall be poor and de­grad­ed with­in a fort­night, when all Eu­rope will be­come ac­quaint­ed with what you have told me. Par­ry, are there not ex­am­ples in which a man of my con­di­tion should him­self—”

			“My lord, in the name of Heav­en—”

			“You are right, Par­ry; I am a cow­ard, and if I do noth­ing for my­self, what will God do? No, no; I have two arms, Par­ry, and I have a sword.” And he struck his arm vi­o­lent­ly with his hand, and took down his sword, which hung against the wall.

			“What are you go­ing to do, my lord?”

			“What am I go­ing to do, Par­ry? What ev­ery­one in my fam­i­ly does. My moth­er lives on pub­lic char­i­ty, my sis­ter begs for my moth­er; I have, some­where or oth­er, broth­ers who equal­ly beg for them­selves; and I, the el­dest, will go and do as all the rest do—I will go and ask char­i­ty!”

			And with these words, which he fin­ished sharply with a ner­vous and ter­ri­ble laugh, the young man gird­ed on his sword, took his hat from the trunk, fas­tened to his shoul­der a black cloak, which he had worn all dur­ing his jour­ney, and press­ing the two hands of the old man, who watched his pro­ceed­ings with a look of anx­i­ety—

			“My good Par­ry,” said he, “or­der a fire, drink, eat, sleep, and be hap­py; let us both be hap­py, my faith­ful friend, my on­ly friend. We are rich, as rich as kings!”

			He struck the bag of pis­toles with his clenched hand as he spoke, and it fell heav­i­ly to the ground. He re­sumed that dis­mal laugh that had so alarmed Par­ry; and whilst the whole house­hold was scream­ing, singing, and pre­par­ing to in­stall the trav­el­ers who had been pre­ced­ed by their lack­eys, he glid­ed out by the prin­ci­pal en­trance in­to the street, where the old man, who had gone to the win­dow, lost sight of him in a mo­ment.
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				What His Majesty King Louis XIV Was at the Age of Twen­ty-Two

			
			It has been seen, by the ac­count we have en­deav­ored to give of it, that the en­trée of King Louis XIV in­to the city of Blois had been noisy and bril­liant; his young majesty had there­fore ap­peared per­fect­ly sat­is­fied with it.

			On ar­riv­ing be­neath the porch of the Cas­tle of the States, the king met, sur­round­ed by his guards and gen­tle­men, with His Roy­al High­ness the duke, Gas­ton of Or­léans, whose phys­iog­no­my, nat­u­ral­ly rather ma­jes­tic, had bor­rowed on this solemn oc­ca­sion a fresh lus­ter and a fresh dig­ni­ty. On her part, Madame, dressed in her robes of cer­e­mo­ny, await­ed, in the in­te­ri­or bal­cony, the en­trance of her nephew. All the win­dows of the old cas­tle, so de­sert­ed and dis­mal on or­di­nary days, were re­splen­dent with ladies and lights.

			It was then to the sound of drums, trum­pets, and vi­vats, that the young king crossed the thresh­old of that cas­tle in which, sev­en­ty-two years be­fore, Hen­ry III had called in the aid of as­sas­si­na­tion and treach­ery to keep up­on his head and in his house a crown which was al­ready slip­ping from his brow, to fall in­to an­oth­er fam­i­ly.

			All eyes, af­ter hav­ing ad­mired the young king, so hand­some and so agree­able, sought for that oth­er king of France, much oth­er­wise king than the for­mer, and so old, so pale, so bent, that peo­ple called him the Car­di­nal Mazarin.

			Louis was at this time en­dowed with all the nat­u­ral gifts which make the per­fect gen­tle­man; his eye was bril­liant, mild, and of a clear azure blue. But the most skill­ful phys­iog­nomists, those divers in­to the soul, on fix­ing their looks up­on it, if it had been pos­si­ble for a sub­ject to sus­tain the glance of the king—the most skill­ful phys­iog­nomists, we say, would nev­er have been able to fath­om the depths of that abyss of mild­ness. It was with the eyes of the king as with the im­mense depths of the azure heav­ens, or with those more ter­rif­ic, and al­most as sub­lime, which the Mediter­ranean re­veals un­der the keels of its ships in a clear sum­mer day, a gi­gan­tic mir­ror in which heav­en de­lights to re­flect some­times its stars, some­times its storms.

			The king was short of stature—he was scarce­ly five feet two inch­es: but his youth made up for this de­fect, set off like­wise by great no­ble­ness in all his move­ments, and by con­sid­er­able ad­dress in all bod­i­ly ex­er­cis­es.

			Certes, he was al­ready quite a king, and it was a great thing to be a king in that pe­ri­od of tra­di­tion­al de­vot­ed­ness and re­spect; but as, up to that time, he had been but sel­dom and al­ways poor­ly shown to the peo­ple, as they to whom he was shown saw him by the side of his moth­er, a tall wom­an, and Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, a man of com­mand­ing pres­ence, many found him so lit­tle of a king as to say—

			“Why, the king is not so tall as Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal!”

			What­ev­er may be thought of these phys­i­cal ob­ser­va­tions, which were prin­ci­pal­ly made in the cap­i­tal, the young king was wel­comed as a god by the in­hab­i­tants of Blois, and al­most like a king by his un­cle and aunt, Mon­sieur and Madame, the in­hab­i­tants of the cas­tle.

			It must, how­ev­er, be al­lowed, that when he saw, in the hall of re­cep­tion, chairs of equal height placed for him­self, his moth­er, the car­di­nal, and his un­cle and aunt, a dis­po­si­tion art­ful­ly con­cealed by the semi­cir­cu­lar form of the as­sem­bly, Louis XIV be­came red with anger, and looked around him to as­cer­tain by the coun­te­nances of those that were present, if this hu­mil­i­a­tion had been pre­pared for him. But as he saw noth­ing up­on the im­pas­si­ble vis­age of the car­di­nal, noth­ing on that of his moth­er, noth­ing on those of the as­sem­bly, he re­signed him­self, and sat down, tak­ing care to be seat­ed be­fore any­body else.

			The gen­tle­men and ladies were pre­sent­ed to Their Majesties and Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal.

			The king re­marked that his moth­er and he scarce­ly knew the names of any of the per­sons who were pre­sent­ed to them; whilst the car­di­nal, on the con­trary, nev­er failed, with an ad­mirable mem­o­ry and pres­ence of mind, to talk to ev­ery­one about his es­tates, his an­ces­tors, or his chil­dren, some of whom he named, which en­chant­ed those wor­thy coun­try gen­tle­men, and con­firmed them in the idea that he alone is tru­ly king who knows his sub­jects, from the same rea­son that the sun has no ri­val, be­cause the sun alone warms and light­ens.

			The study of the young king, which had be­gun a long time be­fore, with­out any­body sus­pect­ing it, was con­tin­ued then, and he looked around him at­ten­tive­ly to en­deav­or to make out some­thing in the phys­iog­nomies which had at first ap­peared the most in­signif­i­cant and triv­ial.

			A col­la­tion was served. The king, with­out dar­ing to call up­on the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of his un­cle, had wait­ed for it im­pa­tient­ly. This time, there­fore, he had all the hon­ors due, if not to his rank, at least to his ap­petite.

			As to the car­di­nal, he con­tent­ed him­self with touch­ing with his with­ered lips a bouil­lon, served in a gold­en cup. The all-pow­er­ful min­is­ter, who had tak­en her re­gen­cy from the queen, and his roy­al­ty from the king, had not been able to take a good stom­ach from na­ture.

			Anne of Aus­tria, al­ready suf­fer­ing from the can­cer which six or eight years af­ter caused her death, ate very lit­tle more than the car­di­nal.

			For Mon­sieur, al­ready puffed up with the great event which had tak­en place in his pro­vin­cial life, he ate noth­ing what­ev­er.

			Madame alone, like a true Lor­rain­er, kept pace with His Majesty; so that Louis XIV, who, with­out this part­ner, might have eat­en near­ly alone, was at first much pleased with his aunt, and af­ter­wards with M. de Saint-Re­my, her maître d’hô­tel, who had re­al­ly dis­tin­guished him­self.

			The col­la­tion over, at a sign of ap­pro­ba­tion from M. de Mazarin, the king arose, and, at the in­vi­ta­tion of his aunt, walked about among the ranks of the as­sem­bly.

			The ladies then ob­served—there are cer­tain things for which wom­en are as good ob­servers at Blois as at Paris—the ladies then ob­served that Louis XIV had a prompt and bold look, which premised a dis­tin­guished ap­pre­ci­a­tor of beau­ty. The men, on their part, ob­served that the prince was proud and haughty, that he loved to look down those who fixed their eyes up­on him too long or too earnest­ly, which gave presage of a mas­ter.

			Louis XIV had ac­com­plished about a third of his re­view when his ears were struck with a word which His Em­i­nence pro­nounced whilst con­vers­ing with Mon­sieur.

			This word was the name of a wom­an.

			Scarce­ly had Louis XIV heard this word than he heard, or rather lis­ten­ing to noth­ing else; and ne­glect­ing the arc of the cir­cle which await­ed his vis­it, his ob­ject seemed to be to come as quick­ly as pos­si­ble to the ex­trem­i­ty of the curve.

			Mon­sieur, like a good courtier, was in­quir­ing of Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal af­ter the health of his nieces; he re­gret­ted, he said, not hav­ing the plea­sure of re­ceiv­ing them at the same time with their un­cle; they must cer­tain­ly have grown in stature, beau­ty and grace, as they had promised to do the last time Mon­sieur had seen them.

			What had first struck the king was a cer­tain con­straint in the voic­es of the two in­ter­locu­tors. The voice of Mon­sieur was calm and nat­u­ral when he spoke thus; while that of M. de Mazarin jumped by a note and a half to re­ply above the di­a­pa­son of his usu­al voice. It might have been said that he wished that voice to strike, at the end of the sa­lon, any ear that was too dis­tant.

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied he, “Mes­de­moi­selles de Mazarin have still to fin­ish their ed­u­ca­tion: they have du­ties to ful­fill, and a po­si­tion to make. An abode in a young and bril­liant court would dis­si­pate them a lit­tle.”

			Louis, at this last sen­tence, smiled sad­ly. The court was young, it was true, but the avarice of the car­di­nal had tak­en good care that it should not be bril­liant.

			“You have nev­er­the­less no in­ten­tion,” replied Mon­sieur, “to clois­ter them or make them bor­geois­es?”

			“Not at all,” replied the car­di­nal, forc­ing his Ital­ian pro­nun­ci­a­tion in such a man­ner that, from soft and vel­vety as it was, it be­came sharp and vi­brat­ing; “not at all: I have a full and fixed in­ten­tion to mar­ry them, and that as well as I shall be able.”

			“Par­ties will not be want­ing, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” replied Mon­sieur, with a bon­homie wor­thy of one trades­man con­grat­u­lat­ing an­oth­er.

			“I hope not, Mon­seigneur, and with rea­son, as God has been pleased to give them grace, in­tel­li­gence, and beau­ty.”

			Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, Louis XIV, con­duct­ed by Madame, ac­com­plished, as we have de­scribed, the cir­cle of pre­sen­ta­tions.

			“Made­moi­selle Au­ricule,” said the princess, pre­sent­ing to His Majesty a fat, fair girl of two-and-twen­ty, who at a vil­lage fête might have been tak­en for a peas­ant in Sun­day fin­ery—“the daugh­ter of my mu­sic-mis­tress.”

			The king smiled. Madame had nev­er been able to ex­tract four cor­rect notes from ei­ther vi­ol or harp­si­chord.

			“Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais,” con­tin­ued Madame; “a young la­dy of rank, and my good at­ten­dant.”

			This time it was not the king that smiled; it was the young la­dy pre­sent­ed, be­cause, for the first time in her life, she heard, giv­en to her by Madame, who gen­er­al­ly showed no ten­den­cy to spoil her, such an hon­or­able qual­i­fi­ca­tion.

			Our old ac­quain­tance Mon­ta­lais, there­fore, made His Majesty a pro­found cour­tesy, the more re­spect­ful from the ne­ces­si­ty she was un­der of con­ceal­ing cer­tain con­trac­tions of her laugh­ing lips, which the king might not have at­trib­uted to their re­al cause.

			It was just at this mo­ment that the king caught the word which star­tled him.

			“And the name of the third?” asked Mon­sieur.

			“Marie, Mon­seigneur,” replied the car­di­nal.

			There was doubt­less some mag­i­cal in­flu­ence in that word, for, as we have said, the king start­ed in hear­ing it, and drew Madame to­wards the mid­dle of the cir­cle, as if he wished to put some con­fi­den­tial ques­tion to her, but, in re­al­i­ty, for the sake of get­ting near­er to the car­di­nal.

			“Madame, my aunt,” said he, laugh­ing, and in a sup­pressed voice, “my ge­og­ra­phy-mas­ter did not teach me that Blois was at such an im­mense dis­tance from Paris.”

			“What do you mean, nephew?” asked Madame.

			“Why, be­cause it would ap­pear that it re­quires sev­er­al years, as re­gards fash­ion, to trav­el the dis­tance!—Look at those young ladies!”

			“Well; I know them all.”

			“Some of them are pret­ty.”

			“Don’t say that too loud, Mon­sieur my nephew; you will drive them wild.”

			“Stop a bit, stop a bit, dear aunt!” said the king, smil­ing; “for the sec­ond part of my sen­tence will serve as a cor­rec­tive to the first. Well, my dear aunt, some of them ap­pear old and oth­ers ug­ly, thanks to their ten-year-old fash­ions.”

			“But, sire, Blois is on­ly five days’ jour­ney from Paris.”

			“Yes, that is it,” said the king: “two years be­hind for each day.”

			“In­deed! do you re­al­ly think so? Well, that is strange! It nev­er struck me.”

			“Now, look, aunt,” said Louis XIV, draw­ing still near­er to Mazarin, un­der the pre­text of gain­ing a bet­ter point of view, “look at that sim­ple white dress by the side of those an­ti­quat­ed spec­i­mens of fin­ery, and those pre­ten­tious coif­fures. She is prob­a­bly one of my moth­er’s maids of hon­or, though I don’t know her.”

			“Ah! ah! my dear nephew!” replied Madame, laugh­ing; “per­mit me to tell you that your div­ina­to­ry sci­ence is at fault for once. The young la­dy you hon­or with your praise is not a Parisian, but a Blaisoise.”

			“Oh, aunt!” replied the king with a look of doubt.

			“Come here, Louise,” said Madame.

			And the fair girl, al­ready known to you un­der that name, ap­proached them, timid, blush­ing, and al­most bent be­neath the roy­al glance.

			“Made­moi­selle Louise Françoise de la Beaume le Blanc, the daugh­ter of the Mar­quise de La Val­lière,” said Madame, cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly.

			The young girl bowed with so much grace, min­gled with the pro­found timid­i­ty in­spired by the pres­ence of the king, that the lat­ter lost, while look­ing at her, a few words of the con­ver­sa­tion of Mon­sieur and the car­di­nal.

			“Daugh­ter-in-law,” con­tin­ued Madame, “of M. de Saint-Re­my, my maître d’hô­tel, who presid­ed over the con­fec­tion of that ex­cel­lent daube truf­fée which Your Majesty seemed so much to ap­pre­ci­ate.”

			No grace, no youth, no beau­ty, could stand out against such a pre­sen­ta­tion. The king smiled. Whether the words of Madame were a pleas­antry, or ut­tered in all in­no­cen­cy, they proved the piti­less im­mo­la­tion of ev­ery­thing that Louis had found charm­ing or po­et­ic in the young girl. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, for Madame and, by re­bound, for the king, was, for a mo­ment, no more than the daugh­ter of a man of a su­pe­ri­or tal­ent over din­des truf­fées.

			But princes are thus con­sti­tut­ed. The gods, too, were just like this in Olym­pus. Di­ana and Venus, no doubt, abused the beau­ti­ful Al­cme­na and poor Io, when they con­de­scend­ed for dis­trac­tion’s sake, to speak, amidst nec­tar and am­brosia, of mor­tal beau­ties, at the ta­ble of Jupiter.

			For­tu­nate­ly, Louise was so bent in her rev­er­en­tial salute, that she did not catch ei­ther Madame’s words or the king’s smile. In fact, if the poor child, who had so much good taste as alone to have cho­sen to dress her­self in white amidst all her com­pan­ions—if that dove’s heart, so eas­i­ly ac­ces­si­ble to painful emo­tions, had been touched by the cru­el words of Madame, or the ego­tis­ti­cal cold smile of the king, it would have an­ni­hi­lat­ed her.

			And Mon­ta­lais her­self, the girl of in­ge­nious ideas, would not have at­tempt­ed to re­call her to life; for ridicule kills beau­ty even.

			But for­tu­nate­ly, as we have said, Louise, whose ears were buzzing, and her eyes veiled by timid­i­ty—Louise saw noth­ing and heard noth­ing; and the king, who had still his at­ten­tion di­rect­ed to the con­ver­sa­tion of the car­di­nal and his un­cle, has­tened to re­turn to them.

			He came up just at the mo­ment Mazarin ter­mi­nat­ed by say­ing: “Marie, as well as her sis­ters, has just set off for Brouage. I make them fol­low the op­po­site bank of the Loire to that along which we have trav­eled; and if I cal­cu­late their progress cor­rect­ly, ac­cord­ing to the or­ders I have giv­en, they will to­mor­row be op­po­site Blois.”

			These words were pro­nounced with that tact—that mea­sure, that dis­tinct­ness of tone, of in­ten­tion, and reach—which made del Sig­nor Giulio Mazari­ni the first co­me­di­an in the world.

			It re­sult­ed that they went straight to the heart of Louis XIV, and the car­di­nal, on turn­ing round at the sim­ple noise of the ap­proach­ing foot­steps of His Majesty, saw the im­me­di­ate ef­fect of them up­on the coun­te­nance of his pupil, an ef­fect be­trayed to the keen eyes of His Em­i­nence by a slight in­crease of col­or. But what was the ven­ti­la­tion of such a se­cret to him whose craft had for twen­ty years de­ceived all the diplo­ma­tists of Eu­rope?

			From the mo­ment the young king heard these last words, he ap­peared as if he had re­ceived a poi­soned ar­row in his heart. He could not re­main qui­et in a place, but cast around an un­cer­tain, dead, and aim­less look over the as­sem­bly. He with his eyes in­ter­ro­gat­ed his moth­er more than twen­ty times: but she, giv­en up to the plea­sure of con­vers­ing with her sis­ter-in-law, and like­wise con­strained by the glance of Mazarin, did not ap­pear to com­pre­hend any of the sup­pli­ca­tions con­veyed by the looks of her son.

			From this mo­ment, mu­sic, lights, flow­ers, beau­ties, all be­came odi­ous and in­sipid to Louis XIV. Af­ter he had a hun­dred times bit­ten his lips, stretched his legs and his arms like a well-brought-up child, who, with­out dar­ing to gape, ex­hausts all the modes of evinc­ing his weari­ness—af­ter hav­ing use­less­ly again im­plored his moth­er and the min­is­ter, he turned a de­spair­ing look to­wards the door, that is to say, to­wards lib­er­ty.

			At this door, in the em­bra­sure of which he was lean­ing, he saw, stand­ing out strong­ly, a fig­ure with a brown and lofty coun­te­nance, an aquiline nose, a stern but bril­liant eye, gray and long hair, a black mus­tache, the true type of mil­i­tary beau­ty, whose gor­get, more sparkling than a mir­ror, broke all the re­flect­ed lights which con­cen­trat­ed up­on it, and sent them back as light­ning. This of­fi­cer wore his gray hat with its long red plumes up­on his head, a proof that he was called there by his du­ty, and not by his plea­sure. If he had been brought thith­er by his plea­sure—if he had been a courtier in­stead of a sol­dier, as plea­sure must al­ways be paid for at the same price—he would have held his hat in his hand.

			That which proved still bet­ter that this of­fi­cer was up­on du­ty, and was ac­com­plish­ing a task to which he was ac­cus­tomed, was, that he watched, with fold­ed arms, re­mark­able in­dif­fer­ence, and supreme ap­a­thy, the joys and en­nuis of this fête. Above all, he ap­peared, like a philoso­pher, and all old sol­diers are philoso­phers—he ap­peared above all to com­pre­hend the en­nuis in­fin­ite­ly bet­ter than the joys; but in the one he took his part, know­ing very well how to do with­out the oth­er.

			Now, he was lean­ing, as we have said, against the carved door­frame when the melan­choly, weary eyes of the king, by chance, met his.

			It was not the first time, as it ap­peared, that the eyes of the of­fi­cer had met those eyes, and he was per­fect­ly ac­quaint­ed with the ex­pres­sion of them; for, as soon as he had cast his own look up­on the coun­te­nance of Louis XIV, and had read by it what was pass­ing in his heart—that is to say, all the en­nui that op­pressed him—all the timid de­sire to go out which ag­i­tat­ed him—he per­ceived he must ren­der the king a ser­vice with­out his com­mand­ing it—al­most in spite of him­self. Bold­ly, there­fore, as if he had giv­en the word of com­mand to cav­al­ry in bat­tle, “On the king’s ser­vice!” cried he, in a clear, sonorous voice.

			At these words, which pro­duced the ef­fect of a peal of thun­der, pre­vail­ing over the or­ches­tra, the singing and the buzz of the prom­e­naders, the car­di­nal and the queen-moth­er looked at each oth­er with sur­prise.

			Louis XIV, pale, but re­solved, sup­port­ed as he was by that in­tu­ition of his own thought which he had found in the mind of the of­fi­cer of mus­ke­teers, and which he had just man­i­fest­ed by the or­der giv­en, arose from his chair, and took a step to­wards the door.

			“Are you go­ing, my son?” said the queen, whilst Mazarin sat­is­fied him­self with in­ter­ro­gat­ing by a look which might have ap­peared mild if it had not been so pierc­ing.

			“Yes, Madame,” replied the king; “I am fa­tigued, and, be­sides, wish to write this evening.”

			A smile stole over the lips of the min­is­ter, who ap­peared, by a bend of the head, to give the king per­mis­sion.

			Mon­sieur and Madame has­tened to give or­ders to the of­fi­cers who pre­sent­ed them­selves.

			The king bowed, crossed the hall, and gained the door, where a hedge of twen­ty mus­ke­teers await­ed him. At the ex­trem­i­ty of this hedge stood the of­fi­cer, im­pas­si­ble, with his drawn sword in his hand. The king passed, and all the crowd stood on tip­toe, to have one more look at him.

			Ten mus­ke­teers, open­ing the crowd of the an­techam­bers and the steps, made way for His Majesty. The oth­er ten sur­round­ed the king and Mon­sieur, who had in­sist­ed up­on ac­com­pa­ny­ing His Majesty. The do­mes­tics walked be­hind. This lit­tle cortège es­cort­ed the king to the cham­ber des­tined for him. The apart­ment was the same that had been oc­cu­pied by Hen­ry III dur­ing his so­journ in the States.

			Mon­sieur had giv­en his or­ders. The mus­ke­teers, led by their of­fi­cer, took pos­ses­sion of the lit­tle pas­sage by which one wing of the cas­tle com­mu­ni­cates with the oth­er. This pas­sage was com­menced by a small square an­techam­ber, dark even in the finest days. Mon­sieur stopped Louis XIV.

			“You are pass­ing now, sire,” said he, “the very spot where the Duc de Guise re­ceived the first stab of the poniard.”

			The king was ig­no­rant of all his­tor­i­cal mat­ters; he had heard of the fact, but he knew noth­ing of the lo­cal­i­ties or the de­tails.

			“Ah!” said he with a shud­der.

			And he stopped. The rest, both be­hind and be­fore him, stopped like­wise.

			“The duc, sire,” con­tin­ued Gas­ton, “was near­ly where I stand: he was walk­ing in the same di­rec­tion as Your Majesty; M. de Loignac was ex­act­ly where your lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers is; M. de Saint-Ma­line and His Majesty’s or­di­nar­ies were be­hind him and around him. It was here that he was struck.”

			The king turned to­wards his of­fi­cer, and saw some­thing like a cloud pass over his mar­tial and dar­ing coun­te­nance.

			“Yes, from be­hind!” mur­mured the lieu­tenant, with a ges­ture of supreme dis­dain. And he en­deav­ored to re­sume the march, as if ill at ease at be­ing be­tween walls for­mer­ly de­filed by treach­ery.

			But the king, who ap­peared to wish to be in­formed, was dis­posed to give an­oth­er look at this dis­mal spot.

			Gas­ton per­ceived his nephew’s de­sire.

			“Look, sire,” said he, tak­ing a flam­beaux from the hands of M. de Saint-Re­my, “this is where he fell. There was a bed there, the cur­tains of which he tore with catch­ing at them.”

			“Why does the floor seem hol­lowed out at this spot?” asked Louis.

			“Be­cause it was here the blood flowed,” replied Gas­ton; “the blood pen­e­trat­ed deeply in­to the oak, and it was on­ly by cut­ting it out that they suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing it dis­ap­pear. And even then,” added Gas­ton, point­ing the flam­beaux to the spot, “even then this red stain re­sist­ed all the at­tempts made to de­stroy it.”

			Louis XIV raised his head. Per­haps he was think­ing of that bloody trace that had once been shown him at the Lou­vre, and which, as a pen­dant to that of Blois, had been made there one day by the king his fa­ther with the blood of Conci­ni.

			“Let us go on,” said he.

			The march was re­sumed prompt­ly; for emo­tion, no doubt, had giv­en to the voice of the young prince a tone of com­mand which was not cus­tom­ary with him. When he ar­rived at the apart­ment des­tined for the king, which com­mu­ni­cat­ed not on­ly with the lit­tle pas­sage we have passed through, but fur­ther with the great stair­case lead­ing to the court—

			“Will Your Majesty,” said Gas­ton, “con­de­scend to oc­cu­py this apart­ment, all un­wor­thy as it is to re­ceive you?”

			“Un­cle,” replied the young king, “I ren­der you my thanks for your cor­dial hos­pi­tal­i­ty.”

			Gas­ton bowed to his nephew, em­braced him, and then went out.

			Of the twen­ty mus­ke­teers who had ac­com­pa­nied the king, ten re­con­duct­ed Mon­sieur to the re­cep­tion-rooms, which were not yet emp­ty, not­with­stand­ing the king had re­tired.

			The ten oth­ers were post­ed by their of­fi­cer, who him­self ex­plored, in five min­utes, all the lo­cal­i­ties, with that cold and cer­tain glance which not even habit gives un­less that glance be­longs to ge­nius.

			Then, when all were placed, he chose as his head­quar­ters the an­techam­ber, in which he found a large fau­teuil, a lamp, some wine, some wa­ter, and some dry bread.

			He re­freshed his lamp, drank half a glass of wine, curled his lip with a smile full of ex­pres­sion, in­stalled him­self in his large arm­chair, and made prepa­ra­tions for sleep­ing.
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				In Which the Un­known of the Hostel­ry of Les Medi­ci Los­es His Incog­ni­to

			
			This of­fi­cer, who was sleep­ing, or pre­par­ing to sleep, was, not­with­stand­ing his care­less air, charged with a se­ri­ous re­spon­si­bil­i­ty.

			Lieu­tenant of the king’s Mus­ke­teers, he com­mand­ed all the com­pa­ny which came from Paris, and that com­pa­ny con­sist­ed of a hun­dred and twen­ty men; but, with the ex­cep­tion of the twen­ty of whom we have spo­ken, the oth­er hun­dred were en­gaged in guard­ing the queen-moth­er, and more par­tic­u­lar­ly the car­di­nal.

			Mon­signor Giulio Mazari­ni econ­o­mized the trav­el­ing ex­pens­es of his Guards; he con­se­quent­ly used the king’s, and that large­ly, since he took fifty of them for him­self—a pe­cu­liar­i­ty which would not have failed to strike any­one un­ac­quaint­ed with the us­ages of that court.

			That which would still fur­ther have ap­peared, if not in­con­ve­nient, at least ex­tra­or­di­nary, to a stranger, was, that the side of the cas­tle des­tined for Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal was bril­liant, light and cheer­ful. The mus­ke­teers there mount­ed guard be­fore ev­ery door, and al­lowed no one to en­ter, ex­cept the couri­ers, who, even while he was trav­el­ing, fol­lowed the car­di­nal for the car­ry­ing on of his cor­re­spon­dence.

			Twen­ty men were on du­ty with the queen-moth­er; thir­ty rest­ed, in or­der to re­lieve their com­pan­ions the next day.

			On the king’s side, on the con­trary, were dark­ness, si­lence, and soli­tude. When once the doors were closed, there was no longer an ap­pear­ance of roy­al­ty. All the servi­tors had by de­grees re­tired. Mon­sieur le Prince had sent to know if His Majesty re­quired his at­ten­dance; and on the cus­tom­ary “No” of the lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers, who was ha­bit­u­at­ed to the ques­tion and the re­ply, all ap­peared to sink in­to the arms of sleep, as if in the dwelling of a good cit­i­zen.

			And yet it was pos­si­ble to hear from the side of the house oc­cu­pied by the young king the mu­sic of the ban­quet, and to see the win­dows of the great hall rich­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed.

			Ten min­utes af­ter his in­stal­la­tion in his apart­ment, Louis XIV had been able to learn, by move­ment much more dis­tin­guished than marked his own leav­ing, the de­par­ture of the car­di­nal, who, in his turn, sought his bed­room, ac­com­pa­nied by a large es­cort of ladies and gen­tle­men.

			Be­sides, to per­ceive this move­ment, he had noth­ing to do but look out at his win­dow, the shut­ters of which had not been closed.

			His Em­i­nence crossed the court, con­duct­ed by Mon­sieur, who him­self held a flam­beau; then fol­lowed the queen-moth­er, to whom Madame fa­mil­iar­ly gave her arm; and both walked chat­ting away, like two old friends.

			Be­hind these two cou­ples filed no­bles, ladies, pages and of­fi­cers; the flam­beaux gleamed over the whole court, like the mov­ing re­flec­tions of a con­fla­gra­tion. Then the noise of steps and voic­es be­came lost in the up­per floors of the cas­tle.

			No one was then think­ing of the king, who, lean­ing on his el­bow at his win­dow, had sad­ly seen pass away all that light, and heard that noise die off—no, not one, if it was not that un­known of the hostel­ry des Medi­ci, whom we have seen go out, en­veloped in his cloak.

			He had come straight up to the cas­tle, and had, with his melan­choly coun­te­nance, wan­dered round and round the palace, from which the peo­ple had not yet de­part­ed; and find­ing that no one guard­ed the great en­trance, or the porch, see­ing that the sol­diers of Mon­sieur were frat­er­niz­ing with the roy­al sol­diers—that is to say, swal­low­ing Beau­gen­cy at dis­cre­tion, or rather in­dis­cre­tion—the un­known pen­e­trat­ed through the crowd, then as­cend­ed to the court, and came to the land­ing of the stair­case lead­ing to the car­di­nal’s apart­ment.

			What, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty, in­duced him to di­rect his steps that way, was the splen­dor of the flam­beaux, and the busy air of the pages and do­mes­tics. But he was stopped short by a pre­sent­ed mus­ket and the cry of the sen­tinel.

			“Where are you go­ing, my friend?” asked the sol­dier.

			“I am go­ing to the king’s apart­ment,” replied the un­known, haugh­ti­ly, but tran­quil­ly.

			The sol­dier called one of His Em­i­nence’s of­fi­cers, who, in the tone in which a youth in of­fice di­rects a so­lic­i­tor to a min­is­ter, let fall these words: “The oth­er stair­case, in front.”

			And the of­fi­cer, with­out fur­ther no­tice of the un­known, re­sumed his in­ter­rupt­ed con­ver­sa­tion.

			The stranger, with­out re­ply, di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the stair­case point­ed out to him. On this side there was no noise, there were no more flam­beaux.

			Ob­scu­ri­ty, through which a sen­tinel glid­ed like a shad­ow; si­lence, which per­mit­ted him to hear the sound of his own foot­steps, ac­com­pa­nied with the jin­gling of his spurs up­on the stone slabs.

			This guard was one of the twen­ty mus­ke­teers ap­point­ed for at­ten­dance up­on the king, and who mount­ed guard with the stiff­ness and con­scious­ness of a stat­ue.

			“Who goes there?” said the guard.

			“A friend,” replied the un­known.

			“What do you want?”

			“To speak to the king.”

			“Do you, my dear Mon­sieur? That’s not very like­ly.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause the king has gone to bed.”

			“Gone to bed al­ready?”

			“Yes.”

			“No mat­ter: I must speak to him.”

			“And I tell you that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“And yet—”

			“Go back!”

			“Do you re­quire the word?”

			“I have no ac­count to ren­der to you. Stand back!”

			And this time the sol­dier ac­com­pa­nied his word with a threat­en­ing ges­ture; but the un­known stirred no more than if his feet had tak­en root.

			“Mon­sieur le Mous­que­taire,” said he, “are you a gen­tle­man?”

			“I have that hon­or.”

			“Very well! I al­so am one; and be­tween gen­tle­men some con­sid­er­a­tion ought to be ob­served.”

			The sol­dier low­ered his arms, over­come by the dig­ni­ty with which these words were pro­nounced.

			“Speak, Mon­sieur,” said he; “and if you ask me any­thing in my pow­er—”

			“Thank you. You have an of­fi­cer, have you not?”

			“Our lieu­tenant? Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, I wish to speak to him.”

			“Oh, that’s a dif­fer­ent thing. Come up, Mon­sieur.”

			The un­known salut­ed the sol­dier in a lofty fash­ion, and as­cend­ed the stair­case; whilst a cry, “Lieu­tenant, a vis­it!” trans­mit­ted from sen­tinel to sen­tinel, pre­ced­ed the un­known, and dis­turbed the slum­bers of the of­fi­cer.

			Drag­ging on his boot, rub­bing his eyes, and hook­ing his cloak, the lieu­tenant made three steps to­wards the stranger.

			“What can I do to serve you, Mon­sieur?” asked he.

			“You are the of­fi­cer on du­ty, lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers, are you?”

			“I have that hon­or,” replied the of­fi­cer.

			“Mon­sieur, I must ab­so­lute­ly speak to the king.”

			The lieu­tenant looked at­ten­tive­ly at the un­known, and in that look, he saw all he wished to see—that is to say, a per­son of high dis­tinc­tion in an or­di­nary dress.

			“I do not sup­pose you to be mad,” replied he; “and yet you seem to me to be in a con­di­tion to know, Mon­sieur, that peo­ple do not en­ter a king’s apart­ments in this man­ner with­out his con­sent.”

			“He will con­sent.”

			“Mon­sieur, per­mit me to doubt that. The king has re­tired this quar­ter of an hour; he must be now un­dress­ing. Be­sides, the word is giv­en.”

			“When he knows who I am, he will re­call the word.”

			The of­fi­cer was more and more sur­prised, more and more sub­dued.

			“If I con­sent to an­nounce you, may I at least know whom to an­nounce, Mon­sieur?”

			“You will an­nounce His Majesty Charles II, King of Eng­land, Scot­land, and Ire­land.”

			The of­fi­cer ut­tered a cry of as­ton­ish­ment, drew back, and there might be seen up­on his pal­lid coun­te­nance one of the most poignant emo­tions that ev­er an en­er­get­ic man en­deav­ored to drive back to his heart.

			“Oh, yes, sire; in fact,” said he, “I ought to have rec­og­nized you.”

			“You have seen my por­trait, then?”

			“No, sire.”

			“Or else you have seen me for­mer­ly at court, be­fore I was driv­en from France?”

			“No, sire, it is not even that.”

			“How then could you have rec­og­nized me, if you have nev­er seen my por­trait or my per­son?”

			“Sire, I saw His Majesty your fa­ther at a ter­ri­ble mo­ment.”

			“The day—”

			“Yes.”

			A dark cloud passed over the brow of the prince; then, dash­ing his hand across it, “Do you see any dif­fi­cul­ty in an­nounc­ing me?” said he.

			“Sire, par­don me,” replied the of­fi­cer, “but I could not imag­ine a king un­der so sim­ple an ex­te­ri­or; and yet I had the hon­or to tell Your Majesty just now that I had seen Charles I. But par­don me, Mon­sieur; I will go and in­form the king.”

			But re­turn­ing af­ter go­ing a few steps, “Your Majesty is de­sirous, with­out doubt, that this in­ter­view should be a se­cret?” said he.

			“I do not re­quire it; but if it were pos­si­ble to pre­serve it—”

			“It is pos­si­ble, sire, for I can dis­pense with in­form­ing the first gen­tle­man on du­ty; but, for that, Your Majesty must please to con­sent to give up your sword.”

			“True, true; I had for­got­ten that no one armed is per­mit­ted to en­ter the cham­ber of a king of France.”

			“Your Majesty will form an ex­cep­tion, if you wish it; but then I shall avoid my re­spon­si­bil­i­ty by in­form­ing the king’s at­ten­dant.”

			“Here is my sword, Mon­sieur. Will you now please to an­nounce me to His Majesty?”

			“In­stant­ly, sire.” And the of­fi­cer im­me­di­ate­ly went and knocked at the door of com­mu­ni­ca­tion, which the valet opened to him.

			“His Majesty the King of Eng­land!” said the of­fi­cer.

			“His Majesty the King of Eng­land!” replied the valet de cham­bre.

			At these words a gen­tle­man opened the fold­ing-doors of the king’s apart­ment, and Louis XIV was seen, with­out hat or sword, and his pour­point open, ad­vanc­ing with signs of the great­est sur­prise.

			“You, my broth­er—you at Blois!” cried Louis XIV, dis­miss­ing with a ges­ture both the gen­tle­men and the valet de cham­bre, who passed out in­to the next apart­ment.

			“Sire,” replied Charles II, “I was go­ing to Paris, in the hope of see­ing Your Majesty, when re­port in­formed me of your ap­proach­ing ar­rival in this city. I there­fore pro­longed my abode here, hav­ing some­thing very par­tic­u­lar to com­mu­ni­cate to you.”

			“Will this clos­et suit you, my broth­er?”

			“Per­fect­ly well, sire; for I think no one can hear us here.”

			“I have dis­missed my gen­tle­man and my watch­er; they are in the next cham­ber. There, be­hind that par­ti­tion, is a soli­tary clos­et, look­ing in­to the an­techam­ber, and in that an­techam­ber you found no­body but a soli­tary of­fi­cer, did you?”

			“No, sire.”

			“Well, then, speak, my broth­er; I lis­ten to you.”

			“Sire, I com­mence, and en­treat Your Majesty to have pity on the mis­for­tunes of our house.”

			The king of France col­ored, and drew his chair clos­er to that of the king of Eng­land.

			“Sire,” said Charles II, “I have no need to ask if Your Majesty is ac­quaint­ed with the de­tails of my de­plorable his­to­ry.”

			Louis XIV blushed, this time more strong­ly than be­fore; then, stretch­ing forth his hand to that of the king of Eng­land, “My broth­er,” said he, “I am ashamed to say so, but the car­di­nal scarce­ly ev­er speaks of po­lit­i­cal af­fairs be­fore me. Still more, for­mer­ly I used to get La­porte, my valet de cham­bre, to read his­tor­i­cal sub­jects to me; but he put a stop to these read­ings, and took away La­porte from me. So that I beg my broth­er Charles to tell me all those mat­ters as to a man who knows noth­ing.”

			“Well, sire, I think that by tak­ing things from the be­gin­ning I shall have a bet­ter chance of touch­ing the heart of Your Majesty.”

			“Speak on, my broth­er—speak on.”

			“You know, sire, that be­ing called in 1650 to Ed­in­burgh, dur­ing Cromwell’s ex­pe­di­tion in­to Ire­land, I was crowned at Scone. A year af­ter, wound­ed in one of the prov­inces he had usurped, Cromwell re­turned up­on us. To meet him was my ob­ject; to leave Scot­land was my wish.”

			“And yet,” in­ter­rupt­ed the young king, “Scot­land is al­most your na­tive coun­try, is it not, my broth­er?”

			“Yes, but the Scots were cru­el com­pa­tri­ots for me, sire; they had forced me to for­sake the re­li­gion of my fa­thers; they had hung Lord Mon­trose, the most de­vot­ed of my ser­vants, be­cause he was not a Covenan­ter; and as the poor mar­tyr, to whom they had of­fered a fa­vor when dy­ing, had asked that his body might be cut in­to as many pieces as there are cities in Scot­land, in or­der that ev­i­dence of his fi­deli­ty might be met with ev­ery­where, I could not leave one city, or go in­to an­oth­er, with­out pass­ing un­der some frag­ments of a body which had act­ed, fought, and breathed for me.

			“By a bold, al­most des­per­ate march, I passed through Cromwell’s army, and en­tered Eng­land. The Pro­tec­tor set out in pur­suit of this strange flight, which had a crown for its ob­ject. If I had been able to reach Lon­don be­fore him, with­out doubt the prize of the race would have been mine; but he over­took me at Worces­ter.

			“The ge­nius of Eng­land was no longer with us, but with him. On the 3rd of Sep­tem­ber, 1651, sire, the an­niver­sary of the oth­er bat­tle of Dun­bar, so fa­tal to the Scots, I was con­quered. Two thou­sand men fell around me be­fore I thought of re­treat­ing a step. At length I was obliged to fly.

			“From that mo­ment my his­to­ry be­came a ro­mance. Pur­sued with per­sis­tent in­vet­er­a­cy, I cut off my hair, I dis­guised my­self as a wood­man. One day spent amidst the branch­es of an oak gave to that tree the name of the roy­al oak, which it bears to this day. My ad­ven­tures in the coun­ty of Stafford, whence I es­caped with the daugh­ter of my host on a pil­lion be­hind me, still fill the tales of the coun­try fire­sides, and would fur­nish mat­ter for bal­lads. I will some day write all this, sire, for the in­struc­tion of my broth­er kings.

			“I will first tell how, on ar­riv­ing at the res­i­dence of Mr. Nor­ton, I met with a court chap­lain, who was look­ing on at a par­ty play­ing at skit­tles, and an old ser­vant who named me, burst­ing in­to tears, and who was as near and as cer­tain­ly killing me by his fi­deli­ty as an­oth­er might have been by treach­ery. Then I will tell of my ter­rors—yes, sire, of my ter­rors—when, at the house of Colonel Wind­ham, a far­ri­er who came to shoe our hors­es de­clared they had been shod in the north.”

			“How strange!” mur­mured Louis XIV. “I nev­er heard any­thing of all that; I was on­ly told of your em­barka­tion at Brigth­elm­stone and your land­ing in Nor­mandy.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Charles, “if Heav­en per­mits kings to be thus ig­no­rant of the his­to­ries of each oth­er, how can they ren­der as­sis­tance to their broth­ers who need it?”

			“But tell me,” con­tin­ued Louis XIV, “how, af­ter be­ing so rough­ly re­ceived in Eng­land, you can still hope for any­thing from that un­hap­py coun­try and that re­bel­lious peo­ple?”

			“Oh, sire! since the bat­tle of Worces­ter, ev­ery­thing is changed there. Cromwell is dead, af­ter hav­ing signed a treaty with France, in which his name is placed above yours. He died on the 3rd of Sep­tem­ber, 1658, a fresh an­niver­sary of the bat­tles of Dun­bar and Worces­ter.”

			“His son has suc­ceed­ed him.”

			“But cer­tain men have a fam­i­ly, sire, and no heir. The in­her­i­tance of Oliv­er was too heavy for Richard. Richard was nei­ther a re­pub­li­can nor a roy­al­ist; Richard al­lowed his guards to eat his din­ner, and his gen­er­als to gov­ern the re­pub­lic; Richard ab­di­cat­ed the pro­tec­torate on the 22nd of April, 1659, more than a year ago, sire.

			“From that time Eng­land is noth­ing but a ten­nis-court, in which the play­ers throw dice for the crown of my fa­ther. The two most ea­ger play­ers are Lam­bert and Mon­ck. Well, sire, I, in my turn, wish to take part in this game, where the stakes are thrown up­on my roy­al man­tle. Sire, it on­ly re­quires a mil­lion to cor­rupt one of these play­ers and make an al­ly of him, or two hun­dred of your gen­tle­men to drive them out of my palace at White­hall, as Christ drove the mon­ey-chang­ers from the tem­ple.”

			“You come, then,” replied Louis XIV, “to ask me—”

			“For your as­sis­tance; that is to say, not on­ly for that which kings owe to each oth­er, but that which sim­ple Chris­tians owe to each oth­er—your as­sis­tance, sire, ei­ther in mon­ey or men. Your as­sis­tance, sire, and with­in a month, whether I op­pose Lam­bert to Mon­ck, or Mon­ck to Lam­bert, I shall have re­con­quered my pa­ter­nal in­her­i­tance, with­out hav­ing cost my coun­try a guinea, or my sub­jects a drop of blood, for they are now all drunk with rev­o­lu­tions, pro­tec­torates, and re­publics, and ask noth­ing bet­ter than to fall stag­ger­ing to sleep in the arms of roy­al­ty. Your as­sis­tance, sire, and I shall owe you more than I owe my fa­ther—my poor fa­ther, who bought at so dear a rate the ru­in of our house! You may judge, sire, whether I am un­hap­py, whether I am in de­spair, for I ac­cuse my own fa­ther!”

			And the blood mount­ed to the pale face of Charles II, who re­mained for an in­stant with his head be­tween his hands, and as if blind­ed by that blood which ap­peared to re­volt against the fil­ial blas­phe­my.

			The young king was not less af­fect­ed than his el­der broth­er; he threw him­self about in his fau­teuil, and could not find a sin­gle word of re­ply.

			Charles II, to whom ten years in age gave a su­pe­ri­or strength to mas­ter his emo­tions, re­cov­ered his speech the first.

			“Sire,” said he, “your re­ply? I wait for it as a crim­i­nal waits for his sen­tence. Must I die?”

			“My broth­er,” replied the French prince, “you ask of me for a mil­lion—me, who was nev­er pos­sessed of a quar­ter of that sum! I pos­sess noth­ing. I am no more king of France than you are king of Eng­land. I am a name, a ci­pher dressed in fleur-de-lised vel­vet—that is all. I am up­on a vis­i­ble throne; that is my on­ly ad­van­tage over Your Majesty. I have noth­ing—I can do noth­ing.”

			“Can it be so?” ex­claimed Charles II.

			“My broth­er,” said Louis, sink­ing his voice, “I have un­der­gone mis­eries with which my poor­est gen­tle­men are un­ac­quaint­ed. If my poor La­porte were here, he would tell you that I have slept in ragged sheets, through the holes of which my legs have passed; he would tell you that af­ter­wards, when I asked for car­riages, they brought me con­veyances half-de­stroyed by the rats of the coach-hous­es; he would tell you that when I asked for my din­ner, the ser­vants went to the car­di­nal’s kitchen to in­quire if there were any din­ner for the king. And look! to­day, this very day even, when I am twen­ty-two years of age—to­day, when I have at­tained the grade of the ma­jor­i­ty of kings—to­day, when I ought to have the key of the trea­sury, the di­rec­tion of the pol­i­cy, the suprema­cy in peace and war—cast your eyes around me, see how I am left! Look at this aban­don­ment—this dis­dain—this si­lence!—Whilst yon­der—look yon­der! View the bus­tle, the lights, the homage! There!—there you see the re­al king of France, my broth­er!”

			“In the car­di­nal’s apart­ments?”

			“Yes, in the car­di­nal’s apart­ments.”

			“Then I am con­demned, sire?”

			Louis XIV made no re­ply.

			“Con­demned is the word; for I will nev­er so­lic­it him who left my moth­er and sis­ter to die with cold and hunger—the daugh­ter and grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV—if M. de Retz and the par­lia­ment had not sent them wood and bread.”

			“To die?” mur­mured Louis XIV.

			“Well!” con­tin­ued the king of Eng­land, “poor Charles II, grand­son of Hen­ry IV, as you are, sire hav­ing nei­ther par­lia­ment nor Car­di­nal de Retz to ap­ply to, will die of hunger, as his moth­er and sis­ter had near­ly done.”

			Louis knit­ted his brow, and twist­ed vi­o­lent­ly the lace of his ruf­fles.

			This pros­tra­tion, this im­mo­bil­i­ty, serv­ing as a mark to an emo­tion so vis­i­ble, struck Charles II, and he took the young man’s hand.

			“Thanks!” said he, “my broth­er. You pity me, and that is all I can re­quire of you in your present sit­u­a­tion.”

			“Sire,” said Louis XIV, with a sud­den im­pulse, and rais­ing his head, “it is a mil­lion you re­quire, or two hun­dred gen­tle­men, I think you say?”

			“Sire, a mil­lion would be quite suf­fi­cient.”

			“That is very lit­tle.”

			“Of­fered to a sin­gle man it is a great deal. Con­vic­tions have been pur­chased at a much low­er price; and I should have noth­ing to do but with ve­nal­i­ties.”

			“Two hun­dred gen­tle­men! Re­flect!—that is lit­tle more than a sin­gle com­pa­ny.”

			“Sire, there is in our fam­i­ly a tra­di­tion, and that is, that four men, four French gen­tle­men, de­vot­ed to my fa­ther, were near sav­ing my fa­ther, though con­demned by a par­lia­ment, guard­ed by an army and sur­round­ed by a na­tion.”

			“Then if I can pro­cure you a mil­lion, or two hun­dred gen­tle­men, you will be sat­is­fied; and you will con­sid­er me your well-af­fec­tioned broth­er?”

			“I shall con­sid­er you as my saviour; and if I re­cov­er the throne of my fa­ther, Eng­land will be, as long as I reign it, a sis­ter to France, as you will have been a broth­er to me.”

			“Well, my broth­er,” said Louis, ris­ing, “what you hes­i­tate to ask for, I will my­self de­mand; that which I have nev­er done on my own ac­count, I will do on yours. I will go and find the king of France—the oth­er—the rich, the pow­er­ful one, I mean. I will my­self so­lic­it this mil­lion, or these two hun­dred gen­tle­men; and—we will see.”

			“Oh!” cried Charles; “you are a no­ble friend, sire—a heart cre­at­ed by God! You save me, my broth­er; and if you should ev­er stand in need of the life you re­store me, de­mand it.”

			“Si­lence, my broth­er—si­lence!” said Louis, in a sup­pressed voice. “Take care that no one hears you! We have not ob­tained our end yet. To ask mon­ey of Mazarin—that is worse than travers­ing the en­chant­ed for­est, each tree of which en­closed a de­mon. It is more than set­ting out to con­quer a world.”

			“But yet, sire, when you ask it—”

			“I have al­ready told you that I nev­er asked,” replied Louis with a haugh­ti­ness that made the king of Eng­land turn pale.

			And as the lat­ter, like a wound­ed man, made a re­treat­ing move­ment—“Par­don me, my broth­er,” replied he. “I have nei­ther a moth­er nor a sis­ter who are suf­fer­ing. My throne is hard and naked, but I am firm­ly seat­ed on my throne. Par­don me that ex­pres­sion, my broth­er; it was that of an ego­tist. I will re­tract it, there­fore, by a sac­ri­fice—I will go to Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal. Wait for me, if you please—I will re­turn.”
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				The Arith­metic of M. de Mazarin

			
			Whilst the king was di­rect­ing his course rapid­ly to­wards the wing of the cas­tle oc­cu­pied by the car­di­nal, tak­ing no­body with him but his valet de cham­bre, the of­fi­cer of Mus­ke­teers came out, breath­ing like a man who has for a long time been forced to hold his breath, from the lit­tle cab­i­net of which we have al­ready spo­ken, and which the king be­lieved to be quite soli­tary. This lit­tle cab­i­net had for­mer­ly been part of the cham­ber, from which it was on­ly sep­a­rat­ed by a thin par­ti­tion. It re­sult­ed that this par­ti­tion, which was on­ly for the eye, per­mit­ted the ear the least in­dis­creet to hear ev­ery word spo­ken in the cham­ber.

			There was no doubt, then, that this lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers had heard all that passed in His Majesty’s apart­ment.

			Warned by the last words of the young king, he came out just in time to salute him on his pas­sage, and to fol­low him with his eyes till he had dis­ap­peared in the cor­ri­dor.

			Then as soon as he had dis­ap­peared, he shook his head af­ter a fash­ion pe­cu­liar­ly his own, and in a voice which forty years’ ab­sence from Gas­cony had not de­prived of its Gas­con ac­cent, “A melan­choly ser­vice,” said he, “and a melan­choly mas­ter!”

			These words pro­nounced, the lieu­tenant re­sumed his place in his fau­teuil, stretched his legs and closed his eyes, like a man who ei­ther sleeps or med­i­tates.

			Dur­ing this short mono­logue and the mise-en-scène that had ac­com­pa­nied it, whilst the king, through the long cor­ri­dors of the old cas­tle, pro­ceed­ed to the apart­ment of M. de Mazarin, a scene of an­oth­er sort was be­ing en­act­ed in those apart­ments.

			Mazarin was in bed, suf­fer­ing a lit­tle from the gout. But as he was a man of or­der, who uti­lized even pain, he forced his wake­ful­ness to be the hum­ble ser­vant of his la­bor. He had con­se­quent­ly or­dered Bernouin, his valet de cham­bre, to bring him a lit­tle trav­el­ing-desk, so that he might write in bed. But the gout is not an ad­ver­sary that al­lows it­self to be con­quered so eas­i­ly; there­fore, at each move­ment he made, the pain from dull be­came sharp.

			“Is Bri­enne there?” asked he of Bernouin.

			“No, Mon­seigneur,” replied the valet de cham­bre; “M. de Bri­enne, with your per­mis­sion, is gone to bed. But if it is the wish of Your Em­i­nence, he can speed­i­ly be called.”

			“No, it is not worth while. Let us see, how­ev­er. Cursed ci­phers!”

			And the car­di­nal be­gan to think, count­ing on his fin­gers the while.

			“Oh, ci­phers is it?” said Bernouin. “Very well! if Your Em­i­nence at­tempts cal­cu­la­tions, I will prom­ise you a pret­ty headache to­mor­row! And with that please to re­mem­ber M. Gué­naud is not here.”

			“You are right, Bernouin. You must take Bri­enne’s place, my friend. In­deed, I ought to have brought M. Col­bert with me. That young man goes on very well, Bernouin, very well; a very or­der­ly youth.”

			“I do not know,” said the valet de cham­bre, “but I don’t like the coun­te­nance of your young man who goes on so well.”

			“Well, well, Bernouin! We don’t stand in need of your ad­vice. Place your­self there: take the pen and write.”

			“I am ready, Mon­seigneur; what am I to write?”

			“There, that’s the place: af­ter the two lines al­ready traced.”

			“I am there.”

			“Write sev­en hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand livres.”

			“That is writ­ten.”

			“Up­on Lyons—” The car­di­nal ap­peared to hes­i­tate.

			“Up­on Lyons,” re­peat­ed Bernouin.

			“Three mil­lions nine hun­dred thou­sand livres.”

			“Well, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Up­on Bor­deaux, sev­en mil­lions.”

			“Sev­en?” re­peat­ed Bernouin.

			“Yes,” said the car­di­nal, pet­tish­ly, “sev­en.” Then, rec­ol­lect­ing him­self, “You un­der­stand, Bernouin,” added he, “that all this mon­ey is to be spent?”

			“Eh! Mon­seigneur; whether it be spent or put away is of very lit­tle con­se­quence to me, since none of these mil­lions are mine.”

			“These mil­lions are the king’s; it is the king’s mon­ey I am reck­on­ing. Well, what were we say­ing? You al­ways in­ter­rupt me!”

			“Sev­en mil­lions up­on Bor­deaux.”

			“Ah! yes; that’s right. Up­on Madrid four mil­lions. I give you to un­der­stand plain­ly to whom this mon­ey be­longs, Bernouin, see­ing that ev­ery­body has the stu­pid­i­ty to be­lieve me rich in mil­lions. I re­pel the sil­ly idea. A min­is­ter, be­sides, has noth­ing of his own. Come, go on. Ren­trées gen­erales, sev­en mil­lions; prop­er­ties, nine mil­lions. Have you writ­ten that, Bernouin?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Bourse, six hun­dred thou­sand livres; var­i­ous prop­er­ty, two mil­lions. Ah! I for­got—the fur­ni­ture of the dif­fer­ent châteaux—”

			“Must I put of the crown?” asked Bernouin.

			“No, no; it is of no use do­ing that—that is un­der­stood. Have you writ­ten that, Bernouin?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And the ci­phers?”

			“Stand straight un­der one an­oth­er.”

			“Cast them up, Bernouin.”

			“Thir­ty-nine mil­lions two hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand livres, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Ah!” cried the car­di­nal, in a tone of vex­a­tion; “there are not yet forty mil­lions!”

			Bernouin recom­menced the ad­di­tion.

			“No, Mon­seigneur; there want sev­en hun­dred and forty thou­sand livres.”

			Mazarin asked for the ac­count, and re­vised it care­ful­ly.

			“Yes, but,” said Bernouin, “thir­ty-nine mil­lions two hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand livres make a good round sum.”

			“Ah, Bernouin; I wish the king had it.”

			“Your em­i­nence told me that this mon­ey was His Majesty’s.”

			“Doubt­less, as clear, as trans­par­ent as pos­si­ble. These thir­ty-nine mil­lions are be­spo­ken, and much more.”

			Bernouin smiled af­ter his own fash­ion—that is, like a man who be­lieves no more than he is will­ing to be­lieve—whilst pre­par­ing the car­di­nal’s night draught, and putting his pil­low to rights.

			“Oh!” said Mazarin, when the valet had gone out; “not yet forty mil­lions! I must, how­ev­er, at­tain that sum, which I had set down for my­self. But who knows whether I shall have time? I sink, I am go­ing, I shall nev­er reach it! And yet, who knows that I may not find two or three mil­lions in the pock­ets of my good friends the Spaniards? They dis­cov­ered Pe­ru, those peo­ple did, and—what the dev­il! they must have some­thing left.”

			As he was speak­ing thus, en­tire­ly oc­cu­pied with his ci­phers, and think­ing no more of his gout, re­pelled by a pre­oc­cu­pa­tion which, with the car­di­nal, was the most pow­er­ful of all pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, Bernouin rushed in­to the cham­ber, quite in a fright.

			“Well!” asked the car­di­nal, “what is the mat­ter now?”

			“The king, Mon­seigneur—the king!”

			“How?—the king!” said Mazarin, quick­ly con­ceal­ing his pa­per. “The king here! the king at this hour! I thought he was in bed long ago. What is the mat­ter, then?”

			The king could hear these last words, and see the ter­ri­fied ges­ture of the car­di­nal ris­ing up in his bed, for he en­tered the cham­ber at that mo­ment.

			“It is noth­ing, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, or at least noth­ing which can alarm you. It is an im­por­tant com­mu­ni­ca­tion which I wish to make to Your Em­i­nence tonight—that is all.”

			Mazarin im­me­di­ate­ly thought of that marked at­ten­tion which the king had giv­en to his words con­cern­ing Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni, and the com­mu­ni­ca­tion ap­peared to him prob­a­bly to re­fer to this source. He re­cov­ered his seren­i­ty then in­stant­ly, and as­sumed his most agree­able air, a change of coun­te­nance which in­spired the king with the great­est joy; and when Louis was seat­ed—

			“Sire,” said the car­di­nal, “I ought cer­tain­ly to lis­ten to Your Majesty stand­ing, but the vi­o­lence of my com­plaint—”

			“No cer­e­mo­ny be­tween us, my dear Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” said Louis kind­ly: “I am your pupil, and not the king, you know very well, and this evening in par­tic­u­lar, as I come to you as a pe­ti­tion­er, as a so­lic­i­tor, and one very hum­ble, and de­sirous to be kind­ly re­ceived, too.”

			Mazarin, see­ing the height­ened col­or of the king, was con­firmed in his first idea; that is to say, that love thoughts were hid­den un­der all these fine words. This time, po­lit­i­cal cun­ning, as keen as it was, made a mis­take; this col­or was not caused by the bash­ful­ness of a ju­ve­nile pas­sion, but on­ly by the painful con­trac­tion of the roy­al pride.

			Like a good un­cle, Mazarin felt dis­posed to fa­cil­i­tate the con­fi­dence.

			“Speak, sire,” said he, “and since Your Majesty is will­ing for an in­stant to for­get that I am your sub­ject, and call me your mas­ter and in­struc­tor, I prom­ise Your Majesty my most de­vot­ed and ten­der con­sid­er­a­tion.”

			“Thanks, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” an­swered the king; “that which I have to ask of Your Em­i­nence has but lit­tle to do with my­self.”

			“So much the worse!” replied the car­di­nal; “so much the worse! Sire, I should wish Your Majesty to ask of me some­thing of im­por­tance, even a sac­ri­fice; but what­ev­er it may be that you ask me, I am ready to set your heart at rest by grant­ing it, my dear sire.”

			“Well, this is what brings me here,” said the king, with a beat­ing of the heart that had no equal ex­cept the beat­ing of the heart of the min­is­ter; “I have just re­ceived a vis­it from my broth­er, the king of Eng­land.”

			Mazarin bound­ed in his bed as if he had been put in re­la­tion with a Ley­den jar or a volta­ic pile, at the same time that a sur­prise, or rather a man­i­fest dis­ap­point­ment, in­flamed his fea­tures with such a blaze of anger, that Louis XIV, lit­tle diplo­ma­tist as he was, saw that the min­is­ter had hoped to hear some­thing else.

			“Charles II?” ex­claimed Mazarin, with a hoarse voice and a dis­dain­ful move­ment of his lips. “You have re­ceived a vis­it from Charles II?”

			“From King Charles II,” replied Louis, ac­cord­ing in a marked man­ner to the grand­son of Hen­ry IV the ti­tle which Mazarin had for­got­ten to give him. “Yes, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, that un­hap­py prince has touched my heart with the re­la­tion of his mis­for­tunes. His dis­tress is great, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, and it has ap­peared painful to me, who have seen my own throne dis­put­ed, who have been forced in times of com­mo­tion to quit my cap­i­tal—to me, in short, who am ac­quaint­ed with mis­for­tune—to leave a de­posed and fugi­tive broth­er with­out as­sis­tance.”

			“Eh!” said the car­di­nal, sharply; “why had he not, as you have, a Jules Mazarin by his side? His crown would then have re­mained in­tact.”

			“I know all that my house owes to Your Em­i­nence,” replied the king, haugh­ti­ly, “and you may well be­lieve that I, on my part, shall nev­er for­get it. It is pre­cise­ly be­cause my broth­er the king of Eng­land has not about him the pow­er­ful ge­nius who has saved me, it is for that, I say, that I wish to con­cil­i­ate the aid of that same ge­nius, and beg you to ex­tend your arm over his head, well as­sured, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, that your hand, by touch­ing him on­ly, would know how to re­place up­on his brow the crown which fell at the foot of his fa­ther’s scaf­fold.”

			“Sire,” replied Mazarin, “I thank you for your good opin­ion with re­gard to my­self, but we have noth­ing to do yon­der: they are a set of mad­men who de­ny God, and cut off the heads of their kings. They are dan­ger­ous, ob­serve, sire, and filthy to the touch af­ter hav­ing wal­lowed in roy­al blood and covenan­tal mur­der. That pol­i­cy has nev­er suit­ed me—I scorn it and re­ject it.”

			“There­fore you ought to as­sist in es­tab­lish­ing a bet­ter.”

			“What is that?”

			“The restora­tion of Charles II, for ex­am­ple.”

			“Good heav­ens!” cried Mazarin, “does the poor prince flat­ter him­self with that chimera?”

			“Yes, he does,” replied the young king, ter­ri­fied at the dif­fi­cul­ties op­posed to this project, which he fan­cied he could per­ceive in the in­fal­li­ble eye of his min­is­ter; “he on­ly asks for a mil­lion to car­ry out his pur­pose.”

			“Is that all—a lit­tle mil­lion, if you please!” said the car­di­nal, iron­i­cal­ly, with an ef­fort to con­quer his Ital­ian ac­cent. “A lit­tle mil­lion, if you please, broth­er! Bah! a fam­i­ly of men­di­cants!”

			“Car­di­nal,” said Louis, rais­ing his head, “that fam­i­ly of men­di­cants is a branch of my fam­i­ly.”

			“Are you rich enough to give mil­lions to oth­er peo­ple, sire? Have you mil­lions to throw away?”

			“Oh!” replied Louis XIV, with great pain, which he, how­ev­er, by a strong ef­fort, pre­vent­ed from ap­pear­ing on his coun­te­nance;—“oh! yes, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, I am well aware I am poor, and yet the crown of France is worth a mil­lion, and to per­form a good ac­tion I would pledge my crown if it were nec­es­sary. I could find Jews who would be will­ing to lend me a mil­lion.”

			“So, sire, you say you want a mil­lion?” said Mazarin.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, I say so.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, great­ly mis­tak­en, sire; you want much more than that—Bernouin!—you shall see, sire, how much you re­al­ly want.”

			“What, car­di­nal!” said the king, “are you go­ing to con­sult a lack­ey about my af­fairs?”

			“Bernouin!” cried the car­di­nal again, with­out ap­pear­ing to re­mark the hu­mil­i­a­tion of the young prince. “Come here, Bernouin, and tell me the fig­ures I gave you just now.”

			“Car­di­nal, car­di­nal! did you not hear me?” said Louis, turn­ing pale with anger.

			“Do not be an­gry, sire; I deal open­ly with the af­fairs of Your Majesty. Ev­ery­one in France knows that; my books are as open as day. What did I tell you to do just now, Bernouin?”

			“Your em­i­nence com­mand­ed me to cast up an ac­count.”

			“You did it, did you not?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“To ver­i­fy the amount of which His Majesty, at this mo­ment, stands in need. Did I not tell you so? Be frank, my friend.”

			“Your em­i­nence said so.”

			“Well, what sum did I say I want­ed?”

			“Forty-five mil­lions, I think.”

			“And what sum could we find, af­ter col­lect­ing all our re­sources?”

			“Thir­ty-nine mil­lions two hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand.”

			“That is cor­rect, Bernouin; that is all I want­ed to know. Leave us now,” said the car­di­nal, fix­ing his bril­liant eye up­on the young king, who sat mute with stu­pe­fac­tion.

			“How­ev­er—” stam­mered the king.

			“What, do you still doubt, sire?” said the car­di­nal. “Well, here is a proof of what I said.”

			And Mazarin drew from un­der his bol­ster the pa­per cov­ered with fig­ures, which he pre­sent­ed to the king, who turned away his eyes, his vex­a­tion was so deep.

			“There­fore, as it is a mil­lion you want, sire, and that mil­lion is not set down here, it is forty-six mil­lions Your Majesty stands in need of. Well, I don’t think that any Jews in the world would lend such a sum, even up­on the crown of France.”

			The king, clench­ing his hands be­neath his ruf­fles, pushed away his chair.

			“So it must be then!” said he; “my broth­er the king of Eng­land will die of hunger.”

			“Sire,” replied Mazarin, in the same tone, “re­mem­ber this proverb, which I give you as the ex­pres­sion of the sound­est pol­i­cy: ‘Re­joice at be­ing poor when your neigh­bor is poor like­wise.’ ”

			Louis med­i­tat­ed this for a few mo­ments, with an in­quis­i­tive glance di­rect­ed to the pa­per, one end of which re­mained un­der the bol­ster.

			“Then,” said he, “it is im­pos­si­ble to com­ply with my de­mand for mon­ey, my Lord Car­di­nal, is it?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly, sire.”

			“Re­mem­ber, this will se­cure me a fu­ture en­e­my, if he suc­ceed in re­cov­er­ing his crown with­out my as­sis­tance.”

			“If Your Majesty on­ly fears that, you may be quite at ease,” replied Mazarin, ea­ger­ly.

			“Very well, I say no more about it,” ex­claimed Louis XIV.

			“Have I at least con­vinced you, sire?” plac­ing his hand up­on that of the young king.

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“If there be any­thing else, ask it, sire; I shall most hap­py to grant it to you, hav­ing re­fused this.”

			“Any­thing else, my lord?”

			“Why yes; am I not de­vot­ed body and soul to Your Majesty? Holà! Bernouin!—lights and guards for His Majesty! His Majesty is re­turn­ing to his own cham­ber.”

			“Not yet, Mon­sieur: since you place your good­will at my dis­pos­al, I will take ad­van­tage of it.”

			“For your­self, sire?” asked the car­di­nal, hop­ing that his niece was at length about to be named.

			“No, Mon­sieur, not for my­self,” replied Louis, “but still for my broth­er Charles.”

			The brow of Mazarin again be­came cloud­ed, and he grum­bled a few words that the king could not catch.
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				Mazarin’s Pol­i­cy

			
			In­stead of the hes­i­ta­tion with which he had ac­cost­ed the car­di­nal a quar­ter of an hour be­fore, there might be read in the eyes of the young king that will against which a strug­gle might be main­tained, and which might be crushed by its own im­po­tence, but which, at least, would pre­serve, like a wound in the depth of the heart, the re­mem­brance of its de­feat.

			“This time, my Lord Car­di­nal, we have to deal with some­thing more eas­i­ly found than a mil­lion.”

			“Do you think so, sire?” said Mazarin, look­ing at the king with that pen­e­trat­ing eye which was ac­cus­tomed to read to the bot­tom of hearts.

			“Yes, I think so; and when you know the ob­ject of my re­quest—”

			“And do you think I do not know it, sire?”

			“You know what re­mains for me to say to you?”

			“Lis­ten, sire; these are King Charles’s own words—”

			“Oh, im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Lis­ten. ‘And if that miser­ly, beg­gar­ly Ital­ian,’ said he—”

			“My Lord Car­di­nal!”

			“That is the sense, if not the words. Eh! Good heav­ens! I wish him no ill on that ac­count; one is bi­ased by his pas­sions. He said to you: ‘If that vile Ital­ian re­fus­es the mil­lion we ask of him, sire—if we are forced, for want of mon­ey, to re­nounce diplo­ma­cy, well, then, we will ask him to grant us five hun­dred gen­tle­men.’ ”

			The king start­ed, for the car­di­nal was on­ly mis­tak­en in the num­ber.

			“Is not that it, sire?” cried the min­is­ter, with a tri­umphant ac­cent. “And then he added some fine words: he said, ‘I have friends on the oth­er side of the chan­nel, and these friends on­ly want a lead­er and a ban­ner. When they see me, when they be­hold the ban­ner of France, they will ral­ly around me, for they will com­pre­hend that I have your sup­port. The col­ors of the French uni­form will be worth as much to me as the mil­lion M. de Mazarin re­fus­es us’—for he was pret­ty well as­sured I should refuse him that mil­lion.—‘I shall con­quer with these five hun­dred gen­tle­men, sire, and all the hon­or will be yours.’ Now, that is what he said, or to that pur­pose, was it not?—turn­ing those plain words in­to bril­liant metaphors and pompous im­ages, for they are fine talk­ers in that fam­i­ly! The fa­ther talked even on the scaf­fold.”

			The per­spi­ra­tion of shame stood on the brow of Louis. He felt that it was in­con­sis­tent with his dig­ni­ty to hear his broth­er thus in­sult­ed, but he did not yet know how to act with him to whom ev­ery­one yield­ed, even his moth­er. At last he made an ef­fort.

			“But,” said he, “my Lord Car­di­nal, it is not five hun­dred men, it is on­ly two hun­dred.”

			“Well, but you see I guessed what he want­ed.”

			“I nev­er de­nied that you had a pen­e­trat­ing eye, and that was why I thought you would not refuse my broth­er Charles a thing so sim­ple and so easy to grant him as what I ask of you in his name, my Lord Car­di­nal, or rather in my own.”

			“Sire,” said Mazarin, “I have stud­ied pol­i­cy thir­ty years; first, un­der the aus­pices of M. le Car­di­nal Riche­lieu; and then alone. This pol­i­cy has not al­ways been over-hon­est, it must be al­lowed, but it has nev­er been un­skill­ful. Now that which is pro­posed to Your Majesty is dis­hon­est and un­skill­ful at the same time.”

			“Dis­hon­est, Mon­sieur!”

			“Sire, you en­tered in­to a treaty with Cromwell.”

			“Yes, and in that very treaty Cromwell signed his name above mine.”

			“Why did you sign yours so lo down, sire? Cromwell found a good place, and he took it; that was his cus­tom. I re­turn, then, to M. Cromwell. You have a treaty with him, that is to say, with Eng­land, since when you signed that treaty M. Cromwell was Eng­land.”

			“M. Cromwell is dead.”

			“Do you think so, sire?”

			“No doubt he is, since his son Richard has suc­ceed­ed him, and has ab­di­cat­ed.”

			“Yes, that is it ex­act­ly. Richard in­her­it­ed af­ter the death of his fa­ther, and Eng­land at the ab­di­ca­tion of Richard. The treaty formed part of the in­her­i­tance, whether in the hands of M. Richard or in the hands of Eng­land. The treaty is, then, still as good, as valid as ev­er. Why should you evade it, sire? What is changed? Charles wants to­day what we were not will­ing to grant him ten years ago; but that was fore­seen and pro­vid­ed against. You are the al­ly of Eng­land, sire, and not of Charles II. It was doubt­less wrong, from a fam­i­ly point of view, to sign a treaty with a man who had cut off the head of the king your fa­ther’s broth­er-in-law, and to con­tract an al­liance with a par­lia­ment which they call yon­der the Rump Par­lia­ment; it was un­be­com­ing, I ac­knowl­edge, but it was not un­skill­ful from a po­lit­i­cal point of view, since, thanks to that treaty, I saved Your Majesty, then a mi­nor, the trou­ble and dan­ger of a for­eign war, which the Fronde—you re­mem­ber the Fronde, sire?”—the young king hung his head—“which the Fronde might have fa­tal­ly com­pli­cat­ed. And thus I prove to Your Majesty that to change our plan now, with­out warn­ing our al­lies, would be at once un­skill­ful and dis­hon­est. We should make war with the ag­gres­sion on our side; we should make it, de­serv­ing to have it made against us; and we should have the ap­pear­ance of fear­ing it whilst pro­vok­ing it, for a per­mis­sion grant­ed to five hun­dred men, to two hun­dred men, to fifty men, to ten men, is still a per­mis­sion. One French­man, that is the na­tion; one uni­form, that is the army. Sup­pose, sire, for ex­am­ple, that you should have war with Hol­land, which, soon­er or lat­er, will cer­tain­ly hap­pen; or with Spain, which will per­haps en­sue if your mar­riage fails” (Mazarin stole a furtive glance at the king), “and there are a thou­sand caus­es that might yet make your mar­riage fail—well, would you ap­prove of Eng­land’s send­ing to the Unit­ed Prov­inces or to Spain a reg­i­ment, a com­pa­ny, a squadron even, of Eng­lish gen­tle­men? Would you think that they kept with­in the lim­its of their treaty of al­liance?”

			Louis lis­tened; it seemed so strange to him that Mazarin should in­voke good faith, and he the au­thor of so many po­lit­i­cal tricks, called Mazari­nades. “And yet,” said the king, “with­out any man­i­fest au­tho­riza­tion, I can­not pre­vent gen­tle­men of my states from pass­ing over in­to Eng­land, if such should be their good plea­sure.”

			“You should com­pel them to re­turn, sire, or at least protest against their pres­ence as en­e­mies in a al­lied coun­try.”

			“But come, my Lord Car­di­nal, you who are so pro­found a ge­nius, try if you can­not find a means to as­sist this poor king, with­out com­pro­mis­ing our­selves.”

			“And that is ex­act­ly what I am not will­ing to do, my dear sire,” said Mazarin. “If Eng­land were to act ex­act­ly ac­cord­ing to my wish­es, she could not act bet­ter than she does; if I di­rect­ed the pol­i­cy of Eng­land from this place, I should not di­rect it oth­er­wise. Gov­erned as she is gov­erned, Eng­land is an eter­nal nest of con­tention for all Eu­rope. Hol­land pro­tects Charles II, let Hol­land do so; they will quar­rel, they will fight. They are the on­ly two mar­itime pow­ers. Let them de­stroy each oth­er’s navies, we can con­struct ours with the wrecks of their ves­sels; when we shall save our mon­ey to buy nails.”

			“Oh, how pal­try and mean is all this that you are telling me, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal!”

			“Yes, but nev­er­the­less it is true, sire; you must con­fess that. Still fur­ther. Sup­pose I ad­mit, for a mo­ment, the pos­si­bil­i­ty of break­ing your word, and evad­ing the treaty—such a thing as some­times hap­pens, but that is when some great in­ter­est is to be pro­mot­ed by it, or when the treaty is found to be too trou­ble­some—well, you will au­tho­rize the en­gage­ment asked of you: France—her ban­ner, which is the same thing—will cross the Straits and will fight; France will be con­quered.”

			“Why so?”

			“Ma foi! we have a pret­ty gen­er­al to fight un­der—this Charles II! Worces­ter gave us proofs of that.”

			“But he will no longer have to deal with Cromwell, Mon­sieur.”

			“But he will have to deal with Mon­ck, who is quite as dan­ger­ous. The brave brew­er of whom we are speak­ing, was a vi­sion­ary; he had mo­ments of ex­al­ta­tion, of in­fla­tion dur­ing which he ran over like an over­filled cask; and from the chinks there al­ways es­caped some drops of his thoughts, and by the sam­ple the whole of his thought was to be made out. Cromwell has thus al­lowed us more than ten times to pen­e­trate in­to his very soul, when one would have con­ceived that soul to be en­veloped in triple brass, as Ho­race has it. But Mon­ck! Oh, sire, God de­fend you from ev­er hav­ing any­thing to trans­act po­lit­i­cal­ly with Mon­ck. It is he who has giv­en me, in one year, all the gray hairs I have. Mon­ck is no fa­nat­ic; un­for­tu­nate­ly he is a politi­cian; he does not over­flow, he keeps close to­geth­er. For ten years he has had his eyes fixed up­on one ob­ject, and no­body has yet been able to as­cer­tain what. Ev­ery morn­ing, as Louis XI ad­vised, he burns his night­cap. There­fore, on the day when this plan, slow­ly and soli­tar­i­ly ripened, shall break forth, it will break forth with all the con­di­tions of suc­cess which al­ways ac­com­pa­ny an un­fore­seen event. That is Mon­ck, sire, of whom, per­haps, you have nev­er heard—of whom, per­haps, you did not even know the name, be­fore your broth­er, Charles II, who knows what he is, pro­nounced it be­fore you. He is a mar­vel of depth and tenac­i­ty, the two on­ly things against which in­tel­li­gence and ar­dor are blunt­ed. Sire, I had ar­dor when I was young; I al­ways was in­tel­li­gent. I may safe­ly boast of it, be­cause I am re­proached with it. I have done very well with these two qual­i­ties, since, from the son of a fish­er­man of Pisci­na, I have be­come prime min­is­ter to the king of France; and in that po­si­tion Your Majesty will per­haps ac­knowl­edge I have ren­dered some ser­vice to the throne of Your Majesty. Well, sire, if I had met with Mon­ck on my way, in­stead of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, Mon­sieur de Retz, or Mon­sieur le Prince—well, we should have been ru­ined. If you en­gage your­self rash­ly, sire, you will fall in­to the talons of this politic sol­dier. The casque of Mon­ck, sire, is an iron cof­fer, in the re­cess­es of which he shuts up his thoughts, and no one has the key of it. There­fore, near him, or rather be­fore him, I bow, sire, for I have noth­ing but a vel­vet cap.”

			“What do you think Mon­ck wish­es to do, then?”

			“Eh! sire, if I knew that, I would not tell you to mis­trust him, for I should be stronger than he; but with him, I am afraid to guess—to guess!—you un­der­stand my word?—for if I thought I had guessed, I should stop at an idea, and, in spite of my­self, should pur­sue that idea. Since that man has been in pow­er yon­der, I am like one of the damned in Dante whose neck Sa­tan has twist­ed, and who walk for­ward, look­ing be­hind them. I am trav­el­ing to­wards Madrid, but I nev­er lose sight of Lon­don. To guess, with that dev­il of a man, is to de­ceive one’s self and to de­ceive one’s self is to ru­in one’s self. God keep me from ev­er seek­ing to guess what he aims at; I con­fine my­self to watch­ing what he does, and that is well enough. Now I be­lieve—you ob­serve the mean­ing of the word I be­lieve?—I be­lieve, with re­spect to Mon­ck, ties one to noth­ing—I be­lieve that he has a strong in­cli­na­tion to suc­ceed Cromwell. Your Charles II has al­ready caused pro­pos­als to be made to him by ten per­sons; he has sat­is­fied him­self with driv­ing these ten med­dlers from his pres­ence, with­out say­ing any­thing to them but, ‘Be­gone, or I will have you hung.’ That man is a sep­ul­cher! At this mo­ment Mon­ck is af­fect­ing de­vo­tion to the Rump Par­lia­ment; of this de­vo­tion, I am not the dupe. Mon­ck has no wish to be as­sas­si­nat­ed—an as­sas­si­na­tion would stop him in the mid­dle of his op­er­a­tions; and his work must be ac­com­plished;—so I be­lieve—but do not be­lieve what I be­lieve, sire: for as I say I be­lieve from habit—I be­lieve that Mon­ck is keep­ing on friend­ly terms with the par­lia­ment till the day comes for dis­pers­ing it. You are asked for swords, but they are to fight against Mon­ck. God pre­serve you from fight­ing against Mon­ck, sire; for Mon­ck would beat us, and I should nev­er con­sole my­self af­ter be­ing beat­en by Mon­ck. I should say to my­self, Mon­ck has fore­seen that vic­to­ry ten years. For God’s sake, sire, out of friend­ship for you, if not out of con­sid­er­a­tion for him­self, let Charles II keep qui­et. Your Majesty will give him a lit­tle in­come here; give him one of your châteaux. Yes, yes—wait awhile. But I for­got the treaty—that fa­mous treaty of which we were just now speak­ing. Your Majesty has not even the right to give him a château.”

			“How is that?”

			“Yes, yes; Your Majesty is bound not to grant hos­pi­tal­i­ty to King Charles, and to com­pel him to leave France even. It was on this ac­count we forced him to quit you, and yet here he is again. Sire, I hope you will give your broth­er to un­der­stand that he can­not re­main with us; that it is im­pos­si­ble he should be al­lowed to com­pro­mise us; or I my­self—”

			“Enough, my lord,” said Louis XIV, ris­ing. “In re­fus­ing me a mil­lion, per­haps you may be right; your mil­lions are your own. In re­fus­ing me two hun­dred gen­tle­men, you are still fur­ther in the right; for you are prime min­is­ter, and you have, in the eyes of France, the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of peace and war. But that you should pre­tend to pre­vent me, who am king, from ex­tend­ing my hos­pi­tal­i­ty to the grand­son of Hen­ry IV, to my cousin-ger­man, to the com­pan­ion of my child­hood—there your pow­er stops, and there be­gins my will.”

			“Sire,” said Mazarin, de­light­ed at be­ing let off so cheap­ly, and who had, be­sides, on­ly fought so earnest­ly to ar­rive at that—“sire, I shall al­ways bend be­fore the will of my king. Let my king, then, keep near him, or in one of his châteaux, the king of Eng­land; let Mazarin know it, but let not the min­is­ter know it.”

			“Good night, my lord,” said Louis XIV, “I go away in de­spair.”

			“But con­vinced, and that is all I de­sire, sire,” replied Mazarin.

			The king made no an­swer, and re­tired quite pen­sive, con­vinced, not of all Mazarin had told him, but of one thing which he took care not to men­tion to him; and that was, that it was nec­es­sary for him to study se­ri­ous­ly both his own af­fairs and those of Eu­rope, for he found them very dif­fi­cult and very ob­scure. Louis found the king of Eng­land seat­ed in the same place where he had left him. On per­ceiv­ing him, the Eng­lish prince arose; but at the first glance he saw dis­cour­age­ment writ­ten in dark let­ters up­on his cousin’s brow. Then, speak­ing first, as if to fa­cil­i­tate the painful avow­al that Louis had to make to him—

			“What­ev­er it may be,” said he, “I shall nev­er for­get all the kind­ness, all the friend­ship you have ex­hib­it­ed to­wards me.”

			“Alas!” replied Louis, in a melan­choly tone, “on­ly bar­ren good­will, my broth­er.”

			Charles II be­came ex­treme­ly pale; he passed his cold hand over his brow, and strug­gled for a few in­stants against a faint­ness that made him trem­ble. “I un­der­stand,” said he at last; “no more hope!”

			Louis seized the hand of Charles II. “Wait, my broth­er,” said he; “pre­cip­i­tate noth­ing; ev­ery­thing may change; hasty res­o­lu­tions ru­in all caus­es; add an­oth­er year of tri­al, I im­plore you, to the years you have al­ready un­der­gone. You have, to in­duce you to act now rather than at an­oth­er time, nei­ther oc­ca­sion nor op­por­tu­ni­ty. Come with me, my broth­er; I will give you one of my res­i­dences, which­ever you pre­fer, to in­hab­it. I, with you, will keep my eyes up­on events; we will pre­pare. Come, then, my broth­er, have courage!”

			Charles II with­drew his hand from that of the king, and draw­ing back, to salute him with more cer­e­mo­ny, “With all my heart, thanks!” replied he, “sire; but I have prayed with­out suc­cess to the great­est king on earth; now I will go and ask a mir­a­cle of God.” And he went out with­out be­ing will­ing to hear any more, his head car­ried lofti­ly, his hand trem­bling, with a painful con­trac­tion of his no­ble coun­te­nance, and that pro­found gloom which, find­ing no more hope in the world of men, ap­peared to go be­yond it, and ask it in worlds un­known. The of­fi­cer of Mus­ke­teers, on see­ing him pass by thus pale, bowed al­most to his knees as he salut­ed him. He then took a flam­beau, called two mus­ke­teers, and de­scend­ed the de­sert­ed stair­case with the un­for­tu­nate king, hold­ing in his left hand his hat, the plume of which swept the steps. Ar­rived at the door, the mus­ke­teer asked the king which way he was go­ing, that he might di­rect the mus­ke­teers.

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Charles II, in a sub­dued voice, “you who have known my fa­ther, say, did you ev­er pray for him? If you have done so, do not for­get me in your prayers. Now, I am go­ing alone, and beg of you not to ac­com­pa­ny me, or have me ac­com­pa­nied any fur­ther.”

			The of­fi­cer bowed and sent away the mus­ke­teers in­to the in­te­ri­or of the palace. But he him­self re­mained an in­stant un­der the porch watch­ing the de­part­ing Charles II, till he was lost in the turn of the next street. “To him as to his fa­ther for­mer­ly,” mur­mured he, “Athos, if he were here, would say with rea­son—‘Salute fall­en majesty!’ ” Then, reas­cend­ing the stair­case: “Oh! the vile ser­vice that I fol­low!” said he at ev­ery step. “Oh! my piti­ful mas­ter! Life thus car­ried on is no longer tol­er­a­ble, and it is at length time that I should do some­thing! No more gen­eros­i­ty, no more en­er­gy! The mas­ter has suc­ceed­ed, the pupil is starved for­ev­er. Mor­dioux! I will not re­sist. Come, you men,” con­tin­ued he, en­ter­ing the an­techam­ber, “why are you all look­ing at me so? Ex­tin­guish these torch­es and re­turn to your posts. Ah! you were guard­ing me? Yes, you watch over me, do you not, wor­thy fel­lows? Brave fools! I am not the Duc de Guise. Be­gone! They will not as­sas­si­nate me in the lit­tle pas­sage. Be­sides,” added he, in a low voice, “that would be a res­o­lu­tion, and no res­o­lu­tions have been formed since Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal Riche­lieu died. Now, with all his faults, that was a man! It is set­tled: to­mor­row I will throw my cas­sock to the net­tles.”

			Then, re­flect­ing: “No,” said he, “not yet! I have one great tri­al to make and I will make it; but that, and I swear it, shall be the last, Mor­dioux!”

			He had not fin­ished speak­ing when a voice is­sued from the king’s cham­ber. “Mon­sieur le Lieu­tenant!” said this voice.

			“Here I am,” replied he.

			“The king de­sires to speak to you.”

			“Humph!” said the lieu­tenant; “per­haps of what I was think­ing about.” And he went in­to the king’s apart­ment.

		
	
		
			
				12

				The King and the Lieu­tenant

			
			As soon as the king saw the of­fi­cer en­ter, he dis­missed his valet de cham­bre and his gen­tle­man. “Who is on du­ty to­mor­row, Mon­sieur?” asked he.

			The lieu­tenant bowed his head with mil­i­tary po­lite­ness, and replied, “I am, sire.”

			“What! still you?”

			“Al­ways I, sire.”

			“How can that be, Mon­sieur?”

			“Sire, when trav­el­ing, the Mus­ke­teers sup­ply all the posts of Your Majesty’s house­hold; that is to say, yours, Her Majesty the queen’s, and Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal’s, the lat­ter of whom bor­rows of the king the best part, or rather the nu­mer­ous part, of the roy­al guard.”

			“But in the in­ter­ims?”

			“There are no in­ter­ims, sire, but for twen­ty or thir­ty men who rest out of a hun­dred and twen­ty. At the Lou­vre it is very dif­fer­ent, and if I were at the Lou­vre I should re­ly up­on my brigadier; but, when trav­el­ing, sire, no one knows what may hap­pen, and I pre­fer do­ing my du­ty my­self.”

			“Then you are on guard ev­ery day?”

			“And ev­ery night. Yes, sire.”

			“Mon­sieur, I can­not al­low that—I will have you rest.”

			“That is very kind, sire; but I will not.”

			“What do you say?” said the king, who did not at first com­pre­hend the full mean­ing of this re­ply.

			“I say, sire, that I will not ex­pose my­self to the chance of a fault. If the dev­il had a trick to play on me, you un­der­stand, sire, as he knows the man with whom he has to deal, he would chose the mo­ment when I should not be there. My du­ty and the peace of my con­science be­fore ev­ery­thing, sire.”

			“But such du­ty will kill you, Mon­sieur.”

			“Eh! sire, I have per­formed it for thir­ty years, and in all France and Navarre there is not a man in bet­ter health than I am. More­over, I en­treat you, sire, not to trou­ble your­self about me. That would ap­pear very strange to me, see­ing that I am not ac­cus­tomed to it.”

			The king cut short the con­ver­sa­tion by a fresh ques­tion. “Shall you be here, then, to­mor­row morn­ing?”

			“As at present? yes, sire.”

			The king walked sev­er­al times up and down his cham­ber; it was very plain that he burned with a de­sire to speak, but that he was re­strained by some fear or oth­er. The lieu­tenant, stand­ing mo­tion­less, hat in hand, watched him mak­ing these evo­lu­tions, and, whilst look­ing at him, grum­bled to him­self, bit­ing his mus­tache:

			
				He has not half a crown worth of res­o­lu­tion! Pa­role d’hon­neur! I would lay a wa­ger he does not speak at all!
			

			The king con­tin­ued to walk about, cast­ing from time to time a side glance at the lieu­tenant. “He is the very im­age of his fa­ther,” con­tin­ued the lat­ter, in his se­cret so­lil­o­quy, “he is at once proud, avari­cious, and timid. The dev­il take his mas­ter, say I.”

			The king stopped. “Lieu­tenant,” said he.

			“I am here, sire.”

			“Why did you cry out this evening, down be­low in the sa­lons—‘The king’s ser­vice! His Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers!’ ”

			“Be­cause you gave me the or­der, sire.”

			“I?”

			“Your­self.”

			“In­deed, I did not say a word, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sire, an or­der is giv­en by a sign, by a ges­ture, by a glance, as in­tel­li­gi­bly, as freely, and as clear­ly as by word of mouth. A ser­vant who has noth­ing but ears is not half a good ser­vant.”

			“Your eyes are very pen­e­trat­ing, then, Mon­sieur.”

			“How is that, sire?”

			“Be­cause they see what is not.”

			“My eyes are good, though, sire, al­though they have served their mas­ter long and much: when they have any­thing to see, they sel­dom miss the op­por­tu­ni­ty. Now, this evening, they saw that Your Majesty col­ored with en­deav­or­ing to con­ceal the in­cli­na­tion to yawn, that Your Majesty looked with elo­quent sup­pli­ca­tions, first to His Em­i­nence, and then at Her Majesty the queen-moth­er, and at length to the en­trance door, and they so thor­ough­ly re­marked all I have said, that they saw Your Majesty’s lips ar­tic­u­late these words: ‘Who will get me out of this?’ ”

			“Mon­sieur!”

			“Or some­thing to this ef­fect, sire—‘My mus­ke­teers!’ I could then no longer hes­i­tate. That look was for me—that or­der was for me. I cried out in­stant­ly, ‘His Majesty’s mus­ke­teers!’ And, be­sides, that was shown to be true, sire, not on­ly by Your Majesty’s not say­ing I was wrong, but prov­ing I was right by go­ing out at once.”

			The king turned away to smile; then, af­ter a few sec­onds, he again fixed his limpid eye up­on that coun­te­nance, so in­tel­li­gent, so bold, and so firm, that it might have been said to be the proud and en­er­get­ic pro­file of the ea­gle fac­ing the sun. “That is all very well,” said he, af­ter a short si­lence, dur­ing which he en­deav­ored, in vain, to make his of­fi­cer low­er his eyes.

			But see­ing the king said no more, the lat­ter pirou­et­ted on his heels, and took three steps to­wards the door, mut­ter­ing, “He will not speak! Mor­dioux! he will not speak!”

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur,” said the king at last.

			“Humph!” con­tin­ued the lieu­tenant; “there was on­ly want­ing that. Blamed for hav­ing been less of a fool than an­oth­er might have been.” And he went to the door, al­low­ing his spurs to jin­gle in true mil­i­tary style. But when he was on the thresh­old, feel­ing the king’s de­sire drew him back, he re­turned.

			“Has Your Majesty told me all?” asked he, in a tone we can­not de­scribe, but which, with­out ap­pear­ing to so­lic­it the roy­al con­fi­dence, con­tained so much per­sua­sive frank­ness, that the king im­me­di­ate­ly replied:

			“Yes; but draw near, Mon­sieur.”

			“Now then,” mur­mured the of­fi­cer, “he is com­ing to it at last.”

			“Lis­ten to me.”

			“I shall not lose a word, sire.”

			“You will mount on horse­back to­mor­row, at about half-past four in the morn­ing, and you will have a horse sad­dled for me.”

			“From Your Majesty’s sta­bles?”

			“No; one of your mus­ke­teers’ hors­es.”

			“Very well, sire. Is that all?”

			“And you will ac­com­pa­ny me.”

			“Alone?”

			“Alone.”

			“Shall I come to seek Your Majesty, or shall I wait?”

			“You will wait for me.”

			“Where, sire?”

			“At the lit­tle park-gate.”

			The lieu­tenant bowed, un­der­stand­ing that the king had told him all he had to say. In fact, the king dis­missed him with a gra­cious wave of the hand. The of­fi­cer left the cham­ber of the king, and re­turned to place him­self philo­soph­i­cal­ly in his fau­teuil, where, far from sleep­ing, as might have been ex­pect­ed, con­sid­er­ing how late it was, he be­gan to re­flect more deeply than he had ev­er re­flect­ed be­fore. The re­sult of these re­flec­tions was not so melan­choly as the pre­ced­ing ones had been.

			“Come, he has be­gun,” said he. “Love urges him on, and he goes for­ward—he goes for­ward! The king is no­body in his own palace; but the man per­haps may prove to be worth some­thing. Well, we shall see to­mor­row morn­ing. Oh! oh!” cried he, all at once start­ing up, “that is a gi­gan­tic idea, mor­dioux! and per­haps my for­tune de­pends, at least, up­on that idea!” Af­ter this ex­cla­ma­tion, the of­fi­cer arose and marched, with his hands in the pock­ets of his jus­tau­corps, about the im­mense an­techam­ber that served him as an apart­ment. The wax-light flamed fu­ri­ous­ly un­der the ef­fects of a fresh breeze which stole in through the chinks of the door and the win­dow, and cut the salle di­ag­o­nal­ly. It threw out a red­dish, un­equal light, some­times bril­liant, some­times dull, and the tall shad­ow of the lieu­tenant was seen march­ing on the wall, in pro­file, like a fig­ure by Cal­lot, with his long sword and feath­ered hat.

			“Cer­tain­ly!” said he, “I am mis­tak­en if Mazarin is not lay­ing a snare for this amorous boy. Mazarin, this evening, gave an ad­dress, and made an ap­point­ment as com­pla­cent­ly as M. Daangeau him­self could have done—I heard him, and I know the mean­ing of his words. ‘To­mor­row morn­ing,’ said he, ‘they will pass op­po­site the bridge of Blois.’ Mor­dioux! that is clear enough, and par­tic­u­lar­ly for a lover. That is the cause of this em­bar­rass­ment; that is the cause of this hes­i­ta­tion; that is the cause of this or­der—‘Mon­sieur the lieu­tenant of my Mus­ke­teers, be on horse­back to­mor­row at four o’clock in the morn­ing.’ Which is as clear as if he had said—‘Mon­sieur the lieu­tenant of my Mus­ke­teers, to­mor­row, at four, at the bridge of Blois—do you un­der­stand?’ Here is a state se­cret, then, which I, hum­ble as I am, have in my pos­ses­sion, while it is in ac­tion. And how do I get it? Be­cause I have good eyes, as His Majesty just now said. They say he loves this lit­tle Ital­ian doll fu­ri­ous­ly. They say he threw him­self at his moth­er’s feet, to beg her to al­low him to mar­ry her. They say the queen went so far as to con­sult the court of Rome, whether such a mar­riage, con­tract­ed against her will, would be valid. Oh, if I were but twen­ty-five! If I had by my side those I no longer have! If I did not de­spise the whole world most pro­found­ly, I would em­broil Mazarin with the queen-moth­er, France with Spain, and I would make a queen af­ter my own fash­ion. But let that pass.” And the lieu­tenant snapped his fin­gers in dis­dain.

			“This mis­er­able Ital­ian—this poor crea­ture—this sor­did wretch—who has just re­fused the king of Eng­land a mil­lion, would not per­haps give me a thou­sand pis­toles for the news I could car­ry him. Mor­dioux! I am fall­ing in­to sec­ond child­hood—I am be­com­ing stupid in­deed! The idea of Mazarin giv­ing any­thing! ha! ha! ha!” and he laughed in a sub­dued voice.

			“Well, let us go to sleep—let us go to sleep; and the soon­er the bet­ter. My mind is wea­ried with my evening’s work, and will see things to­mor­row more clear­ly than to­day.”

			And up­on this rec­om­men­da­tion, made to him­self, he fold­ed his cloak around him, look­ing with con­tempt up­on his roy­al neigh­bor. Five min­utes af­ter this he was asleep, with his hands clenched and his lips apart, giv­ing es­cape, not to his se­cret, but to a sonorous sound, which rose and spread freely be­neath the ma­jes­tic roof of the an­techam­ber.
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				Marie de Manci­ni

			
			The sun had scarce­ly shed its first beams on the ma­jes­tic trees of the park and the lofty tur­rets of the cas­tle, when the young king, who had been awake more than two hours, pos­sessed by the sleep­less­ness of love, opened his shut­ters him­self, and cast an in­quir­ing look in­to the courts of the sleep­ing palace. He saw that it was the hour agreed up­on: the great court clock point­ed to a quar­ter past four. He did not dis­turb his valet de cham­bre, who was sleep­ing sound­ly at some dis­tance; he dressed him­self, and the valet, in a great fright, sprang up, think­ing he had been de­fi­cient in his du­ty; but the king sent him back again, com­mand­ing him to pre­serve the most ab­so­lute si­lence. He then de­scend­ed the lit­tle stair­case, went out at a lat­er­al door, and per­ceived at the end of the wall a mount­ed horse­man, hold­ing an­oth­er horse by the bri­dle. This horse­man could not be rec­og­nized in his cloak and slouched hat. As to the horse, sad­dled like that of a rich cit­i­zen, it of­fered noth­ing re­mark­able to the most ex­pe­ri­enced eye. Louis took the bri­dle: the of­fi­cer held the stir­rup with­out dis­mount­ing, and asked His Majesty’s or­ders in a low voice.

			“Fol­low me,” replied the king.

			The of­fi­cer put his horse to the trot, be­hind that of his mas­ter, and they de­scend­ed the hill to­wards the bridge. When they reached the oth­er side of the Loire—

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “you will please to ride on till you see a car­riage com­ing; then re­turn and in­form me. I will wait here.”

			“Will Your Majesty deign to give me some de­scrip­tion of the car­riage I am charged to dis­cov­er?”

			“A car­riage in which you will see two ladies, and prob­a­bly their at­ten­dants like­wise.”

			“Sire, I should not wish to make a mis­take; is there no oth­er sign by which I may know this car­riage?”

			“It will bear, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, the arms of Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal.”

			“That is suf­fi­cient, sire,” replied the of­fi­cer, ful­ly in­struct­ed in the ob­ject of his search. He put his horse to the trot, and rode sharply on in the di­rec­tion point­ed out by the king. But he had scarce­ly gone five hun­dred paces when he saw four mules, and then a car­riage, loom up from be­hind a lit­tle hill. Be­hind this car­riage came an­oth­er. It re­quired on­ly one glance to as­sure him that these were the equipages he was in search of; he there­fore turned his bri­dle, and rode back to the king.

			“Sire,” said he, “here are the car­riages. The first, as you said, con­tains two ladies with their femmes de cham­bre; the sec­ond con­tains the foot­men, pro­vi­sions, and nec­es­saries.”

			“That is well,” replied the king in an ag­i­tat­ed voice. “Please to go and tell those ladies that a cav­a­lier of the court wish­es to pay his re­spects to them alone.”

			The of­fi­cer set off at a gal­lop. “Mor­dioux!” said he, as he rode on, “here is a new and hon­or­able em­ploy­ment, I hope! I com­plained of be­ing no­body. I am the king’s con­fi­dant: that is enough to make a mus­ke­teer burst with pride.”

			He ap­proached the car­riage, and de­liv­ered his mes­sage gal­lant­ly and in­tel­li­gent­ly. There were two ladies in the car­riage: one of great beau­ty, al­though rather thin; the oth­er less fa­vored by na­ture, but live­ly, grace­ful, and unit­ing in the del­i­cate lines of her brow all the signs of a strong will. Her eyes, an­i­mat­ed and pierc­ing, in par­tic­u­lar, spoke more elo­quent­ly than all the amorous phras­es in fash­ion in those days of gal­lantry. It was to her d’Artag­nan ad­dressed him­self, with­out fear of be­ing mis­tak­en, al­though the oth­er was, as we have said, the more hand­some of the two.

			“Madame,” said he, “I am the lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers, and there is on the road a horse­man who awaits you, and is de­sirous of pay­ing his re­spects to you.”

			At these words, the ef­fect of which he watched close­ly, the la­dy with the black eyes ut­tered a cry of joy, leant out of the car­riage win­dow, and see­ing the cav­a­lier ap­proach­ing, held out her arms, ex­claim­ing:

			“Ah, my dear sire!” and the tears gushed from her eyes.

			The coach­man stopped his team; the wom­en rose in con­fu­sion from the back of the car­riage, and the sec­ond la­dy made a slight curt­sey, ter­mi­nat­ed by the most iron­i­cal smile that jeal­ousy ev­er im­part­ed to the lips of wom­an.

			“Marie, dear Marie,” cried the king, tak­ing the hand of the black-eyed la­dy in both his. And open­ing the heavy door him­self, he drew her out of the car­riage with so much ar­dor, that she was in his arms be­fore she touched the ground. The lieu­tenant, post­ed on the oth­er side of the car­riage, saw and heard all with­out be­ing ob­served.

			The king of­fered his arm to Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni, and made a sign to the coach­man and lack­eys to pro­ceed. It was near­ly six o’clock; the road was fresh and pleas­ant; tall trees with their fo­liage still en­closed in the gold­en down of their buds, let the dew of morn­ing fil­ter from their trem­bling branch­es, like liq­uid di­a­monds; the grass was burst­ing at the foot of the hedges; the swal­lows hav­ing re­turned on­ly a few days since, de­scribed their grace­ful curves be­tween the heav­ens and the wa­ter; a breeze, laden with the per­fumes of the blos­som­ing woods, sighed along the road, and wrin­kled the sur­face of the wa­ters of the riv­er; all these beau­ties of the day, all these per­fumes of the plants, all these as­pi­ra­tions of the earth to­wards heav­en, in­tox­i­cat­ed the two lovers, walk­ing side by side, lean­ing up­on each oth­er, eyes fixed up­on eyes, hand clasp­ing hand, and who, lin­ger­ing as by a com­mon de­sire, did not dare to speak, they had so much to say.

			The of­fi­cer saw that the king’s horse, in wan­der­ing this way and that, an­noyed Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni. He took ad­van­tage of the pre­text of se­cur­ing the horse to draw near them, and dis­mount­ing, walked be­tween the two hors­es he led; he did not lose a sin­gle word or ges­ture of the lovers. It was Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni who at length be­gan.

			“Ah, my dear sire!” said she, “you do not aban­don me, then?”

			“No, Marie,” replied the king; “you see I do not.”

			“I had so of­ten been told, though, that as soon as we should be sep­a­rat­ed you would no longer think of me.”

			“Dear Marie, is it then to­day on­ly that you have dis­cov­ered we are sur­round­ed by peo­ple in­ter­est­ed in de­ceiv­ing us?”

			“But then, sire, this jour­ney, this al­liance with Spain? They are go­ing to mar­ry you off!”

			Louis hung his head. At the same time the of­fi­cer could see the eyes of Marie de Manci­ni shine in the sun with the bril­lian­cy of a dag­ger start­ing from its sheath. “And you have done noth­ing in fa­vor of our love?” asked the girl, af­ter a si­lence of a mo­ment.

			“Ah! Made­moi­selle, how could you be­lieve that? I threw my­self at the feet of my moth­er; I begged her, I im­plored her; I told her all my hopes of hap­pi­ness were in you; I even threat­ened—”

			“Well?” asked Marie, ea­ger­ly.

			“Well, the queen-moth­er wrote to the court of Rome, and re­ceived as an­swer, that a mar­riage be­tween us would have no va­lid­i­ty, and would be dis­solved by the holy fa­ther. At length, find­ing there was no hope for us, I re­quest­ed to have my mar­riage with the in­fan­ta at least de­layed.”

			“And yet that does not pre­vent your be­ing on the road to meet her?”

			“How can I help it? To my prayers, to my sup­pli­ca­tions, to my tears, I re­ceived no an­swer but rea­sons of state.”

			“Well, well?”

			“Well, what is to be done, Made­moi­selle, when so many wills are leagued against me?”

			It was now Marie’s turn to hang her head. “Then I must bid you adieu for­ev­er,” said she. “You know that I am be­ing ex­iled; you know that I am go­ing to be buried alive; you know still more that they want to mar­ry me off, too.”

			Louis be­came very pale, and placed his hand up­on his heart.

			“If I had thought that my life on­ly had been at stake, I have been so per­se­cut­ed that I might have yield­ed; but I thought yours was con­cerned, my dear sire, and I stood out for the sake of pre­serv­ing your hap­pi­ness.”

			“Oh, yes! my hap­pi­ness, my trea­sure!” mur­mured the king, more gal­lant­ly than pas­sion­ate­ly, per­haps.

			“The car­di­nal might have yield­ed,” said Marie, “if you had ad­dressed your­self to him, if you had pressed him. For the car­di­nal to call the king of France his nephew! do you not per­ceive, sire? He would have made war even for that hon­or; the car­di­nal, as­sured of gov­ern­ing alone, un­der the dou­ble pre­text of hav­ing brought up the king and giv­en his niece to him in mar­riage—the car­di­nal would have fought all an­tag­o­nists, over­come all ob­sta­cles. Oh, sire! I can an­swer for that. I am a wom­an, and I see clear­ly in­to ev­ery­thing where love is con­cerned.”

			These words pro­duced a strange ef­fect up­on the king. In­stead of height­en­ing his pas­sion, they cooled it. He stopped, and said hasti­ly—

			“What is to be said, Made­moi­selle? Ev­ery­thing has failed.”

			“Ex­cept your will, I trust, my dear sire?”

			“Alas!” said the king, col­or­ing, “have I a will?”

			“Oh!” said Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni mourn­ful­ly, wound­ed by that ex­pres­sion.

			“The king has no will but that which pol­i­cy dic­tates, but that which rea­sons of state im­pose up­on him.”

			“Oh! it is be­cause you have no love,” cried Marie; “if you loved, sire, you would have a will.”

			On pro­nounc­ing these words, Marie raised her eyes to her lover, whom she saw more pale and more cast down than an ex­ile who is about to quit his na­tive land for­ev­er. “Ac­cuse me,” mur­mured the king, “but do not say I do not love you.”

			A long si­lence fol­lowed these words, which the young king had pro­nounced with a per­fect­ly true and pro­found feel­ing. “I am un­able to think that to­mor­row, and af­ter to­mor­row, I shall see you no more; I can­not think that I am go­ing to end my sad days at a dis­tance from Paris; that the lips of an old man, of an un­known, should touch that hand which you hold with­in yours; no, in truth, I can­not think of all that, my dear sire, with­out hav­ing my poor heart burst with de­spair.”

			And Marie de Manci­ni did shed floods of tears. On his part, the king, much af­fect­ed, car­ried his hand­ker­chief to his mouth, and sti­fled a sob.

			“See,” said she, “the car­riages have stopped, my sis­ter waits for me, the time is come; what you are about to de­cide up­on will be de­cid­ed for life. Oh, sire! you are will­ing, then, that I should lose you? You are will­ing, then, Louis, that she to whom you have said ‘I love you,’ should be­long to an­oth­er than to her king, to her mas­ter, to her lover? Oh! courage, Louis! courage! One word, a sin­gle word! Say ‘I will!’ and all my life is en­chained to yours, and all my heart is yours for­ev­er.”

			The king made no re­ply. Marie then looked at him as Di­do looked at Ae­neas in the Elysian fields, fierce and dis­dain­ful.

			“Farewell, then,” said she; “farewell life! love! heav­en!”

			And she took a step away. The king de­tained her, seiz­ing her hand, which he pressed to his lips, and de­spair pre­vail­ing over the res­o­lu­tion he ap­peared to have in­ward­ly formed, he let fall up­on that beau­ti­ful hand a burn­ing tear of re­gret, which made Marie start, so re­al­ly had that tear burnt her. She saw the hu­mid eyes of the king, his pale brow, his con­vulsed lips, and cried, with an ac­cent that can­not be de­scribed—

			“Oh, sire! you are a king, you weep, and yet I de­part!”

			As his sole re­ply, the king hid his face in his hand­ker­chief. The of­fi­cer ut­tered some­thing so like a roar that it fright­ened the hors­es. Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni, quite in­dig­nant, quit­ted the king’s arm, hasti­ly en­tered the car­riage, cry­ing to the coach­man, “Go on, go on, and quick!”

			The coach­man obeyed, flogged his mules, and the heavy car­riage rocked up­on its creak­ing axle, whilst the king of France, alone, cast down, an­ni­hi­lat­ed, did not dare to look ei­ther be­hind or be­fore him.
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				In Which the King and the Lieu­tenant Each Give Proofs of Mem­o­ry

			
			When the king, like all the peo­ple in the world who are in love, had long and at­ten­tive­ly watched dis­ap­pear in the dis­tance the car­riage which bore away his mis­tress; when he had turned and turned again a hun­dred times to the same side and had at length suc­ceed­ed in some­what calm­ing the ag­i­ta­tion of his heart and thoughts, he rec­ol­lect­ed that he was not alone. The of­fi­cer still held the horse by the bri­dle, and had not lost all hope of see­ing the king re­cov­er his res­o­lu­tion. He had still the re­source of mount­ing and rid­ing af­ter the car­riage; they would have lost noth­ing by wait­ing a lit­tle. But the imag­i­na­tion of the lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers was too rich and too bril­liant; it left far be­hind it that of the king, who took care not to al­low him­self to be car­ried away to such ex­cess. He con­tent­ed him­self with ap­proach­ing the of­fi­cer, and in a dole­ful voice, “Come,” said he, “let us be gone; all is end­ed. To horse!”

			The of­fi­cer im­i­tat­ed this car­riage, this slow­ness, this sad­ness, and leisure­ly mount­ed his horse. The king pushed on sharply, the lieu­tenant fol­lowed him. At the bridge Louis turned around for the last time. The lieu­tenant, pa­tient as a god who has eter­ni­ty be­hind and be­fore him, still hoped for a re­turn of en­er­gy. But it was ground­less, noth­ing ap­peared. Louis gained the street which led to the cas­tle, and en­tered as sev­en was strik­ing. When the king had re­turned, and the mus­ke­teer, who saw ev­ery­thing, had seen a cor­ner of the ta­pes­try over the car­di­nal’s win­dow lift­ed up, he breathed a pro­found sigh, like a man un­loosed from the tight­est bonds, and said in a low voice:

			“Now then, my of­fi­cer, I hope that it is over.”

			The king sum­moned his gen­tle­man. “Please to un­der­stand I shall re­ceive no­body be­fore two o’clock,” said he.

			“Sire,” replied the gen­tle­man, “there is, how­ev­er, some­one who re­quests ad­mit­tance.”

			“Who is that?”

			“Your lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers.”

			“He who ac­com­pa­nied me?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Ah,” said the king, “let him come in.”

			The of­fi­cer en­tered. The king made a sign, and the gen­tle­man and the valet re­tired. Louis fol­lowed them with his eyes un­til they had shut the door, and when the ta­pes­tries had fall­en be­hind them—“You re­mind me by your pres­ence, Mon­sieur, of some­thing I had for­got­ten to rec­om­mend to you, that is to say, the most ab­so­lute dis­cre­tion.”

			“Oh! sire, why does Your Majesty give your­self the trou­ble of mak­ing me such a rec­om­men­da­tion? It is plain you do not know me.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, that is true. I know that you are dis­creet; but as I had pre­scribed noth­ing—”

			The of­fi­cer bowed. “Has Your Majesty noth­ing else to say to me?”

			“No, Mon­sieur; you may re­tire.”

			“Shall I ob­tain per­mis­sion not to do so till I have spo­ken to the king, sire?”

			“What do you have to say to me? Ex­plain your­self, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sire, a thing with­out im­por­tance to you, but which in­ter­ests me great­ly. Par­don me, then, for speak­ing of it. With­out ur­gen­cy, with­out ne­ces­si­ty, I nev­er would have done it, and I would have dis­ap­peared, mute and in­signif­i­cant as I al­ways have been.”

			“How! Dis­ap­peared! I do not un­der­stand you, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sire, in a word,” said the of­fi­cer, “I am come to ask for my dis­charge from Your Majesty’s ser­vice.”

			The king made a move­ment of sur­prise, but the of­fi­cer re­mained as mo­tion­less as a stat­ue.

			“Your dis­charge—yours, Mon­sieur? and for how long a time, I pray?”

			“Why, for­ev­er, sire.”

			“What, you are de­sirous of quit­ting my ser­vice, Mon­sieur?” said Louis, with an ex­pres­sion that re­vealed some­thing more than sur­prise.

			“Sire, I re­gret to say that I am.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“It is so, how­ev­er, sire. I am get­ting old; I have worn har­ness now thir­ty-five years; my poor shoul­ders are tired; I feel that I must give place to the young. I don’t be­long to this age; I have still one foot in the old one; it re­sults that ev­ery­thing is strange in my eyes, ev­ery­thing as­ton­ish­es and be­wil­ders me. In short, I have the hon­or to ask Your Majesty for my dis­charge.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, look­ing at the of­fi­cer, who wore his uni­form with an ease that would have caused en­vy in a young man, “you are stronger and more vig­or­ous than I am.”

			“Oh!” replied the of­fi­cer, with an air of false mod­esty, “Your Majesty says so be­cause I still have a good eye and a tol­er­a­bly firm foot—be­cause I can still ride a horse, and my mus­tache is black; but, sire, van­i­ty of van­i­ties all that—il­lu­sions all that—ap­pear­ance, smoke, sire! I have still a youth­ful air, it is true, but I feel old, and with­in six months I am cer­tain I shall be bro­ken down, gouty, im­po­tent. There­fore, then, sire—”

			“Mon­sieur,” in­ter­rupt­ed the king, “re­mem­ber your words of yes­ter­day. You said to me in this very place where you now are, that you were en­dowed with the best health of any man in France; that fa­tigue was un­known to you! that you did not mind spend­ing whole days and nights at your post. Did you tell me that, Mon­sieur, or not? Try and re­call, Mon­sieur.”

			The of­fi­cer sighed. “Sire,” said he, “old age is boast­ful; and it is par­don­able for old men to praise them­selves when oth­ers no longer do it. It is very pos­si­ble I said that; but the fact is, sire, I am very much fa­tigued, and re­quest per­mis­sion to re­tire.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, ad­vanc­ing to­wards the of­fi­cer with a ges­ture full of majesty, “you are not as­sign­ing me the true rea­son. You wish to quit my ser­vice, it may be true, but you dis­guise from me the mo­tive of your re­treat.”

			“Sire, be­lieve that—”

			“I be­lieve what I see, Mon­sieur; I see a vig­or­ous, en­er­get­ic man, full of pres­ence of mind, the best sol­dier in France, per­haps; and this per­son­age can­not per­suade me the least in the world that he stands in need of rest.”

			“Ah! sire,” said the lieu­tenant, with bit­ter­ness, “what praise! In­deed, Your Majesty con­founds me! En­er­get­ic, vig­or­ous, brave, in­tel­li­gent, the best sol­dier in the army! But, sire, Your Majesty ex­ag­ger­ates my small por­tion of mer­it to such a point, that how­ev­er good an opin­ion I may have of my­self, I do not rec­og­nize my­self; in truth I do not. If I were vain enough to be­lieve on­ly half of Your Majesty’s words, I should con­sid­er my­self a valu­able, in­dis­pens­able man. I should say that a ser­vant pos­sessed of such bril­liant qual­i­ties was a trea­sure be­yond all price. Now, sire, I have been all my life—I feel bound to say it—ex­cept at the present time, ap­pre­ci­at­ed, in my opin­ion, much be­low my val­ue. I there­fore re­peat, Your Majesty ex­ag­ger­ates.”

			The king knit­ted his brow, for he saw a bit­ter raillery be­neath the words of the of­fi­cer. “Come, Mon­sieur,” said he, “let us meet the ques­tion frankly. Are you dis­sat­is­fied with my ser­vice, say? No eva­sions; speak bold­ly, frankly—I com­mand you to do so.”

			The of­fi­cer, who had been twist­ing his hat about in his hands, with an em­bar­rassed air, for sev­er­al min­utes, raised his head at these words. “Oh! sire,” said he, “that puts me a lit­tle more at my ease. To a ques­tion put so frankly, I will re­ply frankly. To tell the truth is a good thing, as much from the plea­sure one feels in re­liev­ing one’s heart, as on ac­count of the rar­i­ty of the fact. I will speak the truth, then, to my king, at the same time im­plor­ing him to ex­cuse the frank­ness of an old sol­dier.”

			Louis looked at his of­fi­cer with anx­i­ety which he man­i­fest­ed by the ag­i­ta­tion of his ges­ture. “Well, then, speak,” said he, “for I am im­pa­tient to hear the truths you have to tell me.”

			The of­fi­cer threw his hat up­on a ta­ble, and his coun­te­nance, al­ways so in­tel­li­gent and mar­tial, as­sumed, all at once, a strange char­ac­ter of grandeur and solem­ni­ty. “Sire,” said he, “I quit the king’s ser­vice be­cause I am dis­sat­is­fied. The valet, in these times, can ap­proach his mas­ter as re­spect­ful­ly as I do, can give him an ac­count of his la­bor, bring back his tools, re­turn the funds that have been en­trust­ed to him, and say ‘Mas­ter, my day’s work is done. Pay me, if you please, and let us part.’ ”

			“Mon­sieur! Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed the king, crim­son with rage.

			“Ah! sire,” replied the of­fi­cer, bend­ing his knee for a mo­ment, “nev­er was ser­vant more re­spect­ful than I am be­fore Your Majesty; on­ly you com­mand­ed me to tell the truth. Now I have be­gun to tell it, it must come out, even if you com­mand me to hold my tongue.”

			There was so much res­o­lu­tion ex­pressed in the deep-sunk mus­cles of the of­fi­cer’s coun­te­nance, that Louis XIV had no oc­ca­sion to tell him to con­tin­ue; he con­tin­ued, there­fore, whilst the king looked at him with a cu­rios­i­ty min­gled with ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“Sire, I have, as I have said, now served the house of France thir­ty-five years; few peo­ple have worn out so many swords in that ser­vice as I have, and the swords I speak of were good swords, too, sire. I was a boy, ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing ex­cept courage, when the king your fa­ther guessed that there was a man in me. I was a man, sire, when the Car­di­nal de Riche­lieu, who was a judge of man­hood, dis­cov­ered an en­e­my in me. Sire, the his­to­ry of that en­mi­ty be­tween the ant and the li­on may be read from the first to the last line, in the se­cret ar­chives of your fam­i­ly. If ev­er you feel an in­cli­na­tion to know it, do so, sire; the his­to­ry is worth the trou­ble—it is I who tell you so. You will there read that the li­on, fa­tigued, ha­rassed, out of breath, at length cried for quar­ter, and the jus­tice must be ren­dered him to say, that he gave as much as he re­quired. Oh! those were glo­ri­ous times, sire, strewed over with bat­tles like one of Tas­so’s or Ar­ios­to’s epics. The won­ders of those times, to which the peo­ple of ours would refuse be­lief, were ev­ery­day oc­cur­rences. For five years to­geth­er, I was a hero ev­ery day; at least, so I was told by per­sons of judg­ment; and that is a long pe­ri­od for hero­ism, trust me, sire, a pe­ri­od of five years. Nev­er­the­less, I have faith in what these peo­ple told me, for the were good judges. They were named M. de Riche­lieu, M. de Buck­ing­ham, M. de Beau­fort, M. de Retz, a mighty ge­nius him­self in street war­fare—in short, the king, Louis XI­II, and even the queen, your no­ble moth­er, who one day con­de­scend­ed to say, ‘Thank you.’ I don’t know what ser­vice I had had the good for­tune to ren­der her. Par­don me, sire, for speak­ing so bold­ly; but what I re­late to you, as I have al­ready had the hon­or to tell Your Majesty, is his­to­ry.”

			The king bit his lips, and threw him­self vi­o­lent­ly on a chair.

			“I ap­pear im­por­tu­nate to Your Majesty,” said the lieu­tenant. “Eh! sire, that is the fate of truth; she is a stern com­pan­ion; she bris­tles all over with steel; she wounds those whom she at­tacks, and some­times him who speaks her.”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” replied the king: “I bade you speak—speak then.”

			“Af­ter the ser­vice of the king and the car­di­nal, came the ser­vice of the re­gen­cy, sire; I fought pret­ty well in the Fronde—much less, though, than the first time. The men be­gan to di­min­ish in stature. I have, nev­er­the­less, led Your Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers on some per­ilous oc­ca­sions, which stand up­on the or­ders of the day of the com­pa­ny. Mine was a beau­ti­ful luck at that time. I was the fa­vorite of M. de Mazarin. Lieu­tenant here! lieu­tenant there! lieu­tenant to the right! lieu­tenant to the left! There was not a buf­fet dealt in France, of which your hum­ble ser­vant did not have the deal­ing; but soon France was not enough. The car­di­nal sent me to Eng­land on Cromwell’s ac­count; an­oth­er gen­tle­man who was not over gen­tle, I as­sure you, sire. I had the hon­or of know­ing him, and I was well able to ap­pre­ci­ate him. A great deal was promised me on ac­count of that mis­sion. So, as I did much more than I had been bid­den to do, I was gen­er­ous­ly paid, for I was at length ap­point­ed cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers; that is to say, the most en­vied po­si­tion in court, which takes prece­dence over the mar­shals of France, and just­ly; for who says cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers says the flow­er of chival­ry and king of the brave.”

			“Cap­tain, Mon­sieur!” in­ter­rupt­ed the king; “you make a mis­take. Lieu­tenant, you mean.”

			“Not at all, sire—I make no mis­take; Your Majesty may re­ly up­on me in that re­spect. Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal gave me the com­mis­sion him­self.”

			“Well!”

			“But M. de Mazarin, as you know bet­ter than any­body, does not of­ten give, and some­times takes back what he has giv­en; he took it back again as soon as peace was made and he was no longer in want of me. Cer­tain­ly I was not wor­thy to re­place M. de Tréville, of il­lus­tri­ous mem­o­ry; but they had promised me, and they had giv­en me; they ought to have stopped there.”

			“Is that what dis­sat­is­fies you Mon­sieur? Well, I shall make in­quiries. I love jus­tice; and your claim, though made in mil­i­tary fash­ion, does not dis­please me.”

			“Oh, sire!” said the of­fi­cer, “Your Majesty has ill un­der­stood me; I no longer claim any­thing now.”

			“Ex­cess of del­i­ca­cy, Mon­sieur; but I will keep my eye up­on your af­fairs, and lat­er—”

			“Oh, sire! what a word!—lat­er! Thir­ty years have I lived up­on that promis­ing word, which has been pro­nounced by so many great per­son­ages, and which your mouth has, in its turn, just pro­nounced. Lat­er—that is how I have re­ceived a score of wounds, and how I have reached fifty-four years of age with­out ev­er hav­ing had a louis in my purse, and with­out ev­er hav­ing met with a pro­tec­tor on my way—I who have pro­tect­ed so many peo­ple! So I change my for­mu­la, sire; and when any­one says to me ‘Lat­er,’ I re­ply ‘Now.’ It is rest that I so­lic­it, sire. That may be eas­i­ly grant­ed me. That will cost no­body any­thing.”

			“I did not look for this lan­guage, Mon­sieur, par­tic­u­lar­ly from a man who has al­ways lived among the great. You for­get you are speak­ing to the king, to a gen­tle­man who is, I sup­pose, as of good a house as your­self; and when I say lat­er, I mean a cer­tain­ty.”

			“I do not at all doubt it, sire; but this is the end of the ter­ri­ble truth I had to tell you. If I were to see up­on that ta­ble a mar­shal’s stick, the sword of con­sta­ble, the crown of Poland, in­stead of lat­er, I swear to you, sire, that I should still say Now! Oh, ex­cuse me, sire! I am from the coun­try of your grand­fa­ther, Hen­ry IV. I do not speak of­ten: but when I do speak, I speak all.”

			“The fu­ture of my reign has lit­tle temp­ta­tion for you, Mon­sieur, it ap­pears,” said Louis, haugh­ti­ly.

			“For­get­ful­ness, for­get­ful­ness ev­ery­where!” cried the of­fi­cer, with a no­ble air; “the mas­ter has for­got­ten the ser­vant, so the ser­vant is re­duced to for­get his mas­ter. I live in un­for­tu­nate times, sire. I see youth full of dis­cour­age­ment and fear, I see it timid and de­spoiled, when it ought to be rich and pow­er­ful. I yes­ter­day evening, for ex­am­ple, open the door to a king of Eng­land, whose fa­ther, hum­ble as I am, I was near sav­ing, if God had not been against me—God, who in­spired His elect, Cromwell! I open, I said, the door, that is to say, the palace of one broth­er to an­oth­er broth­er, and I see—stop, sire, that is a load on my heart!—I see the min­is­ter of that king drive away the pro­scribed prince, and hu­mil­i­ate his mas­ter by con­demn­ing to want an­oth­er king, his equal. Then I see my prince, who is young, hand­some and brave, who has courage in his heart and light­en­ing in his eye—I see him trem­ble be­fore a priest, who laughs at him be­hind the cur­tain of his al­cove, where he di­gests all the gold of France, which he af­ter­wards stuffs in­to se­cret cof­fers. Yes—I un­der­stand your looks, sire. I am bold to mad­ness; but what is to be said? I am an old man, and I tell you here, sire, to you, my king, things which I would cram down the throat of any­one who should dare to pro­nounce them be­fore me. You have com­mand­ed me to pour out the bot­tom of my heart be­fore you, sire, and I cast at the feet of Your Majesty the pent-up in­dig­na­tion of thir­ty years, as I would pour out all my blood, if Your Majesty com­mand­ed me to do so.”

			The king, with­out speak­ing a word, wiped the drops of cold and abun­dant per­spi­ra­tion which trick­led from his tem­ples. The mo­ment of si­lence which fol­lowed this ve­he­ment out­break rep­re­sent­ed for him who had spo­ken, and for him who had lis­tened, ages of suf­fer­ing.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king at length, “you spoke the word for­get­ful­ness. I have heard noth­ing but that word; I will re­ply, then, to it alone. Oth­ers have per­haps been able to for­get, but I have not, and the proof is, that I re­mem­ber that one day of ri­ot, that one day when the fu­ri­ous peo­ple, rag­ing and roar­ing as the sea, in­vad­ed the roy­al palace; that one day when I feigned sleep in my bed, one man alone, naked sword in hand, con­cealed be­hind my cur­tain, watched over my life, ready to risk his own for me, as he had be­fore risked it twen­ty times for the lives of my fam­i­ly. Was not the gen­tle­man, whose name I then de­mand­ed, called M. d’Artag­nan? say, Mon­sieur.”

			“Your Majesty has a good mem­o­ry,” replied the of­fi­cer, cold­ly.

			“You see, then,” con­tin­ued the king, “if I have such re­mem­brances of my child­hood, what an amount I may gath­er in the age of rea­son.”

			“Your Majesty has been rich­ly en­dowed by God,” said the of­fi­cer, in the same tone.

			“Come, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued Louis, with fever­ish ag­i­ta­tion, “ought you not to be pa­tient as I am? Ought you not to do as I do? Come!”

			“And what do you do, sire?”

			“I wait.”

			“Your Majesty may do so, be­cause you are young; but I, sire, have not time to wait; old age is at my door, and death is be­hind it, look­ing in­to the very depths of my house. Your Majesty is be­gin­ning life, its fu­ture is full of hope and for­tune; but I, sire, I am on the oth­er side of the hori­zon, and we are so far from each oth­er, that I should nev­er have time to wait till Your Majesty came up to me.”

			Louis made an­oth­er turn in his apart­ment, still wip­ing the mois­ture from his brow, in a man­ner that would have ter­ri­fied his physi­cians, if his physi­cians had wit­nessed the state His Majesty was in.

			“It is very well, Mon­sieur,” said Louis XIV, in a sharp voice; “you are de­sirous of hav­ing your dis­charge, and you shall have it. You of­fer me your res­ig­na­tion of the rank of lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers?”

			“I de­posit it humbly at Your Majesty’s feet, sire.”

			“That is suf­fi­cient. I will or­der your pen­sion.”

			“I shall have a thou­sand obli­ga­tions to Your Majesty.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, with a vi­o­lent ef­fort, “I think you are los­ing a good mas­ter.”

			“And I am sure of it, sire.”

			“Shall you ev­er find such an­oth­er?”

			“Oh, sire! I know that Your Majesty is alone in the world; there­fore will I nev­er again take ser­vice with any oth­er king up­on earth, and will nev­er again have oth­er mas­ter than my­self.”

			“You say so?”

			“I swear so, Your Majesty.”

			“I shall re­mem­ber that word, Mon­sieur.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed.

			“And you know I have a good mem­o­ry,” said the king.

			“Yes, sire; and yet I should de­sire that that mem­o­ry should fail Your Majesty in this in­stance, in or­der that you might for­get all the mis­eries I have been forced to spread be­fore your eyes. Your Majesty is so much above the poor and the mean, that I hope—”

			“My majesty, Mon­sieur, will act like the sun, which looks up­on all, great and small, rich and poor, giv­ing lus­ter to some, warmth to oth­ers, and life to all. Adieu, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan—adieu: you are free.”

			And the king, with a hoarse sob, which was lost in his throat, passed quick­ly in­to the next room. D’Artag­nan took up his hat from the ta­ble on which he had thrown it, and went out.
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				The Pro­scribed

			
			D’Artag­nan had not reached the bot­tom of the stair­case, when the king called his gen­tle­man. “I have a com­mis­sion to give you, Mon­sieur,” said he.

			“I am at Your Majesty’s com­mands.”

			“Wait, then.” And the young king be­gan to write the fol­low­ing let­ter, which cost him more than one sigh, al­though, at the same time, some­thing like a feel­ing of tri­umph glit­tered in his eyes:

			
				“My Lord Car­di­nal—Thanks to your good coun­sels, and, above all, thanks to your firm­ness, I have suc­ceed­ed in over­com­ing a weak­ness un­wor­thy of a king. You have too ably ar­ranged my des­tiny to al­low grat­i­tude not to stop me at the mo­ment when I was about to de­stroy your work. I felt I was wrong to wish to make my life turn from the course you had marked out for it. Cer­tain­ly it would have been a mis­for­tune to France and my fam­i­ly if a mis­un­der­stand­ing had tak­en place be­tween me and my min­is­ter. This, how­ev­er, would cer­tain­ly have hap­pened if I had made your niece my wife. I am per­fect­ly aware of this, and will hence­forth op­pose noth­ing to the ac­com­plish­ment of my des­tiny. I am pre­pared, then, to wed the in­fan­ta, Maria There­sa. You may at once open the con­fer­ence.

				
					“Your af­fec­tion­ate

					“Louis.”

				
			

			The king, af­ter repe­rus­ing the let­ter, sealed it him­self.

			“This let­ter for my Lord Car­di­nal,” said he.

			The gen­tle­man took it. At Mazarin’s door he found Bernouin wait­ing with anx­i­ety.

			“Well?” asked the min­is­ter’s valet de cham­bre.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the gen­tle­man, “here is a let­ter for His Em­i­nence.”

			“A let­ter! Ah! we ex­pect­ed one af­ter the lit­tle jour­ney of the morn­ing.”

			“Oh! you know, then, that His Majesty—”

			“As first min­is­ter, it be­longs to the du­ties of our charge to know ev­ery­thing. And His Majesty prays and im­plores, I pre­sume.”

			“I don’t know, but he sighed fre­quent­ly whilst he was writ­ing.”

			“Yes, yes, yes; we un­der­stand all that; peo­ple sigh some­times from hap­pi­ness as well as from grief, Mon­sieur.”

			“And yet the king did not look very hap­py when he re­turned, Mon­sieur.”

			“You did not see clear­ly. Be­sides, you on­ly saw His Majesty on his re­turn, for he was on­ly ac­com­pa­nied by the lieu­tenant of the Guards. But I had His Em­i­nence’s tele­scope; I looked through it when he was tired, and I am sure they both wept.”

			“Well! was it for hap­pi­ness they wept?”

			“No, but for love, and they vowed to each oth­er a thou­sand ten­der­ness­es, which the king asks no bet­ter to keep. Now this let­ter is a be­gin­ning of the ex­e­cu­tion.”

			“And what does His Em­i­nence think of this love, which is, by the by, no se­cret to any­body?”

			Bernouin took the gen­tle­man by the arm, and whilst as­cend­ing the stair­case—“In con­fi­dence,” said he, in a low voice, “His Em­i­nence looks for suc­cess in the af­fair. I know very well we shall have war with Spain; but, bah! war will please the no­bles. My Lord Car­di­nal, be­sides, can en­dow his niece roy­al­ly, nay, more than roy­al­ly. There will be mon­ey, fes­tiv­i­ties, and fire­works—ev­ery­body will be de­light­ed.”

			“Well, for my part,” replied the gen­tle­man, shak­ing his head, “it ap­pears to me that this let­ter is very light to con­tain all that.”

			“My friend,” replied Bernouin, “I am cer­tain of what I tell you. M. d’Artag­nan re­lat­ed all that passed to me.”

			“Ay, ay! and what did he tell you? Let us hear.”

			“I ac­cost­ed him by ask­ing him, on the part of the car­di­nal, if there were any news, with­out dis­cov­er­ing my de­signs, ob­serve, for M. d’Artag­nan is a cun­ning hand. ‘My dear Mon­sieur Bernouin,’ he replied, ‘the king is mad­ly in love with Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni, that is all I have to tell you.’ And then I asked him: ‘Do you think, to such a de­gree that it will urge him to act con­trary to the de­signs of His Em­i­nence?’ ‘Ah! don’t ask me,’ said he; ‘I think the king ca­pa­ble of any­thing; he has a will of iron, and what he wills he wills in earnest. If he takes it in­to his head to mar­ry Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni, he will mar­ry her, de­pend up­on it.’ And there­upon he left me and went straight to the sta­bles, took a horse, sad­dled it him­self, jumped up­on its back, and set off as if the dev­il were at his heels.”

			“So that you be­lieve, then—”

			“I be­lieve that Mon­sieur the lieu­tenant of the Guards knew more than he was will­ing to say.”

			“In you opin­ion, then, M. d’Artag­nan—”

			“Is gone, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty, af­ter the ex­iles, to car­ry out all that can fa­cil­i­tate the suc­cess of the king’s love.”

			Chat­ting thus, the two con­fi­dants ar­rived at the door of His Em­i­nence’s apart­ment. His Em­i­nence’s gout had left him; he was walk­ing about his cham­ber in a state of great anx­i­ety, lis­ten­ing at doors and look­ing out of win­dows. Bernouin en­tered, fol­lowed by the gen­tle­man, who had or­ders from the king to place the let­ter in the hands of the car­di­nal him­self. Mazarin took the let­ter, but be­fore open­ing it, he got up a ready smile, a smile of cir­cum­stance, able to throw a veil over emo­tions of what­ev­er sort they might be. So pre­pared, what­ev­er was the im­pres­sion re­ceived from the let­ter, no re­flec­tion of that im­pres­sion was al­lowed to tran­spire up­on his coun­te­nance.

			“Well,” said he, when he had read and reread the let­ter, “very well, Mon­sieur. In­form the king that I thank him for his obe­di­ence to the wish­es of the queen-moth­er, and that I will do ev­ery­thing for the ac­com­plish­ment of his will.”

			The gen­tle­man left the room. The door had scarce­ly closed be­fore the car­di­nal, who had no mask for Bernouin, took off that which had so re­cent­ly cov­ered his face, and with a most dis­mal ex­pres­sion—“Call M. de Bri­enne,” said he. Five min­utes af­ter­ward the sec­re­tary en­tered.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin, “I have just ren­dered a great ser­vice to the monar­chy, the great­est I have ev­er ren­dered it. You will car­ry this let­ter, which proves it, to Her Majesty the queen-moth­er, and when she shall have re­turned it to you, you will lodge it in port­fo­lio B, which is filed with doc­u­ments and pa­pers rel­a­tive to my min­istry.”

			Bri­enne went as de­sired, and, as the let­ter was un­sealed, did not fail to read it on his way. There is like­wise no doubt that Bernouin, who was on good terms with ev­ery­body, ap­proached so near to the sec­re­tary as to be able to read the let­ter over his shoul­der; so that the news spread with such ac­tiv­i­ty through the cas­tle, that Mazarin might have feared it would reach the ears of the queen-moth­er be­fore M. de Bri­enne could con­vey Louis XIV’s let­ter to her. A mo­ment af­ter or­ders were giv­en for de­par­ture, and M. de Condé hav­ing been to pay his re­spects to the king on his pre­tend­ed ris­ing, in­scribed the city of Poitiers up­on his tablets, as the place of so­journ and rest for Their Majesties.

			Thus in a few in­stants was un­rav­eled an in­trigue which had covert­ly oc­cu­pied all the diplo­ma­cies of Eu­rope. It had noth­ing, how­ev­er, very clear as a re­sult, but to make a poor lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers lose his com­mis­sion and his for­tune. It is true, that in ex­change he gained his lib­er­ty. We shall soon know how M. d’Artag­nan prof­it­ed by this. For the mo­ment, if the read­er will per­mit us, we shall re­turn to the hostel­ry of les Medi­ci, of which one of the win­dows opened at the very mo­ment the or­ders were giv­en for the de­par­ture of the king.

			The win­dow that opened was that of one of the rooms of Charles II. The un­for­tu­nate prince had passed the night in bit­ter re­flec­tions, his head rest­ing on his hands, and his el­bows on the ta­ble, whilst Par­ry, in­firm and old, wea­ried in body and in mind, had fall­en asleep in a cor­ner. A sin­gu­lar for­tune was that of this faith­ful ser­vant, who saw be­gin­ning for the sec­ond gen­er­a­tion the fear­ful se­ries of mis­for­tunes which had weighed so heav­i­ly on the first. When Charles II had well thought over the fresh de­feat he had ex­pe­ri­enced, when he per­fect­ly com­pre­hend­ed the com­plete iso­la­tion in­to which he had just fall­en, on see­ing his fresh hope left be­hind him, he was seized as with a ver­ti­go, and sank back in­to the large arm­chair in which he was seat­ed. Then God took pity on the un­hap­py prince, and sent to con­sole him sleep, the in­no­cent broth­er of death. He did not wake till half-past six, that is to say, till the sun shone bright­ly in­to his cham­ber, and Par­ry, mo­tion­less with fear of wak­ing him, was ob­serv­ing with pro­found grief the eyes of the young man al­ready red with wake­ful­ness, and his cheeks pale with suf­fer­ing and pri­va­tions.

			At length the noise of some heavy carts de­scend­ing to­wards the Loire awak­ened Charles. He arose, looked around him like a man who has for­got­ten ev­ery­thing, per­ceived Par­ry, shook him by the hand, and com­mand­ed him to set­tle the reck­on­ing with Mas­ter Crop­olé. Mas­ter Crop­olé, be­ing called up­on to set­tle his ac­count with Par­ry, ac­quit­ted him­self, it must be al­lowed, like an hon­est man; he on­ly made his cus­tom­ary re­mark, that the two trav­el­ers had eat­en noth­ing, which had the dou­ble dis­ad­van­tage of be­ing hu­mil­i­at­ing for his kitchen, and of forc­ing him to ask pay­ment for a repast not con­sumed, but not the less lost. Par­ry had noth­ing to say to the con­trary, and paid.

			“I hope,” said the king, “it has not been the same with the hors­es. I don’t see that they have eat­en at your ex­pense, and it would be a mis­for­tune for trav­el­ers like us, who have a long jour­ney to make, to have our hors­es fail us.”

			But Crop­olé, at this doubt, as­sumed his ma­jes­tic air, and replied that the sta­bles of les Medi­ci were not less hos­pitable than its re­fec­to­ry.

			The king mount­ed his horse; his old ser­vant did the same, and both set out to­wards Paris, with­out meet­ing a sin­gle per­son on their road, in the streets or the faubourgs of the city. For the prince the blow was the more se­vere, as it was a fresh ex­ile. The un­for­tu­nates cling to the small­est hopes, as the hap­py do to the great­est good; and when they are obliged to quit the place where that hope has soothed their hearts, they ex­pe­ri­ence the mor­tal re­gret which the ban­ished man feels when he places his foot up­on the ves­sel which is to bear him in­to ex­ile. It ap­pears that the heart al­ready wound­ed so many times suf­fers from the least scratch; it ap­pears that it con­sid­ers as a good the mo­men­tary ab­sence of evil, which is noth­ing but the ab­sence of pain; and that God, in­to the most ter­ri­ble mis­for­tunes, has thrown hope as the drop of wa­ter which the rich bad man in hell en­treat­ed of Lazarus.

			For one in­stant even the hope of Charles II had been more than a fugi­tive joy;—that was when he found him­self so kind­ly wel­comed by his broth­er king; then it had tak­en a form that had be­come a re­al­i­ty; then, all at once, the re­fusal of Mazarin had re­duced the fic­ti­tious re­al­i­ty to the state of a dream. This prom­ise of Louis XIV, so soon re­tract­ed, had been noth­ing but a mock­ery; a mock­ery like his crown—like his scepter—like his friends—like all that had sur­round­ed his roy­al child­hood, and which had aban­doned his pro­scribed youth. Mock­ery! ev­ery­thing was a mock­ery for Charles II ex­cept the cold, black re­pose promised by death.

			Such were the ideas of the un­for­tu­nate prince while sit­ting list­less­ly up­on his horse, to which he aban­doned the reins: he rode slow­ly along be­neath the warm May sun, in which the somber mis­an­thropy of the ex­ile per­ceived a last in­sult to his grief.
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				“Re­mem­ber!”

			
			A horse­man go­ing rapid­ly along the road lead­ing to­wards Blois, which he had left near­ly half an hour be­fore, passed the two trav­el­ers, and, though ap­par­ent­ly in haste, raised his hat as he passed them. The king scarce­ly ob­served this young man, who was about twen­ty-five years of age, and who, turn­ing round sev­er­al times, made friend­ly sig­nals to a man stand­ing be­fore the gate of a hand­some white-and-red house; that is to say, built of brick and stone, with a slat­ed roof, sit­u­at­ed on the left hand of the road the prince was trav­el­ing.

			This man, old, tall, and thin, with white hair—we speak of the one stand­ing by the gate;—this man replied to the farewell sig­nals of the young one by signs of part­ing as ten­der as could have been made by a fa­ther. The young man dis­ap­peared at the first turn of the road, bor­dered by fine trees, and the old man was pre­par­ing to re­turn to the house, when the two trav­el­ers, ar­riv­ing in front of the gate, at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion.

			The king, as we have said, was rid­ing with his head cast down, his arms in­ert, leav­ing his horse to go what pace he liked, whilst Par­ry, be­hind him, the bet­ter to im­bibe the ge­nial in­flu­ence of the sun, had tak­en off his hat, and was look­ing about right and left. His eyes en­coun­tered those of the old man lean­ing against the gate; the lat­ter, as if struck by some strange spec­ta­cle, ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion, and made one step to­wards the two trav­el­ers. From Par­ry his eyes im­me­di­ate­ly turned to­wards the king, up­on whom they rest­ed for an in­stant. This ex­am­i­na­tion, how­ev­er rapid, was in­stant­ly re­flect­ed in a vis­i­ble man­ner up­on the fea­tures of the tall old man. For scarce­ly had he rec­og­nized the younger of the trav­el­ers—and we say rec­og­nized, for noth­ing but a per­fect recog­ni­tion could have ex­plained such an act—scarce­ly, we say, had he rec­og­nized the younger of the two trav­el­ers, than he clapped his hands to­geth­er, with re­spect­ful sur­prise, and, rais­ing his hat from his head, bowed so pro­found­ly that it might have been said he was kneel­ing. This demon­stra­tion, how­ev­er ab­sent, or rather, how­ev­er ab­sorbed was the king in his re­flec­tions, at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion in­stant­ly; and check­ing his horse and turn­ing to­wards Par­ry, he ex­claimed, “Good God, Par­ry, who is that man who salutes me in such a marked man­ner? Can he know me, think you?”

			Par­ry, much ag­i­tat­ed and very pale, had al­ready turned his horse to­wards the gate. “Ah, sire!” said he, stop­ping sud­den­ly at five or six paces’ dis­tance from the still bend­ing old man: “sire, I am seized with as­ton­ish­ment, for I think I rec­og­nize that brave man. Yes, it must be he! Will Your Majesty per­mit me to speak to him?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Can it be you, Mon­sieur Gri­maud?” asked Par­ry.

			“Yes, it is I,” replied the tall old man, draw­ing him­self up, but with­out los­ing his re­spect­ful de­meanor.

			“Sire,” then said Par­ry, “I was not de­ceived. This good man is the ser­vant of the Comte de la Fère, and the Comte de la Fère, if you re­mem­ber, is the wor­thy gen­tle­man of whom I have so of­ten spo­ken to Your Majesty that the re­mem­brance of him must re­main, not on­ly in your mind, but in your heart.”

			“He who as­sist­ed my fa­ther at his last mo­ments?” asked Charles, ev­i­dent­ly af­fect­ed at the re­mem­brance.

			“The same, sire.”

			“Alas!” said Charles; and then ad­dress­ing Gri­maud, whose pen­e­trat­ing and in­tel­li­gent eyes seemed to search and di­vine his thoughts.—“My friend,” said he, “does your mas­ter, Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère, live in this neigh­bor­hood?”

			“There,” replied Gri­maud, point­ing with his out­stretched arm to the white-and-red house be­hind the gate.

			“And is Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère at home at present?”

			“At the back, un­der the chest­nut trees.”

			“Par­ry,” said the king, “I will not miss this op­por­tu­ni­ty, so pre­cious for me, to thank the gen­tle­man to whom our house is in­debt­ed for such a no­ble ex­am­ple of de­vot­ed­ness and gen­eros­i­ty. Hold my horse, my friend, if you please.” And, throw­ing the bri­dle to Gri­maud, the king en­tered the abode of Athos, quite alone, as one equal en­ters the dwelling of an­oth­er. Charles had been in­formed by the con­cise ex­pla­na­tion of Gri­maud—“At the back, un­der the chest­nut trees”; he left, there­fore, the house on the left, and went straight down the path in­di­cat­ed. The thing was easy; the tops of those no­ble trees, al­ready cov­ered with leaves and flow­ers, rose above all the rest.

			On ar­riv­ing un­der the lozenges, by turns lu­mi­nous and dark, which check­ered the ground of this path ac­cord­ing as the trees were more or less in leaf, the young prince per­ceived a gen­tle­man walk­ing with his arms be­hind him, ap­par­ent­ly plunged in a deep med­i­ta­tion. With­out doubt he had of­ten had this gen­tle­man de­scribed to him, for, with­out hes­i­tat­ing, Charles II walked straight up to him. At the sound of his foot­steps, the Comte de la Fère raised his head, and see­ing an un­known man of no­ble and el­e­gant car­riage com­ing to­wards him, he raised his hat and wait­ed. At some paces from him, Charles II like­wise took off his hat. Then, as if in re­ply to the comte’s mute in­ter­ro­ga­tion—

			“Mon­sieur le Comte,” said he, “I come to dis­charge a debt to­wards you. I have, for a long time, had the ex­pres­sion of a pro­found grat­i­tude to bring you. I am Charles II, son of Charles Stu­art, who reigned in Eng­land, and died on the scaf­fold.”

			On hear­ing this il­lus­tri­ous name, Athos felt a kind of shud­der creep through his veins, but at the sight of the young prince stand­ing un­cov­ered be­fore him, and stretch­ing out his hand to­wards him, two tears, for an in­stant, dimmed his bril­liant eyes. He bent re­spect­ful­ly, but the prince took him by the hand.

			“See how un­for­tu­nate I am, my lord count; it is on­ly due to chance that I have met with you. Alas! I ought to have peo­ple around me whom I love and hon­or, where­as I am re­duced to pre­serve their ser­vices in my heart, and their names in my mem­o­ry: so that if your ser­vant had not rec­og­nized mine, I should have passed by your door as by that of a stranger.”

			“It is but too true,” said Athos, re­ply­ing with his voice to the first part of the king’s speech, and with a bow to the sec­ond; “it is but too true, in­deed, that Your Majesty has seen many evil days.”

			“And the worst, alas!” replied Charles, “are per­haps still to come.”

			“Sire, let us hope.”

			“Count, count,” con­tin­ued Charles, shak­ing his head, “I en­ter­tained hope till last night, and that of a good Chris­tian, I swear.”

			Athos looked at the king as if to in­ter­ro­gate him.

			“Oh, the his­to­ry is soon re­lat­ed,” said Charles. “Pro­scribed, de­spoiled, dis­dained, I re­solved, in spite of all my re­pug­nance, to tempt for­tune one last time. Is it not writ­ten above, that, for our fam­i­ly, all good for­tune and all bad for­tune shall eter­nal­ly come from France? You know some­thing of that, Mon­sieur—you, who are one of the French­men whom my un­for­tu­nate fa­ther found at the foot of his scaf­fold, on the day of his death, af­ter hav­ing found them at his right hand on the day of bat­tle.”

			“Sire,” said Athos mod­est­ly, “I was not alone. My com­pan­ions and I did, un­der the cir­cum­stances, our du­ty as gen­tle­men, and that was all. Your Majesty was about to do me the hon­or to re­late—”

			“That is true, I had the pro­tec­tion—par­don my hes­i­ta­tion, count, but, for a Stu­art, you, who un­der­stand ev­ery­thing, you will com­pre­hend that the word is hard to pro­nounce;—I had, I say, the pro­tec­tion of my cousin the stadthold­er of Hol­land; but with­out the in­ter­ven­tion, or at least with­out the au­tho­riza­tion of France, the stadthold­er would not take the ini­tia­tive. I came, then, to ask this au­tho­riza­tion of the king of France, who has re­fused me.”

			“The king has re­fused you, sire!”

			“Oh, not he; all jus­tice must be ren­dered to my younger broth­er Louis; but Mon­sieur de Mazarin—”

			Athos bit his lips.

			“You per­haps think I should have ex­pect­ed this re­fusal?” said the king, who had no­ticed the move­ment.

			“That was, in truth, my thought, sire,” replied Athos, re­spect­ful­ly; “I know that Ital­ian of old.”

			“Then I de­ter­mined to come to the test, and know at once the last word of my des­tiny. I told my broth­er Louis, that, not to com­pro­mise ei­ther France or Hol­land, I would tempt for­tune my­self in per­son, as I had al­ready done, with two hun­dred gen­tle­men, if he would give them to me; and a mil­lion, if he would lend it me.”

			“Well, sire?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, I am suf­fer­ing at this mo­ment some­thing strange, and that is, the sat­is­fac­tion of de­spair. There is in cer­tain souls—and I have just dis­cov­ered that mine is of the num­ber—a re­al sat­is­fac­tion in the as­sur­ance that all is lost, and the time is come to yield.”

			“Oh, I hope,” said Athos, “that Your Majesty is not come to that ex­trem­i­ty.”

			“To say so, my lord count, to en­deav­or to re­vive hope in my heart, you must have ill un­der­stood what I have just told you. I came to Blois to ask of my broth­er Louis the alms of a mil­lion, with which I had the hopes of reestab­lish­ing my af­fairs; and my broth­er Louis has re­fused me. You see, then, plain­ly, that all is lost.”

			“Will Your Majesty per­mit me to ex­press a con­trary opin­ion?”

			“How is that, count? Do you think my heart of so low an or­der that I do not know how to face my po­si­tion?”

			“Sire, I have al­ways seen that it was in des­per­ate po­si­tions that sud­den­ly the great turns of for­tune have tak­en place.”

			“Thank you, count: it is some com­fort to meet with a heart like yours; that is to say, suf­fi­cient­ly trust­ful in God and in monar­chy, nev­er to de­spair of a roy­al for­tune, how­ev­er low it may be fall­en. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, my dear count, your words are like those reme­dies they call ‘sov­er­eign,’ and which, though able to cure cur­able wounds or dis­eases, fail against death. Thank you for your per­se­ver­ance in con­sol­ing me, count, thanks for your de­vot­ed re­mem­brance, but I know in what I must trust—noth­ing will save me now. And see, my friend, I was so con­vinced, that I was tak­ing the route of ex­ile, with my old Par­ry; I was re­turn­ing to de­vour my poignant griefs in the lit­tle her­mitage of­fered me by Hol­land. There, be­lieve me, count, all will soon be over, and death will come quick­ly; it is called so of­ten by this body, eat­en up by its soul, and by this soul, which as­pires to heav­en.”

			“Your Majesty has a moth­er, a sis­ter, and broth­ers; Your Majesty is the head of the fam­i­ly, and ought, there­fore, to ask a long life of God, in­stead of im­plor­ing Him for a prompt death. Your Majesty is an ex­ile, a fugi­tive, but you have right on your side; you ought to as­pire to com­bats, dan­gers, busi­ness, and not to rest in heav­ens.”

			“Count,” said Charles II, with a smile of in­de­scrib­able sad­ness, “have you ev­er heard of a king who re­con­quered his king­dom with one ser­vant the age of Par­ry, and with three hun­dred crowns which that ser­vant car­ried in his purse?”

			“No, sire; but I have heard—and that more than once—that a de­throned king has re­cov­ered his king­dom with a firm will, per­se­ver­ance, some friends, and a mil­lion skill­ful­ly em­ployed.”

			“But you can­not have un­der­stood me. The mil­lion I asked of my broth­er Louis was re­fused me.”

			“Sire,” said Athos, “will Your Majesty grant me a few min­utes, and lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly to what re­mains for me to say to you?”

			Charles II looked earnest­ly at Athos. “Will­ing­ly, Mon­sieur,” said he.

			“Then I will show Your Majesty the way,” re­sumed the count, di­rect­ing his steps to­wards the house. He then con­duct­ed the king to his study, and begged him to be seat­ed. “Sire,” said he, “Your Majesty just now told me that, in the present state of Eng­land, a mil­lion would suf­fice for the re­cov­ery of your king­dom.”

			“To at­tempt it at least, Mon­sieur; and to die as a king if I should not suc­ceed.”

			“Well, then, sire, let Your Majesty, ac­cord­ing to the prom­ise you have made me, have the good­ness to lis­ten to what I have to say.” Charles made an af­fir­ma­tive sign with his head. Athos walked straight up to the door, the bolts of which he drew, af­ter look­ing to see if any­body was near, and then re­turned. “Sire,” said he, “Your Majesty has kind­ly re­mem­bered that I lent as­sis­tance to the very no­ble and very un­for­tu­nate Charles I, when his ex­e­cu­tion­ers con­duct­ed him from St. James’s to White­hall.”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly I do re­mem­ber it, and al­ways shall re­mem­ber it.”

			“Sire, it is a dis­mal his­to­ry to be heard by a son who no doubt has had it re­lat­ed to him many times; and yet I ought to re­peat it to Your Majesty with­out omit­ting one de­tail.”

			“Speak on, Mon­sieur.”

			“When the king your fa­ther as­cend­ed the scaf­fold, or rather when he passed from his cham­ber to the scaf­fold, on a lev­el with his win­dow, ev­ery­thing was pre­pared for his es­cape. The ex­e­cu­tion­er was got out of the way; a hole con­trived un­der the floor of his apart­ment; I my­self was be­neath the fu­ner­al vault, which I heard all at once creak be­neath his feet.”

			“Par­ry has re­lat­ed to me all these ter­ri­ble de­tails, Mon­sieur.”

			Athos bowed and re­sumed. “But here is some­thing he had not re­lat­ed to you, sire, for what fol­lows passed be­tween God, your fa­ther, and my­self; and nev­er has the rev­e­la­tion of it been made even to my dear­est friends. ‘Go a lit­tle fur­ther off,’ said the au­gust pris­on­er to the ex­e­cu­tion­er; ‘it is but for an in­stant, and I know that I be­long to you; but re­mem­ber not to strike till I give the sig­nal. I wish to of­fer up my prayers in free­dom.’ ”

			“Par­don me,” said Charles II, turn­ing very pale, “but you, count, who know so many de­tails of this melan­choly event—de­tails which, as you said just now, have nev­er been re­vealed to any­one—do you know the name of that in­fer­nal ex­e­cu­tion­er, of that base wretch who con­cealed his face that he might as­sas­si­nate a king with im­puni­ty?”

			Athos be­came slight­ly pale. “His name?” said he, “yes, I know it, but can­not tell it.”

			“And what is be­come of him, for no­body in Eng­land knows his des­tiny?”

			“He is dead.”

			“But he did not die in his bed; he did not die a calm and peace­ful death; he did not die the death of the good?”

			“He died a vi­o­lent death, in a ter­ri­ble night, ren­dered so by the pas­sions of man and a tem­pest from God. His body, pierced by a dag­ger, sank to the depths of the ocean. God par­don his mur­der­er!”

			“Pro­ceed, then,” said Charles II, see­ing that the count was un­will­ing to say more.

			“The king of Eng­land, af­ter hav­ing, as I have said, spo­ken thus to the masked ex­e­cu­tion­er, added—‘Ob­serve, you will not strike till I shall stretch out my arms, say­ing—Re­mem­ber!’ ”

			“I was aware,” said Charles, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice, “that that was the last word pro­nounced by my un­for­tu­nate fa­ther. But why and for whom?”

			“For the French gen­tle­man placed be­neath his scaf­fold.”

			“For you, then, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes, sire; and ev­ery one of the words which he spoke to me, through the planks of the scaf­fold cov­ered with a black cloth, still sounds in my ears. The king knelt down on one knee: ‘Comte de la Fère,’ said he, ‘are you there?’ ‘Yes, sire,’ replied I. Then the king stooped to­wards the boards.”

			Charles II, al­so pal­pi­tat­ing with in­ter­est, burn­ing with grief, stooped to­wards Athos, to catch, one by one, ev­ery word that es­caped from him. His head touched that of the comte.

			“Then,” con­tin­ued Athos, “the king stooped. ‘Comte de la Fère,’ said he, ‘I could not be saved by you: it was not to be. Now, even though I com­mit a sac­ri­lege, I must speak to you. Yes, I have spo­ken to men—yes, I have spo­ken to God, and I speak to you the last. To sus­tain a cause which I thought sa­cred, I have lost the throne of my fa­thers and the her­itage of my chil­dren.’ ”

			Charles II con­cealed his face in his hands, and a bit­ter tear glid­ed be­tween his white and slen­der fin­gers.

			“ ‘I have still a mil­lion in gold,’ con­tin­ued the king. ‘I buried it in the vaults of the cas­tle of New­cas­tle, a mo­ment be­fore I left that city.’ ” Charles raised his head with an ex­pres­sion of such painful joy that it would have drawn tears from any­one ac­quaint­ed with his mis­for­tunes.

			“A mil­lion!” mur­mured he, “Oh, count!”

			“ ‘You alone know that this mon­ey ex­ists: em­ploy it when you think it can be of the great­est ser­vice to my el­dest son. And now, Comte de la Fère, bid me adieu!’

			“ ‘Adieu, adieu, sire!’ cried I.”

			Charles arose, and went and leant his burn­ing brow against the win­dow.

			“It was then,” con­tin­ued Athos, “that the king pro­nounced the word ‘Re­mem­ber!’ ad­dressed to me. You see, sire, that I have re­mem­bered.”

			The king could not re­sist or con­ceal his emo­tion. Athos be­held the move­ment of his shoul­ders, which un­du­lat­ed con­vul­sive­ly; he heard the sobs which burst from his over­charged breast. He was silent him­self, suf­fo­cat­ed by the flood of bit­ter re­mem­brances he had just poured up­on that roy­al head. Charles II, with a vi­o­lent ef­fort, left the win­dow, de­voured his tears, and came and sat by Athos. “Sire,” said the lat­ter, “I thought till to­day that the time had not yet ar­rived for the em­ploy­ment of that last re­source; but, with my eyes fixed up­on Eng­land, I felt it was ap­proach­ing. To­mor­row I meant to go and in­quire in what part of the world Your Majesty was, and then I pur­posed go­ing to you. You come to me, sire; that is an in­di­ca­tion that God is with us.”

			“My lord,” said Charles, in a voice choked by emo­tion, “you are, for me, what an an­gel sent from heav­en would be—you are a pre­serv­er sent to me from the tomb of my fa­ther him­self; but, be­lieve me, for ten years’ civ­il war has passed over my coun­try, strik­ing down men, tear­ing up soil, it is no more prob­a­ble that gold should re­main in the en­trails of the earth, than love in the hearts of my sub­jects.”

			“Sire, the spot in which His Majesty buried the mil­lion is well known to me, and no one, I am sure, has been able to dis­cov­er it. Be­sides, is the cas­tle of New­cas­tle quite de­stroyed? Have they de­mol­ished it stone by stone, and up­root­ed the soil to the last tree?”

			“No, it is still stand­ing: but at this mo­ment Gen­er­al Mon­ck oc­cu­pies it and is en­camped there. The on­ly spot from which I could look for suc­cor, where I pos­sess a sin­gle re­source, you see, is in­vad­ed by my en­e­mies.”

			“Gen­er­al Mon­ck, sire, can­not have dis­cov­ered the trea­sure which I speak of.”

			“Yes, but can I go and de­liv­er my­self up to Mon­ck, in or­der to re­cov­er this trea­sure? Ah! count, you see plain­ly I must yield to des­tiny, since it strikes me to the earth ev­ery time I rise. What can I do with Par­ry as my on­ly ser­vant, with Par­ry, whom Mon­ck has al­ready driv­en from his pres­ence? No, no, no, count, we must yield to this last blow.”

			“But what Your Majesty can­not do, and what Par­ry can no more at­tempt, do you not be­lieve that I could suc­ceed in ac­com­plish­ing?”

			“You—you, count—you would go?”

			“If it please Your Majesty,” said Athos, bow­ing to the king, “yes, I will go, sire.”

			“What! you so hap­py here, count?”

			“I am nev­er hap­py when I have a du­ty left to ac­com­plish, and it is an im­per­a­tive du­ty which the king your fa­ther left me to watch over your for­tunes, and make a roy­al use of his mon­ey. So, if Your Majesty hon­ors me with a sign, I will go with you.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur!” said the king, for­get­ting all roy­al eti­quette and throw­ing his arms around the neck of Athos, “you prove to me that there is a God in heav­en, and that this God some­times sends mes­sen­gers to the un­for­tu­nate who groan on the earth.”

			Athos, ex­ceed­ing­ly moved by this burst of feel­ing of the young man, thanked him with pro­found re­spect, and ap­proached the win­dow. “Gri­maud!” cried he, “bring out my hors­es.”

			“What, now—im­me­di­ate­ly!” said the king. “Ah, Mon­sieur, you are in­deed a won­der­ful man!”

			“Sire,” said Athos, “I know noth­ing more press­ing than Your Majesty’s ser­vice. Be­sides,” added he, smil­ing, “it is a habit con­tract­ed long since, in the ser­vice of the queen your aunt, and of the king your fa­ther. How is it pos­si­ble for me to lose it at the mo­ment Your Majesty’s ser­vice calls for it?”

			“What a man!” mur­mured the king.

			Then, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion—“But no, count, I can­not ex­pose you to such pri­va­tions. I have no means of re­ward­ing such ser­vices.”

			“Bah!” said Athos, laugh­ing. “Your Majesty is jok­ing; have you not a mil­lion? Ah! why am I not pos­sessed of half such a sum! I would al­ready have raised a reg­i­ment. But, thank God! I have still a few rolls of gold and some fam­i­ly di­a­monds left. Your Majesty will, I hope, deign to share with a de­vot­ed ser­vant.”

			“With a friend—yes, count, but on con­di­tion that, in his turn, that friend will share with me here­after!”

			“Sire!” said Athos, open­ing a cas­ket, form which he drew both gold and jew­els, “you see, sire, we are too rich. For­tu­nate­ly, there are four of us, in the event of our meet­ing with thieves.”

			Joy made the blood rush to the pale cheeks of Charles II, as he saw Athos’s two hors­es, led by Gri­maud, al­ready boot­ed for the jour­ney, ad­vance to­wards the porch.

			“Blaisois, this let­ter for the Vi­comte de Bragelonne. For ev­ery­body else I am gone to Paris. I con­fide the house to you, Blaisois.” Blaisois bowed, shook hands with Gri­maud, and shut the gate.
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				In Which Aramis Is Sought, and On­ly Bazin Is Found

			
			Two hours had scarce­ly elapsed since the de­par­ture of the mas­ter of the house, who, in Blaisois’s sight, had tak­en the road to Paris, when a horse­man, mount­ed on a good pied horse, stopped be­fore the gate, and with a sonorous “holà!” called the sta­ble-boys, who, with the gar­den­ers, had formed a cir­cle round Blaisois, the his­to­ri­an-in-or­di­nary to the house­hold of the château. This “holà,” doubt­less well known to Mas­ter Blaisois, made him turn his head and ex­claim—“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! run quick­ly, you chaps, and open the gate.”

			A swarm of eight brisk lads flew to the gate, which was opened as if it had been made of feath­ers; and ev­ery­one load­ed him with at­ten­tions, for they knew the wel­come this friend was ac­cus­tomed to re­ceive from their mas­ter; and for such re­marks the eye of the valet may al­ways be de­pend­ed up­on.

			“Ah!” said M. d’Artag­nan, with an agree­able smile, bal­anc­ing him­self up­on his stir­rup to jump to the ground, “where is that dear count?”

			“Ah! how un­for­tu­nate you are, Mon­sieur!” said Blaisois: “and how un­for­tu­nate will Mon­sieur le Comte, our mas­ter, think him­self when he hears of your com­ing! As ill luck will have it, Mon­sieur le Comte left home two hours ago.”

			D’Artag­nan did not trou­ble him­self about such tri­fles. “Very good!” said he. “You al­ways speak the best French in the world; you shall give me a les­son in gram­mar and cor­rect lan­guage, whilst I wait the re­turn of your mas­ter.”

			“That is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur,” said Blaisois; “you would have to wait too long.”

			“Will he not come back to­day, then?”

			“No, nor to­mor­row, nor the day af­ter to­mor­row. Mon­sieur le Comte has gone on a jour­ney.”

			“A jour­ney!” said d’Artag­nan, sur­prised; “that’s a fa­ble, Mas­ter Blaisois.”

			“Mon­sieur, it is no more than the truth. Mon­sieur has done me the hon­or to give me the house in charge; and he added, with his voice so full of au­thor­i­ty and kind­ness—that is all one to me: ‘You will say I have gone to Paris.’ ”

			“Well!” cried d’Artag­nan, “since he is gone to­wards Paris, that is all I want­ed to know! you should have told me so at first, boo­by! He is then two hours in ad­vance?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“I shall soon over­take him. Is he alone?”

			“No, Mon­sieur.”

			“Who is with him, then?”

			“A gen­tle­man whom I don’t know, an old man, and M. Gri­maud.”

			“Such a par­ty can­not trav­el as fast as I can—I will start.”

			“Will Mon­sieur lis­ten to me an in­stant?” said Blaisois, lay­ing his hand gen­tly on the reins of the horse.

			“Yes, if you don’t fa­vor me with fine speech­es, and make haste.”

			“Well, then, Mon­sieur, that word Paris ap­pears to me to be on­ly an ex­cuse.”

			“Oh, oh!” said d’Artag­nan, se­ri­ous­ly, “an ex­cuse, eh?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur: and Mon­sieur le Comte is not go­ing to Paris, I will swear.”

			“What makes you think so?”

			“This—M. Gri­maud al­ways knows where our mas­ter is go­ing; and he had promised me that the first time he went to Paris, he would take a lit­tle mon­ey for me to my wife.”

			“What, have you a wife, then?”

			“I had one—she was of this coun­try; but Mon­sieur thought her a noisy scold, and I sent her to Paris; it is some­times in­con­ve­nient, but very agree­able at oth­ers.”

			“I un­der­stand; but go on. You do not be­lieve the count gone to Paris?”

			“No, Mon­sieur; for then M. Gri­maud would have bro­ken his word; he would have per­jured him­self, and that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“That is im­pos­si­ble,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, quite in a study, be­cause he was quite con­vinced. “Well, my brave Blaisois, many thanks to you.”

			Blaisois bowed.

			“Come, you know I am not cu­ri­ous—I have se­ri­ous busi­ness with your mas­ter. Could you not, by a lit­tle bit of a word—you who speak so well—give me to un­der­stand—one syl­la­ble on­ly—I will guess the rest.”

			“Up­on my word, Mon­sieur, I can­not. I am quite ig­no­rant where Mon­sieur le Comte is gone. As to lis­ten­ing at doors, that is con­trary to my na­ture; and be­sides, it is for­bid­den here.”

			“My dear fel­low,” said d’Artag­nan, “this is a very bad be­gin­ning for me. Nev­er mind; you know when Mon­sieur le Comte will re­turn, at least?”

			“As lit­tle, Mon­sieur, as the place of his des­ti­na­tion.”

			“Come, Blaisois, come, search.”

			“Mon­sieur doubts my sin­cer­i­ty? Ah, Mon­sieur, that grieves me much.”

			“The dev­il take his gild­ed tongue!” grum­bled d’Artag­nan. “A clown with a word would be worth a dozen of him. Adieu!”

			“Mon­sieur, I have the hon­or to present you my re­spects.”

			Cuistre! said d’Artag­nan to him­self, the fel­low is un­bear­able. He gave an­oth­er look up to the house, turned his horse’s head, and set off like a man who has noth­ing ei­ther an­noy­ing or em­bar­rass­ing in his mind. When he was at the end of the wall, and out of sight—“Well, now, I won­der,” said he, breath­ing quick­ly, “whether Athos was at home. No; all those idlers, stand­ing with their arms crossed, would have been at work if the eye of the mas­ter was near. Athos gone on a jour­ney?—that is in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. Bah! it is all dev­il­ish mys­te­ri­ous! And then—no—he is not the man I want. I want one of a cun­ning, pa­tient mind. My busi­ness is at Melun, in a cer­tain pres­bytery I am ac­quaint­ed with. Forty-five leagues—four days and a half! Well, it is fine weath­er, and I am free. Nev­er mind the dis­tance!”

			And he put his horse in­to a trot, di­rect­ing his course to­wards Paris. On the fourth day he alight­ed at Melun, as he had in­tend­ed.

			D’Artag­nan was nev­er in the habit of ask­ing any­one on the road for any com­mon in­for­ma­tion. For these sorts of de­tails, un­less in very se­ri­ous cir­cum­stances, he con­fid­ed in his per­spi­cac­i­ty, which was so sel­dom at fault, in his ex­pe­ri­ence of thir­ty years, and in a great habit of read­ing the phys­iog­nomies of hous­es, as well as those of men. At Melun, d’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly found the pres­bytery—a charm­ing house, plas­tered over red brick, with vines climb­ing along the gut­ters, and a cross, in carved stone, sur­mount­ing the ridge of the roof. From the ground-floor of this house came a noise, or rather a con­fu­sion of voic­es, like the chirp­ing of young birds when the brood is just hatched un­der the down. One of these voic­es was spell­ing the al­pha­bet dis­tinct­ly. A voice thick, yet pleas­ant, at the same time scold­ed the talk­ers and cor­rect­ed the faults of the read­er. D’Artag­nan rec­og­nized that voice, and as the win­dow of the ground-floor was open, he leant down from his horse un­der the branch­es and red fibers of the vine and cried, “Bazin, my dear Bazin! good day to you.”

			A short, fat man, with a flat face, a cra­ni­um or­na­ment­ed with a crown of gray hairs, cut short, in im­i­ta­tion of a ton­sure, and cov­ered with an old black vel­vet cap, arose as soon as he heard d’Artag­nan—we ought not to say arose, but bound­ed up. In fact, Bazin bound­ed up, car­ry­ing with him his lit­tle low chair, which the chil­dren tried to take away, with bat­tles more fierce than those of the Greeks en­deav­or­ing to re­cov­er the body of Pa­tro­clus from the hands of the Tro­jans. Bazin did more than bound; he let fall both his al­pha­bet and his fer­ule. “You!” said he; “you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“Yes, my­self! Where is Aramis—no, M. le Cheva­lier d’Herblay—no, I am still mis­tak­en—Mon­sieur le Vi­caire-Général?”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur,” said Bazin, with dig­ni­ty, “Mon­seigneur is at his dio­cese.”

			“What did you say?” said d’Artag­nan. Bazin re­peat­ed the sen­tence.

			“Ah, ah! but has Aramis a dio­cese?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur. Why not?”

			“Is he a bish­op, then?”

			“Why, where can you come from,” said Bazin, rather ir­rev­er­ent­ly, “that you don’t know that?”

			“My dear Bazin, we pa­gans, we men of the sword, know very well when a man is made a colonel, or maître-de-camp, or mar­shal of France; but if he be made a bish­op, arch­bish­op, or pope—dev­il take me if the news reach­es us be­fore the three quar­ters of the earth have had the ad­van­tage of it!”

			“Hush! hush!” said Bazin, open­ing his eyes: “do not spoil these poor chil­dren, in whom I am en­deav­or­ing to in­cul­cate such good prin­ci­ples.” In fact, the chil­dren had sur­round­ed d’Artag­nan, whose horse, long sword, spurs, and mar­tial air they very much ad­mired. But above all, they ad­mired his strong voice; so that, when he ut­tered his oath, the whole school cried out, “The dev­il take me!” with fear­ful bursts of laugh­ter, shouts, and bounds, which de­light­ed the mus­ke­teer, and be­wil­dered the old ped­a­gogue.

			“There!” said he, “hold your tongues, you brats! You have come, M. d’Artag­nan, and all my good prin­ci­ples fly away. With you, as usu­al, comes dis­or­der. Ba­bel is re­vived. Ah! good Lord! Ah! the wild lit­tle wretch­es!” And the wor­thy Bazin dis­trib­uted right and left blows which in­creased the cries of his schol­ars by chang­ing the na­ture of them.

			“At least,” said he, “you will no longer de­coy any­one here.”

			“Do you think so?” said d’Artag­nan, with a smile which made a shud­der creep over the shoul­ders of Bazin.

			“He is ca­pa­ble of it,” mur­mured he.

			“Where is your mas­ter’s dio­cese?”

			“Mon­seigneur René is bish­op of Vannes.”

			“Who had him nom­i­nat­ed?”

			“Why, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, our neigh­bor.”

			“What! Mon­sieur Fou­quet?”

			“To be sure he did.”

			“Is Aramis on good terms with him, then?”

			“Mon­seigneur preached ev­ery Sun­day at the house of Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant at Vaux; then they hunt­ed to­geth­er.”

			“Ah!”

			“And Mon­seigneur com­posed his hom­i­lies—no, I mean his ser­mons—with Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant.”

			“Bah! he preached in verse, then, this wor­thy bish­op?”

			“Mon­sieur, for the love of heav­en, do not jest with sa­cred things.”

			“There, Bazin, there! So, then, Aramis is at Vannes?”

			“At Vannes, in Bre­tagne.”

			“You are a de­ceit­ful old hunks, Bazin; that is not true.”

			“See, Mon­sieur, if you please; the apart­ments of the pres­bytery are emp­ty.”

			“He is right there,” said d’Artag­nan, look­ing at­ten­tive­ly at the house, the as­pect of which an­nounced soli­tude.

			“But Mon­seigneur must have writ­ten you an ac­count of his pro­mo­tion.”

			“When did it take place?”

			“A month back.”

			“Oh! then there is no time lost. Aramis can­not yet have want­ed me. But how is it, Bazin, you do not fol­low your mas­ter?”

			“Mon­sieur, I can­not; I have oc­cu­pa­tions.”

			“Your al­pha­bet?”

			“And my pen­i­tents.”

			“What, do you con­fess, then? Are you a priest?”

			“The same as one. I have such a call.”

			“But the or­ders?”

			“Oh,” said Bazin, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, “now that Mon­seigneur is a bish­op, I shall soon have my or­ders, or at least my dis­pen­sa­tions.” And he rubbed his hands.

			De­cid­ed­ly, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, there will be no means of up­root­ing these peo­ple. “Get me some sup­per, Bazin.”

			“With plea­sure, Mon­sieur.”

			“A fowl, a bouil­lon, and a bot­tle of wine.”

			“This is Sat­ur­day night, Mon­sieur—it is a day of ab­sti­nence.”

			“I have a dis­pen­sa­tion,” said d’Artag­nan.

			Bazin looked at him sus­pi­cious­ly.

			“Ah, ah, mas­ter hyp­ocrite!” said the mus­ke­teer, “for whom do you take me? If you, who are the valet, hope for dis­pen­sa­tion to com­mit a crime, shall not I, the friend of your bish­op, have dis­pen­sa­tion for eat­ing meat at the call of my stom­ach? Make your­self agree­able with me, Bazin, or by heav­ens! I will com­plain to the king, and you shall nev­er con­fess. Now you know that the nom­i­na­tion of bish­ops rests with the king—I have the king, I am the stronger.”

			Bazin smiled hyp­o­crit­i­cal­ly. “Ah, but we have Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant,” said he.

			“And you laugh at the king, then?”

			Bazin made no re­ply; his smile was suf­fi­cient­ly elo­quent.

			“My sup­per,” said d’Artag­nan, “it is get­ting to­wards sev­en o’clock.”

			Bazin turned round and or­dered the el­dest of the pupils to in­form the cook. In the mean­time, d’Artag­nan sur­veyed the pres­bytery.

			“Phew!” said he, dis­dain­ful­ly, “Mon­seigneur lodged his grandeur very mean­ly here.”

			“We have the Château de Vaux,” said Bazin.

			“Which is per­haps equal to the Lou­vre?” said d’Artag­nan, jeer­ing­ly.

			“Which is bet­ter,” replied Bazin, with the great­est cool­ness imag­in­able.

			“Ah, ah!” said d’Artag­nan.

			He would per­haps have pro­longed the dis­cus­sion, and main­tained the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of the Lou­vre, but the lieu­tenant per­ceived that his horse re­mained fas­tened to the bars of a gate.

			“The dev­il!” said he. “Get my horse looked af­ter; your mas­ter the bish­op has none like him in his sta­bles.”

			Bazin cast a side­long glance at the horse, and replied, “Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant gave him four from his own sta­bles; and each of the four is worth four of yours.”

			The blood mount­ed to the face of d’Artag­nan. His hand itched and his eye glanced over the head of Bazin, to se­lect the place up­on which he should dis­charge his anger. But it passed away; re­flec­tion came, and d’Artag­nan con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing—

			“The dev­il! the dev­il! I have done well to quit the ser­vice of the king. Tell me, wor­thy Mas­ter Bazin,” added he, “how many mus­ke­teers does Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant re­tain in his ser­vice?”

			“He could have all there are in the king­dom with his mon­ey,” replied Bazin, clos­ing his book, and dis­miss­ing the boys with some kind­ly blows of his cane.

			“The dev­il! the dev­il!” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, once more, as if to an­noy the ped­a­gogue. But as sup­per was now an­nounced, he fol­lowed the cook, who in­tro­duced him in­to the re­fec­to­ry, where it await­ed him. D’Artag­nan placed him­self at the ta­ble, and be­gan a hearty at­tack up­on his fowl.

			“It ap­pears to me,” said d’Artag­nan, bit­ing with all his might at the tough fowl they had served up to him, and which they had ev­i­dent­ly for­got­ten to fat­ten—“it ap­pears that I have done wrong in not seek­ing ser­vice with that mas­ter yon­der. A pow­er­ful no­ble this in­ten­dant, seem­ing­ly! In good truth, we poor fel­lows know noth­ing at the court, and the rays of the sun pre­vent our see­ing the large stars, which are al­so suns, at a lit­tle greater dis­tance from our earth—that is all.”

			As d’Artag­nan de­light­ed, both from plea­sure and sys­tem, in mak­ing peo­ple talk about things which in­ter­est­ed him, he fenced in his best style with Mas­ter Bazin, but it was pure loss of time; be­yond the tire­some and hy­per­bol­i­cal prais­es of Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances, Bazin, who, on his side, was on his guard, af­ford­ed noth­ing but plat­i­tudes to the cu­rios­i­ty of d’Artag­nan, so that our mus­ke­teer, in a tol­er­a­bly bad hu­mor, de­sired to go to bed as soon as he had supped. D’Artag­nan was in­tro­duced by Bazin in­to a mean cham­ber, in which there was a poor bed; but d’Artag­nan was not fas­tid­i­ous in that re­spect. He had been told that Aramis had tak­en away the key of his own pri­vate apart­ment, and as he knew Aramis was a very par­tic­u­lar man, and had gen­er­al­ly many things to con­ceal in his apart­ment, he had not been sur­prised. He, there­fore, al­though it seemed com­par­a­tive­ly even hard­er, at­tacked the bed as brave­ly as he had done the fowl; and, as he had as good an in­cli­na­tion to sleep as he had had to eat, he took scarce­ly longer time to be snor­ing har­mo­nious­ly than he had em­ployed in pick­ing the last bones of the bird.

			Since he was no longer in the ser­vice of any­one, d’Artag­nan had promised him­self to in­dulge in sleep­ing as sound­ly as he had for­mer­ly slept light­ly; but with what­ev­er good faith d’Artag­nan had made him­self this prom­ise, and what­ev­er de­sire he might have to keep it re­li­gious­ly, he was awak­ened in the mid­dle of the night by a loud noise of car­riages, and ser­vants on horse­back. A sud­den il­lu­mi­na­tion flashed over the walls of his cham­ber; he jumped out of bed and ran to the win­dow in his shirt. Can the king be com­ing this way? he thought, rub­bing his eyes; in truth, such a suite can on­ly be at­tached to roy­al­ty.

			“Vive le Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant!” cried, or rather vo­cif­er­at­ed, from a win­dow on the ground-floor, a voice which he rec­og­nized as Bazin’s, who at the same time waved a hand­ker­chief with one hand, and held a large can­dle in the oth­er. D’Artag­nan then saw some­thing like a bril­liant hu­man form lean­ing out of the prin­ci­pal car­riage; at the same time loud bursts of laugh­ter, caused, no doubt, by the strange fig­ure of Bazin, and is­su­ing from the same car­riage, left, as it were, a train of joy up­on the pas­sage of the rapid cortège.

			“I might eas­i­ly see it was not the king,” said d’Artag­nan; “peo­ple don’t laugh so hearti­ly when the king pass­es. Holà, Bazin!” cried he to his neigh­bor, three-quar­ters of whose body still hung out of the win­dow, to fol­low the car­riage with his eyes as long as he could. “What is all that about?”

			“It is M. Fou­quet,” said Bazin, in a pa­tron­iz­ing tone.

			“And all those peo­ple?”

			“That is the court of M. Fou­quet.”

			“Oh, oh!” said d’Artag­nan; “what would M. de Mazarin say to that if he heard it?” And he re­turned to his bed, ask­ing him­self how Aramis al­ways con­trived to be pro­tect­ed by the most pow­er­ful per­son­ages in the king­dom. “Is it that he has more luck than I, or that I am a greater fool than he? Bah!” That was the con­clud­ing word by the aid of which d’Artag­nan, hav­ing be­come wise, now ter­mi­nat­ed ev­ery thought and ev­ery pe­ri­od of his style. For­mer­ly he said, “Mor­dioux!” which was a prick of the spur, but now he had be­come old­er, and he mur­mured that philo­soph­i­cal “Bah!” which served as a bri­dle to all the pas­sions.
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				In Which d’Artag­nan Seeks Porthos, and On­ly Finds Mous­que­ton

			
			When d’Artag­nan had per­fect­ly con­vinced him­self that the ab­sence of the Vicar-Gen­er­al d’Herblay was re­al, and that his friend was not to be found at Melun or in its vicin­i­ty, he left Bazin with­out re­gret, cast an ill-na­tured glance at the mag­nif­i­cent Château de Vaux, which was be­gin­ning to shine with that splen­dor which brought on its ru­in, and, com­press­ing his lips like a man full of mis­trust and sus­pi­cion, he put spurs to his pied horse, say­ing, “Well, well! I have still Pier­re­fonds left, and there I shall find the best man and the best filled cof­fer. And that is all I want, for I have an idea of my own.”

			We will spare our read­ers the pro­sa­ic in­ci­dents of d’Artag­nan’s jour­ney, which ter­mi­nat­ed on the morn­ing of the third day with­in sight of Pier­re­fonds. D’Artag­nan came by the way of Nan­teuil-le-Hau­douin and Crépy. At a dis­tance he per­ceived the Cas­tle of Louis of Or­léans, which, hav­ing be­come part of the crown do­main, was kept by an old concierge. This was one of those mar­velous manors of the Mid­dle Ages, with walls twen­ty feet in thick­ness, and a hun­dred in height.

			D’Artag­nan rode slow­ly past its walls, mea­sured its tow­ers with his eye and de­scend­ed in­to the val­ley. From afar he looked down up­on the château of Porthos, sit­u­at­ed on the shores of a small lake, and con­tigu­ous to a mag­nif­i­cent for­est. It was the same place we have al­ready had the hon­or of de­scrib­ing to our read­ers; we shall there­fore sat­is­fy our­selves with nam­ing it. The first thing d’Artag­nan per­ceived af­ter the fine trees, the May sun gild­ing the sides of the green hills, the long rows of feath­er-topped trees which stretched out to­wards Com­piègne, was a large rolling box, pushed for­ward by two ser­vants and dragged by two oth­ers. In this box there was an enor­mous green-and-gold thing, which went along the smil­ing glades of the park, thus dragged and pushed. This thing, at a dis­tance, could not be dis­tin­guished, and sig­ni­fied ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing; near­er, it was a hogshead muf­fled in gold-bound green cloth; when close, it was a man, or rather a pous­sa, the in­fe­ri­or ex­trem­i­ty of whom, spread­ing over the in­te­ri­or of the box, en­tire­ly filled it; when still clos­er, the man was Mous­que­ton—Mous­que­ton, with gray hair and a face as red as Punchinel­lo’s.

			“Par­dieu!” cried d’Artag­nan; “why, that’s my dear Mon­sieur Mous­que­ton!”

			“Ah!” cried the fat man—“ah! what hap­pi­ness! what joy! There’s M. d’Artag­nan. Stop, you ras­cals!” These last words were ad­dressed to the lack­eys who pushed and dragged him. The box stopped, and the four lack­eys, with a pre­ci­sion quite mil­i­tary, took off their laced hats and ranged them­selves be­hind it.

			“Oh, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” said Mous­que­ton, “why can I not em­brace your knees? But I have be­come im­po­tent, as you see.”

			“Dame! my dear Mous­que­ton, it is age.”

			“No, Mon­sieur, it is not age; it is in­fir­mi­ties—trou­bles.”

			“Trou­bles! you, Mous­que­ton?” said d’Artag­nan, mak­ing the tour of the box; “are you out of your mind, my dear friend? Thank God! you are as hearty as a three-hun­dred-year-old oak.”

			“Ah! but my legs, Mon­sieur, my legs!” groaned the faith­ful ser­vant.

			“What’s the mat­ter with your legs?”

			“Oh, they will no longer bear me!”

			“Ah, the un­grate­ful things! And yet you feed them well, Mous­que­ton, ap­par­ent­ly.”

			“Alas, yes! They can re­proach me with noth­ing in that re­spect,” said Mous­que­ton, with a sigh; “I have al­ways done what I could for my poor body; I am not self­ish.” And Mous­que­ton sighed afresh.

			I won­der whether Mous­que­ton wants to be a baron, too, as he sighs af­ter that fash­ion? thought d’Artag­nan.

			“Mon Dieu, Mon­sieur!” said Mous­que­ton, as if rous­ing him­self from a painful rever­ie; “how hap­py Mon­seigneur will be that you have thought of him!”

			“Kind Porthos!” cried d’Artag­nan, “I am anx­ious to em­brace him.”

			“Oh!” said Mous­que­ton, much af­fect­ed, “I shall cer­tain­ly write to him.”

			“What!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you will write to him?”

			“This very day; I shall not de­lay it an hour.”

			“Is he not here, then?”

			“No, Mon­sieur.”

			“But is he near at hand?—is he far off?”

			“Oh, can I tell, Mon­sieur, can I tell?”

			“Mor­dioux!” cried the mus­ke­teer, stamp­ing with his foot, “I am un­for­tu­nate. Porthos is such a stay-at-home!”

			“Mon­sieur, there is not a more seden­tary man that Mon­seigneur, but—”

			“But what?”

			“When a friend press­es you—”

			“A friend?”

			“Doubt­less—the wor­thy M. d’Herblay.”

			“What, has Aramis pressed Porthos?”

			“This is how the thing hap­pened, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. M. d’Herblay wrote to Mon­seigneur—”

			“In­deed!”

			“A let­ter, Mon­sieur, such a press­ing let­ter that it threw us all in­to a bus­tle.”

			“Tell me all about it, my dear friend,” said d’Artag­nan; “but re­move these peo­ple a lit­tle fur­ther off first.”

			Mous­que­ton shout­ed, “Fall back, you fel­lows,” with such pow­er­ful lungs that the breath, with­out the words, would have been suf­fi­cient to dis­perse the four lack­eys. D’Artag­nan seat­ed him­self on the shaft of the box and opened his ears. “Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton, “Mon­seigneur, then, re­ceived a let­ter from M. le Vi­caire-Général d’Herblay, eight or nine days ago; it was the day of the rus­tic plea­sures, yes, it must have been Wednes­day.”

			“What do you mean?” said d’Artag­nan. “The day of rus­tic plea­sures?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; we have so many plea­sures to take in this de­light­ful coun­try, that we were en­cum­bered by them; so much so, that we have been forced to reg­u­late the dis­tri­bu­tion of them.”

			“How eas­i­ly do I rec­og­nize Porthos’s love of or­der in that! Now, that idea would nev­er have oc­curred to me; but then I am not en­cum­bered with plea­sures.”

			“We were, though,” said Mous­que­ton.

			“And how did you reg­u­late the mat­ter, let me know?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“It is rather long, Mon­sieur.”

			“Nev­er mind, we have plen­ty of time; and you speak so well, my dear Mous­que­ton, that it is re­al­ly a plea­sure to hear you.”

			“It is true,” said Mous­que­ton, with a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion, which em­anat­ed ev­i­dent­ly from the jus­tice which had been ren­dered him, “it is true I have made great progress in the com­pa­ny of Mon­seigneur.”

			“I am wait­ing for the dis­tri­bu­tion of the plea­sures, Mous­que­ton, and with im­pa­tience. I want to know if I have ar­rived on a lucky day.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Mous­que­ton in a melan­choly tone, “since Mon­seigneur’s de­par­ture all the plea­sures have gone too!”

			“Well, my dear Mous­que­ton, re­fresh your mem­o­ry.”

			“With what day shall I be­gin?”

			“Eh, par­dieux! be­gin with Sun­day; that is the Lord’s day.”

			“Sun­day, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes.”

			“Sun­day plea­sures are re­li­gious: Mon­seigneur goes to Mass, makes the bread-of­fer­ing, and has dis­cours­es and in­struc­tions made to him by his al­moner-in-or­di­nary. That is not very amus­ing, but we ex­pect a Carmelite from Paris who will do the du­ty of our al­monry, and who, we are as­sured, speaks very well, which will keep us awake, where­as our present al­moner al­ways sends us to sleep. These are Sun­day re­li­gious plea­sures. On Mon­day, world­ly plea­sures.”

			“Ah, ah!” said d’Artag­nan, “what do you mean by that? Let us have a glimpse at your world­ly plea­sures.”

			“Mon­sieur, on Mon­day we go in­to the world; we pay and re­ceive vis­its, we play on the lute, we dance, we make vers­es, and burn a lit­tle in­cense in hon­or of the ladies.”

			“Peste! that is the height of gal­lantry,” said the mus­ke­teer, who was obliged to call to his aid all the strength of his fa­cial mus­cles to sup­press an enor­mous in­cli­na­tion to laugh.

			“Tues­day, learned plea­sures.”

			“Good!” cried d’Artag­nan. “What are they? De­tail them, my dear Mous­que­ton.”

			“Mon­seigneur has bought a sphere or globe, which I shall show you; it fills all the perime­ter of the great tow­er, ex­cept a gallery which he has had built over the sphere: there are lit­tle strings and brass wires to which the sun and moon are hooked. It all turns; and that is very beau­ti­ful. Mon­seigneur points out to me the seas and dis­tant coun­tries. We don’t in­tend to vis­it them, but it is very in­ter­est­ing.”

			“In­ter­est­ing! yes, that’s the word,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan. “And Wednes­day?”

			“Rus­tic plea­sures, as I have had the hon­or to tell you, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier. We look over Mon­seigneur’s sheep and goats; we make the shep­herds dance to pipes and reeds, as is writ­ten in a book Mon­seigneur has in his li­brary, which is called Berg­eries. The au­thor died about a month ago.”

			“Mon­sieur Racan, per­haps,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, that was his name—M. Racan. But that is not all: we an­gle in the lit­tle canal, af­ter which we dine, crowned with flow­ers. That is Wednes­day.”

			“Peste!” said d’Artag­nan; “you don’t di­vide your plea­sures bad­ly. And Thurs­day?—what can be left for poor Thurs­day?”

			“It is not very un­for­tu­nate, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton, smil­ing. “Thurs­day, Olympian plea­sures. Ah, Mon­sieur, that is su­perb! We get to­geth­er all Mon­seigneur’s young vas­sals, and we make them throw the disc, wres­tle, and run races. Mon­seigneur can’t run now, no more can I; but Mon­seigneur throws the disc as no­body else can throw it. And when he does deal a blow, oh, that proves a mis­for­tune!”

			“How so?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, we were obliged to re­nounce the ces­tus. He cracked heads; he broke jaws—beat in ribs. It was charm­ing sport; but no­body was will­ing to play with him.”

			“Then his wrist—”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, firmer than ev­er. Mon­seigneur gets a tri­fle weak­er in his legs—he con­fess­es that him­self; but his strength has all tak­en refuge in his arms, so that—”

			“So that he can knock down bul­locks, as he used to for­mer­ly.”

			“Mon­sieur, bet­ter than that—he beats in walls. Late­ly, af­ter hav­ing supped with one of our farm­ers—you know how pop­u­lar and kind Mon­seigneur is—af­ter sup­per, as a joke, he struck the wall a blow. The wall crum­bled away be­neath his hand, the roof fell in, and three men and an old wom­an were sti­fled.”

			“Good God, Mous­que­ton! And your mas­ter?”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur, a lit­tle skin was rubbed off his head. We bathed the wounds with some wa­ter which the monks gave us. But there was noth­ing the mat­ter with his hand.”

			“Noth­ing?”

			“No, noth­ing, Mon­sieur.”

			“Deuce take the Olympic plea­sures! They must cost your mas­ter too dear; for wid­ows and or­phans—”

			“They all had pen­sions, Mon­sieur; a tenth of Mon­seigneur’s rev­enue was spent in that way.”

			“Then pass on to Fri­day,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Fri­day, no­ble and war­like plea­sures. We hunt, we fence, we dress fal­cons and break hors­es. Then, Sat­ur­day is the day for in­tel­lec­tu­al plea­sures: we adorn our minds; we look at Mon­seigneur’s pic­tures and stat­ues; we write, even, and trace plans: and then we fire Mon­seigneur’s can­non.”

			“You draw plans, and fire can­non?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Why, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “M. du Val­lon, in truth, pos­sess­es the most sub­tle and ami­able mind that I know. But there is one kind of plea­sure you have for­got­ten, it ap­pears to me.”

			“What is that, Mon­sieur?” asked Mous­que­ton, with anx­i­ety.

			“The ma­te­ri­al plea­sures.”

			Mous­que­ton col­ored. “What do you mean by that, Mon­sieur?” said he, cast­ing down his eyes.

			“I mean the ta­ble—good wine—evenings oc­cu­pied in pass­ing the bot­tle.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur, we don’t reck­on those plea­sures—we prac­tice them ev­ery day.”

			“My brave Mous­que­ton,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “par­don me, but I was so ab­sorbed in your charm­ing recital that I have for­got­ten the prin­ci­pal ob­ject of our con­ver­sa­tion, which was to learn what M. le Vi­caire-Général d’Herblay could have to write to your mas­ter about.”

			“That is true, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton; “the plea­sures have mis­led us. Well, Mon­sieur, this is the whole af­fair.”

			“I am all at­ten­tion, Mous­que­ton.”

			“On Wednes­day—”

			“The day of the rus­tic plea­sures?”

			“Yes—a let­ter ar­rived; he re­ceived it from my hands. I had rec­og­nized the writ­ing.”

			“Well?”

			Mon­seigneur read it and cried out, “Quick, my hors­es! my arms!’ ”

			“Oh, good Lord! then it was for some du­el?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“No, Mon­sieur, there were on­ly these words: ‘Dear Porthos, set out, if you would wish to ar­rive be­fore the Equinox. I ex­pect you.’ ”

			“Mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, thought­ful­ly, “that was press­ing, ap­par­ent­ly.”

			“I think so; there­fore,” con­tin­ued Mous­que­ton, “Mon­seigneur set out the very same day with his sec­re­tary, in or­der to en­deav­or to ar­rive in time.”

			“And did he ar­rive in time?”

			“I hope so. Mon­seigneur, who is hasty, as you know, Mon­sieur, re­peat­ed in­ces­sant­ly, ‘Tonne Dieu! What can this mean? The Equinox? Nev­er mind, a fel­low must be well mount­ed to ar­rive be­fore I do.’ ”

			“And you think Porthos will have ar­rived first, do you?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“I am sure of it. This Equinox, how­ev­er rich he may be, has cer­tain­ly no hors­es so good as Mon­seigneur’s.”

			D’Artag­nan re­pressed his in­cli­na­tion to laugh, be­cause the brevi­ty of Aramis’s let­ter gave rise to re­flec­tion. He fol­lowed Mous­que­ton, or rather Mous­que­ton’s char­i­ot, to the cas­tle. He sat down to a sump­tu­ous ta­ble, of which they did him the hon­ors as to a king. But he could draw noth­ing from Mous­que­ton—the faith­ful ser­vant seemed to shed tears at will, but that was all.

			D’Artag­nan, af­ter a night passed in an ex­cel­lent bed, re­flect­ed much up­on the mean­ing of Aramis’s let­ter; puz­zled him­self as to the re­la­tion of the Equinox with the af­fairs of Porthos; and be­ing un­able to make any­thing out un­less it con­cerned some amour of the bish­op’s, for which it was nec­es­sary that the days and nights should be equal, d’Artag­nan left Pier­re­fonds as he had left Melun, as he had left the château of the Comte de la Fère. It was not, how­ev­er, with­out a melan­choly, which might in good sooth pass for one of the most dis­mal of d’Artag­nan’s moods. His head cast down, his eyes fixed, he suf­fered his legs to hang on each side of his horse, and said to him­self, in that vague sort of rever­ie which as­cends some­times to the sub­limest elo­quence:

			“No more friends! no more fu­ture! no more any­thing! My en­er­gies are bro­ken like the bonds of our an­cient friend­ship. Oh, old age is com­ing, cold and in­ex­orable; it en­velopes in its fu­ner­al crepe all that was bril­liant, all that was em­balm­ing in my youth; then it throws that sweet bur­den on its shoul­ders and car­ries it away with the rest in­to the fath­om­less gulf of death.”

			A shud­der crept through the heart of the Gas­con, so brave and so strong against all the mis­for­tunes of life; and dur­ing some mo­ments the clouds ap­peared black to him, the earth slip­pery and full of pits as that of ceme­ter­ies.

			“Whith­er am I go­ing?” said he to him­self. “What am I go­ing to do! Alone, quite alone—with­out fam­i­ly, with­out friends! Bah!” cried he all at once. And he clapped spurs to his horse, who, hav­ing found noth­ing melan­choly in the heavy oats of Pier­re­fonds, prof­it­ed by this per­mis­sion to show his gayety in a gal­lop which ab­sorbed two leagues. “To Paris!” said d’Artag­nan to him­self. And on the mor­row he alight­ed in Paris. He had de­vot­ed ten days to this jour­ney.
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				What d’Artag­nan Went to Paris For

			
			The lieu­tenant dis­mount­ed be­fore a shop in the Rue des Lom­bards, at the sign of the Pi­lon d’Or. A man of good ap­pear­ance, wear­ing a white apron, and stroking his gray mus­tache with a large hand, ut­tered a cry of joy on per­ceiv­ing the pied horse. “Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said he, “ah, is that you?”

			“Bon jour, Planchet,” replied d’Artag­nan, stoop­ing to en­ter the shop.

			“Quick, some­body,” cried Planchet, “to look af­ter Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan’s horse—some­body to get ready his room—some­body to pre­pare his sup­per.”

			“Thanks, Planchet. Good day, my chil­dren!” said d’Artag­nan to the ea­ger boys.

			“Al­low me to send off this cof­fee, this trea­cle, and these raisins,” said Planchet; “they are for the store­room of Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant.”

			“Send them off, send them off!”

			“That is on­ly the af­fair of a mo­ment, then we shall sup.”

			“Ar­range it that we may sup alone; I want to speak to you.”

			Planchet looked at his old mas­ter in a sig­nif­i­cant man­ner.

			“Oh, don’t be un­easy, it is noth­ing un­pleas­ant,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“So much the bet­ter—so much the bet­ter!” And Planchet breathed freely again, whilst d’Artag­nan seat­ed him­self qui­et­ly down in the shop, up­on a bale of corks, and made a sur­vey of the premis­es. The shop was well stocked; there was a min­gled per­fume of gin­ger, cin­na­mon, and ground pep­per, which made d’Artag­nan sneeze. The shop-boy, proud of be­ing in com­pa­ny with so renowned a war­rior, of a lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers, who ap­proached the per­son of the king, be­gan to work with an en­thu­si­asm which was some­thing like delir­i­um, and to serve the cus­tomers with a dis­dain­ful haste that was no­ticed by sev­er­al.

			Planchet put away his mon­ey, and made up his ac­counts, amidst ci­vil­i­ties ad­dressed to his for­mer mas­ter. Planchet had with his equals the short speech and haughty fa­mil­iar­i­ty of the rich shop­keep­er who serves ev­ery­body and waits for no­body. D’Artag­nan ob­served this habit with a plea­sure which we shall an­a­lyze present­ly. He saw night come on by de­grees, and at length Planchet con­duct­ed him to a cham­ber on the first sto­ry, where, amidst bales and chests, a ta­ble very nice­ly set out await­ed the two guests.

			D’Artag­nan took ad­van­tage of a mo­ment’s pause to ex­am­ine the coun­te­nance of Planchet, whom he had not seen for a year. The shrewd Planchet had ac­quired a slight pro­tu­ber­ance in front, but his coun­te­nance was not puffed. His keen eye still played with fa­cil­i­ty in its deep-sunk or­bit; and fat, which lev­els all the char­ac­ter­is­tic saliences of the hu­man face, had not yet touched ei­ther his high cheek­bones, the sign of cun­ning and cu­pid­i­ty, or his point­ed chin, the sign of acute­ness and per­se­ver­ance. Planchet reigned with as much majesty in his din­ing-room as in his shop. He set be­fore his mas­ter a fru­gal, but per­fect­ly Parisian repast: roast meat, cooked at the bak­er’s, with veg­eta­bles, sal­ad, and a dessert bor­rowed from the shop it­self. D’Artag­nan was pleased that the gro­cer had drawn from be­hind the fagots a bot­tle of that An­jou wine which dur­ing all his life had been d’Artag­nan’s fa­vorite wine.

			“For­mer­ly, Mon­sieur,” said Planchet, with a smile full of bon­homie, “it was I who drank your wine; now you do me the hon­or to drink mine.”

			“And, thank God, friend Planchet, I shall drink it for a long time to come, I hope; for at present I am free.”

			“Free? You have a leave of ab­sence, Mon­sieur?”

			“Un­lim­it­ed.”

			“You are leav­ing the ser­vice?” said Planchet, stu­pe­fied.

			“Yes, I am rest­ing.”

			“And the king?” cried Planchet, who could not sup­pose it pos­si­ble that the king could do with­out the ser­vices of such a man as d’Artag­nan.

			“The king will try his for­tune else­where. But we have supped well, you are dis­posed to en­joy your­self; you in­vite me to con­fide in you. Open your ears, then.”

			“They are open.” And Planchet, with a laugh more frank than cun­ning, opened a bot­tle of white wine.

			“Leave me my rea­son, at least.”

			“Oh, as to you los­ing your head—you, Mon­sieur!”

			“Now my head is my own, and I mean to take bet­ter care of it than ev­er. In the first place we shall talk busi­ness. How fares our mon­ey-box?”

			“Won­der­ful­ly well, Mon­sieur. The twen­ty thou­sand livres I had of you are still em­ployed in my trade, in which they bring me nine per­cent. I give you sev­en, so I gain two by you.”

			“And you are still sat­is­fied?”

			“De­light­ed. Have you brought me any more?”

			“Bet­ter than that. But do you want any?”

			“Oh! not at all. Ev­ery­one is will­ing to trust me now. I am ex­tend­ing my busi­ness.”

			“That was your in­ten­tion.”

			“I play the banker a lit­tle. I buy goods of my needy brethren; I lend mon­ey to those who are not ready for their pay­ments.”

			“With­out usury?”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, in the course of the last week I have had two meet­ings on the boule­vards, on ac­count of the word you have just pro­nounced.”

			“What?”

			“You shall see: it con­cerned a loan. The bor­row­er gives me in pledge some raw sug­ars, on con­di­tion that I should sell if re­pay­ment were not made with­in a fixed pe­ri­od. I lend a thou­sand livres. He does not pay me, and I sell the sug­ars for thir­teen hun­dred livres. He learns this and claims a hun­dred crowns. Ma foi! I re­fused, pre­tend­ing that I could not sell them for more than nine hun­dred livres. He ac­cused me of usury. I begged him to re­peat that word to me be­hind the boule­vards. He was an old guard, and he came: and I passed your sword through his left thigh.”

			“Tu dieu! what a pret­ty sort of banker you make!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“For above thir­teen per­cent I fight,” replied Planchet; “that is my char­ac­ter.”

			“Take on­ly twelve,” said d’Artag­nan, “and call the rest pre­mi­um and bro­ker­age.”

			“You are right, Mon­sieur; but to your busi­ness.”

			“Ah! Planchet, it is very long and very hard to speak.”

			“Do speak it, nev­er­the­less.”

			D’Artag­nan twist­ed his mus­tache like a man em­bar­rassed with the con­fi­dence he is about to make and mis­trust­ful of his con­fi­dant.

			“Is it an in­vest­ment?” asked Planchet.

			“Why, yes.”

			“At good prof­it?”

			“A cap­i­tal prof­it—four hun­dred per­cent, Planchet.”

			Planchet gave such a blow with his fist up­on the ta­ble, that the bot­tles bound­ed as if they had been fright­ened.

			“Good heav­ens! is that pos­si­ble?”

			“I think it will be more,” replied d’Artag­nan cool­ly; “but I like to lay it at the low­est!”

			“The dev­il!” said Planchet, draw­ing near­er. “Why, Mon­sieur, that is mag­nif­i­cent! Can one put much mon­ey in it?”

			“Twen­ty thou­sand livres each, Planchet.”

			“Why, that is all you have, Mon­sieur. For how long a time?”

			“For a month.”

			“And that will give us—”

			“Fifty thou­sand livres each, prof­it.”

			“It is mon­strous! It is worth while to fight for such in­ter­est as that!”

			“In fact, I be­lieve it will be nec­es­sary to fight not a lit­tle,” said d’Artag­nan, with the same tran­quil­li­ty; “but this time there are two of us, Planchet, and I shall take all the blows to my­self.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, I will not al­low that.”

			“Planchet, you can­not be con­cerned in it; you would be obliged to leave your busi­ness and your fam­i­ly.”

			“The af­fair is not in Paris, then.”

			“No.”

			“Abroad?”

			“In Eng­land.”

			“A spec­u­la­tive coun­try, that is true,” said Planchet—“a coun­try that I know well. What sort of an af­fair, Mon­sieur, with­out too much cu­rios­i­ty?”

			“Planchet, it is a restora­tion.”

			“Of mon­u­ments?”

			“Yes, of mon­u­ments; we shall re­store White­hall.”

			“That is im­por­tant. And in a month, you think?”

			“I shall un­der­take it.”

			“That con­cerns you, Mon­sieur, and when once you are en­gaged—”

			“Yes, that con­cerns me. I know what I am about; nev­er­the­less, I will freely con­sult with you.”

			“You do me great hon­or; but I know very lit­tle about ar­chi­tec­ture.”

			“Planchet, you are wrong; you are an ex­cel­lent ar­chi­tect, quite as good as I am, for the case in ques­tion.”

			“Thanks, Mon­sieur. But your old friends of the Mus­ke­teers?”

			“I have been, I con­fess, tempt­ed to speak of the thing to those gen­tle­men, but they are all ab­sent from their hous­es. It is vex­a­tious, for I know none more bold or able.”

			“Ah! then it ap­pears there will be an op­po­si­tion, and the en­ter­prise will be dis­put­ed?”

			“Oh, yes, Planchet, yes.”

			“I burn to know the de­tails, Mon­sieur.”

			“Here they are, Planchet—close all the doors tight.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.” And Planchet dou­ble-locked them.

			“That is well; now draw near.” Planchet obeyed.

			“And open the win­dow, be­cause the noise of the passers­by and the carts will deaf­en all who might hear us.” Planchet opened the win­dow as de­sired, and the gust of tu­mult which filled the cham­ber with cries, wheels, bark­ings, and steps deaf­ened d’Artag­nan him­self, as he had wished. He then swal­lowed a glass of white wine, and be­gan in these terms: “Planchet, I have an idea.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur, I rec­og­nize you so well in that!” replied Planchet, pant­ing with emo­tion.
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			Af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, in which d’Artag­nan ap­peared to be col­lect­ing, not one idea but all his ideas—“It can­not be, my dear Planchet,” said he, “that you have not heard of His Majesty Charles I of Eng­land?”

			“Alas! yes, Mon­sieur, since you left France in or­der to as­sist him, and that, in spite of that as­sis­tance, he fell, and was near drag­ging you down in his fall.”

			“Ex­act­ly so; I see you have a good mem­o­ry, Planchet.”

			“Peste! the as­ton­ish­ing thing would be, if I could have lost that mem­o­ry, how­ev­er bad it might have been. When one has heard Gri­maud, who, you know, is not giv­en to talk­ing, re­late how the head of King Charles fell, how you sailed the half of a night in a scut­tled ves­sel, and saw float­ing on the wa­ter that good M. Mor­daunt with a cer­tain gold-haft­ed dag­ger buried in his breast, one is not very like­ly to for­get such things.”

			“And yet there are peo­ple who for­get them, Planchet.”

			“Yes, such as have not seen them, or have not heard Gri­maud re­late them.”

			“Well, it is all the bet­ter that you rec­ol­lect all that; I shall on­ly have to re­mind you of one thing, and that is that Charles I had a son.”

			“With­out con­tra­dict­ing you, Mon­sieur, he had two,” said Planchet; “for I saw the sec­ond one in Paris, M. le Duke of York, one day, as he was go­ing to the Palais Roy­al, and I was told that he was not the el­dest son of Charles I. As to the el­dest, I have the hon­or of know­ing him by name, but not per­son­al­ly.”

			“That is ex­act­ly the point, Planchet, we must come to: it is to this el­dest son, for­mer­ly called the Prince of Wales, and who is now styled Charles II, king of Eng­land.”

			“A king with­out a king­dom, Mon­sieur,” replied Planchet, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			“Yes, Planchet, and you may add an un­for­tu­nate prince, more un­for­tu­nate than the poor­est man of the peo­ple lost in the worst quar­ter of Paris.”

			Planchet made a ges­ture full of that sort of com­pas­sion which we grant to strangers with whom we think we can nev­er pos­si­bly find our­selves in con­tact. Be­sides, he did not see in this politi­co-sen­ti­men­tal op­er­a­tion any sign of the com­mer­cial idea of M. d’Artag­nan, and it was in this idea that d’Artag­nan, who was, from habit, pret­ty well ac­quaint­ed with men and things, had prin­ci­pal­ly in­ter­est­ed Planchet.

			“I am come to our busi­ness. This young Prince of Wales, a king with­out a king­dom, as you have so well said, Planchet, has in­ter­est­ed me. I, d’Artag­nan, have seen him beg­ging as­sis­tance of Mazarin, who is a miser, and the aid of Louis, who is a child, and it ap­peared to me, who am ac­quaint­ed with such things, that in the in­tel­li­gent eye of the fall­en king, in the no­bil­i­ty of his whole per­son, a no­bil­i­ty ap­par­ent above all his mis­eries, I could dis­cern the stuff of a man and the heart of a king.”

			Planchet tac­it­ly ap­proved of all this; but it did not at all, in his eyes at least, throw any light up­on d’Artag­nan’s idea. The lat­ter con­tin­ued: “This, then, is the rea­son­ing which I made with my­self. Lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly, Planchet, for we are com­ing to the con­clu­sion.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Kings are not so thick­ly sown up­on the earth, that peo­ple can find them when­ev­er they want them. Now, this king with­out a king­dom is, in my opin­ion, a grain of seed which will blos­som in some sea­son or oth­er, pro­vid­ed a skill­ful, dis­creet, and vig­or­ous hand sow it du­ly and tru­ly, se­lect­ing soil, sky, and time.”

			Planchet still ap­proved by a nod of his head, which showed that he did not per­fect­ly com­pre­hend all that was said.

			“ ‘Poor lit­tle seed of a king,’ said I to my­self, and re­al­ly I was af­fect­ed, Planchet, which leads me to think I am en­ter­ing up­on a fool­ish busi­ness. And that is why I wished to con­sult you, my friend.”

			Planchet col­ored with plea­sure and pride.

			“ ‘Poor lit­tle seed of a king! I will pick you up and cast you in­to good ground.’ ”

			“Good God!” said Planchet, look­ing earnest­ly at his old mas­ter, as if in doubt as to the state of his rea­son.

			“Well, what is it?” said d’Artag­nan; “who hurts you?”

			“Me! noth­ing, Mon­sieur.”

			“You said, ‘Good God!’ ”

			“Did I?”

			“I am sure you did. Can you al­ready un­der­stand?”

			“I con­fess, M. d’Artag­nan, that I am afraid—”

			“To un­der­stand?”

			“Yes.”

			“To un­der­stand that I wish to re­place up­on his throne this King Charles II, who has no throne? Is that it?”

			Planchet made a prodi­gious bound in his chair. “Ah, ah!” said he, in ev­i­dent ter­ror, “that is what you call a restora­tion!”

			“Yes, Planchet; is it not the prop­er term for it?”

			“Oh, no doubt, no doubt! But have you re­flect­ed se­ri­ous­ly?”

			“Up­on what?”

			“Up­on what is go­ing on yon­der.”

			“Where?”

			“In Eng­land.”

			“And what is that? Let us see, Planchet.”

			“In the first place, Mon­sieur, I ask your par­don for med­dling in these things, which have noth­ing to do with my trade; but since it is an af­fair that you pro­pose to me—for you are propos­ing an af­fair, are you not?—”

			“A su­perb one, Planchet.”

			“But as it is busi­ness you pro­pose to me, I have the right to dis­cuss it.”

			“Dis­cuss it, Planchet; out of dis­cus­sion is born light.”

			“Well, then, since I have Mon­sieur’s per­mis­sion, I will tell him that there is yon­der, in the first place, the par­lia­ment.”

			“Well, next?”

			“And then the army.”

			“Good! Do you see any­thing else?”

			“Why, then the na­tion.”

			“Is that all?”

			“The na­tion which con­sent­ed to the over­throw and death of the late king, the fa­ther of this one, and which will not be will­ing to be­lie its acts.”

			“Planchet,” said d’Artag­nan, “you ar­gue like a cheese! The na­tion—the na­tion is tired of these gen­tle­men who give them­selves such bar­barous names, and who sing songs to it. Chant­ing for chant­ing, my dear Planchet; I have re­marked that na­tions pre­fer singing a mer­ry chant to the plain chant. Re­mem­ber the Fronde; what did they sing in those times? Well, those were good times.”

			“Not too good, not too good! I was near be­ing hung in those times.”

			“Well, but you were not.”

			“No.”

			“And you laid the foun­da­tions of your for­tune in the midst of all those songs?”

			“That is true.”

			“Then you have noth­ing to say against them.”

			“Well, I re­turn, then, to the army and par­lia­ment.”

			“I say that I bor­row twen­ty thou­sand livres of M. Planchet, and that I put twen­ty thou­sand livres of my own to it; and with these forty thou­sand livres I raise an army.”

			Planchet clasped his hands; he saw that d’Artag­nan was in earnest, and, in good truth, he be­lieved his mas­ter had lost his sens­es.

			“An army!—ah, Mon­sieur,” said he, with his most agree­able smile, for fear of ir­ri­tat­ing the mad­man, and ren­der­ing him fu­ri­ous—“an army!—how many?”

			“Of forty men,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Forty against forty thou­sand! that is not enough. I know very well that you, M. d’Artag­nan, alone, are equal to a thou­sand men; but where are we to find thir­ty-nine men equal to you? Or, if we could find them, who would fur­nish you with mon­ey to pay them?”

			“Not bad, Planchet. Ah, the dev­il! you play the courtier.”

			“No, Mon­sieur, I speak what I think, and that is ex­act­ly why I say that, in the first pitched bat­tle you fight with your forty men, I am very much afraid—”

			“There­fore I shall fight no pitched bat­tles, my dear Planchet,” said the Gas­con, laugh­ing. “We have very fine ex­am­ples in an­tiq­ui­ty of skill­ful re­treats and march­es, which con­sist­ed in avoid­ing the en­e­my in­stead of at­tack­ing them. You should know that, Planchet, you who com­mand­ed the Parisians the day on which they ought to have fought against the Mus­ke­teers, and who so well cal­cu­lat­ed march­es and coun­ter­march­es, that you nev­er left the Palais Roy­al.”

			Planchet could not help laugh­ing. “It is plain,” replied he, “that if your forty men con­ceal them­selves, and are not un­skill­ful, they may hope not to be beat­en: but you pro­pose ob­tain­ing some re­sult, do you not?”

			“No doubt. This, then, in my opin­ion, is the plan to be pro­ceed­ed up­on in or­der quick­ly to re­place His Majesty Charles II on his throne.”

			“Good!” said Planchet, in­creas­ing his at­ten­tion; “let us see your plan. But in the first place it seems to me we are for­get­ting some­thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“We have set aside the na­tion, which prefers singing mer­ry songs to psalms, and the army, which we will not fight; but the par­lia­ment re­mains, and that sel­dom sings.”

			“Nor does it fight. How is it, Planchet, that an in­tel­li­gent man like your­self should take any heed of a set of brawlers who call them­selves Rumps and Bare­bones? The par­lia­ment does not trou­ble me at all, Planchet.”

			“As soon as it ceas­es to trou­ble you, Mon­sieur, let us pass on.”

			“Yes, and ar­rive at the re­sult. You re­mem­ber Cromwell, Planchet?”

			“I have heard a great deal of talk about him.”

			“He was a rough sol­dier.”

			“And a ter­ri­ble eater, more­over.”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“Why, at one gulp he swal­lowed all Eng­land.”

			“Well, Planchet, the evening be­fore the day on which he swal­lowed Eng­land, if any­one had swal­lowed M. Cromwell?”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, it is one of the ax­ioms of math­e­mat­ics that the con­tain­er must be greater than the con­tained.”

			“Very well! That is our af­fair, Planchet.”

			“But M. Cromwell is dead, and his con­tain­er is now the tomb.”

			“My dear Planchet, I see with plea­sure that you have not on­ly be­come a math­e­ma­ti­cian, but a philoso­pher.”

			“Mon­sieur, in my gro­cery busi­ness I use much print­ed pa­per, and that in­structs me.”

			“Bra­vo! You know then, in that case—for you have not learnt math­e­mat­ics and phi­los­o­phy with­out a lit­tle his­to­ry—that af­ter this Cromwell so great, there came one who was very lit­tle.”

			“Yes; he was named Richard, and he has done as you have, M. d’Artag­nan—he has ten­dered his res­ig­na­tion.”

			“Very well said—very well! Af­ter the great man who is dead, af­ter the lit­tle one who ten­dered his res­ig­na­tion, there came a third. This one is named Mon­ck; he is an able gen­er­al, con­sid­er­ing he has nev­er fought a bat­tle; he is a skill­ful diplo­ma­tist, con­sid­er­ing that he nev­er speaks in pub­lic, and that hav­ing to say ‘good day’ to a man, he med­i­tates twelve hours, and ends by say­ing ‘good night’; which makes peo­ple ex­claim ‘mir­a­cle!’ see­ing that it falls out cor­rect­ly.”

			“That is rather strong,” said Planchet; “but I know an­oth­er po­lit­i­cal man who re­sem­bles him very much.”

			“M. Mazarin you mean?”

			“Him­self.”

			“You are right, Planchet; on­ly M. Mazarin does not as­pire to the throne of France; and that changes ev­ery­thing. Do you see? Well, this M. Mon­ck, who has Eng­land ready-roast­ed in his plate, and who is al­ready open­ing his mouth to swal­low it—this M. Mon­ck, who says to the peo­ple of Charles II, and to Charles II him­self, ‘Nescio vos’—”

			“I don’t un­der­stand Eng­lish,” said Planchet.

			“Yes, but I un­der­stand it,” said d’Artag­nan. “ ‘Nescio vos’ means ‘I do not know you.’ This M. Mon­ck, the most im­por­tant man in Eng­land, when he shall have swal­lowed it—”

			“Well?” asked Planchet.

			“Well, my friend, I shall go over yon­der, and with my forty men I shall car­ry him off, pack him up, and bring him in­to France, where two modes of pro­ceed­ing present them­selves to my daz­zled eyes.”

			“Oh! and to mine too,” cried Planchet, trans­port­ed with en­thu­si­asm. “We will put him in a cage and show him for mon­ey.”

			“Well, Planchet, that is a third plan, of which I had not thought.”

			“Do you think it a good one?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly, but I think mine bet­ter.”

			“Let us see yours, then.”

			“In the first place, I shall set a ran­som on him.”

			“Of how much?”

			“Peste! a fel­low like that must be well worth a hun­dred thou­sand crowns.”

			“Yes, yes!”

			“You see, then—in the first place, a ran­som of a hun­dred thou­sand crowns.”

			“Or else—”

			“Or else, what is much bet­ter, I de­liv­er him up to King Charles, who, hav­ing no longer ei­ther a gen­er­al or an army to fear, nor a diplo­ma­tist to trick him, will re­store him­self, and when once re­stored, will pay down to me the hun­dred thou­sand crowns in ques­tion. That is the idea I have formed; what do you say to it, Planchet?”

			“Mag­nif­i­cent, Mon­sieur!” cried Planchet, trem­bling with emo­tion. “How did you con­ceive that idea?”

			“It came to me one morn­ing on the banks of the Loire, whilst our beloved king, Louis XIV, was pre­tend­ing to weep up­on the hand of Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni.”

			“Mon­sieur, I de­clare the idea is sub­lime. But—”

			“Ah! is there a but?”

			“Per­mit me! But this is a lit­tle like the skin of that fine bear—you know—that they were about to sell, but which it was nec­es­sary to take from the back of the liv­ing bear. Now, to take M. Mon­ck, there will be a bit of a scuf­fle, I should think.”

			“No doubt; but as I shall raise an army to—”

			“Yes, yes—I un­der­stand, par­bleu!—a coup-de-main. Yes, then, Mon­sieur, you will tri­umph, for no one equals you in such sorts of en­coun­ters.”

			“I cer­tain­ly am lucky in them,” said d’Artag­nan, with a proud sim­plic­i­ty. “You know that if for this af­fair I had my dear Athos, my brave Porthos, and my cun­ning Aramis, the busi­ness would be set­tled; but they are all lost, as it ap­pears, and no­body knows where to find them. I will do it, then, alone. Now, do you find the busi­ness good, and the in­vest­ment ad­van­ta­geous?”

			“Too much so—too much so.”

			“How can that be?”

			“Be­cause fine things nev­er reach the ex­pect­ed point.”

			“This is in­fal­li­ble, Planchet, and the proof is that I un­der­take it. It will be for you a tol­er­a­bly pret­ty gain, and for me a very in­ter­est­ing stroke. It will be said, ‘Such was the old age of M. d’Artag­nan,’ and I shall hold a place in tales and even in his­to­ry it­self, Planchet. I am greedy of hon­or.”

			“Mon­sieur,” cried Planchet, “when I think that it is here, in my home, in the midst of my sug­ar, my prunes, and my cin­na­mon, that this gi­gan­tic project is ripened, my shop seems a palace to me.”

			“Be­ware, be­ware, Planchet! If the least re­port of this es­capes, there is the Bastille for both of us. Be­ware, my friend, for this is a plot we are hatch­ing. M. Mon­ck is the al­ly of M. Mazarin—be­ware!”

			“Mon­sieur, when a man has had the hon­or to be­long to you, he knows noth­ing of fear; and when he has had the ad­van­tage of be­ing bound up in in­ter­ests with you, he holds his tongue.”

			“Very well; that is more your af­fair than mine, see­ing that in a week I shall be in Eng­land.”

			“De­part, Mon­sieur, de­part—the soon­er the bet­ter.”

			“Is the mon­ey, then, ready?”

			“It will be to­mor­row; to­mor­row you shall re­ceive it from my own hands. Will you have gold or sil­ver?”

			“Gold; that is most con­ve­nient. But how are we go­ing to ar­range this? Let us see.”

			“Oh, good Lord! in the sim­plest way pos­si­ble. You shall give me a re­ceipt, that is all.”

			“No, no,” said d’Artag­nan, warm­ly; “we must pre­serve or­der in all things.”

			“That is like­wise my opin­ion; but with you, M. d’Artag­nan—”

			“And if I should die yon­der—if I should be killed by a mus­ket-ball—if I should burst from drink­ing beer?”

			“Mon­sieur, I beg you to be­lieve that in that case I should be so much af­flict­ed at your death, that I should not think about the mon­ey.”

			“Thank you, Planchet; but no mat­ter. We shall, like two lawyers’ clerks, draw up to­geth­er an agree­ment, a sort of act, which may be called a deed of com­pa­ny.”

			“Will­ing­ly, Mon­sieur.”

			“I know it is dif­fi­cult to draw such a thing up, but we can try.”

			“Let us try, then.” And Planchet went in search of pens, ink, and pa­per. D’Artag­nan took the pen and wrote:—“Be­tween Mes­sire d’Artag­nan, ex-lieu­tenant of the king’s Mus­ke­teers, at present re­sid­ing in the Rue Ti­que­tonne, Ho­tel de la Chevrette; and the Sieur Planchet, gro­cer, re­sid­ing in the Rue des Lom­bards, at the sign of the Pi­lon d’Or, it has been agreed as fol­lows:—A com­pa­ny, with a cap­i­tal of forty thou­sand livres, and formed for the pur­pose of car­ry­ing out an idea con­ceived by M. d’Artag­nan, and the said Planchet ap­prov­ing of it in all points, will place twen­ty thou­sand livres in the hands of M. d’Artag­nan. He will re­quire nei­ther re­pay­ment nor in­ter­est be­fore the re­turn of M. d’Artag­nan from a jour­ney he is about to take in­to Eng­land. On his part, M. d’Artag­nan un­der­takes it to find twen­ty thou­sand livres, which he will join to the twen­ty thou­sand al­ready laid down by the Sieur Planchet. He will em­ploy the said sum of forty thou­sand livres ac­cord­ing to his judg­ment in an un­der­tak­ing which is de­scribed be­low. On the day when M. d’Artag­nan shall have reestab­lished, by what­ev­er means, His Majesty King Charles II up­on the throne of Eng­land, he will pay in­to the hands of M. Planchet the sum of—”

			“The sum of a hun­dred and fifty thou­sand livres,” said Planchet, in­no­cent­ly, per­ceiv­ing that d’Artag­nan hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Oh, the dev­il, no!” said d’Artag­nan, “the di­vi­sion can­not be made by half; that would not be just.”

			“And yet, Mon­sieur, we each lay down half,” ob­ject­ed Planchet, timid­ly.

			“Yes; but lis­ten to this clause, my dear Planchet, and if you do not find if eq­ui­table in ev­ery re­spect when it is writ­ten, well, we can scratch it out again:—‘Nev­er­the­less, as M. d’Artag­nan brings to the as­so­ci­a­tion, be­sides his cap­i­tal of twen­ty thou­sand livres, his time, his idea, his in­dus­try, and his skin—things which he ap­pre­ci­ates strong­ly, par­tic­u­lar­ly the last—M. d’Artag­nan will keep, of the three hun­dred thou­sand livres, two hun­dred thou­sand livres for him­self, which will make his share two-thirds.’ ”

			“Very well,” said Planchet.

			“Is it just?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Per­fect­ly just, Mon­sieur.”

			“And you will be con­tent­ed with a hun­dred thou­sand livres?”

			“Peste! I think so. A hun­dred thou­sand for twen­ty thou­sand!”

			“And in a month, un­der­stand.”

			“How, in a month?”

			“Yes, I on­ly ask one month.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Planchet, gen­er­ous­ly, “I give you six weeks.”

			“Thank you,” replied the mus­ke­teer, po­lite­ly; af­ter which the two part­ners repe­rused their deed.

			“That is per­fect, Mon­sieur,” said Planchet; “and the late M. Co­que­nard, the first hus­band of Madame la Baronne du Val­lon, could not have done it bet­ter.”

			“Do you find it so? Let us sign it then.” And both af­fixed their sig­na­tures.

			“In this fash­ion,” said d’Artag­nan, “I shall be un­der obli­ga­tions to no one.”

			“But I shall be un­der obli­ga­tions to you,” said Planchet.

			“No; for what­ev­er store I set by it, Planchet, I may lose my skin yon­der, and you will lose all. Apro­pos—peste!—that makes me think of the prin­ci­pal, an in­dis­pens­able clause. I shall write it:—‘In case of M. d’Artag­nan dy­ing in this en­ter­prise, liq­ui­da­tion will be con­sid­ered made, and the Sieur Planchet will give quit­tance from that mo­ment to the shade of Mes­sire d’Artag­nan for the twen­ty thou­sand livres paid by him in­to the hands of the said com­pa­ny.’ ”

			This last clause made Planchet knit his brows a lit­tle, but when he saw the bril­liant eye, the mus­cu­lar hand, the sup­ple and strong back of his as­so­ciate, he re­gained his courage, and, with­out re­gret, he at once added an­oth­er stroke to his sig­na­ture. D’Artag­nan did the same. Thus was drawn the first known com­pa­ny con­tract; per­haps such things have been abused a lit­tle since, both in form and prin­ci­ple.

			“Now,” said Planchet, pour­ing out the last glass of An­jou wine for d’Artag­nan—“now go to sleep, my dear mas­ter.”

			“No,” replied d’Artag­nan; “for the most dif­fi­cult part now re­mains to be done, and I will think over that dif­fi­cult part.”

			“Bah!” said Planchet; “I have such great con­fi­dence in you, M. d’Artag­nan, that I would not give my hun­dred thou­sand livres for nine­ty thou­sand livres down.”

			“And dev­il take me if I don’t think you are right!” Up­on which d’Artag­nan took a can­dle and went up to his bed­room.
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			D’Artag­nan re­flect­ed to such good pur­pose dur­ing the night that his plan was set­tled by morn­ing. “This is it,” said he, sit­ting up in bed, sup­port­ing his el­bow on his knee, and his chin in his hand;—“this is it. I shall seek out forty steady, firm men, re­cruit­ed among peo­ple a lit­tle com­pro­mised, but hav­ing habits of dis­ci­pline. I shall prom­ise them five hun­dred livres for a month if they re­turn; noth­ing if they do not re­turn, or half for their kin­dred. As to food and lodg­ing, that con­cerns the Eng­lish, who have cat­tle in their pas­tures, ba­con in their ba­con-racks, fowls in their poul­try-yards, and corn in their barns. I will present my­self to Gen­er­al Mon­ck with my lit­tle body of troops. He will re­ceive me. I shall win his con­fi­dence, and take ad­van­tage of it, as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			But with­out go­ing fur­ther, d’Artag­nan shook his head and in­ter­rupt­ed him­self. “No,” said he; “I should not dare to re­late this to Athos; the way is there­fore not hon­or­able. I must use vi­o­lence,” con­tin­ued he—“very cer­tain­ly I must, but with­out com­pro­mis­ing my loy­al­ty. With forty men I will tra­verse the coun­try as a par­ti­san. But if I fall in with, not forty thou­sand Eng­lish, as Planchet said, but pure­ly and sim­ply with four hun­dred, I shall be beat­en. Sup­pos­ing that among my forty war­riors there should be found at least ten stupid ones—ten who will al­low them­selves to be killed one af­ter the oth­er, from mere fol­ly? No; it is, in fact, im­pos­si­ble to find forty men to be de­pend­ed up­on—they do not ex­ist. I must learn how to be con­tent­ed with thir­ty. With ten men less I should have the right of avoid­ing any armed en­counter, on ac­count of the small num­ber of my peo­ple; and if the en­counter should take place, my chance is bet­ter with thir­ty men than forty. Be­sides, I should save five thou­sand francs; that is to say, the eighth of my cap­i­tal; that is worth the tri­al. This be­ing so, I should have thir­ty men. I shall di­vide them in­to three bands—we will spread our­selves about over the coun­try, with an in­junc­tion to re­unite at a giv­en mo­ment; in this fash­ion, ten by ten, we should ex­cite no sus­pi­cion—we should pass un­per­ceived. Yes, yes, thir­ty—that is a mag­ic num­ber. There are three tens—three, that di­vine num­ber! And then, tru­ly, a com­pa­ny of thir­ty men, when all to­geth­er, will look rather im­pos­ing. Ah! stupid wretch that I am!” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I want thir­ty hors­es. That is ru­inous. Where the dev­il was my head when I for­got the hors­es? We can­not, how­ev­er, think of strik­ing such a blow with­out hors­es. Well, so be it, that sac­ri­fice must be made; we can get the hors­es in the coun­try—they are not bad, be­sides. But I for­got—peste! Three bands—that ne­ces­si­tates three lead­ers; there is the dif­fi­cul­ty. Of the three com­man­ders I have al­ready one—that is my­self;—yes, but the two oth­ers will of them­selves cost al­most as much mon­ey as all the rest of the troop. No; pos­i­tive­ly I must have but one lieu­tenant. In that case, then, I should re­duce my troop to twen­ty men. I know very well that twen­ty men is but very lit­tle; but since with thir­ty I was de­ter­mined not to seek to come to blows, I should do so more care­ful­ly still with twen­ty. Twen­ty—that is a round num­ber; that, be­sides, re­duces the num­ber of the hors­es by ten, which is a con­sid­er­a­tion; and then, with a good lieu­tenant—Mor­dioux! what things pa­tience and cal­cu­la­tion are! Was I not go­ing to em­bark with forty men, and I have now re­duced them to twen­ty for an equal suc­cess? Ten thou­sand livres saved at one stroke, and more safe­ty; that is well! Now, then, let us see; we have noth­ing to do but to find this lieu­tenant—let him be found, then; and af­ter—That is not so easy; he must be brave and good, a sec­ond my­self. Yes, but a lieu­tenant must have my se­cret, and as that se­cret is worth a mil­lion, and I shall on­ly pay my man a thou­sand livres, fif­teen hun­dred at the most, my man will sell the se­cret to Mon­ck. Mor­dioux! no lieu­tenant. Be­sides, this man, were he as mute as a dis­ci­ple of Pythago­ras—this man would be sure to have in the troop some fa­vorite sol­dier, whom he would make his sergeant; the sergeant would pen­e­trate the se­cret of the lieu­tenant, in case the lat­ter should be hon­est and un­will­ing to sell it. Then the sergeant, less hon­est and less am­bi­tious, will give up the whole for fifty thou­sand livres. Come, come! that is im­pos­si­ble. The lieu­tenant is im­pos­si­ble. But then I must have no frac­tions; I can­not di­vide my troop in two, and act up­on two points, at once, with­out an­oth­er self, who—But what is the use of act­ing up­on two points, as we have on­ly one man to take? What can be the use of weak­en­ing a corps by plac­ing the right here, and the left there? A sin­gle corps, Mor­dioux! a sin­gle one, and that com­mand­ed by d’Artag­nan. Very well. But twen­ty men march­ing in one band are sus­pect­ed by ev­ery­body; twen­ty horse­men must not be seen march­ing to­geth­er, or a com­pa­ny will be de­tached against them and the pass­word will be re­quired; the which com­pa­ny, up­on see­ing them em­bar­rassed to give it, would shoot M. d’Artag­nan and his men like so many rab­bits. I re­duce my­self then to ten men; in this fash­ion I shall act sim­ply and with uni­ty; I shall be forced to be pru­dent, which is half the suc­cess in an af­fair of the kind I am un­der­tak­ing; a greater num­ber might, per­haps, have drawn me in­to some fol­ly. Ten hors­es are not many, ei­ther, to buy or take. A cap­i­tal idea; what tran­quil­li­ty it in­fus­es in­to my mind! no more sus­pi­cions—no pass­words—no more dan­gers! Ten men, they are valets or clerks. Ten men, lead­ing ten hors­es laden with mer­chan­dise of what­ev­er kind, are tol­er­at­ed, well re­ceived ev­ery­where. Ten men trav­el on ac­count of the house of Planchet & Co., of France—noth­ing can be said against that. These ten men, clothed like man­u­fac­tur­ers, have a good cut­lass or a good mus­ket at their sad­dle­bow, and a good pis­tol in the hol­ster. They nev­er al­low them­selves to be un­easy, be­cause they have no evil de­signs. They are, per­haps, in truth, a lit­tle dis­posed to be smug­glers, but what harm is in that? Smug­gling is not, like polygamy, a hang­ing of­fense. The worst that can hap­pen to us is the con­fis­ca­tion of our mer­chan­dise. Our mer­chan­dise con­fis­cat­ed—a fine af­fair that! Come, come! it is a su­perb plan. Ten men on­ly—ten men, whom I will en­gage for my ser­vice; ten men who shall be as res­o­lute as forty who would cost me four times as much, and to whom, for greater se­cu­ri­ty, I will nev­er open my mouth as to my de­signs, and to whom I shall on­ly say ‘My friends, there is a blow to be struck.’ Things be­ing af­ter this fash­ion, Sa­tan will be very ma­li­cious if he plays me one of his tricks. Fif­teen thou­sand livres saved—that’s su­perb—out of twen­ty!”

			Thus for­ti­fied by his la­bo­ri­ous cal­cu­la­tions, d’Artag­nan stopped at this plan, and de­ter­mined to change noth­ing in it. He had al­ready on a list fur­nished by his in­ex­haustible mem­o­ry, ten men il­lus­tri­ous amongst the seek­ers of ad­ven­ture, ill-treat­ed by for­tune, and not on good terms with jus­tice. Up­on this d’Artag­nan rose, and in­stant­ly set off on the search, telling Planchet not to ex­pect him to break­fast, and per­haps not to din­ner. A day and a half spent in rum­mag­ing amongst cer­tain dens of Paris suf­ficed for his re­cruit­ing; and, with­out al­low­ing his ad­ven­tur­ers to com­mu­ni­cate with each oth­er, he had picked up and got to­geth­er, in less than thir­ty hours, a charm­ing col­lec­tion of ill-look­ing faces, speak­ing a French less pure than the Eng­lish they were about to at­tempt. These men were, for the most part, guards, whose mer­it d’Artag­nan had had an op­por­tu­ni­ty of ap­pre­ci­at­ing in var­i­ous en­coun­ters, whom drunk­en­ness, un­lucky sword-thrusts, un­ex­pect­ed win­nings at play, or the eco­nom­i­cal re­forms of Mazarin, had forced to seek shade and soli­tude, those two great con­sol­ers of ir­ri­tat­ed and chaf­ing spir­its. They bore up­on their coun­te­nances and in their vest­ments the traces of the heartaches they had un­der­gone. Some had their vis­ages scarred—all had their clothes in rags. D’Artag­nan com­fort­ed the most needy of these broth­er­ly mis­eries by a pru­dent dis­tri­bu­tion of the crowns of the com­pa­ny; then, hav­ing tak­en care that these crowns should be em­ployed in the phys­i­cal im­prove­ment of the troop, he ap­point­ed a tryst­ing place in the north of France, be­tween Bergues and Saint Omer. Six days were al­lowed as the ut­most term, and d’Artag­nan was suf­fi­cient­ly ac­quaint­ed with the good­will, the good-hu­mor, and the rel­a­tive pro­bity of these il­lus­tri­ous re­cruits, to be cer­tain that not one of them would fail in his ap­point­ment. These or­ders giv­en, this ren­dezvous fixed, he went to bid farewell to Planchet, who asked news of his army. D’Artag­nan did not think it prop­er to in­form him of the re­duc­tion he had made in his per­son­nel. He feared that the con­fi­dence of his as­so­ciate would be abat­ed by such an avow­al. Planchet was de­light­ed to learn that the army was levied, and that he (Planchet) found him­self a kind of half king, who from his throne-counter kept in pay a body of troops des­tined to make war against per­fid­i­ous Al­bion, that en­e­my of all true French hearts. Planchet paid down, in dou­ble louis, twen­ty thou­sand livres to d’Artag­nan, on the part of him­self (Planchet), and twen­ty thou­sand livres, still in dou­ble louis, in ac­count with d’Artag­nan. D’Artag­nan placed each of the twen­ty thou­sand francs in a bag, and weigh­ing a bag in each hand—“This mon­ey is very em­bar­rass­ing, my dear Planchet,” said he. “Do you know this weighs thir­ty pounds?”

			“Bah! your horse will car­ry that like a feath­er.”

			D’Artag­nan shook his head. “Don’t tell me such things, Planchet: a horse over­load­ed with thir­ty pounds, in ad­di­tion to the rid­er and his port­man­teau, can­not cross a riv­er so eas­i­ly—can­not leap over a wall or ditch so light­ly; and the horse fail­ing, the horse­man fails. It is true that you, Planchet, who have served in the in­fantry, may not be aware of all that.”

			“Then what is to be done, Mon­sieur?” said Planchet, great­ly em­bar­rassed.

			“Lis­ten to me,” said d’Artag­nan. “I will pay my army on its re­turn home. Keep my half of twen­ty thou­sand livres, which you can use dur­ing that time.”

			“And my half?” said Planchet.

			“I shall take that with me.”

			“Your con­fi­dence does me hon­or,” said Planchet: “but sup­pos­ing you should not re­turn?”

			“That is pos­si­ble, though not very prob­a­ble. Then, Planchet, in case I should not re­turn—give me a pen; I will make my will.” D’Artag­nan took a pen and some pa­per, and wrote up­on a plain sheet—“I, d’Artag­nan, pos­sess twen­ty thou­sand livres, laid up cent by cent dur­ing thir­ty years that I have been in the ser­vice of His Majesty the king of France. I leave five thou­sand to Athos, five thou­sand to Porthos, and five thou­sand to Aramis, that they may give the said sums in my name and their own to my young friend Raoul, Vi­comte de Bragelonne. I give the re­main­ing five thou­sand to Planchet, that he may dis­trib­ute the fif­teen thou­sand with less re­gret among my friends. With which pur­pose I sign these presents.—D’Artag­nan.”

			Planchet ap­peared very cu­ri­ous to know what d’Artag­nan had writ­ten.

			“Here,” said the mus­ke­teer, “read it.”

			On read­ing the last lines the tears came in­to Planchet’s eyes. “You think, then, that I would not have giv­en the mon­ey with­out that? Then I will have none of your five thou­sand francs.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled. “Ac­cept it, ac­cept it, Planchet; and in that way you will on­ly lose fif­teen thou­sand francs in­stead of twen­ty thou­sand, and you will not be tempt­ed to dis­re­gard the sig­na­ture of your mas­ter and friend, by los­ing noth­ing at all.”

			How well that dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan knew the hearts of men and gro­cers! They who have pro­nounced Don Quixote mad be­cause he rode out to the con­quest of an em­pire with no­body but San­cho his squire, and they who have pro­nounced San­cho mad be­cause he ac­com­pa­nied his mas­ter in his at­tempt to con­quer the said em­pire—they cer­tain­ly will have no hes­i­ta­tion in ex­tend­ing the same judg­ment to d’Artag­nan and Planchet. And yet the first passed for one of the most sub­tle spir­its among the as­tute spir­its of the court of France. As to the sec­ond, he had ac­quired by good right the rep­u­ta­tion of hav­ing one of the long­est heads among the gro­cers of the Rue des Lom­bards; con­se­quent­ly of Paris, and con­se­quent­ly of France. Now, to con­sid­er these two men from the point of view from which you would con­sid­er oth­er men, and the means by the aid of which they con­tem­plat­ed to re­store a monarch to his throne, com­pared with oth­er means, the shal­low­est brains of the coun­try where brains are most shal­low must have re­volt­ed against the pre­sump­tu­ous mad­ness of the lieu­tenant and the stu­pid­i­ty of his as­so­ciate. For­tu­nate­ly, d’Artag­nan was not a man to lis­ten to the idle talk of those around him, or to the com­ments that were made on him­self. He had adopt­ed the mot­to, “Act well, and let peo­ple talk.” Planchet, on his part had adopt­ed this, “Act and say noth­ing.” It re­sult­ed from this, that, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of all su­pe­ri­or ge­nius­es, these two men flat­tered them­selves, in­tra pec­tus, with be­ing in the right against all who found fault with them.

			As a be­gin­ning, d’Artag­nan set out in the finest of pos­si­ble weath­er, with­out a cloud in the heav­ens—with­out a cloud on his mind, joy­ous and strong, calm and de­cid­ed, great in his res­o­lu­tion, and con­se­quent­ly car­ry­ing with him a ten­fold dose of that po­tent flu­id which the shocks of mind cause to spring from the nerves, and which pro­cure for the hu­man ma­chine a force and an in­flu­ence of which fu­ture ages will ren­der, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty, a more arith­meti­cal ac­count than we can pos­si­bly do at present. He was again, as in times past, on that same road of ad­ven­tures which had led him to Boulogne, and which he was now trav­el­ing for the fourth time. It ap­peared to him that he could al­most rec­og­nize the trace of his own steps up­on the road, and that of his fist up­on the doors of the hostel­ries;—his mem­o­ry, al­ways ac­tive and present, brought back that youth which nei­ther thir­ty years lat­er his great heart nor his wrist of steel would have be­lied. What a rich na­ture was that of this man! He had all the pas­sions, all the de­fects, all the weak­ness­es, and the spir­it of con­tra­dic­tion fa­mil­iar to his un­der­stand­ing changed all these im­per­fec­tions in­to cor­re­spond­ing qual­i­ties. D’Artag­nan, thanks to his ev­er ac­tive imag­i­na­tion, was afraid of a shad­ow, and ashamed of be­ing afraid, he marched straight up to that shad­ow, and then be­came ex­trav­a­gant in his brav­ery, if the dan­ger proved to be re­al. Thus ev­ery­thing in him was emo­tion, and there­fore en­joy­ment. He loved the so­ci­ety of oth­ers, but nev­er be­came tired of his own; and more than once, if he could have been heard when he was alone, he might have been seen laugh­ing at the jokes he re­lat­ed to him­self, or the tricks his imag­i­na­tion cre­at­ed just five min­utes be­fore en­nui might have been looked for. D’Artag­nan was not per­haps so gay this time as he would have been with the prospect of find­ing some good friends at Calais, in­stead of join­ing the ten scamps there; melan­choly, how­ev­er, did not vis­it him more than once a day, and it was about five vis­its that he re­ceived from that somber de­ity be­fore he got sight of the sea at Boulogne, and then these vis­its were in­deed but short. But when once d’Artag­nan found him­self near the field of ac­tion, all oth­er feel­ings but that of con­fi­dence dis­ap­peared nev­er to re­turn. From Boulogne he fol­lowed the coast to Calais. Calais was the place of gen­er­al ren­dezvous, and at Calais he had named to each of his re­cruits the hostel­ry of Le Grand Monar­que, where liv­ing was not ex­trav­a­gant, where sailors messed, and where men of the sword, with sheath of leather, be it un­der­stood, found lodg­ing, ta­ble, food, and all the com­forts of life, for thir­ty sous per diem. D’Artag­nan pro­posed to him­self to take them by sur­prise in fla­grante delic­to of wan­der­ing life, and to judge by the first ap­pear­ance if he could count on them as trusty com­pan­ions.

			He ar­rived at Calais at half past four in the af­ter­noon.
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			The hostel­ry of Le Grand Monar­que was sit­u­at­ed in a lit­tle street par­al­lel to the port with­out look­ing out up­on the port it­self. Some lanes cut—as steps cut the two par­al­lels of the lad­der—the two great straight lines of the port and the street. By these lanes pas­sen­gers came sud­den­ly from the port in­to the street, or from the street on to the port. D’Artag­nan, ar­rived at the port, took one of these lanes, and came out in front of the hostel­ry of Le Grand Monar­que. The mo­ment was well cho­sen and might re­mind d’Artag­nan of his start in life at the hostel­ry of the Franc-Me­u­nier at Me­ung. Some sailors who had been play­ing at dice had start­ed a quar­rel, and were threat­en­ing each oth­er fu­ri­ous­ly. The host, host­ess, and two lads were watch­ing with anx­i­ety the cir­cle of these an­gry gam­blers, from the midst of which war seemed ready to break forth, bristling with knives and hatch­ets. The play, nev­er­the­less, was con­tin­ued. A stone bench was oc­cu­pied by two men, who ap­peared thence to watch the door; four ta­bles, placed at the back of the com­mon cham­ber, were oc­cu­pied by eight oth­er in­di­vid­u­als. Nei­ther the men at the door, nor those at the ta­bles took any part in the play or the quar­rel. D’Artag­nan rec­og­nized his ten men in these cold, in­dif­fer­ent spec­ta­tors. The quar­rel went on in­creas­ing. Ev­ery pas­sion has, like the sea, its tide which as­cends and de­scends. Reach­ing the cli­max of pas­sion, one sailor over­turned the ta­ble and the mon­ey which was up­on it. The ta­ble fell, and the mon­ey rolled about. In an in­stant all be­long­ing to the hostel­ry threw them­selves up­on the stakes, and many a piece of sil­ver was picked up by peo­ple who stole away whilst the sailors were scuf­fling with each oth­er.

			The two men on the bench and the eight at the ta­bles, al­though they seemed per­fect strangers to each oth­er, these ten men alone, we say, ap­peared to have agreed to re­main im­pas­si­ble amidst the cries of fury and the chink­ing of mon­ey. Two on­ly con­tent­ed them­selves with push­ing with their feet com­bat­ants who came un­der their ta­ble. Two oth­ers, rather than take part in this dis­tur­bance, buried their hands in their pock­ets; and an­oth­er two jumped up­on the ta­ble they oc­cu­pied, as peo­ple do to avoid be­ing sub­merged by over­flow­ing wa­ter.

			Come, come, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, not hav­ing lost one of the de­tails we have re­lat­ed, this is a very fair gath­er­ing—cir­cum­spect, calm, ac­cus­tomed to dis­tur­bance, ac­quaint­ed with blows! Peste! I have been lucky.

			All at once his at­ten­tion was called to a par­tic­u­lar part of the room. The two men who had pushed the strug­glers with their feet, were as­sailed with abuse by the sailors, who had be­come rec­on­ciled. One of them, half drunk with pas­sion, and quite drunk with beer, came, in a men­ac­ing man­ner, to de­mand of the short­er of these two sages by what right he had touched with his foot crea­tures of the good God, who were not dogs. And whilst putting this ques­tion, in or­der to make it more di­rect, he ap­plied his great fist to the nose of d’Artag­nan’s re­cruit.

			This man be­came pale, with­out its be­ing to be dis­cerned whether his pal­lor arose from anger or fear; see­ing which, the sailor con­clud­ed it was from fear, and raised his fist with the man­i­fest in­ten­tion of let­ting it fall up­on the head of the stranger. But though the threat­ened man did not ap­pear to move, he dealt the sailor such a se­vere blow in the stom­ach that he sent him rolling and howl­ing to the oth­er side of the room. At the same in­stant, ral­lied by the es­pir­it de corps, all the com­rades of the con­quered man fell up­on the con­queror.

			The lat­ter, with the same cool­ness of which he had giv­en proof, with­out com­mit­ting the im­pru­dence of touch­ing his weapons, took up a beer-pot with a pewter-lid, and knocked down two or three of his as­sailants; then, as he was about to yield to num­bers, the sev­en oth­er silent men at the ta­bles, who had not yet stirred, per­ceived that their cause was at stake, and came to the res­cue. At the same time, the two in­dif­fer­ent spec­ta­tors at the door turned round with frown­ing bows, in­di­cat­ing their ev­i­dent in­ten­tion of tak­ing the en­e­my in the rear, if the en­e­my did not cease their ag­gres­sions.

			The host, his helpers, and two watch­men who were pass­ing, and who from the cu­rios­i­ty had pen­e­trat­ed too far in­to the room, were mixed up in the tu­mult and show­ered with blows. The Parisians hit like Cy­clops, with an en­sem­ble and a tac­tic de­light­ful to be­hold. At length, obliged to beat a re­treat be­fore su­pe­ri­or num­bers, they formed an en­trench­ment be­hind the large ta­ble, which they raised by main force; whilst the two oth­ers, arm­ing them­selves each with a tres­tle, and us­ing it like a great sledge­ham­mer, knocked down at a blow eight sailors up­on whose heads they had brought their mon­strous cat­a­pult in play. The floor was al­ready strewn with wound­ed, and the room filled with cries and dust, when d’Artag­nan, sat­is­fied with the test, ad­vanced, sword in hand, and strik­ing with the pom­mel ev­ery head that came in his way, he ut­tered a vig­or­ous holà! which put an in­stan­ta­neous end to the con­flict. A great back-flood di­rect­ly took place from the cen­ter to the sides of the room, so that d’Artag­nan found him­self iso­lat­ed and dom­i­na­tor.

			“What is this all about?” then de­mand­ed he of the as­sem­bly, with the ma­jes­tic tone of Nep­tune pro­nounc­ing the Qu­os ego.

			At the very in­stant, at the first sound of his voice, to car­ry on the Vir­gilian metaphor, d’Artag­nan’s re­cruits, rec­og­niz­ing each his sov­er­eign lord, dis­con­tin­ued their plank-fight­ing and tres­tle blows. On their side, the sailors, see­ing that long naked sword, that mar­tial air, and the ag­ile arm which came to the res­cue of their en­e­mies, in the per­son of a man who seemed ac­cus­tomed to com­mand, the sailors picked up their wound­ed and their pitch­ers. The Parisians wiped their brows, and viewed their lead­er with re­spect. D’Artag­nan was load­ed with thanks by the host of Le Grand Monar­que. He re­ceived them like a man who knows that noth­ing is be­ing of­fered that does not be­long to him, and then said he would go and walk up­on the port till sup­per was ready. Im­me­di­ate­ly each of the re­cruits, who un­der­stood the sum­mons, took his hat, brushed the dust off his clothes, and fol­lowed d’Artag­nan. But d’Artag­nan, whilst walk­ing and ob­serv­ing, took care not to stop; he di­rect­ed his course to­wards the downs, and the ten men—sur­prised at find­ing them­selves go­ing in the track of each oth­er, un­easy at see­ing on their right, on their left, and be­hind them, com­pan­ions up­on whom they had not reck­oned—fol­lowed him, cast­ing furtive glances at each oth­er. It was not till he had ar­rived at the hol­low part of the deep­est down that d’Artag­nan, smil­ing to see them out­done, turned to­wards them, mak­ing a friend­ly sign with his hand.

			“Eh! come, come, gen­tle­men,” said he, “let us not de­vour each oth­er; you are made to live to­geth­er, to un­der­stand each oth­er in all re­spects, and not to de­vour one an­oth­er.”

			In­stant­ly all hes­i­ta­tion ceased; the men breathed as if they had been tak­en out of a cof­fin, and ex­am­ined each oth­er com­pla­cent­ly. Af­ter this ex­am­i­na­tion they turned their eyes to­wards their lead­er, who had long been ac­quaint­ed with the art of speak­ing to men of that class, and who im­pro­vised the fol­low­ing lit­tle speech, pro­nounced with an en­er­gy tru­ly Gas­con:

			“Gen­tle­men, you all know who I am. I have en­gaged you from know­ing you to be brave, and will­ing to as­so­ciate you with me in a glo­ri­ous en­ter­prise. Imag­ine that in la­bor­ing for me you la­bor for the king. I on­ly warn you that if you al­low any­thing of this sup­po­si­tion to ap­pear, I shall be forced to crack your skulls im­me­di­ate­ly, in the man­ner most con­ve­nient to me. You are not ig­no­rant, gen­tle­men, that state se­crets are like a mor­tal poi­son: as long as that poi­son is in its box and the box is closed, it is not in­ju­ri­ous; out of the box, it kills. Now draw near, and you shall know as much of this se­cret as I am able to tell you.” All drew close to him with an ex­pres­sion of cu­rios­i­ty. “Ap­proach,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “and let not the bird which pass­es over our heads, the rab­bit which sports on the downs, the fish which bounds from the wa­ters, hear us. Our busi­ness is to learn and to re­port to Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances to what ex­tent Eng­lish smug­gling is in­ju­ri­ous to the French mer­chants. I shall en­ter ev­ery place, and see ev­ery­thing. We are poor Pi­card fish­er­men, thrown up­on the coast by a storm. It is cer­tain that we must sell fish, nei­ther more nor less, like true fish­er­men. On­ly peo­ple might guess who we are, and might mo­lest us; it is there­fore nec­es­sary that we should be in a con­di­tion to de­fend our­selves. And this is why I have se­lect­ed men of spir­it and courage. We shall lead a steady life, and not in­cur much dan­ger, see­ing that we have be­hind us a pow­er­ful pro­tec­tor, thanks to whom no em­bar­rass­ment is pos­si­ble. One thing alone puz­zles me; but I hope that af­ter a short ex­pla­na­tion, you will re­lieve me from that dif­fi­cul­ty. The thing which puz­zles me is tak­ing with me a crew of stupid fish­er­men, which crew will an­noy me im­mense­ly, whilst if, by chance, there were among you any who have seen the sea—”

			“Oh! don’t let that trou­ble you,” said one of the re­cruits; “I was a pris­on­er among the pi­rates of Tu­nis three years, and can ma­neu­ver a boat like an ad­mi­ral.”

			“See,” said d’Artag­nan, “what an ad­mirable thing chance is!” D’Artag­nan pro­nounced these words with an in­de­fin­able tone of feigned bon­homie, for he knew very well that the vic­tim of the pi­rates was an old cor­sair, and had en­gaged him in con­se­quence of that knowl­edge. But d’Artag­nan nev­er said more than there was need to say, in or­der to leave peo­ple in doubt. He paid him­self with the ex­pla­na­tion, and wel­comed the ef­fect, with­out ap­pear­ing to be pre­oc­cu­pied with the cause.

			“And I,” said a sec­ond, “I, by chance, had an un­cle who di­rect­ed the works of the port of La Rochelle. When quite a child, I played about the boats, and I know how to han­dle an oar or a sail as well as the best Po­nan­tais sailor.” The lat­ter did not lie much more than the first, for he had rowed on board His Majesty’s gal­leys six years, at Cio­tat. Two oth­ers were more frank: they con­fessed hon­est­ly that they had served on board a ves­sel as sol­diers on pun­ish­ment, and did not blush for it. D’Artag­nan found him­self, then, the lead­er of ten men of war and four sailors, hav­ing at once a land army and a sea force, which would have car­ried the pride of Planchet to its height, if Planchet had known the de­tails.

			Noth­ing was now left but ar­rang­ing the gen­er­al or­ders, and d’Artag­nan gave them with pre­ci­sion. He en­joined his men to be ready to set out for the Hague, some fol­low­ing the coast which leads to Breskens, oth­ers the road to Antwerp. The ren­dezvous was giv­en, by cal­cu­lat­ing each day’s march, a fort­night from that time, up­on the chief place at the Hague. D’Artag­nan rec­om­mend­ed his men to go in cou­ples, as they liked best, from sym­pa­thy. He him­self se­lect­ed from among those with the least dis­rep­utable look, two guards whom he had for­mer­ly known, and whose on­ly faults were be­ing drunk­ards and gam­blers. These men had not en­tire­ly lost all ideas of civ­i­liza­tion, and un­der prop­er gar­ments their hearts would beat again. D’Artag­nan, not to cre­ate any jeal­ousy with the oth­ers, made the rest go for­ward. He kept his two se­lect­ed ones, clothed them from his own wardrobe, and set out with them.

			It was to these two, whom he seemed to hon­or with an ab­so­lute con­fi­dence, that d’Artag­nan im­part­ed a false se­cret, des­tined to se­cure the suc­cess of the ex­pe­di­tion. He con­fessed to them that the ob­ject was not to learn to what ex­tent French mer­chants were in­jured by Eng­lish smug­gling, but to learn how far French smug­gling could an­noy Eng­lish trade. These men ap­peared con­vinced; they were ef­fec­tive­ly so. D’Artag­nan was quite sure that at the first de­bauch, when thor­ough­ly drunk, one of the two would di­vulge the se­cret to the whole band. His game ap­peared in­fal­li­ble.

			A fort­night af­ter all we have said had tak­en place at Calais, the whole troop as­sem­bled at the Hague.

			Then d’Artag­nan per­ceived that all his men, with re­mark­able in­tel­li­gence, had al­ready trav­es­tied them­selves in­to sailors, more or less ill-treat­ed by the sea. D’Artag­nan left them to sleep in a den in Newk­erke street, whilst he lodged com­fort­ably up­on the Grand Canal. He learned that the king of Eng­land had come back to his old al­ly, William II of Nas­sau, stadthold­er of Hol­land. He learned al­so that the re­fusal of Louis XIV had a lit­tle cooled the pro­tec­tion af­ford­ed him up to that time, and in con­se­quence he had gone to re­side in a lit­tle vil­lage house at Schevenin­gen, sit­u­at­ed in the downs, on the seashore, about a league from the Hague.

			There, it was said, the un­for­tu­nate ban­ished king con­soled him­self in his ex­ile, by look­ing, with the melan­choly pe­cu­liar to the princes of his race, at that im­mense North Sea, which sep­a­rat­ed him from his Eng­land, as it had for­mer­ly sep­a­rat­ed Mary Stu­art from France. There, be­hind the trees of the beau­ti­ful wood of Schevenin­gen, on the fine sand up­on which grows the gold­en broom of the down, Charles II veg­e­tat­ed as it did, more un­for­tu­nate, for he had life and thought, and he hoped and de­spaired by turns.

			D’Artag­nan went once as far as Schevenin­gen, in or­der to be cer­tain that all was true that was said of the king. He be­held Charles II, pen­sive and alone, com­ing out of a lit­tle door open­ing in­to the wood, and walk­ing on the beach in the set­ting sun, with­out even at­tract­ing the at­ten­tion of the fish­er­men, who, on their re­turn in the evening, drew, like the an­cient mariners of the Ar­chi­pel­ago, their barks up up­on the sand of the shore.

			D’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the king; he saw him fix his melan­choly look up­on the im­mense ex­tent of the wa­ters, and ab­sorb up­on his pale coun­te­nance the red rays of the sun al­ready cut by the black line of the hori­zon. Then Charles re­turned to his iso­lat­ed abode, al­ways alone, slow and sad, amus­ing him­self with mak­ing the fri­able and mov­ing sand creak be­neath his feet.

			That very evening d’Artag­nan hired for a thou­sand livres a fish­ing-boat worth four thou­sand. He paid a thou­sand livres down, and de­posit­ed the three thou­sand with a Bur­go­mas­ter, af­ter which he brought on board, with­out their be­ing seen, the six men who formed his land army; and with the ris­ing tide, at three o’clock in the morn­ing, he got in­to the open sea, ma­neu­ver­ing os­ten­si­bly with the four oth­ers, and de­pend­ing up­on the sci­ence of his gal­ley slave as up­on that of the first pi­lot of the port.
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				In Which the Au­thor, Very Un­will­ing­ly, Is Forced to Write a Lit­tle His­to­ry

			
			While kings and men were thus oc­cu­pied with Eng­land, which gov­erned it­self quite alone, and which, it must be said in its praise, had nev­er been so bad­ly gov­erned, a man up­on whom God had fixed his eye, and placed his fin­ger, a man pre­des­tined to write his name in bril­liant let­ters up­on the page of his­to­ry, was pur­su­ing in the face of the world a work full of mys­tery and au­dac­i­ty. He went on, and no one knew whith­er he meant to go, al­though not on­ly Eng­land, but France, and Eu­rope, watched him march­ing with a firm step and head held high. All that was known of this man we are about to tell.

			Mon­ck had just de­clared him­self in fa­vor of the lib­er­ty of the Rump Par­lia­ment, a par­lia­ment which Gen­er­al Lam­bert, im­i­tat­ing Cromwell, whose lieu­tenant he had been, had just blocked up so close­ly, in or­der to bring it to his will, that no mem­ber, dur­ing all the block­ade, was able to go out, and on­ly one, Pe­ter Went­worth, had been able to get in.

			Lam­bert and Mon­ck—ev­ery­thing was summed up in these two men; the first rep­re­sent­ing mil­i­tary despo­tism, the sec­ond pure re­pub­li­can­ism. These men were the two sole po­lit­i­cal rep­re­sen­ta­tives of that rev­o­lu­tion in which Charles I had first lost his crown, and af­ter­wards his head. As re­gard­ed Lam­bert, he did not dis­sem­ble his views; he sought to es­tab­lish a mil­i­tary gov­ern­ment, and to be him­self the head of that gov­ern­ment.

			Mon­ck, a rigid re­pub­li­can, some said, wished to main­tain the Rump Par­lia­ment, that vis­i­ble though de­gen­er­at­ed rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the re­pub­lic. Mon­ck, art­ful and am­bi­tious, said oth­ers, wished sim­ply to make of this par­lia­ment, which he af­fect­ed to pro­tect, a sol­id step by which to mount the throne which Cromwell had left emp­ty, but up­on which he had nev­er dared to take his seat.

			Thus Lam­bert by per­se­cut­ing the par­lia­ment, and Mon­ck by declar­ing for it, had mu­tu­al­ly pro­claimed them­selves en­e­mies of each oth­er. Mon­ck and Lam­bert, there­fore, had at first thought of cre­at­ing an army each for him­self: Mon­ck in Scot­land, where were the Pres­by­te­ri­ans and the roy­al­ists, that is to say, the mal­con­tents; Lam­bert in Lon­don, where was found, as is al­ways the case, the strong­est op­po­si­tion to the ex­ist­ing pow­er which it had be­neath its eyes.

			Mon­ck had paci­fied Scot­land, he had there formed for him­self an army, and found an asy­lum. The one watched the oth­er. Mon­ck knew that the day was not yet come, the day marked by the Lord for a great change; his sword, there­fore, ap­peared glued to the sheath. In­ex­pugnable in his wild and moun­tain­ous Scot­land, an ab­so­lute gen­er­al, king of an army of eleven thou­sand old sol­diers, whom he had more than once led on to vic­to­ry; as well-in­formed, nay, even bet­ter, of the af­fairs of Lon­don, than Lam­bert, who held gar­ri­son in the city—such was the po­si­tion of Mon­ck, when, at a hun­dred leagues from Lon­don, he de­clared him­self for the par­lia­ment. Lam­bert, on the con­trary, as we have said, lived in the cap­i­tal. That was the cen­ter of all his op­er­a­tions, and he there col­lect­ed all around him all his friends, and all the peo­ple of the low­er class, eter­nal­ly in­clined to cher­ish the en­e­mies of con­sti­tut­ed pow­er.

			It was then in Lon­don that Lam­bert learnt the sup­port that, from the fron­tiers of Scot­land, Mon­ck lent to the par­lia­ment. He judged there was no time to be lost, and that the Tweed was not so far dis­tant from the Thames that an army could not march from one riv­er to the oth­er, par­tic­u­lar­ly when it was well com­mand­ed. He knew, be­sides, that as fast as the sol­diers of Mon­ck pen­e­trat­ed in­to Eng­land, they would form on their route that ball of snow, the em­blem of the globe of for­tune, which is for the am­bi­tious noth­ing but a step grow­ing un­ceas­ing­ly high­er to con­duct him to his ob­ject. He got to­geth­er, there­fore, his army, for­mi­da­ble at the same time for its com­po­si­tion and its num­bers, and has­tened to meet Mon­ck, who, on his part, like a pru­dent nav­i­ga­tor sail­ing amidst rocks, ad­vanced by very short march­es, lis­ten­ing to the re­ports and scent­ing the air which came from Lon­don.

			The two armies came in sight of each oth­er near New­cas­tle; Lam­bert, ar­riv­ing first, en­camped in the city it­self. Mon­ck, al­ways cir­cum­spect, stopped where he was, and placed his gen­er­al quar­ters at Cold­stream, on the Tweed. The sight of Lam­bert spread joy through Mon­ck’s army, whilst, on the con­trary, the sight of Mon­ck threw dis­or­der in­to Lam­bert’s army. It might have been thought that these in­trepid war­riors, who had made such a noise in the streets of Lon­don, had set out with the hopes of meet­ing no one, and that now see­ing that they had met an army, and that that army hoist­ed be­fore them not on­ly a stan­dard, but still fur­ther, a cause and a prin­ci­ple—it might have been be­lieved, we say, that these in­trepid war­riors had be­gun to re­flect that they were less good re­pub­li­cans than the sol­diers of Mon­ck, since the lat­ter sup­port­ed the par­lia­ment; whilst Lam­bert sup­port­ed noth­ing, not even him­self.

			As to Mon­ck, if he had had to re­flect, or if he did re­flect, it must have been af­ter a sad fash­ion, for his­to­ry re­lates—and that mod­est dame, it is well known, nev­er lies—his­to­ry re­lates, that the day of his ar­rival at Cold­stream search was made in vain through­out the place for a sin­gle sheep.

			If Mon­ck had com­mand­ed an Eng­lish army, that was enough to have brought about a gen­er­al de­ser­tion. But it is not with the Scots as it is with the Eng­lish, to whom that flu­id flesh which is called blood is a para­mount ne­ces­si­ty; the Scots, a poor and sober race, live up­on a lit­tle bar­ley crushed be­tween two stones, di­lut­ed with the wa­ter of the foun­tain, and cooked up­on an­oth­er stone, heat­ed.

			The Scots, their dis­tri­bu­tion of bar­ley be­ing made, cared very lit­tle whether there was or was not any meat in Cold­stream. Mon­ck, lit­tle ac­cus­tomed to bar­ley-cakes, was hun­gry, and his staff, at least as hun­gry as him­self, looked with anx­i­ety right and left, to know what was be­ing pre­pared for sup­per.

			Mon­ck or­dered search to be made; his scouts had on ar­riv­ing in the place found it de­sert­ed and the cup­boards emp­ty; up­on butch­ers and bak­ers it was of no use de­pend­ing in Cold­stream. The small­est morsel of bread, then, could not be found for the gen­er­al’s ta­ble.

			As ac­counts suc­ceed­ed each oth­er, all equal­ly un­sat­is­fac­to­ry, Mon­ck, see­ing ter­ror and dis­cour­age­ment up­on ev­ery face, de­clared that he was not hun­gry; be­sides, they should eat on the mor­row, since Lam­bert was there prob­a­bly with the in­ten­tion of giv­ing bat­tle, and con­se­quent­ly would give up his pro­vi­sions, if he were forced from New­cas­tle, or for­ev­er to re­lieve Mon­ck’s sol­diers from hunger if he con­quered.

			This con­so­la­tion was on­ly ef­fi­ca­cious up­on a very small num­ber; but of what im­por­tance was it to Mon­ck? for Mon­ck was very ab­so­lute, un­der the ap­pear­ance of the most per­fect mild­ness. Ev­ery­one, there­fore, was obliged to be sat­is­fied, or at least to ap­pear so. Mon­ck, quite as hun­gry as his peo­ple, but af­fect­ing per­fect in­dif­fer­ence for the ab­sent mut­ton, cut a frag­ment of to­bac­co, half an inch long, from the carotte of a sergeant who formed part of his suite, and be­gan to mas­ti­cate the said frag­ment, as­sur­ing his lieu­tenant that hunger was a chimera, and that, be­sides, peo­ple were nev­er hun­gry when they had any­thing to chew.

			This joke sat­is­fied some of those who had re­sist­ed Mon­ck’s first de­duc­tion drawn from the neigh­bor­hood of Lam­bert’s army; the num­ber of the dis­sentients di­min­ished great­ly; the guard took their posts, the pa­trols be­gan, and the gen­er­al con­tin­ued his fru­gal repast be­neath his open tent.

			Be­tween his camp and that of the en­e­my stood an old abbey, of which, at the present day, there on­ly re­main some ru­ins, but which then was in ex­is­tence, and was called New­cas­tle Abbey. It was built up­on a vast site, in­de­pen­dent at once of the plain and of the riv­er, be­cause it was al­most a marsh fed by springs and kept up by rains. Nev­er­the­less, in the midst of these pools of wa­ter, cov­ered with long grass, rush­es, and reeds, were seen sol­id spots of ground, for­mer­ly used as the kitchen-gar­den, the park, the plea­sure-gar­dens, and oth­er de­pen­den­cies of the abbey, look­ing like one of those great sea-spi­ders, whose body is round, whilst the claws go di­verg­ing round from this cir­cum­fer­ence.

			The kitchen-gar­den, one of the long­est claws of the abbey, ex­tend­ed to Mon­ck’s camp. Un­for­tu­nate­ly it was, as we have said, ear­ly in June, and the kitchen-gar­den, be­ing aban­doned, of­fered no re­sources.

			Mon­ck had or­dered this spot to be guard­ed, as most sub­ject to sur­pris­es. The fires of the en­e­my’s gen­er­al were plain­ly to be per­ceived on the oth­er side of the abbey. But be­tween these fires and the abbey ex­tend­ed the Tweed, un­fold­ing its lu­mi­nous scales be­neath the thick shade of tall green oaks. Mon­ck was per­fect­ly well ac­quaint­ed with this po­si­tion, New­cas­tle and its en­vi­rons hav­ing al­ready more than once been his head­quar­ters. He knew that by this day his en­e­my might with­out doubt throw a few scouts in­to these ru­ins and pro­mote a skir­mish, but that by night he would take care to ab­stain from such a risk. He felt him­self, there­fore, in se­cu­ri­ty.

			Thus his sol­diers saw him, af­ter what he boast­ing­ly called his sup­per—that is to say, af­ter the ex­er­cise of mas­ti­ca­tion re­port­ed by us at the com­mence­ment of this chap­ter—like Napoleon on the eve of Auster­litz, seat­ed asleep in his rush chair, half be­neath the light of his lamp, half be­neath the re­flec­tion of the moon, com­menc­ing its as­cent in the heav­ens, which de­not­ed that it was near­ly half past nine in the evening. All at once Mon­ck was roused from his half sleep, fic­ti­tious per­haps, by a troop of sol­diers, who came with joy­ous cries, and kicked the poles of his tent with a hum­ming noise as if on pur­pose to wake him. There was no need of so much noise; the gen­er­al opened his eyes quick­ly.

			“Well, my chil­dren, what is go­ing on now?” asked the gen­er­al.

			“Gen­er­al!” replied sev­er­al voic­es at once, “Gen­er­al! you shall have some sup­per.”

			“I have had my sup­per, gen­tle­men,” replied he qui­et­ly, “and was com­fort­ably di­gest­ing it, as you see. But come in, and tell me what brings you hith­er.”

			“Good news, gen­er­al.”

			“Bah! Has Lam­bert sent us word that he will fight to­mor­row?”

			“No; but we have just cap­tured a fish­ing-boat con­vey­ing fish to New­cas­tle.”

			“And you have done very wrong, my friends. These gen­tle­men from Lon­don are del­i­cate, must have their first course; you will put them sad­ly out of hu­mor this evening, and to­mor­row they will be piti­less. It would re­al­ly be in good taste to send back to Lam­bert both his fish and his fish­er­men, un­less—” and the gen­er­al re­flect­ed an in­stant.

			“Tell me,” con­tin­ued he, “what are these fish­er­men, if you please?”

			“Some Pi­card sea­men who were fish­ing on the coasts of France or Hol­land, and who have been thrown up­on ours by a gale of wind.”

			“Do any among them speak our lan­guage?”

			“The lead­er spoke some few words of Eng­lish.”

			The mis­trust of the gen­er­al was awak­ened in pro­por­tion as fresh in­for­ma­tion reached him. “That is well,” said he. “I wish to see these men; bring them to me.”

			An of­fi­cer im­me­di­ate­ly went to fetch them.

			“How many are there of them?” con­tin­ued Mon­ck; “and what is their ves­sel?”

			“There are ten or twelve of them, gen­er­al, and they were aboard of a kind of chas­se-marée, as it is called—Dutch-built, ap­par­ent­ly.”

			“And you say they were car­ry­ing fish to Lam­bert’s camp?”

			“Yes, gen­er­al, and they seem to have had good luck in their fish­ing.”

			“Humph! We shall see that,” said Mon­ck.

			At this mo­ment the of­fi­cer re­turned, bring­ing the lead­er of the fish­er­men with him. He was a man from fifty to fifty-five years old, but good-look­ing for his age. He was of mid­dle height, and wore a jus­tau­corps of coarse wool, a cap pulled down over his eyes, a cut­lass hung from his belt, and he walked with the hes­i­ta­tion pe­cu­liar to sailors, who, nev­er know­ing, thanks to the move­ment of the ves­sel, whether their foot will be placed up­on the plank or up­on noth­ing, give to ev­ery one of their steps a fall as firm as if they were driv­ing a pile. Mon­ck, with an acute and pen­e­trat­ing look, ex­am­ined the fish­er­man for some time, while the lat­ter smiled, with that smile, half cun­ning, half sil­ly, pe­cu­liar to French peas­ants.

			“Do you speak Eng­lish?” asked Mon­ck, in ex­cel­lent French.

			“Ah! but bad­ly, my lord,” replied the fish­er­man.

			This re­ply was made much more with the live­ly and sharp ac­cen­tu­a­tion of the peo­ple be­yond the Loire, than with the slight­ly-drawl­ing ac­cent of the coun­tries of the west and north of France.

			“But you do speak it?” per­sist­ed Mon­ck, in or­der to ex­am­ine his ac­cent once more.

			“Eh! we men of the sea,” replied the fish­er­man, “speak a lit­tle of all lan­guages.”

			“Then you are a sea fish­er­man?”

			“I am at present, my lord—a fish­er­man, and a fa­mous fish­er­man, too. I have tak­en a bar­bel that weighs at least thir­ty pounds, and more than fifty mul­lets; I have al­so some lit­tle whit­ings that will fry beau­ti­ful­ly.”

			“You ap­pear to me to have fished more fre­quent­ly in the Gulf of Gas­cony than in the Chan­nel,” said Mon­ck, smil­ing.

			“Well, I am from the south; but does that pre­vent me from be­ing a good fish­er­man, my lord?”

			“Oh! not at all; I shall buy your fish. And now speak frankly; for whom did you des­tine them?”

			“My lord, I will con­ceal noth­ing from you. I was go­ing to New­cas­tle, fol­low­ing the coast, when a par­ty of horse­men who were pass­ing along in an op­po­site di­rec­tion made a sign to my bark to turn back to your hon­or’s camp, un­der penal­ty of a dis­charge of mus­ketry. As I was not armed for fight­ing,” added the fish­er­man, smil­ing, “I was forced to sub­mit.”

			“And why did you go to Lam­bert’s camp in pref­er­ence to mine?”

			“My lord, I will be frank; will your lord­ship per­mit me?”

			“Yes, and even if need be shall com­mand you to be so.”

			“Well, my lord, I was go­ing to M. Lam­bert’s camp be­cause those gen­tle­men from the city pay well—whilst your Scotch­men, Pu­ri­tans, Pres­by­te­ri­ans, Covenan­ters, or what­ev­er you choose to call them, eat but lit­tle, and pay for noth­ing.”

			Mon­ck shrugged his shoul­ders, with­out, how­ev­er, be­ing able to re­frain from smil­ing at the same time. “How is it that, be­ing from the south, you come to fish on our coasts?”

			“Be­cause I have been fool enough to mar­ry in Pi­cardy.”

			“Yes; but even Pi­cardy is not Eng­land.”

			“My lord, man shoves his boat in­to the sea, but God and the wind do the rest, and drive the boat where they please.”

			“You had, then, no in­ten­tion of land­ing on our coasts?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“And what route were you steer­ing?”

			“We were re­turn­ing from Os­tend, where some mack­er­el had al­ready been seen, when a sharp wind from the south drove us from our course; then, see­ing that it was use­less to strug­gle against it, we let it drive us. It then be­came nec­es­sary, not to lose our fish, which were good, to go and sell them at the near­est Eng­lish port, and that was New­cas­tle. We were told the op­por­tu­ni­ty was good, as there was an in­crease of pop­u­la­tion in the camp, an in­crease of pop­u­la­tion in the city; both, we were told, were full of gen­tle­men, very rich and very hun­gry. So we steered our course to­wards New­cas­tle.”

			“And your com­pan­ions, where are they?”

			“Oh, my com­pan­ions have re­mained on board; they are sailors with­out the least in­struc­tion.”

			“Whilst you—” said Mon­ck.

			“Who, I?” said the pa­tron, laugh­ing; “I have sailed about with my fa­ther; and I know what is called a sou, a crown, a pis­tole, a louis, and a dou­ble louis, in all the lan­guages of Eu­rope; my crew, there­fore, lis­ten to me as they would to an or­a­cle, and obey me as if I were an ad­mi­ral.”

			“Then it was you who pre­ferred M. Lam­bert as the best cus­tomer?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly. And, to be frank, my lord, was I wrong?”

			“You will see that by and by.”

			“At all events, my lord, if there is a fault, the fault is mine; and my com­rades should not be dealt hard­ly with on that ac­count.”

			This is de­cid­ed­ly an in­tel­li­gent, sharp fel­low, thought Mon­ck. Then, af­ter a few min­utes’ si­lence em­ployed in scru­ti­niz­ing the fish­er­man—“You come from Os­tend, did you not say?” asked the gen­er­al.

			“Yes, my lord, in a straight line.”

			“You have then heard of the af­fairs of the day; for I have no doubt that both in France and Hol­land they ex­cite in­ter­est. What is he do­ing who calls him­self king of Eng­land?”

			“Oh, my lord!” cried the fish­er­man, with loud and ex­pan­sive frank­ness, “that is a lucky ques­tion, and you could not put it to any­body bet­ter than to me, for in truth I can make you a fa­mous re­ply. Imag­ine, my lord, that when putting in­to Os­tend to sell the few mack­er­el we had caught, I saw the ex-king walk­ing on the downs wait­ing for his hors­es which were to take him to the Hague. He is a rather tall, pale man, with black hair, and some­what hard-fea­tured. He looks ill, and I don’t think the air of Hol­land agrees with him.”

			Mon­ck fol­lowed with the great­est at­ten­tion the rapid, height­ened, and dif­fuse con­ver­sa­tion of the fish­er­man, in a lan­guage which was not his own, but which, as we have said, he spoke with great fa­cil­i­ty. The fish­er­man, on his part, em­ployed some­times a French word, some­times an Eng­lish word, and some­times a word which ap­peared not to be­long to any lan­guage, but was, in truth, pure Gas­con. For­tu­nate­ly his eyes spoke for him, and that so elo­quent­ly, that it was pos­si­ble to lose a word from his mouth, but not a sin­gle in­ten­tion from his eyes. The gen­er­al ap­peared more and more sat­is­fied with his ex­am­i­na­tion. “You must have heard that this ex-king, as you call him, was go­ing to the Hague for some pur­pose?”

			“Oh, yes,” said the fish­er­man, “I heard that.”

			“And what was his pur­pose?”

			“Al­ways the same,” said the fish­er­man. “Must he not al­ways en­ter­tain the fixed idea of re­turn­ing to Eng­land?”

			“That is true,” said Mon­ck, pen­sive­ly.

			“With­out reck­on­ing,” added the fish­er­man, “that the stadthold­er—you know, my lord, William II?—”

			“Well?”

			“He will as­sist him with all his pow­er.”

			“Ah! did you hear that said?”

			“No, but I think so.”

			“You are quite a politi­cian, ap­par­ent­ly,” said Mon­ck.

			“Why, we sailors, my lord, who are ac­cus­tomed to study the wa­ter and the air—that is to say, the two most change­able things in the world—are sel­dom de­ceived as to the rest.”

			“Now, then,” said Mon­ck, chang­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, “I am told you are go­ing to pro­vi­sion us.”

			“I shall do my best, my lord.”

			“How much do you ask for your fish in the first place?”

			“Not such a fool as to name a price, my lord.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause my fish is yours.”

			“By what right?”

			“By that of the strong­est.”

			“But my in­ten­tion is to pay you for it.”

			“That is very gen­er­ous of you, my lord.”

			“And the worth of it—”

			“My lord, I fix no price.”

			“What do you ask, then?”

			“I on­ly ask to be per­mit­ted to go away.”

			“Where?—to Gen­er­al Lam­bert’s camp?”

			“I!” cried the fish­er­man; “what should I go to New­cas­tle for, now I have no longer any fish?”

			“At all events, lis­ten to me.”

			“I do, my lord.”

			“I shall give you some ad­vice.”

			“How, my lord!—pay me and give me good ad­vice like­wise! You over­whelm me, my lord.”

			Mon­ck looked more earnest­ly than ev­er at the fish­er­man, about whom he still ap­peared to en­ter­tain some sus­pi­cion. “Yes, I shall pay you, and give you a piece of ad­vice; for the two things are con­nect­ed. If you re­turn, then, to Gen­er­al Lam­bert—”

			The fish­er­man made a move­ment of his head and shoul­ders, which sig­ni­fied, “If he per­sists in it, I won’t con­tra­dict him.”

			“Do not cross the marsh,” con­tin­ued Mon­ck: “you will have mon­ey in your pock­et, and there are in the marsh some Scot­tish am­bus­caders I have placed there. Those peo­ple are very in­tractable; they un­der­stand but very lit­tle of the lan­guage which you speak, al­though it ap­pears to me to be com­posed of three lan­guages. They might take from you what I have giv­en you, and, on your re­turn to your coun­try, you would not fail to say that Gen­er­al Mon­ck has two hands, the one Scot­tish, and the oth­er Eng­lish; and that he takes back with the Scot­tish hand what he has giv­en with the Eng­lish hand.”

			“Oh! gen­er­al, I shall go where you like, be sure of that,” said the fish­er­man, with a fear too ex­pres­sive not to be ex­ag­ger­at­ed. “I on­ly wish to re­main here, if you will al­low me to re­main.”

			“I read­i­ly be­lieve you,” said Mon­ck, with an im­per­cep­ti­ble smile, “but I can­not, nev­er­the­less, keep you in my tent.”

			“I have no such wish, my lord, and de­sire on­ly that your lord­ship should point out where you will have me post­ed. Do not trou­ble your­self about us—with us a night soon pass­es away.”

			“You shall be con­duct­ed to your bark.”

			“As your lord­ship pleas­es. On­ly, if your lord­ship would al­low me to be tak­en back by a car­pen­ter, I should be ex­treme­ly grate­ful.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause the gen­tle­men of your army, in drag­ging my boat up the riv­er with a ca­ble pulled by their hors­es, have bat­tered it a lit­tle up­on the rocks of the shore, so that I have at least two feet of wa­ter in my hold, my lord.”

			“The greater rea­son why you should watch your boat, I think.”

			“My lord, I am quite at your or­ders,” said the fish­er­man; “I shall emp­ty my bas­kets where you wish; then you will pay me, if you please to do so; and you will send me away, if it ap­pears right to you. You see I am very eas­i­ly man­aged and pleased, my lord.”

			“Come, come, you are a very good sort of fel­low,” said Mon­ck, whose scru­ti­niz­ing glance had not been able to find a sin­gle shade in the clear eye of the fish­er­man. “Hol­loa, Dig­by!” An aid-de-camp ap­peared. “You will con­duct this good fel­low and his com­pan­ions to the lit­tle tents of the can­teens, in front of the marsh­es, so that they will be near their bark, and yet will not sleep on board tonight. What is the mat­ter, Sp­it­head?”

			Sp­it­head was the sergeant from whom Mon­ck had bor­rowed a piece of to­bac­co for his sup­per. Sp­it­head hav­ing en­tered the gen­er­al’s tent with­out be­ing sent for, had drawn this ques­tion from Mon­ck.

			“My lord,” said he, “a French gen­tle­man has just pre­sent­ed him­self at the out­posts and wish­es to speak to your hon­or.”

			All this was said, be it un­der­stood, in Eng­lish; but, not­with­stand­ing, it pro­duced a slight emo­tion in the fish­er­man, which Mon­ck, oc­cu­pied with his sergeant, did not re­mark.

			“Who is the gen­tle­man?” asked Mon­ck.

			“My lord,” replied Sp­it­head, “he told it me; but those dev­ils of French names are so dif­fi­cult to pro­nounce for a Scot­tish throat, that I could not re­tain it. I be­lieve, how­ev­er, from what the guards say, that it is the same gen­tle­man who pre­sent­ed him­self yes­ter­day at the halt, and whom your hon­or would not re­ceive.”

			“That is true; I was hold­ing a coun­cil of of­fi­cers.”

			“Will your hon­or give any or­ders re­spect­ing this gen­tle­man?”

			“Yes, let him be brought here.”

			“Must we take any pre­cau­tions?”

			“Such as what?”

			“Blind­ing his eyes, for in­stance?”

			“To what pur­pose? He can on­ly see what I de­sire should be seen; that is to say, that I have around me eleven thou­sand brave men, who ask no bet­ter than to have their throats cut in hon­or of the par­lia­ment of Scot­land and Eng­land.”

			“And this man, my lord?” said Sp­it­head, point­ing to the fish­er­man, who, dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, had re­mained stand­ing and mo­tion­less, like a man who sees but does not un­der­stand.

			“Ah, that is true,” said Mon­ck. Then turn­ing to­wards the fish­er­man—“I shall see you again, my brave fel­low,” said he; “I have se­lect­ed a lodg­ing for you. Dig­by, take him to it. Fear noth­ing; your mon­ey shall be sent to you present­ly.”

			“Thank you, my lord,” said the fish­er­man, and af­ter hav­ing bowed, he left the tent, ac­com­pa­nied by Dig­by. Be­fore he had gone a hun­dred paces he found his com­pan­ions, who were whis­per­ing with a vol­u­bil­i­ty which did not ap­pear ex­empt from un­easi­ness, but he made them a sign which seemed to re­as­sure them. “Holà, you fel­lows!” said the pa­tron, “come this way. His lord­ship, Gen­er­al Mon­ck, has the gen­eros­i­ty to pay us for our fish, and the good­ness to give us hos­pi­tal­i­ty for tonight.”

			The fish­er­men gath­ered round their lead­er, and, con­duct­ed by Dig­by, the lit­tle troop pro­ceed­ed to­wards the can­teens, the post, as may be re­mem­bered, which had been as­signed them. As they went along in the dark, the fish­er­men passed close to the guards who were con­duct­ing the French gen­tle­man to Gen­er­al Mon­ck. This gen­tle­man was on horse­back and en­veloped in a large cloak, which pre­vent­ed the pa­tron from see­ing him, how­ev­er great his cu­rios­i­ty might be. As to the gen­tle­man, ig­no­rant that he was el­bow­ing com­pa­tri­ots, he did not pay any at­ten­tion to the lit­tle troop.

			The aid-de-camp set­tled his guests in a tol­er­a­bly com­fort­able tent, from which was dis­lodged an Irish can­teen wom­an, who went, with her six chil­dren, to sleep where she could. A large fire was burn­ing in front of this tent, and threw its pur­ple light over the grassy pools of the marsh, rip­pled by a fresh breeze. The ar­range­ments made, the aid-de-camp wished the fish­er­men good night, call­ing to their no­tice that they might see from the door of the tent the masts of their bark, which was toss­ing gen­tly on the Tweed, a proof that it had not yet sunk. The sight of this ap­peared to de­light the lead­er of the fish­er­men in­fin­ite­ly.
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				The Trea­sure

			
			The French gen­tle­man whom Sp­it­head had an­nounced to Mon­ck, and who, close­ly wrapped in his cloak, had passed by the fish­er­men who left the gen­er­al’s tent five min­utes be­fore he en­tered it—the French gen­tle­man went through the var­i­ous posts with­out even cast­ing his eyes around him, for fear of ap­pear­ing in­dis­creet. As the or­der had been giv­en, he was con­duct­ed to the tent of the gen­er­al. The gen­tle­man was left alone in the sort of an­techam­ber in front of the prin­ci­pal body of the tent, where he await­ed Mon­ck, who on­ly de­layed till he had heard the re­port of his peo­ple, and ob­served through the open­ing of the can­vas the coun­te­nance of the per­son who so­licit­ed an au­di­ence.

			With­out doubt, the re­port of those who had ac­com­pa­nied the French gen­tle­man es­tab­lished the dis­cre­tion with which he had be­haved, for the first im­pres­sion the stranger re­ceived of the wel­come made him by the gen­er­al was more fa­vor­able than he could have ex­pect­ed at such a mo­ment, and on the part of so sus­pi­cious a man. Nev­er­the­less, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, when Mon­ck found him­self in the pres­ence of a stranger, he fixed up­on him his pen­e­trat­ing eyes, which scru­ti­ny, the stranger, on his part, sus­tained with­out em­bar­rass­ment or no­tice. At the end of a few sec­onds, the gen­er­al made a ges­ture with his hand and head in sign of at­ten­tion.

			“My lord,” said the gen­tle­man, in ex­cel­lent Eng­lish, “I have re­quest­ed an in­ter­view with your hon­or, for an af­fair of im­por­tance.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Mon­ck, in French, “you speak our lan­guage well for a son of the con­ti­nent. I ask your par­don—for doubt­less the ques­tion is in­dis­creet—do you speak French with the same pu­ri­ty?”

			“There is noth­ing sur­pris­ing, my lord, in my speak­ing Eng­lish tol­er­a­bly; I resid­ed for some time in Eng­land in my youth, and since then I have made two voy­ages to this coun­try.” These words were spo­ken in French, and with a pu­ri­ty of ac­cent that be­spoke not on­ly a French­man, but a French­man from the vicin­i­ty of Tours.

			“And what part of Eng­land have you resid­ed in, Mon­sieur?”

			“In my youth, Lon­don, my lord; then, about 1635, I made a plea­sure trip to Scot­land; and last­ly, in 1648, I lived for some time at New­cas­tle, par­tic­u­lar­ly in the con­vent, the gar­dens of which are now oc­cu­pied by your army.”

			“Ex­cuse me, Mon­sieur; but you must com­pre­hend that these ques­tions are nec­es­sary on my part—do you not?”

			“It would as­ton­ish me, my lord, if they were not asked.”

			“Now, then, Mon­sieur, what can I do to serve you? What do you wish?”

			“This, my lord;—but, in the first place, are we alone?”

			“Per­fect­ly so, Mon­sieur, ex­cept, of course, the post which guards us.” So say­ing, Mon­ck pulled open the can­vas with his hand, and point­ed to the sol­dier placed at ten paces from the tent, and who, at the first call, could have ren­dered as­sis­tance in a sec­ond.

			“In that case, my lord,” said the gen­tle­man, in as calm a tone as if he had been for a length of time in habits of in­ti­ma­cy with his in­ter­locu­tor, “I have made up my mind to ad­dress my­self to you, be­cause I be­lieve you to be an hon­est man. In­deed, the com­mu­ni­ca­tion I am about to make to you will prove to you the es­teem in which I hold you.”

			Mon­ck, as­ton­ished at this lan­guage, which es­tab­lished be­tween him and the French gen­tle­man equal­i­ty at least, raised his pierc­ing eye to the stranger’s face, and with a sen­si­ble irony con­veyed by the in­flec­tion of his voice alone, for not a mus­cle of his face moved—“I thank you, Mon­sieur,” said he; “but, in the first place, to whom have I the hon­or of speak­ing?”

			“I sent you my name by your sergeant, my lord.”

			“Ex­cuse him, Mon­sieur, he is a Scots­man—he could not re­tain it.”

			“I am called the Comte de la Fère, Mon­sieur,” said Athos, bow­ing.

			“The Comte de la Fère?” said Mon­ck, en­deav­or­ing to rec­ol­lect the name. “Par­don me, Mon­sieur, but this ap­pears to be the first time I have ev­er heard that name. Do you fill any post at the court of France?”

			“None; I am a sim­ple gen­tle­man.”

			“What dig­ni­ty?”

			“King Charles I made me a knight of the Garter, and Queen Anne of Aus­tria has giv­en me the cor­don of the Holy Ghost. These are my on­ly dig­ni­ties.”

			“The Garter! the Holy Ghost! Are you a knight of those two or­ders, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes.”

			“And on what oc­ca­sions have such fa­vors been be­stowed up­on you?”

			“For ser­vices ren­dered to Their Majesties.”

			Mon­ck looked with as­ton­ish­ment at this man, who ap­peared to him so sim­ple and so great at the same time. Then, as if he had re­nounced en­deav­or­ing to pen­e­trate this mys­tery of a sim­plic­i­ty and grandeur up­on which the stranger did not seem dis­posed to give him any oth­er in­for­ma­tion than that which he had al­ready re­ceived—“Did you present your­self yes­ter­day at our ad­vanced posts?”

			“And was sent back? Yes, my lord.”

			“Many of­fi­cers, Mon­sieur, would per­mit no one to en­ter their camp, par­tic­u­lar­ly on the eve of a prob­a­ble bat­tle. But I dif­fer from my col­leagues, and like to leave noth­ing be­hind me. Ev­ery ad­vice is good to me; all dan­ger is sent to me by God, and I weigh it in my hand with the en­er­gy He has giv­en me. So, yes­ter­day, you were on­ly sent back on ac­count of the coun­cil I was hold­ing. To­day I am at lib­er­ty—speak.”

			“My lord, you have done much bet­ter in re­ceiv­ing me, for what I have to say has noth­ing to do with the bat­tle you are about to fight with Gen­er­al Lam­bert, or with your camp; and the proof is, that I turned away my head that I might not see your men, and closed my eyes that I might not count your tents. No, I came to speak to you, my lord, on my own ac­count.”

			“Speak then, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ck.

			“Just now,” con­tin­ued Athos, “I had the hon­or of telling your lord­ship that for a long time I lived in New­cas­tle; it was in the time of Charles I, and when the king was giv­en up to Cromwell by the Scots.”

			“I know,” said Mon­ck, cold­ly.

			“I had at that time a large sum in gold, and on the eve of the bat­tle, from a pre­sen­ti­ment per­haps of the turn which things would take on the mor­row, I con­cealed it in the prin­ci­pal vault of the con­vent of New­cas­tle, in the tow­er whose sum­mit you now see sil­vered by the moon­beams. My trea­sure has then re­mained in­terred there, and I have come to en­treat your hon­or to per­mit me to with­draw it be­fore, per­haps, the bat­tle turn­ing that way, a mine or some oth­er war en­gine has de­stroyed the build­ing and scat­tered my gold, or ren­dered it so ap­par­ent that the sol­diers will take pos­ses­sion of it.”

			Mon­ck was well ac­quaint­ed with mankind; he saw in the phys­iog­no­my of this gen­tle­man all the en­er­gy, all the rea­son, all the cir­cum­spec­tion pos­si­ble; he could there­fore on­ly at­tribute to a mag­nan­i­mous con­fi­dence the rev­e­la­tion the French­man had made him, and he showed him­self pro­found­ly touched by it.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “you have au­gured well of me. But is the sum worth the trou­ble to which you ex­pose your­self? Do you even be­lieve that it can be in the same place where you left it?”

			“It is there Mon­sieur, I do not doubt.”

			“That is a re­ply to one ques­tion; but to the oth­er. I asked you if the sum was so large as to war­rant your ex­pos­ing your­self thus.”

			“It is re­al­ly large; yes, my lord, for it is a mil­lion I en­closed in two bar­rels.”

			“A mil­lion!” cried Mon­ck, at whom this time, in turn, Athos looked earnest­ly and long. Mon­ck per­ceived this, and his mis­trust re­turned.

			Here is a man, said he to him­self, who is lay­ing a snare for me. “So you wish to with­draw this mon­ey, Mon­sieur,” replied he, “as I un­der­stand?”

			“If you please, my lord.”

			“To­day?”

			“This very evening, and that on ac­count of the cir­cum­stances I have named.”

			“But, Mon­sieur,” ob­ject­ed Mon­ck, “Gen­er­al Lam­bert is as near the abbey where you have to act as I am. Why, then, have you not ad­dressed your­self to him?”

			“Be­cause, my lord, when one acts in im­por­tant mat­ters, it is best to con­sult one’s in­stinct be­fore ev­ery­thing. Well, Gen­er­al Lam­bert does not in­spire with me so much con­fi­dence as you do.”

			“Be it so, Mon­sieur. I shall as­sist you in re­cov­er­ing your mon­ey, if, how­ev­er, it can still be there; for that is far from like­ly. Since 1648 twelve years have rolled away, and many events have tak­en place.” Mon­ck dwelt up­on this point to see if the French gen­tle­man would seize the eva­sions that were open to him, but Athos did not hes­i­tate.

			“I as­sure you, my lord,” he said firm­ly, “that my con­vic­tion is, that the two bar­rels have nei­ther changed place nor mas­ter.” This re­ply had re­moved one sus­pi­cion from the mind of Mon­ck, but it had sug­gest­ed an­oth­er. With­out doubt this French­man was some emis­sary sent to en­tice in­to er­ror the pro­tec­tor of the par­lia­ment; the gold was noth­ing but a lure; and by the help of this lure they thought to ex­cite the cu­pid­i­ty of the gen­er­al. This gold might not ex­ist. It was Mon­ck’s busi­ness, then, to seize the French­man in the act of false­hood and trick, and to draw from the false step it­self in which his en­e­mies wished to en­trap him, a tri­umph for his renown. When Mon­ck was de­ter­mined how to act—

			“Mon­sieur,” said he to Athos, “with­out doubt you will do me the hon­or to share my sup­per this evening?”

			“Yes, my lord,” replied Athos, bow­ing; “for you do me an hon­or of which I feel my­self wor­thy, by the in­cli­na­tion which drew me to­wards you.”

			“It is so much the more gra­cious on your part to ac­cept my in­vi­ta­tion with such frank­ness, as my cooks are but few and in­ex­pe­ri­enced, and my providers have re­turned this evening emp­ty-hand­ed; so that if it had not been for a fish­er­man of your na­tion who strayed in­to our camp, Gen­er­al Mon­ck would have gone to bed with­out his sup­per to­day; I have, then, some fresh fish to of­fer you, as the ven­dor as­sures me.”

			“My lord, it is prin­ci­pal­ly for the sake of hav­ing the hon­or to pass an­oth­er hour with you.”

			Af­ter this ex­change of ci­vil­i­ties, dur­ing which Mon­ck had lost noth­ing of his cir­cum­spec­tion, the sup­per, or what was to serve for one, had been laid up­on a deal ta­ble. Mon­ck in­vit­ed the Comte de la Fère to be seat­ed at this ta­ble, and took his place op­po­site to him. A sin­gle dish of boiled fish, set be­fore the two il­lus­tri­ous guests, was more tempt­ing to hun­gry stom­achs than to del­i­cate palates.

			Whilst sup­ping, that is, while eat­ing the fish, washed down with bad ale, Mon­ck got Athos to re­late to him the last events of the Fronde, the rec­on­cil­i­a­tion of M. de Condé with the king, and the prob­a­ble mar­riage of the in­fan­ta of Spain; but he avoid­ed, as Athos him­self avoid­ed it, all al­lu­sion to the po­lit­i­cal in­ter­ests which unit­ed, or rather which dis­unit­ed at this time, Eng­land, France and Hol­land.

			Mon­ck, in this con­ver­sa­tion, con­vinced him­self of one thing, which he must have re­marked af­ter the first words ex­changed: that was, that he had to deal with a man of high dis­tinc­tion. He could not be an as­sas­sin, and it was re­pug­nant to Mon­ck to be­lieve him to be a spy; but there was suf­fi­cient fi­nesse and at the same time firm­ness in Athos to lead Mon­ck to fan­cy he was a con­spir­a­tor. When they had quit­ted the ta­ble, “You still be­lieve in your trea­sure, then, Mon­sieur?” asked Mon­ck.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Quite se­ri­ous­ly?”

			“Se­ri­ous­ly.”

			“And you think you can find the place again where it was buried?”

			“At the first in­spec­tion.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, from cu­rios­i­ty I shall ac­com­pa­ny you. And it is so much the more nec­es­sary that I should ac­com­pa­ny you, that you would find great dif­fi­cul­ties in pass­ing through the camp with­out me or one of my lieu­tenants.”

			“Gen­er­al, I would not suf­fer you to in­con­ve­nience your­self if I did not, in fact, stand in need of your com­pa­ny; but as I rec­og­nize that this com­pa­ny is not on­ly hon­or­able, but nec­es­sary, I ac­cept it.”

			“Do you de­sire we should take any peo­ple with us?” asked Mon­ck.

			“Gen­er­al, I be­lieve that would be use­less, if you your­self do not see the ne­ces­si­ty for it. Two men and a horse will suf­fice to trans­port the two casks on board the feluc­ca which brought me hith­er.”

			“But it will be nec­es­sary to pick, dig, and re­move the earth, and split stones; you don’t in­tend do­ing this work your­self, Mon­sieur, do you?”

			“Gen­er­al, there is no pick­ing or dig­ging re­quired. The trea­sure is buried in the sepul­chral vault of the con­vent, un­der a stone in which is fixed a large iron ring, and un­der which there are four steps lead­ing down. The two casks are there, placed end to end, cov­ered with a coat of plas­ter in the form of a bier. There is, be­sides, an in­scrip­tion, which will en­able me to rec­og­nize the stone; and as I am not will­ing, in an af­fair of del­i­ca­cy and con­fi­dence, to keep the se­cret from your hon­or, here is the in­scrip­tion:—‘Hic jacet ven­er­a­bilis, Petrus Guliel­mus Scott, Canon Hon­or­ab. Con­ven­tus Novi Castel­li. Obi­it quar­tâ et dec­imâ Feb. ann. Dom. MC­CVI­II. Re­qui­escat in pace.’ ”

			Mon­ck did not lose a sin­gle word. He was as­ton­ished ei­ther at the mar­velous du­plic­i­ty of this man and the su­pe­ri­or style in which he played his part, or at the good loy­al faith with which he pre­sent­ed his re­quest, in a sit­u­a­tion in which con­cern­ing a mil­lion of mon­ey, risked against the blow from a dag­ger, amidst an army that would have looked up­on the theft as a resti­tu­tion.

			“Very well,” said he; “I shall ac­com­pa­ny you; and the ad­ven­ture ap­pears to me so won­der­ful, that I shall car­ry the torch my­self.” And say­ing these words, he gird­ed on a short sword, placed a pis­tol in his belt, dis­clos­ing in this move­ment, which opened his dou­blet a lit­tle, the fine rings of a coat of mail, des­tined to pro­tect him from the first dag­ger-thrust of an as­sas­sin. Af­ter which he took a Scot­tish dirk in his left hand, and then turn­ing to Athos, “Are you ready, Mon­sieur?” said he.

			“I am.”

			Athos, as if in op­po­si­tion to what Mon­ck had done, un­fas­tened his poniard, which he placed up­on the ta­ble; un­hooked his sword-belt, which he laid close to his poniard; and, with­out af­fec­ta­tion, open­ing his dou­blet as if to look for his hand­ker­chief, showed be­neath his fine cam­bric shirt his naked breast, with­out weapons ei­ther of­fen­sive or de­fen­sive.

			“This is tru­ly a sin­gu­lar man,” said Mon­ck; “he is with­out any arms; he has an am­bus­cade placed some­where yon­der.”

			“Gen­er­al,” said he, as if he had di­vined Mon­ck’s thought, “you wish we should be alone; that is very right, but a great cap­tain ought nev­er to ex­pose him­self with temer­i­ty. It is night, the pas­sage of the marsh may present dan­gers; be ac­com­pa­nied.”

			“You are right,” replied he, call­ing Dig­by. The aid-de-camp ap­peared. “Fifty men with swords and mus­kets,” said he, look­ing at Athos.

			“That is too few if there is dan­ger, too many if there is not.”

			“I will go alone,” said Mon­ck; “I want no­body. Come, Mon­sieur.”

		
	
		
			
				25

				The Marsh

			
			Athos and Mon­ck passed over, in go­ing from the camp to­wards the Tweed, that part of the ground which Dig­by had tra­versed with the fish­er­men com­ing from the Tweed to the camp. The as­pect of this place, the as­pect of the changes man had wrought in it, was of a na­ture to pro­duce a great ef­fect up­on a live­ly and del­i­cate imag­i­na­tion like that of Athos. Athos looked at noth­ing but these des­o­late spots; Mon­ck looked at noth­ing but Athos—at Athos, who, with his eyes some­times di­rect­ed to­wards heav­en, and some­times to­wards the earth, sought, thought, and sighed.

			Dig­by, whom the last or­ders of the gen­er­al, and par­tic­u­lar­ly the ac­cent with which he had giv­en them, had at first a lit­tle ex­cit­ed, Dig­by fol­lowed the pair at about twen­ty paces, but the gen­er­al hav­ing turned round as if as­ton­ished to find his or­ders had not been obeyed, the aid-de-camp per­ceived his in­dis­cre­tion, and re­turned to his tent.

			He sup­posed that the gen­er­al wished to make, incog­ni­to, one of those re­views of vig­i­lance which ev­ery ex­pe­ri­enced cap­tain nev­er fails to make on the eve of a de­ci­sive en­gage­ment: he ex­plained to him­self the pres­ence of Athos in this case as an in­fe­ri­or ex­plains all that is mys­te­ri­ous on the part of his lead­er. Athos might be, and, in­deed, in the eyes of Dig­by, must be, a spy, whose in­for­ma­tion was to en­light­en the gen­er­al.

			At the end of a walk of about ten min­utes among the tents and posts, which were clos­er to­geth­er near the head­quar­ters, Mon­ck en­tered up­on a lit­tle cause­way which di­verged in­to three branch­es. That on the left led to the riv­er, that in the mid­dle to New­cas­tle Abbey on the marsh, that on the right crossed the first lines of Mon­ck’s camp; that is to say, the lines near­est to Lam­bert’s army. Be­yond the riv­er was an ad­vanced post, be­long­ing to Mon­ck’s army, which watched the en­e­my; it was com­posed of one hun­dred and fifty Scots. They had swum across the Tweed, and, in case of at­tack, were to re­cross it in the same man­ner, giv­ing the alarm; but as there was no post at that spot, and as Lam­bert’s sol­diers were not so prompt at tak­ing to the wa­ter as Mon­ck’s were, the lat­ter ap­peared not to have as much un­easi­ness on that side. On this side of the riv­er, at about five hun­dred paces from the old abbey, the fish­er­men had tak­en up their abode amidst a crowd of small tents raised by sol­diers of the neigh­bor­ing clans, who had with them their wives and chil­dren. All this con­fu­sion, seen by the moon’s light, pre­sent­ed a strik­ing coup d’oeil; the half shad­ow en­larged ev­ery de­tail, and the light, that flat­ter­er which on­ly at­tach­es it­self to the pol­ished side of things, court­ed up­on each rusty mus­ket the point still left in­tact, and up­on ev­ery rag of can­vas the whitest and least sul­lied part.

			Mon­ck ar­rived then with Athos, cross­ing this spot, il­lu­mined with a dou­ble light, the sil­ver splen­dor of the moon, and the red blaze of the fires at the meet­ing of the three cause­ways; there he stopped, and ad­dress­ing his com­pan­ion—“Mon­sieur,” said he, “do you know your road?”

			“Gen­er­al, if I am not mis­tak­en, the mid­dle cause­way leads straight to the abbey.”

			“That is right; but we shall want lights to guide us in the vaults.” Mon­ck turned round.

			“Ah! I thought Dig­by was fol­low­ing us!” said he. “So much the bet­ter; he will pro­cure us what we want.”

			“Yes, gen­er­al, there is a man yon­der who has been walk­ing be­hind us for some time.”

			“Dig­by!” cried Mon­ck. “Dig­by! come here, if you please.”

			But in­stead of obey­ing, the shad­ow made a mo­tion of sur­prise, and, re­treat­ing in­stead of ad­vanc­ing, it bent down and dis­ap­peared along the jet­ty on the left, di­rect­ing its course to­wards the lodg­ing of the fish­er­men.

			“It ap­pears not to be Dig­by,” said Mon­ck.

			Both had fol­lowed the shad­ow which had van­ished. But it was not so rare a thing for a man to be wan­der­ing about at eleven o’clock at night, in a camp in which are repos­ing ten or eleven thou­sand men, as to give Mon­ck and Athos any alarm at his dis­ap­pear­ance.

			“As it is so,” said Mon­ck, “and we must have a light, a lantern, a torch, or some­thing by which we may see where to see our feet, let us seek this light.”

			“Gen­er­al, the first sol­dier we meet will light us.”

			“No,” said Mon­ck, in or­der to dis­cov­er if there were not any con­nivance be­tween the Comte de la Fère and the fish­er­man. “No, I should pre­fer one of these French sailors who came this evening to sell me their fish. They leave to­mor­row, and the se­cret will be bet­ter kept by them; where­as, if a re­port should be spread in the Scot­tish army, that trea­sures are to be found in the abbey of New­cas­tle, my High­landers will be­lieve there is a mil­lion con­cealed be­neath ev­ery slab, and they will not leave stone up­on stone in the build­ing.”

			“Do as you think best, gen­er­al,” replied Athos, in a nat­u­ral tone of voice, mak­ing ev­i­dent that sol­dier or fish­er­man was the same to him, and that he had no pref­er­ence.

			Mon­ck ap­proached the cause­way be­hind which had dis­ap­peared the per­son he had tak­en for Dig­by, and met a pa­trol who, mak­ing the tour of the tents, was go­ing to­wards head­quar­ters; he was stopped with his com­pan­ion, gave the pass­word, and went on. A sol­dier, roused by the noise, un­rolled his plaid, and looked up to see what was go­ing for­ward. “Ask him,” said Mon­ck to Athos, “where the fish­er­men are; if I were to speak to him, he would know me.”

			Athos went up to the sol­dier, who point­ed out the tent to him; im­me­di­ate­ly Mon­ck and Athos turned to­wards it. It ap­peared to the gen­er­al that at the mo­ment they came up, a shad­ow like that they had al­ready seen, glid­ed in­to this tent; but on draw­ing near­er he per­ceived he must have been mis­tak­en, for all of them were asleep pêle-mêle, and noth­ing was seen but arms and legs joined, crossed, and mixed. Athos, fear­ing lest he should be sus­pect­ed of con­nivance with some of his com­pa­tri­ots, re­mained out­side the tent.

			“Holà!” said Mon­ck, in French, “wake up here.” Two or three of the sleep­ers got up.

			“I want a man to light me,” con­tin­ued Mon­ck.

			“Your hon­or may de­pend on us,” said a voice which made Athos start. “Where do you wish us to go?”

			“You shall see. A light! come, quick­ly!”

			“Yes, your hon­or. Does it please your hon­or that I should ac­com­pa­ny you?”

			“You or an­oth­er; it is of very lit­tle con­se­quence, pro­vid­ed I have a light.”

			It is strange! thought Athos; what a sin­gu­lar voice that man has!

			“Some fire, you fel­lows!” cried the fish­er­man; “come, make haste!”

			Then ad­dress­ing his com­pan­ion near­est to him in a low voice:—“Get ready a light, Men­neville,” said he, “and hold your­self ready for any­thing.”

			One of the fish­er­men struck light from a stone, set fire to some tin­der, and by the aid of a match lit a lantern. The light im­me­di­ate­ly spread all over the tent.

			“Are you ready, Mon­sieur?” said Mon­ck to Athos, who had turned away, not to ex­pose his face to the light.

			“Yes, gen­er­al,” replied he.

			“Ah! the French gen­tle­man!” said the lead­er of the fish­er­men to him­self. “Peste! I have a great mind to charge you with the com­mis­sion, Men­neville; he may know me. Light! light!” This di­a­logue was pro­nounced at the back of the tent, and in so low a voice that Mon­ck could not hear a syl­la­ble of it; he was, be­sides, talk­ing with Athos. Men­neville got him­self ready in the mean­time, or rather re­ceived the or­ders of his lead­er.

			“Well?” said Mon­ck.

			“I am ready, gen­er­al,” said the fish­er­man.

			Mon­ck, Athos, and the fish­er­man left the tent.

			It is im­pos­si­ble! thought Athos. What dream could put that in­to my head?

			“Go for­ward; fol­low the mid­dle cause­way, and stretch out your legs,” said Mon­ck to the fish­er­man.

			They were not twen­ty paces on their way when the same shad­ow that had ap­peared to en­ter the tent came out of it again, crawled along as far as the piles, and, pro­tect­ed by that sort of para­pet placed along the cause­way, care­ful­ly ob­served the march of the gen­er­al. All three dis­ap­peared in the night haze. They were walk­ing to­wards New­cas­tle, the white stones of which ap­peared to them like sep­ul­chers. Af­ter stand­ing for a few sec­onds un­der the porch, they pen­e­trat­ed in­to the in­te­ri­or. The door had been bro­ken open by hatch­ets. A post of four men slept in safe­ty in a cor­ner, so cer­tain were they that the at­tack would not take place on that side.

			“Will not these men be in your way?” said Mon­ck to Athos.

			“On the con­trary, Mon­sieur, they will as­sist in rolling out the bar­rels, if your hon­or will per­mit them.”

			“You are right.”

			The post, though fast asleep, roused up at the first steps of the three vis­i­tors amongst the bri­ars and grass that in­vad­ed the porch. Mon­ck gave the pass­word, and pen­e­trat­ed in­to the in­te­ri­or of the con­vent, pre­ced­ed by the light. He walked last, watch­ing the least move­ment of Athos, his naked dirk in his sleeve, and ready to plunge it in­to the back of the gen­tle­man at the first sus­pi­cious ges­ture he should see him make. But Athos, with a firm and sure step, crossed the cham­bers and courts.

			Not a door, not a win­dow was left in this build­ing. The doors had been burnt, some on the spot, and the char­coal of them was still jagged with the ac­tion of the fire, which had gone out of it­self, pow­er­less, no doubt, to get to the heart of those mas­sive joints of oak fas­tened to­geth­er with iron nails. As to the win­dows, all the panes hav­ing been bro­ken, night birds, alarmed by the torch, flew away through their holes. At the same time, gi­gan­tic bats be­gan to trace their vast, silent cir­cles around the in­trud­ers, whilst the light of the torch made their shad­ows trem­ble on the high stone walls. Mon­ck con­clud­ed that there could be no man in the con­vent, since wild beasts and birds were there still, and fled away at his ap­proach.

			Af­ter hav­ing passed the rub­bish, and torn away more than one branch of ivy that had made it­self a guardian of the soli­tude, Athos ar­rived at the vaults sit­u­at­ed be­neath the great hall, but the en­trance of which was from the chapel. There he stopped. “Here we are, gen­er­al,” said he.

			“This, then, is the slab?”

			“Yes.”

			“Ay, and here is the ring—but the ring is sealed in­to the stone.”

			“We must have a lever.”

			“That’s a very easy thing to find.”

			Whilst look­ing around them, Athos and Mon­ck per­ceived a lit­tle ash of about three inch­es in di­am­e­ter, which had shot up in an an­gle of the wall, reach­ing a win­dow, con­cealed by its branch­es.

			“Have you a knife?” said Mon­ck to the fish­er­man.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Cut down this tree, then.”

			The fish­er­man obeyed, but not with­out notch­ing his cut­lass. When the ash was cut and fash­ioned in­to the shape of a lever, the three men pen­e­trat­ed in­to the vault.

			“Stop where you are,” said Mon­ck to the fish­er­man. “We are go­ing to dig up some pow­der; your light may be dan­ger­ous.”

			The man drew back in a sort of ter­ror, and faith­ful­ly kept to the post as­signed him, whilst Mon­ck and Athos turned be­hind a col­umn at the foot of which, pen­e­trat­ing through a crack, was a moon­beam, re­flect­ed ex­act­ly on the stone which the Comte de la Fère had come so far in search.

			“This is it,” said Athos, point­ing out to the gen­er­al the Latin in­scrip­tion.

			“Yes,” said Mon­ck.

			Then, as if still will­ing to leave the French­man one means of eva­sion—

			“Do you not ob­serve that this vault has al­ready been bro­ken in­to,” con­tin­ued he, “and that sev­er­al stat­ues have al­ready been knocked down?”

			“My lord, you have, with­out doubt, heard that the re­li­gious re­spect of your Scots loves to con­fide to the stat­ues of the dead the valu­able ob­jects they have pos­sessed dur­ing their lives. There­fore, the sol­diers had rea­son to think that un­der the pedestals of the stat­ues which or­na­ment most of these tombs, a trea­sure was hid­den. They have con­se­quent­ly bro­ken down pedestal and stat­ue: but the tomb of the ven­er­a­ble can­non, with which we have to do, is not dis­tin­guished by any mon­u­ment. It is sim­ple, there­fore it has been pro­tect­ed by the su­per­sti­tious fear which your Pu­ri­tans have al­ways had of sac­ri­lege. Not a morsel of the ma­son­ry of this tomb has been chipped off.”

			“That is true,” said Mon­ck.

			Athos seized the lever.

			“Shall I help you?” said Mon­ck.

			“Thank you, my lord; but I am not will­ing that your hon­or should lend your hand to a work of which, per­haps, you would not take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty if you knew the prob­a­ble con­se­quences of it.”

			Mon­ck raised his head.

			“What do you mean by that, Mon­sieur?”

			“I mean—but that man—”

			“Stop,” said Mon­ck; “I per­ceive what you are afraid of. I shall make a tri­al.” Mon­ck turned to­wards the fish­er­man, the whole of whose pro­file was thrown up­on the wall.

			“Come here, friend!” said he in Eng­lish, and in a tone of com­mand.

			The fish­er­man did not stir.

			“That is well,” con­tin­ued he: “he does not know Eng­lish. Speak to me, then, in Eng­lish, if you please, Mon­sieur.”

			“My lord,” replied Athos, “I have fre­quent­ly seen men in cer­tain cir­cum­stances have suf­fi­cient com­mand over them­selves not to re­ply to a ques­tion put to them in a lan­guage they un­der­stood. The fish­er­man is per­haps more learned than we be­lieve him to be. Send him away, my lord, I beg you.”

			“De­cid­ed­ly,” said Mon­ck, “he wish­es to have me alone in this vault. Nev­er mind, we shall go through with it; one man is as good as an­oth­er man; and we are alone. My friend,” said Mon­ck to the fish­er­man, “go back up the stairs we have just de­scend­ed, and watch that no­body comes to dis­turb us.” The fish­er­man made a sign of obe­di­ence. “Leave your torch,” said Mon­ck; “it would be­tray your pres­ence, and might pro­cure you a mus­ket-ball.”

			The fish­er­man ap­peared to ap­pre­ci­ate the coun­sel; he laid down the light, and dis­ap­peared un­der the vault of the stairs. Mon­ck took up the torch, and brought it to the foot of the col­umn.

			“Ah, ah!” said he; “mon­ey, then, is con­cealed un­der this tomb?”

			“Yes, my lord; and in five min­utes you will no longer doubt it.”

			At the same time Athos struck a vi­o­lent blow up­on the plas­ter, which split, pre­sent­ing a chink for the point of the lever. Athos in­tro­duced the bar in­to this crack, and soon large pieces of plas­ter yield­ed, ris­ing up like round­ed slabs. Then the Comte de la Fère seized the stones and threw them away with a force that hands so del­i­cate as his might not have been sup­posed ca­pa­ble of hav­ing.

			“My lord,” said Athos, “this is plain­ly the ma­son­ry of which I told your hon­or.”

			“Yes; but I do not yet see the casks,” said Mon­ck.

			“If I had a dag­ger,” said Athos, look­ing round him, “you should soon see them, Mon­sieur. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, I left mine in your tent.”

			“I would will­ing­ly of­fer you mine,” said Mon­ck, “but the blade is too thin for such work.”

			Athos ap­peared to look around him for a thing of some kind that might serve as a sub­sti­tute for the weapon he de­sired. Mon­ck did not lose one of the move­ments of his hands, or one of the ex­pres­sions of his eyes. “Why do you not ask the fish­er­man for his cut­lass?” said Mon­ck; “he has a cut­lass.”

			“Ah! that is true,” said Athos; “for he cut the tree down with it.” And he ad­vanced to­wards the stairs.

			“Friend,” said he to the fish­er­man, “throw me down your cut­lass, if you please; I want it.”

			The noise of the fall­ing weapon sound­ed on the steps.

			“Take it,” said Mon­ck; “it is a sol­id in­stru­ment, as I have seen, and a strong hand might make good use of it.”

			Athos ap­peared on­ly to give to the words of Mon­ck the nat­u­ral and sim­ple sense un­der which they were to be heard and un­der­stood. Nor did he re­mark, or at least ap­pear to re­mark, that when he re­turned with the weapon, Mon­ck drew back, plac­ing his left hand on the stock of his pis­tol; in the right he al­ready held his dirk. He went to work then, turn­ing his back to Mon­ck, plac­ing his life in his hands, with­out pos­si­ble de­fense. He then struck, dur­ing sev­er­al sec­onds, so skill­ful­ly and sharply up­on the in­ter­me­di­ary plas­ter, that it sep­a­rat­ed in­to two parts, and Mon­ck was able to dis­cern two bar­rels placed end to end, and which their weight main­tained mo­tion­less in their chalky en­ve­lope.

			“My lord,” said Athos, “you see that my pre­sen­ti­ments have not been dis­ap­point­ed.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ck, “and I have good rea­son to be­lieve you are sat­is­fied; are you not?”

			“Doubt­less I am; the loss of this mon­ey would have been in­ex­press­ibly great to me: but I was cer­tain that God, who pro­tects the good cause, would not have per­mit­ted this gold, which should pro­cure its tri­umph, to be di­vert­ed to baser pur­pos­es.

			“You are, up­on my hon­or, as mys­te­ri­ous in your words as in your ac­tions, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ck. “Just now as I did not per­fect­ly un­der­stand you when you said that you were not will­ing to throw up­on me the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of the work we were ac­com­plish­ing.”

			“I had rea­son to say so, my lord.”

			“And now you speak to me of the good cause. What do you mean by the words ‘the good cause?’ We are de­fend­ing at this mo­ment, in Eng­land, five or six caus­es, which does not pre­vent ev­ery­one from con­sid­er­ing his own not on­ly as the good cause, but as the best. What is yours, Mon­sieur? Speak bold­ly, that we may see if, up­on this point, to which you ap­pear to at­tach a great im­por­tance, we are of the same opin­ion.”

			Athos fixed up­on Mon­ck one of those pen­e­trat­ing looks which seemed to con­vey to him to whom they are di­rect­ed a chal­lenge to con­ceal a sin­gle one of his thoughts; then, tak­ing off his hat, he be­gan in a solemn voice, while his in­ter­locu­tor, with one hand up­on his vis­age, al­lowed that long and ner­vous hand to com­press his mus­tache and beard, while his vague and melan­choly eye wan­dered about the re­cess­es of the vaults.

		
	
		
			
				26

				Heart and Mind

			
			“My lord,” said the Comte de la Fère, “you are a no­ble En­glish­man, you are a loy­al man; you are speak­ing to a no­ble French­man, to a man of heart. The gold con­tained in these two casks be­fore us, I have told you was mine. I was wrong—it is the first lie I have pro­nounced in my life, a tem­po­rary lie, it is true. This gold is the prop­er­ty of King Charles II, ex­iled from his coun­try, driv­en from his palaces, the or­phan at once of his fa­ther and his throne, and de­prived of ev­ery­thing, even of the melan­choly hap­pi­ness of kiss­ing on his knees the stone up­on which the hands of his mur­der­ers have writ­ten that sim­ple epi­taph which will eter­nal­ly cry out for vengeance up­on them:—‘Here lies Charles I.’ ”

			Mon­ck grew slight­ly pale, and an im­per­cep­ti­ble shud­der crept over his skin and raised his gray mus­tache.

			“I,” con­tin­ued Athos, “I, Comte de la Fère, the last, on­ly faith­ful friend the poor aban­doned prince has left, I have of­fered him to come hith­er to find the man up­on whom now de­pends the fate of roy­al­ty and of Eng­land; and I have come, and placed my­self un­der the eye of this man, and have placed my­self naked and un­armed in his hands, say­ing:—‘My lord, here are the last re­sources of a prince whom God made your mas­ter, whom his birth made your king; up­on you, and you alone, de­pend his life and fu­ture. Will you em­ploy this mon­ey in con­sol­ing Eng­land for the evils it must have suf­fered from an­ar­chy; that is to say, will you aid, and if not aid, will you al­low King Charles II to act? You are mas­ter, you are king, all-pow­er­ful mas­ter and king, for chance some­times de­feats the work of time and God. I am here alone with you, my lord: if di­vid­ed suc­cess alarms you, if my com­plic­i­ty an­noys you, you are armed, my lord, and here is a grave ready dug; if, on the con­trary, the en­thu­si­asm of your cause car­ries you away, if you are what you ap­pear to be, if your hand in what it un­der­takes obeys your mind, and your mind your heart, here are the means of ru­in­ing for­ev­er the cause of your en­e­my, Charles Stu­art. Kill, then, the man you have be­fore you, for that man will nev­er re­turn to him who has sent him with­out bear­ing with him the de­posit which Charles I, his fa­ther, con­fid­ed to him, and keep the gold which may as­sist in car­ry­ing on the civ­il war. Alas! my lord, it is the fate of this un­for­tu­nate prince. He must ei­ther cor­rupt or kill, for ev­ery­thing re­sists him, ev­ery­thing re­puls­es him, ev­ery­thing is hos­tile to him; and yet he is marked with di­vine seal, and he must, not to be­lie his blood, reas­cend the throne, or die up­on the sa­cred soil of his coun­try.’

			“My lord, you have heard me. To any oth­er but the il­lus­tri­ous man who lis­tens to me, I would have said: ‘My lord, you are poor; my lord, the king of­fers you this mil­lion as an earnest of an im­mense bar­gain; take it, and serve Charles II as I served Charles I, and I feel as­sured that God, who lis­tens to us, who sees us, who alone reads in your heart, shut up from all hu­man eyes—I am as­sured God will give you a hap­py eter­nal life af­ter death.’ But to Gen­er­al Mon­ck, to the il­lus­tri­ous man of whose stan­dard I be­lieve I have tak­en mea­sure, I say: ‘My lord, there is for you in the his­to­ry of peo­ples and kings a bril­liant place, an im­mor­tal, im­per­ish­able glo­ry, if alone, with­out any oth­er in­ter­est but the good of your coun­try and the in­ter­ests of jus­tice, you be­come the sup­port­er of your king. Many oth­ers have been con­querors and glo­ri­ous usurpers; you, my lord, you will be con­tent with be­ing the most vir­tu­ous, the most hon­est, and the most in­cor­rupt­ible of men: you will have held a crown in your hand, and in­stead of plac­ing it up­on your own brow, you will have de­posit­ed it up­on the head of him for whom it was made. Oh, my lord, act thus, and you will leave to pos­ter­i­ty the most en­vi­able of names, in which no hu­man crea­ture can ri­val you.’ ”

			Athos stopped. Dur­ing the whole time that the no­ble gen­tle­man was speak­ing, Mon­ck had not giv­en one sign of ei­ther ap­pro­ba­tion or dis­ap­pro­ba­tion; scarce­ly even, dur­ing this ve­he­ment ap­peal, had his eyes been an­i­mat­ed with that fire which be­speaks in­tel­li­gence. The Comte de la Fère looked at him sor­row­ful­ly, and on see­ing that melan­choly coun­te­nance, felt dis­cour­age­ment pen­e­trate to his very heart. At length Mon­ck ap­peared to re­cov­er, and broke the si­lence.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, in a mild, calm tone, “in re­ply to you, I will make use of your own words. To any oth­er but your­self I would re­ply by ex­pul­sion, im­pris­on­ment, or still worse, for, in fact, you tempt me and you force me at the same time. But you are one of those men, Mon­sieur, to whom it is im­pos­si­ble to refuse the at­ten­tion and re­spect they mer­it; you are a brave gen­tle­man, Mon­sieur—I say so, and I am a judge. You just now spoke of a de­posit which the late king trans­mit­ted through you to his son—are you, then, one of those French­men who, as I have heard, en­deav­ored to car­ry off Charles I from White­hall?”

			“Yes, my lord; it was I who was be­neath the scaf­fold dur­ing the ex­e­cu­tion; I, who had not been able to re­deem it, re­ceived up­on my brow the blood of the mar­tyred king. I re­ceived, at the same time, the last word of Charles I; it was to me he said, ‘Re­mem­ber!’ and in say­ing, ‘Re­mem­ber!’ he al­lud­ed to the mon­ey at your feet, my lord.”

			“I have heard much of you, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ck, “but I am hap­py to have, in the first place, ap­pre­ci­at­ed you by my own ob­ser­va­tions, and not by my re­mem­brances. I will give you, then, ex­pla­na­tions that I have giv­en to no oth­er, and you will ap­pre­ci­ate what a dis­tinc­tion I make be­tween you and the per­sons who have hith­er­to been sent to me.”

			Athos bowed and pre­pared to ab­sorb greed­i­ly the words which fell, one by one, from the mouth of Mon­ck—those words rare and pre­cious as the dew in the desert.

			“You spoke to me,” said Mon­ck, “of Charles II; but pray, Mon­sieur, of what con­se­quence to me is that phan­tom of a king? I have grown old in a war and in a pol­i­cy which are nowa­days so close­ly linked to­geth­er, that ev­ery man of the sword must fight in virtue of his rights or his am­bi­tion with a per­son­al in­ter­est, and not blind­ly be­hind an of­fi­cer, as in or­di­nary wars. For my­self, I per­haps de­sire noth­ing, but I fear much. In the war of to­day rests the lib­er­ty of Eng­land, and, per­haps, that of ev­ery En­glish­man. How can you ex­pect that I, free in the po­si­tion I have made for my­self, should go will­ing­ly and hold out my hands to the shack­les of a stranger? That is all Charles is to me. He has fought bat­tles here which he has lost, he is there­fore a bad cap­tain; he has suc­ceed­ed in no ne­go­ti­a­tion, he is there­fore a bad diplo­ma­tist; he has pa­rad­ed his wants and his mis­eries in all the courts of Eu­rope, he has there­fore a weak and pusil­lan­i­mous heart. Noth­ing no­ble, noth­ing great, noth­ing strong has hith­er­to em­anat­ed from that ge­nius which as­pires to gov­ern one of the great­est king­doms of the earth. I know this Charles, then, un­der none but bad as­pects, and you would wish me, a man of good sense, to go and make my­self gra­tu­itous­ly the slave of a crea­ture who is in­fe­ri­or to me in mil­i­tary ca­pac­i­ty, in pol­i­tics, and in dig­ni­ty! No, Mon­sieur. When some great and no­ble ac­tion shall have taught me to val­ue Charles, I shall per­haps rec­og­nize his rights to a throne from which we cast the fa­ther be­cause he want­ed the virtues which his son has hith­er­to lacked, but, in fact of rights, I on­ly rec­og­nize my own; the rev­o­lu­tion made me a gen­er­al, my sword will make me pro­tec­tor, if I wish it. Let Charles show him­self, let him present him­self, let him en­ter the com­pe­ti­tion open to ge­nius, and, above all, let him re­mem­ber that he is of a race from whom more will be ex­pect­ed than from any oth­er. There­fore, Mon­sieur, say no more about him. I nei­ther refuse nor ac­cept: I re­serve my­self—I wait.”

			Athos knew Mon­ck to be too well-in­formed of all con­cern­ing Charles to ven­ture to urge the dis­cus­sion fur­ther; it was nei­ther the time nor the place. “My lord,” then said he, “I have noth­ing to do but thank you.”

			“And why, Mon­sieur? Be­cause you have formed a cor­rect opin­ion of me, or be­cause I have act­ed ac­cord­ing to your judg­ment? Is that, in truth, wor­thy of thanks? This gold which you are about to car­ry to Charles will serve me as a test for him, by see­ing the use he will make of it. I shall have an opin­ion which now I have not.”

			“And yet does not your hon­or fear to com­pro­mise your­self by al­low­ing such a sum to be car­ried away for the ser­vice of your en­e­my?”

			“My en­e­my, say you? Eh, Mon­sieur, I have no en­e­mies. I am in the ser­vice of the par­lia­ment, which or­ders me to fight Gen­er­al Lam­bert and Charles Stu­art—its en­e­mies, and not mine. I fight them. If the par­lia­ment, on the con­trary, or­dered me to un­furl my stan­dards on the port of Lon­don, and to as­sem­ble my sol­diers on the banks to re­ceive Charles II—”

			“You would obey?” cried Athos, joy­ful­ly.

			“Par­don me,” said Mon­ck, smil­ing, “I was go­ing on—I, a gray-head­ed man—in truth, how could I for­get my­self? was go­ing to speak like a fool­ish young man.”

			“Then you would not obey?” said Athos.

			“I do not say that ei­ther, Mon­sieur. The wel­fare of my coun­try be­fore ev­ery­thing. God, who has giv­en me the pow­er, has, no doubt, willed that I should have that pow­er for the good of all, and He has giv­en me, at the same time, dis­cern­ment. If the par­lia­ment were to or­der such a thing, I should re­flect.”

			The brow of Athos be­came cloud­ed. “Then I may pos­i­tive­ly say that your hon­or is not in­clined to fa­vor King Charles II?”

			“You con­tin­ue to ques­tion me, Mon­sieur le Comte; al­low me to do so in turn, if you please.”

			“Do, Mon­sieur; and may God in­spire you with the idea of re­ply­ing to me as frankly as I shall re­ply to you.”

			“When you shall have tak­en this mon­ey back to your prince, what ad­vice will you give him?”

			Athos fixed up­on Mon­ck a proud and res­o­lute look. “My lord,” said he, “with this mil­lion, which oth­ers would per­haps em­ploy in ne­go­ti­at­ing, I would ad­vise the king to raise two reg­i­ments, to en­ter Scot­land, which you have just paci­fied: to give to the peo­ple the fran­chis­es which the rev­o­lu­tion promised them, and in which it has not, in all cas­es, kept its word. I should ad­vise him to com­mand in per­son this lit­tle army, which would, be­lieve me, in­crease, and to die, stan­dard in hand, and sword in sheath, say­ing, ‘En­glish­men! I am the third king of my race you have killed; be­ware of the jus­tice of God!’ ”

			Mon­ck hung down his head, and mused for an in­stant. “If he suc­ceed­ed,” said he, “which is very im­prob­a­ble, but not im­pos­si­ble—for ev­ery­thing is pos­si­ble in this world—what would you ad­vise him to do?”

			“To think that by the will of God he lost his crown, but by the good will of men he re­cov­ered it.”

			An iron­i­cal smile passed over the lips of Mon­ck.

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Mon­sieur,” said he, “kings do not know how to fol­low good ad­vice.”

			“Ah, my lord, Charles II is not a king,” replied Athos, smil­ing in his turn, but with a very dif­fer­ent ex­pres­sion from Mon­ck.

			“Let us ter­mi­nate this, Mon­sieur le Comte—that is your de­sire, is it not?”

			Athos bowed.

			“I shall give or­ders to have these two casks trans­port­ed whith­er you please. Where are you lodg­ing, Mon­sieur?”

			“In a lit­tle ham­let at the mouth of the riv­er, your hon­or.”

			“Oh, I know the ham­let; it con­sists of five or six hous­es, does it not?”

			“Ex­act­ly. Well, I in­hab­it the first—two net-mak­ers oc­cu­py it with me; it is their bark which brought me ashore.”

			“But your own ves­sel, Mon­sieur?”

			“My ves­sel is at an­chor, a quar­ter of a mile at sea, and waits for me.”

			“You do not think, how­ev­er, of set­ting out im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“My lord, I shall try once more to con­vince your hon­or.”

			“You will not suc­ceed,” replied Mon­ck; “but it is of con­se­quence that you should de­part from New­cas­tle with­out leav­ing of your pas­sage the least sus­pi­cion that might prove in­ju­ri­ous to me or you. To­mor­row my of­fi­cers think Lam­bert will at­tack me. I, on the con­trary, am con­vinced he will not stir; it is in my opin­ion im­pos­si­ble. Lam­bert leads an army de­void of ho­mo­ge­neous prin­ci­ples, and there is no pos­si­ble army with such el­e­ments. I have taught my sol­diers to con­sid­er my au­thor­i­ty sub­or­di­nate to an­oth­er, there­fore, af­ter me, round me, and be­neath me, they still look for some­thing. It would re­sult that if I were dead, what­ev­er might hap­pen, my army would not be de­mor­al­ized all at once; it re­sults, that if I choose to ab­sent my­self, for in­stance, as it does please me to do some­times, there would not be in the camp the shad­ow of un­easi­ness or dis­or­der. I am the mag­net—the sym­pa­thet­ic and nat­u­ral strength of the Eng­lish. All those scat­tered irons that will be sent against me I shall at­tract to my­self. Lam­bert, at this mo­ment, com­mands eigh­teen thou­sand de­sert­ers; but I have nev­er men­tioned that to my of­fi­cers, you may eas­i­ly sup­pose. Noth­ing is more use­ful to an army than the ex­pec­ta­tion of a com­ing bat­tle; ev­ery­body is awake—ev­ery­body is on guard. I tell you this that you may live in per­fect se­cu­ri­ty. Do not be in a hur­ry, then, to cross the seas; with­in a week there will be some­thing fresh, ei­ther a bat­tle or an ac­com­mo­da­tion. Then, as you have judged me to be an hon­or­able man, and con­fid­ed your se­cret to me, I have to thank you for this con­fi­dence, and I shall come and pay you a vis­it or send for you. Do not go be­fore I send word. I re­peat the re­quest.”

			“I prom­ise you, gen­er­al,” cried Athos, with a joy so great, that in spite of all his cir­cum­spec­tion, he could not pre­vent its sparkling in his eyes.

			Mon­ck sur­prised this flash, and im­me­di­ate­ly ex­tin­guished it by one of those silent smiles which al­ways caused his in­ter­locu­tors to know they had made no in­road on his mind.

			“Then, my lord, it is a week that you de­sire me to wait?”

			“A week? yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“And dur­ing those days what shall I do?”

			“If there should be a bat­tle, keep at a dis­tance from it, I be­seech you. I know the French de­light in such amuse­ments;—you might take a fan­cy to see how we fight, and you might re­ceive some chance shot. Our Scots­men are very bad marks­men, and I do not wish that a wor­thy gen­tle­man like you should re­turn to France wound­ed. Nor should I like to be obliged, my­self, to send to your prince his mil­lion left here by you; for then it would be said, and with some rea­son, that I paid the Pre­tender to en­able him to make war against the par­lia­ment. Go, then, Mon­sieur, and let it be done as has been agreed up­on.”

			“Ah, my lord,” said Athos, “what joy it would give me to be the first that pen­e­trat­ed to the no­ble heart which beats be­neath that cloak!”

			“You think, then, that I have se­crets,” said Mon­ck, with­out chang­ing the half cheer­ful ex­pres­sion of his coun­te­nance. “Why, Mon­sieur, what se­cret can you ex­pect to find in the hol­low head of a sol­dier? But it is get­ting late, and our torch is al­most out; let us call our man.”

			“Holà!” cried Mon­ck in French, ap­proach­ing the stairs; “holà! fish­er­man!”

			The fish­er­man, be­numbed by the cold night air, replied in a hoarse voice, ask­ing what they want­ed of him.

			“Go to the post,” said Mon­ck, “and or­der a sergeant, in the name of Gen­er­al Mon­ck, to come here im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			This was a com­mis­sion eas­i­ly per­formed; for the sergeant, un­easy at the gen­er­al’s be­ing in that des­o­late abbey, had drawn near­er by de­grees, and was not much fur­ther off than the fish­er­man. The gen­er­al’s or­der was there­fore heard by him, and he has­tened to obey it.

			“Get a horse and two men,” said Mon­ck.

			“A horse and two men?” re­peat­ed the sergeant.

			“Yes,” replied Mon­ck. “Have you got any means of get­ting a horse with a pack­sad­dle or two pan­niers?”

			“No doubt, at a hun­dred paces off, in the Scot­tish camp.”

			“Very well.”

			“What shall I do with the horse, gen­er­al.”

			“Look here.”

			The sergeant de­scend­ed the three steps which sep­a­rat­ed him from Mon­ck, and came in­to the vault.

			“You see,” said Mon­ck, “that gen­tle­man yon­der?”

			“Yes, gen­er­al.”

			“And you see these two casks?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“They are two casks, one con­tain­ing pow­der, and the oth­er balls; I wish these casks to be trans­port­ed to the lit­tle ham­let at the mouth of the riv­er, and which I in­tend to oc­cu­py to­mor­row with two hun­dred mus­kets. You un­der­stand that the com­mis­sion is a se­cret one, for it is a move­ment that may de­cide the fate of the bat­tle.”

			“Oh, gen­er­al!” mur­mured the sergeant.

			“Mind, then! Let these casks be fas­tened on to the horse, and let them be es­cort­ed by two men and you to the res­i­dence of this gen­tle­man, who is my friend. But take care that no­body knows it.”

			“I would go by the marsh if I knew the road,” said the sergeant.

			“I know one my­self,” said Athos; “it is not wide, but it is sol­id, hav­ing been made up­on piles; and with care we shall get over safe­ly enough.”

			“Do ev­ery­thing this gen­tle­man shall or­der you to do.”

			“Oh! oh! the casks are heavy,” said the sergeant, try­ing to lift one.

			“They weigh four hun­dred pounds each, if they con­tain what they ought to con­tain, do they not, Mon­sieur.”

			“There­abouts,” said Athos.

			The sergeant went in search of the two men and the horse. Mon­ck, left alone with Athos, af­fect­ed to speak to him on noth­ing but in­dif­fer­ent sub­jects while ex­am­in­ing the vault in a cur­so­ry man­ner. Then, hear­ing the horse’s steps—

			“I leave you with your men, Mon­sieur,” said he, “and re­turn to the camp. You are per­fect­ly safe.”

			“I shall see you again, then, my lord?” asked Athos.

			“That is agreed up­on, Mon­sieur, and with much plea­sure.”

			Mon­ck held out his hand to Athos.

			“Ah! my lord, if you would!” mur­mured Athos.

			“Hush! Mon­sieur, it is agreed that we shall speak no more of that.” And bow­ing to Athos, he went up the stairs, meet­ing about half­way his men, who were com­ing down. He had not gone twen­ty paces, when a faint but pro­longed whis­tle was heard at a dis­tance. Mon­ck lis­tened, but see­ing noth­ing and hear­ing noth­ing, he con­tin­ued his route. Then he re­mem­bered the fish­er­man, and looked about for him; but the fish­er­man had dis­ap­peared. If he had, how­ev­er, looked with more at­ten­tion, he might have seen that man, bent dou­ble, glid­ing like a ser­pent along the stones and los­ing him­self in the mist that float­ed over the sur­face of the marsh. He might equal­ly have seen, had he at­tempt­ed to pierce that mist, a spec­ta­cle that might have at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion; and that was the rig­ging of the ves­sel, which had changed place, and was now near­er the shore. But Mon­ck saw noth­ing; and think­ing he had noth­ing to fear, he en­tered the de­sert­ed cause­way which led to his camp. It was then that the dis­ap­pear­ance of the fish­er­man ap­peared strange, and that a re­al sus­pi­cion be­gan to take pos­ses­sion of his mind. He had just placed at the or­ders of Athos the on­ly post that could pro­tect him. He had a mile of cause­way to tra­verse be­fore he could re­gain his camp. The fog in­creased with such in­ten­si­ty that he could scarce­ly dis­tin­guish ob­jects at ten paces’ dis­tance. Mon­ck then thought he heard the sound of an oar over the marsh on the right. “Who goes there?” said he.

			But no­body an­swered; then he cocked his pis­tol, took his sword in his hand, and quick­ened his pace, with­out, how­ev­er, be­ing will­ing to call any­body. Such a sum­mons, for which there was no ab­so­lute ne­ces­si­ty, ap­peared un­wor­thy of him.
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				The Next Day

			
			It was sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, the first rays of day light­ened the pools of the marsh, in which the sun was re­flect­ed like a red ball, when Athos, awak­en­ing and open­ing the win­dow of his bed­cham­ber, which looked out up­on the banks of the riv­er, per­ceived, at fif­teen paces’ dis­tance from him, the sergeant and the men who had ac­com­pa­nied him the evening be­fore, and who, af­ter hav­ing de­posit­ed the casks at his house, had re­turned to the camp by the cause­way on the right.

			Why had these men come back af­ter hav­ing re­turned to the camp? That was the ques­tion which first pre­sent­ed it­self to Athos. The sergeant, with his head raised, ap­peared to be watch­ing the mo­ment when the gen­tle­man should ap­pear to ad­dress him. Athos, sur­prised to see these men, whom he had seen de­part the night be­fore, could not re­frain from ex­press­ing his as­ton­ish­ment to them.

			“There is noth­ing sur­pris­ing in that, Mon­sieur,” said the sergeant; “for yes­ter­day the gen­er­al com­mand­ed me to watch over your safe­ty, and I thought it right to obey that or­der.”

			“Is the gen­er­al at the camp?” asked Athos.

			“No doubt he is, Mon­sieur; as when he left you he was go­ing back.”

			“Well, wait for me a mo­ment; I am go­ing thith­er to ren­der an ac­count of the fi­deli­ty with which you ful­filled your du­ty, and to get my sword, which I left up­on the ta­ble in the tent.”

			“This hap­pens very well,” said the sergeant, “for we were about to re­quest you to do so.”

			Athos fan­cied he could de­tect an air of equiv­o­cal bon­homie up­on the coun­te­nance of the sergeant; but the ad­ven­ture of the vault might have ex­cit­ed the cu­rios­i­ty of the man, and it was not sur­pris­ing that he al­lowed some of the feel­ings which ag­i­tat­ed his mind to ap­pear in his face. Athos closed the doors care­ful­ly, con­fid­ing the keys to Gri­maud, who had cho­sen his domi­cile be­neath the shed it­self, which led to the cel­lar where the casks had been de­posit­ed. The sergeant es­cort­ed the Comte de la Fère to the camp. There a fresh guard await­ed him, and re­lieved the four men who had con­duct­ed Athos.

			This fresh guard was com­mand­ed by the aid-de-camp Dig­by, who, on their way, fixed up­on Athos looks so lit­tle en­cour­ag­ing, that the French­man asked him­self whence arose, with re­gard to him, this vig­i­lance and this sever­i­ty, when the evening be­fore he had been left per­fect­ly free. He nev­er­the­less con­tin­ued his way to the head­quar­ters, keep­ing to him­self the ob­ser­va­tions which men and things forced him to make. He found in the gen­er­al’s tent, to which he had been in­tro­duced the evening be­fore, three su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cers: these were Mon­ck’s lieu­tenant and two colonels. Athos per­ceived his sword; it was still on the ta­ble where he left it. Nei­ther of the of­fi­cers had seen Athos, con­se­quent­ly nei­ther of them knew him. Mon­ck’s lieu­tenant asked, at the ap­pear­ance of Athos, if that were the same gen­tle­man with whom the gen­er­al had left the tent.

			“Yes, your hon­or,” said the sergeant; “it is the same.”

			“But,” said Athos, haugh­ti­ly, “I do not de­ny it, I think; and now, gen­tle­men, in turn, per­mit me to ask you to what pur­pose these ques­tions are asked, and par­tic­u­lar­ly some ex­pla­na­tions up­on the tone in which you ask them?”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the lieu­tenant, “if we ad­dress these ques­tions to you, it is be­cause we have a right to do so, and if we make them in a par­tic­u­lar tone, it is be­cause that tone, be­lieve me, agrees with the cir­cum­stances.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Athos, “you do not know who I am; but I must tell you that I ac­knowl­edge no one here but Gen­er­al Mon­ck as my equal. Where is he? Let me be con­duct­ed to him, and if he has any ques­tions to put to me, I will an­swer him and to his sat­is­fac­tion, I hope. I re­peat, gen­tle­men, where is the gen­er­al?”

			“Eh! good God! you know bet­ter than we do where he is,” said the lieu­tenant.

			“I?”

			“Yes, you.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Athos; “I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“You will un­der­stand me—and, in the first place, do not speak so loud­ly.”

			Athos smiled dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“We don’t ask you to smile,” said one of the colonels warm­ly; “we re­quire you to an­swer.”

			“And I, gen­tle­men, de­clare to you that I will not re­ply un­til I am in the pres­ence of the gen­er­al.”

			“But,” replied the same colonel who had al­ready spo­ken, “you know very well that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“This is the sec­ond time I have re­ceived this strange re­ply to the wish I ex­press,” said Athos. “Is the gen­er­al ab­sent?”

			This ques­tion was made with such ap­par­ent good faith, and the gen­tle­man wore an air of such nat­u­ral sur­prise, that the three of­fi­cers ex­changed a mean­ing look. The lieu­tenant, by a tac­it con­ven­tion with the oth­er two, was spokesman.

			“Mon­sieur, the gen­er­al left you last night on the bor­ders of the monastery.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“And you went—”

			“It is not for me to an­swer you, but for those who have ac­com­pa­nied me. They were your sol­diers, ask them.”

			“But if we please to ques­tion you?”

			“Then it will please me to re­ply, Mon­sieur, that I do not rec­og­nize any­one here, that I know no one here but the gen­er­al, and that it is to him alone I will re­ply.”

			“So be it, Mon­sieur; but as we are the mas­ters, we con­sti­tute our­selves a coun­cil of war, and when you are be­fore judges you must re­ply.”

			The coun­te­nance of Athos ex­pressed noth­ing but as­ton­ish­ment and dis­dain, in­stead of the ter­ror the of­fi­cers ex­pect­ed to read in it at this threat.

			“Scot­tish or Eng­lish judges up­on me, a sub­ject of the king of France; up­on me, placed un­der the safe­guard of British hon­or! You are mad, gen­tle­men!” said Athos, shrug­ging his shoul­ders.

			The of­fi­cers looked at each oth­er. “Then, Mon­sieur,” said one of them, “do you pre­tend not to know where the gen­er­al is?”

			“To that, Mon­sieur, I have al­ready replied.”

			“Yes, but you have al­ready replied an in­cred­i­ble thing.”

			“It is true, nev­er­the­less, gen­tle­men. Men of my rank are not gen­er­al­ly liars. I am a gen­tle­man, I have told you, and when I have at my side the sword which, by an ex­cess of del­i­ca­cy, I left last night up­on the ta­ble where­on it still lies, be­lieve me, no man says that to me which I am un­will­ing to hear. I am at this mo­ment dis­armed; if you pre­tend to be my judges, try me; if you are but my ex­e­cu­tion­ers, kill me.”

			“But, Mon­sieur—” asked the lieu­tenant, in a more cour­te­ous voice, struck with the lofty cool­ness of Athos.

			“Sir, I came to speak con­fi­den­tial­ly with your gen­er­al about af­fairs of im­por­tance. It was not an or­di­nary wel­come that he gave me. The ac­counts your sol­diers can give you may con­vince you of that. If, then, the gen­er­al re­ceived me in that man­ner, he knew my ti­tles to his es­teem. Now, you do not sus­pect, I should think, that I should re­veal my se­crets to you, and still less his.”

			“But these casks, what do they con­tain?”

			“Have you not put that ques­tion to your sol­diers? What was their re­ply?”

			“That they con­tained pow­der and ball.”

			“From whom had they that in­for­ma­tion? They must have told you that.”

			“From the gen­er­al; but we are not dupes.”

			“Be­ware, gen­tle­men; it is not to me you are now giv­ing the lie, it is to your lead­er.”

			The of­fi­cers again looked at each oth­er. Athos con­tin­ued: “Be­fore your sol­diers the gen­er­al told me to wait a week, and at the ex­pi­ra­tion of that week he would give me the an­swer he had to make me. Have I fled away? No; I wait.”

			“He told you to wait a week!” cried the lieu­tenant.

			“He told me that so clear­ly, sir, that I have a sloop at the mouth of the riv­er, which I could with ease have joined yes­ter­day, and em­barked. Now, if I have re­mained, it was on­ly in com­pli­ance with the de­sire of your gen­er­al; his hon­or hav­ing re­quest­ed me not to de­part with­out a last au­di­ence, which he fixed at a week hence. I re­peat to you, then, I am wait­ing.”

			The lieu­tenant turned to­wards the oth­er of­fi­cers, and said, in a low voice: “If this gen­tle­man speaks truth, there may still be some hope. The gen­er­al may be car­ry­ing out some ne­go­ti­a­tions so se­cret, that he thought it im­pru­dent to in­form even us. Then the time lim­it­ed for his ab­sence would be a week.” Then, turn­ing to­wards Athos: “Mon­sieur,” said he, “your dec­la­ra­tion is of the most se­ri­ous im­por­tance; are you will­ing to re­peat it un­der the seal of an oath?”

			“Sir,” replied Athos, “I have al­ways lived in a world where my sim­ple word was re­gard­ed as the most sa­cred of oaths.”

			“This time, how­ev­er, Mon­sieur, the cir­cum­stance is more grave than any you may have been placed in. The safe­ty of the whole army is at stake. Re­flect; the gen­er­al has dis­ap­peared, and our search for him has been in vain. Is this dis­ap­pear­ance nat­u­ral? Has a crime been com­mit­ted? Are we not bound to car­ry our in­ves­ti­ga­tions to ex­trem­i­ty? Have we any right to wait with pa­tience? At this mo­ment, ev­ery­thing, Mon­sieur, de­pends up­on the words you are about to pro­nounce.”

			“Thus ques­tioned, gen­tle­men, I no longer hes­i­tate,” said Athos. “Yes, I came hith­er to con­verse con­fi­den­tial­ly with Gen­er­al Mon­ck, and ask him for an an­swer re­gard­ing cer­tain in­ter­ests; yes, the gen­er­al be­ing, doubt­less, un­able to pro­nounce be­fore the ex­pect­ed bat­tle, begged me to re­main a week in the house I in­hab­it, promis­ing me that in a week I should see him again. Yes, all this is true, and I swear it by God who is the ab­so­lute mas­ter of my life and yours.” Athos pro­nounced these words with so much grandeur and solem­ni­ty, that the three of­fi­cers were al­most con­vinced. Nev­er­the­less, one of the colonels made a last at­tempt.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “al­though we may now be per­suad­ed of the truth of what you say, there is yet a strange mys­tery in all this. The gen­er­al is too pru­dent a man to have thus aban­doned his army on the eve of a bat­tle with­out hav­ing at least giv­en no­tice of it to one of us. As for my­self, I can­not be­lieve but some strange event has been the cause of this dis­ap­pear­ance. Yes­ter­day some for­eign fish­er­men came to sell their fish here; they were lodged yon­der among the Scots; that is to say, on the road the gen­er­al took with this gen­tle­man, to go to the abbey, and to re­turn from it. It was one of these fish­er­men that ac­com­pa­nied the gen­er­al with a light. And this morn­ing, bark and fish­er­men have all dis­ap­peared, car­ried away by the night’s tide.”

			“For my part,” said the lieu­tenant, “I see noth­ing in that that is not quite nat­u­ral, for these peo­ple were not pris­on­ers.”

			“No; but I re­peat it was one of them who light­ed the gen­er­al and this gen­tle­man to the abbey, and Dig­by as­sures us that the gen­er­al had strong sus­pi­cions con­cern­ing those peo­ple. Now, who can say whether these peo­ple were not con­nect­ed with this gen­tle­man; and that, the blow be­ing struck, the gen­tle­man, who is ev­i­dent­ly brave, did not re­main to re­as­sure us by his pres­ence, and to pre­vent our re­search­es be­ing made in a right di­rec­tion?”

			This speech made an im­pres­sion up­on the oth­er two of­fi­cers.

			“Sir,” said Athos, “per­mit me to tell you, that your rea­son­ing, though spe­cious in ap­pear­ance, nev­er­the­less wants con­sis­ten­cy, as re­gards me. I have re­mained, you say, to di­vert sus­pi­cion. Well! on the con­trary, sus­pi­cions arise in me as well as in you; and I say, it is im­pos­si­ble, gen­tle­men, that the gen­er­al, on the eve of a bat­tle, should leave his army with­out say­ing any­thing to at least one of his of­fi­cers. Yes, there is some strange event con­nect­ed with this; in­stead of be­ing idle and wait­ing, you must dis­play all the ac­tiv­i­ty and all the vig­i­lance pos­si­ble. I am your pris­on­er, gen­tle­men, up­on pa­role or oth­er­wise. My hon­or is con­cerned in as­cer­tain­ing what has be­come of Gen­er­al Mon­ck, and to such a point, that if you were to say to me, ‘De­part!’ I should re­ply: ‘No, I will re­main!’ And if you were to ask my opin­ion, I should add: ‘Yes, the gen­er­al is the vic­tim of some con­spir­a­cy, for, if he had in­tend­ed to leave the camp he would have told me so.’ Seek, then, search the land, search the sea; the gen­er­al has not gone of his own good will.”

			The lieu­tenant made a sign to the two oth­er of­fi­cers.

			“No, Mon­sieur,” said he, “no; in your turn you go too far. The gen­er­al has noth­ing to suf­fer from these events, and, no doubt, has di­rect­ed them. What Mon­ck is now do­ing he has of­ten done be­fore. We are wrong in alarm­ing our­selves; his ab­sence will, doubt­less, be of short du­ra­tion; there­fore, let us be­ware, lest by a pusil­la­nim­i­ty which the gen­er­al would con­sid­er a crime, of mak­ing his ab­sence pub­lic, and by that means de­mor­al­ize the army. The gen­er­al gives a strik­ing proof of his con­fi­dence in us; let us show our­selves wor­thy of it. Gen­tle­men, let the most pro­found si­lence cov­er all this with an im­pen­e­tra­ble veil; we will de­tain this gen­tle­man, not from mis­trust of him with re­gard to the crime, but to as­sure more ef­fec­tive­ly the se­cret of the gen­er­al’s ab­sence by keep­ing among our­selves; there­fore, un­til fresh or­ders, the gen­tle­man will re­main at head­quar­ters.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Athos, “you for­get that last night the gen­er­al con­fid­ed to me a de­posit over which I am bound to watch. Give me what­ev­er guard you like, chain me if you like, but leave me the house I in­hab­it for my prison. The gen­er­al, on his re­turn, would re­proach you, I swear on the hon­or of a gen­tle­man, for hav­ing dis­pleased him in this.”

			“So be it, Mon­sieur,” said the lieu­tenant; “re­turn to your abode.”

			Then they placed over Athos a guard of fifty men, who sur­round­ed his house, with­out los­ing sight of him for a minute.

			The se­cret re­mained se­cure, but hours, days passed away with­out the gen­er­al’s re­turn­ing, or with­out any­thing be­ing heard of him.
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				Smug­gling

			
			Two days af­ter the events we have just re­lat­ed, and while Gen­er­al Mon­ck was ex­pect­ed ev­ery minute in the camp to which he did not re­turn, a lit­tle Dutch feluc­ca, manned by eleven men, cast an­chor up­on the coast of Schevenin­gen, near­ly with­in can­non-shot of the port. It was night, the dark­ness was great, the tide rose in the dark­ness; it was a cap­i­tal time to land pas­sen­gers and mer­chan­dise.

			The road of Schevenin­gen forms a vast cres­cent; it is not very deep and not very safe; there­fore, noth­ing is seen sta­tioned there but large Flem­ish hoys, or some of those Dutch barks which fish­er­men draw up on the sand on rollers, as the an­cients did, ac­cord­ing to Vir­gil. When the tide is ris­ing, and ad­vanc­ing on land, it is not pru­dent to bring the ves­sels too close in shore, for, if the wind is fresh, the prows are buried in the sand; and the sand of that coast is spongy; it re­ceives eas­i­ly, but does not yield so well. It was on this ac­count, no doubt, that a boat was de­tached from the bark, as soon as the lat­ter had cast an­chor, and came with eight sailors, amidst whom was to be seen an ob­ject of an ob­long form, a sort of large pan­nier or bale.

			The shore was de­sert­ed; the few fish­er­men in­hab­it­ing the down were gone to bed. The on­ly sen­tinel that guard­ed the coast (a coast very bad­ly guard­ed, see­ing that a land­ing from large ships was im­pos­si­ble), with­out hav­ing been able to fol­low the ex­am­ple of the fish­er­men, who were gone to bed, im­i­tat­ed them so far, that he slept at the back of his watch-box as sound­ly as they slept in their beds. The on­ly noise to be heard, then, was the whistling of the night breeze among the bush­es and the bram­bles of the downs. But the peo­ple who were ap­proach­ing were doubt­less mis­trust­ful peo­ple, for this re­al si­lence and ap­par­ent soli­tude did not sat­is­fy them. Their boat, there­fore, scarce­ly as vis­i­ble as a dark speck up­on the ocean, gild­ed along noise­less­ly, avoid­ing the use of their oars for fear of be­ing heard, and gained the near­est land.

			Scarce­ly had it touched the ground when a sin­gle man jumped out of the boat, af­ter hav­ing giv­en a brief or­der, in a man­ner which de­not­ed the habit of com­mand­ing. In con­se­quence of this or­der, sev­er­al mus­kets im­me­di­ate­ly glit­tered in the fee­ble light re­flect­ed from that mir­ror of the heav­ens, the sea; and the ob­long bale of which we spoke, con­tain­ing no doubt some con­tra­band ob­ject, was trans­port­ed to land, with in­fi­nite pre­cau­tions. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter that, the man who had land­ed first, set off at a rapid pace di­ag­o­nal­ly to­wards the vil­lage of Schevenin­gen, di­rect­ing his course to the near­est point of the wood. When there, he sought for that house al­ready de­scribed as the tem­po­rary res­i­dence—and a very hum­ble res­i­dence—of him who was styled by cour­tesy king of Eng­land.

			All were asleep there, as ev­ery­where else, on­ly a large dog, of the race of those which the fish­er­men of Schevenin­gen har­ness to lit­tle carts to car­ry fish to the Hague, be­gan to bark for­mi­da­bly as soon as the stranger’s steps were au­di­ble be­neath the win­dows. But the watch­ful­ness, in­stead of alarm­ing the new­ly-land­ed man, ap­peared, on the con­trary, to give him great joy, for his voice might per­haps have proved in­suf­fi­cient to rouse the peo­ple of the house, whilst, with an aux­il­iary of that sort, his voice be­came al­most use­less. The stranger wait­ed, then, till these re­it­er­at­ed and sonorous bark­ings should, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty, have pro­duced their ef­fect, and then he ven­tured a sum­mons. On hear­ing his voice, the dog be­gan to roar with such vi­o­lence that an­oth­er voice was soon heard from the in­te­ri­or, qui­et­ing the dog. With that the dog was qui­et­ed.

			“What do you want?” asked that voice, at the same time weak, bro­ken, and civ­il.

			“I want His Majesty King Charles II, king of Eng­land,” said the stranger.

			“What do you want with him?”

			“I want to speak with him.”

			“Who are you?”

			“Ah! mor­dioux! you ask too much; I don’t like talk­ing through doors.”

			“On­ly tell me your name.”

			“I don’t like to de­clare my name in the open air, ei­ther; be­sides, you may be sure I shall not eat your dog, and I hope to God he will be as re­served with re­spect to me.”

			“You bring news, per­haps, Mon­sieur, do you not?” replied the voice, pa­tient and queru­lous as that of an old man.

			“I will an­swer for it, I bring you news you lit­tle ex­pect. Open the door, then, if you please, hein!”

			“Mon­sieur,” per­sist­ed the old man, “do you be­lieve, up­on your soul and con­science, that your news is worth wak­ing the king?”

			“For God’s sake, my dear Mon­sieur, draw your bolts; you will not be sor­ry, I swear, for the trou­ble it will give you. I am worth my weight in gold, pa­role d’hon­neur!”

			“Mon­sieur, I can­not open the door till you have told me your name.”

			“Must I, then?”

			“It is by the or­der of my mas­ter, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, my name is—but, I warn you, my name will tell you ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing.”

			“Nev­er mind, tell it, not­with­stand­ing.”

			“Well, I am the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan.”

			The voice ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Oh! good heav­ens!” said a voice on the oth­er side of the door. “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. What hap­pi­ness! I could not help think­ing I knew that voice.”

			“Humph!” said d’Artag­nan. “My voice is known here! That’s flat­ter­ing.”

			“Oh! yes, we know it,” said the old man, draw­ing the bolts; “and here is the proof.” And at these words he let in d’Artag­nan, who, by the light of the lantern he car­ried in his hand, rec­og­nized his ob­sti­nate in­ter­locu­tor.

			“Ah! mor­dioux!” cried he: “why, it is Par­ry! I ought to have known that.”

			“Par­ry, yes, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, it is I. What joy to see you once again!”

			“You are right there, what joy!” said d’Artag­nan, press­ing the old man’s hand. “There, now you’ll go and in­form the king, will you not?”

			“But the king is asleep, my dear Mon­sieur.”

			“Mor­dioux! then wake him. He won’t scold you for hav­ing dis­turbed him, I will prom­ise you.”

			“You come on the part of the count, do you not?”

			“The Comte de la Fère?”

			“From Athos?”

			“Ma foi! no; I come on my own part. Come, Par­ry, quick! The king—I want the king.”

			Par­ry did not think it his du­ty to re­sist any longer; he knew d’Artag­nan of old; he knew that, al­though a Gas­con, his words nev­er promised more than they could stand to. He crossed a court and a lit­tle gar­den, ap­peased the dog, that seemed most anx­ious to taste of the mus­ke­teer’s flesh, and went to knock at the win­dow of a cham­ber form­ing the ground-floor of a lit­tle pavil­ion. Im­me­di­ate­ly a lit­tle dog in­hab­it­ing that cham­ber replied to the great dog in­hab­it­ing the court.

			Poor king! said d’Artag­nan to him­self, these are his body­guards. It is true he is not the worse guard­ed on that ac­count.

			“What is want­ed with me?” asked the king, from the back of the cham­ber.

			“Sire, it is M. le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, who brings you some news.”

			A noise was im­me­di­ate­ly heard in the cham­ber, a door was opened, and a flood of light in­un­dat­ed the cor­ri­dor and the gar­den. The king was work­ing by the light of a lamp. Pa­pers were ly­ing about up­on his desk, and he had com­menced the first copy of a let­ter which showed, by the nu­mer­ous era­sures, the trou­ble he had had in writ­ing it.

			“Come in, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said he, turn­ing around. Then per­ceiv­ing the fish­er­man, “What do you mean, Par­ry? Where is M. le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan?” asked Charles.

			“He is be­fore you, sire,” said M. d’Artag­nan.

			“What, in that cos­tume?”

			“Yes; look at me, sire; do you not re­mem­ber hav­ing seen me at Blois, in the an­techam­ber of King Louis XIV?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, and I re­mem­ber I was much pleased with you.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed. “It was my du­ty to be­have as I did, the mo­ment I knew that I had the hon­or of be­ing near Your Majesty.”

			“You bring me news, do you say?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“From the king of France?”

			“Ma foi! no, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan. “Your Majesty must have seen yon­der that the king of France is on­ly oc­cu­pied with his own majesty?”

			Charles raised his eyes to­wards heav­en.

			“No, sire, no,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan. “I bring news en­tire­ly com­posed of per­son­al facts. Nev­er­the­less, I hope that Your Majesty will lis­ten to the facts and news with some fa­vor.”

			“Speak, Mon­sieur.”

			“If I am not mis­tak­en, sire, Your Majesty spoke a great deal at Blois, of the em­bar­rassed state in which the af­fairs of Eng­land are.”

			Charles col­ored. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “it was to the king of France I re­lat­ed—”

			“Oh! Your Majesty is mis­tak­en,” said the mus­ke­teer, cool­ly; “I know how to speak to kings in mis­for­tune. It is on­ly when they are in mis­for­tune that they speak to me; once for­tu­nate, they look up­on me no more. I have, then, for Your Majesty, not on­ly the great­est re­spect, but, still more, the most ab­so­lute de­vo­tion; and that, be­lieve me, with me, sire, means some­thing. Now, hear­ing Your Majesty com­plain of fate, I found that you were no­ble and gen­er­ous, and bore mis­for­tune well.”

			“In truth!” said Charles, much as­ton­ished, “I do not know which I ought to pre­fer, your free­doms or your re­spects.”

			“You will choose present­ly, sire,” said d’Artag­nan. “Then Your Majesty com­plained to your broth­er, Louis XIV, of the dif­fi­cul­ty you ex­pe­ri­enced in re­turn­ing to Eng­land and re­gain­ing your throne for want of men and mon­ey.”

			Charles al­lowed a move­ment of im­pa­tience to es­cape him.

			“And the prin­ci­pal ob­ject Your Majesty found in your way,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “was a cer­tain gen­er­al com­mand­ing the armies of the par­lia­ment, and who was play­ing yon­der the part of an­oth­er Cromwell. Did not Your Majesty say so?”

			“Yes; but I re­peat to you, Mon­sieur, those words were for the king’s ears alone.”

			“And you will see, sire, that it is very for­tu­nate that they fell in­to those of his lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers. That man so trou­ble­some to Your Majesty was one Gen­er­al Mon­ck, I be­lieve; did I not hear his name cor­rect­ly, sire?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, but once more, to what pur­pose are all these ques­tions.”

			“Oh! I know very well, sire, that eti­quette will not al­low kings to be ques­tioned. I hope, how­ev­er, present­ly you will par­don my want of eti­quette. Your Majesty added that, not­with­stand­ing, if you could see him, con­fer with him, and meet him face to face, you would tri­umph, ei­ther by force or per­sua­sion, over that ob­sta­cle—the on­ly se­ri­ous one, the on­ly in­sur­mount­able one, the on­ly re­al one you met with on your road.”

			“All that is true, Mon­sieur: my des­tiny, my fu­ture, my ob­scu­ri­ty, or my glo­ry de­pend up­on that man; but what do you draw from that?”

			“One thing alone, that if this Gen­er­al Mon­ck is trou­ble­some to the point Your Majesty de­scribes, it would be ex­pe­di­ent to get rid of him or make an al­ly of him.”

			“Mon­sieur, a king who has nei­ther army nor mon­ey, as you have heard my con­ver­sa­tion with my broth­er Louis, has no means of act­ing against a man like Mon­ck.”

			“Yes, sire, that was your opin­ion, I know very well: but, for­tu­nate­ly for you, it was not mine.”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“That, with­out an army and with­out a mil­lion, I have done—I, my­self—what Your Majesty thought could alone be done with an army and a mil­lion.”

			“How! What do you say? What have you done?”

			“What have I done? Eh! well, sire, I went yon­der to take this man who is so trou­ble­some to Your Majesty.”

			“In Eng­land?”

			“Ex­act­ly, sire.”

			“You went to take Mon­ck in Eng­land?”

			“Should I by chance have done wrong, sire?”

			“In truth, you are mad, Mon­sieur!”

			“Not the least in the world, sire.”

			“You have tak­en Mon­ck?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Where?”

			“In the midst of his camp.”

			The king trem­bled with im­pa­tience.

			“And hav­ing tak­en him on the cause­way of New­cas­tle, I bring him to Your Majesty,” said d’Artag­nan, sim­ply.

			“You bring him to me!” cried the king, al­most in­dig­nant at what he con­sid­ered a mys­ti­fi­ca­tion.

			“Yes, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, in the same tone, “I bring him to you; he is down be­low yon­der, in a large chest pierced with holes, so as to al­low him to breathe.”

			“Good God!”

			“Oh! don’t be un­easy, sire, we have tak­en the great­est pos­si­ble care of him. He comes in good state, and in per­fect con­di­tion. Would Your Majesty please to see him, to talk with him, or to have him thrown in­to the sea?”

			“Oh, heav­ens!” re­peat­ed Charles, “oh, heav­ens! do you speak the truth, Mon­sieur? Are you not in­sult­ing me with some un­wor­thy joke? You have ac­com­plished this un­heard-of act of au­dac­i­ty and ge­nius—im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Will Your Majesty per­mit me to open the win­dow?” said d’Artag­nan, open­ing it.

			The king had not time to re­ply yes or no. D’Artag­nan gave a shrill and pro­longed whis­tle, which he re­peat­ed three times through the si­lence of the night.

			“There!” said he, “he will be brought to Your Majesty.”
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			The king could not over­come his sur­prise, and looked some­times at the smil­ing face of the mus­ke­teer, and some­times at the dark win­dow which opened in­to the night. But be­fore he had fixed his ideas, eight of d’Artag­nan’s men, for two had re­mained to take care of the bark, brought to the house, where Par­ry re­ceived him, that ob­ject of an ob­long form, which, for the mo­ment, en­closed the des­tinies of Eng­land. Be­fore he left Calais, d’Artag­nan had had made in that city a sort of cof­fin, large and deep enough for a man to turn in it at his ease. The bot­tom and sides, prop­er­ly up­hol­stered, formed a bed suf­fi­cient­ly soft to pre­vent the rolling of the ship turn­ing this kind of cage in­to a rat­trap. The lit­tle grat­ing, of which d’Artag­nan had spo­ken to the king, like the vi­sor of the hel­met, was placed op­po­site to the man’s face. It was so con­struct­ed that, at the least cry, a sud­den pres­sure would sti­fle that cry, and, if nec­es­sary, him who had ut­tered that cry.

			D’Artag­nan was so well ac­quaint­ed with his crew and his pris­on­er, that dur­ing the whole voy­age he had been in dread of two things: ei­ther that the gen­er­al would pre­fer death to this sort of im­pris­on­ment, and would smoth­er him­self by en­deav­or­ing to speak, or that his guards would al­low them­selves to be tempt­ed by the of­fers of the pris­on­er, and put him, d’Artag­nan, in­to the box in­stead of Mon­ck.

			D’Artag­nan, there­fore, had passed the two days and the two nights of the voy­age close to the cof­fin, alone with the gen­er­al, of­fer­ing him wine and food, which the lat­ter had re­fused, and con­stant­ly en­deav­or­ing to re­as­sure him up­on the des­tiny which await­ed him at the end of this sin­gu­lar cap­tiv­i­ty. Two pis­tols on the ta­ble and his naked sword made d’Artag­nan easy with re­gard to in­dis­cre­tions from with­out.

			When once at Schevenin­gen he had felt com­plete­ly re­as­sured. His men great­ly dread­ed any con­flict with the lords of the soil. He had, be­sides, in­ter­est­ed in his cause him who had moral­ly served him as lieu­tenant, and whom we have seen re­ply to the name of Men­neville. The lat­ter, not be­ing a vul­gar spir­it, had more to risk than the oth­ers, be­cause he had more con­science. He be­lieved in a fu­ture in the ser­vice of d’Artag­nan, and con­se­quent­ly would have al­lowed him­self to be cut to pieces, rather than vi­o­late the or­der giv­en by his lead­er. Thus it was that, once land­ed, it was to him that d’Artag­nan had con­fid­ed the care of the chest and the gen­er­al’s breath­ing. It was he, too, he had or­dered to have the chest brought by the sev­en men as soon as he should hear the triple whis­tle. We have seen that the lieu­tenant obeyed. The cof­fer once in the house, d’Artag­nan dis­missed his men with a gra­cious smile, say­ing, “Messieurs, you have ren­dered a great ser­vice to King Charles II, who in less than six weeks will be king of Eng­land. Your grat­i­fi­ca­tion will then be dou­bled. Re­turn to the boat and wait for me.” Up­on which they de­part­ed with such shouts of joy as ter­ri­fied even the dog him­self.

			D’Artag­nan had caused the cof­fer to be brought as far as the king’s an­techam­ber. He then, with great care, closed the door of this an­techam­ber, af­ter which he opened the cof­fer, and said to the gen­er­al:

			“Gen­er­al, I have a thou­sand ex­cus­es to make to you; my man­ner of act­ing has not been wor­thy of such a man as you, I know very well; but I wished you to take me for the cap­tain of a bark. And then Eng­land is a very in­con­ve­nient coun­try for trans­ports. I hope, there­fore, you will take all that in­to con­sid­er­a­tion. But now, gen­er­al, you are at lib­er­ty to get up and walk.” This said, he cut the bonds which fas­tened the arms and hands of the gen­er­al. The lat­ter got up, and then sat down with the coun­te­nance of a man who ex­pects death. D’Artag­nan opened the door of Charles’s study, and said, “Sire, here is your en­e­my, M. Mon­ck; I promised my­self to per­form this ser­vice for Your Majesty. It is done; now or­der as you please. M. Mon­ck,” added he, turn­ing to­wards the pris­on­er, “you are in the pres­ence of His Majesty Charles II, sov­er­eign lord of Great Britain.”

			Mon­ck raised to­wards the prince his cold­ly sto­ical look, and replied: “I know no king of Great Britain; I rec­og­nize even here no one wor­thy of bear­ing the name of gen­tle­man: for it is in the name of King Charles II that an emis­sary, whom I took for an hon­est man, came and laid an in­fa­mous snare for me. I have fall­en in­to that snare; so much the worse for me. Now, you the tempter,” said he to the king; “you the ex­ecu­tor,” said he to d’Artag­nan; “re­mem­ber what I am about to say to you: you have my body, you may kill it, and I ad­vise you to do so, for you shall nev­er have my mind or my will. And now, ask me not a sin­gle word, as from this mo­ment I will not open my mouth even to cry out. I have said.”

			And he pro­nounced these words with the sav­age, in­vin­ci­ble res­o­lu­tion of the most mor­ti­fied Pu­ri­tan. D’Artag­nan looked at his pris­on­er like a man who knows the val­ue of ev­ery word, and who fix­es that val­ue ac­cord­ing to the ac­cent with which it has been pro­nounced.

			“The fact is,” said he, in a whis­per to the king, “the gen­er­al is an ob­sti­nate man; he would not take a mouth­ful of bread, nor swal­low a drop of wine, dur­ing the two days of our voy­age. But as from this mo­ment it is Your Majesty who must de­cide his fate, I wash my hands of him.”

			Mon­ck, erect, pale, and re­signed, wait­ed with his eyes fixed and his arms fold­ed. D’Artag­nan turned to­wards him. “You will please to un­der­stand per­fect­ly,” said he, “that your speech, oth­er­wise very fine, does not suit any­body, not even your­self. His Majesty wished to speak to you, you re­fused an in­ter­view; why, now that you are face to face, that you are here by a force in­de­pen­dent of your will, why do you con­fine your­self to the rig­ors which I con­sid­er use­less and ab­surd? Speak! what the dev­il! speak, if on­ly to say ‘No.’ ”

			Mon­ck did not un­close his lips; Mon­ck did not turn his eyes; Mon­ck stroked his mus­tache with a thought­ful air, which an­nounced that mat­ters were go­ing on bad­ly.

			Dur­ing all this time Charles II had fall­en in­to a pro­found rever­ie. For the first time he found him­self face to face with Mon­ck; with the man he had so much de­sired to see; and, with that pe­cu­liar glance which God has giv­en to ea­gles and kings, he had fath­omed the abyss of his heart. He be­held Mon­ck, then, re­solved pos­i­tive­ly to die rather than speak, which was not to be won­dered at in so con­sid­er­able a man, the wound in whose mind must at the mo­ment have been cru­el. Charles II formed, on the in­stant, one of those res­o­lu­tions up­on which an or­di­nary man risks his life, a gen­er­al his for­tune, and a king his king­dom. “Mon­sieur,” said he to Mon­ck, “you are per­fect­ly right up­on cer­tain points; I do not, there­fore, ask you to an­swer me, but to lis­ten to me.”

			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence, dur­ing which the king looked at Mon­ck, who re­mained im­pas­si­ble.

			“You have made me just now a painful re­proach, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued the king; “you said that one of my emis­saries had been to New­cas­tle to lay a snare for you, and that, par­en­thet­i­cal­ly, can­not be un­der­stood by M. d’Artag­nan here, and to whom, be­fore ev­ery­thing, I owe sin­cere thanks for his gen­er­ous, his hero­ic de­vo­tion.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed with re­spect; Mon­ck took no no­tice.

			“For M. d’Artag­nan—and ob­serve, M. Mon­ck, I do not say this to ex­cuse my­self—for M. d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued the king, “went to Eng­land of his free will, with­out in­ter­est, with­out or­ders, with­out hope, like a true gen­tle­man as he is, to ren­der a ser­vice to an un­for­tu­nate king, and to add to the il­lus­tri­ous ac­tions of an ex­is­tence, al­ready so well filled, one glo­ri­ous deed more.”

			D’Artag­nan col­ored a lit­tle, and coughed to keep his coun­te­nance. Mon­ck did not stir.

			“You do not be­lieve what I tell you, M. Mon­ck,” con­tin­ued the king. “I can un­der­stand that—such proofs of de­vo­tion are so rare, that their re­al­i­ty may well be put in doubt.”

			“Mon­sieur would do wrong not to be­lieve you, sire,” cried d’Artag­nan: “for that which Your Majesty has said is the ex­act truth, and the truth so ex­act that it seems, in go­ing to fetch the gen­er­al, I have done some­thing which sets ev­ery­thing wrong. In truth, if it be so, I am in de­spair.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the king, press­ing the hand of the mus­ke­teer, “you have obliged me as much as if you had pro­mot­ed the suc­cess of my cause, for you have re­vealed to me an un­known friend, to whom I shall ev­er be grate­ful, and whom I shall al­ways love.” And the king pressed his hand cor­dial­ly. “And,” con­tin­ued he, bow­ing to Mon­ck, “an en­e­my whom I shall hence­forth es­teem at his prop­er val­ue.”

			The eyes of the Pu­ri­tan flashed, but on­ly once, and his coun­te­nance, for an in­stant, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by that flash, re­sumed its somber im­pas­si­bil­i­ty.

			“Then, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued Charles, “this is what was about to hap­pen: M. le Comte de la Fère, who you know, I be­lieve, has set out for New­cas­tle.”

			“What, Athos!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, that was his nom de guerre, I be­lieve. The Comte de la Fère had then set out for New­cas­tle, and was go­ing, per­haps, to bring the gen­er­al to hold a con­fer­ence with me or with those of my par­ty, when you vi­o­lent­ly, as it ap­pears, in­ter­fered with the ne­go­ti­a­tion.”

			“Mor­dioux!” replied d’Artag­nan, “he en­tered the camp the very evening in which I suc­ceed­ed in get­ting in­to it with my fish­er­men—”

			An al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble frown on the brow of Mon­ck told d’Artag­nan that he had sur­mised right­ly.

			“Yes, yes,” mut­tered he; “I thought I knew his per­son; I even fan­cied I knew his voice. Un­lucky wretch that I am! Oh! sire, par­don me! I thought I had so suc­cess­ful­ly steered my bark.”

			“There is noth­ing ill in it, sir,” said the king, “ex­cept that the gen­er­al ac­cus­es me of hav­ing laid a snare for him, which is not the case. No, gen­er­al, those are not the arms which I con­tem­plat­ed em­ploy­ing with you, as you will soon see. In the mean­while, when I give you my word up­on the hon­or of a gen­tle­man, be­lieve me, sir, be­lieve me! Now, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, a word with you, if you please.”

			“I lis­ten on my knees, sire.”

			“You are tru­ly at my ser­vice, are you not?”

			“Your Majesty has seen that I am, too much so.”

			“That is well; from a man like you one word suf­fices. In ad­di­tion to that word you bring ac­tions. Gen­er­al, have the good­ness to fol­low me. Come with us, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			D’Artag­nan, con­sid­er­ably sur­prised, pre­pared to obey. Charles II went out, Mon­ck fol­lowed him, d’Artag­nan fol­lowed Mon­ck. Charles took the path by which d’Artag­nan had come to his abode; the fresh sea breezes soon ca­ressed the faces of the three noc­tur­nal trav­el­ers, and, at fifty paces from the lit­tle gate which Charles opened, they found them­selves up­on the down in the face of the ocean, which, hav­ing ceased to rise, re­posed up­on the shore like a wea­ried mon­ster. Charles II walked pen­sive­ly along, his head hang­ing down and his hand be­neath his cloak. Mon­ck fol­lowed him, with crossed arms and an un­easy look. D’Artag­nan came last, with his hand on the hilt of his sword.

			“Where is the boat in which you came, gen­tle­men?” said Charles to the mus­ke­teer.

			“Yon­der, sire; I have sev­en men and an of­fi­cer wait­ing me in that lit­tle bark which is light­ed by a fire.”

			“Yes, I see; the boat is drawn up­on the sand; but you cer­tain­ly did not come from New­cas­tle in that frail bark?”

			“No, sire; I freight­ed a feluc­ca, at my own ex­pense, which is at an­chor with­in can­non-shot of the downs. It was in that feluc­ca we made the voy­age.”

			“Sir,” said the king to Mon­ck, “you are free.”

			How­ev­er firm his will, Mon­ck could not sup­press an ex­cla­ma­tion. The king added an af­fir­ma­tive mo­tion of his head, and con­tin­ued: “We shall wak­en a fish­er­man of the vil­lage, who will put his boat to sea im­me­di­ate­ly, and will take you back to any place you may com­mand him. M. d’Artag­nan here will es­cort your hon­or. I place M. d’Artag­nan un­der the safe­guard of your loy­al­ty, M. Mon­ck.”

			Mon­ck al­lowed a mur­mur of sur­prise to es­cape him, and d’Artag­nan a pro­found sigh. The king, with­out ap­pear­ing to no­tice ei­ther, knocked against the deal trel­lis which en­closed the cab­in of the prin­ci­pal fish­er­man in­hab­it­ing the down.

			“Hey! Keyser!” cried he, “awake!”

			“Who calls me?” asked the fish­er­man.

			“I, Charles the king.”

			“Ah, my lord!” cried Keyser, ris­ing ready dressed from the sail in which he slept, as peo­ple sleep in a ham­mock. “What can I do to serve you?”

			“Cap­tain Keyser,” said Charles, “you must set sail im­me­di­ate­ly. Here is a trav­el­er who wish­es to freight your bark, and will pay you well; serve him well.” And the king drew back a few steps to al­low Mon­ck to speak to the fish­er­man.

			“I wish to cross over in­to Eng­land,” said Mon­ck, who spoke Dutch enough to make him­self un­der­stood.

			“This minute,” said the pa­tron, “this very minute, if you wish it.”

			“But will that be long?” said Mon­ck.

			“Not half an hour, your hon­or. My el­dest son is at this mo­ment pre­par­ing the boat, as we were go­ing out fish­ing at three o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			“Well, is all ar­ranged?” asked the king, draw­ing near.

			“All but the price,” said the fish­er­man; “yes, sire.”

			“That is my af­fair,” said Charles, “the gen­tle­man is my friend.”

			Mon­ck start­ed and looked at Charles on hear­ing this word.

			“Very well, my lord,” replied Keyser. And at that mo­ment they heard Keyser’s son, sig­nal­ing from the shore with the blast of a bull’s horn.

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” said the king, “de­part.”

			“Sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “will it please Your Majesty to grant me a few min­utes? I have en­gaged men, and I am go­ing with­out them; I must give them no­tice.”

			“Whis­tle to them,” said Charles, smil­ing.

			D’Artag­nan, ac­cord­ing­ly, whis­tled, whilst the pa­tron Keyser replied to his son; and four men, led by Men­neville, at­tend­ed the first sum­mons.

			“Here is some mon­ey in ac­count,” said d’Artag­nan, putting in­to their hands a purse con­tain­ing two thou­sand five hun­dred livres in gold. “Go and wait for me at Calais, you know where.” And d’Artag­nan heaved a pro­found sigh, as he let the purse fall in­to the hands of Men­neville.

			“What, are you leav­ing us?” cried the men.

			“For a short time,” said d’Artag­nan, “or for a long time, who knows? But with 2,500 livres, and the 2,500 you have al­ready re­ceived, you are paid ac­cord­ing to our agree­ment. We are quits, then, my friend.”

			“But the boat?”

			“Do not trou­ble your­self about that.”

			“Our things are on board the feluc­ca.”

			“Go and seek them, and then set off im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Yes, cap­tain.”

			D’Artag­nan re­turned to Mon­ck, say­ing—“Mon­sieur, I await your or­ders, for I un­der­stand we are to go to­geth­er, un­less my com­pa­ny be dis­agree­able to you.”

			“On the con­trary, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ck.

			“Come, gen­tle­men, on board,” cried Keyser’s son.

			Charles bowed to the gen­er­al with grace and dig­ni­ty, say­ing—“You will par­don me this un­for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent, and the vi­o­lence to which you have been sub­ject­ed, when you are con­vinced that I was not the cause of them.”

			Mon­ck bowed pro­found­ly with­out re­ply­ing. On his side, Charles af­fect­ed not to say a word to d’Artag­nan in pri­vate, but aloud—“Once more, thanks, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said he, “thanks for your ser­vices. They will be re­paid you by the Lord God, who, I hope, re­serves tri­als and trou­bles for me alone.”

			Mon­ck fol­lowed Keyser and his son em­barked with them. D’Artag­nan came af­ter, mut­ter­ing to him­self—“Poor Planchet! poor Planchet! I am very much afraid we have made a bad spec­u­la­tion.”
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			Dur­ing the pas­sage, Mon­ck on­ly spoke to d’Artag­nan in cas­es of ur­gent ne­ces­si­ty. Thus, when the French­man hes­i­tat­ed to come and take his meals, poor meals, com­posed of salt fish, bis­cuit, and Hol­lands gin, Mon­ck called him, say­ing—“To ta­ble, Mon­sieur, to ta­ble!”

			This was all. D’Artag­nan, from be­ing him­self on all great oc­ca­sions ex­treme­ly con­cise, did not draw from the gen­er­al’s con­cise­ness a fa­vor­able au­gury of the re­sult of his mis­sion. Now, as d’Artag­nan had plen­ty of time for re­flec­tion, he bat­tered his brains dur­ing this time in en­deav­or­ing to find out how Athos had seen King Charles, how he had con­spired his de­par­ture with him, and last­ly, how he had en­tered Mon­ck’s camp; and the poor lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers plucked a hair from his mus­tache ev­ery time that he re­flect­ed that the horse­man who ac­com­pa­nied Mon­ck on the night of the fa­mous ab­duc­tion must have been Athos.

			At length, af­ter a pas­sage of two nights and two days, the pa­tron Keyser touched at the point where Mon­ck, who had giv­en all the or­ders dur­ing the voy­age, had com­mand­ed they should land. It was ex­act­ly at the mouth of the lit­tle riv­er, near where Athos had cho­sen his abode.

			Day­light was wan­ing, a splen­did sun, like a red steel buck­ler, was plung­ing the low­er ex­trem­i­ty of its disc be­neath the blue line of the sea. The feluc­ca was mak­ing fair way up the riv­er, tol­er­a­bly wide in that part, but Mon­ck, in his im­pa­tience, de­sired to be land­ed, and Keyser’s boat set him and d’Artag­nan up­on the mud­dy bank, amidst the reeds. D’Artag­nan, re­signed to obe­di­ence, fol­lowed Mon­ck ex­act­ly as a chained bear fol­lows his mas­ter; but the po­si­tion hu­mil­i­at­ed him not a lit­tle, and he grum­bled to him­self that the ser­vice of kings was a bit­ter one, and that the best of them was good for noth­ing. Mon­ck walked with long and hasty strides; it might be thought that he did not yet feel cer­tain of hav­ing reached Eng­lish land. They had al­ready be­gun to per­ceive dis­tinct­ly a few of the cot­tages of the sailors and fish­er­men spread over the lit­tle quay of this hum­ble port, when, all at once, d’Artag­nan cried out—“God par­don me, there is a house on fire!”

			Mon­ck raised his eyes, and per­ceived there was, in fact, a house which the flames were be­gin­ning to de­vour. It had be­gun at a lit­tle shed be­long­ing to the house, the roof of which had caught. The fresh evening breeze ag­i­tat­ed the fire. The two trav­el­ers quick­ened their steps, hear­ing loud cries, and see­ing, as they drew near­er, sol­diers with their glit­ter­ing arms point­ed to­wards the house on fire. It was doubt­less this men­ac­ing oc­cu­pa­tion which had made them ne­glect to sig­nal the feluc­ca. Mon­ck stopped short for an in­stant, and, for the first time, for­mu­lat­ed his thoughts in­to words. “Eh! but,” said he, “per­haps they are not my sol­diers but Lam­bert’s.”

			These words con­tained at once a sor­row, and ap­pre­hen­sion, and a re­proach per­fect­ly in­tel­li­gi­ble to d’Artag­nan. In fact, dur­ing the gen­er­al’s ab­sence, Lam­bert might have giv­en bat­tle, con­quered, and dis­persed the par­lia­ment’s army, and tak­en with his own the place of Mon­ck’s army, de­prived of its strong­est sup­port. At this doubt, which passed from the mind of Mon­ck to his own, d’Artag­nan rea­soned in this man­ner:—“One of two things is go­ing to hap­pen; ei­ther Mon­ck has spo­ken cor­rect­ly, and there are no longer any but Lam­bertists in the coun­try—that is to say, en­e­mies, who would re­ceive me won­der­ful­ly well, since it is to me they owe their vic­to­ry; or noth­ing is changed, and Mon­ck, trans­port­ed with joy at find­ing his camp still in the same place, will not prove too se­vere in his set­tle­ment with me.” Whilst think­ing thus, the two trav­el­ers ad­vanced, and be­gan to min­gle with a lit­tle knot of sailors, who looked on with sor­row at the burn­ing house, but did not dare to say any­thing on ac­count of the threats of the sol­diers. Mon­ck ad­dressed one of these sailors:—“What is go­ing on here?” asked he.

			“Sir,” replied the man, not rec­og­niz­ing Mon­ck as an of­fi­cer, un­der the thick cloak which en­veloped him, “that house was in­hab­it­ed by a for­eign gen­tle­man, and this for­eign­er be­came sus­pect­ed by the sol­diers. They want­ed to get in­to his house un­der pre­tense of tak­ing him to the camp; but he, with­out be­ing fright­ened by their num­ber, threat­ened death to the first who should cross the thresh­old of his door; and as there was one who did ven­ture, the French­man stretched him on the earth with a pis­tol-shot.”

			“Ah! he is a French­man, is he?” said d’Artag­nan, rub­bing his hands. “Good!”

			“How good?” replied the fish­er­man.

			“No, I don’t mean that.—What then—my tongue slipped.”

			“What then, sir?—why, the oth­er men be­came as en­raged as so many li­ons: they fired more than a hun­dred shots at the house; but the French­man was shel­tered by the wall, and ev­ery time they tried to en­ter by the door they met with a shot from his lack­ey, whose aim is dead­ly, d’ye see? Ev­ery time they threat­ened the win­dow, they met with a pis­tol-shot from the mas­ter. Look and count—there are sev­en men down.”

			“Ah! my brave coun­try­man,” cried d’Artag­nan, “wait a lit­tle, wait a lit­tle. I will be with you; and we will set­tle with this rab­ble.”

			“One in­stant, sir,” said Mon­ck, “wait.”

			“Long?”

			“No; on­ly the time to ask a ques­tion.” Then, turn­ing to­wards the sailor, “My friend,” asked he, with an emo­tion which, in spite of all his self-com­mand, he could not con­ceal, “whose sol­diers are these, pray tell me?”

			“Whose should they be but that mad­man, Mon­ck’s?”

			“There has been no bat­tle, then?”

			“A bat­tle, ah, yes! for what pur­pose? Lam­bert’s army is melt­ing away like snow in April. All come to Mon­ck, of­fi­cers and sol­diers. In a week Lam­bert won’t have fifty men left.”

			The fish­er­man was in­ter­rupt­ed by a fresh dis­charge di­rect­ed against the house, and by an­oth­er pis­tol-shot which replied to the dis­charge and struck down the most dar­ing of the ag­gres­sors. The rage of sol­diers was at its height. The fire still con­tin­ued to in­crease, and a crest of flame and smoke whirled and spread over the roof of the house. D’Artag­nan could no longer con­tain him­self. “Mor­dioux!” said he to Mon­ck, glanc­ing at him side­ways: “you are a gen­er­al, and al­low your men to burn hous­es and as­sas­si­nate peo­ple, while you look on and warm your hands at the blaze of the con­fla­gra­tion? Mor­dioux! you are not a man.”

			“Pa­tience, sir, pa­tience!” said Mon­ck, smil­ing.

			“Pa­tience! yes, un­til that brave gen­tle­man is roast­ed—is that what you mean?” And d’Artag­nan rushed for­ward.

			“Re­main where you are, sir,” said Mon­ck, in a tone of com­mand. And he ad­vanced to­wards the house, just as an of­fi­cer had ap­proached it, say­ing to the be­sieged: “The house is burn­ing, you will be roast­ed with­in an hour! There is still time—come, tell us what you know of Gen­er­al Mon­ck, and we will spare your life. Re­ply, or by Saint Patrick—”

			The be­sieged made no an­swer; he was no doubt reload­ing his pis­tol.

			“A re­in­force­ment is ex­pect­ed,” con­tin­ued the of­fi­cer; “in a quar­ter of an hour there will be a hun­dred men around your house.”

			“I re­ply to you,” said the French­man. “Let your men be sent away; I will come out freely and re­pair to the camp alone, or else I will be killed here!”

			“Mille ton­nerres!” shout­ed d’Artag­nan; “why, that’s the voice of Athos! Ah, canailles!” and the sword of d’Artag­nan flashed from its sheath. Mon­ck stopped him and ad­vanced him­self, ex­claim­ing, in a sonorous voice: “Holà! what is go­ing on here? Dig­by, whence this fire? why these cries?”

			“The gen­er­al!” cried Dig­by, let­ting the point of his sword fall.

			“The gen­er­al!” re­peat­ed the sol­diers.

			“Well, what is there so as­ton­ish­ing in that?” said Mon­ck, in a calm tone. Then, si­lence be­ing reestab­lished—“Now,” said he, “who lit this fire?”

			The sol­diers hung their heads.

			“What! do I ask a ques­tion, and no­body an­swers me?” said Mon­ck. “What! do I find a fault, and no­body re­pairs it? The fire is still burn­ing, I be­lieve.”

			Im­me­di­ate­ly the twen­ty men rushed for­ward, seiz­ing pails, buck­ets, jars, bar­rels, and ex­tin­guish­ing the fire with as much ar­dor as they had, an in­stant be­fore, em­ployed in pro­mot­ing it. But al­ready, and be­fore all the rest, d’Artag­nan had ap­plied a lad­der to the house, cry­ing, “Athos! it is I, d’Artag­nan! Do not kill me, my dear­est friend!” And in a mo­ment the count was clasped in his arms.

			In the mean­time, Gri­maud, pre­serv­ing his calm­ness, dis­man­tled the for­ti­fi­ca­tion of the ground-floor, and af­ter hav­ing opened the door, stood, with his arms fold­ed, qui­et­ly on the sill. On­ly, on hear­ing the voice of d’Artag­nan, he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise. The fire be­ing ex­tin­guished, the sol­diers pre­sent­ed them­selves, Dig­by at their head.

			“Gen­er­al,” said he, “ex­cuse us; what we have done was for love of your hon­or, whom we thought lost.”

			“You are mad, gen­tle­men. Lost! Is a man like me to be lost? Am I not per­mit­ted to be ab­sent, ac­cord­ing to my plea­sure, with­out giv­ing for­mal no­tice? Do you, by chance, take me for a cit­i­zen from the city? Is a gen­tle­man, my friend, my guest, to be be­sieged, en­trapped, and threat­ened with death, be­cause he is sus­pect­ed? What sig­ni­fies the word, sus­pect­ed? Curse me if I don’t have ev­ery one of you shot like dogs, that the brave gen­tle­man has left alive!

			“Gen­er­al,” said Dig­by, piteous­ly, “there were twen­ty-eight of us, and see, there are eight on the ground.”

			“I au­tho­rize M. le Comte de la Fère to send the twen­ty to join the eight,” said Mon­ck, stretch­ing out his hand to Athos. “Let them re­turn to camp. Mr. Dig­by, you will con­sid­er your­self un­der ar­rest for a month.”

			“Gen­er­al—”

			“That is to teach you, sir, not to act, an­oth­er time, with­out or­ders.”

			“I had those of the lieu­tenant, gen­er­al.”

			“The lieu­tenant had no such or­ders to give you, and he shall be placed un­der ar­rest, in­stead of you, if he has re­al­ly com­mand­ed you to burn this gen­tle­man.”

			“He did not com­mand that, gen­er­al; he com­mand­ed us to bring him to the camp; but the count was not will­ing to fol­low us.”

			“I was not will­ing that they should en­ter and plun­der my house,” said Athos to Mon­ck, with a sig­nif­i­cant look.

			“And you were quite right. To the camp, I say.” The sol­diers de­part­ed with de­ject­ed looks. “Now we are alone,” said Mon­ck to Athos, “have the good­ness to tell me, Mon­sieur, why you per­sist­ed in re­main­ing here, whilst you had your feluc­ca—”

			“I wait­ed for you, gen­er­al,” said Athos. “Had not your hon­or ap­point­ed to meet me in a week?”

			An elo­quent look from d’Artag­nan made it clear to Mon­ck that these two men, so brave and so loy­al, had not act­ed in con­cert for his ab­duc­tion. He knew al­ready it could not be so.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he to d’Artag­nan, “you were per­fect­ly right. Have the kind­ness to al­low me a mo­ment’s con­ver­sa­tion with M. le Comte de la Fère?”

			D’Artag­nan took ad­van­tage of this to go and ask Gri­maud how he was. Mon­ck re­quest­ed Athos to con­duct him to the cham­ber he lived in.

			This cham­ber was still full of smoke and rub­bish. More than fifty balls had passed through the win­dows and mu­ti­lat­ed the walls. They found a ta­ble, ink­stand, and ma­te­ri­als for writ­ing. Mon­ck took up a pen, wrote a sin­gle line, signed it, fold­ed the pa­per, sealed the let­ter with the seal of his ring, and hand­ed over the mis­sive to Athos, say­ing, “Mon­sieur, car­ry, if you please, this let­ter to King Charles II, and set out im­me­di­ate­ly, if noth­ing de­tains you here any longer.”

			“And the casks?” said Athos.

			“The fish­er­man who brought me hith­er will as­sist you in trans­port­ing them on board. De­part, if pos­si­ble, with­in an hour.”

			“Yes, gen­er­al,” said Athos.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried Mon­ck, from the win­dow. D’Artag­nan ran up pre­cip­i­tate­ly.

			“Em­brace your friend and bid him adieu, sir; he is re­turn­ing to Hol­land.”

			“To Hol­land!” cried d’Artag­nan; “and I?”

			“You are at lib­er­ty to fol­low him, Mon­sieur; but I re­quest you to re­main,” said Mon­ck. “Will you refuse me?”

			“Oh, no, gen­er­al; I am at your or­ders.”

			D’Artag­nan em­braced Athos, and on­ly had time to bid him adieu. Mon­ck watched them both. Then he took up­on him­self the prepa­ra­tions for the de­par­ture, the trans­porta­tion of the casks on board, and the em­bark­ing of Athos; then, tak­ing d’Artag­nan by the arm, who was quite amazed and ag­i­tat­ed, he led him to­wards New­cas­tle. Whilst go­ing along, the gen­er­al lean­ing on his arm, d’Artag­nan could not help mur­mur­ing to him­self—“Come, come, it seems to me that the shares of the firm of Planchet and Com­pa­ny are ris­ing.”
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				Mon­ck Re­veals Him­self

			
			D’Artag­nan, al­though he flat­tered him­self with bet­ter suc­cess, had, nev­er­the­less, not too well com­pre­hend­ed his sit­u­a­tion. It was a strange and grave sub­ject for him to re­flect up­on—this voy­age of Athos in­to Eng­land; this league of the king with Athos, and that ex­tra­or­di­nary com­bi­na­tion of his de­sign with that of the Comte de la Fère. The best way was to let things fol­low their own train. An im­pru­dence had been com­mit­ted, and, whilst hav­ing suc­ceed­ed, as he had promised, d’Artag­nan found that he had gained no ad­van­tage by his suc­cess. Since ev­ery­thing was lost, he could risk no more.

			D’Artag­nan fol­lowed Mon­ck through his camp. The re­turn of the gen­er­al had pro­duced a mar­velous ef­fect, for his peo­ple had thought him lost. But Mon­ck, with his aus­tere look and icy de­meanor, ap­peared to ask of his ea­ger lieu­tenants and de­light­ed sol­diers the cause of all this joy. There­fore, to the lieu­tenants who had come to meet him, and who ex­pressed the un­easi­ness with which they had learnt his de­par­ture—

			“Why is all this?” said he; “am I obliged to give you an ac­count of my­self?”

			“But your hon­or, the sheep may well trem­ble with­out the shep­herd.”

			“Trem­ble!” replied Mon­ck, in his calm and pow­er­ful voice; “ah, Mon­sieur, what a word! Curse me, if my sheep have not both teeth and claws; I re­nounce be­ing their shep­herd. Ah, you trem­ble, gen­tle­men, do you?”

			“Yes, gen­er­al, for you.”

			“Oh! pray med­dle with your own con­cerns. If I have not the wit God gave to Oliv­er Cromwell, I have that which He has sent to me: I am sat­is­fied with it, how­ev­er lit­tle it may be.”

			The of­fi­cer made no re­ply; and Mon­ck, hav­ing im­posed si­lence on his peo­ple, all re­mained per­suad­ed that he had ac­com­plished some im­por­tant work or made some im­por­tant tri­al. This was form­ing a very poor con­cep­tion of his pa­tience and scrupu­lous ge­nius. Mon­ck, if he had the good faith of the Pu­ri­tans, his al­lies, must have re­turned fer­vent thanks to the pa­tron saint who had tak­en him from the box of M. d’Artag­nan. Whilst these things were go­ing on, our mus­ke­teer could not help con­stant­ly re­peat­ing—

			“God grant that M. Mon­ck may not have as much pride as I have; for I de­clare that if any­one had put me in­to a cof­fer with that grat­ing over my mouth, and car­ried me packed up, like a calf, across the seas, I should cher­ish such a mem­o­ry of my piteous looks in that cof­fer, and such an ug­ly an­i­mos­i­ty against him who had en­closed me in it, I should dread so great­ly to see a sar­cas­tic smile bloom­ing up­on the face of the ma­li­cious wretch, or in his at­ti­tude any grotesque im­i­ta­tion of my po­si­tion in the box, that, Mor­dioux! I should plunge a good dag­ger in­to his throat in com­pen­sa­tion for the grat­ing, and would nail him down in a ver­i­ta­ble bier, in re­mem­brance of the false cof­fin in which I had been left in to grow moldy for two days.”

			And d’Artag­nan spoke hon­est­ly when he spoke thus; for the skin of our Gas­con was a very thin one. Mon­ck, for­tu­nate­ly, en­ter­tained oth­er ideas. He nev­er opened his mouth to his timid con­queror con­cern­ing the past; but he ad­mit­ted him very near to his per­son in his labors, took him with him to sev­er­al re­con­noi­ter­ings, in such a way as to ob­tain that which he ev­i­dent­ly warm­ly de­sired—a re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion in the mind of d’Artag­nan. The lat­ter con­duct­ed him­self like a past-mas­ter in the art of flat­tery: he ad­mired all Mon­ck’s tac­tics, and the or­der­ing of his camp; he joked very pleas­ant­ly up­on the cir­cum­val­la­tions of Lam­bert’s camp, who had, he said, very use­less­ly giv­en him­self the trou­ble to en­close a camp for twen­ty thou­sand men, whilst an acre of ground would have been quite suf­fi­cient for the cor­po­ral and fifty guards who would per­haps re­main faith­ful to him.

			Mon­ck, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter his ar­rival, had ac­cept­ed the propo­si­tion made by Lam­bert the evening be­fore, for an in­ter­view, and which Mon­ck’s lieu­tenants had re­fused un­der the pre­text that the gen­er­al was in­dis­posed. This in­ter­view was nei­ther long nor in­ter­est­ing: Lam­bert de­mand­ed a pro­fes­sion of faith from his ri­val. The lat­ter de­clared he had no oth­er opin­ion than that of the ma­jor­i­ty. Lam­bert asked if it would not be more ex­pe­di­ent to ter­mi­nate the quar­rel by an al­liance than by a bat­tle. Mon­ck here­upon de­mand­ed a week for con­sid­er­a­tion. Now, Lam­bert could not refuse this: and Lam­bert, nev­er­the­less, had come say­ing that he should de­vour Mon­ck’s army. There­fore, at the end of the in­ter­view, which Lam­bert’s par­ty watched with im­pa­tience, noth­ing was de­cid­ed—nei­ther treaty nor bat­tle—the rebel army, as M. d’Artag­nan had fore­seen, be­gan to pre­fer the good cause to the bad one, and the par­lia­ment, rump­ish as it was, to the pompous noth­ings of Lam­bert’s de­signs.

			They re­mem­bered, like­wise, the good feasts of Lon­don—the pro­fu­sion of ale and sher­ry with which the cit­i­zens of Lon­don paid their friends the sol­diers;—they looked with ter­ror at the black war bread, at the trou­bled wa­ters of the Tweed—too salt for the glass, not enough so for the pot; and they said to them­selves, “Are not the roast meats kept warm for Mon­ck in Lon­don?” From that time noth­ing was heard of but de­ser­tion in Lam­bert’s army. The sol­diers al­lowed them­selves to be drawn away by the force of prin­ci­ples, which are, like dis­ci­pline, the oblig­a­tory tie in ev­ery­body con­sti­tut­ed for any pur­pose. Mon­ck de­fend­ed the par­lia­ment—Lam­bert at­tacked it. Mon­ck had no more in­cli­na­tion to sup­port par­lia­ment than Lam­bert, but he had it in­scribed on his stan­dards, so that all those of the con­trary par­ty were re­duced to write up­on theirs, “Re­bel­lion,” which sound­ed ill to pu­ri­tan ears. They flocked, then, from Lam­bert to Mon­ck, as sin­ners flock from Baal to God.

			Mon­ck made his cal­cu­la­tions; at a thou­sand de­ser­tions a day Lam­bert had men enough to last twen­ty days; but there is in sink­ing things such a growth of weight and swift­ness, which com­bine with each oth­er, that a hun­dred left the first day, five hun­dred the sec­ond, a thou­sand the third. Mon­ck thought he had ob­tained his rate. But from one thou­sand the de­sert­ers in­creased to two thou­sand, then to four thou­sand, and, a week af­ter, Lam­bert, per­ceiv­ing that he had no longer the pos­si­bil­i­ty of ac­cept­ing bat­tle, if it were of­fered to him, took the wise res­o­lu­tion of de­camp­ing dur­ing the night, re­turn­ing to Lon­don, and be­ing be­fore­hand with Mon­ck in con­struct­ing a pow­er with the wreck of the mil­i­tary par­ty.

			But Mon­ck, free and with­out un­easi­ness, marched to­wards Lon­don as a con­queror, aug­ment­ing his army with all the float­ing par­ties on the way. He en­camped at Bar­net, that is to say, with­in four leagues of the cap­i­tal, cher­ished by the par­lia­ment, which thought it be­held in him a pro­tec­tor, and await­ed by the peo­ple, who were anx­ious to see him re­veal him­self, that they might judge him. D’Artag­nan him­self had not been able to fath­om his tac­tics; he ob­served—he ad­mired. Mon­ck could not en­ter Lon­don with a set­tled de­ter­mi­na­tion with­out bring­ing about civ­il war. He tem­po­rized for a short time.

			Sud­den­ly, when least ex­pect­ed, Mon­ck drove the mil­i­tary par­ty out of Lon­don, and in­stalled him­self in the city amidst the cit­i­zens, by or­der of the par­lia­ment; then, at the mo­ment when the cit­i­zens were cry­ing out against Mon­ck—at the mo­ment when the sol­diers them­selves were ac­cus­ing their lead­er—Mon­ck, find­ing him­self cer­tain of a ma­jor­i­ty, de­clared to the Rump Par­lia­ment that it must ab­di­cate—be dis­solved—and yield its place to a gov­ern­ment which would not be a joke. Mon­ck pro­nounced this dec­la­ra­tion, sup­port­ed by fifty thou­sand swords, to which, that same evening, were unit­ed, with shouts of deliri­ous joy, the five thou­sand in­hab­i­tants of the good city of Lon­don. At length, at the mo­ment when the peo­ple, af­ter their tri­umphs and fes­tive repasts in the open streets, were look­ing about for a mas­ter, it was af­firmed that a ves­sel had left the Hague, bear­ing King Charles II and his for­tunes.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Mon­ck to his of­fi­cers, “I am go­ing to meet the le­git­i­mate king. He who loves me will fol­low me.” A burst of ac­cla­ma­tions wel­comed these words, which d’Artag­nan did not hear with­out the great­est de­light.

			“Mor­dioux!” said he to Mon­ck, “that is bold, Mon­sieur.”

			“You will ac­com­pa­ny me, will you not?” said Mon­ck.

			“Par­dieu! gen­er­al. But tell me, I beg, what you wrote by Athos, that is to say, the Comte de la Fère—you know—the day of our ar­rival?”

			“I have no se­crets from you now,” replied Mon­ck. “I wrote these words: ‘Sire, I ex­pect Your Majesty in six weeks at Dover.’ ”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, “I no longer say it is bold; I say it is well played; it is a fine stroke!”

			“You are some­thing of a judge in such mat­ters,” replied Mon­ck.

			And this was the on­ly time the gen­er­al had ev­er made an al­lu­sion to his voy­age to Hol­land.
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				Athos and d’Artag­nan Meet Once More at the Hostel­ry of the Corne du Cerf

			
			The king of Eng­land made his en­trée in­to Dover with great pomp, as he af­ter­wards did in Lon­don. He had sent for his broth­ers; he had brought over his moth­er and sis­ter. Eng­land had been for so long a time giv­en up to her­self—that is to say, to tyran­ny, medi­ocrity and non­sense—that this re­turn of Charles II, whom the Eng­lish on­ly knew as the son of the man whose head they had cut off, was a fes­ti­val for three king­doms. Con­se­quent­ly, all the good wish­es, all the ac­cla­ma­tions which ac­com­pa­nied his re­turn, struck the young king so forcibly that he stooped and whis­pered in the ear of James of York, his younger broth­er, “In truth, James, it seems to have been our own fault that we were so long ab­sent from a coun­try where we are so much beloved!” The pageant was mag­nif­i­cent. Beau­ti­ful weath­er fa­vored the solem­ni­ty. Charles had re­gained all his youth, all his good hu­mor; he ap­peared to be trans­fig­ured; hearts seemed to smile on him like the sun. Amongst this noisy crowd of courtiers and wor­shipers, who did not ap­pear to re­mem­ber they had con­duct­ed to the scaf­fold at White­hall the fa­ther of the new king, a man, in the garb of a lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers, looked, with a smile up­on his thin, in­tel­lec­tu­al lips, some­times at the peo­ple vo­cif­er­at­ing their bless­ings, and some­times at the prince, who pre­tend­ed emo­tion, and who bowed most par­tic­u­lar­ly to the wom­en, whose bou­quets fell be­neath his horse’s feet.

			“What a fine trade is that of king!” said this man, so com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion that he stopped in the mid­dle of the road, leav­ing the cortège to file past. “Now, there is, in good truth, a prince all be­span­gled over with gold and di­a­monds, enam­elled with flow­ers like a spring mead­ow; he is about to plunge his emp­ty hands in­to the im­mense cof­fer in which his now faith­ful—but so late­ly un­faith­ful—sub­jects have amassed one or two cart­loads of in­gots of gold. They cast bou­quets enough up­on him to smoth­er him; and yet, if he had pre­sent­ed him­self to them two months ago, they would have sent as many bul­lets and balls at him as they now throw flow­ers. De­cid­ed­ly it is worth some­thing to be born in a cer­tain sphere, with due re­spect to the low­ly, who pre­tend that it is of very lit­tle ad­van­tage to them to be born low­ly.” The cortège con­tin­ued to file on, and, with the king, the ac­cla­ma­tions be­gan to die away in the di­rec­tion of the palace, which, how­ev­er, did not pre­vent our of­fi­cer from be­ing pushed about.

			“Mor­dioux!” con­tin­ued the rea­son­er, “these peo­ple tread up­on my toes and look up­on me as of very lit­tle con­se­quence, or rather of none at all, see­ing that they are En­glish­men and I am a French­man. If all these peo­ple were asked—‘Who is M. d’Artag­nan?’ they would re­ply, ‘Nescio vos.’ But let any­one say to them, ‘There is the king go­ing by,’ ‘There is M. Mon­ck go­ing by,’ they would run away, shout­ing—‘Vive le roi!’ ‘Vive M. Mon­ck!’ till their lungs were ex­haust­ed. And yet,” con­tin­ued he, sur­vey­ing, with that look some­times so keen and some­times so proud, the di­min­ish­ing crowd—“and yet, re­flect a lit­tle, my good peo­ple, on what your king has done, on what M. Mon­ck has done, and then think what has been done by this poor un­known, who is called M. d’Artag­nan! It is true you do not know him, since he is here un­known, and that pre­vents your think­ing about the mat­ter! But, bah! what mat­ters it! All that does not pre­vent Charles II from be­ing a great king, al­though he has been ex­iled twelve years, or M. Mon­ck from be­ing a great cap­tain, al­though he did make a voy­age to Hol­land in a box. Well, then, since it is ad­mit­ted that one is a great king and the oth­er a great cap­tain—‘Hur­rah for King Charles II!—Hur­rah for Gen­er­al Mon­ck!’ ” And his voice min­gled with the voic­es of the hun­dreds of spec­ta­tors, over which it sound­ed for a mo­ment. Then, the bet­ter to play the de­vot­ed man, he took off his hat and waved it in the air. Some­one seized his arm in the very height of his ex­pan­sive loy­al­ism. (In 1660 that was so termed which we now call roy­al­ism.)

			“Athos!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you here!” And the two friends seized each oth­er’s hands.

			“You here!—and be­ing here,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer, “you are not in the midst of all these courtiers, my dear comte! What! you, the hero of the fête, you are not pranc­ing on the left hand of the king, as M. Mon­ck is pranc­ing on the right? In truth, I can­not com­pre­hend your char­ac­ter, nor that of the prince who owes you so much!”

			“Al­ways scorn­ful, my dear d’Artag­nan!” said Athos. “Will you nev­er cor­rect your­self of that vile habit?”

			“But you do not form part of the pageant?”

			“I do not, be­cause I was not will­ing to do so.”

			“And why were you not will­ing?”

			“Be­cause I am nei­ther en­voy nor am­bas­sador, nor rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the king of France; and it does not be­come me to ex­hib­it my­self thus near the per­son of an­oth­er king than the one God has giv­en me for a mas­ter.”

			“Mor­dioux! you came very near to the per­son of the king, his fa­ther.”

			“That was an­oth­er thing, my friend; he was about to die.”

			“And yet that which you did for him—”

			“I did it be­cause it was my du­ty to do it. But you know I hate all os­ten­ta­tion. Let King Charles II, then, who no longer stands in need of me, leave me to my rest, and in the shad­ow, that is all I claim of him.”

			D’Artag­nan sighed.

			“What is the mat­ter with you?” said Athos. “One would say that this hap­py re­turn of the king to Lon­don sad­dens you, my friend; you who have done at least as much for His Majesty as I have.”

			“Have I not,” replied d’Artag­nan, with his Gas­con laugh, “have I not done much for His Majesty, with­out any­one sus­pect­ing it?”

			“Yes, yes, but the king is well aware of it, my friend,” cried Athos.

			“He is aware of it!” said the mus­ke­teer bit­ter­ly, “by my faith! I did not sus­pect so, and I was even a mo­ment ago try­ing to for­get it my­self.”

			“But he, my friend, will not for­get it, I will an­swer for him.”

			“You tell me that to con­sole me a lit­tle, Athos.”

			“For what?”

			“Mor­dioux! for all the ex­pense I in­curred. I have ru­ined my­self, my friend, ru­ined my­self for the restora­tion of this young prince who has just passed, can­ter­ing on his is­abelle col­ored horse.”

			“The king does not know you have ru­ined your­self, my friend; but he knows he owes you much.”

			“And say, Athos, does that ad­vance me in any re­spect? for to do you jus­tice, you have la­bored nobly. But I—I who in ap­pear­ance marred your com­bi­na­tions, it was I who re­al­ly made them suc­ceed. Fol­low my cal­cu­la­tions close­ly; you might not have, by per­sua­sions or mild­ness, con­vinced Gen­er­al Mon­ck, whilst I so rough­ly treat­ed this dear gen­er­al, that I fur­nished your prince with an op­por­tu­ni­ty of show­ing him­self gen­er­ous: this gen­eros­i­ty was in­spired in him by the fact of my for­tu­nate mis­take, and Charles is paid by the restora­tion which Mon­ck has brought about.”

			“All that, my dear friend, is strik­ing­ly true,” replied Athos.

			“Well, strik­ing­ly true as it may be, it is not less true, my friend, that I shall re­turn—great­ly beloved by M. Mon­ck, who calls me dear cap­tain all day long, al­though I am nei­ther dear to him nor a cap­tain;—and much ap­pre­ci­at­ed by the king, who has al­ready for­got­ten my name;—it is not less true, I say, that I shall re­turn to my beau­ti­ful coun­try, cursed by the sol­diers I had raised with the hopes of large pay, cursed by the brave Planchet, of who I have bor­rowed a part of his for­tune.”

			“How is that? What the dev­il had Planchet to do in all this?”

			“Ah, yes, my friend; but this king, so spruce, so smil­ing, so adored, M. Mon­ck fan­cies he has re­called him, you fan­cy you have sup­port­ed him, I fan­cy I have brought him back, the peo­ple fan­cy they have re­con­quered him, he him­self fan­cies he has ne­go­ti­at­ed his restora­tion; and yet noth­ing of all this is true, for Charles II, king of Eng­land, Scot­land, and Ire­land, has been re­placed up­on the throne by a French gro­cer, who lives in the Rue des Lom­bards, and is named Planchet. And such is grandeur! ‘Van­i­ty!’ says the Scrip­ture: ‘van­i­ty, all is van­i­ty.’ ”

			Athos could not help laugh­ing at this whim­si­cal out­break of his friend.

			“My dear d’Artag­nan,” said he, press­ing his hand af­fec­tion­ate­ly, “should you not ex­er­cise a lit­tle more phi­los­o­phy? Is it not some fur­ther sat­is­fac­tion to you to have saved my life as you did by ar­riv­ing so for­tu­nate­ly with Mon­ck, when those damned par­lia­men­tar­i­ans want­ed to burn me alive?”

			“Well, but you, in some de­gree, de­served a lit­tle burn­ing, my friend.”

			“How so? What, for hav­ing saved King Charles’s mil­lion?”

			“What mil­lion?”

			“Ah, that is true! you nev­er knew that, my friend; but you must not be an­gry, for it was my se­cret. That word ‘Re­mem­ber’ which the king pro­nounced up­on the scaf­fold.”

			“And which means ‘sou­viens-toi!’ ”

			“Ex­act­ly. That was sig­ni­fied. ‘Re­mem­ber there is a mil­lion buried in the vaults of New­cas­tle Abbey, and that that mil­lion be­longs to my son.’ ”

			“Ah! very well, I un­der­stand. But what I un­der­stand like­wise, and what is very fright­ful, is, that ev­ery time His Majesty Charles II will think of me, he will say to him­self: ‘There is the man who came very near to mak­ing me lose my crown. For­tu­nate­ly I was gen­er­ous, great, full of pres­ence of mind.’ That will be said by the young gen­tle­man in a shab­by black dou­blet, who came to the château of Blois, hat in hand, to ask me if I would give him ac­cess to the king of France.”

			“D’Artag­nan! D’Artag­nan!” said Athos, lay­ing his hand on the shoul­der of the mus­ke­teer, “you are un­just.”

			“I have a right to be so.”

			“No—for you are ig­no­rant of the fu­ture.”

			D’Artag­nan looked his friend full in the face, and be­gan to laugh. “In truth, my dear Athos,” said he, “you have some say­ings so su­perb, that they on­ly be­long to you and M. le Car­di­nal Mazarin.”

			Athos frowned slight­ly.

			“I beg your par­don,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing, “I beg your par­don if I have of­fend­ed you. The fu­ture! Nein! what pret­ty words are words that prom­ise, and how well they fill the mouth in de­fault of oth­er things! Mor­dioux! Af­ter hav­ing met with so many who promised, when shall I find one who will give? But, let that pass!” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan. “What are you do­ing here, my dear Athos? Are you the king’s trea­sur­er?”

			“How—why the king’s trea­sur­er?”

			“Well, since the king pos­sess a mil­lion, he must want a trea­sur­er. The king of France, al­though he is not worth a sou, has still a su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance, M. Fou­quet. It is true, that, in ex­change, M. Fou­quet, they say, has a good num­ber of mil­lions of his own.”

			“Oh! our mil­lion was spent long ago,” said Athos, laugh­ing in his turn.

			“I un­der­stand; it was frit­tered away in satin, pre­cious stones, vel­vet, and feath­ers of all sorts and col­ors. All these princes and princess­es stood in great need of tai­lors and dress­mak­ers. Eh! Athos, do you re­mem­ber what we fel­lows spent in equip­ping our­selves for the cam­paign of La Rochelle, and to make our ap­pear­ance on horse­back? Two or three thou­sand livres, by my faith! But a king’s robe is the more am­ple; it would re­quire a mil­lion to pur­chase the stuff. At least, Athos, if you are not trea­sur­er, you are on good foot­ing at court.”

			“By the faith of a gen­tle­man, I know noth­ing about it,” said Athos, sim­ply.

			“What! you know noth­ing about it?”

			“No! I have not seen the king since we left Dover.”

			“Then he has for­got­ten you, too! Mor­dioux! That is shame­ful!”

			“His Majesty has had so much busi­ness to trans­act.”

			“Oh!” cried d’Artag­nan, with one of those in­tel­li­gent gri­maces which he alone knew how to make, “that is enough to make me re­cov­er my love for Mon­seigneur Giulio Mazari­ni. What, Athos! the king has not seen you since then?”

			“No.”

			“And you are not fu­ri­ous?”

			“I! why should I be? Do you imag­ine, my dear d’Artag­nan, that it was on the king’s ac­count I act­ed as I have done? I did not know the young man. I de­fend­ed the fa­ther, who rep­re­sent­ed a prin­ci­ple—sa­cred in my eyes, and I al­lowed my­self to be drawn to­wards the son from sym­pa­thy for this same prin­ci­ple. Be­sides, he was a wor­thy knight, a no­ble crea­ture, that fa­ther; do you re­mem­ber him?”

			“Yes; that is true; he was a brave, an ex­cel­lent man, who led a sad life, but made a fine end.”

			“Well, my dear d’Artag­nan, un­der­stand this; to that king, to that man of heart, to that friend of my thoughts, if I durst ven­ture to say so, I swore at the last hour to pre­serve faith­ful­ly the se­cret of a de­posit which was to be trans­mit­ted to his son, to as­sist him in his hour of need. This young man came to me; he de­scribed his des­ti­tu­tion; he was ig­no­rant that he was any­thing to me save a liv­ing mem­o­ry of his fa­ther. I have ac­com­plished to­wards Charles II what I promised Charles I; that is all! Of what con­se­quence is it to me, then, whether he be grate­ful or not? It is to my­self I have ren­dered a ser­vice, by re­liev­ing my­self of this re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, and not to him.”

			“Well, I have al­ways said,” replied d’Artag­nan, with a sigh, “that dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness was the finest thing in the world.”

			“Well, and you, my friend,” re­sumed Athos, “are you not in the same sit­u­a­tion as my­self? If I have prop­er­ly un­der­stood your words, you al­lowed your­self to be af­fect­ed by the mis­for­tunes of this young man; that, on your part, was much greater than it was up­on mine, for I had a du­ty to ful­fill; whilst you were un­der no obli­ga­tion to the son of the mar­tyr. You had not, on your part, to pay him the price of that pre­cious drop of blood which he let fall up­on my brow, through the floor of the scaf­fold. That which made you act was heart alone—the no­ble and good heart which you pos­sess be­neath your ap­par­ent skep­ti­cism and sar­cas­tic irony; you have en­gaged the for­tune of a servi­tor, and your own, I sus­pect, my benev­o­lent miser! and your sac­ri­fice is not ac­knowl­edged! Of what con­se­quence is it? You wish to re­pay Planchet his mon­ey. I can com­pre­hend that, my friend: for it is not be­com­ing in a gen­tle­man to bor­row from his in­fe­ri­or, with­out re­turn­ing to him prin­ci­pal and in­ter­est. Well, I will sell La Fère if nec­es­sary, and if not, some lit­tle farm. You shall pay Planchet, and there will be enough, be­lieve me, of corn left in my gra­naries for us two and Raoul. In this way, my friend, you will be un­der obli­ga­tions to no­body but your­self; and, if I know you well, it will not be a small sat­is­fac­tion to your mind to be able to say, ‘I have made a king!’ Am I right?”

			“Athos! Athos!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, thought­ful­ly, “I have told you more than once that the day on which you will preach I shall at­tend the ser­mon; the day on which you will tell me there is a hell—mor­dioux! I shall be afraid of the grid­iron and the pitch­forks. You are bet­ter than I, or rather, bet­ter than any­body, and I on­ly ac­knowl­edge the pos­ses­sion of one qual­i­ty, and that is, of not be­ing jeal­ous. Ex­cept that de­fect, damme, as the Eng­lish say, if I have not all the rest.”

			“I know no one equal to d’Artag­nan,” replied Athos; “but here we are, hav­ing qui­et­ly reached the house I in­hab­it. Will you come in, my friend?”

			“Eh! why this is the tav­ern of the Corne du Cerf, I think,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I con­fess I chose it on pur­pose. I like old ac­quain­tances; I like to sit down on that place, where­on I sank, over­come by fa­tigue, over­whelmed by de­spair, when you re­turned on the 31st of Jan­u­ary.”

			“Af­ter hav­ing dis­cov­ered the abode of the masked ex­e­cu­tion­er? Yes, that was a ter­ri­ble day!”

			“Come in, then,” said Athos, in­ter­rupt­ing him.

			They en­tered the large apart­ment, for­mer­ly the com­mon one. The tav­ern, in gen­er­al, and this room in par­tic­u­lar, had un­der­gone great changes; the an­cient host of the Mus­ke­teers, hav­ing be­come tol­er­a­bly rich for an innkeep­er, had closed his shop, and make of this room of which we were speak­ing, a store­room for colo­nial pro­vi­sions. As for the rest of the house, he let it ready fur­nished to strangers. It was with un­speak­able emo­tion d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized all the fur­ni­ture of the cham­ber of the first sto­ry; the wain­scot­ing, the ta­pes­tries, and even that ge­o­graph­i­cal chart which Porthos had so fond­ly stud­ied in his mo­ments of leisure.

			“It is eleven years ago,” cried d’Artag­nan. “Mor­dioux! it ap­pears to me a cen­tu­ry!”

			“And to me but a day,” said Athos. “Imag­ine the joy I ex­pe­ri­ence, my friend, in see­ing you there, in press­ing your hand, in cast­ing from me sword and dag­ger, and tast­ing with­out mis­trust this glass of sher­ry. And, oh! what still fur­ther joy it would be, if our two friends were there, at the two cor­ners of the ta­ble, and Raoul, my beloved Raoul, on the thresh­old, look­ing at us with his large eyes, at once so bril­liant and so soft!”

			“Yes, yes,” said d’Artag­nan, much af­fect­ed, “that is true. I ap­prove par­tic­u­lar­ly of the first part of your thought; it is very pleas­ant to smile there where we have so le­git­i­mate­ly shud­dered in think­ing that from one mo­ment to an­oth­er M. Mor­daunt might ap­pear up­on the land­ing.”

			At this mo­ment the door opened, and d’Artag­nan, brave as he was, could not re­strain a slight move­ment of fright. Athos un­der­stood him, and, smil­ing—

			“It is our host,” said he, “bring­ing me a let­ter.”

			“Yes, my lord,” said the good man; “here is a let­ter for your hon­or.”

			“Thank you,” said Athos, tak­ing the let­ter with­out look­ing at it. “Tell me, my dear host, if you do not re­mem­ber this gen­tle­man?”

			The old man raised his head, and looked at­ten­tive­ly at d’Artag­nan.

			“No,” said he.

			“It is,” said Athos, “one of those friends of whom I have spo­ken to you, and who lodged here with me eleven years ago.”

			“Oh! but,” said the old man, “so many strangers have lodged here!”

			“But we lodged here on the 30th of Jan­u­ary, 1649,” added Athos, be­liev­ing he should stim­u­late the lazy mem­o­ry of the host by this re­mark.

			“That is very pos­si­ble,” replied he, smil­ing; “but it is so long ago!” and he bowed, and went out.

			“Thank you,” said d’Artag­nan—“per­form ex­ploits, ac­com­plish rev­o­lu­tions, en­deav­or to en­grave your name in stone or bronze with strong swords! there is some­thing more re­bel­lious, more hard, more for­get­ful than iron, bronze, or stone, and that is, the brain of a lodg­ing-house keep­er who has grown rich in the trade;—he does not know me! Well, I should have known him, though.”

			Athos, smil­ing at his friend’s phi­los­o­phy, un­sealed his let­ter.

			“Ah!” said he, “a let­ter from Par­ry.”

			“Oh! oh!” said d’Artag­nan; “read it, my friend, read it! No doubt it con­tains news.”

			Athos shook his head, and read:

			
				“Mon­sieur le Comte—The king has ex­pe­ri­enced much re­gret at not see­ing you to­day be­side him, at his en­trance. His Majesty com­mands me to say so, and to re­call him to your mem­o­ry. His Majesty will ex­pect you this evening, at the palace of St. James, be­tween nine and ten o’clock.

				“I am, re­spect­ful­ly, Mon­sieur le Comte, your hon­or’s very hum­ble and very obe­di­ent ser­vant.”

				
					“Par­ry.”

				
			

			“You see, my dear d’Artag­nan,” said Athos, “we must not de­spair of the hearts of kings.”

			“Not de­spair! you are right to say so!” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Oh! my dear, very dear friend,” re­sumed Athos, whom the al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble bit­ter­ness of d’Artag­nan had not es­caped. “Par­don me! can I have un­in­ten­tion­al­ly wound­ed my best com­rade?”

			“You are mad, Athos, and to prove it, I shall con­duct you to the palace; to the very gate, I mean; the walk will do me good.”

			“You shall go in with me, my friend; I will speak to His Majesty.”

			“No, no!” replied d’Artag­nan, with true pride, free from all mix­ture; “if there is any­thing worse than beg­ging your­self, it is mak­ing oth­ers beg for you. Come, let us go, my friend, the walk will be charm­ing; on the way I shall show you the house of M. Mon­ck, who has de­tained me with him. A beau­ti­ful house, by my faith. Be­ing a gen­er­al in Eng­land is bet­ter than be­ing a maréchal in France, please to know.”

			Athos al­lowed him­self to be led along, quite sad­dened by d’Artag­nan’s forced at­tempts at gayety. The whole city was in a state of joy; the two friends were jos­tled at ev­ery mo­ment by en­thu­si­asts who re­quired them, in their in­tox­i­ca­tion, to cry out, “Long live good King Charles!” D’Artag­nan replied by a grunt, and Athos by a smile. They ar­rived thus in front of Mon­ck’s house, be­fore which, as we have said, they had to pass on their way to St. James’s.

			Athos and d’Artag­nan said but lit­tle on the road, for the sim­ple rea­son that they would have had so many things to talk about if they had spo­ken. Athos thought that by speak­ing he should evince sat­is­fac­tion, and that might wound d’Artag­nan. The lat­ter feared that in speak­ing he should al­low some lit­tle bit­ter­ness to steal in­to his words which would ren­der his com­pa­ny un­pleas­ant to his friend. It was a sin­gu­lar em­u­la­tion of si­lence be­tween con­tent­ment and ill-hu­mor. D’Artag­nan gave way first to that itch­ing at the tip of his tongue which he so ha­bit­u­al­ly ex­pe­ri­enced.

			“Do you re­mem­ber, Athos,” said he, “the pas­sage of the Mé­moires de d’Aubigny, in which that de­vot­ed ser­vant, a Gas­con like my­self, poor as my­self, and, I was go­ing to add, brave as my­self, re­lates in­stances of the mean­ness of Hen­ry IV? My fa­ther al­ways told me, I re­mem­ber, that d’Aubigny was a liar. But, nev­er­the­less, ex­am­ine how all the princes, the is­sue of the great Hen­ry, keep up the char­ac­ter of the race.”

			“Non­sense!” said Athos, “the kings of France mi­sers? You are mad, my friend.”

			“Oh! you are so per­fect your­self, you nev­er agree to the faults of oth­ers. But, in re­al­i­ty, Hen­ry IV was cov­etous, Louis XI­II, his son, was so like­wise; we know some­thing of that, don’t we? Gas­ton car­ried this vice to ex­ag­ger­a­tion, and has made him­self, in this re­spect, hat­ed by all who sur­round him. Hen­ri­ette, poor wom­an, might well be avari­cious, she who did not eat ev­ery day, and could not warm her­self ev­ery win­ter; and that is an ex­am­ple she has giv­en to her son Charles II, grand­son of the great Hen­ry IV, who is as cov­etous as his moth­er and his grand­fa­ther. See if I have well traced the ge­neal­o­gy of the mi­sers?”

			“D’Artag­nan, my friend,” cried Athos, “you are very rude to­wards that ea­gle race called the Bour­bons.”

			“Eh! and I have for­got­ten the best in­stance of all—the oth­er grand­son of the Bér­nais, Louis XIV, my ex-mas­ter. Well, I hope he is miser­ly enough, he who would not lend a mil­lion to his broth­er Charles! Good! I see you are be­gin­ning to be an­gry. Here we are, by good luck, close to my house, or rather that of my friend, M. Mon­ck.”

			“My dear d’Artag­nan, you do not make me an­gry, you make me sad; it is cru­el, in fact, to see a man of your deserts out of the po­si­tion his ser­vices ought to have ac­quired; it ap­pears to me, my dear friend, that your name is as ra­di­ant as the great­est names in war and diplo­ma­cy. Tell me if the Luynes, the Bal­le­gardes, and the Bas­som­pier­res have mer­it­ed, as we have, for­tunes and hon­ors? You are right, my friend, a hun­dred times right.”

			D’Artag­nan sighed, and pre­ced­ed his friend un­der the porch of he man­sion Mon­ck in­hab­it­ed, at the ex­trem­i­ty of the city. “Per­mit me,” said he, “to leave my purse at home; for if in the crowd those clever pick­pock­ets of Lon­don, who are much boast­ed of, even in Paris, were to steal from me the re­main­der of my poor crowns, I should not be able to re­turn to France. Now, con­tent I left France, and wild with joy I should re­turn to it, see­ing that all my prej­u­dices of for­mer days against Eng­land have re­turned, ac­com­pa­nied by many oth­ers.”

			Athos made no re­ply.

			“So, then, my dear friend, one sec­ond, and I will fol­low you,” said d’Artag­nan. “I know you are in a hur­ry to go yon­der to re­ceive your re­ward, but, be­lieve me, I am not less ea­ger to par­take of your joy, al­though from a dis­tance. Wait for me.” And d’Artag­nan was al­ready pass­ing through the vestibule, when a man, half ser­vant, half sol­dier, who filled in Mon­ck’s es­tab­lish­ment the dou­ble func­tion of porter and guard, stopped our mus­ke­teer, say­ing to him in Eng­lish:

			“I beg your par­don, my Lord d’Artag­nan!”

			“Well,” replied the lat­ter: “what is it? Is the gen­er­al go­ing to dis­miss me? I on­ly need­ed to be ex­pelled by him.”

			These words, spo­ken in French, made no im­pres­sion up­on the per­son to whom they were ad­dressed, and who him­self on­ly spoke an Eng­lish mixed with the rud­est Scots. But Athos was grieved at them, for he be­gan to think d’Artag­nan was not wrong.

			The En­glish­man showed d’Artag­nan a let­ter: “From the gen­er­al,” said he.

			“Aye! that’s it, my dis­missal!” replied the Gas­con. “Must I read it, Athos?”

			“You must be de­ceived,” said Athos, “or I know no more hon­est peo­ple in the world but you and my­self.”

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders and un­sealed the let­ter, while the im­pas­si­ble En­glish­man held for him a large lantern, by the light of which he was en­abled to read it.

			“Well, what is the mat­ter?” said Athos, see­ing the coun­te­nance of the read­er change.

			“Read it your­self,” said the mus­ke­teer.

			Athos took the pa­per and read:

			
				“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan—The king re­grets very much you did not come to St. Paul’s with his cortège. He missed you, as I al­so have missed you, my dear cap­tain. There is but one means of re­pair­ing all this. His Majesty ex­pects me at nine o’clock at the palace of St. James’s: will you be there at the same time with me? His gra­cious majesty ap­points that hour for an au­di­ence he grants you.”

			

			This let­ter was from Mon­ck.
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				The Au­di­ence

			
			“Well?” cried Athos with a mild look of re­proach, when d’Artag­nan had read the let­ter ad­dressed to him by Mon­ck.

			“Well!” said d’Artag­nan, red with plea­sure, and a lit­tle with shame, at hav­ing so hasti­ly ac­cused the king and Mon­ck. “This is a po­lite­ness—which leads to noth­ing, it is true, but yet it is a po­lite­ness.”

			“I had great dif­fi­cul­ty in be­liev­ing the young prince un­grate­ful,” said Athos.

			“The fact is, that his present is still too near his past,” replied d’Artag­nan; “af­ter all, ev­ery­thing to the present mo­ment proved me right.”

			“I ac­knowl­edge it, my dear friend, I ac­knowl­edge it. Ah! there is your cheer­ful look re­turned. You can­not think how de­light­ed I am.”

			“Thus you see,” said d’Artag­nan, “Charles II re­ceives M. Mon­ck at nine o’clock; he will re­ceive me at ten; it is a grand au­di­ence, of the sort which at the Lou­vre are called ‘dis­tri­bu­tions of court holy wa­ter.’ Come, let us go and place our­selves un­der the spout, my dear friend! Come along.”

			Athos replied noth­ing; and both di­rect­ed their steps, at a quick pace, to­wards the palace of St. James’s, which the crowd still sur­round­ed, to catch, through the win­dows, the shad­ows of the courtiers, and the re­flec­tion of the roy­al per­son. Eight o’clock was strik­ing when the two friends took their places in the gallery filled with courtiers and politi­cians. Ev­ery­one looked at these sim­ply-dressed men in for­eign cos­tumes, at these two no­ble heads so full of char­ac­ter and mean­ing. On their side, Athos and d’Artag­nan, hav­ing with two glances tak­en the mea­sure of the whole as­sem­bly, re­sumed their chat.

			A great noise was sud­den­ly heard at the ex­trem­i­ty of the gallery—it was Gen­er­al Mon­ck, who en­tered, fol­lowed by more than twen­ty of­fi­cers, all ea­ger for a smile, as on­ly the evening be­fore he was mas­ter of all Eng­land, and a glo­ri­ous to­mor­row was looked to, for the re­stor­er of the Stu­art fam­i­ly.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Mon­ck, turn­ing round, “hence­for­ward I beg you to re­mem­ber that I am no longer any­thing. Late­ly I com­mand­ed the prin­ci­pal army of the re­pub­lic; now that army is the king’s, in­to whose hands I am about to sur­ren­der, at his com­mand, my pow­er of yes­ter­day.”

			Great sur­prise was paint­ed on all the coun­te­nances, and the cir­cle of adu­la­tors and sup­pli­ants which sur­round­ed Mon­ck an in­stant be­fore, was en­larged by de­grees, and end­ed by be­ing lost in the large un­du­la­tions of the crowd. Mon­ck was go­ing in­to the an­techam­ber as oth­ers did. D’Artag­nan could not help re­mark­ing this to the Comte de la Fère, who frowned on be­hold­ing it. Sud­den­ly the door of the roy­al apart­ment opened, and the young king ap­peared, pre­ced­ed by two of­fi­cers of his house­hold.

			“Good evening, gen­tle­men,” said he. “Is Gen­er­al Mon­ck here?”

			“I am here, sire,” replied the old gen­er­al.

			Charles stepped hasti­ly to­wards him, and seized his hand with the warm­est demon­stra­tion of friend­ship. “Gen­er­al,” said the king, aloud, “I have just signed your patent—you are Duke of Albe­mar­le; and my in­ten­tion is that no one shall equal you in pow­er and for­tune in this king­dom, where—the no­ble Mon­trose ex­cept­ed—no one has equaled you in loy­al­ty, courage, and tal­ent. Gen­tle­men, the duke is com­man­der of our armies of land and sea; pay him your re­spects, if you please, in that char­ac­ter.”

			Whilst ev­ery­one was press­ing round the gen­er­al, who re­ceived all this homage with­out los­ing his im­pas­si­bil­i­ty for an in­stant, d’Artag­nan said to Athos: “When one thinks that this duchy, this com­man­der of the land and sea forces, all these grandeurs, in a word, have been shut up in a box six feet long and three feet wide—”

			“My friend,” replied Athos, “much more im­pos­ing grandeurs are con­fined in box­es still small­er—and re­main there for­ev­er.”

			All at once Mon­ck per­ceived the two gen­tle­men, who held them­selves aside un­til the crowd had di­min­ished; he made him­self a pas­sage to­wards them, so that he sur­prised them in the midst of their philo­soph­i­cal re­flec­tions. “Were you speak­ing of me?” sad he, with a smile.

			“My lord,” replied Athos, “we were speak­ing like­wise of God.”

			Mon­ck re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, and then replied gay­ly: “Gen­tle­men, let us speak a lit­tle of the king like­wise, if you please; for you have, I be­lieve, an au­di­ence of His Majesty.”

			“At nine o’clock,” said Athos.

			“At ten o’clock,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Let us go in­to this clos­et at once,” replied Mon­ck, mak­ing a sign to his two com­pan­ions to pre­cede him; but to that nei­ther would con­sent.

			The king, dur­ing this dis­cus­sion so char­ac­ter­is­tic of the French, had re­turned to the cen­ter of the gallery.

			“Oh! my French­men!” said he, in that tone of care­less gayety which, in spite of so much grief and so many cross­es, he had nev­er lost. “My French­men! my con­so­la­tion!” Athos and d’Artag­nan bowed.

			“Duke, con­duct these gen­tle­men in­to my study. I am at your ser­vice, messieurs,” added he in French. And he prompt­ly ex­pe­dit­ed his court, to re­turn to his French­men, as he called them. “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he, as he en­tered his clos­et, “I am glad to see you again.”

			“Sire, my joy is at its height, at hav­ing the hon­or to salute Your Majesty in your own palace of St. James’s.”

			“Mon­sieur, you have been will­ing to ren­der me a great ser­vice, and I owe you my grat­i­tude for it. If I did not fear to in­trude up­on the rights of our com­mand gen­er­al, I would of­fer you some post wor­thy of you near our per­son.”

			“Sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I have quit­ted the ser­vice of the king of France, mak­ing a prom­ise to my prince not to serve any oth­er king.”

			“Humph!” said Charles, “I am sor­ry to hear that; I should like to do much for you; I like you very much.”

			“Sire—”

			“But, let us see,” said Charles with a smile, “if we can­not make you break your word. Duke, as­sist me. If you were of­fered, that is to say, if I of­fered you the chief com­mand of my mus­ke­teers?” D’Artag­nan bowed low­er than be­fore.

			“I should have the re­gret to refuse what your gra­cious majesty would of­fer me,” said he; “a gen­tle­man has but his word, and that word, as I have had the hon­or to tell Your Majesty, is en­gaged to the king of France.”

			“We shall say no more about it, then,” said the king, turn­ing to­wards Athos, and leav­ing d’Artag­nan plunged in the deep­est pangs of dis­ap­point­ment.

			“Ah! I said so!” mut­tered the mus­ke­teer. “Words! words! Court holy wa­ter! Kings have al­ways a mar­velous tal­ent for of­fer­ing us that which they know we will not ac­cept, and in ap­pear­ing gen­er­ous with­out risk. So be it!—triple fool that I was to have hoped for a mo­ment!”

			Dur­ing this time, Charles took the hand of Athos. “Comte,” said he, “you have been to me a sec­ond fa­ther; the ser­vices you have ren­dered to me are above all price. I have, nev­er­the­less, thought of a rec­om­pense. You were cre­at­ed by my fa­ther a Knight of the Garter—that is an or­der which all the kings of Eu­rope can­not bear; by the queen re­gent, Knight of the Holy Ghost—which is an or­der not less il­lus­tri­ous; I join to it that of the Gold­en Fleece sent me by the king of France, to whom the king of Spain, his fa­ther-in-law, gave two on the oc­ca­sion of his mar­riage; but in re­turn, I have a ser­vice to ask of you.”

			“Sire,” said Athos, with con­fu­sion, “the Gold­en Fleece for me! when the king of France is the on­ly per­son in my coun­try who en­joys that dis­tinc­tion?”

			“I wish you to be in your coun­try and all oth­ers the equal of all those whom sov­er­eigns have hon­ored with their fa­vor,” said Charles, draw­ing the chain from his neck; “and I am sure, count, my fa­ther smiles on me from his grave.”

			It is un­ac­count­ably strange, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, whilst his friend, on his knees, re­ceived the em­i­nent or­der which the king con­ferred on him—it is al­most in­cred­i­ble that I have al­ways seen show­ers of pros­per­i­ty fall up­on all who sur­round­ed me, and that not a drop ev­er reached me! If I were a jeal­ous man, it would be enough to make one tear one’s hair, pa­role d’hon­neur!

			Athos rose from his knees, and Charles em­braced him ten­der­ly. “Gen­er­al!” said he to Mon­ck—then stop­ping, with a smile, “par­don me, duke, I mean. No won­der if I make a mis­take; the word duke is too short for me, I al­ways seek some ti­tle to length­en it. I should wish to see you so near my throne, that I might say to you, as to Louis XIV, my broth­er! Oh! I have it; and you will al­most be my broth­er, for I make you viceroy of Ire­land and Scot­land, my dear duke. So, af­ter that fash­ion, hence­for­ward I shall not make a mis­take.”

			The duke seized the hand of the king, but with­out en­thu­si­asm, with­out joy, as he did ev­ery­thing. His heart, how­ev­er, had been moved by this last fa­vor. Charles, by skill­ful­ly hus­band­ing his gen­eros­i­ty, had giv­en the duke time to wish, al­though he might not have wished for so much as was giv­en him.

			“Mor­dioux!” grum­bled d’Artag­nan, “there is the show­er be­gin­ning again! Oh! it is enough to turn one’s brain!” and he turned away with an air so sor­row­ful and so com­i­cal­ly piteous, that the king, who caught it, could not re­strain a smile. Mon­ck was pre­par­ing to leave the room, to take leave of Charles.

			“What! my trusty and well-beloved!” said the king to the duke, “are you go­ing?”

			“With Your Majesty’s per­mis­sion, for in truth I am weary. The emo­tions of the day have worn me out; I stand in need of rest.”

			“But,” said the king, “you are not go­ing with­out M. d’Artag­nan, I hope.”

			“Why not, sire?” said the old war­rior.

			“Well! you know very well why,” said the king.

			Mon­ck looked at Charles with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Oh! it may be pos­si­ble; but if you for­get, you, M. d’Artag­nan, do not.”

			As­ton­ish­ment was paint­ed on the face of the mus­ke­teer.

			“Well, then, duke,” said the king, “do you not lodge with M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“I had the hon­or of of­fer­ing M. d’Artag­nan a lodg­ing; yes, sire.”

			“That idea is your own, and yours sole­ly?”

			“Mine and mine on­ly; yes, sire.”

			“Well! but it could not be oth­er­wise—the pris­on­er al­ways lodges with his con­queror.”

			Mon­ck col­ored in his turn. “Ah! that is true,” said he; “I am M. d’Artag­nan’s pris­on­er.”

			“With­out doubt, duke, since you are not yet ran­somed; but have no care of that; it was I who took you out of M. d’Artag­nan’s hands, and it is I who will pay your ran­som.”

			The eyes of d’Artag­nan re­gained their gayety and their bril­lian­cy. The Gas­con be­gan to un­der­stand. Charles ad­vanced to­wards him.

			“The gen­er­al,” said he, “is not rich, and can­not pay you what he is worth. I am rich­er, cer­tain­ly; but now that he is a duke, and if not a king, al­most a king, he is worth a sum I could not per­haps pay. Come, M. d’Artag­nan, be mod­er­ate with me; how much do I owe you?”

			D’Artag­nan, de­light­ed at the turn things were tak­ing, but not for a mo­ment los­ing his self-pos­ses­sion, replied—“Sire, Your Majesty has no oc­ca­sion to be alarmed. When I had the good for­tune to take his grace, M. Mon­ck was on­ly a gen­er­al; it is there­fore on­ly a gen­er­al’s ran­som that is due to me. But if the gen­er­al will have the kind­ness to de­liv­er me his sword, I shall con­sid­er my­self paid; for there is noth­ing in the world but the gen­er­al’s sword which is worth as much as him­self.”

			“Odds fish! as my fa­ther said,” cried Charles. “That is a gal­lant pro­pos­al, and a gal­lant man, is he not, duke?”

			“Up­on my hon­or, yes, sire,” and he drew his sword. “Mon­sieur,” said he to d’Artag­nan, “here is what you de­mand. Many have han­dled a bet­ter blade; but how­ev­er mod­est mine may be, I have nev­er sur­ren­dered it to any­one.”

			D’Artag­nan re­ceived with pride the sword which had just made a king.

			“Oh! oh!” cried Charles II; “what a sword that has re­stored me to my throne—to go out of the king­dom—and not, one day, to fig­ure among the crown jew­els! No, on my soul! that shall not be! Cap­tain d’Artag­nan, I will give you two hun­dred thou­sand livres for your sword! If that is too lit­tle, say so.”

			“It is too lit­tle, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, with inim­itable se­ri­ous­ness. “In the first place, I do not at all wish to sell it; but Your Majesty de­sires me to do so, and that is an or­der. I obey, then, but the re­spect I owe to the il­lus­tri­ous war­rior who hears me, com­mands me to es­ti­mate a third more the re­ward of my vic­to­ry. I ask then three hun­dred thou­sand livres for the sword, or I shall give it to Your Majesty for noth­ing.” And tak­ing it by the point he pre­sent­ed it to the king. Charles broke in­to hi­lar­i­ous laugh­ter.

			“A gal­lant man, and a mer­ry com­pan­ion! Odds fish! is he not, duke? is he not, count? He pleas­es me! I like him! Here, Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, take this.” And go­ing to the ta­ble, he took a pen and wrote an or­der up­on his trea­sur­er for three hun­dred thou­sand livres.

			D’Artag­nan took it, and turn­ing grave­ly to­wards Mon­ck: “I have still asked too lit­tle, I know,” said he, “but be­lieve me, Your Grace, I would rather have died than al­low my­self to be gov­erned by avarice.”

			The king be­gan to laugh again, like the hap­pi­est cock­ney of his king­dom.

			“You will come and see me again be­fore you go, cheva­lier?” said he; “I shall want to lay in a stock of gayety now my French­men are leav­ing me.”

			“Ah! sire, it will not be with the gayety as with the duke’s sword; I will give it to Your Majesty gratis,” replied d’Artag­nan, whose feet scarce­ly seemed to touch the ground.

			“And you, comte,” added Charles, turn­ing to­wards Athos, “come again, al­so; I have an im­por­tant mes­sage to con­fide to you. Your hand, duke.” Mon­ck pressed the hand of the king.

			“Adieu! gen­tle­men,” said Charles, hold­ing out each of his hands to the two French­men, who car­ried them to their lips.

			“Well,” said Athos, when they were out of the palace, “are you sat­is­fied?”

			“Hush!” said d’Artag­nan, wild with joy, “I have not yet re­turned from the trea­sur­er’s—a shut­ter may fall up­on my head.”
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				Of the Em­bar­rass­ment of Rich­es

			
			D’Artag­nan lost no time, and as soon as the thing was suit­able and op­por­tune, he paid a vis­it to the lord trea­sur­er of His Majesty. He had then the sat­is­fac­tion to ex­change a piece of pa­per, cov­ered with very ug­ly writ­ing, for a prodi­gious num­ber of crowns, re­cent­ly stamped with the ef­fi­gies of his very gra­cious majesty Charles II.

			D’Artag­nan eas­i­ly con­trolled him­self: and yet, on this oc­ca­sion, he could not help evinc­ing a joy which the read­er will per­haps com­pre­hend, if he deigns to have some in­dul­gence for a man who, since his birth, had nev­er seen so many pieces and rolls of pieces jux­ta-placed in an or­der tru­ly agree­able to the eye. The trea­sur­er placed all the rolls in bags, and closed each bag with a stamp sealed with the arms of Eng­land, a fa­vor which trea­sur­ers do not grant to ev­ery­body. Then, im­pas­si­ble, and just as po­lite as he ought to be to­wards a man hon­ored with the friend­ship of the king, he said to d’Artag­nan:

			“Take away your mon­ey, sir.” Your mon­ey! These words made a thou­sand chords vi­brate in the heart of d’Artag­nan, which he had nev­er felt be­fore. He had the bags packed in a small cart, and re­turned home med­i­tat­ing deeply. A man who pos­sess­es three hun­dred thou­sand livres can no longer ex­pect to wear a smooth brow; a wrin­kle for ev­ery hun­dred thou­sand livres is not too much.

			D’Artag­nan shut him­self up, ate no din­ner, closed his door to ev­ery­body, and, with a light­ed lamp, and a load­ed pis­tol on the ta­ble, he watched all night, ru­mi­nat­ing up­on the means of pre­vent­ing these love­ly crowns, which from the cof­fers of the king had passed in­to his cof­fers, from pass­ing from his cof­fers in­to the pock­ets of any thief what­ev­er. The best means dis­cov­ered by the Gas­con was to en­close his trea­sure, for the present, un­der locks so sol­id that no wrist could break them, and so com­pli­cat­ed that no mas­ter-key could open them. D’Artag­nan re­mem­bered that the Eng­lish are mas­ters in me­chan­ics and con­ser­va­tive in­dus­try; and he de­ter­mined to go in the morn­ing in search of a me­chan­ic who would sell him a strong box. He did not go far; Mas­ter Will Job­son, dwelling in Pic­cadil­ly, lis­tened to his propo­si­tions, com­pre­hend­ed his wish­es, and promised to make him a safe­ty lock that should re­lieve him from all fu­ture fear.

			“I will give you,” said he, “a piece of mech­a­nism en­tire­ly new. At the first se­ri­ous at­tempt up­on your lock, an in­vis­i­ble plate will open of it­self and vom­it forth a pret­ty cop­per bul­let the weight of a mark—which will knock down the in­trud­er, and not with a loud re­port. What do you think of it?”

			“I think it very in­gen­u­ous,” cried d’Artag­nan; “the lit­tle cop­per bul­let pleas­es me might­i­ly. So now, sir me­chan­ic, the terms?”

			“A fort­night for the ex­e­cu­tion, and fif­teen hun­dred livres payable on de­liv­ery,” replied the ar­ti­san.

			D’Artag­nan’s brow dark­ened. A fort­night was de­lay enough to al­low the thieves of Lon­don time to re­move all oc­ca­sion for the strong box. As to the fif­teen hun­dred livres—that would be pay­ing too dear for what a lit­tle vig­i­lance would pro­cure him for noth­ing.

			“I will think of it,” said he; “thank you, sir.” And he re­turned home at full speed; no­body had yet touched his trea­sure. That same day Athos paid a vis­it to his friend and found him so thought­ful that he could not help ex­press­ing his sur­prise.

			“How is this?” said he, “you are rich and not gay—you, who were so anx­ious for wealth!”

			“My friend, the plea­sures to which we are not ac­cus­tomed op­press us more than the griefs with which we are fa­mil­iar. Give me your opin­ion, if you please. I can ask you, who have al­ways had mon­ey: when we have mon­ey, what do we do with it?”

			“That de­pends.”

			“What have you done with yours, see­ing that it has not made you a miser or a prodi­gal? For avarice dries up the heart, and prodi­gal­i­ty drowns it—is that not so?”

			“Fabri­cius could not have spo­ken more just­ly. But in truth, my mon­ey has nev­er been a bur­den to me.”

			“How so? Do you place it out at in­ter­est?”

			“No; you know I have a tol­er­a­bly hand­some house; and that house com­pos­es the bet­ter part of my prop­er­ty.”

			“I know it does.”

			“So that you can be as rich as I am, and, in­deed, more rich, when­ev­er you like, by the same means.”

			“But your rents—do you lay them by?”

			“No.”

			“What do you think of a chest con­cealed in a wall?”

			“I nev­er made use of such a thing.”

			“Then you must have some con­fi­dant, some safe man of busi­ness who pays you in­ter­est at a fair rate.”

			“Not at all.”

			“Good heav­ens! what do you do with it, then?”

			“I spend all I have, and I on­ly have what I spend, my dear d’Artag­nan.”

			“Ah! that may be. But you are some­thing of a prince; fif­teen or six­teen thou­sand livres melt away be­tween your fin­gers; and then you have ex­pens­es and ap­pear­ances—”

			“Well, I don’t see why you should be less of a no­ble than I am, my friend; your mon­ey would be quite suf­fi­cient.”

			“Three hun­dred thou­sand livres! Two-thirds too much!”

			“I beg your par­don—did you not tell me?—I thought I heard you say—I fan­cied you had a part­ner—”

			“Ah! Mor­dioux! that’s true,” cried d’Artag­nan, col­or­ing; “there is Planchet. I had for­got­ten Planchet, up­on my life! Well! there are my three hun­dred thou­sand livres bro­ken in­to. That’s a pity! it was a round sum, and sound­ed well. That is true, Athos; I am no longer rich. What a mem­o­ry you have!”

			“Tol­er­a­bly good; yes, thank God!”

			“The wor­thy Planchet!” grum­bled d’Artag­nan; “his was not a bad dream! What a spec­u­la­tion! Peste! Well! what is said is said.”

			“How much are you to give him?”

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, “he is not a bad fel­low; I shall ar­range mat­ters with him. I have had a great deal of trou­ble, you see, and ex­pens­es; all that must be tak­en in­to ac­count.”

			“My dear friend, I can de­pend on you, and have no fear for the wor­thy Planchet; his in­ter­ests are bet­ter in your hands than in his own. But now that you have noth­ing more to do here, we shall de­part, if you please. You can go and thank His Majesty, ask if he has any com­mands, and in six days we may be able to get sight of the tow­ers of Notre Dame.”

			“My friend, I am most anx­ious to be off, and will go at once and pay my re­spects to the king.”

			“I,” said Athos, “am go­ing to call up­on some friends in the city, and shall then be at your ser­vice.”

			“Will you lend me Gri­maud?”

			“With all my heart. What do you want to do with him?”

			“Some­thing very sim­ple, and which will not fa­tigue him; I shall on­ly beg him to take charge of my pis­tols, which lie there on the ta­ble near that cof­fer.”

			“Very well!” replied Athos, im­per­turbably.

			“And he will not stir, will he?”

			“Not more than the pis­tols them­selves.”

			“Then I shall go and take leave of His Majesty. Au revoir!”

			D’Artag­nan ar­rived at St. James’s, where Charles II, who was busy writ­ing, kept him in the an­techam­ber a full hour. Whilst walk­ing about in the gallery, from the door to the win­dow, from the win­dow to the door, he thought he saw a cloak like Athos’s cross the vestibule; but at the mo­ment he was go­ing to as­cer­tain if it were he, the ush­er sum­moned him to His Majesty’s pres­ence. Charles II rubbed his hands while re­ceiv­ing the thanks of our friend.

			“Cheva­lier,” said he, “you are wrong to ex­press grat­i­tude to me; I have not paid you a quar­ter of the val­ue of the his­to­ry of the box in­to which you put the brave gen­er­al—the ex­cel­lent Duke of Albe­mar­le, I mean.” And the king laughed hearti­ly.

			D’Artag­nan did not think it prop­er to in­ter­rupt His Majesty, and he bowed with much mod­esty.

			“Apro­pos,” con­tin­ued Charles, “do you think my dear Mon­ck has re­al­ly par­doned you?”

			“Par­doned me! yes, I hope so, sire!”

			“Eh!—but it was a cru­el trick! Odds fish! to pack up the first per­son­age of the Eng­lish rev­o­lu­tion like a her­ring. In your place I would not trust him, cheva­lier.”

			“But, sire—”

			“Yes, I know very well Mon­ck calls you his friend, but he has too pen­e­trat­ing an eye not to have a mem­o­ry, and too lofty a brow not to be very proud, you know, grande su­per­cil­i­um.”

			I shall cer­tain­ly learn Latin, said d’Artag­nan to him­self.

			“But stop,” cried the mer­ry monarch, “I must man­age your rec­on­cil­i­a­tion; I know how to set about it; so—”

			D’Artag­nan bit his mus­tache. “Will Your Majesty per­mit me to tell you the truth?”

			“Speak, cheva­lier, speak.”

			“Well, sire, you alarm me great­ly. If Your Majesty un­der­takes the af­fair, as you seem in­clined to do, I am a lost man; the duke will have me as­sas­si­nat­ed.”

			The king burst in­to a fresh roar of laugh­ter, which changed d’Artag­nan’s alarm in­to down­right ter­ror.

			“Sire, I beg you to al­low me to set­tle this mat­ter my­self, and if Your Majesty has no fur­ther need of my ser­vices—”

			“No, cheva­lier. What, do you want to leave us?” replied Charles, with a hi­lar­i­ty that grew more and more alarm­ing.

			“If Your Majesty has no more com­mands for me.”

			Charles be­came more se­ri­ous.

			“One sin­gle thing. See my sis­ter, the La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta. Do you know her?”

			“No, sire, but—an old sol­dier like me is not an agree­able spec­ta­cle for a young and gay princess.”

			“Ah! but my sis­ter must know you; she must in case of need have you to de­pend up­on.”

			“Sire, ev­ery­one that is dear to Your Majesty will be sa­cred to me.”

			“Very well!—Par­ry! Come here, Par­ry!”

			The side door opened and Par­ry en­tered, his face beam­ing with plea­sure as soon as he saw d’Artag­nan.

			“What is Rochester do­ing?” said the king.

			“He is on the canal with the ladies,” replied Par­ry.

			“And Buck­ing­ham?”

			“He is there al­so.”

			“That is well. You will con­duct the cheva­lier to Vil­liers; that is the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, cheva­lier; and beg the duke to in­tro­duce M. d’Artag­nan to the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta.”

			Par­ry bowed and smiled to d’Artag­nan.

			“Cheva­lier,” con­tin­ued the king, “this is your part­ing au­di­ence; you can af­ter­wards set out as soon as you please.”

			“Sire, I thank you.”

			“But be sure you make your peace with Mon­ck!”

			“Oh, sire—”

			“You know there is one of my ves­sels at your dis­pos­al?”

			“Sire, you over­pow­er me; I can­not think of putting Your Majesty’s of­fi­cers to in­con­ve­nience on my ac­count.”

			The king slapped d’Artag­nan up­on the shoul­der.

			“No­body will be in­con­ve­nienced on your ac­count, cheva­lier, but for that of an am­bas­sador I am about send­ing to France, and to whom you will will­ing­ly serve as a com­pan­ion, I fan­cy, for you know him.”

			D’Artag­nan ap­peared as­ton­ished.

			“He is a cer­tain Comte de la Fère—whom you call Athos,” added the king; ter­mi­nat­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, as he had be­gun it, by a joy­ous burst of laugh­ter. “Adieu, cheva­lier, adieu. Love me as I love you.” And there­upon, mak­ing a sign to Par­ry to ask if there were any­one wait­ing for him in the ad­join­ing clos­et, the king dis­ap­peared in­to that clos­et, leav­ing the cheva­lier per­fect­ly as­ton­ished by this sin­gu­lar au­di­ence. The old man took his arm in a friend­ly way, and led him to­wards the gar­den.
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				On the Canal

			
			Up­on the green wa­ters of the canal bor­dered with mar­ble, up­on which time had al­ready scat­tered black spots and tufts of mossy grass, there glid­ed ma­jes­ti­cal­ly a long flat bark adorned with the arms of Eng­land, sur­mount­ed by a dais, and car­pet­ed with long damasked stuffs, which trailed their fringes in the wa­ter. Eight row­ers, lean­ing lazi­ly to their oars, made it move up­on the canal with the grace­ful slow­ness of the swans, which, dis­turbed in their an­cient pos­ses­sions by the ap­proach of the bark, looked from a dis­tance at this splen­did and noisy pageant. We say noisy—for the bark con­tained four gui­tar and lute play­ers, two singers, and sev­er­al courtiers, all sparkling with gold and pre­cious stones, and show­ing their white teeth in em­u­la­tion of each oth­er, to please the La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta Stu­art, grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, daugh­ter of Charles I, and sis­ter of Charles II, who oc­cu­pied the seat of hon­or un­der the dais of the bark. We know this young princess, we have seen her at the Lou­vre with her moth­er, want­ing wood, want­ing bread, and fed by the coad­ju­teur and the par­lia­ment. She had, there­fore, like her broth­ers, passed through an un­easy youth; then, all at once, she had just awak­ened from a long and hor­ri­ble dream, seat­ed on the steps of a throne, sur­round­ed by courtiers and flat­ter­ers. Like Mary Stu­art on leav­ing prison, she as­pired not on­ly to life and lib­er­ty, but to pow­er and wealth.

			The La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta, in grow­ing, had at­tained re­mark­able beau­ty, which the re­cent restora­tion had ren­dered cel­e­brat­ed. Mis­for­tune had tak­en from her the lus­ter of pride, but pros­per­i­ty had re­stored it to her. She was re­splen­dent, then, in her joy and her hap­pi­ness—like those hot­house flow­ers which, for­got­ten dur­ing a frosty au­tumn night, have hung their heads, but which on the mor­row, warmed once more by the at­mos­phere in which they were born, rise again with greater splen­dor than ev­er. Vil­liers, Duke of Buck­ing­ham, son of him who played so con­spic­u­ous a part in the ear­ly chap­ters of this his­to­ry—Vil­liers of Buck­ing­ham, a hand­some cav­a­lier, melan­choly with wom­en, a jester with men—and Wilmot, Lord Rochester, a jester with both sex­es, were stand­ing at this mo­ment be­fore the La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta, dis­put­ing the priv­i­lege of mak­ing her smile. As to that young and beau­ti­ful princess, re­clin­ing up­on a cush­ion of vel­vet bor­dered with gold, her hands hang­ing list­less­ly so as to dip in the wa­ter, she lis­tened care­less­ly to the mu­si­cians with­out hear­ing them, and heard the two courtiers with­out ap­pear­ing to lis­ten to them.

			This La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta—this charm­ing crea­ture—this wom­an who joined the graces of France to the beau­ties of Eng­land, not hav­ing yet loved, was cru­el in her co­quetry. The smile, then—that in­no­cent fa­vor of young girls—did not even light­en her coun­te­nance; and if, at times, she did raise her eyes, it was to fas­ten them up­on one or oth­er of the cav­a­liers with such a fix­i­ty, that their gal­lantry, bold as it gen­er­al­ly was, took the alarm, and be­came timid.

			In the mean­while the boat con­tin­ued its course, the mu­si­cians made a great noise, and the courtiers be­gan, like them, to be out of breath. Be­sides, the ex­cur­sion be­came doubt­less mo­not­o­nous to the princess, for all at once, shak­ing her head with an air of im­pa­tience—“Come gen­tle­men—enough of this;—let us land.”

			“Ah, madam,” said Buck­ing­ham, “we are very un­for­tu­nate! We have not suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing the ex­cur­sion agree­able to Your Roy­al High­ness.”

			“My moth­er ex­pects me,” replied the princess; “and I must frankly ad­mit, gen­tle­men, I am bored.” And whilst ut­ter­ing this cru­el word, Hen­ri­et­ta en­deav­ored to con­sole by a look each of the two young men, who ap­peared ter­ri­fied at such frank­ness. The look pro­duced its ef­fect—the two faces bright­ened; but im­me­di­ate­ly, as if the roy­al co­quette thought she had done too much for sim­ple mor­tals, she made a move­ment, turned her back on both her ador­ers, and ap­peared plunged in a rever­ie in which it was ev­i­dent they had no part.

			Buck­ing­ham bit his lips with anger, for he was tru­ly in love with the La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta, and, in that case, took ev­ery­thing in a se­ri­ous light. Rochester bit his lips like­wise; but his wit al­ways dom­i­nat­ed over his heart, it was pure­ly and sim­ply to re­press a ma­li­cious smile. The princess was then al­low­ing the eyes she turned from the young no­bles to wan­der over the green and flow­ery turf of the park, when she per­ceived Par­ry and d’Artag­nan at a dis­tance.

			“Who is com­ing yon­der?” said she.

			The two young men turned round with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning.

			“Par­ry,” replied Buck­ing­ham; “no­body but Par­ry.”

			“I beg your par­don,” said Rochester, “but I think he has a com­pan­ion.”

			“Yes,” said the princess, at first with lan­guor, but then—“What mean those words, ‘No­body but Par­ry’; say, my lord?”

			“Be­cause, madam,” replied Buck­ing­ham, piqued, “be­cause the faith­ful Par­ry, the wan­der­ing Par­ry, the eter­nal Par­ry, is not, I be­lieve, of much con­se­quence.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, duke. Par­ry—the wan­der­ing Par­ry, as you call him—has al­ways wan­dered in the ser­vice of my fam­i­ly, and the sight of that old man al­ways gives me sat­is­fac­tion.”

			The La­dy Hen­ri­et­ta fol­lowed the usu­al progress of pret­ty wom­en, par­tic­u­lar­ly co­quet­tish wom­en; she passed from caprice to con­tra­dic­tion;—the gal­lant had un­der­gone the caprice, the courtier must bend be­neath the con­tra­dic­to­ry hu­mor. Buck­ing­ham bowed, but made no re­ply.

			“It is true, madam,” said Rochester, bow­ing in his turn, “that Par­ry is the mod­el of ser­vants; but, madam, he is no longer young, and we laugh on­ly when we see cheer­ful ob­jects. Is an old man a gay ob­ject?”

			“Enough, my lord,” said the princess, cool­ly; “the sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion is un­pleas­ant to me.”

			Then, as if speak­ing to her­self, “It is re­al­ly un­ac­count­able,” said she, “how lit­tle re­gard my broth­er’s friends have for his ser­vants.”

			“Ah, madam,” cried Buck­ing­ham, “Your Roy­al High­ness pierces my heart with a dag­ger forged by your own hands.”

			“What is the mean­ing of that speech, which is turned so like a French madri­gal, duke? I do not un­der­stand it.”

			“It means, madam, that you your­self, so good, so charm­ing, so sen­si­ble, you have laughed some­times—smiled, I should say—at the idle prat­tle of that good Par­ry, for whom Your Roy­al High­ness to­day en­ter­tains such a mar­velous sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ty.”

			“Well, my lord, if I have for­got­ten my­self so far,” said Hen­ri­et­ta, “you do wrong to re­mind me of it.” And she made a sign of im­pa­tience. “The good Par­ry wants to speak to me, I be­lieve: please or­der them to row to the shore, my Lord Rochester.”

			Rochester has­tened to re­peat the princess’s com­mand; and a mo­ment lat­er the boat touched the bank.

			“Let us land, gen­tle­men,” said Hen­ri­et­ta, tak­ing the arm which Rochester of­fered her, al­though Buck­ing­ham was near­er to her, and had pre­sent­ed his. Then Rochester, with an ill-dis­sem­bled pride, which pierced the heart of the un­hap­py Buck­ing­ham through and through, led the princess across the lit­tle bridge which the row­ers had cast from the roy­al boat to the shore.

			“Which way will Your High­ness go?” asked Rochester.

			“You see, my lord, to­wards that good Par­ry, who is wan­der­ing, as my lord of Buck­ing­ham says, and seek­ing me with eyes weak­ened by the tears he has shed over our mis­for­tunes.”

			“Good heav­ens!” said Rochester, “how sad Your Roy­al High­ness is to­day; in truth we seem ridicu­lous fools to you, madam.”

			“Speak for your­self, my lord,” in­ter­rupt­ed Buck­ing­ham with vex­a­tion; “for my part, I dis­please Her Roy­al High­ness to such a de­gree, that I ap­pear ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to her.”

			Nei­ther Rochester nor the princess made any re­ply; Hen­ri­et­ta on­ly urged her com­pan­ion more quick­ly on. Buck­ing­ham re­mained be­hind, and took ad­van­tage of this iso­la­tion to give him­self up to his anger; he bit his hand­ker­chief so fu­ri­ous­ly that it was soon in shreds.

			“Par­ry, my good Par­ry,” said the princess, with her gen­tle voice, “come hith­er. I see you are seek­ing me, and I am wait­ing for you.”

			“Ah, madam,” said Rochester, com­ing char­i­ta­bly to the help of his com­pan­ion, who had re­mained, as we have said, be­hind, “if Par­ry can­not see Your Roy­al High­ness, the man who fol­lows him is a suf­fi­cient guide, even for a blind man; for he has eyes of flame. That man is a dou­ble-lamped lantern.”

			“Light­ing a very hand­some mar­tial coun­te­nance,” said the princess, de­ter­mined to be as ill-na­tured as pos­si­ble. Rochester bowed. “One of those vig­or­ous sol­diers’ heads seen nowhere but in France,” added the princess, with the per­se­ver­ance of a wom­an sure of im­puni­ty.

			Rochester and Buck­ing­ham looked at each oth­er, as much as to say—“What can be the mat­ter with her?”

			“See, my lord of Buck­ing­ham, what Par­ry wants,” said Hen­ri­et­ta. “Go!”

			The young man, who con­sid­ered this or­der as a fa­vor, re­sumed his courage, and has­tened to meet Par­ry, who, fol­lowed by d’Artag­nan, ad­vanced slow­ly on ac­count of his age. D’Artag­nan walked slow­ly but nobly, as d’Artag­nan, dou­bled by the third of a mil­lion, ought to walk, that is to say, with­out con­ceit or swag­ger, but with­out timid­i­ty. When Buck­ing­ham, very ea­ger to com­ply with the de­sire of the princess, who had seat­ed her­self on a mar­ble bench, as if fa­tigued with the few steps she had gone—when Buck­ing­ham, we say, was at a dis­tance of on­ly a few paces from Par­ry, the lat­ter rec­og­nized him.

			“Ah! my lord!” cried he, quite out of breath, “will Your Grace obey the king?”

			“In what, Mr. Par­ry?” said the young man, with a kind of cool­ness tem­pered by a de­sire to make him­self agree­able to the princess.

			“Well, His Majesty begs Your Grace to present this gen­tle­man to Her Roy­al High­ness the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta.”

			“In the first place, what is the gen­tle­man’s name?” said the duke, haugh­ti­ly.

			D’Artag­nan, as we know, was eas­i­ly af­front­ed, and the Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s tone dis­pleased him. He sur­veyed the courtier from head to foot, and two flash­es beamed from be­neath his bent brows. But, af­ter a strug­gle—“Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, my lord,” replied he, qui­et­ly.

			“Par­don me, sir, that teach­es me your name, but noth­ing more.”

			“You mean—”

			“I mean I do not know you.”

			“I am more for­tu­nate than you, sir,” replied d’Artag­nan, “for I have had the hon­or of know­ing your fam­i­ly, and par­tic­u­lar­ly my lord Duke of Buck­ing­ham, your il­lus­tri­ous fa­ther.”

			“My fa­ther?” said Buck­ing­ham. “Well, I think I now re­mem­ber. Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, do you say?”

			D’Artag­nan bowed. “In per­son,” said he.

			“Par­don me, but are you one of those French­men who had se­cret re­la­tions with my fa­ther?”

			“Ex­act­ly, my lord duke, I am one of those French­men.”

			“Then, sir, per­mit me to say that it was strange my fa­ther nev­er heard of you dur­ing his life­time.”

			“No, Mon­sieur, but he heard of me at the mo­ment of his death: it was I who sent to him, through the hands of the valet de cham­bre of Anne of Aus­tria, no­tice of the dan­gers which threat­ened him; un­for­tu­nate­ly, it came too late.”

			“Nev­er mind, Mon­sieur,” said Buck­ing­ham. “I un­der­stand now, that, hav­ing had the in­ten­tion of ren­der­ing a ser­vice to the fa­ther, you have come to claim the pro­tec­tion of the son.”

			“In the first place, my lord,” replied d’Artag­nan, phleg­mat­i­cal­ly, “I claim the pro­tec­tion of no man. His Majesty, Charles II, to whom I have had the hon­or of ren­der­ing some ser­vices—I may tell you, my lord, my life has been passed in such oc­cu­pa­tions—King Charles II, then, who wish­es to hon­or me with some kind­ness, de­sires me to be pre­sent­ed to Her Roy­al High­ness the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta, his sis­ter, to whom I shall, per­haps, have the good for­tune to be of ser­vice here­after. Now, the king knew that you at this mo­ment were with Her Roy­al High­ness, and sent me to you. There is no oth­er mys­tery, I ask ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing of you; and if you will not present me to Her Roy­al High­ness, I shall be com­pelled to do with­out you, and present my­self.”

			“At least, sir,” said Buck­ing­ham, de­ter­mined to have the last word, “you will not refuse me an ex­pla­na­tion pro­voked by your­self.”

			“I nev­er refuse, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“As you have had re­la­tions with my fa­ther, you must be ac­quaint­ed with some pri­vate de­tails?”

			“These re­la­tions are al­ready far re­moved from us, my lord—for you were not then born—and for some un­for­tu­nate di­a­mond studs, which I re­ceived from his hands and car­ried back to France, it is re­al­ly not worth while awak­en­ing so many re­mem­brances.”

			“Ah! sir,” said Buck­ing­ham, warm­ly, go­ing up to d’Artag­nan, and hold­ing out his hand to him, “it is you, then—you whom my fa­ther sought ev­ery­where and who had a right to ex­pect so much from us.”

			“To ex­pect, my lord, in truth, that is my forte; all my life I have ex­pect­ed.”

			At this mo­ment, the princess, who was tired of not see­ing the stranger ap­proach her, arose and came to­wards them.

			“At least, sir,” said Buck­ing­ham, “you shall not wait for the pre­sen­ta­tion you claim of me.”

			Then turn­ing to­wards the princess and bow­ing: “Madam,” said the young man, “the king your broth­er de­sires me to have the hon­or of pre­sent­ing to Your Roy­al High­ness, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan.”

			“In or­der that Your Roy­al High­ness may have, in case of need, a firm sup­port and a sure friend,” added Par­ry. D’Artag­nan bowed.

			“You have still some­thing to say, Par­ry,” replied Hen­ri­et­ta, smil­ing up­on d’Artag­nan, while ad­dress­ing the old ser­vant.

			“Yes, madam, the king de­sires you to pre­serve re­li­gious­ly in your mem­o­ry the name and mer­it of M. d’Artag­nan, to whom His Majesty owes, he says, the re­cov­ery of his king­dom.” Buck­ing­ham, the princess, and Rochester looked at each oth­er.

			“That,” said d’Artag­nan, “is an­oth­er lit­tle se­cret, of which, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, I shall not boast to His Majesty’s son, as I have done to you with re­spect to the di­a­mond studs.”

			“Madam,” said Buck­ing­ham, “Mon­sieur has just, for the sec­ond time, re­called to my mem­o­ry an event which ex­cites my cu­rios­i­ty to such a de­gree, that I shall ven­ture to ask your per­mis­sion to take him to one side for a mo­ment, to con­verse in pri­vate.”

			“Do, my lord,” said the princess; “but re­store to the sis­ter, as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, this friend so de­vot­ed to the broth­er.” And she took the arm of Rochester, whilst Buck­ing­ham took that of d’Artag­nan.

			“Oh! tell me, cheva­lier,” said Buck­ing­ham, “all that af­fair of the di­a­monds, which no­body knows in Eng­land, not even the son of him who was the hero of it.”

			“My lord, one per­son alone had a right to re­late all that af­fair, as you call it, and that was your fa­ther; he thought it prop­er to be silent, I must beg you to al­low me to be so like­wise.” And d’Artag­nan bowed like a man up­on whom it was ev­i­dent no en­treaties could pre­vail.

			“Since it is so, sir,” said Buck­ing­ham, “par­don my in­dis­cre­tion, I beg you; and if, at any time, I should go in­to France—” and he turned round to take a last look at the princess, who took but lit­tle no­tice of him, to­tal­ly oc­cu­pied as she was, or ap­peared to be, with Rochester. Buck­ing­ham sighed.

			“Well?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I was say­ing that if, any day, I were to go to France—”

			“You will go, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “I shall an­swer for that.”

			“And how so?”

			“Oh, I have strange pow­ers of pre­dic­tion; if I do pre­dict any­thing I am sel­dom mis­tak­en. If, then, you do come to France?”

			“Well, then, Mon­sieur, you, of whom kings ask that valu­able friend­ship which re­stores crowns to them, I will ven­ture to beg of you a lit­tle of that great in­ter­est you took in my fa­ther.”

			“My lord,” replied d’Artag­nan, “be­lieve me, I shall deem my­self high­ly hon­ored if, in France, you re­mem­ber hav­ing seen me here. And now per­mit—”

			Then, turn­ing to­wards the princess: “Madam,” said he, “Your Roy­al High­ness is a daugh­ter of France; and in that qual­i­ty I hope to see you again in Paris. One of my hap­py days will be on that on which Your Roy­al High­ness shall give me any com­mand what­ev­er, thus prov­ing to me that you have not for­got­ten the rec­om­men­da­tions of your au­gust broth­er.” And he bowed re­spect­ful­ly to the young princess, who gave him her hand to kiss with a right roy­al grace.

			“Ah! madam,” said Buck­ing­ham, in a sub­dued voice, “what can a man do to ob­tain a sim­i­lar fa­vor from Your Roy­al High­ness?”

			“Dame! my lord,” replied Hen­ri­et­ta, “ask Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; he will tell you.”
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				How d’Artag­nan Drew, as a Fairy Would Have Done, a Coun­try-Seat from a Deal Box

			
			The king’s words re­gard­ing the wound­ed pride of Mon­ck had in­spired d’Artag­nan with no small por­tion of ap­pre­hen­sion. The lieu­tenant had had, all his life, the great art of choos­ing his en­e­mies; and when he had found them im­pla­ca­ble and in­vin­ci­ble, it was when he had not been able, un­der any pre­tense, to make them oth­er­wise. But points of view change great­ly in the course of a life. It is a mag­ic lantern, of which the eye of man ev­ery year changes the as­pects. It re­sults that from the last day of a year on which we saw white, to the first day of the year on which we shall see black, there is the in­ter­val of but a sin­gle night.

			Now, d’Artag­nan, when he left Calais with his ten scamps, would have hes­i­tat­ed as lit­tle in at­tack­ing a Go­liath, a Neb­uchad­nez­zar, or a Holofernes, as he would in cross­ing swords with a re­cruit or cav­il­ing with a land­la­dy. Then he re­sem­bled the spar­row-hawk, which, when fast­ing, will at­tack a ram. Hunger is blind. But d’Artag­nan sat­is­fied—d’Artag­nan rich—d’Artag­nan a con­queror—d’Artag­nan proud of so dif­fi­cult a tri­umph—d’Artag­nan had too much to lose not to reck­on, fig­ure by fig­ure, with prob­a­ble mis­for­tune.

			His thoughts were em­ployed, there­fore, all the way on the road from his pre­sen­ta­tion, with one thing, and that was, how he should con­cil­i­ate a man like Mon­ck, a man whom Charles him­self, king as he was, con­cil­i­at­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty; for, scarce­ly es­tab­lished, the pro­tect­ed might again stand in need of the pro­tec­tor, and would, con­se­quent­ly, not refuse him, such be­ing the case, the pet­ty sat­is­fac­tion of trans­port­ing M. d’Artag­nan, or of con­fin­ing him in one of the Mid­dle­sex pris­ons, or drown­ing him a lit­tle on his pas­sage from Dover to Boulogne. Such sorts of sat­is­fac­tion kings are ac­cus­tomed to ren­der to viceroys with­out dis­agree­able con­se­quences.

			It would not be at all nec­es­sary for the king to be ac­tive in that con­trepar­tie of the play in which Mon­ck should take his re­venge. The part of the king would be con­fined to sim­ply par­don­ing the viceroy of Ire­land all he should un­der­take against d’Artag­nan. Noth­ing more was nec­es­sary to place the con­science of the Duke of Albe­mar­le at rest than a te ab­sol­vo said with a laugh, or the scrawl of “Charles the King,” traced at the foot of a parch­ment; and with these two words pro­nounced, and these two words writ­ten, poor d’Artag­nan was for­ev­er crushed be­neath the ru­ins of his imag­i­na­tion.

			And then, a thing suf­fi­cient­ly dis­qui­et­ing for a man with such fore­sight as our mus­ke­teer, he found him­self alone; and even the friend­ship of Athos could not re­store his con­fi­dence. Cer­tain­ly if the af­fair had on­ly con­cerned a free dis­tri­bu­tion of sword-thrusts, the mus­ke­teer would have count­ed up­on his com­pan­ion; but in del­i­cate deal­ings with a king, when the per­haps of an un­lucky chance should arise in jus­ti­fi­ca­tion of Mon­ck or of Charles of Eng­land, d’Artag­nan knew Athos well enough to be sure he would give the best pos­si­ble col­or­ing to the loy­al­ty of the sur­vivor, and would con­tent him­self with shed­ding floods of tears on the tomb of the dead, sup­pos­ing the dead to be his friend, and af­ter­wards com­pos­ing his epi­taph in the most pompous su­perla­tives.

			De­cid­ed­ly, thought the Gas­con; and this thought was the re­sult of the re­flec­tions which he had just whis­pered to him­self and which we have re­peat­ed aloud—de­cid­ed­ly, I must be rec­on­ciled with M. Mon­ck, and ac­quire proof of his per­fect in­dif­fer­ence for the past. If, and God for­bid it should be so! he is still sulky and re­served in the ex­pres­sion of this sen­ti­ment, I shall give my mon­ey to Athos to take away with him, and re­main in Eng­land just long enough to un­mask him, then, as I have a quick eye and a light foot, I shall no­tice the first hos­tile sign; to de­camp or con­ceal my­self at the res­i­dence of my lord of Buck­ing­ham, who seems a good sort of dev­il at the bot­tom, and to whom, in re­turn for his hos­pi­tal­i­ty, I shall re­late all that his­to­ry of the di­a­monds, which can now com­pro­mise no­body but an old queen, who need not be ashamed, af­ter be­ing the wife of a miser­ly crea­ture like Mazarin, of hav­ing for­mer­ly been the mis­tress of a hand­some no­ble­man like Buck­ing­ham. Mor­dioux! that is the thing, and this Mon­ck shall not get the bet­ter of me. Eh? and be­sides, I have an idea!

			We know that, in gen­er­al, d’Artag­nan was not want­ing in ideas; and dur­ing this so­lil­o­quy, d’Artag­nan but­toned his vest up to the chin, and noth­ing ex­cit­ed his imag­i­na­tion like this prepa­ra­tion for a com­bat of any kind, called ac­cinc­tion by the Ro­mans. He was quite heat­ed when he reached the man­sion of the Duke of Albe­mar­le. He was in­tro­duced to the viceroy with a promp­ti­tude which proved that he was con­sid­ered as one of the house­hold. Mon­ck was in his busi­ness-clos­et.

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, with that ex­pres­sion of frank­ness which the Gas­con knew so well how to as­sume, “my lord, I have come to ask Your Grace’s ad­vice!”

			Mon­ck, as close­ly but­toned up moral­ly as his an­tag­o­nist was phys­i­cal­ly, replied: “Ask, my friend”; and his coun­te­nance pre­sent­ed an ex­pres­sion not less open than that of d’Artag­nan.

			“My lord, in the first place, prom­ise me se­cre­cy and in­dul­gence.”

			“I prom­ise you all you wish. What is the mat­ter? Speak!”

			“It is, my lord, that I am not quite pleased with the king.”

			“In­deed! And on what ac­count, my dear lieu­tenant?”

			“Be­cause His Majesty gives way some­times to jests very com­pro­mis­ing for his ser­vants; and jest­ing, my lord, is a weapon that se­ri­ous­ly wounds men of the sword, as we are.”

			Mon­ck did all in his pow­er not to be­tray his thought, but d’Artag­nan watched him with too close at­ten­tion not to de­tect an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble flush up­on his face. “Well, now, for my part,” said he, with the most nat­u­ral air pos­si­ble, “I am not an en­e­my of jest­ing, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; my sol­diers will tell you that even many times in camp, I lis­tened very in­dif­fer­ent­ly, and with a cer­tain plea­sure, to the satir­i­cal songs which the army of Lam­bert passed in­to mine, and which, cer­tain­ly, would have caused the ears of a gen­er­al more sus­cep­ti­ble than I am to tin­gle.”

			“Oh, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “I know you are a com­plete man; I know you have been, for a long time, placed above hu­man mis­eries; but there are jests and jests of a cer­tain kind, which have the pow­er of ir­ri­tat­ing me be­yond ex­pres­sion.”

			“May I in­quire what kind, my friend?”

			“Such as are di­rect­ed against my friends or against peo­ple I re­spect, my lord!”

			Mon­ck made a slight move­ment, which d’Artag­nan per­ceived. “Eh! and in what,” asked Mon­ck, “in what can the stroke of a pin which scratch­es an­oth­er tick­le your skin? An­swer me that.”

			“My lord, I can ex­plain it to you in a sin­gle sen­tence; it con­cerns you.”

			Mon­ck ad­vanced a sin­gle step to­wards d’Artag­nan. “Con­cerns me?” said he.

			“Yes, and this is what I can­not ex­plain; but that aris­es, per­haps, from my want of knowl­edge of his char­ac­ter. How can the king have the heart to jest about a man who has ren­dered him so many and such great ser­vices? How can one un­der­stand that he should amuse him­self in set­ting by the ears a li­on like you with a gnat like me?”

			“I can­not con­ceive that in any way,” said Mon­ck.

			“But so it is. The king, who owed me a re­ward, might have re­ward­ed me as a sol­dier, with­out con­triv­ing that his­to­ry of the ran­som, which af­fects you, my lord.”

			“No,” said Mon­ck, laugh­ing: “it does not af­fect me in any way, I can as­sure you.”

			“Not as re­gards me, I can un­der­stand; you know me, my lord, I am so dis­creet that the grave would ap­pear a bab­bler com­pared to me; but—do you un­der­stand, my lord?”

			“No,” replied Mon­ck, with per­sis­tent ob­sti­na­cy.

			“If an­oth­er knew the se­cret which I know—”

			“What se­cret?”

			“Eh! my lord, why, that un­for­tu­nate se­cret of New­cas­tle.”

			“Oh! the mil­lion of the Comte de la Fère?”

			“No, my lord, no; the en­ter­prise made up­on Your Grace’s per­son.”

			“It was well played, cheva­lier, that is all, and no more is to be said about it: you are a sol­dier, both brave and cun­ning, which proves that you unite the qual­i­ties of Fabius and Han­ni­bal. You em­ployed your means, force and cun­ning: there is noth­ing to be said against that: I ought to have been on guard.”

			“Ah! yes; I know, my lord, and I ex­pect­ed noth­ing less from your par­tial­i­ty; so that if it were on­ly the ab­duc­tion in it­self, mor­dioux! that would be noth­ing; but there are—”

			“What?”

			“The cir­cum­stances of that ab­duc­tion.”

			“What cir­cum­stances?”

			“Oh! you know very well what I mean, my lord.”

			“No, curse me if I do.”

			“There is—in truth, it is dif­fi­cult to speak it.”

			“There is?”

			“Well, there is that dev­il of a box!”

			Mon­ck col­ored vis­i­bly. “Well, I have for­got­ten it.”

			“Deal box,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “with holes for the nose and mouth. In truth, my lord, all the rest was well; but the box, the box! that was re­al­ly a coarse joke.” Mon­ck fid­get­ed about in his chair. “And, not­with­stand­ing my hav­ing done that,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “I, a sol­dier of for­tune, it was quite sim­ple, be­cause by the side of that ac­tion, a lit­tle in­con­sid­er­ate I ad­mit, which I com­mit­ted, but which the grav­i­ty of the case may ex­cuse, I am cir­cum­spect and re­served.”

			“Oh!” said Mon­ck, “be­lieve me, I know you well, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, and I ap­pre­ci­ate you.”

			D’Artag­nan nev­er took his eyes off Mon­ck; study­ing all which passed in the mind of the gen­er­al, as he pros­e­cut­ed his idea. “But it does not con­cern me,” re­sumed he.

			“Well, then, who does it con­cern?” said Mon­ck, who be­gan to grow a lit­tle im­pa­tient.

			“It re­lates to the king, who will nev­er re­strain his tongue.”

			“Well! and sup­pose he should say all he knows?” said Mon­ck, with a de­gree of hes­i­ta­tion.

			“My lord,” replied d’Artag­nan, “do not dis­sem­ble, I im­plore you, with a man who speaks so frankly as I do. You have a right to feel your sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ty ex­cit­ed, how­ev­er be­nig­nant it may be. What, the dev­il! it is not the place for a man like you, a man who plays with crowns and scepters as a Bo­hemi­an plays with his balls; it is not the place of a se­ri­ous man, I said, to be shut up in a box like some freak of nat­u­ral his­to­ry; for you must un­der­stand it would make all your en­e­mies ready to burst with laugh­ter, and you are so great, so no­ble, so gen­er­ous, that you must have many en­e­mies. This se­cret is enough to set half the hu­man race laugh­ing, if you were rep­re­sent­ed in that box. It is not de­cent to have the sec­ond per­son­age in the king­dom laughed at.”

			Mon­ck was quite out of coun­te­nance at the idea of see­ing him­self rep­re­sent­ed in this box. Ridicule, as d’Artag­nan had ju­di­cious­ly fore­seen, act­ed up­on him in a man­ner which nei­ther the chances of war, the as­pi­ra­tions of am­bi­tion, nor the fear of death had been able to do.

			Good, thought the Gas­con, he is fright­ened: I am safe.

			“Oh! as to the king,” said Mon­ck, “fear noth­ing, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; the king will not jest with Mon­ck, I as­sure you!”

			The mo­men­tary flash of his eye was no­ticed by d’Artag­nan. Mon­ck low­ered his tone im­me­di­ate­ly: “The king,” con­tin­ued he, “is of too no­ble a na­ture, the king’s heart is too high to al­low him to wish ill to those who do him good.”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly,” cried d’Artag­nan. “I am en­tire­ly of Your Grace’s opin­ion with re­gard to his heart, but not as to his head—it is good, but it is tri­fling.”

			“The king will not tri­fle with Mon­ck, be as­sured.”

			“Then you are quite at ease, my lord?”

			“On that side, at least! yes, per­fect­ly!”

			“Oh! I un­der­stand you; you are at ease as far as the king is con­cerned?”

			“I have told you I was.”

			“But you are not so much so on my ac­count?”

			“I thought I had told you that I had faith in your loy­al­ty and dis­cre­tion.”

			“No doubt, no doubt, but you must re­mem­ber one thing—”

			“What is that?”

			“That I was not alone, that I had com­pan­ions; and what com­pan­ions!”

			“Oh! yes, I know them.”

			“And, un­for­tu­nate­ly, my lord, they know you, too!”

			“Well?”

			“Well; they are yon­der, at Boulogne, wait­ing for me.”

			“And you fear—”

			“Yes, I fear that in my ab­sence—Par­bleu! If I were near them, I could an­swer for their si­lence.”

			“Was I not right in say­ing that the dan­ger, if there was any dan­ger, would not come from His Majesty, how­ev­er dis­posed he may be to jest, but from your com­pan­ions, as you say? To be laughed at by a king may be tol­er­a­ble, but by the horse-boys and scamps of the army! Damn it!”

			“Yes, I un­der­stand, that would be un­bear­able; that is why, my lord, I came to say—do you not think it would be bet­ter for me to set out for France as soon as pos­si­ble?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, if you think your pres­ence—”

			“Would im­pose si­lence up­on those scoundrels? Oh! I am sure of that, my lord.”

			“Your pres­ence will not pre­vent the re­port from spread­ing, if the tale has al­ready tran­spired.”

			“Oh! it has not tran­spired, my lord, I will wa­ger. At all events, be as­sured that I am de­ter­mined up­on one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“To blow out the brains of the first who shall have prop­a­gat­ed that re­port, and of the first who has heard it. Af­ter which I shall re­turn to Eng­land to seek an asy­lum, and per­haps em­ploy­ment with Your Grace.”

			“Oh, come back! come back!”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, my lord, I am ac­quaint­ed with no­body here but Your Grace, and if I should no longer find you, or if you should have for­got­ten me in Your Great­ness?”

			“Lis­ten to me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” replied Mon­ck; “you are a su­pe­ri­or man, full of in­tel­li­gence and courage; you de­serve all the good for­tune this world can bring you; come with me in­to Scot­land, and, I swear to you, I shall ar­range for you a fate which all may en­vy.”

			“Oh! my lord, that is im­pos­si­ble. At present I have a sa­cred du­ty to per­form; I have to watch over your glo­ry, I have to pre­vent a low jester from tar­nish­ing in the eyes of our con­tem­po­raries—who knows? in the eyes of pos­ter­i­ty—the splen­dor of your name.”

			“Of pos­ter­i­ty, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“Doubt­less. It is nec­es­sary, as re­gards pos­ter­i­ty, that all the de­tails of that his­to­ry should re­main a mys­tery; for, ad­mit that this un­for­tu­nate his­to­ry of the deal box should spread, and it should be as­sert­ed that you had not reestab­lished the king loy­al­ly, and of your own free will, but in con­se­quence of a com­pro­mise en­tered in­to at Schevenin­gen be­tween you two. It would be vain for me to de­clare how the thing came about, for though I know I should not be be­lieved, it would be said that I had re­ceived my part of the cake, and was eat­ing it.”

			Mon­ck knit­ted his brow.—“Glo­ry, hon­or, pro­bity!” said he, “you are but emp­ty words.”

			“Mist!” replied d’Artag­nan; “noth­ing but mist, through which no­body can see clear­ly.”

			“Well, then, go to France, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Mon­ck; “go, and to ren­der Eng­land more at­trac­tive and agree­able to you, ac­cept a re­mem­brance of me.”

			What now? thought d’Artag­nan.

			“I have on the banks of the Clyde,” con­tin­ued Mon­ck, “a lit­tle house in a grove, cot­tage as it is called here. To this house are at­tached a hun­dred acres of land. Ac­cept it as a sou­venir.”

			“Oh, my lord!—”

			“Faith! you will be there in your own home, and that will be the place of refuge you spoke of just now.”

			“For me to be obliged to your lord­ship to such an ex­tent! Re­al­ly, Your Grace, I am ashamed.”

			“Not at all, not at all, Mon­sieur,” replied Mon­ck, with an arch smile; “it is I who shall be obliged to you. And,” press­ing the hand of the mus­ke­teer, “I shall go and draw up the deed of gift,”—and he left the room.

			D’Artag­nan looked at him as he went out with some­thing of a pen­sive and even an ag­i­tat­ed air.

			“Af­ter all,” said he, “he is a brave man. It is on­ly a sad re­flec­tion that it is from fear of me, and not af­fec­tion that he acts thus. Well, I shall en­deav­or that af­fec­tion may fol­low.” Then, af­ter an in­stant’s deep­er re­flec­tion—“Bah!” said he, “to what pur­pose? He is an En­glish­man.” And he in turn went out, a lit­tle con­fused af­ter the com­bat.

			“So,” said he, “I am a landown­er! But how the dev­il am I to share the cot­tage with Planchet? Un­less I give him the land, and I take the château, or that he takes the house and I—non­sense! M. Mon­ck will nev­er al­low me to share a house he has in­hab­it­ed with a gro­cer. He is too proud for that. Be­sides, why should I say any­thing about it to him? It was not with the mon­ey of the com­pa­ny I have ac­quired that prop­er­ty, it was with my moth­er-wit alone; it is all mine, then. So, now I will go and find Athos.” And he di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the dwelling of the Comte de la Fère.
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				How d’Artag­nan Reg­u­lat­ed the “As­sets” of the Com­pa­ny Be­fore He Es­tab­lished Its “Li­a­bil­i­ties”

			
			De­cid­ed­ly, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, I have struck a good vein. That star which shines once in the life of ev­ery man, which shone for Job and Iris, the most un­for­tu­nate of the Jews and the poor­est of the Greeks, is come at last to shine on me. I will com­mit no fol­ly, I will take ad­van­tage of it; it comes quite late enough to find me rea­son­able.

			He supped that evening, in very good hu­mor, with his friend Athos; he said noth­ing to him about the ex­pect­ed do­na­tion, but he could not for­bear ques­tion­ing his friend, while eat­ing, about coun­try pro­duce, sow­ing, and plant­ing. Athos replied com­pla­cent­ly, as he al­ways did. His idea was that d’Artag­nan wished to be­come a landown­er, on­ly he could not help re­gret­ting, more than once, the ab­sence of the live­ly hu­mor and amus­ing sal­lies of the cheer­ful com­pan­ion of for­mer days. In fact, d’Artag­nan was so ab­sorbed, that, with his knife, he took ad­van­tage of the grease left at the bot­tom of his plate, to trace ci­phers and make ad­di­tions of sur­pris­ing ro­tun­di­ty.

			The or­der, or rather li­cense, for their em­barka­tion, ar­rived at Athos’s lodg­ings that evening. While this pa­per was re­mit­ted to the comte, an­oth­er mes­sen­ger brought to d’Artag­nan a lit­tle bun­dle of parch­ments, adorned with all the seals em­ployed in set­ting off prop­er­ty deeds in Eng­land. Athos sur­prised him turn­ing over the leaves of these dif­fer­ent acts which es­tab­lish the trans­mis­sion of prop­er­ty. The pru­dent Mon­ck—oth­ers would say the gen­er­ous Mon­ck—had com­mut­ed the do­na­tion in­to a sale, and ac­knowl­edged the re­ceipt of the sum of fif­teen thou­sand crowns as the price of the prop­er­ty ced­ed. The mes­sen­ger was gone. D’Artag­nan still con­tin­ued read­ing, Athos watched him with a smile. D’Artag­nan, sur­pris­ing one of those smiles over his shoul­der, put the bun­dle in its wrap­per.

			“I beg your par­don,” said Athos.

			“Oh! not at all, my friend,” replied the lieu­tenant, “I shall tell you—”

			“No, don’t tell me any­thing, I beg you; or­ders are things so sa­cred, that to one’s broth­er, one’s fa­ther, the per­son charged with such or­ders should nev­er open his mouth. Thus I, who speak to you, and love you more ten­der­ly than broth­er, fa­ther, or all the world—”

			“Ex­cept your Raoul?”

			“I shall love Raoul still bet­ter when he shall be a man, and I shall have seen him de­vel­op him­self in all the phas­es of his char­ac­ter and his ac­tions—as I have seen you, my friend.”

			“You said, then, that you had an or­der like­wise, and that you would not com­mu­ni­cate it to me.”

			“Yes, my dear d’Artag­nan.”

			The Gas­con sighed. “There was a time,” said he, “when you would have placed that or­der open up­on the ta­ble, say­ing, ‘D’Artag­nan, read this scrawl to Porthos, Aramis, and to me.’ ”

			“That is true. Oh! that was the time of youth, con­fi­dence, the gen­er­ous sea­son when the blood com­mands, when it is warmed by feel­ing!”

			“Well! Athos, will you al­low me to tell you?”

			“Speak, my friend!”

			“That de­light­ful time, that gen­er­ous sea­son, that rul­ing by warm blood, were all very fine things, no doubt: but I do not re­gret them at all. It is ab­so­lute­ly like the pe­ri­od of stud­ies. I have con­stant­ly met with fools who would boast of the days of pen­sums, fer­ules, and crusts of dry bread. It is sin­gu­lar, but I nev­er loved all that; for my part, how­ev­er ac­tive and sober I might be (you know if I was so, Athos), how­ev­er sim­ple I might ap­pear in my clothes, I would not the less have pre­ferred the braver­ies and em­broi­deries of Porthos to my lit­tle per­fo­rat­ed cas­sock, which gave pas­sage to the wind in win­ter and the sun in sum­mer. I should al­ways, my friend, mis­trust him who would pre­tend to pre­fer evil to good. Now, in times past all went wrong with me, and ev­ery month found a fresh hole in my cas­sock and in my skin, a gold crown less in my poor purse; of that ex­e­crable time of small beer and see­saw, I re­gret ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, noth­ing, noth­ing save our friend­ship; for with­in me I have a heart, and it is a mir­a­cle that heart has not been dried up by the wind of pover­ty which passed through the holes of my cloak, or pierced by the swords of all shapes which passed through the holes in my poor flesh.”

			“Do not re­gret our friend­ship,” said Athos, “that will on­ly die with our­selves. Friend­ship is com­posed, above all things, of mem­o­ries and habits, and if you have just now made a lit­tle satire up­on mine, be­cause I hes­i­tate to tell you the na­ture of my mis­sion in­to France—”

			“Who! I?—Oh! heav­ens! if you knew, my dear friend, how in­dif­fer­ent all the mis­sions of the world will hence­forth be­come to me!” And he laid his hand up­on the parch­ment in his vest pock­et.

			Athos rose from the ta­ble and called the host in or­der to pay the reck­on­ing.

			“Since I have known you, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “I have nev­er dis­charged the reck­on­ing. Porthos of­ten did, Aramis some­times, and you, you al­most al­ways drew out your purse with the dessert. I am now rich, and should like to try if it is hero­ic to pay.”

			“Do so,” said Athos, re­turn­ing his purse to his pock­et.

			The two friends then di­rect­ed their steps to­wards the port, not, how­ev­er, with­out d’Artag­nan’s fre­quent­ly turn­ing round to watch the trans­porta­tion of his dear crowns. Night had just spread her thick veil over the yel­low wa­ters of the Thames; they heard those nois­es of casks and pul­leys, the pre­lim­i­nar­ies of pre­par­ing to sail which had so many times made the hearts of the mus­ke­teers beat when the dan­gers of the sea were the least of those they were go­ing to face. This time they were to em­bark on board a large ves­sel which await­ed them at Gravesend, and Charles II, al­ways del­i­cate in small af­fairs, had sent one of his yachts, with twelve men of his Scots guard, to do hon­or to the am­bas­sador he was send­ing to France. At mid­night the yacht had de­posit­ed its pas­sen­gers on board the ves­sel, and at eight o’clock in the morn­ing, the ves­sel land­ed the am­bas­sador and his friend on the wharf at Boulogne. Whilst the comte, with Gri­maud, was busy procur­ing hors­es to go straight to Paris, d’Artag­nan has­tened to the hostel­ry where, ac­cord­ing to his or­ders, his lit­tle army was to wait for him. These gen­tle­men were at break­fast up­on oys­ters, fish, and spiced brandy, when d’Artag­nan ap­peared. They were all very gay, but not one of them had yet ex­ceed­ed the bounds of rea­son. A hur­rah of joy wel­comed the gen­er­al. “Here I am,” said d’Artag­nan, “the cam­paign is end­ed. I am come to bring each his sup­ple­ment of pay, as agreed up­on.” Their eyes sparkled. “I will lay a wa­ger there are not, at this mo­ment, a hun­dred crowns re­main­ing in the purse of the rich­est among you.”

			“That is true!” cried they in cho­rus.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said d’Artag­nan, “then, this is the last or­der. The treaty of com­merce has been con­clud­ed, thanks to our coup-de-main which made us mas­ters of the most skill­ful fi­nancier of Eng­land, for now I am at lib­er­ty to con­fess to you that the man we had to car­ry off was the trea­sur­er of Gen­er­al Mon­ck.”

			This word trea­sur­er pro­duced a cer­tain ef­fect on his army. D’Artag­nan ob­served that the eyes of Men­neville alone did not evince per­fect faith. “This trea­sur­er,” he con­tin­ued, “I con­veyed to a neu­tral ter­ri­to­ry, Hol­land; I forced him to sign the treaty; I have even re­con­duct­ed him to New­cas­tle, and he was obliged to be sat­is­fied with our pro­ceed­ings to­wards him—the deal cof­fer be­ing al­ways car­ried with­out jolt­ing, and be­ing lined soft­ly, I asked a grat­i­fi­ca­tion for you. Here it is.” He threw a re­spectable-look­ing purse up­on the cloth; and all in­vol­un­tar­i­ly stretched out their hands. “One mo­ment, my lambs,” said d’Artag­nan; “if there are prof­its, there are al­so charges.”

			“Oh! oh!” mur­mured they.

			“We are about to find our­selves, my friends, in a po­si­tion which would not be ten­able for peo­ple with­out brains. I speak plain­ly; we are be­tween the gal­lows and the Bastille.”

			“Oh! Oh!” said the cho­rus.

			“That is eas­i­ly un­der­stood. It was nec­es­sary to ex­plain to Gen­er­al Mon­ck the dis­ap­pear­ance of his trea­sur­er. I wait­ed, for that pur­pose, till the un­hoped-for mo­ment of the restora­tion of King Charles II, who is one of my friends.”

			This army ex­changed a glance of sat­is­fac­tion in re­ply to the suf­fi­cient­ly proud look of d’Artag­nan. “The king be­ing re­stored, I re­stored to Mon­ck his man of busi­ness, a lit­tle plucked, it is true, but, in short, I re­stored him. Now, Gen­er­al Mon­ck, when he par­doned me, for he has par­doned me, could not help re­peat­ing these words to me, which I charge ev­ery one of you to en­grave deeply there, be­tween the eyes, un­der the vault of the cra­ni­um:—‘Mon­sieur, the joke has been a good one, but I don’t nat­u­ral­ly like jokes; if ev­er a word of what you have done’ (you un­der­stand me, Men­neville) ‘es­capes from your lips, or the lips of your com­pan­ions, I have, in my gov­ern­ment of Scot­land and Ire­land, sev­en hun­dred and forty-one wood­en gib­bets, of strong oak, clamped with iron, and fresh­ly greased ev­ery week. I will make a present of one of these gib­bets to each of you, and ob­serve well, M. d’Artag­nan,’ added he (ob­serve it al­so, M. Men­neville), ‘I shall still have sev­en hun­dred and thir­ty left for my pri­vate plea­sure. And still fur­ther—’ ”

			“Ah! ah!” said the aux­il­iaries, “is there still more?”

			“A mere tri­fle. ‘Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, I send to the king of France the treaty in ques­tion, with a re­quest that he will cast in­to the Bastille pro­vi­sion­al­ly, and then send to me, all who have tak­en part in this ex­pe­di­tion; and that is a prayer with which the king will cer­tain­ly com­ply.’ ”

			A cry of ter­ror broke from all cor­ners of the ta­ble.

			“There! there! there!” said d’Artag­nan, “this brave M. Mon­ck has for­got­ten one thing, and that is he does not know the name of any one of you; I alone know you, and it is not I, you well may be­lieve, who will be­tray you. Why should I? As for you—I can­not sup­pose you will be sil­ly enough to de­nounce your­selves, for then the king, to spare him­self the ex­pense of feed­ing and lodg­ing you, will send you off to Scot­land, where the sev­en hun­dred and forty-one gib­bets are to be found. That is all, messieurs; I have not an­oth­er word to add to what I have had the hon­or to tell you. I am sure you have un­der­stood me per­fect­ly well, have you not, M. Men­neville?”

			“Per­fect­ly,” replied the lat­ter.

			“Now the crowns!” said d’Artag­nan. “Shut the doors,” he cried, and opened the bag up­on the ta­ble, from which rolled sev­er­al fine gold crowns. Ev­ery­one made a move­ment to­wards the floor.

			“Gen­tly!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Let no one stoop, and then I shall not be out in my reck­on­ing.” He found it all right, gave fifty of those splen­did crowns to each man, and re­ceived as many bene­dic­tions as he be­stowed pieces. “Now,” said he, “if it were pos­si­ble for you to re­form a lit­tle, if you could be­come good and hon­est cit­i­zens—”

			“That is rather dif­fi­cult,” said one of the troop.

			“What then, cap­tain?” said an­oth­er.

			“Be­cause I might be able to find you again, and, who knows what oth­er good for­tune?” He made a sign to Men­neville, who lis­tened to all he said with a com­posed air. “Men­neville,” said he, “come with me. Adieu, my brave fel­lows! I need not warn you to be dis­creet.”

			Men­neville fol­lowed him, whilst the salu­ta­tions of the aux­il­iaries were min­gled with the sweet sound of the mon­ey clink­ing in their pock­ets.

			“Men­neville,” said d’Artag­nan, when they were once in the street, “you were not my dupe; be­ware of be­ing so. You did not ap­pear to have any fear of the gib­bets of Mon­ck, or the Bastille of His Majesty, King Louis XIV, but you will do me the fa­vor of be­ing afraid of me. Then lis­ten; at the small­est word that shall es­cape you, I will kill you as I would a fowl. I have ab­so­lu­tion from our holy fa­ther, the pope, in my pock­et.”

			“I as­sure you I know ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, my dear M. d’Artag­nan, and that your words have all been to me so many ar­ti­cles of faith.”

			“I was quite sure you were an in­tel­li­gent fel­low,” said the mus­ke­teer; “I have tried you for a length of time. These fifty crowns which I give you above the rest will prove the es­teem I have for you. Take them.”

			“Thanks, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Men­neville.

			“With that sum you can re­al­ly be­come an hon­est man,” replied d’Artag­nan, in the most se­ri­ous tone pos­si­ble. “It would be dis­grace­ful for a mind like yours, and a name you no longer dare to bear, to sink for­ev­er un­der the rust of an evil life. Be­come a gal­lant man, Men­neville, and live for a year up­on those hun­dred gold crowns: it is a good pro­vi­sion; twice the pay of a high of­fi­cer. In a year come to me, and, mor­dioux! I will make some­thing of you.”

			Men­neville swore, as his com­rades had sworn, that he would be as silent as the grave. And yet some­one must have spo­ken; and as, cer­tain­ly, it was not one of the nine com­pan­ions, and quite as cer­tain­ly, it was not Men­neville, it must have been d’Artag­nan, who, in his qual­i­ty of a Gas­con, had his tongue very near to his lips. For, in short, if it were not he, who could it be? And how can it be ex­plained that the se­cret of the deal cof­fer pierced with holes should come to our knowl­edge, and in so com­plete a fash­ion that we have, as has been seen, re­lat­ed the his­to­ry of it in all its most minute de­tails; de­tails which, be­sides, throw a light as new as un­ex­pect­ed up­on all that por­tion of the his­to­ry of Eng­land which has been left, up to the present day, com­plete­ly in dark­ness by the his­to­ri­an of our neigh­bors?
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				In Which It Is Seen That the French Gro­cer Had Al­ready Been Es­tab­lished in the Sev­en­teenth Cen­tu­ry

			
			His ac­counts once set­tled, and his rec­om­men­da­tions made, d’Artag­nan thought of noth­ing but re­turn­ing to Paris as soon as pos­si­ble. Athos, on his part, was anx­ious to reach home and to rest a lit­tle. How­ev­er whole the char­ac­ter and the man may re­main af­ter the fa­tigues of a voy­age, the trav­el­er per­ceives with plea­sure, at the close of the day—even though the day has been a fine one—that night is ap­proach­ing, and will bring a lit­tle sleep with it. So, from Boulogne to Paris, jog­ging on, side by side, the two friends, in some de­gree ab­sorbed each in his in­di­vid­u­al thoughts, con­versed of noth­ing suf­fi­cient­ly in­ter­est­ing for us to re­peat to our read­ers. Each of them giv­en up to his per­son­al re­flec­tions, and con­struct­ing his fu­ture af­ter his own fash­ion, was, above all, anx­ious to abridge the dis­tance by speed. Athos and d’Artag­nan ar­rived at the gates of Paris on the evening of the fourth day af­ter leav­ing Boulogne.

			“Where are you go­ing, my friend?” asked Athos. “I shall di­rect my course straight to my ho­tel.”

			“And I straight to my part­ner’s.”

			“To Planchet’s?”

			“Yes; at the Pi­lon d’Or.”

			“Well, but shall we not meet again?”

			“If you re­main in Paris, yes; for I shall stay here.”

			“No: af­ter hav­ing em­braced Raoul, with whom I have ap­point­ed a meet­ing at my ho­tel, I shall set out im­me­di­ate­ly for La Fère.”

			“Well, adieu, then, dear and true friend.”

			“Au revoir! I should rather say, for why can you not come and live with me at Blois? You are free, you are rich, I shall pur­chase for you, if you like, a hand­some es­tate in the vicin­i­ty of Chev­erny or of Bra­cieux. On the one side you will have the finest woods in the world, which join those of Cham­bord; on the oth­er, ad­mirable marsh­es. You who love sport­ing, and who, whether you ad­mit it or not, are a po­et, my dear friend, you will find pheas­ants, rail and teal, with­out count­ing sun­sets and ex­cur­sions on the wa­ter, to make you fan­cy your­self Nim­rod and Apol­lo them­selves. While await­ing the pur­chase, you can live at La Fère, and we shall go to­geth­er to fly our hawks among the vines, as Louis XI­II used to do. That is a qui­et amuse­ment for old fel­lows like us.”

			D’Artag­nan took the hands of Athos in his own. “Dear count,” said he, “I shall say nei­ther ‘Yes’ nor ‘No.’ Let me pass in Paris the time nec­es­sary for the reg­u­la­tion of my af­fairs, and ac­cus­tom my­self, by de­grees, to the heavy and glit­ter­ing idea which is beat­ing in my brain and daz­zles me. I am rich, you see, and from this mo­ment un­til the time when I shall have ac­quired the habit of be­ing rich, I know my­self, and I shall be an in­sup­port­able an­i­mal. Now, I am not enough of a fool to wish to ap­pear to have lost my wits be­fore a friend like you, Athos. The cloak is hand­some, the cloak is rich­ly gild­ed, but it is new, and does not seem to fit me.”

			Athos smiled. “So be it,” said he. “But apro­pos of this cloak, dear d’Artag­nan, will you al­low me to of­fer you a lit­tle ad­vice?”

			“Yes, will­ing­ly.”

			“You will not be an­gry?”

			“Pro­ceed.”

			“When wealth comes to a man late in life or all at once, that man, in or­der not to change, must most like­ly be­come a miser—that is to say, not spend much more mon­ey than he had done be­fore; or else be­come a prodi­gal, and con­tract so many debts as to be­come poor again.”

			“Oh! but what you say looks very much like a sophism, my dear philo­soph­ic friend.”

			“I do not think so. Will you be­come a miser?”

			“No, par­dieu! I was one al­ready, hav­ing noth­ing. Let us change.”

			“Then be prodi­gal.”

			“Still less, mor­dioux! Debts ter­ri­fy me. Cred­i­tors ap­pear to me, by an­tic­i­pa­tion, like those dev­ils who turn the damned up­on the gridirons, and as pa­tience is not my dom­i­nant virtue, I am al­ways tempt­ed to thrash those dev­ils.”

			“You are the wis­est man I know, and stand in no need of ad­vice from any­one. Great fools must they be who think they have any­thing to teach you. But are we not at the Rue Saint Hon­oré?”

			“Yes, dear Athos.”

			“Look yon­der, on the left, that small, long white house is the ho­tel where I lodge. You may ob­serve that it has but two sto­ries, I oc­cu­py the first; the oth­er is let to an of­fi­cer whose du­ties oblige him to be ab­sent eight or nine months in the year—so I am in that house as in my own home, with­out the ex­pense.”

			“Oh! how well you man­age, Athos! What or­der and what lib­er­al­i­ty! They are what I wish to unite! But, of what use try­ing! that comes from birth, and can­not be ac­quired.”

			“You are a flat­ter­er! Well! adieu, dear friend. Apro­pos, re­mem­ber me to Mas­ter Planchet; he al­ways was a bright fel­low.”

			“And a man of heart, too, Athos. Adieu.”

			And they sep­a­rat­ed. Dur­ing all this con­ver­sa­tion, d’Artag­nan had not for a mo­ment lost sight of a cer­tain pack­horse, in whose pan­niers, un­der some hay, were spread the sacoches (mes­sen­ger’s bags) with the port­man­teau. Nine o’clock was strik­ing at Saint-Mer­ri. Planchet’s helps were shut­ting up his shop. D’Artag­nan stopped the pos­til­ion who rode the pack­horse, at the cor­ner of the Rue des Lom­bards, un­der a pent­house, and call­ing one of Planchet’s boys, he de­sired him not on­ly to take care of the two hors­es, but to watch the pos­til­ion; af­ter which he en­tered the shop of the gro­cer, who had just fin­ished sup­per, and who, in his lit­tle pri­vate room, was, with a de­gree of anx­i­ety, con­sult­ing the cal­en­dar, on which, ev­ery evening, he scratched out the day that was past. At the mo­ment when Planchet, ac­cord­ing to his dai­ly cus­tom, with the back of his pen, erased an­oth­er day, d’Artag­nan kicked the door with his foot, and the blow made his steel spur jin­gle. “Oh! good Lord!” cried Planchet. The wor­thy gro­cer could say no more; he had just per­ceived his part­ner. D’Artag­nan en­tered with a bent back and a dull eye: the Gas­con had an idea with re­gard to Planchet.

			Good God! thought the gro­cer, look­ing earnest­ly at the trav­el­er, he looks sad! The mus­ke­teer sat down.

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” said Planchet, with a hor­ri­ble pal­pi­ta­tion of the heart. “Here you are! and your health?”

			“Tol­er­a­bly good, Planchet, tol­er­a­bly good!” said d’Artag­nan, with a pro­found sigh.

			“You have not been wound­ed, I hope?”

			“Phew!”

			“Ah, I see,” con­tin­ued Planchet, more and more alarmed, “the ex­pe­di­tion has been a try­ing one?”

			“Yes,” said d’Artag­nan. A shud­der ran down Planchet’s back. “I should like to have some­thing to drink,” said the mus­ke­teer, rais­ing his head piteous­ly.

			Planchet ran to the cup­board, and poured out to d’Artag­nan some wine in a large glass. D’Artag­nan ex­am­ined the bot­tle.

			“What wine is that?” asked he.

			“Alas! that which you pre­fer, Mon­sieur,” said Planchet; “that good old An­jou wine, which was one day near­ly cost­ing us all so dear.”

			“Ah!” replied d’Artag­nan, with a melan­choly smile, “Ah! my poor Planchet, ought I still to drink good wine?”

			“Come! my dear mas­ter,” said Planchet, mak­ing a su­per­hu­man ef­fort, whilst all his con­tract­ed mus­cles, his pal­lor and his trem­bling be­trayed the most acute an­guish. “Come! I have been a sol­dier and con­se­quent­ly have some courage; do not make me linger, dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; our mon­ey is lost, is it not?”

			Be­fore he an­swered, d’Artag­nan took his time, and that ap­peared an age to the poor gro­cer. Nev­er­the­less he did noth­ing but turn about on his chair.

			“And if that were the case,” said he, slow­ly, mov­ing his head up and down, “if that were the case, what would you say, my dear friend?”

			Planchet, from be­ing pale, turned yel­low. It might have been thought he was go­ing to swal­low his tongue, so full be­came his throat, so red were his eyes!

			“Twen­ty thou­sand livres!” mur­mured he. “Twen­ty thou­sand livres, and yet—”

			D’Artag­nan, with his neck elon­gat­ed, his legs stretched out, and his hands hang­ing list­less­ly, looked like a stat­ue of dis­cour­age­ment. Planchet drew up a sigh from the deep­est cav­i­ties of his breast.

			“Well,” said he, “I see how it is. Let us be men! It is all over, is it not? The prin­ci­pal thing is, Mon­sieur, that your life is safe.”

			“Doubt­less! doubt­less!—life is some­thing—but I am ru­ined!”

			“Cordieu! Mon­sieur!” said Planchet, “If it is so, we must not de­spair for that; you shall be­come a gro­cer with me; I shall take you for my part­ner, we will share the prof­its, and if there should be no more prof­its, well, why then we shall share the al­monds, raisins and prunes, and we will nib­ble to­geth­er the last quar­ter of Dutch cheese.”

			D’Artag­nan could hold out no longer. “Mor­dioux!” cried he, with great emo­tion, “thou art a brave fel­low, on my hon­or, Planchet. You have not been play­ing a part, have you? You have not seen the pack­horse with the bags un­der the shed yon­der?”

			“What horse? What bags?” said Planchet, whose trem­bling heart be­gan to sug­gest that d’Artag­nan was mad.

			“Why, the Eng­lish bags, mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, all ra­di­ant, quite trans­fig­ured.

			“Ah! good God!” ar­tic­u­lat­ed Planchet, draw­ing back be­fore the daz­zling fire of his looks.

			“Im­be­cile!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you think me mad! mor­dioux! On the con­trary, nev­er was my head more clear, or my heart more joy­ous. To the bags, Planchet, to the bags!”

			“But to what bags, good heav­ens!”

			D’Artag­nan pushed Planchet to­wards the win­dow.

			“Un­der that shed yon­der, don’t you see a horse?”

			“Yes.”

			“Don’t you see how his back is laden?”

			“Yes, yes!”

			“Don’t you see your lad talk­ing with the pos­til­ion?”

			“Yes, yes, yes!”

			“Well, you know the name of that lad, be­cause he is your own. Call him.”

			“Ab­don! Ab­don!” vo­cif­er­at­ed Planchet, from the win­dow.

			“Bring the horse!” shout­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“Bring the horse!” screamed Planchet.

			“Now give ten livres to the pos­til­ion,” said d’Artag­nan, in the tone he would have em­ployed in com­mand­ing a ma­neu­ver; “two lads to bring up the first two bags, two to bring up the two last—and move, mor­dioux! be live­ly!”

			Planchet rushed down the stairs, as if the dev­il had been at his heels. A mo­ment lat­er the lads as­cend­ed the stairs, bend­ing be­neath their bur­den. D’Artag­nan sent them off to their gar­rets, care­ful­ly closed the door, and ad­dress­ing Planchet, who, in his turn, looked a lit­tle wild—

			“Now, we are by our­selves,” said he; and he spread up­on the floor a large cov­er, and emp­tied the first bag in­to it. Planchet did the same with the sec­ond; then d’Artag­nan, all in a trem­ble, let out the pre­cious bow­els of the third with a knife. When Planchet heard the pro­vok­ing sound of the sil­ver and gold—when he saw bub­bling out of the bags the shin­ing crowns, which glit­tered like fish from the sweep-net—when he felt him­self plung­ing his hands up to the el­bows in that still ris­ing tide of yel­low and white coins, a gid­di­ness seized him, and like a man struck by light­ning, he sank heav­i­ly down up­on the enor­mous heap, which his weight caused to roll away in all di­rec­tions. Planchet, suf­fo­cat­ed with joy, had lost his sens­es. D’Artag­nan threw a glass of white wine in his face, which in­con­ti­nent­ly re­called him to life.

			“Ah! good heav­ens! good heav­ens! good heav­ens!” said Planchet, wip­ing his mus­tache and beard.

			At that time, as they do now, gro­cers wore the cav­a­lier mus­tache and the lan­squenet beard, on­ly the mon­ey baths, al­ready rare in those days, have be­come al­most un­known now.

			“Mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, “there are a hun­dred thou­sand livres for you, part­ner. Draw your share, if you please, and I will draw mine.”

			“Oh! the love­ly sum! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, the love­ly sum!”

			“I con­fess that half an hour ago I re­gret­ted that I had to give you so much; but now I no longer re­gret it; thou art a brave gro­cer, Planchet. There, let us close our ac­counts, for, as they say, short reck­on­ings make long friends.”

			“Oh! rather, in the first place, tell me the whole his­to­ry,” said Planchet; “that must be bet­ter than the mon­ey.”

			“Ma foi!” said d’Artag­nan, stroking his mus­tache, “I can’t say no; and if ev­er the his­to­ri­an turns to me for in­for­ma­tion, he will be able to say he has not dipped his buck­et in­to a dry spring. Lis­ten, then, Planchet, I will tell you all about it.”

			“And I shall build piles of crowns,” said Planchet. “Be­gin, my dear mas­ter.”

			“Well, this is it,” said d’Artag­nan, draw­ing his breath.

			“And that is it,” said Planchet, pick­ing up his first hand­ful of crowns.

		
	
		
			
				39

				Mazarin’s Gam­ing Par­ty

			
			In a large cham­ber of the Palais Roy­al, hung with a dark col­ored vel­vet, which threw in­to strong re­lief the gild­ed frames of a great num­ber of mag­nif­i­cent pic­tures, on the evening of the ar­rival of the two French­men, the whole court was as­sem­bled be­fore the al­cove of M. le Car­di­nal de Mazarin, who gave a card par­ty to the king and queen.

			A small screen sep­a­rat­ed three pre­pared ta­bles. At one of these ta­bles the king and the two queens were seat­ed. Louis XIV, placed op­po­site to the young queen, his wife, smiled up­on her with an ex­pres­sion of re­al hap­pi­ness. Anne of Aus­tria held the cards against the car­di­nal, and her daugh­ter-in-law as­sist­ed her in the game, when she was not en­gaged in smil­ing at her hus­band. As for the car­di­nal, who was ly­ing on his bed with a weary and care­worn face, his cards were held by the Comtesse de Sois­sons, and he watched them with an in­ces­sant look of in­ter­est and cu­pid­i­ty.

			The car­di­nal’s face had been paint­ed by Bernouin; but the rouge, which glowed on­ly on his cheeks, threw in­to stronger con­trast the sick­ly pal­lor of his coun­te­nance and the shin­ing yel­low of his brow. His eyes alone ac­quired a more bril­liant lus­ter from this aux­il­iary, and up­on those sick man’s eyes were, from time to time, turned the un­easy looks of the king, the queen, and the courtiers. The fact is, that the two eyes of the Sig­nor Mazarin were the stars more or less bril­liant in which the France of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry read its des­tiny ev­ery evening and ev­ery morn­ing.

			Mon­seigneur nei­ther won nor lost; he was, there­fore, nei­ther gay nor sad. It was a stag­na­tion in which, full of pity for him, Anne of Aus­tria would not have will­ing­ly left him; but in or­der to at­tract the at­ten­tion of the sick man by some bril­liant stroke, she must have ei­ther won or lost. To win would have been dan­ger­ous, be­cause Mazarin would have changed his in­dif­fer­ence in­to an ug­ly gri­mace; to lose would like­wise have been dan­ger­ous, be­cause she must have cheat­ed, and the in­fan­ta, who watched her game, would, doubt­less, have ex­claimed against her par­tial­i­ty for Mazarin. Prof­it­ing by this calm, the courtiers were chat­ting. When not in a bad hu­mor, M. de Mazarin was a very débon­naire prince, and he, who pre­vent­ed no­body from singing, pro­vid­ed they paid, was not tyrant enough to pre­vent peo­ple from talk­ing, pro­vid­ed they made up their minds to lose.

			They were there­fore chat­ting. At the first ta­ble, the king’s younger broth­er, Philip, Duc d’An­jou, was ad­mir­ing his hand­some face in the glass of a box. His fa­vorite, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, lean­ing over the back of the prince’s chair, was lis­ten­ing, with se­cret en­vy, to the Comte de Guiche, an­oth­er of Philip’s fa­vorites, who was re­lat­ing in choice terms the var­i­ous vi­cis­si­tudes of for­tune of the roy­al ad­ven­tur­er Charles II. He told, as so many fab­u­lous events, all the his­to­ry of his peri­gri­na­tions in Scot­land, and his ter­rors when the en­e­my’s par­ty was so close­ly on his track; of nights spent in trees, and days spent in hunger and com­bats. By de­grees, the fate of the un­for­tu­nate king in­ter­est­ed his au­di­tors so great­ly, that the play lan­guished even at the roy­al ta­ble, and the young king, with a pen­sive look and down­cast eye, fol­lowed, with­out ap­pear­ing to give any at­ten­tion to it, the small­est de­tails of this Odyssey, very pic­turesque­ly re­lat­ed by the Comte de Guiche.

			The Comtesse de Sois­sons in­ter­rupt­ed the nar­ra­tor: “Con­fess, count, you are in­vent­ing.”

			“Madame, I am re­peat­ing like a par­rot all the sto­ries re­lat­ed to me by dif­fer­ent En­glish­men. To my shame I am com­pelled to say, I am as ex­act as a copy.”

			“Charles II would have died be­fore he could have en­dured all that.”

			Louis XIV raised his in­tel­li­gent and proud head. “Madame,” said he, in a grave tone, still par­tak­ing some­thing of the timid child, “Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal will tell you that dur­ing my mi­nor­i­ty the af­fairs of France were in jeop­ardy—and that if I had been old­er, and obliged to take sword in hand, it would some­times have been for the pur­pose of procur­ing the evening meal.”

			“Thanks to God,” said the car­di­nal, who spoke for the first time, “Your Majesty ex­ag­ger­ates, and your sup­per has al­ways been ready with that of your ser­vants.”

			The king col­ored.

			“Oh!” cried Philip, in­con­sid­er­ate­ly, from his place, and with­out ceas­ing to ad­mire him­self—“I rec­ol­lect once, at Melun, the sup­per was laid for no­body, and that the king ate two-thirds of a slice of bread, and aban­doned to me the oth­er third.”

			The whole as­sem­bly, see­ing Mazarin smile, be­gan to laugh. Courtiers flat­ter kings with the re­mem­brance of past dis­tress­es, as with the hopes of fu­ture good for­tune.

			“It is not to be de­nied that the crown of France has al­ways re­mained firm up­on the heads of its kings,” Anne of Aus­tria has­tened to say, “and that it has fall­en off of that of the king of Eng­land; and when by chance that crown os­cil­lat­ed a lit­tle—for there are throne-quakes as well as earth­quakes—ev­ery time, I say, that re­bel­lion threat­ened it, a good vic­to­ry re­stored tran­quil­li­ty.”

			“With a few gems added to the crown,” said Mazarin.

			The Comte de Guiche was silent: the king com­posed his coun­te­nance, and Mazarin ex­changed looks with Anne of Aus­tria, as if to thank her for her in­ter­ven­tion.

			“It is of no con­se­quence,” said Philip, smooth­ing his hair; “my cousin Charles is not hand­some, but he is very brave, and fought like a land­sknecht; and if he con­tin­ues to fight thus, no doubt he will fin­ish by gain­ing a bat­tle, like Ro­croi—”

			“He has no sol­diers,” in­ter­rupt­ed the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine.

			“The king of Hol­land, his al­ly, will give him some. I would will­ing­ly have giv­en him some if I had been king of France.”

			Louis XIV blushed ex­ces­sive­ly. Mazarin af­fect­ed to be more at­ten­tive to his game than ev­er.

			“By this time,” re­sumed the Comte de Guiche, “the for­tune of this un­hap­py prince is de­cid­ed. If he has been de­ceived by Mon­ck, he is ru­ined. Im­pris­on­ment, per­haps death, will fin­ish what ex­iles, bat­tles, and pri­va­tions have com­menced.”

			Mazarin’s brow be­came cloud­ed.

			“It is cer­tain,” said Louis XIV, “that His Majesty Charles II, has quit­ted the Hague?”

			“Quite cer­tain, Your Majesty,” replied the young man; “my fa­ther has re­ceived a let­ter con­tain­ing all the de­tails; it is even known that the king has land­ed at Dover; some fish­er­men saw him en­ter­ing the port; the rest is still a mys­tery.”

			“I should like to know the rest,” said Philip, im­petu­ous­ly. “You know—you, my broth­er.”

			Louis XIV col­ored again. That was the third time with­in an hour. “Ask my Lord Car­di­nal,” replied he, in a tone which made Mazarin, Anne of Aus­tria, and ev­ery­body else open their eyes.

			“That means, my son,” said Anne of Aus­tria, laugh­ing, “that the king does not like af­fairs of state to be talked of out of the coun­cil.”

			Philip re­ceived the rep­ri­mand with good grace, and bowed, first smil­ing at his broth­er, and then at his moth­er. But Mazarin saw from the cor­ner of his eye that a group was about to be formed in the cor­ner of the room, and that the Duc d’An­jou, with the Comte de Guiche, and the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, pre­vent­ed from talk­ing aloud, might say, in a whis­per, what it was not con­ve­nient should be said. He was be­gin­ning then to dart at them glances full of mis­trust and un­easi­ness, invit­ing Anne of Aus­tria to throw per­tur­ba­tion in the midst of the un­law­ful as­sem­bly, when, sud­den­ly, Bernouin, en­ter­ing from be­hind the ta­pes­try of the bed­room, whis­pered in the ear of Mazarin, “Mon­seigneur, an en­voy from His Majesty, the king of Eng­land.”

			Mazarin could not help ex­hibit­ing a slight emo­tion, which was per­ceived by the king. To avoid be­ing in­dis­creet, rather than to ap­pear use­less, Louis XIV rose im­me­di­ate­ly, and ap­proach­ing His Em­i­nence, wished him good night. All the as­sem­bly had risen with a great noise of rolling of chairs and ta­bles be­ing pushed away.

			“Let ev­ery­body de­part by de­grees,” said Mazarin in a whis­per to Louis XIV, “and be so good as to ex­cuse me a few min­utes. I am go­ing to dis­patch an af­fair about which I wish to con­verse with Your Majesty this very evening.”

			“And the queens?” asked Louis XIV.

			“And M. le Duc d’An­jou,” said His Em­i­nence.

			At the same time he turned round in his ru­elle, the cur­tains of which, in fall­ing, con­cealed the bed. The car­di­nal, nev­er­the­less, did not lose sight of the con­spir­a­tors.

			“M. le Comte de Guiche,” said he, in a fret­ful voice, whilst putting on, be­hind the cur­tain, his dress­ing-gown, with the as­sis­tance of Bernouin.

			“I am here, my lord,” said the young man, as he ap­proached.

			“Take my cards, you are lucky. Win a lit­tle mon­ey for me of these gen­tle­men.”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			The young man sat down at the ta­ble from which the king with­drew to talk with the two queens. A se­ri­ous game was com­menced be­tween the comte and sev­er­al rich courtiers. In the mean­time Philip was dis­cussing the ques­tions of dress with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, and they had ceased to hear the rustling of the car­di­nal’s silk robe from be­hind the cur­tain. His Em­i­nence had fol­lowed Bernouin in­to the clos­et ad­join­ing the bed­room.
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				An Af­fair of State

			
			The car­di­nal, on pass­ing in­to his cab­i­net, found the Comte de la Fère, who was wait­ing for him, en­gaged in ad­mir­ing a very fine Raphael placed over a side­board cov­ered with a plate. His Em­i­nence came in soft­ly, light­ly, and as silent­ly as a shad­ow, and sur­prised the coun­te­nance of the comte, as he was ac­cus­tomed to do, pre­tend­ing to di­vine by the sim­ple ex­pres­sion of the face of his in­ter­locu­tor what would be the re­sult of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			But this time Mazarin was foiled in his ex­pec­ta­tion: he read noth­ing up­on the face of Athos, not even the re­spect he was ac­cus­tomed to see on all faces. Athos was dressed in black, with a sim­ple lac­ing of sil­ver. He wore the Holy Ghost, the Garter, and the Gold­en Fleece, three or­ders of such im­por­tance, that a king alone, or else a play­er, could wear them at once.

			Mazarin rum­maged a long time in his some­what trou­bled mem­o­ry to re­call the name he ought to give to this icy fig­ure, but he did not suc­ceed. “I am told,” said he, at length, “you have a mes­sage from Eng­land for me.”

			And he sat down, dis­miss­ing Bernouin, who, in his qual­i­ty of sec­re­tary, was get­ting his pen ready.

			“On the part of His Majesty, the King of Eng­land, yes, Your Em­i­nence.”

			“You speak very good French for an En­glish­man, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin, gra­cious­ly, look­ing through his fin­gers at the Holy Ghost, Garter, and Gold­en Fleece, but more par­tic­u­lar­ly at the face of the mes­sen­ger.

			“I am not an En­glish­man, but a French­man, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” replied Athos.

			“It is re­mark­able that the king of Eng­land should choose a French­man for his am­bas­sador; it is an ex­cel­lent au­gury. Your name, Mon­sieur, if you please.”

			“Comte de la Fère,” replied Athos, bow­ing more slight­ly than the cer­e­mo­ni­al and pride of the all-pow­er­ful min­is­ter re­quired.

			Mazarin bent his shoul­ders, as if to say:—

			“I do not know that name.”

			Athos did not al­ter his car­riage.

			“And you come, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Mazarin, “to tell me—”

			“I come on the part of His Majesty the King of Great Britain to an­nounce to the King of France”—Mazarin frowned—“to an­nounce to the King of France,” con­tin­ued Athos, im­per­turbably, “the hap­py restora­tion of His Majesty Charles II to the throne of his an­ces­tors.”

			This shade did not es­cape his cun­ning em­i­nence. Mazarin was too much ac­cus­tomed to mankind, not to see in the cold and al­most haughty po­lite­ness of Athos, an in­dex of hos­til­i­ty, which was not of the tem­per­a­ture of that hot­house called a court.

			“You have pow­ers, I sup­pose?” asked Mazarin, in a short, queru­lous tone.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.” And the word “Mon­seigneur” came so painful­ly from the lips of Athos that it might be said it skinned them.

			Athos took from an em­broi­dered vel­vet bag which he car­ried un­der his dou­blet a dis­patch. The car­di­nal held out his hand for it. “Your par­don, Mon­seigneur,” said Athos. “My dis­patch is for the king.”

			“Since you are a French­man, Mon­sieur, you ought to know the po­si­tion of a prime min­is­ter at the court of France.”

			“There was a time,” replied Athos, “when I oc­cu­pied my­self with the im­por­tance of prime min­is­ters; but I have formed, long ago, a res­o­lu­tion to treat no longer with any but the king.”

			“Then, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin, who be­gan to be ir­ri­tat­ed, “you will nei­ther see the min­is­ter nor the king.”

			Mazarin rose. Athos re­placed his dis­patch in its bag, bowed grave­ly, and made sev­er­al steps to­wards the door. This cool­ness ex­as­per­at­ed Mazarin. “What strange diplo­mat­ic pro­ceed­ings are these!” cried he. “Have we re­turned to the times when Cromwell sent us bul­lies in the guise of charges d’af­faires? You want noth­ing, Mon­sieur, but the steel cap on your head, and a Bible at your gir­dle.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Athos, dry­ly, “I have nev­er had, as you have, the ad­van­tage of treat­ing with Cromwell; and I have on­ly seen his charges d’af­faires sword in hand; I am there­fore ig­no­rant of how he treat­ed with prime min­is­ters. As for the king of Eng­land, Charles II, I know that when he writes to His Majesty King Louis XIV, he does not write to His Em­i­nence the Car­di­nal Mazarin. I see no diplo­ma­cy in that dis­tinc­tion.”

			“Ah!” cried Mazarin, rais­ing his at­ten­u­at­ed hand, and strik­ing his head, “I re­mem­ber now!” Athos looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. “Yes, that is it!” said the car­di­nal, con­tin­u­ing to look at his in­ter­locu­tor; “yes, that is cer­tain­ly it. I know you now, Mon­sieur. Ah! di­avo­lo! I am no longer as­ton­ished.”

			“In fact, I was as­ton­ished that, with Your Em­i­nence’s ex­cel­lent mem­o­ry,” replied Athos, smil­ing, “you had not rec­og­nized me be­fore.”

			“Al­ways re­frac­to­ry and grum­bling—Mon­sieur—Mon­sieur—What do they call you? Stop—a name of a riv­er—Pota­mos; no—the name of an is­land—Nax­os; no, per Giove!—the name of a moun­tain—Athos! now I have it. De­light­ed to see you again, and to be no longer at Rueil, where you and your damned com­pan­ions made me pay ran­som. Fronde! still Fronde! ac­cursed Fronde! Oh, what grudges! Why, Mon­sieur, have your an­tipathies sur­vived mine? If any­one has cause to com­plain, I think it could not be you, who got out of the af­fair not on­ly in a sound skin, but with the cor­don of the Holy Ghost around your neck.”

			“My Lord Car­di­nal,” replied Athos, “per­mit me not to en­ter in­to con­sid­er­a­tions of that kind. I have a mis­sion to ful­fill. Will you fa­cil­i­tate the means of my ful­fill­ing that mis­sion, or will you not?”

			“I am as­ton­ished,” said Mazarin—quite de­light­ed at hav­ing re­cov­ered his mem­o­ry, and bristling with mal­ice—“I am as­ton­ished, Mon­sieur—Athos—that a Fron­deur like you should have ac­cept­ed a mis­sion for the Per­fid­i­ous Mazarin, as used to be said in the good old times—” And Mazarin be­gan to laugh, in spite of a painful cough, which cut short his sen­tences, con­vert­ing them in­to sobs.

			“I have on­ly ac­cept­ed the mis­sion near the King of France, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” re­tort­ed the comte, though with less as­per­i­ty, for he thought he had suf­fi­cient­ly the ad­van­tage to show him­self mod­er­ate.

			“And yet, Mon­sieur le Fron­deur,” said Mazarin, gay­ly, “the af­fair which you have tak­en in charge must, from the king—”

			“With which I have been giv­en in charge, Mon­seigneur. I do not run af­ter af­fairs.”

			“Be it so. I say that this ne­go­ti­a­tion must pass through my hands. Let us lose no pre­cious time, then. Tell me the con­di­tions.”

			“I have had the hon­or of as­sur­ing Your Em­i­nence that on­ly the let­ter of His Majesty King Charles II con­tains the rev­e­la­tion of his wish­es.”

			“Pooh! you are ridicu­lous with your ob­sti­na­cy, Mon­sieur Athos. It is plain you have kept com­pa­ny with the Pu­ri­tans yon­der. As to your se­cret, I know it bet­ter than you do; and you have done wrong­ly, per­haps, in not hav­ing shown some re­spect for a very old and suf­fer­ing man, who has la­bored much dur­ing his life, and kept the field for his ideas as brave­ly as you have for yours. You will not com­mu­ni­cate your let­ter to me? You will say noth­ing to me? Very well! Come with me in­to my cham­ber; you shall speak to the king—and be­fore the king.—Now, then, one last word: who gave you the Fleece? I re­mem­ber you passed for hav­ing the Garter; but as to the Fleece, I do not know—”

			“Re­cent­ly, my lord, Spain, on the oc­ca­sion of the mar­riage of His Majesty Louis XIV, sent King Charles II a brevet of the Fleece in blank; Charles II im­me­di­ate­ly trans­mit­ted it to me, fill­ing up the blank with my name.”

			Mazarin arose, and lean­ing on the arm of Bernouin, he re­turned to his ru­elle at the mo­ment the name of M. le Prince was be­ing an­nounced. The Prince de Condé, the first prince of the blood, the con­queror of Ro­croi, Lens, and Nordlin­gen, was, in fact, en­ter­ing the apart­ment of Mon­seigneur de Mazarin, fol­lowed by his gen­tle­men, and had al­ready salut­ed the king, when the prime min­is­ter raised his cur­tain. Athos had time to see Raoul press­ing the hand of the Comte de Guiche, and send him a smile in re­turn for his re­spect­ful bow. He had time, like­wise, to see the ra­di­ant coun­te­nance of the car­di­nal, when he per­ceived be­fore him, up­on the ta­ble, an enor­mous heap of gold, which the Comte de Guiche had won in a run of luck, af­ter His Em­i­nence had con­fid­ed his cards to him. So for­get­ting am­bas­sador, em­bassy and prince, his first thought was of the gold. “What!” cried the old man—“all that—won?”

			“Some fifty thou­sand crowns; yes, Mon­seigneur,” replied the Comte de Guiche, ris­ing. “Must I give up my place to Your Em­i­nence, or shall I con­tin­ue?”

			“Give up! give up! you are mad. You would lose all you have won. Peste!”

			“My lord!” said the Prince de Condé, bow­ing.

			“Good evening, Mon­sieur le Prince,” said the min­is­ter, in a care­less tone; “it is very kind of you to vis­it an old sick friend.”

			“A friend!” mur­mured the Comte de la Fère, at wit­ness­ing with stu­por this mon­strous al­liance of words;—“friends! when the par­ties are Condé and Mazarin!”

			Mazarin seemed to di­vine the thoughts of the Fron­deur, for he smiled up­on him with tri­umph, and im­me­di­ate­ly—“Sire,” said he to the king, “I have the hon­or of pre­sent­ing to Your Majesty, Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère, am­bas­sador from his Bri­tan­nic majesty. An af­fair of state, gen­tle­men,” added he, wav­ing his hand to all who filled the cham­ber, and who, the Prince de Condé at their head, all dis­ap­peared at the sim­ple ges­ture. Raoul, af­ter a last look cast at the comte, fol­lowed M. de Condé. Philip of An­jou and the queen ap­peared to be con­sult­ing about de­part­ing.

			“A fam­i­ly af­fair,” said Mazarin, sud­den­ly, de­tain­ing them in their seats. “This gen­tle­man is the bear­er of a let­ter in which King Charles II, com­plete­ly re­stored to his throne, de­mands an al­liance be­tween Mon­sieur, the broth­er of the king, and Made­moi­selle Hen­ri­et­ta, grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV. Will you re­mit your let­ter of cred­it to the king, Mon­sieur le Comte?”

			Athos re­mained for a minute stu­pe­fied. How could the min­is­ter pos­si­bly know the con­tents of the let­ter, which had nev­er been out of his keep­ing for a sin­gle in­stant? Nev­er­the­less, al­ways mas­ter of him­self, he held out the dis­patch to the young king, Louis XIV, who took it with a blush. A solemn si­lence reigned in the car­di­nal’s cham­ber. It was on­ly trou­bled by the dull sound of the gold, which Mazarin, with his yel­low, dry hand, piled up in a cas­ket, whilst the king was read­ing.
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				The Recital

			
			The ma­li­cious­ness of the car­di­nal did not leave much for the am­bas­sador to say; nev­er­the­less, the word “restora­tion” had struck the king, who, ad­dress­ing the comte, up­on whom his eyes had been fixed since his en­trance—“Mon­sieur,” said he, “will you have the kind­ness to give us some de­tails con­cern­ing the af­fairs of Eng­land. You come from that coun­try, you are a French­man, and the or­ders which I see glit­ter­ing up­on your per­son an­nounce you to be a man of mer­it as well as a man of qual­i­ty.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the car­di­nal, turn­ing to­wards the queen-moth­er, “is an an­cient ser­vant of Your Majesty’s, Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère.”

			Anne of Aus­tria was as obliv­i­ous as a queen whose life had been min­gled with fine and stormy days. She looked at Mazarin, whose evil smile promised her some­thing dis­agree­able; then she so­licit­ed from Athos, by an­oth­er look, an ex­pla­na­tion.

			“Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, “was a Tréville mus­ke­teer, in the ser­vice of the late king. Mon­sieur is well ac­quaint­ed with Eng­land, whith­er he has made sev­er­al voy­ages at var­i­ous pe­ri­ods; he is a sub­ject of the high­est mer­it.”

			These words made al­lu­sion to all the mem­o­ries which Anne of Aus­tria trem­bled to evoke. Eng­land, that was her ha­tred of Riche­lieu and her love for Buck­ing­ham; a Tréville mus­ke­teer, that was the whole Odyssey of the tri­umphs which had made the heart of the young wom­an throb, and of the dan­gers which had been so near over­turn­ing the throne of the young queen. These words had much pow­er, for they ren­dered mute and at­ten­tive all the roy­al per­son­ages, who, with very var­i­ous sen­ti­ments, set about re­com­pos­ing at the same time the mys­ter­ies which the young had not seen, and which the old had be­lieved to be for­ev­er ef­faced.

			“Speak, Mon­sieur,” said Louis XIV, the first to es­cape from trou­bles, sus­pi­cions, and re­mem­brances.

			“Yes, speak,” added Mazarin, to whom the lit­tle ma­li­cious thrust di­rect­ed against Anne of Aus­tria had re­stored en­er­gy and gayety.

			“Sire,” said the comte, “a sort of mir­a­cle has changed the whole des­tiny of Charles II. That which men, till that time, had been un­able to do, God re­solved to ac­com­plish.”

			Mazarin coughed while toss­ing about in his bed.

			“King Charles II,” con­tin­ued Athos, “left the Hague nei­ther as a fugi­tive nor a con­queror, but as an ab­so­lute king, who, af­ter a dis­tant voy­age from his king­dom, re­turns amidst uni­ver­sal bene­dic­tions.”

			“A great mir­a­cle, in­deed,” said Mazarin; “for, if the news was true, King Charles II, who has just re­turned amidst bene­dic­tions, went away amidst mus­ket-shots.”

			The king re­mained im­pas­si­ble. Philip, younger and more friv­o­lous, could not re­press a smile, which flat­tered Mazarin as an ap­plause of his pleas­antry.

			“It is plain,” said the king, “there is a mir­a­cle; but God, who does so much for kings, Mon­sieur le Comte, nev­er­the­less em­ploys the hand of man to bring about the tri­umph of His de­signs. To what men does Charles II prin­ci­pal­ly owe his reestab­lish­ment?”

			“Why,” in­ter­rupt­ed Mazarin, with­out any re­gard for the king’s pride—“does not Your Majesty know that it is to M. Mon­ck?”

			“I ought to know it,” replied Louis XIV, res­o­lute­ly; “and yet I ask my lord am­bas­sador, the caus­es of the change in this Gen­er­al Mon­ck?”

			“And Your Majesty touch­es pre­cise­ly the ques­tion,” replied Athos; “for with­out the mir­a­cle of which I have had the hon­or to speak, Gen­er­al Mon­ck would prob­a­bly have re­mained an im­pla­ca­ble en­e­my of Charles II. God willed that a strange, bold, and in­ge­nious idea should en­ter in­to the mind of a cer­tain man, whilst a de­vot­ed and coura­geous idea took pos­ses­sion of the mind of an­oth­er man. The com­bi­na­tions of these two ideas brought about such a change in the po­si­tion of M. Mon­ck, that, from an in­vet­er­ate en­e­my, he be­came a friend to the de­posed king.”

			“These are ex­act­ly the de­tails I asked for,” said the king. “Who and what are the two men of whom you speak?”

			“Two French­men, sire.”

			“In­deed! I am glad of that.”

			“And the two ideas,” said Mazarin;—“I am more cu­ri­ous about ideas than about men, for my part.”

			“Yes,” mur­mured the king.

			“The sec­ond idea, the de­vot­ed, rea­son­able idea—the least im­por­tant, sir—was to go and dig up a mil­lion in gold, buried by King Charles I at New­cas­tle, and to pur­chase with that gold the ad­her­ence of Mon­ck.”

			“Oh, oh!” said Mazarin, re­an­i­mat­ed by the word mil­lion. “But New­cas­tle was at the time oc­cu­pied by Mon­ck.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, and that is why I ven­ture to call the idea coura­geous as well as de­vot­ed. It was nec­es­sary, if Mon­ck re­fused the of­fers of the ne­go­tia­tor, to re­in­state King Charles II in pos­ses­sion of this mil­lion, which was to be torn, as it were, from the loy­al­ty and not the loy­al­ism of Gen­er­al Mon­ck. This was ef­fect­ed in spite of many dif­fi­cul­ties: the gen­er­al proved to be loy­al, and al­lowed the mon­ey to be tak­en away.”

			“It seems to me,” said the timid, thought­ful king, “that Charles II could not have known of this mil­lion whilst he was in Paris.”

			“It seems to me,” re­joined the car­di­nal, ma­li­cious­ly, “that His Majesty the king of Great Britain knew per­fect­ly well of this mil­lion, but that he pre­ferred hav­ing two mil­lions to hav­ing one.”

			“Sire,” said Athos, firm­ly, “the king of Eng­land, whilst in France, was so poor that he had not even mon­ey to take the post; so des­ti­tute of hope that he fre­quent­ly thought of dy­ing. He was so en­tire­ly ig­no­rant of the ex­is­tence of the mil­lion at New­cas­tle, that but for a gen­tle­man—one of Your Majesty’s sub­jects—the moral de­posi­tary of the mil­lion, who re­vealed the se­cret to King Charles II, that prince would still be veg­e­tat­ing in the most cru­el for­get­ful­ness.”

			“Let us pass on to the strange, bold, and in­ge­nious idea,” in­ter­rupt­ed Mazarin, whose sagac­i­ty fore­saw a check. “What was that idea?”

			“This—M. Mon­ck formed the on­ly ob­sta­cle to the reestab­lish­ment of the fall­en king. A French­man imag­ined the idea of sup­press­ing this ob­sta­cle.”

			“Oh! oh! but he is a scoundrel, that French­man,” said Mazarin; “and the idea is not so in­ge­nious as to pre­vent its au­thor be­ing tied up by the neck at the Place de Grève, by de­cree of the par­lia­ment.”

			“Your em­i­nence is mis­tak­en,” replied Athos, dry­ly; “I did not say that the French­man in ques­tion had re­solved to as­sas­si­nate M. Mon­ck, but on­ly to sup­press him. The words of the French lan­guage have a val­ue which the gen­tle­men of France know per­fect­ly. Be­sides, this is an af­fair of war; and when men serve kings against their en­e­mies they are not to be con­demned by a par­lia­ment—God is their judge. This French gen­tle­man, then, formed the idea of gain­ing pos­ses­sion of the per­son of Mon­ck, and he ex­e­cut­ed his plan.”

			The king be­came an­i­mat­ed at the recital of great ac­tions. The king’s younger broth­er struck the ta­ble with his hand, ex­claim­ing, “Ah! that is fine!”

			“He car­ried off Mon­ck?” said the king. “Why, Mon­ck was in his camp.”

			“And the gen­tle­man was alone, sire.”

			“That is mar­velous!” said Philip.

			“Mar­velous, in­deed!” cried the king.

			“Good! There are the two lit­tle li­ons un­chained,” mur­mured the car­di­nal. And with an air of spite, which he did not dis­sem­ble: “I am un­ac­quaint­ed with these de­tails, will you guar­an­tee their au­then­tic­i­ty, Mon­sieur?”

			“All the more eas­i­ly, my Lord Car­di­nal, from hav­ing seen the events.”

			“You have?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			The king had in­vol­un­tar­i­ly drawn close to the count, the Duc d’An­jou had turned sharply round, and pressed Athos on the oth­er side.

			“What next? Mon­sieur, what next?” cried they both at the same time.

			“Sire, M. Mon­ck, be­ing tak­en by the French­man, was brought to King Charles II, at the Hague. The king gave back his free­dom to Mon­ck, and the grate­ful gen­er­al, in re­turn, gave Charles II the throne of Great Britain, for which so many valiant men had fought in vain.”

			Philip clapped his hands with en­thu­si­asm, Louis XIV, more re­flec­tive, turned to­wards the Comte de la Fère.

			“Is this true,” said he, “in all its de­tails?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly true, sire.”

			“That one of my gen­tle­men knew the se­cret of the mil­lion, and kept it?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“The name of that gen­tle­man?”

			“It was your hum­ble ser­vant,” said Athos, sim­ply, and bow­ing.

			A mur­mur of ad­mi­ra­tion made the heart of Athos swell with plea­sure. He had rea­son to be proud, at least. Mazarin, him­self, had raised his arms to­wards heav­en.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “I shall seek and find means to re­ward you.” Athos made a move­ment. “Oh, not for your hon­esty, to be paid for that would hu­mil­i­ate you; but I owe you a re­ward for hav­ing par­tic­i­pat­ed in the restora­tion of my broth­er, King Charles II.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said Mazarin.

			“It is the tri­umph of a good cause which fills the whole house of France with joy,” said Anne of Aus­tria.

			“I con­tin­ue,” said Louis XIV: “Is it al­so true that a sin­gle man pen­e­trat­ed to Mon­ck, in his camp, and car­ried him off?”

			“That man had ten aux­il­iaries, tak­en from a very in­fe­ri­or rank.”

			“And noth­ing but them?”

			“Noth­ing more.”

			“And he is named?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, for­mer­ly lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers of Your Majesty.”

			Anne of Aus­tria col­ored; Mazarin be­came yel­low with shame; Louis XIV was deeply thought­ful, and a drop of mois­ture fell from his pale brow. “What men!” mur­mured he. And, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, he dart­ed a glance at the min­is­ter which would have ter­ri­fied him, if Mazarin, at the mo­ment, had not con­cealed his head un­der his pil­low.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the young Duc d’An­jou, plac­ing his hand, del­i­cate and white as that of a wom­an, up­on the arm of Athos, “tell that brave man, I beg you, that Mon­sieur, broth­er of the king, will to­mor­row drink his health be­fore five hun­dred of the best gen­tle­men of France.” And, on fin­ish­ing those words, the young man, per­ceiv­ing that his en­thu­si­asm had de­ranged one of his ruf­fles, set to work to put it to rights with the great­est care imag­in­able.

			“Let us re­sume busi­ness, sire,” in­ter­rupt­ed Mazarin, who nev­er was en­thu­si­as­tic, and who wore no ruf­fles.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied Louis XIV. “Pur­sue your com­mu­ni­ca­tion, Mon­sieur le Comte,” added he, turn­ing to­wards Athos.

			Athos im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan and of­fered in due form the hand of the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta Stu­art to the young prince, the king’s broth­er. The con­fer­ence last­ed an hour; af­ter which the doors of the cham­ber were thrown open to the courtiers, who re­sumed their places as if noth­ing had been kept from them in the oc­cu­pa­tions of that evening. Athos then found him­self again with Raoul, and the fa­ther and son were able to clasp each oth­er’s hands.

		
	
		
			
				42

				In Which Mazarin Be­comes Prodi­gal

			
			Whilst Mazarin was en­deav­or­ing to re­cov­er from the se­ri­ous alarm he had just ex­pe­ri­enced, Athos and Raoul were ex­chang­ing a few words in a cor­ner of the apart­ment. “Well, here you are at Paris, then, Raoul?” said the comte.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, since the re­turn of M. le Prince.”

			“I can­not con­verse freely with you here, be­cause we are ob­served; but I shall re­turn home present­ly, and shall ex­pect you as soon as your du­ty per­mits.”

			Raoul bowed, and, at that mo­ment, M. le Prince came up to them. The prince had that clear and keen look which dis­tin­guish­es birds of prey of the no­ble species; his phys­iog­no­my it­self pre­sent­ed sev­er­al dis­tinct traits of this re­sem­blance. It is known that in the Prince de Condé, the aquiline nose rose out sharply and in­ci­sive­ly from a brow slight­ly re­treat­ing, rather low than high, and ac­cord­ing to the rail­ers of the court—a piti­less race with­out mer­cy even for ge­nius—con­sti­tut­ed rather an ea­gle’s beak than a hu­man nose, in the heir of the il­lus­tri­ous princes of the house of Condé. This pen­e­trat­ing look, this im­pe­ri­ous ex­pres­sion of the whole coun­te­nance, gen­er­al­ly dis­turbed those to whom the prince spoke, more than ei­ther majesty or reg­u­lar beau­ty could have done in the con­queror of Ro­croi. Be­sides this, the fire mount­ed so sud­den­ly to his pro­ject­ing eyes, that with the prince ev­ery sort of an­i­ma­tion re­sem­bled pas­sion. Now, on ac­count of his rank, ev­ery­body at the court re­spect­ed M. le Prince, and many even, see­ing on­ly the man, car­ried their re­spect as far as ter­ror.

			Louis de Condé then ad­vanced to­wards the Comte de la Fère and Raoul, with the marked in­ten­tion of be­ing salut­ed by the one, and of speak­ing with the oth­er. No man bowed with more re­served grace than the Comte de la Fère. He dis­dained to put in­to a salu­ta­tion all the shades which a courtier or­di­nar­i­ly bor­rows from the same col­or—the de­sire to please. Athos knew his own per­son­al val­ue, and bowed to the prince like a man, cor­rect­ing by some­thing sym­pa­thet­ic and un­de­fin­able that which might have ap­peared of­fen­sive to the pride of the high­est rank in the in­flex­i­bil­i­ty of his at­ti­tude. The prince was about to speak to Raoul. Athos fore­stalled him. “If M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne,” said he, “were not one of the hum­ble ser­vants of Your Roy­al High­ness, I would beg him to pro­nounce my name be­fore you—mon prince.”

			“I have the hon­or to ad­dress Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère,” said Condé, in­stant­ly.

			“My pro­tec­tor,” added Raoul, blush­ing.

			“One of the most hon­or­able men in the king­dom,” con­tin­ued the prince; “one of the first gen­tle­men of France, and of whom I have heard so much that I have fre­quent­ly de­sired to num­ber him among my friends.”

			“An hon­or of which I should be un­wor­thy,” replied Athos, “but for the re­spect and ad­mi­ra­tion I en­ter­tain for Your Roy­al High­ness.”

			“Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” said the prince, “is a good of­fi­cer, and it is plain­ly seen that he has been to a good school. Ah, Mon­sieur le Comte, in your time, gen­er­als had sol­diers!”

			“That is true, my lord, but nowa­days sol­diers have gen­er­als.”

			This com­pli­ment, which sa­vored so lit­tle of flat­tery, gave a thrill of joy to the man whom al­ready Eu­rope con­sid­ered a hero; and who might be thought to be sa­ti­at­ed with praise.

			“I re­gret very much,” con­tin­ued the prince, “that you should have re­tired from the ser­vice, Mon­sieur le Comte; for it is more than prob­a­ble that the king will soon have a war with Hol­land or Eng­land, and op­por­tu­ni­ties for dis­tin­guish­ing him­self would not be want­ing for a man who, like you, knows Great Britain as well as you do France.”

			“I be­lieve I may say, Mon­seigneur, that I have act­ed wise­ly in re­tir­ing from the ser­vice,” said Athos, smil­ing. “France and Great Britain will hence­for­ward live like two sis­ters, if I can trust my pre­sen­ti­ments.”

			“Your pre­sen­ti­ments?”

			“Stop, Mon­seigneur, lis­ten to what is be­ing said yon­der, at the ta­ble of my lord the car­di­nal.”

			“Where they are play­ing?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			The car­di­nal had just raised him­self on one el­bow, and made a sign to the king’s broth­er, who went to him.

			“My lord,” said the car­di­nal, “pick up, if you please, all those gold crowns.” And he point­ed to the enor­mous pile of yel­low and glit­ter­ing pieces which the Comte de Guiche had raised by de­grees be­fore him by a sur­pris­ing run of luck at play.

			“For me?” cried the Duc d’An­jou.

			“Those fifty thou­sand crowns; yes, Mon­seigneur, they are yours.”

			“Do you give them to me?”

			“I have been play­ing on your ac­count, Mon­seigneur,” replied the car­di­nal, get­ting weak­er and weak­er, as if this ef­fort of giv­ing mon­ey had ex­haust­ed all his phys­i­cal and moral fac­ul­ties.

			“Oh, good heav­ens!” ex­claimed Philip, wild with joy, “what a for­tu­nate day!” And he him­self, mak­ing a rake of his fin­gers, drew a part of the sum in­to his pock­ets, which he filled, and still full a third re­mained on the ta­ble.

			“Cheva­lier,” said Philip to his fa­vorite, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, “come hith­er, cheva­lier.” The fa­vorite quick­ly obeyed. “Pock­et the rest,” said the young prince.

			This sin­gu­lar scene was con­sid­ered by the per­sons present on­ly as a touch­ing kind of fam­i­ly fête. The car­di­nal as­sumed the airs of a fa­ther with the sons of France, and the two princes had grown up un­der his wing. No one then im­put­ed to pride, or even im­per­ti­nence, as would be done nowa­days, this lib­er­al­i­ty on the part of the first min­is­ter. The courtiers were sat­is­fied with en­vy­ing the prince.—The king turned away his head.

			“I nev­er had so much mon­ey be­fore,” said the young prince, joy­ous­ly, as he crossed the cham­ber with his fa­vorite to go to his car­riage. “No, nev­er! What a weight these crowns are!”

			“But why has Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal giv­en away all this mon­ey at once?” asked M. le Prince of the Comte de la Fère. “He must be very ill, the dear car­di­nal!”

			“Yes, my lord, very ill, with­out doubt; he looks very ill, as Your Roy­al High­ness may per­ceive.”

			“But sure­ly he will die of it. A hun­dred and fifty thou­sand livres! Oh, it is in­cred­i­ble! But, comte, tell me a rea­son for it?”

			“Pa­tience, Mon­seigneur, I beg of you. Here comes M. le Duc d’An­jou, talk­ing with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine; I should not be sur­prised if they spared us the trou­ble of be­ing in­dis­creet. Lis­ten to them.”

			In fact the cheva­lier said to the prince in a low voice, “My lord, it is not nat­u­ral for M. Mazarin to give you so much mon­ey. Take care! you will let some of the pieces fall, my lord. What de­sign has the car­di­nal up­on you to make him so gen­er­ous?”

			“As I said,” whis­pered Athos in the prince’s ear; “that, per­haps, is the best re­ply to your ques­tion.”

			“Tell me, my lord,” re­peat­ed the cheva­lier im­pa­tient­ly, as he was cal­cu­lat­ing, by weigh­ing them in his pock­et, the quo­ta of the sum which had fall­en to his share by re­bound.

			“My dear cheva­lier, a wed­ding present.”

			“How a wed­ding present?”

			“Eh! yes, I am go­ing to be mar­ried,” replied the Duc d’An­jou, with­out per­ceiv­ing, at the mo­ment, he was pass­ing the prince and Athos, who both bowed re­spect­ful­ly.

			The cheva­lier dart­ed at the young duke a glance so strange, and so ma­li­cious, that the Comte de la Fère quite start­ed on be­hold­ing it.

			“You! you to be mar­ried!” re­peat­ed he; “oh! that’s im­pos­si­ble. You would not com­mit such a fol­ly!”

			“Bah! I don’t do it my­self; I am made to do it,” replied the Duc d’An­jou. “But come, quick! let us get rid of our mon­ey.” There­upon he dis­ap­peared with his com­pan­ion, laugh­ing and talk­ing, whilst all heads were bowed on his pas­sage.

			“Then,” whis­pered the prince to Athos, “that is the se­cret.”

			“It was not I who told you so, my lord.”

			“He is to mar­ry the sis­ter of Charles II?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			The prince re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, and his eye shot forth one of its not in­fre­quent flash­es. “Humph!” said he, slow­ly, as if speak­ing to him­self; “our swords are once more to be hung on the wall—for a long time!” and he sighed.

			All that sigh con­tained of am­bi­tion silent­ly sti­fled, of ex­tin­guished il­lu­sions and dis­ap­point­ed hopes, Athos alone di­vined, for he alone heard that sigh. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter, the prince took leave and the king left the apart­ment. Athos, by a sign made to Bragelonne, re­newed the de­sire he had ex­pressed at the be­gin­ning of the scene. By de­grees the cham­ber was de­sert­ed, and Mazarin was left alone, a prey to suf­fer­ing which he could no longer dis­sem­ble. “Bernouin! Bernouin!” cried he in a bro­ken voice.

			“What does Mon­seigneur want?”

			“Gué­naud—let Gué­naud be sent for,” said His Em­i­nence. “I think I’m dy­ing.”

			Bernouin, in great ter­ror, rushed in­to the cab­i­net to give the or­der, and the piqueur, who has­tened to fetch the physi­cian, passed the king’s car­riage in the Rue Saint Hon­oré.
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				Gué­naud

			
			The car­di­nal’s or­der was press­ing; Gué­naud quick­ly obeyed it. He found his pa­tient stretched on his bed, his legs swelled, his face livid, and his stom­ach col­lapsed. Mazarin had a se­vere at­tack of gout. He suf­fered tor­tures with the im­pa­tience of a man who has not been ac­cus­tomed to re­sis­tances. On see­ing Gué­naud: “Ah!” said he; “now I am saved!”

			Gué­naud was a very learned and cir­cum­spect man, who stood in no need of the cri­tiques of Boileau to ob­tain a rep­u­ta­tion. When fac­ing a dis­ease, if it were per­son­i­fied in a king, he treat­ed the pa­tient as a Turk treats a Moor. He did not there­fore re­ply to Mazarin as the min­is­ter ex­pect­ed: “Here is the doc­tor; good­bye dis­ease!” On the con­trary, on ex­am­in­ing his pa­tient, with a very se­ri­ous air:

			“Oh! oh!” said he.

			“Eh! what! Gué­naud! How you look at me!”

			“I look as I should on see­ing your com­plaint, my lord; it is a very dan­ger­ous one.”

			“The gout—oh! yes, the gout.”

			“With com­pli­ca­tions, my lord.”

			Mazarin raised him­self up­on his el­bow, and, ques­tion­ing by look and ges­ture: “What do you mean by that? Am I worse than I be­lieve my­self to be?”

			“My lord,” said Gué­naud, seat­ing him­self be­side the bed; “Your Em­i­nence has worked very hard dur­ing your life; Your Em­i­nence has suf­fered much.”

			“But I am not old, I fan­cy. The late M. de Riche­lieu was but sev­en­teen months younger than I am when he died, and died of a mor­tal dis­ease. I am young, Gué­naud: re­mem­ber, I am scarce­ly fifty-two.”

			“Oh! my lord, you are much more than that. How long did the Fronde last?”

			“For what pur­pose do you put such a ques­tion to me?”

			“For a med­i­cal cal­cu­la­tion, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Well, some ten years—off and on.”

			“Very well; be kind enough to reck­on ev­ery year of the Fronde as three years—that makes thir­ty; now twen­ty and fifty-two makes sev­en­ty-two years. You are sev­en­ty-two, my lord; and that is a great age.”

			Whilst say­ing this, he felt the pulse of his pa­tient. This pulse was full of such fa­tal in­di­ca­tions, that the physi­cian con­tin­ued, not­with­stand­ing the in­ter­rup­tions of the pa­tient: “Put down the years of the Fronde at four each, and you have lived eighty-two years.”

			“Are you speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly, Gué­naud?”

			“Alas! yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You take a round­about way, then, to in­form me that I am very ill?”

			“Ma foi! yes, my lord, and with a man of the mind and courage of Your Em­i­nence, it ought not to be nec­es­sary to do so.”

			The car­di­nal breathed with such dif­fi­cul­ty that he in­spired pity even in a piti­less physi­cian. “There are dis­eases and dis­eases,” re­sumed Mazarin. “From some of them peo­ple es­cape.”

			“That is true, my lord.”

			“Is it not?” cried Mazarin, al­most joy­ous­ly; “for, in short, what else would be the use of pow­er, of strength of will? What would the use of ge­nius be—your ge­nius, Gué­naud? What would be the use of sci­ence and art, if the pa­tient, who dis­pos­es of all that, can­not be saved from per­il?”

			Gué­naud was about to open his mouth, but Mazarin con­tin­ued:

			“Re­mem­ber,” said he, “I am the most con­fid­ing of your pa­tients; re­mem­ber I obey you blind­ly, and that con­se­quent­ly—”

			“I know all that,” said Gué­naud.

			“I shall be cured, then?”

			“Mon­seigneur, there is nei­ther strength of will, nor pow­er, nor ge­nius, nor sci­ence that can re­sist a dis­ease which God doubt­less sends, or which He cast up­on the earth at the cre­ation, with full pow­er to de­stroy and kill mankind. When the dis­ease is mor­tal, and noth­ing can—”

			“Is—my—dis­ease—mor­tal?” asked Mazarin.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			His Em­i­nence sank down for a mo­ment, like an un­for­tu­nate wretch who is crushed by a fall­ing col­umn. But the spir­it of Mazarin was a strong one, or rather his mind was a firm one. “Gué­naud,” said he, re­cov­er­ing from his first shock, “you will per­mit me to ap­peal from your judg­ment. I will call to­geth­er the most learned men of Eu­rope: I will con­sult them. I will live, in short, by the virtue of I care not what rem­e­dy.”

			“My lord must not sup­pose,” said Gué­naud, “that I have the pre­sump­tion to pro­nounce alone up­on an ex­is­tence so valu­able as yours. I have al­ready as­sem­bled all the good physi­cians and prac­ti­tion­ers of France and Eu­rope. There were twelve of them.”

			“And they said—”

			“They said that Your Em­i­nence was suf­fer­ing from a mor­tal dis­ease; I have the con­sul­ta­tion signed in my port­fo­lio. If Your Em­i­nence will please to see it, you will find the names of all the in­cur­able dis­eases we have met with. There is first—”

			“No, no!” cried Mazarin, push­ing away the pa­per. “No, no, Gué­naud, I yield! I yield!” And a pro­found si­lence, dur­ing which the car­di­nal re­sumed his sens­es and re­cov­ered his strength, suc­ceed­ed to the ag­i­ta­tion of this scene. “There is an­oth­er thing,” mur­mured Mazarin; “there are em­pir­ics and char­la­tans. In my coun­try, those whom physi­cians aban­don run the chance of a quack, who kills them ten times but saves them a hun­dred times.”

			“Has not Your Em­i­nence ob­served, that dur­ing the last month I have changed my reme­dies ten times?”

			“Yes. Well?”

			“Well, I have spent fifty thou­sand crowns in pur­chas­ing the se­crets of all these fel­lows: the list is ex­haust­ed, and so is my purse. You are not cured: and, but for my art, you would be dead.”

			“That ends it!” mur­mured the car­di­nal; “that ends it.” And he threw a melan­choly look up­on the rich­es which sur­round­ed him. “And must I quit all that?” sighed he. “I am dy­ing, Gué­naud! I am dy­ing!”

			“Oh! not yet, my lord,” said the physi­cian.

			Mazarin seized his hand. “In what time?” asked he, fix­ing his two large eyes up­on the im­pas­si­ble coun­te­nance of the physi­cian.

			“My lord, we nev­er tell that.”

			“To or­di­nary men, per­haps not;—but to me—to me, whose ev­ery minute is worth a trea­sure. Tell me, Gué­naud, tell me!”

			“No, no, my lord.”

			“I in­sist up­on it, I tell you. Oh! give me a month, and for ev­ery one of those thir­ty days I will pay you a hun­dred thou­sand crowns.”

			“My lord,” replied Gué­naud, in a firm voice, “it is God who can give you days of grace, and not I. God on­ly al­lows you a fort­night.”

			The car­di­nal breathed a painful sigh, and sank back down up­on his pil­low, mur­mur­ing, “Thank you, Gué­naud, thank you!”

			The physi­cian was about to de­part; the dy­ing man, rais­ing him­self up: “Si­lence!” said he, with flam­ing eyes, “si­lence!”

			“My lord, I have known this se­cret two months; you see that I have kept it faith­ful­ly.”

			“Go, Gué­naud; I will take care of your for­tunes; go, and tell Bri­enne to send me a clerk called M. Col­bert. Go!”
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				Col­bert

			
			Col­bert was not far off. Dur­ing the whole evening he had re­mained in one of the cor­ri­dors, chat­ting with Bernouin and Bri­enne, and com­ment­ing, with the or­di­nary skill of peo­ple of court, up­on the news which de­vel­oped like air-bub­bles up­on the wa­ter, on the sur­face of each event. It is doubt­less time to trace, in a few words, one of the most in­ter­est­ing por­traits of the age, and to trace it with as much truth, per­haps, as con­tem­po­rary painters have been able to do. Col­bert was a man in whom the his­to­ri­an and the moral­ist have an equal right.

			He was thir­teen years old­er than Louis XIV, his fu­ture mas­ter. Of mid­dle height, rather lean than oth­er­wise, he had deep-set eyes, a mean ap­pear­ance, his hair was coarse, black and thin, which, say the bi­og­ra­phers of his time, made him take ear­ly to the skull­cap. A look of sever­i­ty, of harsh­ness even, a sort of stiff­ness, which, with in­fe­ri­ors, was pride, with su­pe­ri­ors an af­fec­ta­tion of su­pe­ri­or virtue; a surly cast of coun­te­nance up­on all oc­ca­sions, even when look­ing at him­self in a glass alone—such is the ex­te­ri­or of his per­son­age. As to the moral part of his char­ac­ter, the depth of his tal­ent for ac­counts, and his in­ge­nu­ity in mak­ing steril­i­ty it­self pro­duc­tive, were much boast­ed of. Col­bert had formed the idea of forc­ing gov­er­nors of fron­tier places to feed the gar­risons with­out pay, with what they drew from con­tri­bu­tions. Such a valu­able qual­i­ty made Mazarin think of re­plac­ing Jou­bert, his in­ten­dant, who had re­cent­ly died, by M. Col­bert, who had such skill in nib­bling down al­lowances. Col­bert by de­grees crept in­to court, not­with­stand­ing his low­ly birth, for he was the son of a man who sold wine as his fa­ther had done, but who af­ter­wards sold cloth, and then silk stuffs. Col­bert, des­tined for trade, had been clerk in Lyons to a mer­chant, whom he had quit­ted to come to Paris in the of­fice of a Châtelet pro­cureur named Biterne. It was here he learned the art of draw­ing up an ac­count, and the much more valu­able one of com­pli­cat­ing it.

			This stiff­ness of man­ner in Col­bert had been of great ser­vice to him; it is so true that For­tune, when she has a caprice, re­sem­bles those wom­en of an­tiq­ui­ty, who, when they had a fan­cy, were dis­gust­ed by no phys­i­cal or moral de­fects in ei­ther men or things. Col­bert, placed with Michel Letel­li­er, sec­re­tary of state in 1648, by his cousin Col­bert, Seigneur de Saint-Penange, who pro­tect­ed him, re­ceived one day from the min­is­ter a com­mis­sion for Car­di­nal Mazarin. His Em­i­nence was then in the en­joy­ment of flour­ish­ing health, and the bad years of the Fronde had not yet count­ed triple and quadru­ple for him. He was at Sedan, very much an­noyed at a court in­trigue in which Anne of Aus­tria seemed in­clined to desert his cause.

			Of this in­trigue Letel­li­er held the thread. He had just re­ceived a let­ter from Anne of Aus­tria, a let­ter very valu­able to him, and strong­ly com­pro­mis­ing Mazarin; but, as he al­ready played the dou­ble part which served him so well, and by which he al­ways man­aged two en­e­mies so as to draw ad­van­tage from both, ei­ther by em­broil­ing them more and more or by rec­on­cil­ing them, Michel Letel­li­er wished to send Anne of Aus­tria’s let­ter to Mazarin, in or­der that he might be ac­quaint­ed with it, and con­se­quent­ly pleased with his hav­ing so will­ing­ly ren­dered him a ser­vice. To send the let­ter was an easy mat­ter; to re­cov­er it again, af­ter hav­ing com­mu­ni­cat­ed it, that was the dif­fi­cul­ty. Letel­li­er cast his eyes around him, and see­ing the black and mea­ger clerk with the scowl­ing brow, scrib­bling away in his of­fice, he pre­ferred him to the best gen­darme for the ex­e­cu­tion of this de­sign.

			Col­bert was com­mand­ed to set out for Sedan, with pos­i­tive or­ders to car­ry the let­ter to Mazarin, and bring it back to Letel­li­er. He lis­tened to his or­ders with scrupu­lous at­ten­tion, re­quired the in­struc­tions to be re­peat­ed twice, and was par­tic­u­lar in learn­ing whether the bring­ing back was as nec­es­sary as the com­mu­ni­cat­ing, and Letel­li­er replied stern­ly, “More nec­es­sary.” Then he set out, trav­eled like a couri­er, with­out any care for his body, and placed in the hands of Mazarin, first a let­ter from Letel­li­er, which an­nounced to the car­di­nal the send­ing of the pre­cious let­ter, and then that let­ter it­self. Mazarin col­ored great­ly whilst read­ing Anne of Aus­tria’s let­ter, gave Col­bert a gra­cious smile and dis­missed him.

			“When shall I have the an­swer, Mon­seigneur?”

			“To­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row morn­ing?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			The clerk turned up­on his heel, af­ter mak­ing his very best bow. The next day he was at his post at sev­en o’clock. Mazarin made him wait till ten. He re­mained pa­tient­ly in the an­techam­ber; his turn hav­ing come, he en­tered; Mazarin gave him a sealed pack­et. On the en­ve­lope of this pack­et were these words:—Mon­sieur Michel Letel­li­er, etc. Col­bert looked at the pack­et with much at­ten­tion; the car­di­nal put on a pleas­ant coun­te­nance and pushed him to­wards the door.

			“And the let­ter of the queen-moth­er, my lord?” asked Col­bert.

			“It is in with the rest, in the pack­et,” said Mazarin.

			“Oh! very well,” replied Col­bert; and plac­ing his hat be­tween his knees, he be­gan to un­seal the pack­et.

			Mazarin ut­tered a cry. “What are you do­ing?” said he, an­gri­ly.

			“I am un­seal­ing the pack­et, my lord.”

			“You mis­trust me, then, mas­ter pedant, do you? Did any­one ev­er see such im­per­ti­nence?”

			“Oh! my lord, do not be an­gry with me! It is cer­tain­ly not Your Em­i­nence’s word I place in doubt, God for­bid!”

			“What then?”

			“It is the care­ful­ness of your chancery, my lord. What is a let­ter? A rag. May not a rag be for­got­ten? And look, my lord, look if I was not right. Your clerks have for­got­ten the rag; the let­ter is not in the pack­et.”

			“You are an in­so­lent fel­low, and you have not looked,” cried Mazarin, very an­gri­ly; “be­gone and wait my plea­sure.” Whilst say­ing these words, with per­fect­ly Ital­ian sub­tle­ty he snatched the pack­et from the hands of Col­bert, and re-en­tered his apart­ments.

			But this anger could not last so long as not to be re­placed in time by rea­son. Mazarin, ev­ery morn­ing, on open­ing his clos­et door, found the fig­ure of Col­bert like a sen­tinel be­hind the bench, and this dis­agree­able fig­ure nev­er failed to ask him humbly, but with tenac­i­ty, for the queen-moth­er’s let­ter. Mazarin could hold out no longer, and was obliged to give it up. He ac­com­pa­nied this resti­tu­tion with a most se­vere rep­ri­mand, dur­ing which Col­bert con­tent­ed him­self with ex­am­in­ing, feel­ing, even smelling, as it were, the pa­per, the char­ac­ters, and the sig­na­ture, nei­ther more nor less than if he had to deal with the great­est forg­er in the king­dom. Mazarin be­haved still more rude­ly to him, but Col­bert, still im­pas­si­ble, hav­ing ob­tained a cer­tain­ty that the let­ter was the true one, went off as if he had been deaf. This con­duct ob­tained for him af­ter­wards the post of Jou­bert; for Mazarin, in­stead of bear­ing mal­ice, ad­mired him, and was de­sirous of at­tach­ing so much fi­deli­ty to him­self.

			It may be judged by this sin­gle anec­dote, what the char­ac­ter of Col­bert was. Events, de­vel­op­ing them­selves, by de­grees al­lowed all the pow­ers of his mind to act freely. Col­bert was not long in in­sin­u­at­ing him­self to the good graces of the car­di­nal: he be­came even in­dis­pens­able to him. The clerk was ac­quaint­ed with all his ac­counts with­out the car­di­nal’s ev­er hav­ing spo­ken to him about them. This se­cret be­tween them was a pow­er­ful tie, and this was why, when about to ap­pear be­fore the Mas­ter of an­oth­er world, Mazarin was de­sirous of tak­ing good coun­sel in dis­pos­ing the wealth he was so un­will­ing­ly obliged to leave in this world. Af­ter the vis­it of Gué­naud, he there­fore sent for Col­bert, de­sired him to sit down, and said to him: “Let us con­verse, Mon­sieur Col­bert, and se­ri­ous­ly, for I am very ill, and I may chance to die.”

			“Man is mor­tal,” replied Col­bert.

			“I have al­ways re­mem­bered that, M. Col­bert, and I have worked with that end in view. You know that I have amassed a lit­tle wealth.”

			“I know you have, Mon­seigneur.”

			“At how much do you es­ti­mate, as near as you can, the amount of this wealth, M. Col­bert?”

			“At forty mil­lions, five hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand, two hun­dred livres, nine cents, eight far­things,” replied Col­bert.

			The car­di­nal heaved a deep sigh, and looked at Col­bert with won­der, but he al­lowed a smile to steal across his lips.

			“Known mon­ey,” added Col­bert, in re­ply to that smile.

			The car­di­nal gave quite a start in bed. “What do you mean by that?” said he.

			“I mean,” said Col­bert, “that be­sides those forty mil­lions, five hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand, two hun­dred livres, nine cents, eight far­things, there are thir­teen mil­lions that are not known.”

			“Ouf!” sighed Mazarin, “what a man!”

			At this mo­ment, the head of Bernouin ap­peared through the em­bra­sure of the door.

			“What is it?” asked Mazarin, “and why do you dis­turb me?”

			“The Théatin fa­ther, Your Em­i­nence’s di­rec­tor, was sent for this evening; and he can­not come again to my lord till af­ter to­mor­row.”

			Mazarin looked a Col­bert, who rose and took his hat, say­ing: “I shall come again, my lord.”

			Mazarin hes­i­tat­ed. “No, no,” said he; “I have as much busi­ness to trans­act with you as with him. Be­sides, you are my oth­er con­fes­sor—and what I have to say to one the oth­er may hear. Re­main where you are, Col­bert.”

			“But my lord, if there be no se­cret of pen­i­tence, will the di­rec­tor con­sent to my be­ing here?”

			“Do not trou­ble your­self about that; come in­to the ru­elle.”

			“I can wait out­side, Mon­seigneur.”

			“No, no, it will do you good to hear the con­fes­sion of a rich man.”

			Col­bert bowed and went in­to the ru­elle.

			“In­tro­duce the Théatin fa­ther,” said Mazarin, clos­ing the cur­tains.
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				Con­fes­sion of a Man of Wealth

			
			The Théatin en­tered de­lib­er­ate­ly, with­out be­ing too much as­ton­ished at the noise and ag­i­ta­tion which anx­i­ety for the car­di­nal’s health had raised in his house­hold. “Come in, my Rev­erend Fa­ther,” said Mazarin, af­ter a last look at the ru­elle, “come in and con­sole me.”

			“That is my du­ty, my lord,” replied the Théatin.

			“Be­gin by sit­ting down, and mak­ing your­self com­fort­able, for I am go­ing to be­gin with a gen­er­al con­fes­sion; you will af­ter­wards give me a good ab­so­lu­tion, and I shall be­lieve my­self more tran­quil.”

			“My lord,” said the fa­ther, “you are not so ill as to make a gen­er­al con­fes­sion ur­gent—and it will be very fa­tigu­ing—take care.”

			“You sus­pect, then, that it may be long, Fa­ther?”

			“How can I think it oth­er­wise, when a man has lived so com­plete­ly as Your Em­i­nence has done?”

			“Ah! that is true!—yes—the recital may be long.”

			“The mer­cy of God is great,” snuf­fled the Théatin.

			“Stop,” said Mazarin; “there I be­gin to ter­ri­fy my­self with hav­ing al­lowed so many things to pass which the Lord might re­prove.”

			“Is that not al­ways so?” said the Théatin naive­ly, re­mov­ing fur­ther from the lamp his thin point­ed face, like that of a mole. “Sin­ners are so for­get­ful be­fore­hand, and scrupu­lous when it is too late.”

			“Sin­ners?” replied Mazarin. “Do you use that word iron­i­cal­ly, and to re­proach me with all the ge­nealo­gies I have al­lowed to be made on my ac­count—I—the son of a fish­er­man, in fact?”1

			“Hum!” said the Théatin.

			“That is a first sin, Fa­ther; for I have al­lowed my­self made to de­scend from two old Ro­man con­suls, S. Gega­nius Mac­er­i­nus 1st, Mac­er­i­nus 2nd, and Procu­lus Mac­er­i­nus 3rd, of whom the Chron­i­cle of Haolan­der speaks. From Mac­er­i­nus to Mazarin the prox­im­i­ty was tempt­ing. Mac­er­i­nus, a diminu­tive, means lean­ish, poor­ish, out of case. Oh! Rev­erend Fa­ther! Mazari­ni may now be car­ried to the aug­men­ta­tive Mai­gre, thin as Lazarus. Look!”—and he showed his flesh­less arms.

			“In your hav­ing been born of a fam­i­ly of fish­er­men I see noth­ing in­ju­ri­ous to you; for—St. Pe­ter was a fish­er­man; and if you are a prince of the church, my lord, he was the supreme head of it. Pass on, if you please.”

			“So much the more for my hav­ing threat­ened with the Bastille a cer­tain Bounet, a priest of Avi­gnon, who want­ed to pub­lish a ge­neal­o­gy of the Casa Mazari­ni much too mar­velous.”

			“To be prob­a­ble?” replied the Théatin.

			“Oh! if I had act­ed up to his idea, Fa­ther, that would have been the vice of pride—an­oth­er sin.”

			“It was an ex­cess of wit, and a per­son is not to be re­proached with such sorts of abus­es. Pass on, pass on!”

			“I was all pride. Look you, Fa­ther, I will en­deav­or to di­vide that in­to cap­i­tal sins.”

			“I like di­vi­sions, when well made.”

			“I am glad of that. You must know that in 1630—alas! that is thir­ty-one years ago—”

			“You were then twen­ty-nine years old, Mon­seigneur.”

			“A hot­head­ed age. I was then some­thing of a sol­dier, and I threw my­self at Casal in­to the ar­que­bu­sades, to show that I rode on horse­back as well as an of­fi­cer. It is true, I re­stored peace be­tween the French and the Spaniards. That re­deems my sin a lit­tle.”

			“I see no sin in be­ing able to ride well on horse­back,” said the Théatin; “that is in per­fect good taste, and does hon­or to our gown. As a Chris­tian, I ap­prove of your hav­ing pre­vent­ed the ef­fu­sion of blood; as a monk, I am proud of the brav­ery a monk has ex­hib­it­ed.”

			Mazarin bowed his head humbly. “Yes,” said he, “but the con­se­quences?”

			“What con­se­quences?”

			“Eh! that damned sin of pride has roots with­out end. From the time that I threw my­self in that man­ner be­tween two armies, that I had smelt pow­der and faced lines of sol­diers, I have held gen­er­als a lit­tle in con­tempt.”

			“Ah!” said the fa­ther.

			“There is the evil; so that I have not found one en­durable since that time.”

			“The fact is,” said the Théatin, “that the gen­er­als we have had have not been re­mark­able.”

			“Oh!” cried Mazarin, “there was Mon­sieur le Prince. I have tor­ment­ed him thor­ough­ly!”

			“He is not much to be pitied: he has ac­quired suf­fi­cient glo­ry, and suf­fi­cient wealth.”

			“That may be, for Mon­sieur le Prince; but M. Beau­fort, for ex­am­ple—whom I held suf­fer­ing so long in the dun­geon of Vin­cennes?”

			“Ah! but he was a rebel, and the safe­ty of the state re­quired that you should make a sac­ri­fice. Pass on!”

			“I be­lieve I have ex­haust­ed pride. There is an­oth­er sin which I am afraid to qual­i­fy.”

			“I can qual­i­fy it my­self. Tell it.”

			“A great sin, Rev­erend Fa­ther!”

			“We shall judge, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You can­not fail to have heard of cer­tain re­la­tions which I have had—with Her Majesty the queen-moth­er—the malev­o­lent—”

			“The malev­o­lent, my lord, are fools. Was it not nec­es­sary for the good of the state and the in­ter­ests of the young king, that you should live in good in­tel­li­gence with the queen? Pass on, pass on!”

			“I as­sure you,” said Mazarin, “you re­move a ter­ri­ble weight from my breast.”

			“These are all tri­fles!—look for some­thing se­ri­ous.”

			“I have had much am­bi­tion, Fa­ther.”

			“That is the march of great minds and things, my lord.”

			“Even the long­ing for the tiara?”

			“To be pope is to be the first of Chris­tians. Why should you not de­sire that?”

			“It has been print­ed that, to gain that ob­ject, I had sold Cam­bria to the Spaniards.”

			“You have, per­haps, your­self writ­ten pam­phlets with­out se­vere­ly per­se­cut­ing pam­phle­teers.”

			“Then, Rev­erend Fa­ther, I have tru­ly a clean breast. I feel noth­ing re­main­ing but slight pec­ca­dil­loes.”

			“What are they?”

			“Play.”

			“That is rather world­ly: but you were obliged by the du­ties of great­ness to keep a good house.”

			“I like to win.”

			“No play­er plays to lose.”

			“I cheat­ed a lit­tle.”

			“You took your ad­van­tage. Pass on.”

			“Well! Rev­erend Fa­ther, I feel noth­ing else up­on my con­science. Give me ab­so­lu­tion, and my soul will be able, when God shall please to call it, to mount with­out ob­sta­cle to the throne—”

			The Théatin moved nei­ther his arms nor his lips. “What are you wait­ing for, Fa­ther?” said Mazarin.

			“I am wait­ing for the end.”

			“The end of what?”

			“Of the con­fes­sion, Mon­sieur.”

			“But I have end­ed.”

			“Oh, no; Your Em­i­nence is mis­tak­en.”

			“Not that I know of.”

			“Search dili­gent­ly.”

			“I have searched as well as pos­si­ble.”

			“Then I shall as­sist your mem­o­ry.”

			“Do.”

			The Théatin coughed sev­er­al times. “You have said noth­ing of avarice, an­oth­er cap­i­tal sin, nor of those mil­lions,” said he.

			“What mil­lions, Fa­ther?”

			“Why, those you pos­sess, my lord.”

			“Fa­ther, that mon­ey is mine, why should I speak to you about that?”

			“Be­cause, you see, our opin­ions dif­fer. You say that mon­ey is yours, whilst I—I be­lieve it is rather the prop­er­ty of oth­ers.”

			Mazarin lift­ed his cold hand to his brow, which was bead­ed with per­spi­ra­tion. “How so?” stam­mered he.

			“This way. Your ex­cel­len­cy had gained much wealth—in the ser­vice of the king.”

			“Hum! much—that is, not too much.”

			“What­ev­er it may be, whence came that wealth?”

			“From the state.”

			“The state; that is the king.”

			“But what do you con­clude from that, Fa­ther?” said Mazarin, who be­gan to trem­ble.

			“I can­not con­clude with­out see­ing a list of the rich­es you pos­sess. Let us reck­on a lit­tle, if you please. You have the bish­opric of Metz?”

			“Yes.”

			“The abbeys of St. Clement, St. Arnould, and St. Vin­cent, all at Metz?”

			“Yes.”

			“You have the abbey of St. De­nis, in France, mag­nif­i­cent prop­er­ty?”

			“Yes, Fa­ther.”

			“You have the abbey of Cluny, which is rich?”

			“I have.”

			“That of St. Mé­dard at Sois­sons, with a rev­enue of one hun­dred thou­sand livres?”

			“I can­not de­ny it.”

			“That of St. Vic­tor, at Mar­seilles—one of the best in the south?”

			“Yes, Fa­ther.”

			“A good mil­lion a year. With the emol­u­ments of the car­di­nal­ship and the min­istry, I say too lit­tle when I say two mil­lions a year.”

			“Eh!”

			“In ten years that is twen­ty mil­lions—and twen­ty mil­lions put out at fifty per­cent give, by pro­gres­sion, twen­ty-three mil­lions in ten years.”

			“How well you reck­on for a Théatin!”

			“Since Your Em­i­nence placed our or­der in the con­vent we oc­cu­py, near St. Ger­main des Prés, in 1644, I have kept the ac­counts of the so­ci­ety.”

			“And mine like­wise, ap­par­ent­ly, Fa­ther.”

			“One ought to know a lit­tle of ev­ery­thing, my lord.”

			“Very well. Con­clude, at present.”

			“I con­clude that your bag­gage is too heavy to al­low you to pass through the gates of Par­adise.”

			“Shall I be damned?”

			“If you do not make resti­tu­tion, yes.”

			Mazarin ut­tered a piteous cry. “Resti­tu­tion!—but to whom, good God?”

			“To the own­er of that mon­ey—to the king.”

			“But the king did not give it all to me.”

			“One mo­ment—does not the king sign the or­do­nances?”

			Mazarin passed from sighs to groans. “Ab­so­lu­tion! ab­so­lu­tion!” cried he.

			“Im­pos­si­ble, my lord. Resti­tu­tion! resti­tu­tion!” replied the Théatin.

			“But you ab­solve me from all oth­er sins, why not from that?”

			“Be­cause,” replied the fa­ther, “to ab­solve you for that mo­tive would be a sin for which the king would nev­er ab­solve me, my lord.”

			There­upon the con­fes­sor quit­ted his pen­i­tent with an air full of com­punc­tion. He then went out in the same man­ner he had en­tered.

			“Oh, good God!” groaned the car­di­nal. “Come here, Col­bert, I am very, very ill in­deed, my friend.”
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				The Do­na­tion

			
			Col­bert reap­peared be­neath the cur­tains.

			“Have you heard?” said Mazarin.

			“Alas! yes, my lord.”

			“Can he be right? Can all this mon­ey be bad­ly ac­quired?”

			“A Théatin, Mon­seigneur, is a bad judge in mat­ters of fi­nance,” replied Col­bert, cool­ly. “And yet it is very pos­si­ble that, ac­cord­ing to his the­o­log­i­cal views, Your Em­i­nence has been, in a cer­tain de­gree, in the wrong. Peo­ple gen­er­al­ly find they have been so—when they die.”

			“In the first place, they com­mit the wrong of dy­ing, Col­bert.”

			“That is true, my lord. Against whom, how­ev­er, did the Théatin make out that you had com­mit­ted these wrongs? Against the king?”

			Mazarin shrugged his shoul­ders. “As if I had not saved both his state and his fi­nances.”

			“That ad­mits of no con­tra­dic­tion, my lord.”

			“Does it? Then I have re­ceived a mere­ly le­git­i­mate salary, in spite of the opin­ion of my con­fes­sor?”

			“That is be­yond doubt.”

			“And I might fair­ly keep for my own fam­i­ly, which is so needy, a good for­tune—the whole, even, of which I have earned?”

			“I see no im­ped­i­ment to that, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I felt as­sured that in con­sult­ing you, Col­bert, I should have good ad­vice,” replied Mazarin, great­ly de­light­ed.

			Col­bert re­sumed his pedan­tic look. “My lord,” in­ter­rupt­ed he, “I think it would be quite as well to ex­am­ine whether what the Théatin said is not a snare.”

			“Oh! no; a snare? What for? The Théatin is an hon­est man.”

			“He be­lieved Your Em­i­nence to be at death’s door, be­cause Your Em­i­nence con­sult­ed him. Did I not hear him say—‘Dis­tin­guish that which the king has giv­en you from that which you have giv­en your­self.’ Rec­ol­lect, my lord, if he did not say some­thing a lit­tle like that to you?—that is quite a the­atri­cal speech.”

			“That is pos­si­ble.”

			“In which case, my lord, I should con­sid­er you as re­quired by the Théatin to—”

			“To make resti­tu­tion!” cried Mazarin, with great warmth.

			“Eh! I do not say no.”

			“What, of all! You do not dream of such a thing! You speak just as the con­fes­sor did.”

			“To make resti­tu­tion of a part—that is to say, His Majesty’s part; and that, Mon­seigneur, may have its dan­gers. Your em­i­nence is too skill­ful a politi­cian not to know that, at this mo­ment, the king does not pos­sess a hun­dred and fifty thou­sand livres clear in his cof­fers.”

			“That is not my af­fair,” said Mazarin, tri­umphant­ly; “that be­longs to M. le Sur­in­ten­dant Fou­quet, whose ac­counts I gave you to ver­i­fy some months ago.”

			Col­bert bit his lips at the name of Fou­quet. “His Majesty,” said he, be­tween his teeth, “has no mon­ey but that which M. Fou­quet col­lects: your mon­ey, Mon­seigneur, would af­ford him a de­li­cious ban­quet.”

			“Well, but I am not the su­per­in­ten­dent of His Majesty’s fi­nances—I have my purse—sure­ly I would do much for His Majesty’s wel­fare—some lega­cy—but I can­not dis­ap­point my fam­i­ly.”

			“The lega­cy of a part would dis­hon­or you and of­fend the king. Leav­ing a part to His Majesty, is to avow that that part has in­spired you with doubts as to the law­ful­ness of the means of ac­qui­si­tion.”

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert!”

			“I thought Your Em­i­nence did me the hon­or to ask my ad­vice?”

			“Yes, but you are ig­no­rant of the prin­ci­pal de­tails of the ques­tion.”

			“I am ig­no­rant of noth­ing, my lord; dur­ing ten years, all the col­umns of fig­ures which are found in France, have passed in­to re­view be­fore me; and if I have painful­ly nailed them in­to my brain, they are there now so well riv­et­ed, that, from the of­fice of M. Letel­li­er, who is sober, to the lit­tle se­cret largess­es of M. Fou­quet, who is prodi­gal, I could re­cite, fig­ure by fig­ure, all the mon­ey that is spent in France from Mar­seilles to Cher­bourg.”

			“Then, you would have me throw all my mon­ey in­to the cof­fers of the king!” cried Mazarin, iron­i­cal­ly; and from whom, at the same time the gout forced painful moans. “Sure­ly the king would re­proach me with noth­ing, but he would laugh at me, while squan­der­ing my mil­lions, and with good rea­son.”

			“Your em­i­nence has mis­un­der­stood me. I did not, the least in the world, pre­tend that His Majesty ought to spend your mon­ey.”

			“You said so, clear­ly, it seems to me, when you ad­vised me to give it to him.”

			“Ah,” replied Col­bert, “that is be­cause Your Em­i­nence, ab­sorbed as you are by your dis­ease, en­tire­ly los­es sight of the char­ac­ter of Louis XIV.”

			“How so?”

			“That char­ac­ter, if I may ven­ture to ex­press my­self thus, re­sem­bles that which my lord con­fessed just now to the Théatin.”

			“Go on—that is?”

			“Pride! Par­don me, my lord, haugh­ti­ness, no­ble­ness; kings have no pride, that is a hu­man pas­sion.”

			“Pride—yes, you are right. Next?”

			“Well, my lord, if I have di­vined right­ly, Your Em­i­nence has but to give all your mon­ey to the king, and that im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“But for what?” said Mazarin, quite be­wil­dered.

			“Be­cause the king will not ac­cept of the whole.”

			“What, and he a young man, and de­voured by am­bi­tion?”

			“Just so.”

			“A young man who is anx­ious for my death—”

			“My lord!”

			“To in­her­it, yes, Col­bert, yes; he is anx­ious for my death, in or­der to in­her­it. Triple fool that I am! I would pre­vent him!”

			“Ex­act­ly: if the do­na­tion were made in a cer­tain form he would refuse it.”

			“Well; but how?”

			“That is plain enough. A young man who has yet done noth­ing—who burns to dis­tin­guish him­self—who burns to reign alone, will nev­er take any­thing ready built, he will con­struct for him­self. This prince, Mon­seigneur, will nev­er be con­tent with the Palais Roy­al, which M. de Riche­lieu left him, nor with the Palais Mazarin, which you have had so su­perbly con­struct­ed, nor with the Lou­vre, which his an­ces­tors in­hab­it­ed; nor with St. Ger­main, where he was born. All that does not pro­ceed from him­self, I pre­dict, he will dis­dain.”

			“And you will guar­an­tee, that if I give my forty mil­lions to the king—”

			“Say­ing cer­tain things to him at the same time, I guar­an­tee he will refuse them.”

			“But those things—what are they?”

			“I will write them, if my lord will have the good­ness to dic­tate them.”

			“Well, but, af­ter all, what ad­van­tage will that be to me?”

			“An enor­mous one. No­body will af­ter­wards be able to ac­cuse Your Em­i­nence of that un­just avarice with which pam­phle­teers have re­proached the most bril­liant mind of the present age.”

			“You are right, Col­bert, you are right; go, and seek the king, on my part, and take him my will.”

			“Your do­na­tion, my lord.”

			“But, if he should ac­cept it; if he should even think of ac­cept­ing it!”

			“Then there would re­main thir­teen mil­lions for your fam­i­ly, and that is a good round sum.”

			“But then you would be ei­ther a fool or a traitor.”

			“And I am nei­ther the one nor the oth­er, my lord. You ap­pear to be much afraid that the king will ac­cept; you have a deal more rea­son to fear that he will not ac­cept.”

			“But, see you, if he does not ac­cept, I should like to guar­an­tee my thir­teen re­served mil­lions to him—yes, I will do so—yes. But my pains are re­turn­ing, I shall faint. I am very, very ill, Col­bert; I am near my end!”

			Col­bert start­ed. The car­di­nal was in­deed very ill; large drops of sweat flowed down up­on his bed of agony, and the fright­ful pal­lor of a face stream­ing with wa­ter was a spec­ta­cle which the most hard­ened prac­ti­tion­er could not have be­held with­out much com­pas­sion. Col­bert was, with­out doubt, very much af­fect­ed, for he quit­ted the cham­ber, call­ing Bernouin to at­tend to the dy­ing man, and went in­to the cor­ri­dor. There, walk­ing about with a med­i­ta­tive ex­pres­sion, which al­most gave no­bil­i­ty to his vul­gar head, his shoul­ders thrown up, his neck stretched out, his lips half open, to give vent to un­con­nect­ed frag­ments of in­co­her­ent thoughts, he lashed up his courage to the pitch of the un­der­tak­ing con­tem­plat­ed, whilst with­in ten paces of him, sep­a­rat­ed on­ly by a wall, his mas­ter was be­ing sti­fled by an­guish which drew from him lam­en­ta­ble cries, think­ing no more of the trea­sures of the earth, or of the joys of Par­adise, but much of all the hor­rors of hell. Whilst burn­ing-hot nap­kins, physic, re­vul­sives, and Gué­naud, who was re­called, were per­form­ing their func­tions with in­creased ac­tiv­i­ty, Col­bert, hold­ing his great head in both his hands, to com­press with­in it the fever of the projects en­gen­dered by the brain, was med­i­tat­ing the tenor of the do­na­tion he would make Mazarin write, at the first hour of respite his dis­ease should af­ford him. It would ap­pear as if all the cries of the car­di­nal, and all the at­tacks of death up­on this rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the past, were stim­u­lants for the ge­nius of this thinker with the bushy eye­brows, who was turn­ing al­ready to­wards the ris­ing sun of a re­gen­er­at­ed so­ci­ety. Col­bert re­sumed his place at Mazarin’s pil­low at the first in­ter­val of pain, and per­suad­ed him to dic­tate a do­na­tion thus con­ceived.

			
				“About to ap­pear be­fore God, the Mas­ter of mankind, I beg the king, who was my mas­ter on earth, to re­sume the wealth which his boun­ty has be­stowed up­on me, and which my fam­i­ly would be hap­py to see pass in­to such il­lus­tri­ous hands. The par­tic­u­lars of my prop­er­ty will be found—they are drawn up—at the first req­ui­si­tion of His Majesty, or at the last sigh of his most de­vot­ed ser­vant,

				
					“Jules, Car­di­nal de Mazarin.”

				
			

			The car­di­nal sighed heav­i­ly as he signed this; Col­bert sealed the pack­et, and car­ried it im­me­di­ate­ly to the Lou­vre, whith­er the king had re­turned.

			He then went back to his own home, rub­bing his hands with the con­fi­dence of work­man who has done a good day’s work.

		
	
		
			
				47

				How Anne of Aus­tria Gave One Piece of Ad­vice to Louis XIV, and How M. Fo­quet Gave Him An­oth­er

			
			The news of the ex­treme ill­ness of the car­di­nal had al­ready spread, and at­tract­ed at least as much at­ten­tion among the peo­ple of the Lou­vre as the news of the mar­riage of Mon­sieur, the king’s broth­er, which had al­ready been an­nounced as an of­fi­cial fact. Scarce­ly had Louis XIV re­turned home, with his thoughts ful­ly oc­cu­pied with the var­i­ous things he had seen and heard in the course of the evening, when an ush­er an­nounced that the same crowd of courtiers who, in the morn­ing, had thronged his lever, pre­sent­ed them­selves again at his couch­er, a re­mark­able piece of re­spect which, dur­ing the reign of the car­di­nal, the court, not very dis­creet in its per­for­mance, had ac­cord­ed to the min­is­ter, with­out car­ing about dis­pleas­ing the king.

			But the min­is­ter had had, as we have said, an alarm­ing at­tack of gout, and the tide of flat­tery was mount­ing to­wards the throne. Courtiers have a mar­velous in­stinct in scent­ing the turn of events; courtiers pos­sess a supreme kind of sci­ence; they are diplo­ma­tists in throw­ing light up­on the un­rav­el­ing of com­pli­cat­ed in­trigues, cap­tains in di­vin­ing the is­sue of bat­tles, and physi­cians in cur­ing the sick. Louis XIV, to whom his moth­er had taught this ax­iom, to­geth­er with many oth­ers, un­der­stood at once that the car­di­nal must be very ill.

			Scarce­ly had Anne of Aus­tria con­duct­ed the young queen to her apart­ments and tak­en from her brow the head­dress of cer­e­mo­ny, when she went to see her son in his cab­i­net, where, alone, melan­choly, and de­pressed, he was in­dulging, as if to ex­er­cise his will, in one of those ter­ri­ble in­ward pas­sions—king’s pas­sions—which cre­ate events when they break out, and with Louis XIV, thanks to his as­ton­ish­ing com­mand over him­self, be­came such be­nign tem­pests, that his most vi­o­lent, his on­ly pas­sion, that which Saint Si­mon men­tions with as­ton­ish­ment, was that fa­mous fit of anger which he ex­hib­it­ed fifty years lat­er, on the oc­ca­sion of a lit­tle con­ceal­ment of the Duc de Maine’s, and which had for re­sult a show­er of blows in­flict­ed with a cane up­on the back of a poor valet who had stolen a bis­cuit. The young king then was, as we have seen, a prey to a dou­ble ex­cite­ment; and he said to him­self as he looked in a glass, O king!—king by name, and not in fact;—phan­tom, vain phan­tom art thou!—in­ert stat­ue, which has no oth­er pow­er than that of pro­vok­ing salu­ta­tions from courtiers, when wilt thou be able to raise thy vel­vet arm, or clench thy silken hand? when wilt thou be able to open for any pur­pose but to sigh or smile, lips con­demned to the mo­tion­less stu­pid­i­ty of the mar­bles in thy gallery?

			Then, pass­ing his hand over his brow, and feel­ing the want of air, he ap­proached a win­dow, and look­ing down saw be­low some horse­men talk­ing to­geth­er, and groups of timid ob­servers. These horse­men were a frac­tion of the watch: the groups were busy por­tions of the peo­ple, to whom a king is al­ways a cu­ri­ous thing, the same as a rhi­noc­er­os, a croc­o­dile, or a ser­pent. He struck his brow with his open hand, cry­ing—“King of France! what a ti­tle! Peo­ple of France! what a heap of crea­tures! I have just re­turned to my Lou­vre; my hors­es, just un­har­nessed, are still smok­ing, and I have cre­at­ed in­ter­est enough to in­duce scarce­ly twen­ty per­sons to look at me as I passed. Twen­ty! what do I say? no; there were not twen­ty anx­ious to see the king of France. There are not even ten archers to guard my palace of res­i­dence: archers, peo­ple, guards, all are at the Palais Roy­al! Why, my good God! have not I, the king, the right to ask of you all that?”

			“Be­cause,” said a voice, re­ply­ing to his, and which sound­ed from the oth­er side of the door of the cab­i­net, “be­cause at the Palais Roy­al lies all the gold—that is to say, all the pow­er of him who de­sires to reign.”

			Louis turned round sharply. The voice which had pro­nounced these words was that of Anne of Aus­tria. The king start­ed, and ad­vanced to­wards her. “I hope,” said he, “Your Majesty has paid no at­ten­tion to the vain decla­ma­tions which the soli­tude and dis­gust fa­mil­iar to kings sug­gest to the hap­pi­est dis­po­si­tions?”

			“I on­ly paid at­ten­tion to one thing, my son, and that was, that you were com­plain­ing.”

			“Who! I? Not at all,” said Louis XIV; “no, in truth, you err, Madame.”

			“What were you do­ing, then?”

			“I thought I was un­der the fer­ule of my pro­fes­sor, and de­vel­op­ing a sub­ject of am­pli­fi­ca­tion.”

			“My son,” replied Anne of Aus­tria, shak­ing her head, “you are wrong not to trust my word; you are wrong not to grant me your con­fi­dence. A day will come, and per­haps quick­ly, where­in you will have oc­ca­sion to re­mem­ber that ax­iom:—‘Gold is uni­ver­sal pow­er; and they alone are kings who are all-pow­er­ful.’ ”

			“Your in­ten­tion,” con­tin­ued the king, “was not, how­ev­er, to cast blame up­on the rich men of this age, was it?”

			“No,” said the queen, warm­ly; “no, sire; they who are rich in this age, un­der your reign, are rich be­cause you have been will­ing they should be so, and I en­ter­tain against them nei­ther mal­ice nor en­vy; they have, with­out doubt, served Your Majesty suf­fi­cient­ly well for Your Majesty to have per­mit­ted them to re­ward them­selves. That is what I mean to say by the words for which you re­proach me.”

			“God for­bid, Madame, that I should ev­er re­proach my moth­er with any­thing!”

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Anne of Aus­tria, “the Lord nev­er gives the goods of this world but for a sea­son; the Lord—as cor­rec­tives to hon­or and rich­es—the Lord has placed suf­fer­ings, sick­ness, and death; and no one,” added she, with a melan­choly smile, which proved she made the ap­pli­ca­tion of the fu­ner­al pre­cept to her­self, “no man can take his wealth or great­ness with him to the grave. It re­sults, there­fore, that the young gath­er the abun­dant har­vest pre­pared for them by the old.”

			Louis lis­tened with in­creased at­ten­tion to the words which Anne of Aus­tria, no doubt, pro­nounced with a view to con­sole him. “Madame,” said he, look­ing earnest­ly at his moth­er, “one would al­most say in truth that you had some­thing else to an­nounce to me.”

			“I have ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, my son; on­ly you can­not have failed to re­mark that His Em­i­nence the car­di­nal is very ill.”

			Louis looked at his moth­er, ex­pect­ing some emo­tion in her voice, some sor­row in her coun­te­nance. The face of Anne of Aus­tria ap­peared a lit­tle changed, but that was from suf­fer­ings of quite a per­son­al char­ac­ter. Per­haps the al­ter­ation was caused by the can­cer which had be­gun to con­sume her breast. “Yes, Madame,” said the king; “yes, M. de Mazarin is very ill.”

			“And it would be a great loss to the king­dom if God were to sum­mon His Em­i­nence away. Is not that your opin­ion as well as mine, my son?” said the queen.

			“Yes, Madame; yes, cer­tain­ly, it would be a great loss for the king­dom,” said Louis, col­or­ing; “but the per­il does not seem to me to be so great; be­sides, the car­di­nal is still young.” The king had scarce­ly ceased speak­ing when an ush­er lift­ed the ta­pes­try, and stood with a pa­per in his hand, wait­ing for the king to speak to him.

			“What have you there?” asked the king.

			“A mes­sage from M. de Mazarin,” replied the ush­er.

			“Give it to me,” said the king; and he took the pa­per. But at the mo­ment he was about to open it, there was a great noise in the gallery, the an­techam­ber, and the court.

			“Ah, ah,” said Louis XIV, who doubt­less knew the mean­ing of that triple noise. “How could I say there was but one king in France! I was mis­tak­en, there are two.”

			As he spoke or thought thus, the door opened, and the su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances, Fou­quet, ap­peared be­fore his nom­i­nal mas­ter. It was he who made the noise in the an­techam­ber, it was his horse that made the noise in the court­yard. In ad­di­tion to all this, a loud mur­mur was heard along his pas­sage, which did not die away till some time af­ter he had passed. It was this mur­mur which Louis XIV re­gret­ted so deeply not hear­ing as he passed, and dy­ing away be­hind him.

			“He is not pre­cise­ly a king, as you fan­cy,” said Anne of Aus­tria to her son; “he is on­ly a man who is much too rich—that is all.”

			Whilst say­ing these words, a bit­ter feel­ing gave to these words of the queen a most hate­ful ex­pres­sion; where­as the brow of the king, calm and self-pos­sessed, on the con­trary, was with­out the slight­est wrin­kle. He nod­ded, there­fore, fa­mil­iar­ly to Fou­quet, whilst he con­tin­ued to un­fold the pa­per giv­en to him by the ush­er. Fou­quet per­ceived this move­ment, and with a po­lite­ness at once easy and re­spect­ful, ad­vanced to­wards the queen, so as not to dis­turb the king. Louis had opened the pa­per, and yet he did not read it. He lis­tened to Fou­quet pay­ing the most charm­ing com­pli­ments to the queen up­on her hand and arm. Anne of Aus­tria’s frown re­laxed a lit­tle, she even al­most smiled. Fou­quet per­ceived that the king, in­stead of read­ing, was look­ing at him; he turned half round, there­fore, and while con­tin­u­ing his con­ver­sa­tion with the queen, faced the king.

			“You know, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said Louis, “how ill M. Mazarin is?”

			“Yes, sire, I know that,” said Fou­quet; “in fact, he is very ill. I was at my coun­try-house of Vaux when the news reached me; and the af­fair seemed so press­ing that I left at once.”

			“You left Vaux this evening, Mon­sieur?”

			“An hour and a half ago, yes, Your Majesty,” said Fou­quet, con­sult­ing a watch, rich­ly or­na­ment­ed with di­a­monds.

			“An hour and a half!” said the king, still able to re­strain his anger, but not to con­ceal his as­ton­ish­ment.

			“I un­der­stand you, sire. Your Majesty doubts my word, and you have rea­son to do so; but I have re­al­ly come in that time, though it is won­der­ful! I re­ceived from Eng­land three pairs of very fast hors­es, as I had been as­sured. They were placed at dis­tances of four leagues apart, and I tried them this evening. They re­al­ly brought me from Vaux to the Lou­vre in an hour and a half, so Your Majesty sees I have not been cheat­ed.” The queen-moth­er smiled with some­thing like se­cret en­vy. But Fou­quet caught her thought. “Thus, Madame,” he prompt­ly said, “such hors­es are made for kings, not for sub­jects; for kings ought nev­er to yield to any­one in any­thing.”

			The king looked up.

			“And yet,” in­ter­rupt­ed Anne of Aus­tria, “you are not a king, that I know of, M. Fou­quet.”

			“Tru­ly not, Madame; there­fore the hors­es on­ly await the or­ders of His Majesty to en­ter the roy­al sta­bles; and if I al­lowed my­self to try them, it was on­ly for fear of of­fer­ing to the king any­thing that was not pos­i­tive­ly won­der­ful.”

			The king be­came quite red.

			“You know, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said the queen, “that at the court of France it is not the cus­tom for a sub­ject to of­fer any­thing to his king.”

			Louis start­ed.

			“I hoped, Madame,” said Fou­quet, much ag­i­tat­ed, “that my love for His Majesty, my in­ces­sant de­sire to please him, would serve to com­pen­sate the want of eti­quette. It was not so much a present that I per­mit­ted my­self to of­fer, as the trib­ute I paid.”

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said the king po­lite­ly, “and I am grat­i­fied by your in­ten­tion, for I love good hors­es; but you know I am not very rich; you, who are my su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances, know it bet­ter than any­one else. I am not able, then, how­ev­er will­ing I may be, to pur­chase such a valu­able set of hors­es.”

			Fou­quet dart­ed a haughty glance at the queen-moth­er, who ap­peared to tri­umph at the false po­si­tion in which the min­is­ter had placed him­self, and replied:—

			“Lux­u­ry is the virtue of kings, sire: it is lux­u­ry which makes them re­sem­ble God; it is by lux­u­ry they are more than oth­er men. With lux­u­ry a king nour­ish­es his sub­jects, and hon­ors them. Un­der the mild heat of this lux­u­ry of kings springs the lux­u­ry of in­di­vid­u­als, a source of rich­es for the peo­ple. His Majesty, by ac­cept­ing the gift of these six in­com­pa­ra­ble hors­es, would stim­u­late the pride of his own breed­ers, of Limousin, Perche, and Nor­mandy; and this em­u­la­tion would have been ben­e­fi­cial to all. But the king is silent, and con­se­quent­ly I am con­demned.”

			Dur­ing this speech, Louis was, un­con­scious­ly, fold­ing and un­fold­ing Mazarin’s pa­per, up­on which he had not cast his eyes. At length he glanced up­on it, and ut­tered a faint cry at read­ing the first line.

			“What is the mat­ter, my son?” asked the queen, anx­ious­ly, and go­ing to­wards the king.

			“From the car­di­nal,” replied the king, con­tin­u­ing to read; “yes, yes, it is re­al­ly from him.”

			“Is he worse, then?”

			“Read!” said the king, pass­ing the parch­ment to his moth­er, as if he thought that noth­ing less than read­ing would con­vince Anne of Aus­tria of a thing so as­ton­ish­ing as was con­veyed in that pa­per.

			Anne of Aus­tria read in turn, and as she read, her eyes sparkled with joy all the greater from her use­less en­deav­or to hide it, which at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of Fou­quet.

			“Oh! a reg­u­lar­ly drawn up deed of gift,” said she.

			“A gift?” re­peat­ed Fou­quet.

			“Yes,” said the king, re­ply­ing point­ed­ly to the su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances, “yes, at the point of death, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal makes me a do­na­tion of all his wealth.”

			“Forty mil­lions,” cried the queen. “Oh, my son! this is very no­ble on the part of His Em­i­nence, and will si­lence all ma­li­cious ru­mors; forty mil­lions scraped to­geth­er slow­ly, com­ing back all in one heap to the trea­sury! It is the act of a faith­ful sub­ject and a good Chris­tian.” And hav­ing once more cast her eyes over the act, she re­stored it to Louis XIV, whom the an­nounce­ment of the sum great­ly ag­i­tat­ed. Fou­quet had tak­en some steps back­wards and re­mained silent. The king looked at him, and held the pa­per out to him, in turn. The su­per­in­ten­dent on­ly be­stowed a haughty look of a sec­ond up­on it; then bow­ing—“Yes, sire,” said he, “a do­na­tion, I see.”

			“You must re­ply to it, my son,” said Anne of Aus­tria; “you must re­ply to it, and im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“But how, Madame?”

			“By a vis­it to the car­di­nal.”

			“Why, it is but an hour since I left His Em­i­nence,” said the king.

			“Write, then, sire.”

			“Write!” said the young king, with ev­i­dent re­pug­nance.

			“Well!” replied Anne of Aus­tria, “it seems to me, my son, that a man who has just made such a present, has a good right to ex­pect to be thanked for it with some de­gree of promp­ti­tude.” Then turn­ing to­wards Fou­quet: “Is not that like­wise your opin­ion, Mon­sieur?”

			“That the present is worth the trou­ble? Yes, Madame,” said Fou­quet, with a lofty air that did not es­cape the king.

			“Ac­cept, then, and thank him,” in­sist­ed Anne of Aus­tria.

			“What says M. Fou­quet?” asked Louis XIV.

			“Does Your Majesty wish to know my opin­ion?”

			“Yes.”

			“Thank him, sire—”

			“Ah!” said the queen.

			“But do not ac­cept,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet.

			“And why not?” asked the queen.

			“You have your­self said why, Madame,” replied Fou­quet; “be­cause kings can­not and ought not to re­ceive presents from their sub­jects.”

			The king re­mained silent be­tween these two con­trary opin­ions.

			“But forty mil­lions!” said Anne of Aus­tria, in the same tone as that in which, at a lat­er pe­ri­od, poor Marie An­toinette replied, “You will tell me as much!”

			“I know,” said Fou­quet, laugh­ing, “forty mil­lions makes a good round sum—such a sum as could al­most tempt a roy­al con­science.”

			“But, Mon­sieur,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “in­stead of per­suad­ing the king not to re­ceive this present, re­call to His Majesty’s mind, you, whose du­ty it is, that these forty mil­lions are a for­tune to him.”

			“It is pre­cise­ly, Madame, be­cause these forty mil­lions would be a for­tune that I will say to the king, ‘Sire, if it be not de­cent for a king to ac­cept from a sub­ject six hors­es, worth twen­ty thou­sand livres, it would be dis­grace­ful for him to owe a for­tune to an­oth­er sub­ject, more or less scrupu­lous in the choice of the ma­te­ri­als which con­trib­uted to the build­ing up of that for­tune.’ ”

			“It ill be­comes you, Mon­sieur, to give your king a les­son,” said Anne of Aus­tria; “bet­ter pro­cure for him forty mil­lions to re­place those you make him lose.”

			“The king shall have them when­ev­er he wish­es,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances, bow­ing.

			“Yes, by op­press­ing the peo­ple,” said the queen.

			“And were they not op­pressed, Madame,” replied Fou­quet, “when they were made to sweat the forty mil­lions giv­en by this deed? Fur­ther­more, His Majesty has asked my opin­ion, I have giv­en it; if His Majesty ask my con­cur­rence, it will be the same.”

			“Non­sense! ac­cept, my son, ac­cept,” said Anne of Aus­tria. “You are above re­ports and in­ter­pre­ta­tions.”

			“Refuse, sire,” said Fou­quet. “As long as a king lives, he has no oth­er mea­sure but his con­science—no oth­er judge than his own de­sires; but when dead, he has pos­ter­i­ty, which ap­plauds or ac­cus­es.”

			“Thank you, moth­er,” replied Louis, bow­ing re­spect­ful­ly to the queen. “Thank you Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said he, dis­miss­ing the su­per­in­ten­dent civil­ly.

			“Do you ac­cept?” asked Anne of Aus­tria, once more.

			“I shall con­sid­er of it,” replied he, look­ing at Fou­quet.

		
	
		
			
				48

				Agony

			
			The day that the deed of gift had been sent to the king, the car­di­nal caused him­self to be trans­port­ed to Vin­cennes. The king and the court fol­lowed him thith­er. The last flash­es of this torch still cast splen­dor enough around to ab­sorb all oth­er lights in its rays. Be­sides, as it has been seen, the faith­ful satel­lite of his min­is­ter, young Louis XIV, marched to the last minute in ac­cor­dance with his grav­i­ta­tion. The dis­ease, as Gué­naud had pre­dict­ed, had be­come worse; it was no longer an at­tack of gout, it was an at­tack of death; then there was an­oth­er thing which made that agony more ag­o­niz­ing still—and that was the ag­i­ta­tion brought in­to his mind by the do­na­tion he had sent to the king, and which, ac­cord­ing to Col­bert, the king ought to send back un­ac­cept­ed to the car­di­nal. The car­di­nal had, as we have said, great faith in the pre­dic­tions of his sec­re­tary; but the sum was a large one, and what­ev­er might be the ge­nius of Col­bert, from time to time the car­di­nal thought to him­self that the Théatin al­so might pos­si­bly have been mis­tak­en, and there was at least as much chance of his not be­ing damned, as there was of Louis XIV send­ing back his mil­lions.

			Be­sides, the longer the do­na­tion was in com­ing back, the more Mazarin thought that forty mil­lions were worth a lit­tle risk, par­tic­u­lar­ly of so hy­po­thet­ic a thing as the soul. Mazarin, in his char­ac­ter of car­di­nal and prime min­is­ter, was al­most an athe­ist, and quite a ma­te­ri­al­ist. Ev­ery time that the door opened, he turned sharply round to­wards that door, ex­pect­ing to see the re­turn of his un­for­tu­nate do­na­tion; then, de­ceived in his hope, he fell back again with a sigh, and found his pains so much the greater for hav­ing for­got­ten them for an in­stant.

			Anne of Aus­tria had al­so fol­lowed the car­di­nal; her heart, though age had made it self­ish, could not help evinc­ing to­wards the dy­ing man a sor­row which she owed him as a wife, ac­cord­ing to some; and as a sov­er­eign, ac­cord­ing to oth­ers. She had, in some sort, put on a mourn­ing coun­te­nance be­fore­hand, and all the court wore it as she did.

			Louis, in or­der not to show on his face what was pass­ing at the bot­tom of his heart, per­sist­ed in re­main­ing in his own apart­ments, where his nurse alone kept him com­pa­ny; the more he saw the ap­proach of the time when all con­straint would be at an end, the more hum­ble and pa­tient he was, fall­ing back up­on him­self, as all strong men do when they form great de­signs, in or­der to gain more spring at the de­ci­sive mo­ment. Ex­treme unc­tion had been ad­min­is­tered to the car­di­nal, who, faith­ful to his habits of dis­sim­u­la­tion, strug­gled against ap­pear­ances, and even against re­al­i­ty, re­ceiv­ing com­pa­ny in his bed, as if he on­ly suf­fered from a tem­po­rary com­plaint.

			Gué­naud, on his part, pre­served pro­found se­cre­cy; wea­ried with vis­its and ques­tions, he an­swered noth­ing but “His Em­i­nence is still full of youth and strength, but God wills that which He wills, and when He has de­cid­ed that man is to be laid low, he will be laid low.” These words, which he scat­tered with a sort of dis­cre­tion, re­serve, and pref­er­ence, were com­ment­ed up­on earnest­ly by two per­sons—the king and the car­di­nal. Mazarin, not­with­stand­ing the prophe­cy of Gué­naud, still lured him­self with a hope, or rather played his part so well, that the most cun­ning, when say­ing that he lured him­self, proved that they were his dupes.

			Louis, ab­sent from the car­di­nal for two days; Louis, with his eyes fixed up­on that same do­na­tion which so con­stant­ly pre­oc­cu­pied the car­di­nal; Louis did not ex­act­ly know how to make out Mazarin’s con­duct. The son of Louis XI­II, fol­low­ing the pa­ter­nal tra­di­tions, had, up to that time, been so lit­tle of a king that, whilst ar­dent­ly de­sir­ing roy­al­ty, he de­sired it with that ter­ror which al­ways ac­com­pa­nies the un­known. Thus, hav­ing formed his res­o­lu­tion, which, be­sides, he com­mu­ni­cat­ed to no­body, he de­ter­mined to have an in­ter­view with Mazarin. It was Anne of Aus­tria, who, con­stant in her at­ten­dance up­on the car­di­nal, first heard this propo­si­tion of the king’s, and trans­mit­ted it to the dy­ing man, whom it great­ly ag­i­tat­ed. For what pur­pose could Louis wish for an in­ter­view? Was it to re­turn the deed, as Col­bert had said he would? Was it to keep it, af­ter thank­ing him, as Mazarin thought he would? Nev­er­the­less, as the dy­ing man felt that the un­cer­tain­ty in­creased his tor­ments, he did not hes­i­tate an in­stant.

			“His Majesty will be wel­come—yes, very wel­come,” cried he, mak­ing a sign to Col­bert, who was seat­ed at the foot of the bed, and which the lat­ter un­der­stood per­fect­ly. “Madame,” con­tin­ued Mazarin, “will Your Majesty be good enough to as­sure the king your­self of the truth of what I have just said?”

			Anne of Aus­tria rose; she her­self was anx­ious to have the ques­tion of the forty mil­lions set­tled—the ques­tion which seemed to lie heavy on the mind of ev­ery­one. Anne of Aus­tria went out; Mazarin made a great ef­fort, and, rais­ing him­self up to­wards Col­bert: “Well, Col­bert,” said he, “two days have passed away—two mor­tal days—and, you see, noth­ing has been re­turned from yon­der.”

			“Pa­tience, my lord,” said Col­bert.

			“Are you mad, you wretch? You ad­vise me to have pa­tience! Oh, in sad truth, Col­bert, you are laugh­ing at me. I am dy­ing and you call out to me to wait!”

			“My lord,” said Col­bert, with his ha­bit­u­al cool­ness, “it is im­pos­si­ble that things should not come out as I have said. His Majesty is com­ing to see you, and no doubt he brings back the deed him­self.”

			“Do you think so? Well, I, on the con­trary, am sure that His Majesty is com­ing to thank me.”

			At this mo­ment Anne of Aus­tria re­turned. On her way to the apart­ments of her son she had met with a new em­pir­ic. This was a pow­der which was said to have pow­er to save the car­di­nal; and she brought a por­tion of this pow­der with her. But this was not what Mazarin ex­pect­ed; there­fore he would not even look at it, declar­ing that life was not worth the pains that were tak­en to pre­serve it. But, whilst pro­fess­ing this philo­soph­i­cal ax­iom, his long-con­fined se­cret es­caped him at last.

			“That, Madame,” said he, “that is not the in­ter­est­ing part of my sit­u­a­tion. I made, two days ago, a lit­tle do­na­tion to the king; up to this time, from del­i­ca­cy, no doubt, His Majesty has not con­de­scend­ed to say any­thing about it; but the time for ex­pla­na­tion is come, and I im­plore Your Majesty to tell me if the king has made up his mind on that mat­ter.”

			Anne of Aus­tria was about to re­ply, when Mazarin stopped her.

			“The truth, Madame,” said he—“in the name of Heav­en, the truth! Do not flat­ter a dy­ing man with a hope that may prove vain.” There he stopped, a look from Col­bert telling him he was on the wrong track.

			“I know,” said Anne of Aus­tria, tak­ing the car­di­nal’s hand, “I know that you have gen­er­ous­ly made, not a lit­tle do­na­tion, as you mod­est­ly call it, but a mag­nif­i­cent gift. I know how painful it would be to you if the king—”

			Mazarin lis­tened, dy­ing as he was, as ten liv­ing men could not have lis­tened.

			“If the king—” replied he.

			“If the king,” con­tin­ued Anne of Aus­tria, “should not freely ac­cept what you of­fer so nobly.”

			Mazarin al­lowed him­self to sink back up­on his pil­low like Pan­taloon; that is to say, with all the de­spair of a man who bows be­fore the tem­pest; but he still pre­served suf­fi­cient strength and pres­ence of mind to cast up­on Col­bert one of those looks which are well worth ten son­nets, which is to say, ten long po­ems.

			“Should you not,” added the queen, “have con­sid­ered the re­fusal of the king as a sort of in­sult?” Mazarin rolled his head about up­on his pil­low, with­out ar­tic­u­lat­ing a syl­la­ble. The queen was de­ceived, or feigned to be de­ceived, by this demon­stra­tion.

			“There­fore,” re­sumed she, “I have cir­cum­vent­ed him with good coun­sels; and as cer­tain minds, jeal­ous, no doubt, of the glo­ry you are about to ac­quire by this gen­eros­i­ty, have en­deav­ored to prove to the king that he ought not to ac­cept this do­na­tion, I have strug­gled in your fa­vor, and so well I have strug­gled, that you will not have, I hope, that dis­tress to un­der­go.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Mazarin, with lan­guish­ing eyes, “ah! that is a ser­vice I shall nev­er for­get for a sin­gle minute of the few hours I still have to live.”

			“I must ad­mit,” con­tin­ued the queen, “that it was not with­out trou­ble I ren­dered it to Your Em­i­nence.”

			“Ah, peste! I be­lieve that. Oh! oh!”

			“Good God! what is the mat­ter?”

			“I am burn­ing!”

			“Do you suf­fer much?”

			“As much as one of the damned.”

			Col­bert would have liked to sink through the floor.

			“So, then,” re­sumed Mazarin, “Your Majesty thinks that the king—” he stopped sev­er­al sec­onds—“that the king is com­ing here to of­fer me some small thanks?”

			“I think so,” said queen. Mazarin an­ni­hi­lat­ed Col­bert with his last look.

			At that mo­ment the ush­ers an­nounced that the king was in the an­techam­bers, which were filled with peo­ple. This an­nounce­ment pro­duced a stir of which Col­bert took ad­van­tage to es­cape by the door of the ru­elle. Anne of Aus­tria arose, and await­ed her son, stand­ing. Louis XIV ap­peared at the thresh­old of the door, with his eyes fixed up­on the dy­ing man, who did not even think it worth while to no­tice that majesty from whom he thought he had noth­ing more to ex­pect. An ush­er placed an arm­chair close to the bed. Louis bowed to his moth­er, then to the car­di­nal, and sat down. The queen took a seat in her turn.

			Then, as the king looked be­hind him, the ush­er un­der­stood that look, and made a sign to the courtiers who filled up the door­way to go out, which they in­stant­ly did. Si­lence fell up­on the cham­ber with the vel­vet cur­tains. The king, still very young, and very timid in the pres­ence of him who had been his mas­ter from his birth, still re­spect­ed him much, par­tic­u­lar­ly now, in the supreme majesty of death. He did not dare, there­fore, to be­gin the con­ver­sa­tion, feel­ing that ev­ery word must have its weight not on­ly up­on things of this world, but of the next. As to the car­di­nal, at that mo­ment he had but one thought—his do­na­tion. It was not phys­i­cal pain which gave him that air of de­spon­den­cy, and that lugubri­ous look; it was the ex­pec­ta­tion of the thanks that were about to is­sue from the king’s mouth, and cut off all hope of resti­tu­tion. Mazarin was the first to break the si­lence. “Is Your Majesty come to make any stay at Vin­cennes?” said he.

			Louis made an af­fir­ma­tive sign with his head.

			“That is a gra­cious fa­vor,” con­tin­ued Mazarin, “grant­ed to a dy­ing man, and which will ren­der death less painful to him.”

			“I hope,” replied the king, “I am come to vis­it, not a dy­ing man, but a sick man, sus­cep­ti­ble of cure.”

			Mazarin replied by a move­ment of the head.

			“Your Majesty is very kind; but I know more than you on that sub­ject. The last vis­it, sire,” said he, “the last vis­it.”

			“If it were so, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” said Louis, “I would come a last time to ask the coun­sels of a guide to whom I owe ev­ery­thing.”

			Anne of Aus­tria was a wom­an; she could not re­strain her tears. Louis showed him­self much af­fect­ed, and Mazarin still more than his two guests, but from very dif­fer­ent mo­tives. Here the si­lence re­turned. The queen wiped her eyes, and the king re­sumed his firm­ness.

			“I was say­ing,” con­tin­ued the king, “that I owed much to Your Em­i­nence.” The eyes of the car­di­nal had de­voured the king, for he felt the great mo­ment had come. “And,” con­tin­ued Louis, “the prin­ci­pal ob­ject of my vis­it was to of­fer you very sin­cere thanks for the last ev­i­dence of friend­ship you have kind­ly sent me.”

			The cheeks of the car­di­nal be­came sunken, his lips par­tial­ly opened, and the most lam­en­ta­ble sigh he had ev­er ut­tered was about to is­sue from his chest.

			“Sire,” said he, “I shall have de­spoiled my poor fam­i­ly; I shall have ru­ined all who be­long to me, which may be im­put­ed to me as an er­ror; but, at least, it shall not be said of me that I have re­fused to sac­ri­fice ev­ery­thing to my king.”

			Anne of Aus­tria’s tears flowed afresh.

			“My dear Mon­sieur Mazarin,” said the king, in a more se­ri­ous tone than might have been ex­pect­ed from his youth, “you have mis­un­der­stood me, ap­par­ent­ly.”

			Mazarin raised him­self up­on his el­bow.

			“I have no pur­pose to de­spoil your dear fam­i­ly, nor to ru­in your ser­vants. Oh, no, that must nev­er be!”

			Humph! thought Mazarin, he is go­ing to re­store me some scraps; let us get the largest piece we can.

			The king is go­ing to be fool­ish­ly af­fect­ed and play gen­er­ous, thought the queen; he must not be al­lowed to im­pov­er­ish him­self; such an op­por­tu­ni­ty for get­ting a for­tune will nev­er oc­cur again.

			“Sire,” said the car­di­nal, aloud, “my fam­i­ly is very nu­mer­ous, and my nieces will be des­ti­tute when I am gone.”

			“Oh,” in­ter­rupt­ed the queen, ea­ger­ly, “have no un­easi­ness with re­spect to your fam­i­ly, dear Mon­sieur Mazarin; we have no friends dear­er than your friends; your nieces shall be my chil­dren, the sis­ters of His Majesty; and if a fa­vor be dis­trib­uted in France, it shall be to those you love.”

			Smoke! thought Mazarin, who knew bet­ter than any­one the faith that can be put in the prom­ises of kings. Louis read the dy­ing man’s thought in his face.

			“Be com­fort­ed, my dear Mon­sieur Mazarin,” said he, with a half-smile, sad be­neath its irony; “the Mes­de­moi­selles de Manci­ni will lose, in los­ing you, their most pre­cious good; but they shall none the less be the rich­est heiress­es of France; and since you have been kind enough to give me their dowry”—the car­di­nal was pant­ing—“I re­store it to them,” con­tin­ued Louis, draw­ing from his breast and hold­ing to­wards the car­di­nal’s bed the parch­ment which con­tained the do­na­tion that, dur­ing two days, had kept alive such tem­pests in the mind of Mazarin.

			“What did I tell you, my lord?” mur­mured in the al­cove a voice which passed away like a breath.

			“Your Majesty re­turns my do­na­tion!” cried Mazarin, so dis­turbed by joy as to for­get his char­ac­ter of a bene­fac­tor.

			“Your Majesty re­jects the forty mil­lions!” cried Anne of Aus­tria, so stu­pe­fied as to for­get her char­ac­ter of an af­flict­ed wife, or queen.

			“Yes, my Lord Car­di­nal; yes, Madame,” replied Louis XIV, tear­ing the parch­ment which Mazarin had not yet ven­tured to clutch; “yes, I an­ni­hi­late this deed, which de­spoiled a whole fam­i­ly. The wealth ac­quired by His Em­i­nence in my ser­vice is his own wealth and not mine.”

			“But, sire, does Your Majesty re­flect,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “that you have not ten thou­sand crowns in your cof­fers?”

			“Madame, I have just per­formed my first roy­al ac­tion, and I hope it will worthi­ly in­au­gu­rate my reign.”

			“Ah! sire, you are right!” cried Mazarin; “that is tru­ly great—that is tru­ly gen­er­ous which you have just done.” And he looked, one af­ter the oth­er, at the pieces of the act spread over his bed, to as­sure him­self that it was the orig­i­nal and not a copy that had been torn. At length his eyes fell up­on the frag­ment which bore his sig­na­ture, and rec­og­niz­ing it, he sunk back on his bol­ster in a swoon. Anne of Aus­tria, with­out strength to con­ceal her re­gret, raised her hands and eyes to­wards heav­en.

			“Oh! sire,” cried Mazarin, “may you be blessed! My God! May you be beloved by all my fam­i­ly. Per Bac­cho! If ev­er any of those be­long­ing to me should cause your dis­plea­sure, sire, on­ly frown, and I will rise from my tomb!”

			This pan­talon­nade did not pro­duce all the ef­fect Mazarin had count­ed up­on. Louis had al­ready passed to con­sid­er­a­tions of a high­er na­ture, and as to Anne of Aus­tria, un­able to bear, with­out aban­don­ing her­self to the anger she felt burn­ing with­in her, the mag­na­nim­i­ty of her son and the hypocrisy of the car­di­nal, she arose and left the cham­ber, heed­less of thus be­tray­ing the ex­tent of her grief. Mazarin saw all this, and fear­ing that Louis XIV might re­pent his de­ci­sion, in or­der to draw at­ten­tion an­oth­er way he be­gan to cry out, as, at a lat­er pe­ri­od, Scapin was to cry out, in that sub­lime piece of pleas­antry with which the mo­rose and grum­bling Boileau dared to re­proach Molière. His cries, how­ev­er, by de­grees, be­came fainter; and when Anne of Aus­tria left the apart­ment, they ceased al­to­geth­er.

			“Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal,” said the king, “have you any rec­om­men­da­tions to make me?”

			“Sire,” replied Mazarin, “you are al­ready wis­dom it­self, pru­dence per­son­i­fied; of your gen­eros­i­ty I shall not ven­ture to speak; that which you have just done ex­ceeds all that the most gen­er­ous men of an­tiq­ui­ty or of mod­ern times have ev­er done.”

			The king re­ceived this praise cold­ly.

			“So you con­fine your­self,” said he, “to your thanks—and your ex­pe­ri­ence, much more ex­ten­sive than my wis­dom, my pru­dence, or my gen­eros­i­ty, does not fur­nish you with a sin­gle piece of friend­ly ad­vice to guide my fu­ture.” Mazarin re­flect­ed for a mo­ment. “You have just done much for me, sire,” said he, “that is, for my fam­i­ly.”

			“Say no more about that,” said the king.

			“Well!” con­tin­ued Mazarin, “I shall give you some­thing in ex­change for these forty mil­lions you have re­fused so roy­al­ly.”

			Louis XIV in­di­cat­ed by a move­ment that these flat­ter­ies were dis­pleas­ing to him. “I shall give you a piece of ad­vice,” con­tin­ued Mazarin; “yes, a piece of ad­vice—ad­vice more pre­cious than the forty mil­lions.”

			“My Lord Car­di­nal!” in­ter­rupt­ed Louis.

			“Sire, lis­ten to this ad­vice.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Come near­er, sire, for I am weak!—near­er, sire, near­er!”

			The king bent over the dy­ing man. “Sire,” said Mazarin, in so low a tone that the breath of his words ar­rived on­ly like a rec­om­men­da­tion from the tomb in the at­ten­tive ears of the king—“Sire, nev­er have a prime min­is­ter.”

			Louis drew back as­ton­ished. The ad­vice was a con­fes­sion—a trea­sure, in fact, was that sin­cere con­fes­sion of Mazarin. The lega­cy of the car­di­nal to the young king was com­posed of six words on­ly, but those six words, as Mazarin had said, were worth forty mil­lions. Louis re­mained for an in­stant be­wil­dered. As for Mazarin, he ap­peared on­ly to have said some­thing quite nat­u­ral. A lit­tle scratch­ing was heard along the cur­tains of the al­cove. Mazarin un­der­stood: “Yes, yes!” cried he, warm­ly, “yes, sire, I rec­om­mend to you a wise man, an hon­est man, and a clever man.”

			“Tell me his name, my lord.”

			“His name is yet al­most un­known, sire; it is M. Col­bert, my at­ten­dant. Oh! try him,” added Mazarin, in an earnest voice; “all that he has pre­dict­ed has come to pass; he has a safe glance, he is nev­er mis­tak­en ei­ther in things or in men—which is more sur­pris­ing still. Sire, I owe you much, but I think I ac­quit my­self of all to­wards you in giv­ing you M. Col­bert.”

			“So be it,” said Louis, faint­ly, for, as Mazarin had said, the name of Col­bert was quite un­known to him, and he thought the en­thu­si­asm of the car­di­nal par­took of the delir­i­um of a dy­ing man. The car­di­nal sank back on his pil­lows.

			“For the present, adieu, sire! adieu,” mur­mured Mazarin. “I am tired, and I have yet a rough jour­ney to take be­fore I present my­self to my new Mas­ter. Adieu, sire!”

			The young king felt the tears rise to his eyes; he bent over the dy­ing man, al­ready half a corpse, and then hasti­ly re­tired.
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				The First Ap­pear­ance of Col­bert

			
			The whole night was passed in an­guish, com­mon to the dy­ing man and to the king: the dy­ing man ex­pect­ed his de­liv­er­ance, the king await­ed his lib­er­ty. Louis did not go to bed. An hour af­ter leav­ing the cham­ber of the car­di­nal, he learned that the dy­ing man, re­cov­er­ing a lit­tle strength, had in­sist­ed up­on be­ing dressed, adorned and paint­ed, and see­ing the am­bas­sadors. Like Au­gus­tus, he no doubt con­sid­ered the world a great stage, and was de­sirous of play­ing out the last act of the com­e­dy. Anne of Aus­tria reap­peared no more in the car­di­nal’s apart­ments; she had noth­ing more to do there. Pro­pri­ety was the pre­text for her ab­sence. On his part, the car­di­nal did not ask for her: the ad­vice the queen had giv­en her son ran­kled in his heart.

			To­wards mid­night, while still paint­ed, Mazarin’s mor­tal agony came on. He had re­vised his will, and as this will was the ex­act ex­pres­sion of his wish­es, and as he feared that some in­ter­est­ed in­flu­ence might take ad­van­tage of his weak­ness to make him change some­thing in it, he had giv­en or­ders to Col­bert, who walked up and down the cor­ri­dor which led to the car­di­nal’s bed­cham­ber, like the most vig­i­lant of sen­tinels. The king, shut up in his own apart­ment, dis­patched his nurse ev­ery hour to Mazarin’s cham­ber, with or­ders to bring him back an ex­act bul­letin of the car­di­nal’s state. Af­ter hav­ing heard that Mazarin was dressed, paint­ed, and had seen the am­bas­sadors, Louis herd that the prayers for the dy­ing were be­ing read for the car­di­nal. At one o’clock in the morn­ing, Gué­naud had ad­min­is­tered the last rem­e­dy. This was a rel­ic of the old cus­toms of that fenc­ing time, which was about to dis­ap­pear to give place to an­oth­er time, to be­lieve that death could be kept off by some good se­cret thrust. Mazarin, af­ter hav­ing tak­en the rem­e­dy, respired freely for near­ly ten min­utes. He im­me­di­ate­ly gave or­ders that the news should be spread ev­ery­where of a for­tu­nate cri­sis. The king, on learn­ing this, felt as if a cold sweat were pass­ing over his brow;—he had had a glimpse of the light of lib­er­ty; slav­ery ap­peared to him more dark and less ac­cept­able than ev­er. But the bul­letin which fol­lowed en­tire­ly changed the face of things. Mazarin could no longer breathe at all, and could scarce­ly fol­low the prayers which the curé of Saint-Nicholas-des-Champs re­cit­ed near him. The king re­sumed his ag­i­tat­ed walk about his cham­ber, and con­sult­ed, as he walked, sev­er­al pa­pers drawn from a cas­ket of which he alone had the key. A third time the nurse re­turned. M. de Mazarin had just ut­tered a joke, and had or­dered his “Flo­ra,” by Titian, to be re­var­nished. At length, to­wards two o’clock in the morn­ing, the king could no longer re­sist his weari­ness: he had not slept for twen­ty-four hours. Sleep, so pow­er­ful at his age, over­came him for about an hour. But he did not go to bed for that hour; he slept in a fau­teuil. About four o’clock his nurse awoke him by en­ter­ing the room.

			“Well?” asked the king.

			“Well, my dear sire,” said the nurse, clasp­ing her hands with an air of com­mis­er­a­tion. “Well; he is dead!”

			The king arose at a bound, as if a steel spring had been ap­plied to his legs. “Dead!” cried he.

			“Alas! yes.”

			“Is it quite cer­tain?”

			“Yes.”

			“Of­fi­cial?”

			“Yes.”

			“Has the news been made pub­lic?”

			“Not yet.”

			“Who told you, then, that the car­di­nal was dead?”

			“M. Col­bert.”

			“M. Col­bert?”

			“Yes.”

			“And he was sure of what he said?”

			“He came out of the cham­ber, and had held a glass for some min­utes be­fore the car­di­nal’s lips.”

			“Ah!” said the king. “And what is be­come of M. Col­bert?”

			“He has just left His Em­i­nence’s cham­ber.”

			“Where is he?”

			“He fol­lowed me.”

			“So that he is—”

			“Sire, wait­ing at your door, till it shall be your good plea­sure to re­ceive him.”

			Louis ran to the door, opened it him­self, and per­ceived Col­bert stand­ing wait­ing in the pas­sage. The king start­ed at sight of this stat­ue, all clothed in black. Col­bert, bow­ing with pro­found re­spect, ad­vanced two steps to­wards His Majesty. Louis re-en­tered his cham­ber, mak­ing Col­bert a sign to fol­low. Col­bert en­tered; Louis dis­missed the nurse, who closed the door as she went out. Col­bert re­mained mod­est­ly stand­ing near that door.

			“What do you come to an­nounce to me, Mon­sieur?” said Louis, very much trou­bled at be­ing thus sur­prised in his pri­vate thoughts, which he could not com­plete­ly con­ceal.

			“That Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal has just ex­pired, sire; and that I bring Your Majesty his last adieu.”

			The king re­mained pen­sive for a minute; and dur­ing that minute he looked at­ten­tive­ly at Col­bert;—it was ev­i­dent that the car­di­nal’s last words were in his mind. “Are you, then, M. Col­bert?” asked he.

			“Yes, sire.”

			“His faith­ful ser­vant, as His Em­i­nence him­self told me?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“The de­posi­tary of many of his se­crets?”

			“Of all of them.”

			“The friends and ser­vants of His Em­i­nence will be dear to me, Mon­sieur, and I shall take care that you are well placed in my em­ploy­ment.”

			Col­bert bowed.

			“You are a fi­nancier, Mon­sieur, I be­lieve?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And did Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal em­ploy you in his stew­ard­ship?”

			“I had that hon­or, sire.”

			“You nev­er did any­thing per­son­al­ly for my house­hold, I be­lieve?”

			“Par­don me, sire, it was I who had the hon­or of giv­ing Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal the idea of an econ­o­my which puts three hun­dred thou­sand francs a year in­to Your Majesty’s cof­fers.”

			“What econ­o­my was that, Mon­sieur?” asked Louis XIV.

			“Your Majesty knows that the hun­dred Swiss have sil­ver lace on each side of their rib­bons?”

			“Doubt­less.”

			“Well, sire, it was I who pro­posed that im­i­ta­tion sil­ver lace should be placed up­on these rib­bons; it could not be de­tect­ed, and a hun­dred thou­sand crowns serve to feed a reg­i­ment dur­ing six months; and is the price of ten thou­sand good mus­kets or the val­ue of a ves­sel of ten guns, ready for sea.”

			“That is true,” said Louis XIV, con­sid­er­ing more at­ten­tive­ly, “and, ma foi! that was a well placed econ­o­my; be­sides, it was ridicu­lous for sol­diers to wear the same lace as no­ble­men.”

			“I am hap­py to be ap­proved of by Your Majesty.”

			“Is that the on­ly ap­point­ment you held about the car­di­nal?” asked the king.

			“It was I who was ap­point­ed to ex­am­ine the ac­counts of the su­per­in­ten­dent, sire.”

			“Ah!” said Louis, who was about to dis­miss Col­bert, but whom that word stopped; “ah! it was you whom His Em­i­nence had charged to con­trol M. Fou­quet, was it? And the re­sult of that ex­am­i­na­tion?”

			“Is that there is a deficit, sire; but if Your Majesty will per­mit me—”

			“Speak, M. Col­bert.”

			“I ought to give Your Majesty some ex­pla­na­tions.”

			“Not at all, Mon­sieur, it is you who have con­trolled these ac­counts; give me the re­sult.”

			“That is very eas­i­ly done, sire: empti­ness ev­ery­where, mon­ey nowhere.”

			“Be­ware, Mon­sieur; you are rough­ly at­tack­ing the ad­min­is­tra­tion of M. Fou­quet, who, nev­er­the­less, I have heard say, is an able man.”

			Col­bert col­ored, and then be­came pale, for he felt that from that minute he en­tered up­on a strug­gle with a man whose pow­er al­most equaled the sway of him who had just died. “Yes, sire, a very able man,” re­peat­ed Col­bert, bow­ing.

			“But if M. Fou­quet is an able man, and, in spite of that abil­i­ty, if mon­ey be want­ing, whose fault is it?”

			“I do not ac­cuse, sire, I ver­i­fy.”

			“That is well; make out your ac­counts, and present them to me. There is a deficit, you say? A deficit may be tem­po­rary; cred­it re­turns and funds are re­stored.”

			“No, sire.”

			“Up­on this year, per­haps, I un­der­stand that; but up­on next year?”

			“Next year is eat­en as bare as the cur­rent year.”

			“But the year af­ter, then?”

			“Will be just like next year.”

			“What do you tell me, Mon­sieur Col­bert?”

			“I say there are four years en­gaged be­fore­hand.”

			“They must have a loan, then.”

			“They must have three, sire.”

			“I will cre­ate of­fices to make them re­sign, and the salary of the posts shall be paid in­to the trea­sury.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, sire, for there have al­ready been cre­ations up­on cre­ations of of­fices, the pro­vi­sions of which are giv­en in blank, so that the pur­chasers en­joy them with­out fill­ing them. That is why Your Majesty can­not make them re­sign. Fur­ther, up­on each agree­ment M. Fou­quet has made an abate­ment of a third, so that the peo­ple have been plun­dered, with­out Your Majesty prof­it­ing by it.”

			The king start­ed. “Ex­plain me that, M. Col­bert,” he said.

			“Let Your Majesty set down clear­ly your thought, and tell me what you wish me to ex­plain.”

			“You are right, clear­ness is what you wish, is it not?”

			“Yes, sire, clear­ness. God is God above all things, be­cause He made light.”

			“Well, for ex­am­ple,” re­sumed Louis XIV, “if to­day, the car­di­nal be­ing dead, and I be­ing king, sup­pose I want­ed mon­ey?”

			“Your Majesty would not have any.”

			“Oh! that is strange, Mon­sieur! How! my su­per­in­ten­dent would not find me any mon­ey?”

			Col­bert shook his large head.

			“How is that?” said the king; “is the in­come of the state so much in debt that there is no longer any rev­enue?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			The king start­ed. “Ex­plain me that, M. Col­bert,” added he with a frown. “If it be so, I will get to­geth­er the or­don­nances to ob­tain a dis­charge from the hold­ers, a liq­ui­da­tion at a cheap rate.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, for the or­don­nances have been con­vert­ed in­to bills, which bills, for the con­ve­nience of re­turn and fa­cil­i­ty of trans­ac­tion, are di­vid­ed in­to so many parts that the orig­i­nals can no longer be rec­og­nized.”

			Louis, very much ag­i­tat­ed, walked about, still frown­ing. “But, if this is as you say, Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said he, stop­ping all at once, “I shall be ru­ined be­fore I be­gin to reign.”

			“You are, in fact, sire,” said the im­pas­si­ble cast­er-up of fig­ures.

			“Well, but yet, Mon­sieur, the mon­ey is some­where?”

			“Yes, sire, and even as a be­gin­ning, I bring Your Majesty a note of funds which M. le Car­di­nal Mazarin was not will­ing to set down in his tes­ta­ment, nei­ther in any act what­ev­er, but which he con­fid­ed to me.”

			“To you?”

			“Yes, sire, with an in­junc­tion to re­mit it to Your Majesty.”

			“What! be­sides the forty mil­lions of the tes­ta­ment?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“M. de Mazarin had still oth­er funds?”

			Col­bert bowed.

			“Why, that man was a gulf!” mur­mured the king. “M. de Mazarin on one side, M. Fou­quet on the oth­er—more than a hun­dred mil­lions per­haps be­tween them! No won­der my cof­fers should be emp­ty!” Col­bert wait­ed with­out stir­ring.

			“And is the sum you bring me worth the trou­ble?” asked the king.

			“Yes, sire, it is a round sum.”

			“Amount­ing to how much?”

			“To thir­teen mil­lions of livres, sire.”

			“Thir­teen mil­lions!” cried Louis, trem­bling with joy; “do you say thir­teen mil­lions, Mon­sieur Col­bert?”

			“I said thir­teen mil­lions, yes, Your Majesty.”

			“Of which ev­ery­body is ig­no­rant?”

			“Of which ev­ery­body is ig­no­rant.”

			“Which are in your hands?”

			“In my hands, yes, sire.”

			“And which I can have?”

			“With­in two hours, sire.”

			“But where are they, then?”

			“In the cel­lar of a house which the car­di­nal pos­sessed in the city, and which he was so kind as to leave me by a par­tic­u­lar clause of his will.”

			“You are ac­quaint­ed with the car­di­nal’s will, then?”

			“I have a du­pli­cate of it, signed by his hand.”

			“A du­pli­cate?”

			“Yes, sire, and here it is.” Col­bert drew the deed qui­et­ly from his pock­et, and showed it to the king. The king read the ar­ti­cle rel­a­tive to the do­na­tion of the house.

			“But,” said he, “there is no ques­tion here but of the house; there is noth­ing said of the mon­ey.”

			“Your par­don, sire, it is in my con­science.”

			“And Mon­sieur Mazarin has en­trust­ed it to you?”

			“Why not, sire?”

			“He! a man mis­trust­ful of ev­ery­body?”

			“He was not so of me, sire, as Your Majesty may per­ceive.”

			Louis fixed his eyes with ad­mi­ra­tion up­on that vul­gar but ex­pres­sive face. “You are an hon­est man, M. Col­bert,” said the king.

			“That is not a virtue, it is a du­ty,” replied Col­bert, cool­ly.

			“But,” added Louis, “does not the mon­ey be­long to the fam­i­ly?”

			“If this mon­ey be­longed to the fam­i­ly it would be dis­posed of in the tes­ta­ment, as the rest of his for­tune is. If this mon­ey be­longed to the fam­i­ly, I, who drew up the deed of do­na­tion in fa­vor of Your Majesty, should have added the sum of thir­teen mil­lions to that of forty mil­lions which was of­fered to you.”

			“How!” ex­claimed Louis XIV, “was it you who drew up the deed of do­na­tion?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And yet the car­di­nal was at­tached to you?” added the king, in­gen­u­ous­ly.

			“I had as­sured His Em­i­nence you would by no means ac­cept the gift,” said Col­bert, in that same qui­et man­ner we have de­scribed, and which, even in the com­mon habits of life, had some­thing solemn in it.

			Louis passed his hand over his brow: “Oh! how young I am,” mur­mured he, “to have com­mand of men.”

			Col­bert wait­ed the end of this mono­logue. He saw Louis raise his head. “At what hour shall I send the mon­ey to Your Majesty?” asked he.

			“Tonight, at eleven o’clock; I de­sire that no one may know that I pos­sess this mon­ey.”

			Col­bert made no more re­ply than if the thing had not been said to him.

			“Is the amount in in­gots, or coined gold?”

			“In coined gold, sire.”

			“That is well.”

			“Where shall I send it?”

			“To the Lou­vre. Thank you, M. Col­bert.”

			Col­bert bowed and re­tired. “Thir­teen mil­lions!” ex­claimed Louis, as soon as he was alone. “This must be a dream!” Then he al­lowed his head to sink be­tween his hands, as if he were re­al­ly asleep. But, at the end of a mo­ment, he arose, and open­ing the win­dow vi­o­lent­ly, he bathed his burn­ing brow in the keen morn­ing air, which brought to his sens­es the scent of the trees, and the per­fume of the flow­ers. A splen­did dawn was gild­ing the hori­zon, and the first rays of the sun bathed in flame the young king’s brow. “This is the dawn of my reign,” mur­mured Louis XIV. “It’s a presage sent by the Almighty.”
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				The First Day of the Roy­al­ty of Louis XIV

			
			In the morn­ing, the news of the death of the car­di­nal was spread through the cas­tle, and thence speed­i­ly reached the city. The min­is­ters Fou­quet, Ly­onne, and Letel­li­er en­tered la salle des séances, to hold a coun­cil. The king sent for them im­me­di­ate­ly. “Messieurs,” said he, “as long as Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal lived, I al­lowed him to gov­ern my af­fairs; but now I mean to gov­ern them my­self. You will give me your ad­vice when I ask it. You may go.”

			The min­is­ters looked at each oth­er with sur­prise. If they con­cealed a smile it was with a great ef­fort, for they knew that the prince, brought up in ab­so­lute ig­no­rance of busi­ness, by this took up­on him­self a bur­den much too heavy for his strength. Fou­quet took leave of his col­leagues up­on the stairs, say­ing:—“Messieurs! there will be so much the less la­bor for us.”

			And he gay­ly climbed in­to his car­riage. The oth­ers, a lit­tle un­easy at the turn things had tak­en, went back to Paris to­geth­er. To­wards ten o’clock the king re­paired to the apart­ment of his moth­er, with whom he had a long and pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion. Af­ter din­ner, he got in­to his car­riage, and went straight to the Lou­vre. There he re­ceived much com­pa­ny, and took a de­gree of plea­sure in re­mark­ing the hes­i­ta­tion of each, and the cu­rios­i­ty of all. To­wards evening he or­dered the doors of the Lou­vre to be closed, with the ex­cep­tion of on­ly one, which opened on the quay. He placed on du­ty at this point two hun­dred Swiss, who did not speak a word of French, with or­ders to ad­mit all who car­ried pack­ages, but no oth­ers; and by no means to al­low any­one to go out. At eleven o’clock pre­cise­ly, he heard the rolling of a heavy car­riage un­der the arch, then of an­oth­er, then of a third; af­ter which the gate grat­ed up­on its hinges to be closed. Soon af­ter, some­body scratched with his nail at the door of the cab­i­net. The king opened it him­self, and be­held Col­bert, whose first word was this:—“The mon­ey is in Your Majesty’s cel­lar.”

			The king then de­scend­ed and went him­self to see the bar­rels of specie, in gold and sil­ver, which, un­der the di­rec­tion of Col­bert, four men had just rolled in­to a cel­lar of which the king had giv­en Col­bert the key in the morn­ing. This re­view com­plet­ed, Louis re­turned to his apart­ments, fol­lowed by Col­bert, who had not ap­par­ent­ly warmed with one ray of per­son­al sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “what do you wish that I should give you, as a rec­om­pense for this de­vot­ed­ness and pro­bity?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, sire.”

			“How! noth­ing? Not even an op­por­tu­ni­ty of serv­ing me?”

			“If Your Majesty were not to fur­nish me with that op­por­tu­ni­ty, I should not the less serve you. It is im­pos­si­ble for me not to be the best ser­vant of the king.”

			“You shallmj be in­ten­dant of the fi­nances, M. Col­bert.”

			“But there is al­ready a su­per­in­ten­dent, sire.”

			“I know that.”

			“Sire, the su­per­in­ten­dent of the fi­nances is the most pow­er­ful man in the king­dom.”

			“Ah!” cried Louis, col­or­ing, “do you think so?”

			“He will crush me in a week, sire. Your Majesty gives me a con­trôle for which strength is in­dis­pens­able. An in­ten­dant un­der a su­per­in­ten­dent—that is in­fe­ri­or­i­ty.”

			“You want sup­port—you do not reck­on up­on me?”

			“I had the hon­or of telling Your Majesty, that dur­ing the life­time of M. de Mazarin, M. Fou­quet was the sec­ond man in the king­dom; now M. de Mazarin is dead, M. Fou­quet is be­come the first.”

			“Mon­sieur, I agree to what you told me of all things up to to­day; but to­mor­row, please to re­mem­ber, I shall no longer suf­fer it.”

			“Then I shall be of no use to Your Majesty?”

			“You are al­ready, since you fear to com­pro­mise your­self in serv­ing me.”

			“I on­ly fear to be placed so that I can­not serve Your Majesty.”

			“What do you wish, then?”

			“I wish Your Majesty to al­low me as­sis­tance in the labors of the of­fice of in­ten­dant.”

			“That post would lose its val­ue.”

			“It would gain in se­cu­ri­ty.”

			“Choose your col­leagues.”

			“Messieurs Bre­teuil, Marin, Her­vart.”

			“To­mor­row the or­don­nance shall ap­pear.”

			“Sire, I thank you.”

			“Is that all you ask?”

			“No, sire, one thing more.”

			“What is that?”

			“Al­low me to com­pose a cham­ber of jus­tice.”

			“What would this cham­ber of jus­tice do?”

			“Try the farm­ers-gen­er­al and con­trac­tors, who, dur­ing ten years, have been rob­bing the state.”

			“Well, but what would you do with them?”

			“Hang two or three, and that would make the rest dis­gorge.”

			“I can­not com­mence my reign with ex­e­cu­tions, Mon­sieur Col­bert.”

			“On the con­trary, sire, you had bet­ter, in or­der not to have to end with them.”

			The king made no re­ply. “Does Your Majesty con­sent?” said Col­bert.

			“I will re­flect up­on it, Mon­sieur.”

			“It will be too late when re­flec­tion may be made.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause you have to deal with peo­ple stronger than our­selves, if they are warned.”

			“Com­pose that cham­ber of jus­tice, Mon­sieur.”

			“I will, sire.”

			“Is that all?”

			“No, sire; there is still an­oth­er im­por­tant af­fair. What rights does Your Majesty at­tach to this of­fice of in­ten­dant?”

			“Well—I do not know—the cus­tom­ary ones.”

			“Sire, I de­sire that this of­fice be in­vest­ed with the right of read­ing the cor­re­spon­dence with Eng­land.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur, for that cor­re­spon­dence is kept from the coun­cil; Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal him­self car­ried it on.”

			“I thought Your Majesty had this morn­ing de­clared that there should no longer be a coun­cil?”

			“Yes, I said so.”

			“Let Your Majesty then have the good­ness to read all the let­ters your­self, par­tic­u­lar­ly those from Eng­land; I hold strong­ly to this ar­ti­cle.”

			“Mon­sieur, you shall have that cor­re­spon­dence, and ren­der me an ac­count of it.”

			“Now, sire, what shall I do with re­spect to the fi­nances?”

			“Ev­ery­thing M. Fou­quet has not done.”

			“That is all I ask of Your Majesty. Thanks, sire, I de­part in peace”; and at these words he took his leave. Louis watched his de­par­ture. Col­bert was not yet a hun­dred paces from the Lou­vre when the king re­ceived a couri­er from Eng­land. Af­ter hav­ing looked at and ex­am­ined the en­ve­lope, the king broke the seal pre­cip­i­tate­ly, and found a let­ter from Charles II. The fol­low­ing is what the Eng­lish prince wrote to his roy­al broth­er:—

			
				“Your Majesty must be ren­dered very un­easy by the ill­ness of M. le Car­di­nal Mazarin; but the ex­cess of dan­ger can on­ly prove of ser­vice to you. The car­di­nal is giv­en over by his physi­cian. I thank you for the gra­cious re­ply you have made to my com­mu­ni­ca­tion touch­ing the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta, my sis­ter, and, in a week, the princess and her court will set out for Paris. It is grat­i­fy­ing to me to ac­knowl­edge the fra­ter­nal friend­ship you have evinced to­wards me, and to call you, more just­ly than ev­er, my broth­er. It is grat­i­fy­ing to me, above ev­ery­thing, to prove to Your Majesty how much I am in­ter­est­ed in all that may please you. You are wrong in hav­ing Belle-Île-en-Mer se­cret­ly for­ti­fied. That is wrong. We shall nev­er be at war against each oth­er. That mea­sure does not make me un­easy, it makes me sad. You are spend­ing use­less mil­lions; tell your min­is­ters so; and rest as­sured that I am well-in­formed; ren­der me the same ser­vice, my broth­er, if oc­ca­sion of­fers.”

			

			The king rang his bell vi­o­lent­ly, and his valet de cham­bre ap­peared. “Mon­sieur Col­bert is just gone; he can­not be far off. Let him be called back!” ex­claimed he.

			The valet was about to ex­e­cute the or­der, when the king stopped him.

			“No,” said he, “no; I see the whole scheme of that man. Belle-Isle be­longs to M. Fou­quet; Belle-Isle is be­ing for­ti­fied: that is a con­spir­a­cy on the part of M. Fou­quet. The dis­cov­ery of that con­spir­a­cy is the ru­in of the su­per­in­ten­dent, and that dis­cov­ery is the re­sult of the cor­re­spon­dence with Eng­land: this is why Col­bert wished to have that cor­re­spon­dence. Oh! but I can­not place all my de­pen­dence up­on that man; he has a good head, but I must have an arm!” Louis, all at once, ut­tered a joy­ful cry. “I had,” said he, “a lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers!”

			“Yes, sire—Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“He quit­ted the ser­vice for a time.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Let him be found, and be here to­mor­row the first thing in the morn­ing.”

			The valet de cham­bre bowed and went out.

			“Thir­teen mil­lions in my cel­lar,” said the king; “Col­bert car­ry­ing my purse and d’Artag­nan my sword—I am king.”
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				A Pas­sion

			
			The day of his ar­rival, on re­turn­ing from the Palais Roy­al, Athos, as we have seen, went straight to his ho­tel in the Rue Saint-Hon­oré. He there found the Vi­comte de Bragelonne wait­ing for him in his cham­ber, chat­ting with Gri­maud. It was not an easy thing to talk with this old ser­vant. Two men on­ly pos­sessed the se­cret, Athos and d’Artag­nan. The first suc­ceed­ed, be­cause Gri­maud sought to make him speak him­self; d’Artag­nan, on the con­trary, be­cause he knew how to make Gri­maud talk. Raoul was oc­cu­pied in mak­ing him de­scribe the voy­age to Eng­land, and Gri­maud had re­lat­ed it in all its de­tails, with a lim­it­ed num­ber of ges­tures and eight words, nei­ther more nor less. He had, at first, in­di­cat­ed by an un­du­lat­ing move­ment of his hand, that his mas­ter and he had crossed the sea. “Up­on some ex­pe­di­tion?” Raoul had asked.

			Gri­maud by bend­ing down his head had an­swered, “Yes.”

			“When Mon­sieur le Comte in­curred much dan­ger?” asked Raoul.

			“Nei­ther too much nor too lit­tle,” was replied by a shrug of the shoul­ders.

			“But still, what sort of dan­ger?” in­sist­ed Raoul.

			Gri­maud point­ed to the sword; he point­ed to the fire and to a mus­ket that was hang­ing on the wall.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte had an en­e­my there, then?” cried Raoul.

			“Mon­ck,” replied Gri­maud.

			“It is strange,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “that Mon­sieur le Comte per­sists in con­sid­er­ing me a novice, and not al­low­ing me to par­take the hon­or and dan­ger of his ad­ven­ture.”

			Gri­maud smiled. It was at this mo­ment Athos came in. The host was light­ing him up the stairs, and Gri­maud, rec­og­niz­ing the step of his mas­ter, has­tened to meet him, which cut short the con­ver­sa­tion. But Raoul was launched on the sea of in­ter­roga­to­ries, and did not stop. Tak­ing both hands of the comte, with warm, but re­spect­ful ten­der­ness—“How is it, Mon­sieur,” said he, “that you have set out up­on a dan­ger­ous voy­age with­out bid­ding me adieu, with­out com­mand­ing the aid of my sword, of my­self, who ought to be your sup­port, now I have the strength; whom you have brought up like a man? Ah! Mon­sieur, can you ex­pose me to the cru­el tri­al of nev­er see­ing you again?”

			“Who told you, Raoul,” said the comte, plac­ing his cloak and hat in the hands of Gri­maud, who had un­buck­led his sword, “who told you that my voy­age was a dan­ger­ous one?”

			“I,” said Gri­maud.

			“And why did you do so?” said Athos, stern­ly.

			Gri­maud was em­bar­rassed; Raoul came to his as­sis­tance, by an­swer­ing for him. “It is nat­u­ral, Mon­sieur, that our good Gri­maud should tell me the truth in what con­cerns you. By whom should you be loved an sup­port­ed, if not by me?”

			Athos did not re­ply. He made a friend­ly mo­tion to Gri­maud, which sent him out of the room; he then seat­ed him­self in a fau­teuil, whilst Raoul re­mained stand­ing be­fore him.

			“But it is true,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “that your voy­age was an ex­pe­di­tion, and that steel and fire threat­ened you?”

			“Say no more about that, vi­comte,” said Athos, mild­ly. “I set out hasti­ly, it is true: but the ser­vice of King Charles II re­quired a prompt de­par­ture. As to your anx­i­ety, I thank you for it, and I know that I can de­pend on you. You have not want­ed for any­thing, vi­comte, in my ab­sence, have you?”

			“No, Mon­sieur, thank you.”

			“I left or­ders with Blaisois to pay you a hun­dred pis­toles, if you should stand in need of mon­ey.”

			“Mon­sieur, I have not seen Blaisois.”

			“You have been with­out mon­ey, then?”

			“Mon­sieur, I had thir­ty pis­toles left from the sale of the hors­es I took in my last cam­paign, and M. le Prince had the kind­ness to al­low me to win two hun­dred pis­toles at his play-ta­ble three months ago.”

			“Do you play? I don’t like that, Raoul.”

			“I nev­er play, Mon­sieur; it was M. le Prince who or­dered me to hold his cards at Chan­til­ly—one night when a couri­er came to him from the king. I won, and M. le Prince com­mand­ed me to take the stakes.”

			“Is that a prac­tice in the house­hold, Raoul?” asked Athos with a frown.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; ev­ery week M. le Prince af­fords, up­on one oc­ca­sion or an­oth­er, a sim­i­lar ad­van­tage to one of his gen­tle­men. There are fifty gen­tle­men in His High­ness’s house­hold; it was my turn.”

			“Very well! You went in­to Spain, then?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, I made a very de­light­ful and in­ter­est­ing jour­ney.”

			“You have been back a month, have you not?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“And in the course of that month?”

			“In that month—”

			“What have you done?”

			“My du­ty, Mon­sieur.”

			“Have you not been home, to La Fère?”

			Raoul col­ored. Athos looked at him with a fixed but tran­quil ex­pres­sion.

			“You would be wrong not to be­lieve me,” said Raoul. “I feel that I col­ored, and in spite of my­self. The ques­tion you did me the hon­or to ask me is of a na­ture to raise in me much emo­tion. I col­or, then, be­cause I am ag­i­tat­ed, not be­cause I med­i­tate a false­hood.”

			“I know, Raoul, you nev­er lie.”

			“No, Mon­sieur.”

			“Be­sides, my young friend, you would be wrong; what I want­ed to say—”

			“I know quite well, Mon­sieur. You would ask me if I have not been to Blois?”

			“Ex­act­ly so.”

			“I have not been there; I have not even seen the per­son to whom you al­lude.”

			Raoul’s voice trem­bled as he pro­nounced these words. Athos, a sov­er­eign judge in all mat­ters of del­i­ca­cy, im­me­di­ate­ly added, “Raoul, you an­swer me with a painful feel­ing; you are un­hap­py.”

			“Very, Mon­sieur; you have for­bid­den me to go to Blois, or to see Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière again.” Here the young man stopped. That dear name, so de­light­ful to pro­nounce, made his heart bleed, al­though so sweet up­on his lips.

			“And I have act­ed right­ly, Raoul.” Athos has­tened to re­ply. “I am nei­ther an un­just nor a bar­barous fa­ther; I re­spect true love; but I look for­ward for you to a fu­ture—an im­mense fu­ture. A new reign is about to break up­on us like a fresh dawn. War calls up­on a young king full of chival­ric spir­it. What is want­ing to as­sist this hero­ic ar­dor is a bat­tal­ion of young and free lieu­tenants who would rush to the fight with en­thu­si­asm, and fall, cry­ing: ‘Vive le Roi!’ in­stead of ‘Adieu, my dear wife.’ You un­der­stand that, Raoul. How­ev­er bru­tal my rea­son­ing may ap­pear, I con­jure you, then, to be­lieve me, and to turn away your thoughts from those ear­ly days of youth in which you took up this habit of love—days of ef­fem­i­nate care­less­ness, which soft­en the heart and ren­der it in­ca­pable of con­sum­ing those strong bit­ter draughts called glo­ry and ad­ver­si­ty. There­fore, Raoul, I re­peat to you, you should see in my coun­sel on­ly the de­sire of be­ing use­ful to you, on­ly the am­bi­tion of see­ing you pros­per. I be­lieve you ca­pa­ble of be­com­ing a re­mark­able man. March alone, and you will march bet­ter, and more quick­ly.”

			“You have com­mand­ed, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, “and I obey.”

			“Com­mand­ed!” cried Athos. “Is it thus you re­ply to me? I have com­mand­ed you! Oh! you dis­tort my words as you mis­con­ceive my in­ten­tions. I do not com­mand you; I re­quest you.”

			“No, Mon­sieur, you have com­mand­ed,” said Raoul, per­sis­tent­ly; “had you re­quest­ed me, your re­quest is even more ef­fec­tive than your or­der. I have not seen Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière again.”

			“But you are un­hap­py! you are un­hap­py!” in­sist­ed Athos.

			Raoul made no re­ply.

			“I find you pale; I find you dull. The sen­ti­ment is strong, then?”

			“It is a pas­sion,” replied Raoul.

			“No—a habit.”

			“Mon­sieur, you know I have trav­eled much, that I have passed two years far away from her. A habit would yield to an ab­sence of two years, I be­lieve; where­as, on my re­turn, I loved not more, that was im­pos­si­ble, but as much. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is for me the one la­dy above all oth­ers; but you are for me a god up­on earth—to you I sac­ri­fice ev­ery­thing.”

			“You are wrong,” said Athos; “I have no longer any right over you. Age has eman­ci­pat­ed you; you no longer even stand in need of my con­sent. Be­sides, I will not refuse my con­sent af­ter what you have told me. Mar­ry Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, if you like.”

			Raoul was star­tled, but sud­den­ly: “You are very kind, Mon­sieur,” said he; “and your con­ces­sion ex­cites my warm­est grat­i­tude, but I will not ac­cept it.”

			“Then you now refuse?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“I will not op­pose you in any­thing, Raoul.”

			“But you have at the bot­tom of your heart an idea against this mar­riage: it is not your choice.”

			“That is true.”

			“That is suf­fi­cient to make me re­sist: I will wait.”

			“Be­ware, Raoul! What you are now say­ing is se­ri­ous.”

			“I know it is, Mon­sieur; as I said, I will wait.”

			“Un­til I die?” said Athos, much ag­i­tat­ed.

			“Oh! Mon­sieur,” cried Raoul, with tears in his eyes, “is it pos­si­ble that you should wound my heart thus? I have nev­er giv­en you cause of com­plaint!”

			“Dear boy, that is true,” mur­mured Athos, press­ing his lips vi­o­lent­ly to­geth­er to con­ceal the emo­tion of which he was no longer mas­ter. “No, I will no longer af­flict you; on­ly I do not com­pre­hend what you mean by wait­ing. Will you wait till you love no longer?”

			“Ah! for that!—no, Mon­sieur. I will wait till you change your opin­ion.”

			“I should wish to put the mat­ter to a test, Raoul; I should like to see if Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière will wait as you do.”

			“I hope so, Mon­sieur.”

			“But, take care, Raoul! sup­pose she did not wait? Ah, you are young, so con­fid­ing, so loy­al! Wom­en are change­able.”

			“You have nev­er spo­ken ill to me of wom­en, Mon­sieur; you have nev­er had to com­plain of them; why should you doubt of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“That is true,” said Athos, cast­ing down his eyes; “I have nev­er spo­ken ill to you of wom­en; I have nev­er had to com­plain of them; Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière nev­er gave birth to a sus­pi­cion; but when we are look­ing for­ward, we must go even to ex­cep­tions, even to im­prob­a­bil­i­ties! If, I say, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière should not wait for you?”

			“How, Mon­sieur?”

			“If she turned her eyes an­oth­er way.”

			“If she looked fa­vor­ably up­on an­oth­er, do you mean, Mon­sieur?” said Raoul, pale with agony.

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, I would kill him,” said Raoul, sim­ply, “and all the men whom Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière should choose, un­til one of them had killed me, or Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had re­stored me her heart.”

			Athos start­ed. “I thought,” re­sumed he, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice, “that you called my just now your god, your law in this world.”

			“Oh!” said Raoul, trem­bling, “you would for­bid me the du­el?”

			“Sup­pose I did for­bid it, Raoul?”

			“You would not for­bid me to hope, Mon­sieur; con­se­quent­ly you would not for­bid me to die.”

			Athos raised his eyes to­ward the vi­comte. He had pro­nounced these words with the most melan­choly in­flec­tion, ac­com­pa­nied by the most melan­choly look. “Enough,” said Athos, af­ter a long si­lence, “enough of this sub­ject, up­on which we both go too far. Live as well as you are able, Raoul, per­form your du­ties, love Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; in a word, act like a man, since you have at­tained the age of a man; on­ly do not for­get that I love you ten­der­ly, and that you pro­fess to love me.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur le Comte!” cried Raoul, press­ing the hand of Athos to his heart.

			“Enough, dear boy, leave me; I want rest. Apro­pos, M. d’Artag­nan has re­turned from Eng­land with me; you owe him a vis­it.”

			“I will pay it, Mon­sieur, with great plea­sure. I love Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan ex­ceed­ing­ly.”

			“You are right in do­ing so; he is a wor­thy man and a brave cav­a­lier.”

			“Who loves you dear­ly.”

			“I am sure of that. Do you know his ad­dress?”

			“At the Lou­vre, I sup­pose, or wher­ev­er the king is. Does he not com­mand the Mus­ke­teers?”

			“No; at present M. d’Artag­nan is ab­sent on leave; he is rest­ing for awhile. Do not, there­fore, seek him at the posts of his ser­vice. You will hear of him at the house of a cer­tain Planchet.”

			“His for­mer lack­ey?”

			“Ex­act­ly; turned gro­cer.”

			“I know; Rue des Lom­bards?”

			“Some­where there­abouts, or Rue des Ar­cis.”

			“I will find it, Mon­sieur—I will find it.”

			“You will say a thou­sand kind things to him, on my part, and ask him to come and dine with me be­fore I set out for La Fère.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Good-might, Raoul!”

			“Mon­sieur, I see you wear an or­der I nev­er saw you wear be­fore; ac­cept my com­pli­ments.”

			“The Fleece!—that is true. A bauble, my boy, which no longer amus­es an old child like my­self. Good night, Raoul!”
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				D’Artag­nan’s Les­son

			
			Raoul did not meet with d’Artag­nan the next day, as he had hoped. He on­ly met with Planchet, whose joy was great at see­ing the young man again, and who con­trived to pay him two or three lit­tle sol­dier­ly com­pli­ments, sa­vor­ing very lit­tle of the gro­cer’s shop. But as Raoul was re­turn­ing the next day from Vin­cennes at the head of fifty dra­goons con­fid­ed to him by Mon­sieur le Prince, he per­ceived, in La Place Bau­doy­er, a man with his nose in the air, ex­am­in­ing a house as we ex­am­ine a horse we have a fan­cy to buy. This man, dressed in cit­i­zen cos­tume but­toned up like a mil­i­tary pour­point, a very small hat on his head, but a long sha­green-mount­ed sword by his side, turned his head as soon as he heard the steps of the hors­es, and left off look­ing at the house to look at the dra­goons. It was sim­ply M. d’Artag­nan; d’Artag­nan on foot; d’Artag­nan with his hands be­hind him, pass­ing a lit­tle re­view up­on the dra­goons, af­ter hav­ing re­viewed the build­ings. Not a man, not a tag, not a horse’s hoof es­caped his in­spec­tion. Raoul rode at the side of his troop; d’Artag­nan per­ceived him the last. “Eh!” said he, “Eh! mor­dioux!”

			“I was not mis­tak­en!” cried Raoul, turn­ing his horse to­wards him.

			“Mis­tak­en—no! Good day to you,” replied the ex-mus­ke­teer; whilst Raoul ea­ger­ly pressed the hand of his old friend. “Take care, Raoul,” said d’Artag­nan, “the sec­ond horse of the fifth rank will lose a shoe be­fore he gets to the Pont Marie; he has on­ly two nails left in his off fore­foot.”

			“Wait a minute, I will come back,” said Raoul.

			“Can you quit your de­tach­ment?”

			“The cor­net is there to take my place.”

			“Then you will come and dine with me?”

			“Most will­ing­ly, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Be quick, then; leave your horse, or make them give me one.”

			“I pre­fer com­ing back on foot with you.”

			Raoul has­tened to give no­tice to the cor­net, who took his post; he then dis­mount­ed, gave his horse to one of the dra­goons, and with great de­light seized the arm of M. d’Artag­nan, who had watched him dur­ing all these lit­tle evo­lu­tions with the sat­is­fac­tion of a con­nois­seur.

			“What, do you come from Vin­cennes?” said he.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“And the car­di­nal?”

			“Is very ill; it is even re­port­ed he is dead.”

			“Are you on good terms with M. Fou­quet?” asked d’Artag­nan, with a dis­dain­ful move­ment of the shoul­ders, prov­ing that the death of Mazarin did not af­fect him be­yond mea­sure.

			“With M. Fou­quet?” said Raoul; “I do not know him.”

			“So much the worse! so much the worse! for a new king al­ways seeks to get good men in his em­ploy­ment.”

			“Oh! the king means no harm,” replied the young man.

			“I say noth­ing about the crown,” cried d’Artag­nan; “I am speak­ing of the king—the king, that is M. Fou­quet, if the car­di­nal is dead. You must con­trive to stand well with M. Fou­quet, if you do not wish to mold­er away all your life as I have moldered. It is true you have, for­tu­nate­ly, oth­er pro­tec­tors.”

			“M. le Prince, for in­stance.”

			“Worn out! worn out!”

			“M. le Comte de la Fère?”

			“Athos! Oh! that’s dif­fer­ent; yes, Athos—and if you have any wish to make your way in Eng­land, you can­not ap­ply to a bet­ter per­son; I can even say, with­out too much van­i­ty, that I my­self have some cred­it at the court of Charles II. There is a king—God speed him!”

			“Ah!” cried Raoul, with the nat­u­ral cu­rios­i­ty of well­born young peo­ple, while lis­ten­ing to ex­pe­ri­ence and courage.

			“Yes, a king who amus­es him­self, it is true, but who has had a sword in his hand, and can ap­pre­ci­ate use­ful men. Athos is on good terms with Charles II. Take ser­vice there, and leave these scoundrels of con­trac­tors and farm­ers-gen­er­al, who steal as well with French hands as oth­ers have done with Ital­ian hands; leave the lit­tle sniv­el­ling king, who is go­ing to give us an­oth­er reign of Fran­cis II. Do you know any­thing of his­to­ry, Raoul?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“Do you know, then, that Fran­cis II had al­ways the ear­ache?”

			“No, I did not know that.”

			“That Charles IV had al­ways the headache?”

			“In­deed!”

			“And Hen­ry III had al­ways the stom­achache?”

			Raoul be­gan to laugh.

			“Well, my dear friend, Louis XIV al­ways has the heartache; it is de­plorable to see a king sigh­ing from morn­ing till night with­out say­ing once in the course of the day, ven­tre-saint-gris! cor­boef! or any­thing to rouse one.”

			“Was that the rea­son why you quit­ted the ser­vice, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier?”

			“Yes.”

			“But you your­self, M. d’Artag­nan, are throw­ing the han­dle af­ter the axe; you will not make a for­tune.”

			“Who? I?” replied d’Artag­nan, in a care­less tone; “I am set­tled—I had some fam­i­ly prop­er­ty.”

			Raoul looked at him. The pover­ty of d’Artag­nan was prover­bial. A Gas­con, he ex­ceed­ed in ill-luck all the gas­con­nades of France and Navarre; Raoul had a hun­dred times heard Job and d’Artag­nan named to­geth­er, as the twins Ro­mu­lus and Re­mus. D’Artag­nan caught Raoul’s look of as­ton­ish­ment.

			“And has not your fa­ther told you I have been in Eng­land?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“And that I there met with a very lucky chance?”

			“No, Mon­sieur, I did not know that.”

			“Yes, a very wor­thy friend of mine, a great no­ble­man, the viceroy of Scot­land and Ire­land, has en­dowed me with an in­her­i­tance.”

			“An in­her­i­tance?”

			“And a good one, too.”

			“Then you are rich?”

			“Bah!”

			“Re­ceive my sin­cere con­grat­u­la­tion.”

			“Thank you! Look, that is my house.”

			“Place de Grève?”

			“Yes; don’t you like this quar­ter?”

			“On the con­trary, the look­out over the wa­ter is pleas­ant. Oh! what a pret­ty old house!”

			“The sign Notre Dame; it is an old cabaret, which I have trans­formed in­to a pri­vate house in two days.”

			“But the cabaret is still open?”

			“Par­dieu!”

			“And where do you lodge, then?”

			“I? I lodge with Planchet.”

			“You said, just now, ‘This is my house.’ ”

			“I said so, be­cause, in fact, it is my house. I have bought it.”

			“Ah!” said Raoul.

			“At ten years’ pur­chase, my dear Raoul; a su­perb af­fair; I bought the house for thir­ty thou­sand livres; it has a gar­den which opens to the Rue de la Mor­tillerie; the cabaret lets for a thou­sand livres, with the first sto­ry; the gar­ret, or sec­ond floor, for five hun­dred livres.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Yes, in­deed.”

			“Five hun­dred livres for a gar­ret? Why, it is not hab­it­able.”

			“There­fore no one in­hab­its it; on­ly, you see, this gar­ret has two win­dows which look out up­on the Place.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, then, ev­ery time any­body is bro­ken on the wheel or hung, quar­tered, or burnt, these two win­dows let for twen­ty pis­toles.”

			“Oh!” said Raoul, with hor­ror.

			“It is dis­gust­ing, is it not?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Oh!” re­peat­ed Raoul.

			“It is dis­gust­ing, but so it is. These Parisian cock­neys are some­times re­al an­thro­popha­gi. I can­not con­ceive how men, Chris­tians, can make such spec­u­la­tion.

			“That is true.”

			“As for my­self,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “if I in­hab­it­ed that house, on days of ex­e­cu­tion I would shut it up to the very key­holes; but I do not in­hab­it it.”

			“And you let the gar­ret for five hun­dred livres?”

			“To the fe­ro­cious cabareti­er, who sub­lets it. I said, then, fif­teen hun­dred livres.”

			“The nat­u­ral in­ter­est of mon­ey,” said Raoul—“five per­cent.”

			“Ex­act­ly so. I then have left the side of the house at the back, store­rooms, and cel­lars, in­un­dat­ed ev­ery win­ter, two hun­dred livres; and the gar­den, which is very fine, well plant­ed, well shad­ed un­der the walls and the por­tal of Saint-Ger­vais-Saint-Pro­tais, thir­teen hun­dred livres.”

			“Thir­teen hun­dred livres! why, that is roy­al!”

			“This is the whole his­to­ry. I strong­ly sus­pect some canon of the parish (these canons are all rich as Croe­sus)—I sus­pect some canon of hav­ing hired the gar­den to take his plea­sure in. The ten­ant has giv­en the name of M. Go­dard. That is ei­ther a false name or a re­al name; if true, he is a canon; if false, he is some un­known; but of what con­se­quence is it to me? he al­ways pays in ad­vance. I had al­so an idea just now, when I met you, of buy­ing a house in the Place Bau­doy­er, the back premis­es of which join my gar­den, and would make a mag­nif­i­cent prop­er­ty. Your dra­goons in­ter­rupt­ed my cal­cu­la­tions. But come, let us take the Rue de la Van­ner­ie, that will lead us straight to M. Planchet’s.” D’Artag­nan mend­ed his pace, and con­duct­ed Raoul to Planchet’s dwelling, a cham­ber of which the gro­cer had giv­en up to his old mas­ter. Planchet was out, but the din­ner was ready. There was a re­mains of mil­i­tary reg­u­lar­i­ty and punc­tu­al­i­ty pre­served in the gro­cer’s house­hold. D’Artag­nan re­turned to the sub­ject of Raoul’s fu­ture.

			“Your fa­ther brings you up rather strict­ly?” said he.

			“Just­ly, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“Oh, yes, I know Athos is just; but close, per­haps?”

			“A roy­al hand, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Well, nev­er want, my boy! If ev­er you stand in need of a few pis­toles, the old mus­ke­teer is at hand.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!”

			“Do you play a lit­tle?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Suc­cess­ful with the ladies, then?—Oh! my lit­tle Aramis! That, my dear friend, costs even more than play. It is true we fight when we lose; that is a com­pen­sa­tion. Bah! that lit­tle sniv­eller, the king, makes win­ners give him his re­venge. What a reign! my poor Raoul, what a reign! When we think that, in my time, the mus­ke­teers were be­sieged in their hous­es like Hec­tor and Pri­am in the city of Troy; and the wom­en wept, and then the walls laughed, and then five hun­dred beg­gar­ly fel­lows clapped their hands and cried, ‘Kill! kill!’ when not one mus­ke­teer was hurt. Mor­dioux! you will nev­er see any­thing like that.”

			“You are very hard up­on the king, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan and yet you scarce­ly know him.”

			“I! Lis­ten, Raoul. Day by day, hour by hour—take note of my words—I will pre­dict what he will do. The car­di­nal be­ing dead, he will fret; very well, that is the least sil­ly thing he will do, par­tic­u­lar­ly if he does not shed a tear.”

			“And then?”

			“Why, then he will get M. Fou­quet to al­low him a pen­sion, and will go and com­pose vers­es at Fontainebleau, up­on some Manci­ni or oth­er, whose eyes the queen will scratch out. She is a Spaniard, you see—this queen of ours; and she has, for moth­er-in-law, Madame Anne of Aus­tria. I know some­thing of the Spaniards of the house of Aus­tria.”

			“And next?”

			“Well, af­ter hav­ing torn the sil­ver lace from the uni­forms of his Swiss, be­cause lace is too ex­pen­sive, he will dis­mount the mus­ke­teers, be­cause oats and hay of a horse cost five sols a day.”

			“Oh! do not say that.”

			“Of what con­se­quence is it to me; I am no longer a mus­ke­teer, am I? Let them be on horse­back, let them be on foot, let them car­ry a lard­ing-pin, a spit, a sword, or noth­ing—what is it to me?”

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, I be­seech you speak no more ill of the king. I am al­most in his ser­vice, and my fa­ther would be very an­gry with me for hav­ing heard, even from your mouth, words in­ju­ri­ous to His Majesty.”

			“Your fa­ther, eh! He is a knight in ev­ery bad cause. Par­dieu! yes, your fa­ther is a brave man, a Cae­sar, it is true—but a man with­out per­cep­tion.”

			“Now, my dear cheva­lier,” ex­claimed Raoul, laugh­ing, “are you go­ing to speak ill of my fa­ther, of him you call the great Athos? Tru­ly you are in a bad vein to­day; rich­es ren­der you as sour as pover­ty ren­ders oth­er peo­ple.”

			“Par­dieu! you are right. I am a ras­cal and in my dotage; I am an un­hap­py wretch grown old; a tent-cord un­twist­ed, a pierced cuirass, a boot with­out a sole, a spur with­out a row­el;—but do me the plea­sure to add one thing.”

			“What is that, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“Sim­ply say: ‘Mazarin was a piti­ful wretch.’ ”

			“Per­haps he is dead.”

			“More the rea­son—I say was; if I did not hope that he was dead, I would en­treat you to say: ‘Mazarin is a piti­ful wretch.’ Come, say so, say so, for love of me.”

			“Well, I will.”

			“Say it!”

			“Mazarin was a piti­ful wretch,” said Raoul, smil­ing at the mus­ke­teer, who roared with laugh­ter, as in his best days.

			“A mo­ment,” said the lat­ter; “you have spo­ken my first propo­si­tion, here is the con­clu­sion of it—re­peat, Raoul, re­peat: ‘But I re­gret Mazarin.’ ”

			“Cheva­lier!”

			“You will not say it? Well, then, I will say it twice for you.”

			“But you would re­gret Mazarin?”

			And they were still laugh­ing and dis­cussing this pro­fes­sion of prin­ci­ples, when one of the shop-boys en­tered. “A let­ter, Mon­sieur,” said he, “for M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“Thank you; give it me,” cried the mus­ke­teer.

			“The hand­writ­ing of Mon­sieur le Comte,” said Raoul.

			“Yes, yes.” And d’Artag­nan broke the seal.

			“Dear friend,” said Athos, “a per­son has just been here to beg me to seek for you, on the part of the king.”

			“Seek me!” said d’Artag­nan, let­ting the pa­per fall up­on the ta­ble. Raoul picked it up, and con­tin­ued to read aloud:—

			“Make haste. His Majesty is very anx­ious to speak to you, and ex­pects you at the Lou­vre.”

			“Ex­pects me?” again re­peat­ed the mus­ke­teer.

			“Hé, hé, hé!” laughed Raoul.

			“Oh, oh!” replied d’Artag­nan. “What the dev­il can this mean?”
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			The first mo­ment of sur­prise over, d’Artag­nan repe­rused Athos’s note. “It is strange,” said he, “that the king should send for me.”

			“Why so?” said Raoul; “do you not think, Mon­sieur, that the king must re­gret such a ser­vant as you?”

			“Oh, oh!” cried the of­fi­cer, laugh­ing with all his might; “you are pok­ing fun at me, Mas­ter Raoul. If the king had re­gret­ted me, he would not have let me leave him. No, no; I see in it some­thing bet­ter, or worse, if you like.”

			“Worse! What can that be, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier?”

			“You are young, you are a boy, you are ad­mirable. Oh, how I should like to be as you are! To be but twen­ty-four, with an un­for­tu­nate brow, un­der which the brain is void of ev­ery­thing but wom­en, love, and good in­ten­tions. Oh, Raoul, as long as you have not re­ceived the smiles of kings, the con­fi­dence of queens; as long as you have not had two car­di­nals killed un­der you, the one a tiger, the oth­er a fox; as long as you have not—But what is the good of all this tri­fling? We must part, Raoul.”

			“How you say the word! What a se­ri­ous face!”

			“Eh! but the oc­ca­sion is wor­thy of it. Lis­ten to me. I have a very good rec­om­men­da­tion to ten­der you.”

			“I am all at­ten­tion, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“You will go and in­form your fa­ther of my de­par­ture.”

			“Your de­par­ture?”

			“Par­dieu! You will tell him I am gone in­to Eng­land; and that I am liv­ing in my lit­tle coun­try-house.”

			“In Eng­land, you!—And the king’s or­ders?”

			“You get more and more sil­ly: do you imag­ine that I am go­ing to the Lou­vre, to place my­self at the dis­pos­al of that lit­tle crowned wolf-cub?”

			“The king a wolf-cub? Why, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier, you are mad!”

			“On the con­trary, I nev­er was so sane. You do not know what he wants to do with me, this wor­thy son of Louis le Juste!—But, mor­dioux! that is pol­i­cy. He wish­es to en­sconce me snug­ly in the Bastille—pure­ly and sim­ply, look you!”

			“What for?” cried Raoul, ter­ri­fied at what he heard.

			“On ac­count of what I told him one day at Blois. I was warm; he re­mem­bers it.”

			“You told him what?”

			“That he was mean, cow­ard­ly, and sil­ly.”

			“Good God!” cried Raoul, “is it pos­si­ble that such words should have is­sued from your mouth?”

			“Per­haps I don’t give the let­ter of my speech, but I give the sense of it.”

			“But did not the king have you ar­rest­ed im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“By whom? It was I who com­mand­ed the mus­ke­teers; he must have com­mand­ed me to con­vey my­self to prison; I would nev­er have con­sent­ed: I would have re­sist­ed my­self. And then I went in­to Eng­land—no more d’Artag­nan. Now, the car­di­nal is dead, or near­ly so, they learn that I am in Paris, and they lay their hands on me.”

			“The car­di­nal was your pro­tec­tor?”

			“The car­di­nal knew me; he knew cer­tain par­tic­u­lar­i­ties of me; I al­so knew some of his; we ap­pre­ci­at­ed each oth­er mu­tu­al­ly. And then, on ren­der­ing his soul to the dev­il, he would rec­om­mend Anne of Aus­tria to make me the in­hab­i­tant of a safe place. Go, then, and find your fa­ther, re­late the fact to him—and adieu!”

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Raoul, very much ag­i­tat­ed, af­ter hav­ing looked out the win­dow, “you can­not even fly!”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause there is be­low an of­fi­cer of the Swiss guards wait­ing for you.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, he will ar­rest you.”

			D’Artag­nan broke in­to a Home­r­ic laugh.

			“Oh! I know very well that you will re­sist, that you will fight, even; I know very well that you will prove the con­queror; but that amounts to re­bel­lion, and you are an of­fi­cer your­self, know­ing what dis­ci­pline is.”

			“Dev­il of a boy, how log­i­cal that is!” grum­bled d’Artag­nan.

			“You ap­prove of it, do you not?”

			“Yes, in­stead of pass­ing in­to the street, where that id­iot is wait­ing for me, I will slip qui­et­ly out at the back. I have a horse in the sta­ble, and a good one. I will ride him to death; my means per­mit me to do so, and by killing one horse af­ter an­oth­er, I shall ar­rive at Boulogne in eleven hours; I know the road. On­ly tell your fa­ther one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“That is—that the thing he knows about is placed at Planchet’s house, ex­cept a fifth, and that—”

			“But, my dear d’Artag­nan, rest as­sured that if you fly, two things will be said of you.”

			“What are they, my dear friend?”

			“The first, that you have been afraid.”

			“Ah! and who will dare to say that?”

			“The king first.”

			“Well! but he will tell the truth—I am afraid.”

			“The sec­ond, that you knew your­self guilty.”

			“Guilty of what?”

			“Why, of the crimes they wish to im­pute to you.”

			“That is true again. So, then, you ad­vise me to go and get my­self made a pris­on­er in the Bastille?”

			“M. le Comte de la Fère would ad­vise you just as I do.”

			“Par­dieu! I know he would,” said d’Artag­nan thought­ful­ly. “You are right, I shall not es­cape. But if they cast me in­to the Bastille?”

			“We will get you out again,” said Raoul, with a qui­et, calm air.

			“Mor­dioux! You said that af­ter a brave fash­ion, Raoul,” said d’Artag­nan, seiz­ing his hand; “that sa­vors of Athos, dis­tinct­ly. Well, I will go, then. Do not for­get my last word.”

			“Ex­cept a fifth,” said Raoul.

			“Yes, you are a fine boy! and I wish you to add one thing to that last word.”

			“Speak, cheva­lier!”

			“It is that if you can­not get me out of the Bastille, and I re­main there—Oh! that will be so, and I shall be a de­testable pris­on­er; I, who have been a pass­able man—in that case, I give three-fifths to you, and the fourth to your fa­ther.”

			“Cheva­lier!”

			“Mor­dioux! If you will have some mass­es said for me, you are wel­come.”

			That be­ing said, d’Artag­nan took his belt from the hook, gird­ed on his sword, took a hat the feath­er of which was fresh, and held his hand out to Raoul, who threw him­self in­to his arms. When in the shop, he cast a quick glance at the shop-lads, who looked up­on the scene with a pride min­gled with some in­qui­etude; then plung­ing his hands in­to a chest of cur­rants, he went straight to the of­fi­cer who was wait­ing for him at the door.

			“Those fea­tures! Can it be you, Mon­sieur de Friedisch?” cried d’Artag­nan, gay­ly. “Eh! eh! what, do we ar­rest our friends?”

			“Ar­rest!” whis­pered the lads among them­selves.

			“Yes, it is I, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! Good day to you!” said the Swiss, in his moun­tain pa­tois.

			“Must I give you up my sword? I warn you that it is long and heavy; you had bet­ter let me wear if to the Lou­vre: I feel quite lost in the streets with­out a sword, and you would be more at a loss that I should, with two.”

			“The king has giv­en me no or­ders about it,” replied the Swiss, “so keep your sword.”

			“Well, that is very po­lite on the part of the king. Let us go, at once.”

			Mon­sieur Friedisch was not a talk­er, and d’Artag­nan had too many things to think about to say much. From Planchet’s shop to the Lou­vre was not far—they ar­rived in ten min­utes. It was a dark night. M. de Friedisch want­ed to en­ter by the wick­et. “No,” said d’Artag­nan, “you would lose time by that; take the lit­tle stair­case.”

			The Swiss did as d’Artag­nan ad­vised, and con­duct­ed him to the vestibule of the king’s cab­i­net. When ar­rived there, he bowed to his pris­on­er, and, with­out say­ing any­thing, re­turned to his post. D’Artag­nan had not had time to ask why his sword was not tak­en from him, when the door of the cab­i­net opened, and a valet de cham­bre called, “M. d’Artag­nan!” The mus­ke­teer as­sumed his pa­rade car­riage, and en­tered, with his large eyes wide open, his brow calm, his mous­tache stiff. The king was seat­ed at a ta­ble writ­ing. He did not dis­turb him­self when the step of the mus­ke­teer re­sound­ed on the floor; he did not even turn his head. D’Artag­nan ad­vanced as far as the mid­dle of the room, and see­ing that the king paid no at­ten­tion to him, and sus­pect­ing, be­sides, that this was noth­ing but af­fec­ta­tion, a sort of tor­ment­ing pre­am­ble to the ex­pla­na­tion that was pre­par­ing, he turned his back on the prince, and be­gan to ex­am­ine the fres­coes on the cor­nices, and the cracks in the ceil­ing. This ma­neu­ver was ac­com­pa­nied by a lit­tle tac­it mono­logue. “Ah! you want to hum­ble me, do you?—you, whom I have seen so young—you, whom I have saved as I would my own child—you, whom I have served as I would a God—that is to say, for noth­ing. Wait awhile! wait awhile! you shall see what a man can do who has suf­fered the air of the fire of the Huguenots, un­der the beard of Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal—the true car­di­nal.” At this mo­ment Louis turned round.

			“Ah! are you there, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” said he.

			D’Artag­nan saw the move­ment and im­i­tat­ed it. “Yes, sire,” said he.

			“Very well; have the good­ness to wait till I have cast this up.”

			D’Artag­nan made no re­ply; he on­ly bowed. That is po­lite enough, thought he; I have noth­ing to say.

			Louis made a vi­o­lent dash with his pen, and threw it an­gri­ly away.

			Ah! go on, work your­self up! thought the mus­ke­teer; you will put me at my ease. You shall find I did not emp­ty the bag, the oth­er day, at Blois.

			Louis rose from his seat, passed his hand over his brow, then, stop­ping op­po­site to d’Artag­nan, he looked at him with an air at once im­pe­ri­ous and kind, What the dev­il does he want with me? I wish he would be­gin! thought the mus­ke­teer.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “you know, with­out doubt, that Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal is dead?”

			“I sus­pect­ed so, sire.”

			“You know that, con­se­quent­ly, I am mas­ter in my own king­dom?”

			“That is not a thing that dates from the death of Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, sire; a man is al­ways mas­ter in his own house, when he wish­es to be so.”

			“Yes; but do you not re­mem­ber all you said to me at Blois?”

			Now we come to it, thought d’Artag­nan; I was not de­ceived. Well, so much the bet­ter, it is a sign that my scent is tol­er­a­bly keen yet.

			“You do not an­swer me,” said Louis.

			“Sire, I think I rec­ol­lect.”

			“You on­ly think?”

			“It is so long ago.”

			“If you do not re­mem­ber, I do. You said to me—lis­ten with at­ten­tion.”

			“Ah! I shall lis­ten with all my ears, sire; for it is very like­ly the con­ver­sa­tion will turn in a fash­ion very in­ter­est­ing to me.”

			Louis once more looked at the mus­ke­teer. The lat­ter smoothed the feath­er of his hat, then his mus­tache, and wait­ed brave­ly. Louis XIV con­tin­ued: “You quit­ted my ser­vice, Mon­sieur, af­ter hav­ing told me the whole truth?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“That is, af­ter hav­ing de­clared to me all you thought to be true, with re­gard to my mode of think­ing and act­ing. That is al­ways a mer­it. You be­gan by telling me that you had served my fam­i­ly thir­ty years, and were fa­tigued.”

			“I said so; yes, sire.”

			“And you af­ter­wards ad­mit­ted that that fa­tigue was a pre­text, and that dis­con­tent was the re­al cause.”

			“I was dis­con­tent­ed, in fact; but that dis­con­tent has nev­er be­trayed it­self, that I know of, and if, like a man of heart, I have spo­ken out be­fore Your Majesty, I have not even thought of the mat­ter be­fore any­body else.”

			“Do not ex­cuse your­self, d’Artag­nan, but con­tin­ue to lis­ten to me. When mak­ing me the re­proach that you were dis­con­tent­ed, you re­ceived in re­ply a prom­ise:—‘Wait.’—Is that not true?”

			“Yes, sire, as true as what I told you.”

			“You an­swered me, ‘Here­after! No, now, im­me­di­ate­ly.’ Do not ex­cuse your­self, I tell you. It was nat­u­ral, but you had no char­i­ty for your poor prince, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Sire!—char­i­ty for a king, on the part of a poor sol­dier!”

			“You un­der­stand me very well; you knew that I stood in need of it; you knew very well that I was not mas­ter; you knew very well that my hope was in the fu­ture. Now, you an­swered me when I spoke of the fu­ture, ‘My dis­charge—and that di­rect­ly.’ ”

			“That is true,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, bit­ing his mus­tache.

			“You did not flat­ter me when I was in dis­tress,” added Louis.

			“But,” said d’Artag­nan, rais­ing his head nobly, “if I did not flat­ter Your Majesty when poor, nei­ther did I be­tray you. I have shed my blood for noth­ing; I have watched like a dog at a door, know­ing full well that nei­ther bread nor bone would be thrown to me. I, al­though poor like­wise, asked noth­ing of Your Majesty but the dis­charge you speak of.”

			“I know you are a brave man, but I was a young man, and you ought to have had some in­dul­gence for me. What had you to re­proach the king with?—that he left King Charles II with­out as­sis­tance?—let us say fur­ther—that he did not mar­ry Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni?” When say­ing these words, the king fixed up­on the mus­ke­teer a search­ing look.

			Ah! ah! thought the lat­ter, he is do­ing far more than re­mem­ber­ing, he di­vines. The dev­il!

			“Your sen­tence,” con­tin­ued Louis, “fell up­on the king and fell up­on the man. But, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that weak­ness, for you con­sid­ered it a weak­ness?”—d’Artag­nan made no re­ply—“you re­proached me al­so with re­gard to Mon­sieur, the de­funct car­di­nal. Now, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, did he not bring me up, did he not sup­port me?—el­e­vat­ing him­self and sup­port­ing him­self at the same time, I ad­mit; but the ben­e­fit was dis­charged. As an in­grate or an ego­tist, would you, then, have bet­ter loved or served me?”

			“Sire!”

			“We will say no more about it, Mon­sieur; it would on­ly cre­ate in you too many re­grets, and me too much pain.”

			D’Artag­nan was not con­vinced. The young king, in adopt­ing a tone of hau­teur with him, did not for­ward his pur­pose.

			“You have since re­flect­ed?” re­sumed Louis.

			“Up­on what, sire?” asked d’Artag­nan, po­lite­ly.

			“Why, up­on all that I have said to you, Mon­sieur.”

			“Yes, sire, no doubt—”

			“And you have on­ly wait­ed for an op­por­tu­ni­ty of re­tract­ing your words?”

			“Sire!”

			“You hes­i­tate, it seems.”

			“I do not un­der­stand what Your Majesty did me the hon­or to say to me.”

			Louis’s brow be­came cloudy.

			“Have the good­ness to ex­cuse me, sire; my un­der­stand­ing is par­tic­u­lar­ly thick; things do not pen­e­trate it with­out dif­fi­cul­ty; but it is true, once they get in, they re­main there.”

			“Yes, yes; you ap­pear to have a mem­o­ry.”

			“Al­most as good a one as Your Majesty’s.”

			“Then give me quick­ly one so­lu­tion. My time is valu­able. What have you been do­ing since your dis­charge?”

			“Mak­ing my for­tune, sire.”

			“The ex­pres­sion is crude, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Your Majesty takes it in bad part, cer­tain­ly. I en­ter­tain noth­ing but the pro­found­est re­spect for the king; and if I have been im­po­lite, which might be ex­cused by my long so­journ in camps and bar­racks, Your Majesty is too much above me to be of­fend­ed at a word that in­no­cent­ly es­capes from a sol­dier.”

			“In fact, I know you per­formed a bril­liant ac­tion in Eng­land, Mon­sieur. I on­ly re­gret that you have bro­ken your prom­ise.”

			“I!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Doubt­less. You en­gaged your word not to serve any oth­er prince on quit­ting my ser­vice. Now it was for King Charles II that you un­der­took the mar­velous car­ry­ing off of M. Mon­ck.”

			“Par­don me, sire; it was for my­self.”

			“And did you suc­ceed?”

			“Like the cap­tains of the fif­teenth cen­tu­ry, coups de main and ad­ven­tures.”

			“What do you call suc­ceed­ing?—a for­tune?”

			“A hun­dred thou­sand crowns, sire, which I now pos­sess—that is, in one week three times as much mon­ey as I ev­er had in fifty years.”

			“It is a hand­some sum. But you are am­bi­tious, I per­ceive.”

			“I, sire? The quar­ter of that would be a trea­sure; and I swear to you I have no thought of aug­ment­ing it.”

			“What! you con­tem­plate re­main­ing idle?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“You mean to drop the sword?”

			“That I have al­ready done.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Louis, firm­ly.

			“But, sire—”

			“Well?”

			“And why, sire?”

			“Be­cause it is my wish you should not!” said the young prince, in a voice so stern and im­pe­ri­ous that d’Artag­nan evinced sur­prise and even un­easi­ness.

			“Will Your Majesty al­low me one word of re­ply?” said he.

			“Speak.”

			“I formed that res­o­lu­tion when I was poor and des­ti­tute.”

			“So be it. Go on.”

			“Now, when by my en­er­gy I have ac­quired a com­fort­able means of sub­sis­tence, would Your Majesty de­spoil me of my lib­er­ty? Your Majesty would con­demn me to the low­est, when I have gained the high­est?”

			“Who gave you per­mis­sion, Mon­sieur, to fath­om my de­signs, or to reck­on with me?” replied Louis, in a voice al­most an­gry; “who told you what I shall do or what you will your­self do?”

			“Sire,” said the mus­ke­teer, qui­et­ly, “as far as I see, free­dom is not the or­der of the con­ver­sa­tion, as it was on the day we came to an ex­pla­na­tion at Blois.”

			“No, Mon­sieur; ev­ery­thing is changed.”

			“I ten­der Your Majesty my sin­cere com­pli­ments up­on that, but—”

			“But you don’t be­lieve it?”

			“I am not a great states­man, and yet I have my eye up­on af­fairs; it sel­dom fails; now, I do not see ex­act­ly as Your Majesty does, sire. The reign of Mazarin is over, but that of the fi­nanciers is be­gun. They have the mon­ey; Your Majesty will not of­ten see much of it. To live un­der the paw of these hun­gry wolves is hard for a man who reck­oned up­on in­de­pen­dence.”

			At this mo­ment some­one scratched at the door of the cab­i­net; the king raised his head proud­ly. “Your par­don, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he; “it is M. Col­bert, who comes to make me a re­port. Come in, M. Col­bert.”

			D’Artag­nan drew back. Col­bert en­tered with pa­pers in his hand, and went up to the king. There can be lit­tle doubt that the Gas­con did not lose the op­por­tu­ni­ty of ap­ply­ing his keen, quick glance to the new fig­ure which pre­sent­ed it­self.

			“Is the in­quiry made?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And the opin­ion of the in­quisi­tors?”

			“Is that the ac­cused mer­it con­fis­ca­tion and death.”

			“Ah! ah!” said the king, with­out chang­ing coun­te­nance, and cast­ing an oblique look at d’Artag­nan. “And your own opin­ion, M. Col­bert?” said he.

			Col­bert looked at d’Artag­nan in his turn. That im­pos­ing coun­te­nance checked the words up­on his lips. Louis per­ceived this. “Do not dis­turb your­self,” said he; “it is M. d’Artag­nan—do you not know M. d’Artag­nan again?”

			These two men looked at each oth­er—D’Artag­nan, with eyes open and bright as the day—Col­bert, with his half-closed, and dim. The frank in­tre­pid­i­ty of the fi­nancier an­noyed the oth­er; the cir­cum­spec­tion of the fi­nancier dis­gust­ed the sol­dier. “Ah! ah! this is the gen­tle­man who made that bril­liant stroke in Eng­land,” said Col­bert. And he bowed slight­ly to d’Artag­nan.

			“Ah! ah!” said the Gas­con, “this is the gen­tle­man who clipped off the lace from the uni­form of the Swiss! A praise­wor­thy piece of econ­o­my.”

			The fi­nancier thought to pierce the mus­ke­teer; but the mus­ke­teer ran the fi­nancier through.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” re­sumed the king, who had not re­marked all the shades of which Mazarin would have missed not one, “this con­cerns the farm­ers of the rev­enue who have robbed me, whom I am hang­ing, and whose death-war­rants I am about to sign.”

			“Oh! oh!” said d’Artag­nan, start­ing.

			“What did you say?”

			“Oh! noth­ing, sire. This is no busi­ness of mine.”

			The king had al­ready tak­en up the pen, and was ap­ply­ing it to the pa­per. “Sire,” said Col­bert in a sub­dued voice, “I beg to warn Your Majesty, that if an ex­am­ple be nec­es­sary, there will be dif­fi­cul­ty in the ex­e­cu­tion of your or­ders.”

			“What do you say?” said Louis.

			“You must not con­ceal from your­self,” con­tin­ued Col­bert qui­et­ly, “that at­tack­ing the farm­ers-gen­er­al is at­tack­ing the su­per­in­ten­dence. The two un­for­tu­nate guilty men in ques­tion are the par­tic­u­lar friends of a pow­er­ful per­son­age, and the pun­ish­ment, which oth­er­wise might be com­fort­ably con­fined to the Châtelet, will doubt­less be a sig­nal for dis­tur­bances!”

			Louis col­ored and turned to­wards d’Artag­nan, who took a slight bite at his mus­tache, not with­out a smile of pity for the fi­nancier, and for the king who had to lis­ten to him so long. But Louis seized the pen, and with a move­ment so rapid that his hand shook, he af­fixed his sig­na­ture at the bot­tom of the two pa­pers pre­sent­ed by Col­bert—then look­ing the lat­ter in the face—“Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said he, “when you speak to me on busi­ness, ex­clude more fre­quent­ly the word dif­fi­cul­ty from your rea­son­ings and opin­ions; as to the word im­pos­si­bil­i­ty, nev­er pro­nounce it.”

			Col­bert bowed, much hu­mil­i­at­ed at hav­ing to un­der­go such a les­son be­fore the mus­ke­teer; he was about to go out, but, jeal­ous to re­pair his check: “I for­got to an­nounce to Your Majesty,” said he, “that the con­fis­ca­tions amount to the sum of five mil­lions of livres.”

			That’s pret­ty well! thought d’Artag­nan.

			“Which makes in my cof­fers?” said the king.

			“Eigh­teen mil­lions of livres, sire,” replied Col­bert, bow­ing.

			“Mor­dioux!” growled d’Artag­nan, “that’s glo­ri­ous!”

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert,” added the king, “you will, if you please, go through the gallery where M. Ly­onne is wait­ing, and will tell him to bring hith­er what he has drawn up—by my or­der.”

			“Di­rect­ly, sire; if Your Majesty wants me no more this evening?”

			“No, Mon­sieur: good night!” And Col­bert went out.

			“Now, let us re­turn to our af­fair, M. d’Artag­nan,” said the king, as if noth­ing had hap­pened. “You see that, with re­spect to mon­ey, there is al­ready a no­table change.”

			“Some­thing to the tune of from ze­ro to eigh­teen mil­lions,” replied the mus­ke­teer gay­ly. “Ah! that was what Your Majesty want­ed the day King Charles II came to Blois. The two states would not have been em­broiled to­day; for I must say, that there al­so I see an­oth­er stum­bling-block.”

			“Well, in the first place,” replied Louis, “you are un­just, Mon­sieur; for, if Prov­i­dence had made me able to give my broth­er the mil­lion that day, you would not have quit­ted my ser­vice, and, con­se­quent­ly, you would not have made your for­tune, as you told me just now you have done. But, in ad­di­tion to this, I have had an­oth­er piece of good for­tune; and my dif­fer­ence with Great Britain need not alarm you.”

			A valet de cham­bre in­ter­rupt­ed the king by an­nounc­ing M. Ly­onne. “Come in, Mon­sieur,” said the king; “you are punc­tu­al; that is like a good ser­vant. Let us see your let­ter to my broth­er Charles II.”

			D’Artag­nan pricked up his ears. “A mo­ment, Mon­sieur,” said Louis care­less­ly to the Gas­con; “I must ex­pe­dite to Lon­don my con­sent to the mar­riage of my broth­er, M. le Duc d’An­jou, with the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta Stu­art.”

			“He is knock­ing me about, it seems,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, whilst the king signed the let­ter, and dis­missed M. de Ly­onne; “but ma foi! the more he knocks me about in this man­ner, the bet­ter I like it.”

			The king fol­lowed M. de Ly­onne with his eyes, till the door was closed be­hind him; he even made three steps, as if he would fol­low the min­is­ter; but, af­ter these three steps, stop­ping, pass­ing, and com­ing back to the mus­ke­teer—“Now, Mon­sieur,” said he, “let us has­ten to ter­mi­nate our af­fair. You told me the oth­er day, at Blois, that you were not rich?”

			“But I am now, sire.”

			“Yes, but that does not con­cern me; you have your own mon­ey, not mine; that does not en­ter in­to my ac­count.”

			“I do not well un­der­stand what Your Majesty means.”

			“Then, in­stead of leav­ing you to draw out words, speak spon­ta­neous­ly. Should you be sat­is­fied with twen­ty thou­sand livres a year as a fixed in­come?”

			“But, sire,” said d’Artag­nan, open­ing his eyes to the ut­most.

			“Would you be sat­is­fied with four hors­es fur­nished and kept, and with a sup­ple­ment of funds such as you might re­quire, ac­cord­ing to oc­ca­sions and needs, or would you pre­fer a fixed sum which would be, for ex­am­ple, forty thou­sand livres? An­swer.”

			“Sire, Your Majesty—”

			“Yes, you are sur­prised; that is nat­u­ral, and I ex­pect­ed it. An­swer me, come! or I shall think you have no longer that ra­pid­i­ty of judg­ment I have so much ad­mired in you.”

			“It is cer­tain, sire, that twen­ty thou­sand livres a year make a hand­some sum; but—”

			“No buts! Yes or no, is it an hon­or­able in­dem­ni­ty?”

			“Oh! very cer­tain­ly.”

			“You will be sat­is­fied with it? That is well. It will be bet­ter to reck­on the ex­tra ex­pens­es sep­a­rate­ly; you can ar­range that with Col­bert. Now let us pass to some­thing more im­por­tant.”

			“But, sire, I told Your Majesty—”

			“That you want­ed rest, I know you did: on­ly I replied that I would not al­low it—I am mas­ter, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“That is well. You were for­mer­ly in the way of be­com­ing cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Well, here is your com­mis­sion signed. I place it in this draw­er. The day on which you re­turn from a cer­tain ex­pe­di­tion which I have to con­fide to you, on that day you may your­self take the com­mis­sion from the draw­er.” D’Artag­nan still hes­i­tat­ed, and hung down his head. “Come, Mon­sieur,” said the king, “one would be­lieve, to look at you, that you did not know that at the court of the most Chris­tian king, the cap­tain-gen­er­al of the Mus­ke­teers takes prece­dence of the maréchals of France.”

			“Sire, I know he does.”

			“Then, am I to think you do put no faith in my word?”

			“Oh! sire, nev­er—nev­er dream of such a thing.”

			“I have wished to prove to you, that you, so good a ser­vant, had lost a good mas­ter; am I any­thing like the mas­ter that will suit you?”

			“I be­gin to think you are, sire.”

			“Then, Mon­sieur, you will re­sume your func­tions. Your com­pa­ny is quite dis­or­ga­nized since your de­par­ture, and the men go about drink­ing and ri­ot­ing in the cabarets, where they fight, in spite of my edicts, and those of my fa­ther. You will re­or­ga­nize the ser­vice as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“You will not again quit my per­son.”

			“Very well, sire.”

			“You will march with me to the army, you will en­camp round my tent.”

			“Then, sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “if it is on­ly to im­pose up­on me a ser­vice like that, Your Majesty need not give me twen­ty thou­sand livres a year. I shall not earn them.”

			“I de­sire that you shall keep open house; I de­sire that you should keep a lib­er­al ta­ble; I de­sire that my cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers should be a per­son­age.”

			“And I,” said d’Artag­nan, blunt­ly; “I do not like eas­i­ly found mon­ey; I like mon­ey won! Your Majesty gives me an idle trade, which the first com­er would per­form for four thou­sand livres.”

			Louis XIV be­gan to laugh. “You are a true Gas­con, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; you will draw my heart’s se­cret from me.”

			“Bah! has Your Majesty a se­cret, then?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well! then I ac­cept the twen­ty thou­sand livres, for I will keep that se­cret, and dis­cre­tion is above all price, in these times. Will Your Majesty speak now?”

			“Boot your­self, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, and to horse!”

			“Di­rect­ly, sire.”

			“With­in two days.”

			“That is well, sire: for I have my af­fairs to set­tle be­fore I set out; par­tic­u­lar­ly if it is like­ly there should be any blows stir­ring.”

			“That may hap­pen.”

			“We can re­ceive them! But, sire, you have ad­dressed your­self to avarice, to am­bi­tion; you have ad­dressed your­self to the heart of M. d’Artag­nan, but you have for­got­ten one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“You have said noth­ing to his van­i­ty; when shall I be a knight of the king’s or­ders?”

			“Does that in­ter­est you?”

			“Why, yes, sire. My friend Athos is quite cov­ered with or­ders, and that daz­zles me.”

			“You shall be a knight of my or­der a month af­ter you have tak­en your com­mis­sion of cap­tain.”

			“Ah! ah!” said the of­fi­cer, thought­ful­ly, “af­ter the ex­pe­di­tion.”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“Where is Your Majesty go­ing to send me?”

			“Are you ac­quaint­ed with Bre­tagne?”

			“No, sire.”

			“Have you any friends there?”

			“In Bre­tagne? No, ma foi!”

			“So much the bet­ter. Do you know any­thing about for­ti­fi­ca­tions?”

			“I be­lieve I do, sire,” said d’Artag­nan, smil­ing.

			“That is to say you can read­i­ly dis­tin­guish a fortress from a sim­ple for­ti­fi­ca­tion, such as is al­lowed to chate­lains or vas­sals?”

			“I dis­tin­guish a fort from a ram­part as I dis­tin­guish a cuirass from a raised pie-crust, sire. Is that suf­fi­cient?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur. You will set out, then.”

			“For Bre­tagne?”

			“Yes.”

			“Alone?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly alone. That is to say, you must not even take a lack­ey with you.”

			“May I ask Your Majesty for what rea­son?”

			“Be­cause, Mon­sieur, it will be nec­es­sary to dis­guise your­self some­times, as the ser­vant of a good fam­i­ly. Your face is very well known in France, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“And then, sire?”

			“And then you will trav­el slow­ly through Bre­tagne, and will ex­am­ine the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of that coun­try.”

			“The coasts?”

			“Yes, and the isles; com­menc­ing by Belle-Île-en-Mer.”

			“Ah! which be­longs to M. Fou­quet!” said d’Artag­nan, in a se­ri­ous tone, rais­ing his in­tel­li­gent eye to Louis XIV.

			“I fan­cy you are right, Mon­sieur, and that Belle-Isle does be­long to M. Fou­quet, in fact.”

			“Then Your Majesty wish­es me to as­cer­tain if Belle-Isle is a strong place?”

			“Yes.”

			“If the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of it are new or old?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“And if the vas­sals of M. Fou­quet are suf­fi­cient­ly nu­mer­ous to form a gar­ri­son?”

			“That is what I want to know; you have placed your fin­ger on the ques­tion.”

			“And if they are not for­ti­fy­ing, sire?”

			“You will trav­el about Bre­tagne, lis­ten­ing and judg­ing.”

			“Then I am a king’s spy?” said d’Artag­nan, blunt­ly, twist­ing his mus­tache.

			“No, Mon­sieur.”

			“Your par­don sire; I spy on Your Majesty’s ac­count.”

			“You start on a voy­age of dis­cov­ery, Mon­sieur. Would you march at the head of your mus­ke­teers, with your sword in your hand, to ob­serve any spot what­ev­er, or an en­e­my’s po­si­tion?”

			At this word d’Artag­nan start­ed.

			“Do you,” con­tin­ued the king, “imag­ine your­self to be a spy?”

			“No, no,” said d’Artag­nan, but pen­sive­ly; “the thing changes its face when one ob­serves an en­e­my: one is but a sol­dier. And if they are for­ti­fy­ing Belle-Isle?” added he, quick­ly.

			“You will take an ex­act plan of the for­ti­fi­ca­tions.”

			“Will they per­mit me to en­ter?”

			“That does not con­cern me; that is your af­fair. Did you not un­der­stand that I re­served for you a sup­ple­ment of twen­ty thou­sand livres per an­num, if you wished it?”

			“Yes, sire; but if they are not for­ti­fy­ing?”

			“You will re­turn qui­et­ly, with­out fa­tigu­ing your horse.”

			“Sire, I am ready.”

			“You will be­gin to­mor­row by go­ing to Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant’s to take the first quar­ter of the pen­sion I give you. Do you know M. Fou­quet?”

			“Very lit­tle, sire; but I beg Your Majesty to ob­serve that I don’t think it im­me­di­ate­ly nec­es­sary that I should know him.”

			“Your par­don, Mon­sieur; for he will refuse you the mon­ey I wish you to take; and it is that re­fusal I look for.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan. “Then, sire?”

			“The mon­ey be­ing re­fused, you will go and seek it at M. Col­bert’s. Apro­pos, have you a good horse?”

			“An ex­cel­lent one, sire.”

			“How much did it cost you?”

			“A hun­dred and fifty pis­toles.”

			“I will buy it of you. Here is a note for two hun­dred pis­toles.”

			“But I want a horse for my jour­ney, sire.”

			“Well!”

			“Well, and you take mine from me.”

			“Not at all. On the con­trary, I give it you. On­ly as it is now mine and not yours, I am sure you will not spare it.”

			“Your Majesty is in a hur­ry, then?”

			“A great hur­ry.”

			“Then what com­pels me to wait two days?”

			“Rea­sons known to my­self.”

			“That’s a dif­fer­ent af­fair. The horse may make up the two days, in the eight he has to trav­el; and then there is the post.”

			“No, no, the post com­pro­mis­es, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. Be­gone and do not for­get you are my ser­vant.”

			“Sire, it is not my du­ty to for­get it! At what hour to­mor­row shall I take my leave of Your Majesty?”

			“Whence do you lodge?”

			“I must hence­for­ward lodge at the Lou­vre.”

			“That must not be now—keep your lodg­ings in the city: I will pay for them. As to your de­par­ture, it must take place at night; you must set out with­out be­ing seen by any­one, or, if you are seen, it must not be known that you be­long to me. Keep your mouth shut, Mon­sieur.”

			“Your Majesty spoils all you have said by that sin­gle word.”

			“I asked where you lodged, for I can­not al­ways send to M. le Comte de la Fère to seek you.”

			“I lodge with M. Planchet, a gro­cer, Rue des Lom­bards, at the sign of the Pi­lon d’Or.”

			“Go out but lit­tle, show your­self less, and await my or­ders.”

			“And yet, sire, I must go for the mon­ey.”

			“That is true, but when go­ing to the su­per­in­ten­dence, where so many peo­ple are con­stant­ly go­ing, you must min­gle with the crowd.”

			“I want the notes, sire, for the mon­ey.”

			“Here they are.” The king signed them, and d’Artag­nan looked on, to as­sure him­self of their reg­u­lar­i­ty.

			“Adieu! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” added the king; “I think you have per­fect­ly un­der­stood me.”

			“I? I un­der­stand that Your Majesty sends me to Belle-Île-en-Mer, that is all.”

			“To learn?”

			“To learn how M. Fou­quet’s works are go­ing on; that is all.”

			“Very well: I ad­mit you may be tak­en.”

			“And I do not ad­mit it,” replied the Gas­con, bold­ly.

			“I ad­mit you may be killed,” con­tin­ued the king.

			“That is not prob­a­ble, sire.”

			“In the first case, you must not speak; in the sec­ond there must be no pa­pers found up­on you.”

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders with­out cer­e­mo­ny, and took leave of the king, say­ing to him­self:—The Eng­lish show­er con­tin­ues—let us re­main un­der the spout!
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				The Hous­es of M. Fou­quet

			
			Whilst d’Artag­nan was re­turn­ing to Planchet’s house, his head aching and be­wil­dered with all that had hap­pened to him, there was pass­ing a scene of quite a dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter, and which, nev­er­the­less, is not for­eign to the con­ver­sa­tion our mus­ke­teer had just had with the king; on­ly this scene took place out of Paris, in a house pos­sessed by the su­per­in­ten­dent Fou­quet in the vil­lage of Saint-Mandé. The min­is­ter had just ar­rived at this coun­try-house, fol­lowed by his prin­ci­pal clerk, who car­ried an enor­mous port­fo­lio full of pa­pers to be ex­am­ined, and oth­ers wait­ing for sig­na­ture. As it might be about five o’clock in the af­ter­noon, the mas­ters had dined: sup­per was be­ing pre­pared for twen­ty sub­al­tern guests. The su­per­in­ten­dent did not stop: on alight­ing from his car­riage, he, at the same bound, sprang through the door­way, tra­versed the apart­ments and gained his cab­i­net, where he de­clared he would shut him­self up to work, com­mand­ing that he should not be dis­turbed for any­thing but an or­der from the king. As soon as this or­der was giv­en, Fou­quet shut him­self up, and two foot­men were placed as sen­tinels at his door. Then Fou­quet pushed a bolt which dis­placed a pan­el that walled up the en­trance, and pre­vent­ed ev­ery­thing that passed in this apart­ment from be­ing ei­ther seen or heard. But, against all prob­a­bil­i­ty, it was on­ly for the sake of shut­ting him­self up that Fou­quet shut him­self up thus, for he went straight to a bu­reau, seat­ed him­self at it, opened the port­fo­lio, and be­gan to make a choice amongst the enor­mous mass of pa­pers it con­tained. It was not more than ten min­utes af­ter he had en­tered, and tak­en all the pre­cau­tions we have de­scribed, when the re­peat­ed noise of sev­er­al slight equal knocks struck his ear, and ap­peared to fix his ut­most at­ten­tion. Fou­quet raised his head, turned his ear, and lis­tened.

			The strokes con­tin­ued. Then the work­er arose with a slight move­ment of im­pa­tience and walked straight up to a glass be­hind which the blows were struck by a hand, or by some in­vis­i­ble mech­a­nism. It was a large glass let in­to a pan­el. Three oth­er glass­es, ex­act­ly sim­i­lar to it, com­plet­ed the sym­me­try of the apart­ment. Noth­ing dis­tin­guished that one from the oth­ers. With­out doubt, these re­it­er­at­ed knocks were a sig­nal; for, at the mo­ment Fou­quet ap­proached the glass lis­ten­ing, the same noise was re­newed, and in the same mea­sure. “Oh! oh!” mur­mured the in­ten­dant, with sur­prise, “who is yon­der? I did not ex­pect any­body to­day.” And with­out doubt, to re­spond to the sig­nal, he pulled out a gild­ed nail near the glass, and shook it thrice. Then re­turn­ing to his place, and seat­ing him­self again, “Ma foi! let them wait,” said he. And plung­ing again in­to the ocean of pa­pers un­rolled be­fore him, he ap­peared to think of noth­ing now but work. In fact, with in­cred­i­ble ra­pid­i­ty and mar­velous lu­cid­i­ty, Fou­quet de­ci­phered the largest pa­pers and most com­pli­cat­ed writ­ings, cor­rect­ing them, an­no­tat­ing them with a pen moved as if by a fever, and the work melt­ing un­der his hands, sig­na­tures, fig­ures, ref­er­ences, be­came mul­ti­plied as if ten clerks—that is to say, a hun­dred fin­gers and ten brains had per­formed the du­ties, in­stead of the five fin­gers and sin­gle brain of this man. From time to time, on­ly, Fou­quet, ab­sorbed by his work, raised his head to cast a furtive glance up­on a clock placed be­fore him. The rea­son of this was, Fou­quet set him­self a task, and when this task was once set, in one hour’s work he, by him­self, did what an­oth­er would not have ac­com­plished in a day; al­ways cer­tain, con­se­quent­ly, pro­vid­ed he was not dis­turbed, of ar­riv­ing at the close in the time his de­vour­ing ac­tiv­i­ty had fixed. But in the midst of his ar­dent la­bor, the soft strokes up­on the lit­tle bell placed be­hind the glass sound­ed again, hasty, and, con­se­quent­ly, more ur­gent.

			“The la­dy ap­pears to be im­pa­tient,” said Fou­quet. “Humph! a calm! That must be the comtesse; but, no, the comtesse is gone to Ram­bouil­let for three days. The prési­dente, then? Oh! no, the prési­dente would not as­sume such grand airs; she would ring very humbly, then she would wait my good plea­sure. The great­est cer­tain­ty is, that I do not know who it can be, but that I know who it can­not be. And since it is not you, mar­quise, since it can­not be you, deuce take the rest!” And he went on with his work in spite of the re­it­er­at­ed ap­peals of the bell. At the end of a quar­ter of an hour, how­ev­er, im­pa­tience pre­vailed over Fou­quet in his turn: he might be said to con­sume, rather than to com­plete the rest of his work; he thrust his pa­pers in­to his port­fo­lio, and giv­ing a glance at the mir­ror, whilst the taps con­tin­ued faster than ev­er: “Oh! oh!” said he, “whence comes all this rack­et? What has hap­pened, and who can the Ari­adne be who ex­pects me so im­pa­tient­ly. Let us see!”

			He then ap­plied the tip of his fin­ger to the nail par­al­lel to the one he had drawn. Im­me­di­ate­ly the glass moved like a fold­ing-door and dis­cov­ered a se­cret clos­et, rather deep, in­to which the su­per­in­ten­dent dis­ap­peared as if go­ing in­to a vast box. When there, he touched an­oth­er spring, which opened, not a board, but a block of the wall, and he went out by that open­ing, leav­ing the door to shut of it­self. Then Fou­quet de­scend­ed about a score of steps which sank, wind­ing, un­der­ground, and came to a long, sub­ter­ranean pas­sage, light­ed by im­per­cep­ti­ble loop­holes. The walls of this vault were cov­ered with slabs or tiles, and the floor with car­pet­ing. This pas­sage was un­der the street it­self, which sep­a­rat­ed Fou­quet’s house from the Park of Vin­cennes. At the end of the pas­sage as­cend­ed a wind­ing stair­case par­al­lel with that by which Fou­quet had en­tered. He mount­ed these oth­er stairs, en­tered by means of a spring placed in a clos­et sim­i­lar to that in his cab­i­net, and from this clos­et an un­tenant­ed cham­ber fur­nished with the ut­most el­e­gance. As soon as he en­tered, he ex­am­ined care­ful­ly whether the glass closed with­out leav­ing any trace, and, doubt­less sat­is­fied with his ob­ser­va­tion, he opened by means of a small gold key the triple fas­ten­ings of a door in front of him. This time the door opened up­on a hand­some cab­i­net, sump­tu­ous­ly fur­nished, in which was seat­ed up­on cush­ions a la­dy of sur­pass­ing beau­ty, who at the sound of the lock sprang to­wards Fou­quet. “Ah! good heav­ens!” cried the lat­ter, start­ing back with as­ton­ish­ment. “Madame la Mar­quise de Bel­lière, you here?”

			“Yes,” mur­mured la mar­quise. “Yes; it is I, Mon­sieur.”

			“Mar­quise! dear mar­quise!” added Fou­quet, ready to pros­trate him­self. “Ah! my God! how did you come here? And I, to keep you wait­ing!”

			“A long time, Mon­sieur; yes, a very long time!”

			“I am hap­py in think­ing this wait­ing has ap­peared long to you, mar­quise!”

			“Oh! an eter­ni­ty, Mon­sieur; oh! I rang more than twen­ty times. Did you not hear me?”

			“Mar­quise, you are pale, you trem­ble.”

			“Did you not hear, then, that you were sum­moned?”

			“Oh, yes; I heard plain­ly enough, Madame; but I could not come. Af­ter your rig­ors and your re­fusals, how could I dream it was you? If I could have had any sus­pi­cion of the hap­pi­ness that await­ed me, be­lieve me, Madame, I would have quit­ted ev­ery­thing to fall at your feet, as I do at this mo­ment.”

			“Are we quite alone, Mon­sieur?” asked the mar­quise, look­ing round the room.

			“Oh, yes, Madame, I can as­sure you of that.”

			“Re­al­ly?” said the mar­quise, in a melan­choly tone.

			“You sigh!” said Fou­quet.

			“What mys­ter­ies! what pre­cau­tions!” said the mar­quise, with a slight bit­ter­ness of ex­pres­sion; “and how ev­i­dent it is that you fear the least sus­pi­cion of your amours to es­cape.”

			“Would you pre­fer their be­ing made pub­lic?”

			“Oh, no; you act like a del­i­cate man,” said the mar­quise, smil­ing.

			“Come, dear mar­quise, pun­ish me not with re­proach­es, I im­plore you.”

			“Re­proach­es! Have I a right to make you any?”

			“No, un­for­tu­nate­ly, no; but tell me, you, who dur­ing a year I have loved with­out re­turn or hope—”

			“You are mis­tak­en—with­out hope it is true, but not with­out re­turn.”

			“What! for me, of my love! there is but one proof, and that proof I still want.”

			“I am here to bring it, Mon­sieur.”

			Fou­quet wished to clasp her in his arms, but she dis­en­gaged her­self with a ges­ture.

			“You per­sist in de­ceiv­ing your­self, Mon­sieur, and will nev­er ac­cept of me the on­ly thing I am will­ing to give you—de­vo­tion.”

			“Ah, then, you do not love me? De­vo­tion is but a virtue, love is a pas­sion.”

			“Lis­ten to me, I im­plore you: I should not have come hith­er with­out a se­ri­ous mo­tive: you are well as­sured of that, are you not?”

			“The mo­tive is of very lit­tle con­se­quence, so that you are but here—so that I see you—so that I speak to you!”

			“You are right; the prin­ci­pal thing is that I am here with­out any­one hav­ing seen me, and that I can speak to you.”—Fou­quet sank on his knees be­fore her. “Speak! speak, Madame!” said he, “I lis­ten to you.”

			The mar­quise looked at Fou­quet, on his knees at her feet, and there was in the looks of the wom­an a strange mix­ture of love and melan­choly. “Oh!” at length mur­mured she, “would that I were she who has the right of see­ing you ev­ery minute, of speak­ing to you ev­ery in­stant! would that I were she who might watch over you, she who would have no need of mys­te­ri­ous springs to sum­mon and cause to ap­pear, like a sylph, the man she loves, to look at him for an hour, and then see him dis­ap­pear in the dark­ness of a mys­tery, still more strange at his go­ing out than at his com­ing in. Oh! that would be to live like a hap­py wom­an!”

			“Do you hap­pen, mar­quise,” said Fou­quet, smil­ing, “to be speak­ing of my wife?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly, of her I spoke.”

			“Well, you need not en­vy her lot, mar­quise; of all the wom­en with whom I have had any re­la­tions, Madame Fou­quet is the one I see the least of, and who has the least in­ter­course with me.”

			“At least, Mon­sieur, she is not re­duced to place, as I have done, her hand up­on the or­na­ment of a glass to call you to her; at least you do not re­ply to her by the mys­te­ri­ous, alarm­ing sound of a bell, the spring of which comes from I don’t know where; at least you have not for­bid­den her to en­deav­or to dis­cov­er the se­cret of these com­mu­ni­ca­tions un­der pain of break­ing off for­ev­er your con­nec­tions with her, as you have for­bid­den all who come here be­fore me, and who will come af­ter me.”

			“Dear mar­quise, how un­just you are, and how lit­tle do you know what you are do­ing in thus ex­claim­ing against mys­tery; it is with mys­tery alone we can love with­out trou­ble; it is with love with­out trou­ble alone that we can be hap­py. But let us re­turn to our­selves, to that de­vo­tion of which you were speak­ing, or rather let me la­bor un­der a pleas­ing delu­sion, and be­lieve this de­vo­tion is love.”

			“Just now,” re­peat­ed the mar­quise, pass­ing over her eyes a hand that might have been a mod­el for the grace­ful con­tours of an­tiq­ui­ty; “just now I was pre­pared to speak, my ideas were clear and bold; now I am quite con­fused, quite trou­bled; I fear I bring you bad news.”

			“If it is to that bad news I owe your pres­ence, mar­quise, wel­come be even that bad news! or rather, mar­quise, since you al­low that I am not quite in­dif­fer­ent to you, let me hear noth­ing of the bad news, but speak of your­self.”

			“No, no, on the con­trary, de­mand it of me; re­quire me to tell it to you in­stant­ly, and not to al­low my­self to be turned aside by any feel­ing what­ev­er. Fou­quet, my friend! it is of im­mense im­por­tance.”

			“You as­ton­ish me, mar­quise; I will even say you al­most fright­en me. You, so se­ri­ous, so col­lect­ed; you who know the world we live in so well. Is it, then, im­por­tant?”

			“Oh! very im­por­tant.”

			“In the first place, how did you come here?”

			“You shall know that present­ly; but first to some­thing of more con­se­quence.”

			“Speak, mar­quise, speak! I im­plore you, have pity on my im­pa­tience.”

			“Do you know that Col­bert is made in­ten­dant of the fi­nances?”

			“Bah! Col­bert, lit­tle Col­bert.”

			“Yes, Col­bert, lit­tle Col­bert.”

			“Mazarin’s fac­to­tum?”

			“The same.”

			“Well! what do you see so ter­rif­ic in that, dear mar­quise? lit­tle Col­bert is in­ten­dant; that is as­ton­ish­ing I con­fess, but is not ter­ri­ble.”

			“Do you think the king has giv­en, with­out press­ing mo­tive, such a place to one you call a lit­tle cuistre?”

			“In the first place, is it pos­i­tive­ly true that the king has giv­en it to him?”

			“It is so said.”

			“Ay, but who says so?”

			“Ev­ery­body.”

			“Ev­ery­body, that’s no­body; men­tion some­one like­ly to be well-in­formed who says so.”

			“Madame Vanel.”

			“Ah! now you be­gin to fright­en me in earnest,” said Fou­quet, laugh­ing; “if any­one is well-in­formed, or ought to be well-in­formed, it is the per­son you name.”

			“Do not speak ill of poor Mar­guerite, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, for she still loves you.”

			“Bah! in­deed? That is scarce­ly cred­i­ble. I thought lit­tle Col­bert, as you said just now, had passed over that love, and left the im­pres­sion up­on it of a spot of ink or a stain of grease.”

			“Fou­quet! Fou­quet! Is this the way you al­ways treat the poor crea­tures you desert?”

			“Why, you sure­ly are not go­ing to un­der­take the de­fense of Madame Vanel?”

			“Yes, I will un­der­take it; for, I re­peat, she loves you still, and the proof is she saves you.”

			“But your in­ter­po­si­tion, mar­quise; that is very cun­ning on her part. No an­gel could be more agree­able to me, or could lead me more cer­tain­ly to sal­va­tion. But, let me ask you, do you know Mar­guerite?”

			“She was my con­vent friend.”

			“And you say that she has in­formed you that Mon­sieur Col­bert was named in­ten­dant?”

			“Yes, she did.”

			“Well, en­light­en me, mar­quise; grant­ed Mon­sieur Col­bert is in­ten­dant—so be it. In what can an in­ten­dant, that is to say my sub­or­di­nate, my clerk, give me um­brage or in­jure me, even if he is Mon­sieur Col­bert?”

			“You do not re­flect, Mon­sieur, ap­par­ent­ly,” replied the mar­quise.

			“Up­on what?”

			“This: that Mon­sieur Col­bert hates you.”

			“Hates me?” cried Fou­quet. “Good heav­ens! mar­quise, whence do you come? where can you live? Hates me! why all the world hates me, he, of course, as oth­ers do.”

			“He more than oth­ers.”

			“More than oth­ers—let him.”

			“He is am­bi­tious.”

			“Who is not, mar­quise.”

			“Yes, but with him am­bi­tion has no bounds.”

			“I am quite aware of that, since he made it a point to suc­ceed me with Madame Vanel.”

			“And ob­tained his end; look at that.”

			“Do you mean to say he has the pre­sump­tion to pass from in­ten­dant to su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“Have you not your­self al­ready had the same fear?”

			“Oh! oh!” said Fou­quet, “to suc­ceed with Madame Vanel is one thing, to suc­ceed me with the king is an­oth­er. France is not to be pur­chased so eas­i­ly as the wife of a maître des comptes.”

			“Eh! Mon­sieur, ev­ery­thing is to be bought; if not by gold, by in­trigue.”

			“No­body knows to the con­trary bet­ter than you, Madame, you to whom I have of­fered mil­lions.”

			“In­stead of mil­lions, Fou­quet, you should have of­fered me a true, on­ly, and bound­less love: I might have ac­cept­ed that. So you see, still, ev­ery­thing is to be bought, if not in one way, by an­oth­er.”

			“So, Col­bert, in your opin­ion, is in a fair way of bar­gain­ing for my place of su­per­in­ten­dent. Make your­self easy on that head, my dear mar­quise; he is not yet rich enough to pur­chase it.”

			“But if he should rob you of it?”

			“Ah! that is an­oth­er thing. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, be­fore he can reach me, that is to say, the body of the place, he must de­stroy, must make a breach in the ad­vanced works, and I am dev­il­ish­ly well for­ti­fied, mar­quise.”

			“What you call your ad­vanced works are your crea­tures, are they not—your friends?”

			“Ex­act­ly so.”

			“And is M. d’Eymeris one of your crea­tures?”

			“Yes, he is.”

			“Is M. Ly­o­dot one of your friends?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“M. de Vanin?”

			“M. de Vanin! ah! they may do what they like with him, but—”

			“But—”

			“But they must not touch the oth­ers!”

			“Well, if you are anx­ious they should not touch MM. d’Eymeris and Ly­o­dot, it is time to look about you.”

			“Who threat­ens them?”

			“Will you lis­ten to me now?”

			“At­ten­tive­ly, mar­quise.”

			“With­out in­ter­rupt­ing me?”

			“Speak.”

			“Well, this morn­ing Mar­guerite sent for me.”

			“And what did she want with you?”

			“ ‘I dare not see M. Fou­quet my­self,’ said she.”

			“Bah! why should she think I would re­proach her? Poor wom­an, she vast­ly de­ceives her­self.”

			“ ‘See him your­self,’ said she, ‘and tell him to be­ware of M. Col­bert.’ ”

			“What! she warned me to be­ware of her lover?”

			“I have told you she still loves you.”

			“Go on, mar­quise.”

			“ ‘M. Col­bert,’ she added, ‘came to me two hours ago, to in­form me he was ap­point­ed in­ten­dant.’ ”

			“I have al­ready told you, mar­quise, that M. Col­bert would on­ly be the more in my pow­er for that.”

			“Yes, but that is not all: Mar­guerite is in­ti­mate, as you know, with Madame d’Eymeris and Madame Ly­o­dot.”

			“I know it.”

			“Well, M. Col­bert put many ques­tions to her, rel­a­tive to the for­tunes of these two gen­tle­men, and as to the de­vo­tion they had for you.”

			“Oh, as to those two, I can an­swer for them; they must be killed be­fore they will cease to be mine.”

			“Then, as Madame Vanel was obliged to quit M. Col­bert for an in­stant to re­ceive a vis­i­tor, and as M. Col­bert is in­dus­tri­ous, scarce­ly was the new in­ten­dant left alone, be­fore he took a pen­cil from his pock­et, and, there was pa­per on the ta­ble, be­gan to make notes.”

			“Notes con­cern­ing d’Eymeris and Ly­o­dot?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“I should like to know what those notes were about.”

			“And that is just what I have brought you.”

			“Madame Vanel has tak­en Col­bert’s notes and sent them to me?”

			“No; but by a chance which re­sem­bles a mir­a­cle, she has a du­pli­cate of those notes.”

			“How could she get that?”

			“Lis­ten; I told you that Col­bert found pa­per on the ta­ble.”

			“Yes.”

			“That he took a pen­cil from his pock­et.”

			“Yes.”

			“And wrote up­on that pa­per.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, this pen­cil was a lead-pen­cil, con­se­quent­ly hard; so, it marked in black up­on the first sheet, and in white up­on the sec­ond.”

			“Go on.”

			“Col­bert, when tear­ing off the first sheet, took no no­tice of the sec­ond.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, on the sec­ond was to be read what had been writ­ten on the first; Madame Vanel read it, and sent for me.”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“Then, when she was as­sured I was your de­vot­ed friend, she gave me the pa­per, and told me the se­cret of this house.”

			“And this pa­per?” said Fou­quet, in some de­gree of ag­i­ta­tion.

			“Here it is, Mon­sieur—read it,” said the mar­quise.

			Fou­quet read:

			
				“Names of the farm­ers of rev­enue to be con­demned by the Cham­ber of Jus­tice: D’Eymeris, friend of M. F.; Ly­o­dot, friend of M. F.; de Vanin, in­dif.”

			

			“D’Eymeris and Ly­o­dot!” cried Fou­quet, read­ing the pa­per ea­ger­ly again.

			“Friends of M. F.,” point­ed the mar­quise with her fin­ger.

			“But what is the mean­ing of these words: ‘To be con­demned by the Cham­ber of Jus­tice’?”

			“Dame!” said the mar­quise, “that is clear enough, I think. Be­sides, that is not all. Read on, read on”; and Fou­quet con­tin­ued—

			
				“The two first to death, the third to be dis­missed, with MM. d’Haute­mont and de la Val­lette, who will on­ly have their prop­er­ty con­fis­cat­ed.”

			

			“Great God!” cried Fou­quet, “to death, to death! Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris. But even if the Cham­ber of Jus­tice should con­demn them to death, the king will nev­er rat­i­fy their con­dem­na­tion, and they can­not be ex­e­cut­ed with­out the king’s sig­na­ture.”

			“The king has made M. Col­bert in­ten­dant.”

			“Oh!” cried Fou­quet, as if he caught a glimpse of the abyss that yawned be­neath his feet, “im­pos­si­ble! im­pos­si­ble! But who passed a pen­cil over the marks made by Col­bert?”

			“I did. I was afraid the first would be ef­faced.”

			“Oh! I will know all.”

			“You will know noth­ing, Mon­sieur; you de­spise your en­e­my too much for that.”

			“Par­don me, my dear mar­quise; ex­cuse me; yes, M. Col­bert is my en­e­my, I be­lieve him to be so; yes, M. Col­bert is a man to be dread­ed, I ad­mit. But I! I have time, and as you are here, as you have as­sured me of your de­vo­tion, as you have al­lowed me to hope for your love, as we are alone—”

			“I came here to save you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, and not to ru­in my­self,” said the mar­quise, ris­ing—“there­fore, be­ware!—”

			“Mar­quise, in truth you ter­ri­fy your­self too much at least, un­less this ter­ror is but a pre­text—”

			“He is very deep, very deep; this M. Col­bert: be­ware!”

			Fou­quet, in his turn, drew him­self up. “And I?” asked he.

			“And you, you have on­ly a no­ble heart. Be­ware! be­ware!”

			“So?”

			“I have done what was right, my friend, at the risk of my rep­u­ta­tion. Adieu!”

			“Not adieu, au revoir!”

			“Per­haps,” said the mar­quise, giv­ing her hand to Fou­quet to kiss, and walk­ing to­wards the door with so firm a step, that he did not dare to bar her pas­sage. As to Fou­quet, he re­took, with his head hang­ing down and a fixed cloud on his brow, the path of the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage along which ran the met­al wires that com­mu­ni­cat­ed from one house to the oth­er, trans­mit­ting, through two glass­es, the wish­es and sig­nals of hid­den cor­re­spon­dents.
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				The Ab­bé Fou­quet

			
			Fou­quet has­tened back to his apart­ment by the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage, and im­me­di­ate­ly closed the mir­ror with the spring. He was scarce­ly in his clos­et, when he heard some­one knock­ing vi­o­lent­ly at the door, and a well-known voice cry­ing:—“Open the door, Mon­seigneur, I en­treat you, open the door!” Fou­quet quick­ly re­stored a lit­tle or­der to ev­ery­thing that might have re­vealed ei­ther his ab­sence or his ag­i­ta­tion: he spread his pa­pers over the desk, took up a pen, and, to gain time, said, through the closed door—“Who is there?”

			“What, Mon­seigneur, do you not know me?” replied the voice.

			Yes, yes, said Fou­quet to him­self, yes, my friend, I know you well enough. And then, aloud: “Is it not Gourville?”

			“Why, yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			Fou­quet arose, cast a look at one of his glass­es, went to the door, pushed back the bolt, and Gourville en­tered. “Ah! Mon­seigneur! Mon­seigneur!” cried he, “what cru­el­ty!”

			“In what?”

			“I have been a quar­ter of an hour im­plor­ing you to open the door, and you would not even an­swer me.”

			“Once and for all, you know that I will not be dis­turbed when I am busy. Now, al­though I might make you an ex­cep­tion, Gourville, I in­sist up­on my or­ders be­ing re­spect­ed by oth­ers.”

			“Mon­seigneur, at this mo­ment, or­ders, doors, bolts, locks, and walls I could have bro­ken, forced and over­thrown!”

			“Ah! ah! it re­lates to some great event, then?” asked Fou­quet.

			“Oh! I as­sure you it does, Mon­seigneur,” replied Gourville.

			“And what is this event?” said Fou­quet, a lit­tle trou­bled by the ev­i­dent ag­i­ta­tion of his most in­ti­mate con­fi­dant.

			“There is a se­cret cham­ber of jus­tice in­sti­tut­ed, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I know there is, but do the mem­bers meet, Gourville?”

			“They not on­ly meet, but they have passed a sen­tence, Mon­seigneur.”

			“A sen­tence?” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, with a shud­der and pal­lor he could not con­ceal. “A sen­tence!—and on whom?”

			“Two of your best friends.”

			“Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris, do you mean? But what sort of a sen­tence?”

			“Sen­tence of death.”

			“Passed? Oh! you must be mis­tak­en, Gourville; that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Here is a copy of the sen­tence which the king is to sign to­day, if he has not al­ready signed it.”

			Fou­quet seized the pa­per ea­ger­ly, read it, and re­turned it to Gourville. “The king will nev­er sign that,” said he.

			Gourville shook his head.

			“Mon­seigneur, M. Col­bert is a bold coun­cilor: do not be too con­fi­dent!”

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert again!” cried Fou­quet. “How is it that that name ris­es up­on all oc­ca­sions to tor­ment my ears, dur­ing the last two or three days? You make so tri­fling a sub­ject of too much im­por­tance, Gourville. Let M. Col­bert ap­pear, I will face him; let him raise his head, I will crush him; but you un­der­stand, there must be an out­line up­on which my look may fall, there must be a sur­face up­on which my feet may be placed.”

			“Pa­tience, Mon­seigneur; for you do not know what Col­bert is—study him quick­ly; it is with this dark fi­nancier as it is with me­te­ors, which the eye nev­er sees com­plete­ly be­fore their dis­as­trous in­va­sion; when we feel them we are dead.”

			“Oh! Gourville, this is go­ing too far,” replied Fou­quet, smil­ing; “al­low me, my friend, not to be so eas­i­ly fright­ened; M. Col­bert a me­te­or! Cor­bleu, we con­front the me­te­or. Let us see acts, and not words. What has he done?”

			“He has or­dered two gib­bets of the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Paris,” an­swered Gourville.

			Fou­quet raised his head, and a flash gleamed from his eyes. “Are you sure of what you say?” cried he.

			“Here is the proof, Mon­seigneur.” And Gourville held out to the su­per­in­ten­dent a note com­mu­ni­cat­ed by a cer­tain sec­re­tary of the Hô­tel de Ville, who was one of Fou­quet’s crea­tures.

			“Yes, that is true,” mur­mured the min­is­ter; “the scaf­fold may be pre­pared, but the king has not signed; Gourville, the king will not sign.”

			“I shall soon know,” said Gourville.

			“How?”

			“If the king has signed, the gib­bets will be sent this evening to the Hô­tel de Ville, in or­der to be got up and ready by to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Oh! no, no!” cried the su­per­in­ten­dent, once again; “you are all de­ceived, and de­ceive me in my turn; Ly­o­dot came to see me on­ly the day be­fore yes­ter­day; on­ly three days ago I re­ceived a present of some Syra­cuse wine from poor D’Eymeris.”

			“What does that prove?” replied Gourville, “ex­cept that the cham­ber of jus­tice has been se­cret­ly as­sem­bled, has de­lib­er­at­ed in the ab­sence of the ac­cused, and that the whole pro­ceed­ing was com­plete when they were ar­rest­ed.”

			“What! are they, then, ar­rest­ed?”

			“No doubt they are.”

			“But where, when, and how have they been ar­rest­ed?”

			“Ly­o­dot, yes­ter­day at day­break; D’Eymeris, the day be­fore yes­ter­day, in the evening, as he was re­turn­ing from the house of his mis­tress; their dis­ap­pear­ances had dis­turbed no­body; but at length M. Col­bert all at once raised the mask, and caused the af­fair to be pub­lished; it is be­ing cried by sound of trum­pet, at this mo­ment in Paris, and, in truth, Mon­seigneur, there is scarce­ly any­body but your­self ig­no­rant of the event.”

			Fou­quet be­gan to walk about in his cham­ber with an un­easi­ness that be­came more and more se­ri­ous.

			“What do you de­cide up­on, Mon­seigneur?” said Gourville.

			“If it were re­al­ly as easy as you say, I would go to the king,” cried Fou­quet. “But as I go to the Lou­vre, I will pass by the Hô­tel de Ville. We shall see if the sen­tence is signed.”

			“In­creduli­ty! thou art the pest of all great minds,” said Gourville, shrug­ging his shoul­ders.

			“Gourville!”

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued he, “and in­creduli­ty! thou ru­inest, as con­ta­gion de­stroys the most ro­bust health; that is to say, in an in­stant.”

			“Let us go,” cried Fou­quet; “de­sire the door to be opened, Gourville.”

			“Be cau­tious,” said the lat­ter, “the Ab­bé Fou­quet is there.”

			“Ah! my broth­er,” replied Fou­quet, in a tone of an­noy­ance; “he is there, is he? he knows all the ill news, then, and is re­joiced to bring it to me, as usu­al. The dev­il! if my broth­er is there, my af­fairs are bad, Gourville; why did you not tell me that soon­er: I should have been the more read­i­ly con­vinced.”

			“Mon­seigneur ca­lum­ni­ates him,” said Gourville, laugh­ing; “if he is come, it is not with a bad in­ten­tion.”

			“What, do you ex­cuse him?” cried Fou­quet; “a fel­low with­out a heart, with­out ideas; a de­vour­er of wealth.”

			“He knows you are rich.”

			“And would ru­in me.”

			“No, but he would have your purse. That is all.”

			“Enough! enough! A hun­dred thou­sand crowns per month, dur­ing two years. Cor­bleu! it is I that pay, Gourville, and I know my fig­ures.” Gourville laughed in a silent, sly man­ner. “Yes, yes, you mean to say it is the king pays,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent. “Ah, Gourville, that is a vile joke; this is not the place.”

			“Mon­seigneur, do not be an­gry.”

			“Well, then, send away the Ab­bé Fou­quet; I have not a sou.” Gourville made a step to­wards the door. “He has been a month with­out see­ing me,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, “why could he not be two months?”

			“Be­cause he re­pents of liv­ing in bad com­pa­ny,” said Gourville, “and prefers you to all his ban­dits.”

			“Thanks for the pref­er­ence! You make a strange ad­vo­cate, Gourville, to­day—the ad­vo­cate of the Ab­bé Fou­quet!”

			“Eh! but ev­ery­thing and ev­ery man has a good side—their use­ful side, Mon­seigneur.”

			“The ban­dits whom the ab­bé keeps in pay and drink have their use­ful side, have they? Prove that, if you please.”

			“Let the cir­cum­stance arise, Mon­seigneur, and you will be very glad to have these ban­dits un­der your hand.”

			“You ad­vise me, then, to be rec­on­ciled to the ab­bé?” said Fou­quet, iron­i­cal­ly.

			“I ad­vise you, Mon­seigneur, not to quar­rel with a hun­dred or a hun­dred and twen­ty loose fel­lows, who, by putting their rapiers end to end, would form a cor­don of steel ca­pa­ble of sur­round­ing three thou­sand men.”

			Fou­quet dart­ed a search­ing glance at Gourville, and pass­ing be­fore him—“That is all very well; let M. l’Ab­bé Fou­quet be in­tro­duced,” said he to the foot­man. “You are right, Gourville.”

			Two min­utes af­ter, the Ab­bé Fou­quet ap­peared in the door­way, with pro­found rev­er­ence. He was a man of from forty to forty-five years of age, half church­man, half sol­dier—a spadassin graft­ed up­on an ab­bé; up­on see­ing that he had not a sword by his side, you might be sure he had pis­tols. Fou­quet salut­ed him more as el­der broth­er than as a min­is­ter.

			“What can I do to serve you, Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé?” said he.

			“Oh! oh! how cold­ly you speak to me, broth­er!”

			“I speak like a man who is in a hur­ry, Mon­sieur.”

			The ab­bé looked ma­li­cious­ly at Gourville, and anx­ious­ly at Fou­quet, and said, “I have three hun­dred pis­toles to pay to M. de Bre­gi this evening. A play debt, a sa­cred debt.”

			“What next?” said Fou­quet brave­ly, for he com­pre­hend­ed that the Ab­bé Fou­quet would not have dis­turbed him for such a want.

			“A thou­sand to my butch­er, who will sup­ply no more meat.”

			“Next?”

			“Twelve hun­dred to my tai­lor,” con­tin­ued the ab­bé; “the fel­low has made me take back sev­en suits of my peo­ple’s, which com­pro­mis­es my liv­er­ies, and my mis­tress talks of re­plac­ing me by a farmer of the rev­enue, which would be a hu­mil­i­a­tion for the church.”

			“What else?” said Fou­quet.

			“You will please to re­mark,” said the ab­bé, humbly, “that I have asked noth­ing for my­self.”

			“That is del­i­cate, Mon­sieur,” replied Fou­quet; “so, as you see, I wait.”

			“And I ask noth­ing, oh! no—it is not for want of need, though, I as­sure you.”

			The min­is­ter re­flect­ed for a minute. “Twelve hun­dred pis­toles to the tai­lor; that seems a great deal for clothes,” said he.

			“I main­tain a hun­dred men,” said the ab­bé, proud­ly; “that is a charge, I be­lieve.”

			“Why a hun­dred men?” said Fou­quet. “Are you a Riche­lieu or a Mazarin, to re­quire a hun­dred men as a guard? What use do you make of these men?—speak.”

			“And do you ask me that?” cried the Ab­bé Fou­quet; “ah! how can you put such a ques­tion—why I main­tain a hun­dred men? Ah!”

			“Why, yes, I do put that ques­tion to you. What have you to do with a hun­dred men?—an­swer.”

			“In­grate!” con­tin­ued the ab­bé, more and more af­fect­ed.

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Why, Mon­sieur the su­per­in­ten­dent, I on­ly want one valet de cham­bre, for my part, and even if I were alone, could help my­self very well; but you, you who have so many en­e­mies—a hun­dred men are not enough for me to de­fend you with. A hun­dred men!—you ought to have ten thou­sand. I main­tain, then, these men in or­der that in pub­lic places, in as­sem­blies, no voice may be raised against you; and with­out them, Mon­sieur, you would be load­ed with im­pre­ca­tions, you would be torn to pieces, you would not last a week; no, not a week, do you un­der­stand?”

			“Ah! I did not know you were my cham­pi­on to such an ex­tent, Mon­sieur le Ab­bé.”

			“You doubt it!” cried the ab­bé. “Lis­ten, then, to what hap­pened, no longer ago than yes­ter­day, in the Rue de la Ho­chette. A man was cheap­en­ing a fowl.”

			“Well, how could that in­jure me, ab­bé?”

			“This way. The fowl was not fat. The pur­chas­er re­fused to give eigh­teen sous for it, say­ing that he could not af­ford eigh­teen sous for the skin of a fowl from which M. Fou­quet had sucked all the fat.”

			“Go on.”

			“The joke caused a deal of laugh­ter,” con­tin­ued the ab­bé; “laugh­ter at your ex­pense, death to the dev­ils! and the canaille were de­light­ed. The jok­er added, ‘Give me a fowl fed by M. Col­bert, if you like! and I will pay all you ask.’ And im­me­di­ate­ly there was a clap­ping of hands. A fright­ful scan­dal! you un­der­stand; a scan­dal which forces a broth­er to hide his face.”

			Fou­quet col­ored. “And you veiled it?” said the su­per­in­ten­dent.

			“No, for so it hap­pened I had one of my men in the crowd; a new re­cruit from the prov­inces, one M. Men­neville, whom I like very much. He made his way through the press, say­ing to the jok­er: ‘Mille barbes! Mon­sieur the false jok­er, here’s a thrust for Col­bert!’ ‘And one for Fou­quet,’ replied the jok­er. Up­on which they drew in front of the cook’s shop, with a hedge of the cu­ri­ous round them, and five hun­dred as cu­ri­ous at the win­dows.”

			“Well?” said Fou­quet.

			“Well, Mon­sieur, my Men­neville spit­ted the jok­er, to the great as­ton­ish­ment of the spec­ta­tors, and said to the cook:—‘Take this goose, my friend, for it is fat­ter than your fowl.’ That is the way, Mon­sieur,” end­ed the ab­bé, tri­umphant­ly, “in which I spend my rev­enues; I main­tain the hon­or of the fam­i­ly, Mon­sieur.” Fou­quet hung his head. “And I have a hun­dred as good as he,” con­tin­ued the ab­bé.

			“Very well,” said Fou­quet, “give the ac­count to Gourville, and re­main here this evening.”

			“Shall we have sup­per?”

			“Yes, there will be sup­per.”

			“But the chest is closed.”

			“Gourville will open it for you. Leave us, Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé, leave us.”

			“Then we are friends?” said the ab­bé, with a bow.

			“Oh, yes, friends. Come, Gourville.”

			“Are you go­ing out? You will not stay to sup­per, then?”

			“I shall be back in an hour; rest easy, ab­bé.” Then aside to Gourville—“Let them put to my Eng­lish hors­es,” said he, “and di­rect the coach­man to stop at the Hô­tel de Ville de Paris.”
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			Car­riages were al­ready bring­ing the guests of Fou­quet to Saint-Mandé; al­ready the whole house was get­ting warm with the prepa­ra­tions for sup­per, when the su­per­in­ten­dent launched his fleet hors­es up­on the roads to Paris, and go­ing by the quays, in or­der to meet few­er peo­ple on the way, soon reached the Hô­tel de Ville. It want­ed a quar­ter to eight. Fou­quet alight­ed at the cor­ner of the Rue de Long-Pont, and, on foot, di­rect­ed his course to­wards the Place de Grève, ac­com­pa­nied by Gourville. At the turn­ing of the Place they saw a man dressed in black and vi­o­let, of dig­ni­fied mien, who was pre­par­ing to get in­to a hired car­riage, and told the coach­man to stop at Vin­cennes. He had be­fore him a large ham­per filled with bot­tles, which he had just pur­chased at the cabaret with the sign of “L’Im­age-de-Notre-Dame.”

			“Eh, but! that is Va­tel! my maître d’hô­tel!” said Fou­quet to Gourville.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur,” replied the lat­ter.

			“What can he have been do­ing at the sign of L’Im­age-de-Notre-Dame?”

			“Buy­ing wine, no doubt.”

			“What! buy wine for me, at a cabaret?” said Fou­quet. “My cel­lar, then, must be in a mis­er­able con­di­tion!” and he ad­vanced to­wards the maître d’hô­tel, who was ar­rang­ing his bot­tles in the car­riage with the most minute care.

			“Holà! Va­tel,” said he, in the voice of a mas­ter.

			“Take care, Mon­seigneur!” said Gourville, “you will be rec­og­nized.”

			“Very well! Of what con­se­quence?—Va­tel!”

			The man dressed in black and vi­o­let turned round. He had a good and mild coun­te­nance, with­out ex­pres­sion—a math­e­ma­ti­cian mi­nus the pride. A cer­tain fire sparkled in the eyes of this per­son­age, a rather sly smile played round his lips; but the ob­serv­er might soon have re­marked that this fire and this smile ap­plied to noth­ing, en­light­ened noth­ing. Va­tel laughed like an ab­sent man, and amused him­self like a child. At the sound of his mas­ter’s voice he turned round, ex­claim­ing: “Oh! Mon­seigneur!”

			“Yes, it is I. What the dev­il are you do­ing here, Va­tel? Wine! You are buy­ing wine at a cabaret in the Place de Grève!”

			“But, Mon­seigneur,” said Va­tel, qui­et­ly af­ter hav­ing dart­ed a hos­tile glance at Gourville, “why am I in­ter­fered with here? Is my cel­lar kept in bad or­der?”

			“No, certes, Va­tel, no; but—”

			“But what?” replied Va­tel. Gourville touched Fou­quet’s el­bow.

			“Don’t be an­gry, Va­tel; I thought my cel­lar—your cel­lar—suf­fi­cient­ly well stocked for us to be able to dis­pense with re­course to the cel­lar of L’Im­age-de-Notre-Dame.”

			“Eh, Mon­sieur,” said Va­tel, shrink­ing from mon­seigneur to mon­sieur with a de­gree of dis­dain: “your cel­lar is so well stocked that when cer­tain of your guests dine with you they have noth­ing to drink.”

			Fou­quet, in great sur­prise, looked at Gourville. “What do you mean by that?”

			“I mean that your but­ler had not wine for all tastes, Mon­sieur; and that M. de La Fontaine, M. Pélis­son, and M. Con­rart, do not drink when they come to the house—these gen­tle­men do not like strong wine. What is to be done, then?”

			“Well, and there­fore?”

			“Well, then, I have found here a vin de Joigny, which they like. I know they come here once a week to drink at the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame. That is the rea­son I am mak­ing this pro­vi­sion.”

			Fou­quet had no more to say; he was con­vinced. Va­tel, on his part, had much more to say, with­out doubt, and it was plain he was get­ting warm. “It is just as if you would re­proach me, Mon­seigneur, for go­ing to the Rue Planche Mil­bray, to fetch, my­self, the cider M. Loret drinks when he comes to dine at your house.”

			“Loret drinks cider at my house!” cried Fou­quet, laugh­ing.

			“Cer­tain­ly he does, Mon­sieur, and that is the rea­son why he dines there with plea­sure.”

			“Va­tel,” cried Fou­quet, press­ing the hand of his maître d’hô­tel, “you are a man! I thank you, Va­tel, for hav­ing un­der­stood that at my house M. de La Fontaine, M. Con­rart, and M. Loret are as great as dukes and peers, as great as princes, greater than my­self. Va­tel, you are a good ser­vant, and I dou­ble your salary.”

			Va­tel did not even thank his mas­ter, he mere­ly shrugged his shoul­ders a lit­tle, mur­mur­ing this su­perb sen­ti­ment: “To be thanked for hav­ing done one’s du­ty is hu­mil­i­at­ing.”

			“He is right,” said Gourville, as he drew Fou­quet’s at­ten­tion, by a ges­ture, to an­oth­er point. He showed him a low-built tum­brel, drawn by two hors­es, up­on which rocked two strong gib­bets, bound to­geth­er, back to back, by chains, whilst an archer, seat­ed up­on the cross­beam, suf­fered, as well as he could, with his head cast down, the com­ments of a hun­dred vagabonds, who guessed the des­ti­na­tion of the gib­bets, and were es­cort­ing them to the Hô­tel de Ville. Fou­quet start­ed. “It is de­cid­ed, you see,” said Gourville.

			“But it is not done,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Oh, do not flat­ter your­self, Mon­seigneur; if they have thus lulled your friend­ship and sus­pi­cions—if things have gone so far, you will be able to un­do noth­ing.”

			“But I have not giv­en my sanc­tion.”

			“M. de Ly­onne has rat­i­fied for you.”

			“I will go to the Lou­vre.”

			“Oh, no, you will not.”

			“Would you ad­vise such base­ness?” cried Fou­quet, “would you ad­vise me to aban­don my friends? would you ad­vise me, whilst able to fight, to throw the arms I hold in my hand to the ground?”

			“I do not ad­vise you to do any­thing of the kind, Mon­seigneur. Are you in a po­si­tion to quit the post of su­per­in­ten­dent at this mo­ment?”

			“No.”

			“Well, if the king wish­es to dis­place you—”

			“He will dis­place me ab­sent as well as present.”

			“Yes, but you will not have in­sult­ed him.”

			“Yes, but I shall have been base; now I am not will­ing that my friends should die; and they shall not die!”

			“For that it is nec­es­sary you should go to the Lou­vre, is it not?”

			“Gourville!”

			“Be­ware! once at the Lou­vre, you will be forced to de­fend your friends open­ly, that is to say, to make a pro­fes­sion of faith; or you will be forced to aban­don them ir­re­vo­ca­bly.”

			“Nev­er!”

			“Par­don me;—the king will pro­pose the al­ter­na­tive to you, rig­or­ous­ly, or else you will pro­pose it to him your­self.”

			“That is true.”

			“That is the rea­son why con­flict must be avoid­ed. Let us re­turn to Saint-Mandé, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Gourville, I will not stir from this place, where the crime is to be car­ried out, where my dis­grace is to be ac­com­plished; I will not stir, I say, till I have found some means of com­bat­ing my en­e­mies.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied Gourville, “you would ex­cite my pity, if I did not know you for one of the great spir­its of this world. You pos­sess a hun­dred and fifty mil­lions, you are equal to the king in po­si­tion, and a hun­dred and fifty mil­lions his su­pe­ri­or in mon­ey. M. Col­bert has not even had the wit to have the will of Mazarin ac­cept­ed. Now, when a man is the rich­est per­son in a king­dom, and will take the trou­ble to spend the mon­ey, if things are done he does not like, it is be­cause he is a poor man. Let us re­turn to Saint-Mandé, I say.”

			“To con­sult with Pélis­son?—we will.”

			“No, Mon­seigneur, to count your mon­ey.”

			“So be it,” said Fou­quet, with an­gry eyes;—“yes, yes, to Saint-Mandé!” He got in­to his car­riage again, and Gourville with him. Up­on their road, at the end of the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, they over­took the hum­ble equipage of Va­tel, who was qui­et­ly con­vey­ing home his vin de Joigny. The black hors­es, go­ing at a swift pace, alarmed, as they passed, the timid hack of the maître d’hô­tel, who, putting his head out at the win­dow, cried, in a fright, “Take care of my bot­tles!”
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			Fifty per­sons were wait­ing for the su­per­in­ten­dent. He did not even take the time to place him­self in the hands of his valet de cham­bre for a minute, but from the per­ron went straight in­to the pre­mier sa­lon. There his friends were as­sem­bled in full chat. The in­ten­dant was about to or­der sup­per to be served, but, above all, the Ab­bé Fou­quet watched for the re­turn of his broth­er, and was en­deav­or­ing to do the hon­ors of the house in his ab­sence. Up­on the ar­rival of the su­per­in­ten­dent, a mur­mur of joy and af­fec­tion was heard; Fou­quet, full of af­fa­bil­i­ty, good hu­mor, and mu­nif­i­cence, was beloved by his po­ets, his artists, and his men of busi­ness. His brow, up­on which his lit­tle court read, as up­on that of a god, all the move­ments of his soul, and thence drew rules of con­duct—his brow, up­on which af­fairs of state nev­er im­pressed a wrin­kle, was this evening paler than usu­al, and more than one friend­ly eye re­marked that pal­lor. Fou­quet placed him­self at the head of the ta­ble, and presid­ed gay­ly dur­ing sup­per. He re­count­ed Va­tel’s ex­pe­di­tion to La Fontaine, he re­lat­ed the his­to­ry of Men­neville and the skin­ny fowl to Pélis­son, in such a man­ner that all the ta­ble heard it. A tem­pest of laugh­ter and jokes en­sued, which was on­ly checked by a se­ri­ous and even sad ges­ture from Pélis­son. The Ab­bé Fou­quet, not be­ing able to com­pre­hend why his broth­er should have led the con­ver­sa­tion in that di­rec­tion, lis­tened with all his ears, and sought in the coun­te­nance of Gourville, or in that of his broth­er, an ex­pla­na­tion which noth­ing af­ford­ed him. Pélis­son took up the mat­ter:—“Did they men­tion M. Col­bert, then?” said he.

			“Why not?” replied Fou­quet; “if true, as it is said to be, that the king has made him his in­ten­dant?” Scarce­ly had Fou­quet ut­tered these words, with a marked in­ten­tion, than an ex­plo­sion broke forth among the guests.

			“The miser!” said one.

			“The mean, piti­ful fel­low!” said an­oth­er.

			“The hyp­ocrite!” said a third.

			Pélis­son ex­changed a mean­ing look with Fou­quet. “Messieurs,” said he, “in truth we are abus­ing a man whom no one knows: it is nei­ther char­i­ta­ble nor rea­son­able; and here is Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, who, I am sure, agrees with me.”

			“En­tire­ly,” replied Fou­quet. “Let the fat fowls of M. Col­bert alone; our busi­ness to­day is with the faisans truf­fés of M. Va­tel.” This speech stopped the dark cloud which was be­gin­ning to throw its shade over the guests. Gourville suc­ceed­ed so well in an­i­mat­ing the po­ets with the vin de Joigny; the ab­bé, in­tel­li­gent as a man who stands in need of his host’s mon­ey, so en­livened the fi­nanciers and the men of the sword, that, amidst the va­pors of this joy and the noise of con­ver­sa­tion, in­qui­etudes dis­ap­peared com­plete­ly. The will of Car­di­nal Mazarin was the text of the con­ver­sa­tion at the sec­ond course and dessert; then Fou­quet or­dered bowls of sweet­meats and foun­tains of liquor to be car­ried in­to the sa­lon ad­join­ing the gallery. He led the way thith­er, con­duct­ing by the hand a la­dy, the queen, by his pref­er­ence, of the evening. The mu­si­cians then supped, and the prom­e­nades in the gallery and the gar­dens com­menced, be­neath a spring sky, mild and flow­er-scent­ed. Pélis­son then ap­proached the su­per­in­ten­dent, and said: “Some­thing trou­bles Mon­seigneur?”

			“Great­ly,” replied the min­is­ter; “ask Gourville to tell you what it is.” Pélis­son, on turn­ing round, found La Fontaine tread­ing up­on his heels. He was obliged to lis­ten to a Latin verse, which the po­et had com­posed up­on Va­tel. La Fontaine had, for an hour, been scan­ning this verse in all cor­ners, seek­ing some­one to pour it out up­on ad­van­ta­geous­ly. He thought he had caught Pélis­son, but the lat­ter es­caped him; he turned to­wards Sorel, who had, him­self, just com­posed a qua­train in hon­or of the sup­per, and the Am­phytri­on. La Fontaine in vain en­deav­ored to gain at­ten­tion to his vers­es; Sorel want­ed to ob­tain a hear­ing for his qua­train. He was obliged to re­treat be­fore M. le Comte de Charost, whose arm Fou­quet had just tak­en. L’Ab­bé Fou­quet per­ceived that the po­et, ab­sent­mind­ed as usu­al, was about to fol­low the two talk­ers; and he in­ter­posed. La Fontaine seized up­on him, and re­cit­ed his vers­es. The ab­bé, who was quite in­no­cent of Latin, nod­ded his head, in ca­dence, at ev­ery roll which La Fontaine im­pressed up­on his body, ac­cord­ing to the un­du­la­tions of the dactyls and spon­dees. While this was go­ing on, be­hind the con­fi­ture-basins, Fou­quet re­lat­ed the event of the day to his son-in-law, M. de Charost. “We will send the idle and use­less to look at the fire­works,” said Pélis­son to Gourville, “whilst we con­verse here.”

			“So be it,” said Gourville, ad­dress­ing four words to Va­tel. The lat­ter then led to­wards the gar­dens the ma­jor part of the beaux, the ladies and the chat­ter­ers, whilst the men walked in the gallery, light­ed by three hun­dred wax-lights, in the sight of all; the ad­mir­ers of fire­works all ran away to­wards the gar­den. Gourville ap­proached Fou­quet, and said: “Mon­sieur, we are here.”

			“All?” said Fou­quet.

			“Yes—count.” The su­per­in­ten­dent count­ed; there were eight per­sons. Pélis­son and Gourville walked arm in arm, as if con­vers­ing up­on vague and friv­o­lous sub­jects. Sorel and two of­fi­cers im­i­tat­ed them, and in an op­po­site di­rec­tion. The Ab­bé Fou­quet walked alone. Fou­quet, with M. de Charost, walked as if en­tire­ly ab­sorbed in the con­ver­sa­tion of his son-in-law. “Messieurs,” said he, “let no one of you raise his head as he walks, or ap­pear to pay at­ten­tion to me; con­tin­ue walk­ing, we are alone, lis­ten to me.”

			A per­fect si­lence en­sued, dis­turbed on­ly by the dis­tant cries of the joy­ous guests, from the groves whence they be­held the fire­works. It was a whim­si­cal spec­ta­cle this, of these men walk­ing in groups, as if each one was oc­cu­pied about some­thing, whilst lend­ing at­ten­tion re­al­ly on­ly to one amongst them, who, him­self, seemed to be speak­ing on­ly to his com­pan­ion. “Messieurs,” said Fou­quet, “you have, with­out doubt, re­marked the ab­sence of two of my friends this evening, who were with us on Wednes­day. For God’s sake, ab­bé, do not stop—it is not nec­es­sary to en­able you to lis­ten; walk on, car­ry­ing your head in a nat­u­ral way, and as you have ex­cel­lent sight, place your­self at the win­dow, and if any­one re­turns to­wards the gallery, give us no­tice by cough­ing.”

			The ab­bé obeyed.

			“I have not ob­served their ab­sence,” said Pélis­son, who, at this mo­ment, was turn­ing his back to Fou­quet, and walk­ing the oth­er way.

			“I do not see M. Ly­o­dot,” said Sorel, “who pays me my pen­sion.”

			“And I,” said the ab­bé, at the win­dow, “do not see M. d’Eymeris, who owes me eleven hun­dred livres from our last game of bre­lan.”

			“Sorel,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, walk­ing bent, and gloomi­ly, “you will nev­er re­ceive your pen­sion any more from M. Ly­o­dot; and you, ab­bé, will nev­er be paid you eleven hun­dred livres by M. d’Eymeris; for both are doomed to die.”

			“To die!” ex­claimed the whole as­sem­bly, ar­rest­ed, in spite of them­selves, in the com­e­dy they were play­ing, by that ter­ri­ble word.

			“Re­cov­er your­selves, messieurs,” said Fou­quet, “for per­haps we are watched—I said: to die!”

			“To die!” re­peat­ed Pélis­son; “what, the men I saw six days ago, full of health, gayety, and the spir­it of the fu­ture! What then is man, good God! that dis­ease should thus bring him down all at once!”

			“It is not a dis­ease,” said Fou­quet.

			“Then there is a rem­e­dy,” said Sorel.

			“No rem­e­dy. Messieurs de Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris are on the eve of their last day.”

			“Of what are these gen­tle­men dy­ing, then?” asked an of­fi­cer.

			“Ask of him who kills them,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Who kills them? Are they be­ing killed, then?” cried the ter­ri­fied cho­rus.

			“They do bet­ter still; they are hang­ing them,” mur­mured Fou­quet, in a sin­is­ter voice, which sound­ed like a fu­ner­al knell in that rich gallery, splen­did with pic­tures, flow­ers, vel­vet, and gold. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly ev­ery­one stopped; the ab­bé quit­ted his win­dow; the first fusées of the fire­works be­gan to mount above the trees. A pro­longed cry from the gar­dens at­tract­ed the su­per­in­ten­dent to en­joy the spec­ta­cle. He drew near to a win­dow, and his friends placed them­selves be­hind him, at­ten­tive to his least wish.

			“Messieurs,” said he, “M. Col­bert has caused to be ar­rest­ed, tried and will ex­e­cute my two friends; what does it be­come me to do?”

			“Mordieu!” ex­claimed the ab­bé, the first one to speak, “run M. Col­bert through the body.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” said Pélis­son, “you must speak to His Majesty.”

			“The king, my dear Pélis­son, him­self signed the or­der for the ex­e­cu­tion.”

			“Well!” said the Comte de Charost, “the ex­e­cu­tion must not take place, then; that is all.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” said Gourville, “un­less we could cor­rupt the jail­ers.”

			“Or the gov­er­nor,” said Fou­quet.

			“This night the pris­on­ers might be al­lowed to es­cape.”

			“Which of you will take charge of the trans­ac­tion?”

			“I,” said the ab­bé, “will car­ry the mon­ey.”

			“And I,” said Pélis­son, “will be the bear­er of the words.”

			“Words and mon­ey,” said Fou­quet, “five hun­dred thou­sand livres to the gov­er­nor of the concierg­erie, that is suf­fi­cient; nev­er­the­less, it shall be a mil­lion, if nec­es­sary.”

			“A mil­lion!” cried the ab­bé; “why, for less than half, I would have half Paris sacked.”

			“There must be no dis­or­der,” said Pélis­son. “The gov­er­nor be­ing gained, the two pris­on­ers es­cape; once clear of the fangs of the law, they will call to­geth­er the en­e­mies of Col­bert, and prove to the king that his young jus­tice, like all oth­er mon­strosi­ties, is not in­fal­li­ble.”

			“Go to Paris, then, Pélis­son,” said Fou­quet, “and bring hith­er the two vic­tims; to­mor­row we shall see.”

			Gourville gave Pélis­son the five hun­dred thou­sand livres. “Take care the wind does not car­ry you away,” said the ab­bé; “what a re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. Peste! Let me help you a lit­tle.”

			“Si­lence!” said Fou­quet, “some­body is com­ing. Ah! the fire­works are pro­duc­ing a mag­i­cal ef­fect.” At this mo­ment a show­er of sparks fell rustling among the branch­es of the neigh­bor­ing trees. Pélis­son and Gourville went out to­geth­er by the door of the gallery; Fou­quet de­scend­ed to the gar­den with the five last plot­ters.
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				Epi­cure­ans

			
			As Fou­quet was giv­ing, or ap­pear­ing to give, all his at­ten­tion to the bril­liant il­lu­mi­na­tions, the lan­guish­ing mu­sic of the vi­o­lins and haut­boys, the sparkling sheaves of the ar­ti­fi­cial fires, which, in­flam­ing the heav­ens with glow­ing re­flec­tions, marked be­hind the trees the dark pro­file of the don­jon of Vin­cennes; as, we say, the su­per­in­ten­dent was smil­ing on the ladies and the po­ets, the fête was ev­ery whit as gay as usu­al; and Va­tel, whose rest­less, even jeal­ous look, earnest­ly con­sult­ed the as­pect of Fou­quet, did not ap­pear dis­sat­is­fied with the wel­come giv­en to the or­der­ing of the evening’s en­ter­tain­ment. The fire­works over, the com­pa­ny dis­persed about the gar­dens and be­neath the mar­ble por­ti­coes with the de­light­ful lib­er­ty which re­veals in the mas­ter of the house so much for­get­ful­ness of great­ness, so much cour­te­ous hos­pi­tal­i­ty, so much mag­nif­i­cent care­less­ness. The po­ets wan­dered about, arm in arm, through the groves; some re­clined up­on beds of moss, to the great dam­age of vel­vet clothes and curled heads, in­to which lit­tle dried leaves and blades of grass in­sin­u­at­ed them­selves. The ladies, in small num­bers, lis­tened to the songs of the singers and the vers­es of the po­ets; oth­ers lis­tened to the prose, spo­ken with much art, by men who were nei­ther ac­tors nor po­ets, but to whom youth and soli­tude gave an un­ac­cus­tomed elo­quence, which ap­peared to them bet­ter than ev­ery­thing else in the world. “Why,” said La Fontaine, “does not our mas­ter Epi­cu­rus de­scend in­to the gar­den? Epi­cu­rus nev­er aban­doned his pupils; the mas­ter is wrong.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Con­rart, “you your­self are in the wrong per­sist­ing in dec­o­rat­ing your­self with the name of an Epi­cure­an; in­deed, noth­ing here re­minds me of the doc­trine of the philoso­pher of Gar­get­ta.”

			“Bah!” said La Fontaine, “is it not writ­ten that Epi­cu­rus pur­chased a large gar­den and lived in it tran­quil­ly with his friends?”

			“That is true.”

			“Well, has not M. Fou­quet pur­chased a large gar­den at Saint-Mandé, and do we not live here very tran­quil­ly with him and his friends?”

			“Yes, with­out doubt; un­for­tu­nate­ly it is nei­ther the gar­den nor the friends which con­sti­tute the re­sem­blance. Now, what like­ness is there be­tween the doc­trine of Epi­cu­rus and that of M. Fou­quet?”

			“This—plea­sure gives hap­pi­ness.”

			“Next?”

			“Well, I do not think we ought to con­sid­er our­selves un­for­tu­nate, for my part, at least. A good repast—vin de Foigny, which they have the del­i­ca­cy to go and fetch for me from my fa­vorite cabaret—not one im­per­ti­nence heard dur­ing a sup­per an hour long, in spite of the pres­ence of ten mil­lion­aires and twen­ty po­ets.”

			“I stop you there. You men­tioned vin de Foigny, and a good repast; do you per­sist in that?”

			“I per­sist—an­te­co, as they say at Port Roy­al.”

			“Then please to rec­ol­lect that the great Epi­cu­rus lived, and made his pupils live, up­on bread, veg­eta­bles, and wa­ter.”

			“That is not cer­tain,” said La Fontaine; “and you ap­pear to me to be con­found­ing Epi­cu­rus with Pythago­ras, my dear Con­rart.”

			“Re­mem­ber, like­wise, that the an­cient philoso­pher was rather a bad friend of the gods and the mag­is­trates.”

			“Oh! that is what I will not ad­mit,” replied La Fontaine. “Epi­cu­rus was like M. Fou­quet.”

			“Do not com­pare him to Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant,” said Con­rart, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice, “or you would ac­cred­it the re­ports which are cir­cu­lat­ing con­cern­ing him and us.”

			“What re­ports?”

			“That we are bad French­men, luke­warm with re­gard to the king, deaf to the law.”

			“I re­turn, then, to my text,” said La Fontaine. “Lis­ten, Con­rart, this is the moral­i­ty of Epi­cu­rus, whom, be­sides, I con­sid­er, if I must tell you so, as a myth. An­tiq­ui­ty is most­ly myth­i­cal. Jupiter, if we give a lit­tle at­ten­tion to it, is life. Al­cides is strength. The words are there to bear me out; Zeus, that is, zen, to live. Al­cides, that is, al­cé, vig­or. Well, Epi­cu­rus, that is mild watch­ful­ness, that is pro­tec­tion; now who watch­es bet­ter over the state, or who pro­tects in­di­vid­u­als bet­ter than M. Fou­quet does?”

			“You talk et­y­mol­o­gy and not moral­i­ty; I say that we mod­ern Epi­cure­ans are in­dif­fer­ent cit­i­zens.”

			“Oh!” cried La Fontaine, “if we be­come bad cit­i­zens, it is not through fol­low­ing the max­ims of our mas­ter. Lis­ten to one of his prin­ci­pal apho­risms.”

			“I—will.”

			“Pray for good lead­ers.”

			“Well?”

			“Well! what does M. Fou­quet say to us ev­ery day? ‘When shall we be gov­erned?’ Does he say so? Come, Con­rart, be frank.”

			“He says so, that is true.”

			“Well, that is a doc­trine of Epi­cu­rus.”

			“Yes; but that is a lit­tle sedi­tious, ob­serve.”

			“What! sedi­tious to wish to be gov­erned by good heads or lead­ers?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, when those who gov­ern are bad.”

			“Pa­tience, I have a re­ply for all.”

			“Even for what I have just said to you?”

			“Lis­ten! would you sub­mit to those who gov­ern ill? Oh! it is writ­ten: Cacôs po­li­teu­ousi. You grant me the text?”

			“Par­dieu! I think so. Do you know, you speak Greek as well as Ae­sop did, my dear La Fontaine.”

			“Is there any wicked­ness in that, my dear Con­rart?”

			“God for­bid I should say so.”

			“Then let us re­turn to M. Fou­quet. What did he re­peat to us all the day? Was it not this? ‘What a cuistre is that Mazarin! what an ass! what a leech! We must, how­ev­er, sub­mit to that fel­low.’ Now, Con­rart, did he say so, or did he not?”

			“I con­fess that he said it, and even per­haps too of­ten.”

			“Like Epi­cu­rus, my friend, still like Epi­cu­rus; I re­peat, we are Epi­cure­ans, and that is very amus­ing.”

			“Yes; but I am afraid there will rise up, by the side of us, a sect like that of Epicte­tus; you know him well; the philoso­pher of Hi­er­apo­lis, he who called bread lux­u­ry, veg­eta­bles prodi­gal­i­ty, and clear wa­ter drunk­en­ness; he who, be­ing beat­en by his mas­ter, said to him, grum­bling a lit­tle it is true, but with­out be­ing an­gry, ‘I will lay a wa­ger you have bro­ken my leg!’—and who won his wa­ger.”

			“He was a goose, that fel­low Epicte­tus.”

			“Grant­ed, but he might eas­i­ly be­come the fash­ion by on­ly chang­ing his name in­to that of Col­bert.”

			“Bah!” replied La Fontaine, “that is im­pos­si­ble. Nev­er will you find Col­bert in Epicte­tus.”

			“You are right, I shall find—Col­u­ber there, at the most.”

			“Ah! you are beat­en, Con­rart; you are re­duced to a play up­on words. M. Ar­naud pre­tends that I have no log­ic; I have more than M. Nicole.”

			“Yes,” replied Con­rart, “you have log­ic, but you are a Jansenist.”

			This per­ora­tion was hailed with a bois­ter­ous shout of laugh­ter; by de­grees the prom­e­naders had been at­tract­ed by the ex­cla­ma­tions of the two dis­putants around the ar­bor un­der which they were ar­gu­ing. The dis­cus­sion had been re­li­gious­ly lis­tened to, and Fou­quet him­self, scarce­ly able to sup­press his laugh­ter, had giv­en an ex­am­ple of mod­er­a­tion. But with the de­noue­ment of the scene he threw off all re­straint, and laughed aloud. Ev­ery­body laughed as he did, and the two philoso­phers were salut­ed with unan­i­mous fe­lic­i­ta­tions. La Fontaine, how­ev­er, was de­clared con­queror, on ac­count of his pro­found eru­di­tion and his ir­refragable log­ic. Con­rart ob­tained the com­pen­sa­tion due to an un­suc­cess­ful com­bat­ant; he was praised for the loy­al­ty of his in­ten­tions, and the pu­ri­ty of his con­science.

			At the mo­ment when this jol­li­ty was man­i­fest­ing it­self by the most live­ly demon­stra­tions, when the ladies were re­proach­ing the two ad­ver­saries with not hav­ing ad­mit­ted wom­en in­to the sys­tem of Epi­cure­an hap­pi­ness, Gourville was seen has­ten­ing from the oth­er end of the gar­den, ap­proach­ing Fou­quet, and de­tach­ing him, by his pres­ence alone, from the group. The su­per­in­ten­dent pre­served on his face the smile and char­ac­ter of care­less­ness; but scarce­ly was he out of sight than he threw off the mask.

			“Well!” said he, ea­ger­ly, “where is Pélis­son! What is he do­ing?”

			“Pélis­son has re­turned from Paris.”

			“Has he brought back the pris­on­ers?”

			“He has not even seen the concierge of the prison.”

			“What! did he not tell him he came from me?”

			“He told him so, but the concierge sent him this re­ply: ‘If any­one came to me from M. Fou­quet, he would have a let­ter from M. Fou­quet.’ ”

			“Oh!” cried the lat­ter, “if a let­ter is all he wants—”

			“It is use­less, Mon­sieur!” said Pélis­son, show­ing him­self at the cor­ner of the lit­tle wood, “use­less! Go your­self, and speak in your own name.”

			“You are right. I will go in, as if to work; let the hors­es re­main har­nessed, Pélis­son. En­ter­tain my friends, Gourville.”

			“One last word of ad­vice, Mon­seigneur,” replied the lat­ter.

			“Speak, Gourville.”

			“Do not go to the concierge save at the last minute; it is brave, but it is not wise. Ex­cuse me, Mon­sieur Pélis­son, if I am not of the same opin­ion as you; but take my ad­vice, Mon­seigneur, send again a mes­sage to this concierge—he is a wor­thy man, but do not car­ry it your­self.”

			“I will think of it,” said Fou­quet; “be­sides, we have all the night be­fore us.”

			“Do not reck­on too much on time; were the hours we have twice as many as they are, they would not be too much,” replied Pélis­son; “it is nev­er a fault to ar­rive too soon.”

			“Adieu!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent; “come with me, Pélis­son. Gourville, I com­mend my guests to your care.” And he set off. The Epi­cure­ans did not per­ceive that the head of the school had left them; the vi­o­lins con­tin­ued play­ing all night long.
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				A Quar­ter of an Hour’s De­lay

			
			Fou­quet, on leav­ing his house for the sec­ond time that day, felt him­self less heavy and less dis­turbed than might have been ex­pect­ed. He turned to­wards Pélis­son, who was med­i­tat­ing in the cor­ner of the car­riage some good ar­gu­ments against the vi­o­lent pro­ceed­ings of Col­bert.

			“My dear Pélis­son,” said Fou­quet, “it is a great pity you are not a wom­an.”

			“I think, on the con­trary, it is very for­tu­nate,” replied Pélis­son, “for, Mon­seigneur, I am ex­ces­sive­ly ug­ly.”

			“Pélis­son! Pélis­son!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, laugh­ing: “You re­peat too of­ten, you are ‘ug­ly,’ not to leave peo­ple to be­lieve that it gives you much pain.”

			“In fact it does, Mon­seigneur, much pain; there is no man more un­for­tu­nate than I: I was hand­some, the small­pox ren­dered me hideous; I am de­prived of a great means of at­trac­tion; now, I am your prin­ci­pal clerk, or some­thing of that sort; I take great in­ter­est in your af­fairs, and if, at this mo­ment, I were a pret­ty wom­an, I could ren­der you an im­por­tant ser­vice.”

			“What?”

			“I would go and find the concierge of the Palais. I would se­duce him, for he is a gal­lant man, ex­trav­a­gant­ly par­tial to wom­en; then I would get away our two pris­on­ers.”

			“I hope to be able to do so my­self, al­though I am not a pret­ty wom­an,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Grant­ed, Mon­seigneur; but you are com­pro­mis­ing your­self very much.”

			“Oh!” cried Fou­quet, sud­den­ly, with one of those se­cret trans­ports which the gen­er­ous blood of youth, or the re­mem­brance of some sweet emo­tion, in­fus­es in­to the heart. “Oh! I know a wom­an who will en­act the per­son­age we stand in need of, with the lieu­tenant-gov­er­nor of the concierg­erie.”

			“And, on my part, I know fifty, Mon­seigneur; fifty trum­pets, which will in­form the uni­verse of your gen­eros­i­ty, of your de­vo­tion to your friends, and, con­se­quent­ly, will ru­in you soon­er or lat­er in ru­in­ing them­selves.”

			“I do not speak of such wom­en, Pélis­son; I speak of a no­ble and beau­ti­ful crea­ture who joins to the in­tel­li­gence and wit of her sex the val­or and cool­ness of ours; I speak of a wom­an, hand­some enough to make the walls of a prison bow down to salute her, dis­creet enough to let no one sus­pect by whom she has been sent.”

			“A trea­sure!” said Pélis­son; “you would make a fa­mous present to Mon­sieur the gov­er­nor of the Concierg­erie! Peste! Mon­seigneur, he might have his head cut off; but he would, be­fore dy­ing, have had such hap­pi­ness as no man had en­joyed be­fore him.”

			“And I add,” said Fou­quet, “that the concierge of the Palais would not have his head cut off, for he would re­ceive of me my hors­es, to ef­fect his es­cape, and five hun­dred thou­sand livres where­with to live com­fort­ably in Eng­land: I add, that this la­dy, my friend, would give him noth­ing but the hors­es and the mon­ey. Let us go and seek her, Pélis­son.”

			The su­per­in­ten­dent reached forth his hand to­wards the gold­en and silken cord placed in the in­te­ri­or of his car­riage, but Pélis­son stopped him. “Mon­seigneur,” said he, “you are go­ing to lose as much time in seek­ing this la­dy as Colum­bus took to dis­cov­er the new world. Now, we have but two hours in which we can pos­si­bly suc­ceed; the concierge once gone to bed, how shall we get at him with­out mak­ing a dis­tur­bance? When day­light dawns, how can we con­ceal our pro­ceed­ings? Go, go your­self, Mon­seigneur, and do not seek ei­ther wom­an or an­gel tonight.”

			“But, my dear Pélis­son, here we are be­fore her door.”

			“What! be­fore the an­gel’s door?”

			“Why, yes.”

			“This is the ho­tel of Madame de Bel­lière!”

			“Hush!”

			“Ah! Good Lord!” ex­claimed Pélis­son.

			“What have you to say against her?”

			“Noth­ing, alas! and it is that which caus­es my de­spair. Noth­ing, ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. Why can I not, on the con­trary, say ill enough of her to pre­vent your go­ing to her?”

			But Fou­quet had al­ready giv­en or­ders to stop, and the car­riage was mo­tion­less. “Pre­vent me!” cried Fou­quet; “why, no pow­er on earth should pre­vent my go­ing to pay my com­pli­ments to Madame de Plessis-Bel­lière; be­sides, who knows that we shall not stand in need of her!”

			“No, Mon­seigneur, no!”

			“But I do not wish you to wait for me, Pélis­son,” replied Fou­quet, sin­cere­ly cour­te­ous.

			“The more rea­son I should, Mon­seigneur; know­ing that you are keep­ing me wait­ing, you will, per­haps, stay a short­er time. Take care! You see there is a car­riage in the court­yard: she has some­one with her.” Fou­quet leaned to­wards the steps of the car­riage. “One word more,” cried Pélis­son; “do not go to this la­dy till you have been to the concierge, for Heav­en’s sake!”

			“Eh! five min­utes, Pélis­son,” replied Fou­quet, alight­ing at the steps of the ho­tel, leav­ing Pélis­son in the car­riage, in a very ill-hu­mor. Fou­quet ran up­stairs, told his name to the foot­man, which ex­cit­ed an ea­ger­ness and a re­spect that showed the habit the mis­tress of the house had of hon­or­ing that name in her fam­i­ly. “Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant,” cried the mar­quise, ad­vanc­ing, very pale, to meet him; “what an hon­or! what an un­ex­pect­ed plea­sure!” said she. Then, in a low voice, “Take care!” added the mar­quise, “Mar­guerite Vanel is here!”

			“Madame,” replied Fou­quet, rather ag­i­tat­ed, “I came on busi­ness. One sin­gle word, and quick­ly, if you please!” And he en­tered the sa­lon. Madame Vanel had risen, paler, more livid, than En­vy her­self. Fou­quet in vain ad­dressed her, with the most agree­able, most pa­cif­ic salu­ta­tion; she on­ly replied by a ter­ri­ble glance dart­ed at the mar­quise and Fou­quet. This keen glance of a jeal­ous wom­an is a stilet­to which pierces ev­ery cuirass; Mar­guerite Vanel plunged it straight in­to the hearts of the two con­fi­dants. She made a cour­tesy to her friend, a more pro­found one to Fou­quet, and took leave, un­der pre­tense of hav­ing a num­ber of vis­its to make, with­out the mar­quise try­ing to pre­vent her, or Fou­quet, a prey to anx­i­ety, think­ing fur­ther about her. She was scarce­ly out of the room, and Fou­quet left alone with the mar­quise, be­fore he threw him­self on his knees, with­out say­ing a word. “I ex­pect­ed you,” said the mar­quise, with a ten­der sigh.

			“Oh! no,” cried he, “or you would have sent away that wom­an.”

			“She has been here lit­tle more than half an hour, and I had no ex­pec­ta­tion she would come this evening.”

			“You love me just a lit­tle, then, mar­quise?”

			“That is not the ques­tion now; it is of your dan­ger; how are your af­fairs go­ing on?”

			“I am go­ing this evening to get my friends out of the pris­ons of the Palais.”

			“How will you do that?”

			“By buy­ing and brib­ing the gov­er­nor.”

			“He is a friend of mine; can I as­sist you, with­out in­jur­ing you?”

			“Oh! mar­quise, it would be a sig­nal ser­vice; but how can you be em­ployed with­out your be­ing com­pro­mised? Now, nev­er shall my life, my pow­er, or even my lib­er­ty, be pur­chased at the ex­pense of a sin­gle tear from your eyes, or of one frown of pain up­on your brow.”

			“Mon­seigneur, no more such words, they be­wil­der me; I have been cul­pa­ble in try­ing to serve you, with­out cal­cu­lat­ing the ex­tent of what I was do­ing. I love you in re­al­i­ty, as a ten­der friend; and as a friend, I am grate­ful for your del­i­cate at­ten­tions—but, alas!—alas! you will nev­er find a mis­tress in me.”

			“Mar­quise!” cried Fou­quet, in a tone of de­spair; “why not?”

			“Be­cause you are too much beloved,” said the young wom­an, in a low voice; “be­cause you are too much beloved by too many peo­ple—be­cause the splen­dor of glo­ry and for­tune wound my eyes, whilst the dark­ness of sor­row at­tracts them; be­cause, in short, I, who have re­pulsed you in your proud mag­nif­i­cence; I who scarce­ly looked at you in your splen­dor, I came, like a mad wom­an, to throw my­self, as it were, in­to your arms, when I saw a mis­for­tune hov­er­ing over your head. You un­der­stand me now, Mon­seigneur? Be­come hap­py again, that I may re­main chaste in heart and in thought: your mis­for­tune en­tails my ru­in.”

			“Oh! Madame,” said Fou­quet, with an emo­tion he had nev­er be­fore felt; “were I to fall to the low­est de­gree of hu­man mis­ery, and hear from your mouth that word which you now refuse me, that day, Madame, you will be mis­tak­en in your no­ble ego­tism; that day you will fan­cy you are con­sol­ing the most un­for­tu­nate of men, and you will have said, I love you to the most il­lus­tri­ous, the most de­light­ed, the most tri­umphant of the hap­py be­ings of this world.”

			He was still at her feet, kiss­ing her hand, when Pélis­son en­tered pre­cip­i­tate­ly, cry­ing, in very ill-hu­mor, “Mon­seigneur! Madame! for Heav­en’s sake! ex­cuse me. Mon­seigneur, you have been here half an hour. Oh! do not both look at me so re­proach­ful­ly. Madame, pray who is that la­dy who left your house soon af­ter Mon­seigneur came in?”

			“Madame Vanel,” said Fou­quet.

			“Ha!” cried Pélis­son, “I was sure of that.”

			“Well! what then?”

			“Why, she got in­to her car­riage, look­ing dead­ly pale.”

			“What con­se­quence is that to me?”

			“Yes, but what she said to her coach­man is of con­se­quence to you.”

			“Kind heav­en!” cried the mar­quise, “what was that?”

			“To M. Col­bert’s!” said Pélis­son, in a hoarse voice.

			“Bon Dieu!—be­gone, be­gone, Mon­seigneur!” replied the mar­quise, push­ing Fou­quet out of the sa­lon, whilst Pélis­son dragged him by the hand.

			“Am I, then, in­deed,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, “be­come a child, to be fright­ened by a shad­ow?”

			“You are a gi­ant,” said the mar­quise, “whom a viper is try­ing to bite in the heel.”

			Pélis­son con­tin­ued to drag Fou­quet to the car­riage. “To the Palais at full speed!” cried Pélis­son to the coach­man. The hors­es set off like light­en­ing; no ob­sta­cle re­laxed their pace for an in­stant. On­ly, at the ar­cade Saint-Jean, as they were com­ing out up­on the Place de Grève, a long file of horse­men, bar­ring the nar­row pas­sage, stopped the car­riage of the su­per­in­ten­dent. There was no means of forc­ing this bar­ri­er; it was nec­es­sary to wait till the mount­ed archers of the watch, for it was they who stopped the way, had passed with the heavy car­riage they were es­cort­ing, and which as­cend­ed rapid­ly to­wards the Place Bau­doy­er. Fou­quet and Pélis­son took no fur­ther ac­count of this cir­cum­stance be­yond de­plor­ing the minute’s de­lay they had thus to sub­mit to. They en­tered the habi­ta­tion of the concierge du palais five min­utes af­ter. That of­fi­cer was still walk­ing about in the front court. At the name of Fou­quet, whis­pered in his ear by Pélis­son, the gov­er­nor ea­ger­ly ap­proached the car­riage, and, hat in hand, was pro­fuse in his at­ten­tions. “What an hon­or for me, Mon­seigneur,” said he.

			“One word, Mon­sieur le Gov­erneur, will you take the trou­ble to get in­to my car­riage?” The of­fi­cer placed him­self op­po­site Fou­quet in the coach.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, “I have a ser­vice to ask of you.”

			“Speak, Mon­seigneur.”

			“A ser­vice that will be com­pro­mis­ing for you, Mon­sieur, but which will as­sure to you for­ev­er my pro­tec­tion and my friend­ship.”

			“Were it to cast my­self in­to the fire for you, Mon­seigneur, I would do it.”

			“That is well,” said Fou­quet; “what I re­quire is much more sim­ple.”

			“That be­ing so, Mon­seigneur, what is it?”

			“To con­duct me to the cham­ber of Messieurs Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris.”

			“Will Mon­seigneur have the kind­ness to say for what pur­pose?”

			“I will tell you that in their pres­ence, Mon­sieur; at the same time that I will give you am­ple means of pal­li­at­ing this es­cape.”

			“Es­cape! Why, then, Mon­seigneur does not know?”

			“What?”

			“That Messieurs Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris are no longer here.”

			“Since when?” cried Fou­quet, in great ag­i­ta­tion.

			“About a quar­ter of an hour.”

			“Whith­er have they gone, then?”

			“To Vin­cennes—to the don­jon.”

			“Who took them from here?”

			“An or­der from the king.”

			“Oh! woe! woe!” ex­claimed Fou­quet, strik­ing his fore­head. “Woe!” and with­out say­ing a sin­gle word more to the gov­er­nor, he threw him­self back in­to his car­riage, de­spair in his heart, and death on his coun­te­nance.

			“Well!” said Pélis­son, with great anx­i­ety.

			“Our friends are lost. Col­bert is con­vey­ing them to the don­jon. They crossed our path un­der the ar­cade Saint-Jean.”

			Pélis­son, struck as by a thun­der­bolt, made no re­ply. With a sin­gle re­proach he would have killed his mas­ter. “Where is Mon­seigneur go­ing?” said the foot­man.

			“Home—to Paris. You, Pélis­son, re­turn to Saint-Mandé, and bring the Ab­bé Fou­quet to me with­in an hour. Be­gone!”
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			The night was al­ready far ad­vanced when the Ab­bé Fou­quet joined his broth­er. Gourville had ac­com­pa­nied him. These three men, pale with dread of fu­ture events, re­sem­bled less three pow­ers of the day than three con­spir­a­tors, unit­ed by one sin­gle thought of vi­o­lence. Fou­quet walked for a long time, with his eyes fixed up­on the floor, strik­ing his hands one against the oth­er. At length, tak­ing courage, in the midst of a deep sigh: “Ab­bé,” said he, “you were speak­ing to me on­ly to­day of cer­tain peo­ple you main­tain.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied the ab­bé.

			“Tell me pre­cise­ly who are these peo­ple.” The ab­bé hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Come! no fear, I am not threat­en­ing; no ro­manc­ing, for I am not jok­ing.”

			“Since you de­mand the truth, Mon­seigneur, here it is:—I have a hun­dred and twen­ty friends or com­pan­ions of plea­sure, who are sworn to me as the thief is to the gal­lows.”

			“And you think you can de­pend on them?”

			“En­tire­ly.”

			“And you will not com­pro­mise your­self?”

			“I will not even make my ap­pear­ance.”

			“Are they men of res­o­lu­tion?”

			“They would burn Paris, if I promised them they should not be burnt in turn.”

			“The thing I ask of you, ab­bé,” said Fou­quet, wip­ing the sweat which fell from his brow, “is to throw your hun­dred and twen­ty men up­on the peo­ple I will point out to you, at a cer­tain mo­ment giv­en—is it pos­si­ble?”

			“It will not be the first time such a thing has hap­pened to them, Mon­seigneur.”

			“That is well: but would these ban­dits at­tack an armed force?”

			“They are used to that.”

			“Then get your hun­dred and twen­ty men to­geth­er, ab­bé.”

			“Di­rect­ly. But where?”

			“On the road to Vin­cennes, to­mor­row, at two o’clock pre­cise­ly.”

			“To car­ry off Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris? There will be blows to be got!”

			“A num­ber, no doubt; are you afraid?”

			“Not for my­self, but for you.”

			“Your men will know, then, what they have to do?”

			“They are too in­tel­li­gent not to guess it. Now, a min­is­ter who gets up a ri­ot against his king—ex­pos­es him­self—”

			“Of what im­por­tance is that to you, I pray? Be­sides, if I fall, you fall with me.”

			“It would then be more pru­dent, Mon­sieur, not to stir in the af­fair, and leave the king to take this lit­tle sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“Think well of this, ab­bé, Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris at Vin­cennes are a pre­lude of ru­in for my house. I re­peat it—I ar­rest­ed, you will be im­pris­oned—I im­pris­oned, you will be ex­iled.”

			“Mon­sieur, I am at your or­ders; have you any to give me?”

			“What I told you—I wish that, to­mor­row, the two fi­nanciers of whom they mean to make vic­tims, whilst there re­main so many crim­i­nals un­pun­ished, should be snatched from the fury of my en­e­mies. Take your mea­sures ac­cord­ing­ly. Is it pos­si­ble?”

			“It is pos­si­ble.”

			“De­scribe your plan.”

			“It is of rich sim­plic­i­ty. The or­di­nary guard at ex­e­cu­tions con­sists of twelve archers.”

			“There will be a hun­dred to­mor­row.”

			“I reck­on so. I even say more—there will be two hun­dred.”

			“Then your hun­dred and twen­ty men will not be enough.”

			“Par­don me. In ev­ery crowd com­posed of a hun­dred thou­sand spec­ta­tors, there are ten thou­sand ban­dits or cut­purs­es—on­ly they dare not take the ini­tia­tive.”

			“Well?”

			“There will then be, to­mor­row, on the Place de Grève, which I choose as my bat­tle­field, ten thou­sand aux­il­iaries to my hun­dred and twen­ty men. The at­tack com­menced by the lat­ter, the oth­ers will fin­ish it.”

			“That all ap­pears fea­si­ble. But what will be done with re­gard to the pris­on­ers up­on the Place de Grève?”

			“This: they must be thrust in­to some house—that will make a siege nec­es­sary to get them out again. And stop! here is an­oth­er idea, more sub­lime still: cer­tain hous­es have two is­sues—one up­on the Place, and the oth­er in­to the Rue de la Mortel­lerie, or la Van­ner­ie, or la Tixeran­derie. The pris­on­ers en­ter­ing by one door will go out at an­oth­er.”

			“Yes; but fix up­on some­thing pos­i­tive.”

			“I am seek­ing to do so.”

			“And I,” cried Fou­quet, “I have found it. Lis­ten to what has oc­curred to me at this mo­ment.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing.”

			Fou­quet made a sign to Gourville, who ap­peared to un­der­stand. “One of my friends lends me some­times the keys of a house which he rents, Rue Bau­doy­er, the spa­cious gar­dens of which ex­tend be­hind a cer­tain house on the Place de Grève.”

			“That is the place for us,” said the ab­bé. “What house?”

			“A cabaret, pret­ty well fre­quent­ed, whose sign rep­re­sents the im­age of Notre Dame.”

			“I know it,” said the ab­bé.

			“This cabaret has win­dows open­ing up­on the Place, a place of ex­it in­to the court, which must abut up­on the gar­dens of my friend by a door of com­mu­ni­ca­tion.”

			“Good!” said the ab­bé.

			“En­ter by the cabaret, take the pris­on­ers in; de­fend the door while you en­able them to fly by the gar­den and the Place Bau­doy­er.”

			“That is all plain. Mon­sieur, you would make an ex­cel­lent gen­er­al, like Mon­sieur le Prince.”

			“Have you un­der­stood me?”

			“Per­fect­ly well.”

			“How much will it amount to, to make your ban­dits all drunk with wine, and to sat­is­fy them with gold?”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, what an ex­pres­sion! Oh! Mon­sieur, if they heard you! some of them are very sus­cep­ti­ble.”

			“I mean to say they must be brought to the point where they can­not tell the heav­ens from the earth; for I shall to­mor­row con­tend with the king; and when I fight I mean to con­quer—please to un­der­stand.”

			“It shall be done, Mon­sieur. Give me your oth­er ideas.”

			“That is your busi­ness.”

			“Then give me your purse.”

			“Gourville, count a hun­dred thou­sand livres for the ab­bé.”

			“Good! and spare noth­ing, did you not say?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“That is well.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” ob­ject­ed Gourville, “if this should be known, we should lose our heads.”

			“Eh! Gourville,” replied Fou­quet, pur­ple with anger, “you ex­cite my pity. Speak for your­self, if you please. My head does not shake in that man­ner up­on my shoul­ders. Now, ab­bé, is ev­ery­thing ar­ranged?”

			“Ev­ery­thing.”

			“At two o’clock to­mor­row.”

			“At twelve, be­cause it will be nec­es­sary to pre­pare our aux­il­iaries in a se­cret man­ner.”

			“That is true; do not spare the wine of the cabareti­er.”

			“I will spare nei­ther his wine nor his house,” replied the ab­bé, with a sneer­ing laugh. “I have my plan, I tell you; leave me to set it in op­er­a­tion, and you shall see.”

			“Where shall you be your­self?”

			“Ev­ery­where; nowhere.”

			“And how shall I re­ceive in­for­ma­tion?”

			“By a couri­er whose horse shall be kept in the very same gar­den of your friend. Apro­pos, the name of your friend?”

			Fou­quet looked again at Gourville. The lat­ter came to the suc­cor of his mas­ter, say­ing, “Ac­com­pa­ny Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé, for sev­er­al rea­sons, on­ly the house is eas­i­ly to be known, the ‘Im­age-de-Notre-Dame’ in the front, a gar­den, the on­ly one in the quar­ter, be­hind.”

			“Good, good! I will go and give no­tice to my sol­diers.”

			“Ac­com­pa­ny him, Gourville,” said Fou­quet, “and count him down the mon­ey. One mo­ment, ab­bé—one mo­ment, Gourville—what name will be giv­en to this car­ry­ing off?”

			“A very nat­u­ral one, Mon­sieur—the Ri­ot.”

			“The ri­ot on ac­count of what? For, if ev­er the peo­ple of Paris are dis­posed to pay their court to the king, it is when he hangs fi­nanciers.”

			“I will man­age that,” said the ab­bé.

			“Yes; but you may man­age it bad­ly, and peo­ple will guess.”

			“Not at all—not at all. I have an­oth­er idea.”

			“What is that?”

			“My men shall cry out, ‘Col­bert, vive Col­bert!’ and shall throw them­selves up­on the pris­on­ers as if they would tear them in pieces, and shall force them from the gib­bets, as too mild a pun­ish­ment.”

			“Ah! that is an idea,” said Gourville. “Peste! Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé, what an imag­i­na­tion you have!”

			“Mon­sieur, we are wor­thy of our fam­i­ly,” replied the ab­bé, proud­ly.

			“Strange fel­low,” mur­mured Fou­quet. Then he added, “That is in­ge­nious. Car­ry it out, but shed no blood.”

			Gourville and the ab­bé set off to­geth­er, with their heads full of the med­i­tat­ed ri­ot. The su­per­in­ten­dent laid him­self down up­on some cush­ions, half valiant with re­spect to the sin­is­ter projects of the mor­row, half dream­ing of love.
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			At two o’clock the next day fifty thou­sand spec­ta­tors had tak­en their po­si­tion up­on the Place, around the two gib­bets which had been el­e­vat­ed be­tween the Quai de la Grève and the Quai Pel­leti­er; one close to the oth­er, with their backs to the em­bank­ment of the riv­er. In the morn­ing al­so, all the sworn criers of the good city of Paris had tra­versed the quar­ters of the city, par­tic­u­lar­ly the halles and the faubourgs, an­nounc­ing with their hoarse and in­de­fati­ga­ble voic­es the great jus­tice done by the king up­on two spec­u­la­tors, two thieves, de­vour­ers of the peo­ple. And these peo­ple, whose in­ter­ests were so warm­ly looked af­ter, in or­der not to fail in re­spect for their king, quit­ted shops, stalls, and ate­liers, to go and evince a lit­tle grat­i­tude to Louis XIV, ab­so­lute­ly like in­vit­ed guests, who feared to com­mit an im­po­lite­ness in not re­pair­ing to the house of him who had in­vit­ed them. Ac­cord­ing to the tenor of the sen­tence, which the criers read aloud and in­cor­rect­ly, two farm­ers of the rev­enues, mo­nop­o­lists of mon­ey, di­lap­ida­tors of the roy­al pro­vi­sions, ex­tor­tion­ers, and forg­ers, were about to un­der­go cap­i­tal pun­ish­ment on the Place de Grève, with their names bla­zoned over their heads, ac­cord­ing to their sen­tence. As to those names, the sen­tence made no men­tion of them. The cu­rios­i­ty of the Parisians was at its height, and, as we have said, an im­mense crowd wait­ed with fever­ish im­pa­tience the hour fixed for the ex­e­cu­tion. The news had al­ready spread that the pris­on­ers, trans­ferred to the Château of Vin­cennes, would be con­duct­ed from that prison to the Place de Grève. Con­se­quent­ly, the faubourg and the Rue Saint An­toine were crowd­ed; for the pop­u­la­tion of Paris in those days of great ex­e­cu­tions was di­vid­ed in­to two cat­e­gories: those who came to see the con­demned pass—these were of timid and mild hearts, but philo­soph­i­cal­ly cu­ri­ous—and those who wished to see the con­demned die—these had hearts that hun­gered for sen­sa­tion. On this day M. d’Artag­nan re­ceived his last in­struc­tions from the king, and made his adieus to his friends, the num­ber of whom was, at the mo­ment, re­duced to Planchet, then he traced the plan of his day, as ev­ery busy man whose mo­ments are count­ed ought to do, be­cause he ap­pre­ci­ates their im­por­tance.

			“My de­par­ture is to be,” said he, “at break of day, three o’clock in the morn­ing; I have then fif­teen hours be­fore me. Take from them the six hours of sleep which are in­dis­pens­able for me—six; one hour for repasts—sev­en; one hour for a farewell vis­it to Athos—eight; two hours for chance cir­cum­stances—to­tal, ten. There are then five hours left. One hour to get my mon­ey—that is, to have pay­ment re­fused by M. Fou­quet; an­oth­er hour to go and re­ceive my mon­ey of M. Col­bert, to­geth­er with his ques­tions and gri­maces; one hour to look over my clothes and arms, and get my boots cleaned. I still have two hours left. Mor­dioux! how rich I am.” And so say­ing, d’Artag­nan felt a strange joy, a joy of youth, a per­fume of those great and hap­py years of for­mer times mount in­to his brain and in­tox­i­cate him. “Dur­ing these two hours I will go,” said the mus­ke­teer, “and take my quar­ter’s rent of the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame. That will be pleas­ant. Three hun­dred and sev­en­ty-five livres! Mor­dioux! but that is as­ton­ish­ing! If the poor man who has but one livre in his pock­et, found a livre and twelve de­niers, that would be jus­tice, that would be ex­cel­lent; but nev­er does such a god­send fall to the lot of the poor man. The rich man, on the con­trary, makes him­self rev­enue with his mon­ey, which he does not even touch. Here are three hun­dred and sev­en­ty-five livres which fall to me from heav­en. I will go then to the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame, and drink a glass of Span­ish wine with my ten­ant, which he can­not fail to of­fer me. But or­der must be ob­served, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, or­der must be ob­served! Let us or­ga­nize our time, then, and dis­trib­ute the em­ploy­ment of it! Art. 1st, Athos; Art. 2nd, the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame; Art. 3rd, M. Fou­quet; Art. 4th, M. Col­bert; Art. 5th, sup­per; Art. 6th, clothes, boots, horse, port­man­teau; Art. 7th and last, sleep.”

			In con­se­quence of this ar­range­ment, d’Artag­nan went straight to the Comte de la Fère, to whom, mod­est­ly and in­gen­u­ous­ly, he re­lat­ed a part of his for­tu­nate ad­ven­tures. Athos had not been with­out un­easi­ness on the sub­ject of d’Artag­nan’s vis­it to the king; but few words suf­ficed for an ex­pla­na­tion of that. Athos di­vined that Louis had charged d’Artag­nan with some im­por­tant mis­sion, and did not even make an ef­fort to draw the se­cret from him. He on­ly rec­om­mend­ed him to take care of him­self, and of­fered dis­creet­ly to ac­com­pa­ny him if that were de­sir­able.

			“But, my dear friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “I am go­ing nowhere.”

			“What! you come and bid me adieu, and are go­ing nowhere?”

			“Oh! yes, yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, col­or­ing a lit­tle, “I am go­ing to make an ac­qui­si­tion.”

			“That is quite an­oth­er thing. Then I change my for­mu­la. In­stead of ‘Do not get your­self killed,’ I will say—‘Do not get your­self robbed.’ ”

			“My friend, I will in­form you if I set eyes on any prop­er­ty that pleas­es me, and shall ex­pect you will fa­vor me with your opin­ion.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Athos, too del­i­cate to per­mit him­self even the con­so­la­tion of a smile. Raoul im­i­tat­ed the pa­ter­nal re­serve. But d’Artag­nan thought it would ap­pear too mys­te­ri­ous to leave his friends un­der a pre­tense, with­out even telling them the route he was about to take.

			“I have cho­sen Le Mans,” said he to Athos. “It is a good coun­try?”

			“Ex­cel­lent, my friend,” replied the count, with­out mak­ing him ob­serve that Le Mans was in the same di­rec­tions as La Touraine, and that by wait­ing two days, at most, he might trav­el with a friend. But d’Artag­nan, more em­bar­rassed than the count, dug, at ev­ery ex­pla­na­tion, deep­er in­to the mud, in­to which he sank by de­grees. “I shall set out to­mor­row at day­break,” said he at last. “Till that time, will you come with me, Raoul?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said the young man, “if Mon­sieur le Comte does not want me.”

			“No, Raoul; I am to have an au­di­ence to­day of Mon­sieur, the king’s broth­er; that is all I have to do.”

			Raoul asked Gri­maud for his sword, which the old man brought him im­me­di­ate­ly. “Now then,” added d’Artag­nan, open­ing his arms to Athos, “adieu, my dear friend!” Athos held him in a long em­brace, and the mus­ke­teer, who knew his dis­cre­tion so well, mur­mured in his ear—“An af­fair of state,” to which Athos on­ly replied by a pres­sure of the hand, still more sig­nif­i­cant. They then sep­a­rat­ed. Raoul took the arm of his old friend, who led him along the Rue Saint-Hon­oré. “I an con­duct­ing you to the abode of the god Plu­tus,” said d’Artag­nan to the young man; “pre­pare your­self. The whole day you will wit­ness the pil­ing up of crowns. Heav­ens! how I am changed!”

			“Oh! what num­bers of peo­ple there are in the street!” said Raoul.

			“Is there a pro­ces­sion to­day?” asked d’Artag­nan of a passer­by.

			“Mon­sieur, it is a hang­ing,” replied the man.

			“What! a hang­ing at the Grève?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“The dev­il take the rogue who gets him­self hung the day I want to go and take my rent!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Raoul, did you ev­er see any­body hung?”

			“Nev­er, Mon­sieur—thank God!”

			“Oh! how young that sounds! If you were on guard in the trench­es, as I was, and a spy! But, par­don me, Raoul, I am dot­ing—you are quite right, it is a hideous sight to see a per­son hung! At what hour do they hang them, Mon­sieur, if you please?”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the stranger re­spect­ful­ly, de­light­ed at join­ing con­ver­sa­tion with two men of the sword, “it will take place at about three o’clock.”

			“Aha! it is now on­ly half-past one; let us step out, we shall be there in time to touch my three hun­dred and sev­en­ty-five livres, and get away be­fore the ar­rival of the male­fac­tor.”

			“Male­fac­tors, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued the bour­geois; “there are two of them.”

			“Mon­sieur, I re­turn to you many thanks,” said d’Artag­nan, who as he grew old­er, had be­come po­lite to a de­gree. Draw­ing Raoul along, he di­rect­ed his course rapid­ly in the di­rec­tion of La Grève. With­out that great ex­pe­ri­ence mus­ke­teers have of a crowd, to which were joined an ir­re­sistible strength of wrist and an un­com­mon sup­ple­ness of shoul­ders, our two trav­el­ers would not have ar­rived at their place of des­ti­na­tion. They fol­lowed the line of the Quai, which they had gained on quit­ting the Rue Saint-Hon­oré, where they left Athos. D’Artag­nan went first; his el­bow, his wrist, his shoul­der formed three wedges which he knew how to in­sin­u­ate with skill in­to the groups, to make them split and sep­a­rate like fire­wood. He made use some­times of the hilt of his sword as an ad­di­tion­al help: in­tro­duc­ing it be­tween ribs that were too re­bel­lious, mak­ing it take the part of a lever or crow­bar, to sep­a­rate hus­band from wife, un­cle from nephew, and broth­er from broth­er. And all that was done so nat­u­ral­ly, and with such gra­cious smiles, that peo­ple must have had ribs of bronze not to cry thank you when the wrist made its play, or hearts of di­a­mond not to be en­chant­ed when such a bland smile en­livened the lips of the mus­ke­teer. Raoul, fol­low­ing his friend, ca­joled the wom­en who ad­mired his beau­ty, pushed back the men who felt the rigid­i­ty of his mus­cles, and both opened, thanks to these ma­neu­vers, the com­pact and mud­dy tide of the pop­u­lace. They ar­rived in sight of the two gib­bets, from which Raoul turned away his eyes in dis­gust. As for d’Artag­nan, he did not even see them; his house with its gabled roof, its win­dows crowd­ed with the cu­ri­ous, at­tract­ed and even ab­sorbed all the at­ten­tion he was ca­pa­ble of. He dis­tin­guished in the Place and around the hous­es a good num­ber of mus­ke­teers on leave, who, some with wom­en, oth­ers with friends, await­ed the crown­ing cer­e­mo­ny. What re­joiced him above all was to see that his ten­ant, the cabareti­er, was so busy he hard­ly knew which way to turn. Three lads could not sup­ply the drinkers. They filled the shop, the cham­bers, and the court, even. D’Artag­nan called Raoul’s at­ten­tion to this con­course, adding: “The fel­low will have no ex­cuse for not pay­ing his rent. Look at those drinkers, Raoul, one would say they were jol­ly com­pan­ions. Mor­dioux! why, there is no room any­where!” D’Artag­nan, how­ev­er, con­trived to catch hold of the mas­ter by the cor­ner of his apron, and to make him­self known to him.

			“Ah, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said the cabareti­er, half dis­tract­ed, “one minute if you please. I have here a hun­dred mad dev­ils turn­ing my cel­lar up­side down.”

			“The cel­lar, if you like, but not the mon­ey-box.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, your thir­ty-sev­en and a half pis­toles are all count­ed out ready for you, up­stairs in my cham­ber; but there are in that cham­ber thir­ty cus­tomers, who are suck­ing the staves of a lit­tle bar­rel of Opor­to which I tapped for them this very morn­ing. Give me a minute—on­ly a minute?”

			“So be it; so be it.”

			“I will go,” said Raoul, in a low voice, to d’Artag­nan; “this hi­lar­i­ty is vile!”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied d’Artag­nan, stern­ly, “you will please to re­main where you are. The sol­dier ought to fa­mil­iar­ize him­self with all kinds of spec­ta­cles. There are in the eye, when it is young, fibers which we must learn how to hard­en; and we are not tru­ly gen­er­ous and good save from the mo­ment when the eye has be­come hard­ened, and the heart re­mains ten­der. Be­sides, my lit­tle Raoul, would you leave me alone here? That would be very wrong of you. Look, there is yon­der in the low­er court a tree, and un­der the shade of that tree we shall breathe more freely than in this hot at­mos­phere of spilt wine.”

			From the spot on which they had placed them­selves the two new guests of the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame heard the ev­er-in­creas­ing hub­bub of the tide of peo­ple, and lost nei­ther a cry nor a ges­ture of the drinkers, at ta­bles in the cabaret, or dis­sem­i­nat­ed in the cham­bers. If d’Artag­nan had wished to place him­self as a vidette for an ex­pe­di­tion, he could not have suc­ceed­ed bet­ter. The tree un­der which he and Raoul were seat­ed cov­ered them with its al­ready thick fo­liage; it was a low, thick chest­nut-tree, with in­clined branch­es, that cast their shade over a ta­ble so di­lap­i­dat­ed the drinkers had aban­doned it. We said that from this post d’Artag­nan saw ev­ery­thing. He ob­served the go­ings and com­ings of the wait­ers; the ar­rival of fresh drinkers; the wel­come, some­times friend­ly, some­times hos­tile, giv­en to the new­com­ers by oth­ers al­ready in­stalled. He ob­served all this to amuse him­self, for the thir­ty-sev­en and a half pis­toles were a long time com­ing. Raoul re­called his at­ten­tion to it. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “you do not hur­ry your ten­ant, and the con­demned will soon be here. There will then be such a press we shall not be able to get out.”

			“You are right,” said the mus­ke­teer; “Holà! oh! some­body there! Mor­dioux!” But it was in vain he cried and knocked up­on the wreck of the old ta­ble, which fell to pieces be­neath his fist; no­body came. D’Artag­nan was pre­par­ing to go and seek the cabareti­er him­self, to force him to a def­i­nite ex­pla­na­tion, when the door of the court in which he was with Raoul, a door which com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the gar­den sit­u­at­ed at the back, opened, and a man dressed as a cav­a­lier, with his sword in the sheath, but not at his belt, crossed the court with­out clos­ing the door; and hav­ing cast an oblique glance at d’Artag­nan and his com­pan­ion, di­rect­ed his course to­wards the cabaret it­self, look­ing about in all di­rec­tions with his eyes ca­pa­ble of pierc­ing walls of con­sciences. “Humph!” said d’Artag­nan, “my ten­ants are com­mu­ni­cat­ing. That, no doubt, now, is some am­a­teur in hang­ing mat­ters.” At the same mo­ment the cries and dis­tur­bance in the up­per cham­bers ceased. Si­lence, un­der such cir­cum­stances, sur­pris­es more than a twofold in­crease of noise. D’Artag­nan wished to see what was the cause of this sud­den si­lence. He then per­ceived that this man, dressed as a cav­a­lier, had just en­tered the prin­ci­pal cham­ber, and was ha­rangu­ing the tip­plers, who all lis­tened to him with the great­est at­ten­tion. D’Artag­nan would per­haps have heard his speech but for the dom­i­nant noise of the pop­u­lar clam­ors, which made a for­mi­da­ble ac­com­pa­ni­ment to the ha­rangue of the or­a­tor. But it was soon fin­ished, and all the peo­ple the cabaret con­tained came out, one af­ter the oth­er, in lit­tle groups, so that there on­ly re­mained six in the cham­ber; one of these six, the man with the sword, took the cabareti­er aside, en­gag­ing him in dis­course more or less se­ri­ous, whilst the oth­ers lit a great fire in the chim­ney-place—a cir­cum­stance ren­dered strange by the fine weath­er and the heat.

			“It is very sin­gu­lar,” said d’Artag­nan to Raoul, “but I think I know those faces yon­der.”

			“Don’t you think you can smell the smoke here?” said Raoul.

			“I rather think I can smell a con­spir­a­cy,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			He had not fin­ished speak­ing, when four of these men came down in­to the court, and with­out the ap­pear­ance of any bad de­sign, mount­ed guard at the door of com­mu­ni­ca­tion, cast­ing, at in­ter­vals, glances at d’Artag­nan, which sig­ni­fied many things.

			“Mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, in a low voice, “there is some­thing go­ing on. Are you cu­ri­ous, Raoul?”

			“Ac­cord­ing to the sub­ject, cheva­lier.”

			“Well, I am as cu­ri­ous as an old wom­an. Come a lit­tle more in front; we shall get a bet­ter view of the place. I would lay a wa­ger that view will be some­thing cu­ri­ous.”

			“But you know, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier, that I am not will­ing to be­come a pas­sive and in­dif­fer­ent spec­ta­tor of the death of the two poor dev­ils.”

			“And I, then—do you think I am a sav­age? We will go in again, when it is time to do so. Come along!” And they made their way to­wards the front of the house, and placed them­selves near the win­dow which, still more strange­ly than the rest, re­mained un­oc­cu­pied. The two last drinkers, in­stead of look­ing out at this win­dow, kept up the fire. On see­ing d’Artag­nan and his friend en­ter:—“Ah! ah! a re­in­force­ment,” mur­mured they.

			D’Artag­nan jogged Raoul’s el­bow. “Yes, my braves, a re­in­force­ment,” said he; “cordieu! there is a fa­mous fire. Whom are you go­ing to cook?”

			The two men ut­tered a shout of jovial laugh­ter, and, in­stead of an­swer­ing, threw on more wood. D’Artag­nan could not take his eyes off them.

			“I sup­pose,” said one of the fire-mak­ers, “they sent you to tell us the time—did not they?”

			“With­out doubt they have,” said d’Artag­nan, anx­ious to know what was go­ing on; “why should I be here else, if it were not for that?”

			“Then place your­self at the win­dow, if you please, and ob­serve.” D’Artag­nan smiled in his mus­tache, made a sign to Raoul, and placed him­self at the win­dow.
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				Vive Col­bert!

			
			The spec­ta­cle which the Grève now pre­sent­ed was a fright­ful one. The heads, lev­eled by the per­spec­tive, ex­tend­ed afar, thick and ag­i­tat­ed as the ears of corn in a vast plain. From time to time a fresh re­port, or a dis­tant ru­mor, made the heads os­cil­late and thou­sands of eyes flash. Now and then there were great move­ments. All those ears of corn bent, and be­came waves more ag­i­tat­ed than those of the ocean, which rolled from the ex­trem­i­ties to the cen­ter, and beat, like the tides, against the hedge of archers who sur­round­ed the gib­bets. Then the han­dles of the hal­berds were let fall up­on the heads and shoul­ders of the rash in­vaders; at times, al­so, it was the steel as well as the wood, and, in that case, a large emp­ty cir­cle was formed around the guard; a space con­quered up­on the ex­trem­i­ties, which un­der­went, in their turn the op­pres­sion of the sud­den move­ment, which drove them against the para­pets of the Seine. From the win­dow, that com­mand­ed a view of the whole Place, d’Artag­nan saw, with in­te­ri­or sat­is­fac­tion, that such of the mus­ke­teers and guards as found them­selves in­volved in the crowd, were able, with blows of their fists and the hilts of theirs swords, to keep room. He even re­marked that they had suc­ceed­ed, by that es­prit de corps which dou­bles the strength of the sol­dier, in get­ting to­geth­er in one group to the amount of about fifty men; and that, with the ex­cep­tion of a dozen strag­glers whom he still saw rolling here and there, the nu­cle­us was com­plete, and with­in reach of his voice. But it was not the mus­ke­teers and guards that drew the at­ten­tion of d’Artag­nan. Around the gib­bets, and par­tic­u­lar­ly at the en­trances to the ar­cade of Saint-Jean, moved a noisy mass, a busy mass; dar­ing faces, res­o­lute de­meanors were to be seen here and there, min­gled with sil­ly faces and in­dif­fer­ent de­meanors; sig­nals were ex­changed, hands giv­en and tak­en. D’Artag­nan re­marked among the groups, and those groups the most an­i­mat­ed, the face of the cav­a­lier whom he had seen en­ter by the door of com­mu­ni­ca­tion from his gar­den, and who had gone up­stairs to ha­rangue the drinkers. That man was or­ga­niz­ing troops and giv­ing or­ders.

			Mor­dioux! said d’Artag­nan to him­self, I was not de­ceived; I know that man—it is Men­neville. What the dev­il is he do­ing here?

			A dis­tant mur­mur, which be­came more dis­tinct by de­grees, stopped this re­flec­tion, and drew his at­ten­tion an­oth­er way. This mur­mur was oc­ca­sioned by the ar­rival of the cul­prits; a strong pick­et of archers pre­ced­ed them, and ap­peared at the an­gle of the ar­cade. The en­tire crowd now joined as if in one cry; all the cries unit­ed formed one im­mense howl. D’Artag­nan saw Raoul was be­com­ing pale, and he slapped him rough­ly on the shoul­der. The fire-keep­ers turned round on hear­ing the great cry, and asked what was go­ing on. “The con­demned are ar­rived,” said d’Artag­nan. “That’s well,” replied they, again re­plen­ish­ing the fire. D’Artag­nan looked at them with much un­easi­ness; it was ev­i­dent that these men who were mak­ing such a fire for no ap­par­ent pur­pose had some strange in­ten­tions. The con­demned ap­peared up­on the Place. They were walk­ing, the ex­e­cu­tion­er be­fore them, whilst fifty archers formed a hedge on their right and their left. Both were dressed in black; they ap­peared pale, but firm. They looked im­pa­tient­ly over the peo­ple’s heads, stand­ing on tip­toe at ev­ery step. D’Artag­nan re­marked this. “Mor­dioux!” cried he, “they are in a great hur­ry to get a sight of the gib­bet!” Raoul drew back, with­out, how­ev­er, hav­ing the pow­er to leave the win­dow. Ter­ror even has its at­trac­tions.

			“To the death! to the death!” cried fifty thou­sand voic­es.

			“Yes; to the death!” howled a hun­dred fran­tic oth­ers, as if the great mass had giv­en them the re­ply.

			“To the hal­ter! to the hal­ter!” cried the great whole; “Vive le roi!”

			“Well,” said d’Artag­nan, “this is droll; I should have thought it was M. Col­bert who had caused them to be hung.”

			There was, at this mo­ment, a great rolling move­ment in the crowd, which stopped for a mo­ment the march of the con­demned. The peo­ple of a bold and res­o­lute mien, whom d’Artag­nan had ob­served, by dint of press­ing, push­ing, and lift­ing them­selves up, had suc­ceed­ed in al­most touch­ing the hedge of archers. The cortège re­sumed its march. All at once, to cries of “Vive Col­bert!” those men, of whom d’Artag­nan nev­er lost sight, fell up­on the es­cort, which in vain en­deav­ored to stand against them. Be­hind these men was the crowd. Then com­menced, amidst a fright­ful tu­mult, as fright­ful a con­fu­sion. This time there was some­thing more than cries of ex­pec­ta­tion or cries of joy, there were cries of pain. Hal­berds struck men down, swords ran through them, mus­kets were dis­charged at them. The con­fu­sion be­came then so great that d’Artag­nan could no longer dis­tin­guish any­thing. Then, from this chaos, sud­den­ly surged some­thing like a vis­i­ble in­ten­tion, like a will pro­nounced. The con­demned had been torn from the hands of the guards, and were be­ing dragged to­wards the house of L’Im­age-de-Notre-Dame. Those who dragged them shout­ed, “Vive Col­bert!” The peo­ple hes­i­tat­ed, not know­ing which they ought to fall up­on, the archers or the ag­gres­sors. What stopped the peo­ple was, that those who cried “Vive Col­bert!” be­gan to cry, at the same time, “No hal­ter! no hal­ter! to the fire! to the fire! burn the thieves! burn the ex­tor­tion­ers!” This cry, shout­ed with an en­sem­ble, ob­tained en­thu­si­as­tic suc­cess. The pop­u­lace had come to wit­ness an ex­e­cu­tion, and here was an op­por­tu­ni­ty of­fered them of per­form­ing one them­selves. It was this that must be most agree­able to the pop­u­lace: there­fore, they ranged them­selves im­me­di­ate­ly on the par­ty of the ag­gres­sors against the archers, cry­ing with the mi­nor­i­ty, which had be­come, thanks to them, the most com­pact ma­jor­i­ty: “Yes, yes: to the fire with the thieves! Vive Col­bert!”

			“Mor­dioux!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, “this be­gins to look se­ri­ous.”

			One of the men who re­mained near the chim­ney ap­proached the win­dow, a fire­brand in his hand. “Ah, ah!” said he, “it gets warm.” Then, turn­ing to his com­pan­ion: “There is the sig­nal,” added he; and he im­me­di­ate­ly ap­plied the burn­ing brand to the wain­scot­ing. Now, this cabaret of the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame was not a very new­ly built house, and there­fore, did not re­quire much en­treat­ing to take fire. In a sec­ond the boards be­gan to crack­le, and the flames arose sparkling to the ceil­ing. A howl­ing from with­out replied to the shouts of the in­cen­di­aries. D’Artag­nan, who had not seen what passed, from be­ing en­gaged at the win­dow, felt, at the same time, the smoke which choked him and the fire that scorched him. “Holà!” cried he, turn­ing round, “is the fire here? Are you drunk or mad, my mas­ters?”

			The two men looked at each oth­er with an air of as­ton­ish­ment. “In what?” asked they of d’Artag­nan; “was it not a thing agreed up­on?”

			“A thing agreed up­on that you should burn my house!” vo­cif­er­at­ed d’Artag­nan, snatch­ing the brand from the hand of the in­cen­di­ary, and strik­ing him with it across the face. The sec­ond want­ed to as­sist his com­rade, but Raoul, seiz­ing him by the mid­dle, threw him out of the win­dow, whilst d’Artag­nan pushed his man down the stairs. Raoul, first dis­en­gaged, tore the burn­ing wain­scot­ing down, and threw it flam­ing in­to the cham­ber. At a glance d’Artag­nan saw there was noth­ing to be feared from the fire, and sprang to the win­dow. The dis­or­der was at its height. The air was filled with si­mul­ta­ne­ous cries of “To the fire!” “To the death!” “To the hal­ter!” “To the stake!” “Vive Col­bert!” “Vive le roi!” The group which had forced the cul­prits from the hands of the archers had drawn close to the house, which ap­peared to be the goal to­wards which they dragged them. Men­neville was at the head of this group, shout­ing loud­er than all the oth­ers, “To the fire! to the fire! Vive Col­bert!” D’Artag­nan be­gan to com­pre­hend what was meant. They want­ed to burn the con­demned, and his house was to serve as a fu­ner­al pile.

			“Halt, there!” cried he, sword in hand, and one foot up­on the win­dow. “Men­neville, what do you want to do?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” cried the lat­ter; “give way, give way!”

			“To the fire! to the fire with the thieves! Vive Col­bert!”

			These cries ex­as­per­at­ed d’Artag­nan. “Mor­dioux!” said he. “What! burn the poor dev­ils who are on­ly con­demned to be hung? that is in­fa­mous!”

			Be­fore the door, how­ev­er, the mass of anx­ious spec­ta­tors, rolled back against the walls, had be­come more thick, and closed up the way. Men­neville and his men, who were drag­ging along the cul­prits, were with­in ten paces of the door.

			Men­neville made a last ef­fort. “Pas­sage! pas­sage!” cried he, pis­tol in hand.

			“Burn them! burn them!” re­peat­ed the crowd. “The Im­age-de-Notre-Dame is on fire! Burn the thieves! burn the mo­nop­o­lists in the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame!”

			There now re­mained no doubt, it was plain­ly d’Artag­nan’s house that was their ob­ject. D’Artag­nan re­mem­bered the old cry, al­ways so ef­fec­tive from his mouth: “A moi! mous­que­taires!” shout­ed he, with the voice of a gi­ant, with one of those voic­es which dom­i­nate over can­non, the sea, the tem­pest. “A moi! mous­que­taires!” And sus­pend­ing him­self by the arm from the bal­cony, he al­lowed him­self to drop amidst the crowd, which be­gan to draw back form a house that rained men. Raoul was on the ground as soon as he, both sword in hand. All the mus­ke­teers on the Place heard that chal­leng­ing cry—all turned round at that cry, and rec­og­nized d’Artag­nan. “To the cap­tain, to the cap­tain!” cried they, in their turn. And the crowd opened be­fore them as though be­fore the prow of a ves­sel. At that mo­ment d’Artag­nan and Men­neville found them­selves face to face. “Pas­sage, pas­sage!” cried Men­neville, see­ing that he was with­in an arm’s length from the door.

			“No one pass­es here,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Take that, then!” said Men­neville, fir­ing his pis­tol al­most with­in an arm’s length. But be­fore the cock fell, d’Artag­nan had struck up Men­neville’s arm with the hilt of his sword and passed the blade through his body.

			“I told you plain­ly to keep your­self qui­et,” said d’Artag­nan to Men­neville, who rolled at his feet.

			“Pas­sage! pas­sage!” cried the com­pan­ions of Men­neville, at first ter­ri­fied, but soon re­cov­er­ing, when they found they had on­ly to do with two men. But those two men were hun­dred-armed gi­ants; the swords flew about in their hands like the burn­ing glaive of the archangel. They pierce with its point, strike with the flat, cut with the edge; ev­ery stroke brings down a man. “For the king!” cried d’Artag­nan, to ev­ery man he struck at, that is to say, to ev­ery man that fell. This cry be­came the charg­ing word for the mus­ke­teers, who, guid­ed by it, joined d’Artag­nan. Dur­ing this time the archers, re­cov­er­ing from the pan­ic they had un­der­gone, charge the ag­gres­sors in the rear, and reg­u­lar as mill strokes, over­turn or knock down all that op­posed them. The crowd, which sees swords gleam­ing, and drops of blood fly­ing in the air—the crowd falls back and crush­es it­self. At length cries for mer­cy and of de­spair re­sound; that is, the farewell of the van­quished. The two con­demned are again in the hands of the archers. D’Artag­nan ap­proach­es them, see­ing them pale and sink­ing: “Con­sole your­selves, poor men,” said he, “you will not un­der­go the fright­ful tor­ture with which these wretch­es threat­ened you. The king has con­demned you to be hung: you shall on­ly be hung. Go on, hang them, and it will be over.”

			There is no longer any­thing go­ing on at the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame. The fire has been ex­tin­guished with two tuns of wine in de­fault of wa­ter. The con­spir­a­tors have fled by the gar­den. The archers are drag­ging the cul­prits to the gib­bets. From this mo­ment the af­fair did not oc­cu­py much time. The ex­e­cu­tion­er, heed­less about op­er­at­ing ac­cord­ing to the rules of the art, made such haste that he dis­patched the con­demned in a cou­ple of min­utes. In the mean­time the peo­ple gath­ered around d’Artag­nan—they fe­lic­i­tat­ed, they cheered him. He wiped his brow, stream­ing with sweat, and his sword, stream­ing with blood. He shrugged his shoul­ders at see­ing Men­neville writhing at his feet in the last con­vul­sions. And, while Raoul turned away his eyes in com­pas­sion, he point­ed to the mus­ke­teers the gib­bets laden with their melan­choly fruit. “Poor dev­ils!” said he, “I hope they died bless­ing me, for I saved them with great dif­fi­cul­ty.” These words caught the ear of Men­neville at the mo­ment when he him­self was breath­ing his last sigh. A dark, iron­i­cal smile flit­ted across his lips; he wished to re­ply, but the ef­fort has­tened the snap­ping of the chord of life—he ex­pired.

			“Oh! all this is very fright­ful!” mur­mured Raoul: “let us be­gone, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“You are not wound­ed?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Not at all; thank you.”

			“That’s well! Thou art a brave fel­low, mor­dioux! The head of the fa­ther, and the arm of Porthos. Ah! if he had been here, good Porthos, you would have seen some­thing worth look­ing at.” Then as if by way of re­mem­brance—

			“But where the dev­il can that brave Porthos be?” mur­mured d’Artag­nan.

			“Come, cheva­lier, pray come away,” urged Raoul.

			“One minute, my friend; let me take my thir­ty-sev­en and a half pis­toles, and I am at your ser­vice. The house is a good prop­er­ty,” added d’Artag­nan, as he en­tered the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame, “but de­cid­ed­ly, even if it were less prof­itable, I should pre­fer its be­ing in an­oth­er quar­ter.”
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				How M. d’Eymeris’s Di­a­mond Passed In­to the Hands of M. d’Artag­nan

			
			Whilst this vi­o­lent, noisy, and bloody scene was pass­ing on the Grève, sev­er­al men, bar­ri­cad­ed be­hind the gate of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the gar­den, re­placed their swords in their sheaths, as­sist­ed one among them to mount a ready sad­dled horse which was wait­ing in the gar­den, and like a flock of star­tled birds, fled in all di­rec­tions, some climb­ing the walls, oth­ers rush­ing out at the gates with all the fury of a pan­ic. He who mount­ed the horse, and gave him the spur so sharply that the an­i­mal was near leap­ing the wall, this cav­a­lier, we say, crossed the Place Bau­doy­er, passed like light­en­ing be­fore the crowd in the streets, rid­ing against, run­ning over and knock­ing down all that came in his way, and, ten min­utes af­ter, ar­rived at the gates of the su­per­in­ten­dent, more out of breath than his horse. The Ab­bé Fou­quet, at the clat­ter of hoofs on the pave­ment, ap­peared at a win­dow of the court, and be­fore even the cav­a­lier had set foot to the ground, “Well! Dani­camp?” cried he, lean­ing half out of the win­dow.

			“Well, it is all over,” replied the cav­a­lier.

			“All over!” cried the ab­bé. “Then they are saved?”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” replied the cav­a­lier, “they are hung.”

			“Hung!” re­peat­ed the ab­bé, turn­ing pale. A lat­er­al door sud­den­ly opened, and Fou­quet ap­peared in the cham­ber, pale, dis­tract­ed, with lips half opened, breath­ing a cry of grief and anger. He stopped up­on the thresh­old to lis­ten to what was ad­dressed from the court to the win­dow.

			“Mis­er­able wretch­es!” said the ab­bé, “you did not fight, then?”

			“Like li­ons.”

			“Say like cow­ards.”

			“Mon­sieur!”

			“A hun­dred men ac­cus­tomed to war, sword in hand, are worth ten thou­sand archers in a sur­prise. Where is Men­neville, that boast­er, that brag­gart, who was to come back ei­ther dead or a con­queror?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, he kept his word. He is dead!”

			“Dead! Who killed him?”

			“A de­mon dis­guised as a man, a gi­ant armed with ten flam­ing swords—a mad­man, who at one blow ex­tin­guished the fire, put down the ri­ot, and caused a hun­dred mus­ke­teers to rise up out of the pave­ment of the Grève.”

			Fou­quet raised his brow, stream­ing with sweat, mur­mur­ing, “Oh! Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris! dead! dead! dead! and I dis­hon­ored.”

			The ab­bé turned round, and per­ceiv­ing his broth­er, de­spair­ing and livid, “Come, come,” said he, “it is a blow of fate, Mon­sieur; we must not lament thus. Our at­tempt has failed be­cause God—”

			“Be silent, ab­bé! be silent!” cried Fou­quet; “your ex­cus­es are blas­phemies. Or­der that man up here, and let him re­late the de­tails of this ter­ri­ble event.”

			“But, broth­er—”

			“Obey, Mon­sieur!”

			The ab­bé made a sign, and in half a minute the man’s step was heard up­on the stairs. At the same time Gourville ap­peared be­hind Fou­quet, like the guardian an­gel of the su­per­in­ten­dent, press­ing one fin­ger on his lips to en­join ob­ser­va­tion even amidst the bursts of his grief. The min­is­ter re­sumed all the seren­i­ty that hu­man strength left at the dis­pos­al of a heart half bro­ken with sor­row. Dani­camp ap­peared. “Make your re­port,” said Gourville.

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the mes­sen­ger, “we re­ceived or­ders to car­ry off the pris­on­ers, and to cry ‘Vive Col­bert!’ whilst car­ry­ing them off.”

			“To burn them alive, was it not, ab­bé?” in­ter­rupt­ed Gourville.

			“Yes, yes, the or­der was giv­en to Men­neville. Men­neville knew what was to be done, and Men­neville is dead.”

			This news ap­peared rather to re­as­sure Gourville than to sad­den him.

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly to burn them alive,” said the ab­bé, ea­ger­ly.

			“Grant­ed, Mon­sieur, grant­ed,” said the man, look­ing in­to the eyes and the faces of the two in­ter­locu­tors, to as­cer­tain what there was prof­itable or dis­ad­van­ta­geous to him­self in telling the truth.

			“Now, pro­ceed,” said Gourville.

			“The pris­on­ers,” cried Dani­camp, “were brought to the Grève, and the peo­ple, in a fury, in­sist­ed up­on their be­ing burnt in­stead of be­ing hung.”

			“And the peo­ple were right,” said the ab­bé. “Go on.”

			“But,” re­sumed the man, “at the mo­ment the archers were bro­ken, at the mo­ment the fire was set to one of the hous­es of the Place des­tined to serve as a fu­ner­al-pile for the guilty, this fury, this de­mon, this gi­ant of whom I told you, and who, we had been in­formed, was the pro­pri­etor of the house in ques­tion, aid­ed by a young man who ac­com­pa­nied him, threw out of the win­dow those who kept the fire, called to his as­sis­tance the mus­ke­teers who were in the crowd, leaped him­self from the win­dow of the first sto­ry in­to the Place, and plied his sword so des­per­ate­ly that the vic­to­ry was re­stored to the archers, the pris­on­ers were re­tak­en, and Men­neville killed. When once re­cap­tured, the con­demned were ex­e­cut­ed in three min­utes.” Fou­quet, in spite of his self-com­mand, could not pre­vent a deep groan es­cap­ing him.

			“And this man, the pro­pri­etor of the house, what is his name?” said the ab­bé.

			“I can­not tell you, not hav­ing even been able to get sight of him; my post had been ap­point­ed in the gar­den, and I re­mained at my post: on­ly the af­fair was re­lat­ed to me as I re­peat it. I was or­dered, when once the af­fair was at an end, to come at best speed and an­nounce to you the man­ner in which it fin­ished. Ac­cord­ing to this or­der, I set out, full gal­lop, and here I am.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur, we have noth­ing else to ask of you,” said the ab­bé, more and more de­ject­ed, in pro­por­tion as the mo­ment ap­proached for find­ing him­self alone with his broth­er.

			“Have you been paid?” asked Gourville.

			“Part­ly, Mon­sieur,” replied Dani­camp.

			“Here are twen­ty pis­tols. Be­gone, Mon­sieur, and nev­er for­get to de­fend, as this time has been done, the true in­ter­ests of the king.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” said the man, bow­ing and pock­et­ing the mon­ey. Af­ter which he went out. Scarce­ly had the door closed af­ter him when Fou­quet, who had re­mained mo­tion­less, ad­vanced with a rapid step and stood be­tween the ab­bé and Gourville. Both of them at the same time opened their mouths to speak to him. “No ex­cus­es,” said he, “no re­crim­i­na­tions against any­body. If I had not been a false friend I should not have con­fid­ed to any­one the care of de­liv­er­ing Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris. I alone am guilty; to me alone are re­proach­es and re­morse due. Leave me, ab­bé.”

			“And yet, Mon­sieur, you will not pre­vent me,” replied the lat­ter, “from en­deav­or­ing to find out the mis­er­able fel­low who has in­ter­vened to the ad­van­tage of M. Col­bert in this so well-ar­ranged af­fair; for, if it is good pol­i­cy to love our friends dear­ly, I do not be­lieve that is bad which con­sists in ob­sti­nate­ly pur­su­ing our en­e­mies.”

			“A truce to pol­i­cy, ab­bé; be­gone, I beg of you, and do not let me hear any more of you till I send for you; what we most need is cir­cum­spec­tion and si­lence. You have a ter­ri­ble ex­am­ple be­fore you, gen­tle­men: no reprisals, I for­bid them.”

			“There are no or­ders,” grum­bled the ab­bé, “which will pre­vent me from aveng­ing a fam­i­ly af­front up­on the guilty per­son.”

			“And I,” cried Fou­quet, in that im­per­a­tive tone to which one feels there is noth­ing to re­ply, “if you en­ter­tain one thought, one sin­gle thought, which is not the ab­so­lute ex­pres­sion of my will, I will have you cast in­to the Bastille two hours af­ter that thought has man­i­fest­ed it­self. Reg­u­late your con­duct ac­cord­ing­ly, ab­bé.”

			The ab­bé col­ored and bowed. Fou­quet made a sign to Gourville to fol­low him, and was al­ready di­rect­ing his steps to­wards his cab­i­net, when the ush­er an­nounced with a loud voice: “Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan.”

			“Who is he?” said Fou­quet, neg­li­gent­ly, to Gourville.

			“An ex-lieu­tenant of His Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers,” replied Gourville, in the same tone. Fou­quet did not even take the trou­ble to re­flect, and re­sumed his walk. “I beg your par­don, Mon­seigneur!” said Gourville, “but I have re­mem­bered; this brave man has quit­ted the king’s ser­vice, and prob­a­bly comes to re­ceive an in­stall­ment of some pen­sion or oth­er.”

			“Dev­il take him!” said Fou­quet, “why does he choose his op­por­tu­ni­ty so ill?”

			“Per­mit me then, Mon­seigneur, to an­nounce your re­fusal to him; for he is one of my ac­quain­tance, and is a man whom, in our present cir­cum­stances, it would be bet­ter to have as a friend than an en­e­my.”

			“An­swer him as you please,” said Fou­quet.

			“Eh! good Lord!” said the ab­bé, still full of mal­ice, like an ego­tis­ti­cal man; “tell him there is no mon­ey, par­tic­u­lar­ly for mus­ke­teers.”

			But scarce­ly had the ab­bé ut­tered this im­pru­dent speech, when the part­ly open door was thrown back, and d’Artag­nan ap­peared.

			“Eh! Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said he, “I was well aware there was no mon­ey for mus­ke­teers here. There­fore I did not come to ob­tain any, but to have it re­fused. That be­ing done, re­ceive my thanks. I give you good day, and will go and seek it at M. Col­bert’s.” And he went out, mak­ing an easy bow.

			“Gourville,” said Fou­quet, “run af­ter that man and bring him back.” Gourville obeyed, and over­took d’Artag­nan on the stairs.

			D’Artag­nan, hear­ing steps be­hind him, turned round and per­ceived Gourville. “Mor­dioux! my dear Mon­sieur,” said he, “there are sad lessons which you gen­tle­men of fi­nance teach us; I come to M. Fou­quet to re­ceive a sum ac­cord­ed by His Majesty, and I am re­ceived like a men­di­cant who comes to ask char­i­ty, or a thief who comes to steal a piece of plate.”

			“But you pro­nounced the name of M. Col­bert, my dear M. d’Artag­nan; you said you were go­ing to M. Col­bert’s?”

			“I cer­tain­ly am go­ing there, were it on­ly to ask sat­is­fac­tion of the peo­ple who try to burn hous­es, cry­ing ‘Vive Col­bert!’ ”

			Gourville pricked up his ears. “Oh, oh!” said he, “you al­lude to what has just hap­pened at the Grève?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			“And in what did that which has tak­en place con­cern you?”

			“What! do you ask me whether it con­cerns me or does not con­cern me, if M. Col­bert pleas­es to make a fu­ner­al-pile of my house?”

			“So ho, your house—was it your house they want­ed to burn?”

			“Par­dieu! was it!”

			“Is the cabaret of the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame yours, then?”

			“It has been this week.”

			“Well, then, are you the brave cap­tain, are you the valiant blade who dis­persed those who wished to burn the con­demned?”

			“My dear Mon­sieur Gourville, put your­self in my place. I was an agent of the pub­lic force and a land­lord, too. As a cap­tain, it is my du­ty to have the or­ders of the king ac­com­plished. As a pro­pri­etor, it is to my in­ter­est my house should not be burnt. I have at the same time at­tend­ed to the laws of in­ter­est and du­ty in re­plac­ing Messieurs Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris in the hands of the archers.”

			“Then it was you who threw the man out of the win­dow?”

			“It was I, my­self,” replied d’Artag­nan, mod­est­ly.

			“And you who killed Men­neville?”

			“I had that mis­for­tune,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing like a man who is be­ing con­grat­u­lat­ed.

			“It was you, then, in short, who caused the two con­demned per­sons to be hung?”

			“In­stead of be­ing burnt, yes, Mon­sieur, and I am proud of it. I saved the poor dev­ils from hor­ri­ble tor­tures. Un­der­stand, my dear Mon­sieur de Gourville, that they want­ed to burn them alive. It ex­ceeds imag­i­na­tion!”

			“Go, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, go,” said Gourville, anx­ious to spare Fou­quet the sight of the man who had just caused him such pro­found grief.

			“No,” said Fou­quet, who had heard all from the door of the an­techam­ber; “not so; on the con­trary, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, come in.”

			D’Artag­nan wiped from the hilt of his sword a last bloody trace, which had es­caped his no­tice, and re­turned. He then found him­self face to face with these three men, whose coun­te­nances wore very dif­fer­ent ex­pres­sions. With the ab­bé it was anger, with Gourville stu­por, with Fou­quet it was de­jec­tion.

			“I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur le Min­istre,” said d’Artag­nan, “but my time is short; I have to go to the of­fice of the in­ten­dant, to have an ex­pla­na­tion with Mon­sieur Col­bert, and to re­ceive my quar­ter’s pen­sion.”

			“But, Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, “there is mon­ey here.” D’Artag­nan looked at the su­per­in­ten­dent with as­ton­ish­ment. “You have been an­swered in­con­sid­er­ate­ly, Mon­sieur, I know, be­cause I heard it,” said the min­is­ter; “a man of your mer­it ought to be known by ev­ery­body.” D’Artag­nan bowed. “Have you an or­der?” added Fou­quet.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Give it me, I will pay you my­self; come with me.” He made a sign to Gourville and the ab­bé, who re­mained in the cham­ber where they were. He led d’Artag­nan in­to his cab­i­net. As soon as the door was shut—“how much is due to you, Mon­sieur?”

			“Why, some­thing like five thou­sand livres, Mon­seigneur.”

			“For ar­rears of pay?”

			“For a quar­ter’s pay.”

			“A quar­ter con­sist­ing of five thou­sand livres!” said Fou­quet, fix­ing up­on the mus­ke­teer a search­ing look. “Does the king, then, give you twen­ty thou­sand livres a year?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur, twen­ty thou­sand livres a year. Do you think it is too much?”

			“I?” cried Fou­quet, and he smiled bit­ter­ly. “If I had any knowl­edge of mankind, if I were—in­stead of be­ing a friv­o­lous, in­con­se­quent, and vain spir­it—of a pru­dent and re­flec­tive spir­it; if, in a word, I had, as cer­tain per­sons have known how, reg­u­lat­ed my life, you would not re­ceive twen­ty thou­sand livres a year, but a hun­dred thou­sand, and you would be­long not to the king but to me.”

			D’Artag­nan col­ored slight­ly. There is some­times in the man­ner in which a eu­logium is giv­en, in the voice, in the af­fec­tion­ate tone, a poi­son so sweet, that the strong­est mind is in­tox­i­cat­ed by it. The su­per­in­ten­dent ter­mi­nat­ed his speech by open­ing a draw­er, and tak­ing from it four rouleaux, which he placed be­fore d’Artag­nan. The Gas­con opened one. “Gold!” said he.

			“It will be less bur­den­some, Mon­sieur.”

			“But, then, Mon­sieur, these make twen­ty thou­sand livres.”

			“No doubt they do.”

			“But on­ly five are due to me.”

			“I wish to spare you the trou­ble of com­ing four times to my of­fice.”

			“You over­whelm me, Mon­sieur.”

			“I do on­ly what I ought to do, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier; and I hope you will not bear me any mal­ice on ac­count of the rude re­cep­tion my broth­er gave you. He is of a sour, capri­cious dis­po­si­tion.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, “be­lieve me, noth­ing would grieve me more than an ex­cuse from you.”

			“There­fore I will make no more, and will con­tent my­self with ask­ing you a fa­vor.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur.”

			Fou­quet drew from his fin­ger a ring worth about three thou­sand pis­toles. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “this stone was giv­en me by a friend of my child­hood, by a man to whom you have ren­dered a great ser­vice.”

			“A ser­vice—I?” said the mus­ke­teer; “I have ren­dered a ser­vice to one of your friends?”

			“You can­not have for­got­ten it, Mon­sieur, for it dates this very day.”

			“And that friend’s name was—”

			“M. d’Eymeris.”

			“One of the con­demned?”

			“Yes, one of the vic­tims. Well! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, in re­turn for the ser­vice you have ren­dered him, I beg you to ac­cept this di­a­mond. Do so for my sake.”

			“Mon­sieur! you—”

			“Ac­cept it, I say. To­day is with me a day of mourn­ing; here­after you will, per­haps, learn why; to­day I have lost one friend; well, I will try to get an­oth­er.”

			“But, Mon­sieur Fou­quet—”

			“Adieu! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, adieu!” cried Fou­quet, with much emo­tion; “or rather, au revoir.” And the min­is­ter quit­ted the cab­i­net, leav­ing in the hands of the mus­ke­teer the ring and the twen­ty thou­sand livres.

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, af­ter a mo­ment’s dark re­flec­tion. “How on earth am I to un­der­stand what this means? Mor­dioux! I can un­der­stand this much, on­ly: he is a gal­lant man! I will go and ex­plain mat­ters to M. Col­bert.” And he went out.
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				On the No­table Dif­fer­ence d’Artag­nan Finds Be­tween Mon­sieur the In­ten­dant and Mon­sieur the Su­per­in­ten­dent

			
			M. Col­bert resid­ed in the Rue Neuve des Pe­tits-Champs, in a house which had be­longed to Beautru. D’Artag­nan’s legs cleared the dis­tance in a short quar­ter of an hour. When he ar­rived at the res­i­dence of the new fa­vorite, the court was full of archers and po­lice, who came to con­grat­u­late him, or to ex­cuse them­selves, ac­cord­ing to whether he should choose to praise or blame. The sen­ti­ment of flat­tery is in­stinc­tive with peo­ple of ab­ject con­di­tion; they have the sense of it, as the wild an­i­mal has that of hear­ing and smell. These peo­ple, or their lead­er, un­der­stood that there was a plea­sure to of­fer to M. Col­bert, in ren­der­ing him an ac­count of the fash­ion in which his name had been pro­nounced dur­ing the rash en­ter­prise of the morn­ing. D’Artag­nan made his ap­pear­ance just as the chief of the watch was giv­ing his re­port. He stood close to the door, be­hind the archers. That of­fi­cer took Col­bert on one side, in spite of his re­sis­tance and the con­tra­dic­tion of his bushy eye­brows. “In case,” said he, “you re­al­ly de­sired, Mon­sieur, that the peo­ple should do jus­tice on the two traitors, it would have been wise to warn us of it; for, in­deed, Mon­sieur, in spite of our re­gret at dis­pleas­ing you, or thwart­ing your views, we had our or­ders to ex­e­cute.”

			“Triple fool!” replied Col­bert, fu­ri­ous­ly shak­ing his hair, thick and black as a mane; “what are you telling me? What! that I could have had an idea of a ri­ot! Are you mad or drunk?”

			“But, Mon­sieur, they cried ‘Vive Col­bert!’ ” replied the trem­bling watch.

			“A hand­ful of con­spir­a­tors—”

			“No, no; a mass of peo­ple.”

			“Ah! in­deed,” said Col­bert, ex­pand­ing. “A mass of peo­ple cried ‘Vive Col­bert!’ Are you cer­tain of what you say, Mon­sieur?”

			“We had noth­ing to do but open our ears, or rather to close them, so ter­ri­ble were the cries.”

			“And this was from the peo­ple, the re­al peo­ple?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mon­sieur; on­ly these re­al peo­ple beat us.”

			“Oh! very well,” con­tin­ued Col­bert, thought­ful­ly. “Then you sup­pose it was the peo­ple alone who wished to burn the con­demned?”

			“Oh! yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“That is quite an­oth­er thing. You strong­ly re­sist­ed, then?”

			“We had three of our men crushed to death, Mon­sieur!”

			“But you killed no­body your­selves?”

			“Mon­sieur, a few of the ri­ot­ers were left up­on the square, and one among them who was not a com­mon man.”

			“Who was he?”

			“A cer­tain Men­neville, up­on whom the po­lice have a long time had an eye.”

			“Men­neville!” cried Col­bert, “what, he who killed Rue de la Huchette, a wor­thy man who want­ed a fat fowl?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; the same.”

			“And did this Men­neville al­so cry, ‘Vive Col­bert’?”

			“Loud­er than all the rest; like a mad­man.”

			Col­bert’s brow grew dark and wrin­kled. A kind of am­bi­tious glo­ry which had light­ed his face was ex­tin­guished, like the light of glow­worms we crush be­neath the grass. “Then you say,” re­sumed the de­ceived in­ten­dant, “that the ini­tia­tive came from the peo­ple? Men­neville was my en­e­my; I would have had him hung, and he knew it well. Men­neville be­longed to the Ab­bé Fou­quet—the af­fair orig­i­nat­ed with Fou­quet; does not ev­ery­body know that the con­demned were his friends from child­hood?”

			That is true, thought d’Artag­nan, and thus are all my doubts cleared up. I re­peat it, Mon­sieur Fou­quet may be called what they please, but he is a very gen­tle­man­ly man.

			“And,” con­tin­ued Col­bert, “are you quite sure Men­neville is dead?”

			D’Artag­nan thought the time was come for him to make his ap­pear­ance. “Per­fect­ly, Mon­sieur”; replied he, ad­vanc­ing sud­den­ly.

			“Oh! is that you, Mon­sieur?” said Col­bert.

			“In per­son,” replied the mus­ke­teer with his de­lib­er­ate tone; “it ap­pears that you had in Men­neville a pret­ty en­e­my.”

			“It was not I, Mon­sieur, who had an en­e­my,” replied Col­bert; “it was the king.”

			Dou­ble brute! thought d’Artag­nan, to think to play the great man and the hyp­ocrite with me. “Well,” con­tin­ued he to Col­bert, “I am very hap­py to have ren­dered so good a ser­vice to the king; will you take up­on you to tell His Majesty, Mon­sieur l’In­ten­dant?”

			“What com­mis­sion is this you give me, and what do you charge me to tell His Majesty, Mon­sieur? Be pre­cise, if you please,” said Col­bert, in a sharp voice, tuned be­fore­hand to hos­til­i­ty.

			“I give you no com­mis­sion,” replied d’Artag­nan, with that calm­ness which nev­er aban­dons the ban­ter­er; “I thought it would be easy for you to an­nounce to His Majesty that it was I who, be­ing there by chance, did jus­tice up­on Men­neville and re­stored or­der to things.”

			Col­bert opened his eyes and in­ter­ro­gat­ed the chief of the watch with a look—“Ah! it is very true,” said the lat­ter, “that this gen­tle­man saved us.”

			“Why did you not tell me, Mon­sieur, that you came to re­late me this?” said Col­bert with en­vy; “ev­ery­thing is ex­plained, and more fa­vor­ably for you than for any­body else.”

			“You are in er­ror, Mon­sieur l’In­ten­dant, I did not at all come for the pur­pose of re­lat­ing that to you.”

			“It is an ex­ploit, nev­er­the­less.”

			“Oh!” said the mus­ke­teer care­less­ly, “con­stant habit blunts the mind.”

			“To what do I owe the hon­or of your vis­it, then?”

			“Sim­ply to this: the king or­dered me to come to you.”

			“Ah!” said Col­bert, re­cov­er­ing him­self when he saw d’Artag­nan draw a pa­per from his pock­et; “it is to de­mand some mon­ey of me?”

			“Pre­cise­ly, Mon­sieur.”

			“Have the good­ness to wait, if you please, Mon­sieur, till I have dis­patched the re­port of the watch.”

			D’Artag­nan turned up­on his heel, in­so­lent­ly enough, and find­ing him­self face to face with Col­bert, af­ter his first turn, he bowed to him as a har­le­quin would have done; then, af­ter a sec­ond evo­lu­tion, he di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the door in quick time. Col­bert was struck with this point­ed rude­ness, to which he was not ac­cus­tomed. In gen­er­al, men of the sword, when they came to his of­fice, had such a want of mon­ey, that though their feet seemed to take root in the mar­ble, they hard­ly lost their pa­tience. Was d’Artag­nan go­ing straight to the king? Would he go and de­scribe his rough re­cep­tion, or re­count his ex­ploit? This was a mat­ter for grave con­sid­er­a­tion. At all events, the mo­ment was bad­ly cho­sen to send d’Artag­nan away, whether he came from the king, or on his own ac­count. The mus­ke­teer had ren­dered too great a ser­vice, and that too re­cent­ly, for it to be al­ready for­got­ten. There­fore Col­bert thought it would be bet­ter to shake off his ar­ro­gance and call d’Artag­nan back. “Ho! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” cried Col­bert, “what! are you leav­ing me thus?”

			D’Artag­nan turned round: “Why not?” said he, qui­et­ly, “we have no more to say to each oth­er, have we?”

			“You have, at least, mon­ey to re­ceive, as you have an or­der?”

			“Who, I? Oh! not at all, my dear Mon­sieur Col­bert.”

			“But, Mon­sieur, you have an or­der. And, in the same man­ner as you give a sword-thrust, when you are re­quired, I, on my part, pay when an or­der is pre­sent­ed to me. Present yours.”

			“It is use­less, my dear Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said d’Artag­nan, who in­ward­ly en­joyed this con­fu­sion in the ideas of Col­bert; “my or­der is paid.”

			“Paid, by whom?”

			“By Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant.”

			Col­bert grew pale.

			“Ex­plain your­self,” said he, in a sti­fled voice—“if you are paid why do you show me that pa­per?”

			“In con­se­quence of the word of or­der of which you spoke to me so in­ge­nious­ly just now, dear M. Col­bert; the king told me to take a quar­ter of the pen­sion he is pleased to make me.”

			“Of me?” said Col­bert.

			“Not ex­act­ly. The king said to me: ‘Go to M. Fou­quet; the su­per­in­ten­dent will, per­haps, have no mon­ey, then you will go and draw it of M. Col­bert.’ ”

			The coun­te­nance of M. Col­bert bright­ened for a mo­ment; but it was with his un­for­tu­nate phys­iog­no­my as with a stormy sky, some­times ra­di­ant, some­times dark as night, ac­cord­ing as the light­en­ing gleams or the cloud pass­es. “Eh! and was there any mon­ey in the su­per­in­ten­dent’s cof­fers?” asked he.

			“Why, yes, he could not be bad­ly off for mon­ey,” replied d’Artag­nan—“it may be be­lieved, since M. Fou­quet, in­stead of pay­ing me a quar­ter or five thou­sand livres—”

			“A quar­ter or five thou­sand livres!” cried Col­bert, struck, as Fou­quet had been, with the gen­eros­i­ty of the sum for a sol­dier’s pen­sion, “why, that would be a pen­sion of twen­ty thou­sand livres?”

			“Ex­act­ly, M. Col­bert. Peste! you reck­on like old Pythago­ras; yes, twen­ty thou­sand livres.”

			“Ten times the ap­point­ment of an in­ten­dant of the fi­nances. I beg to of­fer you my com­pli­ments,” said Col­bert, with a vi­cious smile.

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, “the king apol­o­gized for giv­ing me so lit­tle; but he promised to make it more here­after, when he should be rich; but I must be gone, hav­ing much to do—”

			“So, then, not­with­stand­ing the ex­pec­ta­tion of the king, the su­per­in­ten­dent paid you, did he?”

			“In the same man­ner, as, in op­po­si­tion to the king’s ex­pec­ta­tion, you re­fused to pay me.”

			“I did not refuse, Mon­sieur, I on­ly begged you to wait. And you say that M. Fou­quet paid you your five thou­sand livres?”

			“Yes, as you might have done; but he did even bet­ter than that, M. Col­bert.”

			“And what did he do?”

			“He po­lite­ly count­ed me down the sum-to­tal, say­ing, that for the king, his cof­fers were al­ways full.”

			“The sum-to­tal! M. Fou­quet has giv­en you twen­ty thou­sand livres in­stead of five thou­sand?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“And what for?”

			“In or­der to spare me three vis­its to the mon­ey-chest of the su­per­in­ten­dent, so that I have the twen­ty thou­sand livres in my pock­et in good new coin. You see, then, that I am able to go away with­out stand­ing in need of you, hav­ing come here on­ly for form’s sake.” And d’Artag­nan slapped his hand up­on his pock­et, with a laugh which dis­closed to Col­bert thir­ty-two mag­nif­i­cent teeth, as white as teeth of twen­ty-five years old, and which seemed to say in their lan­guage: “Serve up to us thir­ty-two lit­tle Col­berts, and we will chew them will­ing­ly.” The ser­pent is as brave as the li­on, the hawk as coura­geous as the ea­gle, that can­not be con­test­ed. It can on­ly be said of an­i­mals that are de­cid­ed­ly cow­ard­ly, and are so called, that they will be brave on­ly when they have to de­fend them­selves. Col­bert was not fright­ened at the thir­ty-two teeth of d’Artag­nan. He re­cov­ered, and sud­den­ly—“Mon­sieur,” said he, “Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant has done what he had no right to do.”

			“What do you mean by that?” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“I mean that your note—will you let me see your note, if you please?”

			“Very will­ing­ly; here it is.”

			Col­bert seized the pa­per with an ea­ger­ness which the mus­ke­teer did not re­mark with­out un­easi­ness, and par­tic­u­lar­ly with­out a cer­tain de­gree of re­gret at hav­ing trust­ed him with it. “Well, Mon­sieur, the roy­al or­der says thus:—‘At sight, I com­mand that there be paid to M. d’Artag­nan the sum of five thou­sand livres, form­ing a quar­ter of the pen­sion I have made him.’ ”

			“So, in fact, it is writ­ten,” said d’Artag­nan, af­fect­ing calm­ness.

			“Very well; the king on­ly owed you five thou­sand livres; why has more been giv­en to you?”

			“Be­cause there was more; and M. Fou­quet was will­ing to give me more; that does not con­cern any­body.”

			“It is nat­u­ral,” said Col­bert with a proud ease, “that you should be ig­no­rant of the us­ages of state-fi­nance; but, Mon­sieur, when you have a thou­sand livres to pay, what do you do?”

			“I nev­er have a thou­sand livres to pay,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Once more,” said Col­bert, ir­ri­tat­ed—“once more, if you had any sum to pay, would you not pay what you ought?”

			“That on­ly proves one thing,” said d’Artag­nan; “and that is, that you have your own par­tic­u­lar cus­toms in fi­nance, and M. Fou­quet has his own.”

			“Mine, Mon­sieur, are the cor­rect ones.”

			“I do not say that they are not.”

			“And you have ac­cept­ed what was not due to you.”

			D’Artag­nan’s eyes flashed. “What is not due to me yet, you meant to say, M. Col­bert; for if I have re­ceived what was not due to me at all, I should have com­mit­ted a theft.”

			Col­bert made no re­ply to this sub­tle­ty. “You then owe fif­teen thou­sand livres to the pub­lic chest,” said he, car­ried away by his jeal­ous ar­dor.

			“Then you must give me cred­it for them,” replied d’Artag­nan, with his im­per­cep­ti­ble irony.

			“Not at all, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well! what will you do, then? You will not take my rouleaux from me, will you?”

			“You must re­turn them to my chest.”

			“I! Oh! Mon­sieur Col­bert, don’t reck­on up­on that.”

			“The king wants his mon­ey, Mon­sieur.”

			“And I, Mon­sieur, I want the king’s mon­ey.”

			“That may be so; but you must re­turn this.”

			“Not a sou. I have al­ways un­der­stood that in mat­ters of compt­abil­ité, as you call it, a good cashier nev­er gives back or takes back.”

			“Then, Mon­sieur, we shall see what the king will say about it. I will show him this note, which proves that M. Fou­quet not on­ly pays what he does not owe, but that he does not even take care of vouch­ers for the sums that he has paid.”

			“Ah! now I un­der­stand why you have tak­en that pa­per, M. Col­bert!”

			Col­bert did not per­ceive all that there was of a threat­en­ing char­ac­ter in his name pro­nounced in a cer­tain man­ner. “You shall see here­after what use I will make of it,” said he, hold­ing up the pa­per in his fin­gers.

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, snatch­ing the pa­per from him with a rapid move­ment; “I un­der­stand per­fect­ly well, M. Col­bert; I have no oc­ca­sion to wait for that.” And he crum­pled up the pa­per he had so clev­er­ly seized.

			“Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur!” cried Col­bert, “this is vi­o­lence!”

			“Non­sense! You must not be par­tic­u­lar about a sol­dier’s man­ners!” replied d’Artag­nan. “I kiss your hands, my dear M. Col­bert.” And he went out, laugh­ing in the face of the fu­ture min­is­ter.

			“That man, now,” mut­tered he, “was about to grow quite friend­ly; it is a great pity I was obliged to cut his com­pa­ny so soon.”

		
	
		
			
				65

				Phi­los­o­phy of the Heart and Mind

			
			For a man who had seen so many much more dan­ger­ous ones, the po­si­tion of d’Artag­nan with re­spect to M. Col­bert was on­ly com­ic. D’Artag­nan, there­fore, did not de­ny him­self the sat­is­fac­tion of laugh­ing at the ex­pense of Mon­sieur l’In­ten­dant, from the Rue des Pe­tits-Champs to the Rue des Lom­bards. It was a great while since d’Artag­nan had laughed so long to­geth­er. He was still laugh­ing when Planchet ap­peared, laugh­ing like­wise, at the door of his house; for Planchet, since the re­turn of his pa­tron, since the en­trance of the Eng­lish guineas, passed the greater part of his life in do­ing what d’Artag­nan had on­ly done from the Rue Neuve des Pe­tits-Champs to the Rue des Lom­bards.

			“You are home, then, my dear mas­ter?” said Planchet.

			“No, my friend,” replied the mus­ke­teer; “I am off, and that quick­ly. I will sup with you, go to bed, sleep five hours, and at break of day leap in­to my sad­dle. Has my horse had an ex­tra feed?”

			“Eh! my dear mas­ter,” replied Planchet, “you know very well that your horse is the jew­el of the fam­i­ly; that my lads are ca­ress­ing it all day, and cram­ming it with sug­ar, nuts, and bis­cuits. You ask me if he has had an ex­tra feed of oats; you should ask if he has not had enough to burst him.”

			“Very well, Planchet, that is all right. Now, then, I pass to what con­cerns me—my sup­per?”

			“Ready. A smok­ing roast joint, white wine, cray­fish, and fresh-gath­ered cher­ries. All ready, my mas­ter.”

			“You are a cap­i­tal fel­low, Planchet; come on, then, let us sup, and I will go to bed.”

			Dur­ing sup­per d’Artag­nan ob­served that Planchet kept rub­bing his fore­head, as if to fa­cil­i­tate the is­sue of some idea close­ly pent with­in his brain. He looked with an air of kind­ness at this wor­thy com­pan­ion of for­mer ad­ven­tures and mis­ad­ven­tures, and, clink­ing glass against glass, “Come, Planchet,” said he, “let us see what it is that gives you so much trou­ble to bring forth. Mor­dioux! Speak freely, and quick­ly.”

			“Well, this is it,” replied Planchet: “you ap­pear to me to be go­ing on some ex­pe­di­tion or an­oth­er.”

			“I don’t say that I am not.”

			“Then you have some new idea?”

			“That is pos­si­ble, too, Planchet.”

			“Then there will be fresh cap­i­tal to be ven­tured? I will lay down fifty thou­sand livres up­on the idea you are about to car­ry out.” And so say­ing, Planchet rubbed his hands one against the oth­er with a ra­pid­i­ty evinc­ing great de­light.

			“Planchet,” said d’Artag­nan, “there is but one mis­for­tune in it.”

			“And what is that?”

			“That the idea is not mine. I can risk noth­ing up­on it.”

			These words drew a deep sigh from the heart of Planchet. That Avarice is an ar­dent coun­selor; she car­ries away her man, as Sa­tan did Je­sus, to the moun­tain, and when once she has shown to an un­for­tu­nate all the king­doms of the earth, she is able to re­pose her­self, know­ing full well that she has left her com­pan­ion En­vy to gnaw at his heart. Planchet had tast­ed of rich­es eas­i­ly ac­quired, and was nev­er af­ter­wards like­ly to stop in his de­sires; but, as he had a good heart in spite of his cov­etous­ness, as he adored d’Artag­nan, he could not re­frain from mak­ing him a thou­sand rec­om­men­da­tions, each more af­fec­tion­ate than the oth­ers. He would not have been sor­ry, nev­er­the­less, to have caught a lit­tle hint of the se­cret his mas­ter con­cealed so well; tricks, turns, coun­sels, and traps were all use­less, d’Artag­nan let noth­ing con­fi­den­tial es­cape him. The evening passed thus. Af­ter sup­per the port­man­teau oc­cu­pied d’Artag­nan, he took a turn to the sta­ble, pat­ted his horse, and ex­am­ined his shoes and legs; then, hav­ing count­ed over his mon­ey, he went to bed, sleep­ing as if on­ly twen­ty, be­cause he had nei­ther in­qui­etude nor re­morse; he closed his eyes five min­utes af­ter he had blown out his lamp. Many events might, how­ev­er, have kept him awake. Thought boiled in his brain, con­jec­tures abound­ed, and d’Artag­nan was a great draw­er of horo­scopes; but, with that im­per­turbable phlegm which does more than ge­nius for the for­tune and hap­pi­ness of men of ac­tion, he put off re­flec­tion till the next day, for fear, he said, not to be fresh when he want­ed to be so.

			The day came. The Rue des Lom­bards had its share of the ca­ress­es of Au­ro­ra with the rosy fin­gers, and d’Artag­nan arose like Au­ro­ra. He did not awak­en any­body, he placed his port­man­teau un­der his arm, de­scend­ed the stairs with­out mak­ing one of them creak, and with­out dis­turb­ing one of the sonorous snor­ings in ev­ery sto­ry from the gar­ret to the cel­lar, then, hav­ing sad­dled his horse, shut the sta­ble and house doors, he set off, at a foot-pace, on his ex­pe­di­tion to Bre­tagne. He had done quite right not to trou­ble him­self with all the po­lit­i­cal and diplo­mat­ic af­fairs which so­licit­ed his at­ten­tion; for, in the morn­ing, in fresh­ness and mild twi­light, his ideas de­vel­oped them­selves in pu­ri­ty and abun­dance. In the first place, he passed be­fore the house of Fou­quet, and threw in a large gap­ing box the for­tu­nate or­der which, the evening be­fore, he had had so much trou­ble to re­cov­er from the hooked fin­gers of the in­ten­dant. Placed in an en­ve­lope, and ad­dressed to Fou­quet, it had not even been di­vined by Planchet, who in div­ina­tion was equal to Calchas or the Pythi­an Apol­lo. D’Artag­nan thus sent back the or­der to Fou­quet, with­out com­pro­mis­ing him­self, and with­out hav­ing thence­for­ward any re­proach­es to make him­self. When he had ef­fect­ed this prop­er resti­tu­tion, “Now,” he said to him­self, “let us in­hale much ma­ter­nal air, much free­dom from cares, much health, let us al­low the horse Zephyr, whose flanks puff as if he had to respire an at­mos­phere, to breathe, and let us be very in­ge­nious in our lit­tle cal­cu­la­tions. It is time,” said d’Artag­nan, “to form a plan of the cam­paign, and, ac­cord­ing to the method of M. Turenne, who has a large head full of all sorts of good coun­sels, be­fore the plan of the cam­paign it is ad­vis­able to draw a strik­ing por­trait of the gen­er­als to whom we are op­posed. In the first place, M. Fou­quet presents him­self. What is M. Fou­quet? M. Fou­quet,” replied d’Artag­nan to him­self, “is a hand­some man, very much beloved by the wom­en, a gen­er­ous man very much beloved by the po­ets; a man of wit, much ex­e­crat­ed by pre­tenders. Well, now I am nei­ther wom­an, po­et, nor pre­tender: I nei­ther love not hate Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant. I find my­self, there­fore, in the same po­si­tion in which M. Turenne found him­self when op­posed to the Prince de Condé at Jargeau, Gien and the Faubourg Saint-An­toine. He did not ex­e­crate Mon­sieur le Prince, it is true, but he obeyed the king. Mon­sieur le Prince is an agree­able man, but the king is king. Turenne heaved a deep sigh, called Condé ‘My cousin,’ and swept away his army. Now what does the king wish? That does not con­cern me. Now, what does M. Col­bert wish? Oh, that’s an­oth­er thing. M. Col­bert wish­es all that M. Fou­quet does not wish. Then what does M. Fou­quet wish? Oh, that is se­ri­ous. M. Fou­quet wish­es pre­cise­ly for all the king wish­es.”

			This mono­logue end­ed, d’Artag­nan be­gan to laugh, whilst mak­ing his whip whis­tle in the air. He was al­ready on the high road, fright­en­ing the birds in the hedges, lis­ten­ing to the livres chink­ing and danc­ing in his leather pock­et, at ev­ery step; and, let us con­fess it, ev­ery time that d’Artag­nan found him­self in such con­di­tions, ten­der­ness was not his dom­i­nant vice. “Come,” said he, “I can­not think the ex­pe­di­tion a very dan­ger­ous one; and it will fall out with my voy­age as with that piece M. Mon­ck took me to see in Lon­don, which was called, I think, Much Ado About Noth­ing.”
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				The Jour­ney

			
			It was per­haps the fifti­eth time since the day on which we open this his­to­ry, that this man, with a heart of bronze and mus­cles of steel, had left house and friends, ev­ery­thing, in short, to go in search of for­tune and death. The one—that is to say, death—had con­stant­ly re­treat­ed be­fore him, as if afraid of him; the oth­er—that is to say, for­tune—for on­ly a month past had re­al­ly made an al­liance with him. Al­though he was not a great philoso­pher, af­ter the fash­ion of ei­ther Epi­cu­rus or Socrates, he was a pow­er­ful spir­it, hav­ing knowl­edge of life, and en­dowed with thought. No one is as brave, as ad­ven­tur­ous, or as skill­ful as d’Artag­nan, with­out at the same time be­ing in­clined to be a dream­er. He had picked up, here and there, some scraps of M. de la Rochefou­cault, wor­thy of be­ing trans­lat­ed in­to Latin by MM. de Port Roy­al; and he had made a col­lec­tion, en pas­sant, in the so­ci­ety of Athos and Aramis, of many morsels of Seneca and Ci­cero, trans­lat­ed by them, and ap­plied to the us­es of com­mon life. That con­tempt of rich­es which our Gas­con had ob­served as an ar­ti­cle of faith dur­ing the thir­ty-five first years of his life, had for a long time been con­sid­ered by him as the first ar­ti­cle of the code of brav­ery. “Ar­ti­cle first,” said he, “A man is brave be­cause he has noth­ing. A man has noth­ing be­cause he de­spis­es rich­es.” There­fore, with these prin­ci­ples, which, as we have said, had reg­u­lat­ed the thir­ty-five first years of his life, d’Artag­nan was no soon­er pos­sessed of rich­es, than he felt it nec­es­sary to ask him­self if, in spite of his rich­es, he were still brave. To this, for any oth­er but d’Artag­nan, the events of the Place de Grève might have served as a re­ply. Many con­sciences would have been sat­is­fied with them, but d’Artag­nan was brave enough to ask him­self sin­cere­ly and con­sci­en­tious­ly if he were brave. There­fore to this:—

			“But it ap­pears to me that I drew prompt­ly enough, and cut and thrust pret­ty freely on the Place de Grève, to be sat­is­fied of my brav­ery,” d’Artag­nan had him­self replied. “Gen­tly, cap­tain, that is not an an­swer. I was brave that day, be­cause they were burn­ing my house, and there are a hun­dred, and even a thou­sand, to speak against one, that if those gen­tle­men of the ri­ots had not formed that un­lucky idea, their plan of at­tack would have suc­ceed­ed, or, at least, it would not have been I who would have op­posed my­self to it. Now, what will be brought against me? I have no house to be burnt in Bre­tagne; I have no trea­sure there that can be tak­en from me.—No; but I have my skin; that pre­cious skin of M. d’Artag­nan, which to him is worth more than all the hous­es and all the trea­sures of the world. That skin to which I cling above ev­ery­thing, be­cause it is, ev­ery­thing con­sid­ered, the bind­ing of a body which en­clos­es a heart very warm and ready to fight, and, con­se­quent­ly, to live. Then, I do de­sire to live: and, in re­al­i­ty, I live much bet­ter, more com­plete­ly, since I have be­come rich. Who the dev­il ev­er said that mon­ey spoiled life? Up­on my soul, it is no such thing, on the con­trary, it seems as if I ab­sorbed a dou­ble quan­ti­ty of air and sun. Mor­dioux! what will it be then, if I dou­ble that for­tune; and if, in­stead of the switch I now hold in my hand, I should ev­er car­ry the ba­ton of a maréchal? Then I re­al­ly don’t know if there will be, from that mo­ment, enough of air and sun for me. In fact, this is not a dream, who the dev­il would op­pose it, if the king made me a maréchal, as his fa­ther, King Louis XI­II, made a duke and con­sta­ble of Al­bert de Luynes? Am I not as brave, and much more in­tel­li­gent, than that im­be­cile de Vit­ry? Ah! that’s ex­act­ly what will pre­vent my ad­vance­ment: I have too much wit. Luck­i­ly, if there is any jus­tice in this world, for­tune owes me many com­pen­sa­tions. She owes me cer­tain­ly a rec­om­pense for all I did for Anne of Aus­tria, and an in­dem­ni­fi­ca­tion for all she has not done for me. Then, at the present, I am very well with a king, and with a king who has the ap­pear­ance of de­ter­min­ing to reign. May God keep him in that il­lus­tri­ous road! For, if he is re­solved to reign, he will want me; and if he wants me, he will give me what he has promised me—warmth and light; so that I march, com­par­a­tive­ly, now, as I marched for­mer­ly—from noth­ing to ev­ery­thing. On­ly the noth­ing of to­day is the all of for­mer days; there has on­ly this lit­tle change tak­en place in my life. And now let us see! let us take the part of the heart, as I just now was speak­ing of it. But in truth, I on­ly spoke of it from mem­o­ry.” And the Gas­con ap­plied his hand to his breast, as if he were ac­tu­al­ly seek­ing the place where his heart was.

			“Ah! wretch!” mur­mured he, smil­ing with bit­ter­ness. “Ah! poor mor­tal species! You hoped, for an in­stant, that you had not a heart, and now you find you have one—bad courtier as thou art—and even one of the most sedi­tious. You have a heart which speaks to you in fa­vor of M. Fou­quet. And what is M. Fou­quet, when the king is in ques­tion?—A con­spir­a­tor, a re­al con­spir­a­tor, who did not even give him­self the trou­ble to con­ceal his be­ing a con­spir­a­tor; there­fore, what a weapon would you not have against him, if his good grace, and his in­tel­li­gence had not made a scab­bard for that weapon. An armed re­volt!—for, in fact, M. Fou­quet has been guilty of an armed re­volt. Thus, while the king vague­ly sus­pects M. Fou­quet of re­bel­lion, I know it—I could prove that M. Fou­quet had caused the shed­ding of the blood of His Majesty’s sub­jects. Now, then, let us see. Know­ing all that, and hold­ing my tongue, what fur­ther would this heart wish in re­turn for a kind ac­tion of M. Fou­quet’s, for an ad­vance of fif­teen thou­sand livres, for a di­a­mond worth a thou­sand pis­toles, for a smile in which there was as much bit­ter­ness as kind­ness?—I save his life.”

			“Now, then, I hope,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer, “that this im­be­cile of a heart is go­ing to pre­serve si­lence, and so be fair­ly quits with M. Fou­quet. Now, then, the king be­comes my sun, and as my heart is quits with M. Fou­quet, let him be­ware who places him­self be­tween me and my sun! For­ward, for His Majesty Louis XIV—For­ward!”

			These re­flec­tions were the on­ly im­ped­i­ments which were able to re­tard the progress of d’Artag­nan. These re­flec­tions once made, he in­creased the speed of his horse. But, how­ev­er per­fect his horse Zephyr might be, it could not hold out at such a pace for­ev­er. The day af­ter his de­par­ture from Paris, his mount was left at Chartres, at the house of an old friend d’Artag­nan had met with in an hote­lier of that city. From that mo­ment the mus­ke­teer trav­elled on post-hors­es. Thanks to this mode of lo­co­mo­tion, he tra­versed the space sep­a­rat­ing Chartres from Châteaubriand. In the last of these two cities, far enough from the coast to pre­vent any­one guess­ing that d’Artag­nan wished to reach the sea—far enough from Paris to pre­vent all sus­pi­cion of his be­ing a mes­sen­ger from Louis XIV, whom d’Artag­nan had called his sun, with­out sus­pect­ing that he who was on­ly at present a rather poor star in the heav­en of roy­al­ty, would, one day, make that star his em­blem; the mes­sen­ger of Louis XIV, we say, quit­ted his post and pur­chased a bidet of the mean­est ap­pear­ance—one of those an­i­mals which an of­fi­cer of the cav­al­ry would nev­er choose, for fear of be­ing dis­graced. Ex­cept­ing the col­or, this new ac­qui­si­tion re­called to the mind of d’Artag­nan the fa­mous or­ange-col­ored horse with which, or rather up­on which, he had made his first ap­pear­ance in the world. Truth to say, from the mo­ment he crossed this new steed, it was no longer d’Artag­nan who was trav­el­ling—it was a good man clothed in an iron-gray jus­tau­corps, brown haut-de-chauss­es, hold­ing the medi­um be­tween a priest and a lay­man; that which brought him near­est to the church­man was, that d’Artag­nan had placed on his head a calotte of thread­bare vel­vet, and over the calotte, a large black hat; no more sword, a stick hung by a cord to his wrist, but to which, he promised him­self, as an un­ex­pect­ed aux­il­iary, to join, up­on oc­ca­sion, a good dag­ger, ten inch­es long, con­cealed un­der his cloak. The bidet pur­chased at Châteaubriand com­plet­ed the meta­mor­pho­sis; it was called, or rather d’Artag­nan called if, Furet (fer­ret).

			“If I have changed Zephyr in­to Furet,” said d’Artag­nan, “I must make some diminu­tive or oth­er of my own name. So, in­stead of d’Artag­nan, I will be Ag­nan, short; that is a con­ces­sion which I nat­u­ral­ly owe to my gray coat, my round hat, and my rusty calotte.”

			Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan trav­eled, then, pret­ty eas­i­ly up­on Furet, who am­bled like a true but­ter-wom­an’s pad, and who, with his am­ble, man­aged cheer­ful­ly about twelve leagues a day, up­on four spin­dle-shanks, of which the prac­ticed eye of d’Artag­nan had ap­pre­ci­at­ed the strength and safe­ty be­neath the thick mass of hair which cov­ered them. Jog­ging along, the trav­el­er took notes, stud­ied the coun­try, which he tra­versed re­served and silent, ev­er seek­ing the most plau­si­ble pre­text for reach­ing Belle-Île-en-Mer, and for see­ing ev­ery­thing with­out arous­ing sus­pi­cion. In this man­ner, he was en­abled to con­vince him­self of the im­por­tance the event as­sumed in pro­por­tion as he drew near to it. In this re­mote coun­try, in this an­cient duchy of Bre­tagne, which was not France at that pe­ri­od, and is not so even now, the peo­ple knew noth­ing of the king of France. They not on­ly did not know him, but were un­will­ing to know him. One face—a sin­gle one—float­ed vis­i­bly for them up­on the po­lit­i­cal cur­rent. Their an­cient dukes no longer ruled them; gov­ern­ment was a void—noth­ing more. In place of the sov­er­eign duke, the seigneurs of parish­es reigned with­out con­trol; and, above these seigneurs, God, who has nev­er been for­got­ten in Bre­tagne. Among these suzerains of châteaux and bel­fries, the most pow­er­ful, the rich­est, the most pop­u­lar, was M. Fou­quet, seigneur of Belle-Isle. Even in the coun­try, even with­in sight of that mys­te­ri­ous isle, leg­ends and tra­di­tions con­se­crate its won­ders. Ev­ery­one might not pen­e­trate it: the isle, of an ex­tent of six leagues in length, and six in breadth, was a seigno­ri­al prop­er­ty, which the peo­ple had for a long time re­spect­ed, cov­ered as it was with the name of Retz, so re­doubtable in the coun­try. Short­ly af­ter the erec­tion of this seigno­ry in­to a mar­quis­tate, Belle-Isle passed to M. Fou­quet. The celebri­ty of the isle did not date from yes­ter­day; its name, or rather its qual­i­fi­ca­tion, is traced back to the re­motest an­tiq­ui­ty. The an­cients called it Kalonèse, from two Greek words, sig­ni­fy­ing beau­ti­ful isle. Thus, at a dis­tance of eigh­teen hun­dred years, it had borne, in an­oth­er id­iom, the same name it still bears. There was, then, some­thing in it­self in this prop­er­ty of M. Fou­quet’s, be­sides its po­si­tion of six leagues off the coast of France; a po­si­tion which makes it a sov­er­eign in its mar­itime soli­tude, like a ma­jes­tic ship which dis­dains roads, and proud­ly casts an­chor in mid-ocean.

			D’Artag­nan learnt all this with­out ap­pear­ing the least in the world as­ton­ished. He al­so learnt the best way to get in­tel­li­gence was to go to La Roche-Bernard, a tol­er­a­bly im­por­tant city at the mouth of the Vi­laine. Per­haps there he could em­bark; if not, cross­ing the salt marsh­es, he would re­pair to Guérande or Le Croisic, to wait for an op­por­tu­ni­ty to cross over to Belle-Isle. He had dis­cov­ered, be­sides, since his de­par­ture from Châteaubriand, that noth­ing would be im­pos­si­ble for Furet un­der the im­pul­sion of M. Ag­nan, and noth­ing to M. Ag­nan through the ini­tia­tive of Furet. He pre­pared, then, to sup off a teal and a torteau, in a ho­tel of La Roche-Bernard, and or­dered to be brought from the cel­lar, to wash down these two Bre­ton dish­es, some cider, which, the mo­ment it touched his lips, he per­ceived to be more Bre­ton still.

		
	
		
			
				67

				How d’Artag­nan Be­came Ac­quaint­ed with a Po­et, Who Had Turned Print­er for the Sake of Print­ing His Own Vers­es

			
			Be­fore tak­ing his place at ta­ble, d’Artag­nan ac­quired, as was his cus­tom, all the in­for­ma­tion he could; but it is an ax­iom of cu­rios­i­ty, that ev­ery man who wish­es to ques­tion well and fruit­ful­ly ought in the first place to lay him­self open to ques­tions. D’Artag­nan sought, then, with his usu­al skill, a promis­ing ques­tion­er in the hostel­ry of La Roche-Bernard. At the mo­ment, there were in the house, on the first sto­ry, two trav­el­ers ei­ther pre­par­ing for sup­per, or at sup­per it­self. D’Artag­nan had seen their nags in the sta­ble, and their equipages in the salle. One trav­eled with a lack­ey, un­doubt­ed­ly a per­son of con­sid­er­a­tion;—two Perche mares, sleek, sound beasts, were suit­able means of lo­co­mo­tion. The oth­er, a lit­tle fel­low, a trav­el­er of mea­gre ap­pear­ance, wear­ing a dusty surtout, dirty linen, and boots more worn by the pave­ment than the stir­rup, had come from Nantes with a cart drawn by a horse so like Furet in col­or, that d’Artag­nan might have gone a hun­dred miles with­out find­ing a bet­ter match. This cart con­tained divers large pack­ets wrapped in pieces of old stuff.

			That trav­el­er yon­der, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, is the man for my mon­ey. He will do, he suits me; I ought to do for him and suit him; M. Ag­nan, with the gray dou­blet and the rusty calotte, is not un­wor­thy of sup­ping with the gen­tle­man of the old boots and still old­er horse.

			This said, d’Artag­nan called the host, and de­sired him to send his teal, tourteau, and cider up to the cham­ber of the gen­tle­man of mod­est ex­te­ri­or. He him­self climbed, a plate in his hand, the wood­en stair­case which led to the cham­ber, and be­gan to knock at the door.

			“Come in!” said the un­known. D’Artag­nan en­tered, with a sim­per on his lips, his plate un­der his arm, his hat in one hand, his can­dle in the oth­er.

			“Ex­cuse me, Mon­sieur,” said he, “I am as you are, a trav­el­er; I know no one in the ho­tel, and I have the bad habit of los­ing my spir­its when I eat alone; so that my repast ap­pears a bad one to me, and does not nour­ish me. Your face, which I saw just now, when you came down to have some oys­ters opened—your face pleased me much. Be­sides, I have ob­served you have a horse just like mine, and that the host, no doubt on ac­count of that re­sem­blance, has placed them side by side in the sta­ble, where they ap­pear to agree amaz­ing­ly well to­geth­er. I there­fore, Mon­sieur, do not see any rea­son why the mas­ters should be sep­a­rat­ed when the hors­es are unit­ed. Ac­cord­ing­ly, I am come to re­quest the plea­sure of be­ing ad­mit­ted to your ta­ble. My name is Ag­nan, at your ser­vice, Mon­sieur, the un­wor­thy stew­ard of a rich seigneur, who wish­es to pur­chase some salt-mines in this coun­try, and sends me to ex­am­ine his fu­ture ac­qui­si­tions. In truth, Mon­sieur, I should be well pleased if my coun­te­nance were as agree­able to you as yours is to me; for, up­on my hon­or, I am quite at your ser­vice.”

			The stranger, whom d’Artag­nan saw for the first time—for be­fore he had on­ly caught a glimpse of him—the stranger had black and bril­liant eyes, a yel­low com­plex­ion, a brow a lit­tle wrin­kled by the weight of fifty years, bon­homie in his fea­tures col­lec­tive­ly, but some cun­ning in his look.

			One would say, thought d’Artag­nan, that this mer­ry fel­low has nev­er ex­er­cised more than the up­per part of his head, his eyes, and his brain. He must be a man of sci­ence: his mouth, nose, and chin sig­ni­fy ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing.

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the lat­ter, with whose mind and per­son we have been mak­ing so free, “you do me much hon­or; not that I am ev­er en­nuyé, for I have,” added he, smil­ing, “a com­pa­ny which amus­es me al­ways: but, nev­er mind that, I am hap­py to re­ceive you.” But when say­ing this, the man with the worn boots cast an un­easy look at his ta­ble, from which the oys­ters had dis­ap­peared, and up­on which there was noth­ing left but a morsel of salt ba­con.

			“Mon­sieur,” d’Artag­nan has­tened to say, “the host is bring­ing me up a pret­ty piece of roast­ed poul­try and a su­perb tourteau.” D’Artag­nan had read in the look of his com­pan­ion, how­ev­er rapid­ly it dis­ap­peared, the fear of an at­tack by a par­a­site: he di­vined just­ly. At this open­ing, the fea­tures of the man of mod­est ex­te­ri­or re­laxed; and, as if he had watched the mo­ment for his en­trance, as d’Artag­nan spoke, the host ap­peared, bear­ing the an­nounced dish­es. The tourteau and the teal were added to the morsel of broiled ba­con; d’Artag­nan and his guest bowed, sat down op­po­site to each oth­er, and, like two broth­ers, shared the ba­con and the oth­er dish­es.

			“Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, “you must con­fess that as­so­ci­a­tion is a won­der­ful thing.”

			“How so?” replied the stranger, with his mouth full.

			“Well, I will tell you,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			The stranger gave a short truce to the move­ment of his jaws, in or­der to hear the bet­ter.

			“In the first place,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “in­stead of one can­dle, which each of us had, we have two.”

			“That is true!” said the stranger, struck with the ex­treme lu­cid­i­ty of the ob­ser­va­tion.

			“Then I see that you eat my tourteau in pref­er­ence, whilst I, in pref­er­ence, eat your ba­con.”

			“That is true again.”

			“And then, in ad­di­tion to be­ing bet­ter light­ed and eat­ing what we pre­fer, I place the plea­sure of your com­pa­ny.”

			“Tru­ly, Mon­sieur, you are very jovial,” said the un­known, cheer­ful­ly.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; jovial, as all peo­ple are who car­ry noth­ing on their minds, or, for that mat­ter, in their heads. Oh! I can see it is quite an­oth­er sort of thing with you,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan; “I can read in your eyes all sorts of ge­nius.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!”

			“Come, con­fess one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“That you are a learned man.”

			“Ma foi! Mon­sieur.”

			“Hein?”

			“Al­most.”

			“Come, then!”

			“I am an au­thor.”

			“There!” cried d’Artag­nan, clap­ping his hands, “I knew I could not be de­ceived! It is a mir­a­cle!”

			“Mon­sieur—”

			“What, shall I have the hon­or of pass­ing the evening in the so­ci­ety of an au­thor, of a cel­e­brat­ed au­thor, per­haps?”

			“Oh!” said the un­known, blush­ing, “cel­e­brat­ed, Mon­sieur, cel­e­brat­ed is not the word.”

			“Mod­est!” cried d’Artag­nan, trans­port­ed, “he is mod­est!” Then, turn­ing to­wards the stranger, with a char­ac­ter of blunt bon­homie: “But tell me at least the name of your works, Mon­sieur; for you will please to ob­serve you have not told me your name, and I have been forced to di­vine your ge­nius.”

			“My name is Ju­penet, Mon­sieur,” said the au­thor.

			“A fine name! a grand name! up­on my hon­or; and I do not know why—par­don me the mis­take, if it be one—but sure­ly I have heard that name some­where.”

			“I have made vers­es,” said the po­et, mod­est­ly.

			“Ah! that is it, then; I have heard them read.”

			“A tragedy.”

			“I must have seen it played.”

			The po­et blushed again, and said: “I do not think that can be the case, for my vers­es have nev­er been print­ed.”

			“Well, then, it must have been the tragedy which in­formed me of your name.”

			“You are again mis­tak­en, for MM. the co­me­di­ans of the Hô­tel de Bour­gogne, would have noth­ing to do with it,” said the po­et, with a smile, the re­ceipt for which cer­tain sorts of pride alone knew the se­cret. D’Artag­nan bit his lips. “Thus, then, you see, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued the po­et, “you are in er­ror on my ac­count, and that not be­ing at all known to you, you have nev­er heard tell of me.”

			“Ah! that con­founds me. That name, Ju­penet, ap­pears to me, nev­er­the­less, a fine name, and quite as wor­thy of be­ing known as those of MM. Corneille, or Rotrou, or Gar­nier. I hope, Mon­sieur, you will have the good­ness to re­peat to me a part of your tragedy present­ly, by way of dessert, for in­stance. That will be sug­ared roast meat—mor­dioux! Ah! par­don me, Mon­sieur, that was a lit­tle oath which es­caped me, be­cause it is a habit with my lord and mas­ter. I some­times al­low my­self to usurp that lit­tle oath, as it seems in pret­ty good taste. I take this lib­er­ty on­ly in his ab­sence, please to ob­serve, for you may un­der­stand that in his pres­ence—but, in truth, Mon­sieur, this cider is abom­inable; do you not think so? And be­sides, the pot is of such an ir­reg­u­lar shape it will not stand on the ta­ble.”

			“Sup­pose we were to make it lev­el?”

			“To be sure; but with what?”

			“With this knife.”

			“And the teal, with what shall we cut that up? Do you not, by chance, mean to touch the teal?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Well, then—”

			“Wait.”

			And the po­et rum­maged in his pock­et, and drew out a piece of brass, ob­long, quad­ran­gu­lar, about a line in thick­ness, and an inch and a half in length. But scarce­ly had this lit­tle piece of brass seen the light, than the po­et ap­peared to have com­mit­ted an im­pru­dence, and made a move­ment to put it back again in his pock­et. D’Artag­nan per­ceived this, for he was a man that noth­ing es­caped. He stretched forth his hand to­wards the piece of brass: “Humph! that which you hold in your hand is pret­ty; will you al­low me to look at it?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said the po­et, who ap­peared to have yield­ed too soon to a first im­pulse. “Cer­tain­ly, you may look at it: but it will be in vain for you to look at it,” added he, with a sat­is­fied air; “if I were not to tell you its use, you would nev­er guess it.”

			D’Artag­nan had seized as an avow­al the hes­i­ta­tion of the po­et, and his ea­ger­ness to con­ceal the piece of brass which a first move­ment had in­duced him to take out of his pock­et. His at­ten­tion, there­fore, once awak­ened on this point, he sur­round­ed him­self with a cir­cum­spec­tion which gave him a su­pe­ri­or­i­ty on all oc­ca­sions. Be­sides, what­ev­er M. Ju­penet might say about it, by a sim­ple in­spec­tion of the ob­ject, he per­fect­ly well knew what it was. It was a char­ac­ter in print­ing.

			“Can you guess, now, what this is?” con­tin­ued the po­et.

			“No,” said d’Artag­nan, “no, ma foi!”

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” said M. Ju­penet, “this lit­tle piece of met­al is a print­ing let­ter.”

			“Bah!”

			“A cap­i­tal.”

			“Stop, stop, stop,” said d’Artag­nan, open­ing his eyes very in­no­cent­ly.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, a cap­i­tal; the first let­ter of my name.”

			“And this is a let­ter, is it?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, I will con­fess one thing to you.”

			“And what is that?”

			“No, I will not, I was go­ing to say some­thing stupid.”

			“No, no,” said Mas­ter Ju­penet, with a pa­tron­iz­ing air.

			“Well, then, I can­not com­pre­hend, if that is a let­ter, how you can make a word.”

			“A word?”

			“Yes, a print­ed word.”

			“Oh, that’s very easy.”

			“Let me see.”

			“Does it in­ter­est you?”

			“Enor­mous­ly.”

			“Well, I will ex­plain the thing to you. At­tend.”

			“I am at­tend­ing.”

			“This is it.”

			“Good.”

			“Look at­ten­tive­ly.”

			“I am look­ing.” D’Artag­nan, in fact, ap­peared ab­sorbed in ob­ser­va­tions. Ju­penet drew from his pock­et sev­en or eight oth­er pieces of brass small­er than the first.

			“Ah, ah,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“What!”

			“You have, then, a whole print­ing-of­fice in your pock­et. Peste! that is cu­ri­ous, in­deed.”

			“Is it not?”

			“Good God, what a num­ber of things we learn by trav­el­ing.”

			“To your health!” said Ju­penet, quite en­chant­ed.

			“To yours, mor­dioux, to yours. But—an in­stant—not in this cider. It is an abom­inable drink, un­wor­thy of a man who quench­es his thirst at the Hip­pocre­ne foun­tain—is not it so you call your foun­tain, you po­ets?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, our foun­tain is so called. That comes from two Greek words—hip­pos, which means a horse, and—”

			“Mon­sieur,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “you shall drink of a liquor which comes from one sin­gle French word, and is none the worse for that—from the word grape; this cider gives me the heart­burn. Al­low me to in­quire of your host if there is not a good bot­tle of Beau­gen­cy, or of the Cer­an growth, at the back of the large bins in his cel­lar.”

			The host, be­ing sent for, im­me­di­ate­ly at­tend­ed.

			“Mon­sieur,” in­ter­rupt­ed the po­et, “take care, we shall not have time to drink the wine, un­less we make great haste, for I must take ad­van­tage of the tide to se­cure the boat.”

			“What boat?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Why the boat which sets out for Belle-Isle.”

			“Ah—for Belle-Isle,” said the mus­ke­teer, “that is good.”

			“Bah! you will have plen­ty of time, Mon­sieur,” replied the hote­lier, un­cork­ing the bot­tle, “the boat will not leave this hour.”

			“But who will give me no­tice?” said the po­et.

			“Your fel­low-trav­el­er,” replied the host.

			“But I scarce­ly know him.”

			“When you hear him de­part­ing, it will be time for you to go.”

			“Is he go­ing to Belle-Isle, like­wise, then?”

			“Yes.”

			“The trav­el­er who has a lack­ey?” asked d’Artag­nan. “He is some gen­tle­man, no doubt?”

			“I know noth­ing of him.”

			“What!—know noth­ing of him?”

			“No, all I know is, that he is drink­ing the same wine as you.”

			“Peste!—that is a great hon­or for us,” said d’Artag­nan, fill­ing his com­pan­ion’s glass, whilst the host went out.

			“So,” re­sumed the po­et, re­turn­ing to his dom­i­nant ideas, “you nev­er saw any print­ing done?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Well, then, take the let­ters thus, which com­pose the word, you see: A B; ma foi! here is an R, two E E, then a G.” And he as­sem­bled the let­ters with a swift­ness and skill which did not es­cape the eye of d’Artag­nan.

			“Abrégé,” said he, as he end­ed.

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan; “here are plen­ty of let­ters got to­geth­er; but how are they kept so?” And he poured out a sec­ond glass for the po­et. M. Ju­penet smiled like a man who has an an­swer for ev­ery­thing; then he pulled out—still from his pock­et—a lit­tle met­al ruler, com­posed of two parts, like a car­pen­ter’s rule, against which he put to­geth­er, and in a line, the char­ac­ters, hold­ing them un­der his left thumb.

			“And what do you call that lit­tle met­al ruler?” said d’Artag­nan, “for, I sup­pose, all these things have names.”

			“This is called a com­pos­ing-stick,” said Ju­penet; “it is by the aid of this stick that the lines are formed.”

			“Come, then, I was not mis­tak­en in what I said; you have a press in your pock­et,” said d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing with an air of sim­plic­i­ty so stupid, that the po­et was com­plete­ly his dupe.

			“No,” replied he; “but I am too lazy to write, and when I have a verse in my head, I print it im­me­di­ate­ly. That is a la­bor spared.”

			Mor­dioux! thought d’Artag­nan to him­self, this must be cleared up. And un­der a pre­text, which did not em­bar­rass the mus­ke­teer, who was fer­tile in ex­pe­di­ents, he left the ta­ble, went down­stairs, ran to the shed un­der which stood the po­et’s lit­tle cart, and poked the point of his poniard in­to the stuff which en­veloped one of the pack­ages, which he found full of types, like those which the po­et had in his pock­et.

			Humph! said d’Artag­nan, I do not yet know whether M. Fou­quet wish­es to for­ti­fy Belle-Isle; but, at all events, here are some spir­i­tu­al mu­ni­tions for the cas­tle. Then, en­chant­ed with his rich dis­cov­ery, he ran up­stairs again, and re­sumed his place at the ta­ble.

			D’Artag­nan had learnt what he wished to know. He, how­ev­er, re­mained, none the less, face to face with his part­ner, to the mo­ment when they heard from the next room symp­toms of a per­son’s be­ing about to go out. The print­er was im­me­di­ate­ly on foot; he had giv­en or­ders for his horse to be got ready. His car­riage was wait­ing at the door. The sec­ond trav­el­er got in­to his sad­dle, in the court­yard, with his lack­ey. D’Artag­nan fol­lowed Ju­penet to the door; he em­barked his cart and horse on board the boat. As to the op­u­lent trav­el­er, he did the same with his two hors­es and ser­vant. But all the wit d’Artag­nan em­ployed in en­deav­or­ing to find out his name was lost—he could learn noth­ing. On­ly he took such no­tice of his coun­te­nance, that it was im­pressed up­on his mind for­ev­er. D’Artag­nan had a great in­cli­na­tion to em­bark with the two trav­el­ers, but an in­ter­est more pow­er­ful than cu­rios­i­ty—that of suc­cess—re­pelled him from the shore, and brought him back again to the hostel­ry. He en­tered with a sigh, and went to bed di­rect­ly in or­der to be ready ear­ly in the morn­ing with fresh ideas and the sage coun­sel of suf­fic­ing sleep.
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				d’Artag­nan Con­tin­ues His In­ves­ti­ga­tions

			
			At day­break d’Artag­nan sad­dled Furet, who had fared sump­tu­ous­ly all night, de­vour­ing the re­main­der of the oats and hay left by his com­pan­ions. The mus­ke­teer sift­ed all he pos­si­bly could out of the host, who he found cun­ning, mis­trust­ful, and de­vot­ed, body and soul, to M. Fou­quet. In or­der not to awak­en the sus­pi­cions of this man, he car­ried on his fa­ble of be­ing a prob­a­ble pur­chas­er of some salt-mines. To have em­barked for Belle-Isle at Roche-Bernard, would have been to ex­pose him­self still fur­ther to com­ments which had, per­haps, been al­ready made, and would be car­ried to the cas­tle. More­over, it was sin­gu­lar that this trav­el­er and his lack­ey should have re­mained a mys­tery to d’Artag­nan, in spite of all the ques­tions ad­dressed by him to the host, who ap­peared to know him per­fect­ly well. The mus­ke­teer then made some in­quiries con­cern­ing the salt-mines, and took the road to the marsh­es, leav­ing the sea on his right, and pen­e­trat­ing in­to that vast and des­o­late plain which re­sem­bles a sea of mud, of which, here and there, a few crests of salt sil­ver the un­du­la­tions. Furet walked ad­mirably, with his lit­tle ner­vous legs, along the foot-wide cause­ways which sep­a­rate the salt-mines. D’Artag­nan, aware of the con­se­quences of a fall, which would re­sult in a cold bath, al­lowed him to go as he liked, con­tent­ing him­self with look­ing at, on the hori­zon, three rocks, that rose up like lance-blades from the bo­som of the plain, des­ti­tute of ver­dure. Piri­ac, the bourgs of Batz and Le Croisic, ex­act­ly re­sem­bling each oth­er, at­tract­ed and sus­pend­ed his at­ten­tion. If the trav­el­er turned round, the bet­ter to make his ob­ser­va­tions, he saw on the oth­er side an hori­zon of three oth­er steeples, Guérande, Le Pouliguen, and Saint-Joachim, which, in their cir­cum­fer­ence, rep­re­sent­ed a set of skit­tles, of which he and Furet were but the wan­der­ing ball. Piri­ac was the first lit­tle port on his right. He went thith­er, with the names of the prin­ci­pal salters on his lips. At the mo­ment he reached the lit­tle port of Piri­ac, five large barges, laden with stone, were leav­ing it. It ap­peared strange to d’Artag­nan, that stones should be leav­ing a coun­try where none are found. He had re­course to all the ameni­ty of M. Ag­nan to learn from the peo­ple of the port the cause of this sin­gu­lar ar­range­ment. An old fish­er­man replied to M. Ag­nan, that the stones very cer­tain­ly did not come from Piri­ac or the marsh­es.

			“Where do they come from, then?” asked the mus­ke­teer.

			“Mon­sieur, they come from Nantes and Painboeuf.”

			“Where are they go­ing, then?”

			“Mon­sieur, to Belle-Isle.”

			“Ah! ah!” said d’Artag­nan, in the same tone he had as­sumed to tell the print­er that his char­ac­ter in­ter­est­ed him; “are they build­ing at Belle-Isle, then?”

			“Why, yes, Mon­sieur, M. Fou­quet has the walls of the cas­tle re­paired ev­ery year.”

			“It is in ru­ins, then?”

			“It is old.”

			“Thank you.”

			The fact is, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, noth­ing is more nat­u­ral; ev­ery pro­pri­etor has a right to re­pair his own prop­er­ty. It would be like telling me I was for­ti­fy­ing the Im­age-de-Notre-Dame, when I was sim­ply obliged to make re­pairs. In good truth, I be­lieve false re­ports have been made to His Majesty, and he is very like­ly to be in the wrong.

			“You must con­fess,” con­tin­ued he then, aloud, and ad­dress­ing the fish­er­man—for his part of a sus­pi­cious man was im­posed up­on him by the ob­ject even of his mis­sion—“you must con­fess, my dear Mon­sieur, that these stones trav­el in a very cu­ri­ous fash­ion.”

			“How so?” said the fish­er­man.

			“They come from Nantes or Paim­boeuf by the Loire, do they not?”

			“With the tide.”

			“That is con­ve­nient—I don’t say it is not; but why do they not go straight from Saint-Nazaire to Belle-Isle?”

			“Eh! be­cause the cha­lands (barges) are fresh­wa­ter boats, and take the sea bad­ly,” replied the fish­er­man.

			“That is not suf­fi­cient rea­son.”

			“Par­don me, Mon­sieur, one may see that you have nev­er been a sailor,” added the fish­er­man, not with­out a sort of dis­dain.

			“Ex­plain to me, if you please, my good man. It ap­pears to me that to come from Paim­boeuf to Piri­ac, and go from Piri­ac to Belle-Isle, is as if we went from Roche-Bernard to Nantes, and from Nantes to Piri­ac.”

			“By wa­ter that would be the near­est way,” replied the fish­er­man im­per­turbably.

			“But there is an el­bow?”

			The fish­er­man shook his head.

			“The short­est road from one place to an­oth­er is a straight line,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan.

			“You for­get the tide, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well! take the tide.”

			“And the wind.”

			“Well, and the wind.”

			“With­out doubt; the cur­rent of the Loire car­ries barks al­most as far as Croisic. If they want to lie by a lit­tle, or to re­fresh the crew, they come to Piri­ac along the coast; from Piri­ac they find an­oth­er in­verse cur­rent, which car­ries them to the Isle-Du­mal, two leagues and a half.”

			“Grant­ed.”

			“There the cur­rent of the Vi­laine throws them up­on an­oth­er isle, the Isle of Hoedic.”

			“I agree with that.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, from that isle to Belle-Isle the way is quite straight. The sea, bro­ken both above and be­low, pass­es like a canal—like a mir­ror be­tween the two isles; the cha­lands glide along up­on it like ducks up­on the Loire; that’s how it is.”

			“It does not sig­ni­fy,” said the ob­sti­nate M. Ag­nan; “it is a long way round.”

			“Ah! yes; but M. Fou­quet will have it so,” replied, as con­clu­sive, the fish­er­man, tak­ing off his woolen cap at the enun­ci­a­tion of that re­spect­ed name.

			A look from d’Artag­nan, a look as keen and pierc­ing as a sword-blade, found noth­ing in the heart of the old man but a sim­ple con­fi­dence—on his fea­tures, noth­ing but sat­is­fac­tion and in­dif­fer­ence. He said, “M. Fou­quet will have it so,” as he would have said, “God has willed it.”

			D’Artag­nan had al­ready ad­vanced too far in this di­rec­tion; be­sides, the cha­lands be­ing gone, there re­mained noth­ing at Piri­ac but a sin­gle bark—that of the old man, and it did not look fit for sea with­out great prepa­ra­tion. D’Artag­nan there­fore pat­ted Furet, who, as a new proof of his charm­ing char­ac­ter, re­sumed his march with his feet in the salt-mines, and his nose to the dry wind, which bends the furze and the broom of this coun­try. They reached Le Croisic about five o’clock.

			If d’Artag­nan had been a po­et, it was a beau­ti­ful spec­ta­cle: the im­mense strand of a league or more, the sea cov­ers at high tide, and which, at the re­flux, ap­pears gray and des­o­late, strewed with polypi and sea­weed, with peb­bles sparse and white, like bones in some vast old ceme­tery. But the sol­dier, the politi­cian, and the am­bi­tious man, had no longer the sweet con­so­la­tion of look­ing to­wards heav­en to read there a hope or a warn­ing. A red sky sig­ni­fies noth­ing to such peo­ple but wind and dis­tur­bance. White and fleecy clouds up­on the azure on­ly say that the sea will be smooth and peace­ful. D’Artag­nan found the sky blue, the breeze em­balmed with saline per­fumes, and he said: “I will em­bark with the first tide, if it be but in a nut­shell.”

			At Le Croisic as at Piri­ac, he had re­marked enor­mous heaps of stone ly­ing along the shore. These gi­gan­tic walls, di­min­ished ev­ery tide by the barges for Belle-Isle, were, in the eyes of the mus­ke­teer, the con­se­quence and the proof of what he had well di­vined at Piri­ac. Was it a wall that M. Fou­quet was con­struct­ing? Was it a for­ti­fi­ca­tion that he was erect­ing? To as­cer­tain that, he must make fuller ob­ser­va­tions. D’Artag­nan put Furet in­to a sta­ble; supped, went to bed, and on the mor­row took a walk up­on the port or rather up­on the shin­gle. Le Croisic has a port of fifty feet; it has a look­out which re­sem­bles an enor­mous brioche (a kind of cake) el­e­vat­ed on a dish. The flat strand is the dish. Hun­dreds of bar­rows­ful of earth amal­ga­mat­ed with peb­bles, and round­ed in­to cones, with sin­u­ous pas­sages be­tween, are look­outs and brioches at the same time. It is so now, and it was so two hun­dred years ago, on­ly the brioche was not so large, and prob­a­bly there were to be seen no trel­lis­es of lath around the brioche, which con­sti­tute an or­na­ment, plant­ed like gardes-fous along the pas­sages that wind to­wards the lit­tle ter­race. Up­on the shin­gle lounged three or four fish­er­men talk­ing about sar­dines and shrimps. D’Artag­nan, with his eyes an­i­mat­ed by a rough gayety, and a smile up­on his lips, ap­proached these fish­er­men.

			“Any fish­ing go­ing on to­day?” said he.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied one of them, “we are on­ly wait­ing for the tide.”

			“Where do you fish, my friends?”

			“Up­on the coasts, Mon­sieur.”

			“Which are the best coasts?”

			“Ah, that is all ac­cord­ing. The tour of the isles, for ex­am­ple?”

			“Yes, but they are a long way off, those isles, are they not?”

			“Not very; four leagues.”

			“Four leagues! That is a voy­age.”

			The fish­er­men laughed in M. Ag­nan’s face.

			“Hear me, then,” said the lat­ter with an air of sim­ple stu­pid­i­ty; “four leagues off you lose sight of land, do you not?”

			“Why, not al­ways.”

			“Ah, it is a long way—too long, or else I would have asked you to take me aboard, and to show me what I have nev­er seen.”

			“What is that?”

			“A live sea-fish.”

			“Mon­sieur comes from the prov­ince?” said a fish­er­man.

			“Yes, I come from Paris.”

			The Bre­ton shrugged his shoul­ders; then:

			“Have you ev­er seen M. Fou­quet in Paris?” asked he.

			“Of­ten,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Of­ten!” re­peat­ed the fish­er­men, clos­ing their cir­cle round the Parisian. “Do you know him?”

			“A lit­tle; he is the in­ti­mate friend of my mas­ter.”

			“Ah!” said the fish­er­men, in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“And,” said d’Artag­nan, “I have seen all his châteaux of Saint Mandé, of Vaux, and his ho­tel in Paris.”

			“Is that a fine place?”

			“Su­perb.”

			“It is not so fine a place as Belle-Isle,” said the fish­er­man.

			“Bah!” cried M. d’Artag­nan, break­ing in­to a laugh so loud that he an­gered all his au­di­tors.

			“It is very plain that you have nev­er seen Belle-Isle,” said the most cu­ri­ous of the fish­er­men. “Do you know that there are six leagues of it, and that there are such trees on it as can­not be equaled even at Nantes-sur-le-Fos­sé?”

			“Trees in the sea!” cried d’Artag­nan; “well, I should like to see them.”

			“That can be eas­i­ly done; we are fish­ing at the Isle de Hoedic—come with us. From that place you will see, as a Par­adise, the black trees of Belle-Isle against the sky; you will see the white line of the cas­tle, which cuts the hori­zon of the sea like a blade.”

			“Oh,” said d’Artag­nan, “that must be very beau­ti­ful. But do you know there are a hun­dred bel­fries at M. Fou­quet’s château of Vaux?”

			The Bre­ton raised his head in pro­found ad­mi­ra­tion, but he was not con­vinced. “A hun­dred bel­fries! Ah, that may be; but Belle-Isle is fin­er than that. Should you like to see Belle-Isle?”

			“Is that pos­si­ble?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, with per­mis­sion of the gov­er­nor.”

			“But I do not know the gov­er­nor.”

			“As you know M. Fou­quet, you can tell your name.”

			“Oh, my friends, I am not a gen­tle­man.”

			“Ev­ery­body en­ters Belle-Isle,” con­tin­ued the fish­er­man in his strong, pure lan­guage, “pro­vid­ed he means no harm to Belle-Isle or its mas­ter.”

			A slight shud­der crept over the body of the mus­ke­teer. That is true, thought he. Then re­cov­er­ing him­self, “If I were sure,” said he, “not to be sea­sick.”

			“What, up­on her?” said the fish­er­man, point­ing with pride to his pret­ty round-bot­tomed bark.

			“Well, you al­most per­suade me,” cried M. Ag­nan; “I will go and see Belle-Isle, but they will not ad­mit me.”

			“We shall en­ter, safe enough.”

			“You! What for?”

			“Why, dame! to sell fish to the cor­sairs.”

			“Ha! Cor­sairs—what do you mean?”

			“Well, I mean that M. Fou­quet is hav­ing two cor­sairs built to chase the Dutch and the Eng­lish, and we sell our fish to the crews of those lit­tle ves­sels.”

			Come, come! said d’Artag­nan to him­self—bet­ter and bet­ter. A print­ing-press, bas­tions, and cor­sairs! Well, M. Fou­quet is not an en­e­my to be de­spised, as I pre­sumed to fan­cy. He is worth the trou­ble of trav­el­ling to see him near­er.

			“We set out at half-past five,” said the fish­er­man grave­ly.

			“I am quite ready, and I will not leave you now.” So d’Artag­nan saw the fish­er­men haul their barks to meet the tide with a wind­lass. The sea rose; M. Ag­nan al­lowed him­self to be hoist­ed on board, not with­out sport­ing a lit­tle fear and awk­ward­ness, to the amuse­ment of the young beach-urchins who watched him with their large in­tel­li­gent eyes. He laid him­self down up­on a fold­ed sail, not in­ter­fer­ing with any­thing whilst the bark pre­pared for sea; and, with its large square sail, it was fair­ly out with­in two hours. The fish­er­men, who pros­e­cut­ed their oc­cu­pa­tion as they pro­ceed­ed, did not per­ceive that their pas­sen­ger had not be­come pale, nei­ther groaned nor suf­fered; that in spite of that hor­ri­ble toss­ing and rolling of the bark, to which no hand im­part­ed di­rec­tion, the novice pas­sen­ger had pre­served his pres­ence of mind and his ap­petite. They fished, and their fish­ing was suf­fi­cient­ly for­tu­nate. To lines bat­ed with prawn, soles came, with nu­mer­ous gam­bols, to bite. Two nets had al­ready been bro­ken by the im­mense weight of con­gers and had­docks; three sea-eels plowed the hold with their slimy folds and their dy­ing con­tor­tions. D’Artag­nan brought them good luck; they told him so. The sol­dier found the oc­cu­pa­tion so pleas­ant, that he put his hand to the work—that is to say, to the lines—and ut­tered roars of joy, and mor­dioux enough to have as­ton­ished his mus­ke­teers them­selves, ev­ery time that a shock giv­en to his line by the cap­tured fish re­quired the play of the mus­cles of his arm, and the em­ploy­ment of his best dex­ter­i­ty. The par­ty of plea­sure had made him for­get his diplo­mat­ic mis­sion. He was strug­gling with a very large con­ger, and hold­ing fast with one hand to the side of the ves­sel, in or­der to seize with the oth­er the gap­ing jowl of his an­tag­o­nist, when the mas­ter said to him, “Take care they don’t see you from Belle-Isle!”

			These words pro­duced the same ef­fect up­on d’Artag­nan as the hiss­ing of the first bul­let on a day of bat­tle; he let go of both line and con­ger, which, drag­ging each oth­er, re­turned again to the wa­ter. D’Artag­nan per­ceived, with­in half a league at most, the blue and marked pro­file of the rocks of Belle-Isle, dom­i­nat­ed by the ma­jes­tic white­ness of the cas­tle. In the dis­tance, the land with its forests and ver­dant plains; cat­tle on the grass. This was what first at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the mus­ke­teer. The sun dart­ed its rays of gold up­on the sea, rais­ing a shin­ing mist round this en­chant­ed isle. Lit­tle could be seen of it, ow­ing to this daz­zling light, but the salient points; ev­ery shad­ow was strong­ly marked, and cut with bands of dark­ness the lu­mi­nous fields and walls. “Eh! eh!” said d’Artag­nan, at the as­pect of those mass­es of black rocks, “these are for­ti­fi­ca­tions which do not stand in need of any en­gi­neer to ren­der a land­ing dif­fi­cult. How the dev­il can a land­ing be ef­fect­ed on that isle which God has de­fend­ed so com­plete­ly?”

			“This way,” replied the pa­tron of the bark, chang­ing the sail, and im­press­ing up­on the rud­der a twist which turned the boat in the di­rec­tion of a pret­ty lit­tle port, quite co­quet­tish, round, and new­ly bat­tle­ment­ed.

			“What the dev­il do I see yon­der?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“You see Loc­maria,” replied the fish­er­man.

			“Well, but there?”

			“That is Ban­gor.”

			“And fur­ther on?”

			“Sauzon, and then Le Palais.”

			“Mor­dioux! It is a world. Ah! there are some sol­diers.”

			“There are sev­en­teen hun­dred men in Belle-Isle, Mon­sieur,” replied the fish­er­man, proud­ly. “Do you know that the least gar­ri­son is of twen­ty com­pa­nies of in­fantry?”

			“Mor­dioux!” cried d’Artag­nan, stamp­ing with his foot. “His Majesty was right enough.”

			They land­ed.
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				In Which the Read­er, No Doubt, Will Be as As­ton­ished as d’Artag­nan Was to Meet an Old Ac­quain­tance

			
			There is al­ways some­thing in a land­ing, if it be on­ly from the small­est sea-boat—a trou­ble and a con­fu­sion which do not leave the mind the lib­er­ty of which it stands in need in or­der to study at the first glance the new lo­cal­i­ty pre­sent­ed to it. The move­able bridges, the ag­i­tat­ed sailors, the noise of the wa­ter on the peb­bles, the cries and im­por­tu­ni­ties of those who wait up­on the shores, are mul­ti­plied de­tails of that sen­sa­tion which is summed up in one sin­gle re­sult—hes­i­ta­tion. It was not, then, till af­ter stand­ing sev­er­al min­utes on the shore that d’Artag­nan saw up­on the port, but more par­tic­u­lar­ly in the in­te­ri­or of the isle, an im­mense num­ber of work­men in mo­tion. At his feet d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the five cha­lands laden with rough stone he had seen leave the port of Piri­ac. The small­er stones were trans­port­ed to the shore by means of a chain formed by twen­ty-five or thir­ty peas­ants. The large stones were load­ed on trol­lies which con­veyed them in the same di­rec­tion as the oth­ers, that is to say, to­wards the works, of which d’Artag­nan could as yet ap­pre­ci­ate nei­ther the strength nor the ex­tent. Ev­ery­where was to be seen an ac­tiv­i­ty equal to that which Telemachus ob­served on his land­ing at Salen­tum. D’Artag­nan felt a strong in­cli­na­tion to pen­e­trate in­to the in­te­ri­or; but he could not, un­der the penal­ty of ex­cit­ing mis­trust, ex­hib­it too much cu­rios­i­ty. He ad­vanced then lit­tle by lit­tle, scarce­ly go­ing be­yond the line formed by the fish­er­men on the beach, ob­serv­ing ev­ery­thing, say­ing noth­ing, and meet­ing all sus­pi­cion that might have been ex­cit­ed with a half-sil­ly ques­tion or a po­lite bow. And yet, whilst his com­pan­ions car­ried on their trade, giv­ing or sell­ing their fish to the work­men or the in­hab­i­tants of the city, d’Artag­nan had gained ground by de­grees, and, re­as­sured by the lit­tle at­ten­tion paid to him, he be­gan to cast an in­tel­li­gent and con­fi­dent look up­on the men and things that ap­peared be­fore his eyes. And his very first glance fell on cer­tain move­ments of earth about which the eye of a sol­dier could not be mis­tak­en. At the two ex­trem­i­ties of the port, in or­der that their fires should con­verge up­on the great ax­is of the el­lipse formed by the basin, in the first place, two bat­ter­ies had been raised, ev­i­dent­ly des­tined to re­ceive flank pieces, for d’Artag­nan saw the work­men fin­ish­ing the plat­form and mak­ing ready the de­mi-cir­cum­fer­ence in wood up­on which the wheels of the pieces might turn to em­brace ev­ery di­rec­tion over the épaule­ment. By the side of each of these bat­ter­ies oth­er work­men were strength­en­ing gabions filled with earth, the lin­ing of an­oth­er bat­tery. The lat­ter had em­bra­sures, and the over­seer of the works called suc­ces­sive­ly men who, with cords, tied the saucis­sons and cut the lozenges and right an­gles of turfs des­tined to re­tain the mat­ting of the em­bra­sures. By the ac­tiv­i­ty dis­played in these works, al­ready so far ad­vanced, they might be con­sid­ered as fin­ished: they were not yet fur­nished with their can­nons, but the plat­forms had their gítes and their madri­ers all pre­pared; the earth, beat­en care­ful­ly, was con­sol­i­dat­ed; and sup­pos­ing the ar­tillery to be on the is­land, in less than two or three days the port might be com­plete­ly armed. That which as­ton­ished d’Artag­nan, when he turned his eyes from the coast bat­ter­ies to the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of the city, was to see that Belle-Isle was de­fend­ed by an en­tire­ly new sys­tem, of which he had of­ten heard the Comte de la Fère speak as a won­der­ful ad­vance, but of which he had as yet nev­er seen the ap­pli­ca­tion. These for­ti­fi­ca­tions be­longed nei­ther to the Dutch method of Marol­lais, nor to the French method of the Cheva­lier An­toine de Ville, but to the sys­tem of Manes­son Mal­let, a skill­ful en­gi­neer, who about six or eight years pre­vi­ous­ly had quit­ted the ser­vice of Por­tu­gal to en­ter that of France. The works had this pe­cu­liar­i­ty, that in­stead of ris­ing above the earth, as did the an­cient ram­parts des­tined to de­fend a city from es­calades, they, on the con­trary, sank in­to it; and what cre­at­ed the height of the walls was the depth of the ditch­es. It did not take long to make d’Artag­nan per­ceive the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of such a sys­tem, which gives no ad­van­tage to can­non. Be­sides, as the fos­s­es were low­er than, or on a lev­el with, the sea, these fos­s­es could be in­stant­ly in­un­dat­ed by means of sub­ter­ranean sluices. Oth­er­wise, the works were al­most com­plete, and a group of work­men, re­ceiv­ing or­ders from a man who ap­peared to be con­duc­tor of the works, were oc­cu­pied in plac­ing the last stones. A bridge of planks thrown over the fos­s­es for the greater con­ve­nience of the ma­neu­vers con­nect­ed with the bar­rows, joined the in­te­ri­or to the ex­te­ri­or. With an air of sim­ple cu­rios­i­ty d’Artag­nan asked if he might be per­mit­ted to cross the bridge, and he was told that no or­der pre­vent­ed it. Con­se­quent­ly he crossed the bridge, and ad­vanced to­wards the group.

			This group was su­per­in­tend­ed by the man whom d’Artag­nan had al­ready re­marked, and who ap­peared to be the en­gi­neer-in-chief. A plan was ly­ing open be­fore him up­on a large stone form­ing a ta­ble, and at some paces from him a crane was in ac­tion. This en­gi­neer, who by his ev­i­dent im­por­tance first at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of d’Artag­nan, wore a jus­tau­corps, which, from its sump­tu­ous­ness, was scarce­ly in har­mo­ny with the work he was em­ployed in, that rather ne­ces­si­tat­ed the cos­tume of a mas­ter-ma­son than of a no­ble. He was a man of im­mense stature and great square shoul­ders, and wore a hat cov­ered with feath­ers. He ges­tic­u­lat­ed in the most ma­jes­tic man­ner, and ap­peared, for d’Artag­nan on­ly saw his back, to be scold­ing the work­men for their idle­ness and want of strength.

			D’Artag­nan con­tin­ued to draw near­er. At that mo­ment the man with the feath­ers ceased to ges­tic­u­late, and, with his hands placed up­on his knees, was fol­low­ing, half-bent, the ef­fort of six work­men to raise a block of hewn stone to the top of a piece of tim­ber des­tined to sup­port that stone, so that the cord of the crane might be passed un­der it. The six men, all on one side of the stone, unit­ed their ef­forts to raise it to eight or ten inch­es from the ground, sweat­ing and blow­ing, whilst a sev­enth got ready for when there should be day­light enough be­neath it to slide in the roller that was to sup­port it. But the stone had al­ready twice es­caped from their hands be­fore gain­ing a suf­fi­cient height for the roller to be in­tro­duced. There can be no doubt that ev­ery time the stone es­caped them, they bound­ed quick­ly back­wards, to keep their feet from be­ing crushed by the re­falling stone. Ev­ery time, the stone, aban­doned by them, sunk deep­er in­to the damp earth, which ren­dered the op­er­a­tion more and more dif­fi­cult. A third ef­fort was fol­lowed by no bet­ter suc­cess, but with pro­gres­sive dis­cour­age­ment. And yet, when the six men were bent to­wards the stone, the man with the feath­ers had him­self, with a pow­er­ful voice, giv­en the word of com­mand, “Ferme!” which reg­u­lates ma­neu­vers of strength. Then he drew him­self up.

			“Oh! oh!” said he, “what is this all about? Have I to do with men of straw? Corne de boeuf! stand on one side, and you shall see how this is to be done.”

			“Peste!” said d’Artag­nan, “will he pre­tend to raise that rock? that would be a sight worth look­ing at.”

			The work­men, as com­mand­ed by the en­gi­neer, drew back with their ears down, and shak­ing their heads, with the ex­cep­tion of the one who held the plank, who pre­pared to per­form the of­fice. The man with the feath­ers went up to the stone, stooped, slipped his hands un­der the face ly­ing up­on the ground, stiff­ened his Her­culean mus­cles, and with­out a strain, with a slow mo­tion, like that of a ma­chine, he lift­ed the end of the rock a foot from the ground. The work­man who held the plank prof­it­ed by the space thus giv­en him, and slipped the roller un­der the stone.

			“That’s the way,” said the gi­ant, not let­ting the rock fall again, but plac­ing it up­on its sup­port.

			“Mor­dioux!” cried d’Artag­nan, “I know but one man ca­pa­ble of such a feat of strength.”

			“Hein!” cried the colos­sus, turn­ing round.

			“Porthos!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, seized with stu­por, “Porthos at Belle-Isle!”

			On his part, the man with the feath­ers fixed his eyes up­on the dis­guised lieu­tenant, and, in spite of his meta­mor­pho­sis, rec­og­nized him. “D’Artag­nan!” cried he; and the col­or mount­ed to his face. “Hush!” said he to d’Artag­nan.

			“Hush!” in his turn, said the mus­ke­teer. In fact, if Porthos had just been dis­cov­ered by d’Artag­nan, d’Artag­nan had just been dis­cov­ered by Porthos. The in­ter­est of the par­tic­u­lar se­cret of each struck them both at the same in­stant. Nev­er­the­less the first move­ment of the two men was to throw their arms around each oth­er. What they wished to con­ceal from the by­standers, was not their friend­ship, but their names. But, af­ter the em­brace, came re­flec­tion.

			“What the dev­il brings Porthos to Belle-Isle, lift­ing stones?” said d’Artag­nan; on­ly d’Artag­nan ut­tered that ques­tion in a low voice. Less strong in diplo­ma­cy than his friend, Porthos thought aloud.

			“How the dev­il did you come to Belle-Isle?” asked he of d’Artag­nan; “and what do you want to do here?” It was nec­es­sary to re­ply with­out hes­i­ta­tion. To hes­i­tate in an­swer to Porthos would have been a check, for which the self-love of d’Artag­nan would nev­er have con­soled it­self.

			“Par­dieu! my friend, I am at Belle-Isle be­cause you are.”

			“Ah, bah!” said Porthos, vis­i­bly stu­pe­fied with the ar­gu­ment and seek­ing to ac­count for it to him­self, with the fe­lic­i­ty of de­duc­tion we know to be par­tic­u­lar to him.

			“With­out doubt,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, un­will­ing to give his friend time to rec­ol­lect him­self, “I have been to see you at Pier­re­fonds.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Yes.”

			“And you did not find me there?”

			“No, but I found Mous­ton.”

			“Is he well?”

			“Peste!”

			“Well, but Mous­ton did not tell you I was here.”

			“Why should he not? Have I, per­chance, de­served to lose his con­fi­dence?”

			“No; but he did not know it.”

			“Well; that is a rea­son at least that does not of­fend my self-love.”

			“Then how did you man­age to find me?”

			“My dear friend, a great no­ble like you al­ways leaves traces be­hind him on his pas­sage; and I should think but poor­ly of my­self, if I were not sharp enough to fol­low the traces of my friends.” This ex­pla­na­tion, flat­ter­ing as it was, did not en­tire­ly sat­is­fy Porthos.

			“But I left no traces be­hind me, for I came here dis­guised,” said Porthos.

			“Ah! You came dis­guised did you?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes.”

			“And how?”

			“As a miller.”

			“And do you think a great no­ble, like you, Porthos, can af­fect com­mon man­ners so as to de­ceive peo­ple?”

			“Well, I swear to you my friend, that I played my part so well that ev­ery­body was de­ceived.”

			“In­deed! so well, that I have not dis­cov­ered and joined you?”

			“Yes; but how did you dis­cov­er and join me?”

			“Stop a bit. I was go­ing to tell you how. Do you imag­ine Mous­ton—”

			“Ah! it was that fel­low, Mous­ton,” said Porthos, gath­er­ing up those two tri­umphant arch­es which served him for eye­brows.

			“But stop, I tell you—it was no fault of Mous­ton’s be­cause he was ig­no­rant of where you were.”

			“I know he was; and that is why I am in such haste to un­der­stand—”

			“Oh! how im­pa­tient you are, Porthos.”

			“When I do not com­pre­hend, I am ter­ri­ble.”

			“Well, you will un­der­stand. Aramis wrote to you at Pier­re­fonds, did he not?”

			“Yes.”

			“And he told you to come be­fore the equinox.”

			“That is true.”

			“Well! that is it,” said d’Artag­nan, hop­ing that this rea­son would mys­ti­fy Porthos. Porthos ap­peared to give him­self up to a vi­o­lent men­tal la­bor.

			“Yes, yes,” said he, “I un­der­stand. As Aramis told me to come be­fore the equinox, you have un­der­stood that that was to join him. You then in­quired where Aramis was, say­ing to your­self, ‘Where Aramis is, there Porthos will be.’ You have learnt that Aramis was in Bre­tagne, and you said to your­self, ‘Porthos is in Bre­tagne.’ ”

			“Ex­act­ly. In good truth, Porthos, I can­not tell why you have not turned con­juror. So you un­der­stand that, ar­riv­ing at Roche-Bernard, I heard of the splen­did for­ti­fi­ca­tions go­ing on at Belle-Isle. The ac­count raised my cu­rios­i­ty, I em­barked in a fish­ing boat, with­out dream­ing that you were here: I came, and I saw a mon­strous fine fel­low lift­ing a stone Ajax could not have stirred. I cried out, ‘No­body but the Baron de Bra­cieux could have per­formed such a feat of strength.’ You heard me, you turned round, you rec­og­nized me, we em­braced; and, ma foi! if you like, my dear friend, we will em­brace again.”

			“Ah! now all is ex­plained,” said Porthos; and he em­braced d’Artag­nan with so much friend­ship as to de­prive the mus­ke­teer of his breath for five min­utes.

			“Why, you are stronger than ev­er,” said d’Artag­nan, “and still, hap­pi­ly, in your arms.” Porthos salut­ed d’Artag­nan with a gra­cious smile. Dur­ing the five min­utes d’Artag­nan was re­cov­er­ing his breath, he re­flect­ed that he had a very dif­fi­cult part to play. It was nec­es­sary that he al­ways should ques­tion and nev­er re­ply. By the time his res­pi­ra­tion re­turned, he had fixed his plans for the cam­paign.
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				Where­in the Ideas of d’Artag­nan, at First Strange­ly Cloud­ed, Be­gin to Clear Up a Lit­tle

			
			D’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly took the of­fen­sive. “Now that I have told you all, dear friend, or rather you have guessed all, tell me what you are do­ing here, cov­ered with dust and mud?”

			Porthos wiped his brow, and looked around him with pride. “Why, it ap­pears,” said he, “that you may see what I am do­ing here.”

			“No doubt, no doubt, you lift great stones.”

			“Oh! to show these idle fel­lows what a man is,” said Porthos, with con­tempt. “But you un­der­stand—”

			“Yes, that is not your place to lift stones, al­though there are many whose place it is, who can­not lift them as you do. It was that which made me ask you, just now. What are you do­ing here, baron?”

			“I am study­ing to­pog­ra­phy, cheva­lier.”

			“You are study­ing to­pog­ra­phy?”

			“Yes; but you—what are you do­ing in that com­mon dress?”

			D’Artag­nan per­ceived he had com­mit­ted a fault in giv­ing ex­pres­sion to his as­ton­ish­ment. Porthos had tak­en ad­van­tage of it, to re­tort with a ques­tion. “Why,” said he, “you know I am a bour­geois, in fact; my dress, then, has noth­ing as­ton­ish­ing in it, since it con­forms with my con­di­tion.”

			“Non­sense! you are a mus­ke­teer.”

			“You are wrong, my friend; I have giv­en in my res­ig­na­tion.”

			“Bah!”

			“Oh, mon Dieu! yes.”

			“And you have aban­doned the ser­vice?”

			“I have quit­ted it.”

			“You have aban­doned the king?”

			“Quite.”

			Porthos raised his arms to­wards heav­en, like a man who has heard ex­tra­or­di­nary news. “Well, that does con­found me,” said he.

			“It is nev­er­the­less true.”

			“And what led you to form such a res­o­lu­tion.”

			“The king dis­pleased me. Mazarin had dis­gust­ed me for a long time, as you know; so I threw my cas­sock to the net­tles.”

			“But Mazarin is dead.”

			“I know that well enough, par­bleu! On­ly, at the pe­ri­od of his death, my res­ig­na­tion had been giv­en in and ac­cept­ed two months. Then, feel­ing my­self free, I set off for Pier­re­fonds, to see my friend Porthos. I had heard talk of the hap­py di­vi­sion you had made of your time, and I wished, for a fort­night, to di­vide mine af­ter your fash­ion.”

			“My friend, you know that it is not for a fort­night my house is open to you; it is for a year—for ten years—for life.”

			“Thank you, Porthos.”

			“Ah! but per­haps you want mon­ey—do you?” said Porthos, mak­ing some­thing like fifty louis chink in his pock­et. “In that case, you know—”

			“No, thank you; I am not in want of any­thing. I placed my sav­ings with Planchet, who pays me the in­ter­est of them.”

			“Your sav­ings?”

			“Yes, to be sure,” said d’Artag­nan: “why should I not put by my sav­ings, as well as an­oth­er, Porthos?”

			“Oh, there is no rea­son why; on the con­trary, I al­ways sus­pect­ed you—that is to say, Aramis al­ways sus­pect­ed you to have sav­ings. For my own part, d’ye see, I take no con­cern about the man­age­ment of my house­hold; but I pre­sume the sav­ings of a mus­ke­teer must be small.”

			“No doubt, rel­a­tive to your­self, Porthos, who are a mil­lion­aire; but you shall judge. I had laid by twen­ty-five thou­sand livres.”

			“That’s pret­ty well,” said Porthos, with an af­fa­ble air.

			“And,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “on the twen­ty-eighth of last month I added to it two hun­dred thou­sand livres more.”

			Porthos opened his large eyes, which elo­quent­ly de­mand­ed of the mus­ke­teer, Where the dev­il did you steal such a sum as that, my dear friend? “Two hun­dred thou­sand livres!” cried he, at length.

			“Yes; which, with the twen­ty-five I had, and twen­ty thou­sand I have about me, com­plete the sum of two hun­dred and forty-five thou­sand livres.”

			“But tell me, whence comes this for­tune?”

			“I will tell you all about it present­ly, dear friend; but as you have, in the first place, many things to tell me your­self, let us have my recital in its prop­er or­der.”

			“Bra­vo!” said Porthos; “then we are both rich. But what can I have to re­late to you?”

			“You have to re­late to me how Aramis came to be named—”

			“Ah! bish­op of Vannes.”

			“That’s it,” said d’Artag­nan, “bish­op of Vannes. Dear Aramis! do you know how he suc­ceed­ed so well?”

			“Yes, yes; with­out reck­on­ing that he does not mean to stop there.”

			“What! do you mean he will not be con­tent­ed with vi­o­let stock­ings, and that he wants a red hat?”

			“Hush! that is promised him.”

			“Bah! by the king?”

			“By some­body more pow­er­ful than the king.”

			“Ah! the dev­il! Porthos: what in­cred­i­ble things you tell me, my friend!”

			“Why in­cred­i­ble? Is there not al­ways some­body in France more pow­er­ful than the king?”

			“Oh, yes; in the time of King Louis XI­II it was Car­di­nal Riche­lieu; in the time of the re­gen­cy it was Car­di­nal Mazarin. In the time of Louis XIV it is M—”

			“Go on.”

			“It is M. Fou­quet.”

			“Jove! you have hit it the first time.”

			“So, then, I sup­pose it is M. Fou­quet who has promised Aramis the red hat?”

			Porthos as­sumed an air of re­serve. “Dear friend,” said he, “God pre­serve me from med­dling with the af­fairs of oth­ers, above all from re­veal­ing se­crets it may be to their in­ter­est to keep. When you see Aramis, he will tell you all he thinks he ought to tell you.”

			“You are right, Porthos; and you are quite a pad­lock for safe­ty. But, to re­vert to your­self?”

			“Yes,” said Porthos.

			“You said just now you came hith­er to study to­pog­ra­phy?”

			“I did so.”

			“Tudieu! my friend, what fine things you will do!”

			“How do you mean?”

			“Why, these for­ti­fi­ca­tions are ad­mirable.”

			“Is that your opin­ion?”

			“De­cid­ed­ly it is. In truth, to any­thing but a reg­u­lar siege, Belle-Isle is ab­so­lute­ly im­preg­nable.”

			Porthos rubbed his hands. “That is my opin­ion,” said he.

			“But who the dev­il has for­ti­fied this pal­try lit­tle place in this man­ner?”

			Porthos drew him­self up proud­ly: “Did I not tell you who?”

			“No.”

			“Do you not sus­pect?”

			“No; all I can say is that he is a man who has stud­ied all the sys­tems, and who ap­pears to me to have stopped at the best.”

			“Hush!” said Porthos; “con­sid­er my mod­esty, my dear d’Artag­nan.”

			“In truth,” replied the mus­ke­teer, “can it be you—who—oh!”

			“Pray—my dear friend—”

			“You who have imag­ined, traced, and com­bined be­tween these bas­tions, these redans, these cur­tains, these half-moons; and are pre­par­ing that cov­ered way?”

			“I beg you—”

			“You who have built that lunette with its re­tir­ing an­gles and its salient an­gles?”

			“My friend—”

			“You who have giv­en that in­cli­na­tion to the open­ings of your em­bra­sures, by means of which you so ef­fec­tive­ly pro­tect the men who serve the guns?”

			“Eh! mon Dieu! yes.”

			“Oh! Porthos, Porthos! I must bow down be­fore you—I must ad­mire you! But you have al­ways con­cealed from us this su­perb, this in­com­pa­ra­ble ge­nius. I hope, my dear friend, you will show me all this in de­tail.”

			“Noth­ing more easy. Here lies my orig­i­nal sketch, my plan.”

			“Show it me.” Porthos led d’Artag­nan to­wards the stone that served him for a ta­ble, and up­on which the plan was spread. At the foot of the plan was writ­ten, in the for­mi­da­ble writ­ing of Porthos, writ­ing of which we have al­ready had oc­ca­sion to speak:—

			
				“In­stead of mak­ing use of the square or rec­tan­gle, as has been done to this time, you will sup­pose your place en­closed in a reg­u­lar hexagon, this poly­gon hav­ing the ad­van­tage of of­fer­ing more an­gles than the quadri­lat­er­al one. Ev­ery side of your hexagon, of which you will de­ter­mine the length in pro­por­tion to the di­men­sions tak­en up­on the place, will be di­vid­ed in­to two parts, and up­on the mid­dle point you will el­e­vate a per­pen­dic­u­lar to­wards the cen­ter of the poly­gon, which will equal in length the sixth part of the side. By the ex­trem­i­ties of each side of the poly­gon, you will trace two di­ag­o­nals, which will cut the per­pen­dic­u­lar. These will form the pre­cise lines of your de­fense.”

			

			“The dev­il!” said d’Artag­nan, stop­ping at this point of the demon­stra­tion; “why, this is a com­plete sys­tem, Porthos.”

			“En­tire­ly,” said Porthos. “Con­tin­ue.”

			“No; I have read enough of it; but, since it is you, my dear Porthos, who di­rect the works, what need have you of set­ting down your sys­tem so for­mal­ly in writ­ing?”

			“Oh! my dear friend, death!”

			“How! death?”

			“Why, we are all mor­tal, are we not?”

			“That is true,” said d’Artag­nan; “you have a re­ply for ev­ery­thing, my friend.” And he re­placed the plan up­on the stone.

			But how­ev­er short the time he had the plan in his hands, d’Artag­nan had been able to dis­tin­guish, un­der the enor­mous writ­ing of Porthos, a much more del­i­cate hand, which re­mind­ed him of cer­tain let­ters to Marie Mi­chon, with which he had been ac­quaint­ed in his youth. On­ly the In­dia-rub­ber had passed and repassed so of­ten over this writ­ing that it might have es­caped a less prac­ticed eye than that of our mus­ke­teer.

			“Bra­vo! my friend, bra­vo!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“And now you know all that you want to know, do you not?” said Porthos, wheel­ing about.

			“Mor­dioux! yes, on­ly do me one last fa­vor, dear friend!”

			“Speak, I am mas­ter here.”

			“Do me the plea­sure to tell me the name of that gen­tle­man who is walk­ing yon­der.”

			“Where, there?”

			“Be­hind the sol­diers.”

			“Fol­lowed by a lack­ey?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“In com­pa­ny with a mean sort of fel­low, dressed in black?”

			“Yes, I mean him.”

			“That is M. Gé­tard.”

			“And who is Gé­tard, my friend?”

			“He is the ar­chi­tect of the house.”

			“Of what house?”

			“Of M. Fou­quet’s house.”

			“Ah! ah!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you are of the house­hold of M. Fou­quet, then, Porthos?”

			“I! what do you mean by that?” said the to­pog­ra­pher, blush­ing to the top of his ears.

			“Why, you say the house, when speak­ing of Belle-Isle, as if you were speak­ing of the château of Pier­re­fonds.”

			Porthos bit his lip. “Belle-Isle, my friend,” said he, “be­longs to M. Fou­quet, does it not?”

			“Yes, I be­lieve so.”

			“As Pier­re­fonds be­longs to me?”

			“I told you I be­lieved so; there are no two words to that.”

			“Did you ev­er see a man there who is ac­cus­tomed to walk about with a ruler in his hand?”

			“No; but I might have seen him there, if he re­al­ly walked there.”

			“Well, that gen­tle­man is M. Boul­in­grin.”

			“Who is M. Boul­in­grin?”

			“Now we are com­ing to it. If, when this gen­tle­man is walk­ing with a ruler in his hand, any­one should ask me—‘who is M. Boul­in­grin?’ I should re­ply: ‘He is the ar­chi­tect of the house.’ Well! M. Gé­tard is the Boul­in­grin of M. Fou­quet. But he has noth­ing to do with the for­ti­fi­ca­tions, which are my de­part­ment alone; do you un­der­stand? mine, ab­so­lute­ly mine.”

			“Ah! Porthos,” cried d’Artag­nan, let­ting his arms fall as a con­quered man gives up his sword; “ah! my friend, you are not on­ly a Her­culean to­pog­ra­pher, you are, still fur­ther, a dia­lec­ti­cian of the first wa­ter.”

			“Is it not pow­er­ful­ly rea­soned?” said Porthos: and he puffed and blew like the con­ger which d’Artag­nan had let slip from his hand.

			“And now,” said d’Artag­nan, “that shab­by-look­ing man, who ac­com­pa­nies M. Gé­tard, is he al­so of the house­hold of M. Fou­quet?”

			“Oh! yes,” said Porthos, with con­tempt; “it is one M. Ju­penet, or Juponet, a sort of po­et.”

			“Who is come to es­tab­lish him­self here?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“I thought M. Fou­quet had po­ets enough, yon­der—Scud­éry, Loret, Pélis­son, La Fontaine? If I must tell you the truth, Porthos, that po­et dis­graces you.”

			“Eh!—my friend; but what saves us is that he is not here as a po­et.”

			“As what, then, is he?”

			“As print­er. And you make me re­mem­ber, I have a word to say to the cuistre.”

			“Say it, then.”

			Porthos made a sign to Ju­penet, who per­fect­ly rec­ol­lect­ed d’Artag­nan, and did not care to come near­er; which nat­u­ral­ly pro­duced an­oth­er sign from Porthos. This was so im­per­a­tive, he was obliged to obey. As he ap­proached, “Come hith­er!” said Porthos. “You on­ly land­ed yes­ter­day and you have be­gun your tricks al­ready.”

			“How so, Mon­sieur le Baron?” asked Ju­penet, trem­bling.

			“Your press was groan­ing all night, Mon­sieur,” said Porthos, “and you pre­vent­ed my sleep­ing, corne de boeuf!”

			“Mon­sieur—” ob­ject­ed Ju­penet, timid­ly.

			“You have noth­ing yet to print: there­fore you have no oc­ca­sion to set your press go­ing. What did you print last night?”

			“Mon­sieur, a light po­em of my own com­po­si­tion.”

			“Light! no, no, Mon­sieur; the press groaned piti­ful­ly be­neath it. Let it not hap­pen again. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“You prom­ise me?”

			“I do, Mon­sieur!”

			“Very well; this time I par­don you. Adieu!”

			The po­et re­treat­ed as humbly as he had ap­proached.

			“Well, now we have combed that fel­low’s head, let us break­fast.”

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, “let us break­fast.”

			“On­ly,” said Porthos, “I beg you to ob­serve, my friend, that we on­ly have two hours for our repast.”

			“What would you have? We will try to make two hours suf­fice. But why have you on­ly two hours?”

			“Be­cause it is high tide at one o’clock, and, with the tide, I am go­ing to Vannes. But, as I shall re­turn to­mor­row, my dear friend, you can stay here; you shall be mas­ter; I have a good cook and a good cel­lar.”

			“No,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “bet­ter than that.”

			“What?”

			“You are go­ing to Vannes, you say?”

			“To a cer­tain­ty.”

			“To see Aramis?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well! I came from Paris on pur­pose to see Aramis.”

			“That’s true.”

			“I will go with you then.”

			“Do; that’s the thing.”

			“On­ly, I ought to have seen Aramis first, and you af­ter. But man pro­pos­es, and God dis­pos­es. I have be­gun with you, and will fin­ish with Aramis.”

			“Very well!”

			“And in how many hours can you go from here to Vannes?”

			“Oh! par­dieu! in six hours. Three hours by sea to Sarzeau, three hours by road from Sarzeau to Vannes.”

			“How con­ve­nient that is! Be­ing so near to the bish­opric; do you of­ten go to Vannes?”

			“Yes; once a week. But, stop till I get my plan.”

			Porthos picked up his plan, fold­ed it care­ful­ly, and en­gulfed it in his large pock­et.

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan aside; “I think I now know the re­al en­gi­neer who is for­ti­fy­ing Belle-Isle.”

			Two hours af­ter, at high tide, Porthos and d’Artag­nan set out for Sarzeau.
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				A Pro­ces­sion at Vannes

			
			The pas­sage from Belle-Isle to Sarzeau was made rapid­ly enough, thanks to one of those lit­tle cor­sairs of which d’Artag­nan had been told dur­ing his voy­age, and which, shaped for fast sail­ing and des­tined for the chase, were shel­tered at that time in the road­stead of Loc­maria, where one of them, with a quar­ter of its war-crew, per­formed du­ty be­tween Belle-Isle and the con­ti­nent. D’Artag­nan had an op­por­tu­ni­ty of con­vinc­ing him­self that Porthos, though en­gi­neer and to­pog­ra­pher, was not deeply versed in af­fairs of state. His per­fect ig­no­rance, with any oth­er, might have passed for well-in­formed dis­sim­u­la­tion. But d’Artag­nan knew too well all the folds and re­folds of his Porthos, not to find a se­cret if there were one there; like those reg­u­lar, minute old bach­e­lors, who know how to find, with their eyes shut, each book on the shelves of their li­brary and each piece of linen in their wardrobe. So if he had found noth­ing, our cun­ning d’Artag­nan, in rolling and un­rolling his Porthos, it was be­cause, in truth, there was noth­ing to be found.

			“Be it so,” said d’Artag­nan; “I shall get to know more at Vannes in half an hour than Porthos has dis­cov­ered at Belle-Isle in two months. On­ly, in or­der that I may know some­thing, it is im­por­tant that Porthos should not make use of the on­ly strat­a­gem I leave at his dis­pos­al. He must not warn Aramis of my ar­rival.” All the care of the mus­ke­teer was then, for the mo­ment, con­fined to the watch­ing of Porthos. And let us has­ten to say, Porthos did not de­serve all this mis­trust. Porthos thought of no evil. Per­haps, on first see­ing him, d’Artag­nan had in­spired him with a lit­tle sus­pi­cion; but al­most im­me­di­ate­ly d’Artag­nan had re­con­quered in that good and brave heart the place he had al­ways oc­cu­pied, and not the least cloud dark­ened the large eye of Porthos, fixed from time to time with ten­der­ness on his friend.

			On land­ing, Porthos in­quired if his hors­es were wait­ing and soon per­ceived them at the cross­ing of the road that winds round Sarzeau, and which, with­out pass­ing through that lit­tle city, leads to­wards Vannes. These hors­es were two in num­ber, one for M. de Val­lon, and one for his equer­ry; for Porthos had an equer­ry since Mous­ton was on­ly able to use a car­riage as a means of lo­co­mo­tion. D’Artag­nan ex­pect­ed that Porthos would pro­pose to send for­ward his equer­ry up­on one horse to bring back an­oth­er, and he—d’Artag­nan—had made up his mind to op­pose this propo­si­tion. But noth­ing d’Artag­nan had ex­pect­ed hap­pened. Porthos sim­ply told the equer­ry to dis­mount and await his re­turn at Sarzeau, whilst d’Artag­nan would ride his horse; which was ar­ranged.

			“Eh! but you are quite a man of pre­cau­tion, my dear Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan to his friend, when he found him­self in the sad­dle, up­on the equer­ry’s horse.

			“Yes; but this is a kind­ness on the part of Aramis. I have not my stud here, and Aramis has placed his sta­bles at my dis­pos­al.”

			“Good hors­es for bish­op’s hors­es, mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan. “It is true, Aramis is a bish­op of a pe­cu­liar kind.”

			“He is a holy man!” replied Porthos, in a tone al­most nasal, and with his eyes raised to­wards heav­en.

			“Then he is much changed,” said d’Artag­nan; “you and I have known him pass­ably pro­fane.”

			“Grace has touched him,” said Porthos.

			“Bra­vo,” said d’Artag­nan, “that re­dou­bles my de­sire to see my dear old friend.” And he spurred his horse, which sprang off in­to a more rapid pace.

			“Peste!” said Porthos, “if we go on at this rate, we shall on­ly take one hour in­stead of two.”

			“To go how far, do you say, Porthos?”

			“Four leagues and a half.”

			“That will be a good pace.”

			“I could have em­barked you on the canal, but the dev­il take row­ers and boat-hors­es! The first are like tor­tois­es; the sec­ond like snails; and when a man is able to put a good horse be­tween his knees, that horse is bet­ter than row­ers or any oth­er means.”

			“You are right; you above all, Porthos, who al­ways look mag­nif­i­cent on horse­back.”

			“Rather heavy, my friend; I was weighed the oth­er day.”

			“And what do you weigh?”

			“Three hun­dred­weight!” said Porthos, proud­ly.

			“Bra­vo!”

			“So that you must per­ceive, I am forced to choose hors­es whose loins are straight and wide, oth­er­wise I break them down in two hours.”

			“Yes, gi­ant’s hors­es you must have, must you not?”

			“You are very po­lite, my friend,” replied the en­gi­neer, with af­fec­tion­ate majesty.

			“As a case in point,” replied d’Artag­nan, “your horse seems to sweat al­ready.”

			“Dame! It is hot! Ah, ah! do you see Vannes now?”

			“Yes, per­fect­ly. It is a hand­some city, ap­par­ent­ly.”

			“Charm­ing, ac­cord­ing to Aramis, at least; but I think it black; but black seems to be con­sid­ered hand­some by artists: I am sor­ry for it.”

			“Why so, Porthos?”

			“Be­cause I have late­ly had my château of Pier­re­fonds, which was gray with age, plas­tered white.”

			“Humph!” said d’Artag­nan, “and white is more cheer­ful.”

			“Yes, but it is less au­gust, as Aramis tells me. For­tu­nate­ly there are deal­ers in black as well as white. I will have Pier­re­fonds re­plas­tered in black; that’s all there is about it. If gray is hand­some, you un­der­stand, my friend, black must be su­perb.”

			“Dame!” said d’Artag­nan, “that ap­pears log­i­cal.”

			“Were you nev­er at Vannes, d’Artag­nan?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Then you know noth­ing of the city?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Well, look!” said Porthos, rais­ing him­self in his stir­rups, which made the fore­quar­ters of his horse bend sad­ly—“do you see that cor­ner, in the sun, yon­der?”

			“Yes, I see it plain­ly.”

			“Well, that is the cathe­dral.”

			“Which is called?”

			“Saint-Pierre. Now look again—in the faubourg on the left, do you see an­oth­er cross?”

			“Per­fect­ly well.”

			“That is Saint-Pa­ter­ne, the parish pre­ferred by Aramis.”

			“In­deed!”

			“With­out doubt. Saint-Pa­ter­ne, you see, pass­es for hav­ing been the first bish­op of Vannes. It is true that Aramis pre­tends he was not. But he is so learned that that may be on­ly a paro—a para—”

			“A para­dox,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Pre­cise­ly; thank you! my tongue trips, I am so hot.”

			“My friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “con­tin­ue your in­ter­est­ing de­scrip­tion, I beg. What is that large white build­ing with many win­dows?”

			“Oh! that is the col­lege of the Je­suits. Par­dieu! you have an apt hand. Do you see, close to the col­lege, a large house with steeples, tur­rets, built in a hand­some Goth­ic style, as that fool, M. Gé­tard, says?”

			“Yes, that is plain­ly to be seen. Well?”

			“Well, that is where Aramis re­sides.”

			“What! does he not re­side at the epis­co­pal palace?”

			“No; that is in ru­ins. The palace like­wise is in the city, and Aramis prefers the faubourgs. That is why, as I told you, he is par­tial to Saint-Pa­ter­ne; Saint-Pa­ter­ne is in the faubourg. Be­sides, there are in this faubourg a mall, a ten­nis-court, and a house of Do­mini­cans. Look, that where the hand­some steeple ris­es to the heav­ens.”

			“Well?”

			“Next, you see the faubourg is like a sep­a­rate city, it has its walls, its tow­ers, its ditch­es; the quay is up­on it like­wise, and the boats land at the quay. If our lit­tle cor­sair did not draw eight feet of wa­ter, we could have come full sail up to Aramis’s win­dows.”

			“Porthos, Porthos,” cried d’Artag­nan, “you are a well of knowl­edge, a spring of in­ge­nious and pro­found re­flec­tions. Porthos, you no longer sur­prise me, you con­found me.”

			“Here we are,” said Porthos, turn­ing the con­ver­sa­tion with his usu­al mod­esty.

			And high time we were, thought d’Artag­nan, for Aramis’s horse is melt­ing away like a steed of ice.

			They en­tered al­most at the same in­stant the faubourg; but scarce­ly had they gone a hun­dred paces when they were sur­prised to find the streets strewed with leaves and flow­ers. Against the old walls of Vannes, hung the old­est and the strangest ta­pes­tries of France. From over bal­conies fell long white sheets stuck all over with bou­quets. The streets were de­sert­ed; it was plain the en­tire pop­u­la­tion was as­sem­bled on one point. The blinds were closed, and the breeze pen­e­trat­ed in­to the hous­es un­der the hang­ings, which cast long, black shades be­tween their places of is­sue and the walls. Sud­den­ly, at the turn­ing of a street, chants struck the ears of the new­ly ar­rived trav­el­ers. A crowd in hol­i­day garb ap­peared through the va­pors of in­cense which mount­ed to the heav­ens in blue fleeces, and clouds of rose-leaves flut­tered as high as the first sto­ries. Above all heads were to be seen the cross and ban­ners, the sa­cred sym­bols of re­li­gion. Then, be­neath these cross­es and ban­ners, as if pro­tect­ed by them, walked a whole world of young girls clothed in white, crowned with corn­flow­ers. At the two sides of the street, en­clos­ing the cortège, marched the guards of the gar­ri­son, car­ry­ing bou­quets in the bar­rels of their mus­kets and on the points of their lances. This was the pro­ces­sion.

			Whilst d’Artag­nan and Porthos were look­ing on with crit­i­cal glances, which dis­guised an ex­treme im­pa­tience to get for­ward, a mag­nif­i­cent dais ap­proached pre­ced­ed by a hun­dred Je­suits and a hun­dred Do­mini­cans, and es­cort­ed by two archdea­cons, a trea­sur­er, a pen­i­tent and twelve canons. A singer with a thun­der­ing voice—a man cer­tain­ly picked out from all the voic­es of France, as was the drum-ma­jor of the im­pe­ri­al guard from all the gi­ants of the em­pire—es­cort­ed by four oth­er chanters, who ap­peared to be there on­ly to serve him as an ac­com­pa­ni­ment, made the air re­sound, and the win­dows of the hous­es vi­brate. Un­der the dais ap­peared a pale and no­ble coun­te­nance with black eyes, black hair streaked with threads of white, a del­i­cate, com­pressed mouth, a prom­i­nent and an­gu­lar chin. His head, full of grace­ful majesty, was cov­ered with the epis­co­pal mitre, a head­dress which gave it, in ad­di­tion to the char­ac­ter of sovereign­ty, that of as­ceti­cism and evan­gel­ic med­i­ta­tion.

			“Aramis!” cried the mus­ke­teer, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, as this lofty coun­te­nance passed be­fore him. The prelate start­ed at the sound of the voice. He raised his large black eyes, with their long lash­es, and turned them with­out hes­i­ta­tion to­wards the spot whence the ex­cla­ma­tion pro­ceed­ed. At a glance, he saw Porthos and d’Artag­nan close to him. On his part, d’Artag­nan, thanks to the keen­ness of his sight, had seen all, seized all. The full por­trait of the prelate had en­tered his mem­o­ry, nev­er to leave it. One thing had par­tic­u­lar­ly struck d’Artag­nan. On per­ceiv­ing him, Aramis had col­ored, then he had con­cen­trat­ed un­der his eye­lids the fire of the look of the mas­ter, and the in­de­fin­able af­fec­tion of the friend. It was ev­i­dent that Aramis had asked him­self this ques­tion:—“Why is d’Artag­nan with Porthos, and what does he want at Vannes?” Aramis com­pre­hend­ed all that was pass­ing in the mind of d’Artag­nan, on turn­ing his look up­on him again, and see­ing that he had not low­ered his eyes. He knew the acute­ness and in­tel­li­gence of his friend; he feared to let him di­vine the se­cret of his blush and his as­ton­ish­ment. He was still the same Aramis, al­ways hav­ing a se­cret to con­ceal. There­fore, to put an end to his look of an in­quisi­tor, which it was nec­es­sary to get rid of at all events, as, at any price, a gen­er­al ex­tin­guish­es a bat­tery which an­noys him, Aramis stretched forth his beau­ti­ful white hand, up­on which sparkled the amethyst of the pas­toral ring; he cut the air with sign of the cross, and poured out his bene­dic­tion up­on his two friends. Per­haps thought­ful and ab­sent, d’Artag­nan, im­pi­ous in spite of him­self, might not have bent be­neath this holy bene­dic­tion; but Porthos saw his dis­trac­tion, and lay­ing his friend­ly hand up­on the back of his com­pan­ion, he crushed him down to­wards the earth. D’Artag­nan was forced to give way; in­deed, he was lit­tle short of be­ing flat on the ground. In the mean­time Aramis had passed. D’Artag­nan, like An­taeus, had on­ly touched the ground, and he turned to­wards Porthos, al­most an­gry. But there was no mis­tak­ing the in­ten­tion of the brave Her­cules; it was a feel­ing of re­li­gious pro­pri­ety that had in­flu­enced him. Be­sides, speech with Porthos, in­stead of dis­guis­ing his thought, al­ways com­plet­ed it.

			“It is very po­lite of him,” said he, “to have giv­en his bene­dic­tion to us alone. De­cid­ed­ly, he is a holy man, and a brave man.” Less con­vinced than Porthos, d’Artag­nan made no re­ply.

			“Ob­serve my friend,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “he has seen us; and, in­stead of con­tin­u­ing to walk on at the sim­ple pace of the pro­ces­sion, as he did just now—see, what a hur­ry he is in; do you see how the cortège is in­creas­ing its speed? He is ea­ger to join us and em­brace us, is that dear Aramis.”

			“That is true,” replied d’Artag­nan, aloud.—Then to him­self:—It is equal­ly true he has seen me, the fox, and will have time to pre­pare him­self to re­ceive me.

			But the pro­ces­sion had passed; the road was free. D’Artag­nan and Porthos walked straight up to the epis­co­pal palace, which was sur­round­ed by a nu­mer­ous crowd anx­ious to see the prelate re­turn. D’Artag­nan re­marked that this crowd was com­posed prin­ci­pal­ly of cit­i­zens and mil­i­tary men. He rec­og­nized in the na­ture of these par­ti­sans the ad­dress of his friend. Aramis was not the man to seek for a use­less pop­u­lar­i­ty. He cared very lit­tle for be­ing beloved by peo­ple who could be of no ser­vice to him. Wom­en, chil­dren, and old men, that is to say, the cortège of or­di­nary pas­tors, was not the cortège for him.

			Ten min­utes af­ter the two friends had passed the thresh­old of the palace, Aramis re­turned like a tri­umphant con­queror; the sol­diers pre­sent­ed arms to him as to a su­pe­ri­or; the cit­i­zens bowed to him as to a friend and a pa­tron, rather than as a head of the Church. There was some­thing in Aramis re­sem­bling those Ro­man sen­a­tors who had their doors al­ways sur­round­ed by clients. At the foot of the steps, he had a con­fer­ence of half a minute with a Je­suit, who, in or­der to speak to him more se­cret­ly, passed his head un­der the dais. He then re-en­tered his palace; the doors closed slow­ly, and the crowd melt­ed away, whilst chants and prayers were still re­sound­ing abroad. It was a mag­nif­i­cent day. Earth­ly per­fumes were min­gled with the per­fumes of the air and the sea. The city breathed hap­pi­ness, joy, and strength. D’Artag­nan felt some­thing like the pres­ence of an in­vis­i­ble hand which had, all-pow­er­ful­ly, cre­at­ed this strength, this joy, this hap­pi­ness, and spread ev­ery­where these per­fumes.

			“Oh! oh!” said he, “Porthos has got fat; but Aramis is grown taller.”
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				The Grandeur of the Bish­op of Vannes

			
			Porthos and d’Artag­nan had en­tered the bish­op’s res­i­dence by a pri­vate door, as his per­son­al friends. Of course, Porthos served d’Artag­nan as guide. The wor­thy baron com­port­ed him­self ev­ery­where rather as if he were at home. Nev­er­the­less, whether it was a tac­it ac­knowl­edge­ment of the sanc­ti­ty of the per­son­age of Aramis and his char­ac­ter, or the habit of re­spect­ing him who im­posed up­on him moral­ly, a wor­thy habit which had al­ways made Porthos a mod­el sol­dier and an ex­cel­lent com­pan­ion; for all these rea­sons, say we, Porthos pre­served in the palace of His Great­ness the Bish­op of Vannes a sort of re­serve which d’Artag­nan re­marked at once, in the at­ti­tude he took with re­spect to the valets and of­fi­cers. And yet this re­serve did not go so far as to pre­vent his ask­ing ques­tions. Porthos ques­tioned. They learned that His Great­ness had just re­turned to his apart­ment and was pre­par­ing to ap­pear in fa­mil­iar in­ti­ma­cy, less ma­jes­tic than he had ap­peared with his flock. Af­ter a quar­ter of an hour, which d’Artag­nan and Porthos passed in look­ing mu­tu­al­ly at each oth­er with the white of their eyes, and turn­ing their thumbs in all the dif­fer­ent evo­lu­tions which go from north to south, a door of the cham­ber opened and His Great­ness ap­peared, dressed in the un­dress, com­plete, of a prelate. Aramis car­ried his head high, like a man ac­cus­tomed to com­mand: his vi­o­let robe was tucked up on one side, and his white hand was on his hip. He had re­tained the fine mus­tache, and the length­ened royale of the time of Louis XI­II. He ex­haled, on en­ter­ing, that del­i­cate per­fume which, among el­e­gant men and wom­en of high fash­ion, nev­er changes, and ap­pears to be in­cor­po­rat­ed in the per­son, of whom it has be­come the nat­u­ral em­a­na­tion. In this case on­ly, the per­fume had re­tained some­thing of the re­li­gious sub­lim­i­ty of in­cense. It no longer in­tox­i­cat­ed, it pen­e­trat­ed; it no longer in­spired de­sire, it in­spired re­spect. Aramis, on en­ter­ing the cham­ber, did not hes­i­tate an in­stant; and with­out pro­nounc­ing one word, which, what­ev­er it might be, would have been cold on such an oc­ca­sion, he went straight up to the mus­ke­teer, so well dis­guised un­der the cos­tume of M. Ag­nan, and pressed him in his arms with a ten­der­ness which the most dis­trust­ful could not have sus­pect­ed of cold­ness or af­fec­ta­tion.

			D’Artag­nan, on his part, em­braced him with equal ar­dor. Porthos pressed the del­i­cate hand of Aramis in his im­mense hands, and d’Artag­nan re­marked that His Great­ness gave him his left hand, prob­a­bly from habit, see­ing that Porthos al­ready ten times had been near in­jur­ing his fin­gers cov­ered with rings, by pound­ing his flesh in the vise of his fist. Warned by the pain, Aramis was cau­tious, and on­ly pre­sent­ed flesh to be bruised, and not fin­gers to be crushed, against the gold or the an­gles of di­a­monds.

			Be­tween two em­braces, Aramis looked d’Artag­nan in the face, of­fered him a chair, sit­ting down him­self in the shade, ob­serv­ing that the light fell full up­on the face of his in­ter­locu­tor. This ma­neu­ver, fa­mil­iar to diplo­ma­tists and wom­en, re­sem­bles much the ad­van­tage of the guard which, ac­cord­ing to their skill or habit, com­bat­ants en­deav­or to take on the ground at a du­el. D’Artag­nan was not the dupe of this ma­neu­ver; but he did not ap­pear to per­ceive it. He felt him­self caught; but, pre­cise­ly be­cause he was caught he felt him­self on the road to dis­cov­ery, and it lit­tle im­port­ed to him, old con­dot­tiere as he was, to be beat­en in ap­pear­ance, pro­vid­ed he drew from his pre­tend­ed de­feat the ad­van­tages of vic­to­ry. Aramis be­gan the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Ah! dear friend! my good d’Artag­nan,” said he, “what an ex­cel­lent chance!”

			“It is a chance, my rev­erend com­pan­ion,” said d’Artag­nan, “that I will call friend­ship. I seek you, as I al­ways have sought you, when I had any grand en­ter­prise to pro­pose to you, or some hours of lib­er­ty to give you.”

			“Ah! in­deed,” said Aramis, with­out ex­plo­sion, “you have been seek­ing me?”

			“Eh! yes, he has been seek­ing you, Aramis,” said Porthos, “and the proof is that he has un­har­bored me at Belle-Isle. That is ami­able, is it not?”

			“Ah! yes,” said Aramis, “at Belle-Isle! cer­tain­ly!”

			Good! said d’Artag­nan; there is my boo­by Porthos, with­out think­ing of it, has fired the first can­non of at­tack.

			“At Belle-Isle!” said Aramis, “in that hole, in that desert! That is kind, in­deed!”

			“And it was I who told him you were at Vannes,” con­tin­ued Porthos, in the same tone.

			D’Artag­nan armed his mouth with a fi­nesse al­most iron­i­cal.

			“Yes, I knew, but I was will­ing to see,” replied he.

			“To see what?”

			“If our old friend­ship still held out; if, on see­ing each oth­er, our hearts, hard­ened as they are by age, would still let the old cry of joy es­cape, which salutes the com­ing of a friend.”

			“Well, and you must have been sat­is­fied,” said Aramis.

			“So, so.”

			“How is that?”

			“Yes, Porthos said hush! and you—”

			“Well! and I?”

			“And you gave me your bene­dic­tion.”

			“What would you have, my friend?” said Aramis, smil­ing; “that is the most pre­cious thing that a poor prelate, like me, has to give.”

			“In­deed, my dear friend!”

			“Doubt­less.”

			“And yet they say at Paris that the bish­opric of Vannes is one of the best in France.”

			“Ah! you are now speak­ing of tem­po­ral wealth,” said Aramis, with a care­less air.

			“To be sure, I wish to speak of that; I hold by it, on my part.”

			“In that case, let me speak of it,” said Aramis, with a smile.

			“You own your­self to be one of the rich­est prelates in France?”

			“My friend, since you ask me to give you an ac­count, I will tell you that the bish­opric of Vannes is worth about twen­ty thou­sand livres a year, nei­ther more nor less. It is a dio­cese which con­tains a hun­dred and six­ty parish­es.”

			“That is very pret­ty,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“It is su­perb!” said Porthos.

			“And yet,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, throw­ing his eyes over Aramis, “you don’t mean to bury your­self here for­ev­er?”

			“Par­don me. On­ly I do not ad­mit the word bury.”

			“But it seems to me, that at this dis­tance from Paris a man is buried, or near­ly so.”

			“My friend, I am get­ting old,” said Aramis; “the noise and bus­tle of a city no longer suit me. At fifty-sev­en we ought to seek calm and med­i­ta­tion. I have found them here. What is there more beau­ti­ful, and stern at the same time, than this old Ar­mor­i­ca. I find here, dear d’Artag­nan, all that is op­po­site to what I for­mer­ly loved, and that is what must hap­pen at the end of life, which is op­po­site to the be­gin­ning. A lit­tle of my old plea­sure of for­mer times still comes to salute me here, now and then, with­out di­vert­ing me from the road of sal­va­tion. I am still of this world, and yet ev­ery step that I take brings me near­er to God.”

			“Elo­quent, wise and dis­creet; you are an ac­com­plished prelate, Aramis, and I of­fer you my con­grat­u­la­tions.”

			“But,” said Aramis smil­ing, “you did not come here on­ly for the pur­pose of pay­ing me com­pli­ments. Speak; what brings you hith­er? May it be that, in some fash­ion or oth­er, you want me?”

			“Thank God, no, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “it is noth­ing of that kind.—I am rich and free.”

			“Rich!” ex­claimed Aramis.

			“Yes, rich for me; not for you or Porthos, un­der­stand. I have an in­come of about fif­teen thou­sand livres.”

			Aramis looked at him sus­pi­cious­ly. He could not be­lieve—par­tic­u­lar­ly on see­ing his friend in such hum­ble guise—that he had made so fine a for­tune. Then d’Artag­nan, see­ing that the hour of ex­pla­na­tions was come, re­lat­ed the his­to­ry of his Eng­lish ad­ven­tures. Dur­ing the recital he saw, ten times, the eyes of the prelate sparkle, and his slen­der fin­gers work con­vul­sive­ly. As to Porthos, it was not ad­mi­ra­tion he man­i­fest­ed for d’Artag­nan; it was en­thu­si­asm, it was delir­i­um. When d’Artag­nan had fin­ished, “Well!” said Aramis.

			“Well!” said d’Artag­nan, “you see, then, I have in Eng­land friends and prop­er­ty, in France a trea­sure. If your heart tells you so, I of­fer them to you. That is what I came here for.”

			How­ev­er firm was his look, he could not this time sup­port the look of Aramis. He al­lowed, there­fore, his eye to stray up­on Porthos—like the sword which yields to too pow­er­ful a pres­sure, and seeks an­oth­er road.

			“At all events,” said the bish­op, “you have as­sumed a sin­gu­lar trav­el­ing cos­tume, old friend.”

			“Fright­ful! I know it is. You may un­der­stand why I would not trav­el as a cav­a­lier or a no­ble; since I be­came rich, I am miser­ly.”

			“And you say, then, you came to Belle-Isle?” said Aramis, with­out tran­si­tion.

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan; “I knew I should find you and Porthos there.”

			“Find me!” cried Aramis. “Me! for the last year past I have not once crossed the sea.”

			“Oh,” said d’Artag­nan, “I should nev­er have sup­posed you such a house­keep­er.”

			“Ah, dear friend, I must tell you that I am no longer the Aramis of for­mer times. Rid­ing on horse­back is un­pleas­ant to me; the sea fa­tigues me. I am a poor, ail­ing priest, al­ways com­plain­ing, al­ways grum­bling, and in­clined to the aus­ter­i­ties which ap­pear to ac­cord with old age—pre­lim­i­nary par­ley­ings with death. I linger, my dear d’Artag­nan, I linger.”

			“Well, that is all the bet­ter, my friend, for we shall prob­a­bly be neigh­bors soon.”

			“Bah!” said Aramis with a de­gree of sur­prise he did not even seek to dis­sem­ble. “You my neigh­bor!”

			“Mor­dioux! yes.”

			“How so?”

			“I am about to pur­chase some very prof­itable salt-mines, which are sit­u­at­ed be­tween Piri­ac and Le Croisic. Imag­ine, my dear friend, a clear prof­it of twelve per­cent. Nev­er any de­fi­cien­cy, nev­er any idle ex­pens­es; the ocean, faith­ful and reg­u­lar, brings ev­ery twelve hours its con­tin­gen­cy to my cof­fers. I am the first Parisian who has dreamt of such a spec­u­la­tion. Do not say any­thing about it, I beg of you, and in a short time we will com­mu­ni­cate on the mat­ter. I am to have three leagues of coun­try for thir­ty thou­sand livres.”

			Aramis dart­ed a look at Porthos, as if to ask if all this were true, if some snare were not con­cealed be­neath this out­ward in­dif­fer­ence. But soon, as if ashamed of hav­ing con­sult­ed this poor aux­il­iary, he col­lect­ed all his forces for a fresh as­sault and new de­fense. “I heard that you had had some dif­fer­ence with the court, but that you had come out of it as you know how to get through ev­ery­thing, d’Artag­nan, with the hon­ors of war.”

			“I!” said the mus­ke­teer, with a burst of laugh­ter that did not con­ceal his em­bar­rass­ment: for, from those words, Aramis was not un­like­ly to be ac­quaint­ed with his last re­la­tions with the king. “I! Oh, tell me all about that, pray, Aramis?”

			“Yes, it was re­lat­ed to me, a poor bish­op, lost in the mid­dle of the Lan­des, that the king had tak­en you as the con­fi­dant of his amours.”

			“With whom?”

			“With Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni.”

			D’Artag­nan breathed freely again. “Ah! I don’t say no to that,” replied he.

			“It ap­pears that the king took you, one morn­ing, over the bridge of Blois to talk with his la­dylove.”

			“That’s true,” said d’Artag­nan. “And you know that, do you? Well, then, you must know that the same day I gave in my res­ig­na­tion!”

			“What, sin­cere­ly?”

			“Noth­ing more so.”

			“It was af­ter that, then, that you went to the Comte de la Fère’s?”

			“Yes.”

			“Af­ter­wards to me?”

			“Yes.”

			“And then Porthos?”

			“Yes.”

			“Was it in or­der to pay us a sim­ple vis­it?”

			“No, I did no know you were en­gaged, and I wished to take you with me in­to Eng­land.”

			“Yes, I un­der­stand; and then you ex­e­cut­ed alone, won­der­ful man as you are, what you want­ed to pro­pose to us all four. I sus­pect­ed you had some­thing to do with that fa­mous restora­tion, when I learned that you had been seen at King Charles’s re­cep­tions, and that he ap­peared to treat you like a friend, or rather like a per­son to whom he was un­der an obli­ga­tion.”

			“But how the dev­il did you learn all that?” asked d’Artag­nan, who be­gan to fear that the in­ves­ti­ga­tion of Aramis had ex­tend­ed fur­ther than he wished.

			“Dear d’Artag­nan,” said the prelate, “my friend­ship re­sem­bles, in a de­gree, the so­lic­i­tude of that night watch whom we have in the lit­tle tow­er of the mole, at the ex­trem­i­ty of the quay. That brave man, ev­ery night, lights a lantern to di­rect the barks that come from sea. He is con­cealed in his sen­try-box, and the fish­er­men do not see him; but he fol­lows them with in­ter­est; he di­vines them; he calls them; he at­tracts them in­to the way to the port. I re­sem­ble this watch­er; from time to time some news reach­es me, and re­calls to my re­mem­brance all those I loved. Then I fol­low the friends of old days over the stormy ocean of the world, I, a poor watch­er, to whom God has kind­ly giv­en the shel­ter of a sen­try-box.”

			“Well, what did I do when I came from Eng­land?”

			“Ah! there,” replied Aramis, “you get be­yond my depth. I know noth­ing of you since your re­turn. D’Artag­nan, my eyes are dim. I re­gret­ted you did not think of me. I wept over your for­get­ful­ness. I was wrong. I see you again, and it is a fes­ti­val, a great fes­ti­val, I as­sure you, solemn­ly! How is Athos?”

			“Very well, thank you.”

			“And our young pupil, Raoul?”

			“He seems to have in­her­it­ed the skill of his fa­ther, Athos, and the strength of his tu­tor, Porthos.”

			“And on what oc­ca­sion have you been able to judge of that?”

			“Eh! mon Dieu! on the eve of my de­par­ture from Paris.”

			“In­deed! tell me all about it!”

			“Yes; there was an ex­e­cu­tion at the Grève, and in con­se­quence of that ex­e­cu­tion, a ri­ot. We hap­pened, by ac­ci­dent, to be in the ri­ot; and in this ri­ot we were obliged to have re­course to our swords. And he did won­ders.”

			“Bah! what did he do?”

			“Why, in the first place, he threw a man out of the win­dow, as he would have flung a sack full of flock.”

			“Come, that’s pret­ty well,” said Porthos.

			“Then he drew, and cut and thrust away, as we fel­lows used to do in the good old times.”

			“And what was the cause of this ri­ot?” said Porthos.

			D’Artag­nan re­marked up­on the face of Aramis a com­plete in­dif­fer­ence to this ques­tion of Porthos. “Why,” said he, fix­ing his eyes up­on Aramis, “on ac­count of the two farm­ers of the rev­enue, friends of M. Fou­quet, whom the king forced to dis­gorge their plun­der, and then hanged them.”

			A scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble con­trac­tion of the prelate’s brow showed that he had heard d’Artag­nan’s re­ply. “Oh, oh!” said Porthos; “and what were the names of these friends of M. Fou­quet?”

			“MM. d’Eymeris and Ly­o­dot,” said d’Artag­nan. “Do you know these names, Aramis?”

			“No,” said the prelate, dis­dain­ful­ly; “they sound like the names of fi­nanciers.”

			“Ex­act­ly; so they were.”

			“Oh! M. Fou­quet al­lows his friends to be hanged, then,” said Porthos.

			“And why not?” said Aramis.

			“Why, it seems to me—”

			“If these cul­prits were hanged, it was by or­der of the king. Now M. Fou­quet, al­though su­per­in­ten­dent of the fi­nances, has not, I be­lieve, the right of life and death.”

			“That may be,” said Porthos; “but in the place of M. Fou­quet—”

			Aramis was afraid Porthos was about to say some­thing awk­ward, so in­ter­rupt­ed him. “Come, d’Artag­nan,” said he; “this is quite enough about oth­er peo­ple, let us talk a lit­tle about you.”

			“Of me you know all that I can tell you. On the con­trary let me hear a lit­tle about you, Aramis.”

			“I have told you, my friend. There is noth­ing of Aramis left in me.”

			“Nor of the Ab­bé d’Herblay even?”

			“No, not even of him. You see a man whom Prov­i­dence has tak­en by the hand, whom he has con­duct­ed to a po­si­tion that he could nev­er have dared even to hope for.”

			“Prov­i­dence?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes.”

			“Well, that is strange! I was told it was M. Fou­quet.”

			“Who told you that?” cried Aramis, with­out be­ing able, with all the pow­er of his will, to pre­vent the col­or ris­ing to his cheeks.

			“Ma foi! why, Bazin!”

			“The fool!”

			“I do not say he is a man of ge­nius, it is true; but he told me so; and af­ter him, I re­peat it to you.”

			“I have nev­er even seen M. Fou­quet,” replied Aramis with a look as pure and calm as that of a vir­gin who has nev­er told a lie.

			“Well, but if you had seen him and known him, there is no harm in that,” replied d’Artag­nan. “M. Fou­quet is a very good sort of a man.”

			“Humph!”

			“A great politi­cian.” Aramis made a ges­ture of in­dif­fer­ence.

			“An all-pow­er­ful min­is­ter.”

			“I on­ly hold to the king and the pope.”

			“Dame! lis­ten then,” said d’Artag­nan, in the most nat­u­ral tone imag­in­able. “I said that be­cause ev­ery­body here swears by M. Fou­quet. The plain is M. Fou­quet’s; the salt-mines I am about to buy are M. Fou­quet’s; the is­land in which Porthos stud­ies to­pog­ra­phy is M. Fou­quet’s; the gar­ri­son is M. Fou­quet’s; the gal­leys are M. Fou­quet’s. I con­fess, then, that noth­ing would have sur­prised me in your en­fe­off­ment, or rather in that of your dio­cese, to M. Fou­quet. He is a dif­fer­ent mas­ter from the king, that is all; but quite as pow­er­ful as Louis.”

			“Thank God! I am not vas­sal to any­body; I be­long to no­body, and am en­tire­ly my own mas­ter,” replied Aramis, who, dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, fol­lowed with his eye ev­ery ges­ture of d’Artag­nan, ev­ery glance of Porthos. But d’Artag­nan was im­pas­si­ble and Porthos mo­tion­less; the thrusts aimed so skill­ful­ly were par­ried by an able ad­ver­sary; not one hit the mark. Nev­er­the­less, both be­gan to feel the fa­tigue of such a con­test, and the an­nounce­ment of sup­per was well re­ceived by ev­ery­body. Sup­per changed the course of con­ver­sa­tion. Be­sides, they felt that, up­on their guard as each one had been, they could nei­ther of them boast of hav­ing the ad­van­tage. Porthos had un­der­stood noth­ing of what had been meant. He had held him­self mo­tion­less, be­cause Aramis had made him a sign not to stir. Sup­per, for him, was noth­ing but sup­per; but that was quite enough for Porthos. The sup­per, then, went off very well. D’Artag­nan was in high spir­its. Aramis ex­ceed­ed him­self in kind af­fa­bil­i­ty. Porthos ate like old Pelops. Their talk was of war, fi­nance, the arts, and love. Aramis played as­ton­ish­ment at ev­ery word of pol­i­tics d’Artag­nan risked. This long se­ries of sur­pris­es in­creased the mis­trust of d’Artag­nan, as the eter­nal in­dif­fer­ence of d’Artag­nan pro­voked the sus­pi­cions of Aramis. At length d’Artag­nan, de­signed­ly, ut­tered the name of Col­bert: he had re­served that stroke for the last.

			“Who is this Col­bert?” asked the bish­op.

			Oh! come, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, that is too strong! We must be care­ful, mor­dioux! we must be care­ful.

			And he then gave Aramis all the in­for­ma­tion re­spect­ing M. Col­bert he could de­sire. The sup­per, or rather, the con­ver­sa­tion, was pro­longed till one o’clock in the morn­ing be­tween d’Artag­nan and Aramis. At ten o’clock pre­cise­ly, Porthos had fall­en asleep in his chair and snored like an or­gan. At mid­night he woke up and they sent him to bed. “Hum!” said he, “I was near fall­ing asleep; but that was all very in­ter­est­ing you were talk­ing about.”

			At one o’clock Aramis con­duct­ed d’Artag­nan to the cham­ber des­tined for him, which was the best in the epis­co­pal res­i­dence. Two ser­vants were placed at his com­mand. “To­mor­row, at eight o’clock,” said he, tak­ing leave of d’Artag­nan, “we will take, if agree­able to you, a ride on horse­back with Porthos.”

			“At eight o’clock!” said d’Artag­nan; “so late?”

			“You know that I re­quire sev­en hours’ sleep,” said Aramis.

			“That is true.”

			“Good night, dear friend!” And he em­braced the mus­ke­teer cor­dial­ly.

			D’Artag­nan al­lowed him to de­part; then, as soon as the door closed, “Good!” cried he, “at five o’clock I will be on foot.”

			This de­ter­mi­na­tion be­ing made, he went to bed and qui­et­ly, “put two and two to­geth­er,” as peo­ple say.
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				In Which Porthos Be­gins to Be Sor­ry for Hav­ing Come with d’Artag­nan

			
			Scarce­ly had d’Artag­nan ex­tin­guished his ta­per, when Aramis, who had watched through his cur­tains the last glim­mer of light in his friend’s apart­ment, tra­versed the cor­ri­dor on tip­toe, and went to Porthos’s room. The gi­ant who had been in bed near­ly an hour and a half, lay grand­ly stretched out on the down bed. He was in that hap­py calm of the first sleep, which, with Porthos, re­sist­ed the noise of bells or the re­port of can­non: his head swam in that soft os­cil­la­tion which re­minds us of the sooth­ing move­ment of a ship. In a mo­ment Porthos would have be­gun to dream. The door of the cham­ber opened soft­ly un­der the del­i­cate pres­sure of the hand of Aramis. The bish­op ap­proached the sleep­er. A thick car­pet dead­ened his steps, be­sides which Porthos snored in a man­ner to drown all noise. He laid one hand on his shoul­der—“Rouse,” said he, “wake up, my dear Porthos.” The voice of Aramis was soft and kind, but it con­veyed more than a no­tice—it con­veyed an or­der. His hand was light, but it in­di­cat­ed a dan­ger. Porthos heard the voice and felt the hand of Aramis, even in the depth of sleep. He start­ed up. “Who goes there?” cried he, in his gi­ant’s voice.

			“Hush! hush! It is I,” said Aramis.

			“You, my friend? And what the dev­il do you wake me for?”

			“To tell you that you must set off di­rect­ly.”

			“Set off?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where for?”

			“For Paris.”

			Porthos bound­ed up in his bed, and then sank back down again, fix­ing his great eyes in ag­i­ta­tion up­on Aramis.

			“For Paris?”

			“Yes.”

			“A hun­dred leagues?” said he.

			“A hun­dred and four,” replied the bish­op.

			“Oh! mon Dieu!” sighed Porthos, ly­ing down again, like chil­dren who con­tend with their bonne to gain an hour or two more sleep.

			“Thir­ty hours’ rid­ing,” said Aramis, firm­ly. “You know there are good re­lays.”

			Porthos pushed out one leg, al­low­ing a groan to es­cape him.

			“Come, come! my friend,” in­sist­ed the prelate with a sort of im­pa­tience.

			Porthos drew the oth­er leg out of the bed. “And is it ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that I should go, at once?”

			“Ur­gent­ly nec­es­sary.”

			Porthos got up­on his feet, and be­gan to shake both walls and floors with his steps of a mar­ble stat­ue.

			“Hush! hush! for the love of Heav­en, my dear Porthos!” said Aramis, “you will wake some­body.”

			“Ah! that’s true,” replied Porthos, in a voice of thun­der, “I for­got that; but be sat­is­fied, I am on guard.” And so say­ing, he let fall a belt load­ed with his sword and pis­tols, and a purse, from which the crowns es­caped with a vi­brat­ing and pro­longed noise. This noise made the blood of Aramis boil, whilst it drew from Porthos a for­mi­da­ble burst of laugh­ter. “How droll that is!” said he, in the same voice.

			“Not so loud, Porthos, not so loud.”

			“True, true!” and he low­ered his voice a half-note.

			“I was go­ing to say,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “that it is droll that we are nev­er so slow as when we are in a hur­ry, and nev­er make so much noise as when we wish to be silent.”

			“Yes, that is true; but let us give the proverb the lie, Porthos; let us make haste, and hold our tongue.”

			“You see I am do­ing my best,” said Porthos, putting on his haut de chauss­es.

			“Very well.”

			“This is some­thing in haste?”

			“It is more than that, it is se­ri­ous, Porthos.”

			“Oh, oh!”

			“D’Artag­nan has ques­tioned you, has he not?”

			“Ques­tioned me?”

			“Yes, at Belle-Isle?”

			“Not the least in the world.”

			“Are you sure of that, Porthos?”

			“Par­bleu!”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble. Rec­ol­lect your­self.”

			“He asked me what I was do­ing, and I told him—study­ing to­pog­ra­phy. I would have made use of an­oth­er word which you em­ployed one day.”

			“ ‘Cas­tram­eta­tion’?”

			“Yes, that’s it; but I nev­er could rec­ol­lect it.”

			“All the bet­ter. What more did he ask you?”

			“Who M. Gé­tard was.”

			“Next?”

			“Who M. Ju­penet was.”

			“He did not hap­pen to see our plan of for­ti­fi­ca­tions, did he?”

			“Yes.”

			“The dev­il he did!”

			“But don’t be alarmed, I had rubbed out your writ­ing with In­dia-rub­ber. It was im­pos­si­ble for him to sup­pose you had giv­en me any ad­vice in those works.”

			“Ay; but our friend has phe­nom­e­nal­ly keen eyes.”

			“What are you afraid of?”

			“I fear that ev­ery­thing is dis­cov­ered, Porthos; the mat­ter is, then, to pre­vent a great mis­for­tune. I have giv­en or­ders to my peo­ple to close all the gates and doors. D’Artag­nan will not be able to get out be­fore day­break. Your horse is ready sad­dled; you will gain the first re­lay; by five o’clock in the morn­ing you will have tra­versed fif­teen leagues. Come!”

			Aramis then as­sist­ed Porthos to dress, piece by piece, with as much celer­i­ty as the most skill­ful valet de cham­bre could have done. Porthos, half stu­pe­fied, let him do as he liked, and con­found­ed him­self in ex­cus­es. When he was ready, Aramis took him by the hand, and led him, mak­ing him place his foot with pre­cau­tion on ev­ery step of the stairs, pre­vent­ing him run­ning against door­frames, turn­ing him this way and that, as if Aramis had been the gi­ant and Porthos the dwarf. Soul set fire to and an­i­mat­ed mat­ter. A horse was wait­ing, ready sad­dled, in the court­yard. Porthos mount­ed. Then Aramis him­self took the horse by the bri­dle, and led him over some dung spread in the yard, with the ev­i­dent in­ten­tion of sup­press­ing noise. He, at the same time, held tight the horse’s nose, to pre­vent him neigh­ing. When ar­rived at the out­ward gate, draw­ing Porthos to­wards him, who was go­ing off with­out even ask­ing him what for: “Now, friend Porthos, now; with­out draw­ing bri­dle, till you get to Paris,” whis­pered he in his ears; “eat on horse­back, drink on horse­back, sleep on horse­back, but lose not a minute.”

			“That’s enough; I will not stop.”

			“This let­ter to M. Fou­quet; cost what it may, he must have it to­mor­row be­fore mid­day.”

			“He shall.”

			“And do not for­get one thing, my friend.”

			“What is that?”

			“That you are rid­ing out on a hunt for your brevet of duc and peer.”

			“Oh! oh!” said Porthos, with his eyes sparkling; “I will do it in twen­ty-four hours, in that case.”

			“Try.”

			“Then let go the bri­dle—and for­ward, Go­liath!”

			Aramis did let go, not the bri­dle, but the horse’s nose. Porthos re­leased his hand, clapped spurs to his horse, which set off at a gal­lop. As long as he could dis­tin­guish Porthos through the dark­ness, Aramis fol­lowed him with his eyes: when he was com­plete­ly out of sight, he re-en­tered the yard. Noth­ing had stirred in d’Artag­nan’s apart­ment. The valet placed on watch at the door had nei­ther seen any light, nor heard any noise. Aramis closed his door care­ful­ly, sent the lack­ey to bed, and quick­ly sought his own. D’Artag­nan re­al­ly sus­pect­ed noth­ing, there­fore thought he had gained ev­ery­thing, when he awoke in the morn­ing, about half-past four. He ran to the win­dow in his shirt. The win­dow looked out up­on the court. Day was dawn­ing. The court was de­sert­ed; the fowls, even, had not left their roosts. Not a ser­vant ap­peared. Ev­ery door was closed.

			Good! all is still, said d’Artag­nan to him­self. Nev­er mind: I am up first in the house. Let us dress; that will be so much done. And d’Artag­nan dressed him­self. But, this time, he en­deav­ored not to give to the cos­tume of M. Ag­nan that bour­geoise and al­most ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal rigid­i­ty he had af­fect­ed be­fore; he man­aged, by draw­ing his belt tighter, by but­ton­ing his clothes in a dif­fer­ent fash­ion, and by putting on his hat a lit­tle on one side, to re­store to his per­son a lit­tle of that mil­i­tary char­ac­ter, the ab­sence of which had sur­prised Aramis. This be­ing done, he made free, or af­fect­ed to make free with his host, and en­tered his cham­ber with­out cer­e­mo­ny. Aramis was asleep or feigned to be so. A large book lay open up­on his night-desk, a wax-light was still burn­ing in its sil­ver sconce. This was more than enough to prove to d’Artag­nan the qui­es­cence of the prelate’s night, and the good in­ten­tions of his wak­ing. The mus­ke­teer did to the bish­op pre­cise­ly as the bish­op had done to Porthos—he tapped him on the shoul­der. Ev­i­dent­ly Aramis pre­tend­ed to sleep; for, in­stead of wak­ing sud­den­ly, he who slept so light­ly re­quired a rep­e­ti­tion of the sum­mons.

			“Ah! ah! is that you?” said he, stretch­ing his arms. “What an agree­able sur­prise! Ma foi! Sleep had made me for­get I had the hap­pi­ness to pos­sess you. What o’clock is it?”

			“I do not know,” said d’Artag­nan, a lit­tle em­bar­rassed. “Ear­ly, I be­lieve. But, you know, that dev­il of a habit of wak­ing with the day, sticks to me still.”

			“Do you wish that we should go out so soon?” asked Aramis. “It ap­pears to me to be very ear­ly.”

			“Just as you like.”

			“I thought we had agreed not to get on horse­back be­fore eight.”

			“Pos­si­bly; but I had so great a wish to see you, that I said to my­self, the soon­er the bet­ter.”

			“And my sev­en hours’ sleep!” said Aramis: “Take care; I had reck­oned up­on them, and what I lose of them I must make up.”

			“But it seems to me that, for­mer­ly, you were less of a sleep­er than that, dear friend; your blood was alive, and you were nev­er to be found in bed.”

			“And it is ex­act­ly on ac­count of what you tell me, that I am so fond of be­ing there now.”

			“Then you con­fess, that it is not for the sake of sleep­ing, that you have put me off till eight o’clock.”

			“I have been afraid you would laugh at me, if I told you the truth.”

			“Tell me, not­with­stand­ing.”

			“Well, from six to eight, I am ac­cus­tomed to per­form my de­vo­tions.”

			“Your de­vo­tions?”

			“Yes.”

			“I did not be­lieve a bish­op’s ex­er­cis­es were so se­vere.”

			“A bish­op, my friend, must sac­ri­fice more to ap­pear­ance than a sim­ple cler­ic.”

			“Mor­dioux! Aramis, that is a word which rec­on­ciles me with Your Great­ness. To ap­pear­ances! That is a mus­ke­teer’s word, in good truth! Vivent les ap­parences, Aramis!”

			“In­stead of fe­lic­i­tat­ing me up­on it, par­don me, d’Artag­nan. It is a very mun­dane word which I had al­lowed to es­cape me.”

			“Must I leave you, then?”

			“I want time to col­lect my thoughts, my friend, and for my usu­al prayers.”

			“Well, I leave you to them; but on ac­count of that poor pa­gan, d’Artag­nan, abridge them for once, I beg; I thirst for speech with you.”

			“Well, d’Artag­nan, I prom­ise you that with­in an hour and a half—”

			“An hour and a half of de­vo­tions! Ah! my friend, be as rea­son­able with me as you can. Let me have the best bar­gain pos­si­ble.”

			Aramis be­gan to laugh.

			“Still agree­able, still young, still gay,” said he. “You have come in­to my dio­cese to set me quar­rel­ing with grace.”

			“Bah!”

			“And you know well that I was nev­er able to re­sist your se­duc­tions; you will cost me my sal­va­tion, d’Artag­nan.”

			D’Artag­nan bit his lips.

			“Well,” said he, “I will take the sin on my own head, fa­vor me with one sim­ple Chris­tian sign of the cross, fa­vor me with one prayer, and we will part.”

			“Hush!” said Aramis, “we are al­ready no longer alone, I hear strangers com­ing up.”

			“Well, dis­miss them.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble; I made an ap­point­ment with them yes­ter­day; it is the prin­ci­pal of the col­lege of the Je­suits, and the su­pe­ri­or of the Do­mini­cans.”

			“Your staff? Well, so be it.”

			“What are you go­ing to do?”

			“I will go and wake Porthos, and re­main in his com­pa­ny till you have fin­ished the con­fer­ence.”

			Aramis did not stir, his brow re­mained un­bent, he be­trayed him­self by no ges­ture or word; “Go,” said he, as d’Artag­nan ad­vanced to the door. “Apro­pos, do you know where Porthos sleeps?”

			“No, but I will in­quire.”

			“Take the cor­ri­dor, and open the sec­ond door on the left.”

			“Thank you! au revoir.” And d’Artag­nan de­part­ed in the di­rec­tion point­ed out by Aramis.

			Ten min­utes had not passed away when he came back. He found Aramis seat­ed be­tween the su­pe­ri­or of the Do­mini­cans and the prin­ci­pal of the col­lege of the Je­suits, ex­act­ly in the same sit­u­a­tion as he had found him for­mer­ly in the auberge at Crève­coeur. This com­pa­ny did not at all ter­ri­fy the mus­ke­teer.

			“What is it?” said Aramis, qui­et­ly. “You have ap­par­ent­ly some­thing to say to me, my friend.”

			“It is,” replied d’Artag­nan, fix­ing his eyes up­on Aramis, “it is that Porthos is not in his apart­ment.”

			“In­deed,” said Aramis calm­ly; “are you sure?”

			“Par­dieu! I came from his cham­ber.”

			“Where can he be, then?”

			“That is what I am ask­ing you.”

			“And have you not in­quired?”

			“Yes, I have.”

			“And what an­swer did you get?”

			“That Porthos, of­ten walk­ing out in a morn­ing, with­out say­ing any­thing, had prob­a­bly gone out.”

			“What did you do, then?”

			“I went to the sta­bles,” replied d’Artag­nan, care­less­ly.

			“What to do?”

			“To see if Porthos had de­part­ed on horse­back.”

			“And?” in­ter­ro­gat­ed the bish­op.

			“Well, there is a horse miss­ing, stall No. 3, Go­liath.”

			All this di­a­logue, it may be eas­i­ly un­der­stood, was not ex­empt from a cer­tain af­fec­ta­tion on the part of the mus­ke­teer, and a per­fect com­plai­sance on the part of Aramis.

			“Oh! I guess how it is,” said Aramis, af­ter hav­ing con­sid­ered for a mo­ment, “Porthos is gone out to give us a sur­prise.”

			“A sur­prise?”

			“Yes; the canal which goes from Vannes to the sea abounds in teal and snipes; that is Porthos’s fa­vorite sport, and he will bring us back a dozen for break­fast.”

			“Do you think so?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I am sure of it. Where else can he be? I would lay a wa­ger he took a gun with him.”

			“Well, that is pos­si­ble,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Do one thing, my friend. Get on horse­back, and join him.”

			“You are right,” said d’Artag­nan, “I will.”

			“Shall I go with you?”

			“No, thank you; Porthos is a rather re­mark­able man: I will in­quire as I go along.”

			“Will you take an ar­que­bus?”

			“Thank you.”

			“Or­der what horse you like to be sad­dled.”

			“The one I rode yes­ter­day, on com­ing from Belle-Isle.”

			“So be it: use the horse as your own.”

			Aramis rang, and gave or­ders to have the horse M. d’Artag­nan had cho­sen sad­dled.

			D’Artag­nan fol­lowed the ser­vant charged with the ex­e­cu­tion of this or­der. When ar­rived at the door, the ser­vant drew on one side to al­low M. d’Artag­nan to pass; and at that mo­ment he caught the eye of his mas­ter. A knit­ting of the brow gave the in­tel­li­gent spy to un­der­stand that all should be giv­en to d’Artag­nan he wished. D’Artag­nan got in­to the sad­dle, and Aramis heard the steps of his horse on the pave­ment. An in­stant af­ter, the ser­vant re­turned.

			“Well?” asked the bish­op.

			“Mon­seigneur, he has fol­lowed the course of the canal, and is go­ing to­wards the sea,” said the ser­vant.

			“Very well!” said Aramis.

			In fact, d’Artag­nan, dis­miss­ing all sus­pi­cion, has­tened to­wards the ocean, con­stant­ly hop­ing to see in the Lan­des, or on the beach, the colos­sal pro­file of Porthos. He per­sist­ed in fan­cy­ing he could trace a horse’s steps in ev­ery pud­dle. Some­times he imag­ined he heard the re­port of a gun. This il­lu­sion last­ed three hours; dur­ing two of which he went for­ward in search of his friend—in the last he re­turned to the house.

			“We must have crossed,” said he, “and I shall find them wait­ing for me at ta­ble.”

			D’Artag­nan was mis­tak­en. He no more found Porthos at the palace than he had found him on the seashore. Aramis was wait­ing for him at the top of the stairs, look­ing very much con­cerned.

			“Did my peo­ple not find you, my dear d’Artag­nan?” cried he, as soon as he caught sight of the mus­ke­teer.

			“No; did you send any­one af­ter me?”

			“I am deeply con­cerned, my friend, deeply, to have in­duced you to make such a use­less search; but, about sev­en o’clock, the al­moner of Saint-Pa­ter­ne came here. He had met Du Val­lon, who was go­ing away, and who, be­ing un­will­ing to dis­turb any­body at the palace, had charged him to tell me that, fear­ing M. Gé­tard would play him some ill turn in his ab­sence, he was go­ing to take ad­van­tage of the morn­ing tide to make a tour of Belle-Isle.”

			“But tell me, Go­liath has not crossed the four leagues of sea, I should think.”

			“There are full six,” said Aramis.

			“That makes it less prob­a­ble still.”

			“There­fore, my friend,” said Aramis, with one of his bland­est smiles, “Go­liath is in the sta­ble, well pleased, I will an­swer for it, that Porthos is no longer on his back.” In fact, the horse had been brought back from the re­lay by the di­rec­tion of the prelate, from whom no de­tail es­caped. D’Artag­nan ap­peared as well sat­is­fied with as pos­si­ble with the ex­pla­na­tion. He en­tered up­on a part of dis­sim­u­la­tion which agreed per­fect­ly with the sus­pi­cions that arose more strong­ly in his mind. He break­fast­ed be­tween the Je­suit and Aramis, hav­ing the Do­mini­can in front of him, and smil­ing par­tic­u­lar­ly at the Do­mini­can, whose jol­ly, fat face pleased him much. The repast was long and sump­tu­ous; ex­cel­lent Span­ish wine, fine Mor­bi­han oys­ters, ex­quis­ite fish from the mouth of the Loire, enor­mous prawns from Paim­boeuf, and de­li­cious game from the moors, con­sti­tut­ed the prin­ci­pal part of it. D’Artag­nan ate much, and drank but lit­tle. Aramis drank noth­ing, un­less it was wa­ter. Af­ter the repast—

			“You of­fered me an ar­que­bus,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I did.”

			“Lend it me, then.”

			“Are you go­ing shoot­ing?”

			“Whilst wait­ing for Porthos, it is the best thing I can do, I think.”

			“Take which you like from the tro­phy.”

			“Will you not come with me?”

			“I would with great plea­sure; but, alas! my friend, sport­ing is for­bid­den to bish­ops.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, “I did not know that.”

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “I shall be busy till mid­day.”

			“I shall go alone, then?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I am sor­ry to say you must; but come back to din­ner.”

			“Par­dieu! the eat­ing at your house is too good to make me think of not com­ing back.” And there­upon d’Artag­nan quit­ted his host, bowed to the guests, and took his ar­que­bus; but in­stead of shoot­ing, went straight to the lit­tle port of Vannes. He looked in vain to ob­serve if any­body saw him; he could dis­cern nei­ther thing nor per­son. He en­gaged a lit­tle fish­ing boat for twen­ty-five livres, and set off at half-past eleven, con­vinced that he had not been fol­lowed; and that was true, he had not been fol­lowed; on­ly a Je­suit broth­er, placed in the top of the steeple of his church, had not, since the morn­ing, by the help of an ex­cel­lent glass, lost sight of one of his steps. At three quar­ters past eleven, Aramis was in­formed that d’Artag­nan was sail­ing to­wards Belle-Isle. The voy­age was rapid; a good north north­east wind drove him to­wards the isle. As he ap­proached, his eyes were con­stant­ly fixed up­on the coast. He looked to see if, up­on the shore or up­on the for­ti­fi­ca­tions the bril­liant dress and vast stature of Porthos should stand out against a slight­ly cloud­ed sky; but his search was in vain. He land­ed with­out hav­ing seen any­thing; and learnt from the first sol­dier in­ter­ro­gat­ed by him, that M. du Val­lon had not yet re­turned from Vannes. Then, with­out los­ing an in­stant, d’Artag­nan or­dered his lit­tle bark to put its head to­wards Sarzeau. We know that the wind changes with the dif­fer­ent hours of the day. The breeze had veered from the north north­east to the south­east; the wind, then, was al­most as good for the re­turn to Sarzeau, as it had been for the voy­age to Belle-Isle. In three hours d’Artag­nan had touched the con­ti­nent; two hours more suf­ficed for his ride to Vannes. In spite of the ra­pid­i­ty of his pas­sage, what d’Artag­nan en­dured of im­pa­tience and anger dur­ing that short pas­sage, the deck alone of the ves­sel, up­on which he stamped back­wards and for­wards for three hours, could tes­ti­fy. He made but one bound from the quay where­on he land­ed to the epis­co­pal palace. He thought to ter­ri­fy Aramis by the promp­ti­tude of his re­turn; he wished to re­proach him with his du­plic­i­ty, and yet with re­serve; but with suf­fi­cient spir­it, nev­er­the­less, to make him feel all the con­se­quences of it, and force from him a part of his se­cret. He hoped, in short—thanks to that heat of ex­pres­sion which is to se­crets what the charge with the bay­o­net is to re­doubts—to bring the mys­te­ri­ous Aramis to some man­i­fes­ta­tion or oth­er. But he found, in the vestibule of the palace, the valet de cham­bre, who closed his pas­sage, while smil­ing up­on him with a stupid air.

			“Mon­seigneur?” cried d’Artag­nan, en­deav­or­ing to put him aside with his hand. Moved for an in­stant the valet re­sumed his sta­tion.

			“Mon­seigneur?” said he.

			“Yes, to be sure; do you not know me, im­be­cile?”

			“Yes; you are the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan.”

			“Then let me pass.”

			“It is of no use.”

			“Why of no use?”

			“Be­cause His Great­ness is not at home.”

			“What! His Great­ness is not at home? where is he, then?”

			“Gone.”

			“Gone?”

			“Yes.”

			“Whith­er?”

			“I don’t know; but per­haps he tells Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			“And how? where? in what fash­ion?”

			“In this let­ter, which he gave me for Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.” And the valet de cham­bre drew a let­ter form his pock­et.

			“Give it me, then, you ras­cal,” said d’Artag­nan, snatch­ing it from his hand. “Oh, yes,” con­tin­ued he, at the first line, “yes, I un­der­stand”; and he read:—

			
				“Dear Friend—An af­fair of the most ur­gent na­ture calls me to a dis­tant parish of my dio­cese. I hoped to see you again be­fore I set out; but I lose that hope in think­ing that you are go­ing, no doubt, to re­main two or three days at Belle-Isle, with our dear Porthos. Amuse your­self as well as you can; but do not at­tempt to hold out against him at ta­ble. This is a coun­sel I might have giv­en even to Athos, in his most bril­liant and best days. Adieu, dear friend; be­lieve that I re­gret great­ly not hav­ing bet­ter, and for a longer time, prof­it­ed by your ex­cel­lent com­pa­ny.”

			

			“Mor­dioux!” cried d’Artag­nan. “I am tricked. Ah! block­head, brute, triple fool that I am! But those laugh best who laugh last. Oh, duped, duped like a mon­key, cheat­ed with an emp­ty nut­shell!” And with a hearty blow be­stowed up­on the nose of the smirk­ing valet de cham­bre, he made all haste out of the epis­co­pal palace. Furet, how­ev­er good a trot­ter, was not equal to present cir­cum­stances. D’Artag­nan there­fore took the post, and chose a horse which he soon caused to demon­strate, with good spurs and a light hand, that deer are not the swiftest an­i­mals in na­ture.

		
	
		
			
				74

				In Which d’Artag­nan Makes All Speed, Porthos Snores, and Aramis Coun­sels

			
			From thir­ty to thir­ty-five hours af­ter the events we have just re­lat­ed, as M. Fou­quet, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, hav­ing in­ter­dict­ed his door, was work­ing in the cab­i­net of his house at Saint-Mandé, with which we are al­ready ac­quaint­ed, a car­riage, drawn by four hors­es steam­ing with sweat, en­tered the court at full gal­lop. This car­riage was, prob­a­bly, ex­pect­ed; for three or four lack­eys has­tened to the door, which they opened. Whilst M. Fou­quet rose from his bu­reau and ran to the win­dow, a man got painful­ly out of the car­riage, de­scend­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty the three steps of the door, lean­ing up­on the shoul­ders of the lack­eys. He had scarce­ly ut­tered his name, when the valet up­on whom he was not lean­ing, sprang up to the per­ron, and dis­ap­peared in the vestibule. This man went to in­form his mas­ter; but he had no oc­ca­sion to knock at the door: Fou­quet was stand­ing on the thresh­old.

			“Mon­seigneur, the Bish­op of Vannes,” said he.

			“Very well!” replied his mas­ter.

			Then, lean­ing over the ban­is­ter of the stair­case, of which Aramis was be­gin­ning to as­cend the first steps—

			“Ah, dear friend!” said he, “you, so soon!”

			“Yes; I, my­self, Mon­sieur! but bruised, bat­tered, as you see.”

			“Oh! my poor friend,” said Fou­quet, pre­sent­ing him his arm, on which Aramis leant, whilst the ser­vants drew back re­spect­ful­ly.

			“Bah!” replied Aramis, “it is noth­ing, since I am here; the prin­ci­pal thing was that I should get here, and here I am.”

			“Speak quick­ly,” said Fou­quet, clos­ing the door of the cab­i­net be­hind Aramis and him­self.

			“Are we alone?”

			“Yes, per­fect­ly.”

			“No one ob­serves us?—no one can hear us?”

			“Be sat­is­fied; no­body.”

			“Is M. du Val­lon ar­rived?”

			“Yes.”

			“And you have re­ceived my let­ter?”

			“Yes. The af­fair is se­ri­ous, ap­par­ent­ly, since it ne­ces­si­tates your at­ten­dance in Paris, at a mo­ment when your pres­ence was so ur­gent else­where.”

			“You are right, it could not be more se­ri­ous.”

			“Thank you! thank you! What is it about? But, for God’s sake! be­fore any­thing else, take time to breathe, dear friend. You are so pale, you fright­en me.”

			“I am re­al­ly in great pain. But, for Heav­en’s sake, think noth­ing about me. Did M. du Val­lon tell you noth­ing, when he de­liv­ered the let­ter to you?”

			“No; I heard a great noise; I went to the win­dow; I saw at the foot of the per­ron a sort of horse­man of mar­ble; I went down, he held the let­ter out to me, and his horse fell down dead.”

			“But he?”

			“He fell with the horse; he was lift­ed, and car­ried to an apart­ment. Hav­ing read the let­ter, I went up to him, in hopes of ob­tain­ing more am­ple in­for­ma­tion; but he was asleep, and, af­ter such a fash­ion, that it was im­pos­si­ble to wake him. I took pity on him; I gave or­ders that his boots should be cut from off his legs, and that he should be left quite undis­turbed.”

			“So far well; now, this is the ques­tion in hand, Mon­seigneur. You have seen M. d’Artag­nan in Paris, have you not?”

			“Certes, and think him a man of in­tel­li­gence, and even a man of heart; al­though he did bring about the death of our dear friends, Ly­o­dot and D’Eymeris.”

			“Alas! yes, I heard of that. At Tours I met the couri­er who was bring­ing the let­ter from Gourville, and the dis­patch­es from Pélis­son. Have you se­ri­ous­ly re­flect­ed on that event, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes.”

			“And in it you per­ceived a di­rect at­tack up­on your sovereign­ty?”

			“And do you be­lieve it to be so?”

			“Oh, yes, I think so.”

			“Well, I must con­fess, that sad idea oc­curred to me like­wise.”

			“Do not blind your­self, Mon­sieur, in the name of Heav­en! Lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly to me—I re­turn to d’Artag­nan.”

			“I am all at­ten­tion.”

			“Un­der what cir­cum­stances did you see him?”

			“He came here for mon­ey.”

			“With what kind of or­der?”

			“With an or­der from the king.”

			“Di­rect?”

			“Signed by His Majesty.”

			“There, then! Well, d’Artag­nan has been to Belle-Isle; he was dis­guised; he came in the char­ac­ter of some sort of an in­ten­dant, charged by his mas­ter to pur­chase salt-mines. Now, d’Artag­nan has no oth­er mas­ter but the king: he came, then, sent by the king. He saw Porthos.”

			“Who is Porthos?”

			“I beg your par­don, I made a mis­take. He saw M. du Val­lon at Belle-Isle; and he knows, as well as you and I do, that Belle-Isle is for­ti­fied.”

			“And you think that the king sent him there?” said Fou­quet, pen­sive­ly.

			“I cer­tain­ly do.”

			“And d’Artag­nan, in the hands of the king, is a dan­ger­ous in­stru­ment?”

			“The most dan­ger­ous imag­in­able.”

			“Then I formed a cor­rect opin­ion of him at the first glance.”

			“How so?”

			“I wished to at­tach him to my­self.”

			“If you judged him to be the bravest, the most acute, and the most adroit man in France, you judged cor­rect­ly.”

			“He must be had then, at any price.”

			“D’Artag­nan?”

			“Is that not your opin­ion?”

			“It may be my opin­ion, but you will nev­er get him.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause we have al­lowed the time to go by. He was dis­sat­is­fied with the court, we should have prof­it­ed by that; since that, he has passed in­to Eng­land; there he pow­er­ful­ly as­sist­ed in the restora­tion, there he gained a for­tune, and, af­ter all, he re­turned to the ser­vice of the king. Well, if he has re­turned to the ser­vice of the king, it is be­cause he is well paid in that ser­vice.”

			“We will pay him even bet­ter, that is all.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, ex­cuse me; d’Artag­nan has a high re­spect for his word, and where that is once en­gaged he keeps it.”

			“What do you con­clude, then?” said Fou­quet, with great in­qui­etude.

			“At present, the prin­ci­pal thing is to par­ry a dan­ger­ous blow.”

			“And how is it to be par­ried?”

			“Lis­ten.”

			“But d’Artag­nan will come and ren­der an ac­count to the king of his mis­sion.”

			“Oh, we have time enough to think about that.”

			“How so? You are much in ad­vance of him, I pre­sume?”

			“Near­ly ten hours.”

			“Well, in ten hours—”

			Aramis shook his pale head. “Look at these clouds which flit across the heav­ens; at these swal­lows which cut the air. D’Artag­nan moves more quick­ly than the clouds or the birds; d’Artag­nan is the wind which car­ries them.”

			“A strange man!”

			“I tell you, he is su­per­hu­man, Mon­sieur. He is of my own age, and I have known him these five-and-thir­ty years.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, lis­ten to my cal­cu­la­tion, Mon­sieur. I send M. du Val­lon off to you two hours af­ter mid­night. M. du Val­lon was eight hours in ad­vance of me; when did M. du Val­lon ar­rive?”

			“About four hours ago.”

			“You see, then, that I gained four up­on him; and yet Porthos is a staunch horse­man, and he has left on the road eight dead hors­es, whose bod­ies I came to suc­ces­sive­ly. I rode post fifty leagues; but I have the gout, the grav­el, and what else I know not; so that fa­tigue kills me. I was obliged to dis­mount at Tours; since that, rolling along in a car­riage, half dead, some­times over­turned, drawn up­on the sides, and some­times on the back of the car­riage, al­ways with four spir­it­ed hors­es at full gal­lop, I have ar­rived—ar­rived, gain­ing four hours up­on Porthos; but, see you, d’Artag­nan does not weigh three hun­dred­weight, as Porthos does; d’Artag­nan has not the gout and grav­el, as I have; he is not a horse­man, he is a cen­taur. D’Artag­nan, look you, set out for Belle-Isle when I set out for Paris; and d’Artag­nan, not­with­stand­ing my ten hours’ ad­vance, d’Artag­nan will ar­rive with­in two hours af­ter me.”

			“But, then, ac­ci­dents?”

			“He nev­er meets with ac­ci­dents.”

			“Hors­es may fail him.”

			“He will run as fast as a horse.”

			“Good God! what a man!”

			“Yes, he is a man whom I love and ad­mire. I love him be­cause he is good, great, and loy­al; I ad­mire him be­cause he rep­re­sents in my eyes the cul­mi­nat­ing point of hu­man pow­er; but, whilst lov­ing and ad­mir­ing him, I fear him, and am on my guard against him. Now then, I re­sume, Mon­sieur; in two hours d’Artag­nan will be here; be be­fore­hand with him. Go to the Lou­vre, and see the king be­fore he sees d’Artag­nan.”

			“What shall I say to the king?”

			“Noth­ing; give him Belle-Isle.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur d’Herblay! Mon­sieur d’Herblay,” cried Fou­quet, “what projects crushed all at once!”

			“Af­ter one project that has failed, there is al­ways an­oth­er project that may lead to for­tune; we should nev­er de­spair. Go, Mon­sieur, and go at once.”

			“But that gar­ri­son, so care­ful­ly cho­sen, the king will change it di­rect­ly.”

			“That gar­ri­son, Mon­sieur, was the king’s when it en­tered Belle-Isle; it is yours now; it is the same with all gar­risons af­ter a fort­night’s oc­cu­pa­tion. Let things go on, Mon­sieur. Do you see any in­con­ve­nience in hav­ing an army at the end of a year, in­stead of two reg­i­ments? Do you not see that your gar­ri­son of to­day will make you par­ti­sans at La Rochelle, Nantes, Bor­deaux, Toulouse—in short, wher­ev­er they may be sent to? Go to the king, Mon­sieur; go; time flies, and d’Artag­nan, while we are los­ing time, is fly­ing, like an ar­row, along the high road.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Herblay, you know that each word from you is a germ which fruc­ti­fies in my thoughts. I will go to the Lou­vre.”

			“In­stant­ly, will you not?”

			“I on­ly ask time to change my dress.”

			“Re­mem­ber that d’Artag­nan has no need to pass through Saint-Mandé; but will go straight to the Lou­vre; that is cut­ting off an hour from the ad­van­tage that yet re­mains to us.”

			“D’Artag­nan may have ev­ery­thing ex­cept my Eng­lish hors­es. I shall be at the Lou­vre in twen­ty-five min­utes.” And, with­out los­ing a sec­ond, Fou­quet gave or­ders for his de­par­ture.

			Aramis had on­ly time to say to him, “Re­turn as quick­ly as you go; for I shall await you im­pa­tient­ly.”

			Five min­utes af­ter, the su­per­in­ten­dent was fly­ing along the road to Paris. Dur­ing this time, Aramis de­sired to be shown the cham­ber in which Porthos was sleep­ing. At the door of Fou­quet’s cab­i­net he was fold­ed in the arms of Pélis­son, who had just heard of his ar­rival, and had left his of­fice to see him. Aramis re­ceived, with that friend­ly dig­ni­ty which he knew so well how to as­sume, these ca­ress­es, re­spect­ful as earnest; but all at once stop­ping on the land­ing-place, “What is that I hear up yon­der?”

			There was, in fact, a hoarse, growl­ing kind of noise, like the roar of a hun­gry tiger, or an im­pa­tient li­on. “Oh, that is noth­ing,” said Pélis­son, smil­ing.

			“Well; but—”

			“It is M. du Val­lon snor­ing.”

			“Ah! true,” said Aramis: “I had for­got­ten. No one but he is ca­pa­ble of mak­ing such a noise. Al­low me, Pélis­son, to in­quire if he wants any­thing.”

			“And you will per­mit me to ac­com­pa­ny you?”

			“Oh, cer­tain­ly”; and both en­tered the cham­ber. Porthos was stretched up­on the bed; his face was vi­o­let rather than red; his eyes were swelled; his mouth was wide open. The roar­ing which es­caped from the deep cav­i­ties of his chest made the glass of the win­dows vi­brate. To those de­vel­oped and clear­ly de­fined mus­cles start­ing from his face, to his hair mat­ted with sweat, to the en­er­get­ic heav­ing of his chin and shoul­ders, it was im­pos­si­ble to refuse a cer­tain de­gree of ad­mi­ra­tion. Strength car­ried to this point is se­mi-di­vine. The Her­culean legs and feet of Porthos had, by swelling, burst his stock­ings; all the strength of his huge body was con­vert­ed in­to the rigid­i­ty of stone. Porthos moved no more than does the gi­ant of gran­ite which re­clines up­on the plains of Agri­gen­tum. Ac­cord­ing to Pélis­son’s or­ders, his boots had been cut off, for no hu­man pow­er could have pulled them off. Four lack­eys had tried in vain, pulling at them as they would have pulled cap­stans; and yet all this did not awak­en him. They had hacked off his boots in frag­ments, and his legs had fall­en back up­on the bed. They then cut off the rest of his clothes, car­ried him to a bath, in which they let him soak a con­sid­er­able time. They then put on him clean linen, and placed him in a well-warmed bed—the whole with ef­forts and pains which might have roused a dead man, but which did not make Porthos open an eye, or in­ter­rupt for a sec­ond the for­mi­da­ble di­a­pa­son of his snor­ing. Aramis wished on his part, with his ner­vous na­ture, armed with ex­tra­or­di­nary courage, to out­brave fa­tigue, and em­ploy him­self with Gourville and Pélis­son, but he faint­ed in the chair in which he had per­sist­ed sit­ting. He was car­ried in­to the ad­join­ing room, where the re­pose of bed soon soothed his fail­ing brain.

		
	
		
			
				75

				In Which Mon­sieur Fou­quet Acts

			
			In the mean­time Fou­quet was has­ten­ing to the Lou­vre, at the best speed of his Eng­lish hors­es. The king was at work with Col­bert. All at once the king be­came thought­ful. The two sen­tences of death he had signed on mount­ing his throne some­times re­curred to his mem­o­ry; they were two black spots which he saw with his eyes open; two spots of blood which he saw when his eyes were closed. “Mon­sieur,” said he rather sharply, to the in­ten­dant; “it some­times seems to me that those two men you made me con­demn were not very great cul­prits.”

			“Sire, they were picked out from the herd of the farm­ers of the fi­nanciers, which want­ed dec­i­mat­ing.”

			“Picked out by whom?”

			“By ne­ces­si­ty, sire,” replied Col­bert, cold­ly.

			“Ne­ces­si­ty!—a great word,” mur­mured the young king.

			“A great god­dess, sire.”

			“They were de­vot­ed friends of the su­per­in­ten­dent, were they not?”

			“Yes, sire; friends who would have giv­en up their lives for Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			“They have giv­en them, Mon­sieur,” said the king.

			“That is true;—but use­less­ly, by good luck—which was not their in­ten­tion.”

			“How much mon­ey had these men fraud­u­lent­ly ob­tained?”

			“Ten mil­lions, per­haps; of which six have been con­fis­cat­ed.”

			“And is that mon­ey in my cof­fers?” said the king with a cer­tain air of re­pug­nance.

			“It is there, sire; but this con­fis­ca­tion, whilst threat­en­ing M. Fou­quet, has not touched him.”

			“You con­clude, then, M. Col­bert—”

			“That if M. Fou­quet has raised against Your Majesty a troop of fac­tious ri­ot­ers to ex­tri­cate his friends from pun­ish­ment, he will raise an army when he has in turn to ex­tri­cate him­self from pun­ish­ment.”

			The king dart­ed at his con­fi­dant one of those looks which re­sem­ble the livid fire of a flash of light­ning, one of those looks which il­lu­mi­nate the dark­ness of the basest con­sciences. “I am as­ton­ished,” said he, “that, think­ing such things of M. Fou­quet, you did not come to give me your coun­sels there­upon.”

			“Coun­sels up­on what, sire?”

			“Tell me, in the first place, clear­ly and pre­cise­ly, what you think, M. Col­bert.”

			“Up­on what sub­ject, sire?”

			“Up­on the con­duct of M. Fou­quet.”

			“I think, sire, that M. Fou­quet, not sat­is­fied with at­tract­ing all the mon­ey to him­self, as M. Mazarin did, and by that means de­priv­ing Your Majesty of one part of your pow­er, still wish­es to at­tract to him­self all the friends of easy life and plea­sure—of what idlers call po­et­ry, and politi­cians, cor­rup­tion. I think that, by hold­ing the sub­jects of Your Majesty in pay, he tres­pass­es up­on the roy­al pre­rog­a­tive, and can­not, if this con­tin­ues so, be long in plac­ing Your Majesty among the weak and the ob­scure.”

			“How would you qual­i­fy all these projects, M. Col­bert?”

			“The projects of M. Fou­quet, sire?”

			“Yes.”

			“They are called crimes of lèse ma­jesté.”

			“And what is done to crim­i­nals guilty of lèse ma­jesté?”

			“They are ar­rest­ed, tried, and pun­ished.”

			“You are quite cer­tain that M. Fou­quet has con­ceived the idea of the crime you im­pute to him?”

			“I can say more, sire; there is even a com­mence­ment of the ex­e­cu­tion of it.”

			“Well, then, I re­turn to that which I was say­ing, M. Col­bert.”

			“And you were say­ing, sire?”

			“Give me coun­sel.”

			“Par­don me, sire; but in the first place, I have some­thing to add.”

			“Say—what?”

			“An ev­i­dent, pal­pa­ble, ma­te­ri­al proof of trea­son.”

			“And what is that?”

			“I have just learnt that M. Fou­quet is for­ti­fy­ing Belle-Isle.”

			“Ah, in­deed!”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Per­fect­ly. Do you know, sire, what sol­diers there are in Belle-Isle?”

			“No, ma foi! Do you?”

			“I am ig­no­rant, like­wise, sire; I should there­fore pro­pose to Your Majesty to send some­body to Belle-Isle?”

			“Who?”

			“Me, for in­stance.”

			“And what would you do at Belle-Isle?”

			“In­form my­self whether, af­ter the ex­am­ple of the an­cient feu­dal lords, M. Fou­quet was bat­tle­ment­ing his walls.”

			“And with what pur­pose could he do that?”

			“With the pur­pose of de­fend­ing him­self some­day against his king.”

			“But, if it be thus, M. Col­bert,” said Louis, “we must im­me­di­ate­ly do as you say; M. Fou­quet must be ar­rest­ed.”

			“That is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“I thought I had al­ready told you, Mon­sieur, that I sup­pressed that word in my ser­vice.”

			“The ser­vice of Your Majesty can­not pre­vent M. Fou­quet from be­ing sur­in­ten­dant-général.”

			“Well?”

			“That, in con­se­quence of hold­ing that post, he has for him all the par­lia­ment, as he has all the army by his largess­es, lit­er­a­ture by his fa­vors, and the no­blesse by his presents.”

			“That is to say, then, that I can do noth­ing against M. Fou­quet?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing—at least at present, sire.”

			“You are a ster­ile coun­selor, M. Col­bert.”

			“Oh, no, sire; for I will not con­fine my­self to point­ing out the per­il to Your Majesty.”

			“Come, then, where shall we be­gin to un­der­mine this Colos­sus; let us see”; and His Majesty be­gan to laugh bit­ter­ly.

			“He has grown great by mon­ey; kill him by mon­ey, sire.”

			“If I were to de­prive him of his charge?”

			“A bad means, sire.”

			“The good—the good, then?”

			“Ru­in him, sire, that is the way.”

			“But how?”

			“Oc­ca­sions will not be want­ing; take ad­van­tage of all oc­ca­sions.”

			“Point them out to me.”

			“Here is one at once. His Roy­al High­ness Mon­sieur is about to be mar­ried; his nup­tials must be mag­nif­i­cent. That is a good oc­ca­sion for Your Majesty to de­mand a mil­lion of M. Fou­quet. M. Fou­quet, who pays twen­ty thou­sand livres down when he need not pay more than five thou­sand, will eas­i­ly find that mil­lion when Your Majesty de­mands it.”

			“That is all very well; I will de­mand it,” said Louis.

			“If Your Majesty will sign the or­don­nance I will have the mon­ey got to­geth­er my­self.” And Col­bert pushed a pa­per be­fore the king, and pre­sent­ed a pen to him.

			At that mo­ment the ush­er opened the door and an­nounced Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant. Louis turned pale. Col­bert let the pen fall, and drew back from the king, over whom he ex­tend­ed his black wings like an evil spir­it. The su­per­in­ten­dent made his en­trance like a man of the court, to whom a sin­gle glance was suf­fi­cient to make him ap­pre­ci­ate the sit­u­a­tion. That sit­u­a­tion was not very en­cour­ag­ing for Fou­quet, what­ev­er might be his con­scious­ness of strength. The small black eye of Col­bert, di­lat­ed by en­vy, and the limpid eye of Louis XIV in­flamed by anger, sig­nalled some press­ing dan­ger. Courtiers are, with re­gard to court ru­mors, like old sol­diers, who dis­tin­guish through the blasts of wind and blus­ter of leaves the sound of the dis­tant steps of an armed troop. They can, af­ter hav­ing lis­tened, tell pret­ty near­ly how many men are march­ing, how many arms re­sound, how many can­nons roll. Fou­quet had then on­ly to in­ter­ro­gate the si­lence which his ar­rival had pro­duced; he found it big with men­ac­ing rev­e­la­tions. The king al­lowed him time enough to ad­vance as far as the mid­dle of the cham­ber. His ado­les­cent mod­esty com­mand­ed this for­bear­ance of the mo­ment. Fou­quet bold­ly seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			“Sire,” said he, “I was im­pa­tient to see Your Majesty.”

			“What for?” asked Louis.

			“To an­nounce some good news to you.”

			Col­bert, mi­nus grandeur of per­son, less large­ness of heart, re­sem­bled Fou­quet in many points. He had the same pen­e­tra­tion, the same knowl­edge of men; more­over, that great pow­er of self-com­pres­sion which gives to hyp­ocrites time to re­flect, and gath­er them­selves up to take a spring. He guessed that Fou­quet was go­ing to meet the blow he was about to deal him. His eyes glit­tered omi­nous­ly.

			“What news?” asked the king. Fou­quet placed a roll of pa­pers on the ta­ble.

			“Let Your Majesty have the good­ness to cast your eyes over this work,” said he. The king slow­ly un­fold­ed the pa­per.

			“Plans?” said he.

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And what are these plans?”

			“A new for­ti­fi­ca­tion, sire.”

			“Ah, ah!” said the king, “you amuse your­self with tac­tics and strate­gies then, M. Fou­quet?”

			“I oc­cu­py my­self with ev­ery­thing that may be use­ful to the reign of Your Majesty,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Beau­ti­ful de­scrip­tions!” said the king, look­ing at the de­sign.

			“Your Majesty com­pre­hends, with­out doubt,” said Fou­quet, bend­ing over the pa­per; “here is the cir­cle of the walls, here are the forts, there the ad­vanced works.”

			“And what do I see here, Mon­sieur?”

			“The sea.”

			“The sea all round?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And what is, then, the name of this place of which you show me the plan?”

			“Sire, it is Belle-Île-en-Mer,” replied Fou­quet with sim­plic­i­ty.

			At this word, at this name, Col­bert made so marked a move­ment, that the king turned round to en­force the ne­ces­si­ty for re­serve. Fou­quet did not ap­pear to be the least in the world con­cerned by the move­ment of Col­bert, or the king’s sig­nal.

			“Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Louis, “you have then for­ti­fied Belle-Isle?”

			“Yes, sire; and I have brought the plan and the ac­counts to Your Majesty,” replied Fou­quet; “I have ex­pend­ed six­teen hun­dred livres in this op­er­a­tion.”

			“What to do?” replied Louis, cold­ly, hav­ing tak­en the ini­tia­tive from a ma­li­cious look of the in­ten­dant.

			“For an aim very easy to seize,” replied Fou­quet. “Your Majesty was on cool terms with Great Britain.”

			“Yes; but since the restora­tion of King Charles II I have formed an al­liance with him.”

			“A month since, sire, Your Majesty has tru­ly said; but it is more than six months since the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of Belle-Isle were be­gun.”

			“Then they have be­come use­less.”

			“Sire, for­ti­fi­ca­tions are nev­er use­less. I for­ti­fied Belle-Isle against MM. Mon­ck and Lam­bert and all those Lon­don cit­i­zens who were play­ing at sol­diers. Belle-Isle will be ready for­ti­fied against the Dutch, against whom ei­ther Eng­land or Your Majesty can­not fail to make war.”

			The king was again silent, and looked askant at Col­bert. “Belle-Isle, I be­lieve,” added Louis, “is yours, M. Fou­quet?”

			“No, sire.”

			“Whose then?”

			“Your Majesty’s.”

			Col­bert was seized with as much ter­ror as if a gulf had opened be­neath his feet. Louis start­ed with ad­mi­ra­tion, ei­ther at the ge­nius or the de­vo­tion of Fou­quet.

			“Ex­plain your­self, Mon­sieur,” said he.

			“Noth­ing more easy, sire; Belle-Isle is one of my es­tates; I have for­ti­fied it at my own ex­pense. But as noth­ing in the world can op­pose a sub­ject mak­ing an hum­ble present to his king, I of­fer Your Majesty the pro­pri­etor­ship of the es­tate, of which you will leave me the usufruct. Belle-Isle, as a place of war, ought to be oc­cu­pied by the king. Your Majesty will be able, hence­forth, to keep a safe gar­ri­son there.”

			Col­bert felt al­most sink­ing down up­on the floor. To keep him­self from fall­ing, he was obliged to hold by the col­umns of the wain­scot­ing.

			“This is a piece of great skill in the art of war that you have ex­hib­it­ed here, Mon­sieur,” said Louis.

			“Sire, the ini­tia­tive did not come from me,” replied Fou­quet; “many of­fi­cers have in­spired me with it. The plans them­selves have been made by one of the most dis­tin­guished en­gi­neers.”

			“His name?”

			“M. du Val­lon.”

			“M. du Val­lon?” re­sumed Louis; “I do not know him. It is much to be lament­ed, M. Col­bert,” con­tin­ued he, “that I do not know the names of the men of tal­ent who do hon­or to my reign.” And while say­ing these words he turned to­wards Col­bert. The lat­ter felt him­self crushed, the sweat flowed from his brow, no word pre­sent­ed it­self to his lips, he suf­fered an in­ex­press­ible mar­tyr­dom. “You will rec­ol­lect that name,” added Louis XIV.

			Col­bert bowed, but was paler than his ruf­fles of Flem­ish lace. Fou­quet con­tin­ued:

			“The ma­son­ries are of Ro­man con­crete; the ar­chi­tects amal­ga­mat­ed it for me af­ter the best ac­counts of an­tiq­ui­ty.”

			“And the can­non?” asked Louis.

			“Oh! sire, that con­cerns Your Majesty; it did not be­come me to place can­non in my own house, un­less Your Majesty had told me it was yours.”

			Louis be­gan to float, un­de­ter­mined be­tween the ha­tred which this so pow­er­ful man in­spired him with, and the pity he felt for the oth­er, so cast down, who seemed to him the coun­ter­feit of the for­mer. But the con­scious­ness of his king­ly du­ty pre­vailed over the feel­ings of the man, and he stretched out his fin­ger to the pa­per.

			“It must have cost you a great deal of mon­ey to car­ry these plans in­to ex­e­cu­tion,” said he.

			“I be­lieve I had the hon­or of telling Your Majesty the amount.”

			“Re­peat it if you please, I have for­got­ten it.”

			“Six­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres.”

			“Six­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres! you are enor­mous­ly rich, Mon­sieur.”

			“It is Your Majesty who is rich, since Belle-Isle is yours.”

			“Yes, thank you; but how­ev­er rich I may be, M. Fou­quet—” The king stopped.

			“Well, sire?” asked the su­per­in­ten­dent.

			“I fore­see the mo­ment when I shall want mon­ey.”

			“You, sire? And at what mo­ment then?”

			“To­mor­row, for ex­am­ple.”

			“Will Your Majesty do me the hon­or to ex­plain your­self?”

			“My broth­er is go­ing to mar­ry the Eng­lish Princess.”

			“Well, sire?”

			“Well, I ought to give the bride a re­cep­tion wor­thy of the grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV.”

			“That is but just, sire.”

			“Then I shall want mon­ey.”

			“No doubt.”

			“I shall want—” Louis hes­i­tat­ed. The sum he was go­ing to de­mand was the same that he had been obliged to refuse Charles II. He turned to­wards Col­bert, that he might give the blow.

			“I shall want, to­mor­row—” re­peat­ed he, look­ing at Col­bert.

			“A mil­lion,” said the lat­ter, blunt­ly; de­light­ed to take his re­venge.

			Fou­quet turned his back up­on the in­ten­dant to lis­ten to the king. He did not turn round, but wait­ed till the king re­peat­ed, or rather mur­mured, “A mil­lion.”

			“Oh! sire,” replied Fou­quet dis­dain­ful­ly, “a mil­lion! what will Your Majesty do with a mil­lion?”

			“It ap­pears to me, nev­er­the­less—” said Louis XIV.

			“That is not more than is spent at the nup­tials of one of the most pet­ty princes of Ger­many.”

			“Mon­sieur!”

			“Your Majesty must have two mil­lions at least. The hors­es alone would run away with five hun­dred thou­sand livres. I shall have the hon­or of send­ing Your Majesty six­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres this evening.”

			“How,” said the king, “six­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres?”

			“Look, sire,” replied Fou­quet, with­out even turn­ing to­wards Col­bert, “I know that wants four hun­dred thou­sand livres of the two mil­lions. But this Mon­sieur of l’In­ten­dance” (point­ing over his shoul­der to Col­bert, who if pos­si­ble, be­came paler, be­hind him) “has in his cof­fers nine hun­dred thou­sand livres of mine.”

			The king turned round to look at Col­bert.

			“But—” said the lat­ter.

			“Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, still speak­ing in­di­rect­ly to Col­bert, “Mon­sieur has re­ceived, a week ago, six­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres; he has paid a hun­dred thou­sand livres to the guards, six­ty-four thou­sand livres to the hos­pi­tals, twen­ty-five thou­sand to the Swiss, an hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand for pro­vi­sions, a thou­sand for arms, ten thou­sand for ac­ci­den­tal ex­pens­es; I do not err, then, in reck­on­ing up­on nine hun­dred thou­sand livres that are left.” Then turn­ing to­wards Col­bert, like a dis­dain­ful head of of­fice to­wards his in­fe­ri­or, “Take care, Mon­sieur,” said he, “that those nine hun­dred thou­sand livres be re­mit­ted to His Majesty this evening, in gold.”

			“But,” said the king, “that will make two mil­lions five hun­dred thou­sand livres.”

			“Sire, the five hun­dred thou­sand livres over will serve as pock­et mon­ey for His Roy­al High­ness. You un­der­stand, Mon­sieur Col­bert, this evening be­fore eight o’clock.”

			And with these words, bow­ing re­spect­ful­ly to the king, the su­per­in­ten­dent made his ex­it back­wards, with­out hon­or­ing with a sin­gle look the en­vi­ous man, whose head he had just half shaved.

			Col­bert tore his ruf­fles to pieces in his rage, and bit his lips till they bled.

			Fou­quet had not passed the door of the cab­i­net, when an ush­er push­ing by him, ex­claimed: “A couri­er from Bre­tagne for His Majesty.”

			“M. d’Herblay was right,” mur­mured Fou­quet, pulling out his watch; “an hour and fifty-five min­utes. It was quite true.”

		
	
		
			
				76

				In Which d’Artag­nan at Last Places His Hand Up­on His Cap­tain’s Com­mis­sion

			
			The read­er guess­es be­fore­hand whom the ush­er pre­ced­ed in an­nounc­ing the couri­er from Bre­tagne. This mes­sen­ger was eas­i­ly rec­og­nized. It was d’Artag­nan, his clothes dusty, his face in­flamed, his hair drip­ping with sweat, his legs stiff; he lift­ed his feet painful­ly at ev­ery step, on which re­sound­ed the clink of his blood­stained spurs. He per­ceived in the door­way he was pass­ing through, the su­per­in­ten­dent com­ing out. Fou­quet bowed with a smile to him who, an hour be­fore, was bring­ing him ru­in and death. D’Artag­nan found in his good­ness of heart, and in his in­ex­haustible vig­or of body, enough pres­ence of mind to re­mem­ber the kind re­cep­tion of this man; he bowed then, al­so, much more from benev­o­lence and com­pas­sion, than from re­spect. He felt up­on his lips the word which had so many times been re­peat­ed to the Duc de Guise: “Fly.” But to pro­nounce that word would have been to be­tray his cause; to speak that word in the cab­i­net of the king, and be­fore an ush­er, would have been to ru­in him­self gra­tu­itous­ly, and could save no­body. D’Artag­nan then con­tent­ed him­self with bow­ing to Fou­quet and en­tered. At this mo­ment the king float­ed be­tween the joy the last words of Fou­quet had giv­en him, and his plea­sure at the re­turn of d’Artag­nan. With­out be­ing a courtier, d’Artag­nan had a glance as sure and as rapid as if he had been one. He read, on his en­trance, de­vour­ing hu­mil­i­a­tion on the coun­te­nance of Col­bert. He even heard the king say these words to him:—

			“Ah! Mon­sieur Col­bert; you have then nine hun­dred thou­sand livres at the in­ten­dance?” Col­bert, suf­fo­cat­ed, bowed but made no re­ply. All this scene en­tered in­to the mind of d’Artag­nan, by the eyes and ears, at once.

			The first word of Louis to his mus­ke­teer, as if he wished it to con­trast with what he was say­ing at the mo­ment, was a kind “good day.” His sec­ond was to send away Col­bert. The lat­ter left the king’s cab­i­net, pal­lid and tot­ter­ing, whilst d’Artag­nan twist­ed up the ends of his mus­tache.

			“I love to see one of my ser­vants in this dis­or­der,” said the king, ad­mir­ing the mar­tial stains up­on the clothes of his en­voy.

			“I thought, sire, my pres­ence at the Lou­vre was suf­fi­cient­ly ur­gent to ex­cuse my pre­sent­ing my­self thus be­fore you.”

			“You bring me great news, then, Mon­sieur?”

			“Sire, the thing is this, in two words: Belle-Isle is for­ti­fied, ad­mirably for­ti­fied; Belle-Isle has a dou­ble en­ceinte, a citadel, two de­tached forts; its ports con­tain three cor­sairs; and the side bat­ter­ies on­ly await their can­non.”

			“I know all that, Mon­sieur,” replied the king.

			“What! Your Majesty knows all that?” replied the mus­ke­teer, stu­pe­fied.

			“I have the plan of the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of Belle-Isle,” said the king.

			“Your Majesty has the plan?”

			“Here it is.”

			“It is re­al­ly cor­rect, sire: I saw a sim­i­lar one on the spot.”

			D’Artag­nan’s brow be­came cloud­ed.

			“Ah! I un­der­stand all. Your Majesty did not trust to me alone, but sent some oth­er per­son,” said he in a re­proach­ful tone.

			“Of what im­por­tance is the man­ner, Mon­sieur, in which I have learnt what I know, so that I know it?”

			“Sire, sire,” said the mus­ke­teer, with­out seek­ing even to con­ceal his dis­sat­is­fac­tion; “but I must be per­mit­ted to say to Your Majesty, that it is not worth while to make me use such speed, to risk twen­ty times the break­ing of my neck, to salute me on my ar­rival with such in­tel­li­gence. Sire, when peo­ple are not trust­ed, or are deemed in­suf­fi­cient, they should scarce­ly be em­ployed.” And d’Artag­nan, with a move­ment per­fect­ly mil­i­tary, stamped with his foot, and left up­on the floor dust stained with blood. The king looked at him, in­ward­ly en­joy­ing his first tri­umph.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, at the ex­pi­ra­tion of a minute, “not on­ly is Belle-Isle known to me, but, still fur­ther, Belle-Isle is mine.”

			“That is well! that is well, sire, I ask but one thing more,” replied d’Artag­nan.—“My dis­charge.”

			“What! your dis­charge?”

			“With­out doubt I am too proud to eat the bread of the king with­out earn­ing it, or rather by gain­ing it bad­ly.—My dis­charge, sire!”

			“Oh, oh!”

			“I ask for my dis­charge, or I will take it.”

			“You are an­gry, Mon­sieur?”

			“I have rea­son, mor­dioux! Thir­ty-two hours in the sad­dle, I ride day and night, I per­form prodi­gies of speed, I ar­rive stiff as the corpse of a man who has been hung—and an­oth­er ar­rives be­fore me! Come, sire, I am a fool!—My dis­charge, sire!”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Louis, lean­ing his white hand up­on the dusty arm of the mus­ke­teer, “what I tell you will not at all af­fect that which I promised you. A king’s word giv­en must be kept.” And the king go­ing straight to his ta­ble, opened a draw­er, and took out a fold­ed pa­per. “Here is your com­mis­sion of cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers; you have won it, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			D’Artag­nan opened the pa­per ea­ger­ly, and scanned it twice. He could scarce­ly be­lieve his eyes.

			“And this com­mis­sion is giv­en you,” con­tin­ued the king, “not on­ly on ac­count of your jour­ney to Belle-Isle but, more­over, for your brave in­ter­ven­tion at the Place de Grève. There, like­wise, you served me valiant­ly.”

			“Ah, ah!” said d’Artag­nan, with­out his self-com­mand be­ing able to pre­vent a blush from mount­ing to his eyes—“you know that al­so, sire?”

			“Yes, I know it.”

			The king pos­sessed a pierc­ing glance and an in­fal­li­ble judg­ment when it was his ob­ject to read men’s minds. “You have some­thing to say,” said he to the mus­ke­teer, “some­thing to say which you do not say. Come, speak freely, Mon­sieur; you know that I told you, once and for all, that you are to be al­ways quite frank with me.”

			“Well, sire! what I have to say is this, that I would pre­fer be­ing made cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers for hav­ing charged a bat­tery at the head of my com­pa­ny, or tak­en a city, than for caus­ing two wretch­es to be hung.”

			“Is this quite true you tell me?”

			“And why should Your Majesty sus­pect me of dis­sim­u­la­tion, I ask?”

			“Be­cause I have known you well, Mon­sieur; you can­not re­pent of hav­ing drawn your sword for me.”

			“Well, in that Your Majesty is de­ceived, and great­ly; yes, I do re­pent of hav­ing drawn my sword on ac­count of the re­sults that ac­tion pro­duced; the poor men who were hung, sire, were nei­ther your en­e­mies nor mine; and they could not de­fend them­selves.”

			The king pre­served si­lence for a mo­ment. “And your com­pan­ion, M. d’Artag­nan, does he par­take of your re­pen­tance?”

			“My com­pan­ion?”

			“Yes, you were not alone, I have been told.”

			“Alone, where?”

			“At the Place de Grève.”

			“No, sire, no,” said d’Artag­nan, blush­ing at the idea that the king might have a sus­pi­cion that he, d’Artag­nan, had wished to en­gross to him­self all the glo­ry that be­longed to Raoul; “no, mor­dioux! and as Your Majesty says, I had a com­pan­ion, and a good com­pan­ion, too.”

			“A young man?”

			“Yes, sire; a young man. Oh! Your Majesty must ac­cept my com­pli­ments, you are as well-in­formed of things out of doors as things with­in. It is M. Col­bert who makes all these fine re­ports to the king.”

			“M. Col­bert has said noth­ing but good of you, M. d’Artag­nan, and he would have met with a bad re­cep­tion if he had come to tell me any­thing else.”

			“That is for­tu­nate!”

			“But he al­so said much good of that young man.”

			“And with jus­tice,” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“In short, it ap­pears that this young man is a fire-eater,” said Louis, in or­der to sharp­en the sen­ti­ment which he mis­took for en­vy.

			“A fire-eater! Yes, sire,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, de­light­ed on his part to di­rect the king’s at­ten­tion to Raoul.

			“Do you not know his name?”

			“Well, I think—”

			“You know him then?”

			“I have known him near­ly five-and-twen­ty years, sire.”

			“Why, he is scarce­ly twen­ty-five years old!” cried the king.

			“Well, sire! I have known him ev­er since he was born, that is all.”

			“Do you af­firm that?”

			“Sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “Your Majesty ques­tions me with a mis­trust in which I rec­og­nize an­oth­er char­ac­ter than your own. M. Col­bert, who has so well-in­formed you, has he not for­got­ten to tell you that this young man is the son of my most in­ti­mate friend?”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sire. The fa­ther of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne is M. le Comte de la Fère, who so pow­er­ful­ly as­sist­ed in the restora­tion of King Charles II. Bragelonne comes of a valiant race, sire.”

			“Then he is the son of that no­ble­man who came to me, or rather to M. Mazarin, on the part of King Charles II, to of­fer me his al­liance?”

			“Ex­act­ly, sire.”

			“And the Comte de la Fère is a great sol­dier, say you?”

			“Sire, he is a man who has drawn his sword more times for the king, your fa­ther, than there are, at present, months in the hap­py life of Your Majesty.”

			It was Louis XIV who now bit his lip.

			“That is well, M. d’Artag­nan, very well! And M. le Comte de la Fère is your friend, say you?”

			“For about forty years; yes, sire. Your Majesty may see that I do not speak to you of yes­ter­day.”

			“Should you be glad to see this young man, M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“De­light­ed, sire.”

			The king touched his bell, and an ush­er ap­peared. “Call M. de Bragelonne,” said the king.

			“Ah! ah! he is here?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“He is on guard to­day, at the Lou­vre, with the com­pa­ny of the gen­tle­men of Mon­sieur le Prince.”

			The king had scarce­ly ceased speak­ing, when Raoul pre­sent­ed him­self, and, on see­ing d’Artag­nan, smiled on him with that charm­ing smile which is on­ly found up­on the lips of youth.

			“Come, come,” said d’Artag­nan, fa­mil­iar­ly, to Raoul, “the king will al­low you to em­brace me; on­ly tell His Majesty you thank him.”

			Raoul bowed so grace­ful­ly, that Louis, to whom all su­pe­ri­or qual­i­ties were pleas­ing when they did not over­shad­ow his own, ad­mired his beau­ty, strength, and mod­esty.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, ad­dress­ing Raoul, “I have asked Mon­sieur le Prince to be kind enough to give you up to me; I have re­ceived his re­ply, and you be­long to me from this morn­ing. Mon­sieur le Prince was a good mas­ter, but I hope you will not lose by the ex­change.”

			“Yes, yes, Raoul, be sat­is­fied; the king has some good in him,” said d’Artag­nan, who had fath­omed the char­ac­ter of Louis, and who played with his self-love, with­in cer­tain lim­its; al­ways ob­serv­ing, be it un­der­stood, the pro­pri­eties, and flat­ter­ing, even when he ap­peared to be ban­ter­ing.

			“Sire,” said Bragelonne, with voice soft and mu­si­cal, and with the nat­u­ral and easy elo­cu­tion he in­her­it­ed from his fa­ther; “Sire, it is not from to­day that I be­long to Your Majesty.”

			“Oh! no, I know,” said the king, “you mean your en­ter­prise of the Grève. That day, you were tru­ly mine, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sire, it is not of that day I would speak; it would not be­come me to re­fer to so pal­try a ser­vice in the pres­ence of such a man as M. d’Artag­nan. I would speak of a cir­cum­stance which cre­at­ed an epoch in my life, and which con­se­crat­ed me, from the age of six­teen, to the de­vot­ed ser­vice of Your Majesty.”

			“Ah! ah!” said the king, “what was that cir­cum­stance? Tell me, Mon­sieur.”

			“This is it, sire.—When I was set­ting out on my first cam­paign, that is to say, to join the army of Mon­sieur le Prince, M. le Comte de la Fère came to con­duct me as far as Saint-De­nis, where the re­mains of King Louis XI­II wait, up­on the low­est steps of the fu­ner­al basilique, a suc­ces­sor, whom God will not send him, I hope, for many years. Then he made me swear up­on the ash­es of our mas­ters, to serve roy­al­ty, rep­re­sent­ed by you—in­car­nate in you, sire—to serve it in word, in thought, and in ac­tion. I swore, and God and the dead were wit­ness­es to my oath. Dur­ing ten years, sire, I have not so of­ten as I de­sired had oc­ca­sion to keep it. I am a sol­dier of Your Majesty, and noth­ing else; and, on call­ing me near­er to you, I do not change my mas­ter, I on­ly change my gar­ri­son.”

			Raoul was silent and bowed. Louis still lis­tened af­ter he had done speak­ing.

			“Mor­dioux!” cried d’Artag­nan, “that was well spo­ken! was it not, Your Majesty? A good race! a no­ble race!”

			“Yes,” mur­mured the ag­i­tat­ed king, with­out, how­ev­er dar­ing to man­i­fest his emo­tion, for it had no oth­er cause than con­tact with a na­ture in­trin­si­cal­ly no­ble. “Yes, Mon­sieur, you say tru­ly:—wher­ev­er you were, you were the king’s. But in chang­ing your gar­ri­son, be­lieve me you will find an ad­vance­ment of which you are wor­thy.”

			Raoul saw that this end­ed what the king had to say to him. And with the per­fect tact which char­ac­ter­ized his re­fined na­ture, he bowed and re­tired.

			“Is there any­thing else, Mon­sieur, of which you have to in­form me?” said the king, when he found him­self again alone with d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, sire, and I kept that news for the last, for it is sad, and will clothe Eu­ro­pean roy­al­ty in mourn­ing.”

			“What do you tell me?”

			“Sire, in pass­ing through Blois, a word, a sad word, echoed from the palace, struck my ear.”

			“In truth, you ter­ri­fy me, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“Sire, this word was pro­nounced to me by a piqueur, who wore crape on his arm.”

			“My un­cle, Gas­ton of Or­léans, per­haps.”

			“Sire, he has ren­dered his last sigh.”

			“And I was not warned of it!” cried the king, whose roy­al sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ty saw an in­sult in the ab­sence of this in­tel­li­gence.

			“Oh! do not be an­gry, sire,” said d’Artag­nan; “nei­ther the couri­ers of Paris, nor the couri­ers of the whole world, can trav­el with your ser­vant; the couri­er from Blois will not be here these two hours, and he rides well, I as­sure you, see­ing that I on­ly passed him on the thith­er side of Or­léans.”

			“My un­cle Gas­ton,” mur­mured Louis, press­ing his hand to his brow, and com­pris­ing in those three words all that his mem­o­ry re­called of that sym­bol of op­pos­ing sen­ti­ments.

			“Eh! yes, sire, it is thus,” said d’Artag­nan, philo­soph­i­cal­ly re­ply­ing to the roy­al thought, “it is thus the past flies away.”

			“That is true, Mon­sieur, that is true; but there re­mains for us, thank God! the fu­ture; and we will try to make it not too dark.”

			“I feel con­fi­dence in Your Majesty on that head,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing, “and now—”

			“You are right, Mon­sieur; I had for­got­ten the hun­dred leagues you have just rid­den. Go, Mon­sieur, take care of one of the best of sol­diers, and when you have re­posed a lit­tle, come and place your­self at my dis­pos­al.”

			“Sire, ab­sent or present, I am al­ways yours.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed and re­tired. Then, as if he had on­ly come from Fontainebleau, he quick­ly tra­versed the Lou­vre to re­join Bragelonne.
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				A Lover and His Mis­tress

			
			Whilst the wax-lights were burn­ing in the cas­tle of Blois, around the inan­i­mate body of Gas­ton of Or­léans, that last rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the past; whilst the bour­geois of the city were think­ing out his epi­taph, which was far from be­ing a pan­e­gyric; whilst Madame the dowa­ger, no longer re­mem­ber­ing that in her young days she had loved that sense­less corpse to such a de­gree as to fly the pa­ter­nal palace for his sake, was mak­ing, with­in twen­ty paces of the fu­ner­al apart­ment, her lit­tle cal­cu­la­tions of in­ter­est and her lit­tle sac­ri­fices of pride; oth­er in­ter­ests and oth­er prides were in ag­i­ta­tion in all the parts of the cas­tle in­to which a liv­ing soul could pen­e­trate. Nei­ther the lugubri­ous sounds of the bells, nor the voic­es of the chanters, nor the splen­dor of the wax-lights through the win­dows, nor the prepa­ra­tions for the fu­ner­al, had pow­er to di­vert the at­ten­tion of two per­sons, placed at a win­dow of the in­te­ri­or court—a win­dow that we are ac­quaint­ed with, and which light­ed a cham­ber form­ing part of what were called the lit­tle apart­ments. For the rest, a joy­ous beam of the sun, for the sun ap­peared to care lit­tle for the loss France had just suf­fered; a sun­beam, we say, de­scend­ed up­on them, draw­ing per­fumes from the neigh­bor­ing flow­ers, and an­i­mat­ing the walls them­selves. These two per­sons, so oc­cu­pied, not by the death of the duke, but by the con­ver­sa­tion which was the con­se­quence of that death, were a young wom­an and a young man. The lat­ter per­son­age, a man of from twen­ty-five to twen­ty-six years of age, with a mien some­times live­ly and some­times dull, mak­ing good use of two large eyes, shad­ed with long eye­lash­es, was short of stature and swart of skin; he smiled with an enor­mous, but well-fur­nished mouth, and his point­ed chin, which ap­peared to en­joy a mo­bil­i­ty na­ture does not or­di­nar­i­ly grant to that por­tion of the coun­te­nance, leant from time to time very lov­ing­ly to­wards his in­ter­locutrix, who, we must say, did not al­ways draw back so rapid­ly as strict pro­pri­ety had a right to re­quire. The young girl—we know her, for we have al­ready seen her, at that very same win­dow, by the light of that same sun—the young girl pre­sent­ed a sin­gu­lar mix­ture of shy­ness and re­flec­tion; she was charm­ing when she laughed, beau­ti­ful when she be­came se­ri­ous; but, let us has­ten to say, she was more fre­quent­ly charm­ing than beau­ti­ful. These two ap­peared to have at­tained the cul­mi­nat­ing point of a dis­cus­sion—half-ban­ter­ing, half-se­ri­ous.

			“Now, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne,” said the young girl, “does it, at length, please you that we should talk rea­son­ably?”

			“You be­lieve that that is very easy, Made­moi­selle Au­re,” replied the young man. “To do what we like, when we can on­ly do what we are able—”

			“Good! there he is be­wil­dered in his phras­es.”

			“Who, I?”

			“Yes, you; quit that lawyer’s log­ic, my dear.”

			“An­oth­er im­pos­si­bil­i­ty. Clerk I am, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.”

			“Demoi­selle I am, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne.”

			“Alas, I know it well, and you over­whelm me by your rank; so I will say no more to you.”

			“Well, no, I don’t over­whelm you; say what you have to tell me—say it, I in­sist up­on it.”

			“Well, I obey you.”

			“That is tru­ly for­tu­nate.”

			“Mon­sieur is dead.”

			“Ah, peste! there’s news! And where do you come from, to be able to tell us that?”

			“I come from Or­léans, Made­moi­selle.”

			“And is that all the news you bring?”

			“Ah, no; I am come to tell you that Madame Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land is com­ing to mar­ry the king’s broth­er.”

			“In­deed, Mal­icorne, you are in­sup­port­able with your news of the last cen­tu­ry. Now, mind, if you per­sist in this bad habit of laugh­ing at peo­ple, I will have you turned out.”

			“Oh!”

			“Yes, for re­al­ly you ex­as­per­ate me.”

			“There, there. Pa­tience, Made­moi­selle.”

			“You want to make your­self of con­se­quence; I know well enough why. Go!”

			“Tell me, and I will an­swer you frankly, yes, if the thing be true.”

			“You know that I am anx­ious to have that com­mis­sion of la­dy of hon­or, which I have been fool­ish enough to ask of you, and you do not use your cred­it.”

			“Who, I?” Mal­icorne cast down his eyes, joined his hands, and as­sumed his sullen air. “And what cred­it can the poor clerk of a pro­cur­er have, pray?”

			“Your fa­ther has not twen­ty thou­sand livres a year for noth­ing, M. Mal­icorne.”

			“A pro­vin­cial for­tune, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.”

			“Your fa­ther is not in the se­crets of Mon­sieur le Prince for noth­ing.”

			“An ad­van­tage which is con­fined to lend­ing Mon­seigneur mon­ey.”

			“In a word, you are not the most cun­ning young fel­low in the prov­ince for noth­ing.”

			“You flat­ter me!”

			“Who, I?”

			“Yes, you.”

			“How so?”

			“Since I main­tain that I have no cred­it, and you main­tain I have.”

			“Well, then—my com­mis­sion?”

			“Well—your com­mis­sion?”

			“Shall I have it, or shall I not?”

			“You shall have it.”

			“Ay, but when?”

			“When you like.”

			“Where is it, then?”

			“In my pock­et.”

			“How—in your pock­et?”

			“Yes.”

			And, with a smile, Mal­icorne drew from his pock­et a let­ter, up­on which Made­moi­selle seized as a prey, and which she read ea­ger­ly. As she read, her face bright­ened.

			“Mal­icorne,” cried she af­ter hav­ing read it, “In truth, you are a good lad.”

			“What for, Made­moi­selle?”

			“Be­cause you might have been paid for this com­mis­sion, and you have not.” And she burst in­to a loud laugh, think­ing to put the clerk out of coun­te­nance; but Mal­icorne sus­tained the at­tack brave­ly.

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” said he. It was now Mon­ta­lais who was dis­con­cert­ed in her turn. “I have de­clared my sen­ti­ments to you,” con­tin­ued Mal­icorne. “You have told me three times, laugh­ing all the while, that you did not love me; you have em­braced me once with­out laugh­ing, and that is all I want.”

			“All?” said the proud and co­quet­tish Mon­ta­lais, in a tone through which the wound­ed pride was vis­i­ble.

			“Ab­so­lute­ly all, Made­moi­selle,” replied Mal­icorne.

			“Ah!”—And this mono­syl­la­ble in­di­cat­ed as much anger as the young man might have ex­pect­ed grat­i­tude. He shook his head qui­et­ly.

			“Lis­ten, Mon­ta­lais,” said he, with­out heed­ing whether that fa­mil­iar­i­ty pleased his mis­tress or not; “let us not dis­pute about it.”

			“And why not?”

			“Be­cause dur­ing the year which I have known you, you might have had me turned out of doors twen­ty times if I did not please you.”

			“In­deed; and on what ac­count should I have had you turned out?”

			“Be­cause I had been suf­fi­cient­ly im­per­ti­nent for that.”

			“Oh, that—yes, that’s true.”

			“You see plain­ly that you are forced to avow it,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Mon­sieur Mal­icorne!”

			“Don’t let us be an­gry; if you have re­tained me, then it has not been with­out cause.”

			“It is not, at least, be­cause I love you,” cried Mon­ta­lais.

			“Grant­ed. I will even say, at this mo­ment, I am cer­tain that you hate me.”

			“Oh, you have nev­er spo­ken so tru­ly.”

			“Well, on my part, I de­test you.”

			“Ah! I take the act.”

			“Take it. You find me bru­tal and fool­ish; on my part I find you have a harsh voice, and your face is too of­ten dis­tort­ed with anger. At this mo­ment you would al­low your­self to be thrown out of that win­dow rather than al­low me to kiss the tip of your fin­ger; I would pre­cip­i­tate my­self from the top of the bal­cony rather than touch the hem of your robe. But, in five min­utes, you will love me, and I shall adore you. Oh, it is just so.”

			“I doubt it.”

			“And I swear it.”

			“Cox­comb!”

			“And then, that is not the true rea­son. You stand in need of me, Au­re, and I of you. When it pleas­es you to be gay, I make you laugh; when it suits me to be lov­ing, I look at you. I have giv­en you a com­mis­sion of la­dy of hon­or which you wished for; you will give me, present­ly, some­thing I wish for.”

			“I will?”

			“Yes, you will; but, at this mo­ment, my dear Au­re, I de­clare to you that I wish for ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, so be at ease.”

			“You are a fright­ful man, Mal­icorne; I was go­ing to re­joice at get­ting this com­mis­sion, and thus you quench my joy.”

			“Good; there is no time lost—you will re­joice when I am gone.”

			“Go, then; and af­ter—”

			“So be it; but in the first place, a piece of ad­vice.”

			“What is it?”

			“Re­sume your good-hu­mor—you are ug­ly when you pout.”

			“Coarse!”

			“Come, let us tell the truth to each oth­er, while we are about it.”

			“Oh, Mal­icorne! Bad-heart­ed man!”

			“Oh, Mon­ta­lais! Un­grate­ful girl!”

			The young man leant with his el­bow up­on the win­dow-frame; Mon­ta­lais took a book and opened it. Mal­icorne stood up, brushed his hat with his sleeve, smoothed down his black dou­blet;—Mon­ta­lais, though pre­tend­ing to read, looked at him out of the cor­ner of her eye.

			“Good!” cried she, fu­ri­ous; “he has as­sumed his re­spect­ful air—and he will pout for a week.”

			“A fort­night, Made­moi­selle,” said Mal­icorne, bow­ing.

			Mon­ta­lais lift­ed up her lit­tle dou­bled fist. “Mon­ster!” said she; “oh! that I were a man!”

			“What would you do to me?”

			“I would stran­gle you.”

			“Ah! very well, then,” said Mal­icorne; “I be­lieve I be­gin to de­sire some­thing.”

			“And what do you de­sire, Mon­sieur De­mon? That I should lose my soul from anger?”

			Mal­icorne was rolling his hat re­spect­ful­ly be­tween his fin­gers; but, all at once, he let fall his hat, seized the young girl by the shoul­ders, pulled her to­wards him, and sealed her mouth with two lips that were very warm, for a man pre­tend­ing to so much in­dif­fer­ence. Au­re would have cried out, but the cry was sti­fled in his kiss. Ner­vous and, ap­par­ent­ly, an­gry, the young girl pushed Mal­icorne against the wall.

			“Good!” said Mal­icorne, philo­soph­i­cal­ly, “that’s enough for six weeks. Adieu, Made­moi­selle, ac­cept my very hum­ble salu­ta­tion.” And he made three steps to­wards the door.

			“Well! no—you shall not go!” cried Mon­ta­lais, stamp­ing with her lit­tle foot. “Stay where you are! I or­der you!”

			“You or­der me?”

			“Yes; am I not mis­tress?”

			“Of my heart and soul, with­out doubt.”

			“A pret­ty prop­er­ty! ma foi! The soul is sil­ly and the heart dry.”

			“Be­ware, Mon­ta­lais, I know you,” said Mal­icorne; “you are go­ing to fall in love with your hum­ble ser­vant.”

			“Well, yes!” said she, hang­ing round his neck with child­ish in­do­lence, rather than with lov­ing aban­don­ment. “Well, yes! for I must thank you at least.”

			“And for what?”

			“For the com­mis­sion; is it not my whole fu­ture?”

			“And mine.”

			Mon­ta­lais looked at him.

			“It is fright­ful,” said she, “that one can nev­er guess whether you are speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly or not.”

			“I can­not speak more se­ri­ous­ly. I was go­ing to Paris—you are go­ing there—we are go­ing there.”

			“And so it was for that mo­tive on­ly you have served me; self­ish fel­low!”

			“What would you have me say, Au­re? I can­not live with­out you.”

			“Well! in truth, it is just so with me; you are, nev­er­the­less, it must be con­fessed, a very bad-heart­ed young man.”

			“Au­re, my dear Au­re, take care! if you take to call­ing me names again, you know the ef­fect they pro­duce up­on me, and I shall adore you.” And so say­ing, Mal­icorne drew the young girl a sec­ond time to­wards him. But at that in­stant a step re­sound­ed on the stair­case. The young peo­ple were so close, that they would have been sur­prised in the arms of each oth­er, if Mon­ta­lais had not vi­o­lent­ly pushed Mal­icorne, with his back against the door, just then open­ing. A loud cry, fol­lowed by an­gry re­proach­es, im­me­di­ate­ly re­sound­ed. It was Madame de Saint-Re­my who ut­tered the cry and the an­gry words. The un­lucky Mal­icorne al­most crushed her be­tween the wall and the door she was com­ing in at.

			“It is again that good-for-noth­ing!” cried the old la­dy. “Al­ways here!”

			“Ah, Madame!” replied Mal­icorne, in a re­spect­ful tone; “it is eight long days since I was here.”
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				In Which We at Length See the True Hero­ine of This His­to­ry Ap­pear

			
			Be­hind Madame de Saint-Re­my stood Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. She heard the ex­plo­sion of ma­ter­nal anger, and as she di­vined the cause of it, she en­tered the cham­ber trem­bling, and per­ceived the un­lucky Mal­icorne, whose woe­ful coun­te­nance might have soft­ened or set laugh­ing who­ev­er ob­served it cool­ly. He had prompt­ly en­trenched him­self be­hind a large chair, as if to avoid the first at­tacks of Madame de Saint-Re­my; he had no hopes of pre­vail­ing with words, for she spoke loud­er than he, and with­out stop­ping; but he reck­oned up­on the elo­quence of his ges­tures. The old la­dy would nei­ther lis­ten to nor see any­thing; Mal­icorne had long been one of her an­tipathies. But her anger was too great not to over­flow from Mal­icorne on his ac­com­plice. Mon­ta­lais had her turn.

			“And you, Made­moi­selle; you may be cer­tain I shall in­form Madame of what is go­ing on in the apart­ment of one of her ladies of hon­or?”

			“Oh, dear moth­er!” cried Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, “for mer­cy’s sake, spare—”

			“Hold your tongue, Made­moi­selle, and do not use­less­ly trou­ble your­self to in­ter­cede for un­wor­thy peo­ple; that a young maid of hon­or like you should be sub­ject­ed to a bad ex­am­ple is, certes, a mis­for­tune great enough; but that you should sanc­tion it by your in­dul­gence is what I will not al­low.”

			“But in truth,” said Mon­ta­lais, re­belling again, “I do not know un­der what pre­tense you treat me thus. I am do­ing no harm, I sup­pose?”

			“And that great good-for-noth­ing, Made­moi­selle,” re­sumed Madame de Saint-Re­my, point­ing to Mal­icorne, “is he here to do any good, I ask you?”

			“He is nei­ther here for good nor harm, Madame; he comes to see me, that is all.”

			“It is all very well! all very well!” said the old la­dy. “Her Roy­al High­ness shall be in­formed of it, and she will judge.”

			“At all events, I do not see why,” replied Mon­ta­lais, “it should be for­bid­den M. Mal­icorne to have in­ten­tions to­wards me, if his in­ten­tions are hon­or­able.”

			“Hon­or­able in­ten­tions with such a face!” cried Madame de Saint-Re­my.

			“I thank you in the name of my face, Madame,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Come, my daugh­ter, come,” con­tin­ued Madame de Saint-Re­my; “we will go and in­form Madame that at the very mo­ment she is weep­ing for her hus­band, at the mo­ment when we are all weep­ing for a mas­ter in this old cas­tle of Blois, the abode of grief, there are peo­ple who amuse them­selves with flir­ta­tions!”

			“Oh!” cried both the ac­cused, with one voice.

			“A maid of hon­or! a maid of hon­or!” cried the old la­dy, lift­ing her hands to­wards heav­en.

			“Well! it is there you are mis­tak­en, Madame,” said Mon­ta­lais, high­ly ex­as­per­at­ed; “I am no longer a maid of hon­or, of Madame’s at least.”

			“Have you giv­en in your res­ig­na­tion, Made­moi­selle? That is well! I can­not but ap­plaud such a de­ter­mi­na­tion, and I do ap­plaud it.”

			“I do not give in my res­ig­na­tion, Madame; I take an­oth­er ser­vice—that is all.”

			“In the bour­geoisie or in the robe?” asked Madame de Saint-Re­my, dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“Please to learn, Madame, that I am not a girl to serve ei­ther bour­geois­es or robines; and that in­stead of the mis­er­able court at which you veg­e­tate, I am go­ing to re­side in a court al­most roy­al.”

			“Ha, ha! a roy­al court,” said Madame de Saint-Re­my, forc­ing a laugh; “a roy­al court! What do you think of that, my daugh­ter?”

			And she turned to­wards Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, whom she would by main force have dragged away from Mon­ta­lais, and who in­stead of obey­ing the im­pulse of Madame de Saint-Re­my, looked first at her moth­er and then at Mon­ta­lais with her beau­ti­ful con­cil­ia­to­ry eyes.

			“I did not say a roy­al court, Madame,” replied Mon­ta­lais; “be­cause Madame Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land, who is about to be­come the wife of His Roy­al High­ness Mon­sieur, is not a queen. I said al­most roy­al, and I spoke cor­rect­ly, since she will be sis­ter-in-law to the king.”

			A thun­der­bolt fall­ing up­on the cas­tle of Blois would not have as­ton­ished Madame de Saint-Re­my more than the last sen­tence of Mon­ta­lais.

			“What do you say? of Son Altesse Royale Madame Hen­ri­et­ta?” stam­mered out the old la­dy.

			“I say I am go­ing to be­long to her house­hold, as maid of hon­or; that is what I say.”

			“As maid of hon­or!” cried, at the same time, Madame de Saint-Re­my with de­spair, and Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière with de­light.

			“Yes, Madame, as maid of hon­or.”

			The old la­dy’s head sank down as if the blow had been too se­vere for her. But, al­most im­me­di­ate­ly re­cov­er­ing her­self, she launched a last pro­jec­tile at her ad­ver­sary.

			“Oh! oh!” said she; “I have heard of many of these sorts of prom­ises be­fore­hand, which of­ten lead peo­ple to flat­ter them­selves with wild hopes, and at the last mo­ment, when the time comes to keep the prom­ises, and have the hopes re­al­ized, they are sur­prised to see the great cred­it up­on which they reck­oned van­ish like smoke.”

			“Oh! Madame, the cred­it of my pro­tec­tor is in­con­testable and his prom­ises are as good as deeds.”

			“And would it be in­dis­creet to ask you the name of this pow­er­ful pro­tec­tor?”

			“Oh! mon Dieu! no! it is that gen­tle­man there,” said Mon­ta­lais, point­ing to Mal­icorne, who, dur­ing this scene, had pre­served the most im­per­turbable cool­ness, and the most com­ic dig­ni­ty.

			“Mon­sieur!” cried Madame de Saint-Re­my, with an ex­plo­sion of hi­lar­i­ty, “Mon­sieur is your pro­tec­tor! Is the man whose cred­it is so pow­er­ful, and whose prom­ises are as good as deeds, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne!”

			Mal­icorne bowed.

			As to Mon­ta­lais, as her sole re­ply, she drew the brevet from her pock­et, and showed it to the old la­dy.

			“Here is the brevet,” said she.

			At once all was over. As soon as she had cast a rapid glance over this for­tu­nate brevet, the good la­dy clasped her hands, an un­speak­able ex­pres­sion of en­vy and de­spair con­tract­ed her coun­te­nance, and she was obliged to sit down to avoid faint­ing. Mon­ta­lais was not ma­li­cious enough to re­joice ex­trav­a­gant­ly at her vic­to­ry, or to over­whelm the con­quered en­e­my, par­tic­u­lar­ly when that en­e­my was the moth­er of her friend; she used then, but did not abuse her tri­umph. Mal­icorne was less gen­er­ous; he as­sumed no­ble pos­es in his fau­teuil and stretched him­self out with a fa­mil­iar­i­ty which, two hours ear­li­er, would have drawn up­on him threats of a can­ing.

			“Maid of hon­or to the young madame!” re­peat­ed Madame de Saint-Re­my, still but half con­vinced.

			“Yes, Madame, and through the pro­tec­tion of M. Mal­icorne, more­over.”

			“It is in­cred­i­ble!” re­peat­ed the old la­dy: “is it not in­cred­i­ble, Louise?” But Louise did not re­ply; she was sit­ting, thought­ful­ly, al­most sad; pass­ing one had over her beau­ti­ful brow, she sighed heav­i­ly.

			“Well, but, Mon­sieur,” said Madame de Saint-Re­my, all at once, “how did you man­age to ob­tain this post?”

			“I asked for it, Madame.”

			“Of whom?”

			“One of my friends.”

			“And you have friends suf­fi­cient­ly pow­er­ful at court to give you such proofs of their cred­it?”

			“It ap­pears so.”

			“And may one ask the name of these friends?”

			“I did not say I had many friends, Madame, I said I had one friend.”

			“And that friend is called?”

			“Peste! madame, you go too far! When one has a friend as pow­er­ful as mine, we do not pub­lish his name in that fash­ion, in open day, in or­der that he may be stolen from us.”

			“You are right, Mon­sieur, to be silent as to that name; for I think it would be pret­ty dif­fi­cult for you to tell it.”

			“At all events,” said Mon­ta­lais, “if the friend does not ex­ist, the brevet does, and that cuts short the ques­tion.”

			“Then, I con­ceive,” said Madame de Saint-Re­my, with the gra­cious smile of the cat who is go­ing to scratch, “when I found Mon­sieur here just now—”

			“Well?”

			“He brought you the brevet.”

			“Ex­act­ly, Madame; you have guessed right­ly.”

			“Well, then, noth­ing can be more moral or prop­er.”

			“I think so, Madame.”

			“And I have been wrong, as it ap­pears, in re­proach­ing you, Made­moi­selle.”

			“Very wrong, Madame; but I am so ac­cus­tomed to your re­proach­es, that I par­don you these.”

			“In that case, let us be­gone, Louise; we have noth­ing to do but to re­tire. Well!”

			“Madame!” said La Val­lière start­ing, “did you speak?”

			“You do not ap­pear to be lis­ten­ing, my child.”

			“No, Madame, I was think­ing.”

			“About what?”

			“A thou­sand things.”

			“You bear me no ill-will, at least, Louise?” cried Mon­ta­lais, press­ing her hand.

			“And why should I, my dear Au­re?” replied the girl in a voice soft as a flute.

			“Dame!” re­sumed Madame de Saint-Re­my; “if she did bear you a lit­tle ill-will, poor girl, she could not be much blamed.”

			“And why should she bear me ill-will, good gra­cious?”

			“It ap­pears to me that she is of as good a fam­i­ly, and as pret­ty as you.”

			“Moth­er! moth­er!” cried Louise.

			“Pret­ti­er a hun­dred times, Madame—not of a bet­ter fam­i­ly; but that does not tell me why Louise should bear me ill-will.”

			“Do you think it will be very amus­ing for her to be buried alive at Blois, when you are go­ing to shine at Paris?”

			“But, Madame, it is not I who pre­vent Louise fol­low­ing me thith­er; on the con­trary, I should cer­tain­ly be most hap­py if she came there.”

			“But it ap­pears that M. Mal­icorne, who is all-pow­er­ful at court—”

			“Ah! so much the worse, Madame,” said Mal­icorne, “ev­ery­one for him­self in this poor world.”

			“Mal­icorne! Mal­icorne!” said Mon­ta­lais. Then stoop­ing to­wards the young man:—

			“Oc­cu­py Madame de Saint-Re­my, ei­ther in dis­put­ing with her, or mak­ing it up with her; I must speak to Louise.” And, at the same time, a soft pres­sure of the hand rec­om­pensed Mal­icorne for his fu­ture obe­di­ence. Mal­icorne went grum­bling to­wards Madame de Saint-Re­my, whilst Mon­ta­lais said to her friend, throw­ing one arm around her neck:—

			“What is the mat­ter? Tell me. Is it true that you would not love me if I were to shine, as your moth­er says?”

			“Oh, no!” said the young girl, with dif­fi­cul­ty re­strain­ing her tears; “on the con­trary, I re­joice at your good for­tune.”

			“Re­joice! why, one would say you are ready to cry!”

			“Do peo­ple nev­er weep ex­cept from en­vy?”

			“Oh! yes, I un­der­stand; I am go­ing to Paris and that word Paris re­calls to your mind a cer­tain cav­a­lier—”

			“Au­re!”

			“A cer­tain cav­a­lier who for­mer­ly lived near Blois, and who now re­sides at Paris.”

			“In truth, I know not what ails me, but I feel sti­fled.”

			“Weep, then, weep, as you can­not give me a smile!”

			Louise raised her sweet face, which the tears, rolling down one af­ter the oth­er, il­lu­mined like di­a­monds.

			“Come, con­fess,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“What shall I con­fess?”

			“What makes you weep; peo­ple don’t weep with­out cause. I am your friend; what­ev­er you would wish me to do, I will do. Mal­icorne is more pow­er­ful than you would think. Do you wish to go to Paris?”

			“Alas!” sighed Louise.

			“Do you wish to come to Paris?”

			“To re­main here alone, in this old cas­tle, I who have en­joyed the de­light­ful habit of lis­ten­ing to your songs, of press­ing your hand, of run­ning about the park with you. Oh! how I shall be en­nuyé! how quick­ly I shall die!”

			“Do you wish to come to Paris?”

			Louise breathed an­oth­er sigh.

			“You do not an­swer me.”

			“What would you that I should re­ply?”

			“Yes or no; that is not very dif­fi­cult, I think.”

			“Oh! you are very for­tu­nate, Mon­ta­lais!”

			“That is to say you would like to be in my place.”

			Louise was silent.

			“Lit­tle ob­sti­nate thing!” said Mon­ta­lais; “did ev­er any­one keep her se­crets from her friend thus? But, con­fess that you would like to come to Paris; con­fess that you are dy­ing with the wish to see Raoul again.”

			“I can­not con­fess that.”

			“Then you are wrong.”

			“In what way?”

			“Be­cause—do you see this brevet?”

			“To be sure I do.”

			“Well, I would have got you a sim­i­lar one.”

			“By whose means?”

			“Mal­icorne’s.”

			“Au­re, are you telling the truth? Is that pos­si­ble?”

			“Mal­icorne is there; and what he has done for me, he sure­ly can do for you.”

			Mal­icorne had heard his name pro­nounced twice; he was de­light­ed at hav­ing an op­por­tu­ni­ty of com­ing to a con­clu­sion with Madame de Saint-Re­my, and he turned round:—

			“What is the ques­tion, Made­moi­selle?”

			“Come hith­er, Mal­icorne,” said Mon­ta­lais, with an im­pe­ri­ous ges­ture. Mal­icorne obeyed.

			“A brevet like this,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“How so?”

			“A brevet like this; that is plain enough.”

			“But—”

			“I want one—I must have one!”

			“Oh! oh! you must have one!”

			“Yes.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble, is it not, M. Mal­icorne?” said Louise, with her sweet, soft voice.

			“If it is for you, Made­moi­selle—”

			“For me. Yes, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, it would be for me.”

			“And if Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais asks it at the same time—”

			“Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais does not ask it, she re­quires it.”

			“Well! we will en­deav­or to obey you, Made­moi­selle.”

			“And you will have her named?”

			“We will try.”

			“No eva­sive an­swers, Louise de La Val­lière shall be maid of hon­or to Madame Hen­ri­et­ta with­in a week.”

			“How you talk!”

			“With­in a week, or else—”

			“Well! or else?”

			“You may take back your brevet, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne; I will not leave my friend.”

			“Dear Mon­ta­lais!”

			“That is right. Keep your brevet; Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière shall be a maid of hon­or.”

			“Is that true?”

			“Quite true.”

			“I may then hope to go to Paris?”

			“De­pend on it.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, what joy!” cried Louise, clap­ping her hands, and bound­ing with plea­sure.

			“Lit­tle dis­sem­bler!” said Mon­ta­lais, “try again to make me be­lieve you are not in love with Raoul.”

			Louise blushed like a rose in June, but in­stead of re­ply­ing, she ran and em­braced her moth­er. “Madame,” said she, “do you know that M. Mal­icorne is go­ing to have me ap­point­ed maid of hon­or?”

			“M. Mal­icorne is a prince in dis­guise,” replied the old la­dy, “he is all-pow­er­ful, seem­ing­ly.”

			“Should you al­so like to be a maid of hon­or?” asked Mal­icorne of Madame de Saint-Re­my. “Whilst I am about it, I might as well get ev­ery­body ap­point­ed.”

			And up­on that he went away, leav­ing the poor la­dy quite dis­con­cert­ed.

			“Humph!” mur­mured Mal­icorne as he de­scend­ed the stairs—“Humph! there goes an­oth­er note of a thou­sand livres! but I must get through as well as I can; my friend Mani­camp does noth­ing for noth­ing.”
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				Mal­icorne and Mani­camp

			
			The in­tro­duc­tion of these two new per­son­ages in­to this his­to­ry and that mys­te­ri­ous affin­i­ty of names and sen­ti­ments, mer­it some at­ten­tion on the part of both his­to­ri­an and read­er. We will then en­ter in­to some de­tails con­cern­ing Messieurs Mal­icorne and Mani­camp. Mal­icorne, we know, had made the jour­ney to Or­léans in search of the brevet des­tined for Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, the ar­rival of which had pro­duced such a strong feel­ing at the cas­tle of Blois. At that mo­ment, M. de Mani­camp was at Or­léans. A sin­gu­lar per­son was this M. de Mani­camp; a very in­tel­li­gent young fel­low, al­ways poor, al­ways needy, al­though he dipped his hand freely in­to the purse of M. le Comte de Guiche, one of the best fur­nished purs­es of the pe­ri­od. M. le Comte de Guiche had had, as the com­pan­ion of his boy­hood, this de Mani­camp, a poor gen­tle­man, vas­sal-born, of the house of Gra­mont. M. de Mani­camp, with his tact and tal­ent, had cre­at­ed him­self a rev­enue in the op­u­lent fam­i­ly of the cel­e­brat­ed maréchal. From his in­fan­cy he had, with cal­cu­la­tion be­yond his age, lent his mane and com­plai­sance to the fol­lies of the Comte de Guiche. If his no­ble com­pan­ion had stolen some fruit des­tined for Madame la Maréchale, if he had bro­ken a mir­ror, or put out a dog’s eye, Mani­camp de­clared him­self guilty of the crime com­mit­ted, and re­ceived the pun­ish­ment, which was not made the milder for fall­ing on the in­no­cent. But this was the way this sys­tem of ab­ne­ga­tion was paid for: in­stead of wear­ing such mean ha­bil­i­ments as his pa­ter­nal for­tunes en­ti­tled him to, he was able to ap­pear bril­liant, su­perb, like a young no­ble of fifty thou­sand livres a year. It was not that he was mean in char­ac­ter or hum­ble in spir­it; no, he was a philoso­pher, or rather he had the in­dif­fer­ence, the ap­a­thy, the ob­sti­na­cy which ban­ish from man ev­ery sen­ti­ment of the su­per­nat­u­ral. His sole am­bi­tion was to spend mon­ey. But, in this re­spect, the wor­thy M. de Mani­camp was a gulf. Three or four times ev­ery year he drained the Comte de Guiche, and when the Comte de Guiche was thor­ough­ly drained, when he had turned out his pock­ets and his purse be­fore him, when he de­clared that it would be at least a fort­night be­fore pa­ter­nal mu­nif­i­cence would re­fill those pock­ets and that purse, Mani­camp lost all his en­er­gy, he went to bed, re­mained there, ate noth­ing and sold his hand­some clothes, un­der the pre­tense that, re­main­ing in bed, he did not want them. Dur­ing this pros­tra­tion of mind and strength, the purse of the Comte de Guiche was get­ting full again, and when once filled, over­flowed in­to that of de Mani­camp, who bought new clothes, dressed him­self again, and recom­menced the same life he had fol­lowed be­fore. The ma­nia of sell­ing his new clothes for a quar­ter of what they were worth, had ren­dered our hero suf­fi­cient­ly cel­e­brat­ed in Or­léans, a city where, in gen­er­al, we should be puz­zled to say why he came to pass his days of pen­i­tence. Pro­vin­cial débauchés, pe­tits-maîtres of six hun­dred livres a year, shared the frag­ments of his op­u­lence.

			Among the ad­mir­ers of these splen­did toi­lettes, our friend Mal­icorne was con­spic­u­ous; he was the son of a syn­dic of the city, of whom M. de Condé, al­ways needy as a de Condé, of­ten bor­rowed mon­ey at enor­mous in­ter­est. M. Mal­icorne kept the pa­ter­nal mon­ey-chest; that is to say, that in those times of easy morals, he had made for him­self, by fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of his fa­ther, and lend­ing at high in­ter­est for short terms, a rev­enue of eigh­teen hun­dred livres, with­out reck­on­ing six hun­dred livres fur­nished by the gen­eros­i­ty of the syn­dic; so that Mal­icorne was the king of the gay youth of Or­léans, hav­ing two thou­sand four hun­dred livres to scat­ter, squan­der, and waste on fol­lies of ev­ery kind. But, quite con­trary to Mani­camp, Mal­icorne was ter­ri­bly am­bi­tious. He loved from am­bi­tion; he spent mon­ey out of am­bi­tion; and he would have ru­ined him­self for am­bi­tion. Mal­icorne had de­ter­mined to rise, at what­ev­er price it might cost, and for this, what­ev­er price it did cost, he had giv­en him­self a mis­tress and a friend. The mis­tress, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, was cru­el, as re­gard­ed love; but she was of a no­ble fam­i­ly, and that was suf­fi­cient for Mal­icorne. The friend had lit­tle or no friend­ship, but he was the fa­vorite of the Comte de Guiche, him­self the friend of Mon­sieur, the king’s broth­er; and that was suf­fi­cient for Mal­icorne. On­ly, in the chap­ter of charges, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais cost per an­num:—rib­bons, gloves, and sweets, a thou­sand livres. De Mani­camp cost—mon­ey lent, nev­er re­turned—from twelve to fif­teen hun­dred livres per an­num. So that there was noth­ing left for Mal­icorne. Ah! yes, we are mis­tak­en; there was left the pa­ter­nal strong box. He em­ployed a mode of pro­ceed­ing, up­on which he pre­served the most pro­found se­cre­cy, and which con­sist­ed in ad­vanc­ing to him­self, from the cof­fers of the syn­dic, half a dozen year’s prof­its, that is to say, fif­teen thou­sand livres, swear­ing to him­self—ob­serve, quite to him­self—to re­pay this de­fi­cien­cy as soon as an op­por­tu­ni­ty should present it­self. The op­por­tu­ni­ty was ex­pect­ed to be the con­ces­sion of a good post in the house­hold of Mon­sieur, when that house­hold would be es­tab­lished at the pe­ri­od of his mar­riage. This junc­ture had ar­rived, and the house­hold was about to be es­tab­lished. A good post in the fam­i­ly of a prince of the blood, when it is giv­en by the cred­it, and on the rec­om­men­da­tion of a friend, like the Comte de Guiche, is worth at least twelve thou­sand livres per an­num; and by the means which M. Mal­icorne had tak­en to make his rev­enues fruc­ti­fy, twelve thou­sand livres might rise to twen­ty thou­sand. Then, when once an in­cum­bent of this post, he would mar­ry Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais. Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, of a half no­ble fam­i­ly, not on­ly would be dow­ered, but would en­no­ble Mal­icorne. But, in or­der that Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, who had not a large pat­ri­mo­ni­al for­tune, al­though an on­ly daugh­ter, should be suit­ably dow­ered, it was nec­es­sary that she should be­long to some great princess, as prodi­gal as the dowa­ger Madame was cov­etous. And in or­der that the wife should not be of one par­ty whilst the hus­band be­longed to the oth­er, a sit­u­a­tion which presents se­ri­ous in­con­ve­niences, par­tic­u­lar­ly with char­ac­ters like those of the fu­ture con­sorts—Mal­icorne had imag­ined the idea of mak­ing the cen­tral point of union the house­hold of Mon­sieur, the king’s broth­er. Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais would be maid of hon­or to Madame. M. Mal­icorne would be of­fi­cer to Mon­sieur.

			It is plain the plan was formed by a clear head; it is plain, al­so, that it had been brave­ly ex­e­cut­ed. Mal­icorne had asked Mani­camp to ask a brevet of maid of hon­or of the Comte de Guiche; and the Comte de Guiche had asked this brevet of Mon­sieur, who had signed it with­out hes­i­ta­tion. The con­struc­tive plan of Mal­icorne—for we may well sup­pose that the com­bi­na­tions of a mind as ac­tive as his were not con­fined to the present, but ex­tend­ed to the fu­ture—the con­struc­tive plan of Mal­icorne, we say, was this:—To ob­tain en­trance in­to the house­hold of Madame Hen­ri­et­ta for a wom­an de­vot­ed to him­self, who was in­tel­li­gent, young, hand­some, and in­trigu­ing; to learn, by means of this wom­an, all the fem­i­nine se­crets of the young house­hold; whilst he, Mal­icorne, and his friend Mani­camp, should, be­tween them, know all the male se­crets of the young com­mu­ni­ty. It was by these means that a rapid and splen­did for­tune might be ac­quired at one and the same time. Mal­icorne was a vile name; he who bore it had too much wit to con­ceal this truth from him­self; but an es­tate might be pur­chased; and Mal­icorne of some place, or even de Mal­icorne it­self, for short, would ring more nobly on the ear.

			It was not im­prob­a­ble that a most aris­to­crat­ic ori­gin might be hunt­ed up by the her­alds for this name of Mal­icorne; might it not come from some es­tate where a bull with mor­tal horns had caused some great mis­for­tune, and bap­tized the soil with the blood it had spilt? Certes, this plan pre­sent­ed it­self bristling with dif­fi­cul­ties: but the great­est of all was Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais her­self. Capri­cious, vari­able, close, gid­dy, free, prud­ish, a vir­gin armed with claws, Erigone stained with grapes, she some­times over­turned, with a sin­gle dash of her white fin­gers, or with a sin­gle puff from her laugh­ing lips, the ed­i­fice which had ex­haust­ed Mal­icorne’s pa­tience for a month.

			Love apart, Mal­icorne was hap­py; but this love, which he could not help feel­ing, he had the strength to con­ceal with care; per­suad­ed that at the least re­lax­ing of the ties by which he had bound his Pro­tean fe­male, the de­mon would over­throw and laugh at him. He hum­bled his mis­tress by dis­dain­ing her. Burn­ing with de­sire, when she ad­vanced to tempt him, he had the art to ap­pear ice, per­suad­ed that if he opened his arms, she would run away laugh­ing at him. On her side, Mon­ta­lais be­lieved she did not love Mal­icorne; whilst, on the con­trary, in re­al­i­ty she did. Mal­icorne re­peat­ed to her so of­ten his protes­ta­tion of in­dif­fer­ence, that she fin­ished, some­times, by be­liev­ing him; and then she be­lieved she de­test­ed Mal­icorne. If she tried to bring him back by co­quetry, Mal­icorne played the co­quette bet­ter than she could. But what made Mon­ta­lais hold to Mal­icorne in an in­dis­sol­u­ble fash­ion, was that Mal­icorne al­ways came cram full of fresh news from the court and the city; Mal­icorne al­ways brought to Blois a fash­ion, a se­cret, or a per­fume; that Mal­icorne nev­er asked for a meet­ing, but, on the con­trary, re­quired to be sup­pli­cat­ed to re­ceive the fa­vors he burned to ob­tain. On her side, Mon­ta­lais was no miser with sto­ries. By her means, Mal­icorne learnt all that passed at Blois, in the fam­i­ly of the dowa­ger Madame; and he re­lat­ed to Mani­camp tales that made him ready to die with laugh­ing, which the lat­ter, out of idle­ness, took ready-made to M. de Guiche, who car­ried them to Mon­sieur.

			Such, in two words, was the woof of pet­ty in­ter­ests and pet­ty con­spir­a­cies which unit­ed Blois with Or­léans, and Or­léans with Paris; and which was about to bring in­to the last named city where she was to pro­duce so great a rev­o­lu­tion, the poor lit­tle La Val­lière, who was far from sus­pect­ing, as she re­turned joy­ful­ly, lean­ing on the arm of her moth­er, for what a strange fu­ture she was re­served. As to the good man, Mal­icorne—we speak of the syn­dic of Or­léans—he did not see more clear­ly in­to the present than oth­ers did in­to the fu­ture; and had no sus­pi­cion as he walked, ev­ery day, be­tween three and five o’clock, af­ter his din­ner, up­on the Place Sainte-Cather­ine, in his gray coat, cut af­ter the fash­ion of Louis XI­II and his cloth shoes with great knots of rib­bon, that it was he who was pay­ing for all those bursts of laugh­ter, all those stolen kiss­es, all those whis­per­ings, all those lit­tle keep­sakes, and all those bub­ble projects which formed a chain of forty-five leagues in length, from the palais of Blois to the Palais Roy­al.
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				Mani­camp and Mal­icorne

			
			Mal­icorne, then, left Blois, as we have said, and went to find his friend, Mani­camp, then in tem­po­rary re­treat in the city of Or­léans. It was just at the mo­ment when that young no­ble­man was em­ployed in sell­ing the last de­cent cloth­ing he had left. He had, a fort­night be­fore, ex­tort­ed from the Comte de Guiche a hun­dred pis­toles, all he had, to as­sist in equip­ping him prop­er­ly to go and meet Madame, on her ar­rival at Le Havre. He had drawn from Mal­icorne, three days be­fore, fifty pis­toles, the price of the brevet ob­tained for Mon­ta­lais. He had then no ex­pec­ta­tion of any­thing else, hav­ing ex­haust­ed all his re­sources, with the ex­cep­tion of sell­ing a hand­some suit of cloth and satin, em­broi­dered and laced with gold, which had been the ad­mi­ra­tion of the court. But to be able to sell this suit, the last he had left—as we have been forced to con­fess to the read­er—Mani­camp had been obliged to take to his bed. No more fire, no more pock­et-mon­ey, no more walk­ing-mon­ey, noth­ing but sleep to take the place of repasts, com­pa­nies and balls. It has been said—“He who sleeps, dines”; but it has nev­er been af­firmed—He who sleeps, plays—or, He who sleeps, dances. Mani­camp, re­duced to this ex­trem­i­ty of nei­ther play­ing nor danc­ing, for a week at least, was, con­se­quent­ly, very sad; he was ex­pect­ing a usurer, and saw Mal­icorne en­ter. A cry of dis­tress es­caped him.

			“Eh! what!” said he, in a tone which noth­ing can de­scribe, “is that you again, dear friend?”

			“Humph! you are very po­lite!” said Mal­icorne.

			“Ay, but look you, I was ex­pect­ing mon­ey, and, in­stead of mon­ey, I see you.”

			“And sup­pose I brought you some mon­ey?”

			“Oh! that would be quite an­oth­er thing. You are very wel­come, my dear friend!”

			And he held out his hand, not for the hand of Mal­icorne, but for the purse. Mal­icorne pre­tend­ed to be mis­tak­en, and gave him his hand.

			“And the mon­ey?” said Mani­camp.

			“My dear friend, if you wish to have it, earn it.”

			“What must be done for it?”

			“Earn it, par­bleu!”

			“And af­ter what fash­ion?”

			“Oh! that is rather try­ing, I warn you.”

			“The dev­il!”

			“You must get out of bed, and go im­me­di­ate­ly to M. le Comte de Guiche.”

			“I get up!” said Mani­camp, stretch­ing him­self in his bed, com­pla­cent­ly, “oh, no, thank you!”

			“You have sold all your clothes?”

			“No, I have one suit left, the hand­somest even, but I ex­pect a pur­chas­er.”

			“And the chauss­es?”

			“Well, if you look, you will see them on that chair.”

			“Very well! since you have some chauss­es and a pour­point left, put your legs in­to the first and your back in­to the oth­er; have a horse sad­dled, and set off.”

			“Not I.”

			“And why not?”

			“Mor­bleu! don’t you know, then, that M. de Guiche is at Etam­pes?”

			“No, I thought he was at Paris. You will then on­ly have fif­teen leagues to go, in­stead of thir­ty.”

			“You are a won­der­ful­ly clever fel­low! If I were to ride fif­teen leagues in these clothes, they would nev­er be fit to put on again; and, in­stead of sell­ing them for thir­ty pis­toles, I should be obliged to take fif­teen.”

			“Sell them for what­ev­er you like, but I must have a sec­ond com­mis­sion of maid of hon­or.”

			“Good! for whom? Is Mon­ta­lais dou­bled, then?”

			“Vile fel­low!—It is you who are dou­bled. You swal­low up two for­tunes—mine, and that of M. le Comte de Guiche.”

			“You should say, that of M. le Comte de Guiche and yours.”

			“That is true; hon­or where it is due; but I re­turn to my brevet.”

			“And you are wrong.”

			“Prove me that.”

			“My friend, there will on­ly be twelve maids of hon­or for Madame; I have al­ready ob­tained for you what twelve hun­dred wom­en are try­ing for, and for that I was forced to em­ploy all my diplo­ma­cy.”

			“Oh! yes, I know you have been quite hero­ic, my dear friend.”

			“We know what we are about,” said Mani­camp.

			“To whom do you tell that? When I am king, I prom­ise you one thing.”

			“What? To call your­self Mal­icorne the First?”

			“No; to make you su­per­in­ten­dent of my fi­nances; but that is not the ques­tion now.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly.”

			“The present af­fair is to pro­cure for me a sec­ond place of maid of hon­or.”

			“My friend, if you were to prom­ise me the price of heav­en, I would de­cline to dis­turb my­self at this mo­ment.”

			Mal­icorne chinked the mon­ey in his pock­et.

			“There are twen­ty pis­toles here,” said Mal­icorne.

			“And what would you do with twen­ty pis­toles, mon Dieu!”

			“Well!” said Mal­icorne, a lit­tle an­gry, “sup­pose I were to add them to the five hun­dred you al­ready owe me?”

			“You are right,” replied Mani­camp, stretch­ing out his hand again, “and from that point of view I can ac­cept them. Give them to me.”

			“An in­stant, what the dev­il! it is not on­ly hold­ing out your hand that will do; if I give you the twen­ty pis­toles, shall I have my brevet?”

			“To be sure you shall.”

			“Soon?”

			“To­day.”

			“Oh! take care! Mon­sieur de Mani­camp; you un­der­take much, and I do not ask that. Thir­ty leagues in a day is too much, you would kill your­self.”

			“I think noth­ing im­pos­si­ble when oblig­ing a friend.”

			“You are quite hero­ic.”

			“Where are the twen­ty pis­toles?”

			“Here they are,” said Mal­icorne, show­ing them.

			“That’s well.”

			“Yes, but my dear M. Mani­camp, you would con­sume them in post-hors­es alone!”

			“No, no, make your­self easy on that score.”

			“Par­don me. Why, it is fif­teen leagues from this place to Etam­pes?”

			“Four­teen.”

			“Well! four­teen be it; four­teen leagues makes sev­en posts; at twen­ty sous the post, sev­en livres; sev­en livres the couri­er, four­teen; as many for com­ing back, twen­ty-eight! as much for bed and sup­per, that makes six­ty livres this com­plai­sance would cost.”

			Mani­camp stretched him­self like a ser­pent in his bed, and fix­ing his two great eyes up­on Mal­icorne, “You are right,” said he; “I could not re­turn be­fore to­mor­row”; and he took the twen­ty pis­toles.

			“Now, then, be off!”

			“Well, as I can­not be back be­fore to­mor­row, we have time.”

			“Time for what?”

			“Time to play.”

			“What do you wish to play with?”

			“Your twen­ty pis­toles, par­dieu!”

			“No; you al­ways win.”

			“I will wa­ger them, then.”

			“Against what?”

			“Against twen­ty oth­ers.”

			“And what shall be the ob­ject of the wa­ger?”

			“This. We have said it was four­teen leagues to Etam­pes.”

			“Yes.”

			“And four­teen leagues back?”

			“Doubt­less.”

			“Well; for these twen­ty-eight leagues you can­not al­low less than four­teen hours?”

			“That is agreed.”

			“One hour to find the Comte de Guiche.”

			“Go on.”

			“And an hour to per­suade him to write a let­ter to Mon­sieur.”

			“Just so.”

			“Six­teen hours in all?”

			“You reck­on as well as M. Col­bert.”

			“It is now twelve o’clock.”

			“Half-past.”

			“Hein!—you have a hand­some watch!”

			“What were you say­ing?” said Mal­icorne, putting his watch quick­ly back in­to his fob.

			“Ah! true; I was of­fer­ing to lay you twen­ty pis­toles against these you have lent me, that you will have the Comte de Guiche’s let­ter in—”

			“How soon?”

			“In eight hours.”

			“Have you a winged horse, then?”

			“That is no mat­ter. Will you bet?”

			“I shall have the comte’s let­ter in eight hours?”

			“Yes.”

			“In hand?”

			“In hand.”

			“Well, be it so; I lay,” said Mal­icorne, cu­ri­ous enough to know how this sell­er of clothes would get through.

			“Is it agreed?”

			“It is.”

			“Pass me the pen, ink, and pa­per.”

			“Here they are.”

			“Thank you.”

			Mani­camp raised him­self with a sigh, and lean­ing on his left el­bow, in his best hand, traced the fol­low­ing lines:—

			
				“Good for an or­der for a place of maid of hon­or to Madame, which M. le Comte de Guiche will take up­on him to ob­tain at sight.

				
					“De Mani­camp.”

				
			

			This painful task ac­com­plished, he laid him­self down in bed again.

			“Well!” asked Mal­icorne, “what does this mean?”

			“That means that if you are in a hur­ry to have the let­ter from the Comte de Guiche for Mon­sieur, I have won my wa­ger.”

			“How the dev­il is that?”

			“That is trans­par­ent enough, I think; you take that pa­per.”

			“Well?”

			“And you set out in­stead of me.”

			“Ah!”

			“You put your hors­es to their best speed.”

			“Good!”

			“In six hours you will be at Etam­pes; in sev­en hours you have the let­ter from the comte, and I shall have won my wa­ger with­out stir­ring from my bed, which suits me and you too, at the same time, I am very sure.”

			“De­cid­ed­ly, Mani­camp, you are a great man.”

			“Hein! I know that.”

			“I am to start then for Etam­pes?”

			“Di­rect­ly.”

			“I am to go to the Comte de Guiche with this or­der?”

			“He will give you a sim­i­lar one for Mon­sieur.”

			“Mon­sieur will ap­prove?”

			“In­stant­ly.”

			“And I shall have my brevet?”

			“You will.”

			“Ah!”

			“Well, I hope I be­have gen­teely?”

			“Adorably.”

			“Thank you.”

			“You do as you please, then, with the Comte de Guiche, Mani­camp?”

			“Ex­cept mak­ing mon­ey of him—ev­ery­thing?”

			“Di­a­ble! the ex­cep­tion is an­noy­ing; but then, if in­stead of ask­ing him for mon­ey, you were to ask—”

			“What?”

			“Some­thing im­por­tant.”

			“What do you call im­por­tant?”

			“Well! sup­pose one of your friends asked you to ren­der him a ser­vice?”

			“I would not ren­der it to him.”

			“Self­ish fel­low!”

			“Or at least I would ask him what ser­vice he would ren­der me in ex­change.”

			“Ah! that, per­haps, is fair. Well, that friend speaks to you.”

			“What, you, Mal­icorne?”

			“Yes; I.”

			“Ah! ah! you are rich, then?”

			“I have still fifty pis­toles left.”

			“Ex­act­ly the sum I want. Where are those fifty pis­toles?”

			“Here,” said Mal­icorne, slap­ping his pock­et.

			“Then speak, my friend; what do you want?”

			Mal­icorne took up the pen, ink, and pa­per again, and pre­sent­ed them all to Mani­camp. “Write!” said he.

			“Dic­tate!”

			“An or­der for a place in the house­hold of Mon­sieur.”

			“Oh!” said Mani­camp, lay­ing down the pen, “a place in the house­hold of Mon­sieur for fifty pis­toles?”

			“You mis­took me, my friend; you did not hear plain­ly.”

			“What did you say, then?”

			“I said five hun­dred.”

			“And the five hun­dred?”

			“Here they are.”

			Mani­camp de­voured the rouleau with his eyes; but this time Mal­icorne held it at a dis­tance.

			“Eh! what do you say to that? Five hun­dred pis­toles.”

			“I say it is for noth­ing, my friend,” said Mani­camp, tak­ing up the pen again, “and you ex­haust my cred­it. Dic­tate.”

			Mal­icorne con­tin­ued:

			“Which my friend the Comte de Guiche will ob­tain for my friend Mal­icorne.”

			“That’s it,” said Mani­camp.

			“Par­don me, you have for­got­ten to sign.”

			“Ah! that is true. The five hun­dred pis­toles?”

			“Here are two hun­dred and fifty of them.”

			“And the oth­er two hun­dred and fifty?”

			“When I am in pos­ses­sion of my place.”

			Mani­camp made a face.

			“In that case give me the rec­om­men­da­tion back again.”

			“What to do?”

			“To add two words to it.”

			“Two words?”

			“Yes; two words on­ly.”

			“What are they?”

			“In haste.”

			Mal­icorne re­turned the rec­om­men­da­tion; Mani­camp added the words.

			“Good,” said Mal­icorne, tak­ing back the pa­per.

			Mani­camp be­gan to count out the pis­toles.

			“There want twen­ty,” said he.

			“How so?”

			“The twen­ty I have won.”

			“In what way?”

			“By lay­ing that you would have the let­ter from the Comte de Guiche in eight hours.”

			“Ah! that’s fair,” and he gave him the twen­ty pis­toles.

			Mani­camp be­gan to scoop up his gold by hand­fuls, and pour it in cas­cades up­on his bed.

			“This sec­ond place,” mur­mured Mal­icorne, whilst dry­ing his pa­per, “which, at first glance ap­pears to cost me more than the first, but—” He stopped, took up the pen in his turn, and wrote to Mon­ta­lais:—

			
				“Made­moi­selle—An­nounce to your friend that her com­mis­sion will not be long be­fore it ar­rives; I am set­ting out to get it signed: that will be twen­ty-eight leagues I shall have gone for the love of you.”

			

			Then with his sar­don­ic smile, tak­ing up the in­ter­rupt­ed sen­tence:—“This place,” said he, “at first glance, ap­pears to have cost more than the first; but—the ben­e­fit will be, I hope, in pro­por­tion with the ex­pense, and Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière will bring me back more than Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, or else—or else my name is not Mal­icorne. Farewell, Mani­camp,” and he left the room.
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				The Court­yard of the Hô­tel Gram­mont

			
			On Mal­icorne’s ar­rival at Or­léans, he was in­formed that the Comte de Guiche had just set out for Paris. Mal­icorne rest­ed him­self for a cou­ple of hours, and then pre­pared to con­tin­ue his jour­ney. He reached Paris dur­ing the night, and alight­ed at a small ho­tel, where, in his pre­vi­ous jour­neys to the cap­i­tal, he had been ac­cus­tomed to put up, and at eight o’clock the next morn­ing pre­sent­ed him­self at the Hô­tel Gram­mont. Mal­icorne ar­rived just in time, for the Comte de Guiche was on the point of tak­ing leave of Mon­sieur be­fore set­ting out for Le Havre, where the prin­ci­pal mem­bers of the French no­bil­i­ty had gone to await Madame’s ar­rival from Eng­land. Mal­icorne pro­nounced the name of Mani­camp, and was im­me­di­ate­ly ad­mit­ted. He found the Comte de Guiche in the court­yard of the Hô­tel Gram­mont, in­spect­ing his hors­es, which his train­ers and equer­ries were pass­ing in re­view be­fore him. The count, in the pres­ence of his trades­peo­ple and of his ser­vants, was en­gaged in prais­ing or blam­ing, as the case seemed to de­serve, the ap­point­ments, hors­es, and har­ness that were be­ing sub­mit­ted to him; when, in the midst of this im­por­tant oc­cu­pa­tion, the name of Mani­camp was an­nounced.

			“Mani­camp!” he ex­claimed; “let him en­ter by all means.” And he ad­vanced a few steps to­ward the door.

			Mal­icorne slipped through the half-open door, and look­ing at the Comte de Guiche, who was sur­prised to see a face he did not rec­og­nize, in­stead of the one he ex­pect­ed, said: “For­give me, Mon­sieur le Comte, but I be­lieve a mis­take has been made. M. Mani­camp him­self was an­nounced to you, in­stead of which it is on­ly an en­voy from him.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed de Guiche, cold­ly; “and what do you bring me?”

			“A let­ter, Mon­sieur le Comte.” Mal­icorne hand­ed him the first doc­u­ment, and nar­row­ly watched the count’s face, who, as he read it, be­gan to laugh.

			“What!” he ex­claimed, “an­oth­er maid of hon­or? Are all the maids of hon­or in France, then, un­der his pro­tec­tion?”

			Mal­icorne bowed.

			“Why does he not come him­self?” he in­quired.

			“He is con­fined to his bed.”

			“The deuce! he has no mon­ey then, I sup­pose,” said de Guiche, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. “What does he do with his mon­ey?”

			Mal­icorne made a move­ment, to in­di­cate that up­on this sub­ject he was as ig­no­rant as the count him­self. “Why does he not make use of his cred­it, then?” con­tin­ued de Guiche.

			“With re­gard to that, I think—”

			“What?”

			“That Mani­camp has cred­it with no one but your­self, Mon­sieur le Comte!”

			“He will not be at Le Havre, then?” Where­upon Mal­icorne made an­oth­er move­ment.

			“But ev­ery­one will be there.”

			“I trust, Mon­sieur le Comte, that he will not ne­glect so ex­cel­lent an op­por­tu­ni­ty.”

			“He should be at Paris by this time.”

			“He will take the di­rect road per­haps to make up for lost time.”

			“Where is he now?”

			“At Or­léans.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said de Guiche, “you seem to me a man of very good taste.”

			Mal­icorne was wear­ing some of Mani­camp’s old-new clothes. He bowed in re­turn, say­ing, “You do me a very great hon­or, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“Whom have I the plea­sure of ad­dress­ing?”

			“My name is Mal­icorne, Mon­sieur.”

			“M. de Mal­icorne, what do you think of these pis­tol-hol­sters?”

			Mal­icorne was a man of great readi­ness and im­me­di­ate­ly un­der­stood the po­si­tion of af­fairs. Be­sides, the “de” which had been pre­fixed to his name, raised him to the rank of the per­son with whom he was con­vers­ing. He looked at the hol­sters with the air of a con­nois­seur and said, with­out hes­i­ta­tion: “Some­what heavy, Mon­sieur.”

			“You see,” said de Guiche to the sad­dler, “this gen­tle­man, who un­der­stands these mat­ters well, thinks the hol­sters heavy, a com­plaint I had al­ready made.” The sad­dler was full of ex­cus­es.

			“What do you think,” asked de Guiche, “of this horse, which I have just pur­chased?”

			“To look at it, it seems per­fect, Mon­sieur le Comte; but I must mount it be­fore I give you my opin­ion.”

			“Do so, M. de Mal­icorne, and ride him round the court two or three times.”

			The court­yard of the ho­tel was so ar­ranged, that when­ev­er there was any oc­ca­sion for it, it could be used as a rid­ing-school. Mal­icorne, with per­fect ease, ar­ranged the bri­dle and snaf­fle-reins, placed his left hand on the horse’s mane, and, with his foot in the stir­rup, raised him­self and seat­ed him­self in the sad­dle. At first, he made the horse walk the whole cir­cuit of the court­yard at a foot-pace; next at a trot; last­ly at a gal­lop. He then drew up close to the count, dis­mount­ed, and threw the bri­dle to a groom stand­ing by. “Well,” said the count, “what do you think of it, M. de Mal­icorne?”

			“This horse, Mon­sieur le Comte, is of the Meck­len­burg breed. In look­ing whether the bit suit­ed his mouth, I saw that he was ris­ing sev­en, the very age when the train­ing of a horse in­tend­ed for a charg­er should com­mence. The fore­hand is light. A horse which holds its head high, it is said, nev­er tires his rid­er’s hand. The with­ers are rather low. The droop­ing of the hindquar­ters would al­most make me doubt the pu­ri­ty of its Ger­man breed, and I think there is Eng­lish blood in him. He stands well on his legs, but he trots high, and may cut him­self, which re­quires at­ten­tion to be paid to his shoe­ing. He is tractable; and as I made him turn round and change his feet, I found him quick and ready in do­ing so.”

			“Well said, M. de Mal­icorne,” ex­claimed the comte; “you are a judge of hors­es, I per­ceive”; then, turn­ing to­wards him again, he con­tin­ued, “you are most be­com­ing­ly dressed, M. de Mal­icorne. That is not a pro­vin­cial cut, I pre­sume. Such a style of dress is not to be met with at Tours or Or­léans.”

			“No, Mon­sieur le Comte; my clothes were made at Paris.”

			“There is no doubt about that. But let us re­sume our own af­fair. Mani­camp wish­es for the ap­point­ment of a sec­ond maid of hon­or.”

			“You per­ceive what he has writ­ten, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“For whom was the first ap­point­ment?”

			Mal­icorne felt the col­or rise in his face as he an­swered hur­ried­ly.

			“A charm­ing maid of hon­or, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.”

			“Ah, ah! you are ac­quaint­ed with her?”

			“We are af­fi­anced, or near­ly so.”

			“That is quite an­oth­er thing, then; a thou­sand com­pli­ments,” ex­claimed de Guiche, up­on whose lips a courtier’s jest was al­ready fit­ting, but to whom the word “af­fi­anced,” ad­dressed by Mal­icorne with re­spect to Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, re­called the re­spect due to wom­en.

			“And for whom is the sec­ond ap­point­ment des­tined?” asked de Guiche; “is it for any­one to whom Mani­camp may hap­pen to be af­fi­anced? In that case I pity her, poor girl! for she will have a sad fel­low for a hus­band.”

			“No, Mon­sieur le Comte; the sec­ond ap­point­ment is for Made­moi­selle de la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière.”

			“Un­known,” said de Guiche.

			“Un­known? yes, Mon­sieur,” said Mal­icorne, smil­ing in his turn.

			“Very good. I will speak to Mon­sieur about it. By the by, she is of gen­tle birth?”

			“She be­longs to a very good fam­i­ly and is maid of hon­or to Madame.”

			“That’s well. Will you ac­com­pa­ny me to Mon­sieur?”

			“Most cer­tain­ly, if I may be per­mit­ted the hon­or.”

			“Have you your car­riage?”

			“No; I came here on horse­back.”

			“Dressed as you are?”

			“No, Mon­sieur; I post­ed from Or­léans, and I changed my trav­el­ing suit for the one I have on, in or­der to present my­self to you.”

			“True, you al­ready told me you had come from Or­léans”; say­ing which he crum­pled Mani­camp’s let­ter in his hand, and thrust it in his pock­et.

			“I beg your par­don,” said Mal­icorne, timid­ly; “but I do not think you have read all.”

			“Not read all, do you say?”

			“No; there were two let­ters in the same en­ve­lope.”

			“Oh! are you sure?”

			“Quite sure.”

			“Let us look, then,” said the count, as he opened the let­ter again.

			“Ah! you are right,” he said open­ing the pa­per which he had not yet read.

			“I sus­pect­ed it,” he con­tin­ued—“an­oth­er ap­pli­ca­tion for an ap­point­ment un­der Mon­sieur. This Mani­camp is a reg­u­lar vam­pire:—he is car­ry­ing on a trade in it.”

			“No, Mon­sieur le Comte, he wish­es to make a present of it.”

			“To whom?”

			“To my­self, Mon­sieur.”

			“Why did you not say so at once, my dear M. Mau­vaisec­orne?”

			“Mal­icorne, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“For­give me; it is that Latin that both­ers me—that ter­ri­ble mine of et­y­molo­gies. Why the deuce are young men of fam­i­ly taught Latin? Mala and mau­vaise—you un­der­stand it is the same thing. You will for­give me, I trust, M. de Mal­icorne.”

			“Your kind­ness af­fects me much, Mon­sieur: but it is a rea­son why I should make you ac­quaint­ed with one cir­cum­stance with­out any de­lay.”

			“What is it?”

			“That I was not born a gen­tle­man. I am not with­out courage, and not al­to­geth­er de­fi­cient in abil­i­ty; but my name is Mal­icorne sim­ply.”

			“You ap­pear to me, Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed the count, look­ing at the as­tute face of his com­pan­ion, “to be a most agree­able man. Your face pleas­es me, M. Mal­icorne, and you must pos­sess some in­dis­putably ex­cel­lent qual­i­ties to have pleased that ego­tis­ti­cal Mani­camp. Be can­did and tell me whether you are not some saint de­scend­ed up­on the earth.”

			“Why so?”

			“For the sim­ple rea­son that he makes you a present of any­thing. Did you not say that he in­tend­ed to make you a present of some ap­point­ment in the king’s house­hold?”

			“I beg your par­don, count; but, if I suc­ceed in ob­tain­ing the ap­point­ment, you, and not he, will have be­stowed it on me.”

			“Be­sides he will not have giv­en it to you for noth­ing, I sup­pose. Stay, I have it;—there is a Mal­icorne at Or­léans who lends mon­ey to the prince.”

			“I think that must be my fa­ther, Mon­sieur.”

			“Ah! the prince has the fa­ther, and that ter­ri­ble drag­on of a Mani­camp has the son. Take care, Mon­sieur, I know him. He will fleece you com­plete­ly.”

			“The on­ly dif­fer­ence is, that I lend with­out in­ter­est,” said Mal­icorne, smil­ing.

			“I was cor­rect in say­ing you were ei­ther a saint or very much re­sem­bled one. M. Mal­icorne, you shall have the post you want, or I will for­feit my name.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur le Comte, what a debt of grat­i­tude shall I not owe you?” said Mal­icorne, trans­port­ed.

			“Let us go to the prince, my dear M. Mal­icorne.” And de Guiche pro­ceed­ed to­ward the door, de­sir­ing Mal­icorne to fol­low him. At the very mo­ment they were about to cross the thresh­old, a young man ap­peared on the oth­er side. He was from twen­ty-four to twen­ty-five years of age, of pale com­plex­ion, bright eyes and brown hair and eye­brows. “Good day,” said he, sud­den­ly, al­most push­ing de Guiche back in­to the court­yard again.

			“Is that you, de Wardes?—What! and boot­ed, spurred and whip in hand, too?”

			“The most be­fit­ting cos­tume for a man about to set off for Le Havre. There will be no one left in Paris to­mor­row.” And here­upon he salut­ed Mal­icorne with great cer­e­mo­ny, whose hand­some dress gave him the ap­pear­ance of a prince.

			“M. Mal­icorne,” said de Guiche to his friend. De Wardes bowed.

			“M. de Wardes,” said Guiche to Mal­icorne, who bowed in re­turn. “By the by, de Wardes,” con­tin­ued de Guiche, “you who are so well ac­quaint­ed with these mat­ters, can you tell us, prob­a­bly, what ap­point­ments are still va­cant at the court; or rather in the prince’s house­hold?”

			“In the prince’s house­hold,” said de Wardes look­ing up with an air of con­sid­er­a­tion, “let me see—the ap­point­ment of the mas­ter of the horse is va­cant, I be­lieve.”

			“Oh,” said Mal­icorne, “there is no ques­tion of such a post as that, Mon­sieur; my am­bi­tion is not near­ly so ex­alt­ed.”

			De Wardes had a more pen­e­trat­ing ob­ser­va­tion than de Guiche, and fath­omed Mal­icorne im­me­di­ate­ly. “The fact is,” he said, look­ing at him from head to foot, “a man must be ei­ther a duke or a peer to fill that post.”

			“All I so­lic­it,” said Mal­icorne, “is a very hum­ble ap­point­ment; I am of lit­tle im­por­tance, and I do not rank my­self above my po­si­tion.”

			“M. Mal­icorne, whom you see here,” said de Guiche to de Wardes, “is a very ex­cel­lent fel­low, whose on­ly mis­for­tune is that of not be­ing of gen­tle birth. As far as I am con­cerned, you know, I at­tach lit­tle val­ue to those who have but gen­tle birth to boast of.”

			“As­sured­ly,” said de Wardes; “but will you al­low me to re­mark, my dear count, that, with­out rank of some sort, one can hard­ly hope to be­long to His Roy­al High­ness’s house­hold?”

			“You are right,” said the count, “court eti­quette is ab­so­lute. The dev­il!—we nev­er so much as gave it a thought.”

			“Alas! a sad mis­for­tune for me, Mon­sieur le Comte,” said Mal­icorne, chang­ing col­or.

			“Yet not with­out rem­e­dy, I hope,” re­turned de Guiche.

			“The rem­e­dy is found eas­i­ly enough,” ex­claimed de Wardes; “you can be cre­at­ed a gen­tle­man. His Em­i­nence, the Car­di­nal Mazarin, did noth­ing else from morn­ing till night.”

			“Hush, hush, de Wardes,” said the count; “no jests of that kind; it ill be­comes us to turn such mat­ters in­to ridicule. Let­ters of no­bil­i­ty, it is true, are pur­chasable; but that is a suf­fi­cient mis­for­tune with­out the no­bles them­selves laugh­ing at it.”

			“Up­on my word, de Guiche, you’re quite a Pu­ri­tan, as the Eng­lish say.”

			At this mo­ment the Vi­comte de Bragelonne was an­nounced by one of the ser­vants in the court­yard, in pre­cise­ly the same man­ner as he would have done in a room.

			“Come here, my dear Raoul. What! you, too, boot­ed and spurred? You are set­ting off, then?”

			Bragelonne ap­proached the group of young men, and salut­ed them with that qui­et and se­ri­ous man­ner pe­cu­liar to him. His salu­ta­tion was prin­ci­pal­ly ad­dressed to de Wardes, with whom he was un­ac­quaint­ed, and whose fea­tures, on his per­ceiv­ing Raoul, had as­sumed a strange stern­ness of ex­pres­sion. “I have come, de Guiche,” he said, “to ask your com­pan­ion­ship. We set off for Le Havre, I pre­sume.”

			“This is ad­mirable—de­light­ful. We shall have a most en­joy­able jour­ney. M. Mal­icorne, M. Bragelonne—ah! M. de Wardes, let me present you.” The young men salut­ed each oth­er in a re­strained man­ner. Their very na­tures seemed, from the be­gin­ning, dis­posed to take ex­cep­tion to each oth­er. De Wardes was pli­ant, sub­tle, full of dis­sim­u­la­tion; Raoul was calm, grave, and up­right. “De­cide be­tween us—be­tween de Wardes and my­self, Raoul.”

			“Up­on what sub­ject?”

			“Up­on the sub­ject of no­ble birth.”

			“Who can be bet­ter in­formed on that sub­ject than a de Gra­mont?”

			“No com­pli­ments; it is your opin­ion I ask.”

			“At least, in­form me of the sub­ject un­der dis­cus­sion.”

			“De Wardes as­serts that the dis­tri­bu­tion of ti­tles is abused; I, on the con­trary, main­tain that a ti­tle is use­less to the man on whom it is be­stowed.”

			“And you are cor­rect,” said Bragelonne, qui­et­ly.

			“But, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte,” in­ter­rupt­ed de Wardes, with a kind of ob­sti­na­cy, “I af­firm that it is I who am cor­rect.”

			“What was your opin­ion, Mon­sieur?”

			“I was say­ing that ev­ery­thing is done in France at the present mo­ment, to hu­mil­i­ate men of fam­i­ly.”

			“And by whom?”

			“By the king him­self. He sur­rounds him­self with peo­ple who can­not show four quar­ter­ings.”

			“Non­sense,” said de Guiche, “where could you pos­si­bly have seen that, de Wardes?”

			“One ex­am­ple will suf­fice,” he re­turned, di­rect­ing his look ful­ly up­on Raoul.

			“State it then.”

			“Do you know who has just been nom­i­nat­ed cap­tain-gen­er­al of the Mus­ke­teers?—an ap­point­ment more valu­able than a peer­age; for it gives prece­dence over all the maréchals of France.”

			Raoul’s col­or mount­ed in his face; for he saw the ob­ject de Wardes had in view. “No; who has been ap­point­ed? In any case it must have been very re­cent­ly, for the ap­point­ment was va­cant eight days ago; a proof of which is, that the king re­fused Mon­sieur, who so­licit­ed the post for one of his pro­tégés.”

			“Well, the king re­fused it to Mon­sieur’s pro­tégé, in or­der to be­stow it up­on the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, a younger broth­er of some Gas­con fam­i­ly, who has been trail­ing his sword in the an­techam­bers dur­ing the last thir­ty years.”

			“For­give me if I in­ter­rupt you,” said Raoul, dart­ing a glance full of sever­i­ty at de Wardes; “but you give me the im­pres­sion of be­ing un­ac­quaint­ed with the gen­tle­man of whom you are speak­ing.”

			“I not ac­quaint­ed with M. d’Artag­nan? Can you tell me, Mon­sieur, who does not know him?”

			“Those who do know him, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, with still greater calm­ness and stern­ness of man­ner, “are in the habit of say­ing, that if he is not as good a gen­tle­man as the king—which is not his fault—he is the equal of all the kings of the earth in courage and loy­al­ty. Such is my opin­ion, Mon­sieur; and I thank heav­en I have known M. d’Artag­nan from my birth.”

			De Wardes was about to re­ply, when de Guiche in­ter­rupt­ed him.
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				The Por­trait of Madame

			
			The dis­cus­sion was be­com­ing full of bit­ter­ness. De Guiche per­fect­ly un­der­stood the whole mat­ter, for there was in Bragelonne’s face a look in­stinc­tive­ly hos­tile, while in that of de Wardes there was some­thing like a de­ter­mi­na­tion to of­fend. With­out in­quir­ing in­to the dif­fer­ent feel­ings which ac­tu­at­ed his two friends, de Guiche re­solved to ward off the blow which he felt was on the point of be­ing dealt by one of them, and per­haps by both. “Gen­tle­men,” he said, “we must take our leave of each oth­er, I must pay a vis­it to Mon­sieur. You, de Wardes, will ac­com­pa­ny me to the Lou­vre, and you, Raoul, will re­main here mas­ter of the house; and as all that is done here is un­der your ad­vice, you will be­stow the last glance up­on my prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture.”

			Raoul, with the air of one who nei­ther seeks nor fears a quar­rel, bowed his head in to­ken of as­sent, and seat­ed him­self up­on a bench in the sun. “That is well,” said de Guiche, “re­main where you are, Raoul, and tell them to show you the two hors­es I have just pur­chased; you will give me your opin­ion, for I on­ly bought them on con­di­tion that you rat­i­fied the pur­chase. By the by, I have to beg your par­don for hav­ing omit­ted to in­quire af­ter the Comte de la Fère.” While pro­nounc­ing these lat­ter words, he close­ly ob­served de Wardes, in or­der to per­ceive what ef­fect the name of Raoul’s fa­ther would pro­duce up­on him. “I thank you,” an­swered the young man, “the count is very well.” A gleam of deep ha­tred passed in­to de Wardes’s eyes. De Guiche, who ap­peared not to no­tice the fore­bod­ing ex­pres­sion, went up to Raoul, and grasp­ing him by the hand, said—“It is agreed, then, Bragelonne, is it not, that you will re­join us in the court­yard of the Palais Roy­al?” He then signed to de Wardes to fol­low him, who had been en­gaged in bal­anc­ing him­self first on one foot, then on the oth­er. “We are go­ing,” said he, “come, M. Mal­icorne.” This name made Raoul start; for it seemed that he had al­ready heard it pro­nounced be­fore, but he could not re­mem­ber on what oc­ca­sion. While try­ing to re­call it half-dream­i­ly, yet half-ir­ri­tat­ed at his con­ver­sa­tion with de Wardes, the three young men set out on their way to­wards the Palais Roy­al, where Mon­sieur was re­sid­ing. Mal­icorne learned two things; the first, that the young men had some­thing to say to each oth­er; and the sec­ond, that he ought not to walk in the same line with them; and there­fore he walked be­hind. “Are you mad?” said de Guiche to his com­pan­ion, as soon as they had left the Ho­tel de Gram­mont; “you at­tack M. d’Artag­nan, and that, too, be­fore Raoul.”

			“Well,” said de Wardes, “what then?”

			“What do you mean by ‘what then?’ ”

			“Cer­tain­ly, is there any pro­hi­bi­tion against at­tack­ing M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“But you know very well that M. d’Artag­nan was one of those cel­e­brat­ed and ter­ri­ble four men who were called the mus­ke­teers.”

			“That they may be; but I do not per­ceive why, on that ac­count, I should be for­bid­den to hate M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“What cause has he giv­en you?”

			“Me! per­son­al­ly, none.”

			“Why hate him, there­fore?”

			“Ask my dead fa­ther that ques­tion.”

			“Re­al­ly, my dear de Wardes, you sur­prise me. M. d’Artag­nan is not one to leave un­set­tled any en­mi­ty he may have to ar­range, with­out com­plete­ly clear­ing his ac­count. Your fa­ther, I have heard, car­ried mat­ters with a high hand. More­over, there are no en­mi­ties so bit­ter that they can­not be washed away by blood, by a good sword-thrust loy­al­ly giv­en.”

			“Lis­ten to me, my dear de Guiche, this in­vet­er­ate dis­like ex­ist­ed be­tween my fa­ther and M. d’Artag­nan, and when I was quite a child, he ac­quaint­ed me with the rea­son for it, and, as form­ing part of my in­her­i­tance, I re­gard it as a par­tic­u­lar lega­cy be­stowed up­on me.”

			“And does this ha­tred con­cern M. d’Artag­nan alone?”

			“As for that, M. d’Artag­nan was so in­ti­mate­ly as­so­ci­at­ed with his three friends, that some por­tion of the full mea­sure of my ha­tred falls to their lot, and that ha­tred is of such a na­ture, when­ev­er the op­por­tu­ni­ty oc­curs, they shall have no oc­ca­sion to com­plain of their al­lowance.”

			De Guiche had kept his eyes fixed on de Wardes, and shud­dered at the bit­ter man­ner in which the young man smiled. Some­thing like a pre­sen­ti­ment flashed across his mind; he knew that the time had passed away for grands coups en­tre gen­til­shommes; but that the feel­ing of ha­tred trea­sured up in the mind, in­stead of be­ing dif­fused abroad, was still ha­tred all the same; that a smile was some­times as full of mean­ing as a threat; and, in a word, that to the fa­thers who had hat­ed with their hearts and fought with their arms, would now suc­ceed the sons, who would in­deed hate with their hearts, but would no longer com­bat their en­e­mies save by means of in­trigue or treach­ery. As, there­fore, it cer­tain­ly was not Raoul whom he could sus­pect ei­ther of in­trigue or treach­ery, it was on Raoul’s ac­count that de Guiche trem­bled. How­ev­er, while these gloomy fore­bod­ings cast a shade of anx­i­ety over de Guiche’s coun­te­nance, de Wardes had re­sumed the en­tire mas­tery over him­self.

			“At all events,” he ob­served, “I have no per­son­al ill-will to­wards M. de Bragelonne; I do not know him even.”

			“In any case,” said de Guiche, with a cer­tain amount of sever­i­ty in his tone of voice, “do not for­get one cir­cum­stance, that Raoul is my most in­ti­mate friend”; a re­mark at which de Wardes bowed.

			The con­ver­sa­tion ter­mi­nat­ed there, al­though de Guiche tried his ut­most to draw out his se­cret from him; but, doubt­less, de Wardes had de­ter­mined to say noth­ing fur­ther, and he re­mained im­pen­e­tra­ble. De Guiche there­fore promised him­self a more sat­is­fac­to­ry re­sult with Raoul. In the mean­time they had reached the Palais Roy­al, which was sur­round­ed by a crowd of look­ers-on. The house­hold be­long­ing to Mon­sieur await­ed his com­mand to mount their hors­es, in or­der to form part of the es­cort of the am­bas­sadors, to whom had been en­trust­ed the care of bring­ing the young princess to Paris. The bril­liant dis­play of hors­es, arms, and rich liv­er­ies, af­ford­ed some com­pen­sa­tion in those times, thanks to the kind­ly feel­ings of the peo­ple, and to the tra­di­tions of deep de­vo­tion to their sov­er­eigns, for the enor­mous ex­pens­es charged up­on the tax­es. Mazarin had said: “Let them sing, pro­vid­ed they pay”; while Louis XIV’s re­mark was, “Let them look.” Sight had re­placed the voice; the peo­ple could still look but they were no longer al­lowed to sing. De Guiche left de Wardes and Mal­icorne at the bot­tom of the grand stair­case, while he him­self, who shared the fa­vor and good graces of Mon­sieur with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, who al­ways smiled at him most af­fec­tion­ate­ly, though he could not en­dure him, went straight to the prince’s apart­ments, whom he found en­gaged in ad­mir­ing him­self in the glass, and roug­ing his face. In a cor­ner of the cab­i­net, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine was ex­tend­ed full length up­on some cush­ions, hav­ing just had his long hair curled, with which he was play­ing in the same man­ner a wom­an would have done. The prince turned round as the count en­tered, and per­ceiv­ing who it was, said: “Ah! is that you, de Guiche; come here and tell me the truth.”

			“You know, my lord, it is one of my de­fects to speak the truth.”

			“You will hard­ly be­lieve, de Guiche, how that wicked cheva­lier has an­noyed me.”

			The cheva­lier shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“Why, he pre­tends,” con­tin­ued the prince, “that Made­moi­selle Hen­ri­et­ta is bet­ter look­ing as a wom­an than I am as a man.”

			“Do not for­get, my lord,” said de Guiche, frown­ing slight­ly, “you re­quire me to speak the truth.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said the prince, trem­bling­ly.

			“Well, and I shall tell it you.”

			“Do not be in a hur­ry, Guiche,” ex­claimed the prince, “you have plen­ty of time; look at me at­ten­tive­ly, and try to rec­ol­lect Madame. Be­sides, her por­trait is here. Look at it.” And he held out to him a minia­ture of the finest pos­si­ble ex­e­cu­tion. De Guiche took it, and looked at it for a long time at­ten­tive­ly.

			“Up­on my hon­or, my lord, this is in­deed a most love­ly face.”

			“But look at me, count, look at me,” said the prince, en­deav­or­ing to di­rect up­on him­self the at­ten­tion of the count, who was com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion of the por­trait.

			“It is won­der­ful,” mur­mured Guiche.

			“Re­al­ly one would imag­ine you had nev­er seen the young la­dy be­fore.”

			“It is true, my lord, I have seen her, but it was five years ago; there is a great dif­fer­ence be­tween a child twelve years old, and a girl of sev­en­teen.”

			“Well, what is your opin­ion?”

			“My opin­ion is that the por­trait must be flat­ter­ing, my lord.”

			“Of that,” said the prince tri­umphant­ly, “there can be no doubt; but let us sup­pose that it is not, what would your opin­ion be?”

			“My lord, that Your High­ness is ex­ceed­ing­ly hap­py to have so charm­ing a bride.”

			The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine burst out laugh­ing. The prince un­der­stood how se­vere to­wards him­self this opin­ion of the Comte de Guiche was, and he looked some­what dis­pleased, say­ing, “My friends are not over in­dul­gent.” De Guiche looked at the por­trait again, and, af­ter length­ened con­tem­pla­tion, re­turned it with ap­par­ent un­will­ing­ness, say­ing, “Most de­cid­ed­ly, my lord, I should rather pre­fer to look ten times at Your High­ness, than to look at Madame once again.” It seemed as if the cheva­lier had de­tect­ed some mys­tery in these words, which were in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to the prince, for he ex­claimed: “Very well, get mar­ried your­self.” Mon­sieur con­tin­ued paint­ing him­self, and when he had fin­ished, looked at the por­trait again once more, turned to ad­mire him­self in the glass, and smiled, and no doubt was sat­is­fied with the com­par­i­son. “You are very kind to have come,” he said to Guiche, “I feared you would leave with­out bid­ding me adieu.”

			“Your High­ness knows me too well to be­lieve me ca­pa­ble of so great a dis­re­spect.”

			“Be­sides, I sup­pose you have some­thing to ask from me be­fore leav­ing Paris?”

			“Your High­ness has in­deed guessed cor­rect­ly, for I have a re­quest to make.”

			“Very good, what is it?”

			The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine im­me­di­ate­ly dis­played the great­est at­ten­tion, for he re­gard­ed ev­ery fa­vor con­ferred up­on an­oth­er as a rob­bery com­mit­ted against him­self. And, as Guiche hes­i­tat­ed, the prince said: “If it be mon­ey, noth­ing could be more for­tu­nate, for I am in funds; the su­per­in­ten­dent of the fi­nances has sent me 500,000 pis­toles.”

			“I thank Your High­ness; but is not an af­fair of mon­ey.”

			“What is it, then? Tell me.”

			“The ap­point­ment of a maid of hon­or.”

			“Oh! oh! Guiche, what a pro­tec­tor you have be­come of young ladies,” said the prince, “you nev­er speak of any­one else now.”

			The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine smiled, for he knew very well that noth­ing dis­pleased the prince more than to show any in­ter­est in ladies. “My lord,” said the comte, “it is not I who am di­rect­ly in­ter­est­ed in the la­dy of whom I have just spo­ken; I am act­ing on be­half of one of my friends.”

			“Ah! that is dif­fer­ent; what is the name of the young la­dy in whom your friend is so in­ter­est­ed?”

			“Mlle. de la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière; she is al­ready maid of hon­or to the dowa­ger princess.”

			“Why, she is lame,” said the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, stretch­ing him­self on his cush­ions.

			“Lame,” re­peat­ed the prince, “and Madame to have her con­stant­ly be­fore her eyes? Most cer­tain­ly not; it may be dan­ger­ous for her when in an in­ter­est­ing con­di­tion.”

			The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine burst out laugh­ing.

			“Cheva­lier,” said Guiche, “your con­duct is un­gen­er­ous; while I am so­lic­it­ing a fa­vor, you do me all the mis­chief you can.”

			“For­give me, comte,” said the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, some­what un­easy at the tone in which Guiche had made his re­mark, “but I had no in­ten­tion of do­ing so, and I be­gin to be­lieve that I have mis­tak­en one young la­dy for an­oth­er.”

			“There is no doubt of it, Mon­sieur; and I do not hes­i­tate to de­clare that such is the case.”

			“Do you at­tach much im­por­tance to it, Guiche?” in­quired the prince.

			“I do, my lord.”

			“Well, you shall have it; but ask me for no more ap­point­ments, for there are none to give away.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed the cheva­lier, “mid­day al­ready, that is the hour fixed for the de­par­ture.”

			“You dis­miss me, Mon­sieur?” in­quired Guiche.

			“Re­al­ly, count, you treat me very ill to­day,” replied the cheva­lier.

			“For heav­en’s sake, count, for heav­en’s sake, cheva­lier,” said Mon­sieur, “do you not see how you are dis­tress­ing me?”

			“Your High­ness’s sig­na­ture?” said Guiche.

			“Take a blank ap­point­ment from that draw­er, and give it to me.” Guiche hand­ed the prince the doc­u­ment in­di­cat­ed, and at the same time pre­sent­ed him with a pen al­ready dipped in ink; where­upon the prince signed. “Here,” he said, re­turn­ing him the ap­point­ment, “but I give it on one con­di­tion.”

			“Name it.”

			“That you make friends with the cheva­lier.”

			“Will­ing­ly,” said Guiche. And he held out his hand to the cheva­lier with an in­dif­fer­ence amount­ing to con­tempt.

			“Adieu, count,” said the cheva­lier, with­out seem­ing in any way to have no­ticed the count’s slight; “adieu, and bring us back a princess who will not talk with her own por­trait too much.”

			“Yes, set off and lose no time. By the by, who will ac­com­pa­ny you?”

			“Bragelonne and de Wardes.”

			“Both ex­cel­lent and fear­less com­pan­ions.”

			“Too fear­less,” said the cheva­lier; “en­deav­or to bring them both back, count.”

			“A bad heart, bad!” mur­mured de Guiche; “he scents mis­chief ev­ery­where, and soon­er than any­thing else.” And tak­ing leave of the prince, he quit­ted the apart­ment. As soon as he reached the vestibule, he waved in the air the pa­per which the prince had signed. Mal­icorne hur­ried for­ward, and re­ceived it, trem­bling with de­light. When, how­ev­er, he held in his hand, Guiche ob­served that he still await­ed some­thing fur­ther.

			“Pa­tience, Mon­sieur,” he said; “the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine was there, and I feared an ut­ter fail­ure if I asked too much at once. Wait un­til I re­turn. Adieu.”

			“Adieu, Mon­sieur le Comte; a thou­sand thanks,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Send Mani­camp to me. By the way, Mon­sieur, is it true that Mlle. de La Val­lière is lame?” As he said this, he no­ticed that Bragelonne, who had just at that mo­ment en­tered the court­yard, turned sud­den­ly pale. The poor lover had heard the re­mark, which, how­ev­er, was not the case with Mal­icorne, for he was al­ready be­yond the reach of the count’s voice.

			Why is Louise’s name spo­ken of here, said Raoul to him­self; oh! let not de Wardes, who stands smil­ing yon­der, even say a word about her in my pres­ence.

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” ex­claimed the Comte de Guiche, “pre­pare to start.”

			At this mo­ment the prince, who had com­plete his toi­lette, ap­peared at the win­dow, and was im­me­di­ate­ly salut­ed by the ac­cla­ma­tions of all who com­posed the es­cort, and ten min­utes af­ter­wards, ban­ners, scarfs, and feath­ers were flut­ter­ing and wav­ing in the air, as the cav­al­cade gal­loped away.
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				Le Havre

			
			This bril­liant and an­i­mat­ed com­pa­ny, the mem­bers of which were in­spired by var­i­ous feel­ings, ar­rived at Le Havre four days af­ter their de­par­ture from Paris. It was about five o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and no in­tel­li­gence had yet been re­ceived of Madame. They were soon en­gaged in quest of apart­ments; but the great­est con­fu­sion im­me­di­ate­ly en­sued among the mas­ters, and vi­o­lent quar­rels among their at­ten­dants. In the midst of this dis­or­der, the Comte de Guiche fan­cied he rec­og­nized Mani­camp. It was, in­deed, Mani­camp him­self; but as Mal­icorne had tak­en pos­ses­sion of his very best cos­tume, he had not been able to get any oth­er than a suit of vi­o­let vel­vet, trimmed with sil­ver. Guiche rec­og­nized him as much by his dress as by his fea­tures, for he had very fre­quent­ly seen Mani­camp in his vi­o­let suit, which was his last re­source. Mani­camp pre­sent­ed him­self to the count un­der an arch of torch­es, which set in a blaze, rather than il­lu­mi­nat­ed, the gate by which Le Havre is en­tered, and which is sit­u­at­ed close to the tow­er of Fran­cis I. The count, re­mark­ing the woe­be­gone ex­pres­sion of Mani­camp’s face, could not re­sist laugh­ing. “Well, my poor Mani­camp,” he ex­claimed, “how vi­o­let you look; are you in mourn­ing?”

			“Yes,” replied Mani­camp; “I am in mourn­ing.”

			“For whom, or for what?”

			“For my blue-and-gold suit, which has dis­ap­peared, and in the place of which I could find noth­ing but this; and I was even obliged to econ­o­mize from com­pul­sion, in or­der to get pos­ses­sion of it.”

			“In­deed?”

			“It is sin­gu­lar you should be as­ton­ished at that, since you leave me with­out any mon­ey.”

			“At all events, here you are, and that is the prin­ci­pal thing.”

			“By the most hor­ri­ble roads.”

			“Where are you lodg­ing?”

			“Lodg­ing?”

			“Yes!”

			“I am not lodg­ing any­where.”

			De Guiche be­gan to laugh. “Well,” said he, “where do you in­tend to lodge?”

			“In the same place you do.”

			“But I don’t know, my­self.”

			“What do you mean by say­ing you don’t know?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, how is it like­ly I should know where I should stay?”

			“Have you not re­tained an ho­tel?”

			“I?”

			“Yes, you or the prince.”

			“Nei­ther of us has thought of it. Le Havre is of con­sid­er­able size, I sup­pose; and pro­vid­ed I can get a sta­ble for a dozen hors­es, and a suit­able house in a good quar­ter—”

			“Cer­tain­ly, there are some very ex­cel­lent hous­es.”

			“Well then—”

			“But not for us.”

			“What do you mean by say­ing not for us?—for whom, then?”

			“For the Eng­lish, of course.”

			“For the Eng­lish?”

			“Yes; the hous­es are all tak­en.”

			“By whom?”

			“By the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“I beg your par­don?” said Guiche, whose at­ten­tion this name had awak­ened.

			“Yes, by the Duke of Buck­ing­ham. His Grace was pre­ced­ed by a couri­er, who ar­rived here three days ago, and im­me­di­ate­ly re­tained all the hous­es fit for habi­ta­tion the town pos­sess­es.”

			“Come, come, Mani­camp, let us un­der­stand each oth­er.”

			“Well, what I have told you is clear enough, it seems to me.”

			“But sure­ly Buck­ing­ham does not oc­cu­py the whole of Le Havre?”

			“He cer­tain­ly does not oc­cu­py it, since he has not yet ar­rived; but, once dis­em­barked, he will oc­cu­py it.”

			“Oh! oh!”

			“It is quite clear you are not ac­quaint­ed with the Eng­lish; they have a per­fect rage for mo­nop­o­liz­ing ev­ery­thing.”

			“That may be; but a man who has the whole of one house, is sat­is­fied with it, and does not re­quire two.”

			“Yes, but two men?”

			“Be it so; for two men, two hous­es, or four or six, or ten, if you like; but there are a hun­dred hous­es at Le Havre.”

			“Yes, and all the hun­dred are let.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“What an ob­sti­nate fel­low you are. I tell you Buck­ing­ham has hired all the hous­es sur­round­ing the one which the queen dowa­ger of Eng­land and the princess her daugh­ter will in­hab­it.”

			“He is sin­gu­lar enough, in­deed,” said de Wardes, ca­ress­ing his horse’s neck.

			“Such is the case, how­ev­er, Mon­sieur.”

			“You are quite sure of it, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp?” and as he put this ques­tion, he looked sly­ly at de Guiche, as though to in­ter­ro­gate him up­on the de­gree of con­fi­dence to be placed in his friend’s state of mind. Dur­ing this dis­cus­sion the night had closed in, and the torch­es, pages, at­ten­dants, squires, hors­es, and car­riages, blocked up the gate and the open place; the torch­es were re­flect­ed in the chan­nel, which the ris­ing tide was grad­u­al­ly fill­ing, while on the oth­er side of the jet­ty might be no­ticed groups of cu­ri­ous look­ers-on, con­sist­ing of sailors and towns­peo­ple, who seemed anx­ious to miss noth­ing of the spec­ta­cle. Amidst all this hes­i­ta­tion of pur­pose, Bragelonne, as though a per­fect stranger to the scene, re­mained on his horse some­what in the rear of Guiche, and watched the rays of light re­flect­ed on the wa­ter, in­hal­ing with rap­ture the sea breezes, and lis­ten­ing to the waves which nois­i­ly broke up­on the shore and on the beach, toss­ing the spray in­to the air with a noise that echoed in the dis­tance. “But,” ex­claimed de Guiche, “what is Buck­ing­ham’s mo­tive for pro­vid­ing such a sup­ply of lodg­ings?”

			“Yes, yes,” said de Wardes; “what rea­son has he?”

			“A very ex­cel­lent one,” replied Mani­camp.

			“You know what it is, then?”

			“I fan­cy I do.”

			“Tell us, then.”

			“Bend your head down to­wards me.”

			“What! may it not be spo­ken ex­cept in pri­vate?”

			“You shall judge of that your­self.”

			“Very well.” De Guiche bent down.

			“Love,” said Mani­camp.

			“I do not un­der­stand you at all.”

			“Say rather, you can­not un­der­stand me yet.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Very well; it is quite cer­tain, count, that His Roy­al High­ness will be the most un­for­tu­nate of hus­bands.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“The Duke of Buck­ing­ham—”

			“It is a name of ill omen to the princes of the house of France.”

			“And so the duke is mad­ly in love with Madame, so the ru­mor runs, and will have no one ap­proach her but him­self.”

			De Guiche col­ored. “Thank you, thank you,” said he to Mani­camp, grasp­ing his hand. Then, re­cov­er­ing him­self, added, “What­ev­er you do, Mani­camp, be care­ful that this project of Buck­ing­ham’s is not made known to any French­man here; for, if so, many a sword would be un­sheathed in this coun­try that does not fear Eng­lish steel.”

			“But af­ter all,” said Mani­camp, “I have had no sat­is­fac­to­ry proof giv­en me of the love in ques­tion, and it may be no more than an idle tale.”

			“No, no,” said de Guiche, “it must be the truth”; and de­spite his com­mand over him­self, he clenched his teeth.

			“Well,” said Mani­camp, “af­ter all, what does it mat­ter to you? What does it mat­ter to me whether the prince is to be what the late king was? Buck­ing­ham the fa­ther for the queen, Buck­ing­ham the son for the princess.”

			“Mani­camp! Mani­camp!”

			“It is a fact, or at least, ev­ery­body says so.”

			“Si­lence!” cried the count.

			“But why, si­lence?” said de Wardes; “it is a high­ly cred­itable cir­cum­stance for the French na­tion. Are not you of my opin­ion, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne?”

			“To what cir­cum­stance do you al­lude?” in­quired de Bragelonne with an ab­stract­ed air.

			“That the Eng­lish should ren­der homage to the beau­ty of our queens and our princess­es.”

			“For­give me, but I have not been pay­ing at­ten­tion to what has passed; will you oblige me by ex­plain­ing.”

			“There is no doubt it was nec­es­sary that Buck­ing­ham the fa­ther should come to Paris in or­der that His Majesty, King Louis XI­II, should per­ceive that his wife was one of the most beau­ti­ful wom­en of the French court; and it seems nec­es­sary, at the present time, that Buck­ing­ham the son should con­se­crate, by the de­vo­tion of his wor­ship, the beau­ty of a princess who has French blood in her veins. The fact of hav­ing in­spired a pas­sion on the oth­er side of the Chan­nel will hence­forth con­fer a ti­tle to beau­ty on this.”

			“Sir,” replied de Bragelonne, “I do not like to hear such mat­ters treat­ed so light­ly. Gen­tle­men like our­selves should be care­ful guardians of the hon­or of our queens and our princess­es. If we jest at them, what will our ser­vants do?”

			“How am I to un­der­stand that?” said de Wardes, whose ears tin­gled at the re­mark.

			“In any way you chose, Mon­sieur,” replied de Bragelonne, cold­ly.

			“Bragelonne, Bragelonne,” mur­mured de Guiche.

			“M. de Wardes,” ex­claimed Mani­camp, notic­ing that the young man had spurred his horse close to the side of Raoul.

			“Gen­tle­men, gen­tle­men,” said de Guiche, “do not set such an ex­am­ple in pub­lic, in the street too. De Wardes, you are wrong.”

			“Wrong; in what way, may I ask you?”

			“You are wrong, Mon­sieur, be­cause you are al­ways speak­ing ill of some­one or some­thing,” replied Raoul, with undis­turbed com­po­sure.

			“Be in­dul­gent, Raoul,” said de Guiche, in an un­der­tone.

			“Pray do not think of fight­ing, gen­tle­men!” said Mani­camp, “be­fore you have rest­ed your­selves; for in that case you will not be able to do much.”

			“Come,” said de Guiche, “for­ward, gen­tle­men!” and break­ing through the hors­es and at­ten­dants, he cleared the way for him­self to­wards the cen­ter of the square, through the crowd, fol­lowed by the whole cav­al­cade. A large gate­way look­ing out up­on a court­yard was open; Guiche en­tered the court­yard, and Bragelonne, de Wardes, Mani­camp, and three or four oth­er gen­tle­men, fol­lowed him. A sort of coun­cil of war was held, and the means to be em­ployed for sav­ing the dig­ni­ty of the em­bassy were de­lib­er­at­ed up­on. Bragelonne was of the opin­ion that the right of pri­or­i­ty should be re­spect­ed, while de Wardes sug­gest­ed that the town should be sacked. This lat­ter propo­si­tion ap­pear­ing to Mani­camp rather pre­ma­ture, he pro­posed in­stead that they should first rest them­selves. This was the wis­est thing to do, but, un­hap­pi­ly, to fol­low his ad­vice, two things were want­ing; name­ly, a house and beds. De Guiche re­flect­ed for awhile, and then said aloud, “Let him who loves me, fol­low me!”

			“The at­ten­dants al­so?” in­quired a page who had ap­proached the group.

			“Ev­ery­one,” ex­claimed the im­petu­ous young man. “Mani­camp, show us the way to the house des­tined for Her Roy­al High­ness’s res­i­dence.”

			With­out in any way di­vin­ing the count’s project, his friends fol­lowed him, ac­com­pa­nied by a crowd of peo­ple, whose ac­cla­ma­tions and de­light seemed a hap­py omen for the suc­cess of that project with which they were yet un­ac­quaint­ed. The wind was blow­ing strong­ly from the har­bor, and moan­ing in fit­ful gusts.
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				At Sea

			
			The fol­low­ing day was some­what calmer, al­though the gale still con­tin­ued. The sun had, how­ev­er, risen through a bank of or­ange clouds, tinge­ing with its cheer­ful rays the crests of the black waves. Watch was im­pa­tient­ly kept from the dif­fer­ent look­outs. To­wards eleven o’clock in the morn­ing a ship, with sails full set, was sig­nalled as in view; two oth­ers fol­lowed at the dis­tance of about half a knot. They ap­proached like ar­rows shot from the bow of a skill­ful archer; and yet the sea ran so high that their speed was as noth­ing com­pared to the rolling of the bil­lows in which the ves­sels were plung­ing first in one di­rec­tion and then in an­oth­er. The Eng­lish fleet was soon rec­og­nized by the line of the ships, and by the col­or of their pen­nants; the one which had the princess on board and car­ried the ad­mi­ral’s flag pre­ced­ed the oth­ers.

			The ru­mor now spread that the princess was ar­riv­ing. The whole French court ran to the har­bor, while the quays and jet­ties were soon cov­ered by crowds of peo­ple. Two hours af­ter­wards, the oth­er ves­sels had over­tak­en the flag­ship, and the three, not ven­tur­ing per­haps to en­ter the nar­row en­trance of the har­bor, cast an­chor be­tween Le Havre and La Hève. When the ma­neu­ver had been com­plet­ed, the ves­sel which bore the ad­mi­ral salut­ed France by twelve dis­charges of can­non, which were re­turned, dis­charge for dis­charge, from Fort Fran­cis I. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards a hun­dred boats were launched; they were cov­ered with the rich­est stuffs, and des­tined for the con­veyance of the dif­fer­ent mem­bers of the French no­bil­i­ty to­wards the ves­sels at an­chor. But when it was ob­served that even in­side the har­bor the boats were tossed to and fro, and that be­yond the jet­ty the waves rose moun­tains high, dash­ing up­on the shore with a ter­ri­ble up­roar, it was read­i­ly be­lieved that not one of those frail boats would be able with safe­ty to reach a fourth part of the dis­tance be­tween the shore and the ves­sels at an­chor. A pi­lot-boat, how­ev­er, not­with­stand­ing the wind and the sea, was get­ting ready to leave the har­bor for the pur­pose of plac­ing it­self at the ad­mi­ral’s dis­pos­al.

			De Guiche, who had been look­ing among the dif­fer­ent boats for one stronger than the oth­ers, which might of­fer a chance of reach­ing the Eng­lish ves­sels, per­ceiv­ing the pi­lot-boat get­ting ready to start, said to Raoul: “Do you not think, Raoul, that in­tel­li­gent and vig­or­ous men, as we are, ought to be ashamed to re­treat be­fore the brute strength of wind and waves?”

			“That is pre­cise­ly the very re­flec­tion I was silent­ly mak­ing to my­self,” replied Bragelonne.

			“Shall we get in­to that boat, then, and push off? Will you come, de Wardes?”

			“Take care, or you will get drowned,” said Mani­camp.

			“And for no pur­pose,” said de Wardes, “for with the wind in your teeth, as it will be, you will nev­er reach the ves­sels.”

			“You refuse, then?”

			“As­sured­ly I do; I would will­ing­ly risk and lose my life in an en­counter against men,” he said, glanc­ing at Bragelonne, “but as to fight­ing with oars against waves, I have no taste for that.”

			“And for my­self,” said Mani­camp, “even were I to suc­ceed in reach­ing the ships, I should not be in­dif­fer­ent to the loss of the on­ly good dress which I have left—salt wa­ter would spoil it.”

			“You, then, refuse al­so?” ex­claimed de Guiche.

			“De­cid­ed­ly I do; I beg you to un­der­stand that most dis­tinct­ly.”

			“But,” ex­claimed de Guiche, “look, de Wardes—look, Mani­camp—look yon­der, the princess­es are look­ing at us from the poop of the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel.”

			“An ad­di­tion­al rea­son, my dear fel­low, why we should not make our­selves ridicu­lous by be­ing drowned while they are look­ing on.”

			“Is that your last word, Mani­camp?”

			“Yes.”

			“And then yours, de Wardes?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then I go alone.”

			“Not so,” said Raoul, “for I shall ac­com­pa­ny you; I thought it was un­der­stood I should do so.”

			The fact is, that Raoul, un­in­flu­enced by de­vo­tion, mea­sur­ing the risk they run, saw how im­mi­nent the dan­ger was, but he will­ing­ly al­lowed him­self to ac­cept a per­il which de Wardes had de­clined.

			The boat was about to set off when de Guiche called to the pi­lot. “Stay,” said he: “we want two places in your boat”; and wrap­ping five or six pis­toles in pa­per, he threw them from the quay in­to the boat.

			“It seems you are not afraid of salt wa­ter, young gen­tle­men.”

			“We are afraid of noth­ing,” replied de Guiche.

			“Come along, then.”

			The pi­lot ap­proached the side of the boat, and the two young men, one af­ter the oth­er, with equal vi­vac­i­ty, jumped in­to the boat. “Courage, my men,” said de Guiche; “I have twen­ty pis­toles left in this purse, and as soon as we reach the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel they shall be yours.” The sailors bent them­selves to their oars, and the boat bound­ed over the crest of the waves. The in­ter­est tak­en in this haz­ardous ex­pe­di­tion was uni­ver­sal; the whole pop­u­la­tion of Le Havre hur­ried to­wards the jet­ties and ev­ery look was di­rect­ed to­wards the lit­tle bark; at one mo­ment it flew sus­pend­ed on the crest of the foam­ing waves, then sud­den­ly glid­ed down­wards to­wards the bot­tom of a rag­ing abyss, where it seemed ut­ter­ly lost. At the ex­pi­ra­tion of an hour’s strug­gling with the waves, it reached the spot where the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel was an­chored, and from the side of which two boats had al­ready been dis­patched to­wards their aid. Up­on the quar­ter­deck of the flag­ship, shel­tered by a canopy of vel­vet and er­mine, which was sus­pend­ed by stout sup­ports, Hen­ri­ette, the queen dowa­ger, and the young princess—with the ad­mi­ral, the Duke of Nor­folk, stand­ing be­side them—watched with alarm this slen­der bark, at one mo­ment tossed to the heav­ens, and the next buried be­neath the waves, and against whose dark sail the no­ble fig­ures of the two French gen­tle­men stood forth in re­lief like two lu­mi­nous ap­pari­tions. The crew, lean­ing against the bul­warks and cling­ing to the shrouds, cheered the courage of the two dar­ing young men, the skill of the pi­lot, and the strength of the sailors. They were re­ceived at the side of the ves­sel by a shout of tri­umph. The Duke of Nor­folk, a hand­some young man, from twen­ty-six to twen­ty-eight years of age, ad­vanced to meet them. De Guiche and Bragelonne light­ly mount­ed the lad­der on the star­board side, and, con­duct­ed by the Duke of Nor­folk, who re­sumed his place near them, they ap­proached to of­fer their homage to the princess­es. Re­spect, and yet more, a cer­tain ap­pre­hen­sion, for which he could not ac­count, had hith­er­to re­strained the Comte de Guiche from look­ing at Madame at­ten­tive­ly, who, how­ev­er, had ob­served him im­me­di­ate­ly, and had asked her moth­er, “Is not that Mon­sieur in the boat yon­der?” Madame Hen­ri­ette, who knew Mon­sieur bet­ter than her daugh­ter did, smiled at the mis­take her van­i­ty had led her in­to, and had an­swered, “No; it is on­ly M. de Guiche, his fa­vorite.” The princess, at this re­ply, was con­strained to check an in­stinc­tive ten­der­ness of feel­ing which the courage dis­played by the count had awak­ened. At the very mo­ment the princess had put this ques­tion to her moth­er, de Guiche had, at last, sum­moned courage to raise his eyes to­wards her and could com­pare the orig­i­nal with the por­trait he had so late­ly seen. No soon­er had he re­marked her pale face, her eyes so full of an­i­ma­tion, her beau­ti­ful nut-brown hair, her ex­pres­sive lips, and her ev­ery ges­ture, which, while be­to­ken­ing roy­al de­scent, seemed to thank and to en­cour­age him at one and the same time, than he was, for a mo­ment, so over­come, that, had it not been for Raoul, on whose arm he leant, he would have fall­en. His friend’s amazed look, and the en­cour­ag­ing ges­ture of the queen, re­stored Guiche to his self-pos­ses­sion. In a few words he ex­plained his mis­sion, ex­plained in what way he had be­come en­voy of His Roy­al High­ness; and salut­ed, ac­cord­ing to their rank and the re­cep­tion they gave him, the ad­mi­ral and sev­er­al of the Eng­lish no­ble­men who were grouped around the princess.

			Raoul was then pre­sent­ed, and was most gra­cious­ly re­ceived; the share that the Comte de la Fère had had in the restora­tion of Charles II was known to all; and, more than that, it was the comte who had been charged with the ne­go­ti­a­tion of the mar­riage, by means of which the grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV was now re­turn­ing to France. Raoul spoke Eng­lish per­fect­ly, and con­sti­tut­ed him­self his friend’s in­ter­preter with the young Eng­lish no­ble­men, who were in­dif­fer­ent­ly ac­quaint­ed with the French lan­guage. At this mo­ment, a young man came for­ward, of ex­treme­ly hand­some fea­tures, and whose dress and arms were re­mark­able for their ex­trav­a­gance of ma­te­ri­al. He ap­proached the princess­es, who were en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion with the Duke of Nor­folk, and, in a voice which ill con­cealed his im­pa­tience, said, “It is now time to dis­em­bark, Your Roy­al High­ness.” The younger of the princess­es rose from her seat at this re­mark, and was about to take the hand which the young no­ble­man ex­tend­ed to her, with an ea­ger­ness which arose from a va­ri­ety of mo­tives, when the ad­mi­ral in­ter­vened be­tween them, ob­serv­ing: “A mo­ment, if you please, my lord; it is not pos­si­ble for ladies to dis­em­bark just now, the sea is too rough; it is prob­a­ble the wind may abate be­fore sun­set, and the land­ing will not be ef­fect­ed, there­fore, un­til this evening.”

			“Al­low me to ob­serve, my lord,” said Buck­ing­ham, with an ir­ri­ta­tion of man­ner which he did not seek to dis­guise, “you de­tain these ladies, and you have no right to do so. One of them, un­hap­pi­ly, now be­longs to France, and you per­ceive that France claims them by the voice of her am­bas­sadors”; and at the same mo­ment he in­di­cat­ed Raoul and Guiche, whom he salut­ed.

			“I can­not sup­pose that these gen­tle­men in­tend to ex­pose the lives of their Roy­al High­ness­es,” replied the ad­mi­ral.

			“These gen­tle­men,” re­tort­ed Buck­ing­ham, “ar­rived here safe­ly, not­with­stand­ing the wind; al­low me to be­lieve that the dan­ger will not be greater for their Roy­al High­ness­es when the wind will be in their fa­vor.”

			“These en­voys have shown how great their courage is,” said the ad­mi­ral. “You may have ob­served that there was a great num­ber of per­sons on shore who did not ven­ture to ac­com­pa­ny them. More­over, the de­sire which they had to show their re­spect with the least pos­si­ble de­lay to Madame and her il­lus­tri­ous moth­er, in­duced them to brave the sea, which is very tem­pes­tu­ous to­day, even for sailors. These gen­tle­men, how­ev­er, whom I rec­om­mend as an ex­am­ple for my of­fi­cers to fol­low, can hard­ly be so for these ladies.”

			Madame glanced at the Comte de Guiche, and per­ceived that his face was burn­ing with con­fu­sion. This look had es­caped Buck­ing­ham, who had eyes for noth­ing but Nor­folk, of whom he was ev­i­dent­ly very jeal­ous; he seemed anx­ious to re­move the princess­es from the deck of a ves­sel where the ad­mi­ral reigned supreme. “In that case,” re­turned Buck­ing­ham, “I ap­peal to Madame her­self.”

			“And I, my lord,” re­tort­ed the ad­mi­ral, “I ap­peal to my own con­science, and to my own sense of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. I have un­der­tak­en to con­vey Madame safe and sound to France, and I shall keep my prom­ise.”

			“But, sir—” con­tin­ued Buck­ing­ham.

			“My lord, per­mit me to re­mind you that I com­mand here.”

			“Are you aware what you are say­ing, my lord?” replied Buck­ing­ham, haugh­ti­ly.

			“Per­fect­ly so; I there­fore re­peat it: I alone com­mand here, all yield obe­di­ence to me; the sea and the winds, the ships and men too.” This re­mark was made in a dig­ni­fied and au­thor­i­ta­tive man­ner. Raoul ob­served its ef­fect up­on Buck­ing­ham, who trem­bled with anger from head to foot, and leaned against one of the poles of the tent to pre­vent him­self fall­ing; his eyes be­came suf­fused with blood, and the hand which he did not need for his sup­port wan­dered to­wards the hilt of his sword.

			“My lord,” said the queen, “per­mit me to ob­serve that I agree in ev­ery par­tic­u­lar with the Duke of Nor­folk; if the heav­ens, in­stead of be­ing cloud­ed as they are at the present mo­ment, were per­fect­ly serene and pro­pi­tious, we can still af­ford to be­stow a few hours up­on the of­fi­cer who has con­duct­ed us so suc­cess­ful­ly, and with such ex­treme at­ten­tion, to the French coast, where he is to take leave of us.”

			Buck­ing­ham, in­stead of re­ply­ing, seemed to seek coun­sel from the ex­pres­sion of Madame’s face. She, how­ev­er, half-con­cealed be­neath the thick cur­tains of the vel­vet and gold which shel­tered her, had not lis­tened to the dis­cus­sion, hav­ing been oc­cu­pied in watch­ing the Comte de Guiche, who was con­vers­ing with Raoul. This was a fresh mis­for­tune for Buck­ing­ham, who fan­cied he per­ceived in Madame Hen­ri­et­ta’s look a deep­er feel­ing than that of cu­rios­i­ty. He with­drew, al­most tot­ter­ing in his gait, and near­ly stum­bled against the main­mast of the ship.

			“The duke has not ac­quired a steady foot­ing yet,” said the queen-moth­er, in French, “and that may pos­si­bly be his rea­son for wish­ing to find him­self on firm land again.”

			The young man over­heard this re­mark, turned sud­den­ly pale, and, let­ting his hands fall in great dis­cour­age­ment by his side, drew aside, min­gling in one sigh his old af­fec­tion and his new ha­treds. The ad­mi­ral, how­ev­er, with­out tak­ing any fur­ther no­tice of the duke’s ill-hu­mor, led the princess­es in­to the quar­ter­deck cab­in, where din­ner had been served with a mag­nif­i­cence wor­thy in ev­ery re­spect of his guests. The ad­mi­ral seat­ed him­self at the right hand of the princess, and placed the Comte de Guiche on her left. This was the place Buck­ing­ham usu­al­ly oc­cu­pied; and when he en­tered the cab­in, how pro­found was his un­hap­pi­ness to see him­self ban­ished by eti­quette from the pres­ence of his sov­er­eign, to a po­si­tion in­fe­ri­or to that which, by rank, he was en­ti­tled to. De Guiche, on the oth­er hand, paler still per­haps from hap­pi­ness, than his ri­val was from anger, seat­ed him­self trem­bling­ly next to the princess, whose silken robe, as it light­ly touched him, caused a tremor of min­gled re­gret and hap­pi­ness to pass through his whole frame. The repast fin­ished, Buck­ing­ham dart­ed for­ward to hand Madame Hen­ri­et­ta from the ta­ble; but this time it was de Guiche’s turn to give the duke a les­son. “Have the good­ness, my lord, from this mo­ment,” said he, “not to in­ter­pose be­tween Her Roy­al High­ness and my­self. From this mo­ment, in­deed, Her Roy­al High­ness be­longs to France, and when she deigns to hon­or me by touch­ing my hand it is the hand of Mon­sieur, the broth­er of the king of France, she touch­es.”

			And say­ing this, he pre­sent­ed his hand to Madame Hen­ri­et­ta with such marked def­er­ence, and at the same time with a no­ble­ness of mien so in­trepid, that a mur­mur of ad­mi­ra­tion rose from the Eng­lish, whilst a groan of de­spair es­caped from Buck­ing­ham’s lips. Raoul, who loved, com­pre­hend­ed it all. He fixed up­on his friend one of those pro­found looks which a bo­som friend or moth­er can alone ex­tend, ei­ther as pro­tec­tor or guardian, over the one who is about to stray from the right path. To­wards two o’clock in the af­ter­noon the sun shone forth anew, the wind sub­sid­ed, the sea be­came smooth as a crys­tal mir­ror, and the fog, which had shroud­ed the coast, dis­ap­peared like a veil with­drawn be­fore it. The smil­ing hills of France ap­peared in full view, with their nu­mer­ous white hous­es ren­dered more con­spic­u­ous by the bright green of the trees or the clear blue sky.
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				The Tents

			
			The ad­mi­ral, as we have seen, was de­ter­mined to pay no fur­ther at­ten­tion to Buck­ing­ham’s threat­en­ing glances and fits of pas­sion. In fact, from the mo­ment they quit­ted Eng­land, he had grad­u­al­ly ac­cus­tomed him­self to his be­hav­ior. De Guiche had not yet in any way re­marked the an­i­mos­i­ty which ap­peared to in­flu­ence that young no­ble­man against him, but he felt, in­stinc­tive­ly, that there could be no sym­pa­thy be­tween him­self and the fa­vorite of Charles II. The queen-moth­er, with greater ex­pe­ri­ence and calmer judg­ment, per­ceived the ex­act po­si­tion of af­fairs, and, as she dis­cerned its dan­ger, was pre­pared to meet it, when­ev­er the prop­er mo­ment should ar­rive. Qui­et had been ev­ery­where re­stored, ex­cept in Buck­ing­ham’s heart; he, in his im­pa­tience, ad­dressed him­self to the princess, in a low tone of voice: “For Heav­en’s sake, Madame, I im­plore you to has­ten your dis­em­barka­tion. Do you not per­ceive how that in­so­lent Duke of Nor­folk is killing me with his at­ten­tions and de­vo­tions to you?”

			Hen­ri­et­ta heard this re­mark; she smiled, and with­out turn­ing her head to­wards him, but giv­ing on­ly to the tone of her voice that in­flec­tion of gen­tle re­proach, and lan­guid im­per­ti­nence, which wom­en and princess­es so well know how to as­sume, she mur­mured, “I have al­ready hint­ed, my lord, that you must have tak­en leave of your sens­es.”

			Not a sin­gle de­tail es­caped Raoul’s at­ten­tion; he heard both Buck­ing­ham’s en­treaty and the princess’s re­ply; he re­marked Buck­ing­ham re­tire, heard his deep sigh, and saw him pass a hand over his face. He un­der­stood ev­ery­thing, and trem­bled as he re­flect­ed on the po­si­tion of af­fairs, and the state of the minds of those about him. At last the ad­mi­ral, with stud­ied de­lay, gave the last or­ders for the de­par­ture of the boats. Buck­ing­ham heard the di­rec­tions giv­en with such an ex­hi­bi­tion of de­light that a stranger would re­al­ly imag­ine the young man’s rea­son was af­fect­ed. As the Duke of Nor­folk gave his com­mands, a large boat or barge, decked with flags, and ca­pa­ble of hold­ing about twen­ty row­ers and fif­teen pas­sen­gers, was slow­ly low­ered from the side of the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel. The barge was car­pet­ed with vel­vet and dec­o­rat­ed with cov­er­ings em­broi­dered with the arms of Eng­land, and with gar­lands of flow­ers; for, at that time, or­na­men­ta­tion was by no means for­got­ten in these po­lit­i­cal pageants. No soon­er was this re­al­ly roy­al boat afloat, and the row­ers with oars up­lift­ed, await­ing, like sol­diers pre­sent­ing arms, the em­barka­tion of the princess, than Buck­ing­ham ran for­ward to the lad­der in or­der to take his place. His progress was, how­ev­er, ar­rest­ed by the queen. “My lord,” she said, “it is hard­ly be­com­ing that you should al­low my daugh­ter and my­self to land with­out hav­ing pre­vi­ous­ly as­cer­tained that our apart­ments are prop­er­ly pre­pared. I beg your lord­ship to be good enough to pre­cede us ashore, and to give di­rec­tions that ev­ery­thing be in prop­er or­der on our ar­rival.”

			This was a fresh dis­ap­point­ment for the duke, and, still more so, since it was so un­ex­pect­ed. He hes­i­tat­ed, col­ored vi­o­lent­ly, but could not re­ply. He had thought he might be able to keep near Madame dur­ing the pas­sage to the shore, and, by this means, to en­joy to the very last mo­ment the brief pe­ri­od for­tune still re­served for him. The or­der, how­ev­er, was ex­plic­it; and the ad­mi­ral, who heard it giv­en, im­me­di­ate­ly called out, “Launch the ship’s gig.” His di­rec­tions were ex­e­cut­ed with that celer­i­ty which dis­tin­guish­es ev­ery ma­neu­ver on board a man-of-war.

			Buck­ing­ham, in ut­ter hope­less­ness, cast a look of de­spair at the princess, of sup­pli­ca­tion to­wards the queen, and di­rect­ed a glance full of anger to­wards the ad­mi­ral. The princess pre­tend­ed not to no­tice him, while the queen turned aside her head, and the ad­mi­ral laughed out­right, at the sound of which Buck­ing­ham seemed ready to spring up­on him. The queen-moth­er rose, and with a tone of au­thor­i­ty said, “Pray set off, sir.”

			The young duke hes­i­tat­ed, looked around him, and with a last ef­fort, half-choked by con­tend­ing emo­tions, said, “And you, gen­tle­men, M. de Guiche and M. de Bragelonne, do not you ac­com­pa­ny me?”

			De Guiche bowed and said, “Both M. de Bragelonne and my­self await Her Majesty’s or­ders; what­ev­er the com­mands she im­pos­es on us, we shall obey them.” Say­ing this, he looked to­wards the princess, who cast down her eyes.

			“Your grace will re­mem­ber,” said the queen, “that M. de Guiche is here to rep­re­sent Mon­sieur; it is he who will do the hon­ors of France, as you have done those of Eng­land; his pres­ence can­not be dis­pensed with; be­sides, we owe him this slight fa­vor for the courage he dis­played in ven­tur­ing to seek us in such a ter­ri­ble stress of weath­er.”

			Buck­ing­ham opened his lips, as if he were about to speak, but, whether thoughts or ex­pres­sions failed him, not a syl­la­ble es­caped them, and turn­ing away, as though out of his mind, he leapt from the ves­sel in­to the boat. The sailors were just in time to catch hold of him to steady them­selves; for his weight and the re­bound had al­most up­set the boat.

			“His grace can­not be in his sens­es,” said the ad­mi­ral aloud to Raoul.

			“I am un­easy on the Duke’s ac­count,” replied Bragelonne.

			While the boat was ad­vanc­ing to­wards the shore, the duke kept his eyes im­mov­ably fixed on the ad­mi­ral’s ship, like a miser torn away from his cof­fers, or a moth­er sep­a­rat­ed from her child, about to be lead away to death. No one, how­ev­er, ac­knowl­edged his sig­nals, his frowns, or his piti­ful ges­tures. In very an­guish of mind, he sank down in the boat, bury­ing his hands in his hair, whilst the boat, im­pelled by the ex­er­tions of the mer­ry sailors, flew over the waves. On his ar­rival he was in such a state of ap­a­thy, that, had he not been re­ceived at the har­bor by the mes­sen­ger whom he had di­rect­ed to pre­cede him, he would hard­ly have had strength to ask his way. Hav­ing once, how­ev­er, reached the house which had been set apart for him, he shut him­self up, like Achilles in his tent. The barge bear­ing the princess quit­ted the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel at the very mo­ment Buck­ing­ham land­ed. It was fol­lowed by an­oth­er boat filled with of­fi­cers, courtiers, and zeal­ous friends. Great num­bers of the in­hab­i­tants of Le Havre, hav­ing em­barked in fish­ing-cobles and boats of ev­ery de­scrip­tion, set off to meet the roy­al barge. The can­non from the forts fired salutes, which were re­turned by the flag­ship and the two oth­er ves­sels, and the flash­es from the open mouths of the can­non float­ed in white fumes over the waves, and dis­ap­peared in the clear blue sky.

			The princess land­ed at the dec­o­rat­ed quay. Bands of gay mu­sic greet­ed her ar­rival, and ac­com­pa­nied her ev­ery step she took. Dur­ing the time she was pass­ing through the cen­ter of town, and tread­ing be­neath her del­i­cate feet the rich­est car­pets and the gayest flow­ers, which had been strewn up­on the ground, de Guiche and Raoul, es­cap­ing from their Eng­lish friends, hur­ried through the town and has­tened rapid­ly to­wards the place in­tend­ed for the res­i­dence of Madame.

			“Let us hur­ry for­ward,” said Raoul to de Guiche, “for if I read Buck­ing­ham’s char­ac­ter aright, he will cre­ate some dis­tur­bance, when he learns the re­sult of our de­lib­er­a­tions of yes­ter­day.”

			“Nev­er fear,” said de Guiche, “De Wardes is there, who is de­ter­mi­na­tion it­self, while Mani­camp is the very per­son­i­fi­ca­tion of the art­less gen­tle­ness.”

			De Guiche was not, how­ev­er, the less dili­gent on that ac­count, and five min­utes af­ter­wards they were with­in sight of the Hô­tel de Ville. The first thing which struck them was the num­ber of peo­ple as­sem­bled in the square. “Ex­cel­lent,” said de Guiche; “our apart­ments, I see, are pre­pared.”

			In fact, in front of the Hô­tel de Ville, up­on the wide open space be­fore it, eight tents had been raised, sur­mount­ed by the flags of France and Eng­land unit­ed. The ho­tel was sur­round­ed by tents, as by a gir­dle of var­ie­gat­ed col­ors; ten pages and a dozen mount­ed troop­ers, who had been giv­en to the am­bas­sadors for an es­cort, mount­ed guard be­fore the tents. It had a sin­gu­lar­ly cu­ri­ous ef­fect, al­most fairy-like in its ap­pear­ance. These tents had been con­struct­ed dur­ing the night­time. Fit­ted up, with­in and with­out, with the rich­est ma­te­ri­als that de Guiche had been able to pro­cure in Le Havre, they com­plete­ly en­cir­cled the Hô­tel de Ville. The on­ly pas­sage which led to the steps of the ho­tel, and which was not en­closed by the silken bar­ri­cade, was guard­ed by two tents, re­sem­bling two pavil­ions, the door­ways of both of which opened to­wards the en­trance. These two tents were des­tined for de Guiche and Raoul; in whose ab­sence they were in­tend­ed to be oc­cu­pied, that of de Guiche by de Wardes, and that of Raoul by Mani­camp. Sur­round­ing these two tents, and the six oth­ers, a hun­dred of­fi­cers, gen­tle­men, and pages, daz­zling in their dis­play of silk and gold, thronged like bees buzzing about a hive. Ev­ery one of them, their swords by their sides, was ready to obey the slight­est sign ei­ther of de Guiche or Bragelonne, the lead­ers of the em­bassy.

			At the very mo­ment the two young men ap­peared at the end of one of the streets lead­ing to the square, they per­ceived, cross­ing the square at full gal­lop, a young man on horse­back, whose cos­tume was of sur­pris­ing rich­ness. He pushed hasti­ly thor­ough the crowd of cu­ri­ous look­ers-on, and, at the sight of these un­ex­pect­ed erec­tions, ut­tered a cry of anger and dis­may. It was Buck­ing­ham, who had awak­ened from his stu­por, in or­der to adorn him­self with a cos­tume per­fect­ly daz­zling from its beau­ty, and to await the ar­rival of the princess and the queen-moth­er at the Hô­tel de Ville. At the en­trance to the tents, the sol­diers barred his pas­sage, and his fur­ther progress was ar­rest­ed. Buck­ing­ham, hope­less­ly in­fu­ri­at­ed, raised his whip; but his arm was seized by a cou­ple of of­fi­cers. Of the two guardians of the tent, on­ly one was there. De Wardes was in the in­te­ri­or of the Hô­tel de Ville, en­gag­ing in at­tend­ing to the ex­e­cu­tion of some or­ders by de Guiche. At the noise made by Buck­ing­ham, Mani­camp, who was in­do­lent­ly re­clin­ing up­on the cush­ions at the door­way of one of the tents, rose with his usu­al in­dif­fer­ence, and, per­ceiv­ing that the dis­tur­bance con­tin­ued, made his ap­pear­ance from un­der­neath the cur­tains. “What is the mat­ter?” he said, in a gen­tle tone of voice, “and who is mak­ing this dis­tur­bance?”

			It so hap­pened, that, at the mo­ment he be­gan to speak, si­lence had just been re­stored, and, al­though his voice was very soft and gen­tle in its touch, ev­ery­one heard his ques­tion. Buck­ing­ham turned round, and looked at the tall thin fig­ure, and the list­less ex­pres­sion of coun­te­nance of his ques­tion­er. Prob­a­bly the per­son­al ap­pear­ance of Mani­camp, who was dressed very plain­ly, did not in­spire him with much re­spect, for he replied dis­dain­ful­ly, “Who may you be, Mon­sieur?”

			Mani­camp, lean­ing on the arm of a gi­gan­tic troop­er, as firm as the pil­lar of a cathe­dral, replied in his usu­al tran­quil tone of voice—“And you, Mon­sieur?”

			“I, Mon­sieur, am the Duke of Buck­ing­ham; I have hired all the hous­es which sur­round the Hô­tel de Ville, where I have busi­ness to trans­act; and as these hous­es are let, they be­long to me, and, as I hired them in or­der to pre­serve the right of free ac­cess to the Hô­tel de Ville, you are not jus­ti­fied in pre­vent­ing me pass­ing to it.”

			“But who pre­vents you pass­ing, Mon­sieur?” in­quired Mani­camp.

			“Your sen­tinels.”

			“Be­cause you wish to pass on horse­back, and or­ders have been giv­en to let on­ly per­sons on foot pass.”

			“No one has any right to give or­ders here, ex­cept my­self,” said Buck­ing­ham.

			“On what grounds?” in­quired Mani­camp, with his soft tone. “Will you do me the fa­vor to ex­plain this enig­ma to me?”

			“Be­cause, as I have al­ready told you, I have hired all the hous­es look­ing on the square.”

			“We are very well aware of that, since noth­ing but the square it­self has been left for us.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, Mon­sieur; the square be­longs to me, as well as the hous­es in it.”

			“For­give me, Mon­sieur, but you are mis­tak­en there. In our coun­try, we say, the high­way be­longs to the king, there­fore this square is His Majesty’s; and, con­se­quent­ly, as we are the king’s am­bas­sadors, the square be­longs to us.”

			“I have al­ready asked you who you are, Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed Buck­ing­ham, ex­as­per­at­ed at the cool­ness of his in­ter­locu­tor.

			“My name is Mani­camp,” replied the young man, in a voice whose tones were as har­mo­nious and sweet as the notes of an Ae­o­lian harp.

			Buck­ing­ham shrugged his shoul­ders con­temp­tu­ous­ly, and said, “When I hired these hous­es which sur­round the Hô­tel de Ville, the square was un­oc­cu­pied; these bar­racks ob­struct my sight; I here­by or­der them to be re­moved.”

			A hoarse and an­gry mur­mur ran through the crowd of lis­ten­ers at these words. De Guiche ar­rived at this mo­ment; he pushed through the crowd which sep­a­rat­ed him from Buck­ing­ham, and, fol­lowed by Raoul, ar­rived on the scene of ac­tion from one side, just as de Wardes came up from the oth­er. “Par­don me, my lord; but if you have any com­plaint to make, have the good­ness to ad­dress it to me, inas­much as it was I who sup­plied the plans for the con­struc­tion of these tents.”

			“More­over, I would beg you to ob­serve, Mon­sieur, that the term ‘bar­rack’ is a high­ly ob­jec­tion­able one!” added Mani­camp, gra­cious­ly.

			“You were say­ing, Mon­sieur—” con­tin­ued de Guiche.

			“I was say­ing, Mon­sieur le Comte,” re­sumed Buck­ing­ham, in a tone of anger more marked than ev­er, al­though in some mea­sure mod­er­at­ed by the pres­ence of an equal, “I was say­ing that it is im­pos­si­ble these tents can re­main where they are.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” ex­claimed de Guiche, “and why?”

			“Be­cause I ob­ject to them.”

			A move­ment of im­pa­tience es­caped de Guiche, but a warn­ing glance from Raoul re­strained him.

			“You should the less ob­ject to them, Mon­sieur, on ac­count of the abuse of pri­or­i­ty you have per­mit­ted your­self to ex­er­cise.”

			“Abuse!”

			“Most as­sured­ly. You com­mis­sion a mes­sen­ger, who hires in your name the whole of the town of Le Havre, with­out con­sid­er­ing the mem­bers of the French court, who would be sure to ar­rive here to meet Madame. Your Grace will ad­mit that this is hard­ly friend­ly con­duct in the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of a friend­ly na­tion.”

			“The right of pos­ses­sion be­longs to him who is first on the ground.”

			“Not in France, Mon­sieur.”

			“Why not in France?”

			“Be­cause France is a coun­try where po­lite­ness is ob­served.”

			“Which means?” ex­claimed Buck­ing­ham, in so vi­o­lent a man­ner that those who were present drew back, ex­pect­ing an im­me­di­ate col­li­sion.

			“Which means, Mon­sieur,” replied de Guiche, now rather pale, “that I caused these tents to be raised as habi­ta­tions for my­self and my friends, as a shel­ter for the am­bas­sadors of France, as the on­ly place of refuge which your ex­ac­tions have left us in the town; and that I and those who are with me, shall re­main in them, at least, un­til an au­thor­i­ty more pow­er­ful, and more supreme, than your own shall dis­miss me from them.”

			“In oth­er words, un­til we are eject­ed, as the lawyers say,” ob­served Mani­camp, bland­ly.

			“I know an au­thor­i­ty, Mon­sieur, which I trust is such as you will re­spect,” said Buck­ing­ham, plac­ing his hand on his sword.

			At this mo­ment, and as the god­dess of Dis­cord, in­flam­ing all minds, was about to di­rect their swords against each oth­er, Raoul gen­tly placed his hand on Buck­ing­ham’s shoul­der. “One word, my lord,” he said.

			“My right, my right, first of all,” ex­claimed the fiery young man.

			“It is pre­cise­ly up­on that point I wish to have the hon­or of ad­dress­ing a word to you.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur, but let your re­marks be brief.”

			“One ques­tion is all I ask; you can hard­ly ex­pect me to be briefer.”

			“Speak, Mon­sieur, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Are you, or is the Duke of Or­léans, go­ing to mar­ry the grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV?”

			“What do you mean?” ex­claimed Buck­ing­ham, re­treat­ing a few steps, be­wil­dered.

			“Have the good­ness to an­swer me,” per­sist­ed Raoul tran­quil­ly.

			“Do you mean to ridicule me, Mon­sieur?” in­quired Buck­ing­ham.

			“Your ques­tion is a suf­fi­cient an­swer for me. You ad­mit, then, that it is not you who are go­ing to mar­ry the princess?”

			“You know it per­fect­ly well, Mon­sieur, I should imag­ine.”

			“I beg your par­don, but your con­duct has been such as to leave it not al­to­geth­er cer­tain.”

			“Pro­ceed, Mon­sieur, what do you mean to con­vey?”

			Raoul ap­proached the duke. “Are you aware, my lord,” he said, low­er­ing his voice, “that your ex­trav­a­gances very much re­sem­ble the ex­cess­es of jeal­ousy? These jeal­ous fits, with re­spect to any wom­an, are not be­com­ing in one who is nei­ther her lover nor her hus­band; and I am sure you will ad­mit that my re­mark ap­plies with still greater force, when the la­dy in ques­tion is a princess of the blood roy­al!”

			“Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed Buck­ing­ham, “do you mean to in­sult Madame Hen­ri­et­ta?”

			“Be care­ful, my lord,” replied Bragelonne, cold­ly, “for it is you who in­sult her. A lit­tle while since, when on board the ad­mi­ral’s ship, you wea­ried the queen, and ex­haust­ed the ad­mi­ral’s pa­tience. I was ob­serv­ing, my lord; and, at first, I con­clud­ed you were not in pos­ses­sion of your sens­es, but I have since sur­mised the re­al sig­nif­i­cance of your mad­ness.”

			“Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed Buck­ing­ham.

			“One mo­ment more, for I have yet an­oth­er word to add. I trust I am the on­ly one of my com­pan­ions who has guessed it.”

			“Are you aware, Mon­sieur,” said Buck­ing­ham, trem­bling with min­gled feel­ings of anger and un­easi­ness, “are you aware that you are hold­ing lan­guage to­wards me which re­quires to be checked?”

			“Weigh your words well, my lord,” said Raoul, haugh­ti­ly; “my na­ture is not such that its vi­vac­i­ties need check­ing; whilst you, on the con­trary, are de­scend­ed from a race whose pas­sions are sus­pect­ed by all true French­men; I re­peat, there­fore, for the sec­ond time, be care­ful!”

			“Care­ful of what, may I ask? Do you pre­sume to threat­en me?”

			“I am the son of the Comte de la Fère, my lord, and I nev­er threat­en, be­cause I strike first. There­fore, un­der­stand me well, the threat that I hold out to you is this—”

			Buck­ing­ham clenched his hands, but Raoul con­tin­ued, as though he had not ob­served the ges­ture. “At the very first word, be­yond the re­spect and def­er­ence due to Her Roy­al High­ness, which you per­mit your­self to use to­wards her—be pa­tient my lord, for I am per­fect­ly so.”

			“You?”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly. So long as Madame re­mained on Eng­lish ter­ri­to­ry, I held my peace; but from the very mo­ment she stepped on French ground, and now that we have re­ceived her in the name of the prince, I warn you, that at the first mark of dis­re­spect which you, in your in­sane at­tach­ment, ex­hib­it to­wards the roy­al house of France, I shall have one of two cour­ses to fol­low;—ei­ther I de­clare, in the pres­ence of ev­ery­one, the mad­ness with which you are now af­fect­ed, and I get you ig­no­min­ious­ly or­dered back to Eng­land; or if you pre­fer it, I will run my dag­ger through your throat in the pres­ence of all here. This sec­ond al­ter­na­tive seems to me the least dis­agree­able, and I think I shall hold to it.”

			Buck­ing­ham had be­come paler than the lace col­lar around his neck. “M. de Bragelonne,” he said, “is it, in­deed, a gen­tle­man who is speak­ing to me?”

			“Yes; on­ly the gen­tle­man is speak­ing to a mad­man. Get cured, my lord, and he will hold quite an­oth­er lan­guage to you.”

			“But, M. de Bragelonne,” mur­mured the duke, in a voice, half-choked, and putting his hand to his neck—“Do you not see I am chok­ing?”

			“If your death were to take place at this mo­ment, my lord,” replied Raoul, with un­ruf­fled com­po­sure, “I should, in­deed, re­gard it as a great hap­pi­ness, for this cir­cum­stance would pre­vent all kinds of evil re­marks; not alone about your­self, but al­so about those il­lus­tri­ous per­sons whom your de­vo­tion is com­pro­mis­ing in so ab­surd a man­ner.”

			“You are right, you are right,” said the young man, al­most be­side him­self. “Yes, yes; bet­ter to die, than to suf­fer as I do at this mo­ment.” And he grasped a beau­ti­ful dag­ger, the han­dle of which was in­laid with pre­cious stones; and which he half drew from his breast.

			Raoul thrust his hand aside. “Be care­ful what you do,” he said; “if you do not kill your­self, you com­mit a ridicu­lous ac­tion; and if you were to kill your­self, you sprin­kle blood up­on the nup­tial robe of the princess of Eng­land.”

			Buck­ing­ham re­mained a minute gasp­ing for breath; dur­ing this in­ter­val, his lips quiv­ered, his fin­gers worked con­vul­sive­ly, and his eyes wan­dered, as though in delir­i­um. Then sud­den­ly, he said, “M. de Bragelonne, I know nowhere a no­bler mind than yours; you are, in­deed, a wor­thy son of the most per­fect gen­tle­man that ev­er lived. Keep your tents.” And he threw his arms round Raoul’s neck. All who were present, as­tound­ed at this con­duct, which was the very re­verse of what was ex­pect­ed, con­sid­er­ing the vi­o­lence of the one ad­ver­sary and the de­ter­mi­na­tion of the oth­er, be­gan im­me­di­ate­ly to clap their hands, and a thou­sand cheers and joy­ful shouts arose from all sides. De Guiche, in his turn, em­braced Buck­ing­ham some­what against his in­cli­na­tion; but, at all events, he did em­brace him. This was the sig­nal for French and Eng­lish to do the same; and they who, un­til that mo­ment, had looked at each oth­er with rest­less un­cer­tain­ty, frat­er­nized on the spot. In the mean­time, the pro­ces­sion of the princess ar­rived, and had it not been for Bragelonne, two armies would have been en­gaged to­geth­er in con­flict, and blood would have been shed up­on the flow­ers with which the ground was cov­ered. At the ap­pear­ance, how­ev­er, of the ban­ners borne at the head of the pro­ces­sion, com­plete or­der was re­stored.
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				Night

			
			Con­cord re­turned to its place amidst the tents. Eng­lish and French ri­valed each oth­er in their de­vo­tion and cour­te­ous at­ten­tion to the il­lus­tri­ous trav­el­ers. The Eng­lish for­ward­ed to the French bas­kets of flow­ers, of which they had made a plen­ti­ful pro­vi­sion to greet the ar­rival of the young princess; the French in re­turn in­vit­ed the Eng­lish to a sup­per, which was to be giv­en the next day. Con­grat­u­la­tions were poured in up­on the princess ev­ery­where dur­ing her jour­ney. From the re­spect paid her on all sides, she seemed like a queen; and from the ado­ra­tion with which she was treat­ed by two or three; she ap­peared an ob­ject of wor­ship. The queen-moth­er gave the French the most af­fec­tion­ate re­cep­tion. France was her na­tive coun­try, and she had suf­fered too much un­hap­pi­ness in Eng­land for Eng­land to have made her for­get France. She taught her daugh­ter, then, by her own af­fec­tion for it, that love for a coun­try where they had both been hos­pitably re­ceived, and where a bril­liant fu­ture opened be­fore them. Af­ter the pub­lic en­try was over, and the spec­ta­tors in the streets had par­tial­ly dis­persed, and the sound of the mu­sic and cheer­ing of the crowd could be heard on­ly in the dis­tance; when the night had closed in, wrap­ping with its star-cov­ered man­tle the sea, the har­bor, the town, and sur­round­ing coun­try, de Guiche, still ex­cit­ed by the great events of the day, re­turned to his tent, and seat­ed him­self up­on one of the stools with so pro­found an ex­pres­sion of dis­tress that Bragelonne kept his eyes fixed up­on him, un­til he heard him sigh, and then he ap­proached him. The count had thrown him­self back on his seat, lean­ing his shoul­ders against the par­ti­tion of the tent, and re­mained thus, his face buried in his hands, with heav­ing chest and rest­less limbs.

			“You are suf­fer­ing?” asked Raoul.

			“Cru­el­ly.”

			“Bod­i­ly, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes; bod­i­ly.”

			“This has in­deed been a ha­rass­ing day,” con­tin­ued the young man, his eyes fixed up­on his friend.

			“Yes; a night’s rest will prob­a­bly re­store me.”

			“Shall I leave you?”

			“No; I wish to talk to you.”

			“You shall not speak to me, Guiche, un­til you have first an­swered my ques­tions.”

			“Pro­ceed then.”

			“You will be frank with me?”

			“I al­ways am.”

			“Can you imag­ine why Buck­ing­ham has been so vi­o­lent?”

			“I sus­pect.”

			“Be­cause he is in love with Madame, is it not?”

			“One could al­most swear to it, to ob­serve him.”

			“You are mis­tak­en; there is noth­ing of the kind.”

			“It is you who are mis­tak­en, Raoul; I have read his dis­tress in his eyes, in his ev­ery ges­ture and ac­tion the whole day.”

			“You are a po­et, my dear count, and find sub­jects for your muse ev­ery­where.”

			“I can per­ceive love clear­ly enough.”

			“Where it does not ex­ist?”

			“Nay, where it does ex­ist.”

			“Do you not think you are de­ceiv­ing your­self, Guiche?”

			“I am con­vinced of what I say,” said the count.

			“Now, in­form me, count,” said Raoul, fix­ing a pen­e­trat­ing look up­on him, “what hap­pened to ren­der you so clear-sight­ed.”

			Guiche hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, and then an­swered, “Self-love, I sup­pose.”

			“Self-love is a pedan­tic word, Guiche.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that, gen­er­al­ly, you are less out of spir­its than seems to be the case this evening.”

			“I am fa­tigued.”

			“Lis­ten to me, Guiche; we have been cam­paign­ers to­geth­er; we have been on horse­back for eigh­teen hours at a time, and our hors­es dy­ing from ex­haus­tion, or hunger, have fall­en be­neath us, and yet we have laughed at our mishaps. Be­lieve me, it is not fa­tigue that sad­dens you tonight.”

			“It is an­noy­ance, then.”

			“What an­noy­ance?”

			“That of this evening.”

			“The mad con­duct of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, do you mean?”

			“Of course; is it not vex­a­tions for us, the rep­re­sen­ta­tives of our sov­er­eign mas­ter, to wit­ness the de­vo­tion of an En­glish­man to our fu­ture mis­tress, the sec­ond la­dy in point of rank in the king­dom?”

			“Yes, you are right; but I do not think any dan­ger is to be ap­pre­hend­ed from Buck­ing­ham.”

			“No; still he is in­tru­sive. Did he not, on his ar­rival here, al­most suc­ceed in cre­at­ing a dis­tur­bance be­tween the Eng­lish and our­selves; and, had it not been for you, for your ad­mirable pru­dence, for your sin­gu­lar de­ci­sion of char­ac­ter, swords would have been drawn in the very streets of the town.”

			“You ob­serve, how­ev­er, that he has changed his tac­tics.”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly; but this is the very thing that amazes me so much. You spoke to him in a low tone of voice, what did you say to him? You think he loves her; you ad­mit that such a pas­sion does not give way read­i­ly. He does not love her, then!” De Guiche pro­nounced the lat­ter with so marked an ex­pres­sion that Raoul raised his head. The no­ble char­ac­ter of the young man’s coun­te­nance ex­pressed a dis­plea­sure which could eas­i­ly be read.

			“What I said to him, count,” replied Raoul, “I will re­peat to you. Lis­ten to me. I said, ‘You are re­gard­ing with wist­ful feel­ings, and most in­ju­ri­ous de­sire, the sis­ter of your prince—her to whom you are not af­fi­anced, who is not, who can nev­er be any­thing to you; you are out­rag­ing those who, like our­selves, have come to seek a young la­dy to es­cort her to her hus­band.’ ”

			“You spoke to him in that man­ner?” asked Guiche, col­or­ing.

			“In those very terms; I even added more. ‘How would you re­gard us,’ I said, ‘if you were to per­ceive among us a man mad enough, dis­loy­al enough, to en­ter­tain oth­er than sen­ti­ments of the most per­fect re­spect for a princess who is the des­tined wife of our mas­ter?’ ”

			These words were so ap­pli­ca­ble to de Guiche that he turned pale, and, over­come by a sud­den ag­i­ta­tion, was bare­ly able to stretch out one hand me­chan­i­cal­ly to­wards Raoul, as he cov­ered his eyes and face with the oth­er.

			“But,” con­tin­ued Raoul, not in­ter­rupt­ed by this move­ment of his friend, “Heav­en be praised, the French, who are pro­nounced to be thought­less and in­dis­creet, reck­less even, are ca­pa­ble of bring­ing a calm and sound judg­ment to bear on mat­ters of such high im­por­tance. I added even more, for I said, ‘Learn, my lord, that we gen­tle­men of France de­vote our­selves to our sov­er­eigns by sac­ri­fic­ing for them our af­fec­tions, as well as our for­tunes and our lives; and when­ev­er it may chance to hap­pen that the tempter sug­gests one of those vile thoughts that set the heart on fire, we ex­tin­guish the flame, even if it has to be done by shed­ding our blood for the pur­pose. Thus it is that the hon­or of three is saved: our coun­try’s, our mas­ter’s, and our own. It is thus that we act, Your Grace; it is thus that ev­ery man of hon­or ought to act.’ In this man­ner, my dear Guiche,” con­tin­ued Bragelonne, “I ad­dressed the Duke of Buck­ing­ham; and he ad­mit­ted I was right, and re­signed him­self un­re­sist­ing­ly to my ar­gu­ments.”

			De Guiche, who had hith­er­to sat lean­ing for­ward while Raoul was speak­ing, drew him­self up, his eyes glanc­ing proud­ly; he seized Raoul’s hand, his face, which had been as cold as ice, seemed on fire. “And you spoke mag­nif­i­cent­ly,” he said, in a half-choked voice; “you are in­deed a friend, Raoul. But now, I en­treat you, leave me to my­self.”

			“Do you wish it?”

			“Yes; I need re­pose. Many things have ag­i­tat­ed me to­day, both in mind and body; when you re­turn to­mor­row I shall no longer be the same man.”

			“I leave you, then,” said Raoul, as he with­drew. The count ad­vanced a step to­wards his friend, and pressed him warm­ly in his arms. But in this friend­ly pres­sure Raoul could de­tect the ner­vous ag­i­ta­tion of a great in­ter­nal con­flict.

			The night was clear, star­lit, and splen­did; the tem­pest had passed away, and the sweet in­flu­ences of the evening had re­stored life, peace, and se­cu­ri­ty ev­ery­where. A few fleecy clouds were float­ing in the heav­ens, and in­di­cat­ed from their ap­pear­ance a con­tin­u­ance of beau­ti­ful weath­er, tem­pered by a gen­tle breeze from the east. Up­on the large square in front of the ho­tel, the shad­ows of the tents, in­ter­sect­ed by the gold­en moon­beams, formed as it were a huge mo­sa­ic of jet and yel­low flag­stones. Soon, how­ev­er, the en­tire town was wrapped in slum­ber; a fee­ble light still glim­mered in Madame’s apart­ment, which looked out up­on the square, and the soft rays from the ex­pir­ing lamp seemed to be the im­age of the calm sleep of a young girl, hard­ly yet sen­si­ble of life’s anx­i­eties, and in whom the flame of ex­is­tence sinks placid­ly as sleep steals over the body.

			Bragelonne quit­ted the tent with the slow and mea­sured step of a man cu­ri­ous to ob­serve, but anx­ious not to be seen. Shel­tered be­hind the thick cur­tains of his own tent, em­brac­ing with a glance the whole square, he no­ticed that, af­ter a few mo­ments’ pause, the cur­tains of de Guiche’s tent were ag­i­tat­ed, and then drawn par­tial­ly aside. Be­hind them he could per­ceive the shad­ow of de Guiche, his eyes, glit­ter­ing in the ob­scu­ri­ty, fas­tened ar­dent­ly up­on the princess’s sit­ting apart­ment, which was par­tial­ly light­ed by the lamp in the in­ner room. The soft light which il­lu­mined the win­dows was the count’s star. The fer­vent as­pi­ra­tions of his na­ture could be read in his eyes. Raoul, con­cealed in the shad­ow, di­vined the many pas­sion­ate thoughts that es­tab­lished, be­tween the tent of the young am­bas­sador and the bal­cony of the princess, a mys­te­ri­ous and mag­i­cal bond of sym­pa­thy—a bond cre­at­ed by thoughts im­print­ed with so much strength and per­sis­tence of will, that they must have caused hap­py and lov­ing dreams to alight up­on the per­fumed couch, which the count, with the eyes of his soul, de­voured so ea­ger­ly.

			But de Guiche and Raoul were not the on­ly watch­ers. The win­dow of one of the hous­es look­ing on the square was opened too, the case­ment of the house where Buck­ing­ham resid­ed. By the aid of the rays of light which is­sued from this lat­ter, the pro­file of the duke could be dis­tinct­ly seen, as he in­do­lent­ly re­clined up­on the carved bal­cony with its vel­vet hang­ings; he al­so was breath­ing in the di­rec­tion of the princess’s apart­ment his prayers and the wild vi­sions of his love.

			Raoul could not re­sist smil­ing, as think­ing of Madame, he said to him­self, Hers is, in­deed, a heart well be­sieged; and then added, com­pas­sion­ate­ly, as he thought of Mon­sieur, and he is a hus­band well threat­ened too; it is a good thing for him that he is a prince of such high rank, that he has an army to safe­guard for him that which is his own. Bragelonne watched for some time the con­duct of the two lovers, lis­tened to the loud and un­civ­il slum­bers of Mani­camp, who snored as im­pe­ri­ous­ly as though he was wear­ing his blue and gold, in­stead of his vi­o­let suit.

			Then he turned to­wards the night breeze which bore to­wards him, he seemed to think, the dis­tant song of the nightin­gale; and, af­ter hav­ing laid in a due pro­vi­sion of melan­choly, an­oth­er noc­tur­nal mal­a­dy, he re­tired to rest think­ing, with re­gard to his own love af­fair, that per­haps four or even a larg­er num­ber of eyes, quite as ar­dent as those of de Guiche and Buck­ing­ham, were cov­et­ing his own idol in the château at Blois. And Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais is by no means a very con­sci­en­tious gar­ri­son, said he to him­self, sigh­ing aloud.
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				From Le Havre to Paris

			
			The next day the fêtes took place, ac­com­pa­nied by all the pomp and an­i­ma­tion that the re­sources of the town and the cheer­ful dis­po­si­tion of men’s minds could sup­ply. Dur­ing the last few hours spent in Le Havre, ev­ery prepa­ra­tion for the de­par­ture had been made. Af­ter Madame had tak­en leave of the Eng­lish fleet, and, once again, had salut­ed the coun­try in salut­ing its flags, she en­tered her car­riage, sur­round­ed by a bril­liant es­cort. De Guiche had hoped that the Duke of Buck­ing­ham would ac­com­pa­ny the ad­mi­ral to Eng­land; but Buck­ing­ham suc­ceed­ed in demon­strat­ing to the queen that there would be great im­pro­pri­ety in al­low­ing Madame to pro­ceed to Paris, al­most un­pro­tect­ed. As soon as it had been set­tled that Buck­ing­ham was to ac­com­pa­ny Madame, the young duke se­lect­ed a corps of gen­tle­men and of­fi­cers to form part of his own suite, so that it was al­most an army that now set out to­wards Paris, scat­ter­ing gold, and ex­cit­ing the liveli­est demon­stra­tions as they passed through the dif­fer­ent towns and vil­lages on the route. The weath­er was very fine. France is a beau­ti­ful coun­try, es­pe­cial­ly along the route by which the pro­ces­sion passed. Spring cast its flow­ers and its per­fumed fo­liage on their path. Nor­mandy, with its vast va­ri­ety of veg­e­ta­tion, its blue skies and sil­ver rivers, dis­played it­self in all the love­li­ness of a par­adise to the new sis­ter of the king. Fêtes and bril­liant dis­plays re­ceived them ev­ery­where along the line of march. De Guiche and Buck­ing­ham for­got ev­ery­thing; de Guiche in his anx­i­ety to pre­vent any fresh at­tempts on the part of the duke, and Buck­ing­ham, in his de­sire to awak­en in the heart of the princess a soft­er re­mem­brance of the coun­try to which the rec­ol­lec­tion of many hap­py days be­longed. But, alas! the poor duke could per­ceive that the im­age of that coun­try so cher­ished by him­self be­came, from day to day, more and more ef­faced in Madame’s mind, in ex­act pro­por­tion as her af­fec­tion for France be­came more deeply en­graved on her heart. In fact, it was not dif­fi­cult to per­ceive that his most de­vot­ed at­ten­tion awak­ened no ac­knowl­edge­ment, and that the grace with which he rode one of his most fiery hors­es was thrown away, for it was on­ly ca­su­al­ly and by the mer­est ac­ci­dent that the princess’s eyes were turned to­wards him. In vain did he try, in or­der to fix up­on him­self one of those looks, which were thrown care­less­ly around, or be­stowed else­where, to pro­duce in the an­i­mal he rode its great­est dis­play of strength, speed, tem­per and ad­dress; in vain did he, by ex­cit­ing his horse al­most to mad­ness, spur him, at the risk of dash­ing him­self in pieces against the trees, or of rolling in the ditch­es, over the gates and bar­ri­ers which they passed, or down the steep de­cliv­i­ties of the hills. Madame, whose at­ten­tion had been aroused by the noise, turned her head for a mo­ment to ob­serve the cause of it, and then, slight­ly smil­ing, again en­tered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with her faith­ful guardians, Raoul and de Guiche, who were qui­et­ly rid­ing at her car­riage doors. Buck­ing­ham felt him­self a prey to all the tor­tures of jeal­ousy; an un­known, un­heard of an­guish glid­ed through his veins, and laid siege to his heart; and then, as if to show that he knew the fol­ly of his con­duct, and that he wished to cor­rect, by the hum­blest sub­mis­sion, his flights of ab­sur­di­ty, he mas­tered his horse, and com­pelled him, reek­ing with sweat and flecked with foam, to champ his bit close be­side the car­riage, amidst the crowd of courtiers. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly he ob­tained a word from Madame as a rec­om­pense, and yet her speech seemed al­most a re­proach.

			“That is well, my lord,” she said, “now you are rea­son­able.”

			Or from Raoul, “Your Grace is killing your horse.”

			Buck­ing­ham lis­tened pa­tient­ly to Raoul’s re­marks, for he in­stinc­tive­ly felt, with­out hav­ing had any proof that such was the case, that Raoul checked the dis­play of de Guiche’s feel­ings, and that, had it not been for Raoul, some mad act or pro­ceed­ing, ei­ther of the count, or of Buck­ing­ham him­self, would have brought about an open rup­ture, or a dis­tur­bance—per­haps even ex­ile it­self. From the mo­ment of that ex­cit­ed con­ver­sa­tion the two young men had held in front of the tents at Le Havre, when Raoul made the duke per­ceive the im­pro­pri­ety of his con­duct, Buck­ing­ham felt him­self at­tract­ed to­wards Raoul al­most in spite of him­self. He of­ten en­tered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with him, and it was near­ly al­ways to talk to him ei­ther of his fa­ther or of d’Artag­nan, their mu­tu­al friend, in whose praise Buck­ing­ham was near­ly as en­thu­si­as­tic as Raoul. Raoul en­deav­ored, as much as pos­si­ble, to make the con­ver­sa­tion turn up­on this sub­ject in de Wardes’s pres­ence, who had, dur­ing the whole jour­ney, been ex­ceed­ing­ly an­noyed at the su­pe­ri­or po­si­tion tak­en by Bragelonne, and es­pe­cial­ly by his in­flu­ence over de Guiche. De Wardes had that keen and mer­ci­less pen­e­tra­tion most evil na­tures pos­sess; he had im­me­di­ate­ly re­marked de Guiche’s melan­choly, and di­vined the na­ture of his re­gard for the princess. In­stead, how­ev­er, of treat­ing the sub­ject with the same re­serve which Raoul prac­ticed; in­stead of re­gard­ing with that re­spect, which was their due, the obli­ga­tions and du­ties of so­ci­ety, de Wardes res­o­lute­ly at­tacked in the count the ev­er-sound­ing chord of ju­ve­nile au­dac­i­ty and pride. It hap­pened one evening, dur­ing a halt at Nantes, that while de Guiche and de Wardes were lean­ing against a bar­ri­er, en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion, Buck­ing­ham and Raoul were al­so talk­ing to­geth­er as they walked up and down. Mani­camp was en­gaged in de­vot­ed at­ten­dance on the princess, who al­ready treat­ed him with­out re­serve, on ac­count of his ver­sa­tile fan­cy, his frank cour­tesy of man­ner, and con­cil­ia­to­ry dis­po­si­tion.

			“Con­fess,” said de Wardes, “that you are re­al­ly ill, and that your ped­a­gogue of a friend has not suc­ceed­ed in cur­ing you.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” said the count.

			“And yet it is easy enough; you are dy­ing of love.”

			“You are mad, de Wardes.”

			“Mad­ness it would be, I ad­mit, if Madame were re­al­ly in­dif­fer­ent to your mar­tyr­dom; but she takes so much no­tice of it, ob­serves it to such an ex­tent, that she com­pro­mis­es her­self, and I trem­ble lest, on our ar­rival at Paris, M. de Bragelonne may not de­nounce both of you.”

			“For shame, de Wardes, again at­tack­ing de Bragelonne.”

			“Come, come, a truce to child’s play,” replied the count’s evil ge­nius, in an un­der­tone; “you know as well as I do what I mean. Be­sides, you must have ob­served how the princess’s glance soft­ens as she looks at you;—you can tell, by the very in­flec­tion of her voice, what plea­sure she takes in lis­ten­ing to you, and can feel how thor­ough­ly she ap­pre­ci­ates the vers­es you re­cite to her. You can­not de­ny, too, that ev­ery morn­ing she tells you how in­dif­fer­ent­ly she slept the pre­vi­ous night.”

			“True, de Wardes, quite true; but what good is there in your telling me all that?”

			“Is it not im­por­tant to know the ex­act po­si­tion of af­fairs?”

			“No, no; not when I am a wit­ness of things that are enough to drive one mad.”

			“Stay, stay,” said de Wardes; “look, she calls you—do you un­der­stand? Prof­it by the oc­ca­sion, while your ped­a­gogue is ab­sent.”

			De Guiche could not re­sist; an in­vin­ci­ble at­trac­tion drew him to­wards the princess. De Wardes smiled as he saw him with­draw.

			“You are mis­tak­en, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, sud­den­ly step­ping across the bar­ri­er against which the pre­vi­ous mo­ment the two friends had been lean­ing. “The ped­a­gogue is here, and has over­heard you.”

			De Wardes, at the sound of Raoul’s voice, which he rec­og­nized with­out hav­ing oc­ca­sion to look at him, half drew his sword.

			“Put up your sword,” said Raoul; “you know per­fect­ly well that, un­til our jour­ney is at an end, ev­ery demon­stra­tion of that na­ture is use­less. Why do you dis­till in­to the heart of the man you term your friend all the bit­ter­ness that in­fects your own? As re­gards my­self, you wish to arouse a feel­ing of deep dis­like against a man of hon­or—my fa­ther’s friend and my own; and as for the count you wish him to love one who is des­tined for your mas­ter. Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur, I should re­gard you as a cow­ard, and a traitor too, if I did not, with greater jus­tice, re­gard you as a mad­man.”

			“Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed de Wardes, ex­as­per­at­ed, “I was de­ceived, I find, in terming you a ped­a­gogue. The tone you as­sume, and the style which is pe­cu­liar­ly your own, is that of a Je­suit, and not of a gen­tle­man. Dis­con­tin­ue, I beg, when­ev­er I am present, this style I com­plain of, and the tone al­so. I hate M. d’Artag­nan, be­cause he was guilty of a cow­ard­ly act to­wards my fa­ther.”

			“You lie, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, cool­ly.

			“You give me the lie, Mon­sieur?” ex­claimed de Wardes.

			“Why not, if what you as­sert is un­true?”

			“You give me the lie, and will not draw your sword?”

			“I have re­solved, Mon­sieur, not to kill you un­til Madame shall have been de­liv­ered safe­ly in­to her hus­band’s hands.”

			“Kill me! Be­lieve me, Mon­sieur, your school­mas­ter’s rod does not kill so eas­i­ly.”

			“No,” replied Raoul, stern­ly, “but M. d’Artag­nan’s sword kills; and, not on­ly do I pos­sess his sword, but he has him­self taught me how to use it; and with that sword, when a be­fit­ting time ar­rives, I will avenge his name—a name you have dis­hon­ored.”

			“Take care, Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed de Wardes; “if you do not im­me­di­ate­ly give me sat­is­fac­tion, I will avail my­self of ev­ery means to re­venge my­self.”

			“In­deed, Mon­sieur,” said Buck­ing­ham, sud­den­ly, ap­pear­ing up­on the scene of ac­tion, “that is a threat which sa­vors of as­sas­si­na­tion, and there­fore, ill be­comes a gen­tle­man.”

			“What did you say, my lord?” said de Wardes, turn­ing round to­wards him.

			“I said, Mon­sieur, that the words you have just spo­ken are dis­pleas­ing to my Eng­lish ears.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur, if what you say is true,” ex­claimed de Wardes, thor­ough­ly in­censed, “I at least find in you one who will not es­cape me. Un­der­stand my words as you like.”

			“I take them in the man­ner they can­not but be un­der­stood,” replied Buck­ing­ham, with that haughty tone which char­ac­ter­ized him, and which, even in or­di­nary con­ver­sa­tion, gave a tone of de­fi­ance to ev­ery­thing he said; “M. de Bragelonne is my friend, you in­sult M. de Bragelonne, and you shall give me sat­is­fac­tion for that in­sult.”

			De Wardes cast a look up­on de Bragelonne, who, faith­ful to the char­ac­ter he had as­sumed, re­mained calm and un­moved, even af­ter the duke’s de­fi­ance.

			“It would seem that I did not in­sult M. de Bragelonne, since M. de Bragelonne, who car­ries a sword by his side, does not con­sid­er him­self in­sult­ed.”

			“At all events you in­sult some­one.”

			“Yes, I in­sult­ed M. d’Artag­nan,” re­sumed de Wardes, who had ob­served that this was the on­ly means of sting­ing Raoul, so as to awak­en his anger.

			“That, then,” said Buck­ing­ham, “is an­oth­er mat­ter.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so,” said de Wardes; “it is the prov­ince of M. d’Artag­nan’s friends to de­fend him.”

			“I am en­tire­ly of your opin­ion,” replied the duke, who had re­gained all his in­dif­fer­ence of man­ner; “if M. de Bragelonne were of­fend­ed, I could not rea­son­ably be ex­pect­ed to es­pouse his quar­rel, since he is him­self here; but when you say that it is a quar­rel of M. d’Artag­nan—”

			“You will of course leave me to deal with the mat­ter,” said de Wardes.

			“Nay, on the con­trary, for I draw my sword,” said Buck­ing­ham, un­sheath­ing it as he spoke; “for if M. d’Artag­nan in­jured your fa­ther, he ren­dered, or at least did all that he could to ren­der, a great ser­vice to mine.”

			De Wardes was thun­der­struck.

			“M. d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued Buck­ing­ham, “is the bravest gen­tle­man I know. I shall be de­light­ed, as I owe him many per­son­al obli­ga­tions, to set­tle them with you, by cross­ing my sword with yours.” At the same mo­ment Buck­ing­ham drew his sword from its scab­bard, salut­ed Raoul, and put him­self on guard.

			De Wardes ad­vanced a step to meet him.

			“Stay, gen­tle­men,” said Raoul, ad­vanc­ing to­wards them, and plac­ing his own drawn sword be­tween the com­bat­ants, “the af­fair is hard­ly worth the trou­ble of blood be­ing shed al­most in the pres­ence of the princess. M. de Wardes speaks ill of M. d’Artag­nan, with whom he is not even ac­quaint­ed.”

			“What, Mon­sieur,” said de Wardes, set­ting his teeth hard to­geth­er, and rest­ing the point of his sword on the toe of his boot, “do you as­sert that I do not know M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not; you do not know him,” replied Raoul, cold­ly, “and you are even not aware where he is to be found.”

			“Not know where he is?”

			“Such must be the case, since you fix your quar­rel with him up­on strangers, in­stead of seek­ing M. d’Artag­nan where he is to be found.” De Wardes turned pale. “Well, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “I will tell you where M. d’Artag­nan is: he is now in Paris; when on du­ty he is to be met with at the Lou­vre—when not on du­ty, in the Rue des Lom­bards. M. d’Artag­nan can eas­i­ly be dis­cov­ered at ei­ther of those two places. Hav­ing, there­fore, as you as­sert, so many caus­es of com­plaint against him, show your courage in seek­ing him out, and af­ford him an op­por­tu­ni­ty of giv­ing you that sat­is­fac­tion you seem to ask of ev­ery­one but of him­self.” De Wardes passed his hand across his fore­head, which was cov­ered with per­spi­ra­tion. “For shame, M. de Wardes! so quar­rel­some a dis­po­si­tion is hard­ly be­com­ing af­ter the pub­li­ca­tion of the edicts against du­els. Pray think of that; the king will be in­censed at our dis­obe­di­ence, par­tic­u­lar­ly at such a time—and His Majesty will be in the right.”

			“Ex­cus­es,” mur­mured de Wardes; “mere pre­texts.”

			“Re­al­ly, M. De Wardes,” re­sumed Raoul, “such re­marks are the idlest blus­ter. You know very well that the Duke of Buck­ing­ham is a man of un­doubt­ed courage, who has al­ready fought ten du­els, and will prob­a­bly fight eleven. His name alone is sig­nif­i­cant enough. As far as I am con­cerned, you are well aware that I can fight al­so. I fought at Lens, at Ble­neau, at the Dunes in front of the ar­tillery, a hun­dred paces in front of the line, while you—I say this par­en­thet­i­cal­ly—were a hun­dred paces be­hind it. True it is, that on that oc­ca­sion there was far too great a con­course of per­sons present for your courage to be ob­served, and on that ac­count per­haps you did not re­veal it; while here, it would be a dis­play, and would ex­cite re­mark—you wish that oth­ers should talk about you, in what man­ner you do not care. Do not de­pend up­on me, M. de Wardes to as­sist you in your de­signs, for I shall cer­tain­ly not af­ford you that plea­sure.”

			“Sen­si­bly ob­served,” said Buck­ing­ham, putting up his sword, “and I ask your for­give­ness, M. de Bragelonne, for hav­ing al­lowed my­self to yield to a first im­pulse.”

			De Wardes, how­ev­er, on the con­trary, per­fect­ly fu­ri­ous, bound­ed for­ward and raised his sword, threat­en­ing­ly, against Raoul, who had scarce­ly enough time to put him­self in a pos­ture of de­fense.

			“Take care, Mon­sieur,” said Bragelonne, tran­quil­ly, “or you will put out one of my eyes.”

			“You will not fight, then?” said de Wardes.

			“Not at this mo­ment; but this I prom­ise to do; im­me­di­ate­ly on our ar­rival at Paris I will con­duct you to M. d’Artag­nan, to whom you shall de­tail all the caus­es of com­plaint you have against him. M d’Artag­nan will so­lic­it the king’s per­mis­sion to mea­sure swords with you. The king will yield his con­sent, and when you shall have re­ceived the sword-thrust in due course, you will con­sid­er, in a calmer frame of mind, the pre­cepts of the Gospel, which en­join for­get­ful­ness of in­juries.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed de Wardes, fu­ri­ous at this im­per­turbable cool­ness, “one can clear­ly see you are half a bas­tard, M. de Bragelonne.”

			Raoul be­came as pale as death; his eyes flashed light­ning, caus­ing de Wardes in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to fall back. Buck­ing­ham, al­so, who had per­ceived their ex­pres­sion, threw him­self be­tween the two ad­ver­saries, whom he had ex­pect­ed to see pre­cip­i­tate them­selves on each oth­er. De Wardes had re­served this in­jury for the last; he clasped his sword firm­ly in his hand, and await­ed the en­counter. “You are right, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, mas­ter­ing his emo­tion, “I am on­ly ac­quaint­ed with my fa­ther’s name; but I know too well that the Comte de la Fère is too up­right and hon­or­able a man to al­low me to fear for a sin­gle mo­ment that there is, as you in­sin­u­ate, any stain up­on my birth. My ig­no­rance, there­fore, of my moth­er’s name is a mis­for­tune for me, and not a re­proach. You are de­fi­cient in loy­al­ty of con­duct; you are want­ing in cour­tesy, in re­proach­ing me with mis­for­tune. It mat­ters lit­tle, how­ev­er, the in­sult has been giv­en, and I con­sid­er my­self in­sult­ed ac­cord­ing­ly. It is quite un­der­stood, then, that af­ter you shall have re­ceived sat­is­fac­tion from M. d’Artag­nan, you will set­tle your quar­rel with me.”

			“I ad­mire your pru­dence, Mon­sieur,” replied de Wardes with a bit­ter smile; “a lit­tle while ago you promised me a sword-thrust from M. d’Artag­nan, and now, af­ter I shall have re­ceived his, you of­fer me one from your­self.”

			“Do not dis­turb your­self,” replied Raoul, with con­cen­trat­ed anger; “in all af­fairs of that na­ture, M. d’Artag­nan is ex­ceed­ing­ly skill­ful, and I will beg him as a fa­vor to treat you as he did your fa­ther; in oth­er words, to spare your life at least, so as to leave me the plea­sure, af­ter your re­cov­ery, of killing you out­right; for you have the heart of a viper, M. de Wardes, and in very truth, too many pre­cau­tions can­not be tak­en against you.”

			“I shall take my pre­cau­tions against you,” said de Wardes, “be as­sured of it.”

			“Al­low me, Mon­sieur,” said Buck­ing­ham, “to trans­late your re­mark by a piece of ad­vice I am about to give M. de Bragelonne; M. de Bragelonne, wear a cuirass.”

			De Wardes clenched his hands. “Ah!” said he, “you two gen­tle­men in­tend to wait un­til you have tak­en that pre­cau­tion be­fore you mea­sure your swords against mine.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, “since you pos­i­tive­ly will have it so, let us set­tle the af­fair now.” And, draw­ing his sword, he ad­vanced to­wards de Wardes.

			“What are you go­ing to do?” said Buck­ing­ham.

			“Be easy,” said Raoul, “it will not be very long.”

			De Wardes placed him­self on his guard; their swords crossed. De Wardes flew up­on Raoul with such im­petu­os­i­ty, that at the first clash­ing of the steel blades Buck­ing­ham clear­ly saw that Raoul was on­ly tri­fling with his ad­ver­sary. Buck­ing­ham stepped aside, and watched the com­bat. Raoul was as calm as if he were han­dling a foil in­stead of a sword; hav­ing re­treat­ed a step, he par­ried three or four fierce thrusts which de Wardes made at him, caught the sword of the lat­ter with with­in his own, and sent it fly­ing twen­ty paces the oth­er side of the bar­ri­er. Then as de Wardes stood dis­armed and as­tound­ed at his de­feat, Raoul sheathed his sword, seized him by the col­lar and the waist band, and hurled his ad­ver­sary to the oth­er end of the bar­ri­er, trem­bling, and mad with rage.

			“We shall meet again,” mur­mured de Wardes, ris­ing from the ground and pick­ing up his sword.

			“I have done noth­ing for the last hour,” said Raoul, ris­ing from the ground, “but say the same thing.” Then, turn­ing to­wards the duke, he said, “I en­treat you to be silent about this af­fair; I am ashamed to have gone so far, but my anger car­ried me away, and I ask your for­give­ness for it;—for­get it, too.”

			“Dear vis­count,” said the duke, press­ing with his own the vig­or­ous and valiant hand of his com­pan­ion, “al­low me, on the con­trary, to re­mem­ber it, and to look af­ter your safe­ty; that man is dan­ger­ous—he will kill you.”

			“My fa­ther,” replied Raoul, “lived for twen­ty years un­der the men­ace of a much more for­mi­da­ble en­e­my, and he still lives.”

			“Your fa­ther had good friends, vis­count.”

			“Yes,” sighed Raoul, “such friends, in­deed, that none are now left like them.”

			“Do not say that, I beg, at the very mo­ment I of­fer you my friend­ship”; and Buck­ing­ham opened his arms to em­brace Raoul, who de­light­ed­ly re­ceived the prof­fered al­liance. “In my fam­i­ly,” added Buck­ing­ham, “you are aware, M. de Bragelonne, we die to save our friends.”

			“I know it well, duke,” replied Raoul.
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				An Ac­count of What the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine Thought of Madame

			
			Noth­ing fur­ther in­ter­rupt­ed the jour­ney. Un­der a pre­text that was lit­tle re­marked, M. de Wardes went for­ward in ad­vance of the oth­ers. He took Mani­camp with him, for his equable and dreamy dis­po­si­tion act­ed as a coun­ter­poise to his own. It is a sub­ject of re­mark, that quar­rel­some and rest­less char­ac­ters in­vari­ably seek the com­pan­ion­ship of gen­tle, tim­o­rous dis­po­si­tions, as if the for­mer sought, in the con­trast, a re­pose for their own ill-hu­mor, and the lat­ter a pro­tec­tion for their weak­ness. Buck­ing­ham and Bragelonne, ad­mit­ting de Guiche in­to their friend­ship, in con­cert with him, sang the prais­es of the princess dur­ing the whole of the jour­ney. Bragelonne, had, how­ev­er, in­sist­ed that their three voic­es should be in con­cert, in­stead of singing in so­lo parts, as de Guiche and his ri­val seemed to have ac­quired a dan­ger­ous habit of do­ing. This style of har­mo­ny pleased the queen-moth­er ex­ceed­ing­ly, but it was not per­haps so agree­able to the young princess, who was an in­car­na­tion of co­quetry, and who, with­out any fear as far as her own voice was con­cerned, sought op­por­tu­ni­ties of so per­ilous­ly dis­tin­guish­ing her­self. She pos­sessed one of those fear­less and in­cau­tious dis­po­si­tions that find grat­i­fi­ca­tion in an ex­cess of sen­si­tive­ness of feel­ing, and for whom, al­so, dan­ger has a cer­tain fas­ci­na­tion. And so her glances, her smiles, her toi­lette, an in­ex­haustible ar­mory of weapons of of­fense, were show­ered on the three young men with over­whelm­ing force; and, from her well-stored ar­se­nal is­sued glances, kind­ly recog­ni­tions, and a thou­sand oth­er lit­tle charm­ing at­ten­tions which were in­tend­ed to strike at long range the gen­tle­men who formed the es­cort, the towns­peo­ple, the of­fi­cers of the dif­fer­ent cities she passed through, pages, pop­u­lace, and ser­vants; it was whole­sale slaugh­ter, a gen­er­al dev­as­ta­tion. By the time Madame ar­rived at Paris, she had re­duced to slav­ery about a hun­dred thou­sand lovers: and brought in her train to Paris half a dozen men who were al­most mad about her, and two who were, in­deed, lit­er­al­ly out of their minds. Raoul was the on­ly per­son who di­vined the pow­er of this wom­an’s at­trac­tion, and as his heart was al­ready en­gaged, he ar­rived in the cap­i­tal full of in­dif­fer­ence and dis­trust. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly dur­ing the jour­ney he con­versed with the queen of Eng­land re­spect­ing the pow­er of fas­ci­na­tion which Madame pos­sessed, and the moth­er, whom so many mis­for­tunes and de­cep­tions had taught ex­pe­ri­ence, replied: “Hen­ri­et­ta was sure to be il­lus­tri­ous in one way or an­oth­er, whether born in a palace or born in ob­scu­ri­ty; for she is a wom­an of great imag­i­na­tion, capri­cious and self-willed.” De Wardes and Mani­camp, in their self-as­sumed char­ac­ter of courtiers, had an­nounced the princess’s ar­rival. The pro­ces­sion was met at Nan­terre by a bril­liant es­cort of cav­a­liers and car­riages. It was Mon­sieur him­self, fol­lowed by the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine and by his fa­vorites, the lat­ter be­ing them­selves fol­lowed by a por­tion of the king’s mil­i­tary house­hold, who had ar­rived to meet his af­fi­anced bride. At St. Ger­main, the princess and her moth­er had changed their heavy trav­el­ing car­riage, some­what im­paired by the jour­ney, for a light, rich­ly dec­o­rat­ed char­i­ot drawn by six hors­es with white and gold har­ness. Seat­ed in this open car­riage, as though up­on a throne, and be­neath a para­sol of em­broi­dered silk, fringed with feath­ers, sat the young and love­ly princess, on whose beam­ing face were re­flect­ed the soft­ened rose-tints which suit­ed her del­i­cate skin to per­fec­tion. Mon­sieur, on reach­ing the car­riage, was struck by her beau­ty; he showed his ad­mi­ra­tion in so marked a man­ner that the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine shrugged his shoul­ders as he lis­tened to his com­pli­ments, while Buck­ing­ham and de Guiche were al­most heart­bro­ken. Af­ter the usu­al cour­te­sies had been ren­dered, and the cer­e­mo­ny com­plet­ed, the pro­ces­sion slow­ly re­sumed the road to Paris. The pre­sen­ta­tions had been care­less­ly made, and Buck­ing­ham, with the rest of the Eng­lish gen­tle­men, had been in­tro­duced to Mon­sieur, from whom they had re­ceived but very in­dif­fer­ent at­ten­tion. But, dur­ing their progress, as he ob­served that the duke de­vot­ed him­self with his ac­cus­tomed ea­ger­ness to the car­riage-door, he asked the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, his in­sep­a­ra­ble com­pan­ion, “Who is that cav­a­lier?”

			“He was pre­sent­ed to Your High­ness a short while ago; it is the hand­some Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Ah, yes, I re­mem­ber.”

			“Madame’s knight,” added the fa­vorite, with an in­flec­tion of the voice which en­vi­ous minds can alone give to the sim­plest phras­es.

			“What do you say?” replied the prince.

			“I said ‘Madame’s knight.’ ”

			“Has she a rec­og­nized knight, then?”

			“One would think you can judge of that for your­self; look, on­ly, how they are laugh­ing and flirt­ing. All three of them.”

			“What do you mean by all three?”

			“Do you not see that de Guiche is one of the par­ty?”

			“Yes, I see. But what does that prove?”

			“That Madame has two ad­mir­ers in­stead of one.”

			“You poi­son the sim­plest thing!”

			“I poi­son noth­ing. Ah! Your Roy­al High­ness’s mind is per­vert­ed. The hon­ors of the king­dom of France are be­ing paid to your wife and you are not sat­is­fied.”

			The Duke of Or­léans dread­ed the satir­i­cal hu­mor of the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine when­ev­er it reached a cer­tain de­gree of bit­ter­ness, and he changed the con­ver­sa­tion abrupt­ly. “The princess is pret­ty,” said he, very neg­li­gent­ly, as if he were speak­ing of a stranger.

			“Yes,” replied the cheva­lier, in the same tone.

			“You say ‘yes’ like a ‘no.’ She has very beau­ti­ful black eyes.”

			“Yes, but small.”

			“That is so, but they are bril­liant. She is tall, and of a good fig­ure.”

			“I fan­cy she stoops a lit­tle, my lord.”

			“I do not de­ny it. She has a no­ble ap­pear­ance.”

			“Yes, but her face is thin.”

			“I thought her teeth beau­ti­ful.”

			“They can eas­i­ly be seen, for her mouth is large enough. De­cid­ed­ly, I was wrong, my lord; you are cer­tain­ly hand­somer than your wife.”

			“But do you think me as hand­some as Buck­ing­ham?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, and he thinks so, too; for look, my lord, he is re­dou­bling his at­ten­tions to Madame to pre­vent your ef­fac­ing the im­pres­sion he has made.”

			Mon­sieur made a move­ment of im­pa­tience, but as he no­ticed a smile of tri­umph pass across the cheva­lier’s lips, he drew up his horse to a foot-pace. “Why,” said he, “should I oc­cu­py my­self any longer about my cousin? Do I not al­ready know her? Were we not brought up to­geth­er? Did I not see her at the Lou­vre when she was quite a child?”

			“A great change has tak­en place in her since then, prince. At the pe­ri­od you al­lude to, she was some­what less bril­liant, and scarce­ly so proud, ei­ther. One evening, par­tic­u­lar­ly, you may re­mem­ber, my lord, the king re­fused to dance with her, be­cause he thought her plain and bad­ly dressed!”

			These words made the Duke of Or­léans frown. It was by no means flat­ter­ing for him to mar­ry a princess of whom, when young, the king had not thought much. He would prob­a­bly have re­tort­ed, but at this mo­ment de Guiche quit­ted the car­riage to join the prince. He had re­marked the prince and the cheva­lier to­geth­er, and full of anx­ious at­ten­tion he seemed to try and guess the na­ture of the re­marks which they had just ex­changed. The cheva­lier, whether he had some treach­er­ous ob­ject in view, or from im­pru­dence, did not take the trou­ble to dis­sim­u­late. “Count,” he said, “you’re a man of ex­cel­lent taste.”

			“Thank you for the com­pli­ment,” replied de Guiche; “but why do you say that?”

			“Well I ap­peal to His High­ness.”

			“No doubt of it,” said Mon­sieur; “and Guiche knows per­fect­ly well that I re­gard him as a most fin­ished cav­a­lier.”

			“Well, since that is de­cid­ed, I re­sume. You have been in the princess’s so­ci­ety, count, for the last eight days, have you not?”

			“Yes,” replied de Guiche, col­or­ing in spite of him­self.

			“Well then, tell us frankly, what do you think of her per­son­al ap­pear­ance?”

			“Of her per­son­al ap­pear­ance?” re­turned de Guiche, stu­pe­fied.

			“Yes; of her ap­pear­ance, of her mind, of her­self, in fact.”

			As­tound­ed by this ques­tion, de Guiche hes­i­tat­ed an­swer­ing.

			“Come, come, de Guiche,” re­sumed the cheva­lier, laugh­ing­ly, “tell us your opin­ion frankly; the prince com­mands it.”

			“Yes, yes,” said the prince, “be frank.”

			De Guiche stam­mered out a few un­in­tel­li­gi­ble words.

			“I am per­fect­ly well aware,” re­turned Mon­sieur, “that the sub­ject is a del­i­cate one, but you know you can tell me ev­ery­thing. What do you think of her?”

			In or­der to avoid be­tray­ing his re­al thoughts, de Guiche had re­course to the on­ly de­fense which a man tak­en by sur­prise re­al­ly has, and ac­cord­ing­ly told an un­truth. “I do not find Madame,” he said, “ei­ther good or bad look­ing, yet rather good than bad look­ing.”

			“What! count,” ex­claimed the cheva­lier, “you who went in­to such ec­stasies and ut­tered so many ex­cla­ma­tions at the sight of her por­trait.”

			De Guiche col­ored vi­o­lent­ly. Very for­tu­nate­ly, his horse, which was slight­ly restive, en­abled him by a sud­den plunge to con­ceal his ag­i­ta­tion. “What por­trait?” he mur­mured, join­ing them again. The cheva­lier had not tak­en his eyes off him.

			“Yes, the por­trait. Was not the minia­ture a good like­ness?”

			“I do not re­mem­ber. I had for­got­ten the por­trait; it quite es­caped my rec­ol­lec­tion.”

			“And yet it made a very marked im­pres­sion up­on you,” said the cheva­lier.

			“That is not un­like­ly.”

			“Is she wit­ty, at all events?” in­quired the duke.

			“I be­lieve so, my lord.”

			“Is M. de Buck­ing­ham wit­ty, too?” said the cheva­lier.

			“I do not know.”

			“My own opin­ion is that he must be,” replied the cheva­lier, “for he makes Madame laugh, and she seems to take no lit­tle plea­sure in his so­ci­ety, which nev­er hap­pens to a clever wom­an when in the com­pa­ny of a sim­ple­ton.”

			“Of course, then, he must be clever,” said de Guiche, sim­ply.

			At this mo­ment Raoul op­por­tune­ly ar­rived, see­ing how de Guiche was pressed by his dan­ger­ous ques­tion­er, to whom he ad­dressed a re­mark, and in that way changed the con­ver­sa­tion. The en­trée was bril­liant and joy­ous.

			The king, in hon­or of his broth­er, had di­rect­ed that the fes­tiv­i­ties should be on a scale of the great­est pos­si­ble mag­nif­i­cence. Madame and her moth­er alight­ed at the Lou­vre, where, dur­ing their ex­ile they had so gloomi­ly sub­mit­ted to ob­scu­ri­ty, mis­ery, and pri­va­tions of ev­ery de­scrip­tion. That palace, which had been so in­hos­pitable a res­i­dence for the un­hap­py daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, the naked walls, the un­even floor­ings, the ceil­ings mat­ted with cob­webs, the vast di­lap­i­dat­ed chim­ney-places, the cold hearths on which the char­i­ty ex­tend­ed to them by par­lia­ment hard­ly per­mit­ted a fire to glow, was com­plete­ly al­tered in ap­pear­ance. The rich­est hang­ings and the thick­est car­pets, glis­ten­ing flag­stones, and pic­tures, with their rich­ly gild­ed frames; in ev­ery di­rec­tion could be seen can­de­labra, mir­rors, and fur­ni­ture and fit­tings of the most sump­tu­ous char­ac­ter; in ev­ery di­rec­tion, al­so, were guards of the proud­est mil­i­tary bear­ing, with float­ing plumes, crowds of at­ten­dants and courtiers in the an­techam­bers and up­on the stair­cas­es. In the court­yards, where the grass had for­mer­ly been al­lowed to lux­u­ri­ate, as if the un­grate­ful Mazarin had thought it a good idea to let the Parisians per­ceive the soli­tude and dis­or­der were, with mis­ery and de­spair, the fit ac­com­pa­ni­ments of fall­en monar­chy; the im­mense court­yards, for­mer­ly silent and des­o­late, were now thronged with courtiers whose hors­es were pac­ing and pranc­ing to and fro. The car­riages were filled with young and beau­ti­ful wom­en, who await­ed the op­por­tu­ni­ty of salut­ing, as she passed, the daugh­ter of that daugh­ter of France who, dur­ing her wid­ow­hood and ex­ile, had some­times gone with­out wood for her fire, and bread for her ta­ble, whom the mean­est at­ten­dant at the château had treat­ed with in­dif­fer­ence and con­tempt. And so, the Madame Hen­ri­ette once more re­turned to the Lou­vre, with her heart more swollen with bit­ter rec­ol­lec­tions than her daugh­ter’s, whose dis­po­si­tion was fick­le and for­get­ful, with tri­umph and de­light. She knew but too well this bril­liant re­cep­tion was paid to the hap­py moth­er of a king re­stored to his throne, a throne sec­ond to none in Eu­rope, while the worse than in­dif­fer­ent re­cep­tion she had be­fore met with was paid to her, the daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, as a pun­ish­ment for hav­ing been un­for­tu­nate. Af­ter the princess­es had been in­stalled in their apart­ments and had rest­ed, the gen­tle­men who had formed their es­cort, hav­ing, in like man­ner, re­cov­ered from their fa­tigue, they re­sumed their ac­cus­tomed habits and oc­cu­pa­tions. Raoul be­gan by set­ting off to see his fa­ther, who had left for Blois. He then tried to see M. d’Artag­nan, who, how­ev­er, be­ing en­gaged in the or­ga­ni­za­tion of a mil­i­tary house­hold for the king, could not be found any­where. Bragelonne next sought out de Guiche, but the count was oc­cu­pied in a long con­fer­ence with his tai­lors and with Mani­camp, which con­sumed his whole time. With the Duke of Buck­ing­ham he fared still worse, for the duke was pur­chas­ing hors­es af­ter hors­es, di­a­monds up­on di­a­monds. He mo­nop­o­lized ev­ery em­broi­der­er, jew­el­er, and tai­lor that Paris could boast of. Be­tween de Guiche and him­self a vig­or­ous con­test en­sued, in­vari­ably a cour­te­ous one, in which, in or­der to in­sure suc­cess, the duke was ready to spend a mil­lion; while the Maréchal de Gra­mont had on­ly al­lowed his son six­ty thou­sand francs. So Buck­ing­ham laughed and spent his mon­ey. Guiche groaned in de­spair, and would have shown it more vi­o­lent­ly, had it not been for the ad­vice de Bragelonne gave him.

			“A mil­lion!” re­peat­ed de Guiche dai­ly; “I must sub­mit. Why will not the maréchal ad­vance me a por­tion of my pat­ri­mo­ny?”

			“Be­cause you would throw it away,” said Raoul.

			“What can that mat­ter to him? If I am to die of it, I shall die of it, and then I shall need noth­ing fur­ther.”

			“But what need is there to die?” said Raoul.

			“I do not wish to be con­quered in el­e­gance by an En­glish­man.”

			“My dear count,” said Mani­camp, “el­e­gance is not a cost­ly com­mod­i­ty, it is on­ly a very dif­fi­cult ac­com­plish­ment.”

			“Yes, but dif­fi­cult things cost a good deal of mon­ey, and I have on­ly got six­ty thou­sand francs.”

			“A very em­bar­rass­ing state of things, tru­ly,” said de Wardes; “even if you spent as much as Buck­ing­ham, there is on­ly nine hun­dred and forty thou­sand francs dif­fer­ence.”

			“Where am I to find them?”

			“Get in­to debt.”

			“I am in debt al­ready.”

			“A greater rea­son for get­ting fur­ther.”

			Ad­vice like this re­sult­ed in de Guiche be­com­ing ex­cit­ed to such an ex­tent that he com­mit­ted ex­trav­a­gances where Buck­ing­ham on­ly in­curred ex­pens­es. The ru­mor of this ex­trav­a­gant pro­fuse­ness de­light­ed the hearts of all the shop­keep­ers in Paris; from the ho­tel of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham to that of the Comte de Gra­mont noth­ing but mir­a­cles was at­tempt­ed. While all this was go­ing on, Madame was rest­ing her­self, and Bragelonne was en­gaged in writ­ing to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. He had al­ready dis­patched four let­ters, and not an an­swer to any one of them had been re­ceived, when, on the very morn­ing fixed for the mar­riage cer­e­mo­ny, which was to take place in the chapel at the Palais Roy­al, Raoul, who was dress­ing, heard his valet an­nounce M. de Mal­icorne. What can this Mal­icorne want with me? thought Raoul; and then said to his valet, “Let him wait.”

			“It is a gen­tle­man from Blois,” said the valet.

			“Ad­mit him at once,” said Raoul, ea­ger­ly.

			Mal­icorne en­tered as bril­liant as a star, and wear­ing a su­perb sword at his side. Af­ter hav­ing salut­ed Raoul most grace­ful­ly, he said: “M. de Bragelonne, I am the bear­er of a thou­sand com­pli­ments from a la­dy to you.”

			Raoul col­ored. “From a la­dy,” said he, “from a la­dy of Blois?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; from Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.”

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur; I rec­ol­lect you now,” said Raoul. “And what does Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais re­quire of me.”

			Mal­icorne drew four let­ters from his pock­et, which he of­fered to Raoul.

			“My own let­ters, is it pos­si­ble?” he said, turn­ing pale; “my let­ters, and the seals un­bro­ken?”

			“Mon­sieur, your let­ters did not find at Blois the per­son to whom they were ad­dressed, and so they are now re­turned to you.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has left Blois, then?” ex­claimed Raoul.

			“Eight days ago.”

			“Where is she, then?”

			“In Paris.”

			“How is it known that these let­ters were from me?”

			“Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais rec­og­nized your hand­writ­ing and your seal,” said Mal­icorne.

			Raoul col­ored and smiled. “Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais is ex­ceed­ing­ly ami­able,” he said; “she is al­ways kind and charm­ing.”

			“Al­ways, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sure­ly she could have giv­en me some pre­cise in­for­ma­tion about Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. I nev­er could find her in this im­mense city.”

			Mal­icorne drew an­oth­er pack­et from his pock­et. “You may pos­si­bly find in this let­ter what you are anx­ious to learn.”

			Raoul hur­ried­ly broke the seal. The writ­ing was that of Made­moi­selle Au­re, and en­closed were these words:—“Paris, Palais Roy­al. The day of the nup­tial bless­ing.”

			“What does this mean?” in­quired Raoul of Mal­icorne; “you prob­a­bly know?”

			“I do, Mon­sieur.”

			“For pity’s sake, tell me, then.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause Made­moi­selle Au­re has for­bid­den me to do so.”

			Raoul looked at his strange vis­i­tor, and re­mained silent;—“At least, tell me whether it is for­tu­nate or un­for­tu­nate.”

			“That you will see.”

			“You are very se­vere in your reser­va­tions.”

			“Will you grant me one fa­vor, Mon­sieur?” said Mal­icorne.

			“In ex­change for that you refuse me?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“What is it?”

			“I have the great­est de­sire to see the cer­e­mo­ny, and I have no tick­et to ad­mit me, in spite of all the steps I have tak­en to se­cure one. Could you get me ad­mit­ted?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Do me this kind­ness, then, I en­treat.”

			“Most will­ing­ly, Mon­sieur; come with me.”

			“I am ex­ceed­ing­ly in­debt­ed to you, Mon­sieur,” said Mal­icorne.

			“I thought you were a friend of M. de Mani­camp.”

			“I am, Mon­sieur; but this morn­ing I was with him as he was dress­ing, and I let a bot­tle of black­ing fall over his new dress, and he flew at me sword in hand, so that I was obliged to make my es­cape. That is the rea­son I could not ask him for a tick­et. He want­ed to kill me.”

			“I can well be­lieve it,” laughed Raoul. “I know Mani­camp is ca­pa­ble of killing a man who has been un­for­tu­nate enough to com­mit the crime you have to re­proach your­self with, but I will re­pair the mis­chief as far as you are con­cerned. I will but fas­ten my cloak, and shall then be ready to serve you, not on­ly as a guide, but as your in­tro­duc­er, too.”
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				The Sur­prise of Madame de Mon­ta­lais

			
			Madame’s mar­riage was cel­e­brat­ed in the chapel of the Palais Roy­al, in the pres­ence of a crowd of courtiers, who had been most scrupu­lous­ly se­lect­ed. How­ev­er, not­with­stand­ing the marked fa­vor which an in­vi­ta­tion in­di­cat­ed, Raoul, faith­ful to his prom­ise to Mal­icorne, who was so anx­ious to wit­ness the cer­e­mo­ny, ob­tained ad­mis­sion for him. Af­ter he had ful­filled this en­gage­ment, Raoul ap­proached de Guiche, who, as if in con­trast with his mag­nif­i­cent cos­tume, ex­hib­it­ed a coun­te­nance so ut­ter­ly de­ject­ed, that the Duke of Buck­ing­ham was the on­ly one present who could con­tend with him as far as pal­lor and dis­com­fi­ture were con­cerned.

			“Take care, count,” said Raoul, ap­proach­ing his friend, and pre­par­ing to sup­port him at the mo­ment the arch­bish­op blessed the mar­ried cou­ple. In fact, the Prince of Condé was at­ten­tive­ly scru­ti­niz­ing these two im­ages of des­o­la­tion, stand­ing like cary­atides on ei­ther side of the nave of the church. The count, af­ter that, kept a more care­ful watch over him­self.

			At the ter­mi­na­tion of the cer­e­mo­ny, the king and queen passed on­ward to­wards the grand re­cep­tion-room, where Madame and her suite were to be pre­sent­ed to them. It was re­marked that the king, who had seemed more than sur­prised at his sis­ter-in-law’s ap­pear­ance, was most flat­ter­ing in his com­pli­ments to her. Again, it was re­marked that the queen-moth­er, fix­ing a long and thought­ful gaze up­on Buck­ing­ham, leaned to­wards Madame de Mot­teville as though to ask her, “Do you not see how much he re­sem­bles his fa­ther?” and fi­nal­ly it was re­marked that Mon­sieur watched ev­ery­body, and seemed quite dis­con­tent­ed. Af­ter the re­cep­tion of the princess and am­bas­sadors, Mon­sieur so­licit­ed the king’s per­mis­sion to present to him as well as to Madame the per­sons be­long­ing to their new house­hold.

			“Are you aware, vi­comte,” in­quired the Prince de Condé of Raoul, “whether the house­hold has been se­lect­ed by a per­son of taste, and whether there are any faces worth look­ing at?”

			“I have not the slight­est idea, Mon­seigneur,” replied Raoul.

			“You af­fect ig­no­rance, sure­ly.”

			“In what way, Mon­seigneur?”

			“You are a friend of de Guiche, who is one of the friends of the prince.”

			“That may be so, Mon­seigneur; but the mat­ter hav­ing no in­ter­est what­ev­er for me, I have nev­er ques­tioned de Guiche on the sub­ject; and de Guiche, on his part, nev­er hav­ing been ques­tioned, did not com­mu­ni­cate any par­tic­u­lars to me.”

			“But Mani­camp?”

			“It is true I saw Mani­camp at Le Havre, and dur­ing the jour­ney here, but I was no more in­quis­i­tive with him than I had been to­wards de Guiche. Be­sides, is it like­ly that Mani­camp should know any­thing of such mat­ters? for he is a per­son of on­ly sec­ondary im­por­tance.”

			“My dear vi­comte, do you not know bet­ter than that?” said the prince; “why, it is these per­sons of sec­ondary im­por­tance, who, on such oc­ca­sions, have all the in­flu­ence; and the truth is, that near­ly ev­ery­thing has been done through Mani­camp’s pre­sen­ta­tions to de Guiche, and through de Guiche to Mon­sieur.”

			“I as­sure you, Mon­seigneur, I was ig­no­rant of that,” said Raoul, “and what Your High­ness does me the hon­or to im­part is per­fect­ly new to me.”

			“I will most read­i­ly be­lieve you, al­though it seems in­cred­i­ble; be­sides we shall not have long to wait. See, the fly­ing squadron is ad­vanc­ing, as good Queen Cather­ine used to say. Ah! ah! what pret­ty faces!”

			A bevy of young girls at this mo­ment en­tered the sa­lon, con­duct­ed by Madame de Navailles, and to Mani­camp’s cred­it be it said, if in­deed he had tak­en that part in their se­lec­tion which the Prince de Condé as­signed him, it was a dis­play cal­cu­lat­ed to daz­zle those who, like the prince, could ap­pre­ci­ate ev­ery char­ac­ter and style of beau­ty. A young, fair-com­plex­ioned girl, from twen­ty to one-and-twen­ty years of age, and whose large blue eyes flashed, as she opened them, in the most daz­zling man­ner, walked at the head of the band and was the first pre­sent­ed.

			“Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente,” said Madame de Navailles to Mon­sieur, who, as he salut­ed his wife, re­peat­ed “Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.”

			“Ah! ah!” said the Prince de Condé to Raoul, “she is pre­sentable enough.”

			“Yes,” said Raoul, “but has she not a some­what haughty style?”

			“Bah! we know these airs very well, vi­comte; three months hence she will be tame enough. But look, there, in­deed, is a pret­ty face.”

			“Yes,” said Raoul, “and one I am ac­quaint­ed with.”

			“Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais,” said Madame de Navailles. The name and Chris­tian name were care­ful­ly re­peat­ed by Mon­sieur.

			“Great heav­ens!” ex­claimed Raoul, fix­ing his be­wil­dered gaze up­on the en­trance door­way.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” in­quired the prince; “was it Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais who made you ut­ter such a ‘Great heav­ens’?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur, no,” replied Raoul, pale and trem­bling.

			“Well, then, if it be not Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais, it is that pret­ty blonde who fol­lows her. What beau­ti­ful eyes! She is rather thin, but has fas­ci­na­tions with­out num­ber.”

			“Made­moi­selle de la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière!” said Madame de Navailles; and, as this name re­sound­ed through his whole be­ing, a cloud seemed to rise from his breast to his eyes, so that he nei­ther saw nor heard any­thing more; and the prince, find­ing him noth­ing more than a mere echo which re­mained silent un­der his rail­leries, moved for­ward to in­spect some­what clos­er the beau­ti­ful girls whom his first glance had al­ready par­tic­u­lar­ized.

			“Louise here! Louise a maid of hon­or to Madame!” mur­mured Raoul, and his eyes, which did not suf­fice to sat­is­fy his rea­son, wan­dered from Louise to Mon­ta­lais. The lat­ter had al­ready eman­ci­pat­ed her­self from her as­sumed timid­i­ty, which she on­ly need­ed for the pre­sen­ta­tion and for her rev­er­ences.

			Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, from the cor­ner of the room to which she had re­tired, was look­ing with no slight con­fi­dence at the dif­fer­ent per­sons present; and, hav­ing dis­cov­ered Raoul, she amused her­self with the pro­found as­ton­ish­ment which her own and her friend’s pres­ence there caused the un­hap­py lover. Her wag­gish and ma­li­cious look, which Raoul tried to avoid meet­ing, and which yet he sought in­quir­ing­ly from time to time, placed him on the rack. As for Louise, whether from nat­u­ral timid­i­ty, or some oth­er rea­son for which Raoul could not ac­count, she kept her eyes con­stant­ly cast down; in­tim­i­dat­ed, daz­zled, and with im­ped­ed res­pi­ra­tion, she with­drew her­self as much as pos­si­ble aside, un­af­fect­ed even by the nudges Mon­ta­lais gave her with her el­bow. The whole scene was a per­fect enig­ma for Raoul, the key to which he would have giv­en any­thing to ob­tain. But no one was there who could as­sist him, not even Mal­icorne; who, a lit­tle un­easy at find­ing him­self in the pres­ence of so many per­sons of good birth, and not a lit­tle dis­cour­aged by Mon­ta­lais’s ban­ter­ing glances, had de­scribed a cir­cle, and by de­grees suc­ceed­ed in get­ting a few paces from the prince, be­hind the group of maids of hon­or, and near­ly with­in reach of Made­moi­selle Au­re’s voice, she be­ing the plan­et around which he, as her at­ten­dant satel­lite, seemed con­strained to grav­i­tate. As he re­cov­ered his self-pos­ses­sion, Raoul fan­cied he rec­og­nized voic­es on his right hand side that were fa­mil­iar to him, and he per­ceived de Wardes, de Guiche, and the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine con­vers­ing to­geth­er. It is true they were talk­ing in tones so low, that the sound of their words could hard­ly be heard in the vast apart­ment. To speak in that man­ner from any par­tic­u­lar place with­out bend­ing down, or turn­ing round, or look­ing at the per­son with whom one may be en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion, is a tal­ent that can­not be im­me­di­ate­ly ac­quired by new­com­ers. Long study is need­ed for such con­ver­sa­tions, which, with­out a look, ges­ture, or move­ment of the head, seem like the con­ver­sa­tion of a group of stat­ues. In fact, in the king’s and queen’s grand as­sem­blies, while their majesties were speak­ing, and while ev­ery­one present seemed to be lis­ten­ing in the midst of the most pro­found si­lence, some of these noise­less con­ver­sa­tions took place, in which adu­la­tion was not the pre­vail­ing fea­ture. But Raoul was one among oth­ers ex­ceed­ing­ly clever in this art, so much a mat­ter of eti­quette, that from the move­ment of the lips, he was of­ten able to guess the sense of the words.

			“Who is that Mon­ta­lais?” in­quired de Wardes, “and that La Val­lière? What coun­try-town have we had sent here?”

			“Mon­ta­lais?” said the cheva­lier—“oh, I know her; she is a good sort of girl, whom we shall find amus­ing enough. La Val­lière is a charm­ing girl, slight­ly lame.”

			“Ah! bah!” said de Wardes.

			“Do not be ab­surd, de Wardes, there are some very char­ac­ter­is­tic and in­ge­nious Latin ax­ioms about lame ladies.”

			“Gen­tle­men, gen­tle­men,” said de Guiche, look­ing at Raoul with un­easi­ness, “be a lit­tle care­ful, I en­treat you.”

			But the un­easi­ness of the count, in ap­pear­ance at least, was not need­ed. Raoul had pre­served the firmest and most in­dif­fer­ent coun­te­nance, al­though he had not lost a word that passed. He seemed to keep an ac­count of the in­so­lence and li­cense of the two speak­ers in or­der to set­tle mat­ters with them at the ear­li­est op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			De Wardes seemed to guess what was pass­ing in his mind, and con­tin­ued:

			“Who are these young ladies’ lovers?”

			“Mon­ta­lais’s lover?” said the cheva­lier.

			“Yes, Mon­ta­lais first.”

			“You, I, or de Guiche—who­ev­er likes, in fact.”

			“And the oth­er?”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“Yes.”

			“Take care, gen­tle­men,” ex­claimed de Guiche, anx­ious to put a stop to the cheva­lier’s re­ply; “take care, Madame is lis­ten­ing to us.”

			Raoul had thrust his hand up to the wrist in­to his jus­tau­corps in great ag­i­ta­tion. But the very ma­lig­ni­ty which he saw was ex­cit­ed against these poor girls made him take a se­ri­ous res­o­lu­tion. Poor Louise, he thought, has come here on­ly with an hon­or­able ob­ject in view, and un­der hon­or­able pro­tec­tion; and I must learn what that ob­ject is which she has in view, and who it is that pro­tects her. And fol­low­ing Mal­icorne’s ma­neu­ver, he made his way to­ward the group of the maids of hon­or. The pre­sen­ta­tions were soon over. The king, who had done noth­ing but look at and ad­mire Madame, short­ly af­ter­wards left the re­cep­tion-room, ac­com­pa­nied by the two queens. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine re­sumed his place be­side Mon­sieur, and, as he ac­com­pa­nied him, in­sin­u­at­ed a few drops of the ven­om he had col­lect­ed dur­ing the last hour, while look­ing at some of the faces in the court, and sus­pect­ing that some of their hearts might be hap­py. A few of the per­sons present fol­lowed the king as he quit­ted the apart­ment; but such of the courtiers as as­sumed an in­de­pen­dence of char­ac­ter, and pro­fessed a gal­lantry of dis­po­si­tion, be­gan to ap­proach the ladies of the court. The prince paid his com­pli­ments to Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, Buck­ing­ham de­vot­ed him­self to Madame Cha­lais and Made­moi­selle de Lafayette, whom Madame al­ready dis­tin­guished by her no­tice, and whom she held in high re­gard. As for the Comte de Guiche, who had aban­doned Mon­sieur as soon as he could ap­proach Madame alone, he con­versed, with great an­i­ma­tion, with Madame de Valenti­nois, and with Made­moi­selle de Créquy and de Châtil­lon.

			Amid these var­ied po­lit­i­cal and amorous in­ter­ests, Mal­icorne was anx­ious to gain Mon­ta­lais’s at­ten­tion; but the lat­ter pre­ferred talk­ing with Raoul, even if it were on­ly to amuse her­self with his in­nu­mer­able ques­tions and his as­ton­ish­ment. Raoul had gone di­rect­ly to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and had salut­ed her with the pro­found­est re­spect, at which Louise blushed, and could not say a word. Mon­ta­lais, how­ev­er, hur­ried to her as­sis­tance.

			“Well, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte, here we are, you see.”

			“I do, in­deed, see you,” said Raoul smil­ing, “and it is ex­act­ly be­cause you are here that I wish to ask for some ex­pla­na­tion.”

			Mal­icorne ap­proached the group with his most fas­ci­nat­ing smile.

			“Go away, Mal­icorne; re­al­ly you are ex­ceed­ing­ly in­dis­creet.” At this re­mark Mal­icorne bit his lips and re­tired a few steps, with­out mak­ing any re­ply. His smile, how­ev­er, changed its ex­pres­sion, and from its for­mer frank­ness, be­came mock­ing in its ex­pres­sion.

			“You wished for an ex­pla­na­tion, M. Raoul?” in­quired Mon­ta­lais.

			“It is sure­ly worth one, I think; Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is a maid of hon­or to Madame!”

			“Why should she not be a maid of hon­or, as well as my­self?” in­quired Mon­ta­lais.

			“Pray ac­cept my com­pli­ments, young ladies,” said Raoul, who fan­cied he per­ceived they were not dis­posed to an­swer him in a di­rect man­ner.

			“Your re­mark was not made in a very com­pli­men­ta­ry man­ner, vi­comte.”

			“Mine?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; I ap­peal to Louise.”

			“M. de Bragelonne prob­a­bly thinks the po­si­tion is above my con­di­tion,” said Louise, hes­i­tat­ing­ly.

			“As­sured­ly not,” replied Raoul, ea­ger­ly, “you know very well that such is not my feel­ing; were you called up­on to oc­cu­py a queen’s throne, I should not be sur­prised; how much greater rea­son, then, such a po­si­tion as this? The on­ly cir­cum­stance that amazes me is, that I should have learned it on­ly to­day, and that by the mer­est ac­ci­dent.”

			“That is true,” replied Mon­ta­lais, with her usu­al gid­di­ness; “you know noth­ing about it, and there is no rea­son you should. M. de Bragelonne had writ­ten sev­er­al let­ters to you, but your moth­er was the on­ly per­son who re­mained be­hind at Blois, and it was nec­es­sary to pre­vent these let­ters from fall­ing in­to her hands; I in­ter­cept­ed them, and re­turned them to M. Raoul, so that he be­lieved you were still at Blois while you were here in Paris, and had no idea what­ev­er, in­deed, how high you had risen in rank.”

			“Did you not in­form M. Raoul, as I begged you to do?”

			“Why should I? to give him op­por­tu­ni­ty of mak­ing some of his se­vere re­marks and moral re­flec­tions, and to un­do what we have had so much trou­ble in ef­fect­ing? Cer­tain­ly not.”

			“Am I so very se­vere, then?” said Raoul, in­quir­ing­ly.

			“Be­sides,” said Mon­ta­lais, “it is suf­fi­cient to say that it suit­ed me. I was about set­ting off for Paris—you were away; Louise was weep­ing her eyes out; in­ter­pret that as you please; I begged a friend, a pro­tec­tor of mine, who had ob­tained the ap­point­ment for me, to so­lic­it one for Louise; the ap­point­ment ar­rived. Louise left in or­der to get her cos­tume pre­pared; as I had my own ready, I re­mained be­hind; I re­ceived your let­ters, and re­turned them to you, adding a few words, promis­ing you a sur­prise. Your sur­prise is be­fore you, Mon­sieur, and seems to be a fair one enough; you have noth­ing more to ask. Come, M. Mal­icorne, it is now time to leave these young peo­ple to­geth­er: they have many things to talk about; give me your hand; I trust that you ap­pre­ci­ate the hon­or con­ferred up­on you, M. Mal­icorne.”

			“For­give me,” said Raoul, ar­rest­ing the gid­dy girl, and giv­ing to his voice an in­to­na­tion, the grav­i­ty of which con­trast­ed with that of Mon­ta­lais; “for­give me, but may I in­quire the name of the pro­tec­tor you speak of; for if pro­tec­tion be ex­tend­ed to­wards you, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais—for which, in­deed, so many rea­sons ex­ist,” added Raoul, bow­ing, “I do not see that the same rea­sons ex­ist why Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière should be sim­i­lar­ly cared for.”

			“But, M. Raoul,” said Louise, in­no­cent­ly, “there is no dif­fer­ence in the mat­ter, and I do not see why I should not tell it you my­self; it was M. Mal­icorne who ob­tained it for me.”

			Raoul re­mained for a mo­ment al­most stu­pe­fied, ask­ing him­self if they were tri­fling with him; he then turned round to in­ter­ro­gate Mal­icorne, but he had been hur­ried away by Mon­ta­lais, and was al­ready at some dis­tance from them. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière at­tempt­ed to fol­low her friend, but Raoul, with gen­tle au­thor­i­ty, de­tained her.

			“Louise, one word, I beg.”

			“But, M. Raoul,” said Louise, blush­ing, “we are alone. Ev­ery­one has left. They will be­come anx­ious, and will be look­ing for us.”

			“Fear noth­ing,” said the young man, smil­ing, “we are nei­ther of us of suf­fi­cient im­por­tance for our ab­sence to be re­marked.”

			“But I have my du­ty to per­form, M. Raoul.”

			“Do not be alarmed, I am ac­quaint­ed with these us­ages of the court; you will not be on du­ty un­til to­mor­row; a few min­utes are at your dis­pos­al, which will en­able you to give me the in­for­ma­tion I am about to have the hon­or to ask you for.”

			“How se­ri­ous you are, M. Raoul!” said Louise.

			“Be­cause the cir­cum­stances are se­ri­ous. Are you lis­ten­ing?”

			“I am lis­ten­ing; I would on­ly re­peat, Mon­sieur, that we are quite alone.”

			“You are right,” said Raoul, and, of­fer­ing her his hand, he led the young girl in­to the gallery ad­join­ing the re­cep­tion-room, the win­dows of which looked out up­on the court­yard. Ev­ery­one hur­ried to­wards the mid­dle win­dow, which had a bal­cony out­side, from which all the de­tails of the slow and for­mal prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture could be seen. Raoul opened one of the side win­dows, and then, be­ing alone with Louise, said to her: “You know, Louise, that from my child­hood I have re­gard­ed you as my sis­ter, as one who has been the con­fi­dante of all my trou­bles, to whom I have en­trust­ed all my hopes.”

			“Yes, M. Raoul,” she an­swered soft­ly; “yes, M. Raoul, I know that.”

			“You used, on your side, to show the same friend­ship to­wards me, and had the same con­fi­dence in me; why have you not, on this oc­ca­sion, been my friend—why have you shown sus­pi­cion of me?”

			Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière did not an­swer. “I fond­ly thought you loved me,” said Raoul, whose voice be­came more and more ag­i­tat­ed; “I fond­ly thought you con­sent­ed to all the plans we had, to­geth­er, laid down for our own hap­pi­ness, at the time when we wan­dered up and down the walks of Cour-Chev­erny, un­der the av­enue of poplar trees lead­ing to Blois. You do not an­swer me, Louise. Is it pos­si­ble,” he in­quired, breath­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty, “that you no longer love me?”

			“I did not say so,” replied Louise, soft­ly.

			“Oh! tell me the truth, I im­plore you. All my hopes in life are cen­tered in you. I chose you for your gen­tle and sim­ple tastes. Do not suf­fer your­self to be daz­zled, Louise, now that you are in the midst of a court where all that is pure too soon be­comes cor­rupt—where all that is young too soon grows old. Louise, close your ears, so as not to hear what may be said; shut your eyes, so as not to see the ex­am­ples be­fore you; shut your lips, that you may not in­hale the cor­rupt­ing in­flu­ences about you. With­out false­hood or sub­terfuge, Louise, am I to be­lieve what Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais stat­ed? Louise, did you come to Paris be­cause I was no longer at Blois?”

			La Val­lière blushed and con­cealed her face in her hands.

			“Yes, it was so, then!” ex­claimed Raoul, de­light­ed­ly; “that was, then, your rea­son for com­ing here. I love you as I nev­er yet loved you. Thanks, Louise, for this de­vo­tion; but mea­sures must be tak­en to place you be­yond all in­sult, to shield you from ev­ery lure. Louise, a maid of hon­or, in the court of a young princess in these days of free man­ners and in­con­stant af­fec­tions—a maid of hon­or is placed as an ob­ject of at­tack with­out hav­ing any means of de­fence af­ford­ed her; this state of things can­not con­tin­ue; you must be mar­ried in or­der to be re­spect­ed.”

			“Mar­ried?”

			“Yes, here is my hand, Louise; will you place yours with­in it?”

			“But your fa­ther?”

			“My fa­ther leaves me per­fect­ly free.”

			“Yet—”

			“I un­der­stand your scru­ples, Louise; I will con­sult my fa­ther.”

			“Re­flect, M. Raoul; wait.”

			“Wait! it is im­pos­si­ble. Re­flect, Louise, when you are con­cerned! it would be in­sult­ing—give me your hand, dear Louise; I am my own mas­ter. My fa­ther will con­sent, I know; give me your hand, do not keep me wait­ing thus. One word in an­swer, one word on­ly; if not, I shall be­gin to think that, in or­der to change you for­ev­er, noth­ing more was need­ed than a sin­gle step in the palace, a sin­gle breath of fa­vor, a smile from the queen, a look from the king.”

			Raoul had no soon­er pro­nounced this lat­ter word, than La Val­lière be­came as pale as death, no doubt from fear at see­ing the young man ex­cite him­self. With a move­ment as rapid as thought, she placed both her hands in those of Raoul, and then fled, with­out adding a syl­la­ble; dis­ap­pear­ing with­out cast­ing a look be­hind her. Raoul felt his whole frame trem­ble at the con­tact of her hand; he re­ceived the com­pact as a solemn bar­gain wrung by af­fec­tion from her child­like timid­i­ty.
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				The Con­sent of Athos

			
			Raoul quit­ted the Palais Roy­al full of ideas that ad­mit­ted no de­lay in ex­e­cu­tion. He mount­ed his horse in the court­yard, and fol­lowed the road to Blois, while the mar­riage fes­tiv­i­ties of Mon­sieur and the princess of Eng­land were be­ing cel­e­brat­ed with ex­ceed­ing an­i­ma­tion by the courtiers, but to the de­spair of de Guiche and Buck­ing­ham. Raoul lost no time on the road, and in six­teen hours he ar­rived at Blois. As he trav­eled along, he mar­shaled his ar­gu­ments in the most be­com­ing man­ner. Fever al­so is an ar­gu­ment that can­not be an­swered, and Raoul had an at­tack. Athos was in his study, mak­ing ad­di­tions to his mem­oirs, when Raoul en­tered, ac­com­pa­nied by Gri­maud. Keen-sight­ed and pen­e­trat­ing, a mere glance at his son told him that some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary had be­fall­en him.

			“You seem to come on a mat­ter of im­por­tance,” said he to Raoul, af­ter he had em­braced him, point­ing to a seat.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied the young man; “and I en­treat you to give me the same kind at­ten­tion that has nev­er yet failed me.”

			“Speak, Raoul.”

			“I present the case to you, Mon­sieur, free from all pref­ace, for that would be un­wor­thy of you. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is in Paris as one of Madame’s maids of hon­or. I have pon­dered deeply on the mat­ter; I love Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière above ev­ery­thing; and it is not prop­er to leave her in a po­si­tion where her rep­u­ta­tion, her virtue even, may be as­sailed. It is my wish, there­fore, to mar­ry her, Mon­sieur, and I have come to so­lic­it your con­sent to my mar­riage.”

			While this com­mu­ni­ca­tion was be­ing made to him, Athos main­tained the pro­found­est si­lence and re­serve. Raoul, who had be­gun his ad­dress with an as­sump­tion of self-pos­ses­sion, fin­ished it by al­low­ing a man­i­fest emo­tion to es­cape him at ev­ery word. Athos fixed up­on Bragelonne a search­ing look, over­shad­owed in­deed by a slight sad­ness.

			“You have re­flect­ed well up­on it?” he in­quired.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“I be­lieve you are al­ready ac­quaint­ed with my views re­spect­ing this al­liance?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, in a low tone of voice; “but you added, that if I per­sist­ed—”

			“You do per­sist, then?”

			Raoul stam­mered out an al­most un­in­tel­li­gi­ble as­sent.

			“Your pas­sion,” con­tin­ued Athos, tran­quil­ly, “must in­deed be very great, since, not­with­stand­ing my dis­like to this union, you per­sist in want­ing it.”

			Raoul passed his hand trem­bling across his fore­head to re­move the per­spi­ra­tion that col­lect­ed there. Athos looked at him, and his heart was touched by pity. He rose and said—

			“It is no mat­ter. My own per­son­al feel­ings are not to be tak­en in­to con­sid­er­a­tion since yours are con­cerned; you need my as­sis­tance, I am ready to give it. Tell me what you want.”

			“Your kind in­dul­gence, first of all, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, tak­ing hold of his hand.

			“You have mis­tak­en my feel­ings, Raoul, I have more than mere in­dul­gence for you in my heart.”

			Raoul kissed as de­vot­ed­ly as a lover could have done the hand he held in his own.

			“Come, come,” said Athos, “I am quite ready; what do you wish me to sign?”

			“Noth­ing what­ev­er, Mon­sieur, on­ly it would be very kind if you would take the trou­ble to write to the king, to whom I be­long, and so­lic­it His Majesty’s per­mis­sion for me to mar­ry Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Well thought, Raoul! Af­ter, or rather be­fore my­self, you have a mas­ter to con­sult, that mas­ter be­ing the king; it is loy­al in you to sub­mit your­self vol­un­tar­i­ly to this dou­ble proof; I will grant your re­quest with­out de­lay, Raoul.”

			The count ap­proached the win­dow, and lean­ing out, called to Gri­maud, who showed his head from an ar­bor cov­ered with jas­mine, which he was oc­cu­pied in trim­ming.

			“My hors­es, Gri­maud,” con­tin­ued the count.

			“Why this or­der, Mon­sieur?” in­quired Raoul.

			“We shall set off in a few hours.”

			“Whith­er?”

			“For Paris.”

			“Paris, Mon­sieur?”

			“Is not the king at Paris?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Well, ought we not to go there?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, al­most alarmed by this kind con­de­scen­sion. “I do not ask you to put your­self to such in­con­ve­nience, and a let­ter mere­ly—”

			“You mis­take my po­si­tion, Raoul; it is not re­spect­ful that a sim­ple gen­tle­man, such as I am, should write to his sov­er­eign. I wish to speak, I ought to speak, to the king, and I will do so. We will go to­geth­er, Raoul.”

			“You over­pow­er me with your kind­ness, Mon­sieur.”

			“How do you think His Majesty is af­fect­ed?”

			“To­wards me, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes.”

			“Ex­cel­lent­ly well dis­posed.”

			“You know that to be so?” con­tin­ued the count.

			“The king has him­self told me so.”

			“On what oc­ca­sion?”

			“Up­on the rec­om­men­da­tion of M. d’Artag­nan, I be­lieve, and on ac­count of an af­fair in the Place de Grève, when I had the hon­or to draw my sword in the king’s ser­vice. I have rea­son to be­lieve that, van­i­ty apart, I stand well with His Majesty.”

			“So much the bet­ter.”

			“But I en­treat you, Mon­sieur,” pur­sued Raoul, “not to main­tain to­wards me your present grave and se­ri­ous man­ner. Do not make me bit­ter­ly re­gret hav­ing lis­tened to a feel­ing stronger than any­thing else.”

			“That is the sec­ond time you have said so, Raoul; it was quite un­nec­es­sary; you re­quire my for­mal con­sent, and you have it. We need talk no more on the sub­ject, there­fore. Come and see my new plan­ta­tions, Raoul.”

			The young man knew very well, that, af­ter the ex­pres­sion of his fa­ther’s wish, no op­por­tu­ni­ty of dis­cus­sion was left him. He bowed his head, and fol­lowed his fa­ther in­to the gar­den. Athos slow­ly point­ed out to him the grafts, the cut­tings, and the av­enues he was plant­ing. This per­fect re­pose of man­ner dis­con­cert­ed Raoul ex­treme­ly; the af­fec­tion with which his own heart was filled seemed so great that the whole world could hard­ly con­tain it. How, then, could his fa­ther’s heart re­main void, and closed to its in­flu­ence? Bragelonne, there­fore, col­lect­ing all his courage, sud­den­ly ex­claimed—

			“It is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur, you can have any rea­son to re­ject Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière! In Heav­en’s name, she is so good, so gen­tle and pure, that your mind, so per­fect in its pen­e­tra­tion, ought to ap­pre­ci­ate her ac­cord­ing­ly. Does any se­cret re­pug­nance, or any hered­i­tary dis­like, ex­ist be­tween you and her fam­i­ly?”

			“Look, Raoul, at that beau­ti­ful lily of the val­ley,” said Athos; “ob­serve how the shade and the damp sit­u­a­tion suit it, par­tic­u­lar­ly the shad­ow which that sycamore-tree casts over it, so that the warmth, and not the blaz­ing heat of the sun, fil­ters through its leaves.”

			Raoul stopped, bit his lips, and then, with the blood mantling in his face, he said, coura­geous­ly—“One word of ex­pla­na­tion, I beg, Mon­sieur. You can­not for­get that your son is a man.”

			“In that case,” replied Athos, draw­ing him­self up with stern­ness, “prove to me that you are a man, for you do not show your­self a son. I begged you to wait the op­por­tu­ni­ty of form­ing an il­lus­tri­ous al­liance. I would have ob­tained a wife for you from the first ranks of the rich no­bil­i­ty. I wish you to be dis­tin­guished by the splen­dor which glo­ry and for­tune con­fer, for no­bil­i­ty of de­scent you have al­ready.”

			“Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed Raoul, car­ried away by a first im­pulse. “I was re­proached the oth­er day for not know­ing who my moth­er was.”

			Athos turned pale; then, knit­ting his brows like the great­est of all the hea­then deities:—“I am wait­ing to learn the re­ply you made,” he de­mand­ed, in an im­pe­ri­ous man­ner.

			“For­give me! oh, for­give me,” mur­mured the young man, sink­ing at once from the lofty tone he had as­sumed.

			“What was your re­ply, Mon­sieur?” in­quired the count, stamp­ing his feet up­on the ground.

			“Mon­sieur, my sword was in my hand im­me­di­ate­ly, my ad­ver­sary placed him­self on guard, I struck his sword over the pal­isade, and threw him af­ter it.”

			“Why did you suf­fer him to live?”

			“The king has pro­hib­it­ed du­elling, and, at the mo­ment, I was an am­bas­sador of the king.”

			“Very well,” said Athos, “but all the greater rea­son I should see His Majesty.”

			“What do you in­tend to ask him?”

			“Au­thor­i­ty to draw my sword against the man who has in­flict­ed this in­jury up­on me.”

			“If I did not act as I ought to have done, I beg you to for­give me.”

			“Did I re­proach you, Raoul?”

			“Still, the per­mis­sion you are go­ing to ask from the king?”

			“I will im­plore His Majesty to sign your mar­riage-con­tract, but on one con­di­tion.”

			“Are con­di­tions nec­es­sary with me, Mon­sieur? Com­mand, and you shall be obeyed.”

			“On the con­di­tion, I re­peat,” con­tin­ued Athos; “that you tell me the name of the man who spoke of your moth­er in that way.”

			“What need is there that you should know his name; the of­fense was di­rect­ed against my­self, and the per­mis­sion once ob­tained from His Majesty, to re­venge it is my af­fair.”

			“Tell me his name, Mon­sieur.”

			“I will not al­low you to ex­pose your­self.”

			“Do you take me for a Don Diego? His name, I say.”

			“You in­sist up­on it?”

			“I de­mand it.”

			“The Vi­comte de Wardes.”

			“Very well,” said Athos, tran­quil­ly, “I know him. But our hors­es are ready, I see; and, in­stead of de­lay­ing our de­par­ture for a cou­ple of hours, we will set off at once. Come, Mon­sieur.”

		
	
		
			
				91

				Mon­sieur Be­comes Jeal­ous of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham

			
			While the Comte de la Fère was pro­ceed­ing on his way to Paris, ac­com­pa­nied by Raoul, the Palais Roy­al was the the­atre where­in a scene of what Molière would have called ex­cel­lent com­e­dy, was be­ing per­formed. Four days had elapsed since his mar­riage, and Mon­sieur, hav­ing break­fast­ed very hur­ried­ly, passed in­to his an­techam­ber, frown­ing and out of tem­per. The repast had not been over-agree­able. Madame had had break­fast served in her own apart­ment, and Mon­sieur had break­fast­ed al­most alone; the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine and Mani­camp were the on­ly per­sons present at the meal, which last­ed three-quar­ters of an hour with­out a sin­gle syl­la­ble hav­ing been ut­tered. Mani­camp, who was less in­ti­mate with His Roy­al High­ness than the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, vain­ly en­deav­ored to de­tect, from the ex­pres­sion of the prince’s face, what had made him so ill-hu­mored. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, who had no oc­ca­sion to spec­u­late about any­thing, inas­much as he knew all, ate his break­fast with that ex­tra­or­di­nary ap­petite which the trou­bles of one’s friends but stim­u­lates, and en­joyed at the same time both Mon­sieur’s ill-hu­mor and the vex­a­tion of Mani­camp. He seemed de­light­ed, while he went on eat­ing, to de­tain a prince, who was very im­pa­tient to move, still at ta­ble. Mon­sieur at times re­pent­ed the as­cen­den­cy which he had per­mit­ted the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine to ac­quire over him, and which ex­empt­ed the lat­ter from any ob­ser­vance of eti­quette to­wards him. Mon­sieur was now in one of those moods, but he dread­ed as much as he liked the cheva­lier, and con­tent­ed him­self with nurs­ing his anger with­out be­tray­ing it. Ev­ery now and then Mon­sieur raised his eyes to the ceil­ing, then low­ered them to­wards the slices of pâté which the cheva­lier was at­tack­ing, and fi­nal­ly, not car­ing to be­tray the re­sent­ment, he ges­tic­u­lat­ed in a man­ner which Har­le­quin might have en­vied. At last, how­ev­er, Mon­sieur could con­trol him­self no longer, and at the dessert, ris­ing from the ta­ble in ex­ces­sive wrath, as we have re­lat­ed, he left the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine to fin­ish his break­fast as he pleased. See­ing Mon­sieur rise from the ta­ble, Mani­camp, nap­kin in hand, rose al­so. Mon­sieur ran rather than walked, to­wards the an­techam­ber, where, notic­ing an ush­er in at­ten­dance, he gave him some di­rec­tions in a low tone of voice. Then, turn­ing back again, but avoid­ing pass­ing through the break­fast apart­ment, he crossed sev­er­al rooms, with the in­ten­tion of seek­ing the queen-moth­er in her or­a­to­ry, where she usu­al­ly re­mained.

			It was about ten o’clock in the morn­ing. Anne of Aus­tria was en­gaged in writ­ing as Mon­sieur en­tered. The queen-moth­er was ex­treme­ly at­tached to her son, for he was hand­some in per­son and ami­able in dis­po­si­tion. He was, in fact, more af­fec­tion­ate, and it might be, more ef­fem­i­nate than the king. He pleased his moth­er by those tri­fling sym­pa­thiz­ing at­ten­tions all wom­en are glad to re­ceive. Anne of Aus­tria, who would have been re­joiced to have had a daugh­ter, al­most found in this, her fa­vorite son, the at­ten­tions, so­lic­i­tude, and play­ful man­ners of a child of twelve years of age. All the time he passed with his moth­er he em­ployed in ad­mir­ing her arms, in giv­ing his opin­ion up­on her cos­met­ics, and recipes for com­pound­ing essences, in which she was very par­tic­u­lar; and then, too, he kissed her hands and cheeks in the most child­like and en­dear­ing man­ner, and had al­ways some sweet­meats to of­fer her, or some new style of dress to rec­om­mend. Anne of Aus­tria loved the king, or rather the re­gal pow­er in her el­dest son; Louis XIV rep­re­sent­ed le­git­i­ma­cy by right di­vine. With the king, her char­ac­ter was that of the queen-moth­er, with Philip she was sim­ply the moth­er. The lat­ter knew that, of all places, a moth­er’s heart is the most com­pas­sion­ate and surest. When quite a child he al­ways fled there for refuge when he and his broth­er quar­reled, of­ten, af­ter hav­ing struck him, which con­sti­tut­ed the crime of high trea­son on his part, af­ter cer­tain en­gage­ments with hands and nails, in which the king and his re­bel­lious sub­ject in­dulged in their night­dress­es re­spect­ing the right to a dis­put­ed bed, hav­ing their ser­vant La­porte as um­pire—Philip, con­queror, but ter­ri­fied at vic­to­ry, used to flee to his moth­er to ob­tain re­in­force­ments from her, or at least the as­sur­ance of for­give­ness, which Louis XIV grant­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty, and af­ter an in­ter­val. Anne, from this habit of peace­able in­ter­ven­tion, suc­ceed­ed in ar­rang­ing the dis­putes of her sons, and in shar­ing, at the same time, all their se­crets. The king, some­what jeal­ous of that ma­ter­nal so­lic­i­tude which was be­stowed par­tic­u­lar­ly on his broth­er, felt dis­posed to show to­wards Anne of Aus­tria more sub­mis­sion and at­tach­ment than his char­ac­ter re­al­ly dic­tat­ed. Anne of Aus­tria had adopt­ed this line of con­duct es­pe­cial­ly to­wards the young queen. In this man­ner she ruled with al­most despot­ic sway over the roy­al house­hold, and she was al­ready pre­par­ing her bat­ter­ies to gov­ern with the same ab­so­lute au­thor­i­ty the house­hold of her sec­ond son. Anne ex­pe­ri­enced al­most a feel­ing of pride when­ev­er she saw any­one en­ter her apart­ment with woe­be­gone looks, pale cheeks, or red eyes, gath­er­ing from ap­pear­ances that as­sis­tance was re­quired ei­ther by the weak­est or the most re­bel­lious. She was writ­ing, we have said, when Mon­sieur en­tered her or­a­to­ry, not with red eyes or pale cheeks, but rest­less, out of tem­per, and an­noyed. With an ab­sent air he kissed his moth­er’s hands, and sat him­self down be­fore re­ceiv­ing her per­mis­sion to do so. Con­sid­er­ing the strict rules of eti­quette es­tab­lished at the court of Anne of Aus­tria, this for­get­ful­ness of cus­tom­ary ci­vil­i­ties was a sign of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, es­pe­cial­ly on Philip’s part, who, of his own ac­cord, ob­served a re­spect to­wards her of a some­what ex­ag­ger­at­ed char­ac­ter. If, there­fore, he so no­to­ri­ous­ly failed in this re­gard, there must be a se­ri­ous cause for it.

			“What is the mat­ter, Philip?” in­quired Anne of Aus­tria, turn­ing to­wards her son.

			“A good many things,” mur­mured the prince, in a dole­ful tone of voice.

			“You look like a man who has a great deal to do,” said the queen, lay­ing down her pen. Philip frowned, but did not re­ply. “Among the var­i­ous sub­jects which oc­cu­py your mind,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “there must sure­ly be one that ab­sorbs it more than oth­ers.”

			“One has in­deed oc­cu­pied me more than any oth­er.”

			“Well, what is it? I am lis­ten­ing.”

			Philip opened his mouth as if to ex­press all the trou­bles his mind was filled with, and which he seemed to be wait­ing on­ly for an op­por­tu­ni­ty of declar­ing. But he sud­den­ly be­came silent, and a sigh alone ex­pressed all that his heart was over­flow­ing with.

			“Come, Philip, show a lit­tle firm­ness,” said the queen-moth­er. “When one has to com­plain of any­thing, it is gen­er­al­ly an in­di­vid­u­al who is the cause of it. Am I not right?”

			“I do not say no, Madame.”

			“Whom do you wish to speak about? Come, take courage.”

			“In fact, Madame, what I might pos­si­bly have to say must be kept a pro­found se­cret; for when a la­dy is in the case—”

			“Ah! you are speak­ing of Madame, then?” in­quired the queen-moth­er, with a feel­ing of the liveli­est cu­rios­i­ty.

			“Yes.”

			“Well, then, if you wish to speak of Madame, do not hes­i­tate to do so. I am your moth­er, and she is no more than a stranger to me. Yet, as she is my daugh­ter-in-law, rest as­sured I shall be in­ter­est­ed, even were it for your own sake alone, in hear­ing all you may have to say about her.”

			“Pray tell me, Madame, in your turn, whether you have not re­marked some­thing?”

			“ ‘Some­thing’! Philip? Your words al­most fright­en me, from their want of mean­ing. What do you mean by ‘some­thing?’ ”

			“Madame is pret­ty, cer­tain­ly.”

			“No doubt of it.”

			“Yet not al­to­geth­er beau­ti­ful.”

			“No, but as she grows old­er, she will prob­a­bly be­come strik­ing­ly beau­ti­ful. You must have re­marked the change which a few years have al­ready made in her. Her beau­ty will im­prove more and more; she is now on­ly six­teen years of age. At fif­teen I was, my­self, very thin; but even as she is at present, Madame is very pret­ty.”

			“And con­se­quent­ly oth­ers have re­marked it.”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly, for a wom­an of or­di­nary rank is no­ticed—and with still greater rea­son a princess.”

			“She has been well brought up, I sup­pose?”

			“Madame Hen­ri­ette, her moth­er, is a wom­an some­what cold in man­ner, slight­ly pre­ten­tious, but full of no­ble thoughts. The princess’s ed­u­ca­tion may have been ne­glect­ed, but her prin­ci­ples, I be­lieve, are good. Such at least was the opin­ion I formed of her when she resid­ed in France; but she af­ter­wards re­turned to Eng­land, and I am ig­no­rant what may have oc­curred there.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Sim­ply that there are some heads nat­u­ral­ly gid­dy, which are eas­i­ly turned by pros­per­i­ty.”

			“That is the very word, Madame. I think the princess rather gid­dy.”

			“We must not ex­ag­ger­ate, Philip; she is clever and wit­ty, and has a cer­tain amount of co­quetry very nat­u­ral in a young wom­an; but this de­fect in per­sons of high rank and po­si­tion, is a great ad­van­tage at a court. A princess who is tinged with co­quetry usu­al­ly forms a bril­liant court; her smile stim­u­lates lux­u­ry, arous­es wit, and even courage; the no­bles, too, fight bet­ter for a prince whose wife is beau­ti­ful.”

			“Thank you ex­treme­ly, Madame,” said Philip, with some tem­per; “you re­al­ly have drawn some very alarm­ing pic­tures for me.”

			“In what re­spect?” asked the queen, with pre­tend­ed sim­plic­i­ty.

			“You know, Madame,” said Philip, dole­ful­ly, “whether I had or had not a very great dis­like to get­ting mar­ried.”

			“Now, in­deed, you alarm me. You have some se­ri­ous cause of com­plaint against Madame.”

			“I do not pre­cise­ly say it is se­ri­ous.”

			“In that case, then, throw aside your dole­ful looks. If you show your­self to oth­ers in your present state, peo­ple will take you for a very un­hap­py hus­band.”

			“The fact is,” replied Philip, “I am not al­to­geth­er sat­is­fied as a hus­band, and I shall not be sor­ry if oth­ers know it.”

			“For shame, Philip.”

			“Well, then, Madame, I will tell you frankly that I do not un­der­stand the life I am re­quired to lead.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“My wife does not seem to be­long to me; she is al­ways leav­ing me for some rea­son or an­oth­er. In the morn­ings there are vis­its, cor­re­spon­dences, and toi­lettes; in the evenings, balls and con­certs.”

			“You are jeal­ous, Philip.”

			“I! Heav­en for­bid. Let oth­ers act the part of a jeal­ous hus­band, not I. But I am an­noyed.”

			“All these things you re­proach your wife with are per­fect­ly in­no­cent, and, so long as you have noth­ing of greater im­por­tance—”

			“Yet, lis­ten; with­out be­ing very blam­able, a wom­an can ex­cite a good deal of un­easi­ness. Cer­tain vis­i­tors may be re­ceived, cer­tain pref­er­ences shown, which ex­pose young wom­en to re­mark, and which are enough to drive out of their sens­es even those hus­bands who are least dis­posed to be jeal­ous.”

			“Ah! now we are com­ing to the re­al point at last, and not with­out some dif­fi­cul­ty. You speak of fre­quent vis­its, and cer­tain pref­er­ences—very good; for the last hour we have been beat­ing about the bush, and at last you have broached the true ques­tion.”

			“Well then, yes—”

			“This is more se­ri­ous than I thought. It is pos­si­ble, then, that Madame can have giv­en you grounds for these com­plaints against her?”

			“Pre­cise­ly so.”

			“What, your wife, mar­ried on­ly four days ago, prefers some oth­er per­son to your­self? Take care, Philip, you ex­ag­ger­ate your griev­ances; in wish­ing to prove ev­ery­thing, you prove noth­ing.”

			The prince, be­wil­dered by his moth­er’s se­ri­ous man­ner, wished to re­ply, but he could on­ly stam­mer out some un­in­tel­li­gi­ble words.

			“You draw back, then?” said Anne of Aus­tria. “I pre­fer that, as it is an ac­knowl­edge­ment of your mis­take.”

			“No!” ex­claimed Philip, “I do not draw back, and I will prove all I as­sert­ed. I spoke of pref­er­ence and of vis­its, did I not? Well, lis­ten.”

			Anne of Aus­tria pre­pared her­self to lis­ten, with that love of gos­sip which the best wom­an liv­ing and the best moth­er, were she a queen even, al­ways finds in be­ing mixed up with the pet­ty squab­bles of a house­hold.

			“Well,” said Philip, “tell me one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“Why does my wife re­tain an Eng­lish court about her?” said Philip, as he crossed his arms and looked his moth­er steadi­ly in the face, as if he were con­vinced that she could not an­swer the ques­tion.

			“For a very sim­ple rea­son,” re­turned Anne of Aus­tria; “be­cause the Eng­lish are her coun­try­men, be­cause they have ex­pend­ed large sums in or­der to ac­com­pa­ny her to France, and be­cause it would hard­ly be po­lite—not politic, cer­tain­ly—to dis­miss abrupt­ly those mem­bers of the Eng­lish no­bil­i­ty who have not shrunk from any de­vo­tion or sac­ri­fice.”

			“A won­der­ful sac­ri­fice in­deed,” re­turned Philip, “to desert a wretch­ed coun­try to come to a beau­ti­ful one, where a greater ef­fect can be pro­duced for a guinea that can be pro­cured else­where for four! Ex­tra­or­di­nary de­vo­tion, re­al­ly, to trav­el a hun­dred leagues in com­pa­ny with a wom­an one is in love with!”

			“In love, Philip! think what you are say­ing. Who is in love with Madame?”

			“The Duke of Buck­ing­ham. Per­haps you will de­fend him, too?”

			Anne of Aus­tria blushed and smiled at the same time. The name of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham re­called cer­tain rec­ol­lec­tions of a very ten­der and melan­choly na­ture. “The Duke of Buck­ing­ham?” she mur­mured.

			“Yes; one of those arm­chair sol­diers—”

			“The Buck­ing­hams are loy­al and brave,” said Anne of Aus­tria, coura­geous­ly.

			“This is too bad; my own moth­er takes the part of my wife’s lover against me,” ex­claimed Philip, in­censed to such an ex­tent that his weak or­ga­ni­za­tion was af­fect­ed al­most to tears.

			“Philip, my son,” ex­claimed Anne of Aus­tria, “such an ex­pres­sion is un­wor­thy of you. Your wife has no lover; and, had she one, it would not be the Duke of Buck­ing­ham. The mem­bers of that fam­i­ly, I re­peat, are loy­al and dis­creet, and the rights of hos­pi­tal­i­ty are sure to be re­spect­ed by them.”

			“The Duke of Buck­ing­ham is an En­glish­man, Madame,” said Philip, “and may I ask if the Eng­lish so very re­li­gious­ly re­spect what be­longs to princes of France?”

			Anne blushed a sec­ond time, and turned aside un­der the pre­text of tak­ing her pen from her desk again, but in re­al­i­ty to con­ceal her con­fu­sion from her son. “Re­al­ly, Philip,” she said, “you seem to dis­cov­er ex­pres­sions for the pur­pose of em­bar­rass­ing me, and your anger blinds you while it alarms me; re­flect a lit­tle.”

			“There is no need for re­flec­tion, Madame. I can see with my own eyes.”

			“Well, and what do you see?”

			“That Buck­ing­ham nev­er quits my wife. He pre­sumes to make presents to her, and she ven­tures to ac­cept them. Yes­ter­day she was talk­ing about sa­chets à la vi­o­lette; well, our French per­fumers, you know very well, Madame, for you have over and over again asked for it with­out suc­cess—our French per­fumers, I say, have nev­er been able to pro­cure this scent. The duke, how­ev­er, wore about him a sa­chet à la vi­o­lette, and I am sure that the one my wife has came from him.”

			“In­deed, Mon­sieur,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “you build your pyra­mids on nee­dle points; be care­ful. What harm, I ask you, can there be in a man giv­ing to his coun­try­wom­an a recipe for a new essence? These strange ideas, I protest, painful­ly re­call your fa­ther to me; he who so fre­quent­ly and so un­just­ly made me suf­fer.”

			“The Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s fa­ther was prob­a­bly more re­served and more re­spect­ful than his son,” said Philip, thought­less­ly, not per­ceiv­ing how deeply he had wound­ed his moth­er’s feel­ings. The queen turned pale, and pressed her clenched hands up­on her bo­som; but, re­cov­er­ing her­self im­me­di­ate­ly, she said, “You came here with some in­ten­tion or an­oth­er, I sup­pose?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“What was it?”

			“I came, Madame, in­tend­ing to com­plain en­er­get­i­cal­ly, and to in­form you that I will not sub­mit to such be­hav­ior from the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“What do you in­tend to do, then?”

			“I shall com­plain to the king.”

			“And what do you ex­pect the king to re­ply?”

			“Very well, then,” said Mon­sieur, with an ex­pres­sion of stern de­ter­mi­na­tion on his coun­te­nance, which of­fered a sin­gu­lar con­trast to its usu­al gen­tle­ness. “Very well. I will right my­self!”

			“What do you call right­ing your­self?” in­quired Anne of Aus­tria, in alarm.

			“I will have the Duke of Buck­ing­ham quit the princess, I will have him quit France, and I will see that my wish­es are in­ti­mat­ed to him.”

			“You will in­ti­mate noth­ing of the kind, Philip,” said the queen, “for if you act in that man­ner, and vi­o­late hos­pi­tal­i­ty to that ex­tent, I will in­voke the sever­i­ty of the king against you.”

			“Do you threat­en me, Madame?” ex­claimed Philip, al­most in tears; “do you threat­en me in the midst of my com­plaints?”

			“I do not threat­en you; I do but place an ob­sta­cle in the path of your hasty anger. I main­tain, that, to adopt to­wards the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, or any oth­er En­glish­man, any rig­or­ous mea­sure—to take even a dis­cour­te­ous step to­wards him, would be to plunge France and Eng­land in­to the most dis­as­trous dis­agree­ment. Can it be pos­si­ble that a prince of the blood, the broth­er of the king of France, does not know how to hide an in­jury, even did it ex­ist in re­al­i­ty, where po­lit­i­cal ne­ces­si­ty re­quires it?” Philip made a move­ment. “Be­sides,” con­tin­ued the queen, “the in­jury is nei­ther true nor pos­si­ble, and it is mere­ly a mat­ter of sil­ly jeal­ousy.”

			“Madame, I know what I know.”

			“What­ev­er you may know, I can on­ly ad­vise you to be pa­tient.”

			“I am not pa­tient by dis­po­si­tion, Madame.”

			The queen rose, full of sever­i­ty, and with an icy cer­e­mo­ni­ous man­ner. “Ex­plain what you re­al­ly re­quire, Mon­sieur,” she said.

			“I do not re­quire any­thing, Madame; I sim­ply ex­press what I de­sire. If the Duke of Buck­ing­ham does not, of his own ac­cord, dis­con­tin­ue his vis­its to my apart­ments I shall for­bid him en­trance.”

			“That is a point you will re­fer to the king,” said Anne of Aus­tria, her heart swelling as she spoke, and her voice trem­bling with emo­tion.

			“But, Madame,” ex­claimed Philip, strik­ing his hands to­geth­er, “act as my moth­er and not as the queen, since I speak to you as a son; it is sim­ply a mat­ter of a few min­utes’ con­ver­sa­tion be­tween the duke and my­self.”

			“It is that very con­ver­sa­tion I for­bid,” said the queen, re­sum­ing her au­thor­i­ty, “be­cause it is un­wor­thy of you.”

			“Be it so; I will not ap­pear in the mat­ter, but I shall in­ti­mate my will to Madame.”

			“Oh!” said the queen-moth­er, with a melan­choly aris­ing from re­flec­tion, “nev­er tyr­an­nize over a wife—nev­er be­have too haugh­ti­ly or im­pe­ri­ous­ly to­wards your own. A wom­an un­will­ing­ly con­vinced, is un­con­vinced.”

			“What is to be done, then?—I will con­sult my friends about it.”

			“Yes, your dou­ble-deal­ing ad­vis­ers, your Cheva­lier de Lor­raine—your de Wardes. En­trust the con­duct of this af­fair to me. You wish the Duke of Buck­ing­ham to leave, do you not?”

			“As soon as pos­si­ble, Madame.”

			“Send the duke to me, then; smile up­on your wife, be­have to her, to the king, to ev­ery­one, as usu­al. But fol­low no ad­vice but mine. Alas! I too well know what any house­hold comes to, that is trou­bled by ad­vis­ers.”

			“You shall be obeyed, Madame.”

			“And you will be sat­is­fied at the re­sult. Send the duke to me.”

			“That will not be dif­fi­cult.”

			“Where do you sup­pose him to be?”

			“At my wife’s door, whose lev­ee he is prob­a­bly await­ing.”

			“Very well,” said Anne of Aus­tria, calm­ly. “Be good enough to tell the duke that I shall be charmed if he will pay me a vis­it.”

			Philip kissed his moth­er’s hand, and start­ed off to find the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.
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				For­ev­er!

			
			The Duke of Buck­ing­ham, obe­di­ent to the queen-moth­er’s in­vi­ta­tion, pre­sent­ed him­self in her apart­ments half an hour af­ter the de­par­ture of the Duc d’Or­léans. When his name was an­nounced by the gen­tle­man-ush­er in at­ten­dance, the queen, who was sit­ting with her el­bow rest­ing on a ta­ble, and her head buried in her hands, rose, and smil­ing­ly re­ceived the grace­ful and re­spect­ful salu­ta­tion which the duke ad­dressed to her. Anne of Aus­tria was still beau­ti­ful. It is well known that at her then some­what ad­vanced age, her long auburn hair, per­fect­ly formed hands, and bright ru­by lips, were still the ad­mi­ra­tion of all who saw her. On the present oc­ca­sion, aban­doned en­tire­ly to a re­mem­brance which evoked all the past in her heart, she looked al­most as beau­ti­ful as in the days of her youth, when her palace was open to the vis­its of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s fa­ther, then a young and im­pas­sioned man, as well as an un­for­tu­nate prince, who lived for her alone, and died with her name up­on his lips. Anne of Aus­tria fixed up­on Buck­ing­ham a look so ten­der in its ex­pres­sion, that it de­not­ed, not alone the in­dul­gence of ma­ter­nal af­fec­tion, but a gen­tle­ness of ex­pres­sion like the co­quetry of a wom­an who loves.

			“Your Majesty,” said Buck­ing­ham, re­spect­ful­ly, “de­sired to speak to me.”

			“Yes, duke,” said the queen, in Eng­lish; “will you be good enough to sit down?”

			The fa­vor which Anne of Aus­tria thus ex­tend­ed to the young man, and the wel­come sound of the lan­guage of a coun­try from which the duke had been es­tranged since his stay in France, deeply af­fect­ed him. He im­me­di­ate­ly con­jec­tured that the queen had a re­quest to make of him. Af­ter hav­ing aban­doned the first few mo­ments to the ir­re­press­ible emo­tions she ex­pe­ri­enced, the queen re­sumed the smil­ing air with which she had re­ceived him. “What do you think of France?” she said, in French.

			“It is a love­ly coun­try, Madame,” replied the duke.

			“Had you ev­er seen it be­fore?”

			“Once on­ly, Madame.”

			“But, like all true En­glish­men, you pre­fer Eng­land?”

			“I pre­fer my own na­tive land to France,” replied the duke; “but if Your Majesty were to ask me which of the two cities, Lon­don or Paris, I should pre­fer as a res­i­dence, I should be forced to an­swer Paris.”

			Anne of Aus­tria ob­served the ar­dent man­ner with which these words had been pro­nounced. “I am told, my lord, you have rich pos­ses­sions in your own coun­try, and that you live in a splen­did and time-hon­ored palace.”

			“It was my fa­ther’s res­i­dence,” replied Buck­ing­ham, cast­ing down his eyes.

			“Those are in­deed great ad­van­tages and sou­venirs,” replied the queen, al­lud­ing, in spite of her­self, to rec­ol­lec­tions from which it is im­pos­si­ble vol­un­tar­i­ly to de­tach one’s self.

			“In fact,” said the duke, yield­ing to the melan­choly in­flu­ence of this open­ing con­ver­sa­tion, “sen­si­tive per­sons live as much in the past or the fu­ture, as in the present.”

			“That is very true,” said the queen, in a low tone of voice. “It fol­lows, then, my lord,” she added, “that you, who are a man of feel­ing, will soon quit France in or­der to shut your­self up with your wealth and your relics of the past.”

			Buck­ing­ham raised his head and said, “I think not, Madame.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“On the con­trary, I think of leav­ing Eng­land in or­der to take up my res­i­dence in France.”

			It was now Anne of Aus­tria’s turn to ex­hib­it sur­prise. “Why?” she said. “Are you not in fa­vor with the new king?”

			“Per­fect­ly so, Madame, for His Majesty’s kind­ness to me is un­bound­ed.”

			“It can­not,” said the queen, “be be­cause your for­tune has di­min­ished, for it is said to be enor­mous.”

			“My in­come, Madame, has nev­er been so large.”

			“There is some se­cret cause, then?”

			“No, Madame,” said Buck­ing­ham, ea­ger­ly, “there is noth­ing se­cret in my rea­son for this de­ter­mi­na­tion. I pre­fer res­i­dence in France; I like a court so dis­tin­guished by its re­fine­ment and cour­tesy; I like the amuse­ments, some­what se­ri­ous in their na­ture, which are not the amuse­ments of my own coun­try, and which are met with in France.”

			Anne of Aus­tria smiled shrewd­ly. “Amuse­ments of a se­ri­ous na­ture?” she said. “Has Your Grace well re­flect­ed on their se­ri­ous­ness?” The duke hes­i­tat­ed. “There is no amuse­ment so se­ri­ous,” con­tin­ued the queen, “as to pre­vent a man of your rank—”

			“Your Majesty seems to in­sist great­ly on that point,” in­ter­rupt­ed the duke.

			“Do you think so, my lord?”

			“If you will for­give me for say­ing so, it is the sec­ond time you have vaunt­ed the at­trac­tions of Eng­land at the ex­pense of the de­light which all ex­pe­ri­ence who live in France.”

			Anne of Aus­tria ap­proached the young man, and plac­ing her beau­ti­ful hand up­on his shoul­der, which trem­bled at the touch, said, “Be­lieve me, Mon­sieur, noth­ing can equal a res­i­dence in one’s own na­tive coun­try. I have very fre­quent­ly had oc­ca­sion to re­gret Spain. I have lived long, my lord, very long for a wom­an, and I con­fess to you, that not a year has passed I have not re­gret­ted Spain.”

			“Not one year, Madame?” said the young duke cold­ly. “Not one of those years when you reigned Queen of Beau­ty—as you still are, in­deed?”

			“A truce to flat­tery, duke, for I am old enough to be your moth­er.” She em­pha­sized these lat­ter words in a man­ner, and with a gen­tle­ness, which pen­e­trat­ed Buck­ing­ham’s heart. “Yes,” she said, “I am old enough to be your moth­er; and for this rea­son, I will give you a word of ad­vice.”

			“That ad­vice be­ing that I should re­turn to Lon­don?” he ex­claimed.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			The duke clasped his hands with a ter­ri­fied ges­ture, which could not fail of its ef­fect up­on the queen, al­ready dis­posed to soft­er feel­ings by the ten­der­ness of her own rec­ol­lec­tions. “It must be so,” added the queen.

			“What!” he again ex­claimed, “am I se­ri­ous­ly told that I must leave—that I must ex­ile my­self—that I am to flee at once?”

			“Ex­ile your­self, did you say? One would fan­cy France was your na­tive coun­try.”

			“Madame, the coun­try of those who love is the coun­try of those whom they love.”

			“Not an­oth­er word, my lord; you for­get whom you are ad­dress­ing.”

			Buck­ing­ham threw him­self on his knees. “Madame, you are the source of in­tel­li­gence, of good­ness, and of com­pas­sion; you are the first per­son in this king­dom, not on­ly by your rank, but the first per­son in the world on ac­count of your an­gel­ic at­tributes. I have said noth­ing, Madame. Have I, in­deed, said any­thing you should an­swer with such a cru­el re­mark? What have I be­trayed?”

			“You have be­trayed your­self,” said the queen, in a low tone of voice.

			“I have said noth­ing—I know noth­ing.”

			“You for­get you have spo­ken and thought in the pres­ence of a wom­an; and be­sides—”

			“Be­sides,” said the duke, “no one knows you are lis­ten­ing to me.”

			“On the con­trary, it is known; you have all the de­fects and all the qual­i­ties of youth.”

			“I have been be­trayed or de­nounced, then?”

			“By whom?”

			“By those who, at Le Havre, had, with in­fer­nal per­spi­cac­i­ty, read my heart like an open book.”

			“I do not know whom you mean.”

			“M. de Bragelonne, for in­stance.”

			“I know the name with­out be­ing ac­quaint­ed with the per­son to whom it be­longs. M. de Bragelonne has said noth­ing.”

			“Who can it be, then? If any­one, Madame, had had the bold­ness to no­tice in me that which I do not my­self wish to be­hold—”

			“What would you do, duke?”

			“There are se­crets which kill those who dis­cov­er them.”

			“He, then, who has dis­cov­ered your se­cret, mad­man that you are, still lives; and, what is more, you will not slay him, for he is armed on all sides—he is a hus­band, a jeal­ous man—he is the sec­ond gen­tle­man in France—he is my son, the Duc du Or­léans.”

			The duke turned pale as death. “You are very cru­el, Madame,” he said.

			“You see, Buck­ing­ham,” said Anne of Aus­tria, sad­ly, “how you pass from one ex­treme to an­oth­er, and fight with shad­ows, when it would seem so easy to re­main at peace with your­self.”

			“If we fight, Madame, we die on the field of bat­tle,” replied the young man, gen­tly, aban­don­ing him­self to the most gloomy de­pres­sion.

			Anne ran to­wards him and took him by the hand. “Vil­liers,” she said, in Eng­lish, with a ve­he­mence of tone which noth­ing could re­sist, “what is it you ask? Do you ask a moth­er to sac­ri­fice her son—a queen to con­sent to the dis­hon­or of her house? Child that you are, do not dream of it. What! in or­der to spare your tears am I to com­mit these crimes? Vil­liers! you speak of the dead; the dead, at least, were full of re­spect and sub­mis­sion; they re­signed them­selves to an or­der of ex­ile; they car­ried their de­spair away with them in their hearts, like a price­less pos­ses­sion, be­cause the de­spair was caused by the wom­an they loved, and be­cause death, thus de­cep­tive, was like a gift of a fa­vor con­ferred up­on them.”

			Buck­ing­ham rose, his fea­tures dis­tort­ed, and his hands pressed against his heart. “You are right, Madame,” he said, “but those of whom you speak had re­ceived their or­der of ex­ile from the lips of the one whom they loved; they were not driv­en away; they were en­treat­ed to leave, and were not laughed at.”

			“No,” mur­mured Anne of Aus­tria, “they were not for­got­ten. But who says you are driv­en away, or that you are ex­iled? Who says that your de­vo­tion will not be re­mem­bered? I do not speak on any­one’s be­half but my own, when I tell you to leave. Do me this kind­ness—grant me this fa­vor; let me, for this al­so, be in­debt­ed to one of your name.”

			“It is for your sake, then, Madame?”

			“For mine alone.”

			“No one whom I shall leave be­hind me will ven­ture to mock—no prince even who shall say, ‘I re­quired it.’ ”

			“Lis­ten to me, duke,” and here­upon the dig­ni­fied fea­tures of the queen as­sumed a solemn ex­pres­sion. “I swear to you that no one com­mands in this mat­ter but my­self. I swear to you that, not on­ly shall no one ei­ther laugh or boast in any way, but no one even shall fail in the re­spect due to your rank. Re­ly up­on me, duke, as I re­ly up­on you.”

			“You do not ex­plain your­self, Madame; my heart is full of bit­ter­ness, and I am in ut­ter de­spair; no con­so­la­tion, how­ev­er gen­tle and af­fec­tion­ate, can af­ford me re­lief.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber your moth­er, duke?” replied the queen, with a win­ning smile.

			“Very slight­ly, Madame; yet I re­mem­ber how she used to cov­er me with her ca­ress­es and her tears when­ev­er I wept.”

			“Vil­liers,” mur­mured the queen, pass­ing her arm round the young man’s neck, “look up­on me as your moth­er, and be­lieve that no one shall ev­er make my son weep.”

			“I thank you, Madame,” said the young man af­fect­ed and al­most suf­fo­cat­ed by his emo­tion; “I feel there is still room in my heart for a gen­tler and no­bler sen­ti­ment than love.”

			The queen-moth­er looked at him and pressed his hand. “Go,” she said.

			“When must I leave? Com­mand me.”

			“At any time that may suit you, my lord,” re­sumed the queen; “you will choose your own day of de­par­ture. In­stead, how­ev­er, of set­ting off to­day, as you would doubt­less wish to do, or to­mor­row, as oth­ers may have ex­pect­ed, leave the day af­ter to­mor­row, in the evening; but an­nounce to­day that it is your wish to leave.”

			“My wish?” mur­mured the young duke.

			“Yes, duke.”

			“And shall I nev­er re­turn to France?”

			Anne of Aus­tria re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, seem­ing­ly ab­sorbed in sad and se­ri­ous thought. “It would be a con­so­la­tion for me,” she said, “if you were to re­turn on the day when I shall be car­ried to my fi­nal rest­ing-place at Saint-De­nis be­side the king, my hus­band.”

			“Madame, you are good­ness it­self; the tide of pros­per­i­ty is set­ting in on you; your cup brims over with hap­pi­ness, and many long years are yet be­fore you.”

			“In that case you will not come for some time, then,” said the queen, en­deav­or­ing to smile.

			“I shall not re­turn,” said Buck­ing­ham, “young as I am. Death does not reck­on by years; it is im­par­tial; some die young, some reach old age.”

			“I will not har­bor any sor­row­ful ideas, duke. Let me com­fort you; re­turn in two years. I per­ceive from your face that the very idea which sad­dens you so much now, will have dis­ap­peared be­fore six months have passed, and will be not on­ly dead but for­got­ten in the pe­ri­od of ab­sence I have as­signed you.”

			“I think you judged me bet­ter a lit­tle while ago, Madame,” replied the young man, “when you said that time is pow­er­less against mem­bers of the fam­i­ly of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Si­lence,” said the queen, kiss­ing the duke up­on the fore­head with an af­fec­tion she could not re­strain. “Go, go; spare me and for­get your­self no longer. I am the queen; you are the sub­ject of the king of Eng­land; King Charles awaits your re­turn. Adieu, Vil­liers—farewell.”

			“For­ev­er!” replied the young man, and he fled, en­deav­or­ing to mas­ter his emo­tions.

			Anne leaned her head up­on her hands, and then look­ing at her­self in the glass, mur­mured, “It has been tru­ly said, that a wom­an who has tru­ly loved is al­ways young, and that the bloom of the girl of twen­ty years ev­er lies con­cealed in some se­cret clois­ter of the heart.”
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				King Louis XIV Does Not Think Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière Ei­ther Rich Enough or Pret­ty Enough for a Gen­tle­man of the Rank of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne

			
			Raoul and the Comte de la Fère reached Paris the evening of the same day on which Buck­ing­ham had held the con­ver­sa­tion with the queen-moth­er. The count had scarce­ly ar­rived, when, through Raoul, he so­licit­ed an au­di­ence of the king. His Majesty had passed a por­tion of the morn­ing in look­ing over, with Madame and the ladies of the court, var­i­ous goods of Lyons man­u­fac­ture, of which he had made his sis­ter-in-law a present. A court din­ner had suc­ceed­ed, then cards, and af­ter­wards, ac­cord­ing to his usu­al cus­tom, the king, leav­ing the card-ta­bles at eight o’clock, passed in­to his cab­i­net in or­der to work with M. Col­bert and M. Fou­quet. Raoul en­tered the an­techam­ber at the very mo­ment the two min­is­ters quit­ted it, and the king, per­ceiv­ing him through the half-closed door, said, “What do you want, M. de Bragelonne?”

			The young man ap­proached: “An au­di­ence, sire,” he replied, “for the Comte de la Fère, who has just ar­rived from Blois, and is most anx­ious to have an in­ter­view with Your Majesty.”

			“I have an hour to spare be­tween cards and sup­per,” said the king. “Is the Comte de la Fère at hand?”

			“He is be­low, and awaits Your Majesty’s per­mis­sion.”

			“Let him come up at once,” said the king, and five min­utes af­ter­wards Athos en­tered the pres­ence of Louis XIV. He was re­ceived by the king with that gra­cious kind­ness of man­ner which Louis, with a tact be­yond his years, re­served for the pur­pose of gain­ing those who were not to be con­quered by or­di­nary fa­vors. “Let me hope, comte,” said the king, “that you have come to ask me for some­thing.”

			“I will not con­ceal from Your Majesty,” replied the comte, “that I am in­deed come for that pur­pose.”

			“That is well,” said the king, joy­ous­ly.

			“It is not for my­self, sire.”

			“So much the worse; but, at least, I will do for your pro­tégé what you refuse to per­mit me to do for you.”

			“Your Majesty en­cour­ages me. I have come to speak on be­half of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“It is the same as if you spoke on your own be­half, comte.”

			“Not al­to­geth­er so, sire. I am de­sirous of ob­tain­ing from Your Majesty that which I can­not ask for my­self. The vi­comte thinks of mar­ry­ing.”

			“He is still very young; but that does not mat­ter. He is an em­i­nent­ly dis­tin­guished man; I will choose a wife for him.”

			“He has al­ready cho­sen one, sire, and on­ly awaits your con­sent.”

			“It is on­ly a ques­tion, then, of sign­ing the mar­riage-con­tract?” Athos bowed. “Has he cho­sen a wife whose for­tune and po­si­tion ac­cord with your own an­tic­i­pa­tion?”

			Athos hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment. “His af­firmed wife is of good birth, but has no for­tune.”

			“That is a mis­for­tune we can rem­e­dy.”

			“You over­whelm me with grat­i­tude, sire; but Your Majesty will per­mit me to of­fer a re­mark?”

			“Do so, comte.”

			“Your Majesty seems to in­ti­mate an in­ten­tion of giv­ing a mar­riage-por­tion to this young la­dy.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“I should re­gret, sire, if the step I have tak­en to­wards Your Majesty should be at­tend­ed by this re­sult.”

			“No false del­i­ca­cy, comte; what is the bride’s name?”

			“Made­moi­selle de la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière,” said Athos, cold­ly.

			“I seem to know that name,” said the king, as if re­flect­ing; “there was a Mar­quis de La Val­lière.”

			“Yes, sire, it is his daugh­ter.”

			“But he died, and his wid­ow mar­ried again M. de Saint-Re­my, I think, stew­ard of the dowa­ger Madame’s house­hold.”

			“Your Majesty is cor­rect­ly in­formed.”

			“More than that, the young la­dy has late­ly be­come one of the princess’s maids of hon­or.”

			“Your Majesty is bet­ter ac­quaint­ed with her his­to­ry than am I.”

			The king again re­flect­ed, and glanc­ing at the comte’s anx­ious coun­te­nance, said: “The young la­dy does not seem to me to be very pret­ty, comte.”

			“I am not quite sure,” replied Athos.

			“I have seen her, but she hard­ly struck me as be­ing so.”

			“She seems to be a good and mod­est girl, but has lit­tle beau­ty, sire.”

			“Beau­ti­ful fair hair, how­ev­er.”

			“I think so.”

			“And her blue eyes are tol­er­a­bly good.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“With re­gard to her beau­ty, then, the match is but an or­di­nary one. Now for the mon­ey side of the ques­tion.”

			“Fif­teen to twen­ty thou­sand francs dowry at the very out­side, sire; the lovers are dis­in­ter­est­ed enough; for my­self, I care lit­tle for mon­ey.”

			“For su­per­fluity, you mean; but a need­ful amount is of im­por­tance. With fif­teen thou­sand francs, with­out land­ed prop­er­ty, a wom­an can­not live at court. We will make up the de­fi­cien­cy; I will do it for de Bragelonne.” The king again re­marked the cold­ness with which Athos re­ceived the re­mark.

			“Let us pass from the ques­tion of mon­ey to that of rank,” said Louis XIV; “the daugh­ter of the Mar­quis de La Val­lière, that is well enough; but there is that ex­cel­lent Saint-Re­my, who some­what dam­ages the cred­it of the fam­i­ly; and you, comte, are rather par­tic­u­lar, I be­lieve, about your own fam­i­ly.”

			“Sire, I no longer hold to any­thing but my de­vo­tion to Your Majesty.”

			The king again paused. “A mo­ment, comte. You have sur­prised me in no lit­tle de­gree from the be­gin­ning of your con­ver­sa­tion. You came to ask me to au­tho­rize a mar­riage, and you seem great­ly dis­turbed in hav­ing to make the re­quest. Nay, par­don me, comte, but I am rarely de­ceived, young as I am; for while with some per­sons I place my friend­ship at the dis­pos­al of my un­der­stand­ing, with oth­ers I call my dis­trust to my aid, by which my dis­cern­ment is in­creased. I re­peat, that you do not pre­fer your re­quest as though you wished it suc­cess.”

			“Well, sire, that is true.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, then; refuse.”

			“Nay, sire; I love de Bragelonne with my whole heart; he is smit­ten with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, he weaves dreams of bliss for the fu­ture; I am not one who is will­ing to de­stroy the il­lu­sions of youth. This mar­riage is ob­jec­tion­able to me, but I im­plore Your Majesty to con­sent to it forth­with, and thus make Raoul hap­py.”

			“Tell me, comte, is she in love with him?”

			“If Your Majesty re­quires me to speak can­did­ly, I do not be­lieve in Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s af­fec­tion; the de­light at be­ing at court, the hon­or of be­ing in the ser­vice of Madame, coun­ter­act in her head what­ev­er af­fec­tion she may hap­pen to have in her heart; it is a mar­riage sim­i­lar to many oth­ers which al­ready ex­ist at court; but de Bragelonne wish­es it, and so let it be.”

			“And yet you do not re­sem­ble those easy-tem­pered fa­thers who vol­un­teer as step­ping-stones for their chil­dren,” said the king.

			“I am de­ter­mined enough against the vi­cious­ly dis­posed, but not so against men of up­right char­ac­ter. Raoul is suf­fer­ing; he is in great dis­tress of mind; his dis­po­si­tion, nat­u­ral­ly light and cheer­ful, has be­come gloomy and melan­choly. I do not wish to de­prive Your Majesty of the ser­vices he may be able to ren­der.”

			“I un­der­stand you,” said the king; “and what is more, I un­der­stand your heart, too, comte.”

			“There is no oc­ca­sion, there­fore,” replied the comte, “to tell Your Majesty that my ob­ject is to make these chil­dren, or rather Raoul, hap­py.”

			“And I, too, as much as your­self, comte, wish to se­cure M. de Bragelonne’s hap­pi­ness.”

			“I on­ly await Your Majesty’s sig­na­ture. Raoul will have the hon­or of pre­sent­ing him­self be­fore Your Majesty to re­ceive your con­sent.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, comte,” said the king, firm­ly; “I have just said that I de­sire to se­cure M. de Bragelonne’s hap­pi­ness, and from the present mo­ment, there­fore, I op­pose his mar­riage.”

			“But, sire,” ex­claimed Athos, “Your Majesty has promised!”

			“Not so, comte, I did not prom­ise you, for it is op­posed to my own views.”

			“I ap­pre­ci­ate Your Majesty’s con­sid­er­ate and gen­er­ous in­ten­tions on my be­half; but I take the lib­er­ty of re­call­ing to you that I un­der­took to ap­proach you as an am­bas­sador.”

			“An am­bas­sador, comte, fre­quent­ly asks, but does not al­ways ob­tain what he asks.”

			“But, sire, it will be such a blow for de Bragelonne.”

			“My hand shall deal the blow; I will speak to the vi­comte.”

			“Love, sire, is over­whelm­ing in its might.”

			“Love can be re­sist­ed, comte. I my­self can as­sure you of that.”

			“When one has the soul of a king—your own, for in­stance, sire.”

			“Do not make your­self un­easy on the sub­ject. I have cer­tain views for de Bragelonne. I do not say that he shall not mar­ry Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, but I do not wish him to mar­ry so young; I do not wish him to mar­ry her un­til she has ac­quired a for­tune; and he, on his side, no less de­serves fa­vor, such as I wish to con­fer up­on him. In a word, comte, I wish them to wait.”

			“Yet once more, sire.”

			“Comte, you told me you came here to re­quest a fa­vor.”

			“As­sured­ly, sire.”

			“Grant me one, then, in­stead; let us speak no longer up­on this mat­ter. It is prob­a­ble that, be­fore long, war may be de­clared. I re­quire men about me who are un­fet­tered. I should hes­i­tate to send un­der fire a mar­ried man, or a fa­ther of a fam­i­ly. I should hes­i­tate al­so, on de Bragelonne’s ac­count, to en­dow with a for­tune, with­out some sound rea­son for it, a young girl, a per­fect stranger; such an act would sow jeal­ousy amongst my no­bil­i­ty.” Athos bowed, and re­mained silent.

			“Is that all you wished to ask me?” added Louis XIV.

			“Ab­so­lute­ly all, sire; and I take my leave of Your Majesty. Is it, how­ev­er, nec­es­sary that I should in­form Raoul?”

			“Spare your­self the trou­ble and an­noy­ance. Tell the vi­comte that at my lev­ee to­mor­row morn­ing I will speak to him. I shall ex­pect you this evening, comte, to join my card-ta­ble.”

			“I am in trav­el­ing-cos­tume, sire.”

			“A day will come, I hope, when you will leave me no more. Be­fore long, comte, the monar­chy will be es­tab­lished in such a man­ner as to en­able me to of­fer a wor­thy hos­pi­tal­i­ty to men of your mer­it.”

			“Pro­vid­ed, sire, a monarch reigns grand­ly in the hearts of his sub­jects, the palace he in­hab­its mat­ters lit­tle, since he is wor­shipped in a tem­ple.” With these words Athos left the cab­i­net, and found de Bragelonne, who was await­ing him anx­ious­ly.

			“Well, Mon­sieur?” said the young man.

			“The king, Raoul, is well in­ten­tioned to­wards us both; not, per­haps, in the sense you sup­pose, but he is kind, and gen­er­ous­ly dis­posed to our house.”

			“You have bad news to com­mu­ni­cate to me, Mon­sieur,” said the young man, turn­ing very pale.

			“The king him­self will in­form you to­mor­row morn­ing that it is not bad news.”

			“The king has not signed, how­ev­er?”

			“The king wish­es him­self to set­tle the terms of the con­tract, and he de­sires to make it so grand that he re­quires time for con­sid­er­a­tion. Throw the blame rather on your own im­pa­tience, than on the king’s good feel­ings to­wards you.”

			Raoul, in ut­ter con­ster­na­tion, on ac­count of his knowl­edge of the count’s frank­ness as well as his diplo­ma­cy, re­mained plunged in dull and gloomy stu­por.

			“Will you not go with me to my lodg­ings?” said Athos.

			“I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur; I will fol­low you,” he stam­mered out, fol­low­ing Athos down the stair­case.

			“Since I am here,” said Athos, sud­den­ly, “can­not I see M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Shall I show you his apart­ments?” said de Bragelonne.

			“Do so.”

			“They are on the op­po­site stair­case.”

			They al­tered their course, but on reach­ing the land­ing of the grand stair­case, Raoul per­ceived a ser­vant in the Comte de Guiche’s liv­ery, who ran to­wards him as soon as he heard his voice.

			“What is it?” said Raoul.

			“This note, Mon­sieur. My mas­ter heard of your re­turn and wrote to you with­out de­lay; I have been look­ing for you for the last half-hour.”

			Raoul ap­proached Athos as he un­sealed the let­ter, say­ing, “With your per­mis­sion, Mon­sieur.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			
				“Dear Raoul,” wrote the Comte de Guiche, “I have an af­fair in hand which re­quires im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion; I know you have re­turned; come to me as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			

			Hard­ly had he fin­ished read­ing it, when a ser­vant in the liv­ery of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, turn­ing out of the gallery, rec­og­nized Raoul, and ap­proached him re­spect­ful­ly, say­ing, “From his Grace, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, Raoul, as I see you are al­ready as busy as a gen­er­al of an army, I shall leave you, and will find M. d’Artag­nan my­self.”

			“You will ex­cuse me, I trust,” said Raoul.

			“Yes, yes, I ex­cuse you; adieu, Raoul; you will find me at my apart­ments un­til to­mor­row; dur­ing the day I may set out for Blois, un­less I have or­ders to the con­trary.”

			“I shall present my re­spects to you to­mor­row, Mon­sieur.”

			As soon as Athos had left, Raoul opened Buck­ing­ham’s let­ter.

			
				“Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” it ran, “You are, of all the French­men I have known, the one with whom I am most pleased; I am about to put your friend­ship to the proof. I have re­ceived a cer­tain mes­sage, writ­ten in very good French. As I am an En­glish­man, I am afraid of not com­pre­hend­ing it very clear­ly. The let­ter has a good name at­tached to it, and that is all I can tell you. Will you be good enough to come and see me? for I am told you have ar­rived from Blois.

				
					“Your de­vot­ed

					“Vil­liers, Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

				
			

			“I am go­ing now to see your mas­ter,” said Raoul to de Guiche’s ser­vant, as he dis­missed him; “and I shall be with the Duke of Buck­ing­ham in an hour,” he added, dis­miss­ing with these words the duke’s mes­sen­ger.

		
	
		
			
				94

				Sword-Thrusts in the Wa­ter

			
			Raoul, on be­tak­ing him­self to de Guiche, found him con­vers­ing with de Wardes and Mani­camp. De Wardes, since the af­fair of the bar­ri­cade, had treat­ed Raoul as a stranger; they be­haved as if they were not ac­quaint­ed. As Raoul en­tered, de Guiche walked up to him; and Raoul, as he grasped his friend’s hand, glanced rapid­ly at his two com­pan­ions, hop­ing to be able to read on their faces what was pass­ing in their minds. De Wardes was cold and im­pen­e­tra­ble; Mani­camp seemed ab­sorbed in the con­tem­pla­tion of some trim­ming to his dress. De Guiche led Raoul to an ad­join­ing cab­i­net, and made him sit down, say­ing, “How well you look!”

			“That is sin­gu­lar,” replied Raoul, “for I am far from be­ing in good spir­its.”

			“It is your case, then, Raoul, as it is my own—our love af­fairs do not progress.”

			“So much the bet­ter, count, as far as you are con­cerned; the worst news would be good news.”

			“In that case do not dis­tress your­self, for, not on­ly am I very un­hap­py, but, what is more, I see oth­ers about me who are hap­py.”

			“Re­al­ly, I do not un­der­stand you,” replied Raoul; “ex­plain your­self.”

			“You will soon learn. I have tried, but in vain, to over­come the feel­ing you saw dawn in me, in­crease, and take en­tire pos­ses­sion of me. I have sum­moned all your ad­vice and my own strength to my aid. I have well weighed the un­for­tu­nate af­fair in which I have em­barked; I have sound­ed its depths; that it is an abyss, I am aware, but it mat­ters lit­tle for I shall pur­sue my own course.”

			“This is mad­ness, de Guiche! you can­not ad­vance an­oth­er step with­out risk­ing your own ru­in to­day, per­haps your life to­mor­row.”

			“What­ev­er may hap­pen, I have done with re­flec­tions; lis­ten.”

			“And you hope to suc­ceed; you be­lieve that Madame will love you?”

			“Raoul, I be­lieve noth­ing; I hope, be­cause hope ex­ists in man and nev­er aban­dons him un­til death.”

			“But, ad­mit­ting that you ob­tain the hap­pi­ness you cov­et, even then, you are more cer­tain­ly lost than if you had failed in ob­tain­ing it.”

			“I be­seech you, Raoul, not to in­ter­rupt me any more; you could nev­er con­vince me, for I tell you be­fore­hand, I do not wish to be con­vinced; I have gone so far I can­not re­cede; I have suf­fered so much, death it­self would be a boon. I no longer love to mad­ness, Raoul, I am be­ing en­gulfed by a whirlpool of jeal­ousy.”

			Raoul struck his hands to­geth­er with an ex­pres­sion re­sem­bling anger. “Well?” said he.

			“Well or ill mat­ters lit­tle. This is what I claim from you, my friend, my al­most broth­er. Dur­ing the last three days Madame has been liv­ing in a per­fect in­tox­i­ca­tion of gayety. On the first day, I dared not look at her; I hat­ed her for not be­ing as un­hap­py as my­self. The next day I could not bear her out of my sight; and she, Raoul—at least I thought I re­marked it—she looked at me, if not with pity, at least with gen­tle­ness. But be­tween her looks and mine, a shad­ow in­ter­vened; an­oth­er’s smile in­vit­ed hers. Be­side her horse an­oth­er’s al­ways gal­lops, which is not mine; in her ear an­oth­er’s ca­ress­ing voice, not mine, un­ceas­ing­ly vi­brates. Raoul, for three days past my brain has been on fire; flame, not blood, cour­ses through my veins. That shad­ow must be driv­en away, that smile must be quenched; that voice must be si­lenced.”

			“You wish Mon­sieur’s death,” ex­claimed Raoul.

			“No, no, I am not jeal­ous of the hus­band; I am jeal­ous of the lover.”

			“Of the lover?” said Raoul.

			“Have you not ob­served it, you who were for­mer­ly so keen-sight­ed?”

			“Are you jeal­ous of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham?”

			“To the very death.”

			“Again jeal­ous?”

			“This time the af­fair will be easy to ar­range be­tween us; I have tak­en the ini­tia­tive, and have sent him a let­ter.”

			“It was you, then, who wrote to him?”

			“How do you know that?”

			“I know it, be­cause he told me so. Look at this”; and he hand­ed de Guiche the let­ter he had re­ceived near­ly at the same mo­ment as his own. De Guiche read it ea­ger­ly, and said, “He is a brave man, and more than that, a gal­lant man.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly the duke is a gal­lant man; I need not ask if you wrote to him in a sim­i­lar style.”

			“He will show you my let­ter when you call on him on my be­half.”

			“But that is al­most out of the ques­tion.”

			“What is?”

			“That I shall call on him for that pur­pose.”

			“Why so?”

			“The duke con­sults me as you do.”

			“I sup­pose you will give me the pref­er­ence! Lis­ten to me, Raoul, I wish you to tell His Grace—it is a very sim­ple mat­ter—that to­day, to­mor­row, the fol­low­ing day, or any oth­er day he may choose, I will meet him at Vin­cennes.”

			“Re­flect, de Guiche.”

			“I thought I told you I have re­flect­ed.”

			“The duke is a stranger here; he is on a mis­sion which ren­ders his per­son in­vi­o­lable. … Vin­cennes is close to the Bastille.”

			“The con­se­quences con­cern me.”

			“But the mo­tive for this meet­ing? What mo­tive do you wish me to as­sign?”

			“Be per­fect­ly easy on that score, he will not ask any. The duke must be as sick of me as I am of him. I im­plore you, there­fore, seek the duke, and if it is nec­es­sary to en­treat him, to ac­cept my of­fer, I will do so.”

			“That is use­less. The duke has al­ready in­formed me that he wish­es to speak to me. The duke is now play­ing cards with the king. Let us both go there. I will draw him aside in the gallery; you will re­main aloof. Two words will be suf­fi­cient.”

			“That is well ar­ranged. I will take de Wardes to keep me in coun­te­nance.”

			“Why not Mani­camp? De Wardes can join us at any time; we can leave him here.”

			“Yes, that is true.”

			“He knows noth­ing?”

			“Pos­i­tive­ly noth­ing. You con­tin­ue still on an un­friend­ly foot­ing, then?”

			“Has he not told you any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“I do not like the man, and, as I nev­er liked him, the re­sult is, that I am on no worse terms with him to­day than I was yes­ter­day.”

			“Let us go, then.”

			The four de­scend­ed the stairs. De Guiche’s car­riage was wait­ing at the door, and took them to the Palais Roy­al. As they were go­ing along, Raoul was en­gaged in de­vis­ing his scheme of ac­tion. The sole de­posi­tary of two se­crets, he did not de­spair of con­clud­ing some ar­range­ment be­tween the two par­ties. He knew the in­flu­ence he ex­er­cised over Buck­ing­ham, and the as­cen­den­cy he had ac­quired over de Guiche, and af­fairs did not look ut­ter­ly hope­less. On their ar­rival in the gallery, daz­zling with the blaze of light, where the most beau­ti­ful and il­lus­tri­ous wom­en of the court moved to and fro, like stars in their own at­mos­phere, Raoul could not pre­vent him­self for a mo­ment for­get­ting de Guiche in or­der to seek out Louise, who, amidst her com­pan­ions, like a dove com­plete­ly fas­ci­nat­ed, gazed long and fixed­ly up­on the roy­al cir­cle, which glit­tered with jew­els and gold. All its mem­bers were stand­ing, the king alone be­ing seat­ed. Raoul per­ceived Buck­ing­ham, who was stand­ing a few paces from Mon­sieur, in a group of French and Eng­lish, who were ad­mir­ing his aris­to­crat­ic car­riage and the in­com­pa­ra­ble mag­nif­i­cence of his cos­tume. Some of the old­er courtiers re­mem­bered hav­ing seen his fa­ther, but their rec­ol­lec­tions were not prej­u­di­cial to the son.

			Buck­ing­ham was con­vers­ing with Fou­quet, who was talk­ing with him aloud about Belle-Isle. “I can­not speak to him at present,” said Raoul.

			“Wait, then, and choose your op­por­tu­ni­ty, but fin­ish ev­ery­thing speed­i­ly. I am on thorns.”

			“See, our de­liv­er­er ap­proach­es,” said Raoul, per­ceiv­ing d’Artag­nan, who, mag­nif­i­cent­ly dressed in his new uni­form of cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, had just made his en­try in the gallery; and he ad­vanced to­wards d’Artag­nan.

			“The Comte de la Fère has been look­ing for you, cheva­lier,” said Raoul.

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I have just left him.”

			“I thought you would have passed a por­tion of the evening to­geth­er.”

			“We have ar­ranged to meet again.”

			As he an­swered Raoul, his ab­sent looks were di­rect­ed on all sides, as if seek­ing some­one in the crowd or look­ing for some­thing in the room. Sud­den­ly his gaze be­came fixed, like that of an ea­gle on its prey. Raoul fol­lowed the di­rec­tion of his glance, and no­ticed that de Guiche and d’Artag­nan salut­ed each oth­er, but he could not dis­tin­guish at whom the cap­tain’s lin­ger­ing and haughty glance was aimed.

			“Cheva­lier,” said Raoul, “there is no one here but your­self who can ren­der me a ser­vice.”

			“What is it, my dear vi­comte?”

			“It is sim­ply to go and in­ter­rupt the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, to whom I wish to say two words, and, as the duke is con­vers­ing with M. Fou­quet, you un­der­stand that it would not do for me to throw my­self in­to the mid­dle of the con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“Ah, ah, is M. Fou­quet there?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“Do you not see him?”

			“Yes, now I do. But do you think I have a greater right than you have?”

			“You are a more im­por­tant per­son­age.”

			“Yes, you’re right; I am cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers; I have had the post promised me so long, and have en­joyed it for so brief a pe­ri­od, that I am al­ways for­get­ting my dig­ni­ty.”

			“You will do me this ser­vice, will you not?”

			“M. Fou­quet—the deuce!”

			“Are you not on good terms with him?”

			“It is rather he who may not be on good terms with me; how­ev­er, since it must be done some day or an­oth­er—”

			“Stay; I think he is look­ing at you; or is it like­ly that it might be—”

			“No, no; don’t de­ceive your­self, it is in­deed me for whom this hon­or is in­tend­ed.”

			“The op­por­tu­ni­ty is a good one, then?”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Pray go.”

			“Well, I will.”

			De Guiche had not re­moved his eyes from Raoul, who made a sign to him that all was ar­ranged. D’Artag­nan walked straight up to the group, and civil­ly salut­ed M. Fou­quet as well as the oth­ers.

			“Good evening, M. d’Artag­nan; we were speak­ing of Belle-Isle,” said Fou­quet, with that us­age of so­ci­ety, and that per­fect knowl­edge of the lan­guage of looks, which re­quire half a life­time thor­ough­ly to ac­quire, and which some per­sons, not­with­stand­ing all their study, nev­er at­tain.

			“Of Belle-Île-en-Mer! Ah!” said d’Artag­nan. “It be­longs to you, I be­lieve, M. Fou­quet?”

			“M. Fou­quet has just told us that he had pre­sent­ed it to the king,” said Buck­ing­ham.

			“Do you know Belle-Isle, cheva­lier?” in­quired Fou­quet.

			“I have on­ly been there once,” replied d’Artag­nan, with readi­ness and good-hu­mor.

			“Did you re­main there long?”

			“Scarce­ly a day.”

			“Did you see much of it while you were there?”

			“All that could be seen in a day.”

			“A great deal can be seen with ob­ser­va­tion as keen as yours,” said Fou­quet; at which d’Artag­nan bowed.

			Dur­ing this Raoul made a sign to Buck­ing­ham. “M. Fou­quet,” said Buck­ing­ham, “I leave the cap­tain with you, he is more learned than I am in bas­tions, scarps, and counter-scarps, and I will join one of my friends, who has just beck­oned me.” Say­ing this, Buck­ing­ham dis­en­gaged him­self from the group, and ad­vanced to­wards Raoul, stop­ping for a mo­ment at the ta­ble where the queen-moth­er, the young queen, and the king were play­ing to­geth­er.

			“Now, Raoul,” said de Guiche, “there he is; be firm and quick.”

			Buck­ing­ham, hav­ing made some com­pli­men­ta­ry re­mark to Madame, con­tin­ued his way to­wards Raoul, who ad­vanced to meet him, while de Guiche re­mained in his place, though he fol­lowed him with his eyes. The ma­neu­ver was so ar­ranged that the young men met in an open space which was left va­cant, be­tween the groups of play­ers and the gallery, where they walked, stop­ping now and then for the pur­pose of say­ing a few words to some of the graver courtiers who were walk­ing there. At the mo­ment when the two lines were about to unite, they were bro­ken by a third. It was Mon­sieur who ad­vanced to­wards the Duke of Buck­ing­ham. Mon­sieur had his most en­gag­ing smile on his red and per­fumed lips.

			“My dear duke,” said he, with the most af­fec­tion­ate po­lite­ness; “is it re­al­ly true what I have just been told?”

			Buck­ing­ham turned round; he had not no­ticed Mon­sieur ap­proach; but had mere­ly heard his voice. He start­ed in spite of his com­mand over him­self, and a slight pal­lor over­spread his face. “Mon­seigneur,” he asked, “what has been told you that sur­pris­es you so much?”

			“That which throws me in­to de­spair, and will, in truth, be a re­al cause of mourn­ing for the whole court.”

			“Your High­ness is very kind, for I per­ceive that you al­lude to my de­par­ture.”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			Guiche had over­heard the con­ver­sa­tion from where he was stand­ing, and start­ed in his turn. “His de­par­ture,” he mur­mured. “What does he say?”

			Philip con­tin­ued with the same gra­cious air, “I can eas­i­ly con­ceive, Mon­sieur, why the king of Great Britain re­calls you; we all know that King Charles II, who ap­pre­ci­ates true gen­tle­men, can­not dis­pense with you. But it can­not be sup­posed we can let you go with­out great re­gret; and I beg you to re­ceive the ex­pres­sion of my own.”

			“Be­lieve me, Mon­seigneur,” said the duke, “that if I quit the court of France—”

			“Be­cause you are re­called; but, if you sup­pose the ex­pres­sion of my own wish on the sub­ject might pos­si­bly have any in­flu­ence with the king, I will glad­ly vol­un­teer to en­treat His Majesty Charles II to leave you with us a lit­tle while longer.”

			“I am over­whelmed, Mon­seigneur, by so much kind­ness,” replied Buck­ing­ham; “but I have re­ceived pos­i­tive com­mands. My res­i­dence in France was lim­it­ed; I have pro­longed it at the risk of dis­pleas­ing my gra­cious sov­er­eign. It is on­ly this very day that I rec­ol­lect­ed I ought to have set off four days ago.”

			“In­deed,” said Mon­sieur.

			“Yes; but,” added Buck­ing­ham, rais­ing his voice in such a man­ner that the princess could hear him—“but I re­sem­ble that dweller in the East, who turned mad, and re­mained so for sev­er­al days, ow­ing to a de­light­ful dream that he had had, but who one day awoke, if not com­plete­ly cured, in some re­spects ra­tio­nal at least. The court of France has its in­tox­i­cat­ing prop­er­ties, which are not un­like this dream, my lord; but at last I wake and leave it. I shall be un­able, there­fore, to pro­long my res­i­dence, as Your High­ness has so kind­ly in­vit­ed me to do.”

			“When do you leave?” in­quired Philip, with an ex­pres­sion full of in­ter­est.

			“To­mor­row, Mon­seigneur. My car­riages have been ready for three days.”

			The Duc d’Or­léans made a move­ment of the head, which seemed to sig­ni­fy, “Since you are de­ter­mined, duke, there is noth­ing to be said.” Buck­ing­ham re­turned the ges­ture, con­ceal­ing un­der a smile a con­trac­tion of his heart; and then Mon­sieur moved away in the same di­rec­tion by which he had ap­proached. At the same mo­ment, how­ev­er, de Guiche ad­vanced from the op­po­site di­rec­tion. Raoul feared that the im­pa­tient young man might pos­si­bly make the propo­si­tion him­self, and hur­ried forth be­fore him.

			“No, no, Raoul, all is use­less now,” said Guiche, hold­ing both his hands to­wards the duke, and lead­ing him be­hind a col­umn. “For­give me, duke, for what I wrote to you, I was mad; give me back my let­ter.”

			“It is true,” said the duke, “you can­not owe me a grudge any longer now.”

			“For­give me, duke; my friend­ship, my last­ing friend­ship is yours.”

			“There is cer­tain­ly no rea­son why you should bear me any ill-will from the mo­ment I leave her nev­er to see her again.”

			Raoul heard these words, and com­pre­hend­ing that his pres­ence was now use­less be­tween the young men, who had now on­ly friend­ly words to ex­change, with­drew a few paces; a move­ment which brought him clos­er to de Wardes, who was con­vers­ing with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine re­spect­ing the de­par­ture of Buck­ing­ham. “A strate­gic re­treat,” said de Wardes.

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause the dear duke saves a sword-thrust by it.” At which re­ply both laughed.

			Raoul, in­dig­nant, turned round frown­ing­ly, flushed with anger and his lip curl­ing with dis­dain. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine turned on his heel, but de Wardes re­mained and wait­ed.

			“You will not break your­self of the habit,” said Raoul to de Wardes, “of in­sult­ing the ab­sent; yes­ter­day it was M. d’Artag­nan, to­day it is the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“You know very well, Mon­sieur,” re­turned de Wardes, “that I some­times in­sult those who are present.”

			De Wardes was close to Raoul, their shoul­ders met, their faces ap­proached, as if to mu­tu­al­ly in­flame each oth­er by the fire of their looks and of their anger. It could be seen that the one was at the height of fury, the oth­er at the end of his pa­tience. Sud­den­ly a voice was heard be­hind them full of grace and cour­tesy, say­ing, “I be­lieve I heard my name pro­nounced.”

			They turned round and saw d’Artag­nan, who, with a smil­ing eye and a cheer­ful face, had just placed his hand on de Wardes’s shoul­der. Raoul stepped back to make room for the mus­ke­teer. De Wardes trem­bled from head to foot, turned pale, but did not move. D’Artag­nan, still with the same smile, took the place which Raoul had aban­doned to him.

			“Thank you, my dear Raoul,” he said. “M. de Wardes, I wish to talk with you. Do not leave us, Raoul; ev­ery­one can hear what I have to say to M. de Wardes.” His smile im­me­di­ate­ly fad­ed away, and his glace be­came cold and sharp as a sword.

			“I am at your or­ders, Mon­sieur,” said de Wardes.

			“For a very long time,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “I have sought an op­por­tu­ni­ty of con­vers­ing with you; to­day is the first time I have found it. The place is bad­ly cho­sen, I ad­mit, but you will per­haps have the good­ness to ac­com­pa­ny me to my apart­ments, which are on the stair­case at the end of this gallery.”

			“I fol­low you, Mon­sieur,” said de Wardes.

			“Are you alone here?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“No; I have M. Mani­camp and M. de Guiche, two of my friends.”

			“That’s well,” said d’Artag­nan; “but two per­sons are not suf­fi­cient; you will be able to find a few oth­ers, I trust.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said the young man, who did not know what ob­ject d’Artag­nan had in view. “As many as you please.”

			“Are they friends?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Re­al friends?”

			“No doubt of it.”

			“Very well, get a good sup­ply, then. Do you come, too, Raoul; bring M. de Guiche and the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“What a dis­tur­bance,” replied de Wardes, at­tempt­ing to smile. The cap­tain slight­ly signed to him with his hand, as though to rec­om­mend him to be pa­tient, and then led the way to his apart­ments.2
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				Sword-Thrusts in the Wa­ter (Con­clud­ed)

			
			D’Artag­nan’s apart­ment was not un­oc­cu­pied; for the Comte de la Fère, seat­ed in the re­cess of a win­dow, await­ed him. “Well,” said he to d’Artag­nan, as he saw him en­ter.

			“Well,” said the lat­ter, “M. de Wardes has done me the hon­or to pay me a vis­it, in com­pa­ny with some of his own friends, as well as of ours.” In fact, be­hind the mus­ke­teer ap­peared de Wardes and Mani­camp, fol­lowed by de Guiche and Buck­ing­ham, who looked sur­prised, not know­ing what was ex­pect­ed of them. Raoul was ac­com­pa­nied by two or three gen­tle­men; and, as he en­tered, glanced round the room, and per­ceiv­ing the count, he went and placed him­self by his side. D’Artag­nan re­ceived his vis­i­tors with all the cour­tesy he was ca­pa­ble of; he pre­served his un­moved and un­con­cerned look. All the per­sons present were men of dis­tinc­tion, oc­cu­py­ing posts of hon­or and cred­it at the court. Af­ter he had apol­o­gized to each of them for any in­con­ve­nience he might have put them to, he turned to­wards de Wardes, who, in spite of his cus­tom­ary self-com­mand, could not pre­vent his face be­tray­ing some sur­prise min­gled with not a lit­tle un­easi­ness.

			“Now, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, “since we are no longer with­in the precincts of the king’s palace, and since we can speak out with­out fail­ing in re­spect to pro­pri­ety, I will in­form you why I have tak­en the lib­er­ty to re­quest you to vis­it me here, and why I have in­vit­ed these gen­tle­men to be present at the same time. My friend, the Comte de la Fère, has ac­quaint­ed me with the in­ju­ri­ous re­ports you are spread­ing about my­self. You have stat­ed that you re­gard me as your mor­tal en­e­my, be­cause I was, so you af­firm, that of your fa­ther.”

			“Per­fect­ly true, Mon­sieur, I have said so,” replied de Wardes, whose pal­lid face be­came slight­ly tinged with col­or.

			“You ac­cuse me, there­fore, of a crime, or a fault, or of some mean and cow­ard­ly act. Have the good­ness to state your charge against me in pre­cise terms.”

			“In the pres­ence of wit­ness­es?”

			“Most cer­tain­ly in the pres­ence of wit­ness­es; and you see I have se­lect­ed them as be­ing ex­pe­ri­enced in af­fairs of hon­or.”

			“You do not ap­pre­ci­ate my del­i­ca­cy, Mon­sieur. I have ac­cused you, it is true; but I have kept the na­ture of the ac­cu­sa­tion a per­fect se­cret. I en­tered in­to no de­tails; but have rest­ed sat­is­fied by ex­press­ing my ha­tred in the pres­ence of those on whom a du­ty was al­most im­posed to ac­quaint you with it. You have not tak­en the dis­creet­ness I have shown in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, al­though you were in­ter­est­ed in re­main­ing silent. I can hard­ly rec­og­nize your ha­bit­u­al pru­dence in that, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			D’Artag­nan, who was qui­et­ly bit­ing the cor­ner of his mous­tache, said, “I have al­ready had the hon­or to beg you to state the par­tic­u­lars of the griev­ances you say you have against me.”

			“Aloud?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, aloud.”

			“In that case, I will speak.”

			“Speak, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing; “we are all lis­ten­ing to you.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, it is not a ques­tion of a per­son­al in­jury to­wards my­self, but one to­wards my fa­ther.”

			“That you have al­ready stat­ed.”

			“Yes; but there are cer­tain sub­jects which are on­ly ap­proached with hes­i­ta­tion.”

			“If that hes­i­ta­tion, in your case, re­al­ly does ex­ist, I en­treat you to over­come it.”

			“Even if it re­fer to a dis­grace­ful ac­tion?”

			“Yes; in ev­ery and any case.”

			Those who were present at this scene had, at first, looked at each oth­er with a good deal of un­easi­ness. They were re­as­sured, how­ev­er, when they saw that d’Artag­nan man­i­fest­ed no emo­tion what­ev­er.

			De Wardes still main­tained the same un­bro­ken si­lence. “Speak, Mon­sieur,” said the mus­ke­teer; “you see you are keep­ing us wait­ing.”

			“Lis­ten, then:—My fa­ther loved a la­dy of no­ble birth, and this la­dy loved my fa­ther.” D’Artag­nan and Athos ex­changed looks. De Wardes con­tin­ued: “M. d’Artag­nan found some let­ters which in­di­cat­ed a ren­dezvous, sub­sti­tut­ed him­self, un­der dis­guise, for the per­son who was ex­pect­ed, and took ad­van­tage of the dark­ness.”

			“That is per­fect­ly true,” said d’Artag­nan.

			A slight mur­mur was heard from those present. “Yes, I was guilty of that dis­hon­or­able ac­tion. You should have added, Mon­sieur, since you are so im­par­tial, that, at the pe­ri­od when the cir­cum­stance which you have just re­lat­ed hap­pened, I was not one-and-twen­ty years of age.”

			“Such an ac­tion is not the less shame­ful on that ac­count,” said de Wardes; “and it is quite suf­fi­cient for a gen­tle­man to have at­tained the age of rea­son, to avoid com­mit­ting an act of in­del­i­ca­cy.”

			A re­newed mur­mur was heard, but this time of as­ton­ish­ment, and al­most of doubt.

			“It was a most shame­ful de­cep­tion, I ad­mit,” said d’Artag­nan, “and I have not wait­ed for M. de Wardes’s re­proach­es to re­proach my­self for it, and very bit­ter­ly, too. Age has, how­ev­er, made me more rea­son­able, and, above all, more up­right; and this in­jury has been atoned for by a long and last­ing re­gret. But I ap­peal to you, gen­tle­men; this af­fair took place in 1626, at a pe­ri­od, hap­pi­ly for your­selves, known to you by tra­di­tion on­ly, at a pe­ri­od when love was not over-scrupu­lous, when con­sciences did not dis­till, as in the present day, poi­son and bit­ter­ness. We were young sol­diers, al­ways fight­ing, or be­ing at­tacked, our swords al­ways in our hands, or at least ready to be drawn from their sheaths. Death then al­ways stared us in the face, war hard­ened us, and the car­di­nal pressed us sore­ly. I have re­pent­ed of it, and more than that—I still re­pent it, M. de Wardes.”

			“I can well un­der­stand that, Mon­sieur, for the ac­tion it­self need­ed re­pen­tance; but you were not the less the cause of that la­dy’s dis­grace. She, of whom you have been speak­ing, cov­ered with shame, borne down by the af­front you brought up­on her, fled, quit­ted France, and no one ev­er knew what be­came of her.”

			“Stay,” said the Comte de la Fère, stretch­ing his hand to­wards de Wardes, with a pe­cu­liar smile up­on his face, “you are mis­tak­en; she was seen; and there are per­sons even now present, who, hav­ing of­ten heard her spo­ken of, will eas­i­ly rec­og­nize her by the de­scrip­tion I am about to give. She was about five-and-twen­ty years of age, slen­der in form, of a pale com­plex­ion, and fair-haired; she was mar­ried in Eng­land.”

			“Mar­ried?” ex­claimed de Wardes.

			“So, you were not aware she was mar­ried? You see we are far bet­ter in­formed than your­self. Do you hap­pen to know she was usu­al­ly styled ‘Mi­la­dy,’ with­out the ad­di­tion of any name to that de­scrip­tion?”

			“Yes, I know that.”

			“Good Heav­ens!” mur­mured Buck­ing­ham.

			“Very well, Mon­sieur. That wom­an, who came from Eng­land, re­turned to Eng­land af­ter hav­ing thrice at­tempt­ed M. d’Artag­nan’s life. That was but just, you will say, since M. d’Artag­nan had in­sult­ed her. But that which was not just was, that, when in Eng­land, this wom­an, by her se­duc­tions, com­plete­ly en­slaved a young man in the ser­vice of Lord de Win­ter, by name Fel­ton. You change col­or, my lord,” said Athos, turn­ing to the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, “and your eyes kin­dle with anger and sor­row. Let Your Grace fin­ish the recital, then, and tell M. de Wardes who this wom­an was who placed the knife in the hand of your fa­ther’s mur­der­er.”

			A cry es­caped from the lips of all present. The young duke passed his hand­ker­chief across his fore­head, which was cov­ered with per­spi­ra­tion. A dead si­lence en­sued among the spec­ta­tors.

			“You see, M. de Wardes,” said d’Artag­nan, whom this recital had im­pressed more and more, as his own rec­ol­lec­tion re­vived as Athos spoke, “you see that my crime did not cause the de­struc­tion of any­one’s soul, and that the soul in ques­tion may fair­ly be con­sid­ered to have been al­to­geth­er lost be­fore my re­gret. It is, how­ev­er, an act of con­science on my part. Now this mat­ter is set­tled, there­fore, it re­mains for me to ask, with the great­est hu­mil­i­ty, your for­give­ness for this shame­less ac­tion, as most cer­tain­ly I should have asked it of your fa­ther, if he were still alive, and if I had met him af­ter my re­turn to France, sub­se­quent to the death of King Charles I.”

			“That is too much, M. d’Artag­nan,” ex­claimed many voic­es, with an­i­ma­tion.

			“No, gen­tle­men,” said the cap­tain. “And now, M. de Wardes, I hope all is fin­ished be­tween us, and that you will have no fur­ther oc­ca­sion to speak ill of me again. Do you con­sid­er it com­plete­ly set­tled?”

			De Wardes bowed, and mut­tered to him­self inar­tic­u­late­ly.

			“I trust al­so,” said d’Artag­nan, ap­proach­ing the young man close­ly, “that you will no longer speak ill of any­one, as it seems you have the un­for­tu­nate habit of do­ing; for a man so pu­ri­tan­i­cal­ly con­sci­en­tious as you are, who can re­proach an old sol­dier for a youth­ful freak five-and-thir­ty years af­ter it hap­pened, will al­low me to ask whether you, who ad­vo­cate such ex­ces­sive pu­ri­ty of con­science, will un­der­take on your side to do noth­ing con­trary ei­ther to con­science or the prin­ci­ple of hon­or. And now, lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly to what I am go­ing to say, M. de Wardes, in con­clu­sion. Take care that no tale, with which your name may be as­so­ci­at­ed, reach­es my ear.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said de Wardes, “it is use­less threat­en­ing to no pur­pose.”

			“I have not yet fin­ished, M. de Wardes, and you must lis­ten to me still fur­ther.” The cir­cle of lis­ten­ers, full of ea­ger cu­rios­i­ty, drew clos­er. “You spoke just now of the hon­or of a wom­an, and of the hon­or of your fa­ther. We were glad to hear you speak in that man­ner; for it is pleas­ing to think that such a sen­ti­ment of del­i­ca­cy and rec­ti­tude, and which did not ex­ist, it seems, in our minds, lives in our chil­dren; and it is de­light­ful, too, to see a young man, at an age when men from habit be­come the de­stroy­ers of the hon­or of wom­en, re­spect and de­fend it.”

			De Wardes bit his lip and clenched his hands, ev­i­dent­ly much dis­turbed to learn how this dis­course, the com­mence­ment of which was an­nounced in so threat­en­ing a man­ner, would ter­mi­nate.

			“How did it hap­pen, then, that you al­lowed your­self to say to M. de Bragelonne that he did not know who his moth­er was?”

			Raoul’s eyes flashed, as, dart­ing for­ward, he ex­claimed—“Cheva­lier, this is a per­son­al af­fair of my own!” At which ex­cla­ma­tion, a smile, full of mal­ice, passed across de Wardes’s face.

			D’Artag­nan put Raoul aside, say­ing—“Do not in­ter­rupt me, young man.” And look­ing at de Wardes in an au­thor­i­ta­tive man­ner, he con­tin­ued:—“I am now deal­ing with a mat­ter which can­not be set­tled by means of the sword. I dis­cuss it be­fore men of hon­or, all of whom have more than once had their swords in their hands in af­fairs of hon­or. I se­lect­ed them ex­press­ly. These gen­tle­men well know that ev­ery se­cret for which men fight ceas­es to be a se­cret. I again put my ques­tion to M. de Wardes. What was the sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion when you of­fend­ed this young man, in of­fend­ing his fa­ther and moth­er at the same time?”

			“It seems to me,” re­turned de Wardes, “that lib­er­ty of speech is al­lowed, when it is sup­port­ed by ev­ery means which a man of courage has at his dis­pos­al.”

			“Tell me what the means are by which a man of courage can sus­tain a slan­der­ous ex­pres­sion.”

			“The sword.”

			“You fail, not on­ly in log­ic, in your ar­gu­ment, but in re­li­gion and hon­or. You ex­pose the lives of many oth­ers, with­out re­fer­ring to your own, which seems to be full of haz­ard. Be­sides, fash­ions pass away, Mon­sieur, and the fash­ion of du­elling has passed away, with­out re­fer­ring in any way to the edicts of His Majesty which for­bid it. There­fore, in or­der to be con­sis­tent with your own chival­rous no­tions, you will at once apol­o­gize to M. de Bragelonne; you will tell him how much you re­gret hav­ing spo­ken so light­ly, and that the no­bil­i­ty and pu­ri­ty of his race are in­scribed, not in his heart alone, but still more in ev­ery ac­tion of his life. You will do and say this, M. de Wardes, as I, an old of­fi­cer, did and said just now to your boy’s mous­tache.”

			“And if I refuse?” in­quired de Wardes.

			“In that case the re­sult will be—”

			“That which you think you will pre­vent,” said de Wardes, laugh­ing; “the re­sult will be that your con­cil­ia­to­ry ad­dress will end in a vi­o­la­tion of the king’s pro­hi­bi­tion.”

			“Not so,” said the cap­tain, “you are quite mis­tak­en.”

			“What will be the re­sult, then?”

			“The re­sult will be that I shall go to the king, with whom I am on tol­er­a­bly good terms, to whom I have been hap­py enough to ren­der cer­tain ser­vices, dat­ing from a pe­ri­od when you were not born, and who, at my re­quest, has just sent me an or­der in blank for M. Baise­meaux de Montlezun, gov­er­nor of the Bastille; and I shall say to the king: ‘Sire, a man has in a most cow­ard­ly way in­sult­ed M. de Bragelonne by in­sult­ing his moth­er; I have writ­ten this man’s name up­on the let­tre de ca­chet which Your Majesty has been kind enough to give me, so that M. de Wardes is in the Bastille for three years.’ ” And d’Artag­nan, draw­ing the or­der signed by the king from his pock­et, held it to­wards de Wardes.

			Re­mark­ing that the young man was not quite con­vinced, and re­ceived the warn­ing as an idle threat, he shrugged his shoul­ders and walked leisure­ly to­wards the ta­ble, up­on which lay a writ­ing-case and a pen, the length of which would have ter­ri­fied the topo­graph­i­cal Porthos. De Wardes then saw that noth­ing could well be more se­ri­ous­ly in­tend­ed than the threat in ques­tion, for the Bastille, even at that pe­ri­od, was al­ready held in dread. He ad­vanced a step to­wards Raoul, and, in an al­most un­in­tel­li­gi­ble voice, said—“I of­fer my apolo­gies in the terms which M. d’Artag­nan just now dic­tat­ed, and which I am forced to make to you.”

			“One mo­ment, Mon­sieur,” said the mus­ke­teer, with the great­est tran­quil­li­ty, “you mis­take the terms of the apol­o­gy. I did not say, ‘and which I am forced to make’; I said, ‘and which my con­science in­duces me to make.’ This lat­ter ex­pres­sion, be­lieve me, is bet­ter than the for­mer; and it will be far prefer­able, since it will be the most truth­ful ex­pres­sion of your own sen­ti­ments.”

			“I sub­scribe to it,” said de Wardes; “but sub­mit, gen­tle­men, that a thrust of the sword through the body, as was the cus­tom for­mer­ly, was far bet­ter than tyran­ny like this.”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” replied Buck­ing­ham; “for the sword-thrust, when re­ceived, was no in­di­ca­tion that a par­tic­u­lar per­son was right or wrong; it on­ly showed that he was more or less skill­ful in the use of the weapon.”

			“Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed de Wardes.

			“There, now,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “you are go­ing to say some­thing very rude, and I am ren­der­ing a ser­vice by stop­ping you in time.”

			“Is that all, Mon­sieur?” in­quired de Wardes.

			“Ab­so­lute­ly ev­ery­thing,” replied d’Artag­nan; “and these gen­tle­men, as well as my­self, are quite sat­is­fied with you.”

			“Be­lieve me, Mon­sieur, that your rec­on­cil­i­a­tions are not suc­cess­ful.”

			“In what way?”

			“Be­cause, as we are now about to sep­a­rate, I would wa­ger that M. de Bragelonne and my­self are greater en­e­mies than ev­er.”

			“You are de­ceived, Mon­sieur, as far as I am con­cerned,” re­turned Raoul; “for I do not re­tain the slight­est an­i­mos­i­ty in my heart against you.”

			This last blow over­whelmed de Wardes. He cast his eyes around him like a man be­wil­dered. D’Artag­nan salut­ed most cour­te­ous­ly the gen­tle­men who had been present at the ex­pla­na­tion; and ev­ery­one, on leav­ing the room, shook hands with him; but not one hand was held out to­wards de Wardes. “Oh!” ex­claimed the young man, “can I not find some­one on whom to wreak my vengeance?”

			“You can, Mon­sieur, for I am here,” whis­pered a voice full of men­ace in his ear.

			De Wardes turned round, and saw the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, who, hav­ing prob­a­bly re­mained be­hind with that in­ten­tion, had just ap­proached him. “You, Mon­sieur?” ex­claimed de Wardes.

			“Yes, I! I am no sub­ject of the king of France; I am not go­ing to re­main on the ter­ri­to­ry, since I am about set­ting off for Eng­land. I have ac­cu­mu­lat­ed in my heart such a mass of de­spair and rage, that I, too, like your­self, need to re­venge my­self up­on some­one. I ap­prove M. d’Artag­nan’s prin­ci­ples pro­found­ly, but I am not bound to ap­ply them to you. I am an En­glish­man, and, in my turn, I pro­pose to you what you pro­posed to oth­ers to no pur­pose. Since you, there­fore, are so ter­ri­bly in­censed, take me as a rem­e­dy. In thir­ty-four hours’ time I shall be at Calais. Come with me; the jour­ney will ap­pear short­er if to­geth­er, than if alone. We will fight, when we get there, up­on the sands which are cov­ered by the ris­ing tide, and which form part of the French ter­ri­to­ry dur­ing six hours of the day, but be­long to the ter­ri­to­ry of Heav­en dur­ing the oth­er six.”

			“I ac­cept will­ing­ly,” said de Wardes.

			“I as­sure you,” said the duke, “that if you kill me, you will be ren­der­ing me an in­fi­nite ser­vice.”

			“I will do my ut­most to make my­self agree­able to you, duke,” said de Wardes.

			“It is agreed, then, that I car­ry you off with me?”

			“I shall be at your com­mands. I need­ed some re­al dan­ger and some mor­tal risk to run, to tran­quil­ize me.”

			“In that case, I think you have met with what you are look­ing for. Farewell, M. de Wardes; to­mor­row morn­ing, my valet will tell you the ex­act hour of our de­par­ture; we can trav­el to­geth­er like two ex­cel­lent friends. I gen­er­al­ly trav­el as fast as I can. Adieu.”

			Buck­ing­ham salut­ed de Wardes, and re­turned to­wards the king’s apart­ments; de Wardes, ir­ri­tat­ed be­yond mea­sure, left the Palais Roy­al, and hur­ried through the streets home­ward to the house where he lodged.
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				Baise­meaux de Montlezun

			
			Af­ter the aus­tere les­son ad­min­is­tered to de Wardes, Athos and d’Artag­nan to­geth­er de­scend­ed the stair­case which led to the court­yard of the Palais Roy­al. “You per­ceive,” said Athos to d’Artag­nan, “that Raoul can­not, soon­er or lat­er, avoid a du­el with de Wardes, for de Wardes is as brave as he is vi­cious and wicked.”

			“I know such fel­lows well,” replied d’Artag­nan; “I had an af­fair with the fa­ther. I as­sure you that, al­though at that time I had good mus­cles and a sort of brute courage—I as­sure you that the fa­ther did me some mis­chief. But you should have seen how I fought it out with him. Ah, Athos, such en­coun­ters nev­er take place in these times! I had a hand which could nev­er re­main at rest, a hand like quick­sil­ver—you knew its qual­i­ty, for you have seen me at work. My sword was no longer than a piece of steel; it was a ser­pent that as­sumed ev­ery form and ev­ery length, seek­ing where it might thrust its head; in oth­er words, where it might fix its bite. I ad­vanced half a dozen paces, then three, and then, body to body, I pressed my an­tag­o­nist close­ly, then I dart­ed back again ten paces. No hu­man pow­er could re­sist that fe­ro­cious ar­dor. Well, de Wardes the fa­ther, with the brav­ery of his race, with his dogged courage, oc­cu­pied a good deal of my time; and my fin­gers, at the end of the en­gage­ment, were, I well re­mem­ber, tired enough.”

			“It is, then, as I said,” re­sumed Athos, “the son will al­ways be look­ing out for Raoul, and will end by meet­ing him; and Raoul can eas­i­ly be found when he is sought for.”

			“Agreed; but Raoul cal­cu­lates well; he bears no grudge against de Wardes—he has said so; he will wait un­til he is pro­voked, and in that case his po­si­tion is a good one. The king will not be able to get out of tem­per about the mat­ter; be­sides we shall know how to paci­fy His Majesty. But why so full of these fears and anx­i­eties? You don’t eas­i­ly get alarmed.”

			“I will tell you what makes me anx­ious; Raoul is to see the king to­mor­row, when His Majesty will in­form him of his wish­es re­spect­ing a cer­tain mar­riage. Raoul, lov­ing as he does, will get out of tem­per, and once in an an­gry mood, if he were to meet de Wardes, the shell would ex­plode.”

			“We will pre­vent the ex­plo­sion.”

			“Not I,” said Athos, “for I must re­turn to Blois. All this gild­ed el­e­gance of the court, all these in­trigues, sick­en me. I am no longer a young man who can make terms with the mean­ness of the day. I have read in the Great Book many things too beau­ti­ful and too com­pre­hen­sive to longer take any in­ter­est in the tri­fling phras­es which these men whis­per among them­selves when they wish to de­ceive oth­ers. In one word, I am weary of Paris wher­ev­er and when­ev­er you are not with me; and as I can­not have you with me al­ways, I wish to re­turn to Blois.”

			“How wrong you are, Athos; how you gain­say your ori­gin and the des­tiny of your no­ble na­ture. Men of your stamp are cre­at­ed to con­tin­ue, to the very last mo­ment, in full pos­ses­sion of their great fac­ul­ties. Look at my sword, a Span­ish blade, the one I wore at La Rochelle; it served me for thir­ty years with­out fail; one day in the win­ter it fell up­on the mar­ble floor on the Lou­vre and was bro­ken. I had a hunt­ing-knife made of it which will last a hun­dred years yet. You, Athos, with your loy­al­ty, your frank­ness, your cool courage, and your sound in­for­ma­tion, are the very man kings need to warn and di­rect them. Re­main here; Mon­sieur Fou­quet will not last as long as my Span­ish blade.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble,” said Athos, smil­ing, “that my friend, d’Artag­nan, who, af­ter hav­ing raised me to the skies, mak­ing me an ob­ject of wor­ship, casts me down from the top of Olym­pus, and hurls me to the ground? I have more ex­alt­ed am­bi­tion, d’Artag­nan. To be a min­is­ter—to be a slave—nev­er! Am I not still greater? I am noth­ing. I re­mem­ber hav­ing heard you oc­ca­sion­al­ly call me ‘the great Athos’; I de­fy you, there­fore, if I were min­is­ter, to con­tin­ue to be­stow that ti­tle up­on me. No, no; I do not yield my­self in this man­ner.”

			“We will not speak of it any more, then; re­nounce ev­ery­thing, even the broth­er­ly feel­ing which unites us.”

			“It is al­most cru­el what you say.”

			D’Artag­nan pressed Athos’s hand warm­ly. “No, no; re­nounce ev­ery­thing with­out fear. Raoul can get on with­out you. I am at Paris.”

			“In that case I shall re­turn to Blois. We will take leave of each oth­er tonight; to­mor­row at day­break I shall be on my horse again.”

			“You can­not re­turn to your ho­tel alone; why did you not bring Gri­maud with you?”

			“Gri­maud takes his rest now; he goes to bed ear­ly, for my poor old ser­vant gets eas­i­ly fa­tigued. He came from Blois with me, and I com­pelled him to re­main with­in doors; for if, in re­trac­ing the forty leagues which sep­a­rate us from Blois, he need­ed to draw breath even, he would die with­out a mur­mur. But I don’t want to lose Gri­maud.”

			“You shall have one of my mus­ke­teers to car­ry a torch for you. Holà! some­one there,” called out d’Artag­nan, lean­ing over the gild­ed balustrade. The heads of sev­en or eight mus­ke­teers ap­peared. “I wish some gen­tle­man, who is so dis­posed, to es­cort the Comte de la Fère,” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Thank you for your readi­ness, gen­tle­men,” said Athos; “I re­gret to have oc­ca­sion to trou­ble you in this man­ner.”

			“I would will­ing­ly es­cort the Comte de la Fère,” said some­one, “if I had not to speak to Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Who is that?” said d’Artag­nan, look­ing in­to the dark­ness.

			“I, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Heav­en for­give me, if that is not Mon­sieur Baise­meaux’s voice.”

			“It is, Mon­sieur.”

			“What are you do­ing in the court­yard, my dear Baise­meaux?”

			“I am wait­ing your or­ders, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			Wretch that I am, thought d’Artag­nan; “true, you have been told, I sup­pose, that some­one was to be ar­rest­ed, and have come your­self, in­stead of send­ing an of­fi­cer?”

			“I came be­cause I had oc­ca­sion to speak to you.”

			“You did not send to me?”

			“I wait­ed un­til you were dis­en­gaged,” said Mon­sieur Baise­meaux, timid­ly.

			“I leave you, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos.

			“Not be­fore I have present Mon­sieur Baise­meaux de Montlezun, the gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			Baise­meaux and Athos salut­ed each oth­er.

			“Sure­ly you must know each oth­er,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I have an in­dis­tinct rec­ol­lec­tion of Mon­sieur Baise­meaux,” said Athos.

			“You re­mem­ber, my dear, Baise­meaux, the king’s guards­man with whom we used for­mer­ly to have such de­light­ful meet­ings in the car­di­nal’s time?”

			“Per­fect­ly,” said Athos, tak­ing leave of him with af­fa­bil­i­ty.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère, whose nom de guerre was Athos,” whis­pered d’Artag­nan to Baise­meaux.

			“Yes, yes, a brave man, one of the cel­e­brat­ed four.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so. But, my dear Baise­meaux, shall we talk now?”

			“If you please.”

			“In the first place, as for the or­ders—there are none. The king does not in­tend to ar­rest the per­son in ques­tion.

			“So much the worse,” said Baise­meaux with a sigh.

			“What do you mean by so much the worse?” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing.

			“No doubt of it,” re­turned the gov­er­nor, “my pris­on­ers are my in­come.”

			“I beg your par­don, I did not see it in that light.”

			“And so there are no or­ders,” re­peat­ed Baise­meaux with a sigh. “What an ad­mirable sit­u­a­tion yours is, cap­tain,” he con­tin­ued, af­ter a pause; “cap­tain-lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers.”

			“Oh, it is good enough; but I don’t see why you should en­vy me; you, gov­er­nor of the Bastille, the first cas­tle in France.”

			“I am well aware of that,” said Baise­meaux, in a sor­row­ful tone of voice.

			“You say that like a man con­fess­ing his sins. I would will­ing­ly ex­change my prof­its for yours.”

			“Don’t speak of prof­its to me, if you wish to save me the bit­ter­est an­guish of mind.”

			“Why do you look first on one side and then on the oth­er, as if you were afraid of be­ing ar­rest­ed your­self, you whose busi­ness it is to ar­rest oth­ers?”

			“I was look­ing to see whether any­one could see or lis­ten to us; it would be safer to con­fer more in pri­vate, if you would grant me such a fa­vor.”

			“Baise­meaux, you seem to for­get we are ac­quain­tances of five and thir­ty years’ stand­ing. Don’t as­sume such sanc­ti­fied airs; make your­self quite com­fort­able; I don’t eat gov­er­nors of the Bastille raw.”

			“Heav­en be praised!”

			“Come in­to the court­yard with me; it’s a beau­ti­ful moon­lit night; we will walk up and down, arm in arm, un­der the trees, while you tell me your piti­ful tale.” He drew the dole­ful gov­er­nor in­to the court­yard, took him by the arm as he had said, and, in his rough, good-hu­mored way, cried: “Out with it, rat­tle away, Baise­meaux; what have you got to say?”

			“It’s a long sto­ry.”

			“You pre­fer your own lamen­ta­tions, then; my opin­ion is, it will be longer than ev­er. I’ll wa­ger you are mak­ing fifty thou­sand francs out of your pi­geons in the Bastille.”

			“Would to heav­en that were the case, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“You sur­prise me, Baise­meaux; just look at you, act­ing the an­chorite. I should like to show you your face in a glass, and you would see how plump and florid-look­ing you are, as fat and round as a cheese, with eyes like light­ed coals; and if it were not for that ug­ly wrin­kle you try to cul­ti­vate on your fore­head, you would hard­ly look fifty years old, and you are six­ty, if I am not mis­tak­en.”

			“All quite true.”

			“Of course I knew it was true, as true as the fifty thou­sand francs prof­it you make”; at which re­mark Baise­meaux stamped on the ground.

			“Well, well,” said d’Artag­nan, “I will add up your ac­counts for you: you were cap­tain of M. Mazarin’s Guards; and twelve thou­sand francs a year would in twelve years amount to one hun­dred and forty thou­sand francs.”

			“Twelve thou­sand francs! Are you mad?” cried Baise­meaux; “the old miser gave me no more than six thou­sand, and the ex­pens­es of the post amount­ed to six thou­sand five hun­dred francs. M. Col­bert, who de­duct­ed the oth­er six thou­sand francs, con­de­scend­ed to al­low me to take fifty pis­toles as a grat­i­fi­ca­tion; so that, if it were not for my lit­tle es­tate at Montlezun, which brings me in twelve thou­sand francs a year, I could not have met my en­gage­ments.”

			“Well, then, how about the fifty thou­sand francs from the Bastille? There, I trust, you are board­ed and lodged, and get your six thou­sand francs salary be­sides.”

			“Ad­mit­ted!”

			“Whether the year be good or bad, there are fifty pris­on­ers, who, on the av­er­age, bring you in a thou­sand francs a year each.”

			“I don’t de­ny it.”

			“Well, there is at once an in­come of fifty thou­sand francs; you have held the post three years, and must have re­ceived in that time one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs.”

			“You for­get one cir­cum­stance, dear M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“What is that?”

			“That while you re­ceived your ap­point­ment as cap­tain from the king him­self, I re­ceived mine as gov­er­nor from Messieurs Trem­blay and Lou­vière.”

			“Quite right, and Trem­blay was not a man to let you have the post for noth­ing.”

			“Nor Lou­vière ei­ther: the re­sult was, that I gave sev­en­ty-five thou­sand francs to Trem­blay as his share.”

			“Very agree­able that! and to Lou­vière?”

			“The very same.”

			“Mon­ey down?”

			“No: that would have been im­pos­si­ble. The king did not wish, or rather M. Mazarin did not wish, to have the ap­pear­ance of re­mov­ing those two gen­tle­men, who had sprung from the bar­ri­cades; he per­mit­ted them, there­fore, to make cer­tain ex­trav­a­gant con­di­tions for their re­tire­ment.”

			“What were those con­di­tions?”

			“Trem­ble … three years’ in­come for the good­will.”

			“The deuce! so that the one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs have passed in­to their hands.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so.”

			“And be­yond that?”

			“A sum of one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs, or fif­teen thou­sand pis­toles, which­ever you please, in three pay­ments.”

			“Ex­or­bi­tant.”

			“Yes, but that is not all.”

			“What be­sides?”

			“In de­fault of the ful­fill­ment by me of any one of those con­di­tions, those gen­tle­men en­ter up­on their func­tions again. The king has been in­duced to sign that.”

			“It is mon­strous, in­cred­i­ble!”

			“Such is the fact, how­ev­er.”

			“I do in­deed pity you, Baise­meaux. But why, in the name of for­tune, did M. Mazarin grant you this pre­tend­ed fa­vor? It would have been far bet­ter to have re­fused you al­to­geth­er.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, but he was strong­ly per­suad­ed to do so by my pro­tec­tor.”

			“Who is he?”

			“One of your own friends, in­deed; M. d’Herblay.”

			“M. d’Herblay! Aramis!”

			“Just so; he has been very kind to­wards me.”

			“Kind! to make you en­ter in­to such a bar­gain!”

			“Lis­ten! I wished to leave the car­di­nal’s ser­vice. M. d’Herblay spoke on my be­half to Lou­vière and Trem­blay—they ob­ject­ed; I wished to have the ap­point­ment very much, for I knew what it could be made to pro­duce; in my dis­tress I con­fid­ed in M. d’Herblay, and he of­fered to be­come my sure­ty for the dif­fer­ent pay­ments.”

			“You as­tound me! Aramis be­came your sure­ty?”

			“Like a man of hon­or; he pro­cured the sig­na­ture; Trem­blay and Lou­vière re­signed their ap­point­ments; I have paid ev­ery year twen­ty-five thou­sand francs to these two gen­tle­men; on the thir­ty-first of May, ev­ery year, M. d’Herblay him­self comes to the Bastille, and brings me five thou­sand pis­toles to dis­trib­ute be­tween my croc­o­diles.”

			“You owe Aramis one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs, then?”

			“That is the very thing which is the cause of my de­spair, for I on­ly owe him one hun­dred thou­sand.”

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand you.”

			“He came and set­tled with the vam­pires on­ly two years. To­day, how­ev­er, is the thir­ty-first of May, and he has not been yet, and to­mor­row, at mid­day, the pay­ment falls due; if, there­fore, I don’t pay to­mor­row, those gen­tle­men can, by the terms of the con­tract, break off the bar­gain; I shall be stripped of ev­ery­thing; I shall have worked for three years, and giv­en two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs for noth­ing, ab­so­lute­ly for noth­ing at all, dear M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“This is very strange,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan.

			“You can now imag­ine that I may well have wrin­kles on my fore­head, can you not?”

			“Yes, in­deed!”

			“And you can imag­ine, too, that not­with­stand­ing I may be as round as a cheese, with a com­plex­ion like an ap­ple, and my eyes like coals on fire, I may al­most be afraid that I shall not have a cheese or an ap­ple left me to eat, and that my eyes will be left me on­ly to weep with.”

			“It is re­al­ly a very griev­ous af­fair.”

			“I have come to you, M. d’Artag­nan, for you are the on­ly man who can get me out of my trou­ble.”

			“In what way?”

			“You are ac­quaint­ed with the Ab­bé d’Herblay, and you know that he is a some­what mys­te­ri­ous gen­tle­man.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, you can, per­haps, give me the ad­dress of his pres­bytery, for I have been to Noisy-le-Sec, and he is no longer there.”

			“I should think not, in­deed. He is Bish­op of Vannes.”

			“What! Vannes in Bre­tagne?”

			“Yes.”

			The lit­tle man be­gan to tear his hair, say­ing, “How can I get to Vannes from here by mid­day to­mor­row? I am a lost man.”

			“Your de­spair quite dis­tress­es me.”

			“Vannes, Vannes!” cried Baise­meaux.

			“But lis­ten; a bish­op is not al­ways a res­i­dent. M. d’Herblay may not pos­si­bly be so far away as you fear.”

			“Pray tell me his ad­dress.”

			“I re­al­ly don’t know it.”

			“In that case I am lost. I will go and throw my­self at the king’s feet.”

			“But, Baise­meaux, I can hard­ly be­lieve what you tell me; be­sides, since the Bastille is ca­pa­ble of pro­duc­ing fifty thou­sand francs a year, why have you not tried to screw one hun­dred thou­sand out of it?”

			“Be­cause I am an hon­est man, M. d’Artag­nan, and be­cause my pris­on­ers are fed like am­bas­sadors.”

			“Well, you’re in a fair way to get out of your dif­fi­cul­ties; give your­self a good at­tack of in­di­ges­tion with your ex­cel­lent liv­ing, and put your­self out of the way be­tween this and mid­day to­mor­row.”

			“How can you be hard­heart­ed enough to laugh?”

			“Nay, you re­al­ly af­flict me. Come, Baise­meaux, if you can pledge me your word of hon­or, do so, that you will not open your lips to any­one about what I am go­ing to say to you.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er!”

			“You wish to put your hands on Aramis?”

			“At any cost!”

			“Well, go and see where M. Fou­quet is.”

			“Why, what con­nec­tion can there be—”

			“How stupid you are! Don’t you know that Vannes is in the dio­cese of Belle-Isle, or Belle-Isle in the dio­cese of Vannes? Belle-Isle be­longs to M. Fou­quet, and M. Fou­quet nom­i­nat­ed M. d’Herblay to that bish­opric!”

			“I see, I see; you re­store me to life again.”

			“So much the bet­ter. Go and tell M. Fou­quet very sim­ply that you wish to speak to M. d’Herblay.”

			“Of course, of course,” ex­claimed Baise­meaux, de­light­ed­ly.

			“But,” said d’Artag­nan, check­ing him by a se­vere look, “your word of hon­or?”

			“I give you my sa­cred word of hon­or,” replied the lit­tle man, about to set off run­ning.

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To M. Fou­quet’s house.”

			“It is use­less do­ing that; M. Fou­quet is play­ing at cards with the king. All you can do is to pay M. Fou­quet a vis­it ear­ly to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“I will do so. Thank you.”

			“Good luck at­tend you,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Thank you.”

			“This is a strange af­fair,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, as he slow­ly as­cend­ed the stair­case af­ter he had left Baise­meaux. “What pos­si­ble in­ter­est can Aramis have in oblig­ing Baise­meaux in this man­ner? Well, I sup­pose we shall learn some day or an­oth­er.”
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				The King’s Card-Ta­ble

			
			Fou­quet was present, as d’Artag­nan had said, at the king’s card-ta­ble. It seemed as if Buck­ing­ham’s de­par­ture had shed a balm on the lac­er­at­ed hearts of the pre­vi­ous evening. Mon­sieur, ra­di­ant with de­light, made a thou­sand af­fec­tion­ate signs to his moth­er. The Count de Guiche could not sep­a­rate him­self from Buck­ing­ham, and while play­ing, con­versed with him up­on the cir­cum­stance of his pro­ject­ed voy­age. Buck­ing­ham, thought­ful, and kind in his man­ner, like a man who has adopt­ed a res­o­lu­tion, lis­tened to the count, and from time to time cast a look full of re­gret and hope­less af­fec­tion at Madame. The princess, in the midst of her ela­tion of spir­its, di­vid­ed her at­ten­tion be­tween the king, who was play­ing with her, Mon­sieur, who qui­et­ly joked her about her enor­mous win­nings, and de Guiche, who ex­hib­it­ed an ex­trav­a­gant de­light. Of Buck­ing­ham she took but lit­tle no­tice; for her, this fugi­tive, this ex­ile, was now sim­ply a re­mem­brance, no longer a man. Light hearts are thus con­sti­tut­ed; while they them­selves con­tin­ue un­touched, they rough­ly break off with ev­ery­one who may pos­si­bly in­ter­fere with their lit­tle cal­cu­la­tions of self­ish com­fort. Madame had re­ceived Buck­ing­ham’s smiles and at­ten­tions and sighs while he was present; but what was the good of sigh­ing, smil­ing, and kneel­ing at a dis­tance? Can one tell in what di­rec­tion the winds in the Chan­nel, which toss mighty ves­sels to and fro, car­ry such sighs as these? The duke could not fail to mark this change, and his heart was cru­el­ly hurt. Of a sen­si­tive char­ac­ter, proud and sus­cep­ti­ble of deep at­tach­ment, he cursed the day on which such a pas­sion had en­tered his heart. The looks he cast, from time to time at Madame, be­came cold­er by de­grees at the chill­ing com­plex­ion of his thoughts. He could hard­ly yet de­spair, but he was strong enough to im­pose si­lence up­on the tu­mul­tuous out­cries of his heart. In ex­act pro­por­tion, how­ev­er, as Madame sus­pect­ed this change of feel­ing, she re­dou­bled her ac­tiv­i­ty to re­gain the ray of light she was about to lose; her timid and in­de­ci­sive mind was dis­played in bril­liant flash­es of wit and hu­mor. At any cost she felt that she must be re­marked above ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­one, even above the king him­self. And she was so, for the queens, not­with­stand­ing their dig­ni­ty, and the king, de­spite the re­spect which eti­quette re­quired, were all eclipsed by her. The queens, state­ly and cer­e­mo­ni­ous, were soft­ened and could not re­strain their laugh­ter. Madame Hen­ri­ette, the queen-moth­er, was daz­zled by the bril­lian­cy which cast dis­tinc­tion up­on her fam­i­ly, thanks to the wit of the grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV. The king, jeal­ous, as a young man and as a monarch, of the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of those who sur­round­ed him, could not re­sist ad­mit­ting him­self van­quished by a petu­lance so thor­ough­ly French in its na­ture, whose en­er­gy more than ev­er in­creased by Eng­lish hu­mor. Like a child, he was cap­ti­vat­ed by her ra­di­ant beau­ty, which her wit made still more daz­zling. Madame’s eyes flashed like light­ning. Wit and hu­mor es­caped from her scar­let lips like per­sua­sion from the lips of Nestor of old. The whole court, sub­dued by her en­chant­ing grace, no­ticed for the first time that laugh­ter could be in­dulged in be­fore the great­est monarch in the world, like peo­ple who mer­it­ed their ap­pel­la­tion of the wit­ti­est and most pol­ished peo­ple in Eu­rope.

			Madame, from that evening, achieved and en­joyed a suc­cess ca­pa­ble of be­wil­der­ing all not born to those al­ti­tudes termed thrones; which, in spite of their el­e­va­tion, are shel­tered from such gid­di­ness. From that very mo­ment Louis XIV ac­knowl­edged Madame as a per­son to be rec­og­nized. Buck­ing­ham re­gard­ed her as a co­quette de­serv­ing the cru­elest tor­tures, and de Guiche looked up­on her as a di­vin­i­ty; the courtiers as a star whose light might some day be­come the fo­cus of all fa­vor and pow­er. And yet Louis XIV, a few years pre­vi­ous­ly, had not even con­de­scend­ed to of­fer his hand to that “ug­ly girl” for a bal­let; and Buck­ing­ham had wor­shipped this co­quette “on both knees.” De Guiche had once looked up­on this di­vin­i­ty as a mere wom­an; and the courtiers had not dared to ex­tol this star in her up­ward progress, fear­ful to dis­gust the monarch whom such a dull star had for­mer­ly dis­pleased.

			Let us see what was tak­ing place dur­ing this mem­o­rable evening at the king’s card-ta­ble. The young queen, al­though Span­ish by birth, and the niece of Anne of Aus­tria, loved the king, and could not con­ceal her af­fec­tion. Anne of Aus­tria, a keen ob­serv­er, like all wom­en, and im­pe­ri­ous, like ev­ery queen, was sen­si­ble of Madame’s pow­er, and ac­qui­esced in it im­me­di­ate­ly, a cir­cum­stance which in­duced the young queen to raise the siege and re­tire to her apart­ments. The king hard­ly paid any at­ten­tion to her de­par­ture, not­with­stand­ing the pre­tend­ed symp­toms of in­dis­po­si­tion by which it was ac­com­pa­nied. En­cour­aged by the rules of eti­quette, which he had be­gun to in­tro­duce at the court as an el­e­ment of ev­ery re­la­tion of life, Louis XIV did not dis­turb him­self; he of­fered his hand to Madame with­out look­ing at Mon­sieur his broth­er, and led the young princess to the door of her apart­ments. It was re­marked, that at the thresh­old of the door, His Majesty, freed from ev­ery re­straint, or not equal to the sit­u­a­tion, sighed very deeply. The ladies present—noth­ing es­capes a wom­an’s glance—Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais, for in­stance—did not fail to say to each oth­er, “the king sighed,” and “Madame sighed too.” This had been in­deed the case. Madame had sighed very noise­less­ly, but with an ac­com­pa­ni­ment very far more dan­ger­ous for the king’s re­pose. Madame had sighed, first clos­ing her beau­ti­ful black eyes, next open­ing them, and then, laden, as they were, with an in­de­scrib­able mourn­ful­ness of ex­pres­sion, she had raised them to­wards the king, whose face at that mo­ment vis­i­bly height­ened in col­or. The con­se­quence of these blush­es, of those in­ter­changed sighs, and of this roy­al ag­i­ta­tion, was, that Mon­ta­lais had com­mit­ted an in­dis­cre­tion which had cer­tain­ly af­fect­ed her com­pan­ion, for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, less clear sight­ed, per­haps, turned pale when the king blushed; and her at­ten­dance be­ing re­quired up­on Madame, she trem­bling­ly fol­lowed the princess with­out think­ing of tak­ing the gloves, which court eti­quette re­quired her to do. True it is that the young coun­try girl might al­lege as her ex­cuse the ag­i­ta­tion in­to which the king seemed to be thrown, for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, busi­ly en­gaged in clos­ing the door, had in­vol­un­tar­i­ly fixed her eyes up­on the king, who, as he re­tired back­wards, had his face to­wards it. The king re­turned to the room where the card-ta­bles were set out. He wished to speak to the dif­fer­ent per­sons there, but it was easy to see that his mind was ab­sent. He jum­bled dif­fer­ent ac­counts to­geth­er, which was tak­en ad­van­tage of by some of the no­ble­men who had re­tained those habits since the time of Mon­sieur Mazarin—who had a poor mem­o­ry, but was a good cal­cu­la­tor. In this way, Mon­sieur Mani­camp, with a thought­less and ab­sent air—for M. Mani­camp was the hon­estest man in the world, ap­pro­pri­at­ed twen­ty thou­sand francs, which were lit­ter­ing the ta­ble, and which did not seem to be­long to any per­son in par­tic­u­lar. In the same way, Mon­sieur de Wardes, whose head was doubt­less a lit­tle be­wil­dered by the oc­cur­rences of the evening, some­how for­got to leave be­hind him the six­ty dou­ble louis which he had won for the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, and which the duke, in­ca­pable, like his fa­ther, of soil­ing his hands with coin of any sort, had left ly­ing on the ta­ble be­fore him. The king on­ly re­cov­ered his at­ten­tion in some de­gree at the mo­ment that Mon­sieur Col­bert, who had been nar­row­ly ob­ser­vant for some min­utes, ap­proached, and, doubt­less, with great re­spect, yet with much per­se­ver­ance, whis­pered a coun­sel of some sort in­to the still tin­gling ears of the king. The king, at the sug­ges­tion, lis­tened with re­newed at­ten­tion and im­me­di­ate­ly look­ing around him, said, “Is Mon­sieur Fou­quet no longer here?”

			“Yes, sire, I am here,” replied the su­per­in­ten­dent, till then en­gaged with Buck­ing­ham, and ap­proached the king, who ad­vanced a step to­wards him with a smil­ing yet neg­li­gent air. “For­give me,” said Louis, “if I in­ter­rupt your con­ver­sa­tion; but I claim your at­ten­tion wher­ev­er I may re­quire your ser­vices.”

			“I am al­ways at the king’s ser­vice,” replied Fou­quet.

			“And your cash­box, too,” said the king, laugh­ing with a false smile.

			“My cash­box more than any­thing else,” said Fou­quet, cold­ly.

			“The fact is, I wish to give a fête at Fontainebleau—to keep open house for fif­teen days, and I shall re­quire—” and he stopped, glanc­ing at Col­bert. Fou­quet wait­ed with­out show­ing dis­com­po­sure; and the king re­sumed, an­swer­ing Col­bert’s icy smile, “four mil­lion francs.”

			“Four mil­lion,” re­peat­ed Fou­quet, bow­ing pro­found­ly. And his nails, buried in his bo­som, were thrust in­to his flesh, but the tran­quil ex­pres­sion of his face re­mained un­al­tered. “When will they be re­quired, sire?”

			“Take your time—I mean—no, no; as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“A cer­tain time will be nec­es­sary, sire.”

			“Time!” ex­claimed Col­bert, tri­umphant­ly.

			“The time, Mon­sieur,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, with the haugh­ti­est dis­dain, “sim­ply to count the mon­ey; a mil­lion can on­ly be drawn and weighed in a day.”

			“Four days, then,” said Col­bert.

			“My clerks,” replied Fou­quet, ad­dress­ing him­self to the king, “will per­form won­ders on His Majesty’s ser­vice, and the sum shall be ready in three days.”

			It was for Col­bert now to turn pale. Louis looked at him as­ton­ished. Fou­quet with­drew with­out any pa­rade or weak­ness, smil­ing at his nu­mer­ous friends, in whose coun­te­nances alone he read the sin­cer­i­ty of their friend­ship—an in­ter­est par­tak­ing of com­pas­sion. Fou­quet, how­ev­er, should not be judged by his smile, for, in re­al­i­ty, he felt as if he had been strick­en by death. Drops of blood be­neath his coat stained the fine linen that clothed his chest. His dress con­cealed the blood, and his smile the rage which de­voured him. His do­mes­tics per­ceived, by the man­ner in which he ap­proached his car­riage, that their mas­ter was not in the best of hu­mors: the re­sult of their dis­cern­ment was, that his or­ders were ex­e­cut­ed with that ex­ac­ti­tude of ma­neu­ver which is found on board a man-of-war, com­mand­ed dur­ing a storm by an ill-tem­pered cap­tain. The car­riage, there­fore, did not sim­ply roll along—it flew. Fou­quet had hard­ly time to re­cov­er him­self dur­ing the drive; on his ar­rival he went at once to Aramis, who had not yet re­tired for the night. As for Porthos, he had supped very agree­ably off a roast leg of mut­ton, two pheas­ants, and a per­fect heap of cray­fish; he then di­rect­ed his body to be anoint­ed with per­fumed oils, in the man­ner of the wrestlers of old; and when this anoint­ment was com­plet­ed, he had him­self wrapped in flan­nels and placed in a warm bed. Aramis, as we have al­ready said, had not re­tired. Seat­ed at his ease in a vel­vet dress­ing-gown, he wrote let­ter af­ter let­ter in that fine and hur­ried hand­writ­ing, a page of which con­tained a quar­ter of a vol­ume. The door was thrown hur­ried­ly open, and the su­per­in­ten­dent ap­peared, pale, ag­i­tat­ed, anx­ious. Aramis looked up: “Good evening,” said he; and his search­ing look de­tect­ed his host’s sad­ness and dis­or­dered state of mind. “Was your play as good as His Majesty’s?” asked Aramis, by way of be­gin­ning the con­ver­sa­tion.

			Fou­quet threw him­self up­on a couch, and then point­ed to the door to the ser­vant who had fol­lowed him; when the ser­vant had left he said, “Ex­cel­lent.”

			Aramis, who had fol­lowed ev­ery move­ment with his eyes, no­ticed that he stretched him­self up­on the cush­ions with a sort of fever­ish im­pa­tience. “You have lost as usu­al?” in­quired Aramis, his pen still in his hand.

			“Even more than usu­al,” replied Fou­quet.

			“You know how to sup­port loss­es?”

			“Some­times.”

			“What, Mon­sieur Fou­quet a bad play­er!”

			“There is play and play, Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“How much have you lost?” in­quired Aramis, with a slight un­easi­ness.

			Fou­quet col­lect­ed him­self a mo­ment, and then, with­out the slight­est emo­tion, said, “The evening has cost me four mil­lions,” and a bit­ter laugh drowned the last vi­bra­tion of these words.

			Aramis, who did not ex­pect such an amount, dropped his pen. “Four mil­lions,” he said; “you have lost four mil­lions—im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert held my cards for me,” replied the su­per­in­ten­dent, with a sim­i­lar bit­ter laugh.

			“Ah, now I un­der­stand; so, so, a new ap­pli­ca­tion for funds?”

			“Yes, and from the king’s own lips. It was im­pos­si­ble to ru­in a man with a more charm­ing smile. What do you think of it?”

			“It is clear that your de­struc­tion is the ob­ject in view.”

			“That is your opin­ion?”

			“Still. Be­sides, there is noth­ing in it which should as­ton­ish you, for we have fore­seen it all along.”

			“Yes; but I did not ex­pect four mil­lions.”

			“No doubt the amount is se­ri­ous, but, af­ter all, four mil­lions are not quite the death of a man, es­pe­cial­ly when the man in ques­tion is Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			“My dear d’Herblay, if you knew the con­tents of my cof­fers, you would be less easy.”

			“And you promised?”

			“What could I do?”

			“That’s true.”

			“The very day I refuse, Col­bert will pro­cure the mon­ey; whence I know not, but he will pro­cure it: and I shall be lost.”

			“There is no doubt of that. In how many days did you prom­ise the four mil­lions?”

			“In three days. The king seemed ex­ceed­ing­ly pressed.”

			“In three days?”

			“When I think,” re­sumed Fou­quet, “that just now as I passed along the streets, the peo­ple cried out, ‘There is the rich Mon­sieur Fou­quet,’ it is enough to turn my brain.”

			“Stay, Mon­sieur, the mat­ter is not worth so much trou­ble,” said Aramis, calm­ly, sprin­kling some sand over the let­ter he had just writ­ten.

			“Sug­gest a rem­e­dy, then, for this evil with­out a rem­e­dy.”

			“There is on­ly one rem­e­dy for you—pay.”

			“But it is very un­cer­tain whether I have the mon­ey. Ev­ery­thing must be ex­haust­ed; Belle-Isle is paid for; the pen­sion has been paid; and mon­ey, since the in­ves­ti­ga­tion of the ac­counts of those who farm the rev­enue, is scarce. Be­sides, ad­mit­ting that I pay this time, how can I do so on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion? When kings have tast­ed mon­ey, they are like tigers who have tast­ed flesh, they de­vour ev­ery­thing. The day will ar­rive—must ar­rive—when I shall have to say, ‘Im­pos­si­ble, sire,’ and on that very day I am a lost man.”

			Aramis raised his shoul­ders slight­ly, say­ing:

			“A man in your po­si­tion, my lord, is on­ly lost when he wish­es to be so.”

			“A man, what­ev­er his po­si­tion may be, can­not hope to strug­gle against a king.”

			“Non­sense; when I was young I wres­tled suc­cess­ful­ly with the Car­di­nal Riche­lieu, who was king of France—nay more—car­di­nal.”

			“Where are my armies, my troops, my trea­sures? I have not even Belle-Isle.”

			“Bah! ne­ces­si­ty is the moth­er of in­ven­tion, and when you think all is lost, some­thing will be dis­cov­ered which will re­trieve ev­ery­thing.”

			“Who will dis­cov­er this won­der­ful some­thing?”

			“Your­self.”

			“I! I re­sign my of­fice of in­ven­tor.”

			“Then I will.”

			“Be it so. But set to work with­out de­lay.”

			“Oh! we have time enough!”

			“You kill me, d’Herblay, with your calm­ness,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, pass­ing his hand­ker­chief over his face.

			“Do you not re­mem­ber that I one day told you not to make your­self un­easy, if you pos­sessed courage? Have you any?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“Then don’t make your­self un­easy.”

			“It is de­cid­ed then, that, at the last mo­ment, you will come to my as­sis­tance.”

			“It will on­ly be the re­pay­ment of a debt I owe you.”

			“It is the vo­ca­tion of fi­nanciers to an­tic­i­pate the wants of men such as your­self, d’Herblay.”

			“If oblig­ing­ness is the vo­ca­tion of fi­nanciers, char­i­ty is the virtue of the cler­gy. On­ly, on this oc­ca­sion, do you act, Mon­sieur. You are not yet suf­fi­cient­ly re­duced, and at the last mo­ment we will see what is to be done.”

			“We shall see, then, in a very short time.”

			“Very well. How­ev­er, per­mit me to tell you that, per­son­al­ly, I re­gret ex­ceed­ing­ly that you are at present so short of mon­ey, be­cause I my­self was about to ask you for some.”

			“For your­self?”

			“For my­self, or some of my peo­ple, for mine or for ours.”

			“How much do you want?”

			“Be easy on that score; a roundish sum, it is true, but not too ex­or­bi­tant.”

			“Tell me the amount.”

			“Fifty thou­sand francs.”

			“Oh! a mere noth­ing. Of course one has al­ways fifty thou­sand francs. Why the deuce can­not that knave Col­bert be as eas­i­ly sat­is­fied as you are—and I should give my­self far less trou­ble than I do. When do you need this sum?”

			“To­mor­row morn­ing; but you wish to know its des­ti­na­tion?”

			“Nay, nay, cheva­lier, I need no ex­pla­na­tion.”

			“To­mor­row is the first of June.”

			“Well?”

			“One of our bonds be­comes due.”

			“I did not know we had any bonds.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, to­mor­row we pay our last third in­stal­ment.”

			“What third?”

			“Of the one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs to Baise­meaux.”

			“Baise­meaux? Who is he?”

			“The gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber. On what grounds am I to pay one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs for that man?”

			“On ac­count of the ap­point­ment which he, or rather we, pur­chased from Lou­vière and Trem­blay.”

			“I have a very vague rec­ol­lec­tion of the mat­ter.”

			“That is like­ly enough, for you have so many af­fairs to at­tend to. How­ev­er, I do not be­lieve you have any af­fair in the world of greater im­por­tance than this one.”

			“Tell me, then, why we pur­chased this ap­point­ment.”

			“Why, in or­der to ren­der him a ser­vice in the first place, and af­ter­wards our­selves.”

			“Our­selves? You are jok­ing.”

			“Mon­seigneur, the time may come when the gov­er­nor of the Bastille may prove a very ex­cel­lent ac­quain­tance.”

			“I have not the good for­tune to un­der­stand you, d’Herblay.”

			“Mon­seigneur, we had our own po­ets, our own en­gi­neer, our own ar­chi­tect, our own mu­si­cians, our own print­er, and our own painters; we need­ed our own gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Let us not de­ceive our­selves, Mon­seigneur; we are very much op­posed to pay­ing the Bastille a vis­it,” added the prelate, dis­play­ing, be­neath his pale lips, teeth which were still the same beau­ti­ful teeth so much ad­mired thir­ty years pre­vi­ous­ly by Marie Mi­chon.

			“And you think it is not too much to pay one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs for that? I thought you gen­er­al­ly put out mon­ey at bet­ter in­ter­est than that.”

			“The day will come when you will ad­mit your mis­take.”

			“My dear d’Herblay, the very day on which a man en­ters the Bastille, he is no longer pro­tect­ed by his past.”

			“Yes, he is, if the bonds are per­fect­ly reg­u­lar; be­sides, that good fel­low Baise­meaux has not a courtier’s heart. I am cer­tain, my lord, that he will not re­main un­grate­ful for that mon­ey, with­out tak­ing in­to ac­count, I re­peat, that I re­tain the ac­knowl­edge­ments.”

			“It is a strange af­fair! usury in a mat­ter of benev­o­lence.”

			“Do not mix your­self up with it, Mon­seigneur; if there be usury, it is I who prac­tice it, and both of us reap the ad­van­tage from it—that is all.”

			“Some in­trigue, d’Herblay?”

			“I do not de­ny it.”

			“And Baise­meaux an ac­com­plice in it?”

			“Why not?—there are worse ac­com­plices than he. May I de­pend, then, up­on the five thou­sand pis­toles to­mor­row?”

			“Do you want them this evening?”

			“It would be bet­ter, for I wish to start ear­ly; poor Baise­meaux will not be able to imag­ine what has be­come of me, and must be up­on thorns.”

			“You shall have the amount in an hour. Ah, d’Herblay, the in­ter­est of your one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs will nev­er pay my four mil­lions for me.”

			“Why not, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Good night, I have busi­ness to trans­act with my clerks be­fore I re­tire.”

			“A good night’s rest, Mon­seigneur.”

			“D’Herblay, you wish things that are im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Shall I have my fifty thou­sand francs this evening?”

			“Yes.”

			“Go to sleep, then, in per­fect safe­ty—it is I who tell you to do so.”

			Not­with­stand­ing this as­sur­ance, and the tone in which it was giv­en, Fou­quet left the room shak­ing his head, and heav­ing a sigh.
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				M. Baise­meaux de Montlezun’s Ac­counts

			
			The clock of St. Paul was strik­ing sev­en as Aramis, on horse­back, dressed as a sim­ple cit­i­zen, that is to say, in col­ored suit, with no dis­tinc­tive mark about him, ex­cept a kind of hunt­ing-knife by his side, passed be­fore the Rue du Pe­tit-Muse, and stopped op­po­site the Rue des Tour­nelles, at the gate of the Bastille. Two sen­tinels were on du­ty at the gate; they made no dif­fi­cul­ty about ad­mit­ting Aramis, who en­tered with­out dis­mount­ing, and they point­ed out the way he was to go by a long pas­sage with build­ings on both sides. This pas­sage led to the draw­bridge, or, in oth­er words, to the re­al en­trance. The draw­bridge was down, and the du­ty of the day was about be­ing en­tered up­on. The sen­tinel at the out­er guard­house stopped Aramis’s fur­ther progress, ask­ing him, in a rough tone of voice, what had brought him there. Aramis ex­plained, with his usu­al po­lite­ness, that a wish to speak to M. Baise­meaux de Montlezun had oc­ca­sioned his vis­it. The first sen­tinel then sum­moned a sec­ond sen­tinel, sta­tioned with­in an in­ner lodge, who showed his face at the grat­ing, and in­spect­ed the new ar­rival most at­ten­tive­ly. Aramis re­it­er­at­ed the ex­pres­sion of his wish to see the gov­er­nor; where­upon the sen­tinel called to an of­fi­cer of low­er grade, who was walk­ing about in a tol­er­a­bly spa­cious court­yard and who, in turn, on be­ing in­formed of his ob­ject, ran to seek one of the of­fi­cers of the gov­er­nor’s staff. The lat­ter, af­ter hav­ing lis­tened to Aramis’s re­quest, begged him to wait a mo­ment, then went away a short dis­tance, but re­turned to ask his name. “I can­not tell it you, Mon­sieur,” said Aramis; “I need on­ly men­tion that I have mat­ters of such im­por­tance to com­mu­ni­cate to the gov­er­nor, that I can on­ly re­ly be­fore­hand up­on one thing, that M. de Baise­meaux will be de­light­ed to see me; nay, more than that, when you have told him that it is the per­son whom he ex­pect­ed on the first of June, I am con­vinced he will has­ten here him­self.” The of­fi­cer could not pos­si­bly be­lieve that a man of the gov­er­nor’s im­por­tance should put him­self out for a per­son of so lit­tle im­por­tance as the cit­i­zen-look­ing vis­i­tor on horse­back. “It hap­pens most for­tu­nate­ly, Mon­sieur,” he said, “that the gov­er­nor is just go­ing out, and you can per­ceive his car­riage with the hors­es al­ready har­nessed, in the court­yard yon­der; there will be no oc­ca­sion for him to come to meet you, as he will see you as he pass­es by.” Aramis bowed to sig­ni­fy his as­sent; he did not wish to in­spire oth­ers with too ex­alt­ed an opin­ion of him­self, and there­fore wait­ed pa­tient­ly and in si­lence, lean­ing up­on the sad­dle­bow of his horse. Ten min­utes had hard­ly elapsed when the gov­er­nor’s car­riage was ob­served to move. The gov­er­nor ap­peared at the door, and got in­to the car­riage, which im­me­di­ate­ly pre­pared to start. The same cer­e­mo­ny was ob­served for the gov­er­nor him­self as with a sus­pect­ed stranger; the sen­tinel at the lodge ad­vanced as the car­riage was about to pass un­der the arch, and the gov­er­nor opened the car­riage-door, him­self set­ting the ex­am­ple of obe­di­ence to or­ders; so that, in this way, the sen­tinel could con­vince him­self that no one quit­ted the Bastille im­prop­er­ly. The car­riage rolled along un­der the arch­way, but at the mo­ment the iron-gate was opened, the of­fi­cer ap­proached the car­riage, which had again been stopped, and said some­thing to the gov­er­nor, who im­me­di­ate­ly put his head out of the door­way, and per­ceived Aramis on horse­back at the end of the draw­bridge. He im­me­di­ate­ly ut­tered al­most a shout of de­light, and got out, or rather dart­ed out of his car­riage, run­ning to­wards Aramis, whose hands he seized, mak­ing a thou­sand apolo­gies. He al­most em­braced him. “What a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to en­ter the Bastille!” said Aramis. “Is it the same for those who are sent here against their wills, as for those who come of their own ac­cord?”

			“A thou­sand par­dons, my lord. How de­light­ed I am to see Your Grace!”

			“Hush! What are you think­ing of, my dear M. Baise­meaux? What do you sup­pose would be thought of a bish­op in my present cos­tume?”

			“Pray, ex­cuse me, I had for­got­ten. Take this gen­tle­man’s horse to the sta­bles,” cried Baise­meaux.

			“No, no,” said Aramis; “I have five thou­sand pis­toles in the sad­dle­bags.”

			The gov­er­nor’s coun­te­nance be­came so ra­di­ant, that if the pris­on­ers had seen him they would have imag­ined some prince of the roy­al blood had ar­rived. “Yes, you are right, the horse shall be tak­en to the gov­ern­ment house. Will you get in­to the car­riage, my dear M. d’Herblay? and it shall take us back to my house.”

			“Get in­to a car­riage to cross a court­yard! do you be­lieve I am so great an in­valid? No, no, we will go on foot.”

			Baise­meaux then of­fered his arm as a sup­port, but the prelate did not ac­cept it. They ar­rived in this man­ner at the gov­ern­ment house, Baise­meaux rub­bing his hands and glanc­ing at the horse from time to time, while Aramis was look­ing at the bleak bare walls. A tol­er­a­bly hand­some vestibule and a stair­case of white stone led to the gov­er­nor’s apart­ments, who crossed the an­techam­ber, the din­ing-room, where break­fast was be­ing pre­pared, opened a small side door, and clos­et­ed him­self with his guest in a large cab­i­net, the win­dows of which opened oblique­ly up­on the court­yard and the sta­bles. Baise­meaux in­stalled the prelate with that all-in­clu­sive po­lite­ness of which a good man, or a grate­ful man, alone pos­sess­es the se­cret. An arm­chair, a foot­stool, a small ta­ble be­side him, on which to rest his hand, ev­ery­thing was pre­pared by the gov­er­nor him­self. With his own hands, too, he placed up­on the ta­ble, with much so­lic­i­tude, the bag con­tain­ing the gold, which one of the sol­diers had brought up with the most re­spect­ful de­vo­tion; and the sol­dier hav­ing left the room, Baise­meaux him­self closed the door af­ter him, drew aside one of the win­dow-cur­tains, and looked stead­fast­ly at Aramis to see if the prelate re­quired any­thing fur­ther.

			“Well, my lord,” he said, still stand­ing up, “of all men of their word, you still con­tin­ue to be the most punc­tu­al.”

			“In mat­ters of busi­ness, dear M. de Baise­meaux, ex­ac­ti­tude is not a virtue on­ly, it is a du­ty as well.”

			“Yes, in mat­ters of busi­ness, cer­tain­ly; but what you have with me is not of that char­ac­ter; it is a ser­vice you are ren­der­ing me.”

			“Come, con­fess, dear M. de Baise­meaux, that, not­with­stand­ing this ex­ac­ti­tude, you have not been with­out a lit­tle un­easi­ness.”

			“About your health, I cer­tain­ly have,” stam­mered out Baise­meaux.

			“I wished to come here yes­ter­day, but I was not able, as I was too fa­tigued,” con­tin­ued Aramis. Baise­meaux anx­ious­ly slipped an­oth­er cush­ion be­hind his guest’s back. “But,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “I promised my­self to come and pay you a vis­it to­day, ear­ly in the morn­ing.”

			“You are re­al­ly very kind, my lord.”

			“And it was a good thing for me I was punc­tu­al, I think.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Yes, you were go­ing out.” At which lat­ter re­mark Baise­meaux col­ored and said, “It is true I was go­ing out.”

			“Then I pre­vent you,” said Aramis; where­upon the em­bar­rass­ment of Baise­meaux be­came vis­i­bly greater. “I am putting you to in­con­ve­nience,” he con­tin­ued, fix­ing a keen glace up­on the poor gov­er­nor; “if I had known that, I should not have come.”

			“How can your lord­ship imag­ine that you could ev­er in­con­ve­nience me?”

			“Con­fess you were go­ing in search of mon­ey.”

			“No,” stam­mered out Baise­meaux, “no! I as­sure you I was go­ing to—”

			“Does the gov­er­nor still in­tend to go to M. Fou­quet?” sud­den­ly called out the ma­jor from be­low. Baise­meaux ran to the win­dow like a mad­man. “No, no,” he ex­claimed in a state of des­per­a­tion, “who the deuce is speak­ing of M. Fou­quet? are you drunk be­low there? why am I in­ter­rupt­ed when I am en­gaged on busi­ness?”

			“You were go­ing to M. Fou­quet’s,” said Aramis, bit­ing his lips, “to M. Fou­quet, the ab­bé, or the su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			Baise­meaux al­most made up his mind to tell an un­truth, but he could not sum­mon courage to do so. “To the su­per­in­ten­dent,” he said.

			“It is true, then, that you were in want of mon­ey, since you were go­ing to a per­son who gives it away!”

			“I as­sure you, my lord—”

			“You were afraid?”

			“My dear lord, it was the un­cer­tain­ty and ig­no­rance in which I was as to where you were to be found.”

			“You would have found the mon­ey you re­quire at M. Fou­quet’s, for he is a man whose hand is al­ways open.”

			“I swear that I should nev­er have ven­tured to ask M. Fou­quet for mon­ey. I on­ly wished to ask him for your ad­dress.”

			“To ask M. Fou­quet for my ad­dress?” ex­claimed Aramis, open­ing his eyes in re­al as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes,” said Baise­meaux, great­ly dis­turbed by the glance which the prelate fixed up­on him—“at M. Fou­quet’s cer­tain­ly.”

			“There is no harm in that, dear M. Baise­meaux, on­ly I would ask, why ask my ad­dress of M. Fou­quet?”

			“That I might write to you.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said Aramis smil­ing, “but that is not what I meant; I do not ask you what you re­quired my ad­dress for: I on­ly ask why you should go to M. Fou­quet for it?”

			“Oh!” said Baise­meaux, “as Belle-Isle is the prop­er­ty of M. Fou­quet, and as Belle-Isle is in the dio­cese of Vannes, and as you are bish­op of Vannes—”

			“But, my dear Baise­meaux, since you knew I was bish­op of Vannes, you had no oc­ca­sion to ask M. Fou­quet for my ad­dress.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” said Baise­meaux, com­plete­ly at bay, “if I have act­ed in­dis­creet­ly, I beg your par­don most sin­cere­ly.”

			“Non­sense,” ob­served Aramis calm­ly: “how can you pos­si­bly have act­ed in­dis­creet­ly?” And while he com­posed his face, and con­tin­ued to smile cheer­ful­ly on the gov­er­nor, he was con­sid­er­ing how Baise­meaux, who was not aware of his ad­dress, knew, how­ev­er, that Vannes was his res­i­dence. I shall clear all this up, he said to him­self; and then speak­ing aloud, added—“Well, my dear gov­er­nor shall we now ar­range our lit­tle ac­counts?”

			“I am at your or­ders, my lord; but tell me be­fore­hand, my lord, whether you will do me the hon­or to break­fast with me as usu­al?”

			“Very will­ing­ly, in­deed.”

			“That’s well,” said Baise­meaux, as he struck the bell be­fore him three times.

			“What does that mean?” in­quired Aramis.

			“That I have some­one to break­fast with me, and that prepa­ra­tions are to be made ac­cord­ing­ly.”

			“And you rang thrice. Re­al­ly, my dear gov­er­nor, I be­gin to think you are act­ing cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly with me.”

			“No, in­deed. Be­sides, the least I can do is to re­ceive you in the best way I can.”

			“But why so?”

			“Be­cause not even a prince could have done what you have done for me.”

			“Non­sense! non­sense!”

			“Nay, I as­sure you—”

			“Let us speak of oth­er mat­ters,” said Aramis. “Or rather, tell me how your af­fairs here are get­ting on.”

			“Not over well.”

			“The deuce!”

			“M. de Mazarin was not hard enough.”

			“Yes, I see; you re­quire a gov­ern­ment full of sus­pi­cion—like that of the old car­di­nal, for in­stance.”

			“Yes; mat­ters went on bet­ter un­der him. The broth­er of his ‘gray em­i­nence’ made his for­tune here.”

			“Be­lieve me, my dear gov­er­nor,” said Aramis, draw­ing clos­er to Baise­meaux, “a young king is well worth an old car­di­nal. Youth has its sus­pi­cions, its fits of anger, its prej­u­dices, as old age has its ha­treds, its pre­cau­tions, and its fears. Have you paid your three years’ prof­its to Lou­vière and Trem­blay?”

			“Most cer­tain­ly I have.”

			“So that you have noth­ing more to give them than the fifty thou­sand francs I have brought with me?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Have you not saved any­thing, then?”

			“My lord, in giv­ing the fifty thou­sand francs of my own to these gen­tle­men, I as­sure you that I gave them ev­ery­thing I gain. I told M. d’Artag­nan so yes­ter­day evening.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis, whose eyes sparkled for a mo­ment, but be­came im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards as un­moved as be­fore; “so you have been to see my old friend d’Artag­nan; how was he?”

			“Won­der­ful­ly well.”

			“And what did you say to him, M. de Baise­meaux?”

			“I told him,” con­tin­ued the gov­er­nor, not per­ceiv­ing his own thought­less­ness; “I told him that I fed my pris­on­ers too well.”

			“How many have you?” in­quired Aramis, in an in­dif­fer­ent tone of voice.

			“Six­ty.”

			“Well, that is a tol­er­a­bly round num­ber.”

			“In for­mer times, my lord, there were, dur­ing cer­tain years, as many as two hun­dred.”

			“Still a min­i­mum of six­ty is not to be grum­bled at.”

			“Per­haps not; for, to any­body but my­self, each pris­on­er would bring in two hun­dred and fifty pis­toles; for in­stance, for a prince of the blood I have fifty francs a day.”

			“On­ly you have no prince of the blood; at least, I sup­pose so,” said Aramis, with a slight tremor in his voice.

			“No, thank heav­en!—I mean, no, un­for­tu­nate­ly.”

			“What do you mean by un­for­tu­nate­ly?”

			“Be­cause my ap­point­ment would be im­proved by it. So fifty francs per day for a prince of the blood, thir­ty-six for a maréchal of France—”

			“But you have as many maréchals of France, I sup­pose, as you have princes of the blood?”

			“Alas! no more. It is true lieu­tenant-gen­er­als and brigadiers pay twen­ty-six francs, and I have two of them. Af­ter that, come coun­cilors of par­lia­ment, who bring me fif­teen francs, and I have six of them.”

			“I did not know,” said Aramis, “that coun­cilors were so pro­duc­tive.”

			“Yes; but from fif­teen francs I sink at once to ten francs; name­ly, for an or­di­nary judge, and for an ec­cle­si­as­tic.”

			“And you have sev­en, you say; an ex­cel­lent af­fair.”

			“Nay, a bad one, and for this rea­son. How can I pos­si­bly treat these poor fel­lows, who are of some good, at all events, oth­er­wise than as a coun­cilor of par­lia­ment?”

			“Yes, you are right; I do not see five francs dif­fer­ence be­tween them.”

			“You un­der­stand; if I have a fine fish, I pay four or five francs for it; if I get a fine fowl, it cost me a franc and a half. I fat­ten a good deal of poul­try, but I have to buy grain, and you can­not imag­ine the army of rats that in­fest this place.”

			“Why not get half a dozen cats to deal with them?”

			“Cats, in­deed; yes, they eat them, but I was obliged to give up the idea be­cause of the way in which they treat­ed my grain. I have been obliged to have some ter­ri­er dogs sent me from Eng­land to kill the rats. These dogs, un­for­tu­nate­ly, have tremen­dous ap­petites; they eat as much as a pris­on­er of the fifth or­der, with­out tak­ing in­to ac­count the rab­bits and fowls they kill.”

			Was Aramis re­al­ly lis­ten­ing or not? No one could have told; his down­cast eyes showed the at­ten­tive man, but the rest­less hand be­trayed the man ab­sorbed in thought—Aramis was med­i­tat­ing.

			“I was say­ing,” con­tin­ued Baise­meaux, “that a good-sized fowl costs me a franc and a half, and that a fine fish costs me four or five francs. Three meals are served at the Bastille, and, as the pris­on­ers, hav­ing noth­ing to do, are al­ways eat­ing, a ten-franc man costs me sev­en francs and a half.”

			“But did you not say that you treat­ed those at ten francs like those at fif­teen?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Very well! Then you gain sev­en francs and a half up­on those who pay you fif­teen francs.”

			“I must com­pen­sate my­self some­how,” said Baise­meaux, who saw how he had been snapped up.

			“You are quite right, my dear gov­er­nor; but have you no pris­on­ers be­low ten francs?”

			“Oh, yes! we have cit­i­zens and bar­ris­ters at five francs.”

			“And do they eat, too?”

			“Not a doubt about it; on­ly you un­der­stand that they do not get fish or poul­try, nor rich wines at ev­ery meal; but at all events thrice a week they have a good dish at their din­ner.”

			“Re­al­ly, you are quite a phi­lan­thropist, my dear gov­er­nor, and you will ru­in your­self.”

			“No; un­der­stand me; when the fif­teen-franc has not eat­en his fowl, or the ten-franc has left his dish un­fin­ished, I send it to the five-franc pris­on­er; it is a feast for the poor dev­il, and one must be char­i­ta­ble, you know.”

			“And what do you make out of your five-franc pris­on­ers?”

			“A franc and a half.”

			“Baise­meaux, you’re an hon­est fel­low; in hon­est truth I say so.”

			“Thank you, my lord. But I feel most for the small trades­men and bailiffs’ clerks, who are rat­ed at three francs. They do not of­ten see Rhine carp or Chan­nel stur­geon.”

			“But do not the five-franc gen­tle­men some­times leave some scraps?”

			“Oh! my lord, do not be­lieve I am so stingy as that; I de­light the heart of some poor lit­tle trades­man or clerk by send­ing him a wing of a red par­tridge, a slice of veni­son, or a slice of a truf­fled pasty, dish­es which he nev­er tast­ed ex­cept in his dreams; these are the leav­ings of the twen­ty-four-franc pris­on­ers; and as he eats and drinks, at dessert he cries ‘Long live the King,’ and bless­es the Bastille; with a cou­ple bot­tles of cham­pagne, which cost me five sous, I make him tip­sy ev­ery Sun­day. That class of peo­ple call down bless­ings up­on me, and are sor­ry to leave the prison. Do you know that I have re­marked, and it does me in­fi­nite hon­or, that cer­tain pris­on­ers, who have been set at lib­er­ty, have, al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, got im­pris­oned again? Why should this be the case, un­less it be to en­joy the plea­sures of my kitchen? It is re­al­ly the fact.”

			Aramis smiled with an ex­pres­sion of in­creduli­ty.

			“You smile,” said Baise­meaux.

			“I do,” re­turned Aramis.

			“I tell you that we have names which have been in­scribed on our books thrice in the space of two years.”

			“I must see it be­fore I be­lieve it,” said Aramis.

			“Well, I can show it to you, al­though it is pro­hib­it­ed to com­mu­ni­cate the reg­is­ters to strangers; and if you re­al­ly wish to see it with your own eyes—”

			“I should be de­light­ed, I con­fess.”

			“Very well,” said Baise­meaux, and he took out of a cup­board a large reg­is­ter. Aramis fol­lowed him most anx­ious­ly with his eyes, and Baise­meaux re­turned, placed the reg­is­ter up­on the ta­ble, and turned over the leaves for a minute, and stayed at the let­ter M.

			“Look here,” said he, “Mar­tinier, Jan­u­ary, 1659; Mar­tinier, June, 1660; Mar­tinier, March, 1661. Mazari­nades, etc.; you un­der­stand it was on­ly a pre­text; peo­ple were not sent to the Bastille for jokes against M. Mazarin; the fel­low de­nounced him­self in or­der to get im­pris­oned here.”

			“And what was his ob­ject?”

			“None oth­er than to re­turn to my kitchen at three francs a day.”

			“Three francs—poor dev­il!”

			“The po­et, my lord, be­longs to the low­est scale, the same style of board as the small trades­man and bailiff’s clerk; but I re­peat, it is to those peo­ple that I give these lit­tle sur­pris­es.”

			Aramis me­chan­i­cal­ly turned over the leaves of the reg­is­ter, con­tin­u­ing to read the names, but with­out ap­pear­ing to take any in­ter­est in the names he read.

			“In 1661, you per­ceive,” said Baise­meaux, “eighty en­tries; and in 1659, eighty al­so.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis. “Sel­don; I seem to know that name. Was it not you who spoke to me about a cer­tain young man?”

			“Yes, a poor dev­il of a stu­dent, who made—What do you call that where two Latin vers­es rhyme to­geth­er?”

			“A dis­tich.”

			“Yes; that is it.”

			“Poor fel­low; for a dis­tich.”

			“Do you know that he made this dis­tich against the Je­suits?”

			“That makes no dif­fer­ence; the pun­ish­ment seems very se­vere.”

			“Do not pity him; last year you seemed to in­ter­est your­self in him.”

			“Yes, I did so.”

			“Well, as your in­ter­est is all-pow­er­ful here, my lord, I have treat­ed him since that time as a pris­on­er at fif­teen francs.”

			“The same as this one, then,” said Aramis, who had con­tin­ued turn­ing over the leaves, and who had stopped at one of the names which fol­lowed Mar­tinier.

			“Yes, the same as that one.”

			“Is that Marchiali an Ital­ian?” said Aramis, point­ing with his fin­ger to the name which had at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion.

			“Hush!” said Baise­meaux.

			“Why hush?” said Aramis, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly clench­ing his white hand.

			“I thought I had al­ready spo­ken to you about that Marchiali.”

			“No, it is the first time I ev­er heard his name pro­nounced.”

			“That may be, but per­haps I have spo­ken to you about him with­out nam­ing him.”

			“Is he an old of­fend­er?” asked Aramis, at­tempt­ing to smile.

			“On the con­trary, he is quite young.”

			“Is his crime, then, very heinous?”

			“Un­par­don­able.”

			“Has he as­sas­si­nat­ed any­one?”

			“Bah!”

			“An in­cen­di­ary, then?”

			“Bah!”

			“Has he slan­dered any­one?”

			“No, no! It is he who—” and Baise­meaux ap­proached Aramis’s ear, mak­ing a sort of ear-trum­pet of his hands, and whis­pered: “It is he who pre­sumes to re­sem­ble the—”

			“Yes, yes,” said Aramis; “I now re­mem­ber you al­ready spoke about it last year to me; but the crime ap­peared to me so slight.”

			“Slight, do you say?”

			“Or rather, so in­vol­un­tary.”

			“My lord, it is not in­vol­un­tar­i­ly that such a re­sem­blance is de­tect­ed.”

			“Well, the fact is, I had for­got­ten it. But, my dear host,” said Aramis, clos­ing the reg­is­ter, “if I am not mis­tak­en, we are sum­moned.”

			Baise­meaux took the reg­is­ter, hasti­ly re­stored it to its place in the clos­et, which he locked, and put the key in his pock­et. “Will it be agree­able to your lord­ship to break­fast now?” said he; “for you are right in sup­pos­ing that break­fast was an­nounced.”

			“As­sured­ly, my dear gov­er­nor,” and they passed in­to the din­ing-room.
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				The Break­fast at Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux’s

			
			Aramis was gen­er­al­ly tem­per­ate; but on this oc­ca­sion, while tak­ing ev­ery care of his con­sti­tu­tion, he did am­ple jus­tice to Baise­meaux’s break­fast, which, in all re­spects, was most ex­cel­lent. The lat­ter on his side, was an­i­mat­ed with the wildest gayety; the sight of the five thou­sand pis­toles, which he glanced at from time to time, seemed to open his heart. Ev­ery now and then he looked at Aramis with an ex­pres­sion of the deep­est grat­i­tude; while the lat­ter, lean­ing back in his chair, took a few sips of wine from his glass, with the air of a con­nois­seur. “Let me nev­er hear any ill words against the fare of the Bastille,” said he, half clos­ing his eyes; “hap­py are the pris­on­ers who can get on­ly half a bot­tle of such Bur­gundy ev­ery day.”

			“All those at fif­teen francs drink it,” said Baise­meaux. “It is very old Vol­nay.”

			“Does that poor stu­dent, Sel­don, drink such good wine?”

			“Oh, no!”

			“I thought I heard you say he was board­ed at fif­teen francs.”

			“He! no, in­deed; a man who makes dis­tricts—dis­tichs I mean—at fif­teen francs! No, no! it is his neigh­bor who is at fif­teen francs.”

			“Which neigh­bor?”

			“The oth­er, sec­ond Bertaudière.”

			“Ex­cuse me, my dear gov­er­nor; but you speak a lan­guage which re­quires quite an ap­pren­tice­ship to un­der­stand.”

			“Very true,” said the gov­er­nor. “Al­low me to ex­plain: sec­ond Bertaudière is the per­son who oc­cu­pies the sec­ond floor of the tow­er of the Bertaudière.”

			“So that Bertaudière is the name of one of the tow­ers of the Bastille? The fact is, I think I rec­ol­lect hear­ing that each tow­er has a name of its own. Where­abouts is the one you are speak­ing of?”

			“Look,” said Baise­meaux, go­ing to the win­dow. “It is that tow­er to the left—the sec­ond one.”

			“Is the pris­on­er at fif­teen francs there?”

			“Yes.”

			“Since when?”

			“Sev­en or eight years, near­ly.”

			“What do you mean by near­ly? Do you not know the dates more pre­cise­ly?”

			“It was not in my time, M. d’Herblay.”

			“But I should have thought that Lou­vière or Trem­blay would have told you.”

			“The se­crets of the Bastille are nev­er hand­ed over with the keys of the gov­er­nor­ship.”

			“In­deed! Then the cause of his im­pris­on­ment is a mys­tery—a state se­cret.”

			“Oh, no! I do not sup­pose it is a state se­cret, but a se­cret—like ev­ery­thing that hap­pens at the Bastille.”

			“But,” said Aramis, “why do you speak more freely of Sel­don than of sec­ond Bertaudière?”

			“Be­cause, in my opin­ion, the crime of the man who writes a dis­tich is not so great as that of the man who re­sem­bles—”

			“Yes, yes; I un­der­stand you. Still, do not the turnkeys talk with your pris­on­ers?”

			“Of course.”

			“The pris­on­ers, I sup­pose, tell them they are not guilty?”

			“They are al­ways telling them that; it is a mat­ter of course; the same song over and over again.”

			“But does not the re­sem­blance you were speak­ing about just now strike the turnkeys?”

			“My dear M. d’Herblay, it is on­ly for men at­tached to the court, as you are, to take trou­ble about such mat­ters.”

			“You’re right, you’re right, my dear M. Baise­meaux. Let me give you an­oth­er taste of this Vol­nay.”

			“Not a taste mere­ly, a full glass; fill yours too.”

			“Nay, nay! You are a mus­ke­teer still, to the very tips of your fin­gers, while I have be­come a bish­op. A taste for me; a glass for your­self.”

			“As you please.” And Aramis and the gov­er­nor nod­ded to each oth­er, as they drank their wine. “But,” said Aramis, look­ing with fixed at­ten­tion at the ru­by-col­ored wine he had raised to the lev­el of his eyes, as if he wished to en­joy it with all his sens­es at the same mo­ment, “but what you might call a re­sem­blance, an­oth­er would not, per­haps, take any no­tice of.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly he would, though, if it were any­one who knew the per­son he re­sem­bles.”

			“I re­al­ly think, dear M. Baise­meaux, that it can be noth­ing more than a re­sem­blance of your own cre­ation.”

			“Up­on my hon­or, it is not so.”

			“Stay,” con­tin­ued Aramis. “I have seen many per­sons very like the one we are speak­ing of; but, out of re­spect, no one ev­er said any­thing about it.”

			“Very like­ly; be­cause there is re­sem­blance and re­sem­blance. This is a strik­ing one, and, if you were to see him, you would ad­mit it to be so.”

			“If I were to see him, in­deed,” said Aramis, in an in­dif­fer­ent tone; “but in all prob­a­bil­i­ty I nev­er shall.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause if I were even to put my foot in­side one of those hor­ri­ble dun­geons, I should fan­cy I was buried there for­ev­er.”

			“No, no; the cells are very good places to live in.”

			“I re­al­ly do not, and can­not be­lieve it, and that is a fact.”

			“Pray do not speak ill of sec­ond Bertaudière. It is re­al­ly a good room, very nice­ly fur­nished and car­pet­ed. The young fel­low has by no means been un­hap­py there; the best lodg­ing the Bastille af­fords has been his. There is a chance for you.”

			“Nay, nay,” said Aramis, cold­ly; “you will nev­er make me be­lieve there are any good rooms in the Bastille; and, as for your car­pets, they ex­ist on­ly in your imag­i­na­tion. I should find noth­ing but spi­ders, rats, and per­haps toads, too.”

			“Toads?” cried Baise­meaux.

			“Yes, in the dun­geons.”

			“Ah! I don’t say there are not toads in the dun­geons,” replied Baise­meaux. “But—will you be con­vinced by your own eyes?” he con­tin­ued, with a sud­den im­pulse.

			“No, cer­tain­ly not.”

			“Not even to sat­is­fy your­self of the re­sem­blance which you de­ny, as you do the car­pets?”

			“Some spec­tral-look­ing per­son, a mere shad­ow; an un­hap­py, dy­ing man.”

			“Noth­ing of the kind—as brisk and vig­or­ous a young fel­low as ev­er lived.”

			“Melan­choly and ill-tem­pered, then?”

			“Not at all; very gay and live­ly.”

			“Non­sense; you are jok­ing.”

			“Will you fol­low me?” said Baise­meaux.

			“What for?”

			“To go the round of the Bastille.”

			“Why?”

			“You will then see for your­self—see with your own eyes.”

			“But the reg­u­la­tions?”

			“Nev­er mind them. To­day my ma­jor has leave of ab­sence; the lieu­tenant is vis­it­ing the post on the bas­tions; we are sole mas­ters of the sit­u­a­tion.”

			“No, no, my dear gov­er­nor; why, the very idea of the sound of the bolts makes me shud­der. You will on­ly have to for­get me in sec­ond or fourth Bertaudière, and then—”

			“You are re­fus­ing an op­por­tu­ni­ty that may nev­er present it­self again. Do you know that, to ob­tain the fa­vor I pro­pose to you gratis, some of the princes of the blood have of­fered me as much as fifty thou­sand francs.”

			“Re­al­ly! he must be worth see­ing, then?”

			“For­bid­den fruit, my lord; for­bid­den fruit. You who be­long to the church ought to know that.”

			“Well, if I had any cu­rios­i­ty, it would be to see the poor au­thor of the dis­tich.”

			“Very well, we will see him, too; but if I were at all cu­ri­ous, it would be about the beau­ti­ful car­pet­ed room and its lodger.”

			“Fur­ni­ture is very com­mon­place; and a face with no ex­pres­sion in it of­fers lit­tle or no in­ter­est.”

			“But a board­er at fif­teen francs is al­ways in­ter­est­ing.”

			“By the by, I for­got to ask you about that. Why fif­teen francs for him, and on­ly three francs for poor Sel­don?”

			“The dis­tinc­tion made in that in­stance was a tru­ly no­ble act, and one which dis­played the king’s good­ness of heart to great ad­van­tage.”

			“The king’s, you say.”

			“The car­di­nal’s, I mean. ‘This un­hap­py man,’ said M. Mazarin, ‘is des­tined to re­main in prison for­ev­er.’ ”

			“Why so?”

			“Why, it seems that his crime is a last­ing one; and, con­se­quent­ly, his pun­ish­ment ought to be so, too.”

			“Last­ing?”

			“No doubt of it, un­less he is for­tu­nate enough to catch the small­pox, and even that is dif­fi­cult, for we nev­er get any im­pure air here.”

			“Noth­ing can be more in­ge­nious than your train of rea­son­ing, my dear M. Baise­meaux. Do you, how­ev­er, mean to say that this un­for­tu­nate man must suf­fer with­out in­ter­rup­tion or ter­mi­na­tion?”

			“I did not say he was to suf­fer, my lord; a fif­teen-franc board­er does not suf­fer.”

			“He suf­fers im­pris­on­ment, at all events.”

			“No doubt; there is no help for that, but this suf­fer­ing is sweet­ened for him. You must ad­mit that this young fel­low was not born to eat all the good things he does eat; for in­stance, such things as we have on the ta­ble now; this pasty that has not been touched, these craw­fish from the Riv­er Marne, of which we have hard­ly tak­en any, and which are al­most as large as lob­sters; all these things will at once be tak­en to sec­ond Bertaudière, with a bot­tle of that Vol­nay which you think so ex­cel­lent. Af­ter you have seen it you will be­lieve it, I hope.”

			“Yes, my dear gov­er­nor, cer­tain­ly; but all this time you are think­ing on­ly of your very hap­py fif­teen-franc pris­on­er, and you for­get poor Sel­don, my pro­tégé.”

			“Well, out of con­sid­er­a­tion for you, it shall be a gala day for him; he shall have some bis­cuits and pre­serves with this small bot­tle of port.”

			“You are a good-heart­ed fel­low; I have said so al­ready, and I re­peat it, my dear Baise­meaux.”

			“Well, let us set off, then,” said the gov­er­nor, a lit­tle be­wil­dered, part­ly from the wine he had drunk, and part­ly from Aramis’s prais­es.

			“Do not for­get that I on­ly go to oblige you,” said the prelate.

			“Very well; but you will thank me when you get there.”

			“Let us go, then.”

			“Wait un­til I have sum­moned the jail­er,” said Baise­meaux, as he struck the bell twice; at which sum­mons a man ap­peared. “I am go­ing to vis­it the tow­ers,” said the gov­er­nor. “No guards, no drums, no noise at all.”

			“If I were not to leave my cloak here,” said Aramis, pre­tend­ing to be alarmed, “I should re­al­ly think I was go­ing to prison on my own ac­count.”

			The jail­er pre­ced­ed the gov­er­nor, Aramis walk­ing on his right hand; some of the sol­diers who hap­pened to be in the court­yard drew them­selves up in a line, as stiff as posts, as the gov­er­nor passed along. Baise­meaux led the way down sev­er­al steps which con­duct­ed to a sort of es­planade; thence they ar­rived at the draw­bridge, where the sen­tinels on du­ty re­ceived the gov­er­nor with the prop­er hon­ors. The gov­er­nor turned to­ward Aramis, and, speak­ing in such a tone that the sen­tinels could not lose a word, he ob­served—“I hope you have a good mem­o­ry, Mon­sieur?”

			“Why?” in­quired Aramis.

			“On ac­count of your plans and your mea­sure­ments, for you know that no one is al­lowed, not ar­chi­tects even, to en­ter where the pris­on­ers are, with pa­per, pens or pen­cil.”

			Good, said Aramis to him­self, it seems I am an ar­chi­tect, then. It sounds like one of d’Artag­nan’s jokes, who per­ceived in me the en­gi­neer of Belle-Isle. Then he added aloud: “Be easy on that score, Mon­sieur; in our pro­fes­sion, a mere glance and a good mem­o­ry are quite suf­fi­cient.”

			Baise­meaux did not change coun­te­nance, and the sol­diers took Aramis for what he seemed to be. “Very well; we will first vis­it la Bertaudière,” said Baise­meaux, still in­tend­ing the sen­tinels to hear him. Then, turn­ing to the jail­er, he added: “You will take the op­por­tu­ni­ty of car­ry­ing to No. 2 the few dain­ties I point­ed out.”

			“Dear M. de Baise­meaux,” said Aramis, “you are al­ways for­get­ting No. 3.”

			“So I am,” said the gov­er­nor; and up­on that, they be­gan to as­cend. The num­ber of bolts, grat­ings, and locks for this sin­gle court­yard would have suf­ficed for the safe­ty of an en­tire city. Aramis was nei­ther an imag­i­na­tive nor a sen­si­tive man; he had been some­what of a po­et in his youth, but his heart was hard and in­dif­fer­ent, as the heart of ev­ery man of fifty-five years of age is, who has been fre­quent­ly and pas­sion­ate­ly at­tached to wom­en in his life­time, or rather who has been pas­sion­ate­ly loved by them. But when he placed his foot up­on the worn stone steps, along which so many un­hap­py wretch­es had passed, when he felt him­self im­preg­nat­ed, as it were, with the at­mos­phere of those gloomy dun­geons, moist­ened with tears, there could be but lit­tle doubt he was over­come by his feel­ings, for his head was bowed and his eyes be­came dim, as he fol­lowed Baise­meaux with­out a syl­la­ble.
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			On the sec­ond flight of stairs, whether from fa­tigue or emo­tion, the breath­ing of the vis­i­tor be­gan to fail him, and he leaned against the wall. “Will you be­gin with this one?” said Baise­meaux; “for since we are go­ing to both, it mat­ters very lit­tle whether we as­cend from the sec­ond to the third sto­ry, or de­scend from the third to the sec­ond.”

			“No, no,” ex­claimed Aramis, ea­ger­ly, “high­er, if you please; the one above is the more ur­gent.” They con­tin­ued their as­cent. “Ask the jail­er for the keys,” whis­pered Aramis. Baise­meaux did so, took the keys, and, him­self, opened the door of the third room. The jail­er was the first to en­ter; he placed up­on the ta­ble the pro­vi­sions, which the kind­heart­ed gov­er­nor called dain­ties, and then left the room. The pris­on­er had not stirred; Baise­meaux then en­tered, while Aramis re­mained at the thresh­old, from which place he saw a youth about eigh­teen years of age, who, rais­ing his head at the un­usu­al noise, jumped off the bed, as he per­ceived the gov­er­nor, and clasp­ing his hands to­geth­er, be­gan to cry out, “My moth­er, my moth­er,” in tones which be­trayed such deep dis­tress that Aramis, de­spite his com­mand over him­self, felt a shud­der pass through his frame. “My dear boy,” said Baise­meaux, en­deav­or­ing to smile, “I have brought you a di­ver­sion and an ex­tra—the one for the mind, the oth­er for the body; this gen­tle­man has come to take your mea­sure, and here are some pre­serves for your dessert.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed the young man, “keep me in soli­tude for a year, let me have noth­ing but bread and wa­ter for a year, but tell me that at the end of a year I shall leave this place, tell me that at the end of a year I shall see my moth­er again.”

			“But I have heard you say that your moth­er was very poor, and that you were very bad­ly lodged when you were liv­ing with her, while here—up­on my word!”

			“If she were poor, Mon­sieur, the greater rea­son to re­store her on­ly means of sup­port to her. Bad­ly lodged with her! Oh, Mon­sieur, ev­ery­one is al­ways well lodged when he is free.”

			“At all events, since you your­self ad­mit you have done noth­ing but write that un­hap­py dis­tich—”

			“But with­out any in­ten­tion, I swear. Let me be pun­ished—cut off the hand which wrote it, I will work with the oth­er—but re­store my moth­er to me.”

			“My boy,” said Baise­meaux, “you know very well that it does not de­pend up­on me; all I can do for you is to in­crease your ra­tions, give you a glass of port wine now and then, slip in a bis­cuit for you be­tween a cou­ple of plates.”

			“Great heav­en!” ex­claimed the young man, fall­ing back­ward and rolling on the ground.

			Aramis, un­able to bear this scene any longer, with­drew as far as the land­ing. “Un­hap­py, wretch­ed man,” he mur­mured.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, he is in­deed very wretch­ed,” said the jail­er; “but it is his par­ents’ fault.”

			“In what way?”

			“No doubt. Why did they let him learn Latin? Too much knowl­edge, you see; it is that which does harm. Now I, for in­stance, can’t read or write, and there­fore I am not in prison.” Aramis looked at the man, who seemed to think that be­ing a jail­er in the Bastille was not be­ing in prison. As for Baise­meaux, notic­ing the lit­tle ef­fect pro­duced by his ad­vice and his port wine, he left the dun­geon quite up­set. “You have for­got­ten to close the door,” said the jail­er.

			“So I have,” said Baise­meaux; “there are the keys, do you do it.”

			“I will so­lic­it the par­don of that poor boy,” said Aramis.

			“And if you do not suc­ceed,” said Baise­meaux, “at least beg that he may be trans­ferred to the ten-franc list, by which both he and I shall be gain­ers.”

			“If the oth­er pris­on­er calls out for his moth­er in a sim­i­lar man­ner,” said Aramis, “I pre­fer not to en­ter at all, but will take my mea­sure from out­side.”

			“No fear of that, Mon­sieur ar­chi­tect, the one we are now go­ing to see is as gen­tle as a lamb; be­fore he could call af­ter his moth­er he must open his lips, and he nev­er says a word.”

			“Let us go in, then,” said Aramis, gloomi­ly.

			“Are you the ar­chi­tect of the pris­ons, Mon­sieur?” said the jail­er.

			“I am.”

			“It is odd, then, that you are not more ac­cus­tomed to all this.”

			Aramis per­ceived that, to avoid giv­ing rise to any sus­pi­cions, he must sum­mon all his strength of mind to his as­sis­tance. Baise­meaux, who car­ried the keys, opened the door. “Stay out­side,” he said to the jail­er, “and wait for us at the bot­tom of the steps.” The jail­er obeyed and with­drew.

			Baise­meaux en­tered first, and opened the sec­ond door him­self. By the light which fil­tered through the iron-barred win­dow, could be seen a hand­some young man, short in stature, with close­ly cut hair, and a beard be­gin­ning to grow; he was sit­ting on a stool, his el­bow rest­ing on an arm­chair, and with all the up­per part of his body re­clin­ing against it. His dress, thrown up­on the bed, was of rich black vel­vet, and he in­haled the fresh air which blew in up­on his breast through a shirt of the very finest cam­bric. As the gov­er­nor en­tered, the young man turned his head with a look full of in­dif­fer­ence; and on rec­og­niz­ing Baise­meaux, he arose and salut­ed him cour­te­ous­ly. But when his eyes fell up­on Aramis, who re­mained in the back­ground, the lat­ter trem­bled, turned pale, and his hat, which he held in his hand, fell up­on the ground, as if all his mus­cles had be­come re­laxed at once. Baise­meaux, ha­bit­u­at­ed to the pres­ence of his pris­on­er, did not seem to share any of the sen­sa­tions which Aramis ex­pe­ri­enced, but, with all the zeal of a good ser­vant, he bus­ied him­self in ar­rang­ing on the ta­ble the pasty and craw­fish he had brought with him. Oc­cu­pied in this man­ner, he did not re­mark how dis­turbed his guest had be­come. When he had fin­ished, how­ev­er, he turned to the young pris­on­er and said: “You are look­ing very well—are you so?”

			“Quite well, I thank you, Mon­sieur,” replied the young man.

			The ef­fect of the voice was such as al­most to over­pow­er Aramis, and not­with­stand­ing his con­trol over him­self, he ad­vanced a few steps to­wards him, with his eyes wide open and his lips trem­bling. The move­ment he made was so marked that Baise­meaux, not­with­stand­ing his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, ob­served it. “This gen­tle­man is an ar­chi­tect who has come to ex­am­ine your chim­ney,” said Baise­meaux; “does it smoke?”

			“Nev­er, Mon­sieur.”

			“You were say­ing just now,” said the gov­er­nor, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er, “that it was not pos­si­ble for a man to be hap­py in prison; here, how­ev­er, is one who is so. You have noth­ing to com­plain of, I hope?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Do you ev­er feel weary?” said Aramis.

			“Nev­er.”

			“Ha, ha,” said Baise­meaux, in a low tone of voice; “was I right?”

			“Well, my dear gov­er­nor, it is im­pos­si­ble not to yield to ev­i­dence. Is it al­lowed to put any ques­tion to him?”

			“As many as you like.”

			“Very well; be good enough to ask him if he knows why he is here.”

			“This gen­tle­man re­quests me to ask you,” said Baise­meaux, “if you are aware of the cause of your im­pris­on­ment?”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” said the young man, un­af­fect­ed­ly, “I am not.”

			“That is hard­ly pos­si­ble,” said Aramis, car­ried away by his feel­ings in spite of him­self; “if you were re­al­ly ig­no­rant of the cause of your de­ten­tion, you would be fu­ri­ous.”

			“I was so dur­ing the ear­ly days of my im­pris­on­ment.”

			“Why are you not so now?”

			“Be­cause I have re­flect­ed.”

			“That is strange,” said Aramis.

			“Is it not odd?” said Baise­meaux.

			“May one ven­ture to ask you, Mon­sieur, on what you have re­flect­ed?”

			“I felt that as I had com­mit­ted no crime, Heav­en could not pun­ish me.”

			“What is a prison, then,” in­quired Aramis, “if it be not a pun­ish­ment.”

			“Alas! I can­not tell,” said the young man; “all that I can tell you now is the very op­po­site of what I felt sev­en years ago.”

			“To hear you con­verse, to wit­ness your res­ig­na­tion, one might al­most be­lieve that you liked your im­pris­on­ment?”

			“I en­dure it.”

			“In the cer­tain­ty of re­cov­er­ing your free­dom some day, I sup­pose?”

			“I have no cer­tain­ty; hope, I have, and that is all; and yet I ac­knowl­edge that this hope be­comes less ev­ery day.”

			“Still, why should you not again be free, since you have al­ready been so?”

			“That is pre­cise­ly the rea­son,” replied the young man, “which pre­vents me from ex­pect­ing lib­er­ty; why should I have been im­pris­oned at all if it had been in­tend­ed to re­lease me af­ter­wards?”

			“How old are you?”

			“I do not know.”

			“What is your name?”

			“I have for­got­ten the name by which I was called.”

			“Who are your par­ents?”

			“I nev­er knew them.”

			“But those who brought you up?”

			“They did not call me their son.”

			“Did you ev­er love any­one be­fore com­ing here?”

			“I loved my nurse, and my flow­ers.”

			“Was that all?”

			“I al­so loved my valet.”

			“Do you re­gret your nurse and your valet?”

			“I wept very much when they died.”

			“Did they die since you have been here, or be­fore you came?”

			“They died the evening be­fore I was car­ried off.”

			“Both at the same time?”

			“Yes, both at the same time.”

			“In what man­ner were you car­ried off?”

			“A man came for me, di­rect­ed me to get in­to a car­riage, which was closed and locked, and brought me here.”

			“Would you be able to rec­og­nize that man again?”

			“He was masked.”

			“Is this not an ex­tra­or­di­nary tale?” said Baise­meaux, in a low tone of voice, to Aramis, who could hard­ly breathe.

			“It is in­deed ex­tra­or­di­nary,” he mur­mured.

			“But what is still more ex­tra­or­di­nary is, that he has nev­er told me so much as he has just told you.”

			“Per­haps the rea­son may be that you have nev­er ques­tioned him,” said Aramis.

			“It’s pos­si­ble,” replied Baise­meaux; “I have no cu­rios­i­ty. Have you looked at the room? it’s a fine one, is it not?”

			“Very much so.”

			“A car­pet—”

			“Beau­ti­ful.”

			“I’ll wa­ger he had noth­ing like it be­fore he came here.”

			“I think so, too.” And then again turn­ing to­wards the young man, he said, “Do you not re­mem­ber to have been vis­it­ed at some time or an­oth­er by a strange la­dy or gen­tle­man?”

			“Yes, in­deed; thrice by a wom­an, who each time came to the door in a car­riage, and en­tered cov­ered with a veil, which she raised when we were to­geth­er and alone.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber that wom­an?”

			“Yes.”

			“What did she say to you?”

			The young man smiled mourn­ful­ly, and then replied, “She in­quired, as you have just done, if I were hap­py, and if I were get­ting weary.”

			“What did she do on ar­riv­ing, and on leav­ing you?”

			“She pressed me in her arms, held me in her em­brace, and kissed me.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber her?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“Do you re­call her fea­tures dis­tinct­ly?”

			“Yes.”

			“You would rec­og­nize her, then, if ac­ci­dent brought her be­fore you, or led you in­to her pres­ence?”

			“Most cer­tain­ly.”

			A flush of fleet­ing sat­is­fac­tion passed across Aramis’s face. At this mo­ment Baise­meaux heard the jail­er ap­proach­ing. “Shall we leave?” he said, hasti­ly, to Aramis.

			Aramis, who prob­a­bly had learnt all that he cared to know, replied, “When you like.”

			The young man saw them pre­pare to leave, and salut­ed them po­lite­ly. Baise­meaux replied mere­ly by a nod of the head, while Aramis, with a re­spect, aris­ing per­haps from the sight of such mis­for­tune, salut­ed the pris­on­er pro­found­ly. They left the room, Baise­meaux clos­ing the door be­hind them.

			“Well,” said Baise­meaux, as they de­scend­ed the stair­case, “what do you think of it all?”

			“I have dis­cov­ered the se­cret, my dear gov­er­nor,” he said.

			“Bah! what is the se­cret, then?”

			“A mur­der was com­mit­ted in that house.”

			“Non­sense.”

			“But at­tend; the valet and nurse died the same day.”

			“Well.”

			“And by poi­son. What do you think?”

			“That is very like­ly to be true.”

			“What! that that young man is an as­sas­sin?”

			“Who said that? What makes you think that poor young fel­low could be an as­sas­sin?”

			“The very thing I was say­ing. A crime was com­mit­ted in his house,” said Aramis, “and that was quite suf­fi­cient; per­haps he saw the crim­i­nals, and it was feared that he might say some­thing.”

			“The deuce! if I on­ly thought that—”

			“Well?”

			“I would re­dou­ble the sur­veil­lance.”

			“Oh, he does not seem to wish to es­cape.”

			“You do not know what pris­on­ers are.”

			“Has he any books?”

			“None; they are strict­ly pro­hib­it­ed, and un­der M. de Mazarin’s own hand.”

			“Have you the writ­ing still?”

			“Yes, my lord; would you like to look at it as you re­turn to take your cloak?”

			“I should, for I like to look at au­to­graphs.”

			“Well, then, this one is of the most un­ques­tion­able au­then­tic­i­ty; there is on­ly one era­sure.”

			“Ah, ah! an era­sure; and in what re­spect?”

			“With re­spect to a fig­ure. At first there was writ­ten: ‘To be board­ed at fifty francs.’ ”

			“As princes of the blood, in fact?”

			“But the car­di­nal must have seen his mis­take, you un­der­stand; for he can­celed the ze­ro, and has added a one be­fore the five. But, by the by—”

			“What?”

			“You do not speak of the re­sem­blance.”

			“I do not speak of it, dear M. de Baise­meaux, for a very sim­ple rea­son—be­cause it does not ex­ist.”

			“The deuce it doesn’t.”

			“Or, if it does ex­ist, it is on­ly in your own imag­i­na­tion; but, sup­pos­ing it were to ex­ist else­where, I think it would be bet­ter for you not to speak of about it.”

			“Re­al­ly.”

			“The king, Louis XIV—you un­der­stand—would be ex­ces­sive­ly an­gry with you, if he were to learn that you con­trib­uted in any way to spread the re­port that one of his sub­jects has the ef­fron­tery to re­sem­ble him.”

			“It is true, quite true,” said Baise­meaux, thor­ough­ly alarmed; “but I have not spo­ken of the cir­cum­stance to any­one but your­self, and you un­der­stand, Mon­seigneur, that I per­fect­ly re­ly on your dis­cre­tion.”

			“Oh, be easy.”

			“Do you still wish to see the note?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			While en­gaged in this man­ner in con­ver­sa­tion, they had re­turned to the gov­er­nor’s apart­ments; Baise­meaux took from the cup­board a pri­vate reg­is­ter, like the one he had al­ready shown Aramis, but fas­tened by a lock, the key which opened it be­ing one of a small bunch which Baise­meaux al­ways car­ried with him. Then plac­ing the book up­on the ta­ble, he opened it at the let­ter M, and showed Aramis the fol­low­ing note in the col­umn of ob­ser­va­tions:

			
				“No books at any time; all linen and clothes of the finest and best qual­i­ty to be pro­cured; no ex­er­cise; al­ways the same jail­er; no com­mu­ni­ca­tions with any­one. Mu­si­cal in­stru­ments; ev­ery lib­er­ty and ev­ery in­dul­gence which his wel­fare may re­quire; to be board­ed at fif­teen francs. M. de Baise­meaux can claim more if the fif­teen francs be not suf­fi­cient.”

			

			“Ah,” said Baise­meaux, “now I think of it, I shall claim it.”

			Aramis shut the book. “Yes,” he said, “it is in­deed M. de Mazarin’s hand­writ­ing; I rec­og­nize it well. Now, my dear gov­er­nor,” he con­tin­ued, as if this last com­mu­ni­ca­tion had ex­haust­ed his in­ter­est, “let us now turn over to our own lit­tle af­fairs.”

			“Well, what time for re­pay­ment do you wish me to take? Fix it your­self.”

			“There need not be any par­tic­u­lar pe­ri­od fixed; give me a sim­ple ac­knowl­edge­ment for one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs.”

			“When to be made payable?”

			“When I re­quire it; but, you un­der­stand, I shall on­ly wish it when you your­self do.”

			“Oh, I am quite easy on that score,” said Baise­meaux, smil­ing; “but I have al­ready giv­en you two re­ceipts.”

			“Which I now de­stroy,” said Aramis; and af­ter hav­ing shown the two re­ceipts to Baise­meaux, he de­stroyed them. Over­come by so great a mark of con­fi­dence, Baise­meaux un­hesi­tat­ing­ly wrote out an ac­knowl­edge­ment of a debt of one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs, payable at the plea­sure of the prelate. Aramis, who had, by glanc­ing over the gov­er­nor’s shoul­der, fol­lowed the pen as he wrote, put the ac­knowl­edge­ment in­to his pock­et with­out seem­ing to have read it, which made Baise­meaux per­fect­ly easy. “Now,” said Aramis, “you will not be an­gry with me if I were to car­ry off one of your pris­on­ers?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“By ob­tain­ing his par­don, of course. Have I not al­ready told you that I took a great in­ter­est in poor Sel­don?”

			“Yes, quite true, you did so.”

			“Well?”

			“That is your af­fair; do as you think prop­er. I see you have an open hand, and an arm that can reach a great way.”

			“Adieu, adieu.” And Aramis left, car­ry­ing with him the gov­er­nor’s best wish­es.
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			At the very time M. de Baise­meaux was show­ing Aramis the pris­on­ers in the Bastille, a car­riage drew up at Madame de Bel­lière’s door, and, at that still ear­ly hour, a young wom­an alight­ed, her head muf­fled in a silk hood. When the ser­vants an­nounced Madame Vanel to Madame de Bel­lière, the lat­ter was en­gaged, or rather was ab­sorbed, in read­ing a let­ter, which she hur­ried­ly con­cealed. She had hard­ly fin­ished her morn­ing toi­lette, her maid be­ing still in the next room. At the name—at the foot­steps of Mar­guerite Vanel, Madame de Bel­lière ran to meet her. She fan­cied she could de­tect in her friend’s eyes a bright­ness which was nei­ther that of health nor of plea­sure. Mar­guerite em­braced her, pressed her hands, and hard­ly al­lowed her time to speak. “Dear­est,” she said, “have you for­got­ten me? Have you quite giv­en your­self up to the plea­sures of the court?”

			“I have not even seen the mar­riage fêtes.”

			“What are you do­ing with your­self, then?”

			“I am get­ting ready to leave for Bel­lière.”

			“For Bel­lière?”

			“Yes.”

			“You are be­com­ing rus­tic in your tastes, then; I de­light to see you so dis­posed. But you are pale.”

			“No, I am per­fect­ly well.”

			“So much the bet­ter; I was be­com­ing un­easy about you. You do not know what I have been told.”

			“Peo­ple say so many things.”

			“Yes, but this is very sin­gu­lar.”

			“How well you know how to ex­cite cu­rios­i­ty, Mar­guerite.”

			“Well, I was afraid of vex­ing you.”

			“Nev­er; you have your­self al­ways ad­mired me for my even­ness of tem­per.”

			“Well, then, it is said that—no, I shall nev­er be able to tell you.”

			“Do not let us talk about it, then,” said Madame de Bel­lière, who de­tect­ed the ill-na­ture that was con­cealed by all these pref­aces, yet felt the most anx­ious cu­rios­i­ty on the sub­ject.

			“Well, then, my dear mar­quise, it is said, for some time past, you no longer con­tin­ue to re­gret Mon­sieur de Bel­lière as you used to.”

			“It is an ill-na­tured re­port, Mar­guerite. I do re­gret, and shall al­ways re­gret, my hus­band; but it is now two years since he died. I am on­ly twen­ty-eight years old, and my grief at his loss ought not al­ways to con­trol ev­ery ac­tion and thought of my life. You, Mar­guerite, who are the mod­el of a wife, would not be­lieve me if I were to say so.”

			“Why not? Your heart is so soft and yield­ing,” she said, spite­ful­ly.

			“Yours is so, too, Mar­guerite, and yet I did not per­ceive that you al­lowed your­self to be over­come by grief when your heart was wound­ed.” These words were in di­rect al­lu­sion to Mar­guerite’s rup­ture with the su­per­in­ten­dent, and were al­so a veiled but di­rect re­proach made against her friend’s heart.

			As if she on­ly await­ed this sig­nal to dis­charge her shaft, Mar­guerite ex­claimed, “Well, Elise, it is said you are in love.” And she looked fixed­ly at Madame de Bel­lière, who blushed against her will.

			“Wom­en can nev­er es­cape slan­der,” replied the mar­quise, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause.

			“No one slan­ders you, Elise.”

			“What!—peo­ple say that I am in love, and yet they do not slan­der me!”

			“In the first place, if it be true, it is no slan­der, but sim­ply a scan­dal-lov­ing re­port. In the next place—for you did not al­low me to fin­ish what I was say­ing—the pub­lic does not as­sert that you have aban­doned your­self to this pas­sion. It rep­re­sents you, on the con­trary, as a vir­tu­ous but lov­ing wom­an, de­fend­ing your­self with claws and teeth, shut­ting your­self up in your own house as in a fortress; in oth­er re­spects, as im­pen­e­tra­ble as that of Danaë, not­with­stand­ing Danaë’s tow­er was made of brass.”

			“You are wit­ty, Mar­guerite,” said Madame de Bel­lière, an­gri­ly.

			“You al­ways flat­ter me, Elise. In short, how­ev­er, you are re­port­ed to be in­cor­rupt­ible and un­ap­proach­able. You can­not de­cide whether the world is ca­lum­ni­at­ing you or not; but what is it you are mus­ing about while I am speak­ing to you?”

			“I?”

			“Yes; you are blush­ing and do not an­swer me.”

			“I was try­ing,” said the mar­quise, rais­ing her beau­ti­ful eyes bright­ened with an in­di­ca­tion of grow­ing tem­per, “I was try­ing to dis­cov­er to what you could pos­si­bly have al­lud­ed, you who are so learned in mytho­log­i­cal sub­jects, in com­par­ing me to Danaë.”

			“You were try­ing to guess that?” said Mar­guerite, laugh­ing.

			“Yes; do you not re­mem­ber that at the con­vent, when we were solv­ing our prob­lems in arith­metic—ah! what I have to tell you is learned al­so, but it is my turn—do you not re­mem­ber, that if one of the terms were giv­en, we were to find the oth­er? There­fore do you guess now?”

			“I can­not con­jec­ture what you mean.”

			“And yet noth­ing is more sim­ple. You pre­tend that I am in love, do you not?”

			“So it is said.”

			“Very well; it is not said, I sup­pose, that I am in love with an ab­strac­tion. There must sure­ly be a name men­tioned in this re­port.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, a name is men­tioned.”

			“Very well; it is not sur­pris­ing, then, that I should try to guess this name, since you do not tell it.”

			“My dear mar­quise, when I saw you blush, I did not think you would have to spend much time in con­jec­tures.”

			“It was the word Danaë which you used that sur­prised me. Danaë means a show­er of gold, does it not?”

			“That is to say that the Jupiter of Danaë changed him­self in­to a show­er of gold for her.”

			“My lover, then, he whom you as­sign me—”

			“I beg your par­don; I am your friend, and as­sign you no one.”

			“That may be; but those who are ill dis­posed to­wards me.”

			“Do you wish to hear the name?”

			“I have been wait­ing this half hour for it.”

			“Well, then, you shall hear it. Do not be shocked; he is a man high in pow­er.”

			“Good,” said the mar­quise, as she clenched her hands like a pa­tient at the ap­proach of the knife.

			“He is a very wealthy man,” con­tin­ued Mar­guerite; “the wealth­i­est, it may be. In a word, it is—”

			The mar­quise closed her eyes for a mo­ment.

			“It is the Duke of Buck­ing­ham,” said Mar­guerite, burst­ing in­to laugh­ter. This per­fidy had been cal­cu­lat­ed with ex­treme abil­i­ty; the name that was pro­nounced, in­stead of the name which the mar­quise await­ed, had pre­cise­ly the same ef­fect up­on her as the bad­ly sharp­ened ax­es, that had hacked, with­out de­stroy­ing, Messieurs de Cha­lais and de Thou up­on the scaf­fold. She re­cov­ered her­self, how­ev­er, and said, “I was per­fect­ly right in say­ing you were a wit­ty wom­an, for you are mak­ing the time pass away most agree­ably. This joke is a most amus­ing one, for I have nev­er seen the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Nev­er?” said Mar­guerite, re­strain­ing her laugh­ter.

			“I have nev­er even left my own house since the duke has been at Paris.”

			“Oh!” re­sumed Madame Vanel, stretch­ing out her foot to­wards a pa­per which was ly­ing on the car­pet near the win­dow; “it is not nec­es­sary for peo­ple to see each oth­er, since they can write.” The mar­quise trem­bled, for this pa­per was the en­ve­lope of the let­ter she was read­ing as her friend had en­tered, and was sealed with the su­per­in­ten­dent’s arms. As she leaned back on the so­fa on which she was sit­ting, Madame de Bel­lière cov­ered the pa­per with the thick folds of her large silk dress, and so con­cealed it.

			“Come, Mar­guerite, tell me, is it to tell me all these fool­ish re­ports that you have come to see me so ear­ly in the day?”

			“No; I came to see you in the first place, and to re­mind you of those habits of our ear­li­er days, so de­light­ful to re­mem­ber, when we used to wan­der about to­geth­er at Vin­cennes, and, sit­ting be­neath an oak, or in some syl­van shade, used to talk of those we loved, and who loved us.”

			“Do you pro­pose that we should go out to­geth­er now?”

			“My car­riage is here, and I have three hours at my dis­pos­al.”

			“I am not dressed yet, Mar­guerite; but if you wish that we should talk to­geth­er, we can, with­out go­ing to the woods of Vin­cennes, find in my own gar­den here, beau­ti­ful trees, shady groves, a green sward cov­ered with daisies and vi­o­lets, the per­fume of which can be per­ceived from where we are sit­ting.”

			“I re­gret your re­fusal, my dear mar­quise, for I want­ed to pour out my whole heart in­to yours.”

			“I re­peat again, Mar­guerite, my heart is yours just as much in this room, or be­neath the lime-trees in the gar­den here, as it would be un­der the oaks in the woods yon­der.”

			“It is not the same thing for me. In ap­proach­ing Vin­cennes, mar­quise, my ar­dent as­pi­ra­tions ap­proach near­er to that ob­ject to­wards which they have for some days past been di­rect­ed.” The mar­quise sud­den­ly raised her head. “Are you sur­prised, then, that I am still think­ing of Saint-Mandé?”

			“Of Saint-Mandé?” ex­claimed Madame de Bel­lière; and the looks of both wom­en met each oth­er like two re­sist­less swords.

			“You, so proud!” said the mar­quise, dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“I, so proud!” replied Madame Vanel. “Such is my na­ture. I do not for­give ne­glect—I can­not en­dure in­fi­deli­ty. When I leave any­one who weeps at my aban­don­ment, I feel in­duced still to love him; but when oth­ers for­sake me and laugh at their in­fi­deli­ty, I love dis­tract­ed­ly.”

			Madame de Bel­lière could not re­strain an in­vol­un­tary move­ment.

			She is jeal­ous, said Mar­guerite to her­self. “Then,” con­tin­ued the mar­quise, “you are quite en­am­ored of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham—I mean of M. Fou­quet?” Elise felt the al­lu­sion, and her blood seemed to con­geal in her heart. “And you wished to go to Vin­cennes—to Saint-Mandé, even?”

			“I hard­ly know what I wished: you would have ad­vised me per­haps.”

			“In what re­spect?”

			“You have of­ten done so.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly I should not have done so in the present in­stance, for I do not for­give as you do. I am less lov­ing, per­haps; when my heart has been once wound­ed, it re­mains so al­ways.”

			“But M. Fou­quet has not wound­ed you,” said Mar­guerite Vanel, with the most per­fect sim­plic­i­ty.

			“You per­fect­ly un­der­stand what I mean. M. Fou­quet has not wound­ed me; I do not know of ei­ther obli­ga­tion or in­jury re­ceived at his hands, but you have rea­son to com­plain of him. You are my friend, and I am afraid I should not ad­vise you as you would like.”

			“Ah! you are pre­judg­ing the case.”

			“The sighs you spoke of just now are more than in­di­ca­tions.”

			“You over­whelm me,” said the young wom­an sud­den­ly, as if col­lect­ing her whole strength, like a wrestler pre­par­ing for a last strug­gle; “you take on­ly my evil dis­po­si­tions and my weak­ness­es in­to cal­cu­la­tion, and do not speak of my pure and gen­er­ous feel­ings. If, at this mo­ment, I feel in­stinc­tive­ly at­tract­ed to­wards the su­per­in­ten­dent, if I even make an ad­vance to him, which, I con­fess, is very prob­a­ble, my mo­tive for it is, that M. Fou­quet’s fate deeply af­fects me, and be­cause he is, in my opin­ion, one of the most un­for­tu­nate men liv­ing.”

			“Ah!” said the mar­quise, plac­ing her hand up­on her heart, “some­thing new, then, has oc­curred?”

			“Do you not know it?”

			“I am ut­ter­ly ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing about him,” said Madame de Bel­lière, with the poignant an­guish that sus­pends thought and speech, and even life it­self.

			“In the first place, then, the king’s fa­vor is en­tire­ly with­drawn from M. Fou­quet, and con­ferred on M. Col­bert.”

			“So it is stat­ed.”

			“It is very clear, since the dis­cov­ery of the plot of Belle-Isle.”

			“I was told that the dis­cov­ery of the for­ti­fi­ca­tions there had turned out to M. Fou­quet’s hon­or.”

			Mar­guerite be­gan to laugh in so cru­el a man­ner that Madame de Bel­lière could at that mo­ment have de­light­ed­ly plunged a dag­ger in her bo­som. “Dear­est,” con­tin­ued Mar­guerite, “there is no longer any ques­tion of M. Fou­quet’s hon­or; his safe­ty is con­cerned. Be­fore three days are passed the ru­in of the su­per­in­ten­dent will be com­plete.”

			“Stay,” said the mar­quise, in her turn smil­ing, “that is go­ing a lit­tle fast.”

			“I said three days, be­cause I wish to de­ceive my­self with a hope; but prob­a­bly the catas­tro­phe will be com­plete with­in twen­ty-four hours.”

			“Why so?”

			“For the sim­plest of all rea­sons—that M. Fou­quet has no more mon­ey.”

			“In mat­ters of fi­nance, my dear Mar­guerite, some are with­out mon­ey to­day, who to­mor­row can pro­cure mil­lions.”

			“That might be M. Fou­quet’s case when he had two wealthy and clever friends who amassed mon­ey for him, and wrung it from ev­ery pos­si­ble or im­pos­si­ble source; but those friends are dead.”

			“Mon­ey does not die, Mar­guerite; it may be con­cealed, but it can be looked for, bought and found.”

			“You see things on the bright side, and so much the bet­ter for you. It is re­al­ly very un­for­tu­nate that you are not the Ege­ria of M. Fou­quet; you might now show him the source whence he could ob­tain the mil­lions which the king asked him for yes­ter­day.”

			“Mil­lions!” said the mar­quise, in ter­ror.

			“Four—an even num­ber.”

			“In­fa­mous!” mur­mured Madame de Bel­lière, tor­tured by her friend’s mer­ci­less de­light.

			“M. Fou­quet, I should think, must cer­tain­ly have four mil­lions,” she replied, coura­geous­ly.

			“If he has those which the king re­quires to­day,” said Mar­guerite, “he will not, per­haps, pos­sess those which the king will de­mand in a month or so.”

			“The king will ex­act mon­ey from him again, then?”

			“No doubt; and that is my rea­son for say­ing that the ru­in of poor M. Fou­quet is in­evitable. Pride will in­duce him to fur­nish the mon­ey, and when he has no more, he will fall.”

			“It is true,” said the mar­quise, trem­bling; “the plan is a bold one; but tell me, does M. Col­bert hate M. Fou­quet so very much?”

			“I think he does not like him. M. Col­bert is pow­er­ful; he im­proves on close ac­quain­tance; he has gi­gan­tic ideas, a strong will, and dis­cre­tion; he will rise.”

			“He will be su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“It is prob­a­ble. Such is the rea­son, my dear mar­quise, why I felt my­self im­pressed in fa­vor of that poor man, who once loved, and even adored me; and why, when I see him so un­for­tu­nate, I for­give his in­fi­deli­ty, which I have rea­son to be­lieve he al­so re­grets; and why, more­over, I should not have been dis­in­clined to af­ford him some con­so­la­tion, or some good ad­vice; he would have un­der­stood the step I had tak­en, and would have thought kind­ly of me for it. It is grat­i­fy­ing to be loved, you know. Men val­ue love more high­ly when they are no longer blind­ed by its in­flu­ence.”

			The mar­quise, be­wil­dered and over­come by these cru­el at­tacks, which had been cal­cu­lat­ed with the great­est nice­ty and pre­ci­sion, hard­ly knew what to an­swer in re­turn; she even seemed to have lost all pow­er of thought. Her per­fid­i­ous friend’s voice had as­sumed the most af­fec­tion­ate tone; she spoke as a wom­an, but con­cealed the in­stincts of a wolf.

			“Well,” said Madame de Bel­lière, who had a vague hope that Mar­guerite would cease to over­whelm a van­quished en­e­my, “why do you not go and see M. Fou­quet?”

			“De­cid­ed­ly, mar­quise, you have made me re­flect. No, it would be un­be­com­ing for me to make the first ad­vance. M. Fou­quet no doubt loves me, but he is too proud. I can­not ex­pose my­self to an af­front … be­sides, I have my hus­band to con­sid­er. You tell me noth­ing? Very well, I shall con­sult M. Col­bert on the sub­ject.” Mar­guerite rose smil­ing­ly, as though to take leave, but the mar­quise had not the strength to im­i­tate her. Mar­guerite ad­vanced a few paces, in or­der that she might con­tin­ue to en­joy the hu­mil­i­at­ing grief in which her ri­val was plunged, and then said, sud­den­ly—“You do not ac­com­pa­ny me to the door, then?” The mar­quise rose, pale and al­most life­less, with­out think­ing of the en­ve­lope, which had oc­cu­pied her at­ten­tion so great­ly at the com­mence­ment of the con­ver­sa­tion, and which was re­vealed at the first step she took. She then opened the door of her or­a­to­ry, and with­out even turn­ing her head to­wards Mar­guerite Vanel, en­tered it, clos­ing the door af­ter her. Mar­guerite said, or rather mut­tered a few words, which Madame de Bel­lière did not even hear. As soon, how­ev­er, as the mar­quise had dis­ap­peared, her en­vi­ous en­e­my, not be­ing able to re­sist the de­sire to sat­is­fy her­self that her sus­pi­cions were well found­ed, ad­vanced stealth­ily like a pan­ther, and seized the en­ve­lope. “Ah!” she said, gnash­ing her teeth, “it was in­deed a let­ter from M. Fou­quet she was read­ing when I ar­rived,” and then dart­ed out of the room. Dur­ing this in­ter­val, the mar­quise, hav­ing ar­rived be­hind the ram­part, as it were, of her door, felt that her strength was fail­ing her; for a mo­ment she re­mained rigid, pale and mo­tion­less as a stat­ue, and then, like a stat­ue shak­en on its base by an earth­quake, tot­tered and fell inan­i­mate on the car­pet. The noise of the fall re­sound­ed at the same mo­ment as the rolling of Mar­guerite’s car­riage leav­ing the ho­tel.
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			The blow had been the more painful on ac­count of its be­ing un­ex­pect­ed. It was some time be­fore the mar­quise re­cov­ered her­self; but once re­cov­ered, she be­gan to re­flect up­on the events so heart­less­ly an­nounced to her. She there­fore re­turned, at the risk even of los­ing her life in the way, to that train of ideas which her re­lent­less friend had forced her to pur­sue. Trea­son, then—deep men­aces con­cealed un­der the sem­blance of pub­lic in­ter­est—such were Col­bert’s ma­neu­vers. A de­testable de­light at an ap­proach­ing down­fall, un­tir­ing ef­forts to at­tain this ob­ject, means of se­duc­tion no less wicked than the crime it­self—such were the weapons Mar­guerite em­ployed. The crooked atoms of Descartes tri­umphed; to the man with­out com­pas­sion was unit­ed a wom­an with­out heart. The mar­quise per­ceived, with sor­row rather than in­dig­na­tion, that the king was an ac­com­plice in the plot which be­trayed the du­plic­i­ty of Louis XI­II in his ad­vanced age, and the avarice of Mazarin at a pe­ri­od of life when he had not had the op­por­tu­ni­ty of gorg­ing him­self with French gold. The spir­it of this coura­geous wom­an soon re­sumed its en­er­gy, no longer over­whelmed by in­dul­gence in com­pas­sion­ate lamen­ta­tions. The mar­quise was not one to weep when ac­tion was nec­es­sary, nor to waste time in be­wail­ing a mis­for­tune as long as means still ex­ist­ed of re­liev­ing it. For some min­utes she buried her face in her cold fin­gers, and then, rais­ing her head, rang for her at­ten­dants with a steady hand, and with a ges­ture be­tray­ing a fixed de­ter­mi­na­tion of pur­pose. Her res­o­lu­tion was tak­en.

			“Is ev­ery­thing pre­pared for my de­par­ture?” she in­quired of one of her fe­male at­ten­dants who en­tered.

			“Yes, Madame; but it was not ex­pect­ed that your la­dy­ship would leave for Bel­lière for the next few days.”

			“All my jew­els and ar­ti­cles of val­ue, then, are packed up?”

			“Yes, Madame; but hith­er­to we have been in the habit of leav­ing them in Paris. Your la­dy­ship does not gen­er­al­ly take your jew­els with you in­to the coun­try.”

			“But they are all in or­der, you say?”

			“Yes, in your la­dy­ship’s own room.”

			“The gold plate?”

			“In the chest.”

			“And the sil­ver plate?”

			“In the great oak clos­et.”

			The mar­quise re­mained silent for a few mo­ments, and then said calm­ly, “Let my gold­smith be sent for.”

			Her at­ten­dants quit­ted the room to ex­e­cute the or­der. The mar­quise, how­ev­er, had en­tered her own room, and was in­spect­ing her cas­ket of jew­els with the great­est at­ten­tion. Nev­er, un­til now, had she be­stowed such close at­ten­tion up­on rich­es in which wom­en take so much pride; nev­er, un­til now, had she looked at her jew­els, ex­cept for the pur­pose of mak­ing a se­lec­tion ac­cord­ing to their set­tings or their col­ors. On this oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, she ad­mired the size of the ru­bies and the bril­lian­cy of the di­a­monds; she grieved over ev­ery blem­ish and ev­ery de­fect; she thought the gold light, and the stones wretch­ed. The gold­smith, as he en­tered, found her thus oc­cu­pied. “M. Faucheux,” she said, “I be­lieve you sup­plied me with my gold ser­vice?”

			“I did, your la­dy­ship.”

			“I do not now re­mem­ber the amount of the ac­count.”

			“Of the new ser­vice, Madame, or of that which M. de Bel­lière pre­sent­ed to you on your mar­riage? for I have fur­nished both.”

			“First of all, the new one.”

			“The cov­ers, the gob­lets, and the dish­es, with their cov­ers, the eau-epergne, the ice-pails, the dish­es for the pre­serves, and the tea and cof­fee urns, cost your la­dy­ship six­ty thou­sand francs.”

			“No more?”

			“Your la­dy­ship thought the ac­count very high.”

			“Yes, yes; I re­mem­ber, in fact, that it was dear; but it was the work­man­ship, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes, Madame; the de­signs, the chas­ings—all new pat­terns.”

			“What pro­por­tion of the cost does the work­man­ship form? Do not hes­i­tate to tell me.”

			“A third of its val­ue, Madame.”

			“There is the oth­er ser­vice, the old one, that which be­longed to my hus­band?”

			“Yes, Madame; there is less work­man­ship in that than in the oth­er. Its in­trin­sic val­ue does not ex­ceed thir­ty thou­sand francs.”

			“Thir­ty thou­sand,” mur­mured the mar­quise. “But, M. Faucheux, there is al­so the ser­vice which be­longed to my moth­er; all that mas­sive plate which I did not wish to part with, on ac­count of the as­so­ci­a­tions con­nect­ed with it.”

			“Ah! Madame, that would in­deed be an ex­cel­lent re­source for those who, un­like your la­dy­ship, might not be in po­si­tion to keep their plate. In chas­ing that they worked in sol­id met­al. But that ser­vice is no longer in fash­ion. Its weight is its on­ly ad­van­tage.”

			“That is all I care about. How much does it weigh?”

			“Fifty thou­sand livres at the very least. I do not al­lude to the enor­mous vas­es for the buf­fet, which alone weigh five thou­sand livres, or ten thou­sand the pair.”

			“One hun­dred and thir­ty,” mur­mured the mar­quise. “You are quite sure of your fig­ures, M. Faucheux?”

			“Pos­i­tive, Madame. Be­sides, there is no dif­fi­cul­ty in weigh­ing them.”

			“The amount is en­tered in my books.”

			“Your la­dy­ship is ex­treme­ly me­thod­i­cal, I am aware.”

			“Let us now turn to an­oth­er sub­ject,” said Madame de Bel­lière; and she opened one of her jew­el-box­es.

			“I rec­og­nize these emer­alds,” said M. Faucheux; “for it was I who had the set­ting of them. They are the most beau­ti­ful in the whole court. No, I am mis­tak­en; Madame de Châtil­lon has the most beau­ti­ful set; she had them from Messieurs de Guise; but your set, Madame, comes next.”

			“What are they worth?”

			“Mount­ed?”

			“No; sup­pos­ing I wished to sell them.”

			“I know very well who would buy them,” ex­claimed M. Faucheux.

			“That is the very thing I ask. They could be sold, then?”

			“All your jew­els could be sold, Madame. It is well known that you pos­sess the most beau­ti­ful jew­els in Paris. You are not change­able in your tastes; when you make a pur­chase it is of the very best; and what you pur­chase you do not part with.”

			“What could these emer­alds be sold for, then?”

			“A hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand francs.”

			The mar­quise wrote down up­on her tablets the amount which the jew­el­er men­tioned. “The ru­by neck­lace?” she said.

			“Are they balas-ru­bies, Madame?”

			“Here they are.”

			“They are beau­ti­ful—mag­nif­i­cent. I did not know your la­dy­ship had these stones.”

			“What is their val­ue?”

			“Two hun­dred thou­sand francs. The cen­ter one is alone worth a hun­dred thou­sand.”

			“I thought so,” said the mar­quise. “As for di­a­monds, I have them in num­bers; rings, neck­laces, sprigs, ear­rings, clasps. Tell me their val­ue, M. Faucheux.”

			The jew­el­er took his mag­ni­fy­ing-glass and scales, weighed and in­spect­ed them, and silent­ly made his cal­cu­la­tions. “These stones,” he said, “must have cost your la­dy­ship an in­come of forty thou­sand francs.”

			“You val­ue them at eight hun­dred thou­sand francs?”

			“Near­ly so.”

			“It is about what I imag­ined—but the set­tings are not in­clud­ed?”

			“No, Madame; but if I were called up­on to sell or to buy, I should be sat­is­fied with the gold of the set­tings alone as my prof­it up­on the trans­ac­tion. I should make a good twen­ty-five thou­sand francs.”

			“An agree­able sum.”

			“Very much so, Madame.”

			“Will you then ac­cept that prof­it, then, on con­di­tion of con­vert­ing the jew­els in­to mon­ey?”

			“But you do not in­tend to sell your di­a­monds, I sup­pose, Madame?” ex­claimed the be­wil­dered jew­el­er.

			“Si­lence, M. Faucheux, do not dis­turb your­self about that; give me an an­swer sim­ply. You are an hon­or­able man, with whom my fam­i­ly has dealt for thir­ty years; you knew my fa­ther and moth­er, whom your own fa­ther and moth­er served. I ad­dress you as a friend; will you ac­cept the gold of the set­tings in re­turn for a sum of ready mon­ey to be placed in my hands?”

			“Eight hun­dred thou­sand francs! it is enor­mous.”

			“I know it.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble to find.”

			“Not so.”

			“But re­flect, Madame, up­on the ef­fect which will be pro­duced by the sale of your jew­els.”

			“No one need know it. You can get sets of false jew­els made for me, sim­i­lar to the re­al. Do not an­swer a word; I in­sist up­on it. Sell them sep­a­rate­ly, sell the stones on­ly.”

			“In that way it is easy. Mon­sieur is look­ing out for some sets of jew­els as well as sin­gle stones for Madame’s toi­lette. There will be a com­pe­ti­tion for them. I can eas­i­ly dis­pose of six hun­dred thou­sand francs’ worth to Mon­sieur. I am cer­tain yours are the most beau­ti­ful.”

			“When can you do so?”

			“In less than three days’ time.”

			“Very well, the re­main­der you will dis­pose of among pri­vate in­di­vid­u­als. For the present, make me out a con­tract of sale, pay­ment to be made in four days.”

			“I en­treat you to re­flect, Madame; for if you force the sale, you will lose a hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			“If nec­es­sary, I will lose two hun­dred; I wish ev­ery­thing to be set­tled this evening. Do you ac­cept?”

			“I do, your la­dy­ship. I will not con­ceal from you that I shall make fifty thou­sand francs by the trans­ac­tion.”

			“So much the bet­ter for you. In what way shall I have the mon­ey?”

			“Ei­ther in gold, or in bills of the bank of Lyons, payable at M. Col­bert’s.”

			“I agree,” said the mar­quise, ea­ger­ly; “re­turn home and bring the sum in ques­tion in notes, as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Yes, Madame, but for Heav­en’s sake—”

			“Not a word, M. Faucheux. By the by, I was for­get­ting the sil­ver plate. What is the val­ue of that which I have?”

			“Fifty thou­sand francs, Madame.”

			That makes a mil­lion, said the mar­quise to her­self. “M. Faucheux, you will take away with you both the gold and sil­ver plate. I can as­sign, as a pre­text, that I wish it re­mod­eled on pat­terns more in ac­cor­dance with my own taste. Melt it down, and re­turn me its val­ue in mon­ey, at once.”

			“It shall be done, your la­dy­ship.”

			“You will be good enough to place the mon­ey in a chest, and di­rect one of your clerks to ac­com­pa­ny the chest, and with­out my ser­vants see­ing him; and or­der him to wait for me in a car­riage.”

			“In Madame de Faucheux’s car­riage?” said the jew­el­er.

			“If you will al­low it, and I will call for it at your house.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, your la­dy­ship.”

			“I will di­rect some of my ser­vants to con­vey the plate to your house.” The mar­quise rung. “Let the small van be placed at M. Faucheux’s dis­pos­al,” she said. The jew­el­er bowed and left the house, di­rect­ing that the van should fol­low him close­ly, say­ing aloud, that the mar­quise was about to have her plate melt­ed down in or­der to have oth­er plate man­u­fac­tured of a more mod­ern style. Three hours af­ter­wards she went to M. Faucheux’s house and re­ceived from him eight hun­dred thou­sand francs in gold en­closed in a chest, which one of the clerks could hard­ly car­ry to­wards Madame Faucheux’s car­riage—for Madame Faucheux kept her car­riage. As the daugh­ter of a pres­i­dent of ac­counts, she had brought a mar­riage por­tion of thir­ty thou­sand crowns to her hus­band, who was syn­dic of the gold­smiths. These thir­ty thou­sand crowns had be­come very fruit­ful dur­ing twen­ty years. The jew­el­er, though a mil­lion­aire, was a mod­est man. He had pur­chased a sub­stan­tial car­riage, built in 1648, ten years af­ter the king’s birth. This car­riage, or rather house up­on wheels, ex­cit­ed the ad­mi­ra­tion of the whole quar­ter in which he resid­ed—it was cov­ered with al­le­gor­i­cal paint­ings, and clouds scat­tered over with stars. The mar­quise en­tered this some­what ex­tra­or­di­nary ve­hi­cle, sit­ting op­po­site the clerk, who en­deav­ored to put his knees out of the way, afraid even of touch­ing the mar­quise’s dress. It was the clerk, too, who told the coach­man, who was very proud of hav­ing a mar­quise to drive, to take the road to Saint-Mandé.
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			Mon­sieur Faucheux’s hors­es were ser­vice­able an­i­mals, with thick­set knees and legs that had some dif­fi­cul­ty in mov­ing. Like the car­riage, they be­longed to the ear­li­er part of the cen­tu­ry. They were not as fleet as the Eng­lish hors­es of M. Fou­quet, and con­se­quent­ly it took two hours to get to Saint-Mandé. Their progress, it might be said, was ma­jes­tic. Majesty, how­ev­er, pre­cludes hur­ry. The mar­quise stopped the car­riage at the door so well known to her, al­though she had seen it on­ly once, un­der cir­cum­stances, it will now be re­mem­bered, no less painful than those which brought her now to it again. She drew a key from her pock­et, and in­sert­ed it in­to the lock, pushed open the door, which noise­less­ly yield­ed to her touch, and di­rect­ed the clerk to car­ry the chest up­stairs to the first floor. The weight of the chest was so great that the clerk was obliged to get the coach­man to as­sist him with it. They placed it in a small cab­i­net, an­te­room, or boudoir rather, ad­join­ing the sa­loon where we once saw M. Fou­quet at the mar­quise’s feet. Madame de Bel­lière gave the coach­man a louis, smiled grace­ful­ly at the clerk, and dis­missed them both. She closed the door af­ter them, and wait­ed in the room, alone and bar­ri­cad­ed. There was no ser­vant to be seen about the rooms, but ev­ery­thing was pre­pared as though some in­vis­i­ble ge­nius had di­vined the wish­es and de­sires of an ex­pect­ed guest. The fire was laid, can­dles in the can­de­labra, re­fresh­ments up­on the ta­ble, books scat­tered about, fresh-cut flow­ers in the vas­es. One might al­most have imag­ined it an en­chant­ed house.

			The mar­quise light­ed the can­dles, in­haled the per­fume of the flow­ers, sat down, and was soon plunged in pro­found thought. Her deep mus­ings, melan­choly though they were, were not untinged with a cer­tain vague joy. Spread out be­fore her was a trea­sure, a mil­lion wrung from her for­tune as a glean­er plucks the blue corn­flow­er from her crown of flow­ers. She con­jured up the sweet­est dreams. Her prin­ci­pal thought, and one that took prece­dence of all oth­ers, was to de­vise means of leav­ing this mon­ey for M. Fou­quet with­out his pos­si­bly learn­ing from whom the gift had come. This idea, nat­u­ral­ly enough, was the first to present it­self to her mind. But al­though, on re­flec­tion, it ap­peared dif­fi­cult to car­ry out, she did not de­spair of suc­cess. She would then ring to sum­mon M. Fou­quet and make her es­cape, hap­pi­er than if, in­stead of hav­ing giv­en a mil­lion, she had her­self found one. But, be­ing there, and hav­ing seen the boudoir so co­quet­tish­ly dec­o­rat­ed that it might al­most be said the least par­ti­cle of dust had but the mo­ment be­fore been re­moved by the ser­vants; hav­ing ob­served the draw­ing-room, so per­fect­ly ar­ranged that it might al­most be said her pres­ence there had driv­en away the fairies who were its oc­cu­pants, she asked her­self if the glance or gaze of those whom she had dis­placed—whether spir­its, fairies, elves, or hu­man crea­tures—had not al­ready rec­og­nized her. To se­cure suc­cess, it was nec­es­sary that some steps should be se­ri­ous­ly tak­en, and it was nec­es­sary al­so that the su­per­in­ten­dent should com­pre­hend the se­ri­ous po­si­tion in which he was placed, in or­der to yield com­pli­ance with the gen­er­ous fan­cies of a wom­an; all the fas­ci­na­tions of an elo­quent friend­ship would be re­quired to per­suade him, and, should this be in­suf­fi­cient, the mad­den­ing in­flu­ence of a de­vot­ed pas­sion, which, in its res­o­lute de­ter­mi­na­tion to car­ry con­vic­tion, would not be turned aside. Was not the su­per­in­ten­dent, in­deed, known for his del­i­ca­cy and dig­ni­ty of feel­ing? Would he al­low him­self to ac­cept from any wom­an that of which she had stripped her­self? No! He would re­sist, and if any voice in the world could over­come his re­sis­tance, it would be the voice of the wom­an he loved.

			An­oth­er doubt, and that a cru­el one, sug­gest­ed it­self to Madame de Bel­lière with a sharp, acute pain, like a dag­ger thrust. Did he re­al­ly love her? Would that volatile mind, that in­con­stant heart, be like­ly to be fixed for a mo­ment, even were it to gaze up­on an an­gel? Was it not the same with Fou­quet, not­with­stand­ing his ge­nius and his up­right­ness of con­duct, as with those con­querors on the field of bat­tle who shed tears when they have gained a vic­to­ry? “I must learn if it be so, and must judge of that for my­self,” said the mar­quise. “Who can tell whether that heart, so cov­et­ed, is not com­mon in its im­puls­es, and full of al­loy? Who can tell if that mind, when the touch­stone is ap­plied to it, will not be found of a mean and vul­gar char­ac­ter? Come, come,” she said, “this is doubt­ing and hes­i­tat­ing too much—to the proof.” She looked at the time­piece. “It is now sev­en o’clock,” she said; “he must have ar­rived; it is the hour for sign­ing his pa­pers.” With a fever­ish im­pa­tience she rose and walked to­wards the mir­ror, in which she smiled with a res­o­lute smile of de­vot­ed­ness; she touched the spring and drew out the han­dle of the bell. Then, as if ex­haust­ed be­fore­hand by the strug­gle she had just un­der­gone, she threw her­self on her knees, in ut­ter aban­don­ment, be­fore a large couch, in which she buried her face in her trem­bling hands. Ten min­utes af­ter­wards she heard the spring of the door sound. The door moved up­on in­vis­i­ble hinges, and Fou­quet ap­peared. He looked pale, and seemed bowed down by the weight of some bit­ter re­flec­tion. He did not hur­ry, but sim­ply came at the sum­mons. The pre­oc­cu­pa­tion of his mind must in­deed have been very great, that a man, so de­vot­ed to plea­sure, for whom in­deed plea­sure meant ev­ery­thing, should obey such a sum­mons so list­less­ly. The pre­vi­ous night, in fact, fer­tile in melan­choly ideas, had sharp­ened his fea­tures, gen­er­al­ly so no­ble in their in­dif­fer­ence of ex­pres­sion, and had traced dark lines of anx­i­ety around his eyes. Hand­some and no­ble he still was, and the melan­choly ex­pres­sion of his mouth, a rare ex­pres­sion with men, gave a new char­ac­ter to his fea­tures, by which his youth seemed to be re­newed. Dressed in black, the lace in front of his chest much dis­ar­ranged by his fever­ish­ly rest­less hand, the looks of the su­per­in­ten­dent, full of dreamy re­flec­tion, were fixed up­on the thresh­old of the room which he had so fre­quent­ly ap­proached in search of ex­pect­ed hap­pi­ness. This gloomy gen­tle­ness of man­ner, this smil­ing sad­ness of ex­pres­sion, which had re­placed his for­mer ex­ces­sive joy, pro­duced an in­de­scrib­able ef­fect up­on Madame de Bel­lière, who was re­gard­ing him at a dis­tance.

			A wom­an’s eye can read the face of the man she loves, its ev­ery feel­ing of pride, its ev­ery ex­pres­sion of suf­fer­ing; it might al­most be said that Heav­en has gra­cious­ly grant­ed to wom­en, on ac­count of their very weak­ness, more than it has ac­cord­ed to oth­er crea­tures. They can con­ceal their own feel­ings from a man, but from them no man can con­ceal his. The mar­quise di­vined in a sin­gle glace the whole weight of the un­hap­pi­ness of the su­per­in­ten­dent. She di­vined a night passed with­out sleep, a day passed in de­cep­tions. From that mo­ment she was firm in her own strength, and she felt that she loved Fou­quet be­yond ev­ery­thing else. She arose and ap­proached him, say­ing, “You wrote to me this morn­ing to say you were be­gin­ning to for­get me, and that I, whom you had not seen late­ly, had no doubt ceased to think of you. I have come to un­de­ceive you, Mon­sieur, and the more com­plete­ly so, be­cause there is one thing I can read in your eyes.”

			“What is that, Madame?” said Fou­quet, as­ton­ished.

			“That you have nev­er loved me so much as at this mo­ment; in the same man­ner you can read, in my present step to­wards you, that I have not for­got­ten you.”

			“Oh! Madame,” said Fou­quet, whose face was for a mo­ment light­ed up by a sud­den gleam of joy, “you are in­deed an an­gel, and no man can sus­pect you. All he can do is to hum­ble him­self be­fore you and en­treat for­give­ness.”

			“Your for­give­ness is grant­ed, then,” said the mar­quise. Fou­quet was about to throw him­self up­on his knees. “No, no,” she said, “sit here by my side. Ah! that is an evil thought which has just crossed your mind.”

			“How do you de­tect it, Madame?”

			“By the smile that has just marred the ex­pres­sion of your coun­te­nance. Be can­did, and tell me what your thought was—no se­crets be­tween friends.”

			“Tell me, then, Madame, why you have been so harsh these three or four months past?”

			“Harsh?”

			“Yes; did you not for­bid me to vis­it you?”

			“Alas!” said Madame de Bel­lière, sigh­ing, “be­cause your vis­it to me was the cause of your be­ing vis­it­ed with a great mis­for­tune; be­cause my house is watched; be­cause the same eyes that have seen you al­ready might see you again; be­cause I think it less dan­ger­ous for you that I should come here than that you should come to my house; and, last­ly, be­cause I know you to be al­ready un­hap­py enough not to wish to in­crease your un­hap­pi­ness fur­ther.”

			Fou­quet start­ed, for these words re­called all the anx­i­eties con­nect­ed with his of­fice of su­per­in­ten­dent—he who, for the last few min­utes, had in­dulged in all the wild as­pi­ra­tions of the lover. “I un­hap­py?” he said, en­deav­or­ing to smile: “in­deed, mar­quise, you will al­most make me be­lieve I am so, judg­ing from your own sad­ness. Are your beau­ti­ful eyes raised up­on me mere­ly in pity? I was look­ing for an­oth­er ex­pres­sion from them.”

			“It is not I who am sad, Mon­sieur; look in the mir­ror, there—it is your­self.”

			“It is true I am some­what pale, mar­quise; but it is from over­work; the king yes­ter­day re­quired a sup­ply of mon­ey from me.”

			“Yes, four mil­lions; I am aware of it.”

			“You know it?” ex­claimed Fou­quet, in a tone of sur­prise; “how can you have learnt it? It was af­ter the de­par­ture of the queen, and in the pres­ence of one per­son on­ly, that the king—”

			“You per­ceive that I do know it; is that not suf­fi­cient? Well, go on, Mon­sieur, the mon­ey the king has re­quired you to sup­ply—”

			“You un­der­stand, mar­quise, that I have been obliged to pro­cure it, then to get it count­ed, af­ter­wards reg­is­tered—al­to­geth­er a long af­fair. Since Mon­sieur de Mazarin’s death, fi­nan­cial af­fairs oc­ca­sion some lit­tle fa­tigue and em­bar­rass­ment. My ad­min­is­tra­tion is some­what over­taxed, and this is the rea­son why I have not slept dur­ing the past night.”

			“So you have the amount?” in­quired the mar­quise, with some anx­i­ety.

			“It would in­deed be strange, mar­quise,” replied Fou­quet, cheer­ful­ly, “if a su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances were not to have a pal­try four mil­lions in his cof­fers.”

			“Yes, yes, I be­lieve you ei­ther have, or will have them.”

			“What do you mean by say­ing I shall have them?”

			“It is not very long since you were re­quired to fur­nish two mil­lions.”

			“On the con­trary, it seems al­most an age; but do not let us talk of mon­ey mat­ters any longer.”

			“On the con­trary, we will con­tin­ue to speak of them, for that is my on­ly rea­son for com­ing to see you.”

			“I am at a loss to com­pass your mean­ing,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, whose eyes be­gan to ex­press an anx­ious cu­rios­i­ty.

			“Tell me, Mon­sieur, is the of­fice of su­per­in­ten­dent a per­ma­nent po­si­tion?”

			“You sur­prise me, mar­chioness, for you speak as if you had some mo­tive or in­ter­est in putting the ques­tion.”

			“My rea­son is sim­ple enough; I am de­sirous of plac­ing some mon­ey in your hands, and nat­u­ral­ly I wish to know if you are cer­tain of your post.”

			“Re­al­ly, mar­quise, I am at a loss what to re­ply; I can­not con­ceive your mean­ing.”

			“Se­ri­ous­ly, then, dear M. Fou­quet, I have cer­tain funds which some­what em­bar­rass me. I am tired of in­vest­ing my mon­ey in lands, and am anx­ious to en­trust it to some friend who will turn it to ac­count.”

			“Sure­ly it does not press,” said M. Fou­quet.

			“On the con­trary, it is very press­ing.”

			“Very well, we will talk of that by and by.”

			“By and by will not do, for my mon­ey is there,” re­turned the mar­quise, point­ing out the cof­fer to the su­per­in­ten­dent, and show­ing him, as she opened it, the bun­dles of notes and heaps of gold. Fou­quet, who had risen from his seat at the same mo­ment as Madame de Bel­lière, re­mained for a mo­ment plunged in thought; then sud­den­ly start­ing back, he turned pale, and sank down in his chair, con­ceal­ing his face in his hands. “Madame, Madame,” he mur­mured, “what opin­ion can you have of me, when you make me such an of­fer?”

			“Of you!” re­turned the mar­quise. “Tell me, rather, what you your­self think of the step I have tak­en.”

			“You bring me this mon­ey for my­self, and you bring it be­cause you know me to be em­bar­rassed. Nay, do not de­ny it, for I am sure of it. Can I not read your heart?”

			“If you know my heart, then, can you not see that it is my heart I of­fer you?”

			“I have guessed right­ly, then,” ex­claimed Fou­quet. “In truth, Madame, I have nev­er yet giv­en you the right to in­sult me in this man­ner.”

			“In­sult you,” she said, turn­ing pale, “what sin­gu­lar del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing! You tell me you love me; in the name of that af­fec­tion you wish me to sac­ri­fice my rep­u­ta­tion and my hon­or, yet, when I of­fer you mon­ey which is my own, you refuse me.”

			“Madame, you are at lib­er­ty to pre­serve what you term your rep­u­ta­tion and your hon­or. Per­mit me to pre­serve mine. Leave me to my ru­in, leave me to sink be­neath the weight of the ha­treds which sur­round me, be­neath the faults I have com­mit­ted, be­neath the load, even, of my re­morse, but, for Heav­en’s sake, Madame, do not over­whelm me with this last in­flic­tion.”

			“A short time since, M. Fou­quet, you were want­ing in judg­ment; now you are want­ing in feel­ing.”

			Fou­quet pressed his clenched hand up­on his breast, heav­ing with emo­tion, say­ing: “Over­whelm me, Madame, for I have noth­ing to re­ply.”

			“I of­fered you my friend­ship, M. Fou­quet.”

			“Yes, Madame, and you lim­it­ed your­self to that.”

			“And what I am now do­ing is the act of a friend.”

			“No doubt it is.”

			“And you re­ject this mark of my friend­ship?”

			“I do re­ject it.”

			“Mon­sieur Fou­quet, look at me,” said the mar­quise, with glis­ten­ing eyes, “I now of­fer you my love.”

			“Oh, Madame,” ex­claimed Fou­quet.

			“I have loved you for a long while past; wom­en, like men, have a false del­i­ca­cy at times. For a long time past I have loved you, but would not con­fess it. Well, then, you have im­plored this love on your knees, and I have re­fused you; I was blind, as you were a lit­tle while since; but as it was my love that you sought, it is my love I now of­fer you.”

			“Oh! Madame, you over­whelm me be­neath a load of hap­pi­ness.”

			“Will you be hap­py, then, if I am yours—en­tire­ly?”

			“It will be the supremest hap­pi­ness for me.”

			“Take me, then. If, how­ev­er, for your sake I sac­ri­fice a prej­u­dice, do you, for mine, sac­ri­fice a scru­ple.”

			“Do not tempt me.”

			“Do not refuse me.”

			“Think se­ri­ous­ly of what you are propos­ing.”

			“Fou­quet, but one word. Let it be ‘No,’ and I open this door,” and she point­ed to the door which led in­to the streets, “and you will nev­er see me again. Let that word be ‘Yes,’ and I am yours en­tire­ly.”

			“Elise! Elise! But this cof­fer?”

			“Con­tains my dowry.”

			“It is your ru­in,” ex­claimed Fou­quet, turn­ing over the gold and pa­pers; “there must be a mil­lion here.”

			“Yes, my jew­els, for which I care no longer if you do not love me, and for which, equal­ly, I care no longer if you love me as I love you.”

			“This is too much,” ex­claimed Fou­quet. “I yield, I yield, even were it on­ly to con­se­crate so much de­vo­tion. I ac­cept the dowry.”

			“And take the wom­an with it,” said the mar­quise, throw­ing her­self in­to his arms.
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			Dur­ing the progress of these events Buck­ing­ham and de Wardes trav­eled in ex­cel­lent com­pan­ion­ship, and made the jour­ney from Paris to Calais in undis­turbed har­mo­ny to­geth­er. Buck­ing­ham had hur­ried his de­par­ture, so that the greater part of his adieux were very hasti­ly made. His vis­it to Mon­sieur and Madame, to the young queen, and to the queen-dowa­ger, had been paid col­lec­tive­ly—a pre­cau­tion on the part of the queen-moth­er which saved him the dis­tress of any pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion with Mon­sieur, and al­so the dan­ger of see­ing Madame again. The car­riages con­tain­ing the lug­gage had al­ready been sent on be­fore­hand, and in the evening he set off in his trav­el­ing car­riage with his at­ten­dants.

			De Wardes, ir­ri­tat­ed at find­ing him­self dragged away in so abrupt a man­ner by this En­glish­man, had sought in his sub­tle mind for some means of es­cap­ing from his fet­ters; but no one hav­ing ren­dered him any as­sis­tance in this re­spect, he was ab­so­lute­ly obliged, there­fore, to sub­mit to the bur­den of his own evil thoughts and caus­tic spir­it.

			Such of his friends in whom he had been able to con­fide, had, in their char­ac­ter of wits, ral­lied him up­on the duke’s su­pe­ri­or­i­ty. Oth­ers, less bril­liant, but more sen­si­ble, had re­mind­ed him of the king’s or­ders pro­hibit­ing du­el­ing. Oth­ers, again, and they the larg­er num­ber, who, in virtue of char­i­ty, or na­tion­al van­i­ty, might have ren­dered him as­sis­tance, did not care to run the risk of in­cur­ring dis­grace, and would, at the best, have in­formed the min­is­ters of a de­par­ture which might end in a mas­sacre on a small scale. The re­sult was, that, af­ter hav­ing ful­ly de­lib­er­at­ed up­on the mat­ter, de Wardes packed up his lug­gage, took a cou­ple of hors­es, and, fol­lowed on­ly by one ser­vant, made his way to­wards the bar­ri­er, where Buck­ing­ham’s car­riage was to await him.

			The duke re­ceived his ad­ver­sary as he would have done an in­ti­mate ac­quain­tance, made room be­side him on the same seat with him­self, of­fered him re­fresh­ments, and spread over his knees the sable cloak that had been thrown on the front seat. They then con­versed of the court, with­out al­lud­ing to Madame; of Mon­sieur, with­out speak­ing of do­mes­tic af­fairs; of the king, with­out speak­ing of his broth­er’s wife; of the queen-moth­er, with­out al­lud­ing to her daugh­ter-in-law; of the king of Eng­land, with­out al­lud­ing to his sis­ter; of the state of the af­fec­tions of ei­ther of the trav­el­ers, with­out pro­nounc­ing any name that might be dan­ger­ous. In this way the jour­ney, which was per­formed by short stages, was most agree­able, and Buck­ing­ham, al­most a French­man from wit and ed­u­ca­tion, was de­light­ed at hav­ing so ad­mirably se­lect­ed his trav­el­ing com­pan­ion. El­e­gant repasts were served, of which they par­took but light­ly; tri­als of hors­es made in the beau­ti­ful mead­ows that skirt­ed the road; cours­ing in­dulged in, for Buck­ing­ham had his grey­hounds with him; and in such ways did they pass away the pleas­ant time. The duke some­what re­sem­bled the beau­ti­ful riv­er Seine, which folds France a thou­sand times in its lov­ing em­brace, be­fore de­cid­ing up­on join­ing its wa­ters with the ocean. In quit­ting France, it was her re­cent­ly adopt­ed daugh­ter he had brought to Paris whom he chiefly re­gret­ted; his ev­ery thought was a re­mem­brance of her—his ev­ery mem­o­ry a re­gret. There­fore, when­ev­er, now and then, de­spite his com­mand over him­self, he was lost in thought, de Wardes left him en­tire­ly to his mus­ings. This del­i­ca­cy might have touched Buck­ing­ham, and changed his feel­ings to­wards de Wardes, if the lat­ter, while pre­serv­ing si­lence, had shown a glance less full of mal­ice, and a smile less false. In­stinc­tive dis­likes, how­ev­er, are re­lent­less; noth­ing ap­peas­es them; a few ash­es may, some­times, ap­par­ent­ly, ex­tin­guish them; but be­neath those ash­es the smoth­ered em­bers rage more fu­ri­ous­ly. Hav­ing ex­haust­ed ev­ery means of amuse­ment the route of­fered, they ar­rived, as we have said, at Calais to­wards the end of the sixth day. The duke’s at­ten­dants, since the pre­vi­ous evening, had trav­eled in ad­vance, and now char­tered a boat, for the pur­pose of join­ing the yacht, which had been tack­ing about in sight, or bore broad­side on, when­ev­er it felt its white wings wea­ried, with­in can­non-shot of the jet­ty.

			The boat was des­tined for the trans­port of the duke’s equipages from the shore to the yacht. The hors­es had been em­barked, hav­ing been hoist­ed from the boat up­on the deck in bas­kets, ex­press­ly made for the pur­pose, and wadded in such a man­ner that their limbs, even in the most vi­o­lent fits of ter­ror or im­pa­tience, were al­ways pro­tect­ed by the soft sup­port which the sides af­ford­ed, and their coats not even turned. Eight of these bas­kets, placed side by side, filled the ship’s hold. It is well known that, in short voy­ages hors­es refuse to eat, but re­main trem­bling all the while, with the best of food be­fore them, such as they would have great­ly cov­et­ed on land. By de­grees, the duke’s en­tire equipage was trans­port­ed on board the yacht; he was then in­formed that ev­ery­thing was in readi­ness, and that they on­ly wait­ed for him, when­ev­er he would be dis­posed to em­bark with the French gen­tle­man; for no one could pos­si­bly imag­ine that the French gen­tle­man would have any oth­er ac­counts to set­tle with his Grace oth­er than those of friend­ship. Buck­ing­ham de­sired the cap­tain to be told to hold him­self in readi­ness, but that, as the sea was beau­ti­ful, and as the day promised a splen­did sun­set, he did not in­tend to go on board un­til night­fall, and would avail him­self of the evening to en­joy a walk on the strand. He added al­so, that, find­ing him­self in such ex­cel­lent com­pa­ny, he had not the least de­sire to has­ten his em­barka­tion.

			As he said this he point­ed out to those who sur­round­ed him the mag­nif­i­cent spec­ta­cle which the sky pre­sent­ed, of deep­est azure in the hori­zon, the am­phithe­atre of fleecy clouds as­cend­ing from the sun’s disc to the zenith, as­sum­ing the ap­pear­ance of a range of snowy moun­tains, whose sum­mits were heaped one up­on an­oth­er. The dome of clouds was tinged at its base with, as it were, the foam of ru­bies, fad­ing away in­to opal and pearly tints, in pro­por­tion as the gaze was car­ried from base to sum­mit. The sea was gild­ed with the same re­flec­tion, and up­on the crest of ev­ery sparkling wave danced a point of light, like a di­a­mond by lamp­light. The mild­ness of the evening, the sea breezes, so dear to con­tem­pla­tive minds, set­ting in from the east and blow­ing in de­li­cious gusts; then, in the dis­tance, the black out­line of the yacht with its rig­ging traced up­on the em­pur­pled back­ground of the sky—while, dot­ting the hori­zon, might be seen, here and there, ves­sels with their trimmed sails, like the wings of a seag­ull about to plunge; such a spec­ta­cle in­deed well mer­it­ed ad­mi­ra­tion. A crowd of cu­ri­ous idlers fol­lowed the rich­ly dressed at­ten­dants, amongst whom they mis­took the stew­ard and the sec­re­tary for the mas­ter and his friend. As for Buck­ing­ham, who was dressed very sim­ply, in a gray satin vest, and dou­blet of vi­o­let-col­ored vel­vet, wear­ing his hat thrust over his eyes, and with­out or­ders or em­broi­dery, he was tak­en no more no­tice of than de Wardes, who was in black, like an at­tor­ney.

			The duke’s at­ten­dants had re­ceived di­rec­tions to have a boat in readi­ness at the jet­ty head, and to watch the em­barka­tion of their mas­ter, with­out ap­proach­ing him un­til ei­ther he or his friend should sum­mon them—“what­ev­er may hap­pen,” he had added, lay­ing a stress up­on these words, so that they might not be mis­un­der­stood. Hav­ing walked a few paces up­on the strand, Buck­ing­ham said to de Wardes, “I think it is now time to take leave of each oth­er. The tide, you per­ceive, is ris­ing; ten min­utes hence it will have soaked the sands where we are now walk­ing in such a man­ner that we shall not be able to keep our foot­ing.”

			“I await your or­ders, my lord, but—”

			“But, you mean, we are still up­on soil which is part of the king’s ter­ri­to­ry.”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Well, do you see yon­der a kind of lit­tle is­land sur­round­ed by a cir­cle of wa­ter? The pool is in­creas­ing ev­ery minute, and the isle is grad­u­al­ly dis­ap­pear­ing. This is­land, in­deed, be­longs to Heav­en, for it is sit­u­at­ed be­tween two seas, and is not shown on the king’s charts. Do you ob­serve it?”

			“Yes; but we can hard­ly reach it now, with­out get­ting our feet wet.”

			“Yes; but ob­serve that it forms an em­i­nence tol­er­a­bly high, and that the tide ris­es up on ev­ery side, leav­ing the top free. We shall be ad­mirably placed up­on that lit­tle the­atre. What do you think of it?”

			“I shall be per­fect­ly hap­py wher­ev­er I may have the hon­or of cross­ing my sword with your lord­ship’s.”

			“Very well, then, I am dis­tressed to be the cause of your wet­ting your feet, M. de Wardes, but it is most es­sen­tial you should be able to say to the king: ‘Sire, I did not fight up­on Your Majesty’s ter­ri­to­ry.’ Per­haps the dis­tinc­tion is some­what sub­tle, but, since Port-Roy­al, your na­tion de­lights in sub­tleties of ex­pres­sion. Do not let us com­plain of this, how­ev­er, for it makes your wit very bril­liant, and of a style pe­cu­liar­ly your own. If you do not ob­ject, we will hur­ry our­selves, for the sea, I per­ceive, is ris­ing fast, and night is set­ting in.”

			“My rea­son for not walk­ing faster was, that I did not wish to pre­cede Your Grace. Are you still on dry land, my lord?”

			“Yes, at present I am. Look yon­der! My ser­vants are afraid we shall be drowned, and have con­vert­ed the boat in­to a cruis­er. Do you re­mark how cu­ri­ous­ly it dances up­on the crests of the waves? But, as it makes me feel sea­sick, would you per­mit me to turn my back to­wards them?”

			“You will ob­serve, my lord, that in turn­ing your back to them, you will have the sun full in your face.”

			“Oh, its rays are very fee­ble at this hour and it will soon dis­ap­pear; do not be un­easy on that score.”

			“As you please, my lord; it was out of con­sid­er­a­tion for your lord­ship that I made the re­mark.”

			“I am aware of that, M. de Wardes, and I ful­ly ap­pre­ci­ate your kind­ness. Shall we take off our dou­blets?”

			“As you please, my lord.”

			“Do not hes­i­tate to tell me, M. de Wardes, if you do not feel com­fort­able up­on the wet sand, or if you think your­self a lit­tle too close to French ter­ri­to­ry. We could fight in Eng­land, or even up­on my yacht.”

			“We are ex­ceed­ing­ly well placed here, my lord; on­ly I have the hon­or to re­mark that, as the sea is ris­ing fast, we have hard­ly time—”

			Buck­ing­ham made a sign of as­sent, took off his dou­blet and threw it on the ground, a pro­ceed­ing which de Wardes im­i­tat­ed. Both their bod­ies, which seemed like phan­toms to those who were look­ing at them from the shore, were thrown strong­ly in­to re­lief by a dark red vi­o­let-col­ored shad­ow with which the sky be­came over­spread.

			“Up­on my word, Your Grace,” said de Wardes, “we shall hard­ly have time to be­gin. Do you not per­ceive how our feet are sink­ing in­to the sand?”

			“I have sunk up to the an­kles,” said Buck­ing­ham, “with­out reck­on­ing that the wa­ter is even now break­ing in up­on us.”

			“It has al­ready reached me. As soon as you please, there­fore, Your Grace,” said de Wardes, who drew his sword, a move­ment im­i­tat­ed by the duke.

			“M. de Wardes,” said Buck­ing­ham, “one fi­nal word. I am about to fight you be­cause I do not like you—be­cause you have wound­ed me in ridi­cul­ing a cer­tain de­vo­tion­al re­gard I have en­ter­tained, and one which I ac­knowl­edge that, at this mo­ment, I still re­tain, and for which I would very will­ing­ly die. You are a bad and heart­less man, M. de Wardes, and I will do my very ut­most to take your life; for I feel as­sured that, if you sur­vive this en­gage­ment, you will, in the fu­ture, work great mis­chief to­wards my friends. That is all I have to re­mark, M. de Wardes,” con­clud­ed Buck­ing­ham as he salut­ed him.

			“And I, my lord, have on­ly this to re­ply to you: I have not dis­liked you hith­er­to, but, since you give me such a char­ac­ter, I hate you, and will do all I pos­si­bly can to kill you”; and de Wardes salut­ed Buck­ing­ham.

			Their swords crossed at the same mo­ment, like two flash­es of light­ning on a dark night. The swords seemed to seek each oth­er, guessed their po­si­tion, and met. Both were prac­ticed swords­men, and the ear­li­er pass­es were with­out any re­sult. The night was fast clos­ing in, and it was so dark that they at­tacked and de­fend­ed them­selves al­most in­stinc­tive­ly. Sud­den­ly de Wardes felt his sword ar­rest­ed—he had just touched Buck­ing­ham’s shoul­der. The duke’s sword sunk, as his arm was low­ered.

			“You are wound­ed, my lord,” said de Wardes, draw­ing back a step or two.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, but on­ly slight­ly.”

			“Yet you quit­ted your guard.”

			“On­ly from the first ef­fect of the cold steel, but I have re­cov­ered. Let us go on, if you please.” And dis­en­gag­ing his sword with a sin­is­ter clash­ing of the blade, the duke wound­ed the mar­quis in the breast.

			“A hit?” he said.

			“No,” cried de Wardes, not mov­ing from his place.

			“I beg your par­don, but ob­serv­ing that your shirt was stained—” said Buck­ing­ham.

			“Well,” said de Wardes fu­ri­ous­ly, “it is now your turn.”

			And with a ter­ri­ble lunge, he pierced Buck­ing­ham’s arm, the sword pass­ing be­tween the two bones. Buck­ing­ham feel­ing his right arm par­a­lyzed, stretched out his left, seized his sword, which was about fall­ing from his nerve­less grasp, and be­fore de Wardes could re­sume his guard, he thrust him through the breast. De Wardes tot­tered, his knees gave way be­neath him, and leav­ing his sword still fixed in the duke’s arm, he fell in­to the wa­ter, which was soon crim­soned with a more gen­uine re­flec­tion than that which it had bor­rowed from the clouds. De Wardes was not dead; he felt the ter­ri­ble dan­ger that men­aced him, for the sea rose fast. The duke, too, per­ceived the dan­ger. With an ef­fort and an ex­cla­ma­tion of pain he tore out the blade which re­mained in his arm, and turn­ing to­wards de Wardes said, “Are you dead, mar­quis?”

			“No,” replied de Wardes, in a voice choked by the blood which rushed from his lungs to his throat, “but very near it.”

			“Well, what is to be done; can you walk?” said Buck­ing­ham, sup­port­ing him on his knee.

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” he replied. Then fall­ing down again, said, “call to your peo­ple, or I shall be drowned.”

			“Hal­loa! boat there! quick, quick!”

			The boat flew over the waves, but the sea rose faster than the boat could ap­proach. Buck­ing­ham saw that de Wardes was on the point of be­ing again cov­ered by a wave; he passed his left arm, safe and un­wound­ed, round his body and raised him up. The wave as­cend­ed to his waist, but did not move him. The duke im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to car­ry his late an­tag­o­nist to­wards the shore. He had hard­ly gone ten paces, when a sec­ond wave, rush­ing on­wards high­er, more fu­ri­ous and men­ac­ing than the for­mer, struck him at the height of his chest, threw him over and buried him be­neath the wa­ter. At the re­flux, how­ev­er, the duke and de Wardes were dis­cov­ered ly­ing on the strand. De Wardes had faint­ed. At this mo­ment four of the duke’s sailors, who com­pre­hend­ed the dan­ger, threw them­selves in­to the sea, and in a mo­ment were close be­side him. Their ter­ror was ex­treme when they ob­served how their mas­ter be­came cov­ered with blood, in pro­por­tion to the wa­ter, with which it was im­preg­nat­ed, flowed to­wards his knees and feet; they wished to car­ry him.

			“No, no,” ex­claimed the duke, “take the mar­quis on shore first.”

			“Death to the French­man!” cried the Eng­lish sul­len­ly.

			“Wretch­ed knaves!” ex­claimed the duke, draw­ing him­self up with a haughty ges­ture, which sprin­kled them with blood, “obey di­rect­ly! M. de Wardes on shore! M. de Wardes’s safe­ty to be looked to first, or I will have you all hanged!”

			The boat had by this time reached them; the sec­re­tary and stew­ard leaped in­to the sea, and ap­proached the mar­quis, who no longer showed any sign of life.

			“I com­mit him to your care, as you val­ue your lives,” said the duke. “Take M. de Wardes on shore.” They took him in their arms, and car­ried him to the dry sand, where the tide nev­er rose so high. A few idlers and five or six fish­er­men had gath­ered on the shore, at­tract­ed by the strange spec­ta­cle of two men fight­ing with the wa­ter up to their knees. The fish­er­men, ob­serv­ing a group of men ap­proach­ing car­ry­ing a wound­ed man, en­tered the sea un­til the wa­ter was up to their waists. The Eng­lish trans­ferred the wound­ed man to them, at the very mo­ment the lat­ter be­gan to open his eyes again. The salt wa­ter and the fine sand had got in­to his wounds, and caused him the acutest pain. The duke’s sec­re­tary drew out a purse filled with gold from his pock­et, and hand­ed it to the one among those present who ap­peared of most im­por­tance, say­ing: “From my mas­ter, his Grace the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, in or­der that ev­ery pos­si­ble care may be tak­en of the Mar­quis de Wardes.”

			Then, fol­lowed by those who had ac­com­pa­nied him, he re­turned to the boat, which Buck­ing­ham had been en­abled to reach with the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty, but on­ly af­ter he had seen de Wardes out of dan­ger. By this time it was high tide; em­broi­dered coats, and silk sash­es were lost; many hats, too, had been car­ried away by the waves. The flow of the tide had borne the duke’s and de Wardes’s clothes to the shore, and de Wardes was wrapped in the duke’s dou­blet, un­der the be­lief that it was his own, when the fish­er­men car­ried him in their arms to­wards the town.
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				Three­fold Love

			
			As soon as Buck­ing­ham de­part­ed, Guiche imag­ined the coast would be per­fect­ly clear for him with­out any in­ter­fer­ence. Mon­sieur, who no longer re­tained the slight­est feel­ing of jeal­ousy, and who, be­sides, per­mit­ted him­self to be mo­nop­o­lized by the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, al­lowed as much lib­er­ty and free­dom in his house as the most ex­act­ing could de­sire. The king, on his side, who had con­ceived a strong predilec­tion for his sis­ter-in-law’s so­ci­ety, in­vent­ed a va­ri­ety of amuse­ments, in quick suc­ces­sion to each oth­er, in or­der to ren­der her res­i­dence in Paris as cheer­ful as pos­si­ble, so that in fact, not a day passed with­out a ball at the Palais Roy­al, or a re­cep­tion in Mon­sieur’s apart­ments. The king had di­rect­ed that Fontainebleau should be pre­pared for the re­cep­tion of the court, and ev­ery­one was us­ing his ut­most in­ter­est to get in­vit­ed. Madame led a life of in­ces­sant oc­cu­pa­tion; nei­ther her voice nor her pen were idle for a mo­ment. The con­ver­sa­tions with de Guiche were grad­u­al­ly as­sum­ing a tone of in­ter­est which might un­mis­tak­ably be rec­og­nized as the pre­lude of a deep-seat­ed at­tach­ment. When eyes look lan­guish­ing­ly while the sub­ject un­der dis­cus­sion hap­pens to be col­ors of ma­te­ri­als for dress­es; when a whole hour is oc­cu­pied in an­a­lyz­ing the mer­its and the per­fume of a sa­chet or a flow­er;—there are words in this style of con­ver­sa­tion which ev­ery­one might lis­ten to, but there are ges­tures and sighs that ev­ery­one can­not per­ceive. Af­ter Madame had talked for some time with de Guiche, she con­versed with the king, who paid her a vis­it reg­u­lar­ly ev­ery day. They played, wrote vers­es, or se­lect­ed mot­toes or em­blem­at­i­cal de­vices; this spring was not on­ly the Maytide of na­ture, it was the youth of an en­tire peo­ple, of which those at court were the head. The king was hand­some, young, and of un­equaled gal­lantry. All wom­en were pas­sion­ate­ly loved by him, even the queen his wife. This mighty monarch was, how­ev­er, more timid and more re­served than any oth­er per­son in the king­dom, to such a de­gree, in­deed, that he did not con­fess his sen­ti­ments even to him­self. This timid­i­ty of bear­ing re­strained him with­in the lim­its of or­di­nary po­lite­ness, and no wom­an could boast of hav­ing any pref­er­ence shown her be­yond that shown to oth­ers. It might be fore­told that the day when his re­al char­ac­ter would be dis­played would be the dawn of a new sovereign­ty; but as yet he had not de­clared him­self. M. de Guiche took ad­van­tage of this, and con­sti­tut­ed him­self the sov­er­eign prince of the whole laugh­ter-lov­ing court. It had been re­port­ed that he was on the best of terms with Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais; that he had been as­sid­u­ous­ly at­ten­tive to Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon; but now he was not even bare­ly civ­il to any of the court beau­ties. He had eyes and ears for one per­son alone. In this man­ner, and, as it were, with­out de­sign, he de­vot­ed him­self to Mon­sieur, who had a great re­gard for him, and kept him as much as pos­si­ble in his own apart­ments. Unso­cia­ble from nat­u­ral dis­po­si­tion, he had es­tranged him­self too much pre­vi­ous to the ar­rival of Madame, but, af­ter her ar­rival, he did not es­trange him­self suf­fi­cient­ly. This con­duct, which ev­ery­one had ob­served, had been par­tic­u­lar­ly re­marked by the evil ge­nius of the house, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, for whom Mon­sieur ex­hib­it­ed the warm­est at­tach­ment be­cause he was of a very cheer­ful dis­po­si­tion, even in his re­marks most full of mal­ice, and be­cause he was nev­er at a loss how to wile the time away. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, there­fore, hav­ing no­ticed that he was threat­ened with be­ing sup­plant­ed by de Guiche, re­sort­ed to strong mea­sures. He dis­ap­peared from the court, leav­ing Mon­sieur much em­bar­rassed. The first day of his ab­sence, Mon­sieur hard­ly in­quired about him, for he had de Guiche with him, and, ex­cept that the time giv­en to con­ver­sa­tion with Madame, his days and nights were rig­or­ous­ly de­vot­ed to the prince. On the sec­ond day, how­ev­er, Mon­sieur, find­ing no one near him, in­quired where the cheva­lier was. He was told that no one knew.

			De Guiche, af­ter hav­ing spent the morn­ing in se­lect­ing em­broi­deries and fringes with Madame, went to con­sole the prince. But af­ter din­ner, as there were some amethysts to be looked at, de Guiche re­turned to Madame’s cab­i­net. Mon­sieur was left quite to him­self dur­ing the time de­vot­ed to dress­ing and dec­o­rat­ing him­self; he felt that he was the most mis­er­able of men, and again in­quired whether there was any news of the cheva­lier, in re­ply to which he was told that no one could tell where the cheva­lier was to be found. Mon­sieur, hard­ly know­ing in what di­rec­tion to in­flict his weari­ness, went to Madame’s apart­ments dressed in his morn­ing-gown. He found a large as­sem­blage of peo­ple there, laugh­ing and whis­per­ing in ev­ery part of the room; at one end, a group of wom­en around one of the courtiers, talk­ing to­geth­er, amid smoth­ered bursts of laugh­ter; at the oth­er end, Mani­camp and Mal­icorne were be­ing pil­laged at cards by Mon­ta­lais and Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, while two oth­ers were stand­ing by, laugh­ing. In an­oth­er part were Madame, seat­ed up­on some cush­ions on the floor, and de Guiche, on his knees be­side her, spread­ing out a hand­ful of pearls and pre­cious stones, while the princess, with her white and slen­der fin­gers point­ed out such among them as pleased her the most. Again, in an­oth­er cor­ner of the room, a gui­tar play­er was play­ing some of the Span­ish seguedil­las, to which Madame had tak­en the great­est fan­cy ev­er since she had heard them sung by the young queen with a melan­choly ex­pres­sion of voice. But the songs which the Span­ish princess had sung with tears in her eyes, the young En­glish­wom­an was hum­ming with a smile that well dis­played her beau­ti­ful teeth. The cab­i­net pre­sent­ed, in fact, the most per­fect rep­re­sen­ta­tion of un­re­strained plea­sure and amuse­ment. As he en­tered, Mon­sieur was struck at be­hold­ing so many per­sons en­joy­ing them­selves with­out him. He was so jeal­ous at the sight that he could not re­sist ex­claim­ing, like a child, “What! you are amus­ing your­selves here, while I am sick and tired of be­ing alone!”

			The sound of his voice was like a clap of thun­der com­ing to in­ter­rupt the war­bling of birds un­der the leafy covert of the trees; a dead si­lence en­sued. De Guiche was on his feet in a mo­ment. Mal­icorne tried to hide him­self be­hind Mon­ta­lais. Mani­camp stood bolt up­right, and as­sumed a very cer­e­mo­ni­ous de­meanor. The gui­tar play­er thrust his in­stru­ment un­der a ta­ble, cov­er­ing it with a piece of car­pet to con­ceal it from the prince’s ob­ser­va­tion. Madame was the on­ly one who did not move, and smil­ing at her hus­band, said, “Is not this the hour you usu­al­ly de­vote to your toi­lette?”

			“An hour which oth­ers se­lect, it seems, for amus­ing them­selves,” replied the prince, grum­bling­ly.

			This un­to­ward re­mark was the sig­nal for a gen­er­al rout; the wom­en fled like a flock of ter­ri­fied star­lings; the gui­tar play­er van­ished like a shad­ow; Mal­icorne, still pro­tect­ed by Mon­ta­lais, who pur­pose­ly widened out her dress, glid­ed be­hind the hang­ing ta­pes­try. As for Mani­camp, he went to the as­sis­tance of de Guiche, who nat­u­ral­ly re­mained near Madame, and both of them, with the princess her­self, coura­geous­ly sus­tained the at­tack. The count was too hap­py to bear mal­ice against the hus­band; but Mon­sieur bore a grudge against his wife. Noth­ing was want­ing but a quar­rel; he sought it, and the hur­ried de­par­ture of the crowd, which had been so joy­ous be­fore he ar­rived, and was so dis­turbed by his en­trance, fur­nished him with a pre­text.

			“Why do they run away at the very sight of me?” he in­quired, in a su­per­cil­ious tone; to which re­mark Madame replied, that, “when­ev­er the mas­ter of the house made his ap­pear­ance, the fam­i­ly kept aloof out of re­spect.” As she said this, she made so fun­ny and so pret­ty a gri­mace, that de Guiche and Mani­camp could not con­trol them­selves; they burst in­to a peal of laugh­er; Madame fol­lowed their ex­am­ple, and even Mon­sieur him­self could not re­sist it, and he was obliged to sit down, as, for laugh­ing, he could scarce­ly keep his equi­lib­ri­um. How­ev­er, he very soon left off, but his anger had in­creased. He was still more fu­ri­ous be­cause he had per­mit­ted him­self to laugh, than from hav­ing seen oth­ers laugh. He looked at Mani­camp steadi­ly, not ven­tur­ing to show his anger to­wards de Guiche; but, at a sign which dis­played no lit­tle amount of an­noy­ance, Mani­camp and de Guiche left the room, so that Madame, left alone, be­gan sad­ly to pick up her pearls and amethysts, no longer smil­ing, and speak­ing still less.

			“I am very hap­py,” said the duke, “to find my­self treat­ed as a stranger here, Madame,” and he left the room in a pas­sion. On his way out, he met Mon­ta­lais, who was in at­ten­dance in the an­te­room. “It is very agree­able to pay you a vis­it here, but out­side the door.”

			Mon­ta­lais made a very low obei­sance. “I do not quite un­der­stand what Your Roy­al High­ness does me the hon­or to say.”

			“I say that when you are all laugh­ing to­geth­er in Madame’s apart­ment, he is an un­wel­come vis­i­tor who does not re­main out­side.”

			“Your Roy­al High­ness does not think, and does not speak so, of your­self?”

			“On the con­trary, it is on my own ac­count that I do speak and think. I have no rea­son, cer­tain­ly, to flat­ter my­self about the re­cep­tions I meet with here at any time. How is it that, on the very day there is mu­sic and a lit­tle so­ci­ety in Madame’s apart­ments—in my own apart­ments, in­deed, for they are mine—on the very day that I wish to amuse my­self a lit­tle in my turn, ev­ery­one runs away? Are they afraid to see me, that they all take wing as soon as I ap­pear? Is there any­thing wrong, then, go­ing on in my ab­sence?”

			“Yet noth­ing has been done to­day, Mon­seigneur, which is not done ev­ery day.”

			“What! do they laugh like that ev­ery day?”

			“Why, yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“The same group of peo­ple sim­per­ing and the same singing and strum­ming go­ing on ev­ery day?”

			“The gui­tar, Mon­seigneur, was in­tro­duced to­day; but when we have no gui­tars, we have vi­o­lins and flutes; ladies soon weary with­out mu­sic.”

			“The deuce!—and the men?”

			“What men, Mon­seigneur?”

			“M. de Guiche, M. de Mani­camp, and the rest of them?”

			“They all be­long to Your High­ness’s house­hold.”

			“Yes, yes, you are right,” said the prince, as he re­turned to his own apart­ments, full of thought. He threw him­self in­to the largest of his arm­chairs, with­out look­ing at him­self in the glass. “Where can the cheva­lier be?” said he. One of the prince’s at­ten­dants hap­pened to be near him, over­heard his re­mark, and replied—

			“No one knows, Your High­ness.”

			“Still the same an­swer. The first one who an­swers me again, ‘I do not know,’ I will dis­charge.” Ev­ery­one at this re­mark hur­ried out of his apart­ments, in the same man­ner as the oth­ers had fled from Madame’s apart­ments. The prince then flew in­to the wildest rage. He kicked over a chif­fonier, which tum­bled on the car­pet, bro­ken in­to pieces. He next went in­to the gal­leries, and with the great­est cool­ness threw down, one af­ter an­oth­er, an enam­eled vase, a por­phyry ew­er, and a bronze can­de­labrum. The noise sum­moned ev­ery­one to the var­i­ous doors.

			“What is Your High­ness’s plea­sure?” said the cap­tain of the Guards, timid­ly.

			“I am treat­ing my­self to some mu­sic,” replied the prince, gnash­ing his teeth.

			The cap­tain of the Guards de­sired His Roy­al High­ness’s physi­cian to be sent for. But be­fore he came, Mal­icorne ar­rived, say­ing to the prince, “Mon­seigneur, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine is here.”

			The duke looked at Mal­icorne, and smiled gra­cious­ly at him, just as the cheva­lier en­tered.
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				M. de Lor­raine’s Jeal­ousy

			
			The Duc d’Or­léans ut­tered a cry of de­light on per­ceiv­ing the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine. “This is for­tu­nate, in­deed,” he said; “by what hap­py chance do I see you? Had you in­deed dis­ap­peared, as ev­ery­one as­sured me?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“A caprice?”

			“I to ven­ture up­on caprices with Your High­ness! The re­spect—”

			“Put re­spect out of the way, for you fail in it ev­ery day. I ab­solve you; but why did you leave me?”

			“Be­cause I felt that I was of no fur­ther use to you.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Your High­ness has peo­ple about you who are far more amus­ing that I can ev­er be. I felt I was not strong enough to en­ter in­to con­test with them, and I there­fore with­drew.”

			“This ex­treme dif­fi­dence shows a want of com­mon sense. Who are those with whom you can­not con­tend? De Guiche?”

			“I name no one.”

			“This is ab­surd. Does de Guiche an­noy you?”

			“I do not say he does; do not force me to speak, how­ev­er; you know very well that de Guiche is one of our best friends.”

			“Who is it, then?”

			“Ex­cuse me, Mon­seigneur, let us say no more about it.” The cheva­lier knew per­fect­ly well that cu­rios­i­ty is ex­cit­ed in the same way as thirst—by re­mov­ing that which quench­es it; or in oth­er words, by deny­ing an ex­pla­na­tion.

			“No, no,” said the prince; “I wish to know why you went away.”

			“In that case, Mon­seigneur, I will tell you; but do not get an­gry. I re­marked that my pres­ence was dis­agree­able.”

			“To whom?”

			“To Madame.”

			“What do you mean?” said the duke in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“It is sim­ple enough; Madame is very prob­a­bly jeal­ous of the re­gard you are good enough to tes­ti­fy for me.”

			“Has she shown it to you?”

			“Madame nev­er ad­dress­es a syl­la­ble to me, par­tic­u­lar­ly since a cer­tain time.”

			“Since what time?”

			“Since the time when, M. de Guiche hav­ing made him­self more agree­able to her than I could, she re­ceives him at ev­ery and any hour.”

			The duke col­ored. “At any hour, cheva­lier; what do you mean by that?”

			“You see, Your High­ness, I have al­ready dis­pleased you; I was quite sure I should.”

			“I am not dis­pleased; but what you say is rather star­tling. In what re­spect does Madame pre­fer de Guiche to you?”

			“I shall say no more,” said the cheva­lier, salut­ing the prince cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly.

			“On the con­trary, I re­quire you to speak. If you with­draw on that ac­count, you must in­deed be very jeal­ous.”

			“One can­not help be­ing jeal­ous, Mon­seigneur, when one loves. Is not Your Roy­al High­ness jeal­ous of Madame? Would you not, if you saw some­one al­ways near Madame, and al­ways treat­ed with great fa­vor, take um­brage at it? One’s friends are as one’s lovers. Your High­ness has some­times con­ferred the dis­tin­guished hon­or up­on me of call­ing me your friend.”

			“Yes, yes: but you used a phrase which has a very equiv­o­cal sig­nif­i­cance; you are un­for­tu­nate in your phras­es.”

			“What phrase, Mon­seigneur?”

			“You said, ‘treat­ed with great fa­vor.’ What do you mean by fa­vor?”

			“Noth­ing can be more sim­ple,” said the cheva­lier, with an ex­pres­sion of great frank­ness; “for in­stance, when­ev­er a hus­band re­marks that his wife sum­mons such and such a man near her; when­ev­er this man is al­ways to be found by her side, or in at­ten­dance at the door of her car­riage; when­ev­er the bou­quet of the one is al­ways the same col­or as the rib­bons of the oth­er; when mu­sic and sup­per par­ties are held in pri­vate apart­ments; when­ev­er a dead si­lence takes place im­me­di­ate­ly the hus­band makes his ap­pear­ance in his wife’s rooms; and when the hus­band sud­den­ly finds that he has, as a com­pan­ion, the most de­vot­ed and the kind­est of men, who, a week be­fore, was with him as lit­tle as pos­si­ble; why, then—”

			“Well, fin­ish.”

			“Why, then, I say, Mon­seigneur, one pos­si­bly may get jeal­ous. But all these de­tails hard­ly ap­ply; for our con­ver­sa­tion had noth­ing to do with them.”

			The duke was ev­i­dent­ly very much ag­i­tat­ed, and seemed to strug­gle with him­self a good deal. “You have not told me,” he then re­marked, “why you ab­sent­ed your­self. A lit­tle while ago you said it was from a fear of in­trud­ing; you added, even, that you had ob­served a dis­po­si­tion on Madame’s part to en­cour­age de Guiche.”

			“Par­don me, Mon­seigneur, I did not say that.”

			“You did, in­deed.”

			“Well, if I did say so, I ob­served noth­ing but what was very in­of­fen­sive.”

			“At all events, you re­marked some­thing.”

			“You em­bar­rass me, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What does that mat­ter? An­swer me. If you speak the truth, why should you feel em­bar­rassed?”

			“I al­ways speak the truth, Mon­seigneur; but I al­so al­ways hes­i­tate when it is a ques­tion of re­peat­ing what oth­ers say.”

			“Ah! re­peat? It ap­pears that it is talked about, then?”

			“I ac­knowl­edge that oth­ers have spo­ken to me on the sub­ject.”

			“Who?” said the prince.

			The cheva­lier as­sumed al­most an an­gry air, as he replied, “Mon­seigneur, you are sub­ject­ing me to cross-ex­am­i­na­tion; you treat me as a crim­i­nal at the bar; the ru­mors which idly pass by a gen­tle­man’s ears do not re­main there. Your High­ness wish­es me to mag­ni­fy ru­mors un­til it at­tains the im­por­tance of an event.”

			“How­ev­er,” said the duke, in great dis­plea­sure, “the fact re­mains that you with­drew on ac­count of this re­port.”

			“To speak the truth, oth­ers have talked to me of the at­ten­tions of M. de Guiche to Madame, noth­ing more; per­fect­ly harm­less, I re­peat, and more than that, al­low­able. But do not be un­just, Mon­seigneur, and do not at­tach any un­due im­por­tance to it. It does not con­cern you.”

			“M. de Guiche’s at­ten­tions to Madame do not con­cern me?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur; and what I say to you I would say to de Guiche him­self, so lit­tle do I think of the at­ten­tions he pays Madame. Nay, I would say it even to Madame her­self. On­ly you un­der­stand what I am afraid of—I am afraid of be­ing thought jeal­ous of the fa­vor shown, when I am on­ly jeal­ous as far as friend­ship is con­cerned. I know your dis­po­si­tion; I know that when you be­stow your af­fec­tions you be­come ex­clu­sive­ly at­tached. You love Madame—and who, in­deed, would not love her? Fol­low me at­ten­tive­ly as I pro­ceed:—Madame has no­ticed among your friends the hand­somest and most fas­ci­nat­ing of them all; she will be­gin to in­flu­ence you on his be­half in such a way that you will ne­glect the oth­ers. Your in­dif­fer­ence would kill me; it is al­ready bad enough to have to sup­port Madame’s in­dif­fer­ence. I have, there­fore, made up my mind to give way to the fa­vorite whose hap­pi­ness I en­vy, even while I ac­knowl­edge my sin­cere friend­ship and sin­cere ad­mi­ra­tion for him. Well, Mon­seigneur, do you see any­thing to ob­ject to in this rea­son­ing? Is it not that of a man of hon­or? Is my con­duct that of a sin­cere friend? An­swer me, at least, af­ter hav­ing so close­ly ques­tioned me.”

			The duke had seat­ed him­self, with his head buried in his hands. Af­ter a si­lence long enough to en­able the cheva­lier to judge the ef­fect of this or­a­tor­i­cal dis­play, the duke arose, say­ing, “Come, be can­did.”

			“As I al­ways am.”

			“Very well. You know that we al­ready ob­served some­thing re­spect­ing that mad fel­low, Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Do not say any­thing against Madame, Mon­seigneur, or I shall take my leave. It is im­pos­si­ble you can be sus­pi­cious of Madame?”

			“No, no, cheva­lier; I do not sus­pect Madame; but in fact, I ob­serve—I com­pare—”

			“Buck­ing­ham was a mad­man, Mon­seigneur.”

			“A mad­man about whom, how­ev­er, you opened my eyes thor­ough­ly.”

			“No, no,” said the cheva­lier, quick­ly; “it was not I who opened your eyes, it was de Guiche. Do not con­found us, I beg.” And he be­gan to laugh in so harsh a man­ner that it sound­ed like the hiss of a ser­pent.

			“Yes, yes; I re­mem­ber. You said a few words, but de Guiche showed the most jeal­ousy.”

			“I should think so,” con­tin­ued the cheva­lier, in the same tone. “He was fight­ing for home and al­tar.”

			“What did you say?” said the duke, haugh­ti­ly, thor­ough­ly roused by this in­sid­i­ous jest.

			“Am I not right? for does not M. de Guiche hold the chief post of hon­or in your house­hold?”

			“Well,” replied the duke, some­what calmed, “had this pas­sion of Buck­ing­ham been re­marked?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Very well. Do peo­ple say that M. de Guiche’s is re­marked as much?”

			“Par­don me, Mon­seigneur; you are again mis­tak­en; no one says that M. de Guiche en­ter­tains any­thing of the sort.”

			“Very good.”

			“You see, Mon­seigneur, that it would have been bet­ter, a hun­dred times bet­ter, to have left me in my re­tire­ment, than to have al­lowed you to con­jure up, by aid of any scru­ples I may have had, sus­pi­cions which Madame will re­gard as crimes, and she would be in the right, too.”

			“What would you do?”

			“Act rea­son­ably.”

			“In what way?”

			“I should not pay the slight­est at­ten­tion to the so­ci­ety of these new Epi­cure­an philoso­phers; and, in that way, the ru­mors will cease.”

			“Well, I will see; I will think it over.”

			“Oh, you have time enough; the dan­ger is not great; and then, be­sides, it is not a ques­tion of dan­ger or of pas­sion. It all arose from a fear I had to see your friend­ship for me de­crease. From the very mo­ment you re­store it, with so kind an as­sur­ance of its ex­is­tence, I have no longer any oth­er idea in my head.”

			The duke shook his head as if he meant to say: “If you have no more ideas, I have, though.” It be­ing now the din­ner hour, the prince sent to in­form Madame of it; but she re­turned a mes­sage to the ef­fect that she could not be present, but would dine in her own apart­ment.

			“That is not my fault,” said the duke. “This morn­ing, hav­ing tak­en them by sur­prise in the midst of a mu­si­cal par­ty, I got jeal­ous; and so they are in the sulks with me.”

			“We will dine alone,” said the cheva­lier, with a sigh; “I re­gret de Guiche is not here.”

			“Oh! De Guiche will not re­main long in the sulks; he is a very good-na­tured fel­low.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” said the cheva­lier, sud­den­ly, “an ex­cel­lent idea has struck me, in our con­ver­sa­tion just now. I may have ex­as­per­at­ed Your High­ness, and caused you some dis­sat­is­fac­tion. It is but fit­ting that I should be the me­di­a­tor. I will go and look for the count, and bring him back with me.”

			“Ah! cheva­lier, you are re­al­ly a very good-na­tured fel­low.”

			“You say that as if you were sur­prised.”

			“Well, you are not so ten­der­heart­ed ev­ery day.”

			“That may be; but con­fess that I know how to re­pair a wrong I may have done.”

			“I con­fess that.”

			“Will Your High­ness do me the fa­vor to wait here a few min­utes?”

			“Will­ing­ly; be off, and I will try on my Fontainebleau cos­tume.”

			The cheva­lier left the room, called his dif­fer­ent at­ten­dants with the great­est care, as if he were giv­ing them dif­fer­ent or­ders. All went off in var­i­ous di­rec­tions; but he re­tained his valet de cham­bre. “As­cer­tain, and im­me­di­ate­ly, too, of M. de Guiche is not in Madame’s apart­ments. How can one learn it?”

			“Very eas­i­ly, Mon­sieur. I will ask Mal­icorne, who will find out from Mlle. de Mon­ta­lais. I may as well tell you, how­ev­er, that the in­quiry will be use­less; for all M. de Guiche’s at­ten­dants are gone, and he must have left with them.”

			“As­cer­tain, nev­er­the­less.”

			Ten min­utes had hard­ly passed, when the valet re­turned. He beck­oned his mas­ter mys­te­ri­ous­ly to­wards the ser­vants’ stair­case, and showed him in­to a small room with a win­dow look­ing out up­on the gar­den. “What is the mat­ter?” said the cheva­lier; “why so many pre­cau­tions?”

			“Look, Mon­sieur,” said the valet, “look yon­der, un­der the wal­nut-tree.”

			“Ah?” said the cheva­lier. “I see Mani­camp there. What is he wait­ing for?”

			“You will see in a mo­ment, Mon­sieur, if you wait pa­tient­ly. There, do you see now?”

			“I see one, two, four mu­si­cians with their in­stru­ments, and be­hind them, urg­ing them on, de Guiche him­self. What is he do­ing there, though?”

			“He is wait­ing un­til the lit­tle door of the stair­case, be­long­ing to the ladies of hon­or, is opened; by that stair­case he will as­cend to Madame’s apart­ments, where some new pieces of mu­sic are go­ing to be per­formed dur­ing din­ner.”

			“This is ad­mirable news you tell me.”

			“Is it not, Mon­sieur?”

			“Was it M. de Mal­icorne who told you this?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“He likes you, then?”

			“No, Mon­sieur, it is Mon­sieur that he likes.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause he wish­es to be­long to his house­hold.”

			“And most cer­tain­ly he shall. How much did he give you for that?”

			“The se­cret which I now dis­pose of to you, Mon­sieur.”

			“And which I buy for a hun­dred pis­toles. Take them.”

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur. Look, look, the lit­tle door opens; a wom­an ad­mits the mu­si­cians.”

			“It is Mon­ta­lais.”

			“Hush, Mon­seigneur; do not call out her name; who­ev­er says Mon­ta­lais says Mal­icorne. If you quar­rel with the one, you will be on bad terms with the oth­er.”

			“Very well; I have seen noth­ing.”

			“And I,” said the valet, pock­et­ing the purse, “have re­ceived noth­ing.”

			The cheva­lier, be­ing now cer­tain that Guiche had en­tered, re­turned to the prince, whom he found splen­did­ly dressed and ra­di­ant with joy, as with good looks. “I am told,” he ex­claimed, “that the king has tak­en the sun as his de­vice; re­al­ly, Mon­seigneur, it is you whom this de­vice would best suit.”

			“Where is de Guiche?”

			“He can­not be found. He has fled—has evap­o­rat­ed en­tire­ly. Your scold­ing of this morn­ing ter­ri­fied him. He could not be found in his apart­ments.”

			“Bah! the hair-brained fel­low is ca­pa­ble of set­ting off post-haste to his own es­tates. Poor man! we will re­call him. Come, let us dine now.”

			“Mon­seigneur, to­day is a very fes­ti­val of ideas; I have an­oth­er.”

			“What is it?”

			“Madame is an­gry with you, and she has rea­son to be so. You owe her re­venge; go and dine with her.”

			“Oh! that would be act­ing like a weak and whim­si­cal hus­band.”

			“It is the du­ty of a good hus­band to do so. The princess is no doubt wea­ried enough; she will be weep­ing in her plate, and here eyes will get quite red. A hus­band who is the cause of his wife’s eyes get­ting red is an odi­ous crea­ture. Come, Mon­seigneur, come.”

			“I can­not; for I have di­rect­ed din­ner to be served here.”

			“Yet see, Mon­seigneur, how dull we shall be; I shall be low-spir­it­ed be­cause I know that Madame will be alone; you, hard and sav­age as you wish to ap­pear, will be sigh­ing all the while. Take me with you to Madame’s din­ner, and that will be a de­light­ful sur­prise. I am sure we shall be very mer­ry; you were in the wrong this morn­ing.”

			“Well, per­haps I was.”

			“There is no per­haps at all, for it is a fact you were so.”

			“Cheva­lier, cheva­lier, your ad­vice is not good.”

			“Nay, my ad­vice is good; all the ad­van­tages are on your own side. Your vi­o­let-col­ored suit, em­broi­dered with gold, be­comes you ad­mirably. Madame will be as much van­quished by the man as by the ac­tion. Come, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You de­cide me; let us go.”

			The duke left his room, ac­com­pa­nied by the cheva­lier and went to­wards Madame’s apart­ments. The cheva­lier hasti­ly whis­pered to the valet, “Be sure there are some peo­ple be­fore that lit­tle door, so that no one can es­cape in that di­rec­tion. Run, run!” And he fol­lowed the duke to­wards the an­techam­bers of Madame’s suite of apart­ments, and when the ush­ers were about to an­nounce them, the cheva­lier said, laugh­ing, “His High­ness wish­es to sur­prise Madame.”
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			Mon­sieur en­tered the room abrupt­ly, as per­sons do who mean well and think they con­fer plea­sure, or as those who hope to sur­prise some se­cret, the ter­ri­ble re­ward of jeal­ous peo­ple. Madame, al­most out of her sens­es with joy at the first bars of mu­sic, was danc­ing in the most un­re­strained man­ner, leav­ing the din­ner, which had been al­ready be­gun, un­fin­ished. Her part­ner was M. de Guiche, who, with his arms raised, and his eyes half closed, was kneel­ing on one knee, like the Span­ish dancers, with looks full of pas­sion, and ges­tures of the most ca­ress­ing char­ac­ter. The princess was danc­ing round him with a re­spon­sive smile, and the same air of al­lur­ing se­duc­tive­ness. Mon­ta­lais stood by ad­mir­ing­ly; La Val­lière, seat­ed in a cor­ner of the room, looked on thought­ful­ly. It is im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe the ef­fect which the pres­ence of the prince pro­duced up­on this glee­ful com­pa­ny, and it would be equal­ly im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe the ef­fect which the sight of their hap­pi­ness pro­duced up­on Philip. The Comte de Guiche had no pow­er to move; Madame re­mained in the mid­dle of one of the fig­ures and of an at­ti­tude, un­able to ut­ter a word. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, lean­ing his back against the door­way, smiled like a man in the very height of the frank­est ad­mi­ra­tion. The pal­lor of the prince, and the con­vul­sive twitch­ing of his hands and limbs, were the first symp­toms that struck those present. A dead si­lence suc­ceed­ed the mer­ry mu­sic of the dance. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine took ad­van­tage of this in­ter­val to salute Madame and de Guiche most re­spect­ful­ly, af­fect­ing to join them to­geth­er in his rev­er­ences as though they were the mas­ter and mis­tress of the house. Mon­sieur then ap­proached them, say­ing, in a hoarse tone of voice, “I am de­light­ed; I came here ex­pect­ing to find you ill and low-spir­it­ed, and I find you aban­don­ing your­self to new amuse­ments; re­al­ly, it is most for­tu­nate. My house is the pleas­an­test in the king­dom.” Then turn­ing to­wards de Guiche, “Comte,” he said, “I did not know you were so good a dancer.” And, again ad­dress­ing his wife, he said, “Show a lit­tle more con­sid­er­a­tion for me, Madame; when­ev­er you in­tend to amuse your­selves here, in­vite me. I am a prince, un­for­tu­nate­ly, very much ne­glect­ed.”

			Guiche had now re­cov­ered his self-pos­ses­sion, and with the spir­it­ed bold­ness which was nat­u­ral to him, and sat so well up­on him, he said, “Your High­ness knows very well that my very life is at your ser­vice, and when­ev­er there is a ques­tion of its be­ing need­ed, I am ready; but to­day, as it is on­ly a ques­tion of danc­ing to mu­sic, I dance.”

			“And you are per­fect­ly right,” said the prince, cold­ly. “But, Madame,” he con­tin­ued, “you do not re­mark that your ladies de­prive me of my friends; M. de Guiche does not be­long to you, Madame, but to me. If you wish to dine with­out me you have your ladies. When I dine alone I have my gen­tle­men; do not strip me of ev­ery­thing.”

			Madame felt the re­proach and the les­son, and the col­or rushed to her face. “Mon­sieur,” she replied, “I was not aware, when I came to the court of France, that princess­es of my rank were to be re­gard­ed as the wom­en in Tur­key are. I was not aware that we were not al­lowed to be seen; but, since such is your de­sire, I will con­form my­self to it; pray do not hes­i­tate, if you should wish it, to have my win­dows barred, even.”

			This repar­tee, which made Mon­ta­lais and de Guiche smile, rekin­dled the prince’s anger, no in­con­sid­er­able por­tion of which had al­ready evap­o­rat­ed in words.

			“Very well,” he said, in a con­cen­trat­ed tone of voice, “this is the way in which I am re­spect­ed in my own house.”

			“Mon­seigneur, Mon­seigneur,” mur­mured the cheva­lier in the duke’s ear, in such a man­ner that ev­ery­one could ob­serve he was en­deav­or­ing to calm him.

			“Come,” replied the prince, as his on­ly an­swer to the re­mark, hur­ry­ing him away, and turn­ing round with so hasty a move­ment that he al­most ran against Madame. The cheva­lier fol­lowed him to his own apart­ment, where the prince had no soon­er seat­ed him­self than he gave free vent to his fury. The cheva­lier raised his eyes to­wards the ceil­ing, joined his hands to­geth­er, and said not a word.

			“Give me your opin­ion,” ex­claimed the prince.

			“Up­on what?”

			“Up­on what is tak­ing place here.”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur, it is a very se­ri­ous mat­ter.”

			“It is abom­inable! I can­not live in this man­ner.”

			“How mis­er­able all this is,” said the cheva­lier. “We hoped to en­joy tran­quil­li­ty af­ter that mad­man Buck­ing­ham had left.”

			“And this is worse.”

			“I do not say that, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Yes, but I say it; for Buck­ing­ham would nev­er have ven­tured up­on a fourth part of what we have just now seen.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“To con­ceal one­self for the pur­pos­es of danc­ing, and to feign in­dis­po­si­tion in or­der to dine tête-à-tête.”

			“No, no, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Yes, yes,” ex­claimed the prince, ex­cit­ing him­self like a self-willed child; “but I will not en­dure it any longer, I must learn what is re­al­ly go­ing on.”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur, an ex­po­sure—”

			“By Heav­en, Mon­sieur, shall I put my­self out of the way, when peo­ple show so lit­tle con­sid­er­a­tion for me? Wait for me here, cheva­lier, wait for me here.” The prince dis­ap­peared in the neigh­bor­ing apart­ment and in­quired of the gen­tle­man in at­ten­dance if the queen-moth­er had re­turned from chapel.

			Anne of Aus­tria felt that her hap­pi­ness was now com­plete; peace re­stored to her fam­i­ly, a na­tion de­light­ed with the pres­ence of a young monarch who had shown an ap­ti­tude for af­fairs of great im­por­tance; the rev­enues of the state in­creased; ex­ter­nal peace as­sured; ev­ery­thing seemed to prom­ise a tran­quil fu­ture. Her thoughts re­curred, now and then, to the poor young no­ble­man whom she had re­ceived as a moth­er, and had driv­en away as a hard­heart­ed step­moth­er, and she sighed as she thought of him.

			Sud­den­ly the Duc d’Or­léans en­tered her room. “Dear moth­er,” he ex­claimed hur­ried­ly, clos­ing the door, “things can­not go on as they are now.”

			Anne of Aus­tria raised her beau­ti­ful eyes to­wards him, and with an un­moved suavi­ty of man­ner, said, “What do you al­lude to?”

			“I wish to speak of Madame.”

			“Your wife?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“I sup­pose that sil­ly fel­low Buck­ing­ham has been writ­ing a farewell let­ter to her.”

			“Oh! yes, Madame; of course, it is a ques­tion of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Of whom else could it be, then? for that poor fel­low was, wrong­ly enough, the ob­ject of your jeal­ousy, and I thought—”

			“My wife, Madame, has al­ready re­placed the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Philip, what are you say­ing? You are speak­ing very heed­less­ly.”

			“No, no. Madame has so man­aged mat­ters, that I am still jeal­ous.”

			“Of whom, in Heav­en’s name?”

			“Is it pos­si­ble you have not re­marked it? Have you not no­ticed that M. de Guiche is al­ways in her apart­ments—al­ways with her?”

			The queen clapped her hands to­geth­er, and be­gan to laugh. “Philip,” she said, “your jeal­ousy is not mere­ly a de­fect, it is a dis­ease.”

			“Whether a de­fect or a dis­ease, Madame, I am the suf­fer­er from it.”

			“And do you imag­ine that a com­plaint which ex­ists on­ly in your own imag­i­na­tion can be cured? You wish it to be said you are right in be­ing jeal­ous, when there is no ground what­ev­er for your jeal­ousy.”

			“Of course, you will be­gin to say for this gen­tle­man what you al­ready said on the be­half of the oth­er.”

			“Be­cause, Philip,” said the queen dry­ly, “what you did for the oth­er, you are go­ing to do for this one.”

			The prince bowed, slight­ly an­noyed. “If I give you facts,” he said, “will you be­lieve me?”

			“If it re­gard­ed any­thing else but jeal­ousy, I would be­lieve you with­out your bring­ing facts for­ward; but as jeal­ousy is the case, I prom­ise noth­ing.”

			“It is just the same as if Your Majesty were to de­sire me to hold my tongue, and sent me away un­heard.”

			“Far from it; you are my son, I owe you a moth­er’s in­dul­gence.”

			“Oh, say what you think; you owe me as much in­dul­gence as a mad­man de­serves.”

			“Do not ex­ag­ger­ate, Philip, and take care how you rep­re­sent your wife to me as a wom­an of de­praved mind—”

			“But facts, moth­er, facts!”

			“Well, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“This morn­ing at ten o’clock they were play­ing mu­sic in Madame’s apart­ments.”

			“No harm in that, sure­ly.”

			“M. de Guiche was talk­ing with her alone—Ah! I for­got to tell you, that, dur­ing the last ten days, he has nev­er left her side.”

			“If they were do­ing any harm they would hide them­selves.”

			“Very good,” ex­claimed the duke, “I ex­pect­ed you to say that. Pray re­mem­ber with pre­ci­sion the words you have just ut­tered. This morn­ing I took them by sur­prise, and showed my dis­sat­is­fac­tion in a very marked man­ner.”

			“Re­ly up­on it, that is quite suf­fi­cient; it was, per­haps, even a lit­tle too much. These young wom­en eas­i­ly take of­fense. To re­proach them for an er­ror they have not com­mit­ted is, some­times, al­most equiv­a­lent to telling them they might be guilty of even worse.”

			“Very good, very good; but wait a minute. Do not for­get what you have just this mo­ment said, that this morn­ing’s les­son ought to have been suf­fi­cient, and that if they had been do­ing what was wrong, they would have hid­den them­selves.”

			“Yes, I said so.”

			“Well, just now, re­pent­ing of my hasti­ness of the morn­ing, and imag­in­ing that Guiche was sulk­ing in his own apart­ments, I went to pay Madame a vis­it. Can you guess what, or whom, I found there? An­oth­er set of mu­si­cians; more danc­ing, and Guiche him­self—he was con­cealed there.”

			Anne of Aus­tria frowned. “It was im­pru­dent,” she said. “What did Madame say?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“And Guiche?”

			“As much—oh, no! he mut­tered some im­per­ti­nent re­mark or an­oth­er.”

			“Well, what is your opin­ion, Philip?”

			“That I have been made a fool of; that Buck­ing­ham was on­ly a pre­text, and that Guiche is the one who is re­al­ly to blame in the mat­ter.”

			Anne shrugged her shoul­ders. “Well,” she said, “what else?”

			“I wish de Guiche to be dis­missed from my house­hold, as Buck­ing­ham was, and I shall ask the king, un­less—”

			“Un­less what?”

			“Un­less you, my dear moth­er, who are so clever and so kind, will ex­e­cute the com­mis­sion your­self.”

			“I will not do it, Philip.”

			“What, Madame?”

			“Lis­ten, Philip; I am not dis­posed to pay peo­ple ill com­pli­ments ev­ery day; I have some in­flu­ence over young peo­ple, but I can­not take ad­van­tage of it with­out run­ning the chances of los­ing it al­to­geth­er. Be­sides, there is noth­ing to prove that M. de Guiche is guilty.”

			“He has dis­pleased me.”

			“That is your own af­fair.”

			“Very well, I know what I shall do,” said the prince, im­petu­ous­ly.

			Anne looked at him with some un­easi­ness. “What do you in­tend to do?” she said.

			“I will have him drowned in my fish­pond the very next time I find him in my apart­ments again.” Hav­ing launched this ter­ri­ble threat, the prince ex­pect­ed his moth­er would be fright­ened out of her sens­es; but the queen was un­moved.

			“Do so,” she said.

			Philip was as weak as a wom­an, and be­gan to cry out, “Ev­ery­one be­trays me—no one cares for me; my moth­er, even, joins my en­e­mies.”

			“Your moth­er, Philip, sees fur­ther in the mat­ter than you do, and does not care about ad­vis­ing you, since you will not lis­ten to her.”

			“I will go to the king.”

			“I was about to pro­pose that to you. I am now ex­pect­ing His Majesty; it is the hour he usu­al­ly pays me a vis­it; ex­plain the mat­ter to him your­self.”

			She had hard­ly fin­ished when Philip heard the door of the an­te­room open with some noise. He be­gan to feel ner­vous. At the sound of the king’s foot­steps, which could be heard up­on the car­pet, the duke hur­ried­ly made his es­cape. Anne of Aus­tria could not re­sist laugh­ing, and was laugh­ing still when the king en­tered. He came very af­fec­tion­ate­ly to in­quire af­ter the even now un­cer­tain health of the queen-moth­er, and to an­nounce to her that the prepa­ra­tions for the jour­ney to Fontainebleau were com­plete. See­ing her laugh, his un­easi­ness on her ac­count di­min­ished, and he ad­dressed her in a vi­va­cious tone him­self. Anne of Aus­tria took him by the hand, and, in a voice full of play­ful­ness, said, “Do you know, sire that I am proud of be­ing a Span­ish wom­an?”

			“Why, Madame?”

			“Be­cause Span­ish wom­en are worth more than Eng­lish wom­en at least.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Since your mar­riage you have not, I be­lieve, had a sin­gle re­proach to make against the queen.”

			“Cer­tain­ly not.”

			“And you, too, have been mar­ried some time. Your broth­er, on the con­trary, has been mar­ried but a fort­night.”

			“Well?”

			“He is now find­ing fault with Madame a sec­ond time.”

			“What, Buck­ing­ham still?”

			“No, an­oth­er.”

			“Who?”

			“Guiche.”

			“Re­al­ly? Madame is a co­quette, then?”

			“I fear so.”

			“My poor broth­er,” said the king, laugh­ing.

			“You don’t ob­ject to co­quettes, it seems?”

			“In Madame, cer­tain­ly I do; but Madame is not a co­quette at heart.”

			“That may be, but your broth­er is ex­ces­sive­ly an­gry about it.”

			“What does he want?”

			“He wants to drown Guiche.”

			“That is a vi­o­lent mea­sure to re­sort to.”

			“Do not laugh; he is ex­treme­ly ir­ri­tat­ed. Think of what can be done.”

			“To save Guiche—cer­tain­ly.”

			“Of, if your broth­er heard you, he would con­spire against you as your un­cle did against your fa­ther.”

			“No; Philip has too much af­fec­tion for me for that, and I, on my side, have too great a re­gard for him; we shall live to­geth­er on very good terms. But what is the sub­stance of his re­quest?”

			“That you will pre­vent Madame from be­ing a co­quette and Guiche from be­ing ami­able.”

			“Is that all? My broth­er has an ex­alt­ed idea of sov­er­eign pow­er. To re­form a man, not to speak about re­form­ing a wom­an!”

			“How will you set about it?”

			“With a word to Guiche, who is a clever fel­low, I will un­der­take to con­vince him.”

			“But Madame?”

			“That is more dif­fi­cult; a word will not be enough. I will com­pose a homi­ly and read it to her.”

			“There is no time to be lost.”

			“Oh, I will use the ut­most dili­gence. There is a rep­e­ti­tion of the bal­let this af­ter­noon.”

			“You will read her a lec­ture while you are danc­ing?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“You prom­ise to con­vert her?”

			“I will root out the heresy al­to­geth­er, ei­ther by con­vinc­ing her, or by ex­treme mea­sures.”

			“That is all right, then. Do not mix me up in the af­fair; Madame would nev­er for­give me all her life, and as a moth­er-in-law, I ought to de­sire to live on good terms with my new­found daugh­ter.”

			“The king, Madame, will take all up­on him­self. But let me re­flect.”

			“What about?”

			“It would be bet­ter, per­haps, if I were to go and see Madame in her own apart­ment.”

			“Would that not seem a some­what se­ri­ous step to take?”

			“Yes; but se­ri­ous­ness is not un­be­com­ing in preach­ers, and the mu­sic of the bal­let would drown half my ar­gu­ments. Be­sides, the ob­ject is to pre­vent any vi­o­lent mea­sures on my broth­er’s part, so that a lit­tle pre­cip­i­ta­tion may be ad­vis­able. Is Madame in her own apart­ment?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“What is my state­ment of griev­ances to con­sist of?”

			“In a few words, of the fol­low­ing: mu­sic un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly; Guiche’s as­siduity; sus­pi­cions of trea­son­able plots and prac­tices.”

			“And the proofs?”

			“There are none.”

			“Very well; I will go at once to see Madame.” The king turned to look in the mir­rors at his cos­tume, which was very rich, and his face, which was ra­di­ant as the morn­ing. “I sup­pose my broth­er is kept a lit­tle at a dis­tance,” said the king.

			“Fire and wa­ter can­not be more op­po­site.”

			“That will do. Per­mit me, Madame, to kiss your hands, the most beau­ti­ful hands in France.”

			“May you be suc­cess­ful, sire, as the fam­i­ly peace­mak­er.”

			“I do not em­ploy an am­bas­sador,” said Louis, “which is as much as to say that I shall suc­ceed.” He laughed as he left the room, and care­less­ly ad­just­ed his ruf­fles as he went along.
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				The Me­di­a­tor

			
			When the king made his ap­pear­ance in Madame’s apart­ments, the courtiers, whom the news of a con­ju­gal mis­un­der­stand­ing had dis­persed through the var­i­ous apart­ments, be­gan to en­ter­tain the most se­ri­ous ap­pre­hen­sions. A storm was brew­ing in that di­rec­tion, the el­e­ments of which the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, in the midst of the dif­fer­ent groups, was an­a­lyz­ing with de­light, con­tribut­ing to the weak­er, and act­ing, ac­cord­ing to his own wicked de­signs, in such a man­ner with re­gard to the stronger, as to pro­duce the most dis­as­trous con­se­quences pos­si­ble. As Anne of Aus­tria had her­self said, the pres­ence of the king gave a solemn and se­ri­ous char­ac­ter to the event. In­deed, in the year 1662, the dis­sat­is­fac­tion of Mon­sieur with Madame, and the king’s in­ter­ven­tion in the pri­vate af­fairs of Mon­sieur, was a mat­ter of no in­con­sid­er­able mo­ment.3

			The bold­est, even, who had been the as­so­ciates of the Comte de Guiche, had, from the first mo­ment, held aloof from him, with a sort of ner­vous ap­pre­hen­sion; and the comte him­self, in­fect­ed by the gen­er­al pan­ic, re­tired to his own room. The king en­tered Madame’s pri­vate apart­ments, ac­knowl­edg­ing and re­turn­ing the salu­ta­tions, as he was al­ways in the habit of do­ing. The ladies of hon­or were ranged in a line on his pas­sage along the gallery. Al­though His Majesty was very much pre­oc­cu­pied, he gave the glance of a mas­ter at the two rows of young and beau­ti­ful girls, who mod­est­ly cast down their eyes, blush­ing as they felt the king’s gaze fall up­on them. One on­ly of the num­ber, whose long hair fell in silken mass­es up­on the most beau­ti­ful skin imag­in­able, was pale, and could hard­ly sus­tain her­self, not­with­stand­ing the knocks which her com­pan­ion gave her with her el­bow. It was La Val­lière whom Mon­ta­lais sup­port­ed in that man­ner by whis­per­ing some of that courage to her with which she her­self was so abun­dant­ly pro­vid­ed. The king could not re­sist turn­ing round to look at them again. Their faces, which had al­ready been raised, were again low­ered, but the on­ly fair head among them re­mained mo­tion­less, as if all the strength and in­tel­li­gence she had left had aban­doned her. When he en­tered Madame’s room, Louis found his sis­ter-in-law re­clin­ing up­on the cush­ions of her cab­i­net. She rose and made a pro­found rev­er­ence, mur­mur­ing some words of thanks for the hon­or she was re­ceiv­ing. She then re­sumed her seat, over­come by a sud­den weak­ness, which was no doubt as­sumed, for a de­light­ful col­or an­i­mat­ed her cheeks, and her eyes, still red from the tears she had re­cent­ly shed, nev­er had more fire in them. When the king was seat­ed, as soon as he had re­marked, with that ac­cu­ra­cy of ob­ser­va­tion which char­ac­ter­ized him, the dis­or­der of the apart­ment, and the no less great dis­or­der of Madame’s coun­te­nance, he as­sumed a play­ful man­ner, say­ing, “My dear sis­ter, at what hour to­day would you wish the rep­e­ti­tion of the bal­let to take place?”

			Madame, shak­ing her charm­ing head, slow­ly and lan­guish­ing­ly said: “Ah! sire, will you gra­cious­ly ex­cuse my ap­pear­ance at the rep­e­ti­tion? I was about to send to in­form you that I could not at­tend to­day.”

			“In­deed,” said the king, in ap­par­ent sur­prise; “are you not well?”

			“No, sire.”

			“I will sum­mon your med­i­cal at­ten­dants, then.”

			“No, for they can do noth­ing for my in­dis­po­si­tion.”

			“You alarm me.”

			“Sire, I wish to ask Your Majesty’s per­mis­sion to re­turn to Eng­land.”

			The king start­ed. “Re­turn to Eng­land,” he said; “do you re­al­ly say what you mean?”

			“I say it re­luc­tant­ly, sire,” replied the grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, firm­ly, her beau­ti­ful black eyes flash­ing. “I re­gret to have to con­fide such mat­ters to Your Majesty, but I feel my­self too un­hap­py at Your Majesty’s court; and I wish to re­turn to my own fam­i­ly.”

			“Madame, Madame,” ex­claimed the king, as he ap­proached her.

			“Lis­ten to me, sire,” con­tin­ued the young wom­an, ac­quir­ing by de­grees that as­cen­den­cy over her in­ter­roga­tor which her beau­ty and her ner­vous na­ture con­ferred; “young as I am, I have al­ready suf­fered hu­mil­i­a­tion, and have en­dured dis­dain here. Oh! do not con­tra­dict me, sire,” she said, with a smile. The king col­ored.

			“Then,” she con­tin­ued, “I had rea­soned my­self in­to the be­lief that Heav­en called me in­to ex­is­tence with that ob­ject—I, the daugh­ter of a pow­er­ful monarch; that since my fa­ther had been de­prived of life, Heav­en could well smite my pride. I have suf­fered great­ly; I have been the cause, too, of my moth­er suf­fer­ing much; but I vowed that if Prov­i­dence ev­er placed me in a po­si­tion of in­de­pen­dence, even were it that of a work­man of the low­er class­es, who gains her bread by her la­bor, I would nev­er suf­fer hu­mil­i­a­tion again. That day has now ar­rived; I have been re­stored to the for­tune due to my rank and to my birth; I have even as­cend­ed again the steps of a throne, and I thought that, in al­ly­ing my­self with a French prince, I should find in him a re­la­tion, a friend, an equal; but I per­ceive I have found on­ly a mas­ter, and I rebel. My moth­er shall know noth­ing of it; you whom I re­spect, and whom I—love—”

			The king start­ed; nev­er had any voice so grat­i­fied his ear.

			“You, sire, who know all, since you have come here; you will, per­haps, un­der­stand me. If you had not come, I should have gone to you. I wish for per­mis­sion to go away. I leave it to your del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing to ex­cul­pate and to pro­tect me.”

			“My dear sis­ter,” mur­mured the king, over­pow­ered by this bold at­tack, “have you re­flect­ed up­on the enor­mous dif­fi­cul­ty of the project you have con­ceived?”

			“Sire, I do not re­flect, I feel. At­tacked, I in­stinc­tive­ly re­pel the at­tack, noth­ing more.”

			“Come, tell me, what have they done to you?” said the king.

			The princess, it will have been seen, by this pe­cu­liar­ly fem­i­nine ma­neu­ver, had es­caped ev­ery re­proach, and ad­vanced on her side a far more se­ri­ous one; from the ac­cused she be­came the ac­cus­er. It is an in­fal­li­ble sign of guilt; but not­with­stand­ing that, all wom­en, even the least clever of the sex, in­vari­ably know how to de­rive some such means of turn­ing the ta­bles. The king had for­got­ten that he was pay­ing her a vis­it in or­der to say to her, “What have you done to my broth­er?” and he was re­duced to weak­ly ask­ing her, “What have they done to you?”

			“What have they done to me?” replied Madame. “One must be a wom­an to un­der­stand it, sire—they have made me shed tears”; and, with one of her fin­gers, whose slen­der­ness and per­fect white­ness were un­equaled, she point­ed to her bril­liant eyes swim­ming with un­shed drops, and again be­gan to weep.

			“I im­plore you, my dear sis­ter!” said the king, ad­vanc­ing to take her warm and throb­bing hand, which she aban­doned to him.

			“In the first place, sire, I was de­prived of the pres­ence of my broth­er’s friend. The Duke of Buck­ing­ham was an agree­able, cheer­ful vis­i­tor; my own coun­try­man, who knew my habits; I will say al­most a com­pan­ion, so ac­cus­tomed had we been to pass our days to­geth­er, with our oth­er friends, up­on the beau­ti­ful piece of wa­ter at St. James’s.”

			“But Vil­liers was in love with you.”

			“A pre­text! What does it mat­ter,” she said, se­ri­ous­ly, “whether the duke was in love with me or not? Is a man in love so very dan­ger­ous for me? Ah! sire, it is not suf­fi­cient for a man to love a wom­an.” And she smiled so ten­der­ly, and with so much arch­ness, that the king felt his heart swell and throb in his breast.

			“At all events, if my broth­er were jeal­ous?” in­ter­rupt­ed the king.

			“Very well, I ad­mit that is a rea­son; and the duke was sent away ac­cord­ing­ly.”

			“No, not sent away.”

			“Driv­en away, dis­missed, ex­pelled, then, if you pre­fer it, sire. One of the first gen­tle­men of Eu­rope obliged to leave the court of the King of France, of Louis XIV, like a beg­gar, on ac­count of a glance or a bou­quet. It was lit­tle wor­thy of a most gal­lant court; but for­give me, sire; I for­got, that, in speak­ing thus, I am at­tack­ing your sov­er­eign pow­er.”

			“I as­sure you, my dear sis­ter, it was not I who dis­missed the Duke of Buck­ing­ham; I was charmed with him.”

			“It was not you?” said Madame; “ah! so much the bet­ter”; and she em­pha­sized the “so much the bet­ter,” as if she had in­stead said, “so much the worse.”

			A few min­utes’ si­lence en­sued. She then re­sumed: “The Duke of Buck­ing­ham hav­ing left—I now know why and by whose means—I thought I should have re­cov­ered my tran­quil­li­ty; but not at all, for all at once Mon­sieur found an­oth­er pre­text; all at once—”

			“All at once,” said the king, play­ful­ly, “some­one else presents him­self. It is but nat­u­ral; you are beau­ti­ful, and will al­ways meet with men who will mad­ly love you.”

			“In that case,” ex­claimed the princess, “I will cre­ate a soli­tude around me, which in­deed seems to be what is wished, and what is be­ing pre­pared for me. But no, I pre­fer to re­turn to Lon­don. There I am known and ap­pre­ci­at­ed. I shall have friends, with­out fear­ing they may be re­gard­ed as my lovers. Shame! it is a dis­grace­ful sus­pi­cion, and un­wor­thy a gen­tle­man. Mon­sieur has lost ev­ery­thing in my es­ti­ma­tion, since he has shown me he can be a tyrant to a wom­an.”

			“Nay, nay, my broth­er’s on­ly fault is that of lov­ing you.”

			“Love me! Mon­sieur love me! Ah! sire,” and she burst out laugh­ing. “Mon­sieur will nev­er love any wom­an,” she said; “Mon­sieur loves him­self too much; no, un­hap­pi­ly for me, Mon­sieur’s jeal­ousy is of the worst kind—he is jeal­ous with­out love.”

			“Con­fess, how­ev­er,” said the king, who be­gan to be ex­cit­ed by this var­ied and an­i­mat­ed con­ver­sa­tion; “con­fess that Guiche loves you.”

			“Ah! sire, I know noth­ing about that.”

			“You must have per­ceived it. A man who loves read­i­ly be­trays him­self.”

			“M. de Guiche has not be­trayed him­self.”

			“My dear sis­ter, you are de­fend­ing M. de Guiche.”

			“I, in­deed! Ah, sire, I on­ly need­ed a sus­pi­cion from your­self to crown my wretched­ness.”

			“No, Madame, no,” re­turned the king, hur­ried­ly; “do not dis­tress your­self. Nay, you are weep­ing. I im­plore you to calm your­self.”

			She wept, how­ev­er, and large tears fell up­on her hands; the king took one of her hands in his, and kissed the tears away. She looked at him so sad­ly and with so much ten­der­ness that he felt his heart giv­ing way un­der her gaze.

			“You have no kind of feel­ing, then, for Guiche?” he said, more dis­turbed than be­came his char­ac­ter of me­di­a­tor.

			“None—ab­so­lute­ly none.”

			“Then I can re­as­sure my broth­er in that re­spect?”

			“Noth­ing will sat­is­fy him, sire. Do not be­lieve he is jeal­ous. Mon­sieur has been bad­ly ad­vised by some­one, and he is of ner­vous dis­po­si­tion.”

			“He may well be so when you are con­cerned,” said the king.

			Madame cast down her eyes, and was silent; the king did so like­wise, still hold­ing her hand all the while. Their mo­men­tary si­lence seemed to last an age. Madame gen­tly with­drew her hand, and from that mo­ment, she felt her tri­umph was cer­tain, and that the field of bat­tle was her own.

			“Mon­sieur com­plains,” said the king, “that you pre­fer the so­ci­ety of pri­vate in­di­vid­u­als to his own con­ver­sa­tion and so­ci­ety.”

			“But Mon­sieur pass­es his life in look­ing at his face in the glass, and in plot­ting all sorts of spite­ful things against wom­en with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine.”

			“Oh, you are go­ing some­what too far.”

			“I on­ly tell you what is true. Do you ob­serve for your­self, sire, and you will see that I am right.”

			“I will ob­serve; but, in the mean­time, what sat­is­fac­tion can I give my broth­er?”

			“My de­par­ture.”

			“You re­peat that word,” ex­claimed the king, im­pru­dent­ly, as if, dur­ing the last ten min­utes, such a change had been pro­duced that Madame would have had all her ideas on the sub­ject thor­ough­ly changed.

			“Sire, I can­not be hap­py here any longer,” she said. “M. de Guiche an­noys Mon­sieur. Will he be sent away, too?”

			“If it be nec­es­sary, why not?” replied the king, smil­ing.

			“Well; and af­ter M. de Guiche—whom, by the by, I shall re­gret—I warn you, sire.”

			“Ah, you will re­gret him?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; he is ami­able, he has a great friend­ship for me, and he amus­es me.”

			“If Mon­sieur were on­ly to hear you,” said the king, slight­ly an­noyed, “do you know I would not un­der­take to make it up again be­tween you; nay, I would not even at­tempt it.”

			“Sire, can you, even now, pre­vent Mon­sieur from be­ing jeal­ous of the first per­son who may ap­proach? I know very well that M. de Guiche is not the first.”

			“Again I warn you that as a good broth­er I shall take a dis­like to de Guiche.”

			“Ah, sire, do not, I en­treat you, adopt ei­ther the sym­pa­thies or the dis­likes of Mon­sieur. Re­main king; bet­ter for your­self and for ev­ery­one else.”

			“You jest charm­ing­ly, Madame; and I can well un­der­stand how the peo­ple you at­tack must adore you.”

			“And is that the rea­son why you, sire, whom I had re­gard­ed as my de­fend­er, are about to join these who per­se­cute me?” said Madame.

			“I your per­se­cu­tor! Heav­en for­bid!”

			“Then,” she con­tin­ued, lan­guish­ing­ly, “grant me a fa­vor.”

			“What­ev­er you wish.”

			“Let me re­turn to Eng­land.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er!” ex­claimed Louis XIV.

			“I am a pris­on­er, then?”

			“In France—if France is a prison—yes.”

			“What must I do, then?”

			“I will tell you. In­stead of de­vot­ing your­self to friend­ships which are some­what un­sta­ble, in­stead of alarm­ing us by your re­tire­ment, re­main al­ways in our so­ci­ety, do not leave us, let us live as a unit­ed fam­i­ly. M. de Guiche is cer­tain­ly very ami­able; but if, at least, we do not pos­sess his wit—”

			“Ah, sire, you know very well you are pre­tend­ing to be mod­est.”

			“No, I swear to you. One may be a king, and yet feel that he pos­sess­es few­er chances of pleas­ing than many oth­er gen­tle­men.”

			“I am sure, sire, that you do not be­lieve a sin­gle word you are say­ing.”

			The king looked at Madame ten­der­ly, and said, “Will you prom­ise me one thing?”

			“What is it?”

			“That you will no longer waste up­on strangers, in your own apart­ments, the time which you owe us. Shall we make an of­fen­sive and de­fen­sive al­liance against the com­mon en­e­my?”

			“An al­liance with you, sire?”

			“Why not? Are you not a sov­er­eign pow­er?”

			“But are you, sire, a re­li­able al­ly?”

			“You shall see, Madame.”

			“And when shall this al­liance com­mence?”

			“This very day.”

			“I will draw up the treaty, and you shall sign it.”

			“Blind­ly.”

			“Then, sire, I prom­ise you won­ders; you are the star of the court, and when you make your ap­pear­ance, ev­ery­thing will be re­splen­dent.”

			“Oh, Madame, Madame,” said Louis XIV, “you know well that there is no bril­lian­cy that does not pro­ceed from your­self, and that if I as­sume the sun as my de­vice, it is on­ly an em­blem.”

			“Sire, you flat­ter your al­ly, and you wish to de­ceive her,” said Madame, threat­en­ing the king with her fin­ger men­ac­ing­ly raised.

			“What! you be­lieve I am de­ceiv­ing you, when I as­sure you of my af­fec­tion?”

			“Yes.”

			“What makes you so sus­pi­cious?”

			“One thing.”

			“What is it? I shall in­deed be un­hap­py if I do not over­come it.”

			“That one thing in ques­tion, sire, is not in your pow­er, not even in the pow­er of Heav­en.”

			“Tell me what it is.”

			“The past.”

			“I do not un­der­stand, Madame,” said the king, pre­cise­ly be­cause he had un­der­stood her but too well.

			The princess took his hand in hers. “Sire,” she said, “I have had the mis­for­tune to dis­please you for so long a pe­ri­od, that I have al­most the right to ask my­self to­day why you were able to ac­cept me as a sis­ter-in-law.”

			“Dis­please me! You have dis­pleased me?”

			“Nay, do not de­ny it, for I re­mem­ber it well.”

			“Our al­liance shall date from to­day,” ex­claimed the king, with a warmth that was not as­sumed. “You will not think any more of the past, will you? I my­self am re­solved that I will not. I shall al­ways re­mem­ber the present; I have it be­fore my eyes; look.” And he led the princess be­fore a mir­ror, in which she saw her­self re­flect­ed, blush­ing and beau­ti­ful enough to over­come a saint.

			“It is all the same,” she mur­mured; “it will not be a very wor­thy al­liance.”

			“Must I swear?” in­quired the king, in­tox­i­cat­ed by the volup­tuous turn the whole con­ver­sa­tion had tak­en.

			“Oh, I will not refuse to wit­ness a re­sound­ing oath,” said Madame; “it has al­ways the sem­blance of se­cu­ri­ty.”

			The king knelt up­on a foot­stool and took Madame’s hand. She, with a smile that no painter could ev­er suc­ceed in de­pict­ing, and which a po­et might on­ly imag­ine, gave him both her hands, in which he hid his burn­ing face. Nei­ther of them could ut­ter a syl­la­ble. The king felt Madame with­draw her hands, ca­ress­ing his face while she did so. He rose im­me­di­ate­ly and left the apart­ment. The courtiers re­marked his height­ened col­or, and con­clud­ed that the scene had been a stormy one. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, how­ev­er, has­tened to say, “Nay, be com­fort­ed, gen­tle­men, His Majesty is al­ways pale when he is an­gry.”
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				The Ad­vis­ers

			
			The king left Madame in a state of ag­i­ta­tion it would have been dif­fi­cult even for him­self to have ex­plained. It is im­pos­si­ble, in fact, to de­pict the se­cret play of those strange sym­pa­thies which, sud­den­ly and ap­par­ent­ly with­out any cause, are ex­cit­ed, af­ter many years passed in the great­est calm­ness and in­dif­fer­ence, by two hearts des­tined to love each oth­er. Why had Louis for­mer­ly dis­dained, al­most hat­ed, Madame? Why did he now find the same wom­an so beau­ti­ful, so cap­ti­vat­ing? And why, not on­ly were his thoughts oc­cu­pied about her, but still more, why were they so con­tin­u­ous­ly oc­cu­pied about her? Why, in fact, had Madame, whose eyes and mind were sought for in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, shown dur­ing the last week to­wards the king a sem­blance of fa­vor which en­cour­aged the be­lief of still greater re­gard. It must not be sup­posed that Louis pro­posed to him­self any plan of se­duc­tion; the tie which unit­ed Madame to his broth­er was, or at least seemed to him, an in­su­per­a­ble bar­ri­er; he was even too far re­moved from that bar­ri­er to per­ceive its ex­is­tence. But on the down­ward path of those pas­sions in which the heart re­joic­es, to­wards which youth im­pels us, no one can de­cide where to stop, not even the man who has in ad­vance cal­cu­lat­ed all the chances of his own suc­cess or an­oth­er’s sub­mis­sion. As far as Madame was con­cerned, her re­gard for the king may eas­i­ly be ex­plained: she was young, a co­quette, and ar­dent­ly fond of ad­mi­ra­tion. Hers was one of those buoy­ant, im­petu­ous na­tures, which up­on a the­atre would leap over the great­est ob­sta­cles to ob­tain an ac­knowl­edge­ment of ap­plause from the spec­ta­tors. It was not sur­pris­ing, then, that, af­ter hav­ing been adored by Buck­ing­ham, by de Guiche, who was su­pe­ri­or to Buck­ing­ham, even if it were on­ly from that neg­a­tive mer­it, so much ap­pre­ci­at­ed by wom­en, that is to say, nov­el­ty—it was not sur­pris­ing, we say, that the princess should raise her am­bi­tion to be­ing ad­mired by the king, who not on­ly was the first per­son in the king­dom, but was one of the hand­somest and clever­est men in Eu­rope. As for the sud­den pas­sion with which Louis was in­spired for his sis­ter-in-law, phys­i­ol­o­gy would per­haps sup­ply an ex­pla­na­tion by some hack­neyed com­mon­place rea­sons, and na­ture by means of her mys­te­ri­ous affin­i­ty of char­ac­ters. Madame had the most beau­ti­ful black eyes in the world; Louis, eyes as beau­ti­ful, but blue. Madame was laugh­ter-lov­ing and un­re­served in her man­ners; Louis, melan­choly and dif­fi­dent. Sum­moned to meet each oth­er for the first time up­on the grounds of in­ter­est and com­mon cu­rios­i­ty, these two op­po­site na­tures were mu­tu­al­ly in­flu­enced by the min­gling of their re­cip­ro­cal con­tra­dic­tions of char­ac­ter. Louis, when he re­turned to his own rooms, ac­knowl­edged to him­self that Madame was the most at­trac­tive wom­an of his court. Madame, left alone, de­light­ed­ly thought that she had made a great im­pres­sion on the king. This feel­ing with her must re­main pas­sive, whilst the king could not but act with all the nat­u­ral ve­he­mence of the heat­ed fan­cies of a young man, and of a young man who has but to ex­press a wish to see his wish ful­filled.

			The first thing the king did was to an­nounce to Mon­sieur that ev­ery­thing was qui­et­ly ar­ranged; that Madame had the great­est re­spect, the sin­cer­est af­fec­tion for him; but that she was of a proud, im­petu­ous char­ac­ter, and that her sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ties were so acute as to re­quire very care­ful man­age­ment.

			Mon­sieur replied in the ret­i­cent tone of voice he gen­er­al­ly adopt­ed with his broth­er, that he could not very well un­der­stand the sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ties of a wom­an whose con­duct might, in his opin­ion, ex­pose her to cen­so­ri­ous re­marks, and that if any­one had a right to feel wound­ed, it was he, Mon­sieur him­self. To this the king replied in a quick tone of voice, which showed the in­ter­est he took in his sis­ter-in-law, “Thank Heav­en, Madame is above cen­sure.”

			“The cen­sure of oth­ers, cer­tain­ly, I ad­mit,” said Mon­sieur; “but not above mine, I pre­sume.”

			“Well,” said the king, “all I have to say, Philip, is that Madame’s con­duct does not de­serve your cen­sure. She cer­tain­ly is heed­less and sin­gu­lar, but pro­fess­es the best feel­ings. The Eng­lish char­ac­ter is not al­ways well un­der­stood in France, and the lib­er­ty of Eng­lish man­ners some­times sur­pris­es those who do not know the ex­tent to which this lib­er­ty is en­riched by in­no­cence.”

			“Ah!” said Mon­sieur, more and more piqued, “from the very mo­ment that Your Majesty ab­solves my wife, whom I ac­cuse, my wife is not guilty, and I have noth­ing more to say.”

			“Philip,” replied the king hasti­ly, for he felt the voice of con­science mur­mur­ing soft­ly in his heart that Mon­sieur was not al­to­geth­er wrong, “what I have done, and what I have said, has been on­ly for your hap­pi­ness. I was told that you com­plained of a want of con­fi­dence and at­ten­tion on Madame’s part, and I did not wish your un­easi­ness to be pro­longed. It is part of my du­ty to watch over your house­hold, as over that of the hum­blest of my sub­jects. I have sat­is­fied my­self, there­fore, with the sin­cer­est plea­sure, that your ap­pre­hen­sions have no foun­da­tion.”

			“And,” con­tin­ued Mon­sieur, in an in­ter­rog­a­tive tone of voice, and fix­ing his eyes up­on his broth­er, “what Your Majesty has dis­cov­ered for Madame—and I bow my­self to your su­pe­ri­or judg­ment—have you ver­i­fied for those who have been the cause of the scan­dal of which I com­plain?”

			“You are right, Philip,” said the king; “I will re­serve that point for fu­ture con­sid­er­a­tion.”

			These words com­prised an or­der as well as a con­so­la­tion; the prince felt it to be so, and with­drew.

			As for Louis, he went to seek his moth­er, for he felt that he had need of a more com­plete ab­so­lu­tion than that he had just re­ceived from his broth­er. Anne of Aus­tria did not en­ter­tain for M. de Guiche the same rea­sons for in­dul­gence she had had for Buck­ing­ham. She per­ceived, at the very first words he pro­nounced, that Louis was not dis­posed to be se­vere.

			To ap­pear in a con­tra­dic­to­ry hu­mor was one of the strat­a­gems of the good queen, in or­der to suc­ceed in as­cer­tain­ing the truth. But Louis was no longer in his ap­pren­tice­ship; al­ready for more than a year past he had been king, and dur­ing that year he had learned how to dis­sem­ble. Lis­ten­ing to Anne of Aus­tria, in or­der to per­mit her to dis­close her own thoughts, tes­ti­fy­ing his ap­proval on­ly by look and ges­ture, he be­came con­vinced, from cer­tain pierc­ing glances, and from cer­tain skill­ful in­sin­u­a­tions, that the queen, so clear-sight­ed in mat­ters of gal­lantry, had, if not guessed, at least sus­pect­ed, his weak­ness for Madame. Of all his aux­il­iaries, Anne of Aus­tria would be the most im­por­tant to se­cure; of all his en­e­mies, Anne of Aus­tria would prove most dan­ger­ous. Louis, there­fore, changed his ma­neu­vers. He com­plained of Madame, ab­solved Mon­sieur, lis­tened to what his moth­er had to say of de Guiche, as he had pre­vi­ous­ly lis­tened to what she had to say of Buck­ing­ham, and then, when he saw that she thought she had gained a com­plete vic­to­ry over him, he left her.

			The whole of the court, that is to say, all the fa­vorites and more in­ti­mate as­so­ciates, and they were nu­mer­ous, since there were al­ready five mas­ters, were as­sem­bled in the evening for the rep­e­ti­tion of the bal­let. This in­ter­val had been oc­cu­pied by poor de Guiche in re­ceiv­ing vis­its; among the num­ber was one which he hoped and feared near­ly to an equal ex­tent. It was that of the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine. About three o’clock in the af­ter­noon the cheva­lier en­tered de Guiche’s rooms. His looks were of the most re­as­sur­ing char­ac­ter. “Mon­sieur,” said he to de Guiche, “was in an ex­cel­lent hu­mor, and no none could say that the slight­est cloud had passed across the con­ju­gal sky. Be­sides, Mon­sieur was not one to bear ill-feel­ing.”

			For a long time past, dur­ing his res­i­dence at the court, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine had de­cid­ed, that of Louis XI­II’s two sons, Mon­sieur was the one who had in­her­it­ed the fa­ther’s char­ac­ter—an un­cer­tain, ir­res­o­lute char­ac­ter; im­pul­sive­ly good, in­dif­fer­ent­ly dis­posed at bot­tom; but cer­tain­ly a ci­pher for his friends. He es­pe­cial­ly cheered de Guiche, by point­ing out to him that Madame would, be­fore long, suc­ceed in gov­ern­ing her hus­band, and that, con­se­quent­ly, that man would gov­ern Mon­sieur who should suc­ceed in in­flu­enc­ing Madame.

			To this, de Guiche full of mis­trust and pres­ence of mind, replied, “Yes, cheva­lier; but I be­lieve Madame to be a very dan­ger­ous per­son.”

			“In what re­spect?”

			“She has per­ceived that Mon­sieur is not very pas­sion­ate­ly in­clined to­wards wom­en.”

			“Quite true,” said the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, laugh­ing.

			“In that case, Madame will choose the first one who ap­proach­es, in or­der to make him the ob­ject of her pref­er­ence, and to bring back her hus­band by jeal­ousy.”

			“Deep! deep!” ex­claimed the cheva­lier.

			“But true,” replied de Guiche.

			Nei­ther the one nor the oth­er ex­pressed his re­al thought. De Guiche, at the very mo­ment he thus at­tacked Madame’s char­ac­ter, men­tal­ly asked her for­give­ness from the bot­tom of his heart. The cheva­lier, while ad­mir­ing de Guiche’s pen­e­tra­tion, was lead­ing him, blind­fold­ed, to the brink of the precipice. De Guiche then ques­tioned him more di­rect­ly up­on the ef­fect pro­duced by the scene of the morn­ing, and up­on the still more se­ri­ous ef­fect pro­duced by the scene at din­ner.

			“But I have al­ready told you they are all laugh­ing at it,” replied the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, “and Mon­sieur him­self at the head of them.”

			“Yet,” haz­ard­ed de Guiche, “I have heard that the king paid Madame a vis­it.”

			“Yes, pre­cise­ly so. Madame was the on­ly one who did not laugh, and the king went to her in or­der to make her laugh, too.”

			“So that—”

			“So that noth­ing is al­tered in the ar­range­ments of the day,” said the cheva­lier.

			“And is there a rep­e­ti­tion of the bal­let this evening?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Quite,” re­turned the cheva­lier.

			At this mo­ment of the con­ver­sa­tion be­tween the two young men, Raoul en­tered, look­ing full of anx­i­ety. As soon as the cheva­lier, who had a se­cret dis­like for him, as for ev­ery oth­er no­ble char­ac­ter, per­ceived him en­ter, he rose from his seat.

			“What do you ad­vise me to do, then?” in­quired de Guiche of the cheva­lier.

			“I ad­vise you to go to sleep in per­fect tran­quil­li­ty, my dear count.”

			“And my ad­vice, de Guiche,” said Raoul, “is the very op­po­site.”

			“What is that?”

			“To mount your horse and set off at once for one of your es­tates; on your ar­rival, fol­low the cheva­lier’s ad­vice, if you like; and, what is more, you can sleep there as long and as tran­quil­ly as you please.”

			“What! set off!” ex­claimed the cheva­lier, feign­ing sur­prise; “why should de Guiche set off?”

			“Be­cause, and you can­not be ig­no­rant of it—you par­tic­u­lar­ly so—be­cause ev­ery­one is talk­ing about the scene which has passed be­tween Mon­sieur and de Guiche.”

			De Guiche turned pale.

			“Not at all,” replied the cheva­lier, “not at all; and you have been wrong­ly in­formed, M. de Bragelonne.”

			“I have been per­fect­ly well-in­formed, on the con­trary, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul, “and the ad­vice I give de Guiche is that of a friend.”

			Dur­ing this dis­cus­sion, de Guiche, some­what shak­en, looked al­ter­nate­ly first at one and then at the oth­er of his ad­vis­ers. He in­ward­ly felt that a game, im­por­tant in all its con­se­quences for the rest of his life, was be­ing played at that mo­ment.

			“Is it not the fact,” said the cheva­lier, putting the ques­tion to the count him­self, “is it not the fact, de Guiche, that the scene was not so tem­pes­tu­ous as the Vi­comte de Bragelonne seems to think, and who, more­over, was not him­self there?”

			“Whether tem­pes­tu­ous or not,” per­sist­ed Raoul, “it is not pre­cise­ly of the scene it­self that I am speak­ing, but of the con­se­quences that may en­sue. I know that Mon­sieur has threat­ened, I know that Madame has been in tears.”

			“Madame in tears!” ex­claimed de Guiche, im­pru­dent­ly clasp­ing his hands.

			“Ah!” said the cheva­lier, laugh­ing, “this is in­deed a cir­cum­stance I was not ac­quaint­ed with. You are de­cid­ed­ly bet­ter in­formed than I am, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne.”

			“And it is be­cause I am bet­ter in­formed than your­self, cheva­lier, that I in­sist up­on de Guiche leav­ing.”

			“No, no; I re­gret to dif­fer from you, vi­comte; but his de­par­ture is un­nec­es­sary. Why, in­deed, should he leave? tell us why.”

			“The king!”

			“The king!” ex­claimed de Guiche.

			“Yes; I tell you the king has tak­en up the af­fair.”

			“Bah!” said the cheva­lier, “the king likes de Guiche, and par­tic­u­lar­ly his fa­ther; re­flect, that, if the count were to leave, it would be an ad­mis­sion that he had done some­thing which mer­it­ed re­buke.”

			“Why so?”

			“No doubt of it; when one runs away, it is ei­ther from guilt or fear.”

			“Some­times, be­cause a man is of­fend­ed; of­ten be­cause he is wrong­ful­ly ac­cused,” said Bragelonne. “We will as­sign as a rea­son for his de­par­ture, that he feels hurt and in­jured—noth­ing will be eas­i­er; we will say that we both did our ut­most to keep him, and you, at least, will not be speak­ing oth­er­wise than the truth. Come, de Guiche, you are in­no­cent, and, be­ing so, the scene of to­day must have wound­ed you. So set off.”

			“No, de Guiche, re­main where you are,” said the cheva­lier; “pre­cise­ly as M. de Bragelonne has put it, be­cause you are in­no­cent. Once more, for­give me, vi­comte; but my opin­ion is the very op­po­site to your own.”

			“And you are at per­fect lib­er­ty to main­tain it, Mon­sieur; but be as­sured that the ex­ile which de Guiche will vol­un­tar­i­ly im­pose up­on him­self will be of short du­ra­tion. He can ter­mi­nate it when­ev­er he pleas­es, and re­turn­ing from his vol­un­tary ex­ile, he will meet with smiles from all lips; while, on the con­trary, the anger of the king may now draw down a storm up­on his head, the end of which no one can fore­see.”

			The cheva­lier smiled, and mut­tered to him­self, “That is the very thing I wish.” And at the same time he shrugged his shoul­ders, a move­ment which did not es­cape the count, who dread­ed, if he quit­ted the court, to seem to yield to a feel­ing of fear.

			“No, no; I have de­cid­ed, Bragelonne; I stay.”

			“I proph­esy, then,” said Raoul, sad­ly, “that mis­for­tune will be­fall you, de Guiche.”

			“I, too, am a prophet, but not a prophet of evil; on the con­trary, count, I say to you, ‘re­main.’ ”

			“Are you sure,” in­quired de Guiche, “that the rep­e­ti­tion of the bal­let still takes place?”

			“Quite sure.”

			“Well, you see, Raoul,” con­tin­ued de Guiche, en­deav­or­ing to smile, “you see, the court is not so very sor­row­ful, or so read­i­ly dis­posed for in­ter­nal dis­sen­sions, when danc­ing is car­ried on with such as­siduity. Come, ac­knowl­edge that,” said the count to Raoul, who shook his head, say­ing, “I have noth­ing to add.”

			“But,” in­quired the cheva­lier, cu­ri­ous to learn whence Raoul had ob­tained his in­for­ma­tion, the ex­ac­ti­tude of which he was in­ward­ly forced to ad­mit, “since you say you are well-in­formed, vi­comte, how can you be bet­ter in­formed than my­self, who am one of the prince’s most in­ti­mate com­pan­ions?”

			“To such a dec­la­ra­tion I sub­mit. You cer­tain­ly ought to be per­fect­ly well-in­formed, I ad­mit; and, as a man of hon­or is in­ca­pable of say­ing any­thing but what he knows to be true, or of speak­ing oth­er­wise than what he thinks, I will say no more, but con­fess my­self de­feat­ed, and leave you in pos­ses­sion of the field of bat­tle.”

			Where­upon Raoul, who now seemed on­ly to care to be left qui­et, threw him­self up­on a couch, whilst the count sum­moned his ser­vants to aid him in dress­ing. The cheva­lier, find­ing that time was pass­ing away, wished to leave; but he feared, too, that Raoul, left alone with de Guiche, might yet in­flu­ence him to change his mind. He there­fore made use of his last re­source.

			“Madame,” he said, “will be bril­liant; she ap­pears to­day in her cos­tume of Pomona.”

			“Yes, that is so,” ex­claimed the count.

			“And she has just giv­en di­rec­tions in con­se­quence,” con­tin­ued the cheva­lier. “You know, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, that the king is to ap­pear as Spring.”

			“It will be ad­mirable,” said de Guiche; “and that is a bet­ter rea­son for me to re­main than any you have yet giv­en, be­cause I am to ap­pear as Au­tumn, and shall have to dance with Madame. I can­not ab­sent my­self with­out the king’s or­ders, since my de­par­ture would in­ter­rupt the bal­let.”

			“I,” said the cheva­lier, “am to be on­ly a sim­ple égy­pan; true, it is, I am a bad dancer, and my legs are not well made. Gen­tle­men, adieu. Do not for­get the bas­ket of fruit, which you are to of­fer to Pomona, count.”

			“Rest as­sured,” said de Guiche, de­light­ed­ly, “I shall for­get noth­ing.”

			“I am now quite cer­tain that he will re­main,” mur­mured the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine to him­self.

			Raoul, when the cheva­lier had left, did not even at­tempt to dis­suade his friend, for he felt that it would be trou­ble thrown away; he mere­ly ob­served to the comte, in his melan­choly and melo­di­ous voice, “You are em­bark­ing in a most dan­ger­ous en­ter­prise. I know you well; you go to ex­tremes in ev­ery­thing, and the la­dy you love does so, too. Ad­mit­ting for an in­stant that she should at last love you—”

			“Oh, nev­er!” ex­claimed de Guiche.

			“Why do you say nev­er?”

			“Be­cause it would be a great mis­for­tune for both of us.”

			“In that case, in­stead of re­gard­ing you sim­ply im­pru­dent, I can­not but con­sid­er you ab­so­lute­ly mad.”

			“Why?”

			“Are you per­fect­ly sure—mind, an­swer me frankly—that you do not wish her whom you love to make any sac­ri­fice for you?”

			“Yes, yes; quite sure.”

			“Love her, then, at a dis­tance.”

			“What! at a dis­tance?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; what mat­ters be­ing present or ab­sent, since you ex­pect noth­ing from her? Love her por­trait, a me­men­to.”

			“Raoul!”

			“Love is a shad­ow, an il­lu­sion, a chimera; be de­vot­ed to the af­fec­tion it­self, in giv­ing a name to your ide­al­i­ty.”

			“Ah!”

			“You turn away; your ser­vants ap­proach. I will say no more. In good or bad for­tune, de Guiche, de­pend on me.”

			“In­deed I shall do so.”

			“Very well; that is all I had to say to you. Spare no pains in your per­son, de Guiche, and look your very best. Adieu.”

			“You will not be present, then, at the bal­let, vi­comte?”

			“No; I shall have a vis­it to pay in town. Farewell, de Guiche.”

			The re­cep­tion was to take place in the king’s apart­ments. In the first place, there were the queens, then Madame, and a few ladies of the court, who had been care­ful­ly se­lect­ed. A great num­ber of courtiers, al­so se­lect­ed, oc­cu­pied the time, be­fore the danc­ing com­menced, in con­vers­ing, as peo­ple knew how to con­verse in those times. None of the ladies who had re­ceived in­vi­ta­tions ap­peared in the cos­tumes of the fête, as the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine had pre­dict­ed, but many con­ver­sa­tions took place about the rich and in­ge­nious toi­lettes de­signed by dif­fer­ent painters for the bal­let of “The Demigods,” for thus were termed the kings and queens of which Fontainebleau was about to be­come the Pan­theon. Mon­sieur ar­rived, hold­ing in his hand a draw­ing rep­re­sent­ing his char­ac­ter; he looked some­what anx­ious; he bowed cour­te­ous­ly to the young queen and his moth­er, but salut­ed Madame al­most cav­a­lier­ly. His no­tice of her and his cold­ness of man­ner were ob­served by all. M. de Guiche in­dem­ni­fied the princess by a look of pas­sion­ate de­vo­tion, and it must be ad­mit­ted that Madame, as she raised her eyes, re­turned it to him with in­ter­est. It is un­ques­tion­able that de Guiche had nev­er looked so hand­some, for Madame’s glance had its cus­tom­ary ef­fect of light­ing up the fea­tures of the son of the Mar­shal de Gra­mont. The king’s sis­ter-in-law felt a storm mus­ter­ing above her head; she felt, too, that dur­ing the whole of the day, so fruit­ful in fu­ture events, she had act­ed un­just­ly, if not trea­son­ably, to­wards one who loved her with such a depth of de­vo­tion. In her eyes the mo­ment seemed to have ar­rived for an ac­knowl­edge­ment to the poor vic­tim of the in­jus­tice of the morn­ing. Her heart spoke, and mur­mured the name of de Guiche; the count was sin­cere­ly pitied and ac­cord­ing­ly gained the vic­to­ry over all oth­ers. Nei­ther Mon­sieur, nor the king, nor the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, was any longer thought of; de Guiche at that mo­ment reigned with­out a ri­val. But al­though Mon­sieur al­so looked very hand­some, still he could not be com­pared to the count. It is well known—in­deed all wom­en say so—that a wide dif­fer­ence in­vari­ably ex­ists be­tween the good looks of a lover and those of a hus­band. Be­sides, in the present case, af­ter Mon­sieur had left, and af­ter the cour­te­ous and af­fec­tion­ate recog­ni­tion of the young queen and of the queen-moth­er, and the care­less and in­dif­fer­ent no­tice of Madame, which all the courtiers had re­marked; all these mo­tives gave the lover the ad­van­tage over the hus­band. Mon­sieur was too great a per­son­age to no­tice these de­tails. Noth­ing is so cer­tain as a well set­tled idea of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty to prove the in­fe­ri­or­i­ty of the man who has that opin­ion of him­self. The king ar­rived. Ev­ery­one looked for what might pos­si­bly hap­pen in the glance, which be­gan to be­stir the world, like the brow of Jupiter To­nans. Louis had none of his broth­er’s gloomi­ness, but was per­fect­ly ra­di­ant. Hav­ing ex­am­ined the greater part of the draw­ings which were dis­played for his in­spec­tion on ev­ery side, he gave his opin­ion or made his re­marks up­on them, and in this man­ner ren­dered some hap­py and oth­ers wretch­ed by a sin­gle word. Sud­den­ly his glance, which was smil­ing­ly di­rect­ed to­wards Madame, de­tect­ed the slight cor­re­spon­dence es­tab­lished be­tween the princess and the count. He bit his lips, but when he opened them again to ut­ter a few com­mon­place re­marks, he said, ad­vanc­ing to­wards the queens:—

			“I have just been in­formed that ev­ery­thing is now pre­pared at Fontainebleau, in ac­cor­dance with my di­rec­tions.” A mur­mur of sat­is­fac­tion arose from the dif­fer­ent groups, and the king per­ceived on ev­ery face the great­est anx­i­ety to re­ceive an in­vi­ta­tion for the fêtes. “I shall leave to­mor­row,” he added. Where­upon the pro­found­est si­lence im­me­di­ate­ly en­sued. “And I in­vite,” said the king, fin­ish­ing, “all those who are now present to get ready to ac­com­pa­ny me.”

			Smil­ing faces were now ev­ery­where vis­i­ble, with the ex­cep­tion of Mon­sieur, who seemed to re­tain his ill-hu­mor. The dif­fer­ent no­ble­men and ladies of the court there­upon de­filed be­fore the king, one af­ter the oth­er, in or­der to thank His Majesty for the great hon­or which had been con­ferred up­on them by the in­vi­ta­tion. When it came to de Guiche’s turn, the king said, “Ah! M. de Guiche, I did not see you.”

			The comte bowed, and Madame turned pale. De Guiche was about to open his lips to ex­press his thanks, when the king said, “Comte, this is the sea­son for farm­ing pur­pos­es in the coun­try; I am sure your ten­ants in Nor­mandy will be glad to see you.”

			The king, af­ter this piti­less at­tack, turned his back on the poor comte, whose turn it was now to be­come pale; he ad­vanced a few steps to­wards the king, for­get­ting that the king is nev­er spo­ken to ex­cept in re­ply to ques­tions ad­dressed.

			“I have per­haps mis­un­der­stood Your Majesty,” he stam­mered out.

			The king turned his head slight­ly, and with a cold and stern glance, which plunged like a sword re­lent­less­ly in­to the hearts of those un­der dis­grace, re­peat­ed, “I said re­tire to your es­tates,” al­low­ing ev­ery syl­la­ble to fall slow­ly one by one.

			A cold per­spi­ra­tion be­dewed the comte’s face, his hands con­vul­sive­ly opened, and his hat, which he held be­tween his trem­bling fin­gers, fell to the ground. Louis sought his moth­er’s glance, as though to show her that he was mas­ter; he sought his broth­er’s tri­umphant look, as if to ask him if he were sat­is­fied with the vengeance tak­en; and last­ly, his eyes fell up­on Madame; but the princess was laugh­ing and smil­ing with Madame de Noailles. She heard noth­ing, or rather had pre­tend­ed not to hear at all. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine looked on al­so, with one of those looks of fixed hos­til­i­ty that seemed to give to a man’s glance the pow­er of a lever when it rais­es an ob­sta­cle, wrests it away, and casts it to a dis­tance. M. de Guiche was left alone in the king’s cab­i­net, the whole of the com­pa­ny hav­ing de­part­ed. Shad­ows seemed to dance be­fore his eyes. He sud­den­ly broke through the set­tled de­spair that over­whelmed him, and flew to hide him­self in his own room, where Raoul await­ed him, im­mov­able in his own sad pre­sen­ti­ments.

			“Well?” he mur­mured, see­ing his friend en­ter, bare­head­ed, with a wild gaze and tot­ter­ing gait.

			“Yes, yes, it is true,” said de Guiche, un­able to ut­ter more, and fall­ing ex­haust­ed up­on the couch.

			“And she?” in­quired Raoul.

			“She,” ex­claimed his un­hap­py friend, as he raised his hand clenched in anger, to­wards Heav­en. “She!—”

			“What did she say and do?”

			“She said that her dress suit­ed her ad­mirably, and then she laughed.”

			A fit of hys­ter­ic laugh­ter seemed to shat­ter his nerves, for he fell back­wards, com­plete­ly over­come.
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			For four days, ev­ery kind of en­chant­ment brought to­geth­er in the mag­nif­i­cent gar­dens of Fontainebleau had con­vert­ed this spot in­to a place of the most per­fect en­joy­ment. M. Col­bert seemed gift­ed with ubiq­ui­ty. In the morn­ing there were the ac­counts of the pre­vi­ous night’s ex­pens­es to set­tle; dur­ing the day, pro­grammes, es­says, en­rol­ments, pay­ments. M. Col­bert had amassed four mil­lions of francs, and dis­persed them with sleep­less econ­o­my. He was hor­ri­fied at the ex­pens­es which mythol­o­gy in­volved; not a wood nymph, nor a dryad, that cost less than a hun­dred francs a day! The dress alone amount­ed to three hun­dred francs. The ex­pense of pow­der and sul­phur for fire­works amount­ed, ev­ery night, to a hun­dred thou­sand francs. In ad­di­tion to these, the il­lu­mi­na­tions on the bor­ders of the sheet of wa­ter cost thir­ty thou­sand francs ev­ery evening. The fêtes had been mag­nif­i­cent; and Col­bert could not re­strain his de­light. From time to time, he no­ticed Madame and the king set­ting forth on hunt­ing ex­pe­di­tions, or pre­par­ing for the re­cep­tion of dif­fer­ent fan­tas­tic per­son­ages, solemn cer­e­mo­ni­als, which had been ex­tem­po­rized a fort­night be­fore, and in which Madame’s sparkling wit and the king’s mag­nif­i­cence were equal­ly well dis­played.

			For Madame, the hero­ine of the fête, replied to the ad­dress­es of the dep­u­ta­tions from un­known races—Gara­manths, Scythi­ans, Hy­per­bore­ans, Cau­casians, and Patag­o­ni­ans, who seemed to is­sue from the ground for the pur­pose of ap­proach­ing her with their con­grat­u­la­tions; and up­on ev­ery rep­re­sen­ta­tive of these races the king be­stowed a di­a­mond, or some oth­er ar­ti­cle of val­ue. Then the deputies, in vers­es more or less amus­ing, com­pared the king to the sun, Madame to Phoebe, the sun’s sis­ter, and the queen and Mon­sieur were no more spo­ken of than if the king had mar­ried Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land, and not Maria There­sa of Aus­tria. The hap­py pair, hand in hand, im­per­cep­ti­bly press­ing each oth­er’s fin­gers, drank in deep draughts the sweet bev­er­age of adu­la­tion, by which the at­trac­tions of youth, beau­ty, pow­er and love are en­hanced. Ev­ery­one at Fontainebleau was amazed at the ex­tent of the in­flu­ence which Madame had so rapid­ly ac­quired over the king, and whis­pered among them­selves that Madame was, in point of fact, the true queen; and in ef­fect, the king him­self pro­claimed its truth by his ev­ery thought, word, and look. He formed his wish­es, he drew his in­spi­ra­tions from Madame’s eyes, and his de­light was un­bound­ed when Madame deigned to smile up­on him. And was Madame, on her side, in­tox­i­cat­ed with the pow­er she wield­ed, as she be­held ev­ery­one at her feet? This was a ques­tion she her­self could hard­ly an­swer; but what she did know was, that she could frame no wish, and that she felt her­self to be per­fect­ly hap­py. The re­sult of all these changes, the source of which em­anat­ed from the roy­al will, was that Mon­sieur, in­stead of be­ing the sec­ond per­son in the king­dom, had, in re­al­i­ty, be­come the third. And it was now far worse than in the time when de Guiche’s gui­tars were heard in Madame’s apart­ments; for, then, at least, Mon­sieur had the sat­is­fac­tion of fright­en­ing those who an­noyed him. Since the de­par­ture, how­ev­er, of the en­e­my, who had been driv­en away by means of his al­liance with the king, Mon­sieur had to sub­mit to a bur­den, heav­ier, but in a very dif­fer­ent sense, to his for­mer one. Ev­ery evening Madame re­turned home quite ex­haust­ed. Horse-rid­ing, bathing in the Seine, spec­ta­cles, din­ners un­der the leafy covert of the trees, balls on the banks of the grand canal, con­certs, etc., etc.; all this would have been suf­fi­cient to have killed, not a slight and del­i­cate wom­an, but the strong­est porter in the château. It is per­fect­ly true that, with re­gard to danc­ing, con­certs, and prom­e­nades, and such mat­ters, a wom­an is far stronger than the most ro­bust of porters. But, how­ev­er great a wom­an’s strength may be, there is a lim­it to it, and she can­not hold out long un­der such a sys­tem. As for Mon­sieur, he had not even the sat­is­fac­tion of wit­ness­ing Madame’s ab­di­ca­tion of her roy­al­ty in the evening, for she lived in the roy­al pavil­ion with the young queen and the queen-moth­er. As a mat­ter of course, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine did not quit Mon­sieur, and did not fail to dis­til drops of gall in­to ev­ery wound the lat­ter re­ceived. The re­sult was, that Mon­sieur—who had at first been in the high­est spir­its, and com­plete­ly re­stored since Guiche’s de­par­ture—sub­sid­ed in­to his melan­choly state three days af­ter the court was in­stalled at Fontainebleau.

			It hap­pened, how­ev­er, that, one day, about two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Mon­sieur, who had risen late, and had be­stowed up­on his toi­let more than his usu­al at­ten­tion—it hap­pened, we re­peat, that Mon­sieur, who had not heard of any plans hav­ing been ar­ranged for the day, formed the project of col­lect­ing his own court, and of car­ry­ing Madame off with him to Moret, where he pos­sessed a charm­ing coun­try house. He ac­cord­ing­ly went to the queen’s pavil­ion, and was as­ton­ished, on en­ter­ing, to find none of the roy­al ser­vants in at­ten­dance. Quite alone, there­fore, he en­tered the rooms, a door on the left open­ing to Madame’s apart­ment, the one on the right to the young queen’s. In his wife’s apart­ment, Mon­sieur was in­formed, by a semp­stress who was work­ing there, that ev­ery­one had left at eleven o’clock, for the pur­pose of bathing in the Seine, that a grand fête was to be made of the ex­pe­di­tion, that all the car­riages had been placed at the park gates, and that they had all set out more than an hour ago.

			“Very good,” said Mon­sieur, “the idea is a good one; the heat is very op­pres­sive, and I have no ob­jec­tion to bathe, too.”

			He sum­moned his ser­vants, but no one came. He sum­moned those in at­ten­dance on Madame, but ev­ery­body had gone out. He went to the sta­bles, where he was in­formed by a groom that there were no car­riages of any de­scrip­tion. He de­sired that a cou­ple of hors­es should be sad­dled, one for him­self and the oth­er for his valet. The groom told him that all the hors­es had been sent away. Mon­sieur, pale with anger, again de­scend­ed to­wards the queen’s apart­ments, and pen­e­trat­ed as far as Anne of Aus­tria’s or­a­to­ry, where he per­ceived, through the half-opened ta­pes­try-hang­ings, his young and beau­ti­ful sis­ter on her knees be­fore the queen-moth­er, who ap­peared weep­ing bit­ter­ly. He had not been ei­ther seen or heard. He cau­tious­ly ap­proached the open­ing, and lis­tened, the sight of so much grief hav­ing aroused his cu­rios­i­ty. Not on­ly was the young queen weep­ing, but she was com­plain­ing al­so. “Yes,” she said, “the king ne­glects me, the king de­votes him­self to plea­sures and amuse­ments on­ly, in which I have no share.”

			“Pa­tience, pa­tience, my daugh­ter,” said Anne of Aus­tria, in Span­ish; and then, al­so in Span­ish, added some words of ad­vice, which Mon­sieur did not un­der­stand. The queen replied by ac­cu­sa­tions, min­gled with sighs and sobs, among which Mon­sieur of­ten dis­tin­guished the word baños, which Maria There­sa ac­cen­tu­at­ed with spite­ful anger.

			The baths, said Mon­sieur to him­self; it seems it is the baths that have put her out. And he en­deav­ored to put to­geth­er the dis­con­nect­ed phras­es which he had been able to un­der­stand. It was easy to guess that the queen was com­plain­ing bit­ter­ly, and that, if Anne of Aus­tria did not con­sole her, she at least en­deav­ored to do so. Mon­sieur was afraid to be de­tect­ed lis­ten­ing at the door and he there­fore made up his mind to cough; the two queens turned round at the sound and Mon­sieur en­tered. At sight of the prince, the young queen rose pre­cip­i­tate­ly, and dried her tears. Mon­sieur, how­ev­er, knew the peo­ple he had to deal with too well, and was nat­u­ral­ly too po­lite to re­main silent, and he ac­cord­ing­ly salut­ed them. The queen-moth­er smiled pleas­ant­ly at him, say­ing, “What do you want, Philip?”

			“I?—noth­ing,” stam­mered Mon­sieur. “I was look­ing for—”

			“Whom?”

			“I was look­ing for Madame.”

			“Madame is at the baths.”

			“And the king?” said Mon­sieur, in a tone which made the queen trem­ble.

			“The king al­so, the whole court as well,” replied Anne of Aus­tria.

			“Ex­cept you, Madame,” said Mon­sieur.

			“Oh! I,” said the young queen, “I seem to ter­ri­fy all those who amuse them­selves.”

			“And so do I—judg­ing from ap­pear­ances,” re­joined Mon­sieur.

			Anne of Aus­tria made a sigh to her daugh­ter-in-law, who with­drew, weep­ing.

			Mon­sieur’s brows con­tract­ed, as he re­marked aloud, “What a cheer­less house. What do you think of it, moth­er?”

			“Why, no; ev­ery­body here is plea­sure-hunt­ing.”

			“Yes, in­deed, that is the very thing that makes those dull who do not care for plea­sure.”

			“In what a tone you say that, Philip.”

			“Up­on my word, Madame, I speak as I think.”

			“Ex­plain your­self; what is the mat­ter?”

			“Ask my sis­ter-in-law, rather, who, just now, was de­tail­ing all her griev­ances to you.”

			“Her griev­ances, what—”

			“Yes, I was lis­ten­ing; ac­ci­den­tal­ly, I con­fess, but still I lis­tened—so that I heard on­ly too well my sis­ter com­plain of those fa­mous baths of Madame—”

			“Ah! fol­ly!”

			“No, no, no; peo­ple are not al­ways fool­ish when they weep. The queen said baños, which means baths.”

			“I re­peat, Philip,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “that your sis­ter is child­ish­ly jeal­ous.”

			“In that case, Madame,” replied the prince, “I, too, must with great hu­mil­i­ty ac­cuse my­self of pos­sess­ing the same de­fect.”

			“You al­so, Philip?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Are you re­al­ly jeal­ous of these baths?”

			“And why not, Madame, when the king goes to the baths with my wife, and does not take the queen? Why not, when Madame goes to the baths with the king, and does not do me the hon­or to even in­vite me? And you en­join my sis­ter-in-law to be sat­is­fied, and re­quire me to be sat­is­fied, too.”

			“You are rav­ing, my dear Philip,” said Anne of Aus­tria; “you have driv­en the Duke of Buck­ing­ham away; you have been the cause of M. de Guiche’s ex­ile; do you now wish to send the king away from Fontainebleau?”

			“I do not pre­tend to any­thing of the kind, Madame,” said Mon­sieur, bit­ter­ly; “but, at least, I can with­draw, and I shall do so.”

			“Jeal­ous of the king—jeal­ous of your broth­er?”

			“Yes, Madame, I am jeal­ous of the king—of my own broth­er, and re­mark­ably jeal­ous, too.”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur,” ex­claimed Anne of Aus­tria, af­fect­ing to be in­dig­nant, “I be­gin to be­lieve you are mad, and a sworn en­e­my to my re­pose. I there­fore aban­don the place to you, for I have no means of de­fend­ing my­self against such mono­ma­nias.”

			She arose and left Mon­sieur a prey to the most ex­trav­a­gant trans­port of pas­sion. He re­mained for a mo­ment com­plete­ly be­wil­dered; then, re­cov­er­ing him­self, again went to the sta­bles, found the groom, once more asked him for a car­riage or a horse, and up­on his re­ply that there was nei­ther the one or the oth­er, Mon­sieur snatched a long whip from the hand of a sta­ble-boy, and be­gan to pur­sue the poor dev­il of a groom all round the ser­vants’ court­yard, whip­ping him the while, in spite of his cries and ex­cus­es; then, quite out of breath, cov­ered with per­spi­ra­tion, and trem­bling in ev­ery limb, he re­turned to his own apart­ments, broke in pieces some beau­ti­ful spec­i­mens of porce­lain, and then got in­to bed, boot­ed and spurred as he was, cry­ing out for some­one to come to him.
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				The Bath

			
			At Vu­laines, be­neath the im­pen­e­tra­ble shade of flow­er­ing osiers and wil­lows, which, as they bent down their green heads, dipped the ex­trem­i­ties of their branch­es in the blue wa­ters, a long and flat-bot­tomed boat, with lad­ders cov­ered with long blue cur­tains, served as a refuge for the bathing Di­anas, who, as they left the wa­ter, were watched by twen­ty plumed Acteons, who, ea­ger­ly, and full of ad­mi­ra­tion, gal­loped up and down the flow­ery banks of the riv­er. But Di­ana her­self, even the chaste Di­ana, clothed in her long chlamys, was less beau­ti­ful—less im­pen­e­tra­ble, than Madame, as young and beau­ti­ful as that god­dess her­self. For, not­with­stand­ing the fine tu­nic of the huntress, her round and del­i­cate knee can be seen; and not­with­stand­ing the sonorous quiver, her brown shoul­ders can be de­tect­ed; where­as, in Madame’s case, a long white veil en­veloped her, wrap­ping her round and round a hun­dred times, as she re­signed her­self in­to the hands of her fe­male at­ten­dants, and thus was ren­dered in­ac­ces­si­ble to the most in­dis­creet, as well as to the most pen­e­trat­ing gaze. When she as­cend­ed the lad­der, the po­ets were present—and all were po­ets when Madame was the sub­ject of dis­cus­sion—the twen­ty po­ets who were gal­lop­ing about, stopped, and with one voice, ex­claimed that pearls, and not drops of wa­ter, were fall­ing from her per­son, to be lost again in the hap­py riv­er. The king, the cen­ter of these ef­fu­sions, and of this re­spect­ful homage, im­posed si­lence up­on those ex­pa­tia­tors, for whom it seemed im­pos­si­ble to ex­haust their rap­tures, and he rode away, for fear of of­fend­ing, even through the silken cur­tains, the mod­esty of the wom­an and the dig­ni­ty of the princess. A great blank there­upon en­sued in the scene, and per­fect si­lence in the boat. From the move­ments on board—from the flut­ter­ings and ag­i­ta­tions of the cur­tains—the go­ings to and fro of the fe­male at­ten­dants en­gaged in their du­ties, could be guessed.

			The king smil­ing­ly lis­tened to the con­ver­sa­tion of the courtiers around him, but it could eas­i­ly be per­ceived that he gave but lit­tle, if any, at­ten­tion to their re­marks. In fact, hard­ly had the sound of the rings drawn along the cur­tain-rods an­nounced that Madame was dressed, and that the god­dess was about to make her reap­pear­ance, than the king, re­turn­ing to his for­mer post im­me­di­ate­ly, and run­ning quite close to the river­bank, gave the sig­nal for all those to ap­proach whose du­ty or plea­sure sum­moned them to Madame’s side. The pages hur­ried for­ward, con­duct­ing the led hors­es; the car­riages, which had re­mained shel­tered un­der the trees, ad­vanced to­wards the tent, fol­lowed by a crowd of ser­vants, bear­ers, and fe­male at­ten­dants, who, while their mas­ters had been bathing, had mu­tu­al­ly ex­changed their own ob­ser­va­tions, crit­i­cal re­marks, and the dis­cus­sion of mat­ters per­son­al—the fugi­tive jour­nal of that pe­ri­od, of which no one now re­mem­bers any­thing, not even by the waves, the wit­ness­es of what went on that day—them­selves now sub­limed in­to im­men­si­ty, as the ac­tors have van­ished in­to eter­ni­ty.

			A crowd of peo­ple swarm­ing up­on the banks of the riv­er, with­out reck­on­ing the groups of peas­ants drawn to­geth­er by their anx­i­ety to see the king and the princess, was, for many min­utes, the most dis­or­der­ly, but the most agree­able, mob imag­in­able. The king dis­mount­ed from his horse, a move­ment which was im­i­tat­ed by all the courtiers, and of­fered his hat to Madame, whose rich rid­ing-habit dis­played her fine fig­ure, which was set off to great ad­van­tage by that gar­ment, made of fine woolen cloth em­broi­dered with sil­ver. Her hair, still damp and black­er than jet, hung in heavy mass­es up­on her white and del­i­cate neck. Joy and health sparkled in her beau­ti­ful eyes; com­posed, yet full of en­er­gy, she in­haled the air in deep draughts, un­der a lace para­sol, which was borne by one of her pages. Noth­ing could be more charm­ing, more grace­ful, more po­et­i­cal, than these two fig­ures buried un­der the rose-col­ored shade of the para­sol, the king, whose white teeth were dis­played in con­tin­u­al smiles, and Madame, whose black eyes sparkled like car­bun­cles in the glit­ter­ing re­flec­tion of the chang­ing hues of the silk. When Madame ap­proached her horse, a mag­nif­i­cent an­i­mal of An­dalu­sian breed, of spot­less white, some­what heavy, per­haps, but with a spir­it­ed and splen­did head, in which the mix­ture, hap­pi­ly com­bined, of Ara­bi­an and Span­ish blood could be read­i­ly traced, and whose long tail swept the ground; and as the princess af­fect­ed dif­fi­cul­ty in mount­ing, the king took her in his arms in such a man­ner that Madame’s arm was clasped like a cir­clet of al­abaster around the king’s neck. Louis, as he with­drew, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly touched with his lips the arm, which was not with­held, and the princess hav­ing thanked her roy­al equer­ry, ev­ery­one sprang to his sad­dle at the same mo­ment. The king and Madame drew aside to al­low the car­riages, the out­rid­ers, and run­ners, to pass by. A fair pro­por­tion of the cav­a­liers, re­leased from the re­straint eti­quette had im­posed up­on them, gave the rein to their hors­es, and dart­ed af­ter the car­riages which bore the maids of hon­or, as bloom­ing as so many vir­gin huntress­es around Di­ana, and the hu­man whirl­wind, laugh­ing, chat­ter­ing, and noisy, passed on­ward.

			The king and Madame, how­ev­er, kept their hors­es in hand at a foot-pace. Be­hind His Majesty and his sis­ter-in-law, cer­tain of the courtiers—those, at least, who were se­ri­ous­ly dis­posed or were anx­ious to be with­in reach, or un­der the eyes, of the king—fol­lowed at a re­spect­ful dis­tance, re­strain­ing their im­pa­tient hors­es, reg­u­lat­ing their pace by that of the king and Madame, and aban­doned them­selves to all the de­light and grat­i­fi­ca­tion which is to be found in the con­ver­sa­tion of clever peo­ple, who can, with per­fect cour­tesy, make a thou­sand atro­cious, but laugh­able re­marks about their neigh­bors. In their sti­fled laugh­ter, and in the lit­tle ret­i­cences of their sar­don­ic hu­mor, Mon­sieur, the poor ab­sen­tee, was not spared. But they pitied, and be­wailed great­ly, the fate of de Guiche, and it must be con­fessed that their com­pas­sion, as far as he was con­cerned, was not mis­placed. The king and Madame hav­ing breathed the hors­es, and re­peat­ed a hun­dred times over such re­marks as the courtiers, who sup­plied them with talk, sug­gest­ed to them, set off at a hand gal­lop, and the leafy coverts of the for­est re­sound­ed to the foot­falls of the mount­ed par­ty. To the con­ver­sa­tions be­neath the shade of the trees—to re­marks made in the shape of con­fi­den­tial com­mu­ni­ca­tions, and ob­ser­va­tions, mys­te­ri­ous­ly ex­changed, suc­ceed­ed the nois­i­est bursts of laugh­ter;—from the very out­rid­ers to roy­al­ty it­self, mer­ri­ment seemed to spread. Ev­ery­one be­gan to laugh and to cry out. The mag­pies and the jays flut­tered away ut­ter­ing their gut­tural cries, be­neath the wav­ing av­enues of oaks; the cuck­oo stayed his mo­not­o­nous cry in the re­cess­es of the for­est; the chaffinch and tomtit flew away in clouds; while the ter­ri­fied deer bound­ed river­wards from the midst of the thick­ets. This crowd, spread­ing joy, con­fu­sion, and light wher­ev­er it passed, was her­ald­ed, it may be said, to the château by its own clam­or. As the king and Madame en­tered the vil­lage, they were re­ceived by the ac­cla­ma­tions of the crowd. Madame has­tened to look for Mon­sieur, for she in­stinc­tive­ly un­der­stood that he had been far too long kept from shar­ing in this joy. The king went to re­join the queens; he knew he owed them—one es­pe­cial­ly—a com­pen­sa­tion for his long ab­sence. But Madame was not ad­mit­ted to Mon­sieur’s apart­ments, and she was in­formed that Mon­sieur was asleep. The king, in­stead of be­ing met by Maria There­sa smil­ing, as was usu­al with her, found Anne of Aus­tria in the gallery watch­ing for his re­turn, who ad­vanced to meet him, and tak­ing him by the hand, led him to her own apart­ment. No one ev­er knew what was the na­ture of the con­ver­sa­tion which took place be­tween them, or rather what it was that the queen-moth­er said to Louis XIV; but the gen­er­al tenor of the in­ter­view might cer­tain­ly be guessed from the an­noyed ex­pres­sion of the king’s face as he left her.

			But we, whose mis­sion it is to in­ter­pret all things, as it is al­so to com­mu­ni­cate our in­ter­pre­ta­tions to our read­ers—we should fail in our du­ty, if we were to leave them in ig­no­rance of the re­sult of this in­ter­view. It will be found suf­fi­cient­ly de­tailed, at least we hope so, in the fol­low­ing chap­ter.
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				The But­ter­fly-Chase

			
			The king, on re­tir­ing to his apart­ments to give some di­rec­tions and to ar­range his ideas, found on his toi­lette-glass a small note, the hand­writ­ing of which seemed dis­guised. He opened it and read—“Come quick­ly, I have a thou­sand things to say to you.” The king and Madame had not been sep­a­rat­ed a suf­fi­cient­ly long time for these thou­sand things to be the re­sult of the three thou­sand which they had been say­ing to each oth­er dur­ing the route which sep­a­rat­ed Vu­laines from Fontainebleau. The con­fused and hur­ried char­ac­ter of the note gave the king a great deal to re­flect up­on. He oc­cu­pied him­self but slight­ly with his toi­lette, and set off to pay his vis­it to Madame. The princess, who did not wish to have the ap­pear­ance of ex­pect­ing him, had gone in­to the gar­dens with the ladies of her suite. When the king was in­formed that Madame had left her apart­ments and had gone for a walk in the gar­dens, he col­lect­ed all the gen­tle­men he could find, and in­vit­ed them to fol­low him. He found Madame en­gaged in chas­ing but­ter­flies, on a large lawn bor­dered with he­liotrope and flow­er­ing broom. She was look­ing on as the most ad­ven­tur­ous and youngest of her ladies ran to and fro, and with her back turned to a high hedge, very im­pa­tient­ly await­ed the ar­rival of the king, with whom she had ap­point­ed the ren­dezvous. The sound of many feet up­on the grav­el walk made her turn round. Louis XIV was hat­less, he had struck down with his cane a pea­cock but­ter­fly, which Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan had picked up from the ground quite stunned.

			“You see, Madame,” said the king, as he ap­proached her, “that I, too, am hunt­ing on your be­half!” and then, turn­ing to­wards those who had ac­com­pa­nied him, said, “Gen­tle­men, see if each of you can­not ob­tain as much for these ladies,” a re­mark which was a sig­nal for all to re­tire. And there­upon a cu­ri­ous spec­ta­cle might have been ob­served; old and cor­pu­lent courtiers were seen run­ning af­ter but­ter­flies, los­ing their hats as they ran, and with their raised canes cut­ting down the myr­tles and the furze, as they would have done the Spaniards.

			The king of­fered Madame his arm, and they both se­lect­ed, as the cen­ter of ob­ser­va­tion, a bench with a roof of boards and moss, a kind of hut rough­ly de­signed by the mod­est ge­nius of one of the gar­den­ers who had in­au­gu­rat­ed the pic­turesque and fan­ci­ful amid the for­mal style of the gar­den­ing of that pe­ri­od. This shel­tered re­treat, cov­ered with nas­tur­tiums and climb­ing ros­es, screened the bench, so that the spec­ta­tors, in­su­lat­ed in the mid­dle of the lawn, saw and were seen on ev­ery side, but could not be heard, with­out per­ceiv­ing those who might ap­proach for the pur­pose of lis­ten­ing. Seat­ed thus, the king made a sign of en­cour­age­ment to those who were run­ning about; and then, as if he were en­gaged with Madame in a dis­ser­ta­tion up­on the but­ter­fly, which he had thrust through with a gold pin and fas­tened on his hat, said to her, “How ad­mirably we are placed here for con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“Yes, sire, for I wished to be heard by you alone, and yet to be seen by ev­ery­one.”

			“And I al­so,” said Louis.

			“My note sur­prised you?”

			“Ter­ri­fied me rather. But what I have to tell you is more im­por­tant.”

			“It can­not be, sire. Do you know that Mon­sieur re­fus­es to see me?”

			“Why so?”

			“Can you not guess why?”

			“Ah, Madame! in that case we have both the same thing to say to each oth­er.”

			“What has hap­pened to you, then?”

			“You wish me to be­gin?”

			“Yes, for I have told you all.”

			“Well, then, as soon as I re­turned, I found my moth­er wait­ing for me, and she led me away to her own apart­ments.”

			“The queen-moth­er?” said Madame, with some anx­i­ety, “the mat­ter is se­ri­ous then.”

			“In­deed it is, for she told me … but, in the first place, al­low me to pref­ace what I have to say with one re­mark. Has Mon­sieur ev­er spo­ken to you about me?”

			“Of­ten.”

			“Has he ev­er spo­ken to you about his jeal­ousy?”

			“More fre­quent­ly still.”

			“Of his jeal­ousy of me?”

			“No, but of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham and de Guiche.”

			“Well, Madame, Mon­sieur’s present idea is a jeal­ousy of my­self.”

			“Re­al­ly,” replied the princess, smil­ing arch­ly.

			“And it re­al­ly seems to me,” con­tin­ued the king, “that we have nev­er giv­en any ground—”

			“Nev­er! at least I have not. But who told you that Mon­sieur was jeal­ous?”

			“My moth­er rep­re­sent­ed to me that Mon­sieur en­tered her apart­ments like a mad­man, that he ut­tered a thou­sand com­plaints against you, and—for­give me for say­ing it—against your co­quetry. It ap­pears that Mon­sieur in­dulges in in­jus­tice, too.”

			“You are very kind, sire.”

			“My moth­er re­as­sured him; but he pre­tend­ed that peo­ple re­as­sure him too of­ten, and that he had had quite enough of it.”

			“Would it not be bet­ter for him not to make him­self un­easy in any way?”

			“The very thing I said.”

			“Con­fess, sire, that the world is very wicked. Is it pos­si­ble that a broth­er and sis­ter can­not con­verse to­geth­er, or take plea­sure in each oth­er’s com­pa­ny, with­out giv­ing rise to re­marks and sus­pi­cions? For in­deed, sire, we are do­ing no harm, and have no in­ten­tion of do­ing any.” And she looked at the king with that proud yet pro­vok­ing glance that kin­dles de­sire in the cold­est and wis­est of men.

			“No!” sighed the king, “that is true.”

			“You know very well, sire, that if it were to con­tin­ue, I should be obliged to make a dis­tur­bance. Do you de­cide up­on our con­duct, and say whether it has, or has not, been per­fect­ly cor­rect.”

			“Oh, cer­tain­ly—per­fect­ly cor­rect.”

			“Of­ten alone to­geth­er—for we de­light in the same things—we might pos­si­bly be led away in­to er­ror, but have we been? I re­gard you as a broth­er, and noth­ing more.”

			The king frowned. She con­tin­ued:

			“Your hand, which of­ten meets my own, does not ex­cite in me that ag­i­ta­tion and emo­tion which is the case with those who love each oth­er, for in­stance—”

			“Enough,” said the king, “enough, I en­treat you. You have no pity—you are killing me.”

			“What is the mat­ter?”

			“In fact, then, you dis­tinct­ly say you ex­pe­ri­ence noth­ing when near me.”

			“Oh, sire! I don’t say that—my af­fec­tion—”

			“Enough, Hen­ri­et­ta, I again en­treat you. If you be­lieve me to be mar­ble, as you are, un­de­ceive your­self.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, sire.”

			“Very well,” said the king, cast­ing down his eyes. “And so our meet­ings, the pres­sure of each oth­er’s hand, the looks we have ex­changed—Yes, yes; you are right, and I un­der­stand your mean­ing,” and he buried his face in his hands.

			“Take care, sire,” said Madame, hur­ried­ly, “Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan is look­ing at you.”

			“Of course,” said Louis, an­gri­ly; “nev­er even the shad­ow of lib­er­ty! nev­er any sin­cer­i­ty in my in­ter­course with any­one! I imag­ine I have found a friend, who is noth­ing but a spy; a dear­er friend, who is on­ly a—sis­ter!”

			Madame was silent, and cast down her eyes.

			“My hus­band is jeal­ous,” she mur­mured, in a tone of which noth­ing could equal its sweet­ness and charm.

			“You are right,” ex­claimed the king, sud­den­ly.

			“You see,” she said, look­ing at him in a man­ner that set his heart on fire, “you are free, you are not sus­pect­ed, the peace of your house is not dis­turbed.”

			“Alas,” said the king, “as yet you know noth­ing, for the queen is jeal­ous.”

			“Maria There­sa!”

			“Stark mad with jeal­ousy! Mon­sieur’s jeal­ousy aris­es from hers; she was weep­ing and com­plain­ing to my moth­er, and was re­proach­ing us for those bathing par­ties, which have made me so hap­py.”

			“And me too,” an­swered Madame, by a look.

			“When, sud­den­ly,” con­tin­ued the king, “Mon­sieur, who was lis­ten­ing, heard the word ‘baños,’ which the queen pro­nounced with some de­gree of bit­ter­ness, that awak­ened his at­ten­tion; he en­tered the room, look­ing quite wild, broke in­to the con­ver­sa­tion, and be­gan to quar­rel with my moth­er so bit­ter­ly that she was obliged to leave him; so that, while you have a jeal­ous hus­band to deal with, I shall have per­pet­u­al­ly present be­fore me a specter of jeal­ousy with swollen eyes, a ca­dav­er­ous face, and sin­is­ter looks.”

			“Poor king,” mur­mured Madame, as she light­ly touched the king’s hand. He re­tained her hand in his, and in or­der to press it with­out ex­cit­ing sus­pi­cion in the spec­ta­tors, who were not so much tak­en up with the but­ter­flies that they could not oc­cu­py them­selves about oth­er mat­ters, and who per­ceived clear­ly enough that there was some mys­tery in the king’s and Madame’s con­ver­sa­tion, Louis placed the dy­ing but­ter­fly be­fore his sis­ter-in-law, and bent over it as if to count the thou­sand eyes of its wings, or the par­ti­cles of gold­en dust which cov­ered it. Nei­ther of them spoke; how­ev­er, their hair min­gled, their breaths unit­ed, and their hands fever­ish­ly throbbed in each oth­er’s grasp. Five min­utes passed in this man­ner.

		
	
		
			
				113

				What Was Caught Af­ter the But­ter­flies

			
			The two young peo­ple re­mained for a mo­ment with their heads bent down, bowed, as it were, be­neath the dou­ble thought of the love which was spring­ing up in their hearts, and which gives birth to so many hap­py fan­cies in the imag­i­na­tions of twen­ty years of age. Hen­ri­et­ta gave a side glance, from time to time, at the king. Hers was one of those fine­ly-or­ga­nized na­tures ca­pa­ble of look­ing in­ward­ly at it­self, as well as at oth­ers at the same mo­ment. She per­ceived Love ly­ing at the bot­tom of Louis’s heart, as a skill­ful div­er sees a pearl at the bot­tom of the sea. She knew Louis was hes­i­tat­ing, if not in doubt, and that his in­do­lent or timid heart re­quired aid and en­cour­age­ment. “And so?” she said, in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly, break­ing the si­lence.

			“What do you mean?” in­quired Louis, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause.

			“I mean, that I shall be obliged to re­turn to the res­o­lu­tion I had formed.”

			“To what res­o­lu­tion?”

			“To that which I have al­ready sub­mit­ted to Your Majesty.”

			“When?”

			“On the very day we had a cer­tain ex­pla­na­tion about Mon­sieur’s jeal­ousies.”

			“What did you say to me then?” in­quired Louis, with some anx­i­ety.

			“Do you not re­mem­ber, sire?”

			“Alas! if it be an­oth­er cause of un­hap­pi­ness, I shall rec­ol­lect it soon enough.”

			“A cause of un­hap­pi­ness for my­self alone, sire,” replied Madame Hen­ri­et­ta; “but as it is nec­es­sary, I must sub­mit to it.”

			“At least, tell me what it is,” said the king.

			“Ab­sence.”

			“Still that un­kind re­solve?”

			“Be­lieve me, sire, I have not found it with­out a vi­o­lent strug­gle with my­self; it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary I should re­turn to Eng­land.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er will I per­mit you to leave France,” ex­claimed the king.

			“And yet, sire,” said Madame, af­fect­ing a gen­tle yet sor­row­ful de­ter­mi­na­tion, “noth­ing is more ur­gent­ly nec­es­sary; nay, more than that, I am per­suad­ed it is your moth­er’s de­sire I should do so.”

			“De­sire!” ex­claimed the king; “that is a very strange ex­pres­sion to use to me.”

			“Still,” replied Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, smil­ing­ly, “are you not hap­py in sub­mit­ting to the wish­es of so good a moth­er?”

			“Enough, I im­plore you; you rend my very soul.”

			“I?”

			“Yes; for you speak of your de­par­ture with tran­quil­li­ty.”

			“I was not born for hap­pi­ness, sire,” replied the princess, de­ject­ed­ly; “and I ac­quired, in very ear­ly life, the habit of see­ing my dear­est wish­es dis­ap­point­ed.”

			“Do you speak tru­ly?” said the king. “Would your de­par­ture gain­say any one of your cher­ished thoughts?”

			“If I were to say ‘yes,’ would you be­gin to take your mis­for­tune pa­tient­ly?”

			“How cru­el you are!”

			“Take care, sire; some­one is com­ing.”

			The king looked all round him, and said, “No, there is no one,” and then con­tin­ued: “Come, Hen­ri­et­ta, in­stead of try­ing to con­tend against Mon­sieur’s jeal­ousy by a de­par­ture which would kill me—”

			Hen­ri­et­ta slight­ly shrugged her shoul­ders like a wom­an un­con­vinced. “Yes,” re­peat­ed Louis, “which would kill me, I say. In­stead of fix­ing your mind on this de­par­ture, does not your imag­i­na­tion—or rather does not your heart—sug­gest some ex­pe­di­ent?”

			“What is it you wish my heart to sug­gest?”

			“Tell me, how can one prove to an­oth­er that it is wrong to be jeal­ous?”

			“In the first place, sire, by giv­ing no mo­tive for jeal­ousy; in oth­er words, in lov­ing no one but the per­son in ques­tion.”

			“Oh! I ex­pect­ed more than that.”

			“What did you ex­pect?”

			“That you would sim­ply tell me that jeal­ous peo­ple are paci­fied by con­ceal­ing the af­fec­tion which is en­ter­tained for the ob­ject of jeal­ousy.”

			“Dis­sim­u­la­tion is dif­fi­cult, sire.”

			“Yet it is on­ly be means of con­quer­ing dif­fi­cul­ties that any hap­pi­ness is at­tained. As far as I am con­cerned, I swear I will give the lie to those who are jeal­ous of me by pre­tend­ing to treat you like any oth­er wom­an.”

			“A bad, as well as un­safe, means,” said the young princess, shak­ing her pret­ty head.

			“You seem to think ev­ery­thing bad, dear Hen­ri­et­ta,” said Louis, dis­con­tent­ed­ly. “You neg­a­tive ev­ery­thing I pro­pose. Sug­gest, at least, some­thing else in its stead. Come, try and think. I trust im­plic­it­ly to a wom­an’s in­ven­tion. Do you in­vent in your turn?”

			“Well, sire, I have hit up­on some­thing. Will you lis­ten to it?”

			“Can you ask me? You speak of a mat­ter of life or death to me, and then ask if I will lis­ten.”

			“Well, I judge of it by my own case. If my hus­band in­tend­ed to put me on the wrong scent with re­gard to an­oth­er wom­an, one thing would re­as­sure me more than any­thing else.”

			“What would that be?”

			“In the first place to see that he nev­er took any no­tice of the wom­an in ques­tion.”

			“Ex­act­ly. That is pre­cise­ly what I said just now.”

			“Very well; but in or­der to be per­fect­ly re­as­sured on the sub­ject, I should like to see him oc­cu­py him­self with some­one else.”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand you,” replied Louis, smil­ing. “But con­fess, dear Hen­ri­et­ta, if the means is at least in­ge­nious, it is hard­ly char­i­ta­ble.”

			“Why so?”

			“In cur­ing the dread of a wound in a jeal­ous per­son’s mind, you in­flict one up­on the heart. His fear ceas­es, it is true; but the evil still ex­ists; and that seems to me to be far worse.”

			“Agreed; but he does not de­tect, he does not sus­pect the re­al en­e­my; he does no prej­u­dice to love it­self; he con­cen­trates all his strength on the side where his strength will do no in­jury to any­thing or any­one. In a word, sire, my plan, which I con­fess I am sur­prised to find you dis­pute, is mis­chievous to jeal­ous peo­ple, it is true; but to lovers it is full of ad­van­tage. Be­sides, let me ask, sire, who, ex­cept your­self, has ev­er thought of pity­ing jeal­ous peo­ple? Are they not a melan­choly crew of grum­blers al­ways equal­ly un­hap­py, whether with or with­out a cause? You may re­move that cause, but you nev­er can re­move their suf­fer­ings. It is a dis­ease which lies in the imag­i­na­tion, and, like all imag­i­nary dis­or­ders, it is in­cur­able. By the by, I re­mem­ber an apho­rism up­on this sub­ject, of poor Dr. Daw­ley, a clever and amus­ing man, who, had it not been for my broth­er, who could not do with­out him, I should have with me now. He used to say, ‘When­ev­er you are like­ly to suf­fer from two af­fec­tions, choose that which will give you the least trou­ble, and I will al­low you to re­tain it; for it is pos­i­tive,’ he said, ‘that that very ail­ment is of the great­est ser­vice to me, in or­der to en­able me to get rid of the oth­er.’ ”

			“Well and ju­di­cious­ly re­marked, Hen­ri­et­ta,” replied the king, smil­ing.

			“Oh! we have some clever peo­ple in Lon­don, sire.”

			“And those clever peo­ple pro­duce adorable pupils. I will grant this Da­ley, Dar­ley, Daw­ley, or what­ev­er you call him, a pen­sion for his apho­rism; but I en­treat you, Hen­ri­et­ta, to be­gin by choos­ing the least of your evils. You do not an­swer—you smile. I guess that the least of your bug­bears is your stay in France. I will al­low you to re­tain this in­for­ma­tion; and, in or­der to be­gin with the cure of the oth­er, I will this very day be­gin to look out for a sub­ject which shall di­vert the at­ten­tion of the jeal­ous mem­bers of ei­ther sex who per­se­cute us both.”

			“Hush! this time some­one is re­al­ly com­ing,” said Madame; and she stooped to gath­er a flow­er from the thick grass at her feet. Some­one, in fact, was ap­proach­ing; for, sud­den­ly, a bevy of young girls ran down from the top of the hillock, fol­low­ing the cav­a­liers—the cause of this in­ter­rup­tion be­ing a mag­nif­i­cent hawk-moth, with wings like rose-leaves. The prey in ques­tion had fall­en in­to the net of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, who dis­played it with some pride to her less suc­cess­ful ri­vals. The queen of the chase had seat­ed her­self some twen­ty paces from the bank on which Louis and Madame Hen­ri­et­ta were re­clin­ing; and leaned her back against a mag­nif­i­cent oak-tree en­twined with ivy, and stuck the but­ter­fly on the long cane she car­ried in her hand. Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente was very beau­ti­ful, and the gen­tle­men, ac­cord­ing­ly, de­sert­ed her com­pan­ions, and un­der the pre­text of com­pli­ment­ing her up­on her suc­cess, pressed in a cir­cle around her. The king and princess looked gloomi­ly at this scene, as spec­ta­tors of ma­tur­er age look on at the games of lit­tle chil­dren. “They seem to be amus­ing them­selves there,” said the king.

			“Great­ly, sire; I have al­ways found that peo­ple are amused wher­ev­er youth and beau­ty are to be found.”

			“What do you think of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, Hen­ri­et­ta?” in­quired the king.

			“I think she has rather too much flax-yel­low and lily-white­ness in her com­plex­ion,” replied Madame, fix­ing in a mo­ment up­on the on­ly fault it was pos­si­ble to find in the al­most per­fect beau­ty of the fu­ture Madame de Mon­tes­pan.

			“Rather too fair, yes; but beau­ti­ful, I think, in spite of that.”

			“Is that your opin­ion, sire?”

			“Yes, re­al­ly.”

			“Very well; and it is mine, too.”

			“And she seems to be much sought af­ter.”

			“On, that is a mat­ter of course. Lovers flut­ter from one to an­oth­er. If we had hunt­ed for lovers in­stead of but­ter­flies, you can see, from those who sur­round her, what suc­cess­ful sport we should have had.”

			“Tell me, Hen­ri­et­ta, what would be said if the king were to make him­self one of those lovers, and let his glance fall in that di­rec­tion? Would some­one else be jeal­ous, in such a case?”

			“Oh! sire, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente is a very ef­fi­ca­cious rem­e­dy,” said Madame, with a sigh. “She would cure a jeal­ous man, cer­tain­ly; but she might pos­si­bly make a wom­an jeal­ous, too.”

			“Hen­ri­et­ta,” ex­claimed Louis, “you fill my heart with joy. Yes, yes; Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente is far too beau­ti­ful to serve as a cloak.”

			“A king’s cloak,” said Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, smil­ing, “ought to be beau­ti­ful.”

			“Do you ad­vise me to do it, then?” in­quired Louis.

			“I! what should I say, sire, ex­cept that to give such an ad­vice would be to sup­ply arms against my­self? It would be fol­ly or pride to ad­vise you to take, for the hero­ine of an as­sumed af­fec­tion, a wom­an more beau­ti­ful than the one for whom you pre­tend to feel re­al re­gard.”

			The king tried to take Madame’s hand in his own; his eyes sought hers; and then he mur­mured a few words so full of ten­der­ness, but pro­nounced in so low a tone, that the his­to­ri­an, who ought to hear ev­ery­thing, could not hear them. Then, speak­ing aloud, he said, “Do you your­self choose for me the one who is to cure our jeal­ous friend. To her, then, all my de­vo­tion, all my at­ten­tion, all the time that I can spare from my oc­cu­pa­tions, shall be de­vot­ed. For her shall be the flow­er that I may pluck for you, the fond thoughts with which you have in­spired me. To­wards her I will di­rect the glance I dare not be­stow up­on you, and which ought to be able to rouse you from your in­dif­fer­ence. But, be care­ful in your se­lec­tion, lest, in of­fer­ing her the rose which I may have plucked, I find my­self con­quered by you; and my looks, my hand, my lips, turn im­me­di­ate­ly to­wards you, even were the whole world to guess my se­cret.”

			While these words es­caped from the king’s lips, in a stream of wild af­fec­tion, Madame blushed, breath­less, hap­py, proud, al­most in­tox­i­cat­ed with de­light. She could find noth­ing to say in re­ply; her pride and her thirst for homage were sat­is­fied. “I shall fail,” she said, rais­ing her beau­ti­ful black eyes, “but not as you beg me, for all this in­cense which you wish to burn on the al­tar of an­oth­er di­vin­i­ty. Ah! sire, I too shall be jeal­ous of it, and want re­stored to me; and would not that a par­ti­cle of it should be lost in the way. There­fore, sire, with your roy­al per­mis­sion, I will choose one who shall ap­pear to me the least like­ly to dis­tract your at­ten­tion, and who will leave my im­age in­tact and un­shad­owed in your heart.”

			“Hap­pi­ly for me,” said the king, “your heart is not hard and un­feel­ing. If it were so, I should be alarmed at the threat you hold out. Pre­cau­tions were tak­en on this point, and around you, as around my­self, it would be dif­fi­cult to meet with a dis­agree­able-look­ing face.”

			Whilst the king was speak­ing, Madame had risen from her seat, looked around the greensward, and af­ter a care­ful and silent ex­am­i­na­tion, she called the king to her side, and said, “See yon­der, sire, up­on the de­cliv­i­ty of that lit­tle hill, near that group of Guelder ros­es, that beau­ti­ful girl walk­ing alone, her head down, her arms hang­ing by her side, with her eyes fixed up­on the flow­ers, which she crush­es be­neath her feet, like one who is lost in thought.”

			“Made­moi­selle de Val­lière, do you mean?” re­marked the king.

			“Yes.”

			“Oh!”

			“Will she not suit you, sire?”

			“Why, look how thin the poor child is. She has hard­ly any flesh up­on her bones.”

			“Nay: am I stout then?”

			“She is so melan­choly.”

			“The greater con­trast to my­self, who am ac­cused of be­ing too live­ly.”

			“She is lame.”

			“Do you re­al­ly think so?”

			“No doubt of it. Look; she has al­lowed ev­ery­one to pass by her, through fear of her de­fect be­ing re­marked.”

			“Well, she will not run so fast as Daphne, and will not be as able to es­cape Apol­lo.”

			“Hen­ri­et­ta,” said the king, out of tem­per; “of all your maids of hon­or, you have re­al­ly se­lect­ed for me the one most full of de­fects.”

			“Still she is one of my maids of hon­or.”

			“Of course; but what do you mean?”

			“I mean that, in or­der to vis­it this new di­vin­i­ty, you will not be able to do so with­out pay­ing a vis­it to my apart­ments, and that, as pro­pri­ety will for­bid your con­vers­ing with her in pri­vate, you will be com­pelled to see her in my cir­cle, to speak, as it were, at me, while speak­ing to her. I mean, in fact, that those who may be jeal­ous, will be wrong if they sup­pose you come to my apart­ments for my sake, since you will go there for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Who hap­pens to be lame.”

			“Hard­ly that.”

			“Who nev­er opens her lips.”

			“But who, when she does open them, dis­plays a beau­ti­ful set of teeth.”

			“Who may serve as a mod­el for an os­te­ol­o­gist.”

			“Your fa­vor will change her ap­pear­ance.”

			“Hen­ri­et­ta!”

			“At all events you al­lowed me to choose.”

			“Alas! yes.”

			“Well, my choice is made: I im­pose her up­on you, and you must sub­mit.”

			“Oh! I would ac­cept one of the fu­ries, if you were to in­sist up­on it.”

			“La Val­lière is as gen­tle as a lamb: do not fear she will ev­er con­tra­dict you when you tell her you love her,” said Madame, laugh­ing.

			“You are not afraid, are you, that I shall say too much to her?”

			“It would be for my sake.”

			“The treaty is agreed to, then?”

			“Not on­ly so, but signed. You will con­tin­ue to show me the friend­ship of a broth­er, the at­ten­tion of a broth­er, the gal­lantry of a monarch, will you not?”

			“I will pre­serve for you in­tact a heart that has al­ready be­come ac­cus­tomed to beat on­ly at your com­mand.”

			“Very well, do you not see that we have guar­an­teed the fu­ture by this means?”

			“I hope so.”

			“Will your moth­er cease to re­gard me as an en­e­my?”

			“Yes.”

			“Will Maria There­sa leave off speak­ing in Span­ish be­fore Mon­sieur, who has a hor­ror of con­ver­sa­tion held in for­eign lan­guages, be­cause he al­ways thinks he is be­ing ill spo­ken of? and last­ly,” con­tin­ued the princess, “will peo­ple per­sist in at­tribut­ing a wrong­ful af­fec­tion to the king when the truth is, we can of­fer noth­ing to each oth­er, ex­cept ab­so­lute sym­pa­thy, free from men­tal reser­va­tion?”

			“Yes, yes,” said the king, hes­i­tat­ing­ly. “But oth­er things may still be said of us.”

			“What can be said, sire? shall we nev­er be left in tran­quil­li­ty?”

			“Peo­ple will say I am de­fi­cient in taste; but what is my self-re­spect in com­par­i­son with your tran­quil­li­ty?”

			“In com­par­i­son with my hon­or, sire, and that of our fam­i­ly, you mean. Be­sides, I beg you to at­tend, do not be so hasti­ly prej­u­diced against La Val­lière. She is slight­ly lame, it is true, but she is not de­fi­cient in good sense. More­over, all that the king touch­es is con­vert­ed in­to gold.”

			“Well, Madame, rest as­sured of one thing, name­ly, that I am still grate­ful to you: you might even yet make me pay dear­er for your stay in France.”

			“Sire, some­one ap­proach­es.”

			“Well!”

			“One last word.”

			“Say it.”

			“You are pru­dent and ju­di­cious, sire; but in the present in­stance you will be obliged to sum­mon to your aid all your pru­dence, and all your judg­ment.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Louis, laugh­ing, “from this very day I shall be­gin to act my part, and you shall see whether I am not quite fit to rep­re­sent the char­ac­ter of a ten­der swain. Af­ter lun­cheon, there will be a prom­e­nade in the for­est, and then there is sup­per and the bal­let at ten o’clock.”

			“I know it.”

			“The ar­dor of my pas­sion shall blaze more bril­liant­ly than the fire­works, shall shine more steadi­ly than our friend Col­bert’s lamps; it shall shine so daz­zling­ly that the queens and Mon­sieur will be al­most blind­ed by it.”

			“Take care, sire, take care.”

			“In Heav­en’s name, what have I done, then?”

			“I shall be­gin to re­call the com­pli­ments I paid you just now. You pru­dent! you wise! did I say? Why, you be­gin by the most reck­less in­con­sis­ten­cies! Can a pas­sion be kin­dled in this man­ner, like a torch, in a mo­ment? Can a monarch, such as you are, with­out any prepa­ra­tion, fall at the feet of a girl like La Val­lière?”

			“Ah! Hen­ri­et­ta, now I un­der­stand you. We have not yet be­gun the cam­paign, and you are plun­der­ing me al­ready.”

			“No, I am on­ly re­call­ing you to com­mon­sense ideas. Let your pas­sion be kin­dled grad­u­al­ly, in­stead of al­low­ing it to burst forth so sud­den­ly. Jove’s thun­ders and light­nings are heard and seen be­fore the palace is set on fire. Ev­ery­thing has its com­mence­ments. If you are so eas­i­ly ex­cit­ed, no one will be­lieve you are re­al­ly cap­ti­vat­ed, and ev­ery­one will think you out of your sens­es—if even, in­deed, the truth it­self not be guessed. The pub­lic is not so fatu­ous as they seem.”

			The king was obliged to ad­mit that Madame was an an­gel for sense, and the very re­verse for clev­er­ness. He bowed, and said: “Agreed, Madame, I will think over my plan of at­tack: great mil­i­tary men—my cousin de Condé for in­stance—grow pale in med­i­ta­tion up­on their strate­gi­cal plans, be­fore they move one of the pawns, which peo­ple call armies; I there­fore wish to draw up a com­plete plan of cam­paign; for you know that the ten­der pas­sion is sub­di­vid­ed in a va­ri­ety of ways. Well, then, I shall stop at the vil­lage of Lit­tle At­ten­tions, at the ham­let of Love-Let­ters, be­fore I fol­low the road of Vis­i­ble Af­fec­tion; the way is clear enough, you know, and poor Madame de Scud­éry would nev­er for­give me for pass­ing though a halt­ing-place with­out stop­ping.”

			“Oh! now we have re­turned to our prop­er sens­es, shall we say adieu, sire?”

			“Alas! it must be so, for see, we are in­ter­rupt­ed.”

			“Yes, in­deed,” said Hen­ri­et­ta, “they are bring­ing Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente and her sphinx but­ter­fly in grand pro­ces­sion this way.”

			“It is per­fect­ly well un­der­stood, then, that this evening, dur­ing the prom­e­nade, I am to make my es­cape in­to the for­est, and find La Val­lière with­out you.”

			“I will take care to send her away.”

			“Very well! I will speak to her when she is with her com­pan­ions, and I will then dis­charge my first ar­row at her.”

			“Be skill­ful,” said Madame, laugh­ing, “and do not miss the heart.”

			Then the princess took leave of the king, and went for­ward to meet the mer­ry troop, which was ad­vanc­ing with much cer­e­mo­ny, and a great many pre­tend­ed flour­ish­es of trum­pets, im­i­tat­ed with their mouths.
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				The Bal­let of the Sea­sons

			
			At the con­clu­sion of the ban­quet, which was served at five o’clock, the king en­tered his cab­i­net, where his tai­lors were await­ing him for the pur­pose of try­ing on the cel­e­brat­ed cos­tume rep­re­sent­ing Spring, which was the re­sult of so much imag­i­na­tion, and had cost so many ef­forts of thought to the de­sign­ers and or­na­ment-work­ers of the court. As for the bal­let it­self, ev­ery per­son knew the part he had to take in it, and how to per­form it. The king had re­solved to make it a sur­prise. Hard­ly, there­fore, had he fin­ished his con­fer­ence, and en­tered his own apart­ment, than he de­sired his two mas­ters of the cer­e­monies, Villeroy and Saint-Aig­nan, to be sent for. Both replied that they on­ly await­ed his or­ders, and that ev­ery­thing was ready to be­gin, but that it was nec­es­sary to be sure of fine weath­er and a fa­vor­able night be­fore these or­ders could be car­ried out. The king opened his win­dow; the pale-gold hues of the evening were vis­i­ble on the hori­zon through the vis­tas of the wood, and the moon, white as snow, was al­ready mount­ing the heav­ens. Not a rip­ple on the sur­face of the green wa­ters; the swans them­selves, even, repos­ing with fold­ed wings like ships at an­chor, seemed in­spi­ra­tions of the warmth of the air, the fresh­ness of the wa­ter, and the si­lence of the beau­ti­ful evening. The king, hav­ing ob­served all these things, and con­tem­plat­ed the mag­nif­i­cent pic­ture be­fore him, gave the or­der which de Villeroy and de Saint-Aig­nan await­ed; but with a view of in­sur­ing the ex­e­cu­tion of this or­der in a roy­al man­ner, one last ques­tion was nec­es­sary, and Louis XIV put it to the two gen­tle­men in the fol­low­ing man­ner:—“Have you any mon­ey?”

			“Sire,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “we have ar­ranged ev­ery­thing with M. Col­bert.”

			“Ah! very well!”

			“Yes, sire, and M. Col­bert said he would wait up­on Your Majesty, as soon as Your Majesty should man­i­fest an in­ten­tion of car­ry­ing out the fêtes, of which he has fur­nished the pro­gramme.”

			“Let him come in, then,” said the king; and as if Col­bert had been lis­ten­ing at the door for the pur­pose of keep­ing him­self au courant with the con­ver­sa­tion, he en­tered as soon as the king had pro­nounced his name to the two courtiers.

			“Ah! M. Col­bert,” said the king. “Gen­tle­men, to your posts,” where­upon Saint-Aig­nan and Villeroy took their leave. The king seat­ed him­self in an easy-chair near the win­dow, say­ing: “The bal­let will take place this evening, M. Col­bert.”

			“In that case, sire, I will pay all ac­counts to­mor­row.”

			“Why so?”

			“I promised the trades­peo­ple to pay their bills the day fol­low­ing that on which the bal­let should take place.”

			“Very well, M. Col­bert, pay them, since you have promised to do so.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sire; but I must have mon­ey to do that.”

			“What! have not the four mil­lions, which M. Fou­quet promised, been sent? I for­got to ask you about it.”

			“Sire, they were sent at the hour promised.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, sire, the col­ored lamps, the fire­works, the mu­si­cians, and the cooks, have swal­lowed up four mil­lions in eight days.”

			“En­tire­ly?”

			“To the last pen­ny. Ev­ery time Your Majesty di­rect­ed the banks of the grand canal to be il­lu­mi­nat­ed, as much oil was con­sumed as there was wa­ter in the basins.”

			“Well, well, M. Col­bert; the fact is, then, you have no more mon­ey?”

			“I have no more, sire, but M. Fou­quet has,” Col­bert replied, his face dark­en­ing with a sin­is­ter ex­pres­sion of plea­sure.

			“What do you mean?” in­quired Louis.

			“We have al­ready made M. Fou­quet ad­vance six mil­lions. He has giv­en them with too much grace not to have oth­ers still to give, if they are re­quired, which is the case at the present mo­ment. It is nec­es­sary, there­fore, that he should com­ply.”

			The king frowned. “M. Col­bert,” said he, ac­cen­tu­at­ing the fi­nancier’s name, “that is not the way I un­der­stood the mat­ter; I do not wish to make use, against any of my ser­vants, of a means of pres­sure which may op­press him and fet­ter his ser­vices. In eight days M. Fou­quet has fur­nished six mil­lions; that is a good round sum.”

			Col­bert turned pale. “And yet,” he said, “Your Majesty did not use this lan­guage some time ago, when the news about Belle-Isle ar­rived, for in­stance.”

			“You are right, M. Col­bert.”

			“Noth­ing, how­ev­er, has changed since then; on the con­trary, in­deed.”

			“In my thoughts, Mon­sieur, ev­ery­thing is changed.”

			“Does Your Majesty then no longer be­lieve the dis­loy­al at­tempt?”

			“My af­fairs con­cern my­self alone, Mon­sieur; and I have al­ready told you I trans­act them with­out in­ter­fer­ence.”

			“Then, I per­ceive,” said Col­bert, trem­bling with anger and fear, “that I have had the mis­for­tune to fall in­to dis­grace with Your Majesty.”

			“Not at all; you are, on the con­trary, most agree­able to me.”

			“Yet, sire,” said the min­is­ter, with a cer­tain af­fect­ed blunt­ness, so suc­cess­ful when it was a ques­tion of flat­ter­ing Louis’s self-es­teem, “what use is there in be­ing agree­able to Your Majesty, if one can no longer be of any use?”

			“I re­serve your ser­vices for a bet­ter oc­ca­sion; and be­lieve me, they will on­ly be the bet­ter ap­pre­ci­at­ed.”

			“Your Majesty’s plan, then, in this af­fair, is—”

			“You want mon­ey, M. Col­bert?”

			“Sev­en hun­dred thou­sand francs, sire.”

			“You will take them from my pri­vate trea­sure.” Col­bert bowed. “And,” added Louis, “as it seems a dif­fi­cult mat­ter for you, not­with­stand­ing your econ­o­my, to de­fray, with so lim­it­ed a sum, the ex­pens­es which I in­tend to in­cur, I will at once sign an or­der for three mil­lions.”

			The king took a pen and signed an or­der im­me­di­ate­ly, then hand­ed it to Col­bert. “Be sat­is­fied, M. Col­bert, the plan I have adopt­ed is one wor­thy of a king,” said Louis XIV, who pro­nounced these words with all the majesty he knew how to as­sume in such cir­cum­stances; and dis­missed Col­bert for the pur­pose of giv­ing an au­di­ence to his tai­lors.

			The or­der is­sued by the king was known through­out the whole of Fontainebleau; it was al­ready known, too, that the king was try­ing on his cos­tume, and that the bal­let would be danced in the evening. The news cir­cu­lat­ed with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning; dur­ing its progress it kin­dled ev­ery va­ri­ety of co­quetry, de­sire, and wild am­bi­tion. At the same mo­ment, as if by en­chant­ment, ev­ery­one who knew how to hold a nee­dle, ev­ery­one who could dis­tin­guish a coat from a pair of trousers, was sum­moned to the as­sis­tance of those who had re­ceived in­vi­ta­tions. The king had com­plet­ed his toi­lette by nine o’clock; he ap­peared in an open car­riage dec­o­rat­ed with branch­es of trees and flow­ers. The queens had tak­en their seats up­on a mag­nif­i­cent dias or plat­form, erect­ed up­on the bor­ders of the lake, in a the­ater of won­der­ful el­e­gance of con­struc­tion. In the space of five hours the car­pen­ters had put to­geth­er all the dif­fer­ent parts con­nect­ed with the build­ing; the up­hol­ster­ers had laid down the car­pets, erect­ed the seats; and, as if at the wave of an en­chanter’s wand, a thou­sand arms, aid­ing, in­stead of in­ter­fer­ing with each oth­er, had con­struct­ed the build­ing, amidst the sound of mu­sic; whilst, at the same time, oth­er work­men il­lu­mi­nat­ed the the­ater and the shores of the lake with an in­cal­cu­la­ble num­ber of lamps. As the heav­ens, set with stars, were per­fect­ly un­cloud­ed, as not even a breath of air could be heard in the woods, and as if Na­ture it­self had yield­ed com­pla­cent­ly to the king’s fan­cies, the back of the the­ater had been left open; so that, be­hind the fore­ground of the scenes, could be seen as a back­ground the beau­ti­ful sky, glit­ter­ing with stars; the sheet of wa­ter, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the lights which were re­flect­ed in it; and the bluish out­line of the grand mass­es of woods, with their round­ed tops. When the king made his ap­pear­ance, the the­ater was full, and pre­sent­ed to the view one vast group, daz­zling with gold and pre­cious stones; in which, how­ev­er, at the first glance, no sin­gle face could be dis­tin­guished. By de­grees, as the sight be­came ac­cus­tomed to so much bril­lian­cy, the rarest beau­ties ap­peared to the view, as in the evening sky the stars ap­pear one by one to him who clos­es his eyes and then opens them again.

			The the­ater rep­re­sent­ed a grove of trees; a few fauns lift­ing up their cloven feet were jump­ing about; a dryad made her ap­pear­ance on the scene, and was im­me­di­ate­ly pur­sued by them; oth­ers gath­ered round her for her de­fense, and they quar­relled as they danced. Sud­den­ly, for the pur­pose of restor­ing peace and or­der, Spring, ac­com­pa­nied by his whole court, made his ap­pear­ance. The El­e­ments, sub­al­tern pow­ers of mythol­o­gy, to­geth­er with their at­tributes, has­tened to fol­low their gra­cious sov­er­eign. The Sea­sons, al­lies of Spring, fol­lowed him close­ly, to form a quadrille, which, af­ter many words of more or less flat­ter­ing im­port, was the com­mence­ment of the dance. The mu­sic, haut­boys, flutes, and vi­o­ls, was de­light­ful­ly de­scrip­tive of ru­ral de­lights. The king had al­ready made his ap­pear­ance, amid thun­ders of ap­plause. He was dressed in a tu­nic of flow­ers, which set off his grace­ful and well-formed fig­ure to ad­van­tage. His legs, the best-shaped at court, were dis­played to great ad­van­tage in flesh-col­ored silken hose, of silk so fine and so trans­par­ent that it seemed al­most like flesh it­self. The most beau­ti­ful pale-lilac satin shoes, with bows of flow­ers and leaves, im­pris­oned his small feet. The bust of the fig­ure was in har­mo­nious keep­ing with the base; Louis’s wav­ing hair float­ed on his shoul­ders, the fresh­ness of his com­plex­ion was en­hanced by the bril­lian­cy of his beau­ti­ful blue eyes, which soft­ly kin­dled all hearts; a mouth with tempt­ing lips, which deigned to open in smiles. Such was the prince of that pe­ri­od: just­ly that evening styled “The King of all the Loves.” There was some­thing in his car­riage which re­sem­bled the buoy­ant move­ments of an im­mor­tal, and he did not dance so much as seem to soar along. His en­trance pro­duced, there­fore, the most bril­liant ef­fect. Sud­den­ly the Comte de Saint-Aig­nan was ob­served en­deav­or­ing to ap­proach ei­ther the king or Madame.

			The princess—who was robed in a long dress, di­aphanous and light as the finest net­work tis­sue from the hands of skill­ful Mech­lin work­ers, one knee oc­ca­sion­al­ly re­vealed be­neath the folds of the tu­nic, and her lit­tle feet en­cased in silken slip­pers decked with pearls—ad­vanced ra­di­ant with beau­ty, ac­com­pa­nied by her cortège of Bac­cha­ntes, and had al­ready reached the spot as­signed to her in the dance. The ap­plause con­tin­ued so long that the comte had am­ple leisure to join the king.

			“What is the mat­ter, Saint-Aig­nan?” said Spring.

			“Noth­ing what­ev­er,” replied the courtier, as pale as death; “but Your Majesty has not thought of Fruits.”

			“Yes; it is sup­pressed.”

			“Far from it, sire; Your Majesty hav­ing giv­en no di­rec­tions about it, the mu­si­cians have re­tained it.”

			“How ex­ces­sive­ly an­noy­ing,” said the king. “This fig­ure can­not be per­formed, since M. de Guiche is ab­sent. It must be sup­pressed.”

			“Ah, sire, a quar­ter of an hour’s mu­sic with­out any danc­ing will pro­duce an ef­fect so chill­ing as to ru­in the suc­cess of the bal­let.”

			“But, come, since—”

			“Oh, sire, that is not the great­est mis­for­tune; for, af­ter all, the or­ches­tra could still just as well cut it out, if it were nec­es­sary; but—”

			“But what?”

			“Why, M. de Guiche is here.”

			“Here?” replied the king, frown­ing, “here? Are you sure?”

			“Yes, sire; and ready dressed for the bal­let.”

			The king felt him­self col­or deeply, and said, “You are prob­a­bly mis­tak­en.”

			“So lit­tle is that the case, sire, that if Your Majesty will look to the right, you will see that the comte is in wait­ing.”

			Louis turned hasti­ly to­wards the side, and in fact, on his right, bril­liant in his char­ac­ter of Au­tumn, de Guiche await­ed un­til the king should look at him, in or­der that he might ad­dress him. To give an idea of the stu­pe­fac­tion of the king, and that of Mon­sieur, who was mov­ing about rest­less­ly in his box—to de­scribe al­so the ag­i­tat­ed move­ment of the heads in the the­ater, and the strange emo­tion of Madame, at the sight of her part­ner—is a task we must leave to abler hands. The king stood al­most gap­ing with as­ton­ish­ment as he looked at the comte, who, bow­ing low­ly, ap­proached Louis with the pro­found­est re­spect.

			“Sire,” he said, “Your Majesty’s most de­vot­ed ser­vant ap­proach­es to per­form a ser­vice on this oc­ca­sion with sim­i­lar zeal that he has al­ready shown on the field of bat­tle. Your Majesty, in omit­ting the dance of the Fruits, would be los­ing the most beau­ti­ful scene in the bal­let. I did not wish to be the sub­stance of so dark a shad­ow to Your Majesty’s el­e­gance, skill, and grace­ful in­ven­tion; and I have left my ten­ants in or­der to place my ser­vices at Your Majesty’s com­mands.”

			Ev­ery word fell dis­tinct­ly, in per­fect har­mo­ny and elo­quence, up­on Louis XIV’s ears. Their flat­tery pleased, as much as de Guiche’s courage had as­ton­ished him, and he sim­ply replied: “I did not tell you to re­turn, comte.”

			“Cer­tain­ly not, sire; but Your Majesty did not tell me to re­main.”

			The king per­ceived that time was pass­ing away, that if this strange scene were pro­longed it would com­pli­cate ev­ery­thing, and that a sin­gle cloud up­on the pic­ture would even­tu­al­ly spoil the whole. Be­sides, the king’s heart was filled with two or three new ideas; he had just de­rived fresh in­spi­ra­tion from the elo­quent glances of Madame. Her look had said to him: “Since they are jeal­ous of you, di­vide their sus­pi­cions, for the man who dis­trusts two ri­vals does not ob­ject to ei­ther in par­tic­u­lar.” So that Madame, by this clever di­ver­sion, de­cid­ed him. The king smiled up­on de Guiche, who did not com­pre­hend a word of Madame’s dumb lan­guage, but he re­marked that she pre­tend­ed not to look at him, and he at­trib­uted the par­don which had been con­ferred up­on him to the princess’s kind­ness of heart. The king seemed on­ly pleased with ev­ery­one present. Mon­sieur was the on­ly one who did not un­der­stand any­thing about the mat­ter. The bal­let be­gan; the ef­fect was more than beau­ti­ful. When the mu­sic, by its bursts of melody, car­ried away these il­lus­tri­ous dancers, when the sim­ple, un­tu­tored pan­tomime of that pe­ri­od, on­ly the more nat­u­ral on ac­count of the very in­dif­fer­ent act­ing of the au­gust ac­tors, had reached its cul­mi­nat­ing point of tri­umph, the the­ater shook with tu­mul­tuous ap­plause.

			De Guiche shone like a sun, but like a court­ly sun, that is re­signed to fill a sub­or­di­nate part. Dis­dain­ful of a suc­cess of which Madame showed no ac­knowl­edge­ment, he thought of noth­ing but bold­ly re­gain­ing the marked pref­er­ence of the princess. She, how­ev­er, did not be­stow a sin­gle glance up­on him. By de­grees all his hap­pi­ness, all his bril­lian­cy, sub­sid­ed in­to re­gret and un­easi­ness; so that his limbs lost their pow­er, his arms hung heav­i­ly by his sides, and his head drooped as though he was stu­pe­fied. The king, who had from this mo­ment be­come in re­al­i­ty the prin­ci­pal dancer in the quadrille, cast a look up­on his van­quished ri­val. De Guiche soon ceased to sus­tain even the char­ac­ter of the courtier; with­out ap­plause, he danced in­dif­fer­ent­ly, and very soon could not dance at all, by which ac­ci­dent the tri­umph of the king and of Madame was as­sured.
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				The Nymphs of the Park of Fontainebleau

			
			The king re­mained for a mo­ment to en­joy a tri­umph as com­plete as it could pos­si­bly be. He then turned to­wards Madame, for the pur­pose of ad­mir­ing her al­so a lit­tle in her turn. Young per­sons love with more vi­vac­i­ty, per­haps with greater ar­dor and deep­er pas­sion, than oth­ers more ad­vanced in years; but all the oth­er feel­ings are at the same time de­vel­oped in pro­por­tion to their youth and vig­or: so that van­i­ty be­ing with them al­most al­ways the equiv­a­lent of love, the lat­ter feel­ing, ac­cord­ing to the laws of equipoise, nev­er at­tains that de­gree of per­fec­tion which it ac­quires in men and wom­en from thir­ty to five and thir­ty years of age. Louis thought of Madame, but on­ly af­ter he had stu­dious­ly thought of him­self; and Madame care­ful­ly thought of her­self, with­out be­stow­ing a sin­gle thought up­on the king. The vic­tim, how­ev­er, of all these roy­al af­fec­tions and af­fec­ta­tions, was poor de Guiche. Ev­ery­one could ob­serve his ag­i­ta­tion and pros­tra­tion—a pros­tra­tion which was, in­deed, the more re­mark­able since peo­ple were not ac­cus­tomed to see him with his arms hang­ing list­less­ly by his side, his head be­wil­dered, and his eyes with all their bright in­tel­li­gence be­d­immed. It rarely hap­pened that any un­easi­ness was ex­cit­ed on his ac­count, when­ev­er a ques­tion of el­e­gance or taste was un­der dis­cus­sion; and de Guiche’s de­feat was ac­cord­ing­ly at­trib­uted by the greater num­ber present to his courtier-like tact and abil­i­ty. But there were oth­ers—keen-sight­ed ob­servers are al­ways to be met with at court—who re­marked his pale­ness and his al­tered looks; which he could nei­ther feign nor con­ceal, and their con­clu­sion was that de Guiche was not act­ing the part of a flat­ter­er. All these suf­fer­ings, suc­cess­es, and re­marks were blend­ed, con­found­ed, and lost in the up­roar of ap­plause. When, how­ev­er, the queens had ex­pressed their sat­is­fac­tion and the spec­ta­tors their en­thu­si­asm, when the king had re­tired to his dress­ing-room to change his cos­tume, and whilst Mon­sieur, dressed as a wom­an, as he de­light­ed to be, was in his turn danc­ing about, de Guiche, who had now re­cov­ered him­self, ap­proached Madame, who, seat­ed at the back of the the­ater, was wait­ing for the sec­ond part, and had quit­ted the oth­ers for the pur­pose of cre­at­ing a sort of soli­tude for her­self in the midst of the crowd, to med­i­tate, as it were, be­fore­hand, up­on choro­graph­ic ef­fects; and it will be per­fect­ly un­der­stood that, ab­sorbed in deep med­i­ta­tion, she did not see, or rather pre­tend­ed not to no­tice, any­thing that was pass­ing around her. De Guiche, ob­serv­ing that she was alone, near a thick­et con­struct­ed of paint­ed cloth, ap­proached her. Two of her maids of hon­or, dressed as hamadryads, see­ing de Guiche ad­vance, drew back out of re­spect., where­upon de Guiche pro­ceed­ed to­wards the mid­dle of the cir­cle and salut­ed Her Roy­al High­ness; but, whether she did or did not ob­serve his salu­ta­tions, the princess did not even turn her head. A cold shiv­er passed through poor de Guiche; he was un­pre­pared for such ut­ter in­dif­fer­ence, for he had nei­ther seen nor been told of any­thing that had tak­en place, and con­se­quent­ly could guess noth­ing. Re­mark­ing, there­fore, that his obei­sance ob­tained him no ac­knowl­edge­ment, he ad­vanced one step fur­ther, and in a voice which he tried, though vain­ly, to ren­der calm, said: “I have the hon­or to present my most hum­ble re­spects to Your Roy­al High­ness.”

			Up­on this Madame deigned to turn her eyes lan­guish­ing­ly to­wards the comte, ob­serv­ing. “Ah! M. de Guiche, is that you? good day!”

			The comte’s pa­tience al­most for­sook him, as he con­tin­ued—“Your Roy­al High­ness danced just now most charm­ing­ly.”

			“Do you think so?” she replied with in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Yes; the char­ac­ter which Your Roy­al High­ness as­sumed is in per­fect har­mo­ny with your own.”

			Madame again turned round, and, look­ing de Guiche full in the face with a bright and steady gaze, said—“Why so?”

			“Oh! there can be no doubt of it.”

			“Ex­plain your­self?”

			“You rep­re­sent­ed a di­vin­i­ty, beau­ti­ful, dis­dain­ful, in­con­stant.”

			“You mean Pomona, comte?”

			“I al­lude to the god­dess.”

			Madame re­mained silent for a mo­ment, with her lips com­pressed, and then ob­served—“But, comte, you, too, are an ex­cel­lent dancer.”

			“Nay, Madame, I am on­ly one of those who are nev­er no­ticed, or who are soon for­got­ten if they ev­er hap­pen to be no­ticed.”

			With this re­mark, ac­com­pa­nied by one of those deep sighs which af­fect the re­motest fibers of one’s be­ing, his heart bur­dened with sor­row and throb­bing fast, his head on fire, and his gaze wan­der­ing, he bowed breath­less­ly, and with­drew be­hind the thick­et. The on­ly re­ply Madame con­de­scend­ed to make was by slight­ly rais­ing her shoul­ders, and, as her ladies of hon­or had dis­creet­ly re­tired while the con­ver­sa­tion last­ed, she re­called them by a look. The ladies were Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente and Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.

			“Did you hear what the Comte de Guiche said?” the princess in­quired.

			“No.”

			“It re­al­ly is very sin­gu­lar,” she con­tin­ued, in a com­pas­sion­ate tone, “how ex­ile has af­fect­ed poor M. de Guiche’s wit.” And then, in a loud­er voice, fear­ful lest her un­hap­py vic­tim might lose a syl­la­ble, she said—“In the first place he danced bad­ly, and af­ter­wards his re­marks were very sil­ly.”

			She then rose, hum­ming the air to which she was present­ly go­ing to dance. De Guiche had over­heard ev­ery­thing. The ar­row pierced his heart and wound­ed him mor­tal­ly. Then, at the risk of in­ter­rupt­ing the progress of the fête by his an­noy­ance, he fled from the scene, tear­ing his beau­ti­ful cos­tume of Au­tumn in pieces, and scat­ter­ing, as he went along, the branch­es of vines, mul­ber­ry and al­mond trees, with all the oth­er ar­ti­fi­cial at­tributes of his as­sumed di­vin­i­ty. A quar­ter of an hour af­ter­wards he re­turned to the the­ater; but it will be read­i­ly be­lieved that it was on­ly a pow­er­ful ef­fort of rea­son over his great ex­cite­ment that en­abled him to go back; or per­haps, for love is thus strange­ly con­sti­tut­ed, he found it im­pos­si­ble even to re­main much longer sep­a­rat­ed from the pres­ence of one who had bro­ken his heart. Madame was fin­ish­ing her fig­ure. She saw, but did not look at de Guiche, who, ir­ri­tat­ed and re­venge­ful, turned his back up­on her as she passed him, es­cort­ed by her nymphs, and fol­lowed by a hun­dred flat­ter­ers. Dur­ing this time, at the oth­er end of the the­ater, near the lake, a young wom­an was seat­ed, with her eyes fixed up­on one of the win­dows of the the­ater, from which were is­su­ing streams of light—the win­dow in ques­tion be­ing that of the roy­al box. As de Guiche quit­ted the the­ater for the pur­pose of get­ting in­to the fresh air he so much need­ed, he passed close to this fig­ure and salut­ed her. When she per­ceived the young man, she rose, like a wom­an sur­prised in the midst of ideas she was de­sirous of con­ceal­ing from her­self. De Guiche stopped as he rec­og­nized her, and said hur­ried­ly—“Good evening, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; I am in­deed for­tu­nate in meet­ing you.”

			“I, al­so, M. de Guiche, am glad of this ac­ci­den­tal meet­ing,” said the young girl, as she was about to with­draw.

			“Pray do not leave me,” said de Guiche, stretch­ing out his hand to­wards her, “for you would be con­tra­dict­ing the kind words you have just pro­nounced. Re­main, I im­plore you: the evening is most love­ly. You wish to es­cape from the mer­ry tu­mult, and pre­fer your own so­ci­ety. Well, I can un­der­stand it; all wom­en who are pos­sessed of any feel­ing do, and one nev­er finds them dull or lone­ly when re­moved from the gid­dy vor­tex of these ex­cit­ing amuse­ments. Oh! Heav­en!” he ex­claimed, sud­den­ly.

			“What is the mat­ter, Mon­sieur le Comte?” in­quired La Val­lière, with some anx­i­ety. “You seem ag­i­tat­ed.”

			“I! oh, no!”

			“Will you al­low me, M. de Guiche, to re­turn you the thanks I had pro­posed to of­fer you on the very first op­por­tu­ni­ty? It is to your rec­om­men­da­tion, I am aware, that I owe my ad­mis­sion among the num­ber of Madame’s maids of hon­or.”

			“In­deed! Ah! I re­mem­ber now, and I con­grat­u­late my­self. Do you love any­one?”

			“I!” ex­claimed La Val­lière.

			“For­give me, I hard­ly know what I am say­ing; a thou­sand times for­give me; Madame was right, quite right, this bru­tal ex­ile has com­plete­ly turned my brain.”

			“And yet it seemed to me that the king re­ceived you with kind­ness.”

			“Do you think so? Re­ceived me with kind­ness—per­haps so—yes—”

			“There can­not be a doubt he re­ceived you kind­ly, for, in fact, you re­turned with­out his per­mis­sion.”

			“Quite true, and I be­lieve you are right. But have you not seen M. de Bragelonne here?”

			La Val­lière start­ed at the name. “Why do you ask?” she in­quired.

			“Have I of­fend­ed you again?” said de Guiche. “In that case I am in­deed un­hap­py, and great­ly to be pitied.”

			“Yes, very un­hap­py, and very much to be pitied, Mon­sieur de Guiche, for you seem to be suf­fer­ing ter­ri­bly.”

			“Oh! Made­moi­selle, why have I not a de­vot­ed sis­ter, or a true friend, such as your­self?”

			“You have friends, Mon­sieur de Guiche, and the Vi­comte de Bragelonne, of whom you spoke just now, is, I be­lieve, one of the most de­vot­ed.”

			“Yes, yes, you are right, he is one of my best friends. Farewell, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, farewell.” And he fled, like one pos­sessed, along the banks of the lake. His dark shad­ow glid­ed, length­en­ing as it dis­ap­peared, among the il­lu­mined yews and glit­ter­ing un­du­la­tions of the wa­ter. La Val­lière looked af­ter him, say­ing—“Yes, yes, he, too, is suf­fer­ing, and I be­gin to un­der­stand why.”

			She had hard­ly fin­ished when her com­pan­ions, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais and Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, ran for­ward. They were re­leased from their at­ten­dance, and had changed their cos­tumes of nymphs; de­light­ed with the beau­ti­ful night, and the suc­cess of the evening, they re­turned to look af­ter their com­pan­ion.

			“What, al­ready here!” they said to her. “We thought we should be first at the ren­dezvous.”

			“I have been here this quar­ter of an hour,” replied La Val­lière.

			“Did not the danc­ing amuse you?”

			“No.”

			“But sure­ly the en­chant­ing spec­ta­cle?”

			“No more than the danc­ing. As far as beau­ty is con­cerned, I much pre­fer that which these dark woods present, in whose depths can be seen, now in one di­rec­tion and again in an­oth­er, a light pass­ing by, as though it were an eye, in col­or like a mid­night rain­bow, some­times open, at oth­ers closed.”

			“La Val­lière is quite a po­et­ess,” said Ton­nay-Char­ente.

			“In oth­er words,” said Mon­ta­lais, “she is in­sup­port­able. When­ev­er there is a ques­tion of laugh­ing a lit­tle or of amus­ing our­selves, La Val­lière be­gins to cry; when­ev­er we girls have rea­son to cry, be­cause, per­haps, we have mis­laid our dress­es, or be­cause our van­i­ty as been wound­ed, or our cos­tume fails to pro­duce an ef­fect, La Val­lière laughs.”

			“As far as I am con­cerned, that is not my char­ac­ter,” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente. “I am a wom­an; and there are few like me; who­ev­er loves me, flat­ters me; who­ev­er flat­ters me, pleas­es me; and who­ev­er pleas­es—”

			“Well!” said Mon­ta­lais, “you do not fin­ish.”

			“It is too dif­fi­cult,” replied Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, laugh­ing loud­ly. “Do you, who are so clever, fin­ish for me.”

			“And you, Louise?” said Mon­ta­lais, “does any­one please you?”

			“That is a mat­ter that con­cerns no one but my­self,” replied the young girl, ris­ing from the mossy bank on which she had been re­clin­ing dur­ing the whole time the bal­let last­ed. “Now, mes­de­moi­selles, we have agreed to amuse our­selves tonight with­out any­one to over­look us, and with­out any es­cort. We are three in num­ber, we like one an­oth­er, and the night is love­ly. Look yon­der, do you not see the moon slow­ly ris­ing, sil­ver­ing the top­most branch­es of the chest­nuts and the oaks. Oh, beau­ti­ful walk! sweet lib­er­ty! ex­quis­ite soft turf of the woods, the hap­pi­ness which your friend­ship con­fers up­on me! let us walk arm in arm to­wards those large trees. Out yon­der all are at this mo­ment seat­ed at ta­ble and ful­ly oc­cu­pied, or pre­par­ing to adorn them­selves for a set and for­mal prom­e­nade; hors­es are be­ing sad­dled, or har­nessed to the car­riages—the queen’s mules or Madame’s four white ponies. As for our­selves, we shall soon reach some re­tired spot where no eyes can see us and no step fol­low ours. Do you not re­mem­ber, Mon­ta­lais, the woods of Chev­erny and of Cham­bord, the in­nu­mer­able rustling poplars of Blois, where we ex­changed our mu­tu­al hopes?”

			“And con­fi­dences too?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well,” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, “I al­so think a good deal; but I take care—”

			“To say noth­ing,” said Mon­ta­lais, “so that when Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente thinks, Athenaïs is the on­ly one who knows it.”

			“Hush!” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, “I hear steps ap­proach­ing from this side.”

			“Quick, quick, then, among the high reed-grass,” said Mon­ta­lais; “stoop, Athenaïs, you are so tall.”

			Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente stooped as she was told, and, al­most at the same mo­ment, they saw two gen­tle­men ap­proach­ing, their heads bent down, walk­ing arm in arm, on the fine grav­el walk run­ning par­al­lel with the bank. The young girls had, in­deed, made them­selves small—in­deed in­vis­i­ble.

			“It is Mon­sieur de Guiche,” whis­pered Mon­ta­lais in Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente’s ear.

			“It is Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” whis­pered the lat­ter to La Val­lière.

			The two young men ap­proached still clos­er, con­vers­ing in an­i­mat­ed tones. “She was here just now,” said the count. “If I had on­ly seen her, I should have de­clared it to be a vi­sion, but I spoke to her.”

			“You are pos­i­tive, then?”

			“Yes; but per­haps I fright­ened her.”

			“In what way?”

			“Oh! I was still half crazy at you know what; so that she could hard­ly have un­der­stood what I was say­ing, and must have grown alarmed.”

			“Oh!” said Bragelonne, “do not make your­self un­easy: she is all kind­ness, and will ex­cuse you; she is clear-sight­ed, and will un­der­stand.”

			“Yes, but if she should have un­der­stood, and un­der­stood too well, she may talk.”

			“You do not know Louise, count,” said Raoul. “Louise pos­sess­es ev­ery virtue, and has not a sin­gle fault.” And the two young men passed on, and, as they pro­ceed­ed, their voic­es were soon lost in the dis­tance.

			“How is it, La Val­lière,” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, “that the Vi­comte de Bragelonne spoke of you as Louise?”

			“We were brought up to­geth­er,” replied Louise, blush­ing; “M. de Bragelonne has hon­ored me by ask­ing my hand in mar­riage, but—”

			“Well?”

			“It seems the king will not con­sent to it.”

			“Eh! Why the king? and what has the king to do with it?” ex­claimed Au­re, sharply. “Good gra­cious! has the king any right to in­ter­fere in mat­ters of that kind? Pol­i­tics are pol­i­tics, as M. de Mazarin used to say; but love is love. If, there­fore, you love M. de Bragelonne, mar­ry him. I give my con­sent.”

			Athenaïs be­gan to laugh.

			“Oh! I am speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly,” replied Mon­ta­lais, “and my opin­ion in this case is quite as good as the king’s, I sup­pose; is it not, Louise?”

			“Come,” said La Val­lière, “these gen­tle­men have passed; let us take ad­van­tage of our be­ing alone to cross the open ground and so take refuge in the woods.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Athenaïs, “be­cause I see the torch­es set­ting out from the château and the the­ater, and they seem as if they were pre­ced­ing some per­son of dis­tinc­tion.”

			“Let us run, then,” said all three. And, grace­ful­ly lift­ing up the long skirts of their silk dress­es, they light­ly ran across the open space be­tween the lake and the thick­est covert of the park. Mon­ta­lais ag­ile as a deer, Athenaïs ea­ger as a young wolf, bound­ed through the dry grass, and, now and then, some bold Acteon might, by the aid of the faint light, have per­ceived their straight and well-formed limbs some­what dis­played be­neath the heavy folds of their satin pet­ti­coats. La Val­lière, more re­fined and more bash­ful, al­lowed her dress to flow around her; re­tard­ed al­so by the lame­ness of her foot, it was not long be­fore she called out to her com­pan­ions to halt, and, left be­hind, she obliged them both to wait for her. At this mo­ment, a man, con­cealed in a dry ditch plant­ed with young wil­low saplings, scram­bled quick­ly up its shelv­ing side, and ran off in the di­rec­tion of the château. The three young girls, on their side, reached the out­skirts of the park, ev­ery path of which they well knew. The ditch­es were bor­dered by high hedges full of flow­ers, which on that side pro­tect­ed the foot-pas­sen­gers from be­ing in­trud­ed up­on by the hors­es and car­riages. In fact, the sound of Madame’s and the queen’s car­riages could be heard in the dis­tance up­on the hard dry ground of the roads, fol­lowed by the mount­ed cav­a­liers. Dis­tant mu­sic reached them in re­sponse, and when the soft notes died away, the nightin­gale, with throat of pride, poured forth his melo­di­ous chants, and his most com­pli­cat­ed, learned, and sweet­est com­po­si­tions to those who had met be­neath the thick covert of the woods. Near the song­ster, in the dark back­ground of the large trees, could be seen the glis­ten­ing eyes of an owl, at­tract­ed by the har­mo­ny. In this way the fête of the whole court was a fête al­so for the mys­te­ri­ous in­hab­i­tants of the for­est; for cer­tain­ly the deer in the brake, the pheas­ant on the branch, the fox in its hole, were all lis­ten­ing. One could re­al­ize the life led by this noc­tur­nal and in­vis­i­ble pop­u­la­tion from the rest­less move­ments that sud­den­ly took place among the leaves. Our syl­van nymphs ut­tered a slight cry, but, re­as­sured im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, they laughed, and re­sumed their walk. In this man­ner they reached the roy­al oak, the ven­er­a­ble rel­ic of a tree which in its prime has lis­tened to the sighs of Hen­ry II for the beau­ti­ful Di­ana of Poitiers, and lat­er still to those of Hen­ry IV for the love­ly Gabrielle d’Es­trées. Be­neath this oak the gar­den­ers had piled up the moss and turf in such a man­ner that nev­er had a seat more lux­u­ri­ous­ly rest­ed the wea­ried limbs of man or monarch. The trunk, some­what rough to re­cline against, was suf­fi­cient­ly large to ac­com­mo­date the three young girls, whose voic­es were lost among the branch­es, which stretched up­wards to the sky.
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				What Was Said Un­der the Roy­al Oak

			
			The soft­ness of the air, the still­ness of the fo­liage, tac­it­ly im­posed up­on these young girls an en­gage­ment to change im­me­di­ate­ly their gid­dy con­ver­sa­tion for one of a more se­ri­ous char­ac­ter. She, in­deed, whose dis­po­si­tion was the most live­ly—Mon­ta­lais, for in­stance—was the first to yield to the in­flu­ence; and she be­gan by heav­ing a deep sigh, and say­ing:—“What hap­pi­ness to be here alone, and at lib­er­ty, with ev­ery right to be frank, es­pe­cial­ly to­wards one an­oth­er.”

			“Yes,” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente; “for the court, how­ev­er bril­liant it may be, has al­ways some false­hood con­cealed be­neath the folds of its vel­vet robes, or the glit­ter of its di­a­monds.”

			“I,” replied La Val­lière, “I nev­er tell a false­hood; when I can­not speak the truth, I re­main silent.”

			“You will not long re­main in fa­vor,” said Mon­ta­lais; “it is not here as it was at Blois, where we told the dowa­ger Madame all our lit­tle an­noy­ances, and all our long­ings. There were cer­tain days when Madame re­mem­bered that she her­self had been young, and, on those days, who­ev­er talked with her found in her a sin­cere friend. She re­lat­ed to us her flir­ta­tions with Mon­sieur, and we told her of the flir­ta­tions she had had with oth­ers, or, at least, the ru­mors of them that had spread abroad. Poor wom­an, so sim­ple-mind­ed! she laughed at them, as we did. Where is she now?”

			“Ah, Mon­ta­lais—laugh­ter-lov­ing Mon­ta­lais!” cried La Val­lière; “you see you are sigh­ing again; the woods in­spire you, and you are al­most rea­son­able this evening.”

			“You ought not, ei­ther of you,” said Athenaïs, “to re­gret the court at Blois so much, un­less you do not feel hap­py with us. A court is a place where men and wom­en re­sort to talk of mat­ters which moth­ers, guardians, and es­pe­cial­ly con­fes­sors, se­vere­ly de­nounce.”

			“Oh, Athenaïs!” said Louise, blush­ing.

			“Athenaïs is frank tonight,” said Mon­ta­lais; “let us avail our­selves of it.”

			“Yes, let us take ad­van­tage of it, for this evening I could di­vulge the soft­est se­crets of my heart.”

			“Ah, if M. Mon­tes­pan were here!” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“Do you think that I care for M. de Mon­tes­pan?” mur­mured the beau­ti­ful young girl.

			“He is hand­some, I be­lieve?”

			“Yes. And that is no small ad­van­tage in my eyes.”

			“There now, you see—”

			“I will go fur­ther, and say, that of all the men whom one sees here, he is the hand­somest, and the most—”

			“What was that?” said La Val­lière, start­ing sud­den­ly from the mossy bank.

			“A deer hur­ry­ing by, per­haps.”

			“I am on­ly afraid of men,” said Athenaïs.

			“When they do not re­sem­ble M. de Mon­tes­pan.”

			“A truce to raillery. M. de Mon­tes­pan is at­ten­tive to me, but that does not com­mit me in any way. Is not M. de Guiche here, he who is so de­vot­ed to Madame?”

			“Poor fel­low!” said La Val­lière.

			“Why to be pitied? Madame is suf­fi­cient­ly beau­ti­ful, and of high enough rank, I sup­pose.”

			La Val­lière shook her head sor­row­ful­ly, say­ing, “When one loves, it is nei­ther beau­ty nor rank;—when one loves it should be the heart, or the eyes on­ly, of him, or of her whom one loves.”

			Mon­ta­lais be­gan to laugh loud­ly. “Heart, eyes,” she said; “oh, sug­arplums!”

			“I speak for my­self,” replied La Val­lière.

			“No­ble sen­ti­ments,” said Athenaïs, with an air of pro­tec­tion, but with in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Are they not your own?” asked Louise.

			“Per­fect­ly so; but to con­tin­ue: how can one pity a man who be­stows his at­ten­tions up­on such a wom­an as Madame? If any dis­pro­por­tion ex­ists, it is on the count’s side.”

			“Oh! no, no,” re­turned La Val­lière; “it is on Madame’s side.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“I will. Madame has not even a wish to know what love is. She di­verts her­self with the feel­ing, as chil­dren do with fire­works, from which a spark might set a palace on fire. It makes a dis­play, and that is all she cares about. Be­sides, plea­sure forms the tis­sue of which she wish­es her life to be wo­ven. M. de Guiche loves this il­lus­tri­ous per­son­age, but she will nev­er love him.”

			Athenaïs laughed dis­dain­ful­ly. “Do peo­ple re­al­ly ev­er love?” she said. “Where are the no­ble sen­ti­ments you just now ut­tered? Does not a wom­an’s virtue con­sist in the un­com­pro­mis­ing re­fusal of ev­ery in­trigue that might com­pro­mise her? A prop­er­ly reg­u­lat­ed wom­an, en­dowed with a nat­u­ral heart, ought to look at men, make her­self loved—adored, even, by them, and say at the very ut­most but once in her life, ‘I be­gin to think that I ought not to have been what I am—I should have de­test­ed this one less than oth­ers.’ ”

			“There­fore,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “that is what M. de Mon­tes­pan has to ex­pect.”

			“Cer­tain­ly; he, as well as ev­ery­one else. What! have I not said that I ad­mit he pos­sess­es a cer­tain su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, and would not that be enough? My dear child, a wom­an is a queen dur­ing the en­tire pe­ri­od na­ture per­mits her to en­joy sov­er­eign pow­er—from fif­teen to thir­ty-five years of age. Af­ter that, we are free to have a heart, when we on­ly have that left—”

			“Oh, oh!” mur­mured La Val­lière.

			“Ex­cel­lent,” cried Mon­ta­lais; “a very mas­ter­ly wom­an; Athenaïs, you will make your way in the world.”

			“Do you not ap­prove of what I say?”

			“Com­plete­ly,” replied her laugh­ing com­pan­ion.

			“You are not se­ri­ous, Mon­ta­lais?” said Louise.

			“Yes, yes; I ap­prove ev­ery­thing Athenaïs has just said; on­ly—”

			“On­ly what?”

			“Well, I can­not car­ry it out. I have the firmest prin­ci­ples; I form res­o­lu­tions be­side which the laws of the Stadthold­er and of the King of Spain are child’s play; but when the mo­ment ar­rives to put them in­to ex­e­cu­tion, noth­ing comes of them.”

			“Your courage fails?” said Athenaïs, scorn­ful­ly.

			“Mis­er­ably so.”

			“Great weak­ness of na­ture,” re­turned Athenaïs. “But at least you make a choice.”

			“Why, no. It pleas­es fate to dis­ap­point me in ev­ery­thing; I dream of em­per­ors, and I find on­ly—”

			“Au­re, Au­re!” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “for pity’s sake, do not, for the plea­sure of say­ing some­thing wit­ty, sac­ri­fice those who love you with such de­vot­ed af­fec­tion.”

			“Oh, I do not trou­ble my­self much about that; those who love me are suf­fi­cient­ly hap­py that I do not dis­miss them al­to­geth­er. So much the worse for my­self if I have a weak­ness for any­one, but so much the worse for oth­ers if I re­venge my­self up­on them for it.”

			“You are right,” said Athenaïs, “and, per­haps, you too will reach the goal. In oth­er words, young ladies, that is termed be­ing a co­quette. Men, who are very sil­ly in most things, are par­tic­u­lar­ly so in con­found­ing, un­der the term of co­quetry, a wom­an’s pride, and love of chang­ing her sen­ti­ments as she does her dress. I, for in­stance, am proud; that is to say, im­preg­nable. I treat my ad­mir­ers harsh­ly, but with­out any pre­ten­tion to re­tain them. Men call me a co­quette, be­cause they are vain enough to think I care for them. Oth­er wom­en—Mon­ta­lais, for in­stance—have al­lowed them­selves to be in­flu­enced by flat­tery; they would be lost were it not for that most for­tu­nate prin­ci­ple of in­stinct which urges them to change sud­den­ly, and pun­ish the man whose de­vo­tion they so re­cent­ly ac­cept­ed.”

			“A very learned dis­ser­ta­tion,” said Mon­ta­lais, in the tone of thor­ough en­joy­ment.

			“It is odi­ous!” mur­mured Louise.

			“Thanks to that sort of co­quetry, for, in­deed, that is gen­uine co­quetry,” con­tin­ued Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente; “the lover who, a lit­tle while since, was puffed up with pride, in a minute af­ter­wards is suf­fer­ing at ev­ery pore of his van­i­ty and self-es­teem. He was, per­haps, al­ready be­gin­ning to as­sume the airs of a con­queror, but now he re­treats de­feat­ed; he was about to as­sume an air of pro­tec­tion to­wards us, but he is obliged to pros­trate him­self once more. The re­sult of all this is, that, in­stead of hav­ing a hus­band who is jeal­ous and trou­ble­some, free from re­straint in his con­duct to­wards us, we have a lover al­ways trem­bling in our pres­ence, al­ways fas­ci­nat­ed by our at­trac­tions, al­ways sub­mis­sive; and for this sim­ple rea­son, that he finds the same wom­an nev­er twice of the same mind. Be con­vinced, there­fore, of the ad­van­tages of co­quetry. Pos­sess­ing that, one reigns a queen among wom­en in cas­es where Prov­i­dence has with­held that pre­cious fac­ul­ty of hold­ing one’s heart and mind in check.”

			“How clever you are,” said Mon­ta­lais, “and how well you un­der­stand the du­ty wom­en owe them­selves!”

			“I am on­ly set­tling a case of in­di­vid­u­al hap­pi­ness,” said Athenaïs mod­est­ly; “and de­fend­ing my­self, like all weak, lov­ing dis­po­si­tions, against the op­pres­sions of the stronger.”

			“La Val­lière does not say a word.”

			“Does she not ap­prove of what we are say­ing?”

			“Nay; on­ly I do not un­der­stand it,” said Louise. “You talk like peo­ple not called up­on to live in this world of ours.”

			“And very pret­ty your world is,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“A world,” re­turned Athenaïs, “in which men wor­ship a wom­an un­til she has fall­en—and in­sult her when she has fall­en.”

			“Who spoke to you of fall­ing?” said Louise.

			“Yours is a new the­o­ry, then; will you tell us how you in­tend to re­sist yield­ing to temp­ta­tion, if you al­low your­self to be hur­ried away by feel­ings of af­fec­tion?”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed the young girl, rais­ing to­wards the dark heav­ens her beau­ti­ful large eyes filled with tears, “if you did but know what a heart is, I would ex­plain, and con­vince you; a lov­ing heart is stronger than all your co­quetry, more pow­er­ful than all your pride. A wom­an is nev­er tru­ly loved, I be­lieve; a man nev­er loves with idol­a­try, un­less he feels sure he is loved in re­turn. Let old men, whom we read of in come­dies, fan­cy them­selves adored by co­quettes. A young man is con­scious of, and knows them; if he has a fan­cy, or a strong de­sire, or an ab­sorb­ing pas­sion, for a co­quette, he can­not mis­take her; a co­quette may drive him out of his sens­es, but will nev­er make him fall in love. Love, such as I con­ceive it to be, is an in­ces­sant, com­plete, and per­fect sac­ri­fice; but it is not the sac­ri­fice of one on­ly of the two per­sons thus unit­ed. It is the per­fect ab­ne­ga­tion of two who are de­sirous of blend­ing their be­ings in­to one. If ev­er I love, I shall im­plore my lover to leave me free and pure; I will tell him, and he will un­der­stand, that my heart was torn by my re­fusal, and he, in his love for me, aware of the mag­ni­tude of my sac­ri­fice—he, in his turn, I say, will store his de­vo­tion for me—will re­spect me, and will not seek my ru­in, to in­sult me when I shall have fall­en, as you said just now, whilst ut­ter­ing your blas­phemies against love, such as I un­der­stand it. That is my idea of love. And now you will tell me, per­haps, that my lover will de­spise me; I de­fy him to do so, un­less he be the vilest of men, and my heart as­sures me that it is not such a man I would choose. A look from me will re­pay him for the sac­ri­fices he makes, or will in­spire him with the virtues which he would nev­er think he pos­sessed.”

			“But, Louise,” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais, “you tell us this, and do not car­ry it in­to prac­tice.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“You are adored by Raoul de Bragelonne, who wor­ships you on both knees. The poor fel­low is made the vic­tim of your virtue, just as he would be—nay, more than he would be, even—of my co­quetry, or Athenaïs’s pride.”

			“All this is sim­ply a dif­fer­ent shade of co­quetry,” said Athenaïs; “and Louise, I per­ceive, is a co­quette with­out know­ing it.”

			“Oh!” said La Val­lière.

			“Yes, you may call it in­stinct, if you please, keen­est sen­si­bil­i­ty, ex­quis­ite re­fine­ment of feel­ing, per­pet­u­al dis­play of re­strained out­breaks of af­fec­tion, which end in smoke. It is very art­ful too, and very ef­fec­tive. I should even, now that I re­flect up­on it, have pre­ferred this sys­tem of tac­tics to my own pride, for wag­ing war on mem­bers of the oth­er sex, be­cause it of­fers the ad­van­tage some­times of thor­ough­ly con­vinc­ing them; but, at the present mo­ment, with­out ut­ter­ly con­demn­ing my­self, I de­clare it to be su­pe­ri­or to the non-com­plex co­quetry of Mon­ta­lais.” And the two young girls be­gan to laugh.

			La Val­lière alone pre­served si­lence, and qui­et­ly shook her head. Then, a mo­ment af­ter, she added, “If you were to tell me, in the pres­ence of a man, but a fourth part of what you have just said, or even if I were as­sured that you think it, I should die of shame and grief where I am now.”

			“Very well; die, poor ten­der lit­tle dar­ling,” replied Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente; “for if there are no men here, there are at least two wom­en, your own friends, who de­clare you to be at­taint­ed and con­vict­ed of be­ing a co­quette from in­stinct; in oth­er words, the most dan­ger­ous kind of co­quette the world pos­sess­es.”

			“Oh! mes­de­moi­selles,” replied La Val­lière, blush­ing, and al­most ready to weep. Her two com­pan­ions again burst out laugh­ing.

			“Very well! I will ask Bragelonne to tell me.”

			“Bragelonne?” said Athenaïs.

			“Yes! Bragelonne, who is as coura­geous as Cae­sar, and as clever and wit­ty as M. Fou­quet. Poor fel­low! for twelve years he has known you, loved you, and yet—one can hard­ly be­lieve it—he has nev­er even kissed the tips of your fin­gers.”

			“Tell us the rea­son of this cru­el­ty, you who are all heart,” said Athenaïs to La Val­lière.

			“Let me ex­plain it by a sin­gle word—virtue. You will per­haps de­ny the ex­is­tence of virtue?”

			“Come, Louise, tell us the truth,” said Au­re, tak­ing her by the hand.

			“What do you wish me to tell you?” cried La Val­lière.

			“What­ev­er you like; but it will be use­less for you to say any­thing, for I per­sist in my opin­ion of you. A co­quette from in­stinct; in oth­er words, as I have al­ready said, and I say it again, the most dan­ger­ous of all co­quettes.”

			“Oh! no, no; for pity’s sake do not be­lieve that!”

			“What! twelve years of ex­treme sever­i­ty.”

			“How can that be, since twelve years ago I was on­ly five years old? The fri­vol­ity of the child can­not sure­ly be placed to the young girl’s ac­count.”

			“Well! you are now sev­en­teen; three years in­stead of twelve. Dur­ing those three years you have re­mained con­stant­ly and un­change­ably cru­el. Against you are ar­rayed the silent shades of Blois, the meet­ings when you dili­gent­ly conned the stars to­geth­er, the evening wan­der­ings be­neath the plan­tain trees, his im­pas­sioned twen­ty years speak­ing to your four­teen sum­mers, the fire of his glances ad­dressed to your­self.”

			“Yes, yes; but so it is!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“But why im­pos­si­ble?”

			“Tell us some­thing cred­i­ble and we will be­lieve you.”

			“Yet, if you were to sup­pose one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“Sup­pose that I thought I was in love, and that I am not.”

			“What! not in love!”

			“Well, then! if I have act­ed in a dif­fer­ent man­ner to what oth­ers do when they are in love, it is be­cause I do not love; and be­cause my hour has not yet come.”

			“Louise, Louise,” said Mon­ta­lais, “take care or I will re­mind you of the re­mark you made just now. Raoul is not here; do not over­whelm him while he is ab­sent; be char­i­ta­ble, and if, on clos­er in­spec­tion, you think you do not love him, tell him so, poor fel­low!” and she be­gan to laugh.

			“Louise pitied M. de Guiche just now,” said Athenaïs; “would it be pos­si­ble to de­tect an ex­pla­na­tion of her in­dif­fer­ence for the one in this com­pas­sion for the oth­er?”

			“Say what you please,” said La Val­lière, sad­ly; “up­braid me as you like, since you do not un­der­stand me.”

			“Oh! oh!” replied Mon­ta­lais, “tem­per, sor­row, tears; we are jest­ing, Louise, and are not, I as­sure you, quite the mon­sters you sup­pose. Look at the proud Athenaïs, as she is called; she does not love M. de Mon­tes­pan, it is true, but she would be in de­spair if M. de Mon­tes­pan did not con­tin­ue to love her. Look at me; I laugh at M. Mal­icorne, but the poor fel­low whom I laugh at knows pre­cise­ly when he will be per­mit­ted to press his lips up­on my hand. And yet the el­dest of us is not twen­ty yet. What a fu­ture be­fore us!”

			“Sil­ly, sil­ly girls!” mur­mured Louise.

			“You are quite right,” said Mon­ta­lais; “and you alone have spo­ken words of wis­dom.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“I do not dis­pute it,” replied Athenaïs. “And so it is clear you do not love poor M. de Bragelonne?”

			“Per­haps she does,” said Mon­ta­lais; “she is not yet quite cer­tain of it. But, in any case, lis­ten, Athenaïs; if M. de Bragelonne is ev­er free, I will give you a lit­tle friend­ly ad­vice.”

			“What is that?”

			“To look at him well be­fore you de­cide in fa­vor of M. de Mon­tes­pan.”

			“Oh! in that way of con­sid­er­ing the sub­ject, M. de Bragelonne is not the on­ly one whom one could look at with plea­sure; M. de Guiche, for in­stance, has his val­ue al­so.”

			“He did not dis­tin­guish him­self this evening,” said Mon­ta­lais; “and I know from very good au­thor­i­ty that Madame thought him in­sup­port­able.”

			“M. de Saint-Aig­nan pro­duced a most bril­liant ef­fect, and I am sure that more than one per­son who saw him dance this evening will not soon for­get him. Do you not think so, La Val­lière?”

			“Why do you ask me? I did not see him, nor do I know him.”

			“What! you did not see M. de Saint-Aig­nan? Don’t you know him?”

			“No.”

			“Come, come, do not af­fect a virtue more ex­trav­a­gant­ly ex­ces­sive than our van­i­ty!—you have eyes, I sup­pose?”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“Then you must have seen all those who danced this evening.”

			“Yes, near­ly all.”

			“That is a very im­per­ti­nent ‘near­ly all’ for some­body.”

			“You must take it for what it is worth.”

			“Very well; now, among all those gen­tle­men whom you saw, which do you pre­fer?”

			“Yes,” said Mon­ta­lais, “is it M. de Saint-Aig­nan, or M. de Guiche, or M.—”

			“I pre­fer no one; I thought them all about the same.”

			“Do you mean, then, that among that bril­liant as­sem­bly, the first court in the world, no one pleased you?”

			“I do not say that.”

			“Tell us, then, who your ide­al is?”

			“It is not an ide­al be­ing.”

			“He ex­ists, then?”

			“In very truth,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, aroused and ex­cit­ed; “I can­not un­der­stand you at all. What! you who have a heart as I have, eyes as I have, and yet you speak of M. de Guiche, of M. de Saint-Aig­nan, when the king was there.” These words, ut­tered in a pre­cip­i­tate man­ner, and in an ag­i­tat­ed, fer­vid tone of voice, made her two com­pan­ions, be­tween whom she was seat­ed, ex­claim in a man­ner that ter­ri­fied her, “The king!”

			La Val­lière buried her face in her hands. “Yes,” she mur­mured; “the king! the king! Have you ev­er seen any­one to be com­pared to the king?”

			“You were right just now in say­ing you had ex­cel­lent eyes, Louise, for you see a great dis­tance; too far, in­deed. Alas! the king is not one up­on whom our poor eyes have a right to hinge them­selves.”

			“That is too true,” cried La Val­lière; “it is not the priv­i­lege of all eyes to gaze up­on the sun; but I will look up­on him, even were I to be blind­ed in do­ing so.” At this mo­ment, and as though caused by the words which had just es­caped La Val­lière’s lips, a rustling of leaves, and of what sound­ed like some silken ma­te­ri­al, was heard be­hind the ad­join­ing bush­es. The young girls hasti­ly rose, al­most ter­ri­fied out of their sens­es. They dis­tinct­ly saw the leaves move, with­out be­ing able to see what it was that stirred them.

			“It is a wolf or a wild boar,” cried Mon­ta­lais; “fly! fly!” The three girls, in the ex­trem­i­ty of ter­ror, fled by the first path that pre­sent­ed it­self, and did not stop un­til they had reached the verge of the wood. There, breath­less, lean­ing against each oth­er, feel­ing their hearts throb wild­ly, they en­deav­ored to col­lect their sens­es, but could on­ly suc­ceed in do­ing so af­ter the lapse of some min­utes. Per­ceiv­ing at last the lights from the win­dows of the château, they de­cid­ed to walk to­wards them. La Val­lière was ex­haust­ed with fa­tigue, and Au­re and Athenaïs were obliged to sup­port her.

			“We have es­caped well,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“I am great­ly afraid,” said La Val­lière, “that it was some­thing worse than a wolf. For my part, and I speak as I think, I should have pre­ferred to have run the risk of be­ing de­voured alive by some wild an­i­mal than to have been lis­tened to and over­heard. Fool, fool that I am! How could I have thought, how could I have said what I did?” And say­ing this her head bowed like the wa­ter-tossed plume of a bul­rush; she felt her limbs fail, and her strength aban­don­ing her, and, glid­ing al­most inan­i­mate from the arms of her com­pan­ions, sank down up­on the turf.
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				The King’s Un­easi­ness

			
			Let us leave poor La Val­lière, who had faint­ed in the arms of her two com­pan­ions, and re­turn to the precincts of the roy­al oak. The young girls had hard­ly run twen­ty paces, when the sound which had so much alarmed them was re­newed among the branch­es. A man’s fig­ure might in­dis­tinct­ly be per­ceived, and putting the branch­es of the bush­es aside, he ap­peared up­on the verge of the wood, and per­ceiv­ing that the place was emp­ty, burst out in­to a peal of laugh­ter. It is al­most su­per­flu­ous to add that the form in ques­tion was that of a young and hand­some cav­a­lier, who im­me­di­ate­ly made a sign to an­oth­er, who there­upon made his ap­pear­ance.

			“What, sire,” said the sec­ond fig­ure, ad­vanc­ing timid­ly, “has Your Majesty put our young sen­ti­men­tal­ists to flight?”

			“It seems so,” said the king, “and you can show your­self with­out fear.”

			“Take care, sire, you will be rec­og­nized.”

			“But I tell you they are flown.”

			“This is a most for­tu­nate meet­ing, sire; and, if I dared of­fer an opin­ion to Your Majesty, we ought to fol­low them.”

			“They are far enough away by this time.”

			“They would quick­ly al­low them­selves to be over­tak­en, es­pe­cial­ly if they knew who were fol­low­ing them.”

			“What do you mean by that, cox­comb that you are?”

			“Why, one of them seems to have tak­en a fan­cy to me, and an­oth­er com­pared you to the sun.”

			“The greater rea­son why we should not show our­selves, Saint-Aig­nan. The sun nev­er shows it­self in the night­time.”

			“Up­on my word, sire, Your Majesty seems to have very lit­tle cu­rios­i­ty. In your place, I should like to know who are the two nymphs, the two dryads, the two hamadryads, who have so good an opin­ion of us.”

			“I shall know them again very well, I as­sure you, with­out run­ning af­ter them.”

			“By what means?”

			“By their voic­es, of course. They be­long to the court, and the one who spoke of me had a re­mark­ably sweet voice.”

			“Ah! Your Majesty per­mits your­self to be in­flu­enced by flat­tery.”

			“No one will ev­er say it is a means you make use of.”

			“For­give my stu­pid­i­ty, sire.”

			“Come; let us go and look where I told you.”

			“Is the pas­sion, then, which Your Majesty con­fid­ed to me, al­ready for­got­ten?”

			“Oh! no, in­deed. How is it pos­si­ble to for­get such beau­ti­ful eyes as Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has?”

			“Yet the oth­er one has a beau­ti­ful voice.”

			“Which one?”

			“The la­dy who has fall­en in love with the sun.”

			“M. de Saint-Aig­nan!”

			“For­give me, sire.”

			“Well, I am not sor­ry you should be­lieve me to be an ad­mir­er of sweet voic­es as well as of beau­ti­ful eyes. I know you to be a ter­ri­ble talk­er, and to­mor­row I shall have to pay for the con­fi­dence I have shown you.”

			“What do you mean, sire?”

			“That to­mor­row ev­ery­one will know that I have de­signs up­on this lit­tle La Val­lière; but be care­ful, Saint-Aig­nan, I have con­fid­ed my se­cret to no one but you, and if any­one should speak to me about it, I shall know who has be­trayed my se­cret.”

			“You are an­gry, sire.”

			“No; but you un­der­stand I do not wish to com­pro­mise the poor girl.”

			“Do not be afraid, sire.”

			“You prom­ise me, then?”

			“I give you my word of hon­or.”

			Ex­cel­lent, thought the king, laugh­ing to him­self; now ev­ery­one will know to­mor­row that I have been run­ning about af­ter La Val­lière tonight.

			Then, en­deav­or­ing to see where he was, he said: “Why, we have lost our­selves.”

			“Not quite so bad as that, sire.”

			“Where does that gate lead to?”

			“To Rond-Point, sire.”

			“Where were we go­ing when we heard the sound of wom­en’s voic­es?”

			“Yes, sire, and the ter­mi­na­tion of a con­ver­sa­tion in which I had the hon­or of hear­ing my own name pro­nounced by the side of Your Majesty’s.”

			“You re­turn to that sub­ject too fre­quent­ly, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Your Majesty will for­give me, but I am de­light­ed to know that a wom­an ex­ists whose thoughts are oc­cu­pied about me, with­out my knowl­edge, and with­out my hav­ing done any­thing to de­serve it. Your Majesty can­not com­pre­hend this sat­is­fac­tion, for your rank and mer­it at­tract at­ten­tion, and com­pel re­gard.”

			“No, no, Saint-Aig­nan, be­lieve me or not, as you like,” said the king, lean­ing fa­mil­iar­ly up­on Saint-Aig­nan’s arm and tak­ing the path he thought would lead them to the château; “but this can­did con­fes­sion, this per­fect­ly dis­in­ter­est­ed pref­er­ence of one who will, per­haps, nev­er at­tract my at­ten­tion—in one word, the mys­tery of this ad­ven­ture ex­cites me, and the truth is, that if I were not so tak­en with La Val­lière—”

			“Do not let that in­ter­fere with Your Majesty’s in­ten­tions: you have time enough be­fore you.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“La Val­lière is said to be very strict in her ideas.”

			“You ex­cite my cu­rios­i­ty and I am anx­ious to see her again. Come, let us walk on.”

			The king spoke un­tru­ly, for noth­ing, on the con­trary, could make him less anx­ious, but he had a part to play, and so he walked on hur­ried­ly. Saint-Aig­nan fol­lowed him at a short dis­tance. Sud­den­ly the king stopped; the courtier fol­lowed his ex­am­ple.

			“Saint-Aig­nan,” he said, “do you not hear some­one moan­ing?”

			“Yes, sire, and weep­ing, too, it seems.”

			“It is in this di­rec­tion,” said the king. “It sounds like the tears and sobs of a wom­an.”

			“Run,” said the king; and, fol­low­ing a by­path, they ran across the grass. As they ap­proached, the cries were more dis­tinct­ly heard.

			“Help, help,” ex­claimed two voic­es. The king and his com­pan­ion re­dou­bled their speed, and, as they ap­proached near­er, the sighs they had heard were changed in­to loud sobs. The cry of “Help! help!” was again re­peat­ed; at the sound of which, the king and Saint-Aig­nan in­creased the ra­pid­i­ty of their pace. Sud­den­ly at the oth­er side of a ditch, un­der the branch­es of a wil­low, they per­ceived a wom­an on her knees, hold­ing an­oth­er in her arms who seemed to have faint­ed. A few paces from them, a third, stand­ing in the mid­dle of the path, was call­ing for as­sis­tance. Per­ceiv­ing the two gen­tle­men, whose rank she could not tell, her cries for as­sis­tance were re­dou­bled. The king, who was in ad­vance of his com­pan­ion, leaped across the ditch, and reached the group at the very mo­ment when, from the end of the path which led to the château, a dozen per­sons were ap­proach­ing, who had been drawn to the spot by the same cries that had at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the king and M. de Saint-Aig­nan.

			“What is the mat­ter, young ladies?” said Louis.

			“The king!” ex­claimed Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, in her as­ton­ish­ment, let­ting La Val­lière’s head fall up­on the ground.

			“Yes, it is the king; but that is no rea­son why you should aban­don your com­pan­ion. Who is she?”

			“It is Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, sire.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière!”

			“Yes, sire, she has just faint­ed.”

			“Poor child!” said the king. “Quick, quick, fetch a sur­geon.” But how­ev­er great the anx­i­ety with which the king had pro­nounced these words may have seemed to oth­ers, he had not so care­ful­ly schooled him­self but that they ap­peared, as well as the ges­ture which ac­com­pa­nied them, some­what cold to Saint-Aig­nan, to whom the king had con­fid­ed the sud­den love with which she had in­spired him.

			“Saint-Aig­nan,” con­tin­ued the king, “watch over Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, I beg. Send for a sur­geon. I will has­ten for­ward and in­form Madame of the ac­ci­dent which has be­fall­en one of her maids of hon­or.” And, in fact, while M. de Saint-Aig­nan was busi­ly en­gaged in mak­ing prepa­ra­tions for car­ry­ing Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière to the château, the king hur­ried for­ward, hap­py to have an op­por­tu­ni­ty of ap­proach­ing Madame, and of speak­ing to her un­der a col­orable pre­text. For­tu­nate­ly, a car­riage was pass­ing; the coach­man was told to stop, and the per­sons who were in­side, hav­ing been in­formed of the ac­ci­dent, ea­ger­ly gave up their seats to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. The cur­rent of fresh air pro­duced by the rapid mo­tion of the car­riage soon re­called her to her sens­es. Hav­ing reached the château, she was able, though very weak, to alight from the car­riage, and, with the as­sis­tance of Athenaïs and of Mon­ta­lais, to reach the in­ner apart­ments. They made her sit down in one of the rooms of the ground floor. Af­ter a while, as the ac­ci­dent had not pro­duced much ef­fect up­on those who had been walk­ing, the prom­e­nade was re­sumed. Dur­ing this time, the king had found Madame be­neath a tree with over­hang­ing branch­es, and had seat­ed him­self by her side.

			“Take care, sire,” said Hen­ri­et­ta to him, in a low tone, “you do not show your­self as in­dif­fer­ent as you ought to be.”

			“Alas!” replied the king, in the same tone, “I much fear we have en­tered in­to an agree­ment above our strength to keep.” He then added aloud, “You have heard of the ac­ci­dent, I sup­pose?”

			“What ac­ci­dent?”

			“Oh! in see­ing you I for­got I hur­ried here ex­press­ly to tell you of it. I am, how­ev­er, painful­ly af­fect­ed by it; one of your maids of hon­or, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, has just faint­ed.”

			“In­deed! poor girl,” said the princess, qui­et­ly, “what was the cause of it?”

			She then added in an un­der­tone, “You for­get, sire, that you wish oth­ers to be­lieve in your pas­sion for this girl, and yet you re­main here while she is al­most dy­ing, per­haps, else­where.”

			“Ah! Madame,” said the king, sigh­ing, “how much more per­fect you are in your part than I am, and how ac­tive­ly you think of ev­ery­thing.”

			He then rose, say­ing loud enough for ev­ery­one to hear him, “Per­mit me to leave you, Madame; my un­easi­ness is very great, and I wish to be quite cer­tain, my­self, that prop­er at­ten­tion has been giv­en to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.” And the king left again to re­turn to La Val­lière, while those who had been present com­ment­ed up­on the king’s re­mark:—“My un­easi­ness is very great.”
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				The King’s Se­cret

			
			On his way Louis met the Comte de Saint-Aig­nan. “Well, Saint-Aig­nan,” he in­quired, with af­fect­ed in­ter­est, “how is the in­valid.”

			“Re­al­ly, sire,” stam­mered Saint-Aig­nan, “to my shame, I con­fess I do not know.”

			“What! you do not know?” said the king, pre­tend­ing to take in a se­ri­ous man­ner this want of at­ten­tion for the ob­ject of his predilec­tion.

			“Will Your Majesty par­don me; but I have just met one of our three lo­qua­cious wood-nymphs, and I con­fess that my at­ten­tion has been tak­en away from oth­er mat­ters.”

			“Ah!” said the king, ea­ger­ly, “you have found, then—”

			“The one who deigned to speak of me in such ad­van­ta­geous terms; and, hav­ing found mine, I was search­ing for yours, sire, when I had the hap­pi­ness to meet Your Majesty.”

			“Very well; but Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière be­fore ev­ery­thing else,” said the king, faith­ful to the char­ac­ter he had as­sumed.

			“Oh! our charm­ing in­valid!” said Saint-Aig­nan; “how for­tu­nate­ly her faint­ing fit came on, since Your Majesty had al­ready oc­cu­pied your­self about her.”

			“What is the name of your fair la­dy, Saint-Aig­nan? Is it a se­cret?”

			“It ought to be a se­cret, and a very great one, even; but Your Majesty is well aware that no se­cret can pos­si­bly ex­ist for you.”

			“Well, what is her name?”

			“Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.”

			“Is she pret­ty?”

			“Ex­ceed­ing­ly, sire; and I rec­og­nized the voice which pro­nounced my name in such ten­der ac­cents. I ac­cost­ed her, ques­tioned her as well as I was able to do, in the midst of the crowd; and she told me, with­out sus­pect­ing any­thing, that a lit­tle while ago she was un­der the great oak, with her two friends, when the sound of a wolf or a rob­ber had ter­ri­fied them, and made them run away.”

			“But,” in­quired the king, anx­ious­ly, “what are the names of these two friends?”

			“Sire,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “will Your Majesty send me forth­with to the Bastille?”

			“What for?”

			“Be­cause I am an ego­tist and a fool. My sur­prise was so great at such a con­quest, and at so for­tu­nate a dis­cov­ery, that I went no fur­ther in my in­quiries. Be­sides, I did not think that Your Majesty would at­tach any very great im­por­tance to what you heard, know­ing how much your at­ten­tion was tak­en up by Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; and then, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente left me pre­cip­i­tate­ly, to re­turn to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Let us hope, then, that I shall be as for­tu­nate as your­self. Come, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Your Majesty is am­bi­tious, I per­ceive, and does not wish to al­low any con­quest to es­cape you. Well, I as­sure you that I will con­sci­en­tious­ly set about my in­quiries; and, more­over, from one or the oth­er of those Three Graces we shall learn the names of the rest, and by the names their se­crets.”

			“I, too,” said the king, “on­ly re­quire to hear her voice to know it again. Come, let us say no more about it, but show me where poor La Val­lière is.”

			Well, thought Saint-Aig­nan, the king’s re­gard is be­gin­ning to dis­play it­self, and for that girl too. It is ex­tra­or­di­nary; I should nev­er have be­lieved it. And with this thought pass­ing through his mind, he showed the king the room to which La Val­lière had been car­ried; the king en­tered, fol­lowed by Saint-Aig­nan. In a low cham­ber, near a large win­dow look­ing out up­on the gar­dens, La Val­lière, re­clin­ing in a large arm­chair, was in­hal­ing deep draughts of the per­fumed evening breeze. From the loos­ened body of her dress, the lace fell in tum­bled folds, min­gling with the tress­es of her beau­ti­ful fair hair, which lay scat­tered up­on her shoul­ders. Her lan­guish­ing eyes were filled with tears; she seemed as life­less as those beau­ti­ful vi­sions of our dreams, that pass be­fore the men­tal eye of the sleep­er, half-open­ing their wings with­out mov­ing them, un­clos­ing their lips with­out a sound es­cap­ing them. The pearl-like pal­lor of La Val­lière pos­sessed a charm it would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe. Men­tal and bod­i­ly suf­fer­ing had pro­duced up­on her fea­tures a soft and no­ble ex­pres­sion of grief; from the per­fect pas­sive­ness of her arms and bust, she more re­sem­bled one whose soul had passed away, than a liv­ing be­ing; she seemed not to hear ei­ther the whis­per­ings of her com­pan­ions, or the dis­tant mur­murs which arose from the court. She seemed to be com­muning with­in her­self; and her beau­ti­ful, del­i­cate hands trem­bled from time to time as though at the con­tact of some in­vis­i­ble touch. She was so com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in her rever­ie, that the king en­tered with­out her per­ceiv­ing him. At a dis­tance he gazed up­on her love­ly face, up­on which the moon shed its pure sil­very light.

			“Good Heav­ens!” he ex­claimed, with a ter­ror he could not con­trol, “she is dead.”

			“No, sire,” said Mon­ta­lais, in a low voice; “on the con­trary, she is bet­ter. Are you not bet­ter, Louise?”

			But Louise did not an­swer. “Louise,” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais, “the king has deigned to ex­press his un­easi­ness on your ac­count.”

			“The king!” ex­claimed Louise, start­ing up abrupt­ly, as if a stream of fire had start­ed through her frame to her heart; “the king un­easy about me?”

			“Yes,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“The king is here, then?” said La Val­lière, not ven­tur­ing to look round her.

			“That voice! that voice!” whis­pered Louis, ea­ger­ly, to Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Yes, it is so,” replied Saint-Aig­nan; “Your Majesty is right; it is she who de­clared her love for the sun.”

			“Hush!” said the king. And then ap­proach­ing La Val­lière, he said, “You are not well, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière? Just now, in­deed, in the park, I saw that you had faint­ed. How were you at­tacked?”

			“Sire,” stam­mered out the poor child, pale and trem­bling, “I re­al­ly do not know.”

			“You have been walk­ing too far,” said the king; “and fa­tigue, per­haps—”

			“No, sire,” said Mon­ta­lais, ea­ger­ly, an­swer­ing for her friend, “it could not be from fa­tigue, for we passed most of the evening seat­ed be­neath the roy­al oak.”

			“Un­der the roy­al oak?” re­turned the king, start­ing. I was not de­ceived; it is as I thought. And he di­rect­ed a look of in­tel­li­gence at the comte.

			“Yes,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “un­der the roy­al oak, with Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.”

			“How do you know that?” in­quired Mon­ta­lais.

			“In a very sim­ple way. Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente told me so.”

			“In that case, she prob­a­bly told you the cause of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s faint­ing?”

			“Why, yes; she told me some­thing about a wolf or a rob­ber. I for­get pre­cise­ly which.” La Val­lière lis­tened, her eyes fixed, her bo­som heav­ing, as if, gift­ed with an acute­ness of per­cep­tion, she fore­saw a por­tion of the truth. Louis imag­ined this at­ti­tude and ag­i­ta­tion to be the con­se­quence of a ter­ror on­ly par­tial­ly re­as­sured. “Nay, fear noth­ing,” he said, with a ris­ing emo­tion which he could not con­ceal; “the wolf which ter­ri­fied you so much was sim­ply a wolf with two legs.”

			“It was a man, then!” said Louise; “it was a man who was lis­ten­ing?”

			“Sup­pose it was so, Made­moi­selle, what great harm was there in his hav­ing lis­tened? Is it like­ly that, even in your own opin­ion, you would have said any­thing which could not have been lis­tened to?”

			La Val­lière wrung her hands, and hid her face in them, as if to hide her blush­es. “In Heav­en’s name,” she said, “who was con­cealed there? Who was lis­ten­ing?”

			The king ad­vanced to­wards her, to take hold of one of her hands. “It was I,” he said, bow­ing with marked re­spect. “Is it like­ly I could have fright­ened you?” La Val­lière ut­tered a loud cry; for the sec­ond time her strength for­sook her; and moan­ing in ut­ter de­spair, she again fell life­less in her chair. The king had just time to hold out his arm; so that she was par­tial­ly sup­port­ed by him. Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente and Mon­ta­lais, who stood a few paces from the king and La Val­lière, mo­tion­less and al­most pet­ri­fied at the rec­ol­lec­tion of their con­ver­sa­tion with La Val­lière, did not even think of of­fer­ing their as­sis­tance, feel­ing re­strained by the pres­ence of the king, who, with one knee on the ground, held La Val­lière round the waist with his arm.

			“You heard, sire!” mur­mured Athenaïs. But the king did not re­ply; he re­mained with his eyes fixed up­on La Val­lière’s half-closed eyes, and held her qui­es­cent hand in his own.

			“Of course,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, who, on his side, hop­ing that Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, too, would faint, ad­vanc­ing to­wards her, hold­ing his arms ex­tend­ed—“of course; we did not even lose a sin­gle word.” But the haughty Athenaïs was not a wom­an to faint eas­i­ly; she dart­ed a ter­ri­ble look at Saint-Aig­nan, and fled. Mon­ta­lais, with more courage, ad­vanced hur­ried­ly to­wards Louise, and re­ceived her from the king’s hands, who was al­ready fast los­ing his pres­ence of mind, as he felt his face cov­ered by the per­fumed tress­es of the seem­ing­ly dy­ing girl. “Ex­cel­lent,” whis­pered Saint-Aig­nan. “This is in­deed an ad­ven­ture; and it will be my own fault if I am not the first to re­late it.”

			The king ap­proached him, and, with a trem­bling voice and a pas­sion­ate ges­ture, said, “Not a syl­la­ble, comte.”

			The poor king for­got that, on­ly an hour be­fore, he had giv­en him a sim­i­lar rec­om­men­da­tion, but with the very op­po­site in­ten­tion; name­ly, that the comte should be in­dis­creet. It fol­lowed, as a mat­ter of course, that he lat­ter rec­om­men­da­tion was quite as un­nec­es­sary as the for­mer. Half an hour af­ter­wards, ev­ery­body in Fontainebleau knew that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had had a con­ver­sa­tion un­der the roy­al oak with Mon­ta­lais and Ton­nay-Char­ente, and that in this con­ver­sa­tion she had con­fessed her af­fec­tion for the king. It was known, al­so, that the king, af­ter hav­ing man­i­fest­ed the un­easi­ness with which Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s health had in­spired him, had turned pale, and trem­bled very much as he re­ceived the beau­ti­ful girl faint­ing in­to his arms; so that it was quite agreed among the courtiers, that the great­est event of the pe­ri­od had just been re­vealed; that His Majesty loved Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and that, con­se­quent­ly, Mon­sieur could now sleep in per­fect tran­quil­li­ty. It was this, even, that the queen-moth­er, as sur­prised as the oth­ers by the sud­den change, has­tened to tell the young queen and Philip d’Or­léans. On­ly she set to work in a dif­fer­ent man­ner, by at­tack­ing them in the fol­low­ing way:—To her daugh­ter-in-law she said, “See, now, Thérèse, how very wrong you were to ac­cuse the king; now it is said he is de­vot­ed to some oth­er per­son; why should there be any greater truth in the re­port of to­day than in that of yes­ter­day, or in that of yes­ter­day than in that of to­day?” To Mon­sieur, in re­lat­ing to him the ad­ven­ture of the roy­al oak, she said, “Are you not very ab­surd in your jeal­ousies, my dear Philip? It is as­sert­ed that the king is mad­ly in love with that lit­tle La Val­lière. Say noth­ing of it to your wife; for the queen will know all about it very soon.” This lat­ter con­fi­den­tial com­mu­ni­ca­tion had an im­me­di­ate re­sult. Mon­sieur, who had re­gained his com­po­sure, went tri­umphant­ly to look af­ter his wife, and as it was not yet mid­night and the fête was to con­tin­ue un­til two in the morn­ing, he of­fered her his hand for a prom­e­nade. At the end of a few paces, how­ev­er, the first thing he did was to dis­obey his moth­er’s in­junc­tions.

			“Do not tell any­one, the queen least of all,” he said mys­te­ri­ous­ly, “what peo­ple say about the king.”

			“What do they say about him?” in­quired Madame.

			“That my broth­er has sud­den­ly fall­en in love.”

			“With whom?”

			“With Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			As it was dark, Madame could smile at her ease.

			“Ah!” she said, “and how long is it since this has been the case?”

			“For some days, it seems. But that was noth­ing but non­sense; it is on­ly this evening that he has re­vealed his pas­sion.”

			“The king shows his good taste,” said Madame; “in my opin­ion she is a very charm­ing girl.”

			“I ver­i­ly be­lieve you are jest­ing.”

			“I! in what way?”

			“In any case this pas­sion will make some­one very hap­py, even if it be on­ly La Val­lière her­self.”

			“Re­al­ly,” con­tin­ued the princess, “you speak as if you had read in­to the in­most re­cess­es of La Val­lière’s heart. Who has told you that she agrees to re­turn the king’s af­fec­tion?”

			“And who has told you that she will not re­turn it?”

			“She loves the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“You think so?”

			“She is even af­fi­anced to him.”

			“She was so.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“When they went to ask the king’s per­mis­sion to ar­range the mar­riage, he re­fused his per­mis­sion.”

			“Re­fused?”

			“Yes, al­though the re­quest was pre­ferred by the Comte de la Fère him­self, for whom the king has the great­est re­gard, on ac­count of the part he took in your roy­al broth­er’s restora­tion, and in oth­er events, al­so, which hap­pened a long time ago.”

			“Well! the poor lovers must wait un­til the king is pleased to change his opin­ion; they are young, and there is time enough.”

			“But, dear me,” said Philip, laugh­ing, “I per­ceive you do not know the best part of the af­fair.”

			“No!”

			“That by which the king was most deeply touched.”

			“The king, do you say, has been deeply touched?”

			“To the very quick of his heart.”

			“But how?—in what man­ner?—tell me di­rect­ly.”

			“By an ad­ven­ture, the ro­mance of which can­not be equalled.”

			“You know how I love to hear of such ad­ven­tures, and yet you keep me wait­ing,” said the princess, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Well, then—” and Mon­sieur paused.

			“I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Un­der the roy­al oak—you know where the roy­al oak is?”

			“What can that mat­ter? Un­der the roy­al oak, you were say­ing?”

			“Well! Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, fan­cy­ing her­self to be alone with her two friends, re­vealed to them her af­fec­tion for the king.”

			“Ah!” said Madame, be­gin­ning to be un­easy, “her af­fec­tion for the king?”

			“Yes.”

			“When was this?”

			“About an hour ago.”

			Madame start­ed, and then said, “And no one knew of this af­fec­tion?”

			“No one.”

			“Not even His Majesty?”

			“Not even His Majesty. The art­ful lit­tle puss kept her se­cret strict­ly to her­self, when sud­den­ly it proved stronger than her­self, and so es­caped her.”

			“And from whom did you get this ab­surd tale?”

			“Why, as ev­ery­body else did, from La Val­lière her­self, who con­fessed her love to Mon­ta­lais and Ton­nay-Char­ente, who were her com­pan­ions.”

			Madame stopped sud­den­ly, and by a hasty move­ment let go her hus­band’s hand.

			“Did you say it was an hour ago she made this con­fes­sion?” Madame in­quired.

			“About that time.”

			“Is the king aware of it?”

			“Why, that is the very thing which con­sti­tutes the per­fect ro­mance of the af­fair, for the king was be­hind the roy­al oak with Saint-Aig­nan, and heard the whole of the in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion with­out los­ing a sin­gle word of it.”

			Madame felt struck to the heart, say­ing in­cau­tious­ly, “But I have seen the king since, and he nev­er told me a word about it.”

			“Of course,” said Mon­sieur; “he took care not to speak of it to you him­self, since he rec­om­mend­ed ev­ery­one not to say a word about it.”

			“What do you mean?” said Madame, grow­ing an­gry.

			“I mean that they wished to keep you in ig­no­rance of the af­fair al­to­geth­er.”

			“But why should they wish to con­ceal it from me?”

			“From the fear that your friend­ship for the young queen might in­duce you to say some­thing about it to her, noth­ing more.”

			Madame hung down her head; her feel­ings were griev­ous­ly wound­ed. She could not en­joy a mo­ment’s re­pose un­til she had met the king. As a king is, most nat­u­ral­ly, the very last per­son in his king­dom who knows what is said about him, in the same way that a lover is the on­ly one who is kept in ig­no­rance of what is said about his mis­tress, there­fore, when the king per­ceived Madame, who was look­ing for him, he ap­proached her in some per­tur­ba­tion, but still gra­cious and at­ten­tive in his man­ner. Madame wait­ed for him to speak about La Val­lière first; but as he did not speak of her, she said, “And the poor girl?”

			“What poor girl?” said the king.

			“La Val­lière. Did you not tell me, sire, that she had faint­ed?”

			“She is still very ill,” said the king, af­fect­ing the great­est in­dif­fer­ence.

			“But sure­ly that will prej­u­di­cial­ly af­fect the ru­mor you were go­ing to spread, sire?”

			“What ru­mor?”

			“That your at­ten­tion was tak­en up by her.”

			“Oh!” said the king, care­less­ly, “I trust it will be re­port­ed all the same.”

			Madame still wait­ed; she wished to know if the king would speak to her of the ad­ven­ture of the roy­al oak. But the king did not say a word about it. Madame, on her side, did not open her lips about it; so that the king took leave of her with­out hav­ing re­posed the slight­est con­fi­dence in her. Hard­ly had she watched the king move away, than she set out in search of Saint-Aig­nan. Saint-Aig­nan was nev­er very dif­fi­cult to find; he was like the small­er ves­sels that al­ways fol­low in the wake of, and as ten­ders to, the larg­er ships. Saint-Aig­nan was the very man whom Madame need­ed in her then state of mind. And as for him, he on­ly looked for wor­thi­er ears than oth­ers he had found to have an op­por­tu­ni­ty of re­count­ing the event in all its de­tails. And so he did not spare Madame a sin­gle word of the whole af­fair. When he had fin­ished, Madame said to him, “Con­fess, now, that is his all a charm­ing in­ven­tion.”

			“In­ven­tion, no; a true sto­ry, yes.”

			“Con­fess, whether in­ven­tion or true sto­ry, that it was told to you as you have told it to me, but that you were not there.”

			“Up­on my hon­or, Madame, I was there.”

			“And you think that these con­fes­sions may have made an im­pres­sion on the king?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, as those of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente did up­on me,” replied Saint-Aig­nan; “do not for­get, Madame, that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière com­pared the king to the sun; that was flat­ter­ing enough.”

			“The king does not per­mit him­self to be in­flu­enced by such flat­ter­ies.”

			“Madame, the king is just as much Ado­nis as Apol­lo; and I saw plain enough just now when La Val­lière fell in­to his arms.”

			“La Val­lière fell in­to the king’s arms!”

			“Oh! it was the most grace­ful pic­ture pos­si­ble; just imag­ine, La Val­lière had fall­en back faint­ing, and—”

			“Well! what did you see?—tell me—speak!”

			“I saw what ten oth­er peo­ple saw at the same time as my­self; I saw that when La Val­lière fell in­to his arms, the king al­most faint­ed him­self.”

			Madame smoth­ered a sub­dued cry, the on­ly in­di­ca­tion of her smoth­ered anger.

			“Thank you,” she said, laugh­ing in a con­vul­sive man­ner, “you re­late sto­ries de­light­ful­ly, M. de Saint-Aig­nan.” And she hur­ried away, alone, and al­most suf­fo­cat­ed by painful emo­tion, to­wards the château.
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				Cour­ses de Nu­it

			
			Mon­sieur quit­ted the princess in the best pos­si­ble hu­mor, and feel­ing great­ly fa­tigued, re­tired to his apart­ments, leav­ing ev­ery­one to fin­ish the night as he chose. When in his room, Mon­sieur be­gan to dress for the night with care­ful at­ten­tion, which dis­played it­self from time to time in parox­ysms of sat­is­fac­tion. While his at­ten­dants were en­gaged in curl­ing his hair, he sang the prin­ci­pal airs of the bal­let which the vi­o­lins had played and to which the king had danced. He then sum­moned his tai­lors, in­spect­ed his cos­tumes for the next day, and, in to­ken of his ex­treme sat­is­fac­tion, dis­trib­uted var­i­ous presents among them. As, how­ev­er, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, who had seen the prince re­turn to the château, en­tered the room, Mon­sieur over­whelmed him with kind­ness. The for­mer, af­ter hav­ing salut­ed the prince, re­mained silent for a mo­ment, like a sharp­shoot­er who de­lib­er­ates be­fore de­cid­ing in what di­rec­tion he will re­new his fire; then, seem­ing to make up his mind he said, “Have you re­marked a very sin­gu­lar co­in­ci­dence, Mon­seigneur?”

			“No; what is it?”

			“The bad re­cep­tion which His Majesty, in ap­pear­ance, gave the Comte de Guiche.”

			“In ap­pear­ance?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly; since, in re­al­i­ty, he has re­stored him to fa­vor.”

			“I did not no­tice it,” said the prince.

			“What, did you not re­mark, that, in­stead of or­der­ing him to go away again in­to ex­ile, as was nat­u­ral, he en­cour­aged him in his op­po­si­tion by per­mit­ting him to re­sume his place in the bal­let?”

			“And you think the king was wrong, cheva­lier?” said the prince.

			“Are you not of my opin­ion, prince?”

			“Not al­to­geth­er so, my dear cheva­lier; and I think the king was quite right not to have made a dis­tur­bance against a poor fel­low whose want of judg­ment is more to be com­plained of than his in­ten­tion.”

			“Re­al­ly,” said the cheva­lier, “as far as I am con­cerned, I con­fess that this mag­na­nim­i­ty as­ton­ish­es me to the high­est de­gree.”

			“Why so?” in­quired Philip.

			“Be­cause I should have thought the king had been more jeal­ous,” replied the cheva­lier, spite­ful­ly. Dur­ing the last few min­utes Mon­sieur had felt there was some­thing of an ir­ri­tat­ing na­ture con­cealed un­der his fa­vorite’s re­marks; this last word, how­ev­er, ig­nit­ed the pow­der.

			“Jeal­ous!” ex­claimed the prince. “Jeal­ous! what do you mean? Jeal­ous of what, if you please—or jeal­ous of whom?”

			The cheva­lier per­ceived that he had al­lowed an ex­ces­sive­ly mis­chievous re­mark to es­cape him, as he was in the habit of do­ing. He en­deav­ored, there­fore, ap­par­ent­ly to re­call it while it was still pos­si­ble to do so. “Jeal­ous of his au­thor­i­ty,” he said, with an as­sumed frank­ness; “of what else would you have the king jeal­ous?”

			“Ah!” said the prince, “that’s very prop­er.”

			“Did Your Roy­al High­ness,” con­tin­ued the cheva­lier, “so­lic­it dear de Guiche’s par­don?”

			“No, in­deed,” said Mon­sieur. “De Guiche is an ex­cel­lent fel­low, and full of courage; but as I do not ap­prove of his con­duct with Madame, I wish him nei­ther harm nor good.”

			The cheva­lier had as­sumed a bit­ter­ness with re­gard to de Guiche, as he had at­tempt­ed to do with re­gard to the king; but he thought he per­ceived that the time for in­dul­gence, and even for the ut­most in­dif­fer­ence, had ar­rived, and that, in or­der to throw some light on the ques­tion, it might be nec­es­sary for him to put the lamp, as the say­ing is, be­neath the hus­band’s very nose.

			Very well, very well, said the cheva­lier to him­self, I must wait for de Wardes; he will do more in one day than I in a month; for I ver­i­ly be­lieve he is even more en­vi­ous than I am. Then, again, it is not de Wardes I re­quire so much as that some event or an­oth­er should hap­pen; and in the whole of this af­fair I see none. That de Guiche re­turned af­ter he had been sent away is cer­tain­ly se­ri­ous enough, but all its se­ri­ous­ness dis­ap­pears when I learn that de Guiche has re­turned at the very mo­ment Madame trou­bles her­self no longer about him. Madame, in fact, is oc­cu­pied with the king, that is clear; but she will not be so much longer if, as is as­sert­ed, the king has ceased to trou­ble his head about her. The moral of the whole mat­ter is, to re­main per­fect­ly neu­tral, and await the ar­rival of some new caprice and let that de­cide the whole af­fair. And the cheva­lier there­upon set­tled him­self re­signed­ly in the arm­chair in which Mon­sieur per­mit­ted him to seat him­self in his pres­ence, and, hav­ing no more spite­ful or ma­li­cious re­marks to make, the con­se­quence was that de Lor­raine’s wit seemed to have de­sert­ed him. Most for­tu­nate­ly Mon­sieur was in high good-hu­mor, and he had enough for two, un­til the time ar­rived for dis­miss­ing his ser­vants and gen­tle­men of the cham­ber, and he passed in­to his sleep­ing-apart­ment. As he with­drew, he de­sired the cheva­lier to present his com­pli­ments to Madame, and say that, as the night was cool, Mon­sieur, who was afraid of the toothache, would not ven­ture out again in­to the park dur­ing the re­main­der of the evening. The cheva­lier en­tered the princess’s apart­ments at the very mo­ment she came in her­self. He ac­quit­ted him­self faith­ful­ly of the com­mis­sion en­trust­ed to him, and, in the first place, re­marked all the in­dif­fer­ence and an­noy­ance with which Madame re­ceived her hus­band’s com­mu­ni­ca­tion—a cir­cum­stance which ap­peared to him fraught with some­thing fresh. If Madame had been about to leave her apart­ments with that strange­ness of man­ner, he would have fol­lowed her; but she was re­turn­ing to them; there was noth­ing to be done, there­fore he turned up­on his heel like an un­em­ployed heron, ap­pear­ing to ques­tion earth, air, and wa­ter about it; shook his head, and walked away me­chan­i­cal­ly in the di­rec­tion of the gar­dens. He had hard­ly gone a hun­dred paces when he met two young men, walk­ing arm in arm, with their heads bent down, and idly kick­ing the small stones out of their path as they walked on, plunged in thought. It was de Guiche and de Bragelonne, the sight of whom, as it al­ways did, pro­duced up­on the cheva­lier, in­stinc­tive­ly, a feel­ing of re­pug­nance. He did not, how­ev­er, the less, on that ac­count, salute them with a very low bow, which they re­turned with in­ter­est. Then, ob­serv­ing that the park was near­ly de­sert­ed, that the il­lu­mi­na­tions be­gan to burn out, and that the morn­ing breeze was set­ting in, he turned to the left, and en­tered the château again, by one of the small­er court­yards. The oth­ers turned aside to the right, and con­tin­ued on their way to­wards the large park. As the cheva­lier was as­cend­ing the side stair­case, which led to the pri­vate en­trance, he saw a wom­an, fol­lowed by an­oth­er, make her ap­pear­ance un­der the ar­cade which led from the small to the large court­yard. The two wom­en walked so fast that the rustling of their dress­es could be dis­tin­guished through the si­lence of the night. The style of their man­tles, their grace­ful fig­ures, a mys­te­ri­ous yet haughty car­riage which dis­tin­guished them both, es­pe­cial­ly the one who walked first, struck the cheva­lier.

			I cer­tain­ly know those two, he said to him­self, paus­ing up­on the top step of the small stair­case. Then, as with the in­stinct of a blood­hound he was about to fol­low them, one of the ser­vants who had been run­ning af­ter him ar­rest­ed his at­ten­tion.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said, “the couri­er has ar­rived.”

			“Very well,” said the cheva­lier, “there is time enough; to­mor­row will do.”

			“There are some ur­gent let­ters which you would be glad to see, per­haps.”

			“Where from?” in­quired the cheva­lier.

			“One from Eng­land, and the oth­er from Calais; the lat­ter ar­rived by ex­press, and seems of great im­por­tance.”

			“From Calais! Who the deuce can have to write to me from Calais?”

			“I think I rec­og­nize the hand­writ­ing of Mon­sieur le Comte de Wardes.”

			“Oh!” cried the cheva­lier, for­get­ting his in­ten­tion of act­ing the spy, “in that case I will come up at once.” This he did, while the two un­known be­ings dis­ap­peared at the end of the court op­po­site to the one by which they had just en­tered. We shall now fol­low them, and leave the cheva­lier undis­turbed to his cor­re­spon­dence. When they had ar­rived at the grove of trees, the fore­most of the two halt­ed, some­what out of breath, and, cau­tious­ly rais­ing her hood, said, “Are we still far from the tree?”

			“Yes, Madame, more than five hun­dred paces; but pray rest awhile, you will not be able to walk much longer at this rate.”

			“You are right,” said the princes, for it was she; and she leaned against a tree. “And now,” she re­sumed, af­ter hav­ing re­cov­ered her breath, “tell me the whole truth, and con­ceal noth­ing from me.”

			“Oh, Madame,” cried the young girl, “you are al­ready an­gry with me.”

			“No, my dear Athenaïs, re­as­sure your­self, I am in no way an­gry with you. Af­ter all, these things do not con­cern me per­son­al­ly. You are anx­ious about what you may have said un­der the oak; you are afraid of hav­ing of­fend­ed the king, and I wish to tran­quil­lize you by as­cer­tain­ing my­self if it were pos­si­ble you could have been over­heard.”

			“Oh, yes, Madame, the king was close to us.”

			“Still, you were not speak­ing so loud that some of your re­marks may not have been lost.”

			“We thought we were quite alone, Madame.”

			“There were three of you, you say?”

			“Yes; La Val­lière, Mon­ta­lais, and my­self.”

			“And you, in­di­vid­u­al­ly, spoke in a light man­ner of the king?”

			“I am afraid so. Should such be the case, will Your High­ness have the kind­ness to make my peace with His Majesty?”

			“If there should be any oc­ca­sion for it, I prom­ise you I will do so. How­ev­er, as I have al­ready told you, it will be bet­ter not to an­tic­i­pate evil. The night is now very dark, and the dark­ness is still greater un­der the trees. It is not like­ly you were rec­og­nized by the king. To in­form him of it, by be­ing the first to speak, is to de­nounce your­self.”

			“Oh, Madame, Madame! if Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière were rec­og­nized, I must have been rec­og­nized al­so. Be­sides, M. de Saint-Aig­nan left no doubt on the sub­ject.”

			“Did you, then, say any­thing very dis­re­spect­ful of the king?”

			“Not at all; it was one of the oth­ers who made some very flat­ter­ing speech­es about the king; and my re­marks must have been much in con­trast with hers.”

			“Mon­ta­lais is such a gid­dy girl,” said Madame.

			“It was not Mon­ta­lais. Mon­ta­lais said noth­ing; it was La Val­lière.”

			Madame start­ed as if she had not known it per­fect­ly well al­ready. “No, no,” she said, “the king can­not have heard. Be­sides, we will now try the ex­per­i­ment for which we came out. Show me the oak. Do you know where it is?” she con­tin­ued.

			“Alas! Madame, yes.”

			“And you can find it again?”

			“With my eyes shut.”

			“Very well; sit down on the bank where you were, where La Val­lière was, and speak in the same tone and to the same ef­fect as you did be­fore; I will con­ceal my­self in the thick­et, and if I can hear you, I will tell you so.”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“If, there­fore, you re­al­ly spoke loud enough for the king to have heard you, in that case—”

			Athenaïs seemed to await the con­clu­sion of the sen­tence with some anx­i­ety.

			“In that case,” said Madame, in a suf­fo­cat­ed voice, aris­ing doubt­less from her hur­ried progress, “in that case, I for­bid you—” And Madame again in­creased her pace. Sud­den­ly, how­ev­er, she stopped. “An idea oc­curs to me,” she said.

			“A good idea, no doubt, Madame,” replied Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.

			“Mon­ta­lais must be as much em­bar­rassed as La Val­lière and your­self.”

			“Less so, for she is less com­pro­mised, hav­ing said less.”

			“That does not mat­ter; she will help you, I dare say, by de­vi­at­ing a lit­tle from the ex­act truth.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly if she knows that Your High­ness is kind enough to in­ter­est your­self about me.”

			“Very well, I think I have dis­cov­ered what it is best for you all to pre­tend.”

			“How de­light­ful.”

			“You had bet­ter say that all three of you were per­fect­ly well aware that the king was be­hind the tree, or be­hind the thick­et, which­ever it might have been; and that you knew M. de Saint-Aig­nan was there too.”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“For you can­not dis­guise it from your­self, Athenaïs, Saint-Aig­nan takes ad­van­tage of some very flat­ter­ing re­marks you made about him.”

			“Well, Madame, you see very clear­ly that one can be over­heard,” cried Athenaïs, “since M. de Saint-Aig­nan over­heard us.”

			Madame bit her lips, for she had thought­less­ly com­mit­ted her­self. “Oh, you know Saint-Aig­nan’s char­ac­ter very well,” she said, “the fa­vor the king shows him al­most turns his brain, and he talks at ran­dom; not on­ly so, he very of­ten in­vents. That is not the ques­tion; the fact re­mains, did or did not the king over­hear?”

			“Oh, yes, Madame, he cer­tain­ly did,” said Athenaïs, in de­spair.

			“In that case, do what I said: main­tain bold­ly that all three of you knew—mind, all three of you, for if there is a doubt about any one of you, there will be a doubt about all—per­sist, I say, that you knew that the king and M. de Saint-Aig­nan were there, and that you wished to amuse your­self at the ex­pense of those who were lis­ten­ing.”

			“Oh, Madame, at the king’s ex­pense; we shall nev­er dare say that!”

			“It is a sim­ple jest; an in­no­cent de­cep­tion read­i­ly per­mit­ted in young girls whom men wish to take by sur­prise. In this man­ner ev­ery­thing ex­plains it­self. What Mon­ta­lais said of Mal­icorne, a mere jest; what you said of M. de Saint-Aig­nan, a mere jest too; and what La Val­lière might have said of—”

			“And which she would have giv­en any­thing to re­call.”

			“Are you sure of that?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“Very well, an ad­di­tion­al rea­son. Say the whole af­fair was a mere joke. M. de Mal­icorne will have no oc­ca­sion to get out of tem­per; M. de Saint-Aig­nan will be com­plete­ly put out of coun­te­nance; he will be laughed at in­stead of you; and last­ly, the king will be pun­ished for a cu­rios­i­ty un­wor­thy of his rank. Let peo­ple laugh a lit­tle at the king in this af­fair, and I do not think he will com­plain of it.”

			“Oh, Madame, you are in­deed an an­gel of good­ness and sense!”

			“It is to my own ad­van­tage.”

			“In what way?”

			“How can you ask me why it is to my ad­van­tage to spare my maids of hon­or the re­marks, an­noy­ances, per­haps even calum­nies, that might fol­low? Alas! you well know that the court has no in­dul­gence for this sort of pec­ca­dil­loes. But we have now been walk­ing for some time, shall we be long be­fore we reach it?”

			“About fifty or six­ty paces fur­ther; turn to the left, Madame, if you please.”

			“And you are sure of Mon­ta­lais?” said Madame.

			“Oh, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Will she do what you ask her?”

			“Ev­ery­thing. She will be de­light­ed.”

			“And La Val­lière—” ven­tured the princess.

			“Ah, there will be some dif­fi­cul­ty with her, Madame; she would scorn to tell a false­hood.”

			“Yet, when it is in her in­ter­est to do so—”

			“I am afraid that that would not make the slight­est dif­fer­ence in her ideas.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Madame. “I have been al­ready told that; she is one of those over­nice and af­fect­ed­ly par­tic­u­lar peo­ple who place heav­en in the fore­ground in or­der to con­ceal them­selves be­hind it. But if she re­fus­es to tell a false­hood—as she will ex­pose her­self to the jests of the whole court, as she will have an­noyed the king by a con­fes­sion as ridicu­lous as it was im­mod­est—Made­moi­selle la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière will think it but prop­er I should send her back again to her pi­geons in the coun­try, in or­der that, in Touraine yon­der, or in Le Blaisois—I know not where it may be—she may at her ease study sen­ti­ment and pas­toral life com­bined.”

			These words were ut­tered with a ve­he­mence and harsh­ness that ter­ri­fied Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente; and the con­se­quence was, that, as far as she was con­cerned, she promised to tell as many false­hoods as might be nec­es­sary. It was in this frame of mind that Madame and her com­pan­ion reached the precincts of the roy­al oak.

			“Here we are,” said Ton­nay-Char­ente.

			“We shall soon learn if one can over­hear,” replied Madame.

			“Hush!” whis­pered the young girl, hold­ing Madame back with a hur­ried ges­ture, en­tire­ly for­get­ful of her com­pan­ion’s rank. Madame stopped.

			“You see that you can hear,” said Athenaïs.

			“How?”

			“Lis­ten.”

			Madame held her breath; and, in fact, the fol­low­ing words pro­nounced by a gen­tle and melan­choly voice, float­ed to­wards them:

			“I tell you, vi­comte, I tell you I love her mad­ly; I tell you I love her to dis­trac­tion.”

			Madame start­ed at the voice; and, be­neath her hood, a bright joy­ous smile il­lu­mined her fea­tures. It was she who now held back her com­pan­ion, and with a light step lead­ing her some twen­ty paces away, that is to say, out of the reach of the voice, she said, “Re­main here, my dear Athenaïs, and let no one sur­prise us. I think it must be you they are con­vers­ing about.”

			“Me, Madame?”

			“Yes, you—or rather your ad­ven­ture. I will go and lis­ten; if we were both there, we should be dis­cov­ered. Or, stay!—go and fetch Mon­ta­lais, and then re­turn and wait for me with her at the en­trance of the for­est.” And then, as Athenaïs hes­i­tat­ed, she again said “Go!” in a voice which did not ad­mit of re­ply. Athenaïs there­upon ar­ranged her dress so as to pre­vent its rustling be­ing heard; and, by a path be­yond the group of trees, she re­gained the flow­er-gar­den. As for Madame, she con­cealed her­self in the thick­et, lean­ing her back against a gi­gan­tic chest­nut-tree, one of the branch­es of which had been cut in such a man­ner as to form a seat, and wait­ed there, full of anx­i­ety and ap­pre­hen­sion. “Now,” she said, “since one can hear from this place, let us lis­ten to what M. de Bragelonne and that oth­er mad­ly-in-love fool, the Comte de Guiche, have to say about me.”
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				In Which Madame Ac­quires a Proof That Lis­ten­ers Hear What Is Said

			
			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence, as if the mys­te­ri­ous sounds of night were hushed to lis­ten, at the same time as Madame, to the youth­ful pas­sion­ate dis­clo­sures of de Guiche.

			Raoul was about to speak. He leaned in­do­lent­ly against the trunk of the large oak, and replied in his sweet and mu­si­cal voice, “Alas, my dear de Guiche, it is a great mis­for­tune.”

			“Yes,” cried the lat­ter, “great in­deed.”

			“You do not un­der­stand me, de Guiche. I say that it is a great mis­for­tune for you, not mere­ly lov­ing, but not know­ing how to con­ceal your love.”

			“What do you mean?” said de Guiche.

			“Yes, you do not per­ceive one thing; name­ly, that it is no longer to the on­ly friend you have—in oth­er words—to a man who would rather die than be­tray you; you do not per­ceive, I say, that it is no longer to your on­ly friend that you con­fide your pas­sion, but to the first per­son that ap­proach­es you.”

			“Are you mad, Bragelonne,” ex­claimed de Guiche, “to say such a thing to me?”

			“The fact stands thus, how­ev­er.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! How, in what man­ner can I have ev­er been in­dis­creet to such an ex­tent?”

			“I mean, that your eyes, your looks, your sighs, pro­claim, in spite of your­self, that ex­ag­ger­at­ed feel­ing which leads and hur­ries a man be­yond his own con­trol. In such a case he ceas­es to be mas­ter of him­self; he is a prey to a mad pas­sion, that makes him con­fide his grief to the trees, or to the air, from the very mo­ment he has no longer any liv­ing be­ing with­in reach of his voice. Be­sides, re­mem­ber this: it very rarely hap­pens that there is not al­ways some­one present to hear, es­pe­cial­ly the very things which ought not to be heard.” De Guiche ut­tered a deep sigh. “Nay,” con­tin­ued Bragelonne, “you dis­tress me; since your re­turn here, you have a thou­sand times, and in a thou­sand dif­fer­ent ways, con­fessed your love for her; and yet, had you not said one word your re­turn alone would have been a ter­ri­ble in­dis­cre­tion. I per­sist, then, in draw­ing this con­clu­sion; that if you do not place a bet­ter watch over your­self than you have hith­er­to done, one day or oth­er some­thing will hap­pen that will cause an ex­plo­sion. Who will save you then? An­swer me. Who will save her? for, in­no­cent as she will be of your af­fec­tion, your af­fec­tion will be an ac­cu­sa­tion against her in the hands of her en­e­mies.”

			“Alas!” mur­mured de Guiche; and a deep sigh ac­com­pa­nied the ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“That is not an­swer­ing me, de Guiche.”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“Well, what re­ply have you to make?”

			“This, that when the day ar­rives I shall be no more a liv­ing be­ing than I feel my­self now.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“So many vi­cis­si­tudes have worn me out. At present, I am no more a think­ing, act­ing be­ing; at present, the most worth­less of men is bet­ter than I am; my re­main­ing strength is ex­haust­ed, my lat­est-formed res­o­lu­tions have van­ished, and I aban­don my­self to my fate. When a man is out cam­paign­ing, as we have been to­geth­er, and he sets off alone and un­ac­com­pa­nied for a skir­mish, it some­times hap­pens that he may meet with a par­ty of five or six for­agers, and al­though alone, he de­fends him­self; af­ter­wards, five or six oth­ers ar­rive un­ex­pect­ed­ly, his anger is aroused and he per­sists; but if six, eight, or ten oth­ers should still be met with, he ei­ther sets spurs to his horse, if he should still hap­pen to re­tain one, or lets him­self be slain to save an ig­no­min­ious flight. Such, in­deed, is my own case: first, I had to strug­gle against my­self; af­ter­wards, against Buck­ing­ham; now, since the king is in the field, I will not con­tend against the king, nor even, I wish you to un­der­stand, will the king re­tire; nor even against the na­ture of that wom­an. Still I do not de­ceive my­self; hav­ing de­vot­ed my­self to the ser­vice of such a love, I will lose my life in it.”

			“It is not the la­dy you ought to re­proach,” replied Raoul; “it is your­self.”

			“Why so?”

			“You know the princess’s char­ac­ter—some­what gid­dy, eas­i­ly cap­ti­vat­ed by nov­el­ty, sus­cep­ti­ble to flat­tery, whether it come from a blind per­son or a child, and yet you al­low your pas­sion for her to eat your very life away. Look at her—love her, if you will—for no one whose heart is not en­gaged else­where can see her with­out lov­ing her. Yet, while you love her, re­spect, in the first place, her hus­band’s rank, then her­self, and last­ly, your own safe­ty.”

			“Thanks, Raoul.”

			“What for?”

			“Be­cause, see­ing how much I suf­fer through this wom­an, you en­deav­or to con­sole me, be­cause you tell me all the good of her you think, and per­haps even that which you do not think.”

			“Oh,” said Raoul, “there you are wrong, comte; what I think I do not al­ways say, but in that case I say noth­ing; but when I speak, I know not how to feign or to de­ceive; and who­ev­er lis­tens to me may be­lieve me.”

			Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, Madame, her head stretched for­ward with ea­ger ear and di­lat­ed glance, en­deav­or­ing to pen­e­trate the ob­scu­ri­ty, thirsti­ly drank in the faintest sound of their voic­es.

			“Oh, I know her bet­ter than you do, then!” ex­claimed Guiche. “She is not mere­ly gid­dy, but friv­o­lous; she is not on­ly at­tract­ed by nov­el­ty, she is ut­ter­ly obliv­i­ous, and is with­out faith; she is not sim­ply sus­cep­ti­ble to flat­tery, she is a prac­ticed and cru­el co­quette. A thor­ough co­quette! yes, yes, I am sure of it. Be­lieve me, Bragelonne, I am suf­fer­ing all the tor­ments of hell; brave, pas­sion­ate­ly fond of dan­ger, I meet a dan­ger greater than my strength and my courage. But, be­lieve me, Raoul, I re­serve for my­self a vic­to­ry which shall cost her floods of tears.”

			“A vic­to­ry,” he asked, “and of what kind?”

			“Of what kind, you ask?”

			“Yes.”

			“One day I will ac­cost her, and will ad­dress her thus: ‘I was young—mad­ly in love, I pos­sessed, how­ev­er, suf­fi­cient re­spect to throw my­self at your feet, and to pros­trate my­self in the dust, if your looks had not raised me to your hand. I fan­cied I un­der­stood your looks, I rose, and then, with­out hav­ing done any­thing more to­wards you than love you yet more de­vot­ed­ly, if that were pos­si­ble—you, a wom­an with­out heart, faith, or love, in very wan­ton­ness, dashed me down again from sheer caprice. You are un­wor­thy, princess of the roy­al blood though you may be, of the love of a man of hon­or; I of­fer my life as a sac­ri­fice for hav­ing loved you too ten­der­ly, and I die de­spair­ing you.’ ”

			“Oh!” cried Raoul, ter­ri­fied at the ac­cents of pro­found truth which de Guiche’s words be­trayed, “I was right in say­ing you were mad, Guiche.”

			“Yes, yes,” ex­claimed de Guiche, fol­low­ing out his own idea; “since there are no wars here now, I will flee yon­der to the north, seek ser­vice in the Em­pire, where some Hun­gar­i­an, or Croat, or Turk, will per­haps kind­ly put me out of my mis­ery.” De Guiche did not fin­ish, or rather as he fin­ished, a sound made him start, and at the same mo­ment caused Raoul to leap to his feet. As for de Guiche, buried in his own thoughts, he re­mained seat­ed, with his head tight­ly pressed be­tween his hands. The branch­es of the tree were pushed aside, and a wom­an, pale and much ag­i­tat­ed, ap­peared be­fore the two young men. With one hand she held back the branch­es, which would have struck her face, and, with the oth­er, she raised the hood of the man­tle which cov­ered her shoul­ders. By her clear and lus­trous glance, by her lofty car­riage, by her haughty at­ti­tude, and, more than all that, by the throb­bing of his own heart, de Guiche rec­og­nized Madame, and, ut­ter­ing a loud cry, he re­moved his hands from his tem­ple, and cov­ered his eyes with them. Raoul, trem­bling and out of coun­te­nance, mere­ly mut­tered a few words of re­spect.

			“Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” said the princess, “have the good­ness, I beg, to see if my at­ten­dants are not some­where yon­der, ei­ther in the walks or in the groves; and you, M. de Guiche, re­main here: I am tired, and you will per­haps give me your arm.”

			Had a thun­der­bolt fall­en at the feet of the un­hap­py young man, he would have been less ter­ri­fied than by her cold and se­vere tone. How­ev­er, as he him­self had just said, he was brave; and as in the depths of his own heart he had just de­ci­sive­ly made up his mind, de Guiche arose, and, ob­serv­ing Bragelonne’s hes­i­ta­tion, he turned to­wards him a glance full of res­ig­na­tion and grate­ful ac­knowl­edge­ment. In­stead of im­me­di­ate­ly an­swer­ing Madame, he even ad­vanced a step to­wards the vi­comte, and hold­ing out the arm which the princess had just de­sired him to give her, he pressed his friend’s hand in his own, with a sigh, in which he seemed to give to friend­ship all the life that was left in the depths of his heart. Madame, who in her pride had nev­er known what it was to wait, now wait­ed un­til this mute col­lo­quy was at an end. Her roy­al hand re­mained sus­pend­ed in the air, and, when Raoul had left, it sank with­out anger, but not with­out emo­tion, in that of de Guiche. They were alone in the depths of the dark and silent for­est, and noth­ing could be heard but Raoul’s hasti­ly re­treat­ing foot­steps along the ob­scure paths. Over their heads was ex­tend­ed the thick and fra­grant vault of branch­es, through the oc­ca­sion­al open­ings of which the stars could be seen glit­ter­ing in their beau­ty. Madame soft­ly drew de Guiche about a hun­dred paces away from that in­dis­creet tree which had heard, and had al­lowed so many things to be heard, dur­ing the evening, and, lead­ing him to a neigh­bor­ing glade, so that they could see a cer­tain dis­tance around them, she said in a trem­bling voice, “I have brought you here, be­cause yon­der where you were, ev­ery­thing can be over­heard.”

			“Ev­ery­thing can be over­heard, did you say, Madame?” replied the young man, me­chan­i­cal­ly.

			“Yes.”

			“Which means—” mur­mured de Guiche.

			“Which means that I have heard ev­ery syl­la­ble you have said.”

			“Oh, Heav­en! this on­ly was want­ing to de­stroy me,” stam­mered de Guiche; and he bent down his head, like an ex­haust­ed swim­mer be­neath the wave which en­gulfs him.

			“And so,” she said, “you judge me as you have said?” De Guiche grew pale, turned his head aside, and was silent. He felt al­most on the point of faint­ing.

			“I do not com­plain,” con­tin­ued the princess, in a tone of voice full of gen­tle­ness; “I pre­fer a frank­ness that wounds me, to flat­tery, which would de­ceive me. And so, ac­cord­ing to your opin­ion, M. de Guiche, I am a co­quette, and a worth­less crea­ture.”

			“Worth­less,” cried the young man; “you worth­less! Oh, no; most cer­tain­ly I did not say, I could not have said, that that which was the most pre­cious ob­ject in life for me could be worth­less. No, no; I did not say that.”

			“A wom­an who sees a man per­ish, con­sumed by the fire she has kin­dled, and who does not al­lay that fire, is, in my opin­ion, a worth­less wom­an.”

			“What can it mat­ter to you what I said?” re­turned the comte. “What am I com­pared to you, and why should you even trou­ble your­self to know whether I ex­ist or not?”

			“Mon­sieur de Guiche, both you and I are hu­man be­ings, and, know­ing you as I do, I do not wish you to risk your life; with you I will change my con­duct and char­ac­ter. I will be, not frank, for I am al­ways so, but truth­ful. I im­plore you, there­fore, to love me no more, and to for­get ut­ter­ly that I have ev­er ad­dressed a word or a glance to­wards you.”

			De Guiche turned around, bend­ing a look full of pas­sion­ate de­vo­tion up­on her. “You,” he said; “you ex­cuse your­self; you im­plore me?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; since I have done evil, I ought to re­pair the evil I have done. And so, comte, this is what we will agree to. You will for­give my fri­vol­ity and my co­quetry. Nay, do not in­ter­rupt me. I will for­give you for hav­ing said I was friv­o­lous and a co­quette, or some­thing worse, per­haps; and you will re­nounce your idea of dy­ing, and will pre­serve for your fam­i­ly, for the king, and for our sex, a cav­a­lier whom ev­ery­one es­teems, and whom many hold dear.” Madame pro­nounced this last word in such an ac­cent of frank­ness, and even of ten­der­ness, that poor de Guiche’s heart felt al­most burst­ing.

			“Oh! Madame, Madame!” he stam­mered out.

			“Nay, lis­ten fur­ther,” she con­tin­ued. “When you shall have re­nounced all thought of me for­ev­er, from ne­ces­si­ty in the first place, and, next, be­cause you will yield to my en­treaty, then you will judge me more fa­vor­ably, and I am con­vinced you will re­place this love—for­give the fri­vol­ity of the ex­pres­sion—by a sin­cere friend­ship, which you will be ready to of­fer me, and which, I prom­ise you, shall be cor­dial­ly ac­cept­ed.”

			De Guiche, his fore­head be­dewed with per­spi­ra­tion, a feel­ing of death in his heart, and a trem­bling ag­i­ta­tion through his whole frame, bit his lip, stamped his foot on the ground, and, in a word, de­voured the bit­ter­ness of his grief. “Madame,” he said, “what you of­fer is im­pos­si­ble, and I can­not ac­cept such con­di­tions.”

			“What!” said Madame, “do you refuse my friend­ship, then?”

			“No, no! I do not need your friend­ship, Madame. I pre­fer to die from love, than to live for friend­ship.”

			“Comte!”

			“Oh! Madame,” cried de Guiche, “the present is a mo­ment for me, in which no oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion and no oth­er re­spect ex­ist, than the con­sid­er­a­tion and re­spect of a man of hon­or to­wards the wom­an he wor­ships. Drive me away, curse me, de­nounce me, you will be per­fect­ly right. I have ut­tered com­plaints against you, but their bit­ter­ness has been ow­ing to my pas­sion for you; I have said I wish to die, and die I will. If I lived, you would for­get me; but dead, you would nev­er for­get me, I am sure.”

			Hen­ri­et­ta, who was stand­ing buried in thought, and near­ly as ag­i­tat­ed as de Guiche him­self, turned aside her head as but a minute be­fore he had turned aside his. Then, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, she said, “And you love me, then, very much?”

			“Mad­ly; mad­ly enough to die from it, whether you drive me from you, or whether you lis­ten to me still.”

			“It is a hope­less case,” she said, in a play­ful man­ner; “a case which must be treat­ed with sooth­ing ap­pli­ca­tion. Give me your hand. It is as cold as ice.” De Guiche knelt down, and pressed to his lips, not one, but both of Madame’s hands.

			“Love me, then,” said the princess, “since it can­not be oth­er­wise.” And al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly she pressed his fin­gers, rais­ing him thus, part­ly in the man­ner of a queen, and part­ly as a fond and af­fec­tion­ate wom­an would have done. De Guiche trem­bled from head to foot, and Madame, who felt how pas­sion coursed through ev­ery fiber of his be­ing, knew that he in­deed loved tru­ly. “Give me your arm, comte,” she said, “and let us re­turn.”

			“Ah! Madame,” said the comte, trem­bling and be­wil­dered; “you have dis­cov­ered a third way of killing me.”

			“But, hap­pi­ly, it is the slow­est way, is it not?” she replied, as she led him to­wards the grove of trees they had so late­ly quit­ted.
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				Aramis’s Cor­re­spon­dence

			
			When de Guiche’s af­fairs, which had been sud­den­ly set to right with­out his hav­ing been able to guess the cause of their im­prove­ment, as­sumed the un­ex­pect­ed as­pect we have seen, Raoul, in obe­di­ence to the re­quest of the princess, had with­drawn in or­der not to in­ter­rupt an ex­pla­na­tion, the re­sults of which he was far from guess­ing; and he soon af­ter joined the ladies of hon­or who were walk­ing about in the flow­er-gar­dens. Dur­ing this time, the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, who had re­turned to his own room, read de Wardes’s lat­ter with sur­prise, for it in­formed him, by the hand of his valet, of the sword-thrust re­ceived at Calais, and of all the de­tails of the ad­ven­ture, and in­vit­ed him to in­form de Guiche and Mon­sieur, what­ev­er there might be in the af­fair like­ly to be most dis­agree­able to both of them. De Wardes par­tic­u­lar­ly en­deav­ored to prove to the cheva­lier the vi­o­lence of Madame’s af­fec­tion for Buck­ing­ham, and he fin­ished his let­ter by declar­ing that he thought this feel­ing was re­turned. The cheva­lier shrugged his shoul­ders at the last para­graph, and, in fact, de Wardes was out of date, as we have seen. De Wardes was still on­ly at Buck­ing­ham’s af­fair. The cheva­lier threw the let­ter over his shoul­der up­on an ad­join­ing ta­ble, and said in a dis­dain­ful tone, “It is re­al­ly in­cred­i­ble; and yet poor de Wardes is not de­fi­cient in abil­i­ty; but the truth is, it is not very ap­par­ent, so easy is it to grow rusty in the coun­try. The deuce take the sim­ple­ton, who ought to have writ­ten to me about mat­ters of im­por­tance, and yet he writes such sil­ly stuff as that. If it had not been for that mis­er­able let­ter, which has no mean­ing at all in it, I should have de­tect­ed in the grove yon­der a charm­ing lit­tle in­trigue, which would have com­pro­mised a wom­an, would have per­haps have been as good as a sword-thrust for a man, and have di­vert­ed Mon­sieur for many days to come.”

			He looked at his watch. “It is now too late,” he said. “One o’clock in the morn­ing; ev­ery­one must have re­turned to the king’s apart­ments, where the night is to be fin­ished; well, the scent is lost, and un­less some ex­tra­or­di­nary chance—” And thus say­ing, as if to ap­peal to his good star, the cheva­lier, great­ly out of tem­per, ap­proached the win­dow, which looked out up­on a some­what soli­tary part of the gar­den. Im­me­di­ate­ly, and as if some evil ge­nius was at his or­ders, he per­ceived re­turn­ing to­wards the château, ac­com­pa­nied by a man, a silk man­tle of a dark col­or, and rec­og­nized the fig­ure which had struck his at­ten­tion half an hour pre­vi­ous­ly.

			Ad­mirable! he thought, strik­ing his hands to­geth­er, this is my prov­i­den­tial mys­te­ri­ous af­fair. And he start­ed out pre­cip­i­tate­ly, along the stair­case, hop­ing to reach the court­yard in time to rec­og­nize the wom­an in the man­tle, and her com­pan­ion. But as he ar­rived at the door of the lit­tle court, he near­ly knocked against Madame, whose ra­di­ant face seemed full of charm­ing rev­e­la­tions be­neath the man­tle which pro­tect­ed with­out con­ceal­ing her. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Madame was alone. The cheva­lier knew that since he had seen her, not five min­utes be­fore, with a gen­tle­man, the gen­tle­man in ques­tion could not be far off. Con­se­quent­ly, he hard­ly took time to salute the princess as he drew up to al­low her to pass; then when she had ad­vanced a few steps, with the ra­pid­i­ty of a wom­an who fears recog­ni­tion, and when the cheva­lier per­ceived that she was too much oc­cu­pied with her own thoughts to trou­ble her­self about him, he dart­ed in­to the gar­den, looked hasti­ly round on ev­ery side, and em­braced with­in his glance as much of the hori­zon as he pos­si­bly could. He was just in time; the gen­tle­man who had ac­com­pa­nied Madame was still in sight; on­ly he was hur­ry­ing to­wards one of the wings of the château, be­hind which he was on the point of dis­ap­pear­ing. There was not an in­stant to lose; the cheva­lier dart­ed in pur­suit of him, pre­pared to slack­en his pace as he ap­proached the un­known; but in spite of the dili­gence he used, the un­known had dis­ap­peared be­hind the flight of steps be­fore he ap­proached.

			It was ev­i­dent, how­ev­er, that as the man pur­sued was walk­ing qui­et­ly, in a pen­sive man­ner, with his head bent down, ei­ther be­neath the weight of grief or hap­pi­ness, when once the an­gle was passed, un­less, in­deed, he were to en­ter by some door or an­oth­er, the cheva­lier could not fail to over­take him. And this, cer­tain­ly, would have hap­pened, if, at the very mo­ment he turned the an­gle, the cheva­lier had not run against two per­sons, who were them­selves wheel­ing in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. The cheva­lier was ready to seek a quar­rel with these two trou­ble­some in­trud­ers, when, look­ing up, he rec­og­nized the su­per­in­ten­dent. Fou­quet was ac­com­pa­nied by a per­son whom the cheva­lier now saw for the first time. This stranger was the bish­op of Vannes. Checked by the im­por­tant char­ac­ter of the in­di­vid­u­al, and obliged out of po­lite­ness to make his own ex­cus­es when he ex­pect­ed to re­ceive them, the cheva­lier stepped back a few paces; and as Mon­sieur Fou­quet pos­sessed, if not the friend­ship, at least the re­spect of ev­ery­one; as the king him­self, al­though he was rather his en­e­my than his friend, treat­ed M. Fou­quet as a man of great con­sid­er­a­tion, the cheva­lier did what the king him­self would have done, name­ly, he bowed to M. Fou­quet, who re­turned his salu­ta­tion with kind­ly po­lite­ness, per­ceiv­ing that the gen­tle­man had run against him by mis­take and with­out any in­ten­tion of be­ing rude. Then, al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, hav­ing rec­og­nized the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, he made a few civ­il re­marks, to which the cheva­lier was obliged to re­ply. Brief as the con­ver­sa­tion was, de Lor­raine saw, with the most un­feigned dis­plea­sure, the fig­ure of his un­known be­com­ing dim­mer in the dis­tance, and fast dis­ap­pear­ing in the dark­ness. The cheva­lier re­signed him­self, and, once re­signed, gave his en­tire at­ten­tion to Fou­quet:—“You ar­rive late, Mon­sieur,” he said. “Your ab­sence has oc­ca­sioned great sur­prise, and I heard Mon­sieur ex­press him­self as much as­ton­ished that, hav­ing been in­vit­ed by the king, you had not come.”

			“It was im­pos­si­ble for me to do so; but I came as soon as I was free.”

			“Is Paris qui­et?”

			“Per­fect­ly so. Paris has re­ceived the last tax very well.”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand you wished to as­sure your­self of this good feel­ing be­fore you came to par­tic­i­pate in our fêtes.”

			“I have ar­rived, how­ev­er, some­what late to en­joy them. I will ask you, there­fore, to in­form me if the king is in the château or not, if I am like­ly to be able to see him this evening, or if I shall have to wait un­til to­mor­row.”

			“We have lost sight of His Majesty dur­ing the last half-hour near­ly,” said the cheva­lier.

			“Per­haps he is in Madame’s apart­ments?” in­quired Fou­quet.

			“Not in Madame’s apart­ments, I should think, for I just now met Madame as she was en­ter­ing by the small stair­case; and un­less the gen­tle­man whom you a mo­ment ago en­coun­tered was the king him­self—” and the cheva­lier paused, hop­ing that, in this man­ner, he might learn who it was he had been hur­ry­ing af­ter. But Fou­quet, whether he had or had not rec­og­nized de Guiche, sim­ply replied, “No, Mon­sieur, it was not the king.”

			The cheva­lier, dis­ap­point­ed in his ex­pec­ta­tion, salut­ed them; but as he did so, cast­ing a part­ing glance around him, and per­ceiv­ing M. Col­bert in the cen­ter of a group, he said to the su­per­in­ten­dent: “Stay, Mon­sieur; there is some­one un­der the trees yon­der, who will be able to in­form you bet­ter than my­self.”

			“Who?” asked Fou­quet, whose near­sight­ed­ness pre­vent­ed him from see­ing through the dark­ness.

			“M. Col­bert,” re­turned the cheva­lier.

			“In­deed! That per­son, then, who is speak­ing yon­der to those men with torch­es in their hands, is M. Col­bert?”

			“M. Col­bert him­self. He is giv­ing or­ders per­son­al­ly to the work­men who are ar­rang­ing the lamps for the il­lu­mi­na­tions.”

			“Thank you,” said Fou­quet, with an in­cli­na­tion of the head, which in­di­cat­ed that he had ob­tained all the in­for­ma­tion he wished. The cheva­lier, on his side, hav­ing, on the con­trary, learned noth­ing at all, with­drew with a pro­found salu­ta­tion.

			He had scarce­ly left when Fou­quet, knit­ting his brows, fell in­to a deep rever­ie. Aramis looked at him for a mo­ment with a min­gled feel­ing of com­pas­sion and si­lence. “What!” he said to him, “the fel­low’s name alone seemed to af­fect you. Is it pos­si­ble that, full of tri­umph and de­light as you were just now, the sight mere­ly of that man is ca­pa­ble of dispir­it­ing you? Tell me, have you faith in your good star?”

			“No,” replied Fou­quet, de­ject­ed­ly.

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause I am too full of hap­pi­ness at this present mo­ment,” he replied, in a trem­bling voice. “You, my dear d’Herblay, who are so learned, will re­mem­ber the his­to­ry of a cer­tain tyrant of Samos. What can I throw in­to the sea to avert ap­proach­ing evil? Yes! I re­peat it once more, I am too full of hap­pi­ness! so hap­py that I wish for noth­ing be­yond what I have … I have risen so high … You know my mot­to: ‘Quo non as­cen­dam?’ I have risen so high that noth­ing is left me but to de­scend from my el­e­va­tion. I can­not be­lieve in the progress of a suc­cess al­ready more than hu­man.”

			Aramis smiled as he fixed his kind and pen­e­trat­ing glance up­on him. “If I were aware of the cause of your hap­pi­ness,” he said, “I should prob­a­bly fear for Your Grace; but you re­gard me in the light of a true friend; I mean, you turn to me in mis­for­tune, noth­ing more. Even that is an im­mense and pre­cious boon, I know; but the truth is, I have a just right to beg you to con­fide in me, from time to time, any for­tu­nate cir­cum­stances that be­fall you, in which I should re­joice, you know, more than if they had be­fall­en my­self.”

			“My dear prelate,” said Fou­quet, laugh­ing, “my se­crets are of too pro­fane a char­ac­ter to con­fide them to a bish­op, how­ev­er great a worldling he may be.”

			“Bah! in con­fes­sion.”

			“Oh! I should blush too much if you were my con­fes­sor.” And Fou­quet be­gan to sigh. Aramis again looked at him with­out fur­ther be­tray­al of his thoughts than a placid smile.

			“Well,” he said, “dis­cre­tion is a great virtue.”

			“Si­lence,” said Fou­quet; “yon­der ven­omous rep­tile has rec­og­nized us, and is crawl­ing this way.”

			“Col­bert?”

			“Yes; leave me, d’Herblay; I do not wish that fel­low to see you with me, or he will take an aver­sion to you.”

			Aramis pressed his hand, say­ing, “What need have I of his friend­ship, while you are here?”

			“Yes, but I may not al­ways be here,” replied Fou­quet, de­ject­ed­ly.

			“On that day, then, if that day should ev­er dawn,” said Aramis, tran­quil­ly, “we will think over a means of dis­pens­ing with the friend­ship, or of brav­ing the dis­like of M. Col­bert. But tell me, my dear Fou­quet, in­stead of con­vers­ing with this rep­tile, as you did him the hon­or of styling him, a con­ver­sa­tion the need for which I do not per­ceive, why do you not pay a vis­it, if not to the king, at least to Madame?”

			“To Madame,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, his mind oc­cu­pied by his sou­venirs. “Yes, cer­tain­ly, to Madame.”

			“You re­mem­ber,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “that we have been told that Madame stands high in fa­vor dur­ing the last two or three days. It en­ters in­to your pol­i­cy, and forms part of our plans, that you should as­sid­u­ous­ly de­vote your­self to His Majesty’s friends. It is a means of coun­ter­act­ing the grow­ing in­flu­ence of M. Col­bert. Present your­self, there­fore, as soon as pos­si­ble to Madame, and, for our sakes, treat this al­ly with con­sid­er­a­tion.”

			“But,” said Fou­quet, “are you quite sure that it is up­on her that the king has his eyes fixed at the present mo­ment?”

			“If the nee­dle has turned, it must be since the morn­ing. You know I have my po­lice.”

			“Very well! I will go there at once, and, at all events, I shall have a means of in­tro­duc­tion in the shape of a mag­nif­i­cent pair of an­tique cameos set with di­a­monds.”

			“I have seen them, and noth­ing could be more cost­ly and re­gal.”

			At this mo­ment they were in­ter­rupt­ed by a ser­vant fol­lowed by a couri­er. “For you, Mon­seigneur,” said the couri­er aloud, pre­sent­ing a let­ter to Fou­quet.

			“For Your Grace,” said the lack­ey in a low tone, hand­ing Aramis a let­ter. And as the lack­ey car­ried a torch in his hand, he placed him­self be­tween the su­per­in­ten­dent and the bish­op of Vannes, so that both of them could read at the same time. As Fou­quet looked at the fine and del­i­cate writ­ing on the en­ve­lope, he start­ed with de­light. Those who love, or who are beloved, will un­der­stand his anx­i­ety in the first place, and his hap­pi­ness in the next. He hasti­ly tore open the let­ter, which, how­ev­er, con­tained on­ly these words:

			
				“It is but an hour since I quit­ted you, it is an age since I told you how much I love you.”

			

			And that was all. Madame de Bel­lière had, in fact, left Fou­quet about an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, af­ter hav­ing passed two days with him; and ap­pre­hen­sive lest his re­mem­brance of her might be ef­faced for too long a pe­ri­od from the heart she re­gret­ted, she dis­patched a couri­er to him as the bear­er of this im­por­tant com­mu­ni­ca­tion. Fou­quet kissed the let­ter, and re­ward­ed the bear­er with a hand­ful of gold. As for Aramis, he, on his side, was en­gaged in read­ing, but with more cool­ness and re­flec­tion, the fol­low­ing let­ter:

			
				“The king has this evening been struck with a strange fan­cy; a wom­an loves him. He learned it ac­ci­den­tal­ly, as he was lis­ten­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion of this young girl with her com­pan­ions; and His Majesty has en­tire­ly aban­doned him­self to his new caprice. The girl’s name is Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and she is suf­fi­cient­ly pret­ty to war­rant this caprice be­com­ing a strong at­tach­ment. Be­ware of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			

			There was not a word about Madame. Aramis slow­ly fold­ed the let­ter and put it in his pock­et. Fou­quet was still de­light­ed­ly in­hal­ing the per­fume of his epis­tle.

			“Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis, touch­ing Fou­quet’s arm.

			“Yes, what is it?” he asked.

			“An idea has just oc­curred to me. Are you ac­quaint­ed with a young girl of the name of La Val­lière?”

			“Not at all.”

			“Re­flect a lit­tle.”

			“Ah! yes, I be­lieve so; one of Madame’s maids of hon­or.”

			“That must be the one.”

			“Well, what then?”

			“Well, Mon­seigneur, it is to that young girl that you must pay your vis­it this evening.”

			“Bah! why so?”

			“Nay, more than that, it is to her you must present your cameos.”

			“Non­sense.”

			“You know, Mon­seigneur, that my ad­vice is not to be re­gard­ed light­ly.”

			“But this is un­fore­seen—”

			“That is my af­fair. Pay your court in due form, and with­out loss of time, to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. I will be your guar­an­tee with Madame de Bel­lière that your de­vo­tion is al­to­geth­er politic.”

			“What do you mean, my dear d’Herblay, and whose name have you just pro­nounced?”

			“A name which ought to con­vince you that, as I am so well-in­formed about your­self, I may pos­si­bly be just as well-in­formed about oth­ers. Pay your court there­fore to La Val­lière.”

			“I will pay my court to whom­so­ev­er you like,” replied Fou­quet, his heart filled with hap­pi­ness.

			“Come, come, de­scend again to the earth, trav­el­er in the sev­enth heav­en,” said Aramis; “M. Col­bert is ap­proach­ing. He has been re­cruit­ing while we were read­ing; see, how he is sur­round­ed, praised, con­grat­u­lat­ed; he is de­cid­ed­ly be­com­ing pow­er­ful.” In fact, Col­bert was ad­vanc­ing, es­cort­ed by all the courtiers who re­mained in the gar­dens, ev­ery one of whom com­pli­ment­ed him up­on the ar­range­ments of the fête: all of which so puffed him up that he could hard­ly con­tain him­self.

			“If La Fontaine were here,” said Fou­quet, smil­ing, “what an ad­mirable op­por­tu­ni­ty for him to re­cite his fa­ble of ‘The Frog that want­ed to make it­self as big as the Ox.’ ”

			Col­bert ar­rived in the cen­ter of the cir­cle blaz­ing with light; Fou­quet await­ed his ap­proach, un­moved and with a slight­ly mock­ing smile. Col­bert smiled too; he had been ob­serv­ing his en­e­my dur­ing the last quar­ter of an hour, and had been ap­proach­ing him grad­u­al­ly. Col­bert’s smile was a presage of hos­til­i­ty.

			“Oh, oh!” said Aramis, in a low tone of voice to the su­per­in­ten­dent; “the scoundrel is go­ing to ask you again for more mil­lions to pay for his fire­works and his col­ored lamps.” Col­bert was the first to salute them, and with an air which he en­deav­ored to ren­der re­spect­ful. Fou­quet hard­ly moved his head.

			“Well, Mon­seigneur, what do your eyes say? Have we shown our good taste?”

			“Per­fect taste,” replied Fou­quet, with­out per­mit­ting the slight­est tone of raillery to be re­marked in his words.

			“Oh!” said Col­bert, ma­li­cious­ly, “you are treat­ing us with in­dul­gence. We are poor, we ser­vants of the king, and Fontainebleau is no way to be com­pared as a res­i­dence with Vaux.”

			“Quite true,” replied Fou­quet cool­ly.

			“But what can we do, Mon­seigneur?” con­tin­ued Col­bert, “we have done our best on slen­der re­sources.”

			Fou­quet made a ges­ture of as­sent.

			“But,” pur­sued Col­bert, “it would be on­ly a prop­er dis­play of your mag­nif­i­cence, Mon­seigneur, if you were to of­fer to His Majesty a fête in your won­der­ful gar­dens—in those gar­dens which have cost you six­ty mil­lions of francs.”

			“Sev­en­ty-two,” said Fou­quet.

			“An ad­di­tion­al rea­son,” re­turned Col­bert; “it would, in­deed, be tru­ly mag­nif­i­cent.”

			“But do you sup­pose, Mon­sieur, that His Majesty would deign to ac­cept my in­vi­ta­tion?”

			“I have no doubt what­ev­er of it,” cried Col­bert, hasti­ly; “I will guar­an­tee that he does.”

			“You are ex­ceed­ing­ly kind,” said Fou­quet. “I may de­pend on it, then?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Then I will con­sid­er the mat­ter,” yawned Fou­quet.

			“Ac­cept, ac­cept,” whis­pered Aramis, ea­ger­ly.

			“You will con­sid­er?” re­peat­ed Col­bert.

			“Yes,” replied Fou­quet; “in or­der to know what day I shall sub­mit my in­vi­ta­tion to the king.”

			“This very evening, Mon­seigneur, this very evening.”

			“Agreed,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent. “Gen­tle­men, I should wish to is­sue my in­vi­ta­tions; but you know that wher­ev­er the king goes, the king is in his own palace; it is by His Majesty, there­fore, that you must be in­vit­ed.” A mur­mur of de­light im­me­di­ate­ly arose. Fou­quet bowed and left.

			Proud and daunt­less man, thought Col­bert, you ac­cept, and yet you know it will cost you ten mil­lions.

			“You have ru­ined me,” whis­pered Fou­quet, in a low tone, to Aramis.

			“I have saved you,” replied the lat­ter, whilst Fou­quet as­cend­ed the flight of steps and in­quired whether the king was still vis­i­ble.

		
	
		
			
				122

				The Or­der­ly Clerk

			
			The king, anx­ious to be again quite alone, in or­der to re­flect well up­on what was pass­ing in his heart, had with­drawn to his own apart­ments, where M. de Saint-Aig­nan had, af­ter his con­ver­sa­tion with Madame, gone to meet him. This con­ver­sa­tion has al­ready been re­lat­ed. The fa­vorite, vain of his twofold im­por­tance, and feel­ing that he had be­come, dur­ing the last two hours, the con­fi­dant of the king, be­gan to treat the af­fairs of the court in a some­what in­dif­fer­ent man­ner; and, from the po­si­tion in which he had placed him­self, or rather, where chance had placed him, he saw noth­ing but love and gar­lands of flow­ers around him. The king’s love for Madame, that of Madame for the king, that of Guiche for Madame, that of La Val­lière for the king, that of Mal­icorne for Mon­ta­lais, that of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente for him­self, was not all this, tru­ly, more than enough to turn the head of any courtier? Be­sides, Saint-Aig­nan was the mod­el of courtiers, past, present, and to come; and, more­over, showed him­self such an ex­cel­lent nar­ra­tor, and so dis­cern­ing­ly ap­pre­cia­tive that the king lis­tened to him with an ap­pear­ance of great in­ter­est, par­tic­u­lar­ly when he de­scribed the ex­cit­ed man­ner with which Madame had sought for him to con­verse about the af­fair of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. While the king no longer ex­pe­ri­enced for Madame any re­mains of the pas­sion he had once felt for her, there was, in this same ea­ger­ness of Madame to pro­cure in­for­ma­tion about him, great grat­i­fi­ca­tion for his van­i­ty, from which he could not free him­self. He ex­pe­ri­enced this plea­sure then, but noth­ing more, and his heart was not, for a sin­gle mo­ment, alarmed at what Madame might, or might not, think of his ad­ven­ture. When, how­ev­er, Saint-Aig­nan had fin­ished, the king, while pre­par­ing to re­tire to rest asked, “Now, Saint-Aig­nan, you know what Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is, do you not?”

			“Not on­ly what she is, but what she will be.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that she is ev­ery­thing that wom­an can wish to be—that is to say, beloved by Your Majesty; I mean, that she will be ev­ery­thing Your Majesty may wish her to be.”

			“That is not what I am ask­ing. I do not wish to know what she is to­day, or what she will be to­mor­row; as you have re­marked, that is my af­fair. But tell me what oth­ers say of her.”

			“They say she is well-con­duct­ed.”

			“Oh!” said the king, smil­ing, “that is mere re­port.”

			“But rare enough, at court, sire, to be­lieve when it is spread.”

			“Per­haps you are right. Is she well­born?”

			“Ex­cel­lent­ly; the daugh­ter of the Mar­quis de La Val­lière, and step­daugh­ter of that good M. de Saint-Re­my.”

			“Ah, yes! my aunt’s ma­jor­do­mo; I re­mem­ber; and I re­mem­ber now that I saw her as I passed through Blois. She was pre­sent­ed to the queens. I have even to re­proach my­self that I did not on that oc­ca­sion pay her the at­ten­tion she de­served.”

			“Oh, sire! I trust that Your Majesty will now re­pair time lost.”

			“And the re­port—you tell me—is, that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière nev­er had a lover.”

			“In any case, I do not think Your Majesty would be much alarmed at the ri­val­ry.”

			“Yet, stay,” said the king, in a very se­ri­ous tone of voice.

			“Your Majesty?”

			“I re­mem­ber.”

			“Ah!”

			“If she has no lover, she has, at least, a be­trothed.”

			“A be­trothed!”

			“What! Count, do you not know that?”

			“No.”

			“You, the man who knows all the news?”

			“Your Majesty will ex­cuse me. You know this be­trothed, then?”

			“As­sured­ly! his fa­ther came to ask me to sign the mar­riage con­tract: it is—” The king was about to pro­nounce the Vi­comte de Bragelonne’s name, when he stopped, and knit­ted his brows.

			“It is—” re­peat­ed Saint-Aig­nan, in­quir­ing­ly.

			“I don’t re­mem­ber now,” replied Louis XIV, en­deav­or­ing to con­ceal an an­noy­ance he had some trou­ble to dis­guise.

			“Can I put Your Majesty in the way?” in­quired the Comte de Saint-Aig­nan.

			“No; for I no longer re­mem­ber to whom I in­tend­ed to re­fer; in­deed, I on­ly re­mem­ber very in­dis­tinct­ly, that one of the maids of hon­or was to mar­ry—the name, how­ev­er, has es­caped me.”

			“Was it Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente he was go­ing to mar­ry?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Very like­ly,” said the king.

			“In that case, the in­tend­ed was M. de Mon­tes­pan; but Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente did not speak of it, it seemed to me, in such a man­ner as would fright­en suit­ors away.”

			“At all events,” said the king, “I know noth­ing, or al­most noth­ing, about Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. Saint-Aig­nan, I re­ly up­on you to pro­cure me ev­ery in­for­ma­tion about her.”

			“Yes, sire, and when shall I have the hon­or of see­ing Your Majesty again, to give you the lat­est news?”

			“When­ev­er you have pro­cured it.”

			“I shall ob­tain it speed­i­ly, then, if the in­for­ma­tion can be as quick­ly ob­tained as my wish to see Your Majesty again.”

			“Well said, count! By the by, has Madame dis­played any ill-feel­ing against this poor girl?”

			“None, sire.”

			“Madame did not get an­gry, then?”

			“I do not know; I on­ly know that she laughed con­tin­u­al­ly.”

			“That’s well; but I think I hear voic­es in the an­te­rooms—no doubt a couri­er has just ar­rived. In­quire, Saint-Aig­nan.” The count ran to the door and ex­changed a few words with the ush­er; he re­turned to the king, say­ing, “Sire, it is M. Fou­quet who has this mo­ment ar­rived, by Your Majesty’s or­ders, he says. He pre­sent­ed him­self, but, be­cause of the late­ness of the hour, he does not press for an au­di­ence this evening, and is sat­is­fied to have his pres­ence here for­mal­ly an­nounced.”

			“M. Fou­quet! I wrote to him at three o’clock, invit­ing him to be at Fontainebleau the fol­low­ing day, and he ar­rives at Fontainebleau at two o’clock in the morn­ing! This is, in­deed, zeal!” ex­claimed the king, de­light­ed to see him­self so prompt­ly obeyed. “On the con­trary, M. Fou­quet shall have his au­di­ence. I sum­moned him, and will re­ceive him. Let him be in­tro­duced. As for you, count, pur­sue your in­quiries, and be here to­mor­row.”

			The king placed his fin­ger on his lips; and Saint-Aig­nan, his heart brim­ful of hap­pi­ness, hasti­ly with­drew, telling the ush­er to in­tro­duce M. Fou­quet, who, there­upon, en­tered the king’s apart­ment. Louis rose to re­ceive him.

			“Good evening, M. Fou­quet,” he said, smil­ing gra­cious­ly; “I con­grat­u­late you on your punc­tu­al­i­ty; and yet my mes­sage must have reached you late?”

			“At nine in the evening, sire.”

			“You have been work­ing very hard late­ly, M. Fou­quet, for I have been in­formed that you have not left your rooms at Saint-Mandé dur­ing the last three or four days.”

			“It is per­fect­ly true, Your Majesty, that I have kept my­self shut up for the past three days,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Do you know, M. Fou­quet, that I had a great many things to say to you?” con­tin­ued the king, with a most gra­cious air.

			“Your Majesty over­whelms me, and since you are so gra­cious­ly dis­posed to­wards me, will you per­mit me to re­mind you of the prom­ise made to grant an au­di­ence?”

			“Ah, yes! some church dig­ni­tary, who thinks he has to thank me for some­thing, is it not?”

			“Pre­cise­ly so, sire. The hour is, per­haps, bad­ly cho­sen; but the time of the com­pan­ion whom I have brought with me is valu­able, and as Fontainebleau is on the way to his dio­cese—”

			“Who is it, then?”

			“The bish­op of Vannes, whose ap­point­ment Your Majesty, at my rec­om­men­da­tion, deigned, three months since, to sign.”

			“That is very pos­si­ble,” said the king, who had signed with­out read­ing; “and he is here?”

			“Yes, sire; Vannes is an im­por­tant dio­cese; the flock be­long­ing to this pas­tor need his re­li­gious con­so­la­tion; they are sav­ages, whom it is nec­es­sary to pol­ish, at the same time that he in­structs them, and M. d’Herblay is un­equalled in such kind of mis­sions.”

			“M. d’Herblay!” said the king, mus­ing­ly, as if his name, heard long since, was not, how­ev­er, un­known to him.

			“Oh!” said Fou­quet, prompt­ly, “Your Majesty is not ac­quaint­ed with the ob­scure name of one of your most faith­ful and valu­able ser­vants?”

			“No, I con­fess I am not. And so he wish­es to set off again?”

			“He has this very day re­ceived let­ters which will, per­haps, com­pel him to leave, so that, be­fore set­ting off for that un­known re­gion called Bre­tagne, he is de­sirous of pay­ing his re­spects to Your Majesty.”

			“Is he wait­ing?”

			“He is here, sire.”

			“Let him en­ter.”

			Fou­quet made a sign to the ush­er in at­ten­dance, who was wait­ing be­hind the ta­pes­try. The door opened, and Aramis en­tered. The king al­lowed him to fin­ish the com­pli­ments which he ad­dressed to him, and fixed a long look up­on a coun­te­nance which no one could for­get, af­ter hav­ing once be­held it.

			“Vannes!” he said: “you are bish­op of Vannes, I be­lieve?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Vannes is in Bre­tagne, I think?” Aramis bowed.

			“Near the coast?” Aramis again bowed.

			“A few leagues from Belle-Isle, is it not?”

			“Yes, sire,” replied Aramis; “six leagues, I be­lieve.”

			“Six leagues; a mere step, then,” said Louis XIV.

			“Not for us poor Bre­tons, sire,” replied Aramis: “six leagues, on the con­trary, is a great dis­tance, if it be six leagues on land; and an im­mense dis­tance, if it be leagues on the sea. Be­sides, I have the hon­or to men­tion to Your Majesty that there are six leagues of sea from the riv­er to Belle-Isle.”

			“It is said that M. Fou­quet has a very beau­ti­ful house there?” in­quired the king.

			“Yes, it is said so,” replied Aramis, look­ing qui­et­ly at Fou­quet.

			“What do you mean by ‘it is said so?’ ” ex­claimed the king.

			“He has, sire.”

			“Re­al­ly, M. Fou­quet, I must con­fess that one cir­cum­stance sur­pris­es me.”

			“What may that be, sire?”

			“That you should have at the head of the dio­cese a man like M. d’Herblay, and yet should not have shown him Belle-Isle.”

			“Oh, sire,” replied the bish­op, with­out giv­ing Fou­quet time to an­swer, “we poor Bre­ton prelates sel­dom leave our res­i­dences.”

			“M. de Vannes,” said the king, “I will pun­ish M. Fou­quet for his in­dif­fer­ence.”

			“In what way, sire?”

			“I will change your bish­opric.”

			Fou­quet bit his lips, but Aramis on­ly smiled.

			“What in­come does Vannes bring you in?” con­tin­ued the king.

			“Six­ty thou­sand livres, sire,” said Aramis.

			“So tri­fling an amount as that; but you pos­sess oth­er prop­er­ty, Mon­sieur de Vannes?”

			“I have noth­ing else, sire; on­ly M. Fou­quet pays me one thou­sand two hun­dred livres a year for his pew in the church.”

			“Well, M. d’Herblay, I prom­ise you some­thing bet­ter than that.”

			“Sire—”

			“I will not for­get you.”

			Aramis bowed, and the king al­so bowed to him in a re­spect­ful man­ner, as he was ac­cus­tomed to do to­wards wom­en and mem­bers of the Church. Aramis gath­ered that his au­di­ence was at an end; he took his leave of the king in the sim­ple, un­pre­tend­ing lan­guage of a coun­try pas­tor, and dis­ap­peared.

			“He is, in­deed, a re­mark­able face,” said the king, fol­low­ing him with his eyes as long as he could see him, and even to a cer­tain de­gree when he was no longer to be seen.

			“Sire,” replied Fou­quet, “if that bish­op had been ed­u­cat­ed ear­ly in life, no prelate in the king­dom would de­serve the high­est dis­tinc­tions bet­ter than he.”

			“His learn­ing is not ex­ten­sive, then?”

			“He changed the sword for the cru­ci­fix, and that rather late in life. But it mat­ters lit­tle, if Your Majesty will per­mit me to speak of M. de Vannes again on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion—”

			“I beg you to do so. But be­fore speak­ing of him, let us speak of your­self, M. Fou­quet.”

			“Of me, sire?”

			“Yes, I have to pay you a thou­sand com­pli­ments.”

			“I can­not ex­press to Your Majesty the de­light with which you over­whelm me.”

			“I un­der­stand you, M. Fou­quet. I con­fess, how­ev­er, to have had cer­tain prej­u­dices against you.”

			“In that case, I was in­deed un­hap­py, sire.”

			“But they ex­ist no longer. Did you not per­ceive—”

			“I did, in­deed, sire; but I await­ed with res­ig­na­tion the day when the truth would pre­vail; and it seems that that day has now ar­rived.”

			“Ah! you knew, then, you were in dis­grace with me?”

			“Alas! sire, I per­ceived it.”

			“And do you know the rea­son?”

			“Per­fect­ly well; Your Majesty thought that I had been waste­ful­ly lav­ish in ex­pen­di­ture.”

			“Not so; far from that.”

			“Or, rather an in­dif­fer­ent ad­min­is­tra­tor. In a word, you thought that, as the peo­ple had no mon­ey, there would be none for Your Majesty ei­ther.”

			“Yes, I thought so; but I was de­ceived.”

			Fou­quet bowed.

			“And no dis­tur­bances, no com­plaints?”

			“And mon­ey enough,” said Fou­quet.

			“The fact is that you have been pro­fuse with it dur­ing the last month.”

			“I have more, not on­ly for all Your Majesty’s re­quire­ments, but for all your caprices.”

			“I thank you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” replied the king, se­ri­ous­ly. “I will not put you to the proof. For the next two months I do not in­tend to ask you for any­thing.”

			“I will avail my­self of the in­ter­val to amass five or six mil­lions, which will be ser­vice­able as mon­ey in hand in case of war.”

			“Five or six mil­lions!”

			“For the ex­pens­es of Your Majesty’s house­hold on­ly, be it un­der­stood.”

			“You think war prob­a­ble, M. Fou­quet?”

			“I think that if Heav­en has be­stowed on the ea­gle a beak and claws, it is to en­able him to show his roy­al char­ac­ter.”

			The king blushed with plea­sure.

			“We have spent a great deal of mon­ey these few days past, Mon­sieur Fou­quet; will you not scold me for it?”

			“Sire, Your Majesty has still twen­ty years of youth to en­joy, and a thou­sand mil­lion francs to lav­ish in those twen­ty years.”

			“That is a great deal of mon­ey, M. Fou­quet,” said the king.

			“I will econ­o­mize, sire. Be­sides, Your Majesty has two valu­able ser­vants in M. Col­bert and my­self. The one will en­cour­age you to be prodi­gal with your trea­sures—and this shall be my­self, if my ser­vices should con­tin­ue to be agree­able to Your Majesty; and the oth­er will econ­o­mize mon­ey for you, and this will be M. Col­bert’s prov­ince.”

			“M. Col­bert?” re­turned the king, as­ton­ished.

			“Cer­tain­ly, sire; M. Col­bert is an ex­cel­lent ac­coun­tant.”

			At this com­men­da­tion, be­stowed by the tra­duced on the tra­duc­er, the king felt him­self pen­e­trat­ed with con­fi­dence and ad­mi­ra­tion. There was not, more­over, ei­ther in Fou­quet’s voice or look, any­thing which in­ju­ri­ous­ly af­fect­ed a sin­gle syl­la­ble of the re­mark he had made; he did not pass one eu­logium, as it were, in or­der to ac­quire the right of mak­ing two re­proach­es. The king com­pre­hend­ed him, and yield­ing to so much gen­eros­i­ty and ad­dress, he said, “You praise M. Col­bert, then?”

			“Yes, sire, I praise him; for, be­sides be­ing a man of mer­it, I be­lieve him to be de­vot­ed to Your Majesty’s in­ter­ests.”

			“Is that be­cause he has of­ten in­ter­fered with your own views?” said the king, smil­ing.

			“Ex­act­ly, sire.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“It is sim­ple enough. I am the man who is need­ed to make the mon­ey come in; he is the man who is need­ed to pre­vent it leav­ing.”

			“Nay, nay, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, you will present­ly say some­thing which will cor­rect this good opin­ion.”

			“Do you mean as far as ad­min­is­tra­tive abil­i­ties are con­cerned, sire?”

			“Yes.”

			“Not in the slight­est.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“Up­on my hon­or, sire, I do not know through­out France a bet­ter clerk than M. Col­bert.”

			This word “clerk” did not pos­sess, in 1661, the some­what sub­servient sig­ni­fi­ca­tion at­tached to it in the present day; but, as spo­ken by Fou­quet, whom the king had ad­dressed as the su­per­in­ten­dent, it seemed to ac­quire an in­signif­i­cant and pet­ty char­ac­ter, that at this junc­ture served ad­mirably to re­store Fou­quet to his place, and Col­bert to his own.

			“And yet,” said Louis XIV, “it was Col­bert, how­ev­er, that, not­with­stand­ing his econ­o­my, had the ar­range­ment of my fêtes here at Fontainebleau; and I as­sure you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, that in no way has he checked the ex­pen­di­ture of mon­ey.” Fou­quet bowed, but did not re­ply.

			“Is it not your opin­ion too?” said the king.

			“I think, sire,” he replied, “that M. Col­bert has done what he had to do in an ex­ceed­ing­ly or­der­ly man­ner, and that he de­serves, in this re­spect, all the praise Your Majesty may be­stow up­on him.”

			The word “or­der­ly” was a prop­er ac­com­pa­ni­ment for the word “clerk.” The king pos­sessed that ex­treme sen­si­tive­ness of or­ga­ni­za­tion, that del­i­ca­cy of per­cep­tion, which pierced through and de­tect­ed the reg­u­lar or­der of feel­ings and sen­sa­tions, be­fore the ac­tu­al sen­sa­tions them­selves, and he there­fore com­pre­hend­ed that the clerk had, in Fou­quet’s opin­ion, been too full of method and or­der in his ar­range­ments; in oth­er words, that the mag­nif­i­cent fêtes of Fontainebleau might have been ren­dered more mag­nif­i­cent still. The king con­se­quent­ly felt that there was some­thing in the amuse­ments he had pro­vid­ed with which some per­son or an­oth­er might be able to find fault; he ex­pe­ri­enced a lit­tle of the an­noy­ance felt by a per­son com­ing from the prov­inces to Paris, dressed out in the very best clothes which his wardrobe can fur­nish, on­ly to find that the fash­ion­ably dressed man there looks at him ei­ther too much or not enough. This part of the con­ver­sa­tion, which Fou­quet had car­ried on with so much mod­er­a­tion, yet with ex­treme tact, in­spired the king with the high­est es­teem for the char­ac­ter of the man and the ca­pac­i­ty of the min­is­ter. Fou­quet took his leave at a quar­ter to three in the morn­ing, and the king went to bed a lit­tle un­easy and con­fused at the in­di­rect les­son he had re­ceived; and a good hour was em­ployed by him in go­ing over again in mem­o­ry the em­broi­deries, the ta­pes­tries, the bills of fare of the var­i­ous ban­quets, the ar­chi­tec­ture of the tri­umphal arch­es, the ar­range­ments for the il­lu­mi­na­tions and fire­works, all the off­spring of the “Clerk Col­bert’s” in­ven­tion. The re­sult was, the king passed in re­view be­fore him ev­ery­thing that had tak­en place dur­ing the last eight days, and de­cid­ed that faults could be found in his fêtes. But Fou­quet, by his po­lite­ness, his thought­ful con­sid­er­a­tion, and his gen­eros­i­ty, had in­jured Col­bert more deeply than the lat­ter by his ar­ti­fice, his ill-will, and his per­se­ver­ing ha­tred, had ev­er yet suc­ceed­ed in hurt­ing Fou­quet.
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				Fontainebleau at Two O’Clock in the Morn­ing

			
			As we have seen, Saint-Aig­nan had quit­ted the king’s apart­ment at the very mo­ment the su­per­in­ten­dent en­tered it. Saint-Aig­nan was charged with a mis­sion that re­quired dis­patch, and he was go­ing to do his ut­most to turn his time to the best ad­van­tage. He whom we have in­tro­duced as the king’s friend was in­deed an un­com­mon per­son­age; he was one of those valu­able courtiers whose vig­i­lance and acute­ness of per­cep­tion threw all oth­er fa­vorites in­to the shade, and coun­ter­bal­anced, by his close at­ten­tion, the ser­vil­i­ty of Dan­geau, who was not the fa­vorite, but the toady of the king. M. de Saint-Aig­nan be­gan to think what was to be done in the present po­si­tion of af­fairs. He re­flect­ed that his first in­for­ma­tion ought to come from de Guiche. He there­fore set out in search of him, but de Guiche, whom we saw dis­ap­pear be­hind one of the wings, and who seemed to have re­turned to his own apart­ments, had not en­tered the château. Saint-Aig­nan there­fore went in quest of him, and af­ter hav­ing turned, and twist­ed, and searched in ev­ery di­rec­tion, he per­ceived some­thing like a hu­man form lean­ing against a tree. This fig­ure was as mo­tion­less as a stat­ue, and seemed deeply en­gaged in look­ing at a win­dow, al­though its cur­tains were close­ly drawn. As this win­dow hap­pened to be Madame’s, Saint-Aig­nan con­clud­ed that the form in ques­tion must be that of de Guiche. He ad­vanced cau­tious­ly, and found he was not mis­tak­en. De Guiche had, af­ter his con­ver­sa­tion with Madame, car­ried away such a weight of hap­pi­ness, that all his strength of mind was hard­ly suf­fi­cient to en­able him to sup­port it. On his side, Saint-Aig­nan knew that de Guiche had had some­thing to do with La Val­lière’s in­tro­duc­tion to Madame’s house­hold, for a courtier knows ev­ery­thing and for­gets noth­ing; but he had nev­er learned un­der what ti­tle or con­di­tions de Guiche had con­ferred his pro­tec­tion up­on La Val­lière. But, as in ask­ing a great many ques­tions it is sin­gu­lar if a man does not learn some­thing, Saint-Aig­nan reck­oned up­on learn­ing much or lit­tle, as the case might be, if he ques­tioned de Guiche with that ex­treme tact, and, at the same time, with that per­sis­tence in at­tain­ing an ob­ject, of which he was ca­pa­ble. Saint-Aig­nan’s plan was as fol­lows: If the in­for­ma­tion ob­tained was sat­is­fac­to­ry, he would in­form the king, with alacrity, that he had light­ed up­on a pearl, and claim the priv­i­lege of set­ting the pearl in ques­tion in the roy­al crown. If the in­for­ma­tion were un­sat­is­fac­to­ry—which, af­ter all, might be pos­si­ble—he would ex­am­ine how far the king cared about La Val­lière, and make use of his in­for­ma­tion in such a man­ner as to get rid of the girl al­to­geth­er, and there­by ob­tain all the mer­it of her ban­ish­ment with all the ladies of the court who might have the least pre­ten­sions to the king’s heart, be­gin­ning with Madame and fin­ish­ing with the queen. In case the king should show him­self ob­sti­nate in his fan­cy, then he would not pro­duce the dam­ag­ing in­for­ma­tion he had ob­tained, but would let La Val­lière know that this dam­ag­ing in­for­ma­tion was care­ful­ly pre­served in a se­cret draw­er of her con­fi­dant’s mem­o­ry. In this man­ner, he would be able to air his gen­eros­i­ty be­fore the poor girl’s eyes, and so keep her in con­stant sus­pense be­tween grat­i­tude and ap­pre­hen­sion, to such an ex­tent as to make her a friend at court, in­ter­est­ed, as an ac­com­plice, in try­ing to make his for­tune, while she was mak­ing her own. As far as con­cerned the day when the bomb­shell of the past should burst, if ev­er there were any oc­ca­sion, Saint-Aig­nan promised him­self that he would by that time have tak­en all pos­si­ble pre­cau­tions, and would pre­tend an en­tire ig­no­rance of the mat­ter to the king; while, with re­gard to La Val­lière, he would still have an op­por­tu­ni­ty of be­ing con­sid­ered the per­son­i­fi­ca­tion of gen­eros­i­ty. It was with such ideas as these, which the fire of cov­etous­ness had caused to dawn in half an hour, that Saint-Aig­nan, the son of earth, as La Fontaine would have said, de­ter­mined to get de Guiche in­to con­ver­sa­tion: in oth­er words, to trou­ble him in his hap­pi­ness—a hap­pi­ness of which Saint-Aig­nan was quite ig­no­rant. It was long past one o’clock in the morn­ing when Saint-Aig­nan per­ceived de Guiche, stand­ing, mo­tion­less, lean­ing against the trunk of a tree, with his eyes fas­tened up­on the light­ed win­dow—the sleepi­est hour of night­time, which painters crown with myr­tles and bud­ding pop­pies, the hour when eyes are heavy, hearts throb, and heads feel dull and lan­guid—an hour which casts up­on the day which has passed away a look of re­gret, while ad­dress­ing a lov­ing greet­ing to the dawn­ing light. For de Guiche it was the dawn of un­ut­ter­able hap­pi­ness; he would have be­stowed a trea­sure up­on a beg­gar, had one stood be­fore him, to se­cure him un­in­ter­rupt­ed in­dul­gence in his dreams. It was pre­cise­ly at this hour that Saint-Aig­nan, bad­ly ad­vised—self­ish­ness al­ways coun­sels bad­ly—came and struck him on the shoul­der, at the very mo­ment he was mur­mur­ing a word, or rather a name.

			“Ah!” he cried loud­ly, “I was look­ing for you.”

			“For me?” said de Guiche, start­ing.

			“Yes; and I find you seem­ing­ly moon­struck. Is it like­ly, my dear comte, you have been at­tacked by a po­et­i­cal mal­a­dy, and are mak­ing vers­es?”

			The young man forced a smile up­on his lips, while a thou­sand con­flict­ing sen­sa­tions were mut­ter­ing de­fi­ance of Saint-Aig­nan in the deep re­cess­es of his heart. “Per­haps,” he said. “But by what hap­py chance—”

			“Ah! your re­mark shows that you did not hear what I said.”

			“How so?”

			“Why, I be­gan by telling you I was look­ing for you.”

			“You were look­ing for me?”

			“Yes: and I find you now in the very act.”

			“Of do­ing what, I should like to know?”

			“Of singing the prais­es of Phyl­lis.”

			“Well, I do not de­ny it,” said de Guiche, laugh­ing. “Yes, my dear comte, I was cel­e­brat­ing Phyl­lis’s prais­es.”

			“And you have ac­quired the right to do so.”

			“I?”

			“You; no doubt of it. You; the in­trepid pro­tec­tor of ev­ery beau­ti­ful and clever wom­an.”

			“In the name of good­ness, what sto­ry have you got hold of now?”

			“Ac­knowl­edged truths, I am well aware. But stay a mo­ment; I am in love.”

			“You?”

			“Yes.”

			“So much the bet­ter, my dear comte; tell me all about it.” And de Guiche, afraid that Saint-Aig­nan might per­haps present­ly ob­serve the win­dow, where the light was still burn­ing, took the comte’s arm and en­deav­ored to lead him away.

			“Oh!” said the lat­ter, re­sist­ing, “do not take me to­wards those dark woods, it is too damp there. Let us stay in the moon­light.” And while he yield­ed to the pres­sure of de Guiche’s arm, he re­mained in the flow­er-gar­den ad­join­ing the château.

			“Well,” said de Guiche, re­sign­ing him­self, “lead me where you like, and ask me what you please.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble to be more agree­able than you are.” And then, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, Saint-Aig­nan con­tin­ued, “I wish you to tell me some­thing about a cer­tain per­son in who you have in­ter­est­ed your­self.”

			“And with whom you are in love?”

			“I will nei­ther ad­mit nor de­ny it. You un­der­stand that a man does not very read­i­ly place his heart where there is no hope of re­turn, and that it is most es­sen­tial he should take mea­sures of se­cu­ri­ty in ad­vance.”

			“You are right,” said de Guiche with a sigh; “a man’s heart is a very pre­cious gift.”

			“Mine par­tic­u­lar­ly is very ten­der, and in that light I present it to you.”

			“Oh! you are well known, comte. Well?”

			“It is sim­ply a ques­tion of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.”

			“Why, my dear Saint-Aig­nan, you are los­ing your sens­es, I should think.”

			“Why so?”

			“I have nev­er shown or tak­en any in­ter­est in Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente.”

			“Bah!”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Did you not ob­tain ad­mis­sion for Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente in­to Madame’s house­hold?”

			“Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente—and you ought to know it bet­ter than any­one else, my dear comte—is of a suf­fi­cient­ly good fam­i­ly to make her pres­ence here de­sir­able, and her ad­mit­tance very easy.”

			“You are jest­ing.”

			“No; and up­on my hon­or I do not know what you mean.”

			“And you had noth­ing, then, to do with her ad­mis­sion?”

			“No.”

			“You do not know her?”

			“I saw her for the first time the day she was pre­sent­ed to Madame. There­fore, as I have nev­er tak­en any in­ter­est in her, as I do not know her, I am not able to give you the in­for­ma­tion you re­quire.” And de Guiche made a move­ment as though he were about to leave his ques­tion­er.

			“Nay, nay, one mo­ment, my dear comte,” said Saint-Aig­nan; “you shall not es­cape me in this man­ner.”

			“Why, re­al­ly, it seems to me that it is now time to re­turn to our apart­ments.”

			“And yet you were not go­ing in when I—did not meet, but found you.”

			“There­fore, my dear comte,” said de Guiche, “as long as you have any­thing to say to me, I place my­self en­tire­ly at your ser­vice.”

			“And you are quite right in do­ing so. What mat­ters half an hour more or less? Will you swear that you have no in­ju­ri­ous com­mu­ni­ca­tions to make to me about her, and that any in­ju­ri­ous com­mu­ni­ca­tions you might pos­si­bly have to make are not the cause of your si­lence?”

			“Oh! I be­lieve the poor child to be as pure as crys­tal.”

			“You over­whelm me with joy. And yet I do not wish to have to­wards you the ap­pear­ance of a man so bad­ly in­formed as I seem. It is quite cer­tain that you sup­plied the princess’s house­hold with the ladies of hon­or. Nay, a song has even been writ­ten about it.”

			“Oh! songs are writ­ten about ev­ery­thing.”

			“Do you know it?”

			“No: sing it to me and I shall make its ac­quain­tance.”

			“I can­not tell you how it be­gins; I on­ly re­mem­ber how it ends.”

			“Very well, at all events, that is some­thing.”

			
				
					“When Maids of Hon­or hap­pen to run short,
					

					Lo!—Guiche will fur­nish the en­tire Court.”
				

			

			“The idea is weak, and the rhyme poor,” said de Guiche.

			“What can you ex­pect, my dear fel­low? it is not Racine’s or Molière’s, but La Feuil­lade’s; and a great lord can­not rhyme like a beg­gar­ly po­et.”

			“It is very un­for­tu­nate, though, that you on­ly re­mem­ber the ter­mi­na­tion.”

			“Stay, stay, I have just rec­ol­lect­ed the be­gin­ning of the sec­ond cou­plet.”

			
				
					“Why, there’s the bird­cage, with a pret­ty pair,
					

					The charm­ing Mon­ta­lais, and …”4
				

			

			“And La Val­lière,” ex­claimed Guiche, im­pa­tient­ly, and com­plete­ly ig­no­rant be­sides of Saint-Aig­nan’s ob­ject.

			“Yes, yes, you have it. You have hit up­on the word, ‘La Val­lière.’ ”

			“A grand dis­cov­ery in­deed.”

			“Mon­ta­lais and La Val­lière, these, then, are the two young girls in whom you in­ter­est your­self,” said Saint-Aig­nan, laugh­ing.

			“And so Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente’s name is not to be met with in the song?”

			“No, in­deed.”

			“And are you sat­is­fied, then?”

			“Per­fect­ly; but I find Mon­ta­lais there,” said Saint-Aig­nan, still laugh­ing.

			“Oh! you will find her ev­ery­where. She is a sin­gu­lar­ly ac­tive young la­dy.”

			“You know her?”

			“In­di­rect­ly. She was the pro­tégée of a man named Mal­icorne, who is a pro­tégée of Mani­camp’s; Mani­camp asked me to get the sit­u­a­tion of maid of hon­or for Mon­ta­lais in Madame’s house­hold, and a sit­u­a­tion for Mal­icorne as an of­fi­cer in Mon­sieur’s house­hold. Well, I asked for the ap­point­ments, for you know very well that I have a weak­ness for that droll fel­low Mani­camp.”

			“And you ob­tained what you sought?”

			“For Mon­ta­lais, yes; for Mal­icorne, yes and no; for as yet he is on­ly on tri­al. Do you wish to know any­thing else?”

			“The last word of the cou­plet still re­mains, La Val­lière,” said Saint-Aig­nan, re­sum­ing the smile that so tor­ment­ed Guiche.

			“Well,” said the lat­ter, “it is true that I ob­tained ad­mis­sion for her in Madame’s house­hold.”

			“Ah!” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“But,” con­tin­ued Guiche, as­sum­ing a great cold­ness of man­ner, “you will oblige me, comte, not to jest about that name. Made­moi­selle la Baume le Blanc de La Val­lière is a young la­dy per­fect­ly well-con­duct­ed.”

			“Per­fect­ly well-con­duct­ed do you say?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then you have not heard the last ru­mor?” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan.

			“No, and you will do me a ser­vice, my dear comte, in keep­ing this re­port to your­self and to those who cir­cu­late it.”

			“Ah! bah! you take the mat­ter up very se­ri­ous­ly.”

			“Yes; Made­moi­selle de Val­lière is beloved by one of my best friends.”

			Saint-Aig­nan start­ed. “Aha!” he said.

			“Yes, comte,” con­tin­ued Guiche; “and con­se­quent­ly, you, the most dis­tin­guished man in France for pol­ished cour­tesy of man­ner, will un­der­stand that I can­not al­low my friend to be placed in a ridicu­lous po­si­tion.”

			Saint-Aig­nan be­gan to bite his nails, par­tial­ly from vex­a­tion, and par­tial­ly from dis­ap­point­ed cu­rios­i­ty. Guiche made him a very pro­found bow.

			“You send me away,” said Saint-Aig­nan, who was dy­ing to know the name of the friend.

			“I do not send you away, my dear fel­low. I am go­ing to fin­ish my lines to Phyl­lis.”

			“And those lines—”

			“Are a qua­train. You un­der­stand, I trust, that a qua­train is a se­ri­ous af­fair?”

			“Of course.”

			“And as, of these four lines, of which it is com­posed, I have yet three and a half to make, I need my un­di­vid­ed at­ten­tion.”

			“I quite un­der­stand. Adieu! comte. By the by—”

			“What?”

			“Are you quick at mak­ing vers­es?”

			“Won­der­ful­ly so.”

			“Will you have quite fin­ished the three lines and a half to­mor­row morn­ing?”

			“I hope so.”

			“Adieu, then, un­til to­mor­row.”

			“Adieu, adieu!”

			Saint-Aig­nan was obliged to ac­cept the no­tice to quit; he ac­cord­ing­ly did so, and dis­ap­peared be­hind the hedge. Their con­ver­sa­tion had led Guiche and Saint-Aig­nan a good dis­tance from the château.

			Ev­ery math­e­ma­ti­cian, ev­ery po­et, and ev­ery dream­er has his own sub­jects of in­ter­est. Saint-Aig­nan, on leav­ing Guiche, found him­self at the ex­trem­i­ty of the grove—at the very spot where the out­build­ings of the ser­vants be­gin, and where, be­hind the thick­ets of aca­cias and chest­nut-trees in­ter­lac­ing their branch­es, which were hid­den by mass­es of clema­tis and young vines, the wall which sep­a­rat­ed the woods from the court­yard was erect­ed. Saint-Aig­nan, alone, took the path which led to­wards these build­ings; de Guiche go­ing off in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. The one pro­ceed­ed to the flow­er-gar­den, while the oth­er bent his steps to­wards the walls. Saint-Aig­nan walked on be­tween rows of moun­tain-ash, lilac, and hawthorn, which formed an al­most im­pen­e­tra­ble roof above his head; his feet were buried in the soft grav­el and thick moss. He was de­lib­er­at­ing a means of tak­ing his re­venge, which seemed dif­fi­cult for him to car­ry out, and was vexed with him­self for not hav­ing learned more about La Val­lière, not­with­stand­ing the in­ge­nious mea­sures he had re­sort­ed to in or­der to ac­quire more in­for­ma­tion about her, when sud­den­ly the mur­mur of a hu­man voice at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. He heard whis­pers, the com­plain­ing tones of a wom­an’s voice min­gled with en­treaties, smoth­ered laugh­ter, sighs, and half-stilt­ed ex­cla­ma­tions of sur­prise; but above them all, the wom­an’s voice pre­vailed. Saint-Aig­nan stopped to look about him; he per­ceived with the great­est sur­prise that the voic­es pro­ceed­ed, not from the ground, but from the branch­es of the trees. As he glid­ed along un­der the cov­ered walk, he raised his head, and ob­served at the top of the wall a wom­an perched up­on a lad­der, in ea­ger con­ver­sa­tion with a man seat­ed on a branch of a chest­nut-tree, whose head alone could be seen, the rest of his body be­ing con­cealed in the thick covert of the chest­nut.
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				The Labyrinth

			
			Saint-Aig­nan, who had on­ly been seek­ing for in­for­ma­tion, had met with an ad­ven­ture. This was in­deed a piece of good luck. Cu­ri­ous to learn why, and par­tic­u­lar­ly what about, this man and wom­an were con­vers­ing at such an hour, and in such a sin­gu­lar po­si­tion, Saint-Aig­nan made him­self as small as he pos­si­bly could, and ap­proached al­most un­der the rounds of the lad­der. And tak­ing mea­sures to make him­self as com­fort­able as pos­si­ble, he leaned his back against a tree and lis­tened, and heard the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion. The wom­an was the first to speak.

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur Mani­camp,” she said, in a voice which, not­with­stand­ing the re­proach­es she ad­dressed to him, pre­served a marked tone of co­quetry, “re­al­ly your in­dis­cre­tion is of a very dan­ger­ous char­ac­ter. We can­not talk long in this man­ner with­out be­ing ob­served.”

			“That is very prob­a­ble,” said the man, in the calmest and coolest of tones.

			“In that case, then, what would peo­ple say? Oh! if any­one were to see me, I de­clare I should die of very shame.”

			“Oh! that would be very sil­ly; I do not be­lieve you would.”

			“It might have been dif­fer­ent if there had been any­thing be­tween us; but to in­jure my­self gra­tu­itous­ly is re­al­ly very fool­ish of me; so, adieu, Mon­sieur Mani­camp.”

			So far so good; I know the man, and now let me see who the wom­an is, said Saint-Aig­nan, watch­ing the rounds of the lad­der, on which were stand­ing two pret­ty lit­tle feet cov­ered with blue satin shoes.

			“Nay, nay, for pity’s sake, my dear Mon­ta­lais,” cried Mani­camp, “deuce take it, do not go away; I have a great many things to say to you, of the great­est im­por­tance, still.”

			Mon­ta­lais, said Saint-Aig­nan to him­self, one of the three. Each of the three gos­sips had her ad­ven­ture, on­ly I imag­ined the hero of this one’s ad­ven­ture was Mal­icorne and not Mani­camp.

			At her com­pan­ion’s ap­peal, Mon­ta­lais stopped in the mid­dle of her de­scent, and Saint-Aig­nan could ob­serve the un­for­tu­nate Mani­camp climb from one branch of the chest­nut-tree to an­oth­er, ei­ther to im­prove his sit­u­a­tion or to over­come the fa­tigue con­se­quent up­on his in­con­ve­nient po­si­tion.

			“Now, lis­ten to me,” said he; “you quite un­der­stand, I hope, that my in­ten­tions are per­fect­ly in­no­cent?”

			“Of course. But why did you write me a let­ter stim­u­lat­ing my grat­i­tude to­wards you? Why did you ask me for an in­ter­view at such an hour and in such a place as this?”

			“I stim­u­lat­ed your grat­i­tude in re­mind­ing you that it was I who had been the means of your be­com­ing at­tached to Madame’s house­hold; be­cause most anx­ious­ly de­sirous of ob­tain­ing the in­ter­view you have been kind enough to grant me, I em­ployed the means which ap­peared to me most cer­tain to in­sure it. And my rea­son for so­lic­it­ing it, at such an hour and in such a lo­cal­i­ty, was, that the hour seemed to me to be the most pru­dent, and the lo­cal­i­ty the least open to ob­ser­va­tion. More­over, I had oc­ca­sion to speak to you up­on cer­tain sub­jects which re­quire both pru­dence and soli­tude.”

			“Mon­sieur Mani­camp!”

			“But ev­ery­thing I wish to say is per­fect­ly hon­or­able, I as­sure you.”

			“I think, Mon­sieur Mani­camp, it will be more be­com­ing in me to take my leave.”

			“No, no!—lis­ten to me, or I will jump from my perch here to yours; and be care­ful how you set me at de­fi­ance, for a branch of this chest­nut-tree caus­es me a good deal of an­noy­ance, and may pro­voke me to ex­treme mea­sures. Do not fol­low the ex­am­ple of this branch, then, but lis­ten to me.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, and I agree to do so; but be as brief as pos­si­ble, for if you have a branch of the chest­nut-tree which an­noys you, I wish you to un­der­stand that one of the rounds of the lad­der is hurt­ing the soles of my feet, and my shoes are be­ing cut through.”

			“Do me the kind­ness to give me your hand.”

			“Why?”

			“Will you have the good­ness to do so?”

			“There is my hand, then; but what are you go­ing to do?”

			“To draw you to­wards me.”

			“What for? You sure­ly do not wish me to join you in the tree?”

			“No; but I wish you to sit down up­on the wall; there, that will do; there is quite room enough, and I would give a great deal to be al­lowed to sit down be­side you.”

			“No, no; you are very well where you are; we should be seen.”

			“Do you re­al­ly think so?” said Mani­camp, in an in­sin­u­at­ing voice.

			“I am sure of it.”

			“Very well, I re­main in my tree, then, al­though I can­not be worse placed.”

			“Mon­sieur Mani­camp, we are wan­der­ing away from the sub­ject.”

			“You are right, we are so.”

			“You wrote me a let­ter?”

			“I did.”

			“Why did you write?”

			“Fan­cy, at two o’clock to­day, de Guiche left.”

			“What then?”

			“See­ing him set off, I fol­lowed him, as I usu­al­ly do.”

			“Of course, I see that, since you are here now.”

			“Don’t be in a hur­ry. You are aware, I sup­pose, that de Guiche is up to his very neck in dis­grace?”

			“Alas! yes.”

			“It was the very height of im­pru­dence on his part, then, to come to Fontainebleau to seek those who had at Paris sent him away in­to ex­ile, and par­tic­u­lar­ly those from whom he had been sep­a­rat­ed.”

			“Mon­sieur Mani­camp, you rea­son like Pythago­ras.”

			“More­over, de Guiche is as ob­sti­nate as a man in love can be, and he re­fused to lis­ten to any of my re­mon­strances. I begged, I im­plored him, but he would not lis­ten to any­thing. Oh, the deuce!”

			“What’s the mat­ter?”

			“I beg your par­don, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais, but this con­found­ed branch, about which I have al­ready had the hon­or of speak­ing to you, has just torn a cer­tain por­tion of my dress.”

			“It is quite dark,” replied Mon­ta­lais, laugh­ing; “so, pray con­tin­ue, M. Mani­camp.”

			“De Guiche set off on horse­back as hard as he could, I fol­low­ing him, at a slow­er pace. You quite un­der­stand that to throw one’s self in­to the wa­ter, for in­stance, with a friend, at the same head­long rate as he him­self would do it, would be the act ei­ther of a fool or a mad­man. I there­fore al­lowed de Guiche to get in ad­vance, and I pro­ceed­ed on my way with a com­mend­able slow­ness of pace, feel­ing quite sure that my un­for­tu­nate friend would not be re­ceived, or, if he had been, that he would ride off again at the very first cross, dis­agree­able an­swer; and that I should see him re­turn­ing much faster than he went, with­out hav­ing, my­self, gone much far­ther than Ris or Melun—and that even was a good dis­tance you will ad­mit, for it is eleven leagues to get there and as many to re­turn.”

			Mon­ta­lais shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“Laugh as much as you like; but if, in­stead of be­ing com­fort­ably seat­ed on the top of the wall as you are, you were sit­ting on this branch as if you were on horse­back, you would, like Au­gus­tus, as­pire to de­scend.”

			“Be pa­tient, my dear M. Mani­camp; a few min­utes will soon pass away; you were say­ing, I think, that you had gone be­yond Ris and Melun.”

			“Yes, I went through Ris and Melun, and I con­tin­ued to go on, more and more sur­prised that I did not see him re­turn­ing; and here I am at Fontainebleau; I look for and in­quire af­ter de Guiche ev­ery­where, but no one has seen him, no one in the town has spo­ken to him; he ar­rived rid­ing at full gal­lop, he en­tered the château; and there he has dis­ap­peared. I have been here at Fontainebleau since eight o’clock this evening in­quir­ing for de Guiche in ev­ery di­rec­tion, but no de Guiche can be found. I am dy­ing with un­easi­ness. You un­der­stand that I have not been run­ning my head in­to the li­on’s den, in en­ter­ing the château, as my im­pru­dent friend has done; I came at once to the ser­vants’ of­fices, and I suc­ceed­ed in get­ting a let­ter con­veyed to you; and now, for Heav­en’s sake, my dear young la­dy, re­lieve me from my anx­i­ety.”

			“There will be no dif­fi­cul­ty in that, my dear M. Mani­camp; your friend de Guiche has been ad­mirably re­ceived.”

			“Bah!”

			“The king made quite a fuss over him.”

			“The king, who ex­iled him!”

			“Madame smiled up­on him, and Mon­sieur ap­pears to like him bet­ter than ev­er.”

			“Ah! ah!” said Mani­camp, “that ex­plains to me, then, why and how he has re­mained. And did he not say any­thing about me?”

			“Not a word.”

			“That is very un­kind. What is he do­ing now?”

			“In all prob­a­bil­i­ty he is asleep, or, if not asleep, dream­ing.”

			“And what have they been do­ing all the evening?”

			“Danc­ing.”

			“The fa­mous bal­let? How did de Guiche look?”

			“Su­perb!”

			“Dear fel­low! And now, pray for­give me, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais; but all I now have to do is pass from where I now am to your apart­ment.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I can­not sup­pose that the door of the château will be opened for me at this hour; and as for spend­ing the night up­on this branch, I pos­si­bly might not ob­ject to do so, but I de­clare it is im­pos­si­ble for any oth­er an­i­mal than a boa-con­stric­tor to do it.”

			“But, M. Mani­camp, I can­not in­tro­duce a man over the wall in that man­ner.”

			“Two, if you please,” said a sec­ond voice, but in so timid a tone that it seemed as if its own­er felt the ut­ter im­pro­pri­ety of such a re­quest.

			“Good gra­cious!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais, “who is that speak­ing to me?”

			“Mal­icorne, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais.”

			And as Mal­icorne spoke, he raised him­self from the ground to the low­est branch­es, and thence to the height of the wall.

			“Mon­sieur Mal­icorne! why, you are both mad!”

			“How do you do, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais?” in­quired Mal­icorne.

			“I need­ed but this!” said Mon­ta­lais, in de­spair.

			“Oh! Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais,” mur­mured Mal­icorne; “do not be so se­vere, I be­seech you.”

			“In fact,” said Mani­camp, “we are your friends, and you can­not pos­si­bly wish your friends to lose their lives; and to leave us to pass the night on these branch­es is in fact con­demn­ing us to death.”

			“Oh!” said Mon­ta­lais, “Mon­sieur Mal­icorne is so ro­bust that a night passed in the open air with the beau­ti­ful stars above him will not do him any harm, and it will be a just pun­ish­ment for the trick he has played me.”

			“Be it so, then; let Mal­icorne ar­range mat­ters with you in the best way he can; I pass over,” said Mani­camp. And bend­ing down the fa­mous branch against which he had di­rect­ed such bit­ter com­plaints, he suc­ceed­ed, by the as­sis­tance of his hands and feet, in seat­ing him­self side by side with Mon­ta­lais, who tried to push him back, while he en­deav­ored to main­tain his po­si­tion, and, more­over, he suc­ceed­ed. Hav­ing tak­en pos­ses­sion of the lad­der, he stepped on it, and then gal­lant­ly of­fered his hand to his fair an­tag­o­nist. While this was go­ing on, Mal­icorne had in­stalled him­self in the chest­nut-tree, in the very place Mani­camp had just left, de­ter­min­ing with­in him­self to suc­ceed him in the one he now oc­cu­pied. Mani­camp and Mon­ta­lais de­scend­ed a few rounds of the lad­der, Mani­camp in­sist­ing, and Mon­ta­lais laugh­ing and ob­ject­ing.

			Sud­den­ly Mal­icorne’s voice was heard in tones of en­treaty:

			“I en­treat you, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais, not to leave me here. My po­si­tion is very in­se­cure, and some ac­ci­dent will be cer­tain to be­fall me, if I at­tempt un­aid­ed to reach the oth­er side of the wall; it does not mat­ter if Mani­camp tears his clothes, for he can make use of M. de Guiche’s wardrobe; but I shall not be able to use even those be­long­ing to M. Mani­camp, for they will be torn.”

			“My opin­ion,” said Mani­camp, with­out tak­ing any no­tice of Mal­icorne’s lamen­ta­tions, “is that the best thing to be done is to go and look for de Guiche with­out de­lay, for, by and by, per­haps, I may not be able to get to his apart­ments.”

			“That is my own opin­ion, too,” replied Mon­ta­lais; “so, go at once, Mon­sieur Mani­camp.”

			“A thou­sand thanks. Adieu Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais,” said Mani­camp, jump­ing to the ground; “your con­de­scen­sion can­not be re­paid.”

			“Farewell, M. Mani­camp; I am now go­ing to get rid of M. Mal­icorne.”

			Mal­icorne sighed. Mani­camp went away a few paces, but re­turn­ing to the foot of the lad­der, he said, “By the by, how do I get to M. de Guiche’s apart­ments?”

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er. You go along by the hedge un­til you reach a place where the paths cross.”

			“Yes.”

			“You will see four paths.”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“One of which you will take.”

			“Which of them?”

			“That to the right.”

			“That to the right?”

			“No, to the left.”

			“The deuce!”

			“No, no, wait a minute—”

			“You do not seem to be quite sure. Think again, I beg.”

			“You take the mid­dle path.”

			“But there are four.”

			“So there are. All I know is, that one of the four paths leads straight to Madame’s apart­ments; and that one I am well ac­quaint­ed with.”

			“But M. de Guiche is not in Madame’s apart­ments, I sup­pose?”

			“No, in­deed.”

			“Well, then the path which leads to Madame’s apart­ments is of no use to me, and I would will­ing­ly ex­change it for the one that leads to where M. de Guiche is lodg­ing.”

			“Of course, and I know that as well; but as for in­di­cat­ing it from where we are, it is quite im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Well, let us sup­pose that I have suc­ceed­ed in find­ing that for­tu­nate path.”

			“In that case, you are al­most there, for you have noth­ing else to do but cross the labyrinth.”

			“Noth­ing more than that? The deuce! so there is a labyrinth as well.”

			“Yes, and com­pli­cat­ed enough too; even in day­light one may some­times be de­ceived—there are turn­ings and wind­ings with­out end: in the first place, you must turn three times to the right, then twice to the left, then turn once—stay, is it once or twice, though? at all events, when you get clear of the labyrinth, you will see an av­enue of sycamores, and this av­enue leads straight to the pavil­ion in which M. de Guiche is lodg­ing.”

			“Noth­ing could be more clear­ly in­di­cat­ed,” said Mani­camp; “and I have not the slight­est doubt in the world that if I were to fol­low your di­rec­tions, I should lose my way im­me­di­ate­ly. I have, there­fore, a slight ser­vice to ask of you.”

			“What may that be?”

			“That you will of­fer me your arm and guide me your­self, like an­oth­er—like an­oth­er—I used to know mythol­o­gy, but oth­er im­por­tant mat­ters have made me for­get it; pray come with me, then?”

			“And am I to be aban­doned, then?” cried Mal­icorne.

			“It is quite im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur,” said Mon­ta­lais to Mani­camp; “if I were to be seen with you at such an hour, what would be said of me?”

			“Your own con­science would ac­quit you,” said Mani­camp, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur, im­pos­si­ble.”

			“In that case, let me as­sist Mal­icorne to get down; he is a very in­tel­li­gent fel­low, and pos­sess­es a very keen scent; he will guide me, and if we lose our­selves, both of us will be lost, and the one will save the oth­er. If we are to­geth­er, and should be met by any­one, we shall look as if we had some mat­ter of busi­ness in hand; whilst alone I should have the ap­pear­ance ei­ther of a lover or a rob­ber. Come, Mal­icorne, here is the lad­der.”

			Mal­icorne had al­ready stretched out one of his legs to­wards the top of the wall, when Mani­camp said, in a whis­per, “Hush!”

			“What’s the mat­ter?” in­quired Mon­ta­lais.

			“I hear foot­steps.”

			“Good heav­ens!”

			In fact the fan­cied foot­steps soon be­came a re­al­i­ty; the fo­liage was pushed aside, and Saint-Aig­nan ap­peared, with a smile on his lips, and his hand stretched out to­wards them, tak­ing ev­ery­one by sur­prise; that is to say, Mal­icorne up­on the tree with his head stretched out, Mon­ta­lais up­on the round of the lad­der and cling­ing to it tight­ly, and Mani­camp on the ground with his foot ad­vanced ready to set off. “Good evening, Mani­camp,” said the comte, “I am glad to see you, my dear fel­low; we missed you this evening, and a good many in­quiries have been made about you. Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, your most obe­di­ent ser­vant.”

			Mon­ta­lais blushed. “Good heav­ens!” she ex­claimed, hid­ing her face in both her hands.

			“Pray re­as­sure your­self; I know how per­fect­ly in­no­cent you are, and I shall give a good ac­count of you. Mani­camp, do you fol­low me: the hedge, the cross-paths, and labyrinth, I am well ac­quaint­ed with them all; I will be your Ari­adne. There now, your mytho­log­i­cal name is found at last.”

			“Per­fect­ly true, comte.”

			“And take M. Mal­icorne away with you at the same time,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“No, in­deed,” said Mal­icorne; “M. Mani­camp has con­versed with you as long as he liked, and now it is my turn, if you please; I have a mul­ti­tude of things to tell you about our fu­ture prospects.”

			“You hear,” said the comte, laugh­ing; “stay with him, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais. This is, in­deed, a night for se­crets.” And, tak­ing Mani­camp’s arm, the comte led him rapid­ly away in the di­rec­tion of the road Mon­ta­lais knew so well, and in­di­cat­ed so bad­ly. Mon­ta­lais fol­lowed them with her eyes as long as she could per­ceive them.
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				How Mal­icorne Had Been Turned Out of the Ho­tel of the Beau Paon

			
			While Mon­ta­lais was en­gaged in look­ing af­ter the comte and Mani­camp, Mal­icorne had tak­en ad­van­tage of the young girl’s at­ten­tion be­ing drawn away to ren­der his po­si­tion some­what more tol­er­a­ble, and when she turned round, she im­me­di­ate­ly no­ticed the change which had tak­en place; for he had seat­ed him­self, like a mon­key, up­on the wall, the fo­liage of the wild vine and hon­ey­suck­le curled around his head like a faun, while the twist­ed ivy branch­es rep­re­sent­ed tol­er­a­bly enough his cloven feet. Mon­ta­lais re­quired noth­ing to make her re­sem­blance to a dryad as com­plete as pos­si­ble. “Well,” she said, as­cend­ing an­oth­er round of the lad­der, “are you re­solved to ren­der me un­hap­py? have you not per­se­cut­ed me enough, tyrant that you are?”

			“I a tyrant?” said Mal­icorne.

			“Yes, you are al­ways com­pro­mis­ing me, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne; you are a per­fect mon­ster of wicked­ness.”

			“I?”

			“What have you to do with Fontainebleau? Is not Or­léans your place of res­i­dence?”

			“Do you ask me what I have to do here? I want­ed to see you.”

			“Ah, great need of that.”

			“Not as far as con­cerns your­self, per­haps, but as far as I am con­cerned, Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais, you know very well that I have left my home, and that, for the fu­ture, I have no oth­er place of res­i­dence than that which you may hap­pen to have. As you, there­fore, are stay­ing at Fontainebleau at the present mo­ment, I have come to Fontainebleau.”

			Mon­ta­lais shrugged her shoul­ders. “You wished to see me, did you not?” she said.

			“Of course.”

			“Very well, you have seen me—you are sat­is­fied; so now go away.”

			“Oh, no,” said Mal­icorne; “I came to talk with you as well as to see you.”

			“Very well, we will talk by and by, and in an­oth­er place than this.”

			“By and by! Heav­en on­ly knows if I shall meet you by and by in an­oth­er place. We shall nev­er find a more fa­vor­able one than this.”

			“But I can­not this evening, nor at the present mo­ment.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause a thou­sand things have hap­pened tonight.”

			“Well, then, my af­fair will make a thou­sand and one.”

			“No, no; Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente is wait­ing for me in our room to com­mu­ni­cate some­thing of the very great­est im­por­tance.”

			“How long has she been wait­ing?”

			“For an hour at least.”

			“In that case,” said Mal­icorne, tran­quil­ly, “she can wait a few min­utes longer.”

			“Mon­sieur Mal­icorne,” said Mon­ta­lais, “you are for­get­ting your­self.”

			“You should rather say that it is you who are for­get­ting me, and that I am get­ting im­pa­tient at the part you make me play here in­deed! For the last week I have been prowl­ing about among the com­pa­ny, and you have not once deigned to no­tice my pres­ence.”

			“Have you been prowl­ing about here for a week, M. Mal­icorne?”

			“Like a wolf; some­times I have been burnt by the fire­works, which have singed two of my wigs; at oth­ers, I have been com­plete­ly drenched in the osiers by the evening damps, or the spray from the foun­tains—half-fam­ished, fa­tigued to death, with the view of a wall al­ways be­fore me, and the prospect of hav­ing to scale it per­haps. Up­on my word, this is not the sort of life for any­one to lead who is nei­ther a squir­rel, a sala­man­der, nor an ot­ter; and since you drive your in­hu­man­i­ty so far as to wish to make me re­nounce my con­di­tion as a man, I de­clare it open­ly. A man I am, in­deed, and a man I will re­main, un­less by su­pe­ri­or or­ders.”

			“Well, then, tell me, what do you wish—what do you re­quire—what do you in­sist up­on?” said Mon­ta­lais, in a sub­mis­sive tone.

			“Do you mean to tell me that you did not know I was at Fontainebleau?”

			“I?”

			“Nay, be frank.”

			“I sus­pect­ed so.”

			“Well, then, could you not have con­trived dur­ing the last week to have seen me once a day, at least?”

			“I have al­ways been pre­vent­ed, M. Mal­icorne.”

			“Fid­dle­sticks!”

			“Ask my com­pan­ion, if you do not be­lieve me.”

			“I shall ask no one to ex­plain mat­ters, I know bet­ter than any­one.”

			“Com­pose your­self, M. Mal­icorne; things will change.”

			“They must in­deed.”

			“You know that, whether I see you or not, I am think­ing of you,” said Mon­ta­lais, in a coax­ing tone of voice.

			“Oh, you are think­ing of me, are you? well, and is there any­thing new?”

			“What about?”

			“About my post in Mon­sieur’s house­hold.”

			“Ah, my dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, no one has ven­tured late­ly to ap­proach His Roy­al High­ness.”

			“Well, but now?”

			“Now it is quite a dif­fer­ent thing; since yes­ter­day he has left off be­ing jeal­ous.”

			“Bah! how has his jeal­ousy sub­sid­ed?”

			“It has been di­vert­ed in­to an­oth­er chan­nel.”

			“Tell me all about it.”

			“A re­port was spread that the king had fall­en in love with some­one else, and Mon­sieur was tran­quil­lized im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“And who spread the re­port?”

			Mon­ta­lais low­ered her voice. “Be­tween our­selves,” she said, “I think that Madame and the king have come to a se­cret un­der­stand­ing about it.”

			“Ah!” said Mal­icorne; “that was the on­ly way to man­age it. But what about poor M. de Guiche?”

			“Oh, as for him, he is com­plete­ly turned off.”

			“Have they been writ­ing to each oth­er?”

			“No, cer­tain­ly not; I have not seen a pen in ei­ther of their hands for the last week.”

			“On what terms are you with Madame?”

			“The very best.”

			“And with the king?”

			“The king al­ways smiles at me when­ev­er I pass him.”

			“Good. Now tell me whom have the two lovers se­lect­ed to serve as their screen?”

			“La Val­lière.”

			“Oh, oh, poor girl! We must pre­vent that!”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause, if M. Raoul Bragelonne were to sus­pect it, he would ei­ther kill her or kill him­self.”

			“Raoul, poor fel­low! do you think so?”

			“Wom­en pre­tend to have a knowl­edge of the state of peo­ple’s af­fec­tions,” said Mal­icorne, “and they do not even know how to read the thoughts of their own minds and hearts. Well, I can tell you that M. de Bragelonne loves La Val­lière to such a de­gree that, if she de­ceived him, he would, I re­peat, ei­ther kill him­self or kill her.”

			“But the king is there to de­fend her,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“The king!” ex­claimed Mal­icorne; “Raoul would kill the king as he would a com­mon thief.”

			“Good heav­ens!” said Mon­ta­lais; “you are mad, M. Mal­icorne.”

			“Not in the least. Ev­ery­thing I have told you is, on the con­trary, per­fect­ly se­ri­ous; and, for my own part, I know one thing.”

			“What is that?”

			“That I shall qui­et­ly tell Raoul of the trick.”

			“Hush!” said Mon­ta­lais, mount­ing an­oth­er round of the lad­der, so as to ap­proach Mal­icorne more close­ly, “do not open your lips to poor Raoul.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause, as yet you know noth­ing at all.”

			“What is the mat­ter, then?”

			“Why, this evening—but no one is lis­ten­ing, I hope?”

			“No.”

			“This evening, then, be­neath the roy­al oak, La Val­lière said aloud, and in­no­cent­ly enough, ‘I can­not con­ceive that when one has once seen the king, one can ev­er love an­oth­er man.’ ”

			Mal­icorne al­most jumped off the wall. “Un­hap­py girl! did she re­al­ly say that?”

			“Word for word.”

			“And she thinks so?”

			“La Val­lière al­ways thinks what she says.”

			“That pos­i­tive­ly cries aloud for vengeance. Why, wom­en are the ver­i­est ser­pents,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Com­pose your­self, my dear Mal­icorne, com­pose your­self.”

			“No, no; let us take the evil in time, on the con­trary. There is time enough yet to tell Raoul of it.”

			“Blun­der­er, on the con­trary, it is too late,” replied Mon­ta­lais.

			“How so?”

			“La Val­lière’s re­mark, which was in­tend­ed for the king, reached its des­ti­na­tion.”

			“The king knows it, then? The king was told of it, I sup­pose?”

			“The king heard it.”

			“Ahimè! as the car­di­nal used to say.”

			“The king was hid­den in the thick­et close to the roy­al oak.”

			“It fol­lows, then,” said Mal­icorne, “that for the fu­ture, the plan which the king and Madame have ar­ranged, will go as eas­i­ly as if it were on wheels, and will pass over poor Bragelonne’s body.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so.”

			“Well,” said Mal­icorne, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, “do not let us in­ter­pose our poor selves be­tween a large oak-tree and a great king, for we should cer­tain­ly be ground to pieces.”

			“The very thing I was go­ing to say to you.”

			“Let us think of our­selves, then.”

			“My own idea.”

			“Open your beau­ti­ful eyes, then.”

			“And you your large ears.”

			“Ap­proach your lit­tle mouth for a kiss.”

			“Here,” said Mon­ta­lais, who paid the debt im­me­di­ate­ly in ring­ing coin.

			“Now let us con­sid­er. First, we have M. de Guiche, who is in love with Madame; then La Val­lière, who is in love with the king; next, the king, who is in love both with Madame and La Val­lière; last­ly Mon­sieur, who loves no one but him­self. Among all these loves, a noo­dle would make his for­tune: a greater rea­son, there­fore, for sen­si­ble peo­ple like our­selves to do so.”

			“There you are with your dreams again.”

			“Nay, rather with re­al­i­ties. Let me still lead you, dar­ling. I do not think you have been very bad­ly off hith­er­to?”

			“No.”

			“Well, the fu­ture is guar­an­teed by the past. On­ly, since all here think of them­selves be­fore any­thing else, let us do so too.”

			“Per­fect­ly right.”

			“But of our­selves on­ly.”

			“Be it so.”

			“An of­fen­sive and de­fen­sive al­liance.”

			“I am ready to swear it.”

			“Put out your hand, then, and say, ‘All for Mal­icorne.’ ”

			“All for Mal­icorne.”

			“And I, ‘All for Mon­ta­lais,’ ” replied Mal­icorne, stretch­ing out his hand in his turn.

			“And now, what is to be done?”

			“Keep your eyes and ears con­stant­ly open; col­lect ev­ery means of at­tack which may be ser­vice­able against oth­ers; nev­er let any­thing lie about which can be used against our­selves.”

			“Agreed.”

			“De­cid­ed.”

			“Sworn to. And now the agree­ment en­tered in­to, good­bye.”

			“What do you mean by ‘good­bye?’ ”

			“Of course you can now re­turn to your inn.”

			“To my inn?”

			“Yes; are you not lodg­ing at the sign of the Beau Paon?”

			“Mon­ta­lais, Mon­ta­lais, you now be­tray that you were aware of my be­ing at Fontainebleau.”

			“Well; and what does that prove, ex­cept that I oc­cu­py my­self about you more than you de­serve?”

			“Hum!”

			“Go back, then, to the Beau Paon.”

			“That is now quite out of the ques­tion.”

			“Have you not a room there?”

			“I had, but have it no longer.”

			“Who has tak­en it from you, then?”

			“I will tell you. Some lit­tle time ago I was re­turn­ing there, af­ter I had been run­ning about af­ter you; and hav­ing reached my ho­tel quite out of breath, I per­ceived a lit­ter, up­on which four peas­ants were car­ry­ing a sick monk.”

			“A monk?”

			“Yes, an old gray-beard­ed Fran­cis­can. As I was look­ing at the monk, they en­tered the ho­tel; and as they were car­ry­ing him up the stair­case, I fol­lowed, and as I reached the top of the stair­case I ob­served that they took him in­to my room.”

			“In­to your room?”

			“Yes, in­to my own apart­ment. Sup­pos­ing it to be a mis­take, I sum­moned the land­lord, who said that the room which had been let to me for the past eight days was let to the Fran­cis­can for the ninth.”

			“Oh, oh!”

			“That was ex­act­ly what I said; nay, I did even more, for I was in­clined to get out of tem­per. I went up­stairs again. I spoke to the Fran­cis­can him­self, and wished to prove to him the im­pro­pri­ety of the step; when this monk, dy­ing though he seemed to be, raised him­self up­on his arm, fixed a pair of blaz­ing eyes up­on me, and, in a voice which was ad­mirably suit­ed for com­mand­ing a charge of cav­al­ry, said, ‘Turn this fel­low out of doors’; which was done im­me­di­ate­ly by the land­lord and the four porters, who made me de­scend the stair­case some­what faster than was agree­able. This is how it hap­pens, dear­est, that I have no lodg­ing.”

			“Who can this Fran­cis­can be?” said Mon­ta­lais. “Is he a gen­er­al?”

			“That is ex­act­ly the very ti­tle that one of the bear­ers of the lit­ter gave him as he spoke to him in a low tone.”

			“So that—” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“So that I have no room, no ho­tel, no lodg­ing; and I am as de­ter­mined as my friend Mani­camp was just now, not to pass the night in the open air.”

			“What is to be done, then?” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er,” said a third voice; where­upon Mon­ta­lais and Mal­icorne ut­tered a si­mul­ta­ne­ous cry, and Saint-Aig­nan ap­peared. “Dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “a very lucky ac­ci­dent has brought me back to ex­tri­cate you from your em­bar­rass­ment. Come, I can of­fer you a room in my own apart­ments, which, I can as­sure you, no Fran­cis­can will de­prive you of. As for you, my dear la­dy, rest easy. I al­ready knew Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s se­cret, and that of Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente; your own you have just been kind enough to con­fide to me; for which I thank you. I can keep three quite as well as one.” Mal­icorne and Mon­ta­lais looked at each oth­er, like chil­dren de­tect­ed in a theft; but as Mal­icorne saw a great ad­van­tage in the propo­si­tion which had been made to him, he gave Mon­ta­lais a sign of as­sent, which she re­turned. Mal­icorne then de­scend­ed the lad­der, round by round, re­flect­ing at ev­ery step on the means of ob­tain­ing piece­meal from M. de Saint-Aig­nan all he might pos­si­bly know about the fa­mous se­cret. Mon­ta­lais had al­ready dart­ed away like a deer, and nei­ther cross­road nor labyrinth was able to lead her wrong. As for Saint-Aig­nan, he car­ried off Mal­icorne with him to his apart­ments, show­ing him a thou­sand at­ten­tions, en­chant­ed to have so close at hand the very two men who, even sup­pos­ing de Guiche were to re­main silent, could give him the best in­for­ma­tion about the maids of hon­or.
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				What Ac­tu­al­ly Oc­curred at the Inn Called the Beau Paon

			
			In the first place, let us sup­ply our read­ers with a few de­tails about the inn called Beau Paon. It owed its name to its sign, which rep­re­sent­ed a pea­cock spread­ing its tail. But, in im­i­ta­tion of cer­tain painters who be­stowed the face of a hand­some young man on the ser­pent which tempt­ed Eve, the lim­n­er of the sign had con­ferred up­on the pea­cock the fea­tures of a wom­an. This fa­mous inn, an ar­chi­tec­tural epi­gram against that half of the hu­man race which ren­ders ex­is­tence de­light­ful, was sit­u­at­ed at Fontainebleau, in the first turn­ing on the left-hand side, which di­vides the road from Paris, the large artery that con­sti­tutes in it­self alone the en­tire town of Fontainebleau. The side street in ques­tion was then known as the Rue de Ly­on, doubt­less be­cause, ge­o­graph­i­cal­ly, it led in the di­rec­tion of the sec­ond cap­i­tal of the king­dom. The street it­self was com­posed of two hous­es oc­cu­pied by per­sons of the class of trades­peo­ple, the hous­es be­ing sep­a­rat­ed by two large gar­dens bor­dered with hedges run­ning round them. Ap­par­ent­ly, how­ev­er, there were three hous­es in the street. Let us ex­plain, not­with­stand­ing ap­pear­ances, how there were in fact on­ly two. The inn of the Beau Paon had its prin­ci­pal front to­wards the main street; but up­on the Rue de Ly­on there were two ranges of build­ings di­vid­ed by court­yards, which com­prised sets of apart­ments for the re­cep­tion of all class­es of trav­el­ers, whether on foot or on horse­back, or even with their own car­riages; and in which could be sup­plied, not on­ly board and lodg­ing, but al­so ac­com­mo­da­tion for ex­er­cise, or op­por­tu­ni­ties of soli­tude for even the wealth­i­est courtiers, when­ev­er, af­ter hav­ing re­ceived some check at the court, they wished to shut them­selves up to their own so­ci­ety, ei­ther to de­vour an af­front, or to brood on re­venge. From the win­dows of this part of the build­ing trav­el­ers could per­ceive, in the first place, the street with the grass grow­ing be­tween the stones, which were be­ing grad­u­al­ly loos­ened by it; next the beau­ti­ful hedges of el­der and thorn, which em­braced, as though with­in two green and flow­ery arms, the hous­es of which we have spo­ken; and then, in the spa­ces be­tween those hous­es, form­ing the ground­work of the pic­ture, and ap­pear­ing an al­most im­pass­able bar­ri­er, a line of thick trees, the ad­vanced sen­tinels of the vast for­est which ex­tends in front of Fontainebleau. It was there­fore easy, pro­vid­ed one se­cured an apart­ment at the an­gle of the build­ing, to ob­tain, by the main street from Paris, a view of, as well as to hear, the passers­by and the fêtes; and, by the Rue de Ly­on, to look up­on and to en­joy the calm of the coun­try. And this with­out reck­on­ing that, in cas­es of ur­gent ne­ces­si­ty, at the very mo­ment peo­ple might be knock­ing at the prin­ci­pal door in the Rue de Paris, one could make one’s es­cape by the lit­tle door in the Rue de Ly­on, and, creep­ing along the gar­dens of the pri­vate hous­es, at­tain the out­skirts of the for­est. Mal­icorne, who, it will be re­mem­bered, was the first to speak about this inn, by way of de­plor­ing his be­ing turned out of it, be­ing then ab­sorbed in his own af­fairs, had not told Mon­ta­lais all that could be said about this cu­ri­ous inn; and we will try to re­pair the omis­sion. With the ex­cep­tion of the few words he had said about the Fran­cis­can fri­ar, Mal­icorne had not giv­en any par­tic­u­lars about the trav­el­ers who were stay­ing in the inn. The man­ner in which they had ar­rived, the man­ner in which they had lived, the dif­fi­cul­ty which ex­ist­ed for ev­ery­one but cer­tain priv­i­leged trav­el­ers, of en­ter­ing the ho­tel with­out a pass­word, or liv­ing there with­out cer­tain prepara­to­ry pre­cau­tions, must have struck Mal­icorne; and, we will ven­ture to say, re­al­ly did so. But Mal­icorne, as we have al­ready said, had per­son­al mat­ters of his own to oc­cu­py his at­ten­tion, which pre­vent­ed him from pay­ing much at­ten­tion to oth­ers. In fact, all the apart­ments of the ho­tel were en­gaged and re­tained by cer­tain strangers, who nev­er stirred out, who were in­com­mu­nica­tive in their ad­dress, with coun­te­nances full of thought­ful pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, and not one of whom was known to Mal­icorne. Ev­ery one of these trav­el­ers had reached the ho­tel af­ter his own ar­rival there; each man had en­tered af­ter hav­ing giv­en a kind of pass­word, which had at first at­tract­ed Mal­icorne’s at­ten­tion; but hav­ing in­quired, in an in­dis­creet man­ner, about it, he had been in­formed that the host had giv­en as a rea­son for this ex­treme vig­i­lance, that, as the town was so full of wealthy no­ble­men, it must al­so be as full of clever and zeal­ous pick­pock­ets. The rep­u­ta­tion of an hon­est inn like that of the Beau Paon was con­cerned in not al­low­ing its vis­i­tors to be robbed. It oc­ca­sion­al­ly hap­pened that Mal­icorne asked him­self, as he thought mat­ters care­ful­ly over in his mind, and re­flect­ed up­on his own po­si­tion in the inn, how it was that they had al­lowed him to be­come an in­mate of the ho­tel, when he had ob­served, since his res­i­dence there, ad­mis­sion re­fused to so many. He asked him­self, too, how it was that Mani­camp, who, in his opin­ion, must be a man to be looked up­on with ven­er­a­tion by ev­ery­body, hav­ing wished to bait his horse at the Beau Paon, on ar­riv­ing there, both horse and rid­er had been in­con­ti­nent­ly turned away with a nescio vos of the most pos­i­tive char­ac­ter. All this for Mal­icorne, whose mind be­ing ful­ly oc­cu­pied by his own love af­fair and per­son­al am­bi­tion, was a prob­lem he had not ap­plied him­self to solve. Had he wished to do so, we should hard­ly ven­ture, not­with­stand­ing the in­tel­li­gence we have ac­cord­ed as his due, to say he would have suc­ceed­ed. A few words will prove to the read­er that no one but Oedi­pus in per­son could have solved the enig­ma in ques­tion. Dur­ing the week, sev­en trav­el­ers had tak­en up their abode in the inn, all of them hav­ing ar­rived there the day af­ter the for­tu­nate day on which Mal­icorne had fixed his choice on the Beau Paon. These sev­en per­sons, ac­com­pa­nied by a suit­able ret­inue, were the fol­low­ing:—

			First of all, a brigadier in the Ger­man army, his sec­re­tary, physi­cian, three ser­vants, and sev­en hors­es. The brigadier’s name was the Comte de Wost­pur.—A Span­ish car­di­nal, with two neph­ews, two sec­re­taries, an of­fi­cer of his house­hold, and twelve hors­es. The car­di­nal’s name was Mon­seigneur Her­re­bia.—A rich mer­chant of Bre­men, with his manser­vant and two hors­es. This mer­chant’s name was Mein­heer Bon­stett.—A Vene­tian sen­a­tor with his wife and daugh­ter, both ex­treme­ly beau­ti­ful. The sen­a­tor’s name was Sig­nor Mari­ni.—A Scot­tish laird, with sev­en high­landers of his clan, all on foot. The laird’s name was Mac­Cum­nor.—An Aus­tri­an from Vi­en­na with­out ti­tle or coat of arms, who had ar­rived in a car­riage; a good deal of the priest, and some­thing of the sol­dier. He was called the Coun­cilor.—And, fi­nal­ly, a Flem­ish la­dy, with a manser­vant, a la­dy’s maid, and a fe­male com­pan­ion, a large ret­inue of ser­vants, great dis­play, and im­mense hors­es. She was called the Flem­ish la­dy.

			All these trav­el­ers had ar­rived on the same day, and yet their ar­rival had oc­ca­sioned no con­fu­sion in the inn, no stop­page in the street; their apart­ments had been fixed up­on be­fore­hand, by their couri­ers or sec­re­taries, who had ar­rived the pre­vi­ous evening or that very morn­ing. Mal­icorne, who had ar­rived the pre­vi­ous day, rid­ing an ill-con­di­tioned horse, with a slen­der valise, had an­nounced him­self at the ho­tel of the Beau Paon as the friend of a no­ble­man de­sirous of wit­ness­ing the fêtes, and who would him­self ar­rive al­most im­me­di­ate­ly. The land­lord, on hear­ing these words, had smiled as if he were per­fect­ly well ac­quaint­ed ei­ther with Mal­icorne or his friend the no­ble­man, and had said to him, “Since you are the first ar­rival, Mon­sieur, choose what apart­ment you please.” And this was said with that ob­se­quious­ness of man­ners, so full of mean­ing with land­lords, which means, “Make your­self per­fect­ly easy, Mon­sieur: we know with whom we have to do, and you will be treat­ed ac­cord­ing­ly.” These words, and their ac­com­pa­ny­ing ges­ture, Mal­icorne had thought very friend­ly, but rather ob­scure. How­ev­er, as he did not wish to be very ex­trav­a­gant in his ex­pens­es, and as he thought that if he were to ask for a small apart­ment he would doubt­less have been re­fused, on ac­count of his want of con­se­quence, he has­tened to close at once with the innkeep­er’s re­mark, and de­ceive him with a cun­ning equal to his own. So, smil­ing as a man would do for whom what­ev­er might be done was but sim­ply his due, he said, “My dear host, I shall take the best and the gayest room in the house.”

			“With a sta­ble?”

			“Yes, with a sta­ble.”

			“And when will you take it?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly if it be pos­si­ble.”

			“Quite so.”

			“But,” said Mal­icorne, “I shall leave the large room un­oc­cu­pied for the present.”

			“Very good!” said the land­lord, with an air of in­tel­li­gence.

			“Cer­tain rea­sons, which you will un­der­stand by and by, oblige me to take, at my own cost, this small room on­ly.”

			“Yes, yes,” said the host.

			“When my friend ar­rives, he will oc­cu­py the large apart­ment: and as a mat­ter of course, as this larg­er apart­ment will be his own af­fair, he will set­tle for it him­self.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said the land­lord, “cer­tain­ly; let it be un­der­stood in that man­ner.”

			“It is agreed, then, that such shall be the terms?”

			“Word for word.”

			It is ex­tra­or­di­nary, said Mal­icorne to him­self. “You quite un­der­stand, then?”

			“Yes.”

			“There is noth­ing more to be said. Since you un­der­stand—for you do clear­ly un­der­stand, do you not?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“Very well; and now show me to my room.”

			The land­lord, cap in hand, pre­ced­ed Mal­icorne, who in­stalled him­self in his room, and be­came more and more sur­prised to ob­serve that the land­lord, at ev­ery as­cent or de­scent, looked and winked at him in a man­ner which in­di­cat­ed the best pos­si­ble in­tel­li­gence be­tween them.

			There is some mis­take here, said Mal­icorne to him­self; but un­til it is cleared up, I shall take ad­van­tage of it, which is the best thing I can pos­si­bly do. And he dart­ed out of his room, like a hunt­ing-dog fol­low­ing a scent, in search of all the news and cu­riosi­ties of the court, get­ting him­self burnt in one place and drowned in an­oth­er, as he had told Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais. The day af­ter he had been in­stalled in his room, he had no­ticed the sev­en trav­el­ers ar­rive suc­ces­sive­ly, who speed­i­ly filled the whole ho­tel. When he saw this per­fect mul­ti­tude of peo­ple, of car­riages, and ret­inue, Mal­icorne rubbed his hands de­light­ed­ly, think­ing that, one day lat­er, he should not have found a bed to lie up­on af­ter his re­turn from his ex­plor­ing ex­pe­di­tions. When all the trav­el­ers were lodged, the land­lord en­tered Mal­icorne’s room, and with his ac­cus­tomed cour­te­ous­ness, said to him, “You are aware, my dear Mon­sieur, that the large room in the third de­tached build­ing is still re­served for you?”

			“Of course I am aware of it.”

			“I am re­al­ly mak­ing you a present of it.”

			“Thank you.”

			“So that when your friend comes—”

			“Well!”

			“He will be sat­is­fied with me, I hope: or, if he be not, he will be very dif­fi­cult to please.”

			“Ex­cuse me, but will you al­low me to say a few words about my friend?”

			“Of course, for you have a per­fect right to do so.”

			“He in­tend­ed to come, as you know.”

			“And he does so still.”

			“He may pos­si­bly have changed his opin­ion.”

			“No.”

			“You are quite sure, then?”

			“Quite sure.”

			“But in case you should have some doubt.”

			“Well!”

			“I can on­ly say that I do not pos­i­tive­ly as­sure you that he will come.”

			“Yet he told you—”

			“He cer­tain­ly did tell me; but you know that man pro­pos­es and God dis­pos­es—ver­ba volant, scrip­ta ma­nent.”

			“Which is as much to say—”

			“That what is spo­ken flies away, and what is writ­ten re­mains; and, as he did not write to me, but con­tent­ed him­self by say­ing to me, ‘I will au­tho­rize you, yet with­out specif­i­cal­ly in­struct­ing you,’ you must feel that it places me in a very em­bar­rass­ing po­si­tion.”

			“What do you au­tho­rize me to do, then?”

			“Why, to let your rooms if you find a good ten­ant for them.”

			“I?”

			“Yes, you.”

			“Nev­er will I do such a thing, Mon­sieur. If he has not writ­ten to you, he has writ­ten to me.”

			“Ah! what does he say? Let us see if his let­ter agrees with his words.”

			“These are al­most his very words. ‘To the land­lord of the Beau Paon Ho­tel—You will have been in­formed of the meet­ing ar­ranged to take place in your inn be­tween some peo­ple of im­por­tance; I shall be one of those who will meet with the oth­ers at Fontainebleau. Keep for me, then, a small room for a friend who will ar­rive ei­ther be­fore or af­ter me—’ and you are the friend, I sup­pose,” said the land­lord, in­ter­rupt­ing his read­ing of the let­ter. Mal­icorne bowed mod­est­ly. The land­lord con­tin­ued: “ ‘And a large apart­ment for my­self. The large apart­ment is my own af­fair, but I wish the price of the small­er room to be mod­er­ate, as it is des­tined for a fel­low who is deuced­ly poor.’ It is still you he is speak­ing of, is he not?” said the host.

			“Oh, cer­tain­ly,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Then we are agreed; your friend will set­tle for his apart­ment, and you for your own.”

			May I be bro­ken alive on the wheel, said Mal­icorne to him­self, if I un­der­stand any­thing at all about it, and then he said aloud, “Well, then, are you sat­is­fied with the name?”

			“With what name?”

			“With the name at the end of the let­ter. Does it give you the guar­an­tee you re­quire?”

			“I was go­ing to ask you the name.”

			“What! was the let­ter not signed?”

			“No,” said the land­lord, open­ing his eyes very wide, full of mys­tery and cu­rios­i­ty.

			“In that case,” said Mal­icorne, im­i­tat­ing his ges­ture and his mys­te­ri­ous look, “if he has not giv­en you his name, you un­der­stand, he must have his rea­sons for it.”

			“Oh, of course.”

			“And, there­fore, I, his friend, his con­fi­dant, must not be­tray him.”

			“You are per­fect­ly right, Mon­sieur,” said the land­lord, “and I do not in­sist up­on it.”

			“I ap­pre­ci­ate your del­i­ca­cy. As for my­self, as my friend told you, my room is a sep­a­rate af­fair, so let us come to terms about it. Short ac­counts make long friends. How much is it?”

			“There is no hur­ry.”

			“Nev­er mind, let us reck­on it all up all the same. Room, my own board, a place in the sta­ble for my horse, and his feed. How much per day?”

			“Four livres, Mon­sieur.”

			“Which will make twelve livres for the three days I have been here?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Here are your twelve livres, then.”

			“But why set­tle now?”

			“Be­cause,” said Mal­icorne, low­er­ing his voice, and re­sort­ing to his for­mer air of mys­tery, be­cause he saw that the mys­te­ri­ous had suc­ceed­ed, “be­cause if I had to set off sud­den­ly, to de­camp at any mo­ment, my ac­count would be set­tled.”

			“You are right, Mon­sieur.”

			“I may con­sid­er my­self at home, then?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“So far so well. Adieu!” And the land­lord with­drew. Mal­icorne, left alone, rea­soned with him­self in the fol­low­ing man­ner: “No one but de Guiche or Mani­camp could have writ­ten to this fel­low; de Guiche, be­cause he wish­es to se­cure a lodg­ing for him­self be­yond the precincts of the court, in the event of his suc­cess or fail­ure, as the case might be; Mani­camp, be­cause de Guiche must have en­trust­ed him with his com­mis­sion. And de Guiche or Mani­camp will have ar­gued in this man­ner. The large apart­ment would serve for the re­cep­tion, in a be­fit­ting man­ner, of a la­dy thick­ly veiled, re­serv­ing to the la­dy in ques­tion a dou­ble means of ex­it, ei­ther in a street some­what de­sert­ed, or close­ly ad­join­ing the for­est. The small­er room might ei­ther shel­ter Mani­camp for a time, who is de Guiche’s con­fi­dant, and would be the vig­i­lant keep­er of the door, or de Guiche him­self, act­ing, for greater safe­ty, the part of a mas­ter and con­fi­dant at the same time. Yet,” he con­tin­ued, “how about this meet­ing which is to take place, and which in­deed has ac­tu­al­ly tak­en place, in this ho­tel? No doubt they are per­sons who are go­ing to be pre­sent­ed to the king. And the ‘poor dev­il,’ for whom the small­er room is des­tined, is a trick, in or­der to bet­ter con­ceal de Guiche or Mani­camp. If this be the case, as very like­ly it is, there is on­ly half the mis­chief done, for there is sim­ply the length of a purse string be­tween Mani­camp and Mal­icorne.” Af­ter he had thus rea­soned the mat­ter out, Mal­icorne slept sound­ly, leav­ing the sev­en trav­el­ers to oc­cu­py, and in ev­ery sense of the word to walk up and down, their sev­er­al lodg­ings in the ho­tel. When­ev­er there was noth­ing at court to put him out, when he had wea­ried him­self with his ex­cur­sions and in­ves­ti­ga­tions, tired of writ­ing let­ters which he could nev­er find an op­por­tu­ni­ty of de­liv­er­ing to the peo­ple they were in­tend­ed for, he re­turned home to his com­fort­able lit­tle room, and lean­ing up­on the bal­cony, which was filled with nas­tur­tiums and white pinks, be­gan to think over these strange trav­el­ers, for whom Fontainebleau seemed to pos­sess no at­trac­tions with all its il­lu­mi­na­tions, amuse­ments, and fêtes.

			Things went on in this man­ner un­til the sev­enth day, a day of which we have giv­en such full de­tails, with its night al­so, in the pre­ced­ing chap­ters. On that night Mal­icorne was en­joy­ing the fresh air, seat­ed at his win­dow, to­ward one o’clock in the morn­ing, when Mani­camp ap­peared on horse­back, with a thought­ful and list­less air.

			Good! said Mal­icorne to him­self, rec­og­niz­ing him at the first glance; there’s my friend, who is come to take pos­ses­sion of his apart­ment, that is to say, of my room. And he called to Mani­camp, who looked up and im­me­di­ate­ly rec­og­nized Mal­icorne.

			“Ah! by Jove!” said the for­mer, his coun­te­nance clear­ing up, “glad to see you, Mal­icorne. I have been wan­der­ing about Fontainebleau, look­ing for three things I can­not find: De Guiche, a room, and a sta­ble.”

			“Of M. de Guiche I can­not give you ei­ther good or bad news, for I have not seen him; but as far as con­cerns your room and a sta­ble, that’s an­oth­er mat­ter, for they have been re­tained here for you.”

			“Re­tained—and by whom?”

			“By your­self, I pre­sume.”

			“By me?”

			“Do you mean to say you did not take lodg­ings here?”

			“By no means,” said Mani­camp.

			At this mo­ment the land­lord ap­peared on the thresh­old of the door.

			“I want a room,” said Mani­camp.

			“Did you en­gage one, Mon­sieur?”

			“No.”

			“Then I have no rooms to let.”

			“In that case, I have en­gaged a room,” said Mani­camp.

			“A room sim­ply, or lodg­ings?”

			“Any­thing you please.”

			“By let­ter?” in­quired the land­lord.

			Mal­icorne nod­ded af­fir­ma­tive­ly to Mani­camp.

			“Of course by let­ter,” said Mani­camp. “Did you not re­ceive a let­ter from me?”

			“What was the date of the let­ter?” in­quired the host, in whom Mani­camp’s hes­i­ta­tion had aroused some sus­pi­cion.

			Mani­camp rubbed his ear, and looked up at Mal­icorne’s win­dow; but Mal­icorne had left his win­dow and was com­ing down the stairs to his friend’s as­sis­tance. At the very same mo­ment, a trav­el­er, wrapped in a large Span­ish cloak, ap­peared at the porch, near enough to hear the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I ask you what was the date of the let­ter you wrote to me to re­tain apart­ments here?” re­peat­ed the land­lord, press­ing the ques­tion.

			“Last Wednes­day was the date,” said the mys­te­ri­ous stranger, in a soft and pol­ished tone of voice, touch­ing the land­lord on the shoul­der.

			Mani­camp drew back, and it was now Mal­icorne’s turn, who ap­peared on the thresh­old, to scratch his ear. The land­lord salut­ed the new ar­rival as a man who rec­og­nizes his true guest.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said to him, with ci­vil­i­ty, “your apart­ment is ready for you, and the sta­bles too, on­ly—” He looked round him and in­quired, “Your hors­es?”

			“My hors­es may or may not ar­rive. That, how­ev­er, mat­ters but lit­tle to you, pro­vid­ed you are paid for what has been en­gaged.” The land­lord bowed low­er still.

			“You have,” con­tin­ued the un­known trav­el­er, “kept for me in ad­di­tion, the small room I asked for?”

			“Oh!” said Mal­icorne, en­deav­or­ing to hide him­self.

			“Your friend has oc­cu­pied it dur­ing the last week,” said the land­lord, point­ing to Mal­icorne, who was try­ing to make him­self as small as pos­si­ble. The trav­el­er, draw­ing his cloak round him so as to cov­er the low­er part of his face, cast a rapid glance at Mal­icorne, and said, “This gen­tle­man is no friend of mine.”

			The land­lord start­ed vi­o­lent­ly.

			“I am not ac­quaint­ed with this gen­tle­man,” con­tin­ued the trav­el­er.

			“What!” ex­claimed the host, turn­ing to Mal­icorne, “are you not this gen­tle­man’s friend, then?”

			“What does it mat­ter whether I am or not, pro­vid­ed you are paid?” said Mal­icorne, par­o­dy­ing the stranger’s re­mark in a very ma­jes­tic man­ner.

			“It mat­ters so far as this,” said the land­lord, who be­gan to per­ceive that one per­son had been tak­en for an­oth­er, “that I beg you, Mon­sieur, to leave the rooms, which had been en­gaged be­fore­hand, and by some­one else in­stead of you.”

			“Still,” said Mal­icorne, “this gen­tle­man can­not re­quire at the same time a room on the first floor and an apart­ment on the sec­ond. If this gen­tle­man will take the room, I will take the apart­ment: if he prefers the apart­ment, I will be sat­is­fied with the room.”

			“I am ex­ceed­ing­ly dis­tressed, Mon­sieur,” said the trav­el­er in his soft voice, “but I need both the room and the apart­ment.”

			“At least, tell me for whom?” in­quired Mal­icorne.

			“The apart­ment I re­quire for my­self.”

			“Very well; but the room?”

			“Look,” said the trav­el­er, point­ing to­wards a sort of pro­ces­sion which was ap­proach­ing.

			Mal­icorne looked in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed, and ob­served borne up­on a lit­ter, the ar­rival of the Fran­cis­can, whose in­stal­la­tion in his apart­ment he had, with a few de­tails of his own, re­lat­ed to Mon­ta­lais, and whom he had so use­less­ly en­deav­ored to con­vert to hum­bler views. The re­sult of the ar­rival of the stranger, and of the sick Fran­cis­can, was Mal­icorne’s ex­pul­sion, with­out any con­sid­er­a­tion for his feel­ings, from the inn, by the land­lord and the peas­ants who had car­ried the Fran­cis­can. The de­tails have al­ready been giv­en of what fol­lowed this ex­pul­sion; of Mani­camp’s con­ver­sa­tion with Mon­ta­lais; how Mani­camp, with greater clev­er­ness than Mal­icorne had shown, had suc­ceed­ed in ob­tain­ing news of de Guiche, of the sub­se­quent con­ver­sa­tion of Mon­ta­lais with Mal­icorne, and, fi­nal­ly, of the bil­lets with which the Comte de Saint-Aig­nan had fur­nished Mani­camp and Mal­icorne. It re­mains for us to in­form our read­ers who was the trav­el­er in the cloak—the prin­ci­pal ten­ant of the dou­ble apart­ment, of which Mal­icorne had on­ly oc­cu­pied a por­tion—and the Fran­cis­can, quite as mys­te­ri­ous a per­son­age, whose ar­rival, to­geth­er with that of the stranger, un­for­tu­nate­ly up­set the two friends’ plans.
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			In the first place, in or­der not to weary the read­er’s pa­tience, we will has­ten to an­swer the first ques­tion. The trav­el­er with the cloak held over his face was Aramis, who, af­ter he had left Fou­quet, and tak­en from a port­man­teau, which his ser­vant had opened, a cav­a­lier’s com­plete cos­tume, quit­ted the château, and went to the ho­tel of the Beau Paon, where, by let­ters, sev­en or eight days pre­vi­ous­ly, he had, as the land­lord had stat­ed, di­rect­ed a room and an apart­ment to be re­tained for him. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Mal­icorne and Mani­camp had been turned out, Aramis ap­proached the Fran­cis­can, and asked him whether he would pre­fer the apart­ment or the room. The Fran­cis­can in­quired where they were both sit­u­at­ed. He was told that the room was on the first, and the apart­ment on the sec­ond floor.

			“The room, then,” he said.

			Aramis did not con­tra­dict him, but, with great sub­mis­sive­ness, said to the land­lord: “The room.” And bow­ing with re­spect he with­drew in­to the apart­ment, and the Fran­cis­can was ac­cord­ing­ly car­ried at once in­to the room. Now, is it not ex­tra­or­di­nary that this re­spect should be shown by a prelate of the Church for a sim­ple monk, for one, too, be­long­ing to a men­di­cant or­der; to whom was giv­en up, with­out a re­quest for it even, a room which so many trav­el­ers were de­sirous of ob­tain­ing? How, too, can one ex­plain the un­ex­pect­ed ar­rival of Aramis at the ho­tel—he who had en­tered the château with M. Fou­quet, and could have re­mained at the château with M. Fou­quet if he had liked? The Fran­cis­can sup­port­ed his re­moval up the stair­case with­out ut­ter­ing a com­plaint, al­though it was ev­i­dent he suf­fered very much, and that ev­ery time the lit­ter knocked against the wall or the rail­ing of the stair­case, he ex­pe­ri­enced a ter­ri­ble shock through­out his frame. And fi­nal­ly, when he had ar­rived in the room, he said to those who car­ried him: “Help me to place my­self in that arm­chair.” The bear­ers of the lit­ter placed it on the ground, and lift­ing the sick man up as gen­tly as pos­si­ble, car­ried him to the chair he had in­di­cat­ed, which was sit­u­at­ed at the head of the bed. “Now,” he added, with a marked be­nig­ni­ty of ges­ture and tone, “de­sire the land­lord to come.”

			They obeyed, and five min­utes af­ter­wards the land­lord ap­peared at the door.

			“Be kind enough,” said the Fran­cis­can to him, “to send these ex­cel­lent fel­lows away; they are vas­sals of the Vi­comte de Melun. They found me when I had faint­ed on the road over­come by the heat, and with­out think­ing of whether they would be paid for their trou­ble, they wished to car­ry me to their own home. But I know at what cost to them­selves is the hos­pi­tal­i­ty which the poor ex­tend to a sick monk, and I pre­ferred this ho­tel, where, more­over, I was ex­pect­ed.”

			The land­lord looked at the Fran­cis­can in amaze­ment, but the lat­ter, with his thumb, made the sign of the cross in a pe­cu­liar man­ner up­on his breast. The host replied by mak­ing a sim­i­lar sign on his left shoul­der. “Yes, in­deed,” he said, “we did ex­pect you, but we hoped that you would ar­rive in a bet­ter state of health.” And as the peas­ants were look­ing at the innkeep­er, usu­al­ly so su­per­cil­ious, and saw how re­spect­ful he had be­come in the pres­ence of a poor monk, the Fran­cis­can drew from a deep pock­et three or four pieces of gold which he held out.

			“My friends,” said he, “here is some­thing to re­pay you for the care you have tak­en of me. So make your­selves per­fect­ly easy, and do not be afraid of leav­ing me here. The or­der to which I be­long, and for which I am trav­el­ing, does not re­quire me to beg; on­ly, as the at­ten­tion you have shown me de­serves to be re­ward­ed, take these two louis and de­part in peace.”

			The peas­ants did not dare to take them; the land­lord took the two louis out of the monk’s hand and placed them in that of one of the peas­ants, all four of whom with­drew, open­ing their eyes wider than ev­er. The door was then closed; and, while the innkeep­er stood re­spect­ful­ly near it, the Fran­cis­can col­lect­ed him­self for a mo­ment. He then passed across his sal­low face a hand which seemed dried up by fever, and rubbed his ner­vous and ag­i­tat­ed fin­gers across his beard. His large eyes, hol­lowed by sick­ness and in­qui­etude, seemed to pur­sue in the vague dis­tance a mourn­ful and fixed idea.

			“What physi­cians have you at Fontainebleau?” he in­quired, af­ter a long pause.

			“We have three, holy fa­ther.”

			“What are their names?”

			“Luiniguet first.”

			“The next one?”

			“A broth­er of the Carmelite or­der, named Broth­er Hu­bert.”

			“The next?”

			“A sec­u­lar mem­ber, named Gris­art.”

			“Ah! Gris­art?” mur­mured the monk, “send for M. Gris­art im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			The land­lord moved in prompt obe­di­ence to the di­rec­tion.

			“Tell me what priests are there here?”

			“What priests?”

			“Yes; be­long­ing to what or­ders?”

			“There are Je­suits, Au­gustines, and Corde­liers; but the Je­suits are the clos­est at hand. Shall I send for a con­fes­sor be­long­ing to the or­der of Je­suits?”

			“Yes, im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			It will be imag­ined that, at the sign of the cross which they had ex­changed, the land­lord and the in­valid monk had rec­og­nized each oth­er as two af­fil­i­at­ed mem­bers of the well-known So­ci­ety of Je­sus. Left to him­self, the Fran­cis­can drew from his pock­et a bun­dle of pa­pers, some of which he read over with the most care­ful at­ten­tion. The vi­o­lence of his dis­or­der, how­ev­er, over­came his courage; his eyes rolled in their sock­ets, a cold sweat poured down his face, and he near­ly faint­ed, and lay with his head thrown back­wards and his arms hang­ing down on both sides of his chair. For more than five min­utes he re­mained with­out any move­ment, when the land­lord re­turned, bring­ing with him the physi­cian, whom he hard­ly al­lowed time to dress him­self. The noise they made in en­ter­ing the room, the cur­rent of air, which the open­ing of the door oc­ca­sioned, re­stored the Fran­cis­can to his sens­es. He hur­ried­ly seized hold of the pa­pers which were ly­ing about, and with his long and bony hand con­cealed them un­der the cush­ions of the chair. The land­lord went out of the room, leav­ing pa­tient and physi­cian to­geth­er.

			“Come here, Mon­sieur Gris­art,” said the Fran­cis­can to the doc­tor; “ap­proach clos­er, for there is no time to lose. Try, by touch and sound, and con­sid­er and pro­nounce your sen­tence.”

			“The land­lord,” replied the doc­tor, “told me I had the hon­or of at­tend­ing an af­fil­i­at­ed broth­er.”

			“Yes,” replied the Fran­cis­can, “it is so. Tell me the truth, then; I feel very ill, and I think I am about to die.”

			The physi­cian took the monk’s hand, and felt his pulse. “Oh, oh,” he said, “a dan­ger­ous fever.”

			“What do you call a dan­ger­ous fever?” in­quired the Fran­cis­can, with an im­pe­ri­ous look.

			“To an af­fil­i­at­ed mem­ber of the first or sec­ond year,” replied the physi­cian, look­ing in­quir­ing­ly at the monk, “I should say—a fever that may be cured.”

			“But to me?” said the Fran­cis­can. The physi­cian hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Look at my grey hair, and my fore­head, full of anx­ious thought,” he con­tin­ued: “look at the lines in my face, by which I reck­on up the tri­als I have un­der­gone; I am a Je­suit of the eleventh year, Mon­sieur Gris­art.” The physi­cian start­ed, for, in fact, a Je­suit of the eleventh year was one of those men who had been ini­ti­at­ed in all the se­crets of the or­der, one of those for whom sci­ence has no more se­crets, the so­ci­ety no fur­ther bar­ri­ers to present—tem­po­ral obe­di­ence, no more tram­mels.

			“In that case,” said Gris­art, salut­ing him with re­spect, “I am in the pres­ence of a mas­ter?”

			“Yes; act, there­fore, ac­cord­ing­ly.”

			“And you wish to know?”

			“My re­al state.”

			“Well,” said the physi­cian, “it is a brain fever, which has reached its high­est de­gree of in­ten­si­ty.”

			“There is no hope, then?” in­quired the Fran­cis­can, in a quick tone of voice.

			“I do not say that,” replied the doc­tor; “yet, con­sid­er­ing the dis­or­dered state of the brain, the hur­ried res­pi­ra­tion, the ra­pid­i­ty of the pulse, and the burn­ing na­ture of the fever which is de­vour­ing you—”

			“And which has thrice pros­trat­ed me since this morn­ing,” said the monk.

			“All things con­sid­ered, I shall call it a ter­ri­ble at­tack. But why did you not stop on your road?”

			“I was ex­pect­ed here, and I was obliged to come.”

			“Even at the risk of your life?”

			“Yes, at the risk of dy­ing on the way.”

			“Very well. Con­sid­er­ing all the symp­toms of your case, I must tell you that your con­di­tion is al­most des­per­ate.”

			The Fran­cis­can smiled in a strange man­ner.

			“What you have just told me is, per­haps, suf­fi­cient for what is due to an af­fil­i­at­ed mem­ber, even of the eleventh year; but for what is due to me, Mon­sieur Gris­art, it is too lit­tle, and I have a right to de­mand more. Come, then, let us be more can­did still, and as frank as if you were mak­ing your own con­fes­sion to Heav­en. Be­sides, I have al­ready sent for a con­fes­sor.”

			“Oh! I have hopes, how­ev­er,” mur­mured the doc­tor.

			“An­swer me,” said the sick man, dis­play­ing with a dig­ni­fied ges­ture a gold­en ring, the stone of which had un­til that mo­ment been turned in­side, and which bore en­graved there­on the dis­tin­guish­ing mark of the So­ci­ety of Je­sus.

			Gris­art ut­tered loud ex­cla­ma­tion. “The gen­er­al!” he cried.

			“Si­lence,” said the Fran­cis­can., “you can now un­der­stand that the whole truth is all im­por­tant.”

			“Mon­seigneur, Mon­seigneur,” mur­mured Gris­art, “send for the con­fes­sor, for in two hours, at the next seizure, you will be at­tacked by delir­i­um, and will pass away in its course.”

			“Very well,” said the pa­tient, for a mo­ment con­tract­ing his eye­brows, “I have still two hours to live then?”

			“Yes; par­tic­u­lar­ly if you take the po­tion I will send you present­ly.”

			“And that will give me two hours of life?”

			“Two hours.”

			“I would take it, were it poi­son, for those two hours are nec­es­sary not on­ly for my­self, but for the glo­ry of the or­der.”

			“What a loss, what a catas­tro­phe for us all!” mur­mured the physi­cian.

			“It is the loss of one man—noth­ing more,” replied the Fran­cis­can, “for Heav­en will en­able the poor monk, who is about to leave you, to find a wor­thy suc­ces­sor. Adieu, Mon­sieur Gris­art; al­ready even, through the good­ness of Heav­en, I have met with you. A physi­cian who had not been one of our holy or­der, would have left me in ig­no­rance of my con­di­tion; and, con­fi­dent that ex­is­tence would be pro­longed a few days fur­ther, I should not have tak­en the nec­es­sary pre­cau­tions. You are a learned man, Mon­sieur Gris­art, and that con­fers an hon­or up­on us all; it would have been re­pug­nant to my feel­ings to have found one of our or­der of lit­tle stand­ing in his pro­fes­sion. Adieu, Mon­sieur Gris­art; send me the cor­dial im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Give me your bless­ing, at least, Mon­seigneur.”

			“In my mind, I do; go, go; in my mind, I do so, I tell you—an­i­mo, Maître Gris­art, viribus im­pos­si­bile.”5 And he again fell back on the arm­chair, in an al­most sense­less state. M. Gris­art hes­i­tat­ed, whether he should give him im­me­di­ate as­sis­tance, or should run to pre­pare the cor­dial he had promised. He de­cid­ed in fa­vor of the cor­dial, for he dart­ed out of the room and dis­ap­peared down the stair­case.
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			A few mo­ments af­ter the doc­tor’s de­par­ture, the con­fes­sor ar­rived. He had hard­ly crossed the thresh­old of the door when the Fran­cis­can fixed a pen­e­trat­ing look up­on him, and, shak­ing his head, mur­mured—“A weak mind, I see; may Heav­en for­give me if I die with­out the help of this liv­ing piece of hu­man in­fir­mi­ty.” The con­fes­sor, on his side, re­gard­ed the dy­ing man with as­ton­ish­ment, al­most with ter­ror. He had nev­er be­held eyes so burn­ing­ly bright at the very mo­ment they were about to close, nor looks so ter­ri­ble at the mo­ment they were about to be quenched in death. The Fran­cis­can made a rapid and im­pe­ri­ous move­ment of his hand. “Sit down, there, my fa­ther,” he said, “and lis­ten to me.” The Je­suit con­fes­sor, a good priest, a re­cent­ly ini­ti­at­ed mem­ber of the or­der, who had mere­ly seen the be­gin­ning of its mys­ter­ies, yield­ed to the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty as­sumed by the pen­i­tent.

			“There are sev­er­al per­sons stay­ing in this ho­tel,” con­tin­ued the Fran­cis­can.

			“But,” in­quired the Je­suit, “I thought I had been sum­moned to lis­ten to a con­fes­sion. Is your re­mark, then, a con­fes­sion?”

			“Why do you ask?”

			“In or­der to know whether I am to keep your words se­cret.”

			“My re­marks are part of my con­fes­sion; I con­fide them to you in your char­ac­ter of a con­fes­sor.”

			“Very well,” said the priest, seat­ing him­self on the chair which the Fran­cis­can had, with great dif­fi­cul­ty, just left, to lie down on the bed.

			The Fran­cis­can con­tin­ued—“I re­peat, there are sev­er­al per­sons stay­ing in this inn.”

			“So I have heard.”

			“They ought to be eight in num­ber.”

			The Je­suit made a sign that he un­der­stood him. “The first to whom I wish to speak,” said the dy­ing man, “is a Ger­man from Vi­en­na, whose name is Baron de Wost­pur. Be kind enough to go to him, and tell him the per­son he ex­pect­ed has ar­rived.” The con­fes­sor, as­tound­ed, looked at his pen­i­tent; the con­fes­sion seemed a sin­gu­lar one.

			“Obey,” said the Fran­cis­can, in a tone of com­mand im­pos­si­ble to re­sist. The good Je­suit, com­plete­ly sub­dued, rose and left the room. As soon as he had gone, the Fran­cis­can again took up the pa­pers which a cri­sis of the fever had al­ready, once be­fore, obliged him to put aside.

			“The Baron de Wost­pur? Good!” he said; “am­bi­tious, a fool, and strait­ened in means.”

			He fold­ed up the pa­pers, which he thrust un­der his pil­low. Rapid foot­steps were heard at the end of the cor­ri­dor. The con­fes­sor re­turned, fol­lowed by the Baron de Wost­pur, who walked along with his head raised, as if he were dis­cussing with him­self the pos­si­bil­i­ty of touch­ing the ceil­ing with the feath­er in his hat. There­fore, at the ap­pear­ance of the Fran­cis­can, at his melan­choly look, and see­ing the plain­ness of the room, he stopped, and in­quired—“Who has sum­moned me?”

			“I,” said the Fran­cis­can, who turned to­wards the con­fes­sor, say­ing, “My good fa­ther, leave us for a mo­ment to­geth­er; when this gen­tle­man leaves, you will re­turn here.” The Je­suit left the room, and, doubt­less, availed him­self of this mo­men­tary ex­ile from the pres­ence of the dy­ing man to ask the host for some ex­pla­na­tion about this strange pen­i­tent, who treat­ed his con­fes­sor no bet­ter than he would a manser­vant. The baron ap­proached the bed, and wished to speak, but the hand of the Fran­cis­can im­posed si­lence up­on him.

			“Ev­ery mo­ment is pre­cious,” said the lat­ter, hur­ried­ly. “You have come here for the com­pe­ti­tion, have you not?”

			“Yes, my fa­ther.”

			“You hope to be elect­ed gen­er­al of the or­der?”

			“I hope so.”

			“You know on what con­di­tions on­ly you can pos­si­bly at­tain this high po­si­tion, which makes one man the mas­ter of mon­archs, the equal of popes?”

			“Who are you,” in­quired the baron, “to sub­ject me to these in­ter­roga­to­ries?”

			“I am he whom you ex­pect­ed.”

			“The elec­tor-gen­er­al?”

			“I am the elect­ed.”

			“You are—”

			The Fran­cis­can did not give him time to re­ply; he ex­tend­ed his shrunk­en hand, on which glit­tered the ring of the gen­er­al of the or­der. The baron drew back in sur­prise; and then, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, bow­ing with the pro­found­est re­spect, he ex­claimed—“Is it pos­si­ble that you are here, Mon­seigneur; you, in this wretch­ed room; you, up­on this mis­er­able bed; you, in search of and se­lect­ing the fu­ture gen­er­al, that is, your own suc­ces­sor?”

			“Do not dis­tress your­self about that, Mon­sieur, but ful­fil im­me­di­ate­ly the prin­ci­pal con­di­tion, of fur­nish­ing the or­der with a se­cret of im­por­tance, of such im­por­tance that one of the great­est courts of Eu­rope will, by your in­stru­men­tal­i­ty, for­ev­er be sub­ject­ed to the or­der. Well! do you pos­sess the se­cret which you promised, in your re­quest, ad­dressed to the grand coun­cil?”

			“Mon­seigneur—”

			“Let us pro­ceed, how­ev­er, in due or­der,” said the monk. “You are the Baron de Wost­pur?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And this let­ter is from you?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			The gen­er­al of the Je­suits drew a pa­per from his bun­dle, and pre­sent­ed it to the baron, who glanced at it, and made a sign in the af­fir­ma­tive, say­ing, “Yes, Mon­seigneur, this let­ter is mine.”

			“Can you show me the re­ply which the sec­re­tary of the grand coun­cil re­turned to you?”

			“Here it is,” said the baron, hold­ing to­wards the Fran­cis­can a let­ter bear­ing sim­ply the ad­dress, “To his ex­cel­len­cy the Baron de Wost­pur,” and con­tain­ing on­ly this phrase, “From the 15th to the 22nd May, Fontainebleau, the ho­tel of the Beau Paon.—A.M.D.G.”6

			“Right,” said the Fran­cis­can, “and now speak.”

			“I have a body of troops, com­posed of 50,000 men; all the of­fi­cers are gained over. I am en­camped on the Danube. In four days I can over­throw the em­per­or, who is, as you are aware, op­posed to the progress of our or­der, and can re­place him by which­ever of the princes of his fam­i­ly the or­der may de­ter­mine up­on.” The Fran­cis­can lis­tened, un­moved.

			“Is that all?” he said.

			“A rev­o­lu­tion through­out Eu­rope is in­clud­ed in my plan,” said the baron.

			“Very well, Mon­sieur de Wost­pur, you will re­ceive a re­ply; re­turn to your room, and leave Fontainebleau with­in a quar­ter of an hour.” The baron with­drew back­wards, as ob­se­quious­ly as if he were tak­ing leave of the em­per­or he was ready to be­tray.

			“There is no se­cret there,” mur­mured the Fran­cis­can, “it is a plot. Be­sides,” he added, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, “the fu­ture of Eu­rope is no longer in the hands of the House of Aus­tria.”

			And with a pen­cil he held in his hand, he struck the Baron de Wost­pur’s name from the list.

			“Now for the car­di­nal,” he said; “we ought to get some­thing more se­ri­ous from the side of Spain.”

			Rais­ing his head, he per­ceived the con­fes­sor, who was await­ing his or­ders as re­spect­ful­ly as a school­boy.

			“Ah, ah!” he said, notic­ing his sub­mis­sive air, “you have been talk­ing with the land­lord.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; and to the physi­cian.”

			“To Gris­art?”

			“Yes.”

			“He is here, then?”

			“He is wait­ing with the po­tion he promised.”

			“Very well; if I re­quire him, I will call; you now un­der­stand the great im­por­tance of my con­fes­sion, do you not?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Then go and fetch me the Span­ish Car­di­nal Her­re­bia. Make haste. On­ly, as you now un­der­stand the mat­ter in hand, you will re­main near me, for I be­gin to feel faint.”

			“Shall I sum­mon the physi­cian?”

			“Not yet, not yet … the Span­ish car­di­nal, no one else. Fly.”

			Five min­utes af­ter­wards, the car­di­nal, pale and dis­turbed, en­tered the lit­tle room.

			“I am in­formed, Mon­seigneur—” stam­mered the car­di­nal.

			“To the point,” said the Fran­cis­can, in a faint voice, show­ing the car­di­nal a let­ter which he had writ­ten to the grand coun­cil. “Is that your hand­writ­ing?”

			“Yes, but—”

			“And your sum­mons?”

			The car­di­nal hes­i­tat­ed to an­swer. His pur­ple re­volt­ed against the mean garb of the poor Fran­cis­can, who stretched out his hand and dis­played the ring, which pro­duced its ef­fect, greater in pro­por­tion to the great­ness of the per­son over whom the Fran­cis­can ex­er­cised his in­flu­ence.

			“Quick, the se­cret, the se­cret!” said the dy­ing man, lean­ing up­on his con­fes­sor.

			“Coram is­to?”7 in­quired the Span­ish car­di­nal.

			“Speak in Span­ish,” said the Fran­cis­can, show­ing the liveli­est at­ten­tion.

			“You are aware, Mon­seigneur,” said the car­di­nal, con­tin­u­ing the con­ver­sa­tion in Castil­ian, “that the con­di­tion of the mar­riage of the In­fan­ta with the king of France was the ab­so­lute re­nun­ci­a­tion of the rights of the said In­fan­ta, as well as of King Louis XIV, to all claim to the crown of Spain.” The Fran­cis­can made a sign in the af­fir­ma­tive.

			“The con­se­quence is,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, “that the peace and al­liance be­tween the two king­doms de­pend up­on the ob­ser­vance of that clause of the con­tract.” A sim­i­lar sign from the Fran­cis­can. “Not on­ly France and Spain,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, “but the whole of Eu­rope even, would be vi­o­lent­ly rent asun­der by the faith­less­ness of ei­ther par­ty.” An­oth­er move­ment of the dy­ing man’s head.

			“It fur­ther re­sults,” con­tin­ued the speak­er, “that the man who might be able to fore­see events, and to ren­der cer­tain that which is no more than a vague idea float­ing in the mind of man, that is to say, the idea of a fu­ture good or evil, would pre­serve the world from a great catas­tro­phe; and the event, which has no fixed cer­tain­ty even in the brain of him who orig­i­nat­ed it, could be turned to the ad­van­tage of our or­der.”

			“Pron­to, pron­to!” mur­mured the Fran­cis­can, in Span­ish, who sud­den­ly be­came paler, and leaned up­on the priest. The car­di­nal ap­proached the ear of the dy­ing man, and said, “Well, Mon­seigneur, I know that the king of France has de­ter­mined that, at the very first pre­text, a death for in­stance, ei­ther that of the king of Spain or that of a broth­er of the In­fan­ta, France will, arms in hand, claim the in­her­i­tance, and I have in my pos­ses­sion, al­ready pre­pared, the plan of pol­i­cy agreed up­on by Louis XIV for this oc­ca­sion.”

			“And this plan?” said the Fran­cis­can.

			“Here it is,” re­turned the car­di­nal.

			“In whose hand­writ­ing is it?”

			“My own.”

			“Have you any­thing fur­ther to say to me?”

			“I think I have said a good deal, my lord,” replied the car­di­nal.

			“Yes, you have ren­dered the or­der a great ser­vice. But how did you pro­cure the de­tails, by the aid of which you have con­struct­ed your plan?”

			“I have the un­der-ser­vants of the king of France in my pay, and I ob­tain from them all the waste pa­pers, which have been saved from be­ing burnt.”

			“Very in­ge­nious,” mur­mured the Fran­cis­can, en­deav­or­ing to smile; “you will leave this ho­tel, car­di­nal, in a quar­ter of an hour, and a re­ply shall be sent you.” The car­di­nal with­drew.

			“Call Gris­art, and de­sire the Vene­tian Mari­ni to come,” said the sick man.

			While the con­fes­sor obeyed, the Fran­cis­can, in­stead of strik­ing out the car­di­nal’s name, as he had done the baron’s, made a cross at the side of it. Then, ex­haust­ed by the ef­fort, he fell back on his bed, mur­mur­ing the name of Dr. Gris­art. When he re­turned to his sens­es, he had drunk about half of the po­tion, of which the re­main­der was left in the glass, and he found him­self sup­port­ed by the physi­cian, while the Vene­tian and the con­fes­sor were stand­ing close to the door. The Vene­tian sub­mit­ted to the same for­mal­i­ties as his two pre­de­ces­sors, hes­i­tat­ed as they had done at the sight of the two strangers, but his con­fi­dence re­stored by the or­der of the gen­er­al, he re­vealed that the pope, ter­ri­fied at the pow­er of the or­der, was weav­ing a plot for the gen­er­al ex­pul­sion of the Je­suits, and was tam­per­ing with the dif­fer­ent courts of Eu­rope in or­der to ob­tain their as­sis­tance. He de­scribed the pon­tiff’s aux­il­iaries, his means of ac­tion, and in­di­cat­ed the par­tic­u­lar lo­cal­i­ty in the Ar­chi­pel­ago where, by a sud­den sur­prise, two car­di­nals, adepts of the eleventh year, and, con­se­quent­ly, high in au­thor­i­ty, were to be trans­port­ed, to­geth­er with thir­ty-two of the prin­ci­pal af­fil­i­at­ed mem­bers of Rome. The Fran­cis­can thanked the Sig­nor Mari­ni. It was by no means a slight ser­vice he had ren­dered the so­ci­ety by de­nounc­ing this pon­tif­i­cal project. The Vene­tian there­upon re­ceived di­rec­tions to set off in a quar­ter of an hour, and left as ra­di­ant as if he al­ready pos­sessed the ring, the sign of the supreme au­thor­i­ty of the so­ci­ety. As, how­ev­er, he was de­part­ing, the Fran­cis­can mur­mured to him­self: “All these men are ei­ther spies, or a sort of po­lice, not one of them a gen­er­al; they have all dis­cov­ered a plot, but not one of them a se­cret. It is not by means of ru­in, or war, or force, that the So­ci­ety of Je­sus is to be gov­erned, but by that mys­te­ri­ous in­flu­ence moral su­pe­ri­or­i­ty alone con­fers. No, the man is not yet found, and to com­plete the mis­for­tune, Heav­en strikes me down, and I am dy­ing. Oh! must the so­ci­ety in­deed fall with me for want of a col­umn to sup­port it? Must death, which is wait­ing for me, swal­low up with me the fu­ture of the or­der; that fu­ture which ten years more of my own life would have ren­dered eter­nal? for that fu­ture, with the reign of the new king, is open­ing ra­di­ant and full of splen­dor.” These words, which had been half-re­flect­ed, half-pro­nounced aloud, were lis­tened to by the Je­suit con­fes­sor with a ter­ror sim­i­lar to that with which one lis­tens to the wan­der­ings of a per­son at­tacked by fever, whilst Gris­art, with a mind of high­er or­der, de­voured them as the rev­e­la­tions of an un­known world, in which his looks were plunged with­out abil­i­ty to com­pre­hend. Sud­den­ly the Fran­cis­can re­cov­ered him­self.

			“Let us fin­ish this,” he said; “death is ap­proach­ing. Oh! just now I was dy­ing re­signed­ly, for I hoped … while now I sink in de­spair, un­less those who re­main … Gris­art, Gris­art, give me to live a sin­gle hour longer.”

			Gris­art ap­proached the dy­ing monk, and made him swal­low a few drops, not of the po­tion which was still left in the glass, but of the con­tents of a small bot­tle he had up­on his per­son.

			“Call the Scotch­man!” ex­claimed the Fran­cis­can; “call the Bre­men mer­chant. Call, call quick­ly. I am dy­ing. I am suf­fo­cat­ed.”

			The con­fes­sor dart­ed for­ward to seek as­sis­tance, as if there had been any hu­man strength which could hold back the hand of death, which was weigh­ing down the sick man; but, at the thresh­old of the door, he found Aramis, who, with his fin­ger on his lips, like the stat­ue of Har­pocrates, the god of si­lence, by a look mo­tioned him back to the end of the apart­ment. The physi­cian and the con­fes­sor, af­ter hav­ing con­sult­ed each oth­er by looks, made a move­ment as if to push Aramis aside, who, how­ev­er, with two signs of the cross, each made in a dif­fer­ent man­ner, trans­fixed them both in their places.

			“A chief!” they both mur­mured.

			Aramis slow­ly ad­vanced in­to the room where the dy­ing man was strug­gling against the first at­tack of the agony which had seized him. As for the Fran­cis­can, whether ow­ing to the ef­fect of the elixir, or whether the ap­pear­ance of Aramis had re­stored his strength, he made a move­ment, and his eyes glar­ing, his mouth half open, and his hair damp with sweat, sat up up­on the bed. Aramis felt that the air of the room was sti­fling; the win­dows were closed; the fire was burn­ing up­on the hearth; a pair of can­dles of yel­low wax were gut­ter­ing down in the cop­per can­dle­sticks, and still fur­ther in­creased, by their thick smoke, the tem­per­a­ture of the room. Aramis opened the win­dow, and fix­ing up­on the dy­ing man a look full of in­tel­li­gence and re­spect, said to him: “Mon­seigneur, pray for­give my com­ing in this man­ner, be­fore you sum­moned me, but your state alarms me, and I thought you might pos­si­bly die be­fore you had seen me, for I am but the sixth up­on your list.”

			The dy­ing man start­ed and looked at the list.

			“You are, there­fore, he who was for­mer­ly called Aramis, and since, the Cheva­lier d’Herblay? You are the bish­op of Vannes?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“I know you, I have seen you.”

			“At the last ju­bilee, we were with the Holy Fa­ther to­geth­er.”

			“Yes, yes, I re­mem­ber; and you place your­self on the list of can­di­dates?”

			“Mon­seigneur, I have heard it said that the or­der re­quired to be­come pos­sessed of a great state se­cret, and know­ing that from mod­esty you had in an­tic­i­pa­tion re­signed your func­tions in fa­vor of the per­son who should be the de­posi­tary of such a se­cret, I wrote to say that I was ready to com­pete, pos­sess­ing alone a se­cret I be­lieve to be im­por­tant.”

			“Speak,” said the Fran­cis­can; “I am ready to lis­ten to you, and to judge the im­por­tance of the se­cret.”

			“A se­cret of the val­ue of that which I have the hon­or to con­fide to you can­not be com­mu­ni­cat­ed by word of mouth. Any idea which, when once ex­pressed, has there­by lost its safe­guard, and has be­come vul­gar­ized by any man­i­fes­ta­tion or com­mu­ni­ca­tion of it what­ev­er, no longer is the prop­er­ty of him who gave it birth. My words may be over­heard by some lis­ten­er, or per­haps by an en­e­my; one ought not, there­fore, to speak at ran­dom, for, in such a case, the se­cret would cease to be one.”

			“How do you pro­pose, then, to con­vey your se­cret?” in­quired the dy­ing monk.

			With one hand Aramis signed to the physi­cian and the con­fes­sor to with­draw, and with the oth­er he hand­ed to the Fran­cis­can a pa­per en­closed in a dou­ble en­ve­lope.

			“Is not writ­ing more dan­ger­ous still than lan­guage?”

			“No, my lord,” said Aramis, “for you will find with­in this en­ve­lope char­ac­ters which you and I alone can un­der­stand.” The Fran­cis­can looked at Aramis with an as­ton­ish­ment which mo­men­tar­i­ly in­creased.

			“It is a ci­pher,” con­tin­ued the lat­ter, “which you used in 1655, and which your sec­re­tary, Juan Ju­jan, who is dead, could alone de­ci­pher, if he were re­stored to life.”

			“You knew this ci­pher, then?”

			“It was I who taught it him,” said Aramis, bow­ing with a grace­ful­ness full of re­spect, and ad­vanc­ing to­wards the door as if to leave the room: but a ges­ture of the Fran­cis­can ac­com­pa­nied by a cry for him to re­main, re­strained him.

			“Ec­ce ho­mo!” he ex­claimed; then read­ing the pa­per a sec­ond time, he called out, “Ap­proach, ap­proach quick­ly!”

			Aramis re­turned to the side of the Fran­cis­can, with the same calm coun­te­nance and the same re­spect­ful man­ner, un­changed. The Fran­cis­can, ex­tend­ing his arm, burnt by the flame of the can­dle the pa­per which Aramis had hand­ed him. Then, tak­ing hold of Aramis’s hand, he drew him to­wards him, and in­quired: “In what man­ner and by whose means could you pos­si­bly be­come ac­quaint­ed with such a se­cret?”

			“Through Madame de Chevreuse, the in­ti­mate friend and con­fi­dante of the queen.”

			“And Madame de Chevreuse—”

			“Is dead.”

			“Did any oth­ers know it?”

			“A man and a wom­an on­ly, and they of the low­er class­es.”

			“Who are they?”

			“Per­sons who had brought him up.”

			“What has be­come of them?”

			“Dead al­so. This se­cret burns like vit­ri­ol.”

			“But you sur­vive?”

			“No one is aware that I know it.”

			“And for what length of time have you pos­sessed this se­cret?”

			“For the last fif­teen years.”

			“And you have kept it?”

			“I wished to live.”

			“And you give it to the or­der with­out am­bi­tion, with­out ac­knowl­edge­ment?”

			“I give it to the or­der with am­bi­tion and with a hope of re­turn,” said Aramis; “for if you live, my lord, you will make of me, now you know me, what I can and ought to be.”

			“And as I am dy­ing,” ex­claimed the Fran­cis­can, “I con­sti­tute you my suc­ces­sor … Thus.” And draw­ing off the ring, he passed it on Aramis’s fin­ger. Then, turn­ing to­wards the two spec­ta­tors of this scene, he said: “Be ye wit­ness­es of this, and tes­ti­fy, if need be, that, sick in body, but sound in mind, I have freely and vol­un­tar­i­ly be­stowed this ring, the to­ken of supreme au­thor­i­ty, up­on Mon­seigneur d’Herblay, bish­op of Vannes, whom I nom­i­nate my suc­ces­sor, and be­fore whom I, an hum­ble sin­ner, about to ap­pear be­fore Heav­en, pros­trate my­self, as an ex­am­ple for all to fol­low.” And the Fran­cis­can bowed low­ly and sub­mis­sive­ly, whilst the physi­cian and the Je­suit fell on their knees. Aramis, even while he be­came paler than the dy­ing man him­self, bent his looks suc­ces­sive­ly up­on all the ac­tors of this scene. Pro­found­ly grat­i­fied am­bi­tion flowed with lifeblood to­ward his heart.

			“We must lose no time,” said the Fran­cis­can; “what I had still to do on earth was ur­gent. I shall nev­er suc­ceed in car­ry­ing it out.”

			“I will do it,” said Aramis.

			“It is well,” said the Fran­cis­can, and then turn­ing to­wards the Je­suit and the doc­tor, he added, “Leave us alone,” a di­rec­tion they in­stant­ly obeyed.

			“With this sign,” he said, “you are the man need­ed to shake the world from one end to the oth­er; with this sign you will over­throw; with this sign you will ed­i­fy; in hoc sig­no vinces!”8

			“Close the door,” con­tin­ued the Fran­cis­can af­ter a pause. Aramis shut and bolt­ed the door, and re­turned to the side of the Fran­cis­can.

			“The pope is con­spir­ing against the or­der,” said the monk; “the pope must die.”

			“He shall die,” said Aramis, qui­et­ly.

			“Sev­en hun­dred thou­sand livres are ow­ing to a Bre­men mer­chant of the name of Bon­stett, who came here to get the guar­an­tee of my sig­na­ture.”

			“He shall be paid,” said Aramis.

			“Six knights of Mal­ta, whose names are writ­ten here, have dis­cov­ered, by the in­dis­cre­tion of one of the af­fil­i­at­ed of the eleventh year, the three mys­ter­ies; it must be as­cer­tained what else these men have done with the se­cret, to get it back again and bury it.”

			“It shall be done.”

			“Three dan­ger­ous af­fil­i­at­ed mem­bers must be sent away in­to Ti­bet, there to per­ish; they stand con­demned. Here are their names.”

			“I will see that the sen­tence be car­ried out.”

			“Last­ly, there is a la­dy at An­vers, grand­niece of Ra­vail­lac; she holds cer­tain pa­pers in her hands that com­pro­mise the or­der. There has been payable to the fam­i­ly dur­ing the last fifty-one years a pen­sion of fifty thou­sand livres. The pen­sion is a heavy one, and the or­der is not wealthy. Re­deem the pa­pers, for a sum of mon­ey paid down, or, in case of re­fusal, stop the pen­sion—but run no risk.”

			“I will quick­ly de­cide what is best to be done,” said Aramis.

			“A ves­sel char­tered from Li­ma en­tered the port of Lis­bon last week; os­ten­si­bly it is laden with choco­late, in re­al­i­ty with gold. Ev­ery in­got is con­cealed by a coat­ing of choco­late. The ves­sel be­longs to the or­der; it is worth sev­en­teen mil­lions of livres; you will see that it is claimed; here are the bills of land­ing.”

			“To what port shall I di­rect it to be tak­en?”

			“To Bay­onne.”

			“Be­fore three weeks are over it shall be there, wind and weath­er per­mit­ting. Is that all?” The Fran­cis­can made a sign in the af­fir­ma­tive, for he could no longer speak; the blood rushed to his throat and his head, and gushed from his mouth, his nos­trils, and his eyes. The dy­ing man had bare­ly time to press Aramis’s hand, when he fell in con­vul­sions from his bed up­on the floor. Aramis placed his hand up­on the Fran­cis­can’s heart, but it had ceased to beat. As he stooped down, Aramis ob­served that a frag­ment of the pa­per he had giv­en the Fran­cis­can had es­caped be­ing burnt. He picked it up, and burnt it to the last atom. Then, sum­mon­ing the con­fes­sor and the physi­cian, he said to the for­mer: “Your pen­i­tent is in heav­en; he needs noth­ing more than prayers and the buri­al be­stowed up­on the pi­ous dead. Go and pre­pare what is nec­es­sary for a sim­ple in­ter­ment, such as a poor monk on­ly would re­quire. Go.”

			The Je­suit left the room. Then, turn­ing to­wards the physi­cian, and ob­serv­ing his pale and anx­ious face, he said, in a low tone of voice: “Mon­sieur Gris­art, emp­ty and clean this glass; there is too much left in it of what the grand coun­cil de­sired you to put in.”

			Gris­art, amazed, over­come, com­plete­ly as­tound­ed, al­most fell back­wards in his ex­treme ter­ror. Aramis shrugged his shoul­ders in sign of pity, took the glass, and poured out the con­tents among the ash­es of the hearth. He then left the room, car­ry­ing the pa­pers of the dead man with him.

		
	
		
			
				129

				A Mis­sion

			
			The next day, or rather the same day (for the events we have just de­scribed were con­clud­ed on­ly at three o’clock in the morn­ing), be­fore break­fast was served, and as the king was pre­par­ing to go to Mass with the two queens; as Mon­sieur, with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, and a few oth­er in­ti­mate com­pan­ions, was mount­ing his horse to set off for the riv­er, to take one of those cel­e­brat­ed baths with which the ladies of the court were so in­fat­u­at­ed, as, in fact, no one re­mained in the château, with the ex­cep­tion of Madame who, un­der the pre­text of in­dis­po­si­tion, would not leave her room; Mon­ta­lais was seen, or rather not was not seen, to glide stealth­ily out of the room ap­pro­pri­at­ed to the maids of hon­or, lead­ing La Val­lière af­ter her, who tried to con­ceal her­self as much as pos­si­ble, and both of them, hur­ry­ing se­cret­ly through the gar­dens, suc­ceed­ed, look­ing round them at ev­ery step they took, in reach­ing the thick­et. The weath­er was cloudy, a warm breeze bowed the flow­ers and the shrubs, the burn­ing dust, swept along in clouds by the wind, was whirled in ed­dies to­wards the trees. Mon­ta­lais, who, dur­ing their progress, had dis­charged the func­tions of a clever scout, ad­vanced a few steps fur­ther, and turn­ing round again, to be quite sure that no one was ei­ther lis­ten­ing or ap­proach­ing, said to her com­pan­ion, “Thank good­ness, we are quite alone! Since yes­ter­day ev­ery­one spies on us here, and a cir­cle seems to be drawn round us, as if we were plague-strick­en.” La Val­lière bent down her head and sighed. “It is pos­i­tive­ly un­heard of,” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais; “from M. Mal­icorne to M. de Saint-Aig­nan, ev­ery­one wish­es to get hold of our se­cret. Come, Louise, let us take coun­sel, you and I, to­geth­er, in or­der that I may know what to do.”

			La Val­lière lift­ed to­wards her com­pan­ion her beau­ti­ful eyes, pure and deep as the azure of a spring sky, “And I,” she said, “will ask you why we have been sum­moned to Madame’s own room? Why have we slept close to her apart­ment, in­stead of sleep­ing as usu­al in our own? Why did you re­turn so late, and whence are these mea­sures of strict su­per­vi­sion which have been adopt­ed since this morn­ing, with re­spect to us both?”

			“My dear Louise, you an­swer my ques­tion by an­oth­er, or rather, by ten oth­ers, which is not an­swer­ing me at all. I will tell you all you want to know lat­er, and as it is of sec­ondary im­por­tance, you can wait. What I ask you—for ev­ery­thing will de­pend up­on that—is, whether there is or is not any se­cret?”

			“I do not know if there is any se­cret,” said La Val­lière; “but I do know, for my part at least, that there has been great im­pru­dence com­mit­ted. Since the fool­ish re­mark I made, and my still more sil­ly faint­ing yes­ter­day, ev­ery­one here is mak­ing re­marks about us.”

			“Speak for your­self,” said Mon­ta­lais, laugh­ing, “speak for your­self and for Ton­nay-Char­ente; for both of you made your dec­la­ra­tions of love to the skies, which un­for­tu­nate­ly were in­ter­cept­ed.”

			La Val­lière hung down her head. “Re­al­ly you over­whelm me,” she said.

			“I?”

			“Yes, you tor­ture me with your jests.”

			“Lis­ten to me, Louise. These are no jests, for noth­ing is more se­ri­ous; on the con­trary, I did not drag you out of the château; I did not miss at­tend­ing Mass; I did not pre­tend to have a cold, as Madame did, which she has no more than I have; and, last­ly, I did not dis­play ten times more diplo­ma­cy than M. Col­bert in­her­it­ed from M. de Mazarin, and makes use of with re­spect to M. Fou­quet, in or­der to find means of con­fid­ing my per­plex­i­ties to you, for the sole end and pur­pose that, when at last we were alone, with no one to lis­ten to us, you should deal hyp­o­crit­i­cal­ly with me. No, no; be­lieve me, that when I ask you a ques­tion, it is not from cu­rios­i­ty alone, but re­al­ly be­cause the po­si­tion is a crit­i­cal one. What you said yes­ter­day is now known—it is a text on which ev­ery­one is dis­cours­ing. Ev­ery­one em­bel­lish­es it to the ut­most, and ac­cord­ing to his own fan­cy; you had the hon­or last night, and you have it still to­day, of oc­cu­py­ing the whole court, my dear Louise; and the num­ber of ten­der and wit­ty re­marks which have been as­cribed to you, would make Made­moi­selle de Scud­éry and her broth­er burst from very spite, if they were faith­ful­ly re­port­ed.”

			“But, dear­est Mon­ta­lais,” said the poor girl, “you know bet­ter than any­one ex­act­ly what I said, since you were present when I said it.”

			“Yes, I know. But that is not the ques­tion. I have not for­got­ten a sin­gle syl­la­ble you ut­tered, but did you think what you were say­ing?”

			Louise be­came con­fused. “What,” she ex­claimed, “more ques­tions still! Oh, heav­ens! when I would give the world to for­get what I did say, how does it hap­pen that ev­ery­one does all he pos­si­bly can to re­mind me of it? Oh, this is in­deed ter­ri­ble!”

			“What is?”

			“To have a friend who ought to spare me, who might ad­vise me and help me to save my­self, and yet who is un­do­ing me—is killing me.”

			“There, there, that will do,” said Mon­ta­lais; “af­ter hav­ing said too lit­tle, you now say too much. No one thinks of killing you, nor even of rob­bing you, even of your se­cret; I wish to have it vol­un­tar­i­ly, and in no oth­er way; for the ques­tion does not con­cern your own af­fairs on­ly, but ours al­so; and Ton­nay-Char­ente would tell you as I do, if she were here. For, the fact is, that last evening she wished to have some pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion in our room, and I was go­ing there af­ter the Mani­camp and Mal­icorne col­lo­qui­es ter­mi­nat­ed, when I learned, on my re­turn, rather late, it is true, that Madame had se­questered her maids of hon­or, and that we were to sleep in her apart­ments, in­stead of our own. More­over, Madame has shut up her maids of hon­or in or­der that they should not have the time to con­cert any mea­sures to­geth­er, and this morn­ing she was clos­et­ed with Ton­nay-Char­ente with the same ob­ject. Tell me, then, to what ex­tent Athenaïs and I can re­ly up­on you, as we will tell you in what way you can re­ly up­on us?”

			“I do not clear­ly un­der­stand the ques­tion you have put,” said Louise, much ag­i­tat­ed.

			“Hum! and yet, on the con­trary, you seem to un­der­stand me very well. How­ev­er, I will put my ques­tions in a more pre­cise man­ner, in or­der that you may not be able, in the slight­est de­gree, to evade them. Lis­ten to me: Do you love M. de Bragelonne? That is plain enough, is it not?”

			At this ques­tion, which fell like the first bomb­shell of a be­sieg­ing army in­to a doomed town, Louise start­ed. “You ask me,” she ex­claimed, “if I love Raoul, the friend of my child­hood—my broth­er al­most?”

			“No, no, no! Again you evade me, or rather, you wish to es­cape me. I do not ask if you love Raoul, your child­hood’s friend—your broth­er; but I ask if you love the Vi­comte de Bragelonne, your af­fi­anced hus­band?”

			“Good heav­ens! dear Mon­ta­lais,” said Louise, “how se­vere your tone is!”

			“You de­serve no in­dul­gence—I am nei­ther more nor less se­vere than usu­al. I put a ques­tion to you, so an­swer it.”

			“You cer­tain­ly do not,” said Louise, in a chok­ing voice, “speak to me like a friend; but I will an­swer you as a true friend.”

			“Well, do so.”

			“Very well; my heart is full of scru­ples and sil­ly feel­ings of pride, with re­spect to ev­ery­thing that a wom­an ought to keep se­cret, and in this re­spect no one has ev­er read in­to the bot­tom of my soul.”

			“That I know very well. If I had read it, I should not in­ter­ro­gate you as I have done; I should sim­ply say—‘My good Louise, you have the hap­pi­ness of an ac­quain­tance with M. de Bragelonne, who is an ex­cel­lent young man, and an ad­van­ta­geous match for a girl with­out for­tune. M. de la Fère will leave some­thing like fif­teen thou­sand livres a year to his son. At a fu­ture day, then, you, as this son’s wife, will have fif­teen thou­sand livres a year; which is not bad. Turn, then, nei­ther to the right hand nor to the left, but go frankly to M. de Bragelonne; that is to say, to the al­tar to which he will lead you. Af­ter­wards, why—af­ter­wards, ac­cord­ing to his dis­po­si­tion, you will be eman­ci­pat­ed or en­slaved; in oth­er words, you will have a right to com­mit any piece of fol­ly peo­ple com­mit who have ei­ther too much lib­er­ty or too lit­tle.’ That is, my dear Louise, what I should have told you at first, if I had been able to read your heart.”

			“And I should have thanked you,” stam­mered out Louise, “al­though the ad­vice does not ap­pear to me to be al­to­geth­er sound.”

			“Wait, wait. But im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter hav­ing giv­en you that ad­vice, I should have added—‘Louise, it is very dan­ger­ous to pass whole days with your head droop­ing, your hands un­oc­cu­pied, your eyes rest­less and full of thought; it is dan­ger­ous to pre­fer the least fre­quent­ed paths, and no longer be amused with such di­ver­sions as glad­den young girls’ hearts; it is dan­ger­ous, Louise, to scrawl with the point of your foot, as you do, up­on the grav­el, cer­tain let­ters it is use­less for you to ef­face, but which ap­pear again un­der your heel, par­tic­u­lar­ly when those let­ters rather re­sem­ble the let­ter L than the let­ter B; and, last­ly, it is dan­ger­ous to al­low the mind to dwell on a thou­sand wild fan­cies, the fruits of soli­tude and heartache; these fan­cies, while they sink in­to a young girl’s mind, make her cheeks sink in al­so, so that it is not un­usu­al, on such oc­ca­sions, to find the most de­light­ful per­sons in the world be­come the most dis­agree­able, and the wit­ti­est to be­come the dullest.’ ”

			“I thank you, dear­est Au­re,” replied La Val­lière, gen­tly; “it is like you to speak to me in this man­ner, and I thank you for it.”

			“It was on­ly for the ben­e­fit of wild dream­ers, such as I have just de­scribed, that I spoke; do not take any of my words, then, to your­self, ex­cept such as you think you de­serve. Stay, I hard­ly know what sto­ry re­curs to my mem­o­ry of some sil­ly or melan­choly girl, who was grad­u­al­ly pin­ing away be­cause she fan­cied that the prince, or the king, or the em­per­or, who­ev­er it was—and it does not mat­ter much which—had fall­en in love with her; while on the con­trary, the prince, or the king, or the em­per­or, which­ever you please, was plain­ly in love with some­one else, and—a sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stance, one, in­deed, which she could not per­ceive, al­though ev­ery­one around and about her per­ceived it clear­ly enough—made use of her as a screen for his own love af­fair. You laugh as I do, at this poor sil­ly girl, do you not, Louise?”

			“I?—oh! of course,” stam­mered Louise, pale as death.

			“And you are right, too, for the thing is amus­ing enough. The sto­ry, whether true or false, amused me, and so I re­mem­bered it and told it to you. Just imag­ine then, my good Louise, the mis­chief that such a melan­choly would cre­ate in any­body’s brain—a melan­choly, I mean, of that kind. For my own part, I re­solved to tell you the sto­ry; for if such a thing were to hap­pen to ei­ther of us, it would be most es­sen­tial to be as­sured of its truth; to­day it is a snare, to­mor­row it would be­come a jest and mock­ery, the next day it would mean death it­self.” La Val­lière start­ed again, and be­came, if pos­si­ble, still paler.

			“When­ev­er a king takes no­tice of us,” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais, “he lets us see it eas­i­ly enough, and, if we hap­pen to be the ob­ject he cov­ets, he knows very well how to gain his ob­ject. You see, then, Louise, that, in such cir­cum­stances, be­tween young girls ex­posed to such a dan­ger as the one in ques­tion, the most per­fect con­fi­dence should ex­ist, in or­der that those hearts which are not dis­posed to­wards melan­choly may watch over those like­ly to be­come so.”

			“Si­lence, si­lence!” said La Val­lière; “some­one ap­proach­es.”

			“Some­one is ap­proach­ing fast, in fact,” said Mon­ta­lais; “but who can it pos­si­bly be? Ev­ery­body is away, ei­ther at Mass with the king, or bathing with Mon­sieur.”

			At the end of the walk the young girls per­ceived al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, be­neath the arch­ing trees, the grace­ful car­riage and no­ble stature of a young man, who, with his sword un­der his arm and a cloak thrown across his shoul­ders, boot­ed and spurred be­sides, salut­ed them from the dis­tance with a gen­tle smile. “Raoul!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais.

			“M. de Bragelonne!” mur­mured Louise.

			“A very prop­er judge to de­cide up­on our dif­fer­ence of opin­ion,” said Mon­ta­lais.

			“Oh! Mon­ta­lais, Mon­ta­lais, for pity’s sake,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “af­ter hav­ing been so cru­el, show me a lit­tle mer­cy.” These words, ut­tered with all the fer­vor of a prayer, ef­faced all trace of irony, if not from Mon­ta­lais’s heart, at least from her face.

			“Why, you are as hand­some as Amadis, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” she cried to Raoul, “and armed and boot­ed like him.”

			“A thou­sand com­pli­ments, young ladies,” replied Raoul, bow­ing.

			“But why, I ask, are you boot­ed in this man­ner?” re­peat­ed Mon­ta­lais, whilst La Val­lière, al­though she looked at Raoul with a sur­prise equal to that of her com­pan­ion, nev­er­the­less ut­tered not a word.

			“Why?” in­quired Raoul.

			“Yes!” ven­tured Louise.

			“Be­cause I am about to set off,” said Bragelonne, look­ing at Louise.

			The young girl seemed as though smit­ten by some su­per­sti­tious feel­ing of ter­ror, and tot­tered. “You are go­ing away, Raoul!” she cried; “and where are you go­ing?”

			“Dear­est Louise,” he replied, with that qui­et, com­posed man­ner which was nat­u­ral to him, “I am go­ing to Eng­land.”

			“What are you go­ing to do in Eng­land?”

			“The king has sent me there.”

			“The king!” ex­claimed Louise and Au­re to­geth­er, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly ex­chang­ing glances, the con­ver­sa­tion which had just been in­ter­rupt­ed re­cur­ring to them both. Raoul in­ter­cept­ed the glance, but could not un­der­stand its mean­ing, and, nat­u­ral­ly enough, at­trib­uted it to the in­ter­est both the young girls took in him.

			“His Majesty,” he said, “has been good enough to re­mem­ber that the Comte de la Fère is high in fa­vor with King Charles II. This morn­ing, as he was on his way to at­tend Mass, the king, see­ing me as he passed, signed to me to ap­proach, which I ac­cord­ing­ly did. ‘Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,’ he said to me, ‘you will call up­on M. Fou­quet, who has re­ceived from me let­ters for the king of Great Britain; you will be the bear­er of them.’ I bowed. ‘Ah!’ His Majesty added, ‘be­fore you leave, you will be good enough to take any com­mis­sions which Madame may have for the king her broth­er.’ ”

			“Gra­cious heav­en!” mur­mured Louise, much ag­i­tat­ed, and yet full of thought at the same time.

			“So quick­ly! You are de­sired to set off in such haste!” said Mon­ta­lais, al­most par­a­lyzed by this un­fore­seen event.

			“Prop­er­ly to obey those whom we re­spect,” said Raoul, “it is nec­es­sary to obey quick­ly. With­in ten min­utes af­ter I had re­ceived the or­der, I was ready. Madame, al­ready in­formed, is writ­ing the let­ter which she is good enough to do me the hon­or of en­trust­ing to me. In the mean­time, learn­ing from Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente that it was like­ly you would be in this di­rec­tion, I came here, and am hap­py to find you both.”

			“And both of us very sad, as you see,” said Mon­ta­lais, go­ing to Louise’s as­sis­tance, whose coun­te­nance was vis­i­bly al­tered.

			“Suf­fer­ing?” re­spond­ed Raoul, press­ing Louise’s hand with a ten­der cu­rios­i­ty. “Your hand is like ice.”

			“It is noth­ing.”

			“This cold­ness does not reach your heart, Louise, does it?” in­quired the young man, with a ten­der smile. Louise raised her head hasti­ly, as if the ques­tion had been in­spired by some sus­pi­cion, and had aroused a feel­ing of re­morse.

			“Oh! you know,” she said, with an ef­fort, “that my heart will nev­er be cold to­wards a friend like your­self, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne.”

			“Thank you, Louise. I know both your heart and your mind; it is not by the touch of the hand that one can judge of an af­fec­tion like yours. You know, Louise, how de­vot­ed­ly I love you, with what per­fect and un­re­served con­fi­dence I re­serve my life for you; will you not for­give me, then, for speak­ing to you with some­thing like the frank­ness of a child?”

			“Speak, Mon­sieur Raoul,” said Louise, trem­bling painful­ly, “I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“I can­not part from you, car­ry­ing away with me a thought that tor­tures me; ab­surd I know it to be, and yet one which rends my very heart.”

			“Are you go­ing away, then, for any length of time?” in­quired La Val­lière, with fal­ter­ing ut­ter­ance, while Mon­ta­lais turned her head aside.

			“No; prob­a­bly I shall not be ab­sent more than a fort­night.” La Val­lière pressed her hand up­on her heart, which felt as though it were break­ing.

			“It is strange,” pur­sued Raoul, look­ing at the young girl with a melan­choly ex­pres­sion; “I have of­ten left you when set­ting off on ad­ven­tures fraught with dan­ger. Then I start­ed joy­ous­ly enough—my heart free, my mind in­tox­i­cat­ed by thoughts of hap­pi­ness in store for me, hopes of which the fu­ture was full; and yet I was about to face the Span­ish can­non, or the hal­berds of the Wal­loons. To­day, with­out the ex­is­tence of any dan­ger or un­easi­ness, and by the sun­ni­est path in the world, I am go­ing in search of a glo­ri­ous rec­om­pense, which this mark of the king’s fa­vor seems to in­di­cate, for I am, per­haps, go­ing to win you, Louise. What oth­er fa­vor, more pre­cious than your­self, could the king con­fer up­on me? Yet, Louise, in very truth I know not how or why, but this hap­pi­ness and this fu­ture seem to van­ish be­fore my very eyes like mist—like an idle dream; and I feel here, here at the very bot­tom of my heart, a deep-seat­ed grief, a de­jec­tion I can­not over­come—some­thing heavy, pas­sion­less, death­like—re­sem­bling a corpse. Oh! Louise, too well do I know why; it is be­cause I have nev­er loved you so tru­ly as now. God help me!”

			At this last ex­cla­ma­tion, which is­sued as it were from a bro­ken heart, Louise burst in­to tears, and threw her­self in­to Mon­ta­lais’s arms. The lat­ter, al­though she was not eas­i­ly moved, felt the tears rush to her eyes. Raoul not­ed on­ly the tears Louise shed; his look, how­ev­er, did not pen­e­trate—nay, sought not to pen­e­trate—be­yond those tears. He bent his knee be­fore her, and ten­der­ly kissed her hand; and it was ev­i­dent that in that kiss he poured out his whole heart.

			“Rise, rise,” said Mon­ta­lais to him, ready to cry, “for Athenaïs is com­ing.”

			Raoul rose, brushed his knee with the back of his hand, smiled again up­on Louise, whose eyes were fixed on the ground, and, hav­ing pressed Mon­ta­lais’s hand grate­ful­ly, he turned round to salute Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, the sound of whose silken robe was al­ready heard up­on the grav­el walk. “Has Madame fin­ished her let­ter?” he in­quired, when the young girl came with­in reach of his voice.

			“Yes, the let­ter is fin­ished, sealed, and Her Roy­al High­ness is ready to re­ceive you.”

			Raoul, at this re­mark, hard­ly gave him­self time to salute Athenaïs, cast one look at Louise, bowed to Mon­ta­lais, and with­drew in the di­rec­tion of the château. As he with­drew he again turned round, but at last, at the end of the grand walk, it was use­less to do so again, as he could no longer see them. The three young girls, on their side, had, with wide­ly dif­fer­ent feel­ings, watched him dis­ap­pear.

			“At last,” said Athenaïs, the first to in­ter­rupt the si­lence, “at last we are alone, free to talk of yes­ter­day’s great af­fair, and to come to an un­der­stand­ing up­on the con­duct it is ad­vis­able for us to pur­sue. Be­sides, if you will lis­ten to me,” she con­tin­ued, look­ing round on all sides, “I will ex­plain to you, as briefly as pos­si­ble, in the first place, our own du­ty, such as I imag­ine it to be, and, if you do not un­der­stand a hint, what is Madame’s de­sire on the sub­ject.” And Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente pro­nounced these words in such a tone as to leave no doubt, in her com­pan­ion’s minds, up­on the of­fi­cial char­ac­ter with which she was in­vest­ed.

			“Madame’s de­sire!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais and La Val­lière to­geth­er.

			“Her ul­ti­ma­tum,” replied Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, diplo­mat­i­cal­ly.

			“But,” mur­mured La Val­lière, “does Madame know, then—”

			“Madame knows more about the mat­ter than we said, even,” said Athenaïs, in a for­mal, pre­cise man­ner. “There­fore let us come to a prop­er un­der­stand­ing.”

			“Yes, in­deed,” said Mon­ta­lais, “and I am lis­ten­ing in breath­less at­ten­tion.”

			“Gra­cious heav­ens!” mur­mured Louise, trem­bling, “shall I ev­er sur­vive this cru­el evening?”

			“Oh! do not fright­en your­self in that man­ner,” said Athenaïs; “we have found a rem­e­dy.” So, seat­ing her­self be­tween her two com­pan­ions, and tak­ing each of them by the hand, which she held in her own, she be­gan. The first words were hard­ly spo­ken, when they heard a horse gal­lop­ing away over the stones of the pub­lic high road, out­side the gates of the château.
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				Hap­py as a Prince

			
			At the very mo­ment he was about en­ter­ing the château, Bragelonne met de Guiche. But be­fore hav­ing been met by Raoul, de Guiche had met Mani­camp, who had met Mal­icorne. How was it that Mal­icorne had met Mani­camp? Noth­ing more sim­ple, for he had await­ed his re­turn from Mass, where he had ac­com­pa­nied M. de Saint-Aig­nan. When they met, they con­grat­u­lat­ed each oth­er up­on their good for­tune, and Mani­camp availed him­self of the cir­cum­stance to ask his friend if he had not a few crowns still re­main­ing at the bot­tom of his pock­et. The lat­ter, with­out ex­press­ing any sur­prise at the ques­tion, which he per­haps ex­pect­ed, an­swered that ev­ery pock­et which is al­ways be­ing drawn up­on with­out any­thing ev­er be­ing put in it, re­sem­bles those wells which sup­ply wa­ter dur­ing the win­ter, but which gar­den­ers ren­der use­less by ex­haust­ing dur­ing the sum­mer; that his, Mal­icorne’s, pock­et cer­tain­ly was deep, and that there would be a plea­sure in draw­ing on it in times of plen­ty, but that, un­hap­pi­ly, abuse had pro­duced bar­ren­ness. To this re­mark, Mani­camp, deep in thought, had replied, “Quite true!”

			“The ques­tion, then, is how to fill it?” Mal­icorne added.

			“Of course; but in what way?”

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er, my dear Mon­sieur Mani­camp.”

			“So much the bet­ter. How?”

			“A post in Mon­sieur’s house­hold, and the pock­et is full again.”

			“You have the post?”

			“That is, I have the prom­ise of be­ing nom­i­nat­ed.”

			“Well!”

			“Yes; but the prom­ise of nom­i­na­tion, with­out the post it­self, is like a purse with no mon­ey in it.”

			“Quite true,” Mani­camp replied a sec­ond time.

			“Let us try for the post, then,” the can­di­date had per­sist­ed.

			“My dear fel­low,” sighed Mani­camp, “an ap­point­ment in His Roy­al High­ness’s house­hold is one of the gravest dif­fi­cul­ties of our po­si­tion.”

			“Oh! oh!”

			“There is no ques­tion that, at the present mo­ment, we can­not ask Mon­sieur for any­thing.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause we are not on good terms with him.”

			“A great ab­sur­di­ty, too,” said Mal­icorne, prompt­ly.

			“Bah! and if we were to show Madame any at­ten­tion,” said Mani­camp, “frankly speak­ing, do you think we should please Mon­sieur?”

			“Pre­cise­ly; if we show Madame any at­ten­tion, and do it adroit­ly, Mon­sieur ought to adore us.”

			“Hum!”

			“Ei­ther that or we are great fools. Make haste, there­fore, M. Mani­camp, you who are so able a politi­cian, and make M. de Guiche and His Roy­al High­ness friend­ly again.”

			“Tell me, what did M. de Saint-Aig­nan tell you, Mal­icorne?”

			“Tell me? noth­ing; he asked me sev­er­al ques­tions, and that was all.”

			“Well, he was less dis­creet, then, with me.”

			“What did he tell you?”

			“That the king is pas­sion­ate­ly in love with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“We knew that al­ready,” replied Mal­icorne, iron­i­cal­ly; “and ev­ery­body talks about it loud enough for all to know it; but in the mean­time, do what I ad­vise you; speak to M. de Guiche, and en­deav­or to get him to make ad­vances to Mon­sieur. Deuce take it! he owes His Roy­al High­ness that, at least.”

			“But we must see de Guiche, then?”

			“There does not seem to be any great dif­fi­cul­ty in that; try to see him in the same way I tried to see you; wait for him; you know that he is nat­u­ral­ly very fond of walk­ing.”

			“Yes; but where­abouts does he walk?”

			“What a ques­tion to ask! Do you not know that he is in love with Madame?”

			“So it is said.”

			“Very well; you will find him walk­ing about on the side of the château where her apart­ments are.”

			“Stay, my dear Mal­icorne, you were not mis­tak­en, for here he is com­ing.”

			“Why should I be mis­tak­en? Have you ev­er no­ticed that I am in the habit of mak­ing a mis­take? Come, we on­ly need to un­der­stand each oth­er. Are you in want of mon­ey?”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Mani­camp, mourn­ful­ly.

			“Well, I want my ap­point­ment. Let Mal­icorne have the ap­point­ment, and Mani­camp shall have the mon­ey. There is no greater dif­fi­cul­ty in the way than that.”

			“Very well; in that case make your­self easy. I will do my best.”

			“Do.”

			De Guiche ap­proached, Mal­icorne stepped aside, and Mani­camp caught hold of de Guiche, who was thought­ful and melan­choly. “Tell me, my dear comte, what rhyme you were try­ing to find,” said Mani­camp. “I have an ex­cel­lent one to match yours, par­tic­u­lar­ly if yours ends in ame.”

			De Guiche shook his head, and rec­og­niz­ing a friend, he took him by the arm. “My dear Mani­camp,” he said, “I am in search of some­thing very dif­fer­ent from a rhyme.”

			“What is it you are look­ing for?”

			“You will help me to find what I am in search of,” con­tin­ued the comte: “you who are such an idle fel­low, in oth­er words, a man with a mind full of in­ge­nious de­vices.”

			“I am get­ting my in­ge­nu­ity ready, then, my dear comte.”

			“This is the state of the case, then: I wish to ap­proach a par­tic­u­lar house, where I have some busi­ness.”

			“You must get near the house, then,” said Mani­camp.

			“Very good; but in this house dwells a hus­band who hap­pens to be jeal­ous.”

			“Is he more jeal­ous than the dog Cer­berus?”

			“Not more, but quite as much so.”

			“Has he three mouths, as that ob­du­rate guardian of the in­fer­nal re­gions had? Do not shrug your shoul­ders, my dear comte: I put the ques­tion to you with an ex­cel­lent rea­son, since po­ets pre­tend that, in or­der to soft­en Mon­sieur Cer­berus, the vis­i­tor must take some­thing en­tic­ing with him—a cake, for in­stance. There­fore, I, who view the mat­ter in a pro­sa­ic light, that is to say in the light of re­al­i­ty, I say: one cake is very lit­tle for three mouths. If your jeal­ous hus­band has three mouths, comte, get three cakes.”

			“Mani­camp, I can get such ad­vice as that from M. de Beautru.”

			“In or­der to get bet­ter ad­vice,” said Mani­camp, with a com­i­cal se­ri­ous­ness of ex­pres­sion, “you will be obliged to adopt a more pre­cise for­mu­la than you have used to­wards me.”

			“If Raoul were here,” said de Guiche, “he would be sure to un­der­stand me.”

			“So I think, par­tic­u­lar­ly if you said to him: ‘I should very much like to see Madame a lit­tle near­er, but I fear Mon­sieur, be­cause he is jeal­ous.’ ”

			“Mani­camp!” cried the comte, an­gri­ly, and en­deav­or­ing to over­whelm his tor­men­tor by a look, who did not, how­ev­er, ap­pear to be in the slight­est de­gree dis­turbed by it.

			“What is the mat­ter now, my dear comte?” in­quired Mani­camp.

			“What! is it thus you blas­pheme the most sa­cred of names?”

			“What names?”

			“Mon­sieur! Madame! the high­est names in the king­dom.”

			“You are very strange­ly mis­tak­en, my dear comte. I nev­er men­tioned the high­est names in the king­dom. I mere­ly an­swered you in ref­er­ence to the sub­ject of a jeal­ous hus­band, whose name you did not tell me, and who, as a mat­ter of course, has a wife. I there­fore replied to you, in or­der to see Madame, you must get a lit­tle more in­ti­mate with Mon­sieur.”

			“Dou­ble-deal­er that you are,” said the comte, smil­ing; “was that what you said?”

			“Noth­ing else.”

			“Very good; what then?”

			“Now,” added Mani­camp, “let the ques­tion be re­gard­ing the Duchess—or the Duke—; very well, I shall say: Let us get in­to the house in some way or oth­er, for that is a tac­tic which can­not in any case be un­fa­vor­able to your love af­fair.”

			“Ah! Mani­camp, if you could but find me a pre­text, a good pre­text.”

			“A pre­text; I can find you a hun­dred, nay, a thou­sand. If Mal­icorne were here, he would have al­ready hit up­on a thou­sand ex­cel­lent pre­texts.”

			“Who is Mal­icorne?” replied de Guiche, half-shut­ting his eyes, like a per­son re­flect­ing, “I seem to know the name.”

			“Know him! I should think so: you owe his fa­ther thir­ty thou­sand crowns.”

			“Ah, in­deed! so it’s that wor­thy fel­low from Or­léans.”

			“Whom you promised an ap­point­ment in Mon­sieur’s house­hold; not the jeal­ous hus­band, but the oth­er.”

			“Well, then, since your friend Mal­icorne is such an in­ven­tive ge­nius, let him find me a means of be­ing adored by Mon­sieur, and a pre­text to make my peace with him.”

			“Very good: I’ll talk to him about it.”

			“But who is that com­ing?”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“Raoul! yes, it is he,” said de Guiche, as he has­tened for­ward to meet him. “You here, Raoul?” said de Guiche.

			“Yes: I was look­ing for you to say farewell,” replied Raoul, warm­ly, press­ing the comte’s hand. “How do you do, Mon­sieur Mani­camp?”

			“How is this, vi­comte, you are leav­ing us?”

			“Yes, a mis­sion from the king.”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To Lon­don. On leav­ing you, I am go­ing to Madame; she has a let­ter to give me for His Majesty, Charles II.”

			“You will find her alone, for Mon­sieur has gone out; gone to bathe, in fact.”

			“In that case, you, who are one of Mon­sieur’s gen­tle­men in wait­ing, will un­der­take to make my ex­cus­es to him. I would have wait­ed in or­der to re­ceive any di­rec­tions he might have to give me, if the de­sire for my im­me­di­ate de­par­ture had not been in­ti­mat­ed to me by M. Fou­quet on be­half of His Majesty.”

			Mani­camp touched de Guiche’s el­bow, say­ing, “There’s a pre­text for you.”

			“What?”

			“M. de Bragelonne’s ex­cus­es.”

			“A weak pre­text,” said de Guiche.

			“An ex­cel­lent one, if Mon­sieur is not an­gry with you; but a pal­try one if he bears you ill-will.”

			“You are right, Mani­camp; a pre­text, how­ev­er poor it may be, is all I re­quire. And so, a pleas­ant jour­ney to you, Raoul!” And the two friends took a warm leave of each oth­er.

			Five min­utes af­ter­wards Raoul en­tered Madame’s apart­ments, as Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais had begged him to do. Madame was still seat­ed at the ta­ble where she had writ­ten her let­ter. Be­fore her was still burn­ing the rose-col­ored ta­per she had used to seal it. On­ly in her deep re­flec­tion, for Madame seemed to be buried in thought, she had for­got­ten to ex­tin­guish the light. Bragelonne was a very mod­el of el­e­gance in ev­ery way; it was im­pos­si­ble to see him once with­out al­ways re­mem­ber­ing him; and not on­ly had Madame seen him once, but it will not be for­got­ten he was one of the very first who had gone to meet her, and had ac­com­pa­nied her from Le Havre to Paris. Madame pre­served there­fore an ex­cel­lent rec­ol­lec­tion of him.

			“Ah! M. de Bragelonne,” she said to him, “you are go­ing to see my broth­er, who will be de­light­ed to pay to the son a por­tion of the debt of grat­i­tude he con­tract­ed with the fa­ther.”

			“The Comte de la Fère, Madame, has been abun­dant­ly rec­om­pensed for the lit­tle ser­vice he had the hap­pi­ness to ren­der the king, by the kind­ness man­i­fest­ed to­wards him, and it is I who will have to con­vey to His Majesty the as­sur­ance of the re­spect, de­vo­tion, and grat­i­tude of both fa­ther and son.”

			“Do you know my broth­er?”

			“No, Your High­ness; I shall have the hon­or of see­ing His Majesty for the first time.”

			“You re­quire no rec­om­men­da­tion to him. At all events, how­ev­er, if you have any doubt about your per­son­al mer­it, take me un­hesi­tat­ing­ly for your sure­ty.”

			“Your Roy­al High­ness over­whelms me with kind­ness.”

			“No! M. de Bragelonne, I well re­mem­ber that we were fel­low-trav­el­ers once, and that I re­marked your ex­treme pru­dence in the midst of the ex­trav­a­gant ab­sur­di­ties com­mit­ted, on both sides, by two of the great­est sim­ple­tons in the world—M. de Guiche and the Duke of Buck­ing­ham. Let us not speak of them, how­ev­er; but of your­self. Are you go­ing to Eng­land to re­main there per­ma­nent­ly? For­give my in­quiry: it is not cu­rios­i­ty, but a de­sire to be of ser­vice to you in any­thing I can.”

			“No, Madame; I am go­ing to Eng­land to ful­fil a mis­sion which His Majesty has been kind enough to con­fide to me—noth­ing more.”

			“And you pro­pose to re­turn to France?”

			“As soon as I have ac­com­plished my mis­sion; un­less, in­deed, His Majesty King Charles II should have oth­er or­ders for me.”

			“He will beg you, at the very least, I am sure, to re­main near him as long as pos­si­ble.”

			“In that case, as I shall not know how to refuse, I will now be­fore­hand en­treat Your Roy­al High­ness to have the good­ness to re­mind the king of France that one of his de­vot­ed ser­vants is far away from him.”

			“Take care that when you are re­called, you do not con­sid­er his com­mand an abuse of pow­er.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, Madame.”

			“The court of France is not eas­i­ly matched, I am aware, but yet we have some pret­ty wom­en at the court of Eng­land al­so.”

			Raoul smiled.

			“Oh!” said Madame, “yours is a smile which por­tends no good to my coun­try­wom­en. It is as though you were telling them, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne: ‘I vis­it you, but I leave my heart on the oth­er side of the Chan­nel.’ Did not your smile in­di­cate that?”

			“Your High­ness is gift­ed with the pow­er of read­ing the in­most depths of the soul, and you will un­der­stand, there­fore, why, at present, any pro­longed res­i­dence at the court of Eng­land would be a mat­ter of the deep­est re­gret.”

			“And I need not in­quire if so gal­lant a knight is rec­om­pensed in re­turn?”

			“I have been brought up, Madame, with her whom I love, and I be­lieve our af­fec­tion is mu­tu­al.”

			“In that case, do not de­lay your de­par­ture, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, and de­lay not your re­turn, for on your re­turn we shall see two per­sons hap­py; for I hope no ob­sta­cle ex­ists to your fe­lic­i­ty.”

			“There is a great ob­sta­cle, Madame.”

			“In­deed! what is it?”

			“The king’s wish­es on the sub­ject.”

			“The king op­pos­es your mar­riage?”

			“He post­pones it, at least. I so­licit­ed His Majesty’s con­sent through the Comte de la Fère, and, with­out ab­so­lute­ly re­fus­ing it, he pos­i­tive­ly said it must be de­ferred.”

			“Is the young la­dy whom you love un­wor­thy of you, then?”

			“She is wor­thy of a king’s af­fec­tion, Madame.”

			“I mean, she is not, per­haps, of birth equal to your own.”

			“Her fam­i­ly is ex­cel­lent.”

			“Is she young, beau­ti­ful?”

			“She is sev­en­teen, and, in my opin­ion, ex­ceed­ing­ly beau­ti­ful.”

			“Is she in the coun­try, or at Paris?”

			“She is here at Fontainebleau, Madame.”

			“At the court?”

			“Yes.”

			“Do I know her?”

			“She has the hon­or to form one of Your High­ness’s house­hold.”

			“Her name?” in­quired the princess, anx­ious­ly; “if in­deed,” she added, hasti­ly, “her name is not a se­cret.”

			“No, Madame, my af­fec­tion is too pure for me to make a se­cret of it to any­one, and with still greater rea­son to Your Roy­al High­ness, whose kind­ness to­wards me has been so ex­treme. It is Made­moi­selle Louise de La Val­lière.”

			Madame could not re­strain an ex­cla­ma­tion, in which a feel­ing stronger than sur­prise might have been de­tect­ed. “Ah!” she said, “La Val­lière—she who yes­ter­day—” she paused, and then con­tin­ued, “she who was tak­en ill, I be­lieve.”

			“Yes, Madame; it was on­ly this morn­ing that I heard of the ac­ci­dent that had be­fall­en her.”

			“Did you see her be­fore you came to me?”

			“I had the hon­or of tak­ing leave of her.”

			“And you say,” re­sumed Madame, mak­ing a pow­er­ful ef­fort over her­self, “that the king has—de­ferred your mar­riage with this young girl.”

			“Yes, Madame, de­ferred it.”

			“Did he as­sign any rea­son for this post­pone­ment?”

			“None.”

			“How long is it since the Comte de la Fère pre­ferred his re­quest to the king?”

			“More than a month, Madame.”

			“It is very sin­gu­lar,” said the princess, as some­thing like a film cloud­ed her eyes.

			“A month?” she re­peat­ed.

			“About a month.”

			“You are right, vi­comte,” said the princess, with a smile, in which de Bragelonne might have re­marked a kind of re­straint; “my broth­er must not keep you too long in Eng­land; set off at once, and in the first let­ter I write to Eng­land, I will claim you in the king’s name.” And Madame rose to place her let­ter in Bragelonne’s hands. Raoul un­der­stood that his au­di­ence was at an end; he took the let­ter, bowed low­ly to the princess, and left the room.

			“A month!” mur­mured the princess; “could I have been blind, then, to so great an ex­tent, and could he have loved her for this last month?” And as Madame had noth­ing to do, she sat down to be­gin a let­ter to her broth­er, the post­script of which was a sum­mons for Bragelonne to re­turn.

			The Comte de Guiche, as we have seen, had yield­ed to the press­ing per­sua­sions of Mani­camp, and al­lowed him­self to be led to the sta­bles, where they de­sired their hors­es to be got ready for them; then, by one of the side paths, a de­scrip­tion of which has al­ready been giv­en, they ad­vanced to meet Mon­sieur, who, hav­ing just fin­ished bathing, was re­turn­ing to­wards the château, wear­ing a wom­an’s veil to pro­tect his face from get­ting burnt by the sun, which was shin­ing very bright­ly. Mon­sieur was in one of those fits of good hu­mor to which the ad­mi­ra­tion of his own good looks some­times gave oc­ca­sion. As he was bathing he had been able to com­pare the white­ness of his body with that of his courtiers, and, thanks to the care which His Roy­al High­ness took of him­self, no one, not even the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, was able to stand the com­par­i­son. Mon­sieur, more­over, had been tol­er­a­bly suc­cess­ful in swim­ming, and his mus­cles hav­ing been ex­er­cised by the healthy im­mer­sion in the cool wa­ter, he was in a light and cheer­ful state of mind and body. So that, at the sight of Guiche, who ad­vanced to meet him at a hand gal­lop, mount­ed up­on a mag­nif­i­cent white horse, the prince could not re­strain an ex­cla­ma­tion of de­light.

			“I think mat­ters look well,” said Mani­camp, who fan­cied he could read this friend­ly dis­po­si­tion up­on His Roy­al High­ness’s coun­te­nance.

			“Good day, de Guiche, good day,” ex­claimed the prince.

			“Long life to Your Roy­al High­ness!” replied de Guiche, en­cour­aged by the tone of Philip’s voice; “health, joy, hap­pi­ness, and pros­per­i­ty to Your High­ness.”

			“Wel­come, de Guiche, come on my right side, but keep your horse in hand, for I wish to re­turn at a walk­ing pace un­der the cool shade of these trees.”

			“As you please, Mon­seigneur,” said de Guiche, tak­ing his place on the prince’s right as he had been in­vit­ed to do.

			“Now, my dear de Guiche,” said the prince, “give me a lit­tle news of that de Guiche whom I used to know for­mer­ly, and who used to pay at­ten­tions to my wife.”

			Guiche blushed to the very whites of his eyes, while Mon­sieur burst out laugh­ing, as though he had made the wit­ti­est re­mark in the world. The few priv­i­leged courtiers who sur­round­ed Mon­sieur thought it their du­ty to fol­low his ex­am­ple, al­though they had not heard the re­mark, and a noisy burst of laugh­ter im­me­di­ate­ly fol­lowed, be­gin­ning with the first courtier, pass­ing on through the whole com­pa­ny, and on­ly ter­mi­nat­ing with the last. De Guiche, al­though blush­ing scar­let, put a good coun­te­nance on the mat­ter; Mani­camp looked at him.

			“Ah! Mon­seigneur,” replied de Guiche, “show a lit­tle char­i­ty to­wards such a mis­er­able fel­low as I am: do not hold me up to the ridicule of the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine.”

			“How do you mean?”

			“If he hears you ridicule me, he will go be­yond Your High­ness, and will show no pity.”

			“About your pas­sion and the princess, do you mean?”

			“For mer­cy’s sake, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Come, come, de Guiche, con­fess that you did get a lit­tle sweet up­on Madame.”

			“I will nev­er con­fess such a thing, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Out of re­spect for me, I sup­pose; but I re­lease you from your re­spect, de Guiche. Con­fess, as if it were sim­ply a ques­tion about Made­moi­selle de Cha­lais or Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			Then break­ing off, he said, be­gin­ning to laugh again, “Comte, that wasn’t at all bad!—a re­mark like a sword, which cuts two ways at once. I hit you and my broth­er at the same time, Cha­lais and La Val­lière, your af­fi­anced bride and his fu­ture la­dy love.”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­seigneur,” said the comte, “you are in a most bril­liant hu­mor to­day.”

			“The fact is, I feel well, and then I am pleased to see you again. But you were an­gry with me, were you not?”

			“I, Mon­seigneur? Why should I have been so?”

			“Be­cause I in­ter­fered with your sara­bands and your oth­er Span­ish amuse­ments. Nay, do not de­ny it. On that day you left the princess’s apart­ments with your eyes full of fury; that brought you ill-luck, for you danced in the bal­let yes­ter­day in a most wretch­ed man­ner. Now don’t get sulky, de Guiche, for it does you no good, but makes you look like a tame bear. If the princess did not look at you at­ten­tive­ly yes­ter­day, I am quite sure of one thing.”

			“What is that, Mon­seigneur? Your High­ness alarms me.”

			“She has quite for­sworn you now,” said the prince, with a burst of loud laugh­ter.

			De­cid­ed­ly, thought Mani­camp, rank has noth­ing to do with it, and all men are alike.

			The prince con­tin­ued: “At all events, you have now re­turned, and it is to be hoped that the cheva­lier will be­come ami­able again.”

			“How so, Mon­seigneur: and by what mir­a­cle can I ex­er­cise such an in­flu­ence over M. de Lor­raine?”

			“The mat­ter is very sim­ple, he is jeal­ous of you.”

			“Bah! it is not pos­si­ble.”

			“It is the case, though.”

			“He does me too much hon­or.”

			“The fact is, that when you are here, he is full of kind­ness and at­ten­tion, but when you are gone he makes me suf­fer a per­fect mar­tyr­dom. I am like a see­saw. Be­sides, you do not know the idea that has struck me?”

			“I do not even sus­pect it.”

			“Well, then; when you were in ex­ile—for you re­al­ly were ex­iled, my poor de Guiche—”

			“I should think so, in­deed; but whose fault was it?” said de Guiche, pre­tend­ing to speak in an an­gry tone.

			“Not mine, cer­tain­ly, my dear comte,” replied His Roy­al High­ness, “up­on my hon­or, I did not ask for the king to ex­ile you—”

			“No, not you, Mon­seigneur, I am well aware; but—”

			“But Madame; well, as far as that goes, I do not say it was not the case. Why, what the deuce did you do or say to Madame?”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­seigneur—”

			“Wom­en, I know, have their grudges, and my wife is not free from caprices of that na­ture. But if she were the cause of your be­ing ex­iled I bear you no ill-will.”

			“In that case, Mon­seigneur,” said de Guiche. “I am not al­to­geth­er un­hap­py.”

			Mani­camp, who was fol­low­ing close­ly be­hind de Guiche and who did not lose a word of what the prince was say­ing, bent down to his very shoul­ders over his horse’s neck, in or­der to con­ceal the laugh­ter he could not re­press.

			“Be­sides, your ex­ile start­ed a project in my head.”

			“Good.”

			“When the cheva­lier—find­ing you were no longer here, and sure of reign­ing undis­turbed—be­gan to bul­ly me, I, ob­serv­ing that my wife, in the most per­fect con­trast to him, was most kind and ami­able to­wards me who had ne­glect­ed her so much, the idea oc­curred to me of be­com­ing a mod­el hus­band—a rar­i­ty, a cu­rios­i­ty, at the court; and I had an idea of get­ting very fond of my wife.”

			De Guiche looked at the prince with a stu­pe­fied ex­pres­sion of coun­te­nance, which was not as­sumed.

			“Oh! Mon­seigneur,” de Guiche stam­mered out; “sure­ly, that nev­er se­ri­ous­ly oc­curred to you.”

			“In­deed it did. I have some prop­er­ty that my broth­er gave me on my mar­riage; she has some mon­ey of her own, and not a lit­tle ei­ther, for she gets mon­ey from her broth­er and broth­er-in-law of Eng­land and France at the same time. Well! we should have left the court. I should have re­tired to my château at Villers-Cot­terets, sit­u­at­ed in the mid­dle of a for­est, in which we should have led a most sen­ti­men­tal life in the very same spot where my grand­fa­ther, Hen­ry IV, so­journed with La Belle Gabrielle. What do you think of that idea, de Guiche?”

			“Why, it is enough to make one shiv­er, Mon­seigneur,” replied de Guiche, who shud­dered in re­al­i­ty.

			“Ah! I see you would nev­er be able to en­dure be­ing ex­iled a sec­ond time.”

			“I, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I will not car­ry you off with us, as I had first in­tend­ed.”

			“What, with you, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Yes; if the idea should oc­cur to me again of tak­ing a dis­like to the court.”

			“Oh! do not let that make any dif­fer­ence, Mon­seigneur; I would fol­low Your High­ness to the end of the world.”

			“Clum­sy fel­low that you are!” said Mani­camp, grum­bling­ly, push­ing his horse to­wards de Guiche, so as al­most to un­seat him, and then, as he passed close to him, as if he had lost com­mand over the horse, he whis­pered, “For good­ness’ sake, think what you are say­ing.”

			“Well, it is agreed, then,” said the prince; “since you are so de­vot­ed to me, I shall take you with me.”

			“Any­where, Mon­seigneur,” replied de Guiche in a joy­ous tone, “when­ev­er you like, and at once, too. Are you ready?”

			And de Guiche, laugh­ing­ly, gave his horse the rein, and gal­loped for­ward a few yards.

			“One mo­ment,” said the prince. “Let us go to the château first.”

			“What for?”

			“Why, to take my wife, of course.”

			“What for?” asked de Guiche.

			“Why, since I tell you that it is a project of con­ju­gal af­fec­tion, it is nec­es­sary I should take my wife with me.”

			“In that case, Mon­seigneur,” replied the comte, “I am great­ly con­cerned, but no de Guiche for you.”

			“Bah!”

			“Yes.—Why do you take Madame with you?”

			“Be­cause I be­gin to fan­cy I love her,” said the prince.

			De Guiche turned slight­ly pale, but en­deav­ored to pre­serve his seem­ing cheer­ful­ness.

			“If you love Madame, Mon­seigneur,” he said, “that ought to be quite enough for you, and you have no fur­ther need of your friends.”

			“Not bad, not bad,” mur­mured Mani­camp.

			“There, your fear of Madame has be­gun again,” replied the prince.

			“Why, Mon­seigneur, I have ex­pe­ri­enced that to my cost; a wom­an who was the cause of my be­ing ex­iled!”

			“What a re­venge­ful dis­po­si­tion you have, de Guiche, how vir­u­lent­ly you bear mal­ice.”

			“I should like the case to be your own, Mon­seigneur.”

			“De­cid­ed­ly, then, that was the rea­son why you danced so bad­ly yes­ter­day; you wished to re­venge your­self, I sup­pose, by try­ing to make Madame make a mis­take in her danc­ing; ah! that is very pal­try, de Guiche, and I will tell Madame of it.”

			“You may tell her what­ev­er you please, Mon­seigneur, for Her High­ness can­not hate me more than she does.”

			“Non­sense, you are ex­ag­ger­at­ing; and this be­cause mere­ly of the fort­night’s so­journ in the coun­try she im­posed on you.”

			“Mon­seigneur, a fort­night is a fort­night; and when the time is passed in get­ting sick and tired of ev­ery­thing, a fort­night is an eter­ni­ty.”

			“So that you will not for­give her?”

			“Nev­er!”

			“Come, come, de Guiche, be a bet­ter dis­posed fel­low than that. I wish to make your peace with her; you will find, in con­vers­ing with her, that she has no mal­ice or un­kind­ness in her na­ture, and that she is very tal­ent­ed.”

			“Mon­seigneur—”

			“You will see that she can re­ceive her friends like a princess, and laugh like a cit­i­zen’s wife; you will see that, when she pleas­es, she can make the pleas­ant hours pass like min­utes. Come, de Guiche, you must re­al­ly make up your dif­fer­ences with my wife.”

			Up­on my word, said Mani­camp to him­self, the prince is a hus­band whose wife’s name will bring him ill-luck, and King Can­daules, of old, was a tiger be­side His Roy­al High­ness.

			“At all events,” added the prince, “I am sure you will make it up with my wife: I guar­an­tee you will do so. On­ly, I must show you the way now. There is noth­ing com­mon­place about her: it is not ev­ery­one who takes her fan­cy.”

			“Mon­seigneur—”

			“No re­sis­tance, de Guiche, or I shall get out of tem­per,” replied the prince.

			“Well, since he will have it so,” mur­mured Mani­camp, in Guiche’s ear, “do as he wants you to do.”

			“Well, Mon­seigneur,” said the comte, “I obey.”

			“And to be­gin,” re­sumed the prince, “there will be cards, this evening, in Madame’s apart­ment; you will dine with me, and I will take you there with me.”

			“Oh! as for that, Mon­seigneur,” ob­ject­ed de Guiche, “you will al­low me to ob­ject.”

			“What, again! this is pos­i­tive re­bel­lion.”

			“Madame re­ceived me too in­dif­fer­ent­ly, yes­ter­day, be­fore the whole court.”

			“Re­al­ly!” said the prince, laugh­ing.

			“Nay, so much so, in­deed, that she did not even an­swer me when I ad­dressed her; it may be a good thing to have no self-re­spect at all, but to have too lit­tle is not enough, as the say­ing is.”

			“Comte! af­ter din­ner, you will go to your own apart­ments and dress your­self, and then you will come to fetch me. I shall wait for you.”

			“Since Your High­ness ab­so­lute­ly com­mands it.”

			“Pos­i­tive­ly.”

			“He will not loose his hold,” said Mani­camp; “these are the things to which hus­bands cling most ob­sti­nate­ly. Ah! what a pity M. Molière could not have heard this man; he would have turned him in­to verse if he had.”

			The prince and his court, chat­ting in this man­ner, re­turned to the coolest apart­ments of the château.

			“By the by,” said de Guiche, as they were stand­ing by the door, “I had a com­mis­sion for Your Roy­al High­ness.”

			“Ex­e­cute it, then.”

			“M. de Bragelonne has, by the king’s or­der, set off for Lon­don, and he charged me with his re­spects for you; Mon­seigneur.”

			“A pleas­ant jour­ney to the vi­comte, whom I like very much. Go and dress your­self, de Guiche, and come back for me. If you don’t come back—”

			“What will hap­pen, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I will have you sent to the Bastille.”

			“Well,” said de Guiche, laugh­ing, “His Roy­al High­ness, Mon­seigneur, is de­cid­ed­ly the coun­ter­part of Her Roy­al High­ness, Madame. Madame gets me sent in­to ex­ile, be­cause she does not care for me suf­fi­cient­ly; and Mon­seigneur gets me im­pris­oned, be­cause he cares for me too much. I thank Mon­seigneur, and I thank Madame.”

			“Come, come,” said the prince, “you are a de­light­ful com­pan­ion, and you know I can­not do with­out you. Re­turn as soon as you can.”

			“Very well; but I am in the hu­mor to prove my­self dif­fi­cult to be pleased, in my turn, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Bah!”

			“So, I will not re­turn to Your Roy­al High­ness, ex­cept up­on one con­di­tion.”

			“Name it.”

			“I want to oblige the friend of one of my friends.”

			“What’s his name?”

			“Mal­icorne.”

			“An ug­ly name.”

			“But very well borne, Mon­seigneur.”

			“That may be. Well?”

			“Well, I owe M. Mal­icorne a place in your house­hold, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What kind of a place?”

			“Any kind of a place; a su­per­vi­sion of some sort or an­oth­er, for in­stance.”

			“That hap­pens very for­tu­nate­ly, for yes­ter­day I dis­missed my chief ush­er of the apart­ments.”

			“That will do ad­mirably. What are his du­ties?”

			“Noth­ing, ex­cept to look about and make his re­port.”

			“A sort of in­te­ri­or po­lice?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Ah, how ex­cel­lent­ly that will suit Mal­icorne,” Mani­camp ven­tured to say.

			“You know the per­son we are speak­ing of, M. Mani­camp?” in­quired the prince.

			“In­ti­mate­ly, Mon­seigneur. He is a friend of mine.”

			“And your opin­ion is?”

			“That Your High­ness could nev­er get a bet­ter ush­er of the apart­ments than he will make.”

			“How much does the ap­point­ment bring in?” in­quired the comte of the prince.

			“I don’t know at all, on­ly I have al­ways been told that he could make as much as he pleased when he was thor­ough­ly in earnest.”

			“What do you call be­ing thor­ough­ly in earnest, prince?”

			“It means, of course, when the func­tionary in ques­tion is a man who has his wits about him.”

			“In that case I think Your High­ness will be con­tent, for Mal­icorne is as sharp as the dev­il him­self.”

			“Good! the ap­point­ment will be an ex­pen­sive one for me, in that case,” replied the prince, laugh­ing. “You are mak­ing me a pos­i­tive present, comte.”

			“I be­lieve so, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Well, go and an­nounce to your M. Mélicorne—”

			“Mal­icorne, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I shall nev­er get hold of that name.”

			“You say Mani­camp very well, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Oh, I ought to say Mal­icorne very well, too. The al­lit­er­a­tion will help me.”

			“Say what you like, Mon­seigneur, I can prom­ise you your in­spec­tor of apart­ments will not be an­noyed; he has the very hap­pi­est dis­po­si­tion that can be met with.”

			“Well, then, my dear de Guiche, in­form him of his nom­i­na­tion. But, stay—”

			“What is it, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I wish to see him be­fore­hand; if he be as ug­ly as his name, I re­tract ev­ery word I have said.”

			“Your High­ness knows him, for you have al­ready seen him at the Palais Roy­al; nay, in­deed, it was I who pre­sent­ed him to you.”

			“Ah, I re­mem­ber now—not a bad-look­ing fel­low.”

			“I know you must have no­ticed him, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Yes, yes, yes. You see, de Guiche, I do not wish that ei­ther my wife or my­self should have ug­ly faces be­fore our eyes. My wife will have all her maids of hon­or pret­ty; I, all the gen­tle­men about me good-look­ing. In this way, de Guiche, you see, that any chil­dren we may have will run a good chance of be­ing pret­ty, if my wife and my­self have hand­some mod­els be­fore us.”

			“Most mag­nif­i­cent­ly ar­gued, Mon­seigneur,” said Mani­camp, show­ing his ap­proval by look and voice at the same time.

			As for de Guiche, he very prob­a­bly did not find the ar­gu­ment so con­vinc­ing, for he mere­ly sig­ni­fied his opin­ion by a ges­ture, which, more­over, ex­hib­it­ed in a marked man­ner some in­de­ci­sion of mind on the sub­ject. Mani­camp went off to in­form Mal­icorne of the good news he had just learned. De Guiche seemed very un­will­ing to take his de­par­ture for the pur­pose of dress­ing him­self. Mon­sieur, singing, laugh­ing, and ad­mir­ing him­self, passed away the time un­til the din­ner-hour, in a frame of mind that jus­ti­fied the proverb of “Hap­py as a prince.”
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				Sto­ry of a Dryad and a Na­iad

			
			Ev­ery­one had par­tak­en of the ban­quet at the château, and af­ter­wards as­sumed their full court dress­es. The usu­al hour for the repast was five o’clock. If we say, then, that the repast oc­cu­pied an hour, and the toi­lette two hours, ev­ery­body was ready about eight o’clock in the evening. To­wards eight o’clock, then, the guests be­gan to ar­rive at Madame’s, for we have al­ready in­ti­mat­ed that it was Madame who “re­ceived” that evening. And at Madame’s soirees no one failed to be present; for the evenings passed in her apart­ments al­ways had that per­fect charm about them which the queen, that pi­ous and ex­cel­lent princess, had not been able to con­fer up­on her re­unions. For, un­for­tu­nate­ly, one of the ad­van­tages of good­ness of dis­po­si­tion is that it is far less amus­ing than wit of an ill-na­tured char­ac­ter. And yet, let us has­ten to add, that such a style of wit could not be as­signed to Madame, for her dis­po­si­tion of mind, nat­u­ral­ly of the very high­est or­der, com­prised too much true gen­eros­i­ty, too many no­ble im­puls­es and high-souled thoughts, to war­rant her be­ing termed ill-na­tured. But Madame was en­dowed with a spir­it of re­sis­tance—a gift fre­quent­ly fa­tal to its pos­ses­sor, for it breaks where an­oth­er dis­po­si­tion would have bent; the re­sult was that blows did not be­come dead­ened up­on her as up­on what might be termed the cot­ton-wadded feel­ings of Maria-There­sa. Her heart re­bound­ed at each at­tack, and there­fore, when­ev­er she was at­tacked, even in a man­ner that al­most stunned her, she re­turned blow for blow to any­one im­pru­dent enough to tilt against her.

			Was this re­al­ly ma­li­cious­ness of dis­po­si­tion or sim­ply way­ward­ness of char­ac­ter? We re­gard those rich and pow­er­ful na­tures as like the tree of knowl­edge, pro­duc­ing good and evil at the same time; a dou­ble branch, al­ways bloom­ing and fruit­ful, of which those who wish to eat know how to de­tect the good fruit, and from which the worth­less and friv­o­lous die who have eat­en of it—a cir­cum­stance which is by no means to be re­gard­ed as a great mis­for­tune. Madame, there­fore, who had a well-dis­guised plan in her mind of con­sti­tut­ing her­self the sec­ond, if not even the prin­ci­pal, queen of the court, ren­dered her re­cep­tions de­light­ful to all, from the con­ver­sa­tion, the op­por­tu­ni­ties of meet­ing, and the per­fect lib­er­ty she al­lowed ev­ery one of mak­ing any re­mark he pleased, on the con­di­tion, how­ev­er, that the re­mark was amus­ing or sen­si­ble. And it will hard­ly be be­lieved, that, by that means, there was less talk­ing among the so­ci­ety Madame as­sem­bled to­geth­er than else­where. Madame hat­ed peo­ple who talked much, and took a re­mark­ably cru­el re­venge up­on them, for she al­lowed them to talk. She dis­liked pre­ten­sion, too, and nev­er over­looked that de­fect, even in the king him­self. It was more than a weak­ness of Mon­sieur, and the princess had un­der­tak­en the amaz­ing task of cur­ing him of it. As for the rest, po­ets, wits, beau­ti­ful wom­en, all were re­ceived by her with the air of a mis­tress su­pe­ri­or to her slaves. Suf­fi­cient­ly med­i­ta­tive in her liveli­est hu­mors to make even po­ets med­i­tate; suf­fi­cient­ly pret­ty to daz­zle by her at­trac­tions, even among the pret­ti­est; suf­fi­cient­ly wit­ty for the most dis­tin­guished per­sons who were present, to be lis­tened to with plea­sure—it will eas­i­ly be be­lieved that the re­unions held in Madame’s apart­ments must nat­u­ral­ly have proved very at­trac­tive. All who were young flocked there, and when the king him­self hap­pens to be young, ev­ery­body at court is so too. And so, the old­er ladies of the court, the strong-mind­ed wom­en of the re­gen­cy, or of the last reign, pout­ed and sulked at their ease; but oth­ers on­ly laughed at the fits of sulk­i­ness in which these ven­er­a­ble in­di­vid­u­als in­dulged, who had car­ried the love of au­thor­i­ty so far as even to take com­mand of bod­ies of sol­diers in the wars of the Fronde, in or­der, as Madame as­sert­ed, not to lose their in­flu­ence over men al­to­geth­er. As eight o’clock struck Her Roy­al High­ness en­tered the great draw­ing-room ac­com­pa­nied by her ladies in at­ten­dance, and found sev­er­al gen­tle­men be­long­ing to the court al­ready there, hav­ing been wait­ing for some min­utes. Among those who had ar­rived be­fore the hour fixed for the re­cep­tion she looked round for one who, she thought, ought to have been first in at­ten­dance, but he was not there. How­ev­er, al­most at the very mo­ment she com­plet­ed her in­ves­ti­ga­tion, Mon­sieur was an­nounced. Mon­sieur looked splen­did. All the pre­cious stones and jew­els of Car­di­nal Mazarin, which of course that min­is­ter could not do oth­er­wise than leave; all the queen-moth­er’s jew­els as well as a few be­long­ing to his wife—Mon­sieur wore them all, and he was as daz­zling as the ris­ing sun. Be­hind him fol­lowed de Guiche, with hes­i­tat­ing steps and an air of con­tri­tion ad­mirably as­sumed; de Guiche wore a cos­tume of French-gray vel­vet, em­broi­dered with sil­ver, and trimmed with blue rib­bons: he wore al­so Mech­lin lace as rare and beau­ti­ful in its own way as the jew­els of Mon­sieur in theirs. The plume in his hat was red. Madame, too, wore sev­er­al col­ors, and pre­ferred red for em­broi­dery, gray for dress, and blue for flow­ers. M. de Guiche, dressed as we have de­scribed, looked so hand­some that he ex­cit­ed ev­ery­one’s ob­ser­va­tion. An in­ter­est­ing pal­lor of com­plex­ion, a lan­guid ex­pres­sion of the eyes, his white hands seen through the mass­es of lace that cov­ered them, the melan­choly ex­pres­sion of his mouth—it was on­ly nec­es­sary, in­deed, to see M. de Guiche to ad­mit that few men at the court of France could hope to equal him. The con­se­quence was that Mon­sieur, who was pre­ten­tious enough to fan­cy he could eclipse a star even, if a star had adorned it­self in a sim­i­lar man­ner to him­self, was, on the con­trary, com­plete­ly eclipsed in all imag­i­na­tions, which are silent judges cer­tain­ly, but very pos­i­tive and firm in their con­vic­tions. Madame looked at de Guiche light­ly, but light as her look had been, it brought a de­light­ful col­or to his face. In fact, Madame found de Guiche so hand­some and so ad­mirably dressed, that she al­most ceased re­gret­ting the roy­al con­quest she felt she was on the point of es­cap­ing her. Her heart, there­fore, sent the blood to her face. Mon­sieur ap­proached her. He had not no­ticed the princess’s blush, or if he had seen it, he was far from at­tribut­ing it to its true cause.

			“Madame,” he said, kiss­ing his wife’s hand, “there is some­one present here, who has fall­en in­to dis­grace, an un­hap­py ex­ile whom I ven­ture to rec­om­mend to your kind­ness. Do not for­get, I beg, that he is one of my best friends, and that a gen­tle re­cep­tion of him will please me great­ly.”

			“What ex­ile? what dis­graced per­son are you speak­ing of?” in­quired Madame, look­ing all round, and not per­mit­ting her glance to rest more on the count than on the oth­ers.

			This was the mo­ment to present de Guiche, and the prince drew aside and let de Guiche pass him, who, with a tol­er­a­bly well-as­sumed awk­ward­ness of man­ner, ap­proached Madame and made his rev­er­ence to her.

			“What!” ex­claimed Madame, as if she were great­ly sur­prised, “is M. de Guiche the dis­graced in­di­vid­u­al you speak of, the ex­ile in ques­tion?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly,” re­turned the duke.

			“In­deed,” said Madame, “he seems al­most the on­ly per­son here!”

			“You are un­just, Madame,” said the prince.

			“I?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Come, for­give the poor fel­low.”

			“For­give him what? What have I to for­give M. de Guiche?”

			“Come, ex­plain your­self, de Guiche. What do you wish to be for­giv­en?” in­quired the prince.

			“Alas! Her Roy­al High­ness knows very well what it is,” replied the lat­ter, in a hyp­o­crit­i­cal tone.

			“Come, come, give him your hand, Madame,” said Philip.

			“If it will give you any plea­sure, Mon­sieur,” and, with a move­ment of her eyes and shoul­ders, which it would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe, Madame ex­tend­ed to­wards the young man her beau­ti­ful and per­fumed hand, up­on which he pressed his lips. It was ev­i­dent that he did so for some lit­tle time, and that Madame did not with­draw her hand too quick­ly, for the duke added:

			“De Guiche is not wicked­ly dis­posed, Madame; so do not be afraid, he will not bite you.”

			A pre­text was giv­en in the gallery by the duke’s re­mark, which was not, per­haps, very laugh­able, for ev­ery­one to laugh ex­ces­sive­ly. The sit­u­a­tion was odd enough, and some kind­ly dis­posed per­sons had ob­served it. Mon­sieur was still en­joy­ing the ef­fect of his re­mark, when the king was an­nounced. The ap­pear­ance of the room at that mo­ment was as fol­lows:—in the cen­ter, be­fore the fire­place, which was filled with flow­ers, Madame was stand­ing up, with her maids of hon­or formed in two wings, on ei­ther side of her; around whom the but­ter­flies of the court were flut­ter­ing. Sev­er­al oth­er groups were formed in the re­cess­es of the win­dows, like sol­diers sta­tioned in their dif­fer­ent tow­ers who be­long to the same gar­ri­son. From their re­spec­tive places they could pick up the re­marks which fell from the prin­ci­pal group. From one of these groups, the near­est to the fire­place, Mal­icorne, who had been at once raised to the dig­ni­ty, through Mani­camp and de Guiche, of the post of mas­ter of the apart­ments, and whose of­fi­cial cos­tume had been ready for the last two months, was bril­liant with gold lace, and shone up­on Mon­ta­lais, stand­ing on Madame’s ex­treme left, with all the fire of his eyes and splen­dor of his vel­vet. Madame was con­vers­ing with Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon and Made­moi­selle de Créquy, who were next to her, and ad­dressed a few words to Mon­sieur, who drew aside as soon as the king was an­nounced. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, like Mon­ta­lais, was on Madame’s left hand, and the last but one on the line, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente be­ing on her right. She was sta­tioned as cer­tain bod­ies of troops are, whose weak­ness is sus­pect­ed, and who are placed be­tween two ex­pe­ri­enced reg­i­ments. Guard­ed in this man­ner by the com­pan­ions who had shared her ad­ven­ture, La Val­lière, whether from re­gret at Raoul’s de­par­ture, or still suf­fer­ing from the emo­tion caused by re­cent events, which had be­gun to ren­der her name fa­mil­iar on the lips of the courtiers, La Val­lière, we re­peat, hid her eyes, red with weep­ing, be­hind her fan, and seemed to give the great­est at­ten­tion to the re­marks which Mon­ta­lais and Athenaïs, al­ter­nate­ly, whis­pered to her from time to time. As soon as the king’s name was an­nounced a gen­er­al move­ment took place in the apart­ment. Madame, in her char­ac­ter as host­ess, rose to re­ceive the roy­al vis­i­tor; but as she rose, not­with­stand­ing her pre­oc­cu­pa­tion of mind, she glanced hasti­ly to­wards her right; her glance, which the pre­sump­tu­ous de Guiche re­gard­ed as in­tend­ed for him­self, rest­ed, as it swept over the whole cir­cle, up­on La Val­lière, whose warm blush and rest­less emo­tion it in­stant­ly per­ceived.

			The king ad­vanced to the mid­dle of the group, which had now be­come a gen­er­al one, by a move­ment which took place from the cir­cum­fer­ence to the cen­ter. Ev­ery head bowed low be­fore His Majesty, the ladies bend­ing like frail, mag­nif­i­cent lilies be­fore King Aqui­lo. There was noth­ing very se­vere, we will even say, noth­ing very roy­al that evening about the king, ex­cept youth and good looks. He wore an air of an­i­mat­ed joy­ous­ness and good-hu­mor which set all imag­i­na­tions at work, and, there­upon, all present promised them­selves a de­light­ful evening, for no oth­er rea­son than from hav­ing re­marked the de­sire His Majesty had to amuse him­self in Madame’s apart­ments. If there was any­one in par­tic­u­lar whose high spir­its and good-hu­mor equalled the king’s, it was M. de Saint-Aig­nan, who was dressed in a rose-col­ored cos­tume, with face and rib­bons of the same col­or, and, in ad­di­tion, par­tic­u­lar­ly rose-col­ored in his ideas, for that evening M. de Saint-Aig­nan was pro­lif­ic in jests. The cir­cum­stance which had giv­en a new ex­pan­sion to the nu­mer­ous ideas ger­mi­nat­ing in his fer­tile brain was, that he had just per­ceived that Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente was, like him­self, dressed in rose-col­or. We would not wish to say, how­ev­er, that the wily courtier had not know be­fore­hand that the beau­ti­ful Athenaïs was to wear that par­tic­u­lar col­or; for he very well knew the art of un­lock­ing the lips of a dress­mak­er or a la­dy’s maid as to her mis­tress’s in­ten­tions. He cast as many killing glances at Made­moi­selle Athenaïs as he had bows of rib­bons on his stock­ings and dou­blet; in oth­er words he dis­charged a prodi­gious num­ber. The king hav­ing paid Madame the cus­tom­ary com­pli­ments, and Madame hav­ing re­quest­ed him to be seat­ed, the cir­cle was im­me­di­ate­ly formed. Louis in­quired of Mon­sieur the par­tic­u­lars of the day’s bathing; and stat­ed, look­ing at the ladies present while he spoke, that cer­tain po­ets were en­gaged turn­ing in­to verse the en­chant­ing di­ver­sion of the baths of Vu­laines, and that one of them par­tic­u­lar­ly, M. Loret, seemed to have been en­trust­ed with the con­fi­dence of some wa­ter-nymph, as he had in his vers­es re­count­ed many cir­cum­stances that were ac­tu­al­ly true—at which re­mark more than one la­dy present felt her­self bound to blush. The king at this mo­ment took the op­por­tu­ni­ty of look­ing round him at more leisure; Mon­ta­lais was the on­ly one who did not blush suf­fi­cient­ly to pre­vent her look­ing at the king, and she saw him fix his eyes de­vour­ing­ly on Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. This un­daunt­ed maid of hon­or, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, be it un­der­stood, forced the king to low­er his gaze, and so saved Louise de La Val­lière from a sym­pa­thet­ic warmth of feel­ing this gaze might pos­si­bly have con­veyed. Louis was ap­pro­pri­at­ed by Madame, who over­whelmed him with in­quiries, and no one in the world knew how to ask ques­tions bet­ter than she did. He tried, how­ev­er, to ren­der the con­ver­sa­tion gen­er­al, and, with the view of ef­fect­ing this, he re­dou­bled his at­ten­tion and de­vo­tion to her. Madame cov­et­ed com­pli­men­ta­ry re­marks, and, de­ter­mined to pro­cure them at any cost, she ad­dressed her­self to the king, say­ing:

			“Sire, Your Majesty, who is aware of ev­ery­thing which oc­curs in your king­dom, ought to know be­fore­hand the vers­es con­fid­ed to M. Loret by this nymph; will Your Majesty kind­ly com­mu­ni­cate them to us?”

			“Madame,” replied the king, with per­fect grace of man­ner, “I dare not—you, per­son­al­ly, might be in no lit­tle de­gree con­fused at hav­ing to lis­ten to cer­tain de­tails—but Saint-Aig­nan tells a sto­ry well, and has a per­fect rec­ol­lec­tion of the vers­es. If he does not re­mem­ber them, he will in­vent. I can cer­ti­fy he is al­most a po­et him­self.” Saint-Aig­nan, thus brought promi­nent­ly for­ward, was com­pelled to in­tro­duce him­self as ad­van­ta­geous­ly as pos­si­ble. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, how­ev­er, for Madame, he thought of his own per­son­al af­fairs on­ly; in oth­er words, in­stead of pay­ing Madame the com­pli­ments she so much de­sired and rel­ished, his mind was fixed up­on mak­ing as much dis­play as pos­si­ble of his own good for­tune. Again glanc­ing, there­fore, for the hun­dredth time at the beau­ti­ful Athenaïs, who car­ried in­to prac­tice her pre­vi­ous evening’s the­o­ry of not even deign­ing to look at her ador­er, he said:—

			“Your Majesty will per­haps par­don me for hav­ing too in­dif­fer­ent­ly re­mem­bered the vers­es which the nymph dic­tat­ed to Loret; but if the king has not re­tained any rec­ol­lec­tion of them, how could I pos­si­bly re­mem­ber?”

			Madame did not re­ceive this short­com­ing of the courtier very fa­vor­ably.

			“Ah! Madame,” added Saint-Aig­nan, “at present it is no longer a ques­tion what the wa­ter-nymphs have to say; and one would al­most be tempt­ed to be­lieve that noth­ing of any in­ter­est now oc­curs in those liq­uid realms. It is up­on earth, Madame, im­por­tant events hap­pen. Ah! Madame, up­on the earth, how many tales are there full of—”

			“Well,” said Madame, “and what is tak­ing place up­on the earth?”

			“That ques­tion must be asked of the Dryads,” replied the comte; “the Dryads in­hab­it the for­est, as Your Roy­al High­ness is aware.”

			“I am aware al­so, that they are nat­u­ral­ly very talk­a­tive, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Such is the case, Madame; but when they say such de­light­ful things, it would be un­gra­cious to ac­cuse them of be­ing too talk­a­tive.”

			“Do they talk so de­light­ful­ly, then?” in­quired the princess, in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, you ex­cite my cu­rios­i­ty; and, if I were the king, I would re­quire you im­me­di­ate­ly to tell us what the de­light­ful things are these Dryads have been say­ing, since you alone seem to un­der­stand their lan­guage.”

			“I am at His Majesty’s or­ders, Madame, in that re­spect,” replied the comte, quick­ly.

			“What a for­tu­nate fel­low this Saint-Aig­nan is to un­der­stand the lan­guage of the Dryads,” said Mon­sieur.

			“I un­der­stand it per­fect­ly, Mon­seigneur, as I do my own lan­guage.”

			“Tell us all about them, then,” said Madame.

			The king felt em­bar­rassed, for his con­fi­dant was, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, about to em­bark in a dif­fi­cult mat­ter. He felt that it would be so, from the gen­er­al at­ten­tion ex­cit­ed by Saint-Aig­nan’s pre­am­ble, and aroused too by Madame’s pe­cu­liar man­ner. The most re­served of those who were present seemed ready to de­vour ev­ery syl­la­ble the comte was about to pro­nounce. They coughed, drew clos­er to­geth­er, looked cu­ri­ous­ly at some of the maids of hon­or, who, in or­der to sup­port with greater pro­pri­ety, or with more steadi­ness, the fix­i­ty of the in­quisi­to­ri­al looks bent up­on them, ad­just­ed their fans ac­cord­ing­ly, and as­sumed the bear­ing of a du­elist about to be ex­posed to his ad­ver­sary’s fire. At this epoch, the fash­ion of in­ge­nious­ly con­struct­ed con­ver­sa­tions, and haz­ardous­ly dan­ger­ous recitals, so pre­vailed, that, where, in mod­ern times, a whole com­pa­ny as­sem­bled in a draw­ing-room would be­gin to sus­pect some scan­dal, or dis­clo­sure, or trag­ic event, and would hur­ry away in dis­may, Madame’s guests qui­et­ly set­tled them­selves in their places, in or­der not to lose a word or ges­ture of the com­e­dy com­posed by Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan for their ben­e­fit, and the ter­mi­na­tion of which, what­ev­er the style and the plot might be, must, as a mat­ter of course, be marked by the most per­fect pro­pri­ety. The comte as known as a man of ex­treme re­fine­ment, and an ad­mirable nar­ra­tor. He coura­geous­ly be­gan, then, amidst a pro­found si­lence, which would have been for­mi­da­ble to any­one but him­self:—“Madame, by the king’s per­mis­sion, I ad­dress my­self, in the first place, to Your Roy­al High­ness, since you ad­mit your­self to be the per­son present pos­sess­ing the great­est cu­rios­i­ty. I have the hon­or, there­fore, to in­form Your Roy­al High­ness that the Dryad more par­tic­u­lar­ly in­hab­its the hol­lows of oaks; and, as Dryads are mytho­log­i­cal crea­tures of great beau­ty, they in­hab­it the most beau­ti­ful trees, in oth­er words, the largest to be found.”

			At this ex­ordi­um, which re­called, un­der a trans­par­ent veil, the cel­e­brat­ed sto­ry of the roy­al oak, which had played so im­por­tant a part in the last evening, so many hearts be­gan to beat, both from joy and un­easi­ness, that, if Saint-Aig­nan had not had a good and sonorous voice, their throb­bings might have been heard above the sound of his voice.

			“There must sure­ly be Dryads at Fontainebleau, then,” said Madame, in a per­fect­ly calm voice; “for I have nev­er, in all my life, seen fin­er oaks than in the roy­al park.” And as she spoke, she di­rect­ed to­wards de Guiche a look of which he had no rea­son to com­plain, as he had of the one that pre­ced­ed it; which, as we have al­ready men­tioned, had re­served a cer­tain amount of in­def­i­nite­ness most painful for so lov­ing a heart as his.

			“Pre­cise­ly, Madame, it is of Fontainebleau I was about to speak to Your Roy­al High­ness,” said Saint-Aig­nan; “for the Dryad whose sto­ry is en­gag­ing our at­ten­tion, lives in the park be­long­ing to the château of His Majesty.”

			The af­fair was fair­ly em­barked on; the ac­tion was be­gun, and it was no longer pos­si­ble for au­di­to­ry or nar­ra­tor to draw back.

			“It will be worth lis­ten­ing to,” said Madame; “for the sto­ry not on­ly ap­pears to me to have all the in­ter­est of a na­tion­al in­ci­dent, but still more, seems to be a cir­cum­stance of very re­cent oc­cur­rence.”

			“I ought to be­gin at the be­gin­ning,” said the comte. “In the first place, then, there lived at Fontainebleau, in a cot­tage of mod­est and unas­sum­ing ap­pear­ance, two shep­herds. The one was the shep­herd Tyr­cis, the own­er of ex­ten­sive do­mains trans­mit­ted to him from his par­ents, by right of in­her­i­tance. Tyr­cis was young and hand­some, and, from his many qual­i­fi­ca­tions, he might be pro­nounced to be the first and fore­most among the shep­herds in the whole coun­try; one might even bold­ly say he was the king of shep­herds.” A sub­dued mur­mur of ap­pro­ba­tion en­cour­aged the nar­ra­tor, who con­tin­ued:—“His strength equals his courage; no one dis­plays greater ad­dress in hunt­ing wild beasts, nor greater wis­dom in mat­ters where judg­ment is re­quired. When­ev­er he mounts and ex­er­cis­es his horse in the beau­ti­ful plains of his in­her­i­tance, or when­ev­er he joins with the shep­herds who owe him al­le­giance, in dif­fer­ent games of skill and strength, one might say that it is the god Mars hurl­ing his lance on the plains of Thrace, or, even bet­ter, that it was Apol­lo him­self, the god of day, ra­di­ant up­on earth, bear­ing his flam­ing darts in his hand.” Ev­ery­one un­der­stood that this al­le­gor­i­cal por­trait of the king was not the worst ex­ordi­um the nar­ra­tor could have cho­sen; and con­se­quent­ly it did not fail to pro­duce its ef­fect, ei­ther up­on those who, from du­ty or in­cli­na­tion, ap­plaud­ed it to the very echo, or on the king him­self, to whom flat­tery was very agree­able when del­i­cate­ly con­veyed, and whom, in­deed, it did not al­ways dis­please, even when it was a lit­tle too broad. Saint-Aig­nan then con­tin­ued:—“It is not in games of glo­ry on­ly, ladies, that the shep­herd Tyr­cis had ac­quired that rep­u­ta­tion by which he was re­gard­ed as the king of the shep­herds.”

			“Of the shep­herds of Fontainebleau,” said the king, smil­ing­ly, to Madame.

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Madame, “Fontainebleau is se­lect­ed ar­bi­trar­i­ly by the po­et; but I should say, of the shep­herds of the whole world.” The king for­got his part of a pas­sive au­di­tor, and bowed.

			“It is,” paused Saint-Aig­nan, amidst a flat­ter­ing mur­mur of ap­plause, “it is with ladies fair es­pe­cial­ly that the qual­i­ties of this king of the shep­herds are most promi­nent­ly dis­played. He is a shep­herd with a mind as re­fined as his heart is pure; he can pay a com­pli­ment with a charm of man­ner whose fas­ci­na­tion it is im­pos­si­ble to re­sist; and in his at­tach­ments he is so dis­creet, that beau­ti­ful and hap­py con­quests may re­gard their lot as more than en­vi­able. Nev­er a syl­la­ble of dis­clo­sure, nev­er a mo­ment’s for­get­ful­ness. Who­ev­er has seen and heard Tyr­cis must love him; who­ev­er loves and is beloved by him, has in­deed found hap­pi­ness.” Saint-Aig­nan here paused; he was en­joy­ing the plea­sure of all these com­pli­ments; and the por­trait he had drawn, how­ev­er grotesque­ly in­flat­ed it might be, had found fa­vor in cer­tain ears, in which the per­fec­tions of the shep­herd did not seem to have been ex­ag­ger­at­ed. Madame begged the or­a­tor to con­tin­ue. “Tyr­cis,” said the comte, “had a faith­ful com­pan­ion, or rather a de­vot­ed ser­vant, whose name was—Amyn­tas.”

			“Ah!” said Madame, arch­ly, “now for the por­trait of Amyn­tas; you are such an ex­cel­lent painter, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Madame—”

			“Oh! comte, do not, I en­treat you, sac­ri­fice poor Amyn­tas; I should nev­er for­give you.”

			“Madame, Amyn­tas is of too hum­ble a po­si­tion, par­tic­u­lar­ly be­side Tyr­cis, for his per­son to be hon­ored by a par­al­lel. There are cer­tain friends who re­sem­ble those fol­low­ers of an­cient times, who caused them­selves to be buried alive at their mas­ters’ feet. Amyn­tas’s place, too, is at the feet of Tyr­cis; he cares for no oth­er; and if, some­times, the il­lus­tri­ous hero—”

			“Il­lus­tri­ous shep­herd, you mean?” said Madame, pre­tend­ing to cor­rect M. de Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Your Roy­al High­ness is right; I was mis­tak­en,” re­turned the courtier; “if, I say, the shep­herd Tyr­cis deigns oc­ca­sion­al­ly to call Amyn­tas his friend, and to open his heart to him, it is an un­par­al­leled fa­vor, which the lat­ter re­gards as the most un­bound­ed fe­lic­i­ty.”

			“All that you say,” in­ter­rupt­ed Madame, “es­tab­lish­es the ex­treme de­vo­tion of Amyn­tas to Tyr­cis, but does not fur­nish us with the por­trait of Amyn­tas. Comte, do not flat­ter him, if you like; but de­scribe him to us. I will have Amyn­tas’s por­trait.” Saint-Aig­nan obeyed, af­ter hav­ing bowed pro­found­ly to His Majesty’s sis­ter-in-law.

			“Amyn­tas,” he said, “is some­what old­er than Tyr­cis; he is not an ill-fa­vored shep­herd; it is even said that the mus­es con­de­scend­ed to smile up­on him at his birth, even as Hebe smiled up­on youth. He is not am­bi­tious of dis­play, but he is am­bi­tious of be­ing loved; and he might not, per­haps, be found un­wor­thy of it, if he were on­ly suf­fi­cient­ly well-known.”

			This lat­ter para­graph, strength­ened by a killing glance, was di­rect­ed straight to Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, who re­ceived them both un­moved. But the mod­esty and tact of the al­lu­sion had pro­duced a good ef­fect; Amyn­tas reaped the ben­e­fit of it in the ap­plause be­stowed up­on him: Tyr­cis’s head even gave the sig­nal for it by a con­sent­ing bow, full of good feel­ing.

			“One evening,” con­tin­ued Saint-Aig­nan, “Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas were walk­ing to­geth­er in the for­est, talk­ing of their love dis­ap­point­ments. Do not for­get, ladies, that the sto­ry of the Dryad is now be­gin­ning, oth­er­wise it would be easy to tell you what Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas, the two most dis­creet shep­herds of the whole earth, were talk­ing about. They reached the thick­est part of the for­est, for the pur­pose of be­ing quite alone, and of con­fid­ing their trou­bles more freely to each oth­er, when sud­den­ly the sound of voic­es struck up­on their ears.”

			“Ah, ah!” said those who sur­round­ed the nar­ra­tor. “Noth­ing can be more in­ter­est­ing.”

			At this point, Madame, like a vig­i­lant gen­er­al in­spect­ing his army, glanced at Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, who could not help winc­ing as they drew them­selves up.

			“These har­mo­nious voic­es,” re­sumed Saint-Aig­nan, “were those of cer­tain shep­herdess­es, who had been like­wise de­sirous of en­joy­ing the cool­ness of the shade, and who, know­ing the iso­lat­ed and al­most un­ap­proach­able sit­u­a­tion of the place, had be­tak­en them­selves there to in­ter­change their ideas up­on—” A loud burst of laugh­ter oc­ca­sioned by this re­mark of Saint-Aig­nan, and an im­per­cep­ti­ble smile of the king, as he looked at Ton­nay-Char­ente, fol­lowed this sal­ly.

			“The Dryad af­firms pos­i­tive­ly,” con­tin­ued Saint-Aig­nan, “that the shep­herdess­es were three in num­ber, and that all three were young and beau­ti­ful.”

			“What were their names?” said Madame, quick­ly.

			“Their names?” said Saint-Aig­nan, who hes­i­tat­ed from fear of com­mit­ting an in­dis­cre­tion.

			“Of course; you call your shep­herds Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas; give your shep­herdess­es names in a sim­i­lar man­ner.”

			“Oh! Madame, I am not an in­ven­tor; I re­late sim­ply what took place as the Dryad re­lat­ed it to me.”

			“What did your Dryad, then, call these shep­herdess­es? You have a very treach­er­ous mem­o­ry, I fear. This Dryad must have fall­en out with the god­dess Mnemosyne.”

			“These shep­herdess­es, Madame? Pray re­mem­ber that it is a crime to be­tray a wom­an’s name.”

			“From which a wom­an ab­solves you, comte, on the con­di­tion that you will re­veal the names of the shep­herdess­es.”

			“Their names were Phyl­lis, Amaryl­lis, and Galatea.”

			“Ex­ceed­ing­ly well!—they have not lost by the de­lay,” said Madame, “and now we have three charm­ing names. But now for their por­traits.”

			Saint-Aig­nan again made a slight move­ment.

			“Nay, comte, let us pro­ceed in due or­der,” re­turned Madame. “Ought we not, sire, to have the por­traits of the shep­herdess­es?”

			The king, who ex­pect­ed this de­ter­mined per­se­ver­ance, and who be­gan to feel some un­easi­ness, did not think it safe to pro­voke so dan­ger­ous an in­ter­roga­tor. He thought, too, that Saint-Aig­nan, in draw­ing the por­traits, would find a means of in­sin­u­at­ing some flat­ter­ing al­lu­sions which would be agree­able to the ears of one His Majesty was in­ter­est­ed in pleas­ing. It was with this hope and with this fear that Louis au­tho­rized Saint-Aig­nan to sketch the por­traits of the shep­herdess­es, Phyl­lis, Amaryl­lis, and Galatea.

			“Very well, then; be it so,” said Saint-Aig­nan, like a man who has made up his mind, and he be­gan.
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			“Phyl­lis,” said Saint-Aig­nan, with a glance of de­fi­ance at Mon­ta­lais, such as a fenc­ing-mas­ter would give who in­vites an an­tag­o­nist wor­thy of him to place him­self on guard, “Phyl­lis is nei­ther fair nor dark, nei­ther tall nor short, nei­ther too grave nor too gay; though but a shep­herdess, she is as wit­ty as a princess, and as co­quet­tish as the most fin­ished flirt that ev­er lived. Noth­ing can equal her ex­cel­lent vi­sion. Her heart yearns for ev­ery­thing her gaze em­braces. She is like a bird, which, al­ways war­bling, at one mo­ment skims the ground, at the next ris­es flut­ter­ing in pur­suit of a but­ter­fly, then rests it­self up­on the top­most branch of a tree, where it de­fies the bird-catch­ers ei­ther to come and seize it or to en­trap it in their nets.” The por­trait bore such a strong re­sem­blance to Mon­ta­lais, that all eyes were di­rect­ed to­wards her; she, how­ev­er, with her head raised, and with a steady, un­moved look, lis­tened to Saint-Aig­nan, as if he were speak­ing of an ut­ter stranger.

			“Is that all, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan?” in­quired the princess.

			“Oh! Your Roy­al High­ness, the por­trait is but a mere sketch, and many more ad­di­tions could be made, but I fear to weary your pa­tience, or of­fend the mod­esty of the shep­herdess, and I shall there­fore pass on to her com­pan­ion, Amaryl­lis.”

			“Very well,” said Madame, “pass on to Amaryl­lis, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, we are all at­ten­tion.”

			“Amaryl­lis is the el­dest of the three, and yet,” Saint-Aig­nan has­tened to add, “this ad­vanced age does not reach twen­ty years.”

			Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, who had slight­ly knit­ted her brows at the com­mence­ment of the de­scrip­tion, un­bent them with a smile.

			“She is tall, with an as­ton­ish­ing abun­dance of beau­ti­ful hair, which she fas­tens in the man­ner of the Gre­cian stat­ues; her walk is full of majesty, her at­ti­tude haughty; she has the air, there­fore, rather of a god­dess than a mere mor­tal, and among the god­dess­es, she most re­sem­bles Di­ana the huntress; with this sole dif­fer­ence, how­ev­er, that the cru­el shep­herdess, hav­ing stolen the quiver of young love, while poor Cu­pid was sleep­ing in a thick­et of ros­es, in­stead of di­rect­ing her ar­rows against the in­hab­i­tants of the for­est, dis­charges them piti­less­ly against all poor shep­herds who pass with­in reach of her bow and of her eyes.”

			“Oh! what a wicked shep­herdess!” said Madame. “She may some day wound her­self with one of those ar­rows she dis­charges, as you say, so mer­ci­less­ly on all sides.”

			“It is the hope of shep­herds, one and all!” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“And that of the shep­herd Amyn­tas in par­tic­u­lar, I sup­pose?” said Madame.

			“The shep­herd Amyn­tas is so timid,” said Saint-Aig­nan, with the most mod­est air he could as­sume, “that if he cher­ish­es such a hope as that, no one has ev­er known any­thing about it, for he con­ceals it in the very depths of his heart.” A flat­ter­ing mur­mur of ap­plause greet­ed this pro­fes­sion of faith on be­half of the shep­herd.

			“And Galatea?” in­quired Madame. “I am im­pa­tient to see a hand so skill­ful as yours con­tin­ue the por­trait where Vir­gil left it, and fin­ish it be­fore our eyes.”

			“Madame,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “I am in­deed a poor dumb post be­side the mighty Vir­gil. Still, en­cour­aged by your de­sire, I will do my best.”

			Saint-Aig­nan ex­tend­ed his foot and hand, and thus be­gan:—“White as milk, she casts up­on the breeze the per­fume of her fair hair tinged with gold­en hues, as are the ears of corn. One is tempt­ed to in­quire if she is not the beau­ti­ful Eu­ropa, who in­spired Jupiter with a ten­der pas­sion as she played with her com­pan­ions in the flow­er-span­gled mead­ows. From her ex­quis­ite eyes, blue as azure heav­en on the clear­est sum­mer day, em­anates a ten­der light, which rever­ie nur­tures, and love dis­pens­es. When she frowns, or bends her looks to­wards the ground, the sun is veiled in to­ken of mourn­ing. When she smiles, on the con­trary, na­ture re­sumes her jol­li­ty, and the birds, for a brief mo­ment si­lenced, recom­mence their songs amid the leafy covert of the trees. Galatea,” said Saint-Aig­nan, in con­clu­sion, “is wor­thy of the ad­mi­ra­tion of the whole world; and if she should ev­er be­stow her heart up­on an­oth­er, hap­py will that man be to whom she con­se­crates her first af­fec­tions.”

			Madame, who had at­ten­tive­ly lis­tened to the por­trait Saint-Aig­nan had drawn, as, in­deed, had all the oth­ers, con­tent­ed her­self with ac­cen­tu­at­ing her ap­pro­ba­tion of the most po­et­ic pas­sage by oc­ca­sion­al in­cli­na­tions of her head; but it was im­pos­si­ble to say if these marks of as­sent were ac­cord­ed to the abil­i­ty of the nar­ra­tor of the re­sem­blance of the por­trait. The con­se­quence, there­fore, was, that as Madame did not open­ly ex­hib­it any ap­pro­ba­tion, no one felt au­tho­rized to ap­plaud, not even Mon­sieur, who se­cret­ly thought that Saint-Aig­nan dwelt too much up­on the por­traits of the shep­herdess­es, and had some­what slight­ing­ly passed over the por­traits of the shep­herds. The whole as­sem­bly seemed sud­den­ly chilled. Saint-Aig­nan, who had ex­haust­ed his rhetor­i­cal skill and his pal­ette of artis­tic tints in sketch­ing the por­trait of Galatea, and who, af­ter the fa­vor with which his oth­er de­scrip­tions had been re­ceived, al­ready imag­ined he could hear the loud­est ap­plause al­lot­ted to this last one, was him­self more dis­ap­point­ed than the king and the rest of the com­pa­ny. A mo­ment’s si­lence fol­lowed, which was at last bro­ken by Madame.

			“Well, sir,” she in­quired, “What is Your Majesty’s opin­ion of these three por­traits?”

			The king, who wished to re­lieve Saint-Aig­nan’s em­bar­rass­ment with­out com­pro­mis­ing him­self, replied, “Why, Amaryl­lis, in my opin­ion, is beau­ti­ful.”

			“For my part,” said Mon­sieur, “I pre­fer Phyl­lis; she is a cap­i­tal girl, or rather a good-sort-of-fel­low of a nymph.”

			A gen­tle laugh fol­lowed, and this time the looks were so di­rect, that Mon­ta­lais felt her­self blush­ing al­most scar­let.

			“Well,” re­sumed Madame, “what were those shep­herdess­es say­ing to each oth­er?”

			Saint-Aig­nan, how­ev­er, whose van­i­ty had been wound­ed, did not feel him­self in a po­si­tion to sus­tain an at­tack of new and re­freshed troops, and mere­ly said, “Madame, the shep­herdess­es were con­fid­ing to one an­oth­er their lit­tle pref­er­ences.”

			“Nay, nay! Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, you are a per­fect stream of pas­toral poesy,” said Madame, with an ami­able smile, which some­what com­fort­ed the nar­ra­tor.

			“They con­fessed that love is a mighty per­il, but that the ab­sence of love is the heart’s sen­tence of death.”

			“What was the con­clu­sion they came to?” in­quired Madame.

			“They came to the con­clu­sion that love was nec­es­sary.”

			“Very good! Did they lay down any con­di­tions?”

			“That of choice, sim­ply,” said Saint-Aig­nan. “I ought even to add—re­mem­ber it is the Dryad who is speak­ing—that one of the shep­herdess­es, Amaryl­lis, I be­lieve, was com­plete­ly op­posed to the ne­ces­si­ty of lov­ing, and yet she did not pos­i­tive­ly de­ny that she had al­lowed the im­age of a cer­tain shep­herd to take refuge in her heart.”

			“Was it Amyn­tas or Tyr­cis?”

			“Amyn­tas, Madame,” said Saint-Aig­nan, mod­est­ly. “But Galatea, the gen­tle and soft-eyed Galatea, im­me­di­ate­ly replied, that nei­ther Amyn­tas, nor Alph­e­si­boeus, nor Tityrus, nor in­deed any of the hand­somest shep­herds of the coun­try, were to be com­pared to Tyr­cis; that Tyr­cis was as su­pe­ri­or to all oth­er men, as the oak to all oth­er trees, as the lily in its majesty to all oth­er flow­ers. She drew even such a por­trait of Tyr­cis that Tyr­cis him­self, who was lis­ten­ing, must have felt tru­ly flat­tered at it, not­with­stand­ing his rank as a shep­herd. Thus Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas had been dis­tin­guished by Phyl­lis and Galatea; and thus had the se­crets of two hearts re­vealed be­neath the shades of evening, and amid the re­cess­es of the woods. Such, Madame, is what the Dryad re­lat­ed to me; she who knows all that takes place in the hol­lows of oaks and grassy dells; she who knows the loves of the birds, and all they wish to con­vey by their songs; she who un­der­stands, in fact, the lan­guage of the wind among the branch­es, the hum­ming of the in­sect with its gold and emer­ald wings in the corol­la of the wild­flow­ers; it was she who re­lat­ed the par­tic­u­lars to me, and I have re­peat­ed them.”

			“And now you have fin­ished, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, have you not?” said Madame, with a smile that made the king trem­ble.

			“Quite fin­ished,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “and but too hap­py if I have been able to amuse Your Roy­al High­ness for a few mo­ments.”

			“Mo­ments which have been too brief,” replied the princess; “for you have re­lat­ed most ad­mirably all you know; but, my dear Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, you have been un­for­tu­nate enough to ob­tain your in­for­ma­tion from one Dryad on­ly, I be­lieve?”

			“Yes, Madame, on­ly from one, I con­fess.”

			“The fact was, that you passed by a lit­tle Na­iad, who pre­tend­ed to know noth­ing at all, and yet knew a great deal more than your Dryad, my dear comte.”

			“A Na­iad!” re­peat­ed sev­er­al voic­es, who be­gan to sus­pect that the sto­ry had a con­tin­u­a­tion.

			“Of course close be­side the oak you are speak­ing of, which, if I am not mis­tak­en, is called the roy­al oak—is it not so, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan?”

			Saint-Aig­nan and the king ex­changed glances.

			“Yes, Madame,” the for­mer replied.

			“Well, close be­side the oak there is a pret­ty lit­tle spring, which runs mur­mur­ing­ly over the peb­bles, be­tween banks of for­get-me-nots and daf­fodils.”

			“I be­lieve you are cor­rect,” said the king, with some un­easi­ness, and lis­ten­ing with some anx­i­ety to his sis­ter-in-law’s nar­ra­tive.

			“Oh! there is one, I can as­sure you,” said Madame; “and the proof of it is, that the Na­iad who re­sides in that lit­tle stream stopped me as I was about to cross.”

			“Ah?” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Yes, in­deed,” con­tin­ued the princess, “and she did so in or­der to com­mu­ni­cate to me many par­tic­u­lars Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan has omit­ted in his recital.”

			“Pray re­late them your­self, then,” said Mon­sieur, “you can re­late sto­ries in such a charm­ing man­ner.” The princess bowed at the con­ju­gal com­pli­ment paid her.

			“I do not pos­sess the po­et­i­cal pow­ers of the comte, nor his abil­i­ty to bring to light the small­est de­tails.”

			“You will not be lis­tened to with less in­ter­est on that ac­count,” said the king, who al­ready per­ceived that some­thing hos­tile was in­tend­ed in his sis­ter-in-law’s sto­ry.

			“I speak, too,” con­tin­ued Madame, “in the name of that poor lit­tle Na­iad, who is in­deed the most charm­ing crea­ture I ev­er met. More­over, she laughed so hearti­ly while she was telling me her sto­ry, that, in pur­suance of that med­i­cal ax­iom that laugh­ter is the finest physic in the world, I ask per­mis­sion to laugh a lit­tle my­self when I rec­ol­lect her words.”

			The king and Saint-Aig­nan, who no­ticed spread­ing over many of the faces present a dis­tant and prophet­ic rip­ple of the laugh­ter Madame an­nounced, fin­ished by look­ing at each oth­er, as if ask­ing them­selves whether there was not some lit­tle con­spir­a­cy con­cealed be­neath these words. But Madame was de­ter­mined to turn the knife in the wound over and over again; she there­fore re­sumed with the air of the most per­fect can­dor, in oth­er words, with the most dan­ger­ous of all her airs: “Well, then, I passed that way,” she said, “and as I found be­neath my steps many fresh flow­ers new­ly blown, no doubt Phyl­lis, Amaryl­lis, Galatea, and all your shep­herdess­es had passed the same way be­fore me.”

			The king bit his lips, for the recital was be­com­ing more and more threat­en­ing. “My lit­tle Na­iad,” con­tin­ued Madame, “was coo­ing over her quaint song in the bed of the rivulet; as I per­ceived that she ac­cost­ed me by touch­ing the hem of my dress, I could not think of re­ceiv­ing her ad­vances un­gra­cious­ly, and more par­tic­u­lar­ly so, since, af­ter all, a di­vin­i­ty, even though she be of a sec­ond grade, is al­ways of greater im­por­tance than a mor­tal, though a princess. I there­upon ac­cost­ed the Na­iad, and burst­ing in­to laugh­ter, this is what she said to me:

			“ ‘Fan­cy, princess …’ You un­der­stand, sire, it is the Na­iad who is speak­ing?”

			The king bowed as­sent­ing­ly; and Madame con­tin­ued:—“ ‘Fan­cy, princess, the banks of my lit­tle stream have just wit­nessed a most amus­ing scene. Two shep­herds, full of cu­rios­i­ty, even in­dis­creet­ly so, have al­lowed them­selves to be mys­ti­fied in a most amus­ing man­ner by three nymphs, or three shep­herdess­es’—I beg your par­don, but I do not now re­mem­ber if it was nymphs or shep­herdess­es she said; but it does not much mat­ter, so we will con­tin­ue.”

			The king, at this open­ing, col­ored vis­i­bly, and Saint-Aig­nan, com­plete­ly los­ing coun­te­nance, be­gan to open his eyes in the great­est pos­si­ble anx­i­ety.

			“ ‘The two shep­herds,’ pur­sued my nymph, still laugh­ing, ‘fol­lowed in the wake of the three young ladies,’—no, I mean, of the three nymphs; for­give me, I ought to say, of the three shep­herdess­es. It is not al­ways wise to do that, for it may be awk­ward for those who are fol­lowed. I ap­peal to all the ladies present, and not one of them, I am sure, will con­tra­dict me.”

			The king, who was much dis­turbed by what he sus­pect­ed was about to fol­low, sig­ni­fied his as­sent by a ges­ture.

			“ ‘But,’ con­tin­ued the Na­iad, ‘the shep­herdess­es had no­ticed Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas glid­ing in­to the wood, and, by the light of the moon, they had rec­og­nized them through the grove of the trees.’ Ah, you laugh!” in­ter­rupt­ed Madame; “wait, wait, you are not yet at the end.”

			The king turned pale; Saint-Aig­nan wiped his fore­head, now dewed with per­spi­ra­tion. Among the groups of ladies present could be heard smoth­ered laugh­ter and stealthy whis­pers.

			“ ‘The shep­herdess­es, I was say­ing, notic­ing how in­dis­creet the two shep­herds were, pro­ceed­ed to sit down at the foot of the roy­al oak; and, when they per­ceived that their over­cu­ri­ous lis­ten­ers were suf­fi­cient­ly near, so that not a syl­la­ble of what they might say could be lost, they ad­dressed to­wards them very in­no­cent­ly, in the most art­less man­ner in the world in­deed, a pas­sion­ate dec­la­ra­tion, which from the van­i­ty nat­u­ral to all men, and even to the most sen­ti­men­tal of shep­herds, seemed to the two lis­ten­ers as sweet as hon­ey.’ ”

			The king, at these words, which the as­sem­bly was un­able to hear with­out laugh­ing, could not re­strain a flash of anger dart­ing from his eyes. As for Saint-Aig­nan, he let his head fall up­on his breast, and con­cealed, un­der a sil­ly laugh, the ex­treme an­noy­ance he felt.

			“Oh,” said the king, draw­ing him­self up to his full height, “up­on my word, that is a most amus­ing jest, cer­tain­ly; but, re­al­ly and tru­ly, are you sure you quite un­der­stood the lan­guage of the Na­iads?”

			“The comte, sire, pre­tends to have per­fect­ly un­der­stood that of the Dryads,” re­tort­ed Madame, ici­ly.

			“No doubt,” said the king; “but you know the comte has the weak­ness to as­pire to be­come a mem­ber of the Acad­e­my, so that, with this ob­ject in view, he has learnt all sorts of things of which very hap­pi­ly you are ig­no­rant; and it might pos­si­bly hap­pen that the lan­guage of the Nymph of the Wa­ters might be among the num­ber of things you have not stud­ied.”

			“Of course, sire,” replied Madame, “for facts of that na­ture one does not al­to­geth­er re­ly up­on one’s self alone; a wom­an’s ear is not in­fal­li­ble, so says Saint Au­gus­tine; and I, there­fore, wished to sat­is­fy my­self by oth­er opin­ions be­side my own, and as my Na­iad, who, in her char­ac­ter of a god­dess, is poly­glot—is not that the ex­pres­sion, M. de Saint-Aig­nan?”

			“I be­lieve so,” said the lat­ter, quite out of coun­te­nance.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued the princess, “as my Na­iad, who, in her char­ac­ter of a god­dess, had at first spo­ken to me in Eng­lish, I feared, as you sug­gest, that I might have mis­un­der­stood her, and I re­quest­ed Mes­de­moi­selles de Mon­ta­lais, de Ton­nay-Char­ente, and de La Val­lière, to come to me, beg­ging my Na­iad to re­peat to me in the French lan­guage, the recital she had al­ready com­mu­ni­cat­ed to me in Eng­lish.”

			“And did she do so?” in­quired the king.

			“Oh, she is the most po­lite di­vin­i­ty it is pos­si­ble to imag­ine! Yes, sire, she did so; so that no doubt what­ev­er re­mains on the sub­ject. Is it not so, young ladies?” said the princess, turn­ing to­wards the left of her army; “did not the Na­iad say pre­cise­ly what I have re­lat­ed, and have I, in any one par­tic­u­lar, ex­ceed­ed the truth, Phyl­lis? I beg your par­don, I mean Made­moi­selle Au­re de Mon­ta­lais?”

			“Pre­cise­ly as you have stat­ed, Madame,” ar­tic­u­lat­ed Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, very dis­tinct­ly.

			“Is it true, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente?”

			“The per­fect truth,” replied Athenaïs, in a voice quite as firm, but not yet so dis­tinct.

			“And you, La Val­lière?” asked Madame.

			The poor girl felt the king’s ar­dent look fixed up­on her—she dared not de­ny—she dared not tell a false­hood; she mere­ly bowed her head; and ev­ery­body took it for a to­ken of as­sent. Her head, how­ev­er, was not raised again, chilled as she was by a cold­ness more bit­ter than that of death. This triple tes­ti­mo­ny over­whelmed the king. As for Saint-Aig­nan, he did not even at­tempt to dis­sem­ble his de­spair, and, hard­ly know­ing what he said, he stam­mered out, “An ex­cel­lent jest! ad­mirably played!”

			“A just pun­ish­ment for cu­rios­i­ty,” said the king, in a hoarse voice. “Oh! who would think, af­ter the chas­tise­ment that Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas had suf­fered, of en­deav­or­ing to sur­prise what is pass­ing in the heart of shep­herdess­es? As­sured­ly I shall not, for one; and, you, gen­tle­men?”

			“Nor I! nor I!” re­peat­ed, in a cho­rus, the group of courtiers.

			Madame was filled with tri­umph at the king’s an­noy­ance; and was full of de­light, think­ing that her sto­ry had been, or was to be, the ter­mi­na­tion of the whole af­fair. As for Mon­sieur, who had laughed at the two sto­ries with­out com­pre­hend­ing any­thing about them, he turned to­wards de Guiche, and said to him, “Well, comte, you say noth­ing; can you not find some­thing to say? Do you pity M. Tyr­cis and M. Amyn­tas, for in­stance?”

			“I pity them with all my soul,” replied de Guiche; “for, in very truth, love is so sweet a fan­cy, that to lose it, fan­cy though it may be, is to lose more than life it­self. If, there­fore, these two shep­herds thought them­selves beloved—if they were hap­py in that idea, and if, in­stead of that hap­pi­ness, they meet not on­ly that emp­ty void which re­sem­bles death, but jeers and jests at love it­self, which is worse than a thou­sand deaths—in that case, I say that Tyr­cis and Amyn­tas are the two most un­hap­py men I know.”

			“And you are right, too, Mon­sieur de Guiche,” said the king; “for, in fact, the in­jury in ques­tion is a very hard re­turn for a lit­tle harm­less cu­rios­i­ty.”

			“That is as much to say, then, that the sto­ry of my Na­iad has dis­pleased the king?” asked Madame, in­no­cent­ly.

			“Nay, Madame, un­de­ceive your­self,” said Louis, tak­ing the princess by the hand; “your Na­iad, on the con­trary, has pleased me, and the more so, be­cause she was so truth­ful, and be­cause her tale, I ought to add, is con­firmed by the tes­ti­mo­ny of unim­peach­able wit­ness­es.”

			These words fell up­on La Val­lière, ac­com­pa­nied by a look that no one, from Socrates to Mon­taigne, could have ex­act­ly de­fined. The look and the king’s re­mark suc­ceed­ed in over­pow­er­ing the un­hap­py girl, who, with her head up­on Mon­ta­lais’s shoul­der, seemed to have faint­ed away. The king rose, with­out re­mark­ing this cir­cum­stance, of which no one, more­over, took any no­tice, and, con­trary to his usu­al cus­tom, for gen­er­al­ly he re­mained late in Madame’s apart­ments, he took his leave, and re­tired to his own side of the palace. Saint-Aig­nan fol­lowed him, leav­ing the rooms in as much de­spair as he had en­tered them with de­light. Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, less sen­si­tive than La Val­lière, was not much fright­ened, and did not faint. How­ev­er, it may be that the last look of Saint-Aig­nan had hard­ly been so ma­jes­tic as the king’s.
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			The king re­turned to his apart­ments with hur­ried steps. The rea­son he walked as fast as he did was prob­a­bly to avoid tot­ter­ing in his gait. He seemed to leave be­hind him as he went along a trace of a mys­te­ri­ous sor­row. That gayety of man­ner, which ev­ery­one had re­marked in him on his ar­rival, and which they had been de­light­ed to per­ceive, had not per­haps been un­der­stood in its true sense: but his stormy de­par­ture, his dis­or­dered coun­te­nance, all knew, or at least thought they could tell the rea­son of. Madame’s lev­i­ty of man­ner, her some­what bit­ter jests—bit­ter for per­sons of a sen­si­tive dis­po­si­tion, and par­tic­u­lar­ly for one of the king’s char­ac­ter; the great re­sem­blance which nat­u­ral­ly ex­ist­ed be­tween the king and an or­di­nary mor­tal, were among the rea­sons as­signed for the pre­cip­i­tate and un­ex­pect­ed de­par­ture of His Majesty. Madame, keen-sight­ed enough in oth­er re­spects, did not, how­ev­er, at first see any­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary in it. It was quite suf­fi­cient for her to have in­flict­ed some slight wound up­on the van­i­ty or self-es­teem of one who, so soon for­get­ting the en­gage­ments he had con­tract­ed, seemed to have un­der­tak­en to dis­dain, with­out cause, the no­blest and high­est prize in France. It was not an unim­por­tant mat­ter for Madame, in the present po­si­tion of af­fairs, to let the king per­ceive the dif­fer­ence which ex­ist­ed be­tween the be­stow­al of his af­fec­tions on one in a high sta­tion, and the run­ning af­ter each pass­ing fan­cy, like a youth fresh from the prov­inces. With re­gard to those high­er placed af­fec­tions, rec­og­niz­ing their dig­ni­ty and their il­lim­itable in­flu­ence, ac­knowl­edg­ing in them a cer­tain eti­quette and dis­play—a monarch not on­ly did not act in a man­ner deroga­to­ry to his high po­si­tion, but found even re­pose, se­cu­ri­ty, mys­tery, and gen­er­al re­spect there­in. On the con­trary, in the de­base­ment of a com­mon or hum­ble at­tach­ment, he would en­counter, even among his mean­est sub­jects, carp­ing and sar­cas­tic re­marks; he would for­feit his char­ac­ter of in­fal­li­bil­i­ty and in­vi­o­la­bil­i­ty. Hav­ing de­scend­ed to the re­gion of pet­ty hu­man mis­eries, he would be sub­ject­ed to pal­try con­tentions. In one word, to con­vert the roy­al di­vin­i­ty in­to a mere mor­tal by strik­ing at his heart, or rather even at his face, like the mean­est of his sub­jects, was to in­flict a ter­ri­ble blow up­on the pride of that gen­er­ous na­ture. Louis was more eas­i­ly cap­ti­vat­ed by van­i­ty than af­fec­tion. Madame had wise­ly cal­cu­lat­ed her vengeance, and it has been seen, al­so, in what man­ner she car­ried it out. Let it not be sup­posed, how­ev­er, that Madame pos­sessed such ter­ri­ble pas­sions as the hero­ines of the Mid­dle Ages, or that she re­gard­ed things from a pes­simistic point of view; on the con­trary, Madame, young, ami­able, of cul­ti­vat­ed in­tel­lect, co­quet­tish, lov­ing in her na­ture, but rather from fan­cy, or imag­i­na­tion, or am­bi­tion, than from her heart—Madame, we say, on the con­trary, in­au­gu­rat­ed that epoch of light and fleet­ing amuse­ments, which dis­tin­guished the hun­dred and twen­ty years that in­ter­vened be­tween the mid­dle of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry, and the last quar­ter of the eigh­teenth. Madame saw, there­fore, or rather fan­cied she saw, things un­der their true as­pect; she knew that the king, her au­gust broth­er-in-law, had been the first to ridicule the hum­ble La Val­lière, and that, in ac­cor­dance with his usu­al cus­tom, it was hard­ly prob­a­ble he would ev­er love the per­son who had ex­cit­ed his laugh­ter, even had it been on­ly for a mo­ment. More­over, was not her van­i­ty ev­er present, that evil in­flu­ence which plays so im­por­tant a part in that com­e­dy of dra­mat­ic in­ci­dents called the life of a wom­an? Did not her van­i­ty tell her, aloud, in a sub­dued voice, in a whis­per, in ev­ery va­ri­ety of tone, that she could not, in re­al­i­ty, she a princess, young, beau­ti­ful, and rich, be com­pared to the poor La Val­lière, as youth­ful as her­self it is true, but far less pret­ty, cer­tain­ly, and ut­ter­ly with­out mon­ey, pro­tec­tors, or po­si­tion? And sur­prise need not be ex­cit­ed with re­spect to Madame; for it is known that the great­est char­ac­ters are those who flat­ter them­selves the most in the com­par­isons they draw be­tween them­selves and oth­ers, be­tween oth­ers and them­selves. It may per­haps be asked what was Madame’s mo­tive for an at­tack so skill­ful­ly con­ceived and ex­e­cut­ed. Why was there such a dis­play of forces, if it were not se­ri­ous­ly her in­ten­tion to dis­lodge the king from a heart that had nev­er been oc­cu­pied be­fore, in which he seemed dis­posed to take refuge? Was there any ne­ces­si­ty, then, for Madame to at­tach so great an im­por­tance to La Val­lière, if she did not fear her? Yet Madame did not fear La Val­lière in that di­rec­tion in which an his­to­ri­an, who knows ev­ery­thing, sees in­to the fu­ture, or rather, the past. Madame was nei­ther a prophet­ess nor a sibyl; nor could she, any more than an­oth­er, read what was writ­ten in that ter­ri­ble and fa­tal book of the fu­ture, which records in its most se­cret pages the most se­ri­ous events. No, Madame de­sired sim­ply to pun­ish the king for hav­ing availed him­self of se­cret means al­to­geth­er fem­i­nine in their na­ture; she wished to prove to him that if he made use of of­fen­sive weapons of that na­ture, she, a wom­an of ready wit and high de­scent, would as­sured­ly dis­cov­er in the ar­se­nal of her imag­i­na­tion de­fen­sive weapons proof even against the thrusts of a monarch. More­over, she wished him to learn that, in a war of that de­scrip­tion, kings are held of no ac­count, or, at all events, that kings who fight on their own be­half, like or­di­nary in­di­vid­u­als, may wit­ness the fall of their crown in the first en­counter; and that, in fact, if he had ex­pect­ed to be adored by all the ladies of the court from the very first, from a con­fi­dent re­liance on his mere ap­pear­ance, it was a pre­ten­sion which was most pre­pos­ter­ous and in­sult­ing even, for cer­tain per­sons who filled a high­er po­si­tion than oth­ers, and that a les­son taught in sea­son to this roy­al per­son­age, who as­sumed too high and haughty a car­riage, would be ren­der­ing him a great ser­vice. Such, in­deed, were Madame’s re­flec­tions with re­spect to the king. The se­quel it­self was not thought of. And in this man­ner, it will be seen that she had ex­er­cised her in­flu­ence over the minds of her maids of hon­or, and with all its ac­com­pa­ny­ing de­tails, had ar­ranged the com­e­dy which had just been act­ed. The king was com­plete­ly be­wil­dered by it; for the first time since he had es­caped from the tram­mels of M. de Mazarin, he found him­self treat­ed as a man. Sim­i­lar sever­i­ty from any of his sub­jects would have been at once re­sist­ed by him. Strength comes with bat­tle. But to match one’s self with wom­en, to be at­tacked by them, to have been im­posed up­on by mere girls from the coun­try, who had come from Blois ex­press­ly for that pur­pose; it was the depth of dis­hon­or for a young sov­er­eign full of the pride his per­son­al ad­van­tages and roy­al pow­er in­spired him with. There was noth­ing he could do—nei­ther re­proach­es, nor ex­ile—nor could he even show the an­noy­ance he felt. To man­i­fest vex­a­tion would have been to ad­mit that he had been touched, like Ham­let, by a sword from which the but­ton had been re­moved—the sword of ridicule. To show an­i­mos­i­ty against wom­en—hu­mil­i­a­tion! es­pe­cial­ly when the wom­en in ques­tion have laugh­ter on their side, as a means of vengeance. If, in­stead of leav­ing all the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of the af­fair to these wom­en, one of the courtiers had had any­thing to do with the in­trigue, how de­light­ed­ly would Louis have seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty of turn­ing the Bastille to per­son­al ac­count. But there, again, the king’s anger paused, checked by rea­son. To be the mas­ter of armies, of pris­ons, of an al­most di­vine au­thor­i­ty, and to ex­ert such majesty and might in the ser­vice of a pet­ty grudge, would be un­wor­thy not on­ly of a monarch, but even of a man. It was nec­es­sary, there­fore, sim­ply to swal­low the af­front in si­lence, and to wear his usu­al gen­tle­ness and gra­cious­ness of ex­pres­sion. It was es­sen­tial to treat Madame as a friend. As a friend!—Well, and why not? Ei­ther Madame had been the in­sti­ga­tor of the af­fair, or the af­fair it­self had found her pas­sive. If she had been the in­sti­ga­tor of it, it cer­tain­ly was a bold mea­sure on her part, but, at all events, it was but nat­u­ral in her. Who was it that had sought her in the ear­li­est mo­ments of her mar­ried life to whis­per words of love in her ear? Who was it that had dared to cal­cu­late the pos­si­bil­i­ty of com­mit­ting a crime against the mar­riage vow—a crime, too, still more de­plorable on ac­count of the re­la­tion­ship be­tween them? Who was it that, shield­ed be­hind his roy­al au­thor­i­ty, had said to this young crea­ture: be not afraid, love but the king of France, who is above all, and a move­ment of whose sceptered hand will pro­tect you against all at­tacks, even from your own re­morse? And she had lis­tened to and obeyed the roy­al voice, had been in­flu­enced by his en­snar­ing tones; and when, moral­ly speak­ing, she had sac­ri­ficed her hon­or in lis­ten­ing to him, she saw her­self re­paid for her sac­ri­fice by an in­fi­deli­ty the more hu­mil­i­at­ing, since it was oc­ca­sioned by a wom­an far be­neath her in the world.

			Had Madame, there­fore, been the in­sti­ga­tor of the re­venge, she would have been right. If, on the con­trary, she had re­mained pas­sive in the whole af­fair, what grounds had the king to be an­gry with her on that ac­count? Was it for her to re­strain, or rather could she re­strain, the chat­ter­ing of a few coun­try girls? and was it for her, by an ex­cess of zeal that might have been mis­in­ter­pret­ed, to check, at the risk of in­creas­ing it, the im­per­ti­nence of their con­duct? All these var­i­ous rea­son­ings were like so many ac­tu­al stings to the king’s pride; but when he had care­ful­ly, in his own mind, gone over all the var­i­ous caus­es of com­plaint, Louis was sur­prised, up­on due re­flec­tion—in oth­er words, af­ter the wound has been dressed—to find that there were oth­er caus­es of suf­fer­ing, se­cret, un­en­durable, and un­re­vealed. There was one cir­cum­stance he dared not con­fess, even to him­self; name­ly, that the acute pain from which he was suf­fer­ing had its seat in his heart. The fact is, he had per­mit­ted his heart to be grat­i­fied by La Val­lière’s in­no­cent con­fu­sion. He had dreamed of a pure af­fec­tion—of an af­fec­tion for Louis the man, and not the sov­er­eign—of an af­fec­tion free from all self-in­ter­est; and his heart, sim­pler and more youth­ful than he had imag­ined it to be, had to meet that oth­er heart that had re­vealed it­self to him by its as­pi­ra­tions. The com­mon­est thing in the com­pli­cat­ed his­to­ry of love, is the dou­ble in­oc­u­la­tion of love to which any two hearts are sub­ject­ed; the one loves near­ly al­ways be­fore the oth­er, in the same way that the lat­ter fin­ish­es near­ly al­ways by lov­ing af­ter the oth­er. In this way, the elec­tric cur­rent is es­tab­lished, in pro­por­tion to the in­ten­si­ty of the pas­sion which is first kin­dled. The more Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière showed her af­fec­tion, the more the king’s af­fec­tion had in­creased. And it was pre­cise­ly that which had an­noyed His Majesty. For it was now fair­ly demon­strat­ed to him, that no sym­pa­thet­ic cur­rent had been the means of hur­ry­ing his heart away in its course, be­cause there had been no con­fes­sion of love in the case—be­cause the con­fes­sion was, in fact, an in­sult to­wards the man and to­wards the sov­er­eign; and fi­nal­ly, be­cause—and the word, too, burnt like a hot iron—be­cause, in fact, it was noth­ing but a mys­ti­fi­ca­tion af­ter all. This girl, there­fore, who, in strict­ness, could not lay claim to beau­ty, or birth, or great in­tel­li­gence—who had been se­lect­ed by Madame her­self, on ac­count of her un­pre­tend­ing po­si­tion, had not on­ly aroused the king’s re­gard, but had, more­over, treat­ed him with dis­dain—he, the king, a man who, like an east­ern po­ten­tate, had but to be­stow a glance, to in­di­cate with his fin­ger, to throw his hand­ker­chief. And, since the pre­vi­ous evening, his mind had been so ab­sorbed with this girl that he could think and dream of noth­ing else. Since the pre­vi­ous evening his imag­i­na­tion had been oc­cu­pied by cloth­ing her im­age with charms to which she could not lay claim. In very truth, he whom such vast in­ter­ests sum­moned, and whom so many wom­en smiled up­on invit­ing­ly, had, since the pre­vi­ous evening, con­se­crat­ed ev­ery mo­ment of his time, ev­ery throb of his heart, to this sole dream. It was, in­deed, ei­ther too much, or not suf­fi­cient. The in­dig­na­tion of the king, mak­ing him for­get ev­ery­thing, and, among oth­ers, that Saint-Aig­nan was present, was poured out in the most vi­o­lent im­pre­ca­tions. True it is, that Saint-Aig­nan had tak­en refuge in a cor­ner of the room; and from his cor­ner, re­gard­ed the tem­pest pass­ing over. His own per­son­al dis­ap­point­ment seemed con­temptible, in com­par­i­son with the anger of the king. He com­pared with his own pet­ty van­i­ty the prodi­gious pride of of­fend­ed majesty; and, be­ing well read in the hearts of kings in gen­er­al, and in those of pow­er­ful kings in par­tic­u­lar, he be­gan to ask him­self if this weight of anger, as yet held in sus­pense, would not soon ter­mi­nate by fall­ing up­on his own head, for the very rea­son that oth­ers were guilty, and he in­no­cent. In point of fact, the king, all at once, did ar­rest his hur­ried pace; and, fix­ing a look full of anger up­on Saint-Aig­nan, sud­den­ly cried out: “And you, Saint-Aig­nan?”

			Saint-Aig­nan made a sign which was in­tend­ed to sig­ni­fy, “Well, sire?”

			“Yes; you have been as sil­ly as my­self, I think.”

			“Sire,” stam­mered out Saint-Aig­nan.

			“You per­mit­ted us to be de­ceived by this shame­less trick.”

			“Sire,” said Saint-Aig­nan, whose ag­i­ta­tion was such as to make him trem­ble in ev­ery limb, “let me en­treat Your Majesty not to ex­as­per­ate your­self. Wom­en, you know, are char­ac­ters full of im­per­fec­tions, cre­at­ed for the mis­for­tune of mankind: to ex­pect any­thing good from them is to re­quire them to per­form im­pos­si­bil­i­ties.”

			The king, who had the great­est con­sid­er­a­tion for him­self, and who had be­gun to ac­quire over his emo­tions that com­mand which he pre­served over them all his life, per­ceived that he was do­ing an out­rage to his own dig­ni­ty in dis­play­ing so much an­i­mos­i­ty about so tri­fling an ob­ject. “No,” he said, hasti­ly; “you are mis­tak­en, Saint-Aig­nan; I am not an­gry; I can on­ly won­der that we should have been turned in­to ridicule so clev­er­ly and with such au­dac­i­ty by these young girls. I am par­tic­u­lar­ly sur­prised that, al­though we might have in­formed our­selves ac­cu­rate­ly on the sub­ject, we were sil­ly enough to leave the mat­ter for our own hearts to de­cide.”

			“The heart, sire, is an or­gan which re­quires pos­i­tive­ly to be re­duced to its ma­te­ri­al func­tions, but which, for the sake of hu­man­i­ty’s peace of mind, should be de­prived of all its meta­phys­i­cal in­cli­na­tions. For my own part, I con­fess, when I saw that Your Majesty’s heart was so tak­en up by this lit­tle—”

			“My heart tak­en up! I! My mind might, per­haps, have been so; but as for my heart, it was—” Louis again per­ceived that, in or­der to fill one gulf, he was about to dig an­oth­er. “Be­sides,” he added, “I have no fault to find with the girl. I was quite aware that she was in love with some­one else.”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne. I in­formed Your Majesty of the cir­cum­stance.”

			“You did so: but you were not the first who told me. The Comte de la Fère had so­licit­ed from me Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s hand for his son. And, on his re­turn from Eng­land, the mar­riage shall be cel­e­brat­ed, since they love each oth­er.”

			“I rec­og­nize Your Majesty’s great gen­eros­i­ty of dis­po­si­tion in that act.”

			“So, Saint-Aig­nan, we will cease to oc­cu­py our­selves with these mat­ters any longer,” said Louis.

			“Yes, we will di­gest the af­front, sire,” replied the courtier, with res­ig­na­tion.

			“Be­sides, it will be an easy mat­ter to do so,” said the king, check­ing a sigh.

			“And, by way of a be­gin­ning, I will set about the com­po­si­tion of an epi­gram up­on all three of them. I will call it ‘The Na­iad and Dryad,’ which will please Madame.”

			“Do so, Saint-Aig­nan, do so,” said the king, in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “You shall read me your vers­es; they will amuse me. Ah! it does not sig­ni­fy, Saint-Aig­nan,” added the king, like a man breath­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty, “the blow re­quires more than hu­man strength to sup­port in a dig­ni­fied man­ner.” As the king thus spoke, as­sum­ing an air of the most an­gel­ic pa­tience, one of the ser­vants in at­ten­dance knocked gen­tly at the door. Saint-Aig­nan drew aside, out of re­spect.

			“Come in,” said the king. The ser­vant par­tial­ly opened the door. “What is it?” in­quired Louis.

			The ser­vant held out a let­ter of a tri­an­gu­lar shape. “For Your Majesty,” he said.

			“From whom?”

			“I do not know. One of the of­fi­cers on du­ty gave it to me.”

			The valet, in obe­di­ence to a ges­ture of the king, hand­ed him the let­ter. The king ad­vanced to­wards the can­dles, opened the note, read the sig­na­ture, and ut­tered a loud cry. Saint-Aig­nan was suf­fi­cient­ly re­spect­ful not to look on; but, with­out look­ing on, he saw and heard all, and ran to­wards the king, who with a ges­ture dis­missed the ser­vant. “Oh, heav­ens!” said the king, as he read the note.

			“Is Your Majesty un­well?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan, stretch­ing for­ward his arms.

			“No, no, Saint-Aig­nan—read!” and he hand­ed him the note.

			Saint-Aig­nan’s eyes fell up­on the sig­na­ture. “La Val­lière!” he ex­claimed. “Oh, sire!”

			“Read, read!”

			And Saint-Aig­nan read:

			
				“For­give my im­por­tu­ni­ty, sire; and for­give, al­so, the ab­sence of the for­mal­i­ties which may be want­ing in this let­ter. A note seems to be more speedy and more ur­gent than a dis­patch. I ven­ture, there­fore, to ad­dress this note to Your Majesty. I have re­tired to my own room, over­come with grief and fa­tigue, sire; and I im­plore Your Majesty to grant me the fa­vor of an au­di­ence, which will en­able me to con­fess the truth to my sov­er­eign.

				
					“Louise de La Val­lière.”

				
			

			“Well?” asked the king, tak­ing the let­ter from Saint-Aig­nan’s hands, who was com­plete­ly be­wil­dered by what he had just read.

			“Well!” re­peat­ed Saint-Aig­nan.

			“What do you think of it?”

			“I hard­ly know.”

			“Still, what is your opin­ion?”

			“Sire, the young la­dy must have heard the mut­ter­ing of the thun­der, and has got fright­ened.”

			“Fright­ened at what?” asked Louis with dig­ni­ty.

			“Why, Your Majesty has a thou­sand rea­sons to be an­gry with the au­thor or au­thors of so haz­ardous a joke; and, if Your Majesty’s mem­o­ry were to be awak­ened in a dis­agree­able sense, it would be a per­pet­u­al men­ace hang­ing over the head of this im­pru­dent girl.”

			“Saint-Aig­nan, I do not think as you do.”

			“Your Majesty doubt­less sees more clear­ly than my­self.”

			“Well! I see af­flic­tion and re­straint in these lines; more par­tic­u­lar­ly since I re­call some of the de­tails of the scene which took place this evening in Madame’s apart­ments—” The king sud­den­ly stopped, leav­ing his mean­ing un­ex­pressed.

			“In fact,” re­sumed Saint-Aig­nan, “Your Majesty will grant an au­di­ence; noth­ing is clear­er than that.”

			“I will do bet­ter, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“What is that, sire?”

			“Put on your cloak.”

			“But, sire—”

			“You know the suite of rooms where Madame’s maids of hon­or are lodged?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“You know some means of ob­tain­ing an en­trance there.”

			“As far as that is con­cerned, I do not.”

			“At all events, you must be ac­quaint­ed with some­one there.”

			“Re­al­ly, Your Majesty is the source of ev­ery good idea.”

			“You do know some­one, then. Who is it?”

			“I know a cer­tain gen­tle­man, who is on very good terms with a cer­tain young la­dy there.”

			“One of the maids of hon­or?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“With Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, I sup­pose?” said the king, laugh­ing.

			“For­tu­nate­ly, no, sire; with Mon­ta­lais.”

			“What is his name?”

			“Mal­icorne.”

			“And you can de­pend on him?”

			“I be­lieve so, sire. He ought to have a key of some sort in his pos­ses­sion; and if he should hap­pen to have one, as I have done him a ser­vice, why, he will let us have it.”

			“Noth­ing could be bet­ter. Let us set off im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			The king threw his cloak over Saint-Aig­nan’s shoul­ders, asked him for his, and both went out in­to the vestibule.
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			Saint-Aig­nan stopped at the foot of the stair­case lead­ing to the en­tresol, where the maids of hon­or were lodged, and to the first floor, where Madame’s apart­ments were sit­u­at­ed. Then, by means of one of the ser­vants who was pass­ing, he sent to ap­prise Mal­icorne, who was still with Mon­sieur. Af­ter hav­ing wait­ed ten min­utes, Mal­icorne ar­rived, full of self-im­por­tance. The king drew back to­wards the dark­est part of the vestibule. Saint-Aig­nan, on the con­trary, ad­vanced to meet him, but at the first words, in­di­cat­ing his wish, Mal­icorne drew back abrupt­ly.

			“Oh, oh!” he said, “you want me to in­tro­duce you in­to the rooms of the maids of hon­or?”

			“Yes.”

			“You know very well that I can­not do any­thing of the kind, with­out be­ing made ac­quaint­ed with your ob­ject.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, my dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, it is quite im­pos­si­ble for me to give you any ex­pla­na­tion; you must there­fore con­fide in me as in a friend who got you out of a great dif­fi­cul­ty yes­ter­day, and who now begs you to draw him out of one to­day.”

			“Yet I told you, Mon­sieur, what my ob­ject was; which was, not to sleep out in the open air, and any man might ex­press the same wish, whilst you, how­ev­er, ad­mit noth­ing.”

			“Be­lieve me, my dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne,” Saint-Aig­nan per­sist­ed, “that if I were per­mit­ted to ex­plain my­self, I would do so.”

			“In that case, my dear Mon­sieur, it is im­pos­si­ble for me to al­low you to en­ter Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais’s apart­ment.”

			“Why so?”

			“You know why, bet­ter than any­one else, since you caught me on the wall pay­ing my ad­dress­es to Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais; it would, there­fore, be an ex­cess of kind­ness on my part, you will ad­mit, since I am pay­ing my at­ten­tions to her, to open the door of her room to you.”

			“But who told you it was on her ac­count I asked you for the key?”

			“For whom, then?”

			“She does not lodge there alone, I sup­pose?”

			“No, cer­tain­ly; for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière shares her rooms with her; but, re­al­ly, you have noth­ing more to do with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière than with Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, and there are on­ly two men to whom I would give this key; to M. de Bragelonne, if he begged me to give it to him, and to the king, if he com­mand­ed me.”

			“In that case, give me the key, Mon­sieur: I or­der you to do so,” said the king, ad­vanc­ing from the ob­scu­ri­ty, and par­tial­ly open­ing his cloak. “Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais will step down to talk with you, while we go up­stairs to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, for, in fact, it is she on­ly whom we de­sire to see.”

			“The king!” ex­claimed Mal­icorne, bow­ing to the very ground.

			“Yes, the king,” said Louis, smil­ing: “the king, who is as pleased with your re­sis­tance as with your ca­pit­u­la­tion. Rise, Mon­sieur, and ren­der us the ser­vice we re­quest of you.”

			“I obey, Your Majesty,” said Mal­icorne, lead­ing the way up the stair­case.

			“Get Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais to come down,” said the king, “and do not breathe a word to her of my vis­it.”

			Mal­icorne bowed in to­ken of obe­di­ence, and pro­ceed­ed up the stair­case. But the king, af­ter a hasty re­flec­tion, fol­lowed him, and that, too, with such ra­pid­i­ty, that, al­though Mal­icorne was al­ready more than half­way up the stair­case, the king reached the room at the same mo­ment. He then ob­served, by the door which re­mained half-opened be­hind Mal­icorne, La Val­lière, sit­ting in an arm­chair with her head thrown back, and in the op­po­site cor­ner Mon­ta­lais, who, in her dress­ing-gown, was stand­ing be­fore a look­ing-glass, en­gaged in ar­rang­ing her hair, and par­ley­ing the while with Mal­icorne. The king hur­ried­ly opened the door and en­tered the room. Mon­ta­lais called out at the noise made by the open­ing of the door, and, rec­og­niz­ing the king, made her es­cape. La Val­lière rose from her seat, like a dead per­son gal­va­nized, and then fell back in her arm­chair. The king ad­vanced slow­ly to­wards her.

			“You wished for an au­di­ence, I be­lieve,” he said cold­ly. “I am ready to hear you. Speak.”

			Saint-Aig­nan, faith­ful to his char­ac­ter of be­ing deaf, blind, and dumb, had sta­tioned him­self in a cor­ner of the door, up­on a stool which by chance he found there. Con­cealed by the ta­pes­try which cov­ered the door­way, and lean­ing his back against the wall, he could thus lis­ten with­out be­ing seen; re­sign­ing him­self to the post of a good watch­dog, who pa­tient­ly waits and watch­es with­out ev­er get­ting in his mas­ter’s way.

			La Val­lière, ter­ror-strick­en at the king’s ir­ri­tat­ed as­pect, rose a sec­ond time, and as­sum­ing a pos­ture full of hu­mil­i­ty and en­treaty, mur­mured, “For­give me, sire.”

			“What need is there for my for­give­ness?” asked Louis.

			“Sire, I have been guilty of a great fault; nay, more than a great fault, a great crime.”

			“You?”

			“Sire, I have of­fend­ed Your Majesty.”

			“Not in the slight­est de­gree in the world,” replied Louis XIV.

			“I im­plore you, sire, not to main­tain to­wards me that ter­ri­ble se­ri­ous­ness of man­ner which re­veals Your Majesty’s just anger. I feel I have of­fend­ed you, sire; but I wish to ex­plain to you how it was that I have not of­fend­ed you of my own ac­cord.”

			“In the first place,” said the king, “in what way can you pos­si­bly have of­fend­ed me? I can­not per­ceive how. Sure­ly not on ac­count of a young girl’s harm­less and very in­no­cent jest? You turned the creduli­ty of a young man in­to ridicule—it was very nat­u­ral to do so: any oth­er wom­an in your place would have done the same.”

			“Oh! Your Majesty over­whelms me by your re­mark.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause, if I had been the au­thor of the jest, it would not have been in­no­cent.”

			“Well, is that all you had to say to me in so­lic­it­ing an au­di­ence?” said the king, as though about to turn away.

			There­upon La Val­lière, in an abrupt and a bro­ken voice, her eyes dried up by the fire of her tears, made a step to­wards the king, and said, “Did Your Majesty hear ev­ery­thing?”

			“Ev­ery­thing, what?”

			“Ev­ery­thing I said be­neath the roy­al oak.”

			“I did not lose a syl­la­ble.”

			“And now, af­ter Your Majesty re­al­ly heard all, are you able to think I abused your cred­i­bil­i­ty?”

			“Creduli­ty; yes, in­deed, you have se­lect­ed the very word.”

			“And Your Majesty did not sup­pose that a poor girl like my­self might pos­si­bly be com­pelled to sub­mit to the will of oth­ers?”

			“For­give me,” re­turned the king; “but I shall nev­er be able to un­der­stand that she, who of her own free will could ex­press her­self so un­re­served­ly be­neath the roy­al oak, would al­low her­self to be in­flu­enced to such an ex­tent by the di­rec­tion of oth­ers.”

			“But the threat held out against me, sire.”

			“Threat! who threat­ened you—who dared to threat­en you?”

			“Those who have the right to do so, sire.”

			“I do not rec­og­nize any­one as pos­sess­ing the right to threat­en the hum­blest of my sub­jects.”

			“For­give me, sire, but near Your Majesty, even, there are per­sons suf­fi­cient­ly high in po­si­tion to have, or to be­lieve that they pos­sess, the right of in­jur­ing a young girl, with­out for­tune, and pos­sess­ing on­ly her rep­u­ta­tion.”

			“In what way in­jure her?”

			“In de­priv­ing her of her rep­u­ta­tion, by dis­grace­ful­ly ex­pelling her from the court.”

			“Oh! Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” said the king bit­ter­ly, “I pre­fer those per­sons who ex­cul­pate them­selves with­out in­crim­i­nat­ing oth­ers.”

			“Sire!”

			“Yes; and I con­fess that I great­ly re­gret to per­ceive, that an easy jus­ti­fi­ca­tion, as your own would have been, is now com­pli­cat­ed in my pres­ence by a tis­sue of re­proach­es and im­pu­ta­tions against oth­ers.”

			“And which you do not be­lieve?” ex­claimed La Val­lière. The king re­mained silent.

			“Nay, but tell me!” re­peat­ed La Val­lière, ve­he­ment­ly.

			“I re­gret to con­fess it,” re­peat­ed the king, bow­ing cold­ly.

			The young girl ut­tered a deep groan, strik­ing her hands to­geth­er in de­spair. “You do not be­lieve me, then,” she said to the king, who still re­mained silent, while poor La Val­lière’s fea­tures be­came vis­i­bly changed at his con­tin­ued si­lence. “There­fore, you be­lieve,” she said, “that I pre­ar­ranged this ridicu­lous, this in­fa­mous plot, of tri­fling, in so shame­less a man­ner, with Your Majesty.”

			“Nay,” said the king, “it was nei­ther ridicu­lous nor in­fa­mous; it was not even a plot; mere­ly a jest, more or less amus­ing, and noth­ing more.”

			“Oh!” mur­mured the young girl, “the king does not, and will not be­lieve me, then?”

			“No, in­deed, I will not be­lieve you,” said the king. “Be­sides, in point of fact, what can be more nat­u­ral? The king, you ar­gue, fol­lows me, lis­tens to me, watch­es me; the king wish­es per­haps to amuse him­self at my ex­pense, I will amuse my­self at his, and as the king is very ten­der­heart­ed, I will take his heart by storm.”

			La Val­lière hid her face in her hands, as she sti­fled her sobs. The king con­tin­ued piti­less­ly; he was re­veng­ing him­self up­on the poor vic­tim be­fore him for all he had him­self suf­fered.

			“Let us in­vent, then, this sto­ry of my lov­ing him and pre­fer­ring him to oth­ers. The king is so sim­ple and so con­ceit­ed that he will be­lieve me; and then we can go and tell oth­ers how cred­u­lous the king is, and can en­joy a laugh at his ex­pense.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “you think that, you be­lieve that!—it is fright­ful.”

			“And,” pur­sued the king, “that is not all; if this self-con­ceit­ed prince take our jest se­ri­ous­ly, if he should be im­pru­dent enough to ex­hib­it be­fore oth­ers any­thing like de­light at it, well, in that case, the king will be hu­mil­i­at­ed be­fore the whole court; and what a de­light­ful sto­ry it will be, too, for him to whom I am re­al­ly at­tached, in fact part of my dowry for my hus­band, to have the ad­ven­ture to re­late of the monarch who was so amus­ing­ly de­ceived by a young girl.”

			“Sire!” ex­claimed La Val­lière, her mind be­wil­dered, al­most wan­der­ing, in­deed, “not an­oth­er word, I im­plore you; do you not see that you are killing me?”

			“A jest, noth­ing but a jest,” mur­mured the king, who, how­ev­er, be­gan to be some­what af­fect­ed.

			La Val­lière fell up­on her knees, and that so vi­o­lent­ly, that the sound could be heard up­on the hard floor. “Sire,” she said, “I pre­fer shame to dis­loy­al­ty.”

			“What do you mean?” in­quired the king, with­out mov­ing a step to raise the young girl from her knees.

			“Sire, when I shall have sac­ri­ficed my hon­or and my rea­son both to you, you will per­haps be­lieve in my loy­al­ty. The tale which was re­lat­ed to you in Madame’s apart­ments, and by Madame her­self, is ut­ter­ly false; and that which I said be­neath the great oak—”

			“Well!”

			“That is the on­ly truth.”

			“What!” ex­claimed the king.

			“Sire,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, hur­ried away by the vi­o­lence of her emo­tions, “were I to die of shame on the very spot where my knees are fixed, I would re­peat it un­til my lat­est breath; I said that I loved you, and it is true; I do love you.”

			“You!”

			“I have loved you, sire, from the very first day I ev­er saw you; from the mo­ment when at Blois, where I was pin­ing away my ex­is­tence, your roy­al looks, full of light and life, were first bent up­on me. I love you still, sire; it is a crime of high trea­son, I know, that a poor girl like my­self should love her sov­er­eign, and should pre­sume to tell him so. Pun­ish me for my au­dac­i­ty, de­spise me for my shame­less im­mod­esty; but do not ev­er say, do not ev­er think, that I have jest­ed with or de­ceived you. I be­long to a fam­i­ly whose loy­al­ty has been proved, sire, and I, too, love my king.”

			Sud­den­ly her strength, voice, and res­pi­ra­tion ceased, and she fell for­ward, like the flow­er Vir­gil al­ludes to, which the scythe of the reaper sev­ered in the midst of the grass. The king, at these words, at this ve­he­ment en­treaty, no longer re­tained any ill-will or doubt in his mind: his whole heart seemed to ex­pand at the glow­ing breath of an af­fec­tion which pro­claimed it­self in such no­ble and coura­geous lan­guage. When, there­fore, he heard the pas­sion­ate con­fes­sion, his strength seemed to fail him, and he hid his face in his hands. But when he felt La Val­lière’s hands cling­ing to his own, when their warm pres­sure fired his blood, he bent for­ward, and pass­ing his arm round La Val­lière’s waist, he raised her from the ground and pressed her against his heart. But she, her droop­ing head fall­en for­ward on her bo­som, seemed to have ceased to live. The king, ter­ri­fied, called out for Saint-Aig­nan. Saint-Aig­nan, who had car­ried his dis­cre­tion so far as to re­main with­out stir­ring in his cor­ner, pre­tend­ing to wipe away a tear, ran for­ward at the king’s sum­mons. He then as­sist­ed Louis to seat the young girl up­on a couch, slapped her hands, sprin­kled some Hun­gary wa­ter over her face, call­ing out all the while, “Come, come, it is all over; the king be­lieves you, and for­gives you. There, there now! take care, or you will ag­i­tate His Majesty too much; His Majesty is so sen­si­tive, so ten­der­heart­ed. Now, re­al­ly, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, you must pay at­ten­tion, for the king is very pale.”

			The fact was, the king was vis­i­bly los­ing col­or. But La Val­lière did not move.

			“Do pray re­cov­er,” con­tin­ued Saint-Aig­nan. “I beg, I im­plore you; it is re­al­ly time you should; think on­ly of one thing, that if the king should be­come un­well, I should be obliged to sum­mon his physi­cian. What a state of things that would be! So do pray rouse your­self; make an ef­fort, pray do, and do so at once, my dear.”

			It was dif­fi­cult to dis­play more per­sua­sive elo­quence than Saint-Aig­nan did, but some­thing still more pow­er­ful, and of a more en­er­get­ic na­ture than this elo­quence, aroused La Val­lière. The king, who was kneel­ing be­fore her, cov­ered the palms of her hands with those burn­ing kiss­es which are to the hands what a kiss up­on the lips is to the face. La Val­lière’s sens­es re­turned to her; she lan­guid­ly opened her eyes and, with a dy­ing look, mur­mured, “Oh! sire, has Your Majesty par­doned me, then?”

			The king did not re­ply, for he was still too much over­come. Saint-Aig­nan thought it was his du­ty again to re­tire, for he ob­served the pas­sion­ate de­vo­tion which was dis­played in the king’s gaze. La Val­lière rose.

			“And now, sire, that I have jus­ti­fied my­self, at least I trust so, in Your Majesty’s eyes, grant me leave to re­tire in­to a con­vent. I shall bless Your Majesty all my life, and I shall die thank­ing and lov­ing Heav­en for hav­ing grant­ed me one hour of per­fect hap­pi­ness.”

			“No, no,” replied the king, “you will live here bless­ing Heav­en, on the con­trary, but lov­ing Louis, who will make your ex­is­tence one of per­fect fe­lic­i­ty—Louis who loves you—Louis who swears it.”

			“Oh! sire, sire!”

			And up­on this doubt of La Val­lière, the king’s kiss­es be­came so warm that Saint-Aig­nan thought it was his du­ty to re­tire be­hind the ta­pes­try. These kiss­es, how­ev­er, which she had not the strength at first to re­sist, be­gan to in­tim­i­date the young girl.

			“Oh! sire,” she ex­claimed, “do not make me re­peat my loy­al­ty, for this would show me that Your Majesty de­spis­es me still.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” said the king, sud­den­ly, draw­ing back with an air full of re­spect, “there is noth­ing in the world that I love and hon­or more than your­self, and noth­ing in my court, I call Heav­en to wit­ness, shall be so high­ly re­gard­ed as you shall be hence­for­ward. I en­treat your for­give­ness for my trans­port; it arose from an ex­cess of af­fec­tion, but I can prove to you that I love you more than ev­er by re­spect­ing you as much as you can pos­si­bly de­sire or de­serve.” Then, bend­ing be­fore her, and tak­ing her by the hand, he said to her, “Will you hon­or me by ac­cept­ing the kiss I press up­on your hand?” And the king’s lips were pressed re­spect­ful­ly and light­ly up­on the young girl’s trem­bling hand. “Hence­forth,” added Louis, ris­ing and bend­ing his glance up­on La Val­lière, “hence­forth you are un­der my safe­guard. Do not speak to any­one of the in­jury I have done you, for­give oth­ers that which they may have at­tempt­ed. For the fu­ture, you shall be so far above all those, that, far from in­spir­ing you with fear, they shall be even be­neath your pity.” And he bowed as rev­er­ent­ly as though he were leav­ing a place of wor­ship. Then call­ing to Saint-Aig­nan, who ap­proached with great hu­mil­i­ty, he said, “I hope, comte, that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière will kind­ly con­fer a lit­tle of her friend­ship up­on you, in re­turn for that which I have vowed to her eter­nal­ly.”

			Saint-Aig­nan bent his knee be­fore La Val­lière, say­ing, “How hap­py, in­deed, would such an hon­or make me!”

			“I will send your com­pan­ion back to you,” said the king. “Farewell! or, rather, adieu till we meet again; do not for­get me in your prayers, I en­treat.”

			“Oh!” cried La Val­lière, “be as­sured that you and Heav­en are in my heart to­geth­er.”

			These words of Louise elat­ed the king, who, full of hap­pi­ness, hur­ried Saint-Aig­nan down the stairs. Madame had not an­tic­i­pat­ed this de­noue­ment; and nei­ther the Na­iad nor the Dryad had breathed a word about it.
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			While La Val­lière and the king were min­gling, in their first con­fes­sion of love, all the bit­ter­ness of the past, the hap­pi­ness of the present, and hopes of the fu­ture, Fou­quet had re­tired to the apart­ments which had been as­signed to him in the château, and was con­vers­ing with Aramis pre­cise­ly up­on the very sub­jects which the king at that mo­ment was for­get­ting.

			“Now tell me,” said Fou­quet, af­ter hav­ing in­stalled his guest in an arm­chair and seat­ed him­self by his side, “tell me, Mon­sieur d’Herblay, what is our po­si­tion with re­gard to the Belle-Isle af­fair, and whether you have re­ceived any news about it.”

			“Ev­ery­thing is go­ing on in that di­rec­tion as we wish,” replied Aramis; “the ex­pens­es have been paid, and noth­ing has tran­spired of our de­signs.”

			“But what about the sol­diers the king wished to send there?”

			“I have re­ceived news this morn­ing they ar­rived there fif­teen days ago.”

			“And how have they been treat­ed?”

			“In the best man­ner pos­si­ble.”

			“What has be­come of the for­mer gar­ri­son?”

			“The sol­diers were land­ed at Sarzeau, and then trans­ferred im­me­di­ate­ly to Quim­per.”

			“And the new gar­ri­son?”

			“Be­longs to us from this very mo­ment.”

			“Are you sure of what you say, my dear Mon­sieur de Vannes?”

			“Quite sure, and, more­over, you will see by and by how mat­ters have turned out.”

			“Still you are very well aware, that, of all the gar­ri­son towns, Belle-Isle is pre­cise­ly the very worst.”

			“I know it, and have act­ed ac­cord­ing­ly; no space to move about, no gayety, no cheer­ful so­ci­ety, no gam­bling per­mit­ted: well, it is a great pity,” added Aramis, with one of those smiles so pe­cu­liar to him, “to see how much young peo­ple at the present day seek amuse­ment, and how much, con­se­quent­ly, they in­cline to the man who pro­cures and pays for their fa­vorite pas­times.”

			“But if they amuse them­selves at Belle-Isle?”

			“If they amuse them­selves through the king’s means, they will at­tach them­selves to the king; but if they get bored to death through the king’s means, and amuse them­selves through M. Fou­quet, they will at­tach them­selves to M. Fou­quet.”

			“And you in­formed my in­ten­dant, of course?—so that im­me­di­ate­ly on their ar­rival—”

			“By no means; they were left alone a whole week, to weary them­selves at their ease; but, at the end of the week, they cried out, say­ing that for­mer of­fi­cers amused them­selves much bet­ter. Where­upon they were told that the old of­fi­cers had been able to make a friend of M. Fou­quet, and that M. Fou­quet, know­ing them to be friends of his, had from that mo­ment done all he pos­si­bly could to pre­vent their get­ting wea­ried or bored up­on his es­tates. Up­on this they be­gan to re­flect. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, how­ev­er, the in­ten­dant added, that with­out an­tic­i­pat­ing M. Fou­quet’s or­ders, he knew his mas­ter suf­fi­cient­ly well to be aware that he took an in­ter­est in ev­ery gen­tle­man in the king’s ser­vice, and that, al­though he did not know the new­com­ers, he would do as much for them as he had done for the oth­ers.”

			“Ex­cel­lent! and I trust that the prom­ises were fol­lowed up; I de­sire, as you know, that no prom­ise should ev­er be made in my name with­out be­ing kept.”

			“With­out a mo­ment’s loss of time, our two pri­va­teers, and your own hors­es, were placed at the dis­pos­al of the of­fi­cers; the keys of the prin­ci­pal man­sion were hand­ed over to them, so that they made up hunt­ing-par­ties, and walk­ing ex­cur­sions with such ladies as are to be found in Belle-Isle; and such oth­er as they are en­abled to en­list from the neigh­bor­hood, who have no fear of sea­sick­ness.”

			“And there is a fair sprin­kling to be met with at Sarzeau and Vannes, I be­lieve, Your Em­i­nence?”

			“Yes; in fact all along the coast,” said Aramis, qui­et­ly.

			“And now, how about the sol­diers?”

			“Ev­ery­thing pre­cise­ly the same, in a rel­a­tive de­gree, you un­der­stand; the sol­diers have plen­ty of wine, ex­cel­lent pro­vi­sions, and good pay.”

			“Very good; so that—”

			“So that this gar­ri­son can be de­pend­ed up­on, and it is a bet­ter one than the last.”

			“Good.”

			“The re­sult is, if For­tune fa­vors us, so that the gar­risons are changed in this man­ner, on­ly ev­ery two months, that, at the end of ev­ery three years, the whole army will, in its turn, have been there; and, there­fore, in­stead of hav­ing one reg­i­ment in our fa­vor, we shall have fifty thou­sand men.”

			“Yes, yes; I knew per­fect­ly well,” said Fou­quet, “that no friend could be more in­com­pa­ra­ble and in­valu­able than your­self, my dear Mon­sieur d’Herblay; but,” he added, laugh­ing, “all this time we are for­get­ting our friend, Du Val­lon; what has be­come of him? Dur­ing the three days I spent at Saint-Mandé, I con­fess I have for­got­ten him com­plete­ly.”

			“I do not for­get him, how­ev­er,” re­turned Aramis. “Porthos is at Saint-Mandé; his joints are kept well greased, the great­est care is be­ing tak­en care of him with re­gard to the food he eats, and the wines he drinks; I ad­vise him to take dai­ly air­ings in the small park, which you have kept for your own use, and he makes us of it ac­cord­ing­ly. He be­gins to walk again, he ex­er­cis­es his mus­cu­lar pow­ers by bend­ing down young elm-trees, or mak­ing the old oaks fly in­to splin­ters, as Mi­lo of Cro­tona used to do; and, as there are no li­ons in the park, it is not un­like­ly we shall find him alive. Porthos is a brave fel­low.”

			“Yes, but in the mean­time he will get bored to death.”

			“Oh, no; he nev­er does that.”

			“He will be ask­ing ques­tions?”

			“He sees no one.”

			“At all events, he is look­ing or hop­ing for some­thing or an­oth­er.”

			“I have in­spired in him a hope which we will re­al­ize some fine morn­ing, and on that he sub­sists.”

			“What is it?”

			“That of be­ing pre­sent­ed to the king.”

			“Oh! in what char­ac­ter?”

			“As the en­gi­neer of Belle-Isle, of course.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble?”

			“Quite true.”

			“Shall we not be obliged, then, to send him back to Belle-Isle?”

			“Most cer­tain­ly; I am even think­ing of send­ing him as soon as pos­si­ble. Porthos is very fond of dis­play; he is man whose weak­ness d’Artag­nan, Athos, and my­self are alone ac­quaint­ed with; he nev­er com­mits him­self in any way; he is dig­ni­ty it­self; to the of­fi­cers there, he would seem like a Pal­adin of the time of the Cru­sades. He would make the whole staff drunk, with­out get­ting tip­sy in the least him­self, and ev­ery­one will re­gard him with ad­mi­ra­tion and sym­pa­thy; if, there­fore, it should hap­pen that we have any or­ders re­quir­ing to be car­ried out, Porthos is an in­car­na­tion of the or­der it­self, and what­ev­er he chose to do oth­ers would find them­selves obliged to sub­mit to.”

			“Send him back, then.”

			“That is what I in­tend to do; but on­ly in a few days; for I must not omit to tell you one thing.”

			“What is it?”

			“I be­gin to mis­trust d’Artag­nan. He is not at Fontainebleau, as you may have no­ticed, and d’Artag­nan is nev­er ab­sent, or ap­par­ent­ly idle, with­out some ob­ject in view. And now that my own af­fairs are set­tled, I am go­ing to try and as­cer­tain what the af­fairs are in which d’Artag­nan is en­gaged.”

			“Your own af­fairs are set­tled, you say?”

			“Yes.”

			“You are very for­tu­nate in that case, then, and I should like to be able to say the same.”

			“I hope you do not make your­self un­easy.”

			“Hum!”

			“Noth­ing could be bet­ter than the king’s re­cep­tion of you.”

			“True.”

			“And Col­bert leaves you in peace.”

			“Near­ly so.”

			“In that case,” said Aramis, with that con­nec­tion of ideas which marked him, “in that case, then, we can be­stow a thought up­on the young girl I was speak­ing to you about yes­ter­day.”

			“Whom do you mean?”

			“What, have you for­got­ten al­ready? I mean La Val­lière.”

			“Ah! of course, of course.”

			“Do you ob­ject, then, to try and make a con­quest of her?”

			“In one re­spect on­ly; my heart is en­gaged in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, and I pos­i­tive­ly do not care about the girl in the least.”

			“Oh, oh!” said Aramis, “your heart is en­gaged, you say. The deuce! we must take care of that.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause it is ter­ri­ble to have the heart oc­cu­pied, when oth­ers, be­sides your­self, have so much need of the head.”

			“You are right. So you see, at your first sum­mons, I left ev­ery­thing. But to re­turn to this girl. What good do you see in my trou­bling my­self about her?”

			“This.—The king, it is said, has tak­en a fan­cy to her; at least, so it is sup­posed.”

			“But you, who know ev­ery­thing, know very dif­fer­ent­ly.”

			“I know that the king is great­ly and sud­den­ly changed; that the day be­fore yes­ter­day he was crazy over Madame; that a few days ago, Mon­sieur com­plained of it, even to the queen-moth­er; and that some con­ju­gal mis­un­der­stand­ings and ma­ter­nal scold­ings were the con­se­quence.”

			“How do you know all that?”

			“I do know it; at all events, since these mis­un­der­stand­ings and scold­ings, the king has not ad­dressed a word, has not paid the slight­est at­ten­tion, to Her Roy­al High­ness.”

			“Well, what next?”

			“Since then, he has been tak­en up with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. Now, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is one of Madame’s maids of hon­or. You hap­pen to know, I sup­pose, what is called a chap­er­on in mat­ters of love. Well, then, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is Madame’s chap­er­on. It is for you to take ad­van­tage of this state of things. You have no oc­ca­sion for me to tell you that. But, at all events, wound­ed van­i­ty will ren­der the con­quest an eas­i­er one; the girl will get hold of the king, and Madame’s se­cret, and you can scarce­ly pre­dict what a man of in­tel­li­gence can do with a se­cret.”

			“But how to get at her?”

			“Nay, you, of all men, to ask me such a ques­tion!” said Aramis.

			“Very true. I shall not have any time to take any no­tice of her.”

			“She is poor and unas­sum­ing, you will cre­ate a po­si­tion for her, and whether she tames the king as his la­dy con­fes­sor, or his sweet­heart, you will have en­list­ed a new and valu­able al­ly.”

			“Very good,” said Fou­quet. “What is to be done, then, with re­gard to this girl?”

			“When­ev­er you have tak­en a fan­cy to any la­dy, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, what course have you gen­er­al­ly pur­sued?”

			“I have writ­ten to her, protest­ing my de­vo­tion to her. I have added, how hap­py I should be to ren­der her any ser­vice in my pow­er, and have signed ‘Fou­quet,’ at the end of the let­ter.”

			“And has any­one of­fered re­sis­tance?”

			“One per­son on­ly,” replied Fou­quet. “But, four days ago, she yield­ed, as the oth­ers had done.”

			“Will you take the trou­ble to write?” said Aramis, hold­ing a pen to­wards him, which Fou­quet took, say­ing:

			“I will write at your dic­ta­tion. My head is so tak­en up in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, that I should not be able to write a cou­ple lines.”

			“Very well,” said Aramis, “write.”

			And he dic­tat­ed, as fol­lows: “Made­moi­selle—I have seen you—and you will not be sur­prised to learn, I think you very beau­ti­ful. But, for want of the po­si­tion you mer­it at court, your pres­ence there is a waste of time. The de­vo­tion of a man of hon­or, should am­bi­tion of any kind in­spire you, might pos­si­bly serve as a means of dis­play for your tal­ent and beau­ty. I place my de­vo­tion at your feet; but, as an af­fec­tion, how­ev­er re­served and un­pre­sum­ing it may be, might pos­si­bly com­pro­mise the ob­ject of its wor­ship, it would ill be­come a per­son of your mer­it run­ning the risk of be­ing com­pro­mised, with­out her fu­ture be­ing as­sured. If you would deign to ac­cept, and re­ply to my af­fec­tion, my af­fec­tion shall prove its grat­i­tude to you in mak­ing you free and in­de­pen­dent for­ev­er.”

			Hav­ing fin­ished writ­ing, Fou­quet looked at Aramis.

			“Sign it,” said the lat­ter.

			“Is it ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary?”

			“Your sig­na­ture at the foot of that let­ter is worth a mil­lion; you for­get that.” Fou­quet signed.

			“Now, by whom do you in­tend to send this let­ter?” asked Aramis.

			“By an ex­cel­lent ser­vant of mine.”

			“Can you re­ly on him?”

			“He is a man who has been with me all my life.”

			“Very well. Be­sides, in this case, we are not play­ing for very heavy stakes.”

			“How so? For if what you say be true of the ac­com­mo­dat­ing dis­po­si­tion of this girl for the king and Madame, the king will give her all the mon­ey she can ask for.”

			“The king has mon­ey, then?” asked Aramis.

			“I sup­pose so, for he has not asked me for any more.”

			“Be easy, he will ask for some, soon.”

			“Nay, more than that, I had thought he would have spo­ken to me about the fête at Vaux, but he nev­er said a word about it.”

			“He will be sure to do so, though.”

			“You must think the king’s dis­po­si­tion a very cru­el one, Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“It is not he who is so.”

			“He is young, and there­fore his dis­po­si­tion is a kind one.”

			“He is young, and ei­ther he is weak, or his pas­sions are strong; and Mon­sieur Col­bert holds his weak­ness and his pas­sions in his vil­lain­ous grasp.”

			“You ad­mit that you fear him?”

			“I do not de­ny it.”

			“I that case I am lost.”

			“Why so?”

			“My on­ly in­flu­ence with the king has been through the mon­ey I com­mand­ed, and now I am a ru­ined man.”

			“Not so.”

			“What do you mean by ‘not so?’ Do you know my af­fairs bet­ter than my­self?”

			“That is not un­like­ly.”

			“If he were to re­quest this fête to be giv­en?”

			“You would give it, of course.”

			“But where is the mon­ey to come from?”

			“Have you ev­er been in want of any?”

			“Oh! if you on­ly knew at what a cost I pro­cured the last sup­ply.”

			“The next shall cost you noth­ing.”

			“But who will give it me?”

			“I will.”

			“What, give me six mil­lions?”

			“Ten, if nec­es­sary.”

			“Up­on my word, d’Herblay,” said Fou­quet, “your con­fi­dence alarms me more than the king’s dis­plea­sure. Who can you pos­si­bly be, af­ter all?”

			“You know me well enough, I should think.”

			“Of course; but what is it you are aim­ing at?”

			“I wish to see up­on the throne of France a king de­vot­ed to Mon­sieur Fou­quet, and I wish Mon­sieur Fou­quet to be de­vot­ed to me.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Fou­quet, press­ing his hand—“as for be­ing de­vot­ed to you, I am yours, en­tire­ly; but be­lieve me, my dear d’Herblay, you are de­ceiv­ing your­self.”

			“In what re­spect?”

			“The king will nev­er be­come de­vot­ed to me.”

			“I do not re­mem­ber to have said that King Louis would ev­er be­come de­vot­ed to you.”

			“Why, on the con­trary, you have this mo­ment said so.”

			“I did not say the king; I said a king.”

			“Is it not all the same?”

			“No, on the con­trary, it is al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“You will do so, short­ly, then; sup­pose, for in­stance, the king in ques­tion were to be a very dif­fer­ent per­son to Louis XIV.”

			“An­oth­er per­son.”

			“Yes, who is in­debt­ed for ev­ery­thing to you.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble.”

			“His very throne, even.”

			“You are mad, d’Herblay. There is no man liv­ing be­sides Louis XIV who can sit on the throne of France. I know of none, not one.”

			“But I know one.”

			“Un­less it be Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, look­ing at Aramis un­easi­ly; “yet Mon­sieur—”

			“It is not Mon­sieur.”

			“But how can it be, that a prince not of the roy­al line, that a prince with­out any right—”

			“My king, or rather your king, will be ev­ery­thing that is nec­es­sary, be as­sured of that.”

			“Be care­ful, Mon­sieur d’Herblay, you make my blood run cold, and my head swim.”

			Aramis smiled. “There is but lit­tle oc­ca­sion for that,” he replied.

			“Again, I re­peat, you ter­ri­fy me,” said Fou­quet. Aramis smiled.

			“You laugh,” said Fou­quet.

			“The day will come when you will laugh too; on­ly at the present mo­ment I must laugh alone.”

			“But ex­plain your­self.”

			“When the prop­er time comes, I will ex­plain all. Fear noth­ing. Have faith in me, and doubt noth­ing.”

			“The fact is, I can­not but doubt, be­cause I do not see clear­ly, or even at all.”

			“That is be­cause of your blind­ness; but a day will come when you will be en­light­ened.”

			“Oh!” said Fou­quet, “how will­ing­ly would I be­lieve.”

			“You, with­out be­lief! you, who, through my means, have ten times crossed the abyss yawn­ing at your feet, and in which, had you been alone, you would have been ir­re­triev­ably swal­lowed; you, with­out be­lief; you, who from pro­cureur-général at­tained the rank of in­ten­dant, from the rank of in­ten­dant that of the first min­is­ter of the crown, and who from the rank of first min­is­ter will pass to that of may­or of the palace. But no,” he said, with the same un­al­tered smile, “no, no, you can­not see, and con­se­quent­ly can­not be­lieve—what I tell you.” And Aramis rose to with­draw.

			“One word more,” said Fou­quet; “you have nev­er yet spo­ken to me in this man­ner, you have nev­er yet shown your­self so con­fi­dent, I should rather say so dar­ing.”

			“Be­cause it is nec­es­sary, in or­der to speak con­fi­dent­ly, to have the lips un­fet­tered.”

			“And that is now your case?”

			“Yes.”

			“Since a very short time, then?”

			“Since yes­ter­day, on­ly.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur d’Herblay, take care, your con­fi­dence is be­com­ing au­dac­i­ty.”

			“One can well be au­da­cious when one is pow­er­ful.”

			“And you are pow­er­ful?”

			“I have al­ready of­fered you ten mil­lions; I re­peat the of­fer.”

			Fou­quet rose, pro­found­ly ag­i­tat­ed.

			“Come,” he said, “come; you spoke of over­throw­ing kings and re­plac­ing them by oth­ers. If, in­deed, I am not re­al­ly out of my sens­es, is or is not that what you said just now?”

			“You are by no means out of your sens­es, for it is per­fect­ly true I did say all that just now.”

			“And why did you say so?”

			“Be­cause it is easy to speak in this man­ner of thrones be­ing cast down, and kings be­ing raised up, when one is, one’s self, far above all kings and thrones, of this world at least.”

			“Your pow­er is in­fi­nite, then?” cried Fou­quet.

			“I have told you so al­ready, and I re­peat it,” replied Aramis, with glis­ten­ing eyes and trem­bling lips.

			Fou­quet threw him­self back in his chair, and buried his face in his hands. Aramis looked at him for a mo­ment, as the an­gel of hu­man des­tinies might have looked up­on a sim­ple mor­tal.

			“Adieu,” he said to him, “sleep undis­turbed, and send your let­ter to La Val­lière. To­mor­row we shall see each oth­er again.”

			“Yes, to­mor­row,” said Fou­quet, shak­ing his head like a man re­turn­ing to his sens­es. “But where shall we see each oth­er?”

			“At the king’s prom­e­nade, if you like.”

			“Agreed.” And they sep­a­rat­ed.
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				The Storm

			
			The dawn of the fol­low­ing day was dark and gloomy, and as ev­ery­one knew that the prom­e­nade was down in the roy­al pro­gramme, ev­ery­one’s gaze, as his eyes were opened, was di­rect­ed to­wards the sky. Just above the tops of the trees a thick, suf­fo­cat­ing va­por seemed to re­main sus­pend­ed, with bare­ly suf­fi­cient pow­er to rise thir­ty feet above the ground un­der the in­flu­ence of the sun’s rays, which was scarce­ly vis­i­ble as a faint spot of less­er dark­ness through the veil of heavy mist. No dew had fall­en in the morn­ing; the turf was dried up for want of mois­ture, the flow­ers with­ered. The birds sang less in­spir­ing­ly than usu­al up­on the boughs, which re­mained mo­tion­less as the limbs of corpses. The strange con­fused and an­i­mat­ed mur­murs, which seemed born and to ex­ist in virtue of the sun, that res­pi­ra­tion of na­ture which is un­ceas­ing­ly heard amidst all oth­er sounds, could not be heard now, and nev­er had the si­lence been so pro­found.

			The king had no­ticed the cheer­less as­pect of the heav­ens as he ap­proached the win­dow im­me­di­ate­ly up­on ris­ing. But as all the nec­es­sary di­rec­tions had been giv­en re­spect­ing the prom­e­nade, and ev­ery prepa­ra­tion had been made ac­cord­ing­ly, and as, which was far more im­pe­ri­ous than any­thing else, Louis re­lied up­on this prom­e­nade to sat­is­fy the crav­ings of his imag­i­na­tion, and we will even al­ready say, the clam­orous de­sires of his heart—the king un­hesi­tat­ing­ly de­cid­ed that the ap­pear­ance of the heav­ens had noth­ing what­ev­er to do with the mat­ter; that the prom­e­nade was ar­ranged, and that, what­ev­er the state of the weath­er, the prom­e­nade should take place. Be­sides, there are cer­tain ter­res­tri­al sov­er­eigns who seem to have ac­cord­ed them priv­i­leged ex­is­tences, and there are cer­tain times when it might al­most be sup­posed that the ex­pressed wish of an earth­ly monarch has its in­flu­ence over the Di­vine will. It was Vir­gil who ob­served of Au­gus­tus: Nocte pluit to­ta re­de­unt spec­tac­u­la mâne.9

			Louis at­tend­ed Mass as usu­al, but it was ev­i­dent that his at­ten­tion was some­what dis­tract­ed from the pres­ence of the Cre­ator by the re­mem­brance of the crea­ture. His mind was oc­cu­pied dur­ing the ser­vice in reck­on­ing more than once the num­ber of min­utes, then of sec­onds, which sep­a­rat­ed him from the bliss­ful mo­ment when the prom­e­nade would be­gin, that is to say, the mo­ment when Madame would set out with her maids of hon­or. Be­sides, as a mat­ter of course, ev­ery­body at the château was ig­no­rant of the in­ter­view which had tak­en place be­tween La Val­lière and the king. Mon­ta­lais, per­haps, with her usu­al chat­ter­ing propen­si­ty, might have been dis­posed to talk about it; but Mon­ta­lais on this oc­ca­sion was held in check by Mal­icorne, who had se­cure­ly fas­tened on her pret­ty lips the gold­en pad­lock of mu­tu­al in­ter­est. As for Louis XIV, his hap­pi­ness was so ex­treme that he had for­giv­en Madame, or near­ly so, her lit­tle piece of mal­ice of the pre­vi­ous evening. In fact, he had oc­ca­sion to con­grat­u­late him­self rather than to com­plain of it. Had it not been for her ill-na­tured ac­tion, he would not have re­ceived the let­ter from La Val­lière; had it not been for the let­ter, he would have had no in­ter­view; and had it not been for the in­ter­view he would have re­mained un­de­cid­ed. His heart was filled with too much hap­pi­ness for any ill-feel­ing to re­main in it, at that mo­ment at least. In­stead, there­fore, of knit­ting his brows in­to a frown when he per­ceived his sis­ter-in-law, Louis re­solved to re­ceive her in a more friend­ly and gra­cious man­ner than usu­al. But on one con­di­tion on­ly, that she would be ready to set out ear­ly. Such was the na­ture of Louis’s thoughts dur­ing Mass; which made him, dur­ing the cer­e­mo­ny, for­get mat­ters which, in his char­ac­ter of Most Chris­tian King and of the el­dest son of the Church, ought to have oc­cu­pied his at­ten­tion. He re­turned to the château, and as the prom­e­nade was fixed for mid­day, and it was at present just ten o’clock, he set to work des­per­ate­ly with Col­bert and Ly­onne. But even while he worked Louis went from the ta­ble to the win­dow, inas­much as the win­dow looked out up­on Madame’s pavil­ion: he could see M. Fou­quet in the court­yard, to whom the courtiers, since the fa­vor shown to­wards him on the pre­vi­ous evening, paid greater at­ten­tion than ev­er. The king, in­stinc­tive­ly, on notic­ing Fou­quet, turned to­wards Col­bert, who was smil­ing, and seemed full of benev­o­lence and de­light, a state of feel­ing which had arisen from the very mo­ment one of his sec­re­taries had en­tered and hand­ed him a pock­et­book, which he had put un­opened in­to his pock­et. But, as there was al­ways some­thing sin­is­ter at the bot­tom of any de­light ex­pressed by Col­bert, Louis pre­ferred, of the smiles of the two men, that of Fou­quet. He beck­oned to the su­per­in­ten­dent to come up, and then turn­ing to­wards Ly­onne and Col­bert he said:—“Fin­ish this mat­ter, place it on my desk, and I will read it at my leisure.” And he left the room. At the sign the king had made to him, Fou­quet had has­tened up the stair­case, while Aramis, who was with the su­per­in­ten­dent, qui­et­ly re­tired among the group of courtiers and dis­ap­peared with­out hav­ing been even ob­served by the king. The king and Fou­quet met at the top of the stair­case.

			“Sire,” said Fou­quet, re­mark­ing the gra­cious man­ner in which Louis was about to re­ceive him, “Your Majesty has over­whelmed me with kind­ness dur­ing the last few days. It is not a youth­ful monarch, but a be­ing of high­er or­der, who reigns over France, one whom plea­sure, hap­pi­ness, and love ac­knowl­edge as their mas­ter.” The king col­ored. The com­pli­ment, al­though flat­ter­ing, was not the less some­what point­ed. Louis con­duct­ed Fou­quet to a small room that di­vid­ed his study from his sleep­ing-apart­ment.

			“Do you know why I sum­moned you?” said the king as he seat­ed him­self up­on the edge of the win­dow, so as not to lose any­thing that might be pass­ing in the gar­dens which front­ed the op­po­site en­trance to Madame’s pavil­ion.

			“No, sire,” replied Fou­quet, “but I am sure for some­thing agree­able, if I am to judge from Your Majesty’s gra­cious smile.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, then.”

			“I, sire?”

			“For I sum­moned you, on the con­trary, to pick a quar­rel with you.”

			“With me, sire?”

			“Yes: and that a se­ri­ous one.”

			“Your Majesty alarms me—and yet I was most con­fi­dent in your jus­tice and good­ness.”

			“Do you know I am told, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, that you are pre­par­ing a grand fête at Vaux.”

			Fou­quet smiled, as a sick man would do at the first shiv­er of a fever which has left him but re­turns again.

			“And that you have not in­vit­ed me!” con­tin­ued the king.

			“Sire,” replied Fou­quet, “I have not even thought of the fête you speak of, and it was on­ly yes­ter­day evening that one of my friends,” Fou­quet laid a stress up­on the word, “was kind enough to make me think of it.”

			“Yet I saw you yes­ter­day evening, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, and you said noth­ing to me about it.”

			“How dared I hope that Your Majesty would so great­ly de­scend from your own ex­alt­ed sta­tion as to hon­or my dwelling with your roy­al pres­ence?”

			“Ex­cuse me, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, you did not speak to me about your fête.”

			“I did not al­lude to the fête to Your Majesty, I re­peat, in the first place, be­cause noth­ing had been de­cid­ed with re­gard to it, and, sec­ond­ly, be­cause I feared a re­fusal.”

			“And some­thing made you fear a re­fusal, Mon­sieur Fou­quet? You see I am de­ter­mined to push you hard.”

			“The pro­found wish I had that Your Majesty should ac­cept my in­vi­ta­tion—”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, noth­ing is eas­i­er, I per­ceive, than our com­ing to an un­der­stand­ing. Your wish is to in­vite me to your fête, my own is to be present at it; in­vite me and I will go.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble that Your Majesty will deign to ac­cept?” mur­mured the su­per­in­ten­dent.

			“Why, re­al­ly, Mon­sieur,” said the king, laugh­ing, “I think I do more than ac­cept; I rather fan­cy I am invit­ing my­self.”

			“Your Majesty over­whelms me with hon­or and de­light,” ex­claimed Fou­quet, “but I shall be obliged to re­peat what M. Vieuville said to your an­ces­tor, Hen­ry IV, Domine, non sum dignus.”10

			“To which I re­ply, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, that if you give a fête, I will go, whether I am in­vit­ed or not.”

			“I thank Your Majesty deeply,” said Fou­quet, as he raised his head be­neath this fa­vor, which he was con­vinced would be his ru­in.

			“But how could Your Majesty have been in­formed of it?”

			“By a pub­lic ru­mor, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, which says such won­der­ful things of your­self and the mar­vels of your house. Would you be­come proud, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, if the king were to be jeal­ous of you?”

			“I should be the hap­pi­est man in the world, sire, since the very day on which Your Majesty were to be jeal­ous of Vaux, I should pos­sess some­thing wor­thy of be­ing of­fered to you.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, pre­pare your fête, and open the door of your house as wide as pos­si­ble.”

			“It is for Your Majesty to fix the day.”

			“This day month, then.”

			“Has Your Majesty any fur­ther com­mands?”

			“Noth­ing, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, ex­cept from the present mo­ment un­til then to have you near me as much as pos­si­ble.”

			“I have the hon­or to form one of Your Majesty’s par­ty for the prom­e­nade.”

			“Very good; in­deed, I am now set­ting out; for there are the ladies, I see, who are go­ing to start.”

			With this re­mark, the king, with all the ea­ger­ness, not on­ly of a young man, but of a young man in love, with­drew from the win­dow, in or­der to take his gloves and cane, which his valet held ready for him. The neigh­ing of the hors­es and the crunch­ing of the wheels on the grav­el of the court­yard could be dis­tinct­ly heard. The king de­scend­ed the stairs, and at the mo­ment he ap­peared up­on the flight of steps, ev­ery­one stopped. The king walked straight up to the young queen. The queen-moth­er, who was still suf­fer­ing more than ev­er from the ill­ness with which she was af­flict­ed, did not wish to go out. Maria There­sa ac­com­pa­nied Madame in her car­riage, and asked the king in what di­rec­tion he wished the prom­e­nade to drive. The king, who had just seen La Val­lière, still pale from the event of the pre­vi­ous evening, get in­to a car­riage with three of her com­pan­ions, told the queen that he had no pref­er­ence, and wher­ev­er she would like to go, there would he be with her. The queen then de­sired that the out­rid­ers should pro­ceed in the di­rec­tion of Apre­mont. The out­rid­ers set off ac­cord­ing­ly be­fore the oth­ers. The king rode on horse­back, and for a few min­utes ac­com­pa­nied the car­riage of the queen and Madame. The weath­er had cleared up a lit­tle, but a kind of veil of dust, like a thick gauze, was still spread over the sur­face of the heav­ens, and the sun made ev­ery atom glis­ten with­in the cir­cuit of its rays. The heat was sti­fling; but, as the king did not seem to pay any at­ten­tion to the ap­pear­ance of the heav­ens, no one made him­self un­easy about it, and the prom­e­nade, in obe­di­ence to the or­ders giv­en by the queen, took its course in the di­rec­tion of Apre­mont. The courtiers who fol­lowed were in the very high­est spir­its; it was ev­i­dent that ev­ery­one tried to for­get, and to make oth­ers for­get, the bit­ter dis­cus­sions of the pre­vi­ous evening. Madame, par­tic­u­lar­ly, was de­light­ful. In fact, see­ing the king at the door of her car­riage, as she did not sup­pose he would be there for the queen’s sake, she hoped that her prince had re­turned to her. Hard­ly, how­ev­er, had they pro­ceed­ed a quar­ter of a mile on the road, when the king, with a gra­cious smile, salut­ed them and drew up his horse, leav­ing the queen’s car­riage to pass on, then that of the prin­ci­pal ladies of hon­or, and then all the oth­ers in suc­ces­sion, who, see­ing the king stop, wished in their turn to stop too; but the king made a sign to them to con­tin­ue their progress. When La Val­lière’s car­riage passed, the king ap­proached it, salut­ed the ladies who were in­side, and was pre­par­ing to ac­com­pa­ny the car­riage con­tain­ing the maids of hon­or, in the same way he had fol­lowed that in which Madame was, when sud­den­ly the whole file of car­riages stopped. It was prob­a­ble that Madame, un­easy at the king hav­ing left her, had just giv­en di­rec­tions for the per­for­mance of this ma­neu­ver, the di­rec­tion in which the prom­e­nade was to take place hav­ing been left to her. The king, hav­ing sent to in­quire what her ob­ject was in stop­ping the cav­al­cade, was in­formed in re­ply, that she wished to walk. She most like­ly hoped that the king, who was fol­low­ing the car­riages of the maids of hon­or on horse­back, would not ven­ture to fol­low the maids of hon­or them­selves on foot. They had ar­rived in the mid­dle of the for­est.

			The prom­e­nade, in fact, was not ill-timed, es­pe­cial­ly for those who were dream­ers or lovers. From the lit­tle open space where the halt had tak­en place, three beau­ti­ful long walks, shady and un­du­lat­ing, stretched out be­fore them. These walks were cov­ered with moss or with leaves that formed a car­pet from the loom of na­ture; and each walk had its hori­zon in the dis­tance, con­sist­ing of about a hand­breadth of sky, ap­par­ent through the in­ter­lac­ing of the branch­es of the trees. At the end of al­most ev­ery walk, ev­i­dent­ly in great tribu­la­tion and un­easi­ness, the star­tled deer were seen hur­ry­ing to and fro, first stop­ping for a mo­ment in the mid­dle of the path, and then rais­ing their heads they fled with the speed of an ar­row or bound­ed in­to the depths of the for­est, where they dis­ap­peared from view; now and then a rab­bit, of philo­soph­i­cal mien, might be no­ticed qui­et­ly sit­ting up­right, rub­bing his muz­zle with his fore paws, and look­ing about in­quir­ing­ly, as though won­der­ing whether all these peo­ple, who were ap­proach­ing in his di­rec­tion, and who had just dis­turbed him in his med­i­ta­tions and his meal, were not fol­lowed by their dogs, or had not their guns un­der their arms. All alight­ed from their car­riages as soon as they ob­served that the queen was do­ing so. Maria There­sa took the arm of one of her ladies of hon­or, and, with a side glance to­wards the king, who did not per­ceive that he was in the slight­est de­gree the ob­ject of the queen’s at­ten­tion, en­tered the for­est by the first path be­fore her. Two of the out­rid­ers pre­ced­ed Her Majesty with long poles, which they used for the pur­pose of putting the branch­es of the trees aside, or re­mov­ing the bush­es that might im­pede her progress. As soon as Madame alight­ed, she found the Comte de Guiche at her side, who bowed and placed him­self at her dis­pos­al. Mon­sieur, de­light­ed with his bath of the two pre­vi­ous days, had an­nounced his pref­er­ence for the riv­er, and, hav­ing giv­en de Guiche leave of ab­sence, re­mained at the château with the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine and Mani­camp. He was not in the slight­est de­gree jeal­ous. He had been looked for to no pur­pose among those present; but as Mon­sieur was a man who thought a great deal of him­self, and usu­al­ly added very lit­tle to the gen­er­al plea­sure, his ab­sence was rather a sub­ject of sat­is­fac­tion than re­gret. Ev­ery­one had fol­lowed the ex­am­ple which the queen and Madame had set, do­ing just as they pleased, ac­cord­ing as chance or fan­cy in­flu­enced them. The king, we have al­ready ob­served, re­mained near La Val­lière, and, throw­ing him­self off his horse at the mo­ment the door of her car­riage was opened, he of­fered her his hand to alight. Mon­ta­lais and Ton­nay-Char­ente im­me­di­ate­ly drew back and kept at a dis­tance; the for­mer from cal­cu­lat­ed, the lat­ter from nat­u­ral mo­tives. There was this dif­fer­ence, how­ev­er, be­tween the two, that the one had with­drawn from a wish to please the king, the oth­er for a very op­po­site rea­son. Dur­ing the last half-hour the weath­er al­so had un­der­gone a change; the veil which had been spread over the sky, as if driv­en by a blast of heat­ed air, had be­come massed to­geth­er in the west­ern part of the heav­ens; and af­ter­wards, as if driv­en by a cur­rent of air from the op­po­site di­rec­tion, was now ad­vanc­ing slow­ly and heav­i­ly to­wards them. The ap­proach of the storm could be felt, but as the king did not per­ceive it, no one thought it prop­er to do so. The prom­e­nade was there­fore con­tin­ued; some of the com­pa­ny, with minds ill at ease on the sub­ject, raised their eyes from time to time to­wards the sky; oth­ers, even more timid still, walked about with­out wan­der­ing too far from the car­riages, where they re­lied up­on tak­ing shel­ter in case the storm burst. The greater num­ber of these, how­ev­er, ob­serv­ing that the king fear­less­ly en­tered the wood with La Val­lière, fol­lowed His Majesty. The king, notic­ing this, took La Val­lière’s hand, and led her to a lat­er­al for­est-al­ley; where no one this time ven­tured to fol­low him.

		
	
		
			
				137

				The Show­er of Rain

			
			At this mo­ment, and in the same di­rec­tion, too, that the king and La Val­lière had tak­en, ex­cept that they were in the wood it­self in­stead of fol­low­ing the path, two men were walk­ing to­geth­er, ut­ter­ly in­dif­fer­ent to the ap­pear­ance of the heav­ens. Their heads were bent down in the man­ner of peo­ple oc­cu­pied with mat­ters of great mo­ment. They had not ob­served ei­ther de Guiche or Madame, the king or La Val­lière. Sud­den­ly some­thing fell through the air like a colos­sal sheet of flame, fol­lowed by a loud but dis­tant rum­bling noise.

			“Ah!” said one of them, rais­ing his head, “here comes the storm. Let us reach our car­riages, my dear d’Herblay.”

			Aramis looked in­quir­ing­ly at the heav­ens. “There is no oc­ca­sion to hur­ry yet,” he said; and then re­sum­ing the con­ver­sa­tion where it had doubt­less been in­ter­rupt­ed, he said, “You were ob­serv­ing that the let­ter we wrote last evening must by this time have reached its des­ti­na­tion?”

			“I was say­ing that she cer­tain­ly has it.”

			“Whom did you send it by?”

			“By my own ser­vant, as I have al­ready told you.”

			“Did he bring back an an­swer?”

			“I have not seen him since; the young girl was prob­a­bly in at­ten­dance on Madame, or was in her own room dress­ing, and he may have had to wait. Our time for leav­ing ar­rived, and we set off, of course; I can­not, there­fore, know what is go­ing on yon­der.”

			“Did you see the king be­fore leav­ing?”

			“Yes.”

			“How did he seem?”

			“Noth­ing could have passed off bet­ter, or worse; ac­cord­ing as he be sin­cere or hyp­o­crit­i­cal.”

			“And the fête?”

			“Will take place in a month.”

			“He in­vit­ed him­self, you say?”

			“With a per­ti­nac­i­ty in which I de­tect­ed Col­bert’s in­flu­ence. But has not last night re­moved your il­lu­sions?”

			“What il­lu­sions?”

			“With re­spect to the as­sis­tance you may be able to give me un­der these cir­cum­stances.”

			“No; I have passed the night writ­ing, and all my or­ders are giv­en.”

			“Do not con­ceal it from your­self, d’Herblay, but the fête will cost some mil­lions.”

			“I will sup­ply six; do you on your side get two or three.”

			“You are a won­der­ful man, my dear d’Herblay.”

			Aramis smiled.

			“But,” in­quired Fou­quet, with some re­main­ing un­easi­ness, “how is it that while you are now squan­der­ing mil­lions in this man­ner, a few days ago you did not pay the fifty thou­sand francs to Baise­meaux out of your own pock­et?”

			“Be­cause a few days ago I was as poor as Job.”

			“And to­day?”

			“To­day I am wealth­i­er than the king him­self.”

			“Very well,” said Fou­quet; “I un­der­stand men pret­ty well; I know you are in­ca­pable of for­feit­ing your word; I do not wish to wrest your se­cret from you, and so let us talk no more about it.”

			At this mo­ment a dull, heavy rum­bling was heard, which sud­den­ly de­vel­oped in­to a vi­o­lent clap of thun­der.

			“Oh, oh!” said Fou­quet, “I was quite right in what I said.”

			“Come,” said Aramis, “let us re­join the car­riages.”

			“We shall not have time,” said Fou­quet, “for here comes the rain.”

			In fact, as he spoke, and as if the heav­ens were opened, a show­er of large drops of rain was sud­den­ly heard pat­ter­ing on the leaves about them.

			“We shall have time,” said Aramis, “to reach the car­riages be­fore the fo­liage be­comes sat­u­rat­ed.”

			“It will be bet­ter,” said Fou­quet, “to take shel­ter some­where—in a grot­to, for in­stance.”

			“Yes, but where are we to find a grot­to?” in­quired Aramis.

			“I know one,” said Fou­quet, smil­ing, “not ten paces from here.” Then look­ing round him, he added: “Yes, we are quite right.”

			“You are very for­tu­nate to have so good a mem­o­ry,” said Aramis, smil­ing in his turn, “but are you not afraid that your coach­man, find­ing we do not re­turn, will sup­pose we have tak­en an­oth­er road back, and that he will not fol­low the car­riages be­long­ing to the court?”

			“Oh, there is no fear of that,” said Fou­quet; “when­ev­er I place my coach­man and my car­riage in any par­tic­u­lar spot, noth­ing but an ex­press or­der from the king could stir them; and more than that, too, it seems that we are not the on­ly ones who have come so far, for I hear foot­steps and the sound of voic­es.”

			As he spoke, Fou­quet turned round, and opened with his cane a mass of fo­liage which hid the path from his view. Aramis’s glance as well as his own plunged at the same mo­ment through the aper­ture he had made.

			“A wom­an,” said Aramis.

			“And a man,” said Fou­quet.

			“It is La Val­lière and the king,” they both ex­claimed to­geth­er.

			“Oh, oh!” said Aramis, “is His Majesty aware of your cav­ern as well? I should not be as­ton­ished if he were, for he seems to be on very good terms with the dryads of Fontainebleau.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said Fou­quet; “let us get there. If he is not aware of it, we shall see what he will do if he should know it, as it has two en­trances, so that whilst he en­ters by one, we can leave by the oth­er.”

			“Is it far?” asked Aramis, “for the rain is be­gin­ning to pen­e­trate.”

			“We are there now,” said Fou­quet, as he pushed aside a few branch­es, and an ex­ca­va­tion in the sol­id rock could be ob­served, hith­er­to con­cealed by heaths, ivy, and a thick covert of small shrubs.

			Fou­quet led the way, fol­lowed by Aramis; but as the lat­ter en­tered the grot­to, he turned round, say­ing: “Yes, they are en­ter­ing the wood; and, see, they are bend­ing their steps this way.”

			“Very well; let us make room for them,” said Fou­quet, smil­ing and pulling Aramis by his cloak; “but I do not think the king knows of my grot­to.”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “they are look­ing about them, but it is on­ly for a thick­er tree.”

			Aramis was not mis­tak­en, the king’s looks were di­rect­ed up­ward, and not around him. He held La Val­lière’s arm with­in his own, and held her hand in his. La Val­lière’s feet be­gan to sleep on the damp grass. Louis again looked round him with greater at­ten­tion than be­fore, and per­ceiv­ing an enor­mous oak with wide-spread­ing branch­es, he hur­ried­ly drew La Val­lière be­neath its pro­tect­ing shel­ter. The poor girl looked round her on all sides, and seemed half afraid, half de­sirous of be­ing fol­lowed. The king made her lean back against the trunk of the tree, whose vast cir­cum­fer­ence, pro­tect­ed by the thick­ness of the fo­liage, was as dry as if at that mo­ment the rain had not been fall­ing in tor­rents. He him­self re­mained stand­ing be­fore her with his head un­cov­ered. Af­ter a few min­utes, how­ev­er, some drops of rain pen­e­trat­ed through the branch­es of the tree and fell on the king’s fore­head, who did not pay any at­ten­tion to them.

			“Oh, sire!” mur­mured La Val­lière, push­ing the king’s hat to­wards him. But the king sim­ply bowed, and de­ter­mined­ly re­fused to cov­er his head.

			“Now or nev­er is the time to of­fer your place,” said Fou­quet in Aramis’s ear.

			“Now or nev­er is the time to lis­ten, and not lose a syl­la­ble of what they may have to say to each oth­er,” replied Aramis in Fou­quet’s ear.

			In fact they both re­mained per­fect­ly silent, and the king’s voice reached them where they were.

			“Be­lieve me,” said the king, “I per­ceive, or rather I can imag­ine your un­easi­ness; be­lieve me, I sin­cere­ly re­gret hav­ing iso­lat­ed you from the rest of the com­pa­ny, and brought you, al­so, to a spot where you will be in­con­ve­nienced by the rain. You are wet al­ready, and per­haps cold too?”

			“No, sire.”

			“And yet you trem­ble?”

			“I am afraid, sire, that my ab­sence may be mis­in­ter­pret­ed; at a mo­ment, too, when all the oth­ers are re­unit­ed.”

			“I would not hes­i­tate to pro­pose re­turn­ing to the car­riages, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, but pray look and lis­ten, and tell me if it be pos­si­ble to at­tempt to make the slight­est progress at present?”

			In fact the thun­der was still rolling, and the rain con­tin­ued to fall in tor­rents.

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued the king, “no pos­si­ble in­ter­pre­ta­tion can be made which would be to your dis­cred­it. Are you not with the king of France; in oth­er words, with the first gen­tle­man of the king­dom?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sire,” replied La Val­lière, “and it is a very dis­tin­guished hon­or for me; it is not, there­fore, for my­self that I fear any in­ter­pre­ta­tions that may be made.”

			“For whom, then?”

			“For you, sire.”

			“For me?” said the king, smil­ing, “I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“Has Your Majesty al­ready for­got­ten what took place yes­ter­day evening in Her Roy­al High­ness’s apart­ments?”

			“Oh! for­get that, I beg, or al­low me to re­mem­ber it for no oth­er pur­pose than to thank you once more for your let­ter, and—”

			“Sire,” in­ter­rupt­ed La Val­lière, “the rain is fall­ing, and Your Majesty’s head is un­cov­ered.”

			“I en­treat you not to think of any­thing but your­self.”

			“Oh! I,” said La Val­lière, smil­ing, “I am a coun­try girl, ac­cus­tomed to roam­ing through the mead­ows of the Loire and the gar­dens of Blois, what­ev­er the weath­er may be. And, as for my clothes,” she added, look­ing at her sim­ple muslin dress, “Your Majesty sees there is but lit­tle room for in­jury.”

			“In­deed, I have al­ready no­ticed, more than once, that you owed near­ly ev­ery­thing to your­self and noth­ing to your toi­lette. Your free­dom from co­quetry is one of your great­est charms in my eyes.”

			“Sire, do not make me out bet­ter than I am, and say mere­ly, ‘You can­not pos­si­bly be a co­quette.’ ”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause,” said La Val­lière, smil­ing, “I am not rich.”

			“You ad­mit, then,” said the king, quick­ly, “that you have a love for beau­ti­ful things?”

			“Sire, I on­ly re­gard those things as beau­ti­ful which are with­in my reach. Ev­ery­thing which is too high­ly placed for me—”

			“You are in­dif­fer­ent to?”

			“Is for­eign to me, as be­ing pro­hib­it­ed.”

			“And I,” said the king, “do not find that you are at my court on the foot­ing you should be. The ser­vices of your fam­i­ly have not been suf­fi­cient­ly brought un­der my no­tice. The ad­vance­ment of your fam­i­ly was cru­el­ly ne­glect­ed by my un­cle.”

			“On the con­trary, sire. His Roy­al High­ness, the Duke of Or­léans, was al­ways ex­ceed­ing­ly kind to­wards M. de Saint-Re­my, my step­fa­ther. The ser­vices ren­dered were hum­ble, and, prop­er­ly speak­ing, our ser­vices have been ad­e­quate­ly rec­og­nized. It is not ev­ery­one who is hap­py enough to find op­por­tu­ni­ties of serv­ing his sov­er­eign with dis­tinc­tion. I have no doubt at all, that, if ev­er op­por­tu­ni­ties had been met with, my fam­i­ly’s ac­tions would have been as lofty as their loy­al­ty was firm: but that hap­pi­ness was nev­er ours.”

			“In that case, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, it be­longs to kings to re­pair the want of op­por­tu­ni­ty, and most de­light­ed­ly do I un­der­take to re­pair, in your in­stance, and with the least pos­si­ble de­lay, the wrongs of for­tune to­wards you.”

			“Nay, sire,” cried La Val­lière, ea­ger­ly; “leave things, I beg, as they are now.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble! you refuse what I ought, and what I wish to do for you?”

			“All I de­sired has been grant­ed me, when the hon­or was con­ferred up­on me of form­ing one of Madame’s house­hold.”

			“But if you refuse for your­self, at least ac­cept for your fam­i­ly.”

			“Your gen­er­ous in­ten­tions, sire, be­wil­der me and make me ap­pre­hen­sive, for, in do­ing for my fam­i­ly what your kind­ness urges you to do, Your Majesty will raise up en­e­mies for us, and en­e­mies for your­self, too. Leave me in the ranks of mid­dle life, sire; of all the feel­ings and sen­ti­ments I ex­pe­ri­ence, leave me to en­joy the pleas­ing in­stinct of dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness.”

			“The sen­ti­ments you ex­press,” said the king, “are in­deed ad­mirable.”

			“Quite true,” mur­mured Aramis in Fou­quet’s ear, “and he can­not be ac­cus­tomed to them.”

			“But,” replied Fou­quet, “sup­pose she were to make a sim­i­lar re­ply to my let­ter.”

			“True!” said Aramis, “let us not an­tic­i­pate, but wait the con­clu­sion.”

			“And then, dear Mon­sieur d’Herblay,” added the su­per­in­ten­dent, hard­ly able to ap­pre­ci­ate the sen­ti­ments which La Val­lière had just ex­pressed, “it is very of­ten sound cal­cu­la­tion to seem dis­in­ter­est­ed with mon­archs.”

			“Ex­act­ly what I was think­ing this very minute,” said Aramis. “Let us lis­ten.”

			The king ap­proached near­er to La Val­lière, and as the rain dripped more and more through the fo­liage of the oak, he held his hat over the head of the young girl, who raised her beau­ti­ful blue eyes to­wards the roy­al hat which shel­tered her, and shook her head, sigh­ing deeply as she did so.

			“What melan­choly thought,” said the king, “can pos­si­bly reach your heart when I place mine as a ram­part be­fore it?”

			“I will tell you, sire. I had al­ready once be­fore broached this ques­tion, which is so dif­fi­cult for a young girl of my age to dis­cuss, but Your Majesty im­posed si­lence on me. Your Majesty be­longs not to your­self alone: you are mar­ried; and ev­ery sen­ti­ment which would sep­a­rate Your Majesty from the queen, in lead­ing you to take no­tice of me, will be a source of pro­found­est sor­row for the queen.” The king en­deav­ored to in­ter­rupt the young girl, but she con­tin­ued with a sup­pli­ant ges­ture. “The Queen Maria, with an at­tach­ment which can be well un­der­stood, fol­lows with her eyes ev­ery step of Your Majesty which sep­a­rates you from her. Hap­py enough in hav­ing had her fate unit­ed to your own, she weep­ing­ly im­plores Heav­en to pre­serve you to her, and is jeal­ous of the faintest throb of your heart be­stowed else­where.” The king again seemed anx­ious to speak, but again did La Val­lière ven­ture to pre­vent him.—“Would it not, there­fore, be a most blam­able ac­tion,” she con­tin­ued, “if Your Majesty, a wit­ness of this anx­ious and dis­in­ter­est­ed af­fec­tion, gave the queen any cause for jeal­ousy? For­give me, sire, for the ex­pres­sions I have used. I well know it is im­pos­si­ble, or rather that it would be im­pos­si­ble, that the great­est queen of the whole world could be jeal­ous of a poor girl like my­self. But though a queen, she is still a wom­an, and her heart, like that of the rest of her sex, can­not close it­self against the sus­pi­cions which such as are evil­ly dis­posed, in­sin­u­ate. For Heav­en’s sake, sire, think no more of me; I am un­wor­thy of your re­gard.”

			“Do you not know that in speak­ing as you have done, you change my es­teem for you in­to the pro­found­est ad­mi­ra­tion?”

			“Sire, you as­sume my words to be con­trary to the truth; you sup­pose me to be bet­ter than I re­al­ly am, and at­tach a greater mer­it to me than God ev­er in­tend­ed should be the case. Spare me, sire; for, did I not know that Your Majesty was the most gen­er­ous man in your king­dom, I should be­lieve you were jest­ing.”

			“You do not, I know, fear such a thing; I am quite sure of that,” ex­claimed Louis.

			“I shall be obliged to be­lieve it, if Your Majesty con­tin­ues to hold such lan­guage to­wards me.”

			“I am most un­hap­py, then,” said the king, in a tone of re­gret which was not as­sumed; “I am the un­hap­pi­est prince in the Chris­tian world, since I am pow­er­less to in­duce be­lief in my words, in one whom I love the best in the wide world, and who al­most breaks my heart by re­fus­ing to cred­it my re­gard for her.”

			“Oh, sire!” said La Val­lière, gen­tly putting the king aside, who had ap­proached near­er to her, “I think the storm has passed away now, and the rain has ceased.” At the very mo­ment, how­ev­er, as the poor girl, flee­ing as it were from her own heart, which doubt­less throbbed but too well in uni­son with the king’s, ut­tered these words, the storm un­der­took to con­tra­dict her. A dead-white flash of light­ning il­lu­mined the for­est with a weird glare, and a peal of thun­der, like a dis­charge of ar­tillery, burst over their heads, as if the height of the oak that shel­tered them had at­tract­ed the storm. The young girl could not re­press a cry of ter­ror. The king with one hand drew her to­wards his heart, and stretched the oth­er above her head, as though to shield her from the light­ning. A mo­ment’s si­lence en­sued, as the group, de­light­ful as ev­ery­thing young and lov­ing is de­light­ful, re­mained mo­tion­less, while Fou­quet and Aramis con­tem­plat­ed it in at­ti­tudes as mo­tion­less as La Val­lière and the king. “Oh, sire!” mur­mured La Val­lière, “do you hear?” and her head fell up­on his shoul­der.

			“Yes,” said the king. “You see, the storm has not passed away.”

			“It is a warn­ing, sire.” The king smiled. “Sire, it is the voice of Heav­en in anger.”

			“Be it so,” said the king. “I agree to ac­cept that peal of thun­der as a warn­ing, and even as a men­ace, if, in five min­utes from the present mo­ment, it is re­newed with equal vi­o­lence; but if not, per­mit me to think that the storm is a storm sim­ply, and noth­ing more.” And the king, at the same mo­ment, raised his head, as if to in­ter­ro­gate the heav­ens. But, as if the re­mark had been heard and ac­cept­ed, dur­ing the five min­utes which elapsed af­ter the burst of thun­der which had alarmed them, no re­newed peal was heard; and, when the thun­der was again heard, it was pass­ing as plain­ly as if, dur­ing those same five min­utes, the storm, put to flight, had tra­versed the heav­ens with the wings of the wind. “Well, Louise,” said the king, in a low tone of voice, “do you still threat­en me with the anger of Heav­en? and, since you wished to re­gard the storm as a warn­ing, do you still be­lieve it bodes mis­for­tune?”

			The young girl looked up, and saw that while they had been talk­ing, the rain had pen­e­trat­ed the fo­liage above them, and was trick­ling down the king’s face. “Oh, sire, sire!” she ex­claimed, in ac­cents of ea­ger ap­pre­hen­sions, which great­ly ag­i­tat­ed the king. “Is it for me,” she mur­mured, “that the king re­mains thus un­cov­ered, and ex­posed to the rain? What am I, then?”

			“You are, you per­ceive,” said the king, “the di­vin­i­ty who dis­si­pates the storm, and brings back fine weath­er.” In fact, even as the king spoke, a ray of sun­light streamed through the for­est, and caused the rain­drops which rest­ed up­on the leaves, or fell ver­ti­cal­ly among the open­ings in the branch­es of the trees, to glis­ten like di­a­monds.

			“Sire,” said La Val­lière, al­most over­come, but mak­ing a pow­er­ful ef­fort over her­self, “think of the anx­i­eties Your Majesty will have to sub­mit to on my ac­count. At this very mo­ment, they are seek­ing you in ev­ery di­rec­tion. The queen must be full of un­easi­ness; and Madame—oh, Madame!” the young girl ex­claimed, with an ex­pres­sion al­most re­sem­bling ter­ror.

			This name had a cer­tain ef­fect up­on the king. He start­ed, and dis­en­gaged him­self from La Val­lière, whom he had, till that mo­ment, held pressed against his heart. He then ad­vanced to­wards the path, in or­der to look round, and re­turned, some­what thought­ful­ly, to La Val­lière. “Madame, did you say?” he re­marked.

			“Yes, Madame; she, too, is jeal­ous,” said La Val­lière, with a marked tone of voice; and her eyes, so tim­o­rous in their ex­pres­sion, and so mod­est­ly fugi­tive in their glance, for a mo­ment, ven­tured to look in­quir­ing­ly in­to the king’s.

			“Still,” re­turned Louis, mak­ing an ef­fort over him­self, “it seems to me that Madame has no rea­son, no right to be jeal­ous of me.”

			“Alas!” mur­mured La Val­lière.

			“Are you, too,” said the king, al­most in a tone of re­proach, “are you among those who think the sis­ter has a right to be jeal­ous of the broth­er?”

			“It is not for me, sire, to seek to pen­e­trate Your Majesty’s se­crets.”

			“You do be­lieve it, then?” ex­claimed the king.

			“I be­lieve Madame is jeal­ous, sire,” La Val­lière replied, firm­ly.

			“Is it pos­si­ble,” said the king with some anx­i­ety, “that you have per­ceived it, then, from her con­duct to­wards you? Have her man­ners in any way been such to­wards you that you can at­tribute them to the jeal­ousy you speak of?”

			“Not at all, sire; I am of so lit­tle im­por­tance.”

			“Oh! if it were re­al­ly the case—” ex­claimed Louis, vi­o­lent­ly.

			“Sire,” in­ter­rupt­ed the young girl, “it has ceased rain­ing; some­one is com­ing, I think.” And, for­get­ful of all eti­quette, she had seized the king by the arm.

			“Well,” replied the king, “let them come. Who is there who would ven­ture to think I had done wrong in re­main­ing alone with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“For pity’s sake, sire! they will think it strange to see you wet through, in this man­ner, and that you should have run such risk for me.”

			“I have sim­ply done my du­ty as a gen­tle­man,” said Louis; “and woe to him who may fail in his, in crit­i­cis­ing his sov­er­eign’s con­duct.” In fact, at this mo­ment a few ea­ger and cu­ri­ous faces were seen in the walk, as if en­gaged in a search. Catch­ing glimpses at last of the king and La Val­lière, they seemed to have found what they were seek­ing. They were some of the courtiers who had been sent by the queen and Madame, and un­cov­ered them­selves, in to­ken of hav­ing per­ceived His Majesty. But Louis, not­with­stand­ing La Val­lière’s con­fu­sion, did not quit his re­spect­ful and ten­der at­ti­tude. Then, when all the courtiers were as­sem­bled in the walk—when ev­ery­one had been able to per­ceive the ex­tra­or­di­nary mark of def­er­ence with which he had treat­ed the young girl, by re­main­ing stand­ing and bare­head­ed dur­ing the storm—he of­fered her his arm, led her to­wards the group who were wait­ing, rec­og­nized by an in­cli­na­tion of the head the re­spect­ful salu­ta­tions which were paid him on all sides; and, still hold­ing his hat in his hand, he con­duct­ed her to her car­riage. And, as a few sparse drops of rain con­tin­ued to fall—a last adieu of the van­ish­ing storm—the oth­er ladies, whom re­spect had pre­vent­ed from get­ting in­to their car­riages be­fore the king, re­mained al­to­geth­er un­pro­tect­ed by hood or cloak, ex­posed to the rain from which the king was pro­tect­ing, as well as he was able, the hum­blest among them. The queen and Madame must, like the oth­ers, have wit­nessed this ex­ag­ger­at­ed cour­tesy of the king. Madame was so dis­con­cert­ed at it, that she touched the queen with her el­bow, say­ing at the same time, “Look there, look there.”

			The queen closed her eyes as if she had been sud­den­ly seized with a faint­ing-spell. She lift­ed her hands to her face and en­tered her car­riage, Madame fol­low­ing her. The king again mount­ed his horse, and with­out show­ing a pref­er­ence for any par­tic­u­lar car­riage door, he re­turned to Fontainebleau, the reins hang­ing over his horse’s neck, ab­sorbed in thought. As soon as the crowd had dis­ap­peared, and the sound of the hors­es and car­riages grew fainter in the dis­tance, and when they were cer­tain, in fact, that no one could see them, Aramis and Fou­quet came out of their grot­to, and both of them in si­lence passed slow­ly on to­wards the walk. Aramis looked most nar­row­ly not on­ly at the whole ex­tent of the open space stretch­ing out be­fore and be­hind him, but even in­to the very depth of the wood.

			“Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” he said, when he had quite sat­is­fied him­self that they were alone, “we must get back, at any cost, that let­ter you wrote to La Val­lière.”

			“That will be easy enough,” said Fou­quet, “if my ser­vant has not giv­en it to her.”

			“In any case it must be had, do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes. The king is in love with the girl, you mean?”

			“Deeply, and what is worse is, that on her side, the girl is pas­sion­ate­ly at­tached to him.”

			“As much as to say that we must change our tac­tics, I sup­pose?”

			“Not a doubt of it; you have no time to lose. You must see La Val­lière, and, with­out think­ing any more of be­com­ing her lover, which is out of the ques­tion, must de­clare your­self her most de­vot­ed friend and her most hum­ble ser­vant.”

			“I will do so,” replied Fou­quet, “and with­out the slight­est feel­ing of dis­in­cli­na­tion, for she seems a good-heart­ed girl.”

			“Or a very clever one,” said Aramis; “but in that case, all the greater rea­son.” Then he added, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, “If I am not mis­tak­en, that girl will be­come the strong­est pas­sion of the king’s life. Let us re­turn to our car­riage, and, as fast as pos­si­ble, to the château.”
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				To­by

			
			Two hours af­ter the su­per­in­ten­dent’s car­riage had set off by Aramis’s di­rec­tions, con­vey­ing them both to­wards Fontainebleau with the fleet­ness of the clouds the last breath of the tem­pest was hur­ry­ing across the face of heav­en, La Val­lière was clos­et­ed in her own apart­ment, with a sim­ple muslin wrap­per round her, hav­ing just fin­ished a slight repast, which was placed up­on a mar­ble ta­ble. Sud­den­ly the door was opened, and a ser­vant en­tered to an­nounce M. Fou­quet, who had called to re­quest per­mis­sion to pay his re­spects to her. She made him re­peat the mes­sage twice over, for the poor girl on­ly knew M. Fou­quet by name, and could not con­ceive what busi­ness she could pos­si­bly have with a su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances. How­ev­er, as he might rep­re­sent the king—and, af­ter the con­ver­sa­tion we have record­ed it was very like­ly—she glanced at her mir­ror, drew out still more the ringlets of her hair, and de­sired him to be ad­mit­ted. La Val­lière could not, how­ev­er, re­frain from a cer­tain feel­ing of un­easi­ness. A vis­it from the su­per­in­ten­dent was not an or­di­nary event in the life of any wom­an at­tached to the court. Fou­quet, so no­to­ri­ous for his gen­eros­i­ty, his gal­lantry, and his sen­si­tive del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing with re­gard to wom­en gen­er­al­ly, had re­ceived more in­vi­ta­tions than he had re­quest­ed au­di­ences. In many hous­es, the pres­ence of the su­per­in­ten­dent had been sig­nif­i­cant of for­tune; in many hearts, of love. Fou­quet en­tered the apart­ment with a man­ner full of re­spect, pre­sent­ing him­self with that ease and grace­ful­ness of man­ner which was the dis­tinc­tive char­ac­ter­is­tic of the men of em­i­nence of that pe­ri­od, and which at the present day seems no longer to be un­der­stood, even through the in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the por­traits of the pe­ri­od, in which the painter has en­deav­ored to re­call them to be­ing. La Val­lière ac­knowl­edged the cer­e­mo­ni­ous salu­ta­tion which Fou­quet ad­dressed to her by a gen­tle in­cli­na­tion of the head, and mo­tioned him to a seat. But Fou­quet, with a bow, said, “I will not sit down un­til you have par­doned me.”

			“I?” asked La Val­lière, “par­don what?”

			Fou­quet fixed a most pierc­ing look up­on the young girl, and fan­cied he could per­ceive in her face noth­ing but the most un­af­fect­ed sur­prise. “I ob­serve,” he said, “that you have as much gen­eros­i­ty as in­tel­li­gence, and I read in your eyes the for­give­ness I so­lic­it. A par­don pro­nounced by your lips is in­suf­fi­cient for me, and I need the for­give­ness of your heart and mind.”

			“Up­on my hon­or, Mon­sieur,” said La Val­lière, “I as­sure you most pos­i­tive­ly I do not un­der­stand your mean­ing.”

			“Again, that is a del­i­ca­cy on your part which charms me,” replied Fou­quet, “and I see you do not wish me to blush be­fore you.”

			“Blush! blush be­fore me! Why should you blush?”

			“Can I have de­ceived my­self,” said Fou­quet; “and can I have been hap­py enough not to have of­fend­ed you by my con­duct to­wards you?”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur,” said La Val­lière, shrug­ging her shoul­ders, “you speak in enig­mas, and I sup­pose I am too ig­no­rant to un­der­stand you.”

			“Be it so,” said Fou­quet; “I will not in­sist. Tell me, on­ly, I en­treat you, that I may re­ly up­on your full and com­plete for­give­ness.”

			“I have but one re­ply to make to you, Mon­sieur,” said La Val­lière, some­what im­pa­tient­ly, “and I hope that will sat­is­fy you. If I knew the wrong you have done me, I would for­give you, and I now do so with still greater rea­son since I am ig­no­rant of the wrong you al­lude to.”

			Fou­quet bit his lips, as Aramis would have done. “In that case,” he said, “I may hope, that, not­with­stand­ing what has hap­pened, our good un­der­stand­ing will re­main undis­turbed, and that you will kind­ly con­fer the fa­vor up­on me of be­liev­ing in my re­spect­ful friend­ship.”

			La Val­lière fan­cied that she now be­gan to un­der­stand, and said to her­self, I should not have be­lieved M. Fou­quet so ea­ger to seek the source of a fa­vor so very re­cent, and then added aloud, “Your friend­ship, Mon­sieur! you of­fer me your friend­ship. The hon­or, on the con­trary, is mine, and I feel over­pow­ered by it.”

			“I am aware,” replied Fou­quet, “that the friend­ship of the mas­ter may ap­pear more bril­liant and de­sir­able than that of the ser­vant; but I as­sure you the lat­ter will be quite as de­vot­ed, quite as faith­ful, and al­to­geth­er dis­in­ter­est­ed.”

			La Val­lière bowed, for, in fact, the voice of the su­per­in­ten­dent seemed to con­vey both con­vic­tion and re­al de­vo­tion in its tone, and she held out her hand to him, say­ing, “I be­lieve you.”

			Fou­quet ea­ger­ly took hold of the young girl’s hand. “You see no dif­fi­cul­ty, there­fore,” he added, “in restor­ing me that un­hap­py let­ter.”

			“What let­ter?” in­quired La Val­lière.

			Fou­quet in­ter­ro­gat­ed her with his most search­ing gaze, as he had al­ready done be­fore, but the same in­ge­nious ex­pres­sions, the same trans­par­ent­ly can­did look met his. “I am obliged to con­fess,” he said, af­ter this de­nial, “that your heart is the most del­i­cate in the world, and I should not feel I was a man of hon­or and up­right­ness if I were to sus­pect any­thing from a wom­an so gen­er­ous as your­self.”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” replied La Val­lière, “it is with pro­found re­gret I am obliged to re­peat that I ab­so­lute­ly un­der­stand noth­ing of what you re­fer to.”

			“In fact, then, up­on your hon­or, Made­moi­selle, you have not re­ceived any let­ter from me?”

			“Up­on my hon­or, none,” replied La Val­lière, firm­ly.

			“Very well, that is quite suf­fi­cient; per­mit me, then, to re­new the as­sur­ance of my ut­most es­teem and re­spect,” said Fou­quet. Then, bow­ing, he left the room to seek Aramis, who was wait­ing for him in his own apart­ment, and leav­ing La Val­lière to ask her­self whether the su­per­in­ten­dent had not lost his sens­es.

			“Well!” in­quired Aramis, who was im­pa­tient­ly wait­ing Fou­quet’s re­turn, “are you sat­is­fied with the fa­vorite?”

			“En­chant­ed,” replied Fou­quet; “she is a wom­an full of in­tel­li­gence and fine feel­ing.”

			“She did not get an­gry, then?”

			“Far from that—she did not even seem to un­der­stand.”

			“To un­der­stand what?”

			“To un­der­stand that I had writ­ten to her.”

			“She must, how­ev­er, have un­der­stood you suf­fi­cient­ly to give the let­ter back to you, for I pre­sume she re­turned it.”

			“Not at all.”

			“At least, you sat­is­fied your­self that she had burnt it.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Herblay, I have been play­ing at cross-pur­pos­es for more than an hour, and, how­ev­er amus­ing it may be, I be­gin to have had enough of this game. So un­der­stand me thor­ough­ly: the girl pre­tend­ed not to un­der­stand what I was say­ing to her; she de­nied hav­ing re­ceived any let­ter; there­fore, hav­ing pos­i­tive­ly de­nied its re­ceipt, she was un­able ei­ther to re­turn or burn it.”

			“Oh, oh!” said Aramis, with un­easi­ness, “what is this you tell me?”

			“I say that she swore most pos­i­tive­ly she had not re­ceived any let­ter.”

			“That is too much. And did you not in­sist?”

			“On the con­trary, I did in­sist, al­most im­per­ti­nent­ly even.”

			“And she per­sist­ed in her de­nial?”

			“Un­hesi­tat­ing­ly.”

			“And did she not con­tra­dict her­self?”

			“Not once.”

			“But, in that case, then, you have left our let­ter in her hands?”

			“How could I do oth­er­wise?”

			“Oh! it was a great mis­take.”

			“What the deuce would you have done in my place?”

			“One could not force her, cer­tain­ly, but it is very em­bar­rass­ing; such a let­ter ought not to re­main in ex­is­tence against us.”

			“Oh! the young girl’s dis­po­si­tion is gen­eros­i­ty it­self; I looked at her eyes, and I can read eyes well.”

			“You think she can be re­lied up­on?”

			“From my heart I do.”

			“Well, I think we are mis­tak­en.”

			“In what way?”

			“I think that, in point of fact, as she her­self told you, she did not re­ceive the let­ter.”

			“What! do you sup­pose—”

			“I sup­pose that, from some mo­tive, of which we know noth­ing, your man did not de­liv­er the let­ter to her.”

			Fou­quet rang the bell. A ser­vant ap­peared. “Send To­by here,” he said. A mo­ment af­ter­wards a man made his ap­pear­ance, with an anx­ious, rest­less look, shrewd ex­pres­sion of the mouth, with short arms, and his back some­what bent. Aramis fixed a pen­e­trat­ing look up­on him.

			“Will you al­low me to in­ter­ro­gate him my­self?” in­quired Aramis.

			“Do so,” said Fou­quet.

			Aramis was about to say some­thing to the lack­ey, when he paused. “No,” he said; “he would see that we at­tach too much im­por­tance to his an­swer; there­fore ques­tion him your­self; I will pre­tend to be writ­ing.” Aramis ac­cord­ing­ly placed him­self at a ta­ble, his back turned to­wards the old at­ten­dant, whose ev­ery ges­ture and look he watched in a look­ing-glass op­po­site to him.

			“Come here, To­by,” said Fou­quet to the valet, who ap­proached with a tol­er­a­bly firm step. “How did you ex­e­cute my com­mis­sion?” in­quired Fou­quet.

			“In the usu­al way, Mon­seigneur,” replied the man.

			“But how, tell me?”

			“I suc­ceed­ed in pen­e­trat­ing as far as Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s apart­ment; but she was at Mass, and so I placed the note on her toi­lette-ta­ble. Is not that what you told me to do?”

			“Pre­cise­ly; and is that all?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly all, Mon­seigneur.”

			“No one was there?”

			“No one.”

			“Did you con­ceal your­self as I told you?”

			“Yes.”

			“And she re­turned?”

			“Ten min­utes af­ter­wards.”

			“And no one could have tak­en the let­ter?”

			“No one; for no one had en­tered the room.”

			“From the out­side, but from the in­te­ri­or?”

			“From the place where I was se­cret­ed, I could see to the very end of the room.”

			“Now lis­ten to me,” said Fou­quet, look­ing fixed­ly at the lack­ey; “if this let­ter did not reach its prop­er des­ti­na­tion, con­fess it; for, if a mis­take has been made, your head shall be the for­feit.”

			To­by start­ed, but im­me­di­ate­ly re­cov­ered him­self. “Mon­seigneur,” he said, “I placed the let­ter on the very place I told you: and I ask on­ly half an hour to prove to you that the let­ter is in Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s hand, or to bring you back the let­ter it­self.”

			Aramis looked at the valet scru­ti­niz­ing­ly. Fou­quet was ready in plac­ing con­fi­dence in peo­ple, and for twen­ty years this man had served him faith­ful­ly. “Go,” he said; “but bring me the proof you speak of.” The lack­ey quit­ted the room.

			“Well, what do you think of it?” in­quired Fou­quet of Aramis.

			“I think that you must, by some means or an­oth­er, as­sure your­self of the truth, ei­ther that the let­ter has, or has not, reached La Val­lière; that, in the first case, La Val­lière must re­turn it to you, or sat­is­fy you by burn­ing it in your pres­ence; that, in the sec­ond, you must have the let­ter back again, even were it to cost you a mil­lion. Come, is not that your opin­ion?”

			“Yes; but still, my dear bish­op, I be­lieve you are ex­ag­ger­at­ing the im­por­tance of the af­fair.”

			“Blind, how blind you are!” mur­mured Aramis.

			“La Val­lière,” re­turned Fou­quet, “whom we as­sume to be a schemer of the first abil­i­ty, is sim­ply noth­ing more than a co­quette, who hopes that I shall pay my court to her, be­cause I have al­ready done so, and who, now that she has re­ceived a con­fir­ma­tion of the king’s re­gard, hopes to keep me in lead­ing strings with the let­ter. It is nat­u­ral enough.”

			Aramis shook his head.

			“Is not that your opin­ion?” said Fou­quet.

			“She is not a co­quette,” he replied.

			“Al­low me to tell you—”

			“Oh! I am well enough ac­quaint­ed with wom­en who are co­quettes,” said Aramis.

			“My dear friend!”

			“It is a long time ago since I fin­ished my ed­u­ca­tion, you mean. But wom­en are the same, through­out the cen­turies.”

			“True; but men change, and you at the present day are far more sus­pi­cious than you for­mer­ly were.” And then, be­gin­ning to laugh, he added, “Come, if La Val­lière is will­ing to love me on­ly to the ex­tent of a third, and the king two-thirds, do you think the con­di­tion ac­cept­able?”

			Aramis rose im­pa­tient­ly. “La Val­lière,” he said, “has nev­er loved, and nev­er will love, any­one but the king.”

			“At all events,” said Fou­quet, “what would you do?”

			“Ask me rather what I would have done?”

			“Well! what would you have done?”

			“In the first place, I should not have al­lowed that man to de­part.”

			“To­by?”

			“Yes; To­by is a traitor. Nay, I am sure of it, and I would not have let him go un­til he had told me the truth.”

			“There is still time. I will re­call him, and do you ques­tion him in your turn.”

			“Agreed.”

			“But I as­sure you it is use­less. He has been with me for twen­ty years, and has nev­er made the slight­est mis­take, and yet,” added Fou­quet, laugh­ing, “it would have been easy enough for him to have done so.”

			“Still, call him back. This morn­ing I fan­cy I saw that face, in earnest con­ver­sa­tion with one of M. Col­bert’s men.”

			“Where was that?”

			“Op­po­site the sta­bles.”

			“Bah! all my peo­ple are at dag­gers drawn with that fel­low.”

			“I saw him, I tell you, and his face, which should have been un­known to me when he en­tered just now, struck me as dis­agree­ably fa­mil­iar.”

			“Why did you not say some­thing, then, while he was here?”

			“Be­cause it is on­ly at this very minute that my mem­o­ry is clear up­on the sub­ject.”

			“Re­al­ly,” said Fou­quet, “you alarm me.” And he again rang the bell.

			“Pro­vid­ed that it is not al­ready too late,” said Aramis.

			Fou­quet once more rang im­pa­tient­ly. The valet usu­al­ly in at­ten­dance ap­peared. “To­by!” said Fou­quet, “send To­by.” The valet again shut the door.

			“You leave me at per­fect lib­er­ty, I sup­pose?”

			“En­tire­ly so.”

			“I may em­ploy all means, then, to as­cer­tain the truth.”

			“All.”

			“In­tim­i­da­tion, even?”

			“I con­sti­tute you pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor in my place.”

			They wait­ed ten min­utes longer, but use­less­ly, and Fou­quet, thor­ough­ly out of pa­tience, again rang loud­ly.

			“To­by!” he ex­claimed.

			“Mon­seigneur,” said the valet, “they are look­ing for him.”

			“He can­not be far dis­tant, I have not giv­en him any com­mis­sion to ex­e­cute.”

			“I will go and see, Mon­seigneur,” replied the valet, as he closed the door. Aramis, dur­ing the in­ter­view, walked im­pa­tient­ly, but with­out a syl­la­ble, up and down the cab­i­net. They wait­ed a fur­ther ten min­utes. Fou­quet rang in a man­ner to alarm the very dead. The valet again pre­sent­ed him­self, trem­bling in a way to in­duce a be­lief that he was the bear­er of bad news.

			“Mon­seigneur is mis­tak­en,” he said, be­fore even Fou­quet could in­ter­ro­gate him, “you must have giv­en To­by some com­mis­sion, for he has been to the sta­bles and tak­en your lord­ship’s swiftest horse, and sad­dled it him­self.”

			“Well?”

			“And he has gone off.”

			“Gone!” ex­claimed Fou­quet. “Let him be pur­sued, let him be cap­tured.”

			“Nay, nay,” whis­pered Aramis, tak­ing him by the hand, “be calm, the evil is done.”

			The valet qui­et­ly went out.

			“The evil is done, you say?”

			“No doubt; I was sure of it. And now, let us give no cause for sus­pi­cion; we must cal­cu­late the re­sult of the blow, and ward it off, if pos­si­ble.”

			“Af­ter all,” said Fou­quet, “the evil is not great.”

			“You think so?” said Aramis.

			“Of course. Sure­ly a man is al­lowed to write a love-let­ter to a wom­an.”

			“A man, cer­tain­ly; a sub­ject, no; es­pe­cial­ly, too, when the wom­an in ques­tion is one with whom the king is in love.”

			“But the king was not in love with La Val­lière a week ago! he was not in love with her yes­ter­day, and the let­ter is dat­ed yes­ter­day; I could not guess the king was in love, when the king’s af­fec­tion was not even yet in ex­is­tence.”

			“As you please,” replied Aramis; “but un­for­tu­nate­ly the let­ter is not dat­ed, and it is that cir­cum­stance par­tic­u­lar­ly which an­noys me. If it had on­ly been dat­ed yes­ter­day, I should not have the slight­est shad­ow of un­easi­ness on your ac­count.”

			Fou­quet shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“Am I not my own mas­ter,” he said, “and is the king, then, king of my brain and of my flesh?”

			“You are right,” replied Aramis, “do not let us at­tach greater im­por­tance to mat­ters than is nec­es­sary; and be­sides … Well! if we are men­aced, we have means of de­fense.”

			“Oh! men­aced!” said Fou­quet, “you do not place this gnat bite, as it were, among the num­ber of men­aces which may com­pro­mise my for­tune and my life, do you?”

			“Do not for­get, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, that the bit of an in­sect can kill a gi­ant, if the in­sect be ven­omous.”

			“But has this sov­er­eign pow­er you were speak­ing of, al­ready van­ished?”

			“I am all-pow­er­ful, it is true, but I am not im­mor­tal.”

			“Come, then, the most press­ing mat­ter is to find To­by again, I sup­pose. Is not that your opin­ion?”

			“Oh! as for that, you will not find him again,” said Aramis, “and if he were of any great val­ue to you, you must give him up for lost.”

			“At all events he is some­where or an­oth­er in the world,” said Fou­quet.

			“You’re right, let me act,” replied Aramis.
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				Madame’s Four Chances

			
			Anne of Aus­tria had begged the young queen to pay her a vis­it. For some time past suf­fer­ing most acute­ly, and los­ing both her youth and beau­ty with that ra­pid­i­ty which sig­nal­izes the de­cline of wom­en for whom life has been one long con­test, Anne of Aus­tria had, in ad­di­tion to her phys­i­cal suf­fer­ings, to ex­pe­ri­ence the bit­ter­ness of be­ing no longer held in any es­teem, ex­cept as a sur­viv­ing re­mem­brance of the past, amidst the youth­ful beau­ties, wits, and in­flu­en­tial forces of her court. Her physi­cian’s opin­ions, her mir­ror al­so, grieved her far less than the in­ex­orable warn­ings which the so­ci­ety of the courtiers af­ford­ed, who, like rats in a ship, aban­don the hold in­to which on the very next voy­age the wa­ter will in­fal­li­bly pen­e­trate, ow­ing to the rav­ages of de­cay. Anne of Aus­tria did not feel sat­is­fied with the time her el­dest son de­vot­ed to her. The king, a good son, more from af­fec­ta­tion than from af­fec­tion, had at first been in the habit of pass­ing an hour in the morn­ing and one in the evening with his moth­er; but, since he had him­self un­der­tak­en the con­duct of state af­fairs, the du­ra­tion of the morn­ing and evening’s vis­it had been re­duced by one half; and then, by de­grees, the morn­ing vis­it had been sup­pressed al­to­geth­er. They met at Mass; the evening vis­it was re­placed by a meet­ing, ei­ther at the king’s as­sem­bly or at Madame’s, which the queen at­tend­ed oblig­ing­ly enough, out of re­gard to her two sons.

			The re­sult of this was, that Madame grad­u­al­ly ac­quired an im­mense in­flu­ence over the court, which made her apart­ments the true roy­al place of meet­ing. This, Anne of Aus­tria per­ceived; know­ing her­self to be very ill, and con­demned by her suf­fer­ings to fre­quent re­tire­ment, she was dis­tressed at the idea that the greater part of her fu­ture days and evenings would pass away soli­tary, use­less, and in de­spon­den­cy. She re­called with ter­ror the iso­la­tion in which Car­di­nal Riche­lieu had for­mer­ly left her, those dread­ed and in­sup­port­able evenings, dur­ing which, how­ev­er, she had both youth and beau­ty, which are ev­er ac­com­pa­nied by hope, to con­sole her. She next formed the project of trans­port­ing the court to her own apart­ments, and of at­tract­ing Madame, with her bril­liant es­cort, to her gloomy and al­ready sor­row­ful abode, where the wid­ow of a king of France, and the moth­er of a king of France, was re­duced to con­sole, in her ar­ti­fi­cial wid­ow­hood, the weep­ing wife of a king of France.

			Anne be­gan to re­flect. She had in­trigued a good deal in her life. In the good times past, when her youth­ful mind nursed projects that were, ul­ti­mate­ly, in­vari­ably suc­cess­ful, she had by her side, to stim­u­late her am­bi­tion and her love, a friend of her own sex, more ea­ger, more am­bi­tious than her­self—a friend who had loved her, a rare cir­cum­stance at court, and whom some pet­ty con­sid­er­a­tions had re­moved from her for­ev­er. But for many years past—ex­cept Madame de Mot­teville, and La Mole­na, her Span­ish nurse, a con­fi­dante in her char­ac­ter of coun­try­wom­an and wom­an too—who could boast of hav­ing giv­en good ad­vice to the queen? Who, too, among all the youth­ful heads there, could re­call the past for her—that past in which alone she lived? Anne of Aus­tria re­mem­bered Madame de Chevreuse, in the first place ex­iled rather by her wish than the king’s, and then dy­ing in ex­ile, the wife of a gen­tle­man of ob­scure birth and po­si­tion. She asked her­self what Madame de Chevreuse would have ad­vised her to do in sim­i­lar cir­cum­stances, in their mu­tu­al dif­fi­cul­ties aris­ing from their in­trigues; and af­ter se­ri­ous re­flec­tion, it seemed as if the clever, sub­tle mind of her friend, full of ex­pe­ri­ence and sound judg­ment, an­swered her in the well-re­mem­bered iron­i­cal tones: “All the in­signif­i­cant young peo­ple are poor and greedy of gain. They re­quire gold and in­comes to sup­ply means of amuse­ment; it is by in­ter­est you must gain them over.” And Anne of Aus­tria adopt­ed this plan. Her purse was well filled, and she had at her dis­pos­al a con­sid­er­able sum of mon­ey, which had been amassed by Mazarin for her, and lodged in a place of safe­ty. She pos­sessed the most mag­nif­i­cent jew­els in France, and es­pe­cial­ly pearls of a size so large that they made the king sigh ev­ery time he saw them, be­cause the pearls of his crown were like mil­let seed com­pared to them. Anne of Aus­tria had nei­ther beau­ty nor charms any longer at her dis­pos­al. She gave out, there­fore, that her wealth was great, and as an in­duce­ment for oth­ers to vis­it her apart­ments she let it be known that there were good gold crowns to be won at play, or that hand­some presents were like­ly to be made on days when all went well with her; or wind­falls, in the shape of an­nu­ities which she had wrung from the king by en­treaty, and thus she de­ter­mined to main­tain her cred­it. In the first place, she tried these means up­on Madame; be­cause to gain her con­sent was of more im­por­tance than any­thing else. Madame, not­with­stand­ing the bold con­fi­dence which her wit and beau­ty in­spired her, blind­ly ran head fore­most in­to the net thus stretched out to catch her. En­riched by de­grees by these presents and trans­fers of prop­er­ty, she took a fan­cy to in­her­i­tances by an­tic­i­pa­tion. Anne of Aus­tria adopt­ed the same means to­wards Mon­sieur, and even to­wards the king him­self. She in­sti­tut­ed lot­ter­ies in her apart­ments. The day on which the present chap­ter opens, in­vi­ta­tions had been is­sued for a late sup­per in the queen-moth­er’s apart­ments, as she in­tend­ed that two beau­ti­ful di­a­mond bracelets of ex­quis­ite work­man­ship should be put in­to a lot­tery. The medal­lions were an­tique cameos of the great­est val­ue; the di­a­monds, in point of in­trin­sic val­ue, did not rep­re­sent a very con­sid­er­able amount, but the orig­i­nal­i­ty and rar­i­ty of the work­man­ship were such, that ev­ery­one at court not on­ly wished to pos­sess the bracelets, but even to see the queen her­self wear them; for, on the days she wore them, it was con­sid­ered as a fa­vor to be ad­mit­ted to ad­mire them in kiss­ing her hands. The courtiers had, even with re­gard to this sub­ject, adopt­ed var­i­ous ex­pres­sions of gal­lantry to es­tab­lish the apho­rism, that the bracelets would have been price­less in val­ue if they had not been un­for­tu­nate enough to be placed in con­tact with arms as beau­ti­ful as the queen’s. This com­pli­ment had been hon­ored by a trans­la­tion in­to all the lan­guages of Eu­rope, and nu­mer­ous vers­es in Latin and French had been cir­cu­lat­ed on the sub­ject. The day that Anne of Aus­tria had se­lect­ed for the lot­tery was a de­ci­sive mo­ment; the king had not been near his moth­er for a cou­ple of days; Madame, af­ter the great scene of the Dryads and Na­iads, was sulk­ing by her­self. It is true, the king’s fit of re­sent­ment was over, but his mind was ab­sorbing­ly oc­cu­pied by a cir­cum­stance that raised him above the stormy dis­putes and gid­dy plea­sures of the court.

			Anne of Aus­tria ef­fect­ed a di­ver­sion by the an­nounce­ment of the fa­mous lot­tery to take place in her apart­ments on the fol­low­ing evening. With this ob­ject in view she saw the young queen, whom, as we have al­ready seen, she had in­vit­ed to pay her a vis­it in the morn­ing. “I have good news to tell you,” she said to her; “the king has been say­ing the most ten­der things about you. He is young, you know, and eas­i­ly drawn away; but so long as you keep near me, he will not ven­ture to keep away from you, to whom, be­sides, he is most warm­ly and af­fec­tion­ate­ly at­tached. I in­tend to have a lot­tery this evening and shall ex­pect to see you.”

			“I have heard,” said the young queen, with a sort of timid re­proach, “that Your Majesty in­tends to put in the lot­tery those love­ly bracelets whose rar­i­ty is so great that we ought not to al­low them to pass out of the cus­tody of the crown, even were there no oth­er rea­son than that they had once be­longed to you.”

			“My daugh­ter,” said Anne of Aus­tria, who read the young queen’s thoughts, and wished to con­sole her for not hav­ing re­ceived the bracelets as a present, “it is pos­i­tive­ly nec­es­sary that I should in­duce Madame to pass her time in my apart­ments.”

			“Madame!” said the young queen, blush­ing.

			“Of course: would you not pre­fer to have a ri­val near you, whom you could watch and in­flu­ence, to know­ing the king is with her, al­ways as ready to flirt as to be flirt­ed with by her? The lot­tery I have pro­posed is my means of at­trac­tion for that pur­pose; do you blame me?”

			“Oh, no!” re­turned Maria There­sa, clap­ping her hands with a child­like ex­pres­sion of de­light.

			“And you no longer re­gret, then, that I did not give you these bracelets, as I at first in­tend­ed to do?”

			“Oh, no, no!”

			“Very well; make your­self look as beau­ti­ful as pos­si­ble that our sup­per may be very bril­liant; the gay­er you seem, the more charm­ing you ap­pear, and you will eclipse all the ladies present as much by your bril­lian­cy as by your rank.”

			Maria There­sa left full of de­light. An hour af­ter­wards, Anne of Aus­tria re­ceived a vis­it from Madame, whom she cov­ered with ca­ress­es, say­ing, “Ex­cel­lent news! the king is charmed with my lot­tery.”

			“But I,” replied Madame, “am not so great­ly charmed: to see such beau­ti­ful bracelets on any­one’s arms but yours or mine, is what I can­not rec­on­cile my­self to.”

			“Well, well,” said Anne of Aus­tria, con­ceal­ing by a smile a vi­o­lent pang she had just ex­pe­ri­enced, “do not look at things in the worst light im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Ah, Madame, For­tune is blind, and I am told there are two hun­dred tick­ets.”

			“Quite as many as that; but you can­not sure­ly for­get that there can on­ly be one win­ner.”

			“No doubt. But who will that be? Can you tell?” said Madame, in de­spair.

			“You re­mind me that I had a dream last night; my dreams are al­ways good—I sleep so lit­tle.”

			“What was your dream?—but are you suf­fer­ing?”

			“No,” said the queen, sti­fling with won­der­ful com­mand the tor­ture of a re­newed at­tack of shoot­ing pains in her bo­som; “I dreamed that the king won the bracelets.”

			“The king!”

			“You are go­ing to ask me, I think, what the king could pos­si­bly do with the bracelets?”

			“Yes.”

			“And you would not add, per­haps, that it would be very for­tu­nate if the king were re­al­ly to win, for he would be obliged to give the bracelets to some­one else.”

			“To re­store them to you, for in­stance.”

			“In which case I should im­me­di­ate­ly give them away; for you do not think, I sup­pose,” said the queen, laugh­ing, “that I have put these bracelets up to a lot­tery from ne­ces­si­ty. My ob­ject was to give them with­out arous­ing any­one’s jeal­ousy; but if For­tune will not get me out of my dif­fi­cul­ty—well, I will teach For­tune a les­son—and I know very well to whom I in­tend to of­fer the bracelets.” These words were ac­com­pa­nied by so ex­pres­sive a smile, that Madame could not re­sist pay­ing her by a grate­ful kiss.

			“But,” added Anne of Aus­tria, “do you not know, as well as I do, that if the king were to win the bracelets, he would not re­store them to me?”

			“You mean he would give them to the queen?”

			“No; and for the very same rea­son that he would not give them back again to me; since, if I had wished to make the queen a present of them, I had no need of him for that pur­pose.”

			Madame cast a side glance up­on the bracelets, which, in their cas­ket, were daz­zling­ly ex­posed to view up­on a ta­ble close be­side her.

			“How beau­ti­ful they are,” she said, sigh­ing. “But stay,” Madame con­tin­ued, “we are quite for­get­ting that Your Majesty’s dream was noth­ing but a dream.”

			“I should be very much sur­prised,” re­turned Anne of Aus­tria, “if my dream were to de­ceive me; that has hap­pened to me very sel­dom.”

			“We may look up­on you as a prophet­ess, then.”

			“I have al­ready said, that I dream but very rarely; but the co­in­ci­dence of my dream about this mat­ter, with my own ideas, is ex­tra­or­di­nary! it agrees so won­der­ful­ly with my own views and ar­range­ments.”

			“What ar­range­ments do you al­lude to?”

			“That you will get the bracelets, for in­stance.”

			“In that case, it will not be the king.”

			“Oh!” said Anne of Aus­tria, “there is not such a very great dis­tance be­tween His Majesty’s heart and your own; for, are you not his sis­ter, for whom he has a great re­gard? There is not, I re­peat, so very wide a dis­tance, that my dream can be pro­nounced false on that ac­count. Come, let us reck­on up the chances in its fa­vor.”

			“I will count them.”

			“In the first place, we will be­gin with the dream. If the king wins, he is sure to give you the bracelets.”

			“I ad­mit that is one.”

			“If you win them, they are yours.”

			“Nat­u­ral­ly; that may be ad­mit­ted al­so.”

			“Last­ly;—if Mon­sieur were to win them!”

			“Oh!” said Madame, laugh­ing hearti­ly, “he would give them to the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine.”

			Anne of Aus­tria laughed as hearti­ly as her daugh­ter-in-law; so much so, in­deed, that her suf­fer­ings again re­turned, and made her turn sud­den­ly pale in the very midst of her en­joy­ment.

			“What is the mat­ter?” in­quired Madame, ter­ri­fied.

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing; a pain in my side. I have been laugh­ing too much. We were at the fourth chance, I think.”

			“I can­not see a fourth.”

			“I beg your par­don; I am not ex­clud­ed from the chance of win­ning, and if I be the win­ner, you are sure of me.”

			“Oh! thank you, thank you!” ex­claimed Madame.

			“I hope that you look up­on your­self as one whose chances are good, and that my dream now be­gins to as­sume the sol­id out­lines of re­al­i­ty.”

			“Yes, in­deed: you give me both hope and con­fi­dence,” said Madame, “and the bracelets, won in this man­ner, will be a hun­dred times more pre­cious to me.”

			“Well! then, good­bye, un­til this evening.” And the two princess­es sep­a­rat­ed. Anne of Aus­tria, af­ter her daugh­ter-in-law had left her, said to her­self, as she ex­am­ined the bracelets, “They are, in­deed, pre­cious; since, by their means, this evening, I shall have won over a heart to my side, and, at the same time, fath­omed an im­por­tant se­cret.”

			Then turn­ing to­wards the de­sert­ed re­cess in her room, she said, ad­dress­ing va­can­cy—“Is it not thus that you would have act­ed, my poor Chevreuse? Yes, yes; I know it is.”

			And, like a per­fume of oth­er, fair­er days, her youth, her imag­i­na­tion, and her hap­pi­ness seemed to be waft­ed to­wards the echo of this in­vo­ca­tion.
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			By eight o’clock in the evening, ev­ery­one had as­sem­bled in the queen-moth­er’s apart­ments. Anne of Aus­tria, in full dress, beau­ti­ful still, from for­mer love­li­ness, and from all the re­sources co­quetry can com­mand at the hands of clever as­sis­tants, con­cealed, or rather pre­tend­ed to con­ceal, from the crowd of courtiers who sur­round­ed her, and who still ad­mired her, thanks to the com­bi­na­tion of cir­cum­stances which we have in­di­cat­ed in the pre­ced­ing chap­ter, the rav­ages, which were al­ready vis­i­ble, of the acute suf­fer­ing to which she fi­nal­ly yield­ed a few years lat­er. Madame, al­most as great a co­quette as Anne of Aus­tria, and the queen, sim­ple and nat­u­ral as usu­al, were seat­ed be­side her, each con­tend­ing for her good graces. The ladies of hon­or, unit­ed in a body, in or­der to re­sist with greater ef­fect, and con­se­quent­ly with more suc­cess, the wit­ty and live­ly con­ver­sa­tions which the young men held about them, were en­abled, like a bat­tal­ion formed in a square, to of­fer each oth­er the means of at­tack and de­fense which were thus at their com­mand. Mon­ta­lais, learned in that species of war­fare which con­sists of sus­tained skir­mish­ing, pro­tect­ed the whole line by a sort of rolling fire she di­rect­ed against the en­e­my. Saint-Aig­nan, in ut­ter de­spair at the rig­or, which be­came al­most in­sult­ing from the very fact of her per­sist­ing in it, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente dis­played, tried to turn his back up­on her; but, over­come by the ir­re­sistible bril­lian­cy of her eyes, he, ev­ery mo­ment, re­turned to con­se­crate his de­feat by new sub­mis­sions, to which Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente did not fail to re­ply by fresh acts of im­per­ti­nence. Saint-Aig­nan did not know which way to turn. La Val­lière had about her, not ex­act­ly a court, but sprin­klings of courtiers. Saint-Aig­nan, hop­ing by this ma­neu­ver to at­tract Athenaïs’s at­ten­tion to­wards him, ap­proached the young girl, and salut­ed her with a re­spect that in­duced some to be­lieve that he wished to bal­ance Athenaïs by Louise. But these were per­sons who had nei­ther been wit­ness­es of the scene dur­ing the show­er, nor had heard it spo­ken of. As the ma­jor­i­ty was al­ready in­formed, and well-in­formed, too, on the mat­ter, the ac­knowl­edged fa­vor with which she was re­gard­ed had at­tract­ed to her side some of the most as­tute, as well as the least sen­si­ble, mem­bers of the court. The for­mer, be­cause they said with Mon­taigne, “How do I know?” and the lat­ter, who said with Ra­belais, “Per­haps.” The great­est num­ber had fol­lowed in the wake of the lat­ter, just as in hunt­ing five or six of the best hounds alone fol­low the scent of the an­i­mal hunt­ed, whilst the re­main­der of the pack fol­low on­ly the scent of the hounds. The two queens and Madame ex­am­ined with par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion the toi­lettes of their ladies and maids of hon­or; and they con­de­scend­ed to for­get they were queens in rec­ol­lect­ing that they were wom­en. In oth­er words, they piti­less­ly picked to pieces ev­ery per­son present who wore a pet­ti­coat. The looks of both princess­es si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly fell up­on La Val­lière, who, as we have just said, was com­plete­ly sur­round­ed at that mo­ment. Madame knew not what pity was, and said to the queen-moth­er, as she turned to­wards her, “If For­tune were just, she would fa­vor that poor La Val­lière.”

			“That is not pos­si­ble,” said the queen-moth­er, smil­ing.

			“Why not?”

			“There are on­ly two hun­dred tick­ets, so that it was not pos­si­ble to in­scribe ev­ery­one’s name on the list.”

			“And hers is not there, then?”

			“No!”

			“What a pity! she might have won them, and then sold them.”

			“Sold them!” ex­claimed the queen.

			“Yes; it would have been a dowry for her, and she would not have been obliged to mar­ry with­out her trousseau, as will prob­a­bly be the case.”

			“Re­al­ly,” an­swered the queen-moth­er, “poor lit­tle thing: has she no dress­es, then?”

			And she pro­nounced these words like a wom­an who has nev­er been able to un­der­stand the in­con­ve­niences of a slen­der­ly filled purse.

			“Stay, look at her. Heav­en for­give me, if she is not wear­ing the very same pet­ti­coat this evening that she had on this morn­ing dur­ing the prom­e­nade, and which she man­aged to keep clean, thanks to the care the king took of her, in shel­ter­ing her from the rain.”

			At the very mo­ment Madame ut­tered these words the king en­tered the room. The two queens would not per­haps have ob­served his ar­rival, so com­plete­ly were they oc­cu­pied in their ill-na­tured re­marks, had not Madame no­ticed that, all at once, La Val­lière, who was stand­ing up fac­ing the gallery, ex­hib­it­ed cer­tain signs of con­fu­sion, and then said a few words to the courtiers who sur­round­ed her, who im­me­di­ate­ly dis­persed. This move­ment in­duced Madame to look to­wards the door, and at that mo­ment, the cap­tain of the Guards an­nounced the king. At this mo­ment La Val­lière, who had hith­er­to kept her eyes fixed up­on the gallery, sud­den­ly cast them down as the king en­tered. His Majesty was dressed mag­nif­i­cent­ly and in the most per­fect taste; he was con­vers­ing with Mon­sieur and the Duc de Roque­lau­re, Mon­sieur on his right and the Duc de Roque­lau­re on his left. The king ad­vanced, in the first place, to­wards the queens, to whom he bowed with an air full of grace­ful re­spect. He took his moth­er’s hand and kissed it, ad­dressed a few com­pli­ments to Madame up­on the beau­ty of her toi­lette, and then be­gan to make the round of the as­sem­bly. La Val­lière was salut­ed in the same man­ner as the oth­ers, but with nei­ther more nor less at­ten­tion. His Majesty then re­turned to his moth­er and his wife. When the courtiers no­ticed that the king had on­ly ad­dressed some or­di­nary re­mark to the young girl who had been so par­tic­u­lar­ly no­ticed in the morn­ing, they im­me­di­ate­ly drew their own con­clu­sion to ac­count for this cold­ness of man­ner; this con­clu­sion be­ing, that al­though the king may have tak­en a sud­den fan­cy to her, that fan­cy had al­ready dis­ap­peared. One thing, how­ev­er, must be re­marked, that close be­side La Val­lière, among the num­ber of the courtiers, M. Fou­quet was to be seen; and his re­spect­ful­ly at­ten­tive man­ner served to sus­tain the young girl in the midst of the var­ied emo­tions that vis­i­bly ag­i­tat­ed her.

			M. Fou­quet was just on the point, more­over, of speak­ing in a more friend­ly man­ner with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, when M. Col­bert ap­proached, and af­ter hav­ing bowed to Fou­quet with all the for­mal­i­ty of re­spect­ful po­lite­ness, he seemed to take up a post be­side La Val­lière, for the pur­pose of en­ter­ing in­to con­ver­sa­tion with her. Fou­quet im­me­di­ate­ly quit­ted his place. These pro­ceed­ings were ea­ger­ly de­voured by the eyes of Mon­ta­lais and Mal­icorne, who mu­tu­al­ly ex­changed their ob­ser­va­tions on the sub­ject. De Guiche, stand­ing with­in the em­bra­sure of one of the win­dows, saw no one but Madame. But as Madame, on her side, fre­quent­ly glanced at La Val­lière, de Guiche’s eyes, fol­low­ing Madame’s, were from time to time cast up­on the young girl. La Val­lière in­stinc­tive­ly felt her­self sink­ing be­neath the weight of all these dif­fer­ent looks, in­spired, some by in­ter­est, oth­ers by en­vy. She had noth­ing to com­pen­sate her for her suf­fer­ings, not a kind word from her com­pan­ions, nor a look of af­fec­tion from the king. No one could pos­si­bly ex­press the mis­ery the poor girl was suf­fer­ing. The queen-moth­er next di­rect­ed the small ta­ble to be brought for­ward, on which the lot­tery-tick­ets were placed, two hun­dred in num­ber, and begged Madame de Mot­teville to read the list of the names. It was a mat­ter of course that this list had been drawn out in strict ac­cor­dance with the laws of eti­quette. The king’s name was first on the list, next the queen-moth­er, then the queen, Mon­sieur, Madame, and so on. All hearts throbbed anx­ious­ly as the list was read out; more than three hun­dred per­sons had been in­vit­ed, and each of them was anx­ious to learn whether his or her name was to be found in the num­ber of priv­i­leged names. The king lis­tened with as much at­ten­tion as the oth­ers, and when the last name had been pro­nounced, he no­ticed that La Val­lière had been omit­ted from the list. Ev­ery­one, of course, re­marked this omis­sion. The king flushed as if much an­noyed; but La Val­lière, gen­tle and re­signed, as usu­al, ex­hib­it­ed noth­ing of the sort. While the list was be­ing read, the king had not tak­en his eyes off the young girl, who seemed to ex­pand, as it were, be­neath the hap­py in­flu­ence she felt was shed around her, and who was de­light­ed and too pure in spir­it for any oth­er thought than that of love to find an en­trance ei­ther to her mind or her heart. Ac­knowl­edg­ing this touch­ing self-de­nial by the fix­i­ty of his at­ten­tion, the king showed La Val­lière how much he ap­pre­ci­at­ed its del­i­ca­cy. When the list was fin­ished, the dif­fer­ent faces of those who had been omit­ted or for­got­ten ful­ly ex­pressed their dis­ap­point­ment. Mal­icorne was al­so left out from amongst the men; and the gri­mace he made plain­ly said to Mon­ta­lais, who was al­so for­got­ten, “Can­not we con­trive to ar­range mat­ters with For­tune in such a man­ner that she shall not for­get us?” to which a smile full of in­tel­li­gence from Made­moi­selle Au­re, replied: “Cer­tain­ly we can.”

			The tick­ets were dis­trib­uted to each ac­cord­ing to the num­ber list­ed. The king re­ceived his first, next the queen-moth­er, then Mon­sieur, then the queen and Madame, and so on. Af­ter this, Anne of Aus­tria opened a small Span­ish leather bag, con­tain­ing two hun­dred num­bers en­graved up­on small balls of moth­er-of-pearl, and pre­sent­ed the open sack to the youngest of her maids of hon­or, for the pur­pose of tak­ing one of the balls out of it. The ea­ger ex­pec­ta­tion of the throng, amidst all the te­dious­ly slow prepa­ra­tions, was rather that of cu­pid­i­ty than cu­rios­i­ty. Saint-Aig­nan bent to­wards Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente to whis­per to her, “Since we have each a num­ber, let us unite our two chances. The bracelet shall be yours if I win, and if you are suc­cess­ful, deign to give me but one look of your beau­ti­ful eyes.”

			“No,” said Athenaïs, “if you win the bracelet, keep it, ev­ery­one for him­self.”

			“You are with­out any pity,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “and I will pun­ish you by a qua­train:—

			
				
					“Beau­ti­ful Iris, to my vow
					

					You are too op­posed—”
				

			

			“Si­lence,” said Athenaïs, “you will pre­vent me hear­ing the win­ning num­ber.”

			“Num­ber one,” said the young girl who had drawn the moth­er-of-pearl from the Span­ish leather bag.

			“The king!” ex­claimed the queen-moth­er.

			“The king has won,” re­peat­ed the queen, de­light­ed­ly.

			“Oh! the king! your dream!” said Madame, joy­ous­ly, in the ear of Anne of Aus­tria.

			The king was the on­ly one who did not ex­hib­it any sat­is­fac­tion. He mere­ly thanked For­tune for what she had done for him, in ad­dress­ing a slight salu­ta­tion to the young girl who had been cho­sen as her proxy. Then re­ceiv­ing from the hands of Anne of Aus­tria, amid the ea­ger de­sire of the whole as­sem­bly, the cas­ket en­clos­ing the bracelets, he said, “Are these bracelets re­al­ly beau­ti­ful, then?”

			“Look at them,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “and judge for your­self.”

			The king looked at them, and said, “Yes, in­deed, an ad­mirable medal­lion. What per­fect fin­ish!”

			“What per­fect fin­ish!” re­peat­ed Madame.

			Queen Maria There­sa eas­i­ly saw, and that, too at the very first glance, that the king would not of­fer the bracelets to her; but, as he did not seem the least de­gree in the world dis­posed to of­fer them to Madame, she felt al­most sat­is­fied, or near­ly so. The king sat down. The most in­ti­mate among the courtiers ap­proached, one by one, for the pur­pose of ad­mir­ing more close­ly the beau­ti­ful piece of work­man­ship, which soon, with the king’s per­mis­sion, was hand­ed about from per­son to per­son. Im­me­di­ate­ly, ev­ery­one, con­nois­seurs or not, ut­tered var­i­ous ex­cla­ma­tions of sur­prise, and over­whelmed the king with con­grat­u­la­tions. There was, in fact, some­thing for ev­ery­body to ad­mire—the bril­liance for some, and the cut­ting for oth­ers. The ladies present vis­i­bly dis­played their im­pa­tience to see such a trea­sure mo­nop­o­lized by the gen­tle­men.

			“Gen­tle­men, gen­tle­men,” said the king, whom noth­ing es­caped, “one would al­most think that you wore bracelets as the Sabines used to do; hand them round for a while for the in­spec­tion of the ladies, who seem to have, and with far greater right, an ex­cuse for un­der­stand­ing such mat­ters!”

			These words ap­peared to Madame the com­mence­ment of a de­ci­sion she ex­pect­ed. She gath­ered, be­sides, this hap­py be­lief from the glances of the queen-moth­er. The courtier who held them at the mo­ment the king made this re­mark, amidst the gen­er­al ag­i­ta­tion, has­tened to place the bracelets in the hands of the queen, Maria There­sa, who, know­ing too well, poor wom­an, that they were not de­signed for her, hard­ly looked at them, and al­most im­me­di­ate­ly passed them on to Madame. The lat­ter, and even more minute­ly, Mon­sieur, gave the bracelets a long look of anx­ious and al­most cov­etous de­sire. She then hand­ed the jew­els to those ladies who were near her, pro­nounc­ing this sin­gle word, but with an ac­cent which was worth a long phrase, “Mag­nif­i­cent!”

			The ladies who had re­ceived the bracelets from Madame’s hands looked at them as long as they chose to ex­am­ine them, and then made them cir­cu­late by pass­ing them on to­wards the right. Dur­ing this time the king was tran­quil­ly con­vers­ing with de Guiche and Fou­quet, rather pas­sive­ly let­ting them talk than him­self lis­ten­ing. Ac­cus­tomed to the set form of or­di­nary phras­es, his ear, like that of all men who ex­er­cise an in­con­testable su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over oth­ers, mere­ly se­lect­ed from the con­ver­sa­tions held in var­i­ous di­rec­tions the in­dis­pens­able word which re­quires re­ply. His at­ten­tion, how­ev­er, was now else­where, for it wan­dered as his eyes did.

			Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente was the last of the ladies in­scribed for tick­ets; and, as if she had ranked ac­cord­ing to her name up­on the list, she had on­ly Mon­ta­lais and La Val­lière near her. When the bracelets reached these two lat­ter, no one ap­peared to take any fur­ther no­tice of them. The hum­ble hands which for a mo­ment touched these jew­els, de­prived them, for the time, of their im­por­tance—a cir­cum­stance which did not, how­ev­er, pre­vent Mon­ta­lais from start­ing with joy, en­vy, and cov­etous de­sire, at the sight of the beau­ti­ful stones still more than at their mag­nif­i­cent work­man­ship. It is ev­i­dent that if she were com­pelled to de­cide be­tween the pe­cu­niary val­ue and the artis­tic beau­ty, Mon­ta­lais would un­hesi­tat­ing­ly have pre­ferred di­a­monds to cameos, and her dis­in­cli­na­tion, there­fore, to pass them on to her com­pan­ion, La Val­lière, was very great. La Val­lière fixed a look al­most of in­dif­fer­ence up­on the jew­els.

			“Oh, how beau­ti­ful, how mag­nif­i­cent these bracelets are!” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais; “and yet you do not go in­to ec­stasies about them, Louise! You are no true wom­an, I am sure.”

			“Yes, I am, in­deed,” replied the young girl, with an ac­cent of the most charm­ing melan­choly; “but why de­sire that which can nev­er, by any pos­si­bil­i­ty, be ours?”

			The king, his head bent for­ward, was lis­ten­ing to what Louise was say­ing. Hard­ly had the vi­bra­tion of her voice reached his ear than he rose, ra­di­ant with de­light, and pass­ing across the whole as­sem­bly, from the place where he stood, to La Val­lière, “You are mis­tak­en, Made­moi­selle,” he said, “you are a wom­an, and ev­ery wom­an has a right to wear jew­els, which are a wom­an’s ap­pur­te­nance.”

			“Oh, sire!” said La Val­lière, “Your Majesty will not ab­so­lute­ly be­lieve in my mod­esty?”

			“I be­lieve you pos­sess ev­ery virtue, Made­moi­selle; frank­ness as well as ev­ery oth­er; I en­treat you, there­fore, to say frankly what you think of these bracelets?”

			“That they are beau­ti­ful, sire, and can­not be of­fered to any oth­er than a queen.”

			“I am de­light­ed that such is your opin­ion, Made­moi­selle; the bracelets are yours, and the king begs your ac­cep­tance of them.”

			And as, with a move­ment al­most re­sem­bling ter­ror, La Val­lière ea­ger­ly held out the cas­ket to the king, the king gen­tly pushed back her trem­bling hand.

			A si­lence of as­ton­ish­ment, more pro­found than that of death, reigned in the as­sem­bly.

			And yet, from the side where the queens were, no one had heard what he had said, nor un­der­stood what he had done. A char­i­ta­ble friend, how­ev­er, took up­on her­self to spread the news; it was Ton­nay-Char­ente, to whom Madame had made a sign to ap­proach.

			“Good heav­ens!” ex­plained Ton­nay-Char­ente, “how hap­py that La Val­lière is! the king has just giv­en her the bracelets.”

			Madame bit her lips to such a de­gree that the blood ap­peared up­on the sur­face of the skin. The young queen looked first at La Val­lière and then at Madame, and be­gan to laugh. Anne of Aus­tria rest­ed her chin up­on her beau­ti­ful white hand, and re­mained for a long time ab­sorbed by a pre­sen­ti­ment that dis­turbed her mind, and by a ter­ri­ble pang which stung her heart. De Guiche, ob­serv­ing Madame turn pale, and guess­ing the cause of her change of col­or, abrupt­ly quit­ted the as­sem­bly and dis­ap­peared. Mal­icorne was then able to ap­proach Mon­ta­lais very qui­et­ly, and un­der cov­er of the gen­er­al din of con­ver­sa­tion, said to her:

			“Au­re, your for­tune and our fu­ture are stand­ing at your el­bow.”

			“Yes,” was her re­ply, as she ten­der­ly em­braced La Val­lière, whom, in­ward­ly, she was tempt­ed to stran­gle.
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				Mala­ga

			
			Dur­ing all these long and noisy de­bates be­tween the op­po­site am­bi­tions of pol­i­tics and love, one of our char­ac­ters, per­haps the one least de­serv­ing of ne­glect, was, how­ev­er, very much ne­glect­ed, very much for­got­ten, and ex­ceed­ing­ly un­hap­py. In fact, d’Artag­nan—d’Artag­nan, we say, for we must call him by his name, to re­mind our read­ers of his ex­is­tence—d’Artag­nan, we re­peat, had ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing what­ev­er to do, amidst these bril­liant but­ter­flies of fash­ion. Af­ter fol­low­ing the king dur­ing two whole days at Fontainebleau, and crit­i­cal­ly ob­serv­ing the var­i­ous 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, sar­cas­tic tones, “Why, I 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 any­one asked him, “How do you in­tend to dress your­self this evening?” he replied, “I shall un­dress my­self”; at which the ladies all laughed, and a few of them blushed. But af­ter a cou­ple of days passed in 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, ap­peared to have com­plete­ly for­got­ten Paris, Saint-Mandé, and Belle-Isle—that M. Col­bert’s mind was oc­cu­pied with il­lu­mi­na­tions and fire­works—that for the next month, at least, the ladies had plen­ty of glances to be­stow, and al­so to re­ceive in ex­change—d’Artag­nan asked the king for leave of ab­sence for 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 any­one who had the dis­tin­guished hon­or of be­ing near him could wish to leave him.

			“Sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “I leave you sim­ply be­cause I am not of the slight­est ser­vice to you in any­thing. Ah! if I 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 I al­ways thought dancers went from easy to dif­fi­cult ac­ro­bat­ic feats. I was mis­tak­en; all the more greater rea­son, there­fore, that I should leave for a time. Sire, I 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 so would 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 en­tresol. A per­fume of spices, min­gled with an­oth­er per­fume less ex­ot­ic, but more pen­e­trat­ing, name­ly, that which arose from the street, as­cend­ed to 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 crossed over his head, his head re­clin­ing up­on his left shoul­der, like Alexan­der the Great. His eyes, usu­al­ly so quick and in­tel­li­gent in their ex­pres­sion, were now half-closed, and seemed fas­tened, as it were, up­on a small cor­ner of blue sky that was vis­i­ble be­hind 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 seemed as if he had ceased to be a sol­dier, as if he were no longer an of­fi­cer be­long­ing to the palace, but was, on the con­trary, a qui­et, easy­go­ing 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 does an­i­mal 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 paces from him, com­plete­ly in the shade, ly­ing on his stom­ach, up­on a sack of 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 eyes open. Planchet had been watch­ing him for a tol­er­a­bly 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 pro­longed re­flec­tion on the sub­ject, the most in­ge­nious means that sug­gest­ed 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 him­self, the word “stupid.” But, not­with­stand­ing the noise pro­duced by Planchet’s fall, d’Artag­nan, who had in the course of his ex­is­tence heard many oth­er, and very dif­fer­ent falls, did not ap­pear to pay the least at­ten­tion to the present one. Be­sides, an enor­mous cart, laden with stones, pass­ing from the Rue Saint-Médéric, ab­sorbed, in the noise of its wheels, the noise of Planchet’s tum­ble. 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, I am not even asleep,” replied the mus­ke­teer.

			“I am in de­spair,” said Planchet, “to hear such a word as even.”

			“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 even asleep, it is as much as to 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 I am nev­er bored.”

			“Ex­cept to­day, and the day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			“Bah!”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, it is a week since you re­turned here from Fontainebleau; 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, “I as­sure you I 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 I was there, when you were there, when we both were there, a cer­tain Arab, who was cel­e­brat­ed for the man­ner in which he ad­just­ed cul­verins. He was a clever fel­low, al­though of a very odd com­plex­ion, which was the same col­or as your olives. Well, this Arab, when­ev­er he had done eat­ing or work­ing, used to sit down to rest him­self, as I am rest­ing my­self now, and smoked I 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 I re­mem­ber him per­fect­ly well, from 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! I can re­mem­ber things very well, at times!”

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

			“I 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 as for 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 I have al­ready had the hon­or of telling you, be­cause you are bor­ing your­self to death.”

			“Planchet, do you know M. La Fontaine?”

			“The chemist at the cor­ner of the Rue Saint-Médéric?”

			“No, the writ­er of fa­bles.”

			“Oh! Maître Cor­beau!”

			“Ex­act­ly; well, then, I 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, I am like that hare—I am think­ing.”

			“You are think­ing, you say?” said Planchet, un­easi­ly.

			“Yes; your house is dull enough to drive peo­ple to think; you will ad­mit that, I hope.”

			“And yet, Mon­sieur, you have a look­out up­on the street.”

			“Yes; and won­der­ful­ly in­ter­est­ing that is, of course.”

			“But it is no less true, Mon­sieur, that, if you were liv­ing at the back of the house, you would bore your­self—I mean, you would think—more than ev­er.”

			“Up­on my word, Planchet, I hard­ly know that.”

			“Still,” said the gro­cer, “if your re­flec­tions are at all like those which led you to re­store King Charles II—” 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’Artag­nan—no sec­ond Mon­ck 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 I 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.”

			“I be­gin to sus­pect some­thing.”

			“What is it?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, you are get­ting thin.”

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, strik­ing his chest which sound­ed like an emp­ty cuirass, “it is im­pos­si­ble, Planchet.”

			“Ah!” said Planchet, slight­ly over­come; “if you were to get thin in my house—”

			“Well?”

			“I 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, I 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, I 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. I know what I know.”

			D’Artag­nan had, dur­ing this sec­ond out­burst of Planchet’s, so placed him­self as not to lose a sin­gle look of his face; that is, he sat with 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 bish­op—do you mean to say you would raise your sword against him, Planchet?”

			“I could raise my sword against my own fa­ther, when I see you in such a state as you are now.”

			“M. d’Herblay, a gen­tle­man!”

			“It’s all the same to me whether he’s a gen­tle­man or not. He gives you the blue dev­ils, that is all I know. And the blue dev­ils make peo­ple get thin. Mala­ga! I have no no­tion of M. d’Artag­nan leav­ing my house thin­ner than when he en­tered it.”

			“How does he give me the blue dev­ils, as you call it? Come, ex­plain, ex­plain.”

			“You have had the night­mare dur­ing the last three nights.”

			“I?”

			“Yes, you; and in your night­mare you called out, sev­er­al times, ‘Aramis, de­ceit­ful Aramis!’ ”

			“Ah! I 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 seen M. d’Herblay?’ or else ‘Have you re­ceived any let­ters for me from M. d’Herblay?’ ”

			“Well, it is very nat­u­ral I 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; I give you my word of hon­or I will.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur, I ac­cept it; for I know that when you give your word of hon­or, it is sa­cred.”

			“I will not dream of Aramis any more; and I will nev­er ask you again if there are any let­ters from M. d’Herblay; but on con­di­tion that you ex­plain one thing to me.”

			“Tell me what it is, Mon­sieur?”

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

			“You mean Mala­ga! I sup­pose?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“It is the oath I have used ev­er since I have been a gro­cer.”

			“Very prop­er, too; it is the name of a dried grape, or raisin, I be­lieve?”

			“It is my most fe­ro­cious oath; when I have once said Mala­ga! I am a man no longer.”

			“Still, I nev­er knew you use that oath be­fore.”

			“Very like­ly not, Mon­sieur. I 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, I am not like you, Mon­sieur,” said Planchet. “I don’t pass my life in think­ing.”

			“You do wrong, then.”

			“I mean in bor­ing my­self to death. We have but a very short time to live—why not make the best of it?”

			“You are an Epi­cure­an philoso­pher, I be­gin to think, Planchet.”

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

			“Well, what, Planchet?”

			“Why, you see—” said the gro­cer, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er.

			D’Artag­nan crossed one leg over the oth­er, and said, “Planchet, my friend, I am un­nerved with ex­treme sur­prise; for you are re­veal­ing your­self to me un­der a per­fect­ly new light.”

			Planchet, flat­tered in the high­est de­gree by this re­mark, con­tin­ued to rub his hands very hard to­geth­er. “Ah, ah,” he said, “be­cause I 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. I 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 plea­sure—for plea­sure is not so com­mon a thing, af­ter all—let 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. I place my time at the di­rec­tion of pa­tience; and on the very eve of feel­ing I am go­ing to get bored, I 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?”

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

			“You think so?—fol­low my ex­am­ple, then.”

			“It is a very tempt­ing one.”

			“Do as I do.”

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

			“Bah! at least try first.”

			“Well, tell me what you do.”

			“Have you ob­served that I 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 see each oth­er ev­ery day, and one of the two ab­sents him­self, the oth­er miss­es him. Do you not feel the want of my so­ci­ety when I am in the coun­try?”

			“Prodi­gious­ly; that is to say, I feel like a body with­out a soul.”

			“That be­ing un­der­stood then, pro­ceed.”

			“What are the pe­ri­ods when I ab­sent my­self?”

			“On the fif­teenth and thir­ti­eth of ev­ery month.”

			“And I re­main away?”

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

			“Have you ev­er giv­en it a thought, why I was ab­sent?”

			“To look af­ter your debts, I sup­pose.”

			“And when I re­turned, how did you think I looked, as far as my face was con­cerned?”

			“Ex­ceed­ing­ly self-sat­is­fied.”

			“You ad­mit, you say, that I 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 ad­van­ta­geous. You were al­ways very pic­turesque in your no­tions and ideas, Planchet; and I was not in the slight­est de­gree sur­prised to find you had se­lect­ed gro­cery 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 I leave 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 in­spired d’Artag­nan with very se­ri­ous mis­giv­ings as to his san­i­ty.

			“I con­fess,” said the mus­ke­teer, “that I do not pre­cise­ly catch your mean­ing.”

			“Very true, Mon­sieur.”

			“What do you mean by ‘very true’?”

			“It must be true, since you say it; but pray, be as­sured that 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 so—ah! Mon­sieur, don’t talk to me about men of ge­nius; they are noth­ing short of ex­e­cu­tion­ers.”

			“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?”

			“I was not bored; yet since you have been talk­ing to me, I feel more an­i­mat­ed.”

			“Very good, then; that is not a bad be­gin­ning. I will cure you, re­ly up­on that.”

			“There is noth­ing I 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 I shall car­ry you off with me.”

			“When?”

			“To­mor­row.”

			“Where?”

			“Ah, you are ask­ing too much.”

			“You will ad­mit, how­ev­er, that it is im­por­tant I should know where I am go­ing.”

			“Do you like the coun­try?”

			“On­ly mod­er­ate­ly, Planchet.”

			“In that case you like town bet­ter?”

			“That is as may be.”

			“Very well; I am go­ing to take you to a place, half town and half coun­try.”

			“Good.”

			“To a place where I am sure you will amuse your­self.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble?”

			“Yes; and more won­der­ful still, to a place from which you have just re­turned 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 house—noth­ing more.”

			“I un­der­stand you.”

			“But it is tol­er­a­ble enough, af­ter all.”

			“I am go­ing to Planchet’s coun­try-seat!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“When­ev­er you like.”

			“Did we not fix to­mor­row?”

			“Let us say to­mor­row, if you like; and then, be­sides, to­mor­row is the 14th, that is to say, the day be­fore the one when I 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 I have.”

			“No; I pre­fer the gen­tlest of all; I nev­er was a very good rid­er, as you know, and in my gro­cery busi­ness I have got more awk­ward than ev­er; be­sides—”

			“Be­sides what?”

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

			“Why so?” D’Artag­nan ven­tured to ask.

			“Be­cause I should lose half the plea­sure I ex­pect to en­joy,” replied Planchet. And there­upon he rose from his sack of In­di­an corn, stretch­ing him­self, and mak­ing all his bones crack, 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 com­pared to you. Oh, Planchet, it is very clear that we have nev­er yet eat­en a ton of salt to­geth­er.”

			“Why so, Mon­sieur?”

			“Be­cause, even now I can scarce­ly say I know you,” said d’Artag­nan, “and be­cause, in point of fact, I re­turn to the opin­ion which, for a mo­ment, I 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 lan­guage, 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 been bro­ken by the whim­si­cal con­ver­sa­tion in which we have just per­mit­ted our read­ers to par­tic­i­pate. “Yes, yes, those three points in­clude ev­ery­thing: First, to as­cer­tain what Baise­meaux want­ed with Aramis; sec­ond­ly, to learn why Aramis does not let me hear from him; and 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. I must do what I can, mor­dioux, or rather Mala­ga, as Planchet would say.”
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				A Let­ter from M. Baise­meaux

			
			D’Artag­nan, faith­ful to his plan, went the very next morn­ing to pay a vis­it to M. de Baise­meaux. It was clean­ing up or tidy­ing day at the Bastille; the can­nons were fur­bished up, the stair­cas­es scraped and cleaned; and the jail­ers seemed to be care­ful­ly en­gaged in 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 or­di­nary po­lite­ness, but he be­haved to­wards him with so marked a re­serve of man­ner, that all d’Artag­nan’s tact and clev­er­ness could 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 re­cent rec­om­men­da­tion. Baise­meaux had 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 Bastille. When d’Artag­nan wished to make him talk about the ur­gent mon­ey mat­ters which had brought Baise­meaux in search of 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 Bastille with­out wait­ing un­til Baise­meaux re­turned from his in­spec­tion. But d’Artag­nan’s sus­pi­cions were aroused, and when once that was the case, d’Artag­nan could not sleep or re­main qui­et for a mo­ment. He was among men what the cat is among quadrupeds, the em­blem of anx­i­ety and im­pa­tience, at the same mo­ment. A rest­less cat can no more re­main in the same place than a silk thread waft­ed idly to and fro with ev­ery breath of air. A cat on the watch is as mo­tion­less as death sta­tioned at its place of ob­ser­va­tion, and nei­ther hunger nor thirst can draw it from its med­i­ta­tions. D’Artag­nan, who was burn­ing with im­pa­tience, sud­den­ly threw aside the feel­ing, like a cloak 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 im­por­tant 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 close to the Rue de Pe­tit-Musc, so as to see ev­ery­one who might leave the gates of the Bastille. Af­ter he had spent an hour on the look­out from the “Gold­en Portcullis,” un­der the pent­house of which he could keep him­self a lit­tle in the shade, d’Artag­nan ob­served a sol­dier leave the Bastille. 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 Bastille, 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 once in bar­racks is kept there for four and twen­ty hours when on du­ty—and no one knew this bet­ter than d’Artag­nan. The guards­man in ques­tion, there­fore, was not like­ly to leave his reg­i­men­tals, ex­cept on an ex­press and ur­gent or­der. The sol­dier, we were say­ing, left the Bastille at a slow and loung­ing pace, like a hap­py mor­tal, in fact, who, in­stead of mount­ing sen­try be­fore a weari­some guard­house, or up­on a bas­tion no less weari­some, has the good luck to get a lit­tle lib­er­ty, in ad­di­tion to a walk—both plea­sures be­ing luck­i­ly reck­oned as part 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 faces he 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 seen is 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 weak­ness for brandy, I 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 a com­mon sol­dier would, of course, be on­ly too de­light­ed at hav­ing been se­lect­ed by M. de Baise­meaux as a spe­cial mes­sen­ger, 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 Faubourg Saint-An­toine. He is cer­tain­ly go­ing to Saint-Mandé, he said to him­self, and I 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. I could eas­i­ly get as­sis­tance at the very first guard­house; but the dev­il take me if I men­tion my name in an af­fair of this kind. If I 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 I were to at­tack this poor dev­il, make him draw his sword and kill him for the sake of his let­ter? No harm in that, if it were a ques­tion of a let­ter from a queen to a no­ble­man, or a let­ter from a car­di­nal to a queen; but what mis­er­able in­trigues 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 phi­los­o­phized 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 begged they 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 as a lover; 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 corps is con­cerned, d’Artag­nan glid­ed be­hind the sol­dier, who was close­ly hemmed in by the crowd, and with a rapid 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 paces dis­tant, be­hind the pil­lar of an ad­join­ing house, and read on the ad­dress, “To Mon­sieur du Val­lon, at Mon­sieur Fou­quet’s, Saint-Mandé.”

			“Good!” he said, and then he un­sealed, with­out tear­ing the let­ter, drew out the pa­per, which was fold­ed in four, from the in­side; which con­tained on­ly these words:

			
				“Dear Mon­sieur Du Val­lon—Will you be good enough to tell Mon­sieur d’Herblay that he has been to the Bastille, 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 hot­head­ed, cun­ning fel­low, de Baise­meaux, will make him pay dear­ly for my trick—if he re­turns with­out the let­ter, what will they do to him? Be­sides, I don’t want the let­ter; when the egg has been sucked, what is the good of the shell? D’Artag­nan per­ceived that the com­mis­sary and the archers had suc­ceed­ed in 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 any­one hav­ing ob­served him, and then re­treat­ed rapid­ly. The sol­dier re­sumed his route to­wards Saint-Mandé, his mind oc­cu­pied with the gen­tle­man who had im­plored his pro­tec­tion. Sud­den­ly he thought of his let­ter, 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 sol­dier in the great­est an­guish of mind looked round him on ev­ery side, and at last, about twen­ty paces be­hind him, he per­ceived the lucky en­ve­lope. He pounced on it like a fal­con on its prey. The en­ve­lope was cer­tain­ly a lit­tle 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, “I have plen­ty of time be­fore me, so you may pre­cede me. It ap­pears that Aramis is not in Paris, since Baise­meaux writes to Porthos. Dear Porthos, how de­light­ed I shall be to see him 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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				In Which the Read­er Will Be De­light­ed to Find That Porthos Has Lost Noth­ing of His Strength

			
			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 concierge hes­i­tat­ed; how­ev­er, at the sec­ond rep­e­ti­tion of the ti­tle, cap­tain of the king’s Guards, the concierge, with­out quite leav­ing the pas­sage clear for him, ceased to bar it com­plete­ly. D’Artag­nan un­der­stood that or­ders of the most pos­i­tive char­ac­ter had been giv­en. He de­cid­ed, there­fore, to tell a false­hood—a cir­cum­stance, more­over, which did not se­ri­ous­ly af­fect his peace of 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 sent to 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 use­less to take that trou­ble on his ac­count, inas­much as he knew per­fect­ly well where M. du Val­lon was. There was noth­ing, of course, to say to a man so thor­ough­ly and com­plete­ly in­formed 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 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 has tak­en it in­to his head to go back to Pier­re­fonds with­out even leav­ing M. Fou­quet’s house? He fi­nal­ly reached a re­mote part of the château en­closed 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 stat­ues in timid or mys­te­ri­ous at­ti­tudes. These were 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 seen through the trees. All these stat­ues threw in white re­lief their pro­files up­on the dark ground of the tall cy­press­es, which dart­ed their somber sum­mits to­wards the sky. Around these cy­press­es were 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. These en­chant­ments seemed to 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 cas­cades and the songs of birds. At the door of the pavil­ion he met a lack­ey.

			“It is here, I be­lieve,” said d’Artag­nan, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, “that M. le Baron du Val­lon is stay­ing?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” an­swered the lack­ey.

			“Have the good­ness to tell him that M. le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, cap­tain 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.

			“And you?” replied d’Artag­nan. “Ah, you sly fel­low!”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, with a some­what em­bar­rassed smile; “yes, you see I am stay­ing in M. Fou­quet’s house, at which you are not a lit­tle sur­prised, I 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, I 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 a work as the 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 I am in the king’s ser­vice, and yet you could not guess that 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—you could not guess, I say, that the king sent me to learn who this man was?”

			“What! the king sent you to learn—”

			“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 been told of the na­ture of the works, that it was some cel­e­brat­ed sol­dier or an­oth­er.”

			“The dev­il!” said Porthos, “if I 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, I 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, set­tling him­self in­to an arm­chair, and as­sum­ing the airs of a sphinx.

			“I guessed, in the first place, that you were for­ti­fy­ing Belle-Isle.”

			“There was no great dif­fi­cul­ty in that, for you saw me at work.”

			“Wait a minute; I al­so guessed some­thing else—that you were for­ti­fy­ing Belle-Isle by M. Fou­quet’s or­ders.”

			“That’s true.”

			“But even that is not all. When­ev­er I feel my­self in trim for guess­ing, I do not stop on my road; and so I guessed that M. Fou­quet wished to pre­serve the most ab­so­lute se­cre­cy re­spect­ing these for­ti­fi­ca­tions.”

			“I 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 gen­eros­i­ty—”

			“In fact,” said Porthos, “I have heard 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, I know it, then.”

			“You are a wiz­ard.”

			“Not at all, I as­sure you.”

			“How do you know it, then?”

			“By a very sim­ple means. I 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 I 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 I not been pre­sent­ed, then?”

			“Have they not spo­ken to you about this pre­sen­ta­tion?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly; but I 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 seem to be liv­ing in a very soli­tary place here, my dear fel­low?”

			“I al­ways pre­ferred re­tire­ment. I 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 I have tak­en to read­ing,” said Porthos, with a thought­ful air.

			“But the labors of the mind have not af­fect­ed the health of the body, I trust?”

			“Not in the slight­est de­gree.”

			“Your strength is as great as ev­er?”

			“Too great, my friend, too great.”

			“Ah! I had heard that, for a short time af­ter your ar­rival—”

			“That I could hard­ly move a limb, I 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, I came from Belle-Isle up­on very hard hors­es,” he said, “and that fa­tigued me.”

			“I am no longer as­ton­ished, then, since I, 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 doc­tor. But just imag­ine, at the end of a week I could not breathe any longer.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“The room was too small; I had ab­sorbed ev­ery atom of air.”

			“In­deed?”

			“I was told so, at least; and so I was re­moved in­to an­oth­er apart­ment.”

			“Where you were able to breathe, I hope and trust?”

			“Yes, more freely; but no ex­er­cise—noth­ing to do. The doc­tor pre­tend­ed that I was not to stir; I, on the con­trary, felt that I was stronger than ev­er; that was the cause of a very se­ri­ous ac­ci­dent.”

			“What ac­ci­dent?”

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

			“You were quite naked, then?”

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

			“Yes, I 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; I did not make the same re­flec­tion you have done. I said to my­self: ‘Since my feet have en­tered my boots ten times, there is no rea­son 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; I tried to get my boot on; I pulled it with my hands, I 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; I re­al­ly thought that, like Sam­son, I had de­mol­ished the tem­ple. And the num­ber of pic­tures, the quan­ti­ty of chi­na, vas­es of flow­ers, car­pets, and win­dow­panes that fell down were re­al­ly won­der­ful.”

			“In­deed!”

			“With­out reck­on­ing that on the oth­er side of the par­ti­tion was a small ta­ble laden with porce­lain—”

			“Which you knocked over?”

			“Which I dashed to the oth­er side of the room,” said Porthos, laugh­ing.

			“Up­on my word, it is, as you say, as­ton­ish­ing,” replied d’Artag­nan, be­gin­ning 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 chi­na—ha, ha, ha!”

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I smashed more than four thou­sand francs worth of glass!—ho, ho, ho!”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“With­out count­ing a lus­ter, which fell on my head and was bro­ken in­to a thou­sand pieces—ha, ha, ha!”

			“Up­on your head?” said d’Artag­nan, hold­ing his sides.

			“On top.”

			“But your head was bro­ken, I sup­pose?”

			“No, since I 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. Just imag­ine, 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.”

			“I quite un­der­stand, but they were not light­ed at the time, I sup­pose?”

			“Hap­pi­ly not, or I 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 ap­pears that 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 I fell, cov­ered from head to foot.”

			“With blood, poor Porthos!”

			“Not at all; with per­fumes, which smelt like rich creams; it was de­li­cious, but the odor was too strong, and I felt quite gid­dy from it; per­haps you have ex­pe­ri­enced it some­times your­self, d’Artag­nan?”

			“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 it—”

			“You had a bump on your head I sup­pose?” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“I had five.”

			“Why five?”

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

			“Oh!”

			“Well, these five or­na­ments pen­e­trat­ed my hair, which, as you see, I wear very thick.”

			“For­tu­nate­ly so.”

			“And they made a mark on my skin. But just no­tice the sin­gu­lar­i­ty of it, these things seem re­al­ly on­ly to hap­pen to me! In­stead of mak­ing in­den­ta­tions, they made bumps. The doc­tor could nev­er suc­ceed in ex­plain­ing that to me sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly.”

			“Well, then, I 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 mat­ter 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 I felt far worse out­side my head than in­side. I will even con­fess, that when I put my hat up­on my head, clap­ping it on my head with that grace­ful en­er­gy which we gen­tle­men of the sword pos­sess, if my fist was not very gen­tly ap­plied, I ex­pe­ri­enced the most painful sen­sa­tions.”

			“I quite be­lieve you, Porthos.”

			“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, I think, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where the ren­dezvous are made; that park, in­deed, which is so cel­e­brat­ed in some of those mys­te­ri­ous sto­ries about the su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“I don’t know; I have had no ren­dezvous or heard mys­te­ri­ous sto­ries my­self, but they have au­tho­rized me to ex­er­cise my mus­cles, and I 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; I find it more con­ve­nient than climb­ing.”

			“You are as pas­toral as Tyr­cis, my dear Porthos.”

			“Yes, I like the small eggs; I like them very much bet­ter than larg­er ones. You have no idea how del­i­cate an omelette is, 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, as if he had seen him for the first time, while Porthos spread his chest out joy­ous­ly and proud­ly. They re­mained in this state sev­er­al min­utes, Porthos smil­ing, and d’Artag­nan look­ing at him. D’Artag­nan was ev­i­dent­ly try­ing 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! I 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 I 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 I shall know.”

			“Well, then, I 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!”

			“I as­sure you that your dear Aramis is for­get­ting you.”

			“Well, that is not at all un­like­ly, and I 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 me a trick—”

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

			“He se­ques­trates me! Do you mean to say I am se­ques­trat­ed?”

			“I think so.”

			“I 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; I am de­light­ed we are of the same opin­ion.”

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

			“There now, you see.”

			“It was I who went to Vannes, as you may have seen.”

			“Say rather, as I did see. Well, that is pre­cise­ly the state of the case, my dear Porthos. Aramis, who on­ly drew the plans, wish­es to pass him­self 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 seem to think you are on­ly five and twen­ty years of age still.”

			“Yes, and that is not all, for he be­lieves you are fifty.”

			“I 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 as white as snow, 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; I will present you to the king my­self.”

			“You?”

			“Why not? Do you think I have less cred­it at court than Aramis?”

			“Oh, no!”

			“Do you think I 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.”

			“I 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 dis­agree­able to tell him, it is I who have to do it.”

			“But, dear d’Artag­nan, if you present me—”

			“Well!”

			“Aramis will be an­gry.”

			“With me?”

			“No, with me.”

			“Bah! whether he or I 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 I had or­dered were far more beau­ti­ful.”

			“Take care: the king likes sim­plic­i­ty.”

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

			“Are you a pris­on­er, then, on pa­role?”

			“No, not quite that. But I promised him I would not leave with­out let­ting him know.”

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

			“I, noth­ing: noth­ing of any im­por­tance, at least.”

			“Un­less, in­deed, you are Aramis’s rep­re­sen­ta­tive for some­thing of im­por­tance.”

			“By no means.”

			“What I tell you—pray, un­der­stand that—is out of in­ter­est for you. I sup­pose, for in­stance, that you are com­mis­sioned to send mes­sages and let­ters to him?”

			“Ah! let­ters—yes. I send cer­tain let­ters to him.”

			“Where?”

			“To Fontainebleau.”

			“Have you any let­ters, then?”

			“But—”

			“Nay, let me speak. Have you any let­ters, I say?”

			“I have just re­ceived one for him.”

			“In­ter­est­ing?”

			“I 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 I 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?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very good.”

			“And since the king is there—”

			“You will prof­it by that.”

			“I 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, be­cause it is ur­gent, Porthos, we ought to set off at once.”

			“In fact,” said Porthos, “the soon­er we set off the less chance there 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-Mandé 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 ac­cost him with these words: ‘M. Fou­quet, I have the hon­or to in­form you that I have just left Saint-Mandé.’ ”

			“And,” said Porthos, with the same ma­jes­tic mien, “see­ing me at Fontainebleau at the king’s, M. Fou­quet will not be able to tell me I am not speak­ing the truth.”

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

			“Not over­much, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Then there is noth­ing more to say?”

			“I think not.”

			“All your scru­ples are re­moved?”

			“Quite so.”

			“In that case I shall car­ry you off with me.”

			“Ex­act­ly; and I will go and get my horse sad­dled.”

			“You have hors­es here, then?”

			“I have five.”

			“You had them sent from Pier­re­fonds, I sup­pose?”

			“No, M. Fou­quet gave them to me.”

			“My dear Porthos, we shall not want five hors­es for two per­sons; be­sides, I have al­ready three in Paris, which would make eight, and that will be too many.”

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

			“Do you re­gret them, then?”

			“I re­gret Mous­que­ton; I 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 a very good thing if M. Fou­quet had nev­er giv­en you any­thing at all.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you,” said Porthos.

			“It is not nec­es­sary you should un­der­stand.”

			“But yet—”

			“I 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 I am no politi­cian.”

			“I 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 I have ex­pe­ri­enced it my­self. There are cer­tain days when one feels less plea­sure than oth­ers in ex­pos­ing one’s self to a bul­let or a sword-thrust.”

			“Ex­act­ly my own idea.”

			“And mine, too, al­though I can hard­ly be­lieve in blows or thrusts that kill out­right.”

			“The deuce! and yet you have killed a few in your time.”

			“Yes; but I have nev­er been killed.”

			“Your rea­son is a very good one.”

			“There­fore, I do not be­lieve I shall ev­er die from a thrust of a sword or a gun­shot.”

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

			“Oh! I swim like an ot­ter.”

			“Of a quar­tan fever, then?”

			“I have nev­er had one yet, and I don’t be­lieve I 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 I am hor­ri­bly afraid of pol­i­tics.”

			“Ah, bah!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“Up­on my word, it’s true,” said Porthos, in a sten­to­ri­an voice. “I have seen His 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; I 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 Cinq-Mars, M. Cha­lais, M. de Bouteville, and M. de Mont­moren­cy; 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 I un­sheathed my sword for the car­di­nal, I struck it for the king.”

			“My good Porthos!”

			“Well, I have done. My dread of pol­i­tics is such, that if there is any ques­tion of pol­i­tics in the mat­ter, I 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 en­gi­neer un­der whose di­rec­tions the works were car­ried out; you are mod­est, as all men of true ge­nius are; per­haps Aramis wish­es to put you un­der a bushel. But I hap­pen to seize hold of you; I make it known who you are; I pro­duce you; the king re­wards you; and that is the on­ly pol­i­cy I have to do with.”

			“And the on­ly one I will have to do with ei­ther,” said Porthos, hold­ing out his hand to d’Artag­nan.

			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 un­der­stand. Our friend, he said to him­self, was re­al­ly and tru­ly Aramis’s pris­on­er. Let us now see what the re­sult will be of the lib­er­a­tion of the cap­tive.
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				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 seemed to eclipse the de­light Planchet had promised him­self for the mor­row. But the gro­cer had a heart of gold, ev­er mind­ful of the good old times—a trait that car­ries youth in­to old age. So Planchet, not­with­stand­ing a sort of in­ter­nal shiv­er, checked as soon as ex­pe­ri­enced, re­ceived Porthos with re­spect, 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 at­ten­tions 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 sacks of nuts and al­monds, and in­to the draw­ers full of sweet­meats. So that, not­with­stand­ing Planchet’s press­ing in­vi­ta­tions 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 ev­ery­one 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 passed at one gulp from his mouth to his stom­ach. In one of the cor­ners of the shop, Planchet’s as­sis­tants, hud­dled to­geth­er, looked at each oth­er with­out ven­tur­ing to open their lips. They did not know who Porthos was, for they had nev­er seen him be­fore. The race of those Ti­tans who had worn the cuirass­es of 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 go­ing to turn the whole con­tents of Planchet’s shop in­to his in­sa­tiable stom­ach, and that, too, with­out in the slight­est de­gree dis­plac­ing the bar­rels and chests that were in it. Crack­ing, munch­ing, chew­ing, nib­bling, suck­ing, 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 con­tin­ues,” grum­bled the fore­man, who had Planchet’s word that he should be his suc­ces­sor. In the midst of his de­spair, he ap­proached Porthos, who blocked up the whole of the pas­sage lead­ing 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 waist­band, 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 sacks of corks. But notic­ing the gi­ant’s gen­tle­ness 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 heat­ing—”

			“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.

			“I must trou­ble you for some wa­ter now, my man,” said Porthos.

			“In a pail, Mon­sieur?” asked the lad, sim­ply.

			“No, in a wa­ter-bot­tle; that will be quite enough”; and rais­ing the bot­tle to his mouth, as a trum­peter 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:—“Ah! Mon­sieur, what a hap­pi­ness! what an hon­or!”

			“What time shall we have sup­per, Planchet?” in­quired Porthos, “I 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 de­tect­ed 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 a whole 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.”

			Planchet looked all round his shop, and ob­serv­ing the dif­fer­ent ar­ti­cles which had es­caped Porthos’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 en­tresol, where it had just been an­nounced that some re­fresh­ment was pre­pared.

			Alas! thought the gro­cer, ad­dress­ing a look at d’Artag­nan full of en­treaty, 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 Fontainebleau. The jour­ney passed very agree­ably. Porthos took a fan­cy to Planchet’s so­ci­ety, be­cause the lat­ter was very re­spect­ful in his man­ners, 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 breezes of 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 been passed in Pi­cardy in the beau­ti­ful mead­ows where the grass grew as high as the knees, and where he had played un­der 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, as near 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, I 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 an­swer­ing the ques­tion, “which oc­ca­sions me a good deal of anx­i­ety.”

			“What is it?” in­quired Porthos, look­ing all round him as if in search of 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, I should have said so for­mer­ly,” replied the good-na­tured Porthos, with an em­bar­rass­ment full of del­i­ca­cy; “but for­mer­ly—”

			“For­mer­ly I was M. d’Artag­nan’s lack­ey; is not that what you mean?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well if I am not quite his lack­ey, I am as much as ev­er I was his de­vot­ed ser­vant; and more than that, since that time—”

			“Well, Planchet?”

			“Since that time, I 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 trans­act­ed a lit­tle busi­ness which brought me in a hun­dred thou­sand francs and M. d’Artag­nan two hun­dred thou­sand.”

			“Oh, oh!” said Porthos, with ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“So that, Mon­sieur le Baron,” con­tin­ued the gro­cer, “I again beg you to be kind enough to call me Planchet, as you used to do; and to speak to me as fa­mil­iar­ly as in old times. You can­not pos­si­bly imag­ine the plea­sure it would give me.”

			“If that be the case, my dear Planchet, I 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 for­tu­nate move­ment of the horse made him miss his aim, so that his hand fell on the crup­per of Planchet’s horse, 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 ca­ress you, 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 I was on­ly say­ing, this very morn­ing, to d’Artag­nan, how much I 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.”

			“Where­abouts, Mon­sieur?”

			“At your château.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur le Baron, I have nei­ther château, nor park, nor mead­ows, 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! I un­der­stand. You are mod­est.”

			“No, Mon­sieur le Baron, I speak the plain truth. I 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, I 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; I have two, in­deed, but the one at Berry is my fa­vorite.”

			“Why so?” asked Planchet.

			“Be­cause I don’t know where it ends; and, al­so, be­cause it is full of poach­ers.”

			“How can the poach­ers make the for­est so agree­able to you?”

			“Be­cause they hunt my game, and I hunt them—which, in these peace­ful 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 château were clear­ly vis­i­ble, the slates of which glis­tened be­neath the light of the moon, like the scales of an im­mense fish. “Gen­tle­men,” said Planchet, “I have the hon­or to in­form you that we have ar­rived at Fontainebleau.”

		
	
		
			
				145

				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 im­pen­e­tra­ble 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, as if he in­tend­ed to knock at the door; but, on sec­ond thoughts, he took hold of his horse by the bri­dle, and led it about thir­ty paces fur­ther on, his two com­pan­ions 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 a wood­en latch, pushed open one of the fold­ing-doors. He en­tered first, lead­ing his horse af­ter him by the bri­dle, in­to a small court­yard, 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 I al­most be­gin to think I am near my own cows at Pier­re­fonds.”

			“I have on­ly one cow,” Planchet has­tened to say mod­est­ly.

			“And I have thir­ty,” said Porthos; “or rather, I don’t ex­act­ly know how many I have.”

			When the two cav­a­liers had en­tered, Planchet fas­tened the door be­hind 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 hon­ey­suck­le with one hand, and of sweet­bri­ar with the oth­er. Porthos clawed hold of some peas which 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 peas­ant, who was fast asleep in a shed, ly­ing on a bed of moss, and dressed in 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 bed—noth­ing more.”

			“Some bran and wa­ter for my horse,” said Porthos, “for it is very warm, I think.”

			“Don’t be afraid, gen­tle­men,” replied Planchet; “Dad­dy Célestin 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, as we 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’s res­i­dence. 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 seemed to linger ev­ery­where up­on some­thing or an­oth­er, agree­able to the eye. The lamp which light­ed the room, whilst the fo­liage of jas­mine and climb­ing ros­es hung in mass­es from the win­dow-frames, splen­did­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed a damask table­cloth as white as snow. 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 pic­ture of health and fresh­ness. Up­on her knees lay a large cat, with her paws fold­ed un­der her, and her eyes half-closed, purring in that sig­nif­i­cant man­ner which, ac­cord­ing to fe­line habits, in­di­cates per­fect con­tent­ment. 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.”

			“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 Cheva­lier 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 a rev­er­ence 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. I 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 mus­tache, a cir­cum­stance which was not lost up­on d’Artag­nan, who no­ticed ev­ery­thing.

			“I am from Antwerp,” said the la­dy.

			“And her name is Madame Gechter,” 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, I call her Trüchen.”

			“And a very pret­ty name too,” said Porthos.

			“Trüchen,” said Planchet, “came to me from Flan­ders with her virtue and two thou­sand florins. She ran away from a brute of a hus­band who was in the habit of beat­ing her. Be­ing my­self a Pi­card born, I was al­ways very fond of the Arte­sian wom­en, and it is on­ly a step from Ar­tois to Flan­ders; she came cry­ing bit­ter­ly to her god­fa­ther, my pre­de­ces­sor in the Rue des Lom­bards; she placed her two thou­sand florins in my es­tab­lish­ment, which I have turned to very good ac­count, and which have brought her in ten thou­sand.”

			“Bra­vo, Planchet.”

			“She is free and well off; she has a cow, a maid ser­vant and old Célestin at her or­ders; she mends my linen, knits my win­ter stock­ings; she on­ly sees me ev­ery fort­night, and seems to make her­self in all things tol­er­a­bly hap­py.

			“And in­deed, gen­tle­men, I am very hap­py and com­fort­able,” said Trüchen, 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 Trüchen had set her cook to work, had laid the ta­ble for two more, and cov­ered it with ev­ery pos­si­ble del­i­ca­cy that could con­vert a light sup­per in­to a sub­stan­tial meal, a meal in­to a reg­u­lar feast. Fresh but­ter, salt beef, an­chovies, tun­ny, a shop­ful of Planchet’s com­modi­ties, fowls, veg­eta­bles, sal­ad, fish from the pond and the riv­er, game from the for­est—all 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 seen for the thick coat­ing of dust which cov­ered them. Porthos’s heart be­gan to ex­pand as he said, “I am hun­gry,” and he sat him­self be­side Madame Trüchen, whom he looked at in the most killing man­ner. D’Artag­nan seat­ed him­self on the oth­er side of her, while Planchet, dis­creet­ly and full of de­light, took his seat op­po­site.

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

			In fact, the house­keep­er made her es­cape quite fre­quent­ly, and they could hear, on the first floor above them, the creak­ing of the wood­en bed­steads and the rolling of the cas­tors on the floor. While this was go­ing on, the three men, Porthos es­pe­cial­ly, ate and drank glo­ri­ous­ly—it was won­der­ful to see them. The ten full bot­tles were ten emp­ty ones by the time Trüchen 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 be­gan to grow some­what up­roar­i­ous. D’Artag­nan rec­om­mend­ed a new de­scent in­to the cel­lar, and, as Planchet no longer walked with the steadi­ness of a well-trained foot-sol­dier, the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers pro­posed to ac­com­pa­ny him. They set off, hum­ming songs wild enough to fright­en any­body who might be lis­ten­ing. Trüchen 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 es­caped, re­marked how much red­der Trüchen’s left cheek was than her right. Porthos was sit­ting on Trüchen’s left, and was curl­ing with both his hands both sides of his mus­tache at once, and Trüchen 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 Trüchen, who was her­self jovial enough. It was d’Artag­nan who found out the rooms and the beds. Porthos threw him­self in­to the one des­tined for him, af­ter his friend had un­dressed him. D’Artag­nan got in­to his own bed, say­ing to him­self, Mor­dioux! I had made up my mind nev­er to touch that light-col­ored wine, which brings my ear­ly camp days back again. Fie! fie! if my mus­ke­teers were on­ly to see their 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 ev­ery­one was fast asleep.
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				Show­ing What Could Be Seen from Planchet’s House

			
			The next morn­ing found the three he­roes sleep­ing sound­ly. Trüchen 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; Célestin was gath­er­ing white cher­ries in the gar­den. Porthos, brisk and live­ly as ev­er, held out his hand to Planchet’s, and d’Artag­nan re­quest­ed per­mis­sion to em­brace Madame Trüchen. The lat­ter, to show that she bore no ill-will, ap­proached Porthos, up­on whom she con­ferred the same fa­vor. Porthos em­braced Madame Trüchen, heav­ing an enor­mous sigh. Planchet took both his friends by the hand.

			“I am go­ing to show you over the house,” he said; “when we ar­rived last night it was as dark as an oven, and we were un­able to see any­thing; but in broad day­light, ev­ery­thing looks dif­fer­ent, and you will be sat­is­fied, I hope.”

			“If we be­gin by the view you have here,” said d’Artag­nan, “that charms me be­yond ev­ery­thing; I have al­ways lived in roy­al man­sions, you know, and roy­al per­son­ages have tol­er­a­bly sound ideas up­on the se­lec­tion of points of view.”

			“I am a great stick­ler for a good view my­self,” said Porthos. “At my Château de Pier­re­fonds, I have had four av­enues laid out, and at the end of each is a land­scape of an al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter from the oth­ers.”

			“You shall see my prospect,” said Planchet; and he led his two guests to a win­dow.

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, “this is the Rue de Ly­on.”

			“Yes, I 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. I had four win­dows here, but I 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—a 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 I see out there—cross­es and stones?”

			“Ah, that is the ceme­tery,” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“Pre­cise­ly,” said Planchet; “I as­sure you it is very cu­ri­ous. Hard­ly a day pass­es that some­one is not buried there; for Fontainebleau is by no means an in­con­sid­er­able place. Some­times we see young girls clothed in white car­ry­ing ban­ners; at oth­ers, some of the town-coun­cil, or rich cit­i­zens, with cho­ris­ters and all the parish au­thor­i­ties; and then, too, we see some of the of­fi­cers of the king’s house­hold.”

			“I should not like that,” said Porthos.

			“There is not much amuse­ment in it, at all events,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I as­sure you it en­cour­ages re­li­gious thoughts,” replied Planchet.

			“Oh, I don’t de­ny that.”

			“But,” con­tin­ued Planchet, “we must all die one day or an­oth­er, and I once met with a max­im some­where which I 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.

			“But,” ob­ject­ed d’Artag­nan, “the thought of green fields, flow­ers, rivers, blue hori­zons, ex­ten­sive and bound­less plains, is no less like­ly to do us good.”

			“If I had any, I should be far from re­ject­ing them,” said Planchet; “but pos­sess­ing on­ly this lit­tle ceme­tery, full of flow­ers, so moss-grown, shady, and qui­et, I am con­tent­ed with it, and I 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 soul­less 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 I 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 things good they meet with dur­ing their tran­si­to­ry stay on earth.”

			D’Artag­nan sat down close to the win­dow, and as there seemed to be some­thing sub­stan­tial in Planchet’s phi­los­o­phy, he mused over it.

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

			“Yes,” said d’Artag­nan, “I hear singing too.”

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

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

			“Yes,” said Porthos; “I see a man.”

			“You are right; a man wrapped in a cloak,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“It’s not worth look­ing at,” said Planchet.

			“I find it in­ter­est­ing,” said d’Artag­nan, lean­ing on the win­dowsill.

			“Come, come, you are be­gin­ning to take a fan­cy to the place al­ready,” said Planchet, de­light­ed­ly; “it is ex­act­ly my own case. I was so melan­choly at first that I 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 I have ev­er seen or heard can sing bet­ter than those which are to be met with in this ceme­tery.”

			“Well,” said Porthos, “this is be­gin­ning to get a lit­tle dull for me, and I 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 go­ing to re­main here?”

			“Yes, I will join you present­ly.”

			“Well, M. D’Artag­nan is right, af­ter all,” said Planchet: “are they be­gin­ning to bury yet?”

			“Not yet.”

			“Ah! yes, the gravedig­ger 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; I feel I 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 be­fore 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 gravedig­gers and the priests; the corpse was buried in five min­utes. The grave hav­ing been filled up, the priests turned away, and the gravedig­ger hav­ing ad­dressed a few words to them, fol­lowed them as they moved away. The man in the man­tle bowed as they passed him, and put a piece of gold in­to the gravedig­ger’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 a wom­an’s foot­steps, and the rustling of her dress, were heard in the path close to 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 mag­nif­i­cent tomb.

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

			The con­ver­sa­tion last­ed for ful­ly half an hour. D’Artag­nan could not see the 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 ges­tures, by the mea­sured and care­ful man­ner with which they glanced at each oth­er, ei­ther by way of at­tack or de­fense, that they must be con­vers­ing 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 has to sup­pli­cate. Who is this la­dy? I would give any­thing to as­cer­tain.”

			This seemed im­pos­si­ble, how­ev­er, for Aramis was the first to leave; the la­dy care­ful­ly con­cealed her head and face, and then im­me­di­ate­ly de­part­ed. 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 hors­es and a car­riage, which he could see stand­ing close to the bor­ders of the for­est. She was walk­ing slow­ly, her head bent down, ab­sorbed in the deep­est med­i­ta­tion.

			“Mor­dioux! mor­dioux! I must and will learn who that wom­an is,” said the mus­ke­teer again; and then, with­out fur­ther de­lib­er­a­tion, he set off in pur­suit of her. As he was go­ing along, he tried to think how he could pos­si­bly con­trive to make her raise her veil. “She is not young,” he said, “and is a wom­an of high rank in so­ci­ety. I 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 for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance in it­self, which he was far from reck­on­ing up­on. The noise dis­turbed the la­dy; she seemed to fan­cy she was be­ing ei­ther fol­lowed 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 as if 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 Célestin to in­quire of the gravedig­ger 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.”

			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 pre­cise­ly a dog as far as de­vo­tion goes: his scent, how­ev­er, is quite as keen, I ad­mit.
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				How Porthos, Trüchen, 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 suc­ceed in reach­ing the straw­ber­ry-beds on ac­count, as he said, of his belt. Trüchen, who had be­come quite so­cia­ble with the gi­ant, said that it was not the belt so much as his cor­po­ra­tion; and Porthos, in a state of the high­est de­light, em­braced Trüchen, who gath­ered him a pail­ful of the straw­ber­ries, and made him eat them 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 Trüchen, “I could make my­self very hap­py here.” Trüchen 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. I am go­ing to take a turn in the town to get ev­ery­thing ready for that. Do not think of leav­ing the house, I 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 I will re­lease you from two trou­ble­some guests.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! can you say—”

			“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 hun­dred thou­sand francs a year for the last twen­ty years, and for the last fifty years Porthos has been the own­er of a cou­ple of fists and a back­bone, which are not to be matched through­out the whole realm of France. Porthos is a man of the very great­est con­se­quence com­pared to you, and … well, I need say no more, for I 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 too … at Madame Trüchen—”

			“Oh! my good­ness gra­cious!” said Planchet.

			“Madame Trüchen 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 Trüchen sit­ting close to­geth­er in an ar­bor; Trüchen, 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 Sam­son in the com­pa­ny of Delilah. 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 ap­proached, and, very like­ly, he did not think he was do­ing any harm. Nor in­deed did Trüchen move ei­ther, which rather put Planchet out; but he, too, had been so ac­cus­tomed to see fash­ion­able folk in his shop, that he found no dif­fi­cul­ty in putting a good coun­te­nance on what seemed dis­agree­able or rude. Planchet seized Porthos by the arm, and pro­posed to go and look at the hors­es, but Porthos pre­tend­ed he was tired. Planchet then sug­gest­ed that 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 en­gage his en­e­my’s at­ten­tion dur­ing the whole of the day, by dint of sac­ri­fic­ing 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 mo­ment he was set­ting off for the chase; the king ex­pects us this evening.”

			“The king ex­pects me!” 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 ceased to look at Madame Trüchen in that touch­ing man­ner which had so soft­ened her heart. Planchet en­cour­aged these am­bi­tious lean­ings as best he could. He talked over, or rather gave ex­ag­ger­at­ed ac­counts of all the splen­dors of the last reign, its bat­tles, sieges, and grand court cer­e­monies. He spoke of the lux­u­ri­ous 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 Trüchen, and made d’Artag­nan think. At six o’clock, the mus­ke­teer or­dered the hors­es to 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 suc­ceed in ob­tain­ing for him at court, which im­me­di­ate­ly raised Planchet in Trüchen’s es­ti­ma­tion, where the poor gro­cer—so good, so gen­er­ous, so de­vot­ed—had 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 pos­sess what they have not got, and dis­dain it as soon as it is ac­quired. Af­ter hav­ing ren­dered this ser­vice to his friend Planchet, d’Artag­nan said in a low tone of voice to Porthos: “That is a very beau­ti­ful ring you have on your fin­ger.”

			“It is worth three hun­dred pis­toles,” said Porthos.

			“Madame Trüchen will re­mem­ber you bet­ter if you leave her that ring,” replied d’Artag­nan, a sug­ges­tion which Porthos seemed to hes­i­tate to adopt.

			“You think it is not beau­ti­ful enough, per­haps,” said the mus­ke­teer. “I un­der­stand your feel­ings; a great lord such as you would not think of ac­cept­ing the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of an old ser­vant with­out pay­ing him most hand­some­ly for it: but I am sure that Planchet is 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 Trüchen a present of my lit­tle farm at Bra­cieux; it has twelve acres.”

			“It is too much, my good Porthos, too much just at present … Keep it for a fu­ture oc­ca­sion.” He then took the ring off Porthos’s fin­ger, and ap­proach­ing Trüchen, said to her:—“Madame, Mon­sieur le Baron hard­ly knows how to en­treat you, out of your re­gard for him, to ac­cept this 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 I dis­suad­ed him from it.”

			“Oh!” said Trüchen, look­ing ea­ger­ly at the di­a­mond.

			“Mon­sieur le Baron!” ex­claimed Planchet, quite over­come.

			“My good friend,” stam­mered out Porthos, de­light­ed at hav­ing been so 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; Trüchen, 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 over­come 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 Célestin; but d’Artag­nan stopped him.

			“No,” he said, “it is now my turn.” And he gave one pis­tole to the wom­an 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 château, 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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				The Pre­sen­ta­tion of Porthos at Court

			
			At sev­en o’clock the same evening, the king gave an au­di­ence to an am­bas­sador 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 re­spects first. 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. Fou­quet 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 I?”

			“You—oh, you! as I have al­ready had the hon­or of telling you, are the good-na­tured, kind­heart­ed Porthos; and so they begged you to take care of Saint-Mandé a lit­tle.”

			“Ah!” re­peat­ed Porthos.

			“But, hap­pi­ly, I was there,” said d’Artag­nan, “and present­ly it will be my turn.”

			At this mo­ment Fou­quet ad­dressed the king.

			“Sire,” he said, “I 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 ex­er­cise a pow­er­ful in­flu­ence there; may I re­quest a car­di­nal’s hat for M. d’Herblay?” The king start­ed. “I do not of­ten so­lic­it any­thing of Your Majesty,” said Fou­quet.

			“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, say­ing: “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 for­ward Porthos, “to present to Your Majesty M. le Baron du Val­lon, one of the bravest gen­tle­men of France?”

			As soon as Aramis saw Porthos, he turned as pale as death, while Fou­quet 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 I 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 Pleiades are nev­er dis­unit­ed, and that is the rea­son I 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 could not with­hold his ad­mi­ra­tion, though at the same time his sus­pi­cions 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, I mean this bish­op’s, name Aramis?”

			“His nom de guerre,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“My nick­name,” said Aramis.

			“A truce to mod­esty!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan; “be­neath the priest’s robe, sire, is con­cealed the 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, ad­mir­ing 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 ad­vice—M. d’Herblay, in a word, who, with M. du Val­lon, my­self, and M. le Comte de la Fère, 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 serve the son as I 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, I 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? I am tru­ly pleased to have it in my pow­er to ac­knowl­edge the ser­vices of those who were faith­ful to my fa­ther.”

			“Sire—” be­gan Porthos, but he was un­able to pro­ceed with what he was go­ing to say.

			“Sire,” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, “this wor­thy gen­tle­man is ut­ter­ly over­pow­ered 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, I—who am more ac­cus­tomed to gaze up­on the sun—can 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, I think.”

			“Aramis has nev­er liked you so much as he does now. Fan­cy, it was I who was the means of his get­ting the car­di­nal’s hat.”

			“Of course,” said Porthos. “By the by, does the king like his guests to eat much at his ta­ble?”

			“It is a com­pli­ment to him­self if you do,” said d’Artag­nan, “for he him­self pos­sess­es a roy­al ap­petite.”
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				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 es­caped from my prison?”

			“Do not scold him,” said d’Artag­nan; “it was I, 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 as­sis­tance of 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: I went to pay Baise­meaux a vis­it—”

			Aramis pricked up his ears at this an­nounce­ment.

			“Stay!” said Porthos; “you make me re­mem­ber that I have a let­ter from Baise­meaux for 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 em­bar­rassed by 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.

			“I was say­ing,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer, “that I had gone to pay Baise­meaux a vis­it 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. I must say that Baise­meaux re­ceived me cold­ly; so I soon took my leave of him. As I was re­turn­ing, a sol­dier ac­cost­ed me, and said (no doubt as he rec­og­nized me, not­with­stand­ing I was in pri­vate clothes), ‘Cap­tain, will you be good enough to read me the name writ­ten on this en­ve­lope?’ and I read, ‘To Mon­sieur du Val­lon, at M. Fou­quet’s house, Saint-Mandé.’ The deuce, I said to my­self, Porthos has not re­turned, then, as I fan­cied, to Belle-Isle, or to Pier­re­fonds, but is at M. Fou­quet’s house, at Saint-Mandé; and as M. Fou­quet is not at Saint-Mandé, Porthos must be quite alone, or, at all events, with Aramis; I will go and see Porthos, and I ac­cord­ing­ly went to see Porthos.”

			“Very good,” said Aramis, thought­ful­ly.

			“You nev­er told me that,” said Porthos.

			“I 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 morn­ing—”

			“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? I should nev­er be able to live in a house where buri­als can al­ways be seen from the win­dow. D’Artag­nan, on the con­trary, seems to like it very much.”

			“So d’Artag­nan saw it as well?”

			“Not sim­ply saw it; he lit­er­al­ly nev­er took his eyes off the whole time.”

			Aramis start­ed, and turned to look at the mus­ke­teer, but the lat­ter was en­gaged in earnest con­ver­sa­tion with Saint-Aig­nan. Aramis con­tin­ued to ques­tion 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, I be­lieve?”

			“Well?—we do.”

			“Can you give me ten min­utes’ con­ver­sa­tion?”

			“Twen­ty, if you like. His Majesty will take quite that time to get prop­er­ly seat­ed at ta­ble.”

			“Where shall we talk, then?”

			“Here, up­on these seats if 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, I have, but not as you un­der­stand it. I saw that Porthos was bored to death, and I 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; I thank you.”

			“And I brought the car­di­nal’s hat a lit­tle near­er, just as it seemed to be re­treat­ing from you.”

			“Ah! I ad­mit that,” said Aramis, with a sin­gu­lar smile, “you are, in­deed, not to be matched for mak­ing your friends’ for­tunes for them.”

			“You see, then, that I on­ly act­ed with the view of mak­ing Porthos’s for­tune for him.”

			“I meant to have done that my­self; but your arm reach­es far­ther than ours.”

			It was now d’Artag­nan’s turn to smile.

			“Come,” said Aramis, “we ought to deal truth­ful­ly with each oth­er. Do you still love me, d’Artag­nan?”

			“The same as I used to do,” replied d’Artag­nan, with­out com­pro­mis­ing 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 Belle-Isle com­plete­ly for­ti­fied to the king.”

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

			“You came to Belle-Isle with­out know­ing any­thing?”

			“Of you! yes. How the dev­il could I 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. I was on­ly able to guess that Porthos might have be­come one. There is a say­ing, one be­comes an or­a­tor, one is born a po­et; but it has nev­er been said, one is born Porthos, and one be­comes an en­gi­neer.”

			“Your wit is al­ways amus­ing,” said Aramis, cold­ly.

			“Well, I will go on.”

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

			“I cer­tain­ly made as much haste as I could, since I saw that you were mak­ing still more. When a man weigh­ing two hun­dred and fifty-eight pounds, as Porthos does, rides post; when a gouty prelate—I beg your par­don, but you your­self told me you were so—when a prelate scours the high­way—I nat­u­ral­ly sup­pose that my two friends, who did not wish to be com­mu­nica­tive with me, had cer­tain mat­ters of the high­est im­por­tance to con­ceal from me, and so I made as much haste as my lean­ness and 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, I thought it not un­like­ly; but you and Porthos made me play a very ridicu­lous part at Belle-Isle.”

			“I beg your par­don,” said Aramis.

			“Ex­cuse me,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“So that,” pur­sued Aramis, “you now know ev­ery­thing?”

			“No, in­deed.”

			“You know I 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 en­e­mies—you will ad­mit that, I sup­pose.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“And one in par­tic­u­lar.”

			“A dan­ger­ous one?”

			“A mor­tal en­e­my. Well, in or­der to coun­ter­act that man’s in­flu­ence, it was nec­es­sary that M. Fou­quet should give the king a proof of his great de­vo­tion to him, and of his readi­ness to make the great­est sac­ri­fices. He sur­prised His Majesty by of­fer­ing him Belle-Isle. If you had been the first to reach Paris, the sur­prise would have been de­stroyed, it would have looked as if we had yield­ed to fear.”

			“I un­der­stand.”

			“That is the whole mys­tery,” said Aramis, sat­is­fied that he had at last quite 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 I should not have an­swered you, but you would have added—‘Are you my friend?’ I should have said ‘Yes.’ ” Aramis hung down his head. “In this way,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “you would have par­a­lyzed my move­ments, and I 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.’ I should not have been placed 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, I sup­pose?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not, in­deed!” ex­claimed the cap­tain. “M. Col­bert is a mean fel­low, and I hate him as I 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. I have no prop­er­ty or means what­ev­er. M. Fou­quet gave me sev­er­al liv­ings, a bish­opric as well; M. Fou­quet has served and obliged me like the gen­er­ous-heart­ed man he is, and I know the world suf­fi­cient­ly well to ap­pre­ci­ate a kind­ness when I meet with one. M. Fou­quet has won my re­gard, and I 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.

			“I sup­pose you know how Porthos got mixed up in all this?”

			“No,” said d’Artag­nan; “I am cu­ri­ous, of course, but I nev­er ques­tion a friend when he wish­es to keep a se­cret from me.”

			“Well, then, I 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 I love bet­ter than Porthos, be­cause he is so sim­ple-mind­ed and good-na­tured. Porthos is so straight­for­ward in ev­ery­thing. Since I have be­come a bish­op, I 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 pres­ence re­called my ear­li­er and bet­ter days with­out en­gag­ing me in any present evil. I sent for Porthos to come to Vannes. M. Fou­quet, whose re­gard for me is very great, hav­ing learnt that Porthos and I 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.”

			“I shall not abuse your con­fi­dence,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I am sure of that, my dear friend; no one has a fin­er sense of hon­or than your­self.”

			“I flat­ter my­self that you are right, Aramis.”

			“And now”—and here the prelate looked search­ing­ly and scru­ti­niz­ing­ly at his friend—“now let us talk of our­selves and for our­selves; will you be­come one of M. Fou­quet’s friends? Do not in­ter­rupt me un­til you know what that means.”

			“Well, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Will you be­come a maréchal 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 I al­ready be­long to the king.”

			“Not ex­clu­sive­ly, I sup­pose.”

			“Oh! a d’Artag­nan can­not be di­vid­ed.”

			“You have, I pre­sume, am­bi­tions, as no­ble hearts like yours have.”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly I have.”

			“Well?”

			“Well! I wish to be a maréchal; the king will make me maréchal, 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 XI­II was mas­ter al­so.”

			“Oh! my dear friend, be­tween Riche­lieu and Louis XI­II 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; still—”

			“One mo­ment, Aramis; I ob­serve that ev­ery­one thinks of him­self, and nev­er of his poor prince; I will main­tain my­self main­tain­ing him.”

			“And if you meet with in­grat­i­tude?”

			“The weak alone are afraid of that.”

			“You are quite cer­tain of your­self?”

			“I think so.”

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

			“On the con­trary, I think his need of me will soon be greater than ev­er; and hear­ken, my dear fel­low, if it be­came nec­es­sary to ar­rest a new Condé, who would do it? This—this 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 Mus­ke­teers; “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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				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 Val­lière with the beau­ti­ful bracelets he had won in the lot­tery. The comte walked to and fro for some time out­side the palace, in the great­est dis­tress, from a thou­sand sus­pi­cions and anx­i­eties with which his mind was be­set. Present­ly he stopped and wait­ed on the ter­race op­po­site the grove of trees, watch­ing for Madame’s de­par­ture. More than half an hour passed away; 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 tablets from his pock­et, and, af­ter hes­i­tat­ing over and over again, de­ter­mined to write these words:—“Madame, I im­plore you to grant me one mo­ment’s con­ver­sa­tion. Do not be alarmed at this re­quest, which con­tains noth­ing in any way op­posed to the pro­found re­spect with which I sub­scribe my­self, etc., etc.” He had signed and fold­ed this sin­gu­lar love-let­ter, when he sud­den­ly ob­served sev­er­al ladies leav­ing the château, and af­ter­wards sev­er­al courtiers too; in fact, al­most ev­ery­one that formed the queen’s cir­cle. He saw La Val­lière 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 cross the court­yard in or­der to en­ter her own apart­ments; and, from the ter­race where he was stand­ing, de Guiche could see all that was go­ing on in the court­yard. At last he saw Madame leave, at­tend­ed by a cou­ple of pages, who were car­ry­ing torch­es be­fore her. She was walk­ing very quick­ly; as soon as she reached the door, she said:

			“Let some­one go and look for de Guiche: he has to ren­der an ac­count of a mis­sion he had to dis­charge for me; if he should be dis­en­gaged, re­quest him to be good enough to come to my apart­ment.”

			De Guiche re­mained silent, hid­den in the shade; but as soon as Madame had with­drawn, he dart­ed from the ter­race down the steps and as­sumed a most in­dif­fer­ent air, so that the pages who were hur­ry­ing to­wards 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 ex­pects to hear, she told us, the re­sult of a com­mis­sion you had to ex­e­cute for her. Are you at lib­er­ty?”

			“I 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, I beg. Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, I do not re­quire your at­ten­dance any longer.”

			Mon­ta­lais, more puz­zled than ev­er, cour­te­sied and with­drew. De Guiche and the princess were left alone. The comte 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. She soon 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 I think it very sin­gu­lar.”

			“The af­fair of the bracelets,” she ex­claimed, ea­ger­ly, “you mean that, I 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.

			“I think,” he said, “that the king may pos­si­bly have had an idea of an­noy­ing some­one; were it not for that, the king would hard­ly show him­self so earnest in 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.

			“I can pos­i­tive­ly as­sure Your Roy­al High­ness,” said de Guiche, with a firm­ness marked by great re­spect, “that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is beloved by a man who mer­its ev­ery re­spect, for he is a brave and hon­or­able 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 Val­lière; and as Raoul has served the king most valiant­ly, the king will not in­flict an ir­repara­ble in­jury up­on him.”

			Madame be­gan to laugh in a man­ner that pro­duced a sin­is­ter im­pres­sion up­on de Guiche.

			“I re­peat, Madame, I do not be­lieve the king is in love with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; and the proof that I do not be­lieve it is, that I was about to ask you whose amour pro­pre it is like­ly the king is de­sirous of wound­ing? You, who are well ac­quaint­ed with the whole court, can per­haps as­sist me 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 seems to pass in­to the eyes, “prove to me, I say, that you in­tend­ed to in­ter­ro­gate me at the very mo­ment I 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. I have ex­plained to you how and why I sought you; you, how­ev­er, have yet to tell me, Madame, why you sent for me.”

			“True,” replied the princess. She hes­i­tat­ed, and then sud­den­ly ex­claimed, “Those bracelets will drive me mad.”

			“You ex­pect­ed the king would of­fer them to you,” replied de Guiche.

			“Why not?”

			“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 Val­lière,” cried the princess, wound­ed to the quick, “could he not have pre­sent­ed them to me? Was there not the whole court, in­deed, to choose from?”

			“I as­sure you, Madame,” said the comte, re­spect­ful­ly, “that if any­one heard you speak in this man­ner, if any­one were to see how red your eyes are, 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 Val­lière!”

			She ex­pect­ed to see de Guiche yield be­neath her scorn­ful ges­ture and her proud tone; but he sim­ply and bold­ly replied, “Jeal­ous of La Val­lière; yes, Madame.”

			“Am I to sup­pose, Mon­sieur,” she stam­mered out, “that your ob­ject is 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 cool­ness and silent re­spect hav­ing 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 paces when 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 re­spect you pre­tend 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—a look full of love, res­o­lu­tion, and de­spair, even—she knew how read­i­ly the comte, so out­ward­ly calm in ap­pear­ance, would pass his sword through his own breast if she added an­oth­er 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 I am suf­fer­ing, and yet you have no pity for me.”

			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 arm­chair; in an­oth­er mo­ment she would have been suf­fo­cat­ed.

			“Oh, why,” he mur­mured, as he knelt by her side, “why do you con­ceal your trou­bles from me? Do you love any­one—tell me? It would kill me, I know, but not un­til I should have com­fort­ed, con­soled, and served you even.”

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

			“I do in­deed love you to that ex­tent, Madame.”

			She placed both her hands in his. “My heart is in­deed an­oth­er’s,” she mur­mured in so low a tone that her voice could hard­ly be heard; but he heard it, and said, “Is it the king you love?”

			She gen­tly 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 Par­adise is open­ing. “But,” she added, “there are oth­er pas­sions in a high­born heart. Love is po­et­ry; but the re­al life of the heart is pride. Comte, I was born on a throne, I am proud and jeal­ous of my rank. Why does the king gath­er such un­wor­thy ob­jects round him?”

			“Once more, I 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 I did not be­lieve it,” he said, turn­ing very pale, “Bragelonne should be in­formed of it to­mor­row; in­deed he should, if I thought that poor La Val­lière had for­got­ten the vows she had ex­changed with 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 a wild burst of laugh­ter, “that ig­no­rance is hap­pi­ness?”

			“I 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,’ I pos­si­bly should have slain Raoul.”

			“It would have been nec­es­sary,” said the princess, with the ob­sti­na­cy of a wom­an who feels her­self not eas­i­ly over­come, “for M. de Bragelonne to have had proofs be­fore he ven­tured to speak to you in that man­ner.”

			“Such, how­ev­er, is the case,” replied de Guiche, with a deep sigh, “that, not hav­ing been warned, I have nev­er ex­am­ined in­to the mat­ter se­ri­ous­ly; and I now find that my ig­no­rance has saved my life.”

			“So, then, you drive self­ish­ness and cold­ness to that ex­tent,” said Madame, “that you would let this un­hap­py young man con­tin­ue to love La Val­lière?”

			“I would, un­til La Val­lière’s guilt were re­vealed.”

			“But the bracelets?”

			“Well, Madame, since you your­self ex­pect­ed to re­ceive them from the king, what can I 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 Val­lière, and that he did not wish to re­sort to the com­mon ex­pe­di­ent of ru­in­ing a ri­val in the mind of a wom­an, by giv­ing the lat­ter the as­sur­ance and cer­tain­ty that this ri­val’s af­fec­tions were trans­ferred to an­oth­er wom­an. She guessed that his sus­pi­cions of La Val­lière were aroused, and that, in or­der to leave him­self time for his con­vic­tions to un­der­go a change, so as not to ru­in Louise ut­ter­ly, he was de­ter­mined to pur­sue a cer­tain straight­for­ward line of con­duct. She could read so much re­al great­ness of 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. She loved him for this so ten­der­ly, that she could not refuse to give him a proof of her af­fec­tion.

			“See how many words we have wast­ed,” she said, tak­ing his hand, “sus­pi­cions, anx­i­eties, mis­trust, suf­fer­ings—I think we have enu­mer­at­ed all those words.”

			“Alas! Madame, yes.”

			“Ef­face them from your heart as I drive them from mine. Whether La Val­lière does or does not love the king, and whether the king does or does not love La Val­lière—from this mo­ment you and I will draw a dis­tinc­tion in the two char­ac­ters I have to per­form. You open your eyes so wide that I am sure you hard­ly un­der­stand me.”

			“You are so im­petu­ous, Madame, that I al­ways trem­ble at the fear of dis­pleas­ing you.”

			“And see how he trem­bles now, poor fel­low,” she said, with the most charm­ing play­ful­ness of man­ner. “Yes, Mon­sieur, I have two char­ac­ters to per­form. I am the sis­ter of the king, the sis­ter-in-law of the king’s wife. In this char­ac­ter ought I not to take an in­ter­est in these do­mes­tic in­trigues? Come, tell me what you think?”

			“As lit­tle as pos­si­ble, Madame.”

			“Agreed, Mon­sieur; but it is a ques­tion of dig­ni­ty; and then, you know, I 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 I 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 I be­gin to think that, re­al­ly and tru­ly, I have an­oth­er char­ac­ter to per­form. I was al­most for­get­ting it.”

			“Name it, oh! name it,” said de Guiche.

			“I am a wom­an,” she said, in a voice low­er than ev­er, “and I love.” He rose, she opened her arms, and their lips met. A foot­step was heard be­hind 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 see the ag­i­ta­tion of the ac­tors of these four char­ac­ters; for de Guiche had con­sis­tent­ly car­ried out his part with hero­ism.

		
	
		
			
				151

				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 awk­ward­ness 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 been dis­missed on de Guiche’s en­trance. De Guiche, al­so, lost his pres­ence of 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, as the most or­di­nary po­lite­ness re­quired, even be­tween per­sons equal in rank and sta­tion, 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 ag­i­ta­tion of the two lovers—the 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, I think I know as much as the most cu­ri­ous wom­an could pos­si­bly wish to know.” Madame felt so em­bar­rassed by this in­quisi­to­ri­al look, that, as if 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 re­spect for the princess, she went 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 en­gaged in a mat­ter of some im­por­tance; she there­fore al­lowed him to look 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 Val­lière.”

			“Well, and he has seen her?”

			“No, in­deed!”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“The door was shut and locked.”

			“So that—”

			“So that 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?”

			“Be­cause we have work to do. If we get weary now, some­thing un­lucky 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 sen­ti­men­tal com­mon peo­ple. A mus­ke­teer on du­ty, a young girl in a con­vent, may ex­change let­ters with their lovers once a day, per­haps, from the top of a lad­der, or through a hole in the wall. A let­ter con­tains all the po­et­ry their poor lit­tle hearts have to boast of. But the cas­es we have in hand re­quire to be dealt with very dif­fer­ent­ly.”

			“Well, fin­ish,” said Mon­ta­lais, out of pa­tience with him. “Some­one may come.”

			“Fin­ish! Why, I am on­ly at the be­gin­ning. I have still three points as yet un­touched.”

			“Up­on my word, he will be the death of me, with his Flem­ish in­dif­fer­ence,” ex­claimed Mon­ta­lais.

			“And you will drive me mad with your Ital­ian vi­vac­i­ty. I was go­ing to say that our lovers here will be writ­ing vol­umes to each oth­er. 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 not.”

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

			“That is prob­a­ble.”

			“Very well, then; I will take care of all that.”

			“That is the very thing that is im­pos­si­ble,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause you are not your own mis­tress; your room is as much La Val­lière’s as yours; and there are cer­tain per­sons who will think noth­ing of vis­it­ing and search­ing a maid of hon­or’s room; so that I am ter­ri­bly afraid of the queen, who is as jeal­ous as a 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 some­one else.”

			“Who?”

			“Mon­sieur.”

			“I 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!”

			“And as yet not quite far enough, if you will fol­low me in­to it.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly I will fol­low you where you like. Yet—”

			“Well, yet—”

			“While we have time, I 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, I could su­per­in­tend ten of them. I am in my el­e­ment, you must know. I was born to live at the court, as the sala­man­der is made to live in the fire.”

			“Your com­par­i­son does not re­as­sure me in the slight­est de­gree in the world, my dear Mon­ta­lais. I 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 been in­fal­li­bly baked or roast­ed on leav­ing the fire.”

			“Your learned men may be very wise as far as sala­man­ders are con­cerned, but they would nev­er tell you what I can tell you; name­ly, that Au­re de Mon­ta­lais is des­tined, be­fore a month is over, to be­come the first diplo­ma­tist in the court of France.”

			“Be it so, but on con­di­tion that I shall be the sec­ond.”

			“Agreed; an of­fen­sive and de­fen­sive al­liance, of course.”

			“On­ly be very care­ful of any let­ters.”

			“I will hand them to you as I 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 Val­lière about Madame?”

			“What­ev­er we choose, for La Val­lière 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, I hope, that Mon­sieur de Bragelonne has writ­ten many let­ters to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“I for­get noth­ing.”

			“Well, then, it was I who re­ceived, and I who in­ter­cept­ed those let­ters.”

			“And, con­se­quent­ly, it is you who have them still?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where—here?”

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

			“That dear lit­tle room—that dar­ling lit­tle room, the an­techam­ber of the palace I in­tend you to live in one of these days. But, I beg your par­don, 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 I put all the let­ters I re­ceived from you, and where I put mine al­so when your busi­ness or your amuse­ments pre­vent­ed you from com­ing to our ren­dezvous.”

			“Ah, very good,” said Mal­icorne.

			“Why are you sat­is­fied?”

			“Be­cause I see there is a pos­si­bil­i­ty of not hav­ing to run to Blois af­ter the let­ters, for I 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 I laugh as I do, and with all my heart, too.”

			“And now, one last word.”

			“Why last?”

			“Do we need any­one to as­sist us?”

			“No one.”

			“Valets or maid­ser­vants?”

			“Bad pol­i­cy. You will give the let­ters—you will re­ceive them. Oh! we must have no pride in this af­fair, oth­er­wise M. Mal­icorne and Made­moi­selle 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 pre­oc­cu­pa­tion 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 by Bragelonne, the lat­ter hav­ing writ­ten to de Guiche a let­ter which had made the deep­est im­pres­sion 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:—

			
				
					“Calais.

				
				“My dear Count—I 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 has a warm re­gard, al­so about Madame, whom he con­sid­ers a beau­ti­ful and ami­able wom­an. He has guessed your af­fec­tion for a cer­tain per­son. He al­so talked to me about the la­dy for whom I have so ar­dent a re­gard, and showed the great­est in­ter­est on my be­half in ex­press­ing a deep pity for me, ac­com­pa­nied, how­ev­er, by dark hints which alarmed me at first, but which I 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 Lor­raine. The re­port goes, so says the 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, re­spect­ing whom var­i­ous slan­der­ous re­ports are be­ing cir­cu­lat­ed. These vague phras­es have not al­lowed me to sleep. I have been de­plor­ing, ev­er since yes­ter­day, that my dif­fi­dence and vac­il­la­tion of pur­pose, not­with­stand­ing a cer­tain ob­sti­na­cy of char­ac­ter I may pos­sess, have left me un­able to re­ply to these in­sin­u­a­tions. In a word, M. de Wardes was set­ting off for Paris, and I did not de­lay his de­par­ture with ex­pla­na­tions; for it seemed rather hard, I 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 spec­ta­cle the court can­not fail to of­fer with­in a short time. He added a few con­grat­u­la­to­ry words ac­com­pa­nied by vague sym­pa­thiz­ing ex­pres­sions. I could not un­der­stand the one any more than the oth­er. I was be­wil­dered by my own thoughts, and tor­ment­ed by a mis­trust of this man—a mis­trust which, you know bet­ter than any­one else, I have nev­er been able to over­come. As soon as he left, my per­cep­tions seemed to 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 Wardes threw out in my pres­ence, there may be a mys­te­ri­ous sig­ni­fi­ca­tion, which I might have some dif­fi­cul­ty in ap­ply­ing ei­ther to my­self or to some­one 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 I have dis­patched a couri­er to you with this let­ter, which will ex­plain in de­tail my var­i­ous doubts. I 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 I not felt that I was un­der the ne­ces­si­ty of dis­patch­ing the king’s mis­sion 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 re­mem­brance of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, whose hands I kiss with the great­est re­spect.

				
					“Your de­vot­ed,

					“De Bragelonne.

					“P.S.—If any­thing se­ri­ous should hap­pen—we should be pre­pared for ev­ery­thing—dis­patch a couri­er to me with this one sin­gle word, ‘Come,’ and I will be in 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 Fère, and speaks of his re­spect for Louise. He cau­tions me on my own ac­count, and en­treats me on his. Ah!” con­tin­ued de Guiche, with a threat­en­ing ges­ture, “you in­ter­fere in my af­fairs, Mon­sieur de Wardes, do you? Very well, then; I will short­ly oc­cu­py my­self with yours. As for you, poor Raoul—you who en­trust your heart to my keep­ing, be as­sured I 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 Mon­ta­lais. And while de Guiche, who thought that his mo­tive was undis­cov­ered, cross-ex­am­ined Mal­icorne, the lat­ter, who ap­peared to be work­ing in the dark, soon guessed his ques­tion­er’s mo­tives. The con­se­quence was, that, af­ter a quar­ter of an hour’s con­ver­sa­tion, dur­ing which de Guiche thought he had as­cer­tained the whole truth with re­gard to La Val­lière 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 sus­pi­cious, and that de Guiche in­tend­ed to watch over the trea­sure of the Hes­perides. Mal­icorne ac­cept­ed the of­fice of drag­on. De Guiche fan­cied he had done ev­ery­thing for his friend, and soon be­gan to think of noth­ing but his per­son­al af­fairs. The next evening, de Wardes’s re­turn and first ap­pear­ance at the king’s re­cep­tion were an­nounced. When that vis­it had been paid, the con­va­les­cent wait­ed on Mon­sieur; de Guiche tak­ing care, how­ev­er, to be at Mon­sieur’s apart­ments be­fore the vis­it took place.
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				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 comes in their way. De Wardes, who had been ab­sent for 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 dis­po­si­tion on­ly too par­al­lel to his own in ev­ery par­tic­u­lar, with the ad­di­tion of a bull­dog courage he did not him­self pos­sess, re­ceived de Wardes with a greater dis­play of re­gard and af­fec­tion than even Mon­sieur had done. De Guiche, as we 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 him­self, 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 com­pli­ments, af­ter which de Wardes re­turned to Mon­sieur and the oth­er gen­tle­men.

			In the midst of these con­grat­u­la­tions Madame was an­nounced. She had been in­formed 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, as a 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 cold­ness with 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 cast a glance at Mon­sieur and at de Guiche—the for­mer col­ored, and the lat­ter turned very pale. Madame alone pre­served an un­moved coun­te­nance; but, as she knew how many un­pleas­ant thoughts and feel­ings her en­e­my could awak­en in the two per­sons who were lis­ten­ing to him, she smil­ing­ly bent for­ward to­wards the trav­el­er, as if to lis­ten to the news he had brought—but he was speak­ing of oth­er mat­ters. Madame was brave, even to im­pru­dence; if she were to re­treat, it would be invit­ing an at­tack; so, af­ter the first dis­agree­able im­pres­sion had passed away, she re­turned to the charge.

			“Have you suf­fered much from your wounds, Mon­sieur de Wardes?” she in­quired, “for we have been told 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 weath­er—”

			“The sea-breezes were very fresh and cool, Madame, and then I 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; I was not aware of that,” said the princess, with ut­ter in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Oh, Madame, you are mis­tak­en, or rather you pre­tend to mis­un­der­stand my re­mark. I 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, as if 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? I 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 I should like to know if the Duke of 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 I 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, I have two en­e­mies,” mur­mured Madame; “two de­ter­mined en­e­mies, and in league with each oth­er.” And she changed the con­ver­sa­tion. To change the con­ver­sa­tion is, as ev­ery­one knows, a right pos­sessed by princes which eti­quette re­quires all to re­spect. The re­main­der of the con­ver­sa­tion was mod­er­ate enough in tone; the prin­ci­pal ac­tors had re­hearsed their parts. Madame with­drew eas­i­ly, and Mon­sieur, who wished to ques­tion her on sev­er­al mat­ters, of­fered her his hand on leav­ing. The cheva­lier was se­ri­ous­ly afraid that an un­der­stand­ing 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 sur­round­ed by a large 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 these signs to en­able strangers to sup­pose they were oth­er­wise 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, too.”

			“Why not? Ev­ery­thing is so ridicu­lous in this world, ev­ery­thing so ab­surd around us.”

			“You are right.”

			“You are of my opin­ion, then?”

			“I should think so! And what news do you bring us from yon­der?”

			“I? None at all. I have come to look for news here.”

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

			“Some peo­ple—one of our friends—”

			“Your mem­o­ry is short.”

			“Ah! true; Bragelonne, you mean.”

			“Ex­act­ly so.”

			“Who was on his way to ful­fil a mis­sion, with which he was en­trust­ed to King Charles II.”

			“Pre­cise­ly. Well, then, did he not tell you, or did not you tell him—”

			“I do not pre­cise­ly know what I told him, I must con­fess: but I do know what I did not tell him.” De Wardes was fi­nesse it­self. He per­fect­ly well knew from de Guiche’s tone and man­ner, which was cold and dig­ni­fied, that the con­ver­sa­tion was about to as­sume a dis­agree­able turn. He re­solved to let it take what course it pleased, and to keep strict­ly on his guard.

			“May I ask you what you did not tell him?” in­quired de Guiche.

			“All about La Val­lière.”

			“La Val­lière … What is it? and what was that strange cir­cum­stance you seem to 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. I am speak­ing of Madame 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 Val­lière’s ac­count. From this mo­ment, it be­came a se­ries of feigned at­tacks, which would have con­tin­ued un­til one of the two had been touched home. De Guiche there­fore re­sumed all the self-pos­ses­sion he could com­mand.

			“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 I say­ing?”

			“That you had con­cealed cer­tain things from Bragelonne.”

			“Cer­tain things which you know as well as I do,” replied de Wardes.

			“No, up­on my hon­or.”

			“Non­sense.”

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

			“What! I 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 I again re­peat, I know noth­ing.”

			“You are tru­ly dis­creet—well!—per­haps it is very pru­dent of you.”

			“And so you will not tell me any­thing, will not tell me any more than you told Bragelonne?”

			“You are pre­tend­ing to be deaf, I see. I am con­vinced that Madame could not pos­si­bly have more com­mand over her­self than you have.”

			“Dou­ble hyp­ocrite,” mur­mured Guiche to him­self, “you are again re­turn­ing to the old sub­ject.”

			“Very well, then,” con­tin­ued de Wardes, “since we find it so dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand each oth­er about La Val­lière 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, I sup­pose, to Bragelonne, which you can­not re­peat to my face?”

			“No; but un­der­stand me, Guiche, that how­ev­er much I may be ig­no­rant of cer­tain mat­ters, I am quite as con­ver­sant with oth­ers. If, for in­stance, we were con­vers­ing about the in­ti­ma­cies of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham at Paris, as I did dur­ing my jour­ney with the duke, I could tell you a great many in­ter­est­ing cir­cum­stances. Would you like me to men­tion them?”

			De Guiche passed his hand across his fore­head, which was cov­ered in per­spi­ra­tion. “No, no,” he said, “a hun­dred times no! I 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. I have not the slight­est cu­rios­i­ty to learn what hap­pened to the duke, while I have, on the con­trary, the great­est in­ter­est in all that hap­pened to Raoul.”

			“In Paris?”

			“Yes, in Paris, or Boulogne. You un­der­stand I am on the spot; if any­thing should hap­pen, I 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 Lon­don,” said de Wardes, chuck­ling.

			“You think so,” said de Guiche, sim­ply.

			“Think so, in­deed! do you sup­pose he was sent to 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 con­firms what he wrote to me from Boulogne.”

			De Wardes re­sumed his for­mer cold­ness of 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 Val­lière, and that you had seemed to laugh at his great con­fi­dence in that young girl.”

			“Well, it is per­fect­ly true I did so,” said de Wardes, “and I was quite ready, at the time, to hear from the Vi­comte de Bragelonne that which ev­ery man ex­pects from an­oth­er when­ev­er any­thing may have been said to dis­please him. In the same way, for in­stance, if I were seek­ing a quar­rel with you, I should tell you that Madame af­ter hav­ing shown the great­est pref­er­ence for the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, is at this mo­ment sup­posed 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 I ab­so­lute­ly wished to quar­rel with you, I should try and in­vent a false­hood, per­haps, and speak to you about a cer­tain ar­bor, where you and that il­lus­tri­ous princess were to­geth­er—I should speak al­so of cer­tain gen­u­flec­tions, of cer­tain kiss­ings of the hand; and you who are so se­cret on all oc­ca­sions, so hasty, so punc­til­ious—”

			“Well,” said de Guiche, in­ter­rupt­ing him, with a smile up­on his lips, al­though he al­most felt as if he were go­ing to die; “I swear I should not care for that, nor should I in any way con­tra­dict you; for you must know, my dear mar­quis, that for all mat­ters which con­cern my­self I am a block of ice; but it is a very dif­fer­ent thing when an ab­sent friend is con­cerned, a friend, who, on leav­ing, con­fid­ed his in­ter­ests to my safe­keep­ing; for such a friend, de Wardes, be­lieve me, I 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 Val­lière.”

			At this mo­ment some of the younger courtiers were cross­ing the apart­ment, and hav­ing al­ready heard the few words which had just been pro­nounced, were able al­so to hear those which were about to fol­low. De Wardes ob­served this, and con­tin­ued aloud:—“Oh! if La Val­lière were a co­quette like Madame, whose in­no­cent flir­ta­tions, I am sure, were, first of all, the cause of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham be­ing sent back to Eng­land, and af­ter­wards were the rea­son of your be­ing sent in­to ex­ile; for you will not de­ny, I sup­pose, that Madame’s pret­ty ways re­al­ly had a cer­tain in­flu­ence 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. “I am a vain, con­ceit­ed fel­low, I know, and ev­ery­body else knows it too. I took se­ri­ous­ly that which was on­ly in­tend­ed as a jest, and got my­self ex­iled for my pains. But I saw my er­ror. I over­came my van­i­ty, and I ob­tained my re­call, by mak­ing the amende hon­or­able, and by promis­ing my­self to over­come this de­fect; and the con­se­quence is, that I am so thor­ough­ly cured, that I 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 hap­pi­ness—re­ports which you seem to have un­der­tak­en to in­ter­pret, when you know, mar­quis, as I do, as these gen­tle­men do, as ev­ery­one does in 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.

			“Cer­tain­ly—calum­ny. Look at this let­ter from him, in which he tells me you have spo­ken ill of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; and where he asks me, if what you re­port­ed about this young girl is true or not. Do you 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 Val­lière. “And now,” con­tin­ued de Guiche, “there is no doubt in the world, as far as I am con­cerned, that you wished to dis­turb Bragelonne’s peace of mind, and that your re­marks were ma­li­cious­ly in­tend­ed.”

			De Wardes looked round him, to see if he could find sup­port from any­one; but, at the idea that de Wardes had in­sult­ed, ei­ther di­rect­ly or in­di­rect­ly, the idol of the day, ev­ery­one 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, I beg you, and let us fin­ish our con­ver­sa­tion in the man­ner which be­comes two gen­tle­men, one of whom has giv­en the oth­er the lie.”

			“Messieurs, messieurs!” ex­claimed those who were present.

			“Is it your opin­ion, then, that I was wrong in de­fend­ing Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?” said de Guiche. “In that case, I pass judg­ment up­on my­self, and am ready to with­draw the of­fen­sive words I may have used to Mon­sieur de Wardes.”

			“The deuce! cer­tain­ly not!” said Saint-Aig­nan. “Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière 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. I en­treat you, there­fore, 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 can it be won­dered at, my dear fel­low; I 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 so­ci­ety; so, pray ac­cept my con­grat­u­la­tions.”

			“I do ac­cept them.”

			“And I will make Madame a present of them.”

			“And now, my dear Mon­sieur de Wardes, let us speak as loud as you please.”

			“Do not de­fy me.”

			“I 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.”

			“I have fought al­ready.”

			“But not quite enough, yet.”

			“I 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 I have just fought, would hard­ly suit me; I 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, I have not had a foil in my hand since that dev­il of a du­el; and you, I 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 I last prac­ticed.”

			“No, comte, af­ter due re­flec­tion, I will not fight, at least, with you. I will await Bragelonne’s re­turn, since you say it is Bragelonne who finds fault with me.”

			“Oh no, in­deed! You shall not wait un­til Bragelonne’s re­turn,” ex­claimed 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, I shall have my ex­cuse. So take care.”

			“I will give you a week to fin­ish your re­cov­ery.”

			“That is bet­ter. We will wait a week.”

			“Yes, yes, I un­der­stand; a week will give time to my ad­ver­sary to make his es­cape. No, no; I 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, I will de­nounce you to the king, as hav­ing re­fused to fight, af­ter hav­ing in­sult­ed La Val­lière.”

			“Ah!” said de Wardes, “you are dan­ger­ous­ly treach­er­ous, though you pass for a man of hon­or.”

			“There is noth­ing more dan­ger­ous than the treach­ery, as you 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 I am, so as to equal­ize our chances.”

			“No, no; I have some­thing bet­ter than that to pro­pose.”

			“What is it?”

			“We will fight on horse­back, and will ex­change three pis­tol-shots each. You are a first rate marks­man. I have seen you bring down swal­lows with sin­gle balls, and at full gal­lop. Do not de­ny it, for I have seen you my­self.”

			“I be­lieve you are right,” said de Wardes; “and as that is the case, it is not un­like­ly I might kill you.”

			“You would be ren­der­ing me a very great ser­vice, if you did.”

			“I 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, I swear.”

			“I will go and get my horse, then.”

			“And I, mine.”

			“Where shall we meet?”

			“In the plain; I 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 sus­pect that we are go­ing to fight—to die, per­haps, on her ac­count.”
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				The Com­bat

			
			De Wardes and de Guiche se­lect­ed their 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 se­lect­ed the pair he had made use of twen­ty times be­fore—the same, in­deed, with which de Guiche had seen him kill swal­lows fly­ing. “You will not be sur­prised,” he said, “if I take ev­ery pre­cau­tion. You know the weapons well, and, con­se­quent­ly, I 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, “I beg you to have the good­ness to help me to mount; for I still ex­pe­ri­ence a lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty in do­ing so.”

			“In that case, we had bet­ter set­tle the mat­ter on foot.”

			“No; once in the sad­dle, I shall be all right.”

			“Very good, then; we will not speak of it again,” said de Guiche, as he as­sist­ed de Wardes to mount his horse.

			“And now,” con­tin­ued the young man, “in our ea­ger­ness to 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 I am that ev­ery­thing should be done in prop­er or­der.”

			“Yes; but I do not wish peo­ple to say that you have as­sas­si­nat­ed me, any more than, sup­pos­ing I were to kill you, I should my­self like to be ac­cused of such a crime.”

			“Did any­one 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.”

			“Very true; but there was still light enough to see by; 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 be­came more con­firmed—that 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 in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly, he replied, by a move­ment of the head, that it would be best to let things re­main as they were. The two ad­ver­saries con­se­quent­ly set off, and left the château by the same gate, close to which we may re­mem­ber to have seen Mon­ta­lais and Mal­icorne to­geth­er. The night, as if to coun­ter­act the ex­treme heat of the day, had gath­ered the clouds to­geth­er in mass­es which 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, seemed to hang heav­i­ly over the earth, and soon be­gan, by the force of the wind, to split in­to stream­ers, like a huge sheet torn 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 branch­es of the trees, ex­haled a thou­sand aro­mat­ic odors, which re­vived in the mind ten­der rec­ol­lec­tions, 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 I wish to have your opin­ion up­on them.”

			“Rel­a­tive to—”

			“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 es­tab­lished cus­tom?”

			“Let me first know what your es­tab­lished cus­tom is.”

			“That we dis­mount in any par­tic­u­lar open space that may suit us, fas­ten our hors­es to the near­est ob­ject, meet, each with­out 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 I killed poor Fol­livent, three weeks ago, at Saint-De­nis.”

			“I beg your par­don, but you for­got one cir­cum­stance.”

			“What is that?”

			“That in your du­el with Fol­livent you ad­vanced to­wards each oth­er on foot, your swords be­tween your teeth, and your pis­tols in your hands.”

			“True.”

			“While now, on the con­trary, as you 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; each will 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 va­ri­ety of roads, by-places, paths, ditch­es, wind­ings, and av­enues. We could not find a bet­ter spot.”

			“I am per­fect­ly sat­is­fied, if you are so. We are at our des­ti­na­tion, if I am not mis­tak­en.”

			“Yes. Look at the beau­ti­ful open space in the cen­ter. The faint light which the stars af­ford seems con­cen­trat­ed 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.”

			“I 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.”

			“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, I sup­pose?”

			“Quite suf­fi­cient, I think. Here are pow­der and balls for your pis­tols; mea­sure out three charges, take three balls, I 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 I 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 I am in no way your dupe. You al­ready are, or soon will be, the ac­cept­ed lover of Madame. I have de­tect­ed your se­cret, and you are afraid I shall tell oth­ers of it. You wish to kill me, to in­sure my si­lence; that is very clear; and in your place, I 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 con­se­quence is, that brought to bay by you, I shall de­fend my­self to the very last.”

			“You will be quite right to do so.”

			“Yes; but take care; I shall work more harm than you think. In the first place, as a be­gin­ning, you will read­i­ly sup­pose that I have not been ab­surd enough to lock up my se­cret, or your se­cret rather, in my own breast. There is a friend of mine, who re­sem­bles me in ev­ery way, a man whom you know very well, who shares my se­cret with me; so, pray un­der­stand, that if you kill me, my death will not have been of much ser­vice to you; whilst, on the con­trary, if I kill you—and ev­ery­thing is pos­si­ble, you know—you un­der­stand?” De Guiche shud­dered. “If I kill you,” con­tin­ued de Wardes, “you will have se­cured two mor­tal en­e­mies to Madame, 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 en­e­mies you speak of, I trust most hearti­ly 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 Guiche was not so im­pres­sion­able as that. “I think,” he said, “that ev­ery­thing is now set­tled, Mon­sieur de Wardes; so have the good­ness to take your place first, un­less you would pre­fer me to do so.”

			“By no means,” said de Wardes. “I 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 cross­road 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 each oth­er, 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, as they 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 course in a straight line to­wards the point where, in his opin­ion, de Wardes would be sta­tioned; and he ex­pect­ed to meet de Wardes about half­way; 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. These two re­ports, pro­ceed­ing from the very op­po­site di­rec­tion in which he ex­pect­ed to 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 com­plete­ly, how­ev­er, that the toe of his boot es­caped be­ing caught un­der the an­i­mal as it fell. Very for­tu­nate­ly the horse in its dy­ing ag­o­nies moved so as to en­able him to re­lease the leg which was less en­tan­gled than the oth­er. 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 seen de 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 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 ob­ser­va­tion, 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 as­sist­ed in­stead of be­ing in­con­ve­nienced by the horse’s gal­lop. It has been seen that, 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 seen de Guiche fall; his as­ton­ish­ment was ex­treme when he saw he still re­mained erect in his sad­dle. He has­tened to fire his sec­ond shot, 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 nec­es­sary to ex­ceed de Wardes in ra­pid­i­ty of ex­e­cu­tion. He ad­vanced, there­fore, so as to 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 care in load­ing meant fa­tal loss of time, or rather, throw­ing 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 him­self 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. “I 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 seemed to 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 mo­tion­less body, and bore de Wardes rapid­ly back to the château. When he ar­rived there, he re­mained a quar­ter of an hour de­lib­er­at­ing with­in him­self as to the prop­er course to be adopt­ed. In his im­pa­tience to leave the field of bat­tle, he had omit­ted to as­cer­tain whether 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 use­less piece 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 in­quiries af­ter Mani­camp. He was told that Mani­camp had been look­ing 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 mo­men­tar­i­ly in­creas­ing en­er­gy, of which his face could hard­ly have been sup­posed ca­pa­ble. It was on­ly when de Wardes had fin­ished, that Mani­camp ut­tered the words, “Let us go.”

			As they pro­ceed­ed, Mani­camp be­came more and more ex­cit­ed, and in pro­por­tion as de Wardes re­lat­ed the de­tails of the af­fair to him, his coun­te­nance as­sumed ev­ery mo­ment a dark­er ex­pres­sion. “And so,” he said, when de Wardes had fin­ished, “you think he is dead?”

			“Alas, I 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, I sup­pose?”

			“Hum! hum!”

			“You do doubt it, then?”

			“A lit­tle. But I shall doubt it more than ev­er, I warn you, if I find the poor fel­low is re­al­ly dead.”

			“Mon­sieur Mani­camp!”

			“Mon­sieur de Wardes!”

			“It seems you in­tend to in­sult me.”

			“Just as you please. The fact is, I nev­er did like peo­ple who come and say, ‘I have killed such and such a gen­tle­man in a cor­ner; it is a great pity, but I killed him in a per­fect­ly hon­or­able man­ner.’ It has an ug­ly ap­pear­ance, M. de Wardes.”

			“Si­lence! we have ar­rived.”

			In fact, the glade could now be seen, and in the open space lay the mo­tion­less 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 same spot, and did not even seem to have made the slight­est move­ment. Mani­camp threw him­self on his knees, lift­ed 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 close to 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 pis­tol 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 I told you that I 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? I con­fess that I 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 been very un­lucky in bring­ing me here; all the blood in my body seems to have mount­ed to my head; and I ver­i­ly be­lieve that since so good an op­por­tu­ni­ty presents it­self, I 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, I am think­ing of it very strong­ly.”

			“Would you as­sas­si­nate me?”

			“With­out the slight­est re­morse, at least for the present.”

			“Are you a gen­tle­man?”

			“I have giv­en a great many proofs of it.”

			“Let me de­fend my life, then, at least.”

			“Very like­ly; in or­der, I sup­pose, that you may do to me what you have done to poor de Guiche.”

			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, I 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 a cry 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 where­abouts are you wound­ed?”

			De Guiche showed him his mu­ti­lat­ed hand and his chest cov­ered with blood.

			“Comte,” ex­claimed de Wardes, “I am ac­cused of hav­ing as­sas­si­nat­ed you; speak, I im­plore you, and say that I 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 I 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’s wounds 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, I have seen death too close at hand to be agree­able; I don’t like his look at all, and I pre­fer your apolo­gies.”

			Mani­camp burst out laugh­ing, and Guiche, too, in spite of his suf­fer­ings. 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 se­ri­ous­ness of the wound, there­fore, which had over­come de Guiche. Mani­camp 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 back to Fontainebleau, to the house of the same doc­tor who had been present at the death of the Fran­cis­can, Aramis’s pre­de­ces­sor.

		
	
		
			
				154

				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 seats too, af­ter the usu­al ges­ture in­ti­mat­ing the roy­al per­mis­sion. At this pe­ri­od of Louis XIV’s reign, al­though eti­quette was not gov­erned by the strict reg­u­la­tions sub­se­quent­ly adopt­ed, the French court had en­tire­ly thrown aside the tra­di­tions of good-fel­low­ship and pa­tri­ar­chal af­fa­bil­i­ty ex­ist­ing in the time of Hen­ry IV, which the sus­pi­cious mind of Louis XI­II had grad­u­al­ly re­placed with pompous state and cer­e­mo­ny, which he de­spaired of be­ing able ful­ly to re­al­ize.

			The king, there­fore, was seat­ed alone 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 ex­er­cis­es of 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, been wait­ing for a jog of d’Artag­nan’s arm, see­ing the king make such rapid progress, turned to the mus­ke­teer and said in a low voice:

			“It seems as if 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 ad­dress a re­mark to you, he will not find you with your mouth full—which would be very dis­re­spect­ful.”

			“The best way in that case,” said Porthos, “is to eat no sup­per at all; and yet I am very hun­gry, I ad­mit, and ev­ery­thing looks and smells most invit­ing­ly, as if ap­peal­ing to all my sens­es at once.”

			“Don’t think of not eat­ing for a mo­ment,” 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 I avoid hav­ing my mouth full if I 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 does you the hon­or to ad­dress a re­mark to you.”

			“Very good,” said Porthos; and from that mo­ment he be­gan to eat with a cer­tain well-bred en­thu­si­asm.

			The king oc­ca­sion­al­ly looked at the dif­fer­ent per­sons who were at ta­ble with him, and, en con­nois­seur, could ap­pre­ci­ate the dif­fer­ent dis­po­si­tions of his guests.

			“Mon­sieur du Val­lon!” he said.

			Porthos was en­joy­ing a sal­mi de lièvre, and swal­lowed half of the back. His name, pro­nounced in such a man­ner, made him start, and by a vig­or­ous ef­fort of his gul­let he ab­sorbed the whole mouth­ful.

			“Sire,” replied Porthos, in a sti­fled voice, but suf­fi­cient­ly in­tel­li­gi­ble, nev­er­the­less.

			“Let those filets d’ag­neau be hand­ed to Mon­sieur du Val­lon,” said the king; “do you like brown meats, M. du Val­lon?”

			“Sire, I 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 eat well who work well,” replied the king, de­light­ed to have en tête-à-tête a 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, I be­lieve that from my own prov­ince, as ev­ery­where else, the best of ev­ery­thing is sent to Paris for Your Majesty’s use; but, on the oth­er hand, I do not eat lamb in the same way Your Majesty does.”

			“Ah, ah! and how do you eat it?”

			“Gen­er­al­ly, I 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 ques­tion with small sausages he pro­cures from Stras­burg, force­meat balls from Troyes, and larks from Pithiviers; by some means or oth­er, which I am not ac­quaint­ed with, he bones the lamb as he would do a fowl, leav­ing the skin on, how­ev­er, which forms a brown crust all over the an­i­mal; when it is cut in beau­ti­ful slices, in the same way as an enor­mous sausage, a rose-col­ored gravy pours forth, which is as agree­able to 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 daube, which was be­ing hand­ed to him, he said:

			“That is a dish I 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; I per­ceive he is an am­a­teur.”

			The or­der was im­me­di­ate­ly obeyed. Then, con­tin­u­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, 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 carves re­moves the fat with a spoon, which I have had ex­press­ly made for that pur­pose.”

			“Where do you re­side?” in­quired the king.

			“At Pier­re­fonds, sire.”

			“At Pier­re­fonds; where is that, M. du Val­lon—near Belle-Isle?”

			“Oh, no, sire! Pier­re­fonds is in the Sois­son­nais.”

			“I thought you al­lud­ed to the lamb on ac­count of the salt marsh­es.”

			“No, sire, I 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 en­trements, but 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 in­dif­fer­ent one by any means.”

			D’Artag­nan gave Porthos a se­vere kick un­der the ta­ble, which made Porthos col­or up.

			“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 I have al­ready had the hon­or of men­tion­ing, but you se­lect what 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, Your 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 I on­ly rec­og­nize pas­try, and even that should be rather sol­id; all these frothy sub­stances swell the stom­ach, and oc­cu­py a space which seems to 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 fa­thers, who so well knew what good liv­ing was, used to eat, while we,” added His Majesty, “do noth­ing but tan­ta­lize with our stom­achs.” And as he spoke, he took the breast of a chick­en with ham, while Porthos at­tacked a dish of par­tridges and quails. The cup­bear­er 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 I see yon­der,” said he to Porthos, “I 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 seemed to 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 ac­cord­ing­ly 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’Artag­nan 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; I think I am rather in fa­vor,” said Porthos, bal­anc­ing him­self on his chair.

			“Oh! you are in luck’s way.”

			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 half­way. 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, be­came dull, melan­choly, and tac­i­turn. Porthos, on the con­trary, was live­ly and com­mu­nica­tive. D’Artag­nan’s foot had more than once to re­mind him of this pe­cu­liar­i­ty of the king. The dessert now made its ap­pear­ance. The king had ceased to 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, im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to sparkle. The comte ad­vanced to­wards the king’s ta­ble, and Louis rose at his ap­proach. Ev­ery­body got up at the same time, 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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				Af­ter Sup­per

			
			The king took Saint-Aig­nan by the arm, and passed in­to the ad­join­ing apart­ment. “What has de­tained you, comte?” said the king.

			“I was bring­ing the an­swer, sire,” replied the comte.

			“She has tak­en a long time to re­ply to what I wrote her.”

			“Sire, Your Majesty deigned to write in verse, and Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière 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, en­clos­ing the vers­es which his­to­ry has pre­served en­tire for us, and which are more mer­i­to­ri­ous in in­ten­tion than in ex­e­cu­tion. Such as they were, how­ev­er, the king was en­chant­ed with them, and ex­hib­it­ed his sat­is­fac­tion by un­equiv­o­cal 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 might 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 close to his guests, he said, “M. du Val­lon, I have seen you to­day with the great­est plea­sure, and my plea­sure will be equal­ly great to see you again.” Porthos bowed as the Colos­sus of Rhodes would have done, and re­tired from the room with his face to­wards the king. “M. d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued the king, “you will await my or­ders in the gallery; I am obliged to you for hav­ing made me ac­quaint­ed with M. du Val­lon. Gen­tle­men,” ad­dress­ing him­self to the oth­er guests, “I re­turn to Paris to­mor­row on ac­count of the de­par­ture of the Span­ish and Dutch am­bas­sadors. Un­til to­mor­row then.”

			The apart­ment was im­me­di­ate­ly cleared of the guests. The king took Saint-Aig­nan by the arm, made him read La Val­lière’s vers­es over again, and said, “What do you think of them?”

			“Charm­ing, sire.”

			“They charm me, in fact, and if they were known—”

			“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, I am afraid.”

			“That is not what Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière said of them.”

			“Do you think she was pleased with them?”

			“I 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 ex­cite­ment pre­vail­ing at Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’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 here in Fontainebleau, and the ru­mor soon reached us all.”

			“Brought back! Poor de Guiche; and how did it hap­pen?”

			“Ah! that is the very ques­tion—how 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; ev­ery­one is not pre­cise­ly a friend of M. de Guiche.”

			“How do you know that?”

			“Does Your Majesty re­quire me to ex­plain my­self?”

			“Cer­tain­ly I do.”

			“Well, sire, I be­lieve I 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. I have is­sued such strin­gent and se­vere or­di­nances with re­spect to du­elling, that no one, I pre­sume, would dare to dis­obey them.”

			“In that case, Heav­en pre­serve me from ex­cus­ing any­one!” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan. “Your Majesty com­mand­ed me to speak, and I 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?”

			“I do not know, sire; but M. de Mani­camp knows, or ought to know.”

			“You are con­ceal­ing some­thing from me, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Noth­ing, sire, I 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 been that, 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, I 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?—Guiche go on horse­back to a boar-hunt?—Saint-Aig­nan, I 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 mus­ke­teer 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.”

			“And you will pro­ceed to the Rond-point du Bois-Rochin. Do you know the spot?”

			“Yes, sire. I 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 been wound­ed there, and you will find a horse 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 I re­quire, and not that of any­one else.”

			“You shall have it in an hour’s time, sire.”

			“I pro­hib­it your speak­ing with any­one, 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 af­ter­wards 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 see in 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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				Show­ing in What Way d’Artag­nan Dis­charged the Mis­sion with Which the King Had En­trust­ed Him

			
			While the king was en­gaged in mak­ing these last-men­tioned ar­range­ments in or­der to as­cer­tain the truth, d’Artag­nan, with­out los­ing a sec­ond, ran to the sta­ble, took down the lantern, sad­dled his horse him­self, and pro­ceed­ed to­wards the place His Majesty had in­di­cat­ed. Ac­cord­ing to the prom­ise he had made, he had not ac­cost­ed any­one; and, as we have ob­served, he had car­ried his scru­ples so far as to do with­out the as­sis­tance 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 less than five min­utes reached the 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, sire—” D’Artag­nan be­gan to re­ply.

			“It was cer­tain­ty I re­quest­ed of you.”

			“I will ap­proach it as near as I pos­si­bly can. The weath­er was very well adapt­ed for in­ves­ti­ga­tions of the char­ac­ter I have just made; it has been rain­ing this evening, and the roads were wet and mud­dy—”

			“Well, the re­sult, M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Sire, Your Majesty told me that there was a horse ly­ing dead in the cross­road of the Bois-Rochin, and I be­gan, there­fore, by study­ing the roads. I say the roads, be­cause the cen­ter of the cross­road is reached by four sep­a­rate roads. The one that I my­self took was the on­ly one that pre­sent­ed any fresh traces. Two hors­es had 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 in­vari­ably 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—hors­es well used to ma­neu­vers of all kinds, for they wheeled round the bar­ri­er of the Rond-point to­geth­er.”

			“Well—and 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 seemed to 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, I sup­pose?”

			“Com­plete­ly so, sire. On­ly he who fol­lowed the cir­cum­fer­ence of the wood was mount­ed on a black horse.”

			“How do you know that?”

			“I found a few 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?”

			“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 ad­ver­sary in flank. More­over, I 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, I 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. I ob­served the im­pres­sion of his leg, which, with a great ef­fort, 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?”

			“I 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 passed fire a sec­ond time?”

			“Oh, sire, he had al­ready fired twice.”

			“How did you as­cer­tain that?”

			“I 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?”

			“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.”

			“I 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, I 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 each oth­er. 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. “I sus­pect­ed it, but did not ven­ture to men­tion it to Your Majesty.”

			“And what made you sus­pect it?”

			“I rec­og­nized the de Gra­mont arms up­on the hol­sters of the dead horse.”

			“And you think he is se­ri­ous­ly wound­ed?”

			“Very se­ri­ous­ly, since he fell im­me­di­ate­ly, and re­mained a long time in the same place; how­ev­er, he was able to walk, as he left the spot, sup­port­ed by two friends.”

			“You met him re­turn­ing, then?”

			“No; but I 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 seems to have es­caped you, tell me some­thing about de Guiche’s ad­ver­sary.”

			“Oh, sire, I do not know him.”

			“And yet you see ev­ery­thing very clear­ly.”

			“Yes, sire, I see ev­ery­thing; but I do not tell all I see; and, since the poor dev­il has es­caped, Your Majesty will per­mit me to say that I do not in­tend 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, I or­dered you, how­ev­er—”

			D’Artag­nan in­ter­rupt­ed the king by a re­spect­ful ges­ture. “You or­dered me, sire, to gath­er what par­tic­u­lars I could, re­spect­ing a hos­tile meet­ing that had tak­en place; those par­tic­u­lars you have. If you or­der me to ar­rest M. de Guiche’s ad­ver­sary, I will do so; but do not or­der me to de­nounce him to you, for in that case I 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 right—ten times, twen­ty times, a hun­dred times right.”

			“That is my opin­ion, sire: I am hap­py that, this time, it ac­cords with Your Majesty’s.”

			“One word more. Who as­sist­ed Guiche?”

			“I do not know, sire.”

			“But you speak of two men. There was a per­son present, then, as sec­ond.”

			“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 con­se­quence of your or­di­nances, sire. If a man has fought well, and fair­ly, and has al­ready es­caped one chance of death, he nat­u­ral­ly wish­es to es­cape a 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 château.”

			“Well, and af­ter that?”

			“Af­ter­wards, as I 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; hu­manum est er­rare,”11 said the mus­ke­teer, philo­soph­i­cal­ly.

			“In that case, you are not hu­man, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, for I be­lieve you are nev­er mis­tak­en.”

			“Your Majesty said that we were go­ing to see whether such was the case, or not.”

			“Yes.”

			“In what way, may I ven­ture to ask?”

			“I have sent for M. de Mani­camp, and M. de Mani­camp is com­ing.”

			“And M. de Mani­camp knows the se­cret?”

			“De Guiche has no se­crets from M. de Mani­camp.”

			D’Artag­nan shook his head. “No one was present at the com­bat, I re­peat; and un­less M. de Mani­camp was one of the two men who brought him back—”

			“Hush!” said the king, “he is com­ing; re­main, and lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly.”

			“Very good, sire.”

			And, at the very same mo­ment, Mani­camp and Saint-Aig­nan ap­peared at the thresh­old of the door.
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			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 fa­vorite, 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 ac­ci­dent which has be­fall­en the Comte de Guiche.”

			“Oh! sire, it is griev­ous in­deed.”

			“You were there?”

			“Not pre­cise­ly, sire.”

			“But you ar­rived on the scene of the ac­ci­dent, a few min­utes af­ter it took place?”

			“Sire, about half an hour af­ter­wards.”

			“And where did the ac­ci­dent hap­pen?”

			“I 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 been in­formed of them, and I 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 wain­scot—D’Artag­nan, calm, kind, and good-na­tured as usu­al—and Saint-Aig­nan whom he had ac­com­pa­nied, and who still leaned over the king’s arm­chair with an ex­pres­sion of 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 pos­sessed de Guiche to go to a wild boar-hunt by him­self; that is but a clown­ish idea of sport, on­ly fit for that class of peo­ple who, un­like the Maréchal 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 pre­cip­i­tate and hasty, and let­ting his words fall very slow­ly one by one, “at all events, sire, poor de Guiche went hunt­ing—all alone.”

			“Quite alone? in­deed?—What 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.”12

			“And what kind of an­i­mal was it?”

			“A short, thick beast.”

			“You may as well tell me, Mon­sieur, that de Guiche had some idea of com­mit­ting sui­cide; for I 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 oc­ca­sion he seems to 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.”

			“You are quite right, and the event which we are now dis­cussing is cer­tain­ly 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 im­pos­si­ble to com­mu­ni­cate with Mani­camp in any way. As for d’Artag­nan, the stat­ue of Si­lence at Athens was far more noisy and far more ex­pres­sive 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 as it 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 been told that a horse has been found ly­ing dead in the cross­roads of the Bois-Rochin, and I 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 seem to care very 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 been ripped open like M. de Saint-Mau­re’s horse, I should not have been as­ton­ished.”

			Mani­camp opened his eyes very wide.

			“Am I 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 boar—”

			“Oh! I un­der­stand that per­fect­ly, as far as the 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 I 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, I will pro­hib­it any gen­tle­man at­tached to my court go­ing out to a sim­i­lar en­counter. Re­al­ly, one might just as well 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, “I have some­thing to say to you.”

			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 an­nounced the king’s physi­cian.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Louis, “here comes Mon­sieur Val­ot, who has just been to see M. 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 con­science will be quite clear.” And he looked at d’Artag­nan, who did not seem in the slight­est de­gree dis­com­posed.
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			M. Val­ot en­tered. The po­si­tion of the dif­fer­ent per­sons present was pre­cise­ly the same: the king was seat­ed, Saint-Aig­nan lean­ing over the back of his arm­chair, d’Artag­nan with his back against the wall, and Mani­camp 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?”

			“I did, sire.”

			“What state was he in?—speak 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 bul­let! Are you sure Mon­sieur de Guiche was wound­ed by a bul­let?” ex­claimed the king, pre­tend­ing to look much sur­prised.

			“In­deed, I 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 breast­bone.”

			“Good heav­ens!” said the king, se­ri­ous­ly, “you said noth­ing to me about this, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp.”

			“Sire—”

			“What does all this mean, then, this in­ven­tion about hunt­ing a wild boar at night­fall? Come, speak, Mon­sieur.”

			“Sire—”

			“It seems, then, that you are right,” said the king, turn­ing round to­wards his cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, “and that a du­el ac­tu­al­ly took place.”

			The king pos­sessed, to a greater ex­tent than any­one 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 for­ward, and said: “Sire, Your Majesty com­mand­ed me to go and ex­plore the place where the cross­roads meet in the Bois-Rochin, and to re­port to you, ac­cord­ing to my own ideas, what had tak­en place there. I sub­mit­ted my ob­ser­va­tions to you, but with­out de­nounc­ing any­one. 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 I 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, I will not at­tempt to do so. I have al­ready been un­for­tu­nate enough to dis­please Your Majesty, and it will, in ev­ery re­spect, be far bet­ter for me to ac­cept most humbly any re­proach­es you may think prop­er to ad­dress to me.”

			“You are right, Mon­sieur, who­ev­er con­ceals the truth from me, risks my dis­plea­sure.”

			“Some­times, sire, one is ig­no­rant of the truth.”

			“No fur­ther false­hood, Mon­sieur, or I dou­ble the pun­ish­ment.”

			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 use­less to de­ny the thing any longer. M. de Guiche has fought a du­el.”

			“I do not de­ny it, sire, and it would have been tru­ly 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 un­der pain of death. A false­hood might save my friend’s life, and I 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 as well as any of us oth­er gen­tle­men that we have nev­er con­sid­ered M. de Bouteville dis­hon­ored for hav­ing suf­fered death on the Place de Grève. That which does in truth dis­hon­or a man is to avoid meet­ing his en­e­my—not 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, I 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 XI­II as a mod­el?”

			“Sire!” said Mani­camp, with an ac­cent of re­proach.

			“You will not name him, then?” said the king.

			“Sire, I 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 ad­vanced hur­ried­ly be­tween him and d’Artag­nan. “Sire,” he said, “will Your Majesty per­mit me to say a word?”

			“Do so,” said the king, de­light­ed, per­haps, at the bot­tom of his heart, for some­one to step be­tween him and the wrath he felt 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?”

			“It is per­fect­ly true—I do know it.”

			“You will give it up then?”

			“If I felt I ought to have men­tioned it, I should have al­ready done so.”

			“Then I will tell it, for I 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, how­ev­er—”

			“Oh! a truce to mag­na­nim­i­ty; I will not per­mit you to go to the Bastille in that way. Do you speak; or I 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 graces of the king. “Speak, Mon­sieur,” he said to Saint-Aig­nan; “I have on my own be­half done all that my con­science told 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, I hope, when you learn that I 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, “I shall not com­plain of your hav­ing act­ed with so much cir­cum­spec­tion; on the con­trary, 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 hes­i­ta­tion. “The cause of the du­el was a la­dy be­long­ing to my broth­er’s house­hold, do you say?”

			“Or to Madame’s.”

			“Ah! to Madame’s?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Well—and this la­dy?”

			“Is one of the maids of hon­or of Her Roy­al High­ness Madame la Duchesse d’Or­léans.”

			“For whom M. de Guiche fought—do you say?”

			“Yes, sire, and, this time, I tell no false­hood.”

			Louis seemed rest­less and anx­ious. “Gen­tle­men,” he said, turn­ing to­wards the spec­ta­tors of this scene, “will you have the good­ness to re­tire for a mo­ment. I wish to be alone with M. de Mani­camp; I know he has some im­por­tant com­mu­ni­ca­tion to make for his own jus­ti­fi­ca­tion, and which he will not ven­ture be­fore wit­ness­es. … Put up your sword, M. de Mani­camp.”

			Mani­camp re­turned his sword to his belt.

			“The fel­low de­cid­ed­ly has his wits about him,” mur­mured the mus­ke­teer, 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 cap­tain, which luck­i­ly passed un­no­ticed by the king.

			“Come, come,” said d’Artag­nan, as he left the room, “I had an in­dif­fer­ent opin­ion of the new gen­er­a­tion. Well, I was mis­tak­en af­ter all. There is some good in them, I per­ceive.”

			Val­ot pre­ced­ed the fa­vorite and the cap­tain, leav­ing the king and Mani­camp alone in the cab­i­net.
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				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 him­self to the door, and then re­turned pre­cip­i­tate­ly and placed him­self op­po­site 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 I per­son­al­ly at­tach a greater im­por­tance than the hon­or of any la­dy.”

			“That is the very rea­son, sire, why I en­deav­ored to study your del­i­ca­cy of sen­ti­ment and feel­ing.”

			“Yes, I 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 name—”

			“But whom M. de Saint-Aig­nan will name, Mon­sieur.”

			“Yes, you say, how­ev­er, that this man in­sult­ed some­one be­long­ing to the house­hold of Madame.”

			“Yes, sire. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Ah!” said the king, as if he had ex­pect­ed the name, and yet as if its an­nounce­ment had caused him a sud­den pang; “ah! it was Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière who was in­sult­ed.”

			“I do not say pre­cise­ly that she was in­sult­ed, sire.”

			“But at all events—”

			“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 Val­lière, and yet you refuse to tell me the name of the in­sul­ter?”

			“Sire, I thought it was quite un­der­stood that Your Majesty had aban­doned the idea of mak­ing me de­nounce him.”

			“Per­fect­ly true, Mon­sieur,” re­turned the king, con­trol­ling his anger; “be­sides, I shall know in good time the name of this man whom I 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:—“And I will pun­ish him—not be­cause there is any ques­tion of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, al­though I es­teem her very high­ly—but be­cause a la­dy was the ob­ject of the quar­rel. And I 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 Val­lière?”

			“Can­not Your Majesty guess?”

			“I?”

			“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 some­one?” the king ven­tured to re­mark.

			“Prob­a­bly so.”

			“But Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has a per­fect right to love any­one 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 Val­lière is in love, and whom de Guiche’s ad­ver­sary dis­put­ed her right to love.”

			“Sire, I know noth­ing—I have heard noth­ing—and have learnt noth­ing, even ac­ci­den­tal­ly; but de Guiche is a no­ble-heart­ed fel­low, and if, mo­men­tar­i­ly, he sub­sti­tut­ed him­self in the place or stead of La Val­lière’s pro­tec­tor, it was be­cause that pro­tec­tor was him­self of too ex­alt­ed a po­si­tion 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 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 I 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.”

			“I, sire!”

			“You told me in the most ad­mirable man­ner the par­tic­u­lars of the ac­ci­dent which hap­pened to Guiche. I can see the wild boar rush­ing out of the wood—I can see the 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, I think Your Majesty con­de­scends to laugh at my ex­pense,” said Mani­camp.

			“On the con­trary,” said Louis, se­ri­ous­ly, “I have so lit­tle in­ten­tion of laugh­ing, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp, that I wish you to re­late this ad­ven­ture to ev­ery­one.”

			“The ad­ven­ture of the hunt?”

			“Yes; in the same man­ner you told it to me, with­out chang­ing a sin­gle word—you un­der­stand?”

			“Per­fect­ly, sire.”

			“And you will re­late it, then?”

			“With­out los­ing a minute.”

			“Very well! and now sum­mon M. d’Artag­nan; I hope you are no longer afraid of him.”

			“Oh, sire, from the very mo­ment I am sure of Your Majesty’s kind dis­po­si­tion, I 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 say­ing 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 I not tell you so?”

			The king led Mani­camp to the door, and then in a low tone of voice said: “See that M. de Guiche takes good care of him­self, and par­tic­u­lar­ly that he re­cov­ers as soon as pos­si­ble; I am very de­sirous of thank­ing him 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 in­cense of 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, “I will see de Guiche my­self, and make him lis­ten to rea­son.” And as Mani­camp left the apart­ment, the king turned round to­wards the three spec­ta­tors of this scene, and said, “Tell me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, how does it hap­pen that your sight is so im­per­fect?—you, whose eyes are gen­er­al­ly so very good.”

			“My sight bad, sire?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“It must be the case since Your Majesty says so; but in what re­spect, may I 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 par­tic­u­lars of an en­gage­ment, which you as­sert took 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 I think that I al­most be­lieved it for a mo­ment—but, then, you told it with such con­fi­dence.”

			“I ad­mit, sire, that I must have been very short­sight­ed,” said d’Artag­nan, with a readi­ness of hu­mor which de­light­ed the king.

			“You do ad­mit it, then?”

			“Ad­mit it, sire, most as­sured­ly I do.”

			“So now that you see the thing—”

			“In quite a dif­fer­ent light from that in which I 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 I re­turned from Bois-Rochin, where I had noth­ing to light me but a stupid sta­ble lantern—”

			“While now?”

			“While now I have all the wax-lights of your cab­i­net, and more than that, Your Majesty’s own eyes, which il­lu­mi­nate ev­ery­thing, like the blaz­ing sun at noon­day.”

			The king be­gan to laugh; and Saint-Aig­nan broke out in­to con­vul­sions of mer­ri­ment.

			“It is pre­cise­ly like M. Val­ot,” said d’Artag­nan, re­sum­ing the con­ver­sa­tion 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, “I as­sure you—”

			“Now, did you not be­lieve that?” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes,” said Val­ot; “not on­ly did I be­lieve it, but, at this very mo­ment, I would swear it.”

			“Well, my dear doc­tor, you have dreamt it.”

			“I have dreamt it!”

			“M. de Guiche’s wound—a 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 any­one, Mon­sieur Val­ot, and, up­on the word of a gen­tle­man, you will have no oc­ca­sion to re­pent it. Good evening, gen­tle­men; a very sad af­fair, in­deed, is a wild boar-hunt!”

			“A very se­ri­ous thing, in­deed,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, in a loud voice, “is a wild boar-hunt!” and he re­peat­ed it in ev­ery room through which he passed; and left the château, 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 I am bound be­fore­hand to for­give.”

			“De Wardes,” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Very good,” said Louis XIV; and then, re­tir­ing to his own room, added to him­self, To for­give is not to for­get.
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				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 some­one 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 a low 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, a true knight would not have asked such a ques­tion, but would have fol­lowed me with­out re­quir­ing any ex­pla­na­tion.”

			“Well, Made­moi­selle, I 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 be—well, if there should be any oc­ca­sion for 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 de­sha­bille, but it must be un­der­stood that she had changed her dress be­fore she had any idea of be­ing sub­ject­ed to the emo­tions now ag­i­tat­ing her. She was wait­ing with the most rest­less im­pa­tience; and Mon­ta­lais and Mani­camp found her stand­ing near the door. At the sound of their ap­proach­ing foot­steps, Madame came for­ward to meet them.

			“Ah!” she said, “at last!”

			“Here is M. Mani­camp,” replied Mon­ta­lais.

			Mani­camp bowed with the great­est re­spect; Madame signed to Mon­ta­lais to with­draw, and she im­me­di­ate­ly obeyed. Madame fol­lowed her with her eyes, in si­lence, un­til the door closed be­hind her, and then, turn­ing to­wards Mani­camp, said, “What is the mat­ter?—and is it true, as I am told, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp, that some­one is ly­ing wound­ed in the château?”

			“Yes, Madame, un­for­tu­nate­ly so—Mon­sieur de Guiche.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur de Guiche,” re­peat­ed the princess. “I 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 princess, 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 I cred­it the ab­surd fa­ble, with what ob­ject I can­not tell, re­spect­ing M. de Guiche hav­ing been wound­ed by a wild 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, I am well aware of that, but what is to be done?”

			“You have seen the king?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“What did you say to him?”

			“I 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 im­pas­si­ble in the same place. At last she stopped.

			“And yet,” she said, “ev­ery­one here seems unan­i­mous in giv­ing an­oth­er cause for this wound.”

			“What cause, Madame?” said Mani­camp; “may I be per­mit­ted, with­out in­dis­cre­tion, to ask Your High­ness?”

			“You ask such a ques­tion! You, M. de Guiche’s in­ti­mate friend, his con­fi­dant, in­deed!”

			“Oh, Madame! his in­ti­mate friend—yes; con­fi­dant—no. De Guiche is a man who can keep his own se­crets, who has some of his own cer­tain­ly, but who nev­er breathes a syl­la­ble about them. De Guiche is dis­cre­tion it­self, Madame.”

			“Very well, then; those se­crets which M. de Guiche keeps so scrupu­lous­ly, I shall have the plea­sure of in­form­ing you of,” said the princess, al­most spite­ful­ly; “for the king may pos­si­bly ques­tion you a sec­ond time, 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, I think Your High­ness is mis­tak­en with re­gard to the king. His Majesty was per­fect­ly sat­is­fied with me, I as­sure you.”

			“In that case, per­mit me to as­sure you, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp, it on­ly proves one thing, which is, that His Majesty is very eas­i­ly sat­is­fied.”

			“I 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 false­hood, when he will learn to­mor­row 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, ir­ri­ta­ble, and eas­i­ly los­es his tem­per.”

			“On the con­trary, Madame, I 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, I sup­pose, that M. de Bragelonne is M. de Guiche’s good friend?”

			“A great friend.”

			“Well, then, M. de Guiche has tak­en M. de Bragelonne’s part; 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 so—”

			“But speak, at all events,” said the princess, out of pa­tience; “speak!”

			“I?”

			“Of course; it is quite clear you are not of my opin­ion, and that you have some­thing to say.”

			“I have on­ly one thing to say, Madame.”

			“Name it!”

			“That I do not un­der­stand a sin­gle word of what you have just been telling me.”

			“What!—you do not un­der­stand a sin­gle word about M. de Guiche’s quar­rel with M. de Wardes,” ex­claimed the princess, al­most out of tem­per.

			Mani­camp re­mained silent.

			“A quar­rel,” she con­tin­ued, “which arose out of a con­ver­sa­tion scan­dalous in its tone and pur­port, and more or less well found­ed, re­spect­ing the virtue of a cer­tain la­dy.”

			“Ah! of a cer­tain la­dy—this is quite an­oth­er thing,” said Mani­camp.

			“You be­gin to un­der­stand, do you not?”

			“Your High­ness will ex­cuse me, but I dare not—”

			“You dare not,” said Madame, ex­as­per­at­ed; “very well, then, wait one mo­ment, I 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 I 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 Val­lière.”

			“Of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière!” ex­claimed Mani­camp, start­ing back­wards, 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 Val­lière’s hon­or.”

			“What! when two men have al­most blown each oth­er’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? I 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 lan­guage while I am speak­ing al­to­geth­er an­oth­er.”

			“I beg your par­don, but I do not un­der­stand your mean­ing.”

			“For­give me, then; but I fan­cied I un­der­stood Your High­ness to re­mark that de Guiche and de Wardes had fought on Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s ac­count?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“On ac­count of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, I think you said?” re­peat­ed Mani­camp.

			“I do not say that M. de Guiche per­son­al­ly took an in­ter­est in Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, but I say that he did so as rep­re­sent­ing or act­ing on be­half of an­oth­er.”

			“On be­half of an­oth­er?”

			“Come, do not al­ways as­sume such a be­wil­dered look. Does not ev­ery­one here know that M. de Bragelonne is af­fi­anced to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and that be­fore he went on the mis­sion with which the king en­trust­ed him, he charged his friend M. de Guiche to watch over that in­ter­est­ing young la­dy?”

			“There is noth­ing more for me to say, then. Your High­ness is well-in­formed.”

			“Of ev­ery­thing. I 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, as far as that goes there is noth­ing more to do, and the in­for­ma­tion 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 Mani­camp—you who know ev­ery­thing so well—that the king on his side casts a 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 I wish to know.”

			“Learn, how­ev­er—for you ought to know it, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp—learn that His Majesty’s in­dig­na­tion will be fol­lowed by ter­ri­ble con­se­quences. In 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.”

			“I!” ex­claimed the princess, with a ges­ture of in­de­scrib­able irony; “I! and by what ti­tle, may I ask?”

			“Be­cause you de­test in­jus­tice, Madame.”

			“And ac­cord­ing to your ac­count, then, it would be an in­jus­tice to pre­vent 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, I am in the most per­fect pos­ses­sion of my sens­es; and I re­peat, you will de­fend M. de Guiche be­fore the king.”

			“Why should I?”

			“Be­cause the cause of M. de Guiche is your own, Madame,” said Mani­camp, with ar­dor kin­dling in his eyes.

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“I mean, Madame, that, with re­spect to the de­fense which Mon­sieur de Guiche un­der­took in M. de Bragelonne’s ab­sence, I am sur­prised that Your High­ness has not de­tect­ed a pre­text in La Val­lière’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.

			“I trust, Madame,” said the young man, “I have said suf­fi­cient to in­duce 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, I sup­pose, that all those who have no great af­fec­tion for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, 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 ears and lis­ten to the coun­sel of one whose de­vo­tion to you is un­bound­ed? Must I ex­pose my­self to the risk of your dis­plea­sure—am I 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, ex­as­per­at­ed be­yond all con­trol, at the dif­fer­ent ru­mors now be­ing cir­cu­lat­ed about this per­son? Must I, if you per­sist in this will­ful blind­ness, and if re­spect should con­tin­ue to pre­vent me nam­ing her—must I, I 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 I 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—for whom alone he breathes? Well! I will do so; and when I shall have made you re­call all the par­tic­u­lars I 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 ha­rassed to 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 op­por­tu­ni­ty of aveng­ing the af­front.”

			The princess con­cealed her 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, as if he had not heard the ex­cla­ma­tions of the princess, “noth­ing will as­ton­ish you any longer—nei­ther the comte’s ar­dor in seek­ing the quar­rel, nor his won­der­ful ad­dress in trans­fer­ring it to a quar­ter for­eign to your own per­son­al in­ter­ests. That lat­ter cir­cum­stance was, in­deed, a mar­velous in­stance 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 pre­serve from com­ment or re­flec­tion an hon­or which is more pre­cious to him than his own.”

			“Oh!” cried Madame, as if she had been alone, “is it pos­si­ble the quar­rel was on my ac­count!”

			Mani­camp felt he could now breathe for a mo­ment—and gal­lant­ly had he won the right to do so. Madame, on her side, re­mained for some time plunged in a painful rever­ie. Her ag­i­ta­tion could be seen by 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 qual­i­ty, as, on the con­trary, a fire which sought for fu­el to main­tain it­self, find­ing any­where and ev­ery­where what it re­quired.

			“If it be as you as­sert,” she said, “the comte will have obliged two per­sons at the same time; for Mon­sieur de Bragelonne al­so owes a deep debt of grat­i­tude to M. de Guiche—and with far greater rea­son, in­deed, be­cause ev­ery­where, and on ev­ery oc­ca­sion, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière will be re­gard­ed as hav­ing been de­fend­ed by this gen­er­ous cham­pi­on.”

			Mani­camp per­ceived that there still re­mained some lin­ger­ing doubt in the princess’s heart. “A tru­ly ad­mirable ser­vice, in­deed,” he said, “is the one he has ren­dered to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière! A tru­ly ad­mirable ser­vice to M. de Bragelonne! The du­el has cre­at­ed a sen­sa­tion which, in some re­spects, casts a dis­hon­or­able sus­pi­cion up­on that young girl; a sen­sa­tion, in­deed, which will em­broil her with the vi­comte. The con­se­quence is that de Wardes’s pis­tol-bul­let has had three re­sults in­stead of one; it de­stroys at the same time the hon­or of a wom­an, the hap­pi­ness of a man, and, per­haps, it has wound­ed to death one of the best gen­tle­men in France. Oh, Madame! your log­ic is cold—even cal­cu­lat­ing; it al­ways con­demns—it nev­er ab­solves.”

			Mani­camp’s con­clud­ing words scat­tered to the winds the last doubt which lin­gered, not in Madame’s heart, but in her mind. She was no longer a princess full of scru­ples, nor a wom­an with her ev­er-re­turn­ing sus­pi­cions, but one whose heart has just felt the mor­tal chill of a wound. “Wound­ed to death!” she mur­mured, in a fal­ter­ing voice, “oh, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp! did you not say, wound­ed to death?”

			Mani­camp re­turned no oth­er an­swer than a deep sigh.

			“And so you said that the comte is dan­ger­ous­ly wound­ed?” con­tin­ued the princess.

			“Yes, Madame; one of his hands is shat­tered, and he has a bul­let lodged in his breast.”

			“Gra­cious heav­ens!” re­sumed the princess, with a fever­ish ex­cite­ment, “this is hor­ri­ble! Mon­sieur de Mani­camp! a hand shat­tered, do you say, and a bul­let in his breast? And that cow­ard! that wretch! that as­sas­sin, de Wardes, did it!”

			Mani­camp seemed over­come by a vi­o­lent emo­tion. He had, in fact, dis­played no lit­tle en­er­gy in the lat­ter part of his speech. As for Madame, she en­tire­ly threw aside all re­gard for the for­mal ob­ser­vances of pro­pri­ety so­ci­ety im­pos­es; for when, with her, pas­sion spoke in ac­cents ei­ther of anger or sym­pa­thy, noth­ing could re­strain her im­puls­es. Madame ap­proached Mani­camp, who had sub­sid­ed in a chair, as if his grief were a suf­fi­cient­ly pow­er­ful ex­cuse for his in­frac­tion of the laws of eti­quette. “Mon­sieur,” she said, seiz­ing him by the hand, “be frank with me.”

			Mani­camp looked up.

			“Is M. de Guiche in dan­ger of death?”

			“Dou­bly so, Madame,” he replied; “in the first place on ac­count of the hem­or­rhage which has tak­en place, an artery hav­ing been in­jured in the hand; and next, in con­se­quence of the wound in his breast, which may, the doc­tor is afraid, at least, have in­jured some vi­tal part.”

			“He may die, then?”

			“Die, yes, Madame; and with­out even hav­ing had the con­so­la­tion of know­ing that you have been told of his de­vo­tion.”

			“You will tell him.”

			“I?”

			“Yes; are you not his friend?”

			“I? oh, no, Madame; I will on­ly tell M. de Guiche—if, in­deed, he is still in a con­di­tion to hear me—I will on­ly tell him what I have seen; that is, your cru­el­ty to him.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, you will not be guilty of such bar­bar­i­ty!”

			“In­deed, Madame, I shall speak the truth, for na­ture is very en­er­get­ic in a man of his age. The physi­cians are clever men, and if, by chance, the poor comte should sur­vive his wound, I should not wish him to die of a wound of the heart, af­ter sur­viv­ing one of the body.” Mani­camp rose, and with an ex­pres­sion of pro­found­est re­spect, seemed to be de­sirous of tak­ing leave.

			“At least, Mon­sieur,” said Madame, stop­ping him with al­most a sup­pli­ant air, “you will be kind enough to tell me in what state your wound­ed friend is, and who is the physi­cian who at­tends him?”

			“As re­gards the state he is in, Madame, he is se­ri­ous­ly ill; his physi­cian is M. Val­ot, His Majesty’s pri­vate med­i­cal at­ten­dant. M. Val­ot is more­over as­sist­ed by a pro­fes­sion­al friend, to whose house M. de Guiche has been car­ried.”

			“What! he is not in the château?” said Madame.

			“Alas, Madame! the poor fel­low was so ill, that he could not even be con­veyed thith­er.”

			“Give me the ad­dress, Mon­sieur,” said the princess, hur­ried­ly; “I will send to in­quire af­ter him.”

			“Rue du Feurre; a brick-built house, with white out­side blinds. The doc­tor’s name is on the door.”

			“You are re­turn­ing to your wound­ed friend, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“You will be able, then, to do me a ser­vice.”

			“I am at Your High­ness’s or­ders.”

			“Do what you in­tend­ed to do; re­turn to M. de Guiche, send away all those whom you may find there, and have the kind­ness your­self to go away too.”

			“Madame—”

			“Let us waste no time in use­less ex­pla­na­tions. Ac­cept the fact as I present it to you; see noth­ing in it be­yond what is re­al­ly there, and ask noth­ing fur­ther than what I tell you. I am go­ing to send one of my ladies, per­haps two, be­cause it is now get­ting late; I do not wish them to see you, or rather I do not wish you to see them. These are scru­ples you can un­der­stand—you par­tic­u­lar­ly, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp, who seem ca­pa­ble of di­vin­ing so much.”

			“Oh, Madame, per­fect­ly; I can even do bet­ter still—I will pre­cede, or rather walk, in ad­vance of your at­ten­dants; it will, at the same time, be the means of show­ing them the way more ac­cu­rate­ly, and of pro­tect­ing them, if oc­ca­sion aris­es, though there is no prob­a­bil­i­ty of their need­ing pro­tec­tion.”

			“And, by this means, then, they would be sure of en­ter­ing with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, would they not?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Madame; for as I should be the first to pass, I thus re­move any dif­fi­cul­ties that might chance to be in the way.”

			“Very well. Go, go, Mon­sieur de Mani­camp, and wait at the bot­tom of the stair­case.”

			“I go at once, Madame.”

			“Stay.”

			Mani­camp paused.

			“When you hear the foot­steps of two wom­en de­scend­ing the stairs, go out, and, with­out once turn­ing round, take the road which leads to where the poor count is ly­ing.”

			“But if, by any mis­chance, two oth­er per­sons were to de­scend, and I were to be mis­tak­en?”

			“You will hear one of the two clap her hands to­geth­er soft­ly. Go.”

			Mani­camp turned round, bowed once more, and left the room, his heart over­flow­ing with joy. In fact, he knew very well that the pres­ence of Madame her­self would be the best balm to ap­ply to his friend’s wounds. A quar­ter of an hour had hard­ly elapsed when he heard the sound of a door opened soft­ly, and closed with like pre­cau­tion. He lis­tened to the light foot­falls glid­ing down the stair­case, and then heard the sig­nal agreed up­on. He im­me­di­ate­ly went out, and, faith­ful to his prom­ise, bent his way, with­out once turn­ing his head, through the streets of Fontainebleau, to­wards the doc­tor’s dwelling.
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				M. Mal­icorne the Keep­er of the Records of France

			
			Two wom­en, their fig­ures com­plete­ly con­cealed by their man­tles, and whose masks ef­fec­tu­al­ly hid the up­per por­tion of their faces, timid­ly fol­lowed Mani­camp’s steps. On the first floor, be­hind cur­tains of red damask, the soft light of a lamp placed up­on a low ta­ble faint­ly il­lu­mined the room, at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty of which, on a large bed­stead sup­port­ed by spi­ral col­umns, around which cur­tains of the same col­or as those which dead­ened the rays of the lamp had been close­ly drawn, lay de Guiche, his head sup­port­ed by pil­lows, his eyes look­ing as if the mists of death were gath­er­ing; his long black hair, scat­tered over the pil­low, set off the young man’s hol­low tem­ples. It was easy to see that fever was the chief ten­ant of the cham­ber. De Guiche was dream­ing. His wan­der­ing mind was pur­su­ing, through gloom and mys­tery, one of those wild cre­ations delir­i­um en­gen­ders. Two or three drops of blood, still liq­uid, stained the floor. Mani­camp hur­ried­ly ran up the stairs, but paused at the thresh­old of the door, looked in­to the room, and see­ing that ev­ery­thing was per­fect­ly qui­et, he ad­vanced to­wards the foot of the large leath­ern arm­chair, a spec­i­men of fur­ni­ture of the reign of Hen­ry IV, and see­ing that the nurse, as a mat­ter of course, had dropped off to sleep, he awoke her, and begged her to pass in­to the ad­join­ing room.

			Then, stand­ing by the side of the bed, he re­mained for a mo­ment de­lib­er­at­ing whether it would be bet­ter to awak­en Guiche, in or­der to ac­quaint him with the good news. But, as he be­gan to hear be­hind the door the rustling of silk dress­es and the hur­ried breath­ing of his two com­pan­ions, and as he al­ready saw that the cur­tain screen­ing the door­way seemed on the point of be­ing im­pa­tient­ly drawn aside, he passed round the bed and fol­lowed the nurse in­to the next room. As soon as he had dis­ap­peared the cur­tain was raised, and his two fe­male com­pan­ions en­tered the room he had just left. The one who en­tered first made a ges­ture to her com­pan­ion, which riv­et­ed her to the spot where she stood, close to the door, and then res­o­lute­ly ad­vanced to­wards the bed, drew back the cur­tains along the iron rod, and threw them in thick folds be­hind the head of the bed. She gazed up­on the comte’s pal­lid face; re­marked his right hand en­veloped in linen whose daz­zling white­ness was em­pha­sized by the coun­ter­pane pat­terned with dark leaves thrown across the couch. She shud­dered as she saw a stain of blood grow­ing larg­er and larg­er up­on the ban­dages. The young man’s breast was un­cov­ered, as though for the cool night air to as­sist his res­pi­ra­tion. A nar­row ban­dage fas­tened the dress­ings of the wound, around which a pur­plish cir­cle of ex­travasat­ed blood was grad­u­al­ly in­creas­ing in size. A deep sigh broke from her lips. She leaned against one of the col­umns of the bed, and gazed, through the aper­tures in her mask, up­on the har­row­ing spec­ta­cle be­fore her. A hoarse harsh groan passed like a death-rat­tle through the comte’s clenched teeth. The masked la­dy seized his left hand, which scorched like burn­ing coals. But at the very mo­ment she placed her icy hand up­on it, the ac­tion of the cold was such that de Guiche opened his eyes, and by a look in which re­vived in­tel­li­gence was dawn­ing, seemed as though strug­gling back again in­to ex­is­tence. The first thing up­on which he fixed his gaze was this phan­tom stand­ing erect by his bed­side. At that sight, his eyes be­came di­lat­ed, but with­out any ap­pear­ance of con­scious­ness in them. The la­dy there­upon made a sign to her com­pan­ion, who had re­mained at the door; and in all prob­a­bil­i­ty the lat­ter had al­ready re­ceived her les­son, for in a clear tone of voice, and with­out any hes­i­ta­tion what­ev­er, she pro­nounced these words:—“Mon­sieur le Comte, Her Roy­al High­ness Madame is de­sirous of know­ing how you are able to bear your wound, and to ex­press to you, by my lips, her great re­gret at see­ing you suf­fer.”

			As she pro­nounced the word Madame, Guiche start­ed; he had not as yet re­marked the per­son to whom the voice be­longed, and he nat­u­ral­ly turned to­wards the di­rec­tion whence it pro­ceed­ed. But, as he felt the cold hand still rest­ing on his own, he again turned to­wards the mo­tion­less fig­ure be­side him. “Was it you who spoke, Madame?” he asked, in a weak voice, “or is there an­oth­er per­son in be­side you in the room?”

			“Yes,” replied the fig­ure, in an al­most un­in­tel­li­gi­ble voice, as she bent down her head.

			“Well,” said the wound­ed man, with a great ef­fort, “I thank you. Tell Madame that I no longer re­gret to die, since she has re­mem­bered me.”

			At the words “to die,” pro­nounced by one whose life seemed to hang on a thread, the masked la­dy could not re­strain her tears, which flowed un­der her mask, and ap­peared up­on her cheeks just where the mask left her face bare. If de Guiche had been in fuller pos­ses­sion of his sens­es, he would have seen her tears roll like glis­ten­ing pearls, and fall up­on his bed. The la­dy, for­get­ting that she wore her mask, raised her hand as though to wipe her eyes, and meet­ing the rough vel­vet, she tore away her mask in anger, and threw it on the floor. At the un­ex­pect­ed ap­pari­tion be­fore him, which seemed to is­sue from a cloud, de Guiche ut­tered a cry and stretched his arms to­wards her; but ev­ery word per­ished on his lips, and his strength seemed ut­ter­ly aban­don­ing him. His right hand, which had fol­lowed his first im­pulse, with­out cal­cu­lat­ing the amount of strength he had left, fell back again up­on the bed, and im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards the white linen was stained with a larg­er spot than be­fore. In the mean­time, the young man’s eyes be­came dim, and closed, as if he were al­ready strug­gling with the mes­sen­ger of death; and then, af­ter a few in­vol­un­tary move­ments, his head fell back mo­tion­less on his pil­low; his face grew livid. The la­dy was fright­ened; but on this oc­ca­sion, con­trary to what is usu­al­ly the case, fear at­tract­ed. She leaned over the young man, gazed earnest­ly, fixed­ly at his pale cold face, which she al­most touched, then im­print­ed a rapid kiss up­on de Guiche’s left hand, who, trem­bling as if an elec­tric shock had passed through him, awoke a sec­ond time, opened his large eyes, in­ca­pable of recog­ni­tion, and again fell in­to a state of com­plete in­sen­si­bil­i­ty. “Come,” she said to her com­pan­ion, “we must not re­main here any longer; I shall be com­mit­ting some fol­ly or oth­er.”

			“Madame, Madame, Your High­ness is for­get­ting your mask!” said her vig­i­lant com­pan­ion.

			“Pick it up,” replied her mis­tress, as she tot­tered al­most sense­less to­wards the stair­case, and as the out­er door had been left on­ly half-closed, the two wom­en, light as birds, passed through it, and with hur­ried steps re­turned to the palace. One of them as­cend­ed to­wards Madame’s apart­ments, where she dis­ap­peared; the oth­er en­tered the rooms be­long­ing to the maids of hon­or, name­ly, on the en­tresol, and hav­ing reached her own room, she sat down be­fore a ta­ble, and with­out giv­ing her­self time even to breathe, wrote the fol­low­ing let­ter:

			
				“This evening Madame has been to see M. de Guiche. Ev­ery­thing is go­ing well on this side. See that your news is equal­ly ex­em­plary, and do not for­get to burn this pa­per.”

			

			She fold­ed the let­ter, and leav­ing her room with ev­ery pos­si­ble pre­cau­tion, crossed a cor­ri­dor which led to the apart­ments ap­pro­pri­at­ed to the gen­tle­men at­tached to Mon­sieur’s ser­vice. She stopped be­fore a door, un­der which, hav­ing pre­vi­ous­ly knocked twice in a short, quick man­ner, she thrust the pa­per, and fled. Then, re­turn­ing to her own room, she re­moved ev­ery trace of her hav­ing gone out, and al­so of hav­ing writ­ten the let­ter. Amid the in­ves­ti­ga­tions she was so dili­gent­ly pur­su­ing she per­ceived on the ta­ble the mask which be­longed to Madame, and which, ac­cord­ing to her mis­tress’s di­rec­tions, she had brought back but had for­got­ten to re­store to her. “Oh, oh!” she said, “I must not for­get to do to­mor­row what I have for­got­ten to­day.”

			And she took hold of the vel­vet mask by that part which cov­ered the cheeks, and feel­ing that her thumb was wet, looked at it. It was not on­ly wet, but red­dened. The mask had fall­en up­on one of the spots of blood which, we have al­ready said, stained the floor, and from that black vel­vet out­side which had ac­ci­den­tal­ly come in­to con­tact with it, the blood had passed through to the in­side, and stained the white cam­bric lin­ing. “Oh, oh!” said Mon­ta­lais, for doubt­less our read­ers have al­ready rec­og­nized her by these var­i­ous ma­neu­vers, “I shall not give back this mask; it is far too pre­cious now.”

			And ris­ing from her seat, she ran to­wards a box made of maple wood, which en­closed dif­fer­ent ar­ti­cles of toi­lette and per­fumery. “No, not here,” she said, “such a trea­sure must not be aban­doned to the slight­est chance of de­tec­tion.”

			Then, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, and with a smile that was pe­cu­liar­ly her own, she added:—“Beau­ti­ful mask, stained with the blood of that brave knight, you shall go and join that col­lec­tion of won­ders, La Val­lière’s and Raoul’s let­ters, that lov­ing col­lec­tion, in­deed, which will some day or oth­er form part of the his­to­ry of France, of Eu­ro­pean roy­al­ty. You shall be placed un­der M. Mal­icorne’s care,” said the laugh­ing girl, as she be­gan to un­dress her­self, “un­der the pro­tec­tion of that wor­thy M. Mal­icorne,” she said, blow­ing out the ta­per, “who thinks he was born on­ly to be­come the chief ush­er of Mon­sieur’s apart­ments, and whom I will make keep­er of the records and his­to­ri­og­ra­pher of the house of Bour­bon, and of the first hous­es in the king­dom. Let him grum­ble now, that dis­con­tent­ed Mal­icorne,” she added, as she drew the cur­tains and fell asleep.
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				The Jour­ney

			
			The next day be­ing agreed up­on for the de­par­ture, the king, at eleven o’clock pre­cise­ly, de­scend­ed the grand stair­case with the two queens and Madame, in or­der to en­ter his car­riage drawn by six hors­es, that were paw­ing the ground in im­pa­tience at the foot of the stair­case. The whole court await­ed the roy­al ap­pear­ance in the Fer-à-cheval cres­cent, in their trav­el­ling cos­tumes; the large num­ber of sad­dled hors­es and car­riages of ladies and gen­tle­men of the court, sur­round­ed by their at­ten­dants, ser­vants, and pages, formed a spec­ta­cle whose bril­lian­cy could scarce­ly be equalled. The king en­tered his car­riage with the two queens; Madame was in the same one with Mon­sieur. The maids of hon­or fol­lowed their ex­am­ple, and took their seats, two by two, in the car­riages des­tined for them. The weath­er was ex­ceed­ing­ly warm; a light breeze, which, ear­ly in the morn­ing, all had thought would have proved suf­fi­cient to cool the air, soon be­came fierce­ly heat­ed by the rays of the sun, al­though it was hid­den be­hind the clouds, and fil­tered through the heat­ed va­por which rose from the ground like a scorch­ing wind, bear­ing par­ti­cles of fine dust against the faces of the trav­el­ers. Madame was the first to com­plain of the heat. Mon­sieur’s on­ly re­ply was to throw him­self back in the car­riage as though about to faint, and to in­un­date him­self with scents and per­fumes, ut­ter­ing the deep­est sighs all the while; where­upon Madame said to him, with her most ami­able ex­pres­sion:—“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur, I fan­cied that you would have been po­lite enough, on ac­count of the ter­ri­ble heat, to have left me my car­riage to my­self, and to have per­formed the jour­ney your­self on horse­back.”

			“Ride on horse­back!” cried the prince, with an ac­cent of dis­may which showed how lit­tle idea he had of adopt­ing this un­nat­u­ral ad­vice; “you can­not sup­pose such a thing, Madame! My skin would peel off if I were to ex­pose my­self to such a burn­ing breeze as this.”

			Madame be­gan to laugh.

			“You can take my para­sol,” she said.

			“But the trou­ble of hold­ing it!” replied Mon­sieur, with the great­est cool­ness; “be­sides, I have no horse.”

			“What, no horse?” replied the princess, who, if she did not se­cure the soli­tude she re­quired, at least ob­tained the amuse­ment of teas­ing. “No horse! You are mis­tak­en, Mon­sieur; for I see your fa­vorite bay out yon­der.”

			“My bay horse!” ex­claimed the prince, at­tempt­ing to lean for­ward to look out of the door; but the move­ment he was obliged to make cost him so much trou­ble that he soon has­tened to re­sume his im­mo­bil­i­ty.

			“Yes,” said Madame; “your horse, led by M. de Mal­icorne.”

			“Poor beast,” replied the prince; “how warm it must be!”

			And with these words he closed his eyes, like a man on the point of death. Madame, on her side, re­clined in­do­lent­ly in the oth­er cor­ner of the car­riage, and closed her eyes al­so, not, how­ev­er, to sleep, but to think more at her ease. In the mean­time the king, seat­ed in the front seat of his car­riage, the back of which he had yield­ed up to the two queens, was a prey to that fever­ish con­tra­ri­ety ex­pe­ri­enced by anx­ious lovers, who, with­out be­ing able to quench their ar­dent thirst, are cease­less­ly de­sirous of see­ing the loved ob­ject, and then go away par­tial­ly sat­is­fied, with­out per­ceiv­ing they have ac­quired a more in­sa­tiable thirst than ev­er. The king, whose car­riage head­ed the pro­ces­sion, could not from the place he oc­cu­pied per­ceive the car­riages of the ladies and maids of hon­or, which fol­lowed in a line be­hind it. Be­sides, he was obliged to an­swer the eter­nal ques­tions of the young queen, who, hap­py to have with her “her dear hus­band,” as she called him in ut­ter for­get­ful­ness of roy­al eti­quette, in­vest­ed him with all her af­fec­tion, sti­fled him with her at­ten­tions, afraid that some­one might come to take him from her, or that he him­self might sud­den­ly take a fan­cy to quit her so­ci­ety. Anne of Aus­tria, whom noth­ing at that mo­ment oc­cu­pied ex­cept the oc­ca­sion­al cru­el throb­bings in her bo­som, looked pleased and de­light­ed, and al­though she per­fect­ly re­al­ized the king’s im­pa­tience, tan­ta­liz­ing­ly pro­longed his suf­fer­ings by un­ex­pect­ed­ly re­sum­ing the con­ver­sa­tion at the very mo­ment the king, ab­sorbed in his own re­flec­tions, be­gan to muse over his se­cret at­tach­ment. Ev­ery­thing seemed to com­bine—not alone the lit­tle teas­ing at­ten­tions of the queen, but al­so the queen-moth­er’s in­ter­rup­tions—to make the king’s po­si­tion al­most in­sup­port­able; for he knew not how to con­trol the rest­less long­ings of his heart. At first, he com­plained of the heat—a com­plaint mere­ly pre­lim­i­nary to oth­ers, but with suf­fi­cient tact to pre­vent Maria There­sa guess­ing his re­al ob­ject. Un­der­stand­ing the king’s re­mark lit­er­al­ly, she be­gan to fan him with her os­trich plumes. But the heat passed away, and the king then com­plained of cramps and stiff­ness in his legs, and as the car­riages at that mo­ment stopped to change hors­es, the queen said:—“Shall I get out with you? I too feel tired of sit­ting. We can walk on a lit­tle dis­tance; the car­riage will over­take us, and we can re­sume our places present­ly.”

			The king frowned; it is a hard tri­al a jeal­ous wom­an makes her hus­band sub­mit to whose fi­deli­ty she sus­pects, when, al­though her­self a prey to jeal­ousy, she watch­es her­self so nar­row­ly that she avoids giv­ing any pre­text for an an­gry feel­ing. The king, there­fore, in the present case, could not refuse; he ac­cept­ed the of­fer, alight­ed from the car­riage, gave his arm to the queen, and walked up and down with her while the hors­es were be­ing changed. As he walked along, he cast an en­vi­ous glance up­on the courtiers, who were for­tu­nate enough to be on horse­back. The queen soon found out that the prom­e­nade she had sug­gest­ed af­ford­ed the king as lit­tle plea­sure as he had ex­pe­ri­enced from driv­ing. She ac­cord­ing­ly ex­pressed a wish to re­turn to her car­riage, and the king con­duct­ed her to the door, but did not get in with her. He stepped back a few paces, and looked along the file of car­riages for the pur­pose of rec­og­niz­ing the one in which he took so strong an in­ter­est. At the door of the sixth car­riage he saw La Val­lière’s fair coun­te­nance. As the king thus stood mo­tion­less, wrapped in thought, with­out per­ceiv­ing that ev­ery­thing was ready, and that he alone was caus­ing the de­lay, he heard a voice close be­side him, ad­dress­ing him in the most re­spect­ful man­ner. It was M. Mal­icorne, in a com­plete cos­tume of an equer­ry, hold­ing over his left arm the bri­dles of a cou­ple of hors­es.

			“Your Majesty asked for a horse, I be­lieve,” he said.

			“A horse? Have you one of my hors­es here?” in­quired the king, try­ing to re­mem­ber the per­son who ad­dressed him, and whose face was not as yet fa­mil­iar to him.

			“Sire,” replied Mal­icorne, “at all events I have a horse here which is at Your Majesty’s ser­vice.”

			And Mal­icorne point­ed at Mon­sieur’s bay horse, which Madame had ob­served. It was a beau­ti­ful crea­ture roy­al­ly ca­parisoned.

			“This is not one of my hors­es, Mon­sieur,” said the king.

			“Sire, it is a horse out of His Roy­al High­ness’s sta­bles; but he does not ride when the weath­er is as hot as it is now.”

			Louis did not re­ply, but ap­proached the horse, which stood paw­ing the ground with its foot. Mal­icorne has­tened to hold the stir­rup for him, but the king was al­ready in the sad­dle. Re­stored to good-hu­mor by this lucky ac­ci­dent, the king has­tened to­wards the queen’s car­riage, where he was anx­ious­ly ex­pect­ed; and not­with­stand­ing Maria There­sa’s thought­ful and pre­oc­cu­pied air, he said: “I have been for­tu­nate enough to find this horse, and I in­tend to avail my­self of it. I felt sti­fled in the car­riage. Adieu, ladies.”

			Then bend­ing grace­ful­ly over the arched neck of his beau­ti­ful steed, he dis­ap­peared in a sec­ond. Anne of Aus­tria leaned for­ward, in or­der to look af­ter him as he rode away; he did not get very far, for when he reached the sixth car­riage, he reined in his horse sud­den­ly and took off his hat. He salut­ed La Val­lière, who ut­tered a cry of sur­prise as she saw him, blush­ing at the same time with plea­sure. Mon­ta­lais, who oc­cu­pied the oth­er seat in the car­riage, made the king a most re­spect­ful bow. And then, with all the tact of a wom­an, she pre­tend­ed to be ex­ceed­ing­ly in­ter­est­ed in the land­scape, and with­drew her­self in­to the left-hand cor­ner. The con­ver­sa­tion be­tween the king and La Val­lière be­gan, as all lovers’ con­ver­sa­tions gen­er­al­ly do, name­ly, by elo­quent looks and by a few words ut­ter­ly de­void of com­mon sense. The king ex­plained how warm he had felt in his car­riage, so much so in­deed that he could al­most re­gard the horse he then rode as a bless­ing thrown in his way. “And,” he added, “my bene­fac­tor is an ex­ceed­ing­ly in­tel­li­gent man, for he seemed to guess my thoughts in­tu­itive­ly. I have now on­ly one wish, that of learn­ing the name of the gen­tle­man who so clev­er­ly as­sist­ed his king out of his dilem­ma, and ex­tri­cat­ed him from his cru­el po­si­tion.”

			Mon­ta­lais, dur­ing this col­lo­quy, the first words of which had awak­ened her at­ten­tion, had slight­ly al­tered her po­si­tion, and con­trived so as to meet the king’s look as he fin­ished his re­mark. It fol­lowed very nat­u­ral­ly that the king looked in­quir­ing­ly as much at her as at La Val­lière; she had ev­ery rea­son to sup­pose that it was her­self who was ap­pealed to, and con­se­quent­ly might be per­mit­ted to an­swer. She there­fore said: “Sire, the horse which Your Majesty is rid­ing be­longs to Mon­sieur, and was be­ing led by one of His Roy­al High­ness’s gen­tle­men.”

			“And what is that gen­tle­man’s name, may I ask, Made­moi­selle?”

			“M. de Mal­icorne, sire.”

			The name pro­duced its usu­al ef­fect, for the king re­peat­ed it smil­ing­ly.

			“Yes, sire,” replied Au­re. “Stay, it is the gen­tle­man who is gal­lop­ing on my left hand”; and she point­ed out Mal­icorne, who, with a very sanc­ti­fied ex­pres­sion, was gal­lop­ing by the side of the car­riage, know­ing per­fect­ly well that they were talk­ing of him at that very mo­ment, but sit­ting in his sad­dle as if he were deaf and dumb.

			“Yes,” said the king, “that is the gen­tle­man; I re­mem­ber his face, and will not for­get his name”; and the king looked ten­der­ly at La Val­lière.

			Au­re had now noth­ing fur­ther to do; she had let Mal­icorne’s name fall; the soil was good; all that was now left to be done was to let the name take root, and the event would bear fruit in due sea­son. She con­se­quent­ly threw her­self back in her cor­ner, feel­ing per­fect­ly jus­ti­fied in mak­ing as many agree­able signs of recog­ni­tion as she liked to Mal­icorne, since the lat­ter had had the hap­pi­ness of pleas­ing the king. As will read­i­ly be be­lieved, Mon­ta­lais was not mis­tak­en; and Mal­icorne, with his quick ear and his sly look, seemed to in­ter­pret her re­mark as “All goes on well,” the whole be­ing ac­com­pa­nied by a pan­tomim­ic ac­tion, which he fan­cied con­veyed some­thing re­sem­bling a kiss.

			“Alas! Made­moi­selle,” said the king, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, “the lib­er­ty and free­dom of the coun­try is soon about to cease; your at­ten­dance on Madame will be more strict­ly en­forced, and we shall see each oth­er no more.”

			“Your Majesty is too much at­tached to Madame,” replied Louise, “not to come and see her very fre­quent­ly; and when­ev­er Your Majesty may chance to pass across the apart­ments—”

			“Ah!” said the king, in a ten­der voice, which was grad­u­al­ly low­ered in its tone, “to per­ceive is not to see, and yet it seems that it would be quite suf­fi­cient for you.”

			Louise did not an­swer a syl­la­ble; a sigh filled her heart al­most to burst­ing, but she sti­fled it.

			“You ex­er­cise a great con­trol over your­self,” said the king to Louise, who smiled up­on him with a melan­choly ex­pres­sion. “Ex­ert the strength you have in lov­ing fond­ly,” he con­tin­ued, “and I will bless Heav­en for hav­ing be­stowed it on you.”

			La Val­lière still re­mained silent, but raised her eyes, brim­ful of af­fec­tion, to­ward the king. Louis, as if over­come by this burn­ing glance, passed his hand across his fore­head, and press­ing the sides of his horse with his knees, made him bound sev­er­al paces for­ward. La Val­lière, lean­ing back in her car­riage, with her eyes half closed, gazed fixed­ly up­on the king, whose plumes were float­ing in the air; she could not but ad­mire his grace­ful car­riage, his del­i­cate and ner­vous limbs which pressed his horse’s sides, and the reg­u­lar out­line of his fea­tures, which his beau­ti­ful curl­ing hair set off to great ad­van­tage, re­veal­ing oc­ca­sion­al­ly his small and well-formed ear. In fact the poor girl was in love, and she rev­eled in her in­no­cent af­fec­tion. In a few mo­ments the king was again by her side.

			“Do you not per­ceive,” he said, “how ter­ri­bly your si­lence af­fects me? Oh! Made­moi­selle, how piti­less­ly in­ex­orable you would be­come if you were ev­er to re­solve to break off all ac­quain­tance with any­one; and then, too, I think you change­able; in fact—in fact, I dread this deep af­fec­tion which fills my whole be­ing.”

			“Oh! sire, you are mis­tak­en,” said La Val­lière; “if ev­er I love, it will be for all my life.”

			“If you love, you say,” ex­claimed the king; “you do not love now, then?”

			She hid her face in her hands.

			“You see,” said the king, “that I am right in ac­cus­ing you; you must ad­mit you are change­able, capri­cious, a co­quette, per­haps.”

			“Oh, no! sire, be per­fect­ly sat­is­fied as to that. No, I say again; no, no!”

			“Prom­ise me, then, that to me you will al­ways be the same.”

			“Oh! al­ways, sire.”

			“That you will nev­er show any of that sever­i­ty which would break my heart, none of that fick­le­ness of man­ner which would be worse than death to me.”

			“Oh! no, no.”

			“Very well, then! but lis­ten. I like prom­ises, I like to place un­der the guar­an­tee of an oath, un­der the pro­tec­tion of Heav­en in fact, ev­ery­thing which in­ter­ests my heart and my af­fec­tions. Prom­ise me, or rather swear to me, that if in the life we are about to com­mence, a life which will be full of sac­ri­fice, mys­tery, anx­i­ety, dis­ap­point­ment, and mis­un­der­stand­ing; swear to me that if we should in any way de­ceive, or mis­un­der­stand each oth­er, or should judge each oth­er un­just­ly, for that in­deed would be crim­i­nal in love such as ours; swear to me, Louise—”

			She trem­bled with ag­i­ta­tion to the very depths of her heart; it was the first time she had heard her name pro­nounced in that man­ner by her roy­al lover. As for the king, tak­ing off his glove, and plac­ing his hand with­in the car­riage, he con­tin­ued:—“Swear, that nev­er in all our quar­rels will we al­low one night even to pass by, if any mis­un­der­stand­ing should arise be­tween us, with­out a vis­it, or at least a mes­sage, from ei­ther, in or­der to con­vey con­so­la­tion and re­pose to the oth­er.”

			La Val­lière took her lover’s burn­ing hand be­tween her own cool palms, and pressed it soft­ly, un­til a move­ment of the horse, fright­ened by the prox­im­i­ty of the wheels, obliged her to aban­don her hap­pi­ness. She had vowed as he de­sired.

			“Re­turn, sire,” she said, “re­turn to the queen. I fore­see a storm yon­der, which threat­ens my peace of mind and yours.”

			Louis obeyed, salut­ed Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais, and set off at a gal­lop to re­join the queen. As he passed Mon­sieur’s car­riage, he ob­served that he was fast asleep, al­though Madame, on her part, was wide awake. As the king passed her she said, “What a beau­ti­ful horse, sire! Is it not Mon­sieur’s bay horse?”

			The young queen kind­ly asked, “Are you bet­ter now, sire?”
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				Tri­um­fem­i­nate

			
			On the king’s ar­rival in Paris, he sat at the coun­cil which had been sum­moned, and worked for a cer­tain por­tion of the day. The queen re­mained with the queen-moth­er, and burst in­to tears as soon as she had tak­en leave of the king. “Ah, Madame!” she said, “the king no longer loves me! What will be­come of me?”

			“A hus­band al­ways loves his wife when she is like you,” replied Anne of Aus­tria.

			“A time may come when he will love an­oth­er wom­an in­stead of me.”

			“What do you call lov­ing?”

			“Al­ways think­ing of a per­son—al­ways seek­ing her so­ci­ety.”

			“Do you hap­pen to have re­marked,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “that the king has ev­er done any­thing of the sort?”

			“No, Madame,” said the young queen, hes­i­tat­ing­ly.

			“What is there to com­plain of, then, Marie?”

			“You will ad­mit that the king leaves me?”

			“The king, my daugh­ter, be­longs to his peo­ple.”

			“And that is the very rea­son why he no longer be­longs to me; and that is the rea­son, too, why I shall find my­self, as so many queens be­fore me, for­sak­en and for­got­ten, whilst glo­ry and hon­ors will be re­served for oth­ers. Oh, my moth­er! the king is so hand­some! how of­ten will oth­ers tell him that they love him, and how much, in­deed, they must do so!”

			“It is very sel­dom, in­deed, that wom­en love the man in lov­ing the king. But if such a thing hap­pened, which I doubt, you would do bet­ter to wish, Marie, that such wom­en should re­al­ly love your hus­band. In the first place, the de­vot­ed love of a mis­tress is a rapid el­e­ment of the dis­so­lu­tion of a lover’s af­fec­tion; and then, by dint of lov­ing, the mis­tress los­es all in­flu­ence over her lover, whose pow­er of wealth she does not cov­et, car­ing on­ly for his af­fec­tion. Wish, there­fore, that the king should love but light­ly, and that his mis­tress should love with all her heart.”

			“Oh, my moth­er, what pow­er may not a deep af­fec­tion ex­er­cise over him!”

			“And yet you say you are re­signed?”

			“Quite true, quite true; I speak ab­surd­ly. There is a feel­ing of an­guish, how­ev­er, which I can nev­er con­trol.”

			“And that is?”

			“The king may make a hap­py choice—may find a home, with all the ten­der in­flu­ences of home, not far from that we can of­fer him—a home with chil­dren round him, the chil­dren of an­oth­er wom­an. Oh, Madame! I should die if I were but to see the king’s chil­dren.”

			“Marie, Marie,” replied the queen-moth­er with a smile, and she took the young queen’s hand in her own, “re­mem­ber what I am go­ing to say, and let it al­ways be a con­so­la­tion to you: the king can­not have a Dauphin with­out you.”

			With this re­mark the queen-moth­er quit­ted her daugh­ter-in-law, in or­der to meet Madame, whose ar­rival in the grand cab­i­net had just been an­nounced by one of the pages. Madame had scarce­ly tak­en time to change her dress. Her face re­vealed her ag­i­ta­tion, which be­trayed a plan, the ex­e­cu­tion of which oc­cu­pied, while the re­sult dis­turbed, her mind.

			“I came to as­cer­tain,” she said, “if your Majesties are suf­fer­ing any fa­tigue from our jour­ney.”

			“None at all,” said the queen-moth­er.

			“A lit­tle,” replied Maria There­sa.

			“I have suf­fered from an­noy­ance more than any­thing else,” said Madame.

			“How was that?” in­quired Anne of Aus­tria.

			“The fa­tigue the king un­der­goes in rid­ing about on horse­back.”

			“That does the king good.”

			“And it was I who ad­vised him,” said Maria There­sa, turn­ing pale.

			Madame said not a word in re­ply; but one of those smiles which were pe­cu­liar­ly her own flit­ted for a mo­ment across her lips, with­out pass­ing over the rest of her face; then, im­me­di­ate­ly chang­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, she con­tin­ued, “We shall find Paris pre­cise­ly the Paris we quit­ted; the same in­trigues, plots, and flir­ta­tions go­ing on.”

			“In­trigues! What in­trigues do you al­lude to?” in­quired the queen-moth­er.

			“Peo­ple are talk­ing a good deal about M. Fou­quet and Madame Plessis-Bel­lière.”

			“Who makes up the num­ber to about ten thou­sand,” replied the queen-moth­er. “But what are the plots you speak of?”

			“We have, it seems, cer­tain mis­un­der­stand­ings with Hol­land to set­tle.”

			“What about?”

			“Mon­sieur has been telling me the sto­ry of the medals.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed the young queen, “you mean those medals struck in Hol­land, on which a cloud is seen pass­ing across the sun, which is the king’s de­vice. You are wrong in call­ing that a plot—it is an in­sult.”

			“But so con­temptible that the king can well de­spise it,” replied the queen-moth­er. “Well, what are the flir­ta­tions which are al­lud­ed to? Do you mean that of Madame d’Olonne?”

			“No, no; near­er our­selves than that.”

			“Casa de ust­ed,”13 mur­mured the queen-moth­er, and with­out mov­ing her lips, in her daugh­ter-in-law’s ear, with­out be­ing over­heard by Madame, who thus con­tin­ued:—“You know the ter­ri­ble news?”

			“Oh, yes; M. de Guiche’s wound.”

			“And you at­tribute it, I sup­pose, as ev­ery­one else does, to an ac­ci­dent which hap­pened to him while hunt­ing?”

			“Yes, of course,” said both the queens to­geth­er, their in­ter­est awak­ened.

			Madame drew clos­er to them, as she said, in a low tone of voice, “It was a du­el.”

			“Ah!” said Anne of Aus­tria, in a se­vere tone; for, in her ears, the word “du­el,” which had been for­bid­den in France all the time she reigned over it, had a strange sound.

			“A most de­plorable du­el, which has near­ly cost Mon­sieur two of his best friends, and the king two of his best ser­vants.”

			“What was the cause of the du­el?” in­quired the young queen, an­i­mat­ed by a se­cret in­stinct.

			“Flir­ta­tion,” re­peat­ed Madame, tri­umphant­ly. “The gen­tle­men in ques­tion were con­vers­ing about the virtue of a par­tic­u­lar la­dy be­long­ing to the court. One of them thought that Pal­las was a very sec­ond-rate per­son com­pared to her; the oth­er pre­tend­ed that the la­dy in ques­tion was an im­i­ta­tion of Venus al­lur­ing Mars; and there­upon the two gen­tle­men fought as fierce­ly as Hec­tor and Achilles.”

			“Venus al­lur­ing Mars?” said the young queen in a low tone of voice with­out ven­tur­ing to ex­am­ine in­to the al­le­go­ry very deeply.

			“Who is the la­dy?” in­quired Anne of Aus­tria abrupt­ly. “You said, I be­lieve, she was one of the ladies of hon­or?”

			“Did I say so?” replied Madame.

			“Yes; at least I thought I heard you men­tion it.”

			“Are you not aware that such a wom­an is of ill-omen to a roy­al house?”

			“Is it not Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?” said the queen-moth­er.

			“Yes, in­deed, that plain-look­ing crea­ture.”

			“I thought she was af­fi­anced to a gen­tle­man who cer­tain­ly is not, at least so I have heard, ei­ther M. de Guiche or M. de Wardes?”

			“Very pos­si­bly, Madame.”

			The young queen took up a piece of ta­pes­try, and be­gan to broi­der with an af­fec­ta­tion of tran­quil­li­ty her trem­bling fin­gers con­tra­dict­ed.

			“What were you say­ing about Venus and Mars?” pur­sued the queen-moth­er. “Is there a Mars al­so?”

			“She boasts of that be­ing the case.”

			“Did you say she boasts of it?”

			“That was the cause of the du­el.”

			“And M. de Guiche up­held the cause of Mars?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly; like the de­vot­ed ser­vant he is.”

			“The de­vot­ed ser­vant of whom?” ex­claimed the young queen, for­get­ting her re­serve in al­low­ing her jeal­ous feel­ing to es­cape.

			“Mars, not to be de­fend­ed ex­cept at the ex­pense of Venus,” replied Madame. “M. de Guiche main­tained the per­fect in­no­cence of Mars, and no doubt af­firmed that it was all a mere boast.”

			“And M. de Wardes,” said Anne of Aus­tria, qui­et­ly, “spread the re­port that Venus was with­in her rights, I sup­pose?”

			Oh, de Wardes, thought Madame, you shall pay dear­ly for the wound you have giv­en that no­blest—best of men! And she be­gan to at­tack de Wardes with the great­est bit­ter­ness; thus dis­charg­ing her own and de Guiche’s debt, with the as­sur­ance that she was work­ing the fu­ture ru­in of her en­e­my. She said so much, in fact, that had Mani­camp been there, he would have re­gret­ted he had shown such firm re­gard for his friend, inas­much as it re­sult­ed in the ru­in of his un­for­tu­nate foe.

			“I see noth­ing in the whole af­fair but one cause of mis­chief, and that is La Val­lière her­self,” said the queen-moth­er.

			The young queen re­sumed her work with per­fect in­dif­fer­ence of man­ner, while Madame lis­tened ea­ger­ly.

			“I do not yet quite un­der­stand what you said just now about the dan­ger of co­quetry,” re­sumed Anne of Aus­tria.

			“It is quite true,” Madame has­tened to say, “that if the girl had not been a co­quette, Mars would not have thought at all about her.”

			The rep­e­ti­tion of this word Mars brought a pass­ing col­or to the queen’s face; but she still con­tin­ued her work.

			“I will not per­mit that, in my court, gen­tle­men should be set against each oth­er in this man­ner,” said Anne of Aus­tria, calm­ly. “Such man­ners were use­ful enough, per­haps, in days when the di­vid­ed no­bil­i­ty had no oth­er ral­ly­ing-point than mere gal­lantry. At that time wom­en, whose sway was ab­so­lute and un­di­vid­ed, were priv­i­leged to en­cour­age men’s val­or by fre­quent tri­als of their courage. But now, thank Heav­en! there is but one mas­ter in France, and to him ev­ery in­stinct of the mind, ev­ery pulse of the body are due. I will not al­low my son to be de­prived of any sin­gle one of his ser­vants.” And she turned to­wards the young queen, say­ing, “What is to be done with this La Val­lière?”

			“La Val­lière?” said the queen, ap­par­ent­ly sur­prised, “I do not even know the name”; and she ac­com­pa­nied this re­mark by one of those cold, fixed smiles on­ly to be ob­served on roy­al lips.

			Madame was her­self a princess great in ev­ery re­spect, great in in­tel­li­gence, great by birth, by pride; the queen’s re­ply, how­ev­er, com­plete­ly as­ton­ished her, and she was obliged to pause for a mo­ment in or­der to re­cov­er her­self. “She is one of my maids of hon­or,” she replied, with a bow.

			“In that case,” re­tort­ed Maria There­sa, in the same tone, “it is your af­fair, my sis­ter, and not ours.”

			“I beg your par­don,” re­sumed Anne of Aus­tria, “it is my af­fair. And I per­fect­ly well un­der­stand,” she pur­sued, ad­dress­ing a look full of in­tel­li­gence at Madame, “Madame’s mo­tive for say­ing what she has just said.”

			“Ev­ery­thing which em­anates from you, Madame,” said the Eng­lish princess, “pro­ceeds from the lips of Wis­dom.”

			“If we send this girl back to her own fam­i­ly,” said Maria There­sa, gen­tly, “we must be­stow a pen­sion up­on her.”

			“Which I will pro­vide for out of my in­come,” ex­claimed Madame.

			“No, no,” in­ter­rupt­ed Anne of Aus­tria, “no dis­tur­bance, I beg. The king dis­likes that the slight­est dis­re­spect­ful re­mark should be made of any la­dy. Let ev­ery­thing be done qui­et­ly. Will you have the kind­ness, Madame, to send for this girl here; and you, my daugh­ter, will have the good­ness to re­tire to your own room.”

			The dowa­ger queen’s en­treaties were com­mands, and as Maria There­sa rose to re­turn to her apart­ments, Madame rose in or­der to send a page to sum­mon La Val­lière.
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				The First Quar­rel

			
			La Val­lière en­tered the queen-moth­er’s apart­ments with­out in the least sus­pect­ing that a se­ri­ous plot was be­ing con­cert­ed against her. She thought it was for some­thing con­nect­ed with her du­ties, and nev­er had the queen-moth­er been un­kind to her when such was the case. Be­sides, not be­ing im­me­di­ate­ly un­der the con­trol or di­rec­tion of Anne of Aus­tria, she could on­ly have an of­fi­cial con­nec­tion with her, to which her own gen­tle­ness of dis­po­si­tion, and the rank of the au­gust princess, made her yield on ev­ery oc­ca­sion with the best pos­si­ble grace. She there­fore ad­vanced to­wards the queen-moth­er with that soft and gen­tle smile which con­sti­tut­ed her prin­ci­pal charm, and as she did not ap­proach suf­fi­cient­ly close, Anne of Aus­tria signed to her to come near­er. Madame then en­tered the room, and with a per­fect­ly calm air took her seat be­side her moth­er-in-law, and con­tin­ued the work which Maria There­sa had be­gun. When La Val­lière, in­stead of the di­rec­tions which she ex­pect­ed to re­ceive im­me­di­ate­ly on en­ter­ing the room, per­ceived these prepa­ra­tions, she looked with cu­rios­i­ty, if not with un­easi­ness, at the two princess­es. Anne seemed full of thought, while Madame main­tained an af­fec­ta­tion of in­dif­fer­ence that would have alarmed a less timid per­son even than Louise.

			“Made­moi­selle,” said the queen-moth­er sud­den­ly, with­out at­tempt­ing to mod­er­ate or dis­guise her Span­ish ac­cent, which she nev­er failed to do ex­cept when she was an­gry, “come clos­er; we were talk­ing of you, as ev­ery­one else seems to be do­ing.”

			“Of me!” ex­claimed La Val­lière, turn­ing pale.

			“Do you pre­tend to be ig­no­rant of it; are you not aware of the du­el be­tween M. de Guiche and M. de Wardes?”

			“Oh, Madame! I heard of it yes­ter­day,” said La Val­lière, clasp­ing her hands to­geth­er.

			“And did you not fore­see this quar­rel?”

			“Why should I, Madame?”

			“Be­cause two men nev­er fight with­out a mo­tive, and be­cause you must be aware of the mo­tive which awak­ened the an­i­mos­i­ty of the two in ques­tion.”

			“I am per­fect­ly ig­no­rant of it, Madame.”

			“A per­se­ver­ing de­nial is a very com­mon­place mode of de­fense, and you, who have great pre­ten­sions to be wit­ty and clever, ought to avoid com­mon­places. What else have you to say?”

			“Oh! Madame, Your Majesty ter­ri­fies me with your cold sever­i­ty of man­ner; but I do not un­der­stand how I can have in­curred your dis­plea­sure, or in what re­spect peo­ple con­cern them­selves about me.”

			“Then I will tell you. M. de Guiche has been obliged to un­der­take your de­fense.”

			“My de­fense?”

			“Yes. He is a gal­lant knight, and beau­ti­ful ad­ven­turess­es like to see brave knights couch lances in their hon­or. But, for my part, I hate fields of bat­tle, and above all I hate ad­ven­tures, and—take my re­mark as you please.”

			La Val­lière sank at the queen’s feet, who turned her back up­on her. She stretched out her hands to­wards Madame, who laughed in her face. A feel­ing of pride made her rise to her feet.

			“I have begged Your Majesty to tell me what is the crime I am ac­cused of—I can claim this at your hands; and I see I am con­demned be­fore I am even per­mit­ted to jus­ti­fy my­self.”

			“Eh! in­deed,” cried Anne of Aus­tria, “lis­ten to her beau­ti­ful phras­es, Madame, and to her fine sen­ti­ments; she is an in­ex­haustible well of ten­der­ness and hero­ic ex­pres­sions. One can eas­i­ly see, young la­dy, that you have cul­ti­vat­ed your mind in the so­ci­ety of crowned heads.”

			La Val­lière felt struck to the heart; she be­came, not whiter, but as white as a lily, and all her strength for­sook her.

			“I wished to in­form you,” in­ter­rupt­ed the queen dis­dain­ful­ly, “that if you con­tin­ue to nour­ish such feel­ings, you will hu­mil­i­ate us to such a de­gree that we shall be ashamed of ap­pear­ing be­fore you. Be sim­ple in your man­ners. By the by, I am in­formed that you are af­fi­anced; is it the case?”

			La Val­lière pressed her hand over her heart, which was wrung with a fresh pang.

			“An­swer when you are spo­ken to!”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“To a gen­tle­man?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“His name?”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“Are you aware that it is an ex­ceed­ing­ly for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance for you, Made­moi­selle, that such is the case, and with­out for­tune or po­si­tion, as you are, or with­out any very great per­son­al ad­van­tages, you ought to bless Heav­en for hav­ing pro­cured you such a fu­ture as seems to be in store for you?”

			La Val­lière did not re­ply. “Where is this Vi­comte de Bragelonne?” pur­sued the queen.

			“In Eng­land,” said Madame, “where the re­port of this young la­dy’s suc­cess will not fail to reach him.”

			“Oh, Heav­en!” mur­mured La Val­lière in de­spair.

			“Very well, Made­moi­selle!” said Anne of Aus­tria, “we will get this young gen­tle­man to re­turn, and send you away some­where with him. If you are of a dif­fer­ent opin­ion—for girls have strange views and fan­cies at times—trust to me, I will put you in a prop­er path again. I have done as much for girls who are not as good as you are, prob­a­bly.”

			La Val­lière ceased to hear the queen, who piti­less­ly added: “I will send you some­where, by your­self, where you will be able to in­dulge in a lit­tle se­ri­ous re­flec­tion. Re­flec­tion calms the ar­dor of the blood, and swal­lows up the il­lu­sions of youth. I sup­pose you un­der­stand what I have been say­ing?”

			“Madame!”

			“Not a word!”

			“I am in­no­cent of ev­ery­thing Your Majesty sup­pos­es. Oh, Madame! you are a wit­ness of my de­spair. I love, I re­spect Your Majesty so much.”

			“It would be far bet­ter not to re­spect me at all,” said the queen, with a chill­ing irony of man­ner. “It would be far bet­ter if you were not in­no­cent. Do you pre­sume to sup­pose that I should be sat­is­fied sim­ply to leave you un­pun­ished if you had com­mit­ted the fault?”

			“Oh, Madame! you are killing me.”

			“No act­ing, if you please, or I will pre­cip­i­tate the de­noue­ment of this play; leave the room; re­turn to your own apart­ment, and I trust my les­son may be of ser­vice to you.”

			“Madame!” said La Val­lière to the Duchess d’Or­léans, whose hands she seized in her own, “do you, who are so good, in­ter­cede for me?”

			“I!” replied the lat­ter, with an in­sult­ing joy, “I—good!—Ah, Made­moi­selle, you think noth­ing of the kind”; and with a rude, hasty ges­ture she re­pulsed the young girl’s grasp.

			La Val­lière, in­stead of giv­ing way, as from her ex­treme pal­lor and her tears the two princess­es pos­si­bly ex­pect­ed, sud­den­ly re­sumed her calm and dig­ni­fied air; she bowed pro­found­ly, and left the room.

			“Well!” said Anne of Aus­tria to Madame, “do you think she will be­gin again?”

			“I al­ways sus­pect those gen­tle, pa­tient char­ac­ters,” replied Madame. “Noth­ing is more full of courage than a pa­tient heart, noth­ing more self-re­liant than a gen­tle spir­it.”

			“I feel I may al­most ven­ture to as­sure you she will think twice be­fore she looks at the god Mars again.”

			“So long as she does not ob­tain the pro­tec­tion of his buck­ler I do not care,” re­tort­ed Madame.

			A proud, de­fi­ant look of the queen-moth­er was the re­ply to this ob­jec­tion, which was by no means de­fi­cient in fi­nesse; and both of them, al­most sure of their vic­to­ry, went to look for Maria There­sa, who had been wait­ing for them with im­pa­tience.

			It was about half-past six in the evening, and the king had just par­tak­en of re­fresh­ment. He lost no time; but the repast fin­ished, and busi­ness mat­ters set­tled, he took Saint-Aig­nan by the arm, and de­sired him to lead the way to La Val­lière’s apart­ments. The courtier ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Well, what is that for? It is a habit you will have to adopt, and in or­der to adopt a habit, one must make a be­gin­ning.”

			“Oh, sire!” said Saint-Aig­nan, “it is hard­ly pos­si­ble: for ev­ery­one can be seen en­ter­ing or leav­ing those apart­ments. If, how­ev­er, some pre­text or oth­er were made use of—if Your Majesty, for in­stance, would wait un­til Madame were in her own apart­ments—”

			“No pre­text; no de­lays. I have had enough of these im­ped­i­ments and mys­ter­ies; I can­not per­ceive in what re­spect the king of France dis­hon­ors him­self by con­vers­ing with an ami­able and clever girl. Evil be to him who evil thinks.”

			“Will Your Majesty for­give an ex­cess of zeal on my part?”

			“Speak freely.”

			“How about the queen?”

			“True, true; I al­ways wish the most en­tire re­spect to be shown to Her Majesty. Well, then, this evening on­ly will I pay Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière a vis­it, and af­ter to­day I will make use of any pre­text you like. To­mor­row we will de­vise all sorts of means; tonight I have no time.”

			Saint-Aig­nan made no re­ply; he de­scend­ed the steps, pre­ced­ing the king, and crossed the dif­fer­ent court­yards with a feel­ing of shame, which the dis­tin­guished hon­or of ac­com­pa­ny­ing the king did not re­move. The rea­son was that Saint-Aig­nan wished to stand well with Madame, as well as with the queens, and al­so, that he did not, on the oth­er hand, want to dis­please Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière: and in or­der to car­ry out so many promis­ing af­fairs, it was dif­fi­cult to avoid jostling against some ob­sta­cle or oth­er. Be­sides, the win­dows of the young queen’s rooms, those of the queen-moth­er’s, and of Madame her­self, looked out up­on the court­yard of the maids of hon­or. To be seen, there­fore, ac­com­pa­ny­ing the king, would be ef­fec­tu­al­ly to quar­rel with three great and in­flu­en­tial princess­es—whose au­thor­i­ty was un­bound­ed—for the pur­pose of sup­port­ing the ephemer­al cred­it of a mis­tress. The un­hap­py Saint-Aig­nan, who had not dis­played a very great amount of courage in tak­ing La Val­lière’s part in the park of Fontainebleau, did not feel any braver in the broad day­light, and found a thou­sand de­fects in the poor girl which he was most ea­ger to com­mu­ni­cate to the king. But his tri­al soon fin­ished—the court­yards were crossed; not a cur­tain was drawn aside, nor a win­dow opened. The king walked hasti­ly, be­cause of his im­pa­tience, and the long legs of Saint-Aig­nan, who pre­ced­ed him. At the door, how­ev­er, Saint-Aig­nan wished to re­tire, but the king de­sired him to re­main; a del­i­cate con­sid­er­a­tion, on the king’s part, which the courtier could very well have dis­pensed with. He had to fol­low Louis in­to La Val­lière’s apart­ment. As soon as the king ar­rived the young girl dried her tears, but so pre­cip­i­tate­ly that the king per­ceived it. He ques­tioned her most anx­ious­ly and ten­der­ly, and pressed her to tell him the cause of her emo­tion.

			“Noth­ing is the mat­ter, sire,” she said.

			“And yet you were weep­ing?”

			“Oh, no, in­deed, sire.”

			“Look, Saint-Aig­nan, and tell me if I am mis­tak­en.”

			Saint-Aig­nan ought to have an­swered, but he was too much em­bar­rassed.

			“At all events your eyes are red, Made­moi­selle,” said the king.

			“The dust of the road mere­ly, sire.”

			“No, no; you no longer pos­sess the air of supreme con­tent­ment which ren­ders you so beau­ti­ful and so at­trac­tive. You do not look at me. Why avoid my gaze?” he said, as she turned aside her head. “In Heav­en’s name, what is the mat­ter?” he in­quired, be­gin­ning to lose com­mand over him­self.

			“Noth­ing at all, sire; and I am per­fect­ly ready to as­sure Your Majesty that my mind is as free from anx­i­ety as you could pos­si­bly wish.”

			“Your mind at ease, when I see you are em­bar­rassed at the slight­est thing. Has any­one an­noyed you?”

			“No, no, sire.”

			“I in­sist up­on know­ing if such re­al­ly be the case,” said the prince, his eyes sparkling.

			“No one, sire, no one has in any way of­fend­ed me.”

			“In that case, pray re­sume your gen­tle air of gayety, or that sweet melan­choly look which I so loved in you this morn­ing; for pity’s sake, do so.”

			“Yes, sire, yes.”

			The king tapped the floor im­pa­tient­ly with his foot, say­ing, “Such a change is pos­i­tive­ly in­ex­pli­ca­ble.” And he looked at Saint-Aig­nan, who had al­so re­marked La Val­lière’s pe­cu­liar lethar­gy, as well as the king’s im­pa­tience.

			It was fu­tile for the king to en­treat, and as use­less for him to try to over­come her de­pres­sion: the poor girl was com­plete­ly over­whelmed—the ap­pear­ance of an an­gel would hard­ly have awak­ened her from her tor­por.

			The king saw in her re­peat­ed neg­a­tive replies a mys­tery full of un­kind­ness; he be­gan to look round the apart­ment with a sus­pi­cious air. There hap­pened to be in La Val­lière’s room a minia­ture of Athos. The king re­marked that this por­trait bore a strong re­sem­blance to Bragelonne, for it had been tak­en when the count was quite a young man. He looked at it with a threat­en­ing air. La Val­lière, in her mis­ery far in­deed from think­ing of this por­trait, could not con­jec­ture the cause of the king’s pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. And yet the king’s mind was oc­cu­pied with a ter­ri­ble re­mem­brance, which had more than once tak­en pos­ses­sion of his mind, but which he had al­ways driv­en away. He re­called the in­ti­ma­cy ex­ist­ing be­tween the two young peo­ple from their birth, their en­gage­ment, and that Athos him­self had come to so­lic­it La Val­lière’s hand for Raoul. He there­fore could not but sup­pose that on her re­turn to Paris, La Val­lière had found news from Lon­don await­ing her, and that this news had coun­ter­bal­anced the in­flu­ence he had been en­abled to ex­ert over her. He im­me­di­ate­ly felt him­self stung, as it were, by feel­ings of the wildest jeal­ousy; and again ques­tioned her, with in­creased bit­ter­ness. La Val­lière could not re­ply, un­less she were to ac­knowl­edge ev­ery­thing, which would be to ac­cuse the queen, and Madame al­so; and the con­se­quence would be, that she would have to en­ter in­to an open war­fare with these two great and pow­er­ful princess­es. She thought with­in her­self that as she made no at­tempt to con­ceal from the king what was pass­ing in her own mind, the king ought to be able to read in her heart, in spite of her si­lence; and that, had he re­al­ly loved her, he would have un­der­stood and guessed ev­ery­thing. What was sym­pa­thy, then, if not that di­vine flame which pos­sess­es the prop­er­ty of en­light­en­ing the heart, and of sav­ing lovers the ne­ces­si­ty of an ex­pres­sion of their thoughts and feel­ings? She main­tained her si­lence, there­fore, sigh­ing, and con­ceal­ing her face in her hands. These sighs and tears, which had at first dis­tressed, then ter­ri­fied Louis XIV, now ir­ri­tat­ed him. He could not bear op­po­si­tion—the op­po­si­tion which tears and sighs ex­hib­it­ed, any more than op­po­si­tion of any oth­er kind. His re­marks, there­fore, be­came bit­ter, ur­gent, and open­ly ag­gres­sive in their na­ture. This was a fresh cause of dis­tress for the poor girl. From that very cir­cum­stance, there­fore, which she re­gard­ed as an in­jus­tice on her lover’s part, she drew suf­fi­cient courage to bear, not on­ly her oth­er trou­bles, but this one al­so.

			The king next be­gan to ac­cuse her in di­rect terms. La Val­lière did not even at­tempt to de­fend her­self; she en­dured all his ac­cu­sa­tions with­out ac­cord­ing any oth­er re­ply than that of shak­ing her head; with­out any oth­er re­mark than that which es­capes the heart in deep dis­tress—a prayer­ful ap­peal to Heav­en for help. But this ejac­u­la­tion, in­stead of calm­ing the king’s dis­plea­sure, rather in­creased it. He, more­over, saw him­self sec­ond­ed by Saint-Aig­nan, for Saint-Aig­nan, as we have ob­served, hav­ing seen the storm in­creas­ing, and not know­ing the ex­tent of the re­gard of which Louis XIV was ca­pa­ble, felt, by an­tic­i­pa­tion, all the col­lect­ed wrath of the three princess­es, and the near ap­proach of poor La Val­lière’s down­fall, and he was not true knight enough to re­sist the fear that he him­self might be dragged down in the im­pend­ing ru­in. Saint-Aig­nan did not re­ply to the king’s ques­tions ex­cept by short, dry re­marks, pro­nounced half-aloud; and by abrupt ges­tures, whose ob­ject was to make things worse, and bring about a mis­un­der­stand­ing, the re­sult of which would be to free him from the an­noy­ance of hav­ing to cross the court­yards in open day, in or­der to fol­low his il­lus­tri­ous com­pan­ion to La Val­lière’s apart­ments. In the mean­time the king’s anger mo­men­tar­i­ly in­creased; he made two or three steps to­wards the door as if to leave the room, but re­turned. The young girl did not, how­ev­er, raise her head, al­though the sound of his foot­steps might have warned her that her lover was leav­ing her. He drew him­self up, for a mo­ment, be­fore her, with his arms crossed.

			“For the last time, Made­moi­selle,” he said, “will you speak? Will you as­sign a rea­son for this change, this fick­le­ness, for this caprice?”

			“What can I say?” mur­mured La Val­lière. “Do you not see, sire, that I am com­plete­ly over­whelmed at this mo­ment; that I have no pow­er of will, or thought, or speech?”

			“Is it so dif­fi­cult, then, to speak the truth? You could have told me the whole truth in few­er words than those in which you have ex­pressed your­self.”

			“But the truth about what, sire?”

			“About ev­ery­thing.”

			La Val­lière was just on the point of re­veal­ing the truth to the king, her arms made a sud­den move­ment as if they were about to open, but her lips re­mained silent, and her hands again fell list­less­ly by her side. The poor girl had not yet en­dured suf­fi­cient un­hap­pi­ness to risk the nec­es­sary rev­e­la­tion. “I know noth­ing,” she stam­mered out.

			“Oh!” ex­claimed the king, “this is no longer mere co­quetry, or caprice, it is trea­son.”

			And this time noth­ing could re­strain him. The im­pulse of his heart was not suf­fi­cient to in­duce him to turn back, and he dart­ed out of the room with a ges­ture full of de­spair. Saint-Aig­nan fol­lowed him, wish­ing for noth­ing bet­ter than to quit the place.

			Louis XIV did not pause un­til he reached the stair­case, and grasp­ing the balustrade, said: “You see how shame­ful­ly I have been duped.”

			“How, sire?” in­quired the fa­vorite.

			“De Guiche fought on the Vi­comte de Bragelonne’s ac­count, and this Bragelonne … oh! Saint-Aig­nan, she still loves him. I vow to you, Saint-Aig­nan, that if, in three days from now, there were to re­main but an atom of af­fec­tion for her in my heart, I should die from very shame.” And the king re­sumed his way to his own apart­ments.

			“I told Your Majesty how it would be,” mur­mured Saint-Aig­nan, con­tin­u­ing to fol­low the king, and timid­ly glanc­ing up at the dif­fer­ent win­dows.

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly their re­turn was not, like their ar­rival, un­ob­served. A cur­tain was sud­den­ly drawn aside; Madame was be­hind it. She had seen the king leave the apart­ments of the maids of hon­or, and as soon as she ob­served that His Majesty had passed, she left her own apart­ments with hur­ried steps, and ran up the stair­case that led to the room the king had just left.
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				De­spair

			
			As soon as the king was gone La Val­lière raised her­self from the ground, and stretched out her arms, as if to fol­low and de­tain him, but when, hav­ing vi­o­lent­ly closed the door, the sound of his re­treat­ing foot­steps could be heard in the dis­tance, she had hard­ly suf­fi­cient strength left to tot­ter to­wards and fall at the foot of her cru­ci­fix. There she re­mained, bro­ken­heart­ed, ab­sorbed, and over­whelmed by her grief, for­get­ful and in­dif­fer­ent to ev­ery­thing but her pro­found sor­row;—a grief she on­ly vague­ly re­al­ized—as though by in­stinct. In the midst of this wild tu­mult of thoughts, La Val­lière heard her door open again; she start­ed, and turned round, think­ing it was the king who had re­turned. She was de­ceived, how­ev­er, for it was Madame who ap­peared at the door. What did she now care for Madame! Again she sank down, her head sup­port­ed by her prie-dieu chair. It was Madame, ag­i­tat­ed, an­gry, and threat­en­ing. But what was that to her? “Made­moi­selle,” said the princess, stand­ing be­fore La Val­lière, “this is very fine, I ad­mit, to kneel and pray, and make a pre­tense of be­ing re­li­gious; but how­ev­er sub­mis­sive you may be in your ad­dress­es to Heav­en, it is de­sir­able that you should pay some lit­tle at­ten­tion to the wish­es of those who reign and rule here be­low.”

			La Val­lière raised her head painful­ly in to­ken of re­spect.

			“Not long since,” con­tin­ued Madame, “a cer­tain rec­om­men­da­tion was ad­dressed to you, I be­lieve.”

			La Val­lière’s fixed and wild gaze showed how com­plete her for­get­ful­ness or ig­no­rance was.

			“The queen rec­om­mend­ed you,” con­tin­ued Madame, “to con­duct your­self in such a man­ner that no one could be jus­ti­fied in spread­ing any re­ports about you.”

			La Val­lière dart­ed an in­quir­ing look to­wards her.

			“I will not,” con­tin­ued Madame, “al­low my house­hold, which is that of the first princess of the blood, to set an evil ex­am­ple to the court; you would be the cause of such an ex­am­ple. I beg you to un­der­stand, there­fore, in the ab­sence of any wit­ness of your shame—for I do not wish to hu­mil­i­ate you—that you are from this mo­ment at per­fect lib­er­ty to leave, and that you can re­turn to your moth­er at Blois.”

			La Val­lière could not sink low­er, nor could she suf­fer more than she had al­ready suf­fered. Her coun­te­nance did not even change, but she re­mained kneel­ing with her hands clasped, like the fig­ure of the Mag­dalen.

			“Did you hear me?” said Madame.

			A shiv­er, which passed through her whole frame, was La Val­lière’s on­ly re­ply. And as the vic­tim gave no oth­er signs of life, Madame left the room. And then, her very res­pi­ra­tion sus­pend­ed, and her blood al­most con­gealed, as it were, in her veins, La Val­lière by de­grees felt that the pul­sa­tion of her wrists, her neck, and tem­ples, be­gan to throb more and more painful­ly. These pul­sa­tions, as they grad­u­al­ly in­creased, soon changed in­to a species of brain fever, and in her tem­po­rary delir­i­um she saw the fig­ures of her friends con­tend­ing with her en­e­mies, float­ing be­fore her vi­sion. She heard, too, min­gled to­geth­er in her deaf­ened ears, words of men­ace and words of fond af­fec­tion; she seemed raised out of her ex­is­tence as though it were up­on the wings of a mighty tem­pest, and in the dim hori­zon of the path along which her delir­i­um hur­ried her, she saw the stone which cov­ered her tomb up­raised, and the grim, ap­palling tex­ture of eter­nal night re­vealed to her dis­tract­ed gaze. But the hor­ror of the dream which pos­sessed her sens­es fad­ed away, and she was again re­stored to the ha­bit­u­al res­ig­na­tion of her char­ac­ter. A ray of hope pen­e­trat­ed her heart, as a ray of sun­light streams in­to the dun­geon of some un­hap­py cap­tive. Her mind re­vert­ed to the jour­ney from Fontainebleau, she saw the king rid­ing be­side her car­riage, telling her that he loved her, ask­ing for her love in re­turn, re­quir­ing her to swear, and him­self swear­ing too, that nev­er should an evening pass by, if ev­er a mis­un­der­stand­ing were to arise be­tween them, with­out a vis­it, a let­ter, a sign of some kind, be­ing sent, to re­place the trou­bled anx­i­ety of the evening with the calm re­pose of the night. It was the king who had sug­gest­ed that, who had im­posed a prom­ise on her, and who had sworn to it him­self. It was im­pos­si­ble, there­fore, she rea­soned, that the king should fail in keep­ing the prom­ise which he had him­self ex­act­ed from her, un­less, in­deed, Louis was a despot who en­forced love as he en­forced obe­di­ence; un­less, too, the king were so in­dif­fer­ent that the first ob­sta­cle in his way was suf­fi­cient to ar­rest his fur­ther progress. The king, that kind pro­tec­tor, who by a word, a sin­gle word, could re­lieve her dis­tress of mind, the king even joined her per­se­cu­tors. Oh! his anger could not pos­si­bly last. Now that he was alone, he would be suf­fer­ing all that she her­self was a prey to. But he was not tied hand and foot as she was; he could act, could move about, could come to her, while she could do noth­ing but wait. And the poor girl wait­ed and wait­ed, with breath­less anx­i­ety—for she could not be­lieve it pos­si­ble that the king would not come.

			It was now about half-past ten. He would ei­ther come to her, or write to her, or send some kind word by M. de Saint-Aig­nan. If he were to come, oh! how she would fly to meet him; how she would thrust aside that ex­cess of del­i­ca­cy which she now dis­cov­ered was mis­un­der­stood; how ea­ger­ly she would ex­plain: “It is not I who do not love you—it is the fault of oth­ers who will not al­low me to love you.” And then it must be con­fessed that she re­flect­ed up­on it, and al­so the more she re­flect­ed, Louis ap­peared to her to be less guilty. In fact, he was ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing. What must he have thought of the ob­sti­na­cy with which she re­mained silent? Im­pa­tient and ir­ri­ta­ble as the king was known to be, it was ex­tra­or­di­nary that he had been able to pre­serve his tem­per so long. And yet, had it been her own case, she un­doubt­ed­ly would not have act­ed in such a man­ner; she would have un­der­stood—have guessed ev­ery­thing. Yes, but she was noth­ing but a poor sim­ple-mind­ed girl, and not a great and pow­er­ful monarch. Oh! if he would but come, if he would but come!—how ea­ger­ly she would for­give him for all he had just made her suf­fer! how much more ten­der­ly she would love him be­cause she had so cru­el­ly suf­fered! And so she sat, with her head bent for­ward in ea­ger ex­pec­ta­tion to­wards the door, her lips slight­ly part­ed, as if—and Heav­en for­give her for the men­tal ex­cla­ma­tion!—they were await­ing the kiss which the king’s lips had in the morn­ing so sweet­ly in­di­cat­ed, when he pro­nounced the word love! If the king did not come, at least he would write; it was a sec­ond chance; a chance less de­light­ful cer­tain­ly than the oth­er, but which would show an af­fec­tion just as strong, on­ly more timid in its na­ture. Oh! how she would de­vour his let­ter, how ea­ger she would be to an­swer it! and when the mes­sen­ger who had brought it had left her, how she would kiss it, read it over and over again, press to her heart the lucky pa­per which would have brought her ease of mind, tran­quil­li­ty, and per­fect hap­pi­ness. At all events, if the king did not come, if the king did not write, he could not do oth­er­wise than send Saint-Aig­nan, or Saint-Aig­nan could not do oth­er­wise than come of his own ac­cord. Even if it were a third per­son, how open­ly she would speak to him; the roy­al pres­ence would not be there to freeze her words up­on her tongue, and then no sus­pi­cious feel­ing would re­main a mo­ment longer in the king’s heart.

			Ev­ery­thing with La Val­lière, heart and look, body and mind, was con­cen­trat­ed in ea­ger ex­pec­ta­tion. She said to her­self that there was an hour left in which to in­dulge hope; that un­til mid­night struck, the king might come, or write or send; that at mid­night on­ly would ev­ery ex­pec­ta­tion van­ish, ev­ery hope be lost. When­ev­er she heard any stir in the palace, the poor girl fan­cied she was the cause of it; when­ev­er she heard any­one pass in the court­yard be­low she imag­ined they were mes­sen­gers of the king com­ing to her. Eleven o’clock struck, then a quar­ter-past eleven; then half-past. The min­utes dragged slow­ly on in this anx­i­ety, and yet they seemed to pass too quick­ly. And now, it struck a quar­ter to twelve. Mid­night—mid­night was near, the last, the fi­nal hope that re­mained. With the last stroke of the clock, the last ray of light seemed to fade away; and with the last ray fad­ed her fi­nal hope. And so, the king him­self had de­ceived her; it was he who had been the first to fail in keep­ing the oath which he had sworn that very day; twelve hours on­ly be­tween his oath and his per­jured vow; it was not long, alas! to have pre­served the il­lu­sion. And so, not on­ly did the king not love her, but he de­spised her whom ev­ery­one ill-treat­ed, he de­spised her to the ex­tent even of aban­don­ing her to the shame of an ex­pul­sion which was equiv­a­lent to hav­ing an ig­no­min­ious sen­tence passed on her; and yet, it was he, the king him­self, who was the first cause of this ig­nominy. A bit­ter smile, the on­ly symp­tom of anger which dur­ing this long con­flict had passed across the an­gel­ic face, ap­peared up­on her lips. What, in fact, now re­mained on earth for her, af­ter the king was lost to her? Noth­ing. But Heav­en still re­mained, and her thoughts flew thith­er. She prayed that the prop­er course for her to fol­low might be sug­gest­ed. It is from Heav­en, she thought, that I ex­pect ev­ery­thing; it is from Heav­en I ought to ex­pect ev­ery­thing. And she looked at her cru­ci­fix with a de­vo­tion full of ten­der love. There, she said, hangs be­fore me a Mas­ter who nev­er for­gets and nev­er aban­dons those who nei­ther for­get nor aban­don Him; it is to Him alone that we must sac­ri­fice our­selves. And, there­upon, could any­one have gazed in­to the re­cess­es of that cham­ber, they would have seen the poor de­spair­ing girl adopt a fi­nal res­o­lu­tion, and de­ter­mine up­on one last plan in her mind. Then, as her knees were no longer able to sup­port her, she grad­u­al­ly sank down up­on the prie-dieu, and with her head pressed against the wood­en cross, her eyes fixed, and her res­pi­ra­tion short and quick, she watched for the ear­li­est rays of ap­proach­ing day­light. At two o’clock in the morn­ing she was still in the same be­wil­der­ment of mind, or rather the same ec­sta­sy of feel­ing. Her thoughts had al­most ceased to hold com­mu­nion with things of the world. And when she saw the pale vi­o­let tints of ear­ly dawn vis­i­ble over the roofs of the palace, and vague­ly re­veal­ing the out­lines of the ivory cru­ci­fix which she held em­braced, she rose from the ground with a new­born strength, kissed the feet of the di­vine mar­tyr, de­scend­ed the stair­case lead­ing from the room, and wrapped her­self from head to foot in a man­tle as she went along. She reached the wick­et at the very mo­ment the guard of the mus­ke­teers opened the gate to ad­mit the first re­lief-guard be­long­ing to one of the Swiss reg­i­ments. And then, glid­ing be­hind the sol­diers, she reached the street be­fore the of­fi­cer in com­mand of the pa­trol had even thought of ask­ing who the young girl was who was mak­ing her es­cape from the palace at so ear­ly an hour.

		
	
		
			
				166

				The Flight

			
			La Val­lière fol­lowed the pa­trol as it left the court­yard. The pa­trol bent its steps to­wards the right, by the Rue St. Hon­oré, and me­chan­i­cal­ly La Val­lière turned to the left. Her res­o­lu­tion was tak­en—her de­ter­mi­na­tion fixed; she wished to be­take her­self to the con­vent of the Carmelites at Chail­lot, the su­pe­ri­or of which en­joyed a rep­u­ta­tion for sever­i­ty which made the world­ly-mind­ed peo­ple of the court trem­ble. La Val­lière had nev­er seen Paris, she had nev­er gone out on foot, and so would have been un­able to find her way even had she been in a calmer frame of mind than was then the case; and this may ex­plain why she as­cend­ed, in­stead of de­scend­ing, the Rue St. Hon­oré. Her on­ly thought was to get away from the Palais Roy­al, and this she was do­ing; she had heard it said that Chail­lot looked out up­on the Seine, and she ac­cord­ing­ly di­rect­ed her steps to­wards the Seine. She took the Rue de Coq, and not be­ing able to cross the Lou­vre, bore to­wards the church of Saint Ger­main l’Aux­er­rois, pro­ceed­ing along the site of the colon­nade which was sub­se­quent­ly built there by Per­rault. In a very short time she reached the quays. Her steps were rapid and ag­i­tat­ed; she scarce­ly felt the weak­ness which re­mind­ed her of hav­ing sprained her foot when very young, and which obliged her to limp slight­ly. At any oth­er hour in the day her coun­te­nance would have awak­ened the sus­pi­cions of the least clear-sight­ed, at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the most in­dif­fer­ent. But at half-past two in the morn­ing, the streets of Paris are al­most, if not quite, de­sert­ed, and scarce­ly any­one is to be seen but the hard­work­ing ar­ti­san on his way to earn his dai­ly bread, or the rois­ter­ing idlers of the streets, who are re­turn­ing to their homes af­ter a night of ri­ot and de­bauch­ery; for the for­mer the day was be­gin­ning, and for the lat­ter it was just clos­ing. La Val­lière was afraid of both faces, in which her ig­no­rance of Parisian types did not per­mit her to dis­tin­guish the type of pro­bity from that of dis­hon­esty. The ap­pear­ance of mis­ery alarmed her, and all she met seemed ei­ther vile or mis­er­able. Her dress, which was the same she had worn dur­ing the pre­vi­ous evening, was el­e­gant even in its care­less dis­or­der; for it was the one in which she had pre­sent­ed her­self to the queen-moth­er; and, more­over, when she drew aside the man­tle which cov­ered her face, in or­der to en­able her to see the way she was go­ing, her pal­lor and her beau­ti­ful eyes spoke an un­known lan­guage to the men she met, and, un­con­scious­ly, the poor fugi­tive seemed to in­vite the bru­tal re­marks of the one class, or to ap­peal to the com­pas­sion of the oth­er. La Val­lière still walked on in the same way, breath­less and hur­ried, un­til she reached the top of the Place de Grève. She stopped from time to time, placed her hand up­on her heart, leaned against a wall un­til she could breathe freely again, and then con­tin­ued on her course more rapid­ly than be­fore. On reach­ing the Place de Grève La Val­lière sud­den­ly came up­on a group of three drunk­en men, reel­ing and stag­ger­ing along, who were just leav­ing a boat which they had made fast to the quay; the boat was freight­ed with wines, and it was ap­par­ent that they had done am­ple jus­tice to the mer­chan­dise. They were cel­e­brat­ing their con­vivial ex­ploits in three dif­fer­ent keys, when sud­den­ly, as they reached the end of the rail­ing lead­ing down to the quay, they found an ob­sta­cle in their path, in the shape of this young girl. La Val­lière stopped; while they, on their part, at the ap­pear­ance of the young girl dressed in court cos­tume, al­so halt­ed, and seiz­ing each oth­er by the hand, they sur­round­ed La Val­lière, singing—

			
				
					“Oh! all ye weary wights, who mope alone,
					

					Come drink, and sing and laugh, round Venus’ throne.”14
				

			

			La Val­lière at once un­der­stood that the men were in­sult­ing her, and wished to pre­vent her pass­ing; she tried to do so sev­er­al times, but her ef­forts were use­less. Her limbs failed her; she felt she was on the point of fall­ing, and ut­tered a cry of ter­ror. At the same mo­ment the cir­cle which sur­round­ed her was sud­den­ly bro­ken through in a most vi­o­lent man­ner. One of her in­sul­ters was knocked to the left, an­oth­er fell rolling over and over to the right, close to the wa­ter’s edge, while the third could hard­ly keep his feet. An of­fi­cer of the Mus­ke­teers stood face to face with the young girl, with threat­en­ing brow and hand raised to car­ry out his threat. The drunk­en fel­lows, at sight of the uni­form, made their es­cape with what speed their stag­ger­ing limbs could lend them, all the more ea­ger­ly for the proof of strength which the wear­er of the uni­form had just af­ford­ed them.

			“Is it pos­si­ble,” ex­claimed the mus­ke­teer, “that it can be Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			La Val­lière, be­wil­dered by what had just hap­pened, and con­found­ed by hear­ing her name pro­nounced, looked up and rec­og­nized d’Artag­nan. “Oh, M. d’Artag­nan! it is in­deed I”; and at the same mo­ment she seized his arm. “You will pro­tect me, will you not?” she added, in a tone of en­treaty.

			“Most cer­tain­ly I will pro­tect you; but, in Heav­en’s name, where are you go­ing at this hour?”

			“I am go­ing to Chail­lot.”

			“You are go­ing to Chail­lot by way of La Rapée! why, Made­moi­selle, you are turn­ing your back up­on it.”

			“In that case, Mon­sieur, be kind enough to put me in the right way, and to go with me a short dis­tance.”

			“Most will­ing­ly.”

			“But how does it hap­pen that I have found you here? By what mer­ci­ful in­ter­ven­tion were you sent to my as­sis­tance? I al­most seem to be dream­ing, or to be los­ing my sens­es.”

			“I hap­pened to be here, Made­moi­selle, be­cause I have a house in the Place de Grève, at the sign of the Notre-Dame, the rent of which I went to re­ceive yes­ter­day, and where I, in fact, passed the night. And I al­so wished to be at the palace ear­ly, for the pur­pos­es of in­spect­ing my posts.”

			“Thank you,” said La Val­lière.

			That is what I was do­ing, said d’Artag­nan to him­self; but what is she do­ing, and why is she go­ing to Chail­lot at such an hour? And he of­fered her his arm, which she took, and be­gan to walk with in­creased pre­cip­i­ta­tion, which ill-con­cealed, how­ev­er, her weak­ness. D’Artag­nan per­ceived it, and pro­posed to La Val­lière that she should take a lit­tle rest, which she re­fused.

			“You are ig­no­rant, per­haps, where Chail­lot is?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“Quite so.”

			“It is a great dis­tance.”

			“That mat­ters very lit­tle.”

			“It is at least a league.”

			“I can walk it.”

			D’Artag­nan did not re­ply; he could tell, mere­ly by the tone of a voice, when a res­o­lu­tion was re­al or not. He rather bore along rather than ac­com­pa­nied La Val­lière, un­til they per­ceived the el­e­vat­ed ground of Chail­lot.

			“What house are you go­ing to, Made­moi­selle?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“To the Carmelites, Mon­sieur.”

			“To the Carmelites?” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, in amaze­ment.

			“Yes; and since Heav­en has di­rect­ed you to­wards me to give me your sup­port on my road, ac­cept both my thanks and my adieux.”

			“To the Carmelites! Your adieux! Are you go­ing to be­come a nun?” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“What, you!!!” There was in this “you,” which we have marked by three notes of ex­cla­ma­tion in or­der to ren­der it as ex­pres­sive as pos­si­ble—there was, we re­peat, in this “you” a com­plete po­em; it re­called to La Val­lière her old rec­ol­lec­tions of Blois, and her new rec­ol­lec­tions of Fontainebleau; it said to her, “You, who might be hap­py with Raoul; you, who might be pow­er­ful with Louis; you about to be­come a nun!”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” she said, “I am go­ing to de­vote my­self to the ser­vice of Heav­en; and to re­nounce the world en­tire­ly.”

			“But are you not mis­tak­en with re­gard to your vo­ca­tion—are you not mis­tak­en in sup­pos­ing it to be the will of Heav­en?”

			“No, since Heav­en has been pleased to throw you in my way. Had it not been for you, I should cer­tain­ly have sunk from fa­tigue on the road, and since Heav­en, I re­peat, has thrown you in my way, it is be­cause it has willed that I should car­ry out my in­ten­tion.”

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, doubt­ing­ly, “that is a rather sub­tle dis­tinc­tion, I think.”

			“What­ev­er it may be,” re­turned the young girl, “I have ac­quaint­ed you with the steps I have tak­en, and with my fixed res­o­lu­tion. And, now, I have one last fa­vor to ask of you, even while I re­turn you my thanks. The king is en­tire­ly ig­no­rant of my flight from the Palais Roy­al, and is ig­no­rant al­so of what I am about to do.”

			“The king ig­no­rant, you say!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan. “Take care, Made­moi­selle; you are not aware of what you are do­ing. No one ought to do any­thing with which the king is un­ac­quaint­ed, es­pe­cial­ly those who be­long to the court.”

			“I no longer be­long to the court, Mon­sieur.”

			D’Artag­nan looked at the young girl with in­creas­ing as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Do not be un­easy, Mon­sieur,” she con­tin­ued: “I have well cal­cu­lat­ed ev­ery­thing; and were it not so, it would now be too late to re­con­sid­er my res­o­lu­tion—all is de­cid­ed.”

			“Well, Made­moi­selle, what do you wish me to do?”

			“In the name of that sym­pa­thy which mis­for­tune in­spires, by your gen­er­ous feel­ing, and by your hon­or as a gen­tle­man, I en­treat you to prom­ise me one thing.”

			“Name it.”

			“Swear to me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that you will not tell the king that you have seen me, and that I am at the Carmelites.”

			“I will not swear that,” said d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head.

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I know the king, I know you, I know my­self even, nay, the whole hu­man race, too well; no, no, I will not swear that!”

			“In that case,” cried La Val­lière, with an en­er­gy of which one would hard­ly have thought her ca­pa­ble, “in­stead of the bless­ing which I should have im­plored for you un­til my dy­ing day, I will in­voke a curse, for you are ren­der­ing me the most mis­er­able crea­ture that ev­er lived.”

			We have al­ready ob­served that d’Artag­nan could eas­i­ly rec­og­nize the ac­cents of truth and sin­cer­i­ty, and he could not re­sist this last ap­peal. He saw by her face how bit­ter­ly she suf­fered from a feel­ing of degra­da­tion, he re­marked her trem­bling limbs, how her whole slight and del­i­cate frame was vi­o­lent­ly ag­i­tat­ed by some in­ter­nal strug­gle, and clear­ly per­ceived that re­sis­tance might be fa­tal. “I will do as you wish, then,” he said. “Be sat­is­fied, Made­moi­selle, I will say noth­ing to the king.”

			“Oh! thanks, thanks,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “you are the most gen­er­ous man breath­ing.”

			And in her ex­treme de­light she seized hold of d’Artag­nan’s hands and pressed them be­tween her own. D’Artag­nan, who felt him­self quite over­come, said: “This is touch­ing, up­on my word; she be­gins where oth­ers leave off.”

			And La Val­lière, who, in the bit­ter­ness of her dis­tress, had sunk up­on the ground, rose and walked to­wards the con­vent of the Carmelites, which could now, in the dawn­ing light, be per­ceived just be­fore them. D’Artag­nan fol­lowed her at a dis­tance. The en­trance-door was half-open; she glid­ed in like a shad­ow, and thank­ing d’Artag­nan by a part­ing ges­ture, dis­ap­peared from his sight. When d’Artag­nan found him­self quite alone, he re­flect­ed very pro­found­ly up­on what had just tak­en place. “Up­on my word,” he said, “this looks very much like what is called a false po­si­tion. To keep such a se­cret as that, is to keep a burn­ing coal in one’s breech­es-pock­et, and trust that it may not burn the stuff. And yet, not to keep it when I have sworn to do so is dis­hon­or­able. It gen­er­al­ly hap­pens that some bright idea or oth­er oc­curs to me as I am go­ing along; but I am very much mis­tak­en if I shall not, now, have to go a long way in or­der to find the so­lu­tion of this af­fair. Yes, but which way to go? Oh! to­wards Paris, of course; that is the best way, af­ter all. On­ly one must make haste, and in or­der to make haste four legs are bet­ter than two, and I, un­hap­pi­ly, on­ly have two. ‘A horse, a horse,’ as I heard them say at the the­atre in Lon­don, ‘my king­dom for a horse!’ And now I think of it, it need not cost me so much as that, for at the Bar­rière de la Con­férence there is a guard of Mus­ke­teers, and in­stead of the one horse I need, I shall find ten there.”

			So, in pur­suance of this res­o­lu­tion, which he adopt­ed with his usu­al ra­pid­i­ty, d’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly turned his back up­on the heights of Chail­lot, reached the guard­house, took the fastest horse he could find there, and was at the palace in less than ten min­utes. It was strik­ing five as he reached the Palais Roy­al. The king, he was told, had gone to bed at his usu­al hour, hav­ing been long en­gaged with M. Col­bert, and, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, was still sound asleep. “Come,” said d’Artag­nan, “she spoke the truth; the king is ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing; if he on­ly knew one-half of what has hap­pened, the Palais Roy­al by this time would be turned up­side down.”
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				Show­ing How Louis, on His Part, Had Passed the Time from Ten to Half-Past Twelve at Night

			
			When the king left the apart­ments of the maids of hon­or, he found Col­bert await­ing him to take di­rec­tions for the next day’s cer­e­mo­ny, as the king was then to re­ceive the Dutch and Span­ish am­bas­sadors. Louis XIV had se­ri­ous caus­es of dis­sat­is­fac­tion with the Dutch; the States had al­ready been guilty of many mean shifts and eva­sions with France, and with­out per­ceiv­ing or with­out car­ing about the chances of a rup­ture, they again aban­doned the al­liance with his Most Chris­tian Majesty, for the pur­pose of en­ter­ing in­to all kinds of plots with Spain. Louis XIV at his ac­ces­sion, that is to say, at the death of Car­di­nal Mazarin, had found this po­lit­i­cal ques­tion rough­ly sketched out; the so­lu­tion was dif­fi­cult for a young man, but as, at that time, the king rep­re­sent­ed the whole na­tion, any­thing that the head re­solved up­on, the body would be found ready to car­ry out. Any sud­den im­pulse of anger, the re­ac­tion of young hot blood up­on the brain, would be quite suf­fi­cient to change an old form of pol­i­cy and cre­ate an­oth­er sys­tem al­to­geth­er. The part that diplo­ma­tists had to play in those days was that of ar­rang­ing among them­selves the dif­fer­ent coups d’état which their sov­er­eign mas­ters might wish to ef­fect. Louis was not in that calm frame of mind which was nec­es­sary to en­able him to de­ter­mine on a wise course of pol­i­cy. Still much ag­i­tat­ed from the quar­rel he had just had with La Val­lière, he walked hasti­ly in­to his cab­i­net, dim­ly de­sirous of find­ing an op­por­tu­ni­ty of pro­duc­ing an ex­plo­sion af­ter he had con­trolled him­self for so long a time. Col­bert, as he saw the king en­ter, knew the po­si­tion of af­fairs at a glance, un­der­stood the king’s in­ten­tions, and re­solved there­fore to ma­neu­ver a lit­tle. When Louis re­quest­ed to be in­formed what it would be nec­es­sary to say on the mor­row, Col­bert be­gan by ex­press­ing his sur­prise that His Majesty had not been prop­er­ly in­formed by M. Fou­quet. “M. Fou­quet,” he said, “is per­fect­ly ac­quaint­ed with the whole of this Dutch af­fair—he re­ceived the dis­patch­es him­self di­rect.”

			The king, who was ac­cus­tomed to hear M. Col­bert speak in not over-scrupu­lous terms of M. Fou­quet, al­lowed this re­mark to pass unan­swered, and mere­ly lis­tened. Col­bert no­ticed the ef­fect it had pro­duced, and has­tened to back out, say­ing that M. Fou­quet was not on all oc­ca­sions as blam­able as at the first glance might seem to be the case, inas­much as at that mo­ment he was great­ly oc­cu­pied. The king looked up. “What do you al­lude to?” he said.

			“Sire, men are but men, and M. Fou­quet has his de­fects as well as his great qual­i­ties.”

			“Ah! de­fects, who is with­out them, M. Col­bert?”

			“Your Majesty, hard­ly,” said Col­bert, bold­ly; for he knew how to con­vey a good deal of flat­tery in a light amount of blame, like the ar­row which cleaves the air not­with­stand­ing its weight, thanks to the light feath­ers which bear it up.

			The king smiled. “What de­fect has M. Fou­quet, then?” he said.

			“Still the same, sire; it is said he is in love.”

			“In love! with whom?”

			“I am not quite sure, sire; I have very lit­tle to do with mat­ters of gal­lantry.”

			“At all events you know, since you speak of it.”

			“I have heard a name men­tioned.”

			“Whose?”

			“I can­not now re­mem­ber whose, but I think it is one of Madame’s maids of hon­or.”

			The king start­ed. “You know more than you like to say, M. Col­bert,” he mur­mured.

			“I as­sure you, no, sire.”

			“At all events, Madame’s maids of hon­or are all known, and in men­tion­ing their names to you, you will per­haps rec­ol­lect the one you al­lude to.”

			“No, sire.”

			“At least, try.”

			“It would be use­less, sire. When­ev­er the name of any la­dy who runs the risk of be­ing com­pro­mised is con­cerned, my mem­o­ry is like a cof­fer of bronze, the key of which I have lost.”

			A dark cloud seemed to pass over the mind as well as across the face of the king; then, wish­ing to ap­pear as if he were per­fect mas­ter of him­self and his feel­ings, he said, “And now for the af­fair con­cern­ing Hol­land.”

			“In the first place, sire, at what hour will Your Majesty re­ceive the am­bas­sadors?”

			“Ear­ly in the morn­ing.”

			“Eleven o’clock?”

			“That is too late—say nine o’clock.”

			“That will be too ear­ly, sire.”

			“For friends, that would be a mat­ter of no im­por­tance; one does what one likes with one’s friends; but for one’s en­e­mies, in that case noth­ing could be bet­ter than if they were to feel hurt. I should not be sor­ry, I con­fess, to have to fin­ish al­to­geth­er with these marsh-birds, who an­noy me with their cries.”

			“It shall be pre­cise­ly as Your Majesty de­sires. At nine o’clock, there­fore—I will give the nec­es­sary or­ders. Is it to be a for­mal au­di­ence?”

			“No. I wish to have an ex­pla­na­tion with them, and not to em­bit­ter mat­ters, as is al­ways the case when many per­sons are present, but, at the same time, I wish to clear up ev­ery­thing with them, in or­der not to have to be­gin over again.”

			“Your Majesty will in­form me of the per­sons whom you wish to be present at the re­cep­tion.”

			“I will draw out a list. Let us speak of the am­bas­sadors; what do they want?”

			“Al­lies with Spain, they gain noth­ing; al­lies with France, they lose much.”

			“How is that?”

			“Al­lied with Spain, they see them­selves bound­ed and pro­tect­ed by the pos­ses­sions of their al­lies; they can­not touch them, how­ev­er anx­ious they may be to do so. From Antwerp to Rot­ter­dam is but a step, and that by the way of the Scheldt and the Meuse. If they wish to make a bite at the Span­ish cake, you, sire, the son-in-law of the king of Spain, could with your cav­al­ry sweep the earth from your do­min­ions to Brus­sels in a cou­ple of days. Their de­sign is, there­fore, on­ly to quar­rel so far with you, and on­ly to make you sus­pect Spain so far, as will be suf­fi­cient to in­duce you not to in­ter­fere with their own af­fairs.”

			“It would be far more sim­ple, I should imag­ine,” replied the king, “to form a sol­id al­liance with me, by means of which I should gain some­thing, while they would gain ev­ery­thing.”

			“Not so; for if, by chance, they were to have you, or France rather, as a bound­ary, Your Majesty is not an agree­able neigh­bor. Young, ar­dent, war­like, the king of France might in­flict some se­ri­ous mis­chief on Hol­land, es­pe­cial­ly if he were to get near her.”

			“I per­fect­ly un­der­stand, M. Col­bert, and you have ex­plained it very clear­ly; but be good enough to tell me the con­clu­sion you have ar­rived at.”

			“Your Majesty’s own de­ci­sions are nev­er de­fi­cient in wis­dom.”

			“What will these am­bas­sadors say to me?”

			“They will tell Your Majesty that they are ar­dent­ly de­sirous of form­ing an al­liance with you, which will be a false­hood: they will tell Spain that the three pow­ers ought to unite so as to check the pros­per­i­ty of Eng­land, and that will equal­ly be a false­hood; for at present, the nat­u­ral al­ly of Your Majesty is Eng­land, who has ships while we have none; Eng­land, who can coun­ter­act Dutch in­flu­ence in In­dia; Eng­land, in fact, a monar­chi­cal coun­try, to which Your Majesty is at­tached by ties of re­la­tion­ship.”

			“Good; but how would you an­swer?”

			“I should an­swer, sire, with the great­est pos­si­ble mod­er­a­tion of tone, that the dis­po­si­tion of Hol­land does not seem friend­ly to­wards the Court of France; that the symp­toms of pub­lic feel­ing among the Dutch are alarm­ing as re­gards Your Majesty; that cer­tain medals have been struck with in­sult­ing de­vices.”

			“To­wards me?” ex­claimed the young king, ex­cit­ed­ly.

			“Oh, no! sire, no; in­sult­ing is not the word; I was mis­tak­en, I ought to have said im­mea­sur­ably flat­ter­ing to the Dutch.”

			“Oh! if that be so, the pride of the Dutch is a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to me,” said the king, sigh­ing.

			“Your Majesty is right, a thou­sand times right. How­ev­er, it is nev­er a mis­take in pol­i­tics, Your Majesty knows bet­ter than my­self, to ex­ag­ger­ate a lit­tle in or­der to ob­tain a con­ces­sion in your own fa­vor. If Your Majesty were to com­plain as if your sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ty were of­fend­ed, you would stand in a far high­er po­si­tion with them.”

			“What are these medals you speak of?” in­quired Louis; “for if I al­lude to them, I ought to know what to say.”

			“Up­on my word, sire, I can­not very well tell you—some over­ween­ing­ly con­ceit­ed de­vice—that is the sense of it; the words have lit­tle to do with the thing it­self.”

			“Very good! I will men­tion the word ‘medal,’ and they can un­der­stand it if they like.”

			“Oh! they will un­der­stand with­out any dif­fi­cul­ty. Your Majesty can al­so slip in a few words about cer­tain pam­phlets which are be­ing cir­cu­lat­ed.”

			“Nev­er! Pam­phlets be­foul those who write them much more than those against whom they are writ­ten. M. Col­bert, I thank you. You can leave now. Do not for­get the hour I have fixed, and be there your­self.”

			“Sire, I await Your Majesty’s list.”

			“True,” re­turned the king; and he be­gan to med­i­tate; he had not thought of the list in the least. The clock struck half-past eleven. The king’s face re­vealed a vi­o­lent con­flict be­tween pride and love. The po­lit­i­cal con­ver­sa­tion had dis­pelled a good deal of the ir­ri­ta­tion which Louis had felt, and La Val­lière’s pale, worn fea­tures, in his imag­i­na­tion, spoke a very dif­fer­ent lan­guage from that of the Dutch medals, or the Bata­vian pam­phlets. He sat for ten min­utes de­bat­ing with­in him­self whether he should or should not re­turn to La Val­lière; but Col­bert hav­ing with some ur­gen­cy re­spect­ful­ly re­quest­ed that the list might be fur­nished him, the king was ashamed to be think­ing of mere mat­ters of af­fec­tion where im­por­tant state af­fairs re­quired his at­ten­tion. He there­fore dic­tat­ed: the queen-moth­er, the queen, Madame, Madame de Mot­teville, Madame de Châtil­lon, Madame de Navailles; and, for the men, M. le Prince, M. de Gra­mont, M. de Mani­camp, M. de Saint-Aig­nan, and the of­fi­cers on du­ty.

			“The min­is­ters?” asked Col­bert.

			“As a mat­ter of course, and the sec­re­taries al­so.”

			“Sire, I will leave at once in or­der to get ev­ery­thing pre­pared; the or­ders will be at the dif­fer­ent res­i­dences to­mor­row.”

			“Say rather to­day,” replied Louis mourn­ful­ly, as the clock struck twelve. It was the very hour when poor La Val­lière was al­most dy­ing from an­guish and bit­ter suf­fer­ing. The king’s at­ten­dants en­tered, it be­ing the hour of his re­tire­ment to his cham­ber; the queen, in­deed, had been wait­ing for more than an hour. Louis ac­cord­ing­ly re­treat­ed to his bed­room with a sigh; but, as he sighed, he con­grat­u­lat­ed him­self on his courage, and ap­plaud­ed him­self for hav­ing been as firm in love as in af­fairs of state.
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				The Am­bas­sadors

			
			D’Artag­nan had, with very few ex­cep­tions, learned al­most all of the par­tic­u­lars of what we have just been re­lat­ing; for among his friends he reck­oned all the use­ful, ser­vice­able peo­ple in the roy­al house­hold—of­fi­cious at­ten­dants who were proud of be­ing rec­og­nized by the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, for the cap­tain’s in­flu­ence was very great; and then, in ad­di­tion to any am­bi­tious views they may have imag­ined he could pro­mote, they were proud of be­ing re­gard­ed as worth be­ing spo­ken to by a man as brave as d’Artag­nan. In this man­ner d’Artag­nan learned ev­ery morn­ing what he had not been able ei­ther to see or to as­cer­tain the night be­fore, from the sim­ple fact of his not be­ing ubiq­ui­tous; so that, with the in­for­ma­tion he had been able by his own means to pick up dur­ing the day, and with what he had gath­ered from oth­ers, he suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing up a bun­dle of weapons, which he was in the pru­dent habit of us­ing on­ly when oc­ca­sion re­quired. In this way, d’Artag­nan’s two eyes ren­dered him the same ser­vice as the hun­dred eyes of Ar­gus. Po­lit­i­cal se­crets, bed­side rev­e­la­tions, hints or scraps of con­ver­sa­tion dropped by the courtiers on the thresh­old of the roy­al an­techam­ber, in this way d’Artag­nan man­aged to as­cer­tain, and to store away ev­ery­thing in the vast and im­pen­e­tra­ble mau­soleum of his mem­o­ry, by the side of those roy­al se­crets so dear­ly bought and faith­ful­ly pre­served. He there­fore knew of the king’s in­ter­view with Col­bert, and of the ap­point­ment made for the am­bas­sadors in the morn­ing, and, con­se­quent­ly, that the ques­tion of the medals would be brought up for de­bate; and, while he was ar­rang­ing and con­struct­ing the con­ver­sa­tion up­on a few chance words which had reached his ears, he re­turned to his post in the roy­al apart­ments, so as to be there at the very mo­ment the king awoke. It hap­pened that the king rose very ear­ly—prov­ing there­by that he, too, on his side, had slept but in­dif­fer­ent­ly. To­wards sev­en o’clock, he half-opened his door very gen­tly. D’Artag­nan was at his post. His Majesty was pale, and seemed wea­ried; he had not, more­over, quite fin­ished dress­ing.

			“Send for M. de Saint-Aig­nan,” he said.

			Saint-Aig­nan was prob­a­bly await­ing a sum­mons, for the mes­sen­ger, when he reached his apart­ment, found him al­ready dressed. Saint-Aig­nan has­tened to the king in obe­di­ence to the sum­mons. A mo­ment af­ter­wards the king and Saint-Aig­nan passed by to­geth­er—the king walk­ing first. D’Artag­nan went to the win­dow which looked out up­on the court­yard; he had no need to put him­self to the trou­ble of watch­ing in what di­rec­tion the king went, for he had no dif­fi­cul­ty in guess­ing be­fore­hand where His Majesty was go­ing. The king, in fact, bent his steps to­wards the apart­ments of the maids of hon­or—a cir­cum­stance which in no way as­ton­ished d’Artag­nan, for he more than sus­pect­ed, al­though La Val­lière had not breathed a syl­la­ble on the sub­ject, that the king had some kind of repa­ra­tion to make. Saint-Aig­nan fol­lowed him as he had done the pre­vi­ous evening, rather less un­easy in his mind, though still slight­ly ag­i­tat­ed, for he fer­vent­ly trust­ed that at sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing there might be on­ly him­self and the king awake amongst the au­gust guests at the palace. D’Artag­nan stood at the win­dow, care­less and per­fect­ly calm in his man­ner. One could al­most have sworn that he no­ticed noth­ing, and was ut­ter­ly ig­no­rant who were these two hunters af­ter ad­ven­tures, pass­ing like shad­ows across the court­yard, wrapped up in their cloaks. And yet, all the while that d’Artag­nan ap­peared not to be look­ing at them at all, he did not for one mo­ment lose sight of them, and while he whis­tled that old march of the Mus­ke­teers, which he rarely re­called ex­cept un­der great emer­gen­cies, he con­jec­tured and proph­e­sied how ter­ri­ble would be the storm which would be raised on the king’s re­turn. In fact, when the king en­tered La Val­lière’s apart­ment and found the room emp­ty and the bed un­touched, he be­gan to be alarmed, and called out to Mon­ta­lais, who im­me­di­ate­ly an­swered the sum­mons; but her as­ton­ish­ment was equal to the king’s. All that she could tell His Majesty was, that she had fan­cied she had heard La Val­lière’s weep­ing dur­ing a por­tion of the night, but, know­ing that His Majesty had paid her a vis­it, she had not dared to in­quire what was the mat­ter.

			“But,” in­quired the king, “where do you sup­pose she is gone?”

			“Sire,” replied Mon­ta­lais, “Louise is of a very sen­ti­men­tal dis­po­si­tion, and as I have of­ten seen her rise at day­break in or­der to go out in­to the gar­den, she may, per­haps, be there now.”

			This ap­peared prob­a­ble, and the king im­me­di­ate­ly ran down the stair­case in search of the fugi­tive. D’Artag­nan saw him grow very pale, and talk­ing in an ex­cit­ed man­ner with his com­pan­ion, as he went to­wards the gar­dens; Saint-Aig­nan fol­low­ing him, out of breath. D’Artag­nan did not stir from the win­dow, but went on whistling, look­ing as if he saw noth­ing, yet see­ing ev­ery­thing. “Come, come,” he mur­mured, when the king dis­ap­peared, “His Majesty’s pas­sion is stronger than I thought; he is now do­ing, I think, what he nev­er did for Made­moi­selle de Manci­ni.”15

			In a quar­ter of an hour the king again ap­peared: he had looked ev­ery­where, was com­plete­ly out of breath, and, as a mat­ter of course, had not dis­cov­ered any­thing. Saint-Aig­nan, who still fol­lowed him, was fan­ning him­self with his hat, and in a gasp­ing voice, ask­ing for in­for­ma­tion about La Val­lière from such of the ser­vants as were about, in fact from ev­ery­one he met. Among oth­ers he came across Mani­camp, who had ar­rived from Fontainebleau by easy stages; for whilst oth­ers had per­formed the jour­ney in six hours, he had tak­en four and twen­ty.

			“Have you seen Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?” Saint-Aig­nan asked him.

			Where­upon Mani­camp, dreamy and ab­sent as usu­al, an­swered, think­ing that some­one was ask­ing him about de Guiche, “Thank you, the comte is a lit­tle bet­ter.”

			And he con­tin­ued on his way un­til he reached the an­techam­ber where d’Artag­nan was, whom he asked to ex­plain how it was that the king looked, as he thought, so be­wil­dered; to which d’Artag­nan replied that he was quite mis­tak­en, that the king, on the con­trary, was as live­ly and mer­ry as he could pos­si­bly be.

			In the midst of all this, eight o’clock struck. It was usu­al for the king to take his break­fast at this hour, for the code of eti­quette pre­scribed that the king should al­ways be hun­gry at eight o’clock. His break­fast was laid up­on a small ta­ble in his bed­room, and he ate very fast. Saint-Aig­nan, of whom he would not lose sight, wait­ed on the king. He then dis­posed of sev­er­al mil­i­tary au­di­ences, dur­ing which he dis­patched Saint-Aig­nan to see what he could find out. Then, still oc­cu­pied, full of anx­i­ety, still watch­ing Saint-Aig­nan’s re­turn, who had sent out the ser­vants in ev­ery di­rec­tion, to make in­quires, and who had al­so gone him­self, the hour of nine struck, and the king forth­with passed in­to his large cab­i­net.

			As the clock was strik­ing nine the am­bas­sadors en­tered, and as it fin­ished, the two queens and Madame made their ap­pear­ance. There were three am­bas­sadors from Hol­land, and two from Spain. The king glanced at them, and then bowed; and, at the same mo­ment, Saint-Aig­nan en­tered—an en­trance which the king re­gard­ed as far more im­por­tant, in a dif­fer­ent sense, how­ev­er, than that of am­bas­sadors, how­ev­er nu­mer­ous they might be, and from what­ev­er coun­try they came; and so, set­ting ev­ery­thing aside, the king made a sign of in­ter­ro­ga­tion to Saint-Aig­nan, which the lat­ter an­swered by a most de­ci­sive neg­a­tive. The king al­most en­tire­ly lost his courage; but as the queens, the mem­bers of the no­bil­i­ty who were present, and the am­bas­sadors, had their eyes fixed up­on him, he over­came his emo­tion by a vi­o­lent ef­fort, and in­vit­ed the lat­ter to speak. Where­upon one of the Span­ish deputies made a long ora­tion, in which he boast­ed the ad­van­tages which the Span­ish al­liance would of­fer.

			The king in­ter­rupt­ed him, say­ing, “Mon­sieur, I trust that what­ev­er is best for France must be ex­ceed­ing­ly ad­van­ta­geous for Spain.”

			This re­mark, and par­tic­u­lar­ly the peremp­to­ry tone in which it was pro­nounced, made the am­bas­sadors pale, and brought the col­or in­to the cheeks of the two queens, who, be­ing Span­ish, felt wound­ed in their pride of re­la­tion­ship and na­tion­al­i­ty by this re­ply.

			The Dutch am­bas­sador then be­gan to ad­dress him­self to the king, and com­plained of the in­ju­ri­ous sus­pi­cions which the king ex­hib­it­ed against the gov­ern­ment of his coun­try.

			The king in­ter­rupt­ed him, say­ing, “It is very sin­gu­lar, Mon­sieur, that you should come with any com­plaint, when it is I rather who have rea­son to be dis­sat­is­fied; and yet, you see, I do not com­plain.”

			“Com­plain, sire, and in what re­spect?”

			The king smiled bit­ter­ly. “Will you blame me, Mon­sieur,” he said, “if I should hap­pen to en­ter­tain sus­pi­cions against a gov­ern­ment which au­tho­rizes and pro­tects in­ter­na­tion­al im­per­ti­nence?”

			“Sire!”

			“I tell you,” re­sumed the king, ex­cit­ing him­self by a rec­ol­lec­tion of his own per­son­al an­noy­ance, rather than from po­lit­i­cal grounds, “that Hol­land is a land of refuge for all who hate me, and es­pe­cial­ly for all who ma­lign me.”

			“Oh, sire!”

			“You wish for proofs, per­haps? Very good; they can be had eas­i­ly enough. Whence pro­ceed all those vile and in­so­lent pam­phlets which rep­re­sent me as a monarch with­out glo­ry and with­out au­thor­i­ty? your print­ing-press­es groan un­der their num­ber. If my sec­re­taries were here, I would men­tion the ti­tles of the works as well as the names of the print­ers.”

			“Sire,” replied the am­bas­sador, “a pam­phlet can hard­ly be re­gard­ed as the work of a whole na­tion. Is it just, is it rea­son­able, that a great and pow­er­ful monarch like Your Majesty should ren­der a whole na­tion re­spon­si­ble for the crime of a few mad­men, who are, per­haps, on­ly scrib­bling in a gar­ret for a few sous to buy bread for their fam­i­ly?”

			“That may be the case, I ad­mit. But when the mint it­self, at Am­s­ter­dam, strikes off medals which re­flect dis­grace up­on me, is that al­so the crime of a few mad­men?”

			“Medals!” stam­mered out the am­bas­sador.

			“Medals,” re­peat­ed the king, look­ing at Col­bert.

			“Your Majesty,” the am­bas­sador ven­tured, “should be quite sure—”

			The king still looked at Col­bert; but Col­bert ap­peared not to un­der­stand him, and main­tained an un­bro­ken si­lence, not­with­stand­ing the king’s re­peat­ed hints. D’Artag­nan then ap­proached the king, and tak­ing a piece of mon­ey out of his pock­et, he placed it in the king’s hands, say­ing, “This is the medal Your Majesty al­ludes to.”

			The king looked at it, and with a look which, ev­er since he had be­come his own mas­ter, was ev­er pierc­ing as the ea­gle’s, ob­served an in­sult­ing de­vice rep­re­sent­ing Hol­land ar­rest­ing the progress of the sun, with this in­scrip­tion: “In con­spec­tu meo stetit sol.”

			“In my pres­ence the sun stands still,” ex­claimed the king, fu­ri­ous­ly. “Ah! you will hard­ly de­ny it now, I sup­pose.”

			“And the sun,” said d’Artag­nan, “is this,” as he point­ed to the pan­els of the cab­i­net, where the sun was bril­liant­ly rep­re­sent­ed in ev­ery di­rec­tion, with this mot­to, “Nec pluribus im­par.”16

			Louis’s anger, in­creased by the bit­ter­ness of his own per­son­al suf­fer­ings, hard­ly re­quired this ad­di­tion­al cir­cum­stance to fo­ment it. Ev­ery­one saw, from the kin­dling pas­sion in the king’s eyes, that an ex­plo­sion was im­mi­nent. A look from Col­bert kept post­poned the burst­ing of the storm. The am­bas­sador ven­tured to frame ex­cus­es by say­ing that the van­i­ty of na­tions was a mat­ter of lit­tle con­se­quence; that Hol­land was proud that, with such lim­it­ed re­sources, she had main­tained her rank as a great na­tion, even against pow­er­ful mon­archs, and that if a lit­tle smoke had in­tox­i­cat­ed his coun­try­men, the king would be kind­ly dis­posed, and would ex­cuse this in­tox­i­ca­tion. The king seemed as if he would be glad of some sug­ges­tion; he looked at Col­bert, who re­mained im­pas­si­ble; then at d’Artag­nan, who sim­ply shrugged his shoul­ders, a move­ment which was like the open­ing of the flood­gates, where­by the king’s anger, which he had re­strained for so long a pe­ri­od, now burst forth. As no one knew what di­rec­tion his anger might take, all pre­served a dead si­lence. The sec­ond am­bas­sador took ad­van­tage of it to be­gin his ex­cus­es al­so. While he was speak­ing, and while the king, who had again grad­u­al­ly re­turned to his own per­son­al re­flec­tions, was au­to­mat­i­cal­ly lis­ten­ing to the voice, full of ner­vous anx­i­ety, with the air of an ab­sent man lis­ten­ing to the mur­mur­ing of a cas­cade, d’Artag­nan, on whose left hand Saint-Aig­nan was stand­ing, ap­proached the lat­ter, and, in a voice which was loud enough to reach the king’s ears, said: “Have you heard the news?”

			“What news?” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“About La Val­lière.”

			The king start­ed, and ad­vanced his head.

			“What has hap­pened to La Val­lière?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan, in a tone which can eas­i­ly be imag­ined.

			“Ah! poor girl! she is go­ing to take the veil.”

			“The veil!” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan.

			“The veil!” cried the king, in the midst of the am­bas­sador’s dis­course; but then, mind­ful of the rules of eti­quette, he mas­tered him­self, still lis­ten­ing, how­ev­er, with rapt at­ten­tion.

			“What or­der?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan.

			“The Carmelites of Chail­lot.”

			“Who the deuce told you that?”

			“She did her­self.”

			“You have seen her, then?”

			“Nay, I even went with her to the Carmelites.”

			The king did not lose a syl­la­ble of this con­ver­sa­tion; and again he could hard­ly con­trol his feel­ings.

			“But what was the cause of her flight?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Be­cause the poor girl was driv­en away from the court yes­ter­day,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			He had no soon­er said this, than the king, with an au­thor­i­ta­tive ges­ture, said to the am­bas­sador, “Enough, Mon­sieur, enough.” Then, ad­vanc­ing to­wards the cap­tain, he ex­claimed:

			“Who says Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is go­ing to take the re­li­gious vows?”

			“M. d’Artag­nan,” an­swered the fa­vorite.

			“Is it true what you say?” said the king, turn­ing to­wards the mus­ke­teer.

			“As true as truth it­self.”

			The king clenched his hands, and turned pale.

			“You have some­thing fur­ther to add, M. d’Artag­nan?” he said.

			“I know noth­ing more, sire.”

			“You added that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had been driv­en away from the court.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Is that true, al­so?”

			“As­cer­tain for your­self, sire.”

			“And from whom?”

			“Ah!” sighed d’Artag­nan, like a man who is de­clin­ing to say any­thing fur­ther.

			The king al­most bound­ed from his seat, re­gard­less of am­bas­sadors, min­is­ters, courtiers, queens, and pol­i­tics. The queen-moth­er rose; she had heard ev­ery­thing, or, if she had not heard ev­ery­thing, she had guessed it. Madame, al­most faint­ing from anger and fear, en­deav­ored to rise as the queen-moth­er had done; but she sank down again up­on her chair, which by an in­stinc­tive move­ment she made roll back a few paces.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the king, “the au­di­ence is over; I will com­mu­ni­cate my an­swer, or rather my will, to Spain and to Hol­land”; and with a proud, im­pe­ri­ous ges­ture, he dis­missed the am­bas­sadors.

			“Take care, my son,” said the queen-moth­er, in­dig­nant­ly, “you are hard­ly mas­ter of your­self, I think.”

			“Ah! Madame,” re­turned the young li­on, with a ter­ri­ble ges­ture, “if I am not mas­ter of my­self, I will be, I prom­ise you, of those who do me a dead­ly in­jury; come with me, M. d’Artag­nan, come.” And he quit­ted the room in the midst of gen­er­al stu­pe­fac­tion and dis­may. The king hasti­ly de­scend­ed the stair­case, and was about to cross the court­yard.

			“Sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “Your Majesty mis­takes the way.”

			“No; I am go­ing to the sta­bles.”

			“That is use­less, sire, for I have hors­es ready for Your Majesty.”

			The king’s on­ly an­swer was a look, but this look promised more than the am­bi­tion of three d’Artag­nans could have dared to hope.
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				Chail­lot

			
			Al­though they had not been sum­moned, Mani­camp and Mal­icorne had fol­lowed the king and d’Artag­nan. They were both ex­ceed­ing­ly in­tel­li­gent men; ex­cept that Mal­icorne was too pre­cip­i­tate, ow­ing to am­bi­tion, while Mani­camp was fre­quent­ly too tardy, ow­ing to in­do­lence. On this oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, they ar­rived at pre­cise­ly the prop­er mo­ment. Five hors­es were in readi­ness. Two were seized up­on by the king and d’Artag­nan, two oth­ers by Mani­camp and Mal­icorne, while a groom be­long­ing to the sta­bles mount­ed the fifth. The cav­al­cade set off at a gal­lop. D’Artag­nan had been very care­ful in his se­lec­tion of the hors­es; they were the very an­i­mals for dis­tressed lovers—hors­es which did not sim­ply run, but flew. With­in ten min­utes af­ter their de­par­ture, the cav­al­cade, amidst a cloud of dust, ar­rived at Chail­lot. The king lit­er­al­ly threw him­self off his horse; but not­with­stand­ing the ra­pid­i­ty with which he ac­com­plished this ma­neu­ver, he found d’Artag­nan al­ready hold­ing his stir­rup. With a sign of ac­knowl­edge­ment to the mus­ke­teer, he threw the bri­dle to the groom, and dart­ed in­to the vestibule, vi­o­lent­ly pushed open the door, and en­tered the re­cep­tion-room. Mani­camp, Mal­icorne, and the groom re­mained out­side, d’Artag­nan alone fol­low­ing him. When he en­tered the re­cep­tion-room, the first ob­ject which met his gaze was Louise her­self, not sim­ply on her knees, but ly­ing at the foot of a large stone cru­ci­fix. The young girl was stretched up­on the damp flag­stones, scarce­ly vis­i­ble in the gloom of the apart­ment, which was light­ed on­ly by means of a nar­row win­dow, pro­tect­ed by bars and com­plete­ly shad­ed by creep­ing plants. She was alone, inan­i­mate, cold as the stone to which she was cling­ing. When the king saw her in this state, he thought she was dead, and ut­tered a loud cry, which made d’Artag­nan hur­ry in­to the room. The king had al­ready passed one of his arms round her body, and d’Artag­nan as­sist­ed him in rais­ing the poor girl, whom the tor­por of death seemed al­ready to have tak­en pos­ses­sion of. D’Artag­nan seized hold of the alarm-bell and rang with all his might. The Carmelite sis­ters im­me­di­ate­ly has­tened at the sum­mons, and ut­tered loud ex­cla­ma­tions of alarm and in­dig­na­tion at the sight of the two men hold­ing a wom­an in their arms. The su­pe­ri­or al­so hur­ried to the scene of ac­tion, but far more a crea­ture of the world than any of the fe­male mem­bers of the court, not­with­stand­ing her aus­ter­i­ty of man­ners, she rec­og­nized the king at the first glance, by the re­spect which those present ex­hib­it­ed for him, as well as by the im­pe­ri­ous and au­thor­i­ta­tive way in which he had thrown the whole es­tab­lish­ment in­to con­fu­sion. As soon as she saw the king, she re­tired to her own apart­ments, in or­der to avoid com­pro­mis­ing her dig­ni­ty. But by one of the nuns she sent var­i­ous cor­dials, Hun­gary wa­ter, etc., etc., and or­dered that all the doors should im­me­di­ate­ly be closed, a com­mand which was just in time, for the king’s dis­tress was fast be­com­ing of a most clam­orous and de­spair­ing char­ac­ter. He had al­most de­cid­ed to send for his own physi­cian, when La Val­lière ex­hib­it­ed signs of re­turn­ing an­i­ma­tion. The first ob­ject which met her gaze, as she opened her eyes, was the king at her feet; in all prob­a­bil­i­ty she did not rec­og­nize him, for she ut­tered a deep sigh full of an­guish and dis­tress. Louis fixed his eyes de­vour­ing­ly up­on her face; and when, in the course of a few mo­ments, she rec­og­nized Louis, she en­deav­ored to tear her­self from his em­brace.

			“Oh, heav­ens!” she mur­mured, “is not the sac­ri­fice yet made?”

			“No, no!” ex­claimed the king, “and it shall not be made, I swear.”

			Not­with­stand­ing her weak­ness and ut­ter de­spair, she rose from the ground, say­ing, “It must be made, how­ev­er; it must be; so do not stay me in my pur­pose.”

			“I leave you to sac­ri­fice your­self! I! nev­er, nev­er!” ex­claimed the king.

			“Well,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, “I may as well go now. As soon as they be­gin to speak, we may as well pre­vent there be­ing any lis­ten­ers.” And he quit­ted the room, leav­ing the lovers alone.

			“Sire,” con­tin­ued La Val­lière, “not an­oth­er word, I im­plore you. Do not de­stroy the on­ly fu­ture I can hope for—my sal­va­tion; do not de­stroy the glo­ry and bright­ness of your own fu­ture for a mere caprice.”

			“A caprice?” cried the king.

			“Oh, sire! it is now, on­ly, that I can see clear­ly in­to your heart.”

			“You, Louise, what mean you?”

			“An in­ex­pli­ca­ble im­pulse, fool­ish and un­rea­son­able in its na­ture, may ephemer­al­ly ap­pear to of­fer a suf­fi­cient ex­cuse for your con­duct; but there are du­ties im­posed up­on you which are in­com­pat­i­ble with your re­gard for a poor girl such as I am. So, for­get me.”

			“I for­get you!”

			“You have al­ready done so, once.”

			“Rather would I die.”

			“You can­not love one whose peace of mind you hold so light­ly, and whom you so cru­el­ly aban­doned, last night, to the bit­ter­ness of death.”

			“What can you mean? Ex­plain your­self, Louise.”

			“What did you ask me yes­ter­day morn­ing? To love you. What did you prom­ise me in re­turn? Nev­er to let mid­night pass with­out of­fer­ing me an op­por­tu­ni­ty of rec­on­cil­i­a­tion, if, by any chance, your anger should be roused against me.”

			“Oh! for­give me, Louise, for­give me! I was mad from jeal­ousy.”

			“Jeal­ousy is a sen­ti­ment un­wor­thy of a king—a man. You may be­come jeal­ous again, and will end by killing me. Be mer­ci­ful, then, and leave me now to die.”

			“An­oth­er word, Made­moi­selle, in that strain, and you will see me ex­pire at your feet.”

			“No, no, sire, I am bet­ter ac­quaint­ed with my own de­mer­its; and be­lieve me, that to sac­ri­fice your­self for one whom all de­spise, would be need­less.”

			“Give me the names of those you have cause to com­plain of.”

			“I have no com­plaints, sire, to pre­fer against any­one; no one but my­self to ac­cuse. Farewell, sire; you are com­pro­mis­ing your­self in speak­ing to me in such a man­ner.”

			“Oh! be care­ful, Louise, in what you say; for you are re­duc­ing me to the dark­ness of de­spair.”

			“Oh! sire, sire, leave me at least the pro­tec­tion of Heav­en, I im­plore you.”

			“No, no; Heav­en it­self shall not tear you from me.”

			“Save me, then,” cried the poor girl, “from those de­ter­mined and piti­less en­e­mies who are thirst­ing to an­ni­hi­late my life and hon­or too. If you have courage enough to love me, show at least that you have pow­er enough to de­fend me. But no; she whom you say you love, oth­ers in­sult and mock, and drive shame­less­ly away.” And the gen­tle-heart­ed girl, forced, by her own bit­ter dis­tress to ac­cuse oth­ers, wrung her hands in an un­con­trol­lable agony of tears.

			“You have been driv­en away!” ex­claimed the king. “This is the sec­ond time I have heard that said.”

			“I have been driv­en away with shame and ig­nominy, sire. You see, then, that I have no oth­er pro­tec­tor but Heav­en, no con­so­la­tion but prayer, and this clois­ter is my on­ly refuge.”

			“My palace, my whole court, shall be your park of peace. Oh! fear noth­ing fur­ther now, Louise; those—be they men or wom­en—who yes­ter­day drove you away, shall to­mor­row trem­ble be­fore you—to­mor­row, do I say? nay, this very day I have al­ready shown my dis­plea­sure—have al­ready threat­ened. It is in my pow­er, even now, to hurl the thun­der­bolt I have hith­er­to with­held. Louise, Louise, you shall be bit­ter­ly re­venged; tears of blood shall re­pay you for the tears you have shed. Give me on­ly the names of your en­e­mies.”

			“Nev­er, nev­er.”

			“How can I show any anger, then?”

			“Sire, those up­on whom your anger would be pre­pared to fall, would force you to draw back your hand up­raised to pun­ish.”

			“Oh! you do not know me,” cried the king, ex­as­per­at­ed. “Rather than draw back, I would sac­ri­fice my king­dom, and would ab­jure my fam­i­ly. Yes, I would strike un­til this arm had ut­ter­ly de­stroyed all those who had ven­tured to make them­selves the en­e­mies of the gen­tlest and best of crea­tures.” And, as he said these words, Louis struck his fist vi­o­lent­ly against the oak­en wain­scot­ing with a force which alarmed La Val­lière; for his anger, ow­ing to his un­bound­ed pow­er, had some­thing im­pos­ing and threat­en­ing in it, like the light­ning, which may at any time prove dead­ly. She, who thought that her own suf­fer­ings could not be sur­passed, was over­whelmed by a suf­fer­ing which re­vealed it­self by men­ace and by vi­o­lence.

			“Sire,” she said, “for the last time I im­plore you to leave me; al­ready do I feel strength­ened by the calm seclu­sion of this asy­lum; and the pro­tec­tion of Heav­en has re­as­sured me; for all the pret­ty hu­man mean­ness of this world are for­got­ten be­neath the Di­vine pro­tec­tion. Once more, then, sire, and for the last time, I again im­plore you to leave me.”

			“Con­fess, rather,” cried Louis, “that you have nev­er loved me; ad­mit that my hu­mil­i­ty and my re­pen­tance are flat­ter­ing to your pride, but that my dis­tress af­fects you not; that the king of this wide realm is no longer re­gard­ed as a lover whose ten­der­ness of de­vo­tion is ca­pa­ble of work­ing out your hap­pi­ness, but as a despot whose caprice has crushed your very heart be­neath his iron heel. Do not say you are seek­ing Heav­en, say rather you are flee­ing from the king.”

			Louise’s heart was wrung with­in her, as she lis­tened to his pas­sion­ate ut­ter­ance, which made the fever of hope course once more through her ev­ery vein.

			“But did you not hear me say that I have been driv­en away, scorned, de­spised?”

			“I will make you the most re­spect­ed, and most adored, and the most en­vied of my whole court.”

			“Prove to me that you have not ceased to love me.”

			“In what way?”

			“By leav­ing me.”

			“I will prove it to you by nev­er leav­ing you again.”

			“But do you imag­ine, sire, that I shall al­low that; do you imag­ine that I will let you come to an open rup­ture with ev­ery mem­ber of your fam­i­ly; do you imag­ine that, for my sake, you could aban­don moth­er, wife and sis­ter?”

			“Ah! you have named them, then, at last; it is they, then, who have wrought this griev­ous in­jury? By the heav­en above us, then, up­on them shall my anger fall.”

			“That is the rea­son why the fu­ture ter­ri­fies me, why I refuse ev­ery­thing, why I do not wish you to re­venge me. Tears enough have al­ready been shed, suf­fi­cient sor­row and af­flic­tion have al­ready been oc­ca­sioned. I, at least, will nev­er be the cause of sor­row, or af­flic­tion, or dis­tress to whom­so­ev­er it may be, for I have mourned and suf­fered, and wept too much my­self.”

			“And do you count my suf­fer­ings, my tears, as noth­ing?”

			“In Heav­en’s name, sire, do not speak to me in that man­ner. I need all my courage to en­able me to ac­com­plish the sac­ri­fice.”

			“Louise, Louise, I im­plore you! what­ev­er you de­sire, what­ev­er you com­mand, whether vengeance or for­give­ness, your slight­est wish shall be obeyed, but do not aban­don me.”

			“Alas! sire, we must part.”

			“You do not love me, then!”

			“Heav­en knows I do!”

			“It is false, Louise; it is false.”

			“Oh! sire, if I did not love you, I should let you do what you please; I should let you re­venge me, in re­turn for the in­sult which has been in­flict­ed on me; I should ac­cept the bril­liant tri­umph to my pride which you pro­pose; and yet, you can­not de­ny that I re­ject even the sweet com­pen­sa­tion which your af­fec­tion af­fords, that af­fec­tion which for me is life it­self, for I wished to die when I thought that you loved me no longer.”

			“Yes, yes; I now know, I now per­ceive it; you are the sweet­est, best, and purest of wom­en. There is no one so wor­thy as your­self, not alone of my re­spect and de­vo­tion, but al­so of the re­spect and de­vo­tion of all who sur­round me; and there­fore no one shall be loved like your­self; no one shall ev­er pos­sess the in­flu­ence over me that you wield. You wish me to be calm, to for­give?—be it so, you shall find me per­fect­ly un­moved. You wish to reign by gen­tle­ness and clemen­cy?—I will be clement and gen­tle. Dic­tate for me the con­duct you wish me to adopt, and I will obey blind­ly.”

			“In Heav­en’s name, no, sire; what am I, a poor girl, to dic­tate to so great a monarch as your­self?”

			“You are my life, the very spir­it and prin­ci­ple of my be­ing. Is it not the spir­it that rules the body?”

			“You love me, then, sire?”

			“On my knees, yes; with my hands up­raised to you, yes; with all the strength and pow­er of my be­ing, yes; I love you so deeply, that I would lay down my life for you, glad­ly, at your mer­est wish.”

			“Oh! sire, now I know you love me, I have noth­ing to wish for in the world. Give me your hand, sire; and then, farewell! I have en­joyed in this life all the hap­pi­ness I was ev­er meant for.”

			“Oh! no, no! your hap­pi­ness is not a hap­pi­ness of yes­ter­day, it is of to­day, of to­mor­row, ev­er en­dur­ing. The fu­ture is yours, ev­ery­thing which is mine is yours, too. Away with these ideas of sep­a­ra­tion, away with these gloomy, de­spair­ing thoughts. You will live for me, as I will live for you, Louise.” And he threw him­self at her feet, em­brac­ing her knees with the wildest trans­ports of joy and grat­i­tude.

			“Oh! sire, sire! all that is but a wild dream.”

			“Why, a wild dream?”

			“Be­cause I can­not re­turn to the court. Ex­iled, how can I see you again? Would it not be far bet­ter to bury my­self in a clois­ter for the rest of my life, with the rich con­so­la­tion that your af­fec­tion gives me, with the puls­es of your heart beat­ing for me, and your lat­est con­fes­sion of at­tach­ment still ring­ing in my ears?”

			“Ex­iled, you!” ex­claimed Louis XIV, “and who dares to ex­ile, let me ask, when I re­call?”

			“Oh! sire, some­thing which is greater than and su­pe­ri­or to the kings even—the world and pub­lic opin­ion. Re­flect for a mo­ment; you can­not love a wom­an who has been ig­no­min­ious­ly driv­en away—love one whom your moth­er has stained with sus­pi­cions; one whom your sis­ter has threat­ened with dis­grace; such a wom­an, in­deed, would be un­wor­thy of you.”

			“Un­wor­thy! one who be­longs to me?”

			“Yes, sire, pre­cise­ly on that ac­count; from the very mo­ment she be­longs to you, the char­ac­ter of your mis­tress ren­ders her un­wor­thy.”

			“You are right, Louise; ev­ery shade of del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing is yours. Very well, you shall not be ex­iled.”

			“Ah! from the tone in which you speak, you have not heard Madame, that is very clear.”

			“I will ap­peal from her to my moth­er.”

			“Again, sire, you have not seen your moth­er.”

			“She, too!—my poor Louise! ev­ery­one’s hand, then, is against you.”

			“Yes, yes, poor Louise, who was al­ready bend­ing be­neath the fury of the storm, when you ar­rived and crushed her be­neath the weight of your dis­plea­sure.”

			“Oh! for­give me.”

			“You will not, I know, be able to make ei­ther of them yield; be­lieve me, the evil can­not be re­paired, for I will not al­low you to use vi­o­lence, or to ex­er­cise your au­thor­i­ty.”

			“Very well, Louise, to prove to you how fond­ly I love you, I will do one thing, I will see Madame; I will make her re­voke her sen­tence, I will com­pel her to do so.”

			“Com­pel? Oh! no, no!”

			“True; you are right. I will bend her.”

			Louise shook her head.

			“I will en­treat her, if it be nec­es­sary,” said Louis. “Will you be­lieve in my af­fec­tion af­ter that?”

			Louise drew her­self up. “Oh, nev­er, nev­er shall you hu­mil­i­ate your­self on my ac­count; soon­er, a thou­sand times, would I die.”

			Louis re­flect­ed; his fea­tures as­sumed a dark ex­pres­sion. “I will love you as much as you have loved; I will suf­fer as keen­ly as you have suf­fered; this shall be my ex­pi­a­tion in your eyes. Come, Made­moi­selle, put aside these pal­try con­sid­er­a­tions; let us show our­selves as great as our suf­fer­ings, as strong as our af­fec­tion for each oth­er.” And, as he said this, he took her in his arms, and en­cir­cled her waist with both his hands, say­ing, “My own love! my own dear­est and best beloved, fol­low me.”

			She made a fi­nal ef­fort, in which she con­cen­trat­ed, no longer all of her firm­ness of will, for that had long since been over­come, but all her phys­i­cal strength. “No!” she replied, weak­ly, “no! no! I should die from shame.”

			“No! you shall re­turn like a queen. No one knows of your hav­ing left—ex­cept, in­deed, d’Artag­nan.”

			“He has be­trayed me, then?”

			“In what way?”

			“He promised faith­ful­ly—”

			“I promised not to say any­thing to the king,” said d’Artag­nan, putting his head through the half-opened door, “and I kept my word; I was speak­ing to M. de Saint-Aig­nan, and it was not my fault if the king over­heard me; was it, sire?”

			“It is quite true,” said the king; “for­give him.”

			La Val­lière smiled, and held out her small white hand to the mus­ke­teer.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the king, “be good enough to see if you can find a car­riage for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Sire,” said the cap­tain, “the car­riage is wait­ing at the gate.”

			“You are a mag­ic mould of fore­thought,” ex­claimed the king.

			“You have tak­en a long time to find it out,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, not­with­stand­ing he was flat­tered by the praise be­stowed up­on him.

			La Val­lière was over­come: af­ter a lit­tle fur­ther hes­i­ta­tion, she al­lowed her­self to be led away, half faint­ing, by her roy­al lover. But, as she was on the point of leav­ing the room, she tore her­self from the king’s grasp, and re­turned to the stone cru­ci­fix, which she kissed, say­ing, “Oh, Heav­en! it was thou who drewest me hith­er! thou, who has re­ject­ed me; but thy grace is in­fi­nite. When­ev­er I shall again re­turn, for­get that I have ev­er sep­a­rat­ed my­self from thee, for, when I re­turn it will be—nev­er to leave thee again.”

			The king could not re­strain his emo­tion, and d’Artag­nan, even, was over­come. Louis led the young girl away, lift­ed her in­to the car­riage, and di­rect­ed d’Artag­nan to seat him­self be­side her, while he, mount­ing his horse, spurred vi­o­lent­ly to­wards the Palais Roy­al, where, im­me­di­ate­ly on his ar­rival, he sent to re­quest an au­di­ence of Madame.
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				Madame

			
			From the man­ner in which the king had dis­missed the am­bas­sadors, even the least clear-sight­ed per­sons be­long­ing to the court imag­ined war would en­sue. The am­bas­sadors them­selves, but slight­ly ac­quaint­ed with the king’s do­mes­tic dis­tur­bances, had in­ter­pret­ed as di­rect­ed against them­selves the cel­e­brat­ed sen­tence: “If I be not mas­ter of my­self, I, at least, will be so of those who in­sult me.” Hap­pi­ly for the des­tinies of France and Hol­land, Col­bert had fol­lowed them out of the king’s pres­ence for the pur­pose of ex­plain­ing mat­ters to them; but the two queens and Madame, who were per­fect­ly aware of ev­ery par­tic­u­lar that had tak­en place in their sev­er­al house­holds, hav­ing heard the king’s re­mark, so full of dark mean­ing, re­tired to their own apart­ments in no lit­tle fear and cha­grin. Madame, es­pe­cial­ly, felt that the roy­al anger might fall up­on her, and, as she was brave and ex­ceed­ing­ly proud, in­stead of seek­ing sup­port and en­cour­age­ment from the queen-moth­er, she had re­turned to her own apart­ments, if not with­out some un­easi­ness, at least with­out any in­ten­tion of avoid­ing an en­counter. Anne of Aus­tria, from time to time at fre­quent in­ter­vals, sent mes­sages to learn if the king had re­turned. The si­lence which the whole palace pre­served up­on the mat­ter, and up­on Louise’s dis­ap­pear­ance, was in­dica­tive of a long train of mis­for­tunes to all those who knew the haughty and ir­ri­ta­ble hu­mor of the king. But Madame, un­moved in spite of all the fly­ing ru­mors, shut her­self up in her apart­ments, sent for Mon­ta­lais, and, with a voice as calm as she could pos­si­bly com­mand, de­sired her to re­late all she knew about the event it­self. At the mo­ment that the elo­quent Mon­ta­lais was con­clud­ing, with all kinds of or­a­tor­i­cal pre­cau­tions, and was rec­om­mend­ing, if not in ac­tu­al lan­guage, at least in spir­it, that she should show for­bear­ance to­wards La Val­lière, M. Mal­icorne made his ap­pear­ance to beg an au­di­ence of Madame, on be­half of the king. Mon­ta­lais’s wor­thy friend bore up­on his coun­te­nance all the signs of the very liveli­est emo­tion. It was im­pos­si­ble to be mis­tak­en; the in­ter­view which the king re­quest­ed would be one of the most in­ter­est­ing chap­ters in the his­to­ry of the hearts of kings and of men. Madame was dis­turbed by her broth­er-in-law’s ar­rival; she did not ex­pect it so soon, nor had she, in­deed, ex­pect­ed any di­rect step on Louis’s part. Be­sides, all wom­en who wage war suc­cess­ful­ly by in­di­rect means, are in­vari­ably nei­ther very skill­ful nor very strong when it be­comes a ques­tion of ac­cept­ing a pitched bat­tle. Madame, how­ev­er, was not one who ev­er drew back; she had the very op­po­site de­fect or qual­i­fi­ca­tion, in which­ever light it may be con­sid­ered; she took an ex­ag­ger­at­ed view of what con­sti­tut­ed re­al courage; and there­fore the king’s mes­sage, of which Mal­icorne had been the bear­er, was re­gard­ed by her as the bu­gle-note pro­claim­ing the com­mence­ment of hos­til­i­ties. She, there­fore, bold­ly ac­cept­ed the gage of bat­tle. Five min­utes af­ter­wards the king as­cend­ed the stair­case. His col­or was height­ened from hav­ing rid­den hard. His dusty and dis­or­dered clothes formed a sin­gu­lar con­trast with the fresh and per­fect­ly ar­ranged toi­lette of Madame, who, not­with­stand­ing the rouge on her cheeks, turned pale as Louis en­tered the room. Louis lost no time in ap­proach­ing the ob­ject of his vis­it; he sat down, and Mon­ta­lais dis­ap­peared.

			“My dear sis­ter,” said the king, “you are aware that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière fled from her own room this morn­ing, and that she has re­tired to a clois­ter, over­whelmed by grief and de­spair.” As he pro­nounced these words, the king’s voice was sin­gu­lar­ly moved.

			“Your Majesty is the first to in­form me of it,” replied Madame.

			“I should have thought that you might have learned it this morn­ing, dur­ing the re­cep­tion of the am­bas­sadors,” said the king.

			“From your emo­tion, sire, I imag­ined that some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary had hap­pened, but with­out know­ing what.”

			The king, with his usu­al frank­ness, went straight to the point. “Why did you send Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière away?”

			“Be­cause I had rea­son to be dis­sat­is­fied with her con­duct,” she replied, dry­ly.

			The king be­came crim­son, and his eyes kin­dled with a fire which it re­quired all Madame’s courage to sup­port. He mas­tered his anger, how­ev­er, and con­tin­ued: “A stronger rea­son than that is sure­ly req­ui­site, for one so good and kind as you are, to turn away and dis­hon­or, not on­ly the young girl her­self, but ev­ery mem­ber of her fam­i­ly as well. You know that the whole city has its eyes fixed up­on the con­duct of the fe­male por­tion of the court. To dis­miss a maid of hon­or is to at­tribute a crime to her—at the very least a fault. What crime, what fault has Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière been guilty of?”

			“Since you con­sti­tute your­self the pro­tec­tor of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” replied Madame, cold­ly, “I will give you those ex­pla­na­tions which I should have a per­fect right to with­hold from ev­ery­one.”

			“Even from the king!” ex­claimed Louis, as, with a sud­den ges­ture, he cov­ered his head with his hat.

			“You have called me your sis­ter,” said Madame, “and I am in my own apart­ments.”

			“It mat­ters not,” said the youth­ful monarch, ashamed at hav­ing been hur­ried away by his anger; “nei­ther you, nor any­one else in this king­dom, can as­sert a right to with­hold an ex­pla­na­tion in my pres­ence.”

			“Since that is the way you re­gard it,” said Madame, in a hoarse, an­gry tone of voice, “all that re­mains for me to do is bow sub­mis­sion to Your Majesty, and to be silent.”

			“Not so. Let there be no equiv­o­ca­tion be­tween us.”

			“The pro­tec­tion with which you sur­round Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière does not im­pose any re­spect.”

			“No equiv­o­ca­tion, I re­peat; you are per­fect­ly aware that, as the head of the no­bil­i­ty in France, I am ac­count­able to all for the hon­or of ev­ery fam­i­ly. You dis­miss Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, or who­ev­er else it may be—” Madame shrugged her shoul­ders. “Or who­ev­er else it may be, I re­peat,” con­tin­ued the king; “and as, act­ing in that man­ner, you cast a dis­hon­or­able re­flec­tion up­on that per­son, I ask you for an ex­pla­na­tion, in or­der that I may con­firm or an­nul the sen­tence.”

			“An­nul my sen­tence!” ex­claimed Madame, haugh­ti­ly. “What! when I have dis­charged one of my at­ten­dants, do you or­der me to take her back again?” The king re­mained silent.

			“This would be a sheer abuse of pow­er, sire; it would be in­deco­rous and un­seem­ly.”

			“Madame!”

			“As a wom­an, I should re­volt against an abuse so in­sult­ing to me; I should no longer be able to re­gard my­self as a princess of your blood, a daugh­ter of a monarch; I should be the mean­est of crea­tures, more hum­bled and dis­graced than the ser­vant I had sent away.”

			The king rose from his seat with anger. “It can­not be a heart,” he cried, “you have beat­ing in your bo­som; if you act in such a way with me, I may have rea­son to act with cor­re­spond­ing sever­i­ty.”

			It some­times hap­pens that in a bat­tle a chance ball may reach its mark. The ob­ser­va­tion which the king had made with­out any par­tic­u­lar in­ten­tion, struck Madame home, and stag­gered her for a mo­ment; some day or oth­er she might in­deed have rea­son to dread reprisals. “At all events, sire,” she said, “ex­plain what you re­quire.”

			“I ask, Madame, what has Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière done to war­rant your con­duct to­ward her?”

			“She is the most cun­ning fo­menter of in­trigues I know; she was the oc­ca­sion of two per­son­al friends en­gag­ing in mor­tal com­bat; and has made peo­ple talk of her in such shame­less terms that the whole court is in­dig­nant at the mere sound of her name.”

			“She! she!” cried the king.

			“Un­der her soft and hyp­o­crit­i­cal man­ner,” con­tin­ued Madame, “she hides a dis­po­si­tion full of foul and dark con­ceit.”

			“She!”

			“You may pos­si­bly be de­ceived, sire, but I know her right well; she is ca­pa­ble of cre­at­ing dis­pute and mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween the most af­fec­tion­ate rel­a­tives and the most in­ti­mate friends. You see that she has al­ready sown dis­cord be­twixt us two.”

			“I do as­sure you—” said the king.

			“Sire, look well in­to the case as it stands; we were liv­ing on the most friend­ly un­der­stand­ing, and by the art­ful­ness of her tales and com­plaints, she has set Your Majesty against me.”

			“I swear to you,” said the king, “that on no oc­ca­sion has a bit­ter word ev­er passed her lips; I swear that, even in my wildest bursts of pas­sion, she would not al­low me to men­ace any­one; and I swear, too, that you do not pos­sess a more de­vot­ed and re­spect­ful friend than she is.”

			“Friend!” said Madame, with an ex­pres­sion of supreme dis­dain.

			“Take care, Madame!” said the king; “you for­get that you now un­der­stand me, and that from this mo­ment ev­ery­thing is equal­ized. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière will be what­ev­er I may choose her to be­come; and to­mor­row, if I were de­ter­mined to do so, I could seat her on a throne.”

			“She was not born to a throne, at least, and what­ev­er you may do can af­fect the fu­ture alone, but can­not af­fect the past.”

			“Madame, to­wards you I have shown ev­ery kind con­sid­er­a­tion, and ev­ery ea­ger de­sire to please you; do not re­mind me that I am mas­ter.”

			“It is the sec­ond time, sire, that you have made that re­mark, and I have al­ready in­formed you I am ready to sub­mit.”

			“In that case, then, you will con­fer up­on me the fa­vor of re­ceiv­ing Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière back again.”

			“For what pur­pose, sire, since you have a throne to be­stow up­on her? I am too in­signif­i­cant to pro­tect so ex­alt­ed a per­son­age.”

			“Nay, a truce to this bit­ter and dis­dain­ful spir­it. Grant me her for­give­ness.”

			“Nev­er!”

			“You drive me, then, to open war­fare in my own fam­i­ly.”

			“I, too, have a fam­i­ly with whom I can find refuge.”

			“Do you mean that as a threat, and could you for­get your­self so far? Do you be­lieve that, if you push the af­front to that ex­tent, your fam­i­ly would en­cour­age you?”

			“I hope, sire, that you will not force me to take any step which would be un­wor­thy of my rank.”

			“I hoped that you would re­mem­ber our re­cent friend­ship, and that you would treat me as a broth­er.”

			Madame paused for a mo­ment. “I do not dis­own you for a broth­er,” she said, “in re­fus­ing Your Majesty an in­jus­tice.”

			“An in­jus­tice!”

			“Oh, sire! if I in­formed oth­ers of La Val­lière’s con­duct; if the queen knew—”

			“Come, come, Hen­ri­et­ta, let your heart speak; re­mem­ber that, for how­ev­er brief a time, you once loved me; re­mem­ber, too, that hu­man hearts should be as mer­ci­ful as the heart of a sov­er­eign Mas­ter. Do not be in­flex­i­ble with oth­ers; for­give La Val­lière.”

			“I can­not; she has of­fend­ed me.”

			“But for my sake.”

			“Sire, it is for your sake I would do any­thing in the world, ex­cept that.”

			“You will drive me to de­spair—you com­pel me to turn to the last re­source of weak peo­ple, and seek coun­sel of my an­gry and wrath­ful dis­po­si­tion.”

			“I ad­vise you to be rea­son­able.”

			“Rea­son­able!—I can be so no longer.”

			“Nay, sire! I pray you—”

			“For pity’s sake, Hen­ri­et­ta; it is the first time I en­treat­ed any­one, and I have no hope in any­one but in you.”

			“Oh, sire! you are weep­ing.”

			“From rage, from hu­mil­i­a­tion. That I, the king, should have been obliged to de­scend to en­treaty. I shall hate this mo­ment dur­ing my whole life. You have made me suf­fer in one mo­ment more dis­tress and more degra­da­tion than I could have an­tic­i­pat­ed in the great­est ex­trem­i­ty in life.” And the king rose and gave free vent to his tears, which, in fact, were tears of anger and shame.

			Madame was not touched ex­act­ly—for the best wom­en, when their pride is hurt, are with­out pity; but she was afraid that the tears the king was shed­ding might pos­si­bly car­ry away ev­ery soft and ten­der feel­ing in his heart.

			“Give what com­mands you please, sire,” she said; “and since you pre­fer my hu­mil­i­a­tion to your own—al­though mine is pub­lic and yours has been wit­nessed but by my­self alone—speak, I will obey Your Majesty.”

			“No, no, Hen­ri­et­ta!” ex­claimed Louis, trans­port­ed with grat­i­tude, “you will have yield­ed to a broth­er’s wish­es.”

			“I no longer have any broth­er, since I obey.”

			“All that I have would be too lit­tle in re­turn.”

			“How pas­sion­ate­ly you love, sire, when you do love!”

			Louis did not an­swer. He had seized up­on Madame’s hand and cov­ered it with kiss­es. “And so you will re­ceive this poor girl back again, and will for­give her; you will find how gen­tle and pure-heart­ed she is.”

			“I will main­tain her in my house­hold.”

			“No, you will give her your friend­ship, my sis­ter.”

			“I nev­er liked her.”

			“Well, for my sake, you will treat her kind­ly, will you not, Hen­ri­et­ta?”

			“I will treat her as your—mis­tress.”

			The king rose sud­den­ly to his feet. By this word, which had so in­fe­lic­i­tous­ly es­caped her, Madame had de­stroyed the whole mer­it of her sac­ri­fice. The king felt freed from all obli­ga­tions. Ex­as­per­at­ed be­yond mea­sure, and bit­ter­ly of­fend­ed, he replied:

			“I thank you, Madame; I shall nev­er for­get the ser­vice you have ren­dered me.” And, salut­ing her with an af­fec­ta­tion of cer­e­mo­ny, he took his leave of her. As he passed be­fore a glass, he saw that his eyes were red, and an­gri­ly stamped his foot on the ground. But it was too late, for Mal­icorne and d’Artag­nan, who were stand­ing at the door, had seen his eyes.

			The king has been cry­ing, thought Mal­icorne. D’Artag­nan ap­proached the king with a re­spect­ful air, and said in a low tone of voice:

			“Sire, it would be bet­ter to re­turn to your own apart­ments by the small stair­case.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause the dust of the road has left its traces on your face,” said d’Artag­nan. By heav­ens! he thought, when the king has giv­en way like a child, let those look to it who may make the la­dy weep for whom the king sheds tears.
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				Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s Pock­et-Hand­ker­chief

			
			Madame was not bad-heart­ed—she was on­ly hasty and im­petu­ous. The king was not im­pru­dent—he was sim­ply in love. Hard­ly had they en­tered in­to this com­pact, which ter­mi­nat­ed in La Val­lière’s re­call, when they both sought to make as much as they could by their bar­gain. The king wished to see La Val­lière ev­ery mo­ment of the day, while Madame, who was sen­si­ble of the king’s an­noy­ance ev­er since he had so en­treat­ed her, would not re­lin­quish her re­venge on La Val­lière with­out a con­test. She plant­ed ev­ery con­ceiv­able dif­fi­cul­ty in the king’s path; he was, in fact, obliged, in or­der to get a glimpse of La Val­lière, to be ex­ceed­ing­ly de­vot­ed in his at­ten­tions to his sis­ter-in-law, and this, in­deed, was Madame’s plan of pol­i­cy. As she had cho­sen some­one to sec­ond her ef­forts, and as this per­son was our old friend Mon­ta­lais, the king found him­self com­plete­ly hemmed in ev­ery time he paid Madame a vis­it; he was sur­round­ed, and was nev­er left a mo­ment alone. Madame dis­played in her con­ver­sa­tion a charm of man­ner and bril­lian­cy of wit which daz­zled ev­ery­body. Mon­ta­lais fol­lowed her, and soon ren­dered her­self per­fect­ly in­sup­port­able to the king, which was, in fact, the very thing she ex­pect­ed would hap­pen. She then set Mal­icorne at the king, who found means of in­form­ing His Majesty that there was a young per­son be­long­ing to the court who was ex­ceed­ing­ly mis­er­able; and on the king in­quir­ing who this per­son was, Mal­icorne replied that it was Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais. To this the king an­swered that it was per­fect­ly just that a per­son should be un­hap­py when she ren­dered oth­ers so. Where­upon Mal­icorne ex­plained how mat­ters stood; for he had re­ceived his di­rec­tions from Mon­ta­lais. The king be­gan to open his eyes; he re­marked that, as soon as he made his ap­pear­ance, Madame made hers too; that she re­mained in the cor­ri­dors un­til af­ter he had left; that she ac­com­pa­nied him back to his own apart­ments, fear­ing that he might speak in the an­techam­bers to one of her maids of hon­or. One evening she went fur­ther still. The king was seat­ed, sur­round­ed by the ladies who were present, and hold­ing in his hand, con­cealed by his lace ruf­fle, a small note which he wished to slip in­to La Val­lière’s hand. Madame guessed both his in­ten­tion and the let­ter too. It was dif­fi­cult to pre­vent the king go­ing wher­ev­er he pleased, and yet it was nec­es­sary to pre­vent his go­ing near La Val­lière, or speak­ing to her, as by so do­ing he could let the note fall in­to her lap be­hind her fan, or in­to her pock­et-hand­ker­chief. The king, who was al­so on the watch, sus­pect­ed that a snare was be­ing laid for him. He rose and pushed his chair, with­out af­fec­ta­tion, near Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon, with whom he be­gan to talk in a light tone. They were amus­ing them­selves mak­ing rhymes; from Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon he went to Mon­ta­lais, and then to Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente. And thus, by this skill­ful ma­neu­ver, he found him­self seat­ed op­po­site to La Val­lière, whom he com­plete­ly con­cealed. Madame pre­tend­ed to be great­ly oc­cu­pied, al­ter­ing a group of flow­ers that she was work­ing in ta­pes­try. The king showed the cor­ner of his let­ter to La Val­lière, and the lat­ter held out her hand­ker­chief with a look that sig­ni­fied, “Put the let­ter in­side.” Then, as the king had placed his own hand­ker­chief up­on his chair, he was adroit enough to let it fall on the ground, so that La Val­lière slipped her hand­ker­chief on the chair. The king took it up qui­et­ly, with­out any­one ob­serv­ing what he did, placed the let­ter with­in it, and re­turned the hand­ker­chief to the place he had tak­en it from. There was on­ly just time for La Val­lière to stretch out her hand to take hold of the hand­ker­chief with its valu­able con­tents.

			But Madame, who had ob­served ev­ery­thing that had passed, said to Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon, “Châtil­lon, be good enough to pick up the king’s hand­ker­chief, if you please; it has fall­en on the car­pet.”

			The young girl obeyed with the ut­most pre­cip­i­ta­tion, the king hav­ing moved from his seat, and La Val­lière be­ing in no lit­tle de­gree ner­vous and con­fused.

			“Ah! I beg Your Majesty’s par­don,” said Made­moi­selle de Châtil­lon; “you have two hand­ker­chiefs, I per­ceive.”

			And the king was ac­cord­ing­ly obliged to put in­to his pock­et La Val­lière’s hand­ker­chief as well as his own. He cer­tain­ly gained that sou­venir of Louise, who lost, how­ev­er, a copy of vers­es which had cost the king ten hours’ hard la­bor, and which, as far as he was con­cerned, was per­haps as good as a long po­em. It would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe the king’s anger and La Val­lière’s de­spair; but short­ly af­ter­wards a cir­cum­stance oc­curred which was more than re­mark­able. When the king left, in or­der to re­tire to his own apart­ments, Mal­icorne, in­formed of what had passed, one can hard­ly tell how, was wait­ing in the an­techam­ber. The an­techam­bers of the Palais Roy­al are nat­u­ral­ly very dark, and, in the evening, they were but in­dif­fer­ent­ly light­ed. Noth­ing pleased the king more than this dim light. As a gen­er­al rule, love, whose mind and heart are con­stant­ly in a blaze, con­temns all light, ex­cept the sun­shine of the soul. And so the an­techam­ber was dark; a page car­ried a torch be­fore the king, who walked on slow­ly, great­ly an­noyed at what had re­cent­ly oc­curred. Mal­icorne passed close to the king, al­most stum­bled against him in fact, and begged his for­give­ness with the pro­found­est hu­mil­i­ty; but the king, who was in an ex­ceed­ing­ly ill-tem­per, was very sharp in his re­proof to Mal­icorne, who dis­ap­peared as soon and as qui­et­ly as he pos­si­bly could. Louis re­tired to rest, hav­ing had a mis­un­der­stand­ing with the queen; and the next day, as soon as he en­tered the cab­i­net, he wished to have La Val­lière’s hand­ker­chief in or­der to press his lips to it. He called his valet.

			“Fetch me,” he said, “the coat I wore yes­ter­day evening, but be very sure you do not touch any­thing it may con­tain.”

			The or­der be­ing obeyed, the king him­self searched the pock­et of the coat; he found on­ly one hand­ker­chief, and that his own; La Val­lière’s had dis­ap­peared. Whilst bus­ied with all kinds of con­jec­tures and sus­pi­cions, a let­ter was brought to him from La Val­lière; it ran thus:

			
				“How good and kind of you to have sent me those beau­ti­ful vers­es; how full of in­ge­nu­ity and per­se­ver­ance your af­fec­tion is; how is it pos­si­ble to help lov­ing you so dear­ly!”

			

			What does this mean? thought the king; there must be some mis­take. “Look well about,” said he to the valet, “for a pock­et-hand­ker­chief must be in one of my pock­ets; and if you do not find it, or if you have touched it—” He re­flect­ed for a mo­ment. To make a state mat­ter of the loss of the hand­ker­chief would be to act ab­surd­ly, and he there­fore added, “There was a let­ter of some im­por­tance in­side the hand­ker­chief, which had some­how got among the folds of it.”

			“Sire,” said the valet, “Your Majesty had on­ly one hand­ker­chief, and that is it.”

			“True, true,” replied the king, set­ting his teeth hard to­geth­er. “Oh, pover­ty, how I en­vy you! Hap­py is the man who can emp­ty his own pock­ets of let­ters and hand­ker­chiefs!”

			He read La Val­lière’s let­ter over again, en­deav­or­ing to imag­ine in what con­ceiv­able way his vers­es could have reached their des­ti­na­tion. There was a post­script to the let­ter:

			
				“I send you back by your mes­sen­ger this re­ply, so un­wor­thy of what you sent me.”

			

			“So far so good; I shall find out some­thing now,” he said de­light­ed­ly. “Who is wait­ing, and who brought me this let­ter?”

			“M. Mal­icorne,” replied the valet de cham­bre, timid­ly.

			“De­sire him to come in.”

			Mal­icorne en­tered.

			“You come from Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?” said the king, with a sigh.

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And you took Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière some­thing from me?”

			“I, sire?”

			“Yes, you.”

			“Oh, no, sire.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière says so, dis­tinct­ly.”

			“Oh, sire, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is mis­tak­en.”

			The king frowned. “What jest is this?” he said; “ex­plain your­self. Why does Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière call you my mes­sen­ger? What did you take to that la­dy? Speak, Mon­sieur, and quick­ly.”

			“Sire, I mere­ly took Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière a pock­et-hand­ker­chief, that was all.”

			“A hand­ker­chief—what hand­ker­chief?”

			“Sire, at the very mo­ment when I had the mis­for­tune to stum­ble against Your Majesty yes­ter­day—a mis­for­tune which I shall de­plore to the last day of my life, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter the dis­sat­is­fac­tion which you ex­hib­it­ed—I re­mained, sire, mo­tion­less with de­spair, Your Majesty be­ing at too great a dis­tance to hear my ex­cus­es, when I saw some­thing white ly­ing on the ground.”

			“Ah!” said the king.

			“I stooped down—it was a pock­et-hand­ker­chief. For a mo­ment I had an idea that when I stum­bled against Your Majesty I must have been the cause of the hand­ker­chief fall­ing from your pock­et; but as I felt it all over very re­spect­ful­ly, I per­ceived a ci­pher at one of the cor­ners, and, on look­ing at it close­ly, I found that it was Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s ci­pher. I pre­sumed that on her way to Madame’s apart­ment in the ear­li­er part of the evening she had let her hand­ker­chief fall, and I ac­cord­ing­ly has­tened to re­store it to her as she was leav­ing; and that is all I gave to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, I en­treat Your Majesty to be­lieve.” Mal­icorne’s man­ner was so sim­ple, so full of con­tri­tion, and marked with such ex­treme hu­mil­i­ty, that the king was great­ly amused in lis­ten­ing to him. He was as pleased with him for what he had done as if he had ren­dered him the great­est ser­vice.

			“This is the sec­ond for­tu­nate meet­ing I have had with you, Mon­sieur,” he said; “you may count up­on my good in­ten­tions.”

			The plain and sober truth was, that Mal­icorne had picked the king’s pock­et of the hand­ker­chief as dex­ter­ous­ly as any of the pick­pock­ets of the good city of Paris could have done. Madame nev­er knew of this lit­tle in­ci­dent, but Mon­ta­lais gave La Val­lière some idea of the man­ner in which it had re­al­ly hap­pened, and La Val­lière af­ter­wards told the king, who laughed ex­ceed­ing­ly at it and pro­nounced Mal­icorne to be a first rate politi­cian. Louis XIV was right, and it is well known that he was tol­er­a­bly well ac­quaint­ed with hu­man na­ture.
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				Which Treats of Gar­den­ers, of Lad­ders, and Maids of Hon­or

			
			Mir­a­cles, un­for­tu­nate­ly, could not be al­ways hap­pen­ing, whilst Madame’s ill-hu­mor still con­tin­ued. In a week’s time, mat­ters had reached such a point, that the king could no longer look at La Val­lière with­out a look full of sus­pi­cion cross­ing his own. When­ev­er a prom­e­nade was pro­posed, Madame, in or­der to avoid the re­cur­rence of sim­i­lar scenes to that of the thun­der­storm, or the roy­al oak, had a va­ri­ety of in­dis­po­si­tions ready pre­pared; and, thanks to them, she was un­able to go out, and her maids of hon­or were obliged to re­main in­doors al­so. There was not the slight­est chance of means of pay­ing a noc­tur­nal vis­it; for in this re­spect the king had, on the very first oc­ca­sion, ex­pe­ri­enced a se­vere check, which hap­pened in the fol­low­ing man­ner. As at Fontainebleau, he had tak­en Saint-Aig­nan with him one evening when he wished to pay La Val­lière a vis­it; but he had found no one but Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, who had be­gun to call out “Fire!” and “Thieves!” in such a man­ner that a per­fect le­gion of cham­ber­maids, at­ten­dants, and pages, ran to her as­sis­tance; so that Saint-Aig­nan, who had re­mained be­hind in or­der to save the hon­or of his roy­al mas­ter, who had fled pre­cip­i­tate­ly, was obliged to sub­mit to a se­vere scold­ing from the queen-moth­er, as well as from Madame her­self. In ad­di­tion, he had, the next morn­ing, re­ceived two chal­lenges from the de Mortemart fam­i­ly, and the king had been obliged to in­ter­fere. This mis­take had been ow­ing to the cir­cum­stance of Madame hav­ing sud­den­ly or­dered a change in the apart­ments of her maids of hon­or, and di­rect­ed La Val­lière and Mon­ta­lais to sleep in her own cab­i­net. No gate­way, there­fore, was any longer open—not even com­mu­ni­ca­tion by let­ter; to write un­der the eyes of so fe­ro­cious an Ar­gus as Madame, whose tem­per and dis­po­si­tion were so un­cer­tain, was to run the risk of ex­po­sure to the great­est dan­ger; and it can well be con­ceived in­to what a state of con­tin­u­ous ir­ri­ta­tion, and ev­er in­creas­ing anger, all these pet­ty an­noy­ances threw the young li­on. The king al­most tor­ment­ed him­self to death en­deav­or­ing to dis­cov­er a means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion; and, as he did not think prop­er to call in the aid of Mal­icorne or d’Artag­nan, the means were not dis­cov­ered at all. Mal­icorne had, in­deed, oc­ca­sion­al bril­liant flash­es of imag­i­na­tion, with which he tried to in­spire the king with con­fi­dence; but, whether from shame or sus­pi­cion, the king, who had at first be­gun to nib­ble at the bait, soon aban­doned the hook. In this way, for in­stance, one evening, while the king was cross­ing the gar­den, and look­ing up at Madame’s win­dows, Mal­icorne stum­bled over a lad­der ly­ing be­side a bor­der of box, and said to Mani­camp, then walk­ing with him be­hind the king, “Did you not see that I just now stum­bled against a lad­der, and was near­ly thrown down?”

			“No,” said Mani­camp, as usu­al very ab­sent­mind­ed, “but it ap­pears you did not fall.”

			“That doesn’t mat­ter; but it is not on that ac­count the less dan­ger­ous to leave lad­ders ly­ing about in that man­ner.”

			“True, one might hurt one’s self, es­pe­cial­ly when trou­bled with fits of ab­sence of mind.”

			“I don’t mean that; what I did mean, was that it is dan­ger­ous to al­low lad­ders to lie about so near the win­dows of the maids of hon­or.” Louis start­ed im­per­cep­ti­bly.

			“Why so?” in­quired Mani­camp.

			“Speak loud­er,” whis­pered Mal­icorne, as he touched him with his arm.

			“Why so?” said Mani­camp, loud­er. The king lis­tened.

			“Be­cause, for in­stance,” said Mal­icorne, “a lad­der nine­teen feet high is just the height of the cor­nice of those win­dows.” Mani­camp, in­stead of an­swer­ing, was dream­ing of some­thing else.

			“Ask me, can’t you, what win­dows I mean,” whis­pered Mal­icorne.

			“But what win­dows are you re­fer­ring to?” said Mani­camp, aloud.

			“The win­dows of Madame’s apart­ments.”

			“Eh!”

			“Oh! I don’t say that any­one would ev­er ven­ture to go up a lad­der in­to Madame’s room; but in Madame’s cab­i­net, mere­ly sep­a­rat­ed by a par­ti­tion, sleep two ex­ceed­ing­ly pret­ty girls, Mes­de­moi­selles de La Val­lière and de Mon­ta­lais.”

			“By a par­ti­tion?” said Mani­camp.

			“Look; you see how bril­liant­ly light­ed Madame’s apart­ments are—well, do you see those two win­dows?”

			“Yes.”

			“And that win­dow close to the oth­ers, but more dim­ly light­ed?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, that is the room of the maids of hon­or. Look, there is Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière open­ing the win­dow. Ah! how many soft things could an en­ter­pris­ing lover say to her, if he on­ly sus­pect­ed that there was ly­ing here a lad­der nine­teen feet long, which would just reach the cor­nice.”

			“But she is not alone; you said Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais is with her.”

			“Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais counts for noth­ing; she is her old­est friend, and ex­ceed­ing­ly de­vot­ed to her—a pos­i­tive well, in­to which can be thrown all sorts of se­crets one might wish to get rid of.”

			The king did not lose a sin­gle syl­la­ble of this con­ver­sa­tion. Mal­icorne even re­marked that His Majesty slack­ened his pace, in or­der to give him time to fin­ish. So, when they ar­rived at the door, Louis dis­missed ev­ery­one, with the ex­cep­tion of Mal­icorne—a cir­cum­stance which ex­cit­ed no sur­prise, for it was known that the king was in love; and they sus­pect­ed he was go­ing to com­pose some vers­es by moon­light; and, al­though there was no moon that evening, the king might, nev­er­the­less, have some vers­es to com­pose. Ev­ery­one, there­fore, took his leave; and, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, the king turned to­wards Mal­icorne, who re­spect­ful­ly wait­ed un­til His Majesty should ad­dress him. “What were you say­ing, just now, about a lad­der, Mon­sieur Mal­icorne?” he asked.

			“Did I say any­thing about lad­ders, sire?” said Mal­icorne, look­ing up, as if in search of words which had flown away.

			“Yes, of a lad­der nine­teen feet long.”

			“Oh, yes, sire, I re­mem­ber; but I spoke to M. Mani­camp, and I should not have said a word had I known Your Majesty was near enough to hear us.”

			“And why would you not have said a word?”

			“Be­cause I should not have liked to get the gar­den­er in­to a scrape who left it there—poor fel­low!”

			“Don’t make your­self un­easy on that ac­count. What is this lad­der like?”

			“If Your Majesty wish­es to see it, noth­ing is eas­i­er, for there it is.”

			“In that box hedge?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Show it to me.”

			Mal­icorne turned back, and led the king up to the lad­der, say­ing, “This is it, sire.”

			“Pull it this way a lit­tle.”

			When Mal­icorne had brought the lad­der on to the grav­el walk, the king be­gan to step its whole length. “Hum!” he said; “you say it is nine­teen feet long?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Nine­teen feet—that is rather long; I hard­ly be­lieve it can be so long as that.”

			“You can­not judge very cor­rect­ly with the lad­der in that po­si­tion, sire. If it were up­right, against a tree or a wall, for in­stance, you would be bet­ter able to judge, be­cause the com­par­i­son would as­sist you a good deal.”

			“Oh! it does not mat­ter, M. Mal­icorne; but I can hard­ly be­lieve that the lad­der is nine­teen feet high.”

			“I know how ac­cu­rate Your Majesty’s glance is, and yet I would wa­ger.”

			The king shook his head. “There is one unan­swer­able means of ver­i­fy­ing it,” said Mal­icorne.

			“What is that?”

			“Ev­ery­one knows, sire, that the ground-floor of the palace is eigh­teen feet high.”

			“True, that is very well known.”

			“Well, sire, if I place the lad­der against the wall, we shall be able to as­cer­tain.”

			“True.”

			Mal­icorne took up the lad­der, like a feath­er, and placed it up­right against the wall. And, in or­der to try the ex­per­i­ment, he chose, or chance, per­haps, di­rect­ed him to choose, the very win­dow of the cab­i­net where La Val­lière was. The lad­der just reached the edge of the cor­nice, that is to say, the sill of the win­dow; so that, by stand­ing up­on the last round but one of the lad­der, a man of about the mid­dle height, as the king was, for in­stance, could eas­i­ly talk with those who might be in the room. Hard­ly had the lad­der been prop­er­ly placed, when the king, drop­ping the as­sumed part he had been play­ing in the com­e­dy, be­gan to as­cend the rounds of the lad­der, which Mal­icorne held at the bot­tom. But hard­ly had he com­plet­ed half the dis­tance when a pa­trol of Swiss guards ap­peared in the gar­den, and ad­vanced straight to­wards them. The king de­scend­ed with the ut­most pre­cip­i­ta­tion, and con­cealed him­self among the trees. Mal­icorne at once per­ceived that he must of­fer him­self as a sac­ri­fice; for if he, too, were to con­ceal him­self, the guard would search ev­ery­where un­til they had found ei­ther him­self or the king, per­haps both. It would be far bet­ter, there­fore, that he alone should be dis­cov­ered. And, con­se­quent­ly, Mal­icorne hid him­self so clum­si­ly that he was the on­ly one ar­rest­ed. As soon as he was ar­rest­ed, Mal­icorne was tak­en to the guard­house, and there he de­clared who he was, and was im­me­di­ate­ly rec­og­nized. In the mean­time, by con­ceal­ing him­self first be­hind one clump of trees and then be­hind an­oth­er, the king reached the side door of his apart­ment, very much hu­mil­i­at­ed, and still more dis­ap­point­ed. More than that, the noise made in ar­rest­ing Mal­icorne had drawn La Val­lière and Mon­ta­lais to their win­dow; and even Madame her­self had ap­peared at her own, with a pair of wax can­dles, one in each hand, clam­orous­ly ask­ing what was the mat­ter.

			In the mean­time, Mal­icorne sent for d’Artag­nan, who did not lose a mo­ment in hur­ry­ing to him. But it was in vain he at­tempt­ed to make him un­der­stand his rea­sons, and in vain al­so that d’Artag­nan did un­der­stand them; and, fur­ther, it was equal­ly in vain that both their sharp and in­tu­itive minds en­deav­ored to give an­oth­er turn to the ad­ven­ture; there was no oth­er re­source left for Mal­icorne but to let it be sup­posed that he had wished to en­ter Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais’s apart­ment, as Saint-Aig­nan had passed for hav­ing wished to force Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente’s door. Madame was in­flex­i­ble; in the first place, be­cause, if Mal­icorne had, in fact, wished to en­ter her apart­ment at night through the win­dow, and by means of the lad­der, in or­der to see Mon­ta­lais, it was a pun­ish­able of­fense on Mal­icorne’s part, and he must be pun­ished ac­cord­ing­ly; and, in the sec­ond place, if Mal­icorne, in­stead of act­ing in his own name, had act­ed as an in­ter­me­di­ary be­tween La Val­lière and a per­son whose name it was su­per­flu­ous to men­tion, his crime was in that case even greater, since love, which is an ex­cuse for ev­ery­thing, did not ex­ist in the case as an ex­cuse. Madame there­fore made the great­est pos­si­ble dis­tur­bance about the mat­ter, and ob­tained his dis­missal from Mon­sieur’s house­hold, with­out re­flect­ing, poor blind crea­ture, that both Mal­icorne and Mon­ta­lais held her fast in their clutch­es in con­se­quence of her vis­it to de Guiche, and in a va­ri­ety of oth­er ways equal­ly del­i­cate. Mon­ta­lais, who was per­fect­ly fu­ri­ous, wished to re­venge her­self im­me­di­ate­ly, but Mal­icorne point­ed out to her that the king’s coun­te­nance would re­pay them for all the dis­graces in the world, and that it was a great thing to have to suf­fer on His Majesty’s ac­count.

			Mal­icorne was per­fect­ly right, and, there­fore, al­though Mon­ta­lais had the spir­it of ten wom­en in her, he suc­ceed­ed in bring­ing her round to his own opin­ion. And we must not omit to state that the king helped them to con­sole them­selves, for, in the first place, he pre­sent­ed Mal­icorne with fifty thou­sand francs as a com­pen­sa­tion for the post he had lost, and, in the next place, he gave him an ap­point­ment in his own house­hold, de­light­ed to have an op­por­tu­ni­ty of re­veng­ing him­self in such a man­ner up­on Madame for all she had made him and La Val­lière suf­fer. But as Mal­icorne could no longer car­ry sig­nif­i­cant hand­ker­chiefs for him or plant con­ve­nient lad­ders, the roy­al lover was in a ter­ri­ble state. There seemed to be no hope, there­fore, of ev­er get­ting near La Val­lière again, so long as she should re­main at the Palais Roy­al. All the dig­ni­ties and all the mon­ey in the world could not rem­e­dy that. For­tu­nate­ly, how­ev­er, Mal­icorne was on the look­out, and this so suc­cess­ful­ly that he met Mon­ta­lais, who, to do her jus­tice, it must be ad­mit­ted, was do­ing her best to meet Mal­icorne. “What do you do dur­ing the night in Madame’s apart­ment?” he asked the young girl.

			“Why, I go to sleep, of course,” she replied.

			“But it is very wrong to sleep; it can hard­ly be pos­si­ble that, with the pain you are suf­fer­ing, you can man­age to do so.”

			“And what am I suf­fer­ing from, may I ask?”

			“Are you not in de­spair at my ab­sence?”

			“Of course not, since you have re­ceived fifty thou­sand francs and an ap­point­ment in the king’s house­hold.”

			“That is a mat­ter of no mo­ment; you are ex­ceed­ing­ly af­flict­ed at not see­ing me as you used to see me for­mer­ly, and more than all, you are in de­spair at my hav­ing lost Madame’s con­fi­dence; come now, is not that true?”

			“Per­fect­ly true.”

			“Very good; your dis­tress of mind pre­vents you sleep­ing at night, and so you sob, and sigh, and blow your nose ten times ev­ery minute as loud as pos­si­ble.”

			“But, my dear Mal­icorne, Madame can­not en­dure the slight­est noise near her.”

			“I know that per­fect­ly well; of course she can’t en­dure any­thing; and so, I tell you, when she hears your deep dis­tress, she will turn you out of her rooms with­out a mo­ment’s de­lay.”

			“I un­der­stand.”

			“Very for­tu­nate you do.”

			“Well, and what will hap­pen next?”

			“The next thing that will hap­pen will be, that La Val­lière, find­ing her­self alone with­out you, will groan and ut­ter such loud lamen­ta­tions, that she will ex­hib­it de­spair enough for two.”

			“In that case she will be put in­to an­oth­er room, don’t you see?”

			“Pre­cise­ly so.”

			“Yes, but which?”

			“Which?”

			“Yes, that will puz­zle you to say, Mr. In­ven­tor-Gen­er­al.”

			“Not at all; when­ev­er and what­ev­er the room may be, it will al­ways be prefer­able to Madame’s own room.”

			“That is true.”

			“Very good, so be­gin your lamen­ta­tions tonight.”

			“I cer­tain­ly will not fail to do so.”

			“And give La Val­lière a hint al­so.”

			“Oh! don’t fear her, she cries quite enough al­ready to her­self.”

			“Very well! all she has to do is cry out loud­ly.”

			And they sep­a­rat­ed.

		
	
		
			
				173

				Which Treats of Car­pen­try Op­er­a­tions, and Fur­nish­es De­tails Up­on the Mode of Con­struct­ing Stair­cas­es

			
			The ad­vice which had been giv­en to Mon­ta­lais was com­mu­ni­cat­ed by her to La Val­lière, who could not but ac­knowl­edge that it was by no means de­fi­cient in judg­ment, and who, af­ter a cer­tain amount of re­sis­tance, ris­ing rather from timid­i­ty than in­dif­fer­ence to the project, re­solved to put it in­to ex­e­cu­tion. This sto­ry of the two girls weep­ing, and fill­ing Madame’s bed­room with the nois­i­est lamen­ta­tions, was Mal­icorne’s chef-d’oeu­vre. As noth­ing is so prob­a­ble as im­prob­a­bil­i­ty, so nat­u­ral as ro­mance, this kind of Ara­bi­an Nights sto­ry suc­ceed­ed per­fect­ly with Madame. The first thing she did was to send Mon­ta­lais away, and then, three days, or rather three nights af­ter­wards, she had La Val­lière re­moved. She gave the lat­ter one of the small rooms on the top sto­ry, sit­u­at­ed im­me­di­ate­ly over the apart­ments al­lot­ted to the gen­tle­men of Mon­sieur’s suite. One sto­ry on­ly, that is to say, a mere floor­ing sep­a­rat­ed the maids of hon­or from the of­fi­cers and gen­tle­men of her hus­band’s house­hold. A pri­vate stair­case, which was placed un­der Madame de Navailles’s sur­veil­lance, was the on­ly means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion. For greater safe­ty, Madame de Navailles, who had heard of His Majesty’s pre­vi­ous at­tempts, had the win­dows of the rooms and the open­ings of the chim­neys care­ful­ly barred. There was, there­fore, ev­ery pos­si­ble se­cu­ri­ty pro­vid­ed for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, whose room now bore more re­sem­blance to a cage than to any­thing else. When Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière was in her own room, and she was there very fre­quent­ly, for Madame scarce­ly ev­er had any oc­ca­sion for her ser­vices, since she once knew she was safe un­der Madame de Navailles’s in­spec­tion, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had no bet­ter means of amus­ing her­self than look­ing through the bars of her win­dows. It hap­pened, there­fore, that one morn­ing, as she was look­ing out as usu­al, she per­ceived Mal­icorne at one of the win­dows ex­act­ly op­po­site to her own. He held a car­pen­ter’s rule in his hand, was sur­vey­ing the build­ings, and seemed to be adding up some fig­ures on pa­per. La Val­lière rec­og­nized Mal­icorne and nod­ded to him; Mal­icorne, in his turn, replied by a for­mal bow, and dis­ap­peared from the win­dow. She was sur­prised at this marked cool­ness, so dif­fer­ent from his usu­al un­fail­ing good-hu­mor, but she re­mem­bered that he had lost his ap­point­ment on her ac­count, and that he could hard­ly be very ami­ably dis­posed to­wards her, since, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, she would nev­er be in a po­si­tion to make him any rec­om­pense for what he had lost. She knew how to for­give of­fens­es, and with still more readi­ness could she sym­pa­thize with mis­for­tune. La Val­lière would have asked Mon­ta­lais her opin­ion, if she had been with­in hear­ing, but she was ab­sent, it be­ing the hour she com­mon­ly de­vot­ed to her own cor­re­spon­dence. Sud­den­ly La Val­lière ob­served some­thing thrown from the win­dow where Mal­icorne had been stand­ing, pass across the open space which sep­a­rat­ed the iron bars, and roll up­on the floor. She ad­vanced with no lit­tle cu­rios­i­ty to­wards this ob­ject, and picked it up; it was a wood­en reel for silk, on­ly, in this in­stance, in­stead of silk, a piece of pa­per was rolled round it. La Val­lière un­rolled it and read as fol­lows:

			
				“Made­moi­selle—I am ex­ceed­ing­ly anx­ious to learn two things: the first is, to know if the floor­ing of your apart­ment is wood or brick; the sec­ond, to as­cer­tain at what dis­tance your bed is placed from the win­dow. For­give my im­por­tu­ni­ty, and will you be good enough to send me an an­swer by the same way you re­ceive this let­ter—that is to say, by means of the silk winder; on­ly, in­stead of throw­ing in­to my room, as I have thrown it in­to yours, which will be too dif­fi­cult for you to at­tempt, have the good­ness mere­ly to let it fall. Be­lieve me, Made­moi­selle, your most hum­ble, most re­spect­ful ser­vant,

				
					“Mal­icorne.”

					“Write the re­ply, if you please, up­on the let­ter it­self.”

				
			

			“Ah! poor fel­low,” ex­claimed La Val­lière, “he must have gone out of his mind”; and she di­rect­ed to­wards her cor­re­spon­dent—of whom she caught but a faint glimpse, in con­se­quence of the dark­ness of the room—a look full of com­pas­sion­ate con­sid­er­a­tion. Mal­icorne un­der­stood her, and shook his head, as if he meant to say, “No, no, I am not out of my mind; be quite sat­is­fied.”

			She smiled, as if still in doubt.

			“No, no,” he sig­ni­fied by a ges­ture, “my head is right,” and point­ed to his head, then, af­ter mov­ing his hand like a man who writes very rapid­ly, he put his hands to­geth­er as if en­treat­ing her to write.

			La Val­lière, even if he were mad, saw no im­pro­pri­ety in do­ing what Mal­icorne re­quest­ed her; she took a pen­cil and wrote “Wood,” and then walked slow­ly from her win­dow to her bed, and wrote, “Six paces,” and hav­ing done this, she looked out again at Mal­icorne, who bowed to her, sig­ni­fy­ing that he was about to de­scend. La Val­lière un­der­stood that it was to pick up the silk winder. She ap­proached the win­dow, and, in ac­cor­dance with Mal­icorne’s in­struc­tions, let it fall. The winder was still rolling along the flag­stones as Mal­icorne start­ed af­ter it, over­took and picked it up, and be­gin­ning to peel it as a mon­key would do with a nut, he ran straight to­wards M. de Saint-Aig­nan’s apart­ment. Saint-Aig­nan had cho­sen, or rather so­licit­ed, that his rooms might be as near the king as pos­si­ble, as cer­tain plants seek the sun’s rays in or­der to de­vel­op them­selves more lux­u­ri­ant­ly. His apart­ment con­sist­ed of two rooms, in that por­tion of the palace oc­cu­pied by Louis XIV him­self. M. de Saint-Aig­nan was very proud of this prox­im­i­ty, which af­ford­ed easy ac­cess to His Majesty, and, more than that, the fa­vor of oc­ca­sion­al un­ex­pect­ed meet­ings. At the mo­ment we are now re­fer­ring to, he was en­gaged in hav­ing both his rooms mag­nif­i­cent­ly car­pet­ed, with ex­pec­ta­tion of re­ceiv­ing the hon­or of fre­quent vis­its from the king; for His Majesty, since his pas­sion for La Val­lière, had cho­sen Saint-Aig­nan as his con­fi­dant, and could not, in fact, do with­out him, ei­ther night or day. Mal­icorne in­tro­duced him­self to the comte, and met with no dif­fi­cul­ties, be­cause he had been fa­vor­ably no­ticed by the king; and al­so, be­cause the cred­it which one man may hap­pen to en­joy is al­ways a bait for oth­ers. Saint-Aig­nan asked his vis­i­tor if he brought any news with him.

			“Yes; great news,” replied the lat­ter.

			“Ah! ah!” said Saint-Aig­nan, “what is it?”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has changed her quar­ters.”

			“What do you mean?” said Saint-Aig­nan, open­ing his eyes very wide. “She was liv­ing in the same apart­ments as Madame.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so; but Madame got tired of her prox­im­i­ty, and has in­stalled her in a room which is sit­u­at­ed ex­act­ly above your fu­ture apart­ment.”

			“What! up there,” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan, with sur­prise, and point­ing at the floor above him with his fin­ger.

			“No,” said Mal­icorne, “yon­der,” in­di­cat­ing the build­ing op­po­site.

			“What do you mean, then, by say­ing that her room is above my apart­ment?”

			“Be­cause I am sure that your apart­ment ought, prov­i­den­tial­ly, to be un­der Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room.”

			Saint-Aig­nan, at this re­mark, gave poor Mal­icorne a look, sim­i­lar to one of those La Val­lière had al­ready giv­en a quar­ter of an hour be­fore, that is to say, he thought he had lost his sens­es.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Mal­icorne to him, “I wish to an­swer what you are think­ing about.”

			“What do you mean by ‘what I am think­ing about’?”

			“My rea­son is, that you have not clear­ly un­der­stood what I want to con­vey.”

			“I ad­mit it.”

			“Well, then, you are aware that un­der­neath the apart­ments set for Madame’s maids of hon­or, the gen­tle­men in at­ten­dance on the king and on Mon­sieur are lodged.”

			“Yes, I know that, since Mani­camp, de Wardes, and oth­ers are liv­ing there.”

			“Pre­cise­ly. Well, Mon­sieur, ad­mire the sin­gu­lar­i­ty of the cir­cum­stance; the two rooms des­tined for M. de Guiche are ex­act­ly the very two rooms sit­u­at­ed un­der­neath those which Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais and Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière oc­cu­py.”

			“Well; what then?”

			“ ‘What then,’ do you say? Why, these two rooms are emp­ty, since M. de Guiche is now ly­ing wound­ed at Fontainebleau.”

			“I as­sure you, my dear fel­low, I can­not grasp your mean­ing.”

			“Well! if I had the hap­pi­ness to call my­self Saint-Aig­nan, I should guess im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“And what would you do then?”

			“I should at once change the rooms I am oc­cu­py­ing here, for those which M. de Guiche is not us­ing yon­der.”

			“Can you sup­pose such a thing?” said Saint-Aig­nan, dis­dain­ful­ly. “What! aban­don the chief post of hon­or, the prox­im­i­ty to the king, a priv­i­lege con­ced­ed on­ly to princes of the blood, to dukes, and peers! Per­mit me to tell you, my dear Mon­sieur de Mal­icorne, that you must be out of your sens­es.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the young man, se­ri­ous­ly, “you com­mit two mis­takes. My name is Mal­icorne, sim­ply; and I am in per­fect pos­ses­sion of all my sens­es.” Then, draw­ing a pa­per from his pock­et, he said, “Lis­ten to what I am go­ing to say; and af­ter­wards, I will show you this pa­per.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing,” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“You know that Madame looks af­ter La Val­lière as care­ful­ly as Ar­gus did af­ter the nymph Io.”

			“I do.”

			“You know that the king has sought for an op­por­tu­ni­ty, but use­less­ly, of speak­ing to the pris­on­er, and that nei­ther you nor my­self have yet suc­ceed­ed in procur­ing him this piece of good for­tune.”

			“You cer­tain­ly ought to know some­thing about the sub­ject, my poor Mal­icorne,” said Saint-Aig­nan, smil­ing.

			“Very good; what do you sup­pose would hap­pen to the man whose imag­i­na­tion de­vised some means of bring­ing the lovers to­geth­er?”

			“Oh! the king would set no bounds to his grat­i­tude.”

			“Let me ask you, then, M. de Saint-Aig­nan, whether you would not be cu­ri­ous to taste a lit­tle of this roy­al grat­i­tude?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “any fa­vor of my mas­ter, as a recog­ni­tion of the prop­er dis­charge of my du­ty, would as­sured­ly be most pre­cious.”

			“In that case, look at this pa­per, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“What is it—a plan?”

			“Yes; a plan of M. de Guiche’s two rooms, which, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, will soon be your two rooms.”

			“Oh! no, what­ev­er may hap­pen.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause my rooms are the en­vy of too many gen­tle­men, to whom I cer­tain­ly shall not give them up; M. de Roque­lau­re, for in­stance, M. de la Fer­té, and M. de Dan­geau, would all be anx­ious to get them.”

			“In that case I shall leave you, Mon­sieur le Comte, and I shall go and of­fer to one of those gen­tle­men the plan I have just shown you, to­geth­er with the ad­van­tages an­nexed to it.”

			“But why do you not keep them for your­self?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan, sus­pi­cious­ly.

			“Be­cause the king would nev­er do me the hon­or of pay­ing me a vis­it open­ly, whilst he would read­i­ly go and see any one of those gen­tle­men.”

			“What! the king would go and see any one of those gen­tle­men?”

			“Go! most cer­tain­ly he would ten times in­stead of once. Is it pos­si­ble you can ask me if the king would go to an apart­ment which would bring him near­er to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“Yes, in­deed, de­light­ful­ly near her, with a floor be­tween them.”

			Mal­icorne un­fold­ed the piece of pa­per which had been wrapped round the bob­bin. “Mon­sieur le Comte,” he said, “have the good­ness to ob­serve that the floor­ing of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room is mere­ly a wood­en floor­ing.”

			“Well?”

			“Well! all you would have to do would be to get hold of a jour­ney­man car­pen­ter, lock him up in your apart­ments, with­out let­ting him know where you have tak­en him to, and let him make a hole in your ceil­ing, and con­se­quent­ly in the floor­ing of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room.”

			“Good heav­ens!” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan, as if daz­zled.

			“What is the mat­ter?” said Mal­icorne.

			“Noth­ing, ex­cept that you have hit up­on a sin­gu­lar, bold idea, Mon­sieur.”

			“It will seem a very tri­fling one to the king, I as­sure you.”

			“Lovers nev­er think of the risk they run.”

			“What dan­ger do you ap­pre­hend, Mon­sieur le Comte?”

			“Why, ef­fect­ing such an open­ing as that will make a ter­ri­ble noise: it could be heard all over the palace.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur le Comte, I am quite sure that the car­pen­ter I shall se­lect will not make the slight­est noise in the world. He will saw an open­ing three feet square, with a saw cov­ered with tow, and no one, not even those ad­join­ing, will know that he is at work.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, you as­tound, you pos­i­tive­ly be­wil­der me.”

			“To con­tin­ue,” replied Mal­icorne, qui­et­ly, “in the room, the ceil­ing of which you will have cut through, you will put up a stair­case, which will ei­ther al­low Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière to de­scend in­to your room, or the king to as­cend in­to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room.”

			“But the stair­case will be seen.”

			“No; for in your room it will be hid­den by a par­ti­tion, over which you will throw a ta­pes­try sim­i­lar to that which cov­ers the rest of the apart­ment; and in Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room it will not be seen, for the trap­door, which will be a part of the floor­ing it­self, will be made to open un­der the bed.”

			“Of course,” said Saint-Aig­nan, whose eyes be­gan to sparkle with de­light.

			“And now, Mon­sieur le Comte, there is no oc­ca­sion to make you ad­mit that the king will fre­quent­ly come to the room where such a stair­case is con­struct­ed. I think that M. Dan­geau, par­tic­u­lar­ly, will be struck by my idea, and I shall now go and ex­plain to him.”

			“But, my dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne, you for­get that you spoke to me about it the first, and that I have con­se­quent­ly the right of pri­or­i­ty.”

			“Do you wish for the pref­er­ence?”

			“Do I wish it? Of course I do.”

			“The fact is, Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan, I am pre­sent­ing you with a Ja­cob’s lad­der, which is bet­ter than the prom­ise of an ad­di­tion­al step in the peer­age—per­haps, even with a good es­tate to ac­com­pa­ny your duke­dom.”

			“At least,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “it will give me an op­por­tu­ni­ty of show­ing the king that he is not mis­tak­en in oc­ca­sion­al­ly call­ing me his friend; an op­por­tu­ni­ty, dear M. Mal­icorne, for which I am in­debt­ed to you.”

			“And which you will not for­get to re­mem­ber?” in­quired Mal­icorne, smil­ing.

			“Noth­ing will de­light me more, Mon­sieur.”

			“But I am not the king’s friend; I am sim­ply his at­ten­dant.”

			“Yes; and if you imag­ine that that stair­case is as good as a duke­dom for my­self, I think there will cer­tain­ly be let­ters of no­bil­i­ty at the top of it for you.”

			Mal­icorne bowed.

			“All I have to do now,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “is to move as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“I do not think the king will ob­ject to it. Ask his per­mis­sion, how­ev­er.”

			“I will go and see him this very mo­ment.”

			“And I will run and get the car­pen­ter I was speak­ing of.”

			“When will he be here?”

			“This very evening.”

			“Do not for­get your pre­cau­tions.”

			“He shall be brought with his eyes ban­daged.”

			“And I will send you one of my car­riages.”

			“With­out arms.”

			“And one of my ser­vants with­out liv­ery. But stay, what will La Val­lière say if she sees what is go­ing on?”

			“Oh! I can as­sure you she will be very much in­ter­est­ed in the op­er­a­tion, and I am equal­ly sure that if the king has not courage enough to as­cend to her room, she will have suf­fi­cient cu­rios­i­ty to come down to him.”

			“We will live in hope,” said Saint-Aig­nan; “and now I am off to His Majesty. At what time will the car­pen­ter be here?”

			“At eight o’clock.”

			“How long do you sup­pose he will take to make this open­ing?”

			“About a cou­ple of hours; on­ly af­ter­wards he must have suf­fi­cient time to con­struct what may be called the hy­phen be­tween the two rooms. One night and a por­tion of the fol­low­ing day will do; we must not reck­on up­on less than two days, in­clud­ing putting up the stair­case.”

			“Two days, that is a very long time.”

			“Nay; when one un­der­takes to open up com­mu­ni­ca­tions with par­adise it­self, we must at least take care that the ap­proach­es are re­spectable.”

			“Quite right; so farewell for a short time, dear M. Mal­icorne. I shall be­gin to re­move the day af­ter to­mor­row, in the evening.”
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				The Prom­e­nade by Torch­light

			
			Saint-Aig­nan, de­light­ed with what he had just heard, and re­joiced at what the fu­ture fore­shad­owed for him, bent his steps to­wards de Guiche’s two rooms. He who, a quar­ter of an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, would hard­ly yield up his own rooms for a mil­lion francs, was now ready to ex­pend a mil­lion, if it were nec­es­sary, up­on the ac­qui­si­tion of the two hap­py rooms he cov­et­ed so ea­ger­ly. But he did not meet with so many ob­sta­cles. M. de Guiche did not yet know where he was to lodge, and, be­sides, was still too far ill to trou­ble him­self about his lodg­ings; and so Saint-Aig­nan ob­tained de Guiche’s two rooms with­out dif­fi­cul­ty. As for M. Dan­geau, he was so im­mea­sur­ably de­light­ed, that he did not even give him­self the trou­ble to think whether Saint-Aig­nan had any par­tic­u­lar rea­son for re­mov­ing. With­in an hour af­ter Saint-Aig­nan’s new res­o­lu­tion, he was in pos­ses­sion of the two rooms; and ten min­utes lat­er Mal­icorne en­tered, fol­lowed by the up­hol­ster­ers. Dur­ing this time, the king asked for Saint-Aig­nan; the valet ran to his late apart­ments and found M. Dan­geau there; Dan­geau sent him on to de Guiche’s, and Saint-Aig­nan was found there; but a lit­tle de­lay had of course tak­en place, and the king had al­ready ex­hib­it­ed once or twice ev­i­dent signs of im­pa­tience, when Saint-Aig­nan en­tered his roy­al mas­ter’s pres­ence, quite out of breath.

			“You, too, aban­don me, then,” said Louis XIV, in a sim­i­lar tone of lamen­ta­tion to that with which Cae­sar, eigh­teen hun­dred years pre­vi­ous­ly, had pro­nounced the Et tu quoque.

			“Sire, I am far from aban­don­ing you, for, on the con­trary, I am busi­ly oc­cu­pied in chang­ing my lodg­ings.”

			“What do you mean? I thought you had fin­ished mov­ing three days ago.”

			“Yes, sire. But I don’t find my­self com­fort­able where I am, so I am go­ing to change to the op­po­site side of the build­ing.”

			“Was I not right when I said you were aban­don­ing me?” ex­claimed the king. “Oh! this ex­ceeds all en­durance. But so it is: there was on­ly one wom­an for whom my heart cared at all, and all my fam­i­ly is leagued to­geth­er to tear her from me; and my friend, to whom I con­fid­ed my dis­tress, and who helped me to bear up un­der it, has be­come wea­ried of my com­plaints and is go­ing to leave me with­out even ask­ing my per­mis­sion.”

			Saint-Aig­nan be­gan to laugh. The king at once guessed there must be some mys­tery in this want of re­spect. “What is it?” cried the king, full of hope.

			“This, sire, that the friend whom the king ca­lum­ni­ates is go­ing to try if he can­not re­store to his sov­er­eign the hap­pi­ness he has lost.”

			“Are you go­ing to let me see La Val­lière?” said Louis XIV.

			“I can­not say so, pos­i­tive­ly, but I hope so.”

			“How—how?—tell me that, Saint-Aig­nan. I wish to know what your project is, and to help you with all my pow­er.”

			“Sire,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “I can­not, even my­self, tell very well how I must set about at­tain­ing suc­cess; but I have ev­ery rea­son to be­lieve that from to­mor­row—”

			“To­mor­row, do you say! What hap­pi­ness! But why are you chang­ing your rooms?”

			“In or­der to serve Your Majesty to bet­ter ad­van­tage.”

			“How can your mov­ing serve me?”

			“Do you hap­pen to know where the two rooms des­tined for de Guiche are sit­u­at­ed?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, Your Majesty now knows where I am go­ing.”

			“Very like­ly; but that does not help me.”

			“What! is it pos­si­ble that you do not un­der­stand, sire, that above de Guiche’s lodg­ings are two rooms, one of which is Made­moi­selle Mon­ta­lais’s, and the oth­er—”

			“La Val­lière’s, is it not so, Saint-Aig­nan? Oh! yes, yes. It is a bril­liant idea, Saint-Aig­nan, a true friend’s idea, a po­et’s idea. By bring­ing me near­er her from whom the world seems to unite to sep­a­rate me—you are far more than Py­lades was for Orestes, or Pa­tro­clus for Achilles.”

			“Sire,” said Aig­nan, with a smile, “I ques­tion whether, if Your Majesty were to know my projects in their full ex­tent, you would con­tin­ue to pro­nounce such a pompous eu­logium up­on me. Ah! sire, I know how very dif­fer­ent are the ep­i­thets which cer­tain Pu­ri­tans of the court will not fail to ap­ply to me when they learn of what I in­tend to do for Your Majesty.”

			“Saint-Aig­nan, I am dy­ing with im­pa­tience; I am in a per­fect fever; I shall nev­er be able to wait un­til to­mor­row—to­mor­row! why, to­mor­row is an eter­ni­ty!”

			“And yet, sire, I shall re­quire you, if you please, to go out present­ly and di­vert your im­pa­tience by a good walk.”

			“With you—agreed; we will talk about your projects, we will talk of her.”

			“Nay, sire; I re­main here.”

			“Whom shall I go out with, then?”

			“With the queen and all the ladies of the court.”

			“Noth­ing shall in­duce me to do that, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“And yet, sire, you must.”

			“Must?—no, no—a thou­sand times no! I will nev­er again ex­pose my­self to the hor­ri­ble tor­ture of be­ing close to her, of see­ing her, of touch­ing her dress as I pass by her, and yet not be able to say a word to her. No, I re­nounce a tor­ture which you sup­pose will bring me hap­pi­ness, but which con­sumes and eats away my very life; to see her in the pres­ence of strangers, and not to tell her that I love her, when my whole be­ing re­veals my af­fec­tion and be­trays me to ev­ery­one; no! I have sworn nev­er to do it again, and I will keep my oath.”

			“Yet, sire, pray lis­ten to me for a mo­ment.”

			“I will lis­ten to noth­ing, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“In that case, I will con­tin­ue; it is most ur­gent, sire—pray un­der­stand me, it is of the great­est im­por­tance—that Madame and her maids of hon­or should be ab­sent for two hours from the palace.”

			“I can­not un­der­stand your mean­ing at all, Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“It is hard for me to give my sov­er­eign di­rec­tions what to do; but un­der the cir­cum­stances I do give you di­rec­tions, sire; and ei­ther a hunt­ing or a prom­e­nade par­ty must be got up.”

			“But if I were to do what you wish, it would be a caprice, a mere whim. In dis­play­ing such an im­pa­tient hu­mor I show my whole court that I have no con­trol over my own feel­ings. Do not peo­ple al­ready say that I am dream­ing of the con­quest of the world, but that I ought pre­vi­ous­ly to be­gin by achiev­ing a con­quest over my­self?”

			“Those who say so, sire, are as in­so­lent as they would like to be thought face­tious; but whomev­er they may be, if Your Majesty prefers to lis­ten to them, I have noth­ing fur­ther to say. In such a case, that which we have fixed to take place to­mor­row must be post­poned in­def­i­nite­ly.”

			“Nay, Saint-Aig­nan, I will go out this evening—I will go by torch­light to Saint-Ger­main: I will break­fast there to­mor­row, and will re­turn to Paris by three o’clock. Will that do?”

			“Ad­mirably.”

			“In that case I will set out this evening at eight o’clock.”

			“Your Majesty has fixed up­on the ex­act minute.”

			“And you pos­i­tive­ly will tell me noth­ing more?”

			“It is be­cause I have noth­ing more to tell you. In­dus­try counts for some­thing in this world, sire; but still, chance plays so im­por­tant a part in it that I have been ac­cus­tomed to leave her the side­walk, con­fi­dent that she will man­age so as to al­ways take the street.”

			“Well, I aban­don my­self en­tire­ly to you.”

			“And you are quite right.”

			Com­fort­ed in this man­ner, the king went im­me­di­ate­ly to Madame, to whom he an­nounced the in­tend­ed ex­pe­di­tion. Madame fan­cied at the first mo­ment that she saw in this un­ex­pect­ed­ly ar­ranged par­ty a plot of the king’s to con­verse with La Val­lière, ei­ther on the road un­der cov­er of the dark­ness, or in some oth­er way, but she took es­pe­cial care not to show any of her fan­cies to her broth­er-in-law, and ac­cept­ed the in­vi­ta­tion with a smile up­on her lips. She gave di­rec­tions aloud that her maids of hon­or should ac­com­pa­ny her, se­cret­ly in­tend­ing in the evening to take the most ef­fec­tu­al steps to in­ter­fere with His Majesty’s at­tach­ment. Then, when she was alone, and at the very mo­ment the poor lover, who had is­sued or­ders for the de­par­ture, was rev­el­ing in the idea that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière would form one of the par­ty—lux­u­ri­at­ing in the sad hap­pi­ness per­se­cut­ed lovers en­joy of re­al­iz­ing through the sense of sight alone all the trans­ports of pos­ses­sion—Madame, who was sur­round­ed by her maids of hon­or, was say­ing:—“Two ladies will be enough for me this evening, Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente and Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.”

			La Val­lière had an­tic­i­pat­ed her own omis­sion, and was pre­pared for it: but per­se­cu­tion had ren­dered her coura­geous, and she did not give Madame the plea­sure of see­ing on her face the im­pres­sion of the shock her heart re­ceived. On the con­trary, smil­ing with that in­ef­fa­ble gen­tle­ness which gave an an­gel­ic ex­pres­sion to her fea­tures—“In that case, Madame, I shall be at lib­er­ty this evening, I sup­pose?” she said.

			“Of course.”

			“I shall be able to em­ploy it, then, in pro­gress­ing with that piece of ta­pes­try which Your High­ness has been good enough to no­tice, and which I have al­ready had the hon­or of of­fer­ing to you.”

			And hav­ing made a re­spect­ful obei­sance she with­drew to her own apart­ment; Mes­de­moi­selles de Ton­nay-Char­ente and de Mon­ta­lais did the same. The ru­mor of the in­tend­ed prom­e­nade soon spread all over the palace; ten min­utes af­ter­wards Mal­icorne learned Madame’s res­o­lu­tion, and slipped un­der Mon­ta­lais’s door a note, in the fol­low­ing terms:

			
				“L. V. must pos­i­tive­ly pass the night with Madame.”

			

			Mon­ta­lais, in pur­suance of the com­pact she had en­tered in­to, be­gan by burn­ing the let­ter, and then sat down to re­flect. Mon­ta­lais was a girl full of ex­pe­di­ents, and so she very soon ar­ranged her plan. To­wards five o’clock, which was the hour for her to re­pair to Madame’s apart­ment, she was run­ning across the court­yard, and had reached with­in a dozen paces of a group of of­fi­cers, when she ut­tered a cry, fell grace­ful­ly on one knee, rose again, with dif­fi­cul­ty, and walked on limp­ing­ly. The gen­tle­men ran for­ward to her as­sis­tance; Mon­ta­lais had sprained her foot. Faith­ful to the dis­charge of her du­ty, she in­sist­ed, how­ev­er, not­with­stand­ing her ac­ci­dent, up­on go­ing to Madame’s apart­ments.

			“What is the mat­ter, and why do you limp so?” she in­quired; “I mis­took you for La Val­lière.”

			Mon­ta­lais re­lat­ed how it had hap­pened, that in hur­ry­ing on, in or­der to ar­rive as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, she had sprained her foot. Madame seemed to pity her, and wished to have a sur­geon sent for im­me­di­ate­ly, but she, as­sur­ing her that there was noth­ing re­al­ly se­ri­ous in the ac­ci­dent, said: “My on­ly re­gret, Madame, is, that it will pre­clude my at­ten­dance on you, and I should have begged Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière to take my place with Your Roy­al High­ness, but—” see­ing that Madame frowned, she added—“I have not done so.”

			“Why did you not do so?” in­quired Madame.

			“Be­cause poor La Val­lière seemed so hap­py to have her lib­er­ty for a whole evening and night too, that I did not feel coura­geous enough to ask her to take my place.”

			“What, is she so de­light­ed as that?” in­quired Madame, struck by these words.

			“She is wild with de­light; she, who is al­ways so melan­choly, was singing like a bird. Be­sides, Your High­ness knows how much she de­tests go­ing out, and al­so that her char­ac­ter has a spice of wild­ness in it.”

			So! thought Madame, this ex­treme de­light hard­ly seems nat­u­ral to me.

			“She has al­ready made all her prepa­ra­tions for din­ing in her own room tête-à-tête with one of her fa­vorite books. And then, as Your High­ness has six oth­er young ladies who would be de­light­ed to ac­com­pa­ny you, I did not make my pro­pos­al to La Val­lière.” Madame did not say a word in re­ply.

			“Have I act­ed prop­er­ly?” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais, with a slight flut­ter­ing of the heart, see­ing the lit­tle suc­cess that seemed to at­tend the ruse de guerre which she had re­lied up­on with so much con­fi­dence that she had not thought it even nec­es­sary to try and find an­oth­er. “Does Madame ap­prove of what I have done?” she con­tin­ued.

			Madame was re­flect­ing that the king could very eas­i­ly leave Saint-Ger­main dur­ing the night, and that, as it was on­ly four leagues and a half from Paris to Saint-Ger­main, he might read­i­ly be in Paris in an hour’s time. “Tell me,” she said, “whether La Val­lière, when she heard of your ac­ci­dent, of­fered at least to bear you com­pa­ny?”

			“Oh! she does not yet know of my ac­ci­dent; but even did she know of it, I most cer­tain­ly should not ask her to do any­thing that might in­ter­fere with her own plans. I think she wish­es this evening to re­al­ize qui­et­ly by her­self that amuse­ment of the late king, when he said to M. de Cinq-Mars, ‘Let us amuse our­selves by do­ing noth­ing, and mak­ing our­selves mis­er­able.’ ”

			Madame felt con­vinced that some mys­te­ri­ous love ad­ven­ture lurked be­hind this strong de­sire for soli­tude. The se­cret might be Louis’s re­turn dur­ing the night; it could not be doubt­ed any longer La Val­lière had been in­formed of his in­tend­ed re­turn, and that was the rea­son for her de­light at hav­ing to re­main be­hind at the Palais Roy­al. It was a plan set­tled and ar­ranged be­fore­hand.

			I will not be their dupe though, said Madame, and she took a de­ci­sive step. “Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais,” she said, “will you have the good­ness to in­form your friend, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, that I am ex­ceed­ing­ly sor­ry to dis­ar­range her projects of soli­tude, but that in­stead of be­com­ing en­nuyé by re­main­ing be­hind alone as she wished, she will be good enough to ac­com­pa­ny us to Saint-Ger­main and get en­nuyé there.”

			“Ah! poor La Val­lière,” said Mon­ta­lais, com­pas­sion­ate­ly, but with her heart throb­bing with de­light; “oh, Madame, could there not be some means—”

			“Enough,” said Madame; “I de­sire it! I pre­fer Made­moi­selle la Baume le Blanc’s so­ci­ety to that of any­one else. Go, and send her to me, and take care of your foot.”

			Mon­ta­lais did not wait for the or­der to be re­peat­ed; she re­turned to her room, al­most for­get­ting to feign lame­ness, wrote an an­swer to Mal­icorne, and slipped it un­der the car­pet. The an­swer sim­ply said: “She shall.” A Spar­tan could not have writ­ten more la­con­i­cal­ly.

			By this means, thought Madame, I will look nar­row­ly af­ter all on the road; she shall sleep near me dur­ing the night, and His Majesty must be very clever if he can ex­change a sin­gle word with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.

			La Val­lière re­ceived the or­der to set off with the same in­dif­fer­ent gen­tle­ness with which she had re­ceived the or­der to play Cin­derel­la. But, in­ward­ly, her de­light was ex­treme, and she looked up­on this change in the princess’s res­o­lu­tion as a con­so­la­tion which Prov­i­dence had sent her. With less pen­e­tra­tion than Madame pos­sessed, she at­trib­uted all to chance. While ev­ery­one, with the ex­cep­tion of those in dis­grace, of those who were ill, and those who were suf­fer­ing from sprains, were be­ing driv­en to­wards Saint-Ger­main, Mal­icorne smug­gled his work­man in­to the palace in one of M. de Saint-Aig­nan’s car­riages, and led him in­to the room cor­re­spond­ing to La Val­lière’s. The man set to work with a will, tempt­ed by the splen­did re­ward which had been promised him. As the very best tools and im­ple­ments had been se­lect­ed from the re­serve stock be­long­ing to the en­gi­neers at­tached to the king’s house­hold—and among oth­ers, a saw with teeth so sharp and well tem­pered that it was able, un­der wa­ter even, to cut through oak­en joists as hard as iron—the work in ques­tion ad­vanced very rapid­ly, and a square por­tion of the ceil­ing, tak­en from be­tween two of the joists, fell in­to the arms of the de­light­ed Saint-Aig­nan, Mal­icorne, the work­man, and a con­fi­den­tial valet, the lat­ter be­ing one brought in­to the world to see and hear ev­ery­thing, but to re­peat noth­ing. In ac­cor­dance with a new plan in­di­cat­ed by Mal­icorne, the open­ing was ef­fect­ed in an an­gle of the room—and for this rea­son. As there was no dress­ing-clos­et ad­join­ing La Val­lière’s room, she had so­licit­ed, and had that very morn­ing ob­tained, a large screen in­tend­ed to serve as a par­ti­tion. The screen that had been al­lot­ted her was per­fect­ly suf­fi­cient to con­ceal the open­ing, which would, be­sides, be hid­den by all the ar­ti­fices skilled cab­i­net­mak­ers would have at their com­mand. The open­ing hav­ing been made, the work­man glid­ed be­tween the joists, and found him­self in La Val­lière’s room. When there, he cut a square open­ing in the floor­ing, and out of the boards he man­u­fac­tured a trap so ac­cu­rate­ly fit­ting in­to the open­ing that the most prac­tised eye could hard­ly de­tect the nec­es­sary in­ter­stices made by its lines of junc­ture with the floor. Mal­icorne had pro­vid­ed for ev­ery­thing: a ring and a cou­ple of hinges which had been bought for the pur­pose, were af­fixed to the trap­door; and a small cir­cu­lar stair­case, packed in sec­tions, had been bought ready made by the in­dus­tri­ous Mal­icorne, who had paid two thou­sand francs for it. It was high­er than was re­quired, but the car­pen­ter re­duced the num­ber of steps, and it was found to suit ex­act­ly. This stair­case, des­tined to re­ceive so il­lus­tri­ous a bur­den, was mere­ly fas­tened to the wall by a cou­ple of iron clamps, and its base was fixed in­to the floor of the comte’s room by two iron pegs screwed down tight­ly, so that the king, and all his cab­i­net coun­cilors too, might pass up and down the stair­case with­out any fear. Ev­ery blow of the ham­mer fell up­on a thick pad or cush­ion, and the saw was not used un­til the han­dle had been wrapped in wool, and the blade steeped in oil. The nois­i­est part of the work, more­over, had tak­en place dur­ing the night and ear­ly in the morn­ing, that is to say, when La Val­lière and Madame were both ab­sent. When, about two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, the court re­turned to the Palais Roy­al, La Val­lière went up in­to her own room. Ev­ery­thing was in its prop­er place—not the small­est par­ti­cle of saw­dust, not the small­est chip, was left to bear wit­ness to the vi­o­la­tion of her domi­cile. Saint-Aig­nan, how­ev­er, wish­ing to do his ut­most in for­ward­ing the work, had torn his fin­gers and his shirt too, and had ex­pend­ed no or­di­nary amount of per­spi­ra­tion in the king’s ser­vice. The palms of his hands were cov­ered with blis­ters, oc­ca­sioned by his hav­ing held the lad­der for Mal­icorne. He had, more­over, brought up, one by one, the sev­en pieces of the stair­case, each con­sist­ing of two steps. In fact, we can safe­ly as­sert that, if the king had seen him so ar­dent­ly at work, His Majesty would have sworn an eter­nal grat­i­tude to­wards his faith­ful at­ten­dant. As Mal­icorne an­tic­i­pat­ed, the work­man had com­plete­ly fin­ished the job in twen­ty-four hours; he re­ceived twen­ty-four louis, and left, over­whelmed with de­light, for he had gained in one day as much as six months’ hard work would have pro­cured him. No one had the slight­est sus­pi­cion of what had tak­en place in the room un­der Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s apart­ment. But in the evening of the sec­ond day, at the very mo­ment La Val­lière had just left Madame’s cir­cle and re­turned to her own room, she heard a slight creak­ing sound in one cor­ner. As­ton­ished, she looked to see whence it pro­ceed­ed, and the noise be­gan again. “Who is there?” she said, in a tone of alarm.

			“It is I, Louise,” replied the well-known voice of the king.

			“You! you!” cried the young girl, who for a mo­ment fan­cied her­self un­der the in­flu­ence of a dream. “But where? You, sire?”

			“Here,” replied the king, open­ing one of the folds of the screen, and ap­pear­ing like a ghost at the end of the room.

			La Val­lière ut­tered a loud cry, and fell trem­bling in­to an arm­chair, as the king ad­vanced re­spect­ful­ly to­wards her.
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				The Ap­pari­tion

			
			La Val­lière very soon re­cov­ered from her sur­prise, for, ow­ing to his re­spect­ful bear­ing, the king in­spired her with more con­fi­dence by his pres­ence than his sud­den ap­pear­ance had de­prived her of. But, as he no­ticed that which made La Val­lière most un­easy was the means by which he had ef­fect­ed an en­trance in­to her room, he ex­plained to her the sys­tem of the stair­case con­cealed by the screen, and strong­ly dis­avowed the no­tion of his be­ing a su­per­nat­u­ral ap­pear­ance.

			“Oh, sire!” said La Val­lière, shak­ing her fair head with a most en­gag­ing smile, “present or ab­sent, you do not ap­pear to my mind more at one time than at an­oth­er.”

			“Which means, Louise—”

			“Oh, what you know so well, sire; that there is not one mo­ment in which the poor girl whose se­cret you sur­prised at Fontainebleau, and whom you came to snatch from the foot of the cross it­self, does not think of you.”

			“Louise, you over­whelm me with joy and hap­pi­ness.”

			La Val­lière smiled mourn­ful­ly, and con­tin­ued: “But, sire, have you re­flect­ed that your in­ge­nious in­ven­tion could not be of the slight­est ser­vice to us?”

			“Why so? Tell me—I am wait­ing most anx­ious­ly.”

			“Be­cause this room may be sub­ject to be­ing searched at any mo­ment of the day. Madame her­self may, at any time, come here ac­ci­den­tal­ly; my com­pan­ions run in at any mo­ment they please. To fas­ten the door on the in­side, is to de­nounce my­self as plain­ly as if I had writ­ten above, ‘No ad­mit­tance—the king is with­in!’ Even now, sire, at this very mo­ment, there is noth­ing to pre­vent the door open­ing, and Your Majesty be­ing seen here.”

			“In that case,” said the king, laugh­ing­ly, “I should in­deed be tak­en for a phan­tom, for no one can tell in what way I came here. Be­sides, it is on­ly spir­its that can pass through brick walls, or floors and ceil­ings.”

			“Oh, sire, re­flect for a mo­ment how ter­ri­ble the scan­dal would be! Noth­ing equal to it could ev­er have been pre­vi­ous­ly said about the maids of hon­or, poor crea­tures! whom evil re­port, how­ev­er, hard­ly ev­er spares.”

			“And your con­clu­sion from all this, my dear Louise—come, ex­plain your­self.”

			“Alas! it is a hard thing to say—but Your Majesty must sup­press stair­case plots, sur­pris­es and all; for the evil con­se­quences which would re­sult from your be­ing found here would be far greater than our hap­pi­ness in see­ing each oth­er.”

			“Well, Louise,” replied the king, ten­der­ly, “in­stead of re­mov­ing this stair­case by which I have as­cend­ed, there is a far more sim­ple means, of which you have not thought.”

			“A means—an­oth­er means!”

			“Yes, an­oth­er. Oh, you do not love me as I love you, Louise, since my in­ven­tion is quick­er than yours.”

			She looked at the king, who held out his hand to her, which she took and gen­tly pressed be­tween her own.

			“You were say­ing,” con­tin­ued the king, “that I shall be de­tect­ed com­ing here, where any­one who pleas­es can en­ter.”

			“Stay, sire; at this very mo­ment, even while you are speak­ing about it, I trem­ble with dread of your be­ing dis­cov­ered.”

			“But you would not be found out, Louise, if you were to de­scend the stair­case which leads to the room un­der­neath.”

			“Oh, sire! what do you say?” cried Louise, in alarm.

			“You do not quite un­der­stand me, Louise, since you get of­fend­ed at my very first word; first of all, do you know to whom the apart­ments un­der­neath be­long?”

			“To M. de Guiche, sire, I be­lieve.”

			“Not at all; they are M. de Saint-Aig­nan’s.”

			“Are you sure?” cried La Val­lière; and this ex­cla­ma­tion which es­caped from the young girl’s joy­ous heart made the king’s heart throb with de­light.

			“Yes, to Saint-Aig­nan, our friend,” he said.

			“But, sire,” re­turned La Val­lière, “I can­not vis­it M. de Saint-Aig­nan’s rooms any more than I could M. de Guiche’s. It is im­pos­si­ble—im­pos­si­ble.”

			“And yet, Louise, I should have thought that, un­der the safe-con­duct of the king, you would ven­ture any­thing.”

			“Un­der the safe-con­duct of the king,” she said, with a look full of ten­der­ness.

			“You have faith in my word, I hope, Louise?”

			“Yes, sire, when you are not present; but when you are present—when you speak to me—when I look up­on you, I have faith in noth­ing.”

			“What can pos­si­bly be done to re­as­sure you?”

			“It is scarce­ly re­spect­ful, I know, to doubt the king, but—for me—you are not the king.”

			“Thank Heav­en!—I, at least, hope so most de­vout­ly; you see how anx­ious­ly I am try­ing to find or in­vent a means of re­mov­ing all dif­fi­cul­ty. Stay; would the pres­ence of a third per­son re­as­sure you?”

			“The pres­ence of M. de Saint-Aig­nan would, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Re­al­ly, Louise, you wound me by your sus­pi­cions.”

			Louise did not an­swer, she mere­ly looked stead­fast­ly at him with that clear, pierc­ing gaze which pen­e­trates the very heart, and said soft­ly to her­self, “Alas! alas! it is not you of whom I am afraid—it is not you up­on whom my doubts would fall.”

			“Well,” said the king, sigh­ing, “I agree; and M. de Saint-Aig­nan, who en­joys the in­es­timable priv­i­lege of re­as­sur­ing you, shall al­ways be present at our in­ter­views, I prom­ise you.”

			“You prom­ise that, sire?”

			“Up­on my hon­or as a gen­tle­man; and you, on your side—”

			“Oh, wait, sire, that is not all yet; for such con­ver­sa­tions ought, at least, to have a rea­son­able mo­tive of some kind for M. de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Dear Louise, ev­ery shade of del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing is yours, and my on­ly study is to equal you on that point. It shall be just as you wish: there­fore our con­ver­sa­tions shall have a rea­son­able mo­tive, and I have al­ready hit up­on one; so that from to­mor­row, if you like—”

			“To­mor­row?”

			“Do you meant that that is not soon enough?” ex­claimed the king, ca­ress­ing La Val­lière’s hand be­tween his own.

			At this mo­ment the sound of steps was heard in the cor­ri­dor.

			“Sire! sire!” cried La Val­lière, “some­one is com­ing; do you hear? Oh, fly! fly! I im­plore you.”

			The king made but one bound from the chair where he was sit­ting to his hid­ing-place be­hind the screen. He had bare­ly time; for as he drew one of the folds be­fore him, the han­dle of the door was turned, and Mon­ta­lais ap­peared at the thresh­old. As a mat­ter of course she en­tered quite nat­u­ral­ly, and with­out any cer­e­mo­ny, for she knew per­fect­ly well that to knock at the door be­fore­hand would be show­ing a sus­pi­cion to­wards La Val­lière which would be dis­pleas­ing to her. She ac­cord­ing­ly en­tered, and af­ter a rapid glance round the room, in the brief course of which she ob­served two chairs very close to each oth­er, she was so long in shut­ting the door, which seemed to be dif­fi­cult to close, one can hard­ly tell how or why, that the king had am­ple time to raise the trap­door, and to de­scend again to Saint-Aig­nan’s room.

			“Louise,” she said to her, “I want to talk to you, and se­ri­ous­ly, too.”

			“Good heav­ens! my dear Au­re, what is the mat­ter now?”

			“The mat­ter is, that Madame sus­pects ev­ery­thing.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Is there any oc­ca­sion for us to en­ter in­to ex­pla­na­tions, and do you not un­der­stand what I mean? Come, you must have no­ticed the fluc­tu­a­tions in Madame’s hu­mor dur­ing sev­er­al days past; you must have no­ticed how she first kept you close be­side her, then dis­missed you, and then sent for you again.”

			“Yes, I have no­ticed it, of course.”

			“Well, it seems Madame has now suc­ceed­ed in ob­tain­ing suf­fi­cient in­for­ma­tion, for she has now gone straight to the point, as there is noth­ing fur­ther left in France to with­stand the tor­rent which sweeps away all ob­sta­cles be­fore it; you know what I mean by the tor­rent?”

			La Val­lière hid her face in her hands.

			“I mean,” con­tin­ued Mon­ta­lais, piti­less­ly, “that tor­rent which burst through the gates of the Carmelites of Chail­lot, and over­threw all the prej­u­dices of the court, as well at Fontainebleau as at Paris.”

			“Alas! alas!” mur­mured La Val­lière, her face still cov­ered by her hands, and her tears stream­ing through her fin­gers.

			“Oh, don’t dis­tress your­self in that man­ner, for you have on­ly heard half of your trou­bles.”

			“In Heav­en’s name,” ex­claimed the young girl, in great anx­i­ety, “what is the mat­ter?”

			“Well, then, this is how the mat­ter stands: Madame, who can no longer re­ly up­on any fur­ther as­sis­tance in France; for she has, one af­ter the oth­er, made use of the two queens, of Mon­sieur, and the whole court, too, now be­thinks her­self of a cer­tain per­son who has cer­tain pre­tend­ed rights over you.”

			La Val­lière be­came as white as a mar­ble stat­ue.

			“This per­son,” con­tin­ued Madame, “is not in Paris at this mo­ment; but, if I am not mis­tak­en, is, just now, in Eng­land.”

			“Yes, yes,” breathed La Val­lière, al­most over­whelmed with ter­ror.

			“And is to be found, I think, at the court of Charles II; am I right?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, this evening a let­ter has been dis­patched by Madame to Saint James’s, with di­rec­tions for the couri­er to go straight to Hamp­ton Court, which I be­lieve is one of the roy­al res­i­dences, sit­u­at­ed about a dozen miles from Lon­don.”

			“Yes, well?”

			“Well; as Madame writes reg­u­lar­ly to Lon­don once a fort­night, and as the or­di­nary couri­er left for Lon­don not more than three days ago, I have been think­ing that some se­ri­ous cir­cum­stance alone could have in­duced her to write again so soon, for you know she is a very in­do­lent cor­re­spon­dent.”

			“Yes.”

			“This let­ter has been writ­ten, there­fore, some­thing tells me so, at least, on your ac­count.”

			“On my ac­count?” re­peat­ed the un­hap­py girl, me­chan­i­cal­ly.

			“And I, who saw the let­ter ly­ing on Madame’s desk be­fore she sealed it, fan­cied I could read—”

			“What did you fan­cy you could read?”

			“I might pos­si­bly have been mis­tak­en, though—”

			“Tell me—what was it?”

			“The name of Bragelonne.”

			La Val­lière rose hur­ried­ly from her chair, a prey to the most painful ag­i­ta­tion. “Mon­ta­lais,” she said, her voice bro­ken by sobs, “all my smil­ing dreams of youth and in­no­cence have fled al­ready. I have noth­ing now to con­ceal, ei­ther from you or any­one else. My life is ex­posed to ev­ery­one’s in­spec­tion, and can be opened like a book, in which all the world can read, from the king him­self to the first passer­by. Au­re, dear­est Au­re, what can I do—what will be­come of me?”

			Mon­ta­lais ap­proached close to her, and said, “Con­sult your own heart, of course.”

			“Well; I do not love M. de Bragelonne; when I say I do not love him, un­der­stand that I love him as the most af­fec­tion­ate sis­ter could love the best of broth­ers, but that is not what he re­quires, nor what I promised him.”

			“In fact, you love the king,” said Mon­ta­lais, “and that is a suf­fi­cient­ly good ex­cuse.”

			“Yes, I do love the king,” hoarse­ly mur­mured the young girl, “and I have paid dear­ly enough for pro­nounc­ing those words. And now, Mon­ta­lais, tell me—what can you do ei­ther for me, or against me, in my present po­si­tion?”

			“You must speak more clear­ly still.”

			“What am I to say, then?”

			“And so you have noth­ing very par­tic­u­lar to tell me?”

			“No!” said Louise, in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Very good; and so all you have to ask me is my ad­vice re­spect­ing M. Raoul?”

			“Noth­ing else.”

			“It is a very del­i­cate sub­ject,” replied Mon­ta­lais.

			“No, it is noth­ing of the kind. Ought I to mar­ry him in or­der to keep the prom­ise I made, or ought I con­tin­ue to lis­ten to the king?”

			“You have re­al­ly placed me in a very dif­fi­cult po­si­tion,” said Mon­ta­lais, smil­ing; “you ask me if you ought to mar­ry Raoul, whose friend I am, and whom I shall mor­tal­ly of­fend in giv­ing my opin­ion against him; and then, you ask me if you should cease to lis­ten to the king, whose sub­ject I am, and whom I should of­fend if I were to ad­vise you in a par­tic­u­lar way. Ah, Louise, you seem to hold a dif­fi­cult po­si­tion at a very cheap rate.”

			“You have not un­der­stood me, Au­re,” said La Val­lière, wound­ed by the slight­ly mock­ing tone of her com­pan­ion; “if I were to mar­ry M. de Bragelonne, I should be far from be­stow­ing on him the hap­pi­ness he de­serves; but, for the same rea­son, if I lis­ten to the king he would be­come the pos­ses­sor of one in­dif­fer­ent in very many as­pects, I ad­mit, but one on whom his af­fec­tion con­fers an ap­pear­ance of val­ue. What I ask you, then, is to tell me some means of dis­en­gag­ing my­self hon­or­ably ei­ther from the one or from the oth­er; or rather, I ask you, from which side you think I can free my­self most hon­or­ably.”

			“My dear Louise,” replied Mon­ta­lais, af­ter a pause, “I am not one of the sev­en wise men of Greece, and I have no per­fect­ly in­vari­able rules of con­duct to gov­ern me; but, on the oth­er hand, I have a lit­tle ex­pe­ri­ence, and I can as­sure you that no wom­an ev­er asks for ad­vice of the na­ture which you have just asked me, with­out be­ing in a ter­ri­ble state of em­bar­rass­ment. Be­sides, you have made a solemn prom­ise, which ev­ery prin­ci­ple of hon­or re­quires you to ful­fil; if, there­fore, you are em­bar­rassed, in con­se­quence of hav­ing un­der­tak­en such an en­gage­ment, it is not a stranger’s ad­vice (ev­ery­one is a stranger to a heart full of love), it is not my ad­vice, I re­peat, that can ex­tri­cate you from your em­bar­rass­ment. I shall not give it you, there­fore; and for a greater rea­son still—be­cause, were I in your place, I should feel much more em­bar­rassed af­ter the ad­vice than be­fore it. All I can do is, to re­peat what I have al­ready told you; shall I as­sist you?”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“Very well; that is all. Tell me in what way you wish me to help you; tell me for and against whom—in this way we shall not make any blun­ders.”

			“But first of all,” said La Val­lière, press­ing her com­pan­ion’s hand, “for whom or against whom do you de­cide?”

			“For you, if you are re­al­ly and tru­ly my friend.”

			“Are you not Madame’s con­fi­dant?”

			“A greater rea­son for be­ing of ser­vice to you; if I were not to know what is go­ing on in that di­rec­tion I should not be of any ser­vice at all, and con­se­quent­ly you would not ob­tain any ad­van­tage from my ac­quain­tance. Friend­ships live and thrive up­on a sys­tem of re­cip­ro­cal ben­e­fits.”

			“The re­sult is, then, that you will re­main at the same time Madame’s friend al­so?”

			“Ev­i­dent­ly. Do you com­plain of that?”

			“I hard­ly know,” sighed La Val­lière, thought­ful­ly, for this cyn­i­cal frank­ness ap­peared to her an of­fense both to the wom­an and the friend.

			“All well and good, then,” said Mon­ta­lais, “for if you did, you would be very fool­ish.”

			“You wish to serve me, then?”

			“De­vot­ed­ly—if you will serve me in re­turn.”

			“One would al­most say that you do not know my heart,” said La Val­lière, look­ing at Mon­ta­lais with her eyes wide open.

			“Why, the fact is, that since we have be­longed to the court, my dear Louise, we are very much changed.”

			“In what way?”

			“It is very sim­ple. Were you the sec­ond queen of France yon­der, at Blois?”

			La Val­lière hung down her head, and be­gan to weep. Mon­ta­lais looked at her in an in­de­fin­able man­ner, and mur­mured “Poor girl!” and then, adding, “Poor king!” she kissed Louise on the fore­head, and re­turned to her apart­ment, where Mal­icorne was wait­ing for her.
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				The Por­trait

			
			In that mal­a­dy which is termed love the parox­ysms suc­ceed each oth­er at in­ter­vals, ev­er ac­cel­er­at­ing from the mo­ment the dis­ease de­clares it­self. By and by, the parox­ysms are less fre­quent, in pro­por­tion as the cure ap­proach­es. This be­ing laid down as a gen­er­al ax­iom, and as the lead­ing ar­ti­cle of a par­tic­u­lar chap­ter, we will now pro­ceed with our recital. The next day, the day fixed by the king for the first con­ver­sa­tion in Saint-Aig­nan’s room, La Val­lière, on open­ing one of the folds of the screen, found up­on the floor a let­ter in the king’s hand­writ­ing. The let­ter had been passed, through a slit in the floor, from the low­er apart­ment to her own. No in­dis­creet hand or cu­ri­ous gaze could have brought or did bring this sim­ple pa­per. This, too, was one of Mal­icorne’s ideas. Hav­ing seen how very ser­vice­able Saint-Aig­nan would be­come to the king on ac­count of his apart­ment, he did not wish that the courtier should be­come still more in­dis­pens­able as a mes­sen­ger, and so he had, on his own pri­vate ac­count, re­served this last post for him­self. La Val­lière most ea­ger­ly read the let­ter, which fixed two o’clock that same af­ter­noon for the ren­dezvous, and which in­di­cat­ed the way of rais­ing the trap­door which was con­struct­ed out of the floor­ing. “Make your­self look as beau­ti­ful as you can,” added the post­script of the let­ter, words which as­ton­ished the young girl, but at the same time re­as­sured her.

			The hours passed away very slow­ly, but the time fixed, how­ev­er, ar­rived at last. As punc­tu­al as the priest­ess Hero, Louise lift­ed up the trap­door at the last stroke of the hour of two, and found the king on the steps, wait­ing for her with the great­est re­spect, in or­der to give her his hand to de­scend. The del­i­ca­cy and def­er­ence shown in this at­ten­tion af­fect­ed her very pow­er­ful­ly. At the foot of the stair­case the two lovers found the comte, who, with a smile and a low rev­er­ence dis­tin­guished by the best taste, ex­pressed his thanks to La Val­lière for the hon­or she con­ferred up­on him. Then turn­ing to­wards the king, he said:

			“Sire, our man is here.” La Val­lière looked at the king with some un­easi­ness.

			“Made­moi­selle,” said the king, “if I have begged you to do me the hon­or of com­ing down here, it was from an in­ter­est­ed mo­tive. I have pro­cured a most ad­mirable por­trait painter, who is cel­e­brat­ed for the fi­deli­ty of his like­ness­es, and I wish you to be kind enough to au­tho­rize him to paint yours. Be­sides, if you pos­i­tive­ly wish it, the por­trait shall re­main in your own pos­ses­sion.” La Val­lière blushed. “You see,” said the king to her, “we shall not be three as you wished, but four in­stead. And, so long as we are not alone, there can be as many present as you please.” La Val­lière gen­tly pressed her roy­al lover’s hand.

			“Shall we pass in­to the next room, sire?” said Saint-Aig­nan, open­ing the door to let his guests pre­cede him. The king walked be­hind La Val­lière, and fixed his eyes lin­ger­ing­ly and pas­sion­ate­ly up­on that neck as white as snow, up­on which her long fair ringlets fell in heavy mass­es. La Val­lière was dressed in a thick silk robe of pearl gray col­or, with a tinge of rose, with jet or­na­ments, which dis­played to greater ef­fect the daz­zling pu­ri­ty of her skin, hold­ing in her slen­der and trans­par­ent hands a bou­quet of heart­sease, Ben­gal ros­es, and clema­tis, sur­round­ed with leaves of the ten­der­est green, above which up­rose, like a tiny gob­let spilling mag­ic in­flu­ence a Haar­lem tulip of gray and vi­o­let tints of a pure and beau­ti­ful species, which had cost the gar­den­er five years’ toil of com­bi­na­tions and the king five thou­sand francs. Louis had placed this bou­quet in La Val­lière’s hand as he salut­ed her. In the room, the door of which Saint-Aig­nan had just opened, a young man was stand­ing, dressed in a pur­ple vel­vet jack­et, with beau­ti­ful black eyes and long brown hair. It was the painter; his can­vas was quite ready, and his pal­ette pre­pared for use.

			He bowed to La Val­lière with the grave cu­rios­i­ty of an artist who is study­ing his mod­el, salut­ed the king dis­creet­ly, as if he did not rec­og­nize him, and as he would, con­se­quent­ly, have salut­ed any oth­er gen­tle­man. Then, lead­ing Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière to the seat he had ar­ranged for her, he begged her to sit down.

			The young girl as­sumed an at­ti­tude grace­ful and un­re­strained, her hands oc­cu­pied and her limbs re­clin­ing on cush­ions; and in or­der that her gaze might not as­sume a vague or af­fect­ed ex­pres­sion, the painter begged her to choose some kind of oc­cu­pa­tion, so as to en­gage her at­ten­tion; where­upon Louis XIV, smil­ing, sat down on the cush­ions at La Val­lière’s feet; so that she, in the re­clin­ing pos­ture she had as­sumed, lean­ing back in the arm­chair, hold­ing her flow­ers in her hand, and he, with his eyes raised to­wards her and fixed de­vour­ing­ly on her face—they, both to­geth­er, formed so charm­ing a group, that the artist con­tem­plat­ed paint­ing it with pro­fes­sion­al de­light, while on his side, Saint-Aig­nan re­gard­ed them with feel­ings of en­vy. The painter sketched rapid­ly; and very soon, be­neath the ear­li­est touch­es of the brush, there start­ed in­to life, out of the gray back­ground, the gen­tle, po­et­ry-breath­ing face, with its soft calm eyes and del­i­cate­ly tint­ed cheeks, en­framed in the mass­es of hair which fell about her neck. The lovers, how­ev­er, spoke but lit­tle, and looked at each oth­er a great deal; some­times their eyes be­came so lan­guish­ing in their gaze, that the painter was obliged to in­ter­rupt his work in or­der to avoid rep­re­sent­ing an Eryci­na in­stead a of La Val­lière. It was on such oc­ca­sions that Saint-Aig­nan came to the res­cue, and re­cit­ed vers­es, or re­peat­ed one of those lit­tle tales such as Pa­tru re­lat­ed, and Talle­mant des Reaux wrote so clev­er­ly. Or, it might be that La Val­lière was fa­tigued, and the sit­ting was, there­fore, sus­pend­ed for awhile; and, im­me­di­ate­ly, a tray of pre­cious porce­lain laden with the most beau­ti­ful fruits which could be ob­tained, and rich wines dis­till­ing their bright col­ors in sil­ver gob­lets, beau­ti­ful­ly chased, served as ac­ces­sories to the pic­ture of which the painter could but re­trace the most ephemer­al re­sem­blance.

			Louis was in­tox­i­cat­ed with love, La Val­lière with hap­pi­ness, Saint-Aig­nan with am­bi­tion, and the painter was stor­ing up rec­ol­lec­tions for his old age. Two hours passed away in this man­ner, and four o’clock hav­ing struck, La Val­lière rose, and made a sign to the king. Louis al­so rose, ap­proached the pic­ture, and ad­dressed a few flat­ter­ing re­marks to the painter. Saint-Aig­nan al­so praised the pic­ture, which, as he pre­tend­ed, was al­ready be­gin­ning to as­sume an ac­cu­rate re­sem­blance. La Val­lière in her turn, blush­ing­ly thanked the painter and passed in­to the next room, where the king fol­lowed her, af­ter hav­ing pre­vi­ous­ly sum­moned Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Will you not come to­mor­row?” he said to La Val­lière.

			“Oh! sire, pray think that some­one will be sure to come to my room, and will not find me there.”

			“Well?”

			“What will be­come of me in that case?”

			“You are very ap­pre­hen­sive, Louise.”

			“But at all events, sup­pose Madame were to send for me?”

			“Oh!” replied the king, “will the day nev­er come when you your­self will tell me to brave ev­ery­thing so that I may not have to leave you again?”

			“On that day, sire, I shall be quite out of my mind, and you must not be­lieve me.”

			“To­mor­row, Louise.”

			La Val­lière sighed, but, with­out the courage to op­pose her roy­al lover’s wish, she re­peat­ed, “To­mor­row, then, since you de­sire it, sire,” and with these words she ran light­ly up the stairs, and dis­ap­peared from her lover’s gaze.

			“Well, sire?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan, when she had left.

			“Well, Saint-Aig­nan, yes­ter­day I thought my­self the hap­pi­est of men.”

			“And does Your Majesty, then, re­gard your­self to­day,” said the comte, smil­ing, “as the un­hap­pi­est of men?”

			“No; but my love for her is an un­quench­able thirst; in vain do I drink, in vain do I swal­low the drops of wa­ter which your in­dus­try pro­cures for me; the more I drink, the more un­quench­able it be­comes.”

			“Sire, that is in some de­gree your own fault, and Your Majesty alone has made the po­si­tion such as it is.”

			“You are right.”

			“In that case, there­fore, the means to be hap­py, is to fan­cy your­self sat­is­fied, and to wait.”

			“Wait! you know that word, then?”

			“There, there, sire—do not de­spair: I have al­ready been at work on your be­half—I have still oth­er re­sources in store.” The king shook his head in a de­spair­ing man­ner.

			“What, sire! have you not been sat­is­fied hith­er­to?”

			“Oh! yes, in­deed, yes, my dear Saint-Aig­nan; but in­vent, for Heav­en’s sake, in­vent some fur­ther project yet.”

			“Sire, I un­der­take to do my best, and that is all that any­one can do.”

			The king wished to see the por­trait again, as he was un­able to see the orig­i­nal. He point­ed out sev­er­al al­ter­ations to the painter and left the room, and then Saint-Aig­nan dis­missed the artist. The easel, paints, and painter him­self, had scarce­ly gone, when Mal­icorne showed his head in the door­way. He was re­ceived by Saint-Aig­nan with open arms, but still with a lit­tle sad­ness, for the cloud which had passed across the roy­al sun, veiled, in its turn, the faith­ful satel­lite, and Mal­icorne at a glance per­ceived the melan­choly that brood­ed on Saint-Aig­nan’s face.

			“Oh, Mon­sieur le Comte,” he said, “how sad you seem!”

			“And good rea­son too, my dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne. Will you be­lieve that the king is still dis­sat­is­fied?”

			“With his stair­case, do you mean?”

			“Oh, no; on the con­trary, he is de­light­ed with the stair­case.”

			“The dec­o­ra­tions of the apart­ments, I sup­pose, don’t please him.”

			“Oh! he has not even thought of that. No, in­deed, it seems that what has dis­sat­is­fied the king—”

			“I will tell you, Mon­sieur le Comte—he is dis­sat­is­fied at find­ing him­self the fourth per­son at a ren­dezvous of this kind. How is it pos­si­ble you could not have guessed that?”

			“Why, how is it like­ly I could have done so, dear M. Mal­icorne, when I fol­lowed the king’s in­struc­tions to the very let­ter?”

			“Did His Majesty re­al­ly in­sist on your be­ing present?”

			“Pos­i­tive­ly.”

			“And al­so re­quired that the painter, whom I met down­stairs just now, should be here, too?”

			“He in­sist­ed up­on it.”

			“In that case, I can eas­i­ly un­der­stand why His Majesty is dis­sat­is­fied.”

			“What! dis­sat­is­fied that I have so punc­tu­al­ly and so lit­er­al­ly obeyed his or­ders? I don’t un­der­stand you.”

			Mal­icorne be­gan to scratch his ear, as he asked, “What time did the king fix for the ren­dezvous in your apart­ments?”

			“Two o’clock.”

			“And you were wait­ing for the king?”

			“Ev­er since half-past one; it would have been a fine thing, in­deed, to have been un­punc­tu­al with His Majesty.”

			Mal­icorne, not­with­stand­ing his re­spect for Saint-Aig­nan, could not help smil­ing. “And the painter,” he said, “did the king wish him to be here at two o’clock, al­so?”

			“No; but I had him wait­ing here from mid­day. Far bet­ter, you know, for a painter to be kept wait­ing a cou­ple of hours than the king a sin­gle minute.”

			Mal­icorne be­gan to laugh aloud. “Come, dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “laugh less at me, and speak a lit­tle more freely, I beg.”

			“Well, then, Mon­sieur le Comte, if you wish the king to be a lit­tle more sat­is­fied the next time he comes—”

			“ ‘Ven­tre saint-gris!’ as his grand­fa­ther used to say; of course I wish it.”

			“Well, all you have to do is, when the king comes to­mor­row, to be obliged to go away on a most press­ing mat­ter of busi­ness, which can­not pos­si­bly be post­poned, and stay away for twen­ty min­utes.”

			“What! leave the king alone for twen­ty min­utes?” cried Saint-Aig­nan, in alarm.

			“Very well, do as you like; don’t pay any at­ten­tion to what I say,” said Mal­icorne, mov­ing to­wards the door.

			“Nay, nay, dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne; on the con­trary, go on—I be­gin to un­der­stand you. But the painter—”

			“Oh! the painter must be half an hour late.”

			“Half an hour—do you re­al­ly think so?”

			“Yes, I do, de­cid­ed­ly.”

			“Very well, then, I will do as you tell me.”

			“And my opin­ion is, that you will be do­ing per­fect­ly right. Will you al­low me to call up­on you for the lat­est news to­mor­row?”

			“Of course.”

			“I have the hon­or to be your most re­spect­ful ser­vant, M. de Saint-Aig­nan,” said Mal­icorne, bow­ing pro­found­ly and re­tir­ing from the room back­wards.

			“There is no doubt that fel­low has more in­ven­tion than I have,” said Saint-Aig­nan, as if com­pelled by his con­vic­tion to ad­mit it.
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				Hamp­ton Court

			
			The rev­e­la­tion we have wit­nessed, that Mon­ta­lais made to La Val­lière, in a pre­ced­ing chap­ter, very nat­u­ral­ly makes us re­turn to the prin­ci­pal hero of this tale, a poor wan­der­ing knight, rov­ing about at the king’s caprice. If our read­ers will be good enough to fol­low us, we will, in his com­pa­ny, cross that strait, more stormy than the Eu­ri­pus, which sep­a­rates Calais from Dover; we will speed across that green and fer­tile coun­try, with its nu­mer­ous lit­tle streams; through Maid­stone, and many oth­er vil­lages and towns, each pret­ti­er than the oth­er; and, fi­nal­ly, ar­rive at Lon­don. From thence, like blood­hounds fol­low­ing a track, af­ter hav­ing as­cer­tained that Raoul had made his first stay at White­hall, his sec­ond at St. James’s, and hav­ing learned that he had been warm­ly re­ceived by Mon­ck, and in­tro­duced to the best so­ci­ety of Charles II’s court, we will fol­low him to one of Charles II’s sum­mer res­i­dences near the live­ly lit­tle vil­lage of Kingston, at Hamp­ton Court, sit­u­at­ed on the Thames. The riv­er is not, at that spot, the boast­ful high­way which bears up­on its broad bo­som its thou­sands of trav­el­ers; nor are its wa­ters black and trou­bled as those of Co­cy­tus, as it boast­ful­ly as­serts, “I, too, am cousin of the old ocean.” No, at Hamp­ton Court it is a soft and mur­mur­ing stream, with moss-fringed banks, re­flect­ing, in its broad mir­ror, the wil­lows and beech­es which or­na­ment its sides, and on which may oc­ca­sion­al­ly be seen a light bark in­do­lent­ly re­clin­ing among the tall reeds, in a lit­tle creek formed of alders and for­get-me-nots. The sur­round­ing coun­try on all sides smiled in hap­pi­ness and wealth; the brick cot­tages from whose chim­neys the blue smoke was slow­ly as­cend­ing in wreaths, peeped forth from the belts of green hol­ly which en­vi­roned them; chil­dren dressed in red frocks ap­peared and dis­ap­peared amidst the high grass, like pop­pies bowed by the gen­tler breath of the pass­ing breeze. The sheep, ru­mi­nat­ing with half-closed eyes, lay lazi­ly about un­der the shad­ow of the stunt­ed as­pens, while, far and near, the king­fish­ers, plumed with emer­ald and gold, skimmed swift­ly along the sur­face of the wa­ter, like a mag­ic ball heed­less­ly touch­ing, as he passed, the line of his broth­er an­gler, who sat watch­ing in his boat the fish as they rose to the sur­face of the sparkling stream. High above this par­adise of dark shad­ows and soft light, rose the palace of Hamp­ton Court, built by Wolsey—a res­i­dence the haughty car­di­nal had been obliged, timid courtier that he was, to of­fer to his mas­ter, Hen­ry VI­II, who had glow­ered with en­vy and cu­pid­i­ty at the mag­nif­i­cent new home. Hamp­ton Court, with its brick walls, its large win­dows, its hand­some iron gates, as well as its cu­ri­ous bell tur­rets, its re­tired cov­ered walks, and in­te­ri­or foun­tains, like those of the Al­ham­bra, was a per­fect bow­er of ros­es, jas­mine, and clema­tis. Ev­ery sense, sight and smell par­tic­u­lar­ly, was grat­i­fied, and the re­cep­tion-rooms formed a very charm­ing frame­work for the pic­tures of love which Charles II un­rolled among the volup­tuous paint­ings of Titian, of Por­de­none and of Van Dy­ck; the same Charles whose fa­ther’s por­trait—the mar­tyr king—was hang­ing in his gallery, and who could show up­on the wain­scots of the var­i­ous apart­ments the holes made by the balls of the pu­ri­tan­i­cal fol­low­ers of Cromwell, on the 24th of Au­gust, 1648, at the time they had brought Charles I pris­on­er to Hamp­ton Court. There it was that the king, in­tox­i­cat­ed with plea­sure and ad­ven­ture, held his court—he, who, a po­et in feel­ing, thought him­self jus­ti­fied in re­deem­ing, by a whole day of volup­tuous­ness, ev­ery minute which had been for­mer­ly passed in an­guish and mis­ery. It was not the soft green sward of Hamp­ton Court—so soft that it al­most re­sem­bled the rich­est vel­vet in the thick­ness of its tex­ture—nor was it the beds of flow­ers, with their var­ie­gat­ed hues which en­cir­cled the foot of ev­ery tree with rose-trees many feet in height, em­brac­ing most lov­ing­ly their trunks—nor even the enor­mous lime-trees, whose branch­es swept the earth like wil­lows, of­fer­ing a ready con­ceal­ment for love or re­flec­tion be­neath the shade of their fo­liage—it was none of these things for which Charles II loved his palace of Hamp­ton Court. Per­haps it might have been that beau­ti­ful sheet of wa­ter, which the cool breeze rip­pled like the wavy un­du­la­tions of Cleopa­tra’s hair, wa­ters be­decked with cress­es and white wa­ter-lilies, whose chaste bulbs which, coy­ly un­fold­ing them­selves be­neath the sun’s warm rays, re­veal the gold­en gems which lie con­cealed with­in their milky petals—mur­mur­ing wa­ters, on the bo­som of which black swans ma­jes­ti­cal­ly float­ed, and the grace­ful wa­ter­fowl, with their ten­der broods cov­ered with silken down, dart­ed rest­less­ly in ev­ery di­rec­tion, in pur­suit of the in­sects among the reeds, or the fogs in their mossy re­treats. Per­haps it might have been the enor­mous hol­lies, with their dark and ten­der green fo­liage; or the bridges unit­ing the banks of the canals in their em­brace; or the fawns brows­ing in the end­less av­enues of the park; or the in­nu­mer­able birds that hopped about the gar­dens, or flew from branch to branch, amidst the emer­ald fo­liage.

			It might well have been any of these charms—for Hamp­ton Court had them all; and pos­sessed, too, al­most forests of white ros­es, which climbed and trailed along the lofty trel­lis­es, show­er­ing down up­on the ground their snowy leaves rich with soft per­fumery. But no, what Charles II most loved in Hamp­ton Court were the charm­ing fig­ures who, when mid­day was past, flit­ted to and fro along the broad ter­races of the gar­dens; like Louis XIV, he had their wealth of beau­ties paint­ed for his gallery by one of the great artists of the pe­ri­od—an artist who well knew the se­cret of trans­fer­ring to can­vas the rays of light which es­caped from beam­ing eyes heavy laden with love and love’s de­lights.

			The day of our ar­rival at Hamp­ton Court is al­most as clear and bright as a sum­mer’s day in France; the at­mos­phere is heavy with the de­li­cious per­fume of gera­ni­ums, sweet-peas, seringas, and he­liotrope scat­tered in pro­fu­sion around. It is past mid­day, and the king, hav­ing dined af­ter his re­turn from hunt­ing, paid a vis­it to La­dy Castle­maine, the la­dy who was re­put­ed at the time to hold his heart in bondage; and this proof of his de­vo­tion dis­charged, he was read­i­ly per­mit­ted to pur­sue his in­fi­deli­ties un­til evening ar­rived. Love and amuse­ment ruled the en­tire court; it was the pe­ri­od when ladies would se­ri­ous­ly in­ter­ro­gate their rud­er com­pan­ions as to their opin­ions up­on a foot more or less cap­ti­vat­ing, ac­cord­ing to whether it wore a pink or lilac silk stock­ing—for it was the pe­ri­od when Charles II had de­clared that there was no hope of safe­ty for a wom­an who wore green silk stock­ings, be­cause Miss Lucy Stew­art wore them of that col­or. While the king is en­deav­or­ing in all di­rec­tions to in­cul­cate oth­ers with his pref­er­ences on this point, we will our­selves bend our steps to­wards an av­enue of beech-trees op­po­site the ter­race, and lis­ten to the con­ver­sa­tion of a young girl in a dark-col­ored dress, who is walk­ing with an­oth­er of about her own age dressed in blue. They crossed a beau­ti­ful lawn, from the cen­ter of which sprang a foun­tain, with the fig­ure of a siren ex­e­cut­ed in bronze, and strolled on, talk­ing as they went, to­wards the ter­race, along which, look­ing out up­on the park and in­ter­spersed at fre­quent in­ter­vals, were erect­ed sum­mer­hous­es, di­verse in form and or­na­ment; these sum­mer­hous­es were near­ly all oc­cu­pied; the two young wom­en passed on, the one blush­ing deeply, while the oth­er seemed dream­i­ly silent. At last, hav­ing reached the end of the ter­race which looks on the riv­er, and find­ing there a cool re­treat, they sat down close to each oth­er.

			“Where are we go­ing?” said the younger to her com­pan­ion.

			“My dear, we are go­ing where you your­self led the way.”

			“I?”

			“Yes, you; to the ex­trem­i­ty of the palace, to­wards that seat yon­der, where the young French­man is seat­ed, wast­ing his time in sighs and lamen­ta­tions.”

			Miss Mary Grafton hur­ried­ly said, “No, no; I am not go­ing there.”

			“Why not?”

			“Let us go back, Lucy.”

			“Nay, on the con­trary, let us go on, and have an ex­pla­na­tion.”

			“What about?”

			“About how it hap­pens that the Vi­comte de Bragelonne al­ways ac­com­pa­nies you in all your walks, as you in­vari­ably ac­com­pa­ny him in his.”

			“And you con­clude ei­ther that he loves me, or that I love him?”

			“Why not?—he is a most agree­able and charm­ing com­pan­ion.—No one hears me, I hope,” said Lucy Stew­art, as she turned round with a smile, which in­di­cat­ed, more­over, that her un­easi­ness on the sub­ject was not ex­treme.

			“No, no,” said Mary, “the king is en­gaged in his sum­mer­house with the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Oh! apro­pos of the duke, Mary, it seems he has shown you great at­ten­tion since his re­turn from France; how is your own heart in that di­rec­tion?”

			Mary Grafton shrugged her shoul­ders with seem­ing in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Well, well, I will ask Bragelonne about it,” said Stew­art, laugh­ing; “let us go and find him at once.”

			“What for?”

			“I wish to speak to him.”

			“Not yet, one word be­fore you do: come, come, you who know so many of the king’s se­crets, tell me why M. de Bragelonne is in Eng­land?”

			“Be­cause he was sent as an en­voy from one sov­er­eign to an­oth­er.”

			“That may be; but, se­ri­ous­ly, al­though pol­i­tics do not much con­cern us, we know enough to be sat­is­fied that M. de Bragelonne has no mis­sion of se­ri­ous im­port here.”

			“Well, then, lis­ten,” said Stew­art, with as­sumed grav­i­ty, “for your sake I am go­ing to be­tray a state se­cret. Shall I tell you the na­ture of the let­ter which King Louis XIV gave M. de Bragelonne for King Charles II? I will; these are the very words: ‘My broth­er, the bear­er of this is a gen­tle­man at­tached to my court, and the son of one whom you re­gard most warm­ly. Treat him kind­ly, I beg, and try and make him like Eng­land.’ ”

			“Did it say that!”

			“Word for word—or some­thing very like it. I will not an­swer for the form, but the sub­stance I am sure of.”

			“Well, and what con­clu­sion do you, or rather what con­clu­sion does the king, draw from that?”

			“That the king of France has his own rea­sons for re­mov­ing M. de Bragelonne, and for get­ting him mar­ried any­where else than in France.”

			“So that, then, in con­se­quence of this let­ter—”

			“King Charles re­ceived M. de Bragelonne, as you are aware, in the most dis­tin­guished and friend­ly man­ner; the hand­somest apart­ments in White­hall were al­lot­ted to him; and as you are the most valu­able and pre­cious per­son in his court, inas­much as you have re­ject­ed his heart—nay, do not blush—he wished you to take a fan­cy to this French­man, and he was de­sirous to con­fer up­on him so cost­ly a prize. And this is the rea­son why you, the heiress of three hun­dred thou­sand pounds, a fu­ture duchess, so beau­ti­ful, so good, have been thrown in Bragelonne’s way, in all the prom­e­nades and par­ties of plea­sure to which he was in­vit­ed. In fact it was a plot—a kind of con­spir­a­cy.”

			Mary Grafton smiled with that charm­ing ex­pres­sion which was ha­bit­u­al to her, and press­ing her com­pan­ion’s arm, said: “Thank the king, Lucy.”

			“Yes, yes, but the Duke of Buck­ing­ham is jeal­ous, so take care.”

			Hard­ly had she pro­nounced these words, when the duke ap­peared from one of the pavil­ions on the ter­race, and, ap­proach­ing the two girls, with a smile, said, “You are mis­tak­en, Miss Lucy; I am not jeal­ous; and the proof, Miss Mary, is yon­der, in the per­son of M. de Bragelonne him­self, who ought to be the cause of my jeal­ousy, but who is dream­ing in pen­sive soli­tude. Poor fel­low! Al­low me to leave you for a few min­utes, while I avail my­self of those few min­utes to con­verse with Miss Lucy Stew­art, to whom I have some­thing to say.” And then, bow­ing to Lucy, he added, “Will you do me the hon­or to ac­cept my hand, in or­der that I may lead you to the king, who is wait­ing for us?” With these words, Buck­ing­ham, still smil­ing, took Miss Stew­art’s hand, and led her away. When by her­self, Mary Grafton, her head gen­tly in­clined to­wards her shoul­der, with that in­do­lent grace­ful­ness of ac­tion which dis­tin­guish­es young Eng­lish girls, re­mained for a mo­ment with her eyes fixed on Raoul, but as if un­cer­tain what to do. At last, af­ter first blush­ing vi­o­lent­ly, and then turn­ing dead­ly pale, thus re­veal­ing the in­ter­nal com­bat which as­sailed her heart, she seemed to make up her mind to adopt a de­cid­ed course, and with a tol­er­a­bly firm step, ad­vanced to­wards the seat on which Raoul was re­clin­ing, buried in the pro­found­est med­i­ta­tion, as we have al­ready said. The sound of Miss Mary’s steps, though they could hard­ly be heard up­on the green sward, awak­ened Raoul from his mus­ing at­ti­tude; he turned round, per­ceived the young girl, and walked for­ward to meet the com­pan­ion whom his hap­py des­tiny had thrown in his way.

			“I have been sent to you, Mon­sieur,” said Mary Grafton; “will you take care of me?”

			“To whom is my grat­i­tude due, for so great a hap­pi­ness?” in­quired Raoul.

			“To the Duke of Buck­ing­ham,” replied Mary, af­fect­ing a gayety she did not re­al­ly feel.

			“To the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, do you say?—he who so pas­sion­ate­ly seeks your charm­ing so­ci­ety! Am I re­al­ly to be­lieve you are se­ri­ous, Made­moi­selle?”

			“The fact is, Mon­sieur, you per­ceive, that ev­ery­thing seems to con­spire to make us pass the best, or rather the long­est, part of our days to­geth­er. Yes­ter­day it was the king who de­sired me to beg you to seat your­self next to me at din­ner; to­day, it is the Duke of Buck­ing­ham who begs me to come and place my­self near you on this seat.”

			“And he has gone away in or­der to leave us to­geth­er?” asked Raoul, with some em­bar­rass­ment.

			“Look yon­der, at the turn­ing of that path; he is just out of sight, with Miss Stew­art. Are these po­lite at­ten­tions usu­al in France, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte?”

			“I can­not very pre­cise­ly say what peo­ple do in France, Made­moi­selle, for I can hard­ly be called a French­man. I have resid­ed in many coun­tries, and al­most al­ways as a sol­dier; and then, I have spent a long pe­ri­od of my life in the coun­try. I am al­most a sav­age.”

			“You do not like your res­i­dence in Eng­land, I fear.”

			“I scarce­ly know,” said Raoul, inat­ten­tive­ly, and sigh­ing deeply at the same time.

			“What! you do not know?”

			“For­give me,” said Raoul, shak­ing his head, and col­lect­ing his thoughts, “I did not hear you.”

			“Oh!” said the young girl, sigh­ing in her turn, “how wrong the duke was to send me here!”

			“Wrong!” said Raoul, “per­haps so; for I am but a rude, un­couth com­pan­ion, and my so­ci­ety an­noys you. The duke did, in­deed, very wrong to send you.”

			“It is pre­cise­ly,” replied Mary Grafton, in a clear, calm voice, “be­cause your so­ci­ety does not an­noy me, that the duke was wrong to send me to you.”

			It was now Raoul’s turn to blush. “But,” he re­sumed, “how hap­pens it that the Duke of Buck­ing­ham should send you to me; and why did you come? the duke loves you, and you love him.”

			“No,” replied Mary, se­ri­ous­ly, “the duke does not love me, be­cause he is in love with the Duchesse d’Or­léans; and, as for my­self, I have no af­fec­tion for the duke.”

			Raoul looked at the young la­dy with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Are you a friend of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham?” she in­quired.

			“The duke has hon­ored me by call­ing me so ev­er since we met in France.”

			“You are sim­ple ac­quain­tances, then?”

			“No; for the duke is the most in­ti­mate friend of one whom I re­gard as a broth­er.”

			“The Duc de Guiche?”

			“Yes.”

			“He who is in love with Madame la Duchesse d’Or­léans?”

			“Oh! What is that you are say­ing?”

			“And who loves him in re­turn,” con­tin­ued the young girl, qui­et­ly.

			Raoul bent down his head, and Mary Grafton, sigh­ing deeply, con­tin­ued, “They are very hap­py. But, leave me, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, for the Duke of Buck­ing­ham has giv­en you a very trou­ble­some com­mis­sion in of­fer­ing me as a com­pan­ion for your prom­e­nade. Your heart is else­where, and it is with the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty you can be char­i­ta­ble enough to lend me your at­ten­tion. Con­fess tru­ly; it would be un­fair on your part, vi­comte, not to ad­mit it.”

			“Madame, I do con­fess it.”

			She looked at him steadi­ly. He was so no­ble and so hand­some in his bear­ing, his eyes re­vealed so much gen­tle­ness, can­dor, and res­o­lu­tion, that the idea could not pos­si­bly en­ter her mind that he was ei­ther rude­ly dis­cour­te­ous, or a mere sim­ple­ton. She on­ly per­ceived, clear­ly enough, that he loved an­oth­er wom­an, and not her­self, with the whole strength of his heart. “Ah! I now un­der­stand you,” she said; “you have left your heart be­hind you in France.” Raoul bowed. “The duke is aware of your af­fec­tion?”

			“No one knows it,” replied Raoul.

			“Why, there­fore, do you tell me? Nay, an­swer me.”

			“I can­not.”

			“It is for me, then, to an­tic­i­pate an ex­pla­na­tion; you do not wish to tell me any­thing, be­cause you are now con­vinced that I do not love the duke; be­cause you see that I pos­si­bly might have loved you; be­cause you are a gen­tle­man of no­ble and del­i­cate sen­ti­ments; and be­cause, in­stead of ac­cept­ing, even were it for the mere amuse­ment of the pass­ing hour, a hand which is al­most pressed up­on you; and be­cause, in­stead of meet­ing my smiles with a smil­ing lip, you, who are young, have pre­ferred to tell me, whom men have called beau­ti­ful, ‘My heart is over the sea—it is in France.’ For this, I thank you, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne; you are, in­deed, a no­ble-heart­ed, no­ble-mind­ed man, and I re­gard you all the more for it, as a friend on­ly. And now let us cease speak­ing of my­self, and talk of your own af­fairs. For­get that I have ev­er spo­ken to you of my­self, tell me why you are sad, and why you have be­come more than usu­al­ly so dur­ing these past four days?”

			Raoul was deeply and sen­si­bly moved by these sweet and melan­choly tones; and as he could not, at the mo­ment, find a word to say, the young girl again came to his as­sis­tance.

			“Pity me,” she said. “My moth­er was born in France, and I can tru­ly af­firm that I, too, am French in blood, as well as in feel­ing; but the lead­en at­mos­phere and char­ac­ter­is­tic gloom of Eng­land seem to weigh up­on me. Some­times my dreams are gold­en-hued and full of won­der­ful en­joy­ments, when sud­den­ly a mist ris­es and over­spreads my fan­cy, blot­ting them out for­ev­er. Such, in­deed, is the case at the present mo­ment. For­give me; I have now said enough on that sub­ject; give me your hand, and re­late your griefs to me as a friend.”

			“You say you are French in heart and soul?”

			“Yes, not on­ly, I re­peat it, that my moth­er was French, but, fur­ther, as my fa­ther, a friend of King Charles I, was ex­iled in France, I, dur­ing the tri­al of that prince, as well as dur­ing the Pro­tec­tor’s life, was brought up in Paris; at the Restora­tion of King Charles II, my poor fa­ther re­turned to Eng­land, where he died al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards; and then the king cre­at­ed me a duchess, and has dow­ered me ac­cord­ing to my rank.

			“Have you any re­la­tions in France?” Raoul in­quired, with the deep­est in­ter­est.

			“I have a sis­ter there, my se­nior by sev­en or eight years, who was mar­ried in France, and was ear­ly left a wid­ow; her name is Madame de Bel­lière. Do you know her?” she added, ob­serv­ing Raoul start sud­den­ly.

			“I have heard her name.”

			“She, too, loves with her whole heart; and her last let­ters in­form me she is hap­py, and her af­fec­tion is, I con­clude, re­turned. I told you, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, that al­though I pos­sess half of her na­ture, I do not share her hap­pi­ness. But let us now speak of your­self; whom do you love in France?”

			“A young girl, as soft and pure as a lily.”

			“But if she loves you, why are you sad?”

			“I have been told that she ceas­es to love me.”

			“You do not be­lieve it, I trust?”

			“He who wrote me so does not sign his let­ter.”

			“An anony­mous de­nun­ci­a­tion! some treach­ery, be as­sured,” said Miss Grafton.

			“Stay,” said Raoul, show­ing the young girl a let­ter which he had read over a thou­sand times; she took it from his hand and read as fol­lows:

			
				“Vi­comte—You are per­fect­ly right to amuse your­self yon­der with the love­ly faces of Charles II’s court, for at Louis XIV’s court, the cas­tle in which your af­fec­tions are en­shrined is be­ing be­sieged. Stay in Lon­don al­to­geth­er, poor vi­comte, or re­turn with­out de­lay to Paris.”

			

			“There is no sig­na­ture,” said Miss Mary.

			“None.”

			“Be­lieve it not, then.”

			“Very good; but here is a sec­ond let­ter, from my friend de Guiche, which says, ‘I am ly­ing here wound­ed and ill. Re­turn, Raoul, oh, re­turn!’ ”

			“What do you in­tend do­ing?” in­quired the young girl, with a feel­ing of op­pres­sion at her heart.

			“My in­ten­tion, as soon as I re­ceived this let­ter, was im­me­di­ate­ly to take my leave of the king.”

			“When did you re­ceive it?”

			“The day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			“It is dat­ed Fontainebleau.”

			“A sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stance, do you not think, for the court is now at Paris? At all events, I would have set off; but when I men­tioned my in­ten­tion to the king, he be­gan to laugh, and said to me, ‘How comes it, Mon­sieur l’Am­bas­sadeur, that you think of leav­ing? Has your sov­er­eign re­called you?’ I col­ored, nat­u­ral­ly enough, for I was con­fused by the ques­tion; for the fact is, the king him­self sent me here, and I have re­ceived no or­der to re­turn.”

			Mary frowned in deep thought, and said, “Do you re­main, then?”

			“I must, Made­moi­selle.”

			“Do you ev­er re­ceive any let­ters from her to whom you are so de­vot­ed?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Nev­er, do you say? Does she not love you, then?”

			“At least, she has not writ­ten to me since my de­par­ture, al­though she used oc­ca­sion­al­ly to write to me be­fore. I trust she may have been pre­vent­ed.”

			“Hush! the duke is com­ing.”

			And Buck­ing­ham at that mo­ment was seen at the end of the walk, ap­proach­ing to­wards them, alone and smil­ing; he ad­vanced slow­ly, and held out his hands to them both. “Have you ar­rived at an un­der­stand­ing?” he said.

			“About what?”

			“About what­ev­er might ren­der you hap­py, dear Mary, and make Raoul less mis­er­able.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, my lord,” said Raoul.

			“That is my view of the sub­ject, Miss Mary; do you wish me to men­tion it be­fore M. de Bragelonne?” he added, with a smile.

			“If you mean,” replied the young girl, haugh­ti­ly, “that I was not in­dis­posed to love M. de Bragelonne, that is use­less, for I have told him so my­self.”

			Buck­ing­ham re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, and, with­out seem­ing in any way dis­coun­te­nanced, as she ex­pect­ed, he said: “My rea­son for leav­ing you with M. de Bragelonne was, that I thor­ough­ly knew your re­fined del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing, no less than the per­fect loy­al­ty of your mind and heart, and I hoped that M. de Bragelonne’s cure might be ef­fect­ed by the hands of a physi­cian such as you are.”

			“But, my lord, be­fore you spoke of M. de Bragelonne’s heart, you spoke to me of your own. Do you mean to ef­fect the cure of two hearts at the same time?”

			“Per­fect­ly true, Madame; but you will do me the jus­tice to ad­mit that I have long dis­con­tin­ued a use­less pur­suit, ac­knowl­edg­ing that my own wound is in­cur­able.”

			“My lord,” said Mary, col­lect­ing her­self for a mo­ment be­fore she spoke, “M. de Bragelonne is hap­py, for he loves and is beloved. He has no need of such a physi­cian as I can be.”

			“M. de Bragelonne,” said Buck­ing­ham, “is on the very eve of ex­pe­ri­enc­ing a se­ri­ous mis­for­tune, and he has greater need than ev­er of sym­pa­thy and af­fec­tion.”

			“Ex­plain your­self, my lord,” in­quired Raoul, anx­ious­ly.

			“No; grad­u­al­ly I will ex­plain my­self; but, if you de­sire it, I can tell Miss Grafton what you may not lis­ten to your­self.”

			“My lord, you are putting me to the tor­ture; you know some­thing you wish to con­ceal from me?”

			“I know that Miss Mary Grafton is the most charm­ing ob­ject that a heart ill at ease could pos­si­bly meet with in its way through life.”

			“I have al­ready told you that the Vi­comte de Bragelonne loves else­where,” said the young girl.

			“He is wrong, then.”

			“Do you as­sume to know, my lord, that I am wrong?”

			“Yes.”

			“Whom is it that he loves, then?” ex­claimed the young girl.

			“He loves a la­dy who is un­wor­thy of him,” said Buck­ing­ham, with that calm, col­lect­ed man­ner pe­cu­liar to En­glish­men.

			Miss Grafton ut­tered a cry, which, to­geth­er with the re­mark that Buck­ing­ham had that mo­ment made, spread over de Bragelonne’s fea­tures a dead­ly pale­ness, aris­ing from the sud­den sur­prise, and al­so from a vague fear of im­pend­ing mis­for­tune. “My lord,” he ex­claimed, “you have just pro­nounced words which com­pel me, with­out a mo­ment’s de­lay, to seek their ex­pla­na­tion in Paris.”

			“You will re­main here,” said Buck­ing­ham, “be­cause you have no right to leave; and no one has the right to quit the ser­vice of the king for that of any wom­an, even were she as wor­thy of be­ing loved as Mary Grafton is.”

			“You will tell me all, then?”

			“I will, on con­di­tion that you will re­main.”

			“I will re­main, if you will prom­ise to speak open­ly and with­out re­serve.”

			Thus far had their con­ver­sa­tion pro­ceed­ed, and Buck­ing­ham, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, was on the point of re­veal­ing, not in­deed all that had tak­en place, but at least all he was aware of, when one of the king’s at­ten­dants ap­peared at the end of the ter­race, and ad­vanced to­wards the sum­mer­house where the king was sit­ting with Lucy Stew­art. A couri­er fol­lowed him, cov­ered with dust from head to foot, and who seemed as if he had but a few mo­ments be­fore dis­mount­ed from his horse.

			“The couri­er from France! Madame’s couri­er!” ex­claimed Raoul, rec­og­niz­ing the princess’s liv­ery; and while the at­ten­dant and the couri­er ad­vanced to­wards the king, Buck­ing­ham and Miss Grafton ex­changed a look full of in­tel­li­gence with each oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				178

				The Couri­er from Madame

			
			Charles II was busi­ly en­gaged in prov­ing, or in en­deav­or­ing to prove, to Miss Stew­art that she was the on­ly per­son for whom he cared at all, and con­se­quent­ly was avow­ing to her an af­fec­tion sim­i­lar to that which his an­ces­tor Hen­ry IV had en­ter­tained for Gabrielle. Un­for­tu­nate­ly for Charles II, he had hit up­on an un­lucky day, the very day Miss Stew­art had tak­en it in­to her head to make him jeal­ous, and there­fore, in­stead of be­ing touched by his of­fer, as the king had hoped, she laughed hearti­ly.

			“Oh! sire, sire,” she cried, laugh­ing all the while; “if I were to be un­for­tu­nate enough to ask you for a proof of the af­fec­tion you pos­sess, how easy it would be to see that you are telling a false­hood.”

			“Nay, lis­ten to me,” said Charles, “you know my car­toons by Raphael; you know whether I care for them or not; the whole world en­vies me their pos­ses­sion, as you well know al­so; my fa­ther com­mis­sioned Van Dy­ck to pur­chase them. Would you like me to send them to your house this very day?”

			“Oh, no!” replied the young girl; “pray keep them your­self, sire; my house is far too small to ac­com­mo­date such vis­i­tors.”

			“In that case you shall have Hamp­ton Court to put the car­toons in.”

			“Be less gen­er­ous, sire, and learn to love a lit­tle while longer, that is all I have to ask you.”

			“I shall nev­er cease to love you; is not that enough?”

			“You are smil­ing, sire.”

			“Do you wish me to weep?”

			“No; but I should like to see you a lit­tle more melan­choly.”

			“Thank Heav­en, I have been so long enough; four­teen years of ex­ile, pover­ty, and mis­ery, I think I may well re­gard it as a debt dis­charged; be­sides, melan­choly makes peo­ple look so plain.”

			“Far from that—for look at the young French­man.”

			“What! the Vi­comte de Bragelonne? are you smit­ten too? By Heav­en, they will all grow mad over him one af­ter the oth­er; but he, on the con­trary, has a rea­son for be­ing melan­choly.”

			“Why so?”

			“Oh, in­deed! you wish me to be­tray state se­crets, do you?”

			“If I wish it, you must do so, for you told me you were quite ready to do ev­ery­thing I wished.”

			“Well, then, he is bored in his own coun­try. Does that sat­is­fy you?”

			“Bored?”

			“Yes, a proof that he is a sim­ple­ton; I al­low him to fall in love with Miss Mary Grafton, and he feels bored. Can you be­lieve it?”

			“Very good; it seems, then, that if you were to find Miss Lucy Stew­art in­dif­fer­ent to you, you would con­sole your­self by fall­ing in love with Miss Mary Grafton.”

			“I don’t say that; in the first place, you know that Mary Grafton does not care for me; be­sides, a man can on­ly con­sole him­self for a lost af­fec­tion by the dis­cov­ery of a new one. Again, how­ev­er, I re­peat, the ques­tion is not of my­self, but of that young man. One might al­most be tempt­ed to call the girl he has left be­hind him a He­len—a He­len be­fore the lit­tle cer­e­mo­ny she went through with Paris, of course.”

			“He has left some­one, then?”

			“That is to say, some­one has left him.”

			“Poor fel­low! so much the worse!”

			“Why do you mean by ‘so much the worse’?”

			“Why not? why did he leave?”

			“Do you think it was of his own wish or will that he left?”

			“Was he obliged to leave, then?”

			“He left Paris un­der or­ders, my dear Stew­art; and pre­pare to be sur­prised—by ex­press or­ders of the king.”

			“Ah! I be­gin to see, now.”

			“At least say noth­ing at all about it.”

			“You know very well that I am just as dis­creet as any­body else. And so the king sent him away?”

			“Yes.”

			“And dur­ing his ab­sence he takes his sweet­heart from him?”

			“Yes; and, will you be­lieve it? the sil­ly fel­low, in­stead of thank­ing the king, is mak­ing him­self mis­er­able.”

			“What! thank the king for de­priv­ing him of the wom­an he loves! Re­al­ly, sire, yours is a most un­gal­lant speech.”

			“But, pray un­der­stand me. If she whom the king had run off with was ei­ther a Miss Grafton or a Miss Stew­art, I should be of his opin­ion; nay, I should even think him not half wretch­ed enough; but she is a lit­tle, thin, lame thing. Deuce take such fi­deli­ty as that! Sure­ly, one can hard­ly un­der­stand how a man can refuse a girl who is rich for one who is pover­ty it­self—a girl who loves him for one who de­ceives and be­trays him.”

			“Do you think that Mary se­ri­ous­ly wish­es to please the vi­comte, sire?”

			“I do, in­deed.”

			“Very good! the vi­comte will set­tle down in Eng­land, for Mary has a clear head, and when she fix­es her mind up­on any­thing, she does so thor­ough­ly.”

			“Take care, my dear Miss Stew­art; if the vi­comte has any idea of adopt­ing our coun­try, he has not long to do so, for it was on­ly the day be­fore yes­ter­day that he again asked me for per­mis­sion to leave.”

			“Which you re­fused him, I sup­pose?”

			“I should think so, in­deed; my roy­al broth­er is far too anx­ious for his ab­sence; and, for my­self, my amour pro­pre is en­list­ed on his side, for I will nev­er have it said that I had held out as a bait to this young man the no­blest and gen­tlest crea­ture in Eng­land—”

			“You are very gal­lant, sire,” said Miss Stew­art, with a pret­ty pout.

			“I do not al­lude to Miss Stew­art, for she is wor­thy of a king’s de­vo­tion; and since she has cap­ti­vat­ed me I trust that no one else will be caught by her; I say, there­fore, fi­nal­ly, that the at­ten­tion I have shown this young man will not have been thrown away; he will stay with us here, he will mar­ry here, or I am very much mis­tak­en.”

			“And I hope that when he is once mar­ried and set­tled, in­stead of be­ing an­gry with Your Majesty, he will be grate­ful to you, for ev­ery­one tries his ut­most to please him; even the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, whose bril­lian­cy, which is in­cred­i­ble, seems to pale be­fore that of this young French­man.”

			“In­clud­ing Miss Stew­art even, who calls him the most fin­ished gen­tle­man she ev­er saw.”

			“Stay, sire; you have spo­ken quite enough, and quite high­ly enough, of Miss Grafton, to over­look what I may have said about de Bragelonne. But, by the by, sire, your kind­ness for some time past as­ton­ish­es me: you think of those who are ab­sent, you for­give those who have done you a wrong, in fact, you are as near­ly as pos­si­ble, per­fect. How does it hap­pen—”

			“It is be­cause you al­low your­self to be loved,” he said, be­gin­ning to laugh.

			“Oh! there must be some oth­er rea­son.”

			“Well, I am do­ing all I can to oblige my broth­er, Louis XIV.”

			“Nay, I must have an­oth­er rea­son.”

			“Well, then, the true mo­tive is that Buck­ing­ham strong­ly rec­om­mend­ed the young man to me, say­ing: ‘Sire, I be­gin by yield­ing up all claim to Miss Grafton; I pray you fol­low my ex­am­ple.’ ”

			“The duke is, in­deed, a true gen­tle­man.”

			“Oh! of course, of course; it is Buck­ing­ham’s turn now, I sup­pose, to turn your head. You seem de­ter­mined to cross me in ev­ery­thing to­day.”

			At this mo­ment some­one rapped at the door.

			“Who is it who pre­sumes to in­ter­rupt us?” ex­claimed Charles, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Re­al­ly, sire, you are ex­treme­ly vain with your ‘who is it who pre­sumes?’ and in or­der to pun­ish you for it—”

			She went to the door and opened it.

			“It is a couri­er from France,” said Miss Stew­art.

			“A couri­er from France!” ex­claimed Charles; “from my sis­ter, per­haps?”

			“Yes, sire,” said the ush­er, “a spe­cial mes­sen­ger.”

			“Let him come in at once,” said Charles.

			“You have a let­ter for me,” said the king to the couri­er as he en­tered, “from the Duchess of Or­léans?”

			“Yes, sire,” replied the couri­er, “and so ur­gent in its na­ture that I have on­ly been twen­ty-six hours in bring­ing it to Your Majesty, and yet I lost three-quar­ters of an hour at Calais.”

			“Your zeal shall not be for­got­ten,” said the king, as he opened the let­ter. When he had read it he burst out laugh­ing, and ex­claimed, “Up­on my word, I am at a loss to un­der­stand any­thing about it.” He then read the let­ter a sec­ond time, Miss Stew­art as­sum­ing a man­ner marked by the great­est re­serve, and do­ing her ut­most to re­strain her ar­dent cu­rios­i­ty.

			“Fran­cis,” said the king to his valet, “see that this ex­cel­lent fel­low is well tak­en care of and sleeps sound­ly, and that on wak­ing to­mor­row he finds a purse of fifty sov­er­eigns by his bed­side.”

			“Sire!” said the couri­er, amazed.

			“Be­gone, be­gone; my sis­ter was per­fect­ly right in de­sir­ing you to use the ut­most dili­gence; the af­fair was most press­ing.” And he again be­gan to laugh loud­er than ev­er. The couri­er, the valet, and Miss Stew­art hard­ly knew what sort of coun­te­nance to as­sume. “Ah!” said the king, throw­ing him­self back in his arm­chair: “When I think that you have knocked up—how many hors­es?”

			“Two!”

			“Two hors­es to bring this in­tel­li­gence to me. That will do, you can leave us now.”

			The couri­er re­tired with the valet. Charles went to the win­dow, which he opened, and lean­ing for­ward, called out—“Duke! Buck­ing­ham! come here, there’s a good fel­low.”

			The duke hur­ried to him, in obe­di­ence to the sum­mons; but when he reached the door, and per­ceived Miss Stew­art, he hes­i­tat­ed to en­ter.

			“Come in, and shut the door,” said the king. The duke obeyed; and, per­ceiv­ing in what an ex­cel­lent hu­mor the king was, he ad­vanced, smil­ing, to­wards him. “Well, my dear duke, how do you get on with your French­man?”

			“Sire, I am in the most per­fect state of ut­ter de­spair about him.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause charm­ing Miss Grafton is will­ing to mar­ry him, but he is un­will­ing.”

			“Why, he is a per­fect Boeo­tian!” cried Miss Stew­art. “Let him say ei­ther ‘Yes,’ or No,’ and let the af­fair end.”

			“But,” said Buck­ing­ham, se­ri­ous­ly, “you know, or you ought to know, Madame, that M. de Bragelonne is in love in an­oth­er di­rec­tion.”

			“In that case,” said the king, com­ing to Miss Stew­art’s help, “noth­ing is eas­i­er; let him say ‘No,’ then.”

			“Very true; and I have proved to him he was wrong not to say ‘Yes.’ ”

			“You told him can­did­ly, I sup­pose, that La Val­lière was de­ceiv­ing him?”

			“Yes, with­out the slight­est re­serve; and, as soon as I had done so, he gave a start, as if he were go­ing to clear the Chan­nel at a bound.”

			“At all events,” said Miss Stew­art, “he has done some­thing; and a very good thing too, up­on my word.”

			“But,” said Buck­ing­ham, “I stopped him; I have left him and Miss Mary in con­ver­sa­tion to­geth­er, and I sin­cere­ly trust that now he will not leave, as he seemed to have an idea of do­ing.”

			“An idea of leav­ing Eng­land?” cried the king.

			“I, at one mo­ment, hard­ly thought that any hu­man pow­er could have pre­vent­ed him; but Miss Mary’s eyes are now bent ful­ly on him, and he will re­main.”

			“Well, that is the very thing which de­ceives you, Buck­ing­ham,” said the king, with a peal of laugh­ter; “the poor fel­low is pre­des­tined.”

			“Pre­des­tined to what?”

			“If it were to be sim­ply de­ceived, that is noth­ing; but, to look at him, it is a great deal.”

			“At a dis­tance, and with Miss Grafton’s aid, the blow will be ward­ed off.”

			“Far from it, far from it; nei­ther dis­tance nor Miss Grafton’s help will be of the slight­est avail. Bragelonne will set off for Paris with­in an hour’s time.”

			Buck­ing­ham start­ed, and Miss Stew­art opened her eyes very wide in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“But, sire,” said the duke, “Your Majesty knows that it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“That is to say, my dear Buck­ing­ham, that it is im­pos­si­ble un­til it hap­pens.”

			“Do not for­get, sire, that the young man is a per­fect li­on, and that his wrath is ter­ri­ble.”

			“I don’t de­ny it, my dear duke.”

			“And that if he sees that his mis­for­tune is cer­tain, so much the worse for the au­thor of it.”

			“I don’t de­ny it; but what the deuce am I to do?”

			“Were it the king him­self,” cried Buck­ing­ham, “I would not an­swer for him.”

			“Oh, the king has his Mus­ke­teers to take care of him,” said Charles, qui­et­ly; “I know that per­fect­ly well, for I was kept danc­ing at­ten­dance in his an­techam­ber at Blois. He has M. d’Artag­nan, and what bet­ter guardian could the king have than M. d’Artag­nan? I should make my­self per­fect­ly easy with twen­ty storms of pas­sion, such as Bragelonne might dis­play, if I had four guardians like d’Artag­nan.”

			“But I en­treat Your Majesty, who is so good and kind, to re­flect a lit­tle.”

			“Stay,” said Charles II, pre­sent­ing the let­ter to the duke, “read, and an­swer your­self what you would do in my place.”

			Buck­ing­ham slow­ly took hold of Madame’s let­ter, and trem­bling with emo­tion, read the fol­low­ing words:

			
				“For your own sake, for mine, for the hon­or and safe­ty of ev­ery­one, send M. de Bragelonne back to France im­me­di­ate­ly. Your de­vot­ed sis­ter, Hen­ri­et­ta.”

			

			“Well, Vil­liers, what do you say?”

			“Re­al­ly, sire, I have noth­ing to say,” replied the duke, stu­pe­fied.

			“Nay, would you, of all per­sons,” said the king, art­ful­ly, “ad­vise me not to lis­ten to my sis­ter when she writes so ur­gent­ly?”

			“Oh, no, no, sire; and yet—”

			“You have not read the post­script, Vil­liers; it is un­der the fold of the let­ter, and es­caped me at first; read it.” And as the duke turned down a fold of the let­ter, he read:

			
				“A thou­sand kind re­mem­brances to those who love me.”

			

			The duke’s head sank grad­u­al­ly on his breast; the pa­per trem­bled in his fin­gers, as if it had been changed to lead. The king paused for a mo­ment, and, see­ing that Buck­ing­ham did not speak, “He must fol­low his des­tiny, as we ours,” con­tin­ued the king; “ev­ery man has his own share of grief in this world; I have had my own—I have had that of oth­ers who be­long to me—and have thus had a dou­ble weight of woe to en­dure!—But the deuce take all my cares now! Go, and bring our friend here, Vil­liers.”

			The duke opened the trel­lised door of the sum­mer­house, and point­ing at Raoul and Mary, who were walk­ing to­geth­er side by side, said, “What a cru­el blow, sire, for poor Miss Grafton!”

			“Non­sense; call him,” said Charles II, knit­ting his black brows to­geth­er; “ev­ery­one seems to be sen­ti­men­tal here. There, look at Miss Stew­art, who is wip­ing her eyes—now deuce take the French fel­low!”

			The duke called to Raoul, and tak­ing Miss Grafton by the hand, he led her to­wards the king.

			“Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” said Charles II, “did you not ask me the day be­fore yes­ter­day for per­mis­sion to re­turn to Paris?”

			“Yes, sire,” replied Raoul, great­ly puz­zled by this ad­dress.

			“And I re­fused you, I think?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“For which you were an­gry with me?”

			“No, sire; Your Majesty had no doubt ex­cel­lent rea­sons for with­hold­ing it; for you are so wise and so good that ev­ery­thing you do is well done.”

			“I al­leged, I be­lieve, as a rea­son, that the king of France had not re­called you?”

			“Yes, sire, that was the rea­son you as­signed.”

			“Well, M. de Bragelonne, I have re­flect­ed over the mat­ter since; if the king did not, in fact, fix your re­turn, he begged me to ren­der your so­journ in Eng­land as agree­able as pos­si­ble; since, how­ev­er, you ask my per­mis­sion to re­turn, it is be­cause your longer res­i­dence in Eng­land is no longer agree­able to you.”

			“I do not say that, sire.”

			“No, but your re­quest, at least,” said the king, “sig­ni­fied that an­oth­er place of res­i­dence would be more agree­able to you than this.”

			At this mo­ment Raoul turned to­wards the door, against which Miss Grafton was lean­ing, pale and sor­row-strick­en; her oth­er hand was passed through the duke’s arm.

			“You do not re­ply,” pur­sued Charles; “the proverb is plain enough, that ‘si­lence gives con­sent.’ Very good, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne; I am now in a po­si­tion to sat­is­fy you; when­ev­er you please, there­fore, you can leave for Paris, for which you have my au­thor­i­ty.”

			“Sire!” ex­claimed Raoul, while Mary sti­fled an ex­cla­ma­tion of grief which rose to her lips, un­con­scious­ly press­ing Buck­ing­ham’s arm.

			“You can be at Dover this evening,” con­tin­ued the king, “the tide serves at two o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			Raoul, as­tound­ed, stam­mered out a few bro­ken sen­tences, which equal­ly an­swered the pur­pose both of thanks and of ex­cuse.

			“I there­fore bid you adieu, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, and wish you ev­ery sort of pros­per­i­ty,” said the king, ris­ing; “you will con­fer a plea­sure on me by keep­ing this di­a­mond in re­mem­brance of me; I had in­tend­ed it as a mar­riage gift.”

			Miss Grafton felt her limbs al­most giv­ing way; and, as Raoul re­ceived the ring from the king’s hand, he, too, felt his strength and courage fail­ing him. He ad­dressed a few re­spect­ful words to the king, a pass­ing com­pli­ment to Miss Stew­art, and looked for Buck­ing­ham to bid him adieu. The king prof­it­ed by this mo­ment to dis­ap­pear. Raoul found the duke en­gaged in en­deav­or­ing to en­cour­age Miss Grafton.

			“Tell him to re­main, I im­plore you!” said Buck­ing­ham to Mary.

			“No, I will tell him to go,” replied Miss Grafton, with re­turn­ing an­i­ma­tion; “I am not one of those wom­en who have more pride than heart; if she whom he loves is in France, let him re­turn thith­er and bless me for hav­ing ad­vised him to go and seek his hap­pi­ness there. If, on the con­trary, she shall have ceased to love him, let him come back here again; I shall still love him, and his un­hap­pi­ness will not have less­ened him in my re­gard. In the arms of my house you will find that which Heav­en has en­graven on my heart—Haben­ti parum, egen­ti cunc­ta. ‘To the rich is ac­cord­ed lit­tle, to the poor ev­ery­thing.’ ”

			“I do not be­lieve, Bragelonne, that you will find yon­der the equiv­a­lent of what you leave be­hind you here.”

			“I think, or at least hope,” said Raoul, with a gloomy air, “that she whom I love is wor­thy of my af­fec­tion; but if it be true she is un­wor­thy of me, as you have en­deav­ored to make me be­lieve, I will tear her im­age from my heart, duke, even if my heart breaks in the at­tempt.”

			Mary Grafton gazed up­on him with an ex­pres­sion of the most in­de­fin­able pity, and Raoul re­turned her look with a sweet, sor­row­ful smile, say­ing, “Made­moi­selle, the di­a­mond which the king has giv­en me was des­tined for you—give me leave to of­fer it for your ac­cep­tance: if I mar­ry in France, you will send it me back; if I do not mar­ry, keep it.” And he bowed and left her.

			What does he mean? thought Buck­ing­ham, while Raoul pressed Mary’s icy hand with marks of the most rev­er­en­tial re­spect.

			Mary un­der­stood the look that Buck­ing­ham fixed up­on her.

			“If it were a wed­ding-ring, I would not ac­cept it,” she said.

			“And yet you were will­ing to ask him to re­turn to you.”

			“Oh! duke,” cried the young girl in heart­bro­ken ac­cents, “a wom­an such as I am is nev­er ac­cept­ed as a con­so­la­tion by a man like him.”

			“You do not think he will re­turn, then?”

			“Nev­er,” said Miss Grafton, in a chok­ing voice.

			“And I grieve to tell you, Mary, that he will find yon­der his hap­pi­ness de­stroyed, his mis­tress lost to him. His hon­or even has not es­caped. What will be left him, then, Mary, equal to your af­fec­tion? An­swer, Mary, you who know your­self so well.”

			Miss Grafton placed her white hand on Buck­ing­ham’s arm, and, while Raoul was hur­ry­ing away with head­long speed, she re­peat­ed in dy­ing ac­cents the line from Romeo and Juli­et:

			
				“I must be gone and live, or stay and die.”

			

			As she fin­ished the last word, Raoul dis­ap­peared. Miss Grafton re­turned to her own apart­ments, paler than death. Buck­ing­ham availed him­self of the ar­rival of the couri­er, who had brought the let­ter to the king, to write to Madame and to the Comte de Guiche. The king had not been mis­tak­en, for at two in the morn­ing the tide was at full flood, and Raoul had em­barked for France.

		
	
		
			
				179

				Saint-Aig­nan Fol­lows Mal­icorne’s Ad­vice

			
			The king most as­sid­u­ous­ly fol­lowed the progress which was made in La Val­lière’s por­trait; and did so with a care and at­ten­tion aris­ing as much from a de­sire that it should re­sem­ble her as from the wish that the painter should pro­long the pe­ri­od of its com­ple­tion as much as pos­si­ble. It was amus­ing to ob­serve him fol­low the artist’s brush, await­ing the com­ple­tion of a par­tic­u­lar plan, or the re­sult of a com­bi­na­tion of col­ors, and sug­gest­ing var­i­ous mod­i­fi­ca­tions to the painter, which the lat­ter con­sent­ed to adopt with the most re­spect­ful docil­i­ty. And again, when the artist, fol­low­ing Mal­icorne’s ad­vice, was a lit­tle late in ar­riv­ing, and when Saint-Aig­nan had been obliged to be ab­sent for some time, it was in­ter­est­ing to ob­serve, though no one wit­nessed them, those mo­ments of si­lence full of deep ex­pres­sion, which unit­ed in one sigh two souls most dis­posed to un­der­stand each oth­er, and who by no means ob­ject­ed to the qui­et med­i­ta­tion they en­joyed to­geth­er. The min­utes flew rapid­ly by, as if on wings, and as the king drew clos­er to Louise and bent his burn­ing gaze up­on her, a noise was sud­den­ly heard in the an­te­room. It was the artist, who had just ar­rived; Saint-Aig­nan, too, had re­turned, full of apolo­gies; and the king be­gan to talk and La Val­lière to an­swer him very hur­ried­ly, their eyes re­veal­ing to Saint-Aig­nan that they had en­joyed a cen­tu­ry of hap­pi­ness dur­ing his ab­sence. In a word, Mal­icorne, philoso­pher that he was, though he knew it not, had learned how to in­spire the king with an ap­petite in the midst of plen­ty, and with de­sire in the as­sur­ance of pos­ses­sion. La Val­lière’s fears of in­ter­rup­tion had nev­er been re­al­ized, and no one imag­ined she was ab­sent from her apart­ment two or three hours ev­ery day; she pre­tend­ed that her health was very un­cer­tain; those who went to her room al­ways knocked be­fore en­ter­ing, and Mal­icorne, the man of so many in­ge­nious in­ven­tions, had con­struct­ed an acous­tic piece of mech­a­nism, by means of which La Val­lière, when in Saint-Aig­nan’s apart­ment, was al­ways fore­warned of any vis­its which were paid to the room she usu­al­ly in­hab­it­ed. In this man­ner, there­fore, with­out leav­ing her room, and hav­ing no con­fi­dante, she was able to re­turn to her apart­ment, thus re­mov­ing by her ap­pear­ance, a lit­tle tardy per­haps, the sus­pi­cions of the most de­ter­mined skep­tics. Mal­icorne hav­ing asked Saint-Aig­nan the next morn­ing what news he had to re­port, the lat­ter was obliged to con­fess that the quar­ter of an hour’s lib­er­ty had made the king in most ex­cel­lent hu­mor. “We must dou­ble the dose,” replied Mal­icorne, “but by in­sen­si­ble de­grees; wait un­til they seem to wish it.”

			They were so de­sirous for it, how­ev­er, that on the evening of the fourth day, at the mo­ment when the painter was pack­ing up his im­ple­ments, dur­ing Saint-Aig­nan’s con­tin­ued ab­sence, Saint-Aig­nan on his re­turn no­ticed up­on La Val­lière’s face a shade of dis­ap­point­ment and vex­a­tion, which she could not con­ceal. The king was less re­served, and ex­hib­it­ed his an­noy­ance by a very sig­nif­i­cant shrug of the shoul­ders, at which La Val­lière could not help blush­ing. Very good! thought Saint-Aig­nan to him­self; M. Mal­icorne will be de­light­ed this evening; as he, in fact, was, when it was re­port­ed to him.

			“It is very ev­i­dent,” he re­marked to the comte, “that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière hoped that you would be at least ten min­utes lat­er.”

			“And the king that I should be half an hour lat­er, dear Mon­sieur Mal­icorne.”

			“You would show but very in­dif­fer­ent de­vo­tion to the king,” replied the lat­ter, “if you were to refuse His Majesty that half-hour’s sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“But the painter,” ob­ject­ed Saint-Aig­nan.

			“I will take care of him,” said Mal­icorne, “on­ly I must study faces and cir­cum­stances a lit­tle bet­ter be­fore I act; those are my mag­i­cal in­ven­tions and con­trivances; and while sor­cer­ers are en­abled by means of their as­tro­labe to take the al­ti­tude of the sun, moon, and stars, I am sat­is­fied mere­ly by look­ing in­to peo­ple’s faces, in or­der to see if their eyes are en­cir­cled with dark lines, and if the mouth de­scribes a con­vex or con­cave arc.”

			And the cun­ning Mal­icorne had ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty of watch­ing nar­row­ly and close­ly, for the very same evening the king ac­com­pa­nied the queen to Madame’s apart­ments, and made him­self so re­marked by his se­ri­ous face and his deep sigh, and looked at La Val­lière with such a lan­guish­ing ex­pres­sion, that Mal­icorne said to Mon­ta­lais dur­ing the evening: “To­mor­row.” And he went off to the painter’s house in the street of the Jardins Saint-Paul to re­quest him to post­pone the next sit­ting for a cou­ple of days. Saint-Aig­nan was not with­in, when La Val­lière, who was now quite fa­mil­iar with the low­er sto­ry, lift­ed up the trap­door and de­scend­ed. The king, as usu­al was wait­ing for her on the stair­case, and held a bou­quet in his hand; as soon as he saw her, he clasped her ten­der­ly in his arms. La Val­lière, much moved at the ac­tion, looked around the room, but as she saw the king was alone, she did not com­plain of it. They sat down, the king re­clin­ing near the cush­ions on which Louise was seat­ed, with his head sup­port­ed by her knees, placed there as in an asy­lum whence no one could ban­ish him; he gazed ar­dent­ly up­on her, and as if the mo­ment had ar­rived when noth­ing could in­ter­pose be­tween their two hearts; she, too, gazed with sim­i­lar pas­sion up­on him, and from her eyes, so soft­ly pure, em­anat­ed a flame, whose rays first kin­dled and then in­flamed the heart of the king, who, trem­bling with hap­pi­ness as Louise’s hand rest­ed on his head, grew gid­dy from ex­cess of joy, and mo­men­tar­i­ly await­ed ei­ther the painter’s or Saint-Aig­nan’s re­turn to break the sweet il­lu­sion. But the door re­mained closed, and nei­ther Saint-Aig­nan nor the painter ap­peared, nor did the hang­ings even move. A deep mys­te­ri­ous si­lence reigned in the room—a si­lence which seemed to in­flu­ence even the song­birds in their gild­ed pris­ons. The king, com­plete­ly over­come, turned round his head and buried his burn­ing lips in La Val­lière’s hands, who, her­self faint, with ex­cess of emo­tion, pressed her trem­bling hands against her lover’s lips. Louis threw him­self up­on his knees, and as La Val­lière did not move her head, the king’s fore­head be­ing with­in reach of her lips, she furtive­ly passed her lips across the per­fumed locks which ca­ressed her cheeks. The king seized her in his arms, and, un­able to re­sist the temp­ta­tion, they ex­changed their first kiss—that burn­ing kiss, which changes love in­to delir­i­um. Sud­den­ly, a noise up­on the up­per floor was heard, which had, in fact, con­tin­ued, though it had re­mained un­no­ticed, for some time; it had at last aroused La Val­lière’s at­ten­tion, though but slow­ly so. As the noise, how­ev­er, con­tin­ued, as it forced it­self up­on the at­ten­tion, and re­called the poor girl from her dreams of hap­pi­ness to the sad re­al­i­ties of life, she rose in a state of ut­ter be­wil­der­ment, though beau­ti­ful in her dis­or­der, say­ing:

			“Some­one is wait­ing for me above. Louis, Louis, do you not hear?”

			“Well! and am I not wait­ing for you, al­so?” said the king, with in­fi­nite ten­der­ness of tone. “Let oth­ers hence­forth wait for you.”

			But she gen­tly shook her head, as she replied: “Hap­pi­ness hid­den … pow­er con­cealed … my pride should be as silent as my heart.”

			The noise was again re­sumed.

			“I hear Mon­ta­lais’s voice,” she said, and she hur­ried up the stair­case; the king fol­lowed her, un­able to let her leave his sight, and cov­er­ing her hand with his kiss­es. “Yes, yes,” re­peat­ed La Val­lière, who had passed half­way through the open­ing. “Yes, it is Mon­ta­lais who is call­ing me; some­thing im­por­tant must have hap­pened.”

			“Go then, dear­est love,” said the king, “but re­turn quick­ly.”

			“No, no, not to­day, sire! Adieu! adieu!” she said, as she stooped down once more to em­brace her lover—and es­caped. Mon­ta­lais was, in fact, wait­ing for her, very pale and ag­i­tat­ed.

			“Quick, quick! he is com­ing,” she said.

			“Who—who is com­ing?”

			“Raoul,” mur­mured Mon­ta­lais.

			“It is I—I,” said a joy­ous voice, up­on the last steps of the grand stair­case.

			La Val­lière ut­tered a ter­ri­ble shriek and threw her­self back.

			“I am here, dear Louise,” said Raoul, run­ning to­wards her. “I knew but too well that you had not ceased to love me.”

			La Val­lière with a ges­ture, part­ly of ex­treme ter­ror, and part­ly as if in­vok­ing a bless­ing, at­tempt­ed to speak, but could not ar­tic­u­late one word. “No, no!” she said, as she fell in­to Mon­ta­lais’s arms, mur­mur­ing, “Do not touch me, do not come near me.”

			Mon­ta­lais made a sign to Raoul, who stood al­most pet­ri­fied at the door, and did not even at­tempt to ad­vance an­oth­er step in­to the room. Then, look­ing to­wards the side of the room where the screen was, she ex­claimed: “Im­pru­dent girl, she has not even closed the trap­door.”

			And she ad­vanced to­wards the cor­ner of the room to close the screen, and al­so, be­hind the screen, the trap­door. But sud­den­ly the king, who had heard Louise’s ex­cla­ma­tion, dart­ed through the open­ing, and hur­ried for­ward to her as­sis­tance. He threw him­self on his knees be­fore her, as he over­whelmed Mon­ta­lais with ques­tions, who hard­ly knew where she was. At the mo­ment, how­ev­er, when the king threw him­self on his knees, a cry of ut­ter de­spair rang through the cor­ri­dor, ac­com­pa­nied by the sound of re­treat­ing foot­steps. The king wished to see who had ut­tered the cry and whose were the foot­steps he had heard; and it was in vain that Mon­ta­lais sought to re­tain him, for Louis, quit­ting his hold of La Val­lière, hur­ried to­wards the door, too late, how­ev­er, for Raoul was al­ready at a dis­tance, and the king on­ly be­held a shad­ow that quick­ly van­ished in the silent cor­ri­dor.
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				Two Old Friends

			
			Whilst ev­ery­one at court was busi­ly en­gaged with his own af­fairs, a man mys­te­ri­ous­ly took up his post be­hind the Place de Grève, in the house which we once saw be­sieged by d’Artag­nan on the oc­ca­sion of the émeute. The prin­ci­pal en­trance of the house was in the Place Bau­doy­er; it was tol­er­a­bly large, sur­round­ed by gar­dens, en­closed in the Rue Saint-Jean by the shops of tool­mak­ers, which pro­tect­ed it from pry­ing looks, and was walled in by a triple ram­part of stone, noise, and ver­dure, like an em­balmed mum­my in its triple cof­fin. The man we have just al­lud­ed to walked along with a firm step, al­though he was no longer in his ear­ly prime. His dark cloak and long sword plain­ly re­vealed one who seemed in search of ad­ven­tures; and, judg­ing from his curl­ing mus­tache, his fine smooth skin, which could be seen be­neath his som­brero, it would not have been dif­fi­cult to pro­nounce that gal­lantry had not a lit­tle share in his ad­ven­tures. In fact, hard­ly had the cav­a­lier en­tered the house, when the clock struck eight; and ten min­utes af­ter­wards a la­dy, fol­lowed by a ser­vant armed to the teeth, ap­proached and knocked at the same door, which an old wom­an im­me­di­ate­ly opened for her. The la­dy raised her veil as she en­tered; though no longer beau­ti­ful or young, she was still ac­tive and of an im­pos­ing car­riage. She con­cealed, be­neath a rich toi­lette and the most ex­quis­ite taste, an age which Ni­non de l’En­c­los alone could have smiled at with im­puni­ty. Hard­ly had she reached the vestibule, when the cav­a­lier, whose fea­tures we have on­ly rough­ly sketched, ad­vanced to­wards her, hold­ing out his hand.

			“Good day, my dear duchesse,” he said.

			“How do you do, my dear Aramis?” replied the duchesse.

			He led her to a most el­e­gant­ly fur­nished apart­ment, on whose high win­dows were re­flect­ed the ex­pir­ing rays of the set­ting sun, which fil­tered gaudi­ly through the dark green nee­dles of the ad­ja­cent firs. They sat down side by side. Nei­ther of them thought of ask­ing for ad­di­tion­al light in the room, and they buried them­selves as it were in the shad­ow, as if they wished to bury them­selves in for­get­ful­ness.

			“Cheva­lier,” said the duchesse, “you have nev­er giv­en me a sin­gle sign of life since our in­ter­view at Fontainebleau, and I con­fess that your pres­ence there on the day of the Fran­cis­can’s death, and your ini­ti­a­tion in cer­tain se­crets, caused me the liveli­est as­ton­ish­ment I ev­er ex­pe­ri­enced in my whole life.”

			“I can ex­plain my pres­ence there to you, as well as my ini­ti­a­tion,” said Aramis.

			“But let us, first of all,” said the duchess, “talk a lit­tle of our­selves, for our friend­ship is by no means of re­cent date.”

			“Yes, Madame: and if Heav­en wills it, we shall con­tin­ue to be friends, I will not say for a long time, but for­ev­er.”

			“That is quite cer­tain, cheva­lier, and my vis­it is a proof of it.”

			“Our in­ter­ests, duchess, are no longer the same as they used to be,” said Aramis, smil­ing with­out ap­pre­hen­sion in the grow­ing gloom by which the room was over­cast, for it could not re­veal that his smile was less agree­able and not so bright as for­mer­ly.

			“No, cheva­lier, at the present day we have oth­er in­ter­ests. Ev­ery pe­ri­od of life brings its own; and, as we now un­der­stand each oth­er in con­vers­ing, as per­fect­ly as we for­mer­ly did with­out say­ing a word, let us talk, if you like.”

			“I am at your or­ders, duchesse. Ah! I beg your par­don, how did you ob­tain my ad­dress, and what was your ob­ject?”

			“You ask me why? I have told you. Cu­rios­i­ty in the first place. I wished to know what you could have to do with the Fran­cis­can, with whom I had cer­tain busi­ness trans­ac­tions, and who died so sin­gu­lar­ly. You know that on the oc­ca­sion of our in­ter­view at Fontainebleau, in the ceme­tery, at the foot of the grave so re­cent­ly closed, we were both so much over­come by our emo­tions that we omit­ted to con­fide to each oth­er what we may have to say.”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“Well, then, I had no soon­er left you than I re­pent­ed, and have ev­er since been most anx­ious to as­cer­tain the truth. You know that Madame de Longueville and my­self are al­most one, I sup­pose?”

			“I was not aware,” said Aramis, dis­creet­ly.

			“I re­mem­bered, there­fore,” con­tin­ued the duchesse, “that nei­ther of us said any­thing to the oth­er in the ceme­tery; that you did not speak of the re­la­tion­ship in which you stood to the Fran­cis­can, whose buri­al you su­per­in­tend­ed, and that I did not re­fer to the po­si­tion in which I stood to him; all which seemed very un­wor­thy of two such old friends as our­selves, and I have sought an op­por­tu­ni­ty of an in­ter­view with you in or­der to give you some in­for­ma­tion that I have re­cent­ly ac­quired, and to as­sure you that Marie Mi­chon, now no more, has left be­hind her one who has pre­served her rec­ol­lec­tion of events.”

			Aramis bowed over the duchess’s hand, and pressed his lips up­on it. “You must have had some trou­ble to find me again,” he said.

			“Yes,” she an­swered, an­noyed to find the sub­ject tak­ing a turn which Aramis wished to give it; “but I knew you were a friend of M. Fou­quet’s, and so I in­quired in that di­rec­tion.”

			“A friend! oh!” ex­claimed the cheva­lier, “I can hard­ly pre­tend to be that. A poor priest who has been fa­vored by a gen­er­ous pro­tec­tor, and whose heart is full of grat­i­tude and de­vo­tion, is all that I pre­tend to be to M. Fou­quet.”

			“He made you a bish­op?”

			“Yes, duchesse.”

			“A very good re­tir­ing pen­sion for so hand­some a mus­ke­teer.”

			Yes; in the same way that po­lit­i­cal in­trigue is for your­self, thought Aramis. “And so,” he added, “you in­quired af­ter me at M. Fou­quet’s?”

			“Eas­i­ly enough. You had been to Fontainebleau with him, and had un­der­tak­en a voy­age to your dio­cese, which is Belle-Île-en-Mer, I be­lieve.”

			“No, Madame,” said Aramis. “My dio­cese is Vannes.”

			“I meant that. I on­ly thought that Belle-Île-en-Mer—”

			“Is a prop­er­ty be­long­ing to M. Fou­quet, noth­ing more.”

			“Ah! I had been told that Belle-Isle was for­ti­fied; be­sides, I know how great the mil­i­tary knowl­edge is you pos­sess.”

			“I have for­got­ten ev­ery­thing of the kind since I en­tered the Church,” said Aramis, an­noyed.

			“Suf­fice it to know that I learned you had re­turned from Vannes, and I sent off to one of our friends, M. le Comte de la Fère, who is dis­cre­tion it­self, in or­der to as­cer­tain it, but he an­swered that he was not aware of your ad­dress.”

			So like Athos, thought the bish­op; the re­al­ly good man nev­er changes.

			“Well, then, you know that I can­not ven­ture to show my­self here, and that the queen-moth­er has al­ways some griev­ance or oth­er against me.”

			“Yes, in­deed, and I am sur­prised at it.”

			“Oh! there are var­i­ous rea­sons for it. But, to con­tin­ue, be­ing obliged to con­ceal my­self, I was for­tu­nate enough to meet with M. d’Artag­nan, who was for­mer­ly one of your old friends, I be­lieve?”

			“A friend of mine still, duchesse.”

			“He gave me cer­tain in­for­ma­tion, and sent me to M. Baise­meaux, the gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			Aramis was some­what ag­i­tat­ed at this re­mark, and a light flashed from his eyes in the dark­ness of the room, which he could not con­ceal from his keen-sight­ed friend. “M. de Baise­meaux!” he said, “why did d’Artag­nan send you to M. de Baise­meaux?”

			“I can­not tell you.”

			What can this pos­si­bly mean? said the bish­op, sum­mon­ing all the re­sources of his mind to his aid, in or­der to car­ry on the com­bat in a be­fit­ting man­ner.

			“M. de Baise­meaux is great­ly in­debt­ed to you, d’Artag­nan told me.”

			“True, he is so.”

			“And the ad­dress of a cred­i­tor is as eas­i­ly as­cer­tained as that of a debtor.”

			“Very true; and so Baise­meaux in­di­cat­ed to you—”

			“Saint-Mandé, where I for­ward­ed a let­ter to you.”

			“Which I have in my hand, and which is most pre­cious to me,” said Aramis, “be­cause I am in­debt­ed to it for the plea­sure of see­ing you here.” The duchesse, sat­is­fied at hav­ing suc­cess­ful­ly over­come the var­i­ous dif­fi­cul­ties of so del­i­cate an ex­pla­na­tion, be­gan to breathe freely again, which Aramis, how­ev­er, could not suc­ceed in do­ing. “We had got as far as your vis­it to M. Baise­meaux, I be­lieve?”

			“Nay,” she said, laugh­ing, “far­ther than that.”

			“In that case we must have been speak­ing about the grudge you have against the queen-moth­er.”

			“Fur­ther still,” she re­turned, “fur­ther still; we were talk­ing of the con­nec­tion—”

			“Which ex­ist­ed be­tween you and the Fran­cis­can,” said Aramis, in­ter­rupt­ing her ea­ger­ly, “well, I am lis­ten­ing to you very at­ten­tive­ly.”

			“It is eas­i­ly ex­plained,” re­turned the duchesse. “You know that I am liv­ing at Brus­sels with M. de Laic­ques?”

			“I heard so.”

			“You know that my chil­dren have ru­ined and stripped me of ev­ery­thing.”

			“How ter­ri­ble, dear duchesse.”

			“Ter­ri­ble in­deed; this obliged me to re­sort to some means of ob­tain­ing a liveli­hood, and, par­tic­u­lar­ly, to avoid veg­e­tat­ing for the re­main­der of my ex­is­tence. I had old ha­treds to turn to ac­count, old friend­ships to make use of; I no longer had ei­ther cred­it or pro­tec­tors.”

			“You, who had ex­tend­ed pro­tec­tion to­wards so many per­sons,” said Aramis, soft­ly.

			“It is al­ways the case, cheva­lier. Well, at the present time I am in the habit of see­ing the king of Spain very fre­quent­ly.”

			“Ah!”

			“Who has just nom­i­nat­ed a gen­er­al of the Je­suits, ac­cord­ing to the usu­al cus­tom.”

			“Is it usu­al, in­deed?”

			“Were you not aware of it?”

			“I beg your par­don; I was inat­ten­tive.”

			“You must be aware of that—you who were on such good terms with the Fran­cis­can.”

			“With the gen­er­al of the Je­suits, you mean?”

			“Ex­act­ly. Well, then, I have seen the king of Spain, who wished to do me a ser­vice, but was un­able. He gave me rec­om­men­da­tions, how­ev­er, to Flan­ders, both for my­self and for Laic­ques too; and con­ferred a pen­sion on me out of the funds be­long­ing to the or­der.”

			“Of Je­suits?”

			“Yes. The gen­er­al—I mean the Fran­cis­can—was sent to me; and, for the pur­pose of con­form­ing with the req­ui­si­tions of the stat­ues of the or­der, and of en­ti­tling me to the pen­sion, I was re­put­ed to be in a po­si­tion to ren­der cer­tain ser­vices. You are aware that that is the rule?”

			“No, I did not know it,” said Aramis.

			Madame de Chevreuse paused to look at Aramis, but it was per­fect­ly dark. “Well, such is the rule, how­ev­er,” she re­sumed. “I had, there­fore, to ap­pear to pos­sess a pow­er of use­ful­ness of some kind or oth­er, and I pro­posed to trav­el for the or­der, and I was placed on the list of af­fil­i­at­ed trav­el­ers. You un­der­stand it was a for­mal­i­ty, by means of which I re­ceived my pen­sion, which was very con­ve­nient for me.”

			“Good heav­ens! duchesse, what you tell me is like a dag­ger-thrust. You obliged to re­ceive a pen­sion from the Je­suits?”

			“No, cheva­lier! from Spain.”

			“Ex­cept for a con­sci­en­tious scru­ple, duchesse, you will ad­mit that it is pret­ty near­ly the same thing.”

			“No, not at all.”

			“But sure­ly of your mag­nif­i­cent for­tune there must re­main—”

			“Dampierre is all that re­mains.”

			“And that is hand­some enough.”

			“Yes; but Dampierre is bur­dened, mort­gaged, and al­most fall­en to ru­in, like its own­er.”

			“And can the queen-moth­er know and see all that, with­out shed­ding a tear?” said Aramis, with a pen­e­trat­ing look, which en­coun­tered noth­ing but dark­ness.

			“Yes. She has for­got­ten ev­ery­thing.”

			“You, I be­lieve, at­tempt­ed to get re­stored to fa­vor?”

			“Yes; but, most sin­gu­lar­ly, the young king in­her­its the an­tipa­thy his dear fa­ther had for me. You will, per­haps, tell me that I am in­deed a wom­an to be hat­ed, and that I am no longer one who can be loved.”

			“Dear duchesse, pray come quick­ly to the cause that brought you here; for I think we can be of ser­vice to each oth­er.”

			“Such has been my own thought. I came to Fontainebleau with a dou­ble ob­ject in view. In the first place, I was sum­moned there by the Fran­cis­can whom you knew. By the by, how did you know him?—for I have told you my sto­ry, and have not yet heard yours.”

			“I knew him in a very nat­u­ral way, duchesse. I stud­ied the­ol­o­gy with him at Par­ma. We be­came fast friends; and it hap­pened, from time to time, that busi­ness, or trav­el, or war, sep­a­rat­ed us from each oth­er.”

			“You were, of course, aware that he was the gen­er­al of the Je­suits?”

			“I sus­pect­ed it.”

			“But by what ex­tra­or­di­nary chance did it hap­pen that you were at the ho­tel when the af­fil­i­at­ed trav­el­ers met to­geth­er?”

			“Oh!” said Aramis, in a calm voice, “it was the mer­est chance in the world. I was go­ing to Fontainebleau to see M. Fou­quet, for the pur­pose of ob­tain­ing an au­di­ence of the king. I was pass­ing by, un­known; I saw the poor dy­ing monk in the road, and rec­og­nized him im­me­di­ate­ly. You know the rest—he died in my arms.”

			“Yes; but be­queath­ing to you so vast a pow­er that you is­sue your sov­er­eign or­ders and di­rec­tions like a monarch.”

			“He cer­tain­ly did leave me a few com­mis­sions to set­tle.”

			“And what for me?”

			“I have told you—a sum of twelve thou­sand livres was to be paid to you. I thought I had giv­en you the nec­es­sary sig­na­ture to en­able you to re­ceive it. Did you not get the mon­ey?”

			“Oh! yes, yes. You give your or­ders, I am in­formed, with so much mys­tery, and such a ma­jes­tic pres­ence, that it is gen­er­al­ly be­lieved you are the suc­ces­sor of the de­funct chief.”

			Aramis col­ored im­pa­tient­ly, and the duchesse con­tin­ued: “I have ob­tained my in­for­ma­tion,” she said, “from the king of Spain him­self; and he cleared up some of my doubts on the point. Ev­ery gen­er­al of the Je­suits is nom­i­nat­ed by him, and must be a Spaniard, ac­cord­ing to the statutes of the or­der. You are not a Spaniard, nor have you been nom­i­nat­ed by the king of Spain.”

			Aramis did not re­ply to this re­mark, ex­cept to say, “You see, duchesse, how great­ly you were mis­tak­en, since the king of Spain told you that.”

			“Yes, my dear Aramis; but there was some­thing else which I have been think­ing of.”

			“What is that?”

			“You know, I be­lieve, some­thing about most things, and it oc­curred to me that you know the Span­ish lan­guage.”

			“Ev­ery French­man who has been ac­tive­ly en­gaged in the Fronde knows Span­ish.”

			“You have lived in Flan­ders?”

			“Three years.”

			“And have stayed at Madrid?”

			“Fif­teen months.”

			“You are in a po­si­tion, then, to be­come a nat­u­ral­ized Spaniard, when you like.”

			“Re­al­ly?” said Aramis, with a frank­ness which de­ceived the duchesse.

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly. Two years’ res­i­dence and an ac­quain­tance with the lan­guage are in­dis­pens­able. You have up­wards of four years—more than dou­ble the time nec­es­sary.”

			“What are you driv­ing at, duchesse?”

			“At this—I am on good terms with the king of Spain.”

			And I am not on bad terms, thought Aramis to him­self.

			“Shall I ask the king,” con­tin­ued the duchesse, “to con­fer the suc­ces­sion to the Fran­cis­can’s post up­on you?”

			“Oh, duchesse!”

			“You have it al­ready, per­haps?” she said.

			“No, up­on my hon­or.”

			“Very well, then, I can ren­der you that ser­vice.”

			“Why did you not ren­der the same ser­vice to M. de Laic­ques, duchesse? He is a very tal­ent­ed man, and one you love, be­sides.”

			“Yes, no doubt; but, at all events, putting Laic­ques aside, will you have it?”

			“No, I thank you, duchesse.”

			She paused. He is nom­i­nat­ed, she thought; and then re­sumed aloud, “If you refuse me in this man­ner, it is not very en­cour­ag­ing for me, sup­pos­ing I should have some­thing to ask of you.”

			“Oh! ask, pray ask.”

			“Ask! I can­not do so, if you have not the pow­er to grant what I want.”

			“How­ev­er lim­it­ed my pow­er and abil­i­ty, ask all the same.”

			“I need a sum of mon­ey, to re­store Dampierre.”

			“Ah!” replied Aramis, cold­ly—“mon­ey? Well, duchesse, how much would you re­quire?”

			“Oh! a tol­er­a­bly round sum.”

			“So much the worse—you know I am not rich.”

			“No, no; but the or­der is—and if you had been the gen­er­al—”

			“You know I am not the gen­er­al, I think.”

			“In that case, you have a friend who must be very wealthy—M. Fou­quet.”

			“M. Fou­quet! He is more than half ru­ined, Madame.”

			“So it is said, but I did not be­lieve it.”

			“Why, duchesse?”

			“Be­cause I have, or rather Laic­ques has, cer­tain let­ters in his pos­ses­sion from Car­di­nal Mazarin, which es­tab­lish the ex­is­tence of very strange ac­counts.”

			“What ac­counts?”

			“Rel­a­tive to var­i­ous sums of mon­ey bor­rowed and dis­posed of. I can­not very dis­tinct­ly re­mem­ber what they are; but they es­tab­lish the fact that the su­per­in­ten­dent, ac­cord­ing to these let­ters, which are signed by Mazarin, had tak­en thir­teen mil­lions of francs from the cof­fers of the state. The case is a very se­ri­ous one.”

			Aramis clenched his hands in anx­i­ety and ap­pre­hen­sion. “Is it pos­si­ble,” he said, “that you have such let­ters as you speak of, and have not com­mu­ni­cat­ed them to M. Fou­quet?”

			“Ah!” replied the duchesse, “I keep such tri­fling mat­ters as these in re­serve. The day may come when they will be of ser­vice; and they can be with­drawn from the safe cus­tody in which they now re­main.”

			“And that day has ar­rived?” said Aramis.

			“Yes.”

			“And you are go­ing to show those let­ters to M. Fou­quet?”

			“I pre­fer to talk about them with you, in­stead.”

			“You must be in sad want of mon­ey, my poor friend, to think of such things as these—you, too, who held M. de Mazarin’s prose ef­fu­sions in such in­dif­fer­ent es­teem.”

			“The fact is, I am in want of mon­ey.”

			“And then,” con­tin­ued Aramis, in cold ac­cents, “it must have been very dis­tress­ing to you to be obliged to have re­course to such a means. It is cru­el.”

			“Oh! if had wished to do harm in­stead of good,” said Madame de Chevreuse, “in­stead of ask­ing the gen­er­al of the or­der, or M. Fou­quet, for the five hun­dred thou­sand francs I re­quire, I—”

			“Five hun­dred thou­sand francs!”

			“Yes; no more. Do you think it much? I re­quire at least as much as that to re­store Dampierre.”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“I say, there­fore, that in­stead of ask­ing for this amount, I should have gone to see my old friend the queen-moth­er; the let­ters from her hus­band, Sig­nor Mazari­ni, would have served me as an in­tro­duc­tion, and I should have begged this mere tri­fle of her, say­ing to her, ‘I wish, Madame, to have the hon­or of re­ceiv­ing you at Dampierre. Per­mit me to put Dampierre in a fit state for that pur­pose.’ ”

			Aramis did not re­turn a sin­gle word. “Well,” she said, “what are you think­ing about?”

			“I am mak­ing cer­tain ad­di­tions,” said Aramis.

			“And M. Fou­quet sub­trac­tions. I, on the oth­er hand, am try­ing my hand at the art of mul­ti­pli­ca­tion. What ex­cel­lent cal­cu­la­tors we all three are! How well we might un­der­stand one an­oth­er!”

			“Will you al­low me to re­flect?” said Aramis.

			“No, for with such an open­ing be­tween peo­ple like our­selves, ‘yes’ or ‘no’ is the on­ly an­swer, and that an im­me­di­ate one.”

			It is a snare, thought the bish­op; it is im­pos­si­ble that Anne of Aus­tria would lis­ten to such a wom­an as this.

			“Well?” said the duchesse.

			“Well, Madame, I should be very much as­ton­ished if M. Fou­quet had five hun­dred thou­sand francs at his dis­pos­al at the present mo­ment.”

			“It is no use speak­ing of it, then,” said the duchesse, “and Dampierre must get re­stored how best it may.”

			“Oh! you are not em­bar­rassed to such an ex­tent as that, I sup­pose.”

			“No; I am nev­er em­bar­rassed.”

			“And the queen,” con­tin­ued the bish­op, “will cer­tain­ly do for you what the su­per­in­ten­dent is un­able to do?”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly. But tell me, do you think it would be bet­ter that I should speak, my­self, to M. Fou­quet about these let­ters?”

			“Nay, duchesse, you will do pre­cise­ly what­ev­er you please in that re­spect. M. Fou­quet ei­ther feels or does not feel him­self to be guilty; if he re­al­ly be so, I know he is proud enough not to con­fess it; if he be not so, he will be ex­ceed­ing­ly of­fend­ed at your men­ace.”

			“As usu­al, you rea­son like an an­gel,” said the duchesse, as she rose from her seat.

			“And so, you are now go­ing to de­nounce M. Fou­quet to the queen,” said Aramis.

			“ ‘De­nounce!’ Oh! what a dis­agree­able word. I shall not ‘de­nounce’ my dear friend; you know mat­ters of pol­i­cy too well to be ig­no­rant how eas­i­ly these af­fairs are ar­ranged. I shall mere­ly side against M. Fou­quet, and noth­ing more; and, in a war of par­ty against par­ty, a weapon is al­ways a weapon.”

			“No doubt.”

			“And once on friend­ly terms again with the queen-moth­er, I may be dan­ger­ous to­wards some per­sons.”

			“You are at lib­er­ty to prove so, duchesse.”

			“A lib­er­ty of which I shall avail my­self.”

			“You are not ig­no­rant, I sup­pose, duchesse, that M. Fou­quet is on the best terms with the king of Spain.”

			“I sup­pose so.”

			“If, there­fore, you be­gin a par­ty war­fare against M. Fou­quet, he will re­ply in the same way; for he, too, is at per­fect lib­er­ty to do so, is he not?”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly.”

			“And as he is on good terms with Spain, he will make use of that friend­ship as a weapon of at­tack.”

			“You mean, that he is, nat­u­ral­ly, on good terms with the gen­er­al of the or­der of the Je­suits, my dear Aramis.”

			“That may be the case, duchesse.”

			“And that, con­se­quent­ly, the pen­sion I have been re­ceiv­ing from the or­der will be stopped.”

			“I am great­ly afraid it might be.”

			“Well; I must con­trive to con­sole my­self in the best way I can; for af­ter Riche­lieu, af­ter the Fronde, af­ter ex­ile, what is there left for Madame de Chevreuse to be afraid of?”

			“The pen­sion, you are aware, is forty-eight thou­sand francs.”

			“Alas! I am quite aware of it.”

			“More­over, in par­ty con­tests, you know, the friends of one’s en­e­my do not es­cape.”

			“Ah! you mean that poor Laic­ques will have to suf­fer.”

			“I am afraid it is al­most in­evitable, duchesse.”

			“Oh! he on­ly re­ceives twelve thou­sand francs pen­sion.”

			“Yes, but the king of Spain has some in­flu­ence left; ad­vised by M. Fou­quet, he might get M. Laic­ques shut up in prison for a lit­tle while.”

			“I am not very ner­vous on that point, my dear friend; be­cause, once rec­on­ciled with Anne of Aus­tria, I will un­der­take that France would in­sist up­on M. Laic­ques’s lib­er­a­tion.”

			“True. In that case, you will have some­thing else to ap­pre­hend.”

			“What can that be?” said the duchesse, pre­tend­ing to be sur­prised and ter­ri­fied.

			“You will learn; in­deed, you must know it al­ready, that hav­ing once been an af­fil­i­at­ed mem­ber of the or­der, it is not easy to leave it; for the se­crets that any par­tic­u­lar mem­ber may have ac­quired are un­whole­some, and car­ry with them the germs of mis­for­tune for whoso­ev­er may re­veal them.”

			The duchesse paused and re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, and then said, “That is more se­ri­ous: I will think it over.”

			And not­with­stand­ing the pro­found ob­scu­ri­ty, Aramis seemed to feel a basilisk glance, like a white-hot iron, es­cape from his friend’s eyes, and plunge in­to his heart.

			“Let us re­ca­pit­u­late,” said Aramis, de­ter­mined to keep him­self on his guard, and glid­ing his hand in­to his breast where he had a dag­ger con­cealed.

			“Ex­act­ly, let us re­ca­pit­u­late; short ac­counts make long friends.”

			“The sup­pres­sion of your pen­sion—”

			“Forty-eight thou­sand francs, and that of Laic­ques’s twelve, make to­geth­er six­ty thou­sand francs; that is what you mean, I sup­pose?”

			“Pre­cise­ly; and I was try­ing to find out what would be your equiv­a­lent for that.”

			“Five hun­dred thou­sand francs, which I shall get from the queen.”

			“Or, which you will not get.”

			“I know a means of procur­ing them,” said the duchesse, thought­less­ly.

			This re­mark made the cheva­lier prick up his ears; and from the mo­ment his ad­ver­sary had com­mit­ted this er­ror, his mind was so thor­ough­ly on its guard, that he seemed ev­ery mo­ment to gain the ad­van­tage more and more; and she, con­se­quent­ly, to lose it. “I will ad­mit, for ar­gu­ment’s sake, that you ob­tain the mon­ey,” he re­sumed; “you will lose twice as much, hav­ing a hun­dred thou­sand francs’ pen­sion to re­ceive in­stead of six­ty thou­sand, and that for a pe­ri­od of ten years.”

			“Not so, for I shall on­ly be sub­ject­ed to this re­duc­tion of my in­come dur­ing the pe­ri­od of M. Fou­quet’s re­main­ing in pow­er, a pe­ri­od which I es­ti­mate at two months.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis.

			“I am frank, you see.”

			“I thank you for it, duchesse; but you would be wrong to sup­pose that af­ter M. Fou­quet’s dis­grace the or­der would re­sume the pay­ment of your pen­sion.”

			“I know a means of mak­ing the or­der pay, as I know a means of forc­ing the queen-moth­er to con­cede what I re­quire.”

			“In that case, duchesse, we are all obliged to strike our flags to you. The vic­to­ry is yours, and the tri­umph al­so. Be clement, I en­treat you.”

			“But is it pos­si­ble,” re­sumed the duchesse, with­out tak­ing no­tice of the irony, “that you re­al­ly draw back from a mis­er­able sum of five hun­dred thou­sand francs, when it is a ques­tion of spar­ing you—I mean your friend—I beg your par­don, I ought rather to say your pro­tec­tor—the dis­agree­able con­se­quences which a par­ty con­test pro­duces?”

			“Duchesse, I tell you why; sup­pos­ing the five hun­dred thou­sand francs were to be giv­en you, M. Laic­ques will re­quire his share, which will be an­oth­er five hun­dred thou­sand francs, I pre­sume? and then, af­ter M. de Laic­ques’s and your own por­tions have been ar­ranged, the por­tions which your chil­dren, your poor pen­sion­ers, and var­i­ous oth­er per­sons will re­quire, will start up as fresh claims, and these let­ters, how­ev­er com­pro­mis­ing they may be in their na­ture, are not worth from three to four mil­lions. Can you have for­got­ten the queen of France’s di­a­monds?—they were sure­ly worth more than these bits of waste pa­per signed by Mazarin, and yet their re­cov­ery did not cost a fourth part of what you ask for your­self.”

			“Yes, that is true; but the mer­chant val­ues his goods at his own price, and it is for the pur­chas­er to buy or refuse.”

			“Stay a mo­ment, duchesse; would you like me to tell you why I will not buy your let­ters?”

			“Pray tell me.”

			“Be­cause the let­ters you claim to be Mazarin’s are false.”

			“What an ab­sur­di­ty.”

			“I have no doubt of it, for it would, to say the least, be very sin­gu­lar, that af­ter you had quar­reled with the queen through M. Mazarin’s means, you should have kept up any in­ti­mate ac­quain­tance with the lat­ter; it would look as if you had been act­ing as a spy; and up­on my word, I do not like to make use of the word.”

			“Oh! pray do.”

			“You great com­pla­cence would seem sus­pi­cions, at all events.”

			“That is quite true; but the con­tents of the let­ters are even more so.”

			“I pledge you my word, duchesse, that you will not be able to make use of it with the queen.”

			“Oh! yes, in­deed; I can make use of ev­ery­thing with the queen.”

			Very good, thought Aramis. Croak on, old owl—hiss, bel­dame-viper.

			But the duchesse had said enough, and ad­vanced a few steps to­wards the door. Aramis, how­ev­er, had re­served one ex­po­sure which she did not ex­pect.

			He rang the bell, can­dles im­me­di­ate­ly ap­peared in the ad­join­ing room, and the bish­op found him­self com­plete­ly en­cir­cled by lights, which shone up­on the worn, hag­gard face of the duchesse, re­veal­ing ev­ery fea­ture but too clear­ly. Aramis fixed a long iron­i­cal look up­on her pale, thin, with­ered cheeks—her dim, dull eyes—and up­on her lips, which she kept care­ful­ly closed over her dis­col­ored scanty teeth. He, how­ev­er, had thrown him­self in­to a grace­ful at­ti­tude, with his haughty and in­tel­li­gent head thrown back; he smiled so as to re­veal teeth still bril­liant and daz­zling. The an­ti­quat­ed co­quette un­der­stood the trick that had been played her. She was stand­ing im­me­di­ate­ly be­fore a large mir­ror, in which her de­crepi­tude, so care­ful­ly con­cealed, was on­ly made more man­i­fest. And, there­upon, with­out even salut­ing Aramis, who bowed with the ease and grace of the mus­ke­teer of ear­ly days, she hur­ried away with trem­bling steps, which her very pre­cip­i­ta­tion on­ly the more im­ped­ed. Aramis sprang across the room, like a zephyr, to lead her to the door. Madame de Chevreuse made a sign to her ser­vant, who re­sumed his mus­ket, and she left the house where such ten­der friends had not been able to un­der­stand each oth­er on­ly be­cause they had un­der­stood each oth­er too well.
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				Where­in May Be Seen That a Bar­gain Which Can­not Be Made with One Per­son, Can Be Car­ried Out with An­oth­er

			
			Aramis had been per­fect­ly cor­rect in his sup­po­si­tion; for hard­ly had she left the house in the Place Bau­doy­er than Madame de Chevreuse pro­ceed­ed home­ward. She was doubt­less afraid of be­ing fol­lowed, and by this means thought she might suc­ceed in throw­ing those who might be fol­low­ing her off their guard; but scarce­ly had she ar­rived with­in the door of the ho­tel, and hard­ly had as­sured her­self that no one who could cause her any un­easi­ness was on her track, when she opened the door of the gar­den, lead­ing in­to an­oth­er street, and hur­ried to­wards the Rue Croix des Pe­tits-Champs, where M. Col­bert resid­ed.

			We have al­ready said that evening, or rather night, had closed in; it was a dark, thick night, be­sides; Paris had once more sunk in­to its calm, qui­es­cent state, en­shroud­ing alike with­in its in­dul­gent man­tle the high­born duchesse car­ry­ing out her po­lit­i­cal in­trigue, and the sim­ple cit­i­zen’s wife, who, hav­ing been de­tained late by a sup­per in the city, was mak­ing her way slow­ly home­wards, hang­ing on the arm of a lover, by the short­est pos­si­ble route. Madame de Chevreuse had been too well ac­cus­tomed to noc­tur­nal po­lit­i­cal in­trigues to be ig­no­rant that a min­is­ter nev­er de­nies him­self, even at his own pri­vate res­i­dence, to any young and beau­ti­ful wom­an who may chance to ob­ject to the dust and con­fu­sion of a pub­lic of­fice, or to old wom­en, as full of ex­pe­ri­ence as of years, who dis­like the in­dis­creet echo of of­fi­cial res­i­dences. A valet re­ceived the duchesse un­der the peri­style, and re­ceived her, it must be ad­mit­ted, with some in­dif­fer­ence of man­ner; he in­ti­mat­ed, af­ter hav­ing looked at her face, that it was hard­ly at such an hour that one so ad­vanced in years as her­self could be per­mit­ted to dis­turb Mon­sieur Col­bert’s im­por­tant oc­cu­pa­tions. But Madame de Chevreuse, with­out look­ing or ap­pear­ing to be an­noyed, wrote her name up­on a leaf of her tablets—a name which had but too fre­quent­ly sound­ed so dis­agree­ably in the ears of Louis XI­II and of the great car­di­nal. She wrote her name in the large, ill-formed char­ac­ters of the high­er class­es of that pe­ri­od, fold­ed the pa­per in a man­ner pe­cu­liar­ly her own, hand­ed it to the valet, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, but with so haughty and im­pe­ri­ous a ges­ture, that the fel­low, well ac­cus­tomed to judge of peo­ple from their man­ners and ap­pear­ance, per­ceived at once the qual­i­ty of the per­son be­fore him, bowed his head, and ran to M. Col­bert’s room. The min­is­ter could not con­trol a sud­den ex­cla­ma­tion as he opened the pa­per; and the valet, gath­er­ing from it the in­ter­est with which his mas­ter re­gard­ed the mys­te­ri­ous vis­i­tor, re­turned as fast as he could to beg the duchesse to fol­low him. She as­cend­ed to the first floor of the beau­ti­ful new house very slow­ly, rest­ed her­self on the land­ing-place, in or­der not to en­ter the apart­ment out of breath, and ap­peared be­fore M. Col­bert, who, with his own hands, held both the fold­ing doors open. The duchesse paused at the thresh­old, for the pur­pose of well study­ing the char­ac­ter of the man with whom she was about to con­verse. At the first glance, the round, large, heavy head, thick brows, and ill-fa­vored fea­tures of Col­bert, who wore, thrust low down on his head, a cap like a priest’s calotte, seemed to in­di­cate that but lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty was like­ly to be met with in her ne­go­ti­a­tions with him, but al­so that she was to ex­pect as lit­tle in­ter­est in the dis­cus­sion of par­tic­u­lars; for there was scarce­ly any in­di­ca­tion that the rough and un­couth na­ture of the man was sus­cep­ti­ble to the im­puls­es of a re­fined re­venge, or of an ex­alt­ed am­bi­tion. But when, on clos­er in­spec­tion, the duchesse per­ceived the small, pierc­ing­ly black eyes, the lon­gi­tu­di­nal wrin­kles of his high and mas­sive fore­head, the im­per­cep­ti­ble twitch­ing of the lips, on which were ap­par­ent traces of rough good-hu­mor, Madame de Chevreuse al­tered her opin­ion of him, and felt she could say to her­self: I have found the man I want.

			“What is the sub­ject, Madame, which pro­cures me the hon­or of a vis­it from you?” he in­quired.

			“The need I have of you, Mon­sieur,” re­turned the duchesse, “as well as that which you have of me.”

			“I am de­light­ed, Madame, with the first por­tion of your sen­tence; but, as far as the sec­ond por­tion is con­cerned—”

			Madame de Chevreuse sat down in the arm­chair which M. Col­bert ad­vanced to­wards her. “Mon­sieur Col­bert, you are the in­ten­dant of fi­nances, and are am­bi­tious of be­com­ing the su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“Madame!”

			“Nay, do not de­ny it; that would on­ly un­nec­es­sar­i­ly pro­long our con­ver­sa­tion, and that is use­less.”

			“And yet, Madame, how­ev­er well-dis­posed and in­clined to show po­lite­ness I may be to­wards a la­dy of your po­si­tion and mer­it, noth­ing will make me con­fess that I have ev­er en­ter­tained the idea of sup­plant­ing my su­pe­ri­or.”

			“I said noth­ing about sup­plant­ing, Mon­sieur Col­bert. Could I ac­ci­den­tal­ly have made use of that word? I hard­ly think that like­ly. The word ‘re­place’ is less ag­gres­sive in its sig­ni­fi­ca­tion, and more gram­mat­i­cal­ly suit­able, as M. de Voiture would say. I pre­sume, there­fore, that you are am­bi­tious of re­plac­ing M. Fou­quet.”

			“M. Fou­quet’s for­tune, Madame, en­ables him to with­stand all at­tempts. The su­per­in­ten­dent in this age plays the part of the Colos­sus of Rhodes; the ves­sels pass be­neath him and do not over­throw him.”

			“I ought to have availed my­self pre­cise­ly of that very com­par­i­son. It is true, M. Fou­quet plays the part of the Colos­sus of Rhodes; but I re­mem­ber to have heard it said by M. Con­rart, a mem­ber of the acad­e­my, I be­lieve, that when the Colos­sus of Rhodes fell from its lofty po­si­tion, the mer­chant who had cast it down—a mer­chant, noth­ing more, M. Col­bert—load­ed four hun­dred camels with the ru­ins. A mer­chant! and that is con­sid­er­ably less than an in­ten­dant of fi­nances.”

			“Madame, I can as­sure you that I shall nev­er over­throw M. Fou­quet.”

			“Very good, Mon­sieur Col­bert, since you per­sist in show­ing so much sen­si­tive­ness with me, as if you were ig­no­rant that I am Madame de Chevreuse, and al­so that I am some­what ad­vanced in years; in oth­er words, that you have to do with a wom­an who has had po­lit­i­cal deal­ings with the Car­di­nal Riche­lieu, and who has no time to lose; as, I re­peat, you do not hes­i­tate to com­mit such an im­pru­dence, I shall go and find oth­ers who are more in­tel­li­gent and more de­sirous of mak­ing their for­tunes.”

			“How, Madame, how?”

			“You give me a very poor idea of ne­go­ti­a­tions of the present day. I as­sure you that if, in my ear­li­er days, a wom­an had gone to M. de Cinq-Mars, who was not, more­over, a man of a very high or­der of in­tel­lect, and had said to him about the car­di­nal what I have just said to you of M. Fou­quet, M. de Cinq-Mars would by this time have al­ready set ac­tive­ly to work.”

			“Nay, Madame, show a lit­tle in­dul­gence, I en­treat you.”

			“Well, then, do you re­al­ly con­sent to re­place M. Fou­quet?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, I do, if the king dis­miss­es M. Fou­quet.”

			“Again, a word too much; it is quite ev­i­dent that, if you have not yet suc­ceed­ed in driv­ing M. Fou­quet from his post, it is be­cause you have not been able to do so. There­fore, I should be the great­est sim­ple­ton pos­si­ble if, in com­ing to you, I did not bring the very thing you re­quire.”

			“I am dis­tressed to be obliged to per­sist, Madame,” said Col­bert, af­ter a si­lence which en­abled the duchesse to sound the depths of his dis­sim­u­la­tion, “but I must warn you that, for the last six years, de­nun­ci­a­tion af­ter de­nun­ci­a­tion has been made against M. Fou­quet, and he has re­mained un­shak­en and un­af­fect­ed by them.”

			“There is a time for ev­ery­thing, Mon­sieur Col­bert; those who were the au­thors of those de­nun­ci­a­tions were not called Madame de Chevreuse, and they had no proofs equal to the six let­ters from M. de Mazarin which es­tab­lish the of­fense in ques­tion.”

			“The of­fense!”

			“The crime, if you like it bet­ter.”

			“The crime! com­mit­ted by M. Fou­quet!”

			“Noth­ing less. It is rather strange, M. Col­bert, but your face, which just now was cold and in­dif­fer­ent, is now pos­i­tive­ly the very re­verse.”

			“A crime!”

			“I am de­light­ed to see that it makes an im­pres­sion up­on you.”

			“It is be­cause that word, Madame, em­braces so many things.”

			“It em­braces the post of su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance for your­self, and a let­ter of ex­ile, or the Bastille, for M. Fou­quet.”

			“For­give me, Madame la Duchesse, but it is al­most im­pos­si­ble that M. Fou­quet can be ex­iled; to be im­pris­oned or dis­graced, that is al­ready a great deal.”

			“Oh, I am per­fect­ly aware of what I am say­ing,” re­turned Madame de Chevreuse, cold­ly. “I do not live at such a dis­tance from Paris as not to know what takes place there. The king does not like M. Fou­quet, and he would will­ing­ly sac­ri­fice M. Fou­quet if an op­por­tu­ni­ty were on­ly giv­en him.”

			“It must be a good one, though.”

			“Good enough, and one I es­ti­mate to be worth five hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			“In what way?” said Col­bert.

			“I mean, Mon­sieur, that hold­ing this op­por­tu­ni­ty in my own hands, I will not al­low it to be trans­ferred to yours ex­cept for a sum of five hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			“I un­der­stand you per­fect­ly, Madame. But since you have fixed a price for the sale, let me now see the val­ue of the ar­ti­cles to be sold.”

			“Oh, a mere tri­fle; six let­ters, as I have al­ready told you, from M. de Mazarin; and the au­to­graphs will most as­sured­ly not be re­gard­ed as too high­ly priced, if they es­tab­lish, in an ir­refutable man­ner, that M. Fou­quet has em­bez­zled large sums of mon­ey from the trea­sury and ap­pro­pri­at­ed them to his own pur­pos­es.”

			“In an ir­refutable man­ner, do you say?” ob­served Col­bert, whose eyes sparkled with de­light.

			“Per­fect­ly so; would you like to read the let­ters?”

			“With all my heart! Copies, of course?”

			“Of course, the copies,” said the duchesse, as she drew from her bo­som a small pack­et of pa­pers flat­tened by her vel­vet bodice. “Read,” she said.

			Col­bert ea­ger­ly snatched the pa­pers and de­voured them. “Ex­cel­lent!” he said.

			“It is clear enough, is it not?”

			“Yes, Madame, yes; M. Mazarin must have hand­ed the mon­ey to M. Fou­quet, who must have kept it for his own pur­pos­es; but the ques­tion is, what mon­ey?”

			“Ex­act­ly—what mon­ey; if we come to terms I will join to these six let­ters a sev­enth, which will sup­ply you with the fullest par­tic­u­lars.”

			Col­bert re­flect­ed. “And the orig­i­nals of these let­ters?”

			“A use­less ques­tion to ask; ex­act­ly as if I were to ask you, Mon­sieur Col­bert, whether the mon­ey­bags you will give me will be full or emp­ty.”

			“Very good, Madame.”

			“Is it con­clud­ed?”

			“No; for there is one cir­cum­stance to which nei­ther of us has giv­en any at­ten­tion.”

			“Name it!”

			“M. Fou­quet can be ut­ter­ly ru­ined, un­der the le­gal cir­cum­stances you have de­tailed, on­ly by means of le­gal pro­ceed­ings.”

			“Well?”

			“A pub­lic scan­dal, for in­stance; and yet nei­ther the le­gal pro­ceed­ings nor the scan­dal can be com­menced against him.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause he is pro­cureur-général of the par­lia­ment; be­cause, too, in France, all pub­lic ad­min­is­tra­tors, the army, jus­tice it­self, and com­merce, are in­ti­mate­ly con­nect­ed by ties of good-fel­low­ship, which peo­ple call es­prit de corps. In such a case, Madame, the par­lia­ment will nev­er per­mit its chief to be dragged be­fore a pub­lic tri­bunal; and nev­er, even if he be dragged there by roy­al au­thor­i­ty, nev­er, I say, will he be con­demned.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Col­bert, I do not see what I have to do with that.”

			“I am aware of that, Madame; but I have to do with it, and it con­se­quent­ly di­min­ish­es the val­ue of what you have brought to show me. What good can a proof of a crime be to me, with­out the pos­si­bil­i­ty of ob­tain­ing a con­dem­na­tion?”

			“Even if he be on­ly sus­pect­ed, M. Fou­quet will lose his post of su­per­in­ten­dent.”

			“Is that all?” ex­claimed Col­bert, whose dark, gloomy fea­tures were mo­men­tar­i­ly light­ed up by an ex­pres­sion of hate and vengeance.

			“Ah! ah! Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said the duchesse, “for­give me, but I did not think you were so im­pres­sion­able. Very good; in that case, since you need more than I have to give you, there is no oc­ca­sion to speak of the mat­ter at all.”

			“Yes, Madame, we will go on talk­ing of it; on­ly, as the val­ue of your com­modi­ties had de­creased, you must low­er your pre­ten­sions.”

			“You are bar­gain­ing, then?”

			“Ev­ery man who wish­es to deal loy­al­ly is obliged to do so.”

			“How much will you of­fer me?”

			“Two hun­dred thou­sand francs,” said Col­bert.

			The duchesse laughed in his face, and then said, sud­den­ly, “Wait a mo­ment, I have an­oth­er ar­range­ment to pro­pose; will you give me three hun­dred thou­sand francs?”

			“No, no.”

			“Oh, you can ei­ther ac­cept or refuse my terms; be­sides, that is not all.”

			“More still! you are be­com­ing too im­prac­ti­ca­ble to deal with, Madame.”

			“Less so than you think, per­haps, for it is not mon­ey I am go­ing to ask you for.”

			“What is it, then?”

			“A ser­vice; you know that I have al­ways been most af­fec­tion­ate­ly at­tached to the queen, and I am de­sirous of hav­ing an in­ter­view with Her Majesty.”

			“With the queen?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur Col­bert, with the queen, who is, I ad­mit, no longer my friend, and who has ceased to be so for a long time past, but who may again be­come so if the op­por­tu­ni­ty be on­ly giv­en her.”

			“Her Majesty has ceased to re­ceive any­one, Madame. She is a great suf­fer­er, and you may be aware that the parox­ysms of her dis­ease oc­cur with greater fre­quen­cy than ev­er.”

			“That is the very rea­son why I wish to have an in­ter­view with Her Majesty; for in Flan­ders there is a great va­ri­ety of these kinds of com­plaints.”

			“What, can­cers—a fear­ful, in­cur­able dis­or­der?”

			“Do not be­lieve that, Mon­sieur Col­bert. The Flem­ish peas­ant is some­what a man of na­ture, and his com­pan­ion for life is not alone a wife, but a fe­male la­bor­er al­so; for while he is smok­ing his pipe, the wom­an works: it is she who draws the wa­ter from the well; she who loads the mule or the ass, and even bears her­self a por­tion of the bur­den. Tak­ing but lit­tle care of her­self, she gets knocked about first in one di­rec­tion, and then in an­oth­er, and very of­ten is beat­en by her hus­band, and can­cers fre­quent­ly rise from con­tu­sions.”

			“True, true,” said Col­bert.

			“The Flem­ish wom­en do not die the soon­er on that ac­count. When they are great suf­fer­ers from this dis­ease they go in search of reme­dies, and the Béguines of Bruges are ex­cel­lent doc­tors for ev­ery kind of dis­ease. They have pre­cious wa­ters of one sort or an­oth­er; specifics of var­i­ous kinds; and they give a bot­tle of it and a wax can­dle to the suf­fer­er, where­by the priests are gain­ers, and Heav­en is served by the dis­pos­al of both their wares. I will take the queen some of this holy wa­ter, which I will pro­cure from the Béguines of Bruges; Her Majesty will re­cov­er, and will burn as many wax can­dles as she may see fit. You see, Mon­sieur Col­bert, to pre­vent my see­ing the queen is al­most as bad as com­mit­ting the crime of regi­cide.”

			“You are un­doubt­ed­ly, Madame la Duchesse, a wom­an of ex­ceed­ing­ly great abil­i­ties, and I am more than as­tound­ed at their dis­play; still I can­not but sup­pose that this char­i­ta­ble con­sid­er­a­tion to­wards the queen in some mea­sure cov­ers a slight per­son­al in­ter­est for your­self.”

			“I have not giv­en my­self the trou­ble to con­ceal it, that I am aware of, Mon­sieur Col­bert. You said, I be­lieve, that I had a slight per­son­al in­ter­est? On the con­trary, it is a very great in­ter­est, and I will prove it to you, by re­sum­ing what I was say­ing. If you pro­cure me a per­son­al in­ter­view with Her Majesty, I will be sat­is­fied with the three hun­dred thou­sand francs I have claimed; if not, I shall keep my let­ters, un­less, in­deed, you give me, on the spot, five hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			And ris­ing from her seat with this de­ci­sive re­mark, the old duchesse plunged M. Col­bert in­to a dis­agree­able per­plex­i­ty. To bar­gain any fur­ther was out of the ques­tion; and not to bar­gain was to pay a great deal too dear­ly for them. “Madame,” he said, “I shall have the plea­sure of hand­ing over a hun­dred thou­sand crowns; but how shall I get the ac­tu­al let­ters them­selves?”

			“In the sim­plest man­ner in the world, my dear Mon­sieur Col­bert—whom will you trust?”

			The fi­nancier be­gan to laugh, silent­ly, so that his large eye­brows went up and down like the wings of a bat, up­on the deep lines of his yel­low fore­head. “No one,” he said.

			“You sure­ly will make an ex­cep­tion in your own fa­vor, Mon­sieur Col­bert?”

			“In what way, Madame?”

			“I mean that, if you would take the trou­ble to ac­com­pa­ny me to the place where the let­ters are, they would be de­liv­ered in­to your own hands, and you would be able to ver­i­fy and check them.”

			“Quite true.”

			“You would bring the hun­dred thou­sand crowns with you at the same time, for I, too, do not trust any­one.”

			Col­bert col­ored to the tips of his ears. Like all em­i­nent men in the art of fig­ures, he was of an in­so­lent and math­e­mat­i­cal pro­bity. “I will take with me, Madame,” he said, “two or­ders for the amount agreed up­on, payable at my trea­sury. Will that sat­is­fy you?”

			“Would that the or­ders on your trea­sury were for two mil­lions, Mon­sieur l’In­ten­dant! I shall have the plea­sure of show­ing you the way, then?”

			“Al­low me to or­der my car­riage?”

			“I have a car­riage be­low, Mon­sieur.”

			Col­bert coughed like an ir­res­o­lute man. He imag­ined, for a mo­ment, that the propo­si­tion of the duchesse was a snare; that per­haps some­one was wait­ing at the door; and that she whose se­cret had just been sold to Col­bert for a hun­dred thou­sand crowns, had al­ready of­fered it to Fou­quet for the same sum. As he still hes­i­tat­ed, the duchesse looked at him full in the face.

			“You pre­fer your own car­riage?” she said.

			“I ad­mit I do.”

			“You sup­pose I am go­ing to lead you in­to a snare or trap of some sort or oth­er?”

			“Madame la Duchesse, you have the char­ac­ter of be­ing some­what in­con­sid­er­ate at times, as I am re­put­ed a sober, solemn char­ac­ter, a jest or prac­ti­cal joke might com­pro­mise me.”

			“Yes; the fact is, you are afraid. Well, then, take your own car­riage, as many ser­vants as you like, on­ly think well of what I am go­ing to say. What we two may ar­range be­tween our­selves, we are the on­ly per­sons who will know—if a third per­son is present we might as well tell the whole world about it. Af­ter all, I do not make a point of it; my car­riage shall fol­low yours, and I shall be sat­is­fied to ac­com­pa­ny you in your own car­riage to the queen.”

			“To the queen?”

			“Have you for­got­ten that al­ready? Is it pos­si­ble that one of the claus­es of the agree­ment of so much im­por­tance to me, can have es­caped you so soon? How tri­fling it seems to you, in­deed; if I had known it I should have asked dou­ble what I have done.”

			“I have re­flect­ed, Madame, and I shall not ac­com­pa­ny you.”

			“Re­al­ly—and why not?”

			“Be­cause I have the most per­fect con­fi­dence in you.”

			“You over­pow­er me. But—pro­vid­ed I re­ceive the hun­dred thou­sand crowns?”

			“Here they are, Madame,” said Col­bert, scrib­bling a few lines on a piece of pa­per, which he hand­ed to the duchesse, adding, “You are paid.”

			“The trait is a fine one, Mon­sieur Col­bert, and I will re­ward you for it,” she said, be­gin­ning to laugh.

			Madame de Chevreuse’s laugh was a very sin­is­ter sound; a man with youth, faith, love, life it­self, throb­bing in his heart, would pre­fer a sob to such a lam­en­ta­ble laugh. The duchesse opened the front of her dress and drew forth from her bo­som, some­what less white than it once had been, a small pack­et of pa­pers, tied with a flame-col­ored rib­bon, and, still laugh­ing, she said, “There, Mon­sieur Col­bert, are the orig­i­nals of Car­di­nal Mazarin’s let­ters; they are now your own prop­er­ty,” she added, re­fas­ten­ing the body of her dress; “your for­tune is se­cured. And now ac­com­pa­ny me to the queen.”

			“No, Madame; if you are again about to run the chance of Her Majesty’s dis­plea­sure, and it were known at the Palais Roy­al that I had been the means of in­tro­duc­ing you there, the queen would nev­er for­give me while she lived. No; there are cer­tain per­sons at the palace who are de­vot­ed to me, who will pro­cure you an ad­mis­sion with­out my be­ing com­pro­mised.”

			“Just as you please, pro­vid­ed I en­ter.”

			“What do you term those re­li­gious wom­en at Bruges who cure dis­or­ders?”

			“Béguines.”

			“Good; are you one?”

			“As you please—but I must soon cease to be one.”

			“That is your af­fair.”

			“Ex­cuse me, but I do not wish to be ex­posed to a re­fusal.”

			“That is again your own af­fair, Madame. I am go­ing to give di­rec­tions to the head valet of the gen­tle­man in wait­ing on the queen to al­low ad­mis­sion to a Béguine, who brings an ef­fec­tu­al rem­e­dy for Her Majesty’s suf­fer­ings. You are the bear­er of my let­ter, you will un­der­take to be pro­vid­ed with the rem­e­dy, and will give ev­ery ex­pla­na­tion on the sub­ject. I ad­mit a knowl­edge of a Béguine, but I de­ny all knowl­edge of Madame de Chevreuse. Here, Madame, then, is your let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion.”
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			Col­bert hand­ed the duchesse the let­ter, and gen­tly drew aside the chair be­hind which she was stand­ing; Madame de Chevreuse, with a very slight bow, im­me­di­ate­ly left the room. Col­bert, who had rec­og­nized Mazarin’s hand­writ­ing, and had count­ed the let­ters, rang to sum­mon his sec­re­tary, whom he en­joined to go in im­me­di­ate search of M. Vanel, a coun­selor of the par­lia­ment. The sec­re­tary replied that, ac­cord­ing to his usu­al prac­tice, M. Vanel had just that mo­ment en­tered the house, in or­der to give the in­ten­dant an ac­count of the prin­ci­pal de­tails of the busi­ness which had been trans­act­ed dur­ing the day in par­lia­ment. Col­bert ap­proached one of the lamps, read the let­ters of the de­ceased car­di­nal over again, smiled re­peat­ed­ly as he rec­og­nized the great val­ue of the pa­pers Madame de Chevreuse had just de­liv­ered—and bury­ing his head in his hands for a few min­utes, re­flect­ed pro­found­ly. In the mean­time, a tall, loose­ly-made man en­tered the room; his spare, thin face, steady look, and hooked nose, as he en­tered Col­bert’s cab­i­net, with a mod­est as­sur­ance of man­ner, re­vealed a char­ac­ter at once sup­ple and de­cid­ed—sup­ple to­wards the mas­ter who could throw him the prey, firm to­wards the dogs who might pos­si­bly be dis­posed to dis­pute its pos­ses­sion. M. Vanel car­ried a vo­lu­mi­nous bun­dle of pa­pers un­der his arm, and placed it on the desk on which Col­bert was lean­ing both his el­bows, as he sup­port­ed his head.

			“Good day, M. Vanel,” said the lat­ter, rous­ing him­self from his med­i­ta­tion.

			“Good day, Mon­seigneur,” said Vanel, nat­u­ral­ly.

			“You should say Mon­sieur, and not Mon­seigneur,” replied Col­bert, gen­tly.

			“We give the ti­tle of Mon­seigneur to min­is­ters,” re­turned Vanel, with ex­treme self-pos­ses­sion, “and you are a min­is­ter.”

			“Not yet.”

			“You are so in point of fact, and I call you Mon­seigneur ac­cord­ing­ly; be­sides you are seigneur for me, and that is suf­fi­cient; if you dis­like my call­ing you Mon­seigneur be­fore oth­ers, al­low me, at least, to call you so in pri­vate.”

			Col­bert raised his head as if to read, or try to read, up­on Vanel’s face how much or how lit­tle sin­cer­i­ty en­tered in­to this protes­ta­tion of de­vo­tion. But the coun­selor knew per­fect­ly well how to sus­tain the weight of such a look, even backed with the full au­thor­i­ty of the ti­tle he had con­ferred. Col­bert sighed; he could not read any­thing in Vanel’s face, and Vanel might pos­si­bly be hon­est in his pro­fes­sions, but Col­bert rec­ol­lect­ed that this man, in­fe­ri­or to him­self in ev­ery oth­er re­spect, was ac­tu­al­ly his mas­ter in virtue of the fact of his hav­ing a wife. As he was pity­ing this man’s lot, Vanel cold­ly drew from his pock­et a per­fumed let­ter, sealed with Span­ish wax, and held it to­wards Col­bert, say­ing, “A let­ter from my wife, Mon­seigneur.”

			Col­bert coughed, took, opened and read the let­ter, and then put it care­ful­ly away in his pock­et, while Vanel turned over the leaves of the pa­pers he had brought with him with an un­moved and un­con­cerned air. “Vanel,” he said sud­den­ly to his pro­tégé, “you are a hard­work­ing man, I know; would twelve hours’ dai­ly la­bor fright­en you?”

			“I work fif­teen hours ev­ery day.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble. A coun­selor need not work more than three hours a day in par­lia­ment.”

			“Oh! I am work­ing up some re­turns for a friend of mine in the de­part­ment of ac­counts, and, as I still have spare time on my hands, I am study­ing He­brew.”

			“Your rep­u­ta­tion stands high in the par­lia­ment, Vanel.”

			“I be­lieve so, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You must not grow rusty in your post of coun­selor.”

			“What must I do to avoid it?”

			“Pur­chase a high place. Mean and low am­bi­tions are very dif­fi­cult to sat­is­fy.”

			“Small purs­es are the most dif­fi­cult ones to fill, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What post have you in view?” said Col­bert.

			“I see none—not one.”

			“There is one, cer­tain­ly, but one need be al­most the king him­self to be able to buy it with­out in­con­ve­nience; and the king will not be in­clined, I sup­pose, to pur­chase the post of pro­cureur-général.”

			At these words, Vanel fixed his pe­cu­liar, hum­ble, dull look up­on Col­bert, who could hard­ly tell whether Vanel com­pre­hend­ed him or not. “Why do you speak to me, Mon­seigneur,” said Vanel, “of the post of pro­cureur-général to the par­lia­ment; I know no oth­er post than the one M. Fou­quet fills.”

			“Ex­act­ly so, my dear coun­selor.”

			“You are not over fas­tid­i­ous, Mon­seigneur; but be­fore the post can be bought, it must be of­fered for sale.”

			“I be­lieve, Mon­sieur Vanel, that it will be for sale be­fore long.”

			“For sale! What! M. Fou­quet’s post of pro­cureur-général?”

			“So it is said.”

			“The post which ren­ders him so per­fect­ly in­vin­ci­ble, for sale! Ha, ha!” said Vanel, be­gin­ning to laugh.

			“Would you be afraid, then, of the post?” said Col­bert, grave­ly.

			“Afraid! no; but—”

			“Are you de­sirous of ob­tain­ing it?”

			“You are laugh­ing at me, Mon­seigneur,” replied Vanel. “Is it like­ly that a coun­selor of the par­lia­ment would not be de­sirous of be­com­ing pro­cureur-général?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Vanel, since I tell you that the post, as re­port goes, will be short­ly for sale—”

			“I can­not help re­peat­ing, Mon­seigneur, that it is im­pos­si­ble; a man nev­er throws away the buck­ler, be­hind which he main­tains his hon­or, his for­tune, his very life.”

			“There are cer­tain men mad enough, Vanel, to fan­cy them­selves out of the reach of all mis­chances.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; but such men nev­er com­mit their mad acts for the ad­van­tage of the poor Vanels of the world.”

			“Why not?”

			“For the very rea­son that those Vanels are poor.”

			“It is true that M. Fou­quet’s post might cost a good round sum. What would you bid for it, Mon­sieur Vanel?”

			“Ev­ery­thing I am worth.”

			“Which means?”

			“Three or four hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			“And the post is worth—”

			“A mil­lion and a half, at the very low­est. I know per­sons who have of­fered one mil­lion sev­en hun­dred thou­sand francs, with­out be­ing able to per­suade M. Fou­quet to sell. Be­sides, sup­pos­ing it were to hap­pen that M. Fou­quet wished to sell, which I do not be­lieve, in spite of what I have been told—”

			“Ah! you have heard some­thing about it, then; who told you?”

			“M. de Gourville, M. Pélis­son, and oth­ers.”

			“Very good; if, there­fore, M. Fou­quet did wish to sell—”

			“I could not buy it just yet, since the su­per­in­ten­dent will on­ly sell for ready mon­ey, and no one has a mil­lion and a half to put down at once.”

			Col­bert sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt­ed the coun­selor by an im­pe­ri­ous ges­ture; he had be­gun to med­i­tate. Ob­serv­ing his su­pe­ri­or’s se­ri­ous at­ti­tude, and his per­se­ver­ance in con­tin­u­ing the con­ver­sa­tion on this sub­ject, Vanel await­ed the so­lu­tion with­out ven­tur­ing to pre­cip­i­tate it.

			“Ex­plain to me the priv­i­leges which this post con­fers.”

			“The right of im­peach­ing ev­ery French sub­ject who is not a prince of the blood; the right of quash­ing all pro­ceed­ings tak­en against any French­man, who is nei­ther king nor prince. The pro­cureur-général is the king’s right hand to pun­ish the guilty; the of­fice is the means where­by al­so he can evade the ad­min­is­tra­tion of jus­tice. M. Fou­quet, there­fore, would be able, by stir­ring up par­lia­ment, to main­tain him­self even against the king; and the king could as eas­i­ly, by hu­mor­ing M. Fou­quet, get his edicts reg­is­tered in spite of ev­ery op­po­si­tion and ob­jec­tion. The pro­cureur-général can be made a very use­ful or a very dan­ger­ous in­stru­ment.”

			“Vanel, would you like to be pro­cureur-général?” said Col­bert, sud­den­ly, soft­en­ing both his look and his voice.

			“I!” ex­claimed the lat­ter; “I have al­ready had the hon­or to rep­re­sent to you that I want about eleven hun­dred thou­sand francs to make up the amount.”

			“Bor­row that sum from your friends.”

			“I have no friends rich­er than my­self.”

			“You are an hon­est and hon­or­able man, Vanel.”

			“Ah! Mon­seigneur, if the world would on­ly think as you do!”

			“I think so, and that is quite enough; and if it should be need­ed, I will be your se­cu­ri­ty.”

			“Do not for­get the proverb, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What is it?”

			“That he who be­comes re­spon­si­ble for an­oth­er has to pay for his fan­cy.”

			“Let that make no dif­fer­ence.”

			Vanel rose, be­wil­dered by this of­fer which had been so sud­den­ly and un­ex­pect­ed­ly made to him. “You are not tri­fling with me, Mon­seigneur?” he said.

			“Stay; you say that M. Gourville has spo­ken to you about M. Fou­quet’s post?”

			“Yes; and M. Pélis­son, al­so.”

			“Of­fi­cial­ly so, or on­ly through their own sug­ges­tion?”

			“These were their very words: ‘The par­lia­ment mem­bers are as proud as they are wealthy; they ought to club to­geth­er two or three mil­lions among them­selves, to present to their pro­tec­tor and lead­er, M. Fou­quet.’ ”

			“And what did you re­ply?”

			“I said that, for my own part, I would give ten thou­sand francs if nec­es­sary.”

			“Ah! you like M. Fou­quet, then!” ex­claimed Col­bert, with a look of ha­tred.

			“No; but M. Fou­quet is our chief. He is in debt—is on the high road to ru­in; and we ought to save the hon­or of the body of which we are mem­bers.”

			“Ex­act­ly; and that ex­plains why M. Fou­quet will be al­ways safe and sound, so long as he oc­cu­pies his present post,” replied Col­bert.

			“There­upon,” said Vanel, “M. Gourville added, ‘If we were to do any­thing out of char­i­ty to M. Fou­quet, it could not be oth­er­wise than most hu­mil­i­at­ing to him; and he would be sure to refuse it. Let the par­lia­ment sub­scribe among them­selves to pur­chase, in a prop­er man­ner, the post of pro­cureur-général; in that case, all would go well; the hon­or of our body would be saved, and M. Fou­quet’s pride spared.’ ”

			“That is an open­ing.”

			“I con­sid­ered it so, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Vanel, you will go at once, and find out ei­ther M. Gourville or M. Pélis­son. Do you know any oth­er friend of M. Fou­quet?”

			“I know M. de La Fontaine very well.”

			“La Fontaine, the rhymester?”

			“Yes; he used to write vers­es to my wife, when M. Fou­quet was one of our friends.”

			“Go to him, then, and try and pro­cure an in­ter­view with the su­per­in­ten­dent.”

			“Will­ing­ly—but the sum it­self?”

			“On the day and hour you ar­range to set­tle the mat­ter, Mon­sieur Vanel, you shall be sup­plied with the mon­ey, so do not make your­self un­easy on that ac­count.”

			“Mon­seigneur, such mu­nif­i­cence! You eclipse kings even—you sur­pass M. Fou­quet him­self.”

			“Stay a mo­ment—do not let us mis­take each oth­er: I do not make you a present of four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs, Mon­sieur Vanel; for I have chil­dren to pro­vide for—but I will lend you that sum.”

			“Ask what­ev­er in­ter­est, what­ev­er se­cu­ri­ty you please, Mon­seigneur; I am quite ready. And when all your req­ui­si­tions are sat­is­fied, I will still re­peat, that you sur­pass kings and M. Fou­quet in mu­nif­i­cence. What con­di­tions do you im­pose?”

			“The re­pay­ment in eight years, and a mort­gage up­on the ap­point­ment it­self.”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Is that all?”

			“Wait a mo­ment. I re­serve to my­self the right of pur­chas­ing the post from you at one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand francs prof­it for your­self, if, in your mode of fill­ing the of­fice, you do not fol­low out a line of con­duct in con­form­ity with the in­ter­ests of the king and with my projects.”

			“Ah-h!” said Vanel, in an al­tered tone.

			“Is there any­thing in that which can pos­si­bly be ob­jec­tion­able to you, Mon­sieur Vanel?” said Col­bert, cold­ly.

			“Oh! no, no,” replied Vanel, ner­vous­ly.

			“Very good. We will sign an agree­ment to that ef­fect when­ev­er you like. And now go as quick­ly as you can to M. Fou­quet’s friend, ob­tain an in­ter­view with the su­per­in­ten­dent; do not be too dif­fi­cult in mak­ing what­ev­er con­ces­sions may be re­quired of you; and when once the ar­range­ments are all made—”

			“I will press him to sign.”

			“Be most care­ful to do noth­ing of the kind; do not speak of sig­na­tures with M. Fou­quet, nor of deeds, nor even ask him to pass his word. Un­der­stand this: oth­er­wise you will lose ev­ery­thing. All you have to do is to get M. Fou­quet to give you his hand on the mat­ter. Go, go.”

		
	
		
			
				183

				An In­ter­view with the Queen-Moth­er

			
			The queen-moth­er was in the bed­room at the Palais Roy­al, with Madame de Mot­teville and Seño­ra Moli­na. King Louis, who had been im­pa­tient­ly ex­pect­ed the whole day, had not made his ap­pear­ance; and the queen, who was grow­ing im­pa­tient, had of­ten sent to in­quire about him. The moral at­mos­phere of the court seemed to in­di­cate an ap­proach­ing storm; the courtiers and the ladies of the court avoid­ed meet­ing in the an­techam­bers and the cor­ri­dors in or­der not to con­verse on com­pro­mis­ing sub­jects. Mon­sieur had joined the king ear­ly in the morn­ing for a hunt­ing-par­ty; Madame re­mained in her own apart­ment, cool and dis­tant to ev­ery­one; and the queen-moth­er, af­ter she had said her prayers in Latin, talked of do­mes­tic mat­ters with her two friends in pure Castil­ian. Madame de Mot­teville, who un­der­stood the lan­guage per­fect­ly, an­swered her in French. When the three ladies had ex­haust­ed ev­ery form of dis­sim­u­la­tion and of po­lite­ness, as a cir­cuitous mode of ex­press­ing that the king’s con­duct was mak­ing the queen and the queen-moth­er pine away through sheer grief and vex­a­tion, and when, in the most guard­ed and pol­ished phras­es, they had ful­mi­nat­ed ev­ery va­ri­ety of im­pre­ca­tion against Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, the queen-moth­er ter­mi­nat­ed her at­tack by an ex­cla­ma­tion in­dica­tive of her own re­flec­tions and char­ac­ter. “Es­tos hi­jos!” said she to Moli­na—which means, “These chil­dren!” words full of mean­ing on a moth­er’s lips—words full of ter­ri­ble sig­nif­i­cance in the mouth of a queen who, like Anne of Aus­tria, hid many cu­ri­ous se­crets in her soul.

			“Yes,” said Moli­na, “chil­dren, chil­dren! for whom ev­ery moth­er be­comes a sac­ri­fice.”

			“Yes,” replied the queen; “a moth­er sac­ri­fices ev­ery­thing, cer­tain­ly.” She did not fin­ish her phrase; for she fan­cied, when she raised her eyes to­wards the full-length por­trait of the pale Louis XI­II, that light once more flashed from her hus­band’s dull eyes, and his nos­trils grew livid with wrath. The por­trait seemed an­i­mat­ed by a liv­ing ex­pres­sion—speak it did not, but it seemed to threat­en. A pro­found si­lence suc­ceed­ed the queen’s last re­mark. La Moli­na be­gan to turn over rib­bons and laces on a large work­table. Madame de Mot­teville, sur­prised at the look of mu­tu­al in­tel­li­gence which had been ex­changed be­tween the con­fi­dant and her mis­tress, cast down her eyes like a dis­creet wom­an, and pre­tend­ing to be ob­ser­vant of noth­ing that was pass­ing, lis­tened with the ut­most at­ten­tion to ev­ery word. She heard noth­ing, how­ev­er, but a very in­signif­i­cant “hum” on the part of the Span­ish duen­na, who was the in­car­na­tion of cau­tion—and a pro­found sigh on that of the queen. She looked up im­me­di­ate­ly.

			“You are suf­fer­ing?” she said.

			“No, Mot­teville, no; why do you say that?”

			“Your Majesty al­most groaned just now.”

			“You are right; I did sigh, in truth.”

			“Mon­sieur Val­ot is not far off; I be­lieve he is in Madame’s apart­ment.”

			“Why is he with Madame?”

			“Madame is trou­bled with ner­vous at­tacks.”

			“A very fine dis­or­der, in­deed! There is lit­tle good in M. Val­ot be­ing there, when a very dif­fer­ent physi­cian would quick­ly cure Madame.”

			Madame de Mot­teville looked up with an air of great sur­prise, as she replied, “An­oth­er doc­tor in­stead of M. Val­ot?—whom do you mean?”

			“Oc­cu­pa­tion, Mot­teville, oc­cu­pa­tion. If any­one is re­al­ly ill, it is my poor daugh­ter.”

			“And Your Majesty, too.”

			“Less so this evening, though.”

			“Do not be­lieve that too con­fi­dent­ly, Madame,” said de Mot­teville. And, as if to jus­ti­fy her cau­tion, a sharp, acute pain seized the queen, who turned dead­ly pale, and threw her­self back in the chair, with ev­ery symp­tom of a sud­den faint­ing fit. Moli­na ran to a rich­ly gild­ed tor­toise­shell cab­i­net, from which she took a large rock-crys­tal bot­tle of scent­ed salts, and held it to the queen’s nos­trils, who in­haled it wild­ly for a few min­utes, and mur­mured:

			“It is has­ten­ing my death—but Heav­en’s will be done!”

			“Your Majesty’s death is not so near at hand,” added Moli­na, re­plac­ing the smelling-bot­tle in the cab­i­net.

			“Does Your Majesty feel bet­ter now?” in­quired Madame de Mot­teville.

			“Much bet­ter,” re­turned the queen, plac­ing her fin­ger on her lips, to im­pose si­lence on her fa­vorite.

			“It is very strange,” re­marked Madame de Mot­teville, af­ter a pause.

			“What is strange?” said the queen.

			“Does Your Majesty re­mem­ber the day when this pain at­tacked you for the first time?”

			“I re­mem­ber on­ly that it was a griev­ous­ly sad day for me, Mot­teville.”

			“But Your Majesty did not al­ways re­gard that day as a sad one.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause three and twen­ty years ago, on that very day, his present majesty, your own glo­ri­ous son, was born at the very same hour.”

			The queen ut­tered a loud cry, buried her face in her hands, and seemed ut­ter­ly pros­trat­ed for some min­utes; but whether from rec­ol­lec­tions which arose in her mind, or from re­flec­tion, or even with sheer pain, was doubt­ful. La Moli­na dart­ed a look at Madame de Mot­teville, so full of bit­ter re­proach, that the poor wom­an, per­fect­ly ig­no­rant of its mean­ing, was in her own ex­cul­pa­tion on the point of ask­ing an ex­pla­na­tion, when, sud­den­ly, Anne of Aus­tria arose and said, “Yes, the 5th of Sep­tem­ber; my sor­row be­gan on the 5th of Sep­tem­ber. The great­est joy, one day; the deep­est sor­row the next;—the sor­row,” she added, “the bit­ter ex­pi­a­tion of a too ex­ces­sive joy.”

			And, from that mo­ment, Anne of Aus­tria, whose mem­o­ry and rea­son seemed to be sus­pend­ed for the time, re­mained im­pen­e­tra­ble, with va­cant look, mind al­most wan­der­ing, and hands hang­ing heav­i­ly down, as if life had al­most de­part­ed.

			“We must put her to bed,” said La Moli­na.

			“Present­ly, Moli­na.”

			“Let us leave the queen alone,” added the Span­ish at­ten­dant.

			Madame de Mot­teville rose; large tears were rolling down the queen’s pal­lid face; and Moli­na, hav­ing ob­served this sign of weak­ness, fixed her black vig­i­lant eyes up­on her.

			“Yes, yes,” replied the queen. “Leave us, Mot­teville; go.”

			The word “us” pro­duced a dis­agree­able ef­fect up­on the ears of the French fa­vorite; for it sig­ni­fied that an in­ter­change of se­crets, or of rev­e­la­tions of the past, was about to be made, and that one per­son was de trop in the con­ver­sa­tion which seemed like­ly to take place.

			“Will Moli­na, alone, be suf­fi­cient for Your Majesty tonight?” in­quired the French wom­an.

			“Yes,” replied the queen. Madame de Mot­teville bowed in sub­mis­sion, and was about to with­draw, when sud­den­ly an old fe­male at­ten­dant, dressed as if she had be­longed to the Span­ish court of the year 1620, opened the door, and sur­prised the queen in her tears. “The rem­e­dy!” she cried, de­light­ed­ly, to the queen, as she un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly ap­proached the group.

			“What rem­e­dy?” said Anne of Aus­tria.

			“For Your Majesty’s suf­fer­ings,” the for­mer replied.

			“Who brings it?” asked Madame de Mot­teville, ea­ger­ly; “Mon­sieur Val­ot?”

			“No; a la­dy from Flan­ders.”

			“From Flan­ders? Is she Span­ish?” in­quired the queen.

			“I don’t know.”

			“Who sent her?”

			“M. Col­bert.”

			“Her name?”

			“She did not men­tion it.”

			“Her po­si­tion in life?”

			“She will an­swer that her­self.”

			“Who is she?”

			“She is masked.”

			“Go, Moli­na; go and see!” cried the queen.

			“It is need­less,” sud­den­ly replied a voice, at once firm and gen­tle in its tone, which pro­ceed­ed from the oth­er side of the ta­pes­try hang­ings; a voice which made the at­ten­dants start, and the queen trem­ble ex­ces­sive­ly. At the same mo­ment, a masked fe­male ap­peared through the hang­ings, and, be­fore the queen could speak a syl­la­ble she added, “I am con­nect­ed with the or­der of the Béguines of Bruges, and do, in­deed, bring with me the rem­e­dy which is cer­tain to ef­fect a cure of Your Majesty’s com­plaint.” No one ut­tered a sound, and the Béguine did not move a step.

			“Speak,” said the queen.

			“I will, when we are alone,” was the an­swer.

			Anne of Aus­tria looked at her at­ten­dants, who im­me­di­ate­ly with­drew. The Béguine, there­upon, ad­vanced a few steps to­wards the queen, and bowed rev­er­ent­ly be­fore her. The queen gazed with in­creas­ing mis­trust at this wom­an, who, in her turn, fixed a pair of bril­liant eyes up­on her, through her mask.

			“The queen of France must, in­deed, be very ill,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “if it is known at the Béguinage of Bruges that she stands in need of be­ing cured.”

			“Your Majesty is not ir­re­me­di­a­bly ill.”

			“But tell me how you hap­pen to know I am suf­fer­ing?”

			“Your Majesty has friends in Flan­ders.”

			“Since these friends, then, sent you, men­tion their names.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Madame, since Your Majesty’s mem­o­ry has not been awak­ened by your heart.”

			Anne of Aus­tria looked up, en­deav­or­ing to dis­cov­er through the mys­te­ri­ous mask, and this am­bigu­ous lan­guage, the name of her com­pan­ion, who ex­pressed her­self with such fa­mil­iar­i­ty and free­dom; then, sud­den­ly, wea­ried by a cu­rios­i­ty which wound­ed ev­ery feel­ing of pride in her na­ture, she said, “You are ig­no­rant, per­haps, that roy­al per­son­ages are nev­er spo­ken to with the face masked.”

			“Deign to ex­cuse me, Madame,” replied the Béguine, humbly.

			“I can­not ex­cuse you. I may, pos­si­bly, for­give you, if you throw your mask aside.”

			“I have made a vow, Madame, to at­tend and aid all af­flict­ed and suf­fer­ing per­sons, with­out ev­er per­mit­ting them to be­hold my face. I might have been able to ad­min­is­ter some re­lief to your body and to your mind, too; but since Your Majesty for­bids me, I will take my leave. Adieu, Madame, adieu!”

			These words were ut­tered with a har­mo­ny of tone and re­spect of man­ner that dis­armed the queen of all anger and sus­pi­cion, but did not re­move her feel­ing of cu­rios­i­ty. “You are right,” she said; “it ill-be­comes those who are suf­fer­ing to re­ject the means of re­lief Heav­en sends them. Speak, then; and may you, in­deed, be able, as you as­sert, to ad­min­is­ter re­lief to my body—”

			“Let us first speak a lit­tle of the mind, if you please,” said the Béguine—“of the mind, which, I am sure, must al­so suf­fer.”

			“My mind?”

			“There are can­cers so in­sid­i­ous in their na­ture that their very pul­sa­tions can­not be felt. Such can­cers, Madame, leave the ivory white­ness of the skin un­blem­ished, and pu­tre­fy not the firm, fair flesh, with their blue tints; the physi­cian who bends over the pa­tient’s chest hears not, though he lis­tens, the in­sa­tiable teeth of the dis­ease grind­ing on­ward through the mus­cles, and the blood flows freely on; the knife has nev­er been able to de­stroy, and rarely, even tem­po­rar­ily, to dis­arm the rage of these mor­tal scourges—their home is in the mind, which they cor­rupt—they gnaw the whole heart un­til it breaks. Such, Madame, are the can­cers fa­tal to queens; are you, too, free from their scourge?”

			Anne slow­ly raised her arm, daz­zling in its per­fect white­ness, and pure in its round­ed out­lines as it was in the time of her ear­li­er days.

			“The evils to which you al­lude,” she said, “are the con­di­tion of the lives of the high in rank up­on earth, to whom Heav­en has im­part­ed mind. When those evils be­come too heavy to be borne, Heav­en light­ens their bur­dens by pen­i­tence and con­fes­sion. Thus, on­ly, we lay down our bur­den and the se­crets that op­press us. But, for­get not that the same gra­cious Heav­en, in its mer­cy, ap­por­tions to their tri­als the strength of the fee­ble crea­tures of its hand; and my strength has en­abled me to bear my bur­den. For the se­crets of oth­ers, the si­lence of Heav­en is more than suf­fi­cient; for my own se­crets, that of my con­fes­sor is enough.”

			“You are as coura­geous, Madame, I see, as ev­er, against your en­e­mies. You do not ac­knowl­edge your con­fi­dence in your friends?”

			“Queens have no friends; if you have noth­ing fur­ther to say to me—if you feel your­self in­spired by Heav­en as a prophet­ess—leave me, I pray, for I dread the fu­ture.”

			“I should have sup­posed,” said the Béguine, res­o­lute­ly, “that you would rather have dread­ed the past.”

			Hard­ly had these words es­caped her lips, than the queen rose up proud­ly. “Speak,” she cried, in a short, im­pe­ri­ous tone of voice; “ex­plain your­self briefly, quick­ly, en­tire­ly; or, if not—”

			“Nay, do not threat­en me, Your Majesty,” said the Béguine, gen­tly; “I came here to you full of com­pas­sion and re­spect. I came here on the part of a friend.”

			“Prove that to me! Com­fort, in­stead of ir­ri­tat­ing me.”

			“Eas­i­ly enough, and Your Majesty will see who is friend­ly to you. What mis­for­tune has hap­pened to Your Majesty dur­ing these three and twen­ty years past—”

			“Se­ri­ous mis­for­tunes, in­deed; have I not lost the king?”

			“I speak not of mis­for­tunes of that kind. I wish to ask you, if, since the birth of the king, any in­dis­cre­tion on a friend’s part has caused Your Majesty the slight­est se­ri­ous anx­i­ety, or dis­tress?”

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” replied the queen, clench­ing her teeth in or­der to con­ceal her emo­tion.

			“I will make my­self un­der­stood, then. Your Majesty re­mem­bers that the king was born on the 5th of Sep­tem­ber, 1638, at a quar­ter past eleven o’clock.”

			“Yes,” stam­mered out the queen.

			“At half-past twelve,” con­tin­ued the Béguine, “the dauphin, who had been bap­tized by Mon­seigneur de Meaux in the king’s and your own pres­ence, was ac­knowl­edged as the heir of the crown of France. The king then went to the chapel of the old Château de Saint-Ger­main, to hear the Te Deum chant­ed.”

			“Quite true, quite true,” mur­mured the queen.

			“Your Majesty’s con­fer­ment took place in the pres­ence of Mon­sieur, His Majesty’s late un­cle, of the princes, and of the ladies at­tached to the court. The king’s physi­cian, Bou­vard, and Hon­oré, the sur­geon, were sta­tioned in the an­techam­ber; Your Majesty slept from three o’clock un­til sev­en, I be­lieve.”

			“Yes, yes; but you tell me no more than ev­ery­one else knows as well as you and my­self.”

			“I am now, Madame, ap­proach­ing that which very few per­sons are ac­quaint­ed with. Very few per­sons, did I say, alas! I might say two on­ly, for for­mer­ly there were but five in all, and, for many years past, the se­cret has been well pre­served by the deaths of the prin­ci­pal par­tic­i­pa­tors in it. The late king sleeps now with his an­ces­tors; Péronne, the mid­wife, soon fol­lowed him; La­porte is al­ready for­got­ten.”

			The queen opened her lips as though to re­ply; she felt, be­neath her icy hand, with which she kept her face half con­cealed, the beads of per­spi­ra­tion on her brow.

			“It was eight o’clock,” pur­sued the Béguine; “the king was seat­ed at sup­per, full of joy and hap­pi­ness; around him on all sides arose wild cries of de­light and drink­ing of healths; the peo­ple cheered be­neath the bal­conies; the Swiss guards, the Mus­ke­teers, and the Roy­al Guards wan­dered through the city, borne about in tri­umph by the drunk­en stu­dents. Those bois­ter­ous sounds of gen­er­al joy dis­turbed the dauphin, the fu­ture king of France, who was qui­et­ly ly­ing in the arms of Madame de Hausac, his nurse, and whose eyes, as he opened them, and stared about, might have ob­served two crowns at the foot of his cra­dle. Sud­den­ly Your Majesty ut­tered a pierc­ing cry, and Dame Péronne im­me­di­ate­ly flew to your bed­side. The doc­tors were din­ing in a room at some dis­tance from your cham­ber; the palace, de­sert­ed from the fre­quen­cy of the ir­rup­tions made in­to it, was with­out ei­ther sen­tinels or guards. The mid­wife, hav­ing ques­tioned and ex­am­ined Your Majesty, gave a sud­den ex­cla­ma­tion as if in wild as­ton­ish­ment, and tak­ing you in her arms, be­wil­dered al­most out of her sens­es from sheer dis­tress of mind, dis­patched La­porte to in­form the king that Her Majesty the queen-moth­er wished to see him in her room. La­porte, you are aware, Madame, was a man of the most ad­mirable calm­ness and pres­ence of mind. He did not ap­proach the king as if he were the bear­er of alarm­ing in­tel­li­gence and wished to in­spire the ter­ror he him­self ex­pe­ri­enced; be­sides, it was not a very ter­ri­fy­ing in­tel­li­gence which await­ed the king. There­fore, La­porte ap­peared with a smile up­on his lips, and ap­proached the king’s chair, say­ing to him—‘Sire, the queen is very hap­py, and would be still more so to see Your Majesty.’ On that day, Louis XI­II would have giv­en his crown away to the ver­i­est beg­gar for a ‘God bless you.’ An­i­mat­ed, light­heart­ed, and full of gayety, the king rose from the ta­ble, and said to those around him, in a tone that Hen­ry IV might have adopt­ed—‘Gen­tle­men, I am go­ing to see my wife.’ He came to your be­side, Madame, at the very mo­ment Dame Péronne pre­sent­ed to him a sec­ond prince, as beau­ti­ful and healthy as the for­mer, and said—‘Sire, Heav­en will not al­low the king­dom of France to fall in­to the fe­male line.’ The king, yield­ing to a first im­pulse, clasped the child in his arms, and cried, ‘Oh, Heav­en, I thank Thee!’ ”

			At this part of her recital, the Béguine paused, ob­serv­ing how in­tense­ly the queen was suf­fer­ing; she had thrown her­self back in her chair, and with her head bent for­ward and her eyes fixed, lis­tened with­out seem­ing to hear, and her lips mov­ing con­vul­sive­ly, ei­ther breath­ing a prayer to Heav­en or im­pre­ca­tions on the wom­an stand­ing be­fore her.

			“Ah! I do not be­lieve that, if, be­cause there could be but one dauphin in France,” ex­claimed the Béguine, “the queen al­lowed that child to veg­e­tate, ban­ished from his roy­al par­ents’ pres­ence, she was on that ac­count an un­feel­ing moth­er. Oh, no, no; there are those alive who have known the floods of bit­ter tears she shed; there are those who have known and wit­nessed the pas­sion­ate kiss­es she im­print­ed on that in­no­cent crea­ture in ex­change for a life of mis­ery and gloom to which state pol­i­cy con­demned the twin broth­er of Louis XIV.”

			“Oh! Heav­en!” mur­mured the queen fee­bly.

			“It is ad­mit­ted,” con­tin­ued the Béguine, quick­ly, “that when the king per­ceived the ef­fect which would re­sult from the ex­is­tence of two sons, equal in age and pre­ten­sions, he trem­bled for the wel­fare of France, for the tran­quil­li­ty of the state; and it is equal­ly well known that Car­di­nal de Riche­lieu, by the di­rec­tion of Louis XI­II, thought over the sub­ject with deep at­ten­tion, and af­ter an hour’s med­i­ta­tion in His Majesty’s cab­i­net, he pro­nounced the fol­low­ing sen­tence:—‘One prince means peace and safe­ty for the state; two com­peti­tors, civ­il war and an­ar­chy.’ ”

			The queen rose sud­den­ly from her seat, pale as death, and her hands clenched to­geth­er:

			“You know too much,” she said, in a hoarse, thick voice, “since you re­fer to se­crets of state. As for the friends from whom you have ac­quired this se­cret, they are false and treach­er­ous. You are their ac­com­plice in the crime which is be­ing now com­mit­ted. Now, throw aside your mask, or I will have you ar­rest­ed by my cap­tain of the Guards. Do not think that this se­cret ter­ri­fies me! You have ob­tained it, you shall re­store it to me. Nev­er shall it leave your bo­som, for nei­ther your se­cret nor your own life be­long to you from this mo­ment.”

			Anne of Aus­tria, join­ing ges­ture to the threat, ad­vanced a cou­ple of steps to­wards the Béguine.

			“Learn,” said the lat­ter, “to know and val­ue the fi­deli­ty, the hon­or, and se­cre­cy of the friends you have aban­doned.” And, then, sud­den­ly she threw aside her mask.

			“Madame de Chevreuse!” ex­claimed the queen.

			“With Your Majesty, the sole liv­ing con­fi­dante of the se­cret.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Anne of Aus­tria; “come and em­brace me, duchesse. Alas! you kill your friend in thus tri­fling with her ter­ri­ble dis­tress.”

			And the queen, lean­ing her head up­on the shoul­der of the old duchesse, burst in­to a flood of bit­ter tears. “How young you are—still!” said the lat­ter, in a hol­low voice; “you can weep!”
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				Two Friends

			
			The queen looked steadi­ly at Madame de Chevreuse, and said: “I be­lieve you just now made use of the word ‘hap­py’ in speak­ing of me. Hith­er­to, duchesse, I had thought it im­pos­si­ble that a hu­man crea­ture could any­where be found more mis­er­able than the queen of France.”

			“Your af­flic­tions, Madame, have in­deed been ter­ri­ble enough. But by the side of those great and grand mis­for­tunes to which we, two old friends, sep­a­rat­ed by men’s mal­ice, were just now al­lud­ing, you pos­sess sources of plea­sure, slight enough in them­selves it may be, but great­ly en­vied by the world.”

			“What are they?” said Anne of Aus­tria, bit­ter­ly. “What can in­duce you to pro­nounce the word ‘plea­sure,’ duchesse—you who, just now, ad­mit­ted that my body and my mind both stood in need of reme­dies?”

			Madame de Chevreuse col­lect­ed her­self for a mo­ment, and then mur­mured, “How far re­moved kings are from oth­er peo­ple!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that they are so far re­moved from the vul­gar herd that they for­get that oth­ers of­ten stand in need of the bare ne­ces­si­ties of life. They are like the in­hab­i­tant of the African moun­tains, who, gaz­ing from the ver­dant table­land, re­freshed by the rills of melt­ed snow, can­not com­pre­hend that the dwellers in the plains be­low are per­ish­ing from hunger and thirst in the midst of the desert, burnt up by the heat of the sun.”

			The queen col­ored, for she now be­gan to per­ceive the drift of her friend’s re­mark. “It was very wrong,” she said, “to have ne­glect­ed you.”

			“Oh! Madame, I know the king has in­her­it­ed the ha­tred his fa­ther bore me. The king would ex­ile me if he knew I were in the Palais Roy­al.”

			“I can­not say that the king is very well dis­posed to­wards you, duchesse,” replied the queen; “but I could—se­cret­ly, you know—”

			The duchesse’s dis­dain­ful smile pro­duced a feel­ing of un­easi­ness in the queen’s mind. “Duchesse,” she has­tened to add, “you did per­fect­ly right to come here, even were it on­ly to give us the hap­pi­ness of con­tra­dict­ing the re­port of your death.”

			“Has it been ru­mored, then, that I was dead?”

			“Ev­ery­where.”

			“And yet my chil­dren did not go in­to mourn­ing.”

			“Ah! you know, duchesse, the court is very fre­quent­ly mov­ing about from place to place; we see M. Al­bert de Luynes but sel­dom, and many things es­cape our minds in the midst of the pre­oc­cu­pa­tions that con­stant­ly be­set us.”

			“Your Majesty ought not to have be­lieved the re­port of my death.”

			“Why not? Alas! we are all mor­tal; and you may per­ceive how rapid­ly I, your younger sis­ter, as we used for­mer­ly to say, am ap­proach­ing the tomb.”

			“If Your Majesty be­lieved me dead, you ought, in that case, to have been as­ton­ished not to have re­ceived the news.”

			“Death not un­fre­quent­ly takes us by sur­prise, duchesse.”

			“Oh! Your Majesty, those who are bur­dened with se­crets such as we have just now dis­cussed must, as a ne­ces­si­ty of their na­ture, sat­is­fy their crav­ing de­sire to di­vulge them, and they feel they must grat­i­fy that de­sire be­fore they die. Among the var­i­ous prepa­ra­tions for their fi­nal jour­ney, the task of plac­ing their pa­pers in or­der is not omit­ted.”

			The queen start­ed.

			“Your Majesty will be sure to learn, in a par­tic­u­lar man­ner, the day of my death.”

			“In what way?”

			“Be­cause Your Majesty will re­ceive the next day, un­der sev­er­al cov­er­ings, ev­ery­thing con­nect­ed with our mys­te­ri­ous cor­re­spon­dence of for­mer times.”

			“Did you not burn them?” cried Anne, in alarm.

			“Traitors on­ly,” replied the duchesse, “de­stroy a roy­al cor­re­spon­dence.”

			“Traitors, do you say?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly, or rather they pre­tend to de­stroy, in­stead of which they keep or sell it. Faith­ful friends, on the con­trary, most care­ful­ly se­crete such trea­sures, for it may hap­pen that some day or oth­er they would wish to seek out their queen in or­der to say to her: ‘Madame, I am get­ting old; my health is fast fail­ing me; in the pres­ence of the dan­ger of death, for there is the risk for Your Majesty that this se­cret may be re­vealed, take, there­fore, this pa­per, so fraught with men­ace for your­self, and trust not to an­oth­er to burn it for you.’ ”

			“What pa­per do you re­fer to?”

			“As far as I am con­cerned, I have but one, it is true, but that is in­deed most dan­ger­ous in its na­ture.”

			“Oh! duchesse, tell me what it is.”

			“A let­ter, dat­ed Tues­day, the 2nd of Au­gust, 1644, in which you beg me to go to Noisy-le-Sec, to see that un­hap­py child. In your own hand­writ­ing, Madame, there are those words, ‘that un­hap­py child!’ ”

			A pro­found si­lence en­sued; the queen’s mind was busy in the past; Madame de Chevreuse was watch­ing the progress of her scheme. “Yes, un­hap­py, most un­hap­py!” mur­mured Anne of Aus­tria; “how sad the ex­is­tence he led, poor child, to fin­ish it in so cru­el a man­ner.”

			“Is he dead?” cried the duchesse sud­den­ly, with a cu­rios­i­ty whose gen­uine ac­cents the queen in­stinc­tive­ly de­tect­ed.

			“He died of con­sump­tion, died for­got­ten, died with­ered and blight­ed like the flow­ers a lover has giv­en to his mis­tress, which she leaves to die se­cret­ed in a draw­er where she had hid them from the gaze of oth­ers.”

			“Died!” re­peat­ed the duchesse with an air of dis­cour­age­ment, which would have af­ford­ed the queen the most un­feigned de­light, had it not been tem­pered in some mea­sure with a mix­ture of doubt—“Died—at Noisy-le-Sec?”

			“Yes, in the arms of his tu­tor, a poor, hon­est man, who did not long sur­vive him.”

			“That can eas­i­ly be un­der­stood; it is so dif­fi­cult to bear up un­der the weight of such a loss and such a se­cret,” said Madame de Chevreuse—the irony of which re­flec­tion the queen pre­tend­ed not to per­ceive. Madame de Chevreuse con­tin­ued: “Well, Madame, I in­quired some years ago at Noisy-le-Sec about this un­hap­py child. I was told that it was not be­lieved he was dead, and that was my rea­son for not hav­ing at first con­doled with Your Majesty; for, most cer­tain­ly, if I could have thought it were true, nev­er should I have made the slight­est al­lu­sion to so de­plorable an event, and thus have reawak­ened Your Majesty’s most nat­u­ral dis­tress.”

			“You say that it is not be­lieved the child died at Noisy?”

			“No, Madame.”

			“What did they say about him, then?”

			“They said—but, no doubt, they were mis­tak­en—”

			“Nay, speak, speak!”

			“They said, that one evening, about the year 1645, a la­dy, beau­ti­ful and ma­jes­tic in her bear­ing, which was ob­served not­with­stand­ing the mask and the man­tle that con­cealed her fig­ure—a la­dy of rank, of very high rank, no doubt—came in a car­riage to the place where the road branch­es off; the very same spot, you know, where I await­ed news of the young prince when Your Majesty was gra­cious­ly pleased to send me there.”

			“Well, well?”

			“That the boy’s tu­tor, or guardian, took the child to this la­dy.”

			“Well, what next?”

			“That both the child and his tu­tor left that part of the coun­try the very next day.”

			“There, you see there is some truth in what you re­late, since, in point of fact, the poor child died from a sud­den at­tack of ill­ness, which makes the lives of all chil­dren, as doc­tors say, sus­pend­ed as it were by a thread.”

			“What Your Majesty says is quite true; no one knows it bet­ter than your­self—no one be­lieves it more strong­ly than my­self. But yet, how strange it is—”

			What can it now be? thought the queen.

			“The per­son who gave me these de­tails, who was sent to in­quire af­ter the child’s health—”

			“Did you con­fide such a charge to any­one else? Oh, duchesse!”

			“Some­one as dumb as Your Majesty, as dumb as my­self; we will sup­pose it was my­self, Madame; this some­one, some months af­ter, pass­ing through Touraine—”

			“Touraine!”

			“Rec­og­nized both the tu­tor and the child, too! I am wrong, thought he rec­og­nized them, both liv­ing, cheer­ful, hap­py, and flour­ish­ing, the one in a green old age, the oth­er in the flow­er of his youth. Judge af­ter that what truth can be at­trib­uted to the ru­mors which are cir­cu­lat­ed, or what faith, af­ter that, placed in any­thing that may hap­pen in the world! But I am fa­tigu­ing Your Majesty; it was not my in­ten­tion, how­ev­er, to do so, and I will take my leave of you, af­ter re­new­ing to you the as­sur­ance of my most re­spect­ful de­vo­tion.”

			“Stay, duchesse; let us first talk a lit­tle about your­self.”

			“Of my­self, Madame! I am not wor­thy that you should bend your looks up­on me.”

			“Why not, in­deed? Are you not the old­est friend I have? Are you an­gry with me, duchesse?”

			“I, in­deed! what mo­tive could I have? If I had rea­son to be an­gry with Your Majesty, should I have come here?”

			“Duchesse, age is fast creep­ing on us both; we should be unit­ed against that death whose ap­proach can­not be far off.”

			“You over­pow­er me, Madame, with the kind­ness of your lan­guage.”

			“No one has ev­er loved or served me as you have done, duchesse.”

			“Your Majesty is too kind in re­mem­ber­ing it.”

			“Not so. Give me a proof of your friend­ship, duchesse.”

			“My whole be­ing is de­vot­ed to you, Madame.”

			“The proof I re­quire is, that you should ask some­thing of me.”

			“Ask—”

			“Oh, I know you well—no one is more dis­in­ter­est­ed, more no­ble, and tru­ly loy­al.”

			“Do not praise me too high­ly, Madame,” said the duchesse, some­what anx­ious­ly.

			“I could nev­er praise you as much as you de­serve to be praised.”

			“And yet, age and mis­for­tune ef­fect a ter­ri­ble change in peo­ple, Madame.”

			“So much the bet­ter; for the beau­ti­ful, the haughty, the adored duchesse of for­mer days might have an­swered me un­grate­ful­ly, ‘I do not wish for any­thing from you.’ Heav­en be praised! The mis­for­tunes you speak of have in­deed worked a change in you, for you will now, per­haps, an­swer me, ‘I ac­cept.’ ”

			The duchesse’s look and smile soon changed at this con­clu­sion, and she no longer at­tempt­ed to act a false part.

			“Speak, dear­est, what do you want?”

			“I must first ex­plain to you—”

			“Do so un­hesi­tat­ing­ly.”

			“Well, then, Your Majesty can con­fer the great­est, the most in­ef­fa­ble plea­sure up­on me.”

			“What is it?” said the queen, a lit­tle dis­tant in her man­ner, from an un­easi­ness of feel­ing pro­duced by this re­mark. “But do not for­get, my good Chevreuse, that I am quite as much un­der my son’s in­flu­ence as I was for­mer­ly un­der my hus­band’s.”

			“I will not be too hard, Madame.”

			“Call me as you used to do; it will be a sweet echo of our hap­py youth.”

			“Well, then, my dear mis­tress, my dar­ling Anne—”

			“Do you know Span­ish, still?”

			“Yes.”

			“Ask me in Span­ish, then.”

			“Will Your Majesty do me the hon­or to pass a few days with me at Dampierre?”

			“Is that all?” said the queen, stu­pe­fied. “Noth­ing more than that?”

			“Good heav­ens! can you pos­si­bly imag­ine that, in ask­ing you that, I am not ask­ing you the great­est con­ceiv­able fa­vor? If that re­al­ly be the case, you do not know me. Will you ac­cept?”

			“Yes, glad­ly. And I shall be hap­py,” con­tin­ued the queen, with some sus­pi­cion, “if my pres­ence can in any way be use­ful to you.”

			“Use­ful!” ex­claimed the duchesse, laugh­ing; “oh, no, no, agree­able—de­light­ful, if you like; and you prom­ise me, then?”

			“I swear it,” said the queen, where­upon the duchesse seized her beau­ti­ful hand, and cov­ered it with kiss­es. The queen could not help mur­mur­ing to her­self, “She is a good-heart­ed wom­an, and very gen­er­ous, too.”

			“Will Your Majesty con­sent to wait a fort­night be­fore you come?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; but why?”

			“Be­cause,” said the duchesse, “know­ing me to be in dis­grace, no one would lend me the hun­dred thou­sand francs, which I re­quire to put Dampierre in­to a state of re­pair. But when it is known that I re­quire that sum for the pur­pose of re­ceiv­ing Your Majesty at Dampierre prop­er­ly, all the mon­ey in Paris will be at my dis­pos­al.”

			“Ah!” said the queen, gen­tly nod­ding her head in sign of in­tel­li­gence, “a hun­dred thou­sand francs! you want a hun­dred thou­sand francs to put Dampierre in­to re­pair?”

			“Quite as much as that.”

			“And no one will lend you them?”

			“No one.”

			“I will lend them to you, if you like, duchesse.”

			“Oh, I hard­ly dare ac­cept such a sum.”

			“You would be wrong if you did not. Be­sides, a hun­dred thou­sand francs is re­al­ly not much. I know but too well that you nev­er set a right val­ue up­on your si­lence and se­cre­cy. Push that ta­ble a lit­tle to­wards me, duchesse, and I will write you an or­der on M. Col­bert; no, on M. Fou­quet, who is a far more cour­te­ous and oblig­ing man.”

			“Will he pay it, though?”

			“If he will not pay it, I will; but it will be the first time he will have re­fused me.”

			The queen wrote and hand­ed the duchesse the or­der, and af­ter­wards dis­missed her with a warm em­brace.
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				How Jean de La Fontaine Came to Write His First Tale

			
			All these in­trigues are ex­haust­ed; the hu­man mind, so var­i­ous­ly com­pli­cat­ed, has been en­abled to de­vel­op it­self at its ease in the three out­lines with which our recital has sup­plied it. It is not un­like­ly that, in the fu­ture we are now pre­par­ing, a ques­tion of pol­i­tics and in­trigues may still arise, but the springs by which they work will be so care­ful­ly con­cealed that no one will be able to see aught but flow­ers and paint­ings, just as at a the­ater, where a colos­sus ap­pears up­on the scene, walk­ing along moved by the small legs and slen­der arms of a child con­cealed with­in the frame­work.

			We now re­turn to Saint-Mandé, where the su­per­in­ten­dent was in the habit of re­ceiv­ing his se­lect con­fed­er­a­cy of epi­cure­ans. For some time past the host had met with noth­ing but trou­ble. Ev­ery­one in the house was aware of and felt for the min­is­ter’s dis­tress. No more mag­nif­i­cent or reck­less­ly im­prov­i­dent re­unions. Mon­ey had been the pre­text as­signed by Fou­quet, and nev­er was any pre­text, as Gourville said, more fal­la­cious, for there was not even a shad­ow of mon­ey to be seen.

			M. Va­tel was res­o­lute­ly painstak­ing in keep­ing up the rep­u­ta­tion of the house, and yet the gar­den­ers who sup­plied the kitchens com­plained of ru­inous de­lays. The agents for the sup­ply of Span­ish wines sent drafts which no one hon­ored; fish­er­men, whom the su­per­in­ten­dent en­gaged on the coast of Nor­mandy, cal­cu­lat­ed that if they were paid all that was due to them, the amount would en­able them to re­tire com­fort­ably for life; fish, which, at a lat­er pe­ri­od, was the cause of Va­tel’s death, did not ar­rive at all. How­ev­er, on the or­di­nary re­cep­tion days, Fou­quet’s friends flocked in more nu­mer­ous­ly than ev­er. Gourville and the Ab­bé Fou­quet talked over mon­ey mat­ters—that is to say, the ab­bé bor­rowed a few pis­toles from Gourville; Pélis­son, seat­ed with his legs crossed, was en­gaged in fin­ish­ing the per­ora­tion of a speech with which Fou­quet was to open the par­lia­ment; and this speech was a mas­ter­piece, be­cause Pélis­son wrote it for his friend—that is to say, he in­sert­ed all kinds of clever things the lat­ter would most cer­tain­ly nev­er have tak­en the trou­ble to say of his own ac­cord. Present­ly Loret and La Fontaine would en­ter from the gar­den, en­gaged in a dis­pute about the art of mak­ing vers­es. The painters and mu­si­cians, in their turn, were hov­er­ing near the din­ing-room. As soon as eight o’clock struck the sup­per would be an­nounced, for the su­per­in­ten­dent nev­er kept any­one wait­ing. It was al­ready half-past sev­en, and the ap­petites of the guests were be­gin­ning to de­clare them­selves in an em­phat­ic man­ner. As soon as all the guests were as­sem­bled, Gourville went straight up to Pélis­son, awoke him out of his rever­ie, and led him in­to the mid­dle of a room, and closed the doors. “Well,” he said, “any­thing new?”

			Pélis­son raised his in­tel­li­gent and gen­tle face, and said: “I have bor­rowed five and twen­ty thou­sand francs of my aunt, and I have them here in good ster­ling mon­ey.”

			“Good,” replied Gourville; “we on­ly what one hun­dred and nine­ty-five thou­sand livres for the first pay­ment.”

			“The pay­ment of what?” asked La Fontaine.

			“What! ab­sent­mind­ed as usu­al! Why, it was you who told us the small es­tate at Cor­be­li was go­ing to be sold by one of M. Fou­quet’s cred­i­tors; and you, al­so, who pro­posed that all his friends should sub­scribe—more than that, it was you who said that you would sell a cor­ner of your house at Château-Thier­ry, in or­der to fur­nish your own pro­por­tion, and you come and ask—‘The pay­ment of what?’ ”

			This re­mark was re­ceived with a gen­er­al laugh, which made La Fontaine blush. “I beg your par­don,” he said, “I had not for­got­ten it; oh, no! on­ly—”

			“On­ly you re­mem­bered noth­ing about it,” replied Loret.

			“That is the truth, and the fact is, he is quite right, there is a great dif­fer­ence be­tween for­get­ting and not re­mem­ber­ing.”

			“Well, then,” added Pélis­son, “you bring your mite in the shape of the price of the piece of land you have sold?”

			“Sold? no!”

			“Have you not sold the field, then?” in­quired Gourville, in as­ton­ish­ment, for he knew the po­et’s dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness.

			“My wife would not let me,” replied the lat­ter, at which there were fresh bursts of laugh­ter.

			“And yet you went to Château-Thier­ry for that pur­pose,” said some­one.

			“Cer­tain­ly I did, and on horse­back.”

			“Poor fel­low!”

			“I had eight dif­fer­ent hors­es, and I was al­most bumped to death.”

			“You are an ex­cel­lent fel­low! And you rest­ed your­self when you ar­rived there?”

			“Rest­ed! Oh! of course I did, for I had an im­mense deal of work to do.”

			“How so?”

			“My wife had been flirt­ing with the man to whom I wished to sell the land. The fel­low drew back from his bar­gain, and so I chal­lenged him.”

			“Very good, and you fought?”

			“It seems not.”

			“You know noth­ing about it, I sup­pose?”

			“No, my wife and her re­la­tions in­ter­fered in the mat­ter. I was kept a quar­ter of an hour with my sword in my hand; but I was not wound­ed.”

			“And your ad­ver­sary?”

			“Oh! he wasn’t wound­ed ei­ther, for he nev­er came on the field.”

			“Cap­i­tal!” cried his friends from all sides, “you must have been ter­ri­bly an­gry.”

			“Ex­ceed­ing­ly so; I caught cold; I re­turned home and then my wife be­gan to quar­rel with me.”

			“In re­al earnest?”

			“Yes, in re­al earnest. She threw a loaf of bread at my head, a large loaf.”

			“And what did you do?”

			“Oh! I up­set the ta­ble over her and her guests; and then I got on my horse again, and here I am.”

			Ev­ery­one had great dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing his coun­te­nance at the ex­po­sure of this heroi-com­e­dy, and when the laugh­ter had sub­sid­ed, one of the guests present said to La Fontaine: “Is that all you have brought back?”

			“Oh, no! I have an ex­cel­lent idea in my head.”

			“What is it?”

			“Have you no­ticed that there is a good deal of sportive, jest­ing po­et­ry writ­ten in France?”

			“Yes, of course,” replied ev­ery­one.

			“And,” pur­sued La Fontaine, “on­ly a very small por­tion of it is print­ed.”

			“The laws are strict, you know.”

			“That may be; but a rare ar­ti­cle is a dear ar­ti­cle, and that is the rea­son why I have writ­ten a small po­em, ex­ces­sive­ly free in its style, very broad, and ex­treme­ly cyn­i­cal in its tone.”

			“The deuce you have!”

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the po­et, with as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence, “and I have in­tro­duced the great­est free­dom of lan­guage I could pos­si­bly em­ploy.”

			Peals of laugh­ter again broke forth, while the po­et was thus an­nounc­ing the qual­i­ty of his wares. “And,” he con­tin­ued, “I have tried to ex­cel ev­ery­thing that Boc­cac­cio, Arétin, and oth­er mas­ters of their craft have writ­ten in the same style.”

			“Its fate is clear,” said Pélis­son; “it will be sup­pressed and for­bid­den.”

			“Do you think so?” said La Fontaine, sim­ply. “I as­sure you I did not do it on my own ac­count so much as M. Fou­quet’s.”

			This won­der­ful con­clu­sion again raised the mirth of all present.

			“And I have sold the first edi­tion of this lit­tle book for eight hun­dred livres,” ex­claimed La Fontaine, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er. “Se­ri­ous and re­li­gions books sell at about half that rate.”

			“It would have been bet­ter,” said Gourville, “to have writ­ten two re­li­gious books in­stead.”

			“It would have been too long, and not amus­ing enough,” replied La Fontaine tran­quil­ly; “my eight hun­dred livres are in this lit­tle bag, and I beg to of­fer them as my con­tri­bu­tion.”

			As he said this, he placed his of­fer­ing in the hands of their trea­sur­er; it was then Loret’s turn, who gave a hun­dred and fifty livres; the oth­ers stripped them­selves in the same way; and the to­tal sum in the purse amount­ed to forty thou­sand livres. The mon­ey was still be­ing count­ed over when the su­per­in­ten­dent noise­less­ly en­tered the room; he had heard ev­ery­thing; and then this man, who had pos­sessed so many mil­lions, who had ex­haust­ed all the plea­sures and hon­ors the world had to be­stow, this gen­er­ous heart, this in­ex­haustible brain, which had, like two burn­ing cru­cibles, de­voured the ma­te­ri­al and moral sub­stance of the first king­dom in Eu­rope, was seen to cross the thresh­old with tears in his eyes, and pass his fin­gers through the gold and sil­ver which the bag con­tained.

			“Poor of­fer­ing,” he said, in a soft­ened and af­fect­ed tone of voice, “you will dis­ap­pear in­to the small­est cor­ner of my emp­ty purse, but you have filled to over­flow­ing that which no one can ev­er ex­haust, my heart. Thank you, my friends—thank you.” And as he could not em­brace ev­ery­one present, who were all tear­ful, too, philoso­phers as they were, he em­braced La Fontaine, say­ing to him, “Poor fel­low! so you have, on my ac­count, been beat­en by your wife and cen­sured by your con­fes­sor.”

			“Oh! it is a mere noth­ing,” replied the po­et; “if your cred­i­tors will on­ly wait a cou­ple of years, I shall have writ­ten a hun­dred oth­er tales, which, at two edi­tions each, will pay off the debt.”

		
	
		
			
				186

				La Fontaine in the Char­ac­ter of a Ne­go­tia­tor

			
			Fou­quet pressed La Fontaine’s hand most warm­ly, say­ing to him, “My dear po­et, write a hun­dred oth­er tales, not on­ly for the eighty pis­toles which each of them will pro­duce you, but, still more, to en­rich our lan­guage with a hun­dred new mas­ter­pieces of com­po­si­tion.”

			“Oh!” said La Fontaine, with a lit­tle air of pride, “you must not sup­pose that I have on­ly brought this idea and the eighty pis­toles to the su­per­in­ten­dent.”

			“Oh! in­deed,” was the gen­er­al ac­cla­ma­tion from all parts of the room, “M. de La Fontaine is in funds to­day.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied La Fontaine.

			“Quick, quick!” cried the as­sem­bly.

			“Take care,” said Pélis­son in La Fontaine’s ear; “you have had a most bril­liant suc­cess up to the present mo­ment; do not go be­yond your depth.”

			“Not at all, Mon­sieur Pélis­son; and you, who are a man of de­cid­ed taste, will be the first to ap­prove of what I have done.”

			“We are talk­ing of mil­lions, re­mem­ber,” said Gourville.

			“I have fif­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs here, Mon­sieur Gourville,” he replied, strik­ing him­self on the chest.

			“The deuce take this Gas­con from Château-Thier­ry!” cried Loret.

			“It is not the pock­et you must tap—but the brain,” said Fou­quet.

			“Stay a mo­ment, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant,” added La Fontaine; “you are not pro­cureur-général—you are a po­et.”

			“True, true!” cried Loret, Con­rart, and ev­ery per­son present con­nect­ed with lit­er­a­ture.

			“You are, I re­peat, a po­et and a painter, a sculp­tor, a friend of the arts and sci­ences; but, ac­knowl­edge that you are no lawyer.”

			“Oh! I do ac­knowl­edge it,” replied M. Fou­quet, smil­ing.

			“If you were to be nom­i­nat­ed at the Acad­e­my, you would refuse, I think.”

			“I think I should, with all due def­er­ence to the aca­demi­cians.”

			“Very good; if, there­fore, you do not wish to be­long to the Acad­e­my, why do you al­low your­self to form one of the par­lia­ment?”

			“Oh!” said Pélis­son, “we are talk­ing pol­i­tics.”

			“I wish to know whether the bar­ris­ter’s gown does or does not be­come M. Fou­quet.”

			“There is no ques­tion of the gown at all,” re­tort­ed Pélis­son, an­noyed at the laugh­ter of those who were present.

			“On the con­trary, it is the gown,” said Loret.

			“Take the gown away from the pro­cureur-général,” said Con­rart, “and we have M. Fou­quet left us still, of whom we have no rea­son to com­plain; but, as he is no pro­cureur-général with­out his gown, we agree with M. de La Fontaine and pro­nounce the gown to be noth­ing but a bug­bear.”

			“Fugiunt ris­us lep­oresque,” said Loret.

			“The smiles and the graces,” said some­one present.

			“That is not the way,” said Pélis­son, grave­ly, “that I trans­late lep­ores.”

			“How do you trans­late it?” said La Fontaine.

			“Thus: The hares run away as soon as they see M. Fou­quet.” A burst of laugh­ter, in which the su­per­in­ten­dent joined, fol­lowed this sal­ly.

			“But why hares?” ob­ject­ed Con­rart, vexed.

			“Be­cause the hare will be the very one who will not be over pleased to see M. Fou­quet sur­round­ed by all the at­tributes which his par­lia­men­tary strength and pow­er con­fer on him.”

			“Oh! oh!” mur­mured the po­ets.

			“Quo non as­cen­dam,”17 said Con­rart, “seems im­pos­si­ble to me, when one is for­tu­nate enough to wear the gown of the pro­cureur-général.”

			“On the con­trary, it seems so to me with­out that gown,” said the ob­sti­nate Pélis­son; “what is your opin­ion, Gourville?”

			“I think the gown in ques­tion is a very good thing,” replied the lat­ter; “but I equal­ly think that a mil­lion and a half is far bet­ter than the gown.”

			“And I am of Gourville’s opin­ion,” ex­claimed Fou­quet, stop­ping the dis­cus­sion by the ex­pres­sion of his own opin­ion, which would nec­es­sar­i­ly bear down all the oth­ers.

			“A mil­lion and a half,” Pélis­son grum­bled out; “now I hap­pen to know an In­di­an fa­ble—”

			“Tell it me,” said La Fontaine; “I ought to know it too.”

			“Tell it, tell it,” said the oth­ers.

			“There was a tor­toise, which was, as usu­al, well pro­tect­ed by its shell,” said Pélis­son; “when­ev­er its en­e­mies threat­ened it, it took refuge with­in its cov­er­ing. One day some­one said to it, ‘You must feel very hot in such a house as that in the sum­mer, and you are al­to­geth­er pre­vent­ed show­ing off Your Graces; there is a snake here, who will give you a mil­lion and a half for your shell.’ ”

			“Good!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, laugh­ing.

			“Well, what next?” said La Fontaine, more in­ter­est­ed in the apo­logue than in the moral.

			“The tor­toise sold his shell and re­mained naked and de­fense­less. A vul­ture hap­pened to see him, and be­ing hun­gry, broke the tor­toise’s back with a blow of his beak and de­voured it. The moral is, that M. Fou­quet should take very good care to keep his gown.”

			La Fontaine un­der­stood the moral se­ri­ous­ly. “You for­get Aeschy­lus,” he said, to his ad­ver­sary.

			“What do you mean?”

			“Aeschy­lus was bald-head­ed, and a vul­ture—your vul­ture, prob­a­bly—who was a great am­a­teur in tor­tois­es, mis­took at a dis­tance his head for a block of stone, and let a tor­toise, which was shrunk up in his shell, fall up­on it.”

			“Yes, yes, La Fontaine is right,” re­sumed Fou­quet, who had be­come very thought­ful; “when­ev­er a vul­ture wish­es to de­vour a tor­toise, he well knows how to break his shell; but hap­py is that tor­toise a snake pays a mil­lion and a half for his en­ve­lope. If any­one were to bring me a gen­er­ous-heart­ed snake like the one in your fa­ble, Pélis­son, I would give him my shell.”

			“Rara avis in ter­res!”18 cried Con­rart.

			“And like a black swan, is he not?” added La Fontaine; “well, then, the bird in ques­tion, black and rare, is al­ready found.”

			“Do you mean to say that you have found a pur­chas­er for my post of pro­cureur-général?” ex­claimed Fou­quet.

			“I have, Mon­sieur.”

			“But the su­per­in­ten­dent nev­er said that he wished to sell,” re­sumed Pélis­son.

			“I beg your par­don,” said Con­rart, “you your­self spoke about it, even—”

			“Yes, I am a wit­ness to that,” said Gourville.

			“He seems very tena­cious about his bril­liant idea,” said Fou­quet, laugh­ing. “Well, La Fontaine, who is the pur­chas­er?”

			“A per­fect black­bird, for he is a coun­selor be­long­ing to the par­lia­ment, an ex­cel­lent fel­low.”

			“What is his name?”

			“Vanel.”

			“Vanel!” ex­claimed Fou­quet. “Vanel the hus­band of—”

			“Pre­cise­ly, her hus­band; yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Poor fel­low!” said Fou­quet, with an ex­pres­sion of great in­ter­est.

			“He wish­es to be ev­ery­thing that you have been, Mon­sieur,” said Gourville, “and to do ev­ery­thing that you have done.”

			“It is very agree­able; tell us all about it, La Fontaine.”

			“It is very sim­ple. I see him oc­ca­sion­al­ly, and a short time ago I met him, walk­ing about on the Place de la Bastille, at the very mo­ment when I was about to take the small car­riage to come down here to Saint-Mandé.”

			“He must have been watch­ing his wife,” in­ter­rupt­ed Loret.

			“Oh, no!” said La Fontaine, “he is far from be­ing jeal­ous. He ac­cost­ed me, em­braced me, and took me to the inn called L’Im­age Saint-Fi­acre, and told me all about his trou­bles.”

			“He has his trou­bles, then?”

			“Yes; his wife wants to make him am­bi­tious.”

			“Well, and he told you—”

			“That some­one had spo­ken to him about a post in par­lia­ment; that M. Fou­quet’s name had been men­tioned; that ev­er since, Madame Vanel dreams of noth­ing else than be­ing called Madame la Pro­cureur-Générale, and that it makes her ill and kills her ev­ery night she does not dream about it.”

			“The deuce!”

			“Poor wom­an!” said Fou­quet.

			“Wait a mo­ment. Con­rart is al­ways telling me that I do not know how to con­duct mat­ters of busi­ness; you will see how I man­aged this one.”

			“Well, go on.”

			“ ‘I sup­pose you know,’ said I to Vanel, ‘that the val­ue of a post such as that which M. Fou­quet holds is by no means tri­fling.’

			“ ‘How much do you imag­ine it to be?’ he said.

			“ ‘M. Fou­quet, I know, has re­fused sev­en­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs.’

			“ ‘My wife,’ replied Vanel, ‘had es­ti­mat­ed it at about four­teen hun­dred thou­sand.’

			“ ‘Ready mon­ey?’ I said.

			“ ‘Yes; she has sold some prop­er­ty of hers in Gui­enne, and has re­ceived the pur­chase mon­ey.’ ”

			“That’s a pret­ty sum to touch all at once,” said the Ab­bé Fou­quet, who had not hith­er­to said a word.

			“Poor Madame Vanel!” mur­mured Fou­quet.

			Pélis­son shrugged his shoul­ders, as he whis­pered in Fou­quet’s ear, “That wom­an is a per­fect fiend.”

			“That may be; and it will be de­light­ful to make use of this fiend’s mon­ey to re­pair the in­jury which an an­gel has done her­self for me.”

			Pélis­son looked with a sur­prised air at Fou­quet, whose thoughts were from that mo­ment fixed up­on a fresh ob­ject in view.

			“Well!” in­quired La Fontaine, “what about my ne­go­ti­a­tion?”

			“Ad­mirable, my dear po­et.”

			“Yes,” said Gourville; “but there are some peo­ple who are anx­ious to have the steed who have not even mon­ey enough to pay for the bri­dle.”

			“And Vanel would draw back from his of­fer if he were to be tak­en at his word,” con­tin­ued the Ab­bé Fou­quet.

			“I do not be­lieve it,” said La Fontaine.

			“What do you know about it?”

			“Why, you have not yet heard the de­noue­ment of my sto­ry.”

			“If there is a de­noue­ment, why do you beat about the bush so much?”

			“Sem­per ad even­tum.19 Is that cor­rect?” said Fou­quet, with the air of a no­ble­man who con­de­scends to bar­barisms. To which the La­tin­ists present an­swered with loud ap­plause.

			“My de­noue­ment,” cried La Fontaine, “is that Vanel, that de­ter­mined black­bird, know­ing that I was com­ing to Saint-Mandé, im­plored me to bring him with me, and, if pos­si­ble, to present him to M. Fou­quet.”

			“So that—”

			“So that he is here; I left him in that part of the ground called Bel-Air. Well, M. Fou­quet, what is your re­ply?”

			“Well, it is not re­spect­ful to­wards Madame Vanel that her hus­band should run the risk of catch­ing cold out­side my house; send for him, La Fontaine, since you know where he is.”

			“I will go my­self.”

			“And I will ac­com­pa­ny you,” said the Ab­bé Fou­quet; “I will car­ry the mon­ey bags.”

			“No jest­ing,” said Fou­quet, se­ri­ous­ly; “let the busi­ness be a se­ri­ous one, if it is to be one at all. But first of all, let us show we are hos­pitable. Make my apolo­gies, La Fontaine, to M. Vanel, and tell him how dis­tressed I am to have kept him wait­ing, but that I was not aware he was there.”

			La Fontaine set off at once, for­tu­nate­ly ac­com­pa­nied by Gourville, for, ab­sorbed in his own cal­cu­la­tions, the po­et would have mis­tak­en the route, and was hur­ry­ing as fast as he could to­wards the vil­lage of Saint-Mandé. With­in a quar­ter of an hour af­ter­wards, M. Vanel was in­tro­duced in­to the su­per­in­ten­dent’s cab­i­net, a de­scrip­tion of which has al­ready been giv­en at the be­gin­ning of this sto­ry. When Fou­quet saw him en­ter, he called to Pélis­son, and whis­pered a few words in his ear. “Do not lose a sin­gle word of what I am go­ing to say: let all the sil­ver and gold plate, to­geth­er with my jew­els of ev­ery de­scrip­tion, be packed up in the car­riage. You will take the black hors­es: the jew­el­er will ac­com­pa­ny you; and you will post­pone the sup­per un­til Madame de Bel­lière’s ar­rival.”

			“Will it be nec­es­sary to in­form Madame de Bel­lière of it?” said Pélis­son.

			“No; that will be use­less; I will do that. So, away with you, my dear friend.”

			Pélis­son set off, not quite clear as to his friend’s mean­ing or in­ten­tion, but con­fi­dent, like ev­ery true friend, in the judg­ment of the man he was blind­ly obey­ing. It is that which con­sti­tutes the strength of such men; dis­trust on­ly aris­es in the minds of in­fe­ri­or na­tures.

			Vanel bowed low­ly to the su­per­in­ten­dent, and was about to be­gin a speech.

			“Do not trou­ble your­self, Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, po­lite­ly; “I am told you wish to pur­chase a post I hold. How much can you give me for it?”

			“It is for you, Mon­seigneur, to fix the amount you re­quire. I know that of­fers of pur­chase have al­ready been made to you for it.”

			“Madame Vanel, I have been told, val­ues it at four­teen hun­dred thou­sand livres.”

			“That is all we have.”

			“Can you give me the mon­ey im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“I have not the mon­ey with me,” said Vanel, fright­ened al­most by the un­pre­tend­ing sim­plic­i­ty, amount­ing to great­ness, of the man, for he had ex­pect­ed dis­putes, dif­fi­cul­ties, op­po­si­tion of ev­ery kind.

			“When will you be able to bring it?”

			“When­ev­er you please, Mon­seigneur”; for he be­gan to be afraid that Fou­quet was tri­fling with him.

			“If it were not for the trou­ble you would have in re­turn­ing to Paris, I would say at once; but we will ar­range that the pay­ment and the sig­na­ture shall take place at six o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Very good,” said Vanel, as cold as ice, and feel­ing quite be­wil­dered.

			“Adieu, Mon­sieur Vanel, present my hum­blest re­spects to Madame Vanel,” said Fou­quet, as he rose; up­on which Vanel, who felt the blood rush­ing to his head, for he was quite con­found­ed by his suc­cess, said se­ri­ous­ly to the su­per­in­ten­dent, “Will you give me your word, Mon­seigneur, up­on this af­fair?”

			Fou­quet turned round his head, say­ing, “Par­dieu, and you, Mon­sieur?”

			Vanel hes­i­tat­ed, trem­bled all over, and at last fin­ished by hes­i­tat­ing­ly hold­ing out his hand. Fou­quet opened and nobly ex­tend­ed his own; this loy­al hand lay for a mo­ment in Vanel’s most hyp­o­crit­i­cal palm, and he pressed it in his own, in or­der the bet­ter to con­vince him­self of the com­pact. The su­per­in­ten­dent gen­tly dis­en­gaged his hand, as he again said, “Adieu.” And then Vanel ran hasti­ly to the door, hur­ried along the vestibule, and fled as quick­ly as he could.
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				Madame de Bel­lière’s Plate and Di­a­monds

			
			Fou­quet had no soon­er dis­missed Vanel than he be­gan to re­flect for a few mo­ments—“A man nev­er can do too much for the wom­an he has once loved. Mar­guerite wish­es to be the wife of a pro­cureur-général—and why not con­fer this plea­sure up­on her? And, now that the most scrupu­lous and sen­si­tive con­science will be un­able to re­proach me with any­thing, let my thoughts be be­stowed on her who has shown so much de­vo­tion for me. Madame de Bel­lière ought to be there by this time,” he said, as he turned to­wards the se­cret door.

			Af­ter he had locked him­self in, he opened the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage, and rapid­ly has­tened to­wards the means of com­mu­ni­cat­ing be­tween the house at Vin­cennes and his own res­i­dence. He had ne­glect­ed to ap­prise his friend of his ap­proach, by ring­ing the bell, per­fect­ly as­sured that she would nev­er fail to be ex­act at the ren­dezvous; as, in­deed, was the case, for she was al­ready wait­ing. The noise the su­per­in­ten­dent made aroused her; she ran to take from un­der the door the let­ter he had thrust there, and which sim­ply said, “Come, mar­quise; we are wait­ing sup­per for you.” With her heart filled with hap­pi­ness Madame de Bel­lière ran to her car­riage in the Av­enue de Vin­cennes, and in a few min­utes she was hold­ing out her hand to Gourville, who was stand­ing at the en­trance, where, in or­der the bet­ter to please his mas­ter, he had sta­tioned him­self to watch her ar­rival. She had not ob­served that Fou­quet’s black horse ar­rived at the same time, all steam­ing and foam-flaked, hav­ing re­turned to Saint-Mandé with Pélis­son and the very jew­el­er to whom Madame de Bel­lière had sold her plate and her jew­els. Pélis­son in­tro­duced the gold­smith in­to the cab­i­net, which Fou­quet had not yet left. The su­per­in­ten­dent thanked him for hav­ing been good enough to re­gard as a sim­ple de­posit in his hands, the valu­able prop­er­ty which he had ev­ery right to sell; and he cast his eyes on the to­tal of the ac­count, which amount­ed to thir­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs. Then, go­ing for a few mo­ments to his desk, he wrote an or­der for four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs, payable at sight, at his trea­sury, be­fore twelve o’clock the next day.

			“A hun­dred thou­sand francs prof­it!” cried the gold­smith. “Oh, Mon­seigneur, what gen­eros­i­ty!”

			“Nay, nay, not so, Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, touch­ing him on the shoul­der; “there are cer­tain kind­ness­es which can nev­er be re­paid. This prof­it is on­ly what you have earned; but the in­ter­est of your mon­ey still re­mains to be ar­ranged.” And, say­ing this, he un­fas­tened from his sleeve a di­a­mond but­ton, which the gold­smith him­self had of­ten val­ued at three thou­sand pis­toles. “Take this,” he said to the gold­smith, “in re­mem­brance of me. Farewell; you are an hon­est man.”

			“And you, Mon­seigneur,” cried the gold­smith, com­plete­ly over­come, “are the no­blest man that ev­er lived.”

			Fou­quet let the wor­thy gold­smith pass out of the room by a se­cret door, and then went to re­ceive Madame de Bel­lière, who was al­ready sur­round­ed by all the guests. The mar­quise was al­ways beau­ti­ful, but now her love­li­ness was more daz­zling than ev­er. “Do you not think, gen­tle­men,” said Fou­quet, “that Madame is more than usu­al­ly beau­ti­ful this evening? And do you hap­pen to know why?”

			“Be­cause Madame is re­al­ly the most beau­ti­ful of all wom­en,” said some­one present.

			“No; but be­cause she is the best. And yet—”

			“Yet?” said the mar­quise, smil­ing.

			“And yet, all the jew­els which Madame is wear­ing this evening are noth­ing but false stones.” At this re­mark the mar­quise blushed most painful­ly.

			“Oh, oh!” ex­claimed all the guests, “that can very well be said of one who has the finest di­a­monds in Paris.”

			“Well?” said Fou­quet to Pélis­son, in a low tone.

			“Well, at last I have un­der­stood you,” re­turned the lat­ter; “and you have done ex­ceed­ing­ly well.”

			“Sup­per is ready, Mon­seigneur,” said Va­tel, with ma­jes­tic air and tone.

			The crowd of guests hur­ried, more quick­ly than is usu­al­ly the case with min­is­te­ri­al en­ter­tain­ments, to­wards the ban­quet­ing-room, where a mag­nif­i­cent spec­ta­cle pre­sent­ed it­self. Up­on the buf­fets, up­on the side-ta­bles, up­on the sup­per-ta­ble it­self, in the midst of flow­ers and light, glit­tered most daz­zling­ly the rich­est and most cost­ly gold and sil­ver plate that could pos­si­bly be seen—relics of those an­cient mag­nif­i­cent pro­duc­tions the Flo­ren­tine artists, whom the Medi­ci fam­i­ly pa­tron­ized, sculp­tured, chased, and mould­ed for the pur­pose of hold­ing flow­ers, at a time when gold ex­ist­ed still in France. These hid­den mar­vels, which had been buried dur­ing the civ­il wars, timid­ly reap­peared dur­ing the in­ter­vals of that war of good taste called La Fronde; at a time when no­ble­men fight­ing against no­ble­man killed, but did not pil­lage each oth­er. All the plate present had Madame de Bel­lière’s arms en­graved up­on it. “Look,” cried La Fontaine, “here is a P and a B.”

			But the most re­mark­able ob­ject present was the cov­er which Fou­quet had as­signed to the mar­quise. Near her was a pyra­mid of di­a­monds, sap­phires, emer­alds, an­tique cameos, sar­donyx stones, carved by the old Greeks of Asia Mi­nor, with mount­ings of Mysian gold; cu­ri­ous mo­saics of an­cient Alexan­dria, set in sil­ver; mas­sive Egyp­tian bracelets lay heaped on a large plate of Palis­sy ware, sup­port­ed by a tri­pod of gilt bronze, sculp­tured by Ben­venu­to Celli­ni. The mar­quise turned pale, as she rec­og­nized what she had nev­er ex­pect­ed to see again. A pro­found si­lence fell on ev­ery one of the rest­less and ex­cit­ed guests. Fou­quet did not even make a sign in dis­missal of the rich­ly liv­er­ied ser­vants who crowd­ed like bees round the huge buf­fets and oth­er ta­bles in the room. “Gen­tle­men,” he said, “all this plate which you be­hold once be­longed to Madame de Bel­lière, who, hav­ing ob­served one of her friends in great dis­tress, sent all this gold and sil­ver, to­geth­er with the heap of jew­els now be­fore her, to her gold­smith. This no­ble con­duct of a de­vot­ed friend can well be un­der­stood by such friends as you. Hap­py in­deed is that man who sees him­self loved in such a man­ner. Let us drink to the health of Madame de Bel­lière.”

			A tremen­dous burst of ap­plause fol­lowed his words, and made poor Madame de Bel­lière sink back dumb and breath­less in her seat. “And then,” added Pélis­son, who was al­ways af­fect­ed by a no­ble ac­tion, as he was in­vari­ably im­pressed by beau­ty, “let us al­so drink to the health of him who in­spired Madame’s no­ble con­duct; for such a man is wor­thy of be­ing worthi­ly loved.”

			It was now the mar­quise’s turn. She rose, pale and smil­ing; and as she held out her glass with a fal­ter­ing hand, and her trem­bling fin­gers touched those of Fou­quet, her look, full of love, found its mir­ror in that of her ar­dent and gen­er­ous-heart­ed lover. Be­gun in this man­ner, the sup­per soon be­came a fête; no one tried to be wit­ty, but no one failed in be­ing so. La Fontaine for­got his Gorgny wine, and al­lowed Va­tel to rec­on­cile him to the wines of the Rhone, and those from the shores of Spain. The Ab­bé Fou­quet be­came so kind and good-na­tured, that Gourville said to him, “Take care, Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé; if you are so ten­der, you will be carved and eat­en.”

			The hours passed away so joy­ous­ly, that, con­trary to his usu­al cus­tom, the su­per­in­ten­dent did not leave the ta­ble be­fore the end of the dessert. He smiled up­on his friends, de­light­ed as a man is whose heart be­comes in­tox­i­cat­ed be­fore his head—and, for the first time, looked at the clock. Sud­den­ly a car­riage rolled in­to the court­yard, and, strange to say, it was heard high above the noise of the mirth which pre­vailed. Fou­quet lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly, and then turned his eyes to­wards the an­techam­ber. It seemed as if he could hear a step pass­ing across it, a step that, in­stead of press­ing the ground, weighed heav­i­ly up­on his heart. “M. d’Herblay, bish­op of Vannes,” the ush­er an­nounced. And Aramis’s grave and thought­ful face ap­peared up­on the thresh­old of the door, be­tween the re­mains of two gar­lands, of which the flame of a lamp had just burnt the thread that once unit­ed them.

		
	
		
			
				188

				M. de Mazarin’s Re­ceipt

			
			Fou­quet would have ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of de­light on see­ing an­oth­er friend ar­rive, if the cold air and avert­ed as­pect of Aramis had not re­stored all his re­serve. “Are you go­ing to join us at dessert?” he asked. “And yet you would be fright­ened, per­haps, at the noise which our wild friends here are mak­ing?”

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied Aramis, re­spect­ful­ly, “I will be­gin by beg­ging you to ex­cuse me for hav­ing in­ter­rupt­ed this mer­ry meet­ing; and then, I will beg you to give me, as soon as your plea­sure is at­tend­ed to, a mo­ment’s au­di­ence on mat­ters of busi­ness.”

			As the word “busi­ness” had aroused the at­ten­tion of some of the epi­cure­ans present, Fou­quet rose, say­ing: “Busi­ness first of all, Mon­sieur d’Herblay; we are too hap­py when mat­ters of busi­ness ar­rive on­ly at the end of a meal.”

			As he said this, he took the hand of Madame de Bel­lière, who looked at him with a kind of un­easi­ness, and then led her to an ad­join­ing sa­lon, af­ter hav­ing rec­om­mend­ed her to the most rea­son­able of his guests. And then, tak­ing Aramis by the arm, he led him to­wards his cab­i­net. As soon as Aramis was there, throw­ing aside the re­spect­ful air he had as­sumed, he threw him­self in­to a chair, say­ing: “Guess whom I have seen this evening?”

			“My dear cheva­lier, ev­ery time you be­gin in that man­ner, I am sure to hear you an­nounce some­thing dis­agree­able.”

			“Well, and this time you will not be mis­tak­en, ei­ther, my dear friend,” replied Aramis.

			“Do not keep me in sus­pense,” added Fou­quet, phleg­mat­i­cal­ly.

			“Well, then, I have seen Madame de Chevreuse.”

			“The old duchesse, do you mean?”

			“Yes.”

			“Her ghost, per­haps?”

			“No, no; the old she-wolf her­self.”

			“With­out teeth?”

			“Pos­si­bly, but not with­out claws.”

			“Well! what harm can she med­i­tate against me? I am no miser with wom­en who are not prudes. A qual­i­ty al­ways prized, even by the wom­an who no longer pre­sumes to look for love.”

			“Madame de Chevreuse knows very well that you are not avari­cious, since she wish­es to draw some mon­ey of you.”

			“In­deed! un­der what pre­text?”

			“Oh! pre­texts are nev­er want­ing with her. Let me tell you what it is: it seems that the duchesse has a good many let­ters of M. de Mazarin’s in her pos­ses­sion.”

			“I am not sur­prised at that, for the prelate was gal­lant enough.”

			“Yes, but these let­ters have noth­ing what­ev­er to do with the prelate’s love af­fairs. They con­cern, it is said, fi­nan­cial mat­ters rather.”

			“And ac­cord­ing­ly they are less in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Do you not sus­pect what I mean?”

			“Not at all.”

			“Have you nev­er heard speak of a pros­e­cu­tion be­ing in­sti­tut­ed for an em­bez­zle­ment, or ap­pro­pri­a­tion rather, of pub­lic funds?”

			“Yes, a hun­dred, nay, a thou­sand times. Ev­er since I have been en­gaged in pub­lic mat­ters I have hard­ly heard of any­thing else. It is pre­cise­ly your own case, when, as a bish­op, peo­ple re­proach you for impi­ety; or, as a mus­ke­teer, for your cow­ardice; the very thing of which they are al­ways ac­cus­ing min­is­ters of fi­nance is the em­bez­zle­ment of pub­lic funds.”

			“Very good; but take a par­tic­u­lar in­stance, for the duchesse as­serts that M. de Mazarin al­ludes to cer­tain par­tic­u­lar in­stances.”

			“What are they?”

			“Some­thing like a sum of thir­teen mil­lions of francs, of which it would be very dif­fi­cult for you to de­fine the pre­cise na­ture of the em­ploy­ment.”

			“Thir­teen mil­lions!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, stretch­ing him­self in his arm­chair, in or­der to en­able him the more com­fort­ably to look up to­wards the ceil­ing. “Thir­teen mil­lions—I am try­ing to re­mem­ber out of all those I have been ac­cused of hav­ing stolen.”

			“Do not laugh, my dear Mon­sieur, for it is very se­ri­ous. It is pos­i­tive that the duchesse has cer­tain let­ters in her pos­ses­sion, and that these let­ters must be as she rep­re­sents them, since she wished to sell them to me for five hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			“Oh! one can have a very tol­er­a­ble calum­ny got up for such a sum as that,” replied Fou­quet. “Ah! now I know what you mean,” and he be­gan to laugh very hearti­ly.

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Aramis, a lit­tle re­as­sured.

			“I re­mem­ber the sto­ry of those thir­teen mil­lions now. Yes, yes, I re­mem­ber them quite well.”

			“I am de­light­ed to hear it; tell me about them.”

			“Well, then, one day Sig­nor Mazarin, Heav­en rest his soul! made a prof­it of thir­teen mil­lions up­on a con­ces­sion of lands in the Val­telline; he can­celed them in the reg­istry of re­ceipts, sent them to me, and then made me ad­vance them to him for war ex­pens­es.”

			“Very good; then there is no doubt of their prop­er des­ti­na­tion.”

			“No; the car­di­nal made me in­vest them in my own name, and gave me a re­ceipt.”

			“You have the re­ceipt?”

			“Of course,” said Fou­quet, as he qui­et­ly rose from his chair, and went to his large ebony bu­reau in­laid with moth­er-of-pearl and gold.

			“What I most ad­mire in you,” said Aramis, with an air of great sat­is­fac­tion, “is, your mem­o­ry in the first place, then your self-pos­ses­sion, and, fi­nal­ly, the per­fect or­der which pre­vails in your ad­min­is­tra­tion; you, of all men, too, who are by na­ture a po­et.”

			“Yes,” said Fou­quet, “I am or­der­ly out of a spir­it of idle­ness, to save my­self the trou­ble of look­ing af­ter things, and so I know that Mazarin’s re­ceipt is in the third draw­er un­der the let­ter M; I open the draw­er, and place my hand up­on the very pa­per I need. In the night, with­out a light, I could find it.”

			And with a con­fi­dent hand he felt the bun­dle of pa­pers which were piled up in the open draw­er. “Nay, more than that,” he con­tin­ued, “I re­mem­ber the pa­per as if I saw it; it is thick, some­what crum­pled, with gilt edges; Mazarin had made a blot up­on the fig­ure of the date. Ah!” he said, “the pa­per knows we are talk­ing about it, and that we want it very much, and so it hides it­self out of the way.”

			And as the su­per­in­ten­dent looked in­to the draw­er, Aramis rose from his seat.

			“This is very sin­gu­lar,” said Fou­quet.

			“Your mem­o­ry is treach­er­ous, my dear Mon­seigneur; look in an­oth­er draw­er.”

			Fou­quet took out the bun­dle of pa­pers, and turned them over once more; he then grew very pale.

			“Don’t con­fine your search to that draw­er,” said Aramis; “look else­where.”

			“Quite use­less; I have nev­er made a mis­take; no one but my­self ar­ranges any pa­pers of mine of this na­ture; no one but my­self ev­er opens this draw­er, of which, be­sides, no one, my­self ex­cept­ed, is aware of the se­cret.”

			“What do you con­clude, then?” said Aramis, ag­i­tat­ed.

			“That Mazarin’s re­ceipt has been stolen from me; Madame de Chevreuse was right, cheva­lier; I have ap­pro­pri­at­ed the pub­lic funds, I have robbed the state cof­fers of thir­teen mil­lions of mon­ey; I am a thief, Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“Nay, nay, do not get ir­ri­tat­ed—do not get ex­cit­ed.”

			“And why not, cheva­lier? sure­ly there is ev­ery rea­son for it. If le­gal pro­ceed­ings are well ar­ranged, and a judg­ment giv­en in ac­cor­dance with them, your friend the su­per­in­ten­dent will soon fol­low Mont­fau­con, his col­league En­guer­rand de Marigny, and his pre­de­ces­sor, Sem­blançay.”

			“Oh!” said Aramis, smil­ing, “not so fast as that.”

			“And why not? why not so fast? What do you sup­pose Madame de Chevreuse has done with those let­ters—for you re­fused them, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes; at once. I sup­pose that she went and sold them to M. Col­bert.”

			“Well?”

			“I said I sup­posed so; I might have said I was sure of it, for I had her fol­lowed, and, when she left me, she re­turned to her own house, went out by a back door, and pro­ceed­ed straight to the in­ten­dant’s house in the Rue Croix des Pe­tits-Champs.”

			“Le­gal pro­ceed­ings will be in­sti­tut­ed, then, scan­dal and dis­hon­or will fol­low; and all will fall up­on me like a thun­der­bolt, blind­ly, piti­less­ly.”

			Aramis ap­proached Fou­quet, who sat trem­bling in his chair, close to the open draw­ers; he placed his hand on his shoul­der, and in an af­fec­tion­ate tone of voice, said: “Do not for­get that the po­si­tion of M. Fou­quet can in no way be com­pared to that of Sem­blançay or of Marigny.”

			“And why not, in Heav­en’s name?”

			“Be­cause the pro­ceed­ings against those min­is­ters were de­ter­mined, com­plet­ed, and the sen­tence car­ried out, whilst in your case the same thing can­not take place.”

			“An­oth­er blow, why not? A pec­u­la­tor is, un­der any cir­cum­stances, a crim­i­nal.”

			“Crim­i­nals who know how to find a safe asy­lum are nev­er in dan­ger.”

			“What! make my es­cape? Fly?”

			“No, I do not mean that; you for­get that all such pro­ceed­ings orig­i­nate in the par­lia­ment, that they are in­sti­tut­ed by the pro­cureur-général, and that you are the pro­cureur-général. You see that, un­less you wish to con­demn your­self—”

			“Oh!” cried Fou­quet, sud­den­ly, dash­ing his fist up­on the ta­ble.

			“Well! what? what is the mat­ter?”

			“I am pro­cureur-général no longer.”

			Aramis, at this re­ply, be­came as livid as death; he pressed his hands to­geth­er con­vul­sive­ly, and with a wild, hag­gard look, which al­most an­ni­hi­lat­ed Fou­quet, he said, lay­ing a stress on ev­ery dis­tinct syl­la­ble, “You are pro­cureur-général no longer, do you say?”

			“No.”

			“Since when?”

			“Since the last four or five hours.”

			“Take care,” in­ter­rupt­ed Aramis, cold­ly; “I do not think you are in the full pos­ses­sion of your sens­es, my friend; col­lect your­self.”

			“I tell you,” re­turned Fou­quet, “that a lit­tle while ago, some­one came to me, brought by my friends, to of­fer me four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs for the ap­point­ment, and that I sold it.”

			Aramis looked as though he had been struck by light­ning; the in­tel­li­gent and mock­ing ex­pres­sion of his coun­te­nance as­sumed an as­pect of such pro­found gloom and ter­ror, that it had more ef­fect up­on the su­per­in­ten­dent than all the ex­cla­ma­tions and speech­es in the world. “You had need of mon­ey, then?” he said, at last.

			“Yes; to dis­charge a debt of hon­or.” And in a few words, he gave Aramis an ac­count of Madame de Bel­lière’s gen­eros­i­ty, and the man­ner in which he had thought it but right to dis­charge that act of gen­eros­i­ty.

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “that is, in­deed, a fine trait. What has it cost?”

			“Ex­act­ly the four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs—the price of my ap­point­ment.”

			“Which you re­ceived in that man­ner, with­out re­flec­tion. Oh, im­pru­dent man!”

			“I have not yet re­ceived the amount, but I shall to­mor­row.”

			“It is not yet com­plet­ed, then?”

			“It must be car­ried out, though; for I have giv­en the gold­smith, for twelve o’clock to­mor­row, an or­der up­on my trea­sury, in­to which the pur­chas­er’s mon­ey will be paid at six or sev­en o’clock.”

			“Heav­en be praised!” cried Aramis, clap­ping his hands to­geth­er, “noth­ing is yet com­plet­ed, since you have not yet been paid.”

			“But the gold­smith?”

			“You shall re­ceive the four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs from me, at a quar­ter be­fore twelve.”

			“Stay a mo­ment; it is at six o’clock, this very morn­ing, that I am to sign.”

			“Oh! I will an­swer that you do not sign.”

			“I have giv­en my word, cheva­lier.”

			“If you have giv­en it, you will take it back again, that is all.”

			“Can I be­lieve what I hear?” cried Fou­quet, in a most ex­pres­sive tone. “Fou­quet re­call his word, af­ter it has once been pledged!”

			Aramis replied to the al­most stern look of the min­is­ter by a look full of anger. “Mon­sieur,” he said, “I be­lieve I have de­served to be called a man of hon­or? As a sol­dier, I have risked my life five hun­dred times; as a priest I have ren­dered still greater ser­vices, both to the state and to my friends. The val­ue of a word, once passed, is es­ti­mat­ed ac­cord­ing to the worth of the man who gives it. So long as it is in his own keep­ing, it is of the purest, finest gold; when his wish to keep it has passed away, it is a two-edged sword. With that word, there­fore, he de­fends him­self as with an hon­or­able weapon, con­sid­er­ing that, when he dis­re­gards his word, he en­dan­gers his life and in­curs an amount of risk far greater than that which his ad­ver­sary is like­ly to de­rive of prof­it. In such a case, Mon­sieur, he ap­peals to Heav­en and to jus­tice.”

			Fou­quet bent down his head, as he replied, “I am a poor, self-de­ter­mined man, a true Bre­ton born; my mind ad­mires and fears yours. I do not say that I keep my word from a prop­er feel­ing on­ly; I keep it, if you like, from cus­tom, prac­tice, pride, or what you will; but, at all events, the or­di­nary run of men are sim­ple enough to ad­mire this cus­tom of mine; it is my sole good qual­i­ty—leave me such hon­or as it con­fers.”

			“And so you are de­ter­mined to sign the sale of the very ap­point­ment which can alone de­fend you against all your en­e­mies.”

			“Yes, I shall sign.”

			“You will de­liv­er your­self up, then, bound hand and foot, from a false no­tion of hon­or, which the most scrupu­lous ca­su­ists would dis­dain?”

			“I shall sign,” re­peat­ed Fou­quet.

			Aramis sighed deeply, and looked all round him with the im­pa­tient ges­ture of a man who would glad­ly dash some­thing to pieces, as a re­lief to his feel­ings. “We have still one means left,” he said; “and I trust you will not refuse me to make use of that.”

			“Cer­tain­ly not, if it be loy­al and hon­or­able; as ev­ery­thing is, in fact, which you pro­pose.”

			“I know noth­ing more loy­al than the re­nun­ci­a­tion of your pur­chas­er. Is he a friend of yours?”

			“Cer­tain­ly: but—”

			“ ‘But!’—if you al­low me to man­age the af­fair, I do not de­spair.”

			“Oh! you shall be ab­so­lute­ly mas­ter to do what you please.”

			“Whom are you in treaty with? What man­ner of man is it?”

			“I am not aware whether you know the par­lia­ment.”

			“Most of its mem­bers. One of the pres­i­dents, per­haps?”

			“No; on­ly a coun­selor, of the name of Vanel.”

			Aramis be­came per­fect­ly pur­ple. “Vanel!” he cried, ris­ing abrupt­ly from his seat; “Vanel! the hus­band of Mar­guerite Vanel?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Of your for­mer mis­tress?”

			“Yes, my dear fel­low; she is anx­ious to be the wife of the pro­cureur-général. I cer­tain­ly owed poor Vanel that slight con­ces­sion, and I am a gain­er by it; since I, at the same time, can con­fer a plea­sure on his wife.”

			Aramis walked straight up to Fou­quet, and took hold of his hand. “Do you know,” he said, very calm­ly, “the name of Madame Vanel’s new lover?”

			“Ah! she has a new lover, then? I was not aware of it; no, I have no idea what his name is.”

			“His name is M. Jean-Bap­tiste Col­bert; he is in­ten­dant of the fi­nances: he lives in the Rue Croix des Pe­tits-Champs, where Madame de Chevreuse has been this evening to take him Mazarin’s let­ters, which she wish­es to sell.”

			“Gra­cious Heav­en!” mur­mured Fou­quet, pass­ing his hand across his fore­head, from which the per­spi­ra­tion was start­ing.

			“You now be­gin to un­der­stand, do you not?”

			“That I am ut­ter­ly lost!—yes.”

			“Do you now think it worth while to be so scrupu­lous with re­gard to keep­ing your word?”

			“Yes,” said Fou­quet.

			“These ob­sti­nate peo­ple al­ways con­trive mat­ters in such a way, that one can­not but ad­mire them all the while,” mur­mured Aramis.

			Fou­quet held out his hand to him, and, at the very mo­ment, a rich­ly or­na­ment­ed tor­toise­shell clock, sup­port­ed by gold­en fig­ures, which was stand­ing on a con­sole ta­ble op­po­site to the fire­place, struck six. The sound of a door be­ing opened in the vestibule was heard, and Gourville came to the door of the cab­i­net to in­quire if Fou­quet would re­ceived M. Vanel. Fou­quet turned his eyes from the gaze of Aramis, and then de­sired that M. Vanel should be shown in.
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				Mon­sieur Col­bert’s Rough Draft

			
			Vanel, who en­tered at this stage of the con­ver­sa­tion, was noth­ing less for Aramis and Fou­quet than the full stop which com­pletes a phrase. But, for Vanel, Aramis’s pres­ence in Fou­quet’s cab­i­net had quite an­oth­er sig­ni­fi­ca­tion; and, there­fore, at his first step in­to the room, he paused as he looked at the del­i­cate yet firm fea­tures of the bish­op of Vannes, and his look of as­ton­ish­ment soon be­came one of scru­ti­niz­ing at­ten­tion. As for Fou­quet, a per­fect politi­cian, that is to say, com­plete mas­ter of him­self, he had al­ready, by the en­er­gy of his own res­o­lute will, con­trived to re­move from his face all traces of the emo­tion which Aramis’s rev­e­la­tion had oc­ca­sioned. He was no longer, there­fore, a man over­whelmed by mis­for­tune and re­duced to re­sort to ex­pe­di­ents; he held his head proud­ly erect, and in­di­cat­ed by a ges­ture that Vanel could en­ter. He was now the first min­is­ter of the state, and in his own palace. Aramis knew the su­per­in­ten­dent well; the del­i­ca­cy of the feel­ings of his heart and the ex­alt­ed na­ture of his mind no longer sur­prised him. He con­fined him­self, then, for the mo­ment—in­tend­ing to re­sume lat­er an ac­tive part in the con­ver­sa­tion—to the per­for­mance of the dif­fi­cult part of a man who looks on and lis­tens, in or­der to learn and un­der­stand. Vanel was vis­i­bly over­come, and ad­vanced in­to the mid­dle of the cab­i­net, bow­ing to ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­body. “I am here,” he said.

			“You are punc­tu­al, Mon­sieur Vanel,” re­turned Fou­quet.

			“In mat­ters of busi­ness, Mon­seigneur,” replied Vanel, “I look up­on ex­ac­ti­tude as a virtue.”

			“No doubt, Mon­sieur.”

			“I beg your par­don,” in­ter­rupt­ed Aramis, in­di­cat­ing Vanel with his fin­ger, but ad­dress­ing him­self to Fou­quet; “this is the gen­tle­man, I be­lieve, who has come about the pur­chase of your ap­point­ment?”

			“Yes, I am,” replied Vanel, as­ton­ished at the ex­treme­ly haughty tone in which Aramis had put the ques­tion; “but in what way am I to ad­dress you, who do me the hon­or—”

			“Call me Mon­seigneur,” replied Aramis, dry­ly. Vanel bowed.

			“Come, gen­tle­men, a truce to these cer­e­monies; let us pro­ceed to the mat­ter it­self.”

			“Mon­seigneur sees,” said Vanel, “that I am wait­ing your plea­sure.”

			“On the con­trary, I am wait­ing,” replied Fou­quet.

			“What for, may I be per­mit­ted to ask, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I thought that you had per­haps some­thing to say.”

			Oh, said Vanel to him­self, he has re­flect­ed on the mat­ter and I am lost. But re­sum­ing his courage, he con­tin­ued, “No, Mon­seigneur, noth­ing, ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing more than what I said to you yes­ter­day, and which I am again ready to re­peat to you now.”

			“Come, now, tell me frankly, Mon­sieur Vanel, is not the af­fair rather a bur­den­some one for you?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mon­seigneur; four­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs is an im­por­tant sum.”

			“So im­por­tant, in­deed,” said Fou­quet, “that I have re­flect­ed—”

			“You have been re­flect­ing, do you say, Mon­seigneur?” ex­claimed Vanel, anx­ious­ly.

			“Yes; that you might not yet be in a po­si­tion to pur­chase.”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur!”

			“Do not make your­self un­easy on that score, Mon­sieur Vanel; I shall not blame you for a fail­ure in your word, which ev­i­dent­ly may arise from in­abil­i­ty on your part.”

			“Oh, yes, Mon­seigneur, you would blame me, and you would be right in do­ing so,” said Vanel; “for a man must ei­ther be very im­pru­dent, or a fool, to un­der­take en­gage­ments which he can­not keep; and I, at least, have al­ways re­gard­ed a thing agreed on as a thing ac­tu­al­ly car­ried out.”

			Fou­quet col­ored, while Aramis ut­tered a “Hum!” of im­pa­tience.

			“You would be wrong to ex­ag­ger­ate such no­tions as those, Mon­sieur,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent; “for a man’s mind is vari­able, and full of these very ex­cus­able caprices, which are, how­ev­er, some­times es­timable enough; and a man may have wished for some­thing yes­ter­day of which he re­pents to­day.”

			Vanel felt a cold sweat trick­le down his face. “Mon­seigneur!” he mut­tered.

			Aramis, who was de­light­ed to find the su­per­in­ten­dent car­ry on the de­bate with such clear­ness and pre­ci­sion, stood lean­ing his arm up­on the mar­ble top of a con­sole ta­ble and be­gan to play with a small gold knife, with a mala­chite han­dle. Fou­quet did not has­ten to re­ply; but af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, “Come, my dear Mon­sieur Vanel,” he said, “I will ex­plain to you how I am sit­u­at­ed.” Vanel be­gan to trem­ble.

			“Yes­ter­day I wished to sell—”

			“Mon­seigneur did more than wish to sell, he ac­tu­al­ly sold.”

			“Well, well, that may be so; but to­day I ask you the fa­vor to re­store me my word which I pledged you.”

			“I re­ceived your word as a sat­is­fac­to­ry as­sur­ance that it would be kept.”

			“I know that, and that is the rea­son why I now en­treat you; do you un­der­stand me? I en­treat you to re­store it to me.”

			Fou­quet sud­den­ly paused. The words “I en­treat you,” the ef­fect of which he did not im­me­di­ate­ly per­ceive, seemed al­most to choke him as he ut­tered it. Aramis, still play­ing with his knife, fixed a look up­on Vanel which seemed as if he wished to pen­e­trate the re­cess­es of his heart. Vanel sim­ply bowed, as he said, “I am over­come, Mon­seigneur, at the hon­or you do me to con­sult me up­on a mat­ter of busi­ness which is al­ready com­plet­ed; but—”

			“Nay, do not say but, dear Mon­sieur Vanel.”

			“Alas! Mon­seigneur, you see,” he said, as he opened a large pock­et­book, “I have brought the mon­ey with me—the whole sum, I mean. And here, Mon­seigneur, is the con­tract of sale which I have just ef­fect­ed of a prop­er­ty be­long­ing to my wife. The or­der is au­then­tic in ev­ery par­tic­u­lar, the nec­es­sary sig­na­tures have been at­tached to it, and it is made payable at sight; it is ready mon­ey, in fact, and, in one word, the whole af­fair is com­plete.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur Vanel, there is not a mat­ter of busi­ness in this world, how­ev­er im­por­tant it may be, which can­not be post­poned in or­der to oblige a man, who, by that means, might and would be made a de­vot­ed friend.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said Vanel, awk­ward­ly.

			“And much more just­ly ac­quired would that friend be­come, Mon­sieur Vanel, since the val­ue of the ser­vice he had re­ceived would have been so con­sid­er­able. Well, what do you say? what do you de­cide?”

			Vanel pre­served a per­fect si­lence. In the mean­time, Aramis had con­tin­ued his close ob­ser­va­tion of the man. Vanel’s nar­row face, his deeply sunken eyes, his arched eye­brows, had re­vealed to the bish­op of Vannes the type of an avari­cious and am­bi­tious char­ac­ter. Aramis’s method was to op­pose one pas­sion by an­oth­er. He saw that M. Fou­quet was de­feat­ed—moral­ly sub­dued—and so he came to his res­cue with fresh weapons in his hands. “Ex­cuse me, Mon­seigneur,” he said; “you for­got to show M. Vanel that his own in­ter­ests are di­a­met­ri­cal­ly op­posed to this re­nun­ci­a­tion of the sale.”

			Vanel looked at the bish­op with as­ton­ish­ment; he had hard­ly ex­pect­ed to find an aux­il­iary in him. Fou­quet al­so paused to lis­ten to the bish­op.

			“Do you not see,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “that M. Vanel, in or­der to pur­chase your ap­point­ment, has been obliged to sell a prop­er­ty be­long­ing to his wife; well, that is no slight mat­ter; for one can­not dis­place, as he has done, four­teen or fif­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs with­out some con­sid­er­able loss, and very se­ri­ous in­con­ve­nience.”

			“Per­fect­ly true,” said Vanel, whose se­cret Aramis had, with keen-sight­ed gaze, wrung from the bot­tom of his heart.

			“In­con­ve­niences such as these are mat­ters of great ex­pense and cal­cu­la­tion, and when­ev­er a man has mon­ey mat­ters to deal with, the ex­pens­es are gen­er­al­ly the very first thing thought of.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Fou­quet, who be­gan to un­der­stand Aramis’s mean­ing.

			Vanel re­mained per­fect­ly silent; he, too, had un­der­stood him. Aramis ob­served his cold­ness of man­ner and his si­lence. Very good, he said to him­self, you are wait­ing, I see, un­til you know the amount; but do not fear, I shall send you such a flight of crowns that you can­not but ca­pit­u­late on the spot.

			“We must of­fer M. Vanel a hun­dred thou­sand crowns at once,” said Fou­quet, car­ried away by his gen­er­ous feel­ings.

			The sum was a good one. A prince, even, would have been sat­is­fied with such a bonus. A hun­dred thou­sand crowns at that pe­ri­od was the dowry of a king’s daugh­ter. Vanel, how­ev­er, did not move.

			He is a per­fect ras­cal! thought the bish­op, well, we must of­fer the five hun­dred thou­sand francs at once, and he made a sign to Fou­quet ac­cord­ing­ly.

			“You seem to have spent more than that, dear Mon­sieur Vanel,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent. “The price of ready mon­ey is enor­mous. You must have made a great sac­ri­fice in sell­ing your wife’s prop­er­ty. Well, what can I have been think­ing of? I ought to have of­fered to sign you an or­der for five hun­dred thou­sand francs; and even in that case I shall feel that I am great­ly in­debt­ed to you.”

			There was not a gleam of de­light or de­sire on Vanel’s face, which re­mained per­fect­ly im­pas­si­ble; not a mus­cle of it changed in the slight­est de­gree. Aramis cast a look al­most of de­spair at Fou­quet, and then, go­ing straight up to Vanel and tak­ing hold of him by the coat, in a fa­mil­iar man­ner, he said, “Mon­sieur Vanel, it is nei­ther the in­con­ve­nience, nor the dis­place­ment of your mon­ey, nor the sale of your wife’s prop­er­ty even, that you are think­ing of at this mo­ment; it is some­thing more im­por­tant still. I can well un­der­stand it; so pay par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to what I am go­ing to say.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur,” Vanel replied, be­gin­ning to trem­ble in ev­ery limb, as the prelate’s eyes seemed al­most ready to de­vour him.

			“I of­fer you, there­fore, in the su­per­in­ten­dent’s name, not three hun­dred thou­sand livres, nor five hun­dred thou­sand, but a mil­lion. A mil­lion—do you un­der­stand me?” he added, as he shook him ner­vous­ly.

			“A mil­lion!” re­peat­ed Vanel, as pale as death.

			“A mil­lion; in oth­er words, at the present rate of in­ter­est, an in­come of sev­en­ty thou­sand francs.”

			“Come, Mon­sieur,” said Fou­quet, “you can hard­ly refuse that. An­swer—do you ac­cept?”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” mur­mured Vanel.

			Aramis bit his lips, and some­thing like a cloud seemed to pass over his face. The thun­der be­hind this cloud could eas­i­ly be imag­ined. He still kept his hold on Vanel. “You have pur­chased the ap­point­ment for fif­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs, I think. Well, you will re­ceive these fif­teen hun­dred thou­sand francs back again; by pay­ing M. Fou­quet a vis­it, and shak­ing hands with him on the bar­gain, you will have be­come a gain­er of a mil­lion and a half. You get hon­or and prof­it at the same time, Mon­sieur Vanel.”

			“I can­not do it,” said Vanel, hoarse­ly.

			“Very well,” replied Aramis, who had grasped Vanel so tight­ly by the coat that, when he let go his hold, Vanel stag­gered back a few paces, “very well; one can now see clear­ly enough your ob­ject in com­ing here.”

			“Yes,” said Fou­quet, “one can eas­i­ly see that.”

			“But—” said Vanel, at­tempt­ing to stand erect be­fore the weak­ness of these two men of hon­or.

			“Does the fel­low pre­sume to speak?” said Aramis, with the tone of an em­per­or.

			“Fel­low!” re­peat­ed Vanel.

			“The scoundrel, I meant to say,” added Aramis, who had now re­sumed his usu­al self-pos­ses­sion. “Come, Mon­sieur, pro­duce your deed of sale—you have it about you, I sup­pose, in one of your pock­ets, al­ready pre­pared, as an as­sas­sin holds his pis­tol or his dag­ger con­cealed un­der his cloak.”

			Vanel be­gan to mut­ter some­thing.

			“Enough!” cried Fou­quet. “Where is this deed?”

			Vanel trem­bling­ly searched in his pock­ets, and as he drew out his pock­et­book, a pa­per fell out of it, while Vanel of­fered the oth­er to Fou­quet. Aramis pounced up­on the pa­per which had fall­en out, as soon as he rec­og­nized the hand­writ­ing. “I beg your par­don,” said Vanel, “that is a rough draft of the deed.”

			“I see that very clear­ly,” re­tort­ed Aramis, with a smile more cut­ting than a lash of a whip; “and what I ad­mire most is, that this draft is in M. Col­bert’s hand­writ­ing. Look, Mon­seigneur, look.”

			And he hand­ed the draft to Fou­quet, who rec­og­nized the truth of the fact; for, cov­ered with era­sures, with in­sert­ed words, the mar­gins filled with ad­di­tions, this deed—a liv­ing proof of Col­bert’s plot—had just re­vealed ev­ery­thing to its un­hap­py vic­tim. “Well!” mur­mured Fou­quet.

			Vanel, com­plete­ly hu­mil­i­at­ed, seemed as if he were look­ing for some hole where­in to hide him­self.

			“Well!” said Aramis, “if your name were not Fou­quet, and if your en­e­my’s name were not Col­bert—if you had not this mean thief be­fore you, I should say to you, ‘Re­pu­di­ate it’; such a proof as this ab­solves you from your word; but these fel­lows would think you were afraid; they would fear you less than they do; there­fore sign the deed at once.” And he held out a pen to­wards him.

			Fou­quet pressed Aramis’s hand; but, in­stead of the deed which Vanel hand­ed to him, he took the rough draft of it.

			“No, not that pa­per,” said Aramis, hasti­ly; “this is the one. The oth­er is too pre­cious a doc­u­ment for you to part with.”

			“No, no!” replied Fou­quet; “I will sign un­der M. Col­bert’s own hand­writ­ing even; and I write, ‘The hand­writ­ing is ap­proved of.’ ” He then signed, and said, “Here it is, Mon­sieur Vanel.” And the lat­ter seized the pa­per, dashed down the mon­ey, and was about to make his es­cape.

			“One mo­ment,” said Aramis. “Are you quite sure the ex­act amount is there? It ought to be count­ed over, Mon­sieur Vanel; par­tic­u­lar­ly since M. Col­bert makes presents of mon­ey to ladies, I see. Ah, that wor­thy M. Col­bert is not so gen­er­ous as M. Fou­quet.” And Aramis, spell­ing ev­ery word, ev­ery let­ter of the or­der to pay, dis­tilled his wrath and his con­tempt, drop by drop, up­on the mis­er­able wretch, who had to sub­mit to this tor­ture for a quar­ter of an hour. He was then dis­missed, not in words, but by a ges­ture, as one dis­miss­es or dis­charges a beg­gar or a me­nial.

			As soon as Vanel had gone, the min­is­ter and the prelate, their eyes fixed on each oth­er, re­mained silent for a few mo­ments.

			“Well,” said Aramis, the first to break the si­lence; “to what can that man be com­pared, who, at the very mo­ment he is on the point of en­ter­ing in­to a con­flict with an en­e­my armed from head to foot, pant­ing for his life, presents him­self for the con­test ut­ter­ly de­fense­less, throws down his arms, and smiles and kiss­es his hands to his ad­ver­sary in the most gra­cious man­ner? Good faith, M. Fou­quet, is a weapon which scoundrels fre­quent­ly make use of against men of hon­or, and it an­swers their pur­pose. Men of hon­or, ought, in their turn, al­so, to make use of dis­hon­est means against such scoundrels. You would soon see how strong they would be­come, with­out ceas­ing to be men of hon­or.”

			“What they did would be termed the acts of a scoundrel,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Far from that; it would be mere­ly co­quet­ting or play­ing with the truth. At all events, since you have fin­ished with this Vanel; since you have de­prived your­self of the hap­pi­ness of con­found­ing him by re­pu­di­at­ing your word; and since you have giv­en up, for the pur­pose of be­ing used against your­self, the on­ly weapon which can ru­in you—”

			“My dear friend,” said Fou­quet, mourn­ful­ly, “you are like the teach­er of phi­los­o­phy whom La Fontaine was telling us about the oth­er day; he saw a child drown­ing, and be­gan to read him a lec­ture di­vid­ed in­to three heads.”

			Aramis smiled as he said, “Phi­los­o­phy—yes; teach­er—yes; a drown­ing child—yes; but a child can be saved—you shall see. But first of all let us talk about busi­ness. Did you not some time ago,” he con­tin­ued, as Fou­quet looked at him with a be­wil­dered air, “speak to me about an idea you had of giv­ing a fête at Vaux?”

			“Oh!” said Fou­quet, “that was when af­fairs were flour­ish­ing.”

			“A fête, I be­lieve, to which the king in­vit­ed him­self of his own ac­cord?”

			“No, no, my dear prelate; a fête to which M. Col­bert ad­vised the king to in­vite him­self.”

			“Ah—ex­act­ly; as it would be a fête of so cost­ly a char­ac­ter that you would be ru­ined in giv­ing it.”

			“Pre­cise­ly so. In hap­pi­er days, as I said just now, I had a kind of pride in show­ing my en­e­mies how in­ex­haustible my re­sources were; I felt it a point of hon­or to strike them with amaze­ment, by cre­at­ing mil­lions un­der cir­cum­stances where they imag­ined noth­ing but bank­rupt­cies and fail­ures would fol­low. But, at present, I am ar­rang­ing my ac­counts with the state, with the king, with my­self; and I must now be­come a mean, stingy man; I shall be able to prove to the world that I can act or op­er­ate with my pence as I used to do with my bags of pis­toles, and from to­mor­row my equipages shall be sold, my man­sions mort­gaged, my ex­pens­es cur­tailed.”

			“From to­mor­row,” in­ter­rupt­ed Aramis, qui­et­ly, “you will oc­cu­py your­self, with­out the slight­est de­lay, with your fête at Vaux, which must here­after be spo­ken of as one of the most mag­nif­i­cent pro­duc­tions of your most pros­per­ous days.”

			“Are you mad, Cheva­lier d’Herblay?”

			“I! do you think so?”

			“What do you mean, then? Do you not know that a fête at Vaux, one of the very sim­plest pos­si­ble char­ac­ter, would cost four or five mil­lions?”

			“I do not speak of a fête of the very sim­plest pos­si­ble char­ac­ter, my dear su­per­in­ten­dent.”

			“But, since the fête is to be giv­en to the king,” replied Fou­quet, who mis­un­der­stood Aramis’s idea, “it can­not be sim­ple.”

			“Just so: it ought to be on a scale of the most un­bound­ed mag­nif­i­cence.”

			“In that case, I shall have to spend ten or twelve mil­lions.”

			“You shall spend twen­ty, if you re­quire it,” said Aramis, in a per­fect­ly calm voice.

			“Where shall I get them?” ex­claimed Fou­quet.

			“That is my af­fair, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant; and do not be un­easy for a mo­ment about it. The mon­ey shall be placed at once at your dis­pos­al, the mo­ment you have ar­ranged the plans of your fête.”

			“Cheva­lier! cheva­lier!” said Fou­quet, gid­dy with amaze­ment, “whith­er are you hur­ry­ing me?”

			“Across the gulf in­to which you were about to fall,” replied the bish­op of Vannes. “Take hold of my cloak, and throw fear aside.”

			“Why did you not tell me that soon­er, Aramis? There was a day when, with one mil­lion on­ly, you could have saved me; whilst to­day—”

			“Whilst to­day I can give you twen­ty,” said the prelate. “Such is the case, how­ev­er—the rea­son is very sim­ple. On the day you speak of, I had not the mil­lion which you had need of at my dis­pos­al, whilst now I can eas­i­ly pro­cure the twen­ty mil­lions we re­quire.”

			“May Heav­en hear you, and save me!”

			Aramis re­sumed his usu­al smile, the ex­pres­sion of which was so sin­gu­lar. “Heav­en nev­er fails to hear me,” he said.

			“I aban­don my­self to you un­re­served­ly,” Fou­quet mur­mured.

			“No, no; I do not un­der­stand it in that man­ner. I am un­re­served­ly de­vot­ed to you. There­fore, as you have the clear­est, the most del­i­cate, and the most in­ge­nious mind of the two, you shall have en­tire con­trol over the fête, even to the very small­est de­tails. On­ly—”

			“On­ly?” said Fou­quet, as a man ac­cus­tomed to un­der­stand and ap­pre­ci­ate the val­ue of a paren­the­sis.

			“Well, then, leav­ing the en­tire in­ven­tion of the de­tails to you, I shall re­serve to my­self a gen­er­al su­per­in­ten­dence over the ex­e­cu­tion.”

			“In what way?”

			“I mean, that you will make of me, on that day, a ma­jor­do­mo, a sort of in­spec­tor-gen­er­al, or fac­to­tum—some­thing be­tween a cap­tain of the guard and man­ag­er or stew­ard. I will look af­ter the peo­ple, and will keep the keys of the doors. You will give your or­ders, of course: but will give them to no one but me. They will pass through my lips, to reach those for whom they are in­tend­ed—you un­der­stand?”

			“No, I am very far from un­der­stand­ing.”

			“But you agree?”

			“Of course, of course, my friend.”

			“That is all I care about, then. Thanks; and now go and pre­pare your list of in­vi­ta­tions.”

			“Whom shall I in­vite?”

			“Ev­ery­body you know.”

		
	
		
			
				190

				In Which the Au­thor Thinks It Is High Time to Re­turn to the Vi­comte de Bragelonne

			
			Our read­ers will have ob­served in this sto­ry, the ad­ven­tures of the new and of the past gen­er­a­tion be­ing de­tailed, as it were, side by side. He will have no­ticed in the for­mer, the re­flec­tion of the glo­ry of ear­li­er years, the ex­pe­ri­ence of the bit­ter things of this world; in the for­mer, al­so, that peace which takes pos­ses­sion of the heart, and that heal­ing of the scars which were for­mer­ly deep and painful wounds. In the lat­ter, the con­flicts of love and van­i­ty; bit­ter dis­ap­point­ments, in­ef­fa­ble de­lights; life in­stead of mem­o­ry. If, there­fore, any va­ri­ety has been pre­sent­ed to the read­er in the dif­fer­ent episodes of this tale, it is to be at­trib­uted to the nu­mer­ous shades of col­or which are pre­sent­ed on this dou­ble tablet, where two pic­tures are seen side by side, min­gling and har­mo­niz­ing their se­vere and pleas­ing tones. The re­pose of the emo­tions of one is found in har­mo­nious con­trast with the fiery sen­ti­ments of the oth­er. Af­ter hav­ing talked rea­son with old­er heads, one loves to talk non­sense with youth. There­fore, if the threads of the sto­ry do not seem very in­ti­mate­ly to con­nect the chap­ter we are now writ­ing with the one we have just writ­ten, we do not in­tend to give our­selves any more thought or trou­ble about it than Ruys­daël took in paint­ing an au­tumn sky, af­ter hav­ing fin­ished a spring­time scene. We ac­cord­ing­ly re­sume Raoul de Bragelonne’s sto­ry at the very place where our last sketch left him.

			In a state of fren­zy and dis­may, or rather with­out pow­er or will of his own—hard­ly know­ing what he was do­ing—he fled swift­ly, af­ter the scene in La Val­lière’s room. The king, Mon­ta­lais, Louise, that cham­ber, that strange ex­clu­sion, Louise’s grief, Mon­ta­lais’s ter­ror, the king’s wrath—all seemed to in­di­cate some mis­for­tune. But what? He had ar­rived from Lon­don be­cause he had been told of the ex­is­tence of a dan­ger; and al­most on his ar­rival this ap­pear­ance of dan­ger was man­i­fest. Was not this suf­fi­cient for a lover? Cer­tain­ly it was, but it was in­suf­fi­cient for a pure and up­right heart such as his. And yet Raoul did not seek for ex­pla­na­tions in the very quar­ter where more jeal­ous or less timid lovers would have done. He did not go straight­away to his mis­tress, and say, “Louise, is it true that you love me no longer? Is it true that you love an­oth­er?” Full of courage, full of friend­ship as he was full of love; a re­li­gious ob­serv­er of his word, and be­liev­ing blind­ly the word of oth­ers, Raoul said with­in him­self, “Guiche wrote to put me on my guard, Guiche knows some­thing; I will go and ask Guiche what he knows, and tell him what I have seen.” The jour­ney was not a long one. Guiche, who had been brought from Fontainebleau to Paris with­in the last two days, was be­gin­ning to re­cov­er from his wounds, and to walk about a lit­tle in his room. He ut­tered a cry of joy as he saw Raoul, with the ea­ger­ness of friend­ship, en­ter the apart­ment. Raoul was un­able to re­frain from a cry of grief, when he saw de Guiche, so pale, so thin, so melan­choly. A very few words, and a sim­ple ges­ture which de Guiche made to put aside Raoul’s arm, were suf­fi­cient to in­form the lat­ter of the truth.

			“Ah! so it is,” said Raoul, seat­ing him­self be­side his friend; “one loves and dies.”

			“No, no, not dies,” replied Guiche, smil­ing, “since I am now re­cov­er­ing, and since, too, I can press you in my arms.”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand.”

			“And I un­der­stand you, too. You fan­cy I am un­hap­py, Raoul?”

			“Alas!”

			“No; I am the hap­pi­est of men. My body suf­fers, but not my mind or my heart. If you on­ly knew—Oh! I am, in­deed, the very hap­pi­est of men.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Raoul; “so much the bet­ter, pro­vid­ed it lasts.”

			“It is over. I have had enough hap­pi­ness to last me to my dy­ing day, Raoul.”

			“I have no doubt you have had; but she—”

			“Lis­ten; I love her, be­cause—but you are not lis­ten­ing to me.”

			“I beg your par­don.”

			“Your mind is pre­oc­cu­pied.”

			“Yes, your health, in the first place—”

			“It is not that, I know.”

			“My dear friend, you would be wrong. I think, to ask me any ques­tions—you of all per­sons in the world”; and he laid so much weight up­on the “you,” that he com­plete­ly en­light­ened his friend up­on the na­ture of the evil, and the dif­fi­cul­ty of rem­e­dy­ing it.

			“You say that, Raoul, on ac­count of what I wrote to you.”

			“Cer­tain­ly. We will talk over that mat­ter a lit­tle, when you have fin­ished telling me of all your own plea­sures and your pains.”

			“My dear friend, I am en­tire­ly at your ser­vice.”

			“Thank you; I have hur­ried, I have flown here; I came in half the time the gov­ern­ment couri­ers usu­al­ly take. Now, tell me, my dear friend, what did you want?”

			“Noth­ing what­ev­er, but to make you come.”

			“Well, then, I am here.”

			“All is quite right, then.”

			“There must have been some­thing else, I sup­pose?”

			“No, in­deed.”

			“De Guiche!”

			“Up­on my hon­or!”

			“You can­not pos­si­bly have crushed all my hopes so vi­o­lent­ly, or have ex­posed me to be­ing dis­graced by the king for my re­turn, which is in dis­obe­di­ence of his or­ders—you can­not, I say, have plant­ed jeal­ousy in my heart, mere­ly to say to me, ‘It is all right, be per­fect­ly easy.’ ”

			“I do not say to you, Raoul, ‘Be per­fect­ly easy’; but pray un­der­stand me; I nev­er will, nor can I, in­deed, tell you any­thing else.”

			“What sort of per­son do you take me for?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“If you know any­thing, why con­ceal it from me? If you do not know any­thing, why did you write so warn­ing­ly?”

			“True, true, I was very wrong, and I re­gret hav­ing done so, Raoul. It seems noth­ing to write to a friend and say ‘Come’; but to have this friend face to face, to feel him trem­ble, and breath­less­ly and anx­ious­ly wait to hear what one hard­ly dare tell him, is very dif­fer­ent.”

			“Dare! I have courage enough, if you have not,” ex­claimed Raoul, in de­spair.

			“See how un­just you are, and how soon you for­get you have to do with a poor wound­ed fel­low such as your un­hap­py friend is. So, calm your­self, Raoul. I said to you, ‘Come’—you are here, so ask me noth­ing fur­ther.”

			“Your ob­ject in telling me to come was your hope that I should see with my own eyes, was it not? Nay, do not hes­i­tate, for I have seen all.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed de Guiche.

			“Or at least I thought—”

			“There, now, you see you are not sure. But if you have any doubt, my poor friend, what re­mains for me to do?”

			“I saw Louise much ag­i­tat­ed—Mon­ta­lais in a state of be­wil­der­ment—the king—”

			“The king?”

			“Yes. You turn your head aside. The dan­ger is there, the evil is there; tell me, is it not so, is it not the king?”

			“I say noth­ing.”

			“Oh! you say a thou­sand times more than noth­ing. Give me facts, for pity’s sake, give me proofs. My friend, the on­ly friend I have, speak—tell me all. My heart is crushed, wound­ed to death; I am dy­ing from de­spair.”

			“If that re­al­ly be so, as I see it is, in­deed, dear Raoul,” replied de Guiche, “you re­lieve me from my dif­fi­cul­ty, and I will tell you all, per­fect­ly sure that I can tell you noth­ing but what is con­sol­ing, com­pared to the de­spair from which I see you suf­fer­ing.”

			“Go on—go on; I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Well, then, I can on­ly tell you what you might learn from ev­ery­one you meet.”

			“From ev­ery­one, do you say? It is talked about, then!”

			“Be­fore you say peo­ple talk about it, learn what it is that peo­ple have to talk about. I as­sure you solemn­ly, that peo­ple on­ly talk about what may, in truth, be very in­no­cent; per­haps a walk—”

			“Ah! a walk with the king?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly, a walk with the king; and I be­lieve the king has al­ready very fre­quent­ly be­fore tak­en walks with ladies, with­out on that ac­count—”

			“You would not have writ­ten to me, shall I say again, if there had been noth­ing un­usu­al in this prom­e­nade.”

			“I know that while the storm last­ed, it would have been far bet­ter if the king had tak­en shel­ter some­where else, than to have re­mained with his head un­cov­ered be­fore La Val­lière; but the king is so very cour­te­ous and po­lite.”

			“Oh! De Guiche, de Guiche, you are killing me!”

			“Do not let us talk any more, then.”

			“Nay, let us con­tin­ue. This walk was fol­lowed by oth­ers, I sup­pose?”

			“No—I mean yes: there was the ad­ven­ture of the oak, I think. But I know noth­ing about the mat­ter at all.” Raoul rose; de Guiche en­deav­ored to im­i­tate him, not­with­stand­ing his weak­ness. “Well, I will not add an­oth­er word: I have said ei­ther too much or not enough. Let oth­ers give you fur­ther in­for­ma­tion if they will, or if they can; my du­ty was to warn you, and that I have done. Watch over your own af­fairs now, your­self.”

			“Ques­tion oth­ers! Alas! you are no true friend to speak to me in that man­ner,” said the young man, in ut­ter dis­tress. “The first man I meet may be ei­ther evil­ly dis­posed or a fool—if the for­mer, he will tell me a lie to make me suf­fer more than I do now; if the lat­ter, he will do worse still. Ah! De Guiche, de Guiche, be­fore two hours are over, I shall have been told ten false­hoods, and shall have as many du­els on my hands. Save me, then; is it not best to know the worst al­ways?”

			“But I know noth­ing, I tell you; I was wound­ed, at­tacked by fever: out of my sens­es; and I have on­ly a very faint rec­ol­lec­tion of it all. But there is no rea­son why we should search very far, when the very man we want is close at hand. Is not d’Artag­nan your friend?”

			“Oh! true, true!”

			“Got to him, then. He will be able to throw suf­fi­cient light up­on the sub­ject.” At this mo­ment a lack­ey en­tered the room. “What is it?” said de Guiche.

			“Some­one is wait­ing for Mon­seigneur in the Cab­i­net des Porce­laines.”

			“Very well. Will you ex­cuse me, my dear Raoul? I am so proud since I have been able to walk again.”

			“I would of­fer you my arm, de Guiche, if I did not guess that the per­son in ques­tion is a la­dy.”

			“I be­lieve so,” said de Guiche, smil­ing as he quit­ted Raoul.

			Raoul re­mained mo­tion­less, ab­sorbed in grief, over­whelmed, like the min­er up­on whom a vault has just fall­en in, who, wound­ed, his lifeblood welling fast, his thoughts con­fused, en­deav­ors to re­cov­er him­self, to save his life and to re­tain his rea­son. A few min­utes were all Raoul need­ed to dis­si­pate the be­wil­der­ing sen­sa­tions oc­ca­sioned by these two rev­e­la­tions. He had al­ready re­cov­ered the thread of his ideas, when, sud­den­ly, through the door, he fan­cied he rec­og­nized Mon­ta­lais’s voice in the Cab­i­net des Porce­laines. “She!” he cried. “Yes, it is in­deed her voice! She will be able to tell me the whole truth; but shall I ques­tion her here? She con­ceals her­self even from me; she is com­ing, no doubt, from Madame. I will see her in her own apart­ment. She will ex­plain her alarm, her flight, the strange man­ner in which I was driv­en out; she will tell me all that—af­ter M. d’Artag­nan, who knows ev­ery­thing, shall have giv­en me fresh strength and courage. Madame, a co­quette I fear, and yet a co­quette who is her­self in love, has her mo­ments of kind­ness; a co­quette who is as capri­cious and un­cer­tain as life or death, but who tells de Guiche that he is the hap­pi­est of men. He at least is ly­ing on ros­es.” And so he hasti­ly quit­ted the comte’s apart­ments, re­proach­ing him­self as he went for hav­ing talked of noth­ing but his own af­fairs to de Guiche, and soon reached d’Artag­nan’s quar­ters.
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				Bragelonne Con­tin­ues His In­quiries

			
			The cap­tain, sit­ting buried in his leath­ern arm­chair, his spurs fixed in the floor, his sword be­tween his legs, was read­ing a num­ber of let­ters, as he twist­ed his mus­tache. D’Artag­nan ut­tered a wel­come full of plea­sure when he per­ceived his friend’s son. “Raoul, my boy,” he said, “by what lucky ac­ci­dent does it hap­pen that the king has re­called you?”

			These words did not sound agree­ably in the young man’s ears, who, as he seat­ed him­self, replied, “Up­on my word I can­not tell you; all that I know is—I have come back.”

			“Hum!” said d’Artag­nan, fold­ing up his let­ters and di­rect­ing a look full of mean­ing at him; “what do you say, my boy? that the king has not re­called you, and you have re­turned? I do not un­der­stand that at all.”

			Raoul was al­ready pale enough; and he now be­gan to turn his hat round and round in his hand.

			“What the deuce is the mat­ter that you look as you do, and what makes you so dumb?” said the cap­tain. “Do peo­ple nowa­days as­sume that sort of airs in Eng­land? I have been in Eng­land, and came here again as live­ly as a chaffinch. Will you not say some­thing?”

			“I have too much to say.”

			“Ah! how is your fa­ther?”

			“For­give me, my dear friend, I was go­ing to ask you that.”

			D’Artag­nan in­creased the sharp­ness of his pen­e­trat­ing gaze, which no se­cret was ca­pa­ble of re­sist­ing. “You are un­hap­py about some­thing,” he said.

			“I am, in­deed; and you know the rea­son very well, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“I?”

			“Of course. Nay, do not pre­tend to be as­ton­ished.”

			“I am not pre­tend­ing to be as­ton­ished, my friend.”

			“Dear cap­tain, I know very well that in all tri­als of fi­nesse, as well as in all tri­als of strength, I shall be beat­en by you. You can see that at the present mo­ment I am an id­iot, an ab­so­lute noo­dle. I have nei­ther head nor arm; do not de­spise, but help me. In two words, I am the most wretch­ed of liv­ing be­ings.”

			“Oh, oh! why that?” in­quired d’Artag­nan, un­buck­ling his belt and thaw­ing the as­per­i­ty of his smile.

			“Be­cause Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is de­ceiv­ing me.”

			“She is de­ceiv­ing you,” said d’Artag­nan, not a mus­cle of whose face had moved; “those are big words. Who makes use of them?”

			“Ev­ery­one.”

			“Ah! if ev­ery­one says so, there must be some truth in it. I be­gin to be­lieve there is fire when I see smoke. It is ridicu­lous, per­haps, but it is so.”

			“There­fore you do be­lieve me?” ex­claimed Bragelonne, quick­ly.

			“I nev­er mix my­self up in af­fairs of that kind; you know that very well.”

			“What! not for a friend, for a son!”

			“Ex­act­ly. If you were a stranger, I should tell you—I will tell you noth­ing at all. How is Porthos, do you know?”

			“Mon­sieur,” cried Raoul, press­ing d’Artag­nan’s hand, “I en­treat you in the name of the friend­ship you vowed my fa­ther!”

			“The deuce take it, you are re­al­ly ill—from cu­rios­i­ty.”

			“No, it is not from cu­rios­i­ty, it is from love.”

			“Good. An­oth­er big word. If you were re­al­ly in love, my dear Raoul, you would be very dif­fer­ent.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that if you were re­al­ly so deeply in love that I could be­lieve I was ad­dress­ing my­self to your heart—but it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“I tell you I love Louise to dis­trac­tion.”

			D’Artag­nan could read to the very bot­tom of the young man’s heart.

			“Im­pos­si­ble, I tell you,” he said. “You are like all young men; you are not in love, you are out of your sens­es.”

			“Well! sup­pose it were on­ly that?”

			“No sen­si­ble man ev­er suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing much of a brain when the head was turned. I have com­plete­ly lost my sens­es in the same way a hun­dred times in my life. You would lis­ten to me, but you would not hear me! you would hear, but you would not un­der­stand me; you would un­der­stand, but you would not obey me.”

			“Oh! try, try.”

			“I go far. Even if I were un­for­tu­nate enough to know some­thing, and fool­ish enough to com­mu­ni­cate it to you—You are my friend, you say?”

			“In­deed, yes.”

			“Very good. I should quar­rel with you. You would nev­er for­give me for hav­ing de­stroyed your il­lu­sion, as peo­ple say in love af­fairs.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, you know all; and yet you plunge me in per­plex­i­ty and de­spair, in death it­self.”

			“There, there now.”

			“I nev­er com­plain, as you know; but as Heav­en and my fa­ther would nev­er for­give me for blow­ing out my brains, I will go and get the first per­son I meet to give me the in­for­ma­tion which you with­hold; I will tell him he lies, and—”

			“And you would kill him. And a fine af­fair that would be. So much the bet­ter. What should I care? Kill any­one you please, my boy, if it gives you any plea­sure. It is ex­act­ly like a man with a toothache, who keeps on say­ing, ‘Oh! what tor­ture I am suf­fer­ing. I could bite a piece of iron in half.’ My an­swer al­ways is, ‘Bite, my friend, bite; the tooth will re­main all the same.’ ”

			“I shall not kill any­one, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, gloomi­ly.

			“Yes, yes! you now as­sume a dif­fer­ent tone: in­stead of killing, you will get killed your­self, I sup­pose you mean? Very fine, in­deed! How much I should re­gret you! Of course I should go about all day, say­ing, ‘Ah! what a fine stupid fel­low that Bragelonne was! as great a stupid as I ev­er met with. I have passed my whole life al­most in teach­ing him how to hold and use his sword prop­er­ly, and the sil­ly fel­low has got him­self spit­ted like a lark.’ Go, then, Raoul, go and get your­self dis­posed of, if you like. I hard­ly know who can have taught you log­ic, but deuce take me if your fa­ther has not been reg­u­lar­ly robbed of his mon­ey.”

			Raoul buried his face in his hands, mur­mur­ing: “No, no; I have not a sin­gle friend in the world.”

			“Oh! bah!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I meet with noth­ing but raillery or in­dif­fer­ence.”

			“Idle fan­cies, Mon­sieur. I do not laugh at you, al­though I am a Gas­con. And, as for be­ing in­dif­fer­ent, if I were so, I should have sent you about your busi­ness a quar­ter of an hour ago, for you would make a man who was out of his sens­es with de­light as dull as pos­si­ble, and would be the death of one who was out of spir­its. How now, young man! do you wish me to dis­gust you with the girl you are at­tached to, and to teach you to ex­e­crate the whole sex who con­sti­tute the hon­or and hap­pi­ness of hu­man life?”

			“Oh! tell me, Mon­sieur, and I will bless you.”

			“Do you think, my dear fel­low, that I can have crammed in­to my brain all about the car­pen­ter, and the painter, and the stair­case, and a hun­dred oth­er sim­i­lar tales of the same kind?”

			“A car­pen­ter! what do you mean?”

			“Up­on my word I don’t know; some­one told me there was a car­pen­ter who made an open­ing through a cer­tain floor­ing.”

			“In La Val­lière’s room!”

			“Oh! I don’t know where.”

			“In the king’s apart­ment, per­haps?”

			“Of course, if it were in the king’s apart­ment, I should tell you, I sup­pose.”

			“In whose room, then?”

			“I have told you for the last hour that I know noth­ing of the whole af­fair.”

			“But the painter, then? the por­trait—”

			“It seems that the king wished to have the por­trait of one of the ladies be­long­ing to the court.”

			“La Val­lière?”

			“Why, you seem to have on­ly that name in your mouth. Who spoke to you of La Val­lière?”

			“If it be not her por­trait, then, why do you sup­pose it would con­cern me?”

			“I do not sup­pose it will con­cern you. But you ask me all sorts of ques­tions, and I an­swer you. You pos­i­tive­ly will learn all the scan­dal of the af­fair, and I tell you—make the best you can of it.”

			Raoul struck his fore­head with his hand in ut­ter de­spair. “It will kill me!” he said.

			“So you have said al­ready.”

			“Yes, you are right,” and he made a step or two, as if he were go­ing to leave.

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To look for some­one who will tell me the truth.”

			“Who is that?”

			“A wom­an.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière her­self, I sup­pose you mean?” said d’Artag­nan, with a smile. “Ah! a fa­mous idea that! You wish to be con­soled by some­one, and you will be so at once. She will tell you noth­ing ill of her­self, of course. So be off.”

			“You are mis­tak­en, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul; “the wom­an I mean will tell me all the evil she pos­si­bly can.”

			“You al­lude to Mon­ta­lais, I sup­pose—her friend; a wom­an who, on that ac­count, will ex­ag­ger­ate all that is ei­ther bad or good in the mat­ter. Do not talk to Mon­ta­lais, my good fel­low.”

			“You have some rea­sons for wish­ing me not to talk with Mon­ta­lais?”

			“Well, I ad­mit it. And, in point of fact, why should I play with you as a cat does with a poor mouse? You dis­tress me, you do, in­deed. And if I wish you not to speak to Mon­ta­lais just now, it is be­cause you will be be­tray­ing your se­cret, and peo­ple will take ad­van­tage of it. Wait, if you can.”

			“I can­not.”

			“So much the worse. Why, you see, Raoul, if I had an idea—but I have not got one.”

			“Prom­ise me that you will pity me, my friend, that is all I need, and leave me to get out of the af­fair by my­self.”

			“Oh! yes, in­deed, in or­der that you may get deep­er in­to the mire! A cap­i­tal idea, tru­ly! go and sit down at that ta­ble and take a pen in your hand.”

			“What for?”

			“To write and ask Mon­ta­lais to give you an in­ter­view.”

			“Ah!” said Raoul, snatch­ing ea­ger­ly at the pen which the cap­tain held out to him.

			Sud­den­ly the door opened, and one of the mus­ke­teers, ap­proach­ing d’Artag­nan, said, “Cap­tain, Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais is here, and wish­es to speak to you.”

			“To me?” mur­mured d’Artag­nan. “Ask her to come in.” I shall soon see, he said to him­self, whether she wish­es to speak to me or not.

			The cun­ning cap­tain was quite right in his sus­pi­cions; for as soon as Mon­ta­lais en­tered she ex­claimed, “Oh, Mon­sieur! Mon­sieur! I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Oh! I for­give you, Made­moi­selle,” said d’Artag­nan; “I know that, at my age, those who are look­ing for me gen­er­al­ly need me for some­thing or an­oth­er.”

			“I was look­ing for M. de Bragelonne,” replied Mon­ta­lais.

			“How very for­tu­nate that is; he was look­ing for you, too. Raoul, will you ac­com­pa­ny Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais?”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly.”

			“Go along, then,” he said, as he gen­tly pushed Raoul out of the cab­i­net; and then, tak­ing hold of Mon­ta­lais’s hand, he said, in a low voice, “Be kind to­wards him; spare him, and spare her, too, if you can.”

			“Ah!” she said, in the same tone of voice, “it is not I who am go­ing to speak to him.”

			“Who, then?”

			“It is Madame who has sent for him.”

			“Very good,” cried d’Artag­nan, “it is Madame, is it? In an hour’s time, then, the poor fel­low will be cured.”

			“Or else dead,” said Mon­ta­lais, in a voice full of com­pas­sion. “Adieu, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” she said; and she ran to join Raoul, who was wait­ing for her at a lit­tle dis­tance from the door, very much puz­zled and thor­ough­ly un­easy at the di­a­logue, which promised no good au­gury for him.
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				Two Jeal­ousies

			
			Lovers are ten­der to­wards ev­ery­thing that forms part of the dai­ly life of the ob­ject of their af­fec­tion. Raoul no soon­er found him­self alone with Mon­ta­lais, than he kissed her hand with rap­ture. “There, there,” said the young girl, sad­ly, “you are throw­ing your kiss­es away; I will guar­an­tee that they will not bring you back any in­ter­est.”

			“How so?—Why?—Will you ex­plain to me, my dear Au­re?”

			“Madame will ex­plain ev­ery­thing to you. I am go­ing to take you to her apart­ments.”

			“What!”

			“Si­lence! and throw away your dark and sav­age looks. The win­dows here have eyes, the walls have ears. Have the kind­ness not to look at me any longer; be good enough to speak to me aloud of the rain, of the fine weath­er, and of the charms of Eng­land.”

			“At all events—” in­ter­rupt­ed Raoul.

			“I tell you, I warn you, that wher­ev­er peo­ple may be, I know not how, Madame is sure to have eyes and ears open. I am not very de­sirous, you can eas­i­ly be­lieve, of be­ing dis­missed or thrown in to the Bastille. Let us talk, I tell you, or rather, do not let us talk at all.”

			Raoul clenched his hands, and tried to as­sume the look and gait of a man of courage, it is true, but of a man of courage on his way to the tor­ture cham­ber. Mon­ta­lais, glanc­ing in ev­ery di­rec­tion, walk­ing along with an easy swing­ing gait, and hold­ing up her head pert­ly in the air, pre­ced­ed him to Madame’s apart­ments, where he was at once in­tro­duced. Well, he thought, this day will pass away with­out my learn­ing any­thing. Guiche showed too much con­sid­er­a­tion for my feel­ings; he had no doubt come to an un­der­stand­ing with Madame, and both of them, by a friend­ly plot, agreed to post­pone the so­lu­tion of the prob­lem. Why have I not a de­ter­mined, in­vet­er­ate en­e­my—that ser­pent, de Wardes, for in­stance; that he would bite, is very like­ly; but I should not hes­i­tate any more. To hes­i­tate, to doubt—bet­ter, far, to die.

			The next mo­ment Raoul was in Madame’s pres­ence. Hen­ri­et­ta, more charm­ing than ev­er, was half ly­ing, half re­clin­ing in her arm­chair, her small feet up­on an em­broi­dered vel­vet cush­ion; she was play­ing with a kit­ten with long silky fur, which was bit­ing her fin­gers and hang­ing by the lace of her col­lar.

			Madame seemed plunged in deep thought, so deep, in­deed, that it re­quired both Mon­ta­lais and Raoul’s voice to dis­turb her from her rever­ie.

			“Your High­ness sent for me?” re­peat­ed Raoul.

			Madame shook her head as if she were just awak­en­ing, and then said, “Good morn­ing, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne; yes, I sent for you; so you have re­turned from Eng­land?”

			“Yes, Madame, and am at Your Roy­al High­ness’s com­mands.”

			“Thank you; leave us, Mon­ta­lais,” and the lat­ter im­me­di­ate­ly left the room.

			“You have a few min­utes to give me, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, have you not?”

			“My life is at Your Roy­al High­ness’s dis­pos­al,” Raoul re­turned with re­spect, guess­ing that there was some­thing se­ri­ous in these un­usu­al cour­te­sies; nor was he dis­pleased, in­deed, to ob­serve the se­ri­ous­ness of her man­ner, feel­ing per­suad­ed that there was some sort of affin­i­ty be­tween Madame’s sen­ti­ments and his own. In fact, ev­ery­one at court of any per­cep­tion at all, knew per­fect­ly well the capri­cious fan­cy and ab­surd despo­tism of the princess’s sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter. Madame had been flat­tered be­yond all bounds by the king’s at­ten­tion; she had made her­self talked about; she had in­spired the queen with that mor­tal jeal­ousy which is the sting­ing scor­pi­on at the heel of ev­ery wom­an’s hap­pi­ness; Madame, in a word, in her at­tempts to cure a wound­ed pride, found that her heart had be­come deeply and pas­sion­ate­ly at­tached. We know what Madame had done to re­call Raoul, who had been sent out of the way by Louis XIV. Raoul did not know of her let­ter to Charles II, al­though d’Artag­nan had guessed its con­tents. Who will un­der­take to ac­count for that seem­ing­ly in­ex­pli­ca­ble mix­ture of love and van­i­ty, that pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness of feel­ing, that prodi­gious du­plic­i­ty of con­duct? No one can, in­deed; not even the bad an­gel who kin­dles the love of co­quetry in the heart of a wom­an. “Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” said the princess, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, “have you re­turned sat­is­fied?”

			Bragelonne looked at Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, and see­ing how pale she was, not alone from what she was keep­ing back, but al­so from what she was burn­ing to say, said: “Sat­is­fied! what is there for me to be sat­is­fied or dis­sat­is­fied about, Madame?”

			“But what are those things with which a man of your age, and of your ap­pear­ance, is usu­al­ly ei­ther sat­is­fied or dis­sat­is­fied?”

			How ea­ger she is, thought Raoul, al­most ter­ri­fied; what ven­om is it she is go­ing to dis­til in­to my heart? and then, fright­ened at what she might pos­si­bly be go­ing to tell him, and wish­ing to put off the op­por­tu­ni­ty of hav­ing ev­ery­thing ex­plained, which he had hith­er­to so ar­dent­ly wished for, yet had dread­ed so much, he replied: “I left, Madame, a dear friend in good health, and on my re­turn I find him very ill.”

			“You re­fer to M. de Guiche,” replied Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, with im­per­turbable self-pos­ses­sion; “I have heard he is a very dear friend of yours.”

			“He is, in­deed, Madame.”

			“Well, it is quite true he has been wound­ed; but he is bet­ter now. Oh! M. de Guiche is not to be pitied,” she said hur­ried­ly; and then, re­cov­er­ing her­self, added, “But has he any­thing to com­plain of? Has he com­plained of any­thing? Is there any cause of grief or sor­row that we are not ac­quaint­ed with?”

			“I al­lude on­ly to his wound, Madame.”

			“So much the bet­ter, then, for, in oth­er re­spects, M. de Guiche seems to be very hap­py; he is al­ways in very high spir­its. I am sure that you, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, would far pre­fer to be, like him, wound­ed on­ly in the body … for what, in deed, is such a wound, af­ter all!”

			Raoul start­ed. Alas! he said to him­self, she is re­turn­ing to it.

			“What did you say?” she in­quired.

			“I did not say any­thing Madame.”

			“You did not say any­thing; you dis­ap­prove of my ob­ser­va­tion, then? you are per­fect­ly sat­is­fied, I sup­pose?”

			Raoul ap­proached clos­er to her. “Madame,” he said, “Your Roy­al High­ness wish­es to say some­thing to me, and your in­stinc­tive kind­ness and gen­eros­i­ty of dis­po­si­tion in­duce you to be care­ful and con­sid­er­ate as to your man­ner of con­vey­ing it. Will Your Roy­al High­ness throw this kind for­bear­ance aside? I am able to bear ev­ery­thing; and I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Ah!” replied Hen­ri­et­ta, “what do you un­der­stand, then?”

			“That which Your Roy­al High­ness wish­es me to un­der­stand,” said Raoul, trem­bling, not­with­stand­ing his com­mand over him­self, as he pro­nounced these words.

			“In point of fact,” mur­mured the princess … “it seems cru­el, but since I have be­gun—”

			“Yes, Madame, once Your High­ness has deigned to be­gin, will you con­de­scend to fin­ish—”

			Hen­ri­et­ta rose hur­ried­ly and walked a few paces up and down her room. “What did M. de Guiche tell you?” she said, sud­den­ly.

			“Noth­ing, Madame.”

			“Noth­ing! Did he say noth­ing? Ah! how well I rec­og­nize him in that.”

			“No doubt he wished to spare me.”

			“And that is what friends call friend­ship. But sure­ly, M. d’Artag­nan, whom you have just left, must have told you.”

			“No more than de Guiche, Madame.”

			Hen­ri­et­ta made a ges­ture full of im­pa­tience, as she said, “At least, you know all the court knows.”

			“I know noth­ing at all, Madame.”

			“Not the scene in the storm?”

			“No, Madame.”

			“Not the tête-à-tête in the for­est?”

			“No, Madame.”

			“Nor the flight to Chail­lot?”

			Raoul, whose head dropped like a blos­som cut down by the reaper, made an al­most su­per­hu­man ef­fort to smile, as he replied with the great­est gen­tle­ness: “I have had the hon­or of telling Your Roy­al High­ness that I am ab­so­lute­ly ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing, that I am a poor un­re­mem­bered out­cast, who has this mo­ment ar­rived from Eng­land. There have rolled so many stormy waves be­tween my­self and those I left be­hind me here, that the ru­mor of none of the cir­cum­stances Your High­ness refers to, has been able to reach me.”

			Hen­ri­et­ta was af­fect­ed by his ex­treme pal­lor, his gen­tle­ness, and his great courage. The prin­ci­pal feel­ing in her heart at that mo­ment was an ea­ger de­sire to hear the na­ture of the re­mem­brance which the poor lover re­tained of the wom­an who had made him suf­fer so much. “Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” she said, “that which your friends have re­fused to do, I will do for you, whom I like and es­teem very much. I will be your friend on this oc­ca­sion. You hold your head high, as a man of hon­or should; and I deeply re­gret that you may have to bow be­fore ridicule, and in a few days, it might be, con­tempt.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Raoul, per­fect­ly livid. “It is as bad as that, then?”

			“If you do not know,” said the princess, “I see that you guess; you were af­fi­anced, I be­lieve, to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“By that right, you de­serve to be warned about her, as some day or an­oth­er I shall be obliged to dis­miss Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière from my ser­vice—”

			“Dis­miss La Val­lière!” cried Bragelonne.

			“Of course. Do you sup­pose I shall al­ways be amenable to the tears and protes­ta­tions of the king? No, no! my house shall no longer be made a con­ve­nience for such prac­tices; but you trem­ble, you can­not stand—”

			“No, Madame, no,” said Bragelonne, mak­ing an ef­fort over him­self; “I thought I should have died just now, that was all. Your Roy­al High­ness did me the hon­or to say that the king wept and im­plored you—”

			“Yes, but in vain,” re­turned the princess; who then re­lat­ed to Raoul the scene that took place at Chail­lot, and the king’s de­spair on his re­turn; she told him of his in­dul­gence to her­self and the ter­ri­ble word with which the out­raged princess, the hu­mil­i­at­ed co­quette, had quashed the roy­al anger.

			Raoul stood with his head bent down.

			“What do you think of it all?” she said.

			“The king loves her,” he replied.

			“But you seem to think she does not love him!”

			“Alas, Madame, I was think­ing of the time when she loved me.”

			Hen­ri­et­ta was for a mo­ment struck with ad­mi­ra­tion at this sub­lime dis­be­lief: and then, shrug­ging her shoul­ders, she said, “You do not be­lieve me, I see. How deeply you must love her. And you doubt if she loves the king?”

			“I do, un­til I have a proof of it. For­give me, Madame, but she has giv­en me her word; and her mind and heart are too up­right to tell a false­hood.”

			“You re­quire a proof! Be it so. Come with me, then.”
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				A Domi­cil­iary Vis­it

			
			The princess, pre­ced­ing Raoul, led him through the court­yard to­wards that part of the build­ing La Val­lière in­hab­it­ed, and, as­cend­ing the same stair­case which Raoul him­self had as­cend­ed that very morn­ing, she paused at the door of the room in which the young man had been so strange­ly re­ceived by Mon­ta­lais. The op­por­tu­ni­ty was re­mark­ably well cho­sen to car­ry out the project Madame Hen­ri­et­ta had con­ceived, for the château was emp­ty. The king, the courtiers, and the ladies of the court, had set off for Saint-Ger­main; Madame Hen­ri­et­ta was the on­ly one who knew of Bragelonne’s re­turn, and think­ing over the ad­van­tages which might be drawn from this re­turn, she had feigned in­dis­po­si­tion in or­der to re­main be­hind. Madame was there­fore con­fi­dent of find­ing La Val­lière’s room and Saint-Aig­nan’s apart­ment per­fect­ly emp­ty. She took a passkey from her pock­et and opened the door of her maid of hon­or’s apart­ment. Bragelonne’s gaze was im­me­di­ate­ly fixed up­on the in­te­ri­or of the room, which he rec­og­nized at once; and the im­pres­sion which the sight of it pro­duced up­on him was tor­ture. The princess looked at him, and her prac­ticed eye at once de­tect­ed what was pass­ing in the young man’s heart.

			“You asked for proofs,” she said; “do not be as­ton­ished, then, if I give you them. But if you do not think you have courage enough to con­front them, there is still time to with­draw.”

			“I thank you, Madame,” said Bragelonne; “but I came here to be con­vinced. You promised to con­vince me—do so.”

			“En­ter, then,” said Madame, “and shut the door be­hind you.”

			Bragelonne obeyed, and then turned to­wards the princess, whom he in­ter­ro­gat­ed by a look.

			“You know where you are, I sup­pose?” in­quired Madame Hen­ri­et­ta.

			“Ev­ery­thing leads me to be­lieve I am in Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s room.”

			“You are.”

			“But I would ob­serve to Your High­ness, that this room is a room, and is not a proof.”

			“Wait,” said the princess, as she walked to the foot of the bed, fold­ed up the screen in­to its sev­er­al com­part­ments, and stooped down to­wards the floor. “Look here,” she con­tin­ued; “stoop down and lift up this trap­door your­self.”

			“A trap­door!” said Raoul, as­ton­ished; for d’Artag­nan’s words be­gan to re­turn to his mem­o­ry, and he had an in­dis­tinct rec­ol­lec­tion that d’Artag­nan had made use of the same word. He looked, but use­less­ly, for some cleft or crevice which might in­di­cate an open­ing or a ring to as­sist in lift­ing up the plank­ing.

			“Ah, I for­got,” said Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, “I for­got the se­cret spring; the fourth plank of the floor­ing—press on the spot where you will ob­serve a knot in the wood. Those are the in­struc­tions; press, vi­comte! press, I say, your­self.”

			Raoul, pale as death, pressed his fin­ger on the spot which had been in­di­cat­ed to him; at the same mo­ment the spring be­gan to work, and the trap rose of its own ac­cord.

			“It is in­ge­nious enough, cer­tain­ly,” said the princess; “and one can see that the ar­chi­tect fore­saw that a wom­an’s hand on­ly would have to make use of this spring, for see how eas­i­ly the trap­door opened with­out as­sis­tance.”

			“A stair­case!” cried Raoul.

			“Yes, and a very pret­ty one, too,” said Madame Hen­ri­et­ta. “See, vi­comte, the stair­case has a balustrade, in­tend­ed to pre­vent the fall­ing of timid per­sons, who might be tempt­ed to de­scend the stair­case; and I will risk my­self on it ac­cord­ing­ly. Come, vi­comte, fol­low me!”

			“But be­fore fol­low­ing you, Madame, may I ask where this stair­case leads to?”

			“Ah, true; I for­got to tell you. You know, per­haps, that for­mer­ly M. de Saint-Aig­nan lived in the very next apart­ment to the king?”

			“Yes, Madame, I am aware of that; that was the ar­range­ment, at least, be­fore I left; and more than once I had the hon­or of vis­it­ing his rooms.”

			“Well, he ob­tained the king’s leave to change his for­mer con­ve­nient and beau­ti­ful apart­ment for the two rooms to which this stair­case will con­duct us, and which to­geth­er form a lodg­ing for him half the size, and at ten times greater the dis­tance from the king—a close prox­im­i­ty to whom is by no means dis­dained, in gen­er­al, by the gen­tle­men be­long­ing to the court.”

			“Very good, Madame,” re­turned Raoul; “but go on, I beg, for I do not un­der­stand yet.”

			“Well, then it ac­ci­den­tal­ly hap­pened,” con­tin­ued the princess, “that M. de Saint-Aig­nan’s apart­ment is sit­u­at­ed un­der­neath the apart­ments of my maids of hon­or, and by a fur­ther co­in­ci­dence, ex­act­ly un­der­neath the room of La Val­lière.”

			“But what was the mo­tive of this trap­door and this stair­case?”

			“That I can­not tell you. Would you like to go down to Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan’s rooms? Per­haps we shall be able to find the so­lu­tion of the enig­ma there.”

			And Madame set the ex­am­ple by go­ing down her­self, while Raoul, sigh­ing deeply, fol­lowed her. At ev­ery step Bragelonne took, he ad­vanced fur­ther in­to that mys­te­ri­ous apart­ment which had wit­nessed La Val­lière’s sighs and still re­tained the per­fume of her pres­ence. Bragelonne fan­cied he per­ceived, as he in­haled the at­mos­phere, that the young girl must have passed through. Then suc­ceed­ed to these em­a­na­tions of her­self, which he re­gard­ed as in­vis­i­ble though cer­tain proofs, flow­ers she pre­ferred to all oth­ers—books of her own se­lec­tion. If Raoul re­tained a sin­gle doubt on the sub­ject, it would have van­ished at the se­cret har­mo­ny of tastes and con­nec­tion of the mind with the or­di­nary ob­jects of life. La Val­lière, in Bragelonne’s eyes, was present there in each ar­ti­cle of fur­ni­ture, in the col­or of the hang­ings, in all that sur­round­ed him. Dumb, and now com­plete­ly over­whelmed, there was noth­ing fur­ther for him now to learn, and he fol­lowed his piti­less con­duc­tress as blind­ly as the cul­prit fol­lows the ex­e­cu­tion­er; while Madame, as cru­el as wom­en of over­strung tem­per­a­ments gen­er­al­ly are, did not spare him the slight­est de­tail. But it must be ad­mit­ted that, not­with­stand­ing the kind of ap­a­thy in­to which he had fall­en, none of these de­tails, even had he been left alone, would have es­caped him. The hap­pi­ness of the wom­an who loves, when that hap­pi­ness is de­rived from a ri­val, is a liv­ing tor­ture for a jeal­ous man; but for a jeal­ous man such as Raoul was, for one whose heart for the first time in its ex­is­tence was be­ing steeped in gall and bit­ter­ness, Louise’s hap­pi­ness was in re­al­i­ty an ig­no­min­ious death, a death of body and soul. He guessed all; he fan­cied he could see them, with their hands clasped in each oth­er’s, their faces drawn close to­geth­er, and re­flect­ed, side by side, in lov­ing prox­im­i­ty, and they gazed up­on the mir­rors around them—so sweet an oc­cu­pa­tion for lovers, who, as they thus see them­selves twice over, im­print the pic­ture still more deeply on their mem­o­ries. He could guess, too, the stolen kiss snatched as they sep­a­rat­ed from each oth­er’s loved so­ci­ety. The lux­u­ry, the stud­ied el­e­gance, elo­quent of the per­fec­tion of in­do­lence, of ease; the ex­treme care shown, ei­ther to spare the loved ob­ject ev­ery an­noy­ance, or to oc­ca­sion her a de­light­ful sur­prise; that might and majesty of love mul­ti­plied by the majesty and might of roy­al­ty it­self, seemed like a death­blow to Raoul. If there be any­thing which can in any way as­suage or mit­i­gate the tor­tures of jeal­ousy, it is the in­fe­ri­or­i­ty of the man who is pre­ferred to your­self; whilst, on the very con­trary, if there be one an­guish more bit­ter than an­oth­er, a mis­ery for which lan­guage lacks a word, it is the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of the man pre­ferred to your­self, su­pe­ri­or, per­haps, in youth, beau­ty, grace. It is in such mo­ments as these that Heav­en al­most seems to have tak­en part against the dis­dained and re­ject­ed lover.

			One fi­nal pang was re­served for poor Raoul. Madame Hen­ri­et­ta lift­ed up a silk cur­tain, and be­hind the can­vas he per­ceived La Val­lière’s por­trait. Not on­ly the por­trait of La Val­lière, but of La Val­lière ra­di­ant with youth, beau­ty, and hap­pi­ness, in­hal­ing life and en­joy­ment at ev­ery pore, be­cause at eigh­teen years of age love it­self is life.

			“Louise!” mur­mured Bragelonne—“Louise! is it true, then? Oh, you have nev­er loved me, for nev­er have you looked at me in that man­ner.” And he felt as if his heart were crushed with­in his bo­som.

			Madame Hen­ri­et­ta looked at him, al­most en­vi­ous of his ex­treme grief, al­though she well knew there was noth­ing to en­vy in it, and that she her­self was as pas­sion­ate­ly loved by de Guiche as Louise by Bragelonne. Raoul in­ter­pret­ed Madame Hen­ri­et­ta’s look.

			“Oh, for­give me, for­give me, Madame; in your pres­ence I know I ought to have greater self-con­trol. But Heav­en grant that you may nev­er be struck by sim­i­lar mis­ery to that which crush­es me at this mo­ment, for you are but a wom­an, and would not be able to en­dure so ter­ri­ble an af­flic­tion. For­give me, I again en­treat you, Madame; I am but a man with­out rank or po­si­tion, while you be­long to a race whose hap­pi­ness knows no bounds, whose pow­er ac­knowl­edges no lim­it.”

			“Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” replied Hen­ri­et­ta, “a mind such as yours mer­its all the con­sid­er­a­tion and re­spect which a queen’s heart even can be­stow. Re­gard me as your friend, Mon­sieur; and as such, in­deed, I would not al­low your whole life to be poi­soned by per­fidy, and cov­ered with ridicule. It was I, in­deed, who, with more courage than any of your pre­tend­ed friends—I ex­cept M. de Guiche—was the cause of your re­turn from Lon­don; it is I, al­so, who now give you the melan­choly proofs, nec­es­sary, how­ev­er, for your cure if you are a lover with courage in his heart, and not a weep­ing Amadis. Do not thank me; pity me, even, and do not serve the king less faith­ful­ly than you have done.”

			Raoul smiled bit­ter­ly. “Ah! true, true; I was for­get­ting that; the king is my mas­ter.”

			“Your lib­er­ty, nay, your very life, is in dan­ger.”

			A steady, pen­e­trat­ing look in­formed Madame Hen­ri­et­ta that she was mis­tak­en, and that her last ar­gu­ment was not a like­ly one to af­fect the young man. “Take care, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” she said, “for if you do not weigh well all your ac­tions, you might throw in­to an ex­trav­a­gance of wrath a prince whose pas­sions, once aroused, ex­ceed the bounds of rea­son, and you would there­by in­volve your friends and fam­i­ly in the deep­est dis­tress; you must bend, you must sub­mit, and you must cure your­self.”

			“I thank you, Madame; I ap­pre­ci­ate the ad­vice Your Roy­al High­ness is good enough to give me, and I will en­deav­or to fol­low it; but one fi­nal word, I beg.”

			“Name it.”

			“Should I be in­dis­creet in ask­ing you the se­cret of this stair­case, of this trap­door; a se­cret, which, it seems, you have dis­cov­ered?”

			“Noth­ing more sim­ple. For the pur­pose of ex­er­cis­ing a sur­veil­lance over the young girls who are at­tached to my ser­vice, I have du­pli­cate keys of their doors. It seemed very strange to me that M. de Saint-Aig­nan should change his apart­ments. It seemed very strange that the king should come to see M. de Saint-Aig­nan ev­ery day, and, fi­nal­ly, it seemed very strange that so many things should be done dur­ing your ab­sence, that the very habits and cus­toms of the court ap­peared changed. I do not wish to be tri­fled with by the king, nor to serve as a cloak for his love af­fairs; for af­ter La Val­lière, who weeps in­ces­sant­ly, he will take a fan­cy to Mon­ta­lais, who is al­ways laugh­ing; and then to Ton­nay-Char­ente, who does noth­ing but sing all day; to act such a part as that would be un­wor­thy of me. I thrust aside the scru­ples which my friend­ship for you sug­gest­ed. I dis­cov­ered the se­cret. I have wound­ed your feel­ings, I know, and I again en­treat you to par­don me; but I had a du­ty to ful­fil. I have dis­charged it. You are now fore­warned; the tem­pest will soon burst; pro­tect your­self ac­cord­ing­ly.”

			“You nat­u­ral­ly ex­pect, how­ev­er, that a re­sult of some kind must fol­low,” replied Bragelonne, with firm­ness; “for you do not sup­pose I shall silent­ly ac­cept the shame thus thrust up­on me, or the treach­ery which has been prac­ticed against me?”

			“You will take what­ev­er steps in the mat­ter you please, Mon­sieur Raoul, on­ly do not be­tray the source whence you de­rived the truth. That is all I have to ask—the on­ly price I re­quire for the ser­vice I have ren­dered you.”

			“Fear noth­ing, Madame,” said Bragelonne, with a bit­ter smile.

			“I bribed the lock­smith, in whom the lovers con­fid­ed. You can just as well have done so as my­self, can you not?”

			“Yes, Madame. Your Roy­al High­ness, how­ev­er, has no oth­er ad­vice or cau­tion to give me, ex­cept that of not be­tray­ing you?”

			“None.”

			“I am about, there­fore, to beg Your Roy­al High­ness to al­low me to re­main here for one mo­ment.”

			“With­out me?”

			“Oh! no, Madame. It mat­ters very lit­tle; for what I have to do can be done in your pres­ence. I on­ly ask one mo­ment to write a line to some­one.”

			“It is dan­ger­ous, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne. Take care.”

			“No one can pos­si­bly know that Your Roy­al High­ness has done me the hon­or to con­duct me here. Be­sides, I shall sign the let­ter I am go­ing to write.”

			“Do as you please, then.”

			Raoul drew out his tablet, and wrote rapid­ly on one of the leaves the fol­low­ing words:

			
				“Mon­sieur le Comte—Do not be sur­prised to find this pa­per signed by me; the friend I shall very short­ly send to call on you will have the hon­or to ex­plain the ob­ject of my vis­it.

				
					“Vi­comte Raoul de Bragelonne.”

				
			

			He rolled up the pa­per, slipped it in­to the lock of the door which com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the room set apart for the two lovers, and sat­is­fied him­self that the mis­sive was so ap­par­ent that Saint-Aig­nan could not but see it as he en­tered; he re­joined the princess, who had al­ready reached the top of the stair­case. They then sep­a­rat­ed, Raoul pre­tend­ing to thank Her High­ness; Hen­ri­et­ta pity­ing, or seem­ing to pity, with all her heart, the wretch­ed young man she had just con­demned to such fear­ful tor­ture. “Oh!” she said, as she saw him dis­ap­pear, pale as death, and his eyes burst­ing with blood, “if I had fore­seen this, I would have hid the truth from that poor gen­tle­man.”
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				Porthos’s Plan of Ac­tion

			
			The great num­ber of in­di­vid­u­als we have in­tro­duced in­to this long sto­ry is the rea­son why each of them has been forced to ap­pear on­ly in turn, ac­cord­ing to the ex­i­gen­cies of the recital. The re­sult is, that our read­ers have had no op­por­tu­ni­ty of meet­ing our friend Porthos since his re­turn from Fontainebleau. The hon­ors which he had re­ceived from the king had not changed the easy, af­fec­tion­ate char­ac­ter of that ex­cel­lent-heart­ed man; he may, per­haps, have held up his head a lit­tle high­er than usu­al, and a majesty of de­meanor, as it were, may have be­trayed it­self since the hon­or of din­ing at the king’s ta­ble had been ac­cord­ed him. His Majesty’s ban­quet­ing-room had pro­duced a cer­tain ef­fect on Porthos. Le Seigneur de Bra­cieux et de Pier­re­fonds de­light­ed to re­mem­ber that, dur­ing that mem­o­rable din­ner, the nu­mer­ous ar­ray of ser­vants, and the large num­ber of of­fi­cials in at­ten­dance on the guests, gave a cer­tain tone and ef­fect to the repast, and seemed, as it were, to fur­nish the room. Porthos un­der­took to con­fer up­on Mous­ton a po­si­tion of some kind or oth­er, in or­der to es­tab­lish a sort of hi­er­ar­chy among his oth­er do­mes­tics, and to cre­ate a mil­i­tary house­hold, which was not un­usu­al among the great cap­tains of the age, since, in the pre­ced­ing cen­tu­ry, this lux­u­ry had been great­ly en­cour­aged by Messieurs de Tréville, de Schomberg, de la Vieuville, with­out al­lud­ing to M. de Riche­lieu, M. de Condé, and de Bouil­lon-Turenne. And, there­fore, why should not he, Porthos, the friend of the king, and of M. Fou­quet, a baron, and en­gi­neer, etc., why should not he, in­deed, en­joy all the de­light­ful priv­i­leges which large pos­ses­sions and un­usu­al mer­it in­vari­ably con­fer? Some­what ne­glect­ed by Aramis, who, we know, was great­ly oc­cu­pied with M. Fou­quet; ne­glect­ed, al­so, on ac­count of his be­ing on du­ty, by d’Artag­nan; tired of Trüchen and Planchet, Porthos was sur­prised to find him­self dream­ing, with­out pre­cise­ly know­ing why; but if any­one had said to him, “Do you want any­thing, Porthos?” he would most cer­tain­ly have replied, “Yes.” Af­ter one of those din­ners, dur­ing which Porthos at­tempt­ed to re­call to his rec­ol­lec­tion all the de­tails of the roy­al ban­quet, gen­tly joy­ful, thanks to the ex­cel­lence of the wines; gen­tly melan­choly, thanks to his am­bi­tious ideas, Porthos was grad­u­al­ly fall­ing off in­to a placid doze, when his ser­vant en­tered to an­nounce that M. de Bragelonne wished to speak to him. Porthos passed in­to an ad­join­ing room, where he found his young friend in the dis­po­si­tion of mind we are al­ready aware of. Raoul ad­vanced to­wards Porthos, and shook him by the hand; Porthos, sur­prised at his se­ri­ous­ness of as­pect, of­fered him a seat. “Dear M. du Val­lon,” said Raoul, “I have a ser­vice to ask of you.”

			“Noth­ing could hap­pen more for­tu­nate­ly, my young friend,” replied Porthos; “I have eight thou­sand livres sent me this morn­ing from Pier­re­fonds; and if you want any mon­ey—”

			“No, I thank you; it is not mon­ey.”

			“So much the worse, then. I have al­ways heard it said that that is the rarest ser­vice, but the eas­i­est to ren­der. The re­mark struck me; I like to cite re­marks that strike me.”

			“Your heart is as good as your mind is sound and true.”

			“You are much too kind, I de­clare. You will dine here, of course?”

			“No; I am not hun­gry.”

			“Eh! not dine? What a dread­ful coun­try Eng­land is!”

			“Not too much so, in­deed—but—”

			“Well, if such ex­cel­lent fish and meat were not to be pro­cured there, it would hard­ly be en­durable.”

			“Yes, I came to—”

			“I am lis­ten­ing. On­ly just al­low me to take a lit­tle sip. One gets thirsty in Paris”; and he or­dered a bot­tle of cham­pagne to be brought; and, hav­ing first filled Raoul’s glass, he filled his own, drank it down at a gulp, and then re­sumed: “I need­ed that, in or­der to lis­ten to you with prop­er at­ten­tion. I am now en­tire­ly at your ser­vice. What do you wish to ask me, dear Raoul? What do you want?”

			“Give me your opin­ion on quar­rels in gen­er­al, my dear friend.”

			“My opin­ion! Well—but—Ex­plain your idea a lit­tle more co­her­ent­ly,” replied Porthos, rub­bing his fore­head.

			“I mean—you are gen­er­al­ly good-hu­mored, good-tem­pered, when­ev­er any mis­un­der­stand­ing aris­es be­tween a friend of yours and a stranger, for in­stance?”

			“Oh! in the best of tem­pers.”

			“Very good; but what do you do, in such a case?”

			“When­ev­er any friend of mine gets in­to a quar­rel, I al­ways act on one prin­ci­ple.”

			“What is that?”

			“That lost time is ir­repara­ble, and one nev­er ar­ranges an af­fair so well as when ev­ery­thing has been done to em­broil the dis­putants as much as pos­si­ble.”

			“Ah! in­deed, is that the prin­ci­ple on which you pro­ceed?”

			“Pre­cise­ly; so, as soon as a quar­rel takes place, I bring the two par­ties to­geth­er.”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“You un­der­stand that by this means it is im­pos­si­ble for an af­fair not to be ar­ranged.”

			“I should have thought that, treat­ed in this man­ner, an af­fair would, on the con­trary—”

			“Oh! not the least in the world. Just fan­cy, now, I have had in my life some­thing like a hun­dred and eighty to a hun­dred and nine­ty reg­u­lar du­els, with­out reck­on­ing hasty en­coun­ters, or chance meet­ings.”

			“It is a very hand­some ag­gre­gate,” said Raoul, un­able to re­sist a smile.

			“A mere noth­ing; but I am so gen­tle. D’Artag­nan reck­ons his du­els by hun­dreds. It is very true he is a lit­tle too hard and sharp—I have of­ten told him so.”

			“And so,” re­sumed Raoul, “you gen­er­al­ly ar­range the af­fairs of hon­or your friends con­fide to you.”

			“There is not a sin­gle in­stance in which I have not fin­ished by ar­rang­ing ev­ery one of them,” said Porthos, with a gen­tle­ness and con­fi­dence that sur­prised Raoul.

			“But the way in which you set­tle them is at least hon­or­able, I sup­pose?”

			“Oh! re­ly up­on that; and at this stage, I will ex­plain my oth­er prin­ci­ple to you. As soon as my friend has en­trust­ed his quar­rel to me, this is what I do; I go to his ad­ver­sary at once, armed with a po­lite­ness and self-pos­ses­sion ab­so­lute­ly req­ui­site un­der such cir­cum­stances.”

			“That is the way, then,” said Raoul, bit­ter­ly, “that you ar­range af­fairs so safe­ly.”

			“I be­lieve you. I go to the ad­ver­sary, then, and say to him: ‘It is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur, that you are ig­no­rant of the ex­tent to which you have in­sult­ed my friend.’ ” Raoul frowned at this re­mark.

			“It some­times hap­pens—very of­ten, in­deed,” pur­sued Porthos—“that my friend has not been in­sult­ed at all; he has even been the first to give of­fense; you can imag­ine, there­fore, whether my lan­guage is or is not well cho­sen.” And Porthos burst in­to a peal of laugh­ter.

			De­cid­ed­ly, said Raoul to him­self while the mer­ry thun­der of Porthos’s laugh­ter was re­sound­ing in his ears, I am very un­for­tu­nate. De Guiche treats me with cool­ness, d’Artag­nan with ridicule, Porthos is too tame; no one will set­tle this af­fair in the on­ly way I wish it to be set­tled. And I came to Porthos be­cause I want­ed to find a sword in­stead of cold rea­son­ing at my ser­vice. My ill-luck dogs me.

			Porthos, who had re­cov­ered him­self, con­tin­ued: “By one sim­ple ex­pres­sion, I leave my ad­ver­sary with­out an ex­cuse.”

			“That is as it may hap­pen,” said Raoul, ab­sent­ly.

			“Not at all, it is quite cer­tain. I have not left him an ex­cuse; and then it is that I dis­play all my cour­tesy, in or­der to at­tain the hap­py is­sue of my project. I ad­vance, there­fore, with an air of great po­lite­ness, and tak­ing my ad­ver­sary by the hand, I say to him: ‘Now that you are con­vinced of hav­ing giv­en the of­fense, we are sure of repa­ra­tion; be­tween my friend and your­self, the fu­ture can on­ly of­fer an ex­change of mu­tu­al cour­te­sies of con­duct, and con­se­quent­ly, my mis­sion now is to ac­quaint you with the length of my friend’s sword.’ ”

			“What!” said Raoul.

			“Wait a minute. ‘The length of my friend’s sword. My horse is wait­ing be­low; my friend is in such and such a spot and is im­pa­tient­ly await­ing your agree­able so­ci­ety; I will take you with me; we can call up­on your sec­ond as we go along’: and the af­fair is ar­ranged.”

			“And so,” said Raoul, pale with vex­a­tion, “you rec­on­cile the two ad­ver­saries on the ground.”

			“I beg your par­don,” in­ter­rupt­ed Porthos. “Rec­on­cile! What for?”

			“You said that the af­fair was ar­ranged.”

			“Of course! since my friend is wait­ing for him.”

			“Well! what then? If he is wait­ing—”

			“Well! if he is wait­ing, it is mere­ly to stretch his legs a lit­tle. The ad­ver­sary, on the con­trary, is stiff from rid­ing; they place them­selves in prop­er or­der, and my friend kills the op­po­nent, and the af­fair is end­ed.”

			“Ah! he kills him, then?” cried Raoul.

			“I should think so,” said Porthos. “Is it like­ly I should ev­er have as a friend a man who al­lows him­self to get killed? I have a hun­dred and one friends; at the head of the list stand your fa­ther, Aramis, and d’Artag­nan, all of whom are liv­ing and well, I be­lieve.”

			“Oh, my dear baron,” ex­claimed Raoul, as he em­braced Porthos.

			“You ap­prove of my method, then?” said the gi­ant.

			“I ap­prove of it so thor­ough­ly, that I shall have re­course to it this very day, with­out a mo­ment’s de­lay—at once, in fact. You are the very man I have been look­ing for.”

			“Good; here I am, then; you want to fight, I sup­pose?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly.”

			“It is very nat­u­ral. With whom?”

			“With M. de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“I know him—a most agree­able man, who was ex­ceed­ing­ly po­lite to me the day I had the hon­or of din­ing with the king. I shall cer­tain­ly ac­knowl­edge his po­lite­ness in re­turn, even if it had not hap­pened to be my usu­al cus­tom. So, he has giv­en you an of­fense?”

			“A mor­tal of­fense.”

			“The deuce! I can say so, I sup­pose?”

			“More than that, even, if you like.”

			“That is a very great con­ve­nience.”

			“I may look up­on it as one of your ar­ranged af­fairs, may I not?” said Raoul, smil­ing.

			“As a mat­ter of course. Where will you be wait­ing for him?”

			“Ah! I for­got; it is a very del­i­cate mat­ter. M. de Saint-Aig­nan is a very great friend of the king’s.”

			“So I have heard it said.”

			“So that if I kill him—”

			“Oh! you will kill him, cer­tain­ly; you must take ev­ery pre­cau­tion to do so. But there is no dif­fi­cul­ty in these mat­ters now; if you had lived in our ear­ly days—ah, those were days worth liv­ing for!”

			“My dear friend, you do not quite un­der­stand me. I mean, that M. de Saint-Aig­nan be­ing a friend of the king, the af­fair will be more dif­fi­cult to man­age, since the king might learn be­fore­hand—”

			“Oh! no; that is not like­ly. You know my method: ‘Mon­sieur, you have just in­jured my friend, and—’ ”

			“Yes, I know it.”

			“And then: ‘Mon­sieur, I have hors­es be­low.’ I car­ry him off be­fore he can have spo­ken to any­one.”

			“Will he al­low him­self to be car­ried off like that?”

			“I should think so! I should like to see it fail. It would be the first time, if it did. It is true, though, that the young men of the present day—Bah! I would car­ry him off bod­i­ly, if that were all,” and Porthos, adding ges­ture to speech, lift­ed Raoul and the chair he was sit­ting on off the ground, and car­ried them round the room.

			“Very good,” said Raoul, laugh­ing. “All we have to do is to state the grounds of the quar­rel with M. de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Well, but that is done, it seems.”

			“No, my dear M. du Val­lon, the us­age of the present day re­quires that the cause of the quar­rel should be ex­plained.”

			“Very good. Tell me what it is, then.”

			“The fact is—”

			“Deuce take it! how trou­ble­some all this is! In for­mer days we had no oc­ca­sion to say any­thing about the mat­ter. Peo­ple fought for the sake of fight­ing; and I, for one, know no bet­ter rea­son than that.”

			“You are quite right, M. du Val­lon.”

			“How­ev­er, tell me what the cause is.”

			“It is too long a sto­ry to tell; on­ly, as one must par­tic­u­lar­ize to a cer­tain ex­tent, and as, on the oth­er hand, the af­fair is full of dif­fi­cul­ties, and re­quires the most ab­so­lute se­cre­cy, you will have the kind­ness mere­ly to tell M. de Saint-Aig­nan that he has, in the first place, in­sult­ed me by chang­ing his lodg­ings.”

			“By chang­ing his lodg­ings? Good,” said Porthos, who be­gan to count on his fin­gers; “next?”

			“Then in get­ting a trap­door made in his new apart­ments.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said Porthos; “a trap­door: up­on my word, that is very se­ri­ous; you ought to be fu­ri­ous at that. What the deuce does the fel­low mean by get­ting trap­doors made with­out first con­sult­ing you? Trap­doors! mor­dioux! I haven’t got any, ex­cept in my dun­geons at Bra­cieux.”

			“And you will please add,” said Raoul, “that my last mo­tive for con­sid­er­ing my­self in­sult­ed is, the ex­is­tence of the por­trait that M. de Saint-Aig­nan well knows.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble? A por­trait, too! A change of res­i­dence, a trap­door, and a por­trait! Why, my dear friend, with but one of these caus­es of com­plaint there is enough, and more than enough, for all the gen­tle­men in France and Spain to cut each oth­er’s throats, and that is say­ing but very lit­tle.”

			“Well, my dear friend, you are fur­nished with all you need, I sup­pose?”

			“I shall take a sec­ond horse with me. Se­lect your own ren­dezvous, and while you are wait­ing there, you can prac­tice some of the best pass­es, so as to get your limbs as elas­tic as pos­si­ble.”

			“Thank you. I shall be wait­ing for you in the wood of Vin­cennes, close to Min­imes.”

			“All goes well, then. Where am I to find this M. de Saint-Aig­nan?”

			“At the Palais Roy­al.”

			Porthos ran a huge hand-bell. “My court suit,” he said to the ser­vant who an­swered the sum­mons, “my horse, and a led horse to ac­com­pa­ny me.” Then turn­ing to Raoul, as soon as the ser­vant had quit­ted the room, he said: “Does your fa­ther know any­thing about this?”

			“No; I am go­ing to write to him.”

			“And d’Artag­nan?”

			“No, nor d’Artag­nan ei­ther. He is very cau­tious, you know, and might have di­vert­ed me from my pur­pose.”

			“D’Artag­nan is a sound ad­vis­er, though,” said Porthos, as­ton­ished that, in his own loy­al faith in d’Artag­nan, any­one could have thought of him­self, so long as there was a d’Artag­nan in the world.

			“Dear M. du Val­lon,” said Raoul, “do not ques­tion me any more, I im­plore you. I have told you all that I had to say; it is prompt ac­tion I now ex­pect, sharp and de­cid­ed as you know how to ar­range it. That, in­deed, is my rea­son for hav­ing cho­sen you.”

			“You will be sat­is­fied with me,” replied Porthos.

			“Do not for­get, ei­ther, that, ex­cept our­selves, no one must know any­thing of this meet­ing.”

			“Peo­ple gen­er­al­ly find these things out,” said Porthos, dry­ly, “when a dead body is dis­cov­ered in a wood. But I prom­ise ev­ery­thing, my dear friend, ex­cept the con­ceal­ment of the dead body. There it is, and it must be seen, as a mat­ter of course. It is a prin­ci­ple of mine, not to bury bod­ies. That has a smack of the as­sas­sin about it. Ev­ery risk has its pe­cu­liar­i­ties.”

			“To work, then, my dear friend.”

			“Re­ly up­on me,” said the gi­ant, fin­ish­ing the bot­tle, while a ser­vant spread out up­on a so­fa the gor­geous­ly dec­o­rat­ed dress trimmed with lace.

			Raoul left the room, say­ing to him­self, with a se­cret de­light, Per­fid­i­ous king! trai­tor­ous monarch! I can­not reach thee. I do not wish it; for kings are sa­cred ob­jects. But your friend, your ac­com­plice, your pan­der­er—the cow­ard who rep­re­sents you—shall pay for your crime. I will kill him in thy name, and, af­ter­wards, we will be­think our­selves of—Louise.
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				The Change of Res­i­dence, the Trap­door, and the Por­trait

			
			Porthos, en­trust­ed, to his great de­light, with this mis­sion, which made him feel young again, took half an hour less than his usu­al time to put on his court suit. To show that he was a man ac­quaint­ed with the us­ages of high so­ci­ety, he had be­gun by send­ing his lack­ey to in­quire if Mon­sieur de Saint-Aig­nan were at home, and heard, in an­swer, that M. le Comte de Saint-Aig­nan had had the hon­or of ac­com­pa­ny­ing the king to Saint-Ger­main, as well as the whole court; but that Mon­sieur le Comte had just that mo­ment re­turned. Im­me­di­ate­ly up­on this re­ply, Porthos made as much haste as pos­si­ble, and reached Saint-Aig­nan’s apart­ments just as the lat­ter was hav­ing his boots tak­en off. The prom­e­nade had been de­light­ful. The king, who was in love more than ev­er, and of course hap­pi­er than ev­er, be­haved in the most charm­ing man­ner to ev­ery­one. Noth­ing could pos­si­bly equal his kind­ness. M. de Saint-Aig­nan, it may be re­mem­bered, was a po­et, and fan­cied that he had proved that he was so un­der too many a mem­o­rable cir­cum­stance to al­low the ti­tle to be dis­put­ed by any­one. An in­de­fati­ga­ble rhymester, he had, dur­ing the whole of the jour­ney, over­whelmed with qua­trains, sex­tains, and madri­gals, first the king, and then La Val­lière. The king, on his side, was in a sim­i­lar­ly po­et­i­cal mood, and had made a dis­tich; while La Val­lière, de­light­ing in po­et­ry, as most wom­en do who are in love, had com­posed two son­nets. The day, then, had not been a bad one for Apol­lo; and so, as soon as he had re­turned to Paris, Saint-Aig­nan, who knew be­fore­hand that his verse would be sure to be ex­ten­sive­ly cir­cu­lat­ed in court cir­cles, oc­cu­pied him­self, with a lit­tle more at­ten­tion than he had been able to be­stow dur­ing the prom­e­nade, with the com­po­si­tion, as well as with the idea it­self. Con­se­quent­ly, with all the ten­der­ness of a fa­ther about to start his chil­dren in life, he can­did­ly in­ter­ro­gat­ed him­self whether the pub­lic would find these off­springs of his imag­i­na­tion suf­fi­cient­ly el­e­gant and grace­ful; and in or­der to make his mind easy on the sub­ject, M. de Saint-Aig­nan re­cit­ed to him­self the madri­gal he had com­posed, and which he had re­peat­ed from mem­o­ry to the king, and had promised to write out for him on his re­turn. All the time he was com­mit­ting these words to mem­o­ry, the comte was en­gaged in un­dress­ing him­self more com­plete­ly. He had just tak­en off his coat, and was putting on his dress­ing-gown, when he was in­formed that Mon­sieur le Baron du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds was wait­ing to be re­ceived.

			“Eh!” he said, “what does that bunch of names mean? I don’t know any­thing about him.”

			“It is the same gen­tle­man,” replied the lack­ey, “who had the hon­or of din­ing with you, Mon­seigneur, at the king’s ta­ble, when His Majesty was stay­ing at Fontainebleau.”

			“In­tro­duce him, then, at once,” cried Saint-Aig­nan.

			Porthos, in a few min­utes, en­tered the room. M. de Saint-Aig­nan had an ex­cel­lent rec­ol­lec­tion of per­sons, and, at the first glance, he rec­og­nized the gen­tle­man from the coun­try, who en­joyed so sin­gu­lar a rep­u­ta­tion, and whom the king had re­ceived so fa­vor­ably at Fontainebleau, in spite of the smiles of some of those who were present. He there­fore ad­vanced to­wards Porthos with all the out­ward signs of con­sid­er­a­tion of man­ner which Porthos thought but nat­u­ral, con­sid­er­ing that he him­self, when­ev­er he called up­on an ad­ver­sary, hoist­ed a stan­dard of the most re­fined po­lite­ness. Saint-Aig­nan de­sired the ser­vant to give Porthos a chair; and the lat­ter, who saw noth­ing un­usu­al in this act of po­lite­ness, sat down grave­ly and coughed. The or­di­nary cour­te­sies hav­ing been ex­changed be­tween the two gen­tle­men, the comte, to whom the vis­it was paid, said, “May I ask, Mon­sieur le Baron, to what hap­py cir­cum­stance I am in­debt­ed for the fa­vor of a vis­it from you?”

			“The very thing I am about to have the hon­or of ex­plain­ing to you, Mon­sieur le Comte; but, I beg your par­don—”

			“What is the mat­ter, Mon­sieur?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan.

			“I re­gret to say that I have bro­ken your chair.”

			“Not at all, Mon­sieur,” said Saint-Aig­nan; “not at all.”

			“It is the fact, though, Mon­sieur le Comte; I have bro­ken it—so much so, in­deed, that if I do not move, I shall fall down, which would be an ex­ceed­ing­ly dis­agree­able po­si­tion for me in the dis­charge of the very se­ri­ous mis­sion which has been en­trust­ed to me with re­gard to your­self.”

			Porthos rose; and but just in time, for the chair had giv­en way sev­er­al inch­es. Saint-Aig­nan looked about him for some­thing more sol­id for his guest to sit up­on.

			“Mod­ern ar­ti­cles of fur­ni­ture,” said Porthos, while the comte was look­ing about, “are con­struct­ed in a ridicu­lous­ly flim­sy man­ner. In my ear­ly days, when I used to sit down with far more en­er­gy than is now the case, I do not re­mem­ber ev­er to have bro­ken a chair, ex­cept in tav­erns, with my arms.”

			Saint-Aig­nan smiled at this re­mark. “But,” said Porthos, as he set­tled him­self down on a couch, which creaked, but did not give way be­neath his weight, “that un­for­tu­nate­ly has noth­ing what­ev­er to do with my present vis­it.”

			“Why un­for­tu­nate­ly? Are you the bear­er of a mes­sage of ill-omen, Mon­sieur le Baron?”

			“Of ill-omen—for a gen­tle­man? Cer­tain­ly not, Mon­sieur le Comte,” replied Porthos, nobly. “I have sim­ply come to say that you have se­ri­ous­ly in­sult­ed a friend of mine.”

			“I, Mon­sieur?” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan—“I have in­sult­ed a friend of yours, do you say? May I ask his name?”

			“M. Raoul de Bragelonne.”

			“I have in­sult­ed M. Raoul de Bragelonne!” cried Saint-Aig­nan. “I re­al­ly as­sure you, Mon­sieur, that it is quite im­pos­si­ble; for M. de Bragelonne, whom I know but very slight­ly—nay, whom I know hard­ly at all—is in Eng­land, and, as I have not seen him for a long time past, I can­not pos­si­bly have in­sult­ed him.”

			“M. de Bragelonne is in Paris, Mon­sieur le Comte,” said Porthos, per­fect­ly un­moved; “and I re­peat, it is quite cer­tain you have in­sult­ed him, since he him­self told me you had. Yes, Mon­sieur, you have se­ri­ous­ly in­sult­ed him, mor­tal­ly in­sult­ed him, I re­peat.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur le Baron, I swear, quite im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Be­sides,” added Porthos, “you can­not be ig­no­rant of the cir­cum­stance, since M. de Bragelonne in­formed me that he had al­ready ap­prised you of it by a note.”

			“I give you my word of hon­or, Mon­sieur, that I have re­ceived no note what­ev­er.”

			“This is most ex­tra­or­di­nary,” replied Porthos.

			“I will con­vince you,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “that have re­ceived noth­ing in any way from him.” And he rang the bell. “Basque,” he said to the ser­vant who en­tered, “how many let­ters or notes were sent here dur­ing my ab­sence?”

			“Three, Mon­sieur le Comte—a note from M. de Fiesque, one from Madame de Lafer­té, and a let­ter from M. de las Fuen­tès.”

			“Is that all?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“Speak the truth be­fore this gen­tle­man—the truth, you un­der­stand. I will take care you are not blamed.”

			“There was a note, al­so, from—from—”

			“Well, from whom?”

			“From Made­moi­selle—de—”

			“Out with it!”

			“De Laval.”

			“That is quite suf­fi­cient,” in­ter­rupt­ed Porthos. “I be­lieve you, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			Saint-Aig­nan dis­missed the valet, and fol­lowed him to the door, in or­der to close it af­ter him; and when he had done so, look­ing straight be­fore him, he hap­pened to see in the key­hole of the ad­join­ing apart­ment the pa­per which Bragelonne had slipped in there as he left. “What is this?” he said.

			Porthos, who was sit­ting with his back to the room, turned round. “Aha!” he said.

			“A note in the key­hole!” ex­claimed Saint-Aig­nan.

			“That is not un­like­ly to be the miss­ing let­ter, Mon­sieur le Comte,” said Porthos.

			Saint-Aig­nan took out the pa­per. “A note from M. de Bragelonne!” he ex­claimed.

			“You see, Mon­sieur, I was right. Oh, when I say a thing—”

			“Brought here by M. de Bragelonne him­self,” the comte mur­mured, turn­ing pale. “This is in­fa­mous! How could he pos­si­bly have come here?” And the comte rang again.

			“Who has been here dur­ing my ab­sence with the king?”

			“No one, Mon­sieur.”

			“That is im­pos­si­ble! Some­one must have been here.”

			“No one could pos­si­bly have en­tered, Mon­sieur, since the keys have nev­er left my pock­et.”

			“And yet I find the let­ter in yon­der lock; some­one must have put it there; it could not have come here of its own ac­cord.”

			Basque opened his arms as if sig­ni­fy­ing the most ab­so­lute ig­no­rance on the sub­ject.

			“Prob­a­bly it was M. de Bragelonne him­self who placed it there,” said Porthos.

			“In that case he must have en­tered here.”

			“How could that have been, since I have the key in my own pock­et?” re­turned Basque, per­se­ver­ing­ly.

			Saint-Aig­nan crum­pled the let­ter in his palm, af­ter hav­ing read it. “There is some­thing mys­te­ri­ous about this,” he mur­mured, ab­sorbed in thought. Porthos left him to his re­flec­tions; but af­ter a while re­turned to the mis­sion he had un­der­tak­en.

			“Shall we re­turn to our lit­tle af­fair?” Porthos re­sumed, ad­dress­ing Saint-Aig­nan af­ter a brief pause.

			“I think I can now un­der­stand it, from this note, which has ar­rived here in so sin­gu­lar a man­ner. Mon­sieur de Bragelonne says that a friend will call.”

			“I am his friend. I am the per­son he al­ludes to.”

			“For the pur­pose of giv­ing me a chal­lenge?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“And he com­plains that I have in­sult­ed him?”

			“Mor­tal­ly.”

			“In what way, may I ask; for his con­duct is so mys­te­ri­ous, that, at least, it needs some ex­pla­na­tion?”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Porthos, “my friend can­not but be right; and, as far as his con­duct is con­cerned, if it be mys­te­ri­ous, as you say, you have on­ly your­self to blame for it.” Porthos pro­nounced these words with an amount of con­fi­dence which, for a man who was un­ac­cus­tomed to his ways, must have re­vealed an in­fin­i­ty of sense.

			“Mys­tery, so be it; but what is all the mys­tery about?” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“You will think it the best, per­haps,” Porthos replied, with a low bow, “if I do not en­ter in to par­tic­u­lars.”

			“Oh, I per­fect­ly un­der­stand. We will touch very light­ly up­on it, then, so speak, Mon­sieur, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“In the first place, Mon­sieur,” said Porthos, “you have changed your apart­ments.”

			“Yes, that is quite true,” said Saint-Aig­nan.

			“You ad­mit it,” said Porthos, with an air of sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Ad­mit it! of course I ad­mit it. Why should I not ad­mit it, do you sup­pose?”

			“You have ad­mit­ted it. Very good,” said Porthos, lift­ing up one fin­ger.

			“But how can my hav­ing moved my lodg­ings have done M. de Bragelonne any harm? Have the good­ness to tell me that, for I pos­i­tive­ly do not com­pre­hend a word of what you are say­ing.”

			Porthos stopped him, and then said, with great grav­i­ty, “Mon­sieur, this is the first of M. de Bragelonne’s com­plaints against you. If he makes a com­plaint, it is be­cause he feels him­self in­sult­ed.”

			Saint-Aig­nan be­gan to beat his foot im­pa­tient­ly on the ground. “This looks like a spu­ri­ous quar­rel,” he said.

			“No one can pos­si­bly have a spu­ri­ous quar­rel with the Vi­comte de Bragelonne,” re­turned Porthos; “but, at all events, you have noth­ing to add on the sub­ject of your chang­ing your apart­ments, I sup­pose?”

			“Noth­ing. And what is the next point?”

			“Ah, the next! You will ob­serve, Mon­sieur, that the one I have al­ready men­tioned is a most se­ri­ous in­jury, to which you have giv­en no an­swer, or rather, have an­swered very in­dif­fer­ent­ly. Is it pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur, that you have changed your lodg­ings? M. de Bragelonne feels in­sult­ed at your hav­ing done so, and you do not at­tempt to ex­cuse your­self.”

			“What!” cried Saint-Aig­nan, who was get­ting an­noyed at the per­fect cool­ness of his vis­i­tor—“what! am I to con­sult M. de Bragelonne whether I am to move or not? You can hard­ly be se­ri­ous, Mon­sieur.”

			“I am. And it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary, Mon­sieur; but un­der any cir­cum­stances, you will ad­mit that it is noth­ing in com­par­i­son with the sec­ond ground of com­plaint.”

			“Well, what is that?”

			Porthos as­sumed a very solemn ex­pres­sion as he said: “How about the trap­door, Mon­sieur?”

			Saint-Aig­nan turned ex­ceed­ing­ly pale. He pushed back his chair so abrupt­ly, that Porthos, sim­ple as he was, per­ceived that the blow had told. “The trap­door,” mur­mured Saint-Aig­nan.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, ex­plain that if you can,” said Porthos, shak­ing his head.

			Saint-Aig­nan held down his head, as he mur­mured: “I have been be­trayed, ev­ery­thing is known!”

			“Ev­ery­thing,” replied Porthos, who knew noth­ing.

			“You see me per­fect­ly over­whelmed,” pur­sued Saint-Aig­nan, “over­whelmed to a de­gree that I hard­ly know what I am about.”

			“A guilty con­science, Mon­sieur. Your af­fair is a bad one, and when the pub­lic learns all about it, it will judge—”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!” ex­claimed the count, hur­ried­ly, “such a se­cret ought not to be known even by one’s con­fes­sor.”

			“That we will think about,” said Porthos; “the se­cret will not go far, in fact.”

			“Sure­ly, Mon­sieur,” re­turned Saint-Aig­nan, “since M. de Bragelonne has pen­e­trat­ed the se­cret, he must be aware of the dan­ger he as well as oth­ers run the risk of in­cur­ring.”

			“M. de Bragelonne runs no dan­ger, Mon­sieur, nor does he fear any ei­ther, as you, if it please Heav­en, will find out very soon.”

			This fel­low is a per­fect mad­man, thought Saint-Aig­nan. What, in Heav­en’s name, does he want? He then said aloud: “Come, Mon­sieur, let us hush up this af­fair.”

			“You for­get the por­trait,” said Porthos, in a voice of thun­der, which made the comte’s blood freeze in his veins.

			As the por­trait in ques­tion was La Val­lière’s por­trait, and no mis­take could any longer ex­ist on the sub­ject, Saint-Aig­nan’s eyes were com­plete­ly opened. “Ah!” he ex­claimed—“ah! Mon­sieur, I re­mem­ber now that M. de Bragelonne was en­gaged to be mar­ried to her.”

			Porthos as­sumed an im­pos­ing air, all the majesty of ig­no­rance, in fact, as he said: “It mat­ters noth­ing what­ev­er to me, nor to your­self, in­deed, whether or not my friend was, as you say, en­gaged to be mar­ried. I am even as­ton­ished that you should have made use of so in­dis­creet a re­mark. It may pos­si­bly do your cause harm, Mon­sieur.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “you are the in­car­na­tion of in­tel­li­gence, del­i­ca­cy, and loy­al­ty of feel­ing unit­ed. I see the whole mat­ter now clear­ly enough.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Porthos.

			“And,” pur­sued Saint-Aig­nan, “you have made me com­pre­hend it in the most in­ge­nious and the most del­i­cate man­ner pos­si­ble. I beg you to ac­cept my best thanks.” Porthos drew him­self up, un­able to re­sist the flat­tery of the re­mark. “On­ly, now that I know ev­ery­thing, per­mit me to ex­plain—”

			Porthos shook his head, as a man who does not wish to hear, but Saint-Aig­nan con­tin­ued: “I am in de­spair, I as­sure you, at all that has hap­pened; but how would you have act­ed in my place? Come, be­tween our­selves, tell me what you would have done?”

			Porthos drew him­self up as he an­swered: “There is now no ques­tion at all of what I should have done, young man; you have been made ac­quaint­ed with the three caus­es of com­plaint against you, I be­lieve?”

			“As for the first, my change of rooms, and I now ad­dress my­self to you as a man of hon­or and of great in­tel­li­gence, could I, when the de­sire of so au­gust a per­son­age was so ur­gent­ly ex­pressed that I should move, ought I to have dis­obeyed?”

			Porthos was about to speak, but Saint-Aig­nan did not give him time to an­swer. “Ah! my frank­ness, I see, con­vinces you,” he said, in­ter­pret­ing the move­ment ac­cord­ing to his own fan­cy. “You feel that I am right.”

			Porthos did not re­ply, and so Saint-Aig­nan con­tin­ued: “I pass by that un­for­tu­nate trap­door,” he said, plac­ing his hand on Porthos’s arm, “that trap­door, the oc­ca­sion and means of so much un­hap­pi­ness, and which was con­struct­ed for—you know what. Well, then, in plain truth, do you sup­pose that it was I who, of my own ac­cord, in such a place, too, had that trap­door made?—Oh, no!—you do not be­lieve it; and here, again, you feel, you guess, you un­der­stand the in­flu­ence of a will su­pe­ri­or to my own. You can con­ceive the in­fat­u­a­tion, the blind, ir­re­sistible pas­sion which has been at work. But, thank Heav­en! I am for­tu­nate in speak­ing to a man who has so much sen­si­tive­ness of feel­ing; and if it were not so, in­deed, what an amount of mis­ery and scan­dal would fall up­on her, poor girl! and up­on him—whom I will not name.”

			Porthos, con­fused and be­wil­dered by the elo­quence and ges­tures of Saint-Aig­nan, made a thou­sand ef­forts to stem this tor­rent of words, of which, by the by, he did not un­der­stand a sin­gle one; he re­mained up­right and mo­tion­less on his seat, and that was all he could do. Saint-Aig­nan con­tin­ued, and gave a new in­flec­tion to his voice, and an in­creas­ing ve­he­mence to his ges­ture: “As for the por­trait, for I read­i­ly be­lieve the por­trait is the prin­ci­pal cause of com­plaint, tell me can­did­ly if you think me to blame?—Who was it who wished to have her por­trait? Was it I?—Who is in love with her? Is it I?—Who wish­es to gain her af­fec­tion? Again, is it I?—Who took her like­ness? I, do you think? No! a thou­sand times no! I know M. de Bragelonne must be in a state of de­spair; I know these mis­for­tunes are most cru­el. But I, too, am suf­fer­ing as well; and yet there is no pos­si­bil­i­ty of of­fer­ing any re­sis­tance. Sup­pose we were to fight? we would be laughed at. If he ob­sti­nate­ly per­sist in his course, he is lost. You will tell me, I know, that de­spair is ridicu­lous, but then you are a sen­si­ble man. You have un­der­stood me. I per­ceived by your se­ri­ous, thought­ful, em­bar­rassed air, even, that the im­por­tance of the sit­u­a­tion we are placed in has not es­caped you. Re­turn, there­fore, to M. de Bragelonne; thank him—as I have in­deed rea­son to thank him—for hav­ing cho­sen as an in­ter­me­di­ary a man of your high mer­it. Be­lieve me that I shall, on my side, pre­serve an eter­nal grat­i­tude for the man who has so in­ge­nious­ly, so clev­er­ly ar­ranged the mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween us. And since ill luck would have it that the se­cret should be known to four in­stead of three, why, this se­cret, which might make the most am­bi­tious man’s for­tune, I am de­light­ed to share with you, Mon­sieur, from the bot­tom of my heart I am de­light­ed at it. From this very mo­ment you can make use of me as you please, I place my­self en­tire­ly at your mer­cy. What can I pos­si­bly do for you? What can I so­lic­it, nay, re­quire even? You have on­ly to speak, Mon­sieur, on­ly to speak.”

			And, ac­cord­ing to the fa­mil­iar­ly friend­ly fash­ion of that pe­ri­od, Saint-Aig­nan threw his arms round Porthos, and clasped him ten­der­ly in his em­brace. Porthos al­lowed him to do this with the most per­fect in­dif­fer­ence. “Speak,” re­sumed Saint-Aig­nan, “what do you re­quire?”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Porthos, “I have a horse be­low: be good enough to mount him; he is a very good one and will play you no tricks.”

			“Mount on horse­back! what for?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan, with no lit­tle cu­rios­i­ty.

			“To ac­com­pa­ny me to where M. de Bragelonne is wait­ing us.”

			“Ah! he wish­es to speak to me, I sup­pose? I can well be­lieve that; he wish­es to have the de­tails, very like­ly; alas! it is a very del­i­cate mat­ter; but at the present mo­ment I can­not, for the king is wait­ing for me.”

			“The king must wait, then,” said Porthos.

			“What do you say? the king must wait!” in­ter­rupt­ed the fin­ished courtier, with a smile of ut­ter amaze­ment, for he could not un­der­stand that the king could un­der any cir­cum­stances be sup­posed to have to wait.

			“It is mere­ly the af­fair of a very short hour,” re­turned Porthos.

			“But where is M. de Bragelonne wait­ing for me?”

			“At the Min­imes, at Vin­cennes.”

			“Ah, in­deed! but are we go­ing to laugh over the af­fair when we get there?”

			“I don’t think it like­ly,” said Porthos, as his face as­sumed a look of ut­ter hard­ness.

			“But the Min­imes is a ren­dezvous where du­els take place, and what can I have to do at the Min­imes?”

			Porthos slow­ly drew his sword, and said: “That is the length of my friend’s sword.”

			“Why, the man is mad!” cried Saint-Aig­nan.

			The col­or mount­ed to Porthos’s face, as he replied: “If I had not the hon­or of be­ing in your own apart­ment, Mon­sieur, and of rep­re­sent­ing M. de Bragelonne’s in­ter­ests, I would throw you out of the win­dow. It will be mere­ly a plea­sure post­poned, and you will lose noth­ing by wait­ing. Will you come with me to the Min­imes, Mon­sieur, of your own free will?”

			“But—”

			“Take care, I will car­ry you if you do not come quick­ly.”

			“Basque!” cried Saint-Aig­nan. As soon as Basque ap­peared, he said, “The king wish­es to see Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“That is very dif­fer­ent,” said Porthos; “the king’s ser­vice be­fore any­thing else. We will wait un­til this evening, Mon­sieur.”

			And salut­ing Saint-Aig­nan with his usu­al cour­tesy, Porthos left the room, de­light­ed at hav­ing ar­ranged an­oth­er af­fair. Saint-Aig­nan looked af­ter him as he left; and then hasti­ly putting on his court dress again, he ran off, ar­rang­ing his cos­tume as he went along, mut­ter­ing to him­self, “The Min­imes! the Min­imes! We shall see how the king will fan­cy this chal­lenge; for it is for him af­ter all, that is cer­tain.”
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			On his re­turn from the prom­e­nade, which had been so pro­lif­ic in po­et­i­cal ef­fu­sions, and in which ev­ery­one had paid his or her trib­ute to the Mus­es, as the po­ets of the pe­ri­od used to say, the king found M. Fou­quet wait­ing for an au­di­ence. M. Col­bert had lain in wait for His Majesty in the cor­ri­dor, and fol­lowed him like a jeal­ous and watch­ful shad­ow; M. Col­bert, with his square head, his vul­gar and un­tidy, though rich cos­tume, some­what re­sem­bled a Flem­ish gen­tle­man af­ter he had been overindulging in his na­tion­al drink—beer. Fou­quet, at sight of his en­e­my, re­mained per­fect­ly un­moved, and dur­ing the whole of the scene which fol­lowed scrupu­lous­ly re­solved to ob­serve a line of con­duct par­tic­u­lar­ly dif­fi­cult to the man of su­pe­ri­or mind, who does not even wish to show his con­tempt, for fear of do­ing his ad­ver­sary too much hon­or. Col­bert made no at­tempt to con­ceal his in­so­lent ex­pres­sion of the vul­gar joy he felt. In his opin­ion, M. Fou­quet’s was a game very bad­ly played and hope­less­ly lost, al­though not yet fin­ished. Col­bert be­longed to that school of politi­cians who think clev­er­ness alone wor­thy of their ad­mi­ra­tion, and suc­cess the on­ly thing worth car­ing for. Col­bert, more­over, who was not sim­ply an en­vi­ous and jeal­ous man, but who had the king’s in­ter­est re­al­ly at heart, be­cause he was thor­ough­ly im­bued with the high­est sense of pro­bity in all mat­ters of fig­ures and ac­counts, could well af­ford to as­sign as a pre­text for his con­duct, that in hat­ing and do­ing his ut­most to ru­in M. Fou­quet, he had noth­ing in view but the wel­fare of the state and the dig­ni­ty of the crown. None of these de­tails es­caped Fou­quet’s ob­ser­va­tion; through his en­e­my’s thick, bushy brows, and de­spite the rest­less move­ment of his eye­lids, he could, by mere­ly look­ing at his eyes, pen­e­trate to the very bot­tom of Col­bert’s heart, and he read to what an un­bound­ed ex­tent hate to­wards him­self and tri­umph at his ap­proach­ing fall ex­ist­ed there. But as, in ob­serv­ing ev­ery­thing, he wished to re­main him­self im­pen­e­tra­ble, he com­posed his fea­tures, smiled with the charm­ing­ly sym­pa­thet­ic smile that was pe­cu­liar­ly his own, and salut­ed the king with the most dig­ni­fied and grace­ful ease and elas­tic­i­ty of man­ner. “Sire,” he said, “I per­ceive by Your Majesty’s joy­ous air that you have been grat­i­fied with the prom­e­nade.”

			“Most grat­i­fied, in­deed, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, most grat­i­fied. You were very wrong not to come with us, as I in­vit­ed you to do.”

			“I was work­ing, sire,” replied the su­per­in­ten­dent, who did not even seem to take the trou­ble to turn aside his head in mer­est recog­ni­tion of Col­bert’s pres­ence.

			“Ah! M. Fou­quet,” cried the king, “there is noth­ing like the coun­try. I should be de­light­ed to live in the coun­try al­ways, in the open air and un­der the trees.”

			“I should hope that Your Majesty is not yet weary of the throne,” said Fou­quet.

			“No; but thrones of soft turf are very pleas­ant.”

			“Your Majesty grat­i­fies my ut­most wish­es in speak­ing in that man­ner, for I have a re­quest to sub­mit to you.”

			“On whose be­half, Mon­sieur?”

			“Oh be­half of the nymphs of Vaux, sire.”

			“Ah! ah!” said Louis XIV.

			“Your Majesty, too, once deigned to make me a prom­ise,” said Fou­quet.

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber it.”

			“The fête at Vaux, the cel­e­brat­ed fête, I think, it was, sire,” said Col­bert, en­deav­or­ing to show his im­por­tance by tak­ing part in the con­ver­sa­tion.

			Fou­quet, with the pro­found­est con­tempt, did not take the slight­est no­tice of the re­mark, as if, as far as he was con­cerned, Col­bert had not even thought or said a word.

			“Your Majesty is aware,” he said, “that I des­tine my es­tate at Vaux to re­ceive the most ami­able of princes, the most pow­er­ful of mon­archs.”

			“I have giv­en you my prom­ise, Mon­sieur,” said Louis XIV, smil­ing; “and a king nev­er de­parts from his word.”

			“And I have come now, sire, to in­form Your Majesty that I am ready to obey your or­ders in ev­ery re­spect.”

			“Do you prom­ise me many won­ders, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant?” said Louis, look­ing at Col­bert.

			“Won­ders? Oh! no, sire. I do not un­der­take that. I hope to be able to pro­cure Your Majesty a lit­tle plea­sure, per­haps even a lit­tle for­get­ful­ness of the cares of state.”

			“Nay, nay, M. Fou­quet,” re­turned the king; “I in­sist up­on the word ‘won­ders.’ You are a ma­gi­cian, I be­lieve; we all know the pow­er you wield; we al­so know that you can find gold even when there is none to be found else­where; so much so, in­deed, that peo­ple say you coin it.”

			Fou­quet felt that the shot was dis­charged from a dou­ble quiver, and that the king had launched an ar­row from his own bow as well as one from Col­bert’s. “Oh!” said he, laugh­ing­ly, “the peo­ple know per­fect­ly well out of what mine I pro­cure the gold; and they know it on­ly too well, per­haps; be­sides,” he added, “I can as­sure Your Majesty that the gold des­tined to pay the ex­pens­es of the fête at Vaux will cost nei­ther blood nor tears; hard la­bor it may, per­haps, but that can be paid for.”

			Louis paused quite con­fused. He wished to look at Col­bert; Col­bert, too, wished to re­ply to him; a glance as swift as an ea­gle’s, a king-like glance, in­deed, which Fou­quet dart­ed at the lat­ter, ar­rest­ed the words up­on his lips. The king, who had by this time re­cov­ered his self-pos­ses­sion, turned to­wards Fou­quet, say­ing, “I pre­sume, there­fore, I am now to con­sid­er my­self for­mal­ly in­vit­ed?”

			“Yes, sire, if Your Majesty will con­de­scend so far as to ac­cept my in­vi­ta­tion.”

			“What day have you fixed?”

			“Any day Your Majesty may find most con­ve­nient.”

			“You speak like an en­chanter who has but to con­jure up in ac­tu­al­i­ty the wildest fan­cies, Mon­sieur Fou­quet. I could not say so much, in­deed, my­self.”

			“Your Majesty will do, when­ev­er you please, ev­ery­thing that a monarch can and ought to do. The king of France has ser­vants at his bid­ding who are able to do any­thing on his be­half, to ac­com­plish ev­ery­thing to grat­i­fy his plea­sures.”

			Col­bert tried to look at the su­per­in­ten­dent, in or­der to see whether this re­mark was an ap­proach to less hos­tile sen­ti­ments on his part; but Fou­quet had not even looked at his en­e­my, and Col­bert hard­ly seemed to ex­ist as far as he was con­cerned. “Very good, then,” said the king. “Will a week hence suit you?”

			“Per­fect­ly well, sire.”

			“This is Tues­day; if I give you un­til next Sun­day week, will that be suf­fi­cient?”

			“The de­lay which Your Majesty deigns to ac­cord me will great­ly aid the var­i­ous works which my ar­chi­tects have in hand for the pur­pose of adding to the amuse­ment of Your Majesty and your friends.”

			“By the by, speak­ing of my friends,” re­sumed the king; “how do you in­tend to treat them?”

			“The king is mas­ter ev­ery­where, sire; Your Majesty will draw up your own list and give your own or­ders. All those you may deign to in­vite will be my guests, my hon­ored guests, in­deed.”

			“I thank you!” re­turned the king, touched by the no­ble thought ex­pressed in so no­ble a tone.

			Fou­quet, there­fore, took leave of Louis XIV, af­ter a few words had been added with re­gard to the de­tails of cer­tain mat­ters of busi­ness. He felt that Col­bert would re­main be­hind with the king, that they would both con­verse about him, and that nei­ther of them would spare him in the least de­gree. The sat­is­fac­tion of be­ing able to give a last and ter­ri­ble blow to his en­e­my seemed to him al­most like a com­pen­sa­tion for ev­ery­thing they were about to sub­ject him to. He turned back again im­me­di­ate­ly, as soon, in­deed, as he had reached the door, and ad­dress­ing the king, said, “I was for­get­ting that I had to crave Your Majesty’s for­give­ness.”

			“In what re­spect?” said the king, gra­cious­ly.

			“For hav­ing com­mit­ted a se­ri­ous fault with­out per­ceiv­ing it.”

			“A fault! You! Ah! Mon­sieur Fou­quet, I shall be un­able to do oth­er­wise than for­give you. In what way or against whom have you been found want­ing?”

			“Against ev­ery sense of pro­pri­ety, sire. I for­got to in­form Your Majesty of a cir­cum­stance that has late­ly oc­curred of some lit­tle im­por­tance.”

			“What is it?”

			Col­bert trem­bled; he fan­cied that he was about to frame a de­nun­ci­a­tion against him. His con­duct had been un­masked. A sin­gle syl­la­ble from Fou­quet, a sin­gle proof for­mal­ly ad­vanced, and be­fore the youth­ful loy­al­ty of feel­ing which guid­ed Louis XIV, Col­bert’s fa­vor would dis­ap­pear at once; the lat­ter trem­bled, there­fore, lest so dar­ing a blow might over­throw his whole scaf­fold; in point of fact, the op­por­tu­ni­ty was so ad­mirably suit­ed to be tak­en ad­van­tage of, that a skill­ful, prac­ticed play­er like Aramis would not have let it slip. “Sire,” said Fou­quet, with an easy, un­con­cerned air, “since you have had the kind­ness to for­give me, I am per­fect­ly in­dif­fer­ent about my con­fes­sion; this morn­ing I sold one of the of­fi­cial ap­point­ments I hold.”

			“One of your ap­point­ments,” said the king, “which?”

			Col­bert turned per­fect­ly livid. “That which con­ferred up­on me, sire, a grand gown, and a stern air of grav­i­ty; the ap­point­ment of pro­cureur-général.”

			The king in­vol­un­tar­i­ly ut­tered a loud ex­cla­ma­tion and looked at Col­bert, who, with his face be­dewed with per­spi­ra­tion, felt al­most on the point of faint­ing. “To whom have you sold this de­part­ment, Mon­sieur Fou­quet?” in­quired the king.

			Col­bert was obliged to lean against a col­umn of the fire­place. “To a coun­cilor be­long­ing to the par­lia­ment, sire, whose name is Vanel.”

			“Vanel?”

			“Yes, sire, a par­tic­u­lar friend of the in­ten­dant Col­bert,” added Fou­quet; let­ting ev­ery word fall from his lips with the most inim­itable non­cha­lance, and with an ad­mirably as­sumed ex­pres­sion of for­get­ful­ness and ig­no­rance. And hav­ing fin­ished, and hav­ing over­whelmed Col­bert be­neath the weight of this su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, the su­per­in­ten­dent again salut­ed the king and quit­ted the room, par­tial­ly re­venged by the stu­pe­fac­tion of the king and the hu­mil­i­a­tion of the fa­vorite.

			“Is it re­al­ly pos­si­ble,” said the king, as soon as Fou­quet had dis­ap­peared, “that he has sold that of­fice?”

			“Yes, sire,” said Col­bert, mean­ing­ly.

			“He must be mad,” the king added.

			Col­bert this time did not re­ply; he had pen­e­trat­ed the king’s thought, a thought which am­ply re­venged him for the hu­mil­i­a­tion he had just been made to suf­fer; his ha­tred was aug­ment­ed by a feel­ing of bit­ter jeal­ousy of Fou­quet; and a threat of dis­grace was now added to the plan he had ar­ranged for his ru­in. Col­bert felt per­fect­ly as­sured that for the fu­ture, be­tween Louis XIV and him­self, their hos­tile feel­ings and ideas would meet with no ob­sta­cles, and that at the first fault com­mit­ted by Fou­quet, which could be laid hold of as a pre­text, the chas­tise­ment so long im­pend­ing would be pre­cip­i­tat­ed. Fou­quet had thrown aside his weapons of de­fense, and hate and jeal­ousy had picked them up. Col­bert was in­vit­ed by the king to the fête at Vaux; he bowed like a man con­fi­dent in him­self, and ac­cept­ed the in­vi­ta­tion with the air of one who al­most con­fers a fa­vor. The king was about writ­ing down Saint-Aig­nan’s name on his list of roy­al com­mands, when the ush­er an­nounced the Comte de Saint-Aig­nan. As soon as the roy­al “Mer­cury” en­tered, Col­bert dis­creet­ly with­drew.
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				Ri­vals in Love

			
			Saint-Aig­nan had quit­ted Louis XIV hard­ly a cou­ple of hours be­fore; but in the first ef­fer­ves­cence of his af­fec­tion, when­ev­er Louis XIV was out of sight of La Val­lière, he was obliged to talk about her. Be­sides, the on­ly per­son with whom he could speak about her at his ease was Saint-Aig­nan, and thus Saint-Aig­nan had be­come an in­dis­pens­able.

			“Ah, is that you, comte?” he ex­claimed, as soon as he per­ceived him, dou­bly de­light­ed, not on­ly to see him again, but al­so to get rid of Col­bert, whose scowl­ing face al­ways put him out of hu­mor. “So much the bet­ter, I am very glad to see you. You will make one of the trav­el­ing par­ty, I sup­pose?”

			“Of what trav­el­ing part are you speak­ing, sire?” in­quired Saint-Aig­nan.

			“The one we are mak­ing up to go to the fête the su­per­in­ten­dent is about to give at Vaux. Ah! Saint-Aig­nan, you will, at last, see a fête, a roy­al fête, by the side of which all our amuse­ments at Fontainebleau are pet­ty, con­temptible af­fairs.”

			“At Vaux! the su­per­in­ten­dent go­ing to give a fête in Your Majesty’s hon­or? Noth­ing more than that!”

			“ ‘Noth­ing more than that,’ do you say? It is very di­vert­ing to find you treat­ing it with so much dis­dain. Are you who ex­press such an in­dif­fer­ence on the sub­ject, aware, that as soon as it is known that M. Fou­quet is go­ing to re­ceive me at Vaux next Sun­day week, peo­ple will be striv­ing their very ut­most to get in­vit­ed to the fête? I re­peat, Saint-Aig­nan, you shall be one of the in­vit­ed guests.”

			“Very well, sire; un­less I shall, in the mean­time, have un­der­tak­en a longer and a less agree­able jour­ney.”

			“What jour­ney do you al­lude to?”

			“The one across the Styx, sire.”

			“Bah!” said Louis XIV, laugh­ing.

			“No, se­ri­ous­ly, sire,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “I am in­vit­ed; and in such a way, in truth, that I hard­ly know what to say, or how to act, in or­der to refuse the in­vi­ta­tion.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you. I know that you are in a po­et­i­cal vein; but try not to sink from Apol­lo to Phoe­bus.”

			“Very well; if Your Majesty will deign to lis­ten to me, I will not keep your mind on the rack a mo­ment longer.”

			“Speak.”

			“Your Majesty knows the Baron du Val­lon?”

			“Yes, in­deed; a good ser­vant to my fa­ther, the late king, and an ad­mirable com­pan­ion at ta­ble; for, I think, you are re­fer­ring to the gen­tle­man who dined with us at Fontainebleau?”

			“Pre­cise­ly so; but you have omit­ted to add to his oth­er qual­i­fi­ca­tions, sire, that he is a most charm­ing pol­ish­er-off of oth­er peo­ple.”

			“What! Does M. du Val­lon wish to pol­ish you off?”

			“Or to get me killed, which is much the same thing.”

			“The deuce!”

			“Do not laugh, sire, for I am not say­ing one word be­yond the ex­act truth.”

			“And you say he wish­es to get you killed.”

			“Such is that ex­cel­lent per­son’s present idea.”

			“Be easy; I will de­fend you, if he be in the wrong.”

			“Ah! There is an ‘if’!”

			“Of course; an­swer me as can­did­ly as if it were some­one else’s af­fair in­stead of your own, my poor Saint-Aig­nan; is he right or wrong?”

			“Your Majesty shall be the judge.”

			“What have you done to him?”

			“To him, per­son­al­ly, noth­ing at all; but, it seems, to one of his friends, I have.”

			“It is all the same. Is his friend one of the cel­e­brat­ed ‘four’?”

			“No. It is the son of one of the cel­e­brat­ed ‘four,’ though.”

			“What have you done to the son? Come, tell me.”

			“Why, it seems that I have helped some­one to take his mis­tress from him.”

			“You con­fess it, then?”

			“I can­not help con­fess­ing it, for it is true.”

			“In that case, you are wrong; and if he were to kill you, he would be do­ing per­fect­ly right.”

			“Ah! that is Your Majesty’s way of rea­son­ing, then!”

			“Do you think it a bad way?”

			“It is a very ex­pe­di­tious way, at all events.”

			“ ‘Good jus­tice is prompt’; so my grand­fa­ther Hen­ry IV used to say.”

			“In that case, Your Majesty will, per­haps, be good enough to sign my ad­ver­sary’s par­don, for he is now wait­ing for me at the Min­imes, for the pur­pose of putting me out of my mis­ery.”

			“His name, and a parch­ment!”

			“There is a parch­ment up­on Your Majesty’s ta­ble; and for his name—”

			“Well, what is it?”

			“The Vi­comte de Bragelonne, sire.”

			“ ‘The Vi­comte de Bragelonne!’ ” ex­claimed the king; chang­ing from a fit of laugh­ter to the most pro­found stu­por, and then, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, while he wiped his fore­head, which was be­dewed with per­spi­ra­tion, he again mur­mured, “Bragelonne!”

			“No oth­er, sire.”

			“Bragelonne, who was af­fi­anced to—”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“But—he has been in Lon­don.”

			“Yes; but I can as­sure you, sire, he is there no longer.”

			“Is he in Paris, then?”

			“He is at Min­imes, sire, where he is wait­ing for me, as I have al­ready had the hon­or of telling you.”

			“Does he know all?”

			“Yes; and many things be­sides. Per­haps Your Majesty would like to look at the let­ter I have re­ceived from him”; and Saint-Aig­nan drew from his pock­et the note we are al­ready ac­quaint­ed with. “When Your Majesty has read the let­ter, I will tell you how it reached me.”

			The king read it in a great ag­i­ta­tion, and im­me­di­ate­ly said, “Well?”

			“Well, sire; Your Majesty knows a cer­tain carved lock, clos­ing a cer­tain door of carved ebony, which sep­a­rates a cer­tain apart­ment from a cer­tain blue and white sanc­tu­ary?”

			“Of course; Louise’s boudoir.”

			“Yes, sire. Well, it was in the key­hole of that lock that I found yon­der note.”

			“Who placed it there?”

			“Ei­ther M. de Bragelonne, or the dev­il him­self; but, inas­much as the note smells of musk and not of sul­phur, I con­clude that it must be, not the dev­il, but M. de Bragelonne.”

			Louis bent his head, and seemed ab­sorbed in sad and bit­ter thought. Per­haps some­thing like re­morse was at that mo­ment pass­ing through his heart. “The se­cret is dis­cov­ered,” he said.

			“Sire, I shall do my ut­most that the se­cret dies in the breast of the man who pos­sess­es it!” said Saint-Aig­nan, in a tone of brava­do, as he moved to­wards the door; but a ges­ture of the king made him pause.

			“Where are you go­ing?” he in­quired.

			“Where they await me, sire.”

			“What for?”

			“To fight, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty.”

			“You fight!” ex­claimed the king. “One mo­ment, if you please, Mon­sieur le Comte!”

			Saint-Aig­nan shook his head, as a re­bel­lious child does, when­ev­er any­one in­ter­feres to pre­vent him throw­ing him­self in­to a well, or play­ing with a knife. “But, sire,” he said.

			“In the first place,” con­tin­ued the king. “I want to be en­light­ened a lit­tle fur­ther.”

			“Up­on all points, if Your Majesty will be pleased to in­ter­ro­gate me,” replied Saint-Aig­nan, “I will throw what light I can.”

			“Who told you that M. de Bragelonne had pen­e­trat­ed in­to that room?”

			“The let­ter which I found in the key­hole told me.”

			“Who told you that it was de Bragelonne who put it there?”

			“Who but him­self would have dared to un­der­take such a mis­sion?”

			“You are right. How was he able to get in­to your rooms?”

			“Ah! that is very se­ri­ous, inas­much as all the doors were closed, and my lack­ey, Basque, had the keys in his pock­et.”

			“Your lack­ey must have been bribed.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, sire; for if he had been bribed, those who did so would not have sac­ri­ficed the poor fel­low, whom, it is not un­like­ly, they might want to turn to fur­ther use by and by, in show­ing so clear­ly that it was he whom they had made use of.”

			“Quite true. And now I can on­ly form one con­jec­ture.”

			“Tell me what it is, sire, and we shall see if it is the same that has pre­sent­ed it­self to my mind.”

			“That he ef­fect­ed an en­trance by means of the stair­case.”

			“Alas, sire, that seems to me more than prob­a­ble.”

			“There is no doubt that some­one must have sold the se­cret of the trap­door.”

			“Ei­ther sold it or giv­en it.”

			“Why do you make that dis­tinc­tion?”

			“Be­cause there are cer­tain per­sons, sire, who, be­ing above the price of trea­son, give, and do not sell.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Oh, sire! Your Majesty’s mind is too clear-sight­ed not to guess what I mean, and you will save me the em­bar­rass­ment of nam­ing the per­son I al­lude to.”

			“You are right: you mean Madame; I sup­pose her sus­pi­cions were aroused by your chang­ing your lodg­ings.”

			“Madame has keys of the apart­ments of her maids of hon­or, and she is pow­er­ful enough to dis­cov­er what no one but your­self could do, or she would not be able to dis­cov­er any­thing.”

			“And you sup­pose, then, that my sis­ter must have en­tered in­to an al­liance with Bragelonne, and has in­formed him of all the de­tails of the af­fair.”

			“Pos­si­bly even bet­ter still, for she per­haps ac­com­pa­nied him there.”

			“Which way? through your own apart­ments?”

			“You think it im­pos­si­ble, sire? Well, lis­ten to me. Your Majesty knows that Madame is very fond of per­fumes?”

			“Yes, she ac­quired that taste from my moth­er.”

			“Ver­vain, par­tic­u­lar­ly.”

			“Yes, it is the scent she prefers to all oth­ers.”

			“Very good, sire! my apart­ments hap­pen to smell very strong­ly of ver­vain.”

			The king re­mained silent and thought­ful for a few mo­ments, and then re­sumed: “But why should Madame take Bragelonne’s part against me?”

			Saint-Aig­nan could very eas­i­ly have replied: “A wom­an’s jeal­ousy!” The king probed his friend to the bot­tom of his heart to as­cer­tain if he had learned the se­cret of his flir­ta­tion with his sis­ter-in-law. But Saint-Aig­nan was not an or­di­nary courtier; he did not light­ly run the risk of find­ing out fam­i­ly se­crets; and he was too a friend of the Mus­es not to think very fre­quent­ly of poor Ovid­ius Na­so, whose eyes shed so many tears in ex­pi­a­tion of his crime for hav­ing once be­held some­thing, one hard­ly knows what, in the palace of Au­gus­tus. He there­fore passed by Madame’s se­cret very skill­ful­ly. But as he had shown no or­di­nary sagac­i­ty in in­di­cat­ing Madame’s pres­ence in his rooms in com­pa­ny with Bragelonne, it was nec­es­sary, of course, for him to re­pay with in­ter­est the king’s amour pro­pre, and re­ply plain­ly to the ques­tion which had been put to him of: “Why has Madame tak­en Bragelonne’s part against me?”

			“Why?” replied Saint-Aig­nan. “Your Majesty for­gets, I pre­sume, that the Comte de Guiche is the in­ti­mate friend of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“I do not see the con­nec­tion, how­ev­er,” said the king.

			“Ah! I beg your par­don, then, sire; but I thought the Comte de Guiche was a very great friend of Madame’s.”

			“Quite true,” the king re­turned; “there is no oc­ca­sion to search any fur­ther, the blow came from that di­rec­tion.”

			“And is not Your Majesty of opin­ion that, in or­der to ward it off, it will be nec­es­sary to deal an­oth­er blow?”

			“Yes, but not one of the kind giv­en in the Bois de Vin­cennes,” replied the king.

			“You for­get, sire,” said Saint-Aig­nan, “that I am a gen­tle­man, and that I have been chal­lenged.”

			“The chal­lenge nei­ther con­cerns nor was it in­tend­ed for you.”

			“But I am the man, sire, who has been ex­pect­ed at the Min­imes, sire, dur­ing the last hour and more; and I shall be dis­hon­ored if I do not go.”

			“The first hon­or and du­ty of a gen­tle­man is obe­di­ence to his sov­er­eign.”

			“Sire!”

			“I or­der you to re­main.”

			“Sire!”

			“Obey, Mon­sieur!”

			“As Your Majesty pleas­es.”

			“Be­sides, I wish to have the whole of this af­fair ex­plained; I wish to know how it is that I have been so in­so­lent­ly tri­fled with, as to have the sanc­tu­ary of my af­fec­tions pried in­to. It is not you, Saint-Aig­nan, whose busi­ness it is to pun­ish those who have act­ed in this man­ner, for it is not your hon­or they have at­tacked, but my own.”

			“I im­plore Your Majesty not to over­whelm M. de Bragelonne with your wrath, for al­though in the whole of this af­fair he may have shown him­self de­fi­cient in pru­dence, he has not been so in his feel­ings of loy­al­ty.”

			“Enough! I shall know how to de­cide be­tween the just and the un­just, even in the height of my anger. But take care that not a word of this is breathed to Madame.”

			“But what am I to do with re­gard to M. de Bragelonne? He will be seek­ing me in ev­ery di­rec­tion, and—”

			“I shall ei­ther have spo­ken to him, or tak­en care that he has been spo­ken to, be­fore the evening is over.”

			“Let me once more en­treat Your Majesty to be in­dul­gent to­wards him.”

			“I have been in­dul­gent long enough, comte,” said Louis XIV, frown­ing se­vere­ly; “it is now quite time to show cer­tain per­sons that I am mas­ter in my own palace.”

			The king had hard­ly pro­nounced these words, which be­to­kened that a fresh feel­ing of ir­ri­ta­tion was min­gling with the rec­ol­lec­tions of old, when an ush­er ap­peared at the door of the cab­i­net. “What is the mat­ter?” in­quired the king, “and why do you pre­sume to come when I have not sum­moned you?”

			“Sire,” said the ush­er, “Your Majesty de­sired me to per­mit M. le Comte de la Fère to pass freely on any and ev­ery oc­ca­sion, when he might wish to speak to Your Majesty.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur?”

			“M. le Comte de la Fère is now wait­ing to see Your Majesty.”

			The king and Saint-Aig­nan at this re­ply ex­changed a look which be­trayed more un­easi­ness than sur­prise. Louis hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, but im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards, seem­ing to make up his mind, he said:

			“Go, Saint-Aig­nan, and find Louise; in­form her of the plot against us; do not let her be ig­no­rant that Madame will re­turn to her sys­tem of per­se­cu­tions against her, and that she has set those to work who would have found it far safer to re­main neuter.”

			“Sire—”

			“If Louise gets ner­vous and fright­ened, re­as­sure her as much as you can; tell her that the king’s af­fec­tion is an im­pen­e­tra­ble shield over her; if, which I sus­pect is the case, she al­ready knows ev­ery­thing, or if she has al­ready been her­self sub­ject­ed to an at­tack of some kind or oth­er from any quar­ter, tell her, be sure to tell her, Saint-Aig­nan,” added the king, trem­bling with pas­sion, “tell her, I say, that this time, in­stead of de­fend­ing her, I will avenge her, and that too so ter­ri­bly that no one will in fu­ture even dare to raise his eyes to­wards her.”

			“Is that all, sire?”

			“Yes, all. Go as quick­ly as you can, and re­main faith­ful; for you who live in the midst of this state of in­fer­nal tor­ments, have not, like my­self, the hope of the par­adise be­yond it.”

			Saint-Aig­nan ex­haust­ed him­self in protes­ta­tions of de­vo­tion, took the king’s hand, kissed it, and left the room ra­di­ant with de­light.
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				King and No­ble

			
			The king en­deav­ored to re­cov­er his self-pos­ses­sion as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, in or­der to meet M. de la Fère with an un­trou­bled coun­te­nance. He clear­ly saw it was not mere chance that had in­duced the comte’s vis­it, he had some vague im­pres­sion of its im­por­tance; but he felt that to a man of Athos’s tone of mind, to one of such a high or­der of in­tel­lect, his first re­cep­tion ought not to present any­thing ei­ther dis­agree­able or oth­er­wise than kind and cour­te­ous. As soon as the king had sat­is­fied him­self that, as far as ap­pear­ances went, he was per­fect­ly calm again, he gave di­rec­tions to the ush­ers to in­tro­duce the comte. A few min­utes af­ter­wards Athos, in full court dress, and with his breast cov­ered with the or­ders that he alone had the right to wear at the court of France, pre­sent­ed him­self with so grave and solemn an air that the king per­ceived, at the first glance, that he was not de­ceived in his an­tic­i­pa­tions. Louis ad­vanced a step to­wards the comte, and, with a smile, held out his hand to him, over which Athos bowed with the air of the deep­est re­spect.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère,” said the king rapid­ly, “you are so sel­dom here, that it is a re­al piece of good for­tune to see you.”

			Athos bowed and replied, “I should wish al­ways to en­joy the hap­pi­ness of be­ing near Your Majesty.”

			The tone, how­ev­er, in which this re­ply was con­veyed, ev­i­dent­ly sig­ni­fied, “I should wish to be one of Your Majesty’s ad­vis­ers, to save you the com­mis­sion of faults.” The king felt it so, and de­ter­mined in this man’s pres­ence to pre­serve all the ad­van­tages which could be de­rived from his com­mand over him­self, as well as from his rank and po­si­tion.

			“I see you have some­thing to say to me,” he said.

			“Had it not been so, I should not have pre­sumed to present my­self be­fore Your Majesty.”

			“Speak quick­ly, I am anx­ious to sat­is­fy you,” re­turned the king, seat­ing him­self.

			“I am per­suad­ed,” replied Athos, in a some­what ag­i­tat­ed tone of voice, “that Your Majesty will give me ev­ery sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“Ah!” said the king, with a cer­tain haugh­ti­ness of man­ner, “you have come to lodge a com­plaint here, then?”

			“It would be a com­plaint,” re­turned Athos, “on­ly in the event of Your Majesty—but if you will deign to per­mit me, sire, I will be­gin the con­ver­sa­tion from the very com­mence­ment.”

			“Do so, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“Your Majesty will re­mem­ber that at the pe­ri­od of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s de­par­ture, I had the hon­or of an in­ter­view with you.”

			“At or about that pe­ri­od, I think I re­mem­ber you did; on­ly, with re­gard to the sub­ject of the con­ver­sa­tion, I have quite for­got­ten it.”

			Athos start­ed, as he replied. “I shall have the hon­or to re­mind Your Majesty of it. It was with re­gard to a for­mal de­mand I had ad­dressed to you re­spect­ing a mar­riage which M. de Bragelonne wished to con­tract with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			Ah! thought the king, we have come to it now.—“I re­mem­ber,” he said, aloud.

			“At that pe­ri­od,” pur­sued Athos, “Your Majesty was so kind and gen­er­ous to­wards M. de Bragelonne and my­self, that not a sin­gle word which then fell from your lips has es­caped my mem­o­ry; and, when I asked Your Majesty to ac­cord me Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s hand for M. de Bragelonne, you re­fused.”

			“Quite true,” said Louis, dry­ly.

			“Al­leg­ing,” Athos has­tened to say, “that the young la­dy had no po­si­tion in so­ci­ety.”

			Louis could hard­ly force him­self to lis­ten with an ap­pear­ance of roy­al pro­pri­ety.

			“That,” added Athos, “she had but lit­tle for­tune.”

			The king threw him­self back in his arm­chair.

			“That her ex­trac­tion was in­dif­fer­ent.”

			A re­newed im­pa­tience on the part of the king.

			“And lit­tle beau­ty,” added Athos, piti­less­ly.

			This last bolt buried it­self deep in the king’s heart, and made him al­most bound from his seat.

			“You have a good mem­o­ry, Mon­sieur,” he said.

			“I in­vari­ably have, on oc­ca­sions when I have had the dis­tin­guished hon­or of an in­ter­view with Your Majesty,” re­tort­ed the comte, with­out be­ing in the least dis­con­cert­ed.

			“Very good: it is ad­mit­ted that I said all that.”

			“And I thanked Your Majesty for your re­marks at the time, be­cause they tes­ti­fied an in­ter­est in M. de Bragelonne which did him much hon­or.”

			“And you may pos­si­bly re­mem­ber,” said the king, very de­lib­er­ate­ly, “that you had the great­est re­pug­nance for this mar­riage.”

			“Quite true, sire.”

			“And that you so­licit­ed my per­mis­sion, much against your own in­cli­na­tion?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And fi­nal­ly, I re­mem­ber, for I have a mem­o­ry near­ly as good as your own; I re­mem­ber, I say, that you ob­served at the time: ‘I do not be­lieve that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière loves M. de Bragelonne.’ Is that true?”

			The blow told well, but Athos did not draw back. “Sire,” he said, “I have al­ready begged Your Majesty’s for­give­ness; but there are cer­tain par­tic­u­lars in that con­ver­sa­tion which are on­ly in­tel­li­gi­ble from the de­noue­ment.”

			“Well, what is the de­noue­ment, Mon­sieur?”

			“This: that Your Majesty then said, ‘that you would de­fer the mar­riage out of re­gard for M. de Bragelonne’s own in­ter­ests.’ ”

			The king re­mained silent. “M. de Bragelonne is now so ex­ceed­ing­ly un­hap­py that he can­not any longer de­fer ask­ing Your Majesty for a so­lu­tion of the mat­ter.”

			The king turned pale; Athos looked at him with fixed at­ten­tion.

			“And what,” said the king, with con­sid­er­able hes­i­ta­tion, “does M. de Bragelonne re­quest?”

			“Pre­cise­ly the very thing that I came to ask Your Majesty for at my last au­di­ence, name­ly, Your Majesty’s con­sent to his mar­riage.”

			The king re­mained per­fect­ly silent. “The ques­tions which re­ferred to the dif­fer­ent ob­sta­cles in the way are all now quite re­moved for us,” con­tin­ued Athos. “Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, with­out for­tune, birth, or beau­ty, is not the less on that ac­count the on­ly good match in the world for M. de Bragelonne, since he loves this young girl.”

			The king pressed his hands im­pa­tient­ly to­geth­er. “Does Your Majesty hes­i­tate?” in­quired the comte, with­out los­ing a par­ti­cle of ei­ther his firm­ness or his po­lite­ness.

			“I do not hes­i­tate—I refuse,” replied the king.

			Athos paused a mo­ment, as if to col­lect him­self: “I have had the hon­or,” he said, in a mild tone, “to ob­serve to Your Majesty that no ob­sta­cle now in­ter­feres with M. de Bragelonne’s af­fec­tions, and that his de­ter­mi­na­tion seems un­al­ter­able.”

			“There is my will—and that is an ob­sta­cle, I should imag­ine!”

			“That is the most se­ri­ous of all,” Athos replied quick­ly.

			“Ah!”

			“And may we, there­fore, be per­mit­ted to ask Your Majesty, with the great­est hu­mil­i­ty, your rea­son for this re­fusal?”

			“The rea­son!—A ques­tion to me!” ex­claimed the king.

			“A de­mand, sire!”

			The king, lean­ing with both his hands up­on the ta­ble, said, in a deep tone of con­cen­trat­ed pas­sion: “You have lost all rec­ol­lec­tion of what is usu­al at court. At court, please to re­mem­ber, no one ven­tures to put a ques­tion to the king.”

			“Very true, sire; but if men do not ques­tion, they con­jec­ture.”

			“Con­jec­ture! What may that mean, Mon­sieur?”

			“Very fre­quent­ly, sire, con­jec­ture with re­gard to a par­tic­u­lar sub­ject im­plies a want of frank­ness on the part of the king—”

			“Mon­sieur!”

			“And a want of con­fi­dence on the part of the sub­ject,” pur­sued Athos, in­trepid­ly.

			“You for­get your­self,” said the king, hur­ried away by anger in spite of all his self-con­trol.

			“Sire, I am obliged to seek else­where for what I thought I should find in Your Majesty. In­stead of ob­tain­ing a re­ply from you, I am com­pelled to make one for my­self.”

			The king rose. “Mon­sieur le Comte,” he said, “I have now giv­en you all the time I had at my dis­pos­al.” This was a dis­missal.

			“Sire,” replied the comte, “I have not yet had time to tell Your Majesty what I came with the ex­press ob­ject of say­ing, and I so rarely see Your Majesty that I ought to avail my­self of the op­por­tu­ni­ty.”

			“Just now you spoke rude­ly of con­jec­tures; you are now be­com­ing of­fen­sive, Mon­sieur.”

			“Oh, sire! of­fend Your Majesty! I?—nev­er! All my life through I have main­tained that kings are above all oth­er men, not on­ly from their rank and pow­er, but from their no­ble­ness of heart and their true dig­ni­ty of mind. I nev­er can bring my­self to be­lieve that my sov­er­eign, he who passed his word to me, did so with a men­tal reser­va­tion.”

			“What do you mean? what men­tal reser­va­tion do you al­lude to?”

			“I will ex­plain my mean­ing,” said Athos, cold­ly. “If, in re­fus­ing Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière to Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, Your Majesty had some oth­er ob­ject in view than the hap­pi­ness and for­tune of the vi­comte—”

			“You per­ceive, Mon­sieur, that you are of­fend­ing me.”

			“If, in re­quir­ing the vi­comte to de­lay his mar­riage, Your Majesty’s on­ly ob­ject was to re­move the gen­tle­man to whom Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière was en­gaged—”

			“Mon­sieur! Mon­sieur!”

			“I have heard it said so in ev­ery di­rec­tion, sire. Your Majesty’s af­fec­tion for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is spo­ken of on all sides.”

			The king tore his gloves, which he had been bit­ing for some time. “Woe to those,” he cried, “who in­ter­fere in my af­fairs. I have made up my mind to take a par­tic­u­lar course, and I will break through ev­ery ob­sta­cle in my way.”

			“What ob­sta­cle?” said Athos.

			The king stopped short, like a horse which, hav­ing tak­en the bit be­tween his teeth and run away, finds it has slipped it back again, and that his ca­reer is checked. “I love Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” he said sud­den­ly, with min­gled no­ble­ness of feel­ing and pas­sion.

			“But,” in­ter­rupt­ed Athos, “that does not pre­clude Your Majesty from al­low­ing M. de Bragelonne to mar­ry Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. The sac­ri­fice is wor­thy of so great a monarch; it is ful­ly mer­it­ed by M. de Bragelonne, who has al­ready ren­dered great ser­vice to Your Majesty, and who may well be re­gard­ed as a brave and wor­thy man. Your Majesty, there­fore, in re­nounc­ing the af­fec­tion you en­ter­tain, of­fers a proof at once of gen­eros­i­ty, grat­i­tude, and good pol­i­cy.”

			“Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière does not love M. de Bragelonne,” said the king, hoarse­ly.

			“Does Your Majesty know that to be the case?” re­marked Athos, with a search­ing look.

			“I do know it.”

			“Since a very short time, then; for doubt­less, had Your Majesty known it when I first pre­ferred my re­quest, you would have tak­en the trou­ble to in­form me of it.”

			“Since a very short time, it is true, Mon­sieur.”

			Athos re­mained silent for a mo­ment, and then re­sumed: “In that case, I do not un­der­stand why Your Majesty should have sent M. de Bragelonne to Lon­don. That ex­ile, and most prop­er­ly so, too, is a mat­ter of as­ton­ish­ment to ev­ery­one who re­gards Your Majesty’s hon­or with sin­cere af­fec­tion.”

			“Who pre­sumes to im­pugn my hon­or, Mon­sieur de la Fère?”

			“The king’s hon­or, sire, is made up of the hon­or of his whole no­bil­i­ty. When­ev­er the king of­fends one of his gen­tle­men, that is, when­ev­er he de­prives him of the small­est par­ti­cle of his hon­or, it is from him, from the king him­self, that that por­tion of hon­or is stolen.”

			“Mon­sieur de la Fère!” said the king, haugh­ti­ly.

			“Sire, you sent M. de Bragelonne to Lon­don ei­ther be­fore you were Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière’s lover, or since you have be­come so.”

			The king, ir­ri­tat­ed be­yond mea­sure, es­pe­cial­ly be­cause he felt that he was be­ing mas­tered, en­deav­ored to dis­miss Athos by a ges­ture.

			“Sire,” replied the comte, “I will tell you all; I will not leave your pres­ence un­til I have been sat­is­fied by Your Majesty or by my­self; sat­is­fied if you prove to me that you are right—sat­is­fied if I prove to you that you are wrong. Nay, sire, you can but lis­ten to me. I am old now, and I am at­tached to ev­ery­thing that is re­al­ly great and re­al­ly pow­er­ful in your king­dom. I am of those who have shed their blood for your fa­ther and for your­self, with­out ev­er hav­ing asked a sin­gle fa­vor ei­ther from your­self or from your fa­ther. I have nev­er in­flict­ed the slight­est wrong or in­jury on any­one in this world, and even kings are still my debtors. You can but lis­ten to me, I re­peat. I have come to ask you for an ac­count of the hon­or of one of your ser­vants whom you have de­ceived by a false­hood, or be­trayed by want of heart of judg­ment. I know that these words ir­ri­tate Your Majesty, but the facts them­selves are killing us. I know that you are en­deav­or­ing to find some means where­by to chas­tise me for my frank­ness; but I know al­so the chas­tise­ment I will im­plore God to in­flict up­on you when I re­late to Him your per­jury and my son’s un­hap­pi­ness.”

			The king dur­ing these re­marks was walk­ing hur­ried­ly to and fro, his hand thrust in­to the breast of his coat, his head haugh­ti­ly raised, his eyes blaz­ing with wrath. “Mon­sieur,” he cried, sud­den­ly, “if I act­ed to­wards you as a king, you would be al­ready pun­ished; but I am on­ly a man, and I have the right to love in this world ev­ery­one who loves me—a hap­pi­ness which is so rarely found.”

			“You can­not pre­tend to such a right as a man any more than as a king, sire; or if you in­tend to ex­er­cise that right in a loy­al man­ner, you should have told M. de Bragelonne so, and not have ex­iled him.”

			“It is too great a con­de­scen­sion, Mon­sieur, to dis­cuss these things with you,” in­ter­rupt­ed Louis XIV, with that majesty of air and man­ner he alone seemed able to give his look and his voice.

			“I was hop­ing that you would re­ply to me,” said the comte.

			“You shall know my re­ply, Mon­sieur.”

			“You al­ready know my thoughts on the sub­ject,” was the Comte de la Fère’s an­swer.

			“You have for­got­ten you are speak­ing to the king, Mon­sieur. It is a crime.”

			“You have for­got­ten you are de­stroy­ing the lives of two men, sire. It is a mor­tal sin.”

			“Leave the room!”

			“Not un­til I have said this: ‘Son of Louis XI­II, you be­gin your reign bad­ly, for you be­gin it by ab­duc­tion and dis­loy­al­ty! My race—my­self too—are now freed from all that af­fec­tion and re­spect to­wards you, which I made my son swear to ob­serve in the vaults of Saint-De­nis, in the pres­ence of the relics of your no­ble fore­fa­thers. You are now be­come our en­e­my, sire, and hence­forth we have noth­ing to do save with Heav­en alone, our sole mas­ter. Be warned, be warned, sire.’ ”

			“What! do you threat­en?”

			“Oh, no,” said Athos, sad­ly, “I have as lit­tle brava­do as fear in my soul. The God of whom I spoke to you is now lis­ten­ing to me; He knows that for the safe­ty and hon­or of your crown I would even yet shed ev­ery drop of blood twen­ty years of civ­il and for­eign war­fare have left in my veins. I can well say, then, that I threat­en the king as lit­tle as I threat­en the man; but I tell you, sire, you lose two ser­vants; for you have de­stroyed faith in the heart of the fa­ther, and love in the heart of the son; the one ceas­es to be­lieve in the roy­al word, the oth­er no longer be­lieves in the loy­al­ty of man, or the pu­ri­ty of wom­an: the one is dead to ev­ery feel­ing of re­spect, the oth­er to obe­di­ence. Adieu!”

			Thus say­ing, Athos broke his sword across his knee, slow­ly placed the two pieces up­on the floor, and salut­ing the king, who was al­most chok­ing from rage and shame, he quit­ted the cab­i­net. Louis, who sat near the ta­ble, com­plete­ly over­whelmed, was sev­er­al min­utes be­fore he could col­lect him­self; but he sud­den­ly rose and rang the bell vi­o­lent­ly. “Tell M. d’Artag­nan to come here,” he said to the ter­ri­fied ush­ers.

		
	
		
			
				199

				Af­ter the Storm

			
			Our read­ers will doubtless­ly have been ask­ing them­selves how it hap­pened that Athos, of whom not a word has been said for some time past, ar­rived so very op­por­tune­ly at court. We will, with­out de­lay, en­deav­or to sat­is­fy their cu­rios­i­ty.

			Porthos, faith­ful to his du­ty as an ar­ranger of af­fairs, had, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter leav­ing the Palais Roy­al, set off to join Raoul at the Min­imes in the Bois de Vin­cennes, and had re­lat­ed ev­ery­thing, even to the small­est de­tails, which had passed be­tween Saint-Aig­nan and him­self. He fin­ished by say­ing that the mes­sage which the king had sent to his fa­vorite would prob­a­bly not oc­ca­sion more than a short de­lay, and that Saint-Aig­nan, as soon as he could leave the king, would not lose a mo­ment in ac­cept­ing the in­vi­ta­tion Raoul had sent him.

			But Raoul, less cred­u­lous than his old friend, had con­clud­ed from Porthos’s recital that if Saint-Aig­nan was go­ing to the king, Saint-Aig­nan would tell the king ev­ery­thing, and that the king would most as­sured­ly for­bid Saint-Aig­nan to obey the sum­mons he had re­ceived to the hos­tile meet­ing. The con­se­quence of his re­flec­tions was, that he had left Porthos to re­main at the place ap­point­ed for the meet­ing, in the very im­prob­a­ble case that Saint-Aig­nan would come there; hav­ing en­deav­ored to make Porthos prom­ise that he would not re­main there more than an hour or an hour and a half at the very long­est. Porthos, how­ev­er, for­mal­ly re­fused to do any­thing of the kind, but, on the con­trary, in­stalled him­self in the Min­imes as if he were go­ing to take root there, mak­ing Raoul prom­ise that when he had been to see his fa­ther, he would re­turn to his own apart­ments, in or­der that Porthos’s ser­vant might know where to find him in case M. de Saint-Aig­nan should hap­pen to come to the ren­dezvous.

			Bragelonne had left Vin­cennes, and pro­ceed­ed at once straight to the apart­ments of Athos, who had been in Paris dur­ing the last two days, the comte hav­ing been al­ready in­formed of what had tak­en place, by a let­ter from d’Artag­nan. Raoul ar­rived at his fa­ther’s; Athos, af­ter hav­ing held out his hand to him, and em­braced him most af­fec­tion­ate­ly, made a sign for him to sit down.

			“I know you come to me as a man would go to a friend, vi­comte, when­ev­er he is suf­fer­ing; tell me, there­fore, what is it that brings you now.”

			The young man bowed, and be­gan his recital; more than once in the course of it his tears al­most choked his ut­ter­ance, and a sob, checked in his throat, com­pelled him to sus­pend his nar­ra­tive for a few min­utes. How­ev­er, he fin­ished at last. Athos most prob­a­bly al­ready knew how mat­ters stood, as we have just now said d’Artag­nan had al­ready writ­ten to him; but, pre­serv­ing un­til the con­clu­sion that calm, un­ruf­fled com­po­sure of man­ner which con­sti­tut­ed the al­most su­per­hu­man side of his char­ac­ter, he replied, “Raoul, I do not be­lieve there is a word of truth in these ru­mors; I do not be­lieve in the ex­is­tence of what you fear, al­though I do not de­ny that per­sons best en­ti­tled to the fullest cred­it have al­ready con­versed with me on the sub­ject. In my heart and soul I think it ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble that the king could be guilty of such an out­rage on a gen­tle­man. I will an­swer for the king, there­fore, and will soon bring you back the proof of what I say.”

			Raoul, wa­ver­ing like a drunk­en man be­tween what he had seen with his own eyes and the im­per­turbable faith he had in a man who had nev­er told a false­hood, bowed and sim­ply an­swered, “Go, then, Mon­sieur le Comte; I will await your re­turn.” And he sat down, bury­ing his face in his hands. Athos dressed, and then left him, in or­der to wait up­on the king; the re­sult of that in­ter­view is al­ready known to our read­ers.

			When he re­turned to his lodg­ings, Raoul, pale and de­ject­ed, had not quit­ted his at­ti­tude of de­spair. At the sound, how­ev­er, of the open­ing doors, and of his fa­ther’s foot­steps as he ap­proached him, the young man raised his head. Athos’s face was very pale, his head un­cov­ered, and his man­ner full of se­ri­ous­ness; he gave his cloak and hat to the lack­ey, dis­missed him with a ges­ture, and sat down near Raoul.

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” in­quired the young man, “are you con­vinced yet?”

			“I am, Raoul; the king loves Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“He con­fess­es it, then?” cried Raoul.

			“Yes,” replied Athos.

			“And she?”

			“I have not seen her.”

			“No; but the king spoke to you about her. What did he say?”

			“He says that she loves him.”

			“Oh, you see—you see, Mon­sieur!” said the young man, with a ges­ture of de­spair.

			“Raoul,” re­sumed the comte, “I told the king, be­lieve me, all that you your­self could pos­si­bly have urged, and I be­lieve I did so in be­com­ing lan­guage, though suf­fi­cient­ly firm.”

			“And what did you say to him, Mon­sieur?”

			“I told him, Raoul, that ev­ery­thing was now at an end be­tween him and our­selves; that you would nev­er serve him again. I told him that I, too, should re­main aloof. Noth­ing fur­ther re­mains for me, then, but to be sat­is­fied of one thing.”

			“What is that, Mon­sieur?”

			“Whether you have de­ter­mined to adopt any steps.”

			“Any steps? Re­gard­ing what?”

			“With ref­er­ence to your dis­ap­point­ed af­fec­tion, and—your ideas of vengeance.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur, with re­gard to my af­fec­tion, I shall, per­haps, some day or oth­er, suc­ceed in tear­ing it from my heart; I trust I shall do so, aid­ed by Heav­en’s mer­ci­ful help, and your own wise ex­hor­ta­tions. As far as vengeance is con­cerned, it oc­curred to me on­ly when un­der the in­flu­ence of an evil thought, for I could not re­venge my­self up­on the one who is ac­tu­al­ly guilty; I have, there­fore, al­ready re­nounced ev­ery idea of re­venge.”

			“And you no longer think of seek­ing a quar­rel with M. de Saint-Aig­nan?”

			“No, Mon­sieur; I sent him a chal­lenge: if M. de Saint-Aig­nan ac­cepts it, I will main­tain it; if he does not take it up, I will leave things as they are.”

			“And La Val­lière?”

			“You can­not, I know, have se­ri­ous­ly thought that I should dream of re­veng­ing my­self up­on a wom­an!” replied Raoul, with a smile so sad that a tear start­ed even to the eyes of his fa­ther, who had so many times in the course of his life bowed be­neath his own sor­rows and those of oth­ers.

			He held out his hand to Raoul, which the lat­ter seized most ea­ger­ly.

			“And so, Mon­sieur le Comte, you are quite sat­is­fied that the mis­for­tune is one be­yond all rem­e­dy?” in­quired the young man.

			“Poor boy!” he mur­mured.

			“You think that I still live in hope,” said Raoul, “and you pity me. Oh, it is in­deed hor­ri­ble suf­fer­ing for me to de­spise, as I am bound to do, the one I have loved so de­vot­ed­ly. If I had but some re­al cause of com­plaint against her, I should be hap­py, I should be able to for­give her.”

			Athos looked at his son with a pro­found­ly sor­row­ful air, for the words Raoul had just pro­nounced seemed to have is­sued out of his own heart. At this mo­ment the ser­vant an­nounced M. d’Artag­nan. This name sound­ed very dif­fer­ent­ly to the ears of Athos and Raoul. The mus­ke­teer en­tered the room with a vague smile on his lips. Raoul paused. Athos walked to­wards his friend with an ex­pres­sion of face that did not es­cape Bragelonne. D’Artag­nan an­swered Athos’s look by an im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment of the eye­lid; and then, ad­vanc­ing to­wards Raoul, whom he took by the hand, he said, ad­dress­ing both fa­ther and son, “Well, you are try­ing to con­sole this poor boy, it seems.”

			“And you, kind and good as usu­al, have come to help me in my dif­fi­cult task.”

			As he said this, Athos pressed d’Artag­nan’s hand be­tween both his own. Raoul fan­cied he ob­served in this pres­sure some­thing be­yond the sense his mere words con­veyed.

			“Yes,” replied the mus­ke­teer, smooth­ing his mus­tache with the hand that Athos had left free, “yes, I have come too.”

			“You are most wel­come, cheva­lier; not for the con­so­la­tion you bring with you, but on your own ac­count. I am al­ready con­soled,” said Raoul; and he at­tempt­ed to smile, but the ef­fort was more sad than any tears d’Artag­nan had ev­er seen shed.

			“That is all well and good, then,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“On­ly,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “you have ar­rived just as the comte was about to give me the de­tails of his in­ter­view with the king. You will al­low the comte to con­tin­ue?” added the young man, as, with his eyes fixed on the mus­ke­teer, he seemed to read the very depths of his heart.

			“His in­ter­view with the king?” said d’Artag­nan, in a tone so nat­u­ral and unas­sumed that there was no means of sus­pect­ing that his as­ton­ish­ment was feigned. “You have seen the king, then, Athos?”

			Athos smiled as he said, “Yes, I have seen him.”

			“Ah, in­deed; you were un­aware, then, that the comte had seen His Majesty?” in­quired Raoul, half re­as­sured.

			“Yes, in­deed, quite so.”

			“In that case, I am less un­easy,” said Raoul.

			“Un­easy—and about what?” in­quired Athos.

			“For­give me, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, “but know­ing so well the re­gard and af­fec­tion you have for me, I was afraid you might pos­si­bly have ex­pressed some­what plain­ly to His Majesty my own suf­fer­ings and your in­dig­na­tion, and that the king had con­se­quent­ly—”

			“And that the king had con­se­quent­ly?” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan; “well, go on, fin­ish what you were go­ing to say.”

			“I have now to ask you to for­give me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Raoul. “For a mo­ment, and I can­not help con­fess­ing it, I trem­bled lest you had come here, not as M. d’Artag­nan, but as cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers.”

			“You are mad, my poor boy,” cried d’Artag­nan, with a burst of laugh­ter, in which an ex­act ob­serv­er might per­haps have wished to have heard a lit­tle more frank­ness.

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Raoul.

			“Yes, mad; and do you know what I would ad­vise you to do?”

			“Tell me, Mon­sieur, for the ad­vice is sure to be good, as it comes from you.”

			“Very good, then; I ad­vise you, af­ter your long jour­ney from Eng­land, af­ter your vis­it to M. de Guiche, af­ter your vis­it to Madame, af­ter your vis­it to Porthos, af­ter your jour­ney to Vin­cennes, I ad­vise you, I say, to take a few hours’ rest; go and lie down, sleep for a dozen hours, and when you wake up, go and ride one of my hors­es un­til you have tired him to death.”

			And draw­ing Raoul to­wards him, he em­braced him as he would have done his own child. Athos did the like; on­ly it was very vis­i­ble that the kiss was still more af­fec­tion­ate, and the pres­sure of his lips even warmer with the fa­ther than with the friend. The young man again looked at both his com­pan­ions, en­deav­or­ing to pen­e­trate their re­al mean­ing or their re­al feel­ings with the ut­most strength of his in­tel­li­gence; but his look was pow­er­less up­on the smil­ing coun­te­nance of the mus­ke­teer or up­on the calm and com­posed fea­tures of the Comte de la Fère. “Where are you go­ing, Raoul?” in­quired the lat­ter, see­ing that Bragelonne was pre­par­ing to go out.

			“To my own apart­ments,” replied the lat­ter, in his soft, sad voice.

			“We shall be sure to find you there, then, if we should have any­thing to say to you?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; but do you sup­pose it like­ly you will have some­thing to say to me?”

			“How can I tell?” said Athos.

			“Yes, some­thing fresh to con­sole you with,” said d’Artag­nan, push­ing him to­wards the door.

			Raoul, ob­serv­ing the per­fect com­po­sure which marked ev­ery ges­ture of his two friends, quit­ted the comte’s room, car­ry­ing away with him noth­ing but the in­di­vid­u­al feel­ing of his own par­tic­u­lar dis­tress.

			“Thank Heav­en,” he said, “since that is the case, I need on­ly think of my­self.”

			And wrap­ping him­self up in his cloak, in or­der to con­ceal from the passers­by in the streets his gloomy and sor­row­ful face, he quit­ted them, for the pur­pose of re­turn­ing to his own rooms, as he had promised Porthos. The two friends watched the young man as he walked away with a feel­ing of gen­uine dis­in­ter­est­ed pity; on­ly each ex­pressed it in a dif­fer­ent way.

			“Poor Raoul!” said Athos, sigh­ing deeply.

			“Poor Raoul!” said d’Artag­nan, shrug­ging his shoul­ders.
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				Heu! Miser!

			
			“Poor Raoul!” had said Athos. “Poor Raoul!” had said d’Artag­nan: and, in point of fact, to be pitied by both these men, Raoul must in­deed have been most un­hap­py. And there­fore, when he found him­self alone, face to face, as it were, with his own trou­bles, leav­ing be­hind him the in­trepid friend and the in­dul­gent fa­ther; when he re­called the avow­al of the king’s af­fec­tion, which had robbed him of Louise de La Val­lière, whom he loved so deeply, he felt his heart al­most break­ing, as in­deed we all have at least once in our lives, at the first il­lu­sion de­stroyed, the first af­fec­tion be­trayed. “Oh!” he mur­mured, “all is over, then. Noth­ing is now left me in this world. Noth­ing to look for­ward to, noth­ing to hope for. Guiche has told me so, my fa­ther has told me so, M. d’Artag­nan has told me so. All life is but an idle dream. The fu­ture which I have been hope­less­ly pur­su­ing for the last ten years is a dream! the union of hearts, a dream! a life of love and hap­pi­ness, a dream! Poor fool that I am,” he con­tin­ued, af­ter a pause, “to dream away my ex­is­tence aloud, pub­licly, and in the face of oth­ers, friends and en­e­mies—and for what pur­pose, too? in or­der that my friends may be sad­dened by my trou­bles, and my en­e­mies may laugh at my sor­rows. And so my un­hap­pi­ness will soon be­come a no­to­ri­ous dis­grace, a pub­lic scan­dal; and who knows but that to­mor­row I may even be a pub­lic laugh­ing­stock?”

			And, de­spite the com­po­sure which he had promised his fa­ther and d’Artag­nan to ob­serve, Raoul could not re­sist ut­ter­ing a few words of dark­est men­ace. “And yet,” he con­tin­ued, “if my name were de Wardes, and if I had the pli­an­cy of char­ac­ter and strength of will of M. d’Artag­nan, I should laugh, with my lips at least; I should con­vince oth­er wom­en that this per­fid­i­ous girl, hon­ored by the af­fec­tion I have wast­ed on her, leaves me on­ly one re­gret, that of hav­ing been abused and de­ceived by her seem­ing­ly mod­est and ir­re­proach­able con­duct; a few might per­haps fawn on the king by jest­ing at my ex­pense; I should put my­self on the track of some of those buf­foons; I should chas­tise a few of them, per­haps; the men would fear me, and by the time I had laid three dy­ing or dead at my feet, I should be adored by the wom­en. Yes, yes, that, in­deed, would be the prop­er course to adopt, and the Comte de la Fère him­self would not ob­ject to it. Has not he al­so been tried, in his ear­li­er days, in the same man­ner as I have just been tried my­self? Did he not re­place af­fec­tion by in­tox­i­ca­tion? He has of­ten told me so. Why should I not re­place love by plea­sure? He must have suf­fered as much as I suf­fer, even more—if that is pos­si­ble. The his­to­ry of one man is the his­to­ry of all, a drag­ging tri­al, more or less pro­longed, more or less bit­ter—sor­row­ful. The note of hu­man na­ture is noth­ing but one sus­tained cry. But what are the suf­fer­ings of oth­ers com­pared to those from which I am now suf­fer­ing? Does the open wound in an­oth­er’s breast soft­en the an­guish of the gap­ing ul­cer in our own? Does the blood which is welling from an­oth­er man’s side stanch that which is pour­ing from our own? Does the gen­er­al grief of our fel­low-crea­tures lessen our own pri­vate and par­tic­u­lar woe? No, no, each suf­fers on his own ac­count, each strug­gles with his own grief, each sheds his own tears. And be­sides,” he went on, “what has my life been up to the present mo­ment? A cold, bar­ren, ster­ile are­na, in which I have al­ways fought for oth­ers, nev­er for my­self. Some­times for a king, some­times for a wom­an. The king has be­trayed, the wom­an dis­dained me. Mis­er­able, un­lucky wretch that I am! Wom­en! Can I not make all ex­pi­ate the crime of one of their sex? What does that need? To have a heart no longer, or to for­get that I ev­er had one; to be strong, even against weak­ness it­self; to lean al­ways, even when one feels that the sup­port is giv­ing way. What is need­ed to at­tain, or suc­ceed in all that? To be young, hand­some, strong, valiant, rich. I am, or shall be, all that. But hon­or?” he still con­tin­ued, “and what is hon­or af­ter all? A the­o­ry which ev­ery man un­der­stands in his own way. My fa­ther tells me: ‘Hon­or is the con­sid­er­a­tion of what is due to oth­ers, and par­tic­u­lar­ly what is due to one­self.’ But Guiche, and Mani­camp, and Saint-Aig­nan par­tic­u­lar­ly, would say to me: ‘What’s hon­or? Hon­or con­sists in study­ing and yield­ing to the pas­sions and plea­sures of one’s king.’ Hon­or such as that in­deed, is easy and pro­duc­tive enough. With hon­or like that, I can keep my post at the court, be­come a gen­tle­man of the cham­ber, and ac­cept the com­mand of a reg­i­ment, which may at any time be pre­sent­ed to me. With hon­or such as that, I can be duke and peer.

			“The stain which that wom­an has stamped up­on me, the grief that has bro­ken my heart, the heart of the friend and play­mate of her child­hood, in no way af­fects M. de Bragelonne, an ex­cel­lent of­fi­cer, a coura­geous lead­er, who will cov­er him­self with glo­ry at the first en­counter, and who will be­come a hun­dred times greater than Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière is to­day, the mis­tress of the king—for the king will not mar­ry her—and the more pub­licly he will pro­claim her as his mis­tress, the more opaque will grow the shad­ow of shame he casts up­on her face, in the guise of a crown; and in pro­por­tion as oth­ers de­spise, as I de­spise her, I shall be glean­ing hon­ors in the field. Alas! we had walked to­geth­er side by side, she and I, dur­ing the ear­li­est, the bright­est, the most an­gel­ic por­tion of our ex­is­tence, hand in hand along the charm­ing path of life, cov­ered with the blos­soms of youth; and then, alas! we reach a cross­road, where she sep­a­rates her­self from me, in which we have to fol­low a dif­fer­ent route, where­by we be­come more and more wide­ly sep­a­rat­ed from each oth­er. And to at­tain the end of this path, oh, Heav­en! I am now alone, in ut­ter de­spair, and crushed to the very earth.”

			Such were the sin­is­ter re­flec­tions in which Raoul in­dulged, when his foot me­chan­i­cal­ly paused at the door of his own dwelling. He had reached it with­out re­mark­ing the streets through which he passed, with­out know­ing how he had come; he pushed open the door, con­tin­ued to ad­vance, and as­cend­ed the stair­case. The stair­case, as in most of the hous­es at that pe­ri­od, was very dark, and the land­ings most ob­scure. Raoul lived on the first floor; he paused in or­der to ring. Oli­vain ap­peared, took his sword and cloak from his hands; Raoul him­self opened the door which, from the an­techam­ber, led in­to a small sa­lon, rich­ly fur­nished enough for the sa­lon of a young man, and com­plete­ly filled with flow­ers by Oli­vain, who, know­ing his mas­ter’s tastes, had shown him­self stu­dious­ly at­ten­tive in grat­i­fy­ing them, with­out car­ing whether his mas­ter per­ceived his at­ten­tion or not. There was a por­trait of La Val­lière in the sa­lon, which had been drawn by her­self and giv­en by her to Raoul. This por­trait, fas­tened above a large easy chair cov­ered with dark col­ored damask, was the first point to­wards which Raoul bent his steps—the first ob­ject on which he fixed his eyes. It was, more­over, Raoul’s usu­al habit to do so; ev­ery time he en­tered his room, this por­trait, be­fore any­thing else, at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. This time, as usu­al, he walked straight up to the por­trait, placed his knees up­on the arm chair, and paused to look at it sad­ly. His arms were crossed up­on his breast, his head slight­ly thrown back, his eyes filled with tears, his mouth worked in­to a bit­ter smile. He looked at the por­trait of the one he had so ten­der­ly loved; and then all that he had said passed be­fore his mind again, all that he had suf­fered seemed again to as­sail his heart; and, af­ter a long si­lence, he mur­mured for the third time, “Mis­er­able, un­lucky wretch that I am!”

			He had hard­ly pro­nounced these words, when he heard the sound of a sigh and a groan be­hind him. He turned sharply round and per­ceived, in the an­gle of the sa­lon, stand­ing up, a bend­ing veiled fe­male fig­ure, which he had been the means of con­ceal­ing be­hind the door as he opened it, and which he had not per­ceived as he en­tered. He ad­vanced to­wards the fig­ure, whose pres­ence in his room had not been an­nounced to him; and as he bowed, and in­quired at the same mo­ment who she was, she sud­den­ly raised her head, and re­moved the veil from her face, re­veal­ing her pale and sor­row-strick­en fea­tures. Raoul stag­gered back as if he had seen a ghost.

			“Louise!” he cried, in a tone of such ab­so­lute de­spair, one could hard­ly have thought the hu­man voice was ca­pa­ble of so de­spond­ing a cry, with­out the snap­ping of the hu­man heart.
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			Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière—for it was in­deed she—ad­vanced a few steps to­wards him. “Yes—Louise,” she mur­mured.

			But this in­ter­val, short as it had been, was quite suf­fi­cient for Raoul to re­cov­er him­self. “You, Made­moi­selle?” he said; and then added, in an in­de­fin­able tone, “You here!”

			“Yes, Raoul,” the young girl replied, “I have been wait­ing for you.”

			“I beg your par­don. When I came in­to the room I was not aware—”

			“I know—but I en­treat­ed Oli­vain not to tell you—” She hes­i­tat­ed; and as Raoul did not at­tempt to in­ter­rupt her, a mo­ment’s si­lence en­sued, dur­ing which the sound of their throb­bing hearts might have been heard, not in uni­son with each oth­er, but the one beat­ing as vi­o­lent­ly as the oth­er. It was for Louise to speak, and she made an ef­fort to do so.

			“I wished to speak to you,” she said. “It was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that I should see you—my­self—alone. I have not hes­i­tat­ed to adopt a step which must re­main se­cret; for no one, ex­cept your­self, could un­der­stand my mo­tive, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne.”

			“In fact, Made­moi­selle,” Raoul stam­mered out, al­most breath­less from emo­tion, “as far as I am con­cerned, and de­spite the good opin­ion you have of me, I con­fess—”

			“Will you do me the great kind­ness to sit down and lis­ten to me?” said Louise, in­ter­rupt­ing him with her soft, sweet voice.

			Bragelonne looked at her for a mo­ment; then mourn­ful­ly shak­ing his head, he sat, or rather fell down on a chair. “Speak,” he said.

			She cast a glance all round her. This look was a timid en­treaty, and im­plored se­cre­cy far more ef­fec­tu­al­ly than her ex­pressed words had done a few min­utes be­fore. Raoul rose, and went to the door, which he opened. “Oli­vain,” he said, “I am not with­in for any­one.” And then, turn­ing to­wards Louise, he added, “Is not that what you wished?”

			Noth­ing could have pro­duced a greater ef­fect up­on Louise than these few words, which seemed to sig­ni­fy, “You see that I still un­der­stand you.” She passed a hand­ker­chief across her eyes, in or­der to re­move a re­bel­lious tear which she could not re­strain; and then, hav­ing col­lect­ed her­self for a mo­ment, she said, “Raoul, do not turn your kind, frank look away from me. You are not one of those men who de­spise a wom­an for hav­ing giv­en her heart to an­oth­er, even though her af­fec­tion might ren­der him un­hap­py, or might wound his pride.” Raoul did not re­ply.

			“Alas!” con­tin­ued La Val­lière, “it is on­ly too true, my cause is a bad one, and I can­not tell in what way to be­gin. It will be bet­ter for me, I think, to re­late to you, very sim­ply, ev­ery­thing that has be­fall­en me. As I shall speak but the pure and sim­ple truth, I shall al­ways find my path clear be­fore me in spite of the ob­scu­ri­ty and ob­sta­cles I have to brave in or­der to so­lace my heart, which is full to over­flow­ing, and wish­es to pour it­self out at your feet.”

			Raoul con­tin­ued to pre­serve the same un­bro­ken si­lence. La Val­lière looked at him with an air that seemed to say, “En­cour­age me; for pity’s sake, but a sin­gle word!” But Raoul did not open his lips; and the young girl was obliged to con­tin­ue:—

			“Just now,” she said, “M. de Saint-Aig­nan came to me by the king’s di­rec­tions.” She cast down her eyes as she said this; while Raoul, on his side, turned his away, in or­der to avoid look­ing at her. “M. de Saint-Aig­nan came to me from the king,” she re­peat­ed, “and told me that you knew all”; and she at­tempt­ed to look Raoul in the face, af­ter in­flict­ing this fur­ther wound up­on him, in ad­di­tion to the many oth­ers he had al­ready re­ceived; but it was im­pos­si­ble to meet Raoul’s eyes.

			“He told me you were in­censed with me—and just­ly so, I ad­mit.”

			This time Raoul looked at the young girl, and a smile full of dis­dain passed across his lips.

			“Oh!” she con­tin­ued, “I en­treat you, do not say that you have had any oth­er feel­ing against me than that of anger mere­ly. Raoul, wait un­til I have told you all—wait un­til I have said to you all that I had to say—all that I came to say.”

			Raoul, by the strength of his iron will, forced his fea­tures to as­sume a calmer ex­pres­sion, and the dis­dain­ful smile up­on his lip passed away.

			“In the first place,” said La Val­lière, “in the first place, with my hands raised in en­treaty to­wards you, with my fore­head bowed to the ground be­fore you, I en­treat you, as the most gen­er­ous, as the no­blest of men, to par­don, to for­give me. If I have left you in ig­no­rance of what was pass­ing in my own bo­som, nev­er, at least, would I have con­sent­ed to de­ceive you. Oh! I en­treat you, Raoul—I im­plore you on my knees—an­swer me one word, even though you wrong me in do­ing so. Bet­ter, far bet­ter, an in­ju­ri­ous word from your lips, than sus­pi­cion rest­ing in your heart.”

			“I ad­mire your sub­tle­ty of ex­pres­sion, Made­moi­selle,” said Raoul, mak­ing an ef­fort to re­main calm. “To leave an­oth­er in ig­no­rance that you are de­ceiv­ing him, is loy­al; but to de­ceive him—it seems that would be very wrong, and that you would not do it.”

			“Mon­sieur, for a long time I thought that I loved you bet­ter than any­thing else; and so long as I be­lieved in my af­fec­tion for you, I told you that loved you. I could have sworn it on the al­tar; but a day came when I was un­de­ceived.”

			“Well, on that day, Made­moi­selle, know­ing that I still con­tin­ued to love you, true loy­al­ty of con­duct should have forced you to in­form me you had ceased to love me.”

			“But on that day, Raoul—on that day, when I read in the depths of my own heart, when I con­fessed to my­self that you no longer filled my mind en­tire­ly, when I saw an­oth­er fu­ture be­fore me than that of be­ing your friend, your life­long com­pan­ion, your wife—on that day, Raoul, you were not, alas! any more be­side me.”

			“But you knew where I was, Made­moi­selle; you could have writ­ten to me.”

			“Raoul, I did not dare to do so. Raoul, I have been weak and cow­ard­ly. I knew you so thor­ough­ly—I knew how de­vot­ed­ly you loved me, that I trem­bled at the bare idea of the grief I was about to cause you; and that is so true, Raoul, that this very mo­ment I am now speak­ing to you, bend­ing thus be­fore you, my heart crushed in my bo­som, my voice full of sighs, my eyes full of tears, it is so per­fect­ly true, that I have no oth­er de­fense than my frank­ness, I have no oth­er sor­row greater than that which I read in your eyes.”

			Raoul at­tempt­ed to smile.

			“No!” said the young girl, with a pro­found con­vic­tion, “no, no; you will not do me so foul a wrong as to dis­guise your feel­ings be­fore me now! You loved me; you were sure of your af­fec­tion for me; you did not de­ceive your­self; you do not lie to your own heart—whilst I—I—” And pale as death, her arms thrown de­spair­ing­ly above her head, she fell up­on her knees.

			“Whilst you,” said Raoul, “you told me you loved me, and yet you loved an­oth­er.”

			“Alas, yes!” cried the poor girl; “alas, yes! I do love an­oth­er; and that oth­er—oh! for Heav­en’s sake let me say it, Raoul, for it is my on­ly ex­cuse—that oth­er I love bet­ter than my own life, bet­ter than my own soul even. For­give my fault, or pun­ish my trea­son, Raoul. I came here in no way to de­fend my­self, but mere­ly to say to you: ‘You know what it is to love!’—in such a case am I! I love to that de­gree, that I would give my life, my very soul, to the man I love. If he should ev­er cease to love me, I shall die of grief and de­spair, un­less Heav­en come to my as­sis­tance, un­less Heav­en does show pity up­on me. Raoul, I came here to sub­mit my­self to your will, what­ev­er it might be—to die, if it were your wish I should die. Kill me, then, Raoul! if in your heart you be­lieve I de­serve death.”

			“Take care, Made­moi­selle,” said Raoul: “the wom­an who in­vites death is one who has noth­ing but her heart’s blood to of­fer to her de­ceived and be­trayed lover.”

			“You are right,” she said.

			Raoul ut­tered a deep sigh, as he ex­claimed, “And you love with­out be­ing able to for­get?”

			“I love with­out a wish to for­get; with­out a wish ev­er to love any­one else,” replied La Val­lière.

			“Very well,” said Raoul. “You have said to me, in fact, all you had to say; all I could pos­si­bly wish to know. And now, Made­moi­selle, it is I who ask your for­give­ness, for it is I who have al­most been an ob­sta­cle in your life; I, too, who have been wrong, for, in de­ceiv­ing my­self, I helped to de­ceive you.”

			“Oh!” said La Val­lière, “I do not ask you so much as that, Raoul.”

			“I on­ly am to blame, Made­moi­selle,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “bet­ter in­formed than your­self of the dif­fi­cul­ties of this life, I should have en­light­ened you. I ought not to have re­lied up­on un­cer­tain­ty; I ought to have ex­tract­ed an an­swer from your heart, whilst I hard­ly even sought an ac­knowl­edge­ment from your lips. Once more, Made­moi­selle, it is I who ask your for­give­ness.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, im­pos­si­ble!” she cried, “you are mock­ing me.”

			“How, im­pos­si­ble?”

			“Yes, it is im­pos­si­ble to be so good, and kind, ah! per­fect to such a de­gree as that.”

			“Take care!” said Raoul, with a bit­ter smile, “for present­ly you may say per­haps I did not love you.”

			“Oh! you love me like an af­fec­tion­ate broth­er; let me hope that, Raoul.”

			“As a broth­er! un­de­ceive your­self, Louise. I love you as a lover—as a hus­band, with the deep­est, the truest, the fond­est af­fec­tion.”

			“Raoul, Raoul!”

			“As a broth­er! Oh, Louise! I love you so deeply, that I would have shed my blood for you, drop by drop; I would, oh! how will­ing­ly, have suf­fered my­self to be torn to pieces for your sake, have sac­ri­ficed my very fu­ture for you. I love you so deeply, Louise, that my heart feels dead and crushed with­in me—my faith in hu­man na­ture all is gone—my eyes have lost their light; I loved you so deeply, that I now no longer see, think of, care for, any­thing, ei­ther in this world or the next.”

			“Raoul—dear Raoul! spare me, I im­plore you!” cried La Val­lière. “Oh! if I had but known—”

			“It is too late, Louise; you love, you are hap­py in your af­fec­tion; I read your hap­pi­ness through your tears—be­hind the tears which the loy­al­ty of your na­ture makes you shed; I feel the sighs your af­fec­tion breathes forth. Louise, Louise, you have made me the most ab­ject­ly wretch­ed man liv­ing; leave me, I en­treat you. Adieu! adieu!”

			“For­give me! oh, for­give me, Raoul, for what I have done.”

			“Have I not done much, much more? Have I not told you that I love you still?” She buried her face in her hands.

			“And to tell you that—do you hear me, Louise?—to tell you that, at such a mo­ment as this, to tell you that, as I have told you, is to pro­nounce my own sen­tence of death. Adieu!” La Val­lière held out her hands to him in vain.

			“We ought not to see each oth­er again in this world,” he said, and as she was on the point of cry­ing out in bit­ter agony at this re­mark, he placed his hand on her mouth to sti­fle the ex­cla­ma­tion. She pressed her lips up­on it, and fell faint­ing to the ground. “Oli­vain,” said Raoul, “take this young la­dy and bear her to the car­riage which is wait­ing for her at the door.” As Oli­vain lift­ed her up, Raoul made a move­ment as if to dart to­wards La Val­lière, in or­der to give her a first and last kiss, but, stop­ping abrupt­ly, he said, “No! she is not mine. I am no thief—as is the king of France.” And he re­turned to his room, whilst the lack­ey car­ried La Val­lière, still faint­ing, to the car­riage.
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				What Raoul Had Guessed

			
			As soon as Raoul had quit­ted Athos and d’Artag­nan, as the two ex­cla­ma­tions that had fol­lowed his de­par­ture es­caped their lips, they found them­selves face to face alone. Athos im­me­di­ate­ly re­sumed the earnest air that he had as­sumed at d’Artag­nan’s ar­rival.

			“Well,” he said, “what have you come to an­nounce to me, my friend?”

			“I?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes; I do not see you in this way with­out some rea­son for it,” said Athos, smil­ing.

			“The deuce!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I will place you at your ease. The king is fu­ri­ous, I sup­pose?”

			“Well, I must say he is not al­to­geth­er pleased.”

			“And you have come to ar­rest me, then?”

			“My dear friend, you have hit the very mark.”

			“Oh, I ex­pect­ed it. I am quite ready to go with you.”

			“Deuce take it!” said d’Artag­nan, “what a hur­ry you are in.”

			“I am afraid of de­lay­ing you,” said Athos, smil­ing.

			“I have plen­ty of time. Are you not cu­ri­ous, be­sides, to know how things went on be­tween the king and me?”

			“If you will be good enough to tell me, I will lis­ten with the great­est of plea­sure,” said Athos, point­ing out to d’Artag­nan a large chair, in­to which the lat­ter threw him­self, as­sum­ing the eas­i­est pos­si­ble at­ti­tude.

			“Well, I will do so will­ing­ly enough,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “for the con­ver­sa­tion is rather cu­ri­ous, I must say. In the first place the king sent for me.”

			“As soon as I had left?”

			“You were just go­ing down the last steps of the stair­case, as the mus­ke­teers told me. I ar­rived. My dear Athos, he was not red in the face mere­ly, he was pos­i­tive­ly pur­ple. I was not aware, of course, of what had passed; on­ly, on the ground, ly­ing on the floor, I saw a sword bro­ken in two.”

			“ ‘Cap­tain d’Artag­nan,’ cried the king, as soon as he saw me.

			“ ‘Sire,’ I replied.

			“ ‘M. de la Fère has just left me; he is an in­so­lent man.’

			“ ‘An in­so­lent man!’ I ex­claimed, in such a tone that the king stopped sud­den­ly short.

			“ ‘Cap­tain d’Artag­nan,’ re­sumed the king, with his teeth clenched, ‘you will be good enough to lis­ten to and hear me.’

			“ ‘That is my du­ty, sire.’

			“ ‘I have, out of con­sid­er­a­tion for M. de la Fère, wished to spare him—he is a man of whom I still re­tain some kind rec­ol­lec­tions—the dis­cred­it of be­ing ar­rest­ed in my palace. You will there­fore take a car­riage.’ At this I made a slight move­ment.

			“ ‘If you ob­ject to ar­rest him your­self,’ con­tin­ued the king, ‘send me my cap­tain of the Guards.’

			“ ‘Sire,’ I replied, ‘there is no ne­ces­si­ty for the cap­tain of the Guards, since I am on du­ty.’

			“ ‘I should not like to an­noy you,’ said the king, kind­ly, ‘for you have al­ways served me well, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.’

			“ ‘You do not “an­noy” me, sire,’ I replied; ‘I am on du­ty, that is all.’

			“ ‘But,’ said the king, in as­ton­ish­ment, ‘I be­lieve the comte is your friend?’

			“ ‘If he were my fa­ther, sire, it would not make me less on du­ty than I am.’

			“The king looked at me; he saw how un­moved my face was, and seemed sat­is­fied. ‘You will ar­rest M. le Comte de la Fère, then?’ he in­quired.

			“ ‘Most cer­tain­ly, sire, if you give me the or­der to do so.’

			“ ‘Very well; I or­der you to do so.’

			“I bowed, and replied, ‘Where is the comte, sire?’

			“ ‘You will look for him.’

			“ ‘And am I to ar­rest him, wher­ev­er he may be?’

			“ ‘Yes; but try that he may be at his own house. If he should have start­ed for his own es­tate, leave Paris at once, and ar­rest him on his way thith­er.’

			“I bowed; but as I did not move, he said, ‘Well, what are you wait­ing for?’

			“ ‘For the or­der to ar­rest the comte, signed by your­self.’

			“The king seemed an­noyed; for, in point of fact, it was the ex­er­cise of a fresh act of au­thor­i­ty, a rep­e­ti­tion of the ar­bi­trary act, if, in­deed, it is to be con­sid­ered as such. He took hold of his pen slow­ly, and ev­i­dent­ly in no very good tem­per; and then he wrote, ‘Or­der for M. le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, cap­tain of my Mus­ke­teers, to ar­rest M. le Comte de la Fère, wher­ev­er he is to be found.’ He then turned to­wards me; but I was look­ing on with­out mov­ing a mus­cle of my face. In all prob­a­bil­i­ty he thought he per­ceived some­thing like brava­do in my tran­quil man­ner, for he signed hur­ried­ly, and then hand­ing me the or­der, he said, ‘Go, Mon­sieur!’ I obeyed; and here I am.”

			Athos pressed his friend’s hand. “Well, let us set off,” he said.

			“Oh! sure­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, “you must have some tri­fling mat­ters to ar­range be­fore you leave your apart­ments in this man­ner.”

			“I?—not at all.”

			“Why not?”

			“Why, you know, d’Artag­nan, that I have al­ways been a very sim­ple trav­el­er on this earth, ready to go to the end of the world by the or­der of my sov­er­eign; ready to quit it at the sum­mons of my Mak­er. What does a man who is thus pre­pared re­quire in such a case?—a port­man­teau, or a shroud. I am ready at this mo­ment, as I have al­ways been, my dear friend, and can ac­com­pa­ny you at once.”

			“But, Bragelonne—”

			“I have brought him up in the same prin­ci­ples I laid down for my own guid­ance; and you ob­served that, as soon as he per­ceived you, he guessed, that very mo­ment, the mo­tive of your vis­it. We have thrown him off his guard for a mo­ment; but do not be un­easy, he is suf­fi­cient­ly pre­pared for my dis­grace not to be too much alarmed at it. So, let us go.”

			“Very well, let us go,” said d’Artag­nan, qui­et­ly.

			“As I broke my sword in the king’s pres­ence, and threw the pieces at his feet, I pre­sume that will dis­pense with the ne­ces­si­ty of de­liv­er­ing it over to you.”

			“You are quite right; and be­sides that, what the deuce do you sup­pose I could do with your sword?”

			“Am I to walk be­hind, or be­fore you?” in­quired Athos, laugh­ing.

			“You will walk arm in arm with me,” replied d’Artag­nan, as he took the comte’s arm to de­scend the stair­case; and in this man­ner they ar­rived at the land­ing. Gri­maud, whom they had met in the an­te­room, looked at them as they went out to­geth­er in this man­ner, with some lit­tle un­easi­ness; his ex­pe­ri­ence of af­fairs was quite suf­fi­cient to give him good rea­son to sus­pect that there was some­thing wrong.

			“Ah! is that you, Gri­maud?” said Athos, kind­ly. “We are go­ing—”

			“To take a turn in my car­riage,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, with a friend­ly nod of the head.

			Gri­maud thanked d’Artag­nan by a gri­mace, which was ev­i­dent­ly in­tend­ed for a smile, and ac­com­pa­nied both the friends to the door. Athos en­tered first in­to the car­riage; d’Artag­nan fol­lowed him with­out say­ing a word to the coach­man. The de­par­ture had tak­en place so qui­et­ly, that it ex­cit­ed no dis­tur­bance or at­ten­tion even in the neigh­bor­hood. When the car­riage had reached the quays, “You are tak­ing me to the Bastille, I per­ceive,” said Athos.

			“I?” said d’Artag­nan, “I take you wher­ev­er you may choose to go; nowhere else, I can as­sure you.”

			“What do you mean?” said the comte, sur­prised.

			“Why, sure­ly, my dear friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “you quite un­der­stand that I un­der­took the mis­sion with no oth­er ob­ject in view than that of car­ry­ing it out ex­act­ly as you liked. You sure­ly did not ex­pect that I was go­ing to get you thrown in­to prison like that, bru­tal­ly, and with­out any re­flec­tion. If I had an­tic­i­pat­ed that, I should have let the cap­tain of the Guards un­der­take it.”

			“And so—?” said Athos.

			“And so, I re­peat again, we will go wher­ev­er you may choose.”

			“My dear friend,” said Athos, em­brac­ing d’Artag­nan, “how like you that is!”

			“Well, it seems sim­ple enough to me. The coach­man will take you to the bar­ri­er of the Cours-la-Reine; you will find a horse there which I have or­dered to be kept ready for you; with that horse you will be able to do three posts with­out stop­ping; and I, on my side, will take care not to re­turn to the king, to tell him that you have gone away, un­til the very mo­ment it will be im­pos­si­ble to over­take you. In the mean­time you will have reached Le Havre, and from Le Havre across to Eng­land, where you will find the charm­ing res­i­dence of which M. Mon­ck made me a present, with­out speak­ing of the hos­pi­tal­i­ty which King Charles will not fail to show you. Well, what do you think of this project?”

			Athos shook his head, and then said, smil­ing as he did so, “No, no, take me to the Bastille.”

			“You are an ob­sti­nate fel­low, my dear Athos,” re­turned d’Artag­nan, “re­flect for a few mo­ments.”

			“On what sub­ject?”

			“That you are no longer twen­ty years of age. Be­lieve me, I speak ac­cord­ing to my own knowl­edge and ex­pe­ri­ence. A prison is cer­tain death for men who are at our time of life. No, no; I will nev­er al­low you to lan­guish in prison in such a way. Why, the very thought of it makes my head turn gid­dy.”

			“Dear d’Artag­nan,” Athos replied, “Heav­en most for­tu­nate­ly made my body as strong, pow­er­ful, and en­dur­ing as my mind; and, re­ly up­on it, I shall re­tain my strength up to the very last mo­ment.”

			“But this is not strength of mind or char­ac­ter; it is sheer mad­ness.”

			“No, d’Artag­nan, it is the high­est or­der of rea­son­ing. Do not sup­pose that I should in the slight­est de­gree in the world dis­cuss the ques­tion with you, whether you would not be ru­ined in en­deav­or­ing to save me. I should have done pre­cise­ly as you pro­pose if flight had been part of my plan of ac­tion; I should, there­fore, have ac­cept­ed from you what, with­out any doubt, you would have ac­cept­ed from me. No! I know you too well even to breathe a word up­on the sub­ject.”

			“Ah! if you would on­ly let me do it,” said d’Artag­nan, “what a dance we would give his most gra­cious majesty!”

			“Still he is the king; do not for­get that, my dear friend.”

			“Oh! that is all the same to me; and king though he be, I would plain­ly tell him, ‘Sire, im­prison, ex­ile, kill ev­ery­one in France and Eu­rope; or­der me to ar­rest and poniard even whom you like—even were it Mon­sieur, your own broth­er; but do not touch one of the four mus­ke­teers, or if so, mor­dioux!’ ”

			“My dear friend,” replied Athos, with per­fect calm­ness, “I should like to per­suade you of one thing; name­ly, that I wish to be ar­rest­ed; that I de­sire above all things that my ar­rest should take place.”

			D’Artag­nan made a slight move­ment of his shoul­ders.

			“Nay, I wish it, I re­peat, more than any­thing; if you were to let me es­cape, it would be on­ly to re­turn of my own ac­cord, and con­sti­tute my­self a pris­on­er. I wish to prove to this young man, who is daz­zled by the pow­er and splen­dor of his crown, that he can be re­gard­ed as the first and chiefest among men on­ly on the one con­di­tion of his prov­ing him­self to be the most gen­er­ous and the wis­est. He may pun­ish me, im­prison, tor­ture me, it mat­ters not. He abus­es his op­por­tu­ni­ties, and I wish him to learn the bit­ter­ness of re­morse, while Heav­en teach­es him what chas­tise­ment is.”

			“Well, well,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I know on­ly too well that, when you have once said, ‘no,’ you mean ‘no.’ I do not in­sist any longer; you wish to go to the Bastille?”

			“I do wish to go there.”

			“Let us go, then! To the Bastille!” cried d’Artag­nan to the coach­man. And throw­ing him­self back in the car­riage, he gnawed the ends of his mus­tache with a fury which, for Athos, who knew him well, sig­ni­fied a res­o­lu­tion ei­ther al­ready tak­en or in course of for­ma­tion. A pro­found si­lence en­sued in the car­riage, which con­tin­ued to roll on, but nei­ther faster nor slow­er than be­fore. Athos took the mus­ke­teer by the hand.

			“You are not an­gry with me, d’Artag­nan?” he said.

			“I!—oh, no! cer­tain­ly not; of course not. What you do for hero­ism, I should have done from ob­sti­na­cy.”

			“But you are quite of opin­ion, are you not, that Heav­en will avenge me, d’Artag­nan?”

			“And I know one or two on earth who will not fail to lend a help­ing hand,” said the cap­tain.

		
	
		
			
				203

				Three Guests As­ton­ished to Find Them­selves at Sup­per To­geth­er

			
			The car­riage ar­rived at the out­side of the gate of the Bastille. A sol­dier on guard stopped it, but d’Artag­nan had on­ly to ut­ter a sin­gle word to pro­cure ad­mit­tance, and the car­riage passed on with­out fur­ther dif­fi­cul­ty. Whilst they were pro­ceed­ing along the cov­ered way which led to the court­yard of the gov­er­nor’s res­i­dence, d’Artag­nan, whose lynx eyes saw ev­ery­thing, even through the walls, sud­den­ly cried out, “What is that out yon­der?”

			“Well,” said Athos, qui­et­ly; “what is it?”

			“Look yon­der, Athos.”

			“In the court­yard?”

			“Yes, yes; make haste!”

			“Well, a car­riage; very like­ly con­vey­ing a pris­on­er like my­self.”

			“That would be too droll.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“Make haste and look again, and look at the man who is just get­ting out of that car­riage.”

			At that very mo­ment a sec­ond sen­tinel stopped d’Artag­nan, and while the for­mal­i­ties were be­ing gone through, Athos could see at a hun­dred paces from him the man whom his friend had point­ed out to him. He was, in fact, get­ting out of the car­riage at the door of the gov­er­nor’s house. “Well,” in­quired d’Artag­nan, “do you see him?”

			“Yes; he is a man in a gray suit.”

			“What do you say of him?”

			“I can­not very well tell; he is, as I have just now told you, a man in a gray suit, who is get­ting out of a car­riage; that is all.”

			“Athos, I will wa­ger any­thing that it is he.”

			“He, who?”

			“Aramis.”

			“Aramis ar­rest­ed? Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“I do not say he is ar­rest­ed, since we see him alone in his car­riage.”

			“Well, then, what is he do­ing here?”

			“Oh! he knows Baise­meaux, the gov­er­nor,” replied the mus­ke­teer, sly­ly; “so we have ar­rived just in time.”

			“What for?”

			“In or­der to see what we can see.”

			“I re­gret this meet­ing ex­ceed­ing­ly. When Aramis sees me, he will be very much an­noyed, in the first place, at see­ing me, and in the next at be­ing seen.”

			“Very well rea­soned.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, there is no rem­e­dy for it; when­ev­er any­one meets an­oth­er in the Bastille, even if he wished to draw back to avoid him, it would be im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Athos, I have an idea; the ques­tion is, to spare Aramis the an­noy­ance you were speak­ing of, is it not?”

			“What is to be done?”

			“I will tell you; or in or­der to ex­plain my­self in the best pos­si­ble way, let me re­late the af­fair in my own man­ner; I will not rec­om­mend you to tell a false­hood, for that would be im­pos­si­ble for you to do; but I will tell false­hoods enough for both; it is easy to do that when one is born to the na­ture and habits of a Gas­con.”

			Athos smiled. The car­riage stopped where the one we have just now point­ed out had stopped; name­ly, at the door of the gov­er­nor’s house. “It is un­der­stood, then?” said d’Artag­nan, in a low voice to his friend. Athos con­sent­ed by a ges­ture. They as­cend­ed the stair­case. There will be no oc­ca­sion for sur­prise at the fa­cil­i­ty with which they had en­tered in­to the Bastille, if it be re­mem­bered that, be­fore pass­ing the first gate, in fact, the most dif­fi­cult of all, d’Artag­nan had an­nounced that he had brought a pris­on­er of state. At the third gate, on the con­trary, that is to say, when he had once fair­ly en­tered the prison, he mere­ly said to the sen­tinel, “To M. Baise­meaux”; and they both passed on. In a few min­utes they were in the gov­er­nor’s din­ing-room, and the first face which at­tract­ed d’Artag­nan’s ob­ser­va­tion was that of Aramis, who was seat­ed side by side with Baise­meaux, await­ing the an­nounce­ment of a meal whose odor im­preg­nat­ed the whole apart­ment. If d’Artag­nan pre­tend­ed sur­prise, Aramis did not pre­tend at all; he start­ed when he saw his two friends, and his emo­tion was very ap­par­ent. Athos and d’Artag­nan, how­ev­er, com­pli­ment­ed him as usu­al, and Baise­meaux, amazed, com­plete­ly stu­pe­fied by the pres­ence of his three guests, be­gan to per­form a few evo­lu­tions around them.

			“By what lucky ac­ci­dent—”

			“We were just go­ing to ask you,” re­tort­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“Are we go­ing to give our­selves up as pris­on­ers?” cried Aramis, with an af­fec­tion of hi­lar­i­ty.

			“Ah! ah!” said d’Artag­nan; “it is true the walls smell deuced­ly like a prison. Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, you know you in­vit­ed me to sup with you the oth­er day.”

			“I?” cried Baise­meaux.

			“Yes, of course you did, al­though you now seem so struck with amaze­ment. Don’t you re­mem­ber it?”

			Baise­meaux turned pale and then red, looked at Aramis, who looked at him, and fin­ished by stam­mer­ing out, “Cer­tain­ly—I am de­light­ed—but, up­on my hon­or—I have not the slight­est—Ah! I have such a wretch­ed mem­o­ry.”

			“Well! I am wrong, I see,” said d’Artag­nan, as if he were of­fend­ed.

			“Wrong, what for?”

			“Wrong to re­mem­ber any­thing about it, it seems.”

			Baise­meaux hur­ried to­wards him. “Do not stand on cer­e­mo­ny, my dear cap­tain,” he said; “I have the worst mem­o­ry in the world. I no soon­er leave off think­ing of my pi­geons and their pi­geon-house, than I am no bet­ter than the rawest re­cruit.”

			“At all events, you re­mem­ber it now,” said d’Artag­nan, bold­ly.

			“Yes, yes,” replied the gov­er­nor, hes­i­tat­ing; “I think I do re­mem­ber.”

			“It was when you came to the palace to see me; you told me some sto­ry or oth­er about your ac­counts with M. de Lou­vière and M. de Trem­blay.”

			“Oh, yes! per­fect­ly.”

			“And about M. d’Herblay’s kind­ness to­wards you.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Aramis, look­ing at the un­hap­py gov­er­nor full in the face, “and yet you just now said you had no mem­o­ry, Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux.”

			Baise­meaux in­ter­rupt­ed the mus­ke­teer in the mid­dle of his rev­e­la­tions. “Yes, yes; you’re quite right; how could I have for­got­ten; I re­mem­ber it now as well as pos­si­ble; I beg you a thou­sand par­dons. But now, once for all, my dear M. d’Artag­nan, be sure that at this present time, as at any oth­er, whether in­vit­ed or not, you are per­fect­ly at home here, you and M. d’Herblay, your friend,” he said, turn­ing to­wards Aramis; “and this gen­tle­man, too,” he added, bow­ing to Athos.

			“Well, I thought it would be sure to turn out so,” replied d’Artag­nan, “and that is the rea­son I came. Hav­ing noth­ing to do this evening at the Palais Roy­al, I wished to judge for my­self what your or­di­nary style of liv­ing was like; and as I was com­ing along, I met the Comte de la Fère.”

			Athos bowed. “The comte, who had just left His Majesty, hand­ed me an or­der which re­quired im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion. We were close by here; I wished to call in, even if it were for no oth­er ob­ject than that of shak­ing hands with you and of pre­sent­ing the comte to you, of whom you spoke so high­ly that evening at the palace when—”

			“Cer­tain­ly, cer­tain­ly—M. le Comte de la Fère?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“The comte is wel­come, I am sure.”

			“And he will sup with you two, I sup­pose, whilst I, un­for­tu­nate dog that I am, must run off on a mat­ter of du­ty. Oh! what hap­py be­ings you are, com­pared to my­self,” he added, sigh­ing as loud as Porthos might have done.

			“And so you are go­ing away, then?” said Aramis and Baise­meaux to­geth­er, with the same ex­pres­sion of de­light­ed sur­prise, the tone of which was im­me­di­ate­ly no­ticed by d’Artag­nan.

			“I leave you in my place,” he said, “a no­ble and ex­cel­lent guest.” And he touched Athos gen­tly on the shoul­der, who, as­ton­ished al­so, could not help ex­hibit­ing his sur­prise a lit­tle; which was no­ticed by Aramis on­ly, for M. de Baise­meaux was not quite equal to the three friends in point of in­tel­li­gence.

			“What, are you go­ing to leave us?” re­sumed the gov­er­nor.

			“I shall on­ly be about an hour, or an hour and a half. I will re­turn in time for dessert.”

			“Oh! we will wait for you,” said Baise­meaux.

			“No, no; that would be re­al­ly dis­oblig­ing me.”

			“You will be sure to re­turn, though?” said Athos, with an ex­pres­sion of doubt.

			“Most cer­tain­ly,” he said, press­ing his friend’s hand con­fi­dent­ly; and he added, in a low voice, “Wait for me, Athos; be cheer­ful and live­ly as pos­si­ble, and above all, don’t al­lude even to busi­ness af­fairs, for Heav­en’s sake.”

			And with a re­newed pres­sure of the hand, he seemed to warn the comte of the ne­ces­si­ty of keep­ing per­fect­ly dis­creet and im­pen­e­tra­ble. Baise­meaux led d’Artag­nan to the gate. Aramis, with many friend­ly protes­ta­tions of de­light, sat down by Athos, de­ter­mined to make him speak; but Athos pos­sessed ev­ery virtue and qual­i­ty to the very high­est de­gree. If ne­ces­si­ty had re­quired it, he would have been the finest or­a­tor in the world, but on oth­er oc­ca­sions he would rather have died than have opened his lips.

			Ten min­utes af­ter d’Artag­nan’s de­par­ture, the three gen­tle­men sat down to ta­ble, which was cov­ered with the most sub­stan­tial dis­play of gas­tro­nom­ic lux­u­ry. Large joints, ex­quis­ite dish­es, pre­serves, the great­est va­ri­ety of wines, ap­peared suc­ces­sive­ly up­on the ta­ble, which was served at the king’s ex­pense, and of which ex­pense M. Col­bert would have found no dif­fi­cul­ty in sav­ing two thirds, with­out any­one in the Bastille be­ing the worse for it. Baise­meaux was the on­ly one who ate and drank with gas­tro­nom­ic res­o­lu­tion. Aramis al­lowed noth­ing to pass by him, but mere­ly touched ev­ery­thing he took; Athos, af­ter the soup and three hors d’oeu­vres, ate noth­ing more. The style of con­ver­sa­tion was such as might have been an­tic­i­pat­ed be­tween three men so op­po­site in tem­per and ideas. Aramis was in­ces­sant­ly ask­ing him­self by what ex­tra­or­di­nary chance Athos was there at Baise­meaux’s when d’Artag­nan was no longer there, and why d’Artag­nan did not re­main when Athos was there. Athos sound­ed all the depths of the mind of Aramis, who lived in the midst of sub­terfuge, eva­sion, and in­trigue; he stud­ied his man well and thor­ough­ly, and felt con­vinced that he was en­gaged up­on some im­por­tant project. And then he too be­gan to think of his own per­son­al af­fair, and to lose him­self in con­jec­tures as to d’Artag­nan’s rea­son for hav­ing left the Bastille so abrupt­ly, and for leav­ing be­hind him a pris­on­er so bad­ly in­tro­duced and so bad­ly looked af­ter by the prison au­thor­i­ties. But we shall not pause to ex­am­ine in­to the thoughts and feel­ings of these per­son­ages, but will leave them to them­selves, sur­round­ed by the re­mains of poul­try, game, and fish, which Baise­meaux’s gen­er­ous knife and fork had so mu­ti­lat­ed. We are go­ing to fol­low d’Artag­nan in­stead, who, get­ting in­to the car­riage which had brought him, said to the coach­man, “Re­turn to the palace, as fast as the hors­es can gal­lop.”
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				What Took Place at the Lou­vre Dur­ing the Sup­per at the Bastille

			
			M. de Saint-Aig­nan had ex­e­cut­ed the com­mis­sion with which the king had en­trust­ed him for La Val­lière—as we have al­ready seen in one of the pre­ced­ing chap­ters; but, what­ev­er his elo­quence, he did not suc­ceed in per­suad­ing the young girl that she had in the king a pro­tec­tor pow­er­ful enough for her un­der any com­bi­na­tion of cir­cum­stances, and that she had no need of any­one else in the world when the king was on her side. In point of fact, at the very first word which the fa­vorite men­tioned of the dis­cov­ery of the fa­mous se­cret, Louise, in a pas­sion of tears, aban­doned her­self in ut­ter de­spair to a sor­row which would have been far from flat­ter­ing for the king, if he had been a wit­ness of it from one of the cor­ners of the room. Saint-Aig­nan, in his char­ac­ter of am­bas­sador, felt al­most as great­ly of­fend­ed at it as his mas­ter him­self would have been, and re­turned to in­form the king what he had seen and heard; and it is thus we find him, in a state of great ag­i­ta­tion, in the pres­ence of the king, who was, if pos­si­ble, in a state of even greater flur­ry than him­self.

			“But,” said the king to the courtier, when the lat­ter had fin­ished his re­port, “what did she de­cide to do? Shall I at least see her present­ly be­fore sup­per? Will she come to me, or shall I be obliged to go to her room?”

			“I be­lieve, sire, that if Your Majesty wish­es to see her, you will not on­ly have to take the first step in ad­vance, but will have to go the whole way.”

			“That I do not mind. Do you think she has yet a se­cret fan­cy for young Bragelonne?” mut­tered the king be­tween his teeth.

			“Oh! sire, that is not pos­si­ble; for it is you alone, I am con­vinced, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière loves, and that, too, with all her heart. But you know that de Bragelonne be­longs to that proud race who play the part of Ro­man he­roes.”

			The king smiled fee­bly; he knew how true the il­lus­tra­tion was, for Athos had just left him.

			“As for Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” Saint-Aig­nan con­tin­ued, “she was brought up un­der the care of the Dowa­ger Madame, that is to say, in the great­est aus­ter­i­ty and for­mal­i­ty. This young en­gaged cou­ple cold­ly ex­changed their lit­tle vows in the prim pres­ence of the moon and stars; and now, when they find they have to break those vows asun­der, it plays the very deuce with them.”

			Saint-Aig­nan thought to have made the king laugh; but on the con­trary, from a mere smile Louis passed to the great­est se­ri­ous­ness of man­ner. He al­ready be­gan to ex­pe­ri­ence that re­morse which the comte had promised d’Artag­nan he would in­flict up­on him. He re­flect­ed that, in fact, these young per­sons had loved and sworn fi­deli­ty to each oth­er; that one of the two had kept his word, and that the oth­er was too con­sci­en­tious not to feel her per­jury most bit­ter­ly. And his re­morse was not un­ac­com­pa­nied; for bit­ter pangs of jeal­ousy be­gan to be­set the king’s heart. He did not say an­oth­er word, and in­stead of go­ing to pay a vis­it to his moth­er, or the queen, or Madame, in or­der to amuse him­self a lit­tle, and make the ladies laugh, as he him­self used to say, he threw him­self in­to the huge arm­chair in which his au­gust fa­ther Louis XI­II had passed so many weary days and years in com­pa­ny with Bar­ra­dat and Cinq-Mars. Saint-Aig­nan per­ceived the king was not to be amused at that mo­ment; he tried a last re­source, and pro­nounced Louise’s name, which made the king look up im­me­di­ate­ly. “What does Your Majesty in­tend to do this evening—shall Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière be in­formed of your in­ten­tion to see her?”

			“It seems she is al­ready aware of that,” replied the king. “No, no, Saint-Aig­nan,” he con­tin­ued, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, “we will both of us pass our time in think­ing, and mus­ing, and dream­ing; when Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière shall have suf­fi­cient­ly re­gret­ted what she now re­grets, she will deign, per­haps, to give us some news of her­self.”

			“Ah! sire, is it pos­si­ble you can so mis­un­der­stand her heart, which is so full of de­vo­tion?”

			The king rose, flushed from vex­a­tion and an­noy­ance; he was a prey to jeal­ousy as well as to re­morse. Saint-Aig­nan was just be­gin­ning to feel that his po­si­tion was be­com­ing awk­ward, when the cur­tain be­fore the door was raised. The king turned hasti­ly round; his first idea was that a let­ter from Louise had ar­rived; but, in­stead of a let­ter of love, he on­ly saw his cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, stand­ing up­right and per­fect­ly silent in the door­way. “M. d’Artag­nan,” he said, “ah! Well, Mon­sieur?”

			D’Artag­nan looked at Saint-Aig­nan; the king’s eyes took the same di­rec­tion as those of his cap­tain; these looks would have been clear to any­one, and for a still greater rea­son they were so for Saint-Aig­nan. The courtier bowed and quit­ted the room, leav­ing the king and d’Artag­nan alone.

			“Is it done?” in­quired the king.

			“Yes, sire,” replied the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, in a grave voice, “it is done.”

			The king was un­able to say an­oth­er word. Pride, how­ev­er, obliged him not to pause at what he had done; when­ev­er a sov­er­eign has adopt­ed a de­ci­sive course, even though it be un­just, he is com­pelled to prove to all wit­ness­es, and par­tic­u­lar­ly to prove it to him­self, that he was quite right all through. A good means for ef­fect­ing that—an al­most in­fal­li­ble means, in­deed—is, to try and prove his vic­tim to be in the wrong. Louis, brought up by Mazarin and Anne of Aus­tria, knew bet­ter than any­one else his vo­ca­tion as a monarch; he there­fore en­deav­ored to prove it on the present oc­ca­sion. Af­ter a few mo­ment’s pause, which he had em­ployed in mak­ing silent­ly to him­self the same re­flec­tions which we have just ex­pressed aloud, he said, in an in­dif­fer­ent tone: “What did the comte say?”

			“Noth­ing at all, sire.”

			“Sure­ly he did not al­low him­self to be ar­rest­ed with­out say­ing some­thing?”

			“He said he ex­pect­ed to be ar­rest­ed, sire.”

			The king raised his head haugh­ti­ly. “I pre­sume,” he said, “that M. le Comte de la Fère has not con­tin­ued to play his ob­sti­nate and re­bel­lious part.”

			“In the first place, sire, what do you wish to sig­ni­fy by re­bel­lious?” qui­et­ly asked the mus­ke­teer. “A rebel, in the eyes of the king, is a man who not on­ly al­lows him­self to be shut up in the Bastille, but still more, who op­pos­es those who do not wish to take him there.”

			“Who do not wish to take him there!” ex­claimed the king. “What do you say, cap­tain! Are you mad?”

			“I be­lieve not, sire.”

			“You speak of per­sons who did not wish to ar­rest M. de la Fère! Who are those per­sons, may I ask?”

			“I should say those whom Your Majesty en­trust­ed with that du­ty.”

			“But it was you whom I en­trust­ed with it,” ex­claimed the king.

			“Yes, sire; it was I.”

			“And yet you say that, de­spite my or­ders, you had the in­ten­tion of not ar­rest­ing the man who had in­sult­ed me!”

			“Yes, sire—that was re­al­ly my in­ten­tion. I even pro­posed to the comte to mount a horse that I had pre­pared for him at the Bar­rière de la Con­férence.”

			“And what was your ob­ject in get­ting this horse ready?”

			“Why, sire, in or­der that M. le Comte de la Fère might be able to reach Le Havre, and from that place make his es­cape to Eng­land.”

			“You be­trayed me, then, Mon­sieur?” cried the king, kin­dling with a wild pride.

			“Ex­act­ly so.”

			There was noth­ing to say in an­swer to state­ments made in such a tone; the king was as­tound­ed at such an ob­sti­nate and open re­sis­tance on the part of d’Artag­nan. “At least you had a rea­son, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, for act­ing as you did?” said the king, proud­ly.

			“I have al­ways a rea­son for ev­ery­thing, sire.”

			“Your rea­son can­not be your friend­ship for the comte, at all events—the on­ly one that can be of any avail, the on­ly one that could pos­si­bly ex­cuse you—for I placed you per­fect­ly at your ease in that re­spect.”

			“Me, sire?”

			“Did I not give you the choice to ar­rest, or not to ar­rest M. le Comte de la Fère?”

			“Yes, sire, but—”

			“But what?” ex­claimed the king, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“But you warned me, sire, that if I did not ar­rest him, your cap­tain of the guard should do so.”

			“Was I not con­sid­er­ate enough to­wards you, from the very mo­ment I did not com­pel you to obey me?”

			“To me, sire, you were, but not to my friend, for my friend would be ar­rest­ed all the same, whether by my­self or by the cap­tain of the Guards.”

			“And this is your de­vo­tion, Mon­sieur! a de­vo­tion which ar­gues and rea­sons. You are no sol­dier, Mon­sieur!”

			“I wait for Your Majesty to tell me what I am.”

			“Well, then—you are a Fron­deur.”

			“And since there is no longer any Fronde, sire, in that case—”

			“But if what you say is true—”

			“What I say is al­ways true, sire.”

			“What have you come to say to me, Mon­sieur?”

			“I have come to say to Your Majesty, ‘Sire, M. de la Fère is in the Bastille.’ ”

			“That is not your fault, it would seem.”

			“That is true, sire; but at all events he is there; and since he is there, it is im­por­tant that Your Majesty should know it.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, so you set your king at de­fi­ance.”

			“Sire—”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! I warn you that you are abus­ing my pa­tience.”

			“On the con­trary, sire.”

			“What do you mean by ‘on the con­trary’?”

			“I have come to get my­self ar­rest­ed, too.”

			“To get your­self ar­rest­ed—you!”

			“Of course. My friend will get wea­ried to death in the Bastille by him­self; and I have come to pro­pose to Your Majesty to per­mit me to bear him com­pa­ny; if Your Majesty will but give me the word, I will ar­rest my­self; I shall not need the cap­tain of the Guards for that, I as­sure you.”

			The king dart­ed to­wards the ta­ble and seized hold of a pen to write the or­der for d’Artag­nan’s im­pris­on­ment. “Pay at­ten­tion, Mon­sieur, that this is for­ev­er,” cried the king, in tones of sternest men­ace.

			“I can quite be­lieve that,” re­turned the mus­ke­teer; “for when you have once done such an act as that, you will nev­er be able to look me in the face again.”

			The king dashed down his pen vi­o­lent­ly. “Leave the room, Mon­sieur!” he said.

			“Not so, if it please Your Majesty.”

			“What is that you say?”

			“Sire, I came to speak gen­tly and tem­per­ate­ly to Your Majesty; Your Majesty got in­to a pas­sion with me; that is a mis­for­tune; but I shall not the less on that ac­count say what I had to say to you.”

			“Your res­ig­na­tion, Mon­sieur—your res­ig­na­tion!” cried the king.

			“Sire, you know whether I care about my res­ig­na­tion or not, since at Blois, on the very day when you re­fused King Charles the mil­lion which my friend the Comte de la Fère gave him, I then ten­dered my res­ig­na­tion to Your Majesty.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur—do it at once!”

			“No, sire; for there is no ques­tion of my res­ig­na­tion at the present mo­ment. Your Majesty took up your pen just now to send me to the Bastille—why should you change your in­ten­tion?”

			“D’Artag­nan! Gas­con that you are! who is the king, al­low me to ask—you or my­self?”

			“You, sire, un­for­tu­nate­ly.”

			“What do you mean by ‘un­for­tu­nate­ly’?”

			“Yes, sire; for if it were I—”

			“If it were you, you would ap­prove of M. d’Artag­nan’s re­bel­lious con­duct, I sup­pose?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Re­al­ly!” said the king, shrug­ging his shoul­ders.

			“And I should tell my cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I should tell him, look­ing at him all the while with hu­man eyes, and not with eyes like coals of fire, ‘M. d’Artag­nan, I had for­got­ten that I was the king, for I de­scend­ed from my throne in or­der to in­sult a gen­tle­man.’ ”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “do you think you can ex­cuse your friend by ex­ceed­ing him in in­so­lence?”

			“Oh! sire! I should go much fur­ther than he did,” said d’Artag­nan; “and it would be your own fault. I should tell you what he, a man full of the finest sense of del­i­ca­cy, did not tell you; I should say—‘Sire, you have sac­ri­ficed his son, and he de­fend­ed his son—you sac­ri­ficed him­self; he ad­dressed you in the name of hon­or, of re­li­gion, of virtue—you re­pulsed, drove him away, im­pris­oned him.’ I should be hard­er than he was, for I should say to you—‘Sire; it is for you to choose. Do you wish to have friends or lack­eys—sol­diers or slaves—great men or mere pup­pets? Do you wish men to serve you, or to bend and crouch be­fore you? Do you wish men to love you, or to be afraid of you? If you pre­fer base­ness, in­trigue, cow­ardice, say so at once, sire, and we will leave you—we who are the on­ly in­di­vid­u­als who are left—nay, I will say more, the on­ly mod­els of the val­or of for­mer times; we who have done our du­ty, and have ex­ceed­ed, per­haps, in courage and in mer­it, the men al­ready great for pos­ter­i­ty. Choose, sire! and that, too, with­out de­lay. What­ev­er relics re­main to you of the great no­bil­i­ty, guard them with a jeal­ous eye; you will nev­er be de­fi­cient in courtiers. De­lay not—and send me to the Bastille with my friend; for, if you did not know how to lis­ten to the Comte de la Fère, whose voice is the sweet­est and no­blest in all the world when hon­or is the theme; if you do not know how to lis­ten to d’Artag­nan, the frank­est and hon­estest voice of sin­cer­i­ty, you are a bad king, and to­mor­row will be a poor king. And learn from me, sire, that bad kings are hat­ed by their peo­ple, and poor kings are driv­en ig­no­min­ious­ly away.’ That is what I had to say to you, sire; you were wrong to drive me to say it.”

			The king threw him­self back in his chair, cold as death, and as livid as a corpse. Had a thun­der­bolt fall­en at his feet, he could not have been more as­ton­ished; he seemed as if his res­pi­ra­tion had ut­ter­ly ceased, and that he was at the point of death. The hon­est voice of sin­cer­i­ty, as d’Artag­nan had called it, had pierced through his heart like a sword-blade.

			D’Artag­nan had said all he had to say. Com­pre­hend­ing the king’s anger, he drew his sword, and, ap­proach­ing Louis XIV re­spect­ful­ly, he placed it on the ta­ble. But the king, with a fu­ri­ous ges­ture, thrust aside the sword, which fell on the ground and rolled to d’Artag­nan’s feet. Not­with­stand­ing the per­fect mas­tery which d’Artag­nan ex­er­cised over him­self, he, too, in his turn, be­came pale, and, trem­bling with in­dig­na­tion, said: “A king may dis­grace a sol­dier—he may ex­ile him, and may even con­demn him to death; but were he a hun­dred times a king, he has no right to in­sult him by cast­ing a dis­hon­or up­on his sword! Sire, a king of France has nev­er re­pulsed with con­tempt the sword of a man such as I am! Stained with dis­grace as this sword now is, it has hence­forth no oth­er sheath than ei­ther your heart or my own! I choose my own, sire; and you have to thank Heav­en and my own pa­tience that I do so.” Then snatch­ing up his sword, he cried, “My blood be up­on your head!” and, with a rapid ges­ture, he placed the hilt up­on the floor and di­rect­ed the point of the blade to­wards his breast. The king, how­ev­er, with a move­ment far more rapid than that of d’Artag­nan, threw his right arm around the mus­ke­teer’s neck, and with his left hand seized hold of the blade by the mid­dle, and re­turned it silent­ly to the scab­bard. D’Artag­nan, up­right, pale, and still trem­bling, let the king do all to the very end. Louis, over­come and soft­ened by gen­tler feel­ings, re­turned to the ta­ble, took a pen in his hand, wrote a few lines, signed them, and then held it out to d’Artag­nan.

			“What is this pa­per, sire?” in­quired the cap­tain.

			“An or­der for M. d’Artag­nan to set the Comte de la Fère at lib­er­ty im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			D’Artag­nan seized the king’s hand, and im­print­ed a kiss up­on it; he then fold­ed the or­der, placed it in his belt, and quit­ted the room. Nei­ther the king nor the cap­tain had ut­tered a syl­la­ble.

			“Oh, hu­man heart! thou guide and di­rec­tor of kings,” mur­mured Louis, when alone, “when shall I learn to read in your in­most re­cess­es, as in the leaves of a book! Oh, I am not a bad king—nor am I a poor king; I am but still a child, when all is said and done.”
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				Po­lit­i­cal Ri­vals

			
			D’Artag­nan had promised M. de Baise­meaux to re­turn in time for dessert, and he kept his word. They had just reached the fin­er and more del­i­cate class of wines and liqueurs with which the gov­er­nor’s cel­lar had the rep­u­ta­tion of be­ing most ad­mirably stocked, when the sil­ver spurs of the cap­tain re­sound­ed in the cor­ri­dor, and he him­self ap­peared at the thresh­old. Athos and Aramis had played a close game; nei­ther of the two had been able to gain the slight­est ad­van­tage over the oth­er. They had supped, talked a good deal about the Bastille, of the last jour­ney to Fontainebleau, of the in­tend­ed fête that M. Fou­quet was about to give at Vaux; they had gen­er­al­ized on ev­ery pos­si­ble sub­ject; and no one, ex­cept­ing Baise­meaux, had in the slight­est de­gree al­lud­ed to pri­vate mat­ters. D’Artag­nan ar­rived in the very midst of the con­ver­sa­tion, still pale and much dis­turbed by his in­ter­view with the king. Baise­meaux has­tened to give him a chair; d’Artag­nan ac­cept­ed a glass of wine, and set it down emp­ty. Athos and Aramis both re­marked his emo­tion; as for Baise­meaux, he saw noth­ing more than the cap­tain of the king’s Mus­ke­teers, to whom he en­deav­ored to show ev­ery pos­si­ble at­ten­tion. But, al­though Aramis had re­marked his emo­tion, he had not been able to guess the cause of it. Athos alone be­lieved he had de­tect­ed it. For him, d’Artag­nan’s re­turn, and par­tic­u­lar­ly the man­ner in which he, usu­al­ly so im­pas­si­ble, seemed over­come, sig­ni­fied, “I have just asked the king some­thing which the king has re­fused me.” Thor­ough­ly con­vinced that his con­jec­ture was cor­rect, Athos smiled, rose from the ta­ble, and made a sign to d’Artag­nan, as if to re­mind him that they had some­thing else to do than to sup to­geth­er. D’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly un­der­stood him, and replied by an­oth­er sign. Aramis and Baise­meaux watched this silent di­a­logue, and looked in­quir­ing­ly at each oth­er. Athos felt that he was called up­on to give an ex­pla­na­tion of what was pass­ing.

			“The truth is, my friend,” said the Comte de la Fère, with a smile, “that you, Aramis, have been sup­ping with a state crim­i­nal, and you, Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, with your pris­on­er.”

			Baise­meaux ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise, and al­most of de­light; for he was ex­ceed­ing­ly proud and vain of his fortress, and for his own in­di­vid­u­al prof­it, the more pris­on­ers he had, the hap­pi­er he was, and the high­er in rank the pris­on­ers hap­pened to be, the proud­er he felt. Aramis as­sumed the ex­pres­sion of coun­te­nance he thought the po­si­tion jus­ti­fied, and said, “Well, dear Athos, for­give me, but I al­most sus­pect­ed what has hap­pened. Some prank of Raoul and La Val­lière, I sup­pose?”

			“Alas!” said Baise­meaux.

			“And,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “you, a high and pow­er­ful no­ble­man as you are, for­get­ful that courtiers now ex­ist—you have been to the king, I sup­pose, and told him what you thought of his con­duct?”

			“Yes, you have guessed right.”

			“So that,” said Baise­meaux, trem­bling at hav­ing supped so fa­mil­iar­ly with a man who had fall­en in­to dis­grace with the king; “so that, Mon­sieur le Comte—”

			“So that, my dear gov­er­nor,” said Athos, “my friend d’Artag­nan will com­mu­ni­cate to you the con­tents of the pa­per which I per­ceived just peep­ing out of his belt, and which as­sured­ly can be noth­ing else than the or­der for my in­car­cer­a­tion.”

			Baise­meaux held out his hand with his ac­cus­tomed ea­ger­ness. D’Artag­nan drew two pa­pers from his belt, and pre­sent­ed one of them to the gov­er­nor, who un­fold­ed it, and then read, in a low tone of voice, look­ing at Athos over the pa­per, as he did so, and paus­ing from time to time: “ ‘Or­der to de­tain, in my château of the Bastille, Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère.’ Oh, Mon­sieur! this is in­deed a very melan­choly day for me.”

			“You will have a pa­tient pris­on­er, Mon­sieur,” said Athos, in his calm, soft voice.

			“A pris­on­er, too, who will not re­main a month with you, my dear gov­er­nor,” said Aramis; while Baise­meaux, still hold­ing the or­der in his hand, tran­scribed it up­on the prison reg­istry.

			“Not a day, or rather not even a night,” said d’Artag­nan, dis­play­ing the sec­ond or­der of the king, “for now, dear M. de Baise­meaux, you will have the good­ness to tran­scribe al­so this or­der for set­ting the comte im­me­di­ate­ly at lib­er­ty.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis, “it is a la­bor that you have de­prived me of, d’Artag­nan”; and he pressed the mus­ke­teer’s hand in a sig­nif­i­cant man­ner, at the same mo­ment as that of Athos.

			“What!” said the lat­ter in as­ton­ish­ment, “the king sets me at lib­er­ty!”

			“Read, my dear friend,” re­turned d’Artag­nan.

			Athos took the or­der and read it. “It is quite true,” he said.

			“Are you sor­ry for it?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Oh, no, on the con­trary. I wish the king no harm; and the great­est evil or mis­for­tune that any­one can wish kings, is that they should com­mit an act of in­jus­tice. But you have had a dif­fi­cult and painful task, I know. Tell me, have you not, d’Artag­nan?”

			“I? not at all,” said the mus­ke­teer, laugh­ing: “the king does ev­ery­thing I wish him to do.”

			Aramis looked fixed­ly at d’Artag­nan, and saw that he was not speak­ing the truth. But Baise­meaux had eyes for noth­ing but d’Artag­nan, so great was his ad­mi­ra­tion for a man who seemed to make the king do all he wished.

			“And does the king ex­ile Athos?” in­quired Aramis.

			“No, not pre­cise­ly; the king did not ex­plain him­self up­on that sub­ject,” replied d’Artag­nan; “but I think the comte could not well do bet­ter un­less, in­deed, he wish­es par­tic­u­lar­ly to thank the king—”

			“No, in­deed,” replied Athos, smil­ing.

			“Well, then, I think,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “that the comte can­not do bet­ter than to re­tire to his own château. How­ev­er, my dear Athos, you have on­ly to speak, to tell me what you want. If any par­tic­u­lar place of res­i­dence is more agree­able to you than an­oth­er, I am in­flu­en­tial enough, per­haps, to ob­tain it for you.”

			“No, thank you,” said Athos; “noth­ing can be more agree­able to me, my dear friend, than to re­turn to my soli­tude be­neath my no­ble trees on the banks of the Loire. If Heav­en be the over­rul­ing physi­cian of the evils of the mind, na­ture is a sov­er­eign rem­e­dy. And so, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Athos, turn­ing again to­wards Baise­meaux, “I am now free, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Comte, I think so—at least, I hope so,” said the gov­er­nor, turn­ing over and over the two pa­pers in ques­tion, “un­less, how­ev­er, M. d’Artag­nan has a third or­der to give me.”

			“No, my dear Baise­meaux, no,” said the mus­ke­teer; “the sec­ond is quite enough: we will stop there—if you please.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur le Comte,” said Baise­meaux ad­dress­ing Athos, “you do not know what you are los­ing. I should have placed you among the thir­ty-franc pris­on­ers, like the gen­er­als—what am I say­ing?—I mean among the fifty-francs, like the princes, and you would have supped ev­ery evening as you have done tonight.”

			“Al­low me, Mon­sieur,” said Athos, “to pre­fer my own sim­pler fare.” And then, turn­ing to d’Artag­nan, he said, “Let us go, my dear friend. Shall I have that great­est of all plea­sures for me—that of hav­ing you as my com­pan­ion?”

			“To the city gate on­ly,” replied d’Artag­nan, “af­ter which I will tell you what I told the king: ‘I am on du­ty.’ ”

			“And you, my dear Aramis,” said Athos, smil­ing; “will you ac­com­pa­ny me? La Fère is on the road to Vannes.”

			“Thank you, my dear friend,” said Aramis, “but I have an ap­point­ment in Paris this evening, and I can­not leave with­out very se­ri­ous in­ter­ests suf­fer­ing by my ab­sence.”

			“In that case,” said Athos, “I must say adieu, and take my leave of you. My dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, I have to thank you ex­ceed­ing­ly for your kind and friend­ly dis­po­si­tion to­wards me, and par­tic­u­lar­ly for the en­joy­able spec­i­men you have giv­en me of the or­di­nary fare of the Bastille.” And, hav­ing em­braced Aramis, and shak­en hands with M. de Baise­meaux, and hav­ing re­ceived best wish­es for a pleas­ant jour­ney from them both, Athos set off with d’Artag­nan.

			Whilst the de­noue­ment of the scene of the Palais Roy­al was tak­ing place at the Bastille, let us re­late what was go­ing on at the lodg­ings of Athos and Bragelonne. Gri­maud, as we have seen, had ac­com­pa­nied his mas­ter to Paris; and, as we have said, he was present when Athos went out; he had ob­served d’Artag­nan gnaw the cor­ners of his mus­tache; he had seen his mas­ter get in­to the car­riage; he had nar­row­ly ex­am­ined both their coun­te­nances, and he had known them both for a suf­fi­cient­ly long pe­ri­od to read and un­der­stand, through the mask of their im­pas­si­bil­i­ty, that some­thing se­ri­ous was the mat­ter. As soon as Athos had gone, he be­gan to re­flect; he then, and then on­ly, re­mem­bered the strange man­ner in which Athos had tak­en leave of him, the em­bar­rass­ment—im­per­cep­ti­ble as it would have been to any but him­self—of the mas­ter whose ideas were, to him, so clear and de­fined, and the ex­pres­sion of whose wish­es was so pre­cise. He knew that Athos had tak­en noth­ing with him but the clothes he had on him at the time; and yet he seemed to fan­cy that Athos had not left for an hour mere­ly; or even for a day. A long ab­sence was sig­ni­fied by the man­ner in which he pro­nounced the word “Adieu.” All these cir­cum­stances re­curred to his mind, with feel­ings of deep af­fec­tion for Athos, with that hor­ror of iso­la­tion and soli­tude which in­vari­ably be­sets the minds of those who love; and all these com­bined ren­dered poor Gri­maud very melan­choly, and par­tic­u­lar­ly very un­easy. With­out be­ing able to ac­count to him­self for what he did since his mas­ter’s de­par­ture, he wan­dered about the room, seek­ing, as it were, for some traces of him, like a faith­ful dog, who is not ex­act­ly un­easy about his ab­sent mas­ter, but at least is rest­less. On­ly as, in ad­di­tion to the in­stinct of the an­i­mal, Gri­maud sub­joined the rea­son­ing fac­ul­ties of the man, Gri­maud there­fore felt un­easy and rest­less too. Not hav­ing found any in­di­ca­tion which could serve as a guide, and hav­ing nei­ther seen nor dis­cov­ered any­thing which could sat­is­fy his doubts, Gri­maud be­gan to won­der what could pos­si­bly have hap­pened. Be­sides, imag­i­na­tion is the re­source, or rather the plague of gen­tle and af­fec­tion­ate hearts. In fact, nev­er does a feel­ing heart rep­re­sent its ab­sent friend to it­self as be­ing hap­py or cheer­ful. Nev­er does the dove that wings its flight in search of ad­ven­tures in­spire any­thing but ter­ror at home.

			Gri­maud soon passed from un­easi­ness to ter­ror; he care­ful­ly went over, in his own mind, ev­ery­thing that had tak­en place: D’Artag­nan’s let­ter to Athos, the let­ter which had seemed to dis­tress Athos so much af­ter he had read it; then Raoul’s vis­it to Athos, which re­sult­ed in Athos de­sir­ing him (Gri­maud) to get his var­i­ous or­ders and his court dress ready to put on; then his in­ter­view with the king, at the end of which Athos had re­turned home so un­usu­al­ly gloomy; then the ex­pla­na­tion be­tween the fa­ther and the son, at the ter­mi­na­tion of which Athos had em­braced Raoul with such sad­ness of ex­pres­sion while Raoul him­self went away equal­ly weary and melan­choly; and fi­nal­ly, d’Artag­nan’s ar­rival, bit­ing, as if he were vexed, the end of his mus­tache, and leav­ing again in the car­riage, ac­com­pa­nied by the Comte de la Fère. All this com­posed a dra­ma in five acts very clear­ly, par­tic­u­lar­ly for so an­a­lyt­i­cal an ob­serv­er as Gri­maud.

			The first step he took was to search in his mas­ter’s coat for M. d’Artag­nan’s let­ter; he found the let­ter still there, and its con­tents were found to run as fol­lows:

			
				“My dear Friend—Raoul has been to ask me for some par­tic­u­lars about the con­duct of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, dur­ing our young friend’s res­i­dence in Lon­don. I am a poor cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, and I am sick­ened to death ev­ery day by hear­ing all the scan­dal of the bar­racks and bed­side con­ver­sa­tions. If I had told Raoul all I be­lieve, I know the poor fel­low would have died of it; but I am in the king’s ser­vice, and can­not re­late all I hear about the king’s af­fairs. If your heart tells you to do it, set off at once; the mat­ter con­cerns you more than it does my­self, and al­most as much as Raoul.”

			

			Gri­maud tore, not a hand­ful, but a fin­ger-and-thumb­ful of hair out of his head; he would have done more if his head of hair had been in a more flour­ish­ing con­di­tion.

			“Yes,” he said, “that is the key of the whole enig­ma. The young girl has been play­ing her pranks; what peo­ple say about her and the king is true, then; our young mas­ter has been de­ceived; he ought to know it. Mon­sieur le Comte has been to see the king, and has told him a piece of his mind; and then the king sent M. d’Artag­nan to ar­range the af­fair. Ah! gra­cious good­ness!” con­tin­ued Gri­maud, “Mon­sieur le Comte, I now re­mem­ber, re­turned with­out his sword.”

			This dis­cov­ery made the per­spi­ra­tion break out all over poor Gri­maud’s face. He did not waste any more time in use­less con­jec­ture, but clapped his hat on his head, and ran to Raoul’s lodg­ings.

			Raoul, af­ter Louise had left him, had mas­tered his grief, if not his af­fec­tion; and, com­pelled to look for­ward on that per­ilous road over which mad­ness and re­vul­sion were hur­ry­ing him, he had seen, from the very first glance, his fa­ther ex­posed to the roy­al ob­sti­na­cy, since Athos had him­self been the first to op­pose any re­sis­tance to the roy­al will. At this mo­ment, from a very nat­u­ral se­quence of feel­ing, the un­hap­py young man re­mem­bered the mys­te­ri­ous signs which Athos had made, and the un­ex­pect­ed vis­it of d’Artag­nan; the re­sult of the con­flict be­tween a sov­er­eign and a sub­ject re­vealed it­self to his ter­ri­fied vi­sion. As d’Artag­nan was on du­ty, that is, a fix­ture at his post with­out the pos­si­bil­i­ty of leav­ing it, it was cer­tain­ly not like­ly that he had come to pay Athos a vis­it mere­ly for the plea­sure of see­ing him. He must have come to say some­thing to him. This some­thing in the midst of such painful con­jec­tures must have been the news of ei­ther a mis­for­tune or a dan­ger. Raoul trem­bled at hav­ing been so self­ish as to have for­got­ten his fa­ther for his af­fec­tion; at hav­ing, in a word, passed his time in idle dreams, or in an in­dul­gence of de­spair, at a time when a ne­ces­si­ty ex­ist­ed for re­pelling such an im­mi­nent at­tack on Athos. The very idea near­ly drove him fran­tic; he buck­led on his sword and ran to­wards his fa­ther’s lodg­ings. On his way there he en­coun­tered Gri­maud, who, hav­ing set off from the op­po­site pole, was run­ning with equal ea­ger­ness in search of the truth. The two men em­braced each oth­er most warm­ly.

			“Gri­maud,” ex­claimed Raoul, “is the comte well?”

			“Have you seen him?”

			“No; where is he?”

			“I am try­ing to find out.”

			“And M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Went out with him.”

			“When?”

			“Ten min­utes af­ter you did.”

			“In what way did they go out?”

			“In a car­riage.”

			“Where did they go?”

			“I have no idea at all.”

			“Did my fa­ther take any mon­ey with him?”

			“No.”

			“Or his sword?”

			“No.”

			“I have an idea, Gri­maud, that M. d’Artag­nan came in or­der to—”

			“Ar­rest Mon­sieur le Comte, do you not think, Mon­sieur?”

			“Yes, Gri­maud.”

			“I could have sworn it.”

			“What road did they take?”

			“The way lead­ing to­wards the quay.”

			“To the Bastille, then?”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“Quick, quick; let us run.”

			“Yes, let us not lose a mo­ment.”

			“But where are we to go?” said Raoul, over­whelmed.

			“We will go to M. d’Artag­nan’s first, we may per­haps learn some­thing there.”

			“No; if they keep me in ig­no­rance at my fa­ther’s, they will do the same ev­ery­where. Let us go to—Oh, good heav­ens! why, I must be mad to­day, Gri­maud; I have for­got­ten M. du Val­lon, who is wait­ing for and ex­pect­ing me still.”

			“Where is he, then?”

			“At the Min­imes of Vin­cennes.”

			“Thank good­ness, that is on the same side as the Bastille. I will run and sad­dle the hors­es, and we will go at once,” said Gri­maud.

			“Do, my friend, do.”

		
	
		
			
				206

				In Which Porthos Is Con­vinced With­out Hav­ing Un­der­stood Any­thing

			
			The good and wor­thy Porthos, faith­ful to all the laws of an­cient chival­ry, had de­ter­mined to wait for M. de Saint-Aig­nan un­til sun­set; and as Saint-Aig­nan did not come, as Raoul had for­got­ten to com­mu­ni­cate with his sec­ond, and as he found that wait­ing so long was very weari­some, Porthos had de­sired one of the gate­keep­ers to fetch him a few bot­tles of good wine and a good joint of meat—so that, at least, he might pass away the time by means of a glass or two and a mouth­ful of some­thing to eat. He had just fin­ished when Raoul ar­rived, es­cort­ed by Gri­maud, both of them rid­ing at full speed. As soon as Porthos saw the two cav­a­liers rid­ing at such a pace along the road, he did not for a mo­ment doubt but that they were the men he was ex­pect­ing, and he rose from the grass up­on which he had been in­do­lent­ly re­clin­ing and be­gan to stretch his legs and arms, say­ing, “See what it is to have good habits. The fel­low has fin­ished by com­ing, af­ter all. If I had gone away he would have found no one here and would have tak­en ad­van­tage of that.” He then threw him­self in­to a mar­tial at­ti­tude, and drew him­self up to the full height of his gi­gan­tic stature. But in­stead of Saint-Aig­nan, he on­ly saw Raoul, who, with the most de­spair­ing ges­tures, ac­cost­ed him by cry­ing out, “Pray for­give me, my dear friend, I am most wretch­ed.”

			“Raoul!” cried Porthos, sur­prised.

			“You have been an­gry with me?” said Raoul, em­brac­ing Porthos.

			“I? What for?”

			“For hav­ing for­got­ten you. But I as­sure you my head seems ut­ter­ly lost. If you on­ly knew!”

			“You have killed him?”

			“Who?”

			“Saint-Aig­nan; or, if that is not the case, what is the mat­ter?”

			“The mat­ter is, that Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère has by this time been ar­rest­ed.”

			Porthos gave a start that would have thrown down a wall.

			“Ar­rest­ed!” he cried out; “by whom?”

			“By d’Artag­nan.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble,” said Porthos.

			“My dear friend, it is per­fect­ly true.”

			Porthos turned to­wards Gri­maud, as if he need­ed a sec­ond con­fir­ma­tion of the in­tel­li­gence. Gri­maud nod­ded his head. “And where have they tak­en him?”

			“Prob­a­bly to the Bastille.”

			“What makes you think that?”

			“As we came along we ques­tioned some per­sons, who saw the car­riage pass; and oth­ers who saw it en­ter the Bastille.”

			“Oh!” mut­tered Porthos.

			“What do you in­tend to do?” in­quired Raoul.

			“I? Noth­ing; on­ly I will not have Athos re­main at the Bastille.”

			“Do you know,” said Raoul, ad­vanc­ing near­er to Porthos, “that the ar­rest was made by or­der of the king?”

			Porthos looked at the young man, as if to say, “What does that mat­ter to me?” This dumb lan­guage seemed so elo­quent of mean­ing to Raoul that he did not ask any oth­er ques­tion. He mount­ed his horse again; and Porthos, as­sist­ed by Gri­maud, had al­ready done the same.

			“Let us ar­range our plan of ac­tion,” said Raoul.

			“Yes,” re­turned Porthos, “that is the best thing we can do.”

			Raoul sighed deeply, and then paused sud­den­ly.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Porthos; “are you faint?”

			“No, on­ly I feel how ut­ter­ly help­less our po­si­tion is. Can we three pre­tend to go and take the Bastille?”

			“Well, if d’Artag­nan were on­ly here,” replied Porthos, “I am not so very cer­tain we would fail.”

			Raoul could not re­sist a feel­ing of ad­mi­ra­tion at the sight of such per­fect con­fi­dence, hero­ic in its sim­plic­i­ty. These were tru­ly the cel­e­brat­ed men who, by three or four, at­tacked armies and as­sault­ed cas­tles! Men who had ter­ri­fied death it­self, who had sur­vived the wrecks of a tem­pes­tu­ous age, and still stood, stronger than the most ro­bust of the young.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he to Porthos, “you have just giv­en me an idea; we ab­so­lute­ly must see M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly.”

			“He ought by this time to have re­turned home, af­ter hav­ing tak­en my fa­ther to the Bastille. Let us go to his house.”

			“First in­quire at the Bastille,” said Gri­maud, who was in the habit of speak­ing lit­tle, but that to the pur­pose.

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, they has­tened to­wards the fortress, when one of those chances which Heav­en be­stows on men of strong will caused Gri­maud sud­den­ly to per­ceive the car­riage, which was en­ter­ing by the great gate of the draw­bridge. This was the mo­ment that d’Artag­nan was, as we have seen, re­turn­ing from his vis­it to the king. In vain was it that Raoul urged on his horse in or­der to join the car­riage, and to see whom it con­tained. The hors­es had al­ready gained the oth­er side of the great gate, which again closed, while one of the sen­tries struck the nose of Raoul’s horse with his mus­ket; Raoul turned about, on­ly too hap­py to find he had as­cer­tained some­thing re­spect­ing the car­riage which had con­tained his fa­ther.

			“We have him,” said Gri­maud.

			“If we wait a lit­tle it is cer­tain he will leave; don’t you think so, my friend?”

			“Un­less, in­deed, d’Artag­nan al­so be a pris­on­er,” replied Porthos, “in which case ev­ery­thing is lost.”

			Raoul re­turned no an­swer, for any hy­poth­e­sis was ad­mis­si­ble. He in­struct­ed Gri­maud to lead the hors­es to the lit­tle street Jean-Beausire, so as to give rise to less sus­pi­cion, and him­self with his pierc­ing gaze watched for the ex­it ei­ther of d’Artag­nan or the car­riage. Nor had he de­cid­ed wrong­ly; for twen­ty min­utes had not elapsed be­fore the gate re­opened and the car­riage reap­peared. A daz­zling of the eyes pre­vent­ed Raoul from dis­tin­guish­ing what fig­ures oc­cu­pied the in­te­ri­or. Gri­maud averred that he had seen two per­sons, and that one of them was his mas­ter. Porthos kept look­ing at Raoul and Gri­maud by turns, in the hope of un­der­stand­ing their idea.

			“It is clear,” said Gri­maud, “that if the comte is in the car­riage, ei­ther he is set at lib­er­ty or they are tak­ing him to an­oth­er prison.”

			“We shall soon see that by the road he takes,” an­swered Porthos.

			“If he is set at lib­er­ty,” said Gri­maud, “they will con­duct him home.”

			“True,” re­joined Porthos.

			“The car­riage does not take that way,” cried Raoul; and in­deed the hors­es were just dis­ap­pear­ing down the Faubourg St. An­toine.

			“Let us has­ten,” said Porthos; “we will at­tack the car­riage on the road and tell Athos to flee.”

			“Re­bel­lion,” mur­mured Raoul.

			Porthos dart­ed a sec­ond glance at Raoul, quite wor­thy of the first. Raoul replied on­ly by spurring the flanks of his steed. In a few mo­ments the three cav­a­liers had over­tak­en the car­riage, and fol­lowed it so close­ly that their hors­es’ breath moist­ened the back of it. D’Artag­nan, whose sens­es were ev­er on the alert, heard the trot of the hors­es, at the mo­ment when Raoul was telling Porthos to pass the char­i­ot, so as to see who was the per­son ac­com­pa­ny­ing Athos. Porthos com­plied, but could not see any­thing, for the blinds were low­ered. Rage and im­pa­tience were gain­ing mas­tery over Raoul. He had just no­ticed the mys­tery pre­served by Athos’s com­pan­ion, and de­ter­mined on pro­ceed­ing to ex­trem­i­ties. On his part d’Artag­nan had per­fect­ly rec­og­nized Porthos, and Raoul al­so, from un­der the blinds, and had com­mu­ni­cat­ed to the comte the re­sult of his ob­ser­va­tion. They were de­sirous on­ly of see­ing whether Raoul and Porthos would push the af­fair to the ut­ter­most. And this they speed­i­ly did, for Raoul, pre­sent­ing his pis­tol, threw him­self on the lead­er, com­mand­ing the coach­men to stop. Porthos seized the coach­man, and dragged him from his seat. Gri­maud al­ready had hold of the car­riage door. Raoul threw open his arms, ex­claim­ing, “M. le Comte! M. le Comte!”

			“Ah! is it you, Raoul?” said Athos, in­tox­i­cat­ed with joy.

			“Not bad, in­deed!” added d’Artag­nan, with a burst of laugh­ter, and they both em­braced the young man and Porthos, who had tak­en pos­ses­sion of them.

			“My brave Porthos! best of friends,” cried Athos, “it is still the same old way with you.”

			“He is still on­ly twen­ty,” said d’Artag­nan, “brave Porthos!”

			“Con­found it,” an­swered Porthos, slight­ly con­fused, “we thought that you were be­ing ar­rest­ed.”

			“While,” re­joined Athos, “the mat­ter in ques­tion was noth­ing but my tak­ing a drive in M. d’Artag­nan’s car­riage.”

			“But we fol­lowed you from the Bastille,” re­turned Raoul, with a tone of sus­pi­cion and re­proach.

			“Where we had been to take sup­per with our friend M. Baise­meaux. Do you rec­ol­lect Baise­meaux, Porthos?”

			“Very well, in­deed.”

			“And there we saw Aramis.”

			“In the Bastille?”

			“At sup­per.”

			“Ah!” said Porthos, again breath­ing freely.

			“He gave us a thou­sand mes­sages to you.”

			“And where is M. le Comte go­ing?” asked Gri­maud, al­ready rec­om­pensed by a smile from his mas­ter.

			“We were go­ing home to Blois.”

			“How can that be?”

			“At once?” said Raoul.

			“Yes, right for­ward.”

			“With­out any lug­gage?”

			“Oh! Raoul would have been in­struct­ed to for­ward me mine, or to bring it with him on his re­turn, if he re­turns.”

			“If noth­ing de­tains him longer in Paris,” said d’Artag­nan, with a glance firm and cut­ting as steel, and as painful (for it re­opened the poor young fel­low’s wounds), “he will do well to fol­low you, Athos.”

			“There is noth­ing to keep me any longer in Paris,” said Raoul.

			“Then we will go im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“And M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Oh! as for me, I was on­ly ac­com­pa­ny­ing Athos as far as the bar­ri­er, and I re­turn with Porthos.”

			“Very good,” said the lat­ter.

			“Come, my son,” added the comte, gen­tly pass­ing his arm around Raoul’s neck to draw him in­to the car­riage, and again em­brac­ing him. “Gri­maud,” con­tin­ued the comte, “you will re­turn qui­et­ly to Paris with your horse and M. du Val­lon’s, for Raoul and I will mount here and give up the car­riage to these two gen­tle­men to re­turn to Paris in; and then, as soon as you ar­rive, you will take my clothes and let­ters and for­ward the whole to me at home.”

			“But,” ob­served Raoul, who was anx­ious to make the comte con­verse, “when you re­turn to Paris, there will not be a sin­gle thing there for you—which will be very in­con­ve­nient.”

			“I think it will be a very long time, Raoul, ere I re­turn to Paris. The last so­journ we have made there has not been of a na­ture to en­cour­age me to re­peat it.”

			Raoul hung down his head and said not a word more. Athos de­scend­ed from the car­riage and mount­ed the horse which had brought Porthos, and which seemed no lit­tle pleased at the ex­change. Then they em­braced, and clasped each oth­er’s hands, and in­ter­changed a thou­sand pledges of eter­nal friend­ship. Porthos promised to spend a month with Athos at the first op­por­tu­ni­ty. D’Artag­nan en­gaged to take ad­van­tage of his first leave of ab­sence; and then, hav­ing em­braced Raoul for the last time: “To you, my boy,” said he, “I will write.” Com­ing from d’Artag­nan, who he knew wrote very sel­dom, these words ex­pressed ev­ery­thing. Raoul was moved even to tears. He tore him­self away from the mus­ke­teer and de­part­ed.

			D’Artag­nan re­joined Porthos in the car­riage: “Well,” said he, “my dear friend, what a day we have had!”

			“In­deed we have,” an­swered Porthos.

			“You must be quite worn out.”

			“Not quite; how­ev­er, I shall re­tire ear­ly to rest, so as to be ready for to­mor­row.”

			“And where­fore?”

			“Why! to com­plete what I have be­gun.”

			“You make me shud­der, my friend, you seem to me quite an­gry. What the dev­il have you be­gun which is not fin­ished?”

			“Lis­ten; Raoul has not fought, but I must fight!”

			“With whom? with the king?”

			“How!” ex­claimed Porthos, as­tound­ed, “with the king?”

			“Yes, I say, you great ba­by, with the king.”

			“I as­sure you it is with M. Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Look now, this is what I mean; you draw your sword against the king in fight­ing with this gen­tle­man.”

			“Ah!” said Porthos, star­ing; “are you sure of it?”

			“In­deed I am.”

			“What in the world are we to do, then?”

			“We must try and make a good sup­per, Porthos. The cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers keeps a tol­er­a­ble ta­ble. There you will see the hand­some Saint-Aig­nan, and will drink his health.”

			“I?” cried Porthos, hor­ri­fied.

			“What!” said d’Artag­nan, “you refuse to drink the king’s health?”

			“But, body alive! I am not talk­ing to you about the king at all; I am speak­ing of M. de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“But when I re­peat that it is the same thing?”

			“Ah, well, well!” said Porthos, over­come.

			“You un­der­stand, don’t you?”

			“No,” an­swered Porthos, “but ’tis all the same.”
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				M. de Baise­meaux’s “So­ci­ety”

			
			The read­er has not for­got­ten that, on quit­ting the Bastille, d’Artag­nan and the Comte de la Fère had left Aramis in close con­fab­u­la­tion with Baise­meaux. When once these two guests had de­part­ed, Baise­meaux did not in the least per­ceive that the con­ver­sa­tion suf­fered by their ab­sence. He used to think that wine af­ter sup­per, and that of the Bastille in par­tic­u­lar, was ex­cel­lent, and that it was a stim­u­lant quite suf­fi­cient to make any hon­est man talk­a­tive. But he lit­tle knew his Great­ness, who was nev­er more im­pen­e­tra­ble than at dessert. His Great­ness, how­ev­er, per­fect­ly un­der­stood M. de Baise­meaux, when he reck­oned on mak­ing the gov­er­nor dis­course by the means which the lat­ter re­gard­ed as ef­fi­ca­cious. The con­ver­sa­tion, there­fore, with­out flag­ging in ap­pear­ance, flagged in re­al­i­ty; for Baise­meaux not on­ly had it near­ly all to him­self, but fur­ther, kept speak­ing on­ly of that sin­gu­lar event—the in­car­cer­a­tion of Athos—fol­lowed by so prompt an or­der to set him again at lib­er­ty. Nor, more­over, had Baise­meaux failed to ob­serve that the two or­ders, of ar­rest and of lib­er­a­tion, were both in the king’s hand. But then, the king would not take the trou­ble to write sim­i­lar or­ders ex­cept un­der press­ing cir­cum­stances. All this was very in­ter­est­ing, and, above all, very puz­zling to Baise­meaux; but as, on the oth­er hand, all this was very clear to Aramis, the lat­ter did not at­tach to the oc­cur­rence the same im­por­tance as did the wor­thy gov­er­nor. Be­sides, Aramis rarely put him­self out of the way for any­thing, and he had not yet told M. de Baise­meaux for what rea­son he had now done so. And so at the very cli­max of Baise­meaux’s dis­ser­ta­tion, Aramis sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt­ed him.

			“Tell me, my dear Baise­meaux,” said he, “have you nev­er had any oth­er di­ver­sions at the Bastille than those at which I as­sist­ed dur­ing the two or three vis­its I have had the hon­or to pay you?”

			This ad­dress was so un­ex­pect­ed that the gov­er­nor, like a vane which sud­den­ly re­ceives an im­pul­sion op­posed to that of the wind, was quite dumb­found­ed at it. “Di­ver­sions!” said he; “but I take them con­tin­u­al­ly, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Oh, to be sure! And these di­ver­sions?”

			“Are of ev­ery kind.”

			“Vis­its, no doubt?”

			“No, not vis­its. Vis­its are not fre­quent at the Bastille.”

			“What, are vis­its rare, then?”

			“Very much so.”

			“Even on the part of your so­ci­ety?”

			“What do you term my so­ci­ety—the pris­on­ers?”

			“Oh, no!—your pris­on­ers, in­deed! I know well it is you who vis­it them, and not they you. By your so­ci­ety, I mean, my dear Baise­meaux, the so­ci­ety of which you are a mem­ber.”

			Baise­meaux looked fixed­ly at Aramis, and then, as if the idea which had flashed across his mind were im­pos­si­ble, “Oh,” he said, “I have very lit­tle so­ci­ety at present. If I must own it to you, dear M. d’Herblay, the fact is, to stay at the Bastille ap­pears, for the most part, dis­tress­ing and dis­taste­ful to per­sons of the gay world. As for the ladies, it is nev­er with­out a cer­tain dread, which costs me in­fi­nite trou­ble to al­lay, that they suc­ceed in reach­ing my quar­ters. And, in­deed, how should they avoid trem­bling a lit­tle, poor things, when they see those gloomy dun­geons, and re­flect that they are in­hab­it­ed by pris­on­ers who—” And in pro­por­tion as the eyes of Baise­meaux con­cen­trat­ed their gaze on the face of Aramis, the wor­thy gov­er­nor’s tongue fal­tered more and more un­til it end­ed by stop­ping al­to­geth­er.

			“No, you don’t un­der­stand me, my dear M. Baise­meaux; you don’t un­der­stand me. I do not at all mean to speak of so­ci­ety in gen­er­al, but of a par­tic­u­lar so­ci­ety—of the so­ci­ety, in a word—to which you are af­fil­i­at­ed.”

			Baise­meaux near­ly dropped the glass of mus­cat which he was in the act of rais­ing to his lips. “Af­fil­i­at­ed,” cried he, “af­fil­i­at­ed!”

			“Yes, af­fil­i­at­ed, un­doubt­ed­ly,” re­peat­ed Aramis, with the great­est self-pos­ses­sion. “Are you not a mem­ber of a se­cret so­ci­ety, my dear M. Baise­meaux?”

			“Se­cret?”

			“Se­cret or mys­te­ri­ous.”

			“Oh, M. d’Herblay!”

			“Con­sid­er, now, don’t de­ny it.”

			“But be­lieve me.”

			“I be­lieve what I know.”

			“I swear to you.”

			“Lis­ten to me, my dear M. Baise­meaux; I say yes, you say no; one of us two nec­es­sar­i­ly says what is true, and the oth­er, it in­evitably fol­lows, what is false.”

			“Well, and then?”

			“Well, we shall come to an un­der­stand­ing present­ly.”

			“Let us see,” said Baise­meaux; “let us see.”

			“Now drink your glass of mus­cat, dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux,” said Aramis. “What the dev­il! you look quite scared.”

			“No, no; not the least in the world; oh, no.”

			“Drink then.” Baise­meaux drank, but he swal­lowed the wrong way.

			“Well,” re­sumed Aramis, “if, I say, you are not a mem­ber of a se­cret or mys­te­ri­ous so­ci­ety, which you like to call it—the ep­i­thet is of no con­se­quence—if, I say, you are not a mem­ber of a so­ci­ety sim­i­lar to that I wish to des­ig­nate, well, then, you will not un­der­stand a word of what I am go­ing to say. That is all.”

			“Oh! be sure be­fore­hand that I shall not un­der­stand any­thing.”

			“Well, well!”

			“Try, now; let us see!”

			“That is what I am go­ing to do. If, on the con­trary, you are one of the mem­bers of this so­ci­ety, you will im­me­di­ate­ly an­swer me—yes or no.”

			“Be­gin your ques­tions,” con­tin­ued Baise­meaux, trem­bling.

			“You will agree, dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux,” con­tin­ued Aramis, with the same im­pas­si­bil­i­ty, “that it is ev­i­dent a man can­not be a mem­ber of a so­ci­ety, it is ev­i­dent that he can­not en­joy the ad­van­tages it of­fers to the af­fil­i­at­ed, with­out be­ing him­self bound to cer­tain lit­tle ser­vices.”

			“In short,” stam­mered Baise­meaux, “that would be in­tel­li­gi­ble, if—”

			“Well,” re­sumed Aramis, “there is in the so­ci­ety of which I speak, and of which, as it seems you are not a mem­ber—”

			“Al­low me,” said Baise­meaux. “I should not like to say ab­so­lute­ly.”

			“There is an en­gage­ment en­tered in­to by all the gov­er­nors and cap­tains of fortress­es af­fil­i­at­ed to the or­der.” Baise­meaux grew pale.

			“Now the en­gage­ment,” con­tin­ued Aramis firm­ly, “is of this na­ture.”

			Baise­meaux rose, man­i­fest­ing un­speak­able emo­tion: “Go on, dear M. d’Herblay: go on,” said he.

			Aramis then spoke, or rather re­cit­ed the fol­low­ing para­graph, in the same tone as if he had been read­ing it from a book: “The afore­said cap­tain or gov­er­nor of a fortress shall al­low to en­ter, when need shall arise, and on de­mand of the pris­on­er, a con­fes­sor af­fil­i­at­ed to the or­der.” He stopped. Baise­meaux was quite dis­tress­ing to look at, be­ing so wretch­ed­ly pale and trem­bling. “Is not that the text of the agree­ment?” qui­et­ly asked Aramis.

			“Mon­seigneur!” be­gan Baise­meaux.

			“Ah! well, you be­gin to un­der­stand, I think.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” cried Baise­meaux, “do not tri­fle so with my un­hap­py mind! I find my­self as noth­ing in your hands, if you have the ma­lig­nant de­sire to draw from me the lit­tle se­crets of my ad­min­is­tra­tion.”

			“Oh! by no means; pray un­de­ceive your­self, dear M. Baise­meaux; it is not the lit­tle se­crets of your ad­min­is­tra­tion, but those of your con­science that I aim at.”

			“Well, then, my con­science be it, dear M. d’Herblay. But have some con­sid­er­a­tion for the sit­u­a­tion I am in, which is no or­di­nary one.”

			“It is no or­di­nary one, my dear Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued the in­flex­i­ble Aramis, “if you are a mem­ber of this so­ci­ety; but it is a quite nat­u­ral one if free from all en­gage­ment. You are an­swer­able on­ly to the king.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur, well! I obey on­ly the king, and whom else would you have a French no­ble­man obey?”

			Aramis did not yield an inch, but with that sil­very voice of his con­tin­ued: “It is very pleas­ant,” said he, “for a French no­ble­man, for a prelate of France, to hear a man of your mark ex­press him­self so loy­al­ly, dear de Baise­meaux, and hav­ing heard you to be­lieve no more than you do.”

			“Have you doubt­ed, Mon­sieur?”

			“I? oh, no!”

			“And so you doubt no longer?”

			“I have no longer any doubt that such a man as you, Mon­sieur,” said Aramis, grave­ly, “does not faith­ful­ly serve the mas­ters whom he vol­un­tar­i­ly chose for him­self.”

			“Mas­ters!” cried Baise­meaux.

			“Yes, mas­ters, I said.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Herblay, you are still jest­ing, are you not?”

			“Oh, yes! I un­der­stand that it is a more dif­fi­cult po­si­tion to have sev­er­al mas­ters than one; but the em­bar­rass­ment is ow­ing to you, my dear Baise­meaux, and I am not the cause of it.”

			“Cer­tain­ly not,” re­turned the un­for­tu­nate gov­er­nor, more em­bar­rassed than ev­er; “but what are you do­ing? You are leav­ing the ta­ble?”

			“As­sured­ly.”

			“Are you go­ing?”

			“Yes, I am go­ing.”

			“But you are be­hav­ing very strange­ly to­wards me, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I am be­hav­ing strange­ly—how do you make that out?”

			“Have you sworn, then, to put me to the tor­ture?”

			“No, I should be sor­ry to do so.”

			“Re­main, then.”

			“I can­not.”

			“And why?”

			“Be­cause I have no longer any­thing to do here; and, in­deed, I have du­ties to ful­fil else­where.”

			“Du­ties, so late as this?”

			“Yes; un­der­stand me now, my dear de Baise­meaux: they told me at the place whence I came, ‘The afore­said gov­er­nor or cap­tain will al­low to en­ter, as need shall arise, on the pris­on­er’s de­mand, a con­fes­sor af­fil­i­at­ed with the or­der.’ I came; you do not know what I mean, and so I shall re­turn to tell them that they are mis­tak­en, and that they must send me else­where.”

			“What! you are—” cried Baise­meaux, look­ing at Aramis al­most in ter­ror.

			“The con­fes­sor af­fil­i­at­ed to the or­der,” said Aramis, with­out chang­ing his voice.

			But, gen­tle as the words were, they had the same ef­fect on the un­hap­py gov­er­nor as a clap of thun­der. Baise­meaux be­came livid, and it seemed to him as if Aramis’s beam­ing eyes were two forks of flame, pierc­ing to the very bot­tom of his soul. “The con­fes­sor!” mur­mured he; “you, Mon­seigneur, the con­fes­sor of the or­der!”

			“Yes, I; but we have noth­ing to un­rav­el to­geth­er, see­ing that you are not one of the af­fil­i­at­ed.”

			“Mon­seigneur!”

			“And I un­der­stand that, not be­ing so, you refuse to com­ply with its com­mand.”

			“Mon­seigneur, I be­seech you, con­de­scend to hear me.”

			“And where­fore?”

			“Mon­seigneur, I do not say that I have noth­ing to do with the so­ci­ety.”

			“Ah! ah!”

			“I say not that I refuse to obey.”

			“Nev­er­the­less, M. de Baise­meaux, what has passed wears very much the air of re­sis­tance.”

			“Oh, no! Mon­seigneur, no; I on­ly wished to be cer­tain.”

			“To be cer­tain of what?” said Aramis, in a tone of supreme con­tempt.

			“Of noth­ing at all, Mon­seigneur.” Baise­meaux low­ered his voice, and bend­ing be­fore the prelate, said, “I am at all times and in all places at the dis­pos­al of my su­pe­ri­ors, but—”

			“Very good. I like you bet­ter thus, Mon­sieur,” said Aramis, as he re­sumed his seat, and put out his glass to Baise­meaux, whose hand trem­bled so that he could not fill it. “You were say­ing ‘but’—” con­tin­ued Aramis.

			“But,” replied the un­hap­py man, “hav­ing re­ceived no no­tice, I was very far from ex­pect­ing it.”

			“Does not the Gospel say, ‘Watch, for the mo­ment is known on­ly of God?’ Do not the rules of the or­der say, ‘Watch, for that which I will, you ought al­ways to will al­so.’ And what pre­text will serve you now that you did not ex­pect the con­fes­sor, M. de Baise­meaux?”

			“Be­cause, Mon­seigneur, there is at present in the Bastille no pris­on­er ill.”

			Aramis shrugged his shoul­ders. “What do you know about that?” said he.

			“But, nev­er­the­less, it ap­pears to me—”

			“M. de Baise­meaux,” said Aramis, turn­ing round in his chair, “here is your ser­vant, who wish­es to speak with you”; and at this mo­ment, de Baise­meaux’s ser­vant ap­peared at the thresh­old of the door.

			“What is it?” asked Baise­meaux, sharply.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the man, “they are bring­ing you the doc­tor’s re­turn.”

			Aramis looked at de Baise­meaux with a calm and con­fi­dent eye.

			“Well,” said he, “let the mes­sen­ger en­ter.”

			The mes­sen­ger en­tered, salut­ed, and hand­ed in the re­port. Baise­meaux ran his eye over it, and rais­ing his head, said in sur­prise, “No. 12 is ill!”

			“How was it, then,” said Aramis, care­less­ly, “that you told me ev­ery­body was well in your ho­tel, M. de Baise­meaux?” And he emp­tied his glass with­out re­mov­ing his eyes from Baise­meaux.

			The gov­er­nor then made a sign to the mes­sen­ger, and when he had quit­ted the room, said, still trem­bling, “I think that there is in the ar­ti­cle, ‘on the pris­on­er’s de­mand.’ ”

			“Yes, it is so,” an­swered Aramis. “But see what it is they want with you now.”

			And that mo­ment a sergeant put his head in at the door. “What do you want now?” cried Baise­meaux. “Can you not leave me in peace for ten min­utes?”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the sergeant, “the sick man, No. 12, has com­mis­sioned the turnkey to re­quest you to send him a con­fes­sor.”

			Baise­meaux very near­ly sank on the floor; but Aramis dis­dained to re­as­sure him, just as he had dis­dained to ter­ri­fy him. “What must I an­swer?” in­quired Baise­meaux.

			“Just what you please,” replied Aramis, com­press­ing his lips; “that is your busi­ness. I am not the gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			“Tell the pris­on­er,” cried Baise­meaux, quick­ly—“tell the pris­on­er that his re­quest is grant­ed.” The sergeant left the room. “Oh! Mon­seigneur, Mon­seigneur,” mur­mured Baise­meaux, “how could I have sus­pect­ed!—how could I have fore­seen this!”

			“Who re­quest­ed you to sus­pect, and who be­sought you to fore­see?” con­temp­tu­ous­ly an­swered Aramis. “The or­der sus­pects; the or­der knows; the or­der fore­sees—is that not enough?”

			“What is it you com­mand?” added Baise­meaux.

			“I?—noth­ing at all. I am noth­ing but a poor priest, a sim­ple con­fes­sor. Have I your or­ders to go and see the suf­fer­er?”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur, I do not or­der; I pray you to go.”

			“ ’Tis well; con­duct me to him.”

		
	
		
			
				208

				The Pris­on­er

			
			Since Aramis’s sin­gu­lar trans­for­ma­tion in­to a con­fes­sor of the or­der, Baise­meaux was no longer the same man. Up to that pe­ri­od, the place which Aramis had held in the wor­thy gov­er­nor’s es­ti­ma­tion was that of a prelate whom he re­spect­ed and a friend to whom he owed a debt of grat­i­tude; but now he felt him­self an in­fe­ri­or, and that Aramis was his mas­ter. He him­self light­ed a lantern, sum­moned a turnkey, and said, re­turn­ing to Aramis, “I am at your or­ders, Mon­seigneur.” Aramis mere­ly nod­ded his head, as much as to say, “Very good”; and signed to him with his hand to lead the way. Baise­meaux ad­vanced, and Aramis fol­lowed him. It was a calm and love­ly star­lit night; the steps of three men re­sound­ed on the flags of the ter­races, and the clink­ing of the keys hang­ing from the jail­er’s gir­dle made it­self heard up to the sto­ries of the tow­ers, as if to re­mind the pris­on­ers that the lib­er­ty of earth was a lux­u­ry be­yond their reach. It might have been said that the al­ter­ation ef­fect­ed in Baise­meaux ex­tend­ed even to the pris­on­ers. The turnkey, the same who on Aramis’s first ar­rival had shown him­self so in­quis­i­tive and cu­ri­ous, was now not on­ly silent, but im­pas­si­ble. He held his head down, and seemed afraid to keep his ears open. In this wise they reached the base­ment of the Bertaudière, the two first sto­ries of which were mount­ed silent­ly and some­what slow­ly; for Baise­meaux, though far from dis­obey­ing, was far from ex­hibit­ing any ea­ger­ness to obey. On ar­riv­ing at the door, Baise­meaux showed a dis­po­si­tion to en­ter the pris­on­er’s cham­ber; but Aramis, stop­ping him on the thresh­old, said, “The rules do not al­low the gov­er­nor to hear the pris­on­er’s con­fes­sion.”

			Baise­meaux bowed, and made way for Aramis, who took the lantern and en­tered; and then signed to them to close the door be­hind him. For an in­stant he re­mained stand­ing, lis­ten­ing whether Baise­meaux and the turnkey had re­tired; but as soon as he was as­sured by the sound of their de­scend­ing foot­steps that they had left the tow­er, he put the lantern on the ta­ble and gazed around. On a bed of green serge, sim­i­lar in all re­spects to the oth­er beds in the Bastille, save that it was new­er, and un­der cur­tains half-drawn, re­posed a young man, to whom we have al­ready once be­fore in­tro­duced Aramis. Ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, the pris­on­er was with­out a light. At the hour of cur­few, he was bound to ex­tin­guish his lamp, and we per­ceive how much he was fa­vored, in be­ing al­lowed to keep it burn­ing even till then. Near the bed a large leath­ern arm­chair, with twist­ed legs, sus­tained his clothes. A lit­tle ta­ble—with­out pens, books, pa­per, or ink—stood ne­glect­ed in sad­ness near the win­dow; while sev­er­al plates, still un­emp­tied, showed that the pris­on­er had scarce­ly touched his evening meal. Aramis saw that the young man was stretched up­on his bed, his face half con­cealed by his arms. The ar­rival of a vis­i­tor did not cause any change of po­si­tion; ei­ther he was wait­ing in ex­pec­ta­tion, or was asleep. Aramis light­ed the can­dle from the lantern, pushed back the arm­chair, and ap­proached the bed with an ev­i­dent mix­ture of in­ter­est and re­spect. The young man raised his head. “What is it?” said he.

			“You de­sired a con­fes­sor?” replied Aramis.

			“Yes.”

			“Be­cause you were ill?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very ill?”

			The young man gave Aramis a pierc­ing glance, and an­swered, “I thank you.” Af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, “I have seen you be­fore,” he con­tin­ued. Aramis bowed.

			Doubt­less the scru­ti­ny the pris­on­er had just made of the cold, crafty, and im­pe­ri­ous char­ac­ter stamped up­on the fea­tures of the bish­op of Vannes was lit­tle re­as­sur­ing to one in his sit­u­a­tion, for he added, “I am bet­ter.”

			“And so?” said Aramis.

			“Why, then—be­ing bet­ter, I have no longer the same need of a con­fes­sor, I think.”

			“Not even of the hair­cloth, which the note you found in your bread in­formed you of?”

			The young man start­ed; but be­fore he had ei­ther as­sent­ed or de­nied, Aramis con­tin­ued, “Not even of the ec­cle­si­as­tic from whom you were to hear an im­por­tant rev­e­la­tion?”

			“If it be so,” said the young man, sink­ing again on his pil­low, “it is dif­fer­ent; I am lis­ten­ing.”

			Aramis then looked at him more close­ly, and was struck with the easy majesty of his mien, one which can nev­er be ac­quired un­less Heav­en has im­plant­ed it in the blood or heart. “Sit down, Mon­sieur,” said the pris­on­er.

			Aramis bowed and obeyed. “How does the Bastille agree with you?” asked the bish­op.

			“Very well.”

			“You do not suf­fer?”

			“No.”

			“You have noth­ing to re­gret?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Not even your lib­er­ty?”

			“What do you call lib­er­ty, Mon­sieur?” asked the pris­on­er, with the tone of a man who is pre­par­ing for a strug­gle.

			“I call lib­er­ty, the flow­ers, the air, light, the stars, the hap­pi­ness of go­ing whith­er­so­ev­er the sinewy limbs of one-and-twen­ty chance to wish to car­ry you.”

			The young man smiled, whether in res­ig­na­tion or con­tempt, it was dif­fi­cult to tell. “Look,” said he, “I have in that Ja­pa­nese vase two ros­es gath­ered yes­ter­day evening in the bud from the gov­er­nor’s gar­den; this morn­ing they have blown and spread their ver­mil­ion chal­ice be­neath my gaze; with ev­ery open­ing petal they un­fold the trea­sures of their per­fumes, fill­ing my cham­ber with a fra­grance that em­balms it. Look now on these two ros­es; even among ros­es these are beau­ti­ful, and the rose is the most beau­ti­ful of flow­ers. Why, then, do you bid me de­sire oth­er flow­ers when I pos­sess the loveli­est of all?”

			Aramis gazed at the young man in sur­prise.

			“If flow­ers con­sti­tute lib­er­ty,” sad­ly re­sumed the cap­tive, “I am free, for I pos­sess them.”

			“But the air!” cried Aramis; “air is so nec­es­sary to life!”

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” re­turned the pris­on­er; “draw near to the win­dow; it is open. Be­tween high heav­en and earth the wind whirls on its waf­tages of hail and light­ning, ex­hales its tor­rid mist or breathes in gen­tle breezes. It ca­ress­es my face. When mount­ed on the back of this arm­chair, with my arm around the bars of the win­dow to sus­tain my­self, I fan­cy I am swim­ming the wide ex­panse be­fore me.” The coun­te­nance of Aramis dark­ened as the young man con­tin­ued: “Light I have! what is bet­ter than light? I have the sun, a friend who comes to vis­it me ev­ery day with­out the per­mis­sion of the gov­er­nor or the jail­er’s com­pa­ny. He comes in at the win­dow, and traces in my room a square the shape of the win­dow, which lights up the hang­ings of my bed and floods the very floor. This lu­mi­nous square in­creas­es from ten o’clock till mid­day, and de­creas­es from one till three slow­ly, as if, hav­ing has­tened to my pres­ence, it sor­rowed at bid­ding me farewell. When its last ray dis­ap­pears I have en­joyed its pres­ence for four hours. Is not that suf­fi­cient? I have been told that there are un­hap­py be­ings who dig in quar­ries, and la­bor­ers who toil in mines, who nev­er be­hold it at all.” Aramis wiped the drops from his brow. “As to the stars which are so de­light­ful to view,” con­tin­ued the young man, “they all re­sem­ble each oth­er save in size and bril­lian­cy. I am a fa­vored mor­tal, for if you had not light­ed that can­dle you would have been able to see the beau­ti­ful stars which I was gaz­ing at from my couch be­fore your ar­rival, whose sil­very rays were steal­ing through my brain.”

			Aramis low­ered his head; he felt him­self over­whelmed with the bit­ter flow of that sin­is­ter phi­los­o­phy which is the re­li­gion of the cap­tive.

			“So much, then, for the flow­ers, the air, the day­light, and the stars,” tran­quil­ly con­tin­ued the young man; “there re­mains but ex­er­cise. Do I not walk all day in the gov­er­nor’s gar­den if it is fine—here if it rains? in the fresh air if it is warm; in per­fect warmth, thanks to my win­ter stove, if it be cold? Ah! Mon­sieur, do you fan­cy,” con­tin­ued the pris­on­er, not with­out bit­ter­ness, “that men have not done ev­ery­thing for me that a man can hope for or de­sire?”

			“Men!” said Aramis; “be it so; but it seems to me you are for­get­ting Heav­en.”

			“In­deed I have for­got­ten Heav­en,” mur­mured the pris­on­er, with emo­tion; “but why do you men­tion it? Of what use is it to talk to a pris­on­er of Heav­en?”

			Aramis looked steadi­ly at this sin­gu­lar youth, who pos­sessed the res­ig­na­tion of a mar­tyr with the smile of an athe­ist. “Is not Heav­en in ev­ery­thing?” he mur­mured in a re­proach­ful tone.

			“Say rather, at the end of ev­ery­thing,” an­swered the pris­on­er, firm­ly.

			“Be it so,” said Aramis; “but let us re­turn to our start­ing-point.”

			“I ask noth­ing bet­ter,” re­turned the young man.

			“I am your con­fes­sor.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, then, you ought, as a pen­i­tent, to tell me the truth.”

			“My whole de­sire is to tell it you.”

			“Ev­ery pris­on­er has com­mit­ted some crime for which he has been im­pris­oned. What crime, then, have you com­mit­ted?”

			“You asked me the same ques­tion the first time you saw me,” re­turned the pris­on­er.

			“And then, as now, you evad­ed giv­ing me an an­swer.”

			“And what rea­son have you for think­ing that I shall now re­ply to you?”

			“Be­cause this time I am your con­fes­sor.”

			“Then if you wish me to tell what crime I have com­mit­ted, ex­plain to me in what a crime con­sists. For as my con­science does not ac­cuse me, I aver that I am not a crim­i­nal.”

			“We are of­ten crim­i­nals in the sight of the great of the earth, not alone for hav­ing our­selves com­mit­ted crimes, but be­cause we know that crimes have been com­mit­ted.”

			The pris­on­er man­i­fest­ed the deep­est at­ten­tion.

			“Yes, I un­der­stand you,” he said, af­ter a pause; “yes, you are right, Mon­sieur; it is very pos­si­ble that, in such a light, I am a crim­i­nal in the eyes of the great of the earth.”

			“Ah! then you know some­thing,” said Aramis, who thought he had pierced not mere­ly through a de­fect in the har­ness, but through the joints of it.

			“No, I am not aware of any­thing,” replied the young man; “but some­times I think—and I say to my­self—”

			“What do you say to your­self?”

			“That if I were to think but a lit­tle more deeply I should ei­ther go mad or I should di­vine a great deal.”

			“And then—and then?” said Aramis, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Then I leave off.”

			“You leave off?”

			“Yes; my head be­comes con­fused and my ideas melan­choly; I feel en­nui over­tak­ing me; I wish—”

			“What?”

			“I don’t know; but I do not like to give my­self up to long­ing for things which I do not pos­sess, when I am so hap­py with what I have.”

			“You are afraid of death?” said Aramis, with a slight un­easi­ness.

			“Yes,” said the young man, smil­ing.

			Aramis felt the chill of that smile, and shud­dered. “Oh, as you fear death, you know more about mat­ters than you say,” he cried.

			“And you,” re­turned the pris­on­er, “who bade me to ask to see you; you, who, when I did ask to see you, came here promis­ing a world of con­fi­dence; how is it that, nev­er­the­less, it is you who are silent, leav­ing it for me to speak? Since, then, we both wear masks, ei­ther let us both re­tain them or put them aside to­geth­er.”

			Aramis felt the force and jus­tice of the re­mark, say­ing to him­self, This is no or­di­nary man; I must be cau­tious.—“Are you am­bi­tious?” said he sud­den­ly to the pris­on­er, aloud, with­out pre­par­ing him for the al­ter­ation.

			“What do you mean by am­bi­tious?” replied the youth.

			“Am­bi­tion,” replied Aramis, “is the feel­ing which prompts a man to de­sire more—much more—than he pos­sess­es.”

			“I said that I was con­tent­ed, Mon­sieur; but, per­haps, I de­ceive my­self. I am ig­no­rant of the na­ture of am­bi­tion; but it is not im­pos­si­ble I may have some. Tell me your mind; that is all I ask.”

			“An am­bi­tious man,” said Aramis, “is one who cov­ets that which is be­yond his sta­tion.”

			“I cov­et noth­ing be­yond my sta­tion,” said the young man, with an as­sur­ance of man­ner which for the sec­ond time made the bish­op of Vannes trem­ble.

			He was silent. But to look at the kin­dling eye, the knit­ted brow, and the re­flec­tive at­ti­tude of the cap­tive, it was ev­i­dent that he ex­pect­ed some­thing more than si­lence—a si­lence which Aramis now broke. “You lied the first time I saw you,” said he.

			“Lied!” cried the young man, start­ing up on his couch, with such a tone in his voice, and such a light­ning in his eyes, that Aramis re­coiled, in spite of him­self.

			“I should say,” re­turned Aramis, bow­ing, “you con­cealed from me what you knew of your in­fan­cy.”

			“A man’s se­crets are his own, Mon­sieur,” re­tort­ed the pris­on­er, “and not at the mer­cy of the first chance-com­er.”

			“True,” said Aramis, bow­ing still low­er than be­fore, “ ’tis true; par­don me, but to­day do I still oc­cu­py the place of a chance-com­er? I be­seech you to re­ply, Mon­seigneur.”

			This ti­tle slight­ly dis­turbed the pris­on­er; but nev­er­the­less he did not ap­pear as­ton­ished that it was giv­en him. “I do not know you, Mon­sieur,” said he.

			“Oh, if I but dared, I would take your hand and kiss it!”

			The young man seemed as if he were go­ing to give Aramis his hand; but the light which beamed in his eyes fad­ed away, and he cold­ly and dis­trust­ful­ly with­drew his hand again. “Kiss the hand of a pris­on­er,” he said, shak­ing his head, “to what pur­pose?”

			“Why did you tell me,” said Aramis, “that you were hap­py here? Why, that you as­pired to noth­ing? Why, in a word, by thus speak­ing, do you pre­vent me from be­ing frank in my turn?”

			The same light shone a third time in the young man’s eyes, but died in­ef­fec­tu­al­ly away as be­fore.

			“You dis­trust me,” said Aramis.

			“And why say you so, Mon­sieur?”

			“Oh, for a very sim­ple rea­son; if you know what you ought to know, you ought to mis­trust ev­ery­body.”

			“Then do not be as­ton­ished that I am mis­trust­ful, since you sus­pect me of know­ing what I do not know.”

			Aramis was struck with ad­mi­ra­tion at this en­er­get­ic re­sis­tance. “Oh, Mon­seigneur! you drive me to de­spair,” said he, strik­ing the arm­chair with his fist.

			“And, on my part, I do not com­pre­hend you, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well, then, try to un­der­stand me.” The pris­on­er looked fixed­ly at Aramis.

			“Some­times it seems to me,” said the lat­ter, “that I have be­fore me the man whom I seek, and then—”

			“And then your man dis­ap­pears—is it not so?” said the pris­on­er, smil­ing. “So much the bet­ter.”

			Aramis rose. “Cer­tain­ly,” said he; “I have noth­ing fur­ther to say to a man who mis­trusts me as you do.”

			“And I, Mon­sieur,” said the pris­on­er, in the same tone, “have noth­ing to say to a man who will not un­der­stand that a pris­on­er ought to be mis­trust­ful of ev­ery­body.”

			“Even of his old friends,” said Aramis. “Oh, Mon­seigneur, you are too pru­dent!”

			“Of my old friends?—you one of my old friends—you?”

			“Do you no longer re­mem­ber,” said Aramis, “that you once saw, in the vil­lage where your ear­ly years were spent—”

			“Do you know the name of the vil­lage?” asked the pris­on­er.

			“Noisy-le-Sec, Mon­seigneur,” an­swered Aramis, firm­ly.

			“Go on,” said the young man, with an im­mov­able as­pect.

			“Stay, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis; “if you are pos­i­tive­ly re­solved to car­ry on this game, let us break off. I am here to tell you many things, ’tis true; but you must al­low me to see that, on your side, you have a de­sire to know them. Be­fore re­veal­ing the im­por­tant mat­ters I still with­hold, be as­sured I am in need of some en­cour­age­ment, if not can­dor; a lit­tle sym­pa­thy, if not con­fi­dence. But you keep your­self en­trenched in a pre­tend­ed which par­a­lyzes me. Oh, not for the rea­son you think; for, ig­no­rant as you may be, or in­dif­fer­ent as you feign to be, you are none the less what you are, Mon­seigneur, and there is noth­ing—noth­ing, mark me! which can cause you not to be so.”

			“I prom­ise you,” replied the pris­on­er, “to hear you with­out im­pa­tience. On­ly it ap­pears to me that I have a right to re­peat the ques­tion I have al­ready asked, ‘Who are you?’ ”

			“Do you re­mem­ber, fif­teen or eigh­teen years ago, see­ing at Noisy-le-Sec a cav­a­lier, ac­com­pa­nied by a la­dy in black silk, with flame-col­ored rib­bons in her hair?”

			“Yes,” said the young man; “I once asked the name of this cav­a­lier, and they told me that he called him­self the Ab­bé d’Herblay. I was as­ton­ished that the ab­bé had so war­like an air, and they replied that there was noth­ing sin­gu­lar in that, see­ing that he was one of Louis XI­II’s Mus­ke­teers.”

			“Well,” said Aramis, “that mus­ke­teer and ab­bé, af­ter­wards bish­op of Vannes, is your con­fes­sor now.”

			“I know it; I rec­og­nized you.”

			“Then, Mon­seigneur, if you know that, I must fur­ther add a fact of which you are ig­no­rant—that if the king were to know this evening of the pres­ence of this mus­ke­teer, this ab­bé, this bish­op, this con­fes­sor, here—he, who has risked ev­ery­thing to vis­it you, to­mor­row would be­hold the steely glit­ter of the ex­e­cu­tion­er’s axe in a dun­geon more gloomy, more ob­scure than yours.”

			While lis­ten­ing to these words, de­liv­ered with em­pha­sis, the young man had raised him­self on his couch, and was now gaz­ing more and more ea­ger­ly at Aramis.

			The re­sult of his scru­ti­ny was that he ap­peared to de­rive some con­fi­dence from it. “Yes,” he mur­mured, “I re­mem­ber per­fect­ly. The wom­an of whom you speak came once with you, and twice af­ter­wards with an­oth­er.” He hes­i­tat­ed.

			“With an­oth­er, who came to see you ev­ery month—is it not so, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Yes.”

			“Do you know who this la­dy was?”

			The light seemed ready to flash from the pris­on­er’s eyes. “I am aware that she was one of the ladies of the court,” he said.

			“You re­mem­ber that la­dy well, do you not?”

			“Oh, my rec­ol­lec­tion can hard­ly be very con­fused on this head,” said the young pris­on­er. “I saw that la­dy once with a gen­tle­man about forty-five years old. I saw her once with you, and with the la­dy dressed in black. I have seen her twice since with the same per­son. These four peo­ple, with my mas­ter, and old Péronne, my jail­er, and the gov­er­nor of the prison, are the on­ly per­sons with whom I have ev­er spo­ken, and, in­deed, al­most the on­ly per­sons I have ev­er seen.”

			“Then you were in prison?”

			“If I am a pris­on­er here, then I was com­par­a­tive­ly free, al­though in a very nar­row sense—a house I nev­er quit­ted, a gar­den sur­round­ed with walls I could not climb, these con­sti­tut­ed my res­i­dence, but you know it, as you have been there. In a word, be­ing ac­cus­tomed to live with­in these bounds, I nev­er cared to leave them. And so you will un­der­stand, Mon­sieur, that hav­ing nev­er seen any­thing of the world, I have noth­ing left to care for; and there­fore, if you re­late any­thing, you will be obliged to ex­plain each item to me as you go along.”

			“And I will do so,” said Aramis, bow­ing; “for it is my du­ty, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Well, then, be­gin by telling me who was my tu­tor.”

			“A wor­thy and, above all, an hon­or­able gen­tle­man, Mon­seigneur; fit guide for both body and soul. Had you ev­er any rea­son to com­plain of him?”

			“Oh, no; quite the con­trary. But this gen­tle­man of yours of­ten used to tell me that my fa­ther and moth­er were dead. Did he de­ceive me, or did he speak the truth?”

			“He was com­pelled to com­ply with the or­ders giv­en him.”

			“Then he lied?”

			“In one re­spect. Your fa­ther is dead.”

			“And my moth­er?”

			“She is dead for you.”

			“But then she lives for oth­ers, does she not?”

			“Yes.”

			“And I—and I, then” (the young man looked sharply at Aramis) “am com­pelled to live in the ob­scu­ri­ty of a prison?”

			“Alas! I fear so.”

			“And that be­cause my pres­ence in the world would lead to the rev­e­la­tion of a great se­cret?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, a very great se­cret.”

			“My en­e­my must in­deed be pow­er­ful, to be able to shut up in the Bastille a child such as I then was.”

			“He is.”

			“More pow­er­ful than my moth­er, then?”

			“And why do you ask that?”

			“Be­cause my moth­er would have tak­en my part.”

			Aramis hes­i­tat­ed. “Yes, Mon­seigneur; more pow­er­ful than your moth­er.”

			“See­ing, then, that my nurse and pre­cep­tor were car­ried off, and that I, al­so, was sep­a­rat­ed from them—ei­ther they were, or I am, very dan­ger­ous to my en­e­my?”

			“Yes; but you are al­lud­ing to a per­il from which he freed him­self, by caus­ing the nurse and pre­cep­tor to dis­ap­pear,” an­swered Aramis, qui­et­ly.

			“Dis­ap­pear!” cried the pris­on­er, “how did they dis­ap­pear?”

			“In a very sure way,” an­swered Aramis—“they are dead.”

			The young man turned pale, and passed his hand trem­bling­ly over his face. “Poi­son?” he asked.

			“Poi­son.”

			The pris­on­er re­flect­ed a mo­ment. “My en­e­my must in­deed have been very cru­el, or hard be­set by ne­ces­si­ty, to as­sas­si­nate those two in­no­cent peo­ple, my sole sup­port; for the wor­thy gen­tle­man and the poor nurse had nev­er harmed a liv­ing be­ing.”

			“In your fam­i­ly, Mon­seigneur, ne­ces­si­ty is stern. And so it is ne­ces­si­ty which com­pels me, to my great re­gret, to tell you that this gen­tle­man and the un­hap­py la­dy have been as­sas­si­nat­ed.”

			“Oh, you tell me noth­ing I am not aware of,” said the pris­on­er, knit­ting his brows.

			“How?”

			“I sus­pect­ed it.”

			“Why?”

			“I will tell you.”

			At this mo­ment the young man, sup­port­ing him­self on his two el­bows, drew close to Aramis’s face, with such an ex­pres­sion of dig­ni­ty, of self-com­mand and of de­fi­ance even, that the bish­op felt the elec­tric­i­ty of en­thu­si­asm strike in de­vour­ing flash­es from that great heart of his, in­to his brain of adamant.

			“Speak, Mon­seigneur. I have al­ready told you that by con­vers­ing with you I en­dan­ger my life. Lit­tle val­ue as it has, I im­plore you to ac­cept it as the ran­som of your own.”

			“Well,” re­sumed the young man, “this is why I sus­pect­ed they had killed my nurse and my pre­cep­tor—”

			“Whom you used to call your fa­ther.”

			“Yes; whom I called my fa­ther, but whose son I well knew I was not.”

			“Who caused you to sup­pose so?”

			“Just as you, Mon­sieur, are too re­spect­ful for a friend, he was al­so too re­spect­ful for a fa­ther.”

			“I, how­ev­er,” said Aramis, “have no in­ten­tion to dis­guise my­self.”

			The young man nod­ded as­sent and con­tin­ued: “Un­doubt­ed­ly, I was not des­tined to per­pet­u­al seclu­sion,” said the pris­on­er; “and that which makes me be­lieve so, above all, now, is the care that was tak­en to ren­der me as ac­com­plished a cav­a­lier as pos­si­ble. The gen­tle­man at­tached to my per­son taught me ev­ery­thing he knew him­self—math­e­mat­ics, a lit­tle ge­om­e­try, as­tron­o­my, fenc­ing and rid­ing. Ev­ery morn­ing I went through mil­i­tary ex­er­cis­es, and prac­ticed on horse­back. Well, one morn­ing dur­ing the sum­mer, it be­ing very hot, I went to sleep in the hall. Noth­ing, up to that pe­ri­od, ex­cept the re­spect paid me, had en­light­ened me, or even roused my sus­pi­cions. I lived as chil­dren, as birds, as plants, as the air and the sun do. I had just turned my fif­teenth year—”

			“This, then, is eight years ago?”

			“Yes, near­ly; but I have ceased to reck­on time.”

			“Ex­cuse me; but what did your tu­tor tell you, to en­cour­age you to work?”

			“He used to say that a man was bound to make for him­self, in the world, that for­tune which Heav­en had re­fused him at his birth. He added that, be­ing a poor, ob­scure or­phan, I had no one but my­self to look to; and that no­body ei­ther did, or ev­er would, take any in­ter­est in me. I was, then, in the hall I have spo­ken of, asleep from fa­tigue with long fenc­ing. My pre­cep­tor was in his room on the first floor, just over me. Sud­den­ly I heard him ex­claim, and then he called: ‘Péronne! Péronne!’ It was my nurse whom he called.”

			“Yes, I know it,” said Aramis. “Con­tin­ue, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Very like­ly she was in the gar­den; for my pre­cep­tor came hasti­ly down­stairs. I rose, anx­ious at see­ing him anx­ious. He opened the gar­den-door, still cry­ing out, ‘Péronne! Péronne!’ The win­dows of the hall looked in­to the court; the shut­ters were closed; but through a chink in them I saw my tu­tor draw near a large well, which was al­most di­rect­ly un­der the win­dows of his study. He stooped over the brim, looked in­to the well, and again cried out, and made wild and af­fright­ed ges­tures. Where I was, I could not on­ly see, but hear—and see and hear I did.”

			“Go on, I pray you,” said Aramis.

			“Dame Péronne came run­ning up, hear­ing the gov­er­nor’s cries. He went to meet her, took her by the arm, and drew her quick­ly to­wards the edge; af­ter which, as they both bent over it to­geth­er, ‘Look, look,’ cried he, ‘what a mis­for­tune!’

			“ ‘Calm your­self, calm your­self,’ said Péronne; ‘what is the mat­ter?’

			“ ‘The let­ter!’ he ex­claimed; ‘do you see that let­ter?’ point­ing to the bot­tom of the well.

			“ ‘What let­ter?’ she cried.

			“ ‘The let­ter you see down there; the last let­ter from the queen.’

			“At this word I trem­bled. My tu­tor—he who passed for my fa­ther, he who was con­tin­u­al­ly rec­om­mend­ing me mod­esty and hu­mil­i­ty—in cor­re­spon­dence with the queen!

			“ ‘The queen’s last let­ter!’ cried Péronne, with­out show­ing more as­ton­ish­ment than at see­ing this let­ter at the bot­tom of the well; ‘but how came it there?’

			“ ‘A chance, Dame Péronne—a sin­gu­lar chance. I was en­ter­ing my room, and on open­ing the door, the win­dow, too, be­ing open, a puff of air came sud­den­ly and car­ried off this pa­per—this let­ter of Her Majesty’s; I dart­ed af­ter it, and gained the win­dow just in time to see it flut­ter a mo­ment in the breeze and dis­ap­pear down the well.’

			“ ‘Well,’ said Dame Péronne; ‘and if the let­ter has fall­en in­to the well, ’tis all the same as if it was burnt; and as the queen burns all her let­ters ev­ery time she comes—’

			“And so you see this la­dy who came ev­ery month was the queen,” said the pris­on­er.

			“ ‘Doubt­less, doubt­less,’ con­tin­ued the old gen­tle­man; ‘but this let­ter con­tained in­struc­tions—how can I fol­low them?’

			“ ‘Write im­me­di­ate­ly to her; give her a plain ac­count of the ac­ci­dent, and the queen will no doubt write you an­oth­er let­ter in place of this.’

			“ ‘Oh! the queen would nev­er be­lieve the sto­ry,’ said the good gen­tle­man, shak­ing his head; ‘she will imag­ine that I want to keep this let­ter in­stead of giv­ing it up like the rest, so as to have a hold over her. She is so dis­trust­ful, and M. de Mazarin so—Yon dev­il of an Ital­ian is ca­pa­ble of hav­ing us poi­soned at the first breath of sus­pi­cion.’ ”

			Aramis al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly smiled.

			“ ‘You know, Dame Péronne, they are both so sus­pi­cious in all that con­cerns Philippe.’

			“Philippe was the name they gave me,” said the pris­on­er.

			“ ‘Well, ’tis no use hes­i­tat­ing,’ said Dame Péronne, ‘some­body must go down the well.’

			“ ‘Of course; so that the per­son who goes down may read the pa­per as he is com­ing up.’

			“ ‘But let us choose some vil­lager who can­not read, and then you will be at ease.’

			“ ‘Grant­ed; but will not any­one who de­scends guess that a pa­per must be im­por­tant for which we risk a man’s life? How­ev­er, you have giv­en me an idea, Dame Péronne; some­body shall go down the well, but that some­body shall be my­self.’

			“But at this no­tion Dame Péronne lament­ed and cried in such a man­ner, and so im­plored the old no­ble­man, with tears in her eyes, that he promised her to ob­tain a lad­der long enough to reach down, while she went in search of some stout­heart­ed youth, whom she was to per­suade that a jew­el had fall­en in­to the well, and that this jew­el was wrapped in a pa­per. ‘And as pa­per,’ re­marked my pre­cep­tor, ‘nat­u­ral­ly un­folds in wa­ter, the young man would not be sur­prised at find­ing noth­ing, af­ter all, but the let­ter wide open.’

			“ ‘But per­haps the writ­ing will be al­ready ef­faced by that time,’ said Dame Péronne.

			“ ‘No con­se­quence, pro­vid­ed we se­cure the let­ter. On re­turn­ing it to the queen, she will see at once that we have not be­trayed her; and con­se­quent­ly, as we shall not rouse the dis­trust of Mazarin, we shall have noth­ing to fear from him.’

			“Hav­ing come to this res­o­lu­tion, they part­ed. I pushed back the shut­ter, and, see­ing that my tu­tor was about to re-en­ter, I threw my­self on my couch, in a con­fu­sion of brain caused by all I had just heard. My gov­er­nor opened the door a few mo­ments af­ter, and think­ing I was asleep gen­tly closed it again. As soon as ev­er it was shut, I rose, and, lis­ten­ing, heard the sound of re­tir­ing foot­steps. Then I re­turned to the shut­ters, and saw my tu­tor and Dame Péronne go out to­geth­er. I was alone in the house. They had hard­ly closed the gate be­fore I sprang from the win­dow and ran to the well. Then, just as my gov­er­nor had leaned over, so leaned I. Some­thing white and lu­mi­nous glis­tened in the green and quiv­er­ing si­lence of the wa­ter. The bril­liant disk fas­ci­nat­ed and al­lured me; my eyes be­came fixed, and I could hard­ly breathe. The well seemed to draw me down­wards with its slimy mouth and icy breath; and I thought I read, at the bot­tom of the wa­ter, char­ac­ters of fire traced up­on the let­ter the queen had touched. Then, scarce­ly know­ing what I was about, and urged on by one of those in­stinc­tive im­puls­es which drive men to de­struc­tion, I low­ered the cord from the wind­lass of the well to with­in about three feet of the wa­ter, leav­ing the buck­et dan­gling, at the same time tak­ing in­fi­nite pains not to dis­turb that cov­et­ed let­ter, which was be­gin­ning to change its white tint for the hue of chryso­prase—proof enough that it was sink­ing—and then, with the rope wel­ter­ing in my hands, slid down in­to the abyss. When I saw my­self hang­ing over the dark pool, when I saw the sky less­en­ing above my head, a cold shud­der came over me, a chill fear got the bet­ter of me, I was seized with gid­di­ness, and the hair rose on my head; but my strong will still reigned supreme over all the ter­ror and dis­qui­etude. I gained the wa­ter, and at once plunged in­to it, hold­ing on by one hand, while I im­mersed the oth­er and seized the dear let­ter, which, alas! came in two in my grasp. I con­cealed the two frag­ments in my body-coat, and, help­ing my­self with my feet against the sides of the pit, and cling­ing on with my hands, ag­ile and vig­or­ous as I was, and, above all, pressed for time, I re­gained the brink, drench­ing it as I touched it with the wa­ter that streamed off me. I was no soon­er out of the well with my prize, than I rushed in­to the sun­light, and took refuge in a kind of shrub­bery at the bot­tom of the gar­den. As I en­tered my hid­ing-place, the bell which re­sound­ed when the great gate was opened, rang. It was my pre­cep­tor come back again. I had but just time. I cal­cu­lat­ed that it would take ten min­utes be­fore he would gain my place of con­ceal­ment, even if, guess­ing where I was, he came straight to it; and twen­ty if he were obliged to look for me. But this was time enough to al­low me to read the cher­ished let­ter, whose frag­ments I has­tened to unite again. The writ­ing was al­ready fad­ing, but I man­aged to de­ci­pher it all.

			“And will you tell me what you read there­in, Mon­seigneur?” asked Aramis, deeply in­ter­est­ed.

			“Quite enough, Mon­sieur, to see that my tu­tor was a man of no­ble rank, and that Péronne, with­out be­ing a la­dy of qual­i­ty, was far bet­ter than a ser­vant; and al­so to per­ceived that I must my­self be high­born, since the queen, Anne of Aus­tria, and Mazarin, the prime min­is­ter, com­mend­ed me so earnest­ly to their care.” Here the young man paused, quite over­come.

			“And what hap­pened?” asked Aramis.

			“It hap­pened, Mon­sieur,” an­swered he, “that the work­men they had sum­moned found noth­ing in the well, af­ter the clos­est search; that my gov­er­nor per­ceived that the brink was all wa­tery; that I was not so dried by the sun as to pre­vent Dame Péronne spy­ing that my gar­ments were moist; and, last­ly, that I was seized with a vi­o­lent fever, ow­ing to the chill and the ex­cite­ment of my dis­cov­ery, an at­tack of delir­i­um su­per­ven­ing, dur­ing which I re­lat­ed the whole ad­ven­ture; so that, guid­ed by my avow­al, my gov­er­nor found the pieces of the queen’s let­ter in­side the bol­ster where I had con­cealed them.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis, “now I un­der­stand.”

			“Be­yond this, all is con­jec­ture. Doubt­less the un­for­tu­nate la­dy and gen­tle­man, not dar­ing to keep the oc­cur­rence se­cret, wrote of all this to the queen and sent back the torn let­ter.”

			“Af­ter which,” said Aramis, “you were ar­rest­ed and re­moved to the Bastille.”

			“As you see.”

			“Your two at­ten­dants dis­ap­peared?”

			“Alas!”

			“Let us not take up our time with the dead, but see what can be done with the liv­ing. You told me you were re­signed.”

			“I re­peat it.”

			“With­out any de­sire for free­dom?”

			“As I told you.”

			“With­out am­bi­tion, sor­row, or thought?”

			The young man made no an­swer.

			“Well,” asked Aramis, “why are you silent?”

			“I think I have spo­ken enough,” an­swered the pris­on­er, “and that now it is your turn. I am weary.”

			Aramis gath­ered him­self up, and a shade of deep solem­ni­ty spread it­self over his coun­te­nance. It was ev­i­dent that he had reached the cri­sis in the part he had come to the prison to play. “One ques­tion,” said Aramis.

			“What is it? speak.”

			“In the house you in­hab­it­ed there were nei­ther look­ing-glass­es nor mir­rors?”

			“What are those two words, and what is their mean­ing?” asked the young man; “I have no sort of knowl­edge of them.”

			“They des­ig­nate two pieces of fur­ni­ture which re­flect ob­jects; so that, for in­stance, you may see in them your own lin­ea­ments, as you see mine now, with the naked eye.”

			“No; there was nei­ther a glass nor a mir­ror in the house,” an­swered the young man.

			Aramis looked round him. “Nor is there any­thing of the kind here, ei­ther,” he said; “they have again tak­en the same pre­cau­tion.”

			“To what end?”

			“You will know di­rect­ly. Now, you have told me that you were in­struct­ed in math­e­mat­ics, as­tron­o­my, fenc­ing, and rid­ing; but you have not said a word about his­to­ry.”

			“My tu­tor some­times re­lat­ed to me the prin­ci­pal deeds of the King St. Louis, King Fran­cis I, and King Hen­ry IV.”

			“Is that all?”

			“Very near­ly.”

			“This al­so was done by de­sign, then; just as they de­prived you of mir­rors, which re­flect the present, so they left you in ig­no­rance of his­to­ry, which re­flects the past. Since your im­pris­on­ment, books have been for­bid­den you; so that you are un­ac­quaint­ed with a num­ber of facts, by means of which you would be able to re­con­struct the shat­tered man­sion of your rec­ol­lec­tions and your hopes.”

			“It is true,” said the young man.

			“Lis­ten, then; I will in a few words tell you what has passed in France dur­ing the last twen­ty-three or twen­ty-four years; that is, from the prob­a­ble date of your birth; in a word, from the time that in­ter­ests you.”

			“Say on.” And the young man re­sumed his se­ri­ous and at­ten­tive at­ti­tude.

			“Do you know who was the son of Hen­ry IV?”

			“At least I know who his suc­ces­sor was.”

			“How?”

			“By means of a coin dat­ed 1610, which bears the ef­fi­gy of Hen­ry IV; and an­oth­er of 1612, bear­ing that of Louis XI­II. So I pre­sumed that, there be­ing on­ly two years be­tween the two dates, Louis was Hen­ry’s suc­ces­sor.”

			“Then,” said Aramis, “you know that the last reign­ing monarch was Louis XI­II?”

			“I do,” an­swered the youth, slight­ly red­den­ing.

			“Well, he was a prince full of no­ble ideas and great projects, al­ways, alas! de­ferred by the trou­ble of the times and the dread strug­gle that his min­is­ter Riche­lieu had to main­tain against the great no­bles of France. The king him­self was of a fee­ble char­ac­ter, and died young and un­hap­py.”

			“I know it.”

			“He had been long anx­ious about hav­ing an heir; a care which weighs heav­i­ly on princes, who de­sire to leave be­hind them more than one pledge that their best thoughts and works will be con­tin­ued.”

			“Did the king, then, die child­less?” asked the pris­on­er, smil­ing.

			“No, but he was long with­out one, and for a long while thought he should be the last of his race. This idea had re­duced him to the depths of de­spair, when sud­den­ly, his wife, Anne of Aus­tria—”

			The pris­on­er trem­bled.

			“Did you know,” said Aramis, “that Louis XI­II’s wife was called Anne of Aus­tria?”

			“Con­tin­ue,” said the young man, with­out re­ply­ing to the ques­tion.

			“When sud­den­ly,” re­sumed Aramis, “the queen an­nounced an in­ter­est­ing event. There was great joy at the in­tel­li­gence, and all prayed for her hap­py de­liv­ery. On the 5th of Sep­tem­ber, 1638, she gave birth to a son.”

			Here Aramis looked at his com­pan­ion, and thought he ob­served him turn­ing pale. “You are about to hear,” said Aramis, “an ac­count which few in­deed could now avouch; for it refers to a se­cret which they imag­ined buried with the dead, en­tombed in the abyss of the con­fes­sion­al.”

			“And you will tell me this se­cret?” broke in the youth.

			“Oh!” said Aramis, with un­mis­tak­able em­pha­sis, “I do not know that I ought to risk this se­cret by en­trust­ing it to one who has no de­sire to quit the Bastille.”

			“I hear you, Mon­sieur.”

			“The queen, then, gave birth to a son. But while the court was re­joic­ing over the event, when the king had shown the new­born child to the no­bil­i­ty and peo­ple, and was sit­ting gay­ly down to ta­ble, to cel­e­brate the event, the queen, who was alone in her room, was again tak­en ill and gave birth to a sec­ond son.”

			“Oh!” said the pris­on­er, be­tray­ing a bet­ter ac­quain­tance with af­fairs than he had owned to, “I thought that Mon­sieur was on­ly born in—”

			Aramis raised his fin­ger; “Per­mit me to con­tin­ue,” he said.

			The pris­on­er sighed im­pa­tient­ly, and paused.

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “the queen had a sec­ond son, whom Dame Péronne, the mid­wife, re­ceived in her arms.”

			“Dame Péronne!” mur­mured the young man.

			“They ran at once to the ban­quet­ing-room, and whis­pered to the king what had hap­pened; he rose and quit­ted the ta­ble. But this time it was no longer hap­pi­ness that his face ex­pressed, but some­thing akin to ter­ror. The birth of twins changed in­to bit­ter­ness the joy to which that of an on­ly son had giv­en rise, see­ing that in France (a fact you are as­sured­ly ig­no­rant of) it is the old­est of the king’s sons who suc­ceeds his fa­ther.”

			“I know it.”

			“And that the doc­tors and ju­rists as­sert that there is ground for doubt­ing whether the son that first makes his ap­pear­ance is the el­der by the law of heav­en and of na­ture.”

			The pris­on­er ut­tered a smoth­ered cry, and be­came whiter than the cov­er­let un­der which he hid him­self.

			“Now you un­der­stand,” pur­sued Aramis, “that the king, who with so much plea­sure saw him­self re­peat­ed in one, was in de­spair about two; fear­ing that the sec­ond might dis­pute the first’s claim to se­nior­i­ty, which had been rec­og­nized on­ly two hours be­fore; and so this sec­ond son, re­ly­ing on par­ty in­ter­ests and caprices, might one day sow dis­cord and en­gen­der civ­il war through­out the king­dom; by these means de­stroy­ing the very dy­nasty he should have strength­ened.”

			“Oh, I un­der­stand!—I un­der­stand!” mur­mured the young man.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Aramis; “this is what they re­late, what they de­clare; this is why one of the queen’s two sons, shame­ful­ly part­ed from his broth­er, shame­ful­ly se­questered, is buried in pro­found ob­scu­ri­ty; this is why that sec­ond son has dis­ap­peared, and so com­plete­ly, that not a soul in France, save his moth­er, is aware of his ex­is­tence.”

			“Yes! his moth­er, who has cast him off,” cried the pris­on­er in a tone of de­spair.

			“Ex­cept, al­so,” Aramis went on, “the la­dy in the black dress; and, fi­nal­ly, ex­cept­ing—”

			“Ex­cept­ing your­self—is it not? You who come and re­late all this; you, who rouse in my soul cu­rios­i­ty, ha­tred, am­bi­tion, and, per­haps, even the thirst of vengeance; ex­cept you, Mon­sieur, who, if you are the man to whom I ex­pect, whom the note I have re­ceived ap­plies to, whom, in short, Heav­en ought to send me, must pos­sess about you—”

			“What?” asked Aramis.

			“A por­trait of the king, Louis XIV, who at this mo­ment reigns up­on the throne of France.”

			“Here is the por­trait,” replied the bish­op, hand­ing the pris­on­er a minia­ture in enam­el, on which Louis was de­pict­ed life­like, with a hand­some, lofty mien. The pris­on­er ea­ger­ly seized the por­trait, and gazed at it with de­vour­ing eyes.

			“And now, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis, “here is a mir­ror.” Aramis left the pris­on­er time to re­cov­er his ideas.

			“So high!—so high!” mur­mured the young man, ea­ger­ly com­par­ing the like­ness of Louis with his own coun­te­nance re­flect­ed in the glass.

			“What do you think of it?” at length said Aramis.

			“I think that I am lost,” replied the cap­tive; “the king will nev­er set me free.”

			“And I—I de­mand to know,” added the bish­op, fix­ing his pierc­ing eyes sig­nif­i­cant­ly up­on the pris­on­er, “I de­mand to know which of these two is king; the one this minia­ture por­trays, or whom the glass re­flects?”

			“The king, Mon­sieur,” sad­ly replied the young man, “is he who is on the throne, who is not in prison; and who, on the oth­er hand, can cause oth­ers to be en­tombed there. Roy­al­ty means pow­er; and you be­hold how pow­er­less I am.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” an­swered Aramis, with a re­spect he had not yet man­i­fest­ed, “the king, mark me, will, if you de­sire it, be the one that, quit­ting his dun­geon, shall main­tain him­self up­on the throne, on which his friends will place him.”

			“Tempt me not, Mon­sieur,” broke in the pris­on­er bit­ter­ly.

			“Be not weak, Mon­seigneur,” per­sist­ed Aramis; “I have brought you all the proofs of your birth; con­sult them; sat­is­fy your­self that you are a king’s son; it is for us to act.”

			“No, no; it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Un­less, in­deed,” re­sumed the bish­op iron­i­cal­ly, “it be the des­tiny of your race, that the broth­ers ex­clud­ed from the throne should be al­ways princes void of courage and hon­esty, as was your un­cle, M. Gas­ton d’Or­léans, who ten times con­spired against his broth­er Louis XI­II.”

			“What!” cried the prince, as­ton­ished; “my un­cle Gas­ton ‘con­spired against his broth­er’; con­spired to de­throne him?”

			“Ex­act­ly, Mon­seigneur; for no oth­er rea­son. I tell you the truth.”

			“And he had friends—de­vot­ed friends?”

			“As much so as I am to you.”

			“And, af­ter all, what did he do?—Failed!”

			“He failed, I ad­mit; but al­ways through his own fault; and, for the sake of pur­chas­ing—not his life—for the life of the king’s broth­er is sa­cred and in­vi­o­lable—but his lib­er­ty, he sac­ri­ficed the lives of all his friends, one af­ter an­oth­er. And so, at this day, he is a very blot on his­to­ry, the de­tes­ta­tion of a hun­dred no­ble fam­i­lies in this king­dom.”

			“I un­der­stand, Mon­sieur; ei­ther by weak­ness or treach­ery, my un­cle slew his friends.”

			“By weak­ness; which, in princes, is al­ways treach­ery.”

			“And can­not a man fail, then, from in­ca­pac­i­ty and ig­no­rance? Do you re­al­ly be­lieve it pos­si­ble that a poor cap­tive such as I, brought up, not on­ly at a dis­tance from the court, but even from the world—do you be­lieve it pos­si­ble that such a one could as­sist those of his friends who should at­tempt to serve him?” And as Aramis was about to re­ply, the young man sud­den­ly cried out, with a vi­o­lence which be­trayed the tem­per of his blood, “We are speak­ing of friends; but how can I have any friends—I, whom no one knows; and have nei­ther lib­er­ty, mon­ey, nor in­flu­ence, to gain any?”

			“I fan­cy I had the hon­or to of­fer my­self to Your Roy­al High­ness.”

			“Oh, do not style me so, Mon­sieur; ’tis ei­ther treach­ery or cru­el­ty. Bid me not think of aught be­yond these prison-walls, which so grim­ly con­fine me; let me again love, or, at least, sub­mit to my slav­ery and my ob­scu­ri­ty.”

			“Mon­seigneur, Mon­seigneur; if you again ut­ter these des­per­ate words—if, af­ter hav­ing re­ceived proof of your high birth, you still re­main poor-spir­it­ed in body and soul, I will com­ply with your de­sire, I will de­part, and re­nounce for­ev­er the ser­vice of a mas­ter, to whom so ea­ger­ly I came to de­vote my as­sis­tance and my life!”

			“Mon­sieur,” cried the prince, “would it not have been bet­ter for you to have re­flect­ed, be­fore telling me all that you have done, that you have bro­ken my heart for­ev­er?”

			“And so I de­sire to do, Mon­seigneur.”

			“To talk to me about pow­er, grandeur, aye, and to prate of thrones! Is a prison the fit place? You wish to make me be­lieve in splen­dor, and we are ly­ing lost in night; you boast of glo­ry, and we are smoth­er­ing our words in the cur­tains of this mis­er­able bed; you give me glimpses of pow­er ab­so­lute whilst I hear the foot­steps of the ev­ery-watch­ful jail­er in the cor­ri­dor—that step which, af­ter all, makes you trem­ble more than it does me. To ren­der me some­what less in­cred­u­lous, free me from the Bastille; let me breathe the fresh air; give me my spurs and trusty sword, then we shall be­gin to un­der­stand each oth­er.”

			“It is pre­cise­ly my in­ten­tion to give you all this, Mon­seigneur, and more; on­ly, do you de­sire it?”

			“A word more,” said the prince. “I know there are guards in ev­ery gallery, bolts to ev­ery door, can­non and sol­diery at ev­ery bar­ri­er. How will you over­come the sen­tries—spike the guns? How will you break through the bolts and bars?”

			“Mon­seigneur—how did you get the note which an­nounced my ar­rival to you?”

			“You can bribe a jail­er for such a thing as a note.”

			“If we can cor­rupt one turnkey, we can cor­rupt ten.”

			“Well; I ad­mit that it may be pos­si­ble to re­lease a poor cap­tive from the Bastille; pos­si­ble so to con­ceal him that the king’s peo­ple shall not again en­snare him; pos­si­ble, in some un­known re­treat, to sus­tain the un­hap­py wretch in some suit­able man­ner.”

			“Mon­seigneur!” said Aramis, smil­ing.

			“I ad­mit that, who­ev­er would do this much for me, would seem more than mor­tal in my eyes; but as you tell me I am a prince, broth­er of the king, how can you re­store me the rank and pow­er which my moth­er and my broth­er have de­prived me of? And as, to ef­fect this, I must pass a life of war and ha­tred, how can you cause me to pre­vail in those com­bats—ren­der me in­vul­ner­a­ble by my en­e­mies? Ah! Mon­sieur, re­flect on all this; place me, to­mor­row, in some dark cav­ern at a moun­tain’s base; yield me the de­light of hear­ing in free­dom sounds of riv­er, plain and val­ley, of be­hold­ing in free­dom the sun of the blue heav­ens, or the stormy sky, and it is enough. Prom­ise me no more than this, for, in­deed, more you can­not give, and it would be a crime to de­ceive me, since you call your­self my friend.”

			Aramis wait­ed in si­lence. “Mon­seigneur,” he re­sumed, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, “I ad­mire the firm, sound sense which dic­tates your words; I am hap­py to have dis­cov­ered my monarch’s mind.”

			“Again, again! oh, God! for mer­cy’s sake,” cried the prince, press­ing his icy hands up­on his clam­my brow, “do not play with me! I have no need to be a king to be the hap­pi­est of men.”

			“But I, Mon­seigneur, wish you to be a king for the good of hu­man­i­ty.”

			“Ah!” said the prince, with fresh dis­trust in­spired by the word; “ah! with what, then, has hu­man­i­ty to re­proach my broth­er?”

			“I for­got to say, Mon­seigneur, that if you would al­low me to guide you, and if you con­sent to be­come the most pow­er­ful monarch in Chris­ten­dom, you will have pro­mot­ed the in­ter­ests of all the friends whom I de­vote to the suc­cess of your cause, and these friends are nu­mer­ous.”

			“Nu­mer­ous?”

			“Less nu­mer­ous than pow­er­ful, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble; I will ex­plain, I swear be­fore Heav­en, on that day that I see you sit­ting on the throne of France.”

			“But my broth­er?”

			“You shall de­cree his fate. Do you pity him?”

			“Him, who leaves me to per­ish in a dun­geon? No, no. For him I have no pity!”

			“So much the bet­ter.”

			“He might have him­self come to this prison, have tak­en me by the hand, and have said, ‘My broth­er, Heav­en cre­at­ed us to love, not to con­tend with one an­oth­er. I come to you. A bar­barous prej­u­dice has con­demned you to pass your days in ob­scu­ri­ty, far from mankind, de­prived of ev­ery joy. I will make you sit down be­side me; I will buck­le round your waist our fa­ther’s sword. Will you take ad­van­tage of this rec­on­cil­i­a­tion to put down or re­strain me? Will you em­ploy that sword to spill my blood?’ ‘Oh! nev­er,’ I would have replied to him, ‘I look on you as my pre­serv­er, I will re­spect you as my mas­ter. You give me far more than Heav­en be­stowed; for through you I pos­sess lib­er­ty and the priv­i­lege of lov­ing and be­ing loved in this world.’ ”

			“And you would have kept your word, Mon­seigneur?”

			“On my life! While now—now that I have guilty ones to pun­ish—”

			“In what man­ner, Mon­seigneur?”

			“What do you say as to the re­sem­blance that Heav­en has giv­en me to my broth­er?”

			“I say that there was in that like­ness a prov­i­den­tial in­struc­tion which the king ought to have heed­ed; I say that your moth­er com­mit­ted a crime in ren­der­ing those dif­fer­ent in hap­pi­ness and for­tune whom na­ture cre­at­ed so star­tling­ly alike, of her own flesh, and I con­clude that the ob­ject of pun­ish­ment should be on­ly to re­store the equi­lib­ri­um.”

			“By which you mean—”

			“That if I re­store you to your place on your broth­er’s throne, he shall take yours in prison.”

			“Alas! there’s such in­fin­i­ty of suf­fer­ing in prison, es­pe­cial­ly it would be so for one who has drunk so deeply of the cup of en­joy­ment.”

			“Your Roy­al High­ness will al­ways be free to act as you may de­sire; and if it seems good to you, af­ter pun­ish­ment, you will have it in your pow­er to par­don.”

			“Good. And now, are you aware of one thing, Mon­sieur?”

			“Tell me, my prince.”

			“It is that I will hear noth­ing fur­ther from you till I am clear of the Bastille.”

			“I was go­ing to say to Your High­ness that I should on­ly have the plea­sure of see­ing you once again.”

			“And when?”

			“The day when my prince leaves these gloomy walls.”

			“Heav­ens! how will you give me no­tice of it?”

			“By my­self com­ing to fetch you.”

			“Your­self?”

			“My prince, do not leave this cham­ber save with me, or if in my ab­sence you are com­pelled to do so, re­mem­ber that I am not con­cerned in it.”

			“And so I am not to speak a word of this to any­one what­ev­er, save to you?”

			“Save on­ly to me.” Aramis bowed very low. The prince of­fered his hand.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said, in a tone that is­sued from his heart, “one word more, my last. If you have sought me for my de­struc­tion; if you are on­ly a tool in the hands of my en­e­mies; if from our con­fer­ence, in which you have sound­ed the depths of my mind, any­thing worse than cap­tiv­i­ty re­sult, that is to say, if death be­fall me, still re­ceive my bless­ing, for you will have end­ed my trou­bles and giv­en me re­pose from the tor­ment­ing fever that has preyed on me for eight long weary years.”

			“Mon­seigneur, wait the re­sult ere you judge me,” said Aramis.

			“I say that, in such a case, I bless and for­give you. If, on the oth­er hand, you are come to re­store me to that po­si­tion in the sun­shine of for­tune and glo­ry to which I was des­tined by Heav­en; if by your means I am en­abled to live in the mem­o­ry of man, and con­fer lus­ter on my race by deeds of val­or, or by sol­id ben­e­fits be­stowed up­on my peo­ple; if, from my present depths of sor­row, aid­ed by your gen­er­ous hand, I raise my­self to the very height of hon­or, then to you, whom I thank with bless­ings, to you will I of­fer half my pow­er and my glo­ry: though you would still be but part­ly rec­om­pensed, and your share must al­ways re­main in­com­plete, since I could not di­vide with you the hap­pi­ness re­ceived at your hands.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied Aramis, moved by the pal­lor and ex­cite­ment of the young man, “the no­ble­ness of your heart fills me with joy and ad­mi­ra­tion. It is not you who will have to thank me, but rather the na­tion whom you will ren­der hap­py, the pos­ter­i­ty whose name you will make glo­ri­ous. Yes; I shall in­deed have be­stowed up­on you more than life, I shall have giv­en you im­mor­tal­i­ty.”

			The prince of­fered his hand to Aramis, who sank up­on his knee and kissed it.

			“It is the first act of homage paid to our fu­ture king,” said he. “When I see you again, I shall say, ‘Good day, sire.’ ”

			“Till then,” said the young man, press­ing his wan and wast­ed fin­gers over his heart—“till then, no more dreams, no more strain on my life—my heart would break! Oh, Mon­sieur, how small is my prison—how low the win­dow—how nar­row are the doors! To think that so much pride, splen­dor, and hap­pi­ness, should be able to en­ter in and to re­main here!”

			“Your Roy­al High­ness makes me proud,” said Aramis, “since you in­fer it is I who brought all this.” And he rapped im­me­di­ate­ly on the door. The jail­er came to open it with Baise­meaux, who, de­voured by fear and un­easi­ness, was be­gin­ning, in spite of him­self, to lis­ten at the door. Hap­pi­ly, nei­ther of the speak­ers had for­got­ten to smoth­er his voice, even in the most pas­sion­ate out­breaks.

			“What a con­fes­sor!” said the gov­er­nor, forc­ing a laugh; “who would be­lieve that a com­pul­so­ry recluse, a man as though in the very jaws of death, could have com­mit­ted crimes so nu­mer­ous, and so long to tell of?”

			Aramis made no re­ply. He was ea­ger to leave the Bastille, where the se­cret which over­whelmed him seemed to dou­ble the weight of the walls. As soon as they reached Baise­meaux’s quar­ters, “Let us pro­ceed to busi­ness, my dear gov­er­nor,” said Aramis.

			“Alas!” replied Baise­meaux.

			“You have to ask me for my re­ceipt for one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand livres,” said the bish­op.

			“And to pay over the first third of the sum,” added the poor gov­er­nor, with a sigh, tak­ing three steps to­wards his iron strong­box.

			“Here is the re­ceipt,” said Aramis.

			“And here is the mon­ey,” re­turned Baise­meaux, with a three­fold sigh.

			“The or­der in­struct­ed me on­ly to give a re­ceipt; it said noth­ing about re­ceiv­ing the mon­ey,” re­joined Aramis. “Adieu, Mon­sieur le Gov­erneur!”

			And he de­part­ed, leav­ing Baise­meaux al­most more than sti­fled with joy and sur­prise at this re­gal present so lib­er­al­ly be­stowed by the con­fes­sor ex­tra­or­di­nary to the Bastille.
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				How Mous­ton Had Be­come Fat­ter With­out Giv­ing Porthos No­tice There­of, and of the Trou­bles Which Con­se­quent­ly Be­fell That Wor­thy Gen­tle­man

			
			Since the de­par­ture of Athos for Blois, Porthos and d’Artag­nan were sel­dom to­geth­er. One was oc­cu­pied with ha­rass­ing du­ties for the king, the oth­er had been mak­ing many pur­chas­es of fur­ni­ture which he in­tend­ed to for­ward to his es­tate, and by aid of which he hoped to es­tab­lish in his var­i­ous res­i­dences some­thing of the court­ly lux­u­ry he had wit­nessed in all its daz­zling bright­ness in His Majesty’s so­ci­ety. D’Artag­nan, ev­er faith­ful, one morn­ing dur­ing an in­ter­val of ser­vice thought about Porthos, and be­ing un­easy at not hav­ing heard any­thing of him for a fort­night, di­rect­ed his steps to­wards his ho­tel, and pounced up­on him just as he was get­ting up. The wor­thy baron had a pen­sive—nay, more than pen­sive—melan­choly air. He was sit­ting on his bed, on­ly half-dressed, and with legs dan­gling over the edge, con­tem­plat­ing a host of gar­ments, which with their fringes, lace, em­broi­dery, and slash­es of ill-as­sort­ed hues, were strewed all over the floor. Porthos, sad and re­flec­tive as La Fontaine’s hare, did not ob­serve d’Artag­nan’s en­trance, which was, more­over, screened at this mo­ment by M. Mous­ton, whose per­son­al cor­pu­len­cy, quite enough at any time to hide one man from an­oth­er, was ef­fec­tu­al­ly dou­bled by a scar­let coat which the in­ten­dant was hold­ing up for his mas­ter’s in­spec­tion, by the sleeves, that he might the bet­ter see it all over. D’Artag­nan stopped at the thresh­old and looked in at the pen­sive Porthos and then, as the sight of the in­nu­mer­able gar­ments strew­ing the floor caused mighty sighs to heave the bo­som of that ex­cel­lent gen­tle­man, d’Artag­nan thought it time to put an end to these dis­mal re­flec­tions, and coughed by way of an­nounc­ing him­self.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Porthos, whose coun­te­nance bright­ened with joy; “ah! ah! Here is d’Artag­nan. I shall then get hold of an idea!”

			At these words Mous­ton, doubt­ing what was go­ing on be­hind him, got out of the way, smil­ing kind­ly at the friend of his mas­ter, who thus found him­self freed from the ma­te­ri­al ob­sta­cle which had pre­vent­ed his reach­ing d’Artag­nan. Porthos made his stur­dy knees crack again in ris­ing, and cross­ing the room in two strides, found him­self face to face with his friend, whom he fold­ed to his breast with a force of af­fec­tion that seemed to in­crease with ev­ery day. “Ah!” he re­peat­ed, “you are al­ways wel­come, dear friend; but just now you are more wel­come than ev­er.”

			“But you seem to have the megrims here!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos replied by a look ex­pres­sive of de­jec­tion. “Well, then, tell me all about it, Porthos, my friend, un­less it is a se­cret.”

			“In the first place,” re­turned Porthos, “you know I have no se­crets from you. This, then, is what sad­dens me.”

			“Wait a minute, Porthos; let me first get rid of all this lit­ter of satin and vel­vet!”

			“Oh, nev­er mind,” said Porthos, con­temp­tu­ous­ly; “it is all trash.”

			“Trash, Porthos! Cloth at twen­ty-five livres an ell! gor­geous satin! re­gal vel­vet!”

			“Then you think these clothes are—”

			“Splen­did, Porthos, splen­did! I’ll wa­ger that you alone in France have so many; and sup­pose you nev­er had any more made, and were to live to be a hun­dred years of age, which wouldn’t as­ton­ish me in the very least, you could still wear a new dress the day of your death, with­out be­ing obliged to see the nose of a sin­gle tai­lor from now till then.”

			Porthos shook his head.

			“Come, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “this un­nat­u­ral melan­choly in you fright­ens me. My dear Porthos, pray get it out, then. And the soon­er the bet­ter.”

			“Yes, my friend, so I will: if, in­deed, it is pos­si­ble.”

			“Per­haps you have re­ceived bad news from Bra­cieux?”

			“No: they have felled the wood, and it has yield­ed a third more than the es­ti­mate.”

			“Then there has been a fall­ing-off in the pools of Pier­re­fonds?”

			“No, my friend: they have been fished, and there is enough left to stock all the pools in the neigh­bor­hood.”

			“Per­haps your es­tate at Val­lon has been de­stroyed by an earth­quake?”

			“No, my friend; on the con­trary, the ground was struck with light­ning a hun­dred paces from the château, and a foun­tain sprung up in a place en­tire­ly des­ti­tute of wa­ter.”

			“What in the world is the mat­ter, then?”

			“The fact is, I have re­ceived an in­vi­ta­tion for the fête at Vaux,” said Porthos, with a lugubri­ous ex­pres­sion.

			“Well! do you com­plain of that? The king has caused a hun­dred mor­tal heart­burn­ings among the courtiers by re­fus­ing in­vi­ta­tions. And so, my dear friend, you are re­al­ly go­ing to Vaux?”

			“In­deed I am!”

			“You will see a mag­nif­i­cent sight.”

			“Alas! I doubt it, though.”

			“Ev­ery­thing that is grand in France will be brought to­geth­er there!”

			“Ah!” cried Porthos, tear­ing out a lock of hair in his de­spair.

			“Eh! good heav­ens, are you ill?” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“I am as firm as the Pont-Neuf! It isn’t that.”

			“But what is it, then?”

			“ ’Tis that I have no clothes!”

			D’Artag­nan stood pet­ri­fied. “No clothes! Porthos, no clothes!” he cried, “when I see at least fifty suits on the floor.”

			“Fifty, tru­ly; but not one which fits me!”

			“What? not one that fits you? But are you not mea­sured, then, when you give an or­der?”

			“To be sure he is,” an­swered Mous­ton; “but un­for­tu­nate­ly I have got­ten stouter!”

			“What! you stouter!”

			“So much so that I am now big­ger than the baron. Would you be­lieve it, Mon­sieur?”

			“Par­bleu! it seems to me that is quite ev­i­dent.”

			“Do you see, stupid?” said Porthos, “that is quite ev­i­dent!”

			“Be still, my dear Porthos,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, be­com­ing slight­ly im­pa­tient, “I don’t un­der­stand why your clothes should not fit you, be­cause Mous­ton has grown stouter.”

			“I am go­ing to ex­plain it,” said Porthos. “You re­mem­ber hav­ing re­lat­ed to me the sto­ry of the Ro­man gen­er­al Antony, who had al­ways sev­en wild boars kept roast­ing, each cooked up to a dif­fer­ent point; so that he might be able to have his din­ner at any time of the day he chose to ask for it. Well, then, I re­solved, as at any time I might be in­vit­ed to court to spend a week, I re­solved to have al­ways sev­en suits ready for the oc­ca­sion.”

			“Cap­i­tal­ly rea­soned, Porthos—on­ly a man must have a for­tune like yours to grat­i­fy such whims. With­out count­ing the time lost in be­ing mea­sured, the fash­ions are al­ways chang­ing.”

			“That is ex­act­ly the point,” said Porthos, “in re­gard to which I flat­tered my­self I had hit on a very in­ge­nious de­vice.”

			“Tell me what it is; for I don’t doubt your ge­nius.”

			“You re­mem­ber what Mous­ton once was, then?”

			“Yes; when he used to call him­self Mous­que­ton.”

			“And you re­mem­ber, too, the pe­ri­od when he be­gan to grow fat­ter?”

			“No, not ex­act­ly. I beg your par­don, my good Mous­ton.”

			“Oh! you are not in fault, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­ton, gra­cious­ly. “You were in Paris, and as for us, we were at Pier­re­fonds.”

			“Well, well, my dear Porthos; there was a time when Mous­ton be­gan to grow fat. Is that what you wished to say?”

			“Yes, my friend; and I great­ly re­joice over the pe­ri­od.”

			“In­deed, I be­lieve you do,” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“You un­der­stand,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “what a world of trou­ble it spared for me.”

			“No, I don’t—by any means.”

			“Look here, my friend. In the first place, as you have said, to be mea­sured is a loss of time, even though it oc­cur on­ly once a fort­night. And then, one may be trav­el­ling; and then you wish to have sev­en suits al­ways with you. In short, I have a hor­ror of let­ting any­one take my mea­sure. Con­found it! ei­ther one is a no­ble­man or not. To be scru­ti­nized and scanned by a fel­low who com­plete­ly an­a­lyzes you, by inch and line—’tis de­grad­ing! Here, they find you too hol­low; there, too prom­i­nent. They rec­og­nize your strong and weak points. See, now, when we leave the mea­sur­er’s hands, we are like those strongholds whose an­gles and dif­fer­ent thick­ness­es have been as­cer­tained by a spy.”

			“In truth, my dear Porthos, you pos­sess ideas en­tire­ly orig­i­nal.”

			“Ah! you see when a man is an en­gi­neer—”

			“And has for­ti­fied Belle-Isle—’tis nat­u­ral, my friend.”

			“Well, I had an idea, which would doubt­less have proved a good one, but for Mous­ton’s care­less­ness.”

			D’Artag­nan glanced at Mous­ton, who replied by a slight move­ment of his body, as if to say, “You will see whether I am at all to blame in all this.”

			“I con­grat­u­lat­ed my­self, then,” re­sumed Porthos, “at see­ing Mous­ton get fat; and I did all I could, by means of sub­stan­tial feed­ing, to make him stout—al­ways in the hope that he would come to equal my­self in girth, and could then be mea­sured in my stead.”

			“Ah!” cried d’Artag­nan. “I see—that spared you both time and hu­mil­i­a­tion.”

			“Con­sid­er my joy when, af­ter a year and a half’s ju­di­cious feed­ing—for I used to feed him up my­self—the fel­low—”

			“Oh! I lent a good hand my­self, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­ton, humbly.

			“That’s true. Con­sid­er my joy when, one morn­ing, I per­ceived Mous­ton was obliged to squeeze in, as I once did my­self, to get through the lit­tle se­cret door that those fools of ar­chi­tects had made in the cham­ber of the late Madame du Val­lon, in the château of Pier­re­fonds. And, by the way, about that door, my friend, I should like to ask you, who know ev­ery­thing, why these wretch­es of ar­chi­tects, who ought to have the com­pass­es run in­to them, just to re­mind them, came to make door­ways through which no­body but thin peo­ple can pass?”

			“Oh, those doors,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, “were meant for gal­lants, and they have gen­er­al­ly slight and slen­der fig­ures.”

			“Madame du Val­lon had no gal­lant!” an­swered Porthos, ma­jes­ti­cal­ly.

			“Per­fect­ly true, my friend,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan; “but the ar­chi­tects were prob­a­bly mak­ing their cal­cu­la­tions on a ba­sis of the prob­a­bil­i­ty of your mar­ry­ing again.”

			“Ah! that is pos­si­ble,” said Porthos. “And now I have re­ceived an ex­pla­na­tion of how it is that door­ways are made too nar­row, let us re­turn to the sub­ject of Mous­ton’s fat­ness. But see how the two things ap­ply to each oth­er. I have al­ways no­ticed that peo­ple’s ideas run par­al­lel. And so, ob­serve this phe­nom­e­non, d’Artag­nan. I was talk­ing to you of Mous­ton, who is fat, and it led us on to Madame du Val­lon—”

			“Who was thin?”

			“Hum! Is it not mar­velous?”

			“My dear friend, a sa­vant of my ac­quain­tance, M. Costar, has made the same ob­ser­va­tion as you have, and he calls the process by some Greek name which I for­get.”

			“What! my re­mark is not then orig­i­nal?” cried Porthos, as­tound­ed. “I thought I was the dis­cov­er­er.”

			“My friend, the fact was known be­fore Aris­to­tle’s days—that is to say, near­ly two thou­sand years ago.”

			“Well, well, ’tis no less true,” said Porthos, de­light­ed at the idea of hav­ing jumped to a con­clu­sion so close­ly in agree­ment with the great­est sages of an­tiq­ui­ty.

			“Won­der­ful­ly—but sup­pose we re­turn to Mous­ton. It seems to me, we have left him fat­ten­ing un­der our very eyes.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­ton.

			“Well,” said Porthos, “Mous­ton fat­tened so well, that he grat­i­fied all my hopes, by reach­ing my stan­dard; a fact of which I was well able to con­vince my­self, by see­ing the ras­cal, one day, in a waist­coat of mine, which he had turned in­to a coat—a waist­coat, the mere em­broi­dery of which was worth a hun­dred pis­toles.”

			“ ’Twas on­ly to try it on, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­ton.

			“From that mo­ment I de­ter­mined to put Mous­ton in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with my tai­lors, and to have him mea­sured in­stead of my­self.”

			“A cap­i­tal idea, Porthos; but Mous­ton is a foot and a half short­er than you.”

			“Ex­act­ly! They mea­sured him down to the ground, and the end of the skirt came just be­low my knee.”

			“What a mar­velous man you are, Porthos! Such a thing could hap­pen on­ly to you.”

			“Ah! yes; pay your com­pli­ments; you have am­ple grounds to go up­on. It was ex­act­ly at that time—that is to say, near­ly two years and a half ago—that I set out for Belle-Isle, in­struct­ing Mous­ton (so as al­ways to have, in ev­ery event, a pat­tern of ev­ery fash­ion) to have a coat made for him­self ev­ery month.”

			“And did Mous­ton ne­glect com­ply­ing with your in­struc­tions? Ah! that was any­thing but right, Mous­ton.”

			“No, Mon­sieur, quite the con­trary; quite the con­trary!”

			“No, he nev­er for­got to have his coats made; but he for­got to in­form me that he had got stouter!”

			“But it was not my fault, Mon­sieur! your tai­lor nev­er told me.”

			“And this to such an ex­tent, Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “that the fel­low in two years has gained eigh­teen inch­es in girth, and so my last dozen coats are all too large, from a foot to a foot and a half.”

			“But the rest; those which were made when you were of the same size?”

			“They are no longer the fash­ion, my dear friend. Were I to put them on, I should look like a fresh ar­rival from Siam; and as though I had been two years away from court.”

			“I un­der­stand your dif­fi­cul­ty. You have how many new suits? nine? thir­ty-six? and yet not one to wear. Well, you must have a thir­ty-sev­enth made, and give the thir­ty-six to Mous­ton.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur!” said Mous­ton, with a grat­i­fied air. “The truth is, that Mon­sieur has al­ways been very gen­er­ous to me.”

			“Do you mean to in­sin­u­ate that I hadn’t that idea, or that I was de­terred by the ex­pense? But it wants on­ly two days to the fête; I re­ceived the in­vi­ta­tion yes­ter­day; made Mous­ton post hith­er with my wardrobe, and on­ly this morn­ing dis­cov­ered my mis­for­tune; and from now till the day af­ter to­mor­row, there isn’t a sin­gle fash­ion­able tai­lor who will un­der­take to make me a suit.”

			“That is to say, one cov­ered all over with gold, isn’t it?”

			“I wish it so! un­doubt­ed­ly, all over.”

			“Oh, we shall man­age it. You won’t leave for three days. The in­vi­ta­tions are for Wednes­day, and this is on­ly Sun­day morn­ing.”

			“ ’Tis true; but Aramis has strong­ly ad­vised me to be at Vaux twen­ty-four hours be­fore­hand.”

			“How, Aramis?”

			“Yes, it was Aramis who brought me the in­vi­ta­tion.”

			“Ah! to be sure, I see. You are in­vit­ed on the part of M. Fou­quet?”

			“By no means! by the king, dear friend. The let­ter bears the fol­low­ing as large as life: ‘M. le Baron du Val­lon is in­formed that the king has con­de­scend­ed to place him on the in­vi­ta­tion list—’ ”

			“Very good; but you leave with M. Fou­quet?”

			“And when I think,” cried Porthos, stamp­ing on the floor, “when I think I shall have no clothes, I am ready to burst with rage! I should like to stran­gle some­body or smash some­thing!”

			“Nei­ther stran­gle any­body nor smash any­thing, Porthos; I will man­age it all; put on one of your thir­ty-six suits, and come with me to a tai­lor.”

			“Pooh! my agent has seen them all this morn­ing.”

			“Even M. Percerin?”

			“Who is M. Percerin?”

			“Oh! on­ly the king’s tai­lor!”

			“Oh, ah, yes,” said Porthos, who wished to ap­pear to know the king’s tai­lor, but now heard his name men­tioned for the first time; “to M. Percerin’s, by Jove! I was afraid he would be too busy.”

			“Doubt­less he will be; but be at ease, Porthos; he will do for me what he wouldn’t do for an­oth­er. On­ly you must al­low your­self to be mea­sured!”

			“Ah!” said Porthos, with a sigh, “ ’tis vex­a­tious, but what would you have me do?”

			“Do? As oth­ers do; as the king does.”

			“What! do they mea­sure the king, too? does he put up with it?”

			“The king is a beau, my good friend, and so are you, too, what­ev­er you may say about it.”

			Porthos smiled tri­umphant­ly. “Let us go to the king’s tai­lor,” he said; “and since he mea­sures the king, I think, by my faith, I may do worse than al­low him to mea­sure me!”
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				Who Mes­sire Jean Percerin Was

			
			The king’s tai­lor, Mes­sire Jean Percerin, oc­cu­pied a rather large house in the Rue St. Hon­oré, near the Rue de l’Ar­bre Sec. He was a man of great taste in el­e­gant stuffs, em­broi­deries, and vel­vets, be­ing hered­i­tary tai­lor to the king. The prefer­ment of his house reached as far back as the time of Charles IX; from whose reign dat­ed, as we know, fan­cy in brav­ery dif­fi­cult enough to grat­i­fy. The Percerin of that pe­ri­od was a Huguenot, like Am­brose Paré, and had been spared by the Queen of Navarre, the beau­ti­ful Mar­got, as they used to write and say, too, in those days; be­cause, in sooth, he was the on­ly one who could make for her those won­der­ful rid­ing-habits which she so loved to wear, see­ing that they were mar­velous­ly well suit­ed to hide cer­tain anatom­i­cal de­fects, which the Queen of Navarre used very stu­dious­ly to con­ceal. Percerin be­ing saved, made, out of grat­i­tude, some beau­ti­ful black bodices, very in­ex­pen­sive­ly in­deed, for Queen Cather­ine, who end­ed by be­ing pleased at the preser­va­tion of a Huguenot peo­ple, on whom she had long looked with de­tes­ta­tion. But Percerin was a very pru­dent man; and hav­ing heard it said that there was no more dan­ger­ous sign for a Protes­tant than to be smiled up­on by Cather­ine, and hav­ing ob­served that her smiles were more fre­quent than usu­al, he speed­i­ly turned Catholic with all his fam­i­ly; and hav­ing thus be­come ir­re­proach­able, at­tained the lofty po­si­tion of mas­ter tai­lor to the Crown of France. Un­der Hen­ry III, gay king as he was, this po­si­tion was as grand as the height of one of the lofti­est peaks of the Cordilleras. Now Percerin had been a clever man all his life, and by way of keep­ing up his rep­u­ta­tion be­yond the grave, took very good care not to make a bad death of it, and so con­trived to die very skill­ful­ly; and that at the very mo­ment he felt his pow­ers of in­ven­tion de­clin­ing. He left a son and a daugh­ter, both wor­thy of the name they were called up­on to bear; the son, a cut­ter as unerring and ex­act as the square rule; the daugh­ter, apt at em­broi­dery, and at de­sign­ing or­na­ments. The mar­riage of Hen­ry IV and Marie de Medi­ci, and the ex­quis­ite court-mourn­ing for the afore­men­tioned queen, to­geth­er with a few words let fall by M. de Bas­som­piere, king of the beaux of the pe­ri­od, made the for­tune of the sec­ond gen­er­a­tion of Percerins. M. Con­ci­no Conci­ni, and his wife Gal­li­gai, who sub­se­quent­ly shone at the French court, sought to Ital­ian­ize the fash­ion, and in­tro­duced some Flo­ren­tine tai­lors; but Percerin, touched to the quick in his pa­tri­o­tism and his self-es­teem, en­tire­ly de­feat­ed these for­eign­ers, and that so well that Con­ci­no was the first to give up his com­pa­tri­ots, and held the French tai­lor in such es­teem that he would nev­er em­ploy any oth­er, and thus wore a dou­blet of his on the very day that Vit­ry blew out his brains with a pis­tol at the Pont du Lou­vre.

			And so it was a dou­blet is­su­ing from M. Percerin’s work­shop, which the Parisians re­joiced in hack­ing in­to so many pieces with the liv­ing hu­man body it con­tained. Not­with­stand­ing the fa­vor Con­ci­no Conci­ni had shown Percerin, the king, Louis XI­II, had the gen­eros­i­ty to bear no mal­ice to his tai­lor, and to re­tain him in his ser­vice. At the time that Louis the Just af­ford­ed this great ex­am­ple of eq­ui­ty, Percerin had brought up two sons, one of whom made his de­but at the mar­riage of Anne of Aus­tria, in­vent­ed that ad­mirable Span­ish cos­tume, in which Riche­lieu danced a sara­band, made the cos­tumes for the tragedy of Mi­rame, and stitched on to Buck­ing­ham’s man­tle those fa­mous pearls which were des­tined to be scat­tered about the pave­ments of the Lou­vre. A man be­comes eas­i­ly no­table who has made the dress­es of a Duke of Buck­ing­ham, a M. de Cinq-Mars, a Made­moi­selle Ni­non, a M. de Beau­fort, and a Mar­i­on de Lorme. And thus Percerin the third had at­tained the sum­mit of his glo­ry when his fa­ther died. This same Percerin III, old, fa­mous and wealthy, yet fur­ther dressed Louis XIV; and hav­ing no son, which was a great cause of sor­row to him, see­ing that with him­self his dy­nasty would end, he had brought up sev­er­al hope­ful pupils. He pos­sessed a car­riage, a coun­try house, menser­vants the tallest in Paris; and by spe­cial au­thor­i­ty from Louis XIV a pack of hounds. He worked for MM. de Ly­onne and Letel­li­er, un­der a sort of pa­tron­age; but politic man as he was, and versed in state se­crets, he nev­er suc­ceed­ed in fit­ting M. Col­bert. This is be­yond ex­pla­na­tion; it is a mat­ter for guess­ing or for in­tu­ition. Great ge­nius­es of ev­ery kind live on un­seen, in­tan­gi­ble ideas; they act with­out them­selves know­ing why. The great Percerin (for, con­trary to the rule of dy­nas­ties, it was, above all, the last of the Percerins who de­served the name of Great), the great Percerin was in­spired when he cut a robe for the queen, or a coat for the king; he could mount a man­tle for Mon­sieur, the clock of a stock­ing for Madame; but, in spite of his supreme tal­ent, he could nev­er hit off any­thing ap­proach­ing a cred­itable fit for M. Col­bert. “That man,” he used of­ten to say, “is be­yond my art; my nee­dle can nev­er dot him down.” We need scarce­ly say that Percerin was M. Fou­quet’s tai­lor, and that the su­per­in­ten­dent high­ly es­teemed him. M. Percerin was near­ly eighty years old, nev­er­the­less still fresh, and at the same time so dry, the courtiers used to say, that he was pos­i­tive­ly brit­tle. His renown and his for­tune were great enough for M. le Prince, that king of fops, to take his arm when talk­ing over the fash­ions; and for those least ea­ger to pay nev­er to dare to leave their ac­counts in ar­rear with him; for Mas­ter Percerin would for the first time make clothes up­on cred­it, but the sec­ond nev­er, un­less paid for the for­mer or­der.

			It is easy to see at once that a tai­lor of such renown, in­stead of run­ning af­ter cus­tomers, made dif­fi­cul­ties about oblig­ing any fresh ones. And so Percerin de­clined to fit bour­geois, or those who had but re­cent­ly ob­tained patents of no­bil­i­ty. A sto­ry used to cir­cu­late that even M. de Mazarin, in ex­change for Percerin sup­ply­ing him with a full suit of cer­e­mo­ni­al vest­ments as car­di­nal, one fine day slipped let­ters of no­bil­i­ty in­to his pock­et.

			It was to the house of this grand lla­ma of tai­lors that d’Artag­nan took the de­spair­ing Porthos; who, as they were go­ing along, said to his friend, “Take care, my good d’Artag­nan, not to com­pro­mise the dig­ni­ty of a man such as I am with the ar­ro­gance of this Percerin, who will, I ex­pect, be very im­per­ti­nent; for I give you no­tice, my friend, that if he is want­ing in re­spect I will in­fal­li­bly chas­tise him.”

			“Pre­sent­ed by me,” replied d’Artag­nan, “you have noth­ing to fear, even though you were what you are not.”

			“Ah! ’tis be­cause—”

			“What? Have you any­thing against Percerin, Porthos?”

			“I think that I once sent Mous­ton to a fel­low of that name.”

			“And then?”

			“The fel­low re­fused to sup­ply me.”

			“Oh, a mis­un­der­stand­ing, no doubt, which it will be now ex­ceed­ing­ly easy to set right. Mous­ton must have made a mis­take.”

			“Per­haps.”

			“He has con­fused the names.”

			“Pos­si­bly. That ras­cal Mous­ton nev­er can re­mem­ber names.”

			“I will take it all up­on my­self.”

			“Very good.”

			“Stop the car­riage, Porthos; here we are.”

			“Here! how here? We are at the Halles; and you told me the house was at the cor­ner of the Rue de l’Ar­bre Sec.”

			“ ’Tis true, but look.”

			“Well, I do look, and I see—”

			“What?”

			“Par­dieu! that we are at the Halles!”

			“You do not, I sup­pose, want our hors­es to clam­ber up on the roof of the car­riage in front of us?”

			“No.”

			“Nor the car­riage in front of us to mount on top of the one in front of it. Nor that the sec­ond should be driv­en over the roofs of the thir­ty or forty oth­ers which have ar­rived be­fore us.”

			“No, you are right, in­deed. What a num­ber of peo­ple! And what are they all about?”

			“ ’Tis very sim­ple. They are wait­ing their turn.”

			“Bah! Have the co­me­di­ans of the Hô­tel de Bour­gogne shift­ed their quar­ters?”

			“No; their turn to ob­tain an en­trance to M. Percerin’s house.”

			“And we are go­ing to wait too?”

			“Oh, we shall show our­selves prompter and not so proud.”

			“What are we to do, then?”

			“Get down, pass through the foot­men and lack­eys, and en­ter the tai­lor’s house, which I will an­swer for our do­ing, if you go first.”

			“Come along, then,” said Porthos.

			They ac­cord­ing­ly alight­ed and made their way on foot to­wards the es­tab­lish­ment. The cause of the con­fu­sion was that M. Percerin’s doors were closed, while a ser­vant, stand­ing be­fore them, was ex­plain­ing to the il­lus­tri­ous cus­tomers of the il­lus­tri­ous tai­lor that just then M. Percerin could not re­ceive any­body. It was bruit­ed about out­side still, on the au­thor­i­ty of what the great lack­ey had told some great no­ble whom he fa­vored, in con­fi­dence, that M. Percerin was en­gaged on five cos­tumes for the king, and that, ow­ing to the ur­gen­cy of the case, he was med­i­tat­ing in his of­fice on the or­na­ments, col­ors, and cut of these five suits. Some, con­tent­ed with this rea­son, went away again, con­tent­ed to re­peat the tale to oth­ers, but oth­ers, more tena­cious, in­sist­ed on hav­ing the doors opened, and among these last three Blue Rib­bons, in­tend­ed to take parts in a bal­let, which would in­evitably fail un­less the said three had their cos­tumes shaped by the very hand of the great Percerin him­self. D’Artag­nan, push­ing on Porthos, who scat­tered the groups of peo­ple right and left, suc­ceed­ed in gain­ing the counter, be­hind which the jour­ney­man tai­lors were do­ing their best to an­swer queries. (We for­got to men­tion that at the door they want­ed to put off Porthos like the rest, but d’Artag­nan, show­ing him­self, pro­nounced mere­ly these words, “The king’s or­der,” and was let in with his friend.) The poor fel­lows had enough to do, and did their best, to re­ply to the de­mands of the cus­tomers in the ab­sence of their mas­ter, leav­ing off draw­ing a stitch to knit a sen­tence; and when wound­ed pride, or dis­ap­point­ed ex­pec­ta­tion, brought down up­on them too cut­ting a re­buke, he who was at­tacked made a dive and dis­ap­peared un­der the counter. The line of dis­con­tent­ed lords formed a tru­ly re­mark­able pic­ture. Our cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, a man of sure and rapid ob­ser­va­tion, took it all in at a glance; and hav­ing run over the groups, his eye rest­ed on a man in front of him. This man, seat­ed up­on a stool, scarce­ly showed his head above the counter that shel­tered him. He was about forty years of age, with a melan­choly as­pect, pale face, and soft lu­mi­nous eyes. He was look­ing at d’Artag­nan and the rest, with his chin rest­ing up­on his hand, like a calm and in­quir­ing am­a­teur. On­ly on per­ceiv­ing, and doubt­less rec­og­niz­ing, our cap­tain, he pulled his hat down over his eyes. It was this ac­tion, per­haps, that at­tract­ed d’Artag­nan’s at­ten­tion. If so, the gen­tle­man who had pulled down his hat pro­duced an ef­fect en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from what he had de­sired. In oth­er re­spects his cos­tume was plain, and his hair even­ly cut enough for cus­tomers, who were not close ob­servers, to take him for a mere tai­lor’s ap­pren­tice, perched be­hind the board, and care­ful­ly stitch­ing cloth or vel­vet. Nev­er­the­less, this man held up his head too of­ten to be very pro­duc­tive­ly em­ployed with his fin­gers. D’Artag­nan was not de­ceived—not he; and he saw at once that if this man was work­ing at any­thing, it cer­tain­ly was not at vel­vet.

			“Eh!” said he, ad­dress­ing this man, “and so you have be­come a tai­lor’s boy, Mon­sieur Molière!”

			“Hush, M. d’Artag­nan!” replied the man, soft­ly, “you will make them rec­og­nize me.”

			“Well, and what harm?”

			“The fact is, there is no harm, but—”

			“You were go­ing to say there is no good in do­ing it ei­ther, is it not so?”

			“Alas! no; for I was oc­cu­pied in ex­am­in­ing some ex­cel­lent fig­ures.”

			“Go on—go on, Mon­sieur Molière. I quite un­der­stand the in­ter­est you take in the plates—I will not dis­turb your stud­ies.”

			“Thank you.”

			“But on one con­di­tion; that you tell me where M. Percerin re­al­ly is.”

			“Oh! will­ing­ly; in his own room. On­ly—”

			“On­ly that one can’t en­ter it?”

			“Un­ap­proach­able.”

			“For ev­ery­body?”

			“Ev­ery­body. He brought me here so that I might be at my ease to make my ob­ser­va­tions, and then he went away.”

			“Well, my dear Mon­sieur Molière, but you will go and tell him I am here.”

			“I!” ex­claimed Molière, in the tone of a coura­geous dog, from which you snatch the bone it has le­git­i­mate­ly gained; “I dis­turb my­self! Ah! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, how hard you are up­on me!”

			“If you don’t go di­rect­ly and tell M. Percerin that I am here, my dear Molière,” said d’Artag­nan, in a low tone, “I warn you of one thing: that I won’t ex­hib­it to you the friend I have brought with me.”

			Molière in­di­cat­ed Porthos by an im­per­cep­ti­ble ges­ture, “This gen­tle­man, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			Molière fixed up­on Porthos one of those looks which pen­e­trate the minds and hearts of men. The sub­ject doubt­less ap­peared a very promis­ing one, for he im­me­di­ate­ly rose and led the way in­to the ad­join­ing cham­ber.
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			Dur­ing all this time the no­ble mob was slow­ly heav­ing away, leav­ing at ev­ery an­gle of the counter ei­ther a mur­mur or a men­ace, as the waves leave foam or scat­tered sea­weed on the sands, when they re­tire with the ebbing tide. In about ten min­utes Molière reap­peared, mak­ing an­oth­er sign to d’Artag­nan from un­der the hang­ings. The lat­ter hur­ried af­ter him, with Porthos in the rear, and af­ter thread­ing a labyrinth of cor­ri­dors, in­tro­duced him to M. Percerin’s room. The old man, with his sleeves turned up, was gath­er­ing up in folds a piece of gold-flow­ered bro­cade, so as the bet­ter to ex­hib­it its lus­ter. Per­ceiv­ing d’Artag­nan, he put the silk aside, and came to meet him, by no means ra­di­ant with joy, and by no means cour­te­ous, but, take it al­to­geth­er, in a tol­er­a­bly civ­il man­ner.

			“The cap­tain of the king’s Mus­ke­teers will ex­cuse me, I am sure, for I am en­gaged.”

			“Eh! yes, on the king’s cos­tumes; I know that, my dear Mon­sieur Percerin. You are mak­ing three, they tell me.”

			“Five, my dear sir, five.”

			“Three or five, ’tis all the same to me, my dear Mon­sieur; and I know that you will make them most exquisite­ly.”

			“Yes, I know. Once made they will be the most beau­ti­ful in the world, I do not de­ny it; but that they may be the most beau­ti­ful in the world, they must first be made; and to do this, cap­tain, I am pressed for time.”

			“Oh, bah! there are two days yet; ’tis much more than you re­quire, Mon­sieur Percerin,” said d’Artag­nan, in the coolest pos­si­ble man­ner.

			Percerin raised his head with the air of a man lit­tle ac­cus­tomed to be con­tra­dict­ed, even in his whims; but d’Artag­nan did not pay the least at­ten­tion to the airs which the il­lus­tri­ous tai­lor be­gan to as­sume.

			“My dear M. Percerin,” he con­tin­ued, “I bring you a cus­tomer.”

			“Ah! ah!” ex­claimed Percerin, cross­ly.

			“M. le Baron du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan. Percerin at­tempt­ed a bow, which found no fa­vor in the eyes of the ter­ri­ble Porthos, who, from his first en­try in­to the room, had been re­gard­ing the tai­lor askance.

			“A very good friend of mine,” con­clud­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“I will at­tend to Mon­sieur,” said Percerin, “but lat­er.”

			“Lat­er? but when?”

			“When I have time.”

			“You have al­ready told my valet as much,” broke in Porthos, dis­con­tent­ed­ly.

			“Very like­ly,” said Percerin; “I am near­ly al­ways pushed for time.”

			“My friend,” re­turned Porthos, sen­ten­tious­ly, “there is al­ways time to be found when one choos­es to seek it.”

			Percerin turned crim­son; an omi­nous sign in­deed in old men blanched by age.

			“Mon­sieur is quite at lib­er­ty to con­fer his cus­tom else­where.”

			“Come, come, Percerin,” in­ter­posed d’Artag­nan, “you are not in a good tem­per to­day. Well, I will say one more word to you, which will bring you on your knees; Mon­sieur is not on­ly a friend of mine, but more, a friend of M. Fou­quet’s.”

			“Ah! ah!” ex­claimed the tai­lor, “that is an­oth­er thing.” Then turn­ing to Porthos, “Mon­sieur le Baron is at­tached to the su­per­in­ten­dent?” he in­quired.

			“I am at­tached to my­self,” shout­ed Porthos, at the very mo­ment that the ta­pes­try was raised to in­tro­duce a new speak­er in the di­a­logue. Molière was all ob­ser­va­tion, d’Artag­nan laughed, Porthos swore.

			“My dear Percerin,” said d’Artag­nan, “you will make a dress for the baron. ’Tis I who ask you.”

			“To you I will not say nay, cap­tain.”

			“But that is not all; you will make it for him at once.”

			“ ’Tis im­pos­si­ble with­in eight days.”

			“That, then, is as much as to refuse, be­cause the dress is want­ed for the fête at Vaux.”

			“I re­peat that it is im­pos­si­ble,” re­turned the ob­sti­nate old man.

			“By no means, dear Mon­sieur Percerin, above all if I ask you,” said a mild voice at the door, a sil­very voice which made d’Artag­nan prick up his ears. It was the voice of Aramis.

			“Mon­sieur d’Herblay!” cried the tai­lor.

			“Aramis,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan.

			“Ah! our bish­op!” said Porthos.

			“Good morn­ing, d’Artag­nan; good morn­ing, Porthos; good morn­ing, my dear friends,” said Aramis. “Come, come, M. Percerin, make the baron’s dress; and I will an­swer for it you will grat­i­fy M. Fou­quet.” And he ac­com­pa­nied the words with a sign, which seemed to say, “Agree, and dis­miss them.”

			It ap­peared that Aramis had over Mas­ter Percerin an in­flu­ence su­pe­ri­or even to d’Artag­nan’s, for the tai­lor bowed in as­sent, and turn­ing round up­on Porthos, said, “Go and get mea­sured on the oth­er side.”

			Porthos col­ored in a for­mi­da­ble man­ner. D’Artag­nan saw the storm com­ing, and ad­dress­ing Molière, said to him, in an un­der­tone, “You see be­fore you, my dear Mon­sieur, a man who con­sid­ers him­self dis­graced, if you mea­sure the flesh and bones that Heav­en has giv­en him; study this type for me, Mas­ter Aristo­phanes, and prof­it by it.”

			Molière had no need of en­cour­age­ment, and his gaze dwelt long and keen­ly on the Baron Porthos. “Mon­sieur,” he said, “if you will come with me, I will make them take your mea­sure with­out touch­ing you.”

			“Oh!” said Porthos, “how do you make that out, my friend?”

			“I say that they shall ap­ply nei­ther line nor rule to the seams of your dress. It is a new method we have in­vent­ed for mea­sur­ing peo­ple of qual­i­ty, who are too sen­si­tive to al­low low­born fel­lows to touch them. We know some sus­cep­ti­ble per­sons who will not put up with be­ing mea­sured, a process which, as I think, wounds the nat­u­ral dig­ni­ty of a man; and if per­chance Mon­sieur should be one of these—”

			“Cor­boeuf! I be­lieve I am too!”

			“Well, that is a cap­i­tal and most con­so­la­to­ry co­in­ci­dence, and you shall have the ben­e­fit of our in­ven­tion.”

			“But how in the world can it be done?” asked Porthos, de­light­ed.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Molière, bow­ing, “if you will deign to fol­low me, you will see.”

			Aramis ob­served this scene with all his eyes. Per­haps he fan­cied from d’Artag­nan’s live­li­ness that he would leave with Porthos, so as not to lose the con­clu­sion of a scene well be­gun. But, clear-sight­ed as he was, Aramis de­ceived him­self. Porthos and Molière left to­geth­er: d’Artag­nan re­mained with Percerin. Why? From cu­rios­i­ty, doubt­less; prob­a­bly to en­joy a lit­tle longer the so­ci­ety of his good friend Aramis. As Molière and Porthos dis­ap­peared, d’Artag­nan drew near the bish­op of Vannes, a pro­ceed­ing which ap­peared par­tic­u­lar­ly to dis­con­cert him.

			“A dress for you, al­so, is it not, my friend?”

			Aramis smiled. “No,” said he.

			“You will go to Vaux, how­ev­er?”

			“I shall go, but with­out a new dress. You for­get, dear d’Artag­nan, that a poor bish­op of Vannes is not rich enough to have new dress­es for ev­ery fête.”

			“Bah!” said the mus­ke­teer, laugh­ing, “and do we write no more po­ems now, ei­ther?”

			“Oh! d’Artag­nan,” ex­claimed Aramis, “I have long ago giv­en up all such tom­fool­ery.”

			“True,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, on­ly half con­vinced. As for Percerin, he was once more ab­sorbed in con­tem­pla­tion of the bro­cades.

			“Don’t you per­ceive,” said Aramis, smil­ing, “that we are great­ly bor­ing this good gen­tle­man, my dear d’Artag­nan?”

			“Ah! ah!” mur­mured the mus­ke­teer, aside; “that is, I am bor­ing you, my friend.” Then aloud, “Well, then, let us leave; I have no fur­ther busi­ness here, and if you are as dis­en­gaged as I, Aramis—”

			“No, not I—I wished—”

			“Ah! you had some­thing par­tic­u­lar to say to M. Percerin? Why did you not tell me so at once?”

			“Some­thing par­tic­u­lar, cer­tain­ly,” re­peat­ed Aramis, “but not for you, d’Artag­nan. But, at the same time, I hope you will be­lieve that I can nev­er have any­thing so par­tic­u­lar to say that a friend like you may not hear it.”

			“Oh, no, no! I am go­ing,” said d’Artag­nan, im­part­ing to his voice an ev­i­dent tone of cu­rios­i­ty; for Aramis’s an­noy­ance, well dis­sem­bled as it was, had not a whit es­caped him; and he knew that, in that im­pen­e­tra­ble mind, ev­ery­thing, even the most ap­par­ent­ly triv­ial, was de­signed to some end; an un­known one, but an end that, from the knowl­edge he had of his friend’s char­ac­ter, the mus­ke­teer felt must be im­por­tant.

			On his part, Aramis saw that d’Artag­nan was not with­out sus­pi­cion, and pressed him. “Stay, by all means,” he said, “this is what it is.” Then turn­ing to­wards the tai­lor, “My dear Percerin,” said he—“I am even very hap­py that you are here, d’Artag­nan.”

			“Oh, in­deed,” ex­claimed the Gas­con, for the third time, even less de­ceived this time than be­fore.

			Percerin nev­er moved. Aramis roused him vi­o­lent­ly, by snatch­ing from his hands the stuff up­on which he was en­gaged. “My dear Percerin,” said he, “I have, near hand, M. Le­brun, one of M. Fou­quet’s painters.”

			Ah, very good, thought d’Artag­nan; but why Le­brun?

			Aramis looked at d’Artag­nan, who seemed to be oc­cu­pied with an en­grav­ing of Mark Antony. “And you wish that I should make him a dress, sim­i­lar to those of the Epi­cure­ans?” an­swered Percerin. And while say­ing this, in an ab­sent man­ner, the wor­thy tai­lor en­deav­ored to re­cap­ture his piece of bro­cade.

			“An Epi­cure­an’s dress?” asked d’Artag­nan, in a tone of in­quiry.

			“I see,” said Aramis, with a most en­gag­ing smile, “it is writ­ten that our dear d’Artag­nan shall know all our se­crets this evening. Yes, friend, you have sure­ly heard speak of M. Fou­quet’s Epi­cure­ans, have you not?”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly. Is it not a kind of po­et­i­cal so­ci­ety, of which La Fontaine, Loret, Pélis­son, and Molière are mem­bers, and which holds its sit­tings at Saint-Mandé?”

			“Ex­act­ly so. Well, we are go­ing to put our po­ets in uni­form, and en­roll them in a reg­i­ment for the king.”

			“Oh, very well, I un­der­stand; a sur­prise M. Fou­quet is get­ting up for the king. Be at ease; if that is the se­cret about M. Le­brun, I will not men­tion it.”

			“Al­ways agree­able, my friend. No, Mon­sieur Le­brun has noth­ing to do with this part of it; the se­cret which con­cerns him is far more im­por­tant than the oth­er.”

			“Then, if it is so im­por­tant as all that, I pre­fer not to know it,” said d’Artag­nan, mak­ing a show of de­par­ture.

			“Come in, M. Le­brun, come in,” said Aramis, open­ing a side-door with his right hand, and hold­ing back d’Artag­nan with his left.

			“I’faith, I too, am quite in the dark,” quoth Percerin.

			Aramis took an “op­por­tu­ni­ty,” as is said in the­atri­cal mat­ters.

			“My dear M. de Percerin,” Aramis con­tin­ued, “you are mak­ing five dress­es for the king, are you not? One in bro­cade; one in hunt­ing-cloth; one in vel­vet; one in satin; and one in Flo­ren­tine stuffs.”

			“Yes; but how—do you know all that, Mon­seigneur?” said Percerin, as­tound­ed.

			“It is all very sim­ple, my dear Mon­sieur; there will be a hunt, a ban­quet, con­cert, prom­e­nade and re­cep­tion; these five kinds of dress are re­quired by eti­quette.”

			“You know ev­ery­thing, Mon­seigneur!”

			“And a thing or two in ad­di­tion,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan.

			“But,” cried the tai­lor, in tri­umph, “what you do not know, Mon­seigneur—prince of the church though you are—what no­body will know—what on­ly the king, Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, and my­self do know, is the col­or of the ma­te­ri­als and na­ture of the or­na­ments, and the cut, the en­sem­ble, the fin­ish of it all!”

			“Well,” said Aramis, “that is pre­cise­ly what I have come to ask you, dear Percerin.”

			“Ah, bah!” ex­claimed the tai­lor, ter­ri­fied, though Aramis had pro­nounced these words in his soft­est and most hon­eyed tones. The re­quest ap­peared, on re­flec­tion, so ex­ag­ger­at­ed, so ridicu­lous, so mon­strous to M. Percerin that first he laughed to him­self, then aloud, and fin­ished with a shout. D’Artag­nan fol­lowed his ex­am­ple, not be­cause he found the mat­ter so “very fun­ny,” but in or­der not to al­low Aramis to cool.

			“At the out­set, I ap­pear to be haz­ard­ing an ab­surd ques­tion, do I not?” said Aramis. “But d’Artag­nan, who is in­car­nate wis­dom it­self, will tell you that I could not do oth­er­wise than ask you this.”

			“Let us see,” said the at­ten­tive mus­ke­teer; per­ceiv­ing with his won­der­ful in­stinct that they had on­ly been skir­mish­ing till now, and that the hour of bat­tle was ap­proach­ing.

			“Let us see,” said Percerin, in­cred­u­lous­ly.

			“Why, now,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “does M. Fou­quet give the king a fête?—Is it not to please him?”

			“As­sured­ly,” said Percerin. D’Artag­nan nod­ded as­sent.

			“By del­i­cate at­ten­tions? by some hap­py de­vice? by a suc­ces­sion of sur­pris­es, like that of which we were talk­ing?—the en­rol­ment of our Epi­cure­ans.”

			“Ad­mirable.”

			“Well, then; this is the sur­prise we in­tend. M. Le­brun here is a man who draws most ex­cel­lent­ly.”

			“Yes,” said Percerin; “I have seen his pic­tures, and ob­served that his dress­es were high­ly elab­o­rat­ed. That is why I at once agreed to make him a cos­tume—whether to agree with those of the Epi­cure­ans, or an orig­i­nal one.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur, we ac­cept your of­fer, and shall present­ly avail our­selves of it; but just now, M. Le­brun is not in want of the dress­es you will make for him­self, but of those you are mak­ing for the king.”

			Percerin made a bound back­wards, which d’Artag­nan—calmest and most ap­pre­cia­tive of men, did not con­sid­er over­done, so many strange and star­tling as­pects wore the pro­pos­al which Aramis had just haz­ard­ed. “The king’s dress­es! Give the king’s dress­es to any mor­tal what­ev­er! Oh! for once, Mon­seigneur, Your Grace is mad!” cried the poor tai­lor in ex­trem­i­ty.

			“Help me now, d’Artag­nan,” said Aramis, more and more calm and smil­ing. “Help me now to per­suade Mon­sieur, for you un­der­stand; do you not?”

			“Eh! eh!—not ex­act­ly, I de­clare.”

			“What! you do not un­der­stand that M. Fou­quet wish­es to af­ford the king the sur­prise of find­ing his por­trait on his ar­rival at Vaux; and that the por­trait, which will be a strik­ing re­sem­blance, ought to be dressed ex­act­ly as the king will be on the day it is shown?”

			“Oh! yes, yes,” said the mus­ke­teer, near­ly con­vinced, so plau­si­ble was this rea­son­ing. “Yes, my dear Aramis, you are right; it is a hap­py idea. I will wa­ger it is one of your own, Aramis.”

			“Well, I don’t know,” replied the bish­op; “ei­ther mine or M. Fou­quet’s.” Then scan­ning Percerin, af­ter notic­ing d’Artag­nan’s hes­i­ta­tion, “Well, Mon­sieur Percerin,” he asked, “what do you say to this?”

			“I say, that—”

			“That you are, doubt­less, free to refuse. I know well—and I by no means count up­on com­pelling you, my dear Mon­sieur. I will say more, I even un­der­stand all the del­i­ca­cy you feel in tak­ing up with M. Fou­quet’s idea; you dread ap­pear­ing to flat­ter the king. A no­ble spir­it, M. Percerin, a no­ble spir­it!” The tai­lor stam­mered. “It would, in­deed, be a very pret­ty com­pli­ment to pay the young prince,” con­tin­ued Aramis; “but as the sur­in­ten­dant told me, ‘if Percerin refuse, tell him that it will not at all low­er him in my opin­ion, and I shall al­ways es­teem him, on­ly—’ ”

			“ ‘On­ly?’ ” re­peat­ed Percerin, rather trou­bled.

			“ ‘On­ly,’ ” con­tin­ued Aramis, “ ‘I shall be com­pelled to say to the king,’—you un­der­stand, my dear Mon­sieur Percerin, that these are M. Fou­quet’s words—‘I shall be con­strained to say to the king, “Sire, I had in­tend­ed to present Your Majesty with your por­trait, but ow­ing to a feel­ing of del­i­ca­cy, slight­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ed per­haps, al­though cred­itable, M. Percerin op­posed the project.” ’ ”

			“Op­posed!” cried the tai­lor, ter­ri­fied at the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty which would weigh up­on him; “I to op­pose the de­sire, the will of M. Fou­quet when he is seek­ing to please the king! Oh, what a hate­ful word you have ut­tered, Mon­seigneur. Op­pose! Oh, ’tis not I who said it, Heav­en have mer­cy on me. I call the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers to wit­ness it! Is it not true, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that I have op­posed noth­ing?”

			D’Artag­nan made a sign in­di­cat­ing that he wished to re­main neu­tral. He felt that there was an in­trigue at the bot­tom of it, whether com­e­dy or tragedy; he was at his wit’s end at not be­ing able to fath­om it, but in the mean­while wished to keep clear.

			But al­ready Percerin, goad­ed by the idea that the king was to be told he stood in the way of a pleas­ant sur­prise, had of­fered Le­brun a chair, and pro­ceed­ed to bring from a wardrobe four mag­nif­i­cent dress­es, the fifth be­ing still in the work­men’s hands; and these mas­ter­pieces he suc­ces­sive­ly fit­ted up­on four lay fig­ures, which, im­port­ed in­to France in the time of Conci­ni, had been giv­en to Percerin II by Mar­shal d’Onore, af­ter the dis­com­fi­ture of the Ital­ian tai­lors ru­ined in their com­pe­ti­tion. The painter set to work to draw and then to paint the dress­es. But Aramis, who was close­ly watch­ing all the phas­es of his toil, sud­den­ly stopped him.

			“I think you have not quite got it, my dear Le­brun,” he said; “your col­ors will de­ceive you, and on can­vas we shall lack that ex­act re­sem­blance which is ab­so­lute­ly req­ui­site. Time is nec­es­sary for at­ten­tive­ly ob­serv­ing the fin­er shades.”

			“Quite true,” said Percerin, “but time is want­ing, and on that head, you will agree with me, Mon­seigneur, I can do noth­ing.”

			“Then the af­fair will fail,” said Aramis, qui­et­ly, “and that be­cause of a want of pre­ci­sion in the col­ors.”

			Nev­er­the­less Le­brun went on copy­ing the ma­te­ri­als and or­na­ments with the clos­est fi­deli­ty—a process which Aramis watched with ill-con­cealed im­pa­tience.

			What in the world, now, is the mean­ing of this im­broglio? the mus­ke­teer kept say­ing to him­self.

			“That will nev­er do,” said Aramis: “M. Le­brun, close your box, and roll up your can­vas.”

			“But, Mon­sieur,” cried the vexed painter, “the light is abom­inable here.”

			“An idea, M. Le­brun, an idea! If we had a pat­tern of the ma­te­ri­als, for ex­am­ple, and with time, and a bet­ter light—”

			“Oh, then,” cried Le­brun, “I would an­swer for the ef­fect.”

			Good! said d’Artag­nan, this ought to be the knot­ty point of the whole thing; they want a pat­tern of each of the ma­te­ri­als. Mor­dioux! Will this Percerin give in now?

			Percerin, beat­en from his last re­treat, and duped, more­over, by the feigned good-na­ture of Aramis, cut out five pat­terns and hand­ed them to the bish­op of Vannes.

			“I like this bet­ter. That is your opin­ion, is it not?” said Aramis to d’Artag­nan.

			“My dear Aramis,” said d’Artag­nan, “my opin­ion is that you are al­ways the same.”

			“And, con­se­quent­ly, al­ways your friend,” said the bish­op in a charm­ing tone.

			“Yes, yes,” said d’Artag­nan, aloud; then, in a low voice, “If I am your dupe, dou­ble Je­suit that you are, I will not be your ac­com­plice; and to pre­vent it, ’tis time I left this place.—Adieu, Aramis,” he added aloud, “adieu; I am go­ing to re­join Porthos.”

			“Then wait for me,” said Aramis, pock­et­ing the pat­terns, “for I have done, and shall be glad to say a part­ing word to our dear old friend.”

			Le­brun packed up his paints and brush­es, Percerin put back the dress­es in­to the clos­et, Aramis put his hand on his pock­et to as­sure him­self the pat­terns were se­cure—and they all left the study.
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				Where, Prob­a­bly, Molière Ob­tained His First Idea of the Bour­geois Gen­til­homme

			
			D’Artag­nan found Porthos in the ad­join­ing cham­ber; but no longer an ir­ri­tat­ed Porthos, or a dis­ap­point­ed Porthos, but Porthos ra­di­ant, bloom­ing, fas­ci­nat­ing, and chat­ter­ing with Molière, who was look­ing up­on him with a species of idol­a­try, and as a man would who had not on­ly nev­er seen any­thing greater, but not even ev­er any­thing so great. Aramis went straight up to Porthos and of­fered him his white hand, which lost it­self in the gi­gan­tic clasp of his old friend—an op­er­a­tion which Aramis nev­er haz­ard­ed with­out a cer­tain un­easi­ness. But the friend­ly pres­sure hav­ing been per­formed not too painful­ly for him, the bish­op of Vannes passed over to Molière.

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” said he, “will you come with me to Saint-Mandé?”

			“I will go any­where you like, Mon­seigneur,” an­swered Molière.

			“To Saint-Mandé!” cried Porthos, sur­prised at see­ing the proud bish­op of Vannes frat­er­niz­ing with a jour­ney­man tai­lor. “What, Aramis, are you go­ing to take this gen­tle­man to Saint-Mandé?”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, smil­ing, “our work is press­ing.”

			“And be­sides, my dear Porthos,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “M. Molière is not al­to­geth­er what he seems.”

			“In what way?” asked Porthos.

			“Why, this gen­tle­man is one of M. Percerin’s chief clerks, and is ex­pect­ed at Saint-Mandé to try on the dress­es which M. Fou­quet has or­dered for the Epi­cure­ans.”

			“ ’Tis pre­cise­ly so,” said Molière.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Come, then, my dear M. Molière,” said Aramis, “that is, if you have done with M. du Val­lon.”

			“We have fin­ished,” replied Porthos.

			“And you are sat­is­fied?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Com­plete­ly so,” replied Porthos.

			Molière took his leave of Porthos with much cer­e­mo­ny, and grasped the hand which the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers furtive­ly of­fered him.

			“Pray, Mon­sieur,” con­clud­ed Porthos, minc­ing­ly, “above all, be ex­act.”

			“You will have your dress the day af­ter to­mor­row, Mon­sieur le Baron,” an­swered Molière. And he left with Aramis.

			Then d’Artag­nan, tak­ing Porthos’s arm, “What has this tai­lor done for you, my dear Porthos,” he asked, “that you are so pleased with him?”

			“What has he done for me, my friend! done for me!” cried Porthos, en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly.

			“Yes, I ask you, what has he done for you?”

			“My friend, he has done that which no tai­lor ev­er yet ac­com­plished: he has tak­en my mea­sure with­out touch­ing me!”

			“Ah, bah! tell me how he did it.”

			“First, then, they went, I don’t know where, for a num­ber of lay fig­ures, of all heights and sizes, hop­ing there would be one to suit mine, but the largest—that of the drum-ma­jor of the Swiss guard—was two inch­es too short, and a half foot too nar­row in the chest.”

			“In­deed!”

			“It is ex­act­ly as I tell you, d’Artag­nan; but he is a great man, or at the very least a great tai­lor, is this M. Molière. He was not at all put at fault by the cir­cum­stance.”

			“What did he do, then?”

			“Oh! it is a very sim­ple mat­ter. I’faith, ’tis an un­heard-of thing that peo­ple should have been so stupid as not to have dis­cov­ered this method from the first. What an­noy­ance and hu­mil­i­a­tion they would have spared me!”

			“Not to speak of the cos­tumes, my dear Porthos.”

			“Yes, thir­ty dress­es.”

			“Well, my dear Porthos, come, tell me M. Molière’s plan.”

			“Molière? You call him so, do you? I shall make a point of rec­ol­lect­ing his name.”

			“Yes; or Po­quelin, if you pre­fer that.”

			“No; I like Molière best. When I wish to rec­ol­lect his name, I shall think of volière [an aviary]; and as I have one at Pier­re­fonds—”

			“Cap­i­tal!” re­turned d’Artag­nan. “And M. Molière’s plan?”

			“ ’Tis this: in­stead of pulling me to pieces, as all these ras­cals do—of mak­ing me bend my back, and dou­ble my joints—all of them low and dis­hon­or­able prac­tices—” D’Artag­nan made a sign of ap­pro­ba­tion with his head. “ ‘Mon­sieur,’ he said to me,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “ ‘a gen­tle­man ought to mea­sure him­self. Do me the plea­sure to draw near this glass’; and I drew near the glass. I must own I did not ex­act­ly un­der­stand what this good M. Volière want­ed with me.”

			“Molière!”

			“Ah! yes, Molière—Molière. And as the fear of be­ing mea­sured still pos­sessed me, ‘Take care,’ said I to him, ‘what you are go­ing to do with me; I am very tick­lish, I warn you.’ But he, with his soft voice (for he is a cour­te­ous fel­low, we must ad­mit, my friend), he with his soft voice, ‘Mon­sieur,’ said he, ‘that your dress may fit you well, it must be made ac­cord­ing to your fig­ure. Your fig­ure is ex­act­ly re­flect­ed in this mir­ror. We shall take the mea­sure of this re­flec­tion.’ ”

			“In fact,” said d’Artag­nan, “you saw your­self in the glass; but where did they find one in which you could see your whole fig­ure?”

			“My good friend, it is the very glass in which the king is used to look to see him­self.”

			“Yes; but the king is a foot and a half short­er than you are.”

			“Ah! well, I know not how that may be; it is, no doubt, a cun­ning way of flat­ter­ing the king; but the look­ing-glass was too large for me. ’Tis true that its height was made up of three Vene­tian plates of glass, placed one above an­oth­er, and its breadth of three sim­i­lar par­al­lel­o­grams in jux­ta­po­si­tion.”

			“Oh, Porthos! what ex­cel­lent words you have com­mand of. Where in the word did you ac­quire such a vo­lu­mi­nous vo­cab­u­lary?”

			“At Belle-Isle. Aramis and I had to use such words in our strate­gic stud­ies and cas­tra­men­ta­tive ex­per­i­ments.”

			D’Artag­nan re­coiled, as though the ses­qui­pe­da­lian syl­la­bles had knocked the breath out of his body.

			“Ah! very good. Let us re­turn to the look­ing-glass, my friend.”

			“Then, this good M. Volière—”

			“Molière.”

			“Yes—Molière—you are right. You will see now, my dear friend, that I shall rec­ol­lect his name quite well. This ex­cel­lent M. Molière set to work trac­ing out lines on the mir­ror, with a piece of Span­ish chalk, fol­low­ing in all the make of my arms and my shoul­ders, all the while ex­pound­ing this max­im, which I thought ad­mirable: ‘It is ad­vis­able that a dress should not in­com­mode its wear­er.’ ”

			“In re­al­i­ty,” said d’Artag­nan, “that is an ex­cel­lent max­im, which is, un­for­tu­nate­ly, sel­dom car­ried out in prac­tice.”

			“That is why I found it all the more as­ton­ish­ing, when he ex­pa­ti­at­ed up­on it.”

			“Ah! he ex­pa­ti­at­ed?”

			“Par­bleu!”

			“Let me hear his the­o­ry.”

			“ ‘See­ing that,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘one may, in awk­ward cir­cum­stances, or in a trou­ble­some po­si­tion, have one’s dou­blet on one’s shoul­der, and not de­sire to take one’s dou­blet off—’ ”

			“True,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“ ‘And so,’ con­tin­ued M. Volière—”

			“Molière.”

			“Molière, yes. ‘And so,’ went on M. Molière, ‘you want to draw your sword, Mon­sieur, and you have your dou­blet on your back. What do you do?’

			“ ‘I take it off,’ I an­swered.

			“ ‘Well, no,’ he replied.

			“ ‘How no?’

			“ ‘I say that the dress should be so well made, that it will in no way en­cum­ber you, even in draw­ing your sword.’

			“ ‘Ah, ah!’

			“ ‘Throw your­self on guard,’ pur­sued he.

			“I did it with such won­drous firm­ness, that two panes of glass burst out of the win­dow.

			“ ’Tis noth­ing, noth­ing,’ said he. ‘Keep your po­si­tion.’

			“I raised my left arm in the air, the fore­arm grace­ful­ly bent, the ruf­fle droop­ing, and my wrist curved, while my right arm, half ex­tend­ed, se­cure­ly cov­ered my wrist with the el­bow, and my breast with the wrist.”

			“Yes,” said d’Artag­nan, “ ’tis the true guard—the aca­dem­ic guard.”

			“You have said the very word, dear friend. In the mean­while, Volière—”

			“Molière.”

			“Hold! I should cer­tain­ly, af­ter all, pre­fer to call him—what did you say his oth­er name was?”

			“Po­quelin.”

			“I pre­fer to call him Po­quelin.”

			“And how will you re­mem­ber this name bet­ter than the oth­er?”

			“You un­der­stand, he calls him­self Po­quelin, does he not?”

			“Yes.”

			“If I were to call to mind Madame Co­que­nard.”

			“Good.”

			“And change Coc in­to Poc, nard in­to lin; and in­stead of Co­que­nard I shall have Po­quelin.”

			“ ’Tis won­der­ful,” cried d’Artag­nan, as­tound­ed. “Go on, my friend, I am lis­ten­ing to you with ad­mi­ra­tion.”

			“This Co­quelin sketched my arm on the glass.”

			“I beg your par­don—Po­quelin.”

			“What did I say, then?”

			“You said Co­quelin.”

			“Ah! true. This Po­quelin, then, sketched my arm on the glass; but he took his time over it; he kept look­ing at me a good deal. The fact is, that I must have been look­ing par­tic­u­lar­ly hand­some.”

			“ ‘Does it weary you?’ he asked.

			“ ‘A lit­tle,’ I replied, bend­ing a lit­tle in my hands, ‘but I could hold out for an hour or so longer.’

			“ ‘No, no, I will not al­low it; the will­ing fel­lows will make it a du­ty to sup­port your arms, as of old, men sup­port­ed those of the prophet.’

			“ ‘Very good,’ I an­swered.

			“ ‘That will not be hu­mil­i­at­ing to you?’

			“ ‘My friend,’ said I, ‘there is, I think, a great dif­fer­ence be­tween be­ing sup­port­ed and be­ing mea­sured.’ ”

			“The dis­tinc­tion is full of the sound­est sense,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“Then,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “he made a sign: two lads ap­proached; one sup­port­ed my left arm, while the oth­er, with in­fi­nite ad­dress, sup­port­ed my right.”

			“ ‘An­oth­er, my man,’ cried he. A third ap­proached. ‘Sup­port Mon­sieur by the waist,’ said he. The garçon com­plied.”

			“So that you were at rest?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Per­fect­ly; and Poc­que­nard drew me on the glass.”

			“Po­quelin, my friend.”

			“Po­quelin—you are right. Stay, de­cid­ed­ly I pre­fer call­ing him Volière.”

			“Yes; and then it was over, wasn’t it?”

			“Dur­ing that time Volière drew me as I ap­peared in the mir­ror.”

			“ ’Twas del­i­cate in him.”

			“I much like the plan; it is re­spect­ful, and keeps ev­ery­one in his place.”

			“And there it end­ed?”

			“With­out a soul hav­ing touched me, my friend.”

			“Ex­cept the three garçons who sup­port­ed you.”

			“Doubt­less; but I have, I think, al­ready ex­plained to you the dif­fer­ence there is be­tween sup­port­ing and mea­sur­ing.”

			“ ’Tis true,” an­swered d’Artag­nan; who said af­ter­wards to him­self, I’faith, I great­ly de­ceive my­self, or I have been the means of a good wind­fall to that ras­cal Molière, and we shall as­sured­ly see the scene hit off to the life in some com­e­dy or oth­er. Porthos smiled.

			“What are you laugh­ing at?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Must I con­fess? Well, I was laugh­ing over my good for­tune.”

			“Oh, that is true; I don’t know a hap­pi­er man than you. But what is this last piece of luck that has be­fall­en you?’

			“Well, my dear fel­low, con­grat­u­late me.”

			“I de­sire noth­ing bet­ter.”

			“It seems that I am the first who has had his mea­sure tak­en in that man­ner.”

			“Are you sure of it?”

			“Near­ly so. Cer­tain signs of in­tel­li­gence which passed be­tween Volière and the oth­er garçons showed me the fact.”

			“Well, my friend, that does not sur­prise me from Molière,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Volière, my friend.”

			“Oh, no, no, in­deed! I am very will­ing to leave you to go on say­ing Volière; but, as for me, I shall con­tin­ued to say Molière. Well, this, I was say­ing, does not sur­prise me, com­ing from Molière, who is a very in­ge­nious fel­low, and in­spired you with this grand idea.”

			“It will be of great use to him by and by, I am sure.”

			“Won’t it be of use to him, in­deed? I be­lieve you, it will, and that in the high­est de­gree;—for you see my friend Molière is of all known tai­lors the man who best clothes our barons, comtes, and mar­quis­es—ac­cord­ing to their mea­sure.”

			On this ob­ser­va­tion, nei­ther the ap­pli­ca­tion nor depth of which we shall dis­cuss, d’Artag­nan and Porthos quit­ted M. de Percerin’s house and re­joined their car­riages, where­in we will leave them, in or­der to look af­ter Molière and Aramis at Saint-Mandé.
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				The Bee­hive, the Bees, and the Hon­ey

			
			The bish­op of Vannes, much an­noyed at hav­ing met d’Artag­nan at M. Percerin’s, re­turned to Saint-Mandé in no very good hu­mor. Molière, on the oth­er hand, quite de­light­ed at hav­ing made such a cap­i­tal rough sketch, and at know­ing where to find his orig­i­nal again, when­ev­er he should de­sire to con­vert his sketch in­to a pic­ture, Molière ar­rived in the mer­ri­est of moods. All the first sto­ry of the left wing was oc­cu­pied by the most cel­e­brat­ed Epi­cure­ans in Paris, and those on the freest foot­ing in the house—ev­ery­one in his com­part­ment, like the bees in their cells, em­ployed in pro­duc­ing the hon­ey in­tend­ed for that roy­al cake which M. Fou­quet pro­posed to of­fer His Majesty Louis XIV dur­ing the fête at Vaux. Pélis­son, his head lean­ing on his hand, was en­gaged in draw­ing out the plan of the pro­logue to the Fâcheux, a com­e­dy in three acts, which was to be put on the stage by Po­quelin de Molière, as d’Artag­nan called him, or Co­quelin de Volière, as Porthos styled him. Loret, with all the charm­ing in­no­cence of a gazetteer—the gazetteers of all ages have al­ways been so art­less!—Loret was com­pos­ing an ac­count of the fêtes at Vaux, be­fore those fêtes had tak­en place. La Fontaine saun­tered about from one to the oth­er, a peri­patet­ic, ab­sent­mind­ed, bor­ing, un­bear­able dream­er, who kept buzzing and hum­ming at ev­ery­body’s el­bow a thou­sand po­et­ic ab­strac­tions. He so of­ten dis­turbed Pélis­son, that the lat­ter, rais­ing his head, cross­ly said, “At least, La Fontaine, sup­ply me with a rhyme, since you have the run of the gar­dens at Par­nas­sus.”

			“What rhyme do you want?” asked the Fa­bler as Madame de Sévi­gné used to call him.

			“I want a rhyme to lu­mière.”

			“Ornière,” an­swered La Fontaine.

			“Ah, but, my good friend, one can­not talk of wheel-ruts when cel­e­brat­ing the de­lights of Vaux,” said Loret.

			“Be­sides, it doesn’t rhyme,” an­swered Pélis­son.

			“What! doesn’t rhyme!” cried La Fontaine, in sur­prise.

			“Yes; you have an abom­inable habit, my friend—a habit which will ev­er pre­vent your be­com­ing a po­et of the first or­der. You rhyme in a sloven­ly man­ner.”

			“Oh, oh, you think so, do you, Pélis­son?”

			“Yes, I do, in­deed. Re­mem­ber that a rhyme is nev­er good so long as one can find a bet­ter.”

			“Then I will nev­er write any­thing again save in prose,” said La Fontaine, who had tak­en up Pélis­son’s re­proach in earnest. “Ah! I of­ten sus­pect­ed I was noth­ing but a ras­cal­ly po­et! Yes, ’tis the very truth.”

			“Do not say so; your re­mark is too sweep­ing, and there is much that is good in your Fa­bles.”

			“And to be­gin,” con­tin­ued La Fontaine, fol­low­ing up his idea, “I will go and burn a hun­dred vers­es I have just made.”

			“Where are your vers­es?”

			“In my head.”

			“Well, if they are in your head you can­not burn them.”

			“True,” said La Fontaine; “but if I do not burn them—”

			“Well, what will hap­pen if you do not burn them?”

			“They will re­main in my mind, and I shall nev­er for­get them!”

			“The deuce!” cried Loret; “what a dan­ger­ous thing! One would go mad with it!”

			“The deuce! the deuce!” re­peat­ed La Fontaine; “what can I do?”

			“I have dis­cov­ered the way,” said Molière, who had en­tered just at this point of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“What way?”

			“Write them first and burn them af­ter­wards.”

			“How sim­ple! Well, I should nev­er have dis­cov­ered that. What a mind that dev­il of a Molière has!” said La Fontaine. Then, strik­ing his fore­head, “Oh, thou wilt nev­er be aught but an ass, Jean La Fontaine!” he added.

			“What are you say­ing there, my friend?” broke in Molière, ap­proach­ing the po­et, whose aside he had heard.

			“I say I shall nev­er be aught but an ass,” an­swered La Fontaine, with a heavy sigh and swim­ming eyes. “Yes, my friend,” he added, with in­creas­ing grief, “it seems that I rhyme in a sloven­ly man­ner.”

			“Oh, ’tis wrong to say so.”

			“Nay, I am a poor crea­ture!”

			“Who said so?”

			“Par­bleu! ’twas Pélis­son; did you not, Pélis­son?”

			Pélis­son, again ab­sorbed in his work, took good care not to an­swer.

			“But if Pélis­son said you were so,” cried Molière, “Pélis­son has se­ri­ous­ly of­fend­ed you.”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Ah! I ad­vise you, as you are a gen­tle­man, not to leave an in­sult like that un­pun­ished.”

			“What!” ex­claimed La Fontaine.

			“Did you ev­er fight?”

			“Once on­ly, with a lieu­tenant in the light horse.”

			“What wrong had he done you?”

			“It seems he ran away with my wife.”

			“Ah, ah!” said Molière, be­com­ing slight­ly pale; but as, at La Fontaine’s dec­la­ra­tion, the oth­ers had turned round, Molière kept up­on his lips the ral­ly­ing smile which had so near­ly died away, and con­tin­u­ing to make La Fontaine speak—

			“And what was the re­sult of the du­el?”

			“The re­sult was, that on the ground my op­po­nent dis­armed me, and then made an apol­o­gy, promis­ing nev­er again to set foot in my house.”

			“And you con­sid­ered your­self sat­is­fied?” said Molière.

			“Not at all! on the con­trary, I picked up my sword. ‘I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur,’ I said, ‘I have not fought you be­cause you were my wife’s friend, but be­cause I was told I ought to fight. So, as I have nev­er known any peace save since you made her ac­quain­tance, do me the plea­sure to con­tin­ue your vis­its as hereto­fore, or mor­bleu! let us set to again.’ And so,” con­tin­ued La Fontaine, “he was com­pelled to re­sume his friend­ship with Madame, and I con­tin­ue to be the hap­pi­est of hus­bands.”

			All burst out laugh­ing. Molière alone passed his hand across his eyes. Why? Per­haps to wipe away a tear, per­haps to smoth­er a sigh. Alas! we know that Molière was a moral­ist, but he was not a philoso­pher. “ ’Tis all one,” he said, re­turn­ing to the top­ic of the con­ver­sa­tion, “Pélis­son has in­sult­ed you.”

			“Ah, tru­ly! I had al­ready for­got­ten it.”

			“And I am go­ing to chal­lenge him on your be­half.”

			“Well, you can do so, if you think it in­dis­pens­able.”

			“I do think it in­dis­pens­able, and I am go­ing to—”

			“Stay,” ex­claimed La Fontaine, “I want your ad­vice.”

			“Up­on what? this in­sult?”

			“No; tell me re­al­ly now whether lu­mière does not rhyme with ornière.”

			“I should make them rhyme.”

			“Ah! I knew you would.”

			“And I have made a hun­dred thou­sand such rhymes in my time.”

			“A hun­dred thou­sand!” cried La Fontaine. “Four times as many as La Pu­celle, which M. Chapelain is med­i­tat­ing. Is it al­so on this sub­ject, too, that you have com­posed a hun­dred thou­sand vers­es?”

			“Lis­ten to me, you eter­nal­ly ab­sent­mind­ed crea­ture,” said Molière.

			“It is cer­tain,” con­tin­ued La Fontaine, “that légume, for in­stance, rhymes with posthume.”

			“In the plu­ral, above all.”

			“Yes, above all in the plu­ral, see­ing that then it rhymes not with three let­ters, but with four; as ornière does with lu­mière.”

			“But give me ornières and lu­mières in the plu­ral, my dear Pélis­son,” said La Fontaine, clap­ping his hand on the shoul­der of his friend, whose in­sult he had quite for­got­ten, “and they will rhyme.”

			“Hem!” coughed Pélis­son.

			“Molière says so, and Molière is a judge of such things; he de­clares he has him­self made a hun­dred thou­sand vers­es.”

			“Come,” said Molière, laugh­ing, “he is off now.”

			“It is like ri­vage, which rhymes ad­mirably with herbage. I would take my oath of it.”

			“But—” said Molière.

			“I tell you all this,” con­tin­ued La Fontaine, “be­cause you are pre­par­ing a di­ver­tisse­ment for Vaux, are you not?”

			“Yes, the Fâcheux.”

			“Ah, yes, the Fâcheux; yes, I rec­ol­lect. Well, I was think­ing a pro­logue would ad­mirably suit your di­ver­tisse­ment.”

			“Doubt­less it would suit cap­i­tal­ly.”

			“Ah! you are of my opin­ion?”

			“So much so, that I have asked you to write this very pro­logue.”

			“You asked me to write it?”

			“Yes, you, and on your re­fusal begged you to ask Pélis­son, who is en­gaged up­on it at this mo­ment.”

			“Ah! that is what Pélis­son is do­ing, then? I’faith, my dear Molière, you are in­deed of­ten right.”

			“When?”

			“When you call me ab­sent­mind­ed. It is a mon­strous de­fect; I will cure my­self of it, and do your pro­logue for you.”

			“But inas­much as Pélis­son is about it!—”

			“Ah, true, mis­er­able ras­cal that I am! Loret was in­deed right in say­ing I was a poor crea­ture.”

			“It was not Loret who said so, my friend.”

			“Well, then, who­ev­er said so, ’tis the same to me! And so your di­ver­tisse­ment is called the Fâcheux? Well, can you make heureux rhyme with fâcheux?”

			“If obliged, yes.”

			“And even with capriceux.”

			“Oh, no, no.”

			“It would be haz­ardous, and yet why so?”

			“There is too great a dif­fer­ence in the ca­dences.”

			“I was fan­cy­ing,” said La Fontaine, leav­ing Molière for Loret—“I was fan­cy­ing—”

			“What were you fan­cy­ing?” said Loret, in the mid­dle of a sen­tence. “Make haste.”

			“You are writ­ing the pro­logue to the Fâcheux, are you not?”

			“No! mordieu! it is Pélis­son.”

			“Ah, Pélis­son,” cried La Fontaine, go­ing over to him, “I was fan­cy­ing,” he con­tin­ued, “that the nymph of Vaux—”

			“Ah, beau­ti­ful!” cried Loret. “The nymph of Vaux! thank you, La Fontaine; you have just giv­en me the two con­clud­ing vers­es of my pa­per.”

			“Well, if you can rhyme so well, La Fontaine,” said Pélis­son, “tell me now in what way you would be­gin my pro­logue?”

			“I should say, for in­stance, ‘Oh! nymph, who—’ Af­ter ‘who’ I should place a verb in the sec­ond per­son sin­gu­lar of the present in­dica­tive; and should go on thus: ‘this grot pro­found.’ ”

			“But the verb, the verb?” asked Pélis­son.

			“To ad­mire the great­est king of all kings round,” con­tin­ued La Fontaine.

			“But the verb, the verb,” ob­sti­nate­ly in­sist­ed Pélis­son. “This sec­ond per­son sin­gu­lar of the present in­dica­tive?”

			“Well, then; quittest:

			
				
					“Oh, nymph, who quittest now this grot pro­found,
					

					To ad­mire the great­est king of all kings round.”
				

			

			“You would not put ‘who quittest,’ would you?”

			“Why not?”

			“ ‘Quittest,’ af­ter ‘you who’?”

			“Ah! my dear fel­low,” ex­claimed La Fontaine, “you are a shock­ing pedant!”

			“With­out count­ing,” said Molière, “that the sec­ond verse, ‘king of all kings round,’ is very weak, my dear La Fontaine.”

			“Then you see clear­ly I am noth­ing but a poor crea­ture—a shuf­fler, as you said.”

			“I nev­er said so.”

			“Then, as Loret said.”

			“And it was not Loret ei­ther; it was Pélis­son.”

			“Well, Pélis­son was right a hun­dred times over. But what an­noys me more than any­thing, my dear Molière, is, that I fear we shall not have our Epi­cure­an dress­es.”

			“You ex­pect­ed yours, then, for the fête?”

			“Yes, for the fête, and then for af­ter the fête. My house­keep­er told me that my own is rather fad­ed.”

			“Di­a­ble! your house­keep­er is right; rather more than fad­ed.”

			“Ah, you see,” re­sumed La Fontaine, “the fact is, I left it on the floor in my room, and my cat—”

			“Well, your cat—”

			“She made her nest up­on it, which has rather changed its col­or.”

			Molière burst out laugh­ing; Pélis­son and Loret fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. At this junc­ture, the bish­op of Vannes ap­peared, with a roll of plans and parch­ments un­der his arm. As if the an­gel of death had chilled all gay and spright­ly fan­cies—as if that wan form had scared away the Graces to whom Xenocrates sac­ri­ficed—si­lence im­me­di­ate­ly reigned through the study, and ev­ery­one re­sumed his self-pos­ses­sion and his pen. Aramis dis­trib­uted the notes of in­vi­ta­tion, and thanked them in the name of M. Fou­quet. “The su­per­in­ten­dent,” he said, “be­ing kept to his room by busi­ness, could not come and see them, but begged them to send him some of the fruits of their day’s work, to en­able him to for­get the fa­tigue of his la­bor in the night.”

			At these words, all set­tled down to work. La Fontaine placed him­self at a ta­ble, and set his rapid pen an end­less dance across the smooth white vel­lum; Pélis­son made a fair copy of his pro­logue; Molière con­trib­uted fifty fresh vers­es, with which his vis­it to Percerin had in­spired him; Loret, an ar­ti­cle on the mar­velous fêtes he pre­dict­ed; and Aramis, laden with his booty like the king of the bees, that great black drone, decked with pur­ple and gold, re-en­tered his apart­ment, silent and busy. But be­fore de­part­ing, “Re­mem­ber, gen­tle­men,” said he, “we leave to­mor­row evening.”

			“In that case, I must give no­tice at home,” said Molière.

			“Yes; poor Molière!” said Loret, smil­ing; “he loves his home.”

			“ ‘He loves,’ yes,” replied Molière, with his sad, sweet smile. “ ‘He loves,’ that does not mean, they love him.”

			“As for me,” said La Fontaine, “they love me at Château Thier­ry, I am very sure.”

			Aramis here re-en­tered af­ter a brief dis­ap­pear­ance.

			“Will any­one go with me?” he asked. “I am go­ing by Paris, af­ter hav­ing passed a quar­ter of an hour with M. Fou­quet. I of­fer my car­riage.”

			“Good,” said Molière, “I ac­cept it. I am in a hur­ry.”

			“I shall dine here,” said Loret. “M. de Gourville has promised me some craw­fish.”

			“He has promised me some whit­ings. Find a rhyme for that, La Fontaine.”

			Aramis went out laugh­ing, as on­ly he could laugh, and Molière fol­lowed him. They were at the bot­tom of the stairs, when La Fontaine opened the door, and shout­ed out:

			
				
					“He has promised us some whit­ings,
					

					In re­turn for these our writ­ings.”
				

			

			The shouts of laugh­ter reached the ears of Fou­quet at the mo­ment Aramis opened the door of the study. As to Molière, he had un­der­tak­en to or­der the hors­es, while Aramis went to ex­change a part­ing word with the su­per­in­ten­dent. “Oh, how they are laugh­ing there!” said Fou­quet, with a sigh.

			“Do you not laugh, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I laugh no longer now, M. d’Herblay. The fête is ap­proach­ing; mon­ey is de­part­ing.”

			“Have I not told you that was my busi­ness?”

			“Yes, you promised me mil­lions.”

			“You shall have them the day af­ter the king’s en­trée in­to Vaux.”

			Fou­quet looked close­ly at Aramis, and passed the back of his icy hand across his moist­ened brow. Aramis per­ceived that the su­per­in­ten­dent ei­ther doubt­ed him, or felt he was pow­er­less to ob­tain the mon­ey. How could Fou­quet sup­pose that a poor bish­op, ex-ab­bé, ex-mus­ke­teer, could find any?

			“Why doubt me?” said Aramis. Fou­quet smiled and shook his head.

			“Man of lit­tle faith!” added the bish­op.

			“My dear M. d’Herblay,” an­swered Fou­quet, “if I fall—”

			“Well; if you ‘fall’?”

			“I shall, at least, fall from such a height, that I shall shat­ter my­self in fall­ing.” Then giv­ing him­self a shake, as though to es­cape from him­self, “Whence came you,” said he, “my friend?”

			“From Paris—from Percerin.”

			“And what have you been do­ing at Percerin’s, for I sup­pose you at­tach no great im­por­tance to our po­ets’ dress­es?”

			“No; I went to pre­pare a sur­prise.”

			“Sur­prise?”

			“Yes; which you are go­ing to give to the king.”

			“And will it cost much?”

			“Oh! a hun­dred pis­toles you will give Le­brun.”

			“A paint­ing?—Ah! all the bet­ter! And what is this paint­ing to rep­re­sent?”

			“I will tell you; then at the same time, what­ev­er you may say or think of it, I went to see the dress­es for our po­ets.”

			“Bah! and they will be rich and el­e­gant?”

			“Splen­did! There will be few great Mon­seigneurs with so good. Peo­ple will see the dif­fer­ence there is be­tween the courtiers of wealth and those of friend­ship.”

			“Ev­er gen­er­ous and grate­ful, dear prelate.”

			“In your school.”

			Fou­quet grasped his hand. “And where are you go­ing?” he said.

			“I am off to Paris, when you shall have giv­en a cer­tain let­ter.”

			“For whom?”

			“M. de Ly­onne.”

			“And what do you want with Ly­onne?”

			“I wish to make him sign a let­tre de ca­chet.”

			“ ‘Let­tre de ca­chet!’ Do you de­sire to put some­body in the Bastille?”

			“On the con­trary—to let some­body out.”

			“And who?”

			“A poor dev­il—a youth, a lad who has been Bastilled these ten years, for two Latin vers­es he made against the Je­suits.”

			“ ‘Two Latin vers­es!’ and, for ‘two Latin vers­es,’ the mis­er­able be­ing has been in prison for ten years!”

			“Yes!”

			“And has com­mit­ted no oth­er crime?”

			“Be­yond this, he is as in­no­cent as you or I.”

			“On your word?”

			“On my hon­or!”

			“And his name is—”

			“Sel­don.”

			“Yes.—But it is too bad. You knew this, and you nev­er told me!”

			“ ’Twas on­ly yes­ter­day his moth­er ap­plied to me, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And the wom­an is poor!”

			“In the deep­est mis­ery.”

			“Heav­en,” said Fou­quet, “some­times bears with such in­jus­tice on earth, that I hard­ly won­der there are wretch­es who doubt of its ex­is­tence. Stay, M. d’Herblay.” And Fou­quet, tak­ing a pen, wrote a few rapid lines to his col­league Ly­onne. Aramis took the let­ter and made ready to go.

			“Wait,” said Fou­quet. He opened his draw­er, and took out ten gov­ern­ment notes which were there, each for a thou­sand francs. “Stay,” he said; “set the son at lib­er­ty, and give this to the moth­er; but, above all, do not tell her—”

			“What, Mon­seigneur?”

			“That she is ten thou­sand livres rich­er than I. She would say I am but a poor su­per­in­ten­dent! Go! and I pray that God will bless those who are mind­ful of his poor!”

			“So al­so do I pray,” replied Aramis, kiss­ing Fou­quet’s hand.

			And he went out quick­ly, car­ry­ing off the let­ter for Ly­onne and the notes for Sel­don’s moth­er, and tak­ing up Molière, who was be­gin­ning to lose pa­tience.
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				An­oth­er Sup­per at the Bastille

			
			Sev­en o’clock sound­ed from the great clock of the Bastille, that fa­mous clock, which, like all the ac­ces­sories of the state prison, the very use of which is a tor­ture, re­called to the pris­on­ers’ minds the des­ti­na­tion of ev­ery hour of their pun­ish­ment. The time­piece of the Bastille, adorned with fig­ures, like most of the clocks of the pe­ri­od, rep­re­sent­ed St. Pe­ter in bonds. It was the sup­per hour of the un­for­tu­nate cap­tives. The doors, grat­ing on their enor­mous hinges, opened for the pas­sage of the bas­kets and trays of pro­vi­sions, the abun­dance and the del­i­ca­cy of which, as M. de Baise­meaux has him­self taught us, was reg­u­lat­ed by the con­di­tion in life of the pris­on­er. We un­der­stand on this head the the­o­ries of M. de Baise­meaux, sov­er­eign dis­penser of gas­tro­nom­ic del­i­ca­cies, head cook of the roy­al fortress, whose trays, full-laden, were as­cend­ing the steep stair­cas­es, car­ry­ing some con­so­la­tion to the pris­on­ers in the shape of hon­est­ly filled bot­tles of good vin­tages. This same hour was that of M. le Gou­verneur’s sup­per al­so. He had a guest to­day, and the spit turned more heav­i­ly than usu­al. Roast par­tridges flanked with quails and flank­ing a lard­ed lev­eret; boiled fowls; hams, fried and sprin­kled with white wine, cardóns of Guipuz­coa and la bisque d’ecreviss­es: these, to­geth­er with soups and hors d’oeu­vres, con­sti­tut­ed the gov­er­nor’s bill of fare. Baise­meaux, seat­ed at ta­ble, was rub­bing his hands and look­ing at the bish­op of Vannes, who, boot­ed like a cav­a­lier, dressed in gray and sword at side, kept talk­ing of his hunger and tes­ti­fy­ing the liveli­est im­pa­tience. M. de Baise­meaux de Montlezun was not ac­cus­tomed to the un­bend­ing move­ments of His Great­ness my lord of Vannes, and this evening Aramis, be­com­ing spright­ly, vol­un­teered con­fi­dence on con­fi­dence. The prelate had again a lit­tle touch of the mus­ke­teer about him. The bish­op just trenched on the bor­ders on­ly of li­cense in his style of con­ver­sa­tion. As for M. de Baise­meaux, with the fa­cil­i­ty of vul­gar peo­ple, he gave him­self up en­tire­ly up­on this point of his guest’s free­dom. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “for in­deed tonight I dare not call you Mon­seigneur.”

			“By no means,” said Aramis; “call me Mon­sieur; I am boot­ed.”

			“Do you know, Mon­sieur, of whom you re­mind me this evening?”

			“No! faith,” said Aramis, tak­ing up his glass; “but I hope I re­mind you of a cap­i­tal guest.”

			“You re­mind me of two, Mon­sieur. François, shut the win­dow; the wind may an­noy His Great­ness.”

			“And let him go,” added Aramis. “The sup­per is com­plete­ly served, and we shall eat it very well with­out wait­ers. I like ex­ceed­ing­ly to be tête-à-tête when I am with a friend.” Baise­meaux bowed re­spect­ful­ly.

			“I like ex­ceed­ing­ly,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “to help my­self.”

			“Re­tire, François,” cried Baise­meaux. “I was say­ing that Your Great­ness puts me in mind of two per­sons; one very il­lus­tri­ous, the late car­di­nal, the great Car­di­nal de la Rochelle, who wore boots like you.”

			“In­deed,” said Aramis; “and the oth­er?”

			“The oth­er was a cer­tain mus­ke­teer, very hand­some, very brave, very ad­ven­tur­ous, very for­tu­nate, who, from be­ing ab­bé, turned mus­ke­teer, and from mus­ke­teer turned ab­bé.” Aramis con­de­scend­ed to smile. “From ab­bé,” con­tin­ued Baise­meaux, en­cour­aged by Aramis’s smile—“from ab­bé, bish­op—and from bish­op—”

			“Ah! stay there, I beg,” ex­claimed Aramis.

			“I have just said, Mon­sieur, that you gave me the idea of a car­di­nal.”

			“Enough, dear M. Baise­meaux. As you said, I have on the boots of a cav­a­lier, but I do not in­tend, for all that, to em­broil my­self with the church this evening.”

			“But you have wicked in­ten­tions, nev­er­the­less, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Oh, yes, wicked, I own, as ev­ery­thing mun­dane is.”

			“You tra­verse the town and the streets in dis­guise?”

			“In dis­guise, as you say.”

			“And you still make use of your sword?”

			“Yes, I should think so; but on­ly when I am com­pelled. Do me the plea­sure to sum­mon François.”

			“Have you no wine there?”

			“ ’Tis not for wine, but be­cause it is hot here, and the win­dow is shut.”

			“I shut the win­dows at sup­per­time so as not to hear the sounds or the ar­rival of couri­ers.”

			“Ah, yes. You hear them when the win­dow is open?”

			“But too well, and that dis­turbs me. You un­der­stand?”

			“Nev­er­the­less I am suf­fo­cat­ed. François.” François en­tered. “Open the win­dows, I pray you, Mas­ter François,” said Aramis. “You will al­low him, dear M. Baise­meaux?”

			“You are at home here,” an­swered the gov­er­nor. The win­dow was opened. “Do you not think,” said M. de Baise­meaux, “that you will find your­self very lone­ly, now M. de la Fère has re­turned to his house­hold gods at Blois? He is a very old friend, is he not?”

			“You know it as I do, Baise­meaux, see­ing that you were in the Mus­ke­teers with us.”

			“Bah! with my friends I reck­on nei­ther bot­tles of wine nor years.”

			“And you are right. But I do more than love M. de la Fère, dear Baise­meaux; I ven­er­ate him.”

			“Well, for my part, though ’tis sin­gu­lar,” said the gov­er­nor, “I pre­fer M. d’Artag­nan to him. There is a man for you, who drinks long and well! That kind of peo­ple al­low you at least to pen­e­trate their thoughts.”

			“Baise­meaux, make me tip­sy tonight; let us have a mer­ry time of it as of old, and if I have a trou­ble at the bot­tom of my heart, I prom­ise you, you shall see it as you would a di­a­mond at the bot­tom of your glass.”

			“Bra­vo!” said Baise­meaux, and he poured out a great glass of wine and drank it off at a draught, trem­bling with joy at the idea of be­ing, by hook or by crook, in the se­cret of some high archiepis­co­pal mis­de­meanor. While he was drink­ing he did not see with what at­ten­tion Aramis was not­ing the sounds in the great court. A couri­er came in about eight o’clock as François brought in the fifth bot­tle, and, al­though the couri­er made a great noise, Baise­meaux heard noth­ing.

			“The dev­il take him,” said Aramis.

			“What! who?” asked Baise­meaux. “I hope ’tis nei­ther the wine you drank nor he who is the cause of your drink­ing it.”

			“No; it is a horse, who is mak­ing noise enough in the court for a whole squadron.”

			“Pooh! some couri­er or oth­er,” replied the gov­er­nor, re­dou­bling his at­ten­tion to the pass­ing bot­tle. “Yes; and may the dev­il take him, and so quick­ly that we shall nev­er hear him speak more. Hur­rah! hur­rah!”

			“You for­get me, Baise­meaux! my glass is emp­ty,” said Aramis, lift­ing his daz­zling Vene­tian gob­let.

			“Up­on my hon­or, you de­light me. François, wine!” François en­tered. “Wine, fel­low! and bet­ter.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, yes; but a couri­er has just ar­rived.”

			“Let him go to the dev­il, I say.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, but—”

			“Let him leave his news at the of­fice; we will see to it to­mor­row. To­mor­row, there will be time to­mor­row; there will be day­light,” said Baise­meaux, chant­ing the words.

			“Ah, Mon­sieur,” grum­bled the sol­dier François, in spite of him­self, “Mon­sieur.”

			“Take care,” said Aramis, “take care!”

			“Of what? dear M. d’Herblay,” said Baise­meaux, half in­tox­i­cat­ed.

			“The let­ter which the couri­er brings to the gov­er­nor of a fortress is some­times an or­der.”

			“Near­ly al­ways.”

			“Do not or­ders is­sue from the min­is­ters?”

			“Yes, un­doubt­ed­ly; but—”

			“And what to these min­is­ters do but coun­ter­sign the sig­na­ture of the king?”

			“Per­haps you are right. Nev­er­the­less, ’tis very tire­some when you are sit­ting be­fore a good ta­ble, tête-à-tête with a friend—Ah! I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur; I for­got it is I who en­gage you at sup­per, and that I speak to a fu­ture car­di­nal.”

			“Let us pass over that, dear Baise­meaux, and re­turn to our sol­dier, to François.”

			“Well, and what has François done?”

			“He has de­murred!”

			“He was wrong, then?”

			“How­ev­er, he has de­murred, you see; ’tis be­cause there is some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary in this mat­ter. It is very pos­si­ble that it was not François who was wrong in de­mur­ring, but you, who are in the wrong in not lis­ten­ing to him.”

			“Wrong? I to be wrong be­fore François? that seems rather hard.”

			“Par­don me, mere­ly an ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty. But I thought it my du­ty to make an ob­ser­va­tion which I deem im­por­tant.”

			“Oh! per­haps you are right,” stam­mered Baise­meaux. “The king’s or­der is sa­cred; but as to or­ders that ar­rive when one is at sup­per, I re­peat that the dev­il—”

			“If you had said as much to the great car­di­nal—hem! my dear Baise­meaux, and if his or­der had any im­por­tance.”

			“I do it that I may not dis­turb a bish­op. Mor­dioux! am I not, then, ex­cus­able?”

			“Do not for­get, Baise­meaux, that I have worn the sol­dier’s coat, and I am ac­cus­tomed to obe­di­ence ev­ery­where.”

			“You wish, then—”

			“I wish that you would do your du­ty, my friend; yes, at least be­fore this sol­dier.”

			“ ’Tis math­e­mat­i­cal­ly true,” ex­claimed Baise­meaux. François still wait­ed: “Let them send this or­der of the king’s up to me,” he re­peat­ed, re­cov­er­ing him­self. And he added in a low tone, “Do you know what it is? I will tell you some­thing about as in­ter­est­ing as this. ‘Be­ware of fire near the pow­der mag­a­zine’; or, ‘Look close af­ter such and such a one, who is clever at es­cap­ing,’ Ah! if you on­ly knew, Mon­seigneur, how many times I have been sud­den­ly awak­ened from the very sweet­est, deep­est slum­ber, by mes­sen­gers ar­riv­ing at full gal­lop to tell me, or rather, bring me a slip of pa­per con­tain­ing these words: ‘Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, what news?’ ’Tis clear enough that those who waste their time writ­ing such or­ders have nev­er slept in the Bastille. They would know bet­ter; they have nev­er con­sid­ered the thick­ness of my walls, the vig­i­lance of my of­fi­cers, the num­ber of rounds we go. But, in­deed, what can you ex­pect, Mon­seigneur? It is their busi­ness to write and tor­ment me when I am at rest, and to trou­ble me when I am hap­py,” added Baise­meaux, bow­ing to Aramis. “Then let them do their busi­ness.”

			“And do you do yours,” added the bish­op, smil­ing.

			François re-en­tered; Baise­meaux took from his hands the min­is­ter’s or­der. He slow­ly un­did it, and as slow­ly read it. Aramis pre­tend­ed to be drink­ing, so as to be able to watch his host through the glass. Then, Baise­meaux, hav­ing read it: “What was I just say­ing?” he ex­claimed.

			“What is it?” asked the bish­op.

			“An or­der of re­lease! There, now; ex­cel­lent news in­deed to dis­turb us!”

			“Ex­cel­lent news for him whom it con­cerns, you will at least agree, my dear gov­er­nor!”

			“And at eight o’clock in the evening!”

			“It is char­i­ta­ble!”

			“Oh! char­i­ty is all very well, but it is for that fel­low who says he is so weary and tired, but not for me who am amus­ing my­self,” said Baise­meaux, ex­as­per­at­ed.

			“Will you lose by him, then? And is the pris­on­er who is to be set at lib­er­ty a good pay­er?”

			“Oh, yes, in­deed! a mis­er­able, five-franc rat!”

			“Let me see it,” asked M. d’Herblay. “It is no in­dis­cre­tion?”

			“By no means; read it.”

			“There is ‘Ur­gent,’ on the pa­per; you have seen that, I sup­pose?”

			“Oh, ad­mirable! ‘Ur­gent!’—a man who has been there ten years! It is ur­gent to set him free to­day, this very evening, at eight o’clock!—ur­gent!” And Baise­meaux, shrug­ging his shoul­ders with an air of supreme dis­dain, flung the or­der on the ta­ble and be­gan eat­ing again.

			“They are fond of these tricks!” he said, with his mouth full; “they seize a man, some fine day, keep him un­der lock and key for ten years, and write to you, ‘Watch this fel­low well,’ or ‘Keep him very strict­ly.’ And then, as soon as you are ac­cus­tomed to look up­on the pris­on­er as a dan­ger­ous man, all of a sud­den, with­out rhyme or rea­son they write—‘Set him at lib­er­ty,’ and ac­tu­al­ly add to their mis­sive—‘ur­gent.’ You will own, my lord, ’tis enough to make a man at din­ner shrug his shoul­ders!”

			“What do you ex­pect? It is for them to write,” said Aramis, “for you to ex­e­cute the or­der.”

			“Good! good! ex­e­cute it! Oh, pa­tience! You must not imag­ine that I am a slave.”

			“Gra­cious Heav­en! my very good M. Baise­meaux, who ev­er said so? Your in­de­pen­dence is well known.”

			“Thank Heav­en!”

			“But your good­ness of heart is al­so known.”

			“Ah! don’t speak of it!”

			“And your obe­di­ence to your su­pe­ri­ors. Once a sol­dier, you see, Baise­meaux, al­ways a sol­dier.”

			“And I shall di­rect­ly obey; and to­mor­row morn­ing, at day­break, the pris­on­er re­ferred to shall be set free.”

			“To­mor­row?”

			“At dawn.”

			“Why not this evening, see­ing that the let­tre de ca­chet bears, both on the di­rec­tion and in­side, ‘ur­gent’?”

			“Be­cause this evening we are at sup­per, and our af­fairs are ur­gent, too!”

			“Dear Baise­meaux, boot­ed though I be, I feel my­self a priest, and char­i­ty has high­er claims up­on me than hunger and thirst. This un­for­tu­nate man has suf­fered long enough, since you have just told me that he has been your pris­on­er these ten years. Abridge his suf­fer­ing. His good time has come; give him the ben­e­fit quick­ly. God will re­pay you in Par­adise with years of fe­lic­i­ty.”

			“You wish it?”

			“I en­treat you.”

			“What! in the very mid­dle of our repast?”

			“I im­plore you; such an ac­tion is worth ten Benedicites.”

			“It shall be as you de­sire, on­ly our sup­per will get cold.”

			“Oh! nev­er heed that.”

			Baise­meaux leaned back to ring for François, and by a very nat­u­ral mo­tion turned round to­wards the door. The or­der had re­mained on the ta­ble; Aramis seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty when Baise­meaux was not look­ing to change the pa­per for an­oth­er, fold­ed in the same man­ner, which he drew swift­ly from his pock­et. “François,” said the gov­er­nor, “let the ma­jor come up here with the turnkeys of the Bertaudière.” François bowed and quit­ted the room, leav­ing the two com­pan­ions alone.
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			There was now a brief si­lence, dur­ing which Aramis nev­er re­moved his eyes from Baise­meaux for a mo­ment. The lat­ter seemed on­ly half de­cid­ed to dis­turb him­self thus in the mid­dle of sup­per, and it was clear he was try­ing to in­vent some pre­text, whether good or bad, for de­lay, at any rate till af­ter dessert. And it ap­peared al­so that he had hit up­on an ex­cuse at last.

			“Eh! but it is im­pos­si­ble!” he cried.

			“How im­pos­si­ble?” said Aramis. “Give me a glimpse of this im­pos­si­bil­i­ty.”

			“ ’Tis im­pos­si­ble to set a pris­on­er at lib­er­ty at such an hour. Where can he go to, a man so un­ac­quaint­ed with Paris?”

			“He will find a place wher­ev­er he can.”

			“You see, now, one might as well set a blind man free!”

			“I have a car­riage, and will take him wher­ev­er he wish­es.”

			“You have an an­swer for ev­ery­thing. François, tell Mon­sieur le Ma­jor to go and open the cell of M. Sel­don, No. 3, Bertaudière.”

			“Sel­don!” ex­claimed Aramis, very nat­u­ral­ly. “You said Sel­don, I think?”

			“I said Sel­don, of course. ’Tis the name of the man they set free.”

			“Oh! you mean to say Marchiali?” said Aramis.

			“Marchiali? oh! yes, in­deed. No, no, Sel­don.”

			“I think you are mak­ing a mis­take, Mon­sieur Baise­meaux.”

			“I have read the or­der.”

			“And I al­so.”

			“And I saw ‘Sel­don’ in let­ters as large as that,” and Baise­meaux held up his fin­ger.

			“And I read ‘Marchiali’ in char­ac­ters as large as this,” said Aramis, al­so hold­ing up two fin­gers.

			“To the proof; let us throw a light on the mat­ter,” said Baise­meaux, con­fi­dent he was right. “There is the pa­per, you have on­ly to read it.”

			“I read ‘Marchiali,’ ” re­turned Aramis, spread­ing out the pa­per. “Look.”

			Baise­meaux looked, and his arms dropped sud­den­ly. “Yes, yes,” he said, quite over­whelmed; “yes, Marchiali. ’Tis plain­ly writ­ten Marchiali! Quite true!”

			“Ah!—”

			“How? the man of whom we have talked so much? The man whom they are ev­ery day telling me to take such care of?”

			“There is ‘Marchiali,’ ” re­peat­ed the in­flex­i­ble Aramis.

			“I must own it, Mon­seigneur. But I un­der­stand noth­ing about it.”

			“You be­lieve your eyes, at any rate.”

			“To tell me very plain­ly there is ‘Marchiali.’ ”

			“And in a good hand­writ­ing, too.”

			“ ’Tis a won­der! I still see this or­der and the name of Sel­don, Irish­man. I see it. Ah! I even rec­ol­lect that un­der this name there was a blot of ink.”

			“No, there is no ink; no, there is no blot.”

			“Oh! but there was, though; I know it, be­cause I rubbed my fin­ger—this very one—in the pow­der that was over the blot.”

			“In a word, be it how it may, dear M. Baise­meaux,” said Aramis, “and what­ev­er you may have seen, the or­der is signed to re­lease Marchiali, blot or no blot.”

			“The or­der is signed to re­lease Marchiali,” replied Baise­meaux, me­chan­i­cal­ly, en­deav­or­ing to re­gain his courage.

			“And you are go­ing to re­lease this pris­on­er. If your heart dic­tates you to de­liv­er Sel­don al­so, I de­clare to you I will not op­pose it the least in the world.” Aramis ac­com­pa­nied this re­mark with a smile, the irony of which ef­fec­tu­al­ly dis­pelled Baise­meaux’s con­fu­sion of mind, and re­stored his courage.

			“Mon­seigneur,” he said, “this Marchiali is the very same pris­on­er whom the oth­er day a priest con­fes­sor of our or­der came to vis­it in so im­pe­ri­ous and so se­cret a man­ner.”

			“I don’t know that, Mon­sieur,” replied the bish­op.

			“ ’Tis no such long time ago, dear Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“It is true. But with us, Mon­sieur, it is good that the man of to­day should no longer know what the man of yes­ter­day did.”

			“In any case,” said Baise­meaux, “the vis­it of the Je­suit con­fes­sor must have giv­en hap­pi­ness to this man.”

			Aramis made no re­ply, but recom­menced eat­ing and drink­ing. As for Baise­meaux, no longer touch­ing any­thing that was on the ta­ble, he again took up the or­der and ex­am­ined it ev­ery way. This in­ves­ti­ga­tion, un­der or­di­nary cir­cum­stances, would have made the ears of the im­pa­tient Aramis burn with anger; but the bish­op of Vannes did not be­come in­censed for so lit­tle, above all, when he had mur­mured to him­self that to do so was dan­ger­ous. “Are you go­ing to re­lease Marchiali?” he said. “What mel­low, fra­grant and de­li­cious sher­ry this is, my dear gov­er­nor.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied Baise­meaux, “I shall re­lease the pris­on­er Marchiali when I have sum­moned the couri­er who brought the or­der, and above all, when, by in­ter­ro­gat­ing him, I have sat­is­fied my­self.”

			“The or­der is sealed, and the couri­er is ig­no­rant of the con­tents. What do you want to sat­is­fy your­self about?”

			“Be it so, Mon­seigneur; but I shall send to the min­istry, and M. de Ly­onne will ei­ther con­firm or with­draw the or­der.”

			“What is the good of all that?” asked Aramis, cold­ly.

			“What good?”

			“Yes; what is your ob­ject, I ask?”

			“The ob­ject of nev­er de­ceiv­ing one­self, Mon­seigneur; nor be­ing want­ing in the re­spect which a sub­al­tern owes to his su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cers, nor in­fring­ing the du­ties of a ser­vice one has ac­cept­ed of one’s own free will.”

			“Very good; you have just spo­ken so elo­quent­ly, that I can­not but ad­mire you. It is true that a sub­al­tern owes re­spect to his su­pe­ri­ors; he is guilty when he de­ceives him­self, and he should be pun­ished if he in­fringed ei­ther the du­ties or laws of his of­fice.”

			Baise­meaux looked at the bish­op with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“It fol­lows,” pur­sued Aramis, “that you are go­ing to ask ad­vice, to put your con­science at ease in the mat­ter?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And if a su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer gives you or­ders, you will obey?”

			“Nev­er doubt it, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You know the king’s sig­na­ture well, M. de Baise­meaux?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Is it not on this or­der of re­lease?”

			“It is true, but it may—”

			“Be forged, you mean?”

			“That is ev­i­dent, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You are right. And that of M. de Ly­onne?”

			“I see it plain enough on the or­der; but for the same rea­son that the king’s sig­na­ture may have been forged, so al­so, and with even greater prob­a­bil­i­ty, may M. de Ly­onne’s.”

			“Your log­ic has the stride of a gi­ant, M. de Baise­meaux,” said Aramis; “and your rea­son­ing is ir­re­sistible. But on what spe­cial grounds do you base your idea that these sig­na­tures are false?”

			“On this: the ab­sence of coun­tersig­na­tures. Noth­ing checks His Majesty’s sig­na­ture; and M. de Ly­onne is not there to tell me he has signed.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux,” said Aramis, bend­ing an ea­gle glance on the gov­er­nor, “I adopt so frankly your doubts, and your mode of clear­ing them up, that I will take a pen, if you will give me one.”

			Baise­meaux gave him a pen.

			“And a sheet of white pa­per,” added Aramis.

			Baise­meaux hand­ed him some pa­per.

			“Now, I—I, al­so—I, here present—in­con­testably, I—am go­ing to write an or­der to which I am cer­tain you will give cre­dence, in­cred­u­lous as you are!”

			Baise­meaux turned pale at this icy as­sur­ance of man­ner. It seemed to him that the voice of the bish­op’s, but just now so play­ful and gay, had be­come fu­ne­re­al and sad; that the wax lights changed in­to the ta­pers of a mor­tu­ary chapel, the very glass­es of wine in­to chal­ices of blood.

			Aramis took a pen and wrote. Baise­meaux, in ter­ror, read over his shoul­der.

			
				“A.M.D.G.,” wrote the bish­op; and he drew a cross un­der these four let­ters, which sig­ni­fy ad ma­jorem Dei glo­ri­am, “to the greater glo­ry of God”; and thus he con­tin­ued: “It is our plea­sure that the or­der brought to M. de Baise­meaux de Montlezun, gov­er­nor, for the king, of the cas­tle of the Bastille, be held by him good and ef­fec­tu­al, and be im­me­di­ate­ly car­ried in­to op­er­a­tion.”

				
					(Signed) d’Herblay

					“Gen­er­al of the Or­der, by the grace of God.”

				
			

			Baise­meaux was so pro­found­ly as­ton­ished, that his fea­tures re­mained con­tract­ed, his lips part­ed, and his eyes fixed. He did not move an inch, nor ar­tic­u­late a sound. Noth­ing could be heard in that large cham­ber but the wing-whis­per of a lit­tle moth, which was flut­ter­ing to its death about the can­dles. Aramis, with­out even deign­ing to look at the man whom he had re­duced to so mis­er­able a con­di­tion, drew from his pock­et a small case of black wax; he sealed the let­ter, and stamped it with a seal sus­pend­ed at his breast, be­neath his dou­blet, and when the op­er­a­tion was con­clud­ed, pre­sent­ed—still in si­lence—the mis­sive to M. de Baise­meaux. The lat­ter, whose hands trem­bled in a man­ner to ex­cite pity, turned a dull and mean­ing­less gaze up­on the let­ter. A last gleam of feel­ing played over his fea­tures, and he fell, as if thun­der­struck, on a chair.

			“Come, come,” said Aramis, af­ter a long si­lence, dur­ing which the gov­er­nor of the Bastille had slow­ly re­cov­ered his sens­es, “do not lead me to be­lieve, dear Baise­meaux, that the pres­ence of the gen­er­al of the Or­der is as ter­ri­ble as His, and that men die mere­ly from hav­ing seen Him. Take courage, rouse your­self; give me your hand—obey.”

			Baise­meaux, re­as­sured, if not sat­is­fied, obeyed, kissed Aramis’s hand, and rose. “Im­me­di­ate­ly?” he mur­mured.

			“Oh, there is no press­ing haste, my host; take your place again, and do the hon­ors over this beau­ti­ful dessert.”

			“Mon­seigneur, I shall nev­er re­cov­er such a shock as this; I who have laughed, who have jest­ed with you! I who have dared to treat you on a foot­ing of equal­i­ty!”

			“Say noth­ing about it, old com­rade,” replied the bish­op, who per­ceived how strained the cord was and how dan­ger­ous it would have been to break it; “say noth­ing about it. Let us each live in our own way; to you, my pro­tec­tion and my friend­ship; to me, your obe­di­ence. Hav­ing ex­act­ly ful­filled these two re­quire­ments, let us live hap­pi­ly.”

			Baise­meaux re­flect­ed; he per­ceived, at a glance, the con­se­quence of this with­draw­al of a pris­on­er by means of a forged or­der; and, putting in the scale the guar­an­tee of­fered him by the of­fi­cial or­der of the gen­er­al, did not con­sid­er it of any val­ue.

			Aramis di­vined this. “My dear Baise­meaux,” said he, “you are a sim­ple­ton. Lose this habit of re­flec­tion when I give my­self the trou­ble to think for you.”

			And at an­oth­er ges­ture he made, Baise­meaux bowed again. “How shall I set about it?” he said.

			“What is the process for re­leas­ing a pris­on­er?”

			“I have the reg­u­la­tions.”

			“Well, then, fol­low the reg­u­la­tions, my friend.”

			“I go with my ma­jor to the pris­on­er’s room, and con­duct him, if he is a per­son­age of im­por­tance.”

			“But this Marchiali is not an im­por­tant per­son­age,” said Aramis care­less­ly.

			“I don’t know,” an­swered the gov­er­nor, as if he would have said, “It is for you to in­struct me.”

			“Then if you don’t know it, I am right; so act to­wards Marchiali as you act to­wards one of ob­scure sta­tion.”

			“Good; the reg­u­la­tions so pro­vide. They are to the ef­fect that the turnkey, or one of the low­er of­fi­cials, shall bring the pris­on­er be­fore the gov­er­nor, in the of­fice.”

			“Well, ’tis very wise, that; and then?”

			“Then we re­turn to the pris­on­er the valu­ables he wore at the time of his im­pris­on­ment, his clothes and pa­pers, if the min­is­ter’s or­ders have not oth­er­wise dic­tat­ed.”

			“What was the min­is­ter’s or­der as to this Marchiali?”

			“Noth­ing; for the un­hap­py man ar­rived here with­out jew­els, with­out pa­pers, and al­most with­out clothes.”

			“See how sim­ple, then, all is. In­deed, Baise­meaux, you make a moun­tain of ev­ery­thing. Re­main here, and make them bring the pris­on­er to the gov­er­nor’s house.”

			Baise­meaux obeyed. He sum­moned his lieu­tenant, and gave him an or­der, which the lat­ter passed on, with­out dis­turb­ing him­self about it, to the next whom it con­cerned.

			Half an hour af­ter­wards they heard a gate shut in the court; it was the door to the dun­geon, which had just ren­dered up its prey to the free air. Aramis blew out all the can­dles which light­ed the room but one, which he left burn­ing be­hind the door. This flick­er­ing glare pre­vent­ed the sight from rest­ing steadi­ly on any ob­ject. It mul­ti­plied ten­fold the chang­ing forms and shad­ows of the place, by its wa­ver­ing un­cer­tain­ty. Steps drew near.

			“Go and meet your men,” said Aramis to Baise­meaux.

			The gov­er­nor obeyed. The sergeant and turnkeys dis­ap­peared. Baise­meaux re-en­tered, fol­lowed by a pris­on­er. Aramis had placed him­self in the shade; he saw with­out be­ing seen. Baise­meaux, in an ag­i­tat­ed tone of voice, made the young man ac­quaint­ed with the or­der which set him at lib­er­ty. The pris­on­er lis­tened, with­out mak­ing a sin­gle ges­ture or say­ing a word.

			“You will swear (’tis the reg­u­la­tion that re­quires it),” added the gov­er­nor, “nev­er to re­veal any­thing that you have seen or heard in the Bastille.”

			The pris­on­er per­ceived a cru­ci­fix; he stretched out his hands and swore with his lips. “And now, Mon­sieur, you are free. Whith­er do you in­tend go­ing?”

			The pris­on­er turned his head, as if look­ing be­hind him for some pro­tec­tion, on which he ought to re­ly. Then was it that Aramis came out of the shade: “I am here,” he said, “to ren­der the gen­tle­man what­ev­er ser­vice he may please to ask.”

			The pris­on­er slight­ly red­dened, and, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, passed his arm through that of Aramis. “God have you in his holy keep­ing,” he said, in a voice the firm­ness of which made the gov­er­nor trem­ble as much as the form of the bless­ing as­ton­ished him.

			Aramis, on shak­ing hands with Baise­meaux, said to him; “Does my or­der trou­ble you? Do you fear their find­ing it here, should they come to search?”

			“I de­sire to keep it, Mon­seigneur,” said Baise­meaux. “If they found it here, it would be a cer­tain in­di­ca­tion I should be lost, and in that case you would be a pow­er­ful and a last aux­il­iary for me.”

			“Be­ing your ac­com­plice, you mean?” an­swered Aramis, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. “Adieu, Baise­meaux,” said he.

			The hors­es were in wait­ing, mak­ing each rusty spring re­ver­ber­ate the car­riage again with their im­pa­tience. Baise­meaux ac­com­pa­nied the bish­op to the bot­tom of the steps. Aramis caused his com­pan­ion to mount be­fore him, then fol­lowed, and with­out giv­ing the driv­er any fur­ther or­der, “Go on,” said he. The car­riage rat­tled over the pave­ment of the court­yard. An of­fi­cer with a torch went be­fore the hors­es, and gave or­ders at ev­ery post to let them pass. Dur­ing the time tak­en in open­ing all the bar­ri­ers, Aramis bare­ly breathed, and you might have heard his “sealed heart knock against his ribs.” The pris­on­er, buried in a cor­ner of the car­riage, made no more sign of life than his com­pan­ion. At length, a jolt more se­vere than the oth­ers an­nounced to them that they had cleared the last wa­ter­course. Be­hind the car­riage closed the last gate, that in the Rue St. An­toine. No more walls ei­ther on the right or the left; heav­en ev­ery­where, lib­er­ty ev­ery­where, and life ev­ery­where. The hors­es, kept in check by a vig­or­ous hand, went qui­et­ly as far as the mid­dle of the faubourg. There they be­gan to trot. Lit­tle by lit­tle, whether they were warm­ing to their work, or whether they were urged, they gained in swift­ness, and once past Bercy, the car­riage seemed to fly, so great was the ar­dor of the cours­ers. The hors­es gal­loped thus as far as Vil­leneuve St. George’s, where re­lays were wait­ing. Then four in­stead of two whirled the car­riage away in the di­rec­tion of Melun, and pulled up for a mo­ment in the mid­dle of the for­est of Sé­nart. No doubt the or­der had been giv­en the pos­til­ion be­fore­hand, for Aramis had no oc­ca­sion even to make a sign.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked the pris­on­er, as if wak­ing from a long dream.

			“The mat­ter is, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis, “that be­fore go­ing fur­ther, it is nec­es­sary Your Roy­al High­ness and I should con­verse.”

			“I will await an op­por­tu­ni­ty, Mon­sieur,” an­swered the young prince.

			“We could not have a bet­ter, Mon­seigneur. We are in the mid­dle of a for­est, and no one can hear us.”

			“The pos­til­ion?”

			“The pos­til­ion of this re­lay is deaf and dumb, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I am at your ser­vice, M. d’Herblay.”

			“Is it your plea­sure to re­main in the car­riage?”

			“Yes; we are com­fort­ably seat­ed, and I like this car­riage, for it has re­stored me to lib­er­ty.”

			“Wait, Mon­seigneur; there is yet a pre­cau­tion to be tak­en.”

			“What?”

			“We are here on the high­way; cav­a­liers or car­riages trav­el­ing like our­selves might pass, and see­ing us stop­ping, deem us in some dif­fi­cul­ty. Let us avoid of­fers of as­sis­tance, which would em­bar­rass us.”

			“Give the pos­til­ion or­ders to con­ceal the car­riage in one of the side av­enues.”

			“ ’Tis ex­act­ly what I wished to do, Mon­seigneur.”

			Aramis made a sign to the deaf and dumb driv­er of the car­riage, whom he touched on the arm. The lat­ter dis­mount­ed, took the lead­ers by the bri­dle, and led them over the vel­vet sward and the mossy grass of a wind­ing al­ley, at the bot­tom of which, on this moon­less night, the deep shades formed a cur­tain black­er than ink. This done, the man lay down on a slope near his hors­es, who, on ei­ther side, kept nib­bling the young oak shoots.

			“I am lis­ten­ing,” said the young prince to Aramis; “but what are you do­ing there?”

			“I am dis­arm­ing my­self of my pis­tols, of which we have no fur­ther need, Mon­seigneur.”

		
	
		
			
				216

				The Tempter

			
			“My prince,” said Aramis, turn­ing in the car­riage to­wards his com­pan­ion, “weak crea­ture as I am, so un­pre­tend­ing in ge­nius, so low in the scale of in­tel­li­gent be­ings, it has nev­er yet hap­pened to me to con­verse with a man with­out pen­e­trat­ing his thoughts through that liv­ing mask which has been thrown over our mind, in or­der to re­tain its ex­pres­sion. But tonight, in this dark­ness, in the re­serve which you main­tain, I can read noth­ing on your fea­tures, and some­thing tells me that I shall have great dif­fi­cul­ty in wrest­ing from you a sin­cere dec­la­ra­tion. I be­seech you, then, not for love of me, for sub­jects should nev­er weigh as any­thing in the bal­ance which princes hold, but for love of your­self, to re­tain ev­ery syl­la­ble, ev­ery in­flec­tion which, un­der the present most grave cir­cum­stances, will all have a sense and val­ue as im­por­tant as any ev­er ut­tered in the world.”

			“I lis­ten,” replied the young prince, “de­cid­ed­ly, with­out ei­ther ea­ger­ly seek­ing or fear­ing any­thing you are about to say to me.” And he buried him­self still deep­er in the thick cush­ions of the car­riage, try­ing to de­prive his com­pan­ion not on­ly of the sight of him, but even of the very idea of his pres­ence.

			Black was the dark­ness which fell wide and dense from the sum­mits of the in­ter­twin­ing trees. The car­riage, cov­ered in by this prodi­gious roof, would not have re­ceived a par­ti­cle of light, not even if a ray could have strug­gled through the wreaths of mist that were al­ready ris­ing in the av­enue.

			“Mon­seigneur,” re­sumed Aramis, “you know the his­to­ry of the gov­ern­ment which to­day con­trols France. The king is­sued from an in­fan­cy im­pris­oned like yours, ob­scure as yours, and con­fined as yours; on­ly, in­stead of end­ing, like your­self, this slav­ery in a prison, this ob­scu­ri­ty in soli­tude, these straight­ened cir­cum­stances in con­ceal­ment, he was fain to bear all these mis­eries, hu­mil­i­a­tions, and dis­tress­es, in full day­light, un­der the piti­less sun of roy­al­ty; on an el­e­va­tion flood­ed with light, where ev­ery stain ap­pears a blem­ish, ev­ery glo­ry a stain. The king has suf­fered; it ran­kles in his mind; and he will avenge him­self. He will be a bad king. I say not that he will pour out his peo­ple’s blood, like Louis XI, or Charles IX; for he has no mor­tal in­juries to avenge; but he will de­vour the means and sub­stance of his peo­ple; for he has him­self un­der­gone wrongs in his own in­ter­est and mon­ey. In the first place, then, I ac­quit my con­science, when I con­sid­er open­ly the mer­its and the faults of this great prince; and if I con­demn him, my con­science ab­solves me.”

			Aramis paused. It was not to lis­ten if the si­lence of the for­est re­mained undis­turbed, but it was to gath­er up his thoughts from the very bot­tom of his soul—to leave the thoughts he had ut­tered suf­fi­cient time to eat deeply in­to the mind of his com­pan­ion.

			“All that Heav­en does, Heav­en does well,” con­tin­ued the bish­op of Vannes; “and I am so per­suad­ed of it that I have long been thank­ful to have been cho­sen de­posi­tary of the se­cret which I have aid­ed you to dis­cov­er. To a just Prov­i­dence was nec­es­sary an in­stru­ment, at once pen­e­trat­ing, per­se­ver­ing, and con­vinced, to ac­com­plish a great work. I am this in­stru­ment. I pos­sess pen­e­tra­tion, per­se­ver­ance, con­vic­tion; I gov­ern a mys­te­ri­ous peo­ple, who has tak­en for its mot­to, the mot­to of God, ‘Pa­tiens quia oeter­nus.’ ”20 The prince moved. “I di­vine, Mon­seigneur, why you are rais­ing your head, and are sur­prised at the peo­ple I have un­der my com­mand. You did not know you were deal­ing with a king—oh! Mon­seigneur, king of a peo­ple very hum­ble, much dis­in­her­it­ed; hum­ble be­cause they have no force save when creep­ing; dis­in­her­it­ed, be­cause nev­er, al­most nev­er in this world, do my peo­ple reap the har­vest they sow, nor eat the fruit they cul­ti­vate. They la­bor for an ab­stract idea; they heap to­geth­er all the atoms of their pow­er, to form a sin­gle man; and round this man, with the sweat of their la­bor, they cre­ate a misty ha­lo, which his ge­nius shall, in turn, ren­der a glo­ry gild­ed with the rays of all the crowns in Chris­ten­dom. Such is the man you have be­side you, Mon­seigneur. It is to tell you that he has drawn you from the abyss for a great pur­pose, to raise you above the pow­ers of the earth—above him­self.”

			The prince light­ly touched Aramis’s arm. “You speak to me,” he said, “of that re­li­gious or­der whose chief you are. For me, the re­sult of your words is, that the day you de­sire to hurl down the man you shall have raised, the event will be ac­com­plished; and that you will keep un­der your hand your cre­ation of yes­ter­day.”

			“Un­de­ceive your­self, Mon­seigneur,” replied the bish­op. “I should not take the trou­ble to play this ter­ri­ble game with Your Roy­al High­ness, if I had not a dou­ble in­ter­est in gain­ing it. The day you are el­e­vat­ed, you are el­e­vat­ed for­ev­er; you will over­turn the foot­stool, as you rise, and will send it rolling so far, that not even the sight of it will ev­er again re­call to you its right to sim­ple grat­i­tude.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!”

			“Your move­ment, Mon­seigneur, aris­es from an ex­cel­lent dis­po­si­tion. I thank you. Be well as­sured, I as­pire to more than grat­i­tude! I am con­vinced that, when ar­rived at the sum­mit, you will judge me still more wor­thy to be your friend; and then, Mon­seigneur, we two will do such great deeds, that ages here­after shall long speak of them.”

			“Tell me plain­ly, Mon­sieur—tell me with­out dis­guise—what I am to­day, and what you aim at my be­ing to­mor­row.”

			“You are the son of King Louis XI­II, broth­er of Louis XIV, nat­u­ral and le­git­i­mate heir to the throne of France. In keep­ing you near him, as Mon­sieur has been kept—Mon­sieur, your younger broth­er—the king re­served to him­self the right of be­ing le­git­i­mate sov­er­eign. The doc­tors on­ly could dis­pute his le­git­i­ma­cy. But the doc­tors al­ways pre­fer the king who is to the king who is not. Prov­i­dence has willed that you should be per­se­cut­ed; this per­se­cu­tion to­day con­se­crates you king of France. You had, then, a right to reign, see­ing that it is dis­put­ed; you had a right to be pro­claimed see­ing that you have been con­cealed; and you pos­sess roy­al blood, since no one has dared to shed yours, as that of your ser­vants has been shed. Now see, then, what this Prov­i­dence, which you have so of­ten ac­cused of hav­ing in ev­ery way thwart­ed you, has done for you. It has giv­en you the fea­tures, fig­ure, age, and voice of your broth­er; and the very caus­es of your per­se­cu­tion are about to be­come those of your tri­umphant restora­tion. To­mor­row, af­ter to­mor­row—from the very first, re­gal phan­tom, liv­ing shade of Louis XIV, you will sit up­on his throne, whence the will of Heav­en, con­fid­ed in ex­e­cu­tion to the arm of man, will have hurled him, with­out hope of re­turn.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said the prince, “my broth­er’s blood will not be shed, then.”

			“You will be sole ar­biter of his fate.”

			“The se­cret of which they made an evil use against me?”

			“You will em­ploy it against him. What did he do to con­ceal it? He con­cealed you. Liv­ing im­age of him­self, you will de­feat the con­spir­a­cy of Mazarin and Anne of Aus­tria. You, my prince, will have the same in­ter­est in con­ceal­ing him, who will, as a pris­on­er, re­sem­ble you, as you will re­sem­ble him as a king.”

			“I fall back on what I was say­ing to you. Who will guard him?”

			“Who guard­ed you?”

			“You know this se­cret—you have made use of it with re­gard to my­self. Who else knows it?”

			“The queen-moth­er and Madame de Chevreuse.”

			“What will they do?”

			“Noth­ing, if you choose.”

			“How is that?”

			“How can they rec­og­nize you, if you act in such a man­ner that no one can rec­og­nize you?”

			“ ’Tis true; but there are grave dif­fi­cul­ties.”

			“State them, prince.”

			“My broth­er is mar­ried; I can­not take my broth­er’s wife.”

			“I will cause Spain to con­sent to a di­vorce; it is in the in­ter­est of your new pol­i­cy; it is hu­man moral­i­ty. All that is re­al­ly no­ble and re­al­ly use­ful in this world will find its ac­count there­in.”

			“The im­pris­oned king will speak.”

			“To whom do you think he will speak—to the walls?”

			“You mean, by walls, the men in whom you put con­fi­dence.”

			“If need be, yes. And be­sides, Your Roy­al High­ness—”

			“Be­sides?”

			“I was go­ing to say, that the de­signs of Prov­i­dence do not stop on such a fair road. Ev­ery scheme of this cal­iber is com­plet­ed by its re­sults, like a ge­o­met­ri­cal cal­cu­la­tion. The king, in prison, will not be for you the cause of em­bar­rass­ment that you have been for the king en­throned. His soul is nat­u­ral­ly proud and im­pa­tient; it is, more­over, dis­armed and en­fee­bled, by be­ing ac­cus­tomed to hon­ors, and by the li­cense of supreme pow­er. The same Prov­i­dence which has willed that the con­clud­ing step in the ge­o­met­ri­cal cal­cu­la­tion I have had the hon­or of de­scrib­ing to Your Roy­al High­ness should be your as­cen­sion to the throne, and the de­struc­tion of him who is hurt­ful to you, has al­so de­ter­mined that the con­quered one shall soon end both his own and your suf­fer­ings. There­fore, his soul and body have been adapt­ed for but a brief agony. Put in­to prison as a pri­vate in­di­vid­u­al, left alone with your doubts, de­prived of ev­ery­thing, you have ex­hib­it­ed the most sub­lime, en­dur­ing prin­ci­ple of life in with­stand­ing all this. But your broth­er, a cap­tive, for­got­ten, and in bonds, will not long en­dure the calami­ty; and Heav­en will re­sume his soul at the ap­point­ed time—that is to say, soon.”

			At this point in Aramis’s gloomy anal­y­sis, a bird of night ut­tered from the depths of the for­est that pro­longed and plain­tive cry which makes ev­ery crea­ture trem­ble.

			“I will ex­ile the de­posed king,” said Philippe, shud­der­ing; “ ’twill be more hu­man.”

			“The king’s good plea­sure will de­cide the point,” said Aramis. “But has the prob­lem been well put? Have I brought out of the so­lu­tion ac­cord­ing to the wish­es or the fore­sight of Your Roy­al High­ness?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, yes; you have for­got­ten noth­ing—ex­cept, in­deed, two things.”

			“The first?”

			“Let us speak of it at once, with the same frank­ness we have al­ready con­versed in. Let us speak of the caus­es which may bring about the ru­in of all the hopes we have con­ceived. Let us speak of the risks we are run­ning.”

			“They would be im­mense, in­fi­nite, ter­rif­ic, in­sur­mount­able, if, as I have said, all things did not con­cur to ren­der them of ab­so­lute­ly no ac­count. There is no dan­ger ei­ther for you or for me, if the con­stan­cy and in­tre­pid­i­ty of Your Roy­al High­ness are equal to that per­fec­tion of re­sem­blance to your broth­er which na­ture has be­stowed up­on you. I re­peat it, there are no dan­gers, on­ly ob­sta­cles; a word, in­deed, which I find in all lan­guages, but have al­ways ill-un­der­stood, and, were I king, would have oblit­er­at­ed as use­less and ab­surd.”

			“Yes, in­deed, Mon­sieur; there is a very se­ri­ous ob­sta­cle, an in­sur­mount­able dan­ger, which you are for­get­ting.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis.

			“There is con­science, which cries aloud; re­morse, that nev­er dies.”

			“True, true,” said the bish­op; “there is a weak­ness of heart of which you re­mind me. You are right, too, for that, in­deed, is an im­mense ob­sta­cle. The horse afraid of the ditch, leaps in­to the mid­dle of it, and is killed! The man who trem­bling cross­es his sword with that of an­oth­er leaves loop­holes where­by his en­e­my has him in his pow­er.”

			“Have you a broth­er?” said the young man to Aramis.

			“I am alone in the world,” said the lat­ter, with a hard, dry voice.

			“But, sure­ly, there is some­one in the world whom you love?” added Philippe.

			“No one!—Yes, I love you.”

			The young man sank in­to so pro­found a si­lence, that the mere sound of his res­pi­ra­tion seemed like a roar­ing tu­mult for Aramis. “Mon­seigneur,” he re­sumed, “I have not said all I had to say to Your Roy­al High­ness; I have not of­fered you all the salu­tary coun­sels and use­ful re­sources which I have at my dis­pos­al. It is use­less to flash bright vi­sions be­fore the eyes of one who seeks and loves dark­ness: use­less, too, is it to let the mag­nif­i­cence of the can­non’s roar make it­self heard in the ears of one who loves re­pose and the qui­et of the coun­try. Mon­seigneur, I have your hap­pi­ness spread out be­fore me in my thoughts; lis­ten to my words; pre­cious they in­deed are, in their im­port and their sense, for you who look with such ten­der re­gard up­on the bright heav­ens, the ver­dant mead­ows, the pure air. I know a coun­try in­stinct with de­lights of ev­ery kind, an un­known par­adise, a se­clud­ed cor­ner of the world—where alone, un­fet­tered and un­known, in the thick covert of the woods, amidst flow­ers, and streams of rip­pling wa­ter, you will for­get all the mis­ery that hu­man fol­ly has so re­cent­ly al­lot­ted you. Oh! lis­ten to me, my prince. I do not jest. I have a heart, and mind, and soul, and can read your own—aye, even to its depths. I will not take you un­ready for your task, in or­der to cast you in­to the cru­cible of my own de­sires, of my caprice, or my am­bi­tion. Let it be all or noth­ing. You are chilled and galled, sick at heart, over­come by ex­cess of the emo­tions which but one hour’s lib­er­ty has pro­duced in you. For me, that is a cer­tain and un­mis­tak­able sign that you do not wish to con­tin­ue at lib­er­ty. Would you pre­fer a more hum­ble life, a life more suit­ed to your strength? Heav­en is my wit­ness, that I wish your hap­pi­ness to be the re­sult of the tri­al to which I have ex­posed you.”

			“Speak, speak,” said the prince, with a vi­vac­i­ty which did not es­cape Aramis.

			“I know,” re­sumed the prelate, “in the Bas-Poitou, a can­ton, of which no one in France sus­pects the ex­is­tence. Twen­ty leagues of coun­try is im­mense, is it not? Twen­ty leagues, Mon­seigneur, all cov­ered with wa­ter and herbage, and reeds of the most lux­u­ri­ant na­ture; the whole stud­ded with is­lands cov­ered with woods of the dens­est fo­liage. These large marsh­es, cov­ered with reeds as with a thick man­tle, sleep silent­ly and calm­ly be­neath the sun’s soft and ge­nial rays. A few fish­er­men with their fam­i­lies in­do­lent­ly pass their lives away there, with their great liv­ing-rafts of poplar and alder, the floor­ing formed of reeds, and the roof wo­ven out of thick rush­es. These barks, these float­ing-hous­es, are waft­ed to and fro by the chang­ing winds. When­ev­er they touch a bank, it is but by chance; and so gen­tly, too, that the sleep­ing fish­er­man is not awak­ened by the shock. Should he wish to land, it is mere­ly be­cause he has seen a large flight of landrails or plovers, of wild ducks, teal, wid­geon, or wood­cocks, which fall an easy pray to net or gun. Sil­ver shad, eels, greedy pike, red and gray mul­let, swim in shoals in­to his nets; he has but to choose the finest and largest, and re­turn the oth­ers to the wa­ters. Nev­er yet has the food of the stranger, be he sol­dier or sim­ple cit­i­zen, nev­er has any­one, in­deed, pen­e­trat­ed in­to that dis­trict. The sun’s rays there are soft and tem­pered: in plots of sol­id earth, whose soil is swart and fer­tile, grows the vine, nour­ish­ing with gen­er­ous juice its pur­ple, white, and gold­en grapes. Once a week, a boat is sent to de­liv­er the bread which has been baked at an oven—the com­mon prop­er­ty of all. There—like the seigneurs of ear­ly days—pow­er­ful in virtue of your dogs, your fish­ing-lines, your guns, and your beau­ti­ful reed-built house, would you live, rich in the pro­duce of the chase, in plen­ti­tude of ab­so­lute se­cre­cy. There would years of your life roll away, at the end of which, no longer rec­og­niz­able, for you would have been per­fect­ly trans­formed, you would have suc­ceed­ed in ac­quir­ing a des­tiny ac­cord­ed to you by Heav­en. There are a thou­sand pis­toles in this bag, Mon­seigneur—more, far more, than suf­fi­cient to pur­chase the whole marsh of which I have spo­ken; more than enough to live there as many years as you have days to live; more than enough to con­sti­tute you the rich­est, the freest, and the hap­pi­est man in the coun­try. Ac­cept it, as I of­fer it you—sin­cere­ly, cheer­ful­ly. Forth­with, with­out a mo­ment’s pause, I will un­har­ness two of my hors­es, which are at­tached to the car­riage yon­der, and they, ac­com­pa­nied by my ser­vant—my deaf and dumb at­ten­dant—shall con­duct you—trav­el­ing through­out the night, sleep­ing dur­ing the day—to the lo­cal­i­ty I have de­scribed; and I shall, at least, have the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that I have ren­dered to my prince the ma­jor ser­vice he him­self pre­ferred. I shall have made one hu­man be­ing hap­py; and Heav­en for that will hold me in bet­ter ac­count than if I had made one man pow­er­ful; the for­mer task is far more dif­fi­cult. And now, Mon­seigneur, your an­swer to this propo­si­tion? Here is the mon­ey. Nay, do not hes­i­tate. At Poitou, you can risk noth­ing, ex­cept the chance of catch­ing the fevers preva­lent there; and even of them, the so-called wiz­ards of the coun­try will cure you, for the sake of your pis­toles. If you play the oth­er game, you run the chance of be­ing as­sas­si­nat­ed on a throne, stran­gled in a prison-cell. Up­on my soul, I as­sure you, now I be­gin to com­pare them to­geth­er, I my­self should hes­i­tate which lot I should ac­cept.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the young prince, “be­fore I de­ter­mine, let me alight from this car­riage, walk on the ground, and con­sult that still voice with­in me, which Heav­en bids us all to hear­ken to. Ten min­utes is all I ask, and then you shall have your an­swer.”

			“As you please, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis, bend­ing be­fore him with re­spect, so solemn and au­gust in tone and ad­dress had sound­ed these strange words.
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				Crown and Tiara

			
			Aramis was the first to de­scend from the car­riage; he held the door open for the young man. He saw him place his foot on the mossy ground with a trem­bling of the whole body, and walk round the car­riage with an un­steady and al­most tot­ter­ing step. It seemed as if the poor pris­on­er was un­ac­cus­tomed to walk on God’s earth. It was the 15th of Au­gust, about eleven o’clock at night; thick clouds, por­tend­ing a tem­pest, over­spread the heav­ens, and shroud­ed ev­ery light and prospect un­der­neath their heavy folds. The ex­trem­i­ties of the av­enues were im­per­cep­ti­bly de­tached from the copse, by a lighter shad­ow of opaque gray, which, up­on clos­er ex­am­i­na­tion, be­came vis­i­ble in the midst of the ob­scu­ri­ty. But the fra­grance which as­cend­ed from the grass, fresh­er and more pen­e­trat­ing than that which ex­haled from the trees around him; the warm and balmy air which en­veloped him for the first time for many years past; the in­ef­fa­ble en­joy­ment of lib­er­ty in an open coun­try, spoke to the prince in so se­duc­tive a lan­guage, that not­with­stand­ing the preter­nat­u­ral cau­tion, we would al­most say dis­sim­u­la­tion of his char­ac­ter, of which we have tried to give an idea, he could not re­strain his emo­tion, and breathed a sigh of ec­sta­sy. Then, by de­grees, he raised his aching head and in­haled the soft­ly scent­ed air, as it was waft­ed in gen­tle gusts to his up­lift­ed face. Cross­ing his arms on his chest, as if to con­trol this new sen­sa­tion of de­light, he drank in de­li­cious draughts of that mys­te­ri­ous air which in­ter­pen­e­trates at night the lofti­est forests. The sky he was con­tem­plat­ing, the mur­mur­ing wa­ters, the uni­ver­sal fresh­ness—was not all this re­al­i­ty? Was not Aramis a mad­man to sup­pose that he had aught else to dream of in this world? Those ex­cit­ing pic­tures of coun­try life, so free from fears and trou­bles, the ocean of hap­py days that glit­ters in­ces­sant­ly be­fore all young imag­i­na­tions, are re­al al­lure­ments where­with to fas­ci­nate a poor, un­hap­py pris­on­er, worn out by prison cares, ema­ci­at­ed by the sti­fling air of the Bastille. It was the pic­ture, it will be re­mem­bered, drawn by Aramis, when he of­fered the thou­sand pis­toles he had with him in the car­riage to the prince, and the en­chant­ed Eden which the deserts of Bas-Poitou hid from the eyes of the world. Such were the re­flec­tions of Aramis as he watched, with an anx­i­ety im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe, the silent progress of the emo­tions of Philippe, whom he per­ceived grad­u­al­ly be­com­ing more and more ab­sorbed in his med­i­ta­tions. The young prince was of­fer­ing up an in­ward prayer to Heav­en, to be di­vine­ly guid­ed in this try­ing mo­ment, up­on which his life or death de­pend­ed. It was an anx­ious time for the bish­op of Vannes, who had nev­er be­fore been so per­plexed. His iron will, ac­cus­tomed to over­come all ob­sta­cles, nev­er find­ing it­self in­fe­ri­or or van­quished on any oc­ca­sion, to be foiled in so vast a project from not hav­ing fore­seen the in­flu­ence which a view of na­ture in all its lux­u­ri­ance would have on the hu­man mind! Aramis, over­whelmed by anx­i­ety, con­tem­plat­ed with emo­tion the painful strug­gle that was tak­ing place in Philippe’s mind. This sus­pense last­ed the whole ten min­utes which the young man had re­quest­ed. Dur­ing this space of time, which ap­peared an eter­ni­ty, Philippe con­tin­ued gaz­ing with an im­plor­ing and sor­row­ful look to­wards the heav­ens; Aramis did not re­move the pierc­ing glance he had fixed on Philippe. Sud­den­ly the young man bowed his head. His thought re­turned to the earth, his looks per­cep­ti­bly hard­ened, his brow con­tract­ed, his mouth as­sum­ing an ex­pres­sion of un­daunt­ed courage; again his looks be­came fixed, but this time they wore a world­ly ex­pres­sion, hard­ened by cov­etous­ness, pride, and strong de­sire. Aramis’s look im­me­di­ate­ly be­came as soft as it had be­fore been gloomy. Philippe, seiz­ing his hand in a quick, ag­i­tat­ed man­ner, ex­claimed:

			“Lead me to where the crown of France is to be found.”

			“Is this your de­ci­sion, Mon­seigneur?” asked Aramis.

			“It is.”

			“Ir­re­vo­ca­bly so?”

			Philippe did not even deign to re­ply. He gazed earnest­ly at the bish­op, as if to ask him if it were pos­si­ble for a man to wa­ver af­ter hav­ing once made up his mind.

			“Such looks are flash­es of the hid­den fire that be­trays men’s char­ac­ter,” said Aramis, bow­ing over Philippe’s hand; “you will be great, Mon­seigneur, I will an­swer for that.”

			“Let us re­sume our con­ver­sa­tion. I wished to dis­cuss two points with you; in the first place the dan­gers or the ob­sta­cles we may meet with. That point is de­cid­ed. The oth­er is the con­di­tions you in­tend im­pos­ing on me. It is your turn to speak, M. d’Herblay.”

			“The con­di­tions, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Doubt­less. You will not al­low so mere a tri­fle to stop me, and you will not do me the in­jus­tice to sup­pose that I think you have no in­ter­est in this af­fair. There­fore, with­out sub­terfuge or hes­i­ta­tion, tell me the truth—”

			“I will do so, Mon­seigneur. Once a king—”

			“When will that be?”

			“To­mor­row evening—I mean in the night.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“When I shall have asked Your High­ness a ques­tion.”

			“Do so.”

			“I sent to Your High­ness a man in my con­fi­dence with in­struc­tions to de­liv­er some close­ly writ­ten notes, care­ful­ly drawn up, which will thor­ough­ly ac­quaint Your High­ness with the dif­fer­ent per­sons who com­pose and will com­pose your court.”

			“I pe­rused those notes.”

			“At­ten­tive­ly?”

			“I know them by heart.”

			“And un­der­stand them? Par­don me, but I may ven­ture to ask that ques­tion of a poor, aban­doned cap­tive of the Bastille? In a week’s time it will not be req­ui­site to fur­ther ques­tion a mind like yours. You will then be in full pos­ses­sion of lib­er­ty and pow­er.”

			“In­ter­ro­gate me, then, and I will be a schol­ar rep­re­sent­ing his les­son to his mas­ter.”

			“We will be­gin with your fam­i­ly, Mon­seigneur.”

			“My moth­er, Anne of Aus­tria! all her sor­rows, her painful mal­a­dy. Oh! I know her—I know her.”

			“Your sec­ond broth­er?” asked Aramis, bow­ing.

			“To these notes,” replied the prince, “you have added por­traits so faith­ful­ly paint­ed, that I am able to rec­og­nize the per­sons whose char­ac­ters, man­ners, and his­to­ry you have so care­ful­ly por­trayed. Mon­sieur, my broth­er, is a fine, dark young man, with a pale face; he does not love his wife, Hen­ri­et­ta, whom I, Louis XIV, loved a lit­tle, and still flirt with, even al­though she made me weep on the day she wished to dis­miss Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière from her ser­vice in dis­grace.”

			“You will have to be care­ful with re­gard to the watch­ful­ness of the lat­ter,” said Aramis; “she is sin­cere­ly at­tached to the ac­tu­al king. The eyes of a wom­an who loves are not eas­i­ly de­ceived.”

			“She is fair, has blue eyes, whose af­fec­tion­ate gaze re­veals her iden­ti­ty. She halts slight­ly in her gait; she writes a let­ter ev­ery day, to which I have to send an an­swer by M. de Saint-Aig­nan.”

			“Do you know the lat­ter?”

			“As if I saw him, and I know the last vers­es he com­posed for me, as well as those I com­posed in an­swer to his.”

			“Very good. Do you know your min­is­ters?”

			“Col­bert, an ug­ly, dark-browed man, but in­tel­li­gent enough, his hair cov­er­ing his fore­head, a large, heavy, full head; the mor­tal en­e­my of M. Fou­quet.”

			“As for the lat­ter, we need not dis­turb our­selves about him.”

			“No; be­cause nec­es­sar­i­ly you will not re­quire me to ex­ile him, I sup­pose?”

			Aramis, struck with ad­mi­ra­tion at the re­mark, said, “You will be­come very great, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You see,” added the prince, “that I know my les­son by heart, and with Heav­en’s as­sis­tance, and yours af­ter­wards, I shall sel­dom go wrong.”

			“You have still an awk­ward pair of eyes to deal with, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Yes, the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, M. d’Artag­nan, your friend.”

			“Yes; I can well say ‘my friend.’ ”

			“He who es­cort­ed La Val­lière to Le Chail­lot; he who de­liv­ered up Mon­ck, cooped in an iron box, to Charles II; he who so faith­ful­ly served my moth­er; he to whom the crown of France owes so much that it owes ev­ery­thing. Do you in­tend to ask me to ex­ile him al­so?”

			“Nev­er, sire. D’Artag­nan is a man to whom, at a cer­tain giv­en time, I will un­der­take to re­veal ev­ery­thing; but be on your guard with him, for if he dis­cov­ers our plot be­fore it is re­vealed to him, you or I will cer­tain­ly be killed or tak­en. He is a bold and en­ter­pris­ing man.”

			“I will think it over. Now tell me about M. Fou­quet; what do you wish to be done with re­gard to him?”

			“One mo­ment more, I en­treat you, Mon­seigneur; and for­give me, if I seem to fail in re­spect to ques­tion­ing you fur­ther.”

			“It is your du­ty to do so, nay, more than that, your right.”

			“Be­fore we pass to M. Fou­quet, I should very much re­gret for­get­ting an­oth­er friend of mine.”

			“M. du Val­lon, the Her­cules of France, you mean; oh! as far as he is con­cerned, his in­ter­ests are more than safe.”

			“No; it is not he whom I in­tend­ed to re­fer to.”

			“The Comte de la Fère, then?”

			“And his son, the son of all four of us.”

			“That poor boy who is dy­ing of love for La Val­lière, whom my broth­er so dis­loy­al­ly bereft him of? Be easy on that score. I shall know how to re­ha­bil­i­tate his hap­pi­ness. Tell me on­ly one thing, Mon­sieur d’Herblay; do men, when they love, for­get the treach­ery that has been shown them? Can a man ev­er for­give the wom­an who has be­trayed him? Is that a French cus­tom, or is it one of the laws of the hu­man heart?”

			“A man who loves deeply, as deeply as Raoul loves Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, fin­ish­es by for­get­ting the fault or crime of the wom­an he loves; but I do not yet know whether Raoul will be able to for­get.”

			“I will see af­ter that. Have you any­thing fur­ther to say about your friend?”

			“No; that is all.”

			“Well, then, now for M. Fou­quet. What do you wish me to do for him?”

			“To keep him on as sur­in­ten­dant, in the ca­pac­i­ty in which he has hith­er­to act­ed, I en­treat you.”

			“Be it so; but he is the first min­is­ter at present.”

			“Not quite so.”

			“A king, ig­no­rant and em­bar­rassed as I shall be, will, as a mat­ter of course, re­quire a first min­is­ter of state.”

			“Your Majesty will re­quire a friend.”

			“I have on­ly one, and that is your­self.”

			“You will have many oth­ers by and by, but none so de­vot­ed, none so zeal­ous for your glo­ry.”

			“You shall be my first min­is­ter of state.”

			“Not im­me­di­ate­ly, Mon­seigneur, for that would give rise to too much sus­pi­cion and as­ton­ish­ment.”

			“M. de Riche­lieu, the first min­is­ter of my grand­moth­er, Marie de Medi­ci, was sim­ply bish­op of Lu­con, as you are bish­op of Vannes.”

			“I per­ceive that Your Roy­al High­ness has stud­ied my notes to great ad­van­tage; your amaz­ing per­spi­cac­i­ty over­pow­ers me with de­light.”

			“I am per­fect­ly aware that M. de Riche­lieu, by means of the queen’s pro­tec­tion, soon be­came car­di­nal.”

			“It would be bet­ter,” said Aramis, bow­ing, “that I should not be ap­point­ed first min­is­ter un­til Your Roy­al High­ness has pro­cured my nom­i­na­tion as car­di­nal.”

			“You shall be nom­i­nat­ed be­fore two months are past, Mon­sieur d’Herblay. But that is a mat­ter of very tri­fling mo­ment; you would not of­fend me if you were to ask more than that, and you would cause me se­ri­ous re­gret if you were to lim­it your­self to that.”

			“In that case, I have some­thing still fur­ther to hope for, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Speak! speak!”

			“M. Fou­quet will not keep long at the head of af­fairs, he will soon get old. He is fond of plea­sure, con­sis­tent­ly, I mean, with all his labors, thanks to the youth­ful­ness he still re­tains; but this pro­tract­ed youth will dis­ap­pear at the ap­proach of the first se­ri­ous an­noy­ance, or at the first ill­ness he may ex­pe­ri­ence. We will spare him the an­noy­ance, be­cause he is an agree­able and no­ble-heart­ed man; but we can­not save him from ill-health. So it is de­ter­mined. When you shall have paid all M. Fou­quet’s debts, and re­stored the fi­nances to a sound con­di­tion, M. Fou­quet will be able to re­main the sov­er­eign ruler in his lit­tle court of po­ets and painters—we shall have made him rich. When that has been done, and I have be­come Your Roy­al High­ness’s prime min­is­ter, I shall be able to think of my own in­ter­ests and yours.”

			The young man looked at his in­ter­roga­tor.

			“M. de Riche­lieu, of whom we were speak­ing just now, was very much to blame in the fixed idea he had of gov­ern­ing France alone, un­aid­ed. He al­lowed two kings, King Louis XI­II and him­self, to be seat­ed on the self­same throne, whilst he might have in­stalled them more con­ve­nient­ly up­on two sep­a­rate and dis­tinct thrones.”

			“Up­on two thrones?” said the young man, thought­ful­ly.

			“In fact,” pur­sued Aramis, qui­et­ly, “a car­di­nal, prime min­is­ter of France, as­sist­ed by the fa­vor and by the coun­te­nance of his Most Chris­tian Majesty the King of France, a car­di­nal to whom the king his mas­ter lends the trea­sures of the state, his army, his coun­sel, such a man would be act­ing with twofold in­jus­tice in ap­ply­ing these mighty re­sources to France alone. Be­sides,” added Aramis, “you will not be a king such as your fa­ther was, del­i­cate in health, slow in judg­ment, whom all things wea­ried; you will be a king gov­ern­ing by your brain and by your sword; you will have in the gov­ern­ment of the state no more than you will be able to man­age un­aid­ed; I should on­ly in­ter­fere with you. Be­sides, our friend­ship ought nev­er to be, I do not say im­paired, but in any de­gree af­fect­ed, by a se­cret thought. I shall have giv­en you the throne of France, you will con­fer on me the throne of St. Pe­ter. When­ev­er your loy­al, firm, and mailed hand should have joined in ties of in­ti­mate as­so­ci­a­tion the hand of a pope such as I shall be, nei­ther Charles V, who owned two-thirds of the hab­it­able globe, nor Charle­magne, who pos­sessed it en­tire­ly, will be able to reach to half your stature. I have no al­liances, I have no predilec­tions; I will not throw you in­to per­se­cu­tions of heretics, nor will I cast you in­to the trou­bled wa­ters of fam­i­ly dis­sen­sion; I will sim­ply say to you: The whole uni­verse is our own; for me the minds of men, for you their bod­ies. And as I shall be the first to die, you will have my in­her­i­tance. What do you say of my plan, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I say that you ren­der me hap­py and proud, for no oth­er rea­son than that of hav­ing com­pre­hend­ed you thor­ough­ly. Mon­sieur d’Herblay, you shall be car­di­nal, and when car­di­nal, my prime min­is­ter; and then you will point out to me the nec­es­sary steps to be tak­en to se­cure your elec­tion as pope, and I will take them. You can ask what guar­an­tees from me you please.”

			“It is use­less. Nev­er shall I act ex­cept in such a man­ner that you will be the gain­er; I shall nev­er as­cend the lad­der of for­tune, fame, or po­si­tion, un­til I have first seen you placed up­on the round of the lad­der im­me­di­ate­ly above me; I shall al­ways hold my­self suf­fi­cient­ly aloof from you to es­cape in­cur­ring your jeal­ousy, suf­fi­cient­ly near to sus­tain your per­son­al ad­van­tage and to watch over your friend­ship. All the con­tracts in the world are eas­i­ly vi­o­lat­ed be­cause the in­ter­ests in­clud­ed in them in­cline more to one side than to an­oth­er. With us, how­ev­er, this will nev­er be the case; I have no need of any guar­an­tees.”

			“And so—my dear broth­er—will dis­ap­pear?”

			“Sim­ply. We will re­move him from his bed by means of a plank which yields to the pres­sure of the fin­ger. Hav­ing re­tired to rest a crowned sov­er­eign, he will awake a cap­tive. Alone you will rule from that mo­ment, and you will have no in­ter­est dear­er and bet­ter than that of keep­ing me near you.”

			“I be­lieve it. There is my hand on it, Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“Al­low me to kneel be­fore you, sire, most re­spect­ful­ly. We will em­brace each oth­er on the day we shall have up­on our tem­ples, you the crown, I the tiara.”

			“Still em­brace me this very day al­so, and be, for and to­ward me, more than great, more than skill­ful, more than sub­lime in ge­nius; be kind and in­dul­gent—be my fa­ther!”

			Aramis was al­most over­come as he lis­tened to his voice; he fan­cied he de­tect­ed in his own heart an emo­tion hith­er­to un­known; but this im­pres­sion was speed­i­ly re­moved. His fa­ther! he thought; yes, his Holy Fa­ther.

			And they re­sumed their places in the car­riage, which sped rapid­ly along the road lead­ing to Vaux-le-Vi­comte.
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				The Château de Vaux-le-Vi­comte

			
			The château of Vaux-le-Vi­comte, sit­u­at­ed about a league from Melun, had been built by Fou­quet in 1655, at a time when there was a scarci­ty of mon­ey in France; Mazarin had tak­en all that there was, and Fou­quet ex­pend­ed the re­main­der. How­ev­er, as cer­tain men have fer­tile, false, and use­ful vices, Fou­quet, in scat­ter­ing broad­cast mil­lions of mon­ey in the con­struc­tion of this palace, had found a means of gath­er­ing, as the re­sult of his gen­er­ous pro­fu­sion, three il­lus­tri­ous men to­geth­er: Lev­au, the ar­chi­tect of the build­ing; Lenôtre, the de­sign­er of the gar­dens; and Le­brun, the dec­o­ra­tor of the apart­ments. If the Château de Vaux pos­sessed a sin­gle fault with which it could be re­proached, it was its grand, pre­ten­tious char­ac­ter. It is even at the present day prover­bial to cal­cu­late the num­ber of acres of roof­ing, the restora­tion of which would, in our age, be the ru­in of for­tunes cramped and nar­rowed as the epoch it­self. Vaux-le-Vi­comte, when its mag­nif­i­cent gates, sup­port­ed by cary­atides, have been passed through, has the prin­ci­pal front of the main build­ing open­ing up­on a vast, so-called, court of hon­or, en­closed by deep ditch­es, bor­dered by a mag­nif­i­cent stone balustrade. Noth­ing could be more no­ble in ap­pear­ance than the cen­tral fore­court raised up­on the flight of steps, like a king up­on his throne, hav­ing around it four pavil­ions at the an­gles, the im­mense Ion­ic col­umns of which rose ma­jes­ti­cal­ly to the whole height of the build­ing. The friezes or­na­ment­ed with arabesques, and the ped­i­ments which crowned the pi­lasters, con­ferred rich­ness and grace on ev­ery part of the build­ing, while the domes which sur­mount­ed the whole added pro­por­tion and majesty. This man­sion, built by a sub­ject, bore a far greater re­sem­blance to those roy­al res­i­dences which Wolsey fan­cied he was called up­on to con­struct, in or­der to present them to his mas­ter from the fear of ren­der­ing him jeal­ous. But if mag­nif­i­cence and splen­dor were dis­played in any­one par­tic­u­lar part of this palace more than an­oth­er—if any­thing could be pre­ferred to the won­der­ful ar­range­ment of the in­te­ri­or, to the sump­tu­ous­ness of the gild­ing, and to the pro­fu­sion of the paint­ings and stat­ues, it would be the park and gar­dens of Vaux. The jets d’eau, which were re­gard­ed as won­der­ful in 1653, are still so, even at the present time; the cas­cades awak­ened the ad­mi­ra­tion of kings and princes; and as for the fa­mous grot­to, the theme of so many po­et­i­cal ef­fu­sions, the res­i­dence of that il­lus­tri­ous nymph of Vaux, whom Pélis­son made con­verse with La Fontaine, we must be spared the de­scrip­tion of all its beau­ties. We will do as De­spréaux did—we will en­ter the park, the trees of which are of eight years’ growth on­ly, that is to say, in their present po­si­tion—and whose sum­mits even yet, as they proud­ly tow­er aloft, blush­ing­ly un­fold their leaves to the ear­li­est rays of the ris­ing sun. Lenôtre had has­tened the plea­sure of the Mae­ce­nas of his pe­ri­od; all the nurs­ery-grounds had fur­nished trees whose growth had been ac­cel­er­at­ed by care­ful cul­ture and the rich­est plant-food. Ev­ery tree in the neigh­bor­hood which pre­sent­ed a fair ap­pear­ance of beau­ty or stature had been tak­en up by its roots and trans­plant­ed to the park. Fou­quet could well af­ford to pur­chase trees to or­na­ment his park, since he had bought up three vil­lages and their ap­pur­te­nances (to use a le­gal word) to in­crease its ex­tent. M. de Scud­éry said of this palace, that, for the pur­pose of keep­ing the grounds and gar­dens well wa­tered, M. Fou­quet had di­vid­ed a riv­er in­to a thou­sand foun­tains, and gath­ered the wa­ters of a thou­sand foun­tains in­to tor­rents. This same Mon­sieur de Scud­éry said a great many oth­er things in his Clélie, about this palace of Val­terre, the charms of which he de­scribes most minute­ly. We should be far wis­er to send our cu­ri­ous read­ers to Vaux to judge for them­selves, than to re­fer them to Clélie; and yet there are as many leagues from Paris to Vaux, as there are vol­umes of the Clélie.

			This mag­nif­i­cent palace had been got ready for the re­cep­tion of the great­est reign­ing sov­er­eign of the time. M. Fou­quet’s friends had trans­port­ed thith­er, some their ac­tors and their dress­es, oth­ers their troops of sculp­tors and artists; not for­get­ting oth­ers with their ready-mend­ed pens—floods of im­promp­tus were con­tem­plat­ed. The cas­cades, some­what re­bel­lious nymphs though they were, poured forth their wa­ters brighter and clear­er than crys­tal: they scat­tered over the bronze tri­ton and nerei­ds their waves of foam, which glis­tened like fire in the rays of the sun. An army of ser­vants were hur­ry­ing to and fro in squadrons in the court­yard and cor­ri­dors; while Fou­quet, who had on­ly that morn­ing ar­rived, walked all through the palace with a calm, ob­ser­vant glance, in or­der to give his last or­ders, af­ter his in­ten­dants had in­spect­ed ev­ery­thing.

			It was, as we have said, the 15th of Au­gust. The sun poured down its burn­ing rays up­on the hea­then deities of mar­ble and bronze: it raised the tem­per­a­ture of the wa­ter in the conch shells, and ripened, on the walls, those mag­nif­i­cent peach­es, of which the king, fifty years lat­er, spoke so re­gret­ful­ly, when, at Marly, on an oc­ca­sion of a scarci­ty of the fin­er sorts of peach­es be­ing com­plained of, in the beau­ti­ful gar­dens there—gar­dens which had cost France dou­ble the amount that had been ex­pend­ed on Vaux—the great king ob­served to some­one: “You are far too young to have eat­en any of M. Fou­quet’s peach­es.”

			Oh, fame! Oh, bla­zon of renown! Oh, glo­ry of this earth! That very man whose judg­ment was so sound and ac­cu­rate where mer­it was con­cerned—he who had swept in­to his cof­fers the in­her­i­tance of Nicholas Fou­quet, who had robbed him of Lenôtre and Le­brun, and had sent him to rot for the re­main­der of his life in one of the state pris­ons—mere­ly re­mem­bered the peach­es of that van­quished, crushed, for­got­ten en­e­my! It was to lit­tle pur­pose that Fou­quet had squan­dered thir­ty mil­lions of francs in the foun­tains of his gar­dens, in the cru­cibles of his sculp­tors, in the writ­ing-desks of his lit­er­ary friends, in the port­fo­lios of his painters; vain­ly had he fan­cied that there­by he might be re­mem­bered. A peach—a blush­ing, rich-fla­vored fruit, nestling in the trel­lis work on the gar­den-wall, hid­den be­neath its long, green leaves—this lit­tle veg­etable pro­duc­tion, that a dor­mouse would nib­ble up with­out a thought, was suf­fi­cient to re­call to the mem­o­ry of this great monarch the mourn­ful shade of the last sur­in­ten­dant of France.

			With a per­fect re­liance that Aramis had made ar­range­ments fair­ly to dis­trib­ute the vast num­ber of guests through­out the palace, and that he had not omit­ted to at­tend to any of the in­ter­nal reg­u­la­tions for their com­fort, Fou­quet de­vot­ed his en­tire at­ten­tion to the en­sem­ble alone. In one di­rec­tion Gourville showed him the prepa­ra­tions which had been made for the fire­works; in an­oth­er, Molière led him over the the­ater; at last, af­ter he had vis­it­ed the chapel, the sa­lons, and the gal­leries, and was again go­ing down­stairs, ex­haust­ed with fa­tigue, Fou­quet saw Aramis on the stair­case. The prelate beck­oned to him. The sur­in­ten­dant joined his friend, and, with him, paused be­fore a large pic­ture scarce­ly fin­ished. Ap­ply­ing him­self, heart and soul, to his work, the painter Le­brun, cov­ered with per­spi­ra­tion, stained with paint, pale from fa­tigue and the in­spi­ra­tion of ge­nius, was putting the last fin­ish­ing touch­es with his rapid brush. It was the por­trait of the king, whom they were ex­pect­ing, dressed in the court suit which Percerin had con­de­scend­ed to show be­fore­hand to the bish­op of Vannes. Fou­quet placed him­self be­fore this por­trait, which seemed to live, as one might say, in the cool fresh­ness of its flesh, and in its warmth of col­or. He gazed up­on it long and fixed­ly, es­ti­mat­ed the prodi­gious la­bor that had been be­stowed up­on it, and, not be­ing able to find any rec­om­pense suf­fi­cient­ly great for this Her­culean ef­fort, he passed his arm round the painter’s neck and em­braced him. The sur­in­ten­dant, by this ac­tion, had ut­ter­ly ru­ined a suit of clothes worth a thou­sand pis­toles, but he had sat­is­fied, more than sat­is­fied, Le­brun. It was a hap­py mo­ment for the artist; it was an un­hap­py mo­ment for M. Percerin, who was walk­ing be­hind Fou­quet, and was en­gaged in ad­mir­ing, in Le­brun’s paint­ing, the suit that he had made for His Majesty, a per­fect ob­jet d’art, as he called it, which was not to be matched ex­cept in the wardrobe of the sur­in­ten­dant. His dis­tress and his ex­cla­ma­tions were in­ter­rupt­ed by a sig­nal which had been giv­en from the sum­mit of the man­sion. In the di­rec­tion of Melun, in the still emp­ty, open plain, the sen­tinels of Vaux had just per­ceived the ad­vanc­ing pro­ces­sion of the king and the queens. His Majesty was en­ter­ing Melun with his long train of car­riages and cav­a­liers.

			“In an hour—” said Aramis to Fou­quet.

			“In an hour!” replied the lat­ter, sigh­ing.

			“And the peo­ple who ask one an­oth­er what is the good of these roy­al fêtes!” con­tin­ued the bish­op of Vannes, laugh­ing, with his false smile.

			“Alas! I, too, who am not the peo­ple, ask my­self the same thing.”

			“I will an­swer you in four and twen­ty hours, Mon­seigneur. As­sume a cheer­ful coun­te­nance, for it should be a day of true re­joic­ing.”

			“Well, be­lieve me or not, as you like, d’Herblay,” said the sur­in­ten­dant, with a swelling heart, point­ing at the cortège of Louis, vis­i­ble in the hori­zon, “he cer­tain­ly loves me but very lit­tle, and I do not care much more for him; but I can­not tell you how it is, that since he is ap­proach­ing my house—”

			“Well, what?”

			“Well, since I know he is on his way here, as my guest, he is more sa­cred than ev­er for me; he is my ac­knowl­edged sov­er­eign, and as such is very dear to me.”

			“Dear? yes,” said Aramis, play­ing up­on the word, as the Ab­bé Ter­ray did, at a lat­er pe­ri­od, with Louis XV.

			“Do not laugh, d’Herblay; I feel that, if he re­al­ly seemed to wish it, I could love that young man.”

			“You should not say that to me,” re­turned Aramis, “but rather to M. Col­bert.”

			“To M. Col­bert!” ex­claimed Fou­quet. “Why so?”

			“Be­cause he would al­low you a pen­sion out of the king’s privy purse, as soon as he be­comes sur­in­ten­dant,” said Aramis, pre­par­ing to leave as soon as he had dealt this last blow.

			“Where are you go­ing?” re­turned Fou­quet, with a gloomy look.

			“To my own apart­ment, in or­der to change my cos­tume, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Where­abouts are you lodg­ing, d’Herblay?”

			“In the blue room on the sec­ond sto­ry.”

			“The room im­me­di­ate­ly over the king’s room?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“You will be sub­ject to very great re­straint there. What an idea to con­demn your­self to a room where you can­not stir or move about!”

			“Dur­ing the night, Mon­seigneur, I sleep or read in my bed.”

			“And your ser­vants?”

			“I have but one at­ten­dant with me. I find my read­er quite suf­fi­cient. Adieu, Mon­seigneur; do not over­fa­tigue your­self; keep your­self fresh for the ar­rival of the king.”

			“We shall see you by and by, I sup­pose, and shall see your friend Du Val­lon al­so?”

			“He is lodg­ing next to me, and is at this mo­ment dress­ing.”

			And Fou­quet, bow­ing, with a smile, passed on like a com­man­der-in-chief who pays the dif­fer­ent out­posts a vis­it af­ter the en­e­my has been sig­naled in sight.
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				The Wine of Melun

			
			The king had, in point of fact, en­tered Melun with the in­ten­tion of mere­ly pass­ing through the city. The youth­ful monarch was most ea­ger­ly anx­ious for amuse­ments; on­ly twice dur­ing the jour­ney had he been able to catch a glimpse of La Val­lière, and, sus­pect­ing that his on­ly op­por­tu­ni­ty of speak­ing to her would be af­ter night­fall, in the gar­dens, and af­ter the cer­e­mo­ni­al of re­cep­tion had been gone through, he had been very de­sirous to ar­rive at Vaux as ear­ly as pos­si­ble. But he reck­oned with­out his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, and with­out M. Col­bert. Like Ca­lyp­so, who could not be con­soled at the de­par­ture of Ulysses, our Gas­con could not con­sole him­self for not hav­ing guessed why Aramis had asked Percerin to show him the king’s new cos­tumes. There is not a doubt, he said to him­self, that my friend the bish­op of Vannes had some mo­tive in that; and then he be­gan to rack his brains most use­less­ly. D’Artag­nan, so in­ti­mate­ly ac­quaint­ed with all the court in­trigues, who knew the po­si­tion of Fou­quet bet­ter than even Fou­quet him­self did, had con­ceived the strangest fan­cies and sus­pi­cions at the an­nounce­ment of the fête, which would have ru­ined a wealthy man, and which be­came im­pos­si­ble, ut­ter mad­ness even, for a man so poor as he was. And then, the pres­ence of Aramis, who had re­turned from Belle-Isle, and been nom­i­nat­ed by Mon­sieur Fou­quet in­spec­tor-gen­er­al of all the ar­range­ments; his per­se­ver­ance in mix­ing him­self up with all the sur­in­ten­dant’s af­fairs; his vis­its to Baise­meaux; all this sus­pi­cious sin­gu­lar­i­ty of con­duct had ex­ces­sive­ly trou­bled and tor­ment­ed d’Artag­nan dur­ing the last two weeks.

			With men of Aramis’s stamp, he said, one is nev­er the stronger ex­cept sword in hand. So long as Aramis con­tin­ued a sol­dier, there was hope of get­ting the bet­ter of him; but since he has cov­ered his cuirass with a stole, we are lost. But what can Aramis’s ob­ject pos­si­bly be? And d’Artag­nan plunged again in­to deep thought. What does it mat­ter to me, af­ter all, he con­tin­ued, if his on­ly ob­ject is to over­throw M. Col­bert? And what else can he be af­ter? And d’Artag­nan rubbed his fore­head—that fer­tile land, whence the plow­share of his nails had turned up so many and such ad­mirable ideas in his time. He, at first, thought of talk­ing the mat­ter over with Col­bert, but his friend­ship for Aramis, the oath of ear­li­er days, bound him too strict­ly. He re­volt­ed at the bare idea of such a thing, and, be­sides, he hat­ed the fi­nancier too cor­dial­ly. Then, again, he wished to un­bur­den his mind to the king; but yet the king would not be able to un­der­stand the sus­pi­cions which had not even a shad­ow of re­al­i­ty at their base. He re­solved to ad­dress him­self to Aramis, di­rect, the first time he met him. I will get him, said the mus­ke­teer, be­tween a cou­ple of can­dles, sud­den­ly, and when he least ex­pects it, I will place my hand up­on his heart, and he will tell me—What will he tell me? Yes, he will tell me some­thing, for mor­dioux! there is some­thing in it, I know.

			Some­what calmer, d’Artag­nan made ev­ery prepa­ra­tion for the jour­ney, and took the great­est care that the mil­i­tary house­hold of the king, as yet very in­con­sid­er­able in num­bers, should be well of­fi­cered and well dis­ci­plined in its mea­ger and lim­it­ed pro­por­tions. The re­sult was that, through the cap­tain’s ar­range­ments, the king, on ar­riv­ing at Melun, saw him­self at the head of both the Mus­ke­teers and Swiss guards, as well as a pick­et of the French guards. It might al­most have been called a small army. M. Col­bert looked at the troops with great de­light: he even wished they had been a third more in num­ber.

			“But why?” said the king.

			“In or­der to show greater hon­or to M. Fou­quet,” replied Col­bert.

			In or­der to ru­in him the soon­er, thought d’Artag­nan.

			When this lit­tle army ap­peared be­fore Melun, the chief mag­is­trates came out to meet the king, and to present him with the keys of the city, and in­vit­ed him to en­ter the Hô­tel de Ville, in or­der to par­take of the wine of hon­or. The king, who ex­pect­ed to pass through the city and to pro­ceed to Vaux with­out de­lay, be­came quite red in the face from vex­a­tion.

			“Who was fool enough to oc­ca­sion this de­lay?” mut­tered the king, be­tween his teeth, as the chief mag­is­trate was in the mid­dle of a long ad­dress.

			“Not I, cer­tain­ly,” replied d’Artag­nan, “but I be­lieve it was M. Col­bert.”

			Col­bert, hav­ing heard his name pro­nounced, said, “What was M. d’Artag­nan good enough to say?”

			“I was good enough to re­mark that it was you who stopped the king’s progress, so that he might taste the vin de Brie. Was I right?”

			“Quite so, Mon­sieur.”

			“In that case, then, it was you whom the king called some name or oth­er.”

			“What name?”

			“I hard­ly know; but wait a mo­ment—id­iot, I think it was—no, no, it was fool or dolt. Yes; His Majesty said that the man who had thought of the vin de Melun was some­thing of the sort.”

			D’Artag­nan, af­ter this broad­side, qui­et­ly ca­ressed his mus­tache; M. Col­bert’s large head seemed to be­come larg­er and larg­er than ev­er. D’Artag­nan, see­ing how ug­ly anger made him, did not stop half­way. The or­a­tor still went on with his speech, while the king’s col­or was vis­i­bly in­creas­ing.

			“Mor­dioux!” said the mus­ke­teer, cool­ly, “the king is go­ing to have an at­tack of de­ter­mi­na­tion of blood to the head. Where the deuce did you get hold of that idea, Mon­sieur Col­bert? You have no luck.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the fi­nancier, draw­ing him­self up, “my zeal for the king’s ser­vice in­spired me with the idea.”

			“Bah!”

			“Mon­sieur, Melun is a city, an ex­cel­lent city, which pays well, and which it would be im­pru­dent to dis­please.”

			“There, now! I, who do not pre­tend to be a fi­nancier, saw on­ly one idea in your idea.”

			“What was that, Mon­sieur?”

			“That of caus­ing a lit­tle an­noy­ance to M. Fou­quet, who is mak­ing him­self quite gid­dy on his don­jons yon­der, in wait­ing for us.”

			This was a home-stroke, hard enough in all con­science. Col­bert was com­plete­ly thrown out of the sad­dle by it, and re­tired, thor­ough­ly dis­com­fit­ed. For­tu­nate­ly, the speech was now at an end; the king drank the wine which was pre­sent­ed to him, and then ev­ery­one re­sumed the progress through the city. The king bit his lips in anger, for the evening was clos­ing in, and all hope of a walk with La Val­lière was at an end. In or­der that the whole of the king’s house­hold should en­ter Vaux, four hours at least were nec­es­sary, ow­ing to the dif­fer­ent ar­range­ments. The king, there­fore, who was boil­ing with im­pa­tience, hur­ried for­ward as much as pos­si­ble, in or­der to reach it be­fore night­fall. But, at the mo­ment he was set­ting off again, oth­er and fresh dif­fi­cul­ties arose.

			“Is not the king go­ing to sleep at Melun?” said Col­bert, in a low tone of voice, to d’Artag­nan.

			M. Col­bert must have been bad­ly in­spired that day, to ad­dress him­self in that man­ner to the chief of the Mus­ke­teers; for the lat­ter guessed that the king’s in­ten­tion was very far from that of re­main­ing where he was. D’Artag­nan would not al­low him to en­ter Vaux ex­cept he were well and strong­ly ac­com­pa­nied; and de­sired that His Majesty would not en­ter ex­cept with all the es­cort. On the oth­er hand, he felt that these de­lays would ir­ri­tate that im­pa­tient monarch be­yond mea­sure. In what way could he pos­si­bly rec­on­cile these dif­fi­cul­ties? D’Artag­nan took up Col­bert’s re­mark, and de­ter­mined to re­peat­ed it to the king.

			“Sire,” he said, “M. Col­bert has been ask­ing me if Your Majesty does not in­tend to sleep at Melun.”

			“Sleep at Melun! What for?” ex­claimed Louis XIV. “Sleep at Melun! Who, in Heav­en’s name, can have thought of such a thing, when M. Fou­quet is ex­pect­ing us this evening?”

			“It was sim­ply,” replied Col­bert, quick­ly, “the fear of caus­ing Your Majesty the least de­lay; for, ac­cord­ing to es­tab­lished eti­quette, you can­not en­ter any place, with the ex­cep­tion of your own roy­al res­i­dences, un­til the sol­diers’ quar­ters have been marked out by the quar­ter­mas­ter, and the gar­ri­son prop­er­ly dis­trib­uted.”

			D’Artag­nan lis­tened with the great­est at­ten­tion, bit­ing his mus­tache to con­ceal his vex­a­tion; and the queens were not less in­ter­est­ed. They were fa­tigued, and would have pre­ferred to go to rest with­out pro­ceed­ing any far­ther; more es­pe­cial­ly, in or­der to pre­vent the king walk­ing about in the evening with M. de Saint-Aig­nan and the ladies of the court, for, if eti­quette re­quired the princess­es to re­main with­in their own rooms, the ladies of hon­or, as soon as they had per­formed the ser­vices re­quired of them, had no re­stric­tions placed up­on them, but were at lib­er­ty to walk about as they pleased. It will eas­i­ly be con­jec­tured that all these ri­val in­ter­ests, gath­er­ing to­geth­er in va­pors, nec­es­sar­i­ly pro­duced clouds, and that the clouds were like­ly to be fol­lowed by a tem­pest. The king had no mus­tache to gnaw, and there­fore kept bit­ing the han­dle of his whip in­stead, with ill-con­cealed im­pa­tience. How could he get out of it? D’Artag­nan looked as agree­able as pos­si­ble, and Col­bert as sulky as he could. Who was there he could get in a pas­sion with?

			“We will con­sult the queen,” said Louis XIV, bow­ing to the roy­al ladies. And this kind­ness of con­sid­er­a­tion soft­ened Maria There­sa’s heart, who, be­ing of a kind and gen­er­ous dis­po­si­tion, when left to her own free will, replied:

			“I shall be de­light­ed to do what­ev­er Your Majesty wish­es.”

			“How long will it take us to get to Vaux?” in­quired Anne of Aus­tria, in slow and mea­sured ac­cents, plac­ing her hand up­on her bo­som, where the seat of her pain lay.

			“An hour for Your Majesty’s car­riages,” said d’Artag­nan; “the roads are tol­er­a­bly good.”

			The king looked at him. “And a quar­ter of an hour for the king,” he has­tened to add.

			“We should ar­rive by day­light?” said Louis XIV.

			“But the bil­let­ing of the king’s mil­i­tary es­cort,” ob­ject­ed Col­bert, soft­ly, “will make His Majesty lose all the ad­van­tage of his speed, how­ev­er quick he may be.”

			Dou­ble ass that you are! thought d’Artag­nan; if I had any in­ter­est or mo­tive in de­mol­ish­ing your cred­it with the king, I could do it in ten min­utes. “If I were in the king’s place,” he added aloud, “I should, in go­ing to M. Fou­quet, leave my es­cort be­hind me; I should go to him as a friend; I should en­ter ac­com­pa­nied on­ly by my cap­tain of the Guards; I should con­sid­er that I was act­ing more nobly, and should be in­vest­ed with a still more sa­cred char­ac­ter by do­ing so.”

			De­light sparkled in the king’s eyes. “That is in­deed a very sen­si­ble sug­ges­tion. We will go to see a friend as friends; the gen­tle­men who are with the car­riages can go slow­ly: but we who are mount­ed will ride on.” And he rode off, ac­com­pa­nied by all those who were mount­ed. Col­bert hid his ug­ly head be­hind his horse’s neck.

			“I shall be quits,” said d’Artag­nan, as he gal­loped along, “by get­ting a lit­tle talk with Aramis this evening. And then, M. Fou­quet is a man of hon­or. Mor­dioux! I have said so, and it must be so.”

			And this was the way how, to­wards sev­en o’clock in the evening, with­out an­nounc­ing his ar­rival by the din of trum­pets, and with­out even his ad­vanced guard, with­out out­rid­ers or mus­ke­teers, the king pre­sent­ed him­self be­fore the gate of Vaux, where Fou­quet, who had been in­formed of his roy­al guest’s ap­proach, had been wait­ing for the last half-hour, with his head un­cov­ered, sur­round­ed by his house­hold and his friends.
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				Nec­tar and Am­brosia

			
			M. Fou­quet held the stir­rup of the king, who, hav­ing dis­mount­ed, bowed most gra­cious­ly, and more gra­cious­ly still held out his hand to him, which Fou­quet, in spite of a slight re­sis­tance on the king’s part, car­ried re­spect­ful­ly to his lips. The king wished to wait in the first court­yard for the ar­rival of the car­riages, nor had he long to wait, for the roads had been put in­to ex­cel­lent or­der by the su­per­in­ten­dent, and a stone would hard­ly have been found of the size of an egg the whole way from Melun to Vaux; so that the car­riages, rolling along as though on a car­pet, brought the ladies to Vaux, with­out jolt­ing or fa­tigue, by eight o’clock. They were re­ceived by Madame Fou­quet, and at the mo­ment they made their ap­pear­ance, a light as bright as day burst forth from ev­ery quar­ter, trees, vas­es, and mar­ble stat­ues. This species of en­chant­ment last­ed un­til their Majesties had re­tired in­to the palace. All these won­ders and mag­i­cal ef­fects which the chron­i­cler has heaped up, or rather em­balmed, in his recital, at the risk of ri­val­ing the brain-born scenes of ro­mancers; these splen­dors where­by night seemed van­quished and Na­ture cor­rect­ed, to­geth­er with ev­ery de­light and lux­u­ry com­bined for the sat­is­fac­tion of all the sens­es, as well as the imag­i­na­tion, Fou­quet did in re­al truth of­fer to his sov­er­eign in that en­chant­ing re­treat of which no monarch could at that time boast of pos­sess­ing an equal. We do not in­tend to de­scribe the grand ban­quet, at which the roy­al guests were present, nor the con­certs, nor the fairy-like and more than mag­ic trans­for­ma­tions and meta­mor­phoses; it will be enough for our pur­pose to de­pict the coun­te­nance the king as­sumed, which, from be­ing gay, soon wore a very gloomy, con­strained, and ir­ri­tat­ed ex­pres­sion. He re­mem­bered his own res­i­dence, roy­al though it was, and the mean and in­dif­fer­ent style of lux­u­ry that pre­vailed there, which com­prised but lit­tle more than what was mere­ly use­ful for the roy­al wants, with­out be­ing his own per­son­al prop­er­ty. The large vas­es of the Lou­vre, the old­er fur­ni­ture and plate of Hen­ry II, of Fran­cis I, and of Louis XI, were but his­toric mon­u­ments of ear­li­er days; noth­ing but spec­i­mens of art, the relics of his pre­de­ces­sors; while with Fou­quet, the val­ue of the ar­ti­cle was as much in the work­man­ship as in the ar­ti­cle it­self. Fou­quet ate from a gold ser­vice, which artists in his own em­ploy had mod­eled and cast for him alone. Fou­quet drank wines of which the king of France did not even know the name, and drank them out of gob­lets each more valu­able than the en­tire roy­al cel­lar.

			What, too, was to be said of the apart­ments, the hang­ings, the pic­tures, the ser­vants and of­fi­cers, of ev­ery de­scrip­tion, of his house­hold? What of the mode of ser­vice in which eti­quette was re­placed by or­der; stiff for­mal­i­ty by per­son­al, un­re­strained com­fort; the hap­pi­ness and con­tent­ment of the guest be­came the supreme law of all who obeyed the host? The per­fect swarm of busi­ly en­gaged per­sons mov­ing about noise­less­ly; the mul­ti­tude of guests—who were, how­ev­er, even less nu­mer­ous than the ser­vants who wait­ed on them—the myr­i­ad of exquisite­ly pre­pared dish­es, of gold and sil­ver vas­es; the floods of daz­zling light, the mass­es of un­known flow­ers of which the hot­hous­es had been de­spoiled, re­dun­dant with lux­u­ri­ance of un­equaled scent and beau­ty; the per­fect har­mo­ny of the sur­round­ings, which in­deed was no more than the pre­lude of the promised fête, charmed all who were there; and they tes­ti­fied their ad­mi­ra­tion over and over again, not by voice or ges­ture, but by deep si­lence and rapt at­ten­tion, those two lan­guages of the courtier which ac­knowl­edge the hand of no mas­ter pow­er­ful enough to re­strain them.

			As for the king, his eyes filled with tears; he dared not look at the queen. Anne of Aus­tria, whose pride was su­pe­ri­or to that of any crea­ture breath­ing, over­whelmed her host by the con­tempt with which she treat­ed ev­ery­thing hand­ed to her. The young queen, kind­heart­ed by na­ture and cu­ri­ous by dis­po­si­tion, praised Fou­quet, ate with an ex­ceed­ing­ly good ap­petite, and asked the names of the strange fruits as they were placed up­on the ta­ble. Fou­quet replied that he was not aware of their names. The fruits came from his own stores; he had of­ten cul­ti­vat­ed them him­self, hav­ing an in­ti­mate ac­quain­tance with the cul­ti­va­tion of ex­ot­ic fruits and plants. The king felt and ap­pre­ci­at­ed the del­i­ca­cy of the replies, but was on­ly the more hu­mil­i­at­ed; he thought the queen a lit­tle too fa­mil­iar in her man­ners, and that Anne of Aus­tria re­sem­bled Juno a lit­tle too much, in be­ing too proud and haughty; his chief anx­i­ety, how­ev­er, was him­self, that he might re­main cold and dis­tant in his be­hav­ior, bor­der­ing light­ly the lim­its of supreme dis­dain or sim­ple ad­mi­ra­tion.

			But Fou­quet had fore­seen all this; he was, in fact, one of those men who fore­see ev­ery­thing. The king had ex­press­ly de­clared that so long as he re­mained un­der Fou­quet’s roof he did not wish his own dif­fer­ent repasts to be served in ac­cor­dance with the usu­al eti­quette, and that he would, con­se­quent­ly, dine with the rest of so­ci­ety; but by the thought­ful at­ten­tion of the sur­in­ten­dant, the king’s din­ner was served up sep­a­rate­ly, if one may so ex­press it, in the mid­dle of the gen­er­al ta­ble; the din­ner, won­der­ful in ev­ery re­spect, from the dish­es of which it was com­posed, com­prised ev­ery­thing the king liked and gen­er­al­ly pre­ferred to any­thing else. Louis had no ex­cuse—he, in­deed, who had the keen­est ap­petite in his king­dom—for say­ing that he was not hun­gry. Nay, M. Fou­quet did even bet­ter still; he cer­tain­ly, in obe­di­ence to the king’s ex­pressed de­sire, seat­ed him­self at the ta­ble, but as soon as the soups were served, he arose and per­son­al­ly wait­ed on the king, while Madame Fou­quet stood be­hind the queen-moth­er’s arm­chair. The dis­dain of Juno and the sulky fits of tem­per of Jupiter could not re­sist this ex­cess of kind­ly feel­ing and po­lite at­ten­tion. The queen ate a bis­cuit dipped in a glass of San-Lu­car wine; and the king ate of ev­ery­thing, say­ing to M. Fou­quet: “It is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, to dine bet­ter any­where.” Where­upon the whole court be­gan, on all sides, to de­vour the dish­es spread be­fore them with such en­thu­si­asm that it looked as though a cloud of Egyp­tian lo­custs was set­tling down on green and grow­ing crops.

			As soon, how­ev­er, as his hunger was ap­peased, the king be­came mo­rose and over­gloomed again; the more so in pro­por­tion to the sat­is­fac­tion he fan­cied he had pre­vi­ous­ly man­i­fest­ed, and par­tic­u­lar­ly on ac­count of the def­er­en­tial man­ner which his courtiers had shown to­wards Fou­quet. D’Artag­nan, who ate a good deal and drank but lit­tle, with­out al­low­ing it to be no­ticed, did not lose a sin­gle op­por­tu­ni­ty, but made a great num­ber of ob­ser­va­tions which he turned to good prof­it.

			When the sup­per was fin­ished, the king ex­pressed a wish not to lose the prom­e­nade. The park was il­lu­mi­nat­ed; the moon, too, as if she had placed her­self at the or­ders of the lord of Vaux, sil­vered the trees and lake with her own bright and quasi-phos­pho­res­cent light. The air was strange­ly soft and balmy; the dain­ti­ly shell-grav­elled walks through the thick­ly set av­enues yield­ed lux­u­ri­ous­ly to the feet. The fête was com­plete in ev­ery re­spect, for the king, hav­ing met La Val­lière in one of the wind­ing paths of the wood, was able to press her hand and say, “I love you,” with­out any­one over­hear­ing him ex­cept M. d’Artag­nan, who fol­lowed, and M. Fou­quet, who pre­ced­ed him.

			The dreamy night of mag­i­cal en­chant­ments stole smooth­ly on. The king hav­ing re­quest­ed to be shown to his room, there was im­me­di­ate­ly a move­ment in ev­ery di­rec­tion. The queens passed to their own apart­ments, ac­com­pa­nied by the mu­sic of the­o­r­bos and lutes; the king found his Mus­ke­teers await­ing him on the grand flight of steps, for M. Fou­quet had brought them on from Melun and had in­vit­ed them to sup­per. D’Artag­nan’s sus­pi­cions at once dis­ap­peared. He was weary, he had supped well, and wished, for once in his life, thor­ough­ly to en­joy a fête giv­en by a man who was in ev­ery sense of the word a king. “M. Fou­quet,” he said, “is the man for me.”

			The king was con­duct­ed with the great­est cer­e­mo­ny to the cham­ber of Mor­pheus, of which we owe some cur­so­ry de­scrip­tion to our read­ers. It was the hand­somest and largest in the palace. Le­brun had paint­ed on the vault­ed ceil­ing the hap­py as well as the un­hap­py dreams which Mor­pheus in­flicts on kings as well as on oth­er men. Ev­ery­thing that sleep gives birth to that is love­ly, its fairy scenes, its flow­ers and nec­tar, the wild volup­tuous­ness or pro­found re­pose of the sens­es, had the painter elab­o­rat­ed on his fres­coes. It was a com­po­si­tion as soft and pleas­ing in one part as dark and gloomy and ter­ri­ble in an­oth­er. The poi­soned chal­ice, the glit­ter­ing dag­ger sus­pend­ed over the head of the sleep­er; wiz­ards and phan­toms with ter­rif­ic masks, those half-dim shad­ows more alarm­ing than the ap­proach of fire or the somber face of mid­night, these, and such as these, he had made the com­pan­ions of his more pleas­ing pic­tures. No soon­er had the king en­tered his room than a cold shiv­er seemed to pass through him, and on Fou­quet ask­ing him the cause of it, the king replied, as pale as death:

			“I am sleepy, that is all.”

			“Does Your Majesty wish for your at­ten­dants at once?”

			“No; I have to talk with a few per­sons first,” said the king. “Will you have the good­ness to tell M. Col­bert I wish to see him.”

			Fou­quet bowed and left the room.
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				A Gas­con, and a Gas­con and a Half

			
			D’Artag­nan had de­ter­mined to lose no time, and in fact he nev­er was in the habit of do­ing so. Af­ter hav­ing in­quired for Aramis, he had looked for him in ev­ery di­rec­tion un­til he had suc­ceed­ed in find­ing him. Be­sides, no soon­er had the king en­tered Vaux, than Aramis had re­tired to his own room, med­i­tat­ing doubt­less some new piece of gal­lant at­ten­tion for His Majesty’s amuse­ment. D’Artag­nan de­sired the ser­vants to an­nounce him, and found on the sec­ond sto­ry (in a beau­ti­ful room called the Blue Cham­ber, on ac­count of the col­or of its hang­ings) the bish­op of Vannes in com­pa­ny with Porthos and sev­er­al of the mod­ern Epi­cure­ans. Aramis came for­ward to em­brace his friend, and of­fered him the best seat. As it was af­ter awhile gen­er­al­ly re­marked among those present that the mus­ke­teer was re­served, and wished for an op­por­tu­ni­ty for con­vers­ing se­cret­ly with Aramis, the Epi­cure­ans took their leave. Porthos, how­ev­er, did not stir; for true it is that, hav­ing dined ex­ceed­ing­ly well, he was fast asleep in his arm­chair; and the free­dom of con­ver­sa­tion there­fore was not in­ter­rupt­ed by a third per­son. Porthos had a deep, har­mo­nious snore, and peo­ple might talk in the midst of its loud bass with­out fear of dis­turb­ing him. D’Artag­nan felt that he was called up­on to open the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Well, and so we have come to Vaux,” he said.

			“Why, yes, d’Artag­nan. And how do you like the place?”

			“Very much, and I like M. Fou­quet, al­so.”

			“Is he not a charm­ing host?”

			“No one could be more so.”

			“I am told that the king be­gan by show­ing great dis­tance of man­ner to­wards M. Fou­quet, but that His Majesty grew much more cor­dial af­ter­wards.”

			“You did not no­tice it, then, since you say you have been told so?”

			“No; I was en­gaged with the gen­tle­men who have just left the room about the the­atri­cal per­for­mances and the tour­na­ments which are to take place to­mor­row.”

			“Ah, in­deed! you are the comp­trol­ler-gen­er­al of the fêtes here, then?”

			“You know I am a friend of all kinds of amuse­ment where the ex­er­cise of the imag­i­na­tion is called in­to ac­tiv­i­ty; I have al­ways been a po­et in one way or an­oth­er.”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber the vers­es you used to write, they were charm­ing.”

			“I have for­got­ten them, but I am de­light­ed to read the vers­es of oth­ers, when those oth­ers are known by the names of Molière, Pélis­son, La Fontaine, etc.”

			“Do you know what idea oc­curred to me this evening, Aramis?”

			“No; tell me what it was, for I should nev­er be able to guess it, you have so many.”

			“Well, the idea oc­curred to me, that the true king of France is not Louis XIV.”

			“What!” said Aramis, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, look­ing the mus­ke­teer full in the eyes.

			“No, it is Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			Aramis breathed again and smiled. “Ah! you are like all the rest, jeal­ous,” he said. “I would wa­ger that it was M. Col­bert who turned that pret­ty phrase.” D’Artag­nan, in or­der to throw Aramis off his guard, re­lat­ed Col­bert’s mis­ad­ven­tures with re­gard to the vin de Melun.

			“He comes of a mean race, does Col­bert,” said Aramis.

			“Quite true.”

			“When I think, too,” added the bish­op, “that that fel­low will be your min­is­ter with­in four months, and that you will serve him as blind­ly as you did Riche­lieu or Mazarin—”

			“And as you serve M. Fou­quet,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“With this dif­fer­ence, though, that M. Fou­quet is not M. Col­bert.”

			“True, true,” said d’Artag­nan, as he pre­tend­ed to be­come sad and full of re­flec­tion; and then, a mo­ment af­ter, he added, “Why do you tell me that M. Col­bert will be min­is­ter in four months?”

			“Be­cause M. Fou­quet will have ceased to be so,” replied Aramis.

			“He will be ru­ined, you mean?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Com­plete­ly so.”

			“Why does he give these fêtes, then?” said the mus­ke­teer, in a tone so full of thought­ful con­sid­er­a­tion, and so well as­sumed, that the bish­op was for the mo­ment de­ceived by it. “Why did you not dis­suade him from it?”

			The lat­ter part of the phrase was just a lit­tle too much, and Aramis’s for­mer sus­pi­cions were again aroused. “It is done with the ob­ject of hu­mor­ing the king.”

			“By ru­in­ing him­self?”

			“Yes, by ru­in­ing him­self for the king.”

			“A most ec­cen­tric, one might say, sin­is­ter cal­cu­la­tion, that.”

			“Ne­ces­si­ty, ne­ces­si­ty, my friend.”

			“I don’t see that, dear Aramis.”

			“Do you not? Have you not re­marked M. Col­bert’s dai­ly in­creas­ing an­tag­o­nism, and that he is do­ing his ut­most to drive the king to get rid of the su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“One must be blind not to see it.”

			“And that a ca­bal is al­ready armed against M. Fou­quet?”

			“That is well known.”

			“What like­li­hood is there that the king would join a par­ty formed against a man who will have spent ev­ery­thing he had to please him?”

			“True, true,” said d’Artag­nan, slow­ly, hard­ly con­vinced, yet cu­ri­ous to broach an­oth­er phase of the con­ver­sa­tion. “There are fol­lies, and fol­lies,” he re­sumed, “and I do not like those you are com­mit­ting.”

			“What do you al­lude to?”

			“As for the ban­quet, the ball, the con­cert, the the­atri­cals, the tour­na­ments, the cas­cades, the fire­works, the il­lu­mi­na­tions, and the presents—these are well and good, I grant; but why were not these ex­pens­es suf­fi­cient? Why was it nec­es­sary to have new liv­er­ies and cos­tumes for your whole house­hold?”

			“You are quite right. I told M. Fou­quet that my­self; he replied, that if he were rich enough he would of­fer the king a new­ly erect­ed château, from the vanes at the hous­es to the very sub-cel­lars; com­plete­ly new in­side and out; and that, as soon as the king had left, he would burn the whole build­ing and its con­tents, in or­der that it might not be made use of by any­one else.”

			“How com­plete­ly Span­ish!”

			“I told him so, and he then added this: ‘Who­ev­er ad­vis­es me to spare ex­pense, I shall look up­on as my en­e­my.’ ”

			“It is pos­i­tive mad­ness; and that por­trait, too!”

			“What por­trait?” said Aramis.

			“That of the king, and the sur­prise as well.”

			“What sur­prise?”

			“The sur­prise you seem to have in view, and on ac­count of which you took some spec­i­mens away, when I met you at Percerin’s.” D’Artag­nan paused. The shaft was dis­charged, and all he had to do was to wait and watch its ef­fect.

			“That is mere­ly an act of grace­ful at­ten­tion,” replied Aramis.

			D’Artag­nan went up to his friend, took hold of both his hands, and look­ing him full in the eyes, said, “Aramis, do you still care for me a very lit­tle?”

			“What a ques­tion to ask!”

			“Very good. One fa­vor, then. Why did you take some pat­terns of the king’s cos­tumes at Percerin’s?”

			“Come with me and ask poor Le­brun, who has been work­ing up­on them for the last two days and nights.”

			“Aramis, that may be truth for ev­ery­body else, but for me—”

			“Up­on my word, d’Artag­nan, you as­ton­ish me.”

			“Be a lit­tle con­sid­er­ate. Tell me the ex­act truth; you would not like any­thing dis­agree­able to hap­pen to me, would you?”

			“My dear friend, you are be­com­ing quite in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. What sus­pi­cion can you have pos­si­bly got hold of?”

			“Do you be­lieve in my in­stinc­tive feel­ings? For­mer­ly you used to have faith in them. Well, then, an in­stinct tells me that you have some con­cealed project on foot.”

			“I—a project?”

			“I am con­vinced of it.”

			“What non­sense!”

			“I am not on­ly sure of it, but I would even swear it.”

			“In­deed, d’Artag­nan, you cause me the great­est pain. Is it like­ly, if I have any project in hand that I ought to keep se­cret from you, I should tell you about it? If I had one that I could and ought to have re­vealed, should I not have long ago di­vulged it?”

			“No, Aramis, no. There are cer­tain projects which are nev­er re­vealed un­til the fa­vor­able op­por­tu­ni­ty ar­rives.”

			“In that case, my dear fel­low,” re­turned the bish­op, laugh­ing, “the on­ly thing now is, that the ‘op­por­tu­ni­ty’ has not yet ar­rived.”

			D’Artag­nan shook his head with a sor­row­ful ex­pres­sion. “Oh, friend­ship, friend­ship!” he said, “what an idle word you are! Here is a man who, if I were but to ask it, would suf­fer him­self to be cut in pieces for my sake.”

			“You are right,” said Aramis, nobly.

			“And this man, who would shed ev­ery drop of blood in his veins for me, will not open up be­fore me the least cor­ner in his heart. Friend­ship, I re­peat, is noth­ing but an un­sub­stan­tial shad­ow—a lure, like ev­ery­thing else in this bright, daz­zling world.”

			“It is not thus you should speak of our friend­ship,” replied the bish­op, in a firm, as­sured voice; “for ours is not of the same na­ture as those of which you have been speak­ing.”

			“Look at us, Aramis; three out of the old ‘four.’ You are de­ceiv­ing me; I sus­pect you; and Porthos is fast asleep. An ad­mirable trio of friends, don’t you think so? What an af­fect­ing rel­ic of the for­mer dear old times!”

			“I can on­ly tell you one thing, d’Artag­nan, and I swear it on the Bible: I love you just as I used to do. If I ev­er sus­pect you, it is on ac­count of oth­ers, and not on ac­count of ei­ther of us. In ev­ery­thing I may do, and should hap­pen to suc­ceed in, you will find your fourth. Will you prom­ise me the same fa­vor?”

			“If I am not mis­tak­en, Aramis, your words—at the mo­ment you pro­nounce them—are full of gen­er­ous feel­ing.”

			“Such a thing is very pos­si­ble.”

			“You are con­spir­ing against M. Col­bert. If that be all, mor­dioux, tell me so at once. I have the in­stru­ment in my own hand, and will pull out the tooth eas­i­ly enough.”

			Aramis could not con­ceal a smile of dis­dain that flit­ted over his haughty fea­tures. “And sup­pos­ing that I were con­spir­ing against Col­bert, what harm would there be in that?”

			“No, no; that would be too tri­fling a mat­ter for you to take in hand, and it was not on that ac­count you asked Percerin for those pat­terns of the king’s cos­tumes. Oh! Aramis, we are not en­e­mies, re­mem­ber—we are broth­ers. Tell me what you wish to un­der­take, and, up­on the word of a d’Artag­nan, if I can­not help you, I will swear to re­main neuter.”

			“I am un­der­tak­ing noth­ing,” said Aramis.

			“Aramis, a voice with­in me speaks and seems to trick­le forth a rill of light with­in my dark­ness: it is a voice that has nev­er yet de­ceived me. It is the king you are con­spir­ing against.”

			“The king?” ex­claimed the bish­op, pre­tend­ing to be an­noyed.

			“Your face will not con­vince me; the king, I re­peat.”

			“Will you help me?” said Aramis, smil­ing iron­i­cal­ly.

			“Aramis, I will do more than help you—I will do more than re­main neuter—I will save you.”

			“You are mad, d’Artag­nan.”

			“I am the wis­er of the two, in this mat­ter.”

			“You to sus­pect me of wish­ing to as­sas­si­nate the king!”

			“Who spoke of such a thing?” smiled the mus­ke­teer.

			“Well, let us un­der­stand one an­oth­er. I do not see what any­one can do to a le­git­i­mate king as ours is, if he does not as­sas­si­nate him.” D’Artag­nan did not say a word. “Be­sides, you have your guards and your mus­ke­teers here,” said the bish­op.

			“True.”

			“You are not in M. Fou­quet’s house, but in your own.”

			“True; but in spite of that, Aramis, grant me, for pity’s sake, one sin­gle word of a true friend.”

			“A true friend’s word is ev­er truth it­self. If I think of touch­ing, even with my fin­ger, the son of Anne of Aus­tria, the true king of this realm of France—if I have not the firm in­ten­tion of pros­trat­ing my­self be­fore his throne—if in ev­ery idea I may en­ter­tain to­mor­row, here at Vaux, will not be the most glo­ri­ous day my king ev­er en­joyed—may Heav­en’s light­ning blast me where I stand!” Aramis had pro­nounced these words with his face turned to­wards the al­cove of his own bed­room, where d’Artag­nan, seat­ed with his back to­wards the al­cove, could not sus­pect that any­one was ly­ing con­cealed. The earnest­ness of his words, the stud­ied slow­ness with which he pro­nounced them, the solem­ni­ty of his oath, gave the mus­ke­teer the most com­plete sat­is­fac­tion. He took hold of both Aramis’s hands, and shook them cor­dial­ly. Aramis had en­dured re­proach­es with­out turn­ing pale, and had blushed as he lis­tened to words of praise. D’Artag­nan, de­ceived, did him hon­or; but d’Artag­nan, trust­ful and re­liant, made him feel ashamed. “Are you go­ing away?” he said, as he em­braced him, in or­der to con­ceal the flush on his face.

			“Yes. Du­ty sum­mons me. I have to get the watch­word. It seems I am to be lodged in the king’s an­te­room. Where does Porthos sleep?”

			“Take him away with you, if you like, for he rum­bles through his sleepy nose like a park of ar­tillery.”

			“Ah! he does not stay with you, then?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Not the least in the world. He has a cham­ber to him­self, but I don’t know where.”

			“Very good!” said the mus­ke­teer; from whom this sep­a­ra­tion of the two as­so­ciates re­moved his last sus­pi­cion, and he touched Porthos light­ly on the shoul­der; the lat­ter replied by a loud yawn. “Come,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“What, d’Artag­nan, my dear fel­low, is that you? What a lucky chance! Oh, yes—true; I have for­got­ten; I am at the fête at Vaux.”

			“Yes; and your beau­ti­ful dress, too.”

			“Yes, it was very at­ten­tive on the part of Mon­sieur Co­quelin de Volière, was it not?”

			“Hush!” said Aramis. “You are walk­ing so heav­i­ly you will make the floor­ing give way.”

			“True,” said the mus­ke­teer; “this room is above the dome, I think.”

			“And I did not choose it for a fenc­ing-room, I as­sure you,” added the bish­op. “The ceil­ing of the king’s room has all the light­ness and calm of whole­some sleep. Do not for­get, there­fore, that my floor­ing is mere­ly the cov­er­ing of his ceil­ing. Good night, my friends, and in ten min­utes I shall be asleep my­self.” And Aramis ac­com­pa­nied them to the door, laugh­ing qui­et­ly all the while. As soon as they were out­side, he bolt­ed the door, hur­ried­ly; closed up the chinks of the win­dows, and then called out, “Mon­seigneur!—Mon­seigneur!” Philippe made his ap­pear­ance from the al­cove, as he pushed aside a slid­ing pan­el placed be­hind the bed.

			“M. d’Artag­nan en­ter­tains a great many sus­pi­cions, it seems,” he said.

			“Ah!—you rec­og­nized M. d’Artag­nan, then?”

			“Be­fore you called him by his name, even.”

			“He is your cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers.”

			“He is very de­vot­ed to me,” replied Philippe, lay­ing a stress up­on the per­son­al pro­noun.

			“As faith­ful as a dog; but he bites some­times. If d’Artag­nan does not rec­og­nize you be­fore the oth­er has dis­ap­peared, re­ly up­on d’Artag­nan to the end of the world; for in that case, if he has seen noth­ing, he will keep his fi­deli­ty. If he sees, when it is too late, he is a Gas­con, and will nev­er ad­mit that he has been de­ceived.”

			“I thought so. What are we to do, now?”

			“Sit in this fold­ing-chair. I am go­ing to push aside a por­tion of the floor­ing; you will look through the open­ing, which an­swers to one of the false win­dows made in the dome of the king’s apart­ment. Can you see?”

			“Yes,” said Philippe, start­ing as at the sight of an en­e­my; “I see the king!”

			“What is he do­ing?”

			“He seems to wish some man to sit down close to him.”

			“M. Fou­quet?”

			“No, no; wait a mo­ment—”

			“Look at the notes and the por­traits, my prince.”

			“The man whom the king wish­es to sit down in his pres­ence is M. Col­bert.”

			“Col­bert sit down in the king’s pres­ence!” ex­claimed Aramis. “It is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Look.”

			Aramis looked through the open­ing in the floor­ing. “Yes,” he said. “Col­bert him­self. Oh, Mon­seigneur! what can we be go­ing to hear—and what can re­sult from this in­ti­ma­cy?”

			“Noth­ing good for M. Fou­quet, at all events.”

			The prince did not de­ceive him­self.

			We have seen that Louis XIV had sent for Col­bert, and Col­bert had ar­rived. The con­ver­sa­tion be­gan be­tween them by the king ac­cord­ing to him one of the high­est fa­vors that he had ev­er done; it was true the king was alone with his sub­ject. “Col­bert,” said he, “sit down.”

			The in­ten­dant, over­come with de­light, for he feared he was about to be dis­missed, re­fused this un­prece­dent­ed hon­or.

			“Does he ac­cept?” said Aramis.

			“No, he re­mains stand­ing.”

			“Let us lis­ten, then.” And the fu­ture king and the fu­ture pope lis­tened ea­ger­ly to the sim­ple mor­tals they held un­der their feet, ready to crush them when they liked.

			“Col­bert,” said the king, “you have an­noyed me ex­ceed­ing­ly to­day.”

			“I know it, sire.”

			“Very good; I like that an­swer. Yes, you knew it, and there was courage in the do­ing of it.”

			“I ran the risk of dis­pleas­ing Your Majesty, but I risked, al­so, the con­ceal­ment of your best in­ter­ests.”

			“What! you were afraid of some­thing on my ac­count?”

			“I was, sire, even if it were noth­ing more than an in­di­ges­tion,” said Col­bert; “for peo­ple do not give their sov­er­eigns such ban­quets as the one of to­day, un­less it be to sti­fle them be­neath the bur­den of good liv­ing.”

			Col­bert await­ed the ef­fect this coarse jest would pro­duce up­on the king; and Louis XIV, who was the vainest and the most fas­tid­i­ous­ly del­i­cate man in his king­dom, for­gave Col­bert the joke.

			“The truth is,” he said, “that M. Fou­quet has giv­en me too good a meal. Tell me, Col­bert, where does he get all the mon­ey re­quired for this enor­mous ex­pen­di­ture—can you tell?”

			“Yes, I do know, sire.”

			“Will you be able to prove it with tol­er­a­ble cer­tain­ty?”

			“Eas­i­ly; and to the ut­most far­thing.”

			“I know you are very ex­act.”

			“Ex­ac­ti­tude is the prin­ci­pal qual­i­fi­ca­tion re­quired in an in­ten­dant of fi­nances.”

			“But all are not so.”

			“I thank your majesty for so flat­ter­ing a com­pli­ment from your own lips.”

			“M. Fou­quet, there­fore, is rich—very rich, and I sup­pose ev­ery man knows he is so.”

			“Ev­ery­one, sire; the liv­ing as well as the dead.”

			“What does that mean, Mon­sieur Col­bert?”

			“The liv­ing are wit­ness­es of M. Fou­quet’s wealth—they ad­mire and ap­plaud the re­sult pro­duced; but the dead, wis­er and bet­ter in­formed than we are, know how that wealth was ob­tained—and they rise up in ac­cu­sa­tion.”

			“So that M. Fou­quet owes his wealth to some cause or oth­er.”

			“The oc­cu­pa­tion of an in­ten­dant very of­ten fa­vors those who prac­tice it.”

			“You have some­thing to say to me more con­fi­den­tial­ly, I per­ceive; do not be afraid, we are quite alone.”

			“I am nev­er afraid of any­thing un­der the shel­ter of my own con­science, and un­der the pro­tec­tion of Your Majesty,” said Col­bert, bow­ing.

			“If the dead, there­fore, were to speak—”

			“They do speak some­times, sire—read.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Aramis, in the prince’s ear, who, close be­side him, lis­tened with­out los­ing a syl­la­ble, “since you are placed here, Mon­seigneur, in or­der to learn your vo­ca­tion of a king, lis­ten to a piece of in­famy—of a na­ture tru­ly roy­al. You are about to be a wit­ness of one of those scenes which the foul fiend alone con­ceives and ex­e­cutes. Lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly—you will find your ad­van­tage in it.”

			The prince re­dou­bled his at­ten­tion, and saw Louis XIV take from Col­bert’s hands a let­ter the lat­ter held out to him.

			“The late car­di­nal’s hand­writ­ing,” said the king.

			“Your Majesty has an ex­cel­lent mem­o­ry,” replied Col­bert, bow­ing; “it is an im­mense ad­van­tage for a king who is des­tined for hard work to rec­og­nize hand­writ­ings at the first glance.”

			The king read Mazarin’s let­ter, and, as its con­tents are al­ready known to the read­er, in con­se­quence of the mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween Madame de Chevreuse and Aramis, noth­ing fur­ther would be learned if we stat­ed them here again.

			“I do not quite un­der­stand,” said the king, great­ly in­ter­est­ed.

			“Your Majesty has not ac­quired the util­i­tar­i­an habit of check­ing the pub­lic ac­counts.”

			“I see that it refers to mon­ey that had been giv­en to M. Fou­quet.”

			“Thir­teen mil­lions. A tol­er­a­bly good sum.”

			“Yes. Well, these thir­teen mil­lions are want­ing to bal­ance the to­tal of the ac­count. That is what I do not very well un­der­stand. How was this deficit pos­si­ble?”

			“Pos­si­ble I do not say; but there is no doubt about fact that it is re­al­ly so.”

			“You say that these thir­teen mil­lions are found to be want­ing in the ac­counts?”

			“I do not say so, but the reg­istry does.”

			“And this let­ter of M. Mazarin in­di­cates the em­ploy­ment of that sum and the name of the per­son with whom it was de­posit­ed?”

			“As Your Majesty can judge for your­self.”

			“Yes; and the re­sult is, then, that M. Fou­quet has not yet re­stored the thir­teen mil­lions.”

			“That re­sults from the ac­counts, cer­tain­ly, sire.”

			“Well, and, con­se­quent­ly—”

			“Well, sire, in that case, inas­much as M. Fou­quet has not yet giv­en back the thir­teen mil­lions, he must have ap­pro­pri­at­ed them to his own pur­pose; and with those thir­teen mil­lions one could in­cur four times and a lit­tle more as much ex­pense, and make four times as great a dis­play, as Your Majesty was able to do at Fontainebleau, where we on­ly spent three mil­lions al­to­geth­er, if you re­mem­ber.”

			For a blun­der­er, the sou­venir he had evoked was a rather skill­ful­ly con­trived piece of base­ness; for by the re­mem­brance of his own fête he, for the first time, per­ceived its in­fe­ri­or­i­ty com­pared with that of Fou­quet. Col­bert re­ceived back again at Vaux what Fou­quet had giv­en him at Fontainebleau, and, as a good fi­nancier, re­turned it with the best pos­si­ble in­ter­est. Hav­ing once dis­posed the king’s mind in this art­ful way, Col­bert had noth­ing of much im­por­tance to de­tain him. He felt that such was the case, for the king, too, had again sunk in­to a dull and gloomy state. Col­bert await­ed the first words from the king’s lips with as much im­pa­tience as Philippe and Aramis did from their place of ob­ser­va­tion.

			“Are you aware what is the usu­al and nat­u­ral con­se­quence of all this, Mon­sieur Col­bert?” said the king, af­ter a few mo­ments’ re­flec­tion.

			“No, sire, I do not know.”

			“Well, then, the fact of the ap­pro­pri­a­tion of the thir­teen mil­lions, if it can be proved—”

			“But it is so al­ready.”

			“I mean if it were to be de­clared and cer­ti­fied, M. Col­bert.”

			“I think it will be to­mor­row, if Your Majesty—”

			“Were we not un­der M. Fou­quet’s roof, you were go­ing to say, per­haps,” replied the king, with some­thing of no­bil­i­ty in his de­meanor.

			“The king is in his own palace wher­ev­er he may be—es­pe­cial­ly in hous­es which the roy­al mon­ey has con­struct­ed.”

			“I think,” said Philippe in a low tone to Aramis, “that the ar­chi­tect who planned this dome ought, an­tic­i­pat­ing the use it could be put to at a fu­ture op­por­tu­ni­ty, so to have con­trived that it might be made to fall up­on the heads of scoundrels such as M. Col­bert.”

			“I think so too,” replied Aramis; “but M. Col­bert is so very near the king at this mo­ment.”

			“That is true, and that would open the suc­ces­sion.”

			“Of which your younger broth­er would reap all the ad­van­tage, Mon­seigneur. But stay, let us keep qui­et, and go on lis­ten­ing.”

			“We shall not have long to lis­ten,” said the young prince.

			“Why not, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Be­cause, if I were king, I should make no fur­ther re­ply.”

			“And what would you do?”

			“I should wait un­til to­mor­row morn­ing to give my­self time for re­flec­tion.”

			Louis XIV at last raised his eyes, and find­ing Col­bert at­ten­tive­ly wait­ing for his next re­marks, said, hasti­ly, chang­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, “M. Col­bert, I per­ceive it is get­ting very late, and I shall now re­tire to bed. By to­mor­row morn­ing I shall have made up my mind.”

			“Very good, sire,” re­turned Col­bert, great­ly in­censed, al­though he re­strained him­self in the pres­ence of the king.

			The king made a ges­ture of adieu, and Col­bert with­drew with a re­spect­ful bow. “My at­ten­dants!” cried the king; and, as they en­tered the apart­ment, Philippe was about to quit his post of ob­ser­va­tion.

			“A mo­ment longer,” said Aramis to him, with his ac­cus­tomed gen­tle­ness of man­ner; “what has just now tak­en place is on­ly a de­tail, and to­mor­row we shall have no oc­ca­sion to think any­thing more about it; but the cer­e­mo­ny of the king’s re­tir­ing to rest, the eti­quette ob­served in ad­dress­ing the king, that in­deed is of the great­est im­por­tance. Learn, sire, and study well how you ought to go to bed of a night. Look! look!”
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				Col­bert

			
			His­to­ry will tell us, or rather his­to­ry has told us, of the var­i­ous events of the fol­low­ing day, of the splen­did fêtes giv­en by the sur­in­ten­dant to his sov­er­eign. Noth­ing but amuse­ment and de­light was al­lowed to pre­vail through­out the whole of the fol­low­ing day; there was a prom­e­nade, a ban­quet, a com­e­dy to be act­ed, and a com­e­dy, too, in which, to his great amaze­ment, Porthos rec­og­nized “M. Co­quelin de Volière” as one of the ac­tors, in the piece called Les Fâcheux. Full of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, how­ev­er, from the scene of the pre­vi­ous evening, and hard­ly re­cov­ered from the ef­fects of the poi­son which Col­bert had then ad­min­is­tered to him, the king, dur­ing the whole of the day, so bril­liant in its ef­fects, so full of un­ex­pect­ed and star­tling nov­el­ties, in which all the won­ders of the “Ara­bi­an Night’s En­ter­tain­ments” seemed to be re­pro­duced for his es­pe­cial amuse­ment—the king, we say, showed him­self cold, re­served, and tac­i­turn. Noth­ing could smooth the frowns up­on his face; ev­ery­one who ob­served him no­ticed that a deep feel­ing of re­sent­ment, of re­mote ori­gin, in­creased by slow de­grees, as the source be­comes a riv­er, thanks to the thou­sand threads of wa­ter that in­crease its body, was keen­ly alive in the depths of the king’s heart. To­wards the mid­dle of the day on­ly did he be­gin to re­sume a lit­tle seren­i­ty of man­ner, and by that time he had, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, made up his mind. Aramis, who fol­lowed him step by step in his thoughts, as in his walk, con­clud­ed that the event he was ex­pect­ing would not be long be­fore it was an­nounced. This time Col­bert seemed to walk in con­cert with the bish­op of Vannes, and had he re­ceived for ev­ery an­noy­ance which he in­flict­ed on the king a word of di­rec­tion from Aramis, he could not have done bet­ter. Dur­ing the whole of the day the king, who, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, wished to free him­self from some of the thoughts which dis­turbed his mind, seemed to seek La Val­lière’s so­ci­ety as ac­tive­ly as he seemed to show his anx­i­ety to flee that of M. Col­bert or M. Fou­quet. The evening came. The king had ex­pressed a wish not to walk in the park un­til af­ter cards in the evening. In the in­ter­val be­tween sup­per and the prom­e­nade, cards and dice were in­tro­duced. The king won a thou­sand pis­toles, and, hav­ing won them, put them in his pock­et, and then rose, say­ing, “And now, gen­tle­men, to the park.” He found the ladies of the court were al­ready there. The king, we have be­fore ob­served, had won a thou­sand pis­toles, and had put them in his pock­et; but M. Fou­quet had some­how con­trived to lose ten thou­sand, so that among the courtiers there was still left a hun­dred and nine­ty thou­sand francs’ prof­it to di­vide, a cir­cum­stance which made the coun­te­nances of the courtiers and the of­fi­cers of the king’s house­hold the most joy­ous coun­te­nances in the world. It was not the same, how­ev­er, with the king’s face; for, not­with­stand­ing his suc­cess at play, to which he was by no means in­sen­si­ble, there still re­mained a slight shade of dis­sat­is­fac­tion. Col­bert was wait­ing for or up­on him at the cor­ner of one of the av­enues; he was most prob­a­bly wait­ing there in con­se­quence of a ren­dezvous which had been giv­en him by the king, as Louis XIV, who had avoid­ed him, or who had seemed to avoid him, sud­den­ly made him a sign, and they then struck in­to the depths of the park to­geth­er. But La Val­lière, too, had ob­served the king’s gloomy as­pect and kin­dling glances; she had re­marked this—and as noth­ing which lay hid­den or smol­der­ing in his heart was hid­den from the gaze of her af­fec­tion, she un­der­stood that this re­pressed wrath men­aced some­one; she pre­pared to with­stand the cur­rent of his vengeance, and in­ter­cede like an an­gel of mer­cy. Over­come by sad­ness, ner­vous­ly ag­i­tat­ed, deeply dis­tressed at hav­ing been so long sep­a­rat­ed from her lover, dis­turbed at the sight of the emo­tion she had di­vined, she ac­cord­ing­ly pre­sent­ed her­self to the king with an em­bar­rassed as­pect, which in his then dis­po­si­tion of mind the king in­ter­pret­ed un­fa­vor­ably. Then, as they were alone—near­ly alone, inas­much as Col­bert, as soon as he per­ceived the young girl ap­proach­ing, had stopped and drawn back a dozen paces—the king ad­vanced to­wards La Val­lière and took her by the hand. “Made­moi­selle,” he said to her, “should I be guilty of an in­dis­cre­tion if I were to in­quire if you were in­dis­posed? for you seem to breathe as if you were op­pressed by some se­cret cause of un­easi­ness, and your eyes are filled with tears.”

			“Oh! sire, if I be in­deed so, and if my eyes are in­deed full of tears, I am sor­row­ful on­ly at the sad­ness which seems to op­press Your Majesty.”

			“My sad­ness? You are mis­tak­en, Made­moi­selle; no, it is not sad­ness I ex­pe­ri­ence.”

			“What is it, then, sire?”

			“Hu­mil­i­a­tion.”

			“Hu­mil­i­a­tion? oh! sire, what a word for you to use!”

			“I mean, Made­moi­selle, that wher­ev­er I may hap­pen to be, no one else ought to be the mas­ter. Well, then, look round you on ev­ery side, and judge whether I am not eclipsed—I, the king of France—be­fore the monarch of these wide do­mains. Oh!” he con­tin­ued, clench­ing his hands and teeth, “when I think that this king—”

			“Well, sire?” said Louise, ter­ri­fied.

			“—That this king is a faith­less, un­wor­thy ser­vant, who grows proud and self-suf­fi­cient up­on the strength of prop­er­ty that be­longs to me, and which he has stolen. And there­fore I am about to change this im­pu­dent min­is­ter’s fête in­to sor­row and mourn­ing, of which the nymph of Vaux, as the po­ets say, shall not soon lose the re­mem­brance.”

			“Oh! Your Majesty—”

			“Well, Made­moi­selle, are you about to take M. Fou­quet’s part?” said Louis, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“No, sire; I will on­ly ask whether you are well-in­formed. Your Majesty has more than once learned the val­ue of ac­cu­sa­tions made at court.”

			Louis XIV made a sign for Col­bert to ap­proach. “Speak, Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said the young prince, “for I al­most be­lieve that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has need of your as­sis­tance be­fore she can put any faith in the king’s word. Tell Made­moi­selle what M. Fou­quet has done; and you, Made­moi­selle, will per­haps have the kind­ness to lis­ten. It will not be long.”

			Why did Louis XIV in­sist up­on it in such a man­ner? A very sim­ple rea­son—his heart was not at rest, his mind was not thor­ough­ly con­vinced; he imag­ined there lay some dark, hid­den, tor­tu­ous in­trigue be­hind these thir­teen mil­lions of francs; and he wished that the pure heart of La Val­lière, which had re­volt­ed at the idea of theft or rob­bery, should ap­prove—even were it on­ly by a sin­gle word—the res­o­lu­tion he had tak­en, and which, nev­er­the­less, he hes­i­tat­ed be­fore car­ry­ing in­to ex­e­cu­tion.

			“Speak, Mon­sieur,” said La Val­lière to Col­bert, who had ad­vanced; “speak, since the king wish­es me to lis­ten to you. Tell me, what is the crime with which M. Fou­quet is charged?”

			“Oh! not very heinous, Made­moi­selle,” he re­turned, “a mere abuse of con­fi­dence.”

			“Speak, speak, Col­bert; and when you have re­lat­ed it, leave us, and go and in­form M. d’Artag­nan that I have cer­tain or­ders to give him.”

			“M. d’Artag­nan, sire!” ex­claimed La Val­lière; “but why send for M. d’Artag­nan? I en­treat you to tell me.”

			“Par­dieu! in or­der to ar­rest this haughty, ar­ro­gant Ti­tan who, true to his men­ace, threat­ens to scale my heav­en.”

			“Ar­rest M. Fou­quet, do you say?”

			“Ah! does that sur­prise you?”

			“In his own house!”

			“Why not? If he be guilty, he is as guilty in his own house as any­where else.”

			“M. Fou­quet, who at this mo­ment is ru­in­ing him­self for his sov­er­eign.”

			“In plain truth, Made­moi­selle, it seems as if you were de­fend­ing this traitor.”

			Col­bert be­gan to chuck­le silent­ly. The king turned round at the sound of this sup­pressed mirth.

			“Sire,” said La Val­lière, “it is not M. Fou­quet I am de­fend­ing; it is your­self.”

			“Me! you are de­fend­ing me?”

			“Sire, you would dis­hon­or your­self if you were to give such an or­der.”

			“Dis­hon­or my­self!” mur­mured the king, turn­ing pale with anger. “In plain truth, Made­moi­selle, you show a strange per­sis­tence in what you say.”

			“If I do, sire, my on­ly mo­tive is that of serv­ing Your Majesty,” replied the no­ble-heart­ed girl: “for that I would risk, I would sac­ri­fice my very life, with­out the least re­serve.”

			Col­bert seemed in­clined to grum­ble and com­plain. La Val­lière, that timid, gen­tle lamb, turned round up­on him, and with a glance like light­ning im­posed si­lence up­on him. “Mon­sieur,” she said, “when the king acts well, whether, in do­ing so, he does ei­ther my­self or those who be­long to me an in­jury, I have noth­ing to say; but were the king to con­fer a ben­e­fit ei­ther up­on me or mine, and if he act­ed bad­ly, I should tell him so.”

			“But it ap­pears to me, Made­moi­selle,” Col­bert ven­tured to say, “that I too love the king.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur, we both love him, but each in a dif­fer­ent man­ner,” replied La Val­lière, with such an ac­cent that the heart of the young king was pow­er­ful­ly af­fect­ed by it. “I love him so deeply, that the whole world is aware of it; so pure­ly, that the king him­self does not doubt my af­fec­tion. He is my king and my mas­ter; I am the least of all his ser­vants. But whoso touch­es his hon­or as­sails my life. There­fore, I re­peat, that they dis­hon­or the king who ad­vise him to ar­rest M. Fou­quet un­der his own roof.”

			Col­bert hung down his head, for he felt that the king had aban­doned him. How­ev­er, as he bent his head, he mur­mured, “Made­moi­selle, I have on­ly one word to say.”

			“Do not say it, then, Mon­sieur; for I would not lis­ten to it. Be­sides, what could you have to tell me? That M. Fou­quet has been guilty of cer­tain crimes? I be­lieve he has, be­cause the king has said so; and, from the mo­ment the king said, ‘I think so,’ I have no oc­ca­sion for oth­er lips to say, ‘I af­firm it.’ But, were M. Fou­quet the vilest of men, I should say aloud, ‘M. Fou­quet’s per­son is sa­cred to the king be­cause he is the guest of M. Fou­quet. Were his house a den of thieves, were Vaux a cave of coin­ers or rob­bers, his home is sa­cred, his palace is in­vi­o­lable, since his wife is liv­ing in it; and that is an asy­lum which even ex­e­cu­tion­ers would not dare to vi­o­late.’ ”

			La Val­lière paused, and was silent. In spite of him­self the king could not but ad­mire her; he was over­pow­ered by the pas­sion­ate en­er­gy of her voice; by the no­ble­ness of the cause she ad­vo­cat­ed. Col­bert yield­ed, over­come by the in­equal­i­ty of the strug­gle. At last the king breathed again more freely, shook his head, and held out his hand to La Val­lière. “Made­moi­selle,” he said, gen­tly, “why do you de­cide against me? Do you know what this wretch­ed fel­low will do, if I give him time to breathe again?”

			“Is he not a prey which will al­ways be with­in your grasp?”

			“Should he es­cape, and take to flight?” ex­claimed Col­bert.

			“Well, Mon­sieur, it will al­ways re­main on record, to the king’s eter­nal hon­or, that he al­lowed M. Fou­quet to flee; and the more guilty he may have been, the greater will the king’s hon­or and glo­ry ap­pear, com­pared with such un­nec­es­sary mis­ery and shame.”

			Louis kissed La Val­lière’s hand, as he knelt be­fore her.

			I am lost, thought Col­bert; then sud­den­ly his face bright­ened up again. Oh! no, no, aha, old fox!—not yet, he said to him­self.

			And while the king, pro­tect­ed from ob­ser­va­tion by the thick covert of an enor­mous lime, pressed La Val­lière to his breast, with all the ar­dor of in­ef­fa­ble af­fec­tion, Col­bert tran­quil­ly fum­bled among the pa­pers in his pock­et­book and drew out of it a pa­per fold­ed in the form of a let­ter, some­what yel­low, per­haps, but one that must have been most pre­cious, since the in­ten­dant smiled as he looked at it; he then bent a look, full of ha­tred, up­on the charm­ing group which the young girl and the king formed to­geth­er—a group re­vealed but for a mo­ment, as the light of the ap­proach­ing torch­es shone up­on it. Louis no­ticed the light re­flect­ed up­on La Val­lière’s white dress. “Leave me, Louise,” he said, “for some­one is com­ing.”

			“Made­moi­selle, Made­moi­selle, some­one is com­ing,” cried Col­bert, to ex­pe­dite the young girl’s de­par­ture.

			Louise dis­ap­peared rapid­ly among the trees; and then, as the king, who had been on his knees be­fore the young girl, was ris­ing from his hum­ble pos­ture, Col­bert ex­claimed, “Ah! Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has let some­thing fall.”

			“What is it?” in­quired the king.

			“A pa­per—a let­ter—some­thing white; look there, sire.”

			The king stooped down im­me­di­ate­ly and picked up the let­ter, crum­pling it in his hand, as he did so; and at the same mo­ment the torch­es ar­rived, in­un­dat­ing the black­ness of the scene with a flood of light as bight as day.
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				Jeal­ousy

			
			The torch­es we have just re­ferred to, the ea­ger at­ten­tion ev­ery­one dis­played, and the new ova­tion paid to the king by Fou­quet, ar­rived in time to sus­pend the ef­fect of a res­o­lu­tion which La Val­lière had al­ready con­sid­er­ably shak­en in Louis XIV’s heart. He looked at Fou­quet with a feel­ing al­most of grat­i­tude for hav­ing giv­en La Val­lière an op­por­tu­ni­ty of show­ing her­self so gen­er­ous­ly dis­posed, so pow­er­ful in the in­flu­ence she ex­er­cised over his heart. The mo­ment of the last and great­est dis­play had ar­rived. Hard­ly had Fou­quet con­duct­ed the king to­wards the château, when a mass of fire burst from the dome of Vaux, with a prodi­gious up­roar, pour­ing a flood of daz­zling cataracts of rays on ev­ery side, and il­lu­min­ing the re­motest cor­ners of the gar­dens. The fire­works be­gan. Col­bert, at twen­ty paces from the king, who was sur­round­ed and fêt­ed by the own­er of Vaux, seemed, by the ob­sti­nate per­sis­tence of his gloomy thoughts, to do his ut­most to re­call Louis’s at­ten­tion, which the mag­nif­i­cence of the spec­ta­cle was al­ready, in his opin­ion, too eas­i­ly di­vert­ing. Sud­den­ly, just as Louis was on the point of hold­ing it out to Fou­quet, he per­ceived in his hand the pa­per which, as he be­lieved, La Val­lière had dropped at his feet as she hur­ried away. The still stronger mag­net of love drew the young prince’s at­ten­tion to­wards the sou­venir of his idol; and, by the bril­liant light, which in­creased mo­men­tar­i­ly in beau­ty, and drew from the neigh­bor­ing vil­lages loud cheers of ad­mi­ra­tion, the king read the let­ter, which he sup­posed was a lov­ing and ten­der epis­tle La Val­lière had des­tined for him. But as he read it, a death­like pal­lor stole over his face, and an ex­pres­sion of deep-seat­ed wrath, il­lu­mined by the many-col­ored fire which gleamed so bright­ly, soar­ing­ly around the scene, pro­duced a ter­ri­ble spec­ta­cle, which ev­ery­one would have shud­dered at, could they on­ly have read in­to his heart, now torn by the most stormy and most bit­ter pas­sions. There was no truce for him now, in­flu­enced as he was by jeal­ousy and mad pas­sion. From the very mo­ment when the dark truth was re­vealed to him, ev­ery gen­tler feel­ing seemed to dis­ap­pear; pity, kind­ness of con­sid­er­a­tion, the re­li­gion of hos­pi­tal­i­ty, all were for­got­ten. In the bit­ter pang which wrung his heart, he, still too weak to hide his suf­fer­ings, was al­most on the point of ut­ter­ing a cry of alarm, and call­ing his guards to gath­er round him. This let­ter which Col­bert had thrown down at the king’s feet, the read­er has doubtless­ly guessed, was the same that had dis­ap­peared with the porter To­by at Fontainebleau, af­ter the at­tempt which Fou­quet had made up­on La Val­lière’s heart. Fou­quet saw the king’s pal­lor, and was far from guess­ing the evil; Col­bert saw the king’s anger, and re­joiced in­ward­ly at the ap­proach of the storm. Fou­quet’s voice drew the young prince from his wrath­ful rever­ie.

			“What is the mat­ter, sire?” in­quired the su­per­in­ten­dent, with an ex­pres­sion of grace­ful in­ter­est.

			Louis made a vi­o­lent ef­fort over him­self, as he replied, “Noth­ing.”

			“I am afraid Your Majesty is suf­fer­ing?”

			“I am suf­fer­ing, and have al­ready told you so, Mon­sieur; but it is noth­ing.”

			And the king, with­out wait­ing for the ter­mi­na­tion of the fire­works, turned to­wards the château. Fou­quet ac­com­pa­nied him, and the whole court fol­lowed, leav­ing the re­mains of the fire­works con­sum­ing for their own amuse­ment. The su­per­in­ten­dent en­deav­ored again to ques­tion Louis XIV, but did not suc­ceed in ob­tain­ing a re­ply. He imag­ined there had been some mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween Louis and La Val­lière in the park, which had re­sult­ed in a slight quar­rel; and that the king, who was not or­di­nar­i­ly sulky by dis­po­si­tion, but com­plete­ly ab­sorbed by his pas­sion for La Val­lière, had tak­en a dis­like to ev­ery­one be­cause his mis­tress had shown her­self of­fend­ed with him. This idea was suf­fi­cient to con­sole him; he had even a friend­ly and kind­ly smile for the young king, when the lat­ter wished him good night. This, how­ev­er, was not all the king had to sub­mit to; he was obliged to un­der­go the usu­al cer­e­mo­ny, which on that evening was marked by close ad­her­ence to the strictest eti­quette. The next day was the one fixed for the de­par­ture; it was but prop­er that the guests should thank their host, and show him a lit­tle at­ten­tion in re­turn for the ex­pen­di­ture of his twelve mil­lions. The on­ly re­mark, ap­proach­ing to ami­a­bil­i­ty, which the king could find to say to M. Fou­quet, as he took leave of him, were in these words, “M. Fou­quet, you shall hear from me. Be good enough to de­sire M. d’Artag­nan to come here.”

			But the blood of Louis XIV, who had so pro­found­ly dis­sim­u­lat­ed his feel­ings, boiled in his veins; and he was per­fect­ly will­ing to or­der M. Fou­quet to be put an end to with the same readi­ness, in­deed, as his pre­de­ces­sor had caused the as­sas­si­na­tion of le Maréchal d’An­cre; and so he dis­guised the ter­ri­ble res­o­lu­tion he had formed be­neath one of those roy­al smiles which, like light­ning-flash­es, in­di­cat­ed coups d’état. Fou­quet took the king’s hand and kissed it; Louis shud­dered through­out his whole frame, but al­lowed M. Fou­quet to touch his hand with his lips. Five min­utes af­ter­wards, d’Artag­nan, to whom the roy­al or­der had been com­mu­ni­cat­ed, en­tered Louis XIV’s apart­ment. Aramis and Philippe were in theirs, still ea­ger­ly at­ten­tive, and still lis­ten­ing with all their ears. The king did not even give the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers time to ap­proach his arm­chair, but ran for­ward to meet him. “Take care,” he ex­claimed, “that no one en­ters here.”

			“Very good, sire,” replied the cap­tain, whose glance had for a long time past an­a­lyzed the stormy in­di­ca­tions on the roy­al coun­te­nance. He gave the nec­es­sary or­der at the door; but, re­turn­ing to the king, he said, “Is there some­thing fresh the mat­ter, Your Majesty?”

			“How many men have you here?” in­quired the king, with­out mak­ing any oth­er re­ply to the ques­tion ad­dressed to him.

			“What for, sire?”

			“How many men have you, I say?” re­peat­ed the king, stamp­ing up­on the ground with his foot.

			“I have the Mus­ke­teers.”

			“Well; and what oth­ers?”

			“Twen­ty guards and thir­teen Swiss.”

			“How many men will be re­quired to—”

			“To do what, sire?” replied the mus­ke­teer, open­ing his large, calm eyes.

			“To ar­rest M. Fou­quet.”

			D’Artag­nan fell back a step.

			“To ar­rest M. Fou­quet!” he burst forth.

			“Are you go­ing to tell me that it is im­pos­si­ble?” ex­claimed the king, in tones of cold, vin­dic­tive pas­sion.

			“I nev­er say that any­thing is im­pos­si­ble,” replied d’Artag­nan, wound­ed to the quick.

			“Very well; do it, then.”

			D’Artag­nan turned on his heel, and made his way to­wards the door; it was but a short dis­tance, and he cleared it in half a dozen paces; when he reached it he sud­den­ly paused, and said, “Your Majesty will for­give me, but, in or­der to ef­fect this ar­rest, I should like writ­ten di­rec­tions.”

			“For what pur­pose—and since when has the king’s word been in­suf­fi­cient for you?”

			“Be­cause the word of a king, when it springs from a feel­ing of anger, may pos­si­bly change when the feel­ing changes.”

			“A truce to set phras­es, Mon­sieur; you have an­oth­er thought be­sides that?”

			“Oh, I, at least, have cer­tain thoughts and ideas, which, un­for­tu­nate­ly, oth­ers have not,” d’Artag­nan replied, im­per­ti­nent­ly.

			The king, in the tem­pest of his wrath, hes­i­tat­ed, and drew back in the face of d’Artag­nan’s frank courage, just as a horse crouch­es on his haunch­es un­der the strong hand of a bold and ex­pe­ri­enced rid­er. “What is your thought?” he ex­claimed.

			“This, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan: “you cause a man to be ar­rest­ed when you are still un­der his roof; and pas­sion is alone the cause of that. When your anger shall have passed you will re­gret what you have done; and then I wish to be in a po­si­tion to show you your sig­na­ture. If that, how­ev­er, should fail to be a repa­ra­tion, it will at least show us that the king was wrong to lose his tem­per.”

			“Wrong to lose his tem­per!” cried the king, in a loud, pas­sion­ate voice. “Did not my fa­ther, my grand­fa­thers, too, be­fore me, lose their tem­per at times, in Heav­en’s name?”

			“The king your fa­ther and the king your grand­fa­ther nev­er lost their tem­per ex­cept when un­der the pro­tec­tion of their own palace.”

			“The king is mas­ter wher­ev­er he may be.”

			“That is a flat­ter­ing, com­pli­men­ta­ry phrase which can­not pro­ceed from any­one but M. Col­bert; but it hap­pens not to be the truth. The king is at home in ev­ery man’s house when he has driv­en its own­er out of it.”

			The king bit his lips, but said noth­ing.

			“Can it be pos­si­ble?” said d’Artag­nan; “here is a man who is pos­i­tive­ly ru­in­ing him­self in or­der to please you, and you wish to have him ar­rest­ed! Mor­dioux! Sire, if my name was Fou­quet, and peo­ple treat­ed me in that man­ner, I would swal­low at a sin­gle gulp all sorts of fire­works and oth­er things, and I would set fire to them, and send my­self and ev­ery­body else in blown-up atoms to the sky. But it is all the same; it is your wish, and it shall be done.”

			“Go,” said the king; “but have you men enough?”

			“Do you sup­pose I am go­ing to take a whole host to help me? Ar­rest M. Fou­quet! why, that is so easy that a very child might do it! It is like drink­ing a glass of worm­wood; one makes an ug­ly face, and that is all.”

			“If he de­fends him­self?”

			“He! it is not at all like­ly. De­fend him­self when such ex­treme harsh­ness as you are go­ing to prac­tice makes the man a very mar­tyr! Nay, I am sure that if he has a mil­lion of francs left, which I very much doubt, he would be will­ing enough to give it in or­der to have such a ter­mi­na­tion as this. But what does that mat­ter? it shall be done at once.”

			“Stay,” said the king; “do not make his ar­rest a pub­lic af­fair.”

			“That will be more dif­fi­cult.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause noth­ing is eas­i­er than to go up to M. Fou­quet in the midst of a thou­sand en­thu­si­as­tic guests who sur­round him, and say, ‘In the king’s name, I ar­rest you.’ But to go up to him, to turn him first one way and then an­oth­er, to drive him up in­to one of the cor­ners of the chess­board, in such a way that he can­not es­cape; to take him away from his guests, and keep him a pris­on­er for you, with­out one of them, alas! hav­ing heard any­thing about it; that, in­deed, is a gen­uine dif­fi­cul­ty, the great­est of all, in truth; and I hard­ly see how it is to be done.”

			“You had bet­ter say it is im­pos­si­ble, and you will have fin­ished much soon­er. Heav­en help me, but I seem to be sur­round­ed by peo­ple who pre­vent me do­ing what I wish.”

			“I do not pre­vent your do­ing any­thing. Have you in­deed de­cid­ed?”

			“Take care of M. Fou­quet, un­til I shall have made up my mind by to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“That shall be done, sire.”

			“And re­turn, when I rise in the morn­ing, for fur­ther or­ders; and now leave me to my­self.”

			“You do not even want M. Col­bert, then?” said the mus­ke­teer, fir­ing his last shot as he was leav­ing the room. The king start­ed. With his whole mind fixed on the thought of re­venge, he had for­got­ten the cause and sub­stance of the of­fense.

			“No, no one,” he said; “no one here! Leave me.”

			D’Artag­nan quit­ted the room. The king closed the door with his own hands, and be­gan to walk up and down his apart­ment at a fu­ri­ous pace, like a wound­ed bull in an are­na, trail­ing from his horn the col­ored stream­ers and the iron darts. At last he be­gan to take com­fort in the ex­pres­sion of his vi­o­lent feel­ings.

			“Mis­er­able wretch that he is! not on­ly does he squan­der my fi­nances, but with his ill-got­ten plun­der he cor­rupts sec­re­taries, friends, gen­er­als, artists, and all, and tries to rob me of the one to whom I am most at­tached. This is the rea­son that per­fid­i­ous girl so bold­ly took his part! Grat­i­tude! and who can tell whether it was not a stronger feel­ing—love it­self?” He gave him­self up for a mo­ment to the bit­ter­est re­flec­tions. A satyr! he thought, with that ab­hor­rent hate with which young men re­gard those more ad­vanced in life, who still think of love. “A man who has nev­er found op­po­si­tion or re­sis­tance in any­one, who lav­ish­es his gold and jew­els in ev­ery di­rec­tion, and who re­tains his staff of painters in or­der to take the por­traits of his mis­tress­es in the cos­tume of god­dess­es.” The king trem­bled with pas­sion as he con­tin­ued, “He pol­lutes and pro­fanes ev­ery­thing that be­longs to me! He de­stroys ev­ery­thing that is mine. He will be my death at last, I know. That man is too much for me; he is my mor­tal en­e­my, but he shall forth­with fall! I hate him—I hate him—I hate him!” and as he pro­nounced these words, he struck the arm of the chair in which he was sit­ting vi­o­lent­ly, over and over again, and then rose like one in an epilep­tic fit. “To­mor­row! to­mor­row! oh, hap­py day!” he mur­mured, “when the sun ris­es, no oth­er ri­val shall that bril­liant king of space pos­sess but me. That man shall fall so low that when peo­ple look at the ab­ject ru­in my anger shall have wrought, they will be forced to con­fess at last and at least that I am in­deed greater than he.” The king, who was in­ca­pable of mas­ter­ing his emo­tions any longer, knocked over with a blow of his fist a small ta­ble placed close to his bed­side, and in the very bit­ter­ness of anger, al­most weep­ing, and half-suf­fo­cat­ed, he threw him­self on his bed, dressed as he was, and bit the sheets in his ex­trem­i­ty of pas­sion, try­ing to find re­pose of body at least there. The bed creaked be­neath his weight, and with the ex­cep­tion of a few bro­ken sounds, emerg­ing, or, one might say, ex­plod­ing, from his over­bur­dened chest, ab­so­lute si­lence soon reigned in the cham­ber of Mor­pheus.
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				High Trea­son

			
			The un­govern­able fury which took pos­ses­sion of the king at the sight and at the pe­rusal of Fou­quet’s let­ter to La Val­lière by de­grees sub­sid­ed in­to a feel­ing of pain and ex­treme weari­ness. Youth, in­vig­o­rat­ed by health and light­ness of spir­its, re­quir­ing soon that what it los­es should be im­me­di­ate­ly re­stored—youth knows not those end­less, sleep­less nights which en­able us to re­al­ize the fa­ble of the vul­ture un­ceas­ing­ly feed­ing on Prometheus. In cas­es where the man of mid­dle life, in his ac­quired strength of will and pur­pose, and the old, in their state of nat­u­ral ex­haus­tion, find in­ces­sant aug­men­ta­tion of their bit­ter sor­row, a young man, sur­prised by the sud­den ap­pear­ance of mis­for­tune, weak­ens him­self in sighs, and groans, and tears, di­rect­ly strug­gling with his grief, and is there­by far soon­er over­thrown by the in­flex­i­ble en­e­my with whom he is en­gaged. Once over­thrown, his strug­gles cease. Louis could not hold out more than a few min­utes, at the end of which he had ceased to clench his hands, and scorch in fan­cy with his looks the in­vis­i­ble ob­jects of his ha­tred; he soon ceased to at­tack with his vi­o­lent im­pre­ca­tions not M. Fou­quet alone, but even La Val­lière her­self; from fury he sub­sid­ed in­to de­spair, and from de­spair to pros­tra­tion. Af­ter he had thrown him­self for a few min­utes to and fro con­vul­sive­ly on his bed, his nerve­less arms fell qui­et­ly down; his head lay lan­guid­ly on his pil­low; his limbs, ex­haust­ed with ex­ces­sive emo­tion, still trem­bled oc­ca­sion­al­ly, ag­i­tat­ed by mus­cu­lar con­trac­tions; while from his breast faint and in­fre­quent sighs still is­sued. Mor­pheus, the tute­lary de­ity of the apart­ment, to­wards whom Louis raised his eyes, wea­ried by his anger and rec­on­ciled by his tears, show­ered down up­on him the sleep-in­duc­ing pop­pies with which his hands are ev­er filled; so present­ly the monarch closed his eyes and fell asleep. Then it seemed to him, as it of­ten hap­pens in that first sleep, so light and gen­tle, which rais­es the body above the couch, and the soul above the earth—it seemed to him, we say, as if the god Mor­pheus, paint­ed on the ceil­ing, looked at him with eyes re­sem­bling hu­man eyes; that some­thing shone bright­ly, and moved to and fro in the dome above the sleep­er; that the crowd of ter­ri­ble dreams which thronged to­geth­er in his brain, and which were in­ter­rupt­ed for a mo­ment, half re­vealed a hu­man face, with a hand rest­ing against the mouth, and in an at­ti­tude of deep and ab­sorbed med­i­ta­tion. And strange enough, too, this man bore so won­der­ful a re­sem­blance to the king him­self, that Louis fan­cied he was look­ing at his own face re­flect­ed in a mir­ror; with the ex­cep­tion, how­ev­er, that the face was sad­dened by a feel­ing of the pro­found­est pity. Then it seemed to him as if the dome grad­u­al­ly re­tired, es­cap­ing from his gaze, and that the fig­ures and at­tributes paint­ed by Le­brun be­came dark­er and dark­er as the dis­tance be­came more and more re­mote. A gen­tle, easy move­ment, as reg­u­lar as that by which a ves­sel plunges be­neath the waves, had suc­ceed­ed to the im­mov­able­ness of the bed. Doubt­less the king was dream­ing, and in this dream the crown of gold, which fas­tened the cur­tains to­geth­er, seemed to re­cede from his vi­sion, just as the dome, to which it re­mained sus­pend­ed, had done, so that the winged ge­nius which, with both its hand, sup­port­ed the crown, seemed, though vain­ly so, to call up­on the king, who was fast dis­ap­pear­ing from it. The bed still sunk. Louis, with his eyes open, could not re­sist the de­cep­tion of this cru­el hal­lu­ci­na­tion. At last, as the light of the roy­al cham­ber fad­ed away in­to dark­ness and gloom, some­thing cold, gloomy, and in­ex­pli­ca­ble in its na­ture seemed to in­fect the air. No paint­ings, nor gold, nor vel­vet hang­ings, were vis­i­ble any longer, noth­ing but walls of a dull gray col­or, which the in­creas­ing gloom made dark­er ev­ery mo­ment. And yet the bed still con­tin­ued to de­scend, and af­ter a minute, which seemed in its du­ra­tion al­most an age to the king, it reached a stra­tum of air, black and chill as death, and then it stopped. The king could no longer see the light in his room, ex­cept as from the bot­tom of a well we can see the light of day. I am un­der the in­flu­ence of some atro­cious dream, he thought. It is time to awak­en from it. Come! let me wake.

			Ev­ery­one has ex­pe­ri­enced the sen­sa­tion the above re­mark con­veys; there is hard­ly a per­son who, in the midst of a night­mare whose in­flu­ence is suf­fo­cat­ing, has not said to him­self, by the help of that light which still burns in the brain when ev­ery hu­man light is ex­tin­guished, “It is noth­ing but a dream, af­ter all.” This was pre­cise­ly what Louis XIV said to him­self; but when he said, “Come, come! wake up,” he per­ceived that not on­ly was he al­ready awake, but still more, that he had his eyes open al­so. And then he looked all round him. On his right hand and on his left two armed men stood in stol­id si­lence, each wrapped in a huge cloak, and the face cov­ered with a mask; one of them held a small lamp in his hand, whose glim­mer­ing light re­vealed the sad­dest pic­ture a king could look up­on. Louis could not help say­ing to him­self that his dream still last­ed, and that all he had to do to cause it to dis­ap­pear was to move his arms or to say some­thing aloud; he dart­ed from his bed, and found him­self up­on the damp, moist ground. Then, ad­dress­ing him­self to the man who held the lamp in his hand, he said:

			“What is this, Mon­sieur, and what is the mean­ing of this jest?”

			“It is no jest,” replied in a deep voice the masked fig­ure that held the lantern.

			“Do you be­long to M. Fou­quet?” in­quired the king, great­ly as­ton­ished at his sit­u­a­tion.

			“It mat­ters very lit­tle to whom we be­long,” said the phan­tom; “we are your mas­ters now, that is suf­fi­cient.”

			The king, more im­pa­tient than in­tim­i­dat­ed, turned to the oth­er masked fig­ure. “If this is a com­e­dy,” he said, “you will tell M. Fou­quet that I find it un­seem­ly and im­prop­er, and that I com­mand it should cease.”

			The sec­ond masked per­son to whom the king had ad­dressed him­self was a man of huge stature and vast cir­cum­fer­ence. He held him­self erect and mo­tion­less as any block of mar­ble. “Well!” added the king, stamp­ing his foot, “you do not an­swer!”

			“We do not an­swer you, my good Mon­sieur,” said the gi­ant, in a sten­to­ri­an voice, “be­cause there is noth­ing to say.”

			“At least, tell me what you want,” ex­claimed Louis, fold­ing his arms with a pas­sion­ate ges­ture.

			“You will know by and by,” replied the man who held the lamp.

			“In the mean­time tell me where I am.”

			“Look.”

			Louis looked all round him; but by the light of the lamp which the masked fig­ure raised for the pur­pose, he could per­ceive noth­ing but the damp walls which glis­tened here and there with the slimy traces of the snail. “Oh—oh!—a dun­geon,” cried the king.

			“No, a sub­ter­ranean pas­sage.”

			“Which leads—?”

			“Will you be good enough to fol­low us?”

			“I shall not stir from hence!” cried the king.

			“If you are ob­sti­nate, my dear young friend,” replied the taller of the two, “I will lift you up in my arms, and roll you up in your own cloak, and if you should hap­pen to be sti­fled, why—so much the worse for you.”

			As he said this, he dis­en­gaged from be­neath his cloak a hand of which Mi­lo of Cro­tona would have en­vied him the pos­ses­sion, on the day when he had that un­hap­py idea of rend­ing his last oak. The king dread­ed vi­o­lence, for he could well be­lieve that the two men in­to whose pow­er he had fall­en had not gone so far with any idea of draw­ing back, and that they would con­se­quent­ly be ready to pro­ceed to ex­trem­i­ties, if nec­es­sary. He shook his head and said: “It seems I have fall­en in­to the hands of a cou­ple of as­sas­sins. Move on, then.”

			Nei­ther of the men an­swered a word to this re­mark. The one who car­ried the lantern walked first, the king fol­lowed him, while the sec­ond masked fig­ure closed the pro­ces­sion. In this man­ner they passed along a wind­ing gallery of some length, with as many stair­cas­es lead­ing out of it as are to be found in the mys­te­ri­ous and gloomy palaces of Ann Rad­cliffe’s cre­ation. All these wind­ings and turn­ings, dur­ing which the king heard the sound of run­ning wa­ter over his head, end­ed at last in a long cor­ri­dor closed by an iron door. The fig­ure with the lamp opened the door with one of the keys he wore sus­pend­ed at his gir­dle, where, dur­ing the whole of the brief jour­ney, the king had heard them rat­tle. As soon as the door was opened and ad­mit­ted the air, Louis rec­og­nized the balmy odors that trees ex­hale in hot sum­mer nights. He paused, hes­i­tat­ing­ly, for a mo­ment or two; but the huge sen­tinel who fol­lowed him thrust him out of the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage.

			“An­oth­er blow,” said the king, turn­ing to­wards the one who had just had the au­dac­i­ty to touch his sov­er­eign; “what do you in­tend to do with the king of France?”

			“Try to for­get that word,” replied the man with the lamp, in a tone which as lit­tle ad­mit­ted of a re­ply as one of the fa­mous de­crees of Mi­nos.

			“You de­serve to be bro­ken on the wheel for the words that you have just made use of,” said the gi­ant, as he ex­tin­guished the lamp his com­pan­ion hand­ed to him; “but the king is too kind­heart­ed.”

			Louis, at that threat, made so sud­den a move­ment that it seemed as if he med­i­tat­ed flight; but the gi­ant’s hand was in a mo­ment placed on his shoul­der, and fixed him mo­tion­less where he stood. “But tell me, at least, where we are go­ing,” said the king.

			“Come,” replied the for­mer of the two men, with a kind of re­spect in his man­ner, and lead­ing his pris­on­er to­wards a car­riage which seemed to be in wait­ing.

			The car­riage was com­plete­ly con­cealed amid the trees. Two hors­es, with their feet fet­tered, were fas­tened by a hal­ter to the low­er branch­es of a large oak.

			“Get in,” said the same man, open­ing the car­riage-door and let­ting down the step. The king obeyed, seat­ed him­self at the back of the car­riage, the padded door of which was shut and locked im­me­di­ate­ly up­on him and his guide. As for the gi­ant, he cut the fas­ten­ings by which the hors­es were bound, har­nessed them him­self, and mount­ed on the box of the car­riage, which was un­oc­cu­pied. The car­riage set off im­me­di­ate­ly at a quick trot, turned in­to the road to Paris, and in the for­est of Sé­nart found a re­lay of hors­es fas­tened to the trees in the same man­ner the first hors­es had been, and with­out a pos­til­ion. The man on the box changed the hors­es, and con­tin­ued to fol­low the road to­wards Paris with the same ra­pid­i­ty, so that they en­tered the city about three o’clock in the morn­ing. They car­riage pro­ceed­ed along the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, and, af­ter hav­ing called out to the sen­tinel, “By the king’s or­der,” the driv­er con­duct­ed the hors­es in­to the cir­cu­lar en­clo­sure of the Bastille, look­ing out up­on the court­yard, called La Cour du Gou­verne­ment. There the hors­es drew up, reek­ing with sweat, at the flight of steps, and a sergeant of the guard ran for­ward. “Go and wake the gov­er­nor,” said the coach­man in a voice of thun­der.

			With the ex­cep­tion of this voice, which might have been heard at the en­trance of the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, ev­ery­thing re­mained as calm in the car­riage as in the prison. Ten min­utes af­ter­wards, M. de Baise­meaux ap­peared in his dress­ing-gown on the thresh­old of the door. “What is the mat­ter now?” he asked; “and whom have you brought me there?”

			The man with the lantern opened the car­riage-door, and said two or three words to the one who act­ed as driv­er, who im­me­di­ate­ly got down from his seat, took up a short mus­ket which he kept un­der his feet, and placed its muz­zle on his pris­on­er’s chest.

			“And fire at once if he speaks!” added aloud the man who alight­ed from the car­riage.

			“Very good,” replied his com­pan­ion, with­out an­oth­er re­mark.

			With this rec­om­men­da­tion, the per­son who had ac­com­pa­nied the king in the car­riage as­cend­ed the flight of steps, at the top of which the gov­er­nor was await­ing him. “Mon­sieur d’Herblay!” said the lat­ter.

			“Hush!” said Aramis. “Let us go in­to your room.”

			“Good heav­ens! what brings you here at this hour?”

			“A mis­take, my dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux,” Aramis replied, qui­et­ly. “It ap­pears that you were quite right the oth­er day.”

			“What about?” in­quired the gov­er­nor.

			“About the or­der of re­lease, my dear friend.”

			“Tell me what you mean, Mon­sieur—no, Mon­seigneur,” said the gov­er­nor, al­most suf­fo­cat­ed by sur­prise and ter­ror.

			“It is a very sim­ple af­fair: you re­mem­ber, dear M. de Baise­meaux, that an or­der of re­lease was sent to you.”

			“Yes, for Marchiali.”

			“Very good! we both thought that it was for Marchiali?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; you will rec­ol­lect, how­ev­er, that I would not cred­it it, but that you com­pelled me to be­lieve it.”

			“Oh! Baise­meaux, my good fel­low, what a word to make use of!—strong­ly rec­om­mend­ed, that was all.”

			“Strong­ly rec­om­mend­ed, yes; strong­ly rec­om­mend­ed to give him up to you; and that you car­ried him off with you in your car­riage.”

			“Well, my dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, it was a mis­take; it was dis­cov­ered at the min­istry, so that I now bring you an or­der from the king to set at lib­er­ty—Sel­don, that poor Scotch fel­low, you know.”

			“Sel­don! are you sure this time?”

			“Well, read it your­self,” added Aramis, hand­ing him the or­der.

			“Why,” said Baise­meaux, “this or­der is the very same that has al­ready passed through my hands.”

			“In­deed?”

			“It is the very one I as­sured you I saw the oth­er evening. Par­bleu! I rec­og­nize it by the blot of ink.”

			“I do not know whether it is that; but all I know is, that I bring it for you.”

			“But then, what about the oth­er?”

			“What oth­er?”

			“Marchiali.”

			“I have got him here with me.”

			“But that is not enough for me. I re­quire a new or­der to take him back again.”

			“Don’t talk such non­sense, my dear Baise­meaux; you talk like a child! Where is the or­der you re­ceived re­spect­ing Marchiali?”

			Baise­meaux ran to his iron chest and took it out. Aramis seized hold of it, cool­ly tore it in four pieces, held them to the lamp, and burnt them. “Good heav­ens! what are you do­ing?” ex­claimed Baise­meaux, in an ex­trem­i­ty of ter­ror.

			“Look at your po­si­tion qui­et­ly, my good gov­er­nor,” said Aramis, with im­per­turbable self-pos­ses­sion, “and you will see how very sim­ple the whole af­fair is. You no longer pos­sess any or­der jus­ti­fy­ing Marchiali’s re­lease.”

			“I am a lost man!”

			“Far from it, my good fel­low, since I have brought Marchiali back to you, and all ac­cord­ing­ly is just the same as if he had nev­er left.”

			“Ah!” said the gov­er­nor, com­plete­ly over­come by ter­ror.

			“Plain enough, you see; and you will go and shut him up im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“I should think so, in­deed.”

			“And you will hand over this Sel­don to me, whose lib­er­a­tion is au­tho­rized by this or­der. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“I—I—”

			“You do un­der­stand, I see,” said Aramis. “Very good.” Baise­meaux clapped his hands to­geth­er.

			“But why, at all events, af­ter hav­ing tak­en Marchiali away from me, do you bring him back again?” cried the un­hap­py gov­er­nor, in a parox­ysm of ter­ror, and com­plete­ly dumb­found­ed.

			“For a friend such as you are,” said Aramis—“for so de­vot­ed a ser­vant, I have no se­crets”; and he put his mouth close to Baise­meaux’s ear, as he said, in a low tone of voice, “you know the re­sem­blance be­tween that un­for­tu­nate fel­low, and—”

			“And the king?—yes!”

			“Very good; the first use that Marchiali made of his lib­er­ty was to per­sist—Can you guess what?”

			“How is it like­ly I should guess?”

			“To per­sist in say­ing that he was king of France; to dress him­self up in clothes like those of the king; and then pre­tend to as­sume that he was the king him­self.”

			“Gra­cious heav­ens!”

			“That is the rea­son why I have brought him back again, my dear friend. He is mad and lets ev­ery­one see how mad he is.”

			“What is to be done, then?”

			“That is very sim­ple; let no one hold any com­mu­ni­ca­tion with him. You un­der­stand that when his pe­cu­liar style of mad­ness came to the king’s ears, the king, who had pitied his ter­ri­ble af­flic­tion, and saw that all his kind­ness had been re­paid by black in­grat­i­tude, be­came per­fect­ly fu­ri­ous; so that, now—and re­mem­ber this very dis­tinct­ly, dear Mon­sieur de Baise­meaux, for it con­cerns you most close­ly—so that there is now, I re­peat, sen­tence of death pro­nounced against all those who may al­low him to com­mu­ni­cate with any­one else but me or the king him­self. You un­der­stand, Baise­meaux, sen­tence of death!”

			“You need not ask me whether I un­der­stand.”

			“And now, let us go down, and con­duct this poor dev­il back to his dun­geon again, un­less you pre­fer he should come up here.”

			“What would be the good of that?”

			“It would be bet­ter, per­haps, to en­ter his name in the prison-book at once!”

			“Of course, cer­tain­ly; not a doubt of it.”

			“In that case, have him up.”

			Baise­meaux or­dered the drums to be beat­en and the bell to be rung, as a warn­ing to ev­ery­one to re­tire, in or­der to avoid meet­ing a pris­on­er, about whom it was de­sired to ob­serve a cer­tain mys­tery. Then, when the pas­sages were free, he went to take the pris­on­er from the car­riage, at whose breast Porthos, faith­ful to the di­rec­tions which had been giv­en him, still kept his mus­ket lev­eled. “Ah! is that you, mis­er­able wretch?” cried the gov­er­nor, as soon as he per­ceived the king. “Very good, very good.” And im­me­di­ate­ly, mak­ing the king get out of the car­riage, he led him, still ac­com­pa­nied by Porthos, who had not tak­en off his mask, and Aramis, who again re­sumed his, up the stairs, to the sec­ond Bertaudière, and opened the door of the room in which Philippe for six long years had be­moaned his ex­is­tence. The king en­tered the cell with­out pro­nounc­ing a sin­gle word: he fal­tered in as limp and hag­gard as a rain-struck lily. Baise­meaux shut the door up­on him, turned the key twice in the lock, and then re­turned to Aramis. “It is quite true,” he said, in a low tone, “that he bears a strik­ing re­sem­blance to the king; but less so than you said.”

			“So that,” said Aramis, “you would not have been de­ceived by the sub­sti­tu­tion of the one for the oth­er?”

			“What a ques­tion!”

			“You are a most valu­able fel­low, Baise­meaux,” said Aramis; “and now, set Sel­don free.”

			“Oh, yes. I was go­ing to for­get that. I will go and give or­ders at once.”

			“Bah! to­mor­row will be time enough.”

			“To­mor­row!—oh, no. This very minute.”

			“Well; go off to your af­fairs, I will go away to mine. But it is quite un­der­stood, is it not?”

			“What ‘is quite un­der­stood’?”

			“That no one is to en­ter the pris­on­er’s cell, ex­pect with an or­der from the king; an or­der which I will my­self bring.”

			“Quite so. Adieu, Mon­seigneur.”

			Aramis re­turned to his com­pan­ion. “Now, Porthos, my good fel­low, back again to Vaux, and as fast as pos­si­ble.”

			“A man is light and easy enough, when he has faith­ful­ly served his king; and, in serv­ing him, saved his coun­try,” said Porthos. “The hors­es will be as light as if our tis­sues were con­struct­ed of the wind of heav­en. So let us be off.” And the car­riage, light­ened of a pris­on­er, who might well be—as he in fact was—very heavy in the sight of Aramis, passed across the draw­bridge of the Bastille, which was raised again im­me­di­ate­ly be­hind it.
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				A Night at the Bastille

			
			Pain, an­guish, and suf­fer­ing in hu­man life are al­ways in pro­por­tion to the strength with which a man is en­dowed. We will not pre­tend to say that Heav­en al­ways ap­por­tions to a man’s ca­pa­bil­i­ty of en­durance the an­guish with which he af­flicts him; for that, in­deed, would not be true, since Heav­en per­mits the ex­is­tence of death, which is, some­times, the on­ly refuge open to those who are too close­ly pressed—too bit­ter­ly af­flict­ed, as far as the body is con­cerned. Suf­fer­ing is in pro­por­tion to the strength which has been ac­cord­ed; in oth­er words, the weak suf­fer more, where the tri­al is the same, than the strong. And what are the el­e­men­tary prin­ci­ples, we may ask, that com­pose hu­man strength? Is it not—more than any­thing else—ex­er­cise, habit, ex­pe­ri­ence? We shall not even take the trou­ble to demon­strate this, for it is an ax­iom in morals, as in physics. When the young king, stu­pe­fied and crushed in ev­ery sense and feel­ing, found him­self led to a cell in the Bastille, he fan­cied death it­self is but a sleep; that it, too, has its dreams as well; that the bed had bro­ken through the floor­ing of his room at Vaux; that death had re­sult­ed from the oc­cur­rence; and that, still car­ry­ing out his dream, the king, Louis XIV, now no longer liv­ing, was dream­ing one of those hor­rors, im­pos­si­ble to re­al­ize in life, which is termed de­throne­ment, im­pris­on­ment, and in­sult to­wards a sov­er­eign who for­mer­ly wield­ed un­lim­it­ed pow­er. To be present at—an ac­tu­al wit­ness, too—of this bit­ter­ness of death; to float, in­de­ci­sive­ly, in an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble mys­tery, be­tween re­sem­blance and re­al­i­ty; to hear ev­ery­thing, to see ev­ery­thing, with­out in­ter­fer­ing in a sin­gle de­tail of ag­o­niz­ing suf­fer­ing, was—so the king thought with­in him­self—a tor­ture far more ter­ri­ble, since it might last for­ev­er. “Is this what is termed eter­ni­ty—hell?” he mur­mured, at the mo­ment the door was closed up­on him, which we re­mem­ber Baise­meaux had shut with his own hands. He did not even look round him; and in the room, lean­ing with his back against the wall, he al­lowed him­self to be car­ried away by the ter­ri­ble sup­po­si­tion that he was al­ready dead, as he closed his eyes, in or­der to avoid look­ing up­on some­thing even worse still. How can I have died? he said to him­self, sick with ter­ror. The bed might have been let down by some ar­ti­fi­cial means? But no! I do not re­mem­ber to have felt a bruise, nor any shock ei­ther. Would they not rather have poi­soned me at my meals, or with the fumes of wax, as they did my an­ces­tress, Jeanne d’Al­bret? Sud­den­ly, the chill of the dun­geons seemed to fall like a wet cloak up­on Louis’s shoul­ders. I have seen, he said, my fa­ther ly­ing dead up­on his fu­ner­al couch, in his re­gal robes. That pale face, so calm and worn; those hands, once so skill­ful, ly­ing nerve­less by his side; those limbs stiff­ened by the icy grasp of death; noth­ing there be­to­kened a sleep that was dis­turbed by dreams. And yet how nu­mer­ous were the dreams which Heav­en might have sent that roy­al corpse—him whom so many oth­ers had pre­ced­ed, hur­ried away by him in­to eter­nal death! No, that king was still the king: he was en­throned still up­on that fu­ner­al couch, as up­on a vel­vet arm­chair; he had not ab­di­cat­ed one ti­tle of his majesty. God, who had not pun­ished him, can­not, will not pun­ish me, who have done noth­ing. A strange sound at­tract­ed the young man’s at­ten­tion. He looked round him, and saw on the man­tel-shelf, just be­low an enor­mous cru­ci­fix, coarse­ly paint­ed in fres­co on the wall, a rat of enor­mous size en­gaged in nib­bling a piece of dry bread, but fix­ing all the time, an in­tel­li­gent and in­quir­ing look up­on the new oc­cu­pant of the cell. The king could not re­sist a sud­den im­pulse of fear and dis­gust: he moved back to­wards the door, ut­ter­ing a loud cry; and as if he but need­ed this cry, which es­caped from his breast al­most un­con­scious­ly, to rec­og­nize him­self, Louis knew that he was alive and in full pos­ses­sion of his nat­u­ral sens­es. “A pris­on­er!” he cried. “I—I, a pris­on­er!” He looked round him for a bell to sum­mon some­one to him. There are no bells in the Bastille, he said, and it is in the Bastille I am im­pris­oned. In what way can I have been made a pris­on­er? It must have been ow­ing to a con­spir­a­cy of M. Fou­quet. I have been drawn to Vaux, as to a snare. M. Fou­quet can­not be act­ing alone in this af­fair. His agent—That voice that I but just now heard was M. d’Herblay’s; I rec­og­nized it. Col­bert was right, then. But what is Fou­quet’s ob­ject? To reign in my place and stead?—Im­pos­si­ble. Yet who knows! thought the king, re­laps­ing in­to gloom again. Per­haps my broth­er, the Duc d’Or­léans, is do­ing that which my un­cle wished to do dur­ing the whole of his life against my fa­ther. But the queen?—My moth­er, too? And La Val­lière? Oh! La Val­lière, she will have been aban­doned to Madame. Dear, dear girl! Yes, it is—it must be so. They have shut her up as they have me. We are sep­a­rat­ed for­ev­er! And at this idea of sep­a­ra­tion the poor lover burst in­to a flood of tears and sobs and groans.

			“There is a gov­er­nor in this place,” the king con­tin­ued, in a fury of pas­sion; “I will speak to him, I will sum­mon him to me.”

			He called—no voice replied to his. He seized hold of his chair, and hurled it against the mas­sive oak­en door. The wood re­sound­ed against the door, and awak­ened many a mourn­ful echo in the pro­found depths of the stair­case; but from a hu­man crea­ture, none.

			This was a fresh proof for the king of the slight re­gard in which he was held at the Bastille. There­fore, when his first fit of anger had passed away, hav­ing re­marked a barred win­dow through which there passed a stream of light, lozenge-shaped, which must be, he knew, the bright orb of ap­proach­ing day, Louis be­gan to call out, at first gen­tly enough, then loud­er and loud­er still; but no one replied. Twen­ty oth­er at­tempts which he made, one af­ter an­oth­er, ob­tained no oth­er or bet­ter suc­cess. His blood be­gan to boil with­in him, and mount to his head. His na­ture was such, that, ac­cus­tomed to com­mand, he trem­bled at the idea of dis­obe­di­ence. By de­grees, his anger in­creased more and more. The pris­on­er broke the chair, which was too heavy for him to lift, and made use of it as a bat­ter­ing ram to strike against the door. He struck so loud­ly, and so re­peat­ed­ly, that the per­spi­ra­tion soon be­gan to pour down his face. The sound be­came tremen­dous and con­tin­u­ous; cer­tain sti­fled, smoth­ered cries replied in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions. This sound pro­duced a strange ef­fect up­on the king. He paused to lis­ten; it was the voice of the pris­on­ers, for­mer­ly his vic­tims, now his com­pan­ions. The voic­es as­cend­ed like va­pors through the thick ceil­ings and the mas­sive walls, and rose in ac­cu­sa­tions against the au­thor of this noise, as doubt­less their sighs and tears ac­cused, in whis­pered tones, the au­thor of their cap­tiv­i­ty. Af­ter hav­ing de­prived so many peo­ple of their lib­er­ty, the king came among them to rob them of their rest. This idea al­most drove him mad; it re­dou­bled his strength, or rather his will, bent up­on ob­tain­ing some in­for­ma­tion, or a con­clu­sion to the af­fair. With a por­tion of the bro­ken chair he recom­menced the noise. At the end of an hour, Louis heard some­thing in the cor­ri­dor, be­hind the door of his cell, and a vi­o­lent blow, which was re­turned up­on the door it­self, made him cease his own.

			“Are you mad?” said a rude, bru­tal voice. “What is the mat­ter with you this morn­ing?”

			This morn­ing! thought the king; but he said aloud, po­lite­ly, “Mon­sieur, are you the gov­er­nor of the Bastille?”

			“My good fel­low, your head is out of sorts,” replied the voice; “but that is no rea­son why you should make such a ter­ri­ble dis­tur­bance. Be qui­et; mor­dioux!”

			“Are you the gov­er­nor?” the king in­quired again.

			He heard a door on the cor­ri­dor close; the jail­er had just left, not con­de­scend­ing to re­ply a sin­gle word. When the king had as­sured him­self of his de­par­ture, his fury knew no longer any bounds. As ag­ile as a tiger, he leaped from the ta­ble to the win­dow, and struck the iron bars with all his might. He broke a pane of glass, the pieces of which fell clank­ing in­to the court­yard be­low. He shout­ed with in­creas­ing hoarse­ness, “The gov­er­nor, the gov­er­nor!” This ex­cess last­ed ful­ly an hour, dur­ing which time he was in a burn­ing fever. With his hair in dis­or­der and mat­ted on his fore­head, his dress torn and cov­ered with dust and plas­ter, his linen in shreds, the king nev­er rest­ed un­til his strength was ut­ter­ly ex­haust­ed, and it was not un­til then that he clear­ly un­der­stood the piti­less thick­ness of the walls, the im­pen­e­tra­ble na­ture of the ce­ment, in­vin­ci­ble to ev­ery in­flu­ence but that of time, and that he pos­sessed no oth­er weapon but de­spair. He leaned his fore­head against the door, and let the fever­ish throb­bings of his heart calm by de­grees; it had seemed as if one sin­gle ad­di­tion­al pul­sa­tion would have made it burst.

			“A mo­ment will come when the food which is giv­en to the pris­on­ers will be brought to me. I shall then see some­one, I shall speak to him, and get an an­swer.”

			And the king tried to re­mem­ber at what hour the first repast of the pris­on­ers was served at the Bastille; he was ig­no­rant even of this de­tail. The feel­ing of re­morse at this re­mem­brance smote him like the thrust of a dag­ger, that he should have lived for five and twen­ty years a king, and in the en­joy­ment of ev­ery hap­pi­ness, with­out hav­ing be­stowed a mo­ment’s thought on the mis­ery of those who had been un­just­ly de­prived of their lib­er­ty. The king blushed for very shame. He felt that Heav­en, in per­mit­ting this fear­ful hu­mil­i­a­tion, did no more than ren­der to the man the same tor­ture as had been in­flict­ed by that man up­on so many oth­ers. Noth­ing could be more ef­fi­ca­cious for reawak­en­ing his mind to re­li­gious in­flu­ences than the pros­tra­tion of his heart and mind and soul be­neath the feel­ing of such acute wretched­ness. But Louis dared not even kneel in prayer to God to en­treat him to ter­mi­nate his bit­ter tri­al.

			“Heav­en is right,” he said; “Heav­en acts wise­ly. It would be cow­ard­ly to pray to Heav­en for that which I have so of­ten re­fused my own fel­low-crea­tures.”

			He had reached this stage of his re­flec­tions, that is, of his agony of mind, when a sim­i­lar noise was again heard be­hind his door, fol­lowed this time by the sound of the key in the lock, and of the bolts be­ing with­drawn from their sta­ples. The king bound­ed for­ward to be near­er to the per­son who was about to en­ter, but, sud­den­ly re­flect­ing that it was a move­ment un­wor­thy of a sov­er­eign, he paused, as­sumed a no­ble and calm ex­pres­sion, which for him was easy enough, and wait­ed with his back turned to­wards the win­dow, in or­der, to some ex­tent, to con­ceal his ag­i­ta­tion from the eyes of the per­son who was about to en­ter. It was on­ly a jail­er with a bas­ket of pro­vi­sions. The king looked at the man with rest­less anx­i­ety, and wait­ed un­til he spoke.

			“Ah!” said the lat­ter, “you have bro­ken your chair. I said you had done so! Why, you have gone quite mad.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king, “be care­ful what you say; it will be a very se­ri­ous af­fair for you.”

			The jail­er placed the bas­ket on the ta­ble, and looked at his pris­on­er steadi­ly. “What do you say?” he said.

			“De­sire the gov­er­nor to come to me,” added the king, in ac­cents full of calm and dig­ni­ty.

			“Come, my boy,” said the turnkey, “you have al­ways been very qui­et and rea­son­able, but you are get­ting vi­cious, it seems, and I wish you to know it in time. You have bro­ken your chair, and made a great dis­tur­bance; that is an of­fense pun­ish­able by im­pris­on­ment in one of the low­er dun­geons. Prom­ise me not to be­gin over again, and I will not say a word about it to the gov­er­nor.”

			“I wish to see the gov­er­nor,” replied the king, still gov­ern­ing his pas­sions.

			“He will send you off to one of the dun­geons, I tell you; so take care.”

			“I in­sist up­on it, do you hear?”

			“Ah! ah! your eyes are be­com­ing wild again. Very good! I shall take away your knife.”

			And the jail­er did what he said, quit­ted the pris­on­er, and closed the door, leav­ing the king more as­tound­ed, more wretch­ed, more iso­lat­ed than ev­er. It was use­less, though he tried it, to make the same noise again on his door, and equal­ly use­less that he threw the plates and dish­es out of the win­dow; not a sin­gle sound was heard in recog­ni­tion. Two hours af­ter­wards he could not be rec­og­nized as a king, a gen­tle­man, a man, a hu­man be­ing; he might rather be called a mad­man, tear­ing the door with his nails, try­ing to tear up the floor­ing of his cell, and ut­ter­ing such wild and fear­ful cries that the old Bastille seemed to trem­ble to its very foun­da­tions for hav­ing re­volt­ed against its mas­ter. As for the gov­er­nor, the jail­er did not even think of dis­turb­ing him; the turnkeys and the sen­tinels had re­port­ed the oc­cur­rence to him, but what was the good of it? Were not these mad­men com­mon enough in such a prison? and were not the walls still stronger? M. de Baise­meaux, thor­ough­ly im­pressed with what Aramis had told him, and in per­fect con­form­ity with the king’s or­der, hoped on­ly that one thing might hap­pen; name­ly, that the mad­man Marchiali might be mad enough to hang him­self to the canopy of his bed, or to one of the bars of the win­dow. In fact, the pris­on­er was any­thing but a prof­itable in­vest­ment for M. Baise­meaux, and be­came more an­noy­ing than agree­able to him. These com­pli­ca­tions of Sel­don and Marchiali—the com­pli­ca­tions first of set­ting at lib­er­ty and then im­pris­on­ing again, the com­pli­ca­tions aris­ing from the strong like­ness in ques­tion—had at last found a very prop­er de­noue­ment. Baise­meaux even thought he had re­marked that d’Herblay him­self was not al­to­geth­er dis­sat­is­fied with the re­sult.

			“And then, re­al­ly,” said Baise­meaux to his next in com­mand, “an or­di­nary pris­on­er is al­ready un­hap­py enough in be­ing a pris­on­er; he suf­fers quite enough, in­deed, to in­duce one to hope, char­i­ta­bly enough, that his death may not be far dis­tant. With still greater rea­son, ac­cord­ing­ly, when the pris­on­er has gone mad, and might bite and make a ter­ri­ble dis­tur­bance in the Bastille; why, in such a case, it is not sim­ply an act of mere char­i­ty to wish him dead; it would be al­most a good and even com­mend­able ac­tion, qui­et­ly to have him put out of his mis­ery.”

			And the good-na­tured gov­er­nor there­upon sat down to his late break­fast.
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				The Shad­ow of M. Fou­quet

			
			D’Artag­nan, still con­fused and op­pressed by the con­ver­sa­tion he had just had with the king, could not re­sist ask­ing him­self if he were re­al­ly in pos­ses­sion of his sens­es, if he were re­al­ly and tru­ly at Vaux; if he, d’Artag­nan, were re­al­ly the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, and M. Fou­quet the own­er of the château in which Louis XIV was at that mo­ment par­tak­ing of his hos­pi­tal­i­ty. These re­flec­tions were not those of a drunk­en man, al­though ev­ery­thing was in prodi­gal pro­fu­sion at Vaux, and the sur­in­ten­dant’s wines had met with a dis­tin­guished re­cep­tion at the fête. The Gas­con, how­ev­er, was a man of calm self-pos­ses­sion; and no soon­er did he touch his bright steel blade, than he knew how to adopt moral­ly the cold, keen weapon as his guide of ac­tion.

			“Well,” he said, as he quit­ted the roy­al apart­ment, “I seem now to be mixed up his­tor­i­cal­ly with the des­tinies of the king and of the min­is­ter; it will be writ­ten, that M. d’Artag­nan, a younger son of a Gas­con fam­i­ly, placed his hand on the shoul­der of M. Nico­las Fou­quet, the sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances of France. My de­scen­dants, if I have any, will flat­ter them­selves with the dis­tinc­tion which this ar­rest will con­fer, just as the mem­bers of the de Luynes fam­i­ly have done with re­gard to the es­tates of the poor Maréchal d’An­cre. But the thing is, how best to ex­e­cute the king’s di­rec­tions in a prop­er man­ner. Any man would know how to say to M. Fou­quet, ‘Your sword, Mon­sieur.’ But it is not ev­ery­one who would be able to take care of M. Fou­quet with­out oth­ers know­ing any­thing about it. How am I to man­age, then, so that M. le Sur­in­ten­dant pass from the height of fa­vor to the direst dis­grace; that Vaux be turned in­to a dun­geon for him; that af­ter hav­ing been steeped to his lips, as it were, in all the per­fumes and in­cense of Aha­suerus, he is trans­ferred to the gal­lows of Haman; in oth­er words, of En­guer­rand de Marigny?” And at this re­flec­tion, d’Artag­nan’s brow be­came cloud­ed with per­plex­i­ty. The mus­ke­teer had cer­tain scru­ples on the mat­ter, it must be ad­mit­ted. To de­liv­er up to death (for not a doubt ex­ist­ed that Louis hat­ed Fou­quet mor­tal­ly) the man who had just shown him­self so de­light­ful and charm­ing a host in ev­ery way, was a re­al in­sult to one’s con­science. “It al­most seems,” said d’Artag­nan to him­self, “that if I am not a poor, mean, mis­er­able fel­low, I should let M. Fou­quet know the opin­ion the king has about him. Yet, if I be­tray my mas­ter’s se­cret, I shall be a false-heart­ed, treach­er­ous knave, a traitor, too, a crime pro­vid­ed for and pun­ish­able by mil­i­tary laws—so much so, in­deed, that twen­ty times, in for­mer days when wars were rife, I have seen many a mis­er­able fel­low strung up to a tree for do­ing, in but a small de­gree, what my scru­ples coun­sel me to un­der­take up­on a great scale now. No, I think that a man of true readi­ness of wit ought to get out of this dif­fi­cul­ty with more skill than that. And now, let us ad­mit that I do pos­sess a lit­tle readi­ness of in­ven­tion; it is not at all cer­tain, though, for, af­ter hav­ing for forty years ab­sorbed so large a quan­ti­ty, I shall be lucky if there were to be a pis­tole’s-worth left.” D’Artag­nan buried his head in his hands, tore at his mus­tache in sheer vex­a­tion, and added, “What can be the rea­son of M. Fou­quet’s dis­grace? There seem to be three good ones: the first, be­cause M. Col­bert doesn’t like him; the sec­ond, be­cause he wished to fall in love with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière; and last­ly, be­cause the king likes M. Col­bert and loves Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. Oh! he is lost! But shall I put my foot on his neck, I, of all men, when he is fall­ing a prey to the in­trigues of a pack of wom­en and clerks? For shame! If he be dan­ger­ous, I will lay him low enough; if, how­ev­er, he be on­ly per­se­cut­ed, I will look on. I have come to such a de­ci­sive de­ter­mi­na­tion, that nei­ther king nor liv­ing man shall change my mind. If Athos were here, he would do as I have done. There­fore, in­stead of go­ing, in cold blood, up to M. Fou­quet, and ar­rest­ing him off­hand and shut­ting him up al­to­geth­er, I will try and con­duct my­self like a man who un­der­stands what good man­ners are. Peo­ple will talk about it, of course; but they shall talk well of it, I am de­ter­mined.” And d’Artag­nan, draw­ing by a ges­ture pe­cu­liar to him­self his shoul­der-belt over his shoul­der, went straight off to M. Fou­quet, who, af­ter he had tak­en leave of his guests, was pre­par­ing to re­tire for the night and to sleep tran­quil­ly af­ter the tri­umphs of the day. The air was still per­fumed, or in­fect­ed, which­ever way it may be con­sid­ered, with the odors of the torch­es and the fire­works. The wax-lights were dy­ing away in their sock­ets, the flow­ers fell un­fas­tened from the gar­lands, the groups of dancers and courtiers were sep­a­rat­ing in the sa­lons. Sur­round­ed by his friends, who com­pli­ment­ed him and re­ceived his flat­ter­ing re­marks in re­turn, the sur­in­ten­dant half-closed his wea­ried eyes. He longed for rest and qui­et; he sank up­on the bed of lau­rels which had been heaped up for him for so many days past; it might al­most have been said that he seemed bowed be­neath the weight of the new debts which he had in­curred for the pur­pose of giv­ing the great­est pos­si­ble hon­or to this fête. Fou­quet had just re­tired to his room, still smil­ing, but more than half-asleep. He could lis­ten to noth­ing more, he could hard­ly keep his eyes open; his bed seemed to pos­sess a fas­ci­nat­ing and ir­re­sistible at­trac­tion for him. The god Mor­pheus, the pre­sid­ing de­ity of the dome paint­ed by Le­brun, had ex­tend­ed his in­flu­ence over the ad­join­ing rooms, and show­ered down his most sleep-in­duc­ing pop­pies up­on the mas­ter of the house. Fou­quet, al­most en­tire­ly alone, was be­ing as­sist­ed by his valet de cham­bre to un­dress, when M. d’Artag­nan ap­peared at the en­trance of the room. D’Artag­nan had nev­er been able to suc­ceed in mak­ing him­self com­mon at the court; and not­with­stand­ing he was seen ev­ery­where and on all oc­ca­sions, he nev­er failed to pro­duce an ef­fect wher­ev­er and when­ev­er he made his ap­pear­ance. Such is the hap­py priv­i­lege of cer­tain na­tures, which in that re­spect re­sem­ble ei­ther thun­der or light­ning; ev­ery­one rec­og­nizes them; but their ap­pear­ance nev­er fails to arouse sur­prise and as­ton­ish­ment, and when­ev­er they oc­cur, the im­pres­sion is al­ways left that the last was the most con­spic­u­ous or most im­por­tant.

			“What! M. d’Artag­nan?” said Fou­quet, who had al­ready tak­en his right arm out of the sleeve of his dou­blet.

			“At your ser­vice,” replied the mus­ke­teer.

			“Come in, my dear M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“Thank you.”

			“Have you come to crit­i­cise the fête You are in­ge­nious enough in your crit­i­cisms, I know.”

			“By no means.”

			“Are not your men looked af­ter prop­er­ly?”

			“In ev­ery way.”

			“You are not com­fort­ably lodged, per­haps?”

			“Noth­ing could be bet­ter.”

			“In that case, I have to thank you for be­ing so ami­ably dis­posed, and I must not fail to ex­press my obli­ga­tions to you for all your flat­ter­ing kind­ness.”

			These words were as much as to say, “My dear d’Artag­nan, pray go to bed, since you have a bed to lie down on, and let me do the same.”

			D’Artag­nan did not seem to un­der­stand it.

			“Are you go­ing to bed al­ready?” he said to the su­per­in­ten­dent.

			“Yes; have you any­thing to say to me?”

			“Noth­ing, Mon­sieur, noth­ing at all. You sleep in this room, then?”

			“Yes; as you see.”

			“You have giv­en a most charm­ing fête to the king.”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Oh! beau­ti­ful!”

			“Is the king pleased?”

			“En­chant­ed.”

			“Did he de­sire you to say as much to me?”

			“He would not choose so un­wor­thy a mes­sen­ger, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You do not do your­self jus­tice, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“Is that your bed, there?”

			“Yes; but why do you ask? Are you not sat­is­fied with your own?”

			“My I speak frankly to you?”

			“Most as­sured­ly.”

			“Well, then, I am not.”

			Fou­quet start­ed; and then replied, “Will you take my room, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“What! de­prive you of it, Mon­seigneur? nev­er!”

			“What am I to do, then?”

			“Al­low me to share yours with you.”

			Fou­quet looked at the mus­ke­teer fixed­ly. “Ah! ah!” he said, “you have just left the king.”

			“I have, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And the king wish­es you to pass the night in my room?”

			“Mon­seigneur—”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, very well. You are the mas­ter here.”

			“I as­sure you, Mon­seigneur, that I do not wish to abuse—”

			Fou­quet turned to his valet, and said, “Leave us.” When the man had left, he said to d’Artag­nan, “You have some­thing to say to me?”

			“I?”

			“A man of your su­pe­ri­or in­tel­li­gence can­not have come to talk with a man like my­self, at such an hour as the present, with­out grave mo­tives.”

			“Do not in­ter­ro­gate me.”

			“On the con­trary. What do you want with me?”

			“Noth­ing more than the plea­sure of your so­ci­ety.”

			“Come in­to the gar­den, then,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent sud­den­ly, “or in­to the park.”

			“No,” replied the mus­ke­teer, hasti­ly, “no.”

			“Why?”

			“The fresh air—”

			“Come, ad­mit at once that you ar­rest me,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent to the cap­tain.

			“Nev­er!” said the lat­ter.

			“You in­tend to look af­ter me, then?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur, I do, up­on my hon­or.”

			“Up­on your hon­or—ah! that is quite an­oth­er thing! So I am to be ar­rest­ed in my own house.”

			“Do not say such a thing.”

			“On the con­trary, I will pro­claim it aloud.”

			“If you do so, I shall be com­pelled to re­quest you to be silent.”

			“Very good! Vi­o­lence to­wards me, and in my own house, too.”

			“We do not seem to un­der­stand one an­oth­er at all. Stay a mo­ment; there is a chess­board there; we will have a game, if you have no ob­jec­tions.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, I am in dis­grace, then?”

			“Not at all; but—”

			“I am pro­hib­it­ed, I sup­pose, from with­draw­ing from your sight.”

			“I do not un­der­stand a word you are say­ing, Mon­seigneur; and if you wish me to with­draw, tell me so.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, your mode of ac­tion is enough to drive me mad; I was al­most sink­ing for want of sleep, but you have com­plete­ly awak­ened me.”

			“I shall nev­er for­give my­self, I am sure; and if you wish to rec­on­cile me with my­self, why, go to sleep in your bed in my pres­ence; and I shall be de­light­ed.”

			“I am un­der sur­veil­lance, I see.”

			“I will leave the room if you say any such thing.”

			“You are be­yond my com­pre­hen­sion.”

			“Good night, Mon­seigneur,” said d’Artag­nan, as he pre­tend­ed to with­draw.

			Fou­quet ran af­ter him. “I will not lie down,” he said. “Se­ri­ous­ly, and since you refuse to treat me as a man, and since you fi­nesse with me, I will try and set you at bay, as a hunter does a wild boar.”

			“Bah!” cried d’Artag­nan, pre­tend­ing to smile.

			“I shall or­der my hors­es, and set off for Paris,” said Fou­quet, sound­ing the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers.

			“If that be the case, Mon­seigneur, it is very dif­fi­cult.”

			“You will ar­rest me, then?”

			“No, but I shall go along with you.”

			“That is quite suf­fi­cient, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” re­turned Fou­quet, cold­ly. “It was not for noth­ing you ac­quired your rep­u­ta­tion as a man of in­tel­li­gence and re­source; but with me all this is quite su­per­flu­ous. Let us come to the point. Do me a ser­vice. Why do you ar­rest me? What have I done?”

			“Oh! I know noth­ing about what you may have done; but I do not ar­rest you—this evening, at least!”

			“This evening!” said Fou­quet, turn­ing pale, “but to­mor­row?”

			“It is not to­mor­row just yet, Mon­seigneur. Who can ev­er an­swer for the mor­row?”

			“Quick, quick, cap­tain! let me speak to M. d’Herblay.”

			“Alas! that is quite im­pos­si­ble, Mon­seigneur. I have strict or­ders to see that you hold no com­mu­ni­ca­tion with any­one.”

			“With M. d’Herblay, cap­tain—with your friend!”

			“Mon­seigneur, is M. d’Herblay the on­ly per­son with whom you ought to be pre­vent­ed hold­ing any com­mu­ni­ca­tion?”

			Fou­quet col­ored, and then as­sum­ing an air of res­ig­na­tion, he said: “You are right, Mon­sieur; you have taught me a les­son I ought not to have evoked. A fall­en man can­not as­sert his right to any­thing, even from those whose for­tunes he may have made; for a still stronger rea­son, he can­not claim any­thing from those to whom he may nev­er have had the hap­pi­ness of do­ing a ser­vice.”

			“Mon­seigneur!”

			“It is per­fect­ly true, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; you have al­ways act­ed in the most ad­mirable man­ner to­wards me—in such a man­ner, in­deed, as most be­comes the man who is des­tined to ar­rest me. You, at least, have nev­er asked me any­thing.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the Gas­con, touched by his elo­quent and no­ble tone of grief, “will you—I ask it as a fa­vor—pledge me your word as a man of hon­or that you will not leave this room?”

			“What is the use of it, dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, since you keep watch and ward over me? Do you sup­pose I should con­tend against the most valiant sword in the king­dom?”

			“It is not that, at all, Mon­seigneur; but that I am go­ing to look for M. d’Herblay, and, con­se­quent­ly, to leave you alone.”

			Fou­quet ut­tered a cry of de­light and sur­prise.

			“To look for M. d’Herblay! to leave me alone!” he ex­claimed, clasp­ing his hands to­geth­er.

			“Which is M. d’Herblay’s room? The blue room is it not?”

			“Yes, my friend, yes.”

			“Your friend! thank you for that word, Mon­seigneur; you con­fer it up­on me to­day, at least, if you have nev­er done so be­fore.”

			“Ah! you have saved me.”

			“It will take a good ten min­utes to go from hence to the blue room, and to re­turn?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Near­ly so.”

			“And then to wake Aramis, who sleeps very sound­ly, when he is asleep, I put that down at an­oth­er five min­utes; mak­ing a to­tal of fif­teen min­utes’ ab­sence. And now, Mon­seigneur, give me your word that you will not in any way at­tempt to make your es­cape, and that when I re­turn I shall find you here again.”

			“I give it, Mon­sieur,” replied Fou­quet, with an ex­pres­sion of the warm­est and deep­est grat­i­tude.

			D’Artag­nan dis­ap­peared. Fou­quet looked at him as he quit­ted the room, wait­ed with a fever­ish im­pa­tience un­til the door was closed be­hind him, and as soon as it was shut, flew to his keys, opened two or three se­cret doors con­cealed in var­i­ous ar­ti­cles of fur­ni­ture in the room, looked vain­ly for cer­tain pa­pers, which doubt­less he had left at Saint-Mandé, and which he seemed to re­gret not hav­ing found in them; then hur­ried­ly seiz­ing hold of let­ters, con­tracts, pa­pers, writ­ings, he heaped them up in­to a pile, which he burnt in the ex­tremest haste up­on the mar­ble hearth of the fire­place, not even tak­ing time to draw from the in­te­ri­or of it the vas­es and pots of flow­ers with which it was filled. As soon as he had fin­ished, like a man who has just es­caped an im­mi­nent dan­ger, and whose strength aban­dons him as soon as the dan­ger is past, he sank down, com­plete­ly over­come, on a couch. When d’Artag­nan re­turned, he found Fou­quet in the same po­si­tion; the wor­thy mus­ke­teer had not the slight­est doubt that Fou­quet, hav­ing giv­en his word, would not even think of fail­ing to keep it, but he had thought it most like­ly that Fou­quet would turn his (D’Artag­nan’s) ab­sence to the best ad­van­tage in get­ting rid of all the pa­pers, mem­o­ran­dums, and con­tracts, which might pos­si­bly ren­der his po­si­tion, which was even now se­ri­ous enough, more dan­ger­ous than ev­er. And so, lift­ing up his head like a dog who has re­gained the scent, he per­ceived an odor re­sem­bling smoke he had re­lied on find­ing in the at­mos­phere, and hav­ing found it, made a move­ment of his head in to­ken of sat­is­fac­tion. As d’Artag­nan en­tered, Fou­quet, on his side, raised his head, and not one of d’Artag­nan’s move­ments es­caped him. And then the looks of the two men met, and they both saw that they had un­der­stood each oth­er with­out ex­chang­ing a syl­la­ble.

			“Well!” asked Fou­quet, the first to speak, “and M. d’Herblay?”

			“Up­on my word, Mon­seigneur,” replied d’Artag­nan, “M. d’Herblay must be des­per­ate­ly fond of walk­ing out at night, and com­pos­ing vers­es by moon­light in the park of Vaux, with some of your po­ets, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, for he is not in his own room.”

			“What! not in his own room?” cried Fou­quet, whose last hope thus es­caped him; for un­less he could as­cer­tain in what way the bish­op of Vannes could as­sist him, he per­fect­ly well knew that he could ex­pect as­sis­tance from no oth­er quar­ter.

			“Or, in­deed,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “if he is in his own room, he has very good rea­sons for not an­swer­ing.”

			“But sure­ly you did not call him in such a man­ner that he could have heard you?”

			“You can hard­ly sup­pose, Mon­seigneur, that hav­ing al­ready ex­ceed­ed my or­ders, which for­bade me leav­ing you a sin­gle mo­ment—you can hard­ly sup­pose, I say, that I should have been mad enough to rouse the whole house and al­low my­self to be seen in the cor­ri­dor of the bish­op of Vannes, in or­der that M. Col­bert might state with pos­i­tive cer­tain­ty that I gave you time to burn your pa­pers.”

			“My pa­pers?”

			“Of course; at least that is what I should have done in your place. When any­one opens a door for me I al­ways avail my­self of it.”

			“Yes, yes, and I thank you, for I have availed my­self of it.”

			“And you have done per­fect­ly right. Ev­ery man has his own pe­cu­liar se­crets with which oth­ers have noth­ing to do. But let us re­turn to Aramis, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Well, then, I tell you, you could not have called loud enough, or Aramis would have heard you.”

			“How­ev­er soft­ly any­one may call Aramis, Mon­seigneur, Aramis al­ways hears when he has an in­ter­est in hear­ing. I re­peat what I said be­fore—Aramis was not in his own room, or Aramis had cer­tain rea­sons for not rec­og­niz­ing my voice, of which I am ig­no­rant, and of which you may be even ig­no­rant your­self, not­with­stand­ing your liege­man is His Great­ness the Lord Bish­op of Vannes.”

			Fou­quet drew a deep sigh, rose from his seat, took three or four turns in his room, and fin­ished by seat­ing him­self, with an ex­pres­sion of ex­treme de­jec­tion, up­on his mag­nif­i­cent bed with vel­vet hang­ings, and costli­est lace. D’Artag­nan looked at Fou­quet with feel­ings of the deep­est and sin­cer­est pity.

			“I have seen a good many men ar­rest­ed in my life,” said the mus­ke­teer, sad­ly; “I have seen both M. de Cinq-Mars and M. de Cha­lais ar­rest­ed, though I was very young then. I have seen M. de Condé ar­rest­ed with the princes; I have seen M. de Retz ar­rest­ed; I have seen M. Brous­sel ar­rest­ed. Stay a mo­ment, Mon­seigneur, it is dis­agree­able to have to say, but the very one of all those whom you most re­sem­ble at this mo­ment was that poor fel­low Brous­sel. You were very near do­ing as he did, putting your din­ner nap­kin in your port­fo­lio, and wip­ing your mouth with your pa­pers. Mor­dioux! Mon­seigneur Fou­quet, a man like you ought not to be de­ject­ed in this man­ner. Sup­pose your friends saw you?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” re­turned the sur­in­ten­dant, with a smile full of gen­tle­ness, “you do not un­der­stand me; it is pre­cise­ly be­cause my friends are not look­ing on, that I am as you see me now. I do not live, ex­ist even, iso­lat­ed from oth­ers; I am noth­ing when left to my­self. Un­der­stand that through­out my whole life I have passed ev­ery mo­ment of my time in mak­ing friends, whom I hoped to ren­der my stay and sup­port. In times of pros­per­i­ty, all these cheer­ful, hap­py voic­es—ren­dered so through and by my means—formed in my hon­or a con­cert of praise and kind­ly ac­tion. In the least dis­fa­vor, these hum­bler voic­es ac­com­pa­nied in har­mo­nious ac­cents the mur­mur of my own heart. Iso­la­tion I have nev­er yet known. Pover­ty (a phan­tom I have some­times be­held, clad in rags, await­ing me at the end of my jour­ney through life)—pover­ty has been the specter with which many of my own friends have tri­fled for years past, which they po­e­t­ize and ca­ress, and which has at­tract­ed me to­wards them. Pover­ty! I ac­cept it, ac­knowl­edge it, re­ceive it, as a dis­in­her­it­ed sis­ter; for pover­ty is nei­ther soli­tude, nor ex­ile, nor im­pris­on­ment. Is it like­ly I shall ev­er be poor, with such friends as Pélis­son, as La Fontaine, as Molière? with such a mis­tress as—Oh! if you knew how ut­ter­ly lone­ly and des­o­late I feel at this mo­ment, and how you, who sep­a­rate me from all I love, seem to re­sem­ble the im­age of soli­tude, of an­ni­hi­la­tion—death it­self.”

			“But I have al­ready told you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” replied d’Artag­nan, moved to the depths of his soul, “that you are woe­ful­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ing. The king likes you.”

			“No, no,” said Fou­quet, shak­ing his head.

			“M. Col­bert hates you.”

			“M. Col­bert! What does that mat­ter to me?”

			“He will ru­in you.”

			“Ah! I de­fy him to do that, for I am ru­ined al­ready.”

			At this sin­gu­lar con­fes­sion of the su­per­in­ten­dent, d’Artag­nan cast his glance all round the room; and al­though he did not open his lips, Fou­quet un­der­stood him so thor­ough­ly, that he added: “What can be done with such wealth of sub­stance as sur­rounds us, when a man can no longer cul­ti­vate his taste for the mag­nif­i­cent? Do you know what good the greater part of the wealth and the pos­ses­sions which we rich en­joy, con­fer up­on us? mere­ly to dis­gust us, by their very splen­dor even, with ev­ery­thing which does not equal it! Vaux! you will say, and the won­ders of Vaux! What of it? What boot these won­ders? If I am ru­ined, how shall I fill with wa­ter the urns which my Na­iads bear in their arms, or force the air in­to the lungs of my Tri­tons? To be rich enough, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, a man must be too rich.”

			D’Artag­nan shook his head.

			“Oh! I know very well what you think,” replied Fou­quet, quick­ly. “If Vaux were yours, you would sell it, and would pur­chase an es­tate in the coun­try; an es­tate which should have woods, or­chards, and land at­tached, so that the es­tate should be made to sup­port its mas­ter. With forty mil­lions you might—”

			“Ten mil­lions,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“Not a mil­lion, my dear cap­tain. No one in France is rich enough to give two mil­lions for Vaux, and to con­tin­ue to main­tain it as I have done; no one could do it, no one would know how.”

			“Well,” said d’Artag­nan, “in any case, a mil­lion is not ab­ject mis­ery.”

			“It is not far from it, my dear Mon­sieur. But you do not un­der­stand me. No; I will not sell my res­i­dence at Vaux; I will give it to you, if you like”; and Fou­quet ac­com­pa­nied these words with a move­ment of the shoul­ders to which it would be im­pos­si­ble to do jus­tice.

			“Give it to the king; you will make a bet­ter bar­gain.”

			“The king does not re­quire me to give it to him,” said Fou­quet; “he will take it away from me with the most ab­so­lute ease and grace, if it pleas­es him to do so; and that is the very rea­son I should pre­fer to see it per­ish. Do you know, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that if the king did not hap­pen to be un­der my roof, I would take this can­dle, go straight to the dome, and set fire to a cou­ple of huge chests of fusées and fire­works which are in re­serve there, and would re­duce my palace to ash­es.”

			“Bah!” said the mus­ke­teer, neg­li­gent­ly. “At all events, you would not be able to burn the gar­dens, and that is the finest fea­ture of the place.”

			“And yet,” re­sumed Fou­quet, thought­ful­ly, “what was I say­ing? Great heav­ens! burn Vaux! de­stroy my palace! But Vaux is not mine; these won­der­ful cre­ations are, it is true, the prop­er­ty, as far as sense of en­joy­ment goes, of the man who has paid for them; but as far as du­ra­tion is con­cerned, they be­long to those who cre­at­ed them. Vaux be­longs to Le­brun, to Lenôtre, to Pélis­son, to Lev­au, to La Fontaine, to Molière; Vaux be­longs to pos­ter­i­ty, in fact. You see, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that my very house has ceased to be my own.”

			“That is all well and good,” said d’Artag­nan; “the idea is agree­able enough, and I rec­og­nize M. Fou­quet him­self in it. That idea, in­deed, makes me for­get that poor fel­low Brous­sel al­to­geth­er; and I now fail to rec­og­nize in you the whin­ing com­plaints of that old Fron­deur. If you are ru­ined, Mon­sieur, look at the af­fair man­ful­ly, for you too, mor­dioux! be­long to pos­ter­i­ty, and have no right to lessen your­self in any way. Stay a mo­ment; look at me, I who seem to ex­er­cise in some de­gree a kind of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over you, be­cause I am ar­rest­ing you; fate, which dis­trib­utes their dif­fer­ent parts to the co­me­di­ans of this world, ac­cord­ed me a less agree­able and less ad­van­ta­geous part to fill than yours has been. I am one of those who think that the parts which kings and pow­er­ful no­bles are called up­on to act are in­fin­ite­ly of more worth than the parts of beg­gars or lack­eys. It is far bet­ter on the stage—on the stage, I mean, of an­oth­er the­ater than the the­ater of this world—it is far bet­ter to wear a fine coat and to talk a fine lan­guage, than to walk the boards shod with a pair of old shoes, or to get one’s back­bone gen­tly pol­ished by a hearty dress­ing with a stick. In one word, you have been a prodi­gal with mon­ey, you have or­dered and been obeyed—have been steeped to the lips in en­joy­ment; while I have dragged my teth­er af­ter me, have been com­mand­ed and have obeyed, and have drudged my life away. Well, al­though I may seem of such tri­fling im­por­tance be­side you, Mon­seigneur, I do de­clare to you, that the rec­ol­lec­tion of what I have done serves me as a spur, and pre­vents me from bow­ing my old head too soon. I shall re­main un­to the very end a troop­er; and when my turn comes, I shall fall per­fect­ly straight, all in a heap, still alive, af­ter hav­ing se­lect­ed my place be­fore­hand. Do as I do, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, you will not find your­self the worse for it; a fall hap­pens on­ly once in a life­time to men like your­self, and the chief thing is, to take it grace­ful­ly when the chance presents it­self. There is a Latin proverb—the words have es­caped me, but I re­mem­ber the sense of it very well, for I have thought over it more than once—which says, ‘The end crowns the work!’ ”

			Fou­quet rose from his seat, passed his arm round d’Artag­nan’s neck, and clasped him in a close em­brace, whilst with the oth­er hand he pressed his hand. “An ex­cel­lent homi­ly,” he said, af­ter a mo­ment’s pause.

			“A sol­dier’s, Mon­seigneur.”

			“You have a re­gard for me, in telling me all that.”

			“Per­haps.”

			Fou­quet re­sumed his pen­sive at­ti­tude once more, and then, a mo­ment af­ter, he said: “Where can M. d’Herblay be? I dare not ask you to send for him.”

			“You would not ask me, be­cause I would not do it, Mon­sieur Fou­quet. Peo­ple would learn it, and Aramis, who is not mixed up with the af­fair, might pos­si­bly be com­pro­mised and in­clud­ed in your dis­grace.”

			“I will wait here till day­light,” said Fou­quet.

			“Yes; that is best.”

			“What shall we do when day­light comes?”

			“I know noth­ing at all about it, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, will you do me a fa­vor?”

			“Most will­ing­ly.”

			“You guard me, I re­main; you are act­ing in the full dis­charge of your du­ty, I sup­pose?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Very good, then; re­main as close to me as my shad­ow if you like; and I in­fin­ite­ly pre­fer such a shad­ow to any­one else.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed to the com­pli­ment.

			“But, for­get that you are Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers; for­get that I am Mon­sieur Fou­quet, sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances; and let us talk about my af­fairs.”

			“That is rather a del­i­cate sub­ject.”

			“In­deed?”

			“Yes; but, for your sake, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, I will do what may al­most be re­gard­ed as an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty.”

			“Thank you. What did the king say to you?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Ah! is that the way you talk?”

			“The deuce!”

			“What do you think of my sit­u­a­tion?”

			“I do not know.”

			“How­ev­er, un­less you have some ill feel­ing against me—”

			“Your po­si­tion is a dif­fi­cult one.”

			“In what re­spect?”

			“Be­cause you are un­der your own roof.”

			“How­ev­er dif­fi­cult it may be, I un­der­stand it very well.”

			“Do you sup­pose that, with any­one else but your­self, I should have shown so much frank­ness?”

			“What! so much frank­ness, do you say? you, who refuse to tell me the slight­est thing?”

			“At all events, then, so much cer­e­mo­ny and con­sid­er­a­tion.”

			“Ah! I have noth­ing to say in that re­spect.”

			“One mo­ment, Mon­seigneur: let me tell you how I should have be­haved to­wards any­one but your­self. It might be that I hap­pened to ar­rive at your door just as your guests or your friends had left you—or, if they had not gone yet, I should wait un­til they were leav­ing, and should then catch them one af­ter the oth­er, like rab­bits; I should lock them up qui­et­ly enough, I should steal soft­ly along the car­pet of your cor­ri­dor, and with one hand up­on you, be­fore you sus­pect­ed the slight­est thing amiss, I should keep you safe­ly un­til my mas­ter’s break­fast in the morn­ing. In this way, I should just the same have avoid­ed all pub­lic­i­ty, all dis­tur­bance, all op­po­si­tion; but there would al­so have been no warn­ing for M. Fou­quet, no con­sid­er­a­tion for his feel­ings, none of those del­i­cate con­ces­sions which are shown by per­sons who are es­sen­tial­ly cour­te­ous in their na­tures, when­ev­er the de­ci­sive mo­ment may ar­rive. Are you sat­is­fied with the plan?”

			“It makes me shud­der.”

			“I thought you would not like it. It would have been very dis­agree­able to have made my ap­pear­ance to­mor­row, with­out any prepa­ra­tion, and to have asked you to de­liv­er up your sword.”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, I should have died of shame and anger.”

			“Your grat­i­tude is too elo­quent­ly ex­pressed. I have not done enough to de­serve it, I as­sure you.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly, Mon­sieur, you will nev­er get me to be­lieve that.”

			“Well, then, Mon­seigneur, if you are sat­is­fied with what I have done, and have some­what re­cov­ered from the shock which I pre­pared you for as much as I pos­si­bly could, let us al­low the few hours that re­main to pass away undis­turbed. You are ha­rassed, and should ar­range your thoughts; I beg you, there­fore, go to sleep, or pre­tend to go to sleep, ei­ther on your bed, or in your bed; I will sleep in this arm­chair; and when I fall asleep, my rest is so sound that a can­non would not wake me.”

			Fou­quet smiled. “I ex­pect, how­ev­er,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer, “the case of a door be­ing opened, whether a se­cret door, or any oth­er; or the case of any­one go­ing out of, or com­ing in­to, the room—for any­thing like that my ear is as quick and sen­si­tive as the ear of a mouse. Creak­ing nois­es make me start. It aris­es, I sup­pose, from a nat­u­ral an­tipa­thy to any­thing of the kind. Move about as much as you like; walk up and down in any part of the room, write, ef­face, de­stroy, burn—noth­ing like that will pre­vent me from go­ing to sleep or even pre­vent me from snor­ing, but do not touch ei­ther the key or the han­dle of the door, for I should start up in a mo­ment, and that would shake my nerves and make me ill.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Fou­quet, “you are cer­tain­ly the most wit­ty and the most cour­te­ous man I ev­er met with; and you will leave me on­ly one re­gret, that of hav­ing made your ac­quain­tance so late.”

			D’Artag­nan drew a deep sigh, which seemed to say, “Alas! you have per­haps made it too soon.” He then set­tled him­self in his arm­chair, while Fou­quet, half ly­ing on his bed and lean­ing on his arm, was med­i­tat­ing on his mis­ad­ven­tures. In this way, both of them, leav­ing the can­dles burn­ing, await­ed the first dawn of day; and when Fou­quet hap­pened to sigh too loud­ly, d’Artag­nan on­ly snored the loud­er. Not a sin­gle vis­it, not even from Aramis, dis­turbed their qui­etude: not a sound even was heard through­out the whole vast palace. Out­side, how­ev­er, the guards of hon­or on du­ty, and the pa­trol of mus­ke­teers, paced up and down; and the sound of their feet could be heard on the grav­el walks. It seemed to act as an ad­di­tion­al so­porif­ic for the sleep­ers, while the mur­mur­ing of the wind through the trees, and the un­ceas­ing mu­sic of the foun­tains whose wa­ters tum­bled in the basin, still went on un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly, with­out be­ing dis­turbed at the slight nois­es and items of lit­tle mo­ment that con­sti­tute the life and death of hu­man na­ture.
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				The Morn­ing

			
			In vivid con­trast to the sad and ter­ri­ble des­tiny of the king im­pris­oned in the Bastille, and tear­ing, in sheer de­spair, the bolts and bars of his dun­geon, the rhetoric of the chron­i­clers of old would not fail to present, as a com­plete an­tithe­sis, the pic­ture of Philippe ly­ing asleep be­neath the roy­al canopy. We do not pre­tend to say that such rhetoric is al­ways bad, and al­ways scat­ters, in places where they have no right to grow, the flow­ers with which it em­bel­lish­es and en­livens his­to­ry. But we shall, on the present oc­ca­sion, care­ful­ly avoid pol­ish­ing the an­tithe­sis in ques­tion, but shall pro­ceed to draw an­oth­er pic­ture as minute­ly as pos­si­ble, to serve as foil and coun­ter­foil to the one in the pre­ced­ing chap­ter. The young prince alight­ed from Aramis’s room, in the same way the king had de­scend­ed from the apart­ment ded­i­cat­ed to Mor­pheus. The dome grad­u­al­ly and slow­ly sank down un­der Aramis’s pres­sure, and Philippe stood be­side the roy­al bed, which had as­cend­ed again af­ter hav­ing de­posit­ed its pris­on­er in the se­cret depths of the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage. Alone, in the pres­ence of all the lux­u­ry which sur­round­ed him; alone, in the pres­ence of his pow­er; alone, with the part he was about to be forced to act, Philippe for the first time felt his heart, and mind, and soul ex­pand be­neath the in­flu­ence of a thou­sand mu­ta­ble emo­tions, which are the vi­tal throbs of a king’s heart. He could not help chang­ing col­or when he looked up­on the emp­ty bed, still tum­bled by his broth­er’s body. This mute ac­com­plice had re­turned, af­ter hav­ing com­plet­ed the work it had been des­tined to per­form; it re­turned with the traces of the crime; it spoke to the guilty au­thor of that crime, with the frank and un­re­served lan­guage which an ac­com­plice nev­er fears to use in the com­pa­ny of his com­pan­ion in guilt; for it spoke the truth. Philippe bent over the bed, and per­ceived a pock­et-hand­ker­chief ly­ing on it, which was still damp from the cold sweat which had poured from Louis XIV’s face. This sweat-bestained hand­ker­chief ter­ri­fied Philippe, as the gore of Abel fright­ened Cain.

			“I am face to face with my des­tiny,” said Philippe, his eyes on fire, and his face a livid white. “Is it like­ly to be more ter­ri­fy­ing than my cap­tiv­i­ty has been sad and gloomy? Though I am com­pelled to fol­low out, at ev­ery mo­ment, the sov­er­eign pow­er and au­thor­i­ty I have usurped, shall I cease to lis­ten to the scru­ples of my heart? Yes! the king has lain on this bed; it is in­deed his head that has left its im­pres­sion on this pil­low; his bit­ter tears that have stained this hand­ker­chief: and yet, I hes­i­tate to throw my­self on the bed, or to press in my hand the hand­ker­chief which is em­broi­dered with my broth­er’s arms. Away with such weak­ness; let me im­i­tate M. d’Herblay, who as­serts that a man’s ac­tion should be al­ways one de­gree above his thoughts; let me im­i­tate M. d’Herblay, whose thoughts are of and for him­self alone, who re­gards him­self as a man of hon­or, so long as he in­jures or be­trays his en­e­mies on­ly. I, I alone, should have oc­cu­pied this bed, if Louis XIV had not, ow­ing to my moth­er’s crim­i­nal aban­don­ment, stood in my way; and this hand­ker­chief, em­broi­dered with the arms of France, would in right and jus­tice be­long to me alone, if, as M. d’Herblay ob­serves, I had been left my roy­al cra­dle. Philippe, son of France, take your place on that bed; Philippe, sole king of France, re­sume the bla­zon­ry that is yours! Philippe, sole heir pre­sump­tive to Louis XI­II, your fa­ther, show your­self with­out pity or mer­cy for the usurp­er who, at this mo­ment, has not even to suf­fer the agony of the re­morse of all that you have had to sub­mit to.”

			With these words, Philippe, not­with­stand­ing an in­stinc­tive re­pug­nance of feel­ing, and in spite of the shud­der of ter­ror which mas­tered his will, threw him­self on the roy­al bed, and forced his mus­cles to press the still warm place where Louis XIV had lain, while he buried his burn­ing face in the hand­ker­chief still moist­ened by his broth­er’s tears. With his head thrown back and buried in the soft down of his pil­low, Philippe per­ceived above him the crown of France, sus­pend­ed, as we have stat­ed, by an­gels with out­spread gold­en wings.

			A man may be am­bi­tious of ly­ing in a li­on’s den, but can hard­ly hope to sleep there qui­et­ly. Philippe lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly to ev­ery sound; his heart pant­ed and throbbed at the very sus­pi­cion of ap­proach­ing ter­ror and mis­for­tune; but con­fi­dent in his own strength, which was con­firmed by the force of an over­pow­er­ing­ly res­o­lute de­ter­mi­na­tion, he wait­ed un­til some de­ci­sive cir­cum­stance should per­mit him to judge for him­self. He hoped that im­mi­nent dan­ger might be re­vealed to him, like those phos­phor­ic lights of the tem­pest which show the sailors the al­ti­tude of the waves against which they have to strug­gle. But noth­ing ap­proached. Si­lence, that mor­tal en­e­my of rest­less hearts, and of am­bi­tious minds, shroud­ed in the thick­ness of its gloom dur­ing the re­main­der of the night the fu­ture king of France, who lay there shel­tered be­neath his stolen crown. To­wards the morn­ing a shad­ow, rather than a body, glid­ed in­to the roy­al cham­ber; Philippe ex­pect­ed his ap­proach and nei­ther ex­pressed nor ex­hib­it­ed any sur­prise.

			“Well, M. d’Herblay?”

			“Well, sire, all is ac­com­plished.”

			“How?”

			“Ex­act­ly as we ex­pect­ed.”

			“Did he re­sist?”

			“Ter­ri­bly! tears and en­treaties.”

			“And then?”

			“A per­fect stu­por.”

			“But at last?”

			“Oh! at last, a com­plete vic­to­ry, and ab­so­lute si­lence.”

			“Did the gov­er­nor of the Bastille sus­pect any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“The re­sem­blance, how­ev­er—”

			“Was the cause of the suc­cess.”

			“But the pris­on­er can­not fail to ex­plain him­self. Think well of that. I have my­self been able to do as much as that, on for­mer oc­ca­sion.”

			“I have al­ready pro­vid­ed for ev­ery chance. In a few days, soon­er if nec­es­sary, we will take the cap­tive out of his prison, and will send him out of the coun­try, to a place of ex­ile so re­mote—”

			“Peo­ple can re­turn from their ex­ile, Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“To a place of ex­ile so dis­tant, I was go­ing to say, that hu­man strength and the du­ra­tion of hu­man life would not be enough for his re­turn.”

			Once more a cold look of in­tel­li­gence passed be­tween Aramis and the young king.

			“And M. du Val­lon?” asked Philippe in or­der to change the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“He will be pre­sent­ed to you to­day, and con­fi­den­tial­ly will con­grat­u­late you on the dan­ger which that con­spir­a­tor has made you run.”

			“What is to be done with him?”

			“With M. du Val­lon?”

			“Yes; con­fer a duke­dom on him, I sup­pose.”

			“A duke­dom,” replied Aramis, smil­ing in a sig­nif­i­cant man­ner.

			“Why do you laugh, Mon­sieur d’Herblay?”

			“I laugh at the ex­treme cau­tion of your idea.”

			“Cau­tious, why so?”

			“Your Majesty is doubt­less afraid that poor Porthos may pos­si­ble be­come a trou­ble­some wit­ness, and you wish to get rid of him.”

			“What! in mak­ing him a duke?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; you would as­sured­ly kill him, for he would die from joy, and the se­cret would die with him.”

			“Good heav­ens!”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, phleg­mat­i­cal­ly; “I should lose a very good friend.”

			At this mo­ment, and in the mid­dle of this idle con­ver­sa­tion, un­der the light tone of which the two con­spir­a­tors con­cealed their joy and pride at their mu­tu­al suc­cess, Aramis heard some­thing which made him prick up his ears.

			“What is that?” said Philippe.

			“The dawn, sire.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, be­fore you re­tired to bed last night, you prob­a­bly de­cid­ed to do some­thing this morn­ing at break of day.”

			“Yes, I told my cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers,” replied the young man hur­ried­ly, “that I should ex­pect him.”

			“If you told him that, he will cer­tain­ly be here, for he is a most punc­tu­al man.”

			“I hear a step in the vestibule.”

			“It must be he.”

			“Come, let us be­gin the at­tack,” said the young king res­o­lute­ly.

			“Be cau­tious for Heav­en’s sake. To be­gin the at­tack, and with d’Artag­nan, would be mad­ness. D’Artag­nan knows noth­ing, he has seen noth­ing; he is a hun­dred miles from sus­pect­ing our mys­tery in the slight­est de­gree, but if he comes in­to this room the first this morn­ing, he will be sure to de­tect some­thing of what has tak­en place, and which he would imag­ine it his busi­ness to oc­cu­py him­self about. Be­fore we al­low d’Artag­nan to pen­e­trate in­to this room, we must air the room thor­ough­ly, or in­tro­duce so many peo­ple in­to it, that the keen­est scent in the whole king­dom may be de­ceived by the traces of twen­ty dif­fer­ent per­sons.”

			“But how can I send him away, since I have giv­en him a ren­dezvous?” ob­served the prince, im­pa­tient to mea­sure swords with so re­doubtable an an­tag­o­nist.

			“I will take care of that,” replied the bish­op, “and in or­der to be­gin, I am go­ing to strike a blow which will com­plete­ly stu­pe­fy our man.”

			“He too is strik­ing a blow, for I hear him at the door,” added the prince, hur­ried­ly.

			And, in fact, a knock at the door was heard at that mo­ment. Aramis was not mis­tak­en; for it was in­deed d’Artag­nan who adopt­ed that mode of an­nounc­ing him­self.

			We have seen how he passed the night in phi­los­o­phiz­ing with M. Fou­quet, but the mus­ke­teer was very weary even of feign­ing to fall asleep, and as soon as ear­li­est dawn il­lu­mined with its gloomy gleams of light the sump­tu­ous cor­nices of the su­per­in­ten­dent’s room, d’Artag­nan rose from his arm­chair, ar­ranged his sword, brushed his coat and hat with his sleeve, like a pri­vate sol­dier get­ting ready for in­spec­tion.

			“Are you go­ing out?” said Fou­quet.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur. And you?”

			“I shall re­main.”

			“You pledge your word?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Very good. Be­sides, my on­ly rea­son for go­ing out is to try and get that re­ply—you know what I mean?”

			“That sen­tence, you mean—”

			“Stay, I have some­thing of the old Ro­man in me. This morn­ing, when I got up, I re­marked that my sword had got caught in one of the aigu­il­lettes, and that my shoul­der-belt had slipped quite off. That is an in­fal­li­ble sign.”

			“Of pros­per­i­ty?”

			“Yes, be sure of it; for ev­ery time that that con­found­ed belt of mine stuck fast to my back, it al­ways sig­ni­fied a pun­ish­ment from M. de Tréville, or a re­fusal of mon­ey by M. de Mazarin. Ev­ery time my sword hung fast to my shoul­der-belt, it al­ways pre­dict­ed some dis­agree­able com­mis­sion or an­oth­er for me to ex­e­cute, and I have had show­ers of them all my life through. Ev­ery time, too, my sword danced about in its sheath, a du­el, for­tu­nate in its re­sult, was sure to fol­low: when­ev­er it dan­gled about the calves of my legs, it sig­ni­fied a slight wound; ev­ery time it fell com­plete­ly out of the scab­bard, I was booked, and made up my mind that I should have to re­main on the field of bat­tle, with two or three months un­der sur­gi­cal ban­dages in­to the bar­gain.”

			“I did not know your sword kept you so well-in­formed,” said Fou­quet, with a faint smile, which showed how he was strug­gling against his own weak­ness. “Is your sword be­witched, or un­der the in­flu­ence of some im­pe­ri­al charm?”

			“Why, you must know that my sword may al­most be re­gard­ed as part of my own body. I have heard that cer­tain men seem to have warn­ings giv­en them by feel­ing some­thing the mat­ter with their legs, or a throb­bing of their tem­ples. With me, it is my sword that warns me. Well, it told me of noth­ing this morn­ing. But, stay a mo­ment—look here, it has just fall­en of its own ac­cord in­to the last hole of the belt. Do you know what that is a warn­ing of?”

			“No.”

			“Well, that tells me of an ar­rest that will have to be made this very day.”

			“Well,” said the sur­in­ten­dant, more as­ton­ished than an­noyed by this frank­ness, “if there is noth­ing dis­agree­able pre­dict­ed to you by your sword, I am to con­clude that it is not dis­agree­able for you to ar­rest me.”

			“You! ar­rest you!”

			“Of course. The warn­ing—”

			“Does not con­cern you, since you have been ar­rest­ed ev­er since yes­ter­day. It is not you I shall have to ar­rest, be as­sured of that. That is the rea­son why I am de­light­ed, and al­so the rea­son why I said that my day will be a hap­py one.”

			And with these words, pro­nounced with the most af­fec­tion­ate gra­cious­ness of man­ner, the cap­tain took leave of Fou­quet in or­der to wait up­on the king. He was on the point of leav­ing the room, when Fou­quet said to him, “One last mark of kind­ness.”

			“What is it, Mon­seigneur?”

			“M. d’Herblay; let me see Mon­sieur d’Herblay.”

			“I am go­ing to try and get him to come to you.”

			D’Artag­nan did not think him­self so good a prophet. It was writ­ten that the day would pass away and re­al­ize all the pre­dic­tions that had been made in the morn­ing. He had ac­cord­ing­ly knocked, as we have seen, at the king’s door. The door opened. The cap­tain thought that it was the king who had just opened it him­self; and this sup­po­si­tion was not al­to­geth­er in­ad­mis­si­ble, con­sid­er­ing the state of ag­i­ta­tion in which he had left Louis XIV the pre­vi­ous evening; but in­stead of his roy­al mas­ter, whom he was on the point of salut­ing with the great­est re­spect, he per­ceived the long, calm fea­tures of Aramis. So ex­treme was his sur­prise that he could hard­ly re­frain from ut­ter­ing a loud ex­cla­ma­tion. “Aramis!” he said.

			“Good morn­ing, dear d’Artag­nan,” replied the prelate, cold­ly.

			“You here!” stam­mered out the mus­ke­teer.

			“His Majesty de­sires you to re­port that he is still sleep­ing, af­ter hav­ing been great­ly fa­tigued dur­ing the whole night.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, who could not un­der­stand how the bish­op of Vannes, who had been so in­dif­fer­ent a fa­vorite the pre­vi­ous evening, had be­come in half a dozen hours the most mag­nif­i­cent mush­room of for­tune that had ev­er sprung up in a sov­er­eign’s bed­room. In fact, to trans­mit the or­ders of the king even to the mere thresh­old of that monarch’s room, to serve as an in­ter­me­di­ary of Louis XIV so as to be able to give a sin­gle or­der in his name at a cou­ple paces from him, he must have be­come more than Riche­lieu had ev­er been to Louis XI­II. D’Artag­nan’s ex­pres­sive eye, half-opened lips, his curl­ing mus­tache, said as much in­deed in the plainest lan­guage to the chief fa­vorite, who re­mained calm and per­fect­ly un­moved.

			“More­over,” con­tin­ued the bish­op, “you will be good enough, Mon­sieur le Cap­i­taine des Mous­que­taires, to al­low those on­ly to pass in­to the king’s room this morn­ing who have spe­cial per­mis­sion. His Majesty does not wish to be dis­turbed just yet.”

			“But,” ob­ject­ed d’Artag­nan, al­most on the point of re­fus­ing to obey this or­der, and par­tic­u­lar­ly of giv­ing un­re­strained pas­sage to the sus­pi­cions which the king’s si­lence had aroused—“but, Mon­sieur l’Évêque, His Majesty gave me a ren­dezvous for this morn­ing.”

			“Lat­er, lat­er,” said the king’s voice, from the bot­tom of the al­cove; a voice which made a cold shud­der pass through the mus­ke­teer’s veins. He bowed, amazed, con­fused, and stu­pe­fied by the smile with which Aramis seemed to over­whelm him, as soon as these words had been pro­nounced.

			“And then,” con­tin­ued the bish­op, “as an an­swer to what you were com­ing to ask the king, my dear d’Artag­nan, here is an or­der of His Majesty, which you will be good enough to at­tend to forth­with, for it con­cerns M. Fou­quet.”

			D’Artag­nan took the or­der which was held out to him. “To be set at lib­er­ty!” he mur­mured. “Ah!” and he ut­tered a sec­ond “ah!” still more full of in­tel­li­gence than the for­mer; for this or­der ex­plained Aramis’s pres­ence with the king, and that Aramis, in or­der to have ob­tained Fou­quet’s par­don, must have made con­sid­er­able progress in the roy­al fa­vor, and that this fa­vor ex­plained, in its tenor, the hard­ly con­ceiv­able as­sur­ance with which M. d’Herblay is­sued the or­der in the king’s name. For d’Artag­nan it was quite suf­fi­cient to have un­der­stood some­thing of the mat­ter in hand to or­der to un­der­stand the rest. He bowed and with­drew a cou­ple of paces, as though he were about to leave.

			“I am go­ing with you,” said the bish­op.

			“Where to?”

			“To M. Fou­quet; I wish to be a wit­ness of his de­light.”

			“Ah! Aramis, how you puz­zled me just now!” said d’Artag­nan again.

			“But you un­der­stand now, I sup­pose?”

			“Of course I un­der­stand,” he said aloud; but added in a low tone to him­self, al­most hiss­ing the words be­tween his teeth, “No, no, I do not un­der­stand yet. But it is all the same, for here is the or­der for it.” And then he added, “I will lead the way, Mon­seigneur,” and he con­duct­ed Aramis to Fou­quet’s apart­ments.

		
	
		
			
				228

				The King’s Friend

			
			Fou­quet was wait­ing with anx­i­ety; he had al­ready sent away many of his ser­vants and friends, who, an­tic­i­pat­ing the usu­al hour of his or­di­nary re­cep­tions, had called at his door to in­quire af­ter him. Pre­serv­ing the ut­most si­lence re­spect­ing the dan­ger which hung sus­pend­ed by a hair above his head, he on­ly asked them, as he did ev­ery­one, in­deed, who came to the door, where Aramis was. When he saw d’Artag­nan re­turn, and when he per­ceived the bish­op of Vannes be­hind him, he could hard­ly re­strain his de­light; it was ful­ly equal to his pre­vi­ous un­easi­ness. The mere sight of Aramis was a com­plete com­pen­sa­tion to the sur­in­ten­dant for the un­hap­pi­ness he had un­der­gone in his ar­rest. The prelate was silent and grave; d’Artag­nan com­plete­ly be­wil­dered by such an ac­cu­mu­la­tion of events.

			“Well, cap­tain, so you have brought M. d’Herblay to me.”

			“And some­thing bet­ter still, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What is that?”

			“Lib­er­ty.”

			“I am free!”

			“Yes; by the king’s or­der.”

			Fou­quet re­sumed his usu­al seren­i­ty, that he might in­ter­ro­gate Aramis with a look.

			“Oh! yes, you can thank M. l’Évêque de Vannes,” pur­sued d’Artag­nan, “for it is in­deed to him that you owe the change that has tak­en place in the king.”

			“Oh!” said Fou­quet, more hu­mil­i­at­ed at the ser­vice than grate­ful at its suc­cess.

			“But you,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, ad­dress­ing Aramis—“you, who have be­come M. Fou­quet’s pro­tec­tor and pa­tron, can you not do some­thing for me?”

			“Any­thing in the wide world you like, my friend,” replied the bish­op, in his calmest tones.

			“One thing on­ly, then, and I shall be per­fect­ly sat­is­fied. How on earth did you man­age to be­come the fa­vorite of the king, you who have nev­er spo­ken to him more than twice in your life?”

			“From a friend such as you are,” said Aramis, “I can­not con­ceal any­thing.”

			“Ah! very good, tell me, then.”

			“Very well. You think that I have seen the king on­ly twice, whilst the fact is I have seen him more than a hun­dred times; on­ly we have kept it very se­cret, that is all.” And with­out try­ing to re­move the col­or which at this rev­e­la­tion made d’Artag­nan’s face flush scar­let, Aramis turned to­wards M. Fou­quet, who was as much sur­prised as the mus­ke­teer. “Mon­seigneur,” he re­sumed, “the king de­sires me to in­form you that he is more than ev­er your friend, and that your beau­ti­ful fête, so gen­er­ous­ly of­fered by you on his be­half, has touched him to the very heart.”

			And there­upon he salut­ed M. Fou­quet with so much rev­er­ence of man­ner, that the lat­ter, in­ca­pable of un­der­stand­ing a man whose diplo­ma­cy was of so prodi­gious a char­ac­ter, re­mained in­ca­pable of ut­ter­ing a sin­gle syl­la­ble, and equal­ly in­ca­pable of thought or move­ment. D’Artag­nan fan­cied he per­ceived that these two men had some­thing to say to each oth­er, and he was about to yield to that feel­ing of in­stinc­tive po­lite­ness which in such a case hur­ries a man to­wards the door, when he feels his pres­ence is an in­con­ve­nience for oth­ers; but his ea­ger cu­rios­i­ty, spurred on by so many mys­ter­ies, coun­seled him to re­main.

			Aramis there­upon turned to­wards him, and said, in a qui­et tone, “You will not for­get, my friend, the king’s or­der re­spect­ing those whom he in­tends to re­ceive this morn­ing on ris­ing.” These words were clear enough, and the mus­ke­teer un­der­stood them; he there­fore bowed to Fou­quet, and then to Aramis—to the lat­ter with a slight ad­mix­ture of iron­i­cal re­spect—and dis­ap­peared.

			No soon­er had he left, than Fou­quet, whose im­pa­tience had hard­ly been able to wait for that mo­ment, dart­ed to­wards the door to close it, and then re­turn­ing to the bish­op, he said, “My dear d’Herblay, I think it now high time you should ex­plain all that has passed, for, in plain and hon­est truth, I do not un­der­stand any­thing.”

			“We will ex­plain all that to you,” said Aramis, sit­ting down, and mak­ing Fou­quet sit down al­so. “Where shall I be­gin?”

			“With this first of all. Why does the king set me at lib­er­ty?”

			“You ought rather to ask me what his rea­son was for hav­ing you ar­rest­ed.”

			“Since my ar­rest, I have had time to think over it, and my idea is that it aris­es out of some slight feel­ing of jeal­ousy. My fête put M. Col­bert out of tem­per, and M. Col­bert dis­cov­ered some cause of com­plaint against me; Belle-Isle, for in­stance.”

			“No; there is no ques­tion at all just now of Belle-Isle.”

			“What is it, then?”

			“Do you re­mem­ber those re­ceipts for thir­teen mil­lions which M. de Mazarin con­trived to steal from you?”

			“Yes, of course!”

			“Well, you are pro­nounced a pub­lic rob­ber.”

			“Good heav­ens!”

			“Oh! that is not all. Do you al­so re­mem­ber that let­ter you wrote to La Val­lière?”

			“Alas! yes.”

			“And that pro­claims you a traitor and a sub­orner.”

			“Why should he have par­doned me, then?”

			“We have not yet ar­rived at that part of our ar­gu­ment. I wish you to be quite con­vinced of the fact it­self. Ob­serve this well: the king knows you to be guilty of an ap­pro­pri­a­tion of pub­lic funds. Oh! of course I know that you have done noth­ing of the kind; but, at all events, the king has seen the re­ceipts, and he can do no oth­er than be­lieve you are in­crim­i­nat­ed.”

			“I beg your par­don, I do not see—”

			“You will see present­ly, though. The king, more­over, hav­ing read your love let­ter to La Val­lière, and the of­fers you there made her, can­not re­tain any doubt of your in­ten­tions with re­gard to that young la­dy; you will ad­mit that, I sup­pose?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Pray con­clude.”

			“In the fewest words. The king, we may hence­forth as­sume, is your pow­er­ful, im­pla­ca­ble, and eter­nal en­e­my.”

			“Agreed. But am I, then, so pow­er­ful, that he has not dared to sac­ri­fice me, not­with­stand­ing his ha­tred, with all the means which my weak­ness, or my mis­for­tunes, may have giv­en him as a hold up­on me?”

			“It is clear, be­yond all doubt,” pur­sued Aramis, cold­ly, “that the king has quar­reled with you—ir­rec­on­cil­ably.”

			“But, since he has ab­solved me—”

			“Do you be­lieve it like­ly?” asked the bish­op, with a search­ing look.

			“With­out be­liev­ing in his sin­cer­i­ty, I be­lieve it in the ac­com­plished fact.”

			Aramis slight­ly shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“But why, then, should Louis XIV have com­mis­sioned you to tell me what you have just stat­ed?”

			“The king charged me with no mes­sage for you.”

			“With noth­ing!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, stu­pe­fied. “But, that or­der—”

			“Oh! yes. You are quite right. There is an or­der, cer­tain­ly”; and these words were pro­nounced by Aramis in so strange a tone, that Fou­quet could not re­sist start­ing.

			“You are con­ceal­ing some­thing from me, I see. What is it?”

			Aramis soft­ly rubbed his white fin­gers over his chin, but said noth­ing.

			“Does the king ex­ile me?”

			“Do not act as if you were play­ing at the game chil­dren play at when they have to try and guess where a thing has been hid­den, and are in­formed, by a bell be­ing rung, when they are ap­proach­ing near to it, or go­ing away from it.”

			“Speak, then.”

			“Guess.”

			“You alarm me.”

			“Bah! that is be­cause you have not guessed, then.”

			“What did the king say to you? In the name of our friend­ship, do not de­ceive me.”

			“The king has not said one word to me.”

			“You are killing me with im­pa­tience, d’Herblay. Am I still su­per­in­ten­dent?”

			“As long as you like.”

			“But what ex­tra­or­di­nary em­pire have you so sud­den­ly ac­quired over His Majesty’s mind?”

			“Ah! that’s the point.”

			“He does your bid­ding?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“It is hard­ly cred­i­ble.”

			“So any­one would say.”

			“D’Herblay, by our al­liance, by our friend­ship, by ev­ery­thing you hold dear­est in the world, speak open­ly, I im­plore you. By what means have you suc­ceed­ed in over­com­ing Louis XIV’s prej­u­dices, for he did not like you, I am cer­tain.”

			“The king will like me now,” said Aramis, lay­ing stress up­on the last word.

			“You have some­thing par­tic­u­lar, then, be­tween you?”

			“Yes.”

			“A se­cret, per­haps?”

			“A se­cret.”

			“A se­cret of such a na­ture as to change His Majesty’s in­ter­ests?”

			“You are, in­deed, a man of su­pe­ri­or in­tel­li­gence, Mon­seigneur, and have made a par­tic­u­lar­ly ac­cu­rate guess. I have, in fact, dis­cov­ered a se­cret, of a na­ture to change the in­ter­ests of the king of France.”

			“Ah!” said Fou­quet, with the re­serve of a man who does not wish to ask any more ques­tions.

			“And you shall judge of it your­self,” pur­sued Aramis; “and you shall tell me if I am mis­tak­en with re­gard to the im­por­tance of this se­cret.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, since you are good enough to un­bo­som your­self to me; on­ly do not for­get that I have asked you about noth­ing which it may be in­dis­creet in you to com­mu­ni­cate.”

			Aramis seemed, for a mo­ment, as if he were col­lect­ing him­self.

			“Do not speak!” said Fou­quet: “there is still time enough.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber,” said the bish­op, cast­ing down his eyes, “the birth of Louis XIV?”

			“As if it were yes­ter­day.”

			“Have you ev­er heard any­thing par­tic­u­lar re­spect­ing his birth?”

			“Noth­ing; ex­cept that the king was not re­al­ly the son of Louis XI­II.”

			“That does not mat­ter to us, or the king­dom ei­ther; he is the son of his fa­ther, says the French law, whose fa­ther is rec­og­nized by law.”

			“True; but it is a grave mat­ter, when the qual­i­ty of races is called in­to ques­tion.”

			“A mere­ly sec­ondary ques­tion, af­ter all. So that, in fact, you have nev­er learned or heard any­thing in par­tic­u­lar?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“That is where my se­cret be­gins. The queen, you must know, in­stead of be­ing de­liv­ered of a son, was de­liv­ered of twins.”

			Fou­quet looked up sud­den­ly as he replied:

			“And the sec­ond is dead?”

			“You will see. These twins seemed like­ly to be re­gard­ed as the pride of their moth­er, and the hope of France; but the weak na­ture of the king, his su­per­sti­tious feel­ings, made him ap­pre­hend a se­ries of con­flicts be­tween two chil­dren whose rights were equal; so he put out of the way—he sup­pressed—one of the twins.”

			“Sup­pressed, do you say?”

			“Have pa­tience. Both the chil­dren grew up; the one on the throne, whose min­is­ter you are—the oth­er, who is my friend, in gloom and iso­la­tion.”

			“Good heav­ens! What are you say­ing, Mon­sieur d’Herblay? And what is this poor prince do­ing?”

			“Ask me, rather, what has he done.”

			“Yes, yes.”

			“He was brought up in the coun­try, and then thrown in­to a fortress which goes by the name of the Bastille.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble?” cried the sur­in­ten­dant, clasp­ing his hands.

			“The one was the most for­tu­nate of men: the oth­er the most un­hap­py and mis­er­able of all liv­ing be­ings.”

			“Does his moth­er not know this?”

			“Anne of Aus­tria knows it all.”

			“And the king?”

			“Knows ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Fou­quet.

			This re­mark seemed to make a great im­pres­sion on Aramis; he looked at Fou­quet with the most anx­ious ex­pres­sion of coun­te­nance.

			“I beg your par­don; I in­ter­rupt­ed you,” said Fou­quet.

			“I was say­ing,” re­sumed Aramis, “that this poor prince was the un­hap­pi­est of hu­man be­ings, when Heav­en, whose thoughts are over all His crea­tures, un­der­took to come to his as­sis­tance.”

			“Oh! in what way? Tell me.”

			“You will see. The reign­ing king—I say the reign­ing king—you can guess very well why?”

			“No. Why?”

			“Be­cause both of them, be­ing le­git­i­mate princes, ought to have been kings. Is not that your opin­ion?”

			“It is, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Un­re­served­ly?”

			“Most un­re­served­ly; twins are one per­son in two bod­ies.”

			“I am pleased that a legist of your learn­ing and au­thor­i­ty should have pro­nounced such an opin­ion. It is agreed, then, that each of them pos­sessed equal rights, is it not?”

			“In­con­testably! but, gra­cious heav­ens, what an ex­tra­or­di­nary cir­cum­stance!”

			“We are not at the end of it yet.—Pa­tience.”

			“Oh! I shall find ‘pa­tience’ enough.”

			“Heav­en wished to raise up for that op­pressed child an avenger, or a sup­port­er, or vin­di­ca­tor, if you pre­fer it. It hap­pened that the reign­ing king, the usurp­er—you are quite of my opin­ion, I be­lieve, that it is an act of usurpa­tion qui­et­ly to en­joy, and self­ish­ly to as­sume the right over, an in­her­i­tance to which a man has on­ly half a right?”

			“Yes, usurpa­tion is the word.”

			“In that case, I con­tin­ue. It was Heav­en’s will that the usurp­er should pos­sess, in the per­son of his first min­is­ter, a man of great tal­ent, of large and gen­er­ous na­ture.”

			“Well, well,” said Fou­quet, “I un­der­stand you; you have re­lied up­on me to re­pair the wrong which has been done to this un­hap­py broth­er of Louis XIV. You have thought well; I will help you. I thank you, d’Herblay, I thank you.”

			“Oh, no, it is not that at all; you have not al­lowed me to fin­ish,” said Aramis, per­fect­ly un­moved.

			“I will not say an­oth­er word, then.”

			“M. Fou­quet, I was ob­serv­ing, the min­is­ter of the reign­ing sov­er­eign, was sud­den­ly tak­en in­to the great­est aver­sion, and men­aced with the ru­in of his for­tune, loss of lib­er­ty, loss of life even, by in­trigue and per­son­al ha­tred, to which the king gave too read­i­ly an at­ten­tive ear. But Heav­en per­mits (still, how­ev­er, out of con­sid­er­a­tion for the un­hap­py prince who had been sac­ri­ficed) that M. Fou­quet should in his turn have a de­vot­ed friend who knew this state se­cret, and felt that he pos­sessed strength and courage enough to di­vulge this se­cret, af­ter hav­ing had the strength to car­ry it locked up in his own heart for twen­ty years.

			“Go no far­ther,” said Fou­quet, full of gen­er­ous feel­ings. “I un­der­stand you, and can guess ev­ery­thing now. You went to see the king when the in­tel­li­gence of my ar­rest reached you; you im­plored him, he re­fused to lis­ten to you; then you threat­ened him with that se­cret, threat­ened to re­veal it, and Louis XIV, alarmed at the risk of its be­tray­al, grant­ed to the ter­ror of your in­dis­cre­tion what he re­fused to your gen­er­ous in­ter­ces­sion. I un­der­stand, I un­der­stand; you have the king in your pow­er; I un­der­stand.”

			“You un­der­stand noth­ing—as yet,” replied Aramis, “and again you in­ter­rupt me. Then, too, al­low me to ob­serve that you pay no at­ten­tion to log­i­cal rea­son­ing, and seem to for­get what you ought most to re­mem­ber.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“You know up­on what I laid the great­est stress at the be­gin­ning of our con­ver­sa­tion?”

			“Yes, His Majesty’s hate, in­vin­ci­ble hate for me; yes, but what feel­ing of hate could re­sist the threat of such a rev­e­la­tion?”

			“Such a rev­e­la­tion, do you say? that is the very point where your log­ic fails you. What! do you sup­pose that if I had made such a rev­e­la­tion to the king, I should have been alive now?”

			“It is not ten min­utes ago that you were with the king.”

			“That may be. He might not have had the time to get me killed out­right, but he would have had the time to get me gagged and thrown in a dun­geon. Come, come, show a lit­tle con­sis­ten­cy in your rea­son­ing, mordieu!”

			And by the mere use of this word, which was so thor­ough­ly his old mus­ke­teer’s ex­pres­sion, for­got­ten by one who nev­er seemed to for­get any­thing, Fou­quet could not but un­der­stand to what a pitch of ex­al­ta­tion the calm, im­pen­e­tra­ble bish­op of Vannes had wrought him­self. He shud­dered.

			“And then,” replied the lat­ter, af­ter hav­ing mas­tered his feel­ings, “should I be the man I re­al­ly am, should I be the true friend you be­lieve me, if I were to ex­pose you, whom the king al­ready hates so bit­ter­ly, to a feel­ing more than ev­er to be dread­ed in that young man? To have robbed him, is noth­ing; to have ad­dressed the wom­an he loves, is not much; but to hold in your keep­ing both his crown and his hon­or, why, he would pluck out your heart with his own hands.”

			“You have not al­lowed him to pen­e­trate your se­cret, then?”

			“I would soon­er, far soon­er, have swal­lowed at one draught all the poi­sons that Mithri­dates drank in twen­ty years, in or­der to try and avoid death, than have be­trayed my se­cret to the king.”

			“What have you done, then?”

			“Ah! now we are com­ing to the point, Mon­seigneur. I think I shall not fail to ex­cite in you a lit­tle in­ter­est. You are lis­ten­ing, I hope.”

			“How can you ask me if I am lis­ten­ing? Go on.”

			Aramis walked soft­ly all round the room, sat­is­fied him­self that they were alone, and that all was silent, and then re­turned and placed him­self close to the arm­chair in which Fou­quet was seat­ed, await­ing with the deep­est anx­i­ety the rev­e­la­tion he had to make.

			“I for­got to tell you,” re­sumed Aramis, ad­dress­ing him­self to Fou­quet, who lis­tened to him with the most ab­sorbed at­ten­tion—“I for­got to men­tion a most re­mark­able cir­cum­stance re­spect­ing these twins, name­ly, that God had formed them so star­tling­ly, so mirac­u­lous­ly, like each oth­er, that it would be ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish the one from the oth­er. Their own moth­er would not be able to dis­tin­guish them.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble?” ex­claimed Fou­quet.

			“The same no­ble char­ac­ter in their fea­tures, the same car­riage, the same stature, the same voice.”

			“But their thoughts? de­gree of in­tel­li­gence? their knowl­edge of hu­man life?”

			“There is in­equal­i­ty there, I ad­mit, Mon­seigneur. Yes; for the pris­on­er of the Bastille is, most in­con­testably, su­pe­ri­or in ev­ery way to his broth­er; and if, from his prison, this un­hap­py vic­tim were to pass to the throne, France would not, from the ear­li­est pe­ri­od of its his­to­ry, per­haps, have had a mas­ter more pow­er­ful in ge­nius and no­bil­i­ty of char­ac­ter.”

			Fou­quet buried his face in his hands, as if he were over­whelmed by the weight of this im­mense se­cret. Aramis ap­proached him.

			“There is a fur­ther in­equal­i­ty,” he said, con­tin­u­ing his work of temp­ta­tion, “an in­equal­i­ty which con­cerns your­self, Mon­seigneur, be­tween the twins, both sons of Louis XI­II, name­ly, the last com­er does not know M. Col­bert.”

			Fou­quet raised his head im­me­di­ate­ly—his fea­tures were pale and dis­tort­ed. The bolt had hit its mark—not his heart, but his mind and com­pre­hen­sion.

			“I un­der­stand you,” he said to Aramis; “you are propos­ing a con­spir­a­cy to me?”

			“Some­thing like it.”

			“One of those at­tempts which, as you said at the be­gin­ning of this con­ver­sa­tion, al­ters the fate of em­pires?”

			“And of su­per­in­ten­dents, too; yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“In a word, you pro­pose that I should agree to the sub­sti­tu­tion of the son of Louis XI­II, who is now a pris­on­er in the Bastille, for the son of Louis XI­II, who is at this mo­ment asleep in the Cham­ber of Mor­pheus?”

			Aramis smiled with the sin­is­ter ex­pres­sion of the sin­is­ter thought which was pass­ing through his brain. “Ex­act­ly,” he said.

			“Have you thought,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, be­com­ing an­i­mat­ed with that strength of tal­ent which in a few sec­onds orig­i­nates, and ma­tures the con­cep­tion of a plan, and with that large­ness of view which fore­sees all con­se­quences, and em­braces ev­ery re­sult at a glance—“have you thought that we must as­sem­ble the no­bil­i­ty, the cler­gy, and the third es­tate of the realm; that we shall have to de­pose the reign­ing sov­er­eign, to dis­turb by so fright­ful a scan­dal the tomb of their dead fa­ther, to sac­ri­fice the life, the hon­or of a wom­an, Anne of Aus­tria, the life and peace of mind and heart of an­oth­er wom­an, Maria There­sa; and sup­pose that it were all done, if we were to suc­ceed in do­ing it—”

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” con­tin­ued Aramis, cold­ly. “There is not a sin­gle syl­la­ble of sense in all you have just said.”

			“What!” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, sur­prised, “a man like you refuse to view the prac­ti­cal bear­ing of the case! Do you con­fine your­self to the child­ish de­light of a po­lit­i­cal il­lu­sion, and ne­glect the chances of its be­ing car­ried in­to ex­e­cu­tion; in oth­er words, the re­al­i­ty it­self, is it pos­si­ble?”

			“My friend,” said Aramis, em­pha­siz­ing the word with a kind of dis­dain­ful fa­mil­iar­i­ty, “what does Heav­en do in or­der to sub­sti­tute one king for an­oth­er?”

			“Heav­en!” ex­claimed Fou­quet—“Heav­en gives di­rec­tions to its agent, who seizes up­on the doomed vic­tim, hur­ries him away, and seats the tri­umphant ri­val on the emp­ty throne. But you for­get that this agent is called death. Oh! Mon­sieur d’Herblay, in Heav­en’s name, tell me if you have had the idea—”

			“There is no ques­tion of that, Mon­seigneur; you are go­ing be­yond the ob­ject in view. Who spoke of Louis XIV’s death? who spoke of adopt­ing the ex­am­ple which Heav­en sets in fol­low­ing out the strict ex­e­cu­tion of its de­crees? No, I wish you to un­der­stand that Heav­en ef­fects its pur­pos­es with­out con­fu­sion or dis­tur­bance, with­out ex­cit­ing com­ment or re­mark, with­out dif­fi­cul­ty or ex­er­tion; and that men, in­spired by Heav­en, suc­ceed like Heav­en it­self, in all their un­der­tak­ings, in all they at­tempt, in all they do.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean, my friend,” re­turned Aramis, with the same in­to­na­tion on the word friend that he had ap­plied to it the first time—“I mean that if there has been any con­fu­sion, scan­dal, and even ef­fort in the sub­sti­tu­tion of the pris­on­er for the king, I de­fy you to prove it.”

			“What!” cried Fou­quet, whiter than the hand­ker­chief with which he wiped his tem­ples, “what do you say?”

			“Go to the king’s apart­ment,” con­tin­ued Aramis, tran­quil­ly, “and you who know the mys­tery, I de­fy even you to per­ceive that the pris­on­er of the Bastille is ly­ing in his broth­er’s bed.”

			“But the king,” stam­mered Fou­quet, seized with hor­ror at the in­tel­li­gence.

			“What king?” said Aramis, in his gen­tlest tone; “the one who hates you, or the one who likes you?”

			“The king—of—yes­ter­day.”

			“The king of yes­ter­day! be quite easy on that score; he has gone to take the place in the Bastille which his vic­tim oc­cu­pied for so many years.”

			“Great God! And who took him there?”

			“I.”

			“You?”

			“Yes, and in the sim­plest way. I car­ried him away last night. While he was de­scend­ing in­to mid­night, the oth­er was as­cend­ing in­to day. I do not think there has been any dis­tur­bance what­ev­er. A flash of light­ning with­out thun­der awak­ens no­body.”

			Fou­quet ut­tered a thick, smoth­ered cry, as if he had been struck by some in­vis­i­ble blow, and clasp­ing his head be­tween his clenched hands, he mur­mured: “You did that?”

			“Clev­er­ly enough, too; what do you think of it?”

			“You de­throned the king? im­pris­oned him, too?”

			“Yes, that has been done.”

			“And such an ac­tion was com­mit­ted here, at Vaux?”

			“Yes, here, at Vaux, in the Cham­ber of Mor­pheus. It would al­most seem that it had been built in an­tic­i­pa­tion of such an act.”

			“And at what time did it oc­cur?”

			“Last night, be­tween twelve and one o’clock.”

			Fou­quet made a move­ment as if he were on the point of spring­ing up­on Aramis; he re­strained him­self. “At Vaux; un­der my roof!” he said, in a half-stran­gled voice.

			“I be­lieve so! for it is still your house, and it is like­ly to con­tin­ue so, since M. Col­bert can­not rob you of it now.”

			“It was un­der my roof, then, Mon­sieur, that you com­mit­ted this crime?”

			“This crime?” said Aramis, stu­pe­fied.

			“This abom­inable crime!” pur­sued Fou­quet, be­com­ing more and more ex­cit­ed; “this crime more ex­e­crable than an as­sas­si­na­tion! this crime which dis­hon­ors my name for­ev­er, and en­tails up­on me the hor­ror of pos­ter­i­ty.”

			“You are not in your sens­es, Mon­sieur,” replied Aramis, in an ir­res­o­lute tone of voice; “you are speak­ing too loud­ly; take care!”

			“I will call out so loud­ly, that the whole world shall hear me.”

			“Mon­sieur Fou­quet, take care!”

			Fou­quet turned round to­wards the prelate, whom he looked at full in the face. “You have dis­hon­ored me,” he said, “in com­mit­ting so foul an act of trea­son, so heinous a crime up­on my guest, up­on one who was peace­ful­ly repos­ing be­neath my roof. Oh! woe, woe is me!”

			“Woe to the man, rather, who be­neath your roof med­i­tat­ed the ru­in of your for­tune, your life. Do you for­get that?”

			“He was my guest, my sov­er­eign.”

			Aramis rose, his eyes lit­er­al­ly blood­shot, his mouth trem­bling con­vul­sive­ly. “Have I a man out of his sens­es to deal with?” he said.

			“You have an hon­or­able man to deal with.”

			“You are mad.”

			“A man who will pre­vent you con­sum­mat­ing your crime.”

			“You are mad, I say.”

			“A man who would soon­er, oh! far soon­er, die; who would kill you even, rather than al­low you to com­plete his dis­hon­or.”

			And Fou­quet snatched up his sword, which d’Artag­nan had placed at the head of his bed, and clenched it res­o­lute­ly in his hand. Aramis frowned, and thrust his hand in­to his breast as if in search of a weapon. This move­ment did not es­cape Fou­quet, who, full of no­ble­ness and pride in his mag­na­nim­i­ty, threw his sword to a dis­tance from him, and ap­proached Aramis so close as to touch his shoul­der with his dis­armed hand. “Mon­sieur,” he said, “I would soon­er die here on the spot than sur­vive this ter­ri­ble dis­grace; and if you have any pity left for me, I en­treat you to take my life.”

			Aramis re­mained silent and mo­tion­less.

			“You do not re­ply?” said Fou­quet.

			Aramis raised his head gen­tly, and a glim­mer of hope might be seen once more to an­i­mate his eyes. “Re­flect, Mon­seigneur,” he said, “up­on ev­ery­thing we have to ex­pect. As the mat­ter now stands, the king is still alive, and his im­pris­on­ment saves your life.”

			“Yes,” replied Fou­quet, “you may have been act­ing on my be­half, but I will not, do not, ac­cept your ser­vices. But, first of all, I do not wish your ru­in. You will leave this house.”

			Aramis sti­fled the ex­cla­ma­tion which al­most es­caped his bro­ken heart.

			“I am hos­pitable to­wards all who are dwellers be­neath my roof,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, with an air of in­ex­press­ible majesty; “you will not be more fa­tal­ly lost than he whose ru­in you have con­sum­mat­ed.”

			“You will be so,” said Aramis, in a hoarse, prophet­ic voice, “you will be so, be­lieve me.”

			“I ac­cept the au­gury, Mon­sieur d’Herblay; but noth­ing shall pre­vent me, noth­ing shall stop me. You will leave Vaux—you must leave France; I give you four hours to place your­self out of the king’s reach.”

			“Four hours?” said Aramis, scorn­ful­ly and in­cred­u­lous­ly.

			“Up­on the word of Fou­quet, no one shall fol­low you be­fore the ex­pi­ra­tion of that time. You will there­fore have four hours’ ad­vance of those whom the king may wish to dis­patch af­ter you.”

			“Four hours!” re­peat­ed Aramis, in a thick, smoth­ered voice.

			“It is more than you will need to get on board a ves­sel and flee to Belle-Isle, which I give you as a place of refuge.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Aramis.

			“Belle-Isle is as much mine for you, as Vaux is mine for the king. Go, d’Herblay, go! as long as I live, not a hair of your head shall be in­jured.”

			“Thank you,” said Aramis, with a cold irony of man­ner.

			“Go at once, then, and give me your hand, be­fore we both has­ten away; you to save your life, I to save my hon­or.”

			Aramis with­drew from his breast the hand he had con­cealed there; it was stained with his blood. He had dug his nails in­to his flesh, as if in pun­ish­ment for hav­ing nursed so many projects, more vain, in­sen­sate, and fleet­ing than the life of the man him­self. Fou­quet was hor­ror-strick­en, and then his heart smote him with pity. He threw open his arms as if to em­brace him.

			“I had no arms,” mur­mured Aramis, as wild and ter­ri­ble in his wrath as the shade of Di­do. And then, with­out touch­ing Fou­quet’s hand, he turned his head aside, and stepped back a pace or two. His last word was an im­pre­ca­tion, his last ges­ture a curse, which his blood­stained hand seemed to in­voke, as it sprin­kled on Fou­quet’s face a few drops of blood which flowed from his breast. And both of them dart­ed out of the room by the se­cret stair­case which led down to the in­ner court­yard. Fou­quet or­dered his best hors­es, while Aramis paused at the foot of the stair­case which led to Porthos’s apart­ment. He re­flect­ed pro­found­ly and for some time, while Fou­quet’s car­riage left the court­yard at full gal­lop.

			“Shall I go alone?” said Aramis to him­self, “or warn the prince? Oh! fury! Warn the prince, and then—do what? Take him with me? To car­ry this ac­cus­ing wit­ness about with me ev­ery­where? War, too, would fol­low—civ­il war, im­pla­ca­ble in its na­ture! And with­out any re­source save my­self—it is im­pos­si­ble! What could he do with­out me? Oh! with­out me he will be ut­ter­ly de­stroyed. Yet who knows—let des­tiny be ful­filled—con­demned he was, let him re­main so then! Good or evil Spir­it—gloomy and scorn­ful Pow­er, whom men call the ge­nius of hu­man­i­ty, thou art a pow­er more rest­less­ly un­cer­tain, more base­less­ly use­less, than wild moun­tain wind! Chance, thou term’st thy­self, but thou art noth­ing; thou in­flamest ev­ery­thing with thy breath, crum­blest moun­tains at thy ap­proach, and sud­den­ly art thy­self de­stroyed at the pres­ence of the Cross of dead wood be­hind which stands an­oth­er Pow­er in­vis­i­ble like thy­self—whom thou de­ni­est, per­haps, but whose aveng­ing hand is on thee, and hurls thee in the dust dis­hon­ored and un­named! Lost!—I am lost! What can be done? Flee to Belle-Isle? Yes, and leave Porthos be­hind me, to talk and re­late the whole af­fair to ev­ery­one! Porthos, too, who will have to suf­fer for what he has done. I will not let poor Porthos suf­fer. He seems like one of the mem­bers of my own frame; and his grief or mis­for­tune would be mine as well. Porthos shall leave with me, and shall fol­low my des­tiny. It must be so.”

			And Aramis, ap­pre­hen­sive of meet­ing any­one to whom his hur­ried move­ments might ap­pear sus­pi­cious, as­cend­ed the stair­case with­out be­ing per­ceived. Porthos, so re­cent­ly re­turned from Paris, was al­ready in a pro­found sleep; his huge body for­got its fa­tigue, as his mind for­got its thoughts. Aramis en­tered, light as a shad­ow, and placed his ner­vous grasp on the gi­ant’s shoul­der. “Come, Porthos,” he cried, “come.”

			Porthos obeyed, rose from his bed, opened his eyes, even be­fore his in­tel­li­gence seemed to be aroused.

			“We leave im­me­di­ate­ly,” said Aramis.

			“Ah!” re­turned Porthos.

			“We shall go mount­ed, and faster than we have ev­er gone in our lives.”

			“Ah!” re­peat­ed Porthos.

			“Dress your­self, my friend.”

			And he helped the gi­ant to dress him­self, and thrust his gold and di­a­monds in­to his pock­et. Whilst he was thus en­gaged, a slight noise at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion, and on look­ing up, he saw d’Artag­nan watch­ing them through the half-opened door. Aramis start­ed.

			“What the dev­il are you do­ing there in such an ag­i­tat­ed man­ner?” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“Hush!” said Porthos.

			“We are go­ing off on a mis­sion of great im­por­tance,” added the bish­op.

			“You are very for­tu­nate,” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“Oh, dear me!” said Porthos, “I feel so wea­ried; I would far soon­er have been fast asleep. But the ser­vice of the king. …”

			“Have you seen M. Fou­quet?” said Aramis to d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, this very minute, in a car­riage.”

			“What did he say to you?”

			“ ‘Adieu’; noth­ing more.”

			“Was that all?”

			“What else do you think he could say? Am I worth any­thing now, since you have got in­to such high fa­vor?”

			“Lis­ten,” said Aramis, em­brac­ing the mus­ke­teer; “your good times are re­turn­ing again. You will have no oc­ca­sion to be jeal­ous of any­one.”

			“Ah! bah!”

			“I pre­dict that some­thing will hap­pen to you to­day which will in­crease your im­por­tance more than ev­er.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“You know that I know all the news?”

			“Oh, yes!”

			“Come, Porthos, are you ready? Let us go.”

			“I am quite ready, Aramis.”

			“Let us em­brace d’Artag­nan first.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly.”

			“But the hors­es?”

			“Oh! there is no want of them here. Will you have mine?”

			“No; Porthos has his own stud. So adieu! adieu!”

			The fugi­tives mount­ed their hors­es be­neath the very eyes of the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, who held Porthos’s stir­rup for him, and gazed af­ter them un­til they were out of sight.

			On any oth­er oc­ca­sion, thought the Gas­con, I should say that those gen­tle­men were mak­ing their es­cape; but in these days pol­i­tics seem so changed that such an ex­it is termed go­ing on a mis­sion. I have no ob­jec­tion; let me at­tend to my own af­fairs, that is more than enough for me—and he philo­soph­i­cal­ly en­tered his apart­ments.
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				Show­ing How the Coun­ter­sign Was Re­spect­ed at the Bastille

			
			Fou­quet tore along as fast as his hors­es could drag him. On his way he trem­bled with hor­ror at the idea of what had just been re­vealed to him.

			What must have been, he thought, the youth of those ex­tra­or­di­nary men, who, even as age is steal­ing fast up­on them, are still able to con­ceive such gi­gan­tic plans, and car­ry them through with­out a tremor?

			At one mo­ment he could not re­sist the idea that all Aramis had just been re­count­ing to him was noth­ing more than a dream, and whether the fa­ble it­self was not the snare; so that when Fou­quet ar­rived at the Bastille, he might pos­si­bly find an or­der of ar­rest, which would send him to join the de­throned king. Strong­ly im­pressed with this idea, he gave cer­tain sealed or­ders on his route, while fresh hors­es were be­ing har­nessed to his car­riage. These or­ders were ad­dressed to M. d’Artag­nan and to cer­tain oth­ers whose fi­deli­ty to the king was far above sus­pi­cion.

			In this way, said Fou­quet to him­self, pris­on­er or not, I shall have per­formed the du­ty that I owe my hon­or. The or­ders will not reach them un­til af­ter my re­turn, if I should re­turn free, and con­se­quent­ly they will not have been un­sealed. I shall take them back again. If I am de­layed; it will be be­cause some mis­for­tune will have be­fall­en me; and in that case as­sis­tance will be sent for me as well as for the king.

			Pre­pared in this man­ner, the su­per­in­ten­dent ar­rived at the Bastille; he had trav­eled at the rate of five leagues and a half the hour. Ev­ery cir­cum­stance of de­lay which Aramis had es­caped in his vis­it to the Bastille be­fell Fou­quet. It was use­less giv­ing his name, equal­ly use­less his be­ing rec­og­nized; he could not suc­ceed in ob­tain­ing an en­trance. By dint of en­treaties, threats, com­mands, he suc­ceed­ed in in­duc­ing a sen­tinel to speak to one of the sub­al­terns, who went and told the ma­jor. As for the gov­er­nor they did not even dare dis­turb him. Fou­quet sat in his car­riage, at the out­er gate of the fortress, chaf­ing with rage and im­pa­tience, await­ing the re­turn of the of­fi­cers, who at last reap­peared with a suf­fi­cient­ly sulky air.

			“Well,” said Fou­quet, im­pa­tient­ly, “what did the ma­jor say?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” replied the sol­dier, “the ma­jor laughed in my face. He told me that M. Fou­quet was at Vaux, and that even were he at Paris, M. Fou­quet would not get up at so ear­ly an hour as the present.”

			“Mordieu! you are an ab­so­lute set of fools,” cried the min­is­ter, dart­ing out of the car­riage; and be­fore the sub­al­tern had time to shut the gate, Fou­quet sprang through it, and ran for­ward in spite of the sol­dier, who cried out for as­sis­tance. Fou­quet gained ground, re­gard­less of the cries of the man, who, how­ev­er, hav­ing at last come up with Fou­quet, called out to the sen­tinel of the sec­ond gate, “Look out, look out, sen­tinel!” The man crossed his pike be­fore the min­is­ter; but the lat­ter, ro­bust and ac­tive, and hur­ried away, too, by his pas­sion, wrest­ed the pike from the sol­dier and struck him a vi­o­lent blow on the shoul­der with it. The sub­al­tern, who ap­proached too close­ly, re­ceived a share of the blows as well. Both of them ut­tered loud and fu­ri­ous cries, at the sound of which the whole of the first body of the ad­vanced guard poured out of the guard­house. Among them there was one, how­ev­er, who rec­og­nized the su­per­in­ten­dent, and who called, “Mon­seigneur, ah! Mon­seigneur. Stop, stop, you fel­lows!” And he ef­fec­tu­al­ly checked the sol­diers, who were on the point of re­veng­ing their com­pan­ions. Fou­quet de­sired them to open the gate, but they re­fused to do so with­out the coun­ter­sign; he de­sired them to in­form the gov­er­nor of his pres­ence; but the lat­ter had al­ready heard the dis­tur­bance at the gate. He ran for­ward, fol­lowed by his ma­jor, and ac­com­pa­nied by a pick­et of twen­ty men, per­suad­ed that an at­tack was be­ing made on the Bastille. Baise­meaux al­so rec­og­nized Fou­quet im­me­di­ate­ly, and dropped the sword he brave­ly had been bran­dish­ing.

			“Ah! Mon­seigneur,” he stam­mered, “how can I ex­cuse—”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, flushed with anger, and heat­ed by his ex­er­tions, “I con­grat­u­late you. Your watch and ward are ad­mirably kept.”

			Baise­meaux turned pale, think­ing that this re­mark was made iron­i­cal­ly, and por­tend­ed a fu­ri­ous burst of anger. But Fou­quet had re­cov­ered his breath, and, beck­on­ing the sen­tinel and the sub­al­tern, who were rub­bing their shoul­ders, to­wards him, he said, “There are twen­ty pis­toles for the sen­tinel, and fifty for the of­fi­cer. Pray re­ceive my com­pli­ments, gen­tle­men. I will not fail to speak to His Majesty about you. And now, M. Baise­meaux, a word with you.”

			And he fol­lowed the gov­er­nor to his of­fi­cial res­i­dence, ac­com­pa­nied by a mur­mur of gen­er­al sat­is­fac­tion. Baise­meaux was al­ready trem­bling with shame and un­easi­ness. Aramis’s ear­ly vis­it, from that mo­ment, seemed to pos­sess con­se­quences, which a func­tionary such as he (Baise­meaux) was, was per­fect­ly jus­ti­fied in ap­pre­hend­ing. It was quite an­oth­er thing, how­ev­er, when Fou­quet in a sharp tone of voice, and with an im­pe­ri­ous look, said, “You have seen M. d’Herblay this morn­ing?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And are you not hor­ri­fied at the crime of which you have made your­self an ac­com­plice?”

			Well, thought Baise­meaux, good so far; and then he added, aloud, “But what crime, Mon­seigneur, do you al­lude to?”

			“That for which you can be quar­tered alive, Mon­sieur—do not for­get that! But this is not a time to show anger. Con­duct me im­me­di­ate­ly to the pris­on­er.”

			“To what pris­on­er?” said Baise­meaux, trem­bling.

			“You pre­tend to be ig­no­rant? Very good—it is the best plan for you, per­haps; for if, in fact, you were to ad­mit your par­tic­i­pa­tion in such a crime, it would be all over with you. I wish, there­fore, to seem to be­lieve in your as­sump­tion of ig­no­rance.”

			“I en­treat you, Mon­seigneur—”

			“That will do. Lead me to the pris­on­er.”

			“To Marchiali?”

			“Who is Marchiali?”

			“The pris­on­er who was brought back this morn­ing by M. d’Herblay.”

			“He is called Marchiali?” said the su­per­in­ten­dent, his con­vic­tion some­what shak­en by Baise­meaux’s cool man­ner.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; that is the name un­der which he was in­scribed here.”

			Fou­quet looked steadi­ly at Baise­meaux, as if he would read his very heart; and per­ceived, with that clear-sight­ed­ness most men pos­sess who are ac­cus­tomed to the ex­er­cise of pow­er, that the man was speak­ing with per­fect sin­cer­i­ty. Be­sides, in ob­serv­ing his face for a few mo­ments, he could not be­lieve that Aramis would have cho­sen such a con­fi­dant.

			“It is the pris­on­er,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent to him, “whom M. d’Herblay car­ried away the day be­fore yes­ter­day?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And whom he brought back this morn­ing?” added Fou­quet, quick­ly: for he un­der­stood im­me­di­ate­ly the mech­a­nism of Aramis’s plan.

			“Pre­cise­ly, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And his name is Marchiali, you say?”

			“Yes, Marchiali. If Mon­seigneur has come here to re­move him, so much the bet­ter, for I was go­ing to write about him.”

			“What has he done, then?”

			“Ev­er since this morn­ing he has an­noyed me ex­treme­ly. He has had such ter­ri­ble fits of pas­sion, as al­most to make me be­lieve that he would bring the Bastille it­self down about our ears.”

			“I will soon re­lieve you of his pos­ses­sion,” said Fou­quet.

			“Ah! so much the bet­ter.”

			“Con­duct me to his prison.”

			“Will Mon­seigneur give me the or­der?”

			“What or­der?”

			“An or­der from the king.”

			“Wait un­til I sign you one.”

			“That will not be suf­fi­cient, Mon­seigneur. I must have an or­der from the king.”

			Fou­quet as­sumed an ir­ri­tat­ed ex­pres­sion. “As you are so scrupu­lous,” he said, “with re­gard to al­low­ing pris­on­ers to leave, show me the or­der by which this one was set at lib­er­ty.”

			Baise­meaux showed him the or­der to re­lease Sel­don.

			“Very good,” said Fou­quet; “but Sel­don is not Marchiali.”

			“But Marchiali is not at lib­er­ty, Mon­seigneur; he is here.”

			“But you said that M. d’Herblay car­ried him away and brought him back again.”

			“I did not say so.”

			“So sure­ly did you say it, that I al­most seem to hear it now.”

			“It was a slip of my tongue, then, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Take care, M. Baise­meaux, take care.”

			“I have noth­ing to fear, Mon­seigneur; I am act­ing ac­cord­ing to the very strictest reg­u­la­tion.”

			“Do you dare to say so?”

			“I would say so in the pres­ence of one of the apos­tles. M. d’Herblay brought me an or­der to set Sel­don at lib­er­ty. Sel­don is free.”

			“I tell you that Marchiali has left the Bastille.”

			“You must prove that, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Let me see him.”

			“You, Mon­seigneur, who gov­ern this king­dom, know very well that no one can see any of the pris­on­ers with­out an ex­press or­der from the king.”

			“M. d’Herblay has en­tered, how­ev­er.”

			“That re­mains to be proved, Mon­seigneur.”

			“M. de Baise­meaux, once more I warn you to pay par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to what you are say­ing.”

			“All the doc­u­ments are there, Mon­seigneur.”

			“M. d’Herblay is over­thrown.”

			“Over­thrown?—M. d’Herblay! Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“You see that he has un­doubt­ed­ly in­flu­enced you.”

			“No, Mon­seigneur; what does, in fact, in­flu­ence me, is the king’s ser­vice. I am do­ing my du­ty. Give me an or­der from him, and you shall en­ter.”

			“Stay, M. le Gou­verneur, I give you my word that if you al­low me to see the pris­on­er, I will give you an or­der from the king at once.”

			“Give it to me now, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And that, if you refuse me, I will have you and all your of­fi­cers ar­rest­ed on the spot.”

			“Be­fore you com­mit such an act of vi­o­lence, Mon­seigneur, you will re­flect,” said Baise­meaux, who had turned very pale, “that we will on­ly obey an or­der signed by the king; and that it will be just as easy for you to ob­tain one to see Marchiali as to ob­tain one to do me so much in­jury; me, too, who am per­fect­ly in­no­cent.”

			“True. True!” cried Fou­quet, fu­ri­ous­ly; “per­fect­ly true. M. de Baise­meaux,” he added, in a sonorous voice, draw­ing the un­hap­py gov­er­nor to­wards him, “do you know why I am so anx­ious to speak to the pris­on­er?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur; and al­low me to ob­serve that you are ter­ri­fy­ing me out of my sens­es; I am trem­bling all over—in fact, I feel as though I were about to faint.”

			“You will stand a bet­ter chance of faint­ing out­right, Mon­sieur Baise­meaux, when I re­turn here at the head of ten thou­sand men and thir­ty pieces of can­non.”

			“Good heav­ens, Mon­seigneur, you are los­ing your sens­es.”

			“When I have roused the whole pop­u­la­tion of Paris against you and your ac­cursed tow­ers, and have bat­tered open the gates of this place, and hanged you to the top­most tree of yon­der pin­na­cle!”

			“Mon­seigneur! Mon­seigneur! for pity’s sake!”

			“I give you ten min­utes to make up your mind,” added Fou­quet, in a calm voice. “I will sit down here, in this arm­chair, and wait for you; if, in ten min­utes’ time, you still per­sist, I leave this place, and you may think me as mad as you like. Then—you shall see!”

			Baise­meaux stamped his foot on the ground like a man in a state of de­spair, but he did not re­ply a sin­gle syl­la­ble; where­upon Fou­quet seized a pen and ink, and wrote:

			“Or­der for M. le Prévôt des Marchands to as­sem­ble the mu­nic­i­pal guard and to march up­on the Bastille on the king’s im­me­di­ate ser­vice.”

			Baise­meaux shrugged his shoul­ders. Fou­quet wrote:

			“Or­der for the Duc de Bouil­lon and M. le Prince de Condé to as­sume the com­mand of the Swiss guards, of the king’s Guards, and to march up­on the Bastille on the king’s im­me­di­ate ser­vice.”

			Baise­meaux re­flect­ed. Fou­quet still wrote:

			“Or­der for ev­ery sol­dier, cit­i­zen, or gen­tle­man to seize and ap­pre­hend, wher­ev­er he may be found, le Cheva­lier d’Herblay, Évêque de Vannes, and his ac­com­plices, who are: first, M. de Baise­meaux, gov­er­nor of the Bastille, sus­pect­ed of the crimes of high trea­son and re­bel­lion—”

			“Stop, Mon­seigneur!” cried Baise­meaux; “I do not un­der­stand a sin­gle jot of the whole mat­ter; but so many mis­for­tunes, even were it mad­ness it­self that had set them at their aw­ful work, might hap­pen here in a cou­ple of hours, that the king, by whom I must be judged, will see whether I have been wrong in with­draw­ing the coun­ter­sign be­fore this flood of im­mi­nent catas­tro­phes. Come with me to the keep, Mon­seigneur, you shall see Marchiali.”

			Fou­quet dart­ed out of the room, fol­lowed by Baise­meaux as he wiped the per­spi­ra­tion from his face. “What a ter­ri­ble morn­ing!” he said; “what a dis­grace for me!”

			“Walk faster,” replied Fou­quet.

			Baise­meaux made a sign to the jail­er to pre­cede them. He was afraid of his com­pan­ion, which the lat­ter could not fail to per­ceive.

			“A truce to this child’s play,” he said, rough­ly. “Let the man re­main here; take the keys your­self, and show me the way. Not a sin­gle per­son, do you un­der­stand, must hear what is go­ing to take place here.”

			“Ah!” said Baise­meaux, un­de­cid­ed.

			“Again!” cried M. Fou­quet. “Ah! say ‘no’ at once, and I will leave the Bastille and will my­self car­ry my own dis­patch­es.”

			Baise­meaux bowed his head, took the keys, and un­ac­com­pa­nied, ex­cept by the min­is­ter, as­cend­ed the stair­case. The high­er they ad­vanced up the spi­ral stair­case, the more clear­ly did cer­tain muf­fled mur­murs be­come dis­tinct ap­peals and fear­ful im­pre­ca­tions.

			“What is that?” asked Fou­quet.

			“That is your Marchiali,” said the gov­er­nor; “this is the way these mad­men scream.”

			And he ac­com­pa­nied that re­ply with a glance more preg­nant with in­ju­ri­ous al­lu­sion, as far as Fou­quet was con­cerned, than po­lite­ness. The lat­ter trem­bled; he had just rec­og­nized in one cry more ter­ri­ble than any that had pre­ced­ed it, the king’s voice. He paused on the stair­case, snatch­ing the bunch of keys from Baise­meaux, who thought this new mad­man was go­ing to dash out his brains with one of them. “Ah!” he cried, “M. d’Herblay did not say a word about that.”

			“Give me the keys at once!” cried Fou­quet, tear­ing them from his hand. “Which is the key of the door I am to open?”

			“That one.”

			A fear­ful cry, fol­lowed by a vi­o­lent blow against the door, made the whole stair­case re­sound with the echo.

			“Leave this place,” said Fou­quet to Baise­meaux, in a threat­en­ing tone.

			“I ask noth­ing bet­ter,” mur­mured the lat­ter, to him­self. “There will be a cou­ple of mad­men face to face, and the one will kill the oth­er, I am sure.”

			“Go!” re­peat­ed Fou­quet. “If you place your foot on this stair­case be­fore I call you, re­mem­ber that you shall take the place of the mean­est pris­on­er in the Bastille.”

			“This job will kill me, I am sure it will,” mut­tered Baise­meaux, as he with­drew with tot­ter­ing steps.

			The pris­on­er’s cries be­came more and more ter­ri­ble. When Fou­quet had sat­is­fied him­self that Baise­meaux had reached the bot­tom of the stair­case, he in­sert­ed the key in the first lock. It was then that he heard the hoarse, chok­ing voice of the king, cry­ing out, in a fren­zy of rage, “Help, help! I am the king.” The key of the sec­ond door was not the same as the first, and Fou­quet was obliged to look for it on the bunch. The king, how­ev­er, fu­ri­ous and al­most mad with rage and pas­sion, shout­ed at the top of his voice, “It was M. Fou­quet who brought me here. Help me against M. Fou­quet! I am the king! Help the king against M. Fou­quet!” These cries filled the min­is­ter’s heart with ter­ri­ble emo­tions. They were fol­lowed by a show­er of blows lev­eled against the door with a part of the bro­ken chair with which the king had armed him­self. Fou­quet at last suc­ceed­ed in find­ing the key. The king was al­most ex­haust­ed; he could hard­ly ar­tic­u­late dis­tinct­ly as he shout­ed, “Death to Fou­quet! death to the traitor Fou­quet!” The door flew open.
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				The King’s Grat­i­tude

			
			The two men were on the point of dart­ing to­wards each oth­er when they sud­den­ly and abrupt­ly stopped, as a mu­tu­al recog­ni­tion took place, and each ut­tered a cry of hor­ror.

			“Have you come to as­sas­si­nate me, Mon­sieur?” said the king, when he rec­og­nized Fou­quet.

			“The king in this state!” mur­mured the min­is­ter.

			Noth­ing could be more ter­ri­ble in­deed than the ap­pear­ance of the young prince at the mo­ment Fou­quet had sur­prised him; his clothes were in tat­ters; his shirt, open and torn to rags, was stained with sweat and with the blood which streamed from his lac­er­at­ed breast and arms. Hag­gard, ghast­ly pale, his hair in di­sheveled mass­es, Louis XIV pre­sent­ed the most per­fect pic­ture of de­spair, dis­tress, anger and fear com­bined that could pos­si­bly be unit­ed in one fig­ure. Fou­quet was so touched, so af­fect­ed and dis­turbed by it, that he ran to­wards him with his arms stretched out and his eyes filled with tears. Louis held up the mas­sive piece of wood of which he had made such a fu­ri­ous use.

			“Sire,” said Fou­quet, in a voice trem­bling with emo­tion, “do you not rec­og­nize the most faith­ful of your friends?”

			“A friend—you!” re­peat­ed Louis, gnash­ing his teeth in a man­ner which be­trayed his hate and de­sire for speedy vengeance.

			“The most re­spect­ful of your ser­vants,” added Fou­quet, throw­ing him­self on his knees. The king let the rude weapon fall from his grasp. Fou­quet ap­proached him, kissed his knees, and took him in his arms with in­con­ceiv­able ten­der­ness.

			“My king, my child,” he said, “how you must have suf­fered!”

			Louis, re­called to him­self by the change of sit­u­a­tion, looked at him­self, and ashamed of the dis­or­dered state of his ap­par­el, ashamed of his con­duct, and ashamed of the air of pity and pro­tec­tion that was shown to­wards him, drew back. Fou­quet did not un­der­stand this move­ment; he did not per­ceive that the king’s feel­ing of pride would nev­er for­give him for hav­ing been a wit­ness of such an ex­hi­bi­tion of weak­ness.

			“Come, sire,” he said, “you are free.”

			“Free?” re­peat­ed the king. “Oh! you set me at lib­er­ty, then, af­ter hav­ing dared to lift up your hand against me.”

			“You do not be­lieve that!” ex­claimed Fou­quet, in­dig­nant­ly; “you can­not be­lieve me to be guilty of such an act.”

			And rapid­ly, warm­ly even, he re­lat­ed the whole par­tic­u­lars of the in­trigue, the de­tails of which are al­ready known to the read­er. While the recital con­tin­ued, Louis suf­fered the most hor­ri­ble an­guish of mind; and when it was fin­ished, the mag­ni­tude of the dan­ger he had run struck him far more than the im­por­tance of the se­cret rel­a­tive to his twin broth­er.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said, sud­den­ly to Fou­quet, “this dou­ble birth is a false­hood; it is im­pos­si­ble—you can­not have been the dupe of it.”

			“Sire!”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble, I tell you, that the hon­or, the virtue of my moth­er can be sus­pect­ed, and my first min­is­ter has not yet done jus­tice on the crim­i­nals!”

			“Re­flect, sire, be­fore you are hur­ried away by anger,” replied Fou­quet. “The birth of your broth­er—”

			“I have on­ly one broth­er—and that is Mon­sieur. You know it as well as my­self. There is a plot, I tell you, be­gin­ning with the gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			“Be care­ful, sire, for this man has been de­ceived as ev­ery­one else has by the prince’s like­ness to your­self.”

			“Like­ness? Ab­surd!”

			“This Marchiali must be sin­gu­lar­ly like Your Majesty, to be able to de­ceive ev­ery­one’s eye,” Fou­quet per­sist­ed.

			“Ridicu­lous!”

			“Do not say so, sire; those who had pre­pared ev­ery­thing in or­der to face and de­ceive your min­is­ters, your moth­er, your of­fi­cers of state, the mem­bers of your fam­i­ly, must be quite con­fi­dent of the re­sem­blance be­tween you.”

			“But where are these per­sons, then?” mur­mured the king.

			“At Vaux.”

			“At Vaux! and you suf­fer them to re­main there!”

			“My most in­stant du­ty ap­peared to me to be Your Majesty’s re­lease. I have ac­com­plished that du­ty; and now, what­ev­er Your Majesty may com­mand, shall be done. I await your or­ders.”

			Louis re­flect­ed for a few mo­ments.

			“Muster all the troops in Paris,” he said.

			“All the nec­es­sary or­ders are giv­en for that pur­pose,” replied Fou­quet.

			“You have giv­en or­ders!” ex­claimed the king.

			“For that pur­pose, yes, sire; Your Majesty will be at the head of ten thou­sand men in less than an hour.”

			The on­ly re­ply the king made was to take hold of Fou­quet’s hand with such an ex­pres­sion of feel­ing, that it was very easy to per­ceive how strong­ly he had, un­til that re­mark, main­tained his sus­pi­cions of the min­is­ter, not­with­stand­ing the lat­ter’s in­ter­ven­tion.

			“And with these troops,” he said, “we shall go at once and be­siege in your house the rebels who by this time will have es­tab­lished and en­trenched them­selves there­in.”

			“I should be sur­prised if that were the case,” replied Fou­quet.

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause their chief—the very soul of the en­ter­prise—hav­ing been un­masked by me, the whole plan seems to me to have mis­car­ried.”

			“You have un­masked this false prince al­so?”

			“No, I have not seen him.”

			“Whom have you seen, then?”

			“The lead­er of the en­ter­prise, not that un­hap­py young man; the lat­ter is mere­ly an in­stru­ment, des­tined through his whole life to wretched­ness, I plain­ly per­ceive.”

			“Most cer­tain­ly.”

			“It is M. l’Ab­bé d’Herblay, Évêque de Vannes.”

			“Your friend?”

			“He was my friend, sire,” replied Fou­quet, nobly.

			“An un­for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance for you,” said the king, in a less gen­er­ous tone of voice.

			“Such friend­ships, sire, had noth­ing dis­hon­or­able in them so long as I was ig­no­rant of the crime.”

			“You should have fore­seen it.”

			“If I am guilty, I place my­self in Your Majesty’s hands.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur Fou­quet, it was not that I meant,” re­turned the king, sor­ry to have shown the bit­ter­ness of his thought in such a man­ner. “Well! I as­sure you that, not­with­stand­ing the mask with which the vil­lain cov­ered his face, I had some­thing like a vague sus­pi­cion that he was the very man. But with this chief of the en­ter­prise there was a man of prodi­gious strength, the one who men­aced me with a force al­most her­culean; what is he?”

			“It must be his friend the Baron du Val­lon, for­mer­ly one of the Mus­ke­teers.”

			“The friend of d’Artag­nan? the friend of the Comte de la Fère? Ah!” ex­claimed the king, as he paused at the name of the lat­ter, “we must not for­get the con­nec­tion that ex­ist­ed be­tween the con­spir­a­tors and M. de Bragelonne.”

			“Sire, sire, do not go too far. M. de la Fère is the most hon­or­able man in France. Be sat­is­fied with those whom I de­liv­er up to you.”

			“With those whom you de­liv­er up to me, you say? Very good, for you will de­liv­er up those who are guilty to me.”

			“What does Your Majesty un­der­stand by that?” in­quired Fou­quet.

			“I un­der­stand,” replied the king, “that we shall soon ar­rive at Vaux with a large body of troops, that we will lay vi­o­lent hands up­on that nest of vipers, and that not a soul shall es­cape.”

			“Your Majesty will put these men to death!” cried Fou­quet.

			“To the very mean­est of them.”

			“Oh! sire.”

			“Let us un­der­stand one an­oth­er, Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said the king, haugh­ti­ly. “We no longer live in times when as­sas­si­na­tion was the on­ly and the last re­source kings held in reser­va­tion at ex­trem­i­ty. No, Heav­en be praised! I have par­lia­ments who sit and judge in my name, and I have scaf­folds on which supreme au­thor­i­ty is car­ried out.”

			Fou­quet turned pale. “I will take the lib­er­ty of ob­serv­ing to Your Majesty, that any pro­ceed­ings in­sti­tut­ed re­spect­ing these mat­ters would bring down the great­est scan­dal up­on the dig­ni­ty of the throne. The au­gust name of Anne of Aus­tria must nev­er be al­lowed to pass the lips of the peo­ple ac­com­pa­nied by a smile.”

			“Jus­tice must be done, how­ev­er, Mon­sieur.”

			“Good, sire; but roy­al blood must not be shed up­on a scaf­fold.”

			“The roy­al blood! you be­lieve that!” cried the king with fury in his voice, stamp­ing his foot on the ground. “This dou­ble birth is an in­ven­tion; and in that in­ven­tion, par­tic­u­lar­ly, do I see M. d’Herblay’s crime. It is the crime I wish to pun­ish rather than the vi­o­lence, or the in­sult.”

			“And pun­ish it with death, sire?”

			“With death; yes, Mon­sieur, I have said it.”

			“Sire,” said the sur­in­ten­dant, with firm­ness, as he raised his head proud­ly, “Your Majesty will take the life, if you please, of your broth­er Philippe of France; that con­cerns you alone, and you will doubt­less con­sult the queen-moth­er up­on the sub­ject. What­ev­er she may com­mand will be per­fect­ly cor­rect. I do not wish to mix my­self up in it, not even for the hon­or of your crown, but I have a fa­vor to ask of you, and I beg to sub­mit it to you.”

			“Speak,” said the king, in no lit­tle de­gree ag­i­tat­ed by his min­is­ter’s last words. “What do you re­quire?”

			“The par­don of M. d’Herblay and of M. du Val­lon.”

			“My as­sas­sins?”

			“Two rebels, sire, that is all.”

			“Oh! I un­der­stand, then, you ask me to for­give your friends.”

			“My friends!” said Fou­quet, deeply wound­ed.

			“Your friends, cer­tain­ly; but the safe­ty of the state re­quires that an ex­em­plary pun­ish­ment should be in­flict­ed on the guilty.”

			“I will not per­mit my­self to re­mind Your Majesty that I have just re­stored you to lib­er­ty, and have saved your life.”

			“Mon­sieur!”

			“I will not al­low my­self to re­mind Your Majesty that had M. d’Herblay wished to car­ry out his char­ac­ter of an as­sas­sin, he could very eas­i­ly have as­sas­si­nat­ed Your Majesty this morn­ing in the for­est of Sé­nart, and all would have been over.” The king start­ed.

			“A pis­tol-bul­let through the head,” pur­sued Fou­quet, “and the dis­fig­ured fea­tures of Louis XIV, which no one could have rec­og­nized, would be M. d’Herblay’s com­plete and en­tire jus­ti­fi­ca­tion.”

			The king turned pale and gid­dy at the bare idea of the dan­ger he had es­caped.

			“If M. d’Herblay,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, “had been an as­sas­sin, he had no oc­ca­sion to in­form me of his plan in or­der to suc­ceed. Freed from the re­al king, it would have been im­pos­si­ble in all fu­tu­ri­ty to guess the false. And if the usurp­er had been rec­og­nized by Anne of Aus­tria, he would still have been—her son. The usurp­er, as far as Mon­sieur d’Herblay’s con­science was con­cerned, was still a king of the blood of Louis XI­II. More­over, the con­spir­a­tor, in that course, would have had se­cu­ri­ty, se­cre­cy, im­puni­ty. A pis­tol-bul­let would have pro­cured him all that. For the sake of Heav­en, sire, grant me his for­give­ness.”

			The king, in­stead of be­ing touched by the pic­ture, so faith­ful­ly drawn in all de­tails, of Aramis’s gen­eros­i­ty, felt him­self most painful­ly and cru­el­ly hu­mil­i­at­ed. His un­con­quer­able pride re­volt­ed at the idea that a man had held sus­pend­ed at the end of his fin­ger the thread of his roy­al life. Ev­ery word that fell from Fou­quet’s lips, and which he thought most ef­fi­ca­cious in procur­ing his friend’s par­don, seemed to pour an­oth­er drop of poi­son in­to the al­ready ul­cer­at­ed heart of Louis XIV. Noth­ing could bend or soft­en him. Ad­dress­ing him­self to Fou­quet, he said, “I re­al­ly don’t know, Mon­sieur, why you should so­lic­it the par­don of these men. What good is there in ask­ing that which can be ob­tained with­out so­lic­i­ta­tion?”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, sire.”

			“It is not dif­fi­cult, ei­ther. Where am I now?”

			“In the Bastille, sire.”

			“Yes; in a dun­geon. I am looked up­on as a mad­man, am I not?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And no one is known here but Marchiali?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Well; change noth­ing in the po­si­tion of af­fairs. Let the poor mad­man rot be­tween the slimy walls of the Bastille, and M. d’Herblay and M. du Val­lon will stand in no need of my for­give­ness. Their new king will ab­solve them.”

			“Your Majesty does me a great in­jus­tice, sire; and you are wrong,” replied Fou­quet, dry­ly; “I am not child enough, nor is M. d’Herblay sil­ly enough, to have omit­ted to make all these re­flec­tions; and if I had wished to make a new king, as you say, I had no oc­ca­sion to have come here to force open the gates and doors of the Bastille, to free you from this place. That would show a want of even com­mon sense. Your Majesty’s mind is dis­turbed by anger; oth­er­wise you would be far from of­fend­ing, ground­less­ly, the very one of your ser­vants who has ren­dered you the most im­por­tant ser­vice of all.”

			Louis per­ceived that he had gone too far; that the gates of the Bastille were still closed up­on him, whilst, by de­grees, the flood­gates were grad­u­al­ly be­ing opened, be­hind which the gen­er­ous-heart­ed Fou­quet had re­strained his anger. “I did not say that to hu­mil­i­ate you, Heav­en knows, Mon­sieur,” he replied. “On­ly you are ad­dress­ing your­self to me in or­der to ob­tain a par­don, and I an­swer ac­cord­ing to my con­science. And so, judg­ing by my con­science, the crim­i­nals we speak of are not wor­thy of con­sid­er­a­tion or for­give­ness.”

			Fou­quet was silent.

			“What I do is as gen­er­ous,” added the king, “as what you have done, for I am in your pow­er. I will even say it is more gen­er­ous, inas­much as you place be­fore me cer­tain con­di­tions up­on which my lib­er­ty, my life, may de­pend; and to re­ject which is to make a sac­ri­fice of both.”

			“I was wrong, cer­tain­ly,” replied Fou­quet. “Yes—I had the ap­pear­ance of ex­tort­ing a fa­vor; I re­gret it, and en­treat Your Majesty’s for­give­ness.”

			“And you are for­giv­en, my dear Mon­sieur Fou­quet,” said the king, with a smile, which re­stored the serene ex­pres­sion of his fea­tures, which so many cir­cum­stances had al­tered since the pre­ced­ing evening.

			“I have my own for­give­ness,” replied the min­is­ter, with some de­gree of per­sis­tence; “but M. d’Herblay, and M. du Val­lon?”

			“They will nev­er ob­tain theirs, as long as I live,” replied the in­flex­i­ble king. “Do me the kind­ness not to speak of it again.”

			“Your Majesty shall be obeyed.”

			“And you will bear me no ill-will for it?”

			“Oh! no, sire; for I an­tic­i­pat­ed the event.”

			“You had ‘an­tic­i­pat­ed’ that I should refuse to for­give those gen­tle­men?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; and all my mea­sures were tak­en in con­se­quence.”

			“What do you mean to say?” cried the king, sur­prised.

			“M. d’Herblay came, as may be said, to de­liv­er him­self in­to my hands. M. d’Herblay left to me the hap­pi­ness of sav­ing my king and my coun­try. I could not con­demn M. d’Herblay to death; nor could I, on the oth­er hand, ex­pose him to Your Majesty’s jus­ti­fi­able wrath; it would have been just the same as if I had killed him my­self.”

			“Well! and what have you done?”

			“Sire, I gave M. d’Herblay the best hors­es in my sta­bles and four hours’ start over all those Your Majesty might, prob­a­bly, dis­patch af­ter him.”

			“Be it so!” mur­mured the king. “But still, the world is wide enough and large enough for those whom I may send to over­take your hors­es, not­with­stand­ing the ‘four hours’ start’ which you have giv­en to M. d’Herblay.”

			“In giv­ing him these four hours, sire, I knew I was giv­ing him his life, and he will save his life.”

			“In what way?”

			“Af­ter hav­ing gal­loped as hard as pos­si­ble, with the four hours’ start, be­fore your mus­ke­teers, he will reach my château of Belle-Isle, where I have giv­en him a safe asy­lum.”

			“That may be! But you for­get that you have made me a present of Belle-Isle.”

			“But not for you to ar­rest my friends.”

			“You take it back again, then?”

			“As far as that goes—yes, sire.”

			“My mus­ke­teers shall cap­ture it, and the af­fair will be at an end.”

			“Nei­ther your mus­ke­teers, nor your whole army could take Belle-Isle,” said Fou­quet, cold­ly. “Belle-Isle is im­preg­nable.”

			The king be­came per­fect­ly livid; a light­ning flash seemed to dart from his eyes. Fou­quet felt that he was lost, but he was not one to shrink when the voice of hon­or spoke loud­ly with­in him. He bore the king’s wrath­ful gaze; the lat­ter swal­lowed his rage, and af­ter a few mo­ments’ si­lence, said, “Are we go­ing to re­turn to Vaux?”

			“I am at Your Majesty’s or­ders,” replied Fou­quet, with a low bow; “but I think that Your Majesty can hard­ly dis­pense with chang­ing your clothes pre­vi­ous to ap­pear­ing be­fore your court.”

			“We shall pass by the Lou­vre,” said the king. “Come.” And they left the prison, pass­ing be­fore Baise­meaux, who looked com­plete­ly be­wil­dered as he saw Marchiali once more leave; and, in his help­less­ness, tore out the ma­jor por­tion of his few re­main­ing hairs. It was per­fect­ly true, how­ev­er, that Fou­quet wrote and gave him an au­thor­i­ty for the pris­on­er’s re­lease, and that the king wrote be­neath it, “Seen and ap­proved, Louis”; a piece of mad­ness that Baise­meaux, in­ca­pable of putting two ideas to­geth­er, ac­knowl­edged by giv­ing him­self a ter­ri­ble blow on the fore­head with his own fist.
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			In the mean­time, usurped roy­al­ty was play­ing out its part brave­ly at Vaux. Philippe gave or­ders that for his pe­tit lever the grandes en­trées, al­ready pre­pared to ap­pear be­fore the king, should be in­tro­duced. He de­ter­mined to give this or­der not­with­stand­ing the ab­sence of M. d’Herblay, who did not re­turn—our read­ers know the rea­son. But the prince, not be­liev­ing that ab­sence could be pro­longed, wished, as all rash spir­its do, to try his val­or and his for­tune far from all pro­tec­tion and in­struc­tion. An­oth­er rea­son urged him to this—Anne of Aus­tria was about to ap­pear; the guilty moth­er was about to stand in the pres­ence of her sac­ri­ficed son. Philippe was not will­ing, if he had a weak­ness, to ren­der the man a wit­ness of it be­fore whom he was bound thence­forth to dis­play so much strength. Philippe opened his fold­ing doors, and sev­er­al per­sons en­tered silent­ly. Philippe did not stir whilst his valets de cham­bre dressed him. He had watched, the evening be­fore, all the habits of his broth­er, and played the king in such a man­ner as to awak­en no sus­pi­cion. He was thus com­plete­ly dressed in hunt­ing cos­tume when he re­ceived his vis­i­tors. His own mem­o­ry and the notes of Aramis an­nounced ev­ery­body to him, first of all Anne of Aus­tria, to whom Mon­sieur gave his hand, and then Madame with M. de Saint-Aig­nan. He smiled at see­ing these coun­te­nances, but trem­bled on rec­og­niz­ing his moth­er. That still so no­ble and im­pos­ing fig­ure, rav­aged by pain, plead­ed in his heart the cause of the fa­mous queen who had im­mo­lat­ed a child to rea­sons of state. He found his moth­er still hand­some. He knew that Louis XIV loved her, and he promised him­self to love her like­wise, and not to prove a scourge to her old age. He con­tem­plat­ed his broth­er with a ten­der­ness eas­i­ly to be un­der­stood. The lat­ter had usurped noth­ing, had cast no shades athwart his life. A sep­a­rate tree, he al­lowed the stem to rise with­out heed­ing its el­e­va­tion or ma­jes­tic life. Philippe promised him­self to be a kind broth­er to this prince, who re­quired noth­ing but gold to min­is­ter to his plea­sures. He bowed with a friend­ly air to Saint-Aig­nan, who was all rev­er­ences and smiles, and trem­bling­ly held out his hand to Hen­ri­et­ta, his sis­ter-in-law, whose beau­ty struck him; but he saw in the eyes of that princess an ex­pres­sion of cold­ness which would fa­cil­i­tate, as he thought, their fu­ture re­la­tions.

			How much more easy, thought he, it will be to be the broth­er of that wom­an than her gal­lant, if she evinces to­wards me a cold­ness that my broth­er could not have for her, but which is im­posed up­on me as a du­ty. The on­ly vis­it he dread­ed at this mo­ment was that of the queen; his heart—his mind—had just been shak­en by so vi­o­lent a tri­al, that, in spite of their firm tem­per­a­ment, they would not, per­haps, sup­port an­oth­er shock. Hap­pi­ly the queen did not come. Then com­menced, on the part of Anne of Aus­tria, a po­lit­i­cal dis­ser­ta­tion up­on the wel­come M. Fou­quet had giv­en to the house of France. She mixed up hos­til­i­ties with com­pli­ments ad­dressed to the king, and ques­tions as to his health, with lit­tle ma­ter­nal flat­ter­ies and diplo­mat­ic ar­ti­fices.

			“Well, my son,” said she, “are you con­vinced with re­gard to M. Fou­quet?”

			“Saint-Aig­nan,” said Philippe, “have the good­ness to go and in­quire af­ter the queen.”

			At these words, the first Philippe had pro­nounced aloud, the slight dif­fer­ence that there was be­tween his voice and that of the king was sen­si­ble to ma­ter­nal ears, and Anne of Aus­tria looked earnest­ly at her son. Saint-Aig­nan left the room, and Philippe con­tin­ued:

			“Madame, I do not like to hear M. Fou­quet ill-spo­ken of, you know I do not—and you have even spo­ken well of him your­self.”

			“That is true; there­fore I on­ly ques­tion you on the state of your sen­ti­ments with re­spect to him.”

			“Sire,” said Hen­ri­et­ta, “I, on my part, have al­ways liked M. Fou­quet. He is a man of good taste—a su­pe­ri­or man.”

			“A su­per­in­ten­dent who is nev­er sor­did or nig­gard­ly,” added Mon­sieur; “and who pays in gold all the or­ders I have on him.”

			“Ev­ery­one in this thinks too much of him­self, and no­body for the state,” said the old queen. “M. Fou­quet, it is a fact, M. Fou­quet is ru­in­ing the state.”

			“Well, moth­er!” replied Philippe, in rather a low­er key, “do you like­wise con­sti­tute your­self the buck­ler of M. Col­bert?”

			“How is that?” replied the old queen, rather sur­prised.

			“Why, in truth,” replied Philippe, “you speak that just as your old friend Madame de Chevreuse would speak.”

			“Why do you men­tion Madame de Chevreuse to me?” said she, “and what sort of hu­mor are you in to­day to­wards me?”

			Philippe con­tin­ued: “Is not Madame de Chevreuse al­ways in league against some­body? Has not Madame de Chevreuse been to pay you a vis­it, moth­er?”

			“Mon­sieur, you speak to me now in such a man­ner that I can al­most fan­cy I am lis­ten­ing to your fa­ther.”

			“My fa­ther did not like Madame de Chevreuse, and had good rea­son for not lik­ing her,” said the prince. “For my part, I like her no bet­ter than he did, and if she thinks prop­er to come here as she for­mer­ly did, to sow di­vi­sions and ha­treds un­der the pre­text of beg­ging mon­ey—why—”

			“Well! what?” said Anne of Aus­tria, proud­ly, her­self pro­vok­ing the storm.

			“Well!” replied the young man firm­ly, “I will drive Madame de Chevreuse out of my king­dom—and with her all who med­dle with its se­crets and mys­ter­ies.”

			He had not cal­cu­lat­ed the ef­fect of this ter­ri­ble speech, or per­haps he wished to judge the ef­fect of it, like those who, suf­fer­ing from a chron­ic pain, and seek­ing to break the monotony of that suf­fer­ing, touch their wound to pro­cure a sharp­er pang. Anne of Aus­tria was near­ly faint­ing; her eyes, open but mean­ing­less, ceased to see for sev­er­al sec­onds; she stretched out her arms to­wards her oth­er son, who sup­port­ed and em­braced her with­out fear of ir­ri­tat­ing the king.

			“Sire,” mur­mured she, “you are treat­ing your moth­er very cru­el­ly.”

			“In what re­spect, Madame?” replied he. “I am on­ly speak­ing of Madame de Chevreuse; does my moth­er pre­fer Madame de Chevreuse to the se­cu­ri­ty of the state and of my per­son? Well, then, Madame, I tell you Madame de Chevreuse has re­turned to France to bor­row mon­ey, and that she ad­dressed her­self to M. Fou­quet to sell him a cer­tain se­cret.”

			“A cer­tain se­cret!” cried Anne of Aus­tria.

			“Con­cern­ing pre­tend­ed rob­beries that Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant had com­mit­ted, which is false,” added Philippe. “M. Fou­quet re­ject­ed her of­fers with in­dig­na­tion, pre­fer­ring the es­teem of the king to com­plic­i­ty with such in­triguers. Then Madame de Chevreuse sold the se­cret to M. Col­bert, and as she is in­sa­tiable, and was not sat­is­fied with hav­ing ex­tort­ed a hun­dred thou­sand crowns from a ser­vant of the state, she has tak­en a still bold­er flight, in search of sur­er sources of sup­ply. Is that true, Madame?”

			“You know all, sire,” said the queen, more un­easy than ir­ri­tat­ed.

			“Now,” con­tin­ued Philippe, “I have good rea­son to dis­like this fury, who comes to my court to plan the shame of some and the ru­in of oth­ers. If Heav­en has suf­fered cer­tain crimes to be com­mit­ted, and has con­cealed them in the shad­ow of its clemen­cy, I will not per­mit Madame de Chevreuse to coun­ter­act the just de­signs of fate.”

			The lat­ter part of this speech had so ag­i­tat­ed the queen-moth­er, that her son had pity on her. He took her hand and kissed it ten­der­ly; she did not feel that in that kiss, giv­en in spite of re­pul­sion and bit­ter­ness of the heart, there was a par­don for eight years of suf­fer­ing. Philippe al­lowed the si­lence of a mo­ment to swal­low the emo­tions that had just de­vel­oped them­selves. Then, with a cheer­ful smile:

			“We will not go to­day,” said he, “I have a plan.” And, turn­ing to­wards the door, he hoped to see Aramis, whose ab­sence be­gan to alarm him. The queen-moth­er wished to leave the room.

			“Re­main where you are, moth­er,” said he, “I wish you to make your peace with M. Fou­quet.”

			“I bear M. Fou­quet no ill-will; I on­ly dread­ed his prodi­gal­i­ties.”

			“We will put that to rights, and will take noth­ing of the su­per­in­ten­dent but his good qual­i­ties.”

			“What is Your Majesty look­ing for?” said Hen­ri­et­ta, see­ing the king’s eyes con­stant­ly turned to­wards the door, and wish­ing to let fly a lit­tle poi­soned ar­row at his heart, sup­pos­ing he was so anx­ious­ly ex­pect­ing ei­ther La Val­lière or a let­ter from her.

			“My sis­ter,” said the young man, who had di­vined her thought, thanks to that mar­velous per­spicu­ity of which for­tune was from that time about to al­low him the ex­er­cise, “my sis­ter, I am ex­pect­ing a most dis­tin­guished man, a most able coun­selor, whom I wish to present to you all, rec­om­mend­ing him to your good graces. Ah! come in, then, d’Artag­nan.”

			“What does Your Majesty wish?” said d’Artag­nan, ap­pear­ing.

			“Where is Mon­sieur the bish­op of Vannes, your friend?”

			“Why, sire—”

			“I am wait­ing for him, and he does not come. Let him be sought for.”

			D’Artag­nan re­mained for an in­stant stu­pe­fied; but soon, re­flect­ing that Aramis had left Vaux pri­vate­ly on a mis­sion from the king, he con­clud­ed that the king wished to pre­serve the se­cret. “Sire,” replied he, “does Your Majesty ab­so­lute­ly re­quire M. d’Herblay to be brought to you?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly is not the word,” said Philippe; “I do not want him so par­tic­u­lar­ly as that; but if he can be found—”

			I thought so, said d’Artag­nan to him­self.

			“Is this M. d’Herblay the bish­op of Vannes?”

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“A friend of M. Fou­quet?”

			“Yes, Madame; an old mus­ke­teer.”

			Anne of Aus­tria blushed.

			“One of the four braves who for­mer­ly per­formed such prodi­gies.”

			The old queen re­pent­ed of hav­ing wished to bite; she broke off the con­ver­sa­tion, in or­der to pre­serve the rest of her teeth. “What­ev­er may be your choice, sire,” said she, “I have no doubt it will be ex­cel­lent.”

			All bowed in sup­port of that sen­ti­ment.

			“You will find in him,” con­tin­ued Philippe, “the depth and pen­e­tra­tion of M. de Riche­lieu, with­out the avarice of M. de Mazarin!”

			“A prime min­is­ter, sire?” said Mon­sieur, in a fright.

			“I will tell you all about that, broth­er; but it is strange that M. d’Herblay is not here!”

			He called out:

			“Let M. Fou­quet be in­formed that I wish to speak to him—oh! be­fore you, be­fore you; do not re­tire!”

			M. de Saint-Aig­nan re­turned, bring­ing sat­is­fac­to­ry news of the queen, who on­ly kept her bed from pre­cau­tion, and to have strength to car­ry out the king’s wish­es. Whilst ev­ery­body was seek­ing M. Fou­quet and Aramis, the new king qui­et­ly con­tin­ued his ex­per­i­ments, and ev­ery­body, fam­i­ly, of­fi­cers, ser­vants, had not the least sus­pi­cion of his iden­ti­ty, his air, his voice, and man­ners were so like the king’s. On his side, Philippe, ap­ply­ing to all coun­te­nances the ac­cu­rate de­scrip­tions and key­notes of char­ac­ter sup­plied by his ac­com­plice Aramis, con­duct­ed him­self so as not to give birth to a doubt in the minds of those who sur­round­ed him. Noth­ing from that time could dis­turb the usurp­er. With what strange fa­cil­i­ty had Prov­i­dence just re­versed the lofti­est for­tune of the world to sub­sti­tute the lowli­est in its stead! Philippe ad­mired the good­ness of God with re­gard to him­self, and sec­ond­ed it with all the re­sources of his ad­mirable na­ture. But he felt, at times, some­thing like a specter glid­ing be­tween him and the rays of his new glo­ry. Aramis did not ap­pear. The con­ver­sa­tion had lan­guished in the roy­al fam­i­ly; Philippe, pre­oc­cu­pied, for­got to dis­miss his broth­er and Madame Hen­ri­et­ta. The lat­ter were as­ton­ished, and be­gan, by de­grees, to lose all pa­tience. Anne of Aus­tria stooped to­wards her son’s ear and ad­dressed some words to him in Span­ish. Philippe was com­plete­ly ig­no­rant of that lan­guage, and grew pale at this un­ex­pect­ed ob­sta­cle. But, as if the spir­it of the im­per­turbable Aramis had cov­ered him with his in­fal­li­bil­i­ty, in­stead of ap­pear­ing dis­con­cert­ed, Philippe rose. “Well! what?” said Anne of Aus­tria.

			“What is all that noise?” said Philippe, turn­ing round to­wards the door of the sec­ond stair­case.

			And a voice was heard say­ing, “This way, this way! A few steps more, sire!”

			“The voice of M. Fou­quet,” said d’Artag­nan, who was stand­ing close to the queen-moth­er.

			“Then M. d’Herblay can­not be far off,” added Philippe.

			But he then saw what he lit­tle thought to have be­held so near to him. All eyes were turned to­wards the door at which M. Fou­quet was ex­pect­ed to en­ter; but it was not M. Fou­quet who en­tered. A ter­ri­ble cry re­sound­ed from all cor­ners of the cham­ber, a painful cry ut­tered by the king and all present. It is giv­en to but few men, even those whose des­tiny con­tains the strangest el­e­ments, and ac­ci­dents the most won­der­ful, to con­tem­plate such a spec­ta­cle sim­i­lar to that which pre­sent­ed it­self in the roy­al cham­ber at that mo­ment. The half-closed shut­ters on­ly ad­mit­ted the en­trance of an un­cer­tain light pass­ing through thick vi­o­let vel­vet cur­tains lined with silk. In this soft shade, the eyes were by de­grees di­lat­ed, and ev­ery­one present saw oth­ers rather with imag­i­na­tion than with ac­tu­al sight. There could not, how­ev­er, es­cape, in these cir­cum­stances, one of the sur­round­ing de­tails; and the new ob­ject which pre­sent­ed it­self ap­peared as lu­mi­nous as though it shone out in full sun­light. So it hap­pened with Louis XIV, when he showed him­self, pale and frown­ing, in the door­way of the se­cret stairs. The face of Fou­quet ap­peared be­hind him, stamped with sor­row and de­ter­mi­na­tion. The queen-moth­er, who per­ceived Louis XIV, and who held the hand of Philippe, ut­tered a cry of which we have spo­ken, as if she be­held a phan­tom. Mon­sieur was be­wil­dered, and kept turn­ing his head in as­ton­ish­ment from one to the oth­er. Madame made a step for­ward, think­ing she was look­ing at the form of her broth­er-in-law re­flect­ed in a mir­ror. And, in fact, the il­lu­sion was pos­si­ble. The two princes, both pale as death—for we re­nounce the hope of be­ing able to de­scribe the fear­ful state of Philippe—trem­bling, clench­ing their hands con­vul­sive­ly, mea­sured each oth­er with looks, and dart­ed their glances, sharp as poniards, at each oth­er. Silent, pant­ing, bend­ing for­ward, they ap­peared as if about to spring up­on an en­e­my. The un­heard-of re­sem­blance of coun­te­nance, ges­ture, shape, height, even to the re­sem­blance of cos­tume, pro­duced by chance—for Louis XIV had been to the Lou­vre and put on a vi­o­let-col­ored dress—the per­fect anal­o­gy of the two princes, com­plet­ed the con­ster­na­tion of Anne of Aus­tria. And yet she did not at once guess the truth. There are mis­for­tunes in life so tru­ly dread­ful that no one will at first ac­cept them; peo­ple rather be­lieve in the su­per­nat­u­ral and the im­pos­si­ble. Louis had not reck­oned on these ob­sta­cles. He ex­pect­ed that he had on­ly to ap­pear to be ac­knowl­edged. A liv­ing sun, he could not en­dure the sus­pi­cion of equal­i­ty with any­one. He did not ad­mit that ev­ery torch should not be­come dark­ness at the in­stant he shone out with his con­quer­ing ray. At the as­pect of Philippe, then, he was per­haps more ter­ri­fied than any­one round him, and his si­lence, his im­mo­bil­i­ty were, this time, a con­cen­tra­tion and a calm which pre­cede the vi­o­lent ex­plo­sions of con­cen­trat­ed pas­sion.

			But Fou­quet! who shall paint his emo­tion and stu­por in pres­ence of this liv­ing por­trait of his mas­ter! Fou­quet thought Aramis was right, that this new­ly-ar­rived was a king as pure in his race as the oth­er, and that, for hav­ing re­pu­di­at­ed all par­tic­i­pa­tion in this coup d’état, so skill­ful­ly got up by the Gen­er­al of the Je­suits, he must be a mad en­thu­si­ast, un­wor­thy of ev­er dip­ping his hands in po­lit­i­cal grand strat­e­gy work. And then it was the blood of Louis XI­II which Fou­quet was sac­ri­fic­ing to the blood of Louis XI­II; it was to a self­ish am­bi­tion he was sac­ri­fic­ing a no­ble am­bi­tion; to the right of keep­ing he sac­ri­ficed the right of hav­ing. The whole ex­tent of his fault was re­vealed to him at sim­ple sight of the pre­tender. All that passed in the mind of Fou­quet was lost up­on the per­sons present. He had five min­utes to fo­cus med­i­ta­tion on this point of con­science; five min­utes, that is to say five ages, dur­ing which the two kings and their fam­i­ly scarce­ly found en­er­gy to breathe af­ter so ter­ri­ble a shock. D’Artag­nan, lean­ing against the wall, in front of Fou­quet, with his hand to his brow, asked him­self the cause of such a won­der­ful prodi­gy. He could not have said at once why he doubt­ed, but he knew as­sured­ly that he had rea­son to doubt, and that in this meet­ing of the two Louis XIVs lay all the doubt and dif­fi­cul­ty that dur­ing late days had ren­dered the con­duct of Aramis so sus­pi­cious to the mus­ke­teer. These ideas were, how­ev­er, en­veloped in a haze, a veil of mys­tery. The ac­tors in this as­sem­bly seemed to swim in the va­pors of a con­fused wak­ing. Sud­den­ly Louis XIV, more im­pa­tient and more ac­cus­tomed to com­mand, ran to one of the shut­ters, which he opened, tear­ing the cur­tains in his ea­ger­ness. A flood of liv­ing light en­tered the cham­ber, and made Philippe draw back to the al­cove. Louis seized up­on this move­ment with ea­ger­ness, and ad­dress­ing him­self to the queen:

			“My moth­er,” said he, “do you not ac­knowl­edge your son, since ev­ery­one here has for­got­ten his king!” Anne of Aus­tria start­ed, and raised her arms to­wards Heav­en, with­out be­ing able to ar­tic­u­late a sin­gle word.

			“My moth­er,” said Philippe, with a calm voice, “do you not ac­knowl­edge your son?” And this time, in his turn, Louis drew back.

			As to Anne of Aus­tria, struck sud­den­ly in head and heart with fell re­morse, she lost her equi­lib­ri­um. No one aid­ing her, for all were pet­ri­fied, she sank back in her fau­teuil, breath­ing a weak, trem­bling sigh. Louis could not en­dure the spec­ta­cle and the af­front. He bound­ed to­wards d’Artag­nan, over whose brain a ver­ti­go was steal­ing and who stag­gered as he caught at the door for sup­port.

			“À moi! mous­que­taire!” said he. “Look us in the face and say which is the paler, he or I!”

			This cry roused d’Artag­nan, and stirred in his heart the fibers of obe­di­ence. He shook his head, and, with­out more hes­i­ta­tion, he walked straight up to Philippe, on whose shoul­der he laid his hand, say­ing, “Mon­sieur, you are my pris­on­er!”

			Philippe did not raise his eyes to­wards Heav­en, nor stir from the spot, where he seemed nailed to the floor, his eye in­tent­ly fixed up­on the king his broth­er. He re­proached him with a sub­lime si­lence for all mis­for­tunes past, all tor­tures to come. Against this lan­guage of the soul the king felt he had no pow­er; he cast down his eyes, drag­ging away pre­cip­i­tate­ly his broth­er and sis­ter, for­get­ting his moth­er sit­ting mo­tion­less with­in three paces of the son whom she left a sec­ond time to be con­demned to death. Philippe ap­proached Anne of Aus­tria, and said to her, in a soft and nobly ag­i­tat­ed voice:

			“If I were not your son, I should curse you, my moth­er, for hav­ing ren­dered me so un­hap­py.”

			D’Artag­nan felt a shud­der pass through the mar­row of his bones. He bowed re­spect­ful­ly to the young prince, and said as he bent, “Ex­cuse me, Mon­seigneur, I am but a sol­dier, and my oaths are his who has just left the cham­ber.”

			“Thank you, M. d’Artag­nan. … What has be­come of M. d’Herblay?”

			“M. d’Herblay is in safe­ty, Mon­seigneur,” said a voice be­hind them; “and no one, while I live and am free, shall cause a hair to fall from his head.”

			“Mon­sieur Fou­quet!” said the prince, smil­ing sad­ly.

			“Par­don me, Mon­seigneur,” said Fou­quet, kneel­ing, “but he who is just gone out from hence was my guest.”

			“Here are,” mur­mured Philippe, with a sigh, “brave friends and good hearts. They make me re­gret the world. On, M. d’Artag­nan, I fol­low you.”

			At the mo­ment the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers was about to leave the room with his pris­on­er, Col­bert ap­peared, and, af­ter re­mit­ting an or­der from the king to d’Artag­nan, re­tired. D’Artag­nan read the pa­per, and then crushed it in his hand with rage.

			“What is it?” asked the prince.

			“Read, Mon­seigneur,” replied the mus­ke­teer.

			Philippe read the fol­low­ing words, hasti­ly traced by the hand of the king:

			
				“M. d’Artag­nan will con­duct the pris­on­er to the Île Sainte-Mar­guerite. He will cov­er his face with an iron vi­zor, which the pris­on­er shall nev­er raise ex­cept at per­il of his life.”

			

			“That is just,” said Philippe, with res­ig­na­tion; “I am ready.”

			“Aramis was right,” said Fou­quet, in a low voice, to the mus­ke­teer, “this one is ev­ery whit as much a king as the oth­er.”

			“More so!” replied d’Artag­nan. “He want­ed on­ly you and me.”
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				In Which Porthos Thinks He Is Pur­su­ing a Duchy

			
			Aramis and Porthos, hav­ing prof­it­ed by the time grant­ed them by Fou­quet, did hon­or to the French cav­al­ry by their speed. Porthos did not clear­ly un­der­stand on what kind of mis­sion he was forced to dis­play so much ve­loc­i­ty; but as he saw Aramis spurring on fu­ri­ous­ly, he, Porthos, spurred on in the same way. They had soon, in this man­ner, placed twelve leagues be­tween them and Vaux; they were then obliged to change hors­es, and or­ga­nize a sort of post ar­range­ment. It was dur­ing a re­lay that Porthos ven­tured to in­ter­ro­gate Aramis dis­creet­ly.

			“Hush!” replied the lat­ter, “know on­ly that our for­tune de­pends on our speed.”

			As if Porthos had still been the mus­ke­teer, with­out a sou or a maille of 1626, he pushed for­ward. That mag­ic word “for­tune” al­ways means some­thing in the hu­man ear. It means enough for those who have noth­ing; it means too much for those who have enough.

			“I shall be made a duke!” said Porthos, aloud. He was speak­ing to him­self.

			“That is pos­si­ble,” replied Aramis, smil­ing af­ter his own fash­ion, as Porthos’s horse passed him. Aramis felt, not­with­stand­ing, as though his brain were on fire; the ac­tiv­i­ty of the body had not yet suc­ceed­ed in sub­du­ing that of the mind. All there is of rag­ing pas­sion, men­tal toothache or mor­tal threat, raged, gnawed and grum­bled in the thoughts of the un­hap­py prelate. His coun­te­nance ex­hib­it­ed vis­i­ble traces of this rude com­bat. Free on the high­way to aban­don him­self to ev­ery im­pres­sion of the mo­ment, Aramis did not fail to swear at ev­ery start of his horse, at ev­ery in­equal­i­ty in the road. Pale, at times in­un­dat­ed with boil­ing sweats, then again dry and icy, he flogged his hors­es till the blood streamed from their sides. Porthos, whose dom­i­nant fault was not sen­si­bil­i­ty, groaned at this. Thus trav­eled they on for eight long hours, and then ar­rived at Or­léans. It was four o’clock in the af­ter­noon. Aramis, on ob­serv­ing this, judged that noth­ing showed pur­suit to be a pos­si­bil­i­ty. It would be with­out ex­am­ple that a troop ca­pa­ble of tak­ing him and Porthos should be fur­nished with re­lays suf­fi­cient to per­form forty leagues in eight hours. Thus, ad­mit­ting pur­suit, which was not at all man­i­fest, the fugi­tives were five hours in ad­vance of their pur­suers.

			Aramis thought that there might be no im­pru­dence in tak­ing a lit­tle rest, but that to con­tin­ue would make the mat­ter more cer­tain. Twen­ty leagues more, per­formed with the same ra­pid­i­ty, twen­ty more leagues de­voured, and no one, not even d’Artag­nan, could over­take the en­e­mies of the king. Aramis felt obliged, there­fore, to in­flict up­on Porthos the pain of mount­ing on horse­back again. They rode on till sev­en o’clock in the evening, and had on­ly one post more be­tween them and Blois. But here a di­a­bol­i­cal ac­ci­dent alarmed Aramis great­ly. There were no hors­es at the post. The prelate asked him­self by what in­fer­nal machi­na­tion his en­e­mies had suc­ceed­ed in de­priv­ing him of the means of go­ing fur­ther—he who nev­er rec­og­nized chance as a de­ity, who found a cause for ev­ery ac­ci­dent, pre­ferred be­liev­ing that the re­fusal of the post­mas­ter, at such an hour, in such a coun­try, was the con­se­quence of an or­der em­a­nat­ing from above: an or­der giv­en with a view of stop­ping short the king­mak­er in the midst of his flight. But at the mo­ment he was about to fly in­to a pas­sion, so as to pro­cure ei­ther a horse or an ex­pla­na­tion, he was struck with the rec­ol­lec­tion that the Comte de la Fère lived in the neigh­bor­hood.

			“I am not trav­el­ing,” said he; “I do not want hors­es for a whole stage. Find me two hors­es to go and pay a vis­it to a no­ble­man of my ac­quain­tance who re­sides near this place.”

			“What no­ble­man?” asked the post­mas­ter.

			“M. le Comte de la Fère.”

			“Oh!” replied the post­mas­ter, un­cov­er­ing with re­spect, “a very wor­thy no­ble­man. But, what­ev­er may be my de­sire to make my­self agree­able to him, I can­not fur­nish you with hors­es, for all mine are en­gaged by M. le Duc de Beau­fort.”

			“In­deed!” said Aramis, much dis­ap­point­ed.

			“On­ly,” con­tin­ued the post­mas­ter, “if you will put up with a lit­tle car­riage I have, I will har­ness an old blind horse who has still his legs left, and per­ad­ven­ture will draw you to the house of M. le Comte de la Fère.”

			“It is worth a louis,” said Aramis.

			“No, Mon­sieur, such a ride is worth no more than a crown; that is what M. Gri­maud, the comte’s in­ten­dant, al­ways pays me when he makes use of that car­riage; and I should not wish the Comte de la Fère to have to re­proach me with hav­ing im­posed on one of his friends.”

			“As you please,” said Aramis, “par­tic­u­lar­ly as re­gards dis­oblig­ing the Comte de la Fère; on­ly I think I have a right to give you a louis for your idea.”

			“Oh! doubt­less,” replied the post­mas­ter with de­light. And he him­self har­nessed the an­cient horse to the creak­ing car­riage. In the mean­time Porthos was cu­ri­ous to be­hold. He imag­ined he had dis­cov­ered a clue to the se­cret, and he felt pleased, be­cause a vis­it to Athos, in the first place, promised him much sat­is­fac­tion, and, in the next, gave him the hope of find­ing at the same time a good bed and good sup­per. The mas­ter, hav­ing got the car­riage ready, or­dered one of his men to drive the strangers to La Fère. Porthos took his seat by the side of Aramis, whis­per­ing in his ear, “I un­der­stand.”

			“Aha!” said Aramis, “and what do you un­der­stand, my friend?”

			“We are go­ing, on the part of the king, to make some great pro­pos­al to Athos.”

			“Pooh!” said Aramis.

			“You need tell me noth­ing about it,” added the wor­thy Porthos, en­deav­or­ing to re­seat him­self so as to avoid the jolt­ing, “you need tell me noth­ing, I shall guess.”

			“Well! do, my friend; guess away.”

			They ar­rived at Athos’s dwelling about nine o’clock in the evening, fa­vored by a splen­did moon. This cheer­ful light re­joiced Porthos be­yond ex­pres­sion; but Aramis ap­peared an­noyed by it in an equal de­gree. He could not help show­ing some­thing of this to Porthos, who replied—“Ay! ay! I guess how it is! the mis­sion is a se­cret one.”

			These were his last words in the car­riage. The driv­er in­ter­rupt­ed him by say­ing, “Gen­tle­men, we have ar­rived.”

			Porthos and his com­pan­ion alight­ed be­fore the gate of the lit­tle château, where we are about to meet again our old ac­quain­tances Athos and Bragelonne, the lat­ter of whom had dis­ap­peared since the dis­cov­ery of the in­fi­deli­ty of La Val­lière. If there be one say­ing truer than an­oth­er, it is this: great griefs con­tain with­in them­selves the germ of con­so­la­tion. This painful wound, in­flict­ed up­on Raoul, had drawn him near­er to his fa­ther again; and God knows how sweet were the con­so­la­tions which flowed from the elo­quent mouth and gen­er­ous heart of Athos. The wound was not ci­ca­trized, but Athos, by dint of con­vers­ing with his son and mix­ing a lit­tle more of his life with that of the young man, had brought him to un­der­stand that this pang of a first in­fi­deli­ty is nec­es­sary to ev­ery hu­man ex­is­tence; and that no one has loved with­out en­coun­ter­ing it. Raoul lis­tened, again and again, but nev­er un­der­stood. Noth­ing re­places in the deeply af­flict­ed heart the re­mem­brance and thought of the beloved ob­ject. Raoul then replied to the rea­son­ing of his fa­ther:

			“Mon­sieur, all that you tell me is true; I be­lieve that no one has suf­fered in the af­fec­tions of the heart so much as you have; but you are a man too great by rea­son of in­tel­li­gence, and too se­vere­ly tried by ad­verse for­tune not to al­low for the weak­ness of the sol­dier who suf­fers for the first time. I am pay­ing a trib­ute that will not be paid a sec­ond time; per­mit me to plunge my­self so deeply in my grief that I may for­get my­self in it, that I may drown even my rea­son in it.”

			“Raoul! Raoul!”

			“Lis­ten, Mon­sieur. Nev­er shall I ac­cus­tom my­self to the idea that Louise, the chastest and most in­no­cent of wom­en, has been able to so base­ly de­ceive a man so hon­est and so true a lover as my­self. Nev­er can I per­suade my­self that I see that sweet and no­ble mask change in­to a hyp­o­crit­i­cal las­civ­i­ous face. Louise lost! Louise in­fa­mous! Ah! Mon­seigneur, that idea is much more cru­el to me than Raoul aban­doned—Raoul un­hap­py!”

			Athos then em­ployed the hero­ic rem­e­dy. He de­fend­ed Louise against Raoul, and jus­ti­fied her per­fidy by her love. “A wom­an who would have yield­ed to a king be­cause he is a king,” said he, “would de­serve to be styled in­fa­mous; but Louise loves Louis. Young, both, they have for­got­ten, he his rank, she her vows. Love ab­solves ev­ery­thing, Raoul. The two young peo­ple love each oth­er with sin­cer­i­ty.”

			And when he had dealt this se­vere poniard-thrust, Athos, with a sigh, saw Raoul bound away be­neath the rankling wound, and fly to the thick­est re­cess­es of the wood, or the soli­tude of his cham­ber, whence, an hour af­ter, he would re­turn, pale, trem­bling, but sub­dued. Then, com­ing up to Athos with a smile, he would kiss his hand, like the dog who, hav­ing been beat­en, ca­ress­es a re­spect­ed mas­ter, to re­deem his fault. Raoul re­deemed noth­ing but his weak­ness, and on­ly con­fessed his grief. Thus passed away the days that fol­lowed that scene in which Athos had so vi­o­lent­ly shak­en the in­domitable pride of the king. Nev­er, when con­vers­ing with his son, did he make any al­lu­sion to that scene; nev­er did he give him the de­tails of that vig­or­ous lec­ture, which might, per­haps, have con­soled the young man, by show­ing him his ri­val hum­bled. Athos did not wish that the of­fend­ed lover should for­get the re­spect due to his king. And when Bragelonne, ar­dent, an­gry, and melan­choly, spoke with con­tempt of roy­al words, of the equiv­o­cal faith which cer­tain mad­men draw from prom­ises that em­anate from thrones, when, pass­ing over two cen­turies, with that ra­pid­i­ty of a bird that tra­vers­es a nar­row strait to go from one con­ti­nent to the oth­er, Raoul ven­tured to pre­dict the time in which kings would be es­teemed as less than oth­er men, Athos said to him, in his serene, per­sua­sive voice, “You are right, Raoul; all that you say will hap­pen; kings will lose their priv­i­leges, as stars which have sur­vived their aeons lose their splen­dor. But when that mo­ment comes, Raoul, we shall be dead. And re­mem­ber well what I say to you. In this world, all, men, wom­en, and kings, must live for the present. We can on­ly live for the fu­ture for God.”

			This was the man­ner in which Athos and Raoul were, as usu­al, con­vers­ing, and walk­ing back­wards and for­wards in the long al­ley of limes in the park, when the bell which served to an­nounce to the comte ei­ther the hour of din­ner or the ar­rival of a vis­i­tor, was rung; and, with­out at­tach­ing any im­por­tance to it, he turned to­wards the house with his son; and at the end of the al­ley they found them­selves in the pres­ence of Aramis and Porthos.
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				The Last Adieux

			
			Raoul ut­tered a cry, and af­fec­tion­ate­ly em­braced Porthos. Aramis and Athos em­braced like old men; and this em­brace it­self be­ing a ques­tion for Aramis, he im­me­di­ate­ly said, “My friend, we have not long to re­main with you.”

			“Ah!” said the comte.

			“On­ly time to tell you of my good for­tune,” in­ter­rupt­ed Porthos.

			“Ah!” said Raoul.

			Athos looked silent­ly at Aramis, whose somber air had al­ready ap­peared to him very lit­tle in har­mo­ny with the good news Porthos hint­ed.

			“What is the good for­tune that has hap­pened to you? Let us hear it,” said Raoul, with a smile.

			“The king has made me a duke,” said the wor­thy Porthos, with an air of mys­tery, in the ear of the young man, “a duke by brevet.”

			But the asides of Porthos were al­ways loud enough to be heard by ev­ery­body. His mur­murs were in the di­a­pa­son of or­di­nary roar­ing. Athos heard him, and ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion which made Aramis start. The lat­ter took Athos by the arm, and, af­ter hav­ing asked Porthos’s per­mis­sion to say a word to his friend in pri­vate, “My dear Athos,” he be­gan, “you see me over­whelmed with grief and trou­ble.”

			“With grief and trou­ble, my dear friend?” cried the comte; “oh, what?”

			“In two words. I have con­spired against the king; that con­spir­a­cy has failed, and, at this mo­ment, I am doubt­less pur­sued.”

			“You are pur­sued!—a con­spir­a­cy! Eh! my friend, what do you tell me?”

			“The sad­dest truth. I am en­tire­ly ru­ined.”

			“Well, but Porthos—this ti­tle of duke—what does all that mean?”

			“That is the sub­ject of my sever­est pain; that is the deep­est of my wounds. I have, be­liev­ing in in­fal­li­ble suc­cess, drawn Porthos in­to my con­spir­a­cy. He threw him­self in­to it, as you know he would do, with all his strength, with­out know­ing what he was about; and now he is as much com­pro­mised as my­self—as com­plete­ly ru­ined as I am.”

			“Good God!” And Athos turned to­wards Porthos, who was smil­ing com­pla­cent­ly.

			“I must make you ac­quaint­ed with the whole. Lis­ten to me,” con­tin­ued Aramis; and he re­lat­ed the his­to­ry as we know it. Athos, dur­ing the recital, sev­er­al times felt the sweat break from his fore­head. “It was a great idea,” said he, “but a great er­ror.”

			“For which I am pun­ished, Athos.”

			“There­fore, I will not tell you my en­tire thought.”

			“Tell it, nev­er­the­less.”

			“It is a crime.”

			“A cap­i­tal crime; I know it is. Lèse ma­jesté.”

			“Porthos! poor Porthos!”

			“What would you ad­vise me to do? Suc­cess, as I have told you, was cer­tain.”

			“M. Fou­quet is an hon­est man.”

			“And I a fool for hav­ing so ill-judged him,” said Aramis. “Oh, the wis­dom of man! Oh, mill­stone that grinds the world! and which is one day stopped by a grain of sand which has fall­en, no one knows how, be­tween its wheels.”

			“Say by a di­a­mond, Aramis. But the thing is done. How do you think of act­ing?”

			“I am tak­ing away Porthos. The king will nev­er be­lieve that that wor­thy man has act­ed in­no­cent­ly. He nev­er can be­lieve that Porthos has thought he was serv­ing the king, whilst act­ing as he has done. His head would pay my fault. It shall not, must not, be so.”

			“You are tak­ing him away, whith­er?”

			“To Belle-Isle, at first. That is an im­preg­nable place of refuge. Then, I have the sea, and a ves­sel to pass over in­to Eng­land, where I have many re­la­tions.”

			“You? in Eng­land?”

			“Yes, or else in Spain, where I have still more.”

			“But, our ex­cel­lent Porthos! you ru­in him, for the king will con­fis­cate all his prop­er­ty.”

			“All is pro­vid­ed for. I know how, when once in Spain, to rec­on­cile my­self with Louis XIV, and re­store Porthos to fa­vor.”

			“You have cred­it, seem­ing­ly, Aramis!” said Athos, with a dis­creet air.

			“Much; and at the ser­vice of my friends.”

			These words were ac­com­pa­nied by a warm pres­sure of the hand.

			“Thank you,” replied the comte.

			“And while we are on this head,” said Aramis, “you al­so are a mal­con­tent; you al­so, Raoul, have griefs to lay to the king. Fol­low our ex­am­ple; pass over in­to Belle-Isle. Then we shall see, I guar­an­tee up­on my hon­or, that in a month there will be war be­tween France and Spain on the sub­ject of this son of Louis XI­II, who is an In­fante like­wise, and whom France de­tains in­hu­man­ly. Now, as Louis XIV would have no in­cli­na­tion for a war on that sub­ject, I will an­swer for an ar­range­ment, the re­sult of which must bring great­ness to Porthos and to me, and a duchy in France to you, who are al­ready a grandee of Spain. Will you join us?”

			“No; for my part I pre­fer hav­ing some­thing to re­proach the king with; it is a pride nat­u­ral to my race to pre­tend to a su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over roy­al races. Do­ing what you pro­pose, I should be­come the obliged of the king; I should cer­tain­ly be the gain­er on that ground, but I should be a los­er in my con­science.—No, thank you!”

			“Then give me two things, Athos—your ab­so­lu­tion.”

			“Oh! I give it you if you re­al­ly wished to avenge the weak and op­pressed against the op­pres­sor.”

			“That is suf­fi­cient for me,” said Aramis, with a blush which was lost in the ob­scu­ri­ty of the night. “And now, give me your two best hors­es to gain the sec­ond post, as I have been re­fused any un­der the pre­text of the Duc de Beau­fort be­ing trav­el­ing in this coun­try.”

			“You shall have the two best hors­es, Aramis; and again I rec­om­mend poor Porthos strong­ly to your care.”

			“Oh! I have no fear on that score. One word more: do you think I am ma­neu­ver­ing for him as I ought?”

			“The evil be­ing com­mit­ted, yes; for the king would not par­don him, and you have, what­ev­er may be said, al­ways a sup­port­er in M. Fou­quet, who will not aban­don you, he be­ing him­self com­pro­mised, not­with­stand­ing his hero­ic ac­tion.”

			“You are right. And that is why, in­stead of gain­ing the sea at once, which would pro­claim my fear and guilt, that is why I re­main up­on French ground. But Belle-Isle will be for me what­ev­er ground I wish it to be, Eng­lish, Span­ish, or Ro­man; all will de­pend, with me, on the stan­dard I shall think prop­er to un­furl.”

			“How so?”

			“It was I who for­ti­fied Belle-Isle; and, so long as I de­fend it, no­body can take Belle-Isle from me. And then, as you have said just now, M. Fou­quet is there. Belle-Isle will not be at­tacked with­out the sig­na­ture of M. Fou­quet.”

			“That is true. Nev­er­the­less, be pru­dent. The king is both cun­ning and strong.” Aramis smiled.

			“I again rec­om­mend Porthos to you,” re­peat­ed the count, with a sort of cold per­sis­tence.

			“What­ev­er be­comes of me, count,” replied Aramis, in the same tone, “our broth­er Porthos will fare as I do—or bet­ter.”

			Athos bowed whilst press­ing the hand of Aramis, and turned to em­brace Porthos with emo­tion.

			“I was born lucky, was I not?” mur­mured the lat­ter, trans­port­ed with hap­pi­ness, as he fold­ed his cloak round him.

			“Come, my dear friend,” said Aramis.

			Raoul had gone out to give or­ders for the sad­dling of the hors­es. The group was al­ready di­vid­ed. Athos saw his two friends on the point of de­par­ture, and some­thing like a mist passed be­fore his eyes and weighed up­on his heart.

			It is strange, thought he, whence comes the in­cli­na­tion I feel to em­brace Porthos once more? At that mo­ment Porthos turned round, and he came to­wards his old friend with open arms. This last en­dear­ment was ten­der as in youth, as in times when hearts were warm—life hap­py. And then Porthos mount­ed his horse. Aramis came back once more to throw his arms round the neck of Athos. The lat­ter watched them along the high road, elon­gat­ed by the shade, in their white cloaks. Like phan­toms they seemed to en­large on their de­par­ture from the earth, and it was not in the mist, but in the de­cliv­i­ty of the ground that they dis­ap­peared. At the end of the per­spec­tive, both seemed to have giv­en a spring with their feet, which made them van­ish as if evap­o­rat­ed in­to cloud-land.

			Then Athos, with a very heavy heart, re­turned to­wards the house, say­ing to Bragelonne, “Raoul, I don’t know what it is that has just told me that I have seen those two for the last time.”

			“It does not as­ton­ish me, Mon­sieur, that you should have such a thought,” replied the young man, “for I have at this mo­ment the same, and think al­so that I shall nev­er see Messieurs du Val­lon and d’Herblay again.”

			“Oh! you,” replied the count, “you speak like a man ren­dered sad by a dif­fer­ent cause; you see ev­ery­thing in black; you are young, and if you chance nev­er to see those old friends again, it will be­cause they no longer ex­ist in the world in which you have yet many years to pass. But I—”

			Raoul shook his head sad­ly, and leaned up­on the shoul­der of the count, with­out ei­ther of them find­ing an­oth­er word in their hearts, which were ready to over­flow.

			All at once a noise of hors­es and voic­es, from the ex­trem­i­ty of the road to Blois, at­tract­ed their at­ten­tion that way. Flam­beaux-bear­ers shook their torch­es mer­ri­ly among the trees of their route, and turned round, from time to time, to avoid dis­tanc­ing the horse­men who fol­lowed them. These flames, this noise, this dust of a dozen rich­ly ca­parisoned hors­es, formed a strange con­trast in the mid­dle of the night with the melan­choly and al­most fu­ne­re­al dis­ap­pear­ance of the two shad­ows of Aramis and Porthos. Athos went to­wards the house; but he had hard­ly reached the parterre, when the en­trance gate ap­peared in a blaze; all the flam­beaux stopped and ap­peared to en­flame the road. A cry was heard of “M. le Duc de Beau­fort”—and Athos sprang to­wards the door of his house. But the duke had al­ready alight­ed from his horse, and was look­ing around him.

			“I am here, Mon­seigneur,” said Athos.

			“Ah! good evening, dear count,” said the prince, with that frank cor­dial­i­ty which won him so many hearts. “Is it too late for a friend?”

			“Ah! my dear prince, come in!” said the count.

			And, M. de Beau­fort lean­ing on the arm of Athos, they en­tered the house, fol­lowed by Raoul, who walked re­spect­ful­ly and mod­est­ly among the of­fi­cers of the prince, with sev­er­al of whom he was ac­quaint­ed.
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				Mon­sieur de Beau­fort

			
			The prince turned round at the mo­ment when Raoul, in or­der to leave him alone with Athos, was shut­ting the door, and pre­par­ing to go with the oth­er of­fi­cers in­to an ad­join­ing apart­ment.

			“Is that the young man I have heard M. le Prince speak so high­ly of?” asked M. de Beau­fort.

			“It is, Mon­seigneur.”

			“He is quite the sol­dier; let him stay, count, we can­not spare him.”

			“Re­main, Raoul, since Mon­seigneur per­mits it,” said Athos.

			“Ma foi! he is tall and hand­some!” con­tin­ued the duke. “Will you give him to me, Mon­seigneur, if I ask him of you?”

			“How am I to un­der­stand you, Mon­seigneur?” said Athos.

			“Why, I call up­on you to bid you farewell.”

			“Farewell!”

			“Yes, in good truth. Have you no idea of what I am about to be­come?”

			“Why, I sup­pose, what you have al­ways been, Mon­seigneur—a valiant prince, and an ex­cel­lent gen­tle­man.”

			“I am go­ing to be­come an African prince—a Bedouin gen­tle­man. The king is send­ing me to make con­quests among the Arabs.”

			“What is this you tell me, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Strange, is it not? I, the Parisian par essence, I who have reigned in the faubourgs, and have been called King of the Halles—I am go­ing to pass from the Place Maubert to the minarets of Gigel­li; from a Fron­deur I am be­com­ing an ad­ven­tur­er!”

			“Oh, Mon­seigneur, if you did not your­self tell me that—”

			“It would not be cred­i­ble, would it? Be­lieve me, nev­er­the­less, and we have but to bid each oth­er farewell. This is what comes of get­ting in­to fa­vor again.”

			“In­to fa­vor?”

			“Yes. You smile. Ah, my dear count, do you know why I have ac­cept­ed this en­ter­prise, can you guess?”

			“Be­cause Your High­ness loves glo­ry above—ev­ery­thing.”

			“Oh! no; there is no glo­ry in fir­ing mus­kets at sav­ages. I see no glo­ry in that, for my part, and it is more prob­a­ble that I shall there meet with some­thing else. But I have wished, and still wish earnest­ly, my dear count, that my life should have that last facet, af­ter all the whim­si­cal ex­hi­bi­tions I have seen my­self make dur­ing fifty years. For, in short, you must ad­mit that it is suf­fi­cient­ly strange to be born the grand­son of a king, to have made war against kings, to have been reck­oned among the pow­ers of the age, to have main­tained my rank, to feel Hen­ry IV with­in me, to be great ad­mi­ral of France—and then to go and get killed at Gigel­li, among all those Turks, Sara­cens, and Moors.”

			“Mon­seigneur, you harp with strange per­sis­tence on that theme,” said Athos, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice. “How can you sup­pose that so bril­liant a des­tiny will be ex­tin­guished in that re­mote and mis­er­able scene?”

			“And can you be­lieve, up­right and sim­ple as you are, that if I go in­to Africa for this ridicu­lous mo­tive, I will not en­deav­or to come out of it with­out ridicule? Shall I not give the world cause to speak of me? And to be spo­ken of, nowa­days, when there are Mon­sieur le Prince, M. de Turenne, and many oth­ers, my con­tem­po­raries, I, ad­mi­ral of France, grand­son of Hen­ry IV, king of Paris, have I any­thing left but to get my­self killed? Cordieu! I will be talked of, I tell you; I shall be killed whether or not; if not there, some­where else.”

			“Why, Mon­seigneur, this is mere ex­ag­ger­a­tion; and hith­er­to you have shown noth­ing ex­ag­ger­at­ed save in brav­ery.”

			“Peste! my dear friend, there is brav­ery in fac­ing scurvy, dysen­tery, lo­custs, poi­soned ar­rows, as my an­ces­tor St. Louis did. Do you know those fel­lows still use poi­soned ar­rows? And then, you know me of old, I fan­cy, and you know that when I once make up my mind to a thing, I per­form it in grim earnest.”

			“Yes, you made up your mind to es­cape from Vin­cennes.”

			“Ay, but you aid­ed me in that, my mas­ter; and, apro­pos, I turn this way and that, with­out see­ing my old friend, M. Vau­gri­maud. How is he?”

			“M. Vau­gri­maud is still Your High­ness’s most re­spect­ful ser­vant,” said Athos, smil­ing.

			“I have a hun­dred pis­toles here for him, which I bring as a lega­cy. My will is made, count.”

			“Ah! Mon­seigneur! Mon­seigneur!”

			“And you may un­der­stand that if Gri­maud’s name were to ap­pear in my will—” The duke be­gan to laugh; then ad­dress­ing Raoul, who, from the com­mence­ment of this con­ver­sa­tion, had sunk in­to a pro­found rever­ie, “Young man,” said he, “I know there is to be found here a cer­tain de Vou­vray wine, and I be­lieve—” Raoul left the room pre­cip­i­tate­ly to or­der the wine. In the mean­time M. de Beau­fort took the hand of Athos.

			“What do you mean to do with him?” asked he.

			“Noth­ing at present, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Ah! yes, I know; since the pas­sion of the king for La Val­lière.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“That is all true, then, is it? I think I know her, that lit­tle La Val­lière. She is not par­tic­u­lar­ly hand­some, if I re­mem­ber right?”

			“No, Mon­seigneur,” said Athos.

			“Do you know whom she re­minds me of?”

			“Does she re­mind Your High­ness of any­one?”

			“She re­minds me of a very agree­able girl, whose moth­er lived in the Halles.”

			“Ah! ah!” said Athos, smil­ing.

			“Oh! the good old times,” added M. de Beau­fort. “Yes, La Val­lière re­minds me of that girl.”

			“Who had a son, had she not?”21

			“I be­lieve she had,” replied the duke, with care­less naivete and a com­plaisant for­get­ful­ness, of which no words could trans­late the tone and the vo­cal ex­pres­sion. “Now, here is poor Raoul, who is your son, I be­lieve.”

			“Yes, he is my son, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And the poor lad has been cut out by the king, and he frets.”

			“Still bet­ter, Mon­seigneur, he ab­stains.”

			“You are go­ing to let the boy rust in idle­ness; it is a mis­take. Come, give him to me.”

			“My wish is to keep him at home, Mon­seigneur. I have no longer any­thing in the world but him, and as long as he likes to re­main—”

			“Well, well,” replied the duke. “I could, nev­er­the­less, have soon put mat­ters to rights again. I as­sure you, I think he has in him the stuff of which maréchals of France are made; I have seen more than one pro­duced from less like­ly rough ma­te­ri­al.”

			“That is very pos­si­ble, Mon­seigneur; but it is the king who makes maréchals of France, and Raoul will nev­er ac­cept any­thing of the king.”

			Raoul in­ter­rupt­ed this con­ver­sa­tion by his re­turn. He pre­ced­ed Gri­maud, whose still steady hands car­ried the plateau with one glass and a bot­tle of the duke’s fa­vorite wine. On see­ing his old pro­tégé, the duke ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of plea­sure.

			“Gri­maud! Good evening, Gri­maud!” said he; “how goes it?”

			The ser­vant bowed pro­found­ly, as much grat­i­fied as his no­ble in­ter­locu­tor.

			“Two old friends!” said the duke, shak­ing hon­est Gri­maud’s shoul­der af­ter a vig­or­ous fash­ion; which was fol­lowed by an­oth­er still more pro­found and de­light­ed bow from Gri­maud.

			“But what is this, count, on­ly one glass?”

			“I should not think of drink­ing with Your High­ness, un­less Your High­ness per­mit­ted me,” replied Athos, with no­ble hu­mil­i­ty.

			“Cordieu! you were right to bring on­ly one glass, we will both drink out of it, like two broth­ers in arms. Be­gin, count.”

			“Do me the hon­or,” said Athos, gen­tly putting back the glass.

			“You are a charm­ing friend,” replied the Duc de Beau­fort, who drank, and passed the gob­let to his com­pan­ion. “But that is not all,” con­tin­ued he, “I am still thirsty, and I wish to do hon­or to this hand­some young man who stands here. I car­ry good luck with me, vi­comte,” said he to Raoul; “wish for some­thing while drink­ing out of my glass, and may the black plague grab me if what you wish does not come to pass!” He held the gob­let to Raoul, who hasti­ly moist­ened his lips, and replied with the same promp­ti­tude:

			“I have wished for some­thing, Mon­seigneur.” His eyes sparkled with a gloomy fire, and the blood mount­ed to his cheeks; he ter­ri­fied Athos, if on­ly with his smile.

			“And what have you wished for?” replied the duke, sink­ing back in­to his fau­teuil, whilst with one hand he re­turned the bot­tle to Gri­maud, and with the oth­er gave him a purse.

			“Will you prom­ise me, Mon­seigneur, to grant me what I wish for?”

			“Par­dieu! That is agreed up­on.”

			“I wished, Mon­sieur le Duc, to go with you to Gigel­li.”

			Athos be­came pale, and was un­able to con­ceal his ag­i­ta­tion. The duke looked at his friend, as if de­sirous to as­sist him to par­ry this un­ex­pect­ed blow.

			“That is dif­fi­cult, my dear vi­comte, very dif­fi­cult,” added he, in a low­er tone of voice.

			“Par­don me, Mon­seigneur, I have been in­dis­creet,” replied Raoul, in a firm voice; “but as you your­self in­vit­ed me to wish—”

			“To wish to leave me?” said Athos.

			“Oh! Mon­sieur—can you imag­ine—”

			“Well, mordieu!” cried the duke, “the young vi­comte is right! What can he do here? He will go moldy with grief.”

			Raoul blushed, and the ex­citable prince con­tin­ued: “War is a dis­trac­tion: we gain ev­ery­thing by it; we can on­ly lose one thing by it—life—then so much the worse!”

			“That is to say, mem­o­ry,” said Raoul, ea­ger­ly; “and that is to say, so much the bet­ter!”

			He re­pent­ed of hav­ing spo­ken so warm­ly when he saw Athos rise and open the win­dow; which was, doubt­less, to con­ceal his emo­tion. Raoul sprang to­wards the comte, but the lat­ter had al­ready over­come his emo­tion, and turned to the lights with a serene and im­pas­si­ble coun­te­nance. “Well, come,” said the duke, “let us see! Shall he go, or shall he not? If he goes, comte, he shall be my aide-de-camp, my son.”

			“Mon­seigneur!” cried Raoul, bend­ing his knee.

			“Mon­seigneur!” cried Athos, tak­ing the hand of the duke; “Raoul shall do just as he likes.”

			“Oh! no, Mon­sieur, just as you like,” in­ter­rupt­ed the young man.

			“Par la cor­bleu!” said the prince in his turn, “it is nei­ther the comte nor the vi­comte that shall have his way, it is I. I will take him away. The ma­rine of­fers a su­perb for­tune, my friend.”

			Raoul smiled again so sad­ly, that this time Athos felt his heart pen­e­trat­ed by it, and replied to him by a se­vere look. Raoul com­pre­hend­ed it all; he re­cov­ered his calm­ness, and was so guard­ed, that not an­oth­er word es­caped him. The duke at length rose, on ob­serv­ing the ad­vanced hour, and said, with an­i­ma­tion, “I am in great haste, but if I am told I have lost time in talk­ing with a friend, I will re­ply I have gained—on the bal­ance—a most ex­cel­lent re­cruit.”

			“Par­don me, Mon­sieur le Duc,” in­ter­rupt­ed Raoul, “do not tell the king so, for it is not the king I wish to serve.”

			“Eh! my friend, whom then will you serve? The times are past when you might have said, ‘I be­long to M. de Beau­fort.’ No, nowa­days, we all be­long to the king, great or small. There­fore, if you serve on board my ves­sels, there can be noth­ing equiv­o­cal about it, my dear vi­comte; it will be the king you will serve.”

			Athos wait­ed with a kind of im­pa­tient joy for the re­ply about to be made to this em­bar­rass­ing ques­tion by Raoul, the in­tractable en­e­my of the king, his ri­val. The fa­ther hoped that the ob­sta­cle would over­come the de­sire. He was thank­ful to M. de Beau­fort, whose light­ness or gen­er­ous re­flec­tion had thrown an im­ped­i­ment in the way of the de­par­ture of a son, now his on­ly joy. But Raoul, still firm and tran­quil, replied: “Mon­sieur le Duc, the ob­jec­tion you make I have al­ready con­sid­ered in my mind. I will serve on board your ves­sels, be­cause you do me the hon­or to take me with you; but I shall there serve a more pow­er­ful mas­ter than the king: I shall serve God!”

			“God! how so?” said the duke and Athos to­geth­er.

			“My in­ten­tion is to make pro­fes­sion, and be­come a knight of Mal­ta,” added Bragelonne, let­ting fall, one by one, words more icy than the drops which fall from the bare trees af­ter the tem­pests of win­ter.22

			Un­der this blow Athos stag­gered and the prince him­self was moved. Gri­maud ut­tered a heavy groan, and let fall the bot­tle, which was bro­ken with­out any­body pay­ing at­ten­tion. M. de Beau­fort looked the young man in the face, and read plain­ly, though his eyes were cast down, the fire of res­o­lu­tion be­fore which ev­ery­thing must give way. As to Athos, he was too well ac­quaint­ed with that ten­der, but in­flex­i­ble soul; he could not hope to make it de­vi­ate from the fa­tal road it had just cho­sen. He could on­ly press the hand the duke held out to him. “Comte, I shall set off in two days for Toulon,” said M. de Beau­fort. “Will you meet me at Paris, in or­der that I may know your de­ter­mi­na­tion?”

			“I will have the hon­or of thank­ing you there, mon prince, for all your kind­ness,” replied the comte.

			“And be sure to bring the vi­comte with you, whether he fol­lows me or does not fol­low me,” added the duke; “he has my word, and I on­ly ask yours.”

			Hav­ing thrown a lit­tle balm up­on the wound of the pa­ter­nal heart, he pulled the ear of Gri­maud, whose eyes sparkled more than usu­al, and re­gained his es­cort in the parterre. The hors­es, rest­ed and re­freshed, set off with spir­it through the love­ly night, and soon placed a con­sid­er­able dis­tance be­tween their mas­ter and the château.

			Athos and Bragelonne were again face to face. Eleven o’clock was strik­ing. The fa­ther and son pre­served a pro­found si­lence to­wards each oth­er, where an in­tel­li­gent ob­serv­er would have ex­pect­ed cries and tears. But these two men were of such a na­ture that all emo­tion fol­low­ing their fi­nal res­o­lu­tions plunged it­self so deep in­to their hearts that it was lost for­ev­er. They passed, then, silent­ly and al­most breath­less­ly, the hour that pre­ced­ed mid­night. The clock, by strik­ing, alone point­ed out to them how many min­utes had last­ed the painful jour­ney made by their souls in the im­men­si­ty of their re­mem­brances of the past and fear of the fu­ture. Athos rose first, say­ing, “it is late, then. … Till to­mor­row.”

			Raoul rose, and in his turn em­braced his fa­ther. The lat­ter held him clasped to his breast, and said, in a tremu­lous voice, “In two days, you will have left me, my son—left me for­ev­er, Raoul!”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the young man, “I had formed a de­ter­mi­na­tion, that of pierc­ing my heart with my sword; but you would have thought that cow­ard­ly. I have re­nounced that de­ter­mi­na­tion, and there­fore we must part.”

			“You leave me des­o­late by go­ing, Raoul.”

			“Lis­ten to me again, Mon­sieur, I im­plore you. If I do not go, I shall die here of grief and love. I know how long a time I have to live thus. Send me away quick­ly, Mon­sieur, or you will see me base­ly die be­fore your eyes—in your house—this is stronger than my will—stronger than my strength—you may plain­ly see that with­in one month I have lived thir­ty years, and that I ap­proach the end of my life.”

			“Then,” said Athos, cold­ly, “you go with the in­ten­tion of get­ting killed in Africa? Oh, tell me! do not lie!”

			Raoul grew dead­ly pale, and re­mained silent for two sec­onds, which were to his fa­ther two hours of agony. Then, all at once: “Mon­sieur,” said he, “I have promised to de­vote my­self to God. In ex­change for the sac­ri­fice I make of my youth and lib­er­ty, I will on­ly ask of Him one thing, and that is, to pre­serve me for you, be­cause you are the on­ly tie which at­tach­es me to this world. God alone can give me the strength not to for­get that I owe you ev­ery­thing, and that noth­ing ought to stand in my es­teem be­fore you.”

			Athos em­braced his son ten­der­ly, and said:

			“You have just replied to me on the word of hon­or of an hon­est man; in two days we shall be with M. de Beau­fort at Paris, and you will then do what will be prop­er for you to do. You are free, Raoul; adieu.”

			And he slow­ly gained his bed­room. Raoul went down in­to the gar­den, and passed the night in the al­ley of limes.
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				Prepa­ra­tions for De­par­ture

			
			Athos lost no more time in com­bat­ing this im­mutable res­o­lu­tion. He gave all his at­ten­tion to pre­par­ing, dur­ing the two days the duke had grant­ed him, the prop­er ap­point­ments for Raoul. This la­bor chiefly con­cerned Gri­maud, who im­me­di­ate­ly ap­plied him­self to it with the good­will and in­tel­li­gence we know he pos­sessed. Athos gave this wor­thy ser­vant or­ders to take the route to Paris when the equip­ments should be ready; and, not to ex­pose him­self to the dan­ger of keep­ing the duke wait­ing, or de­lay­ing Raoul, so that the duke should per­ceive his ab­sence, he him­self, the day af­ter the vis­it of M. de Beau­fort, set off for Paris with his son.

			For the poor young man it was an emo­tion eas­i­ly to be un­der­stood, thus to re­turn to Paris amongst all the peo­ple who had known and loved him. Ev­ery face re­called a pang to him who had suf­fered so much; to him who had loved so much, some cir­cum­stance of his un­hap­py love. Raoul, on ap­proach­ing Paris, felt as if he were dy­ing. Once in Paris, he re­al­ly ex­ist­ed no longer. When he reached Guiche’s res­i­dence, he was in­formed that Guiche was with Mon­sieur. Raoul took the road to the Lux­em­bourg, and when ar­rived, with­out sus­pect­ing that he was go­ing to the place where La Val­lière had lived, he heard so much mu­sic and respired so many per­fumes, he heard so much joy­ous laugh­ter, and saw so many danc­ing shad­ows, that if it had not been for a char­i­ta­ble wom­an, who per­ceived him so de­ject­ed and pale be­neath a door­way, he would have re­mained there a few min­utes, and then would have gone away nev­er to re­turn. But, as we have said, in the first an­techam­ber he had stopped, sole­ly for the sake of not mix­ing him­self with all those hap­py be­ings he felt were mov­ing around him in the ad­ja­cent sa­lons. And as one of Mon­sieur’s ser­vants, rec­og­niz­ing him, had asked him if he wished to see Mon­sieur or Madame, Raoul had scarce­ly an­swered him, but had sunk down up­on a bench near the vel­vet door­way, look­ing at a clock, which had stopped for near­ly an hour. The ser­vant had passed on, and an­oth­er, bet­ter ac­quaint­ed with him, had come up, and in­ter­ro­gat­ed Raoul whether he should in­form M. de Guiche of his be­ing there. This name did not even arouse the rec­ol­lec­tions of Raoul. The per­sis­tent ser­vant went on to re­late that de Guiche had just in­vent­ed a new game of lot­tery, and was teach­ing it to the ladies. Raoul, open­ing his large eyes, like the ab­sent man in Theophras­tus, made no an­swer, but his sad­ness in­creased two shades. With his head hang­ing down, his limbs re­laxed, his mouth half open for the es­cape of his sighs, Raoul re­mained, thus for­got­ten, in the an­techam­ber, when all at once a la­dy’s robe passed, rub­bing against the doors of a side sa­lon, which opened on the gallery. A la­dy, young, pret­ty, and gay, scold­ing an of­fi­cer of the house­hold, en­tered by that way, and ex­pressed her­self with much vi­vac­i­ty. The of­fi­cer replied in calm but firm sen­tences; it was rather a lit­tle love pet than a quar­rel of courtiers, and was ter­mi­nat­ed by a kiss on the fin­gers of the la­dy. Sud­den­ly, on per­ceiv­ing Raoul, the la­dy be­came silent, and push­ing away the of­fi­cer:

			“Make your es­cape, Mal­icorne,” said she; “I did not think there was any­one here. I shall curse you, if they have ei­ther heard or seen us!”

			Mal­icorne has­tened away. The young la­dy ad­vanced be­hind Raoul, and stretch­ing her joy­ous face over him as he lay:

			“Mon­sieur is a gal­lant man,” said she, “and no doubt—”

			She here in­ter­rupt­ed her­self by ut­ter­ing a cry. “Raoul!” said she, blush­ing.

			“Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais!” said Raoul, paler than death.

			He rose un­steadi­ly, and tried to make his way across the slip­pery mo­sa­ic of the floor; but she had com­pre­hend­ed that sav­age and cru­el grief; she felt that in the flight of Raoul there was an ac­cu­sa­tion of her­self. A wom­an, ev­er vig­i­lant, she did not think she ought to let the op­por­tu­ni­ty slip of mak­ing good her jus­ti­fi­ca­tion; but Raoul, though stopped by her in the mid­dle of the gallery, did not seem dis­posed to sur­ren­der with­out a com­bat. He took it up in a tone so cold and em­bar­rassed, that if they had been thus sur­prised, the whole court would have had no doubt about the pro­ceed­ings of Made­moi­selle de Mon­ta­lais.

			“Ah! Mon­sieur,” said she with dis­dain, “what you are do­ing is very un­wor­thy of a gen­tle­man. My heart in­clines me to speak to you; you com­pro­mise me by a re­cep­tion al­most un­civ­il; you are wrong, Mon­sieur; and you con­found your friends with en­e­mies. Farewell!”

			Raoul had sworn nev­er to speak of Louise, nev­er even to look at those who might have seen Louise; he was go­ing in­to an­oth­er world, that he might nev­er meet with any­thing Louise had seen, or even touched. But af­ter the first shock of his pride, af­ter hav­ing had a glimpse of Mon­ta­lais, the com­pan­ion of Louise—Mon­ta­lais, who re­mind­ed him of the tur­ret of Blois and the joys of youth—all his rea­son fad­ed away.

			“Par­don me, Made­moi­selle; it en­ters not, it can­not en­ter in­to my thoughts to be un­civ­il.”

			“Do you wish to speak to me?” said she, with the smile of for­mer days. “Well! come some­where else; for we may be sur­prised.”

			“Oh!” said he.

			She looked at the clock, doubt­ing­ly, then, hav­ing re­flect­ed:

			“In my apart­ment,” said she, “we shall have an hour to our­selves.” And tak­ing her course, lighter than a fairy, she ran up to her cham­ber, fol­lowed by Raoul. Shut­ting the door, and plac­ing in the hands of her camériste the man­tle she had held up­on her arm:

			“You were seek­ing M. de Guiche, were you not?” said she to Raoul.

			“Yes, Made­moi­selle.”

			“I will go and ask him to come up here, present­ly, af­ter I have spo­ken to you.”

			“Do so, Made­moi­selle.”

			“Are you an­gry with me?”

			Raoul looked at her for a mo­ment, then, cast­ing down his eyes, “Yes,” said he.

			“You think I was con­cerned in the plot which brought about the rup­ture, do you not?”

			“Rup­ture!” said he, with bit­ter­ness. “Oh! Made­moi­selle, there can be no rup­ture where there has been no love.”

			“You are in er­ror,” replied Mon­ta­lais; “Louise did love you.”

			Raoul start­ed.

			“Not with love, I know; but she liked you, and you ought to have mar­ried her be­fore you set out for Lon­don.”

			Raoul broke in­to a sin­is­ter laugh, which made Mon­ta­lais shud­der.

			“You tell me that very much at your ease, Made­moi­selle. Do peo­ple mar­ry whom they like? You for­get that the king then kept for him­self as his mis­tress her of whom we are speak­ing.”

			“Lis­ten,” said the young wom­an, press­ing the cold hands of Raoul in her own, “you were wrong in ev­ery way; a man of your age ought nev­er to leave a wom­an of hers alone.”

			“There is no longer any faith in the world, then,” said Raoul.

			“No, vi­comte,” said Mon­ta­lais, qui­et­ly. “Nev­er­the­less, let me tell you that, if, in­stead of lov­ing Louise cold­ly and philo­soph­i­cal­ly, you had en­deav­ored to awak­en her to love—”

			“Enough, I pray you, Made­moi­selle,” said Raoul. “I feel as though you are all, of both sex­es, of a dif­fer­ent age from me. You can laugh, and you can ban­ter agree­ably. I, Made­moi­selle, I loved Made­moi­selle de—” Raoul could not pro­nounce her name—“I loved her well! I put my faith in her—now I am quits by lov­ing her no longer.”

			“Oh, vi­comte!” said Mon­ta­lais, point­ing to his re­flec­tion in a look­ing-glass.

			“I know what you mean, Made­moi­selle; I am much al­tered, am I not? Well! Do you know why? Be­cause my face is the mir­ror of my heart, the out­er sur­face changed to match the mind with­in.”

			“You are con­soled, then?” said Mon­ta­lais, sharply.

			“No, I shall nev­er be con­soled.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you, M. de Bragelonne.”

			“I care but lit­tle for that. I do not quite un­der­stand my­self.”

			“You have not even tried to speak to Louise?”

			“Who! I?” ex­claimed the young man, with eyes flash­ing fire; “I!—Why do you not ad­vise me to mar­ry her? Per­haps the king would con­sent now.” And he rose from his chair full of anger.

			“I see,” said Mon­ta­lais, “that you are not cured, and that Louise has one en­e­my the more.”

			“One en­e­my the more!”

			“Yes; fa­vorites are but lit­tle beloved at the court of France.”

			“Oh! while she has her lover to pro­tect her, is not that enough? She has cho­sen him of such a qual­i­ty that her en­e­mies can­not pre­vail against her.” But, stop­ping all at once, “And then she has you for a friend, Made­moi­selle,” added he, with a shade of irony which did not glide off the cuirass.

			“Who! I?—Oh, no! I am no longer one of those whom Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière con­de­scends to look up­on; but—”

			This but, so big with men­ace and with storm; this but, which made the heart of Raoul beat, such griefs did it presage for her whom late­ly he loved so dear­ly; this ter­ri­ble but, so sig­nif­i­cant in a wom­an like Mon­ta­lais, was in­ter­rupt­ed by a mod­er­ate­ly loud noise heard by the speak­ers pro­ceed­ing from the al­cove be­hind the wain­scot­ing. Mon­ta­lais turned to lis­ten, and Raoul was al­ready ris­ing, when a la­dy en­tered the room qui­et­ly by the se­cret door, which she closed af­ter her.

			“Madame!” ex­claimed Raoul, on rec­og­niz­ing the sis­ter-in-law of the king.

			“Stupid wretch!” mur­mured Mon­ta­lais, throw­ing her­self, but too late, be­fore the princess, “I have been mis­tak­en in an hour!” She had, how­ev­er, time to warn the princess, who was walk­ing to­wards Raoul.

			“M. de Bragelonne, Madame,” and at these words the princess drew back, ut­ter­ing a cry in her turn.

			“Your Roy­al High­ness,” said Mon­ta­lais, with vol­u­bil­i­ty, “is kind enough to think of this lot­tery, and—”

			The princess be­gan to lose coun­te­nance. Raoul has­tened his de­par­ture, with­out di­vin­ing all, but he felt that he was in the way. Madame was pre­par­ing a word of tran­si­tion to re­cov­er her­self, when a clos­et opened in front of the al­cove, and M. de Guiche is­sued, all ra­di­ant, al­so from that clos­et. The palest of the four, we must ad­mit, was still Raoul. The princess, how­ev­er, was near faint­ing, and was obliged to lean up­on the foot of the bed for sup­port. No one ven­tured to sup­port her. This scene oc­cu­pied sev­er­al min­utes of ter­ri­ble sus­pense. But Raoul broke it. He went up to the count, whose in­ex­press­ible emo­tion made his knees trem­ble, and tak­ing his hand, “Dear count,” said he, “tell Madame I am too un­hap­py not to mer­it par­don; tell her al­so that I have loved in the course of my life, and that the hor­ror of the treach­ery that has been prac­ticed on me ren­ders me in­ex­orable to­wards all oth­er treach­ery that may be com­mit­ted around me. This is why, Made­moi­selle,” said he, smil­ing to Mon­ta­lais, “I nev­er would di­vulge the se­cret of the vis­its of my friend to your apart­ment. Ob­tain from Madame—from Madame, who is so clement and so gen­er­ous—ob­tain her par­don for you whom she has just sur­prised al­so. You are both free, love each oth­er, be hap­py!”

			The princess felt for a mo­ment a de­spair that can­not be de­scribed; it was re­pug­nant to her, not­with­stand­ing the ex­quis­ite del­i­ca­cy which Raoul had ex­hib­it­ed, to feel her­self at the mer­cy of one who had dis­cov­ered such an in­dis­cre­tion. It was equal­ly re­pug­nant to her to ac­cept the eva­sion of­fered by this del­i­cate de­cep­tion. Ag­i­tat­ed, ner­vous, she strug­gled against the dou­ble stings of these two trou­bles. Raoul com­pre­hend­ed her po­si­tion, and came once more to her aid. Bend­ing his knee be­fore her: “Madame!” said he, in a low voice, “in two days I shall be far from Paris; in a fort­night I shall be far from France, where I shall nev­er be seen again.”

			“Are you go­ing away, then?” said she, with great de­light.

			“With M. de Beau­fort.”

			“In­to Africa!” cried de Guiche, in his turn. “You, Raoul—oh! my friend—in­to Africa, where ev­ery­body dies!”

			And for­get­ting ev­ery­thing, for­get­ting that that for­get­ful­ness it­self com­pro­mised the princess more elo­quent­ly than his pres­ence, “In­grate!” said he, “and you have not even con­sult­ed me!” And he em­braced him; dur­ing which time Mon­ta­lais had led away Madame, and dis­ap­peared her­self.

			Raoul passed his hand over his brow, and said, with a smile, “I have been dream­ing!” Then warm­ly to Guiche, who by de­grees ab­sorbed him, “My friend,” said he, “I con­ceal noth­ing from you, who are the elect­ed of my heart. I am go­ing to seek death in yon­der coun­try; your se­cret will not re­main in my breast more than a year.”

			“Oh, Raoul! a man!”

			“Do you know what is my thought, count? This is it—I shall live more vivid­ly, be­ing buried be­neath the earth, than I have lived for this month past. We are Chris­tians, my friend, and if such suf­fer­ings were to con­tin­ue, I would not be an­swer­able for the safe­ty of my soul.”

			De Guiche was anx­ious to raise ob­jec­tions.

			“Not one word more on my ac­count,” said Raoul; “but ad­vice to you, dear friend; what I am go­ing to say to you is of much greater im­por­tance.”

			“What is that?”

			“With­out doubt you risk much more than I do, be­cause you love.”

			“Oh!”

			“It is a joy so sweet to me to be able to speak to you thus! Well, then, de Guiche, be­ware of Mon­ta­lais.”

			“What! of that kind friend?”

			“She was the friend of—her you know of. She ru­ined her by pride.”

			“You are mis­tak­en.”

			“And now, when she has ru­ined her, she would rav­ish from her the on­ly thing that ren­ders that wom­an ex­cus­able in my eyes.”

			“What is that?”

			“Her love.”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“I mean that there is a plot formed against her who is the mis­tress of the king—a plot formed in the very house of Madame.”

			“Can you think so?”

			“I am cer­tain of it.”

			“By Mon­ta­lais?”

			“Take her as the least dan­ger­ous of the en­e­mies I dread for—the oth­er!”

			“Ex­plain your­self clear­ly, my friend; and if I can un­der­stand you—”

			“In two words. Madame has been long jeal­ous of the king.”

			“I know she has—”

			“Oh! fear noth­ing—you are beloved—you are beloved, count; do you feel the val­ue of these three words? They sig­ni­fy that you can raise your head, that you can sleep tran­quil­ly, that you can thank God ev­ery minute of you life. You are beloved; that sig­ni­fies that you may hear ev­ery­thing, even the coun­sel of a friend who wish­es to pre­serve your hap­pi­ness. You are beloved, de Guiche, you are beloved! You do not en­dure those atro­cious nights, those nights with­out end, which, with arid eye and faint­ing heart, oth­ers pass through who are des­tined to die. You will live long, if you act like the miser who, bit by bit, crumb by crumb, col­lects and heaps up di­a­monds and gold. You are beloved!—al­low me to tell you what you must do that you may be beloved for­ev­er.”

			De Guiche con­tem­plat­ed for some time this un­for­tu­nate young man, half mad with de­spair, till there passed through his heart some­thing like re­morse at his own hap­pi­ness. Raoul sup­pressed his fever­ish ex­cite­ment, to as­sume the voice and coun­te­nance of an im­pas­si­ble man.

			“They will make her, whose name I should wish still to be able to pro­nounce—they will make her suf­fer. Swear to me that you will not sec­ond them in any­thing—but that you will de­fend her when pos­si­ble, as I would have done my­self.”

			“I swear I will,” replied de Guiche.

			“And,” con­tin­ued Raoul, “some day, when you shall have ren­dered her a great ser­vice—some day when she shall thank you, prom­ise me to say these words to her—‘I have done you this kind­ness, Madame, at the warm re­quest of M. de Bragelonne, whom you so deeply in­jured.’ ”

			“I swear I will,” mur­mured de Guiche.

			“That is all. Adieu! I set out to­mor­row, or the day af­ter, for Toulon. If you have a few hours to spare, give them to me.”

			“All! all!” cried the young man.

			“Thank you!”

			“And what are you go­ing to do now?”

			“I am go­ing to meet M. le Comte at Planchet’s res­i­dence, where we hope to find M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Yes, I wish to em­brace him be­fore my de­par­ture. He is a brave man, who loves me dear­ly. Farewell, my friend; you are ex­pect­ed, no doubt; you will find me, when you wish, at the lodg­ings of the comte. Farewell!”

			The two young men em­braced. Those who chanced to see them both thus, would not have hes­i­tat­ed to say, point­ing to Raoul, “That is the hap­py man!”
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				The In­ven­to­ry of Planchet

			
			Athos, dur­ing the vis­it made to the Lux­em­bourg by Raoul, had gone to Planchet’s res­i­dence to in­quire af­ter d’Artag­nan. The comte, on ar­riv­ing at the Rue des Lom­bards, found the shop of the gro­cer in great con­fu­sion; but it was not the en­cum­ber­ment of a lucky sale, or that of an ar­rival of goods. Planchet was not en­throned, as usu­al, on sacks and bar­rels. No. A young man with a pen be­hind his ear, and an­oth­er with an ac­count-book in his hand, were set­ting down a num­ber of fig­ures, whilst a third count­ed and weighed. An in­ven­to­ry was be­ing tak­en. Athos, who had no knowl­edge of com­mer­cial mat­ters, felt him­self a lit­tle em­bar­rassed by ma­te­ri­al ob­sta­cles and the majesty of those who were thus em­ployed. He saw sev­er­al cus­tomers sent away, and asked him­self whether he, who came to buy noth­ing, would not be more prop­er­ly deemed im­por­tu­nate. He there­fore asked very po­lite­ly if he could see M. Planchet. The re­ply, quite care­less­ly giv­en, was that M. Planchet was pack­ing his trunks. These words sur­prised Athos. “What! his trunks?” said he; “is M. Planchet go­ing away?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, di­rect­ly.”

			“Then, if you please, in­form him that M. le Comte de la Fère de­sires to speak to him for a mo­ment.”

			At the men­tion of the comte’s name, one of the young men, no doubt ac­cus­tomed to hear it pro­nounced with re­spect, im­me­di­ate­ly went to in­form Planchet. It was at this mo­ment that Raoul, af­ter his painful scene with Mon­ta­lais and de Guiche, ar­rived at the gro­cer’s house. Planchet left his job di­rect­ly he re­ceived the comte’s mes­sage.

			“Ah! Mon­sieur le Comte!” ex­claimed he, “how glad I am to see you! What good star brings you here?”

			“My dear Planchet,” said Athos, press­ing the hand of his son, whose sad look he silent­ly ob­served—“we are come to learn of you—But in what con­fu­sion do I find you! You are as white as a miller; where have you been rum­mag­ing?”

			“Ah, di­a­ble! take care, Mon­sieur; don’t come near me till I have well shak­en my­self.”

			“What for? Flour or dust on­ly whiten.”

			“No, no; what you see on my arms is ar­senic.”

			“Ar­senic?”

			“Yes; I am tak­ing my pre­cau­tions against rats.”

			“Ay, I sup­pose in an es­tab­lish­ment like this, rats play a con­spic­u­ous part.”

			“It is not with this es­tab­lish­ment I con­cern my­self, Mon­sieur le Comte. The rats have robbed me of more here than they will ev­er rob me of again.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Why, you may have ob­served, Mon­sieur, my in­ven­to­ry is be­ing tak­en.”

			“Are you leav­ing trade, then?”

			“Eh! mon Dieu! yes. I have dis­posed of my busi­ness to one of my young men.”

			“Bah! you are rich, then, I sup­pose?”

			“Mon­sieur, I have tak­en a dis­like to the city; I don’t know whether it is be­cause I am grow­ing old, and as M. d’Artag­nan one day said, when we grow old we more of­ten think of the ad­ven­tures of our youth; but for some time past I have felt my­self at­tract­ed to­wards the coun­try and gar­den­ing. I was a coun­try­man for­mer­ly.” And Planchet marked this con­fes­sion with a rather pre­ten­tious laugh for a man mak­ing pro­fes­sion of hu­mil­i­ty.

			Athos made a ges­ture of ap­proval, and then added: “You are go­ing to buy an es­tate, then?”

			“I have bought one, Mon­sieur.”

			“Ah! that is still bet­ter.”

			“A lit­tle house at Fontainebleau, with some­thing like twen­ty acres of land round it.”

			“Very well, Planchet! Ac­cept my com­pli­ments on your ac­qui­si­tion.”

			“But, Mon­sieur, we are not com­fort­able here; the cursed dust makes you cough. Cor­bleu! I do not wish to poi­son the most wor­thy gen­tle­man in the king­dom.”

			Athos did not smile at this lit­tle pleas­antry which Planchet had aimed at him, in or­der to try his strength in mun­dane face­tious­ness.

			“Yes,” said Athos, “let us have a lit­tle talk by our­selves—in your own room, for ex­am­ple. You have a room, have you not?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“Up­stairs, per­haps?” And Athos, see­ing Planchet a lit­tle em­bar­rassed, wished to re­lieve him by go­ing first.

			“It is—but—” said Planchet, hes­i­tat­ing.

			Athos was mis­tak­en in the cause of this hes­i­ta­tion, and, at­tribut­ing it to a fear the gro­cer might have of of­fer­ing hum­ble hos­pi­tal­i­ty, “Nev­er mind, nev­er mind,” said he, still go­ing up, “the dwelling of a trades­man in this quar­ter is not ex­pect­ed to be a palace. Come on.”

			Raoul nim­bly pre­ced­ed him, and en­tered first. Two cries were heard si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly—we may say three. One of these cries dom­i­nat­ed the oth­ers; it em­anat­ed from a wom­an. An­oth­er pro­ceed­ed from the mouth of Raoul; it was an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise. He had no soon­er ut­tered it than he shut the door sharply. The third was from fright; it came from Planchet.

			“I ask your par­don!” added he; “Madame is dress­ing.”

			Raoul had, no doubt, seen that what Planchet said was true, for he turned round to go down­stairs again.

			“Madame—” said Athos. “Oh! par­don me, Planchet, I did not know that you had up­stairs—”

			“It is Trüchen,” added Planchet, blush­ing a lit­tle.

			“It is who­ev­er you please, my good Planchet; but par­don my rude­ness.”

			“No, no; go up now, gen­tle­men.”

			“We will do no such thing,” said Athos.

			“Oh! Madame, hav­ing no­tice, has had time—”

			“No, Planchet; farewell!”

			“Eh, gen­tle­men! you would not dis­oblige me by thus stand­ing on the stair­case, or by go­ing away with­out hav­ing sat down.”

			“If we had known you had a la­dy up­stairs,” replied Athos, with his cus­tom­ary cool­ness, “we would have asked per­mis­sion to pay our re­spects to her.”

			Planchet was so dis­con­cert­ed by this lit­tle ex­trav­a­gance, that he forced the pas­sage, and him­self opened the door to ad­mit the comte and his son. Trüchen was quite dressed: in the cos­tume of the shop­keep­er’s wife, rich yet co­quet­tish; Ger­man eyes at­tack­ing French eyes. She left the apart­ment af­ter two cour­te­sies, and went down in­to the shop—but not with­out hav­ing lis­tened at the door, to know what Planchet’s gen­tle­men vis­i­tors would say of her. Athos sus­pect­ed that, and there­fore turned the con­ver­sa­tion ac­cord­ing­ly. Planchet, on his part, was burn­ing to give ex­pla­na­tions, which Athos avoid­ed. But, as cer­tain tenac­i­ties are stronger than oth­ers, Athos was forced to hear Planchet re­cite his idyls of fe­lic­i­ty, trans­lat­ed in­to a lan­guage more chaste than that of Longus. So Planchet re­lat­ed how Trüchen had charmed the years of his ad­vanc­ing age, and brought good luck to his busi­ness, as Ruth did to Boaz.

			“You want noth­ing now, then, but heirs to your prop­er­ty.”

			“If I had one he would have three hun­dred thou­sand livres,” said Planchet.

			“Humph! you must have one, then,” said Athos, phleg­mat­i­cal­ly, “if on­ly to pre­vent your lit­tle for­tune be­ing lost.”

			This word lit­tle for­tune placed Planchet in his rank, like the voice of the sergeant when Planchet was but a piqueur in the reg­i­ment of Pied­mont, in which Rochefort had placed him. Athos per­ceived that the gro­cer would mar­ry Trüchen, and, in spite of fate, es­tab­lish a fam­i­ly. This ap­peared the more ev­i­dent to him when he learned that the young man to whom Planchet was sell­ing the busi­ness was her cousin. Hav­ing heard all that was nec­es­sary of the hap­py prospects of the re­tir­ing gro­cer, “What is M. d’Artag­nan about?” said he; “he is not at the Lou­vre.”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur le Comte, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan has dis­ap­peared.”

			“Dis­ap­peared!” said Athos, in sur­prise.

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, we know what that means.”

			“But I do not know.”

			“When­ev­er M. d’Artag­nan dis­ap­pears it is al­ways for some mis­sion or some great af­fair.”

			“Has he said any­thing to you about it?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“You were ac­quaint­ed with his de­par­ture for Eng­land for­mer­ly, were you not?”

			“On ac­count of the spec­u­la­tion,” said Planchet, heed­less­ly.

			“The spec­u­la­tion!”

			“I mean—” in­ter­rupt­ed Planchet, quite con­fused.

			“Well, well; nei­ther your af­fairs nor those of your mas­ter are in ques­tion; the in­ter­est we take in him alone has in­duced me to ap­ply to you. Since the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers is not here, and as we can­not learn from you where we are like­ly to find M. d’Artag­nan, we will take our leave of you. Au revoir, Planchet, au revoir. Let us be gone, Raoul.”

			“Mon­sieur le Comte, I wish I were able to tell you—”

			“Oh, not at all; I am not the man to re­proach a ser­vant with dis­cre­tion.”

			This word “ser­vant” struck rude­ly on the ears of the de­mi-mil­lion­aire Planchet, but nat­u­ral re­spect and bon­homie pre­vailed over pride. “There is noth­ing in­dis­creet in telling you, Mon­sieur le Comte, M. d’Artag­nan came here the oth­er day—”

			“Aha?”

			“And re­mained sev­er­al hours con­sult­ing a ge­o­graph­i­cal chart.”

			“You are right, then, my friend; say no more about it.”

			“And the chart is there as a proof,” added Planchet, who went to fetch from the neigh­bor­ing wall, where it was sus­pend­ed by a twist, form­ing a tri­an­gle with the bar of the win­dow to which it was fas­tened, the plan con­sult­ed by the cap­tain on his last vis­it to Planchet. This plan, which he brought to the comte, was a map of France, up­on which the prac­ticed eye of that gen­tle­man dis­cov­ered an itin­er­ary, marked out with small pins; wher­ev­er a pin was miss­ing, a hole de­not­ed its hav­ing been there. Athos, by fol­low­ing with his eye the pins and holes, saw that d’Artag­nan had tak­en the di­rec­tion of the south, and gone as far as the Mediter­ranean, to­wards Toulon. It was near Cannes that the marks and the punc­tured places ceased. The Comte de la Fère puz­zled his brains for some time, to di­vine what the mus­ke­teer could be go­ing to do at Cannes, and what mo­tive could have led him to ex­am­ine the banks of the Var. The re­flec­tions of Athos sug­gest­ed noth­ing. His ac­cus­tomed per­spi­cac­i­ty was at fault. Raoul’s re­search­es were not more suc­cess­ful than his fa­ther’s.

			“Nev­er mind,” said the young man to the comte, who silent­ly, and with his fin­ger, had made him un­der­stand the route of d’Artag­nan; “we must con­fess that there is a Prov­i­dence al­ways oc­cu­pied in con­nect­ing our des­tiny with that of M. d’Artag­nan. There he is on the coast of Cannes, and you, Mon­sieur, will, at least, con­duct me as far as Toulon. Be as­sured that we shall meet with him more eas­i­ly up­on our route than on this map.”

			Then, tak­ing leave of Planchet, who was scold­ing his shop­men, even the cousin of Trüchen, his suc­ces­sor, the gen­tle­men set out to pay a vis­it to M. de Beau­fort. On leav­ing the gro­cer’s shop, they saw a coach, the fu­ture de­pos­i­to­ry of the charms of Made­moi­selle Trüchen and Planchet’s bags of crowns.

			“Ev­ery­one jour­neys to­wards hap­pi­ness by the route he choos­es,” said Raoul, in a melan­choly tone.

			“Road to Fontainebleau!” cried Planchet to his coach­man.
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				The In­ven­to­ry of M. de Beau­fort

			
			To have talked of d’Artag­nan with Planchet, to have seen Planchet quit Paris to bury him­self in his coun­try re­treat, had been for Athos and his son like a last farewell to the noise of the cap­i­tal—to their life of for­mer days. What, in fact, did these men leave be­hind them—one of whom had ex­haust­ed the past age in glo­ry, and the oth­er, the present age in mis­for­tune? Ev­i­dent­ly nei­ther of them had any­thing to ask of his con­tem­po­raries. They had on­ly to pay a vis­it to M. de Beau­fort, and ar­range with him the par­tic­u­lars of de­par­ture. The duke was lodged mag­nif­i­cent­ly in Paris. He had one of those su­perb es­tab­lish­ments per­tain­ing to great for­tunes, the like of which cer­tain old men re­mem­bered to have seen in all their glo­ry in the times of waste­ful lib­er­al­i­ty of Hen­ry III’s reign. Then, re­al­ly, sev­er­al great no­bles were rich­er than the king. They knew it, used it, and nev­er de­prived them­selves of the plea­sure of hu­mil­i­at­ing his roy­al majesty when they had an op­por­tu­ni­ty. It was this ego­tis­ti­cal aris­toc­ra­cy Riche­lieu had con­strained to con­trib­ute, with its blood, its purse, and its du­ties, to what was from his time styled the king’s ser­vice. From Louis XI—that ter­ri­ble mow­er-down of the great—to Riche­lieu, how many fam­i­lies had raised their heads! How many, from Riche­lieu to Louis XIV, had bowed their heads, nev­er to raise them again! But M. de Beau­fort was born a prince, and of a blood which is not shed up­on scaf­folds, un­less by the de­cree of peo­ples—a prince who had kept up a grand style of liv­ing. How did he main­tain his hors­es, his peo­ple, and his ta­ble? No­body knew; him­self less than oth­ers. On­ly there were then priv­i­leges for the sons of kings, to whom no­body re­fused to be­come a cred­i­tor, whether from re­spect or the per­sua­sion that they would some day be paid.

			Athos and Raoul found the man­sion of the duke in as much con­fu­sion as that of Planchet. The duke, like­wise, was mak­ing his in­ven­to­ry; that is to say, he was dis­tribut­ing to his friends ev­ery­thing of val­ue he had in his house. Ow­ing near­ly two mil­lions—an enor­mous amount in those days—M. de Beau­fort had cal­cu­lat­ed that he could not set out for Africa with­out a good round sum, and, in or­der to find that sum, he was dis­tribut­ing to his old cred­i­tors plate, arms, jew­els, and fur­ni­ture, which was more mag­nif­i­cent in sell­ing it, and brought him back dou­ble. In fact, how could a man to whom ten thou­sand livres were ow­ing, refuse to car­ry away a present worth six thou­sand, en­hanced in es­ti­ma­tion from hav­ing be­longed to a de­scen­dant of Hen­ry IV? And how, af­ter hav­ing car­ried away that present, could he refuse ten thou­sand livres more to this gen­er­ous no­ble? This, then, was what had hap­pened. The duke had no longer a dwelling-house—that had be­come use­less to an ad­mi­ral whose place of res­i­dence is his ship; he had no longer need of su­per­flu­ous arms, when he was placed amidst his can­nons; no more jew­els, which the sea might rob him of; but he had three or four hun­dred thou­sand crowns fresh in his cof­fers. And through­out the house there was a joy­ous move­ment of peo­ple who be­lieved they were plun­der­ing Mon­seigneur. The prince had, in a supreme de­gree, the art of mak­ing hap­py the cred­i­tors most to be pitied. Ev­ery dis­tressed man, ev­ery emp­ty purse, found in him pa­tience and sym­pa­thy for his po­si­tion. To some he said, “I wish I had what you have; I would give it you.” And to oth­ers, “I have but this sil­ver ew­er; it is worth at least five hun­dred livres—take it.” The ef­fect of which was—so tru­ly is cour­tesy a cur­rent pay­ment—that the prince con­stant­ly found means to re­new his cred­i­tors. This time he used no cer­e­mo­ny; it might be called a gen­er­al pil­lage. He gave up ev­ery­thing. The Ori­en­tal fa­ble of the poor Arab who car­ried away from the pil­lage of a palace a ket­tle at the bot­tom of which was con­cealed a bag of gold, and whom ev­ery­body al­lowed to pass with­out jeal­ousy—this fa­ble had be­come a truth in the prince’s man­sion. Many con­trac­tors paid them­selves up­on the of­fices of the duke. Thus, the pro­vi­sion de­part­ment, who plun­dered the clothes­press­es and the har­ness-rooms, at­tached very lit­tle val­ue to things which tai­lors and sad­dlers set great store by. Anx­ious to car­ry home to their wives pre­serves giv­en them by Mon­seigneur, many were seen bound­ing joy­ous­ly along, un­der the weight of earth­en jars and bot­tles, glo­ri­ous­ly stamped with the arms of the prince. M. de Beau­fort fin­ished by giv­ing away his hors­es and the hay from his lofts. He made more than thir­ty hap­py with kitchen uten­sils; and thir­ty more with the con­tents of his cel­lar. Still fur­ther; all these peo­ple went away with the con­vic­tion that M. de Beau­fort on­ly act­ed in this man­ner to pre­pare for a new for­tune con­cealed be­neath the Arabs’ tents. They re­peat­ed to each oth­er, while pil­lag­ing his ho­tel, that he was sent to Gigel­li by the king to re­con­struct his lost for­tunes; that the trea­sures of Africa would be equal­ly di­vid­ed be­tween the ad­mi­ral and the king of France; that these trea­sures con­sist­ed in mines of di­a­monds, or oth­er fab­u­lous stones; the gold and sil­ver mines of Mount At­las did not even ob­tain the hon­or of be­ing named. In ad­di­tion to the mines to be worked—which could not be be­gun till af­ter the cam­paign—there would be the booty made by the army. M. de Beau­fort would lay his hands on all the rich­es pi­rates had robbed Chris­ten­dom of since the bat­tle of Lep­an­to. The num­ber of mil­lions from these sources de­fied cal­cu­la­tion. Why, then, should he, who was go­ing in quest of such trea­sure, set any store by the poor uten­sils of his past life? And re­cip­ro­cal­ly, why should they spare the prop­er­ty of him who spared it so lit­tle him­self?

			Such was the po­si­tion of af­fairs. Athos, with his pierc­ing prac­ticed glance, saw what was go­ing on at once. He found the ad­mi­ral of France a lit­tle ex­alt­ed, for he was ris­ing from a ta­ble of fifty cov­ers, at which the guests had drunk long and deeply to the pros­per­i­ty of the ex­pe­di­tion; at the con­clu­sion of which repast, the re­mains, with the dessert, had been giv­en to the ser­vants, and the emp­ty dish­es and plates to the cu­ri­ous. The prince was in­tox­i­cat­ed with his ru­in and his pop­u­lar­i­ty at one and the same time. He had drunk his old wine to the health of his wine of the fu­ture. When he saw Athos and Raoul:

			“There is my aide-de-camp be­ing brought to me!” he cried. “Come hith­er, comte; come hith­er, vi­comte.”

			Athos tried to find a pas­sage through the heaps of linen and plate.

			“Ah! step over, step over!” said the duke, of­fer­ing a full glass to Athos. The lat­ter drank it; Raoul scarce­ly moist­ened his lips.

			“Here is your com­mis­sion,” said the prince to Raoul. “I had pre­pared it, reck­on­ing up­on you. You will go be­fore me as far as An­tibes.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Here is the or­der.” And de Beau­fort gave Raoul the or­der. “Do you know any­thing of the sea?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; I have trav­eled with M. le Prince.”

			“That is well. All these barges and lighters must be in at­ten­dance to form an es­cort and car­ry my pro­vi­sions. The army must be pre­pared to em­bark in a fort­night at the very lat­est.”

			“That shall be done, Mon­seigneur.”

			“The present or­der gives you the right to vis­it and search all the isles along the coast; you will there make the en­rol­ments and levies you may want for me.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Duc.”

			“And you are an ac­tive man, and will work freely, you will spend much mon­ey.”

			“I hope not, Mon­seigneur.”

			“But I am sure you will. My in­ten­dant has pre­pared the or­ders of a thou­sand livres, drawn up­on the cities of the south; he will give you a hun­dred of them. Now, dear vi­comte, be gone.”

			Athos in­ter­rupt­ed the prince. “Keep your mon­ey, Mon­seigneur; war is to be waged among the Arabs with gold as well as lead.”

			“I wish to try the con­trary,” replied the duke; “and then you are ac­quaint­ed with my ideas up­on the ex­pe­di­tion—plen­ty of noise, plen­ty of fire, and, if so it must be, I shall dis­ap­pear in the smoke.” Hav­ing spo­ken thus, M. de Beau­fort be­gan to laugh; but his mirth was not re­cip­ro­cat­ed by Athos and Raoul. He per­ceived this at once. “Ah,” said he, with the cour­te­ous ego­tism of his rank and age, “you are such peo­ple as a man should not see af­ter din­ner; you are cold, stiff, and dry when I am all fire, sup­ple­ness, and wine. No, dev­il take me! I should al­ways see you fast­ing, vi­comte, and you, comte, if you wear such a face as that, you shall see me no more.”

			He said this, press­ing the hand of Athos, who replied with a smile, “Mon­seigneur, do not talk so grand­ly be­cause you hap­pen to have plen­ty of mon­ey. I pre­dict that with­in a month you will be dry, stiff, and cold, in pres­ence of your strong­box, and that then, hav­ing Raoul at your el­bow, fast­ing, you will be sur­prised to see him gay, an­i­mat­ed, and gen­er­ous, be­cause he will have some new crowns to of­fer you.”

			“God grant it may be so!” cried the de­light­ed duke. “Comte, stay with me!”

			“No, I shall go with Raoul; the mis­sion with which you charge him is a trou­ble­some and dif­fi­cult one. Alone it would be too much for him to ex­e­cute. You do not ob­serve, Mon­seigneur, you have giv­en him com­mand of the first or­der.”

			“Bah!”

			“And in your naval ar­range­ments, too.”

			“That may be true. But one finds that such fine young fel­lows as your son gen­er­al­ly do all that is re­quired of them.”

			“Mon­seigneur, I be­lieve you will find nowhere so much zeal and in­tel­li­gence, so much re­al brav­ery, as in Raoul; but if he failed to ar­range your em­barka­tion, you would on­ly meet the fate that you de­serve.”

			“Humph! you are scold­ing me, then.”

			“Mon­seigneur, to pro­vi­sion a fleet, to as­sem­ble a flotil­la, to en­roll your mar­itime force, would take an ad­mi­ral a year. Raoul is a cav­al­ry of­fi­cer, and you al­low him a fort­night!”

			“I tell you he will do it.”

			“He may; but I will go and help him.”

			“To be sure you will; I reck­oned up­on you, and still fur­ther be­lieve that when we are once at Toulon you will not let him de­part alone.”

			“Oh!” said Athos, shak­ing his head.

			“Pa­tience! pa­tience!”

			“Mon­seigneur, per­mit us to take our leave.”

			“Be­gone, then, and may my good luck at­tend you.”

			“Adieu! Mon­seigneur; and may your own good luck at­tend you like­wise.”

			“Here is an ex­pe­di­tion ad­mirably com­menced!” said Athos to his son. “No pro­vi­sions—no store flotil­la! What can be done, thus?”

			“Humph!” mur­mured Raoul; “if all are go­ing to do as I am, pro­vi­sions will not be want­ed.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Athos, stern­ly, “do not be un­just and sense­less in your ego­tism, or your grief, which­ever you please to call it. If you set out for this war sole­ly with the in­ten­tion of get­ting killed there­in, you stand in need of no­body, and it was scarce­ly worth while to rec­om­mend you to M. de Beau­fort. But when you have been in­tro­duced to the prime com­man­dant—when you have ac­cept­ed the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of a post in his army, the ques­tion is no longer about you, but about all those poor sol­diers, who, as well as you, have hearts and bod­ies, who will weep for their coun­try and en­dure all the ne­ces­si­ties of their con­di­tion. Re­mem­ber, Raoul, that of­fi­cers are min­is­ters as use­ful to the world as priests, and that they ought to have more char­i­ty.”

			“Mon­sieur, I know it and have prac­ticed it; I would have con­tin­ued to do so still, but—”

			“You for­get al­so that you are of a coun­try that is proud of its mil­i­tary glo­ry; go and die if you like, but do not die with­out hon­or and with­out ad­van­tage to France. Cheer up, Raoul! do not let my words grieve you; I love you, and wish to see you per­fect.”

			“I love your re­proach­es, Mon­sieur,” said the young man, mild­ly; “they alone may cure me, be­cause they prove to me that some­one loves me still.”

			“And now, Raoul, let us be off; the weath­er is so fine, the heav­ens so clear, those heav­ens which we al­ways find above our heads, which you will see more clear still at Gigel­li, and which will speak to you of me there, as they speak to me here of God.”

			The two gen­tle­men, af­ter hav­ing agreed on this point, talked over the wild freaks of the duke, con­vinced that France would be served in a very in­com­plete man­ner, as re­gard­ed both spir­it and prac­tice, in the en­su­ing ex­pe­di­tion; and hav­ing summed up the ducal pol­i­cy un­der the one word van­i­ty, they set for­ward, in obe­di­ence rather to their will than des­tiny. The sac­ri­fice was half ac­com­plished.
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				The Sil­ver Dish

			
			The jour­ney passed off pret­ty well. Athos and his son tra­versed France at the rate of fif­teen leagues per day; some­times more, some­times less, ac­cord­ing to the in­ten­si­ty of Raoul’s grief. It took them a fort­night to reach Toulon, and they lost all traces of d’Artag­nan at An­tibes. They were forced to be­lieve that the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers was de­sirous of pre­serv­ing an incog­ni­to on his route, for Athos de­rived from his in­quiries an as­sur­ance that such a cav­a­lier as he de­scribed had ex­changed his horse for a well-closed car­riage on quit­ting Avi­gnon. Raoul was much af­fect­ed at not meet­ing with d’Artag­nan. His af­fec­tion­ate heart longed to take a farewell and re­ceive con­so­la­tion from that heart of steel. Athos knew from ex­pe­ri­ence that d’Artag­nan be­came im­pen­e­tra­ble when en­gaged in any se­ri­ous af­fair, whether on his own ac­count or on the ser­vice of the king. He even feared to of­fend his friend, or thwart him by too press­ing in­quiries. And yet when Raoul com­menced his la­bor of class­ing the flotil­la, and got to­geth­er the cha­lands and lighters to send them to Toulon, one of the fish­er­men told the comte that his boat had been laid up to re­fit since a trip he had made on ac­count of a gen­tle­man who was in great haste to em­bark. Athos, be­liev­ing that this man was telling a false­hood in or­der to be left at lib­er­ty to fish, and so gain more mon­ey when all his com­pan­ions were gone, in­sist­ed up­on hav­ing the de­tails. The fish­er­man in­formed him that six days pre­vi­ous­ly, a man had come in the night to hire his boat, for the pur­pose of vis­it­ing the is­land of St. Hon­no­rat. The price was agreed up­on, but the gen­tle­man had ar­rived with an im­mense car­riage case, which he in­sist­ed up­on em­bark­ing, in spite of the many dif­fi­cul­ties that op­posed the op­er­a­tion. The fish­er­man wished to re­tract. He had even threat­ened, but his threats had pro­cured him noth­ing but a show­er of blows from the gen­tle­man’s cane, which fell up­on his shoul­ders sharp and long. Swear­ing and grum­bling, he had re­course to the syn­dic of his broth­er­hood at An­tibes, who ad­min­is­ter jus­tice among them­selves and pro­tect each oth­er; but the gen­tle­man had ex­hib­it­ed a cer­tain pa­per, at sight of which the syn­dic, bow­ing to the very ground, en­joined obe­di­ence from the fish­er­man, and abused him for hav­ing been re­frac­to­ry. They then de­part­ed with the freight.

			“But all this does not tell us,” said Athos, “how you in­jured your boat.”

			“This is the way. I was steer­ing to­wards St. Hon­no­rat as the gen­tle­man de­sired me; but he changed his mind, and pre­tend­ed that I could not pass to the south of the abbey.”

			“And why not?”

			“Be­cause, Mon­sieur, there is in front of the square tow­er of the Bene­dictines, to­wards the south­ern point, the bank of the Moines.”

			“A rock?” asked Athos.

			“Lev­el with the wa­ter, but be­low wa­ter; a dan­ger­ous pas­sage, yet one I have cleared a thou­sand times; the gen­tle­man re­quired me to land him at Sainte-Mar­guerite’s.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur!” cried the fish­er­man, with his Provençal ac­cent, “a man is a sailor, or he is not; he knows his course, or he is noth­ing but a fresh­wa­ter lub­ber. I was ob­sti­nate, and wished to try the chan­nel. The gen­tle­man took me by the col­lar, and told me qui­et­ly he would stran­gle me. My mate armed him­self with a hatch­et, and so did I. We had the af­front of the night be­fore to pay him out for. But the gen­tle­man drew his sword, and used it in such an as­ton­ish­ing­ly rapid man­ner, that we nei­ther of us could get near him. I was about to hurl my hatch­et at his head, and I had a right to do so, hadn’t I, Mon­sieur? for a sailor aboard is mas­ter, as a cit­i­zen is in his cham­ber; I was go­ing, then, in self-de­fense, to cut the gen­tle­man in two, when, all at once—be­lieve me or not, Mon­sieur—the great car­riage case opened of it­self, I don’t know how, and there came out of it a sort of a phan­tom, his head cov­ered with a black hel­met and a black mask, some­thing ter­ri­ble to look up­on, which came to­wards me threat­en­ing with its fist.”

			“And that was—” said Athos.

			“That was the dev­il, Mon­sieur; for the gen­tle­man, with great glee, cried out, on see­ing him: ‘Ah! thank you, Mon­seigneur!’ ”

			“A most strange sto­ry!” mur­mured the comte, look­ing at Raoul.

			“And what did you do?” asked the lat­ter of the fish­er­man.

			“You must know, Mon­sieur, that two poor men, such as we are, could be no match for two gen­tle­men; but when one of them turned out to be the dev­il, we had no earth­ly chance! My com­pan­ion and I did not stop to con­sult one an­oth­er; we made but one jump in­to the sea, for we were with­in sev­en or eight hun­dred feet of the shore.”

			“Well, and then?”

			“Why, and then, Mon­seigneur, as there was a lit­tle wind from the south­west, the boat drift­ed in­to the sands of Sainte-Mar­guerite’s.”

			“Oh!—but the trav­el­ers?”

			“Bah! you need not be un­easy about them! It was pret­ty plain that one was the dev­il, and pro­tect­ed the oth­er; for when we re­cov­ered the boat, af­ter she got afloat again, in­stead of find­ing these two crea­tures in­jured by the shock, we found noth­ing, not even the car­riage or the case.”

			“Very strange! very strange!” re­peat­ed the comte. “But af­ter that, what did you do, my friend?”

			“I made my com­plaint to the gov­er­nor of Sainte-Mar­guerite’s, who brought my fin­ger un­der my nose by telling me if I plagued him with such sil­ly sto­ries he would have me flogged.”

			“What! did the gov­er­nor him­self say so?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; and yet my boat was in­jured, se­ri­ous­ly in­jured, for the prow is left up­on the point of Sainte-Mar­guerite’s, and the car­pen­ter asks a hun­dred and twen­ty livres to re­pair it.”

			“Very well,” replied Raoul; “you will be ex­empt­ed from the ser­vice. Go.”

			“We will go to Sainte-Mar­guerite’s, shall we?” said the comte to Bragelonne, as the man walked away.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, for there is some­thing to be cleared up; that man does not seem to me to have told the truth.”

			“Nor to me ei­ther, Raoul. The sto­ry of the masked man and the car­riage hav­ing dis­ap­peared, may be told to con­ceal some vi­o­lence these fel­lows have com­mit­ted up­on their pas­sen­gers in the open sea, to pun­ish him for his per­sis­tence in em­bark­ing.”

			“I formed the same sus­pi­cion; the car­riage was more like­ly to con­tain prop­er­ty than a man.”

			“We shall see to that, Raoul. The gen­tle­man very much re­sem­bles d’Artag­nan; I rec­og­nize his meth­ods of pro­ceed­ing. Alas! we are no longer the young in­vin­ci­bles of for­mer days. Who knows whether the hatch­et or the iron bar of this mis­er­able coast­er has not suc­ceed­ed in do­ing that which the best blades of Eu­rope, balls, and bul­lets have not been able to do in forty years?”

			That same day they set out for Sainte-Mar­guerite’s, on board a chas­se-marée come from Toulon un­der or­ders. The im­pres­sion they ex­pe­ri­enced on land­ing was a sin­gu­lar­ly pleas­ing one. The is­land seemed load­ed with flow­ers and fruits. In its cul­ti­vat­ed part it served as a gar­den for the gov­er­nor. Or­ange, pome­gran­ate, and fig trees bent be­neath the weight of their gold­en or pur­ple fruits. All round this gar­den, in the un­cul­ti­vat­ed parts, red par­tridges ran about in con­veys among the bram­bles and tufts of ju­nipers, and at ev­ery step of the comte and Raoul a ter­ri­fied rab­bit quit­ted his thyme and heath to scut­tle away to the bur­row. In fact, this for­tu­nate isle was un­in­hab­it­ed. Flat, of­fer­ing noth­ing but a tiny bay for the con­ve­nience of em­barka­tion, and un­der the pro­tec­tion of the gov­er­nor, who went shares with them, smug­glers made use of it as a pro­vi­sion­al en­trepôt, at the ex­pense of not killing the game or dev­as­tat­ing the gar­den. With this com­pro­mise, the gov­er­nor was in a sit­u­a­tion to be sat­is­fied with a gar­ri­son of eight men to guard his fortress, in which twelve can­nons ac­cu­mu­lat­ed coats of moldy green. The gov­er­nor was a sort of hap­py farmer, har­vest­ing wines, figs, oil, and or­anges, pre­serv­ing his cit­rons and cé­drates in the sun of his case­mates. The fortress, en­cir­cled by a deep ditch, its on­ly guardian, arose like three heads up­on tur­rets con­nect­ed with each oth­er by ter­races cov­ered with moss.

			Athos and Raoul wan­dered for some time round the fences of the gar­den with­out find­ing any­one to in­tro­duce them to the gov­er­nor. They end­ed by mak­ing their own way in­to the gar­den. It was at the hottest time of the day. Each liv­ing thing sought its shel­ter un­der grass or stone. The heav­ens spread their fiery veils as if to sti­fle all nois­es, to en­vel­op all ex­is­tences; the rab­bit un­der the broom, the fly un­der the leaf, slept as the wave did be­neath the heav­ens. Athos saw noth­ing liv­ing but a sol­dier, up­on the ter­race be­neath the sec­ond and third court, who was car­ry­ing a bas­ket of pro­vi­sions on his head. This man re­turned al­most im­me­di­ate­ly with­out his bas­ket, and dis­ap­peared in the shade of his sen­try-box. Athos sup­posed he must have been car­ry­ing din­ner to some­one, and, af­ter hav­ing done so, re­turned to dine him­self. All at once they heard some­one call out, and rais­ing their heads, per­ceived in the frame of the bars of the win­dow some­thing of a white col­or, like a hand that was waved back­wards and for­wards—some­thing shin­ing, like a pol­ished weapon struck by the rays of the sun. And be­fore they were able to as­cer­tain what it was, a lu­mi­nous train, ac­com­pa­nied by a hiss­ing sound in the air, called their at­ten­tion from the don­jon to the ground. A sec­ond dull noise was heard from the ditch, and Raoul ran to pick up a sil­ver plate which was rolling along the dry sand. The hand that had thrown this plate made a sign to the two gen­tle­men, and then dis­ap­peared. Athos and Raoul, ap­proach­ing each oth­er, com­menced an at­ten­tive ex­am­i­na­tion of the dusty plate, and they dis­cov­ered, in char­ac­ters traced up­on the bot­tom of it with the point of a knife, this in­scrip­tion:

			
				“I am the broth­er of the king of France—a pris­on­er to­day—a mad­man to­mor­row. French gen­tle­men and Chris­tians, pray to God for the soul and the rea­son of the son of your old rulers.”

			

			The plate fell from the hands of Athos whilst Raoul was en­deav­or­ing to make out the mean­ing of these dis­mal words. At the same mo­ment they heard a cry from the top of the don­jon. Quick as light­ning Raoul bent down his head, and forced down that of his fa­ther like­wise. A mus­ket-bar­rel glit­tered from the crest of the wall. A white smoke float­ed like a plume from the mouth of the mus­ket, and a ball was flat­tened against a stone with­in six inch­es of the two gen­tle­men.

			“Cordieu!” cried Athos. “What, are peo­ple as­sas­si­nat­ed here? Come down, cow­ards as you are!”

			“Yes, come down!” cried Raoul, fu­ri­ous­ly shak­ing his fist at the cas­tle.

			One of the as­sailants—he who was about to fire—replied to these cries by an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise; and, as his com­pan­ion, who wished to con­tin­ue the at­tack, had re-seized his load­ed mus­ket, he who had cried out threw up the weapon, and the ball flew in­to the air. Athos and Raoul, see­ing them dis­ap­pear from the plat­form, ex­pect­ed they would come down to them, and wait­ed with a firm de­meanor. Five min­utes had not elapsed, when a stroke up­on a drum called the eight sol­diers of the gar­ri­son to arms, and they showed them­selves on the oth­er side of the ditch with their mus­kets in hand. At the head of these men was an of­fi­cer, whom Athos and Raoul rec­og­nized as the one who had fired the first mus­ket. The man or­dered the sol­diers to “make ready.”

			“We are go­ing to be shot!” cried Raoul; “but, sword in hand, at least, let us leap the ditch! We shall kill at least two of these scoundrels, when their mus­kets are emp­ty.” And, suit­ing the ac­tion to the word, Raoul was spring­ing for­ward, fol­lowed by Athos, when a well-known voice re­sound­ed be­hind them, “Athos! Raoul!”

			“D’Artag­nan!” replied the two gen­tle­men.

			“Re­cov­er arms! Mor­dioux!” cried the cap­tain to the sol­diers. “I was sure I could not be mis­tak­en!”

			“What is the mean­ing of this?” asked Athos. “What! were we to be shot with­out warn­ing?”

			“It was I who was go­ing to shoot you, and if the gov­er­nor missed you, I should not have missed you, my dear friends. How for­tu­nate it is that I am ac­cus­tomed to take a long aim, in­stead of fir­ing at the in­stant I raise my weapon! I thought I rec­og­nized you. Ah! my dear friends, how for­tu­nate!” And d’Artag­nan wiped his brow, for he had run fast, and emo­tion with him was not feigned.

			“How!” said Athos. “And is the gen­tle­man who fired at us the gov­er­nor of the fortress?”

			“In per­son.”

			“And why did he fire at us? What have we done to him?”

			“Par­dieu! You re­ceived what the pris­on­er threw to you?”

			“That is true.”

			“That plate—the pris­on­er has writ­ten some­thing on it, has he not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Good heav­ens! I was afraid he had.”

			And d’Artag­nan, with all the marks of mor­tal dis­qui­etude, seized the plate, to read the in­scrip­tion. When he had read it, a fear­ful pal­lor spread across his coun­te­nance. “Oh! good heav­ens!” re­peat­ed he. “Si­lence!—Here is the gov­er­nor.”

			“And what will he do to us? Is it our fault?”

			“It is true, then?” said Athos, in a sub­dued voice. “It is true?”

			“Si­lence! I tell you—si­lence! If he on­ly be­lieves you can read; if he on­ly sus­pects you have un­der­stood; I love you, my dear friends, I would will­ing­ly be killed for you, but—”

			“But—” said Athos and Raoul.

			“But I could not save you from per­pet­u­al im­pris­on­ment if I saved you from death. Si­lence, then! Si­lence again!”

			The gov­er­nor came up, hav­ing crossed the ditch up­on a plank bridge.

			“Well!” said he to d’Artag­nan, “what stops us?”

			“You are Spaniards—you do not un­der­stand a word of French,” said the cap­tain, ea­ger­ly, to his friends in a low voice.

			“Well!” replied he, ad­dress­ing the gov­er­nor, “I was right; these gen­tle­men are two Span­ish cap­tains with whom I was ac­quaint­ed at Ypres, last year; they don’t know a word of French.”

			“Ah!” said the gov­er­nor, sharply. “And yet they were try­ing to read the in­scrip­tion on the plate.”

			D’Artag­nan took it out of his hands, ef­fac­ing the char­ac­ters with the point of his sword.

			“How!” cried the gov­er­nor, “what are you do­ing? I can­not read them now!”

			“It is a state se­cret,” replied d’Artag­nan, blunt­ly; “and as you know that, ac­cord­ing to the king’s or­ders, it is un­der the penal­ty of death any­one should pen­e­trate it, I will, if you like, al­low you to read it, and have you shot im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards.”

			Dur­ing this apos­tro­phe—half se­ri­ous, half iron­i­cal—Athos and Raoul pre­served the coolest, most un­con­cerned si­lence.

			“But, is it pos­si­ble,” said the gov­er­nor, “that these gen­tle­men do not com­pre­hend at least some words?”

			“Sup­pose they do! If they do un­der­stand a few spo­ken words, it does not fol­low that they should un­der­stand what is writ­ten. They can­not even read Span­ish. A no­ble Spaniard, re­mem­ber, ought nev­er to know how to read.”

			The gov­er­nor was obliged to be sat­is­fied with these ex­pla­na­tions, but he was still tena­cious. “In­vite these gen­tle­men to come to the fortress,” said he.

			“That I will will­ing­ly do. I was about to pro­pose it to you.” The fact is, the cap­tain had quite an­oth­er idea, and would have wished his friends a hun­dred leagues off. But he was obliged to make the best of it. He ad­dressed the two gen­tle­men in Span­ish, giv­ing them a po­lite in­vi­ta­tion, which they ac­cept­ed. They all turned to­wards the en­trance of the fort, and, the in­ci­dent be­ing at an end, the eight sol­diers re­turned to their de­light­ful leisure, for a mo­ment dis­turbed by this un­ex­pect­ed ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			
				239

				Cap­tive and Jail­ers

			
			When they had en­tered the fort, and whilst the gov­er­nor was mak­ing some prepa­ra­tions for the re­cep­tion of his guests—“Come,” said Athos, “let us have a word of ex­pla­na­tion whilst we are alone.”

			“It is sim­ply this,” replied the mus­ke­teer. “I have con­duct­ed hith­er a pris­on­er, who the king com­mands shall not be seen. You came here, he has thrown some­thing to you through the lat­tice of his win­dow; I was at din­ner with the gov­er­nor, I saw the ob­ject thrown, and I saw Raoul pick it up. It does not take long to un­der­stand this. I un­der­stood it, and I thought you in in­tel­li­gence with my pris­on­er. And then—”

			“And then—you com­mand­ed us to be shot.”

			“Ma foi! I ad­mit it; but, if I was the first to seize a mus­ket, for­tu­nate­ly, I was the last to take aim at you.”

			“If you had killed me, d’Artag­nan, I should have had the good for­tune to die for the roy­al house of France, and it would be an hon­or to die by your hand—you, its no­blest and most loy­al de­fend­er.”

			“What the dev­il, Athos, do you mean by the roy­al house?” stam­mered d’Artag­nan. “You don’t mean that you, a well-in­formed and sen­si­ble man, can place any faith in the non­sense writ­ten by an id­iot?”

			“I do be­lieve in it.”

			“With so much the more rea­son, my dear cheva­lier, from your hav­ing or­ders to kill all those who do be­lieve in it,” said Raoul.

			“That is be­cause,” replied the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers—“be­cause ev­ery calum­ny, how­ev­er ab­surd it may be, has the al­most cer­tain chance of be­com­ing pop­u­lar.”

			“No, d’Artag­nan,” replied Athos, prompt­ly; “but be­cause the king is not will­ing that the se­cret of his fam­i­ly should tran­spire among the peo­ple, and cov­er with shame the ex­e­cu­tion­ers of the son of Louis XI­II.”

			“Do not talk in such a child­ish man­ner, Athos, or I shall be­gin to think you have lost your sens­es. Be­sides, ex­plain to me how it is pos­si­ble Louis XI­II should have a son in the Isle of Sainte-Mar­guerite.”

			“A son whom you have brought hith­er masked, in a fish­ing-boat,” said Athos. “Why not?”

			D’Artag­nan was brought to a pause.

			“Oh!” said he; “whence do you know that a fish­ing-boat—?”

			“Brought you to Sainte-Mar­guerite’s with the car­riage con­tain­ing the pris­on­er—with a pris­on­er whom you styled Mon­seigneur. Oh! I am ac­quaint­ed with all that,” re­sumed the comte. D’Artag­nan bit his mus­tache.

			“If it were true,” said he, “that I had brought hith­er in a boat and with a car­riage a masked pris­on­er, noth­ing proves that this pris­on­er must be a prince—a prince of the house of France.”

			“Ask Aramis such rid­dles,” replied Athos, cool­ly.

			“Aramis,” cried the mus­ke­teer, quite at a stand. “Have you seen Aramis?”

			“Af­ter his dis­com­fi­ture at Vaux, yes; I have seen Aramis, a fugi­tive, pur­sued, be­wil­dered, ru­ined; and Aramis has told me enough to make me be­lieve in the com­plaints this un­for­tu­nate young prince cut up­on the bot­tom of the plate.”

			D’Artag­nan’s head sunk on his breast in some con­fu­sion. “This is the way,” said he, “in which God turns to noth­ing that which men call wis­dom! A fine se­cret must that be of which twelve or fif­teen per­sons hold the tat­tered frag­ments! Athos, cursed be the chance which has brought you face to face with me in this af­fair! for now—”

			“Well,” said Athos, with his cus­tom­ary mild sever­i­ty, “is your se­cret lost be­cause I know it? Con­sult your mem­o­ry, my friend. Have I not borne se­crets heav­ier than this?”

			“You have nev­er borne one so dan­ger­ous,” replied d’Artag­nan, in a tone of sad­ness. “I have some­thing like a sin­is­ter idea that all who are con­cerned with this se­cret will die, and die un­hap­pi­ly.”

			“The will of God be done!” said Athos, “but here is your gov­er­nor.”

			D’Artag­nan and his friends im­me­di­ate­ly re­sumed their parts. The gov­er­nor, sus­pi­cious and hard, be­haved to­wards d’Artag­nan with a po­lite­ness al­most amount­ing to ob­se­quious­ness. With re­spect to the trav­el­ers, he con­tent­ed him­self with of­fer­ing good cheer, and nev­er tak­ing his eye from them. Athos and Raoul ob­served that he of­ten tried to em­bar­rass them by sud­den at­tacks, or to catch them off their guard; but nei­ther the one nor the oth­er gave him the least ad­van­tage. What d’Artag­nan had said was prob­a­ble, if the gov­er­nor did not be­lieve it to be quite true. They rose from the ta­ble to re­pose awhile.

			“What is this man’s name? I don’t like the looks of him,” said Athos to d’Artag­nan in Span­ish.

			“De Saint-Mars,” replied the cap­tain.

			“He is, then, I sup­pose, the prince’s jail­er?”

			“Eh! how can I tell? I may be kept at Sainte-Mar­guerite for­ev­er.”

			“Oh! no, not you!”

			“My friend, I am in the sit­u­a­tion of a man who finds a trea­sure in the midst of a desert. He would like to car­ry it away, but he can­not; he would like to leave it, but he dares not. The king will not dare to re­call me, for no one else would serve him as faith­ful­ly as I do; he re­grets not hav­ing me near him, from be­ing aware that no one would be of so much ser­vice near his per­son as my­self. But it will hap­pen as it may please God.”

			“But,” ob­served Raoul, “your not be­ing cer­tain proves that your sit­u­a­tion here is pro­vi­sion­al, and you will re­turn to Paris?”

			“Ask these gen­tle­men,” in­ter­rupt­ed the gov­er­nor, “what was their pur­pose in com­ing to Saint-Mar­guerite?”

			“They came from learn­ing there was a con­vent of Bene­dictines at Sainte-Hon­no­rat which is con­sid­ered cu­ri­ous; and from be­ing told there was ex­cel­lent shoot­ing in the is­land.”

			“That is quite at their ser­vice, as well as yours,” replied Saint-Mars.

			D’Artag­nan po­lite­ly thanked him.

			“When will they de­part?” added the gov­er­nor.

			“To­mor­row,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			M. de Saint-Mars went to make his rounds, and left d’Artag­nan alone with the pre­tend­ed Spaniards.

			“Oh!” ex­claimed the mus­ke­teer, “here is a life and a so­ci­ety that suits me very lit­tle. I com­mand this man, and he bores me, mor­dioux! Come, let us have a shot or two at the rab­bits; the walk will be beau­ti­ful, and not fa­tigu­ing. The whole is­land is but a league and a half in length, with the breadth of a league; a re­al park. Let us try to amuse our­selves.”

			“As you please, d’Artag­nan; not for the sake of amus­ing our­selves, but to gain an op­por­tu­ni­ty for talk­ing freely.”

			D’Artag­nan made a sign to a sol­dier, who brought the gen­tle­men some guns, and then re­turned to the fort.

			“And now,” said the mus­ke­teer, “an­swer me the ques­tion put to you by that black-look­ing Saint-Mars: what did you come to do at the Lerin Isles?”

			“To bid you farewell.”

			“Bid me farewell! What do you mean by that? Is Raoul go­ing any­where?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then I will lay a wa­ger it is with M. de Beau­fort.”

			“With M. de Beau­fort it is, my dear friend. You al­ways guess cor­rect­ly.”

			“From habit.”

			Whilst the two friends were com­menc­ing their con­ver­sa­tion, Raoul, with his head hang­ing down and his heart op­pressed, seat­ed him­self on a mossy rock, his gun across his knees, look­ing at the sea—look­ing at the heav­ens, and lis­ten­ing to the voice of his soul; he al­lowed the sports­men to at­tain a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from him. D’Artag­nan re­marked his ab­sence.

			“He has not re­cov­ered the blow?” said he to Athos.

			“He is struck to death.”

			“Oh! your fears ex­ag­ger­ate, I hope. Raoul is of a tem­pered na­ture. Around all hearts as no­ble as his, there is a sec­ond en­ve­lope that forms a cuirass. The first bleeds, the sec­ond re­sists.”

			“No,” replied Athos, “Raoul will die of it.”

			“Mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, in a melan­choly tone. And he did not add a word to this ex­cla­ma­tion. Then, a minute af­ter, “Why do you let him go?”

			“Be­cause he in­sists on go­ing.”

			“And why do you not go with him?”

			“Be­cause I could not bear to see him die.”

			D’Artag­nan looked his friend earnest­ly in the face. “You know one thing,” con­tin­ued the comte, lean­ing up­on the arm of the cap­tain; “you know that in the course of my life I have been afraid of but few things. Well! I have an in­ces­sant gnaw­ing, in­sur­mount­able fear that an hour will come in which I shall hold the dead body of that boy in my arms.”

			“Oh!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan; “oh!”

			“He will die, I know, I have a per­fect con­vic­tion of that; but I would not see him die.”

			“How is this, Athos? you come and place your­self in the pres­ence of the bravest man you say you have ev­er seen, of your own d’Artag­nan, of that man with­out an equal, as you for­mer­ly called him, and you come and tell him with your arms fold­ed that you are afraid of wit­ness­ing the death of your son, you who have seen all that can be seen in this world! Why have you this fear, Athos? Man up­on this earth must ex­pect ev­ery­thing, and ought to face ev­ery­thing.”

			“Lis­ten to me, my friend. Af­ter hav­ing worn my­self out up­on this earth of which you speak, I have pre­served but two re­li­gions: that of life, friend­ship, my du­ty as a fa­ther—that of eter­ni­ty, love, and re­spect for God. Now, I have with­in me the rev­e­la­tion that if God should de­cree that my friend or my son should ren­der up his last sigh in my pres­ence—oh! no, I can­not even tell you, d’Artag­nan!”

			“Speak, speak, tell me!”

			“I am strong against ev­ery­thing, ex­cept against the death of those I love. For that on­ly there is no rem­e­dy. He who dies, gains; he who sees oth­ers die, los­es. No, this is it—to know that I should no more meet on earth him whom I now be­hold with joy; to know that there would nowhere be a d’Artag­nan any more, nowhere again be a Raoul, oh! I am old, look you, I have no longer courage; I pray God to spare me in my weak­ness; but if he struck me so plain­ly and in that fash­ion, I should curse him. A Chris­tian gen­tle­man ought not to curse his God, d’Artag­nan; it is enough to once have cursed a king!”

			“Humph!” sighed d’Artag­nan, a lit­tle con­fused by this vi­o­lent tem­pest of grief.

			“D’Artag­nan, my friend, you who love Raoul, look at him,” he added, point­ing to his son; “see that melan­choly which nev­er leaves him. Can you imag­ine any­thing more dread­ful than to wit­ness, minute by minute, the cease­less agony of that poor soul?”

			“Let me speak to him, Athos. Who knows?”

			“Try, if you please, but I am con­vinced you will not suc­ceed.”

			“I will not at­tempt to con­sole him. I will serve him.”

			“You will?”

			“Doubt­less, I will. Do you think this would be the first time a wom­an had re­pent­ed of an in­fi­deli­ty? I will go to him, I tell you.”

			Athos shook his head, and con­tin­ued his walk alone. D’Artag­nan, cut­ting across the bram­bles, re­joined Raoul and held out his hand to him. “Well, Raoul! You have some­thing to say to me?”

			“I have a kind­ness to ask of you,” replied Bragelonne.

			“Ask it, then.”

			“You will some day re­turn to France?”

			“I hope so.”

			“Ought I to write to Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière?”

			“No, you must not.”

			“But I have many things to say to her.”

			“Go and say them to her, then.”

			“Nev­er!”

			“Pray, what virtue do you at­tribute to a let­ter, which your speech might not pos­sess?”

			“Per­haps you are right.”

			“She loves the king,” said d’Artag­nan, blunt­ly; “and she is an hon­est girl.” Raoul start­ed. “And you, you whom she aban­dons, she, per­haps, loves bet­ter than she does the king, but af­ter an­oth­er fash­ion.”

			“D’Artag­nan, do you be­lieve she loves the king?”

			“To idol­a­try. Her heart is in­ac­ces­si­ble to any oth­er feel­ing. You might con­tin­ue to live near her, and would be her best friend.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Raoul, with a pas­sion­ate burst of re­pug­nance at such a hideous hope.

			“Will you do so?”

			“It would be base.”

			“That is a very ab­surd word, which would lead me to think slight­ly of your un­der­stand­ing. Please to un­der­stand, Raoul, that it is nev­er base to do that which is im­posed up­on us by a su­pe­ri­or force. If your heart says to you, ‘Go there, or die,’ why go, Raoul. Was she base or brave, she whom you loved, in pre­fer­ring the king to you, the king whom her heart com­mand­ed her im­pe­ri­ous­ly to pre­fer to you? No, she was the bravest of wom­en. Do, then, as she has done. Oblige your­self. Do you know one thing of which I am sure, Raoul?”

			“What is that?”

			“Why, that by see­ing her close­ly with the eyes of a jeal­ous man—”

			“Well?”

			“Well! you would cease to love her.”

			“Then I am de­cid­ed, my dear d’Artag­nan.”

			“To set off to see her again?”

			“No; to set off that I may nev­er see her again. I wish to love her for­ev­er.”

			“Ha! I must con­fess,” replied the mus­ke­teer, “that is a con­clu­sion which I was far from ex­pect­ing.”

			“This is what I wish, my friend. You will see her again, and you will give her a let­ter which, if you think prop­er, will ex­plain to her, as to your­self, what is pass­ing in my heart. Read it; I drew it up last night. Some­thing told me I should see you to­day.” He held the let­ter out, and d’Artag­nan read:

			
				“Made­moi­selle—You are not wrong in my eyes in not lov­ing me. You have on­ly been guilty of one fault to­wards me, that of hav­ing left me to be­lieve you loved me. This er­ror will cost me my life. I par­don you, but I can­not par­don my­self. It is said that hap­py lovers are deaf to the sor­rows of re­ject­ed lovers. It will not be so with you, who did not love me, save with anx­i­ety. I am sure that if I had per­sist­ed in en­deav­or­ing to change that friend­ship in­to love, you would have yield­ed out of a fear of bring­ing about my death, or less­en­ing the es­teem I had for you. It is much more de­light­ful to me to die, know­ing that you are free and sat­is­fied. How much, then, will you love me, when you will no longer fear ei­ther my pres­ence or re­proach­es? You will love me, be­cause, how­ev­er charm­ing a new love may ap­pear to you, God has not made me in any­thing in­fe­ri­or to him you have cho­sen, and be­cause my de­vot­ed­ness, my sac­ri­fice, and my painful end will as­sure me, in your eyes, a cer­tain su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over him. I have al­lowed to es­cape, in the can­did creduli­ty of my heart, the trea­sure I pos­sessed. Many peo­ple tell me that you loved me enough to lead me to hope you would have loved me much. That idea takes from my mind all bit­ter­ness, and leads me on­ly to blame my­self. You will ac­cept this last farewell, and you will bless me for hav­ing tak­en refuge in the in­vi­o­lable asy­lum where ha­tred is ex­tin­guished, and where all love en­dures for­ev­er. Adieu, Made­moi­selle. If your hap­pi­ness could be pur­chased by the last drop of my blood, I would shed that drop. I will­ing­ly make the sac­ri­fice of it to my mis­ery!

				
					“Raoul, Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

				
			

			“The let­ter reads very well,” said the cap­tain. “I have on­ly one fault to find with it.”

			“Tell me what that is!” said Raoul.

			“Why, it is that it tells ev­ery­thing, ex­cept the thing which ex­hales, like a mor­tal poi­son from your eyes and from your heart; ex­cept the sense­less love which still con­sumes you.” Raoul grew paler, but re­mained silent.

			“Why did you not write sim­ply these words:

			
				“ ‘Made­moi­selle—In­stead of curs­ing you, I love you and I die.’ ”

			

			“That is true,” ex­claimed Raoul, with a sin­is­ter kind of joy.

			And tear­ing the let­ter he had just tak­en back, he wrote the fol­low­ing words up­on a leaf of his tablets:

			
				“To pro­cure the hap­pi­ness of once more telling you I love you, I com­mit the base­ness of writ­ing to you; and to pun­ish my­self for that base­ness, I die.”

			

			And he signed it.

			“You will give her these tablets, cap­tain, will you not?”

			“When?” asked the lat­ter.

			“On the day,” said Bragelonne, point­ing to the last sen­tence, “on the day when you can place a date un­der these words.” And he sprang away quick­ly to join Athos, who was re­turn­ing with slow steps.

			As they re-en­tered the fort, the sea rose with that rapid, gusty ve­he­mence which char­ac­ter­izes the Mediter­ranean; the ill-hu­mor of the el­e­ment be­came a tem­pest. Some­thing shape­less, and tossed about vi­o­lent­ly by the waves, ap­peared just off the coast.

			“What is that?” said Athos—“a wrecked boat?”

			“No, it is not a boat,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Par­don me,” said Raoul, “there is a bark gain­ing the port rapid­ly.”

			“Yes, there is a bark in the creek, which is pru­dent­ly seek­ing shel­ter here; but that which Athos points to in the sand is not a boat at all—it has run aground.”

			“Yes, yes, I see it.”

			“It is the car­riage, which I threw in­to the sea af­ter land­ing the pris­on­er.”

			“Well!” said Athos, “if you take my ad­vice, d’Artag­nan, you will burn that car­riage, in or­der that no ves­tige of it may re­main, with­out which the fish­er­men of An­tibes, who have be­lieved they had to do with the dev­il, will en­deav­or to prove that your pris­on­er was but a man.”

			“Your ad­vice is good, Athos, and I will this night have it car­ried out, or rather, I will car­ry it out my­self; but let us go in, for the rain falls heav­i­ly, and the light­ning is ter­rif­ic.”

			As they were pass­ing over the ram­parts to a gallery of which d’Artag­nan had the key, they saw M. de Saint-Mars di­rect­ing his steps to­wards the cham­ber in­hab­it­ed by the pris­on­er. Up­on a sign from d’Artag­nan, they con­cealed them­selves in an an­gle of the stair­case.

			“What is it?” said Athos.

			“You will see. Look. The pris­on­er is re­turn­ing from chapel.”

			And they saw, by the red flash­es of light­ning against the vi­o­let fog which the wind stamped up­on the bank-ward sky, they saw pass grave­ly, at six paces be­hind the gov­er­nor, a man clothed in black and masked by a vi­zor of pol­ished steel, sol­dered to a hel­met of the same na­ture, which al­to­geth­er en­veloped the whole of his head. The fire of the heav­ens cast red re­flec­tions on the pol­ished sur­face, and these re­flec­tions, fly­ing off capri­cious­ly, seemed to be an­gry looks launched by the un­for­tu­nate, in­stead of im­pre­ca­tions. In the mid­dle of the gallery, the pris­on­er stopped for a mo­ment, to con­tem­plate the in­fi­nite hori­zon, to respire the sul­phurous per­fumes of the tem­pest, to drink in thirsti­ly the hot rain, and to breathe a sigh re­sem­bling a smoth­ered groan.

			“Come on, Mon­sieur,” said Saint-Mars, sharply, to the pris­on­er, for he al­ready be­came un­easy at see­ing him look so long be­yond the walls. “Mon­sieur, come on!”

			“Say Mon­seigneur!” cried Athos, from his cor­ner, with a voice so solemn and ter­ri­ble, that the gov­er­nor trem­bled from head to foot. Athos in­sist­ed up­on re­spect be­ing paid to fall­en majesty. The pris­on­er turned round.

			“Who spoke?” asked Saint-Mars.

			“It was I,” replied d’Artag­nan, show­ing him­self prompt­ly. “You know that is the or­der.”

			“Call me nei­ther Mon­sieur nor Mon­seigneur,” said the pris­on­er in his turn, in a voice that pen­e­trat­ed to the very soul of Raoul; “call me Ac­cursed!” He passed on, and the iron door croaked af­ter him.

			“There goes a tru­ly un­for­tu­nate man!” mur­mured the mus­ke­teer in a hol­low whis­per, point­ing out to Raoul the cham­ber in­hab­it­ed by the prince.

		
	
		
			
				240

				Prom­ises

			
			Scarce­ly had d’Artag­nan re-en­tered his apart­ment with his two friends, when one of the sol­diers of the fort came to in­form him that the gov­er­nor was seek­ing him. The bark which Raoul had per­ceived at sea, and which ap­peared so ea­ger to gain the port, came to Sainte-Mar­guerite with an im­por­tant dis­patch for the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers. On open­ing it, d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the writ­ing of the king:

			
				“I should think,” said Louis XIV, “you will have com­plet­ed the ex­e­cu­tion of my or­ders, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; re­turn, then, im­me­di­ate­ly to Paris, and join me at the Lou­vre.”

			

			“There is the end of my ex­ile!” cried the mus­ke­teer with joy; “God be praised, I am no longer a jail­er!” And he showed the let­ter to Athos.

			“So, then, you must leave us?” replied the lat­ter, in a melan­choly tone.

			“Yes, but to meet again, dear friend, see­ing that Raoul is old enough now to go alone with M. de Beau­fort, and will pre­fer his fa­ther go­ing back in com­pa­ny with M. d’Artag­nan, to forc­ing him to trav­el two hun­dred leagues soli­tar­i­ly to reach home at La Fère; will you not, Raoul?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” stam­mered the lat­ter, with an ex­pres­sion of ten­der re­gret.

			“No, no, my friend,” in­ter­rupt­ed Athos, “I will nev­er quit Raoul till the day his ves­sel dis­ap­pears on the hori­zon. As long as he re­mains in France he shall not be sep­a­rat­ed from me.”

			“As you please, dear friend; but we will, at least, leave Sainte-Mar­guerite to­geth­er; take ad­van­tage of the bark that will con­vey me back to An­tibes.”

			“With all my heart; we can­not too soon be at a dis­tance from this fort, and from the spec­ta­cle that shocked us so just now.”

			The three friends quit­ted the lit­tle isle, af­ter pay­ing their re­spects to the gov­er­nor, and by the last flash­es of the de­part­ing tem­pest they took their farewell of the white walls of the fort. D’Artag­nan part­ed from his friend that same night, af­ter hav­ing seen fire set to the car­riage up­on the shore by the or­ders of Saint-Mars, ac­cord­ing to the ad­vice the cap­tain had giv­en him. Be­fore get­ting on horse­back, and af­ter leav­ing the arms of Athos: “My friends,” said he, “you bear too much re­sem­blance to two sol­diers who are aban­don­ing their post. Some­thing warns me that Raoul will re­quire be­ing sup­port­ed by you in his rank. Will you al­low me to ask per­mis­sion to go over in­to Africa with a hun­dred good mus­kets? The king will not refuse me, and I will take you with me.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” replied Raoul, press­ing his hand with emo­tion, “thanks for that of­fer, which would give us more than we wish, ei­ther Mon­sieur le Comte or I. I, who am young, stand in need of la­bor of mind and fa­tigue of body; Mon­sieur le Comte wants the pro­found­est re­pose. You are his best friend. I rec­om­mend him to your care. In watch­ing over him, you are hold­ing both our souls in your hands.”

			“I must go; my horse is all in a fret,” said d’Artag­nan, with whom the most man­i­fest sign of a live­ly emo­tion was the change of ideas in con­ver­sa­tion. “Come, comte, how many days longer has Raoul to stay here?”

			“Three days at most.”

			“And how long will it take you to reach home?”

			“Oh! a con­sid­er­able time,” replied Athos. “I shall not like the idea of be­ing sep­a­rat­ed too quick­ly from Raoul. Time will trav­el too fast of it­self to re­quire me to aid it by dis­tance. I shall on­ly make half-stages.”

			“And why so, my friend? Noth­ing is more dull than trav­el­ing slow­ly; and hostel­ry life does not be­come a man like you.”

			“My friend, I came hith­er on post-hors­es; but I wish to pur­chase two an­i­mals of a su­pe­ri­or kind. Now, to take them home fresh, it would not be pru­dent to make them trav­el more than sev­en or eight leagues a day.”

			“Where is Gri­maud?”

			“He ar­rived yes­ter­day morn­ing with Raoul’s ap­point­ments; and I have left him to sleep.”

			“That is, nev­er to come back again,” d’Artag­nan suf­fered to es­cape him. “Till we meet again, then, dear Athos—and if you are dili­gent, I shall em­brace you the soon­er.” So say­ing, he put his foot in the stir­rup, which Raoul held.

			“Farewell!” said the young man, em­brac­ing him.

			“Farewell!” said d’Artag­nan, as he got in­to his sad­dle.

			His horse made a move­ment which di­vid­ed the cav­a­lier from his friends. This scene had tak­en place in front of the house cho­sen by Athos, near the gates of An­tibes, whith­er d’Artag­nan, af­ter his sup­per, had or­dered his hors­es to be brought. The road be­gan to branch off there, white and un­du­lat­ing in the va­pors of the night. The horse ea­ger­ly respired the salt, sharp per­fume of the marsh­es. D’Artag­nan put him to a trot; and Athos and Raoul sad­ly turned to­wards the house. All at once they heard the rapid ap­proach of a horse’s steps, and first be­lieved it to be one of those sin­gu­lar reper­cus­sions which de­ceive the ear at ev­ery turn in a road. But it was re­al­ly the re­turn of the horse­man. They ut­tered a cry of joy­ous sur­prise; and the cap­tain, spring­ing to the ground like a young man, seized with­in his arms the two beloved heads of Athos and Raoul. He held them long em­braced thus, with­out speak­ing a word, or suf­fer­ing the sigh which was burst­ing his breast to es­cape him. Then, as rapid­ly as he had come back, he set off again, with a sharp ap­pli­ca­tion of his spurs to the sides of his fiery horse.

			“Alas!” said the comte, in a low voice, “alas! alas!”

			An evil omen! on his side, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, mak­ing up for lost time. I could not smile up­on them. An evil omen!

			The next day Gri­maud was on foot again. The ser­vice com­mand­ed by M. de Beau­fort was hap­pi­ly ac­com­plished. The flotil­la, sent to Toulon by the ex­er­tions of Raoul, had set out, drag­ging af­ter it in lit­tle nut­shells, al­most in­vis­i­ble, the wives and friends of the fish­er­men and smug­glers put in req­ui­si­tion for the ser­vice of the fleet. The time, so short, which re­mained for fa­ther and son to live to­geth­er, ap­peared to go by with dou­ble ra­pid­i­ty, like some swift stream that flows to­wards eter­ni­ty. Athos and Raoul re­turned to Toulon, which be­gan to be filled with the noise of car­riages, with the noise of arms, the noise of neigh­ing hors­es. The trum­peters sound­ed their spir­it­ed march­es; the drum­mers sig­nal­ized their strength; the streets were over­flow­ing with sol­diers, ser­vants, and trades­peo­ple. The Duc de Beau­fort was ev­ery­where, su­per­in­tend­ing the em­barka­tion with the zeal and in­ter­est of a good cap­tain. He en­cour­aged the hum­blest of his com­pan­ions; he scold­ed his lieu­tenants, even those of the high­est rank. Ar­tillery, pro­vi­sions, bag­gage, he in­sist­ed up­on see­ing all him­self. He ex­am­ined the equip­ment of ev­ery sol­dier; as­sured him­self of the health and sound­ness of ev­ery horse. It was plain that, light, boast­ful, ego­tis­ti­cal, in his ho­tel, the gen­tle­man be­came the sol­dier again—the high no­ble, a cap­tain—in face of the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty he had ac­cept­ed. And yet, it must be ad­mit­ted that, what­ev­er was the care with which he presid­ed over the prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture, it was easy to per­ceive care­less pre­cip­i­ta­tion, and the ab­sence of all the pre­cau­tion that make the French sol­dier the first sol­dier in the world, be­cause, in that world, he is the one most aban­doned to his own phys­i­cal and moral re­sources. All things hav­ing sat­is­fied, or ap­pear­ing to have sat­is­fied, the ad­mi­ral, he paid his com­pli­ments to Raoul, and gave the last or­ders for sail­ing, which was or­dered the next morn­ing at day­break. He in­vit­ed the comte had his son to dine with him; but they, un­der a pre­text of ser­vice, kept them­selves apart. Gain­ing their hostel­ry, sit­u­at­ed un­der the trees of the great Place, they took their repast in haste, and Athos led Raoul to the rocks which dom­i­nate the city, vast gray moun­tains, whence the view is in­fi­nite and em­braces a liq­uid hori­zon which ap­pears, so re­mote is it, on a lev­el with the rocks them­selves. The night was fine, as it al­ways is in these hap­py climes. The moon, ris­ing be­hind the rocks, un­rolled a sil­ver sheet on the cerulean car­pet of the sea. In the road­steads ma­neu­vered silent­ly the ves­sels which had just tak­en their rank to fa­cil­i­tate the em­barka­tion. The sea, load­ed with phos­phor­ic light, opened be­neath the hulls of the barks that trans­port­ed the bag­gage and mu­ni­tions; ev­ery dip of the prow plowed up this gulf of white flames; from ev­ery oar dropped liq­uid di­a­monds. The sailors, re­joic­ing in the largess­es of the ad­mi­ral, were heard mur­mur­ing their slow and art­less songs. Some­times the grind­ing of the chains was mixed with the dull noise of shot fall­ing in­to the holds. Such har­monies, such a spec­ta­cle, op­press the heart like fear, and di­late it like hope. All this life speaks of death. Athos had seat­ed him­self with his son, up­on the moss, among the bram­bles of the promon­to­ry. Around their heads passed and repassed large bats, car­ried along by the fear­ful whirl of their blind chase. The feet of Raoul were over the edge of the cliff, bathed in that void which is peo­pled by ver­ti­go, and pro­vokes to self-an­ni­hi­la­tion. When the moon had risen to its fullest height, ca­ress­ing with light the neigh­bor­ing peaks, when the wa­tery mir­ror was il­lu­mined in its full ex­tent, and the lit­tle red fires had made their open­ings in the black mass­es of ev­ery ship, Athos, col­lect­ing all his ideas and all his courage, said:

			“God has made all these things that we see, Raoul; He has made us al­so—poor atoms mixed up with this mon­strous uni­verse. We shine like those fires and those stars; we sigh like those waves; we suf­fer like those great ships, which are worn out in plow­ing the waves, in obey­ing the wind that urges them to­wards an end, as the breath of God blows us to­wards a port. Ev­ery­thing likes to live, Raoul; and ev­ery­thing seems beau­ti­ful to liv­ing things.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, “we have be­fore us a beau­ti­ful spec­ta­cle!”

			“How good d’Artag­nan is!” in­ter­rupt­ed Athos, sud­den­ly, “and what a rare good for­tune it is to be sup­port­ed dur­ing a whole life by such a friend as he is! That is what you have missed, Raoul.”

			“A friend!” cried Raoul, “I have want­ed a friend!”

			“M. de Guiche is an agree­able com­pan­ion,” re­sumed the comte, cold­ly, “but I be­lieve, in the times in which you live, men are more en­gaged in their own in­ter­ests and their own plea­sures than they were in ours. You have sought a se­clud­ed life; that is a great hap­pi­ness, but you have lost your strength there­by. We four, more weaned from those del­i­cate ab­strac­tions that con­sti­tute your joy, fur­nished much more re­sis­tance when mis­for­tune pre­sent­ed it­self.”

			“I have not in­ter­rupt­ed you, Mon­sieur, to tell you that I had a friend, and that that friend is M. de Guiche. Certes, he is good and gen­er­ous, and more­over he loves me. But I have lived un­der the guardian­ship of an­oth­er friend­ship, Mon­sieur, as pre­cious and as strong as that of which you speak, since it is yours.”

			“I have not been a friend for you, Raoul,” said Athos.

			“Eh! Mon­sieur, and in what re­spect not?”

			“Be­cause I have giv­en you rea­son to think that life has but one face, be­cause, sad and se­vere, alas! I have al­ways cut off for you, with­out, God knows, wish­ing to do so, the joy­ous buds that spring in­ces­sant­ly from the fair tree of youth; so that at this mo­ment I re­pent of not hav­ing made of you a more ex­pan­sive, dis­si­pat­ed, an­i­mat­ed man.”

			“I know why you say that, Mon­sieur. No, it is not you who have made me what I am; it was love which took me at the time when chil­dren on­ly have in­cli­na­tions; it is the con­stan­cy nat­u­ral to my char­ac­ter, which with oth­er crea­tures is but habit. I be­lieved that I should al­ways be as I was; I thought God had cast me in a path quite clear, quite straight, bor­dered with fruits and flow­ers. I had ev­er watch­ing over me your vig­i­lance and strength. I be­lieved my­self to be vig­i­lant and strong. Noth­ing pre­pared me; I fell once, and that once de­prived me of courage for the whole of my life. It is quite true that I wrecked my­self. Oh, no, Mon­sieur! you are noth­ing in my past but hap­pi­ness—in my fu­ture but hope! No, I have no re­proach to make against life such as you made it for me; I bless you, and I love you ar­dent­ly.”

			“My dear Raoul, your words do me good. They prove to me that you will act a lit­tle for me in the time to come.”

			“I shall on­ly act for you, Mon­sieur.”

			“Raoul, what I have nev­er hith­er­to done with re­spect to you, I will hence­for­ward do. I will be your friend, not your fa­ther. We will live in ex­pand­ing our­selves, in­stead of liv­ing and hold­ing our­selves pris­on­ers, when you come back. And that will be soon, will it not?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mon­sieur, for such an ex­pe­di­tion can­not last long.”

			“Soon, then, Raoul, soon, in­stead of liv­ing mod­er­ate­ly on my in­come, I will give you the cap­i­tal of my es­tates. It will suf­fice for launch­ing you in­to the world till my death; and you will give me, I hope, be­fore that time, the con­so­la­tion of not see­ing my race ex­tinct.”

			“I will do all you may com­mand,” said Raoul, much ag­i­tat­ed.

			“It is not nec­es­sary, Raoul, that your du­ty as aide-de-camp should lead you in­to too haz­ardous en­ter­pris­es. You have gone through your or­deal; you are known to be a true man un­der fire. Re­mem­ber that war with Arabs is a war of snares, am­bus­cades, and as­sas­si­na­tions.”

			“So it is said, Mon­sieur.”

			“There is nev­er much glo­ry in fall­ing in an am­bus­cade. It is a death which al­ways im­plies a lit­tle rash­ness or want of fore­sight. Of­ten, in­deed, he who falls in one meets with but lit­tle pity. Those who are not pitied, Raoul, have died to lit­tle pur­pose. Still fur­ther, the con­queror laughs, and we French­men ought not to al­low stupid in­fi­dels to tri­umph over our faults. Do you clear­ly un­der­stand what I am say­ing to you, Raoul? God for­bid I should en­cour­age you to avoid en­coun­ters.”

			“I am nat­u­ral­ly pru­dent, Mon­sieur, and I have very good for­tune,” said Raoul, with a smile which chilled the heart of his poor fa­ther; “for,” the young man has­tened to add, “in twen­ty com­bats through which I have been, I have on­ly re­ceived one scratch.”

			“There is in ad­di­tion,” said Athos, “the cli­mate to be dread­ed: that is an ug­ly end, to die of fever! King Saint-Louis prayed God to send him an ar­row or the plague, rather than the fever.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur! with so­bri­ety, with rea­son­able ex­er­cise—”

			“I have al­ready ob­tained from M. de Beau­fort a prom­ise that his dis­patch­es shall be sent off ev­ery fort­night to France. You, as his aide-de-camp, will be charged with ex­pe­dit­ing them, and will be sure not to for­get me.”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” said Raoul, al­most choked with emo­tion.

			“Be­sides, Raoul, as you are a good Chris­tian, and I am one al­so, we ought to reck­on up­on a more spe­cial pro­tec­tion of God and His guardian an­gels. Prom­ise me that if any­thing evil should hap­pen to you, on any oc­ca­sion, you will think of me at once.”

			“First and at once! Oh! yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“And will call up­on me?”

			“In­stant­ly.”

			“You dream of me some­times, do you not, Raoul?”

			“Ev­ery night, Mon­sieur. Dur­ing my ear­ly youth I saw you in my dreams, calm and mild, with one hand stretched out over my head, and that it was which made me sleep so sound­ly—for­mer­ly.”

			“We love each oth­er too dear­ly,” said the comte, “that from this mo­ment, in which we sep­a­rate, a por­tion of both our souls should not trav­el with one and the oth­er of us, and should not dwell wher­ev­er we may dwell. When­ev­er you may be sad, Raoul, I feel that my heart will be dis­solved in sad­ness; and when you smile on think­ing of me, be as­sured you will send me, from how­ev­er re­mote a dis­tance, a vi­tal scin­til­la­tion of your joy.”

			“I will not prom­ise you to be joy­ous,” replied the young man; “but you may be cer­tain that I will nev­er pass an hour with­out think­ing of you, not one hour, I swear, un­less I shall be dead.”

			Athos could con­tain him­self no longer; he threw his arm round the neck of his son, and held him em­braced with all the pow­er of his heart. The moon be­gan to be now eclipsed by twi­light; a gold­en band sur­round­ed the hori­zon, an­nounc­ing the ap­proach of day. Athos threw his cloak over the shoul­ders of Raoul, and led him back to the city, where bur­dens and porters were al­ready in mo­tion, like a vast anthill. At the ex­trem­i­ty of the plateau which Athos and Bragelonne were quit­ting, they saw a dark shad­ow mov­ing un­easi­ly back­wards and for­wards, as if in in­de­ci­sion or ashamed to be seen. It was Gri­maud, who in his anx­i­ety had tracked his mas­ter, and was there await­ing him.

			“Oh! my good Gri­maud,” cried Raoul, “what do you want? You are come to tell us it is time to be gone, have you not?”

			“Alone?” said Gri­maud, ad­dress­ing Athos and point­ing to Raoul in a tone of re­proach, which showed to what an ex­tent the old man was trou­bled.

			“Oh! you are right!” cried the comte. “No, Raoul shall not go alone; no, he shall not be left alone in a strange land with­out some friend­ly hand to sup­port him, some friend­ly heart to re­call to him all he loved!”

			“I?” said Gri­maud.

			“You, yes, you!” cried Raoul, touched to the in­most heart.

			“Alas!” said Athos, “you are very old, my good Gri­maud.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” replied the lat­ter, with an in­ex­press­ible depth of feel­ing and in­tel­li­gence.

			“But the em­barka­tion is be­gun,” said Raoul, “and you are not pre­pared.”

			“Yes,” said Gri­maud, show­ing the keys of his trunks, mixed with those of his young mas­ter.

			“But,” again ob­ject­ed Raoul, “you can­not leave Mon­sieur le Comte thus alone; Mon­sieur le Comte, whom you have nev­er quit­ted?”

			Gri­maud turned his di­a­mond eyes up­on Athos and Raoul, as if to mea­sure the strength of both. The comte ut­tered not a word.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte prefers my go­ing,” said Gri­maud.

			“I do,” said Athos, by an in­cli­na­tion of the head.

			At that mo­ment the drums sud­den­ly rolled, and the clar­i­ons filled the air with their in­spir­ing notes. The reg­i­ments des­tined for the ex­pe­di­tion be­gan to de­bouch from the city. They ad­vanced to the num­ber of five, each com­posed of forty com­pa­nies. Roy­als marched first, dis­tin­guished by their white uni­form, faced with blue. The or­don­nance col­ors, quar­tered cross­wise, vi­o­let and dead leaf, with a sprin­kling of gold­en fleurs-de-lis, left the white-col­ored flag, with its fleur-de-lised cross, to dom­i­nate the whole. Mus­ke­teers at the wings, with their forked sticks and their mus­kets on their shoul­ders; pike­men in the cen­ter, with their lances, four­teen feet in length, marched gay­ly to­wards the trans­ports, which car­ried them in de­tail to the ships. The reg­i­ments of Pi­cardy, Navarre, Nor­mandy, and Roy­al Vais­seau, fol­lowed af­ter. M. de Beau­fort had known well how to se­lect his troops. He him­self was seen clos­ing the march with his staff—it would take a full hour be­fore he could reach the sea. Raoul with Athos turned his steps slow­ly to­wards the beach, in or­der to take his place when the prince em­barked. Gri­maud, boil­ing with the ar­dor of a young man, su­per­in­tend­ed the em­barka­tion of Raoul’s bag­gage in the ad­mi­ral’s ves­sel. Athos, with his arm passed through that of the son he was about to lose, ab­sorbed in melan­choly med­i­ta­tion, was deaf to ev­ery noise around him. An of­fi­cer came quick­ly to­wards them to in­form Raoul that M. de Beau­fort was anx­ious to have him by his side.

			“Have the kind­ness to tell the prince,” said Raoul, “that I re­quest he will al­low me this hour to en­joy the com­pa­ny of my fa­ther.”

			“No, no,” said Athos, “an aide-de-camp ought not thus to quit his gen­er­al. Please to tell the prince, Mon­sieur, that the vi­comte will join him im­me­di­ate­ly.” The of­fi­cer set off at a gal­lop.

			“Whether we part here or part there,” added the comte, “it is no less a sep­a­ra­tion.” He care­ful­ly brushed the dust from his son’s coat, and passed his hand over his hair as they walked along. “But, Raoul,” said he, “you want mon­ey. M. de Beau­fort’s train will be splen­did, and I am cer­tain it will be agree­able to you to pur­chase hors­es and arms, which are very dear things in Africa. Now, as you are not ac­tu­al­ly in the ser­vice of the king or M. de Beau­fort, and are sim­ply a vol­un­teer, you must not reck­on up­on ei­ther pay or largesse. But I should not like you to want for any­thing at Gigel­li. Here are two hun­dred pis­toles; if you would please me, Raoul, spend them.”

			Raoul pressed the hand of his fa­ther, and, at the turn­ing of a street, they saw M. de Beau­fort, mount­ed on a mag­nif­i­cent white genet, which re­spond­ed by grace­ful curvets to the ap­plause of the wom­en of the city. The duke called Raoul, and held out his hand to the comte. He spoke to him for some time, with such a kind­ly ex­pres­sion that the heart of the poor fa­ther even felt a lit­tle com­fort­ed. It was, how­ev­er, ev­i­dent to both fa­ther and son that their walk amount­ed to noth­ing less than a pun­ish­ment. There was a ter­ri­ble mo­ment—that at which, on quit­ting the sands of the shore, the sol­diers and sailors ex­changed the last kiss­es with their fam­i­lies and friends; a supreme mo­ment, in which, not­with­stand­ing the clear­ness of the heav­ens, the warmth of the sun, of the per­fumes of the air, and the rich life that was cir­cu­lat­ing in their veins, ev­ery­thing ap­peared black, ev­ery­thing bit­ter, ev­ery­thing cre­at­ed doubts of Prov­i­dence, nay, at the most, of God. It was cus­tom­ary for the ad­mi­ral and his suite to em­bark last; the can­non wait­ed to an­nounce, with its for­mi­da­ble voice, that the lead­er had placed his foot on board his ves­sel. Athos, for­get­ful of both the ad­mi­ral and the fleet, and of his own dig­ni­ty as a strong man, opened his arms to his son, and pressed him con­vul­sive­ly to his heart.

			“Ac­com­pa­ny us on board,” said the duke, very much af­fect­ed; “you will gain a good half-hour.”

			“No,” said Athos, “my farewell has been spo­ken, I do not wish to voice a sec­ond.”

			“Then, vi­comte, em­bark—em­bark quick­ly!” added the prince, wish­ing to spare the tears of these two men, whose hearts were burst­ing. And pa­ter­nal­ly, ten­der­ly, very much as Porthos might have done, he took Raoul in his arms and placed him in the boat, the oars of which, at a sig­nal, im­me­di­ate­ly were dipped in the waves. He him­self, for­get­ful of cer­e­mo­ny, jumped in­to his boat, and pushed it off with a vig­or­ous foot. “Adieu!” cried Raoul.

			Athos replied on­ly by a sign, but he felt some­thing burn­ing on his hand: it was the re­spect­ful kiss of Gri­maud—the last farewell of the faith­ful dog. This kiss giv­en, Gri­maud jumped from the step of the mole up­on the stem of a two-oared yawl, which had just been tak­en in tow by a cha­land served by twelve gal­ley-oars. Athos seat­ed him­self on the mole, stunned, deaf, aban­doned. Ev­ery in­stant took from him one of the fea­tures, one of the shades of the pale face of his son. With his arms hang­ing down, his eyes fixed, his mouth open, he re­mained con­found­ed with Raoul—in one same look, in one same thought, in one same stu­por. The sea, by de­grees, car­ried away boats and faces to that dis­tance at which men be­come noth­ing but points—loves, noth­ing but re­mem­brances. Athos saw his son as­cend the lad­der of the ad­mi­ral’s ship, he saw him lean up­on the rail of the deck, and place him­self in such a man­ner as to be al­ways an ob­ject in the eye of his fa­ther. In vain the can­non thun­dered, in vain from the ship sound­ed the long and lord­ly tu­mult, re­spond­ed to by im­mense ac­cla­ma­tions from the shore; in vain did the noise deaf­en the ear of the fa­ther, the smoke ob­scured the cher­ished ob­ject of his as­pi­ra­tions. Raoul ap­peared to him to the last mo­ment; and the im­per­cep­ti­ble atom, pass­ing from black to pale, from pale to white, from white to noth­ing, dis­ap­peared for Athos—dis­ap­peared very long af­ter, to all the eyes of the spec­ta­tors, had dis­ap­peared both gal­lant ships and swelling sails. To­wards mid­day, when the sun de­voured space, and scarce­ly the tops of the masts dom­i­nat­ed the in­can­des­cent lim­it of the sea, Athos per­ceived a soft aeri­al shad­ow rise, and van­ish as soon as seen. This was the smoke of a can­non, which M. de Beau­fort or­dered to be fired as a last salute to the coast of France. The point was buried in its turn be­neath the sky, and Athos re­turned with slow and painful step to his de­sert­ed hostel­ry.
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				Among Wom­en

			
			D’Artag­nan had not been able to hide his feel­ings from his friends so much as he would have wished. The sto­ical sol­dier, the im­pas­sive man-at-arms, over­come by fear and sad pre­sen­ti­ments, had yield­ed, for a few mo­ments, to hu­man weak­ness. When, there­fore, he had si­lenced his heart and calmed the ag­i­ta­tion of his nerves, turn­ing to­wards his lack­ey, a silent ser­vant, al­ways lis­ten­ing, in or­der to obey the more prompt­ly:

			“Rabaud,” said he, “mind, we must trav­el thir­ty leagues a day.”

			“At your plea­sure, cap­tain,” replied Rabaud.

			And from that mo­ment, d’Artag­nan, ac­com­mo­dat­ing his ac­tion to the pace of the horse, like a true cen­taur, gave up his thoughts to noth­ing—that is to say, to ev­ery­thing. He asked him­self why the king had sent for him back; why the Iron Mask had thrown the sil­ver plate at the feet of Raoul. As to the first sub­ject, the re­ply was neg­a­tive; he knew right well that the king’s call­ing him was from ne­ces­si­ty. He still fur­ther knew that Louis XIV must ex­pe­ri­ence an im­pe­ri­ous de­sire for a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion with one whom the pos­ses­sion of such a se­cret placed on a lev­el with the high­est pow­ers of the king­dom. But as to say­ing ex­act­ly what the king’s wish was, d’Artag­nan found him­self com­plete­ly at a loss. The mus­ke­teer had no doubts, ei­ther, up­on the rea­son which had urged the un­for­tu­nate Philippe to re­veal his char­ac­ter and birth. Philippe, buried for­ev­er be­neath a mask of steel, ex­iled to a coun­try where the men seemed lit­tle more than slaves of the el­e­ments; Philippe, de­prived even of the so­ci­ety of d’Artag­nan, who had load­ed him with hon­ors and del­i­cate at­ten­tions, had noth­ing more to see than odi­ous specters in this world, and, de­spair be­gin­ning to de­vour him, he poured him­self forth in com­plaints, in the be­lief that his rev­e­la­tions would raise up some avenger for him. The man­ner in which the mus­ke­teer had been near killing his two best friends, the des­tiny which had so strange­ly brought Athos to par­tic­i­pate in the great state se­cret, the farewell of Raoul, the ob­scu­ri­ty of the fu­ture which threat­ened to end in a melan­choly death; all this threw d’Artag­nan in­ces­sant­ly back on lam­en­ta­ble pre­dic­tions and fore­bod­ings, which the ra­pid­i­ty of his pace did not dis­si­pate, as it used for­mer­ly to do. D’Artag­nan passed from these con­sid­er­a­tions to the re­mem­brance of the pro­scribed Porthos and Aramis. He saw them both, fugi­tives, tracked, ru­ined—la­bo­ri­ous ar­chi­tects of for­tunes they had lost; and as the king called for his man of ex­e­cu­tion in hours of vengeance and mal­ice, d’Artag­nan trem­bled at the idea of re­ceiv­ing some com­mis­sion that would make his very soul bleed. Some­times, as­cend­ing hills, when the wind­ed horse breathed hard from his red nos­trils, and heaved his flanks, the cap­tain, left to more free­dom of thought, re­flect­ed on the prodi­gious ge­nius of Aramis, a ge­nius of acu­men and in­trigue, a match to which the Fronde and the civ­il war had pro­duced but twice. Sol­dier, priest, diplo­ma­tist; gal­lant, avari­cious, cun­ning; Aramis had nev­er tak­en the good things of this life ex­cept as step­ping-stones to rise to gid­di­er ends. Gen­er­ous in spir­it, if not lofty in heart, he nev­er did ill but for the sake of shin­ing even yet more bril­liant­ly. To­wards the end of his ca­reer, at the mo­ment of reach­ing the goal, like the pa­tri­cian Fus­cus, he had made a false step up­on a plank, and had fall­en in­to the sea. But Porthos, good, harm­less Porthos! To see Porthos hun­gry, to see Mous­que­ton with­out gold lace, im­pris­oned, per­haps; to see Pier­re­fonds, Bra­cieux, razed to the very stones, dis­hon­ored even to the tim­ber—these were so many poignant griefs for d’Artag­nan, and ev­ery time that one of these griefs struck him, he bound­ed like a horse at the sting of a gad­fly be­neath the vaults of fo­liage where he has sought shady shel­ter from the burn­ing sun. Nev­er was the man of spir­it sub­ject­ed to en­nui, if his body was ex­posed to fa­tigue; nev­er did the man of healthy body fail to find life light, if he had some­thing to en­gage his mind. D’Artag­nan, rid­ing fast, think­ing as con­stant­ly, alight­ed from his horse in Paris, fresh and ten­der in his mus­cles as the ath­lete pre­par­ing for the gym­na­si­um. The king did not ex­pect him so soon, and had just de­part­ed for the chase to­wards Meudon. D’Artag­nan, in­stead of rid­ing af­ter the king, as he would for­mer­ly have done, took off his boots, had a bath, and wait­ed till His Majesty should re­turn dusty and tired. He oc­cu­pied the in­ter­val of five hours in tak­ing, as peo­ple say, the air of the house, and in arm­ing him­self against all ill chances. He learned that the king, dur­ing the last fort­night, had been gloomy; that the queen-moth­er was ill and much de­pressed; that Mon­sieur, the king’s broth­er, was ex­hibit­ing a de­vo­tion­al turn; that Madame had the va­pors; and that M. de Guiche was gone to one of his es­tates. He learned that M. Col­bert was ra­di­ant; that M. Fou­quet con­sult­ed a fresh physi­cian ev­ery day, who still did not cure him, and that his prin­ci­pal com­plaint was one which physi­cians do not usu­al­ly cure, un­less they are po­lit­i­cal physi­cians. The king, d’Artag­nan was told, be­haved in the kind­est man­ner to M. Fou­quet, and did not al­low him to be ev­er out of his sight; but the sur­in­ten­dant, touched to the heart, like one of those fine trees a worm has punc­tured, was de­clin­ing dai­ly, in spite of the roy­al smile, that sun of court trees. D’Artag­nan learned that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had be­come in­dis­pens­able to the king; that the king, dur­ing his sport­ing ex­cur­sions, if he did not take her with him, wrote to her fre­quent­ly, no longer vers­es, but, which was much worse, prose, and that whole pages at a time. Thus, as the po­lit­i­cal Pleiad of the day said, the first king in the world was seen de­scend­ing from his horse with an ar­dor be­yond com­pare, and on the crown of his hat scrawl­ing bom­bas­tic phras­es, which M. de Saint-Aig­nan, aide-de-camp in per­pe­tu­ity, car­ried to La Val­lière at the risk of founder­ing his hors­es. Dur­ing this time, deer and pheas­ants were left to the free en­joy­ment of their na­ture, hunt­ed so lazi­ly that, it was said, the art of ven­ery ran great risk of de­gen­er­at­ing at the court of France. D’Artag­nan then thought of the wish­es of poor Raoul, of that de­spond­ing let­ter des­tined for a wom­an who passed her life in hop­ing, and as d’Artag­nan loved to phi­los­o­phize a lit­tle oc­ca­sion­al­ly, he re­solved to prof­it by the ab­sence of the king to have a minute’s talk with Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. This was a very easy af­fair; while the king was hunt­ing, Louise was walk­ing with some oth­er ladies in one of the gal­leries of the Palais Roy­al, ex­act­ly where the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers had some guards to in­spect. D’Artag­nan did not doubt that, if he could but open the con­ver­sa­tion on Raoul, Louise might give him grounds for writ­ing a con­so­la­to­ry let­ter to the poor ex­ile; and hope, or at least con­so­la­tion for Raoul, in the state of heart in which he had left him, was the sun, was life to two men, who were very dear to our cap­tain. He di­rect­ed his course, there­fore, to the spot where he knew he should find Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. D’Artag­nan found La Val­lière the cen­ter of the cir­cle. In her ap­par­ent soli­tude, the king’s fa­vorite re­ceived, like a queen, more, per­haps, than the queen, a homage of which Madame had been so proud, when all the king’s looks were di­rect­ed to her and com­mand­ed the looks of the courtiers. D’Artag­nan, al­though no squire of dames, re­ceived, nev­er­the­less, ci­vil­i­ties and at­ten­tions from the ladies; he was po­lite, as a brave man al­ways is, and his ter­ri­ble rep­u­ta­tion had con­cil­i­at­ed as much friend­ship among the men as ad­mi­ra­tion among the wom­en. On see­ing him en­ter, there­fore, they im­me­di­ate­ly ac­cost­ed him; and, as is not un­fre­quent­ly the case with fair ladies, opened the at­tack by ques­tions. “Where had he been? What had be­come of him so long? Why had they not seen him as usu­al make his fine horse curvet in such beau­ti­ful style, to the de­light and as­ton­ish­ment of the cu­ri­ous from the king’s bal­cony?”

			He replied that he had just come from the land of or­anges. This set all the ladies laugh­ing. Those were times in which ev­ery­body trav­eled, but in which, not­with­stand­ing, a jour­ney of a hun­dred leagues was a prob­lem of­ten solved by death.

			“From the land of or­anges?” cried Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente. “From Spain?”

			“Eh! eh!” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“From Mal­ta?” echoed Mon­ta­lais.

			“Ma foi! You are com­ing very near, ladies.”

			“Is it an is­land?” asked La Val­lière.

			“Made­moi­selle,” said d’Artag­nan; “I will not give you the trou­ble of seek­ing any fur­ther; I come from the coun­try where M. de Beau­fort is, at this mo­ment, em­bark­ing for Al­giers.”

			“Have you seen the army?” asked sev­er­al war­like fair ones.

			“As plain­ly as I see you,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“And the fleet?”

			“Yes, I saw ev­ery­thing.”

			“Have we any of us any friends there?” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, cold­ly, but in a man­ner to at­tract at­ten­tion to a ques­tion that was not with­out its cal­cu­lat­ed aim.

			“Why,” replied d’Artag­nan, “yes; there were M. de la Guil­lotière, M. de Manchy, M. de Bragelonne—”

			La Val­lière be­came pale. “M. de Bragelonne!” cried the per­fid­i­ous Athenaïs. “Eh, what!—is he gone to the wars?—he!”

			Mon­ta­lais trod on her toe, but all in vain.

			“Do you know what my opin­ion is?” con­tin­ued she, ad­dress­ing d’Artag­nan.

			“No, Made­moi­selle; but I should like very much to know it.”

			“My opin­ion is, then, that all the men who go to this war are des­per­ate, de­spond­ing men, whom love has treat­ed ill; and who go to try if they can­not find jet-com­plex­ioned wom­en more kind than fair ones have been.”

			Some of the ladies laughed; La Val­lière was ev­i­dent­ly con­fused; Mon­ta­lais coughed loud enough to wak­en the dead.

			“Made­moi­selle,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “you are in er­ror when you speak of black wom­en at Gigel­li; the wom­en there have not jet faces; it is true they are not white—they are yel­low.”

			“Yel­low!” ex­claimed the bevy of fair beau­ties.

			“Eh! do not dis­par­age it. I have nev­er seen a fin­er col­or to match with black eyes and a coral mouth.”

			“So much the bet­ter for M. de Bragelonne,” said Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, with per­sis­tent mal­ice. “He will make amends for his loss. Poor fel­low!”

			A pro­found si­lence fol­lowed these words; and d’Artag­nan had time to ob­serve and re­flect that wom­en—mild doves—treat each oth­er more cru­el­ly than tigers. But mak­ing La Val­lière pale did not sat­is­fy Athenaïs; she de­ter­mined to make her blush like­wise. Re­sum­ing the con­ver­sa­tion with­out pause, “Do you know, Louise,” said she, “that there is a great sin on your con­science?”

			“What sin, Made­moi­selle?” stam­mered the un­for­tu­nate girl, look­ing round her for sup­port, with­out find­ing it.

			“Eh!—why,” con­tin­ued Athenaïs, “the poor young man was af­fi­anced to you; he loved you; you cast him off.”

			“Well, that is a right which ev­ery hon­est wom­an has,” said Mon­ta­lais, in an af­fect­ed tone. “When we know we can­not con­sti­tute the hap­pi­ness of a man, it is much bet­ter to cast him off.”

			“Cast him off! or refuse him!—that’s all very well,” said Athenaïs, “but that is not the sin Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière has to re­proach her­self with. The ac­tu­al sin is send­ing poor Bragelonne to the wars; and to wars in which death is so very like­ly to be met with.” Louise pressed her hand over her icy brow. “And if he dies,” con­tin­ued her piti­less tor­men­tor, “you will have killed him. That is the sin.”

			Louise, half-dead, caught at the arm of the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, whose face be­trayed un­usu­al emo­tion. “You wished to speak with me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said she, in a voice bro­ken by anger and pain. “What had you to say to me?”

			D’Artag­nan made sev­er­al steps along the gallery, hold­ing Louise on his arm; then, when they were far enough re­moved from the oth­ers—“What I had to say to you, Made­moi­selle,” replied he, “Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente has just ex­pressed; rough­ly and un­kind­ly, it is true, but still in its en­tire­ty.”

			She ut­tered a faint cry; pierced to the heart by this new wound, she went her way, like one of those poor birds which, struck un­to death, seek the shade of the thick­et in which to die. She dis­ap­peared at one door, at the mo­ment the king was en­ter­ing by an­oth­er. The first glance of the king was di­rect­ed to­wards the emp­ty seat of his mis­tress. Not per­ceiv­ing La Val­lière, a frown came over his brow; but as soon as he saw d’Artag­nan, who bowed to him—“Ah! Mon­sieur!” cried he, “you have been dili­gent! I am much pleased with you.” This was the su­perla­tive ex­pres­sion of roy­al sat­is­fac­tion. Many men would have been ready to lay down their lives for such a speech from the king. The maids of hon­or and the courtiers, who had formed a re­spect­ful cir­cle round the king on his en­trance, drew back, on ob­serv­ing he wished to speak pri­vate­ly with his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers. The king led the way out of the gallery, af­ter hav­ing again, with his eyes, sought ev­ery­where for La Val­lière, whose ab­sence he could not ac­count for. The mo­ment they were out of the reach of cu­ri­ous ears, “Well! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he, “the pris­on­er?”

			“Is in his prison, sire.”

			“What did he say on the road?”

			“Noth­ing, sire.”

			“What did he do?”

			“There was a mo­ment at which the fish­er­man—who took me in his boat to Sainte-Mar­guerite—re­volt­ed, and did his best to kill me. The—the pris­on­er de­fend­ed me in­stead of at­tempt­ing to fly.”

			The king be­came pale. “Enough!” said he; and d’Artag­nan bowed. Louis walked about his cab­i­net with hasty steps. “Were you at An­tibes,” said he, “when Mon­sieur de Beau­fort came there?”

			“No, sire; I was set­ting off when Mon­sieur le Duc ar­rived.”

			“Ah!” which was fol­lowed by a fresh si­lence. “Whom did you see there?”

			“A great many per­sons,” said d’Artag­nan, cool­ly.

			The king per­ceived he was un­will­ing to speak. “I have sent for you, Mon­sieur le Cap­i­taine, to de­sire you to go and pre­pare my lodg­ings at Nantes.”

			“At Nantes!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“In Bre­tagne.”

			“Yes, sire, it is in Bre­tagne. Will Your Majesty make so long a jour­ney as to Nantes?”

			“The States are as­sem­bled there,” replied the king. “I have two de­mands to make of them: I wish to be there.”

			“When shall I set out?” said the cap­tain.

			“This evening—to­mor­row—to­mor­row evening; for you must stand in need of rest.”

			“I have rest­ed, sire.”

			“That is well. Then be­tween this and to­mor­row evening, when you please.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed as if to take his leave; but, per­ceiv­ing the king very much em­bar­rassed, “Will Your Majesty,” said he, step­ping two paces for­ward, “take the court with you?”

			“Cer­tain­ly I shall.”

			“Then Your Majesty will, doubt­less, want the Mus­ke­teers?” And the eye of the king sank be­neath the pen­e­trat­ing glance of the cap­tain.

			“Take a brigade of them,” replied Louis.

			“Is that all? Has Your Majesty no oth­er or­ders to give me?”

			“No—ah—yes.”

			“I am all at­ten­tion, sire.”

			“At the cas­tle of Nantes, which I hear is very ill ar­ranged, you will adopt the prac­tice of plac­ing mus­ke­teers at the door of each of the prin­ci­pal dig­ni­taries I shall take with me.”

			“Of the prin­ci­pal?”

			“Yes.”

			“For in­stance, at the door of M. de Ly­onne?”

			“Yes.”

			“And that of M. Letel­li­er?”

			“Yes.”

			“Of M. de Bri­enne?”

			“Yes.”

			“And of Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant?”

			“With­out doubt.”

			“Very well, sire. By to­mor­row I shall have set out.”

			“Oh, yes; but one more word, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. At Nantes you will meet with M. le Duc de Gesvres, cap­tain of the Guards. Be sure that your mus­ke­teers are placed be­fore his guards ar­rive. Prece­dence al­ways be­longs to the first com­er.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And if M. de Gesvres should ques­tion you?”

			“Ques­tion me, sire! Is it like­ly that M. de Gesvres should ques­tion me?” And the mus­ke­teer, turn­ing cav­a­lier­ly on his heel, dis­ap­peared. To Nantes! said he to him­self, as he de­scend­ed from the stairs. Why did he not dare to say, from thence to Belle-Isle?

			As he reached the great gates, one of M. Bri­enne’s clerks came run­ning af­ter him, ex­claim­ing, “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! I beg your par­don—”

			“What is the mat­ter, Mon­sieur Ariste?”

			“The king has de­sired me to give you this or­der.”

			“Up­on your cash­box?” asked the mus­ke­teer.

			“No, Mon­sieur; on that of M. Fou­quet.”

			D’Artag­nan was sur­prised, but he took the or­der, which was in the king’s own writ­ing, and was for two hun­dred pis­toles. What! thought he, af­ter hav­ing po­lite­ly thanked M. Bri­enne’s clerk, M. Fou­quet is to pay for the jour­ney, then! Mor­dioux! that is a bit of pure Louis XI. Why was not this or­der on the chest of M. Col­bert? He would have paid it with such joy. And d’Artag­nan, faith­ful to his prin­ci­ple of nev­er let­ting an or­der at sight get cold, went straight to the house of M. Fou­quet, to re­ceive his two hun­dred pis­toles.
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				The Last Sup­per

			
			The su­per­in­ten­dent had no doubt re­ceived ad­vice of the ap­proach­ing de­par­ture, for he was giv­ing a farewell din­ner to his friends. From the bot­tom to the top of the house, the hur­ry of the ser­vants bear­ing dish­es, and the dili­gence of the reg­istres, de­not­ed an ap­proach­ing change in of­fices and kitchen. D’Artag­nan, with his or­der in his hand, pre­sent­ed him­self at the of­fices, when he was told it was too late to pay cash, the chest was closed. He on­ly replied: “On the king’s ser­vice.”

			The clerk, a lit­tle put out by the se­ri­ous air of the cap­tain, replied, that “that was a very re­spectable rea­son, but that the cus­toms of the house were re­spectable like­wise; and that, in con­se­quence, he begged the bear­er to call again next day.” D’Artag­nan asked if he could not see M. Fou­quet. The clerk replied that M. le Sur­in­ten­dant did not in­ter­fere with such de­tails, and rude­ly closed the out­er door in the cap­tain’s face. But the lat­ter had fore­seen this stroke, and placed his boot be­tween the door and the door-case, so that the lock did not catch, and the clerk was still nose to nose with his in­ter­locu­tor. This made him change his tone, and say, with ter­ri­fied po­lite­ness, “If Mon­sieur wish­es to speak to M. le Sur­in­ten­dant, he must go to the an­techam­bers; these are the of­fices, where Mon­seigneur nev­er comes.”

			“Oh! very well! Where are they?” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“On the oth­er side of the court,” said the clerk, de­light­ed to be free. D’Artag­nan crossed the court, and fell in with a crowd of ser­vants.

			“Mon­seigneur sees no­body at this hour,” he was an­swered by a fel­low car­ry­ing a ver­meil dish, in which were three pheas­ants and twelve quails.

			“Tell him,” said the cap­tain, lay­ing hold of the ser­vant by the end of his dish, “that I am M. d’Artag­nan, cap­tain of His Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers.”

			The fel­low ut­tered a cry of sur­prise, and dis­ap­peared; d’Artag­nan fol­low­ing him slow­ly. He ar­rived just in time to meet M. Pélis­son in the an­techam­ber: the lat­ter, a lit­tle pale, came hasti­ly out of the din­ing-room to learn what was the mat­ter. D’Artag­nan smiled.

			“There is noth­ing un­pleas­ant, Mon­sieur Pélis­son; on­ly a lit­tle or­der to re­ceive the mon­ey for.”

			“Ah!” said Fou­quet’s friend, breath­ing more freely; and he took the cap­tain by the hand, and, drag­ging him be­hind him, led him in­to the din­ing-room, where a num­ber of friends sur­round­ed the sur­in­ten­dant, placed in the cen­ter, and buried in the cush­ions of a fau­teuil. There were as­sem­bled all the Epi­cure­ans who so late­ly at Vaux had done the hon­ors of the man­sion of wit and mon­ey in aid of M. Fou­quet. Joy­ous friends, for the most part faith­ful, they had not fled their pro­tec­tor at the ap­proach of the storm, and, in spite of the threat­en­ing heav­ens, in spite of the trem­bling earth, they re­mained there, smil­ing, cheer­ful, as de­vot­ed in mis­for­tune as they had been in pros­per­i­ty. On the left of the sur­in­ten­dant sat Madame de Bel­lière; on his right was Madame Fou­quet; as if brav­ing the laws of the world, and putting all vul­gar rea­sons of pro­pri­ety to si­lence, the two pro­tect­ing an­gels of this man unit­ed to of­fer, at the mo­ment of the cri­sis, the sup­port of their twined arms. Madame de Bel­lière was pale, trem­bling, and full of re­spect­ful at­ten­tions for Madame la Sur­in­ten­dante, who, with one hand on her hus­band’s, was look­ing anx­ious­ly to­wards the door by which Pélis­son had gone out to bring d’Artag­nan. The cap­tain en­tered at first full of cour­tesy, and af­ter­wards of ad­mi­ra­tion, when, with his in­fal­li­ble glance, he had di­vined as well as tak­en in the ex­pres­sion of ev­ery face. Fou­quet raised him­self up in his chair.

			“Par­don me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he, “if I did not my­self re­ceive you when com­ing in the king’s name.” And he pro­nounced the last words with a sort of melan­choly firm­ness, which filled the hearts of all his friends with ter­ror.

			“Mon­seigneur,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I on­ly come to you in the king’s name to de­mand pay­ment of an or­der for two hun­dred pis­toles.”

			The clouds passed from ev­ery brow but that of Fou­quet, which still re­mained over­cast.

			“Ah! then,” said he, “per­haps you al­so are set­ting out for Nantes?”

			“I do not know whith­er I am set­ting out, Mon­seigneur.”

			“But,” said Madame Fou­quet, re­cov­ered from her fright, “you are not go­ing so soon, Mon­sieur le Cap­i­taine, as not to do us the hon­or to take a seat with us?”

			“Madame, I should es­teem that a great hon­or done me, but I am so pressed for time, that, you see, I have been obliged to per­mit my­self to in­ter­rupt your repast to pro­cure pay­ment of my note.”

			“The re­ply to which shall be gold,” said Fou­quet, mak­ing a sign to his in­ten­dant, who went out with the or­der d’Artag­nan hand­ed him.

			“Oh!” said the lat­ter, “I was not un­easy about the pay­ment; the house is good.”

			A painful smile passed over the pale fea­tures of Fou­quet.

			“Are you in pain?” asked Madame de Bel­lière.

			“Do you feel your at­tack com­ing on?” asked Madame Fou­quet.

			“Nei­ther, thank you both,” said Fou­quet.

			“Your at­tack?” said d’Artag­nan, in his turn; “are you un­well, Mon­seigneur?”

			“I have a ter­tian fever, which seized me af­ter the fête at Vaux.”

			“Caught cold in the grot­tos, at night, per­haps?”

			“No, no; noth­ing but ag­i­ta­tion, that was all.”

			“The too much heart you dis­played in your re­cep­tion of the king,” said La Fontaine, qui­et­ly, with­out sus­pi­cion that he was ut­ter­ing a sac­ri­lege.

			“We can­not de­vote too much heart to the re­cep­tion of our king,” said Fou­quet, mild­ly, to his po­et.

			“Mon­sieur meant to say the too great ar­dor,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, with per­fect frank­ness and much ameni­ty. “The fact is, Mon­seigneur, that hos­pi­tal­i­ty was nev­er prac­ticed as at Vaux.”

			Madame Fou­quet per­mit­ted her coun­te­nance to show clear­ly that if Fou­quet had con­duct­ed him­self well to­wards the king, the king had hard­ly done the like to the min­is­ter. But d’Artag­nan knew the ter­ri­ble se­cret. He alone with Fou­quet knew it; those two men had not, the one the courage to com­plain, the oth­er the right to ac­cuse. The cap­tain, to whom the two hun­dred pis­toles were brought, was about to take his leave, when Fou­quet, ris­ing, took a glass of wine, and or­dered one to be giv­en to d’Artag­nan.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “to the health of the king, what­ev­er may hap­pen.”

			“And to your health, Mon­seigneur, what­ev­er may hap­pen,” said d’Artag­nan.

			He bowed, with these words of evil omen, to all the com­pa­ny, who rose as soon as they heard the sound of his spurs and boots at the bot­tom of the stairs.

			“I, for a mo­ment, thought it was I and not my mon­ey he want­ed,” said Fou­quet, en­deav­or­ing to laugh.

			“You!” cried his friends; “and what for, in the name of Heav­en!”

			“Oh! do not de­ceive your­selves, my dear broth­ers in Epi­cu­rus,” said the su­per­in­ten­dent; “I do not wish to make a com­par­i­son be­tween the most hum­ble sin­ner on the earth and the God we adore, but re­mem­ber, he gave one day to his friends a repast which is called the Last Sup­per, and which was noth­ing but a farewell din­ner, like that which we are mak­ing at this mo­ment.”

			A painful cry of de­nial arose from all parts of the ta­ble. “Shut the doors,” said Fou­quet, and the ser­vants dis­ap­peared. “My friends,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, low­er­ing his voice, “what was I for­mer­ly? What am I now? Con­sult among your­selves and re­ply. A man like me sinks when he does not con­tin­ue to rise. What shall we say, then, when he re­al­ly sinks? I have no more mon­ey, no more cred­it; I have no longer any­thing but pow­er­ful en­e­mies, and pow­er­less friends.”

			“Quick!” cried Pélis­son. “Since you ex­plain your­self with such frank­ness, it is our du­ty to be frank, like­wise. Yes, you are ru­ined—yes, you are has­ten­ing to your ru­in—stop. And, in the first place, what mon­ey have we left?”

			“Sev­en hun­dred thou­sand livres,” said the in­ten­dant.

			“Bread,” mur­mured Madame Fou­quet.

			“Re­lays,” said Pélis­son, “re­lays, and fly!”

			“Whith­er?”

			“To Switzer­land—to Savoy—but fly!”

			“If Mon­seigneur flies,” said Madame Bel­lière, “it will be said that he was guilty—was afraid.”

			“More than that, it will be said that I have car­ried away twen­ty mil­lions with me.”

			“We will draw up mem­oirs to jus­ti­fy you,” said La Fontaine. “Fly!”

			“I will re­main,” said Fou­quet. “And, be­sides, does not ev­ery­thing serve me?”

			“You have Belle-Isle,” cried the Ab­bé Fou­quet.

			“And I am nat­u­ral­ly go­ing there, when go­ing to Nantes,” replied the su­per­in­ten­dent. “Pa­tience, then, pa­tience!”

			“Be­fore ar­riv­ing at Nantes, what a dis­tance!” said Madame Fou­quet.

			“Yes, I know that well,” replied Fou­quet. “But what is to be done there? The king sum­mons me to the States. I know well it is for the pur­pose of ru­in­ing me; but to refuse to go would be to evince un­easi­ness.”

			“Well, I have dis­cov­ered the means of rec­on­cil­ing ev­ery­thing,” cried Pélis­son. “You are go­ing to set out for Nantes.”

			Fou­quet looked at him with an air of sur­prise.

			“But with friends; but in your own car­riage as far as Or­léans; in your own barge as far as Nantes; al­ways ready to de­fend your­self, if you are at­tacked; to es­cape, if you are threat­ened. In fact, you will car­ry your mon­ey against all chances; and, whilst fly­ing, you will on­ly have obeyed the king; then, reach­ing the sea when you like, you will em­bark for Belle-Isle, and from Belle-Isle you will shoot out wher­ev­er it may please you, like the ea­gle that leaps in­to space when it has been driv­en from its eyrie.”

			A gen­er­al as­sent fol­lowed Pélis­son’s words. “Yes, do so,” said Madame Fou­quet to her hus­band.

			“Do so,” said Madame de Bel­lière.

			“Do it! do it!” cried all his friends.

			“I will do so,” replied Fou­quet.

			“This very evening?”

			“In an hour?”

			“In­stant­ly.”

			“With sev­en hun­dred thou­sand livres you can lay the foun­da­tion of an­oth­er for­tune,” said the Ab­bé Fou­quet. “What is there to pre­vent our arm­ing cor­sairs at Belle-Isle?”

			“And, if nec­es­sary, we will go and dis­cov­er a new world,” added La Fontaine, in­tox­i­cat­ed with fresh projects and en­thu­si­asm.

			A knock at the door in­ter­rupt­ed this con­cert of joy and hope. “A couri­er from the king,” said the mas­ter of the cer­e­monies.

			A pro­found si­lence im­me­di­ate­ly en­sued, as if the mes­sage brought by this couri­er was noth­ing but a re­ply to all the projects giv­en birth to a mo­ment be­fore. Ev­ery­one wait­ed to see what the mas­ter would do. His brow was stream­ing with per­spi­ra­tion, and he was re­al­ly suf­fer­ing from his fever at that in­stant. He passed in­to his cab­i­net, to re­ceive the king’s mes­sage. There pre­vailed, as we have said, such a si­lence in the cham­bers, and through­out the at­ten­dance, that from the din­ing-room could be heard the voice of Fou­quet, say­ing, “That is well, Mon­sieur.” This voice was, how­ev­er, bro­ken by fa­tigue, and trem­bled with emo­tion. An in­stant af­ter, Fou­quet called Gourville, who crossed the gallery amidst the uni­ver­sal ex­pec­ta­tion. At length, he him­self reap­peared among his guests; but it was no longer the same pale, spir­it­less coun­te­nance they had be­held when he left them; from pale he had be­come livid; and from spir­it­less, an­ni­hi­lat­ed. A breath­ing, liv­ing specter, he ad­vanced with his arms stretched out, his mouth parched, like a shade that comes to salute the friends of for­mer days. On see­ing him thus, ev­ery­one cried out, and ev­ery­one rushed to­wards Fou­quet. The lat­ter, look­ing at Pélis­son, leaned up­on his wife, and pressed the icy hand of the Mar­quise de Bel­lière.

			“Well,” said he, in a voice which had noth­ing hu­man in it.

			“What has hap­pened, my God!” said some­one to him.

			Fou­quet opened his right hand, which was clenched, but glis­ten­ing with per­spi­ra­tion, and dis­played a pa­per, up­on which Pélis­son cast a ter­ri­fied glance. He read the fol­low­ing lines, writ­ten by the king’s hand:

			
				“ ‘Dear and well-beloved Mon­sieur Fou­quet—Give us, up­on that which you have left of ours, the sum of sev­en hun­dred thou­sand livres, of which we stand in need to pre­pare for our de­par­ture.

				“ ‘And, as we know your health is not good, we pray God to re­store you, and to have you in His holy keep­ing.

				
					“ ‘Louis.

					“ ‘The present let­ter is to serve as a re­ceipt.’ ”

				
			

			A mur­mur of ter­ror cir­cu­lat­ed through the apart­ment.

			“Well,” cried Pélis­son, in his turn, “you have re­ceived that let­ter?”

			“Re­ceived it, yes!”

			“What will you do, then?”

			“Noth­ing, since I have re­ceived it.”

			“But—”

			“If I have re­ceived it, Pélis­son, I have paid it,” said the sur­in­ten­dant, with a sim­plic­i­ty that went to the heart of all present.

			“You have paid it!” cried Madame Fou­quet. “Then we are ru­ined!”

			“Come, no use­less words,” in­ter­rupt­ed Pélis­son. “Next to mon­ey, life. Mon­seigneur, to horse! to horse!”

			“What, leave us!” at once cried both the wom­en, wild with grief.

			“Eh! Mon­seigneur, in sav­ing your­self, you save us all. To horse!”

			“But he can­not hold him­self on. Look at him.”

			“Oh! if he takes time to re­flect—” said the in­trepid Pélis­son.

			“He is right,” mur­mured Fou­quet.

			“Mon­seigneur! Mon­seigneur!” cried Gourville, rush­ing up the stairs, four steps at once. “Mon­seigneur!”

			“Well! what?”

			“I es­cort­ed, as you de­sired, the king’s couri­er with the mon­ey.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well! when I ar­rived at the Palais Roy­al, I saw—”

			“Take breath, my poor friend, take breath; you are suf­fo­cat­ing.”

			“What did you see?” cried the im­pa­tient friends.

			“I saw the mus­ke­teers mount­ing on horse­back,” said Gourville.

			“There, then!” cried ev­ery voice at once; “there, then! is there an in­stant to be lost?”

			Madame Fou­quet rushed down­stairs, call­ing for her hors­es; Madame de Bel­lière flew af­ter her, catch­ing her in her arms, and say­ing: “Madame, in the name of his safe­ty, do not be­tray any­thing, do not man­i­fest alarm.”

			Pélis­son ran to have the hors­es put to the car­riages. And, in the mean­time, Gourville gath­ered in his hat all that the weep­ing friends were able to throw in­to it of gold and sil­ver—the last of­fer­ing, the pi­ous alms made to mis­ery by pover­ty. The sur­in­ten­dant, dragged along by some, car­ried by oth­ers, was shut up in his car­riage. Gourville took the reins, and mount­ed the box. Pélis­son sup­port­ed Madame Fou­quet, who had faint­ed. Madame de Bel­lière had more strength, and was well paid for it; she re­ceived Fou­quet’s last kiss. Pélis­son eas­i­ly ex­plained this pre­cip­i­tate de­par­ture by say­ing that an or­der from the king had sum­moned the min­is­ter to Nantes.
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				In M. Col­bert’s Car­riage

			
			As Gourville had seen, the king’s Mus­ke­teers were mount­ing and fol­low­ing their cap­tain. The lat­ter, who did not like to be con­fined in his pro­ceed­ings, left his brigade un­der the or­ders of a lieu­tenant, and set off on post hors­es, rec­om­mend­ing his men to use all dili­gence. How­ev­er rapid­ly they might trav­el, they could not ar­rive be­fore him. He had time, in pass­ing along the Rue des Pe­tits-Champs, to see some­thing which af­ford­ed him plen­ty of food for thought and con­jec­ture. He saw M. Col­bert com­ing out from his house to get in­to his car­riage, which was sta­tioned be­fore the door. In this car­riage d’Artag­nan per­ceived the hoods of two wom­en, and be­ing rather cu­ri­ous, he wished to know the names of the ladies hid be­neath these hoods. To get a glimpse at them, for they kept them­selves close­ly cov­ered up, he urged his horse so near the car­riage, that he drove him against the step with such force as to shake ev­ery­thing con­tain­ing and con­tained. The ter­ri­fied wom­en ut­tered, the one a faint cry, by which d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized a young wom­an, the oth­er an im­pre­ca­tion, in which he rec­og­nized the vig­or and aplomb that half a cen­tu­ry be­stows. The hoods were thrown back: one of the wom­en was Madame Vanel, the oth­er the Duchesse de Chevreuse. D’Artag­nan’s eyes were quick­er than those of the ladies; he had seen and known them, whilst they did not rec­og­nize him; and as they laughed at their fright, press­ing each oth­er’s hands—

			“Humph!” said d’Artag­nan, “the old duchesse is no more in­ac­ces­si­ble to friend­ship than for­mer­ly. She pay­ing her court to the mis­tress of M. Col­bert! Poor M. Fou­quet! that presages you noth­ing good!”

			He rode on. M. Col­bert got in­to his car­riage and the dis­tin­guished trio com­menced a suf­fi­cient­ly slow pil­grim­age to­ward the wood of Vin­cennes. Madame de Chevreuse set down Madame Vanel at her hus­band’s house, and, left alone with M. Col­bert, chat­ted up­on af­fairs whilst con­tin­u­ing her ride. She had an in­ex­haustible fund of con­ver­sa­tion, that dear duchesse, and as she al­ways talked for the ill of oth­ers, though ev­er with a view to her own good, her con­ver­sa­tion amused her in­ter­locu­tor, and did not fail to leave a fa­vor­able im­pres­sion.

			She taught Col­bert, who, poor man! was ig­no­rant of the fact, how great a min­is­ter he was, and how Fou­quet would soon be­come a ci­pher. She promised to ral­ly around him, when he should be­come sur­in­ten­dant, all the old no­bil­i­ty of the king­dom, and ques­tioned him as to the pre­pon­der­ance it would be prop­er to al­low La Val­lière. She praised him, she blamed him, she be­wil­dered him. She showed him the se­cret of so many se­crets that, for a mo­ment, Col­bert thought he was do­ing busi­ness with the dev­il. She proved to him that she held in her hand the Col­bert of to­day, as she had held the Fou­quet of yes­ter­day; and as he asked her very sim­ply the rea­son of her ha­tred for the sur­in­ten­dant: “Why do you your­self hate him?” said she.

			“Madame, in pol­i­tics,” replied he, “the dif­fer­ences of sys­tem oft bring about dis­sentions be­tween men. M. Fou­quet al­ways ap­peared to me to prac­tice a sys­tem op­posed to the true in­ter­ests of the king.”

			She in­ter­rupt­ed him.—“I will say no more to you about M. Fou­quet. The jour­ney the king is about to take to Nantes will give a good ac­count of him. M. Fou­quet, for me, is a man gone by—and for you al­so.”

			Col­bert made no re­ply. “On his re­turn from Nantes,” con­tin­ued the duchesse, “the king, who is on­ly anx­ious for a pre­text, will find that the States have not be­haved well—that they have made too few sac­ri­fices. The States will say that the im­posts are too heavy, and that the sur­in­ten­dant has ru­ined them. The king will lay all the blame on M. Fou­quet, and then—”

			“And then?” said Col­bert.

			“Oh! he will be dis­graced. Is not that your opin­ion?”

			Col­bert dart­ed a glance at the duchesse, which plain­ly said: “If M. Fou­quet be on­ly dis­graced, you will not be the cause of it.”

			“Your place, M. Col­bert,” the duchesse has­tened to say, “must be a high place. Do you per­ceive any­one be­tween the king and your­self, af­ter the fall of M. Fou­quet?”

			“I do not un­der­stand,” said he.

			“You will un­der­stand. To what does your am­bi­tion as­pire?”

			“I have none.”

			“It was use­less, then, to over­throw the su­per­in­ten­dent, Mon­sieur Col­bert. It was idle.”

			“I had the hon­or to tell you, Madame—”

			“Oh! yes, I know, all about the in­ter­est of the king—but, if you please, we will speak of your own.”

			“Mine! that is to say, the af­fairs of His Majesty.”

			“In short, are you, or are you not en­deav­or­ing to ru­in M. Fou­quet? An­swer with­out eva­sion.”

			“Madame, I ru­in no­body.”

			“I am en­deav­or­ing to com­pre­hend, then, why you pur­chased from me the let­ters of M. Mazarin con­cern­ing M. Fou­quet. Nei­ther can I con­ceive why you have laid those let­ters be­fore the king.”

			Col­bert, half stu­pe­fied, looked at the duchesse with an air of con­straint.

			“Madame,” said he, “I can less eas­i­ly con­ceive how you, who re­ceived the mon­ey, can re­proach me on that head—”

			“That is,” said the old duchesse, “be­cause we must will that which we wish for, un­less we are not able to ob­tain what we wish.”

			“Will!” said Col­bert, quite con­found­ed by such coarse log­ic.

			“You are not able, hein! Speak.”

			“I am not able, I al­low, to de­stroy cer­tain in­flu­ences near the king.”

			“That fight in fa­vor of M. Fou­quet? What are they? Stop, let me help you.”

			“Do, Madame.”

			“La Val­lière?”

			“Oh! very lit­tle in­flu­ence; no knowl­edge of busi­ness, and small means. M. Fou­quet has paid his court to her.”

			“To de­fend him would be to ac­cuse her­self, would it not?”

			“I think it would.”

			“There is still an­oth­er in­flu­ence, what do you say to that?”

			“Is it con­sid­er­able?”

			“The queen-moth­er, per­haps?”

			“Her Majesty, the queen-moth­er, has a weak­ness for M. Fou­quet very prej­u­di­cial to her son.”

			“Nev­er be­lieve that,” said the old duchesse, smil­ing.

			“Oh!” said Col­bert, with in­creduli­ty, “I have of­ten ex­pe­ri­enced it.”

			“For­mer­ly?”

			“Very re­cent­ly, Madame, at Vaux. It was she who pre­vent­ed the king from hav­ing M. Fou­quet ar­rest­ed.”

			“Peo­ple do not for­ev­er en­ter­tain the same opin­ions, my dear Mon­sieur. That which the queen may have wished re­cent­ly, she would not wish, per­haps, to­day.”

			“And why not?” said Col­bert, as­ton­ished.

			“Oh! the rea­son is of very lit­tle con­se­quence.”

			“On the con­trary, I think it is of great con­se­quence; for, if I were cer­tain of not dis­pleas­ing Her Majesty, the queen-moth­er, my scru­ples would be all re­moved.”

			“Well! have you nev­er heard talk of a cer­tain se­cret?”

			“A se­cret?”

			“Call it what you like. In short, the queen-moth­er has con­ceived a bit­ter ha­tred for all those who have par­tic­i­pat­ed, in one fash­ion or an­oth­er, in the dis­cov­ery of this se­cret, and M. Fou­quet I be­lieve is one of these.”

			“Then,” said Col­bert, “we may be sure of the as­sent of the queen-moth­er?”

			“I have just left Her Majesty, and she as­sures me so.”

			“So be it, then, Madame.”

			“But there is some­thing fur­ther; do you hap­pen to know a man who was the in­ti­mate friend of M. Fou­quet, M. d’Herblay, a bish­op, I be­lieve?”

			“Bish­op of Vannes.”

			“Well! this M. d’Herblay, who al­so knew the se­cret, the queen-moth­er is pur­su­ing with the ut­most ran­cor.”

			“In­deed!”

			“So hot­ly pur­sued, that if he were dead, she would not be sat­is­fied with any­thing less than his head, to sat­is­fy her he would nev­er speak again.”

			“And is that the de­sire of the queen-moth­er?”

			“An or­der is giv­en for it.”

			“This Mon­sieur d’Herblay shall be sought for, Madame.”

			“Oh! it is well known where he is.”

			Col­bert looked at the duchesse.

			“Say where, Madame.”

			“He is at Belle-Île-en-Mer.”

			“At the res­i­dence of M. Fou­quet?”

			“At the res­i­dence of M. Fou­quet.”

			“He shall be tak­en.”

			It was now the duchesse’s turn to smile. “Do not fan­cy the cap­ture so easy,” said she; “do not prom­ise it so light­ly.”

			“Why not, Madame?”

			“Be­cause M. d’Herblay is not one of those peo­ple who can be tak­en when and where you please.”

			“He is a rebel, then?”

			“Oh! Mon­sieur Col­bert, we have passed all our lives in mak­ing rebels, and yet you see plain­ly, that so far from be­ing tak­en, we take oth­ers.”

			Col­bert fixed up­on the old duchesse one of those fierce looks of which no words can con­vey the ex­pres­sion, ac­com­pa­nied by a firm­ness not al­to­geth­er want­ing in grandeur. “The times are gone,” said he, “in which sub­jects gained duchies by mak­ing war against the king of France. If M. d’Herblay con­spires, he will per­ish on the scaf­fold. That will give, or will not give, plea­sure to his en­e­mies—a mat­ter, by the way, of lit­tle im­por­tance to us.”

			And this us, a strange word in the mouth of Col­bert, made the duchesse thought­ful for a mo­ment. She caught her­self reck­on­ing in­ward­ly with this man—Col­bert had re­gained his su­pe­ri­or­i­ty in the con­ver­sa­tion, and he meant to keep it.

			“You ask me, Madame,” he said, “to have this M. d’Herblay ar­rest­ed?”

			“I?—I ask you noth­ing of the kind!”

			“I thought you did, Madame. But as I have been mis­tak­en, we will leave him alone; the king has said noth­ing about him.”

			The duchesse bit her nails.

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Col­bert, “what a poor cap­ture would this bish­op be! A bish­op game for a king! Oh! no, no; I will not even take the slight­est no­tice of him.”

			The ha­tred of the duchesse now dis­cov­ered it­self.

			“Game for a wom­an!” said she. “Is not the queen a wom­an? If she wish­es M. d’Herblay ar­rest­ed, she has her rea­sons. Be­sides, is not M. d’Herblay the friend of him who is doomed to fall?”

			“Oh! nev­er mind that,” said Col­bert. “This man shall be spared, if he is not the en­e­my of the king. Is that dis­pleas­ing to you?”

			“I say noth­ing.”

			“Yes—you wish to see him in prison, in the Bastille, for in­stance.”

			“I be­lieve a se­cret bet­ter con­cealed be­hind the walls of the Bastille than be­hind those of Belle-Isle.”

			“I will speak to the king about it; he will clear up the point.”

			“And whilst wait­ing for that en­light­en­ment, Mon­sieur l’Évêque de Vannes will have es­caped. I would do so.”

			“Es­caped! he! and whith­er should he es­cape? Eu­rope is ours, in will, if not in fact.”

			“He will al­ways find an asy­lum, Mon­sieur. It is ev­i­dent you know noth­ing of the man you have to do with. You do not know d’Herblay; you do not know Aramis. He was one of those four mus­ke­teers who, un­der the late king, made Car­di­nal de Riche­lieu trem­ble, and who, dur­ing the re­gen­cy, gave so much trou­ble to Mon­seigneur Mazarin.”

			“But, Madame, what can he do, un­less he has a king­dom to back him?”

			“He has one, Mon­sieur.”

			“A king­dom, he! what, Mon­sieur d’Herblay?”

			“I re­peat to you, Mon­sieur, that if he wants a king­dom, he ei­ther has it or will have it.”

			“Well, as you are so earnest that this rebel should not es­cape, Madame, I prom­ise you he shall not es­cape.”

			“Belle-Isle is for­ti­fied, M. Col­bert, and for­ti­fied by him.”

			“If Belle-Isle were al­so de­fend­ed by him, Belle-Isle is not im­preg­nable; and if Mon­sieur l’Évêque de Vannes is shut up in Belle-Isle, well, Madame, the place shall be be­sieged, and he will be tak­en.”

			“You may be very cer­tain, Mon­sieur, that the zeal you dis­play in the in­ter­est of the queen-moth­er will please Her Majesty might­i­ly, and you will be mag­nif­i­cent­ly re­ward­ed; but what shall I tell her of your projects re­spect­ing this man?”

			“That when once tak­en, he shall be shut up in a fortress from which her se­cret shall nev­er es­cape.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur Col­bert, and we may say, that, dat­ing from this in­stant, we have formed a sol­id al­liance, that is, you and I, and that I am ab­so­lute­ly at your ser­vice.”

			“It is I, Madame, who place my­self at yours. This Cheva­lier d’Herblay is a kind of Span­ish spy, is he not?”

			“Much more.”

			“A se­cret am­bas­sador?”

			“High­er still.”

			“Stop—King Phillip III of Spain is a big­ot. He is, per­haps, the con­fes­sor of Phillip III.”

			“You must go high­er even than that.”

			“Mordieu!” cried Col­bert, who for­got him­self so far as to swear in the pres­ence of this great la­dy, of this old friend of the queen-moth­er. “He must then be the gen­er­al of the Je­suits.”

			“I be­lieve you have guessed it at last,” replied the duchesse.

			“Ah! then, Madame, this man will ru­in us all if we do not ru­in him; and we must make haste, too.”

			“Such was my opin­ion, Mon­sieur, but I did not dare to give it you.”

			“And it was lucky for us he has at­tacked the throne, and not us.”

			“But, mark this well, M. Col­bert. M. d’Herblay is nev­er dis­cour­aged; if he has missed one blow, he will be sure to make an­oth­er; he will be­gin again. If he has al­lowed an op­por­tu­ni­ty to es­cape of mak­ing a king for him­self, soon­er or lat­er, he will make an­oth­er, of whom, to a cer­tain­ty, you will not be prime min­is­ter.”

			Col­bert knit­ted his brow with a men­ac­ing ex­pres­sion. “I feel as­sured that a prison will set­tle this af­fair for us, Madame, in a man­ner sat­is­fac­to­ry for both.”

			The duchesse smiled again.

			“Oh! if you knew,” said she, “how many times Aramis has got out of prison!”

			“Oh!” replied Col­bert, “we will take care that he shall not get out this time.”

			“But you were not at­tend­ing to what I said to you just now. Do you re­mem­ber that Aramis was one of the four in­vin­ci­bles whom Riche­lieu so dread­ed? And at that pe­ri­od the four mus­ke­teers were not in pos­ses­sion of that which they have now—mon­ey and ex­pe­ri­ence.”

			Col­bert bit his lips.

			“We will re­nounce the idea of the prison,” said he, in a low­er tone: “we will find a lit­tle re­treat from which the in­vin­ci­ble can­not pos­si­bly es­cape.”

			“That was well spo­ken, our al­ly!” replied the duchesse. “But it is get­ting late; had we not bet­ter re­turn?”

			“The more will­ing­ly, Madame, from my hav­ing my prepa­ra­tions to make for set­ting out with the king.”

			“To Paris!” cried the duchesse to the coach­man.

			And the car­riage re­turned to­wards the Faubourg Saint An­toine, af­ter the con­clu­sion of the treaty that gave to death the last friend of Fou­quet, the last de­fend­er of Belle-Isle, the for­mer friend of Marie Mi­chon, the new foe of the old duchesse.
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				The Two Lighters

			
			D’Artag­nan had set off; Fou­quet like­wise was gone, and with a ra­pid­i­ty which dou­bled the ten­der in­ter­est of his friends. The first mo­ments of this jour­ney, or bet­ter say, this flight, were trou­bled by a cease­less dread of ev­ery horse and car­riage to be seen be­hind the fugi­tive. It was not nat­u­ral, in fact, if Louis XIV was de­ter­mined to seize this prey, that he should al­low it to es­cape; the young li­on was al­ready ac­cus­tomed to the chase, and he had blood­hounds suf­fi­cient­ly clever to be trust­ed. But in­sen­si­bly all fears were dis­persed; the sur­in­ten­dant, by hard trav­el­ing, placed such a dis­tance be­tween him­self and his per­se­cu­tors, that no one of them could rea­son­ably be ex­pect­ed to over­take him. As to his po­si­tion, his friends had made it ex­cel­lent for him. Was he not trav­el­ing to join the king at Nantes, and what did the ra­pid­i­ty prove but his zeal to obey? He ar­rived, fa­tigued, but re­as­sured, at Or­léans, where he found, thanks to the care of a couri­er who had pre­ced­ed him, a hand­some lighter of eight oars. These lighters, in the shape of gon­do­las, some­what wide and heavy, con­tain­ing a small cham­ber, cov­ered by the deck, and a cham­ber in the poop, formed by a tent, then act­ed as pas­sage-boats from Or­léans to Nantes, by the Loire, and this pas­sage, a long one in our days, ap­peared then more easy and con­ve­nient than the high road, with its post-hacks and its ill-hung car­riages. Fou­quet went on board this lighter, which set out im­me­di­ate­ly. The row­ers, know­ing they had the hon­or of con­vey­ing the sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances, pulled with all their strength, and that mag­ic word, the fi­nances, promised them a lib­er­al grat­i­fi­ca­tion, of which they wished to prove them­selves wor­thy. The lighter seemed to leap the mim­ic waves of the Loire. Mag­nif­i­cent weath­er, a sun­rise that em­pur­pled all the land­scape, dis­played the riv­er in all its limpid seren­i­ty. The cur­rent and the row­ers car­ried Fou­quet along as wings car­ry a bird, and he ar­rived be­fore Beau­gen­cy with­out the slight­est ac­ci­dent hav­ing sig­nal­ized the voy­age. Fou­quet hoped to be the first to ar­rive at Nantes; there he would see the no­ta­bles and gain sup­port among the prin­ci­pal mem­bers of the States; he would make him­self nec­es­sary, a thing very easy for a man of his mer­it, and would de­lay the catas­tro­phe, if he did not suc­ceed in avoid­ing it en­tire­ly. “Be­sides,” said Gourville to him, “at Nantes, you will make out, or we will make out, the in­ten­tions of your en­e­mies; we will have hors­es al­ways ready to con­vey you to Poitou, a bark in which to gain the sea, and when once up­on the open sea, Belle-Isle is your in­vi­o­lable port. You see, be­sides, that no one is watch­ing you, no one is fol­low­ing.” He had scarce­ly fin­ished when they dis­cov­ered at a dis­tance, be­hind an el­bow formed by the riv­er, the masts of a huge lighter com­ing down. The row­ers of Fou­quet’s boat ut­tered a cry of sur­prise on see­ing this gal­ley.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Fou­quet.

			“The mat­ter is, Mon­seigneur,” replied the pa­tron of the bark, “that it is a tru­ly re­mark­able thing—that lighter comes along like a hur­ri­cane.”

			Gourville start­ed, and mount­ed to the deck, in or­der to ob­tain a bet­ter view.

			Fou­quet did not go up with him, but said to Gourville, with re­strained mis­trust: “See what it is, dear friend.”

			The lighter had just passed the el­bow. It came on so fast, that be­hind it might be plain­ly seen the white wake il­lu­mined with the fires of the day.

			“How they go,” re­peat­ed the skip­per, “how they go! They must be well paid! I did not think,” he added, “that oars of wood could be­have bet­ter than ours, but yon­der oars­men prove the con­trary.”

			“Well they may,” said one of the row­ers, “they are twelve, and we but eight.”

			“Twelve row­ers!” replied Gourville, “twelve! im­pos­si­ble.”

			The num­ber of eight row­ers for a lighter had nev­er been ex­ceed­ed, even for the king. This hon­or had been paid to Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant, more for the sake of haste than of re­spect.

			“What does it mean?” said Gourville, en­deav­or­ing to dis­tin­guish be­neath the tent, which was al­ready ap­par­ent, trav­el­ers which the most pierc­ing eye could not yet have suc­ceed­ed in dis­cov­er­ing.

			“They must be in a hur­ry, for it is not the king,” said the pa­tron.

			Fou­quet shud­dered.

			“By what sign do you know that it is not the king?” said Gourville.

			“In the first place, be­cause there is no white flag with fleurs-de-lis, which the roy­al lighter al­ways car­ries.”

			“And then,” said Fou­quet, “be­cause it is im­pos­si­ble it should be the king, Gourville, as the king was still in Paris yes­ter­day.”

			Gourville replied to the sur­in­ten­dant by a look which said: “You were there your­self yes­ter­day.”

			“And by what sign do you make out they are in such haste?” added he, for the sake of gain­ing time.

			“By this, Mon­sieur,” said the pa­tron; “these peo­ple must have set out a long while af­ter us, and they have al­ready near­ly over­tak­en us.”

			“Bah!” said Gourville, “who told you that they do not come from Beau­gen­cy or from Moit even?”

			“We have seen no lighter of that shape, ex­cept at Or­léans. It comes from Or­léans, Mon­sieur, and makes great haste.”

			Fou­quet and Gourville ex­changed a glance. The cap­tain re­marked their un­easi­ness, and, to mis­lead him, Gourville im­me­di­ate­ly said:

			“Some friend, who has laid a wa­ger he would catch us; let us win the wa­ger, and not al­low him to come up with us.”

			The pa­tron opened his mouth to say that it was quite im­pos­si­ble, but Fou­quet said with much hau­teur—“If it is any­one who wish­es to over­take us, let him come.”

			“We can try, Mon­seigneur,” said the man, timid­ly. “Come, you fel­lows, put out your strength; row, row!”

			“No,” said Fou­quet, “on the con­trary; stop short.”

			“Mon­seigneur! what fol­ly!” in­ter­rupt­ed Gourville, stoop­ing to­wards his ear.

			“Pull up!” re­peat­ed Fou­quet. The eight oars stopped, and re­sist­ing the wa­ter, cre­at­ed a ret­ro­grade mo­tion. It stopped. The twelve row­ers in the oth­er did not, at first, per­ceive this ma­neu­ver, for they con­tin­ued to urge on their boat so vig­or­ous­ly that it ar­rived quick­ly with­in mus­ket-shot. Fou­quet was short­sight­ed, Gourville was an­noyed by the sun, now full in his eyes; the skip­per alone, with that habit and clear­ness which are ac­quired by a con­stant strug­gle with the el­e­ments, per­ceived dis­tinct­ly the trav­el­ers in the neigh­bor­ing lighter.

			“I can see them!” cried he; “there are two.”

			“I can see noth­ing,” said Gourville.

			“You will not be long be­fore you dis­tin­guish them; in twen­ty strokes of their oars they will be with­in ten paces of us.”

			But what the pa­tron an­nounced was not re­al­ized; the lighter im­i­tat­ed the move­ment com­mand­ed by Fou­quet, and in­stead of com­ing to join its pre­tend­ed friends, it stopped short in the mid­dle of the riv­er.

			“I can­not com­pre­hend this,” said the cap­tain.

			“Nor I,” cried Gourville.

			“You who can see so plain­ly the peo­ple in that lighter,” re­sumed Fou­quet, “try to de­scribe them to us, be­fore we are too far off.”

			“I thought I saw two,” replied the boat­man. “I can on­ly see one now, un­der the tent.”

			“What sort of man is he?”

			“He is a dark man, broad-shoul­dered, bull-necked.”

			A lit­tle cloud at that mo­ment passed across the azure, dark­en­ing the sun. Gourville, who was still look­ing, with one hand over his eyes, be­came able to see what he sought, and all at once, jump­ing from the deck in­to the cham­ber where Fou­quet await­ed him: “Col­bert!” said he, in a voice bro­ken by emo­tion.

			“Col­bert!” re­peat­ed Fou­quet. “Too strange! but no, it is im­pos­si­ble!”

			“I tell you I rec­og­nized him, and he, at the same time, so plain­ly rec­og­nized me, that he is just gone in­to the cham­ber on the poop. Per­haps the king has sent him on our track.”

			“In that case he would join us, in­stead of ly­ing by. What is he do­ing there?”

			“He is watch­ing us, with­out a doubt.”

			“I do not like un­cer­tain­ty,” said Fou­quet; “let us go straight up to him.”

			“Oh! Mon­seigneur, do not do that, the lighter is full of armed men.”

			“He wish­es to ar­rest me, then, Gourville? Why does he not come on?”

			“Mon­seigneur, it is not con­sis­tent with your dig­ni­ty to go to meet even your ru­in.”

			“But to al­low them to watch me like a male­fac­tor!”

			“Noth­ing yet proves that they are watch­ing you, Mon­seigneur; be pa­tient!”

			“What is to be done, then?”

			“Do not stop; you were on­ly go­ing so fast to ap­pear to obey the king’s or­der with zeal. Re­dou­ble the speed. He who lives will see!”

			“That is bet­ter. Come!” cried Fou­quet; “since they re­main stock-still yon­der, let us go on.”

			The cap­tain gave the sig­nal, and Fou­quet’s row­ers re­sumed their task with all the suc­cess that could be looked for from men who had rest­ed. Scarce­ly had the lighter made a hun­dred fath­oms, than the oth­er, that with the twelve row­ers, re­sumed its rapid course. This po­si­tion last­ed all day, with­out any in­crease or diminu­tion of dis­tance be­tween the two ves­sels. To­wards evening Fou­quet wished to try the in­ten­tions of his per­se­cu­tor. He or­dered his row­ers to pull to­wards the shore, as if to ef­fect a land­ing. Col­bert’s lighter im­i­tat­ed this ma­neu­ver, and steered to­wards the shore in a slant­ing di­rec­tion. By the mer­est chance, at the spot where Fou­quet pre­tend­ed to wish to land, a sta­ble­man, from the château of Langeais, was fol­low­ing the flow­ery banks lead­ing three hors­es in hal­ters. With­out doubt the peo­ple of the twelve-oared lighter fan­cied that Fou­quet was di­rect­ing his course to these hors­es ready for flight, for four or five men, armed with mus­kets, jumped from the lighter on to the shore, and marched along the banks, as if to gain ground on the horse­man. Fou­quet, sat­is­fied of hav­ing forced the en­e­my to a demon­stra­tion, con­sid­ered his in­ten­tion ev­i­dent, and put his boat in mo­tion again. Col­bert’s peo­ple re­turned like­wise to theirs, and the course of the two ves­sels was re­sumed with fresh per­se­ver­ance. Up­on see­ing this, Fou­quet felt him­self threat­ened close­ly, and in a prophet­ic voice—“Well, Gourville,” said he, whis­per­ing­ly, “what did I say at our last repast, at my house? Am I go­ing, or not, to my ru­in?”

			“Oh! Mon­seigneur!”

			“These two boats, which fol­low each oth­er with so much em­u­la­tion, as if we were dis­put­ing, M. Col­bert and I, a prize for swift­ness on the Loire, do they not apt­ly rep­re­sent our for­tunes; and do you not be­lieve, Gourville, that one of the two will be wrecked at Nantes?”

			“At least,” ob­ject­ed Gourville, “there is still un­cer­tain­ty; you are about to ap­pear at the States; you are about to show what sort of man you are; your elo­quence and ge­nius for busi­ness are the buck­ler and sword that will serve to de­fend you, if not to con­quer with. The Bre­tons do not know you; and when they be­come ac­quaint­ed with you your cause is won! Oh! let M. Col­bert look to it well, for his lighter is as much ex­posed as yours to be­ing up­set. Both go quick­ly, his faster than yours, it is true; we shall see which will be wrecked first.”

			Fou­quet, tak­ing Gourville’s hand—“My friend,” said he, “ev­ery­thing con­sid­ered, re­mem­ber the proverb, ‘First come, first served!’ Well! M. Col­bert takes care not to pass me. He is a pru­dent man is M. Col­bert.”

			He was right; the two lighters held their course as far as Nantes, watch­ing each oth­er. When the sur­in­ten­dant land­ed, Gourville hoped he should be able to seek refuge at once, and have the re­lays pre­pared. But, at the land­ing, the sec­ond lighter joined the first, and Col­bert, ap­proach­ing Fou­quet, salut­ed him on the quay with marks of the pro­found­est re­spect—marks so sig­nif­i­cant, so pub­lic, that their re­sult was the bring­ing of the whole pop­u­la­tion up­on La Fos­se. Fou­quet was com­plete­ly self-pos­sessed; he felt that in his last mo­ments of great­ness he had obli­ga­tions to­wards him­self. He wished to fall from such a height that his fall should crush some of his en­e­mies. Col­bert was there—so much the worse for Col­bert. The sur­in­ten­dant, there­fore, com­ing up to him, replied, with that ar­ro­gant se­mi-clo­sure of the eyes pe­cu­liar to him—“What! is that you, M. Col­bert?”

			“To of­fer you my re­spects, Mon­seigneur,” said the lat­ter.

			“Were you in that lighter?”—point­ing to the one with twelve row­ers.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Of twelve row­ers?” said Fou­quet; “what lux­u­ry, M. Col­bert. For a mo­ment I thought it was the queen-moth­er.”

			“Mon­seigneur!”—and Col­bert blushed.

			“This is a voy­age that will cost those who have to pay for it dear, Mon­sieur l’In­ten­dant!” said Fou­quet. “But you have, hap­pi­ly, ar­rived!—You see, how­ev­er,” added he, a mo­ment af­ter, “that I, who had but eight row­ers, ar­rived be­fore you.” And he turned his back to­wards him, leav­ing him un­cer­tain whether the ma­neu­vers of the sec­ond lighter had es­caped the no­tice of the first. At least he did not give him the sat­is­fac­tion of show­ing that he had been fright­ened. Col­bert, so an­noy­ing­ly at­tacked, did not give way.

			“I have not been quick, Mon­seigneur,” he replied, “be­cause I fol­lowed your ex­am­ple when­ev­er you stopped.”

			“And why did you do that, Mon­sieur Col­bert?” cried Fou­quet, ir­ri­tat­ed by the base au­dac­i­ty; “as you had a su­pe­ri­or crew to mine, why did you not ei­ther join me or pass me?”

			“Out of re­spect,” said the in­ten­dant, bow­ing to the ground.

			Fou­quet got in­to a car­riage which the city had sent to him, we know not why or how, and he re­paired to la Mai­son de Nantes, es­cort­ed by a vast crowd of peo­ple, who for sev­er­al days had been agog with ex­pec­ta­tion of a con­vo­ca­tion of the States. Scarce­ly was he in­stalled when Gourville went out to or­der hors­es on the route to Poitiers and Vannes, and a boat at Paim­boeuf. He per­formed these var­i­ous op­er­a­tions with so much mys­tery, ac­tiv­i­ty, and gen­eros­i­ty, that nev­er was Fou­quet, then la­bor­ing un­der an at­tack of fever, more near­ly saved, ex­cept for the coun­ter­ac­tion of that im­mense dis­turber of hu­man projects—chance. A re­port was spread dur­ing the night, that the king was com­ing in great haste on post hors­es, and would ar­rive in ten or twelve hours at the lat­est. The peo­ple, while wait­ing for the king, were great­ly re­joiced to see the Mus­ke­teers, new­ly ar­rived, with Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, their cap­tain, and quar­tered in the cas­tle, of which they oc­cu­pied all the posts, in qual­i­ty of guard of hon­or. M. d’Artag­nan, who was very po­lite, pre­sent­ed him­self, about ten o’clock, at the lodg­ings of the sur­in­ten­dant to pay his re­spect­ful com­pli­ments; and al­though the min­is­ter suf­fered from fever, al­though he was in such pain as to be bathed in sweat, he would re­ceive M. d’Artag­nan, who was de­light­ed with that hon­or, as will be seen by the con­ver­sa­tion they had to­geth­er.
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				Friend­ly Ad­vice

			
			Fou­quet had gone to bed, like a man who clings to life, and wish­es to econ­o­mize, as much as pos­si­ble, that slen­der tis­sue of ex­is­tence, of which the shocks and fric­tions of this world so quick­ly wear out the tenu­ity. D’Artag­nan ap­peared at the door of this cham­ber, and was salut­ed by the su­per­in­ten­dent with a very af­fa­ble “Good day.”

			“Bon jour! Mon­seigneur,” replied the mus­ke­teer; “how did you get through the jour­ney?”

			“Tol­er­a­bly well, thank you.”

			“And the fever?”

			“But poor­ly. I drink, as you per­ceive. I am scarce­ly ar­rived, and I have al­ready levied a con­tri­bu­tion of ti­sane up­on Nantes.”

			“You should sleep first, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Eh! cor­bleu! my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, I should be very glad to sleep.”

			“Who hin­ders you?”

			“Why, you in the first place.”

			“I? Oh, Mon­seigneur!”

			“No doubt you do. Is it at Nantes as at Paris? Do you not come in the king’s name?”

			“For Heav­en’s sake, Mon­seigneur,” replied the cap­tain, “leave the king alone! The day on which I shall come on the part of the king, for the pur­pose you mean, take my word for it, I will not leave you long in doubt. You will see me place my hand on my sword, ac­cord­ing to the or­don­nance, and you will hear my say at once, in cer­e­mo­ni­al voice, ‘Mon­seigneur, in the name of the king, I ar­rest you!’ ”

			“You prom­ise me that frank­ness?” said the su­per­in­ten­dent.

			“Up­on my hon­or! But we have not come to that, be­lieve me.”

			“What makes you think that, M. d’Artag­nan? For my part, I think quite the con­trary.”

			“I have heard speak of noth­ing of the kind,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Eh! eh!” said Fou­quet.

			“In­deed, no. You are an agree­able man, in spite of your fever. The king should not, can­not help lov­ing you, at the bot­tom of his heart.”

			Fou­quet’s ex­pres­sion im­plied doubt. “But M. Col­bert?” said he; “does M. Col­bert love me as much as you say?”

			“I am not speak­ing of M. Col­bert,” replied d’Artag­nan. “He is an ex­cep­tion­al man. He does not love you; so much is very pos­si­ble; but, mor­dioux! the squir­rel can guard him­self against the adder with very lit­tle trou­ble.”

			“Do you know that you are speak­ing to me quite as a friend?” replied Fou­quet; “and that, up­on my life! I have nev­er met with a man of your in­tel­li­gence, and heart?”

			“You are pleased to say so,” replied d’Artag­nan. “Why did you wait till to­day to pay me such a com­pli­ment?”

			“Blind that we are!” mur­mured Fou­quet.

			“Your voice is get­ting hoarse,” said d’Artag­nan; “drink, Mon­seigneur, drink!” And he of­fered him a cup of ti­sane, with the most friend­ly cor­dial­i­ty; Fou­quet took it, and thanked him by a gen­tle smile. “Such things on­ly hap­pen to me,” said the mus­ke­teer. “I have passed ten years un­der your very beard, while you were rolling about tons of gold. You were clear­ing an an­nu­al pen­sion of four mil­lions; you nev­er ob­served me; and you find out there is such a per­son in the world, just at the mo­ment you—”

			“Just at the mo­ment I am about to fall,” in­ter­rupt­ed Fou­quet. “That is true, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“I did not say so.”

			“But you thought so; and that is the same thing. Well! if I fall, take my word as truth, I shall not pass a sin­gle day with­out say­ing to my­self, as I strike my brow, ‘Fool! fool!—stupid mor­tal! You had a Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan un­der your eye and hand, and you did not em­ploy him, you did not en­rich him!’ ”

			“You over­whelm me,” said the cap­tain. “I es­teem you great­ly.”

			“There ex­ists an­oth­er man, then, who does not think as M. Col­bert thinks,” said the sur­in­ten­dant.

			“How this M. Col­bert looms up in your imag­i­na­tion! He is worse than fever!”

			“Oh! I have good cause,” said Fou­quet. “Judge for your­self.” And he re­lat­ed the de­tails of the course of the lighters, and the hyp­o­crit­i­cal per­se­cu­tion of Col­bert. “Is not this a clear sign of my ru­in?”

			D’Artag­nan be­came very se­ri­ous. “That is true,” he said. “Yes; it has an un­sa­vory odor, as M. de Tréville used to say.” And he fixed on M. Fou­quet his in­tel­li­gent and sig­nif­i­cant look.

			“Am I not clear­ly des­ig­nat­ed in that, cap­tain? Is not the king bring­ing me to Nantes to get me away from Paris, where I have so many crea­tures, and to pos­sess him­self of Belle-Isle?”

			“Where M. d’Herblay is,” added d’Artag­nan. Fou­quet raised his head. “As for me, Mon­seigneur,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I can as­sure you the king has said noth­ing to me against you.”

			“In­deed!”

			“The king com­mand­ed me to set out for Nantes, it is true; and to say noth­ing about it to M. de Gesvres.”

			“My friend.”

			“To M. de Gesvres, yes, Mon­seigneur,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer, whose eyes did not cease to speak a lan­guage dif­fer­ent from the lan­guage of his lips. “The king, more­over, com­mand­ed me to take a brigade of mus­ke­teers, which is ap­par­ent­ly su­per­flu­ous, as the coun­try is quite qui­et.”

			“A brigade!” said Fou­quet, rais­ing him­self up­on his el­bow.

			“Nine­ty-six horse­men, yes, Mon­seigneur. The same num­ber as were em­ployed in ar­rest­ing MM. de Cha­lais, de Cinq-Mars, and Mont­moren­cy.”

			Fou­quet pricked up his ears at these words, pro­nounced with­out ap­par­ent val­ue. “And what else?” said he.

			“Oh! noth­ing but in­signif­i­cant or­ders; such as guard­ing the cas­tle, guard­ing ev­ery lodg­ing, al­low­ing none of M. de Gesvres’s guards to oc­cu­py a sin­gle post.”

			“And as to my­self,” cried Fou­quet, “what or­ders had you?”

			“As to you, Mon­seigneur?—not the small­est word.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, my safe­ty, my hon­or, per­haps my life are at stake. You would not de­ceive me?”

			“I?—to what end? Are you threat­ened? On­ly there re­al­ly is an or­der with re­spect to car­riages and boats—”

			“An or­der?”

			“Yes; but it can­not con­cern you—a sim­ple mea­sure of po­lice.”

			“What is it, cap­tain?—what is it?”

			“To for­bid all hors­es or boats to leave Nantes, with­out a pass, signed by the king.”

			“Great God! but—”

			D’Artag­nan be­gan to laugh. “All that is not to be put in­to ex­e­cu­tion be­fore the ar­rival of the king at Nantes. So that you see plain­ly, Mon­seigneur, the or­der in no­wise con­cerns you.”

			Fou­quet be­came thought­ful, and d’Artag­nan feigned not to ob­serve his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. “It is ev­i­dent, by my thus con­fid­ing to you the or­ders which have been giv­en to me, that I am friend­ly to­wards you, and that I am try­ing to prove to you that none of them are di­rect­ed against you.”

			“With­out doubt!—with­out doubt!” said Fou­quet, still ab­sent.

			“Let us re­ca­pit­u­late,” said the cap­tain, his glance beam­ing with earnest­ness. “A spe­cial guard about the cas­tle, in which your lodg­ing is to be, is it not?”

			“Do you know the cas­tle?”

			“Ah! Mon­seigneur, a reg­u­lar prison! The ab­sence of M. de Gesvres, who has the hon­or of be­ing one of your friends. The clos­ing of the gates of the city, and of the riv­er with­out a pass; but, on­ly when the king shall have ar­rived. Please to ob­serve, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, that if, in­stead of speak­ing to a man like you, who are one of the first in the king­dom, I were speak­ing to a trou­bled, un­easy con­science—I should com­pro­mise my­self for­ev­er. What a fine op­por­tu­ni­ty for any­one who wished to be free! No po­lice, no guards, no or­ders; the wa­ter free, the roads free, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan obliged to lend his hors­es, if re­quired. All this ought to re­as­sure you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, for the king would not have left me thus in­de­pen­dent, if he had any sin­is­ter de­signs. In truth, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, ask me what­ev­er you like, I am at your ser­vice; and, in re­turn, if you will con­sent to do it, do me a ser­vice, that of giv­ing my com­pli­ments to Aramis and Porthos, in case you em­bark for Belle-Isle, as you have a right to do with­out chang­ing your dress, im­me­di­ate­ly, in your robe de cham­bre—just as you are.” Say­ing these words, and with a pro­found bow, the mus­ke­teer, whose looks had lost none of their in­tel­li­gent kind­ness, left the apart­ment. He had not reached the steps of the vestibule, when Fou­quet, quite be­side him­self, hung to the bell-rope, and shout­ed, “My hors­es!—my lighter!” But no­body an­swered. The sur­in­ten­dant dressed him­self with ev­ery­thing that came to hand.

			“Gourville!—Gourville!” cried he, while slip­ping his watch in­to his pock­et. And the bell sound­ed again, whilst Fou­quet re­peat­ed, “Gourville!—Gourville!”

			Gourville at length ap­peared, breath­less and pale.

			“Let us be gone! Let us be gone!” cried Fou­quet, as soon as he saw him.

			“It is too late!” said the sur­in­ten­dant’s poor friend.

			“Too late!—why?”

			“Lis­ten!” And they heard the sounds of trum­pets and drums in front of the cas­tle.

			“What does that mean, Gourville?”

			“It means the king is come, Mon­seigneur.”

			“The king!”

			“The king, who has rid­den dou­ble stages, who has killed hors­es, and who is eight hours in ad­vance of all our cal­cu­la­tions.”

			“We are lost!” mur­mured Fou­quet. “Brave d’Artag­nan, all is over, thou has spo­ken to me too late!”

			The king, in fact, was en­ter­ing the city, which soon re­sound­ed with the can­non from the ram­parts, and from a ves­sel which replied from the low­er parts of the riv­er. Fou­quet’s brow dark­ened; he called his valets de cham­bre and dressed in cer­e­mo­ni­al cos­tume. From his win­dow, be­hind the cur­tains, he could see the ea­ger­ness of the peo­ple, and the move­ment of a large troop, which had fol­lowed the prince. The king was con­duct­ed to the cas­tle with great pomp, and Fou­quet saw him dis­mount un­der the portcullis, and say some­thing in the ear of d’Artag­nan, who held his stir­rup. D’Artag­nan, when the king had passed un­der the arch, di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the house Fou­quet was in; but so slow­ly, and stop­ping so fre­quent­ly to speak to his mus­ke­teers, drawn up like a hedge, that it might be said he was count­ing the sec­onds, or the steps, be­fore ac­com­plish­ing his ob­ject. Fou­quet opened the win­dow to speak to him in the court.

			“Ah!” cried d’Artag­nan, on per­ceiv­ing him, “are you still there, Mon­seigneur?”

			And that word still com­plet­ed the proof to Fou­quet of how much in­for­ma­tion and how many use­ful coun­sels were con­tained in the first vis­it the mus­ke­teer had paid him. The sur­in­ten­dant sighed deeply. “Good heav­ens! yes, Mon­sieur,” replied he. “The ar­rival of the king has in­ter­rupt­ed me in the projects I had formed.”

			“Oh, then you know that the king has ar­rived?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, I have seen him; and this time you come from him—”

			“To in­quire af­ter you, Mon­seigneur; and, if your health is not too bad, to beg you to have the kind­ness to re­pair to the cas­tle.”

			“Di­rect­ly, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, di­rect­ly!”

			“Ah, mor­dioux!” said the cap­tain, “now the king is come, there is no more walk­ing for any­body—no more free will; the pass­word gov­erns all now, you as much as me, me as much as you.”

			Fou­quet heaved a last sigh, climbed with dif­fi­cul­ty in­to his car­riage, so great was his weak­ness, and went to the cas­tle, es­cort­ed by d’Artag­nan, whose po­lite­ness was not less ter­ri­fy­ing this time than it had just be­fore been con­sol­ing and cheer­ful.
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				How the King, Louis XIV, Played His Lit­tle Part

			
			As Fou­quet was alight­ing from his car­riage, to en­ter the cas­tle of Nantes, a man of mean ap­pear­ance went up to him with marks of the great­est re­spect, and gave him a let­ter. D’Artag­nan en­deav­ored to pre­vent this man from speak­ing to Fou­quet, and pushed him away, but the mes­sage had been giv­en to the sur­in­ten­dant. Fou­quet opened the let­ter and read it, and in­stant­ly a vague ter­ror, which d’Artag­nan did not fail to pen­e­trate, was paint­ed on the coun­te­nance of the first min­is­ter. Fou­quet put the pa­per in­to the port­fo­lio which he had un­der his arm, and passed on to­wards the king’s apart­ments. D’Artag­nan, through the small win­dows made at ev­ery land­ing of the don­jon stairs, saw, as he went up be­hind Fou­quet, the man who had de­liv­ered the note, look­ing round him on the place and mak­ing signs to sev­er­al per­sons, who dis­ap­peared in the ad­ja­cent streets, af­ter hav­ing them­selves re­peat­ed the sig­nals. Fou­quet was made to wait for a mo­ment on the ter­race of which we have spo­ken—a ter­race which abut­ted on the lit­tle cor­ri­dor, at the end of which the cab­i­net of the king was lo­cat­ed. Here d’Artag­nan passed on be­fore the sur­in­ten­dant, whom, till that time, he had re­spect­ful­ly ac­com­pa­nied, and en­tered the roy­al cab­i­net.

			“Well?” asked Louis XIV, who, on per­ceiv­ing him, threw on to the ta­ble cov­ered with pa­pers a large green cloth.

			“The or­der is ex­e­cut­ed, sire.”

			“And Fou­quet?”

			“Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant fol­lows me,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“In ten min­utes let him be in­tro­duced,” said the king, dis­miss­ing d’Artag­nan again with a ges­ture. The lat­ter re­tired; but had scarce­ly reached the cor­ri­dor at the ex­trem­i­ty of which Fou­quet was wait­ing for him, when he was re­called by the king’s bell.

			“Did he not ap­pear as­ton­ished?” asked the king.

			“Who, sire?”

			“Fou­quet,” replied the king, with­out say­ing mon­sieur, a pe­cu­liar­i­ty which con­firmed the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers in his sus­pi­cions.

			“No, sire,” replied he.

			“That’s well!” And a sec­ond time Louis dis­missed d’Artag­nan.

			Fou­quet had not quit­ted the ter­race where he had been left by his guide. He repe­rused his note, con­ceived thus:

			
				“Some­thing is be­ing con­trived against you. Per­haps they will not dare to car­ry it out at the cas­tle; it will be on your re­turn home. The house is al­ready sur­round­ed by mus­ke­teers. Do not en­ter. A white horse is in wait­ing for you be­hind the es­planade!”

			

			Fou­quet rec­og­nized the writ­ing and zeal of Gourville. Not be­ing will­ing that, if any evil hap­pened to him­self, this pa­per should com­pro­mise a faith­ful friend, the sur­in­ten­dant was busy tear­ing it in­to a thou­sand morsels, spread about by the wind from the balustrade of the ter­race. D’Artag­nan found him watch­ing the snowflake flut­ter­ing of the last scraps in space.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “the king awaits you.”

			Fou­quet walked with a de­lib­er­ate step along the lit­tle cor­ri­dor, where MM. de Bri­enne and Rose were at work, whilst the Duc de Saint-Aig­nan, seat­ed on a chair, like­wise in the cor­ri­dor, ap­peared to be wait­ing for or­ders, with fever­ish im­pa­tience, his sword be­tween his legs. It ap­peared strange to Fou­quet that MM. Bri­enne, Rose, and de Saint-Aig­nan, in gen­er­al so at­ten­tive and ob­se­quious, should scarce­ly take the least no­tice, as he, the sur­in­ten­dant, passed. But how could he ex­pect to find it oth­er­wise among courtiers, he whom the king no longer called any­thing but Fou­quet? He raised his head, de­ter­mined to look ev­ery­one and ev­ery­thing brave­ly in the face, and en­tered the king’s apart­ment, where a lit­tle bell, which we al­ready know, had al­ready an­nounced him to His Majesty.

			The king, with­out ris­ing, nod­ded to him, and with in­ter­est: “Well! how are you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet?” said he.

			“I am in a high fever,” replied the sur­in­ten­dant; “but I am at the king’s ser­vice.”

			“That is well; the States as­sem­ble to­mor­row; have you a speech ready?”

			Fou­quet looked at the king with as­ton­ish­ment. “I have not, sire,” replied he; “but I will im­pro­vise one. I am too well ac­quaint­ed with af­fairs to feel any em­bar­rass­ment. I have on­ly one ques­tion to ask; will Your Majesty per­mit me?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Ask it.”

			“Why did not Your Majesty do his first min­is­ter the hon­or of giv­ing him no­tice of this in Paris?”

			“You were ill; I was not will­ing to fa­tigue you.”

			“Nev­er did a la­bor—nev­er did an ex­pla­na­tion fa­tigue me, sire; and since the mo­ment is come for me to de­mand an ex­pla­na­tion of my king—”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur Fou­quet! an ex­pla­na­tion? An ex­pla­na­tion, pray, of what?”

			“Of Your Majesty’s in­ten­tions with re­spect to my­self.”

			The king blushed. “I have been ca­lum­ni­at­ed,” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, warm­ly, “and I feel called up­on to ad­jure the jus­tice of the king to make in­quiries.”

			“You say all this to me very use­less­ly, Mon­sieur Fou­quet; I know what I know.”

			“Your Majesty can on­ly know the things that have been told to you; and I, on my part, have said noth­ing to you, whilst oth­ers have spo­ken many, many times—”

			“What do you wish to say?” said the king, im­pa­tient to put an end to this em­bar­rass­ing con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I will go straight to the facts, sire; and I ac­cuse a cer­tain man of hav­ing in­jured me in Your Majesty’s opin­ion.”

			“No­body has in­jured you, Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			“That re­ply proves to me, sire, that I am right.”

			“Mon­sieur Fou­quet, I do not like peo­ple to be ac­cused.”

			“Not when one is ac­cused?”

			“We have al­ready spo­ken too much about this af­fair.”

			“Your Majesty will not al­low me to jus­ti­fy my­self?”

			“I re­peat that I do not ac­cuse you.”

			Fou­quet, with a half-bow, made a step back­ward. It is cer­tain, thought he, that he has made up his mind. He alone who can­not go back can show such ob­sti­na­cy. Not to see the dan­ger now would be to be blind in­deed; not to shun it would be stupid. He re­sumed aloud, “Did Your Majesty send for me on busi­ness?”

			“No, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, but for some ad­vice I wish to give you.”

			“I re­spect­ful­ly await it, sire.”

			“Rest your­self, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, do not throw away your strength; the ses­sion of the States will be short, and when my sec­re­taries shall have closed it, I do not wish busi­ness to be talked of in France for a fort­night.”

			“Has the king noth­ing to say to me on the sub­ject of this as­sem­bly of the States?”

			“No, Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			“Not to me, the sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances?”

			“Rest your­self, I beg you; that is all I have to say to you.”

			Fou­quet bit his lips and hung his head. He was ev­i­dent­ly busy with some un­easy thought. This un­easi­ness struck the king. “Are you an­gry at hav­ing to rest your­self, M. Fou­quet?” said he.

			“Yes, sire, I am not ac­cus­tomed to take rest.”

			“But you are ill; you must take care of your­self.”

			“Your Majesty spoke just now of a speech to be pro­nounced to­mor­row.”

			His Majesty made no re­ply; this un­ex­pect­ed stroke em­bar­rassed him. Fou­quet felt the weight of this hes­i­ta­tion. He thought he could read dan­ger in the eyes of the young prince, which fear would but pre­cip­i­tate. If I ap­pear fright­ened, I am lost, thought he.

			The king, on his part, was on­ly un­easy at the alarm of Fou­quet. “Has he a sus­pi­cion of any­thing?” mur­mured he.

			If his first word is se­vere, again thought Fou­quet; if he be­comes an­gry, or feigns to be an­gry for the sake of a pre­text, how shall I ex­tri­cate my­self? Let us smooth the de­cliv­i­ty a lit­tle. Gourville was right.

			“Sire,” said he, sud­den­ly, “since the good­ness of the king watch­es over my health to the point of dis­pens­ing with my la­bor, may I not be al­lowed to be ab­sent from the coun­cil of to­mor­row? I could pass the day in bed, and will en­treat the king to grant me his physi­cian, that we may en­deav­or to find a rem­e­dy against this fear­ful fever.”

			“So be it, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, it shall be as you de­sire; you shall have a hol­i­day to­mor­row, you shall have the physi­cian, and shall be re­stored to health.”

			“Thanks!” said Fou­quet, bow­ing. Then, open­ing his game: “Shall I not have the hap­pi­ness of con­duct­ing Your Majesty to my res­i­dence of Belle-Isle?”

			And he looked Louis full in the face, to judge of the ef­fect of such a pro­pos­al. The king blushed again.

			“Do you know,” replied he, en­deav­or­ing to smile, “that you have just said, ‘My res­i­dence of Belle-Isle’?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Well! do you not re­mem­ber,” con­tin­ued the king in the same cheer­ful tone, “that you gave me Belle-Isle?”

			“That is true again, sire. On­ly, as you have not tak­en it, you will doubt­less come with me and take pos­ses­sion of it.”

			“I mean to do so.”

			“That was, be­sides, Your Majesty’s in­ten­tion as well as mine; and I can­not ex­press to Your Majesty how hap­py and proud I have been to see all the king’s reg­i­ments from Paris to help take pos­ses­sion.”

			The king stam­mered out that he did not bring the Mus­ke­teers for that alone.

			“Oh, I am con­vinced of that,” said Fou­quet, warm­ly; “Your Majesty knows very well that you have noth­ing to do but to come alone with a cane in your hand, to bring to the ground all the for­ti­fi­ca­tions of Belle-Isle.”

			“Peste!” cried the king; “I do not wish those fine for­ti­fi­ca­tions, which cost so much to build, to fall at all. No, let them stand against the Dutch and Eng­lish. You would not guess what I want to see at Belle-Isle, Mon­sieur Fou­quet; it is the pret­ty peas­ants and wom­en of the lands on the seashore, who dance so well, and are so se­duc­ing with their scar­let pet­ti­coats! I have heard great boast of your pret­ty ten­ants, Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant; well, let me have a sight of them.”

			“When­ev­er Your Majesty pleas­es.”

			“Have you any means of trans­port? It shall be to­mor­row, if you like.”

			The sur­in­ten­dant felt this stroke, which was not adroit, and replied, “No, sire; I was ig­no­rant of Your Majesty’s wish; above all, I was ig­no­rant of your haste to see Belle-Isle, and I am pre­pared with noth­ing.”

			“You have a boat of your own, nev­er­the­less?”

			“I have five; but they are all in port, or at Paim­boeuf; and to join them, or bring them hith­er, would re­quire at least twen­ty-four hours. Have I any oc­ca­sion to send a couri­er? Must I do so?”

			“Wait a lit­tle, put an end to the fever—wait till to­mor­row.”

			“That is true. Who knows but that by to­mor­row we may not have a hun­dred oth­er ideas?” replied Fou­quet, now per­fect­ly con­vinced and very pale.

			The king start­ed, and stretched his hand out to­wards his lit­tle bell, but Fou­quet pre­vent­ed his ring­ing.

			“Sire,” said he, “I have an ague—I am trem­bling with cold. If I re­main a mo­ment longer, I shall most like­ly faint. I re­quest Your Majesty’s per­mis­sion to go and fling my­self be­neath the bed­clothes.”

			“In­deed, you are in a shiv­er; it is painful to be­hold! Come, Mon­sieur Fou­quet, be­gone! I will send to in­quire af­ter you.”

			“Your Majesty over­whelms me with kind­ness. In an hour I shall be bet­ter.”

			“I will call some­one to re­con­duct you,” said the king.

			“As you please, sire; I would glad­ly take the arm of any­one.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried the king, ring­ing his lit­tle bell.

			“Oh, sire,” in­ter­rupt­ed Fou­quet, laugh­ing in such a man­ner as made the prince feel cold, “would you give me the cap­tain of your Mus­ke­teers to take me to my lodg­ings? An equiv­o­cal hon­or that, sire! A sim­ple foot­man, I beg.”

			“And why, M. Fou­quet? M. d’Artag­nan con­ducts me of­ten, and ex­treme­ly well!”

			“Yes, but when he con­ducts you, sire, it is to obey you; whilst me—”

			“Go on!”

			“If I am obliged to re­turn home sup­port­ed by the lead­er of the Mus­ke­teers, it would be ev­ery­where said you had had me ar­rest­ed.”

			“Ar­rest­ed!” replied the king, who be­came paler than Fou­quet him­self—“ar­rest­ed! oh!”

			“And why should they not say so?” con­tin­ued Fou­quet, still laugh­ing; “and I would lay a wa­ger there would be peo­ple found wicked enough to laugh at it.” This sal­ly dis­con­cert­ed the monarch. Fou­quet was skill­ful enough, or for­tu­nate enough, to make Louis XIV re­coil be­fore the ap­pear­ance of the deed he med­i­tat­ed. M. d’Artag­nan, when he ap­peared, re­ceived an or­der to de­sire a mus­ke­teer to ac­com­pa­ny the sur­in­ten­dant.

			“Quite un­nec­es­sary,” said the lat­ter; “sword for sword; I pre­fer Gourville, who is wait­ing for me be­low. But that will not pre­vent me en­joy­ing the so­ci­ety of M. d’Artag­nan. I am glad he will see Belle-Isle, he is so good a judge of for­ti­fi­ca­tions.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed, with­out at all com­pre­hend­ing what was go­ing on. Fou­quet bowed again and left the apart­ment, af­fect­ing all the slow­ness of a man who walks with dif­fi­cul­ty. When once out of the cas­tle, “I am saved!” said he. “Oh! yes, dis­loy­al king, you shall see Belle-Isle, but it shall be when I am no longer there.”

			He dis­ap­peared, leav­ing d’Artag­nan with the king.

			“Cap­tain,” said the king, “you will fol­low M. Fou­quet at the dis­tance of a hun­dred paces.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“He is go­ing to his lodg­ings again. You will go with him.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“You will ar­rest him in my name, and will shut him up in a car­riage.”

			“In a car­riage. Well, sire?”

			“In such a fash­ion that he may not, on the road, ei­ther con­verse with any­one or throw notes to peo­ple he may meet.”

			“That will be rather dif­fi­cult, sire.”

			“Not at all.”

			“Par­don me, sire, I can­not sti­fle M. Fou­quet, and if he asks for lib­er­ty to breathe, I can­not pre­vent him by clos­ing both the win­dows and the blinds. He will throw out at the doors all the cries and notes pos­si­ble.”

			“The case is pro­vid­ed for, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; a car­riage with a trel­lis will ob­vi­ate both the dif­fi­cul­ties you point out.”

			“A car­riage with an iron trel­lis!” cried d’Artag­nan; “but a car­riage with an iron trel­lis is not made in half an hour, and Your Majesty com­mands me to go im­me­di­ate­ly to M. Fou­quet’s lodg­ings.”

			“The car­riage in ques­tion is al­ready made.”

			“Ah! that is quite a dif­fer­ent thing,” said the cap­tain; “if the car­riage is ready made, very well, then, we have on­ly to set it in mo­tion.”

			“It is ready—and the hors­es har­nessed.”

			“Ah!”

			“And the coach­man, with the out­rid­ers, is wait­ing in the low­er court of the cas­tle.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed. “There on­ly re­mains for me to ask Your Majesty whith­er I shall con­duct M. Fou­quet.”

			“To the cas­tle of Angers, at first.”

			“Very well, sire.”

			“Af­ter­wards we will see.”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, one last word: you have re­marked that, for mak­ing this cap­ture of M. Fou­quet, I have not em­ployed my guards, on which ac­count M. de Gesvres will be fu­ri­ous.”

			“Your Majesty does not em­ploy your guards,” said the cap­tain, a lit­tle hu­mil­i­at­ed, “be­cause you mis­trust M. de Gesvres, that is all.”

			“That is to say, Mon­sieur, that I have more con­fi­dence in you.”

			“I know that very well, sire! and it is of no use to make so much of it.”

			“It is on­ly for the sake of ar­riv­ing at this, Mon­sieur, that if, from this mo­ment, it should hap­pen that by any chance what­ev­er M. Fou­quet should es­cape—such chances have been, Mon­sieur—”

			“Oh! very of­ten, sire; but for oth­ers, not for me.”

			“And why not with you?”

			“Be­cause I, sire, have, for an in­stant, wished to save M. Fou­quet.”

			The king start­ed. “Be­cause,” con­tin­ued the cap­tain, “I had then a right to do so, hav­ing guessed Your Majesty’s plan, with­out you hav­ing spo­ken to me of it, and that I took an in­ter­est in M. Fou­quet. Now, was I not at lib­er­ty to show my in­ter­est in this man?”

			“In truth, Mon­sieur, you do not re­as­sure me with re­gard to your ser­vices.”

			“If I had saved him then, I should have been per­fect­ly in­no­cent; I will say more, I should have done well, for M. Fou­quet is not a bad man. But he was not will­ing; his des­tiny pre­vailed; he let the hour of lib­er­ty slip by. So much the worse! Now I have or­ders, I will obey those or­ders, and M. Fou­quet you may con­sid­er as a man ar­rest­ed. He is at the cas­tle of Angers, this very M. Fou­quet.”

			“Oh! you have not got him yet, cap­tain.”

			“That con­cerns me; ev­ery­one to his trade, sire; on­ly, once more, re­flect! Do you se­ri­ous­ly give me or­ders to ar­rest M. Fou­quet, sire?”

			“Yes, a thou­sand times, yes!”

			“In writ­ing, sire, then.”

			“Here is the or­der.”

			D’Artag­nan read it, bowed to the king, and left the room. From the height of the ter­race he per­ceived Gourville, who went by with a joy­ous air to­wards the lodg­ings of M. Fou­quet.
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			“That is rather sur­pris­ing,” said d’Artag­nan; “Gourville run­ning about the streets so gay­ly, when he is al­most cer­tain that M. Fou­quet is in dan­ger; when it is al­most equal­ly cer­tain that it was Gourville who warned M. Fou­quet just now by the note which was torn in­to a thou­sand pieces up­on the ter­race, and giv­en to the winds by Mon­sieur le Sur­in­ten­dant. Gourville is rub­bing his hands; that is be­cause he has done some­thing clever. Whence comes M. Gourville? Gourville is com­ing from the Rue aux Herbes. Whith­er does the Rue aux Herbes lead?” And d’Artag­nan fol­lowed, along the tops of the hous­es of Nantes, dom­i­nat­ed by the cas­tle, the line traced by the streets, as he would have done up­on a topo­graph­i­cal plan; on­ly, in­stead of the dead, flat pa­per, the liv­ing chart rose in re­lief with the cries, the move­ments, and the shad­ows of men and things. Be­yond the en­clo­sure of the city, the great ver­dant plains stretched out, bor­der­ing the Loire, and ap­peared to run to­wards the pink hori­zon, which was cut by the azure of the wa­ters and the dark green of the marsh­es. Im­me­di­ate­ly out­side the gates of Nantes two white roads were seen di­verg­ing like sep­a­rate fin­gers of a gi­gan­tic hand. D’Artag­nan, who had tak­en in all the panora­ma at a glance by cross­ing the ter­race, was led by the line of the Rue aux Herbes to the mouth of one of those roads which took its rise un­der the gates of Nantes. One step more, and he was about to de­scend the stairs, take his trel­lised car­riage, and go to­wards the lodg­ings of M. Fou­quet. But chance de­creed at the mo­ment of plung­ing in­to the stair­case that he was at­tract­ed by a mov­ing point then gain­ing ground up­on that road.

			What is that? said the mus­ke­teer to him­self; a horse gal­lop­ing—a run­away horse, no doubt. What a rate he is go­ing at! The mov­ing point be­came de­tached from the road, and en­tered in­to the fields. A white horse, con­tin­ued the cap­tain, who had just ob­served the col­or thrown lu­mi­nous­ly against the dark ground, and he is mount­ed; it must be some boy whose horse is thirsty and has run away with him.

			These re­flec­tions, rapid as light­ning, si­mul­ta­ne­ous with vis­ual per­cep­tion, d’Artag­nan had al­ready for­got­ten when he de­scend­ed the first steps of the stair­case. Some morsels of pa­per were spread over the stairs, and shone out white against the dirty stones. Eh! eh! said the cap­tain to him­self, here are some of the frag­ments of the note torn by M. Fou­quet. Poor man! he has giv­en his se­cret to the wind; the wind will have no more to do with it, and brings it back to the king. De­cid­ed­ly, Fou­quet, you play with mis­for­tune! the game is not a fair one—for­tune is against you. The star of Louis XIV ob­scures yours; the adder is stronger and more cun­ning than the squir­rel. D’Artag­nan picked up one of these morsels of pa­per as he de­scend­ed. “Gourville’s pret­ty lit­tle hand!” cried he, whilst ex­am­in­ing one of the frag­ments of the note; “I was not mis­tak­en.” And he read the word “horse.” “Stop!” said he; and he ex­am­ined an­oth­er, up­on which there was not a let­ter traced. Up­on a third he read the word “white”; “white horse,” re­peat­ed he, like a child that is spell­ing. “Ah, mor­dioux!” cried the sus­pi­cious spir­it, “a white horse!” And, like that grain of pow­der which, burn­ing, di­lates in­to ten thou­sand times its vol­ume, d’Artag­nan, en­light­ened by ideas and sus­pi­cions, rapid­ly reas­cend­ed the stairs to­wards the ter­race. The white horse was still gal­lop­ing in the di­rec­tion of the Loire, at the ex­trem­i­ty of which, melt­ing in­to the va­pors of the wa­ter, a lit­tle sail ap­peared, wave-bal­anced like a wa­ter-but­ter­fly. “Oh!” cried the mus­ke­teer, “on­ly a man who wants to fly would go at that pace across plowed lands; there is but one Fou­quet, a fi­nancier, to ride thus in open day up­on a white horse; there is no one but the lord of Belle-Isle who would make his es­cape to­wards the sea, while there are such thick forests on land, and there is but one d’Artag­nan in the world to catch M. Fou­quet, who has half an hour’s start, and who will have gained his boat with­in an hour.” This be­ing said, the mus­ke­teer gave or­ders that the car­riage with the iron trel­lis should be tak­en im­me­di­ate­ly to a thick­et sit­u­at­ed just out­side the city. He se­lect­ed his best horse, jumped up­on his back, gal­loped along the Rue aux Herbes, tak­ing, not the road Fou­quet had tak­en, but the bank it­self of the Loire, cer­tain that he should gain ten min­utes up­on the to­tal dis­tance, and, at the in­ter­sec­tion of the two lines, come up with the fugi­tive, who could have no sus­pi­cion of be­ing pur­sued in that di­rec­tion. In the ra­pid­i­ty of the pur­suit, and with the im­pa­tience of the avenger, an­i­mat­ing him­self as in war, d’Artag­nan, so mild, so kind to­wards Fou­quet, was sur­prised to find him­self be­come fe­ro­cious—al­most san­guinary. For a long time he gal­loped with­out catch­ing sight of the white horse. His rage as­sumed fury, he doubt­ed him­self—he sus­pect­ed that Fou­quet had buried him­self in some sub­ter­ranean road, or that he had changed the white horse for one of those fa­mous black ones, as swift as the wind, which d’Artag­nan, at Saint-Mandé, had so fre­quent­ly ad­mired and en­vied for their vig­or and their fleet­ness.

			At such mo­ments, when the wind cut his eyes so as to make the tears spring from them, when the sad­dle had be­come burn­ing hot, when the galled and spurred horse reared with pain, and threw be­hind him a show­er of dust and stones, d’Artag­nan, rais­ing him­self in his stir­rups, and see­ing noth­ing on the wa­ters, noth­ing be­neath the trees, looked up in­to the air like a mad­man. He was los­ing his sens­es. In the parox­ysms of ea­ger­ness he dreamt of aeri­al ways—the dis­cov­ery of fol­low­ing cen­tu­ry; he called to his mind Daedalus and the vast wings that had saved him from the pris­ons of Crete. A hoarse sigh broke from his lips, as he re­peat­ed, de­voured by the fear of ridicule, “I! I! duped by a Gourville! I! They will say that I am grow­ing old—they will say I have re­ceived a mil­lion to al­low Fou­quet to es­cape!” And he again dug his spurs in­to the sides of his horse: he had rid­den as­ton­ish­ing­ly fast. Sud­den­ly, at the ex­trem­i­ty of some open pas­ture-ground, be­hind the hedges, he saw a white form which showed it­self, dis­ap­peared, and at last re­mained dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble against the ris­ing ground. D’Artag­nan’s heart leaped with joy. He wiped the stream­ing sweat from his brow, re­laxed the ten­sion of his knees—by which the horse breathed more freely—and, gath­er­ing up his reins, mod­er­at­ed the speed of the vig­or­ous an­i­mal, his ac­tive ac­com­plice on this man­hunt. He had then time to study the di­rec­tion of the road, and his po­si­tion with re­gard to Fou­quet. The su­per­in­ten­dent had com­plete­ly wind­ed his horse by cross­ing the soft ground. He felt the ne­ces­si­ty of gain­ing a firmer foot­ing, and turned to­wards the road by the short­est se­cant line. D’Artag­nan, on his part, had noth­ing to do but to ride straight on, con­cealed by the slop­ing shore; so that he would cut his quar­ry off the road when he came up with him. Then the re­al race would be­gin—then the strug­gle would be in earnest.

			D’Artag­nan gave his horse good breath­ing-time. He ob­served that the su­per­in­ten­dent had re­laxed in­to a trot, which was to say, he, too, was fa­vor­ing his horse. But both of them were too much pressed for time to al­low them to con­tin­ue long at that pace. The white horse sprang off like an ar­row the mo­ment his feet touched firm ground. D’Artag­nan dropped his head, and his black horse broke in­to a gal­lop. Both fol­lowed the same route; the quadru­ple echoes of this new race­course were con­found­ed. Fou­quet had not yet per­ceived d’Artag­nan. But on is­su­ing from the slope, a sin­gle echo struck the air; it was that of the steps of d’Artag­nan’s horse, which rolled along like thun­der. Fou­quet turned round, and saw be­hind him, with­in a hun­dred paces, his en­e­my bent over the neck of his horse. There could be no doubt—the shin­ing baldrick, the red cas­sock—it was a mus­ke­teer. Fou­quet slack­ened his hand like­wise, and the white horse placed twen­ty feet more be­tween his ad­ver­sary and him­self.

			Oh, but, thought d’Artag­nan, be­com­ing very anx­ious, that is not a com­mon horse M. Fou­quet is up­on—let us see! And he at­ten­tive­ly ex­am­ined with his in­fal­li­ble eye the shape and ca­pa­bil­i­ties of the cours­er. Round full quar­ters—a thin long tail—large hocks—thin legs, as dry as bars of steel—hoofs hard as mar­ble. He spurred his own, but the dis­tance be­tween the two re­mained the same. D’Artag­nan lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly; not a breath of the horse reached him, and yet he seemed to cut the air. The black horse, on the con­trary, be­gan to puff like any black­smith’s bel­lows.

			I must over­take him, if I kill my horse, thought the mus­ke­teer; and he be­gan to saw the mouth of the poor an­i­mal, whilst he buried the row­els of his mer­ci­less spurs in­to his sides. The mad­dened horse gained twen­ty tois­es, and came up with­in pis­tol-shot of Fou­quet.

			“Courage!” said the mus­ke­teer to him­self, “courage! the white horse will per­haps grow weak­er, and if the horse does not fall, the mas­ter must pull up at last.” But horse and rid­er re­mained up­right to­geth­er, gain­ing ground by dif­fi­cult de­grees. D’Artag­nan ut­tered a wild cry, which made Fou­quet turn round, and added speed to the white horse.

			“A fa­mous horse! a mad rid­er!” growled the cap­tain. “Holà! mor­dioux! Mon­sieur Fou­quet! stop! in the king’s name!” Fou­quet made no re­ply.

			“Do you hear me?” shout­ed d’Artag­nan, whose horse had just stum­bled.

			“Par­dieu!” replied Fou­quet, la­con­i­cal­ly; and rode on faster.

			D’Artag­nan was near­ly mad; the blood rushed boil­ing to his tem­ples and his eyes. “In the king’s name!” cried he again, “stop, or I will bring you down with a pis­tol-shot!”

			“Do!” replied Fou­quet, with­out re­lax­ing his speed.

			D’Artag­nan seized a pis­tol and cocked it, hop­ing that the dou­ble click of the spring would stop his en­e­my. “You have pis­tols like­wise,” said he, “turn and de­fend your­self.”

			Fou­quet did turn round at the noise, and look­ing d’Artag­nan full in the face, opened, with his right hand, the part of his dress which con­cealed his body, but he did not even touch his hol­sters. There were not more than twen­ty paces be­tween the two.

			“Mor­dioux!” said d’Artag­nan, “I will not as­sas­si­nate you; if you will not fire up­on me, sur­ren­der! what is a prison?”

			“I would rather die!” replied Fou­quet; “I shall suf­fer less.”

			D’Artag­nan, drunk with de­spair, hurled his pis­tol to the ground. “I will take you alive!” said he; and by a prodi­gy of skill which this in­com­pa­ra­ble horse­man alone was ca­pa­ble, he threw his horse for­ward to with­in ten paces of the white horse; al­ready his hand was stretched out to seize his prey.

			“Kill me! kill me!” cried Fou­quet, “ ’twould be more hu­mane!”

			“No! alive—alive!” mur­mured the cap­tain.

			At this mo­ment his horse made a false step for the sec­ond time, and Fou­quet’s again took the lead. It was an un­heard-of spec­ta­cle, this race be­tween two hors­es which now on­ly kept alive by the will of their rid­ers. It might be said that d’Artag­nan rode, car­ry­ing his horse along be­tween his knees. To the fu­ri­ous gal­lop had suc­ceed­ed the fast trot, and that had sunk to what might be scarce­ly called a trot at all. But the chase ap­peared equal­ly warm in the two fa­tigued ath­le­toe. D’Artag­nan, quite in de­spair, seized his sec­ond pis­tol, and cocked it.

			“At your horse! not at you!” cried he to Fou­quet. And he fired. The an­i­mal was hit in the quar­ters—he made a fu­ri­ous bound, and plunged for­ward. At that mo­ment d’Artag­nan’s horse fell dead.

			I am dis­hon­ored! thought the mus­ke­teer; I am a mis­er­able wretch! “For pity’s sake, M. Fou­quet, throw me one of your pis­tols, that I may blow out my brains!” But Fou­quet rode away.

			“For mer­cy’s sake! for mer­cy’s sake!” cried d’Artag­nan; “that which you will not do at this mo­ment, I my­self will do with­in an hour, but here, up­on this road, I should die brave­ly; I should die es­teemed; do me that ser­vice, M. Fou­quet!”

			M. Fou­quet made no re­ply, but con­tin­ued to trot on. D’Artag­nan be­gan to run af­ter his en­e­my. Suc­ces­sive­ly he threw away his hat, his coat, which em­bar­rassed him, and then the sheath of his sword, which got be­tween his legs as he was run­ning. The sword in his hand it­self be­came too heavy, and he threw it af­ter the sheath. The white horse be­gan to rat­tle in its throat; d’Artag­nan gained up­on him. From a trot the ex­haust­ed an­i­mal sunk to a stag­ger­ing walk—the foam from his mouth was mixed with blood. D’Artag­nan made a des­per­ate ef­fort, sprang to­wards Fou­quet, and seized him by the leg, say­ing in a bro­ken, breath­less voice, “I ar­rest you in the king’s name! blow my brains out, if you like; we have both done our du­ty.”

			Fou­quet hurled far from him, in­to the riv­er, the two pis­tols d’Artag­nan might have seized, and dis­mount­ing from his horse—“I am your pris­on­er, Mon­sieur,” said he; “will you take my arm, for I see you are ready to faint?”

			“Thanks!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, who, in fact, felt the earth slid­ing from un­der his feet, and the light of day turn­ing to black­ness around him; then he rolled up­on the sand, with­out breath or strength. Fou­quet has­tened to the brink of the riv­er, dipped some wa­ter in his hat, with which he bathed the tem­ples of the mus­ke­teer, and in­tro­duced a few drop be­tween his lips. D’Artag­nan raised him­self with dif­fi­cul­ty, and looked about him with a wan­der­ing eye. He be­held Fou­quet on his knees, with his wet hat in his hand, smil­ing up­on him with in­ef­fa­ble sweet­ness. “You are not off, then?” cried he. “Oh, Mon­sieur! the true king of roy­al­ty, in heart, in soul, is not Louis of the Lou­vre, or Philippe of Sainte-Mar­guerite; it is you, pro­scribed, con­demned!”

			“I, who this day am ru­ined by a sin­gle er­ror, M. d’Artag­nan.”

			“What, in the name of Heav­en, is that?”

			“I should have had you for a friend! But how shall we re­turn to Nantes? We are a great way from it.”

			“That is true,” said d’Artag­nan, gloomi­ly.

			“The white horse will re­cov­er, per­haps; he is a good horse! Mount, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; I will walk till you have rest­ed a lit­tle.”

			“Poor beast! and wound­ed, too?” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“He will go, I tell you; I know him; but we can do bet­ter still, let us both get up, and ride slow­ly.”

			“We can try,” said the cap­tain. But they had scarce­ly charged the an­i­mal with this dou­ble load, when he be­gan to stag­ger, and then with a great ef­fort walked a few min­utes, then stag­gered again, and sank down dead by the side of the black horse, which he had just man­aged to come up to.

			“We will go on foot—des­tiny wills it so—the walk will be pleas­ant,” said Fou­quet, pass­ing his arm through that of d’Artag­nan.

			“Mor­dioux!” cried the lat­ter, with a fixed eye, a con­tract­ed brow, and a swelling heart—“What a dis­grace­ful day!”

			They walked slow­ly the four leagues which sep­a­rat­ed them from the lit­tle wood be­hind which the car­riage and es­cort were in wait­ing. When Fou­quet per­ceived that sin­is­ter ma­chine, he said to d’Artag­nan, who cast down his eyes, ashamed of Louis XIV, “There is an idea that did not em­anate from a brave man, Cap­tain d’Artag­nan; it is not yours. What are these grat­ings for?” said he.

			“To pre­vent your throw­ing let­ters out.”

			“In­ge­nious!”

			“But you can speak, if you can­not write,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Can I speak to you?”

			“Why, cer­tain­ly, if you wish to do so.”

			Fou­quet re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, then look­ing the cap­tain full in the face, “One sin­gle word,” said he; “will you re­mem­ber it?”

			“I will not for­get it.”

			“Will you speak it to whom I wish?”

			“I will.”

			“Saint-Mandé,” ar­tic­u­lat­ed Fou­quet, in a low voice.

			“Well! and for whom?”

			“For Madame de Bel­lière or Pélis­son.”

			“It shall be done.”

			The car­riage rolled through Nantes, and took the route to Angers.
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				In Which the Squir­rel Falls—In Which the Adder Flies

			
			It was two o’clock in the af­ter­noon. The king, full of im­pa­tience, went to his cab­i­net on the ter­race, and kept open­ing the door of the cor­ri­dor, to see what his sec­re­taries were do­ing. M. Col­bert, seat­ed in the same place M. de Saint-Aig­nan had so long oc­cu­pied in the morn­ing, was chat­ting in a low voice with M. de Bri­enne. The king opened the door sud­den­ly, and ad­dressed them. “What is it you are say­ing?”

			“We were speak­ing of the first sit­ting of the States,” said M. de Bri­enne, ris­ing.

			“Very well,” replied the king, and re­turned to his room.

			Five min­utes af­ter, the sum­mons of the bell re­called Rose, whose hour it was.

			“Have you fin­ished your copies?” asked the king.

			“Not yet, sire.”

			“See if M. d’Artag­nan has re­turned.”

			“Not yet, sire.”

			“It is very strange,” mur­mured the king. “Call M. Col­bert.”

			Col­bert en­tered; he had been ex­pect­ing this all the morn­ing.

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert,” said the king, very sharply; “you must as­cer­tain what has be­come of M. d’Artag­nan.”

			Col­bert in his calm voice replied, “Where does Your Majesty de­sire him to be sought for?”

			“Eh! Mon­sieur! do you not know on what I have sent him?” replied Louis, ac­ri­mo­nious­ly.

			“Your Majesty did not in­form me.”

			“Mon­sieur, there are things that must be guessed; and you, above all, are apt to guess them.”

			“I might have been able to imag­ine, sire; but I do not pre­sume to be pos­i­tive.”

			Col­bert had not fin­ished these words when a rougher voice than that of the king in­ter­rupt­ed the in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion thus be­gun be­tween the monarch and his clerk.

			“D’Artag­nan!” cried the king, with ev­i­dent joy.

			D’Artag­nan, pale and in ev­i­dent­ly bad hu­mor, cried to the king, as he en­tered, “Sire, is it Your Majesty who has giv­en or­ders to my Mus­ke­teers?”

			“What or­ders?” said the king.

			“About M. Fou­quet’s house?”

			“None!” replied Louis.

			“Ha!” said d’Artag­nan, bit­ing his mus­tache; “I was not mis­tak­en, then; it was Mon­sieur here”; and he point­ed to Col­bert.

			“What or­ders? Let me know,” said the king.

			“Or­ders to turn the house top­sy-turvy, to beat M. Fou­quet’s ser­vants, to force the draw­ers, to give over a peace­ful house to pil­lage! Mor­dioux! these are sav­age or­ders!”

			“Mon­sieur!” said Col­bert, turn­ing pale.

			“Mon­sieur,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “the king alone, un­der­stand—the king alone has a right to com­mand my Mus­ke­teers; but, as to you, I for­bid you to do it, and I tell you so be­fore His Majesty; gen­tle­men who car­ry swords do not sling pens be­hind their ears.”

			“D’Artag­nan! D’Artag­nan!” mur­mured the king.

			“It is hu­mil­i­at­ing,” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer; “my sol­diers are dis­graced. I do not com­mand reítres, thank you, nor clerks of the in­ten­dant, mor­dioux!”

			“Well! but what is all this about?” said the king with au­thor­i­ty.

			“About this, sire; Mon­sieur—Mon­sieur, who could not guess Your Majesty’s or­ders, and con­se­quent­ly could not know I was gone to ar­rest M. Fou­quet; Mon­sieur, who has caused the iron cage to be con­struct­ed for his pa­tron of yes­ter­day—has sent M. de Roncherolles23 to the lodg­ings of M. Fou­quet, and, un­der the pre­tense of se­cur­ing the sur­in­ten­dant’s pa­pers, they have tak­en away the fur­ni­ture. My mus­ke­teers have been post­ed round the house all the morn­ing; such were my or­ders. Why did any­one pre­sume to or­der them to en­ter? Why, by forc­ing them to as­sist in this pil­lage, have they been made ac­com­plices in it? Mor­dioux! we serve the king, we do; but we do not serve M. Col­bert!”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the king, stern­ly, “take care; it is not in my pres­ence that such ex­pla­na­tions, and made in such a tone, should take place.”

			“I have act­ed for the good of the king,” said Col­bert, in a fal­ter­ing voice. “It is hard to be so treat­ed by one of Your Majesty’s of­fi­cers, and that with­out re­dress, on ac­count of the re­spect I owe the king.”

			“The re­spect you owe the king,” cried d’Artag­nan, his eyes flash­ing fire, “con­sists, in the first place, in mak­ing his au­thor­i­ty re­spect­ed, and his per­son beloved. Ev­ery agent of a pow­er with­out con­trol rep­re­sents that pow­er, and when peo­ple curse the hand which strikes them, it is the roy­al hand that God re­proach­es, do you hear? Must a sol­dier, hard­ened by forty years of wounds and blood, give you this les­son, Mon­sieur? Must mer­cy be on my side, and fe­roc­i­ty on yours? You have caused the in­no­cent to be ar­rest­ed, bound, and im­pris­oned!”

			“Ac­com­plices, per­haps, of M. Fou­quet,” said Col­bert.

			“Who told you M. Fou­quet had ac­com­plices, or even that he was guilty? The king alone knows that; his jus­tice is not blind! When he says, ‘Ar­rest and im­prison’ such and such a man, he is obeyed. Do not talk to me, then, any more of the re­spect you owe the king, and be care­ful of your words, that they may not chance to con­vey the slight­est men­ace; for the king will not al­low those to be threat­ened who do him ser­vice by oth­ers who do him dis­ser­vice; and if in case I should have, which God for­bid! a mas­ter so un­grate­ful, I would make my­self re­spect­ed.”

			Thus say­ing, d’Artag­nan took his sta­tion haugh­ti­ly in the king’s cab­i­net, his eyes flash­ing, his hand on his sword, his lips trem­bling, af­fect­ing much more anger than he re­al­ly felt. Col­bert, hu­mil­i­at­ed and de­voured with rage, bowed to the king as if to ask his per­mis­sion to leave the room. The king, thwart­ed alike in pride and in cu­rios­i­ty, knew not which part to take. D’Artag­nan saw him hes­i­tate. To re­main longer would have been a mis­take: it was nec­es­sary to score a tri­umph over Col­bert, and the on­ly method was to touch the king so near the quick, that His Majesty would have no oth­er means of ex­tri­ca­tion but choos­ing be­tween the two an­tag­o­nists. D’Artag­nan bowed as Col­bert had done; but the king, who, in pref­er­ence to ev­ery­thing else, was anx­ious to have all the ex­act de­tails of the ar­rest of the sur­in­ten­dant of the fi­nances from him who had made him trem­ble for a mo­ment—the king, per­ceiv­ing that the ill-hu­mor of d’Artag­nan would put off for half an hour at least the de­tails he was burn­ing to be ac­quaint­ed with—Louis, we say, for­got Col­bert, who had noth­ing new to tell him, and re­called his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers.

			“In the first place,” said he, “let me see the re­sult of your com­mis­sion, Mon­sieur; you may rest your­self here­after.”

			D’Artag­nan, who was just pass­ing through the door­way, stopped at the voice of the king, re­traced his steps, and Col­bert was forced to leave the clos­et. His coun­te­nance as­sumed al­most a pur­ple hue, his black and threat­en­ing eyes shone with a dark fire be­neath their thick brows; he stepped out, bowed be­fore the king, half drew him­self up in pass­ing d’Artag­nan, and went away with death in his heart. D’Artag­nan, on be­ing left alone with the king, soft­ened im­me­di­ate­ly, and com­pos­ing his coun­te­nance: “Sire,” said he, “you are a young king. It is by the dawn that peo­ple judge whether the day will be fine or dull. How, sire, will the peo­ple, whom the hand of God has placed un­der your law, ar­gue of your reign, if be­tween them and you, you al­low an­gry and vi­o­lent min­is­ters to in­ter­pose their mis­chief? But let us speak of my­self, sire, let us leave a dis­cus­sion that may ap­pear idle, and per­haps in­con­ve­nient to you. Let us speak of my­self. I have ar­rest­ed M. Fou­quet.”

			“You took plen­ty of time about it,” said the king, sharply.

			D’Artag­nan looked at the king. “I per­ceive that I have ex­pressed my­self bad­ly. I an­nounced to Your Majesty that I had ar­rest­ed Mon­sieur Fou­quet.”

			“You did; and what then?”

			“Well! I ought to have told Your Majesty that M. Fou­quet had ar­rest­ed me; that would have been more just. I reestab­lish the truth, then; I have been ar­rest­ed by M. Fou­quet.”

			It was now the turn of Louis XIV to be sur­prised. His Majesty was as­ton­ished in his turn.

			D’Artag­nan, with his quick glance, ap­pre­ci­at­ed what was pass­ing in the heart of his mas­ter. He did not al­low him time to put any ques­tions. He re­lat­ed, with that po­et­ry, that pic­turesque­ness, which per­haps he alone pos­sessed at that pe­ri­od, the es­cape of Fou­quet, the pur­suit, the fu­ri­ous race, and, last­ly, the inim­itable gen­eros­i­ty of the sur­in­ten­dant, who might have fled ten times over, who might have killed the ad­ver­sary in the pur­suit, but who had pre­ferred im­pris­on­ment, per­haps worse, to the hu­mil­i­a­tion of one who wished to rob him of his lib­er­ty. In pro­por­tion as the tale ad­vanced, the king be­came ag­i­tat­ed, de­vour­ing the nar­ra­tor’s words, and drum­ming with his fin­ger­nails up­on the ta­ble.

			“It re­sults from all this, sire, in my eyes, at least, that the man who con­ducts him­self thus is a gal­lant man, and can­not be an en­e­my to the king. That is my opin­ion, and I re­peat it to Your Majesty. I know what the king will say to me, and I bow to it—rea­sons of state. So be it! To my ears that sounds high­ly re­spectable. But I am a sol­dier, and I have re­ceived my or­ders, my or­ders are ex­e­cut­ed—very un­will­ing­ly on my part, it is true, but they are ex­e­cut­ed. I say no more.”

			“Where is M. Fou­quet at this mo­ment?” asked Louis, af­ter a short si­lence.

			“M. Fou­quet, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, “is in the iron cage that M. Col­bert had pre­pared for him, and is gal­lop­ing as fast as four strong hors­es can drag him, to­wards Angers.”

			“Why did you leave him on the road?”

			“Be­cause Your Majesty did not tell me to go to Angers. The proof, the best proof of what I ad­vance, is that the king de­sired me to be sought for but this minute. And then I had an­oth­er rea­son.”

			“What is that?”

			“Whilst I was with him, poor M. Fou­quet would nev­er at­tempt to es­cape.”

			“Well!” cried the king, as­ton­ished.

			“Your Majesty ought to un­der­stand, and does un­der­stand, cer­tain­ly, that my warm­est wish is to know that M. Fou­quet is at lib­er­ty. I have giv­en him one of my brigadiers, the most stupid I could find among my mus­ke­teers, in or­der that the pris­on­er might have a chance of es­cap­ing.”

			“Are you mad, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” cried the king, cross­ing his arms on his breast. “Do peo­ple ut­ter such enor­mi­ties, even when they have the mis­for­tune to think them?”

			“Ah! sire, you can­not ex­pect that I should be an en­e­my to M. Fou­quet, af­ter what he has just done for you and me. No, no; if you de­sire that he should re­main un­der your lock and bolt, nev­er give him in charge to me; how­ev­er close­ly wired might be the cage, the bird would, in the end, take wing.”

			“I am sur­prised,” said the king, in his sternest tone, “you did not fol­low the for­tunes of the man M. Fou­quet wished to place up­on my throne. You had in him all you want—af­fec­tion, grat­i­tude. In my ser­vice, Mon­sieur, you will on­ly find a mas­ter.”

			“If M. Fou­quet had not gone to seek you in the Bastille, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, with a deeply im­pres­sive man­ner, “one sin­gle man would have gone there, and I should have been that man—you know that right well, sire.”

			The king was brought to a pause. Be­fore that speech of his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, so frankly spo­ken and so true, the king had noth­ing to of­fer. On hear­ing d’Artag­nan, Louis re­mem­bered the d’Artag­nan of for­mer times; him who, at the Palais Roy­al, held him­self con­cealed be­hind the cur­tains of his bed, when the peo­ple of Paris, led by Car­di­nal de Retz, came to as­sure them­selves of the pres­ence of the king; the d’Artag­nan whom he salut­ed with his hand at the door of his car­riage, when re­pair­ing to Notre Dame on his re­turn to Paris; the sol­dier who had quit­ted his ser­vice at Blois; the lieu­tenant he had re­called to be be­side his per­son when the death of Mazarin re­stored his pow­er; the man he had al­ways found loy­al, coura­geous, de­vot­ed. Louis ad­vanced to­wards the door and called Col­bert. Col­bert had not left the cor­ri­dor where the sec­re­taries were at work. He reap­peared.

			“Col­bert, did you make a perqui­si­tion on the house of M. Fou­quet?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“What has it pro­duced?”

			“M. de Roncherolles, who was sent with Your Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers, has re­mit­ted me some pa­pers,” replied Col­bert.

			“I will look at them. Give me your hand.”

			“My hand, sire!”

			“Yes, that I may place it in that of M. d’Artag­nan. In fact, M. d’Artag­nan,” added he, with a smile, turn­ing to­wards the sol­dier, who, at sight of the clerk, had re­sumed his haughty at­ti­tude, “you do not know this man; make his ac­quain­tance.” And he point­ed to Col­bert. “He has been made but a mod­er­ate­ly valu­able ser­vant in sub­al­tern po­si­tions, but he will be a great man if I raise him to the fore­most rank.”

			“Sire!” stam­mered Col­bert, con­fused with plea­sure and fear.

			“I al­ways un­der­stood why,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan in the king’s ear; “he was jeal­ous.”

			“Pre­cise­ly, and his jeal­ousy con­fined his wings.”

			“He will hence­for­ward be a winged-ser­pent,” grum­bled the mus­ke­teer, with a rem­nant of ha­tred against his re­cent ad­ver­sary.

			But Col­bert, ap­proach­ing him, of­fered to his eyes a phys­iog­no­my so dif­fer­ent from that which he had been ac­cus­tomed to see him wear; he ap­peared so good, so mild, so easy; his eyes took the ex­pres­sion of an in­tel­li­gence so no­ble, that d’Artag­nan, a con­nois­seur in phys­iog­nomies, was moved, and al­most changed in his con­vic­tions. Col­bert pressed his hand.

			“That which the king has just told you, Mon­sieur, proves how well His Majesty is ac­quaint­ed with men. The in­vet­er­ate op­po­si­tion I have dis­played, up to this day, against abus­es and not against men, proves that I had it in view to pre­pare for my king a glo­ri­ous reign, for my coun­try a great bless­ing. I have many ideas, M. d’Artag­nan. You will see them ex­pand in the sun of pub­lic peace; and if I have not the good for­tune to con­quer the friend­ship of hon­est men, I am at least cer­tain, Mon­sieur, that I shall ob­tain their es­teem. For their ad­mi­ra­tion, Mon­sieur, I would give my life.”

			This change, this sud­den el­e­va­tion, this mute ap­pro­ba­tion of the king, gave the mus­ke­teer mat­ter for pro­found re­flec­tion. He bowed civil­ly to Col­bert, who did not take his eyes off him. The king, when he saw they were rec­on­ciled, dis­missed them. They left the room to­geth­er. As soon as they were out of the cab­i­net, the new min­is­ter, stop­ping the cap­tain, said:

			“Is it pos­si­ble, M. d’Artag­nan, that with such an eye as yours, you did not, at the first glance, at the first im­pres­sion, dis­cov­er what sort of man I am?”

			“Mon­sieur Col­bert,” replied the mus­ke­teer, “a ray of the sun in our eyes pre­vents us from see­ing the most vivid flame. The man in pow­er ra­di­ates, you know; and since you are there, why should you con­tin­ue to per­se­cute him who had just fall­en in­to dis­grace, and fall­en from such a height?”

			“I, Mon­sieur!” said Col­bert; “oh, Mon­sieur! I would nev­er per­se­cute him. I wished to ad­min­is­ter the fi­nances and to ad­min­is­ter them alone, be­cause I am am­bi­tious, and, above all, be­cause I have the most en­tire con­fi­dence in my own mer­it; be­cause I know that all the gold of this coun­try will ebb and flow be­neath my eyes, and I love to look at the king’s gold; be­cause, if I live thir­ty years, in thir­ty years not a de­nier of it will re­main in my hands; be­cause, with that gold, I will build gra­naries, cas­tles, cities, and har­bors; be­cause I will cre­ate a ma­rine, I will equip navies that shall waft the name of France to the most dis­tant peo­ple; be­cause I will cre­ate li­braries and acad­e­mies; be­cause I will make France the first coun­try in the world, and the wealth­i­est. These are the mo­tives for my an­i­mos­i­ty against M. Fou­quet, who pre­vent­ed my act­ing. And then, when I shall be great and strong, when France is great and strong, in my turn, then, will I cry, ‘Mer­cy’!”

			“Mer­cy, did you say? then ask his lib­er­ty of the king. The king is on­ly crush­ing him on your ac­count.”

			Col­bert again raised his head. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “you know that is not so, and that the king has his own per­son­al an­i­mos­i­ty against M. Fou­quet; it is not for me to teach you that.”

			“But the king will grow tired; he will for­get.”

			“The king nev­er for­gets, M. d’Artag­nan. Hark! the king calls. He is go­ing to is­sue an or­der. I have not in­flu­enced him, have I? Lis­ten.”

			The king, in fact, was call­ing his sec­re­taries. “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he.

			“I am here, sire.”

			“Give twen­ty of your mus­ke­teers to M. de Saint-Aig­nan, to form a guard for M. Fou­quet.”

			D’Artag­nan and Col­bert ex­changed looks. “And from Angers,” con­tin­ued the king, “they will con­duct the pris­on­er to the Bastille, in Paris.”

			“You were right,” said the cap­tain to the min­is­ter.

			“Saint-Aig­nan,” con­tin­ued the king, “you will have any­one shot who shall at­tempt to speak pri­vate­ly with M. Fou­quet, dur­ing the jour­ney.”

			“But my­self, sire,” said the duke.

			“You, Mon­sieur, you will on­ly speak to him in the pres­ence of the mus­ke­teers.” The duke bowed and de­part­ed to ex­e­cute his com­mis­sion.

			D’Artag­nan was about to re­tire like­wise; but the king stopped him.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “you will go im­me­di­ate­ly, and take pos­ses­sion of the isle and fief of Belle-Île-en-Mer.”

			“Yes, sire. Alone?”

			“You will take a suf­fi­cient num­ber of troops to pre­vent de­lay, in case the place should be con­tu­ma­cious.”

			A mur­mur of court­ly in­creduli­ty rose from the group of courtiers. “That shall be done,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I saw the place in my in­fan­cy,” re­sumed the king, “and I do not wish to see it again. You have heard me? Go, Mon­sieur, and do not re­turn with­out the keys.”

			Col­bert went up to d’Artag­nan. “A com­mis­sion which, if you car­ry it out well,” said he, “will be worth a maréchal’s ba­ton to you.”

			“Why do you em­ploy the words, ‘if you car­ry it out well’?”

			“Be­cause it is dif­fi­cult.”

			“Ah! in what re­spect?”

			“You have friends in Belle-Isle, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; and it is not an easy thing for men like you to march over the bod­ies of their friends to ob­tain suc­cess.”

			D’Artag­nan hung his head in deep­est thought, whilst Col­bert re­turned to the king. A quar­ter of an hour af­ter, the cap­tain re­ceived the writ­ten or­der from the king, to blow up the fortress of Belle-Isle, in case of re­sis­tance, with pow­er of life and death over all the in­hab­i­tants or refugees, and an in­junc­tion not to al­low one to es­cape.

			Col­bert was right, thought d’Artag­nan; for me the ba­ton of a maréchal of France will cost the lives of my two friends. On­ly they seem to for­get that my friends are not more stupid than the birds, and that they will not wait for the hand of the fowler to ex­tend over their wings. I will show them that hand so plain­ly, that they will have quite time enough to see it. Poor Porthos! Poor Aramis! No; my for­tune shall not cost your wings a feath­er.

			Hav­ing thus de­ter­mined, d’Artag­nan as­sem­bled the roy­al army, em­barked it at Paim­boeuf, and set sail, with­out the loss of an un­nec­es­sary minute.
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				Belle-Île-en-Mer

			
			At the ex­trem­i­ty of the mole, against which the fu­ri­ous sea beats at the evening tide, two men, hold­ing each oth­er by the arm, were con­vers­ing in an an­i­mat­ed and ex­pan­sive tone, with­out the pos­si­bil­i­ty of any oth­er hu­man be­ing hear­ing their words, borne away, as they were, one by one, by the gusts of wind, with the white foam swept from the crests of the waves. The sun had just gone down in the vast sheet of the crim­soned ocean, like a gi­gan­tic cru­cible. From time to time, one of these men, turn­ing to­wards the east, cast an anx­ious, in­quir­ing look over the sea. The oth­er, in­ter­ro­gat­ing the fea­tures of his com­pan­ion, seemed to seek for in­for­ma­tion in his looks. Then, both silent, bus­ied with dis­mal thoughts, they re­sumed their walk. Ev­ery­one has al­ready per­ceived that these two men were our pro­scribed he­roes, Porthos and Aramis, who had tak­en refuge in Belle-Isle, since the ru­in of their hopes, since the dis­com­fi­ture of the colos­sal schemes of M. d’Herblay.

			“If is of no use your say­ing any­thing to the con­trary, my dear Aramis,” re­peat­ed Porthos, in­hal­ing vig­or­ous­ly the salt breeze with which he charged his mas­sive chest. “It is of no use, Aramis. The dis­ap­pear­ance of all the fish­ing-boats that went out two days ago is not an or­di­nary cir­cum­stance. There has been no storm at sea; the weath­er has been con­stant­ly calm, not even the light­est gale; and even if we had had a tem­pest, all our boats would not have foundered. I re­peat, it is strange. This com­plete dis­ap­pear­ance as­ton­ish­es me, I tell you.”

			“True,” mur­mured Aramis. “You are right, friend Porthos; it is true, there is some­thing strange in it.”

			“And fur­ther,” added Porthos, whose ideas the as­sent of the bish­op of Vannes seemed to en­large; “and, fur­ther, do you not ob­serve that if the boats have per­ished, not a sin­gle plank has washed ashore?”

			“I have re­marked it as well as your­self.”

			“And do you not think it strange that the two on­ly boats we had left in the whole is­land, and which I sent in search of the oth­ers—”

			Aramis here in­ter­rupt­ed his com­pan­ion by a cry, and by so sud­den a move­ment, that Porthos stopped as if he were stu­pe­fied. “What do you say, Porthos? What!—You have sent the two boats—”

			“In search of the oth­ers! Yes, to be sure I have,” replied Porthos, calm­ly.

			“Un­hap­py man! What have you done? Then we are in­deed lost,” cried the bish­op.

			“Lost!—what did you say?” ex­claimed the ter­ri­fied Porthos. “How lost, Aramis? How are we lost?”

			Aramis bit his lips. “Noth­ing! noth­ing! Your par­don, I meant to say—”

			“What?”

			“That if we were in­clined—if we took a fan­cy to make an ex­cur­sion by sea, we could not.”

			“Very good! and why should that vex you? A pre­cious plea­sure, ma foi! For my part, I don’t re­gret it at all. What I re­gret is cer­tain­ly not the more or less amuse­ment we can find at Belle-Isle: what I re­gret, Aramis, is Pier­re­fonds; Bra­cieux; le Val­lon; beau­ti­ful France! Here, we are not in France, my dear friend; we are—I know not where. Oh! I tell you, in full sin­cer­i­ty of soul, and your af­fec­tion will ex­cuse my frank­ness, but I de­clare to you I am not hap­py at Belle-Isle. No; in good truth, I am not hap­py!”

			Aramis breathed a long, but sti­fled sigh. “Dear friend,” replied he: “that is why it is so sad a thing you have sent the two boats we had left in search of the boats which dis­ap­peared two days ago. If you had not sent them away, we would have de­part­ed.”

			“ ‘De­part­ed!’ And the or­ders, Aramis?”

			“What or­ders?”

			“Par­bleu! Why, the or­ders you have been con­stant­ly, in and out of sea­son, re­peat­ing to me—that we were to hold Belle-Isle against the usurp­er. You know very well!”

			“That is true!” mur­mured Aramis again.

			“You see, then, plain­ly, my friend, that we could not de­part; and that the send­ing away of the boats in search of the oth­ers can­not prove prej­u­di­cial to us in the very least.”

			Aramis was silent; and his vague glances, lu­mi­nous as that of an al­ba­tross, hov­ered for a long time over the sea, in­ter­ro­gat­ing space, seek­ing to pierce the very hori­zon.

			“With all that, Aramis,” con­tin­ued Porthos, who ad­hered to his idea, and that the more close­ly from the bish­op hav­ing ap­par­ent­ly en­dorsed it—“with all that, you give me no ex­pla­na­tion about what can have hap­pened to these un­for­tu­nate boats. I am as­sailed by cries and com­plaints which­ever way I go. The chil­dren cry to see the des­o­la­tion of the wom­en, as if I could re­store the ab­sent hus­bands and fa­thers. What do you sup­pose, my friend, and how ought I to an­swer them?”

			“Think all you like, my good Porthos, and say noth­ing.”

			This re­ply did not sat­is­fy Porthos at all. He turned away grum­bling some­thing in ill-hu­mor. Aramis stopped the valiant mus­ke­teer. “Do you re­mem­ber,” said he, in a melan­choly tone, knead­ing the two hands of the gi­ant be­tween his own with af­fec­tion­ate cor­dial­i­ty, “do you re­mem­ber, my friend, that in the glo­ri­ous days of youth—do you re­mem­ber, Porthos, when we were all strong and valiant—we, and the oth­er two—if we had then had an in­cli­na­tion to re­turn to France, do you think this sheet of salt wa­ter would have stopped us?”

			“Oh!” said Porthos; “but six leagues.”

			“If you had seen me get astride of a plank, would you have re­mained on land, Porthos?”

			“No, par­dieu! No, Aramis. But, nowa­days, what sort of a plank should we want, my friend! I, in par­tic­u­lar.” And the Seigneur de Bra­cieux cast a pro­found glance over his colos­sal ro­tun­di­ty with a loud laugh. “And do you mean se­ri­ous­ly to say you are not tired of Belle-Isle a lit­tle, and that you would not pre­fer the com­forts of your dwelling—of your epis­co­pal palace, at Vannes? Come, con­fess.”

			“No,” replied Aramis, with­out dar­ing to look at Porthos.

			“Let us stay where we are, then,” said his friend, with a sigh, which, in spite of the ef­forts he made to re­strain it, es­caped his echo­ing breast. “Let us re­main!—let us re­main! And yet,” added he, “and yet, if we se­ri­ous­ly wished, but that de­cid­ed­ly—if we had a fixed idea, one firm­ly tak­en, to re­turn to France, and there were not boats—”

			“Have you re­marked an­oth­er thing, my friend—that is, since the dis­ap­pear­ance of our barks, dur­ing the last two days’ ab­sence of fish­er­men, not a sin­gle small boat has land­ed on the shores of the isle?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly! you are right. I, too, have re­marked it, and the ob­ser­va­tion was the more nat­u­ral­ly made, for, be­fore the last two fa­tal days, barks and shal­lops were as plen­ti­ful as shrimps.”

			“I must in­quire,” said Aramis, sud­den­ly, and with great ag­i­ta­tion. “And then, if we had a raft con­struct­ed—”

			“But there are some ca­noes, my friend; shall I board one?”

			“A ca­noe!—a ca­noe! Can you think of such a thing, Porthos? A ca­noe to be up­set in. No, no,” said the bish­op of Vannes; “it is not our trade to ride up­on the waves. We will wait, we will wait.”

			And Aramis con­tin­ued walk­ing about with in­creased ag­i­ta­tion. Porthos, who grew tired of fol­low­ing all the fever­ish move­ments of his friend—Porthos, who in his faith and calm­ness un­der­stood noth­ing of the sort of ex­as­per­a­tion which was be­trayed by his com­pan­ion’s con­tin­u­al con­vul­sive starts—Porthos stopped him. “Let us sit down up­on this rock,” said he. “Place your­self there, close to me, Aramis, and I con­jure you, for the last time, to ex­plain to me in a man­ner I can com­pre­hend—ex­plain to me what we are do­ing here.”

			“Porthos,” said Aramis, much em­bar­rassed.

			“I know that the false king wished to de­throne the true king. That is a fact, that I un­der­stand. Well—”

			“Yes?” said Aramis.

			“I know that the false king formed the project of sell­ing Belle-Isle to the Eng­lish. I un­der­stand that, too.”

			“Yes?”

			“I know that we en­gi­neers and cap­tains came and threw our­selves in­to Belle-Isle to take di­rec­tion of the works, and the com­mand of ten com­pa­nies levied and paid by M. Fou­quet, or rather the ten com­pa­nies of his son-in-law. All that is plain.”

			Aramis rose in a state of great im­pa­tience. He might be said to be a li­on im­por­tuned by a gnat. Porthos held him by the arm. “But what I can­not un­der­stand, what, in spite of all the ef­forts of my mind, and all my re­flec­tions, I can­not com­pre­hend, and nev­er shall com­pre­hend, is, that in­stead of send­ing us troops, in­stead of send­ing us re­in­force­ments of men, mu­ni­tions, pro­vi­sions, they leave us with­out boats, they leave Belle-Isle with­out ar­rivals, with­out help; it is that in­stead of es­tab­lish­ing with us a cor­re­spon­dence, whether by sig­nals, or writ­ten or ver­bal com­mu­ni­ca­tions, all re­la­tions with the shore are in­ter­cept­ed. Tell me, Aramis, an­swer me, or rather, be­fore an­swer­ing me, will you al­low me to tell you what I have thought? Will you hear what my idea is, the plan I have con­ceived?”

			The bish­op raised his head. “Well! Aramis,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “I have dreamed, I have imag­ined that an event has tak­en place in France. I dreamt of M. Fou­quet all the night, of life­less fish, of bro­ken eggs, of cham­bers bad­ly fur­nished, mean­ly kept. Vil­lain­ous dreams, my dear d’Herblay; very un­lucky, such dreams!”

			“Porthos, what is that yon­der?” in­ter­rupt­ed Aramis, ris­ing sud­den­ly, and point­ing out to his friend a black spot up­on the em­pur­pled line of the wa­ter.

			“A bark!” said Porthos; “yes, it is a bark! Ah! we shall have some news at last.”

			“There are two!” cried the bish­op, on dis­cov­er­ing an­oth­er mast; “two! three! four!”

			“Five!” said Porthos, in his turn. “Six! sev­en! Ah! mon Dieu! mon Dieu! it is a fleet!”

			“Our boats re­turn­ing, prob­a­bly,” said Aramis, very un­easi­ly, in spite of the as­sur­ance he af­fect­ed.

			“They are very large for fish­ing-boats,” ob­served Porthos, “and do you not re­mark, my friend, that they come from the Loire?”

			“They come from the Loire—yes—”

			“And look! ev­ery­body here sees them as well as our­selves; look, wom­en and chil­dren are be­gin­ning to crowd the jet­ty.”

			An old fish­er­man passed. “Are those our barks, yon­der?” asked Aramis.

			The old man looked steadi­ly in­to the eye of the hori­zon.

			“No, Mon­seigneur,” replied he, “they are lighter boats, boats in the king’s ser­vice.”

			“Boats in the roy­al ser­vice?” replied Aramis, start­ing. “How do you know that?” said he.

			“By the flag.”

			“But,” said Porthos, “the boat is scarce­ly vis­i­ble; how the dev­il, my friend, can you dis­tin­guish the flag?”

			“I see there is one,” replied the old man; “our boats, trade lighters, do not car­ry any. That sort of craft is gen­er­al­ly used for trans­port of troops.”

			“Ah!” groaned Aramis.

			“Vi­vat!” cried Porthos, “they are send­ing us re­in­force­ments, don’t you think they are, Aramis?”

			“Prob­a­bly.”

			“Un­less it is the Eng­lish com­ing.”

			“By the Loire? That would have an evil look, Porthos; for they must have come through Paris!”

			“You are right; they are re­in­force­ments, de­cid­ed­ly, or pro­vi­sions.”

			Aramis leaned his head up­on his hands, and made no re­ply. Then, all at once—“Porthos,” said he, “have the alarm sound­ed.”

			“The alarm! do you imag­ine such a thing?”

			“Yes, and let the can­non­iers mount their bat­ter­ies, the ar­tillery­men be at their pieces, and be par­tic­u­lar­ly watch­ful of the coast bat­ter­ies.”

			Porthos opened his eyes to their widest ex­tent. He looked at­ten­tive­ly at his friend, to con­vince him­self he was in his prop­er sens­es.

			“I will do it, my dear Porthos,” con­tin­ued Aramis, in his bland­est tone; “I will go and have these or­ders ex­e­cut­ed my­self, if you do not go, my friend.”

			“Well! I will—in­stant­ly!” said Porthos, who went to ex­e­cute the or­ders, cast­ing all the while looks be­hind him, to see if the bish­op of Vannes were not de­ceived; and if, on re­cov­er­ing more ra­tio­nal ideas, he would not re­call him. The alarm was sound­ed, trum­pets brayed, drums rolled; the great bronze bell swung in hor­ror from its lofty bel­fry. The dikes and moles were quick­ly filled with the cu­ri­ous and sol­diers; match­es sparkled in the hands of the ar­tillery­men, placed be­hind the large can­non bed­ded in their stone car­riages. When ev­ery man was at his post, when all the prepa­ra­tions for de­fense were made: “Per­mit me, Aramis, to try to com­pre­hend,” whis­pered Porthos, timid­ly, in Aramis’s ear.

			“My dear friend, you will com­pre­hend but too soon,” mur­mured M. d’Herblay, in re­ply to this ques­tion of his lieu­tenant.

			“The fleet which is com­ing yon­der, with sails un­furled, straight to­wards the port of Belle-Isle, is a roy­al fleet, is it not?”

			“But as there are two kings in France, Porthos, to which of these two kings does this fleet be­long?”

			“Oh! you open my eyes,” replied the gi­ant, stunned by the in­sin­u­a­tion.

			And Porthos, whose eyes this re­ply of his friend’s had at last opened, or rather thick­ened the ban­dage which cov­ered his sight, went with his best speed to the bat­ter­ies to over­look his peo­ple, and ex­hort ev­ery­one to do his du­ty. In the mean­time, Aramis, with his eye fixed on the hori­zon, saw the ships con­tin­u­al­ly draw­ing near­er. The peo­ple and the sol­diers, perched on the sum­mits of the rocks, could dis­tin­guish the masts, then the low­er sails, and at last the hulls of the lighters, bear­ing at the mast­head the roy­al flag of France. It was night when one of these ves­sels, which had cre­at­ed such a sen­sa­tion among the in­hab­i­tants of Belle-Isle, dropped an­chor with­in can­non shot of the place. It was soon seen, not­with­stand­ing the dark­ness, that some sort of ag­i­ta­tion reigned on board the ves­sel, from the side of which a skiff was low­ered, of which the three row­ers, bend­ing to their oars, took the di­rec­tion of the port, and in a few in­stants struck land at the foot of the fort. The com­man­der jumped ashore. He had a let­ter in his hand, which he waved in the air, and seemed to wish to com­mu­ni­cate with some­body. This man was soon rec­og­nized by sev­er­al sol­diers as one of the pi­lots of the is­land. He was the cap­tain of one of the two barks re­tained by Aramis, but which Porthos, in his anx­i­ety with re­gard to the fate of the fish­er­men who had dis­ap­peared, had sent in search of the miss­ing boats. He asked to be con­duct­ed to M. d’Herblay. Two sol­diers, at a sig­nal from a sergeant, marched him be­tween them, and es­cort­ed him. Aramis was up­on the quay. The en­voy pre­sent­ed him­self be­fore the bish­op of Vannes. The dark­ness was al­most ab­so­lute, not­with­stand­ing the flam­beaux borne at a small dis­tance by the sol­diers who were fol­low­ing Aramis in his rounds.

			“Well, Jonathan, from whom do you come?”

			“Mon­seigneur, from those who cap­tured me.”

			“Who cap­tured you?”

			“You know, Mon­seigneur, we set out in search of our com­rades?”

			“Yes; and af­ter­wards?”

			“Well! Mon­seigneur, with­in a short league we were cap­tured by a chas­se marée be­long­ing to the king.”

			“Ah!” said Aramis.

			“Of which king?” cried Porthos.

			Jonathan start­ed.

			“Speak!” con­tin­ued the bish­op.

			“We were cap­tured, Mon­seigneur, and joined to those who had been tak­en yes­ter­day morn­ing.”

			“What was the cause of the ma­nia for cap­tur­ing you all?” said Porthos.

			“Mon­sieur, to pre­vent us from telling you,” replied Jonathan.

			Porthos was again at a loss to com­pre­hend. “And they have re­leased you to­day?” asked he.

			“That I might tell you they have cap­tured us, Mon­sieur.”

			Trou­ble up­on trou­ble, thought hon­est Porthos.

			Dur­ing this time Aramis was re­flect­ing.

			“Humph!” said he, “then I sup­pose it is a roy­al fleet blockad­ing the coasts?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Who com­mands it?”

			“The cap­tain of the king’s Mus­ke­teers.”

			“D’Artag­nan?”

			“D’Artag­nan!” ex­claimed Porthos.

			“I be­lieve that is the name.”

			“And did he give you this let­ter?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Bring the torch­es near­er.”

			“It is his writ­ing,” said Porthos.

			Aramis ea­ger­ly read the fol­low­ing lines:

			
				“Or­der of the king to take Belle-Isle; or to put the gar­ri­son to the sword, if they re­sist; or­der to make pris­on­ers of all the men of the gar­ri­son; signed, D’Artag­nan, who, the day be­fore yes­ter­day, ar­rest­ed M. Fou­quet, for the pur­pose of his be­ing sent to the Bastille.”

			

			Aramis turned pale, and crushed the pa­per in his hands.

			“What is it?” asked Porthos.

			“Noth­ing, my friend, noth­ing.”

			“Tell me, Jonathan?”

			“Mon­seigneur?”

			“Did you speak to M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“What did he say to you?”

			“That for am­pler in­for­ma­tion, he would speak with Mon­seigneur.”

			“Where?”

			“On board his own ves­sel.”

			“On board his ves­sel!” and Porthos re­peat­ed, “On board his ves­sel!”

			“M. le Mous­que­taire,” con­tin­ued Jonathan, “told me to take you both on board my ca­noe, and bring you to him.”

			“Let us go at once,” ex­claimed Porthos. “Dear d’Artag­nan!”

			But Aramis stopped him. “Are you mad?” cried he. “Who knows that it is not a snare?”

			“Of the oth­er king’s?” said Porthos, mys­te­ri­ous­ly.

			“A snare, in fact! That’s what it is, my friend.”

			“Very pos­si­bly; what is to be done, then? If d’Artag­nan sends for us—”

			“Who as­sures you that d’Artag­nan sends for us?”

			“Well, but—but his writ­ing—”

			“Writ­ing is eas­i­ly coun­ter­feit­ed. This looks coun­ter­feit­ed—un­steady—”

			“You are al­ways right; but, in the mean­time, we know noth­ing.”

			Aramis was silent.

			“It is true,” said the good Porthos, “we do not want to know any­thing.”

			“What shall I do?” asked Jonathan.

			“You will re­turn on board this cap­tain’s ves­sel.”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“And will tell him that we beg he will him­self come in­to the is­land.”

			“Ah! I com­pre­hend!” said Porthos.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur,” replied Jonathan; “but if the cap­tain should refuse to come to Belle-Isle?”

			“If he re­fus­es, as we have can­non, we will make use of them.”

			“What! against d’Artag­nan?”

			“If it is d’Artag­nan, Porthos, he will come. Go, Jonathan, go!”

			“Ma foi! I no longer com­pre­hend any­thing,” mur­mured Porthos.

			“I will make you com­pre­hend it all, my dear friend; the time for it has come; sit down up­on this gun-car­riage, open your ears, and lis­ten well to me.”

			“Oh! par­dieu! I will lis­ten, no fear of that.”

			“May I de­part, Mon­seigneur?” cried Jonathan.

			“Yes, be­gone, and bring back an an­swer. Al­low the ca­noe to pass, you men there!” And the ca­noe pushed off to re­gain the fleet.

			Aramis took Porthos by the hand, and com­menced his ex­pla­na­tions.
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				Ex­pla­na­tions by Aramis

			
			“What I have to say to you, friend Porthos, will prob­a­bly sur­prise you, but it may prove in­struc­tive.”

			“I like to be sur­prised,” said Porthos, in a kind­ly tone; “do not spare me, there­fore, I beg. I am hard­ened against emo­tions; don’t fear, speak out.”

			“It is dif­fi­cult, Porthos—dif­fi­cult; for, in truth, I warn you a sec­ond time, I have very strange things, very ex­tra­or­di­nary things, to tell you.”

			“Oh! you speak so well, my friend, that I could lis­ten to you for days to­geth­er. Speak, then, I beg—and—stop, I have an idea: I will, to make your task more easy, I will, to as­sist you in telling me such things, ques­tion you.”

			“I shall be pleased at your do­ing so.”

			“What are we go­ing to fight for, Aramis?”

			“If you ask me many such ques­tions as that—if you would ren­der my task the eas­i­er by in­ter­rupt­ing my rev­e­la­tions thus, Porthos, you will not help me at all. So far, on the con­trary, that is the very Gor­dian knot. But, my friend, with a man like you, good, gen­er­ous, and de­vot­ed, the con­fes­sion must be brave­ly made. I have de­ceived you, my wor­thy friend.”

			“You have de­ceived me!”

			“Good Heav­ens! yes.”

			“Was it for my good, Aramis?”

			“I thought so, Porthos; I thought so sin­cere­ly, my friend.”

			“Then,” said the hon­est seigneur of Bra­cieux, “you have ren­dered me a ser­vice, and I thank you for it; for if you had not de­ceived me, I might have de­ceived my­self. In what, then, have you de­ceived me, tell me?”

			“In that I was serv­ing the usurp­er against whom Louis XIV, at this mo­ment, is di­rect­ing his ef­forts.”

			“The usurp­er!” said Porthos, scratch­ing his head. “That is—well, I do not quite clear­ly com­pre­hend!”

			“He is one of the two kings who are con­tend­ing for the crown of France.”

			“Very well! Then you were serv­ing him who is not Louis XIV?”

			“You have hit the mat­ter in one word.”

			“It fol­lows that—”

			“It fol­lows that we are rebels, my poor friend.”

			“The dev­il! the dev­il!” cried Porthos, much dis­ap­point­ed.

			“Oh! but, dear Porthos, be calm, we shall still find means of get­ting out of the af­fair, trust me.”

			“It is not that which makes me un­easy,” replied Porthos; “that which alone touch­es me is that ug­ly word rebels.”

			“Ah! but—”

			“And so, ac­cord­ing to this, the duchy that was promised me—”

			“It was the usurp­er that was to give it to you.”

			“And that is not the same thing, Aramis,” said Porthos, ma­jes­ti­cal­ly.

			“My friend, if it had on­ly de­pend­ed up­on me, you should have be­come a prince.”

			Porthos be­gan to bite his nails in a melan­choly way.

			“That is where you have been wrong,” con­tin­ued he, “in de­ceiv­ing me; for that promised duchy I reck­oned up­on. Oh! I reck­oned up­on it se­ri­ous­ly, know­ing you to be a man of your word, Aramis.”

			“Poor Porthos! par­don me, I im­plore you!”

			“So, then,” con­tin­ued Porthos, with­out re­ply­ing to the bish­op’s prayer, “so then, it seems, I have quite fall­en out with Louis XIV?”

			“Oh! I will set­tle all that, my good friend, I will set­tle all that. I will take it on my­self alone!”

			“Aramis!”

			“No, no, Porthos, I con­jure you, let me act. No false gen­eros­i­ty! No in­op­por­tune de­vot­ed­ness! You knew noth­ing of my projects. You have done noth­ing of your­self. With me it is dif­fer­ent. I alone am the au­thor of this plot. I stood in need of my in­sep­a­ra­ble com­pan­ion; I called up­on you, and you came to me in re­mem­brance of our an­cient de­vice, ‘All for one, one for all.’ My crime is that I was an ego­tist.”

			“Now, that is a word I like,” said Porthos; “and see­ing that you have act­ed en­tire­ly for your­self, it is im­pos­si­ble for me to blame you. It is nat­u­ral.”

			And up­on this sub­lime re­flec­tion, Porthos pressed his friend’s hand cor­dial­ly.

			In pres­ence of this in­gen­u­ous great­ness of soul, Aramis felt his own lit­tle­ness. It was the sec­ond time he had been com­pelled to bend be­fore re­al su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of heart, which is more im­pos­ing than bril­lian­cy of mind. He replied by a mute and en­er­get­ic pres­sure to the en­dear­ment of his friend.

			“Now,” said Porthos, “that we have come to an ex­pla­na­tion, now that I am per­fect­ly aware of our sit­u­a­tion with re­spect to Louis XIV, I think, my friend, it is time to make me com­pre­hend the po­lit­i­cal in­trigue of which we are the vic­tims—for I plain­ly see there is a po­lit­i­cal in­trigue at the bot­tom of all this.”

			“D’Artag­nan, my good Porthos, d’Artag­nan is com­ing, and will de­tail it to you in all its cir­cum­stances; but, ex­cuse me, I am deeply grieved, I am bowed down with men­tal an­guish, and I have need of all my pres­ence of mind, all my pow­ers of re­flec­tion, to ex­tri­cate you from the false po­si­tion in which I have so im­pru­dent­ly in­volved you; but noth­ing can be more clear, noth­ing more plain, than your po­si­tion, hence­forth. The king Louis XIV has no longer now but one en­e­my: that en­e­my is my­self, my­self alone. I have made you a pris­on­er, you have fol­lowed me, to­day I lib­er­ate you, you fly back to your prince. You can per­ceive, Porthos, there is not one dif­fi­cul­ty in all this.”

			“Do you think so?” said Porthos.

			“I am quite sure of it.”

			“Then why,” said the ad­mirable good sense of Porthos, “then why, if we are in such an easy po­si­tion, why, my friend, do we pre­pare can­non, mus­kets, and en­gines of all sorts? It seems to me it would be much more sim­ple to say to Cap­tain d’Artag­nan: ‘My dear friend, we have been mis­tak­en; that er­ror is to be re­paired; open the door to us, let us pass through, and we will say good­bye.’ ”

			“Ah! that!” said Aramis, shak­ing his head.

			“Why do you say ‘that’? Do you not ap­prove of my plan, my friend?”

			“I see a dif­fi­cul­ty in it.”

			“What is it?”

			“The hy­poth­e­sis that d’Artag­nan may come with or­ders which will oblige us to de­fend our­selves.”

			“What! de­fend our­selves against d’Artag­nan? Fol­ly! Against the good d’Artag­nan!”

			Aramis once more replied by shak­ing his head.

			“Porthos,” at length said he, “if I have had the match­es light­ed and the guns point­ed, if I have had the sig­nal of alarm sound­ed, if I have called ev­ery man to his post up­on the ram­parts, those good ram­parts of Belle-Isle which you have so well for­ti­fied, it was not for noth­ing. Wait to judge; or rather, no, do not wait—”

			“What can I do?”

			“If I knew, my friend, I would have told you.”

			“But there is one thing much more sim­ple than de­fend­ing our­selves:—a boat, and away for France—where—”

			“My dear friend,” said Aramis, smil­ing with a strong shade of sad­ness, “do not let us rea­son like chil­dren; let us be men in coun­cil and in ex­e­cu­tion.—But, hark! I hear a hail for land­ing at the port. At­ten­tion, Porthos, se­ri­ous at­ten­tion!”

			“It is d’Artag­nan, no doubt,” said Porthos, in a voice of thun­der, ap­proach­ing the para­pet.

			“Yes, it is I,” replied the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, run­ning light­ly up the steps of the mole, and gain­ing rapid­ly the lit­tle es­planade on which his two friends wait­ed for him. As soon as he came to­wards them, Porthos and Aramis ob­served an of­fi­cer who fol­lowed d’Artag­nan, tread­ing ap­par­ent­ly in his very steps. The cap­tain stopped up­on the stairs of the mole, when half­way up. His com­pan­ion im­i­tat­ed him.

			“Make your men draw back,” cried d’Artag­nan to Porthos and Aramis; “let them re­tire out of hear­ing.” This or­der, giv­en by Porthos, was ex­e­cut­ed im­me­di­ate­ly. Then d’Artag­nan, turn­ing to­wards him who fol­lowed him:

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “we are no longer on board the king’s fleet, where, in virtue of your or­der, you spoke so ar­ro­gant­ly to me, just now.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the of­fi­cer, “I did not speak ar­ro­gant­ly to you; I sim­ply, but rig­or­ous­ly, obeyed in­struc­tions. I was com­mand­ed to fol­low you. I fol­low you. I am di­rect­ed not to al­low you to com­mu­ni­cate with any­one with­out tak­ing cog­nizance of what you do; I am in du­ty bound, ac­cord­ing­ly, to over­hear your con­ver­sa­tions.”

			D’Artag­nan trem­bled with rage, and Porthos and Aramis, who heard this di­a­logue, trem­bled like­wise, but with un­easi­ness and fear. D’Artag­nan, bit­ing his mus­tache with that vi­vac­i­ty which de­not­ed in him ex­as­per­a­tion, close­ly to be fol­lowed by an ex­plo­sion, ap­proached the of­fi­cer.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, in a low voice, so much the more im­pres­sive, that, af­fect­ing calm, it threat­ened tem­pest—“Mon­sieur, when I sent a ca­noe hith­er, you wished to know what I wrote to the de­fend­ers of Belle-Isle. You pro­duced an or­der to that ef­fect; and, in my turn, I in­stant­ly showed you the note I had writ­ten. When the skip­per of the boat sent by me re­turned, when I re­ceived the re­ply of these two gen­tle­men” (and he point­ed to Aramis and Porthos), “you heard ev­ery word of what the mes­sen­ger said. All that was plain­ly in your or­ders, all that was well ex­e­cut­ed, very punc­tu­al­ly, was it not?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” stam­mered the of­fi­cer; “yes, with­out doubt, but—”

			“Mon­sieur,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, grow­ing warm—“Mon­sieur, when I man­i­fest­ed the in­ten­tion of quit­ting my ves­sel to cross to Belle-Isle, you de­mand­ed to ac­com­pa­ny me; I did not hes­i­tate; I brought you with me. You are now at Belle-Isle, are you not?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur; but—”

			“But—the ques­tion no longer is of M. Col­bert, who has giv­en you that or­der, or of whom­so­ev­er in the world you are fol­low­ing the in­struc­tions; the ques­tion now is of a man who is a clog up­on M. d’Artag­nan, and who is alone with M. d’Artag­nan up­on steps whose feet are bathed by thir­ty feet of salt wa­ter; a bad po­si­tion for that man, a bad po­si­tion, Mon­sieur! I warn you.”

			“But, Mon­sieur, if I am a re­straint up­on you,” said the of­fi­cer, timid­ly, and al­most faint­ly, “it is my du­ty which—”

			“Mon­sieur, you have had the mis­for­tune, ei­ther you or those that sent you, to in­sult me. It is done. I can­not seek re­dress from those who em­ploy you—they are un­known to me, or are at too great a dis­tance. But you are un­der my hand, and I swear that if you make one step be­hind me when I raise my feet to go up to those gen­tle­men, I swear to you by my name, I will cleave your head in two with my sword, and pitch you in­to the wa­ter. Oh! it will hap­pen! it will hap­pen! I have on­ly been six times an­gry in my life, Mon­sieur, and all five pre­ced­ing times I killed my man.”

			The of­fi­cer did not stir; he be­came pale un­der this ter­ri­ble threat, but replied with sim­plic­i­ty, “Mon­sieur, you are wrong in act­ing against my or­ders.”

			Porthos and Aramis, mute and trem­bling at the top of the para­pet, cried to the mus­ke­teer, “Good d’Artag­nan, take care!”

			D’Artag­nan made them a sign to keep si­lence, raised his foot with omi­nous calm­ness to mount the stair, and turned round, sword in hand, to see if the of­fi­cer fol­lowed him. The of­fi­cer made a sign of the cross and stepped up. Porthos and Aramis, who knew their d’Artag­nan, ut­tered a cry, and rushed down to pre­vent the blow they thought they al­ready heard. But d’Artag­nan passed his sword in­to his left hand—

			“Mon­sieur,” said he to the of­fi­cer, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice, “you are a brave man. You will all the bet­ter com­pre­hend what I am go­ing to say to you now.”

			“Speak, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, speak,” replied the of­fi­cer.

			“These gen­tle­men we have just seen, and against whom you have or­ders, are my friends.”

			“I know they are, Mon­sieur.”

			“You can un­der­stand whether or not I ought to act to­wards them as your in­struc­tions pre­scribe.”

			“I un­der­stand your re­serve.”

			“Very well; per­mit me, then, to con­verse with them with­out a wit­ness.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, if I yield to your re­quest, if I do that which you beg me, I break my word; but if I do not do it, I dis­oblige you. I pre­fer the one dilem­ma to the oth­er. Con­verse with your friends, and do not de­spise me, Mon­sieur, for do­ing this for your sake, whom I es­teem and hon­or; do not de­spise me for com­mit­ting for you, and you alone, an un­wor­thy act.” D’Artag­nan, much ag­i­tat­ed, threw his arm round the neck of the young man, and then went up to his friends. The of­fi­cer, en­veloped in his cloak, sat down on the damp, weed-cov­ered steps.

			“Well!” said d’Artag­nan to his friends, “such is my po­si­tion, judge for your­selves.” All three em­braced as in the glo­ri­ous days of their youth.

			“What is the mean­ing of all these prepa­ra­tions?” said Porthos.

			“You ought to have a sus­pi­cion of what they sig­ni­fy,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Not any, I as­sure you, my dear cap­tain; for, in fact, I have done noth­ing, no more has Aramis,” the wor­thy baron has­tened to say.

			D’Artag­nan dart­ed a re­proach­ful look at the prelate, which pen­e­trat­ed that hard­ened heart.

			“Dear Porthos!” cried the bish­op of Vannes.

			“You see what is be­ing done against you,” said d’Artag­nan; “in­ter­cep­tion of all boats com­ing to or go­ing from Belle-Isle. Your means of trans­port seized. If you had en­deav­ored to fly, you would have fall­en in­to the hands of the cruis­ers that plow the sea in all di­rec­tions, on the watch for you. The king wants you to be tak­en, and he will take you.” D’Artag­nan tore at his gray mus­tache. Aramis grew somber, Porthos an­gry.

			“My idea was this,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan: “to make you both come on board, to keep you near me, and re­store you your lib­er­ty. But now, who can say, when I re­turn to my ship, I may not find a su­pe­ri­or; that I may not find se­cret or­ders which will take from me my com­mand, and give it to an­oth­er, who will dis­pose of me and you with­out hope of help?”

			“We must re­main at Belle-Isle,” said Aramis, res­o­lute­ly; “and I as­sure you, for my part, I will not sur­ren­der eas­i­ly.” Porthos said noth­ing. D’Artag­nan re­marked the si­lence of his friend.

			“I have an­oth­er tri­al to make of this of­fi­cer, of this brave fel­low who ac­com­pa­nies me, and whose coura­geous re­sis­tance makes me very hap­py; for it de­notes an hon­est man, who, though an en­e­my, is a thou­sand times bet­ter than a com­plaisant cow­ard. Let us try to learn from him what his in­struc­tions are, and what his or­ders per­mit or for­bid.”

			“Let us try,” said Aramis.

			D’Artag­nan went to the para­pet, leaned over to­wards the steps of the mole, and called the of­fi­cer, who im­me­di­ate­ly came up. “Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, af­ter hav­ing ex­changed the cor­dial cour­te­sies nat­u­ral be­tween gen­tle­men who know and ap­pre­ci­ate each oth­er, “Mon­sieur, if I wished to take away these gen­tle­men from here, what would you do?”

			“I should not op­pose it, Mon­sieur; but hav­ing di­rect ex­plic­it or­ders to put them un­der guard, I should de­tain them.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“That’s all over,” said Aramis, gloomi­ly. Porthos did not stir.

			“But still take Porthos,” said the bish­op of Vannes. “He can prove to the king, and I will help him do so, and you too, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that he had noth­ing to do with this af­fair.”

			“Hum!” said d’Artag­nan. “Will you come? Will you fol­low me, Porthos? The king is mer­ci­ful.”

			“I want time for re­flec­tion,” said Porthos.

			“You will re­main here, then?”

			“Un­til fresh or­ders,” said Aramis, with vi­vac­i­ty.

			“Un­til we have an idea,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan; “and I now be­lieve that will not be long, for I have one al­ready.”

			“Let us say adieu, then,” said Aramis; “but in truth, my good Porthos, you ought to go.”

			“No,” said the lat­ter, la­con­i­cal­ly.

			“As you please,” replied Aramis, a lit­tle wound­ed in his sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ties at the mo­rose tone of his com­pan­ion. “On­ly I am re­as­sured by the prom­ise of an idea from d’Artag­nan, an idea I fan­cy I have di­vined.”

			“Let us see,” said the mus­ke­teer, plac­ing his ear near Aramis’s mouth. The lat­ter spoke sev­er­al words rapid­ly, to which d’Artag­nan replied, “That is it, pre­cise­ly.”

			“In­fal­li­ble!” cried Aramis.

			“Dur­ing the first emo­tion this res­o­lu­tion will cause, take care of your­self, Aramis.”

			“Oh! don’t be afraid.”

			“Now, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan to the of­fi­cer, “thanks, a thou­sand thanks! You have made your­self three friends for life.”

			“Yes,” added Aramis. Porthos alone said noth­ing, but mere­ly bowed.

			D’Artag­nan, hav­ing ten­der­ly em­braced his two old friends, left Belle-Isle with the in­sep­a­ra­ble com­pan­ion with whom M. Col­bert had sad­dled him. Thus, with the ex­cep­tion of the ex­pla­na­tion with which the wor­thy Porthos had been will­ing to be sat­is­fied, noth­ing had changed in ap­pear­ance in the fate of one or the oth­er, “On­ly,” said Aramis, “there is d’Artag­nan’s idea.”

			D’Artag­nan did not re­turn on board with­out pro­found­ly an­a­lyz­ing the idea he had dis­cov­ered. Now, we know that what­ev­er d’Artag­nan did ex­am­ine, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, day­light was cer­tain to il­lu­mi­nate. As to the of­fi­cer, now grown mute again, he had full time for med­i­ta­tion. There­fore, on putting his foot on board his ves­sel, moored with­in can­non-shot of the is­land, the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers had al­ready got to­geth­er all his means, of­fen­sive and de­fen­sive.

			He im­me­di­ate­ly as­sem­bled his coun­cil, which con­sist­ed of the of­fi­cers serv­ing un­der his or­ders. These were eight in num­ber; a chief of the mar­itime forces; a ma­jor di­rect­ing the ar­tillery; an en­gi­neer, the of­fi­cer we are ac­quaint­ed with, and four lieu­tenants. Hav­ing as­sem­bled them, d’Artag­nan arose, took of his hat, and ad­dressed them thus:

			“Gen­tle­men, I have been to re­con­noi­ter Belle-Île-en-Mer, and I have found in it a good and sol­id gar­ri­son; more­over, prepa­ra­tions are made for a de­fense that may prove trou­ble­some. I there­fore in­tend to send for two of the prin­ci­pal of­fi­cers of the place, that we may con­verse with them. Hav­ing sep­a­rat­ed them from their troops and can­non, we shall be bet­ter able to deal with them; par­tic­u­lar­ly by rea­son­ing with them. Is not this your opin­ion, gen­tle­men?”

			The ma­jor of ar­tillery rose.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, with re­spect, but firm­ness, “I have heard you say that the place is pre­par­ing to make a trou­ble­some de­fense. The place is then, as you know, de­ter­mined on re­bel­lion?”

			D’Artag­nan was vis­i­bly put out by this re­ply; but he was not the man to al­low him­self to be sub­dued by a tri­fle, and re­sumed:

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “your re­ply is just. But you are ig­no­rant that Belle-Isle is a fief of M. Fou­quet’s, and that for­mer mon­archs gave the right to the seigneurs of Belle-Isle to arm their peo­ple.” The ma­jor made a move­ment. “Oh! do not in­ter­rupt me,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan. “You are go­ing to tell me that that right to arm them­selves against the Eng­lish was not a right to arm them­selves against their king. But it is not M. Fou­quet, I sup­pose, who holds Belle-Isle at this mo­ment, since I ar­rest­ed M. Fou­quet the day be­fore yes­ter­day. Now the in­hab­i­tants and de­fend­ers of Belle-Isle know noth­ing of this ar­rest. You would an­nounce it to them in vain. It is a thing so un­heard-of and ex­tra­or­di­nary, so un­ex­pect­ed, that they would not be­lieve you. A Bre­ton serves his mas­ter, and not his mas­ters; he serves his mas­ter till he has seen him dead. Now the Bre­tons, as far as I know, have not seen the body of M. Fou­quet. It is not, then, sur­pris­ing they hold out against that which is nei­ther M. Fou­quet nor his sig­na­ture.”

			The ma­jor bowed in to­ken of as­sent.

			“That is why,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I pro­pose to cause two of the prin­ci­pal of­fi­cers of the gar­ri­son to come on board my ves­sel. They will see you, gen­tle­men; they will see the forces we have at our dis­pos­al; they will con­se­quent­ly know to what they have to trust, and the fate that at­tends them, in case of re­bel­lion. We will af­firm to them, up­on our hon­or, that M. Fou­quet is a pris­on­er, and that all re­sis­tance can on­ly be prej­u­di­cial to them. We will tell them that at the first can­non fired, there will be no fur­ther hope of mer­cy from the king. Then, or so at least I trust, they will re­sist no longer. They will yield up with­out fight­ing, and we shall have a place giv­en up to us in a friend­ly way which it might cost prodi­gious ef­forts to sub­due.”

			The of­fi­cer who had fol­lowed d’Artag­nan to Belle-Isle was pre­par­ing to speak, but d’Artag­nan in­ter­rupt­ed him.

			“Yes, I know what you are go­ing to tell me, Mon­sieur; I know that there is an or­der of the king’s to pre­vent all se­cret com­mu­ni­ca­tions with the de­fend­ers of Belle-Isle, and that is ex­act­ly why I do not of­fer to com­mu­ni­cate ex­cept in pres­ence of my staff.”

			And d’Artag­nan made an in­cli­na­tion of the head to his of­fi­cers, who knew him well enough to at­tach a cer­tain val­ue to the con­de­scen­sion.

			The of­fi­cers looked at each oth­er as if to read each oth­er’s opin­ions in their eyes, with the in­ten­tion of ev­i­dent­ly act­ing, should they agree, ac­cord­ing to the de­sire of d’Artag­nan. And al­ready the lat­ter saw with joy that the re­sult of their con­sent would be send­ing a bark to Porthos and Aramis, when the king’s of­fi­cer drew from a pock­et a fold­ed pa­per, which he placed in the hands of d’Artag­nan.

			This pa­per bore up­on its su­per­scrip­tion the num­ber 1.

			“What, more!” mur­mured the sur­prised cap­tain.

			“Read, Mon­sieur,” said the of­fi­cer, with a cour­tesy that was not free from sad­ness.

			D’Artag­nan, full of mis­trust, un­fold­ed the pa­per, and read these words:

			
				“Pro­hi­bi­tion to M. d’Artag­nan to as­sem­ble any coun­cil what­ev­er, or to de­lib­er­ate in any way be­fore Belle-Isle be sur­ren­dered and the pris­on­ers shot. Signed—Louis.”

			

			D’Artag­nan re­pressed the quiver of im­pa­tience that ran through his whole body, and with a gra­cious smile:

			“That is well, Mon­sieur,” said he; “the king’s or­ders shall be com­plied with.”

		
	
		
			
				251

				Re­sult of the Ideas of the King, and the Ideas of d’Artag­nan

			
			The blow was di­rect. It was se­vere, mor­tal. D’Artag­nan, fu­ri­ous at hav­ing been an­tic­i­pat­ed by an idea of the king’s, did not de­spair, how­ev­er, even yet; and re­flect­ing up­on the idea he had brought back from Belle-Isle, he elicit­ed there­from nov­el means of safe­ty for his friends.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said he, sud­den­ly, “since the king has charged some oth­er than my­self with his se­cret or­ders, it must be be­cause I no longer pos­sess his con­fi­dence, and I should re­al­ly be un­wor­thy of it if I had the courage to hold a com­mand sub­ject to so many in­ju­ri­ous sus­pi­cions. There­fore I will go im­me­di­ate­ly and car­ry my res­ig­na­tion to the king. I ten­der it be­fore you all, en­join­ing you all to fall back with me up­on the coast of France, in such a way as not to com­pro­mise the safe­ty of the forces His Majesty has con­fid­ed to me. For this pur­pose, re­turn all to your posts; with­in an hour, we shall have the ebb of the tide. To your posts, gen­tle­men! I sup­pose,” added he, on see­ing that all pre­pared to obey him, ex­cept the surveil­lant of­fi­cer, “you have no or­ders to ob­ject, this time?”

			And d’Artag­nan al­most tri­umphed while speak­ing these words. This plan would prove the safe­ty of his friends. The block­ade once raised, they might em­bark im­me­di­ate­ly, and set sail for Eng­land or Spain, with­out fear of be­ing mo­lest­ed. Whilst they were mak­ing their es­cape, d’Artag­nan would re­turn to the king; would jus­ti­fy his re­turn by the in­dig­na­tion which the mis­trust of Col­bert had raised in him; he would be sent back with full pow­ers, and he would take Belle-Isle; that is to say, the cage, af­ter the birds had flown. But to this plan the of­fi­cer op­posed a fur­ther or­der of the king’s. It was thus con­ceived:

			
				“From the mo­ment M. d’Artag­nan shall have man­i­fest­ed the de­sire of giv­ing in his res­ig­na­tion, he shall no longer be reck­oned lead­er of the ex­pe­di­tion, and ev­ery of­fi­cer placed un­der his or­ders shall be held to no longer obey him. More­over, the said Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, hav­ing lost that qual­i­ty of lead­er of the army sent against Belle-Isle, shall set out im­me­di­ate­ly for France, ac­com­pa­nied by the of­fi­cer who will have re­mit­ted the mes­sage to him, and who will con­sid­er him a pris­on­er for whom he is an­swer­able.”

			

			Brave and care­less as he was, d’Artag­nan turned pale. Ev­ery­thing had been cal­cu­lat­ed with a depth of pre­cog­ni­tion which, for the first time in thir­ty years, re­called to him the sol­id fore­sight and in­flex­i­ble log­ic of the great car­di­nal. He leaned his head on his hand, thought­ful, scarce­ly breath­ing. If I were to put this or­der in my pock­et, thought he, who would know it, what would pre­vent my do­ing it? Be­fore the king had had time to be in­formed, I should have saved those poor fel­lows yon­der. Let us ex­er­cise some small au­dac­i­ty! My head is not one of those the ex­e­cu­tion­er strikes off for dis­obe­di­ence. We will dis­obey! But at the mo­ment he was about to adopt this plan, he saw the of­fi­cers around him read­ing sim­i­lar or­ders, which the pas­sive agent of the thoughts of that in­fer­nal Col­bert had dis­trib­uted to them. This con­tin­gen­cy of his dis­obe­di­ence had been fore­seen—as all the rest had been.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the of­fi­cer, com­ing up to him, “I await your good plea­sure to de­part.”

			“I am ready, Mon­sieur,” replied d’Artag­nan, grind­ing his teeth.

			The of­fi­cer im­me­di­ate­ly or­dered a ca­noe to re­ceive M. d’Artag­nan and him­self. At sight of this he be­came al­most dis­traught with rage.

			“How,” stam­mered he, “will you car­ry on the di­rec­tions of the dif­fer­ent corps?”

			“When you are gone, Mon­sieur,” replied the com­man­der of the fleet, “it is to me the com­mand of the whole is com­mit­ted.”

			“Then, Mon­sieur,” re­joined Col­bert’s man, ad­dress­ing the new lead­er, “it is for you that this last or­der re­mit­ted to me is in­tend­ed. Let us see your pow­ers.”

			“Here they are,” said the of­fi­cer, ex­hibit­ing the roy­al sig­na­ture.

			“Here are your in­struc­tions,” replied the of­fi­cer, plac­ing the fold­ed pa­per in his hands; and turn­ing round to­wards d’Artag­nan, “Come, Mon­sieur,” said he, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice (such de­spair did he be­hold in that man of iron), “do me the fa­vor to de­part at once.”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly!” ar­tic­u­lat­ed d’Artag­nan, fee­bly, sub­dued, crushed by im­pla­ca­ble im­pos­si­bil­i­ty.

			And he painful­ly sub­sid­ed in­to the lit­tle boat, which start­ed, fa­vored by wind and tide, for the coast of France. The king’s Guards em­barked with him. The mus­ke­teer still pre­served the hope of reach­ing Nantes quick­ly, and of plead­ing the cause of his friends elo­quent­ly enough to in­cline the king to mer­cy. The bark flew like a swal­low. D’Artag­nan dis­tinct­ly saw the land of France pro­filed in black against the white clouds of night.

			“Ah! Mon­sieur,” said he, in a low voice, to the of­fi­cer to whom, for an hour, he had ceased speak­ing, “what would I give to know the in­struc­tions for the new com­man­der! They are all pa­cif­ic, are they not? and—”

			He did not fin­ish; the thun­der of a dis­tant can­non rolled athwart the waves, an­oth­er, and two or three still loud­er. D’Artag­nan shud­dered.

			“They have com­menced the siege of Belle-Isle,” replied the of­fi­cer. The ca­noe had just touched the soil of France.
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				The An­ces­tors of Porthos

			
			When d’Artag­nan left Aramis and Porthos, the lat­ter re­turned to the prin­ci­pal fort, in or­der to con­verse with greater lib­er­ty. Porthos, still thought­ful, was a re­straint on Aramis, whose mind had nev­er felt it­self more free.

			“Dear Porthos,” said he, sud­den­ly, “I will ex­plain d’Artag­nan’s idea to you.”

			“What idea, Aramis?”

			“An idea to which we shall owe our lib­er­ty with­in twelve hours.”

			“Ah! in­deed!” said Porthos, much as­ton­ished. “Let us hear it.”

			“Did you re­mark, in the scene our friend had with the of­fi­cer, that cer­tain or­ders con­strained him with re­gard to us?”

			“Yes, I did no­tice that.”

			“Well! D’Artag­nan is go­ing to give in his res­ig­na­tion to the king, and dur­ing the con­fu­sion that will re­sult from his ab­sence, we will get away, or rather you will get away, Porthos, if there is pos­si­bil­i­ty of flight for on­ly one.”

			Here Porthos shook his head and replied: “We will es­cape to­geth­er, Aramis, or we will stay to­geth­er.”

			“Thine is a right, a gen­er­ous heart,” said Aramis, “on­ly your melan­choly un­easi­ness af­fects me.”

			“I am not un­easy,” said Porthos.

			“Then you are an­gry with me.”

			“I am not an­gry with you.”

			“Then why, my friend, do you put on such a dis­mal coun­te­nance?”

			“I will tell you; I am mak­ing my will.” And while say­ing these words, the good Porthos looked sad­ly in the face of Aramis.

			“Your will!” cried the bish­op. “What, then! do you think your­self lost?”

			“I feel fa­tigued. It is the first time, and there is a cus­tom in our fam­i­ly.”

			“What is it, my friend?”

			“My grand­fa­ther was a man twice as strong as I am.”

			“In­deed!” said Aramis; “then your grand­fa­ther must have been Sam­son him­self.”

			“No; his name was An­toine. Well! he was about my age, when, set­ting out one day for the chase, he felt his legs weak, the man who had nev­er known what weak­ness was be­fore.”

			“What was the mean­ing of that fa­tigue, my friend?”

			“Noth­ing good, as you will see; for hav­ing set out, com­plain­ing still of weak­ness of the legs, he met a wild boar, which made head against him; he missed him with his ar­que­buse, and was ripped up by the beast and died im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“There is no rea­son in that why you should alarm your­self, dear Porthos.”

			“Oh! you will see. My fa­ther was as strong again as I am. He was a rough sol­dier, un­der Hen­ry III and Hen­ry IV; his name was not An­toine, but Gas­pard, the same as M. de Col­igny. Al­ways on horse­back, he had nev­er known what las­si­tude was. One evening, as he rose from ta­ble, his legs failed him.”

			“He had supped hearti­ly, per­haps,” said Aramis, “and that was why he stag­gered.”

			“Bah! A friend of M. de Bas­som­pierre, non­sense! No, no, he was as­ton­ished at this las­si­tude, and said to my moth­er, who laughed at him, ‘Would not one be­lieve I was go­ing to meet with a wild boar, as the late M. du Val­lon, my fa­ther did?’ ”

			“Well?” said Aramis.

			“Well, hav­ing this weak­ness, my fa­ther in­sist­ed up­on go­ing down in­to the gar­den, in­stead of go­ing to bed; his foot slipped on the first stair, the stair­case was steep; my fa­ther fell against a stone in which an iron hinge was fixed. The hinge gashed his tem­ple; and he was stretched out dead up­on the spot.”

			Aramis raised his eyes to his friend: “These are two ex­tra­or­di­nary cir­cum­stances,” said he; “let us not in­fer that there may suc­ceed a third. It is not be­com­ing in a man of your strength to be su­per­sti­tious, my brave Porthos. Be­sides, when were your legs known to fail? Nev­er have you stood so firm, so haugh­ti­ly; why, you could car­ry a house on your shoul­ders.”

			“At this mo­ment,” said Porthos, “I feel my­self pret­ty ac­tive; but at times I vac­il­late; I sink; and late­ly this phe­nom­e­non, as you say, has oc­curred four times. I will not say this fright­ens me, but it an­noys me. Life is an agree­able thing. I have mon­ey; I have fine es­tates; I have hors­es that I love; I have al­so friends that I love: D’Artag­nan, Athos, Raoul, and you.”

			The ad­mirable Porthos did not even take the trou­ble to dis­sim­u­late in the very pres­ence of Aramis the rank he gave him in his friend­ship. Aramis pressed his hand: “We will still live many years,” said he, “to pre­serve to the world such spec­i­mens of its rarest men. Trust your­self to me, my friend; we have no re­ply from d’Artag­nan, that is a good sign. He must have giv­en or­ders to get the ves­sels to­geth­er and clear the seas. On my part I have just is­sued di­rec­tions that a bark should be rolled on rollers to the mouth of the great cav­ern of Loc­maria, which you know, where we have so of­ten lain in wait for the fox­es.”

			“Yes, and which ter­mi­nates at the lit­tle creek by a trench where we dis­cov­ered the day that splen­did fox es­caped that way.”

			“Pre­cise­ly. In case of mis­for­tunes, a bark is to be con­cealed for us in that cav­ern; in­deed, it must be there by this time. We will wait for a fa­vor­able mo­ment, and dur­ing the night we will go to sea!”

			“That is a grand idea. What shall we gain by it?”

			“We shall gain this—no­body knows that grot­to, or rather its is­sue, ex­cept our­selves and two or three hunters of the is­land; we shall gain this—that if the is­land is oc­cu­pied, the scouts, see­ing no bark up­on the shore, will nev­er imag­ine we can es­cape, and will cease to watch.”

			“I un­der­stand.”

			“Well! that weak­ness in the legs?”

			“Oh! bet­ter, much, just now.”

			“You see, then, plain­ly, that ev­ery­thing con­spires to give us qui­etude and hope. D’Artag­nan will sweep the sea and leave us free. No roy­al fleet or de­scent to be dread­ed. Vive Dieu! Porthos, we have still half a cen­tu­ry of mag­nif­i­cent ad­ven­ture be­fore us, and if I once touch Span­ish ground, I swear to you,” added the bish­op with ter­ri­ble en­er­gy, “that your brevet of duke is not such a chance as it is said to be.”

			“We live by hope,” said Porthos, en­livened by the warmth of his com­pan­ion.

			All at once a cry re­sound­ed in their ears: “To arms! to arms!”

			This cry, re­peat­ed by a hun­dred throats, pierc­ing the cham­ber where the two friends were con­vers­ing, car­ried sur­prise to one, and un­easi­ness to the oth­er. Aramis opened the win­dow; he saw a crowd of peo­ple run­ning with flam­beaux. Wom­en were seek­ing places of safe­ty, the armed pop­u­la­tion were has­ten­ing to their posts.

			“The fleet! the fleet!” cried a sol­dier, who rec­og­nized Aramis.

			“The fleet?” re­peat­ed the lat­ter.

			“With­in half can­non-shot,” con­tin­ued the sol­dier.

			“To arms!” cried Aramis.

			“To arms!” re­peat­ed Porthos, for­mi­da­bly. And both rushed forth to­wards the mole to place them­selves with­in the shel­ter of the bat­ter­ies. Boats, laden with sol­diers, were seen ap­proach­ing; and in three di­rec­tions, for the pur­pose of land­ing at three points at once.

			“What must be done?” said an of­fi­cer of the guard.

			“Stop them; and if they per­sist, fire!” said Aramis.

			Five min­utes lat­er, the can­non­ade com­menced. These were the shots that d’Artag­nan had heard as he land­ed in France. But the boats were too near the mole to al­low the can­non to aim cor­rect­ly. They land­ed, and the com­bat com­menced hand to hand.

			“What’s the mat­ter, Porthos?” said Aramis to his friend.

			“Noth­ing! noth­ing!—on­ly my legs; it is re­al­ly in­com­pre­hen­si­ble!—they will be bet­ter when we charge.” In fact, Porthos and Aramis did charge with such vig­or, and so thor­ough­ly an­i­mat­ed their men, that the roy­al­ists re-em­barked pre­cip­i­tate­ly, with­out gain­ing any­thing but the wounds they car­ried away.

			“Eh! but Porthos,” cried Aramis, “we must have a pris­on­er, quick! quick!” Porthos bent over the stair of the mole, and seized by the nape of the neck one of the of­fi­cers of the roy­al army who was wait­ing to em­bark till all his peo­ple should be in the boat. The arm of the gi­ant lift­ed up his prey, which served him as a buck­ler, and he re­cov­ered him­self with­out a shot be­ing fired at him.

			“Here is a pris­on­er for you,” said Porthos cool­ly to Aramis.

			“Well!” cried the lat­ter, laugh­ing, “did you not ca­lum­ni­ate your legs?”

			“It was not with my legs I cap­tured him,” said Porthos, “it was with my arms!”
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				The Son of Bis­car­rat

			
			The Bre­tons of the Isle were very proud of this vic­to­ry; Aramis did not en­cour­age them in the feel­ing.

			“What will hap­pen,” said he to Porthos, when ev­ery­body was gone home, “will be that the anger of the king will be roused by the ac­count of the re­sis­tance; and that these brave peo­ple will be dec­i­mat­ed or shot when they are tak­en, which can­not fail to take place.”

			“From which it re­sults, then,” said Porthos, “that what we have done is of not the slight­est use.”

			“For the mo­ment it may be,” replied the bish­op, “for we have a pris­on­er from whom we shall learn what our en­e­mies are pre­par­ing to do.”

			“Yes, let us in­ter­ro­gate the pris­on­er,” said Porthos, “and the means of mak­ing him speak are very sim­ple. We are go­ing to sup­per; we will in­vite him to join us; as he drinks he will talk.”

			This was done. The of­fi­cer was at first rather un­easy, but be­came re­as­sured on see­ing what sort of men he had to deal with. He gave, with­out hav­ing any fear of com­pro­mis­ing him­self, all the de­tails imag­in­able of the res­ig­na­tion and de­par­ture of d’Artag­nan. He ex­plained how, af­ter that de­par­ture, the new lead­er of the ex­pe­di­tion had or­dered a sur­prise up­on Belle-Isle. There his ex­pla­na­tions stopped. Aramis and Porthos ex­changed a glance that evinced their de­spair. No more de­pen­dence to be placed now on d’Artag­nan’s fer­tile imag­i­na­tion—no fur­ther re­source in the event of de­feat. Aramis, con­tin­u­ing his in­ter­ro­ga­tions, asked the pris­on­er what the lead­ers of the ex­pe­di­tion con­tem­plat­ed do­ing with the lead­ers of Belle-Isle.

			“The or­ders are,” replied he, “to kill dur­ing com­bat, or hang af­ter­wards.”

			Porthos and Aramis looked at each oth­er again, and the col­or mount­ed to their faces.

			“I am too light for the gal­lows,” replied Aramis; “peo­ple like me are not hung.”

			“And I am too heavy,” said Porthos; “peo­ple like me break the cord.”

			“I am sure,” said the pris­on­er, gal­lant­ly, “that we could have guar­an­teed you the ex­act kind of death you pre­ferred.”

			“A thou­sand thanks!” said Aramis, se­ri­ous­ly. Porthos bowed.

			“One more cup of wine to your health,” said he, drink­ing him­self. From one sub­ject to an­oth­er the chat with the of­fi­cer was pro­longed. He was an in­tel­li­gent gen­tle­man, and suf­fered him­self to be led on by the charm of Aramis’s wit and Porthos’s cor­dial bon­homie.

			“Par­don me,” said he, “if I ad­dress a ques­tion to you; but men who are in their sixth bot­tle have a clear right to for­get them­selves a lit­tle.”

			“Ad­dress it!” cried Porthos; “ad­dress it!”

			“Speak,” said Aramis.

			“Were you not, gen­tle­men, both in the Mus­ke­teers of the late king?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, and amongst the best of them, if you please,” said Porthos.

			“That is true; I should say even the best of all sol­diers, messieurs, if I did not fear to of­fend the mem­o­ry of my fa­ther.”

			“Of your fa­ther?” cried Aramis.

			“Do you know what my name is?”

			“Ma foi! no, Mon­sieur; but you can tell us, and—”

			“I am called Georges de Bis­car­rat.”

			“Oh!” cried Porthos, in his turn. “Bis­car­rat! Do you re­mem­ber that name, Aramis?”

			“Bis­car­rat!” re­flect­ed the bish­op. “It seems to me—”

			“Try to rec­ol­lect, Mon­sieur,” said the of­fi­cer.

			“Par­dieu! that won’t take me long,” said Porthos. “Bis­car­rat—called Car­di­nal—one of the four who in­ter­rupt­ed us on the day on which we formed our friend­ship with d’Artag­nan, sword in hand.”

			“Pre­cise­ly, gen­tle­men.”

			“The on­ly one,” cried Aramis, ea­ger­ly, “we could not scratch.”

			“Con­se­quent­ly, a cap­i­tal blade?” said the pris­on­er.

			“That’s true! most true!” ex­claimed both friends to­geth­er. “Ma foi! Mon­sieur Bis­car­rat, we are de­light­ed to make the ac­quain­tance of such a brave man’s son.”

			Bis­car­rat pressed the hands held out by the two mus­ke­teers. Aramis looked at Porthos as much as to say, “Here is a man who will help us,” and with­out de­lay—“Con­fess, Mon­sieur,” said he, “that it is good to have once been a good man.”

			“My fa­ther al­ways said so, Mon­sieur.”

			“Con­fess, like­wise, that it is a sad cir­cum­stance in which you find your­self, of fall­ing in with men des­tined to be shot or hung, and to learn that these men are old ac­quain­tances, in fact, hered­i­tary friends.”

			“Oh! you are not re­served for such a fright­ful fate as that, messieurs and friends!” said the young man, warm­ly.

			“Bah! you said so your­self.”

			“I said so just now, when I did not know you; but now that I know you, I say—you will evade this dis­mal fate, if you wish!”

			“How—if we wish?” echoed Aramis, whose eyes beamed with in­tel­li­gence as he looked al­ter­nate­ly at the pris­on­er and Porthos.

			“Pro­vid­ed,” con­tin­ued Porthos, look­ing, in his turn, with no­ble in­tre­pid­i­ty, at M. Bis­car­rat and the bish­op—“pro­vid­ed noth­ing dis­grace­ful be re­quired of us.”

			“Noth­ing at all will be re­quired of you, gen­tle­men,” replied the of­fi­cer—“what should they ask of you? If they find you they will kill you, that is a pre­de­ter­mined thing; try, then, gen­tle­men, to pre­vent their find­ing you.”

			“I don’t think I am mis­tak­en,” said Porthos, with dig­ni­ty; “but it ap­pears ev­i­dent to me that if they want to find us, they must come and seek us here.”

			“In that you are per­fect­ly right, my wor­thy friend,” replied Aramis, con­stant­ly con­sult­ing with his looks the coun­te­nance of Bis­car­rat, who had grown silent and con­strained. “You wish, Mon­sieur de Bis­car­rat, to say some­thing to us, to make us some over­ture, and you dare not—is that true?”

			“Ah! gen­tle­men and friends! it is be­cause by speak­ing I be­tray the watch­word. But, hark! I hear a voice that frees mine by dom­i­nat­ing it.”

			“Can­non!” said Porthos.

			“Can­non and mus­ketry, too!” cried the bish­op.

			On hear­ing at a dis­tance, among the rocks, these sin­is­ter re­ports of a com­bat which they thought had ceased—“What can that be?” asked Porthos.

			“Eh! Par­dieu!” cried Aramis; “that is just what I ex­pect­ed.”

			“What is that?”

			“That the at­tack made by you was noth­ing but a feint; is not that true, Mon­sieur? And whilst your com­pan­ions al­lowed them­selves to be re­pulsed, you were cer­tain of ef­fect­ing a land­ing on the oth­er side of the is­land.”

			“Oh! sev­er­al, Mon­sieur.”

			“We are lost, then,” said the bish­op of Vannes, qui­et­ly.

			“Lost! that is pos­si­ble,” replied the Seigneur de Pier­re­fonds, “but we are not tak­en or hung.” And so say­ing, he rose from the ta­ble, went to the wall, and cool­ly took down his sword and pis­tols, which he ex­am­ined with the care of an old sol­dier who is pre­par­ing for bat­tle, and who feels that life, in a great mea­sure, de­pends up­on the ex­cel­lence and right con­di­tions of his arms.

			At the re­port of the can­non, at the news of the sur­prise which might de­liv­er up the is­land to the roy­al troops, the ter­ri­fied crowd rushed pre­cip­i­tate­ly to the fort to de­mand as­sis­tance and ad­vice from their lead­ers. Aramis, pale and down­cast, be­tween two flam­beaux, showed him­self at the win­dow which looked in­to the prin­ci­pal court, full of sol­diers wait­ing for or­ders and be­wil­dered in­hab­i­tants im­plor­ing suc­cor.

			“My friends,” said d’Herblay, in a grave and sonorous voice, “M. Fou­quet, your pro­tec­tor, your friend, you fa­ther, has been ar­rest­ed by an or­der of the king, and thrown in­to the Bastille.” A sus­tained yell of venge­ful fury came float­ing up to the win­dow at which the bish­op stood, and en­veloped him in a mag­net­ic field.

			“Avenge Mon­sieur Fou­quet!” cried the most ex­cit­ed of his hear­ers, “death to the roy­al­ists!”

			“No, my friends,” replied Aramis, solemn­ly; “no, my friends; no re­sis­tance. The king is mas­ter in his king­dom. The king is the manda­to­ry of God. The king and God have struck M. Fou­quet. Hum­ble your­selves be­fore the hand of God. Love God and the king, who have struck M. Fou­quet. But do not avenge your seigneur, do not think of aveng­ing him. You would sac­ri­fice your­selves in vain—you, your wives and chil­dren, your prop­er­ty, your lib­er­ty. Lay down your arms, my friends—lay down your arms! since the king com­mands you so to do—and re­tire peace­ably to your dwellings. It is I who ask you to do so; it is I who beg you to do so; it is I who now, in the hour of need, com­mand you to do so, in the name of M. Fou­quet.”

			The crowd col­lect­ed un­der the win­dow ut­tered a pro­longed roar of anger and ter­ror. “The sol­diers of Louis XIV have reached the is­land,” con­tin­ued Aramis. “From this time it would no longer be a fight be­twixt them and you—it would be a mas­sacre. Be­gone, then, be­gone, and for­get; this time I com­mand you, in the name of the Lord of Hosts!”

			The mu­ti­neers re­tired slow­ly, sub­mis­sive, silent.

			“Ah! what have you just been say­ing, my friend?” said Porthos.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Bis­car­rat to the bish­op, “you may save all these in­hab­i­tants, but thus you will nei­ther save your­self nor your friend.”

			“Mon­sieur de Bis­car­rat,” said the bish­op of Vannes, with a sin­gu­lar ac­cent of no­bil­i­ty and cour­tesy, “Mon­sieur de Bis­car­rat, be kind enough to re­sume your lib­er­ty.”

			“I am very will­ing to do so, Mon­sieur; but—”

			“That would ren­der us a ser­vice, for when an­nounc­ing to the king’s lieu­tenant the sub­mis­sion of the is­landers, you will per­haps ob­tain some grace for us on in­form­ing him of the man­ner in which that sub­mis­sion has been ef­fect­ed.”

			“Grace!” replied Porthos with flash­ing eyes, “what is the mean­ing of that word?”

			Aramis touched the el­bow of his friend rough­ly, as he had been ac­cus­tomed to do in the days of their youth, when he want­ed to warn Porthos that he had com­mit­ted, or was about to com­mit, a blun­der. Porthos un­der­stood him, and was silent im­me­di­ate­ly.

			“I will go, messieurs,” replied Bis­car­rat, a lit­tle sur­prised like­wise at the word “grace” pro­nounced by the haughty mus­ke­teer, of and to whom, but a few min­utes be­fore, he had re­lat­ed with so much en­thu­si­asm the hero­ic ex­ploits with which his fa­ther had de­light­ed him.

			“Go, then, Mon­sieur Bis­car­rat,” said Aramis, bow­ing to him, “and at part­ing re­ceive the ex­pres­sion of our en­tire grat­i­tude.”

			“But you, messieurs, you whom I think it an hon­or to call my friends, since you have been will­ing to ac­cept that ti­tle, what will be­come of you in the mean­time?” replied the of­fi­cer, very much ag­i­tat­ed at tak­ing leave of the two an­cient ad­ver­saries of his fa­ther.

			“We will wait here.”

			“But, mon Dieu!—the or­der is pre­cise and for­mal.”

			“I am bish­op of Vannes, Mon­sieur de Bis­car­rat; and they no more shoot a bish­op than they hang a gen­tle­man.”

			“Ah! yes, Mon­sieur—yes, Mon­seigneur,” replied Bis­car­rat; “it is true, you are right, there is still that chance for you. Then, I will de­part, I will re­pair to the com­man­der of the ex­pe­di­tion, the king’s lieu­tenant. Adieu! then, messieurs, or rather, to meet again, I hope.”

			The wor­thy of­fi­cer, jump­ing up­on a horse giv­en him by Aramis, de­part­ed in the di­rec­tion of the sound of can­non, which, by surg­ing the crowd in­to the fort, had in­ter­rupt­ed the con­ver­sa­tion of the two friends with their pris­on­er. Aramis watched the de­par­ture, and when left alone with Porthos:

			“Well, do you com­pre­hend?” said he.

			“Ma foi! no.”

			“Did not Bis­car­rat in­con­ve­nience you here?”

			“No; he is a brave fel­low.”

			“Yes; but the grot­to of Loc­maria—is it nec­es­sary all the world should know it?”

			“Ah! that is true, that is true; I com­pre­hend. We are go­ing to es­cape by the cav­ern.”

			“If you please,” cried Aramis, gay­ly. “For­ward, friend Porthos; our boat awaits us. King Louis has not caught us—yet.”
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				The Grot­to of Loc­maria

			
			The cav­ern of Loc­maria was suf­fi­cient­ly dis­tant from the mole to ren­der it nec­es­sary for our friends to hus­band their strength in or­der to reach it. Be­sides, night was ad­vanc­ing; mid­night had struck at the fort. Porthos and Aramis were load­ed with mon­ey and arms. They walked, then, across the heath, which stretched be­tween the mole and the cav­ern, lis­ten­ing to ev­ery noise, in or­der bet­ter to avoid an am­bush. From time to time, on the road which they had care­ful­ly left on their left, passed fugi­tives com­ing from the in­te­ri­or, at the news of the land­ing of the roy­al troops. Aramis and Porthos, con­cealed be­hind some pro­ject­ing mass of rock, col­lect­ed the words that es­caped from the poor peo­ple, who fled, trem­bling, car­ry­ing with them their most valu­able ef­fects, and tried, whilst lis­ten­ing to their com­plaints, to gath­er some­thing from them for their own in­ter­est. At length, af­ter a rapid race, fre­quent­ly in­ter­rupt­ed by pru­dent stop­pages, they reached the deep grot­toes, in which the prophet­ic bish­op of Vannes had tak­en care to have se­cret­ed a bark ca­pa­ble of keep­ing the sea at this fine sea­son.

			“My good friend,” said Porthos, pant­ing vig­or­ous­ly, “we have ar­rived, it seems. But I thought you spoke of three men, three ser­vants, who were to ac­com­pa­ny us. I don’t see them—where are they?”

			“Why should you see them, Porthos?” replied Aramis. “They are cer­tain­ly wait­ing for us in the cav­ern, and, no doubt, are rest­ing, hav­ing ac­com­plished their rough and dif­fi­cult task.”

			Aramis stopped Porthos, who was pre­par­ing to en­ter the cav­ern. “Will you al­low me, my friend,” said he to the gi­ant, “to pass in first? I know the sig­nal I have giv­en to these men; who, not hear­ing it, would be very like­ly to fire up­on you or slash away with their knives in the dark.”

			“Go on, then, Aramis; go on—go first; you im­per­son­ate wis­dom and fore­sight; go. Ah! there is that fa­tigue again, of which I spoke to you. It has just seized me afresh.”

			Aramis left Porthos sit­ting at the en­trance of the grot­to, and bow­ing his head, he pen­e­trat­ed in­to the in­te­ri­or of the cav­ern, im­i­tat­ing the cry of the owl. A lit­tle plain­tive coo­ing, a scarce­ly dis­tinct echo, replied from the depths of the cave. Aramis pur­sued his way cau­tious­ly, and soon was stopped by the same kind of cry as he had first ut­tered, with­in ten paces of him.

			“Are you there, Yves?” said the bish­op.

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur; Goenne is here like­wise. His son ac­com­pa­nies us.”

			“That is well. Are all things ready?”

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Go to the en­trance of the grot­toes, my good Yves, and you will there find the Seigneur de Pier­re­fonds, who is rest­ing af­ter the fa­tigue of our jour­ney. And if he should hap­pen not to be able to walk, lift him up, and bring him hith­er to me.”

			The three men obeyed. But the rec­om­men­da­tion giv­en to his ser­vants was su­per­flu­ous. Porthos, re­freshed, had al­ready com­menced the de­scent, and his heavy step re­sound­ed amongst the cav­i­ties, formed and sup­port­ed by col­umns of por­phyry and gran­ite. As soon as the Seigneur de Bra­cieux had re­joined the bish­op, the Bre­tons light­ed a lantern with which they were fur­nished, and Porthos as­sured his friend that he felt as strong again as ev­er.

			“Let us in­spect the boat,” said Aramis, “and sat­is­fy our­selves at once what it will hold.”

			“Do not go too near with the light,” said the pa­tron Yves; “for as you de­sired me, Mon­seigneur, I have placed un­der the bench of the poop, in the cof­fer you know of, the bar­rel of pow­der, and the mus­ket-charges that you sent me from the fort.”

			“Very well,” said Aramis; and, tak­ing the lantern him­self, he ex­am­ined minute­ly all parts of the ca­noe, with the pre­cau­tions of a man who is nei­ther timid nor ig­no­rant in the face of dan­ger. The ca­noe was long, light, draw­ing lit­tle wa­ter, thin of keel; in short, one of those that have al­ways been so apt­ly built at Belle-Isle; a lit­tle high in its sides, sol­id up­on the wa­ter, very man­age­able, fur­nished with planks which, in un­cer­tain weath­er, formed a sort of deck over which the waves might glide, so as to pro­tect the row­ers. In two well-closed cof­fers, placed be­neath the bench­es of the prow and the poop, Aramis found bread, bis­cuit, dried fruits, a quar­ter of ba­con, a good pro­vi­sion of wa­ter in leath­ern bot­tles; the whole form­ing ra­tions suf­fi­cient for peo­ple who did not mean to quit the coast, and would be able to re­vict­ual, if ne­ces­si­ty com­mand­ed. The arms, eight mus­kets, and as many horse-pis­tols, were in good con­di­tion, and all load­ed. There were ad­di­tion­al oars, in case of ac­ci­dent, and that lit­tle sail called trin­quet, which as­sists the speed of the ca­noe at the same time the boat­men row, and is so use­ful when the breeze is slack. When Aramis had seen to all these things, and ap­peared sat­is­fied with the re­sult of his in­spec­tion, “Let us con­sult Porthos,” said he, “to know if we must en­deav­or to get the boat out by the un­known ex­trem­i­ty of the grot­to, fol­low­ing the de­scent and the shade of the cav­ern, or whether it be bet­ter, in the open air, to make it slide up­on its rollers through the bush­es, lev­el­ing the road of the lit­tle beach, which is but twen­ty feet high, and gives, at high tide, three or four fath­oms of good wa­ter up­on a sound bot­tom.”

			“It must be as you please, Mon­seigneur,” replied the skip­per Yves, re­spect­ful­ly; “but I don’t be­lieve that by the slope of the cav­ern, and in the dark in which we shall be obliged to ma­neu­ver our boat, the road will be so con­ve­nient as the open air. I know the beach well, and can cer­ti­fy that it is as smooth as a grass-plot in a gar­den; the in­te­ri­or of the grot­to, on the con­trary, is rough; with­out reck­on­ing, Mon­seigneur, that at its ex­trem­i­ty we shall come to the trench which leads in­to the sea, and per­haps the ca­noe will not pass down it.”

			“I have made my cal­cu­la­tion,” said the bish­op, “and I am cer­tain it will pass.”

			“So be it; I wish it may, Mon­seigneur,” con­tin­ued Yves; “but Your High­ness knows very well that to make it reach the ex­trem­i­ty of the trench, there is an enor­mous stone to be lift­ed—that un­der which the fox al­ways pass­es, and which clos­es the trench like a door.”

			“It can be raised,” said Porthos; “that is noth­ing.”

			“Oh! I know that Mon­seigneur has the strength of ten men,” replied Yves; “but that is giv­ing him a great deal of trou­ble.”

			“I think the skip­per may be right,” said Aramis; “let us try the open-air pas­sage.”

			“The more so, Mon­seigneur,” con­tin­ued the fish­er­man, “that we should not be able to em­bark be­fore day, it will re­quire so much la­bor, and that as soon as day­light ap­pears, a good vedette placed out­side the grot­to would be nec­es­sary, in­dis­pens­able even, to watch the ma­neu­vers of the lighters or cruis­ers that are on the look­out for us.”

			“Yes, yes, Yves, your rea­sons are good; we will go by the beach.”

			And the three ro­bust Bre­tons went to the boat, and were be­gin­ning to place their rollers un­der­neath it to put it in mo­tion, when the dis­tant bark­ing of dogs was heard, pro­ceed­ing from the in­te­ri­or of the is­land.

			Aramis dart­ed out of the grot­to, fol­lowed by Porthos. Dawn just tint­ed with pur­ple and white the waves and plain; through the dim light, melan­choly fir-trees waved their ten­der branch­es over the peb­bles, and long flights of crows were skim­ming with their black wings the shim­mer­ing fields of buck­wheat. In a quar­ter of an hour it would be clear day­light; the wak­ened birds an­nounced it to all na­ture. The bark­ings which had been heard, which had stopped the three fish­er­men en­gaged in mov­ing the boat, and had brought Aramis and Porthos out of the cav­ern, now seemed to come from a deep gorge with­in about a league of the grot­to.

			“It is a pack of hounds,” said Porthos; “the dogs are on a scent.”

			“Who can be hunt­ing at such a mo­ment as this?” said Aramis.

			“And this way, par­tic­u­lar­ly,” con­tin­ued Porthos, “where they might ex­pect the army of the roy­al­ists.”

			“The noise comes near­er. Yes, you are right, Porthos, the dogs are on a scent. But, Yves!” cried Aramis, “come here! come here!”

			Yves ran to­wards him, let­ting fall the cylin­der which he was about to place un­der the boat when the bish­op’s call in­ter­rupt­ed him.

			“What is the mean­ing of this hunt, skip­per?” said Porthos.

			“Eh! Mon­seigneur, I can­not un­der­stand it,” replied the Bre­ton. “It is not at such a mo­ment that the Seigneur de Loc­maria would hunt. No, and yet the dogs—”

			“Un­less they have es­caped from the ken­nel.”

			“No,” said Goenne, “they are not the Seigneur de Loc­maria’s hounds.”

			“In com­mon pru­dence,” said Aramis, “let us go back in­to the grot­to; the voic­es ev­i­dent­ly draw near­er, we shall soon know what we have to trust to.”

			They re-en­tered, but had scarce­ly pro­ceed­ed a hun­dred steps in the dark­ness, when a noise like the hoarse sigh of a crea­ture in dis­tress re­sound­ed through the cav­ern, and breath­less, rapid, ter­ri­fied, a fox passed like a flash of light­ning be­fore the fugi­tives, leaped over the boat and dis­ap­peared, leav­ing be­hind its sour scent, which was per­cep­ti­ble for sev­er­al sec­onds un­der the low vaults of the cave.

			“The fox!” cried the Bre­tons, with the glad sur­prise of born hunters.

			“Ac­cursed mis­chance!” cried the bish­op, “our re­treat is dis­cov­ered.”

			“How so?” said Porthos; “are you afraid of a fox?”

			“Eh! my friend, what do you mean by that? why do you spec­i­fy the fox? It is not the fox alone. Par­dieu! But don’t you know, Porthos, that af­ter the fox­es come hounds, and af­ter hounds men?”

			Porthos hung his head. As though to con­firm the words of Aramis, they heard the yelp­ing pack ap­proach with fright­ful swift­ness up­on the trail. Six fox­hounds burst at once up­on the lit­tle heath, with min­gling yelps of tri­umph.

			“There are the dogs, plain enough!” said Aramis, post­ed on the look­out be­hind a chink in the rocks; “now, who are the hunts­men?”

			“If it is the Seigneur de Loc­maria’s,” replied the sailor, “he will leave the dogs to hunt the grot­to, for he knows them, and will not en­ter in him­self, be­ing quite sure that the fox will come out the oth­er side; it is there he will wait for him.”

			“It is not the Seigneur de Loc­maria who is hunt­ing,” replied Aramis, turn­ing pale in spite of his ef­forts to main­tain a placid coun­te­nance.

			“Who is it, then?” said Porthos.

			“Look!”

			Porthos ap­plied his eye to the slit, and saw at the sum­mit of a hillock a dozen horse­men urg­ing on their hors­es in the track of the dogs, shout­ing, “Taïaut! taïaut!”

			“The guards!” said he.

			“Yes, my friend, the king’s Guards.”

			“The king’s Guards! do you say, Mon­seigneur?” cried the Bre­tons, grow­ing pale in turn.

			“With Bis­car­rat at their head, mount­ed up­on my gray horse,” con­tin­ued Aramis.

			The hounds at the same mo­ment rushed in­to the grot­to like an avalanche, and the depths of the cav­ern were filled with their deaf­en­ing cries.

			“Ah! the dev­il!” said Aramis, re­sum­ing all his cool­ness at the sight of this cer­tain, in­evitable dan­ger. “I am per­fect­ly sat­is­fied we are lost, but we have, at least, one chance left. If the guards who fol­low their hounds hap­pen to dis­cov­er there is an is­sue to the grot­to, there is no help for us, for on en­ter­ing they must see both our­selves and our boat. The dogs must not go out of the cav­ern. Their mas­ters must not en­ter.”

			“That is clear,” said Porthos.

			“You un­der­stand,” added Aramis, with the rapid pre­ci­sion of com­mand; “there are six dogs that will be forced to stop at the great stone un­der which the fox has glid­ed—but at the too nar­row open­ing of which they must be them­selves stopped and killed.”

			The Bre­tons sprang for­ward, knife in hand. In a few min­utes there was a lam­en­ta­ble con­cert of an­gry barks and mor­tal howls—and then, si­lence.

			“That’s well!” said Aramis, cool­ly, “now for the mas­ters!”

			“What is to be done with them?” said Porthos.

			“Wait their ar­rival, con­ceal our­selves, and kill them.”

			“Kill them!” replied Porthos.

			“There are six­teen,” said Aramis, “at least, at present.”

			“And well armed,” added Porthos, with a smile of con­so­la­tion.

			“It will last about ten min­utes,” said Aramis. “To work!”

			And with a res­o­lute air he took up a mus­ket, and placed a hunt­ing-knife be­tween his teeth.

			“Yves, Goenne, and his son,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “will pass the mus­kets to us. You, Porthos, will fire when they are close. We shall have brought down, at the low­est com­pu­ta­tion, eight, be­fore the oth­ers are aware of any­thing—that is cer­tain; then all, there are five of us, will dis­patch the oth­er eight, knife in hand.”

			“And poor Bis­car­rat?” said Porthos.

			Aramis re­flect­ed a mo­ment—“Bis­car­rat first,” replied he, cool­ly. “He knows us.”
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				The Grot­to

			
			In spite of the sort of div­ina­tion which was the re­mark­able side of the char­ac­ter of Aramis, the event, sub­ject to the risks of things over which un­cer­tain­ty pre­sides, did not fall out ex­act­ly as the bish­op of Vannes had fore­seen. Bis­car­rat, bet­ter mount­ed than his com­pan­ions, ar­rived first at the open­ing of the grot­to, and com­pre­hend­ed that fox and hounds were one and all en­gulfed in it. On­ly, struck by that su­per­sti­tious ter­ror which ev­ery dark and sub­ter­ra­ne­ous way nat­u­ral­ly im­press­es up­on the mind of man, he stopped at the out­side of the grot­to, and wait­ed till his com­pan­ions should have as­sem­bled round him.

			“Well!” asked the young men, com­ing up, out of breath, and un­able to un­der­stand the mean­ing of this in­ac­tion.

			“Well! I can­not hear the dogs; they and the fox must all be lost in this in­fer­nal cav­ern.”

			“They were too close up,” said one of the guards, “to have lost scent all at once. Be­sides, we should hear them from one side or an­oth­er. They must, as Bis­car­rat says, be in this grot­to.”

			“But then,” said one of the young men, “why don’t they give tongue?”

			“It is strange!” mut­tered an­oth­er.

			“Well, but,” said a fourth, “let us go in­to this grot­to. Does it hap­pen to be for­bid­den we should en­ter it?”

			“No,” replied Bis­car­rat. “On­ly, as it looks as dark as a wolf’s mouth, we might break our necks in it.”

			“Wit­ness the dogs,” said a guard, “who seem to have bro­ken theirs.”

			“What the dev­il can have be­come of them?” asked the young men in cho­rus. And ev­ery mas­ter called his dog by his name, whis­tled to him in his fa­vorite mode, with­out a sin­gle one re­ply­ing to ei­ther call or whis­tle.

			“It is per­haps an en­chant­ed grot­to,” said Bis­car­rat; “let us see.” And, jump­ing from his horse, he made a step in­to the grot­to.

			“Stop! stop! I will ac­com­pa­ny you,” said one of the guards, on see­ing Bis­car­rat dis­ap­pear in the shades of the cav­ern’s mouth.

			“No,” replied Bis­car­rat, “there must be some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary in the place—don’t let us risk our­selves all at once. If in ten min­utes you do not hear of me, you can come in, but not all at once.”

			“Be it so,” said the young man, who, be­sides, did not imag­ine that Bis­car­rat ran much risk in the en­ter­prise, “we will wait for you.” And with­out dis­mount­ing from their hors­es, they formed a cir­cle round the grot­to.

			Bis­car­rat en­tered then alone, and ad­vanced through the dark­ness till he came in con­tact with the muz­zle of Porthos’s mus­ket. The re­sis­tance which his chest met with as­ton­ished him; he nat­u­ral­ly raised his hand and laid hold of the icy bar­rel. At the same in­stant, Yves lift­ed a knife against the young man, which was about to fall up­on him with all force of a Bre­ton’s arm, when the iron wrist of Porthos stopped it half­way. Then, like low mut­ter­ing thun­der, his voice growled in the dark­ness, “I will not have him killed!”

			Bis­car­rat found him­self be­tween a pro­tec­tion and a threat, the one al­most as ter­ri­ble as the oth­er. How­ev­er brave the young man might be, he could not pre­vent a cry es­cap­ing him, which Aramis im­me­di­ate­ly sup­pressed by plac­ing a hand­ker­chief over his mouth. “Mon­sieur de Bis­car­rat,” said he, in a low voice, “we mean you no harm, and you must know that if you have rec­og­nized us; but, at the first word, the first groan, the first whis­per, we shall be forced to kill you as we have killed your dogs.”

			“Yes, I rec­og­nize you, gen­tle­men,” said the of­fi­cer, in a low voice. “But why are you here—what are you do­ing, here? Un­for­tu­nate men! I thought you were in the fort.”

			“And you, Mon­sieur, you were to ob­tain con­di­tions for us, I think?”

			“I did all I was able, messieurs, but—”

			“But what?”

			“But there are pos­i­tive or­ders.”

			“To kill us?”

			Bis­car­rat made no re­ply. It would have cost him too much to speak of the cord to gen­tle­men. Aramis un­der­stood the si­lence of the pris­on­er.

			“Mon­sieur Bis­car­rat,” said he, “you would be al­ready dead if we had not re­gard for your youth and our an­cient as­so­ci­a­tion with your fa­ther; but you may yet es­cape from the place by swear­ing that you will not tell your com­pan­ions what you have seen.”

			“I will not on­ly swear that I will not speak of it,” said Bis­car­rat, “but I still fur­ther swear that I will do ev­ery­thing in the world to pre­vent my com­pan­ions from set­ting foot in the grot­to.”

			“Bis­car­rat! Bis­car­rat!” cried sev­er­al voic­es from the out­side, com­ing like a whirl­wind in­to the cave.

			“Re­ply,” said Aramis.

			“Here I am!” cried Bis­car­rat.

			“Now, be­gone; we de­pend on your loy­al­ty.” And he left his hold of the young man, who hasti­ly re­turned to­wards the light.

			“Bis­car­rat! Bis­car­rat!” cried the voic­es, still near­er. And the shad­ows of sev­er­al hu­man forms pro­ject­ed in­to the in­te­ri­or of the grot­to. Bis­car­rat rushed to meet his friends in or­der to stop them, and met them just as they were ad­ven­tur­ing in­to the cave. Aramis and Porthos lis­tened with the in­tense at­ten­tion of men whose life de­pends up­on a breath of air.

			“Oh! oh!” ex­claimed one of the guards, as he came to the light, “how pale you are!”

			“Pale!” cried an­oth­er; “you ought to say corpse-col­or.”

			“I!” said the young man, en­deav­or­ing to col­lect his fac­ul­ties.

			“In the name of Heav­en! what has hap­pened?” ex­claimed all the voic­es.

			“You have not a drop of blood in your veins, my poor friend,” said one of them, laugh­ing.

			“Messieurs, it is se­ri­ous,” said an­oth­er, “he is go­ing to faint; does any one of you hap­pen to have any salts?” And they all laughed.

			This hail of jests fell round Bis­car­rat’s ears like mus­ket-balls in a melee. He re­cov­ered him­self amidst a del­uge of in­ter­ro­ga­tions.

			“What do you sup­pose I have seen?” asked he. “I was too hot when I en­tered the grot­to, and I have been struck with a chill. That is all.”

			“But the dogs, the dogs; have you seen them again—did you see any­thing of them—do you know any­thing about them?”

			“I sup­pose they have got out some oth­er way.”

			“Messieurs,” said one of the young men, “there is in that which is go­ing on, in the pale­ness and si­lence of our friend, a mys­tery which Bis­car­rat will not, or can­not re­veal. On­ly, and this is cer­tain, Bis­car­rat has seen some­thing in the grot­to. Well, for my part, I am very cu­ri­ous to see what it is, even if it is the dev­il! To the grot­to! messieurs, to the grot­to!”

			“To the grot­to!” re­peat­ed all the voic­es. And the echo of the cav­ern car­ried like a men­ace to Porthos and Aramis, “To the grot­to! to the grot­to!”

			Bis­car­rat threw him­self be­fore his com­pan­ions. “Messieurs! messieurs!” cried he, “in the name of Heav­en! do not go in!”

			“Why, what is there so ter­rif­ic in the cav­ern?” asked sev­er­al at once. “Come, speak, Bis­car­rat.”

			“De­cid­ed­ly, it is the dev­il he has seen,” re­peat­ed he who had be­fore ad­vanced that hy­poth­e­sis.

			“Well,” said an­oth­er, “if he has seen him, he need not be self­ish; he may as well let us have a look at him in turn.”

			“Messieurs! messieurs! I be­seech you,” urged Bis­car­rat.

			“Non­sense! Let us pass!”

			“Messieurs, I im­plore you not to en­ter!”

			“Why, you went in your­self.”

			Then one of the of­fi­cers, who—of a riper age than the oth­ers—had till this time re­mained be­hind, and had said noth­ing, ad­vanced. “Messieurs,” said he, with a calm­ness which con­trast­ed with the an­i­ma­tion of the young men, “there is in there some per­son, or some­thing, that is not the dev­il; but which, what­ev­er it may be, has had suf­fi­cient pow­er to si­lence our dogs. We must dis­cov­er who this some­one is, or what this some­thing is.”

			Bis­car­rat made a last ef­fort to stop his friends, but it was use­less. In vain he threw him­self be­fore the rash­est; in vain he clung to the rocks to bar the pas­sage; the crowd of young men rushed in­to the cave, in the steps of the of­fi­cer who had spo­ken last, but who had sprung in first, sword in hand, to face the un­known dan­ger. Bis­car­rat, re­pulsed by his friends, un­able to ac­com­pa­ny them, with­out pass­ing in the eyes of Porthos and Aramis for a traitor and a per­jur­er, with painful­ly at­ten­tive ear and un­con­scious­ly sup­pli­cat­ing hands leaned against the rough side of a rock which he thought must be ex­posed to the fire of the mus­ke­teers. As to the guards, they pen­e­trat­ed fur­ther and fur­ther, with ex­cla­ma­tions that grew fainter as they ad­vanced. All at once, a dis­charge of mus­ketry, growl­ing like thun­der, ex­plod­ed in the en­trails of the vault. Two or three balls were flat­tened against the rock on which Bis­car­rat was lean­ing. At the same in­stant, cries, shrieks, im­pre­ca­tions burst forth, and the lit­tle troop of gen­tle­men reap­peared—some pale, some bleed­ing—all en­veloped in a cloud of smoke, which the out­er air seemed to suck from the depths of the cav­ern. “Bis­car­rat! Bis­car­rat!” cried the fugi­tives, “you knew there was an am­bus­cade in that cav­ern, and you did not warn us! Bis­car­rat, you are the cause that four of us are mur­dered men! Woe be to you, Bis­car­rat!”

			“You are the cause of my be­ing wound­ed un­to death,” said one of the young men, let­ting a gush of scar­let lifeblood vom­it in his palm, and spat­ter­ing it in­to Bis­car­rat’s livid face. “My blood be on your head!” And he rolled in agony at the feet of the young man.

			“But, at least, tell us who is there?” cried sev­er­al fu­ri­ous voic­es.

			Bis­car­rat re­mained silent. “Tell us, or die!” cried the wound­ed man, rais­ing him­self up­on one knee, and lift­ing to­wards his com­pan­ion an arm bear­ing a use­less sword. Bis­car­rat rushed to­wards him, open­ing his breast for the blow, but the wound­ed man fell back not to rise again, ut­ter­ing a groan which was his last. Bis­car­rat, with hair on end, hag­gard eyes, and be­wil­dered head, ad­vanced to­wards the in­te­ri­or of the cav­ern, say­ing, “You are right. Death to me, who have al­lowed my com­rades to be as­sas­si­nat­ed. I am a worth­less wretch!” And throw­ing away his sword, for he wished to die with­out de­fend­ing him­self, he rushed head fore­most in­to the cav­ern. The oth­ers fol­lowed him. The eleven who re­mained out of six­teen im­i­tat­ed his ex­am­ple; but they did not go fur­ther than the first. A sec­ond dis­charge laid five up­on the icy sand; and as it was im­pos­si­ble to see whence this mur­der­ous thun­der is­sued, the oth­ers fell back with a ter­ror that can be bet­ter imag­ined than de­scribed. But, far from fly­ing, as the oth­ers had done, Bis­car­rat re­mained safe and sound, seat­ed on a frag­ment of rock, and wait­ed. There were on­ly six gen­tle­men left.

			“Se­ri­ous­ly,” said one of the sur­vivors, “is it the dev­il?”

			“Ma foi! it is much worse,” said an­oth­er.

			“Ask Bis­car­rat, he knows.”

			“Where is Bis­car­rat?” The young men looked round them, and saw that Bis­car­rat did not an­swer.

			“He is dead!” said two or three voic­es.

			“Oh! no!” replied an­oth­er, “I saw him through the smoke, sit­ting qui­et­ly on a rock. He is in the cav­ern; he is wait­ing for us.”

			“He must know who are there.”

			“And how should he know them?”

			“He was tak­en pris­on­er by the rebels.”

			“That is true. Well! let us call him, and learn from him whom we have to deal with.” And all voic­es shout­ed, “Bis­car­rat! Bis­car­rat!” But Bis­car­rat did not an­swer.

			“Good!” said the of­fi­cer who had shown so much cool­ness in the af­fair. “We have no longer any need of him; here are re­in­force­ments com­ing.”

			In fact, a com­pa­ny of guards, left in the rear by their of­fi­cers, whom the ar­dor of the chase had car­ried away—from sev­en­ty-five to eighty men—ar­rived in good or­der, led by their cap­tain and the first lieu­tenant. The five of­fi­cers has­tened to meet their sol­diers; and, in lan­guage the elo­quence of which may be eas­i­ly imag­ined, they re­lat­ed the ad­ven­ture, and asked for aid. The cap­tain in­ter­rupt­ed them. “Where are your com­pan­ions?” de­mand­ed he.

			“Dead!”

			“But there were six­teen of you!”

			“Ten are dead. Bis­car­rat is in the cav­ern, and we are five.”

			“Bis­car­rat is a pris­on­er?”

			“Prob­a­bly.”

			“No, for here he is—look.” In fact, Bis­car­rat ap­peared at the open­ing of the grot­to.

			“He is mak­ing a sign to come on,” said the of­fi­cer. “Come on!”

			“Come on!” cried all the troop. And they ad­vanced to meet Bis­car­rat.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the cap­tain, ad­dress­ing Bis­car­rat, “I am as­sured that you know who the men are in that grot­to, and who make such a des­per­ate de­fense. In the king’s name I com­mand you to de­clare what you know.”

			“Cap­tain,” said Bis­car­rat, “you have no need to com­mand me. My word has been re­stored to me this very in­stant; and I came in the name of these men.”

			“To tell me who they are?”

			“To tell you they are de­ter­mined to de­fend them­selves to the death, un­less you grant them sat­is­fac­to­ry terms.”

			“How many are there of them, then?”

			“There are two,” said Bis­car­rat.

			“There are two—and want to im­pose con­di­tions up­on us?”

			“There are two, and they have al­ready killed ten of our men.”

			“What sort of peo­ple are they—gi­ants?”

			“Worse than that. Do you re­mem­ber the his­to­ry of the Bas­tion Saint-Ger­vais, cap­tain?”

			“Yes; where four mus­ke­teers held out against an army.”

			“Well, these are two of those same mus­ke­teers.”

			“And their names?”

			“At that pe­ri­od they were called Porthos and Aramis. Now they are styled M. d’Herblay and M. du Val­lon.”

			“And what in­ter­est have they in all this?”

			“It is they who were hold­ing Belle-Isle for M. Fou­quet.”

			A mur­mur ran through the ranks of the sol­diers on hear­ing the two words “Porthos and Aramis.” “The mus­ke­teers! the mus­ke­teers!” re­peat­ed they. And among all these brave men, the idea that they were go­ing to have a strug­gle against two of the old­est glo­ries of the French army, made a shiv­er, half en­thu­si­asm, two-thirds ter­ror, run through them. In fact, those four names—d’Artag­nan, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis—were ven­er­at­ed among all who wore a sword; as, in an­tiq­ui­ty, the names of Her­cules, The­seus, Cas­tor, and Pol­lux were ven­er­at­ed.

			“Two men—and they have killed ten in two dis­charges! It is im­pos­si­ble, Mon­sieur Bis­car­rat!”

			“Eh! cap­tain,” replied the lat­ter, “I do not tell you that they have not with them two or three men, as the mus­ke­teers of the Bas­tion Saint-Ger­vais had two or three lack­eys; but, be­lieve me, cap­tain, I have seen these men, I have been tak­en pris­on­er by them—I know they them­selves alone are all-suf­fi­cient to de­stroy an army.”

			“That we shall see,” said the cap­tain, “and that in a mo­ment, too. Gen­tle­men, at­ten­tion!”

			At this re­ply, no one stirred, and all pre­pared to obey. Bis­car­rat alone risked a last at­tempt.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, in a low voice, “be per­suad­ed by me; let us pass on our way. Those two men, those two li­ons you are go­ing to at­tack, will de­fend them­selves to the death. They have al­ready killed ten of our men; they will kill dou­ble the num­ber, and end by killing them­selves rather than sur­ren­der. What shall we gain by fight­ing them?”

			“We shall gain the con­scious­ness, Mon­sieur, of not hav­ing al­lowed eighty of the king’s Guards to re­tire be­fore two rebels. If I lis­tened to your ad­vice, Mon­sieur, I should be a dis­hon­ored man; and by dis­hon­or­ing my­self I should dis­hon­or the army. For­ward, my men!”

			And he marched first as far as the open­ing of the grot­to. There he halt­ed. The ob­ject of this halt was to give Bis­car­rat and his com­pan­ions time to de­scribe to him the in­te­ri­or of the grot­to. Then, when he be­lieved he had a suf­fi­cient ac­quain­tance with the place, he di­vid­ed his com­pa­ny in­to three bod­ies, which were to en­ter suc­ces­sive­ly, keep­ing up a sus­tained fire in all di­rec­tions. No doubt, in this at­tack they would lose five more, per­haps ten; but, cer­tain­ly, they must end by tak­ing the rebels, since there was no is­sue; and, at any rate, two men could not kill eighty.

			“Cap­tain,” said Bis­car­rat, “I beg to be al­lowed to march at the head of the first pla­toon.”

			“So be it,” replied the cap­tain; “you have all the hon­or. I make you a present of it.”

			“Thanks!” replied the young man, with all the firm­ness of his race.

			“Take your sword, then.”

			“I shall go as I am, cap­tain,” said Bis­car­rat, “for I do not go to kill, I go to be killed.”

			And plac­ing him­self at the head of the first pla­toon, with head un­cov­ered and arms crossed—“March, gen­tle­men,” said he.
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				An Home­r­ic Song

			
			It is time to pass to the oth­er camp, and to de­scribe at once the com­bat­ants and the field of bat­tle. Aramis and Porthos had gone to the grot­to of Loc­maria with the ex­pec­ta­tion of find­ing there their ca­noe ready armed, as well as the three Bre­tons, their as­sis­tants; and they at first hoped to make the bark pass through the lit­tle is­sue of the cav­ern, con­ceal­ing in that fash­ion both their labors and their flight. The ar­rival of the fox and dogs obliged them to re­main con­cealed. The grot­to ex­tend­ed the space of about a hun­dred tois­es, to that lit­tle slope dom­i­nat­ing a creek. For­mer­ly a tem­ple of the Celtic di­vini­ties, when Belle-Isle was still called Kalonèse, this grot­to had be­held more than one hu­man sac­ri­fice ac­com­plished in its mys­tic depths. The first en­trance to the cav­ern was by a mod­er­ate de­scent, above which dis­tort­ed rocks formed a weird ar­cade; the in­te­ri­or, very un­even and dan­ger­ous from the in­equal­i­ties of the vault, was sub­di­vid­ed in­to sev­er­al com­part­ments, which com­mu­ni­cat­ed with each oth­er by means of rough and jagged steps, fixed right and left, in un­couth nat­u­ral pil­lars. At the third com­part­ment the vault was so low, the pas­sage so nar­row, that the bark would scarce­ly have passed with­out touch­ing the side; nev­er­the­less, in mo­ments of de­spair, wood soft­ens and stone grows flex­i­ble be­neath the hu­man will. Such was the thought of Aramis, when, af­ter hav­ing fought the fight, he de­cid­ed up­on flight—a flight most dan­ger­ous, since all the as­sailants were not dead; and that, ad­mit­ting the pos­si­bil­i­ty of putting the bark to sea, they would have to fly in open day, be­fore the con­quered, so in­ter­est­ed on rec­og­niz­ing their small num­ber, in pur­su­ing their con­querors. When the two dis­charges had killed ten men, Aramis, fa­mil­iar with the wind­ings of the cav­ern, went to re­con­noi­ter them one by one, and count­ed them, for the smoke pre­vent­ed see­ing out­side; and he im­me­di­ate­ly com­mand­ed that the ca­noe should be rolled as far as the great stone, the clo­sure of the lib­er­at­ing is­sue. Porthos col­lect­ed all his strength, took the ca­noe in his arms, and raised it up, whilst the Bre­tons made it run rapid­ly along the rollers. They had de­scend­ed in­to the third com­part­ment; they had ar­rived at the stone which walled the out­let. Porthos seized this gi­gan­tic stone at its base, ap­plied his ro­bust shoul­der, and gave a heave which made the wall crack. A cloud of dust fell from the vault with the ash­es of ten thou­sand gen­er­a­tions of sea birds, whose nests stuck like ce­ment to the rock. At the third shock the stone gave way and os­cil­lat­ed for a minute. Porthos, plac­ing his back against the neigh­bor­ing rock, made an arch with his foot, which drove the block out of the cal­care­ous mass­es which served for hinges and cramps. The stone fell, and day­light was vis­i­ble, bril­liant, ra­di­ant, flood­ing the cav­ern through the open­ing, and the blue sea ap­peared to the de­light­ed Bre­tons. They be­gan to lift the bark over the bar­ri­cade. Twen­ty more tois­es, and it would glide in­to the ocean. It was dur­ing this time that the com­pa­ny ar­rived, was drawn up by the cap­tain, and dis­posed for ei­ther an es­calade or an as­sault. Aramis watched over ev­ery­thing, to fa­vor the labors of his friends. He saw the re­in­force­ments, count­ed the men, and con­vinced him­self at a sin­gle glance of the in­sur­mount­able per­il to which fresh com­bat would ex­pose them. To es­cape by sea, at the mo­ment the cav­ern was about to be in­vad­ed, was im­pos­si­ble. In fact, the day­light which had just been ad­mit­ted to the last com­part­ments had ex­posed to the sol­diers the bark be­ing rolled to­wards the sea, the two rebels with­in mus­ket-shot; and one of their dis­charges would rid­dle the boat if it did not kill the nav­i­ga­tors. Be­sides, al­low­ing ev­ery­thing—if the bark es­caped with the men on board of it, how could the alarm be sup­pressed—how could no­tice to the roy­al lighters be pre­vent­ed? What could hin­der the poor ca­noe, fol­lowed by sea and watched from the shore, from suc­cumb­ing be­fore the end of the day? Aramis, dig­ging his hands in­to his gray hair with rage, in­voked the as­sis­tance of God and the as­sis­tance of the demons. Call­ing to Porthos, who was do­ing more work than all the rollers—whether of flesh or wood—“My friend,” said he, “our ad­ver­saries have just re­ceived a re­in­force­ment.”

			“Ah, ah!” said Porthos, qui­et­ly, “what is to be done, then?”

			“To recom­mence the com­bat,” said Aramis, “is haz­ardous.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “for it is dif­fi­cult to sup­pose that out of two, one should not be killed; and cer­tain­ly, if one of us was killed, the oth­er would get him­self killed al­so.” Porthos spoke these words with that hero­ic na­ture which, with him, grew grander with ne­ces­si­ty.

			Aramis felt it like a spur to his heart. “We shall nei­ther of us be killed if you do what I tell you, friend Porthos.”

			“Tell me what?”

			“These peo­ple are com­ing down in­to the grot­to.”

			“Yes.”

			“We could kill about fif­teen of them, but no more.”

			“How many are there in all?” asked Porthos.

			“They have re­ceived a re­in­force­ment of sev­en­ty-five men.”

			“Sev­en­ty-five and five, eighty. Ah!” sighed Porthos.

			“If they fire all at once they will rid­dle us with balls.”

			“Cer­tain­ly they will.”

			“With­out reck­on­ing,” added Aramis, “that the det­o­na­tion might oc­ca­sion a col­lapse of the cav­ern.”

			“Ay,” said Porthos, “a piece of fall­ing rock just now grazed my shoul­der.”

			“You see, then?”

			“Oh! it is noth­ing.”

			“We must de­ter­mine up­on some­thing quick­ly. Our Bre­tons are go­ing to con­tin­ue to roll the ca­noe to­wards the sea.”

			“Very well.”

			“We two will keep the pow­der, the balls, and the mus­kets here.”

			“But on­ly two, my dear Aramis—we shall nev­er fire three shots to­geth­er,” said Porthos, in­no­cent­ly, “the de­fense by mus­ketry is a bad one.”

			“Find a bet­ter, then.”

			“I have found one,” said the gi­ant, ea­ger­ly; “I will place my­self in am­bus­cade be­hind the pil­lar with this iron bar, and in­vis­i­ble, unattack­able, if they come in floods, I can let my bar fall up­on their skulls, thir­ty times in a minute. Hein! what do you think of the project? You smile!”

			“Ex­cel­lent, dear friend, per­fect! I ap­prove it great­ly; on­ly you will fright­en them, and half of them will re­main out­side to take us by famine. What we want, my good friend, is the en­tire de­struc­tion of the troop. A sin­gle sur­vivor en­com­pass­es our ru­in.”

			“You are right, my friend, but how can we at­tract them, pray?”

			“By not stir­ring, my good Porthos.”

			“Well! we won’t stir, then; but when they are all to­geth­er—”

			“Then leave it to me, I have an idea.”

			“If it is so, and your idea proves a good one—and your idea is most like­ly to be good—I am sat­is­fied.”

			“To your am­bus­cade, Porthos, and count how many en­ter.”

			“But you, what will you do?”

			“Don’t trou­ble your­self about me; I have a task to per­form.”

			“I think I hear shouts.”

			“It is they! To your post. Keep with­in reach of my voice and hand.”

			Porthos took refuge in the sec­ond com­part­ment, which was in dark­ness, ab­so­lute­ly black. Aramis glid­ed in­to the third; the gi­ant held in his hand an iron bar of about fifty pounds weight. Porthos han­dled this lever, which had been used in rolling the bark, with mar­velous fa­cil­i­ty. Dur­ing this time, the Bre­tons had pushed the bark to the beach. In the fur­ther and lighter com­part­ment, Aramis, stoop­ing and con­cealed, was busy with some mys­te­ri­ous ma­neu­ver. A com­mand was giv­en in a loud voice. It was the last or­der of the cap­tain com­man­dant. Twen­ty-five men jumped from the up­per rocks in­to the first com­part­ment of the grot­to, and hav­ing tak­en their ground, be­gan to fire. The echoes shrieked and barked, the hiss­ing balls seemed ac­tu­al­ly to rar­efy the air, and then opaque smoke filled the vault.

			“To the left! to the left!” cried Bis­car­rat, who, in his first as­sault, had seen the pas­sage to the sec­ond cham­ber, and who, an­i­mat­ed by the smell of pow­der, wished to guide his sol­diers in that di­rec­tion. The troop, ac­cord­ing­ly, pre­cip­i­tat­ed them­selves to the left—the pas­sage grad­u­al­ly grow­ing nar­row­er. Bis­car­rat, with his hands stretched for­ward, de­vot­ed to death, marched in ad­vance of the mus­kets. “Come on! come on!” ex­claimed he, “I see day­light!”

			“Strike, Porthos!” cried the sepul­chral voice of Aramis.

			Porthos breathed a heavy sigh—but he obeyed. The iron bar fell full and di­rect up­on the head of Bis­car­rat, who was dead be­fore he had end­ed his cry. Then the for­mi­da­ble lever rose ten times in ten sec­onds, and made ten corpses. The sol­diers could see noth­ing; they heard sighs and groans; they stum­bled over dead bod­ies, but as they had no con­cep­tion of the cause of all this, they came for­ward jostling each oth­er. The im­pla­ca­ble bar, still fall­ing, an­ni­hi­lat­ed the first pla­toon, with­out a sin­gle sound to warn the sec­ond, which was qui­et­ly ad­vanc­ing; on­ly, com­mand­ed by the cap­tain, the men had stripped a fir, grow­ing on the shore, and, with its resinous branch­es twist­ed to­geth­er, the cap­tain had made a flam­beau. On ar­riv­ing at the com­part­ment where Porthos, like the ex­ter­mi­nat­ing an­gel, had de­stroyed all he touched, the first rank drew back in ter­ror. No fir­ing had replied to that of the guards, and yet their way was stopped by a heap of dead bod­ies—they lit­er­al­ly walked in blood. Porthos was still be­hind his pil­lar. The cap­tain, il­lu­min­ing with trem­bling pine-torch this fright­ful car­nage, of which he in vain sought the cause, drew back to­wards the pil­lar be­hind which Porthos was con­cealed. Then a gi­gan­tic hand is­sued from the shade, and fas­tened on the throat of the cap­tain, who ut­tered a sti­fle rat­tle; his stretched-out arms beat­ing the air, the torch fell and was ex­tin­guished in blood. A sec­ond af­ter, the corpse of the cap­tain dropped close to the ex­tin­guished torch, and added an­oth­er body to the heap of dead which blocked up the pas­sage. All this was ef­fect­ed as mys­te­ri­ous­ly as though by mag­ic. At hear­ing the rat­tling in the throat of the cap­tain, the sol­diers who ac­com­pa­nied him had turned round, caught a glimpse of his ex­tend­ed arms, his eyes start­ing from their sock­ets, and then the torch fell and they were left in dark­ness. From an un­re­flec­tive, in­stinc­tive, me­chan­i­cal feel­ing, the lieu­tenant cried:

			“Fire!”

			Im­me­di­ate­ly a vol­ley of mus­ketry flamed, thun­dered, roared in the cav­ern, bring­ing down enor­mous frag­ments from the vaults. The cav­ern was light­ed for an in­stant by this dis­charge, and then im­me­di­ate­ly re­turned to pitchy dark­ness ren­dered thick­er by the smoke. To this suc­ceed­ed a pro­found si­lence, bro­ken on­ly by the steps of the third brigade, now en­ter­ing the cav­ern.

		
	
		
			
				257

				The Death of a Ti­tan

			
			At the mo­ment when Porthos, more ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness than these men, com­ing from open day­light, was look­ing round him to see if through this ar­ti­fi­cial mid­night Aramis were not mak­ing him some sig­nal, he felt his arm gen­tly touched, and a voice low as a breath mur­mured in his ear, “Come.”

			“Oh!” said Porthos.

			“Hush!” said Aramis, if pos­si­ble, yet more soft­ly.

			And amidst the noise of the third brigade, which con­tin­ued to ad­vance, the im­pre­ca­tions of the guards still left alive, the muf­fled groans of the dy­ing, Aramis and Porthos glid­ed un­seen along the gran­ite walls of the cav­ern. Aramis led Porthos in­to the last but one com­part­ment, and showed him, in a hol­low of the rocky wall, a bar­rel of pow­der weigh­ing from sev­en­ty to eighty pounds, to which he had just at­tached a fuse. “My friend,” said he to Porthos, “you will take this bar­rel, the match of which I am go­ing to set fire to, and throw it amidst our en­e­mies; can you do so?”

			“Par­bleu!” replied Porthos; and he lift­ed the bar­rel with one hand. “Light it!”

			“Stop,” said Aramis, “till they are all massed to­geth­er, and then, my Jupiter, hurl your thun­der­bolt among them.”

			“Light it,” re­peat­ed Porthos.

			“On my part,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “I will join our Bre­tons, and help them to get the ca­noe to the sea. I will wait for you on the shore; launch it strong­ly, and has­ten to us.”

			“Light it,” said Porthos, a third time.

			“But do you un­der­stand me?”

			“Par­bleu!” said Porthos again, with laugh­ter that he did not even at­tempt to re­strain, “when a thing is ex­plained to me I un­der­stand it; be­gone, and give me the light.”

			Aramis gave the burn­ing match to Porthos, who held out his arm to him, his hands be­ing en­gaged. Aramis pressed the arm of Porthos with both his hands, and fell back to the out­let of the cav­ern where the three row­ers await­ed him.

			Porthos, left alone, ap­plied the spark brave­ly to the match. The spark—a fee­ble spark, first prin­ci­ple of con­fla­gra­tion—shone in the dark­ness like a glow­worm, then was dead­ened against the match which it set fire to, Porthos en­liven­ing the flame with his breath. The smoke was a lit­tle dis­persed, and by the light of the sparkling match ob­jects might, for two sec­onds, be dis­tin­guished. It was a brief but splen­did spec­ta­cle, that of this gi­ant, pale, bloody, his coun­te­nance light­ed by the fire of the match burn­ing in sur­round­ing dark­ness! The sol­diers saw him, they saw the bar­rel he held in his hand—they at once un­der­stood what was go­ing to hap­pen. Then, these men, al­ready choked with hor­ror at the sight of what had been ac­com­plished, filled with ter­ror at thought of what was about to be ac­com­plished, gave out a si­mul­ta­ne­ous shriek of agony. Some en­deav­ored to fly, but they en­coun­tered the third brigade, which barred their pas­sage; oth­ers me­chan­i­cal­ly took aim and at­tempt­ed to fire their dis­charged mus­kets; oth­ers fell in­stinc­tive­ly up­on their knees. Two or three of­fi­cers cried out to Porthos to prom­ise him his lib­er­ty if he would spare their lives. The lieu­tenant of the third brigade com­mand­ed his men to fire; but the guards had be­fore them their ter­ri­fied com­pan­ions, who served as a liv­ing ram­part for Porthos. We have said that the light pro­duced by the spark and the match did not last more than two sec­onds; but dur­ing these two sec­onds this is what it il­lu­mined: in the first place, the gi­ant, en­larged in the dark­ness; then, at ten paces off, a heap of bleed­ing bod­ies, crushed, mu­ti­lat­ed, in the midst of which some still heaved in the last agony, lift­ing the mass as a last res­pi­ra­tion in­flat­ing the sides of some old mon­ster dy­ing in the night. Ev­ery breath of Porthos, thus viv­i­fy­ing the match, sent to­wards this heap of bod­ies a phos­pho­res­cent au­ra, min­gled with streaks of pur­ple. In ad­di­tion to this prin­ci­pal group scat­tered about the grot­to, as the chances of death or sur­prise had stretched them, iso­lat­ed bod­ies seemed to be mak­ing ghast­ly ex­hi­bi­tions of their gap­ing wounds. Above ground, bed­ded in pools of blood, rose, heavy and sparkling, the short, thick pil­lars of the cav­ern, of which the strong­ly marked shades threw out the lu­mi­nous par­ti­cles. And all this was seen by the tremu­lous light of a match at­tached to a bar­rel of pow­der, that is to say, a torch which, whilst throw­ing a light on the dead past, showed death to come.

			As I have said, this spec­ta­cle did not last above two sec­onds. Dur­ing this short space of time an of­fi­cer of the third brigade got to­geth­er eight men armed with mus­kets, and, through an open­ing, or­dered them to fire up­on Porthos. But they who re­ceived the or­der to fire trem­bled so that three guards fell by the dis­charge, and the five re­main­ing balls hissed on to splin­ter the vault, plow the ground, or in­dent the pil­lars of the cav­ern.

			A burst of laugh­ter replied to this vol­ley; then the arm of the gi­ant swung round; then was seen whirling through the air, like a fall­ing star, the train of fire. The bar­rel, hurled a dis­tance of thir­ty feet, cleared the bar­ri­cade of dead bod­ies, and fell amidst a group of shriek­ing sol­diers, who threw them­selves on their faces. The of­fi­cer had fol­lowed the bril­liant train in the air; he en­deav­ored to pre­cip­i­tate him­self up­on the bar­rel and tear out the match be­fore it reached the pow­der it con­tained. Use­less! The air had made the flame at­tached to the con­duc­tor more ac­tive; the match, which at rest might have burnt five min­utes, was con­sumed in thir­ty sec­onds, and the in­fer­nal work ex­plod­ed. Fu­ri­ous vor­tices of sul­phur and ni­tre, de­vour­ing shoals of fire which caught ev­ery ob­ject, the ter­ri­ble thun­der of the ex­plo­sion, this is what the sec­ond which fol­lowed dis­closed in that cav­ern of hor­rors. The rocks split like planks of deal be­neath the axe. A jet of fire, smoke, and de­bris sprang from the mid­dle of the grot­to, en­larg­ing as it mount­ed. The large walls of silex tot­tered and fell up­on the sand, and the sand it­self, an in­stru­ment of pain when launched from its hard bed, rid­dled the faces with its myr­i­ad cut­ting atoms. Shrieks, im­pre­ca­tions, hu­man life, dead bod­ies—all were en­gulfed in one ter­rif­ic crash.

			The three first com­part­ments be­came one sepul­chral sink in­to which fell grim­ly back, in the or­der of their weight, ev­ery veg­etable, min­er­al, or hu­man frag­ment. Then the lighter sand and ash came down in turn, stretch­ing like a wind­ing sheet and smok­ing over the dis­mal scene. And now, in this burn­ing tomb, this sub­ter­ranean vol­cano, seek the king’s guards with their blue coats laced with sil­ver. Seek the of­fi­cers, bril­liant in gold, seek for the arms up­on which they de­pend­ed for their de­fense. One sin­gle man has made of all of those things a chaos more con­fused, more shape­less, more ter­ri­ble than the chaos which ex­ist­ed be­fore the cre­ation of the world. There re­mained noth­ing of the three com­part­ments—noth­ing by which God could have rec­og­nized His hand­i­work. As for Porthos, af­ter hav­ing hurled the bar­rel of pow­der amidst his en­e­mies, he had fled, as Aramis had di­rect­ed him to do, and had gained the last com­part­ment, in­to which air, light, and sun­shine pen­e­trat­ed through the open­ing. Scarce­ly had he turned the an­gle which sep­a­rat­ed the third com­part­ment from the fourth when he per­ceived at a hun­dred paces from him the bark danc­ing on the waves. There were his friends, there lib­er­ty, there life and vic­to­ry. Six more of his for­mi­da­ble strides, and he would be out of the vault; out of the vault! a dozen of his vig­or­ous leaps and he would reach the ca­noe. Sud­den­ly he felt his knees give way; his knees seemed pow­er­less, his legs to yield be­neath him.

			“Oh! oh!” mur­mured he, “there is my weak­ness seiz­ing me again! I can walk no fur­ther! What is this?”

			Aramis per­ceived him through the open­ing, and un­able to con­ceive what could in­duce him to stop thus—“Come on, Porthos! come on,” he cried; “come quick­ly!”

			“Oh!” replied the gi­ant, mak­ing an ef­fort that con­tort­ed ev­ery mus­cle of his body—“oh! but I can­not.” While say­ing these words, he fell up­on his knees, but with his mighty hands he clung to the rocks, and raised him­self up again.

			“Quick! quick!” re­peat­ed Aramis, bend­ing for­ward to­wards the shore, as if to draw Porthos to­wards him with his arms.

			“Here I am,” stam­mered Porthos, col­lect­ing all his strength to make one step more.

			“In the name of Heav­en! Porthos, make haste! the bar­rel will blow up!”

			“Make haste, Mon­seigneur!” shout­ed the Bre­tons to Porthos, who was floun­der­ing as in a dream.

			But there was no time; the ex­plo­sion thun­dered, earth gaped, the smoke which hurled through the clefts ob­scured the sky; the sea flowed back as though driv­en by the blast of flame which dart­ed from the grot­to as if from the jaws of some gi­gan­tic fiery chimera; the re­flux took the bark out twen­ty tois­es; the sol­id rocks cracked to their base, and sep­a­rat­ed like blocks be­neath the op­er­a­tion of the wedge; a por­tion of the vault was car­ried up to­wards heav­en, as if it had been built of card­board; the green and blue and topaz con­fla­gra­tion and black la­va of liq­ue­fac­tions clashed and com­bat­ed an in­stant be­neath a ma­jes­tic dome of smoke; then os­cil­lat­ed, de­clined, and fell suc­ces­sive­ly the mighty mono­liths of rock which the vi­o­lence of the ex­plo­sion had not been able to up­root from the bed of ages; they bowed to each oth­er like grave and stiff old men, then pros­trat­ing them­selves, lay down for­ev­er in their dusty tomb.

			This fright­ful shock seemed to re­store Porthos the strength that he had lost; he arose, a gi­ant among gran­ite gi­ants. But at the mo­ment he was fly­ing be­tween the dou­ble hedge of gran­ite phan­toms, these lat­ter, which were no longer sup­port­ed by the cor­re­spond­ing links, be­gan to roll and tot­ter round our Ti­tan, who looked as if pre­cip­i­tat­ed from heav­en amidst rocks which he had just been launch­ing. Porthos felt the very earth be­neath his feet be­com­ing jel­ly-tremu­lous. He stretched both hands to re­pulse the fall­ing rocks. A gi­gan­tic block was held back by each of his ex­tend­ed arms. He bent his head, and a third gran­ite mass sank be­tween his shoul­ders. For an in­stant the pow­er of Porthos seemed about to fail him, but this new Her­cules unit­ed all his force, and the two walls of the prison in which he was buried fell back slow­ly and gave him place. For an in­stant he ap­peared, in this frame of gran­ite, like the an­gel of chaos, but in push­ing back the lat­er­al rocks, he lost his point of sup­port, for the mono­lith which weighed up­on his shoul­ders, and the boul­der, press­ing up­on him with all its weight, brought the gi­ant down up­on his knees. The lat­er­al rocks, for an in­stant pushed back, drew to­geth­er again, and added their weight to the pon­der­ous mass which would have been suf­fi­cient to crush ten men. The hero fell with­out a groan—he fell while an­swer­ing Aramis with words of en­cour­age­ment and hope, for, thanks to the pow­er­ful arch of his hands, for an in­stant he be­lieved that, like Ence­ladus, he would suc­ceed in shak­ing off the triple load. But by de­grees Aramis be­held the block sink; the hands, strung for an in­stant, the arms stiff­ened for a last ef­fort, gave way, the ex­tend­ed shoul­ders sank, wound­ed and torn, and the rocks con­tin­ued to grad­u­al­ly col­lapse.

			“Porthos! Porthos!” cried Aramis, tear­ing his hair. “Porthos! where are you? Speak!”

			“Here, here,” mur­mured Porthos, with a voice grow­ing ev­i­dent­ly weak­er, “pa­tience! pa­tience!”

			Scarce­ly had he pro­nounced these words, when the im­pulse of the fall aug­ment­ed the weight; the enor­mous rock sank down, pressed by those oth­ers which sank in from the sides, and, as it were, swal­lowed up Porthos in a sep­ul­cher of bad­ly joint­ed stones. On hear­ing the dy­ing voice of his friend, Aramis had sprung to land. Two of the Bre­tons fol­lowed him, with each a lever in his hand—one be­ing suf­fi­cient to take care of the bark. The dy­ing rat­tle of the valiant glad­i­a­tor guid­ed them amidst the ru­ins. Aramis, an­i­mat­ed, ac­tive and young as at twen­ty, sprang to­wards the triple mass, and with his hands, del­i­cate as those of a wom­an, raised by a mir­a­cle of strength the cor­ner­stone of this great gran­ite grave. Then he caught a glimpse, through the dark­ness of that char­nel-house, of the still bril­liant eye of his friend, to whom the mo­men­tary lift­ing of the mass re­stored a mo­men­tary res­pi­ra­tion. The two men came rush­ing up, grasped their iron levers, unit­ed their triple strength, not mere­ly to raise it, but sus­tain it. All was use­less. They gave way with cries of grief, and the rough voice of Porthos, see­ing them ex­haust them­selves in a use­less strug­gle, mur­mured in an al­most cheer­ful tone those supreme words which came to his lips with the last res­pi­ra­tion, “Too heavy!”

			Af­ter which his eyes dark­ened and closed, his face grew ashy pale, the hands whitened, and the colos­sus sank quite down, breath­ing his last sigh. With him sank the rock, which, even in his dy­ing agony he had still held up. The three men dropped the levers, which rolled up­on the tu­mu­la­ry stone. Then, breath­less, pale, his brow cov­ered with sweat, Aramis lis­tened, his breast op­pressed, his heart ready to break.

			Noth­ing more. The gi­ant slept the eter­nal sleep, in the sep­ul­cher which God had built about him to his mea­sure.
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				The Epi­taph of Porthos

			
			Aramis, silent and sad as ice, trem­bling like a timid child, arose shiv­er­ing from the stone. A Chris­tian does not walk on tombs. But, though ca­pa­ble of stand­ing, he was not ca­pa­ble of walk­ing. It might be said that some­thing of dead Porthos had just died with­in him. His Bre­tons sur­round­ed him; Aramis yield­ed to their kind ex­er­tions, and the three sailors, lift­ing him up, car­ried him to the ca­noe. Then, hav­ing laid him down up­on the bench near the rud­der, they took to their oars, pre­fer­ring this to hoist­ing sail, which might be­tray them.

			On all that lev­eled sur­face of the an­cient grot­to of Loc­maria, one sin­gle hillock at­tract­ed their eyes. Aramis nev­er re­moved his from it; and, at a dis­tance out in the sea, in pro­por­tion as the shore re­ced­ed, that men­ac­ing proud mass of rock seemed to draw it­self up, as for­mer­ly Porthos used to draw him­self up, rais­ing a smil­ing yet in­vin­ci­ble head to­wards heav­en, like that of his dear old hon­est valiant friend, the strong­est of the four, yet the first dead. Strange des­tiny of these men of brass! The most sim­ple of heart al­lied to the most crafty; strength of body guid­ed by sub­tle­ty of mind; and in the de­ci­sive mo­ment, when vig­or alone could save mind and body, a stone, a rock, a vile ma­te­ri­al weight, tri­umphed over man­ly strength, and fall­ing up­on the body, drove out the mind.

			Wor­thy Porthos! born to help oth­er men, al­ways ready to sac­ri­fice him­self for the safe­ty of the weak, as if God had on­ly giv­en him strength for that pur­pose; when dy­ing he on­ly thought he was car­ry­ing out the con­di­tions of his com­pact with Aramis, a com­pact, how­ev­er, which Aramis alone had drawn up, and which Porthos had on­ly known to suf­fer by its ter­ri­ble sol­i­dar­i­ty. No­ble Porthos! of what good now are thy châteaux over­flow­ing with sump­tu­ous fur­ni­ture, forests over­flow­ing with game, lakes over­flow­ing with fish, cel­lars over­flow­ing with wealth! Of what ser­vice to thee now thy lack­eys in bril­liant liv­er­ies, and in the midst of them Mous­que­ton, proud of the pow­er del­e­gat­ed by thee! Oh, no­ble Porthos! care­ful heaper-up of trea­sure, was it worth while to la­bor to sweet­en and gild life, to come up­on a desert shore, sur­round­ed by the cries of seag­ulls, and lay thy­self, with bro­ken bones, be­neath a tor­pid stone? Was it worth while, in short, no­ble Porthos, to heap so much gold, and not have even the dis­tich of a poor po­et en­graven up­on thy mon­u­ment? Valiant Porthos! he still, with­out doubt, sleeps, lost, for­got­ten, be­neath the rock the shep­herds of the heath take for the gi­gan­tic abode of a dol­men. And so many twin­ing branch­es, so many moss­es, bent by the bit­ter wind of ocean, so many lichens sol­der thy sep­ul­cher to earth, that no passers­by will imag­ine such a block of gran­ite could ev­er have been sup­port­ed by the shoul­ders of one man.

			Aramis, still pale, still icy-cold, his heart up­on his lips, looked, even till, with the last ray of day­light, the shore fad­ed on the hori­zon. Not a word es­caped him, not a sigh rose from his deep breast. The su­per­sti­tious Bre­tons looked up­on him, trem­bling. Such si­lence was not that of a man, it was the si­lence of a stat­ue. In the mean­time, with the first gray lines that light­ed up the heav­ens, the ca­noe hoist­ed its lit­tle sail, which, swelling with the kiss­es of the breeze, and car­ry­ing them rapid­ly from the coast, made bravest way to­wards Spain, across the dread­ed Gulf of Gas­cony so rife with storms. But scarce­ly half an hour af­ter the sail had been hoist­ed, the row­ers be­came in­ac­tive, re­clin­ing on their bench­es, and, mak­ing an eye­shade with their hands, point­ed out to each oth­er a white spot which ap­peared on the hori­zon as mo­tion­less as a gull rocked by the view­less res­pi­ra­tion of the waves. But that which might have ap­peared mo­tion­less to or­di­nary eyes was mov­ing at a quick rate to the ex­pe­ri­enced eye of the sailor; that which ap­peared sta­tion­ary up­on the ocean was cut­ting a rapid way through it. For some time, see­ing the pro­found tor­por in which their mas­ter was plunged, they did not dare to rouse him, and sat­is­fied them­selves with ex­chang­ing their con­jec­tures in whis­pers. Aramis, in fact, so vig­i­lant, so ac­tive—Aramis, whose eye, like that of the lynx, watched with­out ceas­ing, and saw bet­ter by night than by day—Aramis seemed to sleep in this de­spair of soul. An hour passed thus, dur­ing which day­light grad­u­al­ly dis­ap­peared, but dur­ing which al­so the sail in view gained so swift­ly on the bark, that Goenne, one of the three sailors, ven­tured to say aloud:

			“Mon­seigneur, we are be­ing chased!”

			Aramis made no re­ply; the ship still gained up­on them. Then, of their own ac­cord, two of the sailors, by the di­rec­tion of the pa­tron Yves, low­ered the sail, in or­der that that sin­gle point up­on the sur­face of the wa­ters should cease to be a guide to the eye of the en­e­my pur­su­ing them. On the part of the ship in sight, on the con­trary, two more small sails were run up at the ex­trem­i­ties of the masts. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it was the time of the finest and long­est days of the year, and the moon, in all her bril­lian­cy, suc­ceed­ed in­aus­pi­cious day­light. The bal­an­celle, which was pur­su­ing the lit­tle bark be­fore the wind, had then still half an hour of twi­light, and a whole night al­most as light as day.

			“Mon­seigneur! Mon­seigneur! we are lost!” said the cap­tain. “Look! they see us plain­ly, though we have low­ered sail.”

			“That is not to be won­dered at,” mur­mured one of the sailors, “since they say that, by the aid of the dev­il, the Paris-folk have fab­ri­cat­ed in­stru­ments with which they see as well at a dis­tance as near, by night as well as by day.”

			Aramis took a tele­scope from the bot­tom of the boat, fo­cused it silent­ly, and pass­ing it to the sailor, “Here,” said he, “look!” The sailor hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Don’t be alarmed,” said the bish­op, “there is no sin in it; and if there is any sin, I will take it on my­self.”

			The sailor lift­ed the glass to his eye, and ut­tered a cry. He be­lieved that the ves­sel, which ap­peared to be dis­tant about can­non-shot, had at a sin­gle bound cleared the whole dis­tance. But, on with­draw­ing the in­stru­ment from his eye, he saw that, ex­cept the way which the bal­an­celle had been able to make dur­ing that brief in­stant, it was still at the same dis­tance.

			“So,” mur­mured the sailor, “they can see us as we see them.”

			“They see us,” said Aramis, and sank again in­to im­pas­si­bil­i­ty.

			“What!—they see us!” said Yves. “Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Well, cap­tain, look your­self,” said the sailor. And he passed him the glass.

			“Mon­seigneur as­sures me that the dev­il has noth­ing to do with this?” asked Yves.

			Aramis shrugged his shoul­ders.

			The skip­per lift­ed the glass to his eye. “Oh! Mon­seigneur,” said he, “it is a mir­a­cle—there they are; it seems as if I were go­ing to touch them. Twen­ty-five men at least! Ah! I see the cap­tain for­ward. He holds a glass like this, and is look­ing at us. Ah! he turns round, and gives an or­der; they are rolling a piece of can­non for­ward—they are load­ing it—point­ing it. Mis­éri­corde! they are fir­ing at us!”

			And by a me­chan­i­cal move­ment, the skip­per put aside the tele­scope, and the pur­su­ing ship, rel­e­gat­ed to the hori­zon, ap­peared again in its true as­pect. The ves­sel was still at the dis­tance of near­ly a league, but the ma­neu­ver sight­ed thus was not less re­al. A light cloud of smoke ap­peared be­neath the sails, more blue than they, and spread­ing like a flow­er open­ing; then, at about a mile from the lit­tle ca­noe, they saw the ball take the crown off two or three waves, dig a white fur­row in the sea, and dis­ap­pear at the end of it, as in­of­fen­sive as the stone with which, in play, a boy makes ducks and drakes. It was at once a men­ace and a warn­ing.

			“What is to be done?” asked the pa­tron.

			“They will sink us!” said Goenne, “give us ab­so­lu­tion, Mon­seigneur!” And the sailors fell on their knees be­fore him.

			“You for­get that they can see you,” said he.

			“That is true!” said the sailors, ashamed of their weak­ness. “Give us your or­ders, Mon­seigneur, we are pre­pared to die for you.”

			“Let us wait,” said Aramis.

			“How—let us wait?”

			“Yes; do you not see, as you just now said, that if we en­deav­or to fly, they will sink us?”

			“But, per­haps,” the pa­tron ven­tured to say, “per­haps un­der cov­er of night, we could es­cape them.”

			“Oh!” said Aramis, “they have, no doubt, Greek fire with which to light­en their own course and ours like­wise.”

			At the same mo­ment, as if the ves­sel was re­spon­sive to the ap­peal of Aramis, a sec­ond cloud of smoke mount­ed slow­ly to the heav­ens, and from the bo­som of that cloud sparkled an ar­row of flame, which de­scribed a par­a­bola like a rain­bow, and fell in­to the sea, where it con­tin­ued to burn, il­lu­mi­nat­ing a space of a quar­ter of a league in di­am­e­ter.

			The Bre­tons looked at each oth­er in ter­ror. “You see plain­ly,” said Aramis, “it will be bet­ter to wait for them.”

			The oars dropped from the hands of the sailors, and the bark, ceas­ing to make way, rocked mo­tion­less up­on the sum­mits of the waves. Night came on, but still the ship drew near­er. It might be imag­ined it re­dou­bled its speed with dark­ness. From time to time, as a vul­ture rears its head out of its nest, the for­mi­da­ble Greek fire dart­ed from its sides, and cast its flame up­on the ocean like an in­can­des­cent snow­fall. At last it came with­in mus­ket-shot. All the men were on deck, arms in hand; the can­non­iers were at their guns, the match­es burn­ing. It might be thought they were about to board a frigate and to fight a crew su­pe­ri­or in num­ber to their own, not to at­tempt the cap­ture of a ca­noe manned by four peo­ple.

			“Sur­ren­der!” cried the com­man­der of the bal­an­celle, with the aid of his speak­ing-trum­pet.

			The sailors looked at Aramis. Aramis made a sign with his head. Yves waved a white cloth at the end of a gaff. This was like strik­ing their flag. The pur­suer came on like a race­horse. It launched a fresh Greek fire, which fell with­in twen­ty paces of the lit­tle ca­noe, and threw a light up­on them as white as sun­shine.

			“At the first sign of re­sis­tance,” cried the com­man­der of the bal­an­celle, “fire!” The sol­diers brought their mus­kets to the present.

			“Did not we say we sur­ren­dered?” said Yves.

			“Alive, alive, cap­tain!” cried one ex­cit­ed sol­dier, “they must be tak­en alive.”

			“Well, yes—liv­ing,” said the cap­tain. Then turn­ing to­wards the Bre­tons, “Your lives are safe, my friends!” cried he, “all but the Cheva­lier d’Herblay.”

			Aramis stared im­per­cep­ti­bly. For an in­stant his eye was fixed up­on the depths of the ocean, il­lu­mined by the last flash­es of the Greek fire, which ran along the sides of the waves, played on the crests like plumes, and ren­dered still dark­er and more ter­ri­ble the gulfs they cov­ered.

			“Do you hear, Mon­seigneur?” said the sailors.

			“Yes.”

			“What are your or­ders?”

			“Ac­cept!”

			“But you, Mon­seigneur?”

			Aramis leaned still more for­ward, and dipped the ends of his long white fin­gers in the green limpid wa­ters of the sea, to which he turned with smiles as to a friend.

			“Ac­cept!” re­peat­ed he.

			“We ac­cept,” re­peat­ed the sailors; “but what se­cu­ri­ty have we?”

			“The word of a gen­tle­man,” said the of­fi­cer. “By my rank and by my name I swear that all ex­cept M. le Cheva­lier d’Herblay shall have their lives spared. I am lieu­tenant of the king’s frigate the Pomona, and my name is Louis Con­stant de Pres­signy.”

			With a rapid ges­ture, Aramis—al­ready bent over the side of the bark to­wards the sea—drew him­self up, and with a flash­ing eye, and a smile up­on his lips, “Throw out the lad­der, messieurs,” said he, as if the com­mand had be­longed to him. He was obeyed. When Aramis, seiz­ing the rope lad­der, walked straight up to the com­man­der, with a firm step, looked at him earnest­ly, made a sign to him with his hand, a mys­te­ri­ous and un­known sign at sight of which the of­fi­cer turned pale, trem­bled, and bowed his head, the sailors were pro­found­ly as­ton­ished. With­out a word Aramis then raised his hand to the eyes of the com­man­der and showed him the col­let of a ring he wore on the ring-fin­ger of his left hand. And while mak­ing this sign Aramis, draped in cold and haughty majesty, had the air of an em­per­or giv­ing his hand to be kissed. The com­man­dant, who for a mo­ment had raised his head, bowed a sec­ond time with marks of the most pro­found re­spect. Then stretch­ing his hand out, in his turn, to­wards the poop, that is to say, to­wards his own cab­in, he drew back to al­low Aramis to go first. The three Bre­tons, who had come on board af­ter their bish­op, looked at each oth­er, stu­pe­fied. The crew were awed to si­lence. Five min­utes af­ter, the com­man­der called the sec­ond lieu­tenant, who re­turned im­me­di­ate­ly, or­der­ing the head to be put to­wards Corun­na. Whilst this or­der was be­ing ex­e­cut­ed, Aramis reap­peared up­on the deck, and took a seat near the bastin­gage. Night had fall­en; the moon had not yet risen, yet Aramis looked in­ces­sant­ly to­wards Belle-Isle. Yves then ap­proached the cap­tain, who had re­turned to take his post in the stern, and said, in a low and hum­ble voice, “What course are we to fol­low, cap­tain?”

			“We take what course Mon­seigneur pleas­es,” replied the of­fi­cer.

			Aramis passed the night lean­ing up­on the bastin­gage. Yves, on ap­proach­ing him next morn­ing, re­marked that “the night must have been a very damp one, for the wood on which the bish­op’s head had rest­ed was soaked with dew.” Who knows?—that dew was, it may be, the first tears that had ev­er fall­en from the eyes of Aramis!

			What epi­taph would have been worth that, good Porthos?
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				The Round of M. de Gesvres

			
			D’Artag­nan was lit­tle used to re­sis­tance like that he had just ex­pe­ri­enced. He re­turned, pro­found­ly ir­ri­tat­ed, to Nantes. Ir­ri­ta­tion, with this vig­or­ous man, usu­al­ly vent­ed it­self in im­petu­ous at­tack, which few peo­ple, hith­er­to, were they king, were they gi­ants, had been able to re­sist. Trem­bling with rage, he went straight to the cas­tle, and asked an au­di­ence with the king. It might be about sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, and, since his ar­rival at Nantes, the king had been an ear­ly ris­er. But on ar­riv­ing at the cor­ri­dor with which we are ac­quaint­ed, d’Artag­nan found M. de Gesvres, who stopped him po­lite­ly, telling him not to speak too loud and dis­turb the king. “Is the king asleep?” said d’Artag­nan. “Well, I will let him sleep. But about what o’clock do you sup­pose he will rise?”

			“Oh! in about two hours; His Majesty has been up all night.”

			D’Artag­nan took his hat again, bowed to M. de Gesvres, and re­turned to his own apart­ments. He came back at half-past nine, and was told that the king was at break­fast. “That will just suit me,” said d’Artag­nan. “I will talk to the king while he is eat­ing.”

			M. de Bri­enne re­mind­ed d’Artag­nan that the king would not see any­one at meal­time.

			“But,” said d’Artag­nan, look­ing askant at Bri­enne, “you do not know, per­haps, Mon­sieur, that I have the priv­i­lege of en­trée any­where—and at any hour.”

			Bri­enne took the cap­tain’s hand kind­ly, and said, “Not at Nantes, dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. The king, in this jour­ney, has changed ev­ery­thing.”

			D’Artag­nan, a lit­tle soft­ened, asked about what o’clock the king would have fin­ished his break­fast.

			“We don’t know.”

			“Eh?—don’t know! What does that mean? You don’t know how much time the king de­votes to eat­ing? It is gen­er­al­ly an hour; and, if we ad­mit that the air of the Loire gives an ad­di­tion­al ap­petite, we will ex­tend it to an hour and a half; that is enough, I think. I will wait where I am.”

			“Oh! dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, the or­der of the day is not to al­low any per­son to re­main in this cor­ri­dor; I am on guard for that par­tic­u­lar pur­pose.”

			D’Artag­nan felt his anger mount­ing to his brain a sec­ond time. He went out quick­ly, for fear of com­pli­cat­ing the af­fair by a dis­play of pre­ma­ture ill-hu­mor. As soon as he was out he be­gan to re­flect. “The king,” said he, “will not re­ceive me, that is ev­i­dent. The young man is an­gry; he is afraid, be­fore­hand, of the words that I may speak to him. Yes; but in the mean­time Belle-Isle is be­sieged, and my two friends by now prob­a­bly tak­en or killed. Poor Porthos! As to Mas­ter Aramis, he is al­ways full of re­sources, and I am easy on his ac­count. But, no, no; Porthos is not yet an in­valid, nor is Aramis in his dotage. The one with his arm, the oth­er with his imag­i­na­tion, will find work for His Majesty’s sol­diers. Who knows if these brave men may not get up for the ed­i­fi­ca­tion of his most Chris­tian majesty a lit­tle bas­tion of Saint-Ger­vais! I don’t de­spair of it. They have can­non and a gar­ri­son. And yet,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I don’t know whether it would not be bet­ter to stop the com­bat. For my­self alone I will not put up with ei­ther surly looks or in­sults from the king; but for my friends I must put up with ev­ery­thing. Shall I go to M. Col­bert? Now, there is a man I must ac­quire the habit of ter­ri­fy­ing. I will go to M. Col­bert.” And d’Artag­nan set for­ward brave­ly to find M. Col­bert, but was in­formed that he was work­ing with the king, at the cas­tle of Nantes. “Good!” cried he, “the times have come again in which I mea­sured my steps from de Tréville to the car­di­nal, from the car­di­nal to the queen, from the queen to Louis XI­II. Tru­ly is it said that men, in grow­ing old, be­come chil­dren again!—To the cas­tle, then!” He re­turned thith­er. M. de Ly­onne was com­ing out. He gave d’Artag­nan both hands, but told him that the king had been busy all the pre­ced­ing evening and all night, and that or­ders had been giv­en that no one should be ad­mit­ted. “Not even the cap­tain who takes the or­der?” cried d’Artag­nan. “I think that is rather too strong.”

			“Not even he,” said M. de Ly­onne.

			“Since that is the case,” replied d’Artag­nan, wound­ed to the heart; “since the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, who has al­ways en­tered the king’s cham­ber, is no longer al­lowed to en­ter it, his cab­i­net, or his salle à manger, ei­ther the king is dead, or his cap­tain is in dis­grace. Do me the fa­vor, then, M. de Ly­onne, who are in fa­vor, to re­turn and tell the king, plain­ly, I send him my res­ig­na­tion.”

			“D’Artag­nan, be­ware of what you are do­ing!”

			“For friend­ship’s sake, go!” and he pushed him gen­tly to­wards the cab­i­net.

			“Well, I will go,” said Ly­onne.

			D’Artag­nan wait­ed, walk­ing about the cor­ri­dor in no en­vi­able mood. Ly­onne re­turned.

			“Well, what did the king say?” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“He sim­ply an­swered, ‘ ’Tis well,’ ” replied Ly­onne.

			“That it was well!” said the cap­tain, with an ex­plo­sion. “That is to say, that he ac­cepts it? Good! Now, then, I am free! I am on­ly a plain cit­i­zen, M. de Ly­onne. I have the plea­sure of bid­ding you good­bye! Farewell, cas­tle, cor­ri­dor, an­techam­ber! a bour­geois, about to breathe at lib­er­ty, takes his farewell of you.”

			And with­out wait­ing longer, the cap­tain sprang from the ter­race down the stair­case, where he had picked up the frag­ments of Gourville’s let­ter. Five min­utes af­ter, he was at the hostel­ry, where, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of all great of­fi­cers who have lodg­ings at the cas­tle, he had tak­en what was called his city-cham­ber. But when he ar­rived there, in­stead of throw­ing off his sword and cloak, he took his pis­tols, put his mon­ey in­to a large leather purse, sent for his hors­es from the cas­tle-sta­bles, and gave or­ders that would en­sure their reach­ing Vannes dur­ing the night. Ev­ery­thing went on ac­cord­ing to his wish­es. At eight o’clock in the evening, he was putting his foot in the stir­rup, when M. de Gesvres ap­peared, at the head of twelve guards, in front of the hostel­ry. D’Artag­nan saw all from the cor­ner of his eye; he could not fail see­ing thir­teen men and thir­teen hors­es. But he feigned not to ob­serve any­thing, and was about to put his horse in mo­tion. Gesvres rode up to him. “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” said he, aloud.

			“Ah, Mon­sieur de Gesvres! good evening!”

			“One would say you were get­ting on horse­back.”

			“More than that—I am mount­ed—as you see.”

			“It is for­tu­nate I have met with you.”

			“Were you look­ing for me, then?”

			“Mon Dieu! yes.”

			“On the part of the king, I will wa­ger?”

			“Yes.”

			“As I, three days ago, went in search of M. Fou­quet?”

			“Oh!”

			“Non­sense! It is of no use be­ing over-del­i­cate with me; that is all la­bor lost. Tell me at once you are come to ar­rest me.”

			“To ar­rest you?—Good heav­ens! no.”

			“Why do you come to ac­cost me with twelve horse­men at your heels, then?”

			“I am mak­ing my round.”

			“That isn’t bad! And so you pick me up in your round, eh?”

			“I don’t pick you up; I meet with you, and I beg you to come with me.”

			“Where?”

			“To the king.”

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan, with a ban­ter­ing air; “the king is dis­en­gaged.”

			“For Heav­en’s sake, cap­tain,” said M. de Gesvres, in a low voice to the mus­ke­teer, “do not com­pro­mise your­self! these men hear you.”

			D’Artag­nan laughed aloud, and replied:

			“March! Peo­ple who are ar­rest­ed are placed be­tween the six first guards and the six last.”

			“But as I am not ar­rest­ing you,” said M. de Gesvres, “you will march be­hind, with me, if you please.”

			“Well,” said d’Artag­nan, “that is very po­lite, duke, and you are right in be­ing so; for if ev­er I had had to make my rounds near your cham­bre-de-ville, I should have been cour­te­ous to you, I as­sure you, on the word of a gen­tle­man! Now, one fa­vor more; what does the king want with me?”

			“Oh, the king is fu­ri­ous!”

			“Very well! the king, who has thought it worth while to be an­gry, may take the trou­ble to grow calm again; that is all. I shan’t die of that, I will swear.”

			“No, but—”

			“But—I shall be sent to keep com­pa­ny with un­for­tu­nate M. Fou­quet. Mor­dioux! That is a gal­lant man, a wor­thy man! We shall live very so­cia­bly to­geth­er, I will be sworn.”

			“Here we are at our place of des­ti­na­tion,” said the duke. “Cap­tain, for Heav­en’s sake be calm with the king!”

			“Ah! ah! you are play­ing the brave man with me, duke!” said d’Artag­nan, throw­ing one of his de­fi­ant glances over Gesvres. “I have been told that you are am­bi­tious of unit­ing your guards with my mus­ke­teers. This strikes me as a splen­did op­por­tu­ni­ty.”

			“I will take ex­ceed­ing good care not to avail my­self of it, cap­tain.”

			“And why not, pray?”

			“Oh, for many rea­sons—in the first place, for this: if I were to suc­ceed you in the Mus­ke­teers af­ter hav­ing ar­rest­ed you—”

			“Ah! then you ad­mit you have ar­rest­ed me?”

			“No, I don’t.”

			“Say met me, then. So, you were say­ing if you were to suc­ceed me af­ter hav­ing ar­rest­ed me?”

			“Your mus­ke­teers, at the first ex­er­cise with ball car­tridges, would fire my way, by mis­take.”

			“Oh, as to that I won’t say; for the fel­lows do love me a lit­tle.”

			Gesvres made d’Artag­nan pass in first, and took him straight to the cab­i­net where Louis was wait­ing for his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, and placed him­self be­hind his col­league in the an­techam­ber. The king could be heard dis­tinct­ly, speak­ing aloud to Col­bert in the same cab­i­net where Col­bert might have heard, a few days be­fore, the king speak­ing aloud with M. d’Artag­nan. The guards re­mained as a mount­ed pick­et be­fore the prin­ci­pal gate; and the re­port was quick­ly spread through­out the city that Mon­sieur le Cap­i­taine of the Mus­ke­teers had been ar­rest­ed by or­der of the king. Then these men were seen to be in mo­tion, and as in the good old times of Louis XI­II and M. de Tréville, groups were formed, and stair­cas­es were filled; vague mur­murs, is­su­ing from the court be­low, came rolling to the up­per sto­ries, like the dis­tant moan­ing of the waves. M. de Gesvres be­came un­easy. He looked at his guards, who, af­ter be­ing in­ter­ro­gat­ed by the mus­ke­teers who had just got among their ranks, be­gan to shun them with a man­i­fes­ta­tion of in­no­cence. D’Artag­nan was cer­tain­ly less dis­turbed by all this than M. de Gesvres, the cap­tain of the Guards. As soon as he en­tered, he seat­ed him­self on the ledge of a win­dow whence with his ea­gle glance he saw all that was go­ing on with­out the least emo­tion. No step of the pro­gres­sive fer­men­ta­tion which had shown it­self at the re­port of his ar­rest es­caped him. He fore­saw the very mo­ment the ex­plo­sion would take place; and we know that his pre­vi­sions were in gen­er­al cor­rect.

			It would be very whim­si­cal, thought he, if, this evening, my prae­to­ri­ans should make me king of France. How I should laugh!

			But, at the height, all was stopped. Guards, mus­ke­teers, of­fi­cers, sol­diers, mur­murs, un­easi­ness, dis­persed, van­ished, died away; there was an end of men­ace and sedi­tion. One word had calmed the waves. The king had de­sired Bri­enne to say, “Hush, messieurs! you dis­turb the king.”

			D’Artag­nan sighed. “All is over!” said he; “the mus­ke­teers of the present day are not those of His Majesty Louis XI­II. All is over!”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, you are want­ed in the an­techam­ber of the king,” pro­claimed an ush­er.
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			The king was seat­ed in his cab­i­net, with his back turned to­wards the door of en­trance. In front of him was a mir­ror, in which, while turn­ing over his pa­pers, he could see at a glance those who came in. He did not take any no­tice of the en­trance of d’Artag­nan, but spread above his let­ters and plans the large silk cloth he used to con­ceal his se­crets from the im­por­tu­nate. D’Artag­nan un­der­stood this by­play, and kept in the back­ground; so that at the end of a minute the king, who heard noth­ing, and saw noth­ing save from the cor­ner of his eye, was obliged to cry, “Is not M. d’Artag­nan there?”

			“I am here, sire,” replied the mus­ke­teer, ad­vanc­ing.

			“Well, Mon­sieur,” said the king, fix­ing his pel­lu­cid eyes on d’Artag­nan, “what have you to say to me?”

			“I, sire!” replied the lat­ter, who watched the first blow of his ad­ver­sary to make a good re­tort; “I have noth­ing to say to Your Majesty, un­less it be that you have caused me to be ar­rest­ed, and here I am.”

			The king was go­ing to re­ply that he had not had d’Artag­nan ar­rest­ed, but any such sen­tence ap­peared too much like an ex­cuse, and he was silent. D’Artag­nan like­wise pre­served an ob­sti­nate si­lence.

			“Mon­sieur,” at length re­sumed the king, “what did I charge you to go and do at Belle-Isle? Tell me, if you please.”

			The king while ut­ter­ing these words looked in­tent­ly at his cap­tain. Here d’Artag­nan was for­tu­nate; the king seemed to place the game in his hands.

			“I be­lieve,” replied he, “that Your Majesty does me the hon­or to ask what I went to Belle-Isle to ac­com­plish?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Well! sire, I know noth­ing about it; it is not of me that ques­tion should be asked, but of that in­fi­nite num­ber of of­fi­cers of all kinds, to whom have been giv­en in­nu­mer­able or­ders of all kinds, whilst to me, head of the ex­pe­di­tion, noth­ing pre­cise was said or stat­ed in any form what­ev­er.”

			The king was hurt: he showed it by his re­ply. “Mon­sieur,” said he, “or­ders have on­ly been giv­en to such as were judged faith­ful.”

			“And, there­fore, I have been as­ton­ished, sire,” re­tort­ed the mus­ke­teer, “that a cap­tain like my­self, who ranks with a maréchal of France, should have found him­self un­der the or­ders of five or six lieu­tenants or ma­jors, good to make spies of, pos­si­bly, but not at all fit to con­duct a war­like ex­pe­di­tion. It was up­on this sub­ject I came to de­mand an ex­pla­na­tion of Your Majesty, when I found the door closed against me, which, the fi­nal in­sult of­fered to a brave man, has led me to quit Your Majesty’s ser­vice.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the king, “you still be­lieve that you are liv­ing in an age when kings were, as you com­plain of hav­ing been, un­der the or­ders and at the dis­cre­tion of their in­fe­ri­ors. You seem to for­get that a king owes an ac­count of his ac­tions to none but God.”

			“I for­get noth­ing, sire,” said the mus­ke­teer, wound­ed by this les­son. “Be­sides, I do not see in what an hon­est man, when he asks of his king how he has ill-served him, of­fends him.”

			“You have ill-served me, Mon­sieur, by sid­ing with my en­e­mies against me.”

			“Who are your en­e­mies, sire?”

			“The men I sent you to fight.”

			“Two men the en­e­mies of the whole of Your Majesty’s army! That is in­cred­i­ble.”

			“You have no pow­er to judge of my will.”

			“But I have to judge of my own friend­ships, sire.”

			“He who serves his friends does not serve his mas­ter.”

			“I so well un­der­stand this, sire, that I have re­spect­ful­ly of­fered Your Majesty my res­ig­na­tion.”

			“And I have ac­cept­ed it, Mon­sieur,” said the king. “Be­fore be­ing sep­a­rat­ed from you I was will­ing to prove to you that I know how to keep my word.”

			“Your Majesty has kept more than your word, for Your Majesty has had me ar­rest­ed,” said d’Artag­nan, with his cold, ban­ter­ing air; “you did not prom­ise me that, sire.”

			The king would not con­de­scend to per­ceive the pleas­antry, and con­tin­ued, se­ri­ous­ly, “You see, Mon­sieur, to what grave steps your dis­obe­di­ence forces me.”

			“My dis­obe­di­ence!” cried d’Artag­nan, red with anger.

			“It is the mildest term that I can find,” pur­sued the king. “My idea was to take and pun­ish rebels; was I bound to in­quire whether these rebels were your friends or not?”

			“But I was,” replied d’Artag­nan. “It was a cru­el­ty on Your Majesty’s part to send me to cap­ture my friends and lead them to your gib­bets.”

			“It was a tri­al I had to make, Mon­sieur, of pre­tend­ed ser­vants, who eat my bread and should de­fend my per­son. The tri­al has suc­ceed­ed ill, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“For one bad ser­vant Your Majesty los­es,” said the mus­ke­teer, with bit­ter­ness, “there are ten who, on that same day, go through a like or­deal. Lis­ten to me, sire; I am not ac­cus­tomed to that ser­vice. Mine is a rebel sword when I am re­quired to do ill. It was ill to send me in pur­suit of two men whose lives M. Fou­quet, Your Majesty’s pre­serv­er, im­plored you to save. Still fur­ther, these men were my friends. They did not at­tack Your Majesty, they suc­cumbed to your blind anger. Be­sides, why were they not al­lowed to es­cape? What crime had they com­mit­ted? I ad­mit you may con­test with me the right of judg­ing their con­duct. But why sus­pect me be­fore the ac­tion? Why sur­round me with spies? Why dis­grace me be­fore the army? Why me, in whom till now you showed the most en­tire con­fi­dence—who for thir­ty years have been at­tached to your per­son, and have giv­en you a thou­sand proofs of my de­vo­tion—for it must be said, now that I am ac­cused—why re­duce me to see three thou­sand of the king’s sol­diers march in bat­tle against two men?”

			“One would say you have for­got­ten what these men have done to me!” said the king, in a hol­low voice, “and that it was no mer­it of theirs I was not lost.”

			“Sire, one would imag­ine you for­get that I was there.”

			“Enough, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, enough of these dom­i­nat­ing in­ter­ests which arise to keep the sun it­self from my in­ter­ests. I am found­ing a state in which there shall be but one mas­ter, as I promised you; the mo­ment is at hand for me to keep my prom­ise. You wish to be, ac­cord­ing to your tastes or pri­vate friend­ships, free to de­stroy my plans and save my en­e­mies? I will thwart you or will drop you—seek a more com­pli­ant mas­ter. I know full well that an­oth­er king would not con­duct him­self as I do, and would al­low him­self to be dom­i­nat­ed by you, at the risk of send­ing you some day to keep com­pa­ny with M. Fou­quet and the rest; but I have an ex­cel­lent mem­o­ry, and for me, ser­vices are sa­cred ti­tles to grat­i­tude, to im­puni­ty. You shall on­ly have this les­son, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, as the pun­ish­ment of your want of dis­ci­pline, and I will not im­i­tate my pre­de­ces­sors in anger, not hav­ing im­i­tat­ed them in fa­vor. And, then, oth­er rea­sons make me act mild­ly to­wards you; in the first place, be­cause you are a man of sense, a man of ex­cel­lent sense, a man of heart, and that you will be a cap­i­tal ser­vant to him who shall have mas­tered you; sec­ond­ly, be­cause you will cease to have any mo­tives for in­sub­or­di­na­tion. Your friends are now de­stroyed or ru­ined by me. These sup­ports on which your capri­cious mind in­stinc­tive­ly re­lied I have caused to dis­ap­pear. At this mo­ment, my sol­diers have tak­en or killed the rebels of Belle-Isle.”

			D’Artag­nan be­came pale. “Tak­en or killed!” cried he. “Oh! sire, if you thought what you tell, if you were sure you were telling me the truth, I should for­get all that is just, all that is mag­nan­i­mous in your words, to call you a bar­barous king, and an un­nat­u­ral man. But I par­don you these words,” said he, smil­ing with pride; “I par­don them to a young prince who does not know, who can­not com­pre­hend what such men as M. d’Herblay, M. du Val­lon, and my­self are. Tak­en or killed! Ah! Ah! sire! tell me, if the news is true, how much has it cost you in men and mon­ey. We will then reck­on if the game has been worth the stakes.”

			As he spoke thus, the king went up to him in great anger, and said, “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, your replies are those of a rebel! Tell me, if you please, who is king of France? Do you know any oth­er?”

			“Sire,” replied the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers, cold­ly, “I very well re­mem­ber that one morn­ing at Vaux you ad­dressed that ques­tion to many peo­ple who did not an­swer to it, whilst I, on my part, did an­swer to it. If I rec­og­nized my king on that day, when the thing was not easy, I think it would be use­less to ask the ques­tion of me now, when Your Majesty and I are alone.”

			At these words Louis cast down his eyes. It ap­peared to him that the shade of the un­for­tu­nate Philippe passed be­tween d’Artag­nan and him­self, to evoke the re­mem­brance of that ter­ri­ble ad­ven­ture. Al­most at the same mo­ment an of­fi­cer en­tered and placed a dis­patch in the hands of the king, who, in his turn, changed col­or, while read­ing it.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “what I learn here you would know lat­er; it is bet­ter I should tell you, and that you should learn it from the mouth of your king. A bat­tle has tak­en place at Belle-Isle.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble?” said d’Artag­nan, with a calm air, though his heart was beat­ing fast enough to choke him. “Well, sire?”

			“Well, Mon­sieur—and I have lost a hun­dred and ten men.”

			A beam of joy and pride shone in the eyes of d’Artag­nan. “And the rebels?” said he.

			“The rebels have fled,” said the king.

			D’Artag­nan could not re­strain a cry of tri­umph. “On­ly,” added the king, “I have a fleet which close­ly block­ades Belle-Isle, and I am cer­tain not a bark can es­cape.”

			“So that,” said the mus­ke­teer, brought back to his dis­mal idea, “if these two gen­tle­men are tak­en—”

			“They will be hanged,” said the king, qui­et­ly.

			“And do they know it?” replied d’Artag­nan, re­press­ing his trem­bling.

			“They know it, be­cause you must have told them your­self; and all the coun­try knows it.”

			“Then, sire, they will nev­er be tak­en alive, I will an­swer for that.”

			“Ah!” said the king, neg­li­gent­ly, and tak­ing up his let­ter again. “Very well, they will be dead, then, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, and that will come to the same thing, since I should on­ly take them to have them hanged.”

			D’Artag­nan wiped the sweat which flowed from his brow.

			“I have told you,” pur­sued Louis XIV, “that I would one day be an af­fec­tion­ate, gen­er­ous, and con­stant mas­ter. You are now the on­ly man of for­mer times wor­thy of my anger or my friend­ship. I will not spare you ei­ther sen­ti­ment, ac­cord­ing to your con­duct. Could you serve a king, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, who should have a hun­dred kings, his equals, in the king­dom? Could I, tell me, do with such weak in­stru­ments the great things I med­i­tate? Did you ev­er see an artist ef­fect great works with an un­wor­thy tool? Far from us, Mon­sieur, the old leav­en of feu­dal abuse! The Fronde, which threat­ened to ru­in monar­chy, has eman­ci­pat­ed it. I am mas­ter at home, Cap­tain d’Artag­nan, and I shall have ser­vants who, lack­ing, per­haps, your ge­nius, will car­ry de­vo­tion and obe­di­ence to the verge of hero­ism. Of what con­se­quence, I ask you, of what con­se­quence is it that God has giv­en no sense to arms and legs? It is to the head he has giv­en ge­nius, and the head, you know, the rest obey. I am the head.”

			D’Artag­nan start­ed. Louis XIV con­tin­ued as if he had seen noth­ing, al­though this emo­tion had not by any means es­caped him. “Now, let us con­clude be­tween us two the bar­gain I promised to make with you one day when you found me in a very strange predica­ment at Blois. Do me jus­tice, Mon­sieur, when you ad­mit I do not make any­one pay for the tears of shame that I then shed. Look around you; lofty heads have bowed. Bow yours, or choose such ex­ile as will suit you. Per­haps, when re­flect­ing up­on it, you will find your king has a gen­er­ous heart, who reck­ons suf­fi­cient­ly up­on your loy­al­ty to al­low you to leave him dis­sat­is­fied, when you pos­sess a great state se­cret. You are a brave man; I know you to be so. Why have you judged me pre­ma­ture­ly? Judge me from this day for­ward, d’Artag­nan, and be as se­vere as you please.”

			D’Artag­nan re­mained be­wil­dered, mute, un­de­cid­ed for the first time in his life. At last he had found an ad­ver­sary wor­thy of him. This was no longer trick, it was cal­cu­la­tion; no longer vi­o­lence, but strength; no longer pas­sion, but will; no longer boast­ing, but coun­cil. This young man who had brought down a Fou­quet, and could do with­out a d’Artag­nan, de­ranged the some­what head­strong cal­cu­la­tions of the mus­ke­teer.

			“Come, let us see what stops you?” said the king, kind­ly. “You have giv­en in your res­ig­na­tion; shall I refuse to ac­cept it? I ad­mit that it may be hard for such an old cap­tain to re­cov­er lost good-hu­mor.”

			“Oh!” replied d’Artag­nan, in a melan­choly tone, “that is not my most se­ri­ous care. I hes­i­tate to take back my res­ig­na­tion be­cause I am old in com­par­i­son with you, and have habits dif­fi­cult to aban­don. Hence­for­ward, you must have courtiers who know how to amuse you—mad­men who will get them­selves killed to car­ry out what you call your great works. Great they will be, I feel—but, if by chance I should not think them so? I have seen war, sire, I have seen peace; I have served Riche­lieu and Mazarin; I have been scorched with your fa­ther, at the fire of Rochelle; rid­dled with sword-thrusts like a sieve, hav­ing grown a new skin ten times, as ser­pents do. Af­ter af­fronts and in­jus­tices, I have a com­mand which was for­mer­ly some­thing, be­cause it gave the bear­er the right of speak­ing as he liked to his king. But your cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers will hence­for­ward be an of­fi­cer guard­ing the out­er doors. Tru­ly, sire, if that is to be my em­ploy­ment from this time, seize the op­por­tu­ni­ty of our be­ing on good terms, to take it from me. Do not imag­ine that I bear mal­ice; no, you have tamed me, as you say; but it must be con­fessed that in tam­ing me you have low­ered me; by bow­ing me you have con­vict­ed me of weak­ness. If you knew how well it suits me to car­ry my head high, and what a piti­ful mien I shall have while scent­ing the dust of your car­pets! Oh! sire, I re­gret sin­cere­ly, and you will re­gret as I do, the old days when the king of France saw in ev­ery vestibule those in­so­lent gen­tle­men, lean, al­ways swear­ing—cross-grained mas­tiffs, who could bite mor­tal­ly in the hour of dan­ger or of bat­tle. These men were the best of courtiers to the hand which fed them—they would lick it; but for the hand that struck them, oh! the bite that fol­lowed! A lit­tle gold on the lace of their cloaks, a slen­der stom­ach in their hauts-de-chauss­es, a lit­tle sparkling of gray in their dry hair, and you will be­hold the hand­some dukes and peers, the haughty maréchaux of France. But why should I tell you all this? The king is mas­ter; he wills that I should make vers­es, he wills that I should pol­ish the mo­saics of his an­techam­bers with satin shoes. Mor­dioux! that is dif­fi­cult, but I have got over greater dif­fi­cul­ties. I will do it. Why should I do it? Be­cause I love mon­ey?—I have enough. Be­cause I am am­bi­tious?—my ca­reer is al­most at an end. Be­cause I love the court? No. I will re­main here be­cause I have been ac­cus­tomed for thir­ty years to go and take the or­der­ly word of the king, and to have said to me ‘Good evening, d’Artag­nan,’ with a smile I did not beg for. That smile I will beg for! Are you con­tent, sire?” And d’Artag­nan bowed his sil­ver head, up­on which the smil­ing king placed his white hand with pride.

			“Thanks, my old ser­vant, my faith­ful friend,” said he. “As, reck­on­ing from this day, I have no longer any en­e­mies in France, it re­mains with me to send you to a for­eign field to gath­er your mar­shal’s ba­ton. De­pend up­on me for find­ing you an op­por­tu­ni­ty. In the mean­while, eat of my very best bread, and sleep in ab­so­lute tran­quil­li­ty.”

			“That is all kind and well!” said d’Artag­nan, much ag­i­tat­ed. “But those poor men at Belle-Isle? One of them, in par­tic­u­lar—so good! so brave! so true!”

			“Do you ask their par­don of me?”

			“Up­on my knees, sire!”

			“Well! then, go and take it to them, if it be still in time. But do you an­swer for them?”

			“With my life, sire.”

			“Go, then. To­mor­row I set out for Paris. Re­turn by that time, for I do not wish you to leave me in the fu­ture.”

			“Be as­sured of that, sire,” said d’Artag­nan, kiss­ing the roy­al hand.

			And with a heart swelling with joy, he rushed out of the cas­tle on his way to Belle-Isle.

		
	
		
			
				261

				The Friends of M. Fou­quet

			
			The king had re­turned to Paris, and with him d’Artag­nan, who, in twen­ty-four hours, hav­ing made with great­est care all pos­si­ble in­quiries at Belle-Isle, suc­ceed­ed in learn­ing noth­ing of the se­cret so well kept by the heavy rock of Loc­maria, which had fall­en on the hero­ic Porthos. The cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers on­ly knew what those two valiant men—these two friends, whose de­fense he had so nobly tak­en up, whose lives he had so earnest­ly en­deav­ored to save—aid­ed by three faith­ful Bre­tons, had ac­com­plished against a whole army. He had seen, spread on the neigh­bor­ing heath, the hu­man re­mains which had stained with clout­ed blood the scat­tered stones among the flow­er­ing broom. He learned al­so that a bark had been seen far out at sea, and that, like a bird of prey, a roy­al ves­sel had pur­sued, over­tak­en, and de­voured the poor lit­tle bird that was fly­ing with such pal­pi­tat­ing wings. But there d’Artag­nan’s cer­tain­ties end­ed. The field of sup­po­si­tion was thrown open. Now, what could he con­jec­ture? The ves­sel had not re­turned. It is true that a brisk wind had pre­vailed for three days; but the corvette was known to be a good sail­er and sol­id in its tim­bers; it had no need to fear a gale of wind, and it ought, ac­cord­ing to the cal­cu­la­tion of d’Artag­nan, to have ei­ther re­turned to Brest, or come back to the mouth of the Loire. Such was the news, am­bigu­ous, it is true, but in some de­gree re­as­sur­ing to him per­son­al­ly, which d’Artag­nan brought to Louis XIV, when the king, fol­lowed by all the court, re­turned to Paris.

			Louis, sat­is­fied with his suc­cess—Louis, more mild and af­fa­ble as he felt him­self more pow­er­ful—had not ceased for an in­stant to ride be­side the car­riage door of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière. Ev­ery­body was anx­ious to amuse the two queens, so as to make them for­get this aban­don­ment by son and hus­band. Ev­ery­thing breathed the fu­ture, the past was noth­ing to any­body. On­ly that past was like a painful bleed­ing wound to the hearts of cer­tain ten­der and de­vot­ed spir­its. Scarce­ly was the king re­in­stalled in Paris, when he re­ceived a touch­ing proof of this. Louis XIV had just risen and tak­en his first repast when his cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers pre­sent­ed him­self be­fore him. D’Artag­nan was pale and looked un­hap­py. The king, at the first glance, per­ceived the change in a coun­te­nance gen­er­al­ly so un­con­cerned. “What is the mat­ter, d’Artag­nan?” said he.

			“Sire, a great mis­for­tune has hap­pened to me.”

			“Good heav­ens! what is that?”

			“Sire, I have lost one of my friends, M. du Val­lon, in the af­fair of Belle-Isle.”

			And, while speak­ing these words, d’Artag­nan fixed his fal­con eye up­on Louis XIV, to catch the first feel­ing that would show it­self.

			“I knew it,” replied the king, qui­et­ly.

			“You knew it, and did not tell me!” cried the mus­ke­teer.

			“To what good? Your grief, my friend, was so well wor­thy of re­spect. It was my du­ty to treat it gen­tly. To have in­formed you of this mis­for­tune, which I knew would pain you so great­ly, d’Artag­nan, would have been, in your eyes, to have tri­umphed over you. Yes, I knew that M. du Val­lon had buried him­self be­neath the rocks of Loc­maria; I knew that M. d’Herblay had tak­en one of my ves­sels with its crew, and had com­pelled it to con­vey him to Bay­onne. But I was will­ing you should learn these mat­ters in a di­rect man­ner, in or­der that you might be con­vinced my friends are with me re­spect­ed and sa­cred; that al­ways in me the man will sac­ri­fice him­self to sub­jects, whilst the king is so of­ten found to sac­ri­fice men to majesty and pow­er.”

			“But, sire, how could you know?”

			“How do you your­self know, d’Artag­nan?”

			“By this let­ter, sire, which M. d’Herblay, free and out of dan­ger, writes me from Bay­onne.”

			“Look here,” said the king, draw­ing from a cas­ket placed up­on the ta­ble clos­et to the seat up­on which d’Artag­nan was lean­ing, “here is a let­ter copied ex­act­ly from that of M. d’Herblay. Here is the very let­ter, which Col­bert placed in my hands a week be­fore you re­ceived yours. I am well served, you may per­ceive.”

			“Yes, sire,” mur­mured the mus­ke­teer, “you were the on­ly man whose star was equal to the task of dom­i­nat­ing the for­tune and strength of my two friends. You have used your pow­er, sire, you will not abuse it, will you?”

			“D’Artag­nan,” said the king, with a smile beam­ing with kind­ness, “I could have M. d’Herblay car­ried off from the ter­ri­to­ries of the king of Spain, and brought here, alive, to in­flict jus­tice up­on him. But, d’Artag­nan, be as­sured I will not yield to this first and nat­u­ral im­pulse. He is free—let him con­tin­ue free.”

			“Oh, sire! you will not al­ways re­main so clement, so no­ble, so gen­er­ous as you have shown your­self with re­spect to me and M. d’Herblay; you will have about you coun­selors who will cure you of that weak­ness.”

			“No, d’Artag­nan, you are mis­tak­en when you ac­cuse my coun­cil of urg­ing me to pur­sue rig­or­ous mea­sures. The ad­vice to spare M. d’Herblay comes from Col­bert him­self.”

			“Oh, sire!” said d’Artag­nan, ex­treme­ly sur­prised.

			“As for you,” con­tin­ued the king, with a kind­ness very un­com­mon to him, “I have sev­er­al pieces of good news to an­nounce to you; but you shall know them, my dear cap­tain, the mo­ment I have made my ac­counts all straight. I have said that I wish to make, and would make, your for­tune; that prom­ise will soon be­come re­al­i­ty.”

			“A thou­sand times thanks, sire! I can wait. But I im­plore you, whilst I go and prac­tice pa­tience, that Your Majesty will deign to no­tice those poor peo­ple who have for so long a time be­sieged your an­techam­ber, and come humbly to lay a pe­ti­tion at your feet.”

			“Who are they?”

			“En­e­mies of Your Majesty.”

			The king raised his head.

			“Friends of M. Fou­quet,” added d’Artag­nan.

			“Their names?”

			“M. Gourville, M. Pélis­son, and a po­et, M. Jean de La Fontaine.”

			The king took a mo­ment to re­flect. “What do they want?”

			“I do not know.”

			“How do they ap­pear?”

			“In great af­flic­tion.”

			“What do they say?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“What do they do?”

			“They weep.”

			“Let them come in,” said the king, with a se­ri­ous brow.

			D’Artag­nan turned rapid­ly on his heel, raised the ta­pes­try which closed the en­trance to the roy­al cham­ber, and di­rect­ing his voice to the ad­join­ing room, cried, “En­ter.”

			The three men d’Artag­nan had named im­me­di­ate­ly ap­peared at the door of the cab­i­net in which were the king and his cap­tain. A pro­found si­lence pre­vailed in their pas­sage. The courtiers, at the ap­proach of the friends of the un­for­tu­nate su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nances, drew back, as if fear­ful of be­ing af­fect­ed by con­ta­gion with dis­grace and mis­for­tune. D’Artag­nan, with a quick step, came for­ward to take by the hand the un­hap­py men who stood trem­bling at the door of the cab­i­net; he led them in front of the king’s fau­teuil, who, hav­ing placed him­self in the em­bra­sure of a win­dow, await­ed the mo­ment of pre­sen­ta­tion, and was pre­par­ing him­self to give the sup­pli­cants a rig­or­ous­ly diplo­mat­ic re­cep­tion.

			The first of the friends of Fou­quet’s to ad­vance was Pélis­son. He did not weep, but his tears were on­ly re­strained that the king might bet­ter hear his voice and prayer. Gourville bit his lips to check his tears, out of re­spect for the king. La Fontaine buried his face in his hand­ker­chief, and the on­ly signs of life he gave were the con­vul­sive mo­tions of his shoul­ders, raised by his sobs.

			The king pre­served his dig­ni­ty. His coun­te­nance was im­pas­si­ble. He even main­tained the frown which ap­peared when d’Artag­nan an­nounced his en­e­mies. He made a ges­ture which sig­ni­fied, “Speak”; and he re­mained stand­ing, with his eyes fixed search­ing­ly on these de­spond­ing men. Pélis­son bowed to the ground, and La Fontaine knelt as peo­ple do in church­es. This dis­mal si­lence, dis­turbed on­ly by sighs and groans, be­gan to ex­cite in the king, not com­pas­sion, but im­pa­tience.

			“Mon­sieur Pélis­son,” said he, in a sharp, dry tone. “Mon­sieur Gourville, and you, Mon­sieur ———” and he did not name La Fontaine, “I can­not, with­out sen­si­ble dis­plea­sure, see you come to plead for one of the great­est crim­i­nals it is the du­ty of jus­tice to pun­ish. A king does not al­low him­self to soft­en save at the tears of the in­no­cent, the re­morse of the guilty. I have no faith ei­ther in the re­morse of M. Fou­quet or the tears of his friends, be­cause the one is taint­ed to the very heart, and the oth­ers ought to dread of­fend­ing me in my own palace. For these rea­sons, I beg you, Mon­sieur Pélis­son, Mon­sieur Gourville, and you, Mon­sieur ———, to say noth­ing that will not plain­ly pro­claim the re­spect you have for my will.”

			“Sire,” replied Pélis­son, trem­bling at these words, “we are come to say noth­ing to Your Majesty that is not the most pro­found ex­pres­sion of the most sin­cere re­spect and love that are due to a king from all his sub­jects. Your Majesty’s jus­tice is re­doubtable; ev­ery­one must yield to the sen­tences it pro­nounces. We re­spect­ful­ly bow be­fore it. Far from us the idea of com­ing to de­fend him who has had the mis­for­tune to of­fend Your Majesty. He who has in­curred your dis­plea­sure may be a friend of ours, but he is an en­e­my to the state. We aban­don him, but with tears, to the sever­i­ty of the king.”

			“Be­sides,” in­ter­rupt­ed the king, calmed by that sup­pli­cat­ing voice, and those per­sua­sive words, “my par­lia­ment will de­cide. I do not strike with­out first hav­ing weighed the crime; my jus­tice does not wield the sword with­out em­ploy­ing first a pair of scales.”

			“There­fore we have ev­ery con­fi­dence in that im­par­tial­i­ty of the king, and hope to make our fee­ble voic­es heard, with the con­sent of Your Majesty, when the hour for de­fend­ing an ac­cused friend strikes.”

			“In that case, messieurs, what do you ask of me?” said the king, with his most im­pos­ing air.

			“Sire,” con­tin­ued Pélis­son, “the ac­cused has a wife and fam­i­ly. The lit­tle prop­er­ty he had was scarce­ly suf­fi­cient to pay his debts, and Madame Fou­quet, since her hus­band’s cap­tiv­i­ty, is aban­doned by ev­ery­body. The hand of Your Majesty strikes like the hand of God. When the Lord sends the curse of lep­rosy or pesti­lence in­to a fam­i­ly, ev­ery­one flies and shuns the abode of the lep­rous or plague-strick­en. Some­times, but very rarely, a gen­er­ous physi­cian alone ven­tures to ap­proach the ill-re­put­ed thresh­old, pass­es it with courage, and risks his life to com­bat death. He is the last re­source of the dy­ing, the cho­sen in­stru­ment of heav­en­ly mer­cy. Sire, we sup­pli­cate you, with clasped hands and bend­ed knees, as a di­vin­i­ty is sup­pli­cat­ed! Madame Fou­quet has no longer any friends, no longer any means of sup­port; she weeps in her de­sert­ed home, aban­doned by all those who be­sieged its doors in the hour of pros­per­i­ty; she has nei­ther cred­it nor hope left. At least, the un­hap­py wretch up­on whom your anger falls re­ceives from you, how­ev­er cul­pa­ble he may be, his dai­ly bread though moist­ened by his tears. As much af­flict­ed, more des­ti­tute than her hus­band, Madame Fou­quet—the la­dy who had the hon­or to re­ceive Your Majesty at her ta­ble—Madame Fou­quet, the wife of the an­cient su­per­in­ten­dent of Your Majesty’s fi­nances, Madame Fou­quet has no longer bread.”

			Here the mor­tal si­lence which had chained the breath of Pélis­son’s two friends was bro­ken by an out­burst of sobs; and d’Artag­nan, whose chest heaved at hear­ing this hum­ble prayer, turned round to­wards the an­gle of the cab­i­net to bite his mus­tache and con­ceal a groan.

			The king had pre­served his eye dry and his coun­te­nance se­vere; but the blood had mount­ed to his cheeks, and the firm­ness of his look was vis­i­bly di­min­ished.

			“What do you wish?” said he, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice.

			“We come humbly to ask Your Majesty,” replied Pélis­son, up­on whom emo­tion was fast gain­ing, “to per­mit us, with­out in­cur­ring the dis­plea­sure of Your Majesty, to lend to Madame Fou­quet two thou­sand pis­toles col­lect­ed among the old friends of her hus­band, in or­der that the wid­ow may not stand in need of the nec­es­saries of life.”

			At the word wid­ow, pro­nounced by Pélis­son whilst Fou­quet was still alive, the king turned very pale;—his pride dis­ap­peared; pity rose from his heart to his lips; he cast a soft­ened look up­on the men who knelt sob­bing at his feet.

			“God for­bid,” said he, “that I should con­found the in­no­cent with the guilty. They know me but ill who doubt my mer­cy to­wards the weak. I strike none but the ar­ro­gant. Do, messieurs, do all that your hearts coun­sel you to as­suage the grief of Madame Fou­quet. Go, messieurs—go!”

			The three now rose in si­lence with dry eyes. The tears had been scorched away by con­tact with their burn­ing cheeks and eye­lids. They had not the strength to ad­dress their thanks to the king, who him­self cut short their solemn rev­er­ences by en­trench­ing him­self sud­den­ly be­hind the fau­teuil.

			D’Artag­nan re­mained alone with the king.

			“Well,” said he, ap­proach­ing the young prince, who in­ter­ro­gat­ed him with his look. “Well, my mas­ter! If you had not the de­vice which be­longs to your sun, I would rec­om­mend you one which M. Con­rart might trans­late in­to eclec­tic Latin, ‘Calm with the low­ly; stormy with the strong.’ ”

			The king smiled, and passed in­to the next apart­ment, af­ter hav­ing said to d’Artag­nan, “I give you the leave of ab­sence you must want to put the af­fairs of your friend, the late M. du Val­lon, in or­der.”
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				Porthos’s Will

			
			At Pier­re­fonds ev­ery­thing was in mourn­ing. The courts were de­sert­ed—the sta­bles closed—the parter­res ne­glect­ed. In the basins, the foun­tains, for­mer­ly so ju­bi­lant­ly fresh and noisy, had stopped of them­selves. Along the roads around the château came a few grave per­son­ages mount­ed on mules or coun­try nags. These were ru­ral neigh­bors, curés and bailiffs of ad­ja­cent es­tates. All these peo­ple en­tered the château silent­ly, hand­ed their hors­es to a melan­choly-look­ing groom, and di­rect­ed their steps, con­duct­ed by a hunts­man in black, to the great din­ing-room, where Mous­que­ton re­ceived them at the door. Mous­que­ton had be­come so thin in two days that his clothes moved up­on him like an ill-fit­ting scab­bard in which the sword-blade dances at each mo­tion. His face, com­posed of red and white, like that of the Madon­na of Vandyke, was fur­rowed by two sil­ver rivulets which had dug their beds in his cheeks, as full for­mer­ly as they had be­come flab­by since his grief be­gan. At each fresh ar­rival, Mous­que­ton found fresh tears, and it was piti­ful to see him press his throat with his fat hand to keep from burst­ing in­to sobs and lamen­ta­tions. All these vis­its were for the pur­pose of hear­ing the read­ing of Porthos’s will, an­nounced for that day, and at which all the cov­etous friends of the dead man were anx­ious to be present, as he had left no re­la­tions be­hind him.

			The vis­i­tors took their places as they ar­rived, and the great room had just been closed when the clock struck twelve, the hour fixed for the read­ing of the im­por­tant doc­u­ment. Porthos’s pro­cureur—and that was nat­u­ral­ly the suc­ces­sor of Mas­ter Co­que­nard—com­menced by slow­ly un­fold­ing the vast parch­ment up­on which the pow­er­ful hand of Porthos had traced his sov­er­eign will. The seal bro­ken—the spec­ta­cles put on—the pre­lim­i­nary cough hav­ing sound­ed—ev­ery­one pricked up his ears. Mous­que­ton had squat­ted him­self in a cor­ner, the bet­ter to weep and the bet­ter to hear. All at once the fold­ing-doors of the great room, which had been shut, were thrown open as if by mag­ic, and a war­like fig­ure ap­peared up­on the thresh­old, re­splen­dent in the full light of the sun. This was d’Artag­nan, who had come alone to the gate, and find­ing no­body to hold his stir­rup, had tied his horse to the knock­er and an­nounced him­self. The splen­dor of day­light in­vad­ing the room, the mur­mur of all present, and, more than all, the in­stinct of the faith­ful dog, drew Mous­que­ton from his rever­ie; he raised his head, rec­og­nized the old friend of his mas­ter, and, scream­ing with grief, he em­braced his knees, wa­ter­ing the floor with his tears. D’Artag­nan raised the poor in­ten­dant, em­braced him as if he had been a broth­er, and, hav­ing nobly salut­ed the as­sem­bly, who all bowed as they whis­pered to each oth­er his name, he went and took his seat at the ex­trem­i­ty of the great carved oak hall, still hold­ing by the hand poor Mous­que­ton, who was suf­fo­cat­ing with ex­cess of woe, and sank up­on the steps. Then the pro­cureur, who, like the rest, was con­sid­er­ably ag­i­tat­ed, com­menced.

			Porthos, af­ter a pro­fes­sion of faith of the most Chris­tian char­ac­ter, asked par­don of his en­e­mies for all the in­juries he might have done them. At this para­graph, a ray of in­ex­press­ible pride beamed from the eyes of d’Artag­nan. He re­called to his mind the old sol­dier; all those en­e­mies of Porthos brought to earth by his valiant hand; he reck­oned up the num­bers of them, and said to him­self that Porthos had act­ed wise­ly not to enu­mer­ate his en­e­mies or the in­juries done to them, or the task would have been too much for the read­er. Then came the fol­low­ing sched­ule of his ex­ten­sive lands:

			
				“I pos­sess at this present time, by the grace of God—

				“1. The do­main of Pier­re­fonds, lands, woods, mead­ows, wa­ters, and forests, sur­round­ed by good walls.

				“2. The do­main of Bra­cieux, châteaux, forests, plowed lands, form­ing three farms.

				“3. The lit­tle es­tate Du Val­lon, so named be­cause it is in the val­ley.” (Brave Porthos!)

				“4. Fifty farms in Touraine, amount­ing to five hun­dred acres.

				“5. Three mills up­on the Cher, bring­ing in six hun­dred livres each.

				“6. Three fish-pools in Berry, pro­duc­ing two hun­dred livres a year.

				“As to my per­son­al or mov­able prop­er­ty, so called be­cause it can be moved, as is so well ex­plained by my learned friend the bish­op of Vannes—” (D’Artag­nan shud­dered at the dis­mal re­mem­brance at­tached to that name)—the pro­cureur con­tin­ued im­per­turbably—“they con­sist—”

				“1. In goods which I can­not de­tail here for want of room, and which fur­nish all my châteaux or hous­es, but of which the list is drawn up by my in­ten­dant.”

			

			Ev­ery­one turned his eyes to­wards Mous­que­ton, who was still lost in grief.

			
				“2. In twen­ty hors­es for sad­dle and draught, which I have par­tic­u­lar­ly at my château of Pier­re­fonds, and which are called—Ba­yard, Roland, Charle­magne, Pépin, Dunois, La Hire, Ogi­er, Sam­son, Mi­lo, Nim­rod, Ur­gan­da, Armi­da, Flastrade, Dalilah, Re­bec­ca, Yolande, Finette, Grisette, Lisette, and Musette.

				“3. In six­ty dogs, form­ing six packs, di­vid­ed as fol­lows: the first, for the stag; the sec­ond, for the wolf; the third, for the wild boar; the fourth, for the hare; and the two oth­ers, for set­ters and pro­tec­tion.

				“4. In arms for war and the chase con­tained in my gallery of arms.

				“5. My wines of An­jou, se­lect­ed for Athos, who liked them for­mer­ly; my wines of Bur­gundy, Cham­pagne, Bor­deaux, and Spain, stock­ing eight cel­lars and twelve vaults, in my var­i­ous hous­es.

				“6. My pic­tures and stat­ues, which are said to be of great val­ue, and which are suf­fi­cient­ly nu­mer­ous to fa­tigue the sight.

				“7. My li­brary, con­sist­ing of six thou­sand vol­umes, quite new, and have nev­er been opened.

				“8. My sil­ver plate, which is per­haps a lit­tle worn, but which ought to weigh from a thou­sand to twelve hun­dred pounds, for I had great trou­ble in lift­ing the cof­fer that con­tained it and could not car­ry it more than six times round my cham­ber.

				“9. All these ob­jects, in ad­di­tion to the ta­ble and house linen, are di­vid­ed in the res­i­dences I liked the best.”

			

			Here the read­er stopped to take breath. Ev­ery­one sighed, coughed, and re­dou­bled his at­ten­tion. The pro­cureur re­sumed:

			
				“I have lived with­out hav­ing any chil­dren, and it is prob­a­ble I nev­er shall have any, which to me is a cut­ting grief. And yet I am mis­tak­en, for I have a son, in com­mon with my oth­er friends; that is, M. Raoul Au­guste Jules de Bragelonne, the true son of M. le Comte de la Fère.

				“This young no­ble­man ap­pears to me ex­treme­ly wor­thy to suc­ceed the valiant gen­tle­man of whom I am the friend and very hum­ble ser­vant.”

			

			Here a sharp sound in­ter­rupt­ed the read­er. It was d’Artag­nan’s sword, which, slip­ping from his baldric, had fall­en on the sonorous floor­ing. Ev­ery­one turned his eyes that way, and saw that a large tear had rolled from the thick lid of d’Artag­nan, half­way down to his aquiline nose, the lu­mi­nous edge of which shone like a lit­tle cres­cent moon.

			
				“This is why,” con­tin­ued the pro­cureur, “I have left all my prop­er­ty, mov­able, or im­mov­able, com­prised in the above enu­mer­a­tions, to M. le Vi­comte Raoul Au­guste Jules de Bragelonne, son of M. le Comte de la Fère, to con­sole him for the grief he seems to suf­fer, and en­able him to add more lus­ter to his al­ready glo­ri­ous name.”

			

			A vague mur­mur ran through the au­di­to­ry. The pro­cureur con­tin­ued, sec­ond­ed by the flash­ing eye of d’Artag­nan, which, glanc­ing over the as­sem­bly, quick­ly re­stored the in­ter­rupt­ed si­lence:

			
				“On con­di­tion that M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne do give to M. le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, cap­tain of the king’s Mus­ke­teers, what­ev­er the said Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan may de­mand of my prop­er­ty. On con­di­tion that M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne do pay a good pen­sion to M. le Cheva­lier d’Herblay, my friend, if he should need it in ex­ile. I leave to my in­ten­dant Mous­que­ton all of my clothes, of city, war, or chase, to the num­ber of forty-sev­en suits, in the as­sur­ance that he will wear them till they are worn out, for the love of and in re­mem­brance of his mas­ter. More­over, I be­queath to M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne my old ser­vant and faith­ful friend Mous­que­ton, al­ready named, pro­vid­ing that the said vi­comte shall so act that Mous­que­ton shall de­clare, when dy­ing, he has nev­er ceased to be hap­py.”

			

			On hear­ing these words, Mous­que­ton bowed, pale and trem­bling; his shoul­ders shook con­vul­sive­ly; his coun­te­nance, com­pressed by a fright­ful grief, ap­peared from be­tween his icy hands, and the spec­ta­tors saw him stag­ger and hes­i­tate, as if, though wish­ing to leave the hall, he did not know the way.

			“Mous­que­ton, my good friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “go and make your prepa­ra­tions. I will take you with me to Athos’s house, whith­er I shall go on leav­ing Pier­re­fonds.”

			Mous­que­ton made no re­ply. He scarce­ly breathed, as if ev­ery­thing in that hall would from that time be for­eign. He opened the door, and slow­ly dis­ap­peared.

			The pro­cureur fin­ished his read­ing, af­ter which the greater part of those who had come to hear the last will of Porthos dis­persed by de­grees, many dis­ap­point­ed, but all pen­e­trat­ed with re­spect. As for d’Artag­nan, thus left alone, af­ter hav­ing re­ceived the for­mal com­pli­ments of the pro­cureur, he was lost in ad­mi­ra­tion of the wis­dom of the tes­ta­tor, who had so ju­di­cious­ly be­stowed his wealth up­on the most ne­ces­si­tous and the most wor­thy, with a del­i­ca­cy that nei­ther no­ble­man nor courtier could have dis­played more kind­ly. When Porthos en­joined Raoul de Bragelonne to give d’Artag­nan all that he would ask, he knew well, our wor­thy Porthos, that d’Artag­nan would ask or take noth­ing; and in case he did de­mand any­thing, none but him­self could say what. Porthos left a pen­sion to Aramis, who, if he should be in­clined to ask too much, was checked by the ex­am­ple of d’Artag­nan; and that word ex­ile, thrown out by the tes­ta­tor, with­out ap­par­ent in­ten­tion, was it not the mildest, most ex­quis­ite crit­i­cism up­on that con­duct of Aramis which had brought about the death of Porthos? But there was no men­tion of Athos in the tes­ta­ment of the dead. Could the lat­ter for a mo­ment sup­pose that the son would not of­fer the best part to the fa­ther? The rough mind of Porthos had fath­omed all these caus­es, seized all these shades more clear­ly than law, bet­ter than cus­tom, with more pro­pri­ety than taste.

			Porthos had in­deed a heart, said d’Artag­nan to him­self with a sigh. As he made this re­flec­tion, he fan­cied he hard a groan in the room above him; and he thought im­me­di­ate­ly of poor Mous­que­ton, whom he felt it was a pleas­ing du­ty to di­vert from his grief. For this pur­pose he left the hall hasti­ly to seek the wor­thy in­ten­dant, as he had not re­turned. He as­cend­ed the stair­case lead­ing to the first sto­ry, and per­ceived, in Porthos’s own cham­ber, a heap of clothes of all col­ors and ma­te­ri­als, up­on which Mous­que­ton had laid him­self down af­ter heap­ing them all on the floor to­geth­er. It was the lega­cy of the faith­ful friend. Those clothes were tru­ly his own; they had been giv­en to him; the hand of Mous­que­ton was stretched over these relics, which he was kiss­ing with his lips, with all his face, and cov­ered with his body. D’Artag­nan ap­proached to con­sole the poor fel­low.

			My God! said he, he does not stir—he has faint­ed!

			But d’Artag­nan was mis­tak­en. Mous­que­ton was dead! Dead, like the dog who, hav­ing lost his mas­ter, crawls back to die up­on his cloak.
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				The Old Age of Athos

			
			While these af­fairs were sep­a­rat­ing for­ev­er the four mus­ke­teers, for­mer­ly bound to­geth­er in a man­ner that seemed in­dis­sol­u­ble, Athos, left alone af­ter the de­par­ture of Raoul, be­gan to pay his trib­ute to that fore­taste of death which is called the ab­sence of those we love. Back in his house at Blois, no longer hav­ing even Gri­maud to re­ceive a poor smile as he passed through the parterre, Athos dai­ly felt the de­cline of vig­or of a na­ture which for so long a time had seemed im­preg­nable. Age, which had been kept back by the pres­ence of the beloved ob­ject, ar­rived with that cortège of pains and in­con­ve­niences, which grows by ge­o­met­ri­cal ac­cre­tion. Athos had no longer his son to in­duce him to walk firm­ly, with head erect, as a good ex­am­ple; he had no longer, in those bril­liant eyes of the young man, an ev­er-ar­dent fo­cus at which to kin­dle anew the fire of his looks. And then, must it be said, that na­ture, ex­quis­ite in ten­der­ness and re­serve, no longer find­ing any­thing to un­der­stand its feel­ings, gave it­self up to grief with all the warmth of com­mon na­tures when they yield to joy. The Comte de la Fère, who had re­mained a young man to his six­ty-sec­ond year; the war­rior who had pre­served his strength in spite of fa­tigue; his fresh­ness of mind in spite of mis­for­tune, his mild seren­i­ty of soul and body in spite of Mi­la­dy,24 in spite of Mazarin, in spite of La Val­lière; Athos had be­come an old man in a week, from the mo­ment at which he lost the com­fort of his lat­er youth. Still hand­some, though bent, no­ble, but sad, he sought, since his soli­tude, the deep­er glades where sun­shine scarce­ly pen­e­trat­ed. He dis­con­tin­ued all the mighty ex­er­cis­es he had en­joyed through life, when Raoul was no longer with him. The ser­vants, ac­cus­tomed to see him stir­ring with the dawn at all sea­sons, were as­ton­ished to hear sev­en o’clock strike be­fore their mas­ter quit­ted his bed. Athos re­mained in bed with a book un­der his pil­low—but he did not sleep, nei­ther did he read. Re­main­ing in bed that he might no longer have to car­ry his body, he al­lowed his soul and spir­it to wan­der from their en­ve­lope and re­turn to his son, or to God.

			His peo­ple were some­times ter­ri­fied to see him, for hours to­geth­er, ab­sorbed in silent rever­ie, mute and in­sen­si­ble; he no longer heard the timid step of the ser­vant who came to the door of his cham­ber to watch the sleep­ing or wak­ing of his mas­ter. It of­ten oc­curred that he for­got the day had half passed away, that the hours for the two first meals were gone by. Then he was awak­ened. He rose, de­scend­ed to his shady walk, then came out a lit­tle in­to the sun, as though to par­take of its warmth for a minute in mem­o­ry of his ab­sent child. And then the dis­mal mo­not­o­nous walk recom­menced, un­til, ex­haust­ed, he re­gained the cham­ber and his bed, his domi­cile by choice. For sev­er­al days the comte did not speak a sin­gle word. He re­fused to re­ceive the vis­its that were paid him, and dur­ing the night he was seen to re­light his lamp and pass long hours in writ­ing, or ex­am­in­ing parch­ments.

			Athos wrote one of these let­ters to Vannes, an­oth­er to Fontainebleau; they re­mained with­out an­swers. We know why: Aramis had quit­ted France, and d’Artag­nan was trav­el­ing from Nantes to Paris, from Paris to Pier­re­fonds. His valet de cham­bre ob­served that he short­ened his walk ev­ery day by sev­er­al turns. The great al­ley of limes soon be­came too long for feet that used to tra­verse it for­mer­ly a hun­dred times a day. The comte walked fee­bly as far as the mid­dle trees, seat­ed him­self up­on a mossy bank that sloped to­wards a side­walk, and there wait­ed the re­turn of his strength, or rather the re­turn of night. Very short­ly a hun­dred steps ex­haust­ed him. At length Athos re­fused to rise at all; he de­clined all nour­ish­ment, and his ter­ri­fied peo­ple, al­though he did not com­plain, al­though he wore a smile up­on his lips, al­though he con­tin­ued to speak with his sweet voice—his peo­ple went to Blois in search of the an­cient physi­cian of the late Mon­sieur, and brought him to the Comte de la Fère in such a fash­ion that he could see the comte with­out be­ing him­self seen. For this pur­pose, they placed him in a clos­et ad­join­ing the cham­ber of the pa­tient, and im­plored him not to show him­self, for fear of dis­pleas­ing their mas­ter, who had not asked for a physi­cian. The doc­tor obeyed. Athos was a sort of mod­el for the gen­tle­men of the coun­try; the Blaisois boast­ed of pos­sess­ing this sa­cred rel­ic of French glo­ry. Athos was a great seigneur com­pared with such no­bles as the king im­pro­vised by touch­ing with his ar­ti­fi­cial scepter the patched-up trunks of the heraldic trees of the prov­ince.

			Peo­ple re­spect­ed Athos, we say, and they loved him. The physi­cian could not bear to see his peo­ple weep, to see flock round him the poor of the can­ton, to whom Athos had so of­ten giv­en life and con­so­la­tion by his kind words and his char­i­ties. He ex­am­ined, there­fore, from the depths of his hid­ing-place, the na­ture of that mys­te­ri­ous mal­a­dy which bent and aged more mor­tal­ly ev­ery day a man but late­ly so full of life and a de­sire to live. He re­marked up­on the cheeks of Athos the hec­tic hue of fever, which feeds up­on it­self; slow fever, piti­less, born in a fold of the heart, shel­ter­ing it­self be­hind that ram­part, grow­ing from the suf­fer­ing it en­gen­ders, at once cause and ef­fect of a per­ilous sit­u­a­tion. The comte spoke to no­body; he did not even talk to him­self. His thought feared noise; it ap­proached to that de­gree of over-ex­cite­ment which bor­ders up­on ec­sta­sy. Man thus ab­sorbed, though he does not yet be­long to God, al­ready ap­per­tains no longer to the earth. The doc­tor re­mained for sev­er­al hours study­ing this painful strug­gle of the will against su­pe­ri­or pow­er; he was ter­ri­fied at see­ing those eyes al­ways fixed, ev­er di­rect­ed on some in­vis­i­ble ob­ject; was ter­ri­fied at the mo­not­o­nous beat­ing of that heart from which nev­er a sigh arose to vary the melan­choly state; for of­ten pain be­comes the hope of the physi­cian. Half a day passed away thus. The doc­tor formed his res­o­lu­tion like a brave man; he is­sued sud­den­ly from his place of re­treat, and went straight up to Athos, who be­held him with­out evinc­ing more sur­prise than if he had un­der­stood noth­ing of the ap­pari­tion.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte, I crave your par­don,” said the doc­tor, com­ing up to the pa­tient with open arms; “but I have a re­proach to make you—you shall hear me.” And he seat­ed him­self by the pil­low of Athos, who had great trou­ble in rous­ing him­self from his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion.

			“What is the mat­ter, doc­tor?” asked the comte, af­ter a si­lence.

			“The mat­ter is, you are ill, Mon­sieur, and have had no ad­vice.”

			“I! ill!” said Athos, smil­ing.

			“Fever, con­sump­tion, weak­ness, de­cay, Mon­sieur le Comte!”

			“Weak­ness!” replied Athos; “is it pos­si­ble? I do not get up.”

			“Come, come! Mon­sieur le Comte, no sub­terfuges; you are a good Chris­tian?”

			“I hope so,” said Athos.

			“Is it your wish to kill your­self?”

			“Nev­er, doc­tor.”

			“Well! Mon­sieur, you are in a fair way of do­ing so. Thus to re­main is sui­cide. Get well! Mon­sieur le Comte, get well!”

			“Of what? Find the dis­ease first. For my part, I nev­er knew my­self bet­ter; nev­er did the sky ap­pear more blue to me; nev­er did I take more care of my flow­ers.”

			“You have a hid­den grief.”

			“Con­cealed!—not at all; the ab­sence of my son, doc­tor; that is my mal­a­dy, and I do not con­ceal it.”

			“Mon­sieur le Comte, your son lives, he is strong, he has all the fu­ture be­fore him—the fu­ture of men of mer­it, of his race; live for him—”

			“But I do live, doc­tor; oh! be sat­is­fied of that,” added he, with a melan­choly smile; “for as long as Raoul lives, it will be plain­ly known, for as long as he lives, I shall live.”

			“What do you say?”

			“A very sim­ple thing. At this mo­ment, doc­tor, I leave life sus­pend­ed with­in me. A for­get­ful, dis­si­pat­ed, in­dif­fer­ent life would be be­yond my strength, now I have no longer Raoul with me. You do not ask the lamp to burn when the match has not il­lumed the flame; do not ask me to live amidst noise and mer­ri­ment. I veg­e­tate, I pre­pare my­self, I wait. Look, doc­tor; re­mem­ber those sol­diers we have so of­ten seen to­geth­er at the ports, where they were wait­ing to em­bark; ly­ing down, in­dif­fer­ent, half on one el­e­ment, half on the oth­er; they were nei­ther at the place where the sea was go­ing to car­ry them, nor at the place the earth was go­ing to lose them; bag­gage pre­pared, minds on the stretch, arms stacked—they wait­ed. I re­peat it, the word is the one which paints my present life. Ly­ing down like the sol­diers, my ear on the stretch for the re­port that may reach me, I wish to be ready to set out at the first sum­mons. Who will make me that sum­mons? life or death? God or Raoul? My bag­gage is packed, my soul is pre­pared, I await the sig­nal—I wait, doc­tor, I wait!”

			The doc­tor knew the tem­per of that mind; he ap­pre­ci­at­ed the strength of that body; he re­flect­ed for the mo­ment, told him­self that words were use­less, reme­dies ab­surd, and left the château, ex­hort­ing Athos’s ser­vants not to quit him for a mo­ment.

			The doc­tor be­ing gone, Athos evinced nei­ther anger nor vex­a­tion at hav­ing been dis­turbed. He did not even de­sire that all let­ters that came should be brought to him di­rect­ly. He knew very well that ev­ery dis­trac­tion which should arise would be a joy, a hope, which his ser­vants would have paid with their blood to pro­cure him. Sleep had be­come rare. By in­tense think­ing, Athos for­got him­self, for a few hours at most, in a rever­ie most pro­found, more ob­scure than oth­er peo­ple would have called a dream. The mo­men­tary re­pose which this for­get­ful­ness thus gave the body, still fur­ther fa­tigued the soul, for Athos lived a dou­ble life dur­ing these wan­der­ings of his un­der­stand­ing. One night, he dreamt that Raoul was dress­ing him­self in a tent, to go up­on an ex­pe­di­tion com­mand­ed by M. de Beau­fort in per­son. The young man was sad; he clasped his cuirass slow­ly, and slow­ly he gird­ed on his sword.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked his fa­ther, ten­der­ly.

			“What af­flicts me is the death of Porthos, ev­er so dear a friend,” replied Raoul. “I suf­fer here the grief you soon will feel at home.”

			And the vi­sion dis­ap­peared with the slum­ber of Athos. At day­break one of his ser­vants en­tered his mas­ter’s apart­ment, and gave him a let­ter which came from Spain.

			The writ­ing of Aramis, thought the comte; and he read.

			“Porthos is dead!” cried he, af­ter the first lines. “Oh! Raoul, Raoul! thanks! thou keep­est thy prom­ise, thou warnest me!”

			And Athos, seized with a mor­tal sweat, faint­ed in his bed, with­out any oth­er cause than weak­ness.
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				The Vi­sion of Athos

			
			When this faint­ing of Athos had ceased, the comte, al­most ashamed of hav­ing giv­en way be­fore this su­pe­ri­or nat­u­ral event, dressed him­self and or­dered his horse, de­ter­mined to ride to Blois, to open more cer­tain cor­re­spon­dences with ei­ther Africa, d’Artag­nan, or Aramis. In fact, this let­ter from Aramis in­formed the Comte de la Fère of the bad suc­cess of the ex­pe­di­tion of Belle-Isle. It gave him suf­fi­cient de­tails of the death of Porthos to move the ten­der and de­vot­ed heart of Athos to its in­ner­most fibers. Athos wished to go and pay his friend Porthos a last vis­it. To ren­der this hon­or to his com­pan­ion in arms, he meant to send to d’Artag­nan, to pre­vail up­on him to recom­mence the painful voy­age to Belle-Isle, to ac­com­plish in his com­pa­ny that sad pil­grim­age to the tomb of the gi­ant he had so much loved, then to re­turn to his dwelling to obey that se­cret in­flu­ence which was con­duct­ing him to eter­ni­ty by a mys­te­ri­ous road. But scarce­ly had his joy­ous ser­vants dressed their mas­ter, whom they saw with plea­sure pre­par­ing for a jour­ney which might dis­si­pate his melan­choly; scarce­ly had the comte’s gen­tlest horse been sad­dled and brought to the door, when the fa­ther of Raoul felt his head be­come con­fused, his legs give way, and he clear­ly per­ceived the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of go­ing one step fur­ther. He or­dered him­self to be car­ried in­to the sun; they laid him up­on his bed of moss where he passed a full hour be­fore he could re­cov­er his spir­its. Noth­ing could be more nat­u­ral than this weak­ness af­ter the in­ert re­pose of the lat­ter days. Athos took a bouil­lon, to give him strength, and bathed his dried lips in a glass­ful of the wine he loved the best—that old An­jou wine men­tioned by Porthos in his ad­mirable will. Then, re­freshed, free in mind, he had his horse brought again; but on­ly with the aid of his ser­vants was he able painful­ly to climb in­to the sad­dle. He did not go a hun­dred paces; a shiv­er­ing seized him again at the turn­ing of the road.

			“This is very strange!” said he to his valet de cham­bre, who ac­com­pa­nied him.

			“Let us stop, Mon­sieur—I con­jure you!” replied the faith­ful ser­vant; “how pale you are get­ting!”

			“That will not pre­vent my pur­su­ing my route, now I have once start­ed,” replied the comte. And he gave his horse his head again. But sud­den­ly, the an­i­mal, in­stead of obey­ing the thought of his mas­ter, stopped. A move­ment, of which Athos was un­con­scious, had checked the bit.

			“Some­thing,” said Athos, “wills that I should go no fur­ther. Sup­port me,” added he, stretch­ing out his arms; “quick! come clos­er! I feel my mus­cles re­lax—I shall fall from my horse.”

			The valet had seen the move­ment made by his mas­ter at the mo­ment he re­ceived the or­der. He went up to him quick­ly, re­ceived the comte in his arms, and as they were not yet suf­fi­cient­ly dis­tant from the house for the ser­vants, who had re­mained at the door to watch their mas­ter’s de­par­ture, not to per­ceive the dis­or­der in the usu­al­ly reg­u­lar pro­ceed­ing of the comte, the valet called his com­rades by ges­tures and voice, and all has­tened to his as­sis­tance. Athos had gone but a few steps on his re­turn, when he felt him­self bet­ter again. His strength seemed to re­vive and with it the de­sire to go to Blois. He made his horse turn round: but, at the an­i­mal’s first steps, he sunk again in­to a state of tor­por and an­guish.

			“Well! de­cid­ed­ly,” said he, “it is willed that I should stay at home.” His peo­ple flocked around him; they lift­ed him from his horse, and car­ried him as quick­ly as pos­si­ble in­to the house. Ev­ery­thing was pre­pared in his cham­ber, and they put him to bed.

			“You will be sure to re­mem­ber,” said he, dis­pos­ing him­self to sleep, “that I ex­pect let­ters from Africa this very day.”

			“Mon­sieur will no doubt hear with plea­sure that Blaisois’s son is gone on horse­back, to gain an hour over the couri­er of Blois,” replied his valet de cham­bre.

			“Thank you,” replied Athos, with his placid smile.

			The comte fell asleep, but his dis­turbed slum­ber re­sem­bled tor­ture rather than re­pose. The ser­vant who watched him saw sev­er­al times the ex­pres­sion of in­ter­nal suf­fer­ing shad­owed on his fea­tures. Per­haps Athos was dream­ing.

			The day passed away. Blaisois’s son re­turned; the couri­er had brought no news. The comte reck­oned the min­utes with de­spair; he shud­dered when those min­utes made an hour. The idea that he was for­got­ten seized him once, and brought on a fear­ful pang of the heart. Ev­ery­body in the house had giv­en up all hopes of the couri­er—his hour had long passed. Four times the ex­press sent to Blois had re­peat­ed his jour­ney, and there was noth­ing to the ad­dress of the comte. Athos knew that the couri­er on­ly ar­rived once a week. Here, then, was a de­lay of eight mor­tal days to be en­dured. He com­menced the night in this painful per­sua­sion. All that a sick man, ir­ri­tat­ed by suf­fer­ing, can add of melan­choly sup­po­si­tions to prob­a­bil­i­ties al­ready gloomy, Athos heaped up dur­ing the ear­ly hours of this dis­mal night. The fever rose: it in­vad­ed the chest, where the fire soon caught, ac­cord­ing to the ex­pres­sion of the physi­cian, who had been brought back from Blois by Blaisois at his last jour­ney. Soon it gained the head. The physi­cian made two suc­ces­sive bleed­ings, which dis­lodged it for the time, but left the pa­tient very weak, and with­out pow­er of ac­tion in any­thing but his brain. And yet this re­doubtable fever had ceased. It be­sieged with its last pal­pi­ta­tions the tense ex­trem­i­ties; it end­ed by yield­ing as mid­night struck.

			The physi­cian, see­ing the in­con­testable im­prove­ment, re­turned to Blois, af­ter hav­ing or­dered some pre­scrip­tions, and de­clared that the comte was saved. Then com­menced for Athos a strange, in­de­fin­able state. Free to think, his mind turned to­wards Raoul, that beloved son. His imag­i­na­tion pen­e­trat­ed the fields of Africa in the en­vi­rons of Gigel­li, where M. de Beau­fort must have land­ed with his army. A waste of gray rocks, ren­dered green in cer­tain parts by the wa­ters of the sea, when it lashed the shore in storms and tem­pest. Be­yond, the shore, strewed over with these rocks like grave­stones, as­cend­ed, in form of an am­phithe­ater among mas­tic-trees and cac­tus, a sort of small town, full of smoke, con­fused nois­es, and ter­ri­fied move­ments. All of a sud­den, from the bo­som of this smoke arose a flame, which suc­ceed­ed, creep­ing along the hous­es, in cov­er­ing the en­tire sur­face of the town, and in­creased by de­grees, unit­ing in its red and an­gry vor­tices tears, screams, and sup­pli­cat­ing arms out­stretched to Heav­en.

			There was, for a mo­ment, a fright­ful pêle-mêle of tim­bers fall­ing to pieces, of swords bro­ken, of stones cal­cined, trees burnt and dis­ap­pear­ing. It was a strange thing that in this chaos, in which Athos dis­tin­guished raised arms, in which he heard cries, sobs, and groans, he did not see one hu­man fig­ure. The can­non thun­dered at a dis­tance, mus­ketry mad­ly barked, the sea moaned, flocks made their es­cape, bound­ing over the ver­dant slope. But not a sol­dier to ap­ply the match to the bat­ter­ies of can­non, not a sailor to as­sist in ma­neu­ver­ing the fleet, not a shep­herd in charge of the flocks. Af­ter the ru­in of the vil­lage, the de­struc­tion of the forts which dom­i­nat­ed it, a ru­in and de­struc­tion mag­i­cal­ly wrought with­out the co­op­er­a­tion of a sin­gle hu­man be­ing, the flames were ex­tin­guished, the smoke be­gan to sub­side, then di­min­ished in in­ten­si­ty, paled and dis­ap­peared en­tire­ly. Night then came over the scene; night dark up­on the earth, bril­liant in the fir­ma­ment. The large blaz­ing stars which span­gled the African sky glit­tered and gleamed with­out il­lu­mi­nat­ing any­thing.

			A long si­lence en­sued, which gave, for a mo­ment, re­pose to the trou­bled imag­i­na­tion of Athos; and as he felt that that which he saw was not ter­mi­nat­ed, he ap­plied more at­ten­tive­ly the eyes of his un­der­stand­ing on the strange spec­ta­cle which his imag­i­na­tion had pre­sent­ed. This spec­ta­cle was soon con­tin­ued for him. A mild pale moon rose be­hind the de­cliv­i­ties of the coast, streak­ing at first the un­du­lat­ing rip­ples of the sea, which ap­peared to have calmed af­ter the roar­ing it had sent forth dur­ing the vi­sion of Athos—the moon, we say, shed its di­a­monds and opals up­on the briers and bush­es of the hills. The gray rocks, so many silent and at­ten­tive phan­toms, ap­peared to raise their heads to ex­am­ine like­wise the field of bat­tle by the light of the moon, and Athos per­ceived that the field, emp­ty dur­ing the com­bat, was now strewn with fall­en bod­ies.

			An in­ex­press­ible shud­der of fear and hor­ror seized his soul as he rec­og­nized the white and blue uni­form of the sol­diers of Pi­cardy, with their long pikes and blue han­dles, and mus­kets marked with the fleur-de-lis on the butts. When he saw all the gap­ing wounds, look­ing up to the bright heav­ens as if to de­mand back of them the souls to which they had opened a pas­sage—when he saw the slaugh­tered hors­es, stiff, their tongues hang­ing out at one side of their mouths, sleep­ing in the shiny blood con­gealed around them, stain­ing their fur­ni­ture and their manes—when he saw the white horse of M. de Beau­fort, with his head beat­en to pieces, in the first ranks of the dead, Athos passed a cold hand over his brow, which he was as­ton­ished not to find burn­ing. He was con­vinced by this touch that he was present, as a spec­ta­tor, with­out delir­i­um’s dread­ful aid, the day af­ter the bat­tle fought up­on the shores of Gigel­li by the army of the ex­pe­di­tion, which he had seen leave the coast of France and dis­ap­pear up­on the dim hori­zon, and of which he had salut­ed with thought and ges­ture the last can­non-shot fired by the duke as a sig­nal of farewell to his coun­try.

			Who can paint the mor­tal agony with which his soul fol­lowed, like a vig­i­lant eye, these ef­fi­gies of clay-cold sol­diers, and ex­am­ined them, one af­ter the oth­er, to see if Raoul slept among them? Who can ex­press the in­tox­i­ca­tion of joy with which Athos bowed be­fore God, and thanked Him for not hav­ing seen him he sought with so much fear among the dead? In fact, fall­en in their ranks, stiff, icy, the dead, still rec­og­niz­able with ease, seemed to turn with com­pla­cen­cy to­wards the Comte de la Fère, to be the bet­ter seen by him, dur­ing his sad re­view. But yet, he was as­ton­ished, while view­ing all these bod­ies, not to per­ceive the sur­vivors. To such a point did the il­lu­sion ex­tend, that this vi­sion was for him a re­al voy­age made by the fa­ther in­to Africa, to ob­tain more ex­act in­for­ma­tion re­spect­ing his son.

			Fa­tigued, there­fore, with hav­ing tra­versed seas and con­ti­nents, he sought re­pose un­der one of the tents shel­tered be­hind a rock, on the top of which float­ed the white fleur-de-lised pen­non. He looked for a sol­dier to con­duct him to the tent of M. de Beau­fort. Then, while his eye was wan­der­ing over the plain, turn­ing on all sides, he saw a white form ap­pear be­hind the scent­ed myr­tles. This fig­ure was clothed in the cos­tume of an of­fi­cer; it held in its hand a bro­ken sword; it ad­vanced slow­ly to­wards Athos, who, stop­ping short and fix­ing his eyes up­on it, nei­ther spoke nor moved, but wished to open his arms, be­cause in this silent of­fi­cer he had al­ready rec­og­nized Raoul. The comte at­tempt­ed to ut­ter a cry, but it was sti­fled in his throat. Raoul, with a ges­ture, di­rect­ed him to be silent, plac­ing his fin­ger on his lips and draw­ing back by de­grees, with­out Athos be­ing able to see his legs move. The comte, still paler than Raoul, fol­lowed his son, painful­ly travers­ing briers and bush­es, stones and ditch­es, Raoul not ap­pear­ing to touch the earth, no ob­sta­cle seem­ing to im­pede the light­ness of his march. The comte, whom the in­equal­i­ties of the path fa­tigued, soon stopped, ex­haust­ed. Raoul still con­tin­ued to beck­on him to fol­low him. The ten­der fa­ther, to whom love re­stored strength, made a last ef­fort, and climbed the moun­tain af­ter the young man, who at­tract­ed him by ges­ture and by smile.

			At length he gained the crest of the hill, and saw, thrown out in black, up­on the hori­zon whitened by the moon, the aeri­al form of Raoul. Athos reached forth his hand to get clos­er to his beloved son up­on the plateau, and the lat­ter al­so stretched out his; but sud­den­ly, as if the young man had been drawn away in his own de­spite, still re­treat­ing, he left the earth, and Athos saw the clear blue sky shine be­tween the feet of his child and the ground of the hill. Raoul rose in­sen­si­bly in­to the void, smil­ing, still call­ing with ges­ture:—he de­part­ed to­wards heav­en. Athos ut­tered a cry of ten­der­ness and ter­ror. He looked be­low again. He saw a camp de­stroyed, and all those white bod­ies of the roy­al army, like so many mo­tion­less atoms. And, then, rais­ing his head, he saw the fig­ure of his son still beck­on­ing him to climb the mys­tic void.
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				The An­gel of Death

			
			Athos was at this part of his mar­velous vi­sion, when the charm was sud­den­ly bro­ken by a great noise ris­ing from the out­er gates. A horse was heard gal­lop­ing over the hard grav­el of the great al­ley, and the sound of noisy and an­i­mat­ed con­ver­sa­tions as­cend­ed to the cham­ber in which the comte was dream­ing. Athos did not stir from the place he oc­cu­pied; he scarce­ly turned his head to­wards the door to as­cer­tain the soon­er what these nois­es could be. A heavy step as­cend­ed the stairs; the horse, which had re­cent­ly gal­loped, de­part­ed slow­ly to­wards the sta­bles. Great hes­i­ta­tion ap­peared in the steps, which by de­grees ap­proached the cham­ber. A door was opened, and Athos, turn­ing a lit­tle to­wards the part of the room the noise came from, cried, in a weak voice:

			“It is a couri­er from Africa, is it not?”

			“No, Mon­sieur le Comte,” replied a voice which made the fa­ther of Raoul start up­right in his bed.

			“Gri­maud!” mur­mured he. And the sweat be­gan to pour down his face. Gri­maud ap­peared in the door­way. It was no longer the Gri­maud we have seen, still young with courage and de­vo­tion, when he jumped the first in­to the boat des­tined to con­vey Raoul de Bragelonne to the ves­sels of the roy­al fleet. ’Twas now a stern and pale old man, his clothes cov­ered with dust, and hair whitened by old age. He trem­bled whilst lean­ing against the door­frame, and was near fall­ing on see­ing, by the light of the lamps, the coun­te­nance of his mas­ter. These two men who had lived so long to­geth­er in a com­mu­ni­ty of in­tel­li­gence, and whose eyes, ac­cus­tomed to econ­o­mize ex­pres­sions, knew how to say so many things silent­ly—these two old friends, one as no­ble as the oth­er in heart, if they were un­equal in for­tune and birth, re­mained tongue-tied whilst look­ing at each oth­er. By the ex­change of a sin­gle glance they had just read to the bot­tom of each oth­er’s hearts. The old servi­tor bore up­on his coun­te­nance the im­pres­sion of a grief al­ready old, the out­ward to­ken of a grim fa­mil­iar­i­ty with woe. He ap­peared to have no longer in use more than a sin­gle ver­sion of his thoughts. As for­mer­ly he was ac­cus­tomed not to speak much, he was now ac­cus­tomed not to smile at all. Athos read at a glance all these shades up­on the vis­age of his faith­ful ser­vant, and in the same tone he would have em­ployed to speak to Raoul in his dream:

			“Gri­maud,” said he, “Raoul is dead. Is it not so?”

			Be­hind Gri­maud the oth­er ser­vants lis­tened breath­less­ly, with their eyes fixed up­on the bed of their sick mas­ter. They heard the ter­ri­ble ques­tion, and a heart­break­ing si­lence fol­lowed.

			“Yes,” replied the old man, heav­ing the mono­syl­la­ble from his chest with a hoarse, bro­ken sigh.

			Then arose voic­es of lamen­ta­tion, which groaned with­out mea­sure, and filled with re­grets and prayers the cham­ber where the ag­o­nized fa­ther sought with his eyes the por­trait of his son. This was for Athos like the tran­si­tion which led to his dream. With­out ut­ter­ing a cry, with­out shed­ding a tear, pa­tient, mild, re­signed as a mar­tyr, he raised his eyes to­wards Heav­en, in or­der there to see again, ris­ing above the moun­tain of Gigel­li, the beloved shade that was leav­ing him at the mo­ment of Gri­maud’s ar­rival. With­out doubt, while look­ing to­wards the heav­ens, re­sum­ing his mar­velous dream, he repassed by the same road by which the vi­sion, at once so ter­ri­ble and sweet, had led him be­fore; for af­ter hav­ing gen­tly closed his eyes, he re­opened them and be­gan to smile: he had just seen Raoul, who had smiled up­on him. With his hands joined up­on his breast, his face turned to­wards the win­dow, bathed by the fresh air of night, which brought up­on its wings the aro­ma of the flow­ers and the woods, Athos en­tered, nev­er again to come out of it, in­to the con­tem­pla­tion of that par­adise which the liv­ing nev­er see. God willed, no doubt, to open to this elect the trea­sures of eter­nal beat­i­tude, at the hour when oth­er men trem­ble with the idea of be­ing se­vere­ly re­ceived by the Lord, and cling to this life they know, in the dread of the oth­er life of which they get but mer­est glimpses by the dis­mal murky torch of death. Athos was spir­it-guid­ed by the pure serene soul of his son, which as­pired to be like the pa­ter­nal soul. Ev­ery­thing for this just man was melody and per­fume in the rough road souls take to re­turn to the ce­les­tial coun­try. Af­ter an hour of this ec­sta­sy, Athos soft­ly raised his hands as white as wax; the smile did not quit his lips, and he mur­mured low, so low as scarce­ly to be au­di­ble, these three words ad­dressed to God or to Raoul:

			“Here I am!”

			And his hands fell slow­ly, as though he him­self had laid them on the bed.

			Death had been kind and mild to this no­ble crea­ture. It had spared him the tor­tures of the agony, con­vul­sions of the last de­par­ture; had opened with an in­dul­gent fin­ger the gates of eter­ni­ty to that no­ble soul. God had no doubt or­dered it thus that the pi­ous re­mem­brance of this death should re­main in the hearts of those present, and in the mem­o­ry of oth­er men—a death which caused to be loved the pas­sage from this life to the oth­er by those whose ex­is­tence up­on this earth leads them not to dread the last judg­ment. Athos pre­served, even in the eter­nal sleep, that placid and sin­cere smile—an or­na­ment which was to ac­com­pa­ny him to the tomb. The qui­etude and calm of his fine fea­tures made his ser­vants for a long time doubt whether he had re­al­ly quit­ted life. The comte’s peo­ple wished to re­move Gri­maud, who, from a dis­tance, de­voured the face now quick­ly grow­ing mar­ble-pale, and did not ap­proach, from pi­ous fear of bring­ing to him the breath of death. But Gri­maud, fa­tigued as he was, re­fused to leave the room. He sat him­self down up­on the thresh­old, watch­ing his mas­ter with the vig­i­lance of a sen­tinel, jeal­ous to re­ceive ei­ther his first wak­ing look or his last dy­ing sigh. The nois­es all were qui­et in the house—ev­ery­one re­spect­ed the slum­ber of their lord. But Gri­maud, by anx­ious­ly lis­ten­ing, per­ceived that the comte no longer breathed. He raised him­self with his hands lean­ing on the ground, looked to see if there did not ap­pear some mo­tion in the body of his mas­ter. Noth­ing! Fear seized him; he rose com­plete­ly up, and, at the very mo­ment, heard some­one com­ing up the stairs. A noise of spurs knock­ing against a sword—a war­like sound fa­mil­iar to his ears—stopped him as he was go­ing to­wards the bed of Athos. A voice more sonorous than brass or steel re­sound­ed with­in three paces of him.

			“Athos! Athos! my friend!” cried this voice, ag­i­tat­ed even to tears.

			“Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan,” fal­tered out Gri­maud.

			“Where is he? Where is he?” con­tin­ued the mus­ke­teer. Gri­maud seized his arm in his bony fin­gers, and point­ed to the bed, up­on the sheets of which the livid tints of death al­ready showed.

			A choked res­pi­ra­tion, the op­po­site to a sharp cry, swelled the throat of d’Artag­nan. He ad­vanced on tip­toe, trem­bling, fright­ened at the noise his feet made on the floor, his heart rent by a name­less agony. He placed his ear to the breast of Athos, his face to the comte’s mouth. Nei­ther noise, nor breath! D’Artag­nan drew back. Gri­maud, who had fol­lowed him with his eyes, and for whom each of his move­ments had been a rev­e­la­tion, came timid­ly; seat­ed him­self at the foot of the bed, and glued his lips to the sheet which was raised by the stiff­ened feet of his mas­ter. Then large drops be­gan to flow from his red eyes. This old man in in­vin­ci­ble de­spair, who wept, bent dou­bled with­out ut­ter­ing a word, pre­sent­ed the most touch­ing spec­ta­cle that d’Artag­nan, in a life so filled with emo­tion, had ev­er met with.

			The cap­tain re­sumed stand­ing in con­tem­pla­tion be­fore that smil­ing dead man, who seemed to have bur­nished his last thought, to give his best friend, the man he had loved next to Raoul, a gra­cious wel­come even be­yond life. And for re­ply to that ex­alt­ed flat­tery of hos­pi­tal­i­ty, d’Artag­nan went and kissed Athos fer­vent­ly on the brow, and with his trem­bling fin­gers closed his eyes. Then he seat­ed him­self by the pil­low with­out dread of that dead man, who had been so kind and af­fec­tion­ate to him for five and thir­ty years. He was feed­ing his soul with the re­mem­brances the no­ble vis­age of the comte brought to his mind in crowds—some bloom­ing and charm­ing as that smile—some dark, dis­mal, and icy as that vis­age with its eyes now closed to all eter­ni­ty.

			All at once the bit­ter flood which mount­ed from minute to minute in­vad­ed his heart, and swelled his breast al­most to burst­ing. In­ca­pable of mas­ter­ing his emo­tion, he arose, and tear­ing him­self vi­o­lent­ly from the cham­ber where he had just found dead him to whom he came to re­port the news of the death of Porthos, he ut­tered sobs so heartrend­ing that the ser­vants, who seemed on­ly to wait for an ex­plo­sion of grief, an­swered to it by their lugubri­ous clam­ors, and the dogs of the late comte by their lam­en­ta­ble howl­ings. Gri­maud was the on­ly one who did not lift up his voice. Even in the parox­ysm of his grief he would not have dared to pro­fane the dead, or for the first time dis­turb the slum­ber of his mas­ter. Had not Athos al­ways bid­den him be dumb?

			At day­break d’Artag­nan, who had wan­dered about the low­er hall, bit­ing his fin­gers to sti­fle his sighs—d’Artag­nan went up once more; and watch­ing the mo­ments when Gri­maud turned his head to­wards him, he made him a sign to come to him, which the faith­ful ser­vant obeyed with­out mak­ing more noise than a shad­ow. D’Artag­nan went down again, fol­lowed by Gri­maud; and when he had gained the vestibule, tak­ing the old man’s hands, “Gri­maud,” said he, “I have seen how the fa­ther died; now let me know about the son.”

			Gri­maud drew from his breast a large let­ter, up­on the en­ve­lope of which was traced the ad­dress of Athos. He rec­og­nized the writ­ing of M. de Beau­fort, broke the seal, and be­gan to read, while walk­ing about in the first steel-chill rays of dawn, in the dark al­ley of old limes, marked by the still vis­i­ble foot­steps of the comte who had just died.
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				The Bul­letin

			
			The Duc de Beau­fort wrote to Athos. The let­ter des­tined for the liv­ing on­ly reached the dead. God had changed the ad­dress.

			
				“My dear Comte,” wrote the prince, in his large, school­boy’s hand—“a great mis­for­tune has struck us amidst a great tri­umph. The king los­es one of the bravest of sol­diers. I lose a friend. You lose M. de Bragelonne. He has died glo­ri­ous­ly, so glo­ri­ous­ly that I have not the strength to weep as I could wish. Re­ceive my sad com­pli­ments, my dear comte. Heav­en dis­trib­utes tri­als ac­cord­ing to the great­ness of our hearts. This is an im­mense one, but not above your courage. Your good friend,

				
					“Le Duc de Beau­fort.”

				
			

			The let­ter con­tained a re­la­tion writ­ten by one of the prince’s sec­re­taries. It was the most touch­ing recital, and the most true, of that dis­mal episode which un­rav­eled two ex­is­tences. D’Artag­nan, ac­cus­tomed to bat­tle emo­tions, and with a heart armed against ten­der­ness, could not help start­ing on read­ing the name of Raoul, the name of that beloved boy who had be­come a shade now—like his fa­ther.

			
				“In the morn­ing,” said the prince’s sec­re­tary, “Mon­seigneur com­mand­ed the at­tack. Nor­mandy and Pi­cardy had tak­en po­si­tions in the rocks dom­i­nat­ed by the heights of the moun­tain, up­on the de­cliv­i­ty of which were raised the bas­tions of Gigel­li.

				“The can­non opened the ac­tion; the reg­i­ments marched full of res­o­lu­tion; the pike­men with pikes el­e­vat­ed, the mus­ket-bear­ers with their weapons ready. The prince fol­lowed at­ten­tive­ly the march and move­ments of the troops, so as to be able to sus­tain them with a strong re­serve. With Mon­seigneur were the old­est cap­tains and his aides-de-camp. M. le Vi­comte de Bragelonne had re­ceived or­ders not to leave His High­ness. In the mean­time the en­e­my’s can­non, which at first thun­dered with lit­tle suc­cess against the mass­es, be­gan to reg­u­late their fire, and the balls, bet­ter di­rect­ed, killed sev­er­al men near the prince. The reg­i­ments formed in col­umn, and, ad­vanc­ing against the ram­parts, were rather rough­ly han­dled. There was a sort of hes­i­ta­tion in our troops, who found them­selves ill-sec­ond­ed by the ar­tillery. In fact, the bat­ter­ies which had been es­tab­lished the evening be­fore had but a weak and un­cer­tain aim, on ac­count of their po­si­tion. The up­ward di­rec­tion of the aim less­ened the just­ness of the shots as well as their range.

				“Mon­seigneur, com­pre­hend­ing the bad ef­fect of this po­si­tion on the siege ar­tillery, com­mand­ed the frigates moored in the lit­tle road to com­mence a reg­u­lar fire against the place. M. de Bragelonne of­fered him­self at once to car­ry this or­der. But Mon­seigneur re­fused to ac­qui­esce in the vi­comte’s re­quest. Mon­seigneur was right, for he loved and wished to spare the young no­ble­man. He was quite right, and the event took up­on it­self to jus­ti­fy his fore­sight and re­fusal; for scarce­ly had the sergeant charged with the mes­sage so­licit­ed by M. de Bragelonne gained the seashore, when two shots from long car­bines is­sued from the en­e­my’s ranks and laid him low. The sergeant fell, dye­ing the sand with his blood; ob­serv­ing which, M. de Bragelonne smiled at Mon­seigneur, who said to him, ‘You see, vi­comte, I have saved your life. Re­port that, some day, to M. le Comte de la Fère, in or­der that, learn­ing it from you, he may thank me.’ The young no­ble­man smiled sad­ly, and replied to the duke, ‘It is true, Mon­seigneur, that but for your kind­ness I should have been killed, where the poor sergeant has fall­en, and should be at rest.’ M. de Bragelonne made this re­ply in such a tone that Mon­seigneur an­swered him warm­ly, ‘Vrai Dieu! Young man, one would say that your mouth wa­ters for death; but, by the soul of Hen­ry IV I have promised your fa­ther to bring you back alive; and, please the Lord, I mean to keep my word.’

				“Mon­seigneur de Bragelonne col­ored, and replied in a low­er voice, ‘Mon­seigneur, par­don me, I be­seech you. I have al­ways had a de­sire to meet good op­por­tu­ni­ties; and it is so de­light­ful to dis­tin­guish our­selves be­fore our gen­er­al, par­tic­u­lar­ly when that gen­er­al is M. le Duc de Beau­fort.’

				“Mon­seigneur was a lit­tle soft­ened by this; and, turn­ing to the of­fi­cers who sur­round­ed him, gave dif­fer­ent or­ders. The grenadiers of the two reg­i­ments got near enough to the ditch­es and en­trench­ments to launch their grenades, which had but small ef­fect. In the mean­while, M. d’Es­trées, who com­mand­ed the fleet, hav­ing seen the at­tempt of the sergeant to ap­proach the ves­sels, un­der­stood that he must act with­out or­ders, and opened fire. Then the Arabs, find­ing them­selves se­ri­ous­ly in­jured by the balls from the fleet, and be­hold­ing the de­struc­tion and the ru­in of their walls, ut­tered the most fear­ful cries. Their horse­men de­scend­ed the moun­tain at a gal­lop, bent over their sad­dles, and rushed full tilt up­on the col­umns of in­fantry, which, cross­ing their pikes, stopped this mad as­sault. Re­pulsed by the firm at­ti­tude of the bat­tal­ion, the Arabs threw them­selves with fury to­wards the état-ma­jor, which was not on its guard at that mo­ment.

				“The dan­ger was great; Mon­seigneur drew his sword; his sec­re­taries and peo­ple im­i­tat­ed him; the of­fi­cers of the suite en­gaged in com­bat with the fu­ri­ous Arabs. It was then M. de Bragelonne was able to sat­is­fy the in­cli­na­tion he had so clear­ly shown from the com­mence­ment of the ac­tion. He fought near the prince with the val­or of a Ro­man, and killed three Arabs with his small sword. But it was ev­i­dent that his brav­ery did not arise from that sen­ti­ment of pride so nat­u­ral to all who fight. It was im­petu­ous, af­fect­ed, even forced; he sought to glut, in­tox­i­cate him­self with strife and car­nage. He ex­cit­ed him­self to such a de­gree that Mon­seigneur called to him to stop. He must have heard the voice of Mon­seigneur, be­cause we who were close to him heard it. He did not, how­ev­er, stop, but con­tin­ued his course to the en­trench­ments. As M. de Bragelonne was a well-dis­ci­plined of­fi­cer, this dis­obe­di­ence to the or­ders of Mon­seigneur very much sur­prised ev­ery­body, and M. de Beau­fort re­dou­bled his earnest­ness, cry­ing, ‘Stop, Bragelonne! Where are you go­ing? Stop,’ re­peat­ed Mon­seigneur, ‘I com­mand you!’

				“We all, im­i­tat­ing the ges­ture of M. le Duc, we all raised our hands. We ex­pect­ed that the cav­a­lier would turn bri­dle; but M. de Bragelonne con­tin­ued to ride to­wards the pal­isades.

				“ ‘Stop, Bragelonne!’ re­peat­ed the prince, in a very loud voice, ‘stop! in the name of your fa­ther!’

				“At these words M. de Bragelonne turned round; his coun­te­nance ex­pressed a live­ly grief, but he did not stop; we then con­clud­ed that his horse must have run away with him. When M. le Duc saw cause to con­clude that the vi­comte was no longer mas­ter of his horse, and had watched him pre­cede the first grenadiers, His High­ness cried, ‘Mus­ke­teers, kill his horse! A hun­dred pis­toles for the man who kills his horse!’ But who could ex­pect to hit the beast with­out at least wound­ing his rid­er? No one dared the at­tempt. At length one pre­sent­ed him­self; he was a sharp­shoot­er of the reg­i­ment of Pi­cardy, named Luzerne, who took aim at the an­i­mal, fired, and hit him in the quar­ters, for we saw the blood red­den the hair of the horse. In­stead of fall­ing, the cursed jen­net was ir­ri­tat­ed, and car­ried him on more fu­ri­ous­ly than ev­er. Ev­ery Pi­card who saw this un­for­tu­nate young man rush­ing on to meet cer­tain death, shout­ed in the loud­est man­ner, ‘Throw your­self off, Mon­sieur le Vi­comte!—off!—off! throw your­self off!’ M. de Bragelonne was an of­fi­cer much beloved in the army. Al­ready had the vi­comte ar­rived with­in pis­tol-shot of the ram­parts, when a dis­charge was poured up­on him that en­shroud­ed him in fire and smoke. We lost sight of him; the smoke dis­persed; he was on foot, up­right; his horse was killed.

				“The vi­comte was sum­moned to sur­ren­der by the Arabs, but he made them a neg­a­tive sign with his head, and con­tin­ued to march to­wards the pal­isades. This was a mor­tal im­pru­dence. Nev­er­the­less the en­tire army was pleased that he would not re­treat, since ill-chance had led him so near. He marched a few paces fur­ther, and the two reg­i­ments clapped their hands. It was at this mo­ment the sec­ond dis­charge shook the walls, and the Vi­comte de Bragelonne again dis­ap­peared in the smoke; but this time the smoke dis­persed in vain; we no longer saw him stand­ing. He was down, with his head low­er than his legs, among the bush­es, and the Arabs be­gan to think of leav­ing their en­trench­ments to come and cut off his head or take his body—as is the cus­tom with the in­fi­dels. But Mon­seigneur le Duc de Beau­fort had fol­lowed all this with his eyes, and the sad spec­ta­cle drew from him many painful sighs. He then cried aloud, see­ing the Arabs run­ning like white phan­toms among the mas­tic-trees, ‘Grenadiers! lancers! will you let them take that no­ble body?’

				“Say­ing these words and wav­ing his sword, he him­self rode to­wards the en­e­my. The reg­i­ments, rush­ing in his steps, ran in their turn, ut­ter­ing cries as ter­ri­ble as those of the Arabs were wild.

				“The com­bat com­menced over the body of M. de Bragelonne, and with such in­vet­er­a­cy was it fought that a hun­dred and six­ty Arabs were left up­on the field, by the side of at least fifty of our troops. It was a lieu­tenant from Nor­mandy who took the body of the vi­comte on his shoul­ders and car­ried it back to the lines. The ad­van­tage was, how­ev­er, pur­sued, the reg­i­ments took the re­serve with them, and the en­e­my’s pal­isades were ut­ter­ly de­stroyed. At three o’clock the fire of the Arabs ceased; the hand-to-hand fight last­ed two hours; it was a mas­sacre. At five o’clock we were vic­to­ri­ous at all points; the en­e­my had aban­doned his po­si­tions, and M. le Duc or­dered the white flag to be plant­ed on the sum­mit of the lit­tle moun­tain. It was then we had time to think of M. de Bragelonne, who had eight large wounds in his body, through which al­most all his blood had welled away. Still, how­ev­er, he had breathed, which af­ford­ed in­ex­press­ible joy to Mon­seigneur, who in­sist­ed on be­ing present at the first dress­ing of the wounds and the con­sul­ta­tion of the sur­geons. There were two among them who de­clared M. de Bragelonne would live. Mon­seigneur threw his arms around their necks, and promised them a thou­sand louis each if they could save him.

				“The vi­comte heard these trans­ports of joy, and whether he was in de­spair, or whether he suf­fered much from his wounds, he ex­pressed by his coun­te­nance a con­tra­dic­tion, which gave rise to re­flec­tion, par­tic­u­lar­ly in one of the sec­re­taries when he had heard what fol­lows. The third sur­geon was the broth­er of Syl­vain de Saint-Cosme, the most learned of them all. He probed the wounds in his turn, and said noth­ing. M. de Bragelonne fixed his eyes steadi­ly up­on the skill­ful sur­geon, and seemed to in­ter­ro­gate his ev­ery move­ment. The lat­ter, up­on be­ing ques­tioned by Mon­seigneur, replied that he saw plain­ly three mor­tal wounds out of eight, but so strong was the con­sti­tu­tion of the wound­ed, so rich was he in youth, and so mer­ci­ful was the good­ness of God, that per­haps M. de Bragelonne might re­cov­er, par­tic­u­lar­ly if he did not move in the slight­est man­ner. Frère Syl­vain added, turn­ing to­wards his as­sis­tants, ‘Above ev­ery­thing, do not al­low him to move even a fin­ger, or you will kill him’; and we all left the tent in very low spir­its. That sec­re­tary I have men­tioned, on leav­ing the tent, thought he per­ceived a faint and sad smile glide over the lips of M. de Bragelonne when the duke said to him, in a cheer­ful, kind voice, ‘We will save you, vi­comte, we will save you yet.’

				“In the evening, when it was be­lieved the wound­ed youth had tak­en some re­pose, one of the as­sis­tants en­tered his tent, but rushed out again im­me­di­ate­ly, ut­ter­ing loud cries. We all ran up in dis­or­der, M. le Duc with us, and the as­sis­tant point­ed to the body of M. de Bragelonne up­on the ground, at the foot of his bed, bathed in the re­main­der of his blood. It ap­peared that he had suf­fered some con­vul­sion, some delir­i­um, and that he had fall­en; that the fall had ac­cel­er­at­ed his end, ac­cord­ing to the prog­no­sis of Frère Syl­vain. We raised the vi­comte; he was cold and dead. He held a lock of fair hair in his right hand, and that hand was tight­ly pressed up­on his heart.”

			

			Then fol­lowed the de­tails of the ex­pe­di­tion, and of the vic­to­ry ob­tained over the Arabs. D’Artag­nan stopped at the ac­count of the death of poor Raoul. “Oh!” mur­mured he, “un­hap­py boy! a sui­cide!” And turn­ing his eyes to­wards the cham­ber of the château, in which Athos slept in eter­nal sleep, “They kept their words with each oth­er,” said he, in a low voice; “now I be­lieve them to be hap­py; they must be re­unit­ed.” And he re­turned through the parterre with slow and melan­choly steps. All the vil­lage—all the neigh­bor­hood—were filled with griev­ing neigh­bors re­lat­ing to each oth­er the dou­ble catas­tro­phe, and mak­ing prepa­ra­tions for the fu­ner­al.

		
	
		
			
				267

				The Last Can­to of the Po­em

			
			On the mor­row, all the no­blesse of the prov­inces, of the en­vi­rons, and wher­ev­er mes­sen­gers had car­ried the news, might have been seen ar­riv­ing in de­tach­ments. D’Artag­nan had shut him­self up, with­out be­ing will­ing to speak to any­body. Two such heavy deaths fall­ing up­on the cap­tain, so close­ly af­ter the death of Porthos, for a long time op­pressed that spir­it which had hith­er­to been so in­de­fati­ga­ble and in­vul­ner­a­ble. Ex­cept Gri­maud, who en­tered his cham­ber once, the mus­ke­teer saw nei­ther ser­vants nor guests. He sup­posed, from the nois­es in the house, and the con­tin­u­al com­ing and go­ing, that prepa­ra­tions were be­ing made for the fu­ner­al of the comte. He wrote to the king to ask for an ex­ten­sion of his leave of ab­sence. Gri­maud, as we have said, had en­tered d’Artag­nan’s apart­ment, had seat­ed him­self up­on a joint-stool near the door, like a man who med­i­tates pro­found­ly; then, ris­ing, he made a sign to d’Artag­nan to fol­low him. The lat­ter obeyed in si­lence. Gri­maud de­scend­ed to the comte’s bed­cham­ber, showed the cap­tain with his fin­ger the place of the emp­ty bed, and raised his eyes elo­quent­ly to­wards Heav­en.

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, “yes, good Gri­maud—now with the son he loved so much!”

			Gri­maud left the cham­ber, and led the way to the hall, where, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the prov­ince, the body was laid out, pre­vi­ous­ly to be­ing put away for­ev­er. D’Artag­nan was struck at see­ing two open coffins in the hall. In re­ply to the mute in­vi­ta­tion of Gri­maud, he ap­proached, and saw in one of them Athos, still hand­some in death, and, in the oth­er, Raoul with his eyes closed, his cheeks pearly as those of the Palls of Vir­gil, with a smile on his vi­o­let lips. He shud­dered at see­ing the fa­ther and son, those two de­part­ed souls, rep­re­sent­ed on earth by two silent, melan­choly bod­ies, in­ca­pable of touch­ing each oth­er, how­ev­er close they might be.

			“Raoul here!” mur­mured he. “Oh! Gri­maud, why did you not tell me this?”

			Gri­maud shook his head, and made no re­ply; but tak­ing d’Artag­nan by the hand, he led him to the cof­fin, and showed him, un­der the thin wind­ing-sheet, the black wounds by which life had es­caped. The cap­tain turned away his eyes, and, judg­ing it was use­less to ques­tion Gri­maud, who would not an­swer, he rec­ol­lect­ed that M. de Beau­fort’s sec­re­tary had writ­ten more than he, d’Artag­nan, had had the courage to read. Tak­ing up the recital of the af­fair which had cost Raoul his life, he found these words, which end­ed the con­clud­ing para­graph of the let­ter:

			
				“Mon­seigneur le Duc has or­dered that the body of Mon­sieur le Vi­comte should be em­balmed, af­ter the man­ner prac­ticed by the Arabs when they wish their dead to be car­ried to their na­tive land; and Mon­sieur le Duc has ap­point­ed re­lays, so that the same con­fi­den­tial ser­vant who brought up the young man might take back his re­mains to M. le Comte de la Fère.”

			

			And so, thought d’Artag­nan, I shall fol­low thy fu­ner­al, my dear boy—I, al­ready old—I, who am of no val­ue on earth—and I shall scat­ter dust up­on that brow I kissed but two months since. God has willed it to be so. Thou hast willed it to be so, thy­self. I have no longer the right even to weep. Thou hast cho­sen death; it seemed to thee a prefer­able gift to life.

			At length ar­rived the mo­ment when the chill re­mains of these two gen­tle­men were to be giv­en back to moth­er earth. There was such an af­flu­ence of mil­i­tary and oth­er peo­ple that up to the place of the sepul­ture, which was a lit­tle chapel on the plain, the road from the city was filled with horse­men and pedes­tri­ans in mourn­ing. Athos had cho­sen for his rest­ing-place the lit­tle en­clo­sure of a chapel erect­ed by him­self near the bound­ary of his es­tates. He had had the stones, cut in 1550, brought from an old Goth­ic manor-house in Berry, which had shel­tered his ear­ly youth. The chapel, thus re­built, trans­port­ed, was pleas­ing to the eye be­neath its leafy cur­tains of poplars and sycamores. It was min­is­tered in ev­ery Sun­day, by the curé of the neigh­bor­ing bourg, to whom Athos paid an al­lowance of two hun­dred francs for this ser­vice; and all the vas­sals of his do­main, with their fam­i­lies, came thith­er to hear Mass, with­out hav­ing any oc­ca­sion to go to the city.

			Be­hind the chapel ex­tend­ed, sur­round­ed by two high hedges of hazel, el­der and white thorn, and a deep ditch, the lit­tle en­clo­sure—un­cul­ti­vat­ed, though gay in its steril­i­ty; be­cause the moss­es there grew thick, wild he­liotrope and ravenelles there min­gled per­fumes, while from be­neath an an­cient chest­nut is­sued a crys­tal spring, a pris­on­er in its mar­ble cis­tern, and on the thyme all around alight­ed thou­sands of bees from the neigh­bor­ing plants, whilst chaffinch­es and redthroats sang cheer­ful­ly among the flow­er-span­gled hedges. It was to this place the somber coffins were car­ried, at­tend­ed by a silent and re­spect­ful crowd. The of­fice of the dead be­ing cel­e­brat­ed, the last adieux paid to the no­ble de­part­ed, the as­sem­bly dis­persed, talk­ing, along the roads, of the virtues and mild death of the fa­ther, of the hopes the son had giv­en, and of his melan­choly end up­on the arid coast of Africa.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, all nois­es were ex­tin­guished, like the lamps il­lu­mi­nat­ing the hum­ble nave. The min­is­ter bowed for the last time to the al­tar and the still fresh graves; then, fol­lowed by his as­sis­tant, he slow­ly took the road back to the pres­bytery. D’Artag­nan, left alone, per­ceived that night was com­ing on. He had for­got­ten the hour, think­ing on­ly of the dead. He arose from the oak­en bench on which he was seat­ed in the chapel, and wished, as the priest had done, to go and bid a last adieu to the dou­ble grave which con­tained his two lost friends.

			A wom­an was pray­ing, kneel­ing on the moist earth. D’Artag­nan stopped at the door of the chapel, to avoid dis­turb­ing her, and al­so to en­deav­or to find out who was the pi­ous friend who per­formed this sa­cred du­ty with so much zeal and per­se­ver­ance. The un­known had hid­den her face in her hands, which were white as al­abaster. From the no­ble sim­plic­i­ty of her cos­tume, she must be a wom­an of dis­tinc­tion. Out­side the en­clo­sure were sev­er­al hors­es mount­ed by ser­vants; a trav­el­ling car­riage was in wait­ing for this la­dy. D’Artag­nan in vain sought to make out what caused her de­lay. She con­tin­ued pray­ing, and fre­quent­ly pressed her hand­ker­chief to her face, by which d’Artag­nan per­ceived she was weep­ing. He be­held her strike her breast with the com­punc­tion of a Chris­tian wom­an. He heard her sev­er­al times ex­claim as from a wound­ed heart: “Par­don! par­don!” And as she ap­peared to aban­don her­self en­tire­ly to her grief, as she threw her­self down, al­most faint­ing, ex­haust­ed by com­plaints and prayers, d’Artag­nan, touched by this love for his so much re­gret­ted friends, made a few steps to­wards the grave, in or­der to in­ter­rupt the melan­choly col­lo­quy of the pen­i­tent with the dead. But as soon as his step sound­ed on the grav­el, the un­known raised her head, re­veal­ing to d’Artag­nan a face aflood with tears, a well-known face. It was Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière! “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” mur­mured she.

			“You!” replied the cap­tain, in a stern voice, “you here!—oh! Madame, I should bet­ter have liked to see you decked with flow­ers in the man­sion of the Comte de la Fère. You would have wept less—and they too—and I!”

			“Mon­sieur!” said she, sob­bing.

			“For it was you,” added this piti­less friend of the dead—“it was you who sped these two men to the grave.”

			“Oh! spare me!”

			“God for­bid, Madame, that I should of­fend a wom­an, or that I should make her weep in vain; but I must say that the place of the mur­der­er is not up­on the grave of her vic­tims.” She wished to re­ply.

			“What I now tell you,” added he, cold­ly, “I have al­ready told the king.”

			She clasped her hands. “I know,” said she, “I have caused the death of the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“Ah! you know it?”

			“The news ar­rived at court yes­ter­day. I have trav­eled dur­ing the night forty leagues to come and ask par­don of the comte, whom I sup­posed to be still liv­ing, and to pray God, on the tomb of Raoul, that he would send me all the mis­for­tunes I have mer­it­ed, ex­cept a sin­gle one. Now, Mon­sieur, I know that the death of the son has killed the fa­ther; I have two crimes to re­proach my­self with; I have two pun­ish­ments to ex­pect from Heav­en.”

			“I will re­peat to you, Made­moi­selle,” said d’Artag­nan, “what M. de Bragelonne said of you, at An­tibes, when he al­ready med­i­tat­ed death: ‘If pride and co­quetry have mis­led her, I par­don her while de­spis­ing her. If love has pro­duced her er­ror, I par­don her, but I swear that no one could have loved her as I have done.’ ”

			“You know,” in­ter­rupt­ed Louise, “that for my love I was about to sac­ri­fice my­self; you know whether I suf­fered when you met me lost, dy­ing, aban­doned. Well! nev­er have I suf­fered so much as now; be­cause then I hoped, de­sired—now I have no longer any­thing to wish for; be­cause this death drags all my joy in­to the tomb; be­cause I can no longer dare to love with­out re­morse, and I feel that he whom I love—oh! it is but just!—will re­pay me with the tor­tures I have made oth­ers un­der­go.”

			D’Artag­nan made no re­ply; he was too well con­vinced that she was not mis­tak­en.

			“Well, then,” added she, “dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, do not over­whelm me to­day, I again im­plore you! I am like the branch torn from the trunk, I no longer hold to any­thing in this world—a cur­rent drags me on, I know not whith­er. I love mad­ly, even to the point of com­ing to tell it, wretch that I am, over the ash­es of the dead, and I do not blush for it—I have no re­morse on this ac­count. Such love is a re­li­gion. On­ly, as here­after you will see me alone, for­got­ten, dis­dained; as you will see me pun­ished, as I am des­tined to be pun­ished, spare me in my ephemer­al hap­pi­ness, leave it to me for a few days, for a few min­utes. Now, even at the mo­ment I am speak­ing to you, per­haps it no longer ex­ists. My God! this dou­ble mur­der is per­haps al­ready ex­pi­at­ed!”

			While she was speak­ing thus, the sound of voic­es and of hors­es drew the at­ten­tion of the cap­tain. M. de Saint-Aig­nan came to seek La Val­lière. “The king,” he said, “is a prey to jeal­ousy and un­easi­ness.” Saint-Aig­nan did not per­ceive d’Artag­nan, half con­cealed by the trunk of a chest­nut-tree which shad­ed the dou­ble grave. Louise thanked Saint-Aig­nan, and dis­missed him with a ges­ture. He re­joined the par­ty out­side the en­clo­sure.

			“You see, Madame,” said the cap­tain bit­ter­ly to the young wom­an—“you see your hap­pi­ness still lasts.”

			The young wom­an raised her head with a solemn air. “A day will come,” said she, “when you will re­pent of hav­ing so mis­judged me. On that day, it is I who will pray God to for­give you for hav­ing been un­just to­wards me. Be­sides, I shall suf­fer so much that you your­self will be the first to pity my suf­fer­ings. Do not re­proach me with my fleet­ing hap­pi­ness, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan; it costs me dear, and I have not paid all my debt.” Say­ing these words, she again knelt down, soft­ly and af­fec­tion­ate­ly.

			“Par­don me the last time, my af­fi­anced Raoul!” said she. “I have bro­ken our chain; we are both des­tined to die of grief. It is thou who de­partest first; fear noth­ing, I shall fol­low thee. See, on­ly, that I have not been base, and that I have come to bid thee this last adieu. The Lord is my wit­ness, Raoul, that if with my life I could have re­deemed thine, I would have giv­en that life with­out hes­i­ta­tion. I could not give my love. Once more, for­give me, dear­est, kind­est friend.”

			She strewed a few sweet flow­ers on the fresh­ly sod­ded earth; then, wip­ing the tears from her eyes, the heav­i­ly strick­en la­dy bowed to d’Artag­nan, and dis­ap­peared.

			The cap­tain watched the de­par­ture of the hors­es, horse­men, and car­riage, then cross­ing his arms up­on his swelling chest, “When will it be my turn to de­part?” said he, in an ag­i­tat­ed voice. “What is there left for man af­ter youth, love, glo­ry, friend­ship, strength, and wealth have dis­ap­peared? That rock, un­der which sleeps Porthos, who pos­sessed all I have named; this moss, un­der which re­pose Athos and Raoul, who pos­sessed much more!”

			He hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, with a dull eye; then, draw­ing him­self up, “For­ward! still for­ward!” said he. “When it is time, God will tell me, as he fore­told the oth­ers.”

			He touched the earth, moist­ened with the evening dew, with the ends of his fin­gers, signed him­self as if he had been at the béni­ti­er in church, and re­took alone—ev­er alone—the road to Paris.

		
	
		
			Epilogue

			Four years af­ter the scene we have just de­scribed, two horse­men, well mount­ed, tra­versed Blois ear­ly in the morn­ing, for the pur­pose of ar­rang­ing a hawk­ing par­ty the king had ar­ranged to make in that un­even plain the Loire di­vides in two, which bor­ders on the one side Me­ung, on the oth­er Am­boise. These were the keep­er of the king’s har­ri­ers and the mas­ter of the fal­cons, per­son­ages great­ly re­spect­ed in the time of Louis XI­II, but rather ne­glect­ed by his suc­ces­sor. The horse­men, hav­ing re­con­noi­tered the ground, were re­turn­ing, their ob­ser­va­tions made, when they per­ceived cer­tain lit­tle groups of sol­diers, here and there, whom the sergeants were plac­ing at dis­tances at the open­ings of the en­clo­sures. These were the king’s Mus­ke­teers. Be­hind them came, up­on a splen­did horse, the cap­tain, known by his rich­ly em­broi­dered uni­form. His hair was gray, his beard turn­ing so. He seemed a lit­tle bent, al­though sit­ting and han­dling his horse grace­ful­ly. He was look­ing about him watch­ful­ly.

			“M. d’Artag­nan does not get any old­er,” said the keep­er of the har­ri­ers to his col­league the fal­con­er; “with ten years more to car­ry than ei­ther of us, he has the seat of a young man on horse­back.”

			“That is true,” replied the fal­con­er. “I don’t see any change in him for the last twen­ty years.”

			But this of­fi­cer was mis­tak­en; d’Artag­nan in the last four years had lived a dozen. Age had print­ed its piti­less claws at each an­gle of his eyes; his brow was bald; his hands, for­mer­ly brown and ner­vous, were get­ting white, as if the blood had half for­got­ten them.

			D’Artag­nan ac­cost­ed the of­fi­cers with the shade of af­fa­bil­i­ty which dis­tin­guish­es su­pe­ri­ors, and re­ceived in turn for his cour­tesy two most re­spect­ful bows.

			“Ah! what a lucky chance to see you here, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried the fal­con­er.

			“It is rather I who should say that, messieurs,” replied the cap­tain, “for nowa­days, the king makes more fre­quent use of his mus­ke­teers than of his fal­cons.”

			“Ah! it is not as it was in the good old times,” sighed the fal­con­er. “Do you re­mem­ber, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, when the late king flew the pie25 in the vine­yards be­yond Beau­gence? Ah! dame! you were not the cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers at that time, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“And you were noth­ing but un­der-cor­po­ral of the tiercelets,” replied d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing. “Nev­er mind that, it was a good time, see­ing that it is al­ways a good time when we are young. Good day, Mon­sieur the keep­er of the har­ri­ers.”

			“You do me hon­or, Mon­sieur le Comte,” said the lat­ter. D’Artag­nan made no re­ply. The ti­tle of comte had hard­ly struck him; d’Artag­nan had been a comte four years.

			“Are you not very much fa­tigued with the long jour­ney you have tak­en, Mon­sieur le Cap­i­taine?” con­tin­ued the fal­con­er. “It must be full two hun­dred leagues from hence to Pignerol.”

			“Two hun­dred and six­ty to go, and as many to re­turn,” said d’Artag­nan, qui­et­ly.

			“And,” said the fal­con­er, “is he well?”

			“Who?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Why, poor M. Fou­quet,” con­tin­ued the fal­con­er, in a low voice. The keep­er of the har­ri­ers had pru­dent­ly with­drawn.

			“No,” replied d’Artag­nan, “the poor man frets ter­ri­bly; he can­not com­pre­hend how im­pris­on­ment can be a fa­vor; he says that par­lia­ment ab­solved him by ban­ish­ing him, and ban­ish­ment is, or should be, lib­er­ty. He can­not imag­ine that they had sworn his death, and that to save his life from the claws of par­lia­ment was to be un­der too much obli­ga­tion to Heav­en.”

			“Ah! yes; the poor man had a close chance of the scaf­fold,” replied the fal­con­er; “it is said that M. Col­bert had giv­en or­ders to the gov­er­nor of the Bastile, and that the ex­e­cu­tion was or­dered.”

			“Enough!” said d’Artag­nan, pen­sive­ly, and with a view of cut­ting short the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Yes,” said the keep­er of the har­ri­ers, draw­ing to­wards them, “M. Fou­quet is now at Pignerol; he has rich­ly de­served it. He had the good for­tune to be con­duct­ed there by you; he robbed the king suf­fi­cient­ly.”

			D’Artag­nan launched at the mas­ter of the dogs one of his cross­est looks, and said to him, “Mon­sieur, if any­one told me you had eat­en your dogs’ meat, not on­ly would I refuse to be­lieve it; but still more, if you were con­demned to the lash or to jail for it, I should pity you and would not al­low peo­ple to speak ill of you. And yet, Mon­sieur, hon­est man as you may be, I as­sure you that you are not more so than poor M. Fou­quet was.”

			Af­ter hav­ing un­der­gone this sharp re­buke, the keep­er of the har­ri­ers hung his head, and al­lowed the fal­con­er to get two steps in ad­vance of him near­er to d’Artag­nan.

			“He is con­tent,” said the fal­con­er, in a low voice, to the mus­ke­teer; “we all know that har­ri­ers are in fash­ion nowa­days; if he were a fal­con­er he would not talk in that way.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled in a melan­choly man­ner at see­ing this great po­lit­i­cal ques­tion re­solved by the dis­con­tent of such hum­ble in­ter­est. He for a mo­ment ran over in his mind the glo­ri­ous ex­is­tence of the sur­in­ten­dant, the crum­bling of his for­tunes, and the melan­choly death that await­ed him; and to con­clude, “Did M. Fou­quet love fal­con­ry?” said he.

			“Oh, pas­sion­ate­ly, Mon­sieur!” re­peat­ed the fal­con­er, with an ac­cent of bit­ter re­gret and a sigh that was the fu­ner­al ora­tion of Fou­quet.

			D’Artag­nan al­lowed the ill-hu­mor of the one and the re­gret of the oth­er to pass, and con­tin­ued to ad­vance. They could al­ready catch glimpses of the hunts­men at the is­sue of the wood, the feath­ers of the out­rid­ers pass­ing like shoot­ing stars across the clear­ings, and the white hors­es skirt­ing the bosky thick­ets look­ing like il­lu­mi­nat­ed ap­pari­tions.

			“But,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “will the sport last long? Pray, give us a good swift bird, for I am very tired. Is it a heron or a swan?”

			“Both, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the fal­con­er; “but you need not be alarmed; the king is not much of a sports­man; he does not take the field on his own ac­count, he on­ly wish­es to amuse the ladies.”

			The words “to amuse the ladies” were so strong­ly ac­cent­ed they set d’Artag­nan think­ing.

			“Ah!” said he, look­ing keen­ly at the fal­con­er.

			The keep­er of the har­ri­ers smiled, no doubt with a view of mak­ing it up with the mus­ke­teer.

			“Oh! you may safe­ly laugh,” said d’Artag­nan; “I know noth­ing of cur­rent news; I on­ly ar­rived yes­ter­day, af­ter a month’s ab­sence. I left the court mourn­ing the death of the queen-moth­er. The king was not will­ing to take any amuse­ment af­ter re­ceiv­ing the last sigh of Anne of Aus­tria; but ev­ery­thing comes to an end in this world. Well! then he is no longer sad? So much the bet­ter.”26

			“And ev­ery­thing be­gins as well as ends,” said the keep­er with a coarse laugh.

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, a sec­ond time—he burned to know, but dig­ni­ty would not al­low him to in­ter­ro­gate peo­ple be­low him—“there is some­thing be­gin­ning, then, it seems?”

			The keep­er gave him a sig­nif­i­cant wink; but d’Artag­nan was un­will­ing to learn any­thing from this man.

			“Shall we see the king ear­ly?” asked he of the fal­con­er.

			“At sev­en o’clock, Mon­sieur, I shall fly the birds.”

			“Who comes with the king? How is Madame? How is the queen?”

			“Bet­ter, Mon­sieur.”

			“Has she been ill, then?”

			“Mon­sieur, since the last cha­grin she suf­fered, Her Majesty has been un­well.”

			“What cha­grin? You need not fan­cy your news is old. I have but just re­turned.”

			“It ap­pears that the queen, a lit­tle ne­glect­ed since the death of her moth­er-in-law, com­plained to the king, who an­swered her—‘Do I not sleep at home ev­ery night, Madame? What more do you ex­pect?’ ”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan—“poor wom­an! She must hearti­ly hate Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière.”

			“Oh, no! not Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière,” replied the fal­con­er.

			“Who then—” The blast of a hunt­ing-horn in­ter­rupt­ed this con­ver­sa­tion. It sum­moned the dogs and the hawks. The fal­con­er and his com­pan­ions set off im­me­di­ate­ly, leav­ing d’Artag­nan alone in the midst of the sus­pend­ed sen­tence. The king ap­peared at a dis­tance, sur­round­ed by ladies and horse­men. All the troop ad­vanced in beau­ti­ful or­der, at a foot’s pace, the horns of var­i­ous sorts an­i­mat­ing the dogs and hors­es. There was an an­i­ma­tion in the scene, a mi­rage of light, of which noth­ing now can give an idea, un­less it be the fic­ti­tious splen­dor of a the­atric spec­ta­cle. D’Artag­nan, with an eye a lit­tle, just a lit­tle, dimmed by age, dis­tin­guished be­hind the group three car­riages. The first was in­tend­ed for the queen; it was emp­ty. D’Artag­nan, who did not see Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière by the king’s side, on look­ing about for her, saw her in the sec­ond car­riage. She was alone with two of her wom­en, who seemed as dull as their mis­tress. On the left hand of the king, up­on a high-spir­it­ed horse, re­strained by a bold and skill­ful hand, shone a la­dy of most daz­zling beau­ty. The king smiled up­on her, and she smiled up­on the king. Loud laugh­ter fol­lowed ev­ery word she ut­tered.

			I must know that wom­an, thought the mus­ke­teer; who can she be? And he stooped to­wards his friend, the fal­con­er, to whom he ad­dressed the ques­tion he had put to him­self.

			The fal­con­er was about to re­ply, when the king, per­ceiv­ing d’Artag­nan, “Ah, comte!” said he, “you are amongst us once more then! Why have I not seen you?”

			“Sire,” replied the cap­tain, “be­cause Your Majesty was asleep when I ar­rived, and not awake when I re­sumed my du­ties this morn­ing.”

			“Still the same,” said Louis, in a loud voice, de­not­ing sat­is­fac­tion. “Take some rest, comte; I com­mand you to do so. You will dine with me to­day.”

			A mur­mur of ad­mi­ra­tion sur­round­ed d’Artag­nan like a ca­ress. Ev­ery­one was ea­ger to salute him. Din­ing with the king was an hon­or His Majesty was not so prodi­gal of as Hen­ry IV had been. The king passed a few steps in ad­vance, and d’Artag­nan found him­self in the midst of a fresh group, among whom shone Col­bert.

			“Good day, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the min­is­ter, with marked af­fa­bil­i­ty, “have you had a pleas­ant jour­ney?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing to the neck of his horse.

			“I heard the king in­vite you to his ta­ble for this evening,” con­tin­ued the min­is­ter; “you will meet an old friend there.”

			“An old friend of mine?” asked d’Artag­nan, plung­ing painful­ly in­to the dark waves of the past, which had swal­lowed up for him so many friend­ships and so many ha­treds.

			“M. le Duc d’Almé­da, who is ar­rived this morn­ing from Spain.”

			“The Duc d’Almé­da?” said d’Artag­nan, re­flect­ing in vain.

			“Here!” cried an old man, white as snow, sit­ting bent in his car­riage, which he caused to be thrown open to make room for the mus­ke­teer.

			“Aramis!” cried d’Artag­nan, struck with pro­found amaze­ment. And he felt, in­ert as it was, the thin arm of the old no­ble­man hang­ing round his neck.

			Col­bert, af­ter hav­ing ob­served them in si­lence for a few mo­ments, urged his horse for­ward, and left the two old friends to­geth­er.

			“And so,” said the mus­ke­teer, tak­ing Aramis’s arm, “you, the ex­ile, the rebel, are again in France?”

			“Ah! and I shall dine with you at the king’s ta­ble,” said Aramis, smil­ing. “Yes, will you not ask your­self what is the use of fi­deli­ty in this world? Stop! let us al­low poor La Val­lière’s car­riage to pass. Look, how un­easy she is! How her eyes, dim with tears, fol­low the king, who is rid­ing on horse­back yon­der!”

			“With whom?”

			“With Made­moi­selle de Ton­nay-Char­ente, now Madame de Mon­tes­pan,” replied Aramis.

			“She is jeal­ous. Is she then de­sert­ed?”

			“Not quite yet, but it will not be long be­fore she is.”27

			They chat­ted to­geth­er, while fol­low­ing the sport, and Aramis’s coach­man drove them so clev­er­ly that they ar­rived at the in­stant when the fal­con, at­tack­ing the bird, beat him down, and fell up­on him. The king alight­ed; Madame de Mon­tes­pan fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. They were in front of an iso­lat­ed chapel, con­cealed by huge trees, al­ready de­spoiled of their leaves by the first cut­ting winds of au­tumn. Be­hind this chapel was an en­clo­sure, closed by a lat­ticed gate. The fal­con had beat­en down his prey in the en­clo­sure be­long­ing to this lit­tle chapel, and the king was de­sirous of go­ing in to take the first feath­er, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom. The cortège formed a cir­cle round the build­ing and the hedges, too small to re­ceive so many. D’Artag­nan held back Aramis by the arm, as he was about, like the rest, to alight from his car­riage, and in a hoarse, bro­ken voice, “Do you know, Aramis,” said he, “whith­er chance has con­duct­ed us?”

			“No,” replied the duke.

			“Here re­pose men that we knew well,” said d’Artag­nan, great­ly ag­i­tat­ed.

			Aramis, with­out di­vin­ing any­thing, and with a trem­bling step, pen­e­trat­ed in­to the chapel by a lit­tle door which d’Artag­nan opened for him. “Where are they buried?” said he.

			“There, in the en­clo­sure. There is a cross, you see, be­neath yon lit­tle cy­press. The tree of grief is plant­ed over their tomb; don’t go to it; the king is go­ing that way; the heron has fall­en just there.”

			Aramis stopped, and con­cealed him­self in the shade. They then saw, with­out be­ing seen, the pale face of La Val­lière, who, ne­glect­ed in her car­riage, at first looked on, with a melan­choly heart, from the door, and then, car­ried away by jeal­ousy, ad­vanced in­to the chapel, whence, lean­ing against a pil­lar, she con­tem­plat­ed the king smil­ing and mak­ing signs to Madame de Mon­tes­pan to ap­proach, as there was noth­ing to be afraid of. Madame de Mon­tes­pan com­plied; she took the hand the king held out to her, and he, pluck­ing out the first feath­er from the heron, which the fal­con­er had stran­gled, placed it in his beau­ti­ful com­pan­ion’s hat. She, smil­ing in her turn, kissed the hand ten­der­ly which made her this present. The king grew scar­let with van­i­ty and plea­sure; he looked at Madame de Mon­tes­pan with all the fire of new love.

			“What will you give me in ex­change?” said he.

			She broke off a lit­tle branch of cy­press and of­fered it to the king, who looked in­tox­i­cat­ed with hope.

			“Humph!” said Aramis to d’Artag­nan; “the present is but a sad one, for that cy­press shades a tomb.”

			“Yes, and the tomb is that of Raoul de Bragelonne,” said d’Artag­nan aloud; “of Raoul, who sleeps un­der that cross with his fa­ther.”

			A groan re­sound­ed—they saw a wom­an fall faint­ing to the ground. Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière had seen all, heard all.

			“Poor wom­an!” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, as he helped the at­ten­dants to car­ry back to her car­riage the lone­ly la­dy whose lot hence­forth in life was suf­fer­ing.

			That evening d’Artag­nan was seat­ed at the king’s ta­ble, near M. Col­bert and M. le Duc d’Almé­da. The king was very gay. He paid a thou­sand lit­tle at­ten­tions to the queen, a thou­sand kind­ness­es to Madame, seat­ed at his left hand, and very sad. It might have been sup­posed that time of calm when the king was wont to watch his moth­er’s eyes for the ap­proval or dis­ap­proval of what he had just done.

			Of mis­tress­es there was no ques­tion at this din­ner. The king ad­dressed Aramis two or three times, call­ing him M. l’Am­bas­sadeur, which in­creased the sur­prise al­ready felt by d’Artag­nan at see­ing his friend the rebel so mar­velous­ly well re­ceived at court.

			The king, on ris­ing from ta­ble, gave his hand to the queen, and made a sign to Col­bert, whose eye was on his mas­ter’s face. Col­bert took d’Artag­nan and Aramis on one side. The king be­gan to chat with his sis­ter, whilst Mon­sieur, very un­easy, en­ter­tained the queen with a pre­oc­cu­pied air, with­out ceas­ing to watch his wife and broth­er from the cor­ner of his eye. The con­ver­sa­tion be­tween Aramis, d’Artag­nan, and Col­bert turned up­on in­dif­fer­ent sub­jects. They spoke of pre­ced­ing min­is­ters; Col­bert re­lat­ed the suc­cess­ful tricks of Mazarin, and de­sired those of Riche­lieu to be re­lat­ed to him. D’Artag­nan could not over­come his sur­prise at find­ing this man, with his heavy eye­brows and low fore­head, dis­play so much sound knowl­edge and cheer­ful spir­its. Aramis was as­ton­ished at that light­ness of char­ac­ter which per­mit­ted this se­ri­ous man to re­tard with ad­van­tage the mo­ment for more im­por­tant con­ver­sa­tion, to which no­body made any al­lu­sion, al­though all three in­ter­locu­tors felt its im­mi­nence. It was very plain, from the em­bar­rassed ap­pear­ance of Mon­sieur, how much the con­ver­sa­tion of the king and Madame an­noyed him. Madame’s eyes were al­most red: was she go­ing to com­plain? Was she go­ing to ex­pose a lit­tle scan­dal in open court? The king took her on one side, and in a tone so ten­der that it must have re­mind­ed the princess of the time when she was loved for her­self:

			“Sis­ter,” said he, “why do I see tears in those love­ly eyes?”

			“Why—sire—” said she.

			“Mon­sieur is jeal­ous, is he not, sis­ter?”

			She looked to­wards Mon­sieur, an in­fal­li­ble sign that they were talk­ing about him.

			“Yes,” said she.

			“Lis­ten to me,” said the king; “if your friends com­pro­mise you, it is not Mon­sieur’s fault.”

			He spoke these words with so much kind­ness that Madame, en­cour­aged, hav­ing borne so many soli­tary griefs so long, was near­ly burst­ing in­to tears, so full was her heart.

			“Come, come, dear lit­tle sis­ter,” said the king, “tell me your griefs; on the word of a broth­er, I pity them; on the word of a king, I will put an end to them.”

			She raised her glo­ri­ous eyes and, in a melan­choly tone:

			“It is not my friends who com­pro­mise me,” said she; “they are ei­ther ab­sent or con­cealed; they have been brought in­to dis­grace with Your Majesty; they, so de­vot­ed, so good, so loy­al!”

			“You say this on ac­count of de Guiche, whom I have ex­iled, at Mon­sieur’s de­sire?”

			“And who, since that un­just ex­ile, has en­deav­ored to get him­self killed once ev­ery day.”

			“Un­just, say you, sis­ter?”

			“So un­just, that if I had not had the re­spect mixed with friend­ship that I have al­ways en­ter­tained for Your Majesty—”

			“Well!”

			“Well! I would have asked my broth­er Charles, up­on whom I can al­ways—”

			The king start­ed. “What, then?”

			“I would have asked him to have had it rep­re­sent­ed to you that Mon­sieur and his fa­vorite M. le Cheva­lier de Lor­raine ought not with im­puni­ty to con­sti­tute them­selves the ex­e­cu­tion­ers of my hon­or and my hap­pi­ness.”

			“The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine,” said the king; “that dis­mal fel­low?”

			“Is my mor­tal en­e­my. Whilst that man lives in my house­hold, where Mon­sieur re­tains him and del­e­gates his pow­er to him, I shall be the most mis­er­able wom­an in the king­dom.”

			“So,” said the king, slow­ly, “you call your broth­er of Eng­land a bet­ter friend than I am?”

			“Ac­tions speak for them­selves, sire.”

			“And you would pre­fer go­ing to ask as­sis­tance there—”

			“To my own coun­try!” said she with pride; “yes, sire.”

			“You are the grand­child of Hen­ry IV as well as my­self, la­dy. Cousin and broth­er-in-law, does not that amount pret­ty well to the ti­tle of broth­er-ger­main?”

			“Then,” said Hen­ri­et­ta, “act!”

			“Let us form an al­liance.”

			“Be­gin.”

			“I have, you say, un­just­ly ex­iled de Guiche.”

			“Oh! yes,” said she, blush­ing.

			“De Guiche shall re­turn.”28

			“So far, well.”

			“And now you say that I do wrong in hav­ing in your house­hold the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine, who gives Mon­sieur ill ad­vice re­spect­ing you?”

			“Re­mem­ber well what I tell you, sire; the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine some day—Ob­serve, if ev­er I come to a dread­ful end, I be­fore­hand ac­cuse the Cheva­lier de Lor­raine; he has a spir­it that is ca­pa­ble of any crime!”

			“The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine shall no longer an­noy you—I prom­ise you that.”29

			“Then that will be a true pre­lim­i­nary of al­liance, sire—I sign; but since you have done your part, tell me what shall be mine.”

			“In­stead of em­broil­ing me with your broth­er Charles, you must make him a more in­ti­mate friend than ev­er.”

			“That is very easy.”

			“Oh! not quite so easy as you may sup­pose, for in or­di­nary friend­ship peo­ple em­brace or ex­er­cise hos­pi­tal­i­ty, and that on­ly costs a kiss or a re­turn, prof­itable ex­pens­es; but in po­lit­i­cal friend­ship—”

			“Ah! it’s a po­lit­i­cal friend­ship, is it?”

			“Yes, my sis­ter; and then, in­stead of em­braces and feasts, it is sol­diers—it is sol­diers all alive and well equipped—that we must serve up to our friends; ves­sels we must of­fer, all armed with can­nons and stored with pro­vi­sions. It hence re­sults that we have not al­ways cof­fers in a fit con­di­tion for such friend­ships.”

			“Ah! you are quite right,” said Madame; “the cof­fers of the king of Eng­land have been sonorous for some time.”

			“But you, my sis­ter, who have so much in­flu­ence over your broth­er, you can se­cure more than an am­bas­sador could ev­er get the prom­ise of.”

			“To ef­fect that I must go to Lon­don, my dear broth­er.”

			“I have thought so,” replied the king, ea­ger­ly; “and I have said to my­self that such a voy­age would do your health and spir­its good.”

			“On­ly,” in­ter­rupt­ed Madame, “it is pos­si­ble I should fail. The king of Eng­land has dan­ger­ous coun­selors.”

			“Coun­selors, do you say?”

			“Pre­cise­ly. If, by chance, Your Majesty had any in­ten­tion—I am on­ly sup­pos­ing so—of ask­ing Charles II his al­liance in a war—”

			“A war?”

			“Yes; well! then the king’s coun­selors, who are in num­ber sev­en—Made­moi­selle Stew­art, Made­moi­selle Wells, Made­moi­selle Gwyn, Miss Or­chay, Made­moi­selle Zun­ga, Miss Davies, and the proud Count­ess of Castle­maine—will rep­re­sent to the king that war costs a great deal of mon­ey; that it is bet­ter to give balls and sup­pers at Hamp­ton Court than to equip ships of the line at Portsmouth and Green­wich.”

			“And then your ne­go­ti­a­tions will fail?”

			“Oh! those ladies cause all ne­go­ti­a­tions to fall through which they don’t make them­selves.”

			“Do you know the idea that has struck me, sis­ter?”

			“No; in­form me what it is.”

			“It is that, search­ing well around you, you might per­haps find a fe­male coun­selor to take with you to your broth­er, whose elo­quence might par­a­lyze the ill-will of the sev­en oth­ers.”

			“That is re­al­ly an idea, sire, and I will search.”

			“You will find what you want.”

			“I hope so.”

			“A pret­ty am­bas­sadress is nec­es­sary; an agree­able face is bet­ter than an ug­ly one, is it not?”

			“Most as­sured­ly.”

			“An an­i­mat­ed, live­ly, au­da­cious char­ac­ter.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“No­bil­i­ty; that is, enough to en­able her to ap­proach the king with­out awk­ward­ness—not too lofty, so as not to trou­ble her­self about the dig­ni­ty of her race.”

			“Very true.”

			“And who knows a lit­tle Eng­lish.”

			“Mon Dieu! why, some­one,” cried Madame, “like Made­moi­selle de Kéroualle, for in­stance!”

			“Oh! why, yes!” said Louis XIV; “you have hit the mark—it is you who have found, my sis­ter.”

			“I will take her; she will have no cause to com­plain, I sup­pose.”

			“Oh! no, I will name her se­duc­trice plenipo­ten­ti­aire at once, and will add a dowry to the ti­tle.”

			“That is well.”

			“I fan­cy you al­ready on your road, my dear lit­tle sis­ter, con­soled for all your griefs.”

			“I will go, on two con­di­tions. The first is, that I shall know what I am ne­go­ti­at­ing about.”

			“That is it. The Dutch, you know, in­sult me dai­ly in their gazettes, and by their re­pub­li­can at­ti­tude. I do not like re­publics.”

			“That may eas­i­ly be imag­ined, sire.”

			“I see with pain that these kings of the sea—they call them­selves so—keep trade from France in the In­dies, and that their ves­sels will soon oc­cu­py all the ports of Eu­rope. Such a pow­er is too near me, sis­ter.”

			“They are your al­lies, nev­er­the­less.”

			“That is why they were wrong in hav­ing the medal you have heard of struck; a medal which rep­re­sents Hol­land stop­ping the sun, as Joshua did, with this leg­end: The sun had stopped be­fore me. There is not much fra­ter­ni­ty in that, is there?”

			“I thought you had for­got­ten that mis­er­able episode?”

			“I nev­er for­get any­thing, sis­ter. And if my true friends, such as your broth­er Charles, are will­ing to sec­ond me—” The princess re­mained pen­sive­ly silent.

			“Lis­ten to me; there is the em­pire of the seas to be shared,” said Louis XIV. “For this par­ti­tion, which Eng­land sub­mits to, could I not rep­re­sent the sec­ond par­ty as well as the Dutch?”

			“We have Made­moi­selle de Kéroualle to treat that ques­tion,” replied Madame.

			“Your sec­ond con­di­tion for go­ing, if you please, sis­ter?”

			“The con­sent of Mon­sieur, my hus­band.”

			“You shall have it.”

			“Then con­sid­er me al­ready gone, broth­er.”

			On hear­ing these words, Louis XIV turned round to­wards the cor­ner of the room in which d’Artag­nan, Col­bert, and Aramis stood, and made an af­fir­ma­tive sign to his min­is­ter. Col­bert then broke in on the con­ver­sa­tion sud­den­ly, and said to Aramis:

			“Mon­sieur l’Am­bas­sadeur, shall we talk about busi­ness?”

			D’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly with­drew, from po­lite­ness. He di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the fire­place, with­in hear­ing of what the king was about to say to Mon­sieur, who, ev­i­dent­ly un­easy, had gone to him. The face of the king was an­i­mat­ed. Up­on his brow was stamped a strength of will, the ex­pres­sion of which al­ready met no fur­ther con­tra­dic­tion in France, and was soon to meet no more in Eu­rope.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the king to his broth­er, “I am not pleased with M. le Cheva­lier de Lor­raine. You, who do him the hon­or to pro­tect him, must ad­vise him to trav­el for a few months.”

			These words fell with the crush of an avalanche up­on Mon­sieur, who adored his fa­vorite, and con­cen­trat­ed all his af­fec­tions in him.

			“In what has the cheva­lier been in­con­sid­er­ate enough to dis­please Your Majesty?” cried he, dart­ing a fu­ri­ous look at Madame.

			“I will tell you that when he is gone,” said the king, suave­ly. “And al­so when Madame, here, shall have crossed over in­to Eng­land.”

			“Madame! in Eng­land!” mur­mured Mon­sieur, in amaze­ment.

			“In a week, broth­er,” con­tin­ued the king, “whilst we will go whith­er I will short­ly tell you.” And the king turned on his heel, smil­ing in his broth­er’s face, to sweet­en, as it were, the bit­ter draught he had giv­en him.

			Dur­ing this time Col­bert was talk­ing with the Duc d’Almé­da.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Col­bert to Aramis, “this is the mo­ment for us to come to an un­der­stand­ing. I have made your peace with the king, and I owed that clear­ly to a man of so much mer­it; but as you have of­ten ex­pressed friend­ship for me, an op­por­tu­ni­ty presents it­self for giv­ing me a proof of it. You are, be­sides, more a French­man than a Spaniard. Shall we se­cure—an­swer me frankly—the neu­tral­i­ty of Spain, if we un­der­take any­thing against the Unit­ed Prov­inces?”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied Aramis, “the in­ter­est of Spain is clear. To em­broil Eu­rope with the Prov­inces would doubt­less be our pol­i­cy, but the king of France is an al­ly of the Unit­ed Prov­inces. You are not ig­no­rant, be­sides, that it would in­fer a mar­itime war, and that France is in no state to un­der­take this with ad­van­tage.”

			Col­bert, turn­ing round at this mo­ment, saw d’Artag­nan who was seek­ing some in­ter­locu­tor, dur­ing this “aside” of the king and Mon­sieur. He called him, at the same time say­ing in a low voice to Aramis, “We may talk open­ly with d’Artag­nan, I sup­pose?”

			“Oh! cer­tain­ly,” replied the am­bas­sador.

			“We were say­ing, M. d’Almé­da and I,” said Col­bert, “that a con­flict with the Unit­ed Prov­inces would mean a mar­itime war.”

			“That’s ev­i­dent enough,” replied the mus­ke­teer.

			“And what do you think of it, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“I think that to car­ry on such a war suc­cess­ful­ly, you must have very large land forces.”

			“What did you say?” said Col­bert, think­ing he had ill un­der­stood him.

			“Why such a large land army?” said Aramis.

			“Be­cause the king will be beat­en by sea if he has not the Eng­lish with him, and that when beat­en by sea, he will soon be in­vad­ed, ei­ther by the Dutch in his ports, or by the Spaniards by land.”

			“And Spain neu­tral?” asked Aramis.

			“Neu­tral as long as the king shall prove stronger,” re­joined d’Artag­nan.

			Col­bert ad­mired that sagac­i­ty which nev­er touched a ques­tion with­out en­light­en­ing it thor­ough­ly. Aramis smiled, as he had long known that in diplo­ma­cy d’Artag­nan ac­knowl­edged no su­pe­ri­or. Col­bert, who, like all proud men, dwelt up­on his fan­ta­sy with a cer­tain­ty of suc­cess, re­sumed the sub­ject, “Who told you, M. d’Artag­nan, that the king had no navy?”

			“Oh! I take no heed of these de­tails,” replied the cap­tain. “I am but an in­dif­fer­ent sailor. Like all ner­vous peo­ple, I hate the sea; and yet I have an idea that, with ships, France be­ing a sea­port with two hun­dred ex­its, we might have sailors.”

			Col­bert drew from his pock­et a lit­tle ob­long book di­vid­ed in­to two col­umns. On the first were the names of ves­sels, on the oth­er the fig­ures re­ca­pit­u­lat­ing the num­ber of can­non and men req­ui­site to equip these ships. “I have had the same idea as you,” said he to d’Artag­nan, “and I have had an ac­count drawn up of the ves­sels we have al­to­geth­er—thir­ty-five ships.”

			“Thir­ty-five ships! im­pos­si­ble!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Some­thing like two thou­sand pieces of can­non,” said Col­bert. “That is what the king pos­sess­es at this mo­ment. Of five and thir­ty ves­sels we can make three squadrons, but I must have five.”

			“Five!” cried Aramis.

			“They will be afloat be­fore the end of the year, gen­tle­men; the king will have fifty ship of the line. We may ven­ture on a con­test with them, may we not?”

			“To build ves­sels,” said d’Artag­nan, “is dif­fi­cult, but pos­si­ble. As to arm­ing them, how is that to be done? In France there are nei­ther foundries nor mil­i­tary docks.”

			“Bah!” replied Col­bert, in a ban­ter­ing tone, “I have planned all that this year and a half past, did you not know it? Do you know M. d’Im­fre­ville?”

			“D’Im­fre­ville?” replied d’Artag­nan; “no.”

			“He is a man I have dis­cov­ered; he has a spe­cial­ty; he is a man of ge­nius—he knows how to set men to work. It is he who has cast can­non and cut the woods of Bour­gogne. And then, Mon­sieur l’Am­bas­sadeur, you may not be­lieve what I am go­ing to tell you, but I have a still fur­ther idea.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!” said Aramis, civil­ly, “I al­ways be­lieve you.”

			“Cal­cu­lat­ing up­on the char­ac­ter of the Dutch, our al­lies, I said to my­self, ‘They are mer­chants, they are friend­ly with the king; they will be hap­py to sell to the king what they fab­ri­cate for them­selves; then the more we buy’—Ah! I must add this: I have Forant—do you know Forant, d’Artag­nan?”

			Col­bert, in his warmth, for­got him­self; he called the cap­tain sim­ply d’Artag­nan, as the king did. But the cap­tain on­ly smiled at it.

			“No,” replied he, “I do not know him.”

			“That is an­oth­er man I have dis­cov­ered, with a ge­nius for buy­ing. This Forant has pur­chased for me 350,000 pounds of iron in balls, 200,000 pounds of pow­der, twelve car­goes of North­ern tim­ber, match­es, grenades, pitch, tar—I know not what! with a sav­ing of sev­en per­cent up­on what all those ar­ti­cles would cost me fab­ri­cat­ed in France.”

			“That is a cap­i­tal and quaint idea,” replied d’Artag­nan, “to have Dutch can­non­balls cast which will re­turn to the Dutch.”

			“Is it not, with loss, too?” And Col­bert laughed aloud. He was de­light­ed with his own joke.

			“Still fur­ther,” added he, “these same Dutch are build­ing for the king, at this mo­ment, six ves­sels af­ter the mod­el of the best of their name. Destouch­es—Ah! per­haps you don’t know Destouch­es?”

			“No, Mon­sieur.”

			“He is a man who has a sure glance to dis­cern, when a ship is launched, what are the de­fects and qual­i­ties of that ship—that is valu­able, ob­serve! Na­ture is tru­ly whim­si­cal. Well, this Destouch­es ap­peared to me to be a man like­ly to prove use­ful in ma­rine af­fairs, and he is su­per­in­tend­ing the con­struc­tion of six ves­sels of sev­en­ty-eight guns, which the Prov­inces are build­ing for His Majesty. It re­sults from this, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that the king, if he wished to quar­rel with the Prov­inces, would have a very pret­ty fleet. Now, you know bet­ter than any­body else if the land army is ef­fi­cient.”

			D’Artag­nan and Aramis looked at each oth­er, won­der­ing at the mys­te­ri­ous labors this man had un­der­tak­en in so short a time. Col­bert un­der­stood them, and was touched by this best of flat­ter­ies.

			“If we, in France, were ig­no­rant of what was go­ing on,” said d’Artag­nan, “out of France still less must be known.”

			“That is why I told Mon­sieur l’Am­bas­sadeur,” said Col­bert, “that, Spain promis­ing its neu­tral­i­ty, Eng­land help­ing us—”

			“If Eng­land as­sists you,” said Aramis, “I prom­ise the neu­tral­i­ty of Spain.”

			“I take you at your word,” Col­bert has­tened to re­ply with his blunt bon­homie. “And, apro­pos of Spain, you have not the ‘Gold­en Fleece,’ Mon­sieur d’Almé­da. I heard the king say the oth­er day that he should like to see you wear the grand cor­don of St. Michael.”

			Aramis bowed. Oh! thought d’Artag­nan, and Porthos is no longer here! What ells of rib­bons would there be for him in these largess­es! Dear Porthos!

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” re­sumed Col­bert, “be­tween us two, you will have, I wa­ger, an in­cli­na­tion to lead your mus­ke­teers in­to Hol­land. Can you swim?” And he laughed like a man in high good hu­mor.

			“Like an eel,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Ah! but there are some bit­ter pas­sages of canals and marsh­es yon­der, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, and the best swim­mers are some­times drowned there.”

			“It is my pro­fes­sion to die for His Majesty,” said the mus­ke­teer. “On­ly, as it is sel­dom in war that much wa­ter is met with with­out a lit­tle fire, I de­clare to you be­fore­hand, that I will do my best to choose fire. I am get­ting old; wa­ter freezes me—but fire warms, Mon­sieur Col­bert.”

			And d’Artag­nan looked so hand­some still in quasi-ju­ve­nile strength as he pro­nounced these words, that Col­bert, in his turn, could not help ad­mir­ing him. D’Artag­nan per­ceived the ef­fect he had pro­duced. He re­mem­bered that the best trades­man is he who fix­es a high price up­on his goods, when they are valu­able. He pre­pared his price in ad­vance.

			“So, then,” said Col­bert, “we go in­to Hol­land?”

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan; “on­ly—”

			“On­ly?” said M. Col­bert.

			“On­ly,” re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan, “there lurks in ev­ery­thing the ques­tion of in­ter­est, the ques­tion of self-love. It is a very fine ti­tle, that of cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers; but ob­serve this: we have now the king’s Guards and the mil­i­tary house­hold of the king. A cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers ought to com­mand all that, and then he would ab­sorb a hun­dred thou­sand livres a year for ex­pens­es.”

			“Well! but do you sup­pose the king would hag­gle with you?” said Col­bert.

			“Eh! Mon­sieur, you have not un­der­stood me,” replied d’Artag­nan, sure of car­ry­ing his point. “I was telling you that I, an old cap­tain, for­mer­ly chief of the king’s guard, hav­ing prece­dence of the maréchaux of France—I saw my­self one day in the trench­es with two oth­er equals, the cap­tain of the Guards and the colonel com­mand­ing the Swiss. Now, at no price will I suf­fer that. I have old habits, and I will stand or fall by them.”

			Col­bert felt this blow, but he was pre­pared for it.

			“I have been think­ing of what you said just now,” replied he.

			“About what, Mon­sieur?”

			“We were speak­ing of canals and marsh­es in which peo­ple are drowned.”

			“Well!”

			“Well! if they are drowned, it is for want of a boat, a plank, or a stick.”

			“Of a stick, how­ev­er short it may be,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Ex­act­ly,” said Col­bert. “And, there­fore, I nev­er heard of an in­stance of a maréchal of France be­ing drowned.”

			D’Artag­nan be­came very pale with joy, and in a not very firm voice, “Peo­ple would be very proud of me in my coun­try,” said he, “if I were a maréchal of France; but a man must have com­mand­ed an ex­pe­di­tion in chief to ob­tain the ba­ton.”

			“Mon­sieur!” said Col­bert, “here is in this pock­et­book which you will study, a plan of cam­paign you will have to lead a body of troops to car­ry out in the next spring.”30

			D’Artag­nan took the book, trem­bling­ly, and his fin­gers meet­ing those of Col­bert, the min­is­ter pressed the hand of the mus­ke­teer loy­al­ly.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “we had both a re­venge to take, one over the oth­er. I have be­gun; it is now your turn!”

			“I will do you jus­tice, Mon­sieur,” replied d’Artag­nan, “and im­plore you to tell the king that the first op­por­tu­ni­ty that shall of­fer, he may de­pend up­on a vic­to­ry, or to be­hold me dead—or both.”

			“Then I will have the fleurs-de-lis for your maréchal’s ba­ton pre­pared im­me­di­ate­ly,” said Col­bert.

			On the mor­row, Aramis, who was set­ting out for Madrid, to ne­go­ti­ate the neu­tral­i­ty of Spain, came to em­brace d’Artag­nan at his ho­tel.

			“Let us love each oth­er for four,” said d’Artag­nan. “We are now but two.”

			“And you will, per­haps, nev­er see me again, dear d’Artag­nan,” said Aramis; “if you knew how I have loved you! I am old, I am ex­tinct—ah, I am al­most dead.”

			“My friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “you will live longer than I shall: diplo­ma­cy com­mands you to live; but, for my part, hon­or con­demns me to die.”

			“Bah! such men as we are, Mon­sieur le Maréchal,” said Aramis, “on­ly die sat­is­fied with joy in glo­ry.”

			“Ah!” replied d’Artag­nan, with a melan­choly smile, “I as­sure you, Mon­sieur le Duc, I feel very lit­tle ap­petite for ei­ther.”

			They once more em­braced, and, two hours af­ter, sep­a­rat­ed—for­ev­er.

		
	
		
			The Death of d’Artagnan

			Con­trary to that which gen­er­al­ly hap­pens, whether in pol­i­tics or morals, each kept his prom­ises, and did hon­or to his en­gage­ments.

			The king re­called M. de Guiche, and ban­ished M. le Cheva­lier de Lor­raine; so that Mon­sieur be­came ill in con­se­quence. Madame set out for Lon­don, where she ap­plied her­self so earnest­ly to make her broth­er, Charles II, ac­quire a taste for the po­lit­i­cal coun­sels of Made­moi­selle de Kéroualle, that the al­liance be­tween Eng­land and France was signed, and the Eng­lish ves­sels, bal­last­ed by a few mil­lions of French gold, made a ter­ri­ble cam­paign against the fleets of the Unit­ed Prov­inces. Charles II had promised Made­moi­selle de Kéroualle a lit­tle grat­i­tude for her good coun­sels; he made her Duchess of Portsmouth. Col­bert had promised the king ves­sels, mu­ni­tions, vic­to­ries. He kept his word, as is well known. At length Aramis, up­on whose prom­ises there was least de­pen­dence to be placed, wrote Col­bert the fol­low­ing let­ter, on the sub­ject of the ne­go­ti­a­tions which he had un­der­tak­en at Madrid:

			
				“Mon­sieur Col­bert—I have the hon­or to ex­pe­dite to you the R.P. Oli­va, gen­er­al ad in­ter­im of the So­ci­ety of Je­sus, my pro­vi­sion­al suc­ces­sor. The rev­erend fa­ther will ex­plain to you, Mon­sieur Col­bert, that I pre­serve to my­self the di­rec­tion of all the af­fairs of the or­der which con­cern France and Spain; but that I am not will­ing to re­tain the ti­tle of gen­er­al, which would throw too high a side­light on the progress of the ne­go­ti­a­tions with which His Catholic Majesty wish­es to en­trust me. I shall re­sume that ti­tle by the com­mand of His Majesty, when the labors I have un­der­tak­en in con­cert with you, for the great glo­ry of God and His Church, shall be brought to a good end. The R.P. Oli­va will in­form you like­wise, Mon­sieur, of the con­sent His Catholic Majesty gives to the sig­na­ture of a treaty which as­sures the neu­tral­i­ty of Spain in the event of a war be­tween France and the Unit­ed Prov­inces. This con­sent will be valid even if Eng­land, in­stead of be­ing ac­tive, should sat­is­fy her­self with re­main­ing neu­tral. As for Por­tu­gal, of which you and I have spo­ken, Mon­sieur, I can as­sure you it will con­trib­ute with all its re­sources to as­sist the Most Chris­tian King in his war. I beg you, Mon­sieur Col­bert, to pre­serve your friend­ship and al­so to be­lieve in my pro­found at­tach­ment, and to lay my re­spect at the feet of His Most Chris­tian Majesty.

				
					Signed,

					“Le duc d’Almé­da.”31

				
			

			Aramis had per­formed more than he had promised; it re­mained to be seen how the king, M. Col­bert, and d’Artag­nan would be faith­ful to each oth­er. In the spring, as Col­bert had pre­dict­ed, the land army en­tered on its cam­paign. It pre­ced­ed, in mag­nif­i­cent or­der, the court of Louis XIV, who, set­ting out on horse­back, sur­round­ed by car­riages filled with ladies and courtiers, con­duct­ed the elite of his king­dom to this san­guinary fête. The of­fi­cers of the army, it is true, had no oth­er mu­sic save the ar­tillery of the Dutch forts; but it was enough for a great num­ber, who found in this war hon­or, ad­vance­ment, for­tune—or death.

			M. d’Artag­nan set out com­mand­ing a body of twelve thou­sand men, cav­al­ry, and in­fantry, with which he was or­dered to take the dif­fer­ent places which form knots of that strate­gic net­work called La Frise. Nev­er was an army con­duct­ed more gal­lant­ly to an ex­pe­di­tion. The of­fi­cers knew that their lead­er, pru­dent and skill­ful as he was brave, would not sac­ri­fice a sin­gle man, nor yield an inch of ground with­out ne­ces­si­ty. He had the old habits of war, to live up­on the coun­try, keep­ing his sol­diers singing and the en­e­my weep­ing. The cap­tain of the king’s Mus­ke­teers well knew his busi­ness. Nev­er were op­por­tu­ni­ties bet­ter cho­sen, coups de main bet­ter sup­port­ed, er­rors of the be­sieged more quick­ly tak­en ad­van­tage of.

			The army com­mand­ed by d’Artag­nan took twelve small places with­in a month. He was en­gaged in be­sieg­ing the thir­teenth, which had held out five days. D’Artag­nan caused the trench­es to be opened with­out ap­pear­ing to sup­pose that these peo­ple would ev­er al­low them­selves to be tak­en. The pi­o­neers and la­bor­ers were, in the army of this man, a body full of ideas and zeal, be­cause their com­man­der treat­ed them like sol­diers, knew how to ren­der their work glo­ri­ous, and nev­er al­lowed them to be killed if he could help it. It should have been seen with what ea­ger­ness the marshy glebes of Hol­land were turned over. Those turf-heaps, mounds of pot­ter’s clay, melt­ed at the word of the sol­diers like but­ter in the fry­ing-pans of Fries­land house­wives.

			M. d’Artag­nan dis­patched a couri­er to the king to give him an ac­count of the last suc­cess, which re­dou­bled the good hu­mor of His Majesty and his in­cli­na­tion to amuse the ladies. These vic­to­ries of M. d’Artag­nan gave so much majesty to the prince, that Madame de Mon­tes­pan no longer called him any­thing but Louis the In­vin­ci­ble. So that Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière, who on­ly called the king Louis the Vic­to­ri­ous, lost much of His Majesty’s fa­vor. Be­sides, her eyes were fre­quent­ly red, and to an In­vin­ci­ble noth­ing is more dis­agree­able than a mis­tress who weeps while ev­ery­thing is smil­ing round her. The star of Made­moi­selle de La Val­lière was be­ing drowned in clouds and tears. But the gayety of Madame de Mon­tes­pan re­dou­bled with the suc­cess­es of the king, and con­soled him for ev­ery oth­er un­pleas­ant cir­cum­stance. It was to d’Artag­nan the king owed this; and His Majesty was anx­ious to ac­knowl­edge these ser­vices; he wrote to M. Col­bert:

			
				“Mon­sieur Col­bert—We have a prom­ise to ful­fil with M. d’Artag­nan, who so well keeps his. This is to in­form you that the time is come for per­form­ing it. All pro­vi­sions for this pur­pose you shall be fur­nished with in due time. Louis.”

			

			In con­se­quence of this, Col­bert, de­tain­ing d’Artag­nan’s en­voy, placed in the hands of that mes­sen­ger a let­ter from him­self, and a small cof­fer of ebony in­laid with gold, not very im­por­tant in ap­pear­ance, but which, with­out doubt, was very heavy, as a guard of five men was giv­en to the mes­sen­ger, to as­sist him in car­ry­ing it. These peo­ple ar­rived be­fore the place which d’Artag­nan was be­sieg­ing to­wards day­break, and pre­sent­ed them­selves at the lodg­ings of the gen­er­al. They were told that M. d’Artag­nan, an­noyed by a sor­tie which the gov­er­nor, an art­ful man, had made the evening be­fore, and in which the works had been de­stroyed and sev­en­ty-sev­en men killed, and the repa­ra­tion of the breach­es com­menced, had just gone with twen­ty com­pa­nies of grenadiers to re­con­struct the works.

			M. Col­bert’s en­voy had or­ders to go and seek M. d’Artag­nan, wher­ev­er he might be, or at what­ev­er hour of the day or night. He di­rect­ed his course, there­fore, to­wards the trench­es, fol­lowed by his es­cort, all on horse­back. They per­ceived M. d’Artag­nan in the open plain, with his gold-laced hat, his long cane, and gilt cuffs. He was bit­ing his white mus­tache, and wip­ing off, with his left hand, the dust which the pass­ing balls threw up from the ground they plowed so near him. They al­so saw, amidst this ter­ri­ble fire, which filled the air with whistling hiss­es, of­fi­cers han­dling the shov­el, sol­diers rolling bar­rows, and vast fascines, ris­ing by be­ing ei­ther car­ried or dragged by from ten to twen­ty men, cov­er the front of the trench re­opened to the cen­ter by this ex­tra­or­di­nary ef­fort of the gen­er­al. In three hours, all was re­in­stat­ed. D’Artag­nan be­gan to speak more mild­ly; and he be­came quite calm when the cap­tain of the pi­o­neers ap­proached him, hat in hand, to tell him that the trench was again in prop­er or­der. This man had scarce­ly fin­ished speak­ing, when a ball took off one of his legs, and he fell in­to the arms of d’Artag­nan. The lat­ter lift­ed up his sol­dier, and qui­et­ly, with sooth­ing words, car­ried him in­to the trench, amidst the en­thu­si­as­tic ap­plause of the reg­i­ments. From that time it was no longer a ques­tion of val­or—the army was deliri­ous; two com­pa­nies stole away to the ad­vanced posts, which they in­stant­ly de­stroyed.

			When their com­rades, re­strained with great dif­fi­cul­ty by d’Artag­nan, saw them lodged up­on the bas­tions, they rushed for­ward like­wise; and soon a fu­ri­ous as­sault was made up­on the coun­ter­scarp, up­on which de­pend­ed the safe­ty of the place. D’Artag­nan per­ceived there was on­ly one means left of check­ing his army—to take the place. He di­rect­ed all his force to the two breach­es, where the be­sieged were busy in re­pair­ing. The shock was ter­ri­ble; eigh­teen com­pa­nies took part in it, and d’Artag­nan went with the rest, with­in half can­non-shot of the place, to sup­port the at­tack by ech­e­lons. The cries of the Dutch, who were be­ing poniard­ed up­on their guns by d’Artag­nan’s grenadiers, were dis­tinct­ly au­di­ble. The strug­gle grew fiercer with the de­spair of the gov­er­nor, who dis­put­ed his po­si­tion foot by foot. D’Artag­nan, to put an end to the af­fair, and to si­lence the fire, which was un­ceas­ing, sent a fresh col­umn, which pen­e­trat­ed like a very wedge; and he soon per­ceived up­on the ram­parts, through the fire, the ter­ri­fied flight of the be­sieged, pur­sued by the be­siegers.

			At this mo­ment the gen­er­al, breath­ing feely and full of joy, heard a voice be­hind him, say­ing, “Mon­sieur, if you please, from M. Col­bert.”

			He broke the seal of the let­ter, which con­tained these words:

			
				“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan:—The king com­mands me to in­form you that he has nom­i­nat­ed you maréchal of France, as a re­ward for your mag­nif­i­cent ser­vices, and the hon­or you do to his arms. The king is high­ly pleased, Mon­sieur, with the cap­tures you have made; he com­mands you, in par­tic­u­lar, to fin­ish the siege you have com­menced, with good for­tune to you, and suc­cess for him.”

			

			D’Artag­nan was stand­ing with a ra­di­ant coun­te­nance and sparkling eye. He looked up to watch the progress of his troops up­on the walls, still en­veloped in red and black vol­umes of smoke. “I have fin­ished,” replied he to the mes­sen­ger; “the city will have sur­ren­dered in a quar­ter of an hour.” He then re­sumed his read­ing:

			
				“The cof­fret, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, is my own present. You will not be sor­ry to see that, whilst you war­riors are draw­ing the sword to de­fend the king, I am mov­ing the pa­cif­ic arts to or­na­ment a present wor­thy of you. I com­mend my­self to your friend­ship, Mon­sieur le Maréchal, and beg you to be­lieve in mine. Col­bert.”

			

			D’Artag­nan, in­tox­i­cat­ed with joy, made a sign to the mes­sen­ger, who ap­proached, with his cof­fret in his hands. But at the mo­ment the maréchal was go­ing to look at it, a loud ex­plo­sion re­sound­ed from the ram­parts, and called his at­ten­tion to­wards the city. “It is strange,” said d’Artag­nan, “that I don’t yet see the king’s flag on the walls, or hear the drums beat the chamade.” He launched three hun­dred fresh men, un­der a high-spir­it­ed of­fi­cer, and or­dered an­oth­er breach to be made. Then, more tran­quil­ly, he turned to­wards the cof­fret, which Col­bert’s en­voy held out to him.—It was his trea­sure—he had won it.

			D’Artag­nan was hold­ing out his hand to open the cof­fret, when a ball from the city crushed the cof­fret in the arms of the of­fi­cer, struck d’Artag­nan full in the chest, and knocked him down up­on a slop­ing heap of earth, whilst the fleur-de-lised ba­ton, es­cap­ing from the bro­ken box, came rolling un­der the pow­er­less hand of the maréchal. D’Artag­nan en­deav­ored to raise him­self. It was thought he had been knocked down with­out be­ing wound­ed. A ter­ri­ble cry broke from the group of ter­ri­fied of­fi­cers; the maréchal was cov­ered with blood; the pal­lor of death as­cend­ed slow­ly to his no­ble coun­te­nance. Lean­ing up­on the arms held out on all sides to re­ceive him, he was able once more to turn his eyes to­wards the place, and to dis­tin­guish the white flag at the crest of the prin­ci­pal bas­tion; his ears, al­ready deaf to the sounds of life, caught fee­bly the rolling of the drum which an­nounced the vic­to­ry. Then, clasp­ing in his nerve­less hand the ba­ton, or­na­ment­ed with its fleurs-de-lis, he cast on it his eyes, which had no longer the pow­er of look­ing up­wards to­wards Heav­en, and fell back, mur­mur­ing strange words, which ap­peared to the sol­diers ca­bal­is­tic—words which had for­mer­ly rep­re­sent­ed so many things on earth, and which none but the dy­ing man any longer com­pre­hend­ed:

			“Athos—Porthos, farewell till we meet again! Aramis, adieu for­ev­er!”

			Of the four valiant men whose his­to­ry we have re­lat­ed, there now re­mained but one. Heav­en had tak­en to it­self three no­ble souls.32

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. This is quite un­trans­lat­able—it be­ing a play up­on the words pécheur (with a grave over the first e), a sin­ner, and pêcheur (with an ac­cent cir­cum­flex over the first e), a fish­er­man. It is in very bad taste. —Trans.

			2. In most oth­er edi­tions, this chap­ter and the next are usu­al­ly com­bined in­to one chap­ter, en­ti­tled “D’Artag­nan Calls de Wardes to Ac­count.”

			3. Du­mas is mis­tak­en. The events in the fol­low­ing chap­ters oc­curred in 1661.

			4. The vers­es in this chap­ter have been rewrit­ten to give the fla­vor of them rather than the mean­ing. A more lit­er­al trans­la­tion would look like this:

			
				
					“Guiche is the fur­nish­er
					

					Of the maids of hon­or.”
				

			

			and—

			
				
					“He has stocked the bird­cage;
					

					Mon­ta­lais and—”
				

			

			It would be more ac­cu­rate, though, to say “bait­ed” rather than “stocked” in the sec­ond cou­plet.

			5. The Latin trans­lates to “The spir­it is will­ing, but the flesh is weak.”

			6. “Ad ma­jorem Dei glo­ri­am” was the mot­to of the Je­suits. It trans­lates to “For the greater glo­ry of God.”

			7. “In the pres­ence of these men?”

			8. “By this sign you shall con­quer.”

			9. “It rained all night long; the games will be held to­mor­row.”

			10. “Lord, I am not wor­thy.”

			11. “To err is hu­man.”

			12. Pota­toes were not grown in France at that time. La Siecle in­sists that the er­ror is theirs, and that Du­mas meant “toma­toes.”

			13. “In your house.”

			14. This al­ter­nate trans­la­tion of the verse is clos­er to the orig­i­nal mean­ing.

			
				
					“Oh! you who sad­ly are wan­der­ing alone,
					

					Come, come, and laugh with us.”
				

			

			15. Marie de Manci­ni was a for­mer love of the king’s. He had to aban­don her for the po­lit­i­cal ad­van­tages which the mar­riage to the Span­ish In­fan­ta, Maria There­sa, af­ford­ed. See Chap­ter XI­II.

			16. “A sun not eclipsed by many suns.” Louis’s de­vice was the sun.

			17. “To what heights may he not as­pire?” Fou­quet’s mot­to.

			18. “A crea­ture rare on earth.”

			19. “With an eye al­ways to the cli­max.”

			20. “He is pa­tient be­cause he is eter­nal” is how the Latin trans­lates. It is from St. Au­gus­tine. This mot­to was some­times ap­plied to the Pa­pa­cy, but not to the Je­suits.

			21. It is pos­si­ble that the pre­ced­ing con­ver­sa­tion is an ob­scure al­le­gor­i­cal al­lu­sion to the Fronde, or per­haps an in­ti­ma­tion that the Duc was the fa­ther of Mor­daunt, from Twen­ty Years Af­ter, but a def­i­nite in­ter­pre­ta­tion still eludes mod­ern schol­ars.

			22. The dic­tates of such a ser­vice would re­quire Raoul to spend the rest of his life out­side of France, hence Athos’s and Gri­maud’s ex­treme re­ac­tions.

			23. Du­mas here, and lat­er in the chap­ter, us­es the name Roncher­at. Roncherolles is the ac­tu­al name of the man.

			24. In some edi­tions, “in spite of Mi­la­dy” reads “in spite of mal­a­dy.”

			25. “Pie” in this case refers to mag­pies, the prey for the fal­cons.

			26. Anne of Aus­tria did not die un­til 1666, and Du­mas sets the cur­rent year as 1665.

			27. Madame de Mon­tes­pan would oust Louise from the king’s af­fec­tions by 1667.

			28. De Guiche would not re­turn to court un­til 1671.

			29. Madame did die of poi­son in 1670, short­ly af­ter re­turn­ing from the mis­sion de­scribed lat­er. The Cheva­lier de Lor­raine had ac­tu­al­ly been or­dered out of France in 1662.

			30. This par­tic­u­lar cam­paign did not ac­tu­al­ly oc­cur un­til 1673.

			31. Jean-Paul Oli­va was the ac­tu­al gen­er­al of the Je­suits from 1664–1681.

			32. In ear­li­er edi­tions, the last line reads, “Of the four valiant men whose his­to­ry we have re­lat­ed, there now no longer re­mained but one sin­gle body; God had re­sumed the souls.” Du­mas made the re­vi­sion in lat­er edi­tions.
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