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				I

				The Ghost of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu

			
			In a splen­did cham­ber of the Palais Roy­al, for­mer­ly styled the Palais Car­di­nal, a man was sit­ting in deep rever­ie, his head sup­port­ed on his hands, lean­ing over a gilt and in­laid ta­ble which was cov­ered with let­ters and pa­pers. Be­hind this fig­ure glowed a vast fire­place alive with leap­ing flames; great logs of oak blazed and crack­led on the pol­ished brass andirons whose flick­er shone up­on the su­perb ha­bil­i­ments of the lone­ly ten­ant of the room, which was il­lu­mined grand­ly by twin can­de­labra rich with wax lights.

			Any­one who hap­pened at that mo­ment to con­tem­plate that red simar—the gor­geous robe of of­fice—and the rich lace, or who gazed on that pale brow, bent in anx­ious med­i­ta­tion, might, in the soli­tude of that apart­ment, com­bined with the si­lence of the an­techam­bers and the mea­sured paces of the guards up­on the land­ing-place, have fan­cied that the shade of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu lin­gered still in his ac­cus­tomed haunt.

			It was, alas! the ghost of for­mer great­ness. France en­fee­bled, the au­thor­i­ty of her sov­er­eign con­temned, her no­bles re­turn­ing to their for­mer tur­bu­lence and in­so­lence, her en­e­mies with­in her fron­tiers—all proved the great Riche­lieu no longer in ex­is­tence.

			In truth, that the red simar which oc­cu­pied the wont­ed place was his no longer, was still more strik­ing­ly ob­vi­ous from the iso­la­tion which seemed, as we have ob­served, more ap­pro­pri­ate to a phan­tom than a liv­ing crea­ture—from the cor­ri­dors de­sert­ed by courtiers, and courts crowd­ed with guards—from that spir­it of bit­ter ridicule, which, aris­ing from the streets be­low, pen­e­trat­ed through the very case­ments of the room, which re­sound­ed with the mur­murs of a whole city leagued against the min­is­ter; as well as from the dis­tant and in­ces­sant sounds of guns fir­ing—let off, hap­pi­ly, with­out oth­er end or aim, ex­cept to show to the Guards, the Swiss troops and the mil­i­tary who sur­round­ed the Palais Roy­al, that the peo­ple were pos­sessed of arms.

			The ghost of Riche­lieu was—Mazarin. Now Mazarin was alone and de­fence­less, as he well knew.

			“For­eign­er!” he ejac­u­lat­ed, “Ital­ian! that is their mean yet mighty by­word of re­proach—the watch­word with which they as­sas­si­nat­ed, hanged, and made away with Conci­ni; and if I gave them their way they would as­sas­si­nate, hang, and make away with me in the same man­ner, al­though they have noth­ing to com­plain of ex­cept a tax or two now and then. Id­iots! ig­no­rant of their re­al en­e­mies, they do not per­ceive that it is not the Ital­ian who speaks French bad­ly, but those who can say fine things to them in the purest Parisian ac­cent, who are their re­al foes.

			“Yes, yes,” Mazarin con­tin­ued, whilst his wont­ed smile, full of sub­tle­ty, lent a strange ex­pres­sion to his pale lips; “yes, these nois­es prove to me, in­deed, that the des­tiny of fa­vorites is pre­car­i­ous; but ye shall know I am no or­di­nary fa­vorite. No! The Earl of Es­sex, ’tis true, wore a splen­did ring, set with di­a­monds, giv­en him by his roy­al mis­tress, whilst I—I have noth­ing but a sim­ple cir­clet of gold, with a ci­pher on it and a date; but that ring has been blessed in the chapel of the Palais Roy­al,1 so they will nev­er ru­in me, as they long to do, and whilst they shout, ‘Down with Mazarin!’ I, un­known and un­per­ceived by them, in­cite them to cry out, ‘Long live the Duke de Beau­fort’ one day; an­oth­er, ‘Long live the Prince de Condé’; and again, ‘Long live the Par­lia­ment!’ ” And at this word the smile on the car­di­nal’s lips as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of ha­tred, of which his mild coun­te­nance seemed in­ca­pable. “The par­lia­ment! We shall soon see how to dis­pose,” he con­tin­ued, “of the par­lia­ment! Both Or­léans and Mon­tar­gis are ours. It will be a work of time, but those who have be­gun by cry­ing out: ‘Down with Mazarin!’ will fin­ish by shout­ing out, Down with all the peo­ple I have men­tioned, each in his turn.

			“Riche­lieu, whom they hat­ed dur­ing his life­time and whom they now praise af­ter his death, was even less pop­u­lar than I am. Of­ten he was driv­en away, of­ten­er still had he a dread of be­ing sent away. The queen will nev­er ban­ish me, and even were I obliged to yield to the pop­u­lace she would yield with me; if I fly, she will fly; and then we shall see how the rebels will get on with­out ei­ther king or queen.

			“Oh, were I not a for­eign­er! were I but a French­man! were I but of gen­tle birth!”

			The po­si­tion of the car­di­nal was in­deed crit­i­cal, and re­cent events had added to his dif­fi­cul­ties. Dis­con­tent had long per­vad­ed the low­er ranks of so­ci­ety in France. Crushed and im­pov­er­ished by tax­a­tion—im­posed by Mazarin, whose avarice im­pelled him to grind them down to the very dust—the peo­ple, as the Ad­vo­cate-Gen­er­al Talon de­scribed it, had noth­ing left to them ex­cept their souls; and as those could not be sold by auc­tion, they be­gan to mur­mur. Pa­tience had in vain been rec­om­mend­ed to them by re­ports of bril­liant vic­to­ries gained by France; lau­rels, how­ev­er, were not meat and drink, and the peo­ple had for some time been in a state of dis­con­tent.

			Had this been all, it might not, per­haps, have great­ly sig­ni­fied; for when the low­er class­es alone com­plained, the court of France, sep­a­rat­ed as it was from the poor by the in­ter­ven­ing class­es of the gen­try and the bour­geoisie, sel­dom lis­tened to their voice; but un­luck­i­ly, Mazarin had had the im­pru­dence to at­tack the mag­is­trates and had sold no less than twelve ap­point­ments in the Court of Re­quests, at a high price; and as the of­fi­cers of that court paid very dear­ly for their places, and as the ad­di­tion of twelve new col­leagues would nec­es­sar­i­ly low­er the val­ue of each place, the old func­tionar­ies formed a union amongst them­selves, and, en­raged, swore on the Bible not to al­low of this ad­di­tion to their num­ber, but to re­sist all the per­se­cu­tions which might en­sue; and should any one of them chance to for­feit his post by this re­sis­tance, to com­bine to in­dem­ni­fy him for his loss.

			Now the fol­low­ing oc­cur­rences had tak­en place be­tween the two con­tend­ing par­ties.

			On the sev­enth of Jan­u­ary be­tween sev­en and eight hun­dred trades­men had as­sem­bled in Paris to dis­cuss a new tax which was to be levied on house prop­er­ty. They de­put­ed ten of their num­ber to wait up­on the Duke of Or­léans, who, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, af­fect­ed pop­u­lar­i­ty. The duke re­ceived them and they in­formed him that they were re­solved not to pay this tax, even if they were obliged to de­fend them­selves against its col­lec­tors by force of arms. They were lis­tened to with great po­lite­ness by the duke, who held out hopes of eas­i­er mea­sures, promised to speak in their be­half to the queen, and dis­missed them with the or­di­nary ex­pres­sion of roy­al­ty, “We will see what we can do.”

			Two days af­ter­ward these same mag­is­trates ap­peared be­fore the car­di­nal, and their spokesman ad­dressed Mazarin with so much fear­less­ness and de­ter­mi­na­tion that the min­is­ter was as­tound­ed and sent the dep­u­ta­tion away with the same an­swer as it had re­ceived from the Duke of Or­léans—that he would see what could be done; and in ac­cor­dance with that in­ten­tion a coun­cil of state was as­sem­bled and the su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance was sum­moned.

			This man, named Emery, was the ob­ject of pop­u­lar de­tes­ta­tion, in the first place be­cause he was su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance, and ev­ery su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance de­served to be hat­ed; in the sec­ond place, be­cause he rather de­served the odi­um which he had in­curred.

			He was the son of a banker at Lyons named Par­ti­cel­li, who, af­ter be­com­ing a bank­rupt, chose to change his name to Emery; and Car­di­nal Riche­lieu hav­ing dis­cov­ered in him great fi­nan­cial ap­ti­tude, had in­tro­duced him with a strong rec­om­men­da­tion to Louis XI­II un­der his as­sumed name, in or­der that he might be ap­point­ed to the post he sub­se­quent­ly held.

			“You sur­prise me!” ex­claimed the monarch. “I am re­joiced to hear you speak of Mon­sieur d’Emery as cal­cu­lat­ed for a post which re­quires a man of pro­bity. I was re­al­ly afraid that you were go­ing to force that vil­lain Par­ti­cel­li up­on me.”

			“Sire,” replied Riche­lieu, “rest as­sured that Par­ti­cel­li, the man to whom Your Majesty refers, has been hanged.”

			“Ah; so much the bet­ter!” ex­claimed the king. “It is not for noth­ing that I am styled Louis the Just,” and he signed Emery’s ap­point­ment.

			This was the same Emery who be­came even­tu­al­ly su­per­in­ten­dent of fi­nance.

			He was sent for by the min­is­ters and he came be­fore them pale and trem­bling, declar­ing that his son had very near­ly been as­sas­si­nat­ed the day be­fore, near the palace. The mob had in­sult­ed him on ac­count of the os­ten­ta­tious lux­u­ry of his wife, whose house was hung with red vel­vet edged with gold fringe. This la­dy was the daugh­ter of Nicholas de Ca­mus, who ar­rived in Paris with twen­ty francs in his pock­et, be­came sec­re­tary of state, and ac­cu­mu­lat­ed wealth enough to di­vide nine mil­lions of francs among his chil­dren and to keep an in­come of forty thou­sand for him­self.

			The fact was that Emery’s son had run a great chance of be­ing suf­fo­cat­ed, one of the ri­ot­ers hav­ing pro­posed to squeeze him un­til he gave up all the gold he had swal­lowed. Noth­ing, there­fore, was set­tled that day, as Emery’s head was not steady enough for busi­ness af­ter such an oc­cur­rence.

			On the next day Math­ieu Molé, the chief pres­i­dent, whose courage at this cri­sis, says the Car­di­nal de Retz, was equal to that of the Duc de Beau­fort and the Prince de Condé—in oth­er words, of the two men who were con­sid­ered the bravest in France—had been at­tacked in his turn. The peo­ple threat­ened to hold him re­spon­si­ble for the evils that hung over them. But the chief pres­i­dent had replied with his ha­bit­u­al cool­ness, with­out be­tray­ing ei­ther dis­tur­bance or sur­prise, that should the ag­i­ta­tors refuse obe­di­ence to the king’s wish­es he would have gal­lows erect­ed in the pub­lic squares and pro­ceed at once to hang the most ac­tive among them. To which the oth­ers had re­spond­ed that they would be glad to see the gal­lows erect­ed; they would serve for the hang­ing of those de­testable judges who pur­chased fa­vor at court at the price of the peo­ple’s mis­ery.

			Nor was this all. On the eleventh the queen in go­ing to mass at Notre Dame, as she al­ways did on Sat­ur­days, was fol­lowed by more than two hun­dred wom­en de­mand­ing jus­tice. These poor crea­tures had no bad in­ten­tions. They wished on­ly to be al­lowed to fall on their knees be­fore their sov­er­eign, and that they might move her to com­pas­sion; but they were pre­vent­ed by the roy­al guard and the queen pro­ceed­ed on her way, haugh­ti­ly dis­dain­ful of their en­treaties.

			At length par­lia­ment was con­voked; the au­thor­i­ty of the king was to be main­tained.

			One day—it was the morn­ing of the day my sto­ry be­gins—the king, Louis XIV, then ten years of age, went in state, un­der pre­text of re­turn­ing thanks for his re­cov­ery from the small­pox, to Notre Dame. He took the op­por­tu­ni­ty of call­ing out his Guard, the Swiss troops and the Mus­ke­teers, and he had plant­ed them round the Palais Roy­al, on the quays, and on the Pont Neuf. Af­ter mass the young monarch drove to the Par­lia­ment House, where, up­on the throne, he hasti­ly con­firmed not on­ly such edicts as he had al­ready passed, but is­sued new ones; each one, ac­cord­ing to Car­di­nal de Retz, more ru­inous than the oth­ers—a pro­ceed­ing which drew forth a strong re­mon­strance from the chief pres­i­dent, Molé—whilst Pres­i­dent Blancmes­nil and Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel raised their voic­es in in­dig­na­tion against fresh tax­es.

			The king re­turned amidst the si­lence of a vast mul­ti­tude to the Palais Roy­al. All minds were un­easy, most were fore­bod­ing, many of the peo­ple used threat­en­ing lan­guage.

			At first, in­deed, they were doubt­ful whether the king’s vis­it to the par­lia­ment had been in or­der to light­en or in­crease their bur­dens; but scarce­ly was it known that the tax­es were to be still fur­ther in­creased, when cries of “Down with Mazarin!” “Long live Brous­sel!” “Long live Blancmes­nil!” re­sound­ed through the city. For the peo­ple had learned that Brous­sel and Blancmes­nil had made speech­es in their be­half, and, al­though the elo­quence of these deputies had been with­out avail, it had none the less won for them the peo­ple’s good­will. All at­tempts to dis­perse the groups col­lect­ed in the streets, or si­lence their ex­cla­ma­tions, were in vain. Or­ders had just been giv­en to the Roy­al Guard and the Swiss guards, not on­ly to stand firm, but to send out pa­trols to the streets of Saint De­nis and Saint Mar­tin, where the peo­ple thronged and where they were the most vo­cif­er­ous, when the may­or of Paris was an­nounced at the Palais Roy­al.

			He was shown in di­rect­ly; he came to say that if these of­fen­sive pre­cau­tions were not dis­con­tin­ued, in two hours Paris would be un­der arms.

			De­lib­er­a­tions were be­ing held when a lieu­tenant in the Guards, named Com­minges, made his ap­pear­ance, with his clothes all torn, his face stream­ing with blood. The queen on see­ing him ut­tered a cry of sur­prise and asked him what was go­ing on.

			As the may­or had fore­seen, the sight of the guards had ex­as­per­at­ed the mob. The toc­sin was sound­ed. Com­minges had ar­rest­ed one of the ring­leaders and had or­dered him to be hanged near the cross of Du Tra­hoir; but in at­tempt­ing to ex­e­cute this com­mand the sol­diery were at­tacked in the mar­ket­place with stones and hal­berds; the delin­quent had es­caped to the Rue des Lom­bards and rushed in­to a house. They broke open the doors and searched the dwelling, but in vain. Com­minges, wound­ed by a stone which had struck him on the fore­head, had left a pick­et in the street and re­turned to the Palais Roy­al, fol­lowed by a men­ac­ing crowd, to tell his sto­ry.

			This ac­count con­firmed that of the may­or. The au­thor­i­ties were not in a con­di­tion to cope with se­ri­ous re­volt. Mazarin en­deav­ored to cir­cu­late among the peo­ple a re­port that troops had on­ly been sta­tioned on the quays and on the Pont Neuf, on ac­count of the cer­e­mo­ni­al of the day, and that they would soon with­draw. In fact, about four o’clock they were all con­cen­trat­ed about the Palais Roy­al, the courts and ground floors of which were filled with mus­ke­teers and Swiss guards, and there await­ed the out­come of all this dis­tur­bance.

			Such was the state of af­fairs at the very mo­ment we in­tro­duced our read­ers to the study of Car­di­nal Mazarin—once that of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu. We have seen in what state of mind he lis­tened to the mur­murs from be­low, which even reached him in his seclu­sion, and to the guns, the fir­ing of which re­sound­ed through that room. All at once he raised his head; his brow slight­ly con­tract­ed like that of a man who has formed a res­o­lu­tion; he fixed his eyes up­on an enor­mous clock that was about to strike ten, and tak­ing up a whis­tle of sil­ver gilt that stood up­on the ta­ble near him, he shrilled it twice.

			A door hid­den in the ta­pes­try opened noise­less­ly and a man in black silent­ly ad­vanced and stood be­hind the chair on which Mazarin sat.

			“Bernouin,” said the car­di­nal, not turn­ing round, for hav­ing whis­tled, he knew that it was his valet de cham­bre who was be­hind him; “what mus­ke­teers are now with­in the palace?”

			“The Black Mus­ke­teers, my lord.”

			“What com­pa­ny?”

			“Tréville’s com­pa­ny.”

			“Is there any of­fi­cer be­long­ing to this com­pa­ny in the an­techam­ber?”

			“Lieu­tenant d’Artag­nan.”

			“A man on whom we can de­pend, I hope.”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Give me a uni­form of one of these mus­ke­teers and help me to put it on.”

			The valet went out as silent­ly as he had en­tered and ap­peared in a few min­utes bring­ing the dress de­mand­ed.

			The car­di­nal, in deep thought and in si­lence, be­gan to take off the robes of state he had as­sumed in or­der to be present at the sit­ting of par­lia­ment, and to at­tire him­self in the mil­i­tary coat, which he wore with a cer­tain de­gree of easy grace, ow­ing to his for­mer cam­paigns in Italy. When he was com­plete­ly dressed he said:

			“Send hith­er Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			The valet went out of the room, this time by the cen­tre door, but still as silent­ly as be­fore; one might have fan­cied him an ap­pari­tion.

			When he was left alone the car­di­nal looked at him­self in the glass with a feel­ing of self-sat­is­fac­tion. Still young—for he was scarce­ly forty-six years of age—he pos­sessed great el­e­gance of form and was above the mid­dle height; his com­plex­ion was bril­liant and beau­ti­ful; his glance full of ex­pres­sion; his nose, though large, was well pro­por­tioned; his fore­head broad and ma­jes­tic; his hair, of a chest­nut col­or, was curled slight­ly; his beard, which was dark­er than his hair, was turned care­ful­ly with a curl­ing iron, a prac­tice that great­ly im­proved it. Af­ter a short time the car­di­nal ar­ranged his shoul­der belt, then looked with great com­pla­cen­cy at his hands, which were most el­e­gant and of which he took the great­est care; and throw­ing on one side the large kid gloves tried on at first, as be­long­ing to the uni­form, he put on oth­ers of silk on­ly. At this in­stant the door opened.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the valet de cham­bre.

			An of­fi­cer, as he spoke, en­tered the apart­ment. He was a man be­tween thir­ty-nine and forty years of age, of medi­um height but a very well pro­por­tioned fig­ure; with an in­tel­lec­tu­al and an­i­mat­ed phys­iog­no­my; his beard black, and his hair turn­ing gray, as of­ten hap­pens when peo­ple have found life ei­ther too gay or too sad, more es­pe­cial­ly when they hap­pen to be of swart com­plex­ion.

			D’Artag­nan ad­vanced a few steps in­to the apart­ment.

			How per­fect­ly he re­mem­bered his for­mer en­trance in­to that very room! See­ing, how­ev­er, no one there ex­cept a mus­ke­teer of his own troop, he fixed his eyes up­on the sup­posed sol­dier, in whose dress, nev­er­the­less, he rec­og­nized at the first glance the car­di­nal.

			The lieu­tenant re­mained stand­ing in a dig­ni­fied but re­spect­ful pos­ture, such as be­came a man of good birth, who had in the course of his life been fre­quent­ly in the so­ci­ety of the high­est no­bles.

			The car­di­nal looked at him with a cun­ning rather than se­ri­ous glance, yet he ex­am­ined his coun­te­nance with at­ten­tion and af­ter a mo­men­tary si­lence said:

			“You are Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“I am that in­di­vid­u­al,” replied the of­fi­cer.

			Mazarin gazed once more at a coun­te­nance full of in­tel­li­gence, the play of which had been, nev­er­the­less, sub­dued by age and ex­pe­ri­ence; and d’Artag­nan re­ceived the pen­e­trat­ing glance like one who had for­mer­ly sus­tained many a search­ing look, very dif­fer­ent, in­deed, from those which were in­quir­ing­ly di­rect­ed on him at that in­stant.

			“Sir,” re­sumed the car­di­nal, “you are to come with me, or rather, I am to go with you.”

			“I am at your com­mand, my lord,” re­turned d’Artag­nan.

			“I wish to vis­it in per­son the out­posts which sur­round the Palais Roy­al; do you sup­pose that there is any dan­ger in so do­ing?”

			“Dan­ger, my lord!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan with a look of as­ton­ish­ment, “what dan­ger?”

			“I am told that there is a gen­er­al in­sur­rec­tion.”

			“The uni­form of the king’s Mus­ke­teers car­ries a cer­tain re­spect with it, and even if that were not the case I would en­gage with four of my men to put to flight a hun­dred of these clowns.”

			“Did you wit­ness the in­jury sus­tained by Com­minges?”

			“Mon­sieur de Com­minges is in the Guards and not in the Mus­ke­teers—”

			“Which means, I sup­pose, that the Mus­ke­teers are bet­ter sol­diers than the Guards.” The car­di­nal smiled as he spoke.

			“Ev­ery­one likes his own uni­form best, my lord.”

			“My­self ex­cept­ed,” and again Mazarin smiled; “for you per­ceive that I have left off mine and put on yours.”

			“Lord bless us! this is mod­esty in­deed!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Had I such a uni­form as your Em­i­nence pos­sess­es, I protest I should be might­i­ly con­tent, and I would take an oath nev­er to wear any oth­er cos­tume—”

			“Yes, but for tonight’s ad­ven­ture I don’t sup­pose my dress would have been a very safe one. Give me my felt hat, Bernouin.”

			The valet in­stant­ly brought to his mas­ter a reg­i­men­tal hat with a wide brim. The car­di­nal put it on in mil­i­tary style.

			“Your hors­es are ready sad­dled in their sta­bles, are they not?” he said, turn­ing to d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Well, let us set out.”

			“How many men does your Em­i­nence wish to es­cort you?”

			“You say that with four men you will un­der­take to dis­perse a hun­dred low fel­lows; as it may hap­pen that we shall have to en­counter two hun­dred, take eight—”

			“As many as my lord wish­es.”

			“I will fol­low you. This way—light us down­stairs Bernouin.”

			The valet held a wax light; the car­di­nal took a key from his bu­reau and open­ing the door of a se­cret stair de­scend­ed in­to the court of the Palais Roy­al.

		
	
		
			
				II

				A Night­ly Pa­trol

			
			In ten min­utes Mazarin and his par­ty were travers­ing the street “Les Bons En­fants” be­hind the the­atre built by Riche­lieu ex­press­ly for the play of Mi­rame, and in which Mazarin, who was an am­a­teur of mu­sic, but not of lit­er­a­ture, had in­tro­duced in­to France the first opera that was ev­er act­ed in that coun­try.

			The ap­pear­ance of the town de­not­ed the great­est ag­i­ta­tion. Num­ber­less groups pa­rad­ed the streets; and, what­ev­er d’Artag­nan might think of it, it was ob­vi­ous that the cit­i­zens had for the night laid aside their usu­al for­bear­ance, in or­der to as­sume a war­like as­pect. From time to time nois­es came in the di­rec­tion of the pub­lic mar­kets. The re­port of firearms was heard near the Rue Saint De­nis, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly church bells be­gan to ring in­dis­crim­i­nate­ly and at the caprice of the pop­u­lace. D’Artag­nan, mean­time, pur­sued his way with the in­dif­fer­ence of a man up­on whom such acts of fol­ly made no im­pres­sion. When he ap­proached a group in the mid­dle of the street he urged his horse up­on it with­out a word of warn­ing; and the mem­bers of the group, whether rebels or not, as if they knew with what sort of a man they had to deal, at once gave place to the pa­trol. The car­di­nal en­vied that com­po­sure, which he at­trib­uted to the habit of meet­ing dan­ger; but none the less he con­ceived for the of­fi­cer un­der whose or­ders he had for the mo­ment placed him­self, that con­sid­er­a­tion which even pru­dence pays to care­less courage. On ap­proach­ing an out­post near the Bar­rière des Ser­gens, the sen­tinel cried out, “Who’s there?” and d’Artag­nan an­swered—hav­ing first asked the word of the car­di­nal—“Louis and Ro­croy.” Af­ter which he in­quired if Lieu­tenant Com­minges were not the com­mand­ing of­fi­cer at the out­post. The sol­dier replied by point­ing out to him an of­fi­cer who was con­vers­ing, on foot, his hand up­on the neck of a horse on which the in­di­vid­u­al to whom he was talk­ing sat. Here was the of­fi­cer d’Artag­nan was seek­ing.

			“Here is Mon­sieur Com­minges,” said d’Artag­nan, re­turn­ing to the car­di­nal. He in­stant­ly re­tired, from a feel­ing of re­spect­ful del­i­ca­cy; it was, how­ev­er, ev­i­dent that the car­di­nal was rec­og­nized by both Com­minges and the oth­er of­fi­cers on horse­back.

			“Well done, Gui­tant,” cried the car­di­nal to the eques­tri­an; “I see plain­ly that, not­with­stand­ing the six­ty-four years that have passed over your head, you are still the same man, ac­tive and zeal­ous. What were you say­ing to this young­ster?”

			“My lord,” replied Gui­tant, “I was ob­serv­ing that we live in trou­blous times and that to­day’s events are very like those in the days of the Ligue, of which I heard so much in my youth. Are you aware that the mob have even sug­gest­ed throw­ing up bar­ri­cades in the Rue Saint De­nis and the Rue Saint An­toine?”

			“And what was Com­minges say­ing to you in re­ply, my good Gui­tant?”

			“My lord,” said Com­minges, “I an­swered that to com­pose a Ligue on­ly one in­gre­di­ent was want­ing—in my opin­ion an es­sen­tial one—a Duc de Guise; more­over, no gen­er­a­tion ev­er does the same thing twice.”

			“No, but they mean to make a Fronde, as they call it,” said Gui­tant.

			“And what is a Fronde?” in­quired Mazarin.

			“My lord, Fronde is the name the dis­con­tent­ed give to their par­ty.”

			“And what is the ori­gin of this name?”

			“It seems that some days since Coun­cil­lor Bachau­mont re­marked at the palace that rebels and ag­i­ta­tors re­mind­ed him of school­boys sling­ing [qui fron­dent] stones from the moats round Paris, young urchins who run off the mo­ment the con­sta­ble ap­pears, on­ly to re­turn to their di­ver­sion the in­stant his back is turned. So they have picked up the word and the in­sur­rec­tion­ists are called ‘Fron­deurs,’ and yes­ter­day ev­ery ar­ti­cle sold was ‘à la Fronde’; bread ‘à la Fronde,’ hats ‘à la Fronde,’ to say noth­ing of gloves, pock­et-hand­ker­chiefs, and fans; but lis­ten—”

			At that mo­ment a win­dow opened and a man be­gan to sing:

			
				
					“A tem­pest from the Fronde
					

					Did blow to­day:
					

					I think ’twill blow
					

					Sieur Mazarin away.”
				

			

			“In­so­lent wretch!” cried Gui­tant.

			“My lord,” said Com­minges, who, ir­ri­tat­ed by his wounds, wished for re­venge and longed to give back blow for blow, “shall I fire off a ball to pun­ish that jester, and to warn him not to sing so much out of tune in the fu­ture?”

			And as he spoke he put his hand on the hol­ster of his un­cle’s sad­dle­bow.

			“Cer­tain­ly not! cer­tain­ly not,” ex­claimed Mazarin. “Di­avo­lo! my dear friend, you are go­ing to spoil ev­ery­thing—ev­ery­thing is go­ing on fa­mous­ly. I know the French as well as if I had made them my­self. They sing—let them pay the piper. Dur­ing the Ligue, about which Gui­tant was speak­ing just now, the peo­ple chant­ed noth­ing ex­cept the mass, so ev­ery­thing went to de­struc­tion. Come, Gui­tant, come along, and let’s see if they keep watch at the Quinze-Vingts as at the Bar­rière des Ser­gens.”

			And wav­ing his hand to Com­minges he re­joined d’Artag­nan, who in­stant­ly put him­self at the head of his troop, fol­lowed by the car­di­nal, Gui­tant and the rest of the es­cort.

			“Just so,” mut­tered Com­minges, look­ing af­ter Mazarin. “True, I for­got; pro­vid­ed he can get mon­ey out of the peo­ple, that is all he wants.”

			The street of Saint-Hon­oré, when the car­di­nal and his par­ty passed through it, was crowd­ed by an as­sem­blage who, stand­ing in groups, dis­cussed the edicts of that mem­o­rable day. They pitied the young king, who was un­con­scious­ly ru­in­ing his coun­try, and threw all the odi­um of his pro­ceed­ings on Mazarin. Ad­dress­es to the Duke of Or­léans and to Condé were sug­gest­ed. Blancmes­nil and Brous­sel seemed in the high­est fa­vor.

			D’Artag­nan passed through the very midst of this dis­con­tent­ed mob just as if his horse and he had been made of iron. Mazarin and Gui­tant con­versed to­geth­er in whis­pers. The mus­ke­teers, who had al­ready dis­cov­ered who Mazarin was, fol­lowed in pro­found si­lence. In the street of Saint Thomas-du-Lou­vre they stopped at the bar­ri­er dis­tin­guished by the name of Quinze-Vingts. Here Gui­tant spoke to one of the sub­al­terns, ask­ing how mat­ters were pro­gress­ing.

			“Ah, cap­tain!” said the of­fi­cer, “ev­ery­thing is qui­et here­about—if I did not know that some­thing is go­ing on in yon­der house!”

			And he point­ed to a mag­nif­i­cent ho­tel sit­u­at­ed on the very spot where­on the Vaude­ville now stands.

			“In that ho­tel? it is the Hô­tel Ram­bouil­let,” cried Gui­tant.

			“I re­al­ly don’t know what ho­tel it is; all I do know is that I ob­served some sus­pi­cious look­ing peo­ple go in there—”

			“Non­sense!” ex­claimed Gui­tant, with a burst of laugh­ter; “those men must be po­ets.”

			“Come, Gui­tant, speak, if you please, re­spect­ful­ly of these gen­tle­men,” said Mazarin; “don’t you know that I was in my youth a po­et? I wrote vers­es in the style of Benser­ade—”

			“You, my lord?”

			“Yes, I; shall I re­peat to you some of my vers­es?”

			“Just as you please, my lord. I do not un­der­stand Ital­ian.”

			“Yes, but you un­der­stand French,” and Mazarin laid his hand up­on Gui­tant’s shoul­der. “My good, my brave Gui­tant, what­so­ev­er com­mand I may give you in that lan­guage—in French—what­ev­er I may or­der you to do, will you not per­form it?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. I have al­ready an­swered that ques­tion in the af­fir­ma­tive; but that com­mand must come from the queen her­self.”

			“Yes! ah yes!” Mazarin bit his lips as he spoke; “I know your de­vo­tion to Her Majesty.”

			“I have been a cap­tain in the queen’s Guards for twen­ty years,” was the re­ply.

			“En route, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the car­di­nal; “all goes well in this di­rec­tion.”

			D’Artag­nan, in the mean­time, had tak­en the head of his de­tach­ment with­out a word and with that ready and pro­found obe­di­ence which marks the char­ac­ter of an old sol­dier.

			He led the way to­ward the hill of Saint Roche. The Rue Riche­lieu and the Rue Ville­dot were then, ow­ing to their vicin­i­ty to the ram­parts, less fre­quent­ed than any oth­ers in that di­rec­tion, for the town was thin­ly in­hab­it­ed there­about.

			“Who is in com­mand here?” asked the car­di­nal.

			“Ville­quier,” said Gui­tant.

			“Di­avo­lo! Speak to him your­self, for ev­er since you were de­put­ed by me to ar­rest the Duc de Beau­fort, this of­fi­cer and I have been on bad terms. He laid claim to that hon­or as cap­tain of the Roy­al Guards.”

			“I am aware of that, and I have told him a hun­dred times that he was wrong. The king could not give that or­der, since at that time he was hard­ly four years old.”

			“Yes, but I could give him the or­der—I, Gui­tant—and I pre­ferred to give it to you.”

			Gui­tant, with­out re­ply, rode for­ward and de­sired the sen­tinel to call Mon­sieur de Ville­quier.

			“Ah! so you are here!” cried the of­fi­cer, in the tone of ill-hu­mor ha­bit­u­al to him; “what the dev­il are you do­ing here?”

			“I wish to know—can you tell me, pray—is any­thing fresh oc­cur­ring in this part of the town?”

			“What do you mean? Peo­ple cry out, ‘Long live the king! down with Mazarin!’ That’s noth­ing new; no, we’ve been used to those ac­cla­ma­tions for some time.”

			“And you sing cho­rus,” replied Gui­tant, laugh­ing.

			“Faith, I’ve half a mind to do it. In my opin­ion the peo­ple are right; and cheer­ful­ly would I give up five years of my pay—which I am nev­er paid, by the way—to make the king five years old­er.”

			“Re­al­ly! And pray what would come to pass, sup­pos­ing the king were five years old­er than he is?”

			“As soon as ev­er the king comes of age he will is­sue his com­mands him­self, and ’tis far pleas­an­ter to obey the grand­son of Hen­ry IV than the son of Pe­ter Mazarin. ’Sdeath! I would die will­ing­ly for the king, but sup­pos­ing I hap­pened to be killed on ac­count of Mazarin, as your nephew came near be­ing to­day, there could be noth­ing in Par­adise, how­ev­er well placed I might be there, that could con­sole me for it.”

			“Well, well, Mon­sieur de Ville­quier,” Mazarin in­ter­posed, “I shall make it my care the king hears of your loy­al­ty. Come, gen­tle­men,” ad­dress­ing the troop, “let us re­turn.”

			“Stop,” ex­claimed Ville­quier, “so Mazarin was here! so much the bet­ter. I have been wait­ing for a long time to tell him what I think of him. I am obliged to you Gui­tant, al­though your in­ten­tion was per­haps not very fa­vor­able to me, for such an op­por­tu­ni­ty.”

			He turned away and went off to his post, whistling a tune then pop­u­lar among the par­ty called the “Fronde,” whilst Mazarin re­turned, in a pen­sive mood, to­ward the Palais Roy­al. All that he had heard from these three dif­fer­ent men, Com­minges, Gui­tant and Ville­quier, con­firmed him in his con­vic­tion that in case of se­ri­ous tu­mults there would be no one on his side ex­cept the queen; and then Anne of Aus­tria had so of­ten de­sert­ed her friends that her sup­port seemed most pre­car­i­ous. Dur­ing the whole of this noc­tur­nal ride, dur­ing the whole time that he was en­deav­or­ing to un­der­stand the var­i­ous char­ac­ters of Com­minges, Gui­tant and Ville­quier, Mazarin was, in truth, study­ing more es­pe­cial­ly one man. This man, who had re­mained im­mov­able as bronze when men­aced by the mob—not a mus­cle of whose face was stirred, ei­ther at Mazarin’s wit­ti­cisms or by the jests of the mul­ti­tude—seemed to the car­di­nal a pe­cu­liar be­ing, who, hav­ing par­tic­i­pat­ed in past events sim­i­lar to those now oc­cur­ring, was cal­cu­lat­ed to cope with those now on the eve of tak­ing place.

			The name of d’Artag­nan was not al­to­geth­er new to Mazarin, who, al­though he did not ar­rive in France be­fore the year 1634 or 1635, that is to say, about eight or nine years af­ter the events which we have re­lat­ed in a pre­ced­ing nar­ra­tive,2 fan­cied he had heard it pro­nounced as that of one who was said to be a mod­el of courage, ad­dress and loy­al­ty.

			Pos­sessed by this idea, the car­di­nal re­solved to know all about d’Artag­nan im­me­di­ate­ly; of course he could not in­quire from d’Artag­nan him­self who he was and what had been his ca­reer; he re­marked, how­ev­er, in the course of con­ver­sa­tion that the lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers spoke with a Gas­con ac­cent. Now the Ital­ians and the Gas­cons are too much alike and know each oth­er too well ev­er to trust what any one of them may say of him­self; so in reach­ing the walls which sur­round­ed the Palais Roy­al, the car­di­nal knocked at a lit­tle door, and af­ter thank­ing d’Artag­nan and re­quest­ing him to wait in the court of the Palais Roy­al, he made a sign to Gui­tant to fol­low him.

			They both dis­mount­ed, con­signed their hors­es to the lack­ey who had opened the door, and dis­ap­peared in the gar­den.

			“My dear friend,” said the car­di­nal, lean­ing, as they walked through the gar­den, on his friend’s arm, “you told me just now that you had been twen­ty years in the queen’s ser­vice.”

			“Yes, it’s true. I have,” re­turned Gui­tant.

			“Now, my dear Gui­tant, I have of­ten re­marked that in ad­di­tion to your courage, which is in­dis­putable, and your fi­deli­ty, which is in­vin­ci­ble, you pos­sess an ad­mirable mem­o­ry.”

			“You have found that out, have you, my lord? Deuce take it—all the worse for me!”

			“How?”

			“There is no doubt but that one of the chief ac­com­plish­ments of a courtier is to know when to for­get.”

			“But you, Gui­tant, are not a courtier. You are a brave sol­dier, one of the few re­main­ing vet­er­ans of the days of Hen­ry IV. Alas! how few to­day ex­ist!”

			“Plague on’t, my lord, have you brought me here to get my horo­scope out of me?”

			“No; I on­ly brought you here to ask you,” re­turned Mazarin, smil­ing, “if you have tak­en any par­tic­u­lar no­tice of our lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan? I have had no oc­ca­sion to no­tice him par­tic­u­lar­ly; he’s an old ac­quain­tance. He’s a Gas­con. De Tréville knows him and es­teems him very high­ly, and de Tréville, as you know, is one of the queen’s great­est friends. As a sol­dier the man ranks well; he did his whole du­ty and even more, at the siege of Rochelle—as at Suze and Per­pig­nan.”

			“But you know, Gui­tant, we poor min­is­ters of­ten want men with oth­er qual­i­ties be­sides courage; we want men of tal­ent. Pray, was not Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, in the time of the car­di­nal, mixed up in some in­trigue from which he came out, ac­cord­ing to re­port, quite clev­er­ly?”

			“My lord, as to the re­port you al­lude to”—Gui­tant per­ceived that the car­di­nal wished to make him speak out—“I know noth­ing but what the pub­lic knows. I nev­er med­dle in in­trigues, and if I oc­ca­sion­al­ly be­come a con­fi­dant of the in­trigues of oth­ers I am sure your Em­i­nence will ap­prove of my keep­ing them se­cret.”

			Mazarin shook his head.

			“Ah!” he said; “some min­is­ters are for­tu­nate and find out all that they wish to know.”

			“My lord,” replied Gui­tant, “such min­is­ters do not weigh men in the same bal­ance; they get their in­for­ma­tion on war from war­riors; on in­trigues, from in­triguers. Con­sult some politi­cian of the pe­ri­od of which you speak, and if you pay well for it you will cer­tain­ly get to know all you want.”

			“Eh, par­dieu!” said Mazarin, with a gri­mace which he al­ways made when spo­ken to about mon­ey. “They will be paid, if there is no way of get­ting out of it.”

			“Does my lord se­ri­ous­ly wish me to name any­one who was mixed up in the ca­bals of that day?”

			“By Bac­chus!” re­joined Mazarin, im­pa­tient­ly, “it’s about an hour since I asked you for that very thing, wood­en-head that you are.”

			“There is one man for whom I can an­swer, if he will speak out.”

			“That’s my con­cern; I will make him speak.”

			“Ah, my lord, ’tis not easy to make peo­ple say what they don’t wish to let out.”

			“Pooh! with pa­tience one must suc­ceed. Well, this man. Who is he?”

			“The Comte de Rochefort.”

			“The Comte de Rochefort!”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly he has dis­ap­peared these four or five years and I don’t know where he is.”

			“I know, Gui­tant,” said Mazarin.

			“Well, then, how is it that your Em­i­nence com­plained just now of want of in­for­ma­tion?”

			“You think,” re­sumed Mazarin, “that Rochefort—”

			“He was Car­di­nal Riche­lieu’s crea­ture, my lord. I warn you, how­ev­er, his ser­vices will cost you some­thing. The car­di­nal was lav­ish to his un­der­lings.”

			“Yes, yes, Gui­tant,” said Mazarin; “Riche­lieu was a great man, a very great man, but he had that de­fect. Thanks, Gui­tant; I shall ben­e­fit by your ad­vice this very evening.”

			Here they sep­a­rat­ed and bid­ding adieu to Gui­tant in the court of the Palais Roy­al, Mazarin ap­proached an of­fi­cer who was walk­ing up and down with­in that en­clo­sure.

			It was d’Artag­nan, who was wait­ing for him.

			“Come hith­er,” said Mazarin in his soft­est voice; “I have an or­der to give you.”

			D’Artag­nan bent low and fol­low­ing the car­di­nal up the se­cret stair­case, soon found him­self in the study whence they had first set out.

			The car­di­nal seat­ed him­self be­fore his bu­reau and tak­ing a sheet of pa­per wrote some lines up­on it, whilst d’Artag­nan stood im­per­turbable, with­out show­ing ei­ther im­pa­tience or cu­rios­i­ty. He was like a sol­dier­ly au­tom­a­ton, or rather, like a mag­nif­i­cent mil­i­tary mar­i­onette.

			The car­di­nal fold­ed and sealed his let­ter.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” he said, “you are to take this dis­patch to the Bastille and bring back here the per­son it con­cerns. You must take a car­riage and an es­cort, and guard the pris­on­er with the great­est care.”

			D’Artag­nan took the let­ter, touched his hat with his hand, turned round up­on his heel like a drill-sergeant, and a mo­ment af­ter­ward was heard, in his dry and mo­not­o­nous tone, com­mand­ing “Four men and an es­cort, a car­riage and a horse.” Five min­utes af­ter­ward the wheels of the car­riage and the hors­es’ shoes were heard re­sound­ing on the pave­ment of the court­yard.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Dead An­i­mosi­ties

			
			D’Artag­nan ar­rived at the Bastille just as it was strik­ing half-past eight. His vis­it was an­nounced to the gov­er­nor, who, on hear­ing that he came from the car­di­nal, went to meet him and re­ceived him at the top of the great flight of steps out­side the door. The gov­er­nor of the Bastille was Mon­sieur du Trem­blay, the broth­er of the fa­mous Ca­puchin, Joseph, that fear­ful fa­vorite of Riche­lieu’s, who went by the name of the Gray Car­di­nal.

			Dur­ing the pe­ri­od that the Duc de Bas­som­pierre passed in the Bastille—where he re­mained for twelve long years—when his com­pan­ions, in their dreams of lib­er­ty, said to each oth­er: “As for me, I shall go out of the prison at such a time,” and an­oth­er, at such and such a time, the duke used to an­swer, “As for me, gen­tle­men, I shall leave on­ly when Mon­sieur du Trem­blay leaves”; mean­ing that at the death of the car­di­nal, Du Trem­blay would cer­tain­ly lose his place at the Bastille and de Bas­som­pierre re­gain his at court.

			His pre­dic­tion was near­ly ful­filled, but in a very dif­fer­ent way from that which de Bas­som­pierre sup­posed; for af­ter the death of Riche­lieu ev­ery­thing went on, con­trary to ex­pec­ta­tion, in the same way as be­fore; and Bas­som­pierre had lit­tle chance of leav­ing his prison.

			Mon­sieur du Trem­blay re­ceived d’Artag­nan with ex­treme po­lite­ness and in­vit­ed him to sit down with him to sup­per, of which he was him­self about to par­take.

			“I should be de­light­ed to do so,” was the re­ply; “but if I am not mis­tak­en, the words ‘In haste,’ are writ­ten on the en­ve­lope of the let­ter which I brought.”

			“You are right,” said Du Trem­blay. “Hal­loa, ma­jor! tell them to or­der Num­ber 25 to come down­stairs.”

			The un­hap­py wretch who en­tered the Bastille ceased, as he crossed the thresh­old, to be a man—he be­came a num­ber.

			D’Artag­nan shud­dered at the noise of the keys; he re­mained on horse­back, feel­ing no in­cli­na­tion to dis­mount, and sat look­ing at the bars, at the but­tressed win­dows and the im­mense walls he had hith­er­to on­ly seen from the oth­er side of the moat, but by which he had for twen­ty years been awestruck.

			A bell re­sound­ed.

			“I must leave you,” said Du Trem­blay; “I am sent for to sign the re­lease of a pris­on­er. I shall be hap­py to meet you again, sir.”

			“May the dev­il an­ni­hi­late me if I re­turn thy wish!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, smil­ing as he pro­nounced the im­pre­ca­tion; “I de­clare I feel quite ill af­ter on­ly be­ing five min­utes in the court­yard. Go to! go to! I would rather die on straw than hoard up a thou­sand a year by be­ing gov­er­nor of the Bastille.”

			He had scarce­ly fin­ished this so­lil­o­quy be­fore the pris­on­er ar­rived. On see­ing him d’Artag­nan could hard­ly sup­press an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise. The pris­on­er got in­to the car­riage with­out seem­ing to rec­og­nize the mus­ke­teer.

			“Gen­tle­men,” thus d’Artag­nan ad­dressed the four mus­ke­teers, “I am or­dered to ex­er­cise the great­est pos­si­ble care in guard­ing the pris­on­er, and since there are no locks to the car­riage, I shall sit be­side him. Mon­sieur de Lille­bonne, lead my horse by the bri­dle, if you please.” As he spoke he dis­mount­ed, gave the bri­dle of his horse to the mus­ke­teer, and plac­ing him­self by the side of the pris­on­er, said, in a voice per­fect­ly com­posed, “To the Palais Roy­al, at full trot.”

			The car­riage drove on and d’Artag­nan, avail­ing him­self of the dark­ness in the arch­way un­der which they were pass­ing, threw him­self in­to the arms of the pris­on­er.

			“Rochefort!” he ex­claimed; “you! is it you, in­deed? I am not mis­tak­en?”

			“D’Artag­nan!” cried Rochefort.

			“Ah! my poor friend!” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “not hav­ing seen you for four or five years I con­clud­ed you were dead.”

			“I’faith,” said Rochefort, “there’s no great dif­fer­ence, I think, be­tween a dead man and one who has been buried alive; now I have been buried alive, or very near­ly so.”

			“And for what crime are you im­pris­oned in the Bastille.”

			“Do you wish me to speak the truth?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, then, I don’t know.”

			“Have you any sus­pi­cion of me, Rochefort?”

			“No! on the hon­or of a gen­tle­man; but I can­not be im­pris­oned for the rea­son al­leged; it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“What rea­son?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“For steal­ing.”

			“For steal­ing! you, Rochefort! you are laugh­ing at me.”

			“I un­der­stand. You mean that this de­mands ex­pla­na­tion, do you not?”

			“I ad­mit it.”

			“Well, this is what ac­tu­al­ly took place: One evening af­ter an or­gy in Reinard’s apart­ment at the Tu­i­leries with the Duc d’Har­court, Fontrailles, de Rieux and oth­ers, the Duc d’Har­court pro­posed that we should go and pull cloaks on the Pont Neuf; that is, you know, a di­ver­sion which the Duc d’Or­léans made quite the fash­ion.”

			“Were you crazy, Rochefort? at your age!”

			“No, I was drunk. And yet, since the amuse­ment seemed to me rather tame, I pro­posed to Cheva­lier de Rieux that we should be spec­ta­tors in­stead of ac­tors, and, in or­der to see to ad­van­tage, that we should mount the bronze horse. No soon­er said than done. Thanks to the spurs, which served as stir­rups, in a mo­ment we were perched up­on the croupe; we were well placed and saw ev­ery­thing. Four or five cloaks had al­ready been lift­ed, with a dex­ter­i­ty with­out par­al­lel, and not one of the vic­tims had dared to say a word, when some fool of a fel­low, less pa­tient than the oth­ers, took it in­to his head to cry out, ‘Guard!’ and drew up­on us a pa­trol of archers. Duc d’Har­court, Fontrailles, and the oth­ers es­caped; de Rieux was in­clined to do like­wise, but I told him they wouldn’t look for us where we were. He wouldn’t lis­ten, put his foot on the spur to get down, the spur broke, he fell with a bro­ken leg, and, in­stead of keep­ing qui­et, took to cry­ing out like a gal­lows-bird. I then was ready to dis­mount, but it was too late; I de­scend­ed in­to the arms of the archers. They con­duct­ed me to the Châtelet, where I slept sound­ly, be­ing very sure that on the next day I should go forth free. The next day came and passed, the day af­ter, a week; I then wrote to the car­di­nal. The same day they came for me and took me to the Bastille. That was five years ago. Do you be­lieve it was be­cause I com­mit­ted the sac­ri­lege of mount­ing en croupe be­hind Hen­ry IV?”

			“No; you are right, my dear Rochefort, it couldn’t be for that; but you will prob­a­bly learn the rea­son soon.”

			“Ah, in­deed! I for­got to ask you—where are you tak­ing me?”

			“To the car­di­nal.”

			“What does he want with me?”

			“I do not know. I did not even know that you were the per­son I was sent to fetch.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble—you—a fa­vorite of the min­is­ter!”

			“A fa­vorite! no, in­deed!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Ah, my poor friend! I am just as poor a Gas­con as when I saw you at Me­ung, twen­ty-two years ago, you know; alas!” and he con­clud­ed his speech with a deep sigh.

			“Nev­er­the­less, you come as one in au­thor­i­ty.”

			“Be­cause I hap­pened to be in the an­techam­ber when the car­di­nal called me, by the mer­est chance. I am still a lieu­tenant in the Mus­ke­teers and have been so these twen­ty years.”

			“Then no mis­for­tune has hap­pened to you?”

			“And what mis­for­tune could hap­pen to me? To quote some Latin vers­es I have for­got­ten, or rather, nev­er knew well, ‘the thun­der­bolt nev­er falls on the val­leys,’ and I am a val­ley, dear Rochefort—one of the lowli­est of the low.”

			“Then Mazarin is still Mazarin?”

			“The same as ev­er, my friend; it is said that he is mar­ried to the queen.”

			“Mar­ried?”

			“If not her hus­band, he is un­ques­tion­ably her lover.”

			“You sur­prise me. Re­buff Buck­ing­ham and con­sent to Mazarin!”

			“Just like the wom­en,” replied d’Artag­nan, cool­ly.

			“Like wom­en, not like queens.”

			“Egad! queens are the weak­est of their sex, when it comes to such things as these.”

			“And M. de Beau­fort—is he still in prison?”

			“Yes. Why?”

			“Oh, noth­ing, but that he might get me out of this, if he were fa­vor­ably in­clined to me.”

			“You are prob­a­bly near­er free­dom than he is, so it will be your busi­ness to get him out.”

			“And,” said the pris­on­er, “what talk is there of war with Spain?”

			“With Spain, no,” an­swered d’Artag­nan; “but Paris.”

			“What do you mean?” cried Rochefort.

			“Do you hear the guns, pray? The cit­i­zens are amus­ing them­selves in the mean­time.”

			“And you—do you re­al­ly think that any­thing could be done with these bour­geois?”

			“Yes, they might do well if they had any lead­er to unite them in one body.”

			“How mis­er­able not to be free!”

			“Don’t be down­cast. Since Mazarin has sent for you, it is be­cause he wants you. I con­grat­u­late you! Many a long year has passed since any­one has want­ed to em­ploy me; so you see in what a sit­u­a­tion I am.”

			“Make your com­plaints known; that’s my ad­vice.”

			“Lis­ten, Rochefort; let us make a com­pact. We are friends, are we not?”

			“Egad! I bear the traces of our friend­ship—three slits or slash­es from your sword.”

			“Well, if you should be re­stored to fa­vor, don’t for­get me.”

			“On the hon­or of a Rochefort; but you must do the like for me.”

			“There’s my hand—I prom­ise.”

			“There­fore, when­ev­er you find any op­por­tu­ni­ty of say­ing some­thing in my be­half—”

			“I shall say it, and you?”

			“I shall do the same.”

			“Apro­pos, are we to speak of your friends al­so, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis? or have you for­got­ten them?”

			“Al­most.”

			“What has be­come of them?”

			“I don’t know; we sep­a­rat­ed, as you know. They are alive, that’s all that I can say about them; from time to time I hear of them in­di­rect­ly, but in what part of the world they are, dev­il take me if I know, No, on my hon­or, I have not a friend in the world but you, Rochefort.”

			“And the il­lus­tri­ous—what’s the name of the lad whom I made a sergeant in Pied­mont’s reg­i­ment?”

			“Planchet!”

			“The il­lus­tri­ous Planchet. What has be­come of him?”

			“I shouldn’t won­der if he were at the head of the mob at this very mo­ment. He mar­ried a wom­an who keeps a con­fec­tion­er’s shop in the Rue des Lom­bards, for he’s a lad who was al­ways fond of sweet­meats; he’s now a cit­i­zen of Paris. You’ll see that that queer fel­low will be a sher­iff be­fore I shall be a cap­tain.”

			“Come, dear d’Artag­nan, look up a lit­tle! Courage! It is when one is low­est on the wheel of for­tune that the mer­ry-go-round wheels and re­wards us. This evening your des­tiny be­gins to change.”

			“Amen!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, stop­ping the car­riage.

			“What are you do­ing?” asked Rochefort.

			“We are al­most there and I want no one to see me get­ting out of your car­riage; we are sup­posed not to know each oth­er.”

			“You are right. Adieu.”

			“Au revoir. Re­mem­ber your prom­ise.”

			In five min­utes the par­ty en­tered the court­yard and d’Artag­nan led the pris­on­er up the great stair­case and across the cor­ri­dor and an­techam­ber.

			As they stopped at the door of the car­di­nal’s study, d’Artag­nan was about to be an­nounced when Rochefort slapped him on his shoul­der.

			“D’Artag­nan, let me con­fess to you what I’ve been think­ing about dur­ing the whole of my drive, as I looked out up­on the par­ties of cit­i­zens who per­pet­u­al­ly crossed our path and looked at you and your four men with fiery eyes.”

			“Speak out,” an­swered d’Artag­nan.

			“I had on­ly to cry out ‘Help!’ for you and for your com­pan­ions to be cut to pieces, and then I should have been free.”

			“Why didn’t you do it?” asked the lieu­tenant.

			“Come, come!” cried Rochefort. “Did we not swear friend­ship? Ah! had any­one but you been there, I don’t say—”

			D’Artag­nan bowed. Is it pos­si­ble that Rochefort has be­come a bet­ter man than I am? he said to him­self. And he caused him­self to be an­nounced to the min­is­ter.

			“Let M. de Rochefort en­ter,” said Mazarin, ea­ger­ly, on hear­ing their names pro­nounced; “and beg M. d’Artag­nan to wait; I shall have fur­ther need of him.”

			These words gave great joy to d’Artag­nan. As he had said, it had been a long time since any­one had need­ed him; and that de­mand for his ser­vices on the part of Mazarin seemed to him an aus­pi­cious sign.

			Rochefort, ren­dered sus­pi­cious and cau­tious by these words, en­tered the apart­ment, where he found Mazarin sit­ting at the ta­ble, dressed in his or­di­nary garb and as one of the prelates of the Church, his cos­tume be­ing sim­i­lar to that of the ab­bés in that day, ex­cept­ing that his scarf and stock­ings were vi­o­let.

			As the door was closed Rochefort cast a glance to­ward Mazarin, which was an­swered by one, equal­ly furtive, from the min­is­ter.

			There was lit­tle change in the car­di­nal; still dressed with sed­u­lous care, his hair well ar­ranged and curled, his per­son per­fumed, he looked, ow­ing to his ex­treme taste in dress, on­ly half his age. But Rochefort, who had passed five years in prison, had be­come old in the lapse of a few years; the dark locks of this es­timable friend of the de­funct Car­di­nal Riche­lieu were now white; the deep bronze of his com­plex­ion had been suc­ceed­ed by a mor­tal pal­lor which be­to­kened de­bil­i­ty. As he gazed at him Mazarin shook his head slight­ly, as much as to say, “This is a man who does not ap­pear to me fit for much.”

			Af­ter a pause, which ap­peared an age to Rochefort, Mazarin took from a bun­dle of pa­pers a let­ter, and show­ing it to the count, he said:

			“I find here a let­ter in which you sue for lib­er­ty, Mon­sieur de Rochefort. You are in prison, then?”

			Rochefort trem­bled in ev­ery limb at this ques­tion. “But I thought,” he said, “that your Em­i­nence knew that cir­cum­stance bet­ter than any­one—”

			“I? Oh no! There is a con­ges­tion of pris­on­ers in the Bastille who were cooped up in the time of Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu; I don’t even know their names.”

			“Yes, but in re­gard to my­self, my lord, it can­not be so, for I was re­moved from the Châtelet to the Bastille ow­ing to an or­der from your Em­i­nence.”

			“You think you were.”

			“I am cer­tain of it.”

			“Ah, stay! I fan­cy I re­mem­ber it. Did you not once refuse to un­der­take a jour­ney to Brus­sels for the queen?”

			“Ah! ah!” ex­claimed Rochefort. “There is the true rea­son! Id­iot that I am, though I have been try­ing to find it out for five years, I nev­er found it out.”

			“But I do not say it was the cause of your im­pris­on­ment. I mere­ly ask you, did you not refuse to go to Brus­sels for the queen, whilst you had con­sent­ed to go there to do some ser­vice for the late car­di­nal?”

			“That is the very rea­son I re­fused to go back to Brus­sels. I was there at a fear­ful mo­ment. I was sent there to in­ter­cept a cor­re­spon­dence be­tween Cha­lais and the arch­duke, and even then, when I was dis­cov­ered I was near­ly torn to pieces. How could I, then, re­turn to Brus­sels? I should in­jure the queen in­stead of serv­ing her.”

			“Well, since the best mo­tives are li­able to mis­con­struc­tion, the queen saw in your re­fusal noth­ing but a re­fusal—a dis­tinct re­fusal; she had al­so much to com­plain of you dur­ing the life­time of the late car­di­nal; yes, Her Majesty the queen—”

			Rochefort smiled con­temp­tu­ous­ly.

			“Since I was a faith­ful ser­vant, my lord, to Car­di­nal Riche­lieu dur­ing his life, it stands to rea­son that now, af­ter his death, I should serve you well, in de­fi­ance of the whole world.”

			“With re­gard to my­self, Mon­sieur de Rochefort,” replied Mazarin, “I am not, like Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu, all-pow­er­ful. I am but a min­is­ter, who wants no ser­vants, be­ing my­self noth­ing but a ser­vant of the queen’s. Now, the queen is of a sen­si­tive na­ture. Hear­ing of your re­fusal to obey her she looked up­on it as a dec­la­ra­tion of war, and as she con­sid­ers you a man of su­pe­ri­or tal­ent, and con­se­quent­ly dan­ger­ous, she de­sired me to make sure of you; that is the rea­son of your be­ing shut up in the Bastille. But your re­lease can be man­aged. You are one of those men who can com­pre­hend cer­tain mat­ters and hav­ing un­der­stood them, can act with en­er­gy—”

			“Such was Car­di­nal Riche­lieu’s opin­ion, my lord.”

			“The car­di­nal,” in­ter­rupt­ed Mazarin, “was a great politi­cian and there­in shone his vast su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over me. I am a straight­for­ward, sim­ple man; that’s my great dis­ad­van­tage. I am of a frank­ness of char­ac­ter quite French.”

			Rochefort bit his lips in or­der to pre­vent a smile.

			“Now to the point. I want friends; I want faith­ful ser­vants. When I say I want, I mean the queen wants them. I do noth­ing with­out her com­mands—pray un­der­stand that; not like Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu, who went on just as he pleased. So I shall nev­er be a great man, as he was, but to com­pen­sate for that, I shall be a good man, Mon­sieur de Rochefort, and I hope to prove it to you.”

			Rochefort knew well the tones of that soft voice, in which sound­ed some­times a sort of gen­tle lisp, like the hiss­ing of young vipers.

			“I am dis­posed to be­lieve your Em­i­nence,” he replied; “though I have had but lit­tle ev­i­dence of that good-na­ture of which your Em­i­nence speaks. Do not for­get that I have been five years in the Bastille and that no medi­um of view­ing things is so de­cep­tive as the grat­ing of a prison.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur de Rochefort! have I not told you al­ready that I had noth­ing to do with that? The queen—can­not you make al­lowances for the pet­tish­ness of a queen and a princess? But that has passed away as sud­den­ly as it came, and is for­got­ten.”

			“I can eas­i­ly sup­pose, sir, that Her Majesty has for­got­ten it amid the fêtes and the courtiers of the Palais Roy­al, but I who have passed those years in the Bastille—”

			“Ah! mon Dieu! my dear Mon­sieur de Rochefort! do you ab­so­lute­ly think that the Palais Roy­al is the abode of gayety? No. We have had great an­noy­ances there. As for me, I play my game square­ly, fair­ly, and above board, as I al­ways do. Let us come to some con­clu­sion. Are you one of us, Mon­sieur de Rochefort?”

			“I am very de­sirous of be­ing so, my lord, but I am to­tal­ly in the dark about ev­ery­thing. In the Bastille one talks pol­i­tics on­ly with sol­diers and jail­ers, and you have not an idea, my lord, how lit­tle is known of what is go­ing on by peo­ple of that sort; I am of Mon­sieur de Bas­som­pierre’s par­ty. Is he still one of the sev­en­teen peers of France?”

			“He is dead, sir; a great loss. His de­vo­tion to the queen was bound­less; men of loy­al­ty are scarce.”

			“I think so, for­sooth,” said Rochefort, “and when you find any of them, you march them off to the Bastille. How­ev­er, there are plen­ty in the world, but you don’t look in the right di­rec­tion for them, my lord.”

			“In­deed! ex­plain to me. Ah! my dear Mon­sieur de Rochefort, how much you must have learned dur­ing your in­ti­ma­cy with the late car­di­nal! Ah! he was a great man.”

			“Will your Em­i­nence be an­gry if I read you a les­son?”

			“I! nev­er! you know you may say any­thing to me. I try to be beloved, not feared.”

			“Well, there is on the wall of my cell, scratched with a nail, a proverb, which says, ‘Like mas­ter, like ser­vant.’ ”

			“Pray, what does that mean?”

			“It means that Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu was able to find trusty ser­vants, dozens and dozens of them.”

			“He! the point aimed at by ev­ery poniard! Riche­lieu, who passed his life in ward­ing off blows which were for­ev­er aimed at him!”

			“But he did ward them off,” said de Rochefort, “and the rea­son was, that though he had bit­ter en­e­mies he pos­sessed al­so true friends. I have known per­sons,” he con­tin­ued—for he thought he might avail him­self of the op­por­tu­ni­ty of speak­ing of d’Artag­nan—“who by their sagac­i­ty and ad­dress have de­ceived the pen­e­tra­tion of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu; who by their val­or have got the bet­ter of his guards and spies; per­sons with­out mon­ey, with­out sup­port, with­out cred­it, yet who have pre­served to the crowned head its crown and made the car­di­nal crave par­don.”

			“But those men you speak of,” said Mazarin, smil­ing in­ward­ly on see­ing Rochefort ap­proach the point to which he was lead­ing him, “those men were not de­vot­ed to the car­di­nal, for they con­tend­ed against him.”

			“No; in that case they would have met with more fit­ting re­ward. They had the mis­for­tune to be de­vot­ed to that very queen for whom just now you were seek­ing ser­vants.”

			“But how is it that you know so much of these mat­ters?”

			“I know them be­cause the men of whom I speak were at that time my en­e­mies; be­cause they fought against me; be­cause I did them all the harm I could and they re­turned it to the best of their abil­i­ty; be­cause one of them, with whom I had most to do, gave me a pret­ty sword-thrust, now about sev­en years ago, the third that I re­ceived from the same hand; it closed an old ac­count.”

			“Ah!” said Mazarin, with ad­mirable suavi­ty, “could I but find such men!”

			“My lord, there has stood for six years at your very door a man such as I de­scribe, and dur­ing those six years he has been un­ap­pre­ci­at­ed and un­em­ployed by you.”

			“Who is it?”

			“It is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“That Gas­con!” cried Mazarin, with well act­ed sur­prise.

			“ ‘That Gas­con’ has saved a queen and made Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu con­fess that in point of tal­ent, ad­dress and po­lit­i­cal skill, to him he was on­ly a ty­ro.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“It is as I have the hon­or of telling it to your ex­cel­len­cy.”

			“Tell me a lit­tle about it, my dear Mon­sieur de Rochefort.”

			“That is some­what dif­fi­cult, my lord,” said Rochefort, with a smile.

			“Then he will tell it me him­self.”

			“I doubt it, my lord.”

			“Why do you doubt it?”

			“Be­cause the se­cret does not be­long to him; be­cause, as I have told you, it has to do with a great queen.”

			“And he was alone in achiev­ing an en­ter­prise like that?”

			“No, my lord, he had three col­leagues, three brave men, men such as you were wish­ing for just now.”

			“And were these four men at­tached to each oth­er, true in heart, re­al­ly unit­ed?”

			“As if they had been one man—as if their four hearts had pul­sat­ed in one breast.”

			“You pique my cu­rios­i­ty, dear Rochefort; pray tell me the whole sto­ry.”

			“That is im­pos­si­ble; but I will tell you a true sto­ry, my lord.”

			“Pray do so, I de­light in sto­ries,” cried the car­di­nal.

			“Lis­ten, then,” re­turned Rochefort, as he spoke en­deav­or­ing to read in that sub­tle coun­te­nance the car­di­nal’s mo­tive. “Once up­on a time there lived a queen—a pow­er­ful monarch—who reigned over one of the great­est king­doms of the uni­verse; and a min­is­ter; and this min­is­ter wished much to in­jure the queen, whom once he had loved too well. (Do not try, my lord, you can­not guess who it is; all this hap­pened long be­fore you came in­to the coun­try where this queen reigned.) There came to the court an am­bas­sador so brave, so mag­nif­i­cent, so el­e­gant, that ev­ery wom­an lost her heart to him; and the queen had even the in­dis­cre­tion to give him cer­tain or­na­ments so rare that they could nev­er be re­placed by any like them.

			“As these or­na­ments were giv­en by the king, the min­is­ter per­suad­ed His Majesty to in­sist up­on the queen’s ap­pear­ing in them as part of her jew­els at a ball which was soon to take place. There is no oc­ca­sion to tell you, my lord, that the min­is­ter knew for a fact that these or­na­ments had sailed away with the am­bas­sador, who was far away, be­yond seas. This il­lus­tri­ous queen had fall­en low as the least of her sub­jects—fall­en from her high es­tate.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Well, my lord, four men re­solved to save her. These four men were not princes, nei­ther were they dukes, nei­ther were they men in pow­er; they were not even rich. They were four hon­est sol­diers, each with a good heart, a good arm and a sword at the ser­vice of those who want­ed it. They set out. The min­is­ter knew of their de­par­ture and had plant­ed peo­ple on the road to pre­vent them ev­er reach­ing their des­ti­na­tion. Three of them were over­whelmed and dis­abled by nu­mer­ous as­sailants; one of them alone ar­rived at the port, hav­ing ei­ther killed or wound­ed those who wished to stop him. He crossed the sea and brought back the set of or­na­ments to the great queen, who was able to wear them on her shoul­der on the ap­point­ed day; and this very near­ly ru­ined the min­is­ter. What do you think of that ex­ploit, my lord?”

			“It is mag­nif­i­cent!” said Mazarin, thought­ful­ly.

			“Well, I know of ten such men.”

			Mazarin made no re­ply; he re­flect­ed.

			Five or six min­utes elapsed.

			“You have noth­ing more to ask of me, my lord?” said Rochefort.

			“Yes. And you say that Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan was one of those four men?”

			“He led the en­ter­prise.”

			“And who were the oth­ers?”

			“I leave it to Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan to name them, my lord. They were his friends and not mine. He alone would have any in­flu­ence with them; I do not even know them un­der their true names.”

			“You sus­pect me, Mon­sieur de Rochefort; I want him and you and all to aid me.”

			“Be­gin with me, my lord; for af­ter five or six years of im­pris­on­ment it is nat­u­ral to feel some cu­rios­i­ty as to one’s des­ti­na­tion.”

			“You, my dear Mon­sieur de Rochefort, shall have the post of con­fi­dence; you shall go to Vin­cennes, where Mon­sieur de Beau­fort is con­fined; you will guard him well for me. Well, what is the mat­ter?”

			“The mat­ter is that you have pro­posed to me what is im­pos­si­ble,” said Rochefort, shak­ing his head with an air of dis­ap­point­ment.

			“What! im­pos­si­ble? And why is it im­pos­si­ble?”

			“Be­cause Mon­sieur de Beau­fort is one of my friends, or rather, I am one of his. Have you for­got­ten, my lord, that it is he who an­swered for me to the queen?”

			“Since then Mon­sieur de Beau­fort has be­come an en­e­my of the State.”

			“That may be, my lord; but since I am nei­ther king nor queen nor min­is­ter, he is not my en­e­my and I can­not ac­cept your of­fer.”

			“This, then, is what you call de­vo­tion! I con­grat­u­late you. Your de­vo­tion does not com­mit you too far, Mon­sieur de Rochefort.”

			“And then, my lord,” con­tin­ued Rochefort, “you un­der­stand that to emerge from the Bastille in or­der to en­ter Vin­cennes is on­ly to change one’s prison.”

			“Say at once that you are on the side of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort; that will be the most sin­cere line of con­duct,” said Mazarin.

			“My lord, I have been so long shut up, that I am on­ly of one par­ty—I am for fresh air. Em­ploy me in any oth­er way; em­ploy me even ac­tive­ly, but let it be on the high roads.”

			“My dear Mon­sieur de Rochefort,” Mazarin replied in a tone of raillery, “you think your­self still a young man; your spir­it is that of the phoenix, but your strength fails you. Be­lieve me, you ought now to take a rest. Here!”

			“You de­cide, then, noth­ing about me, my lord?”

			“On the con­trary, I have come to a de­ci­sion.”

			Bernouin came in­to the room.

			“Call an of­fi­cer of jus­tice,” he said; “and stay close to me,” he added, in a low tone.

			The of­fi­cer en­tered. Mazarin wrote a few words, which he gave to this man; then he bowed.

			“Adieu, Mon­sieur de Rochefort,” he said.

			Rochefort bent low.

			“I see, my lord, I am to be tak­en back to the Bastille.”

			“You are saga­cious.”

			“I shall re­turn thith­er, my lord, but it is a mis­take on your part not to em­ploy me.”

			“You? the friend of my great­est foes? Don’t sup­pose that you are the on­ly per­son who can serve me, Mon­sieur de Rochefort. I shall find many men as able as you are.”

			“I wish you may, my lord,” replied de Rochefort.

			He was then re­con­duct­ed by the lit­tle stair­case, in­stead of pass­ing through the an­techam­ber where d’Artag­nan was wait­ing. In the court­yard the car­riage and the four mus­ke­teers were ready, but he looked around in vain for his friend.

			“Ah!” he mut­tered to him­self, “this changes the sit­u­a­tion, and if there is still a crowd of peo­ple in the streets we will try to show Mazarin that we are still, thank God, good for some­thing else than keep­ing guard over a pris­on­er”; and he jumped in­to the car­riage with the alacrity of a man of five-and-twen­ty.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Anne of Aus­tria at the Age of Forty-Six

			
			When left alone with Bernouin, Mazarin was for some min­utes lost in thought. He had gained much in­for­ma­tion, but not enough. Mazarin was a cheat at the card-ta­ble. This is a de­tail pre­served to us by Bri­enne. He called it us­ing his ad­van­tages. He now de­ter­mined not to be­gin the game with d’Artag­nan till he knew com­plete­ly all his ad­ver­sary’s cards.

			“My lord, have you any com­mands?” asked Bernouin.

			“Yes, yes,” replied Mazarin. “Light me; I am go­ing to the queen.”

			Bernouin took up a can­dle­stick and led the way.

			There was a se­cret com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween the car­di­nal’s apart­ments and those of the queen; and through this cor­ri­dor3 Mazarin passed when­ev­er he wished to vis­it Anne of Aus­tria.

			In the bed­room in which this pas­sage end­ed, Bernouin en­coun­tered Madame de Beau­vais, like him­self en­trust­ed with the se­cret of these sub­ter­ranean love af­fairs; and Madame de Beau­vais un­der­took to pre­pare Anne of Aus­tria, who was in her or­a­to­ry with the young king, Louis XIV, to re­ceive the car­di­nal.

			Anne, re­clin­ing in a large easy-chair, her head sup­port­ed by her hand, her el­bow rest­ing on a ta­ble, was look­ing at her son, who was turn­ing over the leaves of a large book filled with pic­tures. This cel­e­brat­ed wom­an ful­ly un­der­stood the art of be­ing dull with dig­ni­ty. It was her prac­tice to pass hours ei­ther in her or­a­to­ry or in her room, with­out ei­ther read­ing or pray­ing.

			When Madame de Beau­vais ap­peared at the door and an­nounced the car­di­nal, the child, who had been ab­sorbed in the pages of Quin­tus Cur­tius, en­livened as they were by en­grav­ings of Alexan­der’s feats of arms, frowned and looked at his moth­er.

			“Why,” he said, “does he en­ter with­out first ask­ing for an au­di­ence?”

			Anne col­ored slight­ly.

			“The prime min­is­ter,” she said, “is obliged in these un­set­tled days to in­form the queen of all that is hap­pen­ing from time to time, with­out ex­cit­ing the cu­rios­i­ty or re­marks of the court.”

			“But Riche­lieu nev­er came in this man­ner,” said the per­ti­na­cious boy.

			“How can you re­mem­ber what Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu did? You were too young to know about such things.”

			“I do not re­mem­ber what he did, but I have in­quired and I have been told all about it.”

			“And who told you about it?” asked Anne of Aus­tria, with a move­ment of im­pa­tience.

			“I know that I ought nev­er to name the per­sons who an­swer my ques­tions,” an­swered the child, “for if I do I shall learn noth­ing fur­ther.”

			At this very mo­ment Mazarin en­tered. The king rose im­me­di­ate­ly, took his book, closed it and went to lay it down on the ta­ble, near which he con­tin­ued stand­ing, in or­der that Mazarin might be obliged to stand al­so.

			Mazarin con­tem­plat­ed these pro­ceed­ings with a thought­ful glance. They ex­plained what had oc­curred that evening.

			He bowed re­spect­ful­ly to the king, who gave him a some­what cav­a­lier re­cep­tion, but a look from his moth­er re­proved him for the ha­tred which, from his in­fan­cy, Louis XIV had en­ter­tained to­ward Mazarin, and he en­deav­ored to re­ceive the min­is­ter’s homage with ci­vil­i­ty.

			Anne of Aus­tria sought to read in Mazarin’s face the oc­ca­sion of this un­ex­pect­ed vis­it, since the car­di­nal usu­al­ly came to her apart­ment on­ly af­ter ev­ery­one had re­tired.

			The min­is­ter made a slight sign with his head, where­upon the queen said to Madame Beau­vais:

			“It is time for the king to go to bed; call La­porte.”

			The queen had sev­er­al times al­ready told her son that he ought to go to bed, and sev­er­al times Louis had coax­ing­ly in­sist­ed on stay­ing where he was; but now he made no re­ply, but turned pale and bit his lips with anger.

			In a few min­utes La­porte came in­to the room. The child went di­rect­ly to him with­out kiss­ing his moth­er.

			“Well, Louis,” said Anne, “why do you not kiss me?”

			“I thought you were an­gry with me, Madame; you sent me away.”

			“I do not send you away, but you have had the small­pox and I am afraid that sit­ting up late may tire you.”

			“You had no fears of my be­ing tired when you or­dered me to go to the palace to­day to pass the odi­ous de­crees which have raised the peo­ple to re­bel­lion.”

			“Sire!” in­ter­posed La­porte, in or­der to turn the sub­ject, “to whom does Your Majesty wish me to give the can­dle?”

			“To any­one, La­porte,” the child said; and then added in a loud voice, “to any­one ex­cept Manci­ni.”

			Now Manci­ni was a nephew of Mazarin’s and was as much hat­ed by Louis as the car­di­nal him­self, al­though placed near his per­son by the min­is­ter.

			And the king went out of the room with­out ei­ther em­brac­ing his moth­er or even bow­ing to the car­di­nal.

			“Good,” said Mazarin, “I am glad to see that His Majesty has been brought up with a ha­tred of dis­sim­u­la­tion.”

			“Why do you say that?” asked the queen, al­most timid­ly.

			“Why, it seems to me that the way in which he left us needs no ex­pla­na­tion. Be­sides, His Majesty takes no pains to con­ceal how lit­tle af­fec­tion he has for me. That, how­ev­er, does not hin­der me from be­ing en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to his ser­vice, as I am to that of Your Majesty.”

			“I ask your par­don for him, car­di­nal,” said the queen; “he is a child, not yet able to un­der­stand his obli­ga­tions to you.”

			The car­di­nal smiled.

			“But,” con­tin­ued the queen, “you have doubt­less come for some im­por­tant pur­pose. What is it, then?”

			Mazarin sank in­to a chair with the deep­est melan­choly paint­ed on his coun­te­nance.

			“It is like­ly,” he replied, “that we shall soon be obliged to sep­a­rate, un­less you love me well enough to fol­low me to Italy.”

			“Why,” cried the queen; “how is that?”

			“Be­cause, as they say in the opera of This­be, ‘The whole world con­spires to break our bonds.’ ”

			“You jest, sir!” an­swered the queen, en­deav­or­ing to as­sume some­thing of her for­mer dig­ni­ty.

			“Alas! I do not, Madame,” re­joined Mazarin. “Mark well what I say. The whole world con­spires to break our bonds. Now as you are one of the whole world, I mean to say that you al­so are de­sert­ing me.”

			“Car­di­nal!”

			“Heav­ens! did I not see you the oth­er day smile on the Duke of Or­léans? or rather at what he said?”

			“And what was he say­ing?”

			“He said this, Madame: ‘Mazarin is a stum­bling-block. Send him away and all will then be well.’ ”

			“What do you wish me to do?”

			“Oh, Madame! you are the queen!”

			“Queen, for­sooth! when I am at the mer­cy of ev­ery scrib­bler in the Palais Roy­al who cov­ers waste pa­per with non­sense, or of ev­ery coun­try squire in the king­dom.”

			“Nev­er­the­less, you have still the pow­er of ban­ish­ing from your pres­ence those whom you do not like!”

			“That is to say, whom you do not like,” re­turned the queen.

			“I! per­sons whom I do not like!”

			“Yes, in­deed. Who sent away Madame de Chevreuse af­ter she had been per­se­cut­ed twelve years un­der the last reign?”

			“A wom­an of in­trigue, who want­ed to keep up against me the spir­it of ca­bal she had raised against M. de Riche­lieu.”

			“Who dis­missed Madame de Haute­fort, that friend so loy­al that she re­fused the fa­vor of the king that she might re­main in mine?”

			“A prude, who told you ev­ery night, as she un­dressed you, that it was a sin to love a priest, just as if one were a priest be­cause one hap­pens to be a car­di­nal.”

			“Who or­dered Mon­sieur de Beau­fort to be ar­rest­ed?”

			“An in­cen­di­ary the bur­den of whose song was his in­ten­tion to as­sas­si­nate me.”

			“You see, car­di­nal,” replied the queen, “that your en­e­mies are mine.”

			“That is not enough Madame, it is nec­es­sary that your friends should be al­so mine.”

			“My friends, Mon­sieur?” The queen shook her head. “Alas, I have them no longer!”

			“How is it that you have no friends in your pros­per­i­ty when you had many in ad­ver­si­ty?”

			“It is be­cause in my pros­per­i­ty I for­got those old friends, Mon­sieur; be­cause I have act­ed like Queen Marie de Médi­cis, who, re­turn­ing from her first ex­ile, treat­ed with con­tempt all those who had suf­fered for her and, be­ing pro­scribed a sec­ond time, died at Cologne aban­doned by ev­ery­one, even by her own son.”

			“Well, let us see,” said Mazarin; “isn’t there still time to re­pair the evil? Search among your friends, your old­est friends.”

			“What do you mean, Mon­sieur?”

			“Noth­ing else than I say—search.”

			“Alas, I look around me in vain! I have no in­flu­ence with any­one. Mon­sieur is, as usu­al, led by his fa­vorite; yes­ter­day it was Choisy, to­day it is La Riv­ière, to­mor­row it will be some­one else. Mon­sieur le Prince is led by the coad­ju­tor, who is led by Madame de Guéménée.”

			“There­fore, Madame, I ask you to look, not among your friends of to­day, but among those of oth­er times.”

			“Among my friends of oth­er times?” said the queen.

			“Yes, among your friends of oth­er times; among those who aid­ed you to con­tend against the Duc de Riche­lieu and even to con­quer him.”

			“What is he aim­ing at?” mur­mured the queen, look­ing un­easi­ly at the car­di­nal.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued his Em­i­nence; “un­der cer­tain cir­cum­stances, with that strong and shrewd mind Your Majesty pos­sess­es, aid­ed by your friends, you were able to re­pel the at­tacks of that ad­ver­sary.”

			“I!” said the queen. “I suf­fered, that is all.”

			“Yes,” said Mazarin, “as wom­en suf­fer in aveng­ing them­selves. Come, let us come to the point. Do you know Mon­sieur de Rochefort?”

			“One of my bit­ter­est en­e­mies—the faith­ful friend of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu.”

			“I know that, and we sent him to the Bastille,” said Mazarin.

			“Is he at lib­er­ty?” asked the queen.

			“No; still there, but I on­ly speak of him in or­der that I may in­tro­duce the name of an­oth­er man. Do you know Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” he added, look­ing stead­fast­ly at the queen.

			Anne of Aus­tria re­ceived the blow with a beat­ing heart.

			“Has the Gas­con been in­dis­creet?” she mur­mured to her­self, then said aloud:

			“D’Artag­nan! stop an in­stant, the name seems cer­tain­ly fa­mil­iar. D’Artag­nan! there was a mus­ke­teer who was in love with one of my wom­en. Poor young crea­ture! she was poi­soned on my ac­count.”

			“That’s all you know of him?” asked Mazarin.

			The queen looked at him, sur­prised.

			“You seem, sir,” she re­marked, “to be mak­ing me un­der­go a course of cross-ex­am­i­na­tion.”

			“Which you an­swer ac­cord­ing to your fan­cy,” replied Mazarin.

			“Tell me your wish­es and I will com­ply with them.”

			The queen spoke with some im­pa­tience.

			“Well, Madame,” said Mazarin, bow­ing, “I de­sire that you give me a share in your friends, as I have shared with you the lit­tle in­dus­try and tal­ent that Heav­en has giv­en me. The cir­cum­stances are grave and it will be nec­es­sary to act prompt­ly.”

			“Still!” said the queen. “I thought that we were fi­nal­ly quit of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort.”

			“Yes, you saw on­ly the tor­rent that threat­ened to over­turn ev­ery­thing and you gave no at­ten­tion to the still wa­ter. There is, how­ev­er, a proverb cur­rent in France re­lat­ing to wa­ter which is qui­et.”

			“Con­tin­ue,” said the queen.

			“Well, then, Madame, not a day pass­es in which I do not suf­fer af­fronts from your princes and your lord­ly ser­vants, all of them au­tom­a­ta who do not per­ceive that I wind up the spring that makes them move, nor do they see that be­neath my qui­et de­meanor lies the still scorn of an in­jured, ir­ri­tat­ed man, who has sworn to him­self to mas­ter them one of these days. We have ar­rest­ed Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, but he is the least dan­ger­ous among them. There is the Prince de Condé—”

			“The hero of Ro­croy. Do you think of him?”

			“Yes, Madame, of­ten and of­ten, but pazien­za, as we say in Italy; next, af­ter Mon­sieur de Condé, comes the Duke of Or­léans.”

			“What are you say­ing? The first prince of the blood, the king’s un­cle!”

			“No! not the first prince of the blood, not the king’s un­cle, but the base con­spir­a­tor, the soul of ev­ery ca­bal, who pre­tends to lead the brave peo­ple who are weak enough to be­lieve in the hon­or of a prince of the blood—not the prince near­est to the throne, not the king’s un­cle, I re­peat, but the mur­der­er of Cha­lais, of Mont­moren­cy and of Cinq-Mars, who is play­ing now the same game he played long ago and who thinks that he will win the game be­cause he has a new ad­ver­sary—in­stead of a man who threat­ened, a man who smiles. But he is mis­tak­en; I shall not leave so near the queen that source of dis­cord with which the de­ceased car­di­nal so of­ten caused the anger of the king to rage above the boil­ing point.”

			Anne blushed and buried her face in her hands.

			“What am I to do?” she said, bowed down be­neath the voice of her tyrant.

			“En­deav­or to re­mem­ber the names of those faith­ful ser­vants who crossed the Chan­nel, in spite of Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu, track­ing the roads along which they passed by their blood, to bring back to Your Majesty cer­tain jew­els giv­en by you to Buck­ing­ham.”

			Anne arose, full of majesty, and as if touched by a spring, and look­ing at the car­di­nal with the haughty dig­ni­ty which in the days of her youth had made her so pow­er­ful: “You are in­sult­ing me!” she said.

			“I wish,” con­tin­ued Mazarin, fin­ish­ing, as it were, the speech this sud­den move­ment of the queen had cut; “I wish, in fact, that you should now do for your hus­band what you for­mer­ly did for your lover.”

			“Again that ac­cu­sa­tion!” cried the queen. “I thought that calum­ny was sti­fled or ex­tinct; you have spared me till now, but since you speak of it, once for all, I tell you—”

			“Madame, I do not ask you to tell me,” said Mazarin, as­tound­ed by this re­turn­ing courage.

			“I will tell you all,” replied Anne. “Lis­ten: there were in truth, at that epoch, four de­vot­ed hearts, four loy­al spir­its, four faith­ful swords, who saved more than my life—my hon­or—”

			“Ah! you con­fess it!” ex­claimed Mazarin.

			“Is it on­ly the guilty whose hon­or is at the sport of oth­ers, sir? and can­not wom­en be dis­hon­ored by ap­pear­ances? Yes, ap­pear­ances were against me and I was about to suf­fer dis­hon­or. How­ev­er, I swear I was not guilty, I swear it by—”

			The queen looked around her for some sa­cred ob­ject by which she could swear, and tak­ing out of a cup­board hid­den in the ta­pes­try, a small cof­fer of rose­wood set in sil­ver, and lay­ing it on the al­tar:

			“I swear,” she said, “by these sa­cred relics that Buck­ing­ham was not my lover.”

			“What relics are those by which you swear?” asked Mazarin, smil­ing. “I am in­cred­u­lous.”

			The queen un­tied from around her throat a small gold­en key which hung there, and pre­sent­ed it to the car­di­nal.

			“Open, sir,” she said, “and look for your­self.”

			Mazarin opened the cof­fer; a knife, cov­ered with rust, and two let­ters, one of which was stained with blood, alone met his gaze.

			“What are these things?” he asked.

			“What are these things?” replied Anne, with queen­like dig­ni­ty, ex­tend­ing to­ward the open cof­fer an arm, de­spite the lapse of years, still beau­ti­ful. “These two let­ters are the on­ly ones I ev­er wrote to him. This knife is the knife with which Fel­ton stabbed him. Read the let­ters and see if I have lied or spo­ken the truth.”

			But Mazarin, not­with­stand­ing this per­mis­sion, in­stead of read­ing the let­ters, took the knife which the dy­ing Buck­ing­ham had snatched out of the wound and sent by La­porte to the queen. The blade was red, for the blood had be­come rust; af­ter a mo­men­tary ex­am­i­na­tion dur­ing which the queen be­came as white as the cloth which cov­ered the al­tar on which she was lean­ing, he put it back in­to the cof­fer with an in­vol­un­tary shud­der.

			“It is well, Madame, I be­lieve your oath.”

			“No, no, read,” ex­claimed the queen, in­dig­nant­ly; “read, I com­mand you, for I am re­solved that ev­ery­thing shall be fin­ished tonight and nev­er will I re­cur to this sub­ject again. Do you think,” she said, with a ghast­ly smile, “that I shall be in­clined to re­open this cof­fer to an­swer any fu­ture ac­cu­sa­tions?”

			Mazarin, over­come by this de­ter­mi­na­tion, read the two let­ters. In one the queen asked for the or­na­ments back again. This let­ter had been con­veyed by d’Artag­nan and had ar­rived in time. The oth­er was that which La­porte had placed in the hands of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham, warn­ing him that he was about to be as­sas­si­nat­ed; that com­mu­ni­ca­tion had ar­rived too late.

			“It is well, Madame,” said Mazarin; “noth­ing can gain­say such tes­ti­mo­ny.”

			“Sir,” replied the queen, clos­ing the cof­fer and lean­ing her hand up­on it, “if there is any­thing to be said, it is that I have al­ways been un­grate­ful to the brave men who saved me—that I have giv­en noth­ing to that gal­lant of­fi­cer, d’Artag­nan, you were speak­ing of just now, but my hand to kiss and this di­a­mond.”

			As she spoke she ex­tend­ed her beau­ti­ful hand to the car­di­nal and showed him a su­perb di­a­mond which sparkled on her fin­ger.

			“It ap­pears,” she re­sumed, “that he sold it—he sold it in or­der to save me an­oth­er time—to be able to send a mes­sen­ger to the duke to warn him of his dan­ger—he sold it to Mon­sieur des Es­sarts, on whose fin­ger I re­marked it. I bought it from him, but it be­longs to d’Artag­nan. Give it back to him, sir, and since you have such a man in your ser­vice, make him use­ful.”

			“Thank you, Madame,” said Mazarin. “I will prof­it by the ad­vice.”

			“And now,” added the queen, her voice bro­ken by her emo­tion, “have you any oth­er ques­tion to ask me?”

			“Noth­ing,”—the car­di­nal spoke in his most con­cil­ia­to­ry man­ner—“ex­cept to beg of you to for­give my un­wor­thy sus­pi­cions. I love you so ten­der­ly that I can­not help be­ing jeal­ous, even of the past.”

			A smile, which was in­de­fin­able, passed over the lips of the queen.

			“Since you have no fur­ther in­ter­ro­ga­tions to make, leave me, I be­seech you,” she said. “I wish, af­ter such a scene, to be alone.”

			Mazarin bent low be­fore her.

			“I will re­tire, Madame. Do you per­mit me to re­turn?”

			“Yes, to­mor­row.”

			The car­di­nal took the queen’s hand and pressed it with an air of gal­lantry to his lips.

			Scarce­ly had he left her when the queen went in­to her son’s room, and in­quired from La­porte if the king was in bed. La­porte point­ed to the child, who was asleep.

			Anne as­cend­ed the steps side of the bed and soft­ly kissed the placid fore­head of her son; then she re­tired as silent­ly as she had come, mere­ly say­ing to La­porte:

			“Try, my dear La­porte, to make the king more cour­te­ous to Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, to whom both he and I are un­der such im­por­tant obli­ga­tions.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Gas­con and the Ital­ian

			
			Mean­while the car­di­nal re­turned to his own room; and af­ter ask­ing Bernouin, who stood at the door, whether any­thing had oc­curred dur­ing his ab­sence, and be­ing an­swered in the neg­a­tive, he de­sired that he might be left alone.

			When he was alone he opened the door of the cor­ri­dor and then that of the an­techam­ber. There d’Artag­nan was asleep up­on a bench.

			The car­di­nal went up to him and touched his shoul­der. D’Artag­nan start­ed, awak­ened him­self, and as he awoke, stood up ex­act­ly like a sol­dier un­der arms.

			“Here I am,” said he. “Who calls me?”

			“I,” said Mazarin, with his most smil­ing ex­pres­sion.

			“I ask par­don of your Em­i­nence,” said d’Artag­nan, “but I was so fa­tigued—”

			“Don’t ask my par­don, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin, “for you fa­tigued your­self in my ser­vice.”

			D’Artag­nan ad­mired Mazarin’s gra­cious man­ner. “Ah,” said he, be­tween his teeth, “is there truth in the proverb that for­tune comes while one sleeps?”

			“Fol­low me, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin.

			“Come, come,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, “Rochefort has kept his prom­ise, but where in the dev­il is he?” And he searched the cab­i­net even to the small­est re­cess­es, but there was no sign of Rochefort.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the car­di­nal, sit­ting down on a fau­teuil, “you have al­ways seemed to me to be a brave and hon­or­able man.”

			Pos­si­bly, thought d’Artag­nan, but he has tak­en a long time to let me know his thoughts; nev­er­the­less, he bowed to the very ground in grat­i­tude for Mazarin’s com­pli­ment.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Mazarin, “the time has come to put to use your tal­ents and your val­or.”

			There was a sud­den gleam of joy in the of­fi­cer’s eyes, which van­ished im­me­di­ate­ly, for he knew noth­ing of Mazarin’s pur­pose.

			“Or­der, my lord,” he said; “I am ready to obey your Em­i­nence.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, “you per­formed sundry su­perb ex­ploits in the last reign.”

			“Your Em­i­nence is too good to re­mem­ber such tri­fles in my fa­vor. It is true I fought with tol­er­a­ble suc­cess.”

			“I don’t speak of your war­like ex­ploits, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin; “al­though they gained you much rep­u­ta­tion, they were sur­passed by oth­ers.”

			D’Artag­nan pre­tend­ed as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Well, you do not re­ply?” re­sumed Mazarin.

			“I am wait­ing, my lord, till you tell me of what ex­ploits you speak.”

			“I speak of the ad­ven­ture—Eh, you know well what I mean.”

			“Alas, no, my lord!” replied d’Artag­nan, sur­prised.

			“You are dis­creet—so much the bet­ter. I speak of that ad­ven­ture in be­half of the queen, of the or­na­ments, of the jour­ney you made with three of your friends.”

			Aha! thought the Gas­con; is this a snare or not? Let me be on my guard.

			And he as­sumed a look of stu­pid­i­ty which Men­dori or Bellerose, two of the first ac­tors of the day, might have en­vied.

			“Bra­vo!” cried Mazarin; “they told me that you were the man I want­ed. Come, let us see what you will do for me.”

			“Ev­ery­thing that your Em­i­nence may please to com­mand me,” was the re­ply.

			“You will do for me what you have done for the queen?”

			Cer­tain­ly, d’Artag­nan said to him­self, he wish­es to make me speak out. He’s not more cun­ning than de Riche­lieu was! Dev­il take him! Then he said aloud:

			“The queen, my lord? I don’t com­pre­hend.”

			“You don’t com­pre­hend that I want you and your three friends to be of use to me?”

			“Which of my friends, my lord?”

			“Your three friends—the friends of for­mer days.”

			“Of for­mer days, my lord! In for­mer days I had not on­ly three friends, I had thir­ty; at two-and-twen­ty, one calls ev­ery man one’s friend.”

			“Well, sir,” re­turned Mazarin, “pru­dence is a fine thing, but to­day you might re­gret hav­ing been too pru­dent.”

			“My lord, Pythago­ras made his dis­ci­ples keep si­lence for five years that they might learn to hold their tongues.”

			“But you have been silent for twen­ty years, sir. Speak, now the queen her­self re­leas­es you from your prom­ise.”

			“The queen!” said d’Artag­nan, with an as­ton­ish­ment which this time was not pre­tend­ed.

			“Yes, the queen! And as a proof of what I say she com­mand­ed me to show you this di­a­mond, which she thinks you know.”

			And so say­ing, Mazarin ex­tend­ed his hand to the of­fi­cer, who sighed as he rec­og­nized the ring so grace­ful­ly giv­en to him by the queen on the night of the ball at the Hô­tel de Ville and which she had re­pur­chased from Mon­sieur des Es­sarts.

			“ ’Tis true. I re­mem­ber well that di­a­mond, which be­longed to the queen.”

			“You see, then, that I speak to you in the queen’s name. An­swer me with­out act­ing as if you were on the stage; your in­ter­ests are con­cerned in your so do­ing.”

			“Faith, my lord, it is very nec­es­sary for me to make my for­tune, your Em­i­nence has so long for­got­ten me.”

			“We need on­ly a week to amend all that. Come, you are ac­count­ed for, you are here, but where are your friends?”

			“I do not know, my lord. We have part­ed com­pa­ny this long time; all three have left the ser­vice.”

			“Where can you find them, then?”

			“Wher­ev­er they are, that’s my busi­ness.”

			“Well, now, what are your con­di­tions, if I em­ploy you?”

			“Mon­ey, my lord, as much mon­ey as what you wish me to un­der­take will re­quire. I re­mem­ber too well how some­times we were stopped for want of mon­ey, and but for that di­a­mond, which I was obliged to sell, we should have re­mained on the road.”

			“The dev­il he does! Mon­ey! and a large sum!” said Mazarin. “Pray, are you aware that the king has no mon­ey in his trea­sury?”

			“Do then as I did, my lord. Sell the crown di­a­monds. Trust me, don’t let us try to do things cheap­ly. Great un­der­tak­ings come poor­ly off with pal­try means.”

			“Well,” re­turned Mazarin, “we will sat­is­fy you.”

			Riche­lieu, thought d’Artag­nan, would have giv­en me five hun­dred pis­toles in ad­vance.

			“You will then be at my ser­vice?” asked Mazarin.

			“Yes, if my friends agree.”

			“But if they refuse can I count on you?”

			“I have nev­er ac­com­plished any­thing alone,” said d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head.

			“Go, then, and find them.”

			“What shall I say to them by way of in­duce­ment to serve your Em­i­nence?”

			“You know them bet­ter than I. Adapt your prom­ises to their re­spec­tive char­ac­ters.”

			“What shall I prom­ise?”

			“That if they serve me as well as they served the queen my grat­i­tude shall be mag­nif­i­cent.”

			“But what are we to do?”

			“Make your mind easy; when the time for ac­tion comes you shall be put in full pos­ses­sion of what I re­quire from you; wait till that time ar­rives and find out your friends.”

			“My lord, per­haps they are not in Paris. It is even prob­a­ble that I shall have to make a jour­ney. I am on­ly a lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers, very poor, and jour­neys cost mon­ey.

			“My in­ten­tion,” said Mazarin, “is not that you go with a great fol­low­ing; my plans re­quire se­cre­cy, and would be jeop­ar­dized by a too ex­trav­a­gant equip­ment.”

			“Still, my lord, I can’t trav­el on my pay, for it is now three months be­hind; and I can’t trav­el on my sav­ings, for in my twen­ty-two years of ser­vice I have ac­cu­mu­lat­ed noth­ing but debts.”

			Mazarin re­mained some mo­ments in deep thought, as if he were fight­ing with him­self; then, go­ing to a large cup­board closed with a triple lock, he took from it a bag of sil­ver, and weigh­ing it twice in his hands be­fore he gave it to d’Artag­nan:

			“Take this,” he said with a sigh, “ ’tis mere­ly for your jour­ney.”

			If these are Span­ish dou­bloons, or even gold crowns, thought d’Artag­nan, we shall yet be able to do busi­ness to­geth­er. He salut­ed the car­di­nal and plunged the bag in­to the depths of an im­mense pock­et.

			“Well, then, all is set­tled; you are to set off,” said the car­di­nal.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Apro­pos, what are the names of your friends?”

			“The Count de la Fère, for­mer­ly styled Athos; Mon­sieur du Val­lon, whom we used to call Porthos; the Cheva­lier d’Herblay, now the Ab­bé d’Herblay, whom we styled Aramis—”

			The car­di­nal smiled.

			“Younger sons,” he said, “who en­list­ed in the Mus­ke­teers un­der feigned names in or­der not to low­er their fam­i­ly names. Long swords but light purs­es. Was that it?”

			“If, God will­ing, these swords should be de­vot­ed to the ser­vice of your Em­i­nence,” said d’Artag­nan, “I shall ven­ture to ex­press a wish, which is, that in its turn the purse of your Em­i­nence may be­come light and theirs heavy—for with these three men your Em­i­nence may rouse all Eu­rope if you like.”

			“These Gas­cons,” said the car­di­nal, laugh­ing, “al­most beat the Ital­ians in ef­fron­tery.”

			“At all events,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, with a smile al­most as crafty as the car­di­nal’s, “they beat them when they draw their swords.”

			He then with­drew, and as he passed in­to the court­yard he stopped near a lamp and dived ea­ger­ly in­to the bag of mon­ey.

			“Crown pieces on­ly—sil­ver pieces! I sus­pect­ed it. Ah! Mazarin! Mazarin! thou hast no con­fi­dence in me! so much the worse for thee, for harm may come of it!”

			Mean­while the car­di­nal was rub­bing his hands in great sat­is­fac­tion.

			“A hun­dred pis­toles! a hun­dred pis­toles! for a hun­dred pis­toles I have dis­cov­ered a se­cret for which Riche­lieu would have paid twen­ty thou­sand crowns; with­out reck­on­ing the val­ue of that di­a­mond”—he cast a com­pla­cent look at the ring, which he had kept, in­stead of restor­ing to d’Artag­nan—“which is worth, at least, ten thou­sand francs.”

			He re­turned to his room, and af­ter de­posit­ing the ring in a cas­ket filled with bril­liants of ev­ery sort, for the car­di­nal was a con­nois­seur in pre­cious stones, he called to Bernouin to un­dress him, re­gard­less of the nois­es of gun­fire that, though it was now near mid­night, con­tin­ued to re­sound through Paris.

			In the mean­time d’Artag­nan took his way to­ward the Rue Ti­que­tonne, where he lived at the Hô­tel de la Chevrette.

			We will ex­plain in a few words how d’Artag­nan had been led to choose that place of res­i­dence.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				D’Artag­nan in His For­ti­eth Year

			
			Years have elapsed, many events have hap­pened, alas! since, in our ro­mance of The Three Mus­ke­teers, we took leave of d’Artag­nan at No. 12 Rue des Fos­soyeurs. D’Artag­nan had not failed in his ca­reer, but cir­cum­stances had been ad­verse to him. So long as he was sur­round­ed by his friends he re­tained his youth and the po­et­ry of his char­ac­ter. He was one of those fine, in­gen­u­ous na­tures which as­sim­i­late them­selves eas­i­ly to the dis­po­si­tions of oth­ers. Athos im­part­ed to him his great­ness of soul, Porthos his en­thu­si­asm, Aramis his el­e­gance. Had d’Artag­nan con­tin­ued his in­ti­ma­cy with these three men he would have be­come a su­pe­ri­or char­ac­ter. Athos was the first to leave him, in or­der that he might re­tire to a lit­tle prop­er­ty he had in­her­it­ed near Blois; Porthos, the sec­ond, to mar­ry an at­tor­ney’s wife; and last­ly, Aramis, the third, to take or­ders and be­come an ab­bé. From that day d’Artag­nan felt lone­ly and pow­er­less, with­out courage to pur­sue a ca­reer in which he could on­ly dis­tin­guish him­self on con­di­tion that each of his three com­pan­ions should en­dow him with one of the gifts each had re­ceived from Heav­en.

			Not­with­stand­ing his com­mis­sion in the Mus­ke­teers, d’Artag­nan felt com­plete­ly soli­tary. For a time the de­light­ful re­mem­brance of Madame Bo­nan­cieux left on his char­ac­ter a cer­tain po­et­ic tinge, per­ish­able in­deed; for like all oth­er rec­ol­lec­tions in this world, these im­pres­sions were, by de­grees, ef­faced. A gar­ri­son life is fa­tal even to the most aris­to­crat­ic or­ga­ni­za­tion; and im­per­cep­ti­bly, d’Artag­nan, al­ways in the camp, al­ways on horse­back, al­ways in gar­ri­son, be­came (I know not how in the present age one would ex­press it) a typ­i­cal troop­er. His ear­ly re­fine­ment of char­ac­ter was not on­ly not lost, it grew even greater than ev­er; but it was now ap­plied to the lit­tle, in­stead of to the great things of life—to the mar­tial con­di­tion of the sol­dier—com­prised un­der the head of a good lodg­ing, a rich ta­ble, a con­ge­nial host­ess. These im­por­tant ad­van­tages d’Artag­nan found to his own taste in the Rue Ti­que­tonne at the sign of the Roe.

			From the time d’Artag­nan took quar­ters in that ho­tel, the mis­tress of the house, a pret­ty and fresh look­ing Flem­ish wom­an, twen­ty-five or twen­ty-six years old, had been sin­gu­lar­ly in­ter­est­ed in him; and af­ter cer­tain love pas­sages, much ob­struct­ed by an in­con­ve­nient hus­band to whom a dozen times d’Artag­nan had made a pre­tence of pass­ing a sword through his body, that hus­band had dis­ap­peared one fine morn­ing, af­ter furtive­ly sell­ing cer­tain choice lots of wine, car­ry­ing away with him mon­ey and jew­els. He was thought to be dead; his wife, es­pe­cial­ly, who cher­ished the pleas­ing idea that she was a wid­ow, stout­ly main­tained that death had tak­en him. There­fore, af­ter the con­nec­tion had con­tin­ued three years, care­ful­ly fos­tered by d’Artag­nan, who found his bed and his mis­tress more agree­able ev­ery year, each do­ing cred­it to the oth­er, the mis­tress con­ceived the ex­tra­or­di­nary de­sire of be­com­ing a wife and pro­posed to d’Artag­nan that he should mar­ry her.

			“Ah, fie!” d’Artag­nan replied. “Bigamy, my dear! Come now, you don’t re­al­ly wish it?”

			“But he is dead; I am sure of it.”

			“He was a very con­trary fel­low and might come back on pur­pose to have us hanged.”

			“All right; if he comes back you will kill him, you are so skill­ful and so brave.”

			“Peste! my dar­ling! an­oth­er way of get­ting hanged.”

			“So you refuse my re­quest?”

			“To be sure I do—fu­ri­ous­ly!”

			The pret­ty land­la­dy was des­o­late. She would have tak­en d’Artag­nan not on­ly as her hus­band, but as her God, he was so hand­some and had so fierce a mus­tache.

			Then along to­ward the fourth year came the ex­pe­di­tion of Franche-Comté. D’Artag­nan was as­signed to it and made his prepa­ra­tions to de­part. There were then great griefs, tears with­out end and solemn prom­ises to re­main faith­ful—all of course on the part of the host­ess. D’Artag­nan was too grand to prom­ise any­thing; he pur­posed on­ly to do all that he could to in­crease the glo­ry of his name.

			As to that, we know d’Artag­nan’s courage; he ex­posed him­self freely to dan­ger, and while charg­ing at the head of his com­pa­ny he re­ceived a ball through the chest which laid him pros­trate on the field of bat­tle. He had been seen fall­ing from his horse and had not been seen to rise; ev­ery­one, there­fore, be­lieved him to be dead, es­pe­cial­ly those to whom his death would give pro­mo­tion. One be­lieves read­i­ly what he wish­es to be­lieve. Now in the army, from the di­vi­sion-gen­er­als who de­sire the death of the gen­er­al-in-chief, to the sol­diers who de­sire the death of the cor­po­rals, all de­sire some­one’s death.

			But d’Artag­nan was not a man to let him­self be killed like that. Af­ter he had re­mained through the heat of the day un­con­scious on the bat­tle­field, the cool fresh­ness of the night brought him to him­self. He gained a vil­lage, knocked at the door of the finest house, and was re­ceived as the wound­ed are al­ways and ev­ery­where re­ceived in France. He was pet­ted, tend­ed, cured; and one fine morn­ing, in bet­ter health than ev­er be­fore, he set out for France. Once in France he turned his course to­ward Paris, and reach­ing Paris went straight to Rue Ti­que­tonne.

			But d’Artag­nan found in his cham­ber the per­son­al equip­ment of a man, com­plete ex­cept for the sword, ar­ranged along the wall.

			“He has re­turned,” said he. “So much the worse, and so much the bet­ter!”

			It need not be said that d’Artag­nan was still think­ing of the hus­band. He made in­quiries and dis­cov­ered that the ser­vants were new and that the mis­tress had gone for a walk.

			“Alone?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“With Mon­sieur.”

			“Mon­sieur has re­turned, then?”

			“Of course,” naive­ly replied the ser­vant.

			If I had any mon­ey, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, I would go away; but I have none. I must stay and fol­low the ad­vice of my host­ess, while thwart­ing the con­ju­gal de­signs of this in­op­por­tune ap­pari­tion.

			He had just com­plet­ed this mono­logue—which proves that in mo­men­tous cir­cum­stances noth­ing is more nat­u­ral than the mono­logue—when the ser­vant-maid, watch­ing at the door, sud­den­ly cried out:

			“Ah! see! here is Madame re­turn­ing with Mon­sieur.”

			D’Artag­nan looked out and at the cor­ner of Rue Mont­martre saw the host­ess com­ing along hang­ing to the arm of an enor­mous Swiss, who tip­toed in his walk with a mag­nif­i­cent air which pleas­ant­ly re­mind­ed him of his old friend Porthos.

			Is that Mon­sieur? said d’Artag­nan to him­self. Oh! oh! he has grown a good deal, it seems to me. And he sat down in the hall, choos­ing a con­spic­u­ous place.

			The host­ess, as she en­tered, saw d’Artag­nan and ut­tered a lit­tle cry, where­upon d’Artag­nan, judg­ing that he had been rec­og­nized, rose, ran to her and em­braced her ten­der­ly. The Swiss, with an air of stu­pe­fac­tion, looked at the host­ess, who turned pale.

			“Ah, it is you, Mon­sieur! What do you want of me?” she asked, in great dis­tress.

			“Is Mon­sieur your cousin? Is Mon­sieur your broth­er?” said d’Artag­nan, not in the slight­est de­gree em­bar­rassed in the role he was play­ing. And with­out wait­ing for her re­ply he threw him­self in­to the arms of the Hel­ve­tian, who re­ceived him with great cold­ness.

			“Who is that man?” he asked.

			The host­ess replied on­ly by gasps.

			“Who is that Swiss?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Mon­sieur is go­ing to mar­ry me,” replied the host­ess, be­tween two gasps.

			“Your hus­band, then, is at last dead?”

			“How does that con­cern you?” replied the Swiss.

			“It con­cerns me much,” said d’Artag­nan, “since you can­not mar­ry Madame with­out my con­sent and since—”

			“And since?” asked the Swiss.

			“And since—I do not give it,” said the mus­ke­teer.

			The Swiss be­came as pur­ple as a pe­ony. He wore his el­e­gant uni­form, d’Artag­nan was wrapped in a sort of gray cloak; the Swiss was six feet high, d’Artag­nan was hard­ly more than five; the Swiss con­sid­ered him­self on his own ground and re­gard­ed d’Artag­nan as an in­trud­er.

			“Will you go away from here?” de­mand­ed the Swiss, stamp­ing vi­o­lent­ly, like a man who be­gins to be se­ri­ous­ly an­gry.

			“I? By no means!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Some­one must go for help,” said a lad, who could not com­pre­hend that this lit­tle man should make a stand against that oth­er man, who was so large.

			D’Artag­nan, with a sud­den ac­ces­sion of wrath, seized the lad by the ear and led him apart, with the in­junc­tion:

			“Stay you where you are and don’t you stir, or I will pull this ear off. As for you, il­lus­tri­ous de­scen­dant of William Tell, you will straight­way get to­geth­er your clothes which are in my room and which an­noy me, and go out quick­ly to an­oth­er lodg­ing.”

			The Swiss be­gan to laugh bois­ter­ous­ly. “I go out?” he said. “And why?”

			“Ah, very well!” said d’Artag­nan; “I see that you un­der­stand French. Come then, and take a turn with me and I will ex­plain.”

			The host­ess, who knew d’Artag­nan’s skill with the sword, be­gan to weep and tear her hair. D’Artag­nan turned to­ward her, say­ing, “Then send him away, Madame.”

			“Pooh!” said the Swiss, who had need­ed a lit­tle time to take in d’Artag­nan’s pro­pos­al, “pooh! who are you, in the first place, to ask me to take a turn with you?”

			“I am lieu­tenant in His Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers,” said d’Artag­nan, “and con­se­quent­ly your su­pe­ri­or in ev­ery­thing; on­ly, as the ques­tion now is not of rank, but of quar­ters—you know the cus­tom—come and seek for yours; the first to re­turn will re­cov­er his cham­ber.”

			D’Artag­nan led away the Swiss in spite of lamen­ta­tions on the part of the host­ess, who in re­al­i­ty found her heart in­clin­ing to­ward her for­mer lover, though she would not have been sor­ry to give a les­son to that haughty mus­ke­teer who had af­front­ed her by the re­fusal of her hand.

			It was night when the two ad­ver­saries reached the field of bat­tle. D’Artag­nan po­lite­ly begged the Swiss to yield to him the dis­put­ed cham­ber; the Swiss re­fused by shak­ing his head, and drew his sword.

			“Then you will lie here,” said d’Artag­nan. “It is a wretch­ed bed, but that is not my fault, and it is you who have cho­sen it.” With these words he drew in his turn and crossed swords with his ad­ver­sary.

			He had to con­tend against a strong wrist, but his agili­ty was su­pe­ri­or to all force. The Swiss re­ceived two wounds and was not aware of it, by rea­son of the cold; but sud­den­ly fee­ble­ness, oc­ca­sioned by loss of blood, obliged him to sit down.

			“There!” said d’Artag­nan, “what did I tell you? For­tu­nate­ly, you won’t be laid up more than a fort­night. Re­main here and I will send you your clothes by the boy. Good­bye! Oh, by the way, you’d bet­ter take lodg­ing in the Rue Mon­torgueil at the Chat Qui Pelote. You will be well fed there, if the host­ess re­mains the same. Adieu.”

			There­upon he re­turned in a live­ly mood to his room and sent to the Swiss the things that be­longed to him. The boy found him sit­ting where d’Artag­nan had left him, still over­whelmed by the cool­ness of his ad­ver­sary.

			The boy, the host­ess, and all the house had the same re­gard for d’Artag­nan that one would have for Her­cules should he re­turn to earth to re­peat his twelve labors.

			But when he was alone with the host­ess he said: “Now, pret­ty Madeleine, you know the dif­fer­ence be­tween a Swiss and a gen­tle­man. As for you, you have act­ed like a bar­maid. So much the worse for you, for by such con­duct you have lost my es­teem and my pa­tron­age. I have driv­en away the Swiss to hu­mil­i­ate you, but I shall lodge here no longer. I will not sleep where I must scorn. Ho, there, boy! Have my valise car­ried to the Muid d’Amour, Rue des Bour­don­nais. Adieu, Madame.”

			In say­ing these words d’Artag­nan ap­peared at the same time ma­jes­tic and grieved. The host­ess threw her­self at his feet, asked his par­don and held him back with a sweet vi­o­lence. What more need be said? The spit turned, the stove roared, the pret­ty Madeleine wept; d’Artag­nan felt him­self in­vad­ed by hunger, cold and love. He par­doned, and hav­ing par­doned he re­mained.

			And this ex­plains how d’Artag­nan had quar­ters in the Rue Ti­que­tonne, at the Hô­tel de la Chevrette.

			D’Artag­nan then re­turned home in thought­ful mood, find­ing a some­what live­ly plea­sure in car­ry­ing Mazarin’s bag of mon­ey and think­ing of that fine di­a­mond which he had once called his own and which he had seen on the min­is­ter’s fin­ger that night.

			“Should that di­a­mond ev­er fall in­to my hands again,” he re­flect­ed, “I would turn it at once in­to mon­ey; I would buy with the pro­ceeds cer­tain lands around my fa­ther’s château, which is a pret­ty place, well enough, but with no land to it at all, ex­cept a gar­den about the size of the Ceme­tery des In­no­cents; and I should wait in all my glo­ry till some rich heiress, at­tract­ed by my good looks, rode along to mar­ry me. Then I should like to have three sons; I should make the first a no­ble­man, like Athos; the sec­ond a good sol­dier, like Porthos; the third an ex­cel­lent ab­bé, like Aramis. Faith! that would be a far bet­ter life than I lead now; but Mon­sieur Mazarin is a mean wretch, who won’t dis­pos­sess him­self of his di­a­mond in my fa­vor.”

			On en­ter­ing the Rue Ti­que­tonne he heard a tremen­dous noise and found a dense crowd near the house.

			“Oho!” said he, “is the ho­tel on fire?” On ap­proach­ing the ho­tel of the Roe he found, how­ev­er, that it was in front of the next house the mob was col­lect­ed. The peo­ple were shout­ing and run­ning about with torch­es. By the light of one of these torch­es d’Artag­nan per­ceived men in uni­form.

			He asked what was go­ing on.

			He was told that twen­ty cit­i­zens, head­ed by one man, had at­tacked a car­riage which was es­cort­ed by a troop of the car­di­nal’s body­guard; but a re­in­force­ment hav­ing come up, the as­sailants had been put to flight and the lead­er had tak­en refuge in the ho­tel next to his lodg­ings; the house was now be­ing searched.

			In his youth d’Artag­nan had of­ten head­ed the bour­geoisie against the mil­i­tary, but he was cured of all those hot­head­ed propen­si­ties; be­sides, he had the car­di­nal’s hun­dred pis­toles in his pock­et, so he went in­to the ho­tel with­out a word. There he found Madeleine alarmed for his safe­ty and anx­ious to tell him all the events of the evening, but he cut her short by or­der­ing her to put his sup­per in his room and give him with it a bot­tle of good Bur­gundy.

			He took his key and can­dle and went up­stairs to his bed­room. He had been con­tent­ed, for the con­ve­nience of the house, to lodge in the fourth sto­ry; and truth obliges us even to con­fess that his cham­ber was just above the gut­ter and be­low the roof. His first care on en­ter­ing it was to lock up in an old bu­reau with a new lock his bag of mon­ey, and then as soon as sup­per was ready he sent away the wait­er who brought it up and sat down to ta­ble.

			Not to re­flect on what had passed, as one might fan­cy. No, d’Artag­nan con­sid­ered that things are nev­er well done when they are not re­served to their prop­er time. He was hun­gry; he supped, he went to bed. Nei­ther was he one of those who think that the nec­es­sary si­lence of the night brings coun­sel with it. In the night he slept, but in the morn­ing, re­freshed and calm, he was in­spired with his clear­est views of ev­ery­thing. It was long since he had any rea­son for his morn­ing’s in­spi­ra­tion, but he al­ways slept all night long. At day­break he awoke and took a turn around his room.

			“In ’43,” he said, “just be­fore the death of the late car­di­nal, I re­ceived a let­ter from Athos. Where was I then? Let me see. Oh! at the siege of Be­sançon I was in the trench­es. He told me—let me think—what was it? That he was liv­ing on a small es­tate—but where? I was just read­ing the name of the place when the wind blew my let­ter away, I sup­pose to the Spaniards; there’s no use in think­ing any more about Athos. Let me see: with re­gard to Porthos, I re­ceived a let­ter from him, too. He in­vit­ed me to a hunt­ing par­ty on his prop­er­ty in the month of Sep­tem­ber, 1646. Un­luck­i­ly, as I was then in Bearn, on ac­count of my fa­ther’s death, the let­ter fol­lowed me there. I had left Bearn when it ar­rived and I nev­er re­ceived it un­til the month of April, 1647; and as the in­vi­ta­tion was for Sep­tem­ber, 1646, I couldn’t ac­cept it. Let me look for this let­ter; it must be with my ti­tle deeds.”

			D’Artag­nan opened an old cas­ket which stood in a cor­ner of the room, and which was full of parch­ments re­fer­ring to an es­tate dur­ing a pe­ri­od of two hun­dred years lost to his fam­i­ly. He ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of de­light, for the large hand­writ­ing of Porthos was dis­cernible, and un­der­neath some lines traced by his wor­thy spouse.

			D’Artag­nan ea­ger­ly searched for the head­ing of this let­ter; it was dat­ed from the Château du Val­lon.

			Porthos had for­got­ten that any oth­er ad­dress was nec­es­sary; in his pride he fan­cied that ev­ery­one must know the Château du Val­lon.

			“Dev­il take the vain fel­low,” said d’Artag­nan. “How­ev­er, I had bet­ter find him out first, since he can’t want mon­ey. Athos must have be­come an id­iot by this time from drink­ing. Aramis must have worn him­self to a shad­ow of his for­mer self by con­stant gen­u­flec­tion.”

			He cast his eyes again on the let­ter. There was a post­script:

			
				I write by the same couri­er to our wor­thy friend Aramis in his con­vent.

			

			“In his con­vent! What con­vent? There are about two hun­dred in Paris and three thou­sand in France; and then, per­haps, on en­ter­ing the con­vent he changed his name. Ah! if I were but learned in the­ol­o­gy I should rec­ol­lect what it was he used to dis­pute about with the cu­rate of Mont­di­di­er and the su­pe­ri­or of the Je­suits, when we were at Crêve­coeur; I should know what doc­trine he leans to and I should glean from that what saint he has adopt­ed as his pa­tron.

			“Well, sup­pose I go back to the car­di­nal and ask him for a pass­port in­to all the con­vents one can find, even in­to the nun­ner­ies? It would be a cu­ri­ous idea, and maybe I should find my friend un­der the name of Achilles. But, no! I should lose my­self in the car­di­nal’s opin­ion. Great peo­ple on­ly thank you for do­ing the im­pos­si­ble; what’s pos­si­ble, they say, they can ef­fect them­selves, and they are right. But let us wait a lit­tle and re­flect. I re­ceived a let­ter from him, the dear fel­low, in which he even asked me for some small ser­vice, which, in fact, I ren­dered him. Yes, yes; but now what did I do with that let­ter?”

			D’Artag­nan thought a mo­ment and then went to the wardrobe in which hung his old clothes. He looked for his dou­blet of the year 1648 and as he had or­der­ly habits, he found it hang­ing on its nail. He felt in the pock­et and drew from it a pa­per; it was the let­ter of Aramis:

			
				Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan: You know that I have had a quar­rel with a cer­tain gen­tle­man, who has giv­en me an ap­point­ment for this evening in the Place Royale. As I am of the church, and the af­fair might in­jure me if I should share it with any oth­er than a sure friend like you, I write to beg that you will serve me as sec­ond.

				You will en­ter by the Rue Neuve Sainte Cather­ine; un­der the sec­ond lamp on the right you will find your ad­ver­sary. I shall be with mine un­der the third.

				
					Whol­ly yours,

					Aramis

				
			

			D’Artag­nan tried to re­call his re­mem­brances. He had gone to the ren­dezvous, had en­coun­tered there the ad­ver­sary in­di­cat­ed, whose name he had nev­er known, had giv­en him a pret­ty sword-stroke on the arm, then had gone to­ward Aramis, who at the same time came to meet him, hav­ing al­ready fin­ished his af­fair. “It is over,” Aramis had said. “I think I have killed the in­so­lent fel­low. But, dear friend, if you ev­er need me you know that I am en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to you.” There­upon Aramis had giv­en him a clasp of the hand and had dis­ap­peared un­der the ar­cades.

			So, then, he no more knew where Aramis was than where Athos and Porthos were, and the af­fair was be­com­ing a mat­ter of great per­plex­i­ty, when he fan­cied he heard a pane of glass break in his room win­dow. He thought di­rect­ly of his bag and rushed from the in­ner room where he was sleep­ing. He was not mis­tak­en; as he en­tered his bed­room a man was get­ting in by the win­dow.

			“Ah! you scoundrel!” cried d’Artag­nan, tak­ing the man for a thief and seiz­ing his sword.

			“Sir!” cried the man, “in the name of Heav­en put your sword back in­to the sheath and don’t kill me un­heard. I’m no thief, but an hon­est cit­i­zen, well off in the world, with a house of my own. My name is—ah! but sure­ly you are Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“And thou—Planchet!” cried the lieu­tenant.

			“At your ser­vice, sir,” said Planchet, over­whelmed with joy; “if I were still ca­pa­ble of serv­ing you.”

			“Per­haps so,” replied d’Artag­nan. “But why the dev­il dost thou run about the tops of hous­es at sev­en o’clock of the morn­ing in the month of Jan­u­ary?”

			“Sir,” said Planchet, “you must know; but, per­haps you ought not to know—”

			“Tell us what,” re­turned d’Artag­nan, “but first put a nap­kin against the win­dow and draw the cur­tains.”

			“Sir,” said the pru­dent Planchet, “in the first place, are you on good terms with Mon­sieur de Rochefort?”

			“Per­fect­ly; one of my dear­est friends.”

			“Ah! so much the bet­ter!”

			“But what has de Rochefort to do with this man­ner you have of in­vad­ing my room?”

			“Ah, sir! I must first tell you that Mon­sieur de Rochefort is—”

			Planchet hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Egad, I know where he is,” said d’Artag­nan. “He’s in the Bastille.”

			“That is to say, he was there,” replied Planchet. “But in re­turn­ing thith­er last night, when for­tu­nate­ly you did not ac­com­pa­ny him, as his car­riage was cross­ing the Rue de la Fer­ronner­ie his guards in­sult­ed the peo­ple, who be­gan to abuse them. The pris­on­er thought this a good op­por­tu­ni­ty for es­cape; he called out his name and cried for help. I was there. I heard the name of Rochefort. I re­mem­bered him well. I said in a loud voice that he was a pris­on­er, a friend of the Duc de Beau­fort, who called for help. The peo­ple were in­fu­ri­at­ed; they stopped the hors­es and cut the es­cort to pieces, whilst I opened the doors of the car­riage and Mon­sieur de Rochefort jumped out and soon was lost amongst the crowd. At this mo­ment a pa­trol passed by. I was obliged to sound a re­treat to­ward the Rue Ti­que­tonne; I was pur­sued and took refuge in the house next to this, where I have been con­cealed be­tween two mat­tress­es. This morn­ing I ven­tured to run along the gut­ters and—”

			“Well,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “I am de­light­ed that de Rochefort is free, but as for thee, if thou shouldst fall in­to the hands of the king’s ser­vants they will hang thee with­out mer­cy. Nev­er­the­less, I prom­ise thee thou shalt be hid­den here, though I risk by con­ceal­ing thee nei­ther more nor less than my lieu­tenan­cy, if it was found out that I gave one rebel an asy­lum.”

			“Ah! sir, you know well I would risk my life for you.”

			“Thou mayst add that thou hast risked it, Planchet. I have not for­got­ten all I owe thee. Sit down there and eat in se­cu­ri­ty. I see thee cast ex­pres­sive glances at the re­mains of my sup­per.”

			“Yes, sir; for all I’ve had since yes­ter­day was a slice of bread and but­ter, with pre­serves on it. Al­though I don’t de­spise sweet things in prop­er time and place, I found the sup­per rather light.”

			“Poor fel­low!” said d’Artag­nan. “Well, come; set to.”

			“Ah, sir, you are go­ing to save my life a sec­ond time!” cried Planchet.

			And he seat­ed him­self at the ta­ble and ate as he did in the mer­ry days of the Rue des Fos­soyeurs, whilst d’Artag­nan walked to and fro and thought how he could make use of Planchet un­der present cir­cum­stances. While he turned this over in his mind Planchet did his best to make up for lost time at ta­ble. At last he ut­tered a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion and paused, as if he had par­tial­ly ap­peased his hunger.

			“Come,” said d’Artag­nan, who thought that it was now a con­ve­nient time to be­gin his in­ter­ro­ga­tions, “dost thou know where Athos is?”

			“No, sir,” replied Planchet.

			“The dev­il thou dost not! Dost know where Porthos is?”

			“No—not at all.”

			“And Aramis?”

			“Not in the least.”

			“The dev­il! the dev­il! the dev­il!”

			“But, sir,” said Planchet, with a look of shrewd­ness, “I know where Bazin is.”

			“Where is he?”

			“At Notre Dame.”

			“What has he to do at Notre Dame?”

			“He is bea­dle.”

			“Bazin bea­dle at Notre Dame! He must know where his mas­ter is!”

			“With­out a doubt he must.”

			D’Artag­nan thought for a mo­ment, then took his sword and put on his cloak to go out.

			“Sir,” said Planchet, in a mourn­ful tone, “do you aban­don me thus to my fate? Think, if I am found out here, the peo­ple of the house, who have not seen me en­ter it, will take me for a thief.”

			“True,” said d’Artag­nan. “Let’s see. Canst thou speak any pa­tois?”

			“I can do some­thing bet­ter than that, sir, I can speak Flem­ish.”

			“Where the dev­il didst thou learn it?”

			“In Ar­tois, where I fought for years. Lis­ten, sir. Goe­den mor­gen, myn­heer, eth teen begeer­ay le weet­en the ge sond heets om­stand.”

			“Which means?”

			“Good day, sir! I am anx­ious to know the state of your health.”

			“He calls that a lan­guage! But nev­er mind, that will do cap­i­tal­ly.”

			D’Artag­nan opened the door and called out to a wait­er to de­sire Madeleine to come up­stairs.

			When the land­la­dy made her ap­pear­ance she ex­pressed much as­ton­ish­ment at see­ing Planchet.

			“My dear land­la­dy,” said d’Artag­nan, “I beg to in­tro­duce to you your broth­er, who is ar­rived from Flan­ders and whom I am go­ing to take in­to my ser­vice.”

			“My broth­er?”

			“Wish your sis­ter good morn­ing, Mas­ter Pe­ter.”

			“Wilkom, suster,” said Planchet.

			“Goe­den day, broder,” replied the as­ton­ished land­la­dy.

			“This is the case,” said d’Artag­nan; “this is your broth­er, Madeleine; you don’t know him per­haps, but I know him; he has ar­rived from Am­s­ter­dam. You must dress him up dur­ing my ab­sence. When I re­turn, which will be in about an hour, you must of­fer him to me as a ser­vant, and up­on your rec­om­men­da­tion, though he doesn’t speak a word of French, I take him in­to my ser­vice. You un­der­stand?”

			“That is to say, I guess your wish­es, and that is all that’s nec­es­sary,” said Madeleine.

			“You are a pre­cious crea­ture, my pret­ty host­ess, and I am much obliged to you.”

			The next mo­ment d’Artag­nan was on his way to Notre Dame.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Touch­es Up­on the Strange Ef­fects a Half-Pis­tole May Have Up­on a Bea­dle and a Cho­ris­ter

			
			D’Artag­nan, as he crossed the Pont Neuf, con­grat­u­lat­ed him­self on hav­ing found Planchet again, for at that time an in­tel­li­gent ser­vant was es­sen­tial to him; nor was he sor­ry that through Planchet and the sit­u­a­tion which he held in Rue des Lom­bards, a con­nec­tion with the bour­geoisie might be com­menced, at that crit­i­cal pe­ri­od when that class were pre­par­ing to make war with the court par­ty. It was like hav­ing a spy in the en­e­my’s camp. In this frame of mind, grate­ful for the ac­ci­den­tal meet­ing with Planchet, pleased with him­self, d’Artag­nan reached Notre Dame. He ran up the steps, en­tered the church, and ad­dress­ing a verg­er who was sweep­ing the chapel, asked him if he knew Mon­sieur Bazin.

			“Mon­sieur Bazin, the bea­dle?” said the verg­er. “Yes. There he is, at­tend­ing mass, in the chapel of the Vir­gin.”

			D’Artag­nan near­ly jumped for joy; he had de­spaired of find­ing Bazin, but now, he thought, since he held one end of the thread he would be pret­ty sure to reach the oth­er end.

			He knelt down just op­po­site the chapel in or­der not to lose sight of his man; and as he had al­most for­got­ten his prayers and had omit­ted to take a book with him, he made use of his time in gaz­ing at Bazin.

			Bazin wore his dress, it may be ob­served, with equal dig­ni­ty and saint­ly pro­pri­ety. It was not dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand that he had gained the crown of his am­bi­tion and that the sil­ver-mount­ed wand he bran­dished was in his eyes as hon­or­able a dis­tinc­tion as the mar­shal’s ba­ton which Condé threw, or did not throw, in­to the en­e­my’s line of bat­tle at Fri­bourg. His per­son had un­der­gone a change, anal­o­gous to the change in his dress; his fig­ure had grown ro­tund and, as it were, canon­i­cal. The strik­ing points of his face were ef­faced; he had still a nose, but his cheeks, fat­tened out, each took a por­tion of it un­to them­selves; his chin had joined his throat; his eyes were swelled up with the puffi­ness of his cheeks; his hair, cut straight in holy guise, cov­ered his fore­head as far as his eye­brows.

			The of­fi­ci­at­ing priest was just fin­ish­ing mass whilst d’Artag­nan was look­ing at Bazin; he pro­nounced the words of the holy Sacra­ment and re­tired, giv­ing the bene­dic­tion, which was re­ceived by the kneel­ing com­mu­ni­cants, to the as­ton­ish­ment of d’Artag­nan, who rec­og­nized in the priest the coad­ju­tor4 him­self, the fa­mous Jean François Gondy, who at that time, hav­ing a pre­sen­ti­ment of the part he was to play, was be­gin­ning to court pop­u­lar­i­ty by alms­giv­ing. It was to this end that he per­formed from time to time some of those ear­ly mass­es which the com­mon peo­ple, gen­er­al­ly, alone at­tend­ed.

			D’Artag­nan knelt as well as the rest, re­ceived his share of the bene­dic­tion and made the sign of the cross; but when Bazin passed in his turn, with his eyes raised to Heav­en and walk­ing, in all hu­mil­i­ty, the very last, d’Artag­nan pulled him by the hem of his robe.

			Bazin looked down and start­ed, as if he had seen a ser­pent.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” he cried; “Vade retro Sa­tanas!”

			“So, my dear Bazin!” said the of­fi­cer, laugh­ing, “this is the way you re­ceive an old friend.”

			“Sir,” replied Bazin, “the true friends of a Chris­tian are those who aid him in work­ing out his sal­va­tion, not those who hin­der him in do­ing so.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you, Bazin; nor can I see how I can be a stum­bling-block in the way of your sal­va­tion,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“You for­get, sir, that you very near­ly ru­ined for­ev­er that of my mas­ter; and that it was ow­ing to you that he was very near­ly be­ing damned eter­nal­ly for re­main­ing a mus­ke­teer, whilst all the time his true vo­ca­tion was the church.”

			“My dear Bazin, you ought to per­ceive,” said d’Artag­nan, “from the place in which you find me, that I am great­ly changed in ev­ery­thing. Age pro­duces good sense, and, as I doubt not but that your mas­ter is on the road to sal­va­tion, I want you to tell me where he is, that he may help me to mine.”

			“Rather say, to take him back with you in­to the world. For­tu­nate­ly, I don’t know where he is.”

			“How!” cried d’Artag­nan; “you don’t know where Aramis is?”

			“For­mer­ly,” replied Bazin, “Aramis was his name of perdi­tion. By Aramis is meant Simara, which is the name of a de­mon. Hap­pi­ly for him he has ceased to bear that name.”

			“And there­fore,” said d’Artag­nan, re­solved to be pa­tient to the end, “it is not Aramis I seek, but the Ab­bé d’Herblay. Come, my dear Bazin, tell me where he is.”

			“Didn’t you hear me tell you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, that I don’t know where he is?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly; but to that I an­swer that it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“It is, nev­er­the­less, the truth, Mon­sieur—the pure truth, the truth of the good God.”

			D’Artag­nan saw clear­ly that he would get noth­ing out of this man, who was ev­i­dent­ly telling a false­hood in his pre­tend­ed ig­no­rance of the abode of Aramis, but whose lies were bold and de­cid­ed.

			“Well, Bazin,” said d’Artag­nan, “since you do not know where your mas­ter lives, let us speak of it no more; let us part good friends. Ac­cept this half-pis­tole to drink to my health.”

			“I do not drink”—Bazin pushed away with dig­ni­ty the of­fi­cer’s hand—“ ’tis good on­ly for the laity.”

			“In­cor­rupt­ible!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan; “I am un­lucky”; and whilst he was lost in thought Bazin re­treat­ed to­ward the sac­risty, and even there he could not think him­self safe un­til he had shut and locked the door be­hind him.

			D’Artag­nan was still in deep thought when some­one touched him on the shoul­der. He turned and was about to ut­ter an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise when the oth­er made to him a sign of si­lence.

			“You here, Rochefort?” he said, in a low voice.

			“Hush!” re­turned Rochefort. “Did you know that I am at lib­er­ty?”

			“I knew it from the foun­tain­head—from Planchet. And what brought you here?”

			“I came to thank God for my hap­py de­liv­er­ance,” said Rochefort.

			“And noth­ing more? I sup­pose that is not all.”

			“To take my or­ders from the coad­ju­tor and to see if we can­not wake up Mazarin a lit­tle.”

			“A bad plan; you’ll be shut up again in the Bastille.”

			“Oh, as to that, I shall take care, I as­sure you. The air, the fresh, free air is so good; be­sides,” and Rochefort drew a deep breath as he spoke, “I am go­ing in­to the coun­try to make a tour.”

			“Stop,” cried d’Artag­nan; “I, too, am go­ing.”

			“And if I may with­out im­per­ti­nence ask—where are you go­ing?”

			“To seek my friends.”

			“What friends?”

			“Those that you asked about yes­ter­day.”

			“Athos, Porthos and Aramis—you are look­ing for them?”

			“Yes.”

			“On hon­or?”

			“What, then, is there sur­pris­ing in that?”

			“Noth­ing. Queer, though. And in whose be­half are you look­ing for them?”

			“You are in no doubt on that score.”

			“That is true.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, I have no idea where they are.”

			“And you have no way to get news of them? Wait a week and I my­self will give you some.”

			“A week is too long. I must find them with­in three days.”

			“Three days are a short time and France is large.”

			“No mat­ter; you know the word must; with that word great things are done.”

			“And when do you set out?”

			“I am now on my road.”

			“Good luck to you.”

			“And to you—a good jour­ney.”

			“Per­haps we shall meet on our road.”

			“That is not prob­a­ble.”

			“Who knows? Chance is so capri­cious. Adieu, till we meet again! Apro­pos, should Mazarin speak to you about me, tell him that I should have re­quest­ed you to ac­quaint him that in a short time he will see whether I am, as he says, too old for ac­tion.”

			And Rochefort went away with one of those di­a­bol­i­cal smiles which used for­mer­ly to make d’Artag­nan shud­der, but d’Artag­nan could now see it with­out alarm, and smil­ing in his turn, with an ex­pres­sion of melan­choly which the rec­ol­lec­tions called up by that smile could, per­haps, alone give to his coun­te­nance, he said:

			“Go, de­mon, do what thou wilt! It mat­ters lit­tle now to me. There’s no sec­ond Con­stance in the world.”

			On his re­turn to the cathe­dral, d’Artag­nan saw Bazin, who was con­vers­ing with the sac­ristan. Bazin was mak­ing, with his spare lit­tle short arms, ridicu­lous ges­tures. D’Artag­nan per­ceived that he was en­forc­ing pru­dence with re­spect to him­self.

			D’Artag­nan slipped out of the cathe­dral and placed him­self in am­bus­cade at the cor­ner of the Rue des Canettes; it was im­pos­si­ble that Bazin should go out of the cathe­dral with­out his see­ing him.

			In five min­utes Bazin made his ap­pear­ance, look­ing in ev­ery di­rec­tion to see if he were ob­served, but he saw no one. Calmed by ap­pear­ances he ven­tured to walk on through the Rue Notre Dame. Then d’Artag­nan rushed out of his hid­ing place and ar­rived in time to see Bazin turn down the Rue de la Juiv­er­ie and en­ter, in the Rue de la Ca­lan­dre, a re­spectable look­ing house; and this d’Artag­nan felt no doubt was the habi­ta­tion of the wor­thy bea­dle. Afraid of mak­ing any in­quiries at this house, d’Artag­nan en­tered a small tav­ern at the cor­ner of the street and asked for a cup of hypocras. This bev­er­age re­quired a good half-hour to pre­pare. And d’Artag­nan had time, there­fore, to watch Bazin un­sus­pect­ed.

			He per­ceived in the tav­ern a pert boy be­tween twelve and fif­teen years of age whom he fan­cied he had seen not twen­ty min­utes be­fore un­der the guise of a cho­ris­ter. He ques­tioned him, and as the boy had no in­ter­est in de­ceiv­ing, d’Artag­nan learned that he ex­er­cised, from six o’clock in the morn­ing un­til nine, the of­fice of cho­ris­ter, and from nine o’clock till mid­night that of a wait­er in the tav­ern.

			Whilst he was talk­ing to this lad a horse was brought to the door of Bazin’s house. It was sad­dled and bri­dled. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly Bazin came down­stairs.

			“Look!” said the boy, “there’s our bea­dle, who is go­ing a jour­ney.”

			“And where is he go­ing?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“For­sooth, I don’t know.”

			“Half a pis­tole if you can find out,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“For me?” cried the boy, his eyes sparkling with joy, “if I can find out where Bazin is go­ing? That is not dif­fi­cult. You are not jok­ing, are you?”

			“No, on the hon­or of an of­fi­cer; there is the half-pis­tole”; and he showed him the se­duc­tive coin, but did not give it him.

			“I shall ask him.”

			“Just the very way not to know. Wait till he is set out and then, mar­ry, come up, ask, and find out. The half-pis­tole is ready,” and he put it back again in­to his pock­et.

			“I un­der­stand,” said the child, with that jeer­ing smile which marks es­pe­cial­ly the “gamin de Paris.” “Well, we must wait.”

			They had not long to wait. Five min­utes af­ter­ward Bazin set off on a full trot, urg­ing on his horse by the blows of a para­pluie, which he was in the habit of us­ing in­stead of a rid­ing whip.

			Scarce­ly had he turned the cor­ner of the Rue de la Juiv­er­ie when the boy rushed af­ter him like a blood­hound on full scent.

			Be­fore ten min­utes had elapsed the child re­turned.

			“Well!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Well!” an­swered the boy, “the thing is done.”

			“Where is he gone?”

			“The half-pis­tole is for me?”

			“Doubt­less, an­swer me.”

			“I want to see it. Give it me, that I may see it is not false.”

			“There it is.”

			The child put the piece of mon­ey in­to his pock­et.

			“And now, where is he gone?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“He is gone to Noisy.”

			“How dost thou know?”

			“Ah, faith! there was no great cun­ning nec­es­sary. I knew the horse he rode; it be­longed to the butch­er, who lets it out now and then to M. Bazin. Now I thought that the butch­er would not let his horse out like that with­out know­ing where it was go­ing. And he an­swered ‘that Mon­sieur Bazin went to Noisy.’ ’Tis his cus­tom. He goes two or three times a week.”

			“Dost thou know Noisy well?”

			“I think so, tru­ly; my nurse lives there.”

			“Is there a con­vent at Noisy?”

			“Isn’t there a great and grand one—the con­vent of Je­suits?”

			“What is thy name?”

			“Fri­quet.”

			D’Artag­nan wrote the child’s name in his tablets.

			“Please, sir,” said the boy, “do you think I can gain any more half-pis­toles in any way?”

			“Per­haps,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			And hav­ing got out all he want­ed, he paid for the hypocras, which he did not drink, and went quick­ly back to the Rue Ti­que­tonne.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				How d’Artag­nan, on Go­ing to a Dis­tance to Dis­cov­er Aramis, Dis­cov­ers His Old Friend on Horse­back Be­hind His Own Planchet

			
			On en­ter­ing the ho­tel d’Artag­nan saw a man sit­ting in a cor­ner by the fire. It was Planchet, but so com­plete­ly trans­formed, thanks to the old clothes that the de­part­ing hus­band had left be­hind, that d’Artag­nan him­self could hard­ly rec­og­nize him. Madeleine in­tro­duced him in pres­ence of all the ser­vants. Planchet ad­dressed the of­fi­cer with a fine Flem­ish phrase; the of­fi­cer replied in words that be­longed to no lan­guage at all, and the bar­gain was con­clud­ed; Madeleine’s broth­er en­tered d’Artag­nan’s ser­vice.

			The plan adopt­ed by d’Artag­nan was soon per­fect­ed. He re­solved not to reach Noisy in the day, for fear of be­ing rec­og­nized; he had there­fore plen­ty of time be­fore him, for Noisy is on­ly three or four leagues from Paris, on the road to Meaux.

			He be­gan his day by break­fast­ing sub­stan­tial­ly—a bad be­gin­ning when one wants to em­ploy the head, but an ex­cel­lent pre­cau­tion when one wants to work the body; and about two o’clock he had his two hors­es sad­dled, and fol­lowed by Planchet he quit­ted Paris by the Bar­rière de la Vil­lete. A most ac­tive search was still pros­e­cut­ed in the house near the Hô­tel de la Chevrette for the dis­cov­ery of Planchet.

			At about a league and a half from the city, d’Artag­nan, find­ing that in his im­pa­tience he had set out too soon, stopped to give the hors­es breath­ing time. The inn was full of dis­rep­utable look­ing peo­ple, who seemed as if they were on the point of com­menc­ing some night­ly ex­pe­di­tion. A man, wrapped in a cloak, ap­peared at the door, but see­ing a stranger he beck­oned to his com­pan­ions, and two men who were drink­ing in the inn went out to speak to him.

			D’Artag­nan, on his side, went up to the land­la­dy, praised her wine—which was a hor­ri­ble pro­duc­tion from the coun­try of Mon­treuil—and heard from her that there were on­ly two hous­es of im­por­tance in the vil­lage; one of these be­longed to the Arch­bish­op of Paris, and was at that time the abode of his niece the Duchess of Longueville; the oth­er was a con­vent of Je­suits and was the prop­er­ty—a by no means un­usu­al cir­cum­stance—of these wor­thy fa­thers.

			At four o’clock d’Artag­nan recom­menced his jour­ney. He pro­ceed­ed slow­ly and in deep rever­ie. Planchet al­so was lost in thought, but the sub­ject of their re­flec­tions was not the same.

			One word which their land­la­dy had pro­nounced had giv­en a par­tic­u­lar turn to d’Artag­nan’s de­lib­er­a­tions; this was the name of Madame de Longueville.

			That name was in­deed one to in­spire imag­i­na­tion and pro­duce thought. Madame de Longueville was one of the high­est ladies in the realm; she was al­so one of the great­est beau­ties at court. She had for­mer­ly been sus­pect­ed of an in­ti­ma­cy of too ten­der a na­ture with Col­igny, who, for her sake, had been killed in a du­el, in the Place Royale, by the Duc de Guise. She was now con­nect­ed by bonds of a po­lit­i­cal na­ture with the Prince de Mar­sil­lac, the el­dest son of the old Duc de Rochefou­cauld, whom she was try­ing to in­spire with an en­mi­ty to­ward the Duc de Condé, her broth­er-in-law, whom she now hat­ed mor­tal­ly.

			D’Artag­nan thought of all these mat­ters. He re­mem­bered how at the Lou­vre he had of­ten seen, as she passed by him in the full ra­di­ance of her daz­zling charms, the beau­ti­ful Madame de Longueville. He thought of Aramis, who, with­out pos­sess­ing any greater ad­van­tages than him­self, had for­mer­ly been the lover of Madame de Chevreuse, who had been to a for­mer court what Madame de Longueville was in that day; and he won­dered how it was that there should be in the world peo­ple who suc­ceed in ev­ery wish—some in am­bi­tion, oth­ers in love—whilst oth­ers, ei­ther from chance, or from ill-luck, or from some nat­u­ral de­fect or im­ped­i­ment, re­main half­way up­on the road to­ward ful­fil­ment of their hopes and ex­pec­ta­tions.

			He was con­fess­ing to him­self that he be­longed to the lat­ter un­hap­py class, when Planchet ap­proached and said:

			“I will lay a wa­ger, your hon­or, that you and I are think­ing of the same thing.”

			“I doubt it, Planchet,” replied d’Artag­nan, “but what are you think­ing of?”

			“I am think­ing, sir, of those des­per­ate look­ing men who were drink­ing in the inn where we rest­ed.”

			“Al­ways cau­tious, Planchet.”

			“ ’Tis in­stinct, your hon­or.”

			“Well, what does your in­stinct tell you now?”

			“Sir, my in­stinct told me that those peo­ple were as­sem­bled there for some bad pur­pose; and I was re­flect­ing on what my in­stinct had told me, in the dark­est cor­ner of the sta­ble, when a man wrapped in a cloak and fol­lowed by two oth­er men, came in.”

			“Ah! ah!” said d’Artag­nan, Planchet’s recital agree­ing with his own ob­ser­va­tions. “Well?”

			“One of these two men said, ‘He must cer­tain­ly be at Noisy, or be com­ing there this evening, for I have seen his ser­vant.’

			“ ‘Art thou sure?’ said the man in the cloak.

			“ ‘Yes, my prince.’ ”

			“My prince!” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, ‘my prince’; but lis­ten. ‘If he is here’—this is what the oth­er man said—‘let’s see de­cid­ed­ly what to do with him.’

			“ ‘What to do with him?’ an­swered the prince.

			“ ‘Yes, he’s not a man to al­low him­self to be tak­en any­how; he’ll de­fend him­self.’

			“ ‘Well, we must try to take him alive. Have you cords to bind him with and a gag to stop his mouth?’

			“ ‘We have.’

			“ ‘Re­mem­ber that he will most like­ly be dis­guised as a horse­man.’

			“ ‘Yes, yes, my lord; don’t be un­easy.’

			“ ‘Be­sides, I shall be there.’

			“ ‘You will as­sure us that jus­tice—’

			“ ‘Yes, yes! I an­swer for all that,’ the prince said.

			“ ‘Well, then, we’ll do our best.’ Hav­ing said that, they went out of the sta­ble.”

			“Well, what mat­ters all that to us?” said d’Artag­nan. “This is one of those at­tempts that hap­pen ev­ery day.”

			“Are you sure that we are not its ob­jects?”

			“We? Why?”

			“Just re­mem­ber what they said. ‘I have seen his ser­vant,’ said one, and that ap­plies very well to me.”

			“Well?”

			“ ‘He must cer­tain­ly be at Noisy, or be com­ing there this evening,’ said the oth­er; and that ap­plies very well to you.”

			“What else?”

			“Then the prince said: ‘Take no­tice that in all prob­a­bil­i­ty he will be dis­guised as a cav­a­lier’; which seems to me to leave no room for doubt, since you are dressed as a cav­a­lier and not as an of­fi­cer of Mus­ke­teers. Now then, what do you say to that?”

			“Alas! my dear Planchet,” said d’Artag­nan, sigh­ing, “we are un­for­tu­nate­ly no longer in those times in which princes would care to as­sas­si­nate me. Those were good old days; nev­er fear—these peo­ple owe us no grudge.”

			“Is your hon­or sure?”

			“I can an­swer for it they do not.”

			“Well, we won’t speak of it any more, then”; and Planchet took his place in d’Artag­nan’s suite with that sub­lime con­fi­dence he had al­ways had in his mas­ter, which even fif­teen years of sep­a­ra­tion had not de­stroyed.

			They had trav­eled on­ward about half a mile when Planchet came close up to d’Artag­nan.

			“Stop, sir, look yon­der,” he whis­pered; “don’t you see in the dark­ness some­thing pass by, like shad­ows? I fan­cy I hear hors­es’ feet.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” re­turned d’Artag­nan. “The ground is soak­ing wet; yet I fan­cy, as thou sayest, that I see some­thing.”

			At this mo­ment the neigh­ing of a horse struck his ear, com­ing through dark­ness and space.

			“There are men some­where about, but that’s of no con­se­quence to us,” said d’Artag­nan; “let us ride on­ward.”

			At about half-past eight o’clock they reached the first hous­es in Noisy; ev­ery­one was in bed and not a light was to be seen in the vil­lage. The ob­scu­ri­ty was bro­ken on­ly now and then by the still dark­er lines of the roofs of hous­es. Here and there a dog barked be­hind a door or an af­fright­ed cat fled pre­cip­i­tate­ly from the midst of the pave­ment to take refuge be­hind a pile of fag­gots, from which re­treat her eyes would shine like peri­dores. These were the on­ly liv­ing crea­tures that seemed to in­hab­it the vil­lage.

			To­ward the mid­dle of the town, com­mand­ing the prin­ci­pal open space, rose a dark mass, sep­a­rat­ed from the rest of the world by two lanes and over­shad­owed in the front by enor­mous lime-trees. D’Artag­nan looked at­ten­tive­ly at the build­ing.

			“This,” he said to Planchet, “must be the arch­bish­op’s château, the abode of the fair Madame de Longueville; but the con­vent, where is that?”

			“The con­vent, your hon­or, is at the oth­er end of the vil­lage; I know it well.”

			“Well, then, Planchet, gal­lop up to it whilst I tight­en my horse’s girth, and come back and tell me if there is a light in any of the Je­suits’ win­dows.”

			In about five min­utes Planchet re­turned.

			“Sir,” he said, “there is one win­dow of the con­vent light­ed up.”

			“Hem! If I were a ‘Fron­deur,’ ” said d’Artag­nan, “I should knock here and should be sure of a good sup­per. If I were a monk I should knock yon­der and should have a good sup­per there, too; where­as, ’tis very pos­si­ble that be­tween the cas­tle and the con­vent we shall sleep on hard beds, dy­ing with hunger and thirst.”

			“Yes,” added Planchet, “like the fa­mous ass of Buri­dan. Shall I knock?”

			“Hush!” replied d’Artag­nan; “the light no longer burns in yon­der win­dow.”

			“Do you hear noth­ing?” whis­pered Planchet.

			“What is that noise?”

			There came a sound like a whirl­wind, at the same time two troops of horse­men, each com­posed of ten men, sal­lied forth from each of the lanes which en­com­passed the house and sur­round­ed d’Artag­nan and Planchet.

			“Hey­day!” cried d’Artag­nan, draw­ing his sword and tak­ing refuge be­hind his horse; “are you not mis­tak­en? is it re­al­ly for us that you mean your at­tack?”

			“Here he is! we have him!” cried the horse­men, rush­ing on d’Artag­nan with naked swords.

			“Don’t let him es­cape!” said a loud voice.

			“No, my lord; be as­sured we shall not.”

			D’Artag­nan thought it was now time for him to join in the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Hal­loo, gen­tle­men!” he called out in his Gas­con ac­cent, “what do you want? what do you de­mand?”

			“That thou shalt soon know,” shout­ed a cho­rus of horse­men.

			“Stop, stop!” cried he whom they had ad­dressed as “my lord”; “ ’tis not his voice.”

			“Ah! just so, gen­tle­men! pray, do peo­ple get in­to a pas­sion at ran­dom at Noisy? Take care, for I warn you that the first man that comes with­in the length of my sword—and my sword is long—I rip him up.”

			The chief­tain of the par­ty drew near.

			“What are you do­ing here?” he asked in a lofty tone, as that of one ac­cus­tomed to com­mand.

			“And you—what are you do­ing here?” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Be civ­il, or I shall beat you; for al­though one may not choose to pro­claim one­self, one in­sists on re­spect suit­able to one’s rank.”

			“You don’t choose to dis­cov­er your­self, be­cause you are the lead­er of an am­bus­cade,” re­turned d’Artag­nan; “but with re­gard to my­self, who am trav­el­ing qui­et­ly with my own ser­vant, I have not the same rea­sons as you have to con­ceal my name.”

			“Enough! enough! what is your name?”

			“I shall tell you my name in or­der that you may know where to find me, my lord, or my prince, as it may suit you best to be called,” said our Gas­con, who did not choose to seem to yield to a threat. “Do you know Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“Lieu­tenant in the king’s Mus­ke­teers?” said the voice; “you are Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“I am.”

			“Then you came here to de­fend him?”

			“Him? whom?”

			“The man we are seek­ing.”

			“It seems,” said d’Artag­nan, “that whilst I thought I was com­ing to Noisy I have en­tered, with­out sus­pect­ing it, in­to the king­dom of mys­ter­ies.”

			“Come,” replied the same lofty tone, “an­swer! Are you wait­ing for him un­der­neath these win­dows? Did you come to Noisy to de­fend him?”

			“I am wait­ing for no one,” replied d’Artag­nan, who was be­gin­ning to be an­gry. “I pro­pose to de­fend no one but my­self, and I shall de­fend my­self vig­or­ous­ly, I give you warn­ing.”

			“Very well,” said the voice; “go away from here and leave the place to us.”

			“Go away from here!” said d’Artag­nan, whose pur­pos­es were in con­flict with that or­der, “that is not so easy, since I am on the point of fall­ing, and my horse, too, through fa­tigue; un­less, in­deed, you are dis­posed to of­fer me a sup­per and a bed in the neigh­bor­hood.”

			“Ras­cal!”

			“Eh! Mon­sieur!” said d’Artag­nan, “I beg you will have a care what you say; for if you ut­ter an­oth­er word like that, be you mar­quis, duke, prince or king, I will thrust it down your throat! do you hear?”

			“Well, well,” re­joined the lead­er, “there’s no doubt ’tis a Gas­con who is speak­ing, and there­fore not the man we are look­ing for. Our blow has failed for tonight; let us with­draw. We shall meet again, Mas­ter d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued the lead­er, rais­ing his voice.

			“Yes, but nev­er with the same ad­van­tages,” said d’Artag­nan, in a tone of raillery; “for when you meet me again you will per­haps be alone and there will be day­light.”

			“Very good, very good,” said the voice. “En route, gen­tle­men.”

			And the troop, grum­bling an­gri­ly, dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness and took the road to Paris. D’Artag­nan and Planchet re­mained for some mo­ments still on the de­fen­sive; then, as the noise of the horse­men be­came more and more dis­tant, they sheathed their swords.

			“Thou seest, sim­ple­ton,” said d’Artag­nan to his ser­vant, “that they wished no harm to us.”

			“But to whom, then?”

			“I’faith! I nei­ther know nor care. What I do care for now, is to make my way in­to the Je­suits’ con­vent; so to horse and let us knock at their door. Hap­pen what will, the dev­il take them, they can’t eat us.”

			And he mount­ed his horse. Planchet had just done the same when an un­ex­pect­ed weight fell up­on the back of the horse, which sank down.

			“Hey! your hon­or!” cried Planchet, “I’ve a man be­hind me.”

			D’Artag­nan turned around and plain­ly saw two hu­man forms on Planchet’s horse.

			“ ’Tis then the dev­il that pur­sues!” he cried; draw­ing his sword and pre­par­ing to at­tack the new foe.

			“No, no, dear d’Artag­nan,” said the fig­ure, “ ’tis not the dev­il, ’tis Aramis; gal­lop fast, Planchet, and when you come to the end of the vil­lage turn swift­ly to the left.”

			And Planchet, with Aramis be­hind him, set off at full gal­lop, fol­lowed by d’Artag­nan, who be­gan to think he was in the mer­ry maze of some fan­tas­tic dream.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Ab­bé d’Herblay

			
			At the ex­trem­i­ty of the vil­lage Planchet turned to the left in obe­di­ence to the or­ders of Aramis, and stopped un­der­neath the win­dow which had light in it. Aramis alight­ed and clapped his hands three times. Im­me­di­ate­ly the win­dow was opened and a lad­der of rope was let down from it.

			“My friend,” said Aramis, “if you like to as­cend I shall be de­light­ed to re­ceive you.”

			“Ah,” said d’Artag­nan, “is that the way you re­turn to your apart­ment?”

			“Af­ter nine at night, par­dieu!” said Aramis, “the rule of the con­vent is very se­vere.”

			“Par­don me, my dear friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “I think you said ‘par­dieu!’ ”

			“Do you think so?” said Aramis, smil­ing; “it is pos­si­ble. You have no idea, my dear fel­low, how one ac­quires bad habits in these cursed con­vents, or what evil ways all these men of the church have, with whom I am obliged to live. But will you not go up?”

			“Pass on be­fore me, I beg of you.”

			“As the late car­di­nal used to say to the late king, ‘on­ly to show you the way, sire.’ ” And Aramis as­cend­ed the lad­der quick­ly and reached the win­dow in an in­stant.

			D’Artag­nan fol­lowed, but less nim­bly, show­ing plain­ly that this mode of as­cent was not one to which he was ac­cus­tomed.

			“I beg your par­don,” said Aramis, notic­ing his awk­ward­ness; “if I had known that I was to have the hon­or of your vis­it I should have pro­cured the gar­den­er’s lad­der; but for me alone this is good enough.”

			“Sir,” said Planchet when he saw d’Artag­nan on the sum­mit of the lad­der, “this way is easy for Mon­sieur Aramis and even for you; in case of ne­ces­si­ty I might al­so climb up, but my two hors­es can­not mount the lad­der.”

			“Take them to yon­der shed, my friend,” said Aramis, point­ing to a low build­ing on the plain; “there you will find hay and straw for them; then come back here and clap your hands three times, and we will give you wine and food. Mar­ry, for­sooth, peo­ple don’t die of hunger here.”

			And Aramis, draw­ing in the lad­der, closed the win­dow. D’Artag­nan then looked around at­ten­tive­ly.

			Nev­er was there an apart­ment at the same time more war­like and more el­e­gant. At each cor­ner were ar­ranged tro­phies, pre­sent­ing to view swords of all sorts, and on the walls hung four great pic­tures rep­re­sent­ing in their or­di­nary mil­i­tary cos­tume the Car­di­nal de Lor­raine, the Car­di­nal de Riche­lieu, the Car­di­nal de la Valette, and the Arch­bish­op of Bor­deaux. Ex­te­ri­or­ly, noth­ing in the room showed that it was the habi­ta­tion of an ab­bé. The hang­ings were of damask, the car­pets from Alençon, and the bed, more es­pe­cial­ly, had more the look of a fine la­dy’s couch, with its trim­mings of fine lace and its em­broi­dered coun­ter­pane, than that of a man who had made a vow that he would en­deav­or to gain Heav­en by fast­ing and mor­ti­fi­ca­tion.

			“You are ex­am­in­ing my den,” said Aramis. “Ah, my dear fel­low, ex­cuse me; I am lodged like a Chartreux. But what are you look­ing for?”

			“I am look­ing for the per­son who let down the lad­der. I see no one and yet the lad­der didn’t come down of it­self.”

			“No, it is Bazin.”

			“Ah! ah!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“But,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “Bazin is a well trained ser­vant, and see­ing that I was not alone he dis­creet­ly re­tired. Sit down, my dear friend, and let us talk.” And Aramis pushed for­ward a large easy-chair, in which d’Artag­nan stretched him­self out.

			“In the first place, you will sup with me, will you not?” asked Aramis.

			“Yes, if you re­al­ly wish it,” said d’Artag­nan, “and even with great plea­sure, I con­fess; the jour­ney has giv­en me a dev­il of an ap­petite.”

			“Ah, my poor friend!” said Aramis, “you will find mea­gre fare; you were not ex­pect­ed.”

			“Am I then threat­ened with the omelet of Crêve­coeur?”

			“Oh, let us hope,” said Aramis, “that with the help of God and of Bazin we shall find some­thing bet­ter than that in the larder of the wor­thy Je­suit fa­thers. Bazin, my friend, come here.”

			The door opened and Bazin en­tered; on per­ceiv­ing the mus­ke­teer he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion that was al­most a cry of de­spair.

			“My dear Bazin,” said d’Artag­nan, “I am de­light­ed to see with what won­der­ful com­po­sure you can tell a lie even in church!”

			“Sir,” replied Bazin, “I have been taught by the good Je­suit fa­thers that it is per­mit­ted to tell a false­hood when it is told in a good cause.”

			“So far well,” said Aramis; “we are dy­ing of hunger. Serve us up the best sup­per you can, and es­pe­cial­ly give us some good wine.”

			Bazin bowed low, sighed, and left the room.

			“Now we are alone, dear Aramis,” said d’Artag­nan, “tell me how the dev­il you man­aged to alight up­on the back of Planchet’s horse.”

			“I’faith!” an­swered Aramis, “as you see, from Heav­en.”

			“From Heav­en,” replied d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head; “you have no more the ap­pear­ance of com­ing from thence than you have of go­ing there.”

			“My friend,” said Aramis, with a look of im­be­cil­i­ty on his face which d’Artag­nan had nev­er ob­served whilst he was in the Mus­ke­teers, “if I did not come from Heav­en, at least I was leav­ing Par­adise, which is al­most the same.”

			“Here, then, is a puz­zle for the learned,” ob­served d’Artag­nan, “un­til now they have nev­er been able to agree as to the sit­u­a­tion of Par­adise; some place it on Mount Ararat, oth­ers be­tween the rivers Tigris and Eu­phrates; it seems that they have been look­ing very far away for it, while it was ac­tu­al­ly very near. Par­adise is at Noisy le Sec, up­on the site of the arch­bish­op’s château. Peo­ple do not go out from it by the door, but by the win­dow; one doesn’t de­scend here by the mar­ble steps of a peri­style, but by the branch­es of a lime-tree; and the an­gel with a flam­ing sword who guards this ely­si­um seems to have changed his ce­les­tial name of Gabriel in­to that of the more ter­res­tri­al one of the Prince de Mar­sil­lac.”

			Aramis burst in­to a fit of laugh­ter.

			“You were al­ways a mer­ry com­pan­ion, my dear d’Artag­nan,” he said, “and your wit­ty Gas­con fan­cy has not de­sert­ed you. Yes, there is some­thing in what you say; nev­er­the­less, do not be­lieve that it is Madame de Longueville with whom I am in love.”

			“A plague on’t! I shall not do so. Af­ter hav­ing been so long in love with Madame de Chevreuse, you would hard­ly lay your heart at the feet of her mor­tal en­e­my!”

			“Yes,” replied Aramis, with an ab­sent air; “yes, that poor duchess! I once loved her much, and to do her jus­tice, she was very use­ful to us. Even­tu­al­ly she was obliged to leave France. He was a re­lent­less en­e­my, that damned car­di­nal,” con­tin­ued Aramis, glanc­ing at the por­trait of the old min­is­ter. “He had even giv­en or­ders to ar­rest her and would have cut off her head had she not es­caped with her wait­ing-maid—poor Kit­ty! I have heard that she met with a strange ad­ven­ture in I don’t know what vil­lage, with I don’t know what curé, of whom she asked hos­pi­tal­i­ty and who, hav­ing but one cham­ber, and tak­ing her for a cav­a­lier, of­fered to share it with her. For she had a won­der­ful way of dress­ing as a man, that dear Marie; I know on­ly one oth­er wom­an who can do it as well. So they made this song about her: ‘Laboissiere, dis moi.’ You know it, don’t you?”

			“No, sing it, please.”

			Aramis im­me­di­ate­ly com­plied, and sang the song in a very live­ly man­ner.

			“Bra­vo!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you sing charm­ing­ly, dear Aramis. I do not per­ceive that singing mass­es has spoiled your voice.”

			“My dear d’Artag­nan,” replied Aramis, “you un­der­stand, when I was a mus­ke­teer I mount­ed guard as sel­dom as I could; now when I am an ab­bé I say as few mass­es as I can. But to re­turn to our duchess.”

			“Which—the Duchess de Chevreuse or the Duchess de Longueville?”

			“Have I not al­ready told you that there is noth­ing be­tween me and the Duchess de Longueville? Lit­tle flir­ta­tions, per­haps, and that’s all. No, I spoke of the Duchess de Chevreuse; did you see her af­ter her re­turn from Brus­sels, af­ter the king’s death?”

			“Yes, she is still beau­ti­ful.”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “I saw her al­so at that time. I gave her good ad­vice, by which she did not prof­it. I ven­tured to tell her that Mazarin was the lover of Anne of Aus­tria. She wouldn’t be­lieve me, say­ing that she knew Anne of Aus­tria, who was too proud to love such a worth­less cox­comb. Af­ter that she plunged in­to the ca­bal head­ed by the Duke of Beau­fort; and the ‘cox­comb’ ar­rest­ed de Beau­fort and ban­ished Madame de Chevreuse.”

			“You know,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “that she has had leave to re­turn to France?”

			“Yes she is come back and is go­ing to com­mit some fresh fol­ly or an­oth­er.”

			“Oh, but this time per­haps she will fol­low your ad­vice.”

			“Oh, this time,” re­turned Aramis, “I haven’t seen her; she is much changed.”

			“In that re­spect un­like you, my dear Aramis, for you are still the same; you have still your beau­ti­ful dark hair, still your el­e­gant fig­ure, still your fem­i­nine hands, which are ad­mirably suit­ed to a prelate.”

			“Yes,” replied Aramis, “I am ex­treme­ly care­ful of my ap­pear­ance. Do you know that I am grow­ing old? I am near­ly thir­ty-sev­en.”

			“Mind, Aramis”—d’Artag­nan smiled as he spoke—“since we are to­geth­er again, let us agree on one point: what age shall we be in fu­ture?”

			“How?”

			“For­mer­ly I was your ju­nior by two or three years, and if I am not mis­tak­en I am turned forty years old.”

			“In­deed! Then ’tis I who am mis­tak­en, for you have al­ways been a good chro­nol­o­gist. By your reck­on­ing I must be forty-three at least. The dev­il I am! Don’t let it out at the Hô­tel Ram­bouil­let; it would ru­in me,” replied the ab­bé.

			“Don’t be afraid,” said d’Artag­nan. “I nev­er go there.”

			“Why, what in the world,” cried Aramis, “is that an­i­mal Bazin do­ing? Bazin! Hur­ry up there, you ras­cal; we are mad with hunger and thirst!”

			Bazin en­tered at that mo­ment car­ry­ing a bot­tle in each hand.

			“At last,” said Aramis, “we are ready, are we?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, quite ready,” said Bazin; “but it took me some time to bring up all the—”

			“Be­cause you al­ways think you have on your shoul­ders your bea­dle’s robe, and spend all your time read­ing your bre­viary. But I give you warn­ing that if in pol­ish­ing your chapel uten­sils you for­get how to bright­en up my sword, I will make a great fire of your blessed im­ages and will see that you are roast­ed on it.”

			Bazin, scan­dal­ized, made a sign of the cross with the bot­tle in his hand. D’Artag­nan, more sur­prised than ev­er at the tone and man­ners of the Ab­bé d’Herblay, which con­trast­ed so strong­ly with those of the mus­ke­teer Aramis, re­mained star­ing with wide-open eyes at the face of his friend.

			Bazin quick­ly cov­ered the ta­ble with a damask cloth and ar­ranged up­on it so many things, gild­ed, per­fumed, ap­pe­tiz­ing, that d’Artag­nan was quite over­come.

			“But you ex­pect­ed some­one then?” asked the of­fi­cer.

			“Oh,” said Aramis, “I al­ways try to be pre­pared; and then I knew you were seek­ing me.”

			“From whom?”

			“From Mas­ter Bazin, to be sure; he took you for the dev­il, my dear fel­low, and has­tened to warn me of the dan­ger that threat­ened my soul if I should meet again a com­pan­ion so wicked as an of­fi­cer of Mus­ke­teers.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur!” said Bazin, clasp­ing his hands sup­pli­cat­ing­ly.

			“Come, no hypocrisy! you know that I don’t like it. You will do much bet­ter to open the win­dow and let down some bread, a chick­en and a bot­tle of wine to your friend Planchet, who has been this last hour killing him­self clap­ping his hands.”

			Planchet, in fact, had bed­ded and fed his hors­es, and then com­ing back un­der the win­dow had re­peat­ed two or three times the sig­nal agreed up­on.

			Bazin obeyed, fas­tened to the end of a cord the three ar­ti­cles des­ig­nat­ed and let them down to Planchet, who then went sat­is­fied to his shed.

			“Now to sup­per,” said Aramis.

			The two friends sat down and Aramis be­gan to cut up fowls, par­tridges and hams with ad­mirable skill.

			“The deuce!” cried d’Artag­nan; “do you live in this way al­ways?”

			“Yes, pret­ty well. The coad­ju­tor has giv­en me dis­pen­sa­tions from fast­ing on the jours mai­gres, on ac­count of my health; then I have en­gaged as my cook the cook who lived with Lafol­lone—you know the man I mean?—the friend of the car­di­nal, and the fa­mous epi­cure whose grace af­ter din­ner used to be, ‘Good Lord, do me the fa­vor to cause me to di­gest what I have eat­en.’ ”

			“Nev­er­the­less he died of in­di­ges­tion, in spite of his grace,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“What can you ex­pect?” replied Aramis, in a tone of res­ig­na­tion. “Ev­ery man that’s born must ful­fil his des­tiny.”

			“If it be not an in­del­i­cate ques­tion,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “have you grown rich?”

			“Oh, Heav­en! no. I make about twelve thou­sand francs a year, with­out count­ing a lit­tle benefice of a thou­sand crowns the prince gave me.”

			“And how do you make your twelve thou­sand francs? By your po­ems?”

			“No, I have giv­en up po­et­ry, ex­cept now and then to write a drink­ing song, some gay son­net or some in­no­cent epi­gram; I com­pose ser­mons, my friend.”

			“What! ser­mons? Do you preach them?”

			“No; I sell them to those of my cloth who wish to be­come great or­a­tors.”

			“Ah, in­deed! and you have not been tempt­ed by the hopes of rep­u­ta­tion your­self?”

			“I should, my dear d’Artag­nan, have been so, but na­ture said ‘No.’ When I am in the pul­pit, if by chance a pret­ty wom­an looks at me, I look at her again: if she smiles, I smile too. Then I speak at ran­dom; in­stead of preach­ing about the tor­ments of hell I talk of the joys of Par­adise. An event took place in the Church of St. Louis au Marais. A gen­tle­man laughed in my face. I stopped short to tell him that he was a fool; the con­gre­ga­tion went out to get stones to stone me with, but whilst they were away I found means to con­cil­i­ate the priests who were present, so that my foe was pelt­ed in­stead of me. ’Tis true that he came the next morn­ing to my house, think­ing that he had to do with an ab­bé—like all oth­er ab­bés.”

			“And what was the end of the af­fair?”

			“We met in the Place Royale—Egad! you know about it.”

			“Was I not your sec­ond?” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“You were; you know how I set­tled the mat­ter.”

			“Did he die?”

			“I don’t know. But, at all events, I gave him ab­so­lu­tion in ar­tic­u­lo mor­tis. ’Tis enough to kill the body, with­out killing the soul.”

			Bazin made a de­spair­ing sign which meant that while per­haps he ap­proved the moral he al­to­geth­er dis­ap­proved the tone in which it was ut­tered.

			“Bazin, my friend,” said Aramis, “you don’t seem to be aware that I can see you in that mir­ror, and you for­get that once for all I have for­bid­den all signs of ap­pro­ba­tion or dis­ap­pro­ba­tion. You will do me the fa­vor to bring us some Span­ish wine and then to with­draw. Be­sides, my friend d’Artag­nan has some­thing to say to me pri­vate­ly, have you not, d’Artag­nan?”

			D’Artag­nan nod­ded his head and Bazin re­tired, af­ter plac­ing on the ta­ble the Span­ish wine.

			The two friends, left alone, re­mained silent, face to face. Aramis seemed to await a com­fort­able di­ges­tion; d’Artag­nan, to be pre­par­ing his ex­ordi­um. Each of them, when the oth­er was not look­ing, haz­ard­ed a sly glance. It was Aramis who broke the si­lence.

			“What are you think­ing of, d’Artag­nan?” he be­gan.

			“I was think­ing, my dear old friend, that when you were a mus­ke­teer you turned your thoughts in­ces­sant­ly to the church, and now that you are an ab­bé you are per­pet­u­al­ly long­ing to be once more a mus­ke­teer.”

			“ ’Tis true—man, as you know,” said Aramis, “is a strange an­i­mal, made up of con­tra­dic­tions. Since I be­came an ab­bé I dream of noth­ing but bat­tles.”

			“That is ap­par­ent in your sur­round­ings; you have rapiers here of ev­ery form and to suit the most ex­act­ing taste. Do you still fence well?”

			“I—I fence as well as you did in the old time—bet­ter still, per­haps; I do noth­ing else all day.”

			“And with whom?”

			“With an ex­cel­lent mas­ter-at-arms that we have here.”

			“What! here?”

			“Yes, here, in this con­vent, my dear fel­low. There is ev­ery­thing in a Je­suit con­vent.”

			“Then you would have killed Mon­sieur de Mar­sil­lac if he had come alone to at­tack you, in­stead of at the head of twen­ty men?”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly,” said Aramis, “and even at the head of his twen­ty men, if I could have drawn with­out be­ing rec­og­nized.”

			God par­don me! said d’Artag­nan to him­self, I be­lieve he has be­come more Gas­con than I am! Then aloud: “Well, my dear Aramis, do you ask me why I came to seek you?”

			“No, I have not asked you that,” said Aramis, with his sub­tle man­ner; “but I have ex­pect­ed you to tell me.”

			“Well, I sought you for the sin­gle pur­pose of of­fer­ing you a chance to kill Mon­sieur de Mar­sil­lac when­ev­er you please, prince though he is.”

			“Hold on! wait!” said Aramis; “that is an idea!”

			“Of which I in­vite you to take ad­van­tage, my friend. Let us see; with your thou­sand crowns from the abbey and the twelve thou­sand francs you make by sell­ing ser­mons, are you rich? An­swer frankly.”

			“I? I am as poor as Job, and were you to search my pock­ets and my box­es I don’t be­lieve you would find a hun­dred pis­toles.”

			Peste, a hun­dred pis­toles! said d’Artag­nan to him­self; he calls that be­ing as poor as Job! If I had them I should think my­self as rich as Croe­sus. Then aloud: “Are you am­bi­tious?”

			“As Ence­ladus.”

			“Well, my friend, I bring you the means of be­com­ing rich, pow­er­ful, and free to do what­ev­er you wish.”

			The shad­ow of a cloud passed over Aramis’s face as quick­ly as that which in Au­gust pass­es over the field of grain; but quick as it was, it did not es­cape d’Artag­nan’s ob­ser­va­tion.

			“Speak on,” said Aramis.

			“One ques­tion first. Do you take any in­ter­est in pol­i­tics?”

			A gleam of light shone in Aramis’s eyes, as brief as the shad­ow that had passed over his face, but not so brief but that it was seen by d’Artag­nan.

			“No,” Aramis replied.

			“Then pro­pos­als from any quar­ter will be agree­able to you, since for the mo­ment you have no mas­ter but God?”

			“It is pos­si­ble.”

			“Have you, my dear Aramis, thought some­times of those hap­py, hap­py, hap­py days of youth we passed laugh­ing, drink­ing, and fight­ing each oth­er for play?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, and more than once re­gret­ted them; it was in­deed a glo­ri­ous time.”

			“Well, those splen­did­ly wild days may chance to come again; I am com­mis­sioned to find out my com­pan­ions and I be­gan by you, who were the very soul of our so­ci­ety.”

			Aramis bowed, rather with re­spect than plea­sure at the com­pli­ment.

			“To med­dle in pol­i­tics,” he ex­claimed, in a lan­guid voice, lean­ing back in his easy-chair. “Ah! dear d’Artag­nan! see how reg­u­lar­ly I live and how easy I am here. We have ex­pe­ri­enced the in­grat­i­tude of ‘the great,’ as you well know.”

			“ ’Tis true,” replied d’Artag­nan. “Yet the great some­times re­pent of their in­grat­i­tude.”

			“In that case it would be quite an­oth­er thing. Come! let’s be mer­ci­ful to ev­ery sin­ner! Be­sides, you are right in an­oth­er re­spect, which is in think­ing that if we were to med­dle in pol­i­tics there could not be a bet­ter time than the present.”

			“How can you know that? You who nev­er in­ter­est your­self in pol­i­tics?”

			“Ah! with­out car­ing about them my­self, I live among those who are much oc­cu­pied in them. Po­et as I am, I am in­ti­mate with Sarazin, who is de­vot­ed to the Prince de Con­ti, and with Mon­sieur de Bois-Robert, who, since the death of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu, is of all par­ties or any par­ty; so that po­lit­i­cal dis­cus­sions have not al­to­geth­er been un­in­ter­est­ing to me.”

			“I have no doubt of it,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Now, my dear friend, look up­on all I tell you as mere­ly the state­ment of a monk—of a man who re­sem­bles an echo—re­peat­ing sim­ply what he hears. I un­der­stand that Mazarin is at this very mo­ment ex­treme­ly un­easy as to the state of af­fairs; that his or­ders are not re­spect­ed like those of our for­mer bug­bear, the de­ceased car­di­nal, whose por­trait as you see hangs yon­der—for what­ev­er may be thought of him, it must be al­lowed that Riche­lieu was great.”

			“I will not con­tra­dict you there,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“My first im­pres­sions were fa­vor­able to the min­is­ter; I said to my­self that a min­is­ter is nev­er loved, but that with the ge­nius this one was said to have he would even­tu­al­ly tri­umph over his en­e­mies and would make him­self feared, which in my opin­ion is much more to be de­sired than to be loved—”

			D’Artag­nan made a sign with his head which in­di­cat­ed that he en­tire­ly ap­proved that doubt­ful max­im.

			“This, then,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “was my first opin­ion; but as I am very ig­no­rant in mat­ters of this kind and as the hu­mil­i­ty which I pro­fess obliges me not to rest on my own judg­ment, but to ask the opin­ion of oth­ers, I have in­quired—Eh!—my friend—”

			Aramis paused.

			“Well? what?” asked his friend.

			“Well, I must mor­ti­fy my­self. I must con­fess that I was mis­tak­en. Mon­sieur de Mazarin is not a man of ge­nius, as I thought, he is a man of no ori­gin—once a ser­vant of Car­di­nal Ben­tivoglio, and he got on by in­trigue. He is an up­start, a man of no name, who will on­ly be the tool of a par­ty in France. He will amass wealth, he will in­jure the king’s rev­enue and pay to him­self the pen­sions which Riche­lieu paid to oth­ers. He is nei­ther a gen­tle­man in man­ner nor in feel­ing, but a sort of buf­foon, a punchinel­lo, a pan­taloon. Do you know him? I do not.”

			“Hem!” said d’Artag­nan, “there is some truth in what you say.”

			“Ah! it fills me with pride to find that, thanks to a com­mon sort of pen­e­tra­tion with which I am en­dowed, I am ap­proved by a man like you, fresh from the court.”

			“But you speak of him, not of his par­ty, his re­sources.”

			“It is true—the queen is for him.”

			“Some­thing in his fa­vor.”

			“But he will nev­er have the king.”

			“A mere child.”

			“A child who will be of age in four years. Then he has nei­ther the par­lia­ment nor the peo­ple with him—they rep­re­sent the wealth of the coun­try; nor the no­bles nor the princes, who are the mil­i­tary pow­er of France.”

			D’Artag­nan scratched his ear. He was forced to con­fess to him­self that this rea­son­ing was not on­ly com­pre­hen­sive, but just.

			“You see, my poor friend, that I am some­times bereft of my or­di­nary thought­ful­ness; per­haps I am wrong in speak­ing thus to you, who have ev­i­dent­ly a lean­ing to Mazarin.”

			“I!” cried d’Artag­nan, “not in the least.”

			“You spoke of a mis­sion.”

			“Did I? I was wrong then—no, I said what you say—there is a cri­sis at hand. Well! let’s fly the feath­er be­fore the wind; let us join with that side to which the wind will car­ry it and re­sume our ad­ven­tur­ous life. We were once four valiant knights—four hearts fond­ly unit­ed; let us unite again, not our hearts, which have nev­er been sev­ered, but our courage and our for­tunes. Here’s a good op­por­tu­ni­ty for get­ting some­thing bet­ter than a di­a­mond.”

			“You are right, d’Artag­nan; I held a sim­i­lar project, but as I had not nor ev­er shall have your fruit­ful, vig­or­ous imag­i­na­tion, the idea was sug­gest­ed to me. Ev­ery­one nowa­days wants aux­il­iaries; propo­si­tions have been made to me and I con­fess to you frankly that the coad­ju­tor has made me speak out.”

			“Mon­sieur de Gondy! the car­di­nal’s en­e­my?”

			“No; the king’s friend,” said Aramis; “the king’s friend, you un­der­stand. Well, it is a ques­tion of serv­ing the king, the gen­tle­man’s du­ty.”

			“But the king is with Mazarin.”

			“He is, but not will­ing­ly—in ap­pear­ance, not heart; and that is ex­act­ly the snare the king’s en­e­mies are pre­par­ing for the poor child.”

			“Ah! but this is, in­deed, civ­il war which you pro­pose to me, dear Aramis.”

			“War for the king.”

			“Yet the king will be at the head of the army on Mazarin’s side.”

			“But his heart will be in the army com­mand­ed by the Duc de Beau­fort.”

			“Mon­sieur de Beau­fort? He is at Vin­cennes.”

			“Did I say Mon­sieur de Beau­fort? Mon­sieur de Beau­fort or an­oth­er. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort or Mon­sieur le Prince.”

			“But Mon­sieur le Prince is to set out for the army; he is en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to the car­di­nal.”

			“Oh oh!” said Aramis, “there are ques­tions be­tween them at this very mo­ment. And be­sides, if it is not the prince, then Mon­sieur de Gondy—”

			“But Mon­sieur de Gondy is to be made a car­di­nal; they are so­lic­it­ing the hat for him.”

			“And are there no car­di­nals that can fight? Come now, re­call the four car­di­nals that at the head of armies have equalled Mon­sieur de Guébri­ant and Mon­sieur de Gas­sion.”

			“But a hump­backed gen­er­al!”

			“Un­der the cuirass the hump will not be seen. Be­sides, re­mem­ber that Alexan­der was lame and Han­ni­bal had but one eye.”

			“Do you see any great ad­van­tage in ad­her­ing to this par­ty?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“I fore­see in it the aid of pow­er­ful princes.”

			“With the en­mi­ty of the gov­ern­ment.”

			“Coun­ter­act­ed by par­lia­ment and in­sur­rec­tions.”

			“That may be done if they can sep­a­rate the king from his moth­er.”

			“That may be done,” said Aramis.

			“Nev­er!” cried d’Artag­nan. “You, Aramis, know Anne of Aus­tria bet­ter than I do. Do you think she will ev­er for­get that her son is her safe­guard, her shield, the pledge for her dig­ni­ty, for her for­tune and her life? Should she for­sake Mazarin she must join her son and go over to the princes’ side; but you know bet­ter than I do that there are cer­tain rea­sons why she can nev­er aban­don Mazarin.”

			“Per­haps you are right,” said Aramis, thought­ful­ly; “there­fore I shall not pledge my­self.”

			“To them or to us, do you mean, Aramis?”

			“To no one. I am a priest,” re­sumed Aramis. “What have I to do with pol­i­tics? I am not obliged to read any bre­viary. I have a jol­ly lit­tle cir­cle of wit­ty ab­bés and pret­ty wom­en; ev­ery­thing goes on smooth­ly, so cer­tain­ly, dear friend, I shall not med­dle in pol­i­tics.”

			“Well, lis­ten, my dear Aramis,” said d’Artag­nan; “your phi­los­o­phy con­vinces me, on my hon­or. I don’t know what dev­il of an in­sect stung me and made me am­bi­tious. I have a post by which I live; at the death of Mon­sieur de Tréville, who is old, I may be a cap­tain, which is a very snug berth for a once pen­ni­less Gas­con. In­stead of run­ning af­ter ad­ven­tures I shall ac­cept an in­vi­ta­tion from Porthos; I shall go and shoot on his es­tate. You know he has es­tates—Porthos?”

			“I should think so, in­deed. Ten leagues of wood, of marsh land and val­leys; he is lord of the hill and the plain and is now car­ry­ing on a suit for his feu­dal rights against the Bish­op of Noy­on!”

			Good, said d’Artag­nan to him­self. That’s what I want­ed to know. Porthos is in Pi­cardy.

			Then aloud:

			“And he has tak­en his an­cient name of Val­lon?”

			“To which he adds that of Bra­cieux, an es­tate which has been a barony, by my troth.”

			“So that Porthos will be a baron.”

			“I don’t doubt it. The ‘Baroness Porthos’ will sound par­tic­u­lar­ly charm­ing.”

			And the two friends be­gan to laugh.

			“So,” d’Artag­nan re­sumed, “you will not be­come a par­ti­san of Mazarin’s?”

			“Nor you of the Prince de Condé?”

			“No, let us be­long to no par­ty, but re­main friends; let us be nei­ther Car­di­nal­ists nor Frondists.”

			“Adieu, then.” And d’Artag­nan poured out a glass of wine.

			“To old times,” he said.

			“Yes,” re­turned Aramis. “Un­hap­pi­ly, those times are past.”

			“Non­sense! They will re­turn,” said d’Artag­nan. “At all events, if you want me, re­mem­ber the Rue Ti­que­tonne, Hô­tel de la Chevrette.”

			“And I shall be at the con­vent of Je­suits; from six in the morn­ing to eight at night come by the door. From eight in the evening un­til six in the morn­ing come in by the win­dow.”

			“Adieu, dear friend.”

			“Oh, I can’t let you go so! I will go with you.” And he took his sword and cloak.

			He wants to be sure that I go away, said d’Artag­nan to him­self.

			Aramis whis­tled for Bazin, but Bazin was asleep in the an­techam­ber, and Aramis was obliged to shake him by the ear to awake him.

			Bazin stretched his arms, rubbed his eyes, and tried to go to sleep again.

			“Come, come, sleepy head; quick, the lad­der!”

			“But,” said Bazin, yawn­ing por­ten­tous­ly, “the lad­der is still at the win­dow.”

			“The oth­er one, the gar­den­er’s. Didn’t you see that Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan mount­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty? It will be even more dif­fi­cult to de­scend.”

			D’Artag­nan was about to as­sure Aramis that he could de­scend eas­i­ly, when an idea came in­to his head which si­lenced him.

			Bazin ut­tered a pro­found sigh and went out to look for the lad­der. Present­ly a good, sol­id, wood­en lad­der was placed against the win­dow.

			“Now then,” said d’Artag­nan, “this is some­thing like; this is a means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion. A wom­an could go up a lad­der like that.”

			Aramis’s search­ing look seemed to seek his friend’s thought even at the bot­tom of his heart, but d’Artag­nan sus­tained the in­qui­si­tion with an air of ad­mirable sim­plic­i­ty. Be­sides, at that mo­ment he put his foot on the first step of the lad­der and be­gan his de­scent. In a mo­ment he was on the ground. Bazin re­mained at the win­dow.

			“Stay there,” said Aramis; “I shall re­turn im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			The two friends went to­ward the shed. At their ap­proach Planchet came out lead­ing the two hors­es.

			“That is good to see,” said Aramis. “There is a ser­vant ac­tive and vig­i­lant, not like that lazy fel­low Bazin, who is no longer good for any­thing since he be­came con­nect­ed with the church. Fol­low us, Planchet; we shall con­tin­ue our con­ver­sa­tion to the end of the vil­lage.”

			They tra­versed the width of the vil­lage, talk­ing of in­dif­fer­ent things, then as they reached the last hous­es:

			“Go, then, dear friend,” said Aramis, “fol­low your own ca­reer. For­tune lav­ish­es her smiles up­on you; do not let her flee from your em­brace. As for me, I re­main in my hu­mil­i­ty and in­do­lence. Adieu!”

			“Thus, ’tis quite de­cid­ed,” said d’Artag­nan, “that what I have to of­fer to you does not tempt you?”

			“On the con­trary, it would tempt me were I any oth­er man,” re­joined Aramis; “but I re­peat, I am made up of con­tra­dic­tions. What I hate to­day I adore to­mor­row, and vice ver­sa. You see that I can­not, like you, for in­stance, set­tle on any fixed plan.”

			Thou li­est, sub­tle one, said d’Artag­nan to him­self. Thou alone, on the con­trary, know­est how to choose thy ob­ject and to gain it stealth­ily.

			The friends em­braced. They de­scend­ed in­to the plain by the lad­der. Planchet met them hard by the shed. D’Artag­nan jumped in­to the sad­dle, then the old com­pan­ions in arms again shook hands. D’Artag­nan and Planchet spurred their steeds and took the road to Paris.

			But af­ter he had gone about two hun­dred steps d’Artag­nan stopped short, alight­ed, threw the bri­dle of his horse over the arm of Planchet and took the pis­tols from his sad­dle­bow to fas­ten them to his gir­dle.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked Planchet.

			“This is the mat­ter: be he ev­er so cun­ning he shall nev­er say I was his dupe. Stand here, don’t stir, turn your back to the road and wait for me.”

			Hav­ing thus spo­ken, d’Artag­nan cleared the ditch by the road­side and crossed the plain so as to wind around the vil­lage. He had ob­served be­tween the house that Madame de Longueville in­hab­it­ed and the con­vent of the Je­suits, an open space sur­round­ed by a hedge.

			The moon had now risen and he could see well enough to re­trace his road.

			He reached the hedge and hid him­self be­hind it; in pass­ing by the house where the scene which we have re­lat­ed took place, he re­marked that the win­dow was again light­ed up and he was con­vinced that Aramis had not yet re­turned to his own apart­ment and that when he did it would not be alone.

			In truth, in a few min­utes he heard steps ap­proach­ing and low whis­pers.

			Close to the hedge the steps stopped.

			D’Artag­nan knelt down near the thick­est part of the hedge.

			Two men, to the as­ton­ish­ment of d’Artag­nan, ap­peared short­ly; soon, how­ev­er, his sur­prise van­ished, for he heard the mur­murs of a soft, har­mo­nious voice; one of these two men was a wom­an dis­guised as a cav­a­lier.

			“Calm your­self, dear René,” said the soft voice, “the same thing will nev­er hap­pen again. I have dis­cov­ered a sort of sub­ter­ranean pas­sage which runs be­neath the street and we shall on­ly have to raise one of the mar­ble slabs be­fore the door to open you an en­trance and an out­let.”

			“Oh!” an­swered an­oth­er voice, which d’Artag­nan in­stant­ly rec­og­nized as that of Aramis. “I swear to you, princess, that if your rep­u­ta­tion did not de­pend on pre­cau­tions and if my life alone were jeop­ar­dized—”

			“Yes, yes! I know you are as brave and ven­ture­some as any man in the world, but you do not be­long to me alone; you be­long to all our par­ty. Be pru­dent! sen­si­ble!”

			“I al­ways obey, Madame, when I am com­mand­ed by so gen­tle a voice.”

			He kissed her hand ten­der­ly.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed the cav­a­lier with a soft voice.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked Aramis.

			“Do you not see that the wind has blown off my hat?”

			Aramis rushed af­ter the fugi­tive hat. D’Artag­nan took ad­van­tage of the cir­cum­stance to find a place in the hedge not so thick, where his glance could pen­e­trate to the sup­posed cav­a­lier. At that in­stant, the moon, in­quis­i­tive, per­haps, like d’Artag­nan, came from be­hind a cloud and by her light d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the large blue eyes, the gold­en hair and the clas­sic head of the Duchess de Longueville.

			Aramis re­turned, laugh­ing, one hat on his head and the oth­er in his hand; and he and his com­pan­ion re­sumed their walk to­ward the con­vent.

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan, ris­ing and brush­ing his knees; “now I have thee—thou art a Fron­deur and the lover of Madame de Longueville.”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Mon­sieur Porthos du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds

			
			Thanks to what Aramis had told him, d’Artag­nan, who knew al­ready that Porthos called him­self Du Val­lon, was now aware that he styled him­self, from his es­tate, de Bra­cieux; and that he was, on ac­count of this es­tate, en­gaged in a law­suit with the Bish­op of Noy­on. It was, then, in the neigh­bor­hood of Noy­on that he must seek that es­tate. His itin­er­ary was prompt­ly de­ter­mined: he would go to Dammartin, from which place two roads di­verge, one to­ward Sois­sons, the oth­er to­ward Com­piègne; there he would in­quire con­cern­ing the Bra­cieux es­tate and go to the right or to the left ac­cord­ing to the in­for­ma­tion ob­tained.

			Planchet, who was still a lit­tle con­cerned for his safe­ty af­ter his re­cent es­capade, de­clared that he would fol­low d’Artag­nan even to the end of the world, ei­ther by the road to the right or by that to the left; on­ly he begged his for­mer mas­ter to set out in the evening, for greater se­cu­ri­ty to him­self. D’Artag­nan sug­gest­ed that he should send word to his wife, so that she might not be anx­ious about him, but Planchet replied with much sagac­i­ty that he was very sure his wife would not die of anx­i­ety through not know­ing where he was, while he, Planchet, re­mem­ber­ing her in­con­ti­nence of tongue, would die of anx­i­ety if she did know.

			This rea­son­ing seemed to d’Artag­nan so sat­is­fac­to­ry that he no fur­ther in­sist­ed; and about eight o’clock in the evening, the time when the va­pors of night be­gin to thick­en in the streets, he left the Hô­tel de la Chevrette, and fol­lowed by Planchet set forth from the cap­i­tal by way of the Saint De­nis gate.

			At mid­night the two trav­el­ers were at Dammartin, but it was then too late to make in­quiries—the host of the Cygne de la Croix had gone to bed.

			The next morn­ing d’Artag­nan sum­moned the host, one of those sly Nor­mans who say nei­ther yes nor no and fear to com­mit them­selves by giv­ing a di­rect an­swer. D’Artag­nan, how­ev­er, gath­ered from his equiv­o­cal replies that the road to the right was the one he ought to take, and on that un­cer­tain in­for­ma­tion he re­sumed his jour­ney. At nine in the morn­ing he reached Nan­teuil and stopped for break­fast. His host here was a good fel­low from Pi­cardy, who gave him all the in­for­ma­tion he need­ed. The Bra­cieux es­tate was a few leagues from Vil­lars-Cot­terets.

			D’Artag­nan was ac­quaint­ed with Vil­lars-Cot­terets, hav­ing gone thith­er with the court on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions; for at that time Vil­lars-Cot­terets was a roy­al res­i­dence. He there­fore shaped his course to­ward that place and dis­mount­ed at the Dauphin d’Or. There he as­cer­tained that the Bra­cieux es­tate was four leagues dis­tant, but that Porthos was not at Bra­cieux. Porthos had, in fact, been in­volved in a dis­pute with the Bish­op of Noy­on in re­gard to the Pier­re­fonds prop­er­ty, which ad­joined his own, and weary at length of a le­gal con­tro­ver­sy which was be­yond his com­pre­hen­sion, he put an end to it by pur­chas­ing Pier­re­fonds and added that name to his oth­ers. He now called him­self Du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds, and resid­ed on his new es­tate.

			The trav­el­ers were there­fore obliged to stay at the ho­tel un­til the next day; the hors­es had done ten leagues that day and need­ed rest. It is true they might have tak­en oth­ers, but there was a great for­est to pass through and Planchet, as we have seen, had no lik­ing for forests af­ter dark.

			There was an­oth­er thing that Planchet had no lik­ing for and that was start­ing on a jour­ney with a hun­gry stom­ach. Ac­cord­ing­ly, d’Artag­nan, on awak­ing, found his break­fast wait­ing for him. It need not be said that Planchet in re­sum­ing his for­mer func­tions re­sumed al­so his for­mer hu­mil­i­ty and was not ashamed to make his break­fast on what was left by d’Artag­nan.

			It was near­ly eight o’clock when they set out again. Their course was clear­ly de­fined: they were to fol­low the road to­ward Com­piègne and on emerg­ing from the for­est turn to the right.

			The morn­ing was beau­ti­ful, and in this ear­ly spring­time the birds sang on the trees and the sun­beams shone through the misty glades, like cur­tains of gold­en gauze.

			In oth­er parts of the for­est the light could scarce­ly pen­e­trate through the fo­liage, and the stems of two old oak trees—the refuge of the squir­rel, star­tled by the trav­el­ers—were in deep shad­ow.

			There came up from all na­ture in the dawn of day a per­fume of herbs, flow­ers and leaves, which de­light­ed the heart. D’Artag­nan, sick of the close­ness of Paris, thought that when a man had three names of his dif­fer­ent es­tates joined one to an­oth­er, he ought to be very hap­py in such a par­adise; then he shook his head, say­ing, “If I were Porthos and d’Artag­nan came to make me such a propo­si­tion as I am go­ing to make to him, I know what I should say to it.”

			As to Planchet, he thought of lit­tle or noth­ing, but was hap­py as a hunt­ing-hound in his old mas­ter’s com­pa­ny.

			At the ex­trem­i­ty of the wood d’Artag­nan per­ceived the road that had been de­scribed to him, and at the end of the road he saw the tow­ers of an im­mense feu­dal cas­tle.

			“Oh! oh!” he said, “I fan­cied this cas­tle be­longed to the an­cient branch of Or­léans. Can Porthos have ne­go­ti­at­ed for it with the Duc de Longueville?”

			“Faith!” ex­claimed Planchet, “here’s land in good con­di­tion; if it be­longs to Mon­sieur Porthos I wish him joy.”

			“Zounds!” cried d’Artag­nan, “don’t call him Porthos, nor even Val­lon; call him de Bra­cieux or de Pier­re­fonds; thou wilt knell out damna­tion to my mis­sion oth­er­wise.”

			As he ap­proached the cas­tle which had first at­tract­ed his eye, d’Artag­nan was con­vinced that it could not be there that his friend dwelt; the tow­ers, though sol­id and as if built yes­ter­day, were open and bro­ken. One might have fan­cied that some gi­ant had cleaved them with blows from a hatch­et.

			On ar­riv­ing at the ex­trem­i­ty of the cas­tle d’Artag­nan found him­self over­look­ing a beau­ti­ful val­ley, in which, at the foot of a charm­ing lit­tle lake, stood sev­er­al scat­tered hous­es, which, hum­ble in their as­pect, and cov­ered, some with tiles, oth­ers with thatch, seemed to ac­knowl­edge as their sov­er­eign lord a pret­ty château, built about the be­gin­ning of the reign of Hen­ry IV, and sur­mount­ed by four state­ly, gild­ed weath­er­cocks. D’Artag­nan no longer doubt­ed that this was Porthos’s pleas­ant dwelling place.

			The road led straight up to the château which, com­pared to its an­ces­tor on the hill, was ex­act­ly what a fop of the co­terie of the Duc d’En­ghein would have been be­side a knight in steel ar­mor in the time of Charles VII. D’Artag­nan spurred his horse on and pur­sued his road, fol­lowed by Planchet at the same pace.

			In ten min­utes d’Artag­nan reached the end of an al­ley reg­u­lar­ly plant­ed with fine poplars and ter­mi­nat­ing in an iron gate, the points and crossed bars of which were gilt. In the midst of this av­enue was a no­ble­man, dressed in green and with as much gild­ing about him as the iron gate, rid­ing on a tall horse. On his right hand and his left were two foot­men, with the seams of their dress­es laced. A con­sid­er­able num­ber of clowns were as­sem­bled and ren­dered homage to their lord.

			Ah! said d’Artag­nan to him­self, can this be the Seigneur du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds? Well-a-day! how he has shrunk since he gave up the name of Porthos!

			“This can­not be Mon­sieur Porthos,” ob­served Planchet re­ply­ing, as it were, to his mas­ter’s thoughts. “Mon­sieur Porthos was six feet high; this man is scarce­ly five.”

			“Nev­er­the­less,” said d’Artag­nan, “the peo­ple are bow­ing very low to this per­son.”

			As he spoke, he rode to­ward the tall horse—to the man of im­por­tance and his valets. As he ap­proached he seemed to rec­og­nize the fea­tures of this in­di­vid­u­al.

			“Je­su!” cried Planchet, “can it be?”

			At this ex­cla­ma­tion the man on horse­back turned slow­ly and with a lofty air, and the two trav­el­ers could see, dis­played in all their bril­lian­cy, the large eyes, the ver­mil­ion vis­age, and the elo­quent smile of—Mous­que­ton.

			It was in­deed Mous­que­ton—Mous­que­ton, as fat as a pig, rolling about with rude health, puffed out with good liv­ing, who, rec­og­niz­ing d’Artag­nan and act­ing very dif­fer­ent­ly from the hyp­ocrite Bazin, slipped off his horse and ap­proached the of­fi­cer with his hat off, so that the homage of the as­sem­bled crowd was turned to­ward this new sun, which eclipsed the for­mer lu­mi­nary.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried Mous­que­ton, his fat cheeks swelling out and his whole frame per­spir­ing with joy; “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! oh! what joy for my lord and mas­ter, Du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds!”

			“Thou good Mous­que­ton! where is thy mas­ter?”

			“You stand up­on his prop­er­ty!”

			“But how hand­some thou art—how fat! thou hast pros­pered and grown stout!” and d’Artag­nan could not re­strain his as­ton­ish­ment at the change good for­tune had pro­duced on the once fam­ished one.

			“Hey, yes, thank God, I am pret­ty well,” said Mous­que­ton.

			“But hast thou noth­ing to say to thy friend Planchet?”

			“How, my friend Planchet? Planchet—art thou there?” cried Mous­que­ton, with open arms and eyes full of tears.

			“My very self,” replied Planchet; “but I want­ed first to see if thou wert grown proud.”

			“Proud to­ward an old friend? nev­er, Planchet! thou wouldst not have thought so hadst thou known Mous­que­ton well.”

			“So far so well,” an­swered Planchet, alight­ing, and ex­tend­ing his arms to Mous­que­ton, the two ser­vants em­braced with an emo­tion which touched those who were present and made them sup­pose that Planchet was a great lord in dis­guise, so high­ly did they es­ti­mate the po­si­tion of Mous­que­ton.

			“And now, sir,” re­sumed Mous­que­ton, when he had rid him­self of Planchet, who had in vain tried to clasp his hands be­hind his friend’s fat back, “now, sir, al­low me to leave you, for I could not per­mit my mas­ter to hear of your ar­rival from any but my­self; he would nev­er for­give me for not hav­ing pre­ced­ed you.”

			“This dear friend,” said d’Artag­nan, care­ful­ly avoid­ing to ut­ter ei­ther the for­mer name borne by Porthos or his new one, “then he has not for­got­ten me?”

			“For­got­ten—he!” cried Mous­que­ton; “there’s not a day, sir, that we don’t ex­pect to hear that you were made mar­shal ei­ther in­stead of Mon­sieur de Gas­sion, or of Mon­sieur de Bas­som­pierre.”

			On d’Artag­nan’s lips there played one of those rare and melan­choly smiles which seemed to em­anate from the depth of his soul—the last trace of youth and hap­pi­ness that had sur­vived life’s dis­il­lu­sions.

			“And you—fel­lows,” re­sumed Mous­que­ton, “stay near Mon­sieur le Comte d’Artag­nan and pay him ev­ery at­ten­tion in your pow­er whilst I go to pre­pare my lord for his vis­it.”

			And mount­ing his horse Mous­que­ton rode off down the av­enue on the grass at a hand gal­lop.

			“Ah, there! there’s some­thing promis­ing,” said d’Artag­nan. “No mys­ter­ies, no cloak to hide one’s self in, no cun­ning pol­i­cy here; peo­ple laugh out­right, they weep for joy here. I see noth­ing but faces a yard broad; in short, it seems to me that na­ture her­self wears a hol­i­day garb, and that the trees, in­stead of leaves and flow­ers, are cov­ered with red and green rib­bons as on gala days.”

			“As for me,” said Planchet, “I seem to smell, from this place, even, a most de­lec­ta­ble per­fume of fine roast meat, and to see the scul­lions in a row by the hedge, hail­ing our ap­proach. Ah! sir, what a cook must Mon­sieur Pier­re­fonds have, when he was so fond of eat­ing and drink­ing, even whilst he was on­ly called Mon­sieur Porthos!”

			“Say no more!” cried d’Artag­nan. “If the re­al­i­ty cor­re­sponds with ap­pear­ances I am lost; for a man so well off will nev­er change his hap­py con­di­tion, and I shall fail with him, as I have al­ready done with Aramis.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				How d’Artag­nan, in Dis­cov­er­ing the Re­treat of Porthos, Per­ceives That Wealth Does Not Nec­es­sar­i­ly Pro­duce Hap­pi­ness

			
			D’Artag­nan passed through the iron gate and ar­rived in front of the château. He alight­ed as he saw a species of gi­ant on the steps. Let us do jus­tice to d’Artag­nan. In­de­pen­dent­ly of ev­ery self­ish wish, his heart pal­pi­tat­ed with joy when he saw that tall form and mar­tial de­meanor, which re­called to him a good and brave man.

			He ran to Porthos and threw him­self in­to his arms; the whole body of ser­vants, ar­ranged in a semi­cir­cle at a re­spect­ful dis­tance, looked on with hum­ble cu­rios­i­ty. Mous­que­ton, at the head of them, wiped his eyes. Porthos linked his arm in that of his friend.

			“Ah! how de­light­ful to see you again, dear friend!” he cried, in a voice which was now changed from a bari­tone in­to a bass, “you’ve not then for­got­ten me?”

			“For­get you! oh! dear Du Val­lon, does one for­get the hap­pi­est days of flow­ery youth, one’s dear­est friends, the dan­gers we have dared to­geth­er? On the con­trary, there is not an hour we have passed to­geth­er that is not present to my mem­o­ry.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Porthos, try­ing to give to his mus­tache a curl which it had lost whilst he had been alone. “Yes, we did some fine things in our time and we gave that poor car­di­nal a few threads to un­rav­el.”

			And he heaved a sigh.

			“Un­der any cir­cum­stances,” he re­sumed, “you are wel­come, my dear friend; you will help me to re­cov­er my spir­its; to­mor­row we will hunt the hare on my plain, which is a su­perb tract of land, or pur­sue the deer in my woods, which are mag­nif­i­cent. I have four har­ri­ers which are con­sid­ered the swiftest in the coun­ty, and a pack of hounds which are un­equalled for twen­ty leagues around.”

			And Porthos heaved an­oth­er sigh.

			“But, first,” in­ter­posed d’Artag­nan, “you must present me to Madame du Val­lon.”

			A third sigh from Porthos.

			“I lost Madame du Val­lon two years ago,” he said, “and you find me still in af­flic­tion on that ac­count. That was the rea­son why I left my Château du Val­lon near Cor­beil, and came to my es­tate, Bra­cieux. Poor Madame du Val­lon! her tem­per was un­cer­tain, but she came at last to ac­cus­tom her­self to my lit­tle ways and un­der­stand my lit­tle wish­es.”

			“So you are free now, and rich?”

			“Alas!” groaned Porthos, “I am a wid­ow­er and have forty thou­sand francs a year. Let us go to break­fast.”

			“I shall be hap­py to do so; the morn­ing air has made me hun­gry.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos; “my air is ex­cel­lent.”

			They went in­to the château; there was noth­ing but gild­ing, high and low; the cor­nices were gilt, the mould­ings were gilt, the legs and arms of the chairs were gilt. A ta­ble, ready set out, await­ed them.

			“You see,” said Porthos, “this is my usu­al style.”

			“Dev­il take me!” an­swered d’Artag­nan, “I wish you joy of it. The king has noth­ing like it.”

			“No,” an­swered Porthos, “I hear it said that he is very bad­ly fed by the car­di­nal, Mon­sieur de Mazarin. Taste this cut­let, my dear d’Artag­nan; ’tis off one of my sheep.”

			“You have very ten­der mut­ton and I wish you joy of it,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, the sheep are fed in my mead­ows, which are ex­cel­lent pas­ture.”

			“Give me an­oth­er cut­let.”

			“No, try this hare, which I had killed yes­ter­day in one of my war­rens.”

			“Zounds! what a fla­vor!” cried d’Artag­nan; “ah! they are fed on thyme on­ly, your hares.”

			“And how do you like my wine?” asked Porthos; “it is pleas­ant, isn’t it?”

			“Cap­i­tal!”

			“It is noth­ing, how­ev­er, but a wine of the coun­try.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“Yes, a small de­cliv­i­ty to the south, yon­der on my hill, gives me twen­ty hogsheads.”

			“Quite a vine­yard, hey?”

			Porthos sighed for the fifth time—d’Artag­nan had count­ed his sighs. He be­came cu­ri­ous to solve the prob­lem.

			“Well now,” he said, “it seems, my dear friend, that some­thing vex­es you; you are ill, per­haps? That health, which—”

			“Ex­cel­lent, my dear friend; bet­ter than ev­er. I could kill an ox with a blow of my fist.”

			“Well, then, fam­i­ly af­fairs, per­haps?”

			“Fam­i­ly! I have, hap­pi­ly, on­ly my­self in the world to care for.”

			“But what makes you sigh?”

			“My dear fel­low,” replied Porthos, “to be can­did with you, I am not hap­py.”

			“You are not hap­py, Porthos? You who have château, mead­ows, moun­tains, woods—you who have forty thou­sand francs a year—you—are—not—hap­py?”

			“My dear friend, all those things I have, but I am a her­mit in the midst of su­per­fluity.”

			“Sur­round­ed, I sup­pose, on­ly by clod­hop­pers, with whom you could not as­so­ciate.”

			Porthos turned rather pale and drank off a large glass of wine.

			“No; but just think, there are pal­try coun­try squires who have all some ti­tle or an­oth­er and pre­tend to go back as far as Charle­magne, or at least to Hugh Capet. When I first came here; be­ing the last com­er, it was for me to make the first ad­vances. I made them, but you know, my dear friend, Madame du Val­lon—”

			Porthos, in pro­nounc­ing these words, seemed to gulp down some­thing.

			“Madame du Val­lon was of doubt­ful gen­til­i­ty. She had, in her first mar­riage—I don’t think, d’Artag­nan, I am telling you any­thing new—mar­ried a lawyer; they thought that ‘nau­seous’; you can un­der­stand that’s a word bad enough to make one kill thir­ty thou­sand men. I have killed two, which has made peo­ple hold their tongues, but has not made me their friend. So that I have no so­ci­ety; I live alone; I am sick of it—my mind preys on it­self.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled. He now saw where the breast­plate was weak, and pre­pared the blow.

			“But now,” he said, “that you are a wid­ow­er, your wife’s con­nec­tion can­not in­jure you.”

			“Yes, but un­der­stand me; not be­ing of a race of his­toric fame, like the de Cour­cys, who were con­tent to be plain sirs, or the Ro­hans, who didn’t wish to be dukes, all these peo­ple, who are all ei­ther vi­comtes or comtes, go be­fore me at church in all the cer­e­monies, and I can say noth­ing to them. Ah! If I on­ly were a—”

			“A baron, don’t you mean?” cried d’Artag­nan, fin­ish­ing his friend’s sen­tence.

			“Ah!” cried Porthos; “would I were but a baron!”

			“Well, my friend, I am come to give you this very ti­tle which you wish for so much.”

			Porthos gave a start that shook the room; two or three bot­tles fell and were bro­ken. Mous­que­ton ran thith­er, hear­ing the noise.

			Porthos waved his hand to Mous­que­ton to pick up the bot­tles.

			“I am glad to see,” said d’Artag­nan, “that you have still that hon­est lad with you.”

			“He is my stew­ard,” replied Porthos; “he will nev­er leave me. Go away now, Mous­ton.”

			So he’s called Mous­ton, thought d’Artag­nan; ’tis too long a word to pro­nounce “Mous­que­ton.”

			“Well,” he said aloud, “let us re­sume our con­ver­sa­tion lat­er, your peo­ple may sus­pect some­thing; there may be spies about. You can sup­pose, Porthos, that what I have to say re­lates to most im­por­tant mat­ters.”

			“Dev­il take them; let us walk in the park,” an­swered Porthos, “for the sake of di­ges­tion.”

			“Egad,” said d’Artag­nan, “the park is like ev­ery­thing else and there are as many fish in your pond as rab­bits in your war­ren; you are a hap­py man, my friend, since you have not on­ly re­tained your love of the chase, but ac­quired that of fish­ing.”

			“My friend,” replied Porthos, “I leave fish­ing to Mous­que­ton—it is a vul­gar plea­sure—but I shoot some­times; that is to say, when I am dull, and I sit on one of those mar­ble seats, have my gun brought to me, my fa­vorite dog, and I shoot rab­bits.”

			“Re­al­ly, how very amus­ing!”

			“Yes,” replied Porthos, with a sigh, “it is amus­ing.”

			D’Artag­nan now no longer count­ed the sighs. They were in­nu­mer­able.

			“How­ev­er, what had you to say to me?” he re­sumed; “let us re­turn to that sub­ject.”

			“With plea­sure,” replied d’Artag­nan; “I must, how­ev­er, first frankly tell you that you must change your mode of life.”

			“How?”

			“Go in­to har­ness again, gird on your sword, run af­ter ad­ven­tures, and leave as in old times a lit­tle of your fat on the road­side.”

			“Ah! hang it!” said Porthos.

			“I see you are spoiled, dear friend; you are cor­pu­lent, your arm has no longer that move­ment of which the late car­di­nal’s Guards have so many proofs.”

			“Ah! my fist is strong enough I swear,” cried Porthos, ex­tend­ing a hand like a shoul­der of mut­ton.

			“So much the bet­ter.”

			“Are we then to go to war?”

			“By my troth, yes.”

			“Against whom?”

			“Are you a politi­cian, friend?”

			“Not in the least.”

			“Are you for Mazarin or for the princes?”

			“I am for no one.”

			“That is to say, you are for us. Well, I tell you that I come to you from the car­di­nal.”

			This speech was heard by Porthos in the same sense as if it had still been in the year 1640 and re­lat­ed to the true car­di­nal.

			“Ho! ho! What are the wish­es of his Em­i­nence?”

			“He wish­es to have you in his ser­vice.”

			“And who spoke to him of me?”

			“Rochefort—you re­mem­ber him?”

			“Yes, par­dieu! It was he who gave us so much trou­ble and kept us on the road so much; you gave him three sword-wounds in three sep­a­rate en­gage­ments.”

			“But you know he is now our friend?”

			“No, I didn’t know that. So he cher­ish­es no re­sent­ment?”

			“You are mis­tak­en, Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan. “It is I who cher­ish no re­sent­ment.”

			Porthos didn’t un­der­stand any too clear­ly; but then we know that un­der­stand­ing was not his strong point. “You say, then,” he con­tin­ued, “that the Count de Rochefort spoke of me to the car­di­nal?”

			“Yes, and the queen, too.”

			“The queen, do you say?”

			“To in­spire us with con­fi­dence she has even placed in Mazarin’s hands that fa­mous di­a­mond—you re­mem­ber all about it—that I once sold to Mon­sieur des Es­sarts and of which, I don’t know how, she has re­gained pos­ses­sion.”

			“But it seems to me,” said Porthos, “that she would have done much bet­ter if she had giv­en it back to you.”

			“So I think,” replied d’Artag­nan; “but kings and queens are strange be­ings and have odd fan­cies; nev­er­the­less, since they are the ones who have rich­es and hon­ors, we are de­vot­ed to them.”

			“Yes, we are de­vot­ed to them,” re­peat­ed Porthos; “and you—to whom are you de­vot­ed now?”

			“To the king, the queen, and to the car­di­nal; more­over, I have an­swered for your de­vo­tion al­so.”

			“And you say that you have made cer­tain con­di­tions on my be­half?”

			“Mag­nif­i­cent, my dear fel­low, mag­nif­i­cent! In the first place you have plen­ty of mon­ey, haven’t you? forty thou­sand francs in­come, I think you said.”

			Porthos be­gan to be sus­pi­cious. “Eh! my friend,” said he, “one nev­er has too much mon­ey. Madame du Val­lon left things in much dis­or­der; I am not much of a hand at fig­ures, so that I live al­most from hand to mouth.”

			He is afraid I have come to bor­row mon­ey, thought d’Artag­nan. “Ah, my friend,” said he, “it is all the bet­ter if you are in dif­fi­cul­ties.”

			“How is it all the bet­ter?”

			“Yes, for his Em­i­nence will give you all that you want—land, mon­ey, and ti­tles.”

			“Ah! ah! ah!” said Porthos, open­ing his eyes at that last word.

			“Un­der the oth­er car­di­nal,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “we didn’t know enough to make our prof­its; this, how­ev­er, doesn’t con­cern you, with your forty thou­sand francs in­come, the hap­pi­est man in the world, it seems to me.”

			Porthos sighed.

			“At the same time,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “not­with­stand­ing your forty thou­sand francs a year, and per­haps even for the very rea­son that you have forty thou­sand francs a year, it seems to me that a lit­tle coro­net would do well on your car­riage, hey?”

			“Yes in­deed,” said Porthos.

			“Well, my dear friend, win it—it is at the point of your sword. We shall not in­ter­fere with each oth­er—your ob­ject is a ti­tle; mine, mon­ey. If I can get enough to re­build Artag­nan, which my an­ces­tors, im­pov­er­ished by the Cru­sades, al­lowed to fall in­to ru­ins, and to buy thir­ty acres of land about it, that is all I wish. I shall re­tire and die tran­quil­ly—at home.”

			“For my part,” said Porthos, “I de­sire to be made a baron.”

			“You shall be one.”

			“And have you not seen any of our oth­er friends?”

			“Yes, I have seen Aramis.”

			“And what does he wish? To be a bish­op?”

			“Aramis,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, who did not wish to un­de­ceive Porthos, “Aramis, fan­cy, has be­come a monk and a Je­suit, and lives like a bear. My of­fers did not arouse him—did not even tempt him.”

			“So much the worse! He was a clever man. And Athos?”

			“I have not yet seen him. Do you know where I shall find him?”

			“Near Blois. He is called Bragelonne. On­ly imag­ine, my dear friend. Athos, who was of as high birth as the em­per­or and who in­her­its one es­tate which gives him the ti­tle of comte, what is he to do with all those dig­ni­ties—the Comte de la Fère, Comte de Bragelonne?”

			“And he has no chil­dren with all these ti­tles?”

			“Ah!” said Porthos, “I have heard that he had adopt­ed a young man who re­sem­bles him great­ly.”

			“What, Athos? Our Athos, who was as vir­tu­ous as Sci­pio? Have you seen him?”

			“No.”

			“Well, I shall see him to­mor­row and tell him about you; but I’m afraid, en­tre nous, that his lik­ing for wine has aged and de­grad­ed him.”

			“Yes, he used to drink a great deal,” replied Porthos.

			“And then he was old­er than any of us,” added d’Artag­nan.

			“Some years on­ly. His grav­i­ty made him look old­er than he was.”

			“Well then, if we can get Athos, all will be well. If we can­not, we will do with­out him. We two are worth a dozen.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, smil­ing at the re­mem­brance of his for­mer ex­ploits; “but we four, al­to­geth­er, would be equal to thir­ty-six, more es­pe­cial­ly as you say the work will not be child’s play. Will it last long?”

			“By’r La­dy! two or three years per­haps.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” cried Porthos. “You have no idea, my friend, how my bones ache since I came here. Some­times on a Sun­day, I take a ride in the fields and on the prop­er­ty of my neigh­bours, in or­der to pick up a nice lit­tle quar­rel, which I am re­al­ly in want of, but noth­ing hap­pens. Ei­ther they re­spect or they fear me, which is more like­ly, but they let me tram­ple down the clover with my dogs, in­sult and ob­struct ev­ery­one, and I come back still more weary and low-spir­it­ed, that’s all. At any rate, tell me: there’s more chance of fight­ing in Paris, is there not?”

			“In that re­spect, my dear friend, it’s de­light­ful. No more edicts, no more of the car­di­nal’s Guards, no more de Jus­sacs, nor oth­er blood­hounds. I’Gad! un­der­neath a lamp in an inn, any­where, they ask ‘Are you one of the Fronde?’ They un­sheathe, and that’s all that is said. The Duke de Guise killed Mon­sieur de Col­igny in the Place Royale and noth­ing was said of it.”

			“Ah, things go on gai­ly, then,” said Porthos.

			“Be­sides which, in a short time,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “We shall have set bat­tles, can­non­ades, con­fla­gra­tions and there will be great va­ri­ety.”

			“Well, then, I de­cide.”

			“I have your word, then?”

			“Yes, ’tis giv­en. I shall fight heart and soul for Mazarin; but—”

			“But?”

			“But he must make me a baron.”

			“Zounds!” said d’Artag­nan, “that’s set­tled al­ready; I will be re­spon­si­ble for the barony.”

			On this prom­ise be­ing giv­en, Porthos, who had nev­er doubt­ed his friend’s as­sur­ance, turned back with him to­ward the cas­tle.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				In Which It Is Shown That if Porthos Was Dis­con­tent­ed with His Con­di­tion, Mous­que­ton Was Com­plete­ly Sat­is­fied with His

			
			As they re­turned to­ward the cas­tle, d’Artag­nan thought of the mis­eries of poor hu­man na­ture, al­ways dis­sat­is­fied with what it has, ev­er de­sirous of what it has not.

			In the po­si­tion of Porthos, d’Artag­nan would have been per­fect­ly hap­py; and to make Porthos con­tent­ed there was want­ing—what? five let­ters to put be­fore his three names, a tiny coro­net to paint up­on the pan­els of his car­riage!

			I shall pass all my life, thought d’Artag­nan, in seek­ing for a man who is re­al­ly con­tent­ed with his lot.

			Whilst mak­ing this re­flec­tion, chance seemed, as it were, to give him the lie di­rect. When Porthos had left him to give some or­ders he saw Mous­que­ton ap­proach­ing. The face of the stew­ard, de­spite one slight shade of care, light as a sum­mer cloud, seemed a phys­iog­no­my of ab­so­lute fe­lic­i­ty.

			Here is what I am look­ing for, thought d’Artag­nan; but alas! the poor fel­low does not know the pur­pose for which I am here.

			He then made a sign for Mous­que­ton to come to him.

			“Sir,” said the ser­vant, “I have a favour to ask you.”

			“Speak out, my friend.”

			“I am afraid to do so. Per­haps you will think, sir, that pros­per­i­ty has spoiled me?”

			“Art thou hap­py, friend?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“As hap­py as pos­si­ble; and yet, sir, you may make me even hap­pi­er than I am.”

			“Well, speak, if it de­pends on me.”

			“Oh, sir! it de­pends on you on­ly.”

			“I lis­ten—I am wait­ing to hear.”

			“Sir, the fa­vor I have to ask of you is, not to call me ‘Mous­que­ton’ but ‘Mous­ton.’ Since I have had the hon­or of be­ing my lord’s stew­ard I have tak­en the last name as more dig­ni­fied and cal­cu­lat­ed to make my in­fe­ri­ors re­spect me. You, sir, know how nec­es­sary sub­or­di­na­tion is in any large es­tab­lish­ment of ser­vants.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled; Porthos want­ed to length­en out his names, Mous­que­ton to cut his short.

			“Well, my dear Mous­ton,” he said, “rest sat­is­fied. I will call thee Mous­ton; and if it makes thee hap­py I will not ‘tu­toy­er’ you any longer.”

			“Oh!” cried Mous­que­ton, red­den­ing with joy; “if you do me, sir, such hon­or, I shall be grate­ful all my life; it is too much to ask.”

			Alas! thought d’Artag­nan, it is very lit­tle to off­set the un­ex­pect­ed tribu­la­tions I am bring­ing to this poor dev­il who has so warm­ly wel­comed me.

			“Will Mon­sieur re­main long with us?” asked Mous­que­ton, with a serene and glow­ing coun­te­nance.

			“I go to­mor­row, my friend,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Ah, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton, “then you have come here on­ly to awak­en our re­grets.”

			“I fear that is true,” said d’Artag­nan, in a low tone.

			D’Artag­nan was se­cret­ly touched with re­morse, not at in­duc­ing Porthos to en­ter in­to schemes in which his life and for­tune would be in jeop­ardy, for Porthos, in the ti­tle of baron, had his ob­ject and re­ward; but poor Mous­que­ton, whose on­ly wish was to be called Mous­ton—was it not cru­el to snatch him from the de­light­ful state of peace and plen­ty in which he was?

			He was think­ing of these mat­ters when Porthos sum­moned him to din­ner.

			“What! to din­ner?” said d’Artag­nan. “What time is it, then?”

			“Eh! why, it is af­ter one o’clock.”

			“Your home is a par­adise, Porthos; one takes no note of time. I fol­low you, though I am not hun­gry.”

			“Come, if one can’t al­ways eat, one can al­ways drink—a max­im of poor Athos, the truth of which I have dis­cov­ered since I be­gan to be lone­ly.”

			D’Artag­nan, who as a Gas­con, was in­clined to so­bri­ety, seemed not so sure as his friend of the truth of Athos’s max­im, but he did his best to keep up with his host. Mean­while his mis­giv­ings in re­gard to Mous­que­ton re­curred to his mind and with greater force be­cause Mous­que­ton, though he did not him­self wait on the ta­ble, which would have been be­neath him in his new po­si­tion, ap­peared at the door from time to time and evinced his grat­i­tude to d’Artag­nan by the qual­i­ty of the wine he di­rect­ed to be served. There­fore, when, at dessert, up­on a sign from d’Artag­nan, Porthos had sent away his ser­vants and the two friends were alone:

			“Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, “who will at­tend you in your cam­paigns?”

			“Why,” replied Porthos, “Mous­ton, of course.”

			This was a blow to d’Artag­nan. He could al­ready see the in­ten­dant’s beam­ing smile change to a con­tor­tion of grief. “But,” he said, “Mous­ton is not so young as he was, my dear fel­low; be­sides, he has grown fat and per­haps has lost his fit­ness for ac­tive ser­vice.”

			“That may be true,” replied Porthos; “but I am used to him, and be­sides, he wouldn’t be will­ing to let me go with­out him, he loves me so much.”

			Oh, blind self-love! thought d’Artag­nan.

			“And you,” asked Porthos, “haven’t you still in your ser­vice your old lack­ey, that good, that brave, that in­tel­li­gent—what, then, is his name?”

			“Planchet—yes, I have found him again, but he is lack­ey no longer.”

			“What is he, then?”

			“With his six­teen hun­dred francs—you re­mem­ber, the six­teen hun­dred francs he earned at the siege of La Rochelle by car­ry­ing a let­ter to Lord de Win­ter—he has set up a lit­tle shop in the Rue des Lom­bards and is now a con­fec­tion­er.”

			“Ah, he is a con­fec­tion­er in the Rue des Lom­bards! How does it hap­pen, then, that he is in your ser­vice?”

			“He has been guilty of cer­tain es­capades and fears he may be dis­turbed.” And the mus­ke­teer nar­rat­ed to his friend Planchet’s ad­ven­ture.

			“Well,” said Porthos, “if any­one had told you in the old times that the day would come when Planchet would res­cue Rochefort and that you would pro­tect him in it—”

			“I should not have be­lieved him; but men are changed by events.”

			“There is noth­ing truer than that,” said Porthos; “but what does not change, or changes for the bet­ter, is wine. Taste of this; it is a Span­ish wine which our friend Athos thought much of.”

			At that mo­ment the stew­ard came in to con­sult his mas­ter up­on the pro­ceed­ings of the next day and al­so with re­gard to the shoot­ing par­ty which had been pro­posed.

			“Tell me, Mous­ton,” said Porthos, “are my arms in good con­di­tion?”

			“Your arms, my lord—what arms?”

			“Zounds! my weapons.”

			“What weapons?”

			“My mil­i­tary weapons.”

			“Yes, my lord; at any rate, I think so.”

			“Make sure of it, and if they want it, have them bur­nished up. Which is my best cav­al­ry horse?”

			“Vul­can.”

			“And the best hack?”

			“Ba­yard.”

			“What horse dost thou choose for thy­self?”

			“I like Rus­taud, my lord; a good an­i­mal, whose paces suit me.”

			“Strong, think­est thou?”

			“Half Nor­man, half Meck­len­burg­er; will go night and day.”

			“That will do for us. See to these hors­es. Pol­ish up or make some­one else pol­ish my arms. Then take pis­tols with thee and a hunt­ing-knife.”

			“Are we then go­ing to trav­el, my lord?” asked Mous­que­ton, rather un­easy.

			“Some­thing bet­ter still, Mous­ton.”

			“An ex­pe­di­tion, sir?” asked the stew­ard, whose ros­es be­gan to change in­to lilies.

			“We are go­ing to re­turn to the ser­vice, Mous­ton,” replied Porthos, still try­ing to re­store his mus­tache to the mil­i­tary curl it had long lost.

			“In­to the ser­vice—the king’s ser­vice?” Mous­que­ton trem­bled; even his fat, smooth cheeks shook as he spoke, and he looked at d’Artag­nan with an air of re­proach; he stag­gered, and his voice was al­most choked.

			“Yes and no. We shall serve in a cam­paign, seek out all sorts of ad­ven­tures—re­turn, in short, to our for­mer life.”

			These last words fell on Mous­que­ton like a thun­der­bolt. It was those very ter­ri­ble old days that made the present so ex­ces­sive­ly de­light­ful, and the blow was so great he rushed out, over­come, and for­got to shut the door.

			The two friends re­mained alone to speak of the fu­ture and to build cas­tles in the air. The good wine which Mous­que­ton had placed be­fore them traced out in glow­ing drops to d’Artag­nan a fine per­spec­tive, shin­ing with quadru­ples and pis­toles, and showed to Porthos a blue rib­bon and a ducal man­tle; they were, in fact, asleep on the ta­ble when the ser­vants came to light them to their bed.

			Mous­que­ton was, how­ev­er, some­what con­soled by d’Artag­nan, who the next day told him that in all prob­a­bil­i­ty war would al­ways be car­ried on in the heart of Paris and with­in reach of the Château du Val­lon, which was near Cor­beil, or Bra­cieux, which was near Melun, and of Pier­re­fonds, which was be­tween Com­piègne and Vil­lars-Cot­terets.

			“But—for­mer­ly—it ap­pears,” be­gan Mous­que­ton timid­ly.

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, “we don’t now make war as we did for­mer­ly. To­day it’s a sort of diplo­mat­ic ar­range­ment; ask Planchet.”

			Mous­que­ton in­quired, there­fore, the state of the case of his old friend, who con­firmed the state­ment of d’Artag­nan. “But,” he added, “in this war pris­on­ers stand a chance of be­ing hung.”

			“The deuce they do!” said Mous­que­ton; “I think I should like the siege of Rochelle bet­ter than this war, then!”

			Porthos, mean­time, asked d’Artag­nan to give him his in­struc­tions how to pro­ceed on his jour­ney.

			“Four days,” replied his friend, “are nec­es­sary to reach Blois; one day to rest there; three or four days to re­turn to Paris. Set out, there­fore, in a week, with your suite, and go to the Hô­tel de la Chevrette, Rue Ti­que­tonne, and there await me.”

			“That’s agreed,” said Porthos.

			“As to my­self, I shall go around to see Athos; for though I don’t think his aid worth much, one must with one’s friends ob­serve all due po­lite­ness,” said d’Artag­nan.

			The friends then took leave of each oth­er on the very bor­der of the es­tate of Pier­re­fonds, to which Porthos es­cort­ed his friend.

			At least, d’Artag­nan said to him­self, as he took the road to Vil­lars-Cot­terets, at least I shall not be alone in my un­der­tak­ing. That dev­il, Porthos, is a man of prodi­gious strength; still, if Athos joins us, well, we shall be three of us to laugh at Aramis, that lit­tle cox­comb with his too good luck.

			At Vil­lars-Cot­terets he wrote to the car­di­nal:

			
				My Lord—I have al­ready one man to of­fer to your Em­i­nence, and he is well worth twen­ty men. I am just set­ting out for Blois. The Comte de la Fère in­hab­its the cas­tle of Bragelonne, in the en­vi­rons of that city.

			

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Two An­gel­ic Faces

			
			The road was long, but the hors­es up­on which d’Artag­nan and Planchet rode had been re­freshed in the well-sup­plied sta­bles of the Lord of Bra­cieux; the mas­ter and ser­vant rode side by side, con­vers­ing as they went, for d’Artag­nan had by de­grees thrown off the mas­ter and Planchet had en­tire­ly ceased to as­sume the man­ners of a ser­vant. He had been raised by cir­cum­stances to the rank of a con­fi­dant to his mas­ter. It was many years since d’Artag­nan had opened his heart to any­one; it hap­pened, how­ev­er, that these two men, on meet­ing again, as­sim­i­lat­ed per­fect­ly. Planchet was in truth no vul­gar com­pan­ion in these new ad­ven­tures; he was a man of un­com­mon­ly sound sense. With­out court­ing dan­ger he nev­er shrank from an en­counter; in short, he had been a sol­dier, and arms en­no­ble a man; it was, there­fore, on the foot­ing of friends that d’Artag­nan and Planchet ar­rived in the neigh­bor­hood of Blois.

			Go­ing along, d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head, said:

			“I know that my go­ing to Athos is use­less and ab­surd; but still I owe this cour­tesy to my old friend, a man who had in him ma­te­ri­al for the most no­ble and gen­er­ous of char­ac­ters.”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur Athos was a no­ble gen­tle­man,” said Planchet, “was he not? Scat­ter­ing mon­ey round about him as Heav­en sprin­kles rain. Do you re­mem­ber, sir, that du­el with the En­glish­man in the en­clo­sure des Carmes? Ah! how lofty, how mag­nif­i­cent Mon­sieur Athos was that day, when he said to his ad­ver­sary: ‘You have in­sist­ed on know­ing my name, sir; so much the worse for you, since I shall be obliged to kill you.’ I was near him, those were his ex­act words, when he stabbed his foe as he said he would, and his ad­ver­sary fell with­out say­ing, ‘Oh!’ ’Tis a no­ble gen­tle­man—Mon­sieur Athos.”

			“Yes, true as Gospel,” said d’Artag­nan; “but one sin­gle fault has swal­lowed up all these fine qual­i­ties.”

			“I re­mem­ber well,” said Planchet, “he was fond of drink­ing—in truth, he drank, but not as oth­er men drink. One seemed, as he raised the wine to his lips, to hear him say, ‘Come, juice of the grape, and chase away my sor­rows.’ And how he used to break the stem of a glass or the neck of a bot­tle! There was no one like him for that.”

			“And now,” replied d’Artag­nan, “be­hold the sad spec­ta­cle that awaits us. This no­ble gen­tle­man with his lofty glance, this hand­some cav­a­lier, so bril­liant in feats of arms that ev­ery­one was sur­prised that he held in his hand a sword on­ly in­stead of a ba­ton of com­mand! Alas! we shall find him changed in­to a bro­ken down old man, with gar­net nose and eyes that slob­ber; we shall find him ex­tend­ed on some lawn, whence he will look at us with a lan­guid eye and per­ad­ven­ture will not rec­og­nize us. God knows, Planchet, that I should fly from a sight so sad if I did not wish to show my re­spect for the il­lus­tri­ous shad­ow of what was once the Comte de la Fère, whom we loved so much.”

			Planchet shook his head and said noth­ing. It was ev­i­dent that he shared his mas­ter’s ap­pre­hen­sions.

			“And then,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, “to this de­crepi­tude is prob­a­bly added pover­ty, for he must have ne­glect­ed the lit­tle that he had, and the dirty scoundrel, Gri­maud, more tac­i­turn than ev­er and still more drunk­en than his mas­ter—stay, Planchet, it breaks my heart to mere­ly think of it.”

			“I fan­cy my­self there, and that I see him stag­ger­ing and hear him stam­mer­ing,” said Planchet, in a piteous tone, “but at all events we shall soon know the re­al state of things, for I imag­ine that those lofty walls, now turn­ing ru­by in the set­ting sun, are the walls of Blois.”

			“Prob­a­bly; and those steeples, point­ed and sculp­tured, that we catch a glimpse of yon­der, are sim­i­lar to those that I have heard de­scribed at Cham­bord.”

			At this mo­ment one of those heavy wag­ons, drawn by bul­locks, which car­ry the wood cut in the fine forests of the coun­try to the ports of the Loire, came out of a by­road full of ruts and turned on that which the two horse­men were fol­low­ing. A man car­ry­ing a long switch with a nail at the end of it, with which he urged on his slow team, was walk­ing with the cart.

			“Ho! friend,” cried Planchet.

			“What’s your plea­sure, gen­tle­men?” replied the peas­ant, with a pu­ri­ty of ac­cent pe­cu­liar to the peo­ple of that dis­trict and which might have put to shame the cul­tured denizens of the Sor­bonne and the Rue de l’Uni­ver­sité.

			“We are look­ing for the house of Mon­sieur de la Fère,” said d’Artag­nan.

			The peas­ant took off his hat on hear­ing this revered name.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, “the wood that I am cart­ing is his; I cut it in his copse and I am tak­ing it to the château.”

			D’Artag­nan de­ter­mined not to ques­tion this man; he did not wish to hear from an­oth­er what he had him­self said to Planchet.

			The château! he said to him­self, what château? Ah, I un­der­stand! Athos is not a man to be thwart­ed; he, like Porthos, has obliged his peas­antry to call him “my lord,” and to dig­ni­fy his pet­ti­fog­ging place by the name of château. He had a heavy hand—dear old Athos—af­ter drink­ing.

			D’Artag­nan, af­ter ask­ing the man the right way, con­tin­ued his route, ag­i­tat­ed in spite of him­self at the idea of see­ing once more that sin­gu­lar man whom he had so tru­ly loved and who had con­trib­uted so much by ad­vice and ex­am­ple to his ed­u­ca­tion as a gen­tle­man. He checked by de­grees the speed of his horse and went on, his head droop­ing as if in deep thought.

			Soon, as the road turned, the Château de la Val­lière ap­peared in view; then, a quar­ter of a mile be­yond, a white house, en­cir­cled in sycamores, was vis­i­ble at the far­ther end of a group of trees, which spring had pow­dered with a snow of flow­ers.

			On be­hold­ing this house, d’Artag­nan, calm as he was in gen­er­al, felt an un­usu­al dis­tur­bance with­in his heart—so pow­er­ful dur­ing the whole course of life are the rec­ol­lec­tions of youth. He pro­ceed­ed, nev­er­the­less, and came op­po­site to an iron gate, or­na­ment­ed in the taste of the pe­ri­od.

			Through the gate was seen kitchen-gar­dens, care­ful­ly at­tend­ed to, a spa­cious court­yard, in which neighed sev­er­al hors­es held by valets in var­i­ous liv­er­ies, and a car­riage, drawn by two hors­es of the coun­try.

			“We are mis­tak­en,” said d’Artag­nan. “This can­not be the es­tab­lish­ment of Athos. Good heav­ens! sup­pose he is dead and that this prop­er­ty now be­longs to some­one who bears his name. Alight, Planchet, and in­quire, for I con­fess that I have scarce­ly courage so to do.”

			Planchet alight­ed.

			“Thou must add,” said d’Artag­nan, “that a gen­tle­man who is pass­ing by wish­es to have the hon­or of pay­ing his re­spects to the Comte de la Fère, and if thou art sat­is­fied with what thou hear­est, then men­tion my name!”

			Planchet, lead­ing his horse by the bri­dle, drew near to the gate and rang the bell, and im­me­di­ate­ly a ser­vant-man with white hair and of erect stature, not­with­stand­ing his age, pre­sent­ed him­self.

			“Does Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère live here?” asked Planchet.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, it is here he lives,” the ser­vant replied to Planchet, who was not in liv­ery.

			“A no­ble­man re­tired from ser­vice, is he not?”

			“Yes.”

			“And who had a lack­ey named Gri­maud?” per­sist­ed Planchet, who had pru­dent­ly con­sid­ered that he couldn’t have too much in­for­ma­tion.

			“Mon­sieur Gri­maud is ab­sent from the château for the time be­ing,” said the servi­tor, who, lit­tle used as he was to such in­quiries, be­gan to ex­am­ine Planchet from head to foot.

			“Then,” cried Planchet joy­ous­ly, “I see well that it is the same Comte de la Fère whom we seek. Be good enough to open to me, for I wish to an­nounce to Mon­sieur le Comte that my mas­ter, one of his friends, is here, and wish­es to greet him.”

			“Why didn’t you say so?” said the servi­tor, open­ing the gate. “But where is your mas­ter?”

			“He is fol­low­ing me.”

			The servi­tor opened the gate and walked be­fore Planchet, who made a sign to d’Artag­nan. The lat­ter, his heart pal­pi­tat­ing more than ev­er, en­tered the court­yard with­out dis­mount­ing.

			Whilst Planchet was stand­ing on the steps be­fore the house he heard a voice say:

			“Well, where is this gen­tle­man and why do they not bring him here?”

			This voice, the sound of which reached d’Artag­nan, reawak­ened in his heart a thou­sand sen­ti­ments, a thou­sand rec­ol­lec­tions that he had for­got­ten. He vault­ed hasti­ly from his horse, whilst Planchet, with a smile on his lips, ad­vanced to­ward the mas­ter of the house.

			“But I know you, my lad,” said Athos, ap­pear­ing on the thresh­old.

			“Oh, yes, Mon­sieur le Comte, you know me and I know you. I am Planchet—Planchet, whom you know well.” But the hon­est ser­vant could say no more, so much was he over­come by this un­ex­pect­ed in­ter­view.

			“What, Planchet, is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan here?”

			“Here I am, my friend, dear Athos!” cried d’Artag­nan, in a fal­ter­ing voice and al­most stag­ger­ing from ag­i­ta­tion.

			At these words a vis­i­ble emo­tion was ex­pressed on the beau­ti­ful coun­te­nance and calm fea­tures of Athos. He rushed to­ward d’Artag­nan with eyes fixed up­on him and clasped him in his arms. D’Artag­nan, equal­ly moved, pressed him al­so close­ly to him, whilst tears stood in his eyes. Athos then took him by the hand and led him in­to the draw­ing-room, where there were sev­er­al peo­ple. Ev­ery­one arose.

			“I present to you,” he said, “Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, lieu­tenant of His Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers, a de­vot­ed friend and one of the most ex­cel­lent, brave gen­tle­men that I have ev­er known.”

			D’Artag­nan re­ceived the com­pli­ments of those who were present in his own way, and whilst the con­ver­sa­tion be­came gen­er­al he looked earnest­ly at Athos.

			Strange! Athos was scarce­ly aged at all! His fine eyes, no longer sur­round­ed by that dark line which nights of dis­si­pa­tion pen­cil too in­fal­li­bly, seemed larg­er, more liq­uid than ev­er. His face, a lit­tle elon­gat­ed, had gained in calm dig­ni­ty what it had lost in fever­ish ex­cite­ment. His hand, al­ways won­der­ful­ly beau­ti­ful and strong, was set off by a ruf­fle of lace, like cer­tain hands by Titian and Vandy­ck. He was less stiff than for­mer­ly. His long, dark hair, soft­ly pow­dered here and there with sil­ver ten­drils, fell el­e­gant­ly over his shoul­ders in wavy curls; his voice was still youth­ful, as if be­long­ing to a Her­cules of twen­ty-five, and his mag­nif­i­cent teeth, which he had pre­served white and sound, gave an in­de­scrib­able charm to his smile.

			Mean­while the guests, see­ing that the two friends were long­ing to be alone, pre­pared to de­part, when a noise of dogs bark­ing re­sound­ed through the court­yard and many per­sons said at the same mo­ment:

			“Ah! ’tis Raoul, who is come home.”

			Athos, as the name of Raoul was pro­nounced, looked in­quis­i­tive­ly at d’Artag­nan, in or­der to see if any cu­rios­i­ty was paint­ed on his face. But d’Artag­nan was still in con­fu­sion and turned around al­most me­chan­i­cal­ly when a fine young man of fif­teen years of age, dressed sim­ply, but in per­fect taste, en­tered the room, rais­ing, as he came, his hat, adorned with a long plume of scar­let feath­ers.

			Nev­er­the­less, d’Artag­nan was struck by the ap­pear­ance of this new per­son­age. It seemed to ex­plain to him the change in Athos; a re­sem­blance be­tween the boy and the man ex­plained the mys­tery of this re­gen­er­at­ed ex­is­tence. He re­mained lis­ten­ing and gaz­ing.

			“Here you are, home again, Raoul,” said the comte.

			“Yes, sir,” replied the youth, with deep re­spect, “and I have per­formed the com­mis­sion that you gave me.”

			“But what’s the mat­ter, Raoul?” said Athos, very anx­ious­ly. “You are pale and ag­i­tat­ed.”

			“Sir,” replied the young man, “it is on ac­count of an ac­ci­dent which has hap­pened to our lit­tle neigh­bor.”

			“To Made­moi­selle de la Val­lière?” asked Athos, quick­ly.

			“What is it?” cried many per­sons present.

			“She was walk­ing with her nurse Marce­line, in the place where the wood­men cut the wood, when, pass­ing on horse­back, I stopped. She saw me al­so and in try­ing to jump from the end of a pile of wood on which she had mount­ed, the poor child fell and was not able to rise again. I fear that she has bad­ly sprained her an­kle.”

			“Oh, heav­ens!” cried Athos. “And her moth­er, Madame de Saint-Re­my, have they yet told her of it?”

			“No, sir, Madame de Saint-Re­my is at Blois with the Duchess of Or­léans. I am afraid that what was first done was un­skill­ful, if not worse than use­less. I am come, sir, to ask your ad­vice.”

			“Send di­rect­ly to Blois, Raoul; or, rather, take horse and ride im­me­di­ate­ly your­self.”

			Raoul bowed.

			“But where is Louise?” asked the comte.

			“I have brought her here, sir, and I have de­posit­ed her in charge of Char­lotte, who, till bet­ter ad­vice comes, has bathed the foot in cold well-wa­ter.”

			The guests now all took leave of Athos, ex­cept­ing the old Duc de Barbe, who, as an old friend of the fam­i­ly of La Val­lière, went to see lit­tle Louise and of­fered to take her to Blois in his car­riage.

			“You are right, sir,” said Athos. “She will be the soon­er with her moth­er. As for you, Raoul, I am sure it is your fault, some gid­di­ness or fol­ly.”

			“No, sir, I as­sure you,” mut­tered Raoul, “it is not.”

			“Oh, no, no, I de­clare it is not!” cried the young girl, while Raoul turned pale at the idea of his be­ing per­haps the cause of her dis­as­ter.

			“Nev­er­the­less, Raoul, you must go to Blois and you must make your ex­cus­es and mine to Madame de Saint-Re­my.”

			The youth looked pleased. He again took in his strong arms the lit­tle girl, whose pret­ty gold­en head and smil­ing face rest­ed on his shoul­der, and placed her gen­tly in the car­riage; then jump­ing on his horse with the el­e­gance of a first-rate es­quire, af­ter bow­ing to Athos and d’Artag­nan, he went off close by the door of the car­riage, on some­body in­side of which his eyes were riv­et­ed.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Cas­tle of Bragelonne

			
			Whilst this scene was go­ing on, d’Artag­nan re­mained with open mouth and a con­fused gaze. Ev­ery­thing had turned out so dif­fer­ent­ly from what he ex­pect­ed that he was stu­pe­fied with won­der.

			Athos, who had been ob­serv­ing him and guess­ing his thoughts, took his arm and led him in­to the gar­den.

			“Whilst sup­per is be­ing pre­pared,” he said, smil­ing, “you will not, my friend, be sor­ry to have the mys­tery which so puz­zles you cleared up.”

			“True, Mon­sieur le Comte,” replied d’Artag­nan, who felt that by de­grees Athos was re­sum­ing that great in­flu­ence which aris­toc­ra­cy had over him.

			Athos smiled.

			“First and fore­most, dear d’Artag­nan, we have no ti­tle such as count here. When I call you ‘cheva­lier,’ it is in pre­sent­ing you to my guests, that they may know who you are. But to you, d’Artag­nan, I am, I hope, still dear Athos, your com­rade, your friend. Do you in­tend to stand on cer­e­mo­ny be­cause you are less at­tached to me than you were?”

			“Oh! God for­bid!”

			“Then let us be as we used to be; let us be open with each oth­er. You are sur­prised at what you see here?”

			“Ex­treme­ly.”

			“But above all things, I am a mar­vel to you?”

			“I con­fess it.”

			“I am still young, am I not? Should you not have known me again, in spite of my eight-and-forty years of age?”

			“On the con­trary, I do not find you the same per­son at all.”

			“I un­der­stand,” cried Athos, with a gen­tle blush. “Ev­ery­thing, d’Artag­nan, even fol­ly, has its lim­it.”

			“Then your means, it ap­pears, are im­proved; you have a cap­i­tal house—your own, I pre­sume? You have a park, and hors­es, ser­vants.”

			Athos smiled.

			“Yes, I in­her­it­ed this lit­tle prop­er­ty when I quit­ted the army, as I told you. The park is twen­ty acres—twen­ty, com­pris­ing kitchen-gar­dens and a com­mon. I have two hors­es—I do not count my ser­vant’s bob­tailed nag. My sport­ing dogs con­sist of two point­ers, two har­ri­ers and two set­ters. But then all this ex­trav­a­gance is not for my­self,” added Athos, laugh­ing.

			“Yes, I see, for the young man Raoul,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“You guess aright, my friend; this youth is an or­phan, de­sert­ed by his moth­er, who left him in the house of a poor coun­try priest. I have brought him up. It is Raoul who has worked in me the change you see; I was dried up like a mis­er­able tree, iso­lat­ed, at­tached to noth­ing on earth; it was on­ly a deep af­fec­tion that could make me take root again and drag me back to life. This child has caused me to re­cov­er what I had lost. I had no longer any wish to live for my­self, I have lived for him. I have cor­rect­ed the vices that I had; I have as­sumed the virtues that I had not. Pre­cept some­thing, but ex­am­ple more. I may be mis­tak­en, but I be­lieve that Raoul will be as ac­com­plished a gen­tle­man as our de­gen­er­ate age could dis­play.”

			The re­mem­brance of Mi­la­dy re­curred to d’Artag­nan.

			“And you are hap­py?” he said to his friend.

			“As hap­py as it is al­lowed to one of God’s crea­tures to be on this earth; but say out all you think, d’Artag­nan, for you have not yet done so.”

			“You are too bad, Athos; one can hide noth­ing from you,” an­swered d’Artag­nan. “I wished to ask you if you ev­er feel any emo­tions of ter­ror re­sem­bling—”

			“Re­morse! I fin­ish your phrase. Yes and no. I do not feel re­morse, be­cause that wom­an, I pro­found­ly hold, de­served her pun­ish­ment. Had she one re­deem­ing trait? I doubt it. I do not feel re­morse, be­cause had we al­lowed her to live she would have per­sist­ed in her work of de­struc­tion. But I do not mean, my friend, that we were right in what we did. Per­haps all blood de­mands some ex­pi­a­tion. Hers had been ac­com­plished; it re­mains, pos­si­bly, for us to ac­com­plish ours.”

			“I have some­times thought as you do, Athos.”

			“She had a son, that un­hap­py wom­an?”

			“Yes.”

			“Have you ev­er heard of him?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“He must be about twen­ty-three years of age,” said Athos, in a low tone. “I of­ten think of that young man, d’Artag­nan.”

			“Strange! for I had for­got­ten him,” said the lieu­tenant.

			Athos smiled; the smile was melan­choly.

			“And Lord de Win­ter—do you know any­thing about him?”

			“I know that he is in high fa­vor with Charles I.”

			“The for­tunes of that monarch now are at low wa­ter. He shed the blood of Straf­ford; that con­firms what I said just now—blood will have blood. And the queen?”

			“What queen?”

			“Madame Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land, daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV.”

			“She is at the Lou­vre, as you know.”

			“Yes, and I hear in bit­ter pover­ty. Her daugh­ter, dur­ing the sever­est cold, was obliged for want of fire to re­main in bed. Do you grasp that?” said Athos, shrug­ging his shoul­ders; “the daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV shiv­er­ing for want of a fagot! Why did she not ask from any one of us a home in­stead of from Mazarin? She should have want­ed noth­ing.”

			“Have you ev­er seen the queen of Eng­land?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“No; but my moth­er, as a child, saw her. Did I ev­er tell you that my moth­er was la­dy of hon­or to Marie de Medi­ci?”

			“Nev­er. You know, Athos, you nev­er spoke much of such mat­ters.”

			“Ah, mon Dieu, yes, you are right,” Athos replied; “but then there must be some oc­ca­sion for speak­ing.”

			“Porthos wouldn’t have wait­ed for it so pa­tient­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, with a smile.

			“Ev­ery­one ac­cord­ing to his na­ture, my dear d’Artag­nan. Porthos, in spite of a touch of van­i­ty, has many ex­cel­lent qual­i­ties. Have you seen him?”

			“I left him five days ago,” said d’Artag­nan, and he por­trayed with Gas­con wit and spright­li­ness the mag­nif­i­cence of Porthos in his château of Pier­re­fonds; nor did he ne­glect to launch a few ar­rows of wit at the ex­cel­lent Mon­sieur Mous­ton.

			“I some­times won­der,” replied Athos, smil­ing at that gayety which re­called the good old days, “that we could form an as­so­ci­a­tion of men who would be, af­ter twen­ty years of sep­a­ra­tion, still so close­ly bound to­geth­er. Friend­ship throws out deep roots in hon­est hearts, d’Artag­nan. Be­lieve me, it is on­ly the evil-mind­ed who de­ny friend­ship; they can­not un­der­stand it. And Aramis?”

			“I have seen him al­so,” said d’Artag­nan; “but he seemed to me cold.”

			“Ah, you have seen Aramis?” said Athos, turn­ing on d’Artag­nan a search­ing look. “Why, it is a ver­i­ta­ble pil­grim­age, my dear friend, that you are mak­ing to the Tem­ple of Friend­ship, as the po­ets would say.”

			“Why, yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, with em­bar­rass­ment.

			“Aramis, you know,” con­tin­ued Athos, “is nat­u­ral­ly cold, and then he is al­ways in­volved in in­trigues with wom­en.”

			“I be­lieve he is at this mo­ment in a very com­pli­cat­ed one,” said d’Artag­nan.

			Athos made no re­ply.

			He is not cu­ri­ous, thought d’Artag­nan.

			Athos not on­ly failed to re­ply, he even changed the sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion.

			“You see,” said he, call­ing d’Artag­nan’s at­ten­tion to the fact that they had come back to the château af­ter an hour’s walk, “we have made a tour of my do­mains.”

			“All is charm­ing and ev­ery­thing sa­vors of no­bil­i­ty,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			At this in­stant they heard the sound of hors­es’ feet.

			“ ’Tis Raoul who has come back,” said Athos; “and we can now hear how the poor child is.”

			In fact, the young man ap­peared at the gate, cov­ered with dust, en­tered the court­yard, leaped from his horse, which he con­signed to the charge of a groom, and then went to greet the count and d’Artag­nan.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Athos, plac­ing his hand on d’Artag­nan’s shoul­der, “Mon­sieur is the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan of whom you have of­ten heard me speak, Raoul.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the young man, salut­ing again and more pro­found­ly, “Mon­sieur le Comte has pro­nounced your name be­fore me as an ex­am­ple when­ev­er he wished to speak of an in­trepid and gen­er­ous gen­tle­man.”

			That lit­tle com­pli­ment could not fail to move d’Artag­nan. He ex­tend­ed a hand to Raoul and said:

			“My young friend, all the prais­es that are giv­en me should be passed on to the count here; for he has ed­u­cat­ed me in ev­ery­thing and it is not his fault that his pupil prof­it­ed so lit­tle from his in­struc­tions. But he will make it up in you I am sure. I like your man­ner, Raoul, and your po­lite­ness has touched me.”

			Athos was more de­light­ed than can be told. He looked at d’Artag­nan with an ex­pres­sion of grat­i­tude and then be­stowed on Raoul one of those strange smiles, of which chil­dren are so proud when they re­ceive them.

			Now, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, notic­ing that silent play of coun­te­nance, I am sure of it.

			“I hope the ac­ci­dent has been of no con­se­quence?”

			“They don’t yet know, sir, on ac­count of the swelling; but the doc­tor is afraid some ten­don has been in­jured.”

			At this mo­ment a lit­tle boy, half peas­ant, half foot-boy, came to an­nounce sup­per.

			Athos led his guest in­to a din­ing-room of mod­er­ate size, the win­dows of which opened on one side on a gar­den, on the oth­er on a hot­house full of mag­nif­i­cent flow­ers.

			D’Artag­nan glanced at the din­ner ser­vice. The plate was mag­nif­i­cent, old, and ap­per­tain­ing to the fam­i­ly. D’Artag­nan stopped to look at a side­board on which was a su­perb ew­er of sil­ver.

			“That work­man­ship is di­vine!” he ex­claimed.

			“Yes, a chef d’oeu­vre of the great Flo­ren­tine sculp­tor, Ben­venu­to Celli­ni,” replied Athos.

			“What bat­tle does it rep­re­sent?”

			“That of Marig­nan, just at the point where one of my fore­fa­thers is of­fer­ing his sword to Fran­cis I, who has bro­ken his. It was on that oc­ca­sion that my an­ces­tor, En­guer­rand de la Fère, was made a knight of the Or­der of St. Michael; be­sides which, the king, fif­teen years af­ter­ward, gave him al­so this ew­er and a sword which you may have seen for­mer­ly in my house, al­so a love­ly spec­i­men of work­man­ship. Men were gi­ants in those times,” said Athos; “now we are pyg­mies in com­par­i­son. Let us sit down to sup­per. Call Charles,” he added, ad­dress­ing the boy who wait­ed.

			“My good Charles, I par­tic­u­lar­ly rec­om­mend to your care Planchet, the laquais of Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan. He likes good wine; now you have the key of the cel­lar. He has slept a long time on a hard bed, so he won’t ob­ject to a soft one; take ev­ery care of him, I beg of you.” Charles bowed and re­tired.

			“You think of ev­ery­thing,” said d’Artag­nan; “and I thank you for Planchet, my dear Athos.”

			Raoul stared on hear­ing this name and looked at the count to be quite sure that it was he whom the lieu­tenant thus ad­dressed.

			“That name sounds strange to you,” said Athos, smil­ing; “it was my nom de guerre when Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, two oth­er gal­lant friends and my­self per­formed some feats of arms at the siege of La Rochelle, un­der the de­ceased car­di­nal and Mon­sieur de Bas­som­pierre. My friend is still so kind as to ad­dress me by that old and well beloved ap­pel­la­tion, which makes my heart glad when I hear it.”

			“ ’Tis an il­lus­tri­ous name,” said the lieu­tenant, “and had one day tri­umphal hon­ors paid to it.”

			“What do you mean, sir?” in­quired Raoul.

			“You have not for­got­ten St. Ger­vais, Athos, and the nap­kin which was con­vert­ed in­to a ban­ner?” and he then re­lat­ed to Raoul the sto­ry of the bas­tion, and Raoul fan­cied he was lis­ten­ing to one of those deeds of arms be­long­ing to days of chival­ry, so glo­ri­ous­ly re­count­ed by Tas­so and Ar­ios­to.

			“D’Artag­nan does not tell you, Raoul,” said Athos, in his turn, “that he was reck­oned one of the finest swords­men of his time—a knuck­le of iron, a wrist of steel, a sure eye and a glance of fire; that’s what his ad­ver­sary met with. He was eigh­teen, on­ly three years old­er than you are, Raoul, when I saw him set to work, pit­ted against tried men.”

			“And did Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan come off the con­queror?” asked the young man, with glis­ten­ing eye.

			“I killed one man, if I rec­ol­lect right­ly,” replied d’Artag­nan, with a look of in­quiry di­rect­ed to Athos; “an­oth­er I dis­armed or wound­ed, I don’t re­mem­ber which.”

			“Wound­ed!” said Athos; “it was a phe­nom­e­non of skill.”

			The young man would will­ing­ly have pro­longed this con­ver­sa­tion far in­to the night, but Athos point­ed out to him that his guest must need re­pose. D’Artag­nan would fain have de­clared that he was not fa­tigued, but Athos in­sist­ed on his re­tir­ing to his cham­ber, con­duct­ed thith­er by Raoul.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Athos as a Diplo­ma­tist

			
			D’Artag­nan re­tired to bed—not to sleep, but to think over all he had heard that evening. Be­ing nat­u­ral­ly good­heart­ed, and hav­ing had once a lik­ing for Athos, which had grown in­to a sin­cere friend­ship, he was de­light­ed at thus meet­ing a man full of in­tel­li­gence and moral strength, in­stead of a wretch­ed drunk­ard. He ad­mit­ted with­out an­noy­ance the con­tin­ued su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of Athos over him­self, de­void as he was of that jeal­ousy which might have sad­dened a less gen­er­ous dis­po­si­tion; he was de­light­ed al­so that the high qual­i­ties of Athos ap­peared to prom­ise fa­vor­ably for his mis­sion. Nev­er­the­less, it seemed to him that Athos was not in all re­spects sin­cere and frank. Who was the youth he had adopt­ed and who bore so strik­ing a re­sem­blance to him? What could ex­plain Athos’s hav­ing re-en­tered the world and the ex­treme so­bri­ety he had ob­served at ta­ble? The ab­sence of Gri­maud, whose name had nev­er once been ut­tered by Athos, gave d’Artag­nan un­easi­ness. It was ev­i­dent ei­ther that he no longer pos­sessed the con­fi­dence of his friend, or that Athos was bound by some in­vis­i­ble chain, or that he had been fore­warned of the lieu­tenant’s vis­it.

			He could not help think­ing of M. Rochefort, whom he had seen in Notre Dame; could de Rochefort have fore­stalled him with Athos? Again, the mod­er­ate for­tune which Athos pos­sessed, con­cealed as it was, so skill­ful­ly, seemed to show a re­gard for ap­pear­ances and to be­tray a la­tent am­bi­tion which might be eas­i­ly aroused. The clear and vig­or­ous in­tel­lect of Athos would ren­der him more open to con­vic­tion than a less able man would be. He would en­ter in­to the min­is­ter’s schemes with the more ar­dor, be­cause his nat­u­ral ac­tiv­i­ty would be dou­bled by ne­ces­si­ty.

			Re­solved to seek an ex­pla­na­tion on all these points on the fol­low­ing day, d’Artag­nan, in spite of his fa­tigue, pre­pared for an at­tack and de­ter­mined that it should take place af­ter break­fast. He de­ter­mined to cul­ti­vate the good­will of the youth Raoul and, ei­ther whilst fenc­ing with him or when out shoot­ing, to ex­tract from his sim­plic­i­ty some in­for­ma­tion which would con­nect the Athos of old times with the Athos of the present. But d’Artag­nan at the same time, be­ing a man of ex­treme cau­tion, was quite aware what in­jury he should do him­self, if by any in­dis­cre­tion or awk­ward­ness he should be­tray his ma­noeu­ver­ing to the ex­pe­ri­enced eye of Athos. Be­sides, to tell truth, whilst d’Artag­nan was quite dis­posed to adopt a sub­tle course against the cun­ning of Aramis or the van­i­ty of Porthos, he was ashamed to equiv­o­cate with Athos, true­heart­ed, open Athos. It seemed to him that if Porthos and Aramis deemed him su­pe­ri­or to them in the arts of diplo­ma­cy, they would like him all the bet­ter for it; but that Athos, on the con­trary, would de­spise him.

			Ah! why is not Gri­maud, the tac­i­turn Gri­maud, here? thought d’Artag­nan, there are so many things his si­lence would have told me; with Gri­maud si­lence was an­oth­er form of elo­quence!

			There reigned a per­fect still­ness in the house. D’Artag­nan had heard the door shut and the shut­ters barred; the dogs be­came in their turn silent. At last a nightin­gale, lost in a thick­et of shrubs, in the midst of its most melo­di­ous ca­dences had flut­ed low and low­er in­to still­ness and fall­en asleep. Not a sound was heard in the cas­tle, ex­cept of a foot­step up and down, in the cham­ber above—as he sup­posed, the bed­room of Athos.

			He is walk­ing about and think­ing, thought d’Artag­nan; but of what? It is im­pos­si­ble to know; ev­ery­thing else might be guessed, but not that.

			At length Athos went to bed, ap­par­ent­ly, for the noise ceased.

			Si­lence and fa­tigue to­geth­er over­came d’Artag­nan and sleep over­took him al­so. He was not, how­ev­er, a good sleep­er. Scarce­ly had dawn gild­ed his win­dow cur­tains when he sprang out of bed and opened the win­dows. Some­body, he per­ceived, was in the court­yard, mov­ing stealth­ily. True to his cus­tom of nev­er pass­ing any­thing over that it was with­in his pow­er to know, d’Artag­nan looked out of the win­dow and per­ceived the close red coat and brown hair of Raoul.

			The young man was open­ing the door of the sta­ble. He then, with noise­less haste, took out the horse that he had rid­den on the pre­vi­ous evening, sad­dled and bri­dled it him­self and led the an­i­mal in­to the al­ley to the right of the kitchen-gar­den, opened a side door which con­duct­ed him to a bri­dle road, shut it af­ter him, and d’Artag­nan saw him pass by like a dart, bend­ing, as he went, be­neath the pen­dent flow­ery branch­es of maple and aca­cia. The road, as d’Artag­nan had ob­served, was the way to Blois.

			So! thought the Gas­con here’s a young blade who has al­ready his love af­fair, who doesn’t at all agree with Athos in his ha­tred to the fair sex. He’s not go­ing to hunt, for he has nei­ther dogs nor arms; he’s not go­ing on a mes­sage, for he goes se­cret­ly. Why does he go in se­cret? Is he afraid of me or of his fa­ther? for I am sure the count is his fa­ther. By Jove! I shall know about that soon, for I shall soon speak out to Athos.

			Day was now ad­vanced; all the nois­es that had ceased the night be­fore reawak­ened, one af­ter the oth­er. The bird on the branch, the dog in his ken­nel, the sheep in the field, the boats moored in the Loire, even, be­came alive and vo­cal. The lat­ter, leav­ing the shore, aban­doned them­selves gai­ly to the cur­rent. The Gas­con gave a last twirl to his mus­tache, a last turn to his hair, brushed, from habit, the brim of his hat with the sleeve of his dou­blet, and went down­stairs. Scarce­ly had he de­scend­ed the last step of the thresh­old when he saw Athos bent down to­ward the ground, as if he were look­ing for a crown-piece in the dust.

			“Good morn­ing, my dear host,” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Good day to you; have you slept well?”

			“Ex­cel­lent­ly, Athos, but what are you look­ing for? You are per­haps a tulip fanci­er?”

			“My dear friend, if I am, you must not laugh at me for be­ing so. In the coun­try peo­ple al­ter; one gets to like, with­out know­ing it, all those beau­ti­ful ob­jects that God caus­es to spring from the earth, which are de­spised in cities. I was look­ing anx­ious­ly for some iris roots I plant­ed here, close to this reser­voir, and which some­one has tram­pled up­on this morn­ing. These gar­den­ers are the most care­less peo­ple in the world; in bring­ing the horse out to the wa­ter they’ve al­lowed him to walk over the bor­der.”

			D’Artag­nan be­gan to smile.

			“Ah! you think so, do you?”

			And he took his friend along the al­ley, where a num­ber of tracks like those which had tram­pled down the flowerbeds, were vis­i­ble.

			“Here are the horse’s hoofs again, it seems, Athos,” he said care­less­ly.

			“Yes, in­deed, the marks are re­cent.”

			“Quite so,” replied the lieu­tenant.

			“Who went out this morn­ing?” Athos asked, un­easi­ly. “Has any horse got loose?”

			“Not like­ly,” an­swered the Gas­con; “these marks are reg­u­lar.”

			“Where is Raoul?” asked Athos; “how is it that I have not seen him?”

			“Hush!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, putting his fin­ger on his lips; and he re­lat­ed what he had seen, watch­ing Athos all the while.

			“Ah, he’s gone to Blois; the poor boy—”

			“Where­fore?”

			“Ah, to in­quire af­ter the lit­tle La Val­lière; she has sprained her foot, you know.”

			“You think he has?”

			“I am sure of it,” said Athos; “don’t you see that Raoul is in love?”

			“In­deed! with whom—with a child sev­en years old?”

			“Dear friend, at Raoul’s age the heart is so ex­pan­sive that it must en­cir­cle one ob­ject or an­oth­er, fan­cied or re­al. Well, his love is half re­al, half fan­ci­ful. She is the pret­ti­est lit­tle crea­ture in the world, with flax­en hair, blue eyes—at once saucy and lan­guish­ing.”

			“But what say you to Raoul’s fan­cy?”

			“Noth­ing—I laugh at Raoul; but this first de­sire of the heart is im­pe­ri­ous. I re­mem­ber, just at his age, how deep in love I was with a Gre­cian stat­ue which our good king, then Hen­ry IV, gave my fa­ther, in­so­much that I was mad with grief when they told me that the sto­ry of Pyg­malion was noth­ing but a fa­ble.”

			“It is mere want of oc­cu­pa­tion. You do not make Raoul work, so he takes his own way of em­ploy­ing him­self.”

			“Ex­act­ly; there­fore I think of send­ing him away from here.”

			“You will be wise to do so.”

			“No doubt of it; but it will break his heart. So long as three or four years ago he used to adorn and adore his lit­tle idol, whom he will some day fall in love with in right earnest if he re­mains here. The par­ents of lit­tle La Val­lière have for a long time per­ceived and been amused at it; now they be­gin to look con­cerned.”

			“Non­sense! How­ev­er, Raoul must be di­vert­ed from this fan­cy. Send him away or you will nev­er make a man of him.”

			“I think I shall send him to Paris.”

			So! thought d’Artag­nan, and it seemed to him that the mo­ment for at­tack had ar­rived.

			“Sup­pose,” he said, “we rough­ly chalk out a ca­reer for this young man. I wish to con­sult you about some thing.”

			“Do so.”

			“Do you think it is time for us to en­ter the ser­vice?”

			“But are you not still in the ser­vice—you, d’Artag­nan?”

			“I mean ac­tive ser­vice. Our for­mer life, has it still no at­trac­tions for you? would you not be hap­py to be­gin anew in my so­ci­ety and in that of Porthos, the ex­ploits of our youth?”

			“Do you pro­pose to me to do so, d’Artag­nan?”

			“De­cid­ed­ly and hon­est­ly.”

			“On whose side?” asked Athos, fix­ing his clear, benev­o­lent glance on the coun­te­nance of the Gas­con.

			“Ah, dev­il take it, you speak in earnest—”

			“And must have a def­i­nite an­swer. Lis­ten, d’Artag­nan. There is but one per­son, or rather, one cause, to whom a man like me can be use­ful—that of the king.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” an­swered the mus­ke­teer.

			“Yes, but let us un­der­stand each oth­er,” re­turned Athos, se­ri­ous­ly. “If by the cause of the king you mean that of Mon­sieur de Mazarin, we do not un­der­stand each oth­er.”

			“I don’t say ex­act­ly,” an­swered the Gas­con, con­fused.

			“Come, d’Artag­nan, don’t let us play a side­long game; your hes­i­ta­tion, your eva­sion, tells me at once on whose side you are; for that par­ty no one dares open­ly to re­cruit, and when peo­ple re­cruit for it, it is with avert­ed eyes and hum­ble voice.”

			“Ah! my dear Athos!”

			“You know that I am not al­lud­ing to you; you are the pearl of brave, bold men. I speak of that spite­ful and in­trigu­ing Ital­ian—of the pedant who has tried to put on his own head a crown which he stole from un­der a pil­low—of the scoundrel who calls his par­ty the par­ty of the king—who wants to send the princes of the blood to prison, not dar­ing to kill them, as our great car­di­nal—our car­di­nal did—of the miser, who weighs his gold pieces and keeps the clipped ones for fear, though he is rich, of los­ing them at play next morn­ing—of the im­pu­dent fel­low who in­sults the queen, as they say—so much the worse for her—and who is go­ing in three months to make war up­on us, in or­der that he may re­tain his pen­sions; is that the mas­ter whom you pro­pose to me? I thank you, d’Artag­nan.”

			“You are more im­petu­ous than you were,” re­turned d’Artag­nan. “Age has warmed, not chilled your blood. Who in­formed you this was the mas­ter I pro­pose to you?” “Dev­il take it,” he mut­tered to him­self, “don’t let me be­tray my se­crets to a man not in­clined to en­ter­tain them.”

			“Well, then,” said Athos, “what are your schemes? what do you pro­pose?”

			“Zounds! noth­ing more than nat­u­ral. You live on your es­tate, hap­py in gold­en medi­ocrity. Porthos has, per­haps, six­ty thou­sand francs in­come. Aramis has al­ways fifty duchess­es quar­rel­ing over the priest, as they quar­reled for­mer­ly over the mus­ke­teer; but I—what have I in the world? I have worn my cuirass these twen­ty years, kept down in this in­fe­ri­or rank, with­out go­ing for­ward or back­ward, hard­ly half liv­ing. In fact, I am dead. Well! when there is some idea of be­ing re­sus­ci­tat­ed, you say he’s a scoundrel, an im­pu­dent fel­low, a miser, a bad mas­ter! By Jove! I am of your opin­ion, but find me a bet­ter one or give me the means of liv­ing.”

			Athos was for a few mo­ments thought­ful.

			Good! d’Artag­nan is for Mazarin, he said to him­self.

			From that mo­ment he grew very guard­ed.

			On his side d’Artag­nan be­came more cau­tious al­so.

			“You spoke to me,” Athos re­sumed, “of Porthos; have you per­suad­ed him to seek his for­tune? But he has wealth, I be­lieve, al­ready.”

			“Doubt­less he has. But such is man, we al­ways want some­thing more than we al­ready have.”

			“What does Porthos wish for?”

			“To be a baron.”

			“Ah, true! I for­got,” said Athos, laugh­ing.

			’Tis true! thought the Gas­con, where has he heard it? Does he cor­re­spond with Aramis? Ah! if I knew that he did I should know all.

			The con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the en­trance of Raoul.

			“Is our lit­tle neigh­bor worse?” asked d’Artag­nan, see­ing a look of vex­a­tion on the face of the youth.

			“Ah, sir!” replied Raoul, “her fall is a very se­ri­ous one, and with­out any os­ten­si­ble in­jury, the physi­cian fears she will be lame for life.”

			“This is ter­ri­ble,” said Athos.

			“And what makes me all the more wretch­ed, sir, is, that I was the cause of this mis­for­tune.”

			“How so?” asked Athos.

			“It was to run to meet me that she leaped from that pile of wood.”

			“There’s on­ly one rem­e­dy, dear Raoul—that is, to mar­ry her as a com­pen­sa­tion,” re­marked d’Artag­nan.

			“Ah, sir!” an­swered Raoul, “you joke about a re­al mis­for­tune; that is cru­el, in­deed.”

			The good un­der­stand­ing be­tween the two friends was not in the least al­tered by the morn­ing’s skir­mish. They break­fast­ed with a good ap­petite, look­ing now and then at poor Raoul, who with moist eyes and a full heart, scarce­ly ate at all.

			Af­ter break­fast two let­ters ar­rived for Athos, who read them with pro­found at­ten­tion, whilst d’Artag­nan could not re­strain him­self from jump­ing up sev­er­al times on see­ing him read these epis­tles, in one of which, there be­ing at the time a very strong light, he per­ceived the fine writ­ing of Aramis. The oth­er was in a fem­i­nine hand, long, and crossed.

			“Come,” said d’Artag­nan to Raoul, see­ing that Athos wished to be alone, “come, let us take a turn in the fenc­ing gallery; that will amuse you.”

			And they both went in­to a low room where there were foils, gloves, masks, breast­plates, and all the ac­ces­sories for a fenc­ing match.

			In a quar­ter of an hour Athos joined them and at the same mo­ment Charles brought in a let­ter for d’Artag­nan, which a mes­sen­ger had just de­sired might be in­stant­ly de­liv­ered.

			It was now Athos’s turn to take a sly look.

			D’Artag­nan read the let­ter with ap­par­ent calm­ness and said, shak­ing his head:

			“See, dear friend, what it is to be­long to the army. Faith, you are in­deed right not to re­turn to it. Mon­sieur de Tréville is ill, so my com­pa­ny can’t do with­out me; there! my leave is at an end!”

			“Do you re­turn to Paris?” asked Athos, quick­ly.

			“Egad! yes; but why don’t you come there al­so?”

			Athos col­ored a lit­tle and an­swered:

			“Should I go, I shall be de­light­ed to see you there.”

			“Hal­loo, Planchet!” cried the Gas­con from the door, “we must set out in ten min­utes; give the hors­es some hay.”

			Then turn­ing to Athos he added:

			“I seem to miss some­thing here. I am re­al­ly sor­ry to go away with­out hav­ing seen Gri­maud.”

			“Gri­maud!” replied Athos. “I’m sur­prised you have nev­er so much as asked af­ter him. I have lent him to a friend—”

			“Who will un­der­stand the signs he makes?” re­turned d’Artag­nan.

			“I hope so.”

			The friends em­braced cor­dial­ly; d’Artag­nan pressed Raoul’s hand.

			“Will you not come with me?” he said; “I shall pass by Blois.”

			Raoul turned to­ward Athos, who showed him by a se­cret sign that he did not wish him to go.

			“No, Mon­sieur,” replied the young man; “I will re­main with Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			“Adieu, then, to both, my good friends,” said d’Artag­nan; “may God pre­serve you! as we used to say when we said good­bye to each oth­er in the late car­di­nal’s time.”

			Athos waved his hand, Raoul bowed, and d’Artag­nan and Planchet set out.

			The count fol­lowed them with his eyes, his hands rest­ing on the shoul­ders of the youth, whose height was al­most equal to his own; but as soon as they were out of sight he said:

			“Raoul, we set out tonight for Paris.”

			“Eh?” cried the young man, turn­ing pale.

			“You may go and of­fer your adieux and mine to Madame de Saint-Re­my. I shall wait for you here till sev­en.”

			The young man bent low, with an ex­pres­sion of sor­row and grat­i­tude min­gled, and re­tired in or­der to sad­dle his horse.

			As to d’Artag­nan, scarce­ly, on his side, was he out of sight when he drew from his pock­et a let­ter, which he read over again:

			
				Re­turn im­me­di­ate­ly to Paris.—J. M——.

			

			“The epis­tle is la­con­ic,” said d’Artag­nan; “and if there had not been a post­script, prob­a­bly I should not have un­der­stood it; but hap­pi­ly there is a post­script.”

			And he read that wel­come post­script, which made him for­get the abrupt­ness of the let­ter.

			
				P.S.—Go to the king’s trea­sur­er, at Blois; tell him your name and show him this let­ter; you will re­ceive two hun­dred pis­toles.

			

			“As­sured­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, “I ad­mire this piece of prose. The car­di­nal writes bet­ter than I thought. Come, Planchet, let us pay a vis­it to the king’s trea­sur­er and then set off.”

			“To­ward Paris, sir?”

			“To­ward Paris.”

			And they set out at as hard a can­ter as their hors­es could main­tain.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				The Duc de Beau­fort

			
			The cir­cum­stances that had has­tened the re­turn of d’Artag­nan to Paris were as fol­lows:

			One evening, when Mazarin, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, went to vis­it the queen, in pass­ing the guard-cham­ber he heard loud voic­es; wish­ing to know on what top­ic the sol­diers were con­vers­ing, he ap­proached with his wont­ed wolf-like step, pushed open the door and put his head close to the chink.

			There was a dis­pute among the guards.

			“I tell you,” one of them was say­ing, “that if Coy­sel pre­dict­ed that, ’tis as good as true; I know noth­ing about it, but I have heard say that he’s not on­ly an as­trologer, but a ma­gi­cian.”

			“Deuce take it, friend, if he’s one of thy friends thou wilt ru­in him in say­ing so.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause he may be tried for it.”

			“Ah! ab­surd! they don’t burn sor­cer­ers nowa­days.”

			“No? ’Tis not a long time since the late car­di­nal burnt Ur­ban Grandi­er, though.”

			“My friend, Ur­ban Grandi­er wasn’t a sor­cer­er, he was a learned man. He didn’t pre­dict the fu­ture, he knew the past—of­ten a more dan­ger­ous thing.”

			Mazarin nod­ded an as­sent, but wish­ing to know what this pre­dic­tion was, about which they dis­put­ed, he re­mained in the same place.

			“I don’t say,” re­sumed the guard, “that Coy­sel is not a sor­cer­er, but I say that if his prophe­cy gets wind, it’s a sure way to pre­vent it’s com­ing true.”

			“How so?”

			“Why, in this way: if Coy­sel says loud enough for the car­di­nal to hear him, on such or such a day such a pris­on­er will es­cape, ’tis plain that the car­di­nal will take mea­sures of pre­cau­tion and that the pris­on­er will not es­cape.”

			“Good Lord!” said an­oth­er guard, who might have been thought asleep on a bench, but who had lost not a syl­la­ble of the con­ver­sa­tion, “do you sup­pose that men can es­cape their des­tiny? If it is writ­ten yon­der, in Heav­en, that the Duc de Beau­fort is to es­cape, he will es­cape; and all the pre­cau­tions of the car­di­nal will not pre­vent it.”

			Mazarin start­ed. He was an Ital­ian and there­fore su­per­sti­tious. He walked straight in­to the midst of the guards, who on see­ing him were silent.

			“What were you say­ing?” he asked with his flat­ter­ing man­ner; “that Mon­sieur de Beau­fort had es­caped, were you not?”

			“Oh, no, my lord!” said the in­cred­u­lous sol­dier. “He’s well guard­ed now; we on­ly said he would es­cape.”

			“Who said so?”

			“Re­peat your sto­ry, Saint Lau­rent,” replied the man, turn­ing to the orig­i­na­tor of the tale.

			“My lord,” said the guard, “I have sim­ply men­tioned the prophe­cy I heard from a man named Coy­sel, who be­lieves that, be he ev­er so close­ly watched and guard­ed, the Duke of Beau­fort will es­cape be­fore Whit­sun­tide.”

			“Coy­sel is a mad­man!” re­turned the car­di­nal.

			“No,” replied the sol­dier, tena­cious in his creduli­ty; “he has fore­told many things which have come to pass; for in­stance, that the queen would have a son; that Mon­sieur Col­igny would be killed in a du­el with the Duc de Guise; and fi­nal­ly, that the coad­ju­tor would be made car­di­nal. Well! the queen has not on­ly one son, but two; then, Mon­sieur de Col­igny was killed, and—”

			“Yes,” said Mazarin, “but the coad­ju­tor is not yet made car­di­nal!”

			“No, my lord, but he will be,” an­swered the guard.

			Mazarin made a gri­mace, as if he meant to say, “But he does not wear the car­di­nal’s cap”; then he added:

			“So, my friend, it’s your opin­ion that Mon­sieur de Beau­fort will es­cape?”

			“That’s my idea, my lord; and if your Em­i­nence were to of­fer to make me at this mo­ment gov­er­nor of the cas­tle of Vin­cennes, I should refuse it. Af­ter Whit­sun­tide it would be an­oth­er thing.”

			There is noth­ing so con­vinc­ing as a firm con­vic­tion. It has its own ef­fect up­on the most in­cred­u­lous; and far from be­ing in­cred­u­lous, Mazarin was su­per­sti­tious. He went away thought­ful and anx­ious and re­turned to his own room, where he sum­moned Bernouin and de­sired him to fetch thith­er in the morn­ing the spe­cial guard he had placed over Mon­sieur de Beau­fort and to awak­en him when­ev­er he should ar­rive.

			The guard had, in fact, touched the car­di­nal in the ten­der­est point. Dur­ing the whole five years in which the Duc de Beau­fort had been in prison not a day had passed in which the car­di­nal had not felt a se­cret dread of his es­cape. It was not pos­si­ble, as he knew well, to con­fine for the whole of his life the grand­son of Hen­ry IV, es­pe­cial­ly when this young prince was scarce­ly thir­ty years of age. But how­ev­er and when­so­ev­er he did es­cape, what ha­tred he must cher­ish against him to whom he owed his long im­pris­on­ment; who had tak­en him, rich, brave, glo­ri­ous, beloved by wom­en, feared by men, to cut off his life’s best, hap­pi­est years; for it is not life, it is mere­ly ex­is­tence, in prison! Mean­time, Mazarin re­dou­bled his sur­veil­lance over the duke. But like the miser in the fa­ble, he could not sleep for think­ing of his trea­sure. Of­ten he awoke in the night, sud­den­ly, dream­ing that he had been robbed of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort. Then he in­quired about him and had the vex­a­tion of hear­ing that the pris­on­er played, drank, sang, but that whilst play­ing, drink­ing, singing, he of­ten stopped short to vow that Mazarin should pay dear for all the amuse­ments he had forced him to en­ter in­to at Vin­cennes.

			So much did this one idea haunt the car­di­nal even in his sleep, that when at sev­en in the morn­ing Bernouin came to arouse him, his first words were: “Well, what’s the mat­ter? Has Mon­sieur de Beau­fort es­caped from Vin­cennes?”

			“I do not think so, my lord,” said Bernouin; “but you will hear about him, for La Ramee is here and awaits the com­mands of your Em­i­nence.”

			“Tell him to come in,” said Mazarin, ar­rang­ing his pil­lows, so that he might re­ceive the vis­i­tor sit­ting up in bed.

			The of­fi­cer en­tered, a large fat man, with an open phys­iog­no­my. His air of per­fect seren­i­ty made Mazarin un­easy.

			“Ap­proach, sir,” said the car­di­nal.

			The of­fi­cer obeyed.

			“Do you know what they are say­ing here?”

			“No, your Em­i­nence.”

			“Well, they say that Mon­sieur de Beau­fort is go­ing to es­cape from Vin­cennes, if he has not done so al­ready.”

			The of­fi­cer’s face ex­pressed com­plete stu­pe­fac­tion. He opened at once his lit­tle eyes and his great mouth, to in­hale bet­ter the joke his Em­i­nence deigned to ad­dress to him, and end­ed by a burst of laugh­ter, so vi­o­lent that his great limbs shook in hi­lar­i­ty as they would have done in an ague.

			“Es­cape! my lord—es­cape! Your Em­i­nence does not then know where Mon­sieur de Beau­fort is?”

			“Yes, I do, sir; in the don­jon of Vin­cennes.”

			“Yes, sir; in a room, the walls of which are sev­en feet thick, with grat­ed win­dows, each bar as thick as my arm.”

			“Sir,” replied Mazarin, “with per­se­ver­ance one may pen­e­trate through a wall; with a watch-spring one may saw through an iron bar.”

			“Then my lord does not know that there are eight guards about him, four in his cham­ber, four in the an­techam­ber, and that they nev­er leave him.”

			“But he leaves his room, he plays at ten­nis at the Mall?”

			“Sir, those amuse­ments are al­lowed; but if your Em­i­nence wish­es it, we will dis­con­tin­ue the per­mis­sion.”

			“No, no!” cried Mazarin, fear­ing that should his pris­on­er ev­er leave his prison he would be the more ex­as­per­at­ed against him if he thus re­trenched his amuse­ment. He then asked with whom he played.

			“My lord, ei­ther with the of­fi­cers of the guard, with the oth­er pris­on­ers, or with me.”

			“But does he not ap­proach the walls while play­ing?”

			“Your Em­i­nence doesn’t know those walls; they are six­ty feet high and I doubt if Mon­sieur de Beau­fort is suf­fi­cient­ly weary of life to risk his neck by jump­ing off.”

			“Hum!” said the car­di­nal, be­gin­ning to feel more com­fort­able. “You mean to say, then, my dear Mon­sieur la Ramee—”

			“That un­less Mon­sieur de Beau­fort can con­trive to meta­mor­phose him­self in­to a lit­tle bird, I will con­tin­ue an­swer­able for him.”

			“Take care! you as­sert a great deal,” said Mazarin. “Mon­sieur de Beau­fort told the guards who took him to Vin­cennes that he had of­ten thought what he should do in case he were put in­to prison, and that he had found out forty ways of es­cap­ing.”

			“My lord, if among these forty there had been one good way he would have been out long ago.”

			Come, come; not such a fool as I fan­cied! thought Mazarin.

			“Be­sides, my lord must re­mem­ber that Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is gov­er­nor of Vin­cennes,” con­tin­ued La Ramee, “and that Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is not friend­ly to Mon­sieur de Beau­fort.”

			“Yes, but Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is some­times ab­sent.”

			“When he is ab­sent I am there.”

			“But when you leave him, for in­stance?”

			“Oh! when I leave him, I place in my stead a bold fel­low who as­pires to be His Majesty’s spe­cial guard. I prom­ise you he keeps a good watch over the pris­on­er. Dur­ing the three weeks that he has been with me, I have on­ly had to re­proach him with one thing—be­ing too se­vere with the pris­on­ers.”

			“And who is this Cer­berus?”

			“A cer­tain Mon­sieur Gri­maud, my lord.”

			“And what was he be­fore he went to Vin­cennes?”

			“He was in the coun­try, as I was told by the per­son who rec­om­mend­ed him to me.”

			“And who rec­om­mend­ed this man to you?”

			“The stew­ard of the Duc de Gram­mont.”

			“He is not a gos­sip, I hope?”

			“Lord a mer­cy, my lord! I thought for a long time that he was dumb; he an­swers on­ly by signs. It seems his for­mer mas­ter ac­cus­tomed him to that.”

			“Well, dear Mon­sieur la Ramee,” replied the car­di­nal, “let him prove a true and thank­ful keep­er and we will shut our eyes up­on his ru­ral mis­deeds and put on his back a uni­form to make him re­spectable, and in the pock­ets of that uni­form some pis­toles to drink to the king’s health.”

			Mazarin was large in prom­ises—quite un­like the vir­tu­ous Mon­sieur Gri­maud so bepraised by La Ramee; for he said noth­ing and did much.

			It was now nine o’clock. The car­di­nal, there­fore, got up, per­fumed him­self, dressed, and went to the queen to tell her what had de­tained him. The queen, who was scarce­ly less afraid of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort than the car­di­nal him­self, and who was al­most as su­per­sti­tious as he was, made him re­peat word for word all La Ramee’s prais­es of his deputy. Then, when the car­di­nal had end­ed:

			“Alas, sir! why have we not a Gri­maud near ev­ery prince?”

			“Pa­tience!” replied Mazarin, with his Ital­ian smile; “that may hap­pen one day; but in the mean­time—”

			“Well, in the mean­time?”

			“I shall still take pre­cau­tions.”

			And he wrote to d’Artag­nan to has­ten his re­turn.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				De­scribes How the Duc de Beau­fort Amused His Leisure Hours in the Don­jon of Vin­cennes

			
			The cap­tive who was the source of so much alarm to the car­di­nal and whose means of es­cape dis­turbed the re­pose of the whole court, was whol­ly un­con­scious of the ter­ror he caused at the Palais Roy­al.

			He had found him­self so strict­ly guard­ed that he soon per­ceived the fruit­less­ness of any at­tempt at es­cape. His vengeance, there­fore, con­sist­ed in coin­ing curs­es on the head of Mazarin; he even tried to make some vers­es on him, but soon gave up the at­tempt, for Mon­sieur de Beau­fort had not on­ly not re­ceived from Heav­en the gift of ver­si­fy­ing, he had the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty in ex­press­ing him­self in prose.

			The duke was the grand­son of Hen­ry IV and Gabrielle d’Es­trees—as good-na­tured, as brave, as proud, and above all, as Gas­con as his an­ces­tor, but less elab­o­rate­ly ed­u­cat­ed. Af­ter hav­ing been for some time af­ter the death of Louis XI­II the fa­vorite, the con­fi­dant, the first man, in short, at the court, he had been obliged to yield his place to Mazarin and so be­came the sec­ond in in­flu­ence and fa­vor; and even­tu­al­ly, as he was stupid enough to be vexed at this change of po­si­tion, the queen had had him ar­rest­ed and sent to Vin­cennes in charge of Gui­tant, who made his ap­pear­ance in these pages in the be­gin­ning of this his­to­ry and whom we shall see again. It is un­der­stood, of course, that when we say “the queen,” Mazarin is meant.

			Dur­ing the five years of this seclu­sion, which would have im­proved and ma­tured the in­tel­lect of any oth­er man, M. de Beau­fort, had he not af­fect­ed to brave the car­di­nal, de­spise princes, and walk alone with­out ad­her­ents or dis­ci­ples, would ei­ther have re­gained his lib­er­ty or made par­ti­sans. But these con­sid­er­a­tions nev­er oc­curred to the duke and ev­ery day the car­di­nal re­ceived fresh ac­counts of him which were as un­pleas­ant as pos­si­ble to the min­is­ter.

			Af­ter hav­ing failed in po­et­ry, Mon­sieur de Beau­fort tried draw­ing. He drew por­traits, with a piece of coal, of the car­di­nal; and as his tal­ents did not en­able him to pro­duce a very good like­ness, he wrote un­der the pic­ture that there might be lit­tle doubt re­gard­ing the orig­i­nal: “Por­trait of the Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb, Mazarin.” Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, the gov­er­nor of Vin­cennes, wait­ed up­on the duke to re­quest that he would amuse him­self in some oth­er way, or that at all events, if he drew like­ness­es, he would not put mot­toes un­der­neath them. The next day the pris­on­er’s room was full of pic­tures and mot­toes. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, in com­mon with many oth­er pris­on­ers, was bent up­on do­ing things that were pro­hib­it­ed; and the on­ly re­source the gov­er­nor had was, one day when the duke was play­ing at ten­nis, to ef­face all these draw­ings, con­sist­ing chiefly of pro­files. M. de Beau­fort did not ven­ture to draw the car­di­nal’s fat face.

			The duke thanked Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny for hav­ing, as he said, cleaned his draw­ing-pa­per for him; he then di­vid­ed the walls of his room in­to com­part­ments and ded­i­cat­ed each of these com­part­ments to some in­ci­dent in Mazarin’s life. In one was de­pict­ed the “Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb” re­ceiv­ing a show­er of blows from Car­di­nal Ben­tivoglio, whose ser­vant he had been; an­oth­er, the “Il­lus­tri­ous Mazarin” act­ing the part of Ig­natius Loy­ola in a tragedy of that name; a third, the “Il­lus­tri­ous Mazarin” steal­ing the port­fo­lio of prime min­is­ter from Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, who had ex­pect­ed to have it; a fourth, the “Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb Mazarin” re­fus­ing to give La­porte, the young king’s valet, clean sheets, and sav­ing that “it was quite enough for the king of France to have clean sheets ev­ery three months.”

			The gov­er­nor, of course, thought prop­er to threat­en his pris­on­er that if he did not give up draw­ing such pic­tures he should be obliged to de­prive him of all the means of amus­ing him­self in that man­ner. To this Mon­sieur de Beau­fort replied that since ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty of dis­tin­guish­ing him­self in arms was tak­en from him, he wished to make him­self cel­e­brat­ed in the arts; since he could not be a Ba­yard, he would be­come a Raphael or a Michelan­ge­lo. Nev­er­the­less, one day when Mon­sieur de Beau­fort was walk­ing in the mead­ow his fire was put out, his char­coal all re­moved, tak­en away; and thus his means of draw­ing ut­ter­ly de­stroyed.

			The poor duke swore, fell in­to a rage, yelled, and de­clared that they wished to starve him to death as they had starved the Maréchal Or­nano and the Grand Pri­or of Vendôme; but he re­fused to prom­ise that he would not make any more draw­ings and re­mained with­out any fire in the room all the win­ter.

			His next act was to pur­chase a dog from one of his keep­ers. With this an­i­mal, which he called Pis­tache, he was of­ten shut up for hours alone, su­per­in­tend­ing, as ev­ery­one sup­posed, its ed­u­ca­tion. At last, when Pis­tache was suf­fi­cient­ly well trained, Mon­sieur de Beau­fort in­vit­ed the gov­er­nor and of­fi­cers of Vin­cennes to at­tend a rep­re­sen­ta­tion which he was go­ing to have in his apart­ment.

			The par­ty as­sem­bled, the room was light­ed with wax lights, and the pris­on­er, with a bit of plas­ter he had tak­en out of the wall of his room, had traced a long white line, rep­re­sent­ing a cord, on the floor. Pis­tache, on a sig­nal from his mas­ter, placed him­self on this line, raised him­self on his hind paws, and hold­ing in his front paws a wand with which clothes used to be beat­en, he be­gan to dance up­on the line with as many con­tor­tions as a rope­dancer. Hav­ing been sev­er­al times up and down it, he gave the wand back to his mas­ter and be­gan with­out hes­i­ta­tion to per­form the same evo­lu­tions over again.

			The in­tel­li­gent crea­ture was re­ceived with loud ap­plause.

			The first part of the en­ter­tain­ment be­ing con­clud­ed Pis­tache was de­sired to say what o’clock it was; he was shown Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny’s watch; it was then half-past six; the dog raised and dropped his paw six times; the sev­enth he let it re­main up­raised. Noth­ing could be bet­ter done; a sun­di­al could not have shown the hour with greater pre­ci­sion.

			Then the ques­tion was put to him who was the best jail­er in all the pris­ons in France.

			The dog per­formed three evo­lu­tions around the cir­cle and laid him­self, with the deep­est re­spect, at the feet of Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, who at first seemed in­clined to like the joke and laughed long and loud, but a frown suc­ceed­ed, and he bit his lips with vex­a­tion.

			Then the duke put to Pis­tache this dif­fi­cult ques­tion, who was the great­est thief in the world?

			Pis­tache went again around the cir­cle, but stopped at no one, and at last went to the door and be­gan to scratch and bark.

			“See, gen­tle­men,” said M. de Beau­fort, “this won­der­ful an­i­mal, not find­ing here what I ask for, seeks it out of doors; you shall, how­ev­er, have his an­swer. Pis­tache, my friend, come here. Is not the great­est thief in the world, Mon­sieur (the king’s sec­re­tary) Le Ca­mus, who came to Paris with twen­ty francs in his pock­et and who now pos­sess­es ten mil­lions?”

			The dog shook his head.

			“Then is it not,” re­sumed the duke, “the Su­per­in­ten­dent Emery, who gave his son, when he was mar­ried, three hun­dred thou­sand francs and a house, com­pared to which the Tu­i­leries are a heap of ru­ins and the Lou­vre a pal­try build­ing?”

			The dog again shook his head as if to say “no.”

			“Then,” said the pris­on­er, “let’s think who it can be. Can it be, can it pos­si­bly be, the ‘Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb, Mazarin de Pisci­na,’ hey?”

			Pis­tache made vi­o­lent signs that it was, by rais­ing and low­er­ing his head eight or ten times suc­ces­sive­ly.

			“Gen­tle­men, you see,” said the duke to those present, who dared not even smile, “that it is the ‘Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb’ who is the great­est thief in the world; at least, ac­cord­ing to Pis­tache.”

			“Let us go on to an­oth­er of his ex­er­cis­es.”

			“Gen­tle­men!”—there was a pro­found si­lence in the room when the duke again ad­dressed them—“do you not re­mem­ber that the Duc de Guise taught all the dogs in Paris to jump for Made­moi­selle de Pons, whom he styled ‘the fairest of the fair?’ Pis­tache is go­ing to show you how su­pe­ri­or he is to all oth­er dogs. Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, be so good as to lend me your cane.”

			Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny hand­ed his cane to Mon­sieur de Beau­fort. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort placed it hor­i­zon­tal­ly at the height of one foot.

			“Now, Pis­tache, my good dog, jump the height of this cane for Madame de Mont­bazon.”

			“But,” in­ter­posed Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, “it seems to me that Pis­tache is on­ly do­ing what oth­er dogs have done when they jumped for Made­moi­selle de Pons.”

			“Stop,” said the duke, “Pis­tache, jump for the queen.” And he raised his cane six inch­es high­er.

			The dog sprang, and in spite of the height jumped light­ly over it.

			“And now,” said the duke, rais­ing it still six inch­es high­er, “jump for the king.”

			The dog obeyed and jumped quick­ly over the cane.

			“Now, then,” said the duke, and as he spoke, low­ered the cane al­most lev­el with the ground; “Pis­tache, my friend, jump for the ‘Il­lus­tri­ous Cox­comb, Mazarin de Pisci­na.’ ”

			The dog turned his back to the cane.

			“What,” asked the duke, “what do you mean?” and he gave him the cane again, first mak­ing a semi­cir­cle from the head to the tail of Pis­tache. “Jump then, Mon­sieur Pis­tache.”

			But Pis­tache, as at first, turned round on his legs and stood with his back to the cane.

			Mon­sieur de Beau­fort made the ex­per­i­ment a third time, but by this time Pis­tache’s pa­tience was ex­haust­ed; he threw him­self fu­ri­ous­ly up­on the cane, wrest­ed it from the hands of the prince and broke it with his teeth.

			Mon­sieur de Beau­fort took the pieces out of his mouth and pre­sent­ed them with great for­mal­i­ty to Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, say­ing that for that evening the en­ter­tain­ment was end­ed, but in three months it should be re­peat­ed, when Pis­tache would have learned a few new tricks.

			Three days af­ter­ward Pis­tache was found dead—poi­soned.

			Then the duke said open­ly that his dog had been killed by a drug with which they meant to poi­son him; and one day af­ter din­ner he went to bed, call­ing out that he had pains in his stom­ach and that Mazarin had poi­soned him.

			This fresh im­per­ti­nence reached the ears of the car­di­nal and alarmed him great­ly. The don­jon of Vin­cennes was con­sid­ered very un­healthy and Madame de Ram­bouil­let had said that the room in which the Maréchal Or­nano and the Grand Pri­or de Vendôme had died was worth its weight in ar­senic—a bon mot which had great suc­cess. So it was or­dered the pris­on­er was hence­forth to eat noth­ing that had not pre­vi­ous­ly been tast­ed, and La Ramee was in con­se­quence placed near him as taster.

			Ev­ery kind of re­venge was prac­ticed up­on the duke by the gov­er­nor in re­turn for the in­sults of the in­no­cent Pis­tache. De Chav­i­gny, who, ac­cord­ing to re­port, was a son of Riche­lieu’s, and had been a crea­ture of the late car­di­nal’s, un­der­stood tyran­ny. He took from the duke all the steel knives and sil­ver forks and re­placed them with sil­ver knives and wood­en forks, pre­tend­ing that as he had been in­formed that the duke was to pass all his life at Vin­cennes, he was afraid of his pris­on­er at­tempt­ing sui­cide. A fort­night af­ter­ward the duke, go­ing to the ten­nis court, found two rows of trees about the size of his lit­tle fin­ger plant­ed by the road­side; he asked what they were for and was told that they were to shade him from the sun on some fu­ture day. One morn­ing the gar­den­er went to him and told him, as if to please him, that he was go­ing to plant a bed of as­para­gus for his es­pe­cial use. Now, since, as ev­ery­one knows, as­para­gus takes four years in com­ing to per­fec­tion, this ci­vil­i­ty in­fu­ri­at­ed Mon­sieur de Beau­fort.

			At last his pa­tience was ex­haust­ed. He as­sem­bled his keep­ers, and not­with­stand­ing his well-known dif­fi­cul­ty of ut­ter­ance, ad­dressed them as fol­lows:

			“Gen­tle­men! will you per­mit a grand­son of Hen­ry IV to be over­whelmed with in­sults and ig­nominy?”

			“Odds fish! as my grand­fa­ther used to say, I once reigned in Paris! do you know that? I had the king and Mon­sieur the whole of one day in my care. The queen at that time liked me and called me the most hon­est man in the king­dom. Gen­tle­men and cit­i­zens, set me free; I shall go to the Lou­vre and stran­gle Mazarin. You shall be my body­guard. I will make you all cap­tains, with good pen­sions! Odds fish! On! march for­ward!”

			But elo­quent as he might be, the elo­quence of the grand­son of Hen­ry IV did not touch those hearts of stone; not one man stirred, so Mon­sieur de Beau­fort was obliged to be sat­is­fied with call­ing them all kinds of ras­cals un­der­neath the sun.

			Some­times, when Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny paid him a vis­it, the duke used to ask him what he should think if he saw an army of Parisians, all ful­ly armed, ap­pear at Vin­cennes to de­liv­er him from prison.

			“My lord,” an­swered de Chav­i­gny, with a low bow, “I have on the ram­parts twen­ty pieces of ar­tillery and in my case­mates thir­ty thou­sand guns. I should bom­bard the troops till not one grain of gun­pow­der was un­ex­plod­ed.”

			“Yes, but af­ter you had fired off your thir­ty thou­sand guns they would take the don­jon; the don­jon be­ing tak­en, I should be obliged to let them hang you—at which I should be most un­hap­py, cer­tain­ly.”

			And in his turn the duke bowed low to Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny.

			“For my­self, on the oth­er hand, my lord,” re­turned the gov­er­nor, “when the first rebel should pass the thresh­old of my postern doors I should be obliged to kill you with my own hand, since you were con­fid­ed pe­cu­liar­ly to my care and as I am obliged to give you up, dead or alive.”

			And once more he bowed low be­fore His High­ness.

			These bit­ter­sweet pleas­antries last­ed ten min­utes, some­times longer, but al­ways fin­ished thus:

			Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, turn­ing to­ward the door, used to call out: “Hal­loo! La Ramee!”

			La Ramee came in­to the room.

			“La Ramee, I rec­om­mend Mon­sieur le Duc to you, par­tic­u­lar­ly; treat him as a man of his rank and fam­i­ly ought to be treat­ed; that is, nev­er leave him alone an in­stant.”

			La Ramee be­came, there­fore, the duke’s din­ner guest by com­pul­sion—an eter­nal keep­er, the shad­ow of his per­son; but La Ramee—gay, frank, con­vivial, fond of play, a great hand at ten­nis, had one de­fect in the duke’s eyes—his in­cor­rupt­ibil­i­ty.

			Now, al­though La Ramee ap­pre­ci­at­ed, as of a cer­tain val­ue, the hon­or of be­ing shut up with a pris­on­er of so great im­por­tance, still the plea­sure of liv­ing in in­ti­ma­cy with the grand­son of Hen­ry IV hard­ly com­pen­sat­ed for the loss of that which he had ex­pe­ri­enced in go­ing from time to time to vis­it his fam­i­ly.

			One may be a jail­er or a keep­er and at the same time a good fa­ther and hus­band. La Ramee adored his wife and chil­dren, whom now he could on­ly catch a glimpse of from the top of the wall, when in or­der to please him they used to walk on the op­po­site side of the moat. ’Twas too brief an en­joy­ment, and La Ramee felt that the gayety of heart he had re­gard­ed as the cause of health (of which it was per­haps rather the re­sult) would not long sur­vive such a mode of life.

			He ac­cept­ed, there­fore, with de­light, an of­fer made to him by his friend the stew­ard of the Duc de Gram­mont, to give him a sub­sti­tute; he al­so spoke of it to Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, who promised that he would not op­pose it in any way—that is, if he ap­proved of the per­son pro­posed.

			We con­sid­er it use­less to draw a phys­i­cal or moral por­trait of Gri­maud; if, as we hope, our read­ers have not whol­ly for­got­ten the first part of this work, they must have pre­served a clear idea of that es­timable in­di­vid­u­al, who is whol­ly un­changed, ex­cept that he is twen­ty years old­er, an ad­vance in life that has made him on­ly more silent; al­though, since the change that had been work­ing in him­self, Athos had giv­en Gri­maud per­mis­sion to speak.

			But Gri­maud had for twelve or fif­teen years pre­served ha­bit­u­al si­lence, and a habit of fif­teen or twen­ty years’ du­ra­tion be­comes sec­ond na­ture.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Gri­maud Be­gins His Func­tions

			
			Gri­maud there­upon pre­sent­ed him­self with his smooth ex­te­ri­or at the don­jon of Vin­cennes. Now Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny piqued him­self on his in­fal­li­ble pen­e­tra­tion; for that which al­most proved that he was the son of Riche­lieu was his ev­er­last­ing pre­ten­sion; he ex­am­ined at­ten­tive­ly the coun­te­nance of the ap­pli­cant for place and fan­cied that the con­tract­ed eye­brows, thin lips, hooked nose, and prom­i­nent cheek­bones of Gri­maud were fa­vor­able signs. He ad­dressed about twelve words to him; Gri­maud an­swered in four.

			“Here’s a promis­ing fel­low and it is I who have found out his mer­its,” said Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny. “Go,” he added, “and make your­self agree­able to Mon­sieur la Ramee, and tell him that you suit me in all re­spects.”

			Gri­maud had ev­ery qual­i­ty that could at­tract a man on du­ty who wish­es to have a deputy. So, af­ter a thou­sand ques­tions which met with on­ly a word in re­ply, La Ramee, fas­ci­nat­ed by this so­bri­ety in speech, rubbed his hands and en­gaged Gri­maud.

			“My or­ders?” asked Gri­maud.

			“They are these; nev­er to leave the pris­on­er alone; to keep away from him ev­ery point­ed or cut­ting in­stru­ment, and to pre­vent his con­vers­ing any length of time with the keep­ers.”

			“Those are all?” asked Gri­maud.

			“All now,” replied La Ramee.

			“Good,” an­swered Gri­maud; and he went right to the pris­on­er.

			The duke was in the act of comb­ing his beard, which he had al­lowed to grow, as well as his hair, in or­der to re­proach Mazarin with his wretch­ed ap­pear­ance and con­di­tion. But hav­ing some days pre­vi­ous­ly seen from the top of the don­jon Madame de Mont­bazon pass in her car­riage, and still cher­ish­ing an af­fec­tion for that beau­ti­ful wom­an, he did not wish to be to her what he wished to be to Mazarin, and in the hope of see­ing her again, had asked for a lead­en comb, which was al­lowed him. The comb was to be a lead­en one, be­cause his beard, like that of most fair peo­ple, was rather red; he there­fore dyed it thus whilst comb­ing it.

			As Gri­maud en­tered he saw this comb on the tea-ta­ble; he took it up, and as he took it he made a low bow.

			The duke looked at this strange fig­ure with sur­prise. The fig­ure put the comb in its pock­et.

			“Ho! hey! what’s that?” cried the duke. “Who is this crea­ture?”

			Gri­maud did not an­swer, but bowed a sec­ond time.

			“Art thou dumb?” cried the duke.

			Gri­maud made a sign that he was not.

			“What art thou, then? An­swer! I com­mand thee!” said the duke.

			“A keep­er,” replied Gri­maud.

			“A keep­er!” re­it­er­at­ed the duke; “there was noth­ing want­ing in my col­lec­tion, ex­cept this gal­lows-bird. Hal­loo! La Ramee! some­one!”

			La Ramee ran in haste to obey the call.

			“Who is this wretch who takes my comb and puts it in his pock­et?” asked the duke.

			“One of your guards, my prince; a man of tal­ent and mer­it, whom you will like, as I and Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny do, I am sure.”

			“Why does he take my comb?”

			“Why do you take my lord’s comb?” asked La Ramee.

			Gri­maud drew the comb from his pock­et and pass­ing his fin­gers over the largest teeth, pro­nounced this one word, “Point­ed.”

			“True,” said La Ramee.

			“What does the an­i­mal say?” asked the duke.

			“That the king has for­bid­den your lord­ship to have any point­ed in­stru­ment.”

			“Are you mad, La Ramee? You your­self gave me this comb.”

			“I was very wrong, my lord, for in giv­ing it to you I act­ed in op­po­si­tion to my or­ders.”

			The duke looked fu­ri­ous­ly at Gri­maud.

			“I per­ceive that this crea­ture will be my par­tic­u­lar aver­sion,” he mut­tered.

			Gri­maud, nev­er­the­less, was re­solved for cer­tain rea­sons not at once to come to a full rup­ture with the pris­on­er; he want­ed to in­spire, not a sud­den re­pug­nance, but a good, sound, steady ha­tred; he re­tired, there­fore, and gave place to four guards, who, hav­ing break­fast­ed, could at­tend on the pris­on­er.

			A fresh prac­ti­cal joke now oc­curred to the duke. He had asked for craw­fish for his break­fast on the fol­low­ing morn­ing; he in­tend­ed to pass the day in mak­ing a small gal­lows and hang one of the finest of these fish in the mid­dle of his room—the red col­or ev­i­dent­ly con­vey­ing an al­lu­sion to the car­di­nal—so that he might have the plea­sure of hang­ing Mazarin in ef­fi­gy with­out be­ing ac­cused of hav­ing hung any­thing more sig­nif­i­cant than a craw­fish.

			The day was em­ployed in prepa­ra­tions for the ex­e­cu­tion. Ev­ery­one grows child­ish in prison, but the char­ac­ter of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort was par­tic­u­lar­ly dis­posed to be­come so. In the course of his morn­ing’s walk he col­lect­ed two or three small branch­es from a tree and found a small piece of bro­ken glass, a dis­cov­ery that quite de­light­ed him. When he came home he formed his hand­ker­chief in­to a loop.

			Noth­ing of all this es­caped Gri­maud, but La Ramee looked on with the cu­rios­i­ty of a fa­ther who thinks that he may per­haps get a cheap idea con­cern­ing a new toy for his chil­dren. The guards looked on it with in­dif­fer­ence. When ev­ery­thing was ready, the gal­lows hung in the mid­dle of the room, the loop made, and when the duke had cast a glance up­on the plate of craw­fish, in or­der to se­lect the finest spec­i­men among them, he looked around for his piece of glass; it had dis­ap­peared.

			“Who has tak­en my piece of glass?” asked the duke, frown­ing. Gri­maud made a sign to de­note that he had done so.

			“What! thou again! Why didst thou take it?”

			“Yes—why?” asked La Ramee.

			Gri­maud, who held the piece of glass in his hand, said: “Sharp.”

			“True, my lord!” ex­claimed La Ramee. “Ah! deuce take it! we have a pre­cious fel­low here!”

			“Mon­sieur Gri­maud!” said the duke, “for your sake I beg of you, nev­er come with­in the reach of my fist!”

			“Hush! hush!” cried La Ramee, “give me your gib­bet, my lord. I will shape it out for you with my knife.”

			And he took the gib­bet and shaped it out as neat­ly as pos­si­ble.

			“That’s it,” said the duke, “now make me a lit­tle hole in the floor whilst I go and fetch the cul­prit.”

			La Ramee knelt down and made a hole in the floor; mean­while the duke hung the craw­fish up by a thread. Then he placed the gib­bet in the mid­dle of the room, burst­ing with laugh­ter.

			La Ramee laughed al­so and the guards laughed in cho­rus; Gri­maud, how­ev­er, did not even smile. He ap­proached La Ramee and show­ing him the craw­fish hung up by the thread:

			“Car­di­nal,” he said.

			“Hung by or­der of his High­ness the Duc de Beau­fort!” cried the pris­on­er, laugh­ing vi­o­lent­ly, “and by Mas­ter Jacques Chrysos­tom La Ramee, the king’s com­mis­sion­er.”

			La Ramee ut­tered a cry of hor­ror and rushed to­ward the gib­bet, which he broke at once and threw the pieces out of the win­dow. He was go­ing to throw the craw­fish out al­so, when Gri­maud snatched it from his hands.

			“Good to eat!” he said, and put it in his pock­et.

			This scene so en­chant­ed the duke that at the mo­ment he for­gave Gri­maud for his part in it; but on re­flec­tion he hat­ed him more and more, be­ing con­vinced he had some evil mo­tive for his con­duct.

			But the sto­ry of the crab made a great noise through the in­te­ri­or of the don­jon and even out­side. Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, who at heart de­test­ed the car­di­nal, took pains to tell the sto­ry to two or three friends, who put it in­to im­me­di­ate cir­cu­la­tion.

			The pris­on­er hap­pened to re­mark among the guards one man with a very good coun­te­nance; and he fa­vored this man the more as Gri­maud be­came the more and more odi­ous to him. One morn­ing he took this man on one side and had suc­ceed­ed in speak­ing to him, when Gri­maud en­tered and see­ing what was go­ing on ap­proached the duke re­spect­ful­ly, but took the guard by the arm.

			“Go away,” he said.

			The guard obeyed.

			“You are in­sup­port­able!” cried the duke; “I shall beat you.”

			Gri­maud bowed.

			“I will break ev­ery bone in your body!” cried the duke.

			Gri­maud bowed, but stepped back.

			“Mr. Spy,” cried the duke, more and more en­raged, “I will stran­gle you with my own hands.”

			And he ex­tend­ed his hands to­ward Gri­maud, who mere­ly thrust the guard out and shut the door be­hind him. At the same time he felt the duke’s arms on his shoul­ders like two iron claws; but in­stead ei­ther of call­ing out or de­fend­ing him­self, he placed his fore­fin­ger on his lips and said in a low tone:

			“Hush!” smil­ing as he ut­tered the word.

			A ges­ture, a smile and a word from Gri­maud, all at once, were so un­usu­al that His High­ness stopped short, as­tound­ed.

			Gri­maud took ad­van­tage of that in­stant to draw from his vest a charm­ing lit­tle note with an aris­to­crat­ic seal, and pre­sent­ed it to the duke with­out a word.

			The duke, more and more be­wil­dered, let Gri­maud loose and took the note.

			“From Madame de Mont­bazon?” he cried.

			Gri­maud nod­ded as­sent.

			The duke tore open the note, passed his hands over his eyes, for he was daz­zled and con­fused, and read:

			
				My Dear Duke—You may en­tire­ly con­fide in the brave lad who will give you this note; he has con­sent­ed to en­ter the ser­vice of your keep­er and to shut him­self up at Vin­cennes with you, in or­der to pre­pare and as­sist your es­cape, which we are con­triv­ing. The mo­ment of your de­liv­er­ance is at hand; have pa­tience and courage and re­mem­ber that in spite of time and ab­sence all your friends con­tin­ue to cher­ish for you the sen­ti­ments they have so long pro­fessed and tru­ly en­ter­tained.

				
					Yours whol­ly and most af­fec­tion­ate­ly,

					Marie de Mont­bazon

					“P.S.—I sign my full name, for I should be vain if I could sup­pose that af­ter five years of ab­sence you would re­mem­ber my ini­tials.

				
			

			The poor duke be­came per­fect­ly gid­dy. What for five years he had been want­ing—a faith­ful ser­vant, a friend, a help­ing hand—seemed to have fall­en from Heav­en just when he ex­pect­ed it the least.

			“Oh, dear­est Marie! she thinks of me, then, af­ter five years of sep­a­ra­tion! Heav­ens! there is con­stan­cy!” Then turn­ing to Gri­maud, he said:

			“And thou, my brave fel­low, thou con­sen­test thus to aid me?”

			Gri­maud sig­ni­fied his as­sent.

			“And you have come here with that pur­pose?”

			Gri­maud re­peat­ed the sign.

			“And I was ready to stran­gle you!” cried the duke.

			Gri­maud smiled.

			“Wait, then,” said the duke, fum­bling in his pock­et. “Wait,” he con­tin­ued, re­new­ing his fruit­less search; “it shall not be said that such de­vo­tion to a grand­son of Hen­ry IV went with­out rec­om­pense.”

			The duke’s en­deav­ors evinced the best in­ten­tion in the world, but one of the pre­cau­tions tak­en at Vin­cennes was that of al­low­ing pris­on­ers to keep no mon­ey. Where­upon Gri­maud, ob­serv­ing the duke’s dis­ap­point­ment, drew from his pock­et a purse filled with gold and hand­ed it to him.

			“Here is what you are look­ing for,” he said.

			The duke opened the purse and want­ed to emp­ty it in­to Gri­maud’s hands, but Gri­maud shook his head.

			“Thank you, Mon­seigneur,” he said, draw­ing back; “I am paid.”

			The duke went from one sur­prise to an­oth­er. He held out his hand. Gri­maud drew near and kissed it re­spect­ful­ly. The grand man­ner of Athos had left its mark on Gri­maud.

			“What shall we do? and when? and how pro­ceed?”

			“It is now eleven,” an­swered Gri­maud. “Let my lord at two o’clock ask leave to make up a game at ten­nis with La Ramee and let him send two or three balls over the ram­parts.”

			“And then?”

			“Your High­ness will ap­proach the walls and call out to a man who works in the moat to send them back again.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said the duke.

			Gri­maud made a sign that he was go­ing away.

			“Ah!” cried the duke, “will you not ac­cept any mon­ey from me?”

			“I wish my lord would make me one prom­ise.”

			“What! speak!”

			“ ’Tis this: when we es­cape to­geth­er, that I shall go ev­ery­where and be al­ways first; for if my lord should be over­tak­en and caught, there’s ev­ery chance of his be­ing brought back to prison, where­as if I am caught the least that can be­fall me is to be—hung.”

			“True, on my hon­or as a gen­tle­man it shall be as thou dost sug­gest.”

			“Now,” re­sumed Gri­maud, “I’ve on­ly one thing more to ask—that your High­ness will con­tin­ue to de­test me.”

			“I’ll try,” said the duke.

			At this mo­ment La Ramee, af­ter the in­ter­view we have de­scribed with the car­di­nal, en­tered the room. The duke had thrown him­self, as he was wont to do in mo­ments of dull­ness and vex­a­tion, on his bed. La Ramee cast an in­quir­ing look around him and ob­serv­ing the same signs of an­tipa­thy be­tween the pris­on­er and his guardian he smiled in to­ken of his in­ward sat­is­fac­tion. Then turn­ing to Gri­maud:

			“Very good, my friend, very good. You have been spo­ken of in a promis­ing quar­ter and you will soon, I hope, have news that will be agree­able to you.”

			Gri­maud salut­ed in his po­litest man­ner and with­drew, as was his cus­tom on the en­trance of his su­pe­ri­or.

			“Well, my lord,” said La Ramee, with his rude laugh, “you still set your­self against this poor fel­low?”

			“So! ’tis you, La Ramee; in faith, ’tis time you came back again. I threw my­self on the bed and turned my nose to the wall, that I mightn’t break my prom­ise and stran­gle Gri­maud.”

			“I doubt, how­ev­er,” said La Ramee, in spright­ly al­lu­sion to the si­lence of his sub­or­di­nate, “if he has said any­thing dis­agree­able to your High­ness.”

			“Par­dieu! you are right—a mute from the East! I swear it was time for you to come back, La Ramee, and I was ea­ger to see you again.”

			“Mon­seigneur is too good,” said La Ramee, flat­tered by the com­pli­ment.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the duke, “re­al­ly, I feel bored to­day be­yond the pow­er of de­scrip­tion.”

			“Then let us have a match in the ten­nis court,” ex­claimed La Ramee.

			“If you wish it.”

			“I am at your ser­vice, my lord.”

			“I protest, my dear La Ramee,” said the duke, “that you are a charm­ing fel­low and that I would stay for­ev­er at Vin­cennes to have the plea­sure of your so­ci­ety.”

			“My lord,” replied La Ramee, “I think if it de­pend­ed on the car­di­nal your wish­es would be ful­filled.”

			“What do you mean? Have you seen him late­ly?”

			“He sent for me to­day.”

			“Re­al­ly! to speak to you about me?”

			“Of what else do you imag­ine he would speak to me? Re­al­ly, my lord, you are his night­mare.”

			The duke smiled with bit­ter­ness.

			“Ah, La Ramee! if you would but ac­cept my of­fers! I would make your for­tune.”

			“How? you would no soon­er have left prison than your goods would be con­fis­cat­ed.”

			“I shall no soon­er be out of prison than I shall be mas­ter of Paris.”

			“Pshaw! pshaw! I can­not hear such things said as that; this is a fine con­ver­sa­tion with an of­fi­cer of the king! I see, my lord, I shall be obliged to fetch a sec­ond Gri­maud!”

			“Very well, let us say no more about it. So you and the car­di­nal have been talk­ing about me? La Ramee, some day when he sends for you, you must let me put on your clothes; I will go in your stead; I will stran­gle him, and up­on my hon­or, if that is made a con­di­tion I will re­turn to prison.”

			“Mon­seigneur, I see well that I must call Gri­maud.”

			“Well, I am wrong. And what did the cuistre [pet­ti­fog­ger] say about me?”

			“I ad­mit the word, Mon­seigneur, be­cause it rhymes with min­istre [min­is­ter]. What did he say to me? He told me to watch you.”

			“And why so? why watch me?” asked the duke un­easi­ly.

			“Be­cause an as­trologer had pre­dict­ed that you would es­cape.”

			“Ah! an as­trologer pre­dict­ed that?” said the duke, start­ing in spite of him­self.

			“Oh, mon Dieu! yes! those im­be­ciles of ma­gi­cians can on­ly imag­ine things to tor­ment hon­est peo­ple.”

			“And what did you re­ply to his most il­lus­tri­ous em­i­nence?”

			“That if the as­trologer in ques­tion made al­manacs I would ad­vise him not to buy one.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause be­fore you could es­cape you would have to be turned in­to a bird.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, that is true. Let us go and have a game at ten­nis, La Ramee.”

			“My lord—I beg your High­ness’s par­don—but I must beg for half an hour’s leave of ab­sence.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause Mon­seigneur Mazarin is a proud­er man than His High­ness, though not of such high birth: he for­got to ask me to break­fast.”

			“Well, shall I send for some break­fast here?”

			“No, my lord; I must tell you that the con­fec­tion­er who lived op­po­site the cas­tle—Dad­dy Marteau, as they called him—”

			“Well?”

			“Well, he sold his busi­ness a week ago to a con­fec­tion­er from Paris, an in­valid, or­dered coun­try air for his health.”

			“Well, what have I to do with that?”

			“Why, good Lord! this man, your High­ness, when he saw me stop be­fore his shop, where he has a dis­play of things which would make your mouth wa­ter, my lord, asked me to get him the cus­tom of the pris­on­ers in the don­jon. ‘I bought,’ said he, ‘the busi­ness of my pre­de­ces­sor on the strength of his as­sur­ance that he sup­plied the cas­tle; where­as, on my hon­or, Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, though I’ve been here a week, has not or­dered so much as a tart­let.’ ‘But,’ I then replied, ‘prob­a­bly Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is afraid your pas­try is not good.’ ‘My pas­try not good! Well, Mon­sieur La Ramee, you shall judge of it your­self and at once.’ ‘I can­not,’ I replied; ‘it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary for me to re­turn to the château.’ ‘Very well,’ said he, ‘go and at­tend to your af­fairs, since you seem to be in a hur­ry, but come back in half an hour.’ ‘In half an hour?’ ‘Yes, have you break­fast­ed?’ ‘Faith, no.’ ‘Well, here is a pâté that will be ready for you, with a bot­tle of old Bur­gundy.’ So, you see, my lord, since I am hun­gry, I would, with your High­ness’s leave—” And La Ramee bent low.

			“Go, then, an­i­mal,” said the duke; “but re­mem­ber, I on­ly al­low you half an hour.”

			“May I prom­ise your cus­tom to the suc­ces­sor of Fa­ther Marteau, my lord?”

			“Yes, if he does not put mush­rooms in his pies; thou know­est that mush­rooms from the wood of Vin­cennes are fa­tal to my fam­i­ly.”

			La Ramee went out, but in five min­utes one of the of­fi­cers of the guard en­tered in com­pli­ance with the strict or­ders of the car­di­nal that the pris­on­er should nev­er be left alone a mo­ment.

			But dur­ing these five min­utes the duke had had time to read again the note from Madame de Mont­bazon, which proved to the pris­on­er that his friends were con­cert­ing plans for his de­liv­er­ance, but in what way he knew not.

			But his con­fi­dence in Gri­maud, whose pet­ty per­se­cu­tions he now per­ceived were on­ly a blind, in­creased, and he con­ceived the high­est opin­ion of his in­tel­lect and re­solved to trust en­tire­ly to his guid­ance.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				In Which the Con­tents of the Pâtés Made by the Suc­ces­sor of Fa­ther Marteau Are De­scribed

			
			In half an hour La Ramee re­turned, full of glee, like most men who have eat­en, and more es­pe­cial­ly drank to their heart’s con­tent. The pâtés were ex­cel­lent, the wine de­li­cious.

			The weath­er was fine and the game at ten­nis took place in the open air.

			At two o’clock the ten­nis balls be­gan, ac­cord­ing to Gri­maud’s di­rec­tions, to take the di­rec­tion of the moat, much to the joy of La Ramee, who marked fif­teen when­ev­er the duke sent a ball in­to the moat; and very soon balls were want­ing, so many had gone over. La Ramee then pro­posed to send some­one to pick them up, but the duke re­marked that it would be los­ing time; and go­ing near the ram­part him­self and look­ing over, he saw a man work­ing in one of the nu­mer­ous lit­tle gar­dens cleared out by the peas­ants on the op­po­site side of the moat.

			“Hey, friend!” cried the duke.

			The man raised his head and the duke was about to ut­ter a cry of sur­prise. The peas­ant, the gar­den­er, was Rochefort, whom he be­lieved to be in the Bastille.

			“Well? Who’s up there?” said the man.

			“Be so good as to col­lect and throw us back our balls,” said the duke.

			The gar­den­er nod­ded and be­gan to fling up the balls, which were picked up by La Ramee and the guard. One, how­ev­er, fell at the duke’s feet, and see­ing that it was in­tend­ed for him, he put it in­to his pock­et.

			La Ramee was in ec­stasies at hav­ing beat­en a prince of the blood.

			The duke went in­doors and re­tired to bed, where he spent, in­deed, the greater part of ev­ery day, as they had tak­en his books away. La Ramee car­ried off all his clothes, in or­der to be cer­tain that the duke would not stir. How­ev­er, the duke con­trived to hide the ball un­der his bol­ster and as soon as the door was closed he tore off the cov­er of the ball with his teeth and found un­der­neath the fol­low­ing let­ter:

			
				My Lord—Your friends are watch­ing over you and the hour of your de­liv­er­ance is at hand. Ask day af­ter to­mor­row to have a pie sup­plied you by the new con­fec­tion­er op­po­site the cas­tle, and who is no oth­er than Noir­mont, your for­mer maître d’hô­tel. Do not open the pie till you are alone. I hope you will be sat­is­fied with its con­tents.

				
					Your High­ness’s most de­vot­ed ser­vant,

					In the Bastille, as else­where,

					Comte de Rochefort

				
			

			The duke, who had lat­ter­ly been al­lowed a fire, burned the let­ter, but kept the ball, and went to bed, hid­ing the ball un­der his bol­ster. La Ramee en­tered; he smiled kind­ly on the pris­on­er, for he was an ex­cel­lent man and had tak­en a great lik­ing for the cap­tive prince. He en­deav­ored to cheer him up in his soli­tude.

			“Ah, my friend!” cried the duke, “you are so good; if I could but do as you do, and eat pâtés and drink Bur­gundy at the house of Fa­ther Marteau’s suc­ces­sor.”

			“ ’Tis true, my lord,” an­swered La Ramee, “that his pâtés are fa­mous and his wine mag­nif­i­cent.”

			“In any case,” said the duke, “his cel­lar and kitchen might eas­i­ly ex­cel those of Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny.”

			“Well, my lord,” said La Ramee, fall­ing in­to the trap, “what is there to pre­vent your try­ing them? Be­sides, I have promised him your pa­tron­age.”

			“You are right,” said the duke. “If I am to re­main here per­ma­nent­ly, as Mon­sieur Mazarin has kind­ly giv­en me to un­der­stand, I must pro­vide my­self with a di­ver­sion for my old age, I must turn gour­mand.”

			“My lord,” said La Ramee, “if you will take a bit of good ad­vice, don’t put that off till you are old.”

			Good! said the Duc de Beau­fort to him­self, ev­ery man in or­der that he may lose his heart and soul, must re­ceive from ce­les­tial boun­ty one of the sev­en cap­i­tal sins, per­haps two; it seems that Mas­ter La Ramee’s is glut­tony. Let us then take ad­van­tage of it. Then, aloud:

			“Well, my dear La Ramee! the day af­ter to­mor­row is a hol­i­day.”

			“Yes, my lord—Pen­te­cost.”

			“Will you give me a les­son the day af­ter to­mor­row?”

			“In what?”

			“In gas­tron­o­my?”

			“Will­ing­ly, my lord.”

			“But tête-à-tête. Send the guards to take their meal in the can­teen of Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny; we’ll have a sup­per here un­der your di­rec­tion.”

			“Hum!” said La Ramee.

			The pro­pos­al was se­duc­tive, but La Ramee was an old stager, ac­quaint­ed with all the traps a pris­on­er was like­ly to set. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort had said that he had forty ways of get­ting out of prison. Did this pro­posed break­fast cov­er some strat­a­gem? He re­flect­ed, but he re­mem­bered that he him­self would have charge of the food and the wine and there­fore that no pow­der could be mixed with the food, no drug with the wine. As to get­ting him drunk, the duke couldn’t hope to do that, and he laughed at the mere thought of it. Then an idea came to him which har­mo­nized ev­ery­thing.

			The duke had fol­lowed with anx­i­ety La Ramee’s un­spo­ken so­lil­o­quy, read­ing it from point to point up­on his face. But present­ly the ex­empt’s face sud­den­ly bright­ened.

			“Well,” he asked, “that will do, will it not?”

			“Yes, my lord, on one con­di­tion.”

			“What?”

			“That Gri­maud shall wait on us at ta­ble.”

			Noth­ing could be more agree­able to the duke, how­ev­er, he had pres­ence of mind enough to ex­claim:

			“To the dev­il with your Gri­maud! He will spoil the feast.”

			“I will di­rect him to stand be­hind your chair, and since he doesn’t speak, your High­ness will nei­ther see nor hear him and with a lit­tle ef­fort can imag­ine him a hun­dred miles away.”

			“Do you know, my friend, I find one thing very ev­i­dent in all this, you dis­trust me.”

			“My lord, the day af­ter to­mor­row is Pen­te­cost.”

			“Well, what is Pen­te­cost to me? Are you afraid that the Holy Spir­it will come as a tongue of fire to open the doors of my prison?”

			“No, my lord; but I have al­ready told you what that damned ma­gi­cian pre­dict­ed.”

			“And what was it?”

			“That the day of Pen­te­cost would not pass with­out your High­ness be­ing out of Vin­cennes.”

			“You be­lieve in sor­cer­ers, then, you fool?”

			“I—I mind them no more than that—” and he snapped his fin­gers; “but it is my Lord Giulio who cares about them; as an Ital­ian he is su­per­sti­tious.”

			The duke shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“Well, then,” with well act­ed good-hu­mor, “I al­low Gri­maud, but no one else; you must man­age it all. Or­der what­ev­er you like for sup­per—the on­ly thing I spec­i­fy is one of those pies; and tell the con­fec­tion­er that I will prom­ise him my cus­tom if he ex­cels this time in his pies—not on­ly now, but when I leave my prison.”

			“Then you think you will some day leave it?” said La Ramee.

			“The dev­il!” replied the prince; “sure­ly, at the death of Mazarin. I am fif­teen years younger than he is. At Vin­cennes, ’tis true, one lives faster—”

			“My lord,” replied La Ramee, “my lord—”

			“Or dies soon­er, for it comes to the same thing.”

			La Ramee was go­ing out. He stopped, how­ev­er, at the door for an in­stant.

			“Whom does your High­ness wish me to send to you?”

			“Any­one, ex­cept Gri­maud.”

			“The of­fi­cer of the guard, then, with his chess­board?”

			“Yes.”

			Five min­utes af­ter­ward the of­fi­cer en­tered and the duke seemed to be im­mersed in the sub­lime com­bi­na­tions of chess.

			A strange thing is the mind, and it is won­der­ful what rev­o­lu­tions may be wrought in it by a sign, a word, a hope. The duke had been five years in prison, and now to him, look­ing back up­on them, those five years, which had passed so slow­ly, seemed not so long a time as were the two days, the forty-eight hours, which still part­ed him from the time fixed for his es­cape. Be­sides, there was one thing that en­gaged his most anx­ious thought—in what way was the es­cape to be ef­fect­ed? They had told him to hope for it, but had not told him what was to be hid­den in the mys­te­ri­ous pâté. And what friends await­ed him with­out? He had friends, then, af­ter five years in prison? If that were so he was in­deed a high­ly fa­vored prince. He for­got that be­sides his friends of his own sex, a wom­an, strange to say, had re­mem­bered him. It is true that she had not, per­haps, been scrupu­lous­ly faith­ful to him, but she had re­mem­bered him; that was some­thing.

			So the duke had more than enough to think about; ac­cord­ing­ly he fared at chess as he had fared at ten­nis; he made blun­der up­on blun­der and the of­fi­cer with whom he played found him easy game.

			But his suc­ces­sive de­feats did ser­vice to the duke in one way—they killed time for him till eight o’clock in the evening; then would come night, and with night, sleep. So, at least, the duke be­lieved; but sleep is a capri­cious fairy, and it is pre­cise­ly when one in­vokes her pres­ence that she is most like­ly to keep him wait­ing. The duke wait­ed un­til mid­night, turn­ing on his mat­tress like St. Lau­rence on his grid­iron. Fi­nal­ly he slept.

			But at day­break he awoke. Wild dreams had dis­turbed his re­pose. He dreamed that he was en­dowed with wings—he wished to fly away. For a time these wings sup­port­ed him, but when he reached a cer­tain height this new aid failed him. His wings were bro­ken and he seemed to sink in­to a bot­tom­less abyss, whence he awoke, bathed in per­spi­ra­tion and near­ly as much over­come as if he had re­al­ly fall­en. He fell asleep again and an­oth­er vi­sion ap­peared. He was in a sub­ter­ranean pas­sage by which he was to leave Vin­cennes. Gri­maud was walk­ing be­fore him with a lantern. By de­grees the pas­sage nar­rowed, yet the duke con­tin­ued his course. At last it be­came so nar­row that the fugi­tive tried in vain to pro­ceed. The sides of the walls seem to close in, even to press against him. He made fruit­less ef­forts to go on; it was im­pos­si­ble. Nev­er­the­less, he still saw Gri­maud with his lantern in front, ad­vanc­ing. He wished to call out to him but could not ut­ter a word. Then at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty he heard the foot­steps of those who were pur­su­ing him. These steps came on, came fast. He was dis­cov­ered; all hope of flight was gone. Still the walls seemed to be clos­ing on him; they ap­peared to be in con­cert with his en­e­mies. At last he heard the voice of La Ramee. La Ramee took his hand and laughed aloud. He was cap­tured again, and con­duct­ed to the low and vault­ed cham­ber, in which Or­nano, Puy­lau­rens, and his un­cle had died. Their three graves were there, ris­ing above the ground, and a fourth was al­so there, yawn­ing for its ghast­ly ten­ant.

			The duke was obliged to make as many ef­forts to awake as he had done to go to sleep; and La Ramee found him so pale and fa­tigued that he in­quired whether he was ill.

			“In fact,” said one of the guards who had re­mained in the cham­ber and had been kept awake by a toothache, brought on by the damp­ness of the at­mos­phere, “my lord has had a very rest­less night and two or three times, while dream­ing, he called for help.”

			“What is the mat­ter with your High­ness?” asked La Ramee.

			“ ’Tis your fault, you sim­ple­ton,” an­swered the duke. “With your idle non­sense yes­ter­day about es­cap­ing, you wor­ried me so that I dreamed that I was try­ing to es­cape and broke my neck in do­ing so.”

			La Ramee laughed.

			“Come,” he said, “ ’tis a warn­ing from Heav­en. Nev­er com­mit such an im­pru­dence as to try to es­cape, ex­cept in your dreams.”

			“And you are right, my dear La Ramee,” said the duke, wip­ing away the sweat that stood on his brow, wide awake though he was; “af­ter this I will think of noth­ing but eat­ing and drink­ing.”

			“Hush!” said La Ramee; and one by one he sent away the guards, on var­i­ous pre­texts.

			“Well?” asked the duke when they were alone.

			“Well!” replied La Ramee, “your sup­per is or­dered.”

			“Ah! and what is it to be? Mon­sieur, my ma­jor­do­mo, will there be a pie?”

			“I should think so, in­deed—al­most as high as a tow­er.”

			“You told him it was for me?”

			“Yes, and he said he would do his best to please your High­ness.”

			“Good!” ex­claimed the duke, rub­bing his hands.

			“Dev­il take it, my lord! what a gour­mand you are grow­ing; I haven’t seen you with so cheer­ful a face these five years.”

			The duke saw that he had not con­trolled him­self as he ought, but at that mo­ment, as if he had lis­tened at the door and com­pre­hend­ed the ur­gent need of di­vert­ing La Ramee’s ideas, Gri­maud en­tered and made a sign to La Ramee that he had some­thing to say to him.

			La Ramee drew near to Gri­maud, who spoke to him in a low voice.

			The duke mean­while re­cov­ered his self-con­trol.

			“I have al­ready for­bid­den that man,” he said, “to come in here with­out my per­mis­sion.”

			“You must par­don him, my lord,” said La Ramee, “for I di­rect­ed him to come.”

			“And why did you so di­rect when you know that he dis­pleas­es me?”

			“My lord will re­mem­ber that it was agreed be­tween us that he should wait up­on us at that fa­mous sup­per. My lord has for­got­ten the sup­per.”

			“No, but I have for­got­ten Mon­sieur Gri­maud.”

			“My lord un­der­stands that there can be no sup­per un­less he is al­lowed to be present.”

			“Go on, then; have it your own way.”

			“Come here, my lad,” said La Ramee, “and hear what I have to say.”

			Gri­maud ap­proached, with a very sullen ex­pres­sion on his face.

			La Ramee con­tin­ued: “My lord has done me the hon­or to in­vite me to a sup­per to­mor­row en tête-à-tête.”

			Gri­maud made a sign which meant that he didn’t see what that had to do with him.

			“Yes, yes,” said La Ramee, “the mat­ter con­cerns you, for you will have the hon­or to serve us; and be­sides, how­ev­er good an ap­petite we may have and how­ev­er great our thirst, there will be some­thing left on the plates and in the bot­tles, and that some­thing will be yours.”

			Gri­maud bowed in thanks.

			“And now,” said La Ramee, “I must ask your High­ness’s par­don, but it seems that Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is to be away for a few days and he has sent me word that he has cer­tain di­rec­tions to give me be­fore his de­par­ture.”

			The duke tried to ex­change a glance with Gri­maud, but there was no glance in Gri­maud’s eyes.

			“Go, then,” said the duke, “and re­turn as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Does your High­ness wish to take re­venge for the game of ten­nis yes­ter­day?”

			Gri­maud in­ti­mat­ed by a scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble nod that he should con­sent.

			“Yes,” said the duke, “but take care, my dear La Ramee, for I pro­pose to beat you bad­ly.”

			La Ramee went out. Gri­maud looked af­ter him, and when the door was closed he drew out of his pock­et a pen­cil and a sheet of pa­per.

			“Write, my lord,” he said.

			“And what?”

			Gri­maud dic­tat­ed.

			“All is ready for to­mor­row evening. Keep watch from sev­en to nine. Have two rid­ing hors­es ready. We shall de­scend by the first win­dow in the gallery.”

			“What next?”

			“Sign your name, my lord.”

			The duke signed.

			“Now, my lord, give me, if you have not lost it, the ball—that which con­tained the let­ter.”

			The duke took it from un­der his pil­low and gave it to Gri­maud. Gri­maud gave a grim smile.

			“Well?” asked the duke.

			“Well, my lord, I sew up the pa­per in the ball and you, in your game of ten­nis, will send the ball in­to the ditch.”

			“But will it not be lost?”

			“Oh no; there will be some­one at hand to pick it up.”

			“A gar­den­er?”

			Gri­maud nod­ded.

			“The same as yes­ter­day?”

			An­oth­er nod on the part of Gri­maud.

			“The Count de Rochefort?”

			Gri­maud nod­ded the third time.

			“Come, now,” said the duke, “give some par­tic­u­lars of the plan for our es­cape.”

			“That is for­bid­den me,” said Gri­maud, “un­til the last mo­ment.”

			“Who will be wait­ing for me be­yond the ditch?”

			“I know noth­ing about it, my lord.”

			“But at least, if you don’t want to see me turn crazy, tell what that fa­mous pâté will con­tain.”

			“Two poniards, a knot­ted rope and a poire d’an­goisse.”5

			“Yes, I un­der­stand.”

			“My lord ob­serves that there will be enough to go around.”

			“We shall take to our­selves the poniards and the rope,” replied the duke.

			“And make La Ramee eat the pear,” an­swered Gri­maud.

			“My dear Gri­maud, thou speak­est sel­dom, but when thou dost, one must do thee jus­tice—thy words are words of gold.”

		
	
		
			
				XX

				One of Marie Mi­chon’s Ad­ven­tures

			
			Whilst these projects were be­ing formed by the Duc de Beau­fort and Gri­maud, the Comte de la Fère and the Vi­comte de Bragelonne were en­ter­ing Paris by the Rue du Faubourg Saint Mar­cel.

			They stopped at the sign of the Fox, in the Rue du Vieux Colom­bier, a tav­ern known for many years by Athos, and asked for two bed­rooms.

			“You must dress your­self, Raoul,” said Athos, “I am go­ing to present you to some­one.”

			“To­day, Mon­sieur?” asked the young man.

			“In half an hour.”

			The young man bowed. Per­haps, not be­ing en­dowed with the en­durance of Athos, who seemed to be made of iron, he would have pre­ferred a bath in the riv­er Seine of which he had heard so much, and af­ter­ward his bed; but the Comte de la Fère had spo­ken and he had no thought but to obey.

			“By the way,” said Athos, “take some pains with your toi­let, Raoul; I want you to be ap­proved.”

			“I hope, sir,” replied the youth, smil­ing, “that there’s no idea of a mar­riage for me; you know of my en­gage­ment to Louise?”

			Athos, in his turn, smiled al­so.

			“No, don’t be alarmed, al­though it is to a la­dy that I am go­ing to present you, and I am anx­ious that you should love her—”

			The young man looked at the count with a cer­tain un­easi­ness, but at a smile from Athos he was quick­ly re­as­sured.

			“How old is she?” in­quired the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.

			“My dear Raoul, learn, once for all, that that is a ques­tion which is nev­er asked. When you can find out a wom­an’s age by her face, it is use­less to ask it; when you can­not do so, it is in­dis­creet.”

			“Is she beau­ti­ful?”

			“Six­teen years ago she was deemed not on­ly the pret­ti­est, but the most grace­ful wom­an in France.”

			This re­ply re­as­sured the vi­comte. A wom­an who had been a reign­ing beau­ty a year be­fore he was born could not be the sub­ject of any scheme for him. He re­tired to his toi­let. When he reap­peared, Athos re­ceived him with the same pa­ter­nal smile as that which he had of­ten be­stowed on d’Artag­nan, but a more pro­found ten­der­ness for Raoul was now vis­i­bly im­pressed up­on his face.

			Athos cast a glance at his feet, hands and hair—those three marks of race. The youth’s dark hair was neat­ly part­ed and hung in curls, form­ing a sort of dark frame around his face; such was the fash­ion of the day. Gloves of gray kid, match­ing the hat, well dis­played the form of a slen­der and el­e­gant hand; whilst his boots, sim­i­lar in col­or to the hat and gloves, con­fined feet small as those of a boy twelve years old.

			“Come,” mur­mured Athos, “if she is not proud of him, she must be hard to please.”

			It was three o’clock in the af­ter­noon. The two trav­el­ers pro­ceed­ed to the Rue Saint Do­minique and stopped at the door of a mag­nif­i­cent ho­tel, sur­mount­ed with the arms of de Luynes.

			“ ’Tis here,” said Athos.

			He en­tered the ho­tel and as­cend­ed the front steps, and ad­dress­ing a foot­man who wait­ed there in a grand liv­ery, asked if the Duchess de Chevreuse was vis­i­ble and if she could re­ceive the Comte de la Fère?

			The ser­vant re­turned with a mes­sage to say, that, though the duchess had not the hon­or of know­ing Mon­sieur de la Fère, she would re­ceive him.

			Athos fol­lowed the foot­man, who led him through a long suc­ces­sion of apart­ments and paused at length be­fore a closed door. Athos made a sign to the Vi­comte de Bragelonne to re­main where he was.

			The foot­man opened the door and an­nounced Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère.

			Madame de Chevreuse, whose name ap­pears so of­ten in our sto­ry The Three Mus­ke­teers, with­out her ac­tu­al­ly hav­ing ap­peared in any scene, was still a beau­ti­ful wom­an. Al­though about forty-four or forty-five years old, she might have passed for thir­ty-five. She still had her rich fair hair; her large, an­i­mat­ed, in­tel­li­gent eyes, so of­ten opened by in­trigue, so of­ten closed by the blind­ness of love. She had still her nymph-like form, so that when her back was turned she still was not un­like the girl who had jumped, with Anne of Aus­tria, over the moat of the Tu­i­leries in 1563. In all oth­er re­spects she was the same mad crea­ture who threw over her amours such an air of orig­i­nal­i­ty as to make them prover­bial for ec­cen­tric­i­ty in her fam­i­ly.

			She was in a lit­tle boudoir, hung with blue damask, adorned by red flow­ers, with a fo­liage of gold, look­ing up­on a gar­den; and re­clined up­on a so­fa, her head sup­port­ed on the rich ta­pes­try which cov­ered it. She held a book in her hand and her arm was sup­port­ed by a cush­ion.

			At the foot­man’s an­nounce­ment she raised her­self a lit­tle and peeped out, with some cu­rios­i­ty.

			Athos ap­peared.

			He was dressed in vi­o­let-tint­ed vel­vet, trimmed with silk of the same col­or. His shoul­der-knots were of bur­nished sil­ver, his man­tle had no gold nor em­broi­dery on it; a sim­ple plume of vi­o­let feath­ers adorned his hat; his boots were of black leather, and at his gir­dle hung that sword with a mag­nif­i­cent hilt that Porthos had so of­ten ad­mired in the Rue Féron. Splen­did lace adorned the fall­ing col­lar of his shirt, and lace fell al­so over the top of his boots.

			In his whole per­son he bore such an im­press of high de­gree, that Madame de Chevreuse half rose from her seat when she saw him and made him a sign to sit down near her.

			Athos bowed and obeyed. The foot­man was with­draw­ing, but Athos stopped him by a sign.

			“Madame,” he said to the duchess, “I have had the bold­ness to present my­self at your ho­tel with­out be­ing known to you; it has suc­ceed­ed, since you deign to re­ceive me. I have now the bold­ness to ask you for an in­ter­view of half an hour.”

			“I grant it, Mon­sieur,” replied Madame de Chevreuse with her most gra­cious smile.

			“But that is not all, Madame. Oh, I am very pre­sum­ing, I am aware. The in­ter­view for which I ask is of us two alone, and I very earnest­ly wish that it may not be in­ter­rupt­ed.”

			“I am not at home to any­one,” said the Duchess de Chevreuse to the foot­man. “You may go.”

			The foot­man went out.

			There en­sued a brief si­lence, dur­ing which these two per­sons, who at first sight rec­og­nized each oth­er so clear­ly as of no­ble race, ex­am­ined each oth­er with­out em­bar­rass­ment on ei­ther side.

			The duchess was the first to speak.

			“Well, sir, I am wait­ing with im­pa­tience to hear what you wish to say to me.”

			“And I, Madame,” replied Athos, “am look­ing with ad­mi­ra­tion.”

			“Sir,” said Madame de Chevreuse, “you must ex­cuse me, but I long to know to whom I am talk­ing. You be­long to the court, doubt­less, yet I have nev­er seen you at court. Have you, by any chance, been in the Bastille?”

			“No, Madame, I have not; but very like­ly I am on the road to it.”

			“Ah! then tell me who you are, and get along with you up­on your jour­ney,” replied the duchess, with the gayety which made her so charm­ing, “for I am suf­fi­cient­ly in bad odor al­ready, with­out com­pro­mis­ing my­self still more.”

			“Who I am, Madame? My name has been men­tioned to you—the Comte de la Fère; you do not know that name. I once bore an­oth­er, which you knew, but you have cer­tain­ly for­got­ten it.”

			“Tell it me, sir.”

			“For­mer­ly,” said the count, “I was Athos.”

			Madame de Chevreuse looked as­ton­ished. The name was not whol­ly for­got­ten, but mixed up and con­fused with an­cient rec­ol­lec­tions.

			“Athos?” said she; “wait a mo­ment.”

			And she placed her hands on her brow, as if to force the fugi­tive ideas it con­tained to con­cen­tra­tion in a mo­ment.

			“Shall I help you, Madame?” asked Athos.

			“Yes, do,” said the duchess.

			“This Athos was con­nect­ed with three young mus­ke­teers, named Porthos, d’Artag­nan, and—”

			He stopped short.

			“And Aramis,” said the duchess, quick­ly.

			“And Aramis; I see you have not for­got­ten the name.”

			“No,” she said; “poor Aramis; a charm­ing man, el­e­gant, dis­creet, and a writ­er of po­et­i­cal vers­es. I am afraid he has turned out ill,” she added.

			“He has; he is an ab­bé.”

			“Ah, what a mis­for­tune!” ex­claimed the duchess, play­ing care­less­ly with her fan. “In­deed, sir, I thank you; you have re­called one of the most agree­able rec­ol­lec­tions of my youth.”

			“Will you per­mit me, then, to re­call an­oth­er to you?”

			“Re­lat­ing to him?”

			“Yes and no.”

			“Faith!” said Madame de Chevreuse, “say on. With a man like you I fear noth­ing.”

			Athos bowed. “Aramis,” he con­tin­ued, “was in­ti­mate with a young needle­wom­an from Tours, a cousin of his, named Marie Mi­chon.”

			“Ah, I knew her!” cried the duchess. “It was to her he wrote from the siege of Rochelle, to warn her of a plot against the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			“Ex­act­ly so; will you al­low me to speak to you of her?”

			“If,” replied the duchess, with a mean­ing look, “you do not say too much against her.”

			“I should be un­grate­ful,” said Athos, “and I re­gard in­grat­i­tude, not as a fault or a crime, but as a vice, which is much worse.”

			“You un­grate­ful to Marie Mi­chon, Mon­sieur?” said Madame de Chevreuse, try­ing to read in Athos’s eyes. “But how can that be? You nev­er knew her.”

			“Eh, Madame, who knows?” said Athos. “There is a pop­u­lar proverb to the ef­fect that it is on­ly moun­tains that nev­er meet; and pop­u­lar proverbs con­tain some­times a won­der­ful amount of truth.”

			“Oh, go on, Mon­sieur, go on!” said Madame de Chevreuse ea­ger­ly; “you can’t imag­ine how much this con­ver­sa­tion in­ter­ests me.”

			“You en­cour­age me,” said Athos, “I will con­tin­ue, then. That cousin of Aramis, that Marie Mi­chon, that needle­wom­an, not­with­stand­ing her low con­di­tion, had ac­quain­tances in the high­est rank; she called the grand­est ladies of the court her friend, and the queen—proud as she is, in her dou­ble char­ac­ter as Aus­tri­an and as Spaniard—called her her sis­ter.”

			“Alas!” said Madame de Chevreuse, with a slight sigh and a lit­tle move­ment of her eye­brows that was pe­cu­liar­ly her own, “since that time ev­ery­thing has changed.”

			“And the queen had rea­son for her af­fec­tion, for Marie was de­vot­ed to her—de­vot­ed to that de­gree that she served her as medi­um of in­ter­course with her broth­er, the king of Spain.”

			“Which,” in­ter­rupt­ed the duchess, “is now brought up against her as a great crime.”

			“And there­fore,” con­tin­ued Athos, “the car­di­nal—the true car­di­nal, the oth­er one—de­ter­mined one fine morn­ing to ar­rest poor Marie Mi­chon and send her to the Château de Loches. For­tu­nate­ly the af­fair was not man­aged so se­cret­ly but that it be­came known to the queen. The case had been pro­vid­ed for: if Marie Mi­chon should be threat­ened with any dan­ger the queen was to send her a prayer­book bound in green vel­vet.”

			“That is true, Mon­sieur, you are well in­formed.”

			“One morn­ing the green book was brought to her by the Prince de Mar­sil­lac. There was no time to lose. Hap­pi­ly Marie and a fol­low­er of hers named Kit­ty could dis­guise them­selves ad­mirably in men’s clothes. The prince pro­cured for Marie Mi­chon the dress of a cav­a­lier and for Kit­ty that of a lack­ey; he sent them two ex­cel­lent hors­es, and the fugi­tives went out hasti­ly from Tours, shap­ing their course to­ward Spain, trem­bling at the least noise, fol­low­ing un­fre­quent­ed roads, and ask­ing for hos­pi­tal­i­ty when they found them­selves where there was no inn.”

			“Why, re­al­ly, it was all ex­act­ly as you say!” cried Madame de Chevreuse, clap­ping her hands. “It would in­deed be strange if—” she checked her­self.

			“If I should fol­low the two fugi­tives to the end of their jour­ney?” said Athos. “No, Madame, I will not thus waste your time. We will ac­com­pa­ny them on­ly to a lit­tle vil­lage in Limousin, ly­ing be­tween Tulle and An­goulême—a lit­tle vil­lage called Roche-l’Abeille.”

			Madame de Chevreuse ut­tered a cry of sur­prise, and looked at Athos with an ex­pres­sion of as­ton­ish­ment that made the old mus­ke­teer smile.

			“Wait, Madame,” con­tin­ued Athos, “what re­mains for me to tell you is even more strange than what I have nar­rat­ed.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Madame de Chevreuse, “I be­lieve you are a sor­cer­er; I am pre­pared for any­thing. But re­al­ly—No mat­ter, go on.”

			“The jour­ney of that day had been long and wear­ing; it was a cold day, the eleventh of Oc­to­ber, there was no inn or château in the vil­lage and the homes of the peas­ants were poor and unattrac­tive. Marie Mi­chon was a very aris­to­crat­ic per­son; like her sis­ter the queen, she had been ac­cus­tomed to pleas­ing per­fumes and fine linen; she re­solved, there­fore, to seek hos­pi­tal­i­ty of the priest.”

			Athos paused.

			“Oh, con­tin­ue!” said the duchess. “I have told you that I am pre­pared for any­thing.”

			“The two trav­el­ers knocked at the door. It was late; the priest, who had gone to bed, cried out to them to come in. They en­tered, for the door was not locked—there is much con­fi­dence among vil­lagers. A lamp burned in the cham­ber oc­cu­pied by the priest. Marie Mi­chon, who made the most charm­ing cav­a­lier in the world, pushed open the door, put her head in and asked for hos­pi­tal­i­ty. ‘Will­ing­ly, my young cav­a­lier,’ said the priest, ‘if you will be con­tent with the re­mains of my sup­per and with half my cham­ber.’

			“The two trav­el­ers con­sult­ed for a mo­ment. The priest heard a burst of laugh­ter and then the mas­ter, or rather, the mis­tress, replied: ‘Thank you, Mon­sieur le Curé, I ac­cept.’ ‘Sup, then, and make as lit­tle noise as pos­si­ble,’ said the priest, ‘for I, too, have been on the go all day and shall not be sor­ry to sleep tonight.’ ”

			Madame de Chevreuse ev­i­dent­ly went from sur­prise to as­ton­ish­ment, and from as­ton­ish­ment to stu­pe­fac­tion. Her face, as she looked at Athos, had tak­en on an ex­pres­sion that can­not be de­scribed. It could be seen that she had wished to speak, but she had re­mained silent through fear of los­ing one of her com­pan­ion’s words.

			“What hap­pened then?” she asked.

			“Then?” said Athos. “Ah, I have come now to what is most dif­fi­cult.”

			“Speak, speak! One can say any­thing to me. Be­sides, it doesn’t con­cern me; it re­lates to Made­moi­selle Marie Mi­chon.”

			“Ah, that is true,” said Athos. “Well, then, Marie Mi­chon had sup­per with her fol­low­er, and then, in ac­cor­dance with the per­mis­sion giv­en her, she en­tered the cham­ber of her host, Kit­ty mean­while tak­ing pos­ses­sion of an arm­chair in the room first en­tered, where they had tak­en their sup­per.”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur,” said Madame de Chevreuse, “un­less you are the dev­il in per­son I don’t know how you could be­come ac­quaint­ed with all these de­tails.”

			“A charm­ing wom­an was that Marie Mi­chon,” re­sumed Athos, “one of those wild crea­tures who are con­stant­ly con­ceiv­ing the strangest ideas. Now, think­ing that her host was a priest, that co­quette took it in­to her head that it would be a hap­py sou­venir for her old age, among the many hap­py sou­venirs she al­ready pos­sessed, if she could win that of hav­ing damned an ab­bé.”

			“Count,” said the duchess, “up­on my word, you fright­en me.”

			“Alas!” con­tin­ued Athos, “the poor ab­bé was not a St. Am­broise, and I re­peat, Marie Mi­chon was an adorable crea­ture.”

			“Mon­sieur!” cried the duchess, seiz­ing Athos’s hands, “tell me this mo­ment how you know all these de­tails, or I will send to the con­vent of the Vieux Au­gustins for a monk to come and ex­or­cise you.”

			Athos laughed. “Noth­ing is eas­i­er, Madame. A cav­a­lier, charged with an im­por­tant mis­sion, had come an hour be­fore your ar­rival, seek­ing hos­pi­tal­i­ty, at the very mo­ment that the curé, sum­moned to the bed­side of a dy­ing per­son, left not on­ly his house but the vil­lage, for the en­tire night. The priest hav­ing all con­fi­dence in his guest, who, be­sides, was a no­ble­man, had left to him his house, his sup­per and his cham­ber. And there­fore Marie came seek­ing hos­pi­tal­i­ty from the guest of the good ab­bé and not from the good ab­bé him­self.”

			“And that cav­a­lier, that guest, that no­ble­man who ar­rived be­fore she came?”

			“It was I, the Comte de la Fère,” said Athos, ris­ing and bow­ing re­spect­ful­ly to the Duchess de Chevreuse.

			The duchess re­mained a mo­ment stu­pe­fied; then, sud­den­ly burst­ing in­to laugh­ter:

			“Ah! up­on my word,” said she, “it is very droll, and that mad Marie Mi­chon fared bet­ter than she ex­pect­ed. Sit down, dear count, and go on with your sto­ry.”

			“At this point I have to ac­cuse my­self of a fault, Madame. I have told you that I was trav­el­ing on an im­por­tant mis­sion. At day­break I left the cham­ber with­out noise, leav­ing my charm­ing com­pan­ion asleep. In the front room the fol­low­er was al­so still asleep, her head lean­ing back on the chair, in all re­spects wor­thy of her mis­tress. Her pret­ty face ar­rest­ed my at­ten­tion; I ap­proached and rec­og­nized that lit­tle Kit­ty whom our friend Aramis had placed with her. In that way I dis­cov­ered that the charm­ing trav­el­er was—”

			“Marie Mi­chon!” said Madame de Chevreuse, hasti­ly.

			“Marie Mi­chon,” con­tin­ued Athos. “Then I went out of the house; I pro­ceed­ed to the sta­ble and found my horse sad­dled and my lack­ey ready. We set forth on our jour­ney.”

			“And have you nev­er re­vis­it­ed that vil­lage?” ea­ger­ly asked Madame de Chevreuse.

			“A year af­ter, Madame.”

			“Well?”

			“I want­ed to see the good curé again. I found him much pre­oc­cu­pied with an event that he could not at all com­pre­hend. A week be­fore he had re­ceived, in a cra­dle, a beau­ti­ful lit­tle boy three months old, with a purse filled with gold and a note con­tain­ing these sim­ple words: ’11 Oc­to­ber, 1633.’ ”

			“It was the date of that strange ad­ven­ture,” in­ter­rupt­ed Madame de Chevreuse.

			“Yes, but he couldn’t un­der­stand what it meant, for he had spent that night with a dy­ing per­son and Marie Mi­chon had left his house be­fore his re­turn.”

			“You must know, Mon­sieur, that Marie Mi­chon, when she re­turned to France in 1643, im­me­di­ate­ly sought for in­for­ma­tion about that child; as a fugi­tive she could not take care of it, but on her re­turn she wished to have it near her.”

			“And what said the ab­bé?” asked Athos.

			“That a no­ble­man whom he did not know had wished to take charge of it, had an­swered for its fu­ture, and had tak­en it away.”

			“That was true.”

			“Ah! I see! That no­ble­man was you; it was his fa­ther!”

			“Hush! do not speak so loud, Madame; he is there.”

			“He is there! my son! the son of Marie Mi­chon! But I must see him in­stant­ly.”

			“Take care, Madame,” said Athos, “for he knows nei­ther his fa­ther nor his moth­er.”

			“You have kept the se­cret! you have brought him to see me, think­ing to make me hap­py. Oh, thanks! sir, thanks!” cried Madame de Chevreuse, seiz­ing his hand and try­ing to put it to her lips; “you have a no­ble heart.”

			“I bring him to you, Madame,” said Athos, with­draw­ing his hand, “hop­ing that in your turn you will do some­thing for him; till now I have watched over his ed­u­ca­tion and I have made him, I hope, an ac­com­plished gen­tle­man; but I am now obliged to re­turn to the dan­ger­ous and wan­der­ing life of par­ty fac­tion. To­mor­row I plunge in­to an ad­ven­tur­ous af­fair in which I may be killed. Then it will de­volve on you to push him on in that world where he is called on to oc­cu­py a place.”

			“Rest as­sured,” cried the duchess, “I shall do what I can. I have but lit­tle in­flu­ence now, but all that I have shall most as­sured­ly be his. As to his ti­tle and for­tune—”

			“As to that, Madame, I have made over to him the es­tate of Bragelonne, my in­her­i­tance, which will give him ten thou­sand francs a year and the ti­tle of vi­comte.”

			“Up­on my soul, Mon­sieur,” said the duchess, “you are a true no­ble­man! But I am ea­ger to see our young vi­comte. Where is he?”

			“There, in the sa­lon. I will have him come in, if you re­al­ly wish it.”

			Athos moved to­ward the door; the duchess held him back.

			“Is he hand­some?” she asked.

			Athos smiled.

			“He re­sem­bles his moth­er.”

			So he opened the door and beck­oned the young man in.

			The duchess could not re­strain a cry of joy on see­ing so hand­some a young cav­a­lier, so far sur­pass­ing all that her ma­ter­nal pride had been able to con­ceive.

			“Vi­comte, come here,” said Athos; “the duchess per­mits you to kiss her hand.”

			The youth ap­proached with his charm­ing smile and his head bare, and kneel­ing down, kissed the hand of the Duchess de Chevreuse.

			“Sir,” he said, turn­ing to Athos, “was it not in com­pas­sion to my timid­i­ty that you told me that this la­dy was the Duchess de Chevreuse, and is she not the queen?”

			“No, vi­comte,” said Madame de Chevreuse, tak­ing his hand and mak­ing him sit near her, while she looked at him with eyes sparkling with plea­sure; “no, un­hap­pi­ly, I am not the queen. If I were I should do for you at once the most that you de­serve. But let us see; what­ev­er I may be,” she added, hard­ly re­strain­ing her­self from kiss­ing that pure brow, “let us see what pro­fes­sion you wish to fol­low.”

			Athos, stand­ing, looked at them both with in­de­scrib­able plea­sure.

			“Madame,” an­swered the youth in his sweet voice, “it seems to me that there is on­ly one ca­reer for a gen­tle­man—that of the army. I have been brought up by Mon­sieur le Comte with the in­ten­tion, I be­lieve, of mak­ing me a sol­dier; and he gave me rea­son to hope that at Paris he would present me to some­one who would rec­om­mend me to the fa­vor of the prince.”

			“Yes, I un­der­stand it well. Per­son­al­ly, I am on bad terms with him, on ac­count of the quar­rels be­tween Madame de Mont­bazon, my moth­er-in-law, and Madame de Longueville. But the Prince de Mar­sil­lac! Yes, in­deed, that’s the right thing. The Prince de Mar­sil­lac—my old friend—will rec­om­mend our young friend to Madame de Longueville, who will give him a let­ter to her broth­er, the prince, who loves her too ten­der­ly not to do what she wish­es im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Well, that will do charm­ing­ly,” said the count; “but may I beg that the great­est haste may be made, for I have rea­sons for wish­ing the vi­comte not to sleep longer than to­mor­row night in Paris!”

			“Do you wish it known that you are in­ter­est­ed about him, Mon­sieur le Comte?”

			“Bet­ter for him in fu­ture that he should be sup­posed nev­er to have seen me.”

			“Oh, sir!” cried Raoul.

			“You know, Bragelonne,” said Athos, “I nev­er speak with­out re­flec­tion.”

			“Well, comte, I am go­ing in­stant­ly,” in­ter­rupt­ed the duchess, “to send for the Prince de Mar­sil­lac, who is hap­pi­ly, in Paris just now. What are you go­ing to do this evening?”

			“We in­tend to vis­it the Ab­bé Scar­ron, for whom I have a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion and at whose house I ex­pect to meet some of my friends.”

			“ ’Tis well; I will go there al­so, for a few min­utes,” said the duchess; “do not quit his sa­lon un­til you have seen me.”

			Athos bowed and pre­pared to leave.

			“Well, Mon­sieur le Comte,” said the duchess, smil­ing, “does one leave so solemn­ly his old friends?”

			“Ah,” mur­mured Athos, kiss­ing her hand, “had I on­ly soon­er known that Marie Mi­chon was so charm­ing a crea­ture!” And he with­drew, sigh­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The Ab­bé Scar­ron

			
			There was once in the Rue des Tour­nelles a house known by all the sedan chair­men and foot­men of Paris, and yet, nev­er­the­less, this house was nei­ther that of a great lord nor of a rich man. There was nei­ther din­ing, nor play­ing at cards, nor danc­ing in that house. Nev­er­the­less, it was the ren­dezvous of the great world and all Paris went there. It was the abode of the lit­tle Ab­bé Scar­ron.

			In the home of the wit­ty ab­bé dwelt in­ces­sant laugh­ter; there all the items of the day had their source and were so quick­ly trans­formed, mis­rep­re­sent­ed, meta­mor­phosed, some in­to epi­grams, some in­to false­hoods, that ev­ery­one was anx­ious to pass an hour with lit­tle Scar­ron, lis­ten­ing to what he said, re­port­ing it to oth­ers.

			The diminu­tive Ab­bé Scar­ron, who, how­ev­er, was an ab­bé on­ly be­cause he owned an abbey, and not be­cause he was in or­ders, had for­mer­ly been one of the gayest preben­daries in the town of Mans, which he in­hab­it­ed. On a day of the car­ni­val he had tak­en a no­tion to pro­vide an un­usu­al en­ter­tain­ment for that good town, of which he was the life and soul. He had made his valet cov­er him with hon­ey; then, open­ing a feath­er bed, he had rolled in it and had thus be­come the most grotesque fowl it is pos­si­ble to imag­ine. He then be­gan to vis­it his friends of both sex­es, in that strange cos­tume. At first he had been fol­lowed through as­ton­ish­ment, then with de­ri­sive shouts, then the porters had in­sult­ed him, then chil­dren had thrown stones at him, and fi­nal­ly he was obliged to run, to es­cape the mis­siles. As soon as he took to flight ev­ery­one pur­sued him, un­til, pressed on all sides, Scar­ron found no way of es­cap­ing his es­cort, ex­cept by throw­ing him­self in­to the riv­er; but the wa­ter was icy cold. Scar­ron was heat­ed, the cold seized on him, and when he reached the far­ther bank he found him­self crip­pled.

			Ev­ery means had been em­ployed in vain to re­store the use of his limbs. He had been sub­ject­ed to a se­vere dis­ci­plinary course of medicine: at length he sent away all his doc­tors, declar­ing that he pre­ferred the dis­ease to the treat­ment, and came to Paris, where the fame of his wit had pre­ced­ed him. There he had a chair made on his own plan, and one day, vis­it­ing Anne of Aus­tria in this chair, she asked him, charmed as she was with his wit, if he did not wish for a ti­tle.

			“Yes, Your Majesty, there is a ti­tle which I cov­et much,” replied Scar­ron.

			“And what is that?”

			“That of be­ing your in­valid,” an­swered Scar­ron.

			So he was called the queen’s in­valid, with a pen­sion of fif­teen hun­dred francs.

			From that lucky mo­ment Scar­ron led a hap­py life, spend­ing both in­come and prin­ci­pal. One day, how­ev­er, an emis­sary of the car­di­nal’s gave him to un­der­stand that he was wrong in re­ceiv­ing the coad­ju­tor so of­ten.

			“And why?” asked Scar­ron; “is he not a man of good birth?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Agree­able?”

			“Un­de­ni­ably.”

			“Wit­ty?”

			“He has, un­for­tu­nate­ly, too much wit.”

			“Well, then, why do you wish me to give up see­ing such a man?”

			“Be­cause he is an en­e­my.”

			“Of whom?”

			“Of the car­di­nal.”

			“What?” an­swered Scar­ron, “I con­tin­ue to re­ceive Mon­sieur Gilles De­spreaux, who thinks ill of me, and you wish me to give up see­ing the coad­ju­tor, be­cause he thinks ill of an­oth­er man. Im­pos­si­ble!”

			The con­ver­sa­tion had rest­ed there and Scar­ron, through sheer ob­sti­na­cy, had seen Mon­sieur de Gondy on­ly the more fre­quent­ly.

			Now, the very morn­ing of which we speak was that of his quar­ter-day pay­ment, and Scar­ron, as usu­al, had sent his ser­vant to get his mon­ey at the pen­sion-of­fice, but the man had re­turned and said that the gov­ern­ment had no more mon­ey to give Mon­sieur Scar­ron.

			It was on Thurs­day, the ab­bé’s re­cep­tion day; peo­ple went there in crowds. The car­di­nal’s re­fusal to pay the pen­sion was known about the town in half an hour and he was abused with wit and ve­he­mence.

			In the Rue Saint-Hon­oré Athos fell in with two gen­tle­men whom he did not know, on horse­back like him­self, fol­lowed by a lack­ey like him­self, and go­ing in the same di­rec­tion that he was. One of them, hat in hand, said to him:

			“Would you be­lieve it, Mon­sieur? that con­temptible Mazarin has stopped poor Scar­ron’s pen­sion.”

			“That is un­rea­son­able,” said Athos, salut­ing in his turn the two cav­a­liers. And they sep­a­rat­ed with cour­te­ous ges­tures.

			“It hap­pens well that we are go­ing there this evening,” said Athos to the vi­comte; “we will pay our com­pli­ments to that poor man.”

			“What, then, is this Mon­sieur Scar­ron, who thus puts all Paris in com­mo­tion? Is he some min­is­ter out of of­fice?”

			“Oh, no, not at all, vi­comte,” Athos replied; “he is sim­ply a gen­tle­man of great ge­nius who has fall­en in­to dis­grace with the car­di­nal through hav­ing writ­ten cer­tain vers­es against him.”

			“Do gen­tle­men, then, make vers­es?” asked Raoul, naive­ly, “I thought it was deroga­to­ry.”

			“So it is, my dear vi­comte,” said Athos, laugh­ing, “to make bad ones; but to make good ones in­creas­es fame—wit­ness Mon­sieur de Rotrou. Nev­er­the­less,” he con­tin­ued, in the tone of one who gives whole­some ad­vice, “I think it is bet­ter not to make them.”

			“Then,” said Raoul, “this Mon­sieur Scar­ron is a po­et?”

			“Yes; you are warned, vi­comte. Con­sid­er well what you do in that house. Talk on­ly by ges­tures, or rather al­ways lis­ten.”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur,” replied Raoul.

			“You will see me talk­ing with one of my friends, the Ab­bé d’Herblay, of whom you have of­ten heard me speak.”

			“I re­mem­ber him, Mon­sieur.”

			“Come near to us from time to time, as if to speak; but do not speak, and do not lis­ten. That lit­tle strat­a­gem may serve to keep off in­ter­lop­ers.”

			“Very well, Mon­sieur; I will obey you at all points.”

			Athos made two vis­its in Paris; at sev­en o’clock he and Raoul di­rect­ed their steps to the Rue des Tour­nelles; it was stopped by porters, hors­es and foot­men. Athos forced his way through and en­tered, fol­lowed by the young man. The first per­son that struck him on his en­trance was Aramis, plant­ed near a great chair on cas­tors, very large, cov­ered with a canopy of ta­pes­try, un­der which there moved, en­veloped in a quilt of bro­cade, a lit­tle face, youngish, very mer­ry, some­what pal­lid, whilst its eyes nev­er ceased to ex­press a sen­ti­ment at once live­ly, in­tel­lec­tu­al, and ami­able. This was the Ab­bé Scar­ron, al­ways laugh­ing, jok­ing, com­pli­ment­ing—yet suf­fer­ing—and toy­ing ner­vous­ly with a small switch.

			Around this kind of rolling tent pressed a crowd of gen­tle­men and ladies. The room was neat­ly, com­fort­ably fur­nished. Large valances of silk, em­broi­dered with flow­ers of gay col­ors, which were rather fad­ed, fell from the wide win­dows; the fit­tings of the room were sim­ple, but in ex­cel­lent taste. Two well trained serv­ing­men were in at­ten­dance on the com­pa­ny. On per­ceiv­ing Athos, Aramis ad­vanced to­ward him, took him by the hand and pre­sent­ed him to Scar­ron. Raoul re­mained silent, for he was not pre­pared for the dig­ni­ty of the bel es­prit.

			Af­ter some min­utes the door opened and a foot­man an­nounced Made­moi­selle Paulet.

			Athos touched the shoul­der of the vi­comte.

			“Look at this la­dy, Raoul, she is an his­toric per­son­age; it was to vis­it her King Hen­ry IV was go­ing when he was as­sas­si­nat­ed.”

			Ev­ery­one thronged around Made­moi­selle Paulet, for she was al­ways very much the fash­ion. She was a tall wom­an, with a slen­der fig­ure and a for­est of gold­en curls, such as Raphael was fond of and Titian has paint­ed all his Mag­dalens with. This fawn-col­ored hair, or, per­haps the sort of as­cen­dan­cy which she had over oth­er wom­en, gave her the name of “La Li­onne.” Made­moi­selle Paulet took her ac­cus­tomed seat, but be­fore sit­ting down, she cast, in all her queen­like grandeur, a look around the room, and her eyes rest­ed on Raoul.

			Athos smiled.

			“Made­moi­selle Paulet has ob­served you, vi­comte; go and bow to her; don’t try to ap­pear any­thing but what you are, a true coun­try youth; on no ac­count speak to her of Hen­ry IV.”

			“When shall we two walk to­geth­er?” Athos then said to Aramis.

			“Present­ly—there are not a suf­fi­cient num­ber of peo­ple here yet; we shall be re­marked.”

			At this mo­ment the door opened and in walked the coad­ju­tor.

			At this name ev­ery­one looked around, for his was al­ready a very cel­e­brat­ed name. Athos did the same. He knew the Ab­bé de Gondy on­ly by re­port.

			He saw a lit­tle dark man, ill made and awk­ward with his hands in ev­ery­thing—ex­cept draw­ing a sword and fir­ing a pis­tol—with some­thing haughty and con­temp­tu­ous in his face.

			Scar­ron turned around to­ward him and came to meet him in his chair.

			“Well,” said the coad­ju­tor, on see­ing him, “you are in dis­grace, then, ab­bé?”

			This was the or­tho­dox phrase. It had been said that evening a hun­dred times—and Scar­ron was at his hun­dredth bon mot on the sub­ject; he was very near­ly at the end of his hu­moris­tic teth­er, but one de­spair­ing ef­fort saved him.

			“Mon­sieur, the Car­di­nal Mazarin has been so kind as to think of me,” he said.

			“But how can you con­tin­ue to re­ceive us?” asked the coad­ju­tor; “if your in­come is less­ened I shall be obliged to make you a canon of Notre Dame.”

			“Oh, no!” cried Scar­ron, “I should com­pro­mise you too much.”

			“Per­haps you have re­sources of which we are ig­no­rant?”

			“I shall bor­row from the queen.”

			“But Her Majesty has no prop­er­ty,” in­ter­posed Aramis.

			At this mo­ment the door opened and Madame de Chevreuse was an­nounced. Ev­ery­one arose. Scar­ron turned his chair to­ward the door, Raoul blushed, Athos made a sign to Aramis, who went and hid him­self in the en­clo­sure of a win­dow.

			In the midst of all the com­pli­ments that await­ed her on her en­trance, the duchess seemed to be look­ing for some­one; at last she found out Raoul and her eyes sparkled; she per­ceived Athos and be­came thought­ful; she saw Aramis in the seclu­sion of the win­dow and gave a start of sur­prise be­hind her fan.

			“Apro­pos,” she said, as if to drive away thoughts that pur­sued her in spite of her­self, “how is poor Voiture, do you know, Scar­ron?”

			“What, is Mon­sieur Voiture ill?” in­quired a gen­tle­man who had spo­ken to Athos in the Rue Saint-Hon­oré; “what is the mat­ter with him?”

			“He was act­ing, but for­got to take the pre­cau­tion to have a change of linen ready af­ter the per­for­mance,” said the coad­ju­tor, “so he took cold and is about to die.”

			“Is he then so ill, dear Voiture?” asked Aramis, half hid­den by the win­dow cur­tain.

			“Die!” cried Made­moi­selle Paulet, bit­ter­ly, “he! Why, he is sur­round­ed by sul­tanas, like a Turk. Madame de Sain­tot has has­tened to him with broth; La Re­nau­dot warms his sheets; the Mar­quise de Ram­bouil­let sends him his ti­sanes.”

			“You don’t like him, my dear Parthénie,” said Scar­ron.

			“What an in­jus­tice, my dear in­valid! I hate him so lit­tle that I should be de­light­ed to or­der mass­es for the re­pose of his soul.”

			“You are not called ‘Li­onne’ for noth­ing,” ob­served Madame de Chevreuse, “your teeth are ter­ri­ble.”

			“You are un­just to a great po­et, it seems to me,” Raoul ven­tured to say.

			“A great po­et! come, one may eas­i­ly see, vi­comte, that you are late­ly from the prov­inces and have nev­er so much as seen him. A great po­et! he is scarce­ly five feet high.”

			“Bra­vo bra­vo!” cried a tall man with an enor­mous mus­tache and a long rapi­er, “bra­vo, fair Paulet, it is high time to put lit­tle Voiture in his right place. For my part, I al­ways thought his po­et­ry de­testable, and I think I know some­thing about po­et­ry.”

			“Who is this of­fi­cer,” in­quired Raoul of Athos, “who is speak­ing?”

			“Mon­sieur de Scud­éry, the au­thor of Clélie, and of Le Grand Cyrus, which were com­posed part­ly by him and part­ly by his sis­ter, who is now talk­ing to that pret­ty per­son yon­der, near Mon­sieur Scar­ron.”

			Raoul turned and saw two faces just ar­rived. One was per­fect­ly charm­ing, del­i­cate, pen­sive, shad­ed by beau­ti­ful dark hair, and eyes soft as vel­vet, like those love­ly flow­ers, the heart­sease, in which shine out the gold­en petals. The oth­er, of ma­ture age, seemed to have the for­mer one un­der her charge, and was cold, dry and yel­low—the true type of a duen­na or a devo­tee.

			Raoul re­solved not to quit the room with­out hav­ing spo­ken to the beau­ti­ful girl with the soft eyes, who by a strange fan­cy, al­though she bore no re­sem­blance, re­mind­ed him of his poor lit­tle Louise, whom he had left in the Château de la Val­lière and whom, in the midst of all the par­ty, he had nev­er for one mo­ment quite for­got­ten. Mean­time Aramis had drawn near to the coad­ju­tor, who, smil­ing all the while, con­trived to drop some words in­to his ear. Aramis, not­with­stand­ing his self-con­trol, could not re­frain from a slight move­ment of sur­prise.

			“Laugh, then,” said Mon­sieur de Retz; “they are look­ing at us.” And leav­ing Aramis he went to talk with Madame de Chevreuse, who was in the midst of a large group.

			Aramis af­fect­ed a laugh, to di­vert the at­ten­tion of cer­tain cu­ri­ous lis­ten­ers, and per­ceiv­ing that Athos had be­tak­en him­self to the em­bra­sure of a win­dow and re­mained there, he pro­ceed­ed to join him, throw­ing out a few words care­less­ly as he moved through the room.

			As soon as the two friends met they be­gan a con­ver­sa­tion which was em­pha­sized by fre­quent ges­tic­u­la­tion.

			Raoul then ap­proached them as Athos had di­rect­ed him to do.

			“ ’Tis a ron­deau by Mon­sieur Voiture that Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé is re­peat­ing to me,” said Athos in a loud voice, “and I con­fess I think it in­com­pa­ra­ble.”

			Raoul stayed on­ly a few min­utes near them and then min­gled with the group round Madame de Chevreuse.

			“Well, then?” asked Athos, in a low tone.

			“It is to be to­mor­row,” said Aramis hasti­ly.

			“At what time?”

			“Six o’clock.”

			“Where?”

			“At Saint Mandé.”

			“Who told you?”

			“The Count de Rochefort.”

			Some­one drew near.

			“And then philo­soph­ic ideas are whol­ly want­ing in Voiture’s works, but I am of the same opin­ion as the coad­ju­tor—he is a po­et, a true po­et.” Aramis spoke so as to be heard by ev­ery­body.

			“And I, too,” mur­mured the young la­dy with the vel­vet eyes. “I have the mis­for­tune al­so to ad­mire his po­et­ry ex­ceed­ing­ly.”

			“Mon­sieur Scar­ron, do me the hon­or,” said Raoul, blush­ing, “to tell me the name of that young la­dy whose opin­ion seems so dif­fer­ent from that of oth­ers of the com­pa­ny.”

			“Ah! my young vi­comte,” replied Scar­ron, “I sup­pose you wish to pro­pose to her an al­liance of­fen­sive and de­fen­sive.”

			Raoul blushed again.

			“You asked the name of that young la­dy. She is called the fair In­di­an.”

			“Ex­cuse me, sir,” re­turned Raoul, blush­ing still more deeply, “I know no more than I did be­fore. Alas! I am from the coun­try.”

			“Which means that you know very lit­tle about the non­sense which here flows down our streets. So much the bet­ter, young man! so much the bet­ter! Don’t try to un­der­stand it—you will on­ly lose your time.”

			“You for­give me, then, sir,” said Raoul, “and you will deign to tell me who is the per­son that you call the young In­di­an?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; one of the most charm­ing per­sons that lives—Made­moi­selle Frances d’Aubigné.”

			“Does she be­long to the fam­i­ly of the cel­e­brat­ed Agrip­pa, the friend of Hen­ry IV?”

			“His grand­daugh­ter. She comes from Mar­tinique, so I call her the beau­ti­ful In­di­an.”

			Raoul looked sur­prised and his eyes met those of the young la­dy, who smiled.

			The com­pa­ny went on speak­ing of the po­et Voiture.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Made­moi­selle d’Aubigné to Scar­ron, as if she wished to join in the con­ver­sa­tion he was en­gaged in with Raoul, “do you not ad­mire Mon­sieur Voiture’s friends? Lis­ten how they pull him to pieces even whilst they praise him; one takes away from him all claim to good sense, an­oth­er robs him of his po­et­ry, a third of his orig­i­nal­i­ty, an­oth­er of his hu­mor, an­oth­er of his in­de­pen­dence of char­ac­ter, a sixth—but, good heav­ens! what will they leave him? as Made­moi­selle de Scud­éry re­marks.”

			Scar­ron and Raoul laughed. The fair In­di­an, as­ton­ished at the sen­sa­tion her ob­ser­va­tion pro­duced, looked down and re­sumed her air of “naivete.”

			Athos, still with­in the en­clo­sure of the win­dow, watched this scene with a smile of dis­dain on his lips.

			“Tell the Comte de la Fère to come to me,” said Madame de Chevreuse, “I want to speak to him.”

			“And I,” said the coad­ju­tor, “want it to be thought that I do not speak to him. I ad­mire, I love him—for I know his for­mer ad­ven­tures—but I shall not speak to him un­til the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			“And why day af­ter to­mor­row?” asked Madame de Chevreuse.

			“You will know that to­mor­row evening,” said the coad­ju­tor, smil­ing.

			“Re­al­ly, my dear Gondy,” said the duchess, “you re­mind one of the Apoc­a­lypse. Mon­sieur d’Herblay,” she added, turn­ing to­ward Aramis, “will you be my ser­vant once more this evening?”

			“How can you doubt it?” replied Aramis; “this evening, to­mor­row, al­ways; com­mand me.”

			“I will, then. Go and look for the Comte de la Fère; I wish to speak with him.”

			Aramis found Athos and brought him.

			“Mon­sieur le Comte,” said the duchess, giv­ing him a let­ter, “here is what I promised you; our young friend will be ex­treme­ly well re­ceived.”

			“Madame, he is very hap­py in ow­ing any obli­ga­tion to you.”

			“You have no rea­son to en­vy him on that score, for I owe to you the plea­sure of know­ing him,” replied the wit­ty wom­an, with a smile which re­called Marie Mi­chon to Aramis and to Athos.

			As she ut­tered that bon mot, she arose and asked for her car­riage. Made­moi­selle Paulet had al­ready gone; Made­moi­selle de Scud­éry was go­ing.

			“Vi­comte,” said Athos to Raoul, “fol­low the duchess; beg her to do you the fa­vor to take your arm in go­ing down­stairs, and thank her as you de­scend.”

			The fair In­di­an ap­proached Scar­ron.

			“You are go­ing al­ready?” he said.

			“One of the last, as you see; if you hear any­thing of Mon­sieur Voiture, be so kind as to send me word to­mor­row.”

			“Oh!” said Scar­ron, “he may die now.”

			“Why?” asked the young girl with the vel­vet eyes.

			“Cer­tain­ly; his pan­e­gyric has been ut­tered.”

			They part­ed, laugh­ing, she turn­ing back to gaze at the poor par­a­lyt­ic man with in­ter­est, he look­ing af­ter her with eyes of love.

			One by one the sev­er­al groups broke up. Scar­ron seemed not to ob­serve that cer­tain of his guests had talked mys­te­ri­ous­ly, that let­ters had passed from hand to hand and that the as­sem­bly had seemed to have a se­cret pur­pose quite apart from the lit­er­ary dis­cus­sion car­ried on with so much os­ten­ta­tion. What was all that to Scar­ron? At his house re­bel­lion could be planned with im­puni­ty, for, as we have said, since that morn­ing he had ceased to be “the queen’s in­valid.”

			As to Raoul, he had at­tend­ed the duchess to her car­riage, where, as she took her seat, she gave him her hand to kiss; then, by one of those wild caprices which made her so adorable and at the same time so dan­ger­ous, she had sud­den­ly put her arm around his neck and kissed his fore­head, say­ing:

			“Vi­comte, may my good wish­es and this kiss bring you good for­tune!”

			Then she had pushed him away and di­rect­ed the coach­man to stop at the Hô­tel de Luynes. The car­riage had start­ed, Madame de Chevreuse had made a part­ing ges­ture to the young man, and Raoul had re­turned in a state of stu­pe­fac­tion.

			Athos sur­mised what had tak­en place and smiled. “Come, vi­comte,” he said, “it is time for you to go to bed; you will start in the morn­ing for the army of Mon­sieur le Prince. Sleep well your last night as cit­i­zen.”

			“I am to be a sol­dier then?” said the young man. “Oh, Mon­sieur, I thank you with all my heart.”

			“Adieu, count,” said the Ab­bé d’Herblay; “I re­turn to my con­vent.”

			“Adieu, ab­bé,” said the coad­ju­tor, “I am to preach to­mor­row and have twen­ty texts to ex­am­ine this evening.”

			“Adieu, gen­tle­men,” said the count; “I am go­ing to sleep twen­ty-four hours; I am just fall­ing down with fa­tigue.”

			The three men salut­ed one an­oth­er, whilst ex­chang­ing a last look.

			Scar­ron fol­lowed their move­ments with a glance from the cor­ner of his eye.

			“Not one of them will do as he says,” he mur­mured, with his lit­tle mon­key smile; “but they may do as they please, the brave gen­tle­men! Who knows if they will not man­age to re­store to me my pen­sion? They can move their arms, they can, and that is much. Alas, I have on­ly my tongue, but I will try to show that it is good for some­thing. Ho, there, Cham­p­enois! here, it is eleven o’clock. Come and roll me to bed. Re­al­ly, that Demoi­selle d’Aubigné is very charm­ing!”

			So the in­valid dis­ap­peared soon af­ter­ward and went in­to his sleep­ing-room; and one by one the lights in the sa­lon of the Rue des Tour­nelles were ex­tin­guished.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				Saint De­nis

			
			The day had be­gun to break when Athos arose and dressed him­self. It was plain, by a pale­ness still greater than usu­al, and by those traces which loss of sleep leaves on the face, that he must have passed al­most the whole of the night with­out sleep­ing. Con­trary to the cus­tom of a man so firm and de­cid­ed, there was this morn­ing in his per­son­al ap­pear­ance some­thing tardy and ir­res­o­lute.

			He was oc­cu­pied with the prepa­ra­tions for Raoul’s de­par­ture and was seek­ing to gain time. In the first place he him­self fur­bished a sword, which he drew from its per­fumed leather sheath; he ex­am­ined it to see if its hilt was well guard­ed and if the blade was firm­ly at­tached to the hilt. Then he placed at the bot­tom of the valise be­long­ing to the young man a small bag of louis, called Oli­vain—the lack­ey who had fol­lowed him from Blois, and made him pack the valise un­der his own eyes, watch­ful to see that ev­ery­thing should be put in which might be use­ful to a young man en­ter­ing on his first cam­paign.

			At length, af­ter oc­cu­py­ing about an hour in these prepa­ra­tions, he opened the door of the room in which the vi­comte slept, and en­tered.

			The sun, al­ready high, pen­e­trat­ed in­to the room through the win­dow, the cur­tains of which Raoul had ne­glect­ed to close on the pre­vi­ous evening. He was still sleep­ing, his head grace­ful­ly repos­ing on his arm.

			Athos ap­proached and hung over the youth in an at­ti­tude full of ten­der melan­choly; he looked long on this young man, whose smil­ing mouth and half closed eyes be­spoke soft dreams and light­est slum­ber, as if his guardian an­gel watched over him with so­lic­i­tude and af­fec­tion. By de­grees Athos gave him­self up to the charms of his rever­ie in the prox­im­i­ty of youth, so pure, so fresh. His own youth seemed to reap­pear, bring­ing with it all those savoury re­mem­brances, which are like per­fumes more than thoughts. Be­tween the past and the present was an in­ef­fa­ble abyss. But imag­i­na­tion has the wings of an an­gel of light and trav­els safe­ly through or over the seas where we have been al­most ship­wrecked, the dark­ness in which our il­lu­sions are lost, the precipice whence our hap­pi­ness has been hurled and swal­lowed up. He re­mem­bered that all the first part of his life had been em­bit­tered by a wom­an and he thought with alarm of the in­flu­ence love might as­sume over so fine, and at the same time so vig­or­ous an or­ga­ni­za­tion as that of Raoul.

			In re­call­ing all he had been through, he fore­saw all that Raoul might suf­fer; and the ex­pres­sion of the deep and ten­der com­pas­sion which throbbed in his heart was pic­tured in the moist eye with which he gazed on the young man.

			At this mo­ment Raoul awoke, with­out a cloud on his face—with­out weari­ness or las­si­tude; his eyes were fixed on those of Athos and per­haps he com­pre­hend­ed all that passed in the heart of the man who was await­ing his awak­en­ing as a lover awaits the awak­en­ing of his mis­tress, for his glance, in re­turn, had all the ten­der­ness of love.

			“You are there, sir?” he said, re­spect­ful­ly.

			“Yes, Raoul,” replied the count.

			“And you did not awak­en me?”

			“I wished to leave you still to en­joy some mo­ments of sleep, my child; you must be fa­tigued from yes­ter­day.”

			“Oh, sir, how good you are!”

			Athos smiled.

			“How do you feel this morn­ing?” he in­quired.

			“Per­fect­ly well; quite rest­ed, sir.”

			“You are still grow­ing,” Athos con­tin­ued, with that charm­ing and pa­ter­nal in­ter­est felt by a grown man for a youth.

			“Oh, sir, I beg your par­don!” ex­claimed Raoul, ashamed of so much at­ten­tion; “in an in­stant I shall be dressed.”

			Athos then called Oli­vain.

			“Ev­ery­thing,” said Oli­vain to Athos, “has been done ac­cord­ing to your di­rec­tions; the hors­es are wait­ing.”

			“And I was asleep,” cried Raoul, “whilst you, sir, you had the kind­ness to at­tend to all these de­tails. Tru­ly, sir, you over­whelm me with ben­e­fits!”

			“There­fore you love me a lit­tle, I hope,” replied Athos, in a tone of emo­tion.

			“Oh, sir! God knows how much I love, re­vere you.”

			“See that you for­get noth­ing,” said Athos, ap­pear­ing to look about him, that he might hide his emo­tion.

			“No, in­deed, sir,” an­swered Raoul.

			The ser­vant then ap­proached Athos and said, hes­i­tat­ing­ly:

			“Mon­sieur le Vi­comte has no sword.”

			“ ’Tis well,” said Athos, “I will take care of that.”

			They went down­stairs, Raoul look­ing ev­ery now and then at the count to see if the mo­ment of farewell was at hand, but Athos was silent. When they reached the steps Raoul saw three hors­es.

			“Oh, sir! then you are go­ing with me?”

			“I will ac­com­pa­ny you a por­tion of the way,” said Athos.

			Joy shone in Raoul’s eyes and he leaped light­ly to his sad­dle.

			Athos mount­ed more slow­ly, af­ter speak­ing in a low voice to the lack­ey, who, in­stead of fol­low­ing them im­me­di­ate­ly, re­turned to their rooms. Raoul, de­light­ed at the count’s com­pan­ion­ship, per­ceived, or af­fect­ed to per­ceive, noth­ing of this by­play.

			They set out, pass­ing over the Pont Neuf; they pur­sued their way along the quay then called L’Abreuvoir Pepin, and went along by the walls of the Grand Châtelet. They pro­ceed­ed to the Rue Saint De­nis.

			Af­ter pass­ing through the Porte Saint De­nis, Athos looked at Raoul’s way of rid­ing and ob­served:

			“Take care, Raoul! I have al­ready of­ten told you of this; you must not for­get it, for it is a great de­fect in a rid­er. See! your horse is tired al­ready, he froths at the mouth, whilst mine looks as if he had on­ly just left the sta­ble. You hold the bit too tight and so make his mouth hard, so that you will not be able to make him ma­noeu­vre quick­ly. The safe­ty of a cav­a­lier of­ten de­pends on the prompt obe­di­ence of his horse. In a week, re­mem­ber, you will no longer be per­form­ing your ma­noeu­vres for prac­tice, but on a field of bat­tle.”

			Then sud­den­ly, in or­der not to give too un­com­fort­able an im­por­tance to this ob­ser­va­tion:

			“See, Raoul!” he re­sumed; “what a fine plain for par­tridge shoot­ing.”

			The young man stored in his mind the ad­mo­ni­tion whilst he ad­mired the del­i­cate ten­der­ness with which it was be­stowed.

			“I have re­marked al­so an­oth­er thing,” said Athos, “which is, that in fir­ing off your pis­tol you hold your arm too far out­stretched. This ten­sion lessens the ac­cu­ra­cy of the aim. So in twelve times you thrice missed the mark.”

			“Which you, sir, struck twelve times,” an­swered Raoul, smil­ing.

			“Be­cause I bent my arm and rest­ed my hand on my el­bow—so; do you un­der­stand what I mean?”

			“Yes, sir. I have fired since in that man­ner and have been quite suc­cess­ful.”

			“What a cold wind!” re­sumed Athos; “a win­try blast. Apro­pos, if you fire—and you will do so, for you are rec­om­mend­ed to a young gen­er­al who is very fond of pow­der—re­mem­ber that in sin­gle com­bat, which of­ten takes place in the cav­al­ry, nev­er to fire the first shot. He who fires the first shot rarely hits his man, for he fires with the ap­pre­hen­sion of be­ing dis­armed, be­fore an armed foe; then, whilst he fires, make your horse rear; that ma­noeu­vre has saved my life sev­er­al times.”

			“I shall do so, if on­ly in grat­i­tude—”

			“Eh!” cried Athos, “are not those fel­lows poach­ers they have ar­rest­ed yon­der? They are. Then an­oth­er im­por­tant thing, Raoul: should you be wound­ed in a bat­tle, and fall from your horse, if you have any strength left, dis­en­tan­gle your­self from the line that your reg­i­ment has formed; oth­er­wise, it may be driv­en back and you will be tram­pled to death by the hors­es. At all events, should you be wound­ed, write to me that very in­stant, or get some­one at once to write to me. We are judges of wounds, we old sol­diers,” Athos added, smil­ing.

			“Thank you, sir,” an­swered the young man, much moved.

			They ar­rived that very mo­ment at the gate of the town, guard­ed by two sen­tinels.

			“Here comes a young gen­tle­man,” said one of them, “who seems as if he were go­ing to join the army.”

			“How do you make that out?” in­quired Athos.

			“By his man­ner, sir, and his age; he’s the sec­ond to­day.”

			“Has a young man, such as I am, gone through this morn­ing, then?” asked Raoul.

			“Faith, yes, with a haughty pres­ence, a fine equipage; such as the son of a no­ble house would have.”

			“He will be my com­pan­ion on the jour­ney, sir,” cried Raoul. “Alas! he can­not make me for­get what I shall have lost!”

			Thus talk­ing, they tra­versed the streets, full of peo­ple on ac­count of the fête, and ar­rived op­po­site the old cathe­dral, where first mass was go­ing on.

			“Let us alight; Raoul,” said Athos. “Oli­vain, take care of our hors­es and give me my sword.”

			The two gen­tle­men then went in­to the church. Athos gave Raoul some of the holy wa­ter. A love as ten­der as that of a lover for his mis­tress dwells, un­doubt­ed­ly, in some pa­ter­nal hearts to­ward a son.

			Athos said a word to one of the verg­ers, who bowed and pro­ceed­ed to­ward the base­ment.

			“Come, Raoul,” he said, “let us fol­low this man.”

			The verg­er opened the iron grat­ing that guard­ed the roy­al tombs and stood on the top­most step, whilst Athos and Raoul de­scend­ed. The sepul­chral depths of the de­scent were dim­ly light­ed by a sil­ver lamp on the low­est step; and just be­low this lamp there was laid, wrapped in a flow­ing man­tle of vi­o­let vel­vet, worked with fleurs-de-lis of gold, a catafalque rest­ing on tres­tles of oak. The young man, pre­pared for this scene by the state of his own feel­ings, which were mourn­ful, and by the majesty of the cathe­dral which he had passed through, de­scend­ed in a slow and solemn man­ner and stood with head un­cov­ered be­fore these mor­tal spoils of the last king, who was not to be placed by the side of his fore­fa­thers un­til his suc­ces­sor should take his place there; and who ap­peared to abide on that spot, that he might thus ad­dress hu­man pride, so sure to be ex­alt­ed by the glo­ries of a throne: “Dust of the earth! Here I await thee!”

			There was pro­found si­lence.

			Then Athos raised his hand and point­ing to the cof­fin:

			“This tem­po­rary sepul­ture is,” he said, “that of a man who was of fee­ble mind, yet one whose reign was full of great events; be­cause over this king watched the spir­it of an­oth­er man, even as this lamp keeps vig­il over this cof­fin and il­lu­mines it. He whose in­tel­lect was thus supreme, Raoul, was the ac­tu­al sov­er­eign; the oth­er, noth­ing but a phan­tom to whom he lent a soul; and yet, so pow­er­ful is majesty amongst us, this man has not even the hon­or of a tomb at the feet of him in whose ser­vice his life was worn away. Re­mem­ber, Raoul, this! If Riche­lieu made the king, by com­par­i­son, seem small, he made roy­al­ty great. The Palace of the Lou­vre con­tains two things—the king, who must die, and roy­al­ty, which nev­er dies. The min­is­ter, so feared, so hat­ed by his mas­ter, has de­scend­ed in­to the tomb, draw­ing af­ter him the king, whom he would not leave alone on earth, lest his work should be de­stroyed. So blind were his con­tem­po­raries that they re­gard­ed the car­di­nal’s death as a de­liv­er­ance; and I, even I, op­posed the de­signs of the great man who held the des­tinies of France with­in the hol­low of his hand. Raoul, learn how to dis­tin­guish the king from roy­al­ty; the king is but a man; roy­al­ty is the gift of God. When­ev­er you hes­i­tate as to whom you ought to serve, aban­don the ex­te­ri­or, the ma­te­ri­al ap­pear­ance for the in­vis­i­ble prin­ci­ple, for the in­vis­i­ble prin­ci­ple is ev­ery­thing. Raoul, I seem to read your fu­ture des­tiny as through a cloud. It will be hap­pi­er, I think, than ours has been. Dif­fer­ent in your fate from us, you will have a king with­out a min­is­ter, whom you may serve, love, re­spect. Should the king prove a tyrant, for pow­er begets tyran­ny, serve, love, re­spect roy­al­ty, that Di­vine right, that ce­les­tial spark which makes this dust still pow­er­ful and holy, so that we—gen­tle­men, nev­er­the­less, of rank and con­di­tion—are as noth­ing in com­par­i­son with the cold corpse there ex­tend­ed.”

			“I shall adore God, sir,” said Raoul, “re­spect roy­al­ty and ev­er serve the king. And if death be my lot, I hope to die for the king, for roy­al­ty and for God. Have I, sir, com­pre­hend­ed your in­struc­tions?”

			Athos smiled.

			“Yours is a no­ble na­ture,” he said; “here is your sword.”

			Raoul bent his knee to the ground.

			“It was worn by my fa­ther, a loy­al gen­tle­man. I have worn it in my turn and it has some­times not been dis­graced when the hilt was in my hand and the sheath at my side. Should your hand still be too weak to use this sword, Raoul, so much the bet­ter. You will have the more time to learn to draw it on­ly when it ought to be used.”

			“Sir,” replied Raoul, putting the sword to his lips as he re­ceived it from the count, “I owe you ev­ery­thing and yet this sword is the most pre­cious gift you have yet made me. I will wear it, I swear to you, as a grate­ful man should do.”

			“ ’Tis well; arise, vi­comte, em­brace me.”

			Raoul arose and threw him­self with emo­tion in­to the count’s arms.

			“Adieu,” fal­tered the count, who felt his heart die away with­in him; “adieu, and think of me.”

			“Oh! for­ev­er and ev­er!” cried the youth; “oh! I swear to you, sir, should any harm be­fall me, your name will be the last name that I shall ut­ter, the re­mem­brance of you my last thought.”

			Athos has­tened up­stairs to con­ceal his emo­tion, and re­gained with hur­ried steps the porch where Oli­vain was wait­ing with the hors­es.

			“Oli­vain,” said Athos, show­ing the ser­vant Raoul’s shoul­der-belt, “tight­en the buck­le of the sword, it falls too low. You will ac­com­pa­ny Mon­sieur le Vi­comte till Gri­maud re­joins you. You know, Raoul, Gri­maud is an old and zeal­ous ser­vant; he will fol­low you.”

			“Yes, sir,” an­swered Raoul.

			“Now to horse, that I may see you de­part!”

			Raoul obeyed.

			“Adieu, Raoul,” said the count; “adieu, my dear­est boy!”

			“Adieu, sir, adieu, my beloved pro­tec­tor.”

			Athos waved his hand—he dared not trust him­self to speak: and Raoul went away, his head un­cov­ered. Athos re­mained mo­tion­less, look­ing af­ter him un­til he turned the cor­ner of the street.

			Then the count threw the bri­dle of his horse in­to the hands of a peas­ant, re­mount­ed the steps, went in­to the cathe­dral, there to kneel down in the dark­est cor­ner and pray.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				One of the Forty Meth­ods of Es­cape of the Duc de Beau­fort

			
			Mean­while time was pass­ing on for the pris­on­er, as well as for those who were pre­par­ing his es­cape; on­ly for him it passed more slow­ly. Un­like oth­er men, who en­ter with ar­dor up­on a per­ilous res­o­lu­tion and grow cold as the mo­ment of ex­e­cu­tion ap­proach­es, the Duc de Beau­fort, whose buoy­ant courage had be­come a proverb, seemed to push time be­fore him and sought most ea­ger­ly to has­ten the hour of ac­tion. In his es­cape alone, apart from his plans for the fu­ture, which, it must be ad­mit­ted, were for the present suf­fi­cient­ly vague and un­cer­tain, there was a be­gin­ning of vengeance which filled his heart. In the first place his es­cape would be a se­ri­ous mis­for­tune to Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny, whom he hat­ed for the pet­ty per­se­cu­tions he owed to him. It would be a still worse af­fair for Mazarin, whom he ex­e­crat­ed for the greater of­fences he had com­mit­ted. It may be ob­served that there was a prop­er pro­por­tion in his sen­ti­ments to­ward the gov­er­nor of the prison and the min­is­ter—to­ward the sub­or­di­nate and the mas­ter.

			Then Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, who was so fa­mil­iar with the in­te­ri­or of the Palais Roy­al, though he did not know the re­la­tions ex­ist­ing be­tween the queen and the car­di­nal, pic­tured to him­self, in his prison, all that dra­mat­ic ex­cite­ment which would en­sue when the ru­mor should run from the min­is­ter’s cab­i­net to the cham­ber of Anne of Aus­tria: “Mon­sieur de Beau­fort has es­caped!” Whilst say­ing that to him­self, Mon­sieur de Beau­fort smiled pleas­ant­ly and imag­ined him­self al­ready out­side, breath­ing the air of the plains and the forests, press­ing a strong horse be­tween his knees and cry­ing out in a loud voice, “I am free!”

			It is true that on com­ing to him­self he found that he was still with­in four walls; he saw La Ramee twirling his thumbs ten feet from him, and his guards laugh­ing and drink­ing in the an­techam­ber. The on­ly thing that was pleas­ant to him in that odi­ous tableau—such is the in­sta­bil­i­ty of the hu­man mind—was the sullen face of Gri­maud, for whom he had at first con­ceived such a ha­tred and who now was all his hope. Gri­maud seemed to him an Anti­nous. It is need­less to say that this trans­for­ma­tion was vis­i­ble on­ly to the pris­on­er’s fever­ish imag­i­na­tion. Gri­maud was still the same, and there­fore he re­tained the en­tire con­fi­dence of his su­pe­ri­or, La Ramee, who now re­lied up­on him more than he did up­on him­self, for, as we have said, La Ramee felt at the bot­tom of his heart a cer­tain weak­ness for Mon­sieur de Beau­fort.

			And so the good La Ramee made a fes­tiv­i­ty of the lit­tle sup­per with his pris­on­er. He had but one fault—he was a gour­mand; he had found the pâtés good, the wine ex­cel­lent. Now the suc­ces­sor of Père Marteau had promised him a pâté of pheas­ant in­stead of a pâté of fowl, and Cham­bertin wine in­stead of Ma­con. All this, set off by the pres­ence of that ex­cel­lent prince, who was so good-na­tured, who in­vent­ed so droll tricks against Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny and so fine jokes against Mazarin, made for La Ramee the ap­proach­ing Pen­te­cost one of the four great feasts of the year. He there­fore looked for­ward to six o’clock with as much im­pa­tience as the duke him­self.

			Since day­break La Ramee had been oc­cu­pied with the prepa­ra­tions, and trust­ing no one but him­self, he had vis­it­ed per­son­al­ly the suc­ces­sor of Père Marteau. The lat­ter had sur­passed him­self; he showed La Ramee a mon­strous pâté, or­na­ment­ed with Mon­sieur de Beau­fort’s coat-of-arms. It was emp­ty as yet, but a pheas­ant and two par­tridges were ly­ing near it. La Ramee’s mouth wa­tered and he re­turned to the duke’s cham­ber rub­bing his hands. To crown his hap­pi­ness, Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny had start­ed on a jour­ney that morn­ing and in his ab­sence La Ramee was deputy-gov­er­nor of the château.

			As for Gri­maud, he seemed more sullen than ev­er.

			In the course of the forenoon Mon­sieur de Beau­fort had a game of ten­nis with La Ramee; a sign from Gri­maud put him on the alert. Gri­maud, go­ing in ad­vance, fol­lowed the course which they were to take in the evening. The game was played in an en­clo­sure called the lit­tle court of the château, a place quite de­sert­ed ex­cept when Mon­sieur de Beau­fort was play­ing; and even then the pre­cau­tion seemed su­per­flu­ous, the wall was so high.

			There were three gates to open be­fore reach­ing the en­clo­sure, each by a dif­fer­ent key. When they ar­rived Gri­maud went care­less­ly and sat down by a loop­hole in the wall, let­ting his legs dan­gle out­side. It was ev­i­dent that there the rope lad­der was to be at­tached.

			This ma­noeu­vre, trans­par­ent to the Duc de Beau­fort, was quite un­in­tel­li­gi­ble to La Ramee.

			The game at ten­nis, which, up­on a sign from Gri­maud, Mon­sieur de Beau­fort had con­sent­ed to play, be­gan in the af­ter­noon. The duke was in full strength and beat La Ramee com­plete­ly.

			Four of the guards, who were con­stant­ly near the pris­on­er, as­sist­ed in pick­ing up the ten­nis balls. When the game was over, the duke, laugh­ing at La Ramee for his bad play, of­fered these men two louis d’or to go and drink his health, with their four oth­er com­rades.

			The guards asked per­mis­sion of La Ramee, who gave it to them, but not till the evening, how­ev­er; un­til then he had busi­ness and the pris­on­er was not to be left alone.

			Six o’clock came and, al­though they were not to sit down to ta­ble un­til sev­en o’clock, din­ner was ready and served up. Up­on a side­board ap­peared the colos­sal pie with the duke’s arms on it, and seem­ing­ly cooked to a turn, as far as one could judge by the gold­en col­or which il­lu­mi­nat­ed the crust.

			The rest of the din­ner was to come.

			Ev­ery­one was im­pa­tient, La Ramee to sit down to ta­ble, the guards to go and drink, the duke to es­cape.

			Gri­maud alone was calm as ev­er. One might have fan­cied that Athos had ed­u­cat­ed him with the ex­press fore­thought of such a great event.

			There were mo­ments when, look­ing at Gri­maud, the duke asked him­self if he was not dream­ing and if that mar­ble fig­ure was re­al­ly at his ser­vice and would grow an­i­mat­ed when the mo­ment came for ac­tion.

			La Ramee sent away the guards, de­sir­ing them to drink to the duke’s health, and as soon as they were gone shut all the doors, put the keys in his pock­et and showed the ta­ble to the prince with an air that sig­ni­fied:

			“When­ev­er my lord pleas­es.”

			The prince looked at Gri­maud, Gri­maud looked at the clock; it was hard­ly a quar­ter-past six. The es­cape was fixed to take place at sev­en o’clock; there was there­fore three-quar­ters of an hour to wait.

			The duke, in or­der to pass away an­oth­er quar­ter of an hour, pre­tend­ed to be read­ing some­thing that in­ter­est­ed him and mut­tered that he wished they would al­low him to fin­ish his chap­ter. La Ramee went up to him and looked over his shoul­der to see what sort of a book it was that had so sin­gu­lar an in­flu­ence over the pris­on­er as to make him put off tak­ing his din­ner.

			It was Cae­sar’s Com­men­taries, which La Ramee had lent him, con­trary to the or­ders of the gov­er­nor; and La Ramee re­solved nev­er again to dis­obey these in­junc­tions.

			Mean­time he un­corked the bot­tles and went to smell if the pie was good.

			At half-past six the duke arose and said very grave­ly:

			“Cer­tain­ly, Cae­sar was the great­est man of an­cient times.”

			“You think so, my lord?” an­swered La Ramee.

			“Yes.”

			“Well, as for me, I pre­fer Han­ni­bal.”

			“And why, pray, Mas­ter La Ramee?” asked the duke.

			“Be­cause he left no Com­men­taries,” replied La Ramee, with his coarse laugh.

			The duke vouch­safed no re­ply, but sit­ting down at the ta­ble made a sign that La Ramee should seat him­self op­po­site. There is noth­ing so ex­pres­sive as the face of an epi­cure who finds him­self be­fore a well spread ta­ble, so La Ramee, when re­ceiv­ing his plate of soup from Gri­maud, pre­sent­ed a type of per­fect bliss.

			The duke smiled.

			“Zounds!” he said; “I don’t sup­pose there is a more con­tent­ed man at this mo­ment in all the king­dom than your­self!”

			“You are right, my lord duke,” an­swered the of­fi­cer; “I don’t know any pleas­an­ter sight on earth than a well cov­ered ta­ble; and when, added to that, he who does the hon­ors is the grand­son of Hen­ry IV, you will, my lord duke, eas­i­ly com­pre­hend that the hon­or fair­ly dou­bles the plea­sure one en­joys.”

			The duke, in his turn, bowed, and an im­per­cep­ti­ble smile ap­peared on the face of Gri­maud, who kept be­hind La Ramee.

			“My dear La Ramee,” said the duke, “you are the on­ly man to turn such fault­less com­pli­ments.”

			“No, my lord duke,” replied La Ramee, in the full­ness of his heart; “I say what I think; there is no com­pli­ment in what I say to you—”

			“Then you are at­tached to me?” asked the duke.

			“To own the truth, I should be in­con­solable if you were to leave Vin­cennes.”

			“A droll way of show­ing your af­flic­tion.” The duke meant to say “af­fec­tion.”

			“But, my lord,” re­turned La Ramee, “what would you do if you got out? Ev­ery fol­ly you com­mit­ted would em­broil you with the court and they would put you in­to the Bastille, in­stead of Vin­cennes. Now, Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny is not ami­able, I al­low, but Mon­sieur du Trem­blay is con­sid­er­ably worse.”

			“In­deed!” ex­claimed the duke, who from time to time looked at the clock, the fin­gers of which seemed to move with sick­en­ing slow­ness.

			“But what can you ex­pect from the broth­er of a ca­puchin monk, brought up in the school of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu? Ah, my lord, it is a great hap­pi­ness that the queen, who al­ways wished you well, had a fan­cy to send you here, where there’s a prom­e­nade and a ten­nis court, good air, and a good ta­ble.”

			“In short,” an­swered the duke, “if I com­pre­hend you aright, La Ramee, I am un­grate­ful for hav­ing ev­er thought of leav­ing this place?”

			“Oh! my lord duke, ’tis the height of in­grat­i­tude; but your High­ness has nev­er se­ri­ous­ly thought of it?”

			“Yes,” re­turned the duke, “I must con­fess I some­times think of it.”

			“Still by one of your forty meth­ods, your High­ness?”

			“Yes, yes, in­deed.”

			“My lord,” said La Ramee, “now we are quite at our ease and en­joy­ing our­selves, pray tell me one of those forty ways in­vent­ed by your High­ness.”

			“Will­ing­ly,” an­swered the duke, “give me the pie!”

			“I am lis­ten­ing,” said La Ramee, lean­ing back in his arm­chair and rais­ing his glass of Madeira to his lips, and wink­ing his eye that he might see the sun through the rich liq­uid that he was about to taste.

			The duke glanced at the clock. In ten min­utes it would strike sev­en.

			Gri­maud placed the pie be­fore the duke, who took a knife with a sil­ver blade to raise the up­per crust; but La Ramee, who was afraid of any harm hap­pen­ing to this fine work of art, passed his knife, which had an iron blade, to the duke.

			“Thank you, La Ramee,” said the pris­on­er.

			“Well, my lord! this fa­mous in­ven­tion of yours?”

			“Must I tell you,” replied the duke, “on what I most reck­on and what I de­ter­mine to try first?”

			“Yes, that’s the thing, my lord!” cried his cus­to­di­an, gai­ly.

			“Well, I should hope, in the first in­stance, to have for keep­er an hon­est fel­low like you.”

			“And you have me, my lord. Well?”

			“Hav­ing, then, a keep­er like La Ramee, I should try al­so to have in­tro­duced to him by some friend or oth­er a man who would be de­vot­ed to me, who would as­sist me in my flight.”

			“Come, come,” said La Ramee, “that’s not a bad idea.”

			“Cap­i­tal, isn’t it? for in­stance, the for­mer serv­ing­man of some brave gen­tle­man, an en­e­my him­self to Mazarin, as ev­ery gen­tle­man ought to be.”

			“Hush! don’t let us talk pol­i­tics, my lord.”

			“Then my keep­er would be­gin to trust this man and to de­pend up­on him, and I should have news from those with­out the prison walls.”

			“Ah, yes! but how can the news be brought to you?”

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er; in a game of ten­nis, for ex­am­ple.”

			“In a game of ten­nis?” asked La Ramee, giv­ing more se­ri­ous at­ten­tion to the duke’s words.

			“Yes; see, I send a ball in­to the moat; a man is there who picks it up; the ball con­tains a let­ter. In­stead of re­turn­ing the ball to me when I call for it from the top of the wall, he throws me an­oth­er; that oth­er ball con­tains a let­ter. Thus we have ex­changed ideas and no one has seen us do it.”

			“The dev­il it does! The dev­il it does!” said La Ramee, scratch­ing his head; “you are in the wrong to tell me that, my lord. I shall have to watch the men who pick up balls.”

			The duke smiled.

			“But,” re­sumed La Ramee, “that is on­ly a way of cor­re­spond­ing.”

			“And that is a great deal, it seems to me.”

			“But not enough.”

			“Par­don me; for in­stance, I say to my friends, ‘Be on a cer­tain day, on a cer­tain hour, at the oth­er side of the moat with two hors­es.’ ”

			“Well, what then?” La Ramee be­gan to be un­easy; “un­less the hors­es have wings to mount the ram­parts and come and fetch you.”

			“That’s not need­ed. I have,” replied the duke, “a way of de­scend­ing from the ram­parts.”

			“What?”

			“A rope lad­der.”

			“Yes, but,” an­swered La Ramee, try­ing to laugh, “a lad­der of ropes can’t be sent around a ball, like a let­ter.”

			“No, but it may be sent in some­thing else.”

			“In some­thing else—in some­thing else? In what?”

			“In a pâté, for ex­am­ple.”

			“In a pâté?” said La Ramee.

			“Yes. Let us sup­pose one thing,” replied the duke “let us sup­pose, for in­stance, that my maître d’hô­tel, Noir­mont, has pur­chased the shop of Père Marteau—”

			“Well?” said La Ramee, shud­der­ing.

			“Well, La Ramee, who is a gour­mand, sees his pâtés, thinks them more at­trac­tive than those of Père Marteau and pro­pos­es to me that I shall try them. I con­sent on con­di­tion that La Ramee tries them with me. That we may be more at our ease, La Ramee re­moves the guards, keep­ing on­ly Gri­maud to wait on us. Gri­maud is the man whom a friend has sent to sec­ond me in ev­ery­thing. The mo­ment for my es­cape is fixed—sev­en o’clock. Well, at a few min­utes to sev­en—”

			“At a few min­utes to sev­en?” cried La Ramee, cold sweat up­on his brow.

			“At a few min­utes to sev­en,” re­turned the duke (suit­ing the ac­tion to the words), “I raise the crust of the pie; I find in it two poniards, a lad­der of rope, and a gag. I point one of the poniards at La Ramee’s breast and I say to him, ‘My friend, I am sor­ry for it, but if thou stir­rest, if thou ut­ter­est one cry, thou art a dead man!’ ”

			The duke, in pro­nounc­ing these words, suit­ed, as we have said, the ac­tion to the words. He was stand­ing near the of­fi­cer and he di­rect­ed the point of the poniard in such a man­ner, close to La Ramee’s heart, that there could be no doubt in the mind of that in­di­vid­u­al as to his de­ter­mi­na­tion. Mean­while, Gri­maud, still mute as ev­er, drew from the pie the oth­er poniard, the rope lad­der and the gag.

			La Ramee fol­lowed all these ob­jects with his eyes, his alarm ev­ery mo­ment in­creas­ing.

			“Oh, my lord,” he cried, with an ex­pres­sion of stu­pe­fac­tion in his face; “you haven’t the heart to kill me!”

			“No; not if thou dost not op­pose my flight.”

			“But, my lord, if I al­low you to es­cape I am a ru­ined man.”

			“I will com­pen­sate thee for the loss of thy place.”

			“You are de­ter­mined to leave the château?”

			“By Heav­en and earth! This night I am de­ter­mined to be free.”

			“And if I de­fend my­self, or call, or cry out?”

			“I will kill thee, on the hon­or of a gen­tle­man.”

			At this mo­ment the clock struck.

			“Sev­en o’clock!” said Gri­maud, who had not spo­ken a word.

			La Ramee made one move­ment, in or­der to sat­is­fy his con­science. The duke frowned, the of­fi­cer felt the point of the poniard, which, hav­ing pen­e­trat­ed through his clothes, was close to his heart.

			“Let us dis­patch,” said the duke.

			“My lord, one last fa­vor.”

			“What? speak, make haste.”

			“Bind my arms, my lord, fast.”

			“Why bind thee?”

			“That I may not be con­sid­ered as your ac­com­plice.”

			“Your hands?” asked Gri­maud.

			“Not be­fore me, be­hind me.”

			“But with what?” asked the duke.

			“With your belt, my lord!” replied La Ramee.

			The duke un­did his belt and gave it to Gri­maud, who tied La Ramee in such a way as to sat­is­fy him.

			“Your feet, too,” said Gri­maud.

			La Ramee stretched out his legs, Gri­maud took a table­cloth, tore it in­to strips and tied La Ramee’s feet to­geth­er.

			“Now, my lord,” said the poor man, “let me have the poire d’an­goisse. I ask for it; with­out it I should be tried in a court of jus­tice be­cause I did not raise the alarm. Thrust it in­to my mouth, my lord, thrust it in.”

			Gri­maud pre­pared to com­ply with this re­quest, when the of­fi­cer made a sign as if he had some­thing to say.

			“Speak,” said the duke.

			“Now, my lord, do not for­get, if any harm hap­pens to me on your ac­count, that I have a wife and four chil­dren.”

			“Rest as­sured; put the gag in, Gri­maud.”

			In a sec­ond La Ramee was gagged and laid pros­trate. Two or three chairs were thrown down as if there had been a strug­gle. Gri­maud then took from the pock­et of the of­fi­cer all the keys it con­tained and first opened the door of the room in which they were, then shut it and dou­ble-locked it, and both he and the duke pro­ceed­ed rapid­ly down the gallery which led to the lit­tle en­clo­sure. At last they reached the ten­nis court. It was com­plete­ly de­sert­ed. No sen­tinels, no one at any of the win­dows. The duke ran to the ram­part and per­ceived on the oth­er side of the ditch, three cav­a­liers with two rid­ing hors­es. The duke ex­changed a sig­nal with them. It was in­deed for him that they were there.

			Gri­maud, mean­time, un­did the means of es­cape.

			This was not, how­ev­er, a rope lad­der, but a ball of silk cord, with a nar­row board which was to pass be­tween the legs, the ball to un­wind it­self by the weight of the per­son who sat astride up­on the board.

			“Go!” said the duke.

			“First, my lord?” in­quired Gri­maud.

			“Cer­tain­ly. If I am caught, I risk noth­ing but be­ing tak­en back again to prison. If they catch thee, thou wilt be hung.”

			“True,” replied Gri­maud.

			And in­stant­ly, Gri­maud, sit­ting up­on the board as if on horse­back, com­menced his per­ilous de­scent.

			The duke fol­lowed him with his eyes, with in­vol­un­tary ter­ror. He had gone down about three-quar­ters of the length of the wall when the cord broke. Gri­maud fell—pre­cip­i­tat­ed in­to the moat.

			The duke ut­tered a cry, but Gri­maud did not give a sin­gle moan. He must have been dread­ful­ly hurt, for he did not stir from the place where he fell.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly one of the men who were wait­ing slipped down in­to the moat, tied un­der Gri­maud’s shoul­ders the end of a cord, and the re­main­ing two, who held the oth­er end, drew Gri­maud to them.

			“De­scend, my lord,” said the man in the moat. “There are on­ly fif­teen feet more from the top down here, and the grass is soft.”

			The duke had al­ready be­gun to de­scend. His task was the more dif­fi­cult, as there was no board to sup­port him. He was obliged to let him­self down by his hands and from a height of fifty feet. But as we have said he was ac­tive, strong, and full of pres­ence of mind. In less than five min­utes he ar­rived at the end of the cord. He was then on­ly fif­teen feet from the ground, as the gen­tle­men be­low had told him. He let go the rope and fell up­on his feet, with­out re­ceiv­ing any in­jury.

			He in­stant­ly be­gan to climb up the slope of the moat, on the top of which he met de Rochefort. The oth­er two gen­tle­men were un­known to him. Gri­maud, in a swoon, was tied se­cure­ly to a horse.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the duke, “I will thank you lat­er; now we have not a mo­ment to lose. On, then! on! those who love me, fol­low me!”

			And he jumped on his horse and set off at full gal­lop, snuff­ing the fresh air in his tri­umph and shout­ing out, with an ex­pres­sion of face which it would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe:

			“Free! free! free!”

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				The Time­ly Ar­rival of d’Artag­nan in Paris

			
			At Blois, d’Artag­nan re­ceived the mon­ey paid to him by Mazarin for any fu­ture ser­vice he might ren­der the car­di­nal.

			From Blois to Paris was a jour­ney of four days for or­di­nary trav­el­ers, but d’Artag­nan ar­rived on the third day at the Bar­rière Saint De­nis. In turn­ing the cor­ner of the Rue Mont­martre, in or­der to reach the Rue Ti­que­tonne and the Hô­tel de la Chevrette, where he had ap­point­ed Porthos to meet him, he saw at one of the win­dows of the ho­tel, that friend him­self dressed in a sky-blue waist­coat, em­broi­dered with sil­ver, and gap­ing, till he showed ev­ery one of his white teeth; whilst the peo­ple pass­ing by ad­mir­ing­ly gazed at this gen­tle­man, so hand­some and so rich, who seemed to weary of his rich­es and his great­ness.

			D’Artag­nan and Planchet had hard­ly turned the cor­ner when Porthos rec­og­nized them.

			“Eh! d’Artag­nan!” he cried. “Thank God you have come!”

			“Eh! good day, dear friend!” replied d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos came down at once to the thresh­old of the ho­tel.

			“Ah, my dear friend!” he cried, “what bad sta­bling for my hors­es here.”

			“In­deed!” said d’Artag­nan; “I am most un­hap­py to hear it, on ac­count of those fine an­i­mals.”

			“And I, al­so—I was al­so wretch­ed­ly off,” he an­swered, mov­ing back­ward and for­ward as he spoke; “and had it not been for the host­ess,” he added, with his air of vul­gar self-com­pla­cen­cy, “who is very agree­able and un­der­stands a joke, I should have got a lodg­ing else­where.”

			The pret­ty Madeleine, who had ap­proached dur­ing this col­lo­quy, stepped back and turned pale as death on hear­ing Porthos’s words, for she thought the scene with the Swiss was about to be re­peat­ed. But to her great sur­prise d’Artag­nan re­mained per­fect­ly calm, and in­stead of be­ing an­gry he laughed, and said to Porthos:

			“Yes, I un­der­stand, the air of La Rue Ti­que­tonne is not like that of Pier­re­fonds; but con­sole your­self, I will soon con­duct you to one much bet­ter.”

			“When will you do that?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly, I hope.”

			“Ah! so much the bet­ter!”

			To that ex­cla­ma­tion of Porthos’s suc­ceed­ed a groan­ing, low and pro­found, which seemed to come from be­hind a door. D’Artag­nan, who had just dis­mount­ed, then saw, out­lined against the wall, the enor­mous stom­ach of Mous­que­ton, whose down-drawn mouth emit­ted sounds of dis­tress.

			“And you, too, my poor Mon­sieur Mous­ton, are out of place in this poor ho­tel, are you not?” asked d’Artag­nan, in that ral­ly­ing tone which may in­di­cate ei­ther com­pas­sion or mock­ery.

			“He finds the cook­ing de­testable,” replied Porthos.

			“Why, then, doesn’t he at­tend to it him­self, as at Chan­til­ly?”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur, I have not here, as I had there, the ponds of Mon­sieur le Prince, where I could catch those beau­ti­ful carp, nor the forests of His High­ness to pro­vide me with par­tridges. As for the cel­lar, I have searched ev­ery part and poor stuff I found.”

			“Mon­sieur Mous­ton,” said d’Artag­nan, “I should in­deed con­dole with you had I not at this mo­ment some­thing very press­ing to at­tend to.”

			Then tak­ing Porthos aside:

			“My dear Du Val­lon,” he said, “here you are in full dress most for­tu­nate­ly, for I am go­ing to take you to the car­di­nal’s.”

			“Gra­cious me! re­al­ly!” ex­claimed Porthos, open­ing his great won­der­ing eyes.

			“Yes, my friend.”

			“A pre­sen­ta­tion? in­deed!”

			“Does that alarm you?”

			“No, but it ag­i­tates me.”

			“Oh! don’t be dis­tressed; you have to deal with a car­di­nal of an­oth­er kind. This one will not op­press you by his dig­ni­ty.”

			“ ’Tis the same thing—you un­der­stand me, d’Artag­nan—a court.”

			“There’s no court now. Alas!”

			“The queen!”

			“I was go­ing to say, there’s no longer a queen. The queen! Rest as­sured, we shall not see her.”

			“And you say that we are go­ing from here to the Palais Roy­al?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly. On­ly, that there may be no de­lay, I shall bor­row one of your hors­es.”

			“Cer­tain­ly; all the four are at your ser­vice.”

			“Oh, I need on­ly one of them for the time be­ing.”

			“Shall we take our valets?”

			“Yes, you may as well take Mous­que­ton. As to Planchet, he has cer­tain rea­sons for not go­ing to court.”

			“And what are they?”

			“Oh, he doesn’t stand well with his Em­i­nence.”

			“Mous­ton,” said Porthos, “sad­dle Vul­can and Ba­yard.”

			“And for my­self, Mon­sieur, shall I sad­dle Rus­taud?”

			“No, take a more stylish horse, Phoe­bus or Su­perbe; we are go­ing with some cer­e­mo­ny.”

			“Ah,” said Mous­que­ton, breath­ing more freely, “you are on­ly go­ing, then, to make a vis­it?”

			“Oh! yes, of course, Mous­ton; noth­ing else. But to avoid risk, put the pis­tols in the hol­sters. You will find mine on my sad­dle, al­ready load­ed.”

			Mous­ton breathed a sigh; he couldn’t un­der­stand vis­its of cer­e­mo­ny made un­der arms.

			“In­deed,” said Porthos, look­ing com­pla­cent­ly at his old lack­ey as he went away, “you are right, d’Artag­nan; Mous­ton will do; Mous­ton has a very fine ap­pear­ance.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled.

			“But you, my friend—are you not go­ing to change your dress?”

			“No, I shall go as I am. This trav­el­ing dress will serve to show the car­di­nal my haste to obey his com­mands.”

			They set out on Vul­can and Ba­yard, fol­lowed by Mous­que­ton on Phoe­bus, and ar­rived at the Palais Roy­al at about a quar­ter to sev­en. The streets were crowd­ed, for it was the day of Pen­te­cost, and the crowd looked in won­der at these two cav­a­liers; one as fresh as if he had come out of a band­box, the oth­er so cov­ered with dust that he looked as if he had but just come off a field of bat­tle.

			Mous­que­ton al­so at­tract­ed at­ten­tion; and as the ro­mance of Don Quixote was then the fash­ion, they said that he was San­cho, who, af­ter hav­ing lost one mas­ter, had found two.

			On reach­ing the palace, d’Artag­nan sent to his Em­i­nence the let­ter in which he had been or­dered to re­turn with­out de­lay. He was soon or­dered to the pres­ence of the car­di­nal.

			“Courage!” he whis­pered to Porthos, as they pro­ceed­ed. “Do not be in­tim­i­dat­ed. Be­lieve me, the eye of the ea­gle is closed for­ev­er. We have on­ly the vul­ture to deal with. Hold your­self as bolt up­right as on the day of the bas­tion of St. Ger­vais, and do not bow too low to this Ital­ian; that might give him a poor idea of you.”

			“Good!” an­swered Porthos. “Good!”

			Mazarin was in his study, work­ing at a list of pen­sions and benefices, of which he was try­ing to re­duce the num­ber. He saw d’Artag­nan and Porthos en­ter with in­ter­nal plea­sure, yet showed no joy in his coun­te­nance.

			“Ah! you, is it? Mon­sieur le Lieu­tenant, you have been very prompt. ’Tis well. Wel­come to ye.”

			“Thanks, my lord. Here I am at your Em­i­nence’s ser­vice, as well as Mon­sieur du Val­lon, one of my old friends, who used to con­ceal his no­bil­i­ty un­der the name of Porthos.”

			Porthos bowed to the car­di­nal.

			“A mag­nif­i­cent cav­a­lier,” re­marked Mazarin.

			Porthos turned his head to the right and to the left, and drew him­self up with a move­ment full of dig­ni­ty.

			“The best swords­man in the king­dom, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos bowed to his friend.

			Mazarin was as fond of fine sol­diers as, in lat­er times, Fred­er­ick of Prus­sia used to be. He ad­mired the strong hands, the broad shoul­ders and the steady eye of Porthos. He seemed to see be­fore him the sal­va­tion of his ad­min­is­tra­tion and of the king­dom, sculp­tured in flesh and bone. He re­mem­bered that the old as­so­ci­a­tion of mus­ke­teers was com­posed of four per­sons.

			“And your two oth­er friends?” he asked.

			Porthos opened his mouth, think­ing it a good op­por­tu­ni­ty to put in a word in his turn; d’Artag­nan checked him by a glance from the cor­ner of his eye.

			“They are pre­vent­ed at this mo­ment, but will join us lat­er.”

			Mazarin coughed a lit­tle.

			“And this gen­tle­man, be­ing dis­en­gaged, takes to the ser­vice will­ing­ly?” he asked.

			“Yes, my lord, and from pure de­vo­tion to the cause, for Mon­sieur de Bra­cieux is rich.”

			“Rich!” said Mazarin, whom that sin­gle word al­ways in­spired with a great re­spect.

			“Fifty thou­sand francs a year,” said Porthos.

			These were the first words he had spo­ken.

			“From pure zeal?” re­sumed Mazarin, with his art­ful smile; “from pure zeal and de­vo­tion then?”

			“My lord has, per­haps, no faith in those words?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Have you, Mon­sieur le Gas­con?” asked Mazarin, sup­port­ing his el­bows on his desk and his chin on his hands.

			“I,” replied the Gas­con, “I be­lieve in de­vo­tion as a word at one’s bap­tism, for in­stance, which nat­u­ral­ly comes be­fore one’s prop­er name; ev­ery­one is nat­u­ral­ly more or less de­vout, cer­tain­ly; but there should be at the end of one’s de­vo­tion some­thing to gain.”

			“And your friend, for in­stance; what does he ex­pect to have at the end of his de­vo­tion?”

			“Well, my lord, my friend has three mag­nif­i­cent es­tates: that of Val­lon, at Cor­beil; that of Bra­cieux, in the Sois­son­ais; and that of Pier­re­fonds, in the Val­ois. Now, my lord, he would like to have one of his three es­tates erect­ed in­to a barony.”

			“On­ly that?” said Mazarin, his eyes twin­kling with joy on see­ing that he could pay for Porthos’s de­vo­tion with­out open­ing his purse; “on­ly that? That can be man­aged.”

			“I shall be baron!” ex­plained Porthos, step­ping for­ward.

			“I told you so,” said d’Artag­nan, check­ing him with his hand; “and now his Em­i­nence con­firms it.”

			“And you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, what do you want?”

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “it is twen­ty years since Car­di­nal de Riche­lieu made me lieu­tenant.”

			“Yes, and you would be grat­i­fied if Car­di­nal Mazarin should make you cap­tain.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed.

			“Well, that is not im­pos­si­ble. We will see, gen­tle­men, we will see. Now, Mon­sieur de Val­lon,” said Mazarin, “what ser­vice do you pre­fer, in the town or in the coun­try?”

			Porthos opened his mouth to re­ply.

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “Mon­sieur de Val­lon is like me, he prefers ser­vice ex­tra­or­di­nary—that is to say, en­ter­pris­es that are con­sid­ered mad and im­pos­si­ble.”

			That boast­ful­ness was not dis­pleas­ing to Mazarin; he fell in­to med­i­ta­tion.

			“And yet,” he said, “I must ad­mit that I sent for you to ap­point you to qui­et ser­vice; I have cer­tain ap­pre­hen­sions—well, what is the mean­ing of that?”

			In fact, a great noise was heard in the an­techam­ber; at the same time the door of the study was burst open and a man, cov­ered with dust, rushed in­to it, ex­claim­ing:

			“My lord the car­di­nal! my lord the car­di­nal!”

			Mazarin thought that some­one was go­ing to as­sas­si­nate him and he drew back, push­ing his chair on the cas­tors. D’Artag­nan and Porthos moved so as to plant them­selves be­tween the per­son en­ter­ing and the car­di­nal.

			“Well, sir,” ex­claimed Mazarin, “what’s the mat­ter? and why do you rush in here, as if you were about to pen­e­trate a crowd­ed mar­ket­place?”

			“My lord,” replied the mes­sen­ger, “I wish to speak to your Em­i­nence in se­cret. I am Mon­sieur du Poins, an of­fi­cer in the Guards, on du­ty at the don­jon of Vin­cennes.”

			Mazarin, per­ceiv­ing by the pale­ness and ag­i­ta­tion of the mes­sen­ger that he had some­thing of im­por­tance to say, made a sign that d’Artag­nan and Porthos should give place.

			D’Artag­nan and Porthos with­drew to a cor­ner of the cab­i­net.

			“Speak, Mon­sieur, speak at once!” said Mazarin. “What is the mat­ter?”

			“The mat­ter is, my lord, that the Duc de Beau­fort has con­trived to es­cape from the Château of Vin­cennes.”

			Mazarin ut­tered a cry and be­came paler than the man who had brought the news. He fell back, al­most faint­ing, in his chair.

			“Es­caped? Mon­sieur de Beau­fort es­caped?”

			“My lord, I saw him run off from the top of the ter­race.”

			“And you did not fire on him?”

			“He was out of range.”

			“Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny—where was he?”

			“Ab­sent.”

			“And La Ramee?”

			“Was found locked up in the pris­on­er’s room, a gag in his mouth and a poniard near him.”

			“But the man who was un­der him?”

			“Was an ac­com­plice of the duke’s and es­caped along with him.”

			Mazarin groaned.

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, ad­vanc­ing to­ward the car­di­nal, “it seems to me that your Em­i­nence is los­ing pre­cious time. It may still be pos­si­ble to over­take the pris­on­er. France is large; the near­est fron­tier is six­ty leagues dis­tant.”

			“And who is to pur­sue him?” cried Mazarin.

			“I, par­dieu!”

			“And you would ar­rest him?”

			“Why not?”

			“You would ar­rest the Duc de Beau­fort, armed, in the field?”

			“If your Em­i­nence should or­der me to ar­rest the dev­il, I would seize him by the horns and would bring him in.”

			“So would I,” said Porthos.

			“So would you!” said Mazarin, look­ing with as­ton­ish­ment at those two men. “But the duke will not yield him­self with­out a fu­ri­ous bat­tle.”

			“Very well,” said d’Artag­nan, his eyes aflame, “bat­tle! It is a long time since we have had a bat­tle, eh, Porthos?”

			“Bat­tle!” cried Porthos.

			“And you think you can catch him?”

			“Yes, if we are bet­ter mount­ed than he.”

			“Go then, take what guards you find here, and pur­sue him.”

			“You com­mand us, my lord, to do so?”

			“And I sign my or­ders,” said Mazarin, tak­ing a piece of pa­per and writ­ing some lines; “Mon­sieur du Val­lon, your barony is on the back of the Duc de Beau­fort’s horse; you have noth­ing to do but to over­take it. As for you, my dear lieu­tenant, I prom­ise you noth­ing; but if you bring him back to me, dead or alive, you may ask all you wish.”

			“To horse, Porthos!” said d’Artag­nan, tak­ing his friend by the hand.

			“Here I am,” smiled Porthos, with his sub­lime com­po­sure.

			They de­scend­ed the great stair­case, tak­ing with them all the guards they found on their road, and cry­ing out, “To arms! To arms!” and im­me­di­ate­ly put spur to horse, which set off along the Rue Saint-Hon­oré with the speed of the whirl­wind.

			“Well, baron, I prom­ise you some good ex­er­cise!” said the Gas­con.

			“Yes, my cap­tain.”

			As they went, the cit­i­zens, awak­ened, left their doors and the street dogs fol­lowed the cav­a­liers, bark­ing. At the cor­ner of the Cimetière Saint Jean, d’Artag­nan up­set a man; it was too in­signif­i­cant an oc­cur­rence to de­lay peo­ple so ea­ger to get on. The troop con­tin­ued its course as though their steeds had wings.

			Alas! there are no unim­por­tant events in this world! and we shall see that this ap­par­ent­ly slight in­ci­dent came near en­dan­ger­ing the monar­chy.

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				An Ad­ven­ture on the High Road

			
			The mus­ke­teers rode the whole length of the Faubourg Saint An­toine and of the road to Vin­cennes, and soon found them­selves out of the town, then in a for­est and then with­in sight of a vil­lage.

			The hors­es seemed to be­come more live­ly with each suc­ces­sive step; their nos­trils red­dened like glow­ing fur­naces. D’Artag­nan, freely ap­ply­ing his spurs, was in ad­vance of Porthos two feet at the most; Mous­que­ton fol­lowed two lengths be­hind; the guards were scat­tered ac­cord­ing to the vary­ing ex­cel­lence of their re­spec­tive mounts.

			From the top of an em­i­nence d’Artag­nan per­ceived a group of peo­ple col­lect­ed on the oth­er side of the moat, in front of that part of the don­jon which looks to­ward Saint Maur. He rode on, con­vinced that in this di­rec­tion he would gain in­tel­li­gence of the fugi­tive. In five min­utes he had ar­rived at the place, where the guards joined him, com­ing up one by one.

			The sev­er­al mem­bers of that group were much ex­cit­ed. They looked at the cord, still hang­ing from the loop­hole and bro­ken at about twen­ty feet from the ground. Their eyes mea­sured the height and they ex­changed con­jec­tures. On the top of the wall sen­tinels went and came with a fright­ened air.

			A few sol­diers, com­mand­ed by a sergeant, drove away idlers from the place where the duke had mount­ed his horse. D’Artag­nan went straight to the sergeant.

			“My of­fi­cer,” said the sergeant, “it is not per­mit­ted to stop here.”

			“That pro­hi­bi­tion is not for me,” said d’Artag­nan. “Have the fugi­tives been pur­sued?”

			“Yes, my of­fi­cer; un­for­tu­nate­ly, they are well mount­ed.”

			“How many are there?”

			“Four, and a fifth whom they car­ried away wound­ed.”

			“Four!” said d’Artag­nan, look­ing at Porthos. “Do you hear, baron? They are on­ly four!”

			A joy­ous smile light­ed Porthos’s face.

			“How long a start have they?”

			“Two hours and a quar­ter, my of­fi­cer.”

			“Two hours and a quar­ter—that is noth­ing; we are well mount­ed, are we not, Porthos?”

			Porthos breathed a sigh; he thought of what was in store for his poor hors­es.

			“Very good,” said d’Artag­nan; “and now in what di­rec­tion did they set out?”

			“That I am for­bid­den to tell.”

			D’Artag­nan drew from his pock­et a pa­per. “Or­der of the king,” he said.

			“Speak to the gov­er­nor, then.”

			“And where is the gov­er­nor?”

			“In the coun­try.”

			Anger mount­ed to d’Artag­nan’s face; he frowned and his cheeks were col­ored.

			“Ah, you scoundrel!” he said to the sergeant, “I be­lieve you are im­pu­dent to me! Wait!”

			He un­fold­ed the pa­per, pre­sent­ed it to the sergeant with one hand and with the oth­er took a pis­tol from his hol­sters and cocked it.

			“Or­der of the king, I tell you. Read and an­swer, or I will blow out your brains!”

			The sergeant saw that d’Artag­nan was in earnest. “The Ven­do­mois road,” he replied.

			“And by what gate did they go out?”

			“By the Saint Maur gate.”

			“If you are de­ceiv­ing me, ras­cal, you will be hanged to­mor­row.”

			“And if you catch up with them you won’t come back to hang me,” mur­mured the sergeant.

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders, made a sign to his es­cort and start­ed.

			“This way, gen­tle­men, this way!” he cried, di­rect­ing his course to­ward the gate that had been point­ed out.

			But, now that the duke had es­caped, the concierge had seen fit to fas­ten the gate with a dou­ble lock. It was nec­es­sary to com­pel him to open it, as the sergeant had been com­pelled to speak, and this took an­oth­er ten min­utes. This last ob­sta­cle hav­ing been over­come, the troop pur­sued their course with their ac­cus­tomed ar­dor; but some of the hors­es could no longer sus­tain this pace; three of them stopped af­ter an hour’s gal­lop, and one fell down.

			D’Artag­nan, who nev­er turned his head, did not per­ceive it. Porthos told him of it in his calm man­ner.

			“If on­ly we two ar­rive,” said d’Artag­nan, “it will be enough, since the duke’s troop are on­ly four in num­ber.”

			“That is true,” said Porthos.

			And he spurred his cours­er on.

			At the end of an­oth­er two hours the hors­es had gone twelve leagues with­out stop­ping; their legs be­gan to trem­ble, and the foam they shed whitened the dou­blets of their mas­ters.

			“Let us rest here an in­stant to give these poor crea­tures breath­ing time,” said Porthos.

			“Let us rather kill them! yes, kill them!” cried d’Artag­nan; “I see fresh tracks; ’tis not a quar­ter of an hour since they passed this place.”

			In fact, the road was trod­den by hors­es’ feet, vis­i­ble even in the ap­proach­ing gloom of evening.

			They set out; af­ter a run of two leagues, Mous­que­ton’s horse sank.

			“Gra­cious me!” said Porthos, “there’s Phoe­bus ru­ined.”

			“The car­di­nal will pay you a hun­dred pis­toles.”

			“I’m above that.”

			“Let us set out again, at full gal­lop.”

			“Yes, if we can.”

			But at last the lieu­tenant’s horse re­fused to go on; he could not breathe; one last spur, in­stead of mak­ing him ad­vance, made him fall.

			“The dev­il!” ex­claimed Porthos; “there’s Vul­can foundered.”

			“Zounds!” cried d’Artag­nan, “then we must stop! Give me your horse, Porthos. What the dev­il are you do­ing?”

			“By Jove, I am fall­ing, or rather, Ba­yard is fall­ing,” an­swered Porthos.

			All three then cried: “All’s over.”

			“Hush!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“What is it?”

			“I hear a horse.”

			“It be­longs to one of our com­pan­ions, who is over­tak­ing us.”

			“No,” said d’Artag­nan, “it is in ad­vance.”

			“That is an­oth­er thing,” said Porthos; and he lis­tened to­ward the quar­ter in­di­cat­ed by d’Artag­nan.

			“Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton, who, aban­don­ing his horse on the high road, had come on foot to re­join his mas­ter, “Phoe­bus could no longer hold out and—”

			“Si­lence!” said Porthos.

			In fact, at that mo­ment a sec­ond neigh­ing was borne to them on the night wind.

			“It is five hun­dred feet from here, in ad­vance,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“True, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton; “and five hun­dred feet from here is a small hunt­ing-house.”

			“Mous­que­ton, thy pis­tols,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I have them at hand, Mon­sieur.”

			“Porthos, take yours from your hol­sters.”

			“I have them.”

			“Good!” said d’Artag­nan, seiz­ing his own; “now you un­der­stand, Porthos?”

			“Not too well.”

			“We are out on the king’s ser­vice.”

			“Well?”

			“For the king’s ser­vice we need hors­es.”

			“That is true,” said Porthos.

			“Then not a word, but set to work!”

			They went on through the dark­ness, silent as phan­toms; they saw a light glim­mer­ing in the midst of some trees.

			“Yon­der is the house, Porthos,” said the Gas­con; “let me do what I please and do you what I do.”

			They glid­ed from tree to tree till they ar­rived at twen­ty steps from the house un­per­ceived and saw by means of a lantern sus­pend­ed un­der a hut, four fine hors­es. A groom was rub­bing them down; near them were sad­dles and bri­dles.

			D’Artag­nan ap­proached quick­ly, mak­ing a sign to his two com­pan­ions to re­main a few steps be­hind.

			“I buy those hors­es,” he said to the groom.

			The groom turned to­ward him with a look of sur­prise, but made no re­ply.

			“Didn’t you hear, fel­low?”

			“Yes, I heard.”

			“Why, then, didn’t you re­ply?”

			“Be­cause these hors­es are not to be sold,” was the re­ply.

			“I take them, then,” said the lieu­tenant.

			And he took hold of one with­in his reach; his two com­pan­ions did the same thing.

			“Sir,” cried the groom, “they have tra­versed six leagues and have on­ly been un­sad­dled half an hour.”

			“Half an hour’s rest is enough,” replied the Gas­con.

			The groom cried aloud for help. A kind of stew­ard ap­peared, just as d’Artag­nan and his com­pan­ions were pre­pared to mount. The stew­ard at­tempt­ed to ex­pos­tu­late.

			“My dear friend,” cried the lieu­tenant, “if you say a word I will blow out your brains.”

			“But, sir,” an­swered the stew­ard, “do you know that these hors­es be­long to Mon­sieur de Mont­bazon?”

			“So much the bet­ter; they must be good an­i­mals, then.”

			“Sir, I shall call my peo­ple.”

			“And I, mine; I’ve ten guards be­hind me, don’t you hear them gal­lop? and I’m one of the king’s Mus­ke­teers. Come, Porthos; come, Mous­que­ton.”

			They all mount­ed the hors­es as quick­ly as pos­si­ble.

			“Hal­loa! hi! hi!” cried the stew­ard; “the house ser­vants, with the car­bines!”

			“On! on!” cried d’Artag­nan; “there’ll be fir­ing! on!”

			They all set off, swift as the wind.

			“Here!” cried the stew­ard, “here!” whilst the groom ran to a neigh­bor­ing build­ing.

			“Take care of your hors­es!” cried d’Artag­nan to him.

			“Fire!” replied the stew­ard.

			A gleam, like a flash of light­ning, il­lu­mined the road, and with the flash was heard the whistling of balls, which were fired wild­ly in the air.

			“They fire like grooms,” said Porthos. “In the time of the car­di­nal peo­ple fired bet­ter than that, do you re­mem­ber the road to Crêve­coeur, Mous­que­ton?”

			“Ah, sir! my left side still pains me!”

			“Are you sure we are on the right track, lieu­tenant?”

			“Egad, didn’t you hear? these hors­es be­long to Mon­sieur de Mont­bazon; well, Mon­sieur de Mont­bazon is the hus­band of Madame de Mont­bazon—”

			“And—”

			“And Madame de Mont­bazon is the mis­tress of the Duc de Beau­fort.”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand,” replied Porthos; “she has or­dered re­lays of hors­es.”

			“Ex­act­ly so.”

			“And we are pur­su­ing the duke with the very hors­es he has just left?”

			“My dear Porthos, you are re­al­ly a man of most su­pe­ri­or un­der­stand­ing,” said d’Artag­nan, with a look as if he spoke against his con­vic­tion.

			“Pooh!” replied Porthos, “I am what I am.”

			They rode on for an hour, till the hors­es were cov­ered with foam and dust.

			“Zounds! what is yon­der?” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“You are very lucky if you see any­thing such a night as this,” said Porthos.

			“Some­thing bright.”

			“I, too,” cried Mous­que­ton, “saw them al­so.”

			“Ah! ah! have we over­tak­en them?”

			“Good! a dead horse!” said d’Artag­nan, pulling up his horse, which shied; “it seems their hors­es, too, are break­ing down, as well as ours.”

			“I seem to hear the noise of a troop of horse­men,” ex­claimed Porthos, lean­ing over his horse’s mane.

			“Im­pos­si­ble.”

			“They ap­pear to be nu­mer­ous.”

			“Then ’tis some­thing else.”

			“An­oth­er horse!” said Porthos.

			“Dead?”

			“No, dy­ing.”

			“Sad­dled?”

			“Yes, sad­dled and bri­dled.”

			“Then we are up­on the fugi­tives.”

			“Courage, we have them!”

			“But if they are nu­mer­ous,” ob­served Mous­que­ton, “ ’tis not we who have them, but they who have us.”

			“Non­sense!” cried d’Artag­nan, “they’ll sup­pose us to be stronger than them­selves, as we’re in pur­suit; they’ll be afraid and will dis­perse.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” re­marked Porthos.

			“Ah! do you see?” cried the lieu­tenant.

			“The lights again! this time I, too, saw them,” said Porthos.

			“On! on! for­ward! for­ward!” cried d’Artag­nan, in his sten­to­ri­an voice; “we shall laugh over all this in five min­utes.”

			And they dart­ed on anew. The hors­es, ex­cit­ed by pain and em­u­la­tion, raced over the dark road, in the midst of which was now seen a mov­ing mass, denser and more ob­scure than the rest of the hori­zon.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				The Ren­con­tre

			
			They rode on in this way for ten min­utes. Sud­den­ly two dark forms seemed to sep­a­rate from the mass, ad­vanced, grew in size, and as they loomed up larg­er and larg­er, as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of two horse­men.

			“Aha!” cried d’Artag­nan, “they’re com­ing to­ward us.”

			“So much the worse for them,” said Porthos.

			“Who goes there?” cried a hoarse voice.

			The three horse­men made no re­ply, stopped not, and all that was heard was the noise of swords drawn from the scab­bards and the cock­ing of the pis­tols with which the two phan­toms were armed.

			“Bri­dle in mouth!” said d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos un­der­stood him and he and the lieu­tenant each drew with the left hand a pis­tol from their bol­sters and cocked it in their turn.

			“Who goes there?” was asked a sec­ond time. “Not a step for­ward, or you’re dead men.”

			“Stuff!” cried Porthos, al­most choked with dust and chew­ing his bri­dle as a horse chews his bit. “Stuff and non­sense; we have seen plen­ty of dead men in our time.”

			Hear­ing these words, the two shad­ows block­ad­ed the road and by the light of the stars might be seen the shin­ing of their arms.

			“Back!” shout­ed d’Artag­nan, “or you are dead!”

			Two shots were the re­ply to this threat; but the as­sailants at­tacked their foes with such ve­loc­i­ty that in a mo­ment they were up­on them; a third pis­tol-shot was heard, aimed by d’Artag­nan, and one of his ad­ver­saries fell. As for Porthos, he as­sault­ed the foe with such vi­o­lence that, al­though his sword was thrust aside, the en­e­my was thrown off his horse and fell about ten steps from it.

			“Fin­ish, Mous­ton, fin­ish the work!” cried Porthos. And he dart­ed on be­side his friend, who had al­ready be­gun a fresh pur­suit.

			“Well?” said Porthos.

			“I’ve bro­ken my man’s skull,” cried d’Artag­nan. “And you—”

			“I’ve on­ly thrown the fel­low down, but hark!”

			An­oth­er shot of a car­bine was heard. It was Mous­que­ton, who was obey­ing his mas­ter’s com­mand.

			“On! on!” cried d’Artag­nan; “all goes well! we have the first throw.”

			“Ha! ha!” an­swered Porthos, “be­hold, oth­er play­ers ap­pear.”

			And in fact, two oth­er cav­a­liers made their ap­pear­ance, de­tached, as it seemed, from the prin­ci­pal group; they again dis­put­ed the road.

			This time the lieu­tenant did not wait for the op­po­site par­ty to speak.

			“Stand aside!” he cried; “stand off the road!”

			“What do you want?” asked a voice.

			“The duke!” Porthos and d’Artag­nan roared out both at once.

			A burst of laugh­ter was the an­swer, but fin­ished with a groan. D’Artag­nan had, with his sword, cut in two the poor wretch who had laughed.

			At the same time Porthos and his ad­ver­sary fired on each oth­er and d’Artag­nan turned to him.

			“Bra­vo! you’ve killed him, I think.”

			“No, wound­ed his horse on­ly.”

			“What would you have, my dear fel­low? One doesn’t hit the bull’s-eye ev­ery time; it is some­thing to hit in­side the ring. Ho! par­bleau! what is the mat­ter with my horse?”

			“Your horse is fall­ing,” said Porthos, rein­ing in his own.

			In truth, the lieu­tenant’s horse stum­bled and fell on his knees; then a rat­tling in his throat was heard and he lay down to die. He had re­ceived in the chest the bul­let of d’Artag­nan’s first ad­ver­sary. D’Artag­nan swore loud enough to be heard in the skies.

			“Does your hon­or want a horse?” asked Mous­que­ton.

			“Zounds! want one!” cried the Gas­con.

			“Here’s one, your hon­or—”

			“How the dev­il hast thou two hors­es?” asked d’Artag­nan, jump­ing on one of them.

			“Their mas­ters are dead! I thought they might be use­ful, so I took them.”

			Mean­time Porthos had reload­ed his pis­tols.

			“Be on the qui vive!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Here are two oth­er cav­a­liers.”

			As he spoke, two horse­men ad­vanced at full speed.

			“Ho! your hon­or!” cried Mous­que­ton, “the man you up­set is get­ting up.”

			“Why didn’t thou do as thou didst to the first man?” said Porthos.

			“I held the hors­es, my hands were full, your hon­or.”

			A shot was fired that mo­ment; Mous­que­ton shrieked with pain.

			“Ah, sir! I’m hit in the oth­er side! ex­act­ly op­po­site the oth­er! This hurt is just the fel­low of the one I had on the road to Amiens.”

			Porthos turned around like a li­on, plunged on the dis­mount­ed cav­a­lier, who tried to draw his sword; but be­fore it was out of the scab­bard, Porthos, with the hilt of his had struck him such a ter­ri­ble blow on the head that he fell like an ox be­neath the butch­er’s knife.

			Mous­que­ton, groan­ing, slipped from his horse, his wound not al­low­ing him to keep the sad­dle.

			On per­ceiv­ing the cav­a­liers, d’Artag­nan had stopped and charged his pis­tol afresh; be­sides, his horse, he found, had a car­bine on the bow of the sad­dle.

			“Here I am!” ex­claimed Porthos. “Shall we wait, or shall we charge?”

			“Let us charge them,” an­swered the Gas­con.

			“Charge!” cried Porthos.

			They spurred on their hors­es; the oth­er cav­a­liers were on­ly twen­ty steps from them.

			“For the king!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“The king has no au­thor­i­ty here!” an­swered a deep voice, which seemed to pro­ceed from a cloud, so en­veloped was the cav­a­lier in a whirl­wind of dust.

			“ ’Tis well, we will see if the king’s name is not a pass­port ev­ery­where,” replied the Gas­con.

			“See!” an­swered the voice.

			Two shots were fired at once, one by d’Artag­nan, the oth­er by the ad­ver­sary of Porthos. D’Artag­nan’s ball took off his en­e­my’s hat. The ball fired by Porthos’s foe went through the throat of his horse, which fell, groan­ing.

			“For the last time, where are you go­ing?”

			“To the dev­il!” an­swered d’Artag­nan.

			“Good! you may be easy, then—you’ll get there.”

			D’Artag­nan then saw a mus­ket-bar­rel lev­eled at him; he had no time to draw from his hol­sters. He re­called a bit of ad­vice which Athos had once giv­en him, and made his horse rear.

			The ball struck the an­i­mal full in front. D’Artag­nan felt his horse giv­ing way un­der him and with his won­der­ful agili­ty threw him­self to one side.

			“Ah! this,” cried the voice, the tone of which was at once pol­ished and jeer­ing, “this is noth­ing but a butch­ery of hors­es and not a com­bat be­tween men. To the sword, sir! the sword!”

			And he jumped off his horse.

			“To the swords! be it so!” replied d’Artag­nan; “that is ex­act­ly what I want.”

			D’Artag­nan, in two steps, was en­gaged with the foe, whom, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, he at­tacked im­petu­ous­ly, but he met this time with a skill and a strength of arm that gave him pause. Twice he was obliged to step back; his op­po­nent stirred not one inch. D’Artag­nan re­turned and again at­tacked him.

			Twice or thrice thrusts were at­tempt­ed on both sides, with­out ef­fect; sparks were emit­ted from the swords like wa­ter spout­ing forth.

			At last d’Artag­nan thought it was time to try one of his fa­vorite feints in fenc­ing. He brought it to bear, skill­ful­ly ex­e­cut­ed it with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning, and struck the blow with a force which he fan­cied would prove ir­re­sistible.

			The blow was par­ried.

			“ ’Sdeath!” he cried, with his Gas­con ac­cent.

			At this ex­cla­ma­tion his ad­ver­sary bound­ed back and, bend­ing his bare head, tried to dis­tin­guish in the gloom the fea­tures of the lieu­tenant.

			As to d’Artag­nan, afraid of some feint, he still stood on the de­fen­sive.

			“Have a care,” cried Porthos to his op­po­nent; “I’ve still two pis­tols charged.”

			“The more rea­son you should fire the first!” cried his foe.

			Porthos fired; the flash threw a gleam of light over the field of bat­tle.

			As the light shone on them a cry was heard from the oth­er two com­bat­ants.

			“Athos!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			“D’Artag­nan!” ejac­u­lat­ed Athos.

			Athos raised his sword; d’Artag­nan low­ered his.

			“Aramis!” cried Athos, “don’t fire!”

			“Ah! ha! is it you, Aramis?” said Porthos.

			And he threw away his pis­tol.

			Aramis pushed his back in­to his sad­dle­bags and sheathed his sword.

			“My son!” ex­claimed Athos, ex­tend­ing his hand to d’Artag­nan.

			This was the name which he gave him in for­mer days, in their mo­ments of ten­der in­ti­ma­cy.

			“Athos!” cried d’Artag­nan, wring­ing his hands. “So you de­fend him! And I, who have sworn to take him dead or alive, I am dis­hon­ored—and by you!”

			“Kill me!” replied Athos, un­cov­er­ing his breast, “if your hon­or re­quires my death.”

			“Oh! woe is me! woe is me!” cried the lieu­tenant; “there’s on­ly one man in the world who could stay my hand; by a fa­tal­i­ty that very man bars my way. What shall I say to the car­di­nal?”

			“You can tell him, sir,” an­swered a voice which was the voice of high com­mand in the bat­tle­field, “that he sent against me the on­ly two men ca­pa­ble of get­ting the bet­ter of four men; of fight­ing man to man, with­out dis­com­fi­ture, against the Comte de la Fère and the Cheva­lier d’Herblay, and of sur­ren­der­ing on­ly to fifty men!

			“The prince!” ex­claimed at the same mo­ment Athos and Aramis, un­mask­ing as they ad­dressed the Duc de Beau­fort, whilst d’Artag­nan and Porthos stepped back­ward.

			“Fifty cav­a­liers!” cried the Gas­con and Porthos.

			“Look around you, gen­tle­men, if you doubt the fact,” said the duke.

			The two friends looked to the right, to the left; they were en­com­passed by a troop of horse­men.

			“Hear­ing the noise of the fight,” re­sumed the duke, “I fan­cied you had about twen­ty men with you, so I came back with those around me, tired of al­ways run­ning away, and wish­ing to draw my sword in my own cause; but you are on­ly two.”

			“Yes, my lord; but, as you have said, two that are a match for twen­ty,” said Athos.

			“Come, gen­tle­men, your swords,” said the duke.

			“Our swords!” cried d’Artag­nan, rais­ing his head and re­gain­ing his self-pos­ses­sion. “Nev­er!”

			“Nev­er!” added Porthos.

			Some of the men moved to­ward them.

			“One mo­ment, my lord,” whis­pered Athos, and he said some­thing in a low voice.

			“As you will,” replied the duke. “I am too much in­debt­ed to you to refuse your first re­quest. Gen­tle­men,” he said to his es­cort, “with­draw. Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, you are free.”

			The or­der was obeyed; d’Artag­nan and Porthos then found them­selves in the cen­tre of a large cir­cle.

			“Now, d’Herblay,” said Athos, “dis­mount and come here.”

			Aramis dis­mount­ed and went to Porthos, whilst Athos ap­proached d’Artag­nan.

			All four once more to­geth­er.

			“Friends!” said Athos, “do you re­gret you have not shed our blood?”

			“No,” replied d’Artag­nan; “I re­gret to see that we, hith­er­to unit­ed, are op­posed to each oth­er. Ah! noth­ing will ev­er go well with us here­after!”

			“Oh, Heav­en! No, all is over!” said Porthos.

			“Well, be on our side now,” re­sumed Aramis.

			“Si­lence, d’Herblay!” cried Athos; “such pro­pos­als are not to be made to gen­tle­men such as these. ’Tis a mat­ter of con­science with them, as with us.”

			“Mean­time, here we are, en­e­mies!” said Porthos. “Gramer­cy! who would ev­er have thought it?”

			D’Artag­nan on­ly sighed.

			Athos looked at them both and took their hands in his.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, “this is a se­ri­ous busi­ness and my heart bleeds as if you had pierced it through and through. Yes, we are sev­ered; there is the great, the dis­tress­ing truth! But we have not as yet de­clared war; per­haps we shall have to make cer­tain con­di­tions, there­fore a solemn con­fer­ence is in­dis­pens­able.”

			“For my own part, I de­mand it,” said Aramis.

			“I ac­cept it,” in­ter­posed d’Artag­nan, proud­ly.

			Porthos bowed, as if in as­sent.

			“Let us choose a place of ren­dezvous,” con­tin­ued Athos, “and in a last in­ter­view ar­range our mu­tu­al po­si­tion and the con­duct we are to main­tain to­ward each oth­er.”

			“Good!” the oth­er three ex­claimed.

			“Well, then, the place?”

			“Will the Place Royale suit you?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“In Paris?”

			“Yes.”

			Athos and Aramis looked at each oth­er.

			“The Place Royale—be it so!” replied Athos.

			“When?”

			“To­mor­row evening, if you like!”

			“At what hour?”

			“At ten in the evening, if that suits you; by that time we shall have re­turned.”

			“Good.”

			“There,” con­tin­ued Athos, “ei­ther peace or war will be de­cid­ed; hon­or, at all events, will be main­tained!”

			“Alas!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, “our hon­or as sol­diers is lost to us for­ev­er!”

			“D’Artag­nan,” said Athos, grave­ly, “I as­sure you that you do me wrong in dwelling so up­on that. What I think of is that we have crossed swords as en­e­mies. Yes,” he con­tin­ued, sad­ly shak­ing his head, “Yes, it is as you said; mis­for­tune in­deed has over­tak­en us. Come, Aramis.”

			“And we, Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, “will re­turn, car­ry­ing our shame to the car­di­nal.”

			“And tell him,” cried a voice, “that I am not too old yet for a man of ac­tion.”

			D’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the voice of de Rochefort.

			“Can I do any­thing for you, gen­tle­men?” asked the duke.

			“Bear wit­ness that we have done all that we could.”

			“That shall be tes­ti­fied to, rest as­sured. Adieu! we shall meet soon, I trust, in Paris, where you shall have your re­venge.” The duke, as he spoke, kissed his hand, spurred his horse in­to a gal­lop and dis­ap­peared, fol­lowed by his troop, who were soon lost in dis­tance and dark­ness.

			D’Artag­nan and Porthos were now alone with a man who held by the bri­dles two hors­es; they thought it was Mous­que­ton and went up to him.

			“What do I see?” cried the lieu­tenant. “Gri­maud, is it thou?”

			Gri­maud sig­ni­fied that he was not mis­tak­en.

			“And whose hors­es are these?” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Who has giv­en them to us?” said Porthos.

			“The Comte de la Fère.”

			“Athos! Athos!” mut­tered d’Artag­nan; “you think of ev­ery­one; you are in­deed a no­ble­man! Whith­er art thou go­ing, Gri­maud?”

			“To join the Vi­comte de Bragelonne in Flan­ders, your hon­or.”

			They were tak­ing the road to­ward Paris, when groans, which seemed to pro­ceed from a ditch, at­tract­ed their at­ten­tion.

			“What is that?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“It is I—Mous­que­ton,” said a mourn­ful voice, whilst a sort of shad­ow arose out of the side of the road.

			Porthos ran to him. “Art thou dan­ger­ous­ly wound­ed, my dear Mous­que­ton?” he said.

			“No, sir, but I am se­vere­ly.”

			“What can we do?” said d’Artag­nan; “we must re­turn to Paris.”

			“I will take care of Mous­que­ton,” said Gri­maud; and he gave his arm to his old com­rade, whose eyes were full of tears, nor could Gri­maud tell whether the tears were caused by wounds or by the plea­sure of see­ing him again.

			D’Artag­nan and Porthos went on, mean­time, to Paris. They were passed by a sort of couri­er, cov­ered with dust, the bear­er of a let­ter from the duke to the car­di­nal, giv­ing tes­ti­mo­ny to the val­or of d’Artag­nan and Porthos.

			Mazarin had passed a very bad night when this let­ter was brought to him, an­nounc­ing that the duke was free and that he would hence­forth raise up mor­tal strife against him.

			“What con­soles me,” said the car­di­nal af­ter read­ing the let­ter, “is that, at least, in this chase, d’Artag­nan has done me one good turn—he has de­stroyed Brous­sel. This Gas­con is a pre­cious fel­low; even his mis­ad­ven­tures are of use.”

			The car­di­nal re­ferred to that man whom d’Artag­nan up­set at the cor­ner of the Cimetière Saint Jean in Paris, and who was no oth­er than the Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				The Four Old Friends Pre­pare to Meet Again

			
			“Well,” said Porthos, seat­ed in the court­yard of the Hô­tel de la Chevrette, to d’Artag­nan, who, with a long and melan­choly face, had re­turned from the Palais Roy­al; “did he re­ceive you un­gra­cious­ly, my dear friend?”

			“I’faith, yes! a brute, that car­di­nal. What are you eat­ing there, Porthos?”

			“I am dip­ping a bis­cuit in a glass of Span­ish wine; do the same.”

			“You are right. Gim­blou, a glass of wine.”

			“Well, how has all gone off?”

			“Zounds! you know there’s on­ly one way of say­ing things, so I went in and said, ‘My lord, we were not the strong­est par­ty.’

			“ ‘Yes, I know that,’ he said, ‘but give me the par­tic­u­lars.’

			“You know, Porthos, I could not give him the par­tic­u­lars with­out nam­ing our friends; to name them would be to com­mit them to ru­in, so I mere­ly said they were fifty and we were two.

			“ ‘There was fir­ing, nev­er­the­less, I heard,’ he said; ‘and your swords—they saw the light of day, I pre­sume?’

			“ ‘That is, the night, my lord,’ I an­swered.

			“ ‘Ah!’ cried the car­di­nal, ‘I thought you were a Gas­con, my friend?’

			“ ‘I am a Gas­con,’ said I, ‘on­ly when I suc­ceed.’ The an­swer pleased him and he laughed.

			“ ‘That will teach me,’ he said, ‘to have my guards pro­vid­ed with bet­ter hors­es; for if they had been able to keep up with you and if each one of them had done as much as you and your friend, you would have kept your word and would have brought him back to me dead or alive.’ ”

			“Well, there’s noth­ing bad in that, it seems to me,” said Porthos.

			“Oh, mon Dieu! no, noth­ing at all. It was the way in which he spoke. It is in­cred­i­ble how these bis­cuit soak up wine! They are ver­i­ta­ble sponges! Gim­blou, an­oth­er bot­tle.”

			The bot­tle was brought with a prompt­ness which showed the de­gree of con­sid­er­a­tion d’Artag­nan en­joyed in the es­tab­lish­ment. He con­tin­ued:

			“So I was go­ing away, but he called me back.

			“ ‘You have had three hors­es foundered or killed?’ he asked me.

			“ ‘Yes, my lord.’

			“ ‘How much were they worth?’ ”

			“Why,” said Porthos, “that was very good of him, it seems to me.”

			“ ‘A thou­sand pis­toles,’ I said.”

			“A thou­sand pis­toles!” Porthos ex­claimed. “Oh! oh! that is a large sum. If he knew any­thing about hors­es he would dis­pute the price.”

			“Faith! he was very much in­clined to do so, the con­temptible fel­low. He made a great start and looked at me. I al­so looked at him; then he un­der­stood, and putting his hand in­to a draw­er, he took from it a quan­ti­ty of notes on a bank in Lyons.”

			“For a thou­sand pis­toles?”

			“For a thou­sand pis­toles—just that amount, the beg­gar; not one too many.”

			“And you have them?”

			“They are here.”

			“Up­on my word, I think he act­ed very gen­er­ous­ly.”

			“Gen­er­ous­ly! to men who had risked their lives for him, and be­sides had done him a great ser­vice?”

			“A great ser­vice—what was that?”

			“Why, it seems that I crushed for him a par­lia­ment coun­cil­lor.”

			“What! that lit­tle man in black that you up­set at the cor­ner of Saint-Jean Ceme­tery?”

			“That’s the man, my dear fel­low; he was an an­noy­ance to the car­di­nal. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, I didn’t crush him flat. It seems that he came to him­self and that he will con­tin­ue to be an an­noy­ance.”

			“See that, now!” said Porthos; “and I turned my horse aside from go­ing plump on to him! That will be for an­oth­er time.”

			“He owed me for the coun­cil­lor, the pet­ti­fog­ger!”

			“But,” said Porthos, “if he was not crushed com­plete­ly—”

			“Ah! Mon­sieur de Riche­lieu would have said, ‘Five hun­dred crowns for the coun­cil­lor.’ Well, let’s say no more about it. How much were your an­i­mals worth, Porthos?”

			“Ah, if poor Mous­que­ton were here he could tell you to a frac­tion.”

			“No mat­ter; you can tell with­in ten crowns.”

			“Why, Vul­can and Ba­yard cost me each about two hun­dred pis­toles, and putting Phoe­bus at a hun­dred and fifty, we should be pret­ty near the amount.”

			“There will re­main, then, four hun­dred and fifty pis­toles,” said d’Artag­nan, con­tent­ed­ly.

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “but there are the equip­ments.”

			“That is very true. Well, how much for the equip­ments?”

			“If we say one hun­dred pis­toles for the three—”

			“Good for the hun­dred pis­toles; there re­mains, then, three hun­dred and fifty.”

			Porthos made a sign of as­sent.

			“We will give the fifty pis­toles to the host­ess for our ex­pens­es,” said d’Artag­nan, “and share the three hun­dred.”

			“We will share,” said Porthos.

			“A pal­try piece of busi­ness!” mur­mured d’Artag­nan crum­pling his note.

			“Pooh!” said Porthos, “it is al­ways that. But tell me—”

			“What?”

			“Didn’t he speak of me in any way?”

			“Ah! yes, in­deed!” cried d’Artag­nan, who was afraid of dis­heart­en­ing his friend by telling him that the car­di­nal had not breathed a word about him; “yes, sure­ly, he said—”

			“He said?” re­sumed Porthos.

			“Stop, I want to re­mem­ber his ex­act words. He said, ‘As to your friend, tell him he may sleep in peace.’ ”

			“Good, very good,” said Porthos; “that sig­ni­fied as clear as day­light that he still in­tends to make me a baron.”

			At this mo­ment nine o’clock struck. D’Artag­nan start­ed.

			“Ah, yes,” said Porthos, “there is nine o’clock. We have a ren­dezvous, you re­mem­ber, at the Place Royale.”

			“Ah! stop! hold your peace, Porthos, don’t re­mind me of it; ’tis that which has made me so cross since yes­ter­day. I shall not go.”

			“Why?” asked Porthos.

			“Be­cause it is a griev­ous thing for me to meet again those two men who caused the fail­ure of our en­ter­prise.”

			“And yet,” said Porthos, “nei­ther of them had any ad­van­tage over us. I still had a load­ed pis­tol and you were in full fight, sword in hand.”

			“Yes,” said d’Artag­nan; “but what if this ren­dezvous had some hid­den pur­pose?”

			“Oh!” said Porthos, “you can’t think that, d’Artag­nan!”

			D’Artag­nan did not be­lieve Athos to be ca­pa­ble of a de­cep­tion, but he sought an ex­cuse for not go­ing to the ren­dezvous.

			“We must go,” said the su­perb lord of Bra­cieux, “lest they should say we were afraid. We who have faced fifty foes on the high road can well meet two in the Place Royale.”

			“Yes, yes, but they took part with the princes with­out ap­pris­ing us of it. Athos and Aramis have played a game with me which alarms me. We dis­cov­ered yes­ter­day the truth; what is the use of go­ing to­day to learn some­thing else?”

			“You re­al­ly have some dis­trust, then?” said Porthos.

			“Of Aramis, yes, since he has be­come an ab­bé. You can’t imag­ine, my dear fel­low, the sort of man he is. He sees us on the road which leads him to a bish­opric, and per­haps will not be sor­ry to get us out of his way.”

			“Ah, as re­gards Aramis, that is an­oth­er thing,” said Porthos, “and it wouldn’t sur­prise me at all.”

			“Per­haps Mon­sieur de Beau­fort will try, in his turn, to lay hands on us.”

			“Non­sense! He had us in his pow­er and he let us go. Be­sides we can be on our guard; let us take arms, let Planchet post him­self be­hind us with his car­bine.”

			“Planchet is a Fron­deur,” an­swered d’Artag­nan.

			“Dev­il take these civ­il wars! one can no more now reck­on on one’s friends than on one’s foot­men,” said Porthos. “Ah! if Mous­que­ton were here! there’s a fel­low who will nev­er desert me!”

			“So long as you are rich! Ah! my friend! ’tis not civ­il war that dis­unites us. It is that we are each of us twen­ty years old­er; it is that the hon­est emo­tions of youth have giv­en place to sug­ges­tions of in­ter­est, whis­pers of am­bi­tion, coun­sels of self­ish­ness. Yes, you are right; let us go, Porthos, but let us go well armed; were we not to keep the ren­dezvous, they would de­clare we were afraid. Hal­loo! Planchet! here! sad­dle our hors­es, take your car­bine.”

			“Whom are we go­ing to at­tack, sir?”

			“No one; a mere mat­ter of pre­cau­tion,” an­swered the Gas­con.

			“You know, sir, that they wished to mur­der that good coun­cil­lor, Brous­sel, the fa­ther of the peo­ple?”

			“Re­al­ly, did they?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, but he has been avenged. He was car­ried home in the arms of the peo­ple. His house has been full ev­er since. He has re­ceived vis­its from the coad­ju­tor, from Madame de Longueville, and the Prince de Con­ti; Madame de Chevreuse and Madame de Vendôme have left their names at his door. And now, when­ev­er he wish­es—”

			“Well, when­ev­er he wish­es?”

			Planchet be­gan to sing:

			
				
					“Un vent de fronde
					

					S’est levé ce matin;
					

					Je crois qu’il gronde
					

					Con­tre le Mazarin.
					

					Un vent de fronde
					

					S’est levé ce matin.”
				

			

			“It doesn’t sur­prise me,” said d’Artag­nan, in a low tone to Porthos, “that Mazarin would have been much bet­ter sat­is­fied had I crushed the life out of his coun­cil­lor.”

			“You un­der­stand, then, Mon­sieur,” re­sumed Planchet, “that if it were for some en­ter­prise like that un­der­tak­en against Mon­sieur Brous­sel that you should ask me to take my car­bine—”

			“No, don’t be alarmed; but where did you get all these de­tails?”

			“From a good source, sir; I heard it from Fri­quet.”

			“From Fri­quet? I know that name—”

			“A son of Mon­sieur de Brous­sel’s ser­vant, and a lad that, I prom­ise you, in a re­volt will not give away his share to the dogs.”

			“Is he not a singing boy at Notre Dame?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, that is the very boy; he’s pa­tron­ized by Bazin.”

			“Ah, yes, I know.”

			“Of what im­por­tance is this lit­tle rep­tile to you?” asked Porthos.

			“Gad!” replied d’Artag­nan; “he has al­ready giv­en me good in­for­ma­tion and he may do the same again.”

			Whilst all this was go­ing on, Athos and Aramis were en­ter­ing Paris by the Faubourg St. An­toine. They had tak­en some re­fresh­ment on the road and has­tened on, that they might not fail at the ap­point­ed place. Bazin was their on­ly at­ten­dant, for Gri­maud had stayed be­hind to take care of Mous­que­ton. As they were pass­ing on­ward, Athos pro­posed that they should lay aside their arms and mil­i­tary cos­tume, and as­sume a dress more suit­ed to the city.

			“Oh, no, dear count!” cried Aramis, “is it not a war­like en­counter that we are go­ing to?”

			“What do you mean, Aramis?”

			“That the Place Royale is the ter­mi­na­tion to the main road to Ven­do­mois, and noth­ing else.”

			“What! our friends?”

			“Are be­come our most dan­ger­ous en­e­mies, Athos. Let us be on our guard.”

			“Oh! my dear d’Herblay!”

			“Who can say whether d’Artag­nan may not have be­trayed us to the car­di­nal? who can tell whether Mazarin may not take ad­van­tage of this ren­dezvous to seize us?”

			“What! Aramis, you think that d’Artag­nan, that Porthos, would lend their hands to such an in­famy?”

			“Among friends, my dear Athos, no, you are right; but among en­e­mies it would be on­ly a strat­a­gem.”

			Athos crossed his arms and bowed his no­ble head.

			“What can you ex­pect, Athos? Men are so made; and we are not al­ways twen­ty years old. We have cru­el­ly wound­ed, as you know, that per­son­al pride by which d’Artag­nan is blind­ly gov­erned. He has been beat­en. Did you not ob­serve his de­spair on the jour­ney? As to Porthos, his barony was per­haps de­pen­dent on that af­fair. Well, he found us on his road and will not be baron this time. Per­haps that fa­mous barony will have some­thing to do with our in­ter­view this evening. Let us take our pre­cau­tions, Athos.”

			“But sup­pose they come un­armed? What a dis­grace to us.”

			“Oh, nev­er fear! be­sides, if they do, we can eas­i­ly make an ex­cuse; we came straight off a jour­ney and are in­sur­gents, too.”

			“An ex­cuse for us! to meet d’Artag­nan with a false ex­cuse! to have to make a false ex­cuse to Porthos! Oh, Aramis!” con­tin­ued Athos, shak­ing his head mourn­ful­ly, “up­on my soul, you make me the most mis­er­able of men; you dis­en­chant a heart not whol­ly dead to friend­ship. Go in what­ev­er guise you choose; for my part, I shall go un­armed.”

			“No, for I will not al­low you to do so. ’Tis not one man, not Athos on­ly, not the Comte de la Fère whom you will ru­in by this ami­able weak­ness, but a whole par­ty to whom you be­long and who de­pend up­on you.”

			“Be it so then,” replied Athos, sor­row­ful­ly.

			And they pur­sued their road in mourn­ful si­lence.

			Scarce­ly had they reached by the Rue de la Mule the iron gate of the Place Royale, when they per­ceived three cav­a­liers, d’Artag­nan, Porthos, and Planchet, the two for­mer wrapped up in their mil­i­tary cloaks un­der which their swords were hid­den, and Planchet, his mus­ket by his side. They were wait­ing at the en­trance of the Rue Sainte Catharine, and their hors­es were fas­tened to the rings of the ar­cade. Athos, there­fore, com­mand­ed Bazin to fas­ten up his horse and that of Aramis in the same man­ner.

			They then ad­vanced two and two, and salut­ed each oth­er po­lite­ly.

			“Now where will it be agree­able to you that we hold our con­fer­ence?” in­quired Aramis, per­ceiv­ing that peo­ple were stop­ping to look at them, sup­pos­ing that they were go­ing to en­gage in one of those far-famed du­els still ex­tant in the mem­o­ry of the Parisians, and es­pe­cial­ly the in­hab­i­tants of the Place Royale.

			“The gate is shut,” said Aramis, “but if these gen­tle­men like a cool re­treat un­der the trees, and per­fect seclu­sion, I will get the key from the Hô­tel de Ro­han and we shall be well suit­ed.”

			D’Artag­nan dart­ed a look in­to the ob­scu­ri­ty of the Place. Porthos ven­tured to put his head be­tween the rail­ings, to try if his glance could pen­e­trate the gloom.

			“If you pre­fer any oth­er place,” said Athos, in his per­sua­sive voice, “choose for your­selves.”

			“This place, if Mon­sieur d’Herblay can pro­cure the key, is the best that we can have,” was the an­swer.

			Aramis went off at once, beg­ging Athos not to re­main alone with­in reach of d’Artag­nan and Porthos; a piece of ad­vice which was re­ceived with a con­temp­tu­ous smile.

			Aramis re­turned soon with a man from the Hô­tel de Ro­han, who was say­ing to him:

			“You swear, sir, that it is not so?”

			“Stop,” and Aramis gave him a louis d’or.

			“Ah! you will not swear, my mas­ter,” said the concierge, shak­ing his head.

			“Well, one can nev­er say what may hap­pen; at present we and these gen­tle­men are ex­cel­lent friends.”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly,” added Athos and the oth­er two.

			D’Artag­nan had heard the con­ver­sa­tion and had un­der­stood it.

			“You see?” he said to Porthos.

			“What do I see?”

			“That he wouldn’t swear.”

			“Swear what?”

			“That man want­ed Aramis to swear that we are not go­ing to the Place Royale to fight.”

			“And Aramis wouldn’t swear?”

			“No.”

			“At­ten­tion, then!”

			Athos did not lose sight of the two speak­ers. Aramis opened the gate and faced around in or­der that d’Artag­nan and Porthos might en­ter. In pass­ing through the gate, the hilt of the lieu­tenant’s sword was caught in the grat­ing and he was obliged to pull off his cloak; in do­ing so he showed the butt end of his pis­tols and a ray of the moon was re­flect­ed on the shin­ing met­al.

			“Do you see?” whis­pered Aramis to Athos, touch­ing his shoul­der with one hand and point­ing with the oth­er to the arms which the Gas­con wore un­der his belt.

			“Alas! I do!” replied Athos, with a deep sigh.

			He en­tered third, and Aramis, who shut the gate af­ter him, last. The two serv­ing­men wait­ed with­out; but as if they like­wise mis­trust­ed each oth­er, they kept their re­spec­tive dis­tances.

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				The Place Royale

			
			They pro­ceed­ed silent­ly to the cen­tre of the Place, but as at this very mo­ment the moon had just emerged from be­hind a cloud, they thought they might be ob­served if they re­mained on that spot and there­fore re­gained the shade of the lime-trees.

			There were bench­es here and there; the four gen­tle­men stopped near them; at a sign from Athos, Porthos and d’Artag­nan sat down, the two oth­ers stood in front of them.

			Af­ter a few min­utes of silent em­bar­rass­ment, Athos spoke.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, “our pres­ence here is the best proof of for­mer friend­ship; not one of us has failed the oth­ers at this ren­dezvous; not one has, there­fore, to re­proach him­self.”

			“Hear me, count,” replied d’Artag­nan; “in­stead of mak­ing com­pli­ments to each oth­er, let us ex­plain our con­duct to each oth­er, like men of right and hon­est hearts.”

			“I wish for noth­ing more; have you any cause of com­plaint against me or Mon­sieur d’Herblay? If so, speak out,” an­swered Athos.

			“I have,” replied d’Artag­nan. “When I saw you at your château at Bragelonne, I made cer­tain pro­pos­als to you which you per­fect­ly un­der­stood; in­stead of an­swer­ing me as a friend, you played with me as a child; the friend­ship, there­fore, that you boast of was not bro­ken yes­ter­day by the shock of swords, but by your dis­sim­u­la­tion at your cas­tle.”

			“D’Artag­nan!” said Athos, re­proach­ful­ly.

			“You asked for can­dor and you have it. You ask what I have against you; I tell you. And I have the same sin­cer­i­ty to show you, if you wish, Mon­sieur d’Herblay; I act­ed in a sim­i­lar way to you and you al­so de­ceived me.”

			“Re­al­ly, Mon­sieur, you say strange things,” said Aramis. “You came seek­ing me to make to me cer­tain pro­pos­als, but did you make them? No, you sound­ed me, noth­ing more. Very well, what did I say to you?—that Mazarin was con­temptible and that I wouldn’t serve Mazarin. But that is all. Did I tell you that I wouldn’t serve any oth­er? On the con­trary, I gave you to un­der­stand, I think, that I ad­hered to the princes. We even joked very pleas­ant­ly, if I re­mem­ber right­ly, on the very prob­a­ble con­tin­gen­cy of your be­ing charged by the car­di­nal with my ar­rest. Were you a par­ty man? There is no doubt of that. Well, why should not we, too, be­long to a par­ty? You had your se­cret and we had ours; we didn’t ex­change them. So much the bet­ter; it proves that we know how to keep our se­crets.”

			“I do not re­proach you, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan; “ ’tis on­ly be­cause Mon­sieur de la Fère has spo­ken of friend­ship that I ques­tion your con­duct.”

			“And what do you find in it that is wor­thy of blame?” asked Aramis, haugh­ti­ly.

			The blood mount­ed in­stant­ly to the tem­ples of d’Artag­nan, who arose, and replied:

			“I con­sid­er it wor­thy con­duct of a pupil of Je­suits.”

			On see­ing d’Artag­nan rise, Porthos rose al­so; these four men were there­fore all stand­ing at the same time, with a men­ac­ing as­pect, op­po­site to each oth­er.

			Up­on hear­ing d’Artag­nan’s re­ply, Aramis seemed about to draw his sword, when Athos pre­vent­ed him.

			“D’Artag­nan,” he said, “you are here tonight, still in­fu­ri­at­ed by yes­ter­day’s ad­ven­ture. I be­lieved your heart no­ble enough to en­able a friend­ship of twen­ty years to over­come an af­front of a quar­ter of an hour. Come, do you re­al­ly think you have any­thing to say against me? Say it then; if I am in fault I will avow the er­ror.”

			The grave and har­mo­nious tones of that beloved voice seemed to have still its an­cient in­flu­ence, whilst that of Aramis, which had be­come harsh and tune­less in his mo­ments of ill-hu­mor, ir­ri­tat­ed him. He an­swered there­fore:

			“I think, Mon­sieur le Comte, that you had some­thing to com­mu­ni­cate to me at your château of Bragelonne, and that gen­tle­man”—he point­ed to Aramis—“had al­so some­thing to tell me when I was in his con­vent. At that time I was not con­cerned in the ad­ven­ture, in the course of which you have so suc­cess­ful­ly estopped me! How­ev­er, be­cause I was pru­dent you must not take me for a fool. If I had wished to widen the breach be­tween those whom Mon­sieur d’Herblay choos­es to re­ceive with a rope lad­der and those whom he re­ceives with a wood­en lad­der, I could have spo­ken out.”

			“What are you med­dling with?” cried Aramis, pale with anger, sus­pect­ing that d’Artag­nan had act­ed as a spy on him and had seen him with Madame de Longueville.

			“I nev­er med­dle save with what con­cerns me, and I know how to make be­lieve that I haven’t seen what does not con­cern me; but I hate hyp­ocrites, and among that num­ber I place mus­ke­teers who are ab­bés and ab­bés who are mus­ke­teers; and,” he added, turn­ing to Porthos “here’s a gen­tle­man who’s of the same opin­ion as my­self.”

			Porthos, who had not spo­ken one word, an­swered mere­ly by a word and a ges­ture.

			He said “yes” and he put his hand on his sword.

			Aramis start­ed back and drew his. D’Artag­nan bent for­ward, ready ei­ther to at­tack or to stand on his de­fense.

			Athos at that mo­ment ex­tend­ed his hand with the air of supreme com­mand which char­ac­ter­ized him alone, drew out his sword and the scab­bard at the same time, broke the blade in the sheath on his knee and threw the pieces to his right. Then turn­ing to Aramis:

			“Aramis,” he said, “break your sword.”

			Aramis hes­i­tat­ed.

			“It must be done,” said Athos; then in a low­er and more gen­tle voice, he added, “I wish it.”

			Then Aramis, paler than be­fore, but sub­dued by these words, snapped the ser­pent blade be­tween his hands, and then fold­ing his arms, stood trem­bling with rage.

			These pro­ceed­ings made d’Artag­nan and Porthos draw back. D’Artag­nan did not draw his sword; Porthos put his back in­to the sheath.

			“Nev­er!” ex­claimed Athos, rais­ing his right hand to Heav­en, “nev­er! I swear be­fore God, who seeth us, and who, in the dark­ness of this night heareth us, nev­er shall my sword cross yours, nev­er my eye ex­press a glance of anger, nor my heart a throb of ha­tred, at you. We lived to­geth­er, we loved, we hat­ed to­geth­er; we shed, we min­gled our blood to­geth­er, and too prob­a­bly, I may still add, that there may be yet a bond be­tween us clos­er even than that of friend­ship; per­haps there may be the bond of crime; for we four, we once did con­demn, judge, and slay a hu­man be­ing whom we had not any right to cut off from this world, al­though ap­par­ent­ly fit­ter for hell than for this life. D’Artag­nan, I have al­ways loved you as my son; Porthos, we slept six years side by side; Aramis is your broth­er as well as mine, and Aramis has once loved you, as I love you now and as I have ev­er loved you. What can Car­di­nal Mazarin be to us, to four men who com­pelled such a man as Riche­lieu to act as we pleased? What is such or such a prince to us, who fixed the di­a­dem up­on a great queen’s head? d’Artag­nan, I ask your par­don for hav­ing yes­ter­day crossed swords with you; Aramis does the same to Porthos; now hate me if you can; but for my own part, I shall ev­er, even if you do hate me, re­tain es­teem and friend­ship for you. I re­peat my words, Aramis, and then, if you de­sire it, and if they de­sire it, let us sep­a­rate for­ev­er from our old friends.”

			There was a solemn, though mo­men­tary si­lence, which was bro­ken by Aramis.

			“I swear,” he said, with a calm brow and kind­ly glance, but in a voice still trem­bling with re­cent emo­tion, “I swear that I no longer bear an­i­mos­i­ty to those who were once my friends. I re­gret that I ev­er crossed swords with you, Porthos; I swear not on­ly that it shall nev­er again be point­ed at your breast, but that in the bot­tom of my heart there will nev­er in fu­ture be the slight­est hos­tile sen­ti­ment; now, Athos, come.”

			Athos was about to re­tire.

			“Oh! no! no! do not go away!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, im­pelled by one of those ir­re­sistible im­puls­es which showed the no­bil­i­ty of his na­ture, the na­tive bright­ness of his char­ac­ter; “I swear that I would give the last drop of my blood and the last frag­ment of my limbs to pre­serve the friend­ship of such a friend as you, Athos—of such a man as you, Aramis.” And he threw him­self in­to the arms of Athos.

			“My son!” ex­claimed Athos, press­ing him in his arms.

			“And as for me,” said Porthos, “I swear noth­ing, but I’m choked. For­sooth! If I were obliged to fight against you, I think I should al­low my­self to be pierced through and through, for I nev­er loved any­one but you in the wide world”; and hon­est Porthos burst in­to tears as he em­braced Athos.

			“My friends,” said Athos, “this is what I ex­pect­ed from such hearts as yours. Yes, I have said it and I now re­peat it: our des­tinies are ir­re­vo­ca­bly unit­ed, al­though we now pur­sue di­ver­gent roads. I re­spect your con­vic­tions, and whilst we fight for op­po­site sides, let us re­main friends. Min­is­ters, princes, kings, will pass away like moun­tain tor­rents; civ­il war, like a for­est flame; but we—we shall re­main; I have a pre­sen­ti­ment that we shall.”

			“Yes,” replied d’Artag­nan, “let us still be mus­ke­teers, and let us re­tain as our bat­tle-stan­dard that fa­mous nap­kin of the bas­tion St. Ger­vais, on which the great car­di­nal had three fleurs-de-lis em­broi­dered.”

			“Be it so,” cried Aramis. “Car­di­nal­ists or Fron­deurs, what mat­ters it? Let us meet again as cap­i­tal sec­onds in a du­el, de­vot­ed friends in busi­ness, mer­ry com­pan­ions in our an­cient plea­sures.”

			“And when­ev­er,” added Athos, “we meet in bat­tle, at this word, ‘Place Royale!’ let us put our swords in­to our left hands and shake hands with the right, even in the very lust and mu­sic of the hottest car­nage.”

			“You speak charm­ing­ly,” said Porthos.

			“And are the first of men!” added d’Artag­nan. “You ex­cel us all.”

			Athos smiled with in­ef­fa­ble plea­sure.

			“ ’Tis then all set­tled. Gen­tle­men, your hands; are we not pret­ty good Chris­tians?”

			“Egad!” said d’Artag­nan, “by Heav­en! yes.”

			“We should be so on this oc­ca­sion, if on­ly to be faith­ful to our oath,” said Aramis.

			“Ah, I’m ready to do what you will,” cried Porthos; “even to swear by Muham­mad. Dev­il take me if I’ve ev­er been so hap­py as at this mo­ment.”

			And he wiped his eyes, still moist.

			“Has not one of you a cross?” asked Athos.

			Aramis smiled and drew from his vest a cross of di­a­monds, which was hung around his neck by a chain of pearls. “Here is one,” he said.

			“Well,” re­sumed Athos, “swear on this cross, which, in spite of its mag­nif­i­cent ma­te­ri­al, is still a cross; swear to be unit­ed in spite of ev­ery­thing, and for­ev­er, and may this oath bind us to each oth­er, and even, al­so, our de­scen­dants! Does this oath sat­is­fy you?”

			“Yes,” said they all, with one ac­cord.

			“Ah, traitor!” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, lean­ing to­ward Aramis and whis­per­ing in his ear, “you have made us swear on the cru­ci­fix of a Fron­deuse.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Fer­ry Across the Oise

			
			We hope that the read­er has not quite for­got­ten the young trav­el­er whom we left on the road to Flan­ders.

			In los­ing sight of his guardian, whom he had quit­ted, gaz­ing af­ter him in front of the roy­al basil­i­can, Raoul spurred on his horse, in or­der not on­ly to es­cape from his own melan­choly re­flec­tions, but al­so to hide from Oli­vain the emo­tion his face might be­tray.

			One hour’s rapid progress, how­ev­er, suf­ficed to dis­perse the gloomy fan­cies that had cloud­ed the young man’s bright an­tic­i­pa­tions; and the hith­er­to un­felt plea­sure of free­dom—a plea­sure which is sweet even to those who have nev­er known de­pen­dence—seemed to Raoul to gild not on­ly Heav­en and earth, but es­pe­cial­ly that blue but dim hori­zon of life we call the fu­ture.

			Nev­er­the­less, af­ter sev­er­al at­tempts at con­ver­sa­tion with Oli­vain he fore­saw that many days passed thus would prove ex­ceed­ing­ly dull; and the count’s agree­able voice, his gen­tle and per­sua­sive elo­quence, re­curred to his mind at the var­i­ous towns through which they jour­neyed and about which he had no longer any­one to give him those in­ter­est­ing de­tails which he would have drawn from Athos, the most amus­ing and the best in­formed of guides. An­oth­er rec­ol­lec­tion con­trib­uted al­so to sad­den Raoul: on their ar­rival at Sonores he had per­ceived, hid­den be­hind a screen of poplars, a lit­tle château which so vivid­ly re­called that of La Val­lière to his mind that he halt­ed for near­ly ten min­utes to gaze at it, and re­sumed his jour­ney with a sigh too ab­stract­ed even to re­ply to Oli­vain’s re­spect­ful in­quiry about the cause of so much fixed at­ten­tion. The as­pect of ex­ter­nal ob­jects is of­ten a mys­te­ri­ous guide com­mu­ni­cat­ing with the fi­bres of mem­o­ry, which in spite of us will arouse them at times; this thread, like that of Ari­adne, when once un­rav­eled will con­duct one through a labyrinth of thought, in which one los­es one’s self in en­deav­or­ing to fol­low that phan­tom of the past which is called rec­ol­lec­tion.

			Now the sight of this château had tak­en Raoul back fifty leagues west­ward and had caused him to re­view his life from the mo­ment when he had tak­en leave of lit­tle Louise to that in which he had seen her for the first time; and ev­ery branch of oak, ev­ery gild­ed weath­er­cock on roof of slates, re­mind­ed him that, in­stead of re­turn­ing to the friends of his child­hood, ev­ery in­stant es­tranged him fur­ther and that per­haps he had even left them for­ev­er.

			With a full heart and burn­ing head he de­sired Oli­vain to lead on the hors­es to a way­side inn, which he ob­served with­in gun­shot range, a lit­tle in ad­vance of the place they had reached.

			As for him­self, he dis­mount­ed and re­mained un­der a beau­ti­ful group of chest­nuts in flow­er, amidst which were mur­mur­ing a mul­ti­tude of hap­py bees, and bade Oli­vain send the host to him with writ­ing pa­per and ink, to be placed on a ta­ble which he found there, con­ve­nient­ly ready. Oli­vain obeyed and con­tin­ued on his way, whilst Raoul re­mained sit­ting, with his el­bow lean­ing on the ta­ble, from time to time gen­tly shak­ing the flow­ers from his head, which fell up­on him like snow, and gaz­ing vague­ly on the charm­ing land­scape spread out be­fore him, dot­ted over with green fields and groups of trees. Raoul had been there about ten min­utes, dur­ing five of which he was lost in rever­ie, when there ap­peared with­in the cir­cle com­prised in his rolling gaze a man with a ru­bi­cund face, who, with a nap­kin around his body, an­oth­er un­der his arm, and a white cap up­on his head, ap­proached him, hold­ing pa­per, pen and ink in hand.

			“Ha! ha!” laughed the ap­pari­tion, “ev­ery gen­tle­man seems to have the same fan­cy, for not a quar­ter of an hour ago a young lad, well mount­ed like you, as tall as you and of about your age, halt­ed be­fore this clump of trees and had this ta­ble and this chair brought here, and dined here, with an old gen­tle­man who seemed to be his tu­tor, up­on a pie, of which they haven’t left a mouth­ful, and two bot­tles of Ma­con wine, of which they haven’t left a drop, but for­tu­nate­ly we have still some of the same wine and some of the same pies left, and if your wor­ship will but give your or­ders—”

			“No, friend,” replied Raoul, smil­ing, “I am obliged to you, but at this mo­ment I want noth­ing but the things for which I have asked—on­ly I shall be very glad if the ink prove black and the pen good; up­on these con­di­tions I will pay for the pen the price of the bot­tle, and for the ink the price of the pie.”

			“Very well, sir,” said the host, “I’ll give the pie and the bot­tle of wine to your ser­vant, and in this way you will have the pen and ink in­to the bar­gain.”

			“Do as you like,” said Raoul, who was be­gin­ning his ap­pren­tice­ship with that par­tic­u­lar class of so­ci­ety, who, when there were rob­bers on the high roads, were con­nect­ed with them, and who, since high­way­men no longer ex­ist, have ad­van­ta­geous­ly and apt­ly filled their va­cant place.

			The host, his mind at ease about his bill, placed pen, ink and pa­per up­on the ta­ble. By a lucky chance the pen was tol­er­a­bly good and Raoul be­gan to write. The host re­mained stand­ing in front of him, look­ing with a kind of in­vol­un­tary ad­mi­ra­tion at his hand­some face, com­bin­ing both grav­i­ty and sweet­ness of ex­pres­sion. Beau­ty has al­ways been and al­ways will be all-pow­er­ful.

			“He’s not a guest like the oth­er one here just now,” ob­served mine host to Oli­vain, who had re­joined his mas­ter to see if he want­ed any­thing, “and your young mas­ter has no ap­petite.”

			“My mas­ter had ap­petite enough three days ago, but what can one do? he lost it the day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			And Oli­vain and the host took their way to­geth­er to­ward the inn, Oli­vain, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of serv­ing­men well pleased with their place, re­lat­ing to the tav­ern-keep­er all that he could say in fa­vor of the young gen­tle­man; whilst Raoul wrote on thus:

			
				Sir—Af­ter a four hours’ march I stop to write to you, for I miss you ev­ery mo­ment, and I am al­ways on the point of turn­ing my head as if to re­ply when you speak to me. I was so be­wil­dered by your de­par­ture and so over­come with grief at our sep­a­ra­tion, that I am sure I was able to but very fee­bly ex­press all the af­fec­tion and grat­i­tude I feel to­ward you. You will for­give me, sir, for your heart is of such a gen­er­ous na­ture that you can well un­der­stand all that has passed in mine. I en­treat you to write to me, for you form a part of my ex­is­tence, and, if I may ven­ture to tell you so, I al­so feel anx­ious. It seemed to me as if you were your­self pre­par­ing for some dan­ger­ous un­der­tak­ing, about which I did not dare to ques­tion you, since you told me noth­ing. I have, there­fore, as you see, great need of hear­ing from you. Now that you are no longer be­side me I am afraid ev­ery mo­ment of erring. You sus­tained me pow­er­ful­ly, sir, and I protest to you that to­day I feel very lone­ly. Will you have the good­ness, sir, should you re­ceive news from Blois, to send me a few lines about my lit­tle friend Made­moi­selle de la Val­lière, about whose health, when we left, so much anx­i­ety was felt? You can un­der­stand, hon­ored and dear guardian, how pre­cious and in­dis­pens­able to me is the re­mem­brance of the years that I have passed with you. I hope that you will some­times, too, think of me, and if at cer­tain hours you should miss me, if you should feel any slight re­gret at my ab­sence, I shall be over­whelmed with joy at the thought that you ap­pre­ci­ate my af­fec­tion for and my de­vo­tion to your­self, and that I have been able to prove them to you whilst I had the hap­pi­ness of liv­ing with you.

			

			Af­ter fin­ish­ing this let­ter Raoul felt more com­posed; he looked well around him to see if Oli­vain and the host might not be watch­ing him, whilst he im­pressed a kiss up­on the pa­per, a mute and touch­ing ca­ress, which the heart of Athos might well di­vine on open­ing the let­ter.

			Dur­ing this time Oli­vain had fin­ished his bot­tle and eat­en his pie; the hors­es were al­so re­freshed. Raoul mo­tioned to the host to ap­proach, threw a crown up­on the ta­ble, mount­ed his horse, and post­ed his let­ter at Sen­lis. The rest that had been thus af­ford­ed to men and hors­es en­abled them to con­tin­ue their jour­ney at a good round pace. At Ver­berie, Raoul de­sired Oli­vain to make some in­quiry about the young man who was pre­ced­ing them; he had been ob­served to pass on­ly three-quar­ters of an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, but he was well mount­ed, as the tav­ern-keep­er had al­ready said, and rode at a rapid pace.

			“Let us try and over­take this gen­tle­man,” said Raoul to Oli­vain; “like our­selves he is on his way to join the army and may prove agree­able com­pa­ny.”

			It was about four o’clock in the af­ter­noon when Raoul ar­rived at Com­piègne; there he dined hearti­ly and again in­quired about the young gen­tle­man who was in ad­vance of them. He had stopped, like Raoul, at the Hô­tel of the Bell and Bot­tle, the best at Com­piègne; and had start­ed again on his jour­ney, say­ing that he should sleep at Noy­on.

			“Well, let us sleep at Noy­on,” said Raoul.

			“Sir,” replied Oli­vain, re­spect­ful­ly, “al­low me to re­mark that we have al­ready much fa­tigued the hors­es this morn­ing. I think it would be well to sleep here and to start again very ear­ly to­mor­row. Eigh­teen leagues is enough for the first stage.”

			“The Comte de la Fère wished me to has­ten on,” replied Raoul, “that I might re­join the prince on the morn­ing of the fourth day; let us push on, then, to Noy­on; it will be a stage sim­i­lar to those we trav­eled from Blois to Paris. We shall ar­rive at eight o’clock. The hors­es will have a long night’s rest, and at five o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing we can be again on the road.”

			Oli­vain dared of­fer no op­po­si­tion to this de­ter­mi­na­tion but he fol­lowed his mas­ter, grum­bling.

			“Go on, go on,” said he, be­tween his teeth, “ex­pend your ar­dor the first day; to­mor­row, in­stead of jour­ney­ing twen­ty leagues, you will trav­el ten, the day af­ter to­mor­row, five, and in three days you will be in bed. There you must rest; young peo­ple are such brag­garts.”

			It was easy to see that Oli­vain had not been taught in the school of the Planchets and the Gri­mauds. Raoul re­al­ly felt tired, but he was de­sirous of test­ing his strength, and, brought up in the prin­ci­ples of Athos and cer­tain of hav­ing heard him speak a thou­sand times of stages of twen­ty-five leagues, he did not wish to fall far short of his mod­el. D’Artag­nan, that man of iron, who seemed to be made of nerve and mus­cle on­ly, had struck him with ad­mi­ra­tion. There­fore, in spite of Oli­vain’s re­marks, he con­tin­ued to urge his steed more and more, and fol­low­ing a pleas­ant lit­tle path, lead­ing to a fer­ry, and which he had been as­sured short­ened the jour­ney by the dis­tance of one league, he ar­rived at the sum­mit of a hill and per­ceived the riv­er flow­ing be­fore him. A lit­tle troop of men on horse­back were wait­ing on the edge of the stream, ready to em­bark. Raoul did not doubt this was the gen­tle­man and his es­cort; he called out to him, but they were too dis­tant to be heard; then, in spite of the weari­ness of his beast, he made it gal­lop but the ris­ing ground soon de­prived him of all sight of the trav­el­ers, and when he had again at­tained a new height, the fer­ry­boat had left the shore and was mak­ing for the op­po­site bank. Raoul, see­ing that he could not ar­rive in time to cross the fer­ry with the trav­el­ers, halt­ed to wait for Oli­vain. At this mo­ment a shriek was heard that seemed to come from the riv­er. Raoul turned to­ward the side whence the cry had sound­ed, and shad­ed his eyes from the glare of the set­ting sun with his hand.

			“Oli­vain!” he ex­claimed, “what do I see be­low there?”

			A sec­ond scream, more pierc­ing than the first, now sound­ed.

			“Oh, sir!” cried Oli­vain, “the rope which holds the fer­ry­boat has bro­ken and the boat is drift­ing. But what do I see in the wa­ter—some­thing strug­gling?”

			“Oh, yes,” ex­claimed Raoul, fix­ing his glance on one point in the stream, splen­did­ly il­lu­mined by the set­ting sun, “a horse, a rid­er!”

			“They are sink­ing!” cried Oli­vain in his turn.

			It was true, and Raoul was con­vinced that some ac­ci­dent had hap­pened and that a man was drown­ing; he gave his horse its head, struck his spurs in­to its sides, and the an­i­mal, urged by pain and feel­ing that he had space open be­fore him, bound­ed over a kind of pal­ing which en­closed the land­ing place, and fell in­to the riv­er, scat­ter­ing to a dis­tance waves of white froth.

			“Ah, sir!” cried Oli­vain, “what are you do­ing? Good God!”

			Raoul was di­rect­ing his horse to­ward the un­hap­py man in dan­ger. This was, in fact, a cus­tom fa­mil­iar to him. Hav­ing been brought up on the banks of the Loire, he might have been said to have been cra­dled on its waves; a hun­dred times he had crossed it on horse­back, a thou­sand times had swum across. Athos, fore­see­ing the pe­ri­od when he should make a sol­dier of the vis­count, had in­ured him to all kinds of ar­du­ous un­der­tak­ings.

			“Oh, heav­ens!” con­tin­ued Oli­vain, in de­spair, “what would the count say if he on­ly saw you now!”

			“The count would do as I do,” replied Raoul, urg­ing his horse vig­or­ous­ly for­ward.

			“But I—but I,” cried Oli­vain, pale and dis­con­so­late rush­ing about on the shore, “how shall I cross?”

			“Leap, cow­ard!” cried Raoul, swim­ming on; then ad­dress­ing the trav­el­er, who was strug­gling twen­ty yards in front of him: “Courage, sir!” said he, “courage! we are com­ing to your aid.”

			Oli­vain ad­vanced, re­tired, then made his horse rear—turned it and then, struck to the core by shame, leaped, as Raoul had done, on­ly re­peat­ing:

			“I am a dead man! we are lost!”

			In the mean­time, the fer­ry­boat had float­ed away, car­ried down by the stream, and the shrieks of those whom it con­tained re­sound­ed more and more. A man with gray hair had thrown him­self from the boat in­to the riv­er and was swim­ming vig­or­ous­ly to­ward the per­son who was drown­ing; but be­ing obliged to go against the cur­rent he ad­vanced but slow­ly. Raoul con­tin­ued his way and was vis­i­bly gain­ing ground; but the horse and its rid­er, of whom he did not lose sight, were ev­i­dent­ly sink­ing. The nos­trils of the horse were no longer above wa­ter, and the rid­er, who had lost the reins in strug­gling, fell with his head back and his arms ex­tend­ed. One mo­ment longer and all would dis­ap­pear.

			“Courage!” cried Raoul, “courage!”

			“Too late!” mur­mured the young man, “too late!”

			The wa­ter closed above his head and sti­fled his voice.

			Raoul sprang from his horse, to which he left the charge of its own preser­va­tion, and in three or four strokes was at the gen­tle­man’s side; he seized the horse at once by the curb and raised its head above wa­ter; the an­i­mal be­gan to breathe again and, as if he com­pre­hend­ed that they had come to his aid, re­dou­bled his ef­forts. Raoul at the same time seized one of the young man’s hands and placed it on the mane, which it grasped with the tenac­i­ty of a drown­ing man. Thus, sure that the rid­er would not re­lease his hold, Raoul now on­ly di­rect­ed his at­ten­tion to the horse, which he guid­ed to the op­po­site bank, help­ing it to cut through the wa­ter and en­cour­ag­ing it with words.

			All at once the horse stum­bled against a ridge and then placed its foot on the sand.

			“Saved!” ex­claimed the man with gray hair, who al­so touched bot­tom.

			“Saved!” me­chan­i­cal­ly re­peat­ed the young gen­tle­man, re­leas­ing the mane and slid­ing from the sad­dle in­to Raoul’s arms; Raoul was but ten yards from the shore; there he bore the faint­ing man, and lay­ing him down up­on the grass, un­fas­tened the but­tons of his col­lar and un­hooked his dou­blet. A mo­ment lat­er the gray-head­ed man was be­side him. Oli­vain man­aged in his turn to land, af­ter cross­ing him­self re­peat­ed­ly; and the peo­ple in the fer­ry­boat guid­ed them­selves as well as they were able to­ward the bank, with the aid of a pole which chanced to be in the boat.

			Thanks to the at­ten­tions of Raoul and the man who ac­com­pa­nied the young gen­tle­man, the col­or grad­u­al­ly re­turned to the pale cheeks of the dy­ing man, who opened his eyes, at first en­tire­ly be­wil­dered, but who soon fixed his gaze up­on the per­son who had saved him.

			“Ah, sir,” he ex­claimed, “it was you! With­out you I was a dead man—thrice dead.”

			“But one re­cov­ers, sir, as you per­ceive,” replied Raoul, “and we have but had a lit­tle bath.”

			“Oh! sir, what grat­i­tude I feel!” ex­claimed the man with gray hair.

			“Ah, there you are, my good d’Arminges; I have giv­en you a great fright, have I not? but it is your own fault. You were my tu­tor, why did you not teach me to swim?”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur le Comte,” replied the old man, “had any mis­for­tune hap­pened to you, I should nev­er have dared to show my­self to the mar­shal again.”

			“But how did the ac­ci­dent hap­pen?” asked Raoul.

			“Oh, sir, in the most nat­u­ral way pos­si­ble,” replied he to whom they had giv­en the ti­tle of count. “We were about a third of the way across the riv­er when the cord of the fer­ry­boat broke. Alarmed by the cries and ges­tures of the boat­men, my horse sprang in­to the wa­ter. I can­not swim, and dared not throw my­self in­to the riv­er. In­stead of aid­ing the move­ments of my horse, I par­a­lyzed them; and I was just go­ing to drown my­self with the best grace in the world, when you ar­rived just in time to pull me out of the wa­ter; there­fore, sir, if you will agree, hence­for­ward we are friends un­til death.”

			“Sir,” replied Raoul, bow­ing, “I am en­tire­ly at your ser­vice, I as­sure you.”

			“I am called the Count de Guiche,” con­tin­ued the young man; “my fa­ther is the Maréchal de Gram­mont; and now that you know who I am, do me the hon­or to in­form me who you are.”

			“I am the Vis­count de Bragelonne,” an­swered Raoul, blush­ing at be­ing un­able to name his fa­ther, as the Count de Guiche had done.

			“Vis­count, your coun­te­nance, your good­ness and your courage in­cline me to­ward you; my grat­i­tude is al­ready due. Shake hands—I crave your friend­ship.”

			“Sir,” said Raoul, re­turn­ing the count’s pres­sure of the hand, “I like you al­ready, from my heart; pray re­gard me as a de­vot­ed friend, I be­seech you.”

			“And now, where are you go­ing, vis­count?” in­quired de Guiche.

			“To join the army, un­der the prince, count.”

			“And I, too!” ex­claimed the young man, in a trans­port of joy. “Oh, so much the bet­ter, we will fire the first shot to­geth­er.”

			“It is well; be friends,” said the tu­tor; “young as you both are, you were per­haps born un­der the same star and were des­tined to meet. And now,” con­tin­ued he, “you must change your clothes; your ser­vants, to whom I gave di­rec­tions the mo­ment they had left the fer­ry­boat, ought to be al­ready at the inn. Linen and wine are both be­ing warmed; come.”

			The young men had no ob­jec­tion to this propo­si­tion; on the con­trary, they thought it very time­ly.

			They mount­ed again at once, whilst looks of ad­mi­ra­tion passed be­tween them. They were in­deed two el­e­gant horse­men, with fig­ures slight and up­right, no­ble faces, bright and proud looks, loy­al and in­tel­li­gent smiles.

			De Guiche might have been about eigh­teen years of age, but he was scarce­ly taller than Raoul, who was on­ly fif­teen.

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				Skir­mish­ing

			
			The halt at Noy­on was but brief, ev­ery­one there be­ing wrapped in pro­found sleep. Raoul had de­sired to be awak­ened should Gri­maud ar­rive, but Gri­maud did not ar­rive. Doubt­less, too, the hors­es on their part ap­pre­ci­at­ed the eight hours of re­pose and the abun­dant sta­bling which was grant­ed them. The Count de Guiche was awak­ened at five o’clock in the morn­ing by Raoul, who came to wish him good day. They break­fast­ed in haste, and at six o’clock had al­ready gone ten miles.

			The young count’s con­ver­sa­tion was most in­ter­est­ing to Raoul, there­fore he lis­tened much, whilst the count talked well and long. Brought up in Paris, where Raoul had been but once; at the court, which Raoul had nev­er seen; his fol­lies as page; two du­els, which he had al­ready found the means of fight­ing, in spite of the edicts against them and, more es­pe­cial­ly, in spite of his tu­tor’s vig­i­lance—these things ex­cit­ed the great­est cu­rios­i­ty in Raoul. Raoul had on­ly been at M. Scar­ron’s house; he named to Guiche the peo­ple whom he had seen there. Guiche knew ev­ery­body—Madame de Neuil­lan, Made­moi­selle d’Aubigné, Made­moi­selle de Scud­éry, Made­moi­selle Paulet, Madame de Chevreuse. He crit­i­cised ev­ery­body hu­mor­ous­ly. Raoul trem­bled, lest he should laugh among the rest at Madame de Chevreuse, for whom he en­ter­tained deep and gen­uine sym­pa­thy, but ei­ther in­stinc­tive­ly, or from af­fec­tion for the duchess, he said ev­ery­thing in her fa­vor. His prais­es in­creased Raoul’s friend­ship twofold. Then came the ques­tion of gal­lantry and love af­fairs. Un­der this head, al­so, Bragelonne had much more to hear than to tell. He lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly and fan­cied that he dis­cov­ered through three or four rather friv­o­lous ad­ven­tures, that the count, like him­self, had a se­cret to hide in the depths of his heart.

			De Guiche, as we have said be­fore, had been ed­u­cat­ed at the court, and the in­trigues of this court were not un­known to him. It was the same court of which Raoul had so of­ten heard the Comte de la Fère speak, ex­cept that its as­pect had much changed since the pe­ri­od when Athos had him­self been part of it; there­fore ev­ery­thing which the Count de Guiche re­lat­ed was new to his trav­el­ing com­pan­ion. The young count, wit­ty and caus­tic, passed all the world in re­view; the queen her­self was not spared, and Car­di­nal Mazarin came in for his share of ridicule.

			The day passed away as rapid­ly as an hour. The count’s tu­tor, a man of the world and a bon vi­vant, up to his eyes in learn­ing, as his pupil de­scribed him, of­ten re­called the pro­found eru­di­tion, the wit­ty and caus­tic satire of Athos to Raoul; but as re­gard­ed grace, del­i­ca­cy, and no­bil­i­ty of ex­ter­nal ap­pear­ance, no one in these points was to be com­pared to the Comte de la Fère.

			The hors­es, which were more kind­ly used than on the pre­vi­ous day, stopped at Ar­ras at four o’clock in the evening. They were ap­proach­ing the scene of war; and as bands of Spaniards some­times took ad­van­tage of the night to make ex­pe­di­tions even as far as the neigh­bor­hood of Ar­ras, they de­ter­mined to re­main in the town un­til the mor­row. The French army held all be­tween Pont-à-Marc as far as Va­len­ci­ennes, fall­ing back up­on Douai. The prince was said to be in per­son at Bethune.

			The en­e­my’s army ex­tend­ed from Cas­sel to Cour­tray; and as there was no species of vi­o­lence or pil­lage it did not com­mit, the poor peo­ple on the fron­tier quit­ted their iso­lat­ed dwellings and fled for refuge in­to the strong cities which held out a shel­ter to them. Ar­ras was en­cum­bered with fugi­tives. An ap­proach­ing bat­tle was much spo­ken of, the prince hav­ing ma­noeu­vred, un­til that move­ment, on­ly in or­der to await a re­in­force­ment that had just reached him.

			The young men con­grat­u­lat­ed them­selves on hav­ing ar­rived so op­por­tune­ly. The evening was em­ployed in dis­cussing the war; the grooms pol­ished their arms; the young men load­ed the pis­tols in case of a skir­mish, and they awoke in de­spair, hav­ing both dreamed that they had ar­rived too late to par­tic­i­pate in the bat­tle. In the morn­ing it was ru­mored that Prince de Condé had evac­u­at­ed Bethune and fall­en back on Carvin, leav­ing, how­ev­er, a strong gar­ri­son in the for­mer city.

			But as there was noth­ing pos­i­tive­ly cer­tain in this re­port, the young war­riors de­cid­ed to con­tin­ue their way to­ward Bethune, free on the road to di­verge to the right and march to Carvin if nec­es­sary.

			The count’s tu­tor was well ac­quaint­ed with the coun­try; he con­se­quent­ly pro­posed to take a cross­road, which lay be­tween that of Lens and that of Bethune. They ob­tained in­for­ma­tion at Ablain, and a state­ment of their route was left for Gri­maud. About sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing they set out. De Guiche, who was young and im­pul­sive, said to Raoul, “Here we are, three mas­ters and three ser­vants. Our valets are well armed and yours seems to be tough enough.”

			“I have nev­er seen him put to the test,” replied Raoul, “but he is a Bre­ton, which prom­ises some­thing.”

			“Yes, yes,” re­sumed de Guiche; “I am sure he can fire a mus­ket when re­quired. On my side I have two sure men, who have been in ac­tion with my fa­ther. We there­fore rep­re­sent six fight­ing men; if we should meet a lit­tle troop of en­e­mies, equal or even su­pe­ri­or in num­ber to our own, shall we charge them, Raoul?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir,” replied the vis­count.

			“Hol­loa! young peo­ple—stop there!” said the tu­tor, join­ing in the con­ver­sa­tion. “Zounds! how you ma­noeu­vre my in­struc­tions, count! You seem to for­get the or­ders I re­ceived to con­duct you safe and sound to His High­ness the prince! Once with the army you may be killed at your good plea­sure; but un­til that time, I warn you that in my ca­pac­i­ty of gen­er­al of the army I shall or­der a re­treat and turn my back on the first red coat we come across.” De Guiche and Raoul glanced at each oth­er, smil­ing.

			They ar­rived at Ablain with­out ac­ci­dent. There they in­quired and learned that the prince had in re­al­i­ty quit­ted Bethune and sta­tioned him­self be­tween Cam­bria and La Ven­thie. There­fore, leav­ing di­rec­tions at ev­ery place for Gri­maud, they took a cross­road which con­duct­ed the lit­tle troop by the bank of a small stream flow­ing in­to the Lys. The coun­try was beau­ti­ful, in­ter­sect­ed by val­leys as green as the emer­ald. Here and there they passed lit­tle copses cross­ing the path which they were fol­low­ing. In an­tic­i­pa­tion of some am­bus­cade in each of these lit­tle woods the tu­tor placed his two ser­vants at the head of the band, thus form­ing the ad­vance guard. Him­self and the two young men rep­re­sent­ed the body of the army, whilst Oli­vain, with his ri­fle up­on his knee and his eyes up­on the watch, pro­tect­ed the rear.

			They had ob­served for some time be­fore them, on the hori­zon, a rather thick wood; and when they had ar­rived at a dis­tance of a hun­dred steps from it, Mon­sieur d’Arminges took his usu­al pre­cau­tions and sent on in ad­vance the count’s two grooms. The ser­vants had just dis­ap­peared un­der the trees, fol­lowed by the tu­tor, and the young men were laugh­ing and talk­ing about a hun­dred yards off. Oli­vain was at the same dis­tance in the rear, when sud­den­ly there re­sound­ed five or six mus­ket-shots. The tu­tor cried halt; the young men obeyed, pulling up their steeds, and at the same mo­ment the two valets were seen re­turn­ing at a gal­lop.

			The young men, im­pa­tient to learn the cause of the fir­ing, spurred on to­ward the ser­vants. The tu­tor fol­lowed them.

			“Were you stopped?” ea­ger­ly in­quired the two youths.

			“No,” replied the ser­vants, “it is even prob­a­ble that we have not been seen; the shots were fired about a hun­dred paces in ad­vance of us, in the thick­est part of the wood, and we re­turned to ask your ad­vice.”

			“My ad­vice is this,” said Mon­sieur d’Arminges, “and if needs be, my will, that we beat a re­treat. There may be an am­bus­cade con­cealed in this wood.”

			“Did you see noth­ing there?” asked the count.

			“I thought I saw,” said one of the ser­vants, “horse­men dressed in yel­low, creep­ing along the bed of the stream.

			“That’s it,” said the tu­tor. “We have fall­en in with a par­ty of Spaniards. Come back, sirs, back.”

			The two youths looked at each oth­er, and at this mo­ment a pis­tol-shot and cries for help were heard. An­oth­er glance be­tween the young men con­vinced them both that nei­ther had any wish to go back, and as the tu­tor had al­ready turned his horse’s head, they both spurred for­ward, Raoul cry­ing: “Fol­low me, Oli­vain!” and the Count de Guiche: “Fol­low, Ur­ban and Planchet!” And be­fore the tu­tor could re­cov­er from his sur­prise they had both dis­ap­peared in­to the for­est. Whilst they spurred their steeds they held their pis­tols ready al­so. In five min­utes they ar­rived at the spot whence the noise had pro­ceed­ed, and then re­strain­ing their hors­es, they ad­vanced cau­tious­ly.

			“Hush,” whis­pered de Guiche, “these are cav­a­liers.”

			“Yes, three on horse­back and three who have dis­mount­ed.”

			“Can you see what they are do­ing?”

			“Yes, they ap­pear to be search­ing a wound­ed or dead man.”

			“It is some cow­ard­ly as­sas­si­na­tion,” said de Guiche.

			“They are sol­diers, though,” re­sumed de Bragelonne.

			“Yes, skir­mish­ers; that is to say, high­way rob­bers.”

			“At them!” cried Raoul. “At them!” echoed de Guiche.

			“Oh! gen­tle­men! gen­tle­men! in the name of Heav­en!” cried the poor tu­tor.

			But he was not lis­tened to, and his cries on­ly served to arouse the at­ten­tion of the Spaniards.

			The men on horse­back at once rushed at the two youths, leav­ing the three oth­ers to com­plete the plun­der of the dead or wound­ed trav­el­ers; for on ap­proach­ing near­er, in­stead of one ex­tend­ed fig­ure, the young men dis­cov­ered two. De Guiche fired the first shot at ten paces and missed his man; and the Spaniard, who had ad­vanced to meet Raoul, aimed in his turn, and Raoul felt a pain in the left arm, sim­i­lar to that of a blow from a whip. He let off his fire at but four paces. Struck in the breast and ex­tend­ing his arms, the Spaniard fell back on the crup­per, and the ter­ri­fied horse, turn­ing around, car­ried him off.

			Raoul at this mo­ment per­ceived the muz­zle of a gun point­ed at him, and re­mem­ber­ing the rec­om­men­da­tion of Athos, he, with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning, made his horse rear as the shot was fired. His horse bound­ed to one side, los­ing its foot­ing, and fell, en­tan­gling Raoul’s leg un­der its body. The Spaniard sprang for­ward and seized the gun by its muz­zle, in or­der to strike Raoul on the head with the butt. In the po­si­tion in which Raoul lay, un­for­tu­nate­ly, he could nei­ther draw his sword from the scab­bard, nor his pis­tols from their hol­sters. The butt end of the mus­ket hov­ered over his head, and he could scarce­ly re­strain him­self from clos­ing his eyes, when with one bound Guiche reached the Spaniard and placed a pis­tol at his throat. “Yield!” he cried, “or you are a dead man!” The mus­ket fell from the sol­dier’s hands, who yield­ed on the in­stant. Guiche sum­moned one of his grooms, and de­liv­er­ing the pris­on­er in­to his charge, with or­ders to shoot him through the head if he at­tempt­ed to es­cape, he leaped from his horse and ap­proached Raoul.

			“Faith, sir,” said Raoul, smil­ing, al­though his pal­lor be­trayed the ex­cite­ment con­se­quent on a first af­fair, “you are in a great hur­ry to pay your debts and have not been long un­der any obli­ga­tion to me. With­out your aid,” con­tin­ued he, re­peat­ing the count’s words “I should have been a dead man—thrice dead.”

			“My an­tag­o­nist took flight,” replied de Guiche “and left me at lib­er­ty to come to your as­sis­tance. But are you se­ri­ous­ly wound­ed? I see you are cov­ered with blood!”

			“I be­lieve,” said Raoul, “that I have got some­thing like a scratch on the arm. If you will help me to drag my­self from un­der my horse I hope noth­ing need pre­vent us con­tin­u­ing our jour­ney.”

			Mon­sieur d’Arminges and Oli­vain had al­ready dis­mount­ed and were at­tempt­ing to raise the strug­gling horse. At last Raoul suc­ceed­ed in draw­ing his foot from the stir­rup and his leg from un­der the an­i­mal, and in a sec­ond he was on his feet again.

			“Noth­ing bro­ken?” asked de Guiche.

			“Faith, no, thank Heav­en!” replied Raoul; “but what has be­come of the poor wretch­es whom these scoundrels were mur­der­ing?”

			“I fear we ar­rived too late. They have killed them, I think, and tak­en flight, car­ry­ing off their booty. My ser­vants are ex­am­in­ing the bod­ies.”

			“Let us go and see whether they are quite dead, or if they can still be helped,” sug­gest­ed Raoul. “Oli­vain, we have come in­to pos­ses­sion of two hors­es, but I have lost my own. Take for your­self the bet­ter of the two and give me yours.”

			They ap­proached the spot where the un­for­tu­nate vic­tims lay.

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				The Monk

			
			Two men lay prone up­on the ground, one bathed in blood and mo­tion­less, with his face to­ward the earth; this one was dead. The oth­er leaned against a tree, sup­port­ed there by the two valets, and was pray­ing fer­vent­ly, with clasped hands and eyes raised to Heav­en. He had re­ceived a ball in his thigh, which had bro­ken the bone. The young men first ap­proached the dead man.

			“He is a priest,” said Bragelonne, “he has worn the ton­sure. Oh, the scoundrels! to lift their hands against a min­is­ter of God.”

			“Come here, sir,” said Ur­ban, an old sol­dier who had served un­der the car­di­nal duke in all his cam­paigns; “come here, there is noth­ing to be done with him, whilst we may per­haps be able to save the oth­er.”

			The wound­ed man smiled sad­ly. “Save me! Oh, no!” said he, “but help me to die, if you can.”

			“Are you a priest?” asked Raoul.

			“No sir.”

			“I ask, as your un­for­tu­nate com­pan­ion ap­peared to me to be­long to the church.”

			“He is the cu­rate of Bethune, sir, and was car­ry­ing the holy ves­sels be­long­ing to his church, and the trea­sure of the chap­ter, to a safe place, the prince hav­ing aban­doned our town yes­ter­day; and as it was known that bands of the en­e­my were prowl­ing about the coun­try, no one dared to ac­com­pa­ny the good man, so I of­fered to do so.

			“And, sir,” con­tin­ued the wound­ed man, “I suf­fer much and would like, if pos­si­ble, to be car­ried to some house.”

			“Where you can be re­lieved?” asked de Guiche.

			“No, where I can con­fess.”

			“But per­haps you are not so dan­ger­ous­ly wound­ed as you think,” said Raoul.

			“Sir,” replied the wound­ed man, “be­lieve me, there is no time to lose; the ball has bro­ken the thigh bone and en­tered the in­testines.”

			“Are you a sur­geon?” asked de Guiche.

			“No, but I know a lit­tle about wounds, and mine, I know, is mor­tal. Try, there­fore, ei­ther to car­ry me to some place where I may see a priest or take the trou­ble to send one to me here. It is my soul that must be saved; as for my body, it is lost.”

			“To die whilst do­ing a good deed! It is im­pos­si­ble. God will help you.”

			“Gen­tle­men, in the name of Heav­en!” said the wound­ed man, col­lect­ing all his forces, as if to get up, “let us not lose time in use­less words. Ei­ther help me to gain the near­est vil­lage or swear to me on your sal­va­tion that you will send me the first monk, the first curé, the first priest you may meet. But,” he added in a de­spair­ing tone, “per­haps no one will dare to come for it is known that the Spaniards are rang­ing through the coun­try, and I shall die with­out ab­so­lu­tion. My God! my God! Good God! good God!” added the wound­ed man, in an ac­cent of ter­ror which made the young men shud­der; “you will not al­low that? that would be too ter­ri­ble!”

			“Calm your­self, sir,” replied de Guiche. “I swear to you, you shall re­ceive the con­so­la­tion that you ask. On­ly tell us where we shall find a house at which we can de­mand aid and a vil­lage from which we can fetch a priest.”

			“Thank you, and God re­ward you! About half a mile from this, on the same road, there is an inn, and about a mile fur­ther on, af­ter leav­ing the inn, you will reach the vil­lage of Greney. There you must find the cu­rate, or if he is not at home, go to the con­vent of the Au­gustines, which is the last house on the right, and bring me one of the broth­ers. Monk or priest, it mat­ters not, pro­vid­ed on­ly that he has re­ceived from holy church the pow­er of ab­solv­ing in ar­tic­u­lo mor­tis.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Arminges,” said de Guiche, “re­main be­side this un­for­tu­nate man and see that he is re­moved as gen­tly as pos­si­ble. The vi­comte and my­self will go and find a priest.”

			“Go, sir,” replied the tu­tor; “but in Heav­en’s name do not ex­pose your­self to dan­ger!”

			“Do not fear. Be­sides, we are safe for to­day; you know the ax­iom, Non bis in idem.”

			“Courage, sir,” said Raoul to the wound­ed man. “We are go­ing to ex­e­cute your wish­es.”

			“May Heav­en pros­per you!” replied the dy­ing man, with an ac­cent of grat­i­tude im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe.

			The two young men gal­loped off in the di­rec­tion men­tioned and in ten min­utes reached the inn. Raoul, with­out dis­mount­ing, called to the host and an­nounced that a wound­ed man was about to be brought to his house and begged him in the mean­time to pre­pare ev­ery­thing need­ful. He de­sired him al­so, should he know in the neigh­bor­hood any doc­tor or chirur­geon, to fetch him, tak­ing on him­self the pay­ment of the mes­sen­ger.

			The host, who saw two young no­ble­men, rich­ly clad, promised ev­ery­thing they re­quired, and our two cav­a­liers, af­ter see­ing that prepa­ra­tions for the re­cep­tion were ac­tu­al­ly be­gun, start­ed off again and pro­ceed­ed rapid­ly to­ward Greney.

			They had gone rather more than a league and had be­gun to de­scry the first hous­es of the vil­lage, the red-tiled roofs of which stood out from the green trees which sur­round­ed them, when, com­ing to­ward them mount­ed on a mule, they per­ceived a poor monk, whose large hat and gray worsted dress made them take him for an Au­gus­tine broth­er. Chance for once seemed to fa­vor them in send­ing what they were so as­sid­u­ous­ly seek­ing. He was a man about twen­ty-two or twen­ty-three years old, but who ap­peared much old­er from as­cetic ex­er­cis­es. His com­plex­ion was pale, not of that dead­ly pal­lor which is a kind of neu­tral beau­ty, but of a bil­ious, yel­low hue; his col­or­less hair was short and scarce­ly ex­tend­ed be­yond the cir­cle formed by the hat around his head, and his light blue eyes seemed des­ti­tute of any ex­pres­sion.

			“Sir,” be­gan Raoul, with his usu­al po­lite­ness, “are you an ec­cle­si­as­tic?”

			“Why do you ask me that?” replied the stranger, with a cool­ness which was bare­ly civ­il.

			“Be­cause we want to know,” said de Guiche, haugh­ti­ly.

			The stranger touched his mule with his heel and con­tin­ued his way.

			In a sec­ond de Guiche had sprung be­fore him and barred his pas­sage. “An­swer, sir,” ex­claimed he; “you have been asked po­lite­ly, and ev­ery ques­tion is worth an an­swer.”

			“I sup­pose I am free to say or not to say who I am to two strangers who take a fan­cy to ask me.”

			It was with dif­fi­cul­ty that de Guiche re­strained the in­tense de­sire he had of break­ing the monk’s bones.

			“In the first place,” he said, mak­ing an ef­fort to con­trol him­self, “we are not peo­ple who may be treat­ed any­how; my friend there is the Vis­count of Bragelonne and I am the Count de Guiche. Nor was it from caprice we asked the ques­tion, for there is a wound­ed and dy­ing man who de­mands the suc­cor of the church. If you be a priest, I con­jure you in the name of hu­man­i­ty to fol­low me to aid this man; if you be not, it is a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, and I warn you in the name of cour­tesy, of which you ap­pear pro­found­ly ig­no­rant, that I shall chas­tise you for your in­so­lence.”

			The pale face of the monk be­came so livid and his smile so strange, that Raoul, whose eyes were still fixed up­on him, felt as if this smile had struck to his heart like an in­sult.

			“He is some Span­ish or Flem­ish spy,” said he, putting his hand to his pis­tol. A glance, threat­en­ing and tran­sient as light­ning, replied to Raoul.

			“Well, sir,” said de Guiche, “are you go­ing to re­ply?”

			“I am a priest,” said the young man.

			“Then, fa­ther,” said Raoul, forc­ing him­self to con­vey a re­spect by speech that did not come from his heart, “if you are a priest you have an op­por­tu­ni­ty, as my friend has told you, of ex­er­cis­ing your vo­ca­tion. At the next inn you will find a wound­ed man, now be­ing at­tend­ed by our ser­vants, who has asked the as­sis­tance of a min­is­ter of God.”

			“I will go,” said the monk.

			And he touched his mule.

			“If you do not go, sir,” said de Guiche, “re­mem­ber that we have two steeds able to catch your mule and the pow­er of hav­ing you seized wher­ev­er you may be; and then I swear your tri­al will be sum­ma­ry; one can al­ways find a tree and a cord.”

			The monk’s eye again flashed, but that was all; he mere­ly re­peat­ed his phrase, “I will go”—and he went.

			“Let us fol­low him,” said de Guiche; “it will be the surest plan.”

			“I was about to pro­pose so do­ing,” an­swered de Bragelonne.

			In the space of five min­utes the monk turned around to as­cer­tain whether he was fol­lowed or not.

			“You see,” said Raoul, “we have done wise­ly.”

			“What a hor­ri­ble face that monk has,” said de Guiche.

			“Hor­ri­ble!” replied Raoul, “es­pe­cial­ly in ex­pres­sion.”

			“Yes, yes,” said de Guiche, “a strange face; but these monks are sub­ject to such de­grad­ing prac­tices; their fasts make them pale, the blows of the dis­ci­pline make them hyp­ocrites, and their eyes be­come in­flamed through weep­ing for the good things of this life we com­mon folk en­joy, but they have lost.”

			“Well,” said Raoul, “the poor man will get his priest, but, by Heav­en, the pen­i­tent ap­pears to me to have a bet­ter con­science than the con­fes­sor. I con­fess I am ac­cus­tomed to priests of a very dif­fer­ent ap­pear­ance.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed de Guiche, “you must un­der­stand that this is one of those wan­der­ing broth­ers, who go beg­ging on the high road un­til some day a benefice falls down from Heav­en on them; they are most­ly for­eign­ers—Scotch, Irish or Dan­ish. I have seen them be­fore.”

			“As ug­ly?”

			“No, but rea­son­ably hideous.”

			“What a mis­for­tune for the wound­ed man to die un­der the hands of such a fri­ar!”

			“Pshaw!” said de Guiche. “Ab­so­lu­tion comes not from him who ad­min­is­ters it, but from God. How­ev­er, for my part, I would rather die un­shriv­en than have any­thing to say to such a con­fes­sor. You are of my opin­ion, are you not, vis­count? and I see you play­ing with the pom­mel of your sword, as if you had a great in­cli­na­tion to break the holy fa­ther’s head.”

			“Yes, count, it is a strange thing and one which might as­ton­ish you, but I feel an in­de­scrib­able hor­ror at the sight of yon­der man. Have you ev­er seen a snake rise up on your path?”

			“Nev­er,” an­swered de Guiche.

			“Well, it has hap­pened to me to do so in our Blaisois forests, and I re­mem­ber that the first time I en­coun­tered one with its eyes fixed up­on me, curled up, swing­ing its head and point­ing its tongue, I re­mained fixed, pale and as though fas­ci­nat­ed, un­til the mo­ment when the Comte de la Fère—”

			“Your fa­ther?” asked de Guiche.

			“No, my guardian,” replied Raoul, blush­ing.

			“Very well—”

			“Un­til the mo­ment when the Comte de la Fère,” re­sumed Raoul, “said, ‘Come, Bragelonne, draw your sword’; then on­ly I rushed up­on the rep­tile and cut it in two, just at the mo­ment when it was ris­ing on its tail and hiss­ing, ere it sprang up­on me. Well, I vow I felt ex­act­ly the same sen­sa­tion at sight of that man when he said, ‘Why do you ask me that?’ and looked so strange­ly at me.”

			“Then you re­gret that you did not cut your ser­pent in two morsels?”

			“Faith, yes, al­most,” said Raoul.

			They had now ar­rived with­in sight of the lit­tle inn and could see on the op­po­site side the pro­ces­sion bear­ing the wound­ed man and guid­ed by Mon­sieur d’Arminges. The youths spurred on.

			“There is the wound­ed man,” said de Guiche, pass­ing close to the Au­gus­tine broth­er. “Be good enough to hur­ry your­self a lit­tle, Mon­sieur monk.”

			As for Raoul, he avoid­ed the monk by the whole width of the road and passed him, turn­ing his head away in re­pul­sion.

			The young men rode up to the wound­ed man to an­nounce that they were fol­lowed by the priest. He raised him­self to glance in the di­rec­tion which they point­ed out, saw the monk, and fell back up­on the lit­ter, his face il­lu­mined by joy.

			“And now,” said the youths, “we have done all we can for you; and as we are in haste to re­join the prince’s army we must con­tin­ue our jour­ney. You will ex­cuse us, sir, but we are told that a bat­tle is ex­pect­ed and we do not wish to ar­rive the day af­ter it.”

			“Go, my young sirs,” said the sick man, “and may you both be blessed for your piety. You have done for me, as you promised, all that you could do. As for me I can on­ly re­peat, may God pro­tect you and all dear to you!”

			“Sir,” said de Guiche to his tu­tor, “we will pre­cede you, and you can re­join us on the road to Cam­brin.”

			The host was at his door and ev­ery­thing was pre­pared—bed, ban­dages, and lint; and a groom had gone to Lens, the near­est vil­lage, for a doc­tor.

			“Ev­ery­thing,” said he to Raoul, “shall be done as you de­sire; but you will not stop to have your wound dressed?”

			“Oh, my wound—mine—’tis noth­ing,” replied the vis­count; “it will be time to think about it when we next halt; on­ly have the good­ness, should you see a cav­a­lier who makes in­quiries about a young man on a chest­nut horse fol­lowed by a ser­vant, to tell him, in fact, that you have seen me, but that I have con­tin­ued my jour­ney and in­tend to dine at Mazin­garbe and to stop at Cam­brin. This cav­a­lier is my at­ten­dant.”

			“Would it not be safer and more cer­tain if I should ask him his name and tell him yours?” de­mand­ed the host.

			“There is no harm in over-pre­cau­tion. I am the Vis­count de Bragelonne and he is called Gri­maud.”

			At this mo­ment the wound­ed man ar­rived from one di­rec­tion and the monk from the oth­er, the lat­ter dis­mount­ing from his mule and de­sir­ing that it should be tak­en to the sta­bles with­out be­ing un­har­nessed.

			“Sir Monk,” said de Guiche, “con­fess well that brave man; and be not con­cerned for your ex­pens­es or for those of your mule; all is paid.”

			“Thanks, Mon­sieur,” said the monk, with one of those smiles that made Bragelonne shud­der.

			“Come, count,” said Raoul, who seemed in­stinc­tive­ly to dis­like the vicin­i­ty of the Au­gus­tine; “come, I feel ill here,” and the two young men spurred on.

			The lit­ter, borne by two ser­vants, now en­tered the house. The host and his wife were stand­ing on the steps, whilst the un­hap­py man seemed to suf­fer dread­ful pain and yet to be con­cerned on­ly to know if he was fol­lowed by the monk. At sight of this pale, bleed­ing man, the wife grasped her hus­band’s arm.

			“Well, what’s the mat­ter?” asked the lat­ter, “are you go­ing to be ill just now?”

			“No, but look,” replied the host­ess, point­ing to the wound­ed man; “I ask you if you rec­og­nize him?”

			“That man—wait a bit.”

			“Ah! I see you know him,” ex­claimed the wife; “for you have be­come pale in your turn.”

			“Tru­ly,” cried the host, “mis­for­tune is com­ing on our house; it is the for­mer ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune.”

			“The for­mer ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune!” mur­mured the young monk, shrink­ing back and show­ing on his coun­te­nance the feel­ing of re­pug­nance which his pen­i­tent in­spired.

			Mon­sieur d’Arminges, who was at the door, per­ceived his hes­i­ta­tion.

			“Sir monk,” said he, “whether he is now or has been an ex­e­cu­tion­er, this un­for­tu­nate be­ing is none the less a man. Ren­der to him, then, the last ser­vice he can by any pos­si­bil­i­ty ask of you, and your work will be all the more mer­i­to­ri­ous.”

			The monk made no re­ply, but silent­ly wend­ed his way to the room where the two valets had de­posit­ed the dy­ing man on a bed. D’Arminges and Oli­vain and the two grooms then mount­ed their hors­es, and all four start­ed off at a quick trot to re­join Raoul and his com­pan­ion. Just as the tu­tor and his es­cort dis­ap­peared in their turn, a new trav­el­er stopped on the thresh­old of the inn.

			“What does your wor­ship want?” de­mand­ed the host, pale and trem­bling from the dis­cov­ery he had just made.

			The trav­el­er made a sign as if he wished to drink, and then point­ed to his horse and ges­tic­u­lat­ed like a man who is brush­ing some­thing.

			Ah, di­a­ble! said the host to him­self; this man seems dumb. “And where will your wor­ship drink?”

			“There,” an­swered the trav­el­er, point­ing to the ta­ble.

			I was mis­tak­en, said the host, he’s not quite dumb. “And what else does your wor­ship wish for?”

			“To know if you have seen a young man pass, fif­teen years of age, mount­ed on a chest­nut horse and fol­lowed by a groom?”

			“The Vis­count de Bragelonne?”

			“Just so.”

			“Then you are called Mon­sieur Gri­maud?”

			The trav­el­er made a sign of as­sent.

			“Well, then,” said the host, “your young mas­ter was here a quar­ter of an hour ago; he will dine at Mazin­garbe and sleep at Cam­brin.”

			“How far is Mazin­garbe?”

			“Two miles and a half.”

			“Thank you.”

			Gri­maud was drink­ing his wine silent­ly and had just placed his glass on the ta­ble to be filled a sec­ond time, when a ter­rif­ic scream re­sound­ed from the room oc­cu­pied by the monk and the dy­ing man. Gri­maud sprang up.

			“What is that?” said he; “whence comes that cry?”

			“From the wound­ed man’s room,” replied the host.

			“What wound­ed man?”

			“The for­mer ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune, who has just been brought in here, as­sas­si­nat­ed by Spaniards, and who is now be­ing con­fessed by an Au­gus­tine fri­ar.”

			“The old ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune,” mut­tered Gri­maud; “a man be­tween fifty-five and six­ty, tall, strong, swarthy, black hair and beard?”

			“That is he, ex­cept that his beard has turned gray and his hair is white; do you know him?” asked the host.

			“I have seen him once,” replied Gri­maud, a cloud dark­en­ing his coun­te­nance at the pic­ture so sud­den­ly sum­moned to the bar of rec­ol­lec­tion.

			At this in­stant a sec­ond cry, less pierc­ing than the first, but fol­lowed by pro­longed groan­ing, was heard.

			The three lis­ten­ers looked at one an­oth­er in alarm.

			“We must see what it is,” said Gri­maud.

			“It sounds like the cry of one who is be­ing mur­dered,” mur­mured the host.

			“Mon Dieu!” said the wom­an, cross­ing her­self.

			If Gri­maud was slow in speak­ing, we know that he was quick to act; he sprang to the door and shook it vi­o­lent­ly, but it was bolt­ed on the oth­er side.

			“Open the door!” cried the host; “open it in­stant­ly, Sir Monk!”

			No re­ply.

			“Un­fas­ten it, or I will break it in!” said Gri­maud.

			The same si­lence, and then, ere the host could op­pose his de­sign, Gri­maud seized a pair of pin­cers he per­ceived in a cor­ner and forced the bolt. The room was in­un­dat­ed with blood, drip­ping from the mat­tress­es up­on which lay the wound­ed man, speech­less; the monk had dis­ap­peared.

			“The monk!” cried the host; “where is the monk?”

			Gri­maud sprang to­ward an open win­dow which looked in­to the court­yard.

			“He has es­caped by this means,” ex­claimed he.

			“Do you think so?” said the host, be­wil­dered; “boy, see if the mule be­long­ing to the monk is still in the sta­ble.”

			“There is no mule,” cried he to whom this ques­tion was ad­dressed.

			The host clasped his hands and looked around him sus­pi­cious­ly, whilst Gri­maud knit his brows and ap­proached the wound­ed man, whose worn, hard fea­tures awoke in his mind such aw­ful rec­ol­lec­tions of the past.

			“There can be no longer any doubt but that it is him­self,” said he.

			“Does he still live?” in­quired the innkeep­er.

			Mak­ing no re­ply, Gri­maud opened the poor man’s jack­et to feel if the heart beat, whilst the host ap­proached in his turn; but in a mo­ment they both fell back, the host ut­ter­ing a cry of hor­ror and Gri­maud be­com­ing pal­lid. The blade of a dag­ger was buried up to the hilt in the left side of the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			“Run! run for help!” cried Gri­maud, “and I will re­main be­side him here.”

			The host quit­ted the room in ag­i­ta­tion, and as for his wife, she had fled at the sound of her hus­band’s cries.

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				The Ab­so­lu­tion

			
			This is what had tak­en place: We have seen that it was not of his own free will, but, on the con­trary, very re­luc­tant­ly, that the monk at­tend­ed the wound­ed man who had been rec­om­mend­ed to him in so strange a man­ner. Per­haps he would have sought to es­cape by flight had he seen any pos­si­bil­i­ty of do­ing so. He was re­strained by the threats of the two gen­tle­men and by the pres­ence of their at­ten­dants, who doubt­less had re­ceived their in­struc­tions. And be­sides, he con­sid­ered it most ex­pe­di­ent, with­out ex­hibit­ing too much ill-will, to fol­low to the end his role as con­fes­sor.

			The monk en­tered the cham­ber and ap­proached the bed of the wound­ed man. The ex­e­cu­tion­er searched his face with the quick glance pe­cu­liar to those who are about to die and have no time to lose. He made a move­ment of sur­prise and said:

			“Fa­ther, you are very young.”

			“Men who bear my robe have no age,” replied the monk, dry­ly.

			“Alas, speak to me more gen­tly, fa­ther; in my last mo­ments I need a friend.”

			“Do you suf­fer much?” asked the monk.

			“Yes, but in my soul much more than in my body.”

			“We will save your soul,” said the young man; “but are you re­al­ly the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune, as these peo­ple say?”

			“That is to say,” ea­ger­ly replied the wound­ed man, who doubt­less feared that the name of ex­e­cu­tion­er would take from him the last help that he could claim—“that is to say, I was, but am no longer; it is fif­teen years since I gave up the of­fice. I still as­sist at ex­e­cu­tions, but no longer strike the blow my­self—no, in­deed.”

			“You have, then, a re­pug­nance to your pro­fes­sion?”

			“So long as I struck in the name of the law and of jus­tice my pro­fes­sion al­lowed me to sleep qui­et­ly, shel­tered as I was by jus­tice and law; but since that ter­ri­ble night when I be­came an in­stru­ment of pri­vate vengeance and when with per­son­al ha­tred I raised the sword over one of God’s crea­tures—since that day—”

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er paused and shook his head with an ex­pres­sion of de­spair.

			“Tell me about it,” said the monk, who, sit­ting on the foot of the bed, be­gan to be in­ter­est­ed in a sto­ry so strange­ly in­tro­duced.

			“Ah!” cried the dy­ing man, with all the ef­fu­sive­ness of a grief de­clared af­ter long sup­pres­sion, “ah! I have sought to sti­fle re­morse by twen­ty years of good deeds; I have as­suaged the nat­u­ral fe­roc­i­ty of those who shed blood; on ev­ery oc­ca­sion I have ex­posed my life to save those who were in dan­ger, and I have pre­served lives in ex­change for that I took away. That is not all; the mon­ey gained in the ex­er­cise of my pro­fes­sion I have dis­trib­uted to the poor; I have been as­sid­u­ous in at­tend­ing church and those who for­mer­ly fled from me have be­come ac­cus­tomed to see­ing me. All have for­giv­en me, some have even loved me; but I think that God has not par­doned me, for the mem­o­ry of that ex­e­cu­tion pur­sues me con­stant­ly and ev­ery night I see that wom­an’s ghost ris­ing be­fore me.”

			“A wom­an! You have as­sas­si­nat­ed a wom­an, then?” cried the monk.

			“You al­so!” ex­claimed the ex­e­cu­tion­er, “you use that word which sounds ev­er in my ears—‘as­sas­si­nat­ed!’ I have as­sas­si­nat­ed, then, and not ex­e­cut­ed! I am an as­sas­sin, then, and not an of­fi­cer of jus­tice!” and he closed his eyes with a groan.

			The monk doubt­less feared that he would die with­out say­ing more, for he ex­claimed ea­ger­ly:

			“Go on, I know noth­ing, as yet; when you have fin­ished your sto­ry, God and I will judge.”

			“Oh, fa­ther,” con­tin­ued the ex­e­cu­tion­er, with­out open­ing his eyes, as if he feared on open­ing them to see some fright­ful ob­ject, “it is es­pe­cial­ly when night comes on and when I have to cross a riv­er, that this ter­ror which I have been un­able to con­quer comes up­on me; it then seems as if my hand grew heavy, as if the cut­lass was still in its grasp, as if the wa­ter had the col­or of blood, and all the voic­es of na­ture—the whis­per­ing of the trees, the mur­mur of the wind, the lap­ping of the wave—unit­ed in a voice tear­ful, de­spair­ing, ter­ri­ble, cry­ing to me, ‘Place for the jus­tice of God!’ ”

			“Delir­i­um!” mur­mured the monk, shak­ing his head.

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er opened his eyes, turned to­ward the young man and grasped his arm.

			“ ‘Delir­i­um,’ ” he re­peat­ed; “ ‘delir­i­um,’ do you say? Oh, no! I re­mem­ber too well. It was evening; I had thrown the body in­to the riv­er and those words which my re­morse re­peats to me are those which I in my pride pro­nounced. Af­ter be­ing the in­stru­ment of hu­man jus­tice I as­pired to be that of the jus­tice of God.”

			“But let me see, how was it done? Speak,” said the monk.

			“It was at night. A man came to me and showed me an or­der and I fol­lowed him. Four oth­er no­ble­men await­ed me. They led me away masked. I re­served the right of re­fus­ing if the of­fice they re­quired of me should seem un­just. We trav­eled five or six leagues, se­ri­ous, silent, and al­most with­out speak­ing. At length, through the win­dow of a lit­tle hut, they showed me a wom­an sit­ting, lean­ing on a ta­ble, and said, ‘there is the per­son to be ex­e­cut­ed.’ ”

			“Hor­ri­ble!” said the monk. “And you obeyed?”

			“Fa­ther, that wom­an was a mon­ster. It was said that she had poi­soned her sec­ond hus­band; she had tried to as­sas­si­nate her broth­er-in-law; she had just poi­soned a young wom­an who was her ri­val, and be­fore leav­ing Eng­land she had, it was be­lieved, caused the fa­vorite of the king to be mur­dered.”

			“Buck­ing­ham?” cried the monk.

			“Yes, Buck­ing­ham.”

			“The wom­an was Eng­lish, then?”

			“No, she was French, but she had mar­ried in Eng­land.”

			The monk turned pale, wiped his brow and went and bolt­ed the door. The ex­e­cu­tion­er thought that he had aban­doned him and fell back, groan­ing, up­on his bed.

			“No, no; I am here,” said the monk, quick­ly com­ing back to him. “Go on; who were those men?”

			“One of them was a for­eign­er, Eng­lish, I think. The four oth­ers were French and wore the uni­form of Mus­ke­teers.”

			“Their names?” asked the monk.

			“I don’t know them, but the four oth­er no­ble­men called the En­glish­man ‘my lord.’ ”

			“Was the wom­an hand­some?”

			“Young and beau­ti­ful. Oh, yes, es­pe­cial­ly beau­ti­ful. I see her now, as on her knees at my feet, with her head thrown back, she begged for life. I have nev­er un­der­stood how I could have laid low a head so beau­ti­ful, with a face so pale.”

			The monk seemed ag­i­tat­ed by a strange emo­tion; he trem­bled all over; he seemed ea­ger to put a ques­tion which yet he dared not ask. At length, with a vi­o­lent ef­fort at self-con­trol:

			“The name of that wom­an?” he said.

			“I don’t know what it was. As I have said, she was twice mar­ried, once in France, the sec­ond time in Eng­land.”

			“She was young, you say?”

			“Twen­ty-five years old.”

			“Beau­ti­ful?”

			“Rav­ish­ing­ly.”

			“Blond?”

			“Yes.”

			“Abun­dance of hair—fall­ing over her shoul­ders?”

			“Yes.”

			“Eyes of an ad­mirable ex­pres­sion?”

			“When she chose. Oh, yes, it is she!”

			“A voice of strange sweet­ness?”

			“How do you know it?”

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er raised him­self on his el­bow and gazed with a fright­ened air at the monk, who be­came livid.

			“And you killed her?” the monk ex­claimed. “You were the tool of those cow­ards who dared not kill her them­selves? You had no pity for that youth­ful­ness, that beau­ty, that weak­ness?—you killed that wom­an?”

			“Alas! I have al­ready told you, fa­ther, that wom­an, un­der that an­gel­ic ap­pear­ance, had an in­fer­nal soul, and when I saw her, when I re­called all the evil she had done to me—”

			“To you? What could she have done to you? Come, tell me!”

			“She had se­duced and ru­ined my broth­er, a priest. She had fled with him from her con­vent.”

			“With your broth­er?”

			“Yes, my broth­er was her first lover, and she caused his death. Oh, fa­ther, do not look in that way at me! Oh, I am guilty, then; you will not par­don me?”

			The monk re­cov­ered his usu­al ex­pres­sion.

			“Yes, yes,” he said, “I will par­don you if you tell me all.”

			“Oh!” cried the ex­e­cu­tion­er, “all! all! all!”

			“An­swer, then. If she se­duced your broth­er—you said she se­duced him, did you not?”

			“Yes.”

			“If she caused his death—you said that she caused his death?”

			“Yes,” re­peat­ed the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			“Then you must know what her name was as a young girl.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu!” cried the ex­e­cu­tion­er, “I think I am dy­ing. Ab­so­lu­tion, fa­ther! ab­so­lu­tion.”

			“Tell me her name and I will give it.”

			“Her name was—My God, have pity on me!” mur­mured the ex­e­cu­tion­er; and he fell back on the bed, pale, trem­bling, and ap­par­ent­ly about to die.

			“Her name!” re­peat­ed the monk, bend­ing over him as if to tear from him the name if he would not ut­ter it; “her name! Speak, or no ab­so­lu­tion!”

			The dy­ing man col­lect­ed all his forces.

			The monk’s eyes glit­tered.

			“Anne de Bueil,” mur­mured the wound­ed man.

			“Anne de Bueil!” cried the monk, stand­ing up and lift­ing his hands to Heav­en. “Anne de Bueil! You said Anne de Bueil, did you not?”

			“Yes, yes, that was her name; and now ab­solve me, for I am dy­ing.”

			“I, ab­solve you!” cried the priest, with a laugh which made the dy­ing man’s hair stand on end; “I, ab­solve you? I am not a priest.”

			“You are not a priest!” cried the ex­e­cu­tion­er. “What, then, are you?”

			“I am about to tell you, wretch­ed man.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu!”

			“I am John Fran­cis de Win­ter.”

			“I do not know you,” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			“Wait, wait; you are go­ing to know me. I am John Fran­cis de Win­ter,” he re­peat­ed, “and that wom­an—”

			“Well, that wom­an?”

			“Was my moth­er!”

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er ut­tered the first cry, that ter­ri­ble cry which had been first heard.

			“Oh, par­don me, par­don me!” he mur­mured; “if not in the name of God, at least in your own name; if not as priest, then as son.”

			“Par­don you!” cried the pre­tend­ed monk, “par­don you! Per­haps God will par­don you, but I, nev­er!”

			“For pity’s sake,” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er, ex­tend­ing his arms.

			“No pity for him who had no pity! Die, im­pen­i­tent, die in de­spair, die and be damned!” And draw­ing a poniard from be­neath his robe he thrust it in­to the breast of the wound­ed man, say­ing, “Here is my ab­so­lu­tion!”

			Then was heard that sec­ond cry, not so loud as the first and fol­lowed by a long groan.

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er, who had lift­ed him­self up, fell back up­on his bed. As to the monk, with­out with­draw­ing the poniard from the wound, he ran to the win­dow, opened it, leaped out in­to the flow­ers of a small gar­den, glid­ed on­ward to the sta­ble, took out his mule, went out by a back gate, ran to a neigh­bour­ing thick­et, threw off his monk­ish garb, took from his valise the com­plete ha­bil­i­ment of a cav­a­lier, clothed him­self in it, went on foot to the first post, se­cured there a horse and con­tin­ued with a loose rein his jour­ney to Paris.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				Gri­maud Speaks

			
			Gri­maud was left alone with the ex­e­cu­tion­er, who in a few mo­ments opened his eyes.

			“Help, help,” he mur­mured; “oh, God! have I not a sin­gle friend in the world who will aid me ei­ther to live or to die?”

			“Take courage,” said Gri­maud; “they are gone to find as­sis­tance.”

			“Who are you?” asked the wound­ed man, fix­ing his half opened eyes on Gri­maud.

			“An old ac­quain­tance,” replied Gri­maud.

			“You?” and the wound­ed man sought to re­call the fea­tures of the per­son now be­fore him.

			“Un­der what cir­cum­stances did we meet?” he asked again.

			“One night, twen­ty years ago, my mas­ter fetched you from Bethune and con­duct­ed you to Ar­men­tières.”

			“I know you well now,” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er; “you were one of the four grooms.”

			“Just so.”

			“Where do you come from now?”

			“I was pass­ing by and drew up at this inn to rest my horse. They told me the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune was here and wound­ed, when you ut­tered two pierc­ing cries. At the first we ran to the door and at the sec­ond forced it open.”

			“And the monk?” ex­claimed the ex­e­cu­tion­er, “did you see the monk?”

			“What monk?”

			“The monk that was shut in with me.”

			“No, he was no longer here; he ap­pears to have fled by the win­dow. Was he the man that stabbed you?”

			“Yes,” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			Gri­maud moved as if to leave the room.

			“What are you go­ing to do?” asked the wound­ed man.

			“He must be ap­pre­hend­ed.”

			“Do not at­tempt it; he has re­venged him­self and has done well. Now I may hope that God will for­give me, since my crime is ex­pi­at­ed.”

			“Ex­plain your­self,” said Gri­maud.

			“The wom­an whom you and your mas­ters com­mand­ed me to kill—”

			“Mi­la­dy?”

			“Yes, Mi­la­dy; it is true you called her thus.”

			“What has the monk to do with this Mi­la­dy?”

			“She was his moth­er.”

			Gri­maud trem­bled and stared at the dy­ing man in a dull and lead­en man­ner.

			“His moth­er!” he re­peat­ed.

			“Yes, his moth­er.”

			“But does he know this se­cret, then?”

			“I mis­took him for a monk and re­vealed it to him in con­fes­sion.”

			“Un­hap­py man!” cried Gri­maud, whose face was cov­ered with sweat at the bare idea of the evil re­sults such a rev­e­la­tion might cause; “un­hap­py man, you named no one, I hope?”

			“I pro­nounced no name, for I knew none, ex­cept his moth­er’s, as a young girl, and it was by this name that he rec­og­nized her, but he knows that his un­cle was among her judges.”

			Thus speak­ing, he fell back ex­haust­ed. Gri­maud, wish­ing to re­lieve him, ad­vanced his hand to­ward the hilt of the dag­ger.

			“Touch me not!” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er; “if this dag­ger is with­drawn I shall die.”

			Gri­maud re­mained with his hand ex­tend­ed; then, strik­ing his fore­head, he ex­claimed:

			“Oh! if this man should ev­er dis­cov­er the names of the oth­ers, my mas­ter is lost.”

			“Haste! haste to him and warn him,” cried the wound­ed man, “if he still lives; warn his friends, too. My death, be­lieve me, will not be the end of this atro­cious mis­ad­ven­ture.”

			“Where was the monk go­ing?” asked Gri­maud.

			“To­ward Paris.”

			“Who stopped him?”

			“Two young gen­tle­men, who were on their way to join the army and the name of one of whom I heard his com­pan­ion men­tion—the Vis­count de Bragelonne.”

			“And it was this young man who brought the monk to you? Then it was the will of God that it should be so and this it is which makes it all so aw­ful,” con­tin­ued Gri­maud. “And yet that wom­an de­served her fate; do you not think so?”

			“On one’s deathbed the crimes of oth­ers ap­pear very small in com­par­i­son with one’s own,” said the ex­e­cu­tion­er; and fall­ing back ex­haust­ed he closed his eyes.

			Gri­maud was re­luc­tant to leave the man alone and yet he per­ceived the ne­ces­si­ty of start­ing at once to bear these tid­ings to the Comte de la Fère. Whilst he thus hes­i­tat­ed the host re-en­tered the room, fol­lowed not on­ly by a sur­geon, but by many oth­er per­sons, whom cu­rios­i­ty had at­tract­ed to the spot. The sur­geon ap­proached the dy­ing man, who seemed to have faint­ed.

			“We must first ex­tract the steel from the side,” said he, shak­ing his head in a sig­nif­i­cant man­ner.

			The prophe­cy which the wound­ed man had just ut­tered re­curred to Gri­maud, who turned away his head. The weapon, as we have al­ready stat­ed, was plunged in­to the body to the hilt, and as the sur­geon, tak­ing it by the end, drew it forth, the wound­ed man opened his eyes and fixed them on him in a man­ner tru­ly fright­ful. When at last the blade had been en­tire­ly with­drawn, a red froth is­sued from the mouth of the wound­ed man and a stream of blood spout­ed afresh from the wound when he at length drew breath; then, fix­ing his eyes up­on Gri­maud with a sin­gu­lar ex­pres­sion, the dy­ing man ut­tered the last death-rat­tle and ex­pired.

			Then Gri­maud, lift­ing the dag­ger from the pool of blood which was glid­ing along the room, to the hor­ror of all present, made a sign to the host to fol­low him, paid him with a gen­eros­i­ty wor­thy of his mas­ter and again mount­ed his horse. Gri­maud’s first in­ten­tion had been to re­turn to Paris, but he re­mem­bered the anx­i­ety which his pro­longed ab­sence might oc­ca­sion Raoul, and re­flect­ing that there were now on­ly two miles be­tween the vi­comte and him­self and a quar­ter of an hour’s rid­ing would unite them, and that the go­ing, re­turn­ing and ex­pla­na­tion would not oc­cu­py an hour, he put spurs to his horse and a few min­utes af­ter had reached the on­ly inn of Mazin­garbe.

			Raoul was seat­ed at ta­ble with the Count de Guiche and his tu­tor, when all at once the door opened and Gri­maud pre­sent­ed him­self, trav­el-stained, dirty, and sprin­kled with the blood of the un­hap­py ex­e­cu­tion­er.

			“Gri­maud, my good Gri­maud!” ex­claimed Raoul, “here you are at last! Ex­cuse me, sirs, this is not a ser­vant, but a friend. How did you leave the count?” con­tin­ued he. “Does he re­gret me a lit­tle? Have you seen him since I left him? An­swer, for I have many things to tell you, too; in­deed, the last three days some odd ad­ven­tures have hap­pened—but what is the mat­ter? how pale you are! and blood, too! What is this?”

			“It is the blood of the un­for­tu­nate man whom you left at the inn and who died in my arms.”

			“In your arms?—that man! but know you who he was?”

			“He used to be the heads­man of Bethune.”

			“You knew him? and he is dead?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, sir,” said d’Arminges, “it is the com­mon lot; even an ex­e­cu­tion­er is not ex­empt­ed. I had a bad opin­ion of him the mo­ment I saw his wound, and since he asked for a monk you know that it was his opin­ion, too, that death would fol­low.”

			At the men­tion of the monk, Gri­maud be­came pale.

			“Come, come,” con­tin­ued d’Arminges, “to din­ner”; for like most men of his age and gen­er­a­tion he did not al­low sen­ti­ment or sen­si­bil­i­ty to in­ter­fere with a repast.

			“You are right, sir,” said Raoul. “Come, Gri­maud, or­der din­ner for your­self and when you have rest­ed a lit­tle we can talk.”

			“No, sir, no,” said Gri­maud. “I can­not stop a mo­ment; I must start for Paris again im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“What? You start for Paris? You are mis­tak­en; it is Oli­vain who leaves me; you are to re­main.”

			“On the con­trary, Oli­vain is to stay and I am to go. I have come for noth­ing else but to tell you so.”

			“But what is the mean­ing of this change?”

			“I can­not tell you.”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“I can­not ex­plain my­self.”

			“Come, tell me, what is the joke?”

			“Mon­sieur le Vi­comte knows that I nev­er joke.”

			“Yes, but I know al­so that Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère ar­ranged that you were to re­main with me and that Oli­vain should re­turn to Paris. I shall fol­low the count’s di­rec­tions.”

			“Not un­der present cir­cum­stances, Mon­sieur.”

			“Per­haps you mean to dis­obey me?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, I must.”

			“You per­sist, then?”

			“Yes, I am go­ing; may you be hap­py, Mon­sieur,” and Gri­maud salut­ed and turned to­ward the door to go out.

			Raoul, an­gry and at the same time un­easy, ran af­ter him and seized him by the arm. “Gri­maud!” he cried; “re­main; I wish it.”

			“Then,” replied Gri­maud, “you wish me to al­low Mon­sieur le Comte to be killed.” He salut­ed and made a move­ment to de­part.

			“Gri­maud, my friend,” said the vis­count, “will you leave me thus, in such anx­i­ety? Speak, speak, in Heav­en’s name!” And Raoul fell back trem­bling up­on his chair.

			“I can tell you but one thing, sir, for the se­cret you wish to know is not my own. You met a monk, did you not?”

			“Yes.”

			The young men looked at each oth­er with an ex­pres­sion of fear.

			“You con­duct­ed him to the wound­ed man and you had time to ob­serve him, and per­haps you would know him again were you to meet him.”

			“Yes, yes!” cried both young men.

			“Very well; if ev­er you meet him again, wher­ev­er it may be, whether on the high road or in the street or in a church, any­where that he or you may be, put your foot on his neck and crush him with­out pity, with­out mer­cy, as you would crush a viper or a scor­pi­on! de­stroy him ut­ter­ly and quit him not un­til he is dead; the lives of five men are not safe, in my opin­ion, as long as he is on the earth.”

			And with­out adding an­oth­er word, Gri­maud, prof­it­ing by the as­ton­ish­ment and ter­ror in­to which he had thrown his au­di­tors, rushed from the room. Two min­utes lat­er the thun­der of a horse’s hoofs was heard up­on the road; it was Gri­maud, on his way to Paris. When once in the sad­dle Gri­maud re­flect­ed on two things; first, that at the pace he was go­ing his horse would not car­ry him ten miles, and sec­ond­ly, that he had no mon­ey. But Gri­maud’s in­ge­nu­ity was more pro­lif­ic than his speech, and there­fore at the first halt he sold his steed and with the mon­ey ob­tained from the pur­chase took post hors­es.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				On the Eve of Bat­tle

			
			Raoul was aroused from his som­bre re­flec­tions by his host, who rushed in­to the apart­ment cry­ing out, “The Spaniards! the Spaniards!”

			That cry was of such im­por­tance as to over­come all pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. The young men made in­quiries and as­cer­tained that the en­e­my was ad­vanc­ing by way of Houdin and Bethune.

			While Mon­sieur d’Arminges gave or­ders for the hors­es to be made ready for de­par­ture, the two young men as­cend­ed to the up­per win­dows of the house and saw in the di­rec­tion of Marsin and of Lens a large body of in­fantry and cav­al­ry. This time it was not a wan­der­ing troop of par­ti­sans; it was an en­tire army. There was there­fore noth­ing for them to do but to fol­low the pru­dent ad­vice of Mon­sieur d’Arminges and beat a re­treat. They quick­ly went down­stairs. Mon­sieur d’Arminges was al­ready mount­ed. Oli­vain had ready the hors­es of the young men, and the lack­eys of the Count de Guiche guard­ed care­ful­ly be­tween them the Span­ish pris­on­er, mount­ed on a pony which had been bought for his use. As a fur­ther pre­cau­tion they had bound his hands.

			The lit­tle com­pa­ny start­ed off at a trot on the road to Cam­brin, where they ex­pect­ed to find the prince. But he was no longer there, hav­ing with­drawn on the pre­vi­ous evening to La Bassée, mis­led by false in­tel­li­gence of the en­e­my’s move­ments. De­ceived by this in­tel­li­gence he had con­cen­trat­ed his forces be­tween Vieille-Chapelle and La Ven­thie; and af­ter a re­con­nois­sance along the en­tire line, in com­pa­ny with Mar­shal de Gram­mont, he had re­turned and seat­ed him­self be­fore a ta­ble, with his of­fi­cers around him. He ques­tioned them as to the news they had each been charged to ob­tain, but noth­ing pos­i­tive had been learned. The hos­tile army had dis­ap­peared two days be­fore and seemed to have gone out of ex­is­tence.

			Now an en­e­my is nev­er so near, and con­se­quent­ly so threat­en­ing, as when he has com­plete­ly dis­ap­peared. The prince was, there­fore, con­trary to his cus­tom, gloomy and anx­ious, when an of­fi­cer en­tered and an­nounced to Mar­shal de Gram­mont that some­one wished to see him.

			The Duc de Gram­mont re­ceived per­mis­sion from the prince by a glance and went out. The prince fol­lowed him with his eyes and con­tin­ued look­ing at the door; no one ven­tured to speak, for fear of dis­turb­ing him.

			Sud­den­ly a dull and heavy noise was heard. The prince leaped to his feet, ex­tend­ing his hand in the di­rec­tion whence came the sound, there was no mis­tak­ing it—it was the noise of can­non. Ev­ery­one stood up.

			At that mo­ment the door opened.

			“Mon­seigneur,” said Mar­shal de Gram­mont, with a ra­di­ant face, “will your High­ness per­mit my son, Count de Guiche, and his trav­el­ing com­pan­ion, Vis­count de Bragelonne, to come in and give news of the en­e­my, whom they have found while we were look­ing for him?”

			“What!” ea­ger­ly replied the prince, “will I per­mit? I not on­ly per­mit, I de­sire; let them come in.”

			The mar­shal in­tro­duced the two young men and placed them face to face with the prince.

			“Speak, gen­tle­men,” said the prince, salut­ing them; “first speak; we shall have time af­ter­ward for the usu­al com­pli­ments. The most ur­gent thing now is to learn where the en­e­my is and what he is do­ing.”

			It fell nat­u­ral­ly to the Count de Guiche to make re­ply; not on­ly was he the el­der, but he had been pre­sent­ed to the prince by his fa­ther. Be­sides, he had long known the prince, whilst Raoul now saw him for the first time. He there­fore nar­rat­ed to the prince what they had seen from the inn at Mazin­garbe.

			Mean­while Raoul close­ly ob­served the young gen­er­al, al­ready made so fa­mous by the bat­tles of Ro­croy, Fri­bourg, and Nordlin­gen.

			Louis de Bour­bon, Prince de Condé, who, since the death of his fa­ther, Hen­ri de Bour­bon, was called, in ac­cor­dance with the cus­tom of that pe­ri­od, Mon­sieur le Prince, was a young man, not more than twen­ty-six or twen­ty-sev­en years old, with the eye of an ea­gle—agl’ oc­chi gri­fani, as Dante says—aquiline nose, long, wav­ing hair, of medi­um height, well formed, pos­sessed of all the qual­i­ties es­sen­tial to the suc­cess­ful sol­dier—that is to say, the rapid glance, quick de­ci­sion, fab­u­lous courage. At the same time he was a man of el­e­gant man­ners and strong mind, so that in ad­di­tion to the rev­o­lu­tion he had made in war, by his new con­tri­bu­tions to its meth­ods, he had al­so made a rev­o­lu­tion at Paris, among the young no­ble­men of the court, whose nat­u­ral chief he was and who, in dis­tinc­tion from the so­cial lead­ers of the an­cient court, mod­eled af­ter Bas­som­pierre, Bel­le­garde and the Duke d’An­goulême, were called the pe­tits-maîtres.

			At the first words of the Count de Guiche, the prince, hav­ing in mind the di­rec­tion whence came the sound of can­non, had un­der­stood ev­ery­thing. The en­e­my was march­ing up­on Lens, with the in­ten­tion, doubt­less, of se­cur­ing pos­ses­sion of that town and sep­a­rat­ing from France the army of France. But in what force was the en­e­my? Was it a corps sent out to make a di­ver­sion? Was it an en­tire army? To this ques­tion de Guiche could not re­spond.

			Now, as these ques­tions in­volved mat­ters of gravest con­se­quence, it was these to which the prince had es­pe­cial­ly de­sired an an­swer, ex­act, pre­cise, pos­i­tive.

			Raoul con­quered the very nat­u­ral feel­ing of timid­i­ty he ex­pe­ri­enced and ap­proach­ing the prince:

			“My lord,” he said, “will you per­mit me to haz­ard a few words on that sub­ject, which will per­haps re­lieve you of your un­cer­tain­ty?”

			The prince turned and seemed to cov­er the young man with a sin­gle glance; he smiled on per­ceiv­ing that he was a child hard­ly fif­teen years old.

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mon­sieur, speak,” he said, soft­en­ing his stern, ac­cent­ed tones, as if he were speak­ing to a wom­an.

			“My lord,” said Raoul, blush­ing, “might ex­am­ine the Span­ish pris­on­er.”

			“Have you a Span­ish pris­on­er?” cried the prince.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Ah, that is true,” said de Guiche; “I had for­got­ten it.”

			“That is eas­i­ly un­der­stood; it was you who took him, count,” said Raoul, smil­ing.

			The old mar­shal turned to­ward the vis­count, grate­ful for that praise of his son, whilst the prince ex­claimed:

			“The young man is right; let the pris­on­er be brought in.”

			Mean­while the prince took de Guiche aside and asked him how the pris­on­er had been tak­en and who this young man was.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the prince, turn­ing to­ward Raoul, “I know that you have a let­ter from my sis­ter, Madame de Longueville; but I see that you have pre­ferred com­mend­ing your­self to me by giv­ing me good coun­sel.”

			“My lord,” said Raoul, col­or­ing up, “I did not wish to in­ter­rupt your High­ness in a con­ver­sa­tion so im­por­tant as that in which you were en­gaged with the count. But here is the let­ter.”

			“Very well,” said the prince; “give it to me lat­er. Here is the pris­on­er; let us at­tend to what is most press­ing.”

			The pris­on­er was one of those mil­i­tary ad­ven­tur­ers who sold their blood to who­ev­er would buy, and grew old in strat­a­gems and spoils. Since he had been tak­en he had not ut­tered a word, so that it was not known to what coun­try he be­longed. The prince looked at him with un­speak­able dis­trust.

			“Of what coun­try are you?” asked the prince.

			The pris­on­er mut­tered a few words in a for­eign tongue.

			“Ah! ah! it seems that he is a Spaniard. Do you speak Span­ish, Gram­mont?”

			“Faith, my lord, but in­dif­fer­ent­ly.”

			“And I not at all,” said the prince, laugh­ing. “Gen­tle­men,” he said, turn­ing to those who were near him “can any one of you speak Span­ish and serve me as in­ter­preter?”

			“I can, my lord,” said Raoul.

			“Ah, you speak Span­ish?”

			“Enough, I think, to ful­fill your High­ness’s wish­es on this oc­ca­sion.”

			Mean­while the pris­on­er had re­mained im­pas­sive and as if he had no un­der­stand­ing of what was tak­ing place.

			“My lord asks of what coun­try you are,” said the young man, in the purest Castil­ian.

			“Ich bin ein Deutsch­er,” replied the pris­on­er.

			“What in the dev­il does he say?” asked the prince. “What new gib­ber­ish is that?”

			“He says he is Ger­man, my lord,” replied Raoul; “but I doubt it, for his ac­cent is bad and his pro­nun­ci­a­tion de­fec­tive.”

			“Then you speak Ger­man, al­so?” asked the prince.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Well enough to ques­tion him in that lan­guage?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Ques­tion him, then.”

			Raoul be­gan the ex­am­i­na­tion, but the re­sult jus­ti­fied his opin­ion. The pris­on­er did not un­der­stand, or seemed not to un­der­stand, what Raoul said to him; and Raoul could hard­ly un­der­stand his replies, con­tain­ing a mix­ture of Flem­ish and Al­sa­tian. How­ev­er, amidst all the pris­on­er’s ef­forts to elude a sys­tem­at­ic ex­am­i­na­tion, Raoul had rec­og­nized his nat­u­ral ac­cent.

			“Non si­ete Spag­n­uo­lo,” he said; “non si­ete Tedesco; si­ete Ital­iano.”

			The pris­on­er start­ed and bit his lips.

			“Ah, that,” said the prince, “I un­der­stand that lan­guage thor­ough­ly; and since he is Ital­ian I will my­self con­tin­ue the ex­am­i­na­tion. Thank you, vis­count,” con­tin­ued the prince, laugh­ing, “and I ap­point you from this mo­ment my in­ter­preter.”

			But the pris­on­er was not less un­will­ing to re­spond in Ital­ian than in the oth­er lan­guages; his aim was to elude the ex­am­i­na­tion. There­fore, he knew noth­ing ei­ther of the en­e­my’s num­bers, or of those in com­mand, or of the pur­pose of the army.

			“Very good,” said the prince, un­der­stand­ing the rea­son of that ig­no­rance; “the man was caught in the act of as­sas­si­na­tion and rob­bery; he might have pur­chased his life by speak­ing; he doesn’t wish to speak. Take him out and shoot him.”

			The pris­on­er turned pale. The two sol­diers who had brought him in took him, each by one arm, and led him to­ward the door, whilst the prince, turn­ing to Mar­shal de Gram­mont, seemed to have al­ready for­got­ten the or­der he had giv­en.

			When he reached the thresh­old of the door the pris­on­er stopped. The sol­diers, who knew on­ly their or­ders, at­tempt­ed to force him along.

			“One mo­ment,” said the pris­on­er, in French. “I am ready to speak, my lord.”

			“Ah! ah!” said the prince, laugh­ing, “I thought we should come to that. I have a sure method of lim­ber­ing tongues. Young men, take ad­van­tage of it against the time when you may be in com­mand.”

			“But on con­di­tion,” con­tin­ued the pris­on­er, “that your High­ness will swear that my life shall be safe.”

			“Up­on my hon­or,” said the prince.

			“Ques­tion, then, my lord.”

			“Where did the army cross the Lys?”

			“Be­tween Saint-Venant and Aire.”

			“By whom is it com­mand­ed?”

			“By Count de Fuon­saldagna, Gen­er­al Beck, and the arch­duke.”

			“Of how many does it con­sist?”

			“Eigh­teen thou­sand men and thir­ty-six can­non.”

			“And its aim is?”

			“Lens.”

			“You see; gen­tle­men!” said the prince, turn­ing with a tri­umphant air to­ward Mar­shal de Gram­mont and the oth­er of­fi­cers.

			“Yes, my lord,” said the mar­shal, “you have di­vined all that was pos­si­ble to hu­man ge­nius.”

			“Re­call Le Plessis, Bel­lièvre, Ville­quier and d’Er­lac,” said the prince, “re­call all the troops that are on this side of the Lys. Let them hold them­selves in readi­ness to march tonight. To­mor­row, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty, we shall at­tack the en­e­my.”

			“But, my lord,” said Mar­shal de Gram­mont, “con­sid­er that when we have col­lect­ed all our forces we shall have hard­ly thir­teen thou­sand men.”

			“Mon­sieur le Maréchal,” said the prince, with that won­der­ful glance that was pe­cu­liar to him, “it is with small armies that great bat­tles are won.”

			Then turn­ing to­ward the pris­on­er, “Take away that man,” he said, “and keep him care­ful­ly in sight. His life is de­pen­dent on the in­for­ma­tion he has giv­en us; if it is true, he shall be free; if false, let him be shot.”

			The pris­on­er was led away.

			“Count de Guiche,” said the prince, “it is a long time since you saw your fa­ther, re­main here with him. Mon­sieur,” he con­tin­ued, ad­dress­ing Raoul, “if you are not too tired, fol­low me.”

			“To the end of the world, my lord!” cried Raoul, feel­ing an un­known en­thu­si­asm for that young gen­er­al, who seemed to him so wor­thy of his renown.

			The prince smiled; he de­spised flat­ter­ers, but he ap­pre­ci­at­ed en­thu­si­asts.

			“Come, Mon­sieur,” he said, “you are good in coun­cil, as we have al­ready dis­cov­ered; to­mor­row we shall know if you are good in ac­tion.”

			“And I,” said the mar­shal, “what am I to do?”

			“Wait here to re­ceive the troops. I shall ei­ther re­turn for them my­self or shall send a couri­er di­rect­ing you to bring them to me. Twen­ty guards, well mount­ed, are all that I shall need for my es­cort.”

			“That is very few,” said the mar­shal.

			“It is enough,” replied the prince. “Have you a good horse, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne?”

			“My horse was killed this morn­ing, my lord, and I am mount­ed pro­vi­sion­al­ly on my lack­ey’s.”

			“Choose for your­self in my sta­bles the horse you like best. No false mod­esty; take the best horse you can find. You will need it this evening, per­haps; you will cer­tain­ly need it to­mor­row.”

			Raoul didn’t wait to be told twice; he knew that with su­pe­ri­ors, es­pe­cial­ly when those su­pe­ri­ors are princes, the high­est po­lite­ness is to obey with­out de­lay or ar­gu­ment; he went down to the sta­bles, picked out a piebald An­dalu­sian horse, sad­dled and bri­dled it him­self, for Athos had ad­vised him to trust no one with those im­por­tant of­fices at a time of dan­ger, and went to re­join the prince, who at that mo­ment mount­ed his horse.

			“Now, Mon­sieur,” he said to Raoul, “will you give me the let­ter you have brought?”

			Raoul hand­ed the let­ter to the prince.

			“Keep near me,” said the lat­ter.

			The prince threw his bri­dle over the pom­mel of the sad­dle, as he was wont to do when he wished to have both hands free, un­sealed the let­ter of Madame de Longueville and start­ed at a gal­lop on the road to Lens, at­tend­ed by Raoul and his small es­cort, whilst mes­sen­gers sent to re­call the troops set out with a loose rein in oth­er di­rec­tions. The prince read as he has­tened on.

			“Mon­sieur,” he said, af­ter a mo­ment, “they tell me great things of you. I have on­ly to say, af­ter the lit­tle that I have seen and heard, that I think even bet­ter of you than I have been told.”

			Raoul bowed.

			Mean­while, as the lit­tle troop drew near­er to Lens, the noise of the can­non sound­ed loud­er. The prince kept his gaze fixed in the di­rec­tion of the sound with the stead­fast­ness of a bird of prey. One would have said that his gaze could pierce the branch­es of trees which lim­it­ed his hori­zon. From time to time his nos­trils di­lat­ed as if ea­ger for the smell of pow­der, and he pant­ed like a horse.

			At length they heard the can­non so near that it was ev­i­dent they were with­in a league of the field of bat­tle, and at a turn of the road they per­ceived the lit­tle vil­lage of Au­nay.

			The peas­ants were in great com­mo­tion. The re­port of Span­ish cru­el­ty had gone out and ev­ery­one was fright­ened. The wom­en had al­ready fled, tak­ing refuge in Vit­ry; on­ly a few men re­mained. On see­ing the prince they has­tened to meet him. One of them rec­og­nized him.

			“Ah, my lord,” he said, “have you come to drive away those ras­cal Spaniards and those Lor­raine rob­bers?”

			“Yes,” said the prince, “if you will serve me as guide.”

			“Will­ing­ly, my lord. Where does your High­ness wish to go?”

			“To some el­e­vat­ed spot whence I can look down on Lens and the sur­round­ing coun­try—”

			“In that case, I’m your man.”

			“I can trust you—you are a true French­man?”

			“I am an old sol­dier of Ro­croy, my lord.”

			“Here,” said the prince, hand­ing him a purse, “here is for Ro­croy. Now, do you want a horse, or will you go afoot?”

			“Afoot, my lord; I have served al­ways in the in­fantry. Be­sides, I ex­pect to lead your High­ness in­to places where you will have to walk.”

			“Come, then,” said the prince; “let us lose no time.”

			The peas­ant start­ed off, run­ning be­fore the prince’s horse; then, a hun­dred steps from the vil­lage, he took a nar­row road hid­den at the bot­tom of the val­ley. For a half league they pro­ceed­ed thus, the can­non-shot sound­ing so near that they ex­pect­ed at each dis­charge to hear the hum of the balls. At length they en­tered a path which, go­ing out from the road, skirt­ed the moun­tain­side. The prince dis­mount­ed, or­dered one of his aids and Raoul to fol­low his ex­am­ple, and di­rect­ed the oth­ers to await his or­ders, keep­ing them­selves mean­while on the alert. He then be­gan to as­cend the path.

			In about ten min­utes they reached the ru­ins of an old château; those ru­ins crowned the sum­mit of a hill which over­looked the sur­round­ing coun­try. At a dis­tance of hard­ly a quar­ter of a league they looked down on Lens, at bay, and be­fore Lens the en­e­my’s en­tire army.

			With a sin­gle glance the prince took in the ex­tent of coun­try that lay be­fore him, from Lens as far as Vimy. In a mo­ment the plan of the bat­tle which on the fol­low­ing day was to save France the sec­ond time from in­va­sion was un­rolled in his mind. He took a pen­cil, tore a page from his tablets and wrote:

			
				My dear Mar­shal—In an hour Lens will be in the en­e­my’s pos­ses­sion. Come and re­join me; bring with you the whole army. I shall be at Vendin to place it in po­si­tion. To­mor­row we shall re­take Lens and beat the en­e­my.

			

			Then, turn­ing to­ward Raoul: “Go, Mon­sieur,” he said; “ride fast and give this let­ter to Mon­sieur de Gram­mont.”

			Raoul bowed, took the let­ter, went hasti­ly down the moun­tain, leaped on his horse and set out at a gal­lop. A quar­ter of an hour lat­er he was with the mar­shal.

			A por­tion of the troops had al­ready ar­rived and the re­main­der was ex­pect­ed from mo­ment to mo­ment. Mar­shal de Gram­mont put him­self at the head of all the avail­able cav­al­ry and in­fantry and took the road to Vendin, leav­ing the Duc de Châtil­lon to await and bring on the rest. All the ar­tillery was ready to move, and start­ed off at a mo­ment’s no­tice.

			It was sev­en o’clock in the evening when the mar­shal ar­rived at the ap­point­ed place. The prince await­ed him there. As he had fore­seen, Lens had fall­en in­to the hands of the en­e­my im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Raoul’s de­par­ture. The event was an­nounced by the ces­sa­tion of the fir­ing.

			As the shad­ows of night deep­ened the troops sum­moned by the prince ar­rived in suc­ces­sive de­tach­ments. Or­ders were giv­en that no drum should be beat­en, no trum­pet sound­ed.

			At nine o’clock the night had ful­ly come. Still a last ray of twi­light light­ed the plain. The army marched silent­ly, the prince at the head of the col­umn. Present­ly the army came in sight of Lens; two or three hous­es were in flames and a dull noise was heard which in­di­cat­ed what suf­fer­ing was en­dured by a town tak­en by as­sault.

			The prince as­signed to ev­ery one his post. Mar­shal de Gram­mont was to hold the ex­treme left, rest­ing on Méri­court. The Duc de Châtil­lon com­mand­ed the cen­tre. Fi­nal­ly, the prince led the right wing, rest­ing on Au­nay. The or­der of bat­tle on the mor­row was to be that of the po­si­tions tak­en in the evening. Each one, on awak­ing, would find him­self on the field of bat­tle.

			The move­ment was ex­e­cut­ed in si­lence and with pre­ci­sion. At ten o’clock ev­ery­one was in his ap­point­ed po­si­tion; at half-past ten the prince vis­it­ed the posts and gave his fi­nal or­ders for the fol­low­ing day.

			Three things were es­pe­cial­ly urged up­on the of­fi­cers, who were to see that the sol­diers ob­served them scrupu­lous­ly: the first, that the dif­fer­ent corps should so march that cav­al­ry and in­fantry should be on the same line and that each body should pro­tect its gaps; the sec­ond, to go to the charge no faster than a walk; the third, to let the en­e­my fire first.

			The prince as­signed the Count de Guiche to his fa­ther and kept Bragelonne near his own per­son; but the two young men sought the priv­i­lege of pass­ing the night to­geth­er and it was ac­cord­ed them. A tent was erect­ed for them near that of the mar­shal.

			Al­though the day had been fa­tigu­ing, nei­ther of them was in­clined to sleep. And be­sides, even for old sol­diers the evening be­fore a bat­tle is a se­ri­ous time; it was so with greater rea­son to two young men who were about to wit­ness for the first time that ter­ri­ble spec­ta­cle. On the evening be­fore a bat­tle one thinks of a thou­sand things for­got­ten till then; those who are in­dif­fer­ent to one an­oth­er be­come friends and those who are friends be­come broth­ers. It need not be said that if in the depths of the heart there is a sen­ti­ment more ten­der, it reach­es then, quite nat­u­ral­ly, the high­est ex­al­ta­tion of which it is ca­pa­ble. Some sen­ti­ment of this kind must have been cher­ished by each one of these two friends, for each of them al­most im­me­di­ate­ly sat down by him­self at an end of the tent and be­gan to write.

			The let­ters were long—the four pages were cov­ered with close­ly writ­ten words. The writ­ers some­times looked up at each oth­er and smiled; they un­der­stood with­out speak­ing, their or­ga­ni­za­tions were so del­i­cate and sym­pa­thet­ic. The let­ters be­ing fin­ished, each put his own in­to two en­velopes, so that no one, with­out tear­ing the first en­ve­lope, could dis­cov­er to whom the sec­ond was ad­dressed; then they drew near to each oth­er and smil­ing­ly ex­changed their let­ters.

			“In case any evil should hap­pen to me,” said Bragelonne.

			“In case I should be killed,” said de Guiche.

			They then em­braced each oth­er like two broth­ers, and each wrap­ping him­self in his cloak they soon passed in­to that kind­ly sleep of youth which is the pre­rog­a­tive of birds, flow­ers and in­fants.

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				A Din­ner in the Old Style

			
			The sec­ond in­ter­view be­tween the for­mer mus­ke­teers was not so for­mal and threat­en­ing as the first. Athos, with his su­pe­ri­or un­der­stand­ing, wise­ly deemed that the sup­per ta­ble would be the most com­plete and sat­is­fac­to­ry point of re­union, and at the mo­ment when his friends, in def­er­ence to his de­port­ment and so­bri­ety, dared scarce­ly speak of some of their for­mer good din­ners, he was the first to pro­pose that they should all as­sem­ble around some well spread ta­ble and aban­don them­selves un­re­served­ly to their own nat­u­ral char­ac­ter and man­ners—a free­dom which had for­mer­ly con­trib­uted so much to that good un­der­stand­ing be­tween them which gave them the name of the in­sep­a­ra­bles. For dif­fer­ent rea­sons this was an agree­able propo­si­tion to them all, and it was there­fore agreed that each should leave a very ex­act ad­dress and that up­on the re­quest of any of the as­so­ciates a meet­ing should be con­voked at a fa­mous eat­ing house in the Rue de la Mon­naie, of the sign of the Her­mitage. The first ren­dezvous was fixed for the fol­low­ing Wednes­day, at eight o’clock in the evening pre­cise­ly.

			On that day, in fact, the four friends ar­rived punc­tu­al­ly at the hour, each from his own abode or oc­cu­pa­tion. Porthos had been try­ing a new horse; d’Artag­nan was on guard at the Lou­vre; Aramis had been to vis­it one of his pen­i­tents in the neigh­bor­hood; and Athos, whose domi­cile was es­tab­lished in the Rue Guéné­gaud, found him­self close at hand. They were, there­fore, some­what sur­prised to meet al­to­geth­er at the door of the Her­mitage, Athos start­ing out from the Pont Neuf, Porthos by the Rue de la Roule, d’Artag­nan by the Rue des Fos­se Saint Ger­main l’Aux­er­rois, and Aramis by the Rue de Bethisy.

			The first words ex­changed be­tween the four friends, on ac­count of the cer­e­mo­ny which each of them min­gled with their demon­stra­tion, were some­what forced and even the repast be­gan with a kind of stiff­ness. Athos per­ceived this em­bar­rass­ment, and by way of sup­ply­ing an ef­fec­tu­al rem­e­dy, called for four bot­tles of cham­pagne.

			At this or­der, giv­en in Athos’s ha­bit­u­al­ly calm man­ner, the face of the Gas­con re­laxed and Porthos’s brow grew smooth. Aramis was as­ton­ished. He knew that Athos not on­ly nev­er drank, but more, that he had a kind of re­pug­nance to wine. This as­ton­ish­ment was dou­bled when Aramis saw Athos fill a bumper and toss it off with all his for­mer en­thu­si­asm. His com­pan­ions fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. In a very few min­utes the four bot­tles were emp­ty and this ex­cel­lent spe­cif­ic suc­ceed­ed in dis­si­pat­ing even the slight­est cloud that might have rest­ed on their spir­its. Now the four friends be­gan to speak loud, scarce­ly wait­ing till one had fin­ished be­fore an­oth­er be­gan, and each as­sumed his fa­vorite at­ti­tude on or at the ta­ble. Soon—strange fact—Aramis un­did two but­tons of his dou­blet, see­ing which, Porthos un­fas­tened his en­tire­ly.

			Bat­tles, long jour­neys, blows giv­en and re­ceived, suf­ficed for the first themes of con­ver­sa­tion, which turned up­on the silent strug­gles sus­tained against him who was now called the great car­di­nal.

			“Faith,” said Aramis, laugh­ing, “we have praised the dead enough, let us re­vile the liv­ing a lit­tle; I should like to say some­thing evil of Mazarin; is it per­mis­si­ble?”

			“Go on, go on,” replied d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing hearti­ly; “re­late your sto­ry and I will ap­plaud it if it is a good one.”

			“A great prince,” said Aramis, “with whom Mazarin sought an al­liance, was in­vit­ed by him to send him a list of the con­di­tions on which he would do him the hon­or to ne­go­ti­ate with him. The prince, who had a great re­pug­nance to treat with such an ill-bred fel­low, made out a list, against the grain, and sent it. In this list there were three con­di­tions which dis­pleased Mazarin and he of­fered the prince ten thou­sand crowns to re­nounce them.”

			“Ah, ha, ha!” laughed the three friends, “not a bad bar­gain; and there was no fear of be­ing tak­en at his word; what did the prince do then?”

			“The prince im­me­di­ate­ly sent fifty thou­sand francs to Mazarin, beg­ging him nev­er to write to him again, and of­fered twen­ty thou­sand francs more, on con­di­tion that he would nev­er speak to him. What did Mazarin do?”

			“Stormed!” sug­gest­ed Athos.

			“Beat the mes­sen­ger!” cried Porthos.

			“Ac­cept­ed the mon­ey!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“You have guessed it,” an­swered Aramis; and they all laughed so hearti­ly that the host ap­peared in or­der to in­quire whether the gen­tle­men want­ed any­thing; he thought they were fight­ing.

			At last their hi­lar­i­ty calmed down and:

			“Faith!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan to the two friends, “you may well wish ill to Mazarin; for I as­sure you, on his side he wish­es you no good.”

			“Pooh! re­al­ly?” asked Athos. “If I thought the fel­low knew me by my name I would be re­bap­tized, for fear it might be thought I knew him.”

			“He knows you bet­ter by your ac­tions than your name; he is quite aware that there are two gen­tle­men who great­ly aid­ed the es­cape of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, and he has in­sti­gat­ed an ac­tive search for them, I can an­swer for it.”

			“By whom?”

			“By me; and this morn­ing he sent for me to ask me if I had ob­tained any in­for­ma­tion.”

			“And what did you re­ply?”

			“That I had none as yet; but that I was to dine to­day with two gen­tle­men, who would be able to give me some.”

			“You told him that?” said Porthos, a broad smile spread­ing over his hon­est face. “Bra­vo! and you are not afraid of that, Athos?”

			“No,” replied Athos, “it is not the search of Mazarin that I fear.”

			“Now,” said Aramis, “tell me a lit­tle what you do fear.”

			“Noth­ing for the present; at least, noth­ing in good earnest.”

			“And with re­gard to the past?” asked Porthos.

			“Oh! the past is an­oth­er thing,” said Athos, sigh­ing; “the past and the fu­ture.”

			“Are you afraid for your young Raoul?” asked Aramis.

			“Well,” said d’Artag­nan, “one is nev­er killed in a first en­gage­ment.”

			“Nor in the sec­ond,” said Aramis.

			“Nor in the third,” re­turned Porthos; “and even when one is killed, one ris­es again, the proof of which is, that here we are!”

			“No,” said Athos, “it is not Raoul about whom I am anx­ious, for I trust he will con­duct him­self like a gen­tle­man; and if he is killed—well, he will die brave­ly; but hold—should such a mis­for­tune hap­pen—well—” Athos passed his hand across his pale brow.

			“Well?” asked Aramis.

			“Well, I shall look up­on it as an ex­pi­a­tion.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan; “I know what you mean.”

			“And I, too,” added Aramis; “but you must not think of that, Athos; what is past, is past.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” said Porthos.

			“The af­fair at Ar­men­tières,” whis­pered d’Artag­nan.

			“The af­fair at Ar­men­tières?” asked he again.

			“Mi­la­dy.”

			“Oh, yes!” said Porthos; “true, I had for­got­ten it!”

			Athos looked at him in­tent­ly.

			“You have for­got­ten it, Porthos?” said he.

			“Faith! yes, it is so long ago,” an­swered Porthos.

			“This af­fair does not, then, weigh up­on your con­science?”

			“Faith, no.”

			“And you, d’Artag­nan?”

			“I—I own that when my mind re­turns to that ter­ri­ble pe­ri­od I have no rec­ol­lec­tion of any­thing but the rigid corpse of poor Madame Bo­nan­cieux. Yes, yes,” mur­mured he, “I have of­ten felt re­gret for the vic­tim, but nev­er the very slight­est re­morse for the as­sas­sin.”

			Athos shook his dead doubt­ful­ly.

			“Con­sid­er,” said Aramis, “if you ad­mit di­vine jus­tice and its par­tic­i­pa­tion in the things of this world, that wom­an was pun­ished by the will of heav­en. We were but the in­stru­ments, that is all.”

			“But as to free will, Aramis?”

			“How acts the judge? He has a free will, yet he fear­less­ly con­demns. What does the ex­e­cu­tion­er? He is mas­ter of his arm, yet he strikes with­out re­morse.”

			“The ex­e­cu­tion­er!” mut­tered Athos, as if ar­rest­ed by some rec­ol­lec­tion.

			“I know that it is ter­ri­ble,” said d’Artag­nan; “but when I re­flect that we have killed Eng­lish, Rochel­lais, Spaniards, nay, even French, who nev­er did us any oth­er harm but to aim at and to miss us, whose on­ly fault was to cross swords with us and to be un­able to ward off our blows—I can, on my hon­or, find an ex­cuse for my share in the mur­der of that wom­an.”

			“As for me,” said Porthos, “now that you have re­mind­ed me of it, Athos, I have the scene again be­fore me, as if I now were there. Mi­la­dy was there, as it were, where you sit.” (Athos changed col­or.) “I—I was where d’Artag­nan stands. I wore a long sword which cut like a Dam­as­cus—you re­mem­ber it, Aramis, for you al­ways called it Balizarde. Well, I swear to you, all three, that had the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune—was he not of Bethune?—yes, egad! of Bethune!—not been there, I would have cut off the head of that in­fa­mous be­ing with­out think­ing of it, or even af­ter think­ing of it. She was a most atro­cious wom­an.”

			“And then,” said Aramis, with the tone of philo­soph­i­cal in­dif­fer­ence which he had as­sumed since he had be­longed to the church and in which there was more athe­ism than con­fi­dence in God, “what is the use of think­ing of it all? At the last hour we must con­fess this ac­tion and God knows bet­ter than we can whether it is a crime, a fault, or a mer­i­to­ri­ous deed. I re­pent of it? Egad! no. Up­on my hon­or and by the holy cross; I on­ly re­gret it be­cause she was a wom­an.”

			“The most sat­is­fac­to­ry part of the mat­ter,” said d’Artag­nan, “is that there re­mains no trace of it.”

			“She had a son,” ob­served Athos.

			“Oh! yes, I know that,” said d’Artag­nan, “and you men­tioned it to me; but who knows what has be­come of him? If the ser­pent be dead, why not its brood? Do you think his un­cle de Win­ter would have brought up that young viper? De Win­ter prob­a­bly con­demned the son as he had done the moth­er.”

			“Then,” said Athos, “woe to de Win­ter, for the child had done no harm.”

			“May the dev­il take me, if the child be not dead,” said Porthos. “There is so much fog in that de­testable coun­try, at least so d’Artag­nan de­clares.”

			Just as the quaint con­clu­sion reached by Porthos was about to bring back hi­lar­i­ty to faces now more or less cloud­ed, hasty foot­steps were heard up­on the stair and some­one knocked at the door.

			“Come in,” cried Athos.

			“Please your hon­ors,” said the host, “a per­son in a great hur­ry wish­es to speak to one of you.”

			“To which of us?” asked all the four friends.

			“To him who is called the Comte de la Fère.”

			“It is I,” said Athos, “and what is the name of the per­son?”

			“Gri­maud.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Athos, turn­ing pale. “Back al­ready! What can have hap­pened, then, to Bragelonne?”

			“Let him en­ter,” cried d’Artag­nan; “let him come up.”

			But Gri­maud had al­ready mount­ed the stair­case and was wait­ing on the last step; so spring­ing in­to the room he mo­tioned the host to leave it. The door be­ing closed, the four friends wait­ed in ex­pec­ta­tion. Gri­maud’s ag­i­ta­tion, his pal­lor, the sweat which cov­ered his face, the dust which soiled his clothes, all in­di­cat­ed that he was the mes­sen­ger of some im­por­tant and ter­ri­ble news.

			“Your hon­ors,” said he, “that wom­an had a child; that child has be­come a man; the ti­gress had a lit­tle one, the tiger has roused him­self; he is ready to spring up­on you—be­ware!”

			Athos glanced around at his friends with a melan­choly smile. Porthos turned to look at his sword, which was hang­ing on the wall; Aramis seized his knife; d’Artag­nan arose.

			“What do you mean, Gri­maud?” he ex­claimed.

			“That Mi­la­dy’s son has left Eng­land, that he is in France, on his road to Paris, if he be not here al­ready.”

			“The dev­il he is!” said Porthos. “Are you sure of it?”

			“Cer­tain,” replied Gri­maud.

			This an­nounce­ment was re­ceived in si­lence. Gri­maud was so breath­less, so ex­haust­ed, that he had fall­en back up­on a chair. Athos filled a beaker with cham­pagne and gave it to him.

			“Well, af­ter all,” said d’Artag­nan, “sup­pos­ing that he lives, that he comes to Paris; we have seen many oth­er such. Let him come.”

			“Yes,” echoed Porthos, glanc­ing af­fec­tion­ate­ly at his sword, still hang­ing on the wall; “we can wait for him; let him come.”

			“More­over, he is but a child,” said Aramis.

			Gri­maud rose.

			“A child!” he ex­claimed. “Do you know what he has done, this child? Dis­guised as a monk he dis­cov­ered the whole his­to­ry in con­fes­sion from the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune, and hav­ing con­fessed him, af­ter hav­ing learned ev­ery­thing from him, he gave him ab­so­lu­tion by plant­ing this dag­ger in­to his heart. See, it is on fire yet with his hot blood, for it is not thir­ty hours since it was drawn from the wound.”

			And Gri­maud threw the dag­ger on the ta­ble.

			D’Artag­nan, Porthos and Aramis rose and in one spon­ta­neous mo­tion rushed to their swords. Athos alone re­mained seat­ed, calm and thought­ful.

			“And you say he is dressed as a monk, Gri­maud?”

			“Yes, as an Au­gus­tine monk.”

			“What sized man is he?”

			“About my height; thin, pale, with light blue eyes and tawny flax­en hair.”

			“And he did not see Raoul?” asked Athos.

			“Yes, on the con­trary, they met, and it was the vis­count him­self who con­duct­ed him to the bed of the dy­ing man.”

			Athos, in his turn, ris­ing with­out speak­ing, went and un­hooked his sword.

			“Heigh, sir,” said d’Artag­nan, try­ing to laugh, “do you know we look very much like a flock of sil­ly, mouse-evad­ing wom­en! How is it that we, four men who have faced armies with­out blink­ing, be­gin to trem­ble at the men­tion of a child?”

			“It is true,” said Athos, “but this child comes in the name of Heav­en.”

			And very soon they left the inn.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				A Let­ter from Charles the First

			
			The read­er must now cross the Seine with us and fol­low us to the door of the Carmelite Con­vent in the Rue Saint Jacques. It is eleven o’clock in the morn­ing and the pi­ous sis­ters have just fin­ished say­ing mass for the suc­cess of the armies of King Charles I. Leav­ing the church, a wom­an and a young girl dressed in black, the one as a wid­ow and the oth­er as an or­phan, have re-en­tered their cell.

			The wom­an kneels on a prie-dieu of paint­ed wood and at a short dis­tance from her stands the young girl, lean­ing against a chair, weep­ing.

			The wom­an must have once been hand­some, but traces of sor­row have aged her. The young girl is love­ly and her tears on­ly em­bel­lish her; the la­dy ap­pears to be about forty years of age, the girl about four­teen.

			“Oh, God!” prayed the kneel­ing sup­pli­ant, “pro­tect my hus­band, guard my son, and take my wretch­ed life in­stead!”

			“Oh, God!” mur­mured the girl, “leave me my moth­er!”

			“Your moth­er can be of no use to you in this world, Hen­ri­et­ta,” said the la­dy, turn­ing around. “Your moth­er has no longer ei­ther throne or hus­band; she has nei­ther son, mon­ey nor friends; the whole world, my poor child, has aban­doned your moth­er!” And she fell back, weep­ing, in­to her daugh­ter’s arms.

			“Courage, take courage, my dear moth­er!” said the girl.

			“Ah! ’tis an un­for­tu­nate year for kings,” said the moth­er. “And no one thinks of us in this coun­try, for each must think about his own af­fairs. As long as your broth­er was with me he kept me up; but he is gone and can no longer send us news of him­self, ei­ther to me or to your fa­ther. I have pledged my last jew­els, sold your clothes and my own to pay his ser­vants, who re­fused to ac­com­pa­ny him un­less I made this sac­ri­fice. We are now re­duced to live at the ex­pense of these daugh­ters of Heav­en; we are the poor, suc­cored by God.”

			“But why not ad­dress your­self to your sis­ter, the queen?” asked the girl.

			“Alas! the queen, my sis­ter, is no longer queen, my child. An­oth­er reigns in her name. One day you will be able to un­der­stand how all this is.”

			“Well, then, to the king, your nephew. Shall I speak to him? You know how much he loves me, my moth­er.

			“Alas! my nephew is not yet king, and you know La­porte has told us twen­ty times that he him­self is in need of al­most ev­ery­thing.”

			“Then let us pray to Heav­en,” said the girl.

			The two wom­en who thus knelt in unit­ed prayer were the daugh­ter and grand­daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, the wife and daugh­ter of Charles I.

			They had just fin­ished their dou­ble prayer, when a nun soft­ly tapped at the door of the cell.

			“En­ter, my sis­ter,” said the queen.

			“I trust Your Majesty will par­don this in­tru­sion on her med­i­ta­tions, but a for­eign lord has ar­rived from Eng­land and waits in the par­lor, de­mand­ing the hon­or of pre­sent­ing a let­ter to Your Majesty.”

			“Oh, a let­ter! a let­ter from the king, per­haps. News from your fa­ther, do you hear, Hen­ri­et­ta? And the name of this lord?”

			“Lord de Win­ter.”

			“Lord de Win­ter!” ex­claimed the queen, “the friend of my hus­band. Oh, bid him en­ter!”

			And the queen ad­vanced to meet the mes­sen­ger, whose hand she seized af­fec­tion­ate­ly, whilst he knelt down and pre­sent­ed a let­ter to her, con­tained in a case of gold.

			“Ah! my lord!” said the queen, “you bring us three things which we have not seen for a long time. Gold, a de­vot­ed friend, and a let­ter from the king, our hus­band and mas­ter.”

			De Win­ter bowed again, un­able to re­ply from ex­cess of emo­tion.

			On their side the moth­er and daugh­ter re­tired in­to the em­bra­sure of a win­dow to read ea­ger­ly the fol­low­ing let­ter:

			
				Dear Wife—We have now reached the mo­ment of de­ci­sion. I have con­cen­trat­ed here at Nase­by camp all the re­sources Heav­en has left me, and I write to you in haste from thence. Here I await the army of my re­bel­lious sub­jects. I am about to strug­gle for the last time with them. If vic­to­ri­ous, I shall con­tin­ue the strug­gle; if beat­en, I am lost. I shall try, in the lat­ter case (alas! in our po­si­tion, one must pro­vide for ev­ery­thing), I shall try to gain the coast of France. But can they, will they re­ceive an un­hap­py king, who will bring such a sad sto­ry in­to a coun­try al­ready ag­i­tat­ed by civ­il dis­cord? Your wis­dom and your af­fec­tion must serve me as guides. The bear­er of this let­ter will tell you, Madame, what I dare not trust to pen and pa­per and the risks of tran­sit. He will ex­plain to you the steps that I ex­pect you to pur­sue. I charge him al­so with my bless­ing for my chil­dren and with the sen­ti­ments of my soul for your­self, my dear­est sweet­heart.

			

			The let­ter bore the sig­na­ture, not of “Charles, King,” but of “Charles—still king.”

			“And let him be no longer king,” cried the queen. “Let him be con­quered, ex­iled, pro­scribed, pro­vid­ed he still lives. Alas! in these days the throne is too dan­ger­ous a place for me to wish him to re­tain it. But my lord, tell me,” she con­tin­ued, “hide noth­ing from me—what is, in truth, the king’s po­si­tion? Is it as hope­less as he thinks?”

			“Alas! Madame, more hope­less than he thinks. His Majesty has so good a heart that he can­not un­der­stand ha­tred; is so loy­al that he does not sus­pect trea­son! Eng­land is torn in twain by a spir­it of dis­tur­bance which, I great­ly fear, blood alone can ex­or­cise.”

			“But Lord Mon­trose,” replied the queen, “I have heard of his great and rapid suc­cess­es of bat­tles gained. I heard it said that he was march­ing to the fron­tier to join the king.”

			“Yes, Madame; but on the fron­tier he was met by Lesly; he had tried vic­to­ry by means of su­per­hu­man un­der­tak­ings. Now vic­to­ry has aban­doned him. Mon­trose, beat­en at Philiphaugh, was obliged to dis­perse the re­mains of his army and to fly, dis­guised as a ser­vant. He is at Bergen, in Nor­way.”

			“Heav­en pre­serve him!” said the queen. “It is at least a con­so­la­tion to know that some who have so of­ten risked their lives for us are safe. And now, my lord, that I see how hope­less the po­si­tion of the king is, tell me with what you are charged on the part of my roy­al hus­band.”

			“Well, then, Madame,” said de Win­ter, “the king wish­es you to try and dis­cov­er the dis­po­si­tions of the king and queen to­ward him.”

			“Alas! you know that even now the king is but a child and the queen a wom­an weak enough. Here, Mon­sieur Mazarin is ev­ery­thing.”

			“Does he de­sire to play the part in France that Cromwell plays in Eng­land?”

			“Oh, no! He is a sub­tle, con­science­less Ital­ian, who though he very like­ly dreams of crime, dares not com­mit it; and un­like Cromwell, who dis­pos­es of both Hous­es, Mazarin has had the queen to sup­port him in his strug­gle with the par­lia­ment.”

			“More rea­son, then, he should pro­tect a king pur­sued by par­lia­ment.”

			The queen shook her head de­spair­ing­ly.

			“If I judge for my­self, my lord,” she said, “the car­di­nal will do noth­ing, and will even, per­haps, act against us. The pres­ence of my daugh­ter and my­self in France is al­ready irk­some to him; much more so would be that of the king. My lord,” added Hen­ri­et­ta, with a melan­choly smile, “it is sad and al­most shame­ful to be obliged to say that we have passed the win­ter in the Lou­vre with­out mon­ey, with­out linen, al­most with­out bread, and of­ten not ris­ing from bed be­cause we want­ed fire.”

			“Hor­ri­ble!” cried de Win­ter; “the daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, and the wife of King Charles! Where­fore did you not ap­ply, then, Madame, to the first per­son you saw from us?”

			“Such is the hos­pi­tal­i­ty shown to a queen by the min­is­ter from whom a king de­mands it.”

			“But I heard that a mar­riage be­tween the Prince of Wales and Made­moi­selle d’Or­léans was spo­ken of,” said de Win­ter.

			“Yes, for an in­stant I hoped it was so. The young peo­ple felt a mu­tu­al es­teem; but the queen, who at first sanc­tioned their af­fec­tion, changed her mind, and Mon­sieur, the Duc d’Or­léans, who had en­cour­aged the fa­mil­iar­i­ty be­tween them, has for­bid­den his daugh­ter to think any more about the union. Oh, my lord!” con­tin­ued the queen, with­out re­strain­ing her tears, “it is bet­ter to fight as the king has done, and to die, as per­haps he will, than live in beg­gary like me.”

			“Courage, Madame! courage! Do not de­spair! The in­ter­ests of the French crown, en­dan­gered at this mo­ment, are to dis­coun­te­nance re­bel­lion in a neigh­bor­ing na­tion. Mazarin, as a states­man, will un­der­stand the politic ne­ces­si­ty.”

			“Are you sure,” said the queen doubt­ful­ly, “that you have not been fore­stalled?”

			“By whom?”

			“By the Joic­es, the Prinns, the Cromwells?”

			“By a tai­lor, a coach­mak­er, a brew­er! Ah! I hope, Madame, that the car­di­nal will not en­ter in­to ne­go­ti­a­tions with such men!”

			“Ah! what is he him­self?” asked Madame Hen­ri­et­ta.

			“But for the hon­or of the king—of the queen.”

			“Well, let us hope he will do some­thing for the sake of their hon­or,” said the queen. “A true friend’s elo­quence is so pow­er­ful, my lord, that you have re­as­sured me. Give me your hand and let us go to the min­is­ter; and yet,” she added, “sup­pose he should refuse and that the king los­es the bat­tle?”

			“His Majesty will then take refuge in Hol­land, where I hear His High­ness the Prince of Wales now is.”

			“And can His Majesty count up­on many such sub­jects as your­self for his flight?”

			“Alas! no, Madame,” an­swered de Win­ter; “but the case is pro­vid­ed for and I am come to France to seek al­lies.”

			“Al­lies!” said the queen, shak­ing her head.

			“Madame,” replied de Win­ter, “pro­vid­ed I can find some of my good old friends of for­mer times I will an­swer for any­thing.”

			“Come then, my lord,” said the queen, with the painful doubt that is felt by those who have suf­fered much; “come, and may Heav­en hear you.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				Cromwell’s Let­ter

			
			At the very mo­ment when the queen quit­ted the con­vent to go to the Palais Roy­al, a young man dis­mount­ed at the gate of this roy­al abode and an­nounced to the guards that he had some­thing of im­por­tance to com­mu­ni­cate to Car­di­nal Mazarin. Al­though the car­di­nal was of­ten tor­ment­ed by fear, he was more of­ten in need of coun­sel and in­for­ma­tion, and he was there­fore suf­fi­cient­ly ac­ces­si­ble. The true dif­fi­cul­ty of be­ing ad­mit­ted was not to be found at the first door, and even the sec­ond was passed eas­i­ly enough; but at the third watched, be­sides the guard and the door­keep­ers, the faith­ful Bernouin, a Cer­berus whom no speech could soft­en, no wand, even of gold, could charm.

			It was there­fore at the third door that those who so­licit­ed or were bid­den to an au­di­ence un­der­went their for­mal in­ter­roga­to­ry.

			The young man hav­ing left his horse tied to the gate in the court, mount­ed the great stair­case and ad­dressed the guard in the first cham­ber.

			“Car­di­nal Mazarin?” said he.

			“Pass on,” replied the guard.

			The cav­a­lier en­tered the sec­ond hall, which was guard­ed by the mus­ke­teers and door­keep­ers.

			“Have you a let­ter of au­di­ence?” asked a porter, ad­vanc­ing to the new ar­rival.

			“I have one, but not one from Car­di­nal Mazarin.”

			“En­ter, and ask for Mon­sieur Bernouin,” said the porter, open­ing the door of the third room. Whether he on­ly held his usu­al post or whether it was by ac­ci­dent, Mon­sieur Bernouin was found stand­ing be­hind the door and must have heard all that had passed.

			“You seek me, sir,” said he. “From whom may the let­ter be you bear to his Em­i­nence?”

			“From Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell,” said the new­com­er. “Be so good as to men­tion this name to his Em­i­nence and to bring me word whether he will re­ceive me—yes or no.”

			Say­ing which, he re­sumed the proud and som­bre bear­ing pe­cu­liar at that time to Pu­ri­tans. Bernouin cast an in­quisi­to­ri­al glance at the per­son of the young man and en­tered the cab­i­net of the car­di­nal, to whom he trans­mit­ted the mes­sen­ger’s words.

			“A man bring­ing a let­ter from Oliv­er Cromwell?” said Mazarin. “And what kind of a man?”

			“A gen­uine En­glish­man, your Em­i­nence. Hair sandy-red—more red than sandy; gray-blue eyes—more gray than blue; and for the rest, stiff and proud.”

			“Let him give in his let­ter.”

			“His Em­i­nence asks for the let­ter,” said Bernouin, pass­ing back in­to the an­techam­ber.

			“His Em­i­nence can­not see the let­ter with­out the bear­er of it,” replied the young man; “but to con­vince you that I am re­al­ly the bear­er of a let­ter, see, here it is; and kind­ly add,” con­tin­ued he, “that I am not a sim­ple mes­sen­ger, but an en­voy ex­tra­or­di­nary.”

			Bernouin re-en­tered the cab­i­net, re­turn­ing in a few sec­onds. “En­ter, sir,” said he.

			The young man ap­peared on the thresh­old of the min­is­ter’s clos­et, in one hand hold­ing his hat, in the oth­er the let­ter. Mazarin rose. “Have you, sir,” asked he, “a let­ter ac­cred­it­ing you to me?”

			“There it is, my lord,” said the young man.

			Mazarin took the let­ter and read it thus:

			
				Mr. Mor­daunt, one of my sec­re­taries, will re­mit this let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion to His Em­i­nence, the Car­di­nal Mazarin, in Paris. He is al­so the bear­er of a sec­ond con­fi­den­tial epis­tle for his Em­i­nence.

				
					Oliv­er Cromwell

				
			

			“Very well, Mon­sieur Mor­daunt,” said Mazarin, “give me this sec­ond let­ter and sit down.”

			The young man drew from his pock­et a sec­ond let­ter, pre­sent­ed it to the car­di­nal, and took his seat. The car­di­nal, how­ev­er, did not un­seal the let­ter at once, but con­tin­ued to turn it again and again in his hand; then, in ac­cor­dance with his usu­al cus­tom and judg­ing from ex­pe­ri­ence that few peo­ple could hide any­thing from him when he be­gan to ques­tion them, fix­ing his eyes up­on them at the same time, he thus ad­dressed the mes­sen­ger:

			“You are very young, Mon­sieur Mor­daunt, for this dif­fi­cult task of am­bas­sador, in which the old­est diplo­ma­tists of­ten fail.”

			“My lord, I am twen­ty-three years of age; but your Em­i­nence is mis­tak­en in say­ing that I am young. I am old­er than your Em­i­nence, al­though I pos­sess not your wis­dom. Years of suf­fer­ing, in my opin­ion, count dou­ble, and I have suf­fered for twen­ty years.”

			“Ah, yes, I un­der­stand,” said Mazarin; “want of for­tune, per­haps. You are poor, are you not?” Then he added to him­self: These Eng­lish Rev­o­lu­tion­ists are all beg­gars and ill-bred.

			“My lord, I ought to have a for­tune of six mil­lions, but it has been tak­en from me.”

			“You are not, then, a man of the peo­ple?” said Mazarin, as­ton­ished.

			“If I bore my prop­er ti­tle I should be a lord. If I bore my name you would have heard one of the most il­lus­tri­ous names of Eng­land.”

			“What is your name, then?” asked Mazarin.

			“My name is Mor­daunt,” replied the young man, bow­ing.

			Mazarin now un­der­stood that Cromwell’s en­voy de­sired to re­tain his incog­ni­to. He was silent for an in­stant, and dur­ing that time he scanned the young man even more at­ten­tive­ly than he had done at first. The mes­sen­ger was un­moved.

			“Dev­il take these Pu­ri­tans,” said Mazarin aside; “they are carved from gran­ite.” Then he added aloud, “But you have re­la­tions left you?”

			“I have one re­main­ing. Three times I pre­sent­ed my­self to ask his sup­port and three times he or­dered his ser­vants to turn me away.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu! my dear Mr. Mor­daunt,” said Mazarin, hop­ing by a dis­play of af­fect­ed pity to catch the young man in a snare, “how ex­treme­ly your his­to­ry in­ter­ests me! You know not, then, any­thing of your birth—you have nev­er seen your moth­er?”

			“Yes, my lord; she came three times, whilst I was a child, to my nurse’s house; I re­mem­ber the last time she came as well as if it were to­day.”

			“You have a good mem­o­ry,” said Mazarin.

			“Oh! yes, my lord,” said the young man, with such pe­cu­liar em­pha­sis that the car­di­nal felt a shud­der run through ev­ery vein.

			“And who brought you up?” he asked again.

			“A French nurse, who sent me away when I was five years old be­cause no one paid her for me, telling me the name of a re­la­tion of whom she had heard my moth­er of­ten speak.”

			“What be­came of you?”

			“As I was weep­ing and beg­ging on the high road, a min­is­ter from Kingston took me in, in­struct­ed me in the Calvin­is­tic faith, taught me all he knew him­self and aid­ed me in my re­search­es af­ter my fam­i­ly.”

			“And these re­search­es?”

			“Were fruit­less; chance did ev­ery­thing.”

			“You dis­cov­ered what had be­come of your moth­er?”

			“I learned that she had been as­sas­si­nat­ed by my re­la­tion, aid­ed by four friends, but I was al­ready aware that I had been robbed of my wealth and de­grad­ed from my no­bil­i­ty by King Charles I.”

			“Oh! I now un­der­stand why you are in the ser­vice of Cromwell; you hate the king.”

			“Yes, my lord, I hate him!” said the young man.

			Mazarin marked with sur­prise the di­a­bol­i­cal ex­pres­sion with which the young man ut­tered these words. Just as, or­di­nar­i­ly, faces are col­ored by blood, his face seemed dyed by ha­tred and be­came livid.

			“Your his­to­ry is a ter­ri­ble one, Mr. Mor­daunt, and touch­es me keen­ly; but hap­pi­ly for you, you serve an all-pow­er­ful mas­ter; he ought to aid you in your search; we have so many means of gain­ing in­for­ma­tion.”

			“My lord, to a well-bred dog it is on­ly nec­es­sary to show one end of a track; he is cer­tain to reach the oth­er.”

			“But this re­la­tion you men­tioned—do you wish me to speak to him?” said Mazarin, who was anx­ious to make a friend about Cromwell’s per­son.

			“Thanks, my lord, I will speak to him my­self. He will treat me bet­ter the next time I see him.”

			“You have the means, then, of touch­ing him?”

			“I have the means of mak­ing my­self feared.”

			Mazarin looked at the young man, but at the fire which shot from his glance he bent his head; then, em­bar­rassed how to con­tin­ue such a con­ver­sa­tion, he opened Cromwell’s let­ter.

			The young man’s eyes grad­u­al­ly re­sumed their dull and glassy ap­pear­ance and he fell in­to a pro­found rever­ie. Af­ter read­ing the first lines of the let­ter Mazarin gave a side glance at him to see if he was watch­ing the ex­pres­sion of his face as he read. Ob­serv­ing his in­dif­fer­ence, he shrugged his shoul­ders, say­ing:

			“Send on your busi­ness those who do theirs at the same time! Let us see what this let­ter con­tains.”

			We here present the let­ter ver­ba­tim:

			
				To his Em­i­nence, Mon­seigneur le Car­di­nal Mazari­ni:

				I have wished, Mon­seigneur, to learn your in­ten­tions re­lat­ing to the ex­ist­ing state of af­fairs in Eng­land. The two king­doms are so near that France must be in­ter­est­ed in our sit­u­a­tion, as we are in­ter­est­ed in that of France. The Eng­lish are al­most of one mind in con­tend­ing against the tyran­ny of Charles and his ad­her­ents. Placed by pop­u­lar con­fi­dence at the head of that move­ment, I can ap­pre­ci­ate bet­ter than any oth­er its sig­nif­i­cance and its prob­a­ble re­sults. I am at present in the midst of war, and am about to de­liv­er a de­ci­sive bat­tle against King Charles. I shall gain it, for the hope of the na­tion and the Spir­it of the Lord are with me. This bat­tle won by me, the king will have no fur­ther re­sources in Eng­land or in Scot­land; and if he is not cap­tured or killed, he will en­deav­or to pass over in­to France to re­cruit sol­diers and to re­fur­nish him­self with arms and mon­ey. France has al­ready re­ceived Queen Hen­ri­et­ta, and, un­in­ten­tion­al­ly, doubt­less, has main­tained a cen­tre of in­ex­tin­guish­able civ­il war in my coun­try. But Madame Hen­ri­et­ta is a daugh­ter of France and was en­ti­tled to the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of France. As to King Charles, the ques­tion must be viewed dif­fer­ent­ly; in re­ceiv­ing and aid­ing him, France will cen­sure the acts of the Eng­lish na­tion, and thus so es­sen­tial­ly harm Eng­land, and es­pe­cial­ly the well-be­ing of the gov­ern­ment, that such a pro­ceed­ing will be equiv­a­lent to pro­nounced hos­til­i­ties.

			

			At this mo­ment Mazarin be­came very un­easy at the turn which the let­ter was tak­ing and paused to glance un­der his eyes at the young man. The lat­ter con­tin­ued in thought. Mazarin re­sumed his read­ing:

			
				It is im­por­tant, there­fore, Mon­seigneur, that I should be in­formed as to the in­ten­tions of France. The in­ter­ests of that king­dom and those of Eng­land, though tak­ing now di­verse di­rec­tions, are very near­ly the same. Eng­land needs tran­quil­li­ty at home, in or­der to con­sum­mate the ex­pul­sion of her king; France needs tran­quil­li­ty to es­tab­lish on sol­id foun­da­tions the throne of her young monarch. You need, as much as we do, that in­te­ri­or con­di­tion of re­pose which, thanks to the en­er­gy of our gov­ern­ment, we are about to at­tain.

				Your quar­rels with the par­lia­ment, your noisy dis­sen­sions with the princes, who fight for you to­day and to­mor­row will fight against you, the pop­u­lar fol­low­ing di­rect­ed by the coad­ju­tor, Pres­i­dent Blancmes­nil, and Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel—all that dis­or­der, in short, which per­vades the sev­er­al de­part­ments of the state, must lead you to view with un­easi­ness the pos­si­bil­i­ty of a for­eign war; for in that event Eng­land, ex­alt­ed by the en­thu­si­asm of new ideas, will al­ly her­self with Spain, al­ready seek­ing that al­liance. I have there­fore be­lieved, Mon­seigneur, know­ing your pru­dence and your per­son­al re­la­tion to the events of the present time, that you will choose to hold your forces con­cen­trat­ed in the in­te­ri­or of the French king­dom and leave to her own the new gov­ern­ment of Eng­land. That neu­tral­i­ty con­sists sim­ply in ex­clud­ing King Charles from the ter­ri­to­ry of France and in re­frain­ing from help­ing him—a stranger to your coun­try—with arms, with mon­ey or with troops.

				My let­ter is pri­vate and con­fi­den­tial, and for that rea­son I send it to you by a man who shares my most in­ti­mate coun­sels. It an­tic­i­pates, through a sen­ti­ment which your Em­i­nence will ap­pre­ci­ate, mea­sures to be tak­en af­ter the events. Oliv­er Cromwell con­sid­ered it more ex­pe­di­ent to de­clare him­self to a mind as in­tel­li­gent as Mazarin’s than to a queen ad­mirable for firm­ness, with­out doubt, but too much guid­ed by vain prej­u­dices of birth and of di­vine right.

				Farewell, Mon­seigneur; should I not re­ceive a re­ply in the space of fif­teen days, I shall pre­sume my let­ter will have mis­car­ried.

				
					Oliv­er Cromwell.

				
			

			“Mr. Mor­daunt,” said the car­di­nal, rais­ing his voice, as if to arouse the dream­er, “my re­ply to this let­ter will be more sat­is­fac­to­ry to Gen­er­al Cromwell if I am con­vinced that all are ig­no­rant of my hav­ing giv­en one; go, there­fore, and await it at Boulogne-sur-Mer, and prom­ise me to set out to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“I prom­ise, my lord,” replied Mor­daunt; “but how many days does your Em­i­nence ex­pect me to await your re­ply?”

			“If you do not re­ceive it in ten days you can leave.”

			Mor­daunt bowed.

			“That is not all, sir,” con­tin­ued Mazarin; “your pri­vate ad­ven­tures have touched me to the quick; be­sides, the let­ter from Mr. Cromwell makes you an im­por­tant per­son as am­bas­sador; come, tell me, what can I do for you?”

			Mor­daunt re­flect­ed a mo­ment and, af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion, was about to speak, when Bernouin en­tered hasti­ly and bend­ing down to the ear of the car­di­nal, whis­pered:

			“My lord, the Queen Hen­ri­et­ta Maria, ac­com­pa­nied by an Eng­lish no­ble, is en­ter­ing the Palais Roy­al at this mo­ment.”

			Mazarin made a bound from his chair, which did not es­cape the at­ten­tion of the young man and sup­pressed the con­fi­dence he was about to make.

			“Sir,” said the car­di­nal, “you have heard me? I fix on Boulogne be­cause I pre­sume that ev­ery town in France is in­dif­fer­ent to you; if you pre­fer an­oth­er, name it; but you can eas­i­ly con­ceive that, sur­round­ed as I am by in­flu­ences I can on­ly muz­zle by dis­cre­tion, I de­sire your pres­ence in Paris to be un­known.”

			“I go, sir,” said Mor­daunt, ad­vanc­ing a few steps to the door by which he had en­tered.

			“No, not that way, I beg, sir,” quick­ly ex­claimed the car­di­nal, “be so good as to pass by yon­der gallery, by which you can re­gain the hall. I do not wish you to be seen leav­ing; our in­ter­view must be kept se­cret.”

			Mor­daunt fol­lowed Bernouin, who led him through the ad­ja­cent cham­ber and left him with a door­keep­er, show­ing him the way out.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				Hen­ri­et­ta Maria and Mazarin

			
			The car­di­nal rose, and ad­vanced in haste to re­ceive the queen of Eng­land. He showed the more re­spect to this queen, de­prived of ev­ery mark of pomp and stripped of fol­low­ers, as he felt some self-re­proach for his own want of heart and his avarice. But sup­pli­cants for fa­vor know how to ac­com­mo­date the ex­pres­sion of their fea­tures, and the daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV smiled as she ad­vanced to meet a man she hat­ed and de­spised.

			Ah! said Mazarin to him­self, what a sweet face; does she come to bor­row mon­ey of me?

			And he threw an un­easy glance at his strong box; he even turned in­side the bev­el of the mag­nif­i­cent di­a­mond ring, the bril­lian­cy of which drew ev­ery eye up­on his hand, which in­deed was white and hand­some.

			“Your Em­i­nence,” said the au­gust vis­i­tor, “it was my first in­ten­tion to speak of the mat­ters that have brought me here to the queen, my sis­ter, but I have re­flect­ed that po­lit­i­cal af­fairs are more es­pe­cial­ly the con­cern of men.”

			“Madame,” said Mazarin, “Your Majesty over­whelms me with flat­ter­ing dis­tinc­tion.”

			He is very gra­cious, thought the queen; can he have guessed my er­rand?

			“Give,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, “your com­mands to the most re­spect­ful of your ser­vants.”

			“Alas, sir,” replied the queen, “I have lost the habit of com­mand­ing and have adopt­ed in­stead that of mak­ing pe­ti­tions. I am here to pe­ti­tion you, too hap­py should my prayer be fa­vor­ably heard.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, Madame, with the great­est in­ter­est,” said Mazarin.

			“Your Em­i­nence, it con­cerns the war which the king, my hus­band, is now sus­tain­ing against his re­bel­lious sub­jects. You are per­haps ig­no­rant that they are fight­ing in Eng­land,” added she, with a melan­choly smile, “and that in a short time they will fight in a much more de­cid­ed fash­ion than they have done hith­er­to.”

			“I am com­plete­ly ig­no­rant of it, Madame,” said the car­di­nal, ac­com­pa­ny­ing his words with a slight shrug of the shoul­ders; “alas, our own wars quite ab­sorb the time and the mind of a poor, in­ca­pable, in­firm old min­is­ter like me.”

			“Well, then, your Em­i­nence,” said the queen, “I must in­form you that Charles I, my hus­band, is on the eve of a de­ci­sive en­gage­ment. In case of a check” (Mazarin made a slight move­ment), “one must fore­see ev­ery­thing; in the case of a check, he de­sires to re­tire in­to France and to live here as a pri­vate in­di­vid­u­al. What do you say to this project?”

			The car­di­nal had lis­tened with­out per­mit­ting a sin­gle fi­bre of his face to be­tray what he felt, and his smile re­mained as it ev­er was—false and flat­ter­ing; and when the queen fin­ished speak­ing, he said:

			“Do you think, Madame, that France, ag­i­tat­ed and dis­turbed as it is, would be a safe re­treat for a de­throned king? How will the crown, which is scarce firm­ly set on the head of Louis XIV, sup­port a dou­ble weight?”

			“The weight was not so heavy when I was in per­il,” in­ter­rupt­ed the queen, with a sad smile, “and I ask no more for my hus­band than has been done for me; you see that we are very hum­ble mon­archs, sir.”

			“Oh, you, Madame,” the car­di­nal has­tened to say, in or­der to cut short the ex­pla­na­tion he fore­saw was com­ing, “with re­gard to you, that is an­oth­er thing. A daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV, of that great, that sub­lime sov­er­eign—”

			“All which does not pre­vent you re­fus­ing hos­pi­tal­i­ty to his son-in-law, sir! Nev­er­the­less, you ought to re­mem­ber that that great, that sub­lime monarch, when pro­scribed at one time, as my hus­band may be, de­mand­ed aid from Eng­land and Eng­land ac­cord­ed it to him; and it is but just to say that Queen Eliz­a­beth was not his niece.”

			“Pec­ca­to!” said Mazarin, writhing be­neath this sim­ple elo­quence, “Your Majesty does not un­der­stand me; you judge my in­ten­tions wrong­ly, and that is part­ly be­cause, doubt­less, I ex­plain my­self in French.”

			“Speak Ital­ian, sir. Ere the car­di­nal, your pre­de­ces­sor, sent our moth­er, Marie de Médi­cis, to die in ex­ile, she taught us that lan­guage. If any­thing yet re­mains of that great, that sub­lime king, Hen­ry, of whom you have just spo­ken, he would be much sur­prised at so lit­tle pity for his fam­i­ly be­ing unit­ed to such a pro­found ad­mi­ra­tion of him­self.”

			The per­spi­ra­tion stood in large drops on Mazarin’s brow.

			“That ad­mi­ra­tion is, on the con­trary, so great, so re­al, Madame,” re­turned Mazarin, with­out notic­ing the change of lan­guage of­fered to him by the queen, “that if the king, Charles I—whom Heav­en pro­tect from evil!—came in­to France, I would of­fer him my house—my own house; but, alas! it would be but an un­safe re­treat. Some day the peo­ple will burn that house, as they burned that of the Maréchal d’An­cre. Poor Con­ci­no Conci­ni! And yet he but de­sired the good of the peo­ple.”

			“Yes, my lord, like your­self!” said the queen, iron­i­cal­ly.

			Mazarin pre­tend­ed not to un­der­stand the dou­ble mean­ing of his own sen­tence, but con­tin­ued to com­pas­sion­ate the fate of Con­ci­no Conci­ni.

			“Well then, your Em­i­nence,” said the queen, be­com­ing im­pa­tient, “what is your an­swer?”

			“Madame,” cried Mazarin, more and more moved, “will Your Majesty per­mit me to give you coun­sel?”

			“Speak, sir,” replied the queen; “the coun­sels of so pru­dent a man as your­self ought cer­tain­ly to be avail­able.”

			“Madame, be­lieve me, the king ought to de­fend him­self to the last.”

			“He has done so, sir, and this last bat­tle, which he en­coun­ters with re­sources much in­fe­ri­or to those of the en­e­my, proves that he will not yield with­out a strug­gle; but in case he is beat­en?”

			“Well, Madame, in that case, my ad­vice—I know that I am very bold to of­fer ad­vice to Your Majesty—my ad­vice is that the king should not leave his king­dom. Ab­sent kings are very soon for­got­ten; if he pass­es over in­to France his cause is lost.”

			“But,” per­sist­ed the queen, “if such be your ad­vice and you have his in­ter­est at heart, send him help of men and mon­ey, for I can do noth­ing for him; I have sold even to my last di­a­mond to aid him. If I had had a sin­gle or­na­ment left, I should have bought wood this win­ter to make a fire for my daugh­ter and my­self.”

			“Oh, Madame,” said Mazarin, “Your Majesty knows not what you ask. On the day when for­eign suc­cor fol­lows in the train of a king to re­place him on his throne, it is an avow­al that he no longer pos­sess­es the help and love of his own sub­jects.”

			“To the point, sir,” said the queen, “to the point, and an­swer me, yes or no; if the king per­sists in re­main­ing in Eng­land will you send him suc­cor? If he comes to France will you ac­cord him hos­pi­tal­i­ty? What do you in­tend to do? Speak.”

			“Madame,” said the car­di­nal, af­fect­ing an ef­fu­sive frank­ness of speech, “I shall con­vince Your Majesty, I trust, of my de­vo­tion to you and my de­sire to ter­mi­nate an af­fair which you have so much at heart. Af­ter which Your Majesty will, I think, no longer doubt my zeal in your be­half.”

			The queen bit her lips and moved im­pa­tient­ly on her chair.

			“Well, what do you pro­pose to do?” she, said at length; “come, speak.”

			“I will go this in­stant and con­sult the queen, and we will re­fer the af­fair at once to par­lia­ment.”

			“With which you are at war—is it not so? You will charge Brous­sel to re­port it. Enough, sir, enough. I un­der­stand you or rather, I am wrong. Go to the par­lia­ment, for it was from this par­lia­ment, the en­e­my of mon­archs, that the daugh­ter of the great, the sub­lime Hen­ry IV, whom you so much ad­mire, re­ceived the on­ly re­lief this win­ter which pre­vent­ed her from dy­ing of hunger and cold!”

			And with these words Hen­ri­et­ta rose in ma­jes­tic in­dig­na­tion, whilst the car­di­nal, rais­ing his hands clasped to­ward her, ex­claimed, “Ah, Madame, Madame, how lit­tle you know me, mon Dieu!”

			But Queen Hen­ri­et­ta, with­out even turn­ing to­ward him who made these hyp­o­crit­i­cal pre­ten­sions, crossed the cab­i­net, opened the door for her­self and pass­ing through the midst of the car­di­nal’s nu­mer­ous guards, courtiers ea­ger to pay homage, the lux­u­ri­ous show of a com­pet­ing roy­al­ty, she went and took the hand of de Win­ter, who stood apart in iso­la­tion. Poor queen, al­ready fall­en! Though all bowed be­fore her, as eti­quette re­quired, she had now but a sin­gle arm on which she could lean.

			“It sig­ni­fies lit­tle,” said Mazarin, when he was alone. “It gave me pain and it was an un­gra­cious part to play, but I have said noth­ing ei­ther to the one or to the oth­er. Bernouin!”

			Bernouin en­tered.

			“See if the young man with the black dou­blet and the short hair, who was with me just now, is still in the palace.”

			Bernouin went out and soon re­turned with Com­minges, who was on guard.

			“Your Em­i­nence,” said Com­minges, “as I was re-con­duct­ing the young man for whom you have asked, he ap­proached the glass door of the gallery, and gazed in­tent­ly up­on some ob­ject, doubt­less the pic­ture by Raphael, which is op­po­site the door. He re­flect­ed for a sec­ond and then de­scend­ed the stairs. I be­lieve I saw him mount a gray horse and leave the palace court. But is not your Em­i­nence go­ing to the queen?”

			“For what pur­pose?”

			“Mon­sieur de Gui­tant, my un­cle, has just told me that Her Majesty had re­ceived news of the army.”

			“It is well; I will go.”

			Com­minges had seen right­ly, and Mor­daunt had re­al­ly act­ed as he had re­lat­ed. In cross­ing the gallery par­al­lel to the large glass gallery, he per­ceived de Win­ter, who was wait­ing un­til the queen had fin­ished her ne­go­ti­a­tion.

			At this sight the young man stopped short, not in ad­mi­ra­tion of Raphael’s pic­ture, but as if fas­ci­nat­ed at the sight of some ter­ri­ble ob­ject. His eyes di­lat­ed and a shud­der ran through his body. One would have said that he longed to break through the wall of glass which sep­a­rat­ed him from his en­e­my; for if Com­minges had seen with what an ex­pres­sion of ha­tred the eyes of this young man were fixed up­on de Win­ter, he would not have doubt­ed for an in­stant that the En­glish­man was his eter­nal foe.

			But he stopped, doubt­less to re­flect; for in­stead of al­low­ing his first im­pulse, which had been to go straight to Lord de Win­ter, to car­ry him away, he leisure­ly de­scend­ed the stair­case, left the palace with his head down, mount­ed his horse, which he reined in at the cor­ner of the Rue Riche­lieu, and with his eyes fixed on the gate, wait­ed un­til the queen’s car­riage had left the court.

			He had not long to wait, for the queen scarce­ly re­mained a quar­ter of an hour with Mazarin, but this quar­ter of an hour of ex­pec­ta­tion ap­peared a cen­tu­ry to him. At last the heavy ma­chine, which was called a char­i­ot in those days, came out, rum­bling against the gates, and de Win­ter, still on horse­back, bent again to the door to con­verse with Her Majesty.

			The hors­es start­ed on a trot and took the road to the Lou­vre, which they en­tered. Be­fore leav­ing the con­vent of the Carmelites, Hen­ri­et­ta had de­sired her daugh­ter to at­tend her at the palace, which she had in­hab­it­ed for a long time and which she had on­ly left be­cause their pover­ty seemed to them more dif­fi­cult to bear in gild­ed cham­bers.

			Mor­daunt fol­lowed the car­riage, and when he had watched it drive be­neath the som­bre arch­es he went and sta­tioned him­self un­der a wall over which the shad­ow was ex­tend­ed, and re­mained mo­tion­less, amidst the mold­ings of Jean Gou­jon, like a bas-re­lie­vo, rep­re­sent­ing an eques­tri­an stat­ue.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				How, Some­times, the Un­hap­py Mis­take Chance for Prov­i­dence

			
			“Well, Madame,” said de Win­ter, when the queen had dis­missed her at­ten­dants.

			“Well, my lord, what I fore­saw has come to pass.”

			“What? does the car­di­nal refuse to re­ceive the king? France refuse hos­pi­tal­i­ty to an un­for­tu­nate prince? Ay, but it is for the first time, Madame!”

			“I did not say France, my lord; I said the car­di­nal, and the car­di­nal is not even a French­man.”

			“But did you see the queen?”

			“It is use­less,” replied Hen­ri­et­ta, “the queen will not say yes when the car­di­nal says no. Are you not aware that this Ital­ian di­rects ev­ery­thing, both in­doors and out? And more­over, I should not be sur­prised had we been fore­stalled by Cromwell. He was em­bar­rassed whilst speak­ing to me and yet quite firm in his de­ter­mi­na­tion to refuse. Then did you not ob­serve the ag­i­ta­tion in the Palais Roy­al, the pass­ing to and fro of busy peo­ple? Can they have re­ceived any news, my lord?”

			“Not from Eng­land, Madame. I made such haste that I am cer­tain of not hav­ing been fore­stalled. I set out three days ago, pass­ing mirac­u­lous­ly through the Pu­ri­tan army, and I took post hors­es with my ser­vant Tony; the hors­es up­on which we were mount­ed were bought in Paris. Be­sides, the king, I am cer­tain, awaits Your Majesty’s re­ply be­fore risk­ing any­thing.”

			“You will tell him, my lord,” re­sumed the queen, de­spair­ing­ly, “that I can do noth­ing; that I have suf­fered as much as him­self—more than he has—obliged as I am to eat the bread of ex­ile and to ask hos­pi­tal­i­ty from false friends who smile at my tears; and as re­gards his roy­al per­son, he must sac­ri­fice it gen­er­ous­ly and die like a king. I shall go and die by his side.”

			“Madame, Madame,” ex­claimed de Win­ter, “Your Majesty aban­dons your­self to de­spair; and yet, per­haps, there still re­mains some hope.”

			“No friends left, my lord; no oth­er friends left in the wide world but your­self! Oh, God!” ex­claimed the poor queen, rais­ing her eyes to Heav­en, “have You in­deed tak­en back all the gen­er­ous hearts that once ex­ist­ed in the world?”

			“I hope not, Madame,” replied de Win­ter, thought­ful­ly; “I once spoke to you of four men.”

			“What can be done with four?”

			“Four de­vot­ed, res­o­lute men can do much, as­sure your­self, Madame; and those of whom I speak per­formed great things at one time.”

			“And where are these four men?”

			“Ah, that is what I do not know. It is twen­ty years since I saw them, and yet when­ev­er I have seen the king in dan­ger I have thought of them.”

			“And these men were your friends?”

			“One of them held my life in his hands and gave it to me. I know not whether he is still my friend, but since that time I have re­mained his.”

			“And these men are in France, my lord?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“Tell me their names; per­haps I may have heard them men­tioned and might be able to aid you in find­ing them.”

			“One of them was called the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan.”

			“Ah, my lord, if I mis­take not, the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan is lieu­tenant of roy­al guards; but take care, for I fear that this man is en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to the car­di­nal.”

			“That would be a mis­for­tune,” said de Win­ter, “and I shall be­gin to think that we are re­al­ly doomed.”

			“But the oth­ers,” said the queen, who clung to this last hope as a ship­wrecked man clings to the hull of his ves­sel. “The oth­ers, my lord!”

			“The sec­ond—I heard his name by chance; for be­fore fight­ing us, these four gen­tle­men told us their names; the sec­ond was called the Comte de la Fère. As for the two oth­ers, I had so much the habit of call­ing them by nick­names that I have for­got­ten their re­al ones.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu, it is a mat­ter of the great­est ur­gen­cy to find them out,” said the queen, “since you think these wor­thy gen­tle­men might be so use­ful to the king.”

			“Oh, yes,” said de Win­ter, “for they are the same men. Lis­ten, Madame, and re­call your re­mem­brances. Have you nev­er heard that Queen Anne of Aus­tria was once saved from the great­est dan­ger ev­er in­curred by a queen?”

			“Yes, at the time of her re­la­tions with Mon­sieur de Buck­ing­ham; it had to do in some way with cer­tain studs and di­a­monds.”

			“Well, it was that af­fair, Madame; these men are the ones who saved her; and I smile with pity when I re­flect that if the names of those gen­tle­men are un­known to you it is be­cause the queen has for­got­ten them, who ought to have made them the first no­ble­men of the realm.”

			“Well, then, my lord, they must be found; but what can four men, or rather three men do—for I tell you, you must not count on Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“It will be one valiant sword the less, but there will re­main still three, with­out reck­on­ing my own; now four de­vot­ed men around the king to pro­tect him from his en­e­mies, to be at his side in bat­tle, to aid him with coun­sel, to es­cort him in flight, are suf­fi­cient, not to make the king a con­queror, but to save him if con­quered; and what­ev­er Mazarin may say, once on the shores of France your roy­al hus­band may find as many re­treats and asy­lums as the seabird finds in a storm.”

			“Seek them my lord, seek these gen­tle­men; and if they will con­sent to go with you to Eng­land, I will give to each a duchy the day that we reas­cend the throne, be­sides as much gold as would pave White­hall. Seek them, my lord, and find them, I con­jure you.”

			“I will search for them, Madame,” said de Win­ter “and doubt­less I shall find them; but time fails me. Has Your Majesty for­got­ten that the king ex­pects your re­ply and awaits it in agony?”

			“Then in­deed we are lost!” cried the queen, in the full­ness of a bro­ken heart.

			At this mo­ment the door opened and the young Hen­ri­et­ta ap­peared; then the queen, with that won­der­ful strength which is the priv­i­lege of par­ents, re­pressed her tears and mo­tioned to de Win­ter to change the sub­ject.

			But that act of self-con­trol, ef­fec­tive as it was, did not es­cape the eyes of the young princess. She stopped on the thresh­old, breathed a sigh, and ad­dress­ing the queen:

			“Why, then, do you al­ways weep, moth­er, when I am away from you?” she said.

			The queen smiled, but in­stead of an­swer­ing:

			“See, de Win­ter,” she said, “I have at least gained one thing in be­ing on­ly half a queen; and that is that my chil­dren call me ‘moth­er’ in­stead of ‘Madame.’ ”

			Then turn­ing to­ward her daugh­ter:

			“What do you want, Hen­ri­et­ta?” she de­mand­ed.

			“My moth­er,” replied the young princess, “a cav­a­lier has just en­tered the Lou­vre and wish­es to present his re­spects to Your Majesty; he ar­rives from the army and has, he says, a let­ter to re­mit to you, on the part of the Maréchal de Gram­mont, I think.”

			“Ah!” said the queen to de Win­ter, “he is one of my faith­ful ad­her­ents; but do you not ob­serve, my dear lord, that we are so poor­ly served that it is left to my daugh­ter to fill the of­fice of door­keep­er?”

			“Madame, have pity on me,” ex­claimed de Win­ter; “you wring my heart!”

			“And who is this cav­a­lier, Hen­ri­et­ta?” asked the queen.

			“I saw him from the win­dow, Madame; he is a young man that ap­pears scarce six­teen years of age, and is called the Vis­count de Bragelonne.”

			The queen, smil­ing, made a sign with her head; the young princess opened the door and Raoul ap­peared on the thresh­old.

			Ad­vanc­ing a few steps to­ward the queen, he knelt down.

			“Madame,” said he, “I bear to Your Majesty a let­ter from my friend the Count de Guiche, who told me he had the hon­or of be­ing your ser­vant; this let­ter con­tains im­por­tant news and the ex­pres­sion of his re­spect.”

			At the name of the Count de Guiche a blush spread over the cheeks of the young princess, and the queen glanced at her with some de­gree of sever­i­ty.

			“You told me that the let­ter was from the Maréchal de Gram­mont, Hen­ri­et­ta!” said the queen.

			“I thought so, Madame,” stam­mered the young girl.

			“It is my fault, Madame,” said Raoul. “I did an­nounce my­self, in truth, as com­ing on the part of the Maréchal de Gram­mont; but be­ing wound­ed in the right arm he was un­able to write and there­fore the Count de Guiche act­ed as his sec­re­tary.”

			“There has been fight­ing, then?” asked the queen, mo­tion­ing to Raoul to rise.

			“Yes, Madame,” said the young man.

			At this an­nounce­ment of a bat­tle hav­ing tak­en place, the princess opened her mouth as though to ask a ques­tion of in­ter­est; but her lips closed again with­out ar­tic­u­lat­ing a word, while the col­or grad­u­al­ly fad­ed from her cheeks.

			The queen saw this, and doubt­less her ma­ter­nal heart trans­lat­ed the emo­tion, for ad­dress­ing Raoul again:

			“And no evil has hap­pened to the young Count de Guiche?” she asked; “for not on­ly is he our ser­vant, as you say, sir, but more—he is one of our friends.”

			“No, Madame,” replied Raoul; “on the con­trary, he gained great glo­ry and had the hon­or of be­ing em­braced by His High­ness, the prince, on the field of bat­tle.”

			The young princess clapped her hands; and then, ashamed of hav­ing been be­trayed in­to such a demon­stra­tion of joy, she half turned away and bent over a vase of ros­es, as if to in­hale their odor.

			“Let us see,” said the queen, “what the count says.” And she opened the let­ter and read:

			
				“Madame—Be­ing un­able to have the hon­or of writ­ing to you my­self, by rea­son of a wound I have re­ceived in my right hand, I have com­mand­ed my son, the Count de Guiche, who, with his fa­ther, is equal­ly your hum­ble ser­vant, to write to tell you that we have just gained the bat­tle of Lens, and that this vic­to­ry can­not fail to give great pow­er to Car­di­nal Mazarin and to the queen over the af­fairs of Eu­rope. If Her Majesty will have faith in my coun­sels she ought to prof­it by this event to ad­dress at this mo­ment, in fa­vor of her au­gust hus­band, the court of France. The Vi­comte de Bragelonne, who will have the hon­or of re­mit­ting this let­ter to Your Majesty, is the friend of my son, who owes to him his life; he is a gen­tle­man in whom Your Majesty may con­fide en­tire­ly, in case Your Majesty may have some ver­bal or writ­ten or­der to re­mit to me.

				
					“I have the hon­or to be, with re­spect, etc.,

					“Maréchal de Gram­mont.”

				
			

			At the mo­ment men­tion oc­curred of his hav­ing ren­dered a ser­vice to the count, Raoul could not help turn­ing his glance to­ward the young princess, and then he saw in her eyes an ex­pres­sion of in­fi­nite grat­i­tude to the young man; he no longer doubt­ed that the daugh­ter of King Charles I loved his friend.

			“The bat­tle of Lens gained!” said the queen; “they are lucky here in­deed; they can gain bat­tles! Yes, the Maréchal de Gram­mont is right; this will change the as­pect of French af­fairs, but I much fear it will do noth­ing for Eng­lish, even if it does not harm them. This is re­cent news, sir,” con­tin­ued she, “and I thank you for hav­ing made such haste to bring it to me; with­out this let­ter I should not have heard till to­mor­row, per­haps af­ter to­mor­row—the last of all Paris.”

			“Madame,” said Raoul, “the Lou­vre is but the sec­ond palace this news has reached; it is as yet un­known to all, and I had sworn to the Count de Guiche to re­mit this let­ter to Your Majesty be­fore even I should em­brace my guardian.”

			“Your guardian! is he, too, a Bragelonne?” asked Lord de Win­ter. “I once knew a Bragelonne—is he still alive?”

			“No, sir, he is dead; and I be­lieve it is from him my guardian, whose near re­la­tion he was, in­her­it­ed the es­tate from which I take my name.”

			“And your guardian, sir,” asked the queen, who could not help feel­ing some in­ter­est in the hand­some young man be­fore her, “what is his name?”

			“The Comte de la Fère, Madame,” replied the young man, bow­ing.

			De Win­ter made a ges­ture of sur­prise and the queen turned to him with a start of joy.

			“The Comte de la Fère!” she cried. “Have you not men­tioned that name to me?”

			As for de Win­ter he could scarce­ly be­lieve that he had heard aright. “The Comte de la Fère!” he cried in his turn. “Oh, sir, re­ply, I en­treat you—is not the Comte de la Fère a no­ble whom I re­mem­ber, hand­some and brave, a mus­ke­teer un­der Louis XI­II, who must be now about forty-sev­en or forty-eight years of age?”

			“Yes, sir, you are right in ev­ery par­tic­u­lar!”

			“And who served un­der an as­sumed name?”

			“Un­der the name of Athos. Lat­ter­ly I heard his friend, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, give him that name.”

			“That is it, Madame, that is the same. God be praised! And he is in Paris?” con­tin­ued he, ad­dress­ing Raoul; then turn­ing to the queen: “We may still hope. Prov­i­dence has de­clared for us, since I have found this brave man again in so mirac­u­lous a man­ner. And, sir, where does he re­side, pray?”

			“The Comte de la Fère lodges in the Rue Guéné­gaud, Hô­tel du Grand Roi Charle­magne.”

			“Thanks, sir. In­form this dear friend that he may re­main with­in, that I shall go and see him im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Sir, I obey with plea­sure, if Her Majesty will per­mit me to de­part.”

			“Go, Mon­sieur de Bragelonne,” said the queen, “and rest as­sured of our af­fec­tion.”

			Raoul bent re­spect­ful­ly be­fore the two princess­es, and bow­ing to de Win­ter, de­part­ed.

			The queen and de Win­ter con­tin­ued to con­verse for some time in low voic­es, in or­der that the young princess should not over­hear them; but the pre­cau­tion was need­less: she was in deep con­verse with her own thoughts.

			Then, when de Win­ter rose to take leave:

			“Lis­ten, my lord,” said the queen; “I have pre­served this di­a­mond cross which came from my moth­er, and this or­der of St. Michael which came from my hus­band. They are worth about fifty thou­sand pounds. I had sworn to die of hunger rather than part with these pre­cious pledges; but now that this or­na­ment may be use­ful to him or his de­fend­ers, ev­ery­thing must be sac­ri­ficed. Take them, and if you need mon­ey for your ex­pe­di­tion, sell them fear­less­ly, my lord. But should you find the means of re­tain­ing them, re­mem­ber, my lord, that I shall es­teem you as hav­ing ren­dered the great­est ser­vice that a gen­tle­man can ren­der to a queen; and in the day of my pros­per­i­ty he who brings me this or­der and this cross shall be blessed by me and my chil­dren.”

			“Madame,” replied de Win­ter, “Your Majesty will be served by a man de­vot­ed to you. I has­ten to de­posit these two ob­jects in a safe place, nor should I ac­cept them if the re­sources of our an­cient for­tune were left to us, but our es­tates are con­fis­cat­ed, our ready mon­ey is ex­haust­ed, and we are re­duced to turn to ser­vice ev­ery­thing we pos­sess. In an hour hence I shall be with the Comte de la Fère, and to­mor­row Your Majesty shall have a def­i­nite re­ply.”

			The queen ten­dered her hand to Lord de Win­ter, who, kiss­ing it re­spect­ful­ly, went out and tra­versed alone and un­con­duct­ed those large, dark and de­sert­ed apart­ments, brush­ing away tears which, blasé as he was by fifty years spent as a courtier, he could not with­hold at the spec­ta­cle of roy­al dis­tress so dig­ni­fied, yet so in­tense.

		
	
		
			
				XL

				Un­cle and Nephew

			
			The horse and ser­vant be­long­ing to de Win­ter were wait­ing for him at the door; he pro­ceed­ed to­ward his abode very thought­ful­ly, look­ing be­hind him from time to him to con­tem­plate the dark and silent frontage of the Lou­vre. It was then that he saw a horse­man, as it were, de­tach him­self from the wall and fol­low him at a lit­tle dis­tance. In leav­ing the Palais Roy­al he re­mem­bered to have ob­served a sim­i­lar shad­ow.

			“Tony,” he said, mo­tion­ing to his groom to ap­proach.

			“Here I am, my lord.”

			“Did you re­mark that man who is fol­low­ing us?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Who is he?”

			“I do not know, on­ly he has fol­lowed your grace from the Palais Roy­al, stopped at the Lou­vre to wait for you, and now leaves the Lou­vre with you.”

			“Some spy of the car­di­nal,” said de Win­ter to him, aside. “Let us pre­tend not to no­tice that he is watch­ing us.”

			And spurring on he plunged in­to the labyrinth of streets which led to his ho­tel, sit­u­at­ed near the Marais, for hav­ing for so long a time lived near the Place Royale, Lord de Win­ter nat­u­ral­ly re­turned to lodge near his an­cient dwelling.

			The un­known spurred his horse to a gal­lop.

			De Win­ter dis­mount­ed at his ho­tel and went up in­to his apart­ment, in­tend­ing to watch the spy; but as he was about to place his gloves and hat on a ta­ble, he saw re­flect­ed in a glass op­po­site to him a fig­ure which stood on the thresh­old of the room. He turned around and Mor­daunt stood be­fore him.

			There was a mo­ment of frozen si­lence be­tween these two.

			“Sir,” said de Win­ter, “I thought I had al­ready made you aware that I am weary of this per­se­cu­tion; with­draw, then, or I shall call and have you turned out as you were in Lon­don. I am not your un­cle, I know you not.”

			“My un­cle,” replied Mor­daunt, with his harsh and ban­ter­ing tone, “you are mis­tak­en; you will not have me turned out this time as you did in Lon­don—you dare not. As for deny­ing that I am your nephew, you will think twice about it, now that I have learned some things of which I was ig­no­rant a year ago.”

			“And how does it con­cern me what you have learned?” said de Win­ter.

			“Oh, it con­cerns you very close­ly, my un­cle, I am sure, and you will soon be of my opin­ion,” added he, with a smile which sent a shud­der through the veins of him he thus ad­dressed. “When I pre­sent­ed my­self be­fore you for the first time in Lon­don, it was to ask you what had be­come of my for­tune; the sec­ond time it was to de­mand who had sul­lied my name; and this time I come be­fore you to ask a ques­tion far more ter­ri­ble than any oth­er, to say to you as God said to the first mur­der­er: ‘Cain, what hast thou done to thy broth­er Abel?’ My lord, what have you done with your sis­ter—your sis­ter, who was my moth­er?”

			De Win­ter shrank back from the fire of those scorch­ing eyes.

			“Your moth­er?” he said.

			“Yes, my lord, my moth­er,” replied the young man, ad­vanc­ing in­to the room un­til he was face to face with Lord de Win­ter, and cross­ing his arms. “I have asked the heads­man of Bethune,” he said, his voice hoarse and his face livid with pas­sion and grief. “And the heads­man of Bethune gave me a re­ply.”

			De Win­ter fell back in a chair as though struck by a thun­der­bolt and in vain at­tempt­ed a re­ply.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the young man; “all is now ex­plained; with this key I open the abyss. My moth­er in­her­it­ed an es­tate from her hus­band, you have as­sas­si­nat­ed her; my name would have se­cured me the pa­ter­nal es­tate, you have de­prived me of it; you have de­spoiled me of my for­tune. I am no longer as­ton­ished that you knew me not. I am not sur­prised that you re­fused to rec­og­nize me. When a man is a rob­ber it is hard to call him nephew whom he has im­pov­er­ished; when one is a mur­der­er, to rec­og­nize the man whom one has made an or­phan.”

			These words pro­duced a con­trary ef­fect to that which Mor­daunt had an­tic­i­pat­ed. De Win­ter re­mem­bered the mon­ster that Mi­la­dy had been; he rose, dig­ni­fied and calm, re­strain­ing by the sever­i­ty of his look the wild glance of the young man.

			“You de­sire to fath­om this hor­ri­ble se­cret?” said de Win­ter; “well, then, so be it. Know, then, what man­ner of wom­an it was for whom to­day you call me to ac­count. That wom­an had, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, poi­soned my broth­er, and in or­der to in­her­it from me she was about to as­sas­si­nate me in my turn. I have proof of it. What say you to that?”

			“I say that she was my moth­er.”

			“She caused the un­for­tu­nate Duke of Buck­ing­ham to be stabbed by a man who was, ere that, hon­est, good and pure. What say you to that crime, of which I have the proof?”

			“She was my moth­er.”

			“On our re­turn to France she had a young wom­an who was at­tached to one of her op­po­nents poi­soned in the con­vent of the Au­gustines at Bethune. Will this crime per­suade you of the jus­tice of her pun­ish­ment—for of all this I have the proofs?”

			“She was my moth­er!” cried the young man, who ut­tered these three suc­ces­sive ex­cla­ma­tions with con­stant­ly in­creas­ing force.

			“At last, charged with mur­ders, with de­bauch­ery, hat­ed by ev­ery­one and yet threat­en­ing still, like a pan­ther thirst­ing for blood, she fell un­der the blows of men whom she had ren­dered des­per­ate, though they had nev­er done her the least in­jury; she met with judges whom her hideous crimes had evoked; and that ex­e­cu­tion­er you saw—that ex­e­cu­tion­er who you say told you ev­ery­thing—that ex­e­cu­tion­er, if he told you ev­ery­thing, told you that he leaped with joy in aveng­ing on her his broth­er’s shame and sui­cide. De­praved as a girl, adul­ter­ous as a wife, an un­nat­u­ral sis­ter, homi­cide, poi­son­er, ex­e­crat­ed by all who knew her, by ev­ery na­tion that had been vis­it­ed by her, she died ac­cursed by Heav­en and earth.”

			A sob which Mor­daunt could not re­press burst from his throat and his livid face be­came suf­fused with blood; he clenched his fists, sweat cov­ered his face, his hair, like Ham­let’s, stood on end, and racked with fury he cried out:

			“Si­lence, sir! she was my moth­er! Her crimes, I know them not; her dis­or­ders, I know them not; her vices, I know them not. But this I know, that I had a moth­er, that five men leagued against one wom­an, mur­dered her clan­des­tine­ly by night—silent­ly—like cow­ards. I know that you were one of them, my un­cle, and that you cried loud­er than the oth­ers: ‘She must die.’ There­fore I warn you, and lis­ten well to my words, that they may be en­graved up­on your mem­o­ry, nev­er to be for­got­ten: this mur­der, which has robbed me of ev­ery­thing—this mur­der, which has de­prived me of my name—this mur­der, which has im­pov­er­ished me—this mur­der, which has made me cor­rupt, wicked, im­pla­ca­ble—I shall sum­mon you to ac­count for it first and then those who were your ac­com­plices, when I dis­cov­er them!”

			With ha­tred in his eyes, foam­ing at his mouth, and his fist ex­tend­ed, Mor­daunt had ad­vanced one more step, a threat­en­ing, ter­ri­ble step, to­ward de Win­ter. The lat­ter put his hand to his sword, and said, with the smile of a man who for thir­ty years has jest­ed with death:

			“Would you as­sas­si­nate me, sir? Then I shall rec­og­nize you as my nephew, for you would be a wor­thy son of such a moth­er.”

			“No,” replied Mor­daunt, forc­ing his fea­tures and the mus­cles of his body to re­sume their usu­al places and be calm; “no, I shall not kill you; at least not at this mo­ment, for with­out you I could not dis­cov­er the oth­ers. But when I have found them, then trem­ble, sir. I stabbed to the heart the heads­man of Bethune, with­out mer­cy or pity, and he was the least guilty of you all.”

			With these words the young man went out and de­scend­ed the stairs with suf­fi­cient calm­ness to pass un­ob­served; then up­on the low­est land­ing place he passed Tony, lean­ing over the balustrade, wait­ing on­ly for a call from his mas­ter to mount to his room.

			But de Win­ter did not call; crushed, en­fee­bled, he re­mained stand­ing and with lis­ten­ing ear; then on­ly when he had heard the step of the horse go­ing away he fell back on a chair, say­ing:

			“My God, I thank Thee that he knows me on­ly.”

		
	
		
			
				XLI

				Pa­ter­nal Af­fec­tion

			
			Whilst this ter­ri­ble scene was pass­ing at Lord de Win­ter’s, Athos, seat­ed near his win­dow, his el­bow on the ta­ble and his head sup­port­ed on his hand, was lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly to Raoul’s ac­count of the ad­ven­tures he met with on his jour­ney and the de­tails of the bat­tle.

			Lis­ten­ing to the re­la­tion of those emo­tions so fresh and pure, the fine, no­ble face of Athos be­trayed in­de­scrib­able plea­sure; he in­haled the tones of that young voice, as har­mo­nious mu­sic. He for­got all that was dark in the past and that was cloudy in the fu­ture. It al­most seemed as if the re­turn of this much loved boy had changed his fears to hopes. Athos was hap­py—hap­py as he had nev­er been be­fore.

			“And you as­sist­ed and took part in this great bat­tle, Bragelonne!” cried the for­mer mus­ke­teer.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“And it was a fierce one?”

			“His High­ness the prince charged eleven times in per­son.”

			“He is a great com­man­der, Bragelonne.”

			“He is a hero, sir. I did not lose sight of him for an in­stant. Oh! how fine it is to be called Condé and to be so wor­thy of such a name!”

			“He was calm and ra­di­ant, was he not?”

			“As calm as at pa­rade, ra­di­ant as at a fête. When we went up to the en­e­my it was slow­ly; we were for­bid­den to draw first and we were march­ing to­ward the Spaniards, who were on a height with low­ered mus­kets. When we ar­rived about thir­ty paces from them the prince turned around to the sol­diers: ‘Com­rades,’ he said, ‘you are about to suf­fer a fu­ri­ous dis­charge; but af­ter that you will make short work with those fel­lows.’ There was such dead si­lence that friends and en­e­mies could have heard these words; then rais­ing his sword, ‘Sound trum­pets!’ he cried.”

			“Well, very good; you will do as much when the op­por­tu­ni­ty oc­curs, will you, Raoul?”

			“I know not, sir, but I thought it re­al­ly very fine and grand!”

			“Were you afraid, Raoul?” asked the count.

			“Yes, sir,” replied the young man naive­ly; “I felt a great chill at my heart, and at the word ‘fire,’ which re­sound­ed in Span­ish from the en­e­my’s ranks, I closed my eyes and thought of you.”

			“In hon­est truth, Raoul?” said Athos, press­ing his hand.

			“Yes, sir; at that in­stant there was such a rat­a­plan of mus­ketry that one might have imag­ined the in­fer­nal re­gions had opened. Those who were not killed felt the heat of the flames. I opened my eyes, as­ton­ished to find my­self alive and even un­hurt; a third of the squadron were ly­ing on the ground, wound­ed, dead or dy­ing. At that mo­ment I en­coun­tered the eye of the prince. I had but one thought and that was that he was ob­serv­ing me. I spurred on and found my­self in the en­e­my’s ranks.”

			“And the prince was pleased with you?”

			“He told me so, at least, sir, when he de­sired me to re­turn to Paris with Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon, who was charged to car­ry the news to the queen and to bring the col­ors we had tak­en. ‘Go,’ said he; ‘the en­e­my will not ral­ly for fif­teen days and un­til that time I have no need of your ser­vice. Go and see those whom you love and who love you, and tell my sis­ter de Longueville that I thank her for the present that she made me of you.’ And I came, sir,” added Raoul, gaz­ing at the count with a smile of re­al af­fec­tion, “for I thought you would be glad to see me again.”

			Athos drew the young man to­ward him and pressed his lips to his brow, as he would have done to a young daugh­ter.

			“And now, Raoul,” said he, “you are launched; you have dukes for friends, a mar­shal of France for god­fa­ther, a prince of the blood as com­man­der, and on the day of your re­turn you have been re­ceived by two queens; it is not so bad for a novice.”

			“Oh sir,” said Raoul, sud­den­ly, “you re­call some­thing, which, in my haste to re­late my ex­ploits, I had for­got­ten; it is that there was with Her Majesty the Queen of Eng­land, a gen­tle­man who, when I pro­nounced your name, ut­tered a cry of sur­prise and joy; he said he was a friend of yours, asked your ad­dress, and is com­ing to see you.”

			“What is his name?”

			“I did not ven­ture to ask, sir; he spoke el­e­gant­ly, al­though I thought from his ac­cent he was an En­glish­man.”

			“Ah!” said Athos, lean­ing down his head as if to re­mem­ber who it could be. Then, when he raised it again, he was struck by the pres­ence of a man who was stand­ing at the open door and was gaz­ing at him with a com­pas­sion­ate air.

			“Lord de Win­ter!” ex­claimed the count.

			“Athos, my friend!”

			And the two gen­tle­men were for an in­stant locked in each oth­er’s arms; then Athos, look­ing in­to his friend’s face and tak­ing him by both hands, said:

			“What ails you, my lord? you ap­pear as un­hap­py as I am the re­verse.”

			“Yes, tru­ly, dear friend; and I may even say the sight of you in­creas­es my dis­may.”

			And de Win­ter glanc­ing around him, Raoul quick­ly un­der­stood that the two friends wished to be alone and he there­fore left the room un­af­fect­ed­ly.

			“Come, now that we are alone,” said Athos, “let us talk of your­self.”

			“Whilst we are alone let us speak of our­selves,” replied de Win­ter. “He is here.”

			“Who?”

			“Mi­la­dy’s son.”

			Athos, again struck by this name, which seemed to pur­sue him like an echo, hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment, then slight­ly knit­ting his brows, he calm­ly said:

			“I know it, Gri­maud met him be­tween Bethune and Ar­ras and then came here to warn me of his pres­ence.”

			“Does Gri­maud know him, then?”

			“No; but he was present at the deathbed of a man who knew him.”

			“The heads­man of Bethune?” ex­claimed de Win­ter.

			“You know about that?” cried Athos, as­ton­ished.

			“He has just left me,” replied de Win­ter, “af­ter telling me all. Ah! my friend! what a hor­ri­ble scene! Why did we not de­stroy the child with the moth­er?”

			“What need you fear?” said Athos, re­cov­er­ing from the in­stinc­tive fear he had at first ex­pe­ri­enced, by the aid of rea­son; “are we not men ac­cus­tomed to de­fend our­selves? Is this young man an as­sas­sin by pro­fes­sion—a mur­der­er in cold blood? He has killed the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune in an ac­cess of pas­sion, but now his fury is as­suaged.”

			De Win­ter smiled sor­row­ful­ly and shook his head.

			“Do you not know the race?” said he.

			“Pooh!” said Athos, try­ing to smile in his turn. “It must have lost its fe­roc­i­ty in the sec­ond gen­er­a­tion. Be­sides, my friend, Prov­i­dence has warned us, that we may be on our guard. All we can now do is to wait. Let us wait; and, as I said be­fore, let us speak of your­self. What brings you to Paris?”

			“Af­fairs of im­por­tance which you shall know lat­er. But what is this that I hear from Her Majesty the Queen of Eng­land? Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan sides with Mazarin! Par­don my frank­ness, dear friend. I nei­ther hate nor blame the car­di­nal, and your opin­ions will be held ev­er sa­cred by me. But do you hap­pen to be­long to him?”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” replied Athos, “is in the ser­vice; he is a sol­dier and obeys all con­sti­tu­tion­al au­thor­i­ty. Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan is not rich and has need of his po­si­tion as lieu­tenant to en­able him to live. Mil­lion­aires like your­self, my lord, are rare in France.”

			“Alas!” said de Win­ter, “I am at this mo­ment as poor as he is, if not poor­er. But to re­turn to our sub­ject.”

			“Well, then, you wish to know if I am of Mazarin’s par­ty? No. Par­don my frank­ness, too, my lord.”

			“I am obliged to you, count, for this pleas­ing in­tel­li­gence! You make me young and hap­py again by it. Ah! so you are not a Mazarin­ist? De­light­ful! In­deed, you could not be­long to him. But par­don me, are you free? I mean to ask if you are mar­ried?”

			“Ah! as to that, no,” replied Athos, laugh­ing.

			“Be­cause that young man, so hand­some, so el­e­gant, so pol­ished—”

			“Is a child I have adopt­ed and who does not even know who was his fa­ther.”

			“Very well; you are al­ways the same, Athos, great and gen­er­ous. Are you still friends with Mon­sieur Porthos and Mon­sieur Aramis?”

			“Add Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, my lord. We still re­main four friends de­vot­ed to each oth­er; but when it be­comes a ques­tion of serv­ing the car­di­nal or of fight­ing him, of be­ing Mazarin­ists or Frondists, then we are on­ly two.”

			“Is Mon­sieur Aramis with d’Artag­nan?” asked Lord de Win­ter.

			“No,” said Athos; “Mon­sieur Aramis does me the hon­or to share my opin­ions.”

			“Could you put me in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with your wit­ty and agree­able friend? Is he much changed?”

			“He has be­come an ab­bé, that is all.”

			“You alarm me; his pro­fes­sion must have made him re­nounce any great un­der­tak­ings.”

			“On the con­trary,” said Athos, smil­ing, “he has nev­er been so much a mus­ke­teer as since he be­came an ab­bé, and you will find him a ver­i­ta­ble sol­dier.”

			“Could you en­gage to bring him to me to­mor­row morn­ing at ten o’clock, on the Pont du Lou­vre?”

			“Oh, oh!” ex­claimed Athos, smil­ing, “you have a du­el in prospect.”

			“Yes, count, and a splen­did du­el, too; a du­el in which I hope you will take your part.”

			“Where are we to go, my lord?”

			“To Her Majesty the Queen of Eng­land, who has de­sired me to present you to her.”

			“This is an enig­ma,” said Athos, “but it mat­ters not; since you know the so­lu­tion of it I ask no fur­ther. Will your lord­ship do me the hon­or to sup with me?”

			“Thanks, count, no,” replied de Win­ter. “I own to you that that young man’s vis­it has sub­dued my ap­petite and prob­a­bly will rob me of my sleep. What un­der­tak­ing can have brought him to Paris? It was not to meet me that he came, for he was ig­no­rant of my jour­ney. This young man ter­ri­fies me, my lord; there lies in him a san­guinary pre­dis­po­si­tion.”

			“What oc­cu­pies him in Eng­land?”

			“He is one of Cromwell’s most en­thu­si­as­tic dis­ci­ples.”

			“But what at­tached him to the cause? His fa­ther and moth­er were Catholics, I be­lieve?”

			“His ha­tred of the king, who de­prived him of his es­tates and for­bade him to bear the name of de Win­ter.”

			“And what name does he now bear?”

			“Mor­daunt.”

			“A Pu­ri­tan, yet dis­guised as a monk he trav­els alone in France.”

			“Do you say as a monk?”

			“It was thus, and by mere ac­ci­dent—may God par­don me if I blas­pheme—that he heard the con­fes­sion of the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune.”

			“Then I un­der­stand it all! he has been sent by Cromwell to Mazarin, and the queen guessed right­ly; we have been fore­stalled. Ev­ery­thing is clear to me now. Adieu, count, till to­mor­row.”

			“But the night is dark,” said Athos, per­ceiv­ing that Lord de Win­ter seemed more un­easy than he wished to ap­pear; “and you have no ser­vant.”

			“I have Tony, a safe if sim­ple youth.”

			“Hal­loo, there, Gri­maud, Oli­vain, and Blaisois! call the vis­count and take the mus­ket with you.”

			Blaisois was the tall youth, half groom, half peas­ant, whom we saw at the Château de Bragelonne, whom Athos had chris­tened by the name of his prov­ince.

			“Vis­count,” said Athos to Raoul, as he en­tered, “you will con­duct my lord as far as his ho­tel and per­mit no one to ap­proach him.”

			“Oh! count,” said de Win­ter, “for whom do you take me?”

			“For a stranger who does not know Paris,” said Athos, “and to whom the vis­count will show the way.”

			De Win­ter shook him by the hand.

			“Gri­maud,” said Athos, “put your­self at the head of the troop and be­ware of the monk.”

			Gri­maud shud­dered, and nod­ding, await­ed the de­par­ture, re­gard­ing the butt of his mus­ket with silent elo­quence. Then obey­ing the or­ders giv­en him by Athos, he head­ed the small pro­ces­sion, bear­ing the torch in one hand and the mus­ket in the oth­er, un­til it reached de Win­ter’s inn, when pound­ing on the por­tal with his fist, he bowed to my lord and faced about with­out a word.

			The same or­der was fol­lowed in re­turn­ing, nor did Gri­maud’s search­ing glance dis­cov­er any­thing of a sus­pi­cious ap­pear­ance, save a dark shad­ow, as it were, in am­bus­cade, at the cor­ner of the Rue Guéné­gaud and of the Quai. He fan­cied, al­so, that in go­ing he had al­ready ob­served the street watch­er who had at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. He pushed on to­ward him, but be­fore he could reach it the shad­ow had dis­ap­peared in­to an al­ley, in­to which Gri­maud deemed it scarce­ly pru­dent to pur­sue it.

			The next day, on awak­ing, the count per­ceived Raoul by his bed­side. The young man was al­ready dressed and was read­ing a new book by M. Chapelain.

			“Al­ready up, Raoul?” ex­claimed the count.

			“Yes, sir,” replied Raoul, with slight hes­i­ta­tion; “I did not sleep well.”

			“You, Raoul, not sleep well! then you must have some­thing on your mind!” said Athos.

			“Sir, you will per­haps think that I am in a great hur­ry to leave you when I have on­ly just ar­rived, but—”

			“Have you on­ly two days of leave, Raoul?”

			“On the con­trary, sir, I have ten; nor is it to the camp I wish to go.”

			“Where, then?” said Athos, smil­ing, “if it be not a se­cret. You are now al­most a man, since you have made your first pas­sage of arms, and have ac­quired the right to go where you will with­out con­sult­ing me.”

			“Nev­er, sir,” said Raoul, “as long as I pos­sess the hap­pi­ness of hav­ing you for a pro­tec­tor, shall I deem I have the right of free­ing my­self from a guardian­ship so valu­able to me. I have, how­ev­er, a wish to go and pass a day at Blois. You look at me and you are go­ing to laugh at me.”

			“No, on the con­trary, I am not in­clined to laugh,” said Athos, sup­press­ing a sigh. “You wish to see Blois again; it is but nat­u­ral.”

			“Then you per­mit me to go, you are not an­gry in your heart?” ex­claimed Raoul, joy­ous­ly.

			“Cer­tain­ly; and why should I re­gret what gives you plea­sure?”

			“Oh! how kind you are,” ex­claimed the young man, press­ing his guardian’s hand; “and I can set out im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“When you like, Raoul.”

			“Sir,” said Raoul, as he turned to leave the room, “I have thought of one thing, and that is about the Duchess of Chevreuse, who was so kind to me and to whom I owe my in­tro­duc­tion to the prince.”

			“And you ought to thank her, Raoul. Well, try the Hô­tel de Luynes, Raoul, and ask if the duchess can re­ceive you. I am glad to see you pay at­ten­tion to the us­ages of the world. You must take Gri­maud and Oli­vain.”

			“Both, sir?” asked Raoul, as­ton­ished.

			“Both.”

			Raoul went out, and when Athos heard his young, joy­ous voice call­ing to Gri­maud and Oli­vain, he sighed.

			It is very soon to leave me, he thought, but he fol­lows the com­mon cus­tom. Na­ture has made us thus; she makes the young look ev­er for­ward, not be­hind. He cer­tain­ly likes the child, but will he love me less as his af­fec­tion grows for her?

			And Athos con­fessed to him­self that, he was un­pre­pared for so prompt a de­par­ture; but Raoul was so hap­py that this re­flec­tion ef­faced ev­ery­thing else from the con­sid­er­a­tion of his guardian.

			Ev­ery­thing was ready at ten o’clock for the de­par­ture, and as Athos was watch­ing Raoul mount, a groom rode up from the Duchess de Chevreuse. He was charged to tell the Comte de la Fère that she had learned of the re­turn of her youth­ful pro­tégé, and al­so the man­ner he had con­duct­ed him­self on the field, and she added that she should be very glad to of­fer him her con­grat­u­la­tions.

			“Tell her grace,” replied Athos, “that the vis­count has just mount­ed his horse to pro­ceed to the Hô­tel de Luynes.”

			Then, with re­newed in­struc­tions to Gri­maud, Athos sig­ni­fied to Raoul that he could set out, and end­ed by re­flect­ing that it was per­haps bet­ter that Raoul should be away from Paris at that mo­ment.

		
	
		
			
				XLII

				An­oth­er Queen in Want of Help

			
			Athos had not failed to send ear­ly to Aramis and had giv­en his let­ter to Blaisois, the on­ly serv­ing­man whom he had left. Blaisois found Bazin don­ning his bea­dle’s gown, his ser­vices be­ing re­quired that day at Notre Dame.

			Athos had de­sired Blaisois to try to speak to Aramis him­self. Blaisois, a tall, sim­ple youth, who un­der­stood noth­ing but what he was ex­press­ly told, asked, there­fore for the Ab­bé d’Herblay, and in spite of Bazin’s as­sur­ances that his mas­ter was not at home, he per­sist­ed in such a man­ner as to put Bazin in­to a pas­sion. Blaisois see­ing Bazin in cler­i­cal guise, was a lit­tle dis­com­posed at his de­nials and want­ed to pass at all risks, be­liev­ing too, that the man with whom he had to do was en­dowed with the virtues of his cloth, name­ly, pa­tience and Chris­tian char­i­ty.

			But Bazin, still the ser­vant of a mus­ke­teer, when once the blood mount­ed to his fat cheeks, seized a broom­stick and be­gan be­la­bor­ing Blaisois, say­ing:

			“You have in­sult­ed the church, my friend, you have in­sult­ed the church!”

			At this mo­ment Aramis, aroused by this un­usu­al dis­tur­bance, cau­tious­ly opened the door of his room; and Blaisois, look­ing re­proach­ful­ly at the Cer­berus, drew the let­ter from his pock­et and pre­sent­ed it to Aramis.

			“From the Comte de la Fère,” said Aramis. “All right.” And he re­tired in­to his room with­out even ask­ing the cause of so much noise.

			Blaisois re­turned dis­con­so­late to the Hô­tel of the Grand Roi Charle­magne and when Athos in­quired if his com­mis­sion was ex­e­cut­ed, he re­lat­ed his ad­ven­ture.

			“You fool­ish fel­low!” said Athos, laugh­ing. “And you did not tell him that you came from me?”

			“No, sir.”

			At ten o’clock Athos, with his ha­bit­u­al ex­ac­ti­tude, was wait­ing on the Pont du Lou­vre and was al­most im­me­di­ate­ly joined by Lord de Win­ter.

			They wait­ed ten min­utes and then his lord­ship be­gan to fear Aramis was not com­ing to join them.

			“Pa­tience,” said Athos, whose eyes were fixed in the di­rec­tion of the Rue du Bac, “pa­tience; I see an ab­bé cuff­ing a man, then bow­ing to a wom­an; it must be Aramis.”

			It was in­deed Aramis. Hav­ing run against a young shop­keep­er who was gap­ing at the crows and who had splashed him, Aramis with one blow of his fist had dis­tanced him ten paces.

			At this mo­ment one of his pen­i­tents passed, and as she was young and pret­ty, Aramis took off his cap to her with his most gra­cious smile.

			A most af­fec­tion­ate greet­ing, as one can well be­lieve, took place be­tween him and Lord de Win­ter.

			“Where are we go­ing?” in­quired Aramis; “are we go­ing to fight, per­chance? I car­ry no sword this morn­ing and can­not re­turn home to pro­cure one.”

			“No,” said Lord de Win­ter, “we are go­ing to pay a vis­it to Her Majesty the Queen of Eng­land.”

			“Oh, very well,” replied Aramis; then bend­ing his face down to Athos’s ear, “what is the ob­ject of this vis­it?” con­tin­ued he.

			“Nay, I know not; some ev­i­dence re­quired from us, per­haps.”

			“May it not be about that cursed af­fair?” asked Aramis, “in which case I do not great­ly care to go, for it will be to pock­et a lec­ture; and since it is my func­tion to give them to oth­ers I am rather averse to re­ceiv­ing them my­self.”

			“If it were so,” an­swered Athos, “we should not be tak­en there by Lord de Win­ter, for he would come in for his share; he was one of us.”

			“You’re right; yes, let us go.”

			On ar­riv­ing at the Lou­vre Lord de Win­ter en­tered first; in­deed, there was but one porter there to re­ceive them at the gate.

			It was im­pos­si­ble in day­light for the im­pov­er­ished state of the habi­ta­tion grudg­ing char­i­ty had con­ced­ed to an un­for­tu­nate queen to pass un­no­ticed by Athos, Aramis, and even the En­glish­man. Large rooms, com­plete­ly stripped of fur­ni­ture, bare walls up­on which, here and there, shone the old gold mold­ings which had re­sist­ed time and ne­glect, win­dows with bro­ken panes (im­pos­si­ble to close), no car­pets, nei­ther guards nor ser­vants: this is what first met the eyes of Athos, to which he, touch­ing his com­pan­ion’s el­bow, di­rect­ed his at­ten­tion by his glances.

			“Mazarin is bet­ter lodged,” said Aramis.

			“Mazarin is al­most king,” an­swered Athos; “Madame Hen­ri­et­ta is al­most no longer queen.”

			“If you would con­de­scend to be clever, Athos,” ob­served Aramis, “I re­al­ly do think you would be wit­ti­er than poor Mon­sieur de Voiture.”

			Athos smiled.

			The queen ap­peared to be im­pa­tient­ly ex­pect­ing them, for at the first slight noise she heard in the hall lead­ing to her room she came her­self to the door to re­ceive these courtiers in the cor­ri­dors of Mis­for­tune.

			“En­ter. You are wel­come, gen­tle­men,” she said.

			The gen­tle­men en­tered and re­mained stand­ing, but at a mo­tion from the queen they seat­ed them­selves. Athos was calm and grave, but Aramis was fu­ri­ous; the sight of such roy­al mis­ery ex­as­per­at­ed him and his eyes ex­am­ined ev­ery new trace of pover­ty that pre­sent­ed it­self.

			“You are ex­am­in­ing the lux­u­ry I en­joy,” said the queen, glanc­ing sad­ly around her.

			“Madame,” replied Aramis, “I must ask your par­don, but I know not how to hide my in­dig­na­tion at see­ing how a daugh­ter of Hen­ry IV is treat­ed at the court of France.”

			“Mon­sieur Aramis is not an of­fi­cer?” asked the queen of Lord de Win­ter.

			“That gen­tle­man is the Ab­bé d’Herblay,” replied he.

			Aramis blushed. “Madame,” he said, “I am an ab­bé, it is true, but I am so against my will. I nev­er had a vo­ca­tion for the bands; my cas­sock is fas­tened by one but­ton on­ly, and I am al­ways ready to be­come a mus­ke­teer once more. This morn­ing, be­ing ig­no­rant that I should have the hon­or of see­ing Your Majesty, I en­cum­bered my­self with this dress, but you will find me none the less a man de­vot­ed to Your Majesty’s ser­vice, in what­ev­er way you may see fit to use me.”

			“The Ab­bé d’Herblay,” re­sumed de Win­ter, “is one of those gal­lant Mus­ke­teers for­mer­ly be­long­ing to His Majesty King Louis XI­II, of whom I have spo­ken to you, Madame.” Then turn­ing to Athos, he con­tin­ued, “And this gen­tle­man is that no­ble Comte de la Fère, whose high rep­u­ta­tion is so well known to Your Majesty.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the queen, “a few years ago I had around me ush­ers, trea­sures, armies; and by the lift­ing of a fin­ger all these were bus­ied in my ser­vice. To­day, look around you, and it may as­ton­ish you, that in or­der to ac­com­plish a plan which is dear­er to me than life, I have on­ly Lord de Win­ter, the friend of twen­ty years, and you, gen­tle­men, whom I see for the first time and whom I know but as my coun­try­men.”

			“It is enough,” said Athos, bow­ing low, “if the lives of three men can pur­chase yours, Madame.”

			“I thank you, gen­tle­men. But hear me,” con­tin­ued she. “I am not on­ly the most mis­er­able of queens, but the most un­hap­py of moth­ers, the most wretch­ed of wives. My chil­dren, two of them, at least, the Duke of York and the Princess Eliz­a­beth, are far away from me, ex­posed to the blows of the am­bi­tious and our foes; my hus­band, the king, is lead­ing in Eng­land so wretch­ed an ex­is­tence that it is no ex­ag­ger­a­tion to aver that he seeks death as a thing to be de­sired. Hold! gen­tle­men, here is the let­ter con­veyed to me by Lord de Win­ter. Read it.”

			Obey­ing the queen, Athos read aloud the let­ter which we have al­ready seen, in which King Charles de­mand­ed to know whether the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of France would be ac­cord­ed him.

			“Well?” asked Athos, when he had closed the let­ter.

			“Well,” said the queen, “it has been re­fused.”

			The two friends ex­changed a smile of con­tempt.

			“And now,” said Athos, “what is to be done? I have the hon­or to in­quire from Your Majesty what you de­sire Mon­sieur d’Herblay and my­self to do in your ser­vice. We are ready.”

			“Ah, sir, you have a no­ble heart!” ex­claimed the queen, with a burst of grat­i­tude; whilst Lord de Win­ter turned to her with a glance which said, “Did I not an­swer for them?”

			“But you, sir?” said the queen to Aramis.

			“I, Madame,” replied he, “fol­low Mon­sieur de la Fère wher­ev­er he leads, even were it on to death, with­out de­mand­ing where­fore; but when it con­cerns Your Majesty’s ser­vice, then,” added he, look­ing at the queen with all the grace of for­mer days, “I pre­cede the count.”

			“Well, then, gen­tle­men,” said the queen, “since it is thus, and since you are will­ing to de­vote your­selves to the ser­vice of a poor princess whom the whole world has aban­doned, this is what is re­quired to be done for me. The king is alone with a few gen­tle­men, whom he fears to lose ev­ery day; sur­round­ed by the Scotch, whom he dis­trusts, al­though he be him­self a Scotch­man. Since Lord de Win­ter left him I am dis­tract­ed, sirs. I ask much, too much, per­haps, for I have no ti­tle to re­quest it. Go to Eng­land, join the king, be his friends, pro­tec­tors, march to bat­tle at his side, and be near him in his house, where con­spir­a­cies, more dan­ger­ous than the per­ils of war, are hatch­ing ev­ery day. And in ex­change for the sac­ri­fice that you make, gen­tle­men, I prom­ise—not to re­ward you, I be­lieve that word would of­fend you—but to love you as a sis­ter, to pre­fer you, next to my hus­band and my chil­dren, to ev­ery­one. I swear it be­fore Heav­en.”

			And the queen raised her eyes solemn­ly up­ward.

			“Madame,” said Athos, “when must we set out?”

			“You con­sent then?” ex­claimed the queen, joy­ful­ly.

			“Yes, Madame; on­ly it seems to me that Your Majesty goes too far in en­gag­ing to load us with a friend­ship so far above our mer­it. We ren­der ser­vice to God, Madame, in serv­ing a prince so un­for­tu­nate, a queen so vir­tu­ous. Madame, we are yours, body and soul.”

			“Oh, sirs,” said the queen, moved even to tears, “this is the first time for five years I have felt the least ap­proach to joy or hope. God, who can read my heart, all the grat­i­tude I feel, will re­ward you! Save my hus­band! Save the king, and al­though you care not for the price that is placed up­on a good ac­tion in this world, leave me the hope that we shall meet again, when I may be able to thank you my­self. In the mean­time, I re­main here. Have you any­thing to ask of me? From this mo­ment I be­come your friend, and since you are en­gaged in my af­fairs I ought to oc­cu­py my­self in yours.”

			“Madame,” replied Athos, “I have on­ly to ask Your Majesty’s prayers.”

			“And I,” said Aramis, “I am alone in the world and have on­ly Your Majesty to serve.”

			The queen held out her hand, which they kissed, and she said in a low tone to de Win­ter:

			“If you need mon­ey, my lord, sep­a­rate the jew­els I have giv­en you; de­tach the di­a­monds and sell them to some Jew. You will re­ceive for them fifty or six­ty thou­sand francs; spend them if nec­es­sary, but let these gen­tle­men be treat­ed as they de­serve, that is to say, like kings.”

			The queen had two let­ters ready, one writ­ten by her­self, the oth­er by her daugh­ter, the Princess Hen­ri­et­ta. Both were ad­dressed to King Charles. She gave the first to Athos and the oth­er to Aramis, so that should they be sep­a­rat­ed by chance they might make them­selves known to the king; af­ter which they with­drew.

			At the foot of the stair­case de Win­ter stopped.

			“Not to arouse sus­pi­cions, gen­tle­men,” said he, “go your way and I will go mine, and this evening at nine o’clock we will as­sem­ble again at the Gate Saint De­nis. We will trav­el on horse­back as far as our hors­es can go and af­ter­ward we can take the post. Once more, let me thank you, my good friends, both in my own name and the queen’s.”

			The three gen­tle­men then shook hands, Lord de Win­ter tak­ing the Rue Saint-Hon­oré, and Athos and Aramis re­main­ing to­geth­er.

			“Well,” said Aramis, when they were alone, “what do you think of this busi­ness, my dear count?”

			“Bad,” replied Athos, “very bad.”

			“But you re­ceived it with en­thu­si­asm.”

			“As I shall ev­er re­ceive the de­fense of a great prin­ci­ple, my dear d’Herblay. Mon­archs are on­ly strong by the as­sis­tance of the aris­toc­ra­cy, but aris­toc­ra­cy can­not sur­vive with­out the coun­te­nance of mon­archs. Let us, then, sup­port monar­chy, in or­der to sup­port our­selves.

			“We shall be mur­dered there,” said Aramis. “I hate the Eng­lish—they are coarse, like ev­ery na­tion that swills beer.”

			“Would it be bet­ter to re­main here,” said Athos, “and take a turn in the Bastille or the dun­geon of Vin­cennes for hav­ing fa­vored the es­cape of Mon­sieur de Beau­fort? I’faith, Aramis, be­lieve me, there is lit­tle left to re­gret. We avoid im­pris­on­ment and we play the part of he­roes; the choice is easy.”

			“It is true; but in ev­ery­thing, friend, one must al­ways re­turn to the same ques­tion—a stupid one, I ad­mit, but very nec­es­sary—have you any mon­ey?”

			“Some­thing like a hun­dred pis­toles, that my farmer sent to me the day be­fore I left Bragelonne; but out of that sum I ought to leave fifty for Raoul—a young man must live re­spectably. I have then about fifty pis­toles. And you?”

			“As for me, I am quite sure that af­ter turn­ing out all my pock­ets and emp­ty­ing my draw­ers I shall not find ten louis at home. For­tu­nate­ly Lord de Win­ter is rich.”

			“Lord de Win­ter is ru­ined for the mo­ment; Oliv­er Cromwell has an­nexed his in­come re­sources.”

			“Now is the time when Baron Porthos would be use­ful.”

			“Now it is that I re­gret d’Artag­nan.”

			“Let us en­tice them away.”

			“This se­cret, Aramis, does not be­long to us; take my ad­vice, then, and let no one in­to our con­fi­dence. And more­over, in tak­ing such a step we should ap­pear to be doubt­ful of our­selves. Let us re­gret their ab­sence to our­selves for our own sakes, but not speak of it.”

			“You are right; but what are you go­ing to do un­til this evening? I have two things to post­pone.”

			“And what are they?”

			“First, a thrust with the coad­ju­tor, whom I met last night at Madame de Ram­bouil­let’s and whom I found par­tic­u­lar in his re­marks re­spect­ing me.”

			“Oh, fie—a quar­rel be­tween priests, a du­el be­tween al­lies!”

			“What can I do, friend? he is a bul­ly and so am I; his cas­sock is a bur­den to him and I imag­ine I have had enough of mine; in fact, there is so much re­sem­blance be­tween us that I some­times be­lieve he is Aramis and I am the coad­ju­tor. This kind of life fa­tigues and op­press­es me; be­sides, he is a tur­bu­lent fel­low, who will ru­in our par­ty. I am con­vinced that if I gave him a box on the ear, such as I gave this morn­ing to the lit­tle cit­i­zen who splashed me, it would change the ap­pear­ance of things.”

			“And I, my dear Aramis,” qui­et­ly replied Athos, “I think it would on­ly change Mon­sieur de Retz’s ap­pear­ance. Take my ad­vice, leave things just as they are; be­sides, you are nei­ther of you now your own mas­ters; he be­longs to the Fronde and you to the queen of Eng­land. So, if the sec­ond mat­ter which you re­gret be­ing un­able to at­tend to is not more im­por­tant than the first—”

			“Oh! that is of the first im­por­tance.”

			“At­tend to it, then, at once.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it is a thing that I can’t per­form at any time I choose. It was ar­ranged for the evening and no oth­er time will serve.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said Athos smil­ing, “mid­night.”

			“About that time.”

			“But, my dear fel­low, those are things that bear post­pone­ment and you must put it off, es­pe­cial­ly with so good an ex­cuse to give on your re­turn—”

			“Yes, if I re­turn.”

			“If you do not re­turn, how does it con­cern you? Be rea­son­able. Come, you are no longer twen­ty years old.”

			“To my great re­gret, mordieu! Ah, if I were but twen­ty years old!”

			“Yes,” said Athos, “doubt­less you would com­mit great fol­lies! But now we must part. I have one or two vis­its to make and a let­ter yet to write. Call for me at eight o’clock or shall I wait sup­per for you at sev­en?”

			“That will do very well,” said Aramis. “I have twen­ty vis­its to make and as many let­ters to write.”

			They then sep­a­rat­ed. Athos went to pay a vis­it to Madame de Vendôme, left his name at Madame de Chevreuse’s and wrote the fol­low­ing let­ter to d’Artag­nan:

			
				Dear Friend—I am about to set off with Aramis on im­por­tant busi­ness. I wished to make my adieux to you, but time does not per­mit. Re­mem­ber that I write to you now to re­peat how much af­fec­tion for you I still cher­ish.

				Raoul is gone to Blois and is ig­no­rant of my de­par­ture; watch over him in my ab­sence as much as you pos­si­bly can; and if by chance you re­ceive no news of me three months hence, tell him to open a pack­et which he will find ad­dressed to him in my bronze cas­ket at Blois, of which I send you now the key.

				Em­brace Porthos from Aramis and my­self. Adieu, per­haps farewell.

			

			At the hour agreed up­on Aramis ar­rived; he was dressed as an of­fi­cer and had the old sword at his side which he had drawn so of­ten and which he was more than ev­er ready to draw.

			“By the by,” he said, “I think that we are de­cid­ed­ly wrong to de­part thus, with­out leav­ing a line for Porthos and d’Artag­nan.”

			“The thing is done, dear friend,” said Athos; “I fore­saw that and have em­braced them both from you and my­self.”

			“You are a won­der­ful man, my dear count,” said Aramis; “you think of ev­ery­thing.”

			“Well, have you made up your mind to this jour­ney?”

			“Quite; and now that I re­flect about it, I am glad to leave Paris at this mo­ment.”

			“And so am I,” replied Athos; “my on­ly re­gret is not hav­ing seen d’Artag­nan; but the ras­cal is so cun­ning, he might have guessed our project.”

			When sup­per was over Blaisois en­tered. “Sir,” said he, “here is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan’s an­swer.”

			“But I did not tell you there would be an an­swer, stupid!” said Athos.

			“And I set off with­out wait­ing for one, but he called me back and gave me this”; and he pre­sent­ed a lit­tle leather bag, plump and giv­ing out a gold­en jin­gle.

			Athos opened it and be­gan by draw­ing forth a lit­tle note, writ­ten in these terms:

			
				My dear Count—When one trav­els, and es­pe­cial­ly for three months, one nev­er has a su­per­fluity of mon­ey. Now, re­call­ing for­mer times of mu­tu­al dis­tress, I send you half my purse; it is mon­ey to ob­tain which I made Mazarin sweat. Don’t make a bad use of it, I en­treat you.

				As to what you say about not see­ing you again, I be­lieve not a word of it; with such a heart as yours—and such a sword—one pass­es through the val­ley of the shad­ow of death a dozen times, un­scathed and un­alarmed. Au revoir, not farewell.

				It is un­nec­es­sary to say that from the day I saw Raoul I loved him; nev­er­the­less, be­lieve that I hearti­ly pray that I may not be­come to him a fa­ther, how­ev­er much I might be proud of such a son.

				
					Your

					D’Artag­nan

					P.S.—Be it well un­der­stood that the fifty louis which I send are equal­ly for Aramis as for you—for you as Aramis.

				
			

			Athos smiled, and his fine eye was dimmed by a tear. D’Artag­nan, who had loved him so ten­der­ly, loved him still, al­though a Mazarin­ist.

			“There are the fifty louis, i’faith,” said Aramis, emp­ty­ing the purse on the ta­ble, all bear­ing the ef­fi­gy of Louis XI­II. “Well, what shall you do with this mon­ey, count? Shall you keep it or send it back?”

			“I shall keep it, Aramis, and even though I had no need of it I still should keep it. What is of­fered from a gen­er­ous heart should be ac­cept­ed gen­er­ous­ly. Take twen­ty-five of them, Aramis, and give me the re­main­ing twen­ty-five.”

			“All right; I am glad to see you are of my opin­ion. There now, shall we start?”

			“When you like; but have you no groom?”

			“No; that id­iot Bazin had the fol­ly to make him­self verg­er, as you know, and there­fore can­not leave Notre Dame.

			“Very well, take Blaisois, with whom I know not what to do, since I al­ready have Gri­maud.”

			“Will­ing­ly,” said Aramis.

			At this mo­ment Gri­maud ap­peared at the door. “Ready,” said he, with his usu­al curt­ness.

			“Let us go, then,” said Athos.

			The two friends mount­ed, as did their ser­vants. At the cor­ner of the Quai they en­coun­tered Bazin, who was run­ning breath­less­ly.

			“Oh, sir!” ex­claimed he, “thank Heav­en I have ar­rived in time. Mon­sieur Porthos has just been to your house and has left this for you, say­ing that the let­ter was im­por­tant and must be giv­en to you be­fore you left.”

			“Good,” said Aramis, tak­ing a purse which Bazin pre­sent­ed to him. “What is this?”

			“Wait, your rev­er­ence, there is a let­ter.”

			“You know I have al­ready told you that if you ev­er call me any­thing but cheva­lier I will break ev­ery bone in your body. Give me the let­ter.”

			“How can you read?” asked Athos, “it is as dark as a cold oven.”

			“Wait,” said Bazin, strik­ing a flint, and set­ting afire a twist­ed wax-light, with which he start­ed the church can­dles. Thus il­lu­mined, Aramis read the fol­low­ing epis­tle:

			
				“My dear d’Herblay—I learned from d’Artag­nan who has em­braced me on the part of the Comte de la Fère and your­self, that you are set­ting out on a jour­ney which may per­haps last two or three months; as I know that you do not like to ask mon­ey of your friends I of­fer you some of my own ac­cord. Here are two hun­dred pis­toles, which you can dis­pose of as you wish and re­turn to me when op­por­tu­ni­ty oc­curs. Do not fear that you put me to in­con­ve­nience; if I want mon­ey I can send for some to any of my châteaux; at Bra­cieux alone, I have twen­ty thou­sand francs in gold. So, if I do not send you more it is be­cause I fear you would not ac­cept a larg­er sum.

				“I ad­dress you, be­cause you know, that al­though I es­teem him from my heart I am a lit­tle awed by the Comte de la Fère; but it is un­der­stood that what I of­fer you I of­fer him at the same time.

				
					“I am, as I trust you do not doubt, your de­vot­ed

					“Du Val­lon de Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds.”

				
			

			“Well,” said Aramis, “what do you say to that?”

			“I say, my dear d’Herblay, that it is al­most sac­ri­lege to dis­trust Prov­i­dence when one has such friends, and there­fore we will di­vide the pis­toles from Porthos, as we di­vid­ed the louis sent by d’Artag­nan.”

			The di­vi­sion be­ing made by the light of Bazin’s ta­per, the two friends con­tin­ued their road and a quar­ter of an hour lat­er they had joined de Win­ter at the Porte Saint De­nis.

		
	
		
			
				XLIII

				In Which It Is Proved That First Im­puls­es Are Of­ten­times the Best

			
			The three gen­tle­men took the road to Pi­cardy, a road so well known to them and which re­called to Athos and Aramis some of the most pic­turesque ad­ven­tures of their youth.

			“If Mous­que­ton were with us,” ob­served Athos, on reach­ing the spot where they had had a dis­pute with the paviers, “how he would trem­ble at pass­ing this! Do you re­mem­ber, Aramis, that it was here he re­ceived that fa­mous bul­let wound?”

			“By my faith, ’twould be ex­cus­able in him to trem­ble,” replied Aramis, “for even I feel a shud­der at the rec­ol­lec­tion; hold, just above that tree is the lit­tle spot where I thought I was killed.”

			It was soon time for Gri­maud to re­call the past. Ar­riv­ing be­fore the inn at which his mas­ter and him­self had made such an enor­mous repast, he ap­proached Athos and said, show­ing him the air­hole of the cel­lar:

			“Sausages!”

			Athos be­gan to laugh, for this ju­ve­nile es­capade of his ap­peared to be as amus­ing as if some­one had re­lat­ed it of an­oth­er per­son.

			At last, af­ter trav­el­ing two days and a night, they ar­rived at Boulogne to­ward the evening, fa­vored by mag­nif­i­cent weath­er. Boulogne was a strong po­si­tion, then al­most a de­sert­ed town, built en­tire­ly on the heights; what is now called the low­er town did not then ex­ist.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said de Win­ter, on reach­ing the gate of the town, “let us do here as at Paris—let us sep­a­rate to avoid sus­pi­cion. I know an inn, lit­tle fre­quent­ed, but of which the host is en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to me. I will go there, where I ex­pect to find let­ters, and you go to the first tav­ern in the town, to L’Epée du Grand Hen­ri for in­stance, re­fresh your­selves, and in two hours be up­on the jet­ty; our boat is wait­ing for us there.”

			The mat­ter be­ing thus de­cid­ed, the two friends found, about two hun­dred paces fur­ther, the tav­ern in­di­cat­ed. Their hors­es were fed, but not un­sad­dled; the grooms supped, for it was al­ready late, and their two mas­ters, im­pa­tient to re­turn, ap­point­ed a place of meet­ing with them on the jet­ty and de­sired them on no ac­count to ex­change a word with any­one. It is need­less to say that this cau­tion con­cerned Blaisois alone—long enough since it had been a use­less one to Gri­maud.

			Athos and Aramis walked down to­ward the port. From their dress, cov­ered with dust, and from a cer­tain easy man­ner by means of which a man ac­cus­tomed to trav­el is al­ways rec­og­niz­able, the two friends ex­cit­ed the at­ten­tion of a few prom­e­naders. There was more es­pe­cial­ly one up­on whom their ar­rival had pro­duced a de­cid­ed im­pres­sion. This man, whom they had no­ticed from the first for the same rea­son they had them­selves been re­marked by oth­ers, was walk­ing in a list­less way up and down the jet­ty. From the mo­ment he per­ceived them he did not cease to look at them and seemed to burn with the wish to speak to them.

			On reach­ing the jet­ty Athos and Aramis stopped to look at a lit­tle boat made fast to a pile and ready rigged as if wait­ing to start.

			“That is doubt­less our boat,” said Athos.

			“Yes,” replied Aramis, “and the sloop out there mak­ing ready to sail must be that which is to take us to our des­ti­na­tion; now,” con­tin­ued he, “if on­ly de Win­ter does not keep us wait­ing. It is not at all amus­ing here; there is not a sin­gle wom­an pass­ing.”

			“Hush!” said Athos, “we are over­heard.”

			In truth, the walk­er, who, dur­ing the ob­ser­va­tions of the two friends, had passed and repassed be­hind them sev­er­al times, stopped at the name of de Win­ter; but as his face be­trayed no emo­tion at men­tion of this name, it might have been by chance he stood so still.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the man, who was young and pale, bow­ing with ease and cour­tesy, “par­don my cu­rios­i­ty, but I see you come from Paris, or at least that you are strangers at Boulogne.”

			“We come from Paris, yes,” replied Athos, with the same cour­tesy; “what is there we can do for you?”

			“Sir,” said the young man, “will you be so good as to tell me if it be true that Car­di­nal Mazarin is no longer min­is­ter?”

			“That is a strange ques­tion,” said Aramis.

			“He is and he is not,” replied Athos; “that is to say, he is dis­missed by one-half of France, but by in­trigues and prom­ises he makes the oth­er half sus­tain him; you will per­ceive that this may last a long time.”

			“How­ev­er, sir,” said the stranger, “he has nei­ther fled nor is in prison?”

			“No, sir, not at this mo­ment at least.”

			“Sirs, ac­cept my thanks for your po­lite­ness,” said the young man, re­treat­ing.

			“What do you think of that in­ter­roga­tor?” asked Aramis.

			“I think he is ei­ther a dull pro­vin­cial per­son or a spy in search of in­for­ma­tion.”

			“And you replied to him with that no­tion?”

			“Noth­ing war­rant­ed me to an­swer him oth­er­wise; he was po­lite to me and I was so to him.”

			“But if he be a spy—”

			“What do you think a spy would be about here? We are not liv­ing in the time of Car­di­nal Riche­lieu, who would have closed the ports on bare sus­pi­cion.”

			“It mat­ters not; you were wrong to re­ply to him as you did,” con­tin­ued Aramis, fol­low­ing with his eyes the young man, now van­ish­ing be­hind the cliffs.

			“And you,” said Athos, “you for­get that you com­mit­ted a very dif­fer­ent kind of im­pru­dence in pro­nounc­ing Lord de Win­ter’s name. Did you not see that at that name the young man stopped?”

			“More rea­son, then, when he spoke to you, for send­ing him about his busi­ness.”

			“A quar­rel?” asked Athos.

			“And since when have you be­come afraid of a quar­rel?”

			“I am al­ways afraid of a quar­rel when I am ex­pect­ed at any place and when such a quar­rel might pos­si­bly pre­vent my reach­ing it. Be­sides, let me own some­thing to you. I am anx­ious to see that young man near­er.”

			“And where­fore?”

			“Aramis, you will cer­tain­ly laugh at me, you will say that I am al­ways re­peat­ing the same thing, you will call me the most tim­o­rous of vi­sion­ar­ies; but to whom do you see a re­sem­blance in that young man?”

			“In beau­ty or on the con­trary?” asked Aramis, laugh­ing.

			“In ug­li­ness, in so far as a man can re­sem­ble a wom­an.”

			“Ah! Egad!” cried Aramis, “you set me think­ing. No, in truth you are no vi­sion­ary, my dear friend, and now I think of it—you—yes, i’faith, you’re right—those del­i­cate, yet firm-set lips, those eyes which seem al­ways at the com­mand of the in­tel­lect and nev­er of the heart! Yes, it is one of Mi­la­dy’s bas­tards!”

			“You laugh Aramis.”

			“From habit, that is all. I swear to you, I like no bet­ter than your­self to meet that viper in my path.”

			“Ah! here is de Win­ter com­ing,” said Athos.

			“Good! one thing now is on­ly awant­ing and that is, that our grooms should not keep us wait­ing.”

			“No,” said Athos. “I see them about twen­ty paces be­hind my lord. I rec­og­nize Gri­maud by his long legs and his de­ter­mined slouch. Tony car­ries our mus­kets.”

			“Then we set sail tonight?” asked Aramis, glanc­ing to­ward the west, where the sun had left a sin­gle gold­en cloud, which, dip­ping in­to the ocean, ap­peared by de­grees to be ex­tin­guished.

			“Prob­a­bly,” said Athos.

			“Di­a­ble!” re­sumed Aramis, “I have lit­tle fan­cy for the sea by day, still less at night; the sounds of wind and wave, the fright­ful move­ments of the ves­sel; I con­fess I pre­fer the con­vent of Noisy.”

			Athos smiled sad­ly, for it was ev­i­dent that he was think­ing of oth­er things as he lis­tened to his friend and moved to­ward de Win­ter.

			“What ails our friend?” said Aramis, “he re­sem­bles one of Dante’s damned, whose neck Apol­ly­on has dis­lo­cat­ed and who are ev­er look­ing at their heels. What the dev­il makes him glow­er thus be­hind him?”

			When de Win­ter per­ceived them, in his turn he ad­vanced to­ward them with sur­pris­ing ra­pid­i­ty.

			“What is the mat­ter, my lord?” said Athos, “and what puts you out of breath thus?”

			“Noth­ing,” replied de Win­ter; “noth­ing; and yet in pass­ing the heights it seemed to me—” and he again turned round.

			Athos glanced at Aramis.

			“But let us go,” con­tin­ued de Win­ter; “let us be off; the boat must be wait­ing for us and there is our sloop at an­chor—do you see it there? I wish I were on board al­ready,” and he looked back again.

			“He has seen him,” said Athos, in a low tone, to Aramis.

			They had reached the lad­der which led to the boat. De Win­ter made the grooms who car­ried the arms and the porters with the lug­gage de­scend first and was about to fol­low them.

			At this mo­ment Athos per­ceived a man walk­ing on the seashore par­al­lel to the jet­ty, and has­ten­ing his steps, as if to reach the oth­er side of the port, scarce­ly twen­ty steps from the place of em­bark­ing. He fan­cied in the dark­ness that he rec­og­nized the young man who had ques­tioned him. Athos now de­scend­ed the lad­der in his turn, with­out los­ing sight of the young man. The lat­ter, to make a short­cut, had ap­peared on a sluice.

			“He cer­tain­ly bodes us no good,” said Athos; “but let us em­bark; once out at sea, let him come.”

			And Athos sprang in­to the boat, which was im­me­di­ate­ly pushed off and which soon sped sea­wards un­der the ef­forts of four stal­wart row­ers.

			But the young man had be­gun to fol­low, or rather to ad­vance be­fore the boat. She was obliged to pass be­tween the point of the jet­ty, sur­mount­ed by a bea­con just light­ed, and a rock which jut­ted out. They saw him in the dis­tance climb­ing the rock in or­der to look down up­on the boat as it passed.

			“Ay, but,” said Aramis, “that young fel­low is de­cid­ed­ly a spy.”

			“Which is the young man?” asked de Win­ter, turn­ing around.

			“He who fol­lowed us and spoke to us awaits us there; be­hold!”

			De Win­ter turned and fol­lowed the di­rec­tion of Aramis’s fin­ger. The bea­con bathed with light the lit­tle strait through which they were about to pass and the rock where the young man stood with bare head and crossed arms.

			“It is he!” ex­claimed de Win­ter, seiz­ing the arm of Athos; “it is he! I thought I rec­og­nized him and I was not mis­tak­en.”

			“Whom do you mean?” asked Aramis.

			“Mi­la­dy’s son,” replied Athos.

			“The monk!” ex­claimed Gri­maud.

			The young man heard these words and bent so for­ward over the rock that one might have sup­posed he was about to pre­cip­i­tate him­self from it.

			“Yes, it is I, my un­cle—I, the son of Mi­la­dy—I, the monk—I, the sec­re­tary and friend of Cromwell—I know you now, both you and your com­pan­ions.”

			In that boat sat three men, un­ques­tion­ably brave, whose courage no man would have dared dis­pute; nev­er­the­less, at that voice, that ac­cent and those ges­tures, they felt a chill ac­cess of ter­ror cramp their veins. As for Gri­maud, his hair stood on end and drops of sweat ran down his brow.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Aramis, “that is the nephew, the monk, and the son of Mi­la­dy, as he says him­self.”

			“Alas, yes,” mur­mured de Win­ter.

			“Then wait,” said Aramis; and with the ter­ri­ble cool­ness which on im­por­tant oc­ca­sions he showed, he took one of the mus­kets from Tony, shoul­dered and aimed it at the young man, who stood, like the ac­cus­ing an­gel, up­on the rock.

			“Fire!” cried Gri­maud, un­con­scious­ly.

			Athos threw him­self on the muz­zle of the gun and ar­rest­ed the shot which was about to be fired.

			“The dev­il take you,” said Aramis. “I had him so well at the point of my gun I should have sent a ball in­to his breast.”

			“It is enough to have killed the moth­er,” said Athos, hoarse­ly.

			“The moth­er was a wretch, who struck at us all and at those dear to us.”

			“Yes, but the son has done us no harm.”

			Gri­maud, who had risen to watch the ef­fect of the shot, fell back hope­less, wring­ing his hands.

			The young man burst in­to a laugh.

			“Ah, it is cer­tain­ly you!” he cried. “I know you even bet­ter now.”

			His mock­ing laugh and threat­en­ing words passed over their heads, car­ried by the breeze, un­til lost in the depths of the hori­zon. Aramis shud­dered.

			“Be calm,” ex­claimed Athos, “for Heav­en’s sake! have we ceased to be men?”

			“No,” said Aramis, “but that fel­low is a fiend; and ask the un­cle whether I was wrong to rid him of his dear nephew.”

			De Win­ter on­ly replied by a groan.

			“It was all up with him,” con­tin­ued Aramis; “ah, I much fear that with all your wis­dom such mer­cy yet will prove su­per­nal fol­ly.”

			Athos took Lord de Win­ter’s hand and tried to turn the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“When shall we land in Eng­land?” he asked; but de Win­ter seemed not to hear his words and made no re­ply.

			“Hold, Athos,” said Aramis, “per­haps there is yet time. See if he is still in the same place.”

			Athos turned around with an ef­fort; the sight of the young man was ev­i­dent­ly painful to him, and there he still was, in fact, on the rock, the bea­con shed­ding around him, as it were, a doubt­ful au­re­ole.

			“De­cid­ed­ly, Aramis,” said Athos, “I think I was wrong not to let you fire.”

			“Hold your tongue,” replied Aramis; “you would make me weep, if such a thing were pos­si­ble.”

			At this mo­ment they were hailed by a voice from the sloop and a few sec­onds lat­er men, ser­vants and bag­gage were aboard. The cap­tain was on­ly wait­ing for his pas­sen­gers; hard­ly had they put foot on deck ere her head was turned to­wards Hast­ings, where they were to dis­em­bark. At this in­stant the three friends turned, in spite of them­selves, a last look on the rock, up­on the men­ac­ing fig­ure which pur­sued them and now stood out with a dis­tinct­ness still. Then a voice reached them once more, send­ing this threat: “To our next meet­ing, sirs, in Eng­land.”

		
	
		
			
				XLIV

				Te Deum for the Vic­to­ry of Lens

			
			The bus­tle which had been ob­served by Hen­ri­et­ta Maria, and for which she had vain­ly sought to dis­cov­er a rea­son, was oc­ca­sioned by the bat­tle of Lens, an­nounced by the prince’s mes­sen­ger, the Duc de Châtil­lon, who had tak­en such a no­ble part in the en­gage­ment; he was, be­sides, charged to hang five and twen­ty flags, tak­en from the Lor­raine par­ty, as well as from the Spaniards, up­on the arch­es of Notre Dame.

			Such news was de­ci­sive: it de­stroyed, in fa­vor of the court, the strug­gle com­menced with par­lia­ment. The mo­tive giv­en for all the tax­es sum­mar­i­ly im­posed and to which the par­lia­ment had made op­po­si­tion, was the ne­ces­si­ty of sus­tain­ing the hon­or of France and the un­cer­tain hope of beat­ing the en­e­my. Now, since the af­fair of Nordlin­gen, they had ex­pe­ri­enced noth­ing but re­vers­es; the par­lia­ment had a plea for call­ing Mazarin to ac­count for imag­i­nary vic­to­ries, al­ways promised, ev­er de­ferred; but this time there re­al­ly had been fight­ing, a tri­umph and a com­plete one. And this all knew so well that it was a dou­ble vic­to­ry for the court, a vic­to­ry at home and abroad; so that even when the young king learned the news he ex­claimed, “Ah, gen­tle­men of the par­lia­ment, we shall see what you will say now!” Up­on which the queen had pressed the roy­al child to her heart, whose haughty and un­ruly sen­ti­ments were in such har­mo­ny with her own. A coun­cil was called on the same evening, but noth­ing tran­spired of what had been de­cid­ed on. It was on­ly known that on the fol­low­ing Sun­day a Te Deum would be sung at Notre Dame in hon­or of the vic­to­ry of Lens.

			The fol­low­ing Sun­day, then, the Parisians arose with joy; at that pe­ri­od a Te Deum was a grand af­fair; this kind of cer­e­mo­ny had not then been abused and it pro­duced a great ef­fect. The shops were de­sert­ed, hous­es closed; ev­ery­one wished to see the young king with his moth­er, and the fa­mous Car­di­nal Mazarin whom they hat­ed so much that no one wished to be de­prived of his pres­ence. More­over, great lib­er­ty pre­vailed through­out the im­mense crowd; ev­ery opin­ion was open­ly ex­pressed and cho­rused, so to speak, of com­ing in­sur­rec­tion, as the thou­sand bells of all the Paris church­es rang out the Te Deum. The po­lice be­long­ing to the city be­ing formed by the city it­self, noth­ing threat­en­ing pre­sent­ed it­self to dis­turb this con­cert of uni­ver­sal ha­tred or freeze the fre­quent scoffs of slan­der­ous lips.

			Nev­er­the­less, at eight o’clock in the morn­ing the reg­i­ment of the queen’s Guards, com­mand­ed by Gui­tant, un­der whom was his nephew Com­minges, marched pub­licly, pre­ced­ed by drums and trum­pets, fil­ing off from the Palais Roy­al as far as Notre Dame, a ma­noeu­vre which the Parisians wit­nessed tran­quil­ly, de­light­ed as they were with mil­i­tary mu­sic and bril­liant uni­forms.

			Fri­quet had put on his Sun­day clothes, un­der the pre­text of hav­ing a swollen face which he had man­aged to sim­u­late by in­tro­duc­ing a hand­ful of cher­ry ker­nels in­to one side of his mouth, and had pro­cured a whole hol­i­day from Bazin. On leav­ing Bazin, Fri­quet start­ed off to the Palais Roy­al, where he ar­rived at the mo­ment of the turn­ing out of the reg­i­ment of Guards; and as he had on­ly gone there for the en­joy­ment of see­ing it and hear­ing the mu­sic, he took his place at their head, beat­ing the drum on two pieces of slate and pass­ing from that ex­er­cise to that of the trum­pet, which he coun­ter­feit­ed quite nat­u­ral­ly with his mouth in a man­ner which had more than once called forth the prais­es of am­a­teurs of im­i­ta­tive har­mo­ny.

			This amuse­ment last­ed from the Bar­rière des Ser­gens to the place of Notre Dame, and Fri­quet found in it very re­al en­joy­ment; but when at last the reg­i­ment sep­a­rat­ed, pen­e­trat­ed the heart of the city and placed it­self at the ex­trem­i­ty of the Rue Saint Christophe, near the Rue Co­ca­trix, in which Brous­sel lived, then Fri­quet re­mem­bered that he had not had break­fast; and af­ter think­ing in which di­rec­tion he had bet­ter turn his steps in or­der to ac­com­plish this im­por­tant act of the day, he re­flect­ed deeply and de­cid­ed that Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel should bear the cost of this repast.

			In con­se­quence he took to his heels, ar­rived breath­less­ly at the coun­cil­lor’s door, and knocked vi­o­lent­ly.

			His moth­er, the coun­cil­lor’s old ser­vant, opened it.

			“What doest thou here, good-for-noth­ing?” she said, “and why art thou not at Notre Dame?”

			“I have been there, moth­er,” said Fri­quet, “but I saw things hap­pen of which Mas­ter Brous­sel ought to be warned, and so with Mon­sieur Bazin’s per­mis­sion—you know, moth­er, Mon­sieur Bazin, the verg­er—I came to speak to Mon­sieur Brous­sel.”

			“And what hast thou to say, boy, to Mon­sieur Brous­sel?”

			“I wish to tell him,” replied Fri­quet, scream­ing with all his might, “that there is a whole reg­i­ment of Guards com­ing this way. And as I hear ev­ery­where that at the court they are ill-dis­posed to him, I wish to warn him, that he may be on his guard.”

			Brous­sel heard the scream of the young odd­i­ty, and, en­chant­ed with this ex­cess of zeal, came down to the first floor, for he was, in truth, work­ing in his room on the sec­ond.

			“Well,” said he, “friend, what mat­ters the reg­i­ment of Guards to us, and art thou not mad to make such a dis­tur­bance? Know­est thou not that it is the cus­tom of these sol­diers to act thus and that it is usu­al for the reg­i­ment to form them­selves in­to two sol­id walls when the king goes by?”

			Fri­quet coun­ter­feit­ed sur­prise, and twist­ing his new cap around in his fin­gers, said:

			“It is not as­ton­ish­ing for you to know it, Mon­sieur Brous­sel, who knows ev­ery­thing; but as for me, by holy truth, I did not know it and I thought I would give you good ad­vice; you must not be an­gry with me for that, Mon­sieur Brous­sel.”

			“On the con­trary, my boy, on the con­trary, I am pleased with your zeal. Dame Nanette, look for those apri­cots which Madame de Longueville sent to us yes­ter­day from Noisy and give half a dozen of them to your son, with a crust of new bread.”

			“Oh, thank you, sir, thank you, Mon­sieur Brous­sel,” said Fri­quet; “I am so fond of apri­cots!”

			Brous­sel then pro­ceed­ed to his wife’s room and asked for break­fast; it was nine o’clock. The coun­cil­lor placed him­self at the win­dow; the street was com­plete­ly de­sert­ed, but in the dis­tance was heard, like the noise of the tide rush­ing in, the deep hum of the pop­u­lous waves in­creas­ing now around Notre Dame.

			This noise re­dou­bled when d’Artag­nan, with a com­pa­ny of Mus­ke­teers, placed him­self at the gates of Notre Dame to se­cure the ser­vice of the church. He had in­struct­ed Porthos to prof­it by this op­por­tu­ni­ty to see the cer­e­mo­ny; and Porthos, in full dress, mount­ed his finest horse, tak­ing the part of su­per­nu­mer­ary mus­ke­teer, as d’Artag­nan had so of­ten done for­mer­ly. The sergeant of this com­pa­ny, a vet­er­an of the Span­ish wars, had rec­og­nized Porthos, his old com­pan­ion, and very soon all those who served un­der him were placed in pos­ses­sion of star­tling facts con­cern­ing the hon­or of the an­cient Mus­ke­teers of Tréville. Porthos had not on­ly been well re­ceived by the com­pa­ny, but he was more­over looked on with great ad­mi­ra­tion.

			At ten o’clock the guns of the Lou­vre an­nounced the de­par­ture of the king, and then a move­ment, sim­i­lar to that of trees in a stormy wind that bend and writhe with ag­i­tat­ed tops, ran though the mul­ti­tude, which was com­pressed be­hind the im­mov­able mus­kets of the Guard. At last the king ap­peared with the queen in a gild­ed char­i­ot. Ten oth­er car­riages fol­lowed, con­tain­ing the ladies of hon­or, the of­fi­cers of the roy­al house­hold, and the court.

			“God save the king!” was the cry in ev­ery di­rec­tion; the young monarch grave­ly put his head out of the win­dow, looked suf­fi­cient­ly grate­ful and even bowed; at which the cries of the mul­ti­tude were re­newed.

			Just as the court was set­tling down in the cathe­dral, a car­riage, bear­ing the arms of Com­minges, quit­ted the line of the court car­riages and pro­ceed­ed slow­ly to the end of the Rue Saint Christophe, now en­tire­ly de­sert­ed. When it ar­rived there, four guards and a po­lice of­fi­cer, who ac­com­pa­nied it, mount­ed in­to the heavy ma­chine and closed the shut­ters; then through an open­ing cau­tious­ly made, the po­lice­man be­gan to watch the length of the Rue Co­ca­trix, as if he was wait­ing for some­one.

			All the world was oc­cu­pied with the cer­e­mo­ny, so that nei­ther the char­i­ot nor the pre­cau­tions tak­en by those who were with­in it had been ob­served. Fri­quet, whose eye, ev­er on the alert, could alone have dis­cov­ered them, had gone to de­vour his apri­cots up­on the entab­la­ture of a house in the square of Notre Dame. Thence he saw the king, the queen and Mon­sieur Mazarin, and heard the mass as well as if he had been on du­ty.

			To­ward the end of the ser­vice, the queen, see­ing Com­minges stand­ing near her, wait­ing for a con­fir­ma­tion of the or­der she had giv­en him be­fore quit­ting the Lou­vre, said in a whis­per:

			“Go, Com­minges, and may God aid you!”

			Com­minges im­me­di­ate­ly left the church and en­tered the Rue Saint Christophe. Fri­quet, see­ing this fine of­fi­cer thus walk away, fol­lowed by two guards, amused him­self by pur­su­ing them and did this so much the more glad­ly as the cer­e­mo­ny end­ed at that in­stant and the king re­mount­ed his car­riage.

			Hard­ly had the po­lice of­fi­cer ob­served Com­minges at the end of the Rue Co­ca­trix when he said one word to the coach­man, who at once put his ve­hi­cle in­to mo­tion and drove up be­fore Brous­sel’s door. Com­minges knocked at the door at the same mo­ment, and Fri­quet was wait­ing be­hind Com­minges un­til the door should be opened.

			“What dost thou there, ras­cal?” asked Com­minges.

			“I want to go in­to Mas­ter Brous­sel’s house, cap­tain,” replied Fri­quet, in that wheedling way the “gamins” of Paris know so well how to as­sume when nec­es­sary.

			“And on what floor does he live?” asked Com­minges.

			“In the whole house,” said Fri­quet; “the house be­longs to him; he oc­cu­pies the sec­ond floor when he works and de­scends to the first to take his meals; he must be at din­ner now; it is noon.”

			“Good,” said Com­minges.

			At this mo­ment the door was opened, and hav­ing ques­tioned the ser­vant the of­fi­cer learned that Mas­ter Brous­sel was at home and at din­ner.

			Brous­sel was seat­ed at the ta­ble with his fam­i­ly, hav­ing his wife op­po­site to him, his two daugh­ters by his side, and his son, Lou­vières, whom we have al­ready seen when the ac­ci­dent hap­pened to the coun­cil­lor—an ac­ci­dent from which he had quite re­cov­ered—at the bot­tom of the ta­ble. The wor­thy man, re­stored to per­fect health, was tast­ing the fine fruit which Madame de Longueville had sent to him.

			At sight of the of­fi­cer Brous­sel was some­what moved, but see­ing him bow po­lite­ly he rose and bowed al­so. Still, in spite of this re­cip­ro­cal po­lite­ness, the coun­te­nances of the wom­en be­trayed a cer­tain amount of un­easi­ness; Lou­vières be­came very pale and wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly for the of­fi­cer to ex­plain him­self.

			“Sir,” said Com­minges, “I am the bear­er of an or­der from the king.”

			“Very well, sir,” replied Brous­sel, “what is this or­der?” And he held out his hand.

			“I am com­mis­sioned to seize your per­son, sir,” said Com­minges, in the same tone and with the same po­lite­ness; “and if you will be­lieve me you had bet­ter spare your­self the trou­ble of read­ing that long let­ter and fol­low me.”

			A thun­der­bolt fall­ing in the midst of these good peo­ple, so peace­ful­ly as­sem­bled there, would not have pro­duced a more ap­palling ef­fect. It was a hor­ri­ble thing at that pe­ri­od to be im­pris­oned by the en­mi­ty of the king. Lou­vières sprang for­ward to snatch his sword, which stood against a chair in a cor­ner of the room; but a glance from the wor­thy Brous­sel, who in the midst of it all did not lose his pres­ence of mind, checked this fool­hardy ac­tion of de­spair. Madame Brous­sel, sep­a­rat­ed by the width of the ta­ble from her hus­band, burst in­to tears, and the young girls clung to their fa­ther’s arms.

			“Come, sir,” said Com­minges, “make haste; you must obey the king.”

			“Sir,” said Brous­sel, “I am in bad health and can­not give my­self up a pris­on­er in this state; I must have time.”

			“It is im­pos­si­ble,” said Com­minges; “the or­der is strict and must be put in­to ex­e­cu­tion this in­stant.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” said Lou­vières; “sir, be­ware of driv­ing us to de­spair.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” cried a shrill voice from the end of the room.

			Com­minges turned and saw Dame Nanette, her eyes flash­ing with anger and a broom in her hand.

			“My good Nanette, be qui­et, I be­seech you,” said Brous­sel.

			“Me! keep qui­et while my mas­ter is be­ing ar­rest­ed! he, the sup­port, the lib­er­a­tor, the fa­ther of the peo­ple! Ah! well, yes; you have to know me yet. Are you go­ing?” added she to Com­minges.

			The lat­ter smiled.

			“Come, sir,” said he, ad­dress­ing Brous­sel, “si­lence that wom­an and fol­low me.”

			“Si­lence me! me! me!” said Nanette. “Ah! yet one wants some­one be­sides you for that, my fine king’s cock­a­too! You shall see.” And Dame Nanette sprang to the win­dow, threw it open, and in such a pierc­ing voice that it might have been heard in the square of Notre Dame:

			“Help!” she screamed, “my mas­ter is be­ing ar­rest­ed; the Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel is be­ing ar­rest­ed! Help!”

			“Sir,” said Com­minges, “de­clare your­self at once; will you obey or do you in­tend to rebel against the king?”

			“I obey, I obey, sir!” cried Brous­sel, try­ing to dis­en­gage him­self from the grasp of his two daugh­ters and by a look re­strain his son, who seemed de­ter­mined to dis­pute au­thor­i­ty.

			“In that case,” com­mand­ed Com­minges, “si­lence that old wom­an.”

			“Ah! old wom­an!” screamed Nanette.

			And she be­gan to shriek more loud­ly, cling­ing to the bars of the win­dow:

			“Help! help! for Mas­ter Brous­sel, who is ar­rest­ed be­cause he has de­fend­ed the peo­ple! Help!”

			Com­minges seized the ser­vant around the waist and would have dragged her from her post; but at that in­stant a tre­ble voice, pro­ceed­ing from a kind of en­tresol, was heard screech­ing:

			“Mur­der! fire! as­sas­sins! Mas­ter Brous­sel is be­ing killed! Mas­ter Brous­sel is be­ing stran­gled.”

			It was Fri­quet’s voice; and Dame Nanette, feel­ing her­self sup­port­ed, recom­menced with all her strength to sound her shril­ly squawk.

			Many cu­ri­ous faces had al­ready ap­peared at the win­dows and the peo­ple at­tract­ed to the end of the street be­gan to run, first men, then groups, and then a crowd of peo­ple; hear­ing cries and see­ing a char­i­ot they could not un­der­stand it; but Fri­quet sprang from the en­tresol on to the top of the car­riage.

			“They want to ar­rest Mas­ter Brous­sel!” he cried; “the guards are in the car­riage and the of­fi­cer is up­stairs!”

			The crowd be­gan to mur­mur and ap­proached the house. The two guards who had re­mained in the lane mount­ed to the aid of Com­minges; those who were in the char­i­ot opened the doors and pre­sent­ed arms.

			“Don’t you see them?” cried Fri­quet, “don’t you see? there they are!”

			The coach­man turn­ing around, gave Fri­quet a slash with his whip which made him scream with pain.

			“Ah! dev­il’s coach­man!” cried Fri­quet, “you’re med­dling too! Wait!”

			And re­gain­ing his en­tresol he over­whelmed the coach­man with ev­ery pro­jec­tile he could lay hands on.

			The tu­mult now be­gan to in­crease; the street was not able to con­tain the spec­ta­tors who as­sem­bled from ev­ery di­rec­tion; the crowd in­vad­ed the space which the dread­ed pikes of the guards had till then kept clear be­tween them and the car­riage. The sol­diers, pushed back by these liv­ing walls, were in dan­ger of be­ing crushed against the spokes of the wheels and the pan­els of the car­riages. The cries which the po­lice of­fi­cer re­peat­ed twen­ty times: “In the king’s name,” were pow­er­less against this for­mi­da­ble mul­ti­tude—seemed, on the con­trary, to ex­as­per­ate it still more; when, at the shout, “In the name of the king,” an of­fi­cer ran up, and see­ing the uni­forms ill-treat­ed, he sprang in­to the scuf­fle sword in hand, and brought un­ex­pect­ed help to the guards. This gen­tle­man was a young man, scarce­ly six­teen years of age, now white with anger. He leaped from his charg­er, placed his back against the shaft of the car­riage, mak­ing a ram­part of his horse, drew his pis­tols from their hol­sters and fas­tened them to his belt, and be­gan to fight with the back sword, like a man ac­cus­tomed to the han­dling of his weapon.

			Dur­ing ten min­utes he alone kept the crowd at bay; at last Com­minges ap­peared, push­ing Brous­sel be­fore him.

			“Let us break the car­riage!” cried the peo­ple.

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

			“The first who ad­vances is a dead man!” cried Raoul, for it was in fact he, who, feel­ing him­self pressed and al­most crushed by a gi­gan­tic cit­i­zen, pricked him with the point of his sword and sent him howl­ing back.

			Com­minges, so to speak, threw Brous­sel in­to the car­riage and sprang in af­ter him. At this mo­ment a shot was fired and a ball passed through the hat of Com­minges and broke the arm of one of the guards. Com­minges looked up and saw amidst the smoke the threat­en­ing face of Lou­vières ap­pear­ing at the win­dow of the sec­ond floor.

			“Very well, sir,” said Com­minges, “you shall hear of this anon.”

			“And you of me, sir,” said Lou­vières; “and we shall see then who can speak the loud­est.”

			Fri­quet and Nanette con­tin­ued to shout; the cries, the noise of the shot, and the in­tox­i­cat­ing smell of pow­der pro­duced their usu­al mad­den­ing ef­fects.

			“Down with the of­fi­cer! down with him!” was the cry.

			“One step near­er,” said Com­minges, putting down the sash­es, that the in­te­ri­or of the car­riage might be well seen, and plac­ing his sword on his pris­on­er’s breast, “one step near­er, and I kill the pris­on­er; my or­ders were to car­ry him off alive or dead. I will take him dead, that’s all.”

			A ter­ri­ble cry was heard, and the wife and daugh­ters of Brous­sel held up their hands in sup­pli­ca­tion to the peo­ple; the lat­ter knew that this of­fi­cer, who was so pale, but who ap­peared so de­ter­mined, would keep his word; they con­tin­ued to threat­en, but they be­gan to dis­perse.

			“Drive to the palace,” said Com­minges to the coach­man, who was by then more dead than alive.

			The man whipped his an­i­mals, which cleared a way through the crowd; but on ar­riv­ing on the Quai they were obliged to stop; the car­riage was up­set, the hors­es car­ried off, sti­fled, man­gled by the crowd. Raoul, on foot, for he had not time to mount his horse again, tired, like the guards, of dis­tribut­ing blows with the flat of his sword, had re­course to its point. But this last and dread­ed re­source served on­ly to ex­as­per­ate the mul­ti­tude. From time to time a shot from a mus­ket or the blade of a rapi­er flashed among the crowd; pro­jec­tiles con­tin­ued to hail down from the win­dows and some shots were heard, the echo of which, though they were prob­a­bly fired in the air, made all hearts vi­brate. Voic­es, un­heard ex­cept on days of rev­o­lu­tion, were dis­tin­guished; faces were seen that on­ly ap­peared on days of blood­shed. Cries of “Death! death to the guards! to the Seine with the of­fi­cer!” were heard above all the noise, deaf­en­ing as it was. Raoul, his hat in rib­bons, his face bleed­ing, felt not on­ly his strength but al­so his rea­son go­ing; a red mist cov­ered his sight, and through this mist he saw a hun­dred threat­en­ing arms stretched over him, ready to seize up­on him when he fell. The guards were un­able to help any­one—each one was oc­cu­pied with his self-preser­va­tion. All was over; car­riages, hors­es, guards, and per­haps even the pris­on­er were about to be torn to shreds, when all at once a voice well known to Raoul was heard, and sud­den­ly a great sword glit­tered in the air; at the same time the crowd opened, up­set, trod­den down, and an of­fi­cer of the Mus­ke­teers, strik­ing and cut­ting right and left, rushed up to Raoul and took him in his arms just as he was about to fall.

			“God’s blood!” cried the of­fi­cer, “have they killed him? Woe to them if it be so!”

			And he turned around, so stern with anger, strength, and threat, that the most ex­cit­ed rebels hus­tled back on one an­oth­er, in or­der to es­cape, and some of them even rolled in­to the Seine.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” mur­mured Raoul.

			“Yes, ’sdeath! in per­son, and for­tu­nate­ly it seems for you, my young friend. Come on, here, you oth­ers,” he con­tin­ued, ris­ing in his stir­rups, rais­ing his sword, and ad­dress­ing those mus­ke­teers who had not been able to fol­low his rapid on­slaught. “Come, sweep away all that for me! Shoul­der mus­kets! Present arms! Aim—”

			At this com­mand the moun­tain of pop­u­lace thinned so sud­den­ly that d’Artag­nan could not re­press a burst of Home­r­ic laugh­ter.

			“Thank you, d’Artag­nan,” said Com­minges, show­ing half of his body through the win­dow of the bro­ken ve­hi­cle, “thanks, my young friend; your name—that I may men­tion it to the queen.”

			Raoul was about to re­ply when d’Artag­nan bent down to his ear.

			“Hold your tongue,” said he, “and let me an­swer. Do not lose time, Com­minges,” he con­tin­ued; “get out of the car­riage if you can and make an­oth­er draw up; be quick, or in five min­utes the mob will be on us again with swords and mus­kets and you will be killed. Hold! there’s a car­riage com­ing over yon­der.”

			Then bend­ing again to Raoul, he whis­pered: “Above all things do not di­vulge your name.”

			“That’s right. I will go,” said Com­minges; “and if they come back, fire!”

			“Not at all—not at all,” replied d’Artag­nan; “let no one move. On the con­trary, one shot at this mo­ment would be paid for dear­ly to­mor­row.”

			Com­minges took his four guards and as many mus­ke­teers and ran to the car­riage, from which he made the peo­ple in­side dis­mount, and brought them to the ve­hi­cle which had up­set. But when it was nec­es­sary to con­vey the pris­on­er from one car­riage to the oth­er, the peo­ple, catch­ing sight of him whom they called their lib­er­a­tor, ut­tered ev­ery imag­in­able cry and knot­ted them­selves once more around the ve­hi­cle.

			“Start, start!” said d’Artag­nan. “There are ten men to ac­com­pa­ny you. I will keep twen­ty to hold in check the mob; go, and lose not a mo­ment. Ten men for Mon­sieur de Com­minges.”

			As the car­riage start­ed off the cries were re­dou­bled and more than ten thou­sand peo­ple thronged the Quai and over­flowed the Pont Neuf and ad­ja­cent streets. A few shots were fired and one mus­ke­teer was wound­ed.

			“For­ward!” cried d’Artag­nan, driv­en to ex­trem­i­ties, bit­ing his mous­tache; and then he charged with his twen­ty men and dis­persed them in fear. One man alone re­mained in his place, gun in hand.

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed, “it is thou who wouldst have him as­sas­si­nat­ed? Wait an in­stant.” And he point­ed his gun at d’Artag­nan, who was rid­ing to­ward him at full speed. D’Artag­nan bent down to his horse’s neck, the young man fired, and the ball sev­ered the feath­ers from the hat. The horse start­ed, brushed against the im­pru­dent man, who thought by his strength alone to stay the tem­pest, and he fell against the wall. D’Artag­nan pulled up his horse, and whilst his mus­ke­teers con­tin­ued to charge, he re­turned and bent with drawn sword over the man he had knocked down.

			“Oh, sir!” ex­claimed Raoul, rec­og­niz­ing the young man as hav­ing seen him in the Rue Co­ca­trix, “spare him! it is his son!”

			D’Artag­nan’s arm dropped to his side. “Ah, you are his son!” he said; “that is a dif­fer­ent thing.”

			“Sir, I sur­ren­der,” said Lou­vières, pre­sent­ing his un­load­ed mus­ket to the of­fi­cer.

			“Eh, no! do not sur­ren­der, egad! On the con­trary, be off, and quick­ly. If I take you, you will be hung!”

			The young man did not wait to be told twice, but pass­ing un­der the horse’s head dis­ap­peared at the cor­ner of the Rue Guéné­gaud.

			“I’faith!” said d’Artag­nan to Raoul, “you were just in time to stay my hand. He was a dead man; and on my hon­or, if I had dis­cov­ered that it was his son, I should have re­gret­ted hav­ing killed him.”

			“Ah! sir!” said Raoul, “al­low me, af­ter thank­ing you for that poor fel­low’s life, to thank you on my own ac­count. I too, sir, was al­most dead when you ar­rived.”

			“Wait, wait, young man; do not fa­tigue your­self with speak­ing. We can talk of it af­ter­ward.”

			Then see­ing that the mus­ke­teers had cleared the Quai from the Pont Neuf to the Quai Saint Michael, he raised his sword for them to dou­ble their speed. The mus­ke­teers trot­ted up, and at the same time the ten men whom d’Artag­nan had giv­en to Com­minges ap­peared.

			“Hal­loo!” cried d’Artag­nan; “has some­thing fresh hap­pened?”

			“Eh, sir!” replied the sergeant, “their ve­hi­cle has bro­ken down a sec­ond time; it re­al­ly must be doomed.”

			“They are bad man­agers,” said d’Artag­nan, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. “When a car­riage is cho­sen, it ought to be strong. The car­riage in which a Brous­sel is to be ar­rest­ed ought to be able to bear ten thou­sand men.”

			“What are your com­mands, lieu­tenant?”

			“Take the de­tach­ment and con­duct him to his place.”

			“But you will be left alone?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. So you sup­pose I have need of an es­cort? Go.”

			The mus­ke­teers set off and d’Artag­nan was left alone with Raoul.

			“Now,” he said, “are you in pain?”

			“Yes; my head is not on­ly swim­ming but burn­ing.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with this head?” said d’Artag­nan, rais­ing the bat­tered hat. “Ah! ah! a bruise.”

			“Yes, I think I re­ceived a flow­er­pot up­on my head.”

			“Brutes!” said d’Artag­nan. “But were you not on horse­back? you have spurs.”

			“Yes, but I got down to de­fend Mon­sieur de Com­minges and my horse was tak­en away. Here it is, I see.”

			At this very mo­ment Fri­quet passed, mount­ed on Raoul’s horse, wav­ing his par­ti-col­ored cap and cry­ing, “Brous­sel! Brous­sel!”

			“Hal­loo! stop, ras­cal!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Bring hith­er that horse.”

			Fri­quet heard per­fect­ly, but he pre­tend­ed not to do so and tried to con­tin­ue his road. D’Artag­nan felt in­clined for an in­stant to pur­sue Mas­ter Fri­quet, but not wish­ing to leave Raoul alone he con­tent­ed him­self with tak­ing a pis­tol from the hol­ster and cock­ing it.

			Fri­quet had a quick eye and a fine ear. He saw d’Artag­nan’s move­ment, heard the sound of the click, and stopped at once.

			“Ah! it is you, your hon­or,” he said, ad­vanc­ing to­ward d’Artag­nan; “and I am tru­ly pleased to meet you.”

			D’Artag­nan looked at­ten­tive­ly at Fri­quet and rec­og­nized the lit­tle cho­ris­ter of the Rue de la Ca­lan­dre.

			“Ah! ’tis thou, ras­cal!” said he, “come here: so thou hast changed thy trade; thou art no longer a choir boy nor a tav­ern boy; thou hast be­come a horse steal­er?”

			“Ah, your hon­or, how can you say so?” ex­claimed Fri­quet. “I was seek­ing the gen­tle­man to whom this horse be­longs—an of­fi­cer, brave and hand­some as a youth­ful Cae­sar”; then, pre­tend­ing to see Raoul for the first time:

			“Ah! but if I mis­take not,” con­tin­ued he, “here he is; you won’t for­get the boy, sir.”

			Raoul put his hand in his pock­et.

			“What are you about?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“To give ten francs to this hon­est fel­low,” replied Raoul, tak­ing a pis­tole from his pock­et.

			“Ten kicks on his back!” said d’Artag­nan; “be off, you lit­tle vil­lain, and for­get not that I have your ad­dress.”

			Fri­quet, who did not ex­pect to be let off so cheap­ly, bound­ed off like a gazelle up the Quai à la Rue Dauphine, and dis­ap­peared. Raoul mount­ed his horse, and both leisure­ly took their way to the Rue Ti­que­tonne.

			D’Artag­nan watched over the youth as if he had been his own son.

			They ar­rived with­out ac­ci­dent at the Hô­tel de la Chevrette.

			The hand­some Madeleine an­nounced to d’Artag­nan that Planchet had re­turned, bring­ing Mous­que­ton with him, who had hero­ical­ly borne the ex­trac­tion of the ball and was as well as his state would per­mit.

			D’Artag­nan de­sired Planchet to be sum­moned, but he had dis­ap­peared.

			“Then bring some wine,” said d’Artag­nan. “You are much pleased with your­self,” said he to Raoul when they were alone, “are you not?”

			“Well, yes,” replied Raoul. “It seems to me I did my du­ty. I de­fend­ed the king.”

			“And who told you to de­fend the king?”

			“The Comte de la Fère him­self.”

			“Yes, the king; but to­day you have not fought for the king, you have fought for Mazarin; which is not quite the same thing.”

			“But you your­self?”

			“Oh, for me; that is an­oth­er mat­ter. I obey my cap­tain’s or­ders. As for you, your cap­tain is the prince, un­der­stand that right­ly; you have no oth­er. But has one ev­er seen such a wild fel­low,” con­tin­ued he, “mak­ing him­self a Mazarin­ist and help­ing to ar­rest Brous­sel! Breathe not a word of that, or the Comte de la Fère will be fu­ri­ous.”

			“You think the count will be an­gry with me?”

			“Think it? I’m cer­tain of it; were it not for that, I should thank you, for you have worked for us. How­ev­er, I scold you in­stead of him, and in his place; the storm will blow over more eas­i­ly, be­lieve me. And more­over, my dear child,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “I am mak­ing use of the priv­i­lege con­ced­ed to me by your guardian.”

			“I do not un­der­stand you, sir,” said Raoul.

			D’Artag­nan rose, and tak­ing a let­ter from his writ­ing-desk, pre­sent­ed it to Raoul. The face of the lat­ter be­came se­ri­ous when he had cast his eyes up­on the pa­per.

			“Oh, mon Dieu!” he said, rais­ing his fine eyes to d’Artag­nan, moist with tears, “the count has left Paris with­out see­ing me?”

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

			“But this let­ter seems to in­ti­mate that he is about to in­cur dan­ger, per­haps death.”

			“He—he—in­cur dan­ger of death! No, be not anx­ious; he is trav­el­ing on busi­ness and will re­turn ere long. I hope you have no re­pug­nance to ac­cept me as your guardian in the in­ter­im.”

			“Oh, no, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Raoul, “you are such a brave gen­tle­man and the Comte de la Fère has so much af­fec­tion for you!”

			“Eh! Egad! love me too; I will not tor­ment you much, but on­ly on con­di­tion that you be­come a Frondist, my young friend, and a hearty Frondist, too.”

			“But can I con­tin­ue to vis­it Madame de Chevreuse?”

			“I should say you could! and the coad­ju­tor and Madame de Longueville; and if the wor­thy Brous­sel were there, whom you so stupid­ly helped ar­rest, I should tell you to ex­cuse your­self to him at once and kiss him on both cheeks.”

			“Well, sir, I will obey you, al­though I do not un­der­stand you.”

			“It is un­nec­es­sary for you to un­der­stand. Hold,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, turn­ing to­ward the door, which had just opened, “here is Mon­sieur du Val­lon, who comes with his coat torn.”

			“Yes, but in ex­change,” said Porthos, cov­ered with per­spi­ra­tion and soiled by dust, “in ex­change, I have torn many skins. Those wretch­es want­ed to take away my sword! Deuce take ’em, what a pop­u­lar com­mo­tion!” con­tin­ued the gi­ant, in his qui­et man­ner; “but I knocked down more than twen­ty with the hilt of Balizarde. A draught of wine, d’Artag­nan.”

			“Oh, I’ll an­swer for you,” said the Gas­con, fill­ing Porthos’s glass to the brim; “but when you have drunk, give me your opin­ion.”

			“Up­on what?” asked Porthos.

			“Look here,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan; “here is Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, who de­ter­mined at all risks to aid the ar­rest of Brous­sel and whom I had great dif­fi­cul­ty to pre­vent de­fend­ing Mon­sieur de Com­minges.”

			“The dev­il!” said Porthos; “and his guardian, what would he have said to that?”

			“Do you hear?” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan; “be­come a Frondist, my friend, be­long to the Fronde, and re­mem­ber that I fill the count’s place in ev­ery­thing”; and he jin­gled his mon­ey.

			“Will you come?” said he to Porthos.

			“Where?” asked Porthos, fill­ing a sec­ond glass of wine.

			“To present our re­spects to the car­di­nal.”

			Porthos swal­lowed the sec­ond glass with the same grace with which he had im­bibed the first, took his beaver and fol­lowed d’Artag­nan. As for Raoul, he re­mained be­wil­dered with what he had seen, hav­ing been for­bid­den by d’Artag­nan to leave the room un­til the tu­mult was over.

		
	
		
			
				XLV

				The Beg­gar of St. Eu­stache

			
			D’Artag­nan had cal­cu­lat­ed that in not go­ing at once to the Palais Roy­al he would give Com­minges time to ar­rive be­fore him, and con­se­quent­ly to make the car­di­nal ac­quaint­ed with the em­i­nent ser­vices which he, d’Artag­nan, and his friend had ren­dered to the queen’s par­ty in the morn­ing.

			They were in­deed ad­mirably re­ceived by Mazarin, who paid them nu­mer­ous com­pli­ments, and an­nounced that they were more than half on their way to ob­tain what they de­sired, name­ly, d’Artag­nan his cap­tain­cy, Porthos his barony.

			D’Artag­nan would have pre­ferred mon­ey in hand to all that fine talk, for he knew well that to Mazarin it was easy to prom­ise and hard to per­form. But, though he held the car­di­nal’s prom­ises as of lit­tle worth, he af­fect­ed to be com­plete­ly sat­is­fied, for he was un­will­ing to dis­cour­age Porthos.

			Whilst the two friends were with the car­di­nal, the queen sent for him. Mazarin, think­ing that it would be the means of in­creas­ing the zeal of his two de­fend­ers if he pro­cured them per­son­al thanks from the queen, mo­tioned them to fol­low him. D’Artag­nan and Porthos point­ed to their dusty and torn dress­es, but the car­di­nal shook his head.

			“Those cos­tumes,” he said, “are of more worth than most of those which you will see on the backs of the queen’s courtiers; they are cos­tumes of bat­tle.”

			D’Artag­nan and Porthos obeyed. The court of Anne of Aus­tria was full of gayety and an­i­ma­tion; for, af­ter hav­ing gained a vic­to­ry over the Spaniard, it had just gained an­oth­er over the peo­ple. Brous­sel had been con­duct­ed out of Paris with­out fur­ther re­sis­tance, and was at this time in the prison of Saint Ger­main; while Blancmes­nil, who was ar­rest­ed at the same time, but whose ar­rest had been made with­out dif­fi­cul­ty or noise, was safe in the Cas­tle of Vin­cennes.

			Com­minges was near the queen, who was ques­tion­ing him up­on the de­tails of his ex­pe­di­tion, and ev­ery­one was lis­ten­ing to his ac­count, when d’Artag­nan and Porthos were per­ceived at the door, be­hind the car­di­nal.

			“Ah, Madame,” said Com­minges, has­ten­ing to d’Artag­nan, “here is one who can tell you bet­ter than my­self, for he was my pro­tec­tor. With­out him I should prob­a­bly at this mo­ment be a dead fish in the nets at Saint Cloud, for it was a ques­tion of noth­ing less than throw­ing me in­to the riv­er. Speak, d’Artag­nan, speak.”

			D’Artag­nan had been a hun­dred times in the same room with the queen since he had be­come lieu­tenant of the Mus­ke­teers, but Her Majesty had nev­er once spo­ken to him.

			“Well, sir,” at last said Anne of Aus­tria, “you are silent, af­ter ren­der­ing such a ser­vice?”

			“Madame,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I have nought to say, save that my life is ev­er at Your Majesty’s ser­vice, and that I shall on­ly be hap­py the day I lose it for you.”

			“I know that, sir; I have known that,” said the queen, “a long time; there­fore I am de­light­ed to be able thus pub­licly to mark my grat­i­tude and my es­teem.”

			“Per­mit me, Madame,” said d’Artag­nan, “to re­serve a por­tion for my friend; like my­self” (he laid an em­pha­sis on these words) “an an­cient mus­ke­teer of the com­pa­ny of Tréville; he has done won­ders.”

			“His name?” asked the queen.

			“In the reg­i­ment,” said d’Artag­nan, “he is called Porthos” (the queen start­ed), “but his true name is the Cheva­lier du Val­lon.”

			“De Bra­cieux de Pier­re­fonds,” added Porthos.

			“These names are too nu­mer­ous for me to re­mem­ber them all, and I will con­tent my­self with the first,” said the queen, gra­cious­ly. Porthos bowed. At this mo­ment the coad­ju­tor was an­nounced; a cry of sur­prise ran through the roy­al as­sem­blage. Al­though the coad­ju­tor had preached that same morn­ing it was well known that he leaned much to the side of the Fronde; and Mazarin, in re­quest­ing the arch­bish­op of Paris to make his nephew preach, had ev­i­dent­ly had the in­ten­tion of ad­min­is­ter­ing to Mon­sieur de Retz one of those Ital­ian kicks he so much en­joyed giv­ing.

			The fact was, in leav­ing Notre Dame the coad­ju­tor had learned the event of the day. Al­though al­most en­gaged to the lead­ers of the Fronde he had not gone so far but that re­treat was pos­si­ble should the court of­fer him the ad­van­tages for which he was am­bi­tious and to which the coad­ju­tor­ship was but a step­ping-stone. Mon­sieur de Retz wished to be­come arch­bish­op in his un­cle’s place, and car­di­nal, like Mazarin; and the pop­u­lar par­ty could with dif­fi­cul­ty ac­cord him fa­vors so en­tire­ly roy­al. He there­fore has­tened to the palace to con­grat­u­late the queen on the bat­tle of Lens, de­ter­mined be­fore­hand to act with or against the court, as his con­grat­u­la­tions were well or ill re­ceived.

			The coad­ju­tor pos­sessed, per­haps, as much wit as all those put to­geth­er who were as­sem­bled at the court to laugh at him. His speech, there­fore, was so well turned, that in spite of the great wish felt by the courtiers to laugh, they could find no point on which to vent their ridicule. He con­clud­ed by say­ing that he placed his fee­ble in­flu­ence at Her Majesty’s com­mand.

			Dur­ing the whole time he was speak­ing, the queen ap­peared to be well pleased with the coad­ju­tor’s ha­rangue; but ter­mi­nat­ing as it did with such a phrase, the on­ly one which could be caught at by the jok­ers, Anne turned around and di­rect­ed a glance to­ward her fa­vorites, which an­nounced that she de­liv­ered up the coad­ju­tor to their ten­der mer­cies. Im­me­di­ate­ly the wits of the court plunged in­to satire. No­gent-Beautin, the fool of the court, ex­claimed that “the queen was very hap­py to have the suc­cor of re­li­gion at such a mo­ment.” This caused a uni­ver­sal burst of laugh­ter. The Count de Villeroy said that “he did not know how any fear could be en­ter­tained for a mo­ment, when the court had, to de­fend it­self against the par­lia­ment and the cit­i­zens of Paris, his ho­li­ness the coad­ju­tor, who by a sig­nal could raise an army of cu­rates, church porters and verg­ers.”

			The Maréchal de la Meilleraie added that in case the coad­ju­tor should ap­pear on the field of bat­tle it would be a pity that he should not be dis­tin­guished in the melee by wear­ing a red hat, as Hen­ry IV had been dis­tin­guished by his white plume at the bat­tle of Ivry.

			Dur­ing this storm, Gondy, who had it in his pow­er to make it most un­pleas­ant for the jesters, re­mained calm and stern. The queen at last asked him if he had any­thing to add to the fine dis­course he had just made to her.

			“Yes, Madame,” replied the coad­ju­tor; “I have to beg you to re­flect twice ere you cause a civ­il war in the king­dom.”

			The queen turned her back and the laugh­ing recom­menced.

			The coad­ju­tor bowed and left the palace, cast­ing up­on the car­di­nal such a glance as is best un­der­stood by mor­tal foes. That glance was so sharp that it pen­e­trat­ed the heart of Mazarin, who, read­ing in it a dec­la­ra­tion of war, seized d’Artag­nan by the arm and said:

			“If oc­ca­sion re­quires, Mon­sieur, you will re­mem­ber that man who has just gone out, will you not?”

			“Yes, my lord,” he replied. Then, turn­ing to­ward Porthos, “The dev­il!” said he, “this has a bad look. I dis­like these quar­rels among men of the church.”

			Gondy with­drew, dis­tribut­ing bene­dic­tions on his way, and find­ing a ma­li­cious sat­is­fac­tion in caus­ing the ad­her­ents of his foes to pros­trate them­selves at his feet.

			“Oh!” he mur­mured, as he left the thresh­old of the palace: “un­grate­ful court! faith­less court! cow­ard­ly court! I will teach you how to laugh to­mor­row—but in an­oth­er man­ner.”

			But whilst they were in­dulging in ex­trav­a­gant joy at the Palais Roy­al, to in­crease the hi­lar­i­ty of the queen, Mazarin, a man of sense, and whose fear, more­over, gave him fore­sight, lost no time in mak­ing idle and dan­ger­ous jokes; he went out af­ter the coad­ju­tor, set­tled his ac­count, locked up his gold, and had con­fi­den­tial work­men to con­trive hid­ing places in his walls.

			On his re­turn home the coad­ju­tor was in­formed that a young man had come in af­ter his de­par­ture and was wait­ing for him; he start­ed with de­light when, on de­mand­ing the name of this young man, he learned that it was Lou­vières. He has­tened to his cab­i­net. Brous­sel’s son was there, still fu­ri­ous, and still bear­ing bloody marks of his strug­gle with the king’s of­fi­cers. The on­ly pre­cau­tion he had tak­en in com­ing to the arch­bish­opric was to leave his ar­que­buse in the hands of a friend.

			The coad­ju­tor went to him and held out his hand. The young man gazed at him as if he would have read the se­cret of his heart.

			“My dear Mon­sieur Lou­vières,” said the coad­ju­tor, “be­lieve me, I am tru­ly con­cerned for the mis­for­tune which has hap­pened to you.”

			“Is that true, and do you speak se­ri­ous­ly?” asked Lou­vières.

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

			“In that case, my lord, the time for words has passed and the hour for ac­tion is at hand; my lord, in three days, if you wish it, my fa­ther will be out of prison and in six months you may be car­di­nal.”

			The coad­ju­tor start­ed.

			“Oh! let us speak frankly,” con­tin­ued Lou­vières, “and act in a straight­for­ward man­ner. Thir­ty thou­sand crowns in alms is not giv­en, as you have done for the last six months, out of pure Chris­tian char­i­ty; that would be too grand. You are am­bi­tious—it is nat­u­ral; you are a man of ge­nius and you know your worth. As for me, I hate the court and have but one de­sire at this mo­ment—vengeance. Give us the cler­gy and the peo­ple, of whom you can dis­pose, and I will bring you the cit­i­zens and the par­lia­ment; with these four el­e­ments Paris is ours in a week; and be­lieve me, Mon­sieur coad­ju­tor, the court will give from fear what it will not give from good­will.”

			It was now the coad­ju­tor’s turn to fix his pierc­ing eyes on Lou­vières.

			“But, Mon­sieur Lou­vières, are you aware that it is sim­ply civ­il war you are propos­ing to me?”

			“You have been pre­par­ing long enough, my lord, for it to be wel­come to you now.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said the coad­ju­tor; “you must be well aware that this re­quires re­flec­tion.”

			“And how many hours of re­flec­tion do you ask?”

			“Twelve hours, sir; is it too long?”

			“It is now noon; at mid­night I will be at your house.”

			“If I should not be in, wait for me.”

			“Good! at mid­night, my lord.”

			“At mid­night, my dear Mon­sieur Lou­vières.”

			When once more alone Gondy sent to sum­mon all the cu­rates with whom he had any con­nec­tion to his house. Two hours lat­er, thir­ty of­fi­ci­at­ing min­is­ters from the most pop­u­lous, and con­se­quent­ly the most dis­turbed parish­es of Paris had as­sem­bled there. Gondy re­lat­ed to them the in­sults he had re­ceived at the Palais Roy­al and re­tailed the jests of Beautin, the Count de Villeroy and Maréchal de la Meilleraie. The cu­rates asked him what was to be done.

			“Sim­ply this,” said the coad­ju­tor. “You are the di­rec­tors of all con­sciences. Well, un­der­mine in them the mis­er­able prej­u­dice of re­spect and fear of kings; teach your flocks that the queen is a tyrant; and re­peat of­ten and loud­ly, so that all may know it, that the mis­for­tunes of France are caused by Mazarin, her lover and her de­stroy­er; be­gin this work to­day, this in­stant even, and in three days I shall ex­pect the re­sult. For the rest, if any one of you have fur­ther or bet­ter coun­sel to ex­pound, I will lis­ten to him with the great­est plea­sure.”

			Three cu­rates re­mained—those of St. Mer­ri, St. Sulpice and St. Eu­stache. The oth­ers with­drew.

			“You think, then, that you can help me more ef­fi­ca­cious­ly than your broth­ers?” said Gondy.

			“We hope so,” an­swered the cu­rates.

			“Let us hear. Mon­sieur de St. Mer­ri, you be­gin.”

			“My lord, I have in my parish a man who might be of the great­est use to you.”

			“Who and what is this man?”

			“A shop­keep­er in the Rue des Lom­bards, who has great in­flu­ence up­on the com­merce of his quar­ter.”

			“What is his name?”

			“He is named Planchet, who him­self al­so caused a ris­ing about six weeks ago; but as he was searched for af­ter this émeute he dis­ap­peared.”

			“And can you find him?”

			“I hope so. I think he has not been ar­rest­ed, and as I am his wife’s con­fes­sor, if she knows where he is I shall know it too.”

			“Very well, sir, find this man, and when you have found him bring him to me.”

			“We will be with you at six o’clock, my lord.”

			“Go, my dear cu­rate, and may God as­sist you!”

			“And you, sir?” con­tin­ued Gondy, turn­ing to the cu­rate of St. Sulpice.

			“I, my lord,” said the lat­ter, “I know a man who has ren­dered great ser­vices to a very pop­u­lar prince and who would make an ex­cel­lent lead­er of re­volt. Him I can place at your dis­pos­al; it is Count de Rochefort.”

			“I know him al­so, but un­for­tu­nate­ly he is not in Paris.”

			“My lord, he has been for three days at the Rue Cas­sette.”

			“And where­fore has he not been to see me?”

			“He was told—my lord will par­don me—”

			“Cer­tain­ly, speak.”

			“That your lord­ship was about to treat with the court.”

			Gondy bit his lips.

			“They are mis­tak­en; bring him here at eight o’clock, sir, and may Heav­en bless you as I bless you!”

			“And now ’tis your turn,” said the coad­ju­tor, turn­ing to the last that re­mained; “have you any­thing as good to of­fer me as the two gen­tle­men who have left us?”

			“Bet­ter, my lord.”

			“Di­a­ble! think what a solemn en­gage­ment you are mak­ing; one has of­fered a wealthy shop­keep­er, the oth­er a count; you are go­ing, then, to of­fer a prince, are you?”

			“I of­fer you a beg­gar, my lord.”

			“Ah! ah!” said Gondy, re­flect­ing, “you are right, sir; some­one who could raise the le­gion of pau­pers who choke up the cross­ings of Paris; some­one who would know how to cry aloud to them, that all France might hear it, that it is Mazarin who has re­duced them to pover­ty.”

			“Ex­act­ly your man.”

			“Bra­vo! and the man?”

			“A plain and sim­ple beg­gar, as I have said, my lord, who asks for alms, as he gives holy wa­ter; a prac­tice he has car­ried on for six years on the steps of St. Eu­stache.”

			“And you say that he has a great in­flu­ence over his com­peers?”

			“Are you aware, my lord, that men­dac­i­ty is an or­ga­nized body, a kind of as­so­ci­a­tion of those who have noth­ing, or are sup­posed to have noth­ing, against those who have ev­ery­thing; an as­so­ci­a­tion in which ev­ery­one takes his share; one that elects a lead­er?”

			“Yes, I have heard it said,” replied the coad­ju­tor.

			“Well, the man whom I of­fer you is a gen­er­al syn­dic.”

			“And what do you know of him?”

			“Noth­ing, my lord, ex­cept that he is tor­ment­ed with re­morse.”

			“What makes you think so?”

			“On the twen­ty-eighth of ev­ery month he makes me say a mass for the re­pose of the soul of one who died a vi­o­lent death; yes­ter­day I said this mass again.”

			“And his name?”

			“Mail­lard; but I do not think it is his right one.”

			“And think you that we should find him at this hour at his post?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Let us go and see your beg­gar, sir, and if he is such as you de­scribe him, you are right—it will be you who have dis­cov­ered the true trea­sure.”

			Gondy dressed him­self as an of­fi­cer, put on a felt cap with a red feath­er, hung on a long sword, buck­led spurs to his boots, wrapped him­self in an am­ple cloak and fol­lowed the cu­rate.

			The coad­ju­tor and his com­pan­ion passed through all the streets ly­ing be­tween the arch­bish­opric and the St. Eu­stache Church, watch­ing care­ful­ly to as­cer­tain the pop­u­lar feel­ing. The peo­ple were in an ex­cit­ed mood, but, like a swarm of fright­ened bees, seemed not to know at what point to con­cen­trate; and it was very ev­i­dent that if lead­ers of the peo­ple were not pro­vid­ed all this ag­i­ta­tion would pass off in idle buzzing.

			On ar­riv­ing at the Rue des Prou­vaires, the cu­rate point­ed to­ward the square be­fore the church.

			“Stop!” he said, “there he is at his post.”

			Gondy looked at the spot in­di­cat­ed and per­ceived a beg­gar seat­ed in a chair and lean­ing against one of the mold­ings; a lit­tle basin was near him and he held a holy wa­ter brush in his hand.

			“Is it by per­mis­sion that he re­mains there?” asked Gondy.

			“No, my lord; these places are bought. I be­lieve this man paid his pre­de­ces­sor a hun­dred pis­toles for his.”

			“The ras­cal is rich, then?”

			“Some of those men some­times die worth twen­ty thou­sand and twen­ty-five and thir­ty thou­sand francs and some­times more.”

			“Hum!” said Gondy, laugh­ing; “I was not aware my alms were so well in­vest­ed.”

			In the mean­time they were ad­vanc­ing to­ward the square, and the mo­ment the coad­ju­tor and the cu­rate put their feet on the first church step the men­di­cant arose and prof­fered his brush.

			He was a man be­tween six­ty-six and six­ty-eight years of age, lit­tle, rather stout, with gray hair and light eyes. His coun­te­nance de­not­ed the strug­gle be­tween two op­po­site prin­ci­ples—a wicked na­ture, sub­dued by de­ter­mi­na­tion, per­haps by re­pen­tance.

			He start­ed on see­ing the cav­a­lier with the cu­rate. The lat­ter and the coad­ju­tor touched the brush with the tips of their fin­gers and made the sign of the cross; the coad­ju­tor threw a piece of mon­ey in­to the hat, which was on the ground.

			“Mail­lard,” be­gan the cu­rate, “this gen­tle­man and I have come to talk with you a lit­tle.”

			“With me!” said the men­di­cant; “it is a great hon­or for a poor dis­trib­u­tor of holy wa­ter.”

			There was an iron­i­cal tone in his voice which he could not quite dis­guise and which as­ton­ished the coad­ju­tor.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the cu­rate, ap­par­ent­ly ac­cus­tomed to this tone, “yes, we wish to know your opin­ion of the events of to­day and what you have heard said by peo­ple go­ing in and out of the church.”

			The men­di­cant shook his head.

			“These are melan­choly do­ings, your rev­er­ence, which al­ways fall again up­on the poor. As to what is said, ev­ery­body is dis­con­tent­ed, ev­ery­body com­plains, but ‘ev­ery­body’ means ‘no­body.’ ”

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

			“I mean that all these cries, all these com­plaints, these curs­es, pro­duce noth­ing but storms and flash­es and that is all; but the light­ning will not strike un­til there is a hand to guide it.”

			“My friend,” said Gondy, “you seem to be a clever and a thought­ful man; are you dis­posed to take a part in a lit­tle civ­il war, should we have one, and put at the com­mand of the lead­er, should we find one, your per­son­al in­flu­ence and the in­flu­ence you have ac­quired over your com­rades?”

			“Yes, sir, pro­vid­ed this war were ap­proved of by the church and would ad­vance the end I wish to at­tain—I mean, the re­mis­sion of my sins.”

			“The war will not on­ly be ap­proved of, but di­rect­ed by the church. As for the re­mis­sion of your sins, we have the arch­bish­op of Paris, who has the very great­est pow­er at the court of Rome, and even the coad­ju­tor, who pos­sess­es some ple­nary in­dul­gences; we will rec­om­mend you to him.”

			“Con­sid­er, Mail­lard,” said the cu­rate, “that I have rec­om­mend­ed you to this gen­tle­man, who is a pow­er­ful lord, and that I have made my­self re­spon­si­ble for you.”

			“I know, Mon­sieur le Curé,” said the beg­gar, “that you have al­ways been very kind to me, and there­fore I, in my turn, will be ser­vice­able to you.”

			“And do you think your pow­er as great with the fra­ter­ni­ty as Mon­sieur le Curé told me it was just now?”

			“I think they have some es­teem for me,” said the men­di­cant with pride, “and that not on­ly will they obey me, but wher­ev­er I go they will fol­low me.”

			“And could you count on fifty res­o­lute men, good, un­em­ployed, but ac­tive souls, brawlers, ca­pa­ble of bring­ing down the walls of the Palais Roy­al by cry­ing, ‘Down with Mazarin,’ as fell those at Jeri­cho?”

			“I think,” said the beg­gar, “I can un­der­take things more dif­fi­cult and more im­por­tant than that.”

			“Ah, ah,” said Gondy, “you will un­der­take, then, some night, to throw up some ten bar­ri­cades?”

			“I will un­der­take to throw up fifty, and when the day comes, to de­fend them.”

			“I’faith!” ex­claimed Gondy, “you speak with a cer­tain­ty that gives me plea­sure; and since Mon­sieur le Curé can an­swer for you—”

			“I an­swer for him,” said the cu­rate.

			“Here is a bag con­tain­ing five hun­dred pis­toles in gold; make all your ar­range­ments, and tell me where I shall be able to find you this evening at ten o’clock.”

			“It must be on some el­e­vat­ed place, whence a giv­en sig­nal may be seen in ev­ery part of Paris.”

			“Shall I give you a line for the vicar of St. Jacques de la Boucherie? he will let you in­to the rooms in his tow­er,” said the cu­rate.

			“Cap­i­tal,” an­swered the men­di­cant.

			“Then,” said the coad­ju­tor, “this evening, at ten o’clock, and if I am pleased with you an­oth­er bag of five hun­dred pis­toles will be at your dis­pos­al.”

			The eyes of the men­di­cant dashed with cu­pid­i­ty, but he quick­ly sup­pressed his emo­tion.

			“This evening, sir,” he replied, “all will be ready.”

		
	
		
			
				XLVI

				The Tow­er of St. Jacques de la Boucherie

			
			At a quar­ter to six o’clock, Mon­sieur de Gondy, hav­ing fin­ished his busi­ness, re­turned to the archiepis­co­pal palace.

			At six o’clock the cu­rate of St. Mer­ri was an­nounced.

			The coad­ju­tor glanced rapid­ly be­hind and saw that he was fol­lowed by an­oth­er man. The cu­rate then en­tered, fol­lowed by Planchet.

			“Your ho­li­ness,” said the cu­rate, “here is the per­son of whom I had the hon­or to speak to you.”

			Planchet salut­ed in the man­ner of one ac­cus­tomed to fine hous­es.

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

			“Most un­doubt­ed­ly,” said Planchet. “I am a Frondist from my heart. You see in me, such as I am, a per­son sen­tenced to be hung.”

			“And on what ac­count?”

			“I res­cued from the hands of Mazarin’s po­lice a no­ble lord whom they were con­duct­ing back to the Bastille, where he had been for five years.”

			“Will you name him?”

			“Oh, you know him well, my lord—it is Count de Rochefort.”

			“Ah! re­al­ly, yes,” said the coad­ju­tor, “I have heard this af­fair men­tioned. You raised the whole dis­trict, so they told me!”

			“Very near­ly,” replied Planchet, with a self-sat­is­fied air.

			“And your busi­ness is—”

			“That of a con­fec­tion­er, in the Rue des Lom­bards.”

			“Ex­plain to me how it hap­pens that, fol­low­ing so peace­ful a busi­ness, you had such war­like in­cli­na­tions.”

			“Why does my lord, be­long­ing to the church, now re­ceive me in the dress of an of­fi­cer, with a sword at his side and spurs to his boots?”

			“Not bad­ly an­swered, i’faith,” said Gondy, laugh­ing; “but I have, you must know, al­ways had, in spite of my bands, war­like in­cli­na­tions.”

			“Well, my lord, be­fore I be­came a con­fec­tion­er I my­self was three years sergeant in the Pied­mon­tese reg­i­ment, and be­fore I be­came sergeant I was for eigh­teen months the ser­vant of Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“The lieu­tenant of Mus­ke­teers?” asked Gondy.

			“Him­self, my lord.”

			“But he is said to be a fu­ri­ous Mazarin­ist.”

			“Phew!” whis­tled Planchet.

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“Noth­ing, my lord; Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan be­longs to the ser­vice; Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan makes it his busi­ness to de­fend the car­di­nal, who pays him, as much as we make it ours, we cit­i­zens, to at­tack him, whom he robs.”

			“You are an in­tel­li­gent fel­low, my friend; can we count up­on you?”

			“You may count up­on me, my lord, pro­vid­ed you want to make a com­plete up­heaval of the city.”

			“ ’Tis that ex­act­ly. How many men, think you, you could col­lect to­geth­er tonight?”

			“Two hun­dred mus­kets and five hun­dred hal­berds.”

			“Let there be on­ly one man in ev­ery dis­trict who can do as much and by to­mor­row we shall have quite a pow­er­ful army. Are you dis­posed to obey Count de Rochefort?”

			“I would fol­low him to hell, and that is say­ing not a lit­tle, as I be­lieve him en­tire­ly ca­pa­ble of the de­scent.”

			“Bra­vo!”

			“By what sign to­mor­row shall we be able to dis­tin­guish friends from foes?”

			“Ev­ery Frondist must put a knot of straw in his hat.”

			“Good! Give the watch­word.”

			“Do you want mon­ey?”

			“Mon­ey nev­er comes amiss at any time, my lord; if one has it not, one must do with­out it; with it, mat­ters go on much bet­ter and more rapid­ly.”

			Gondy went to a box and drew forth a bag.

			“Here are five hun­dred pis­toles,” he said; “and if the ac­tion goes off well you may reck­on up­on a sim­i­lar sum to­mor­row.”

			“I will give a faith­ful ac­count of the sum to your lord­ship,” said Planchet, putting the bag un­der his arm.

			“That is right; I rec­om­mend the car­di­nal to your at­ten­tion.”

			“Make your mind easy, he is in good hands.”

			Planchet went out, the cu­rate re­main­ing for a mo­ment.

			“Are you sat­is­fied, my lord?” he asked.

			“Yes; he ap­pears to be a res­o­lute fel­low.”

			“Well, he will do more than he has promised.”

			“He will do won­ders then.”

			The cu­rate re­joined Planchet, who was wait­ing for him on the stairs. Ten min­utes lat­er the cu­rate of St. Sulpice was an­nounced. As soon as the door of Gondy’s study was opened a man rushed in. It was the Count de Rochefort.

			“ ’Tis you, then, my dear count,” cried Gondy, of­fer­ing his hand.

			“You have made up your mind at last, my lord?” said Rochefort.

			“It has been made up a long time,” said Gondy.

			“Let us say no more on the sub­ject; you tell me so, I be­lieve you. Well, we are go­ing to give a ball to Mazarin.”

			“I hope so.”

			“And when will the dance be­gin?”

			“The in­vi­ta­tions are giv­en for this evening,” said the coad­ju­tor, “but the vi­o­lins will not be­gin to play un­til to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“You may reck­on up­on me and up­on fifty sol­diers which the Cheva­lier d’Hu­mières has promised me when­ev­er I need them.”

			“Up­on fifty sol­diers?”

			“Yes, he is mak­ing re­cruits and he will lend them to me; if any are miss­ing when the fête is over, I shall re­place them.”

			“Good, my dear Rochefort; but that is not all. What have you done with Mon­sieur de Beau­fort?”

			“He is in Vendôme, where he will wait un­til I write to him to re­turn to Paris.”

			“Write to him; now’s the time.”

			“You are sure of your en­ter­prise?”

			“Yes, but he must make haste; for hard­ly will the peo­ple of Paris have re­volt­ed be­fore we shall have a score of princes beg­ging to lead them. If he de­fers he will find the place of hon­or tak­en.”

			“Shall I send word to him as com­ing from you?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Shall I tell him that he can count on you?”

			“To the end.”

			“And you will leave the com­mand to him?”

			“Of the war, yes, but in pol­i­tics—”

			“You must know it is not his el­e­ment.”

			“He must leave me to ne­go­ti­ate for my car­di­nal’s hat in my own fash­ion.”

			“You care about it, then, so much?”

			“Since they force me to wear a hat of a form which does not be­come me,” said Gondy, “I wish at least that the hat should be red.”

			“One must not dis­pute mat­ters of taste and col­ors,” said Rochefort, laugh­ing. “I an­swer for his con­sent.”

			“How soon can he be here?”

			“In five days.”

			“Let him come and he will find a change, I will an­swer for it. There­fore, go and col­lect your fifty men and hold your­self in readi­ness.”

			“For what?”

			“For ev­ery­thing.”

			“Is there any sig­nal for the gen­er­al ral­ly?”

			“A knot of straw in the hat.”

			“Very good. Adieu, my lord.”

			“Adieu, my dear Rochefort.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur Mazarin, Mon­sieur Mazarin,” said Rochefort, lead­ing off his cu­rate, who had not found an op­por­tu­ni­ty of ut­ter­ing a sin­gle word dur­ing the fore­go­ing di­a­logue, “you will see whether I am too old to be a man of ac­tion.”

			It was half-past nine o’clock and the coad­ju­tor re­quired half an hour to go from the arch­bish­op’s palace to the tow­er of St. Jacques de la Boucherie. He re­marked that a light was burn­ing in one of the high­est win­dows of the tow­er. “Good,” said he, “our syn­dic is at his post.”

			He knocked and the door was opened. The vicar him­self await­ed him, con­duct­ed him to the top of the tow­er, and when there point­ed to a lit­tle door, placed the light which he had brought with him in a cor­ner of the wall, that the coad­ju­tor might be able to find it on his re­turn, and went down again. Al­though the key was in the door the coad­ju­tor knocked.

			“Come in,” said a voice which he rec­og­nized as that of the men­di­cant, whom he found ly­ing on a kind of truck­le bed. He rose on the en­trance of the coad­ju­tor, and at that mo­ment ten o’clock struck.

			“Well,” said Gondy, “have you kept your word with me?”

			“Not ex­act­ly,” replied the men­di­cant.

			“How is that?”

			“You asked me for five hun­dred men, did you not? Well, I have ten thou­sand for you.”

			“You are not boast­ing?”

			“Do you wish for a proof?”

			“Yes.”

			There were three can­dles alight, each of which burnt be­fore a win­dow, one look­ing up­on the city, the oth­er up­on the Palais Roy­al, and a third up­on the Rue Saint De­nis.

			The man went silent­ly to each of the can­dles and blew them out one af­ter the oth­er.

			“What are you do­ing?” asked the coad­ju­tor.

			“I have giv­en the sig­nal.”

			“For what?”

			“For the bar­ri­cades. When you leave this you will be­hold my men at work. On­ly take care you do not break your legs in stum­bling over some chain or your neck by fall­ing in a hole.”

			“Good! there is your mon­ey, the same sum as that you have re­ceived al­ready. Now re­mem­ber that you are a gen­er­al and do not go and drink.”

			“For twen­ty years I have tast­ed noth­ing but wa­ter.”

			The man took the bag from the hands of the coad­ju­tor, who heard the sound of his fin­gers count­ing and han­dling the gold pieces.

			“Ah! ah!” said the coad­ju­tor, “you are avari­cious, my good fel­low.”

			The men­di­cant sighed and threw down the bag.

			“Must I al­ways be the same?” said he, “and shall I nev­er suc­ceed in over­com­ing the old leav­en? Oh, mis­ery, oh, van­i­ty!”

			“You take it, how­ev­er.”

			“Yes, but I make here­by a vow in your pres­ence, to em­ploy all that re­mains to me in pi­ous works.”

			His face was pale and drawn, like that of a man who had just un­der­gone some in­ward strug­gle.

			“Sin­gu­lar man!” mut­tered Gondy, tak­ing his hat to go away; but on turn­ing around he saw the beg­gar be­tween him and the door. His first idea was that this man in­tend­ed to do him some harm, but on the con­trary he saw him fall on his knees be­fore him with his hands clasped.

			“Your bless­ing, your ho­li­ness, be­fore you go, I be­seech you!” he cried.

			“Your ho­li­ness!” said Gondy; “my friend, you take me for some­one else.”

			“No, your ho­li­ness, I take you for what you are, that is to say, the coad­ju­tor; I rec­og­nized you at the first glance.”

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

			“Yes, I have need of it.”

			The men­di­cant ut­tered these words in a tone of such hu­mil­i­ty, such earnest re­pen­tance, that Gondy placed his hand up­on him and gave him his bene­dic­tion with all the unc­tion of which he was ca­pa­ble.

			“Now,” said Gondy, “there is a com­mu­nion be­tween us. I have blessed you and you are sa­cred to me. Come, have you com­mit­ted some crime, pur­sued by hu­man jus­tice, from which I can pro­tect you?”

			The beg­gar shook his head. “The crime which I have com­mit­ted, my lord, has no call up­on hu­man jus­tice, and you can on­ly de­liv­er me from it by bless­ing me fre­quent­ly, as you have just done.”

			“Come, be can­did,” said the coad­ju­tor, “you have not all your life fol­lowed the trade which you do now?”

			“No, my lord. I have pur­sued it for six years on­ly.”

			“And pre­vi­ous­ly, where were you?”

			“In the Bastille.”

			“And be­fore you went to the Bastille?”

			“I will tell you, my lord, on the day when you are will­ing to hear my con­fes­sion.”

			“Good! At what­so­ev­er hour of the day or night you may present your­self, re­mem­ber that I shall be ready to give you ab­so­lu­tion.”

			“Thank you, my lord,” said the men­di­cant in a hoarse voice. “But I am not yet ready to re­ceive it.”

			“Very well. Adieu.”

			“Adieu, your ho­li­ness,” said the men­di­cant, open­ing the door and bend­ing low be­fore the prelate.

		
	
		
			
				XLVII

				The Ri­ot

			
			It was about eleven o’clock at night. Gondy had not walked a hun­dred steps ere he per­ceived the strange change which had been made in the streets of Paris.

			The whole city seemed peo­pled with fan­tas­tic be­ings; silent shad­ows were seen un­paving the streets and oth­ers drag­ging and up­set­ting great wag­ons, whilst oth­ers again dug ditch­es large enough to en­gulf whole reg­i­ments of horse­men. These ac­tive be­ings flit­ted here and there like so many demons com­plet­ing some un­known la­bor; these were the beg­gars of the Court of Mir­a­cles—the agents of the giv­er of holy wa­ter in the Square of Saint Eu­stache, pre­par­ing bar­ri­cades for the mor­row.

			Gondy gazed on these deeds of dark­ness, on these noc­tur­nal la­bor­ers, with a kind of fear; he asked him­self, if, af­ter hav­ing called forth these foul crea­tures from their dens, he should have the pow­er of mak­ing them re­tire again. He felt al­most in­clined to cross him­self when one of these be­ings hap­pened to ap­proach him. He reached the Rue Saint-Hon­oré and went up it to­ward the Rue de la Fer­ronner­ie; there the as­pect changed; here it was the trades­men who were run­ning from shop to shop; their doors seemed closed like their shut­ters, but they were on­ly pushed to in such a man­ner as to open and al­low the men, who seemed fear­ful of show­ing what they car­ried, to en­ter, clos­ing im­me­di­ate­ly. These men were shop­keep­ers, who had arms to lend to those who had none.

			One in­di­vid­u­al went from door to door, bend­ing un­der the weight of swords, guns, mus­kets and ev­ery kind of weapon, which he de­posit­ed as fast as he could. By the light of a lantern the coad­ju­tor rec­og­nized Planchet.

			The coad­ju­tor pro­ceed­ed on­ward to the quay by way of the Rue de la Mon­naie; there he found groups of bour­geois clad in black cloaks or gray, ac­cord­ing as they be­longed to the up­per or low­er bour­geoisie. They were stand­ing mo­tion­less, while sin­gle men passed from one group to an­oth­er. All these cloaks, gray or black, were raised be­hind by the point of a sword, or be­fore by the bar­rel of an ar­que­buse or a mus­ket.

			On reach­ing the Pont Neuf the coad­ju­tor found it strict­ly guard­ed and a man ap­proached him.

			“Who are you?” asked the man. “I do not know you for one of us.”

			“Then it is be­cause you do not know your friends, my dear Mon­sieur Lou­vières,” said the coad­ju­tor, rais­ing his hat.

			Lou­vières rec­og­nized him and bowed.

			Gondy con­tin­ued his way and went as far as the Tour de Nesle. There he saw a lengthy chain of peo­ple glid­ing un­der the walls. They might be said to be a pro­ces­sion of ghosts, for they were all wrapped in white cloaks. When they reached a cer­tain spot these men ap­peared to be an­ni­hi­lat­ed, one af­ter the oth­er, as if the earth had opened un­der their feet. Gondy, edged in­to a cor­ner, saw them van­ish from the first un­til the last but one. The last raised his eyes, to as­cer­tain, doubt­less, that nei­ther his com­pan­ions nor him­self had been watched, and, in spite of the dark­ness, he per­ceived Gondy. He walked straight up to him and placed a pis­tol to his throat.

			“Hal­loo! Mon­sieur de Rochefort,” said Gondy, laugh­ing, “are you a boy to play with firearms?”

			Rochefort rec­og­nized the voice.

			“Ah, it is you, my lord!” said he.

			“The very same. What peo­ple are you lead­ing thus in­to the bow­els of the earth?”

			“My fifty re­cruits from the Cheva­lier d’Hu­mières, who are des­tined to en­ter the light cav­al­ry and who have on­ly re­ceived as yet for their equip­ment their white cloaks.”

			“And where are you go­ing?”

			“To the house of one of my friends, a sculp­tor, on­ly we en­ter by the trap through which he lets down his mar­ble.”

			“Very good,” said Gondy, shak­ing Rochefort by the hand, who de­scend­ed in his turn and closed the trap af­ter him.

			It was now one o’clock in the morn­ing and the coad­ju­tor re­turned home. He opened a win­dow and leaned out to lis­ten. A strange, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, un­earth­ly sound seemed to per­vade the whole city; one felt that some­thing un­usu­al and ter­ri­ble was hap­pen­ing in all the streets, now dark as ocean’s most un­fath­omable caves. From time to time a dull sound was heard, like that of a ris­ing tem­pest or a bil­low of the sea; but noth­ing clear, noth­ing dis­tinct, noth­ing in­tel­li­gi­ble; it was like those mys­te­ri­ous sub­ter­ra­ne­ous nois­es that pre­cede an earth­quake.

			The work of re­volt con­tin­ued the whole night thus. The next morn­ing, on awak­ing, Paris seemed to be star­tled at her own ap­pear­ance. It was like a be­sieged town. Armed men shoul­der­ing mus­kets, watched over the bar­ri­cades with men­ac­ing looks; words of com­mand, pa­trols, ar­rests, ex­e­cu­tions, even, were en­coun­tered at ev­ery step. Those bear­ing plumed hats and gold swords were stopped and made to cry, “Long live Brous­sel!” “Down with Mazarin!” and who­ev­er re­fused to com­ply with this cer­e­mo­ny was hoot­ed at, spat up­on and even beat­en. They had not yet be­gun to slay, but it was well felt that the in­cli­na­tion to do so was not want­ing.

			The bar­ri­cades had been pushed as far as the Palais Roy­al. From the Rue de Bons En­fants to that of the Fer­ronner­ie, from the Rue Saint Thomas-du-Lou­vre to the Pont Neuf, from the Rue Riche­lieu to the Porte Saint-Hon­oré, there were more than ten thou­sand armed men; those who were at the front hurled de­fi­ance at the im­pas­sive sen­tinels of the reg­i­ment of guards post­ed around the Palais Roy­al, the gates of which were closed be­hind them, a pre­cau­tion which made their sit­u­a­tion pre­car­i­ous. Among these thou­sands moved, in bands num­ber­ing from one hun­dred to two hun­dred, pale and hag­gard men, clothed in rags, who bore a sort of stan­dard on which was in­scribed these words: “Be­hold the mis­ery of the peo­ple!” Wher­ev­er these men passed, fren­zied cries were heard; and there were so many of these bands that the cries were to be heard in all di­rec­tions.

			The as­ton­ish­ment of Mazarin and of Anne of Aus­tria was great when it was an­nounced to them that the city, which the pre­vi­ous evening they had left en­tire­ly tran­quil, had awak­ened to such fever­ish com­mo­tion; nor would ei­ther the one or the oth­er be­lieve the re­ports that were brought to them, declar­ing they would rather re­ly on the ev­i­dence of their own eyes and ears. Then a win­dow was opened and when they saw and heard they were con­vinced.

			Mazarin shrugged his shoul­ders and pre­tend­ed to de­spise the pop­u­lace; but he turned vis­i­bly pale and ran to his clos­et, trem­bling all over, locked up his gold and jew­els in his cas­kets and put his finest di­a­monds on his fin­gers. As for the queen, fu­ri­ous, and left to her own guid­ance, she went for the Maréchal de la Meilleraie and de­sired him to take as many men as he pleased and to go and see what was the mean­ing of this pleas­antry.

			The mar­shal was or­di­nar­i­ly very ad­ven­tur­ous and was wont to hes­i­tate at noth­ing; and he had that lofty con­tempt for the pop­u­lace which army of­fi­cers usu­al­ly pro­fess. He took a hun­dred and fifty men and at­tempt­ed to go out by the Pont du Lou­vre, but there he met Rochefort and his fifty horse­men, at­tend­ed by more than five hun­dred men. The mar­shal made no at­tempt to force that bar­ri­er and re­turned up the quay. But at Pont Neuf he found Lou­vières and his bour­geois. This time the mar­shal charged, but he was wel­comed by mus­ket shots, while stones fell like hail from all the win­dows. He left there three men.

			He beat a re­treat to­ward the mar­ket, but there he met Planchet with his hal­berdiers; their hal­berds were lev­eled at him threat­en­ing­ly. He at­tempt­ed to ride over those gray cloaks, but the gray cloaks held their ground, and the mar­shal re­tired to­ward the Rue Saint-Hon­oré, leav­ing four of his guards dead on the field of bat­tle.

			The mar­shal then en­tered the Rue Saint-Hon­oré, but there he was op­posed by the bar­ri­cades of the men­di­cant of Saint Eu­stache. They were guard­ed, not on­ly by armed men, but even by wom­en and chil­dren. Mas­ter Fri­quet, the own­er of a pis­tol and of a sword which Lou­vières had giv­en him, had or­ga­nized a com­pa­ny of rogues like him­self and was mak­ing a tremen­dous rack­et.

			The mar­shal thought this bar­ri­er not so well for­ti­fied as the oth­ers and de­ter­mined to break through it. He dis­mount­ed twen­ty men to make a breach in the bar­ri­cade, whilst he and oth­ers, re­main­ing on their hors­es, were to pro­tect the as­sailants. The twen­ty men marched straight to­ward the bar­ri­er, but from be­hind the beams, from among the wag­on-wheels, and from the heights of the rocks a ter­ri­ble fusil­lade burst forth, and at the same time Planchet’s hal­berdiers ap­peared at the cor­ner of the Ceme­tery of the In­no­cents, and Lou­vières’s bour­geois at the cor­ner of the Rue de la Mon­naie.

			The Maréchal de la Meilleraie was caught be­tween two fires, but he was brave and made up his mind to die where he was. He re­turned blow for blow and cries of pain be­gan to be heard in the crowd. The guards, more skill­ful, did greater ex­e­cu­tion; but the bour­geois, more nu­mer­ous, over­whelmed them with a ver­i­ta­ble hur­ri­cane of iron. Men fell around him as they had fall­en at Ro­croy or at Léri­da. Fontrailles, his aide-de-camp, had an arm bro­ken; his horse had re­ceived a bul­let in his neck and he had dif­fi­cul­ty in con­trol­ling him, mad­dened by pain. In short, he had reached that supreme mo­ment when the bravest feel a shud­der in their veins, when sud­den­ly, in the di­rec­tion of the Rue de l’Ar­bre-Sec, the crowd opened, cry­ing: “Long live the coad­ju­tor!” and Gondy, in sur­plice and cloak, ap­peared, mov­ing tran­quil­ly in the midst of the fusil­lade and be­stow­ing his bene­dic­tions to the right and left, as undis­turbed as if he were lead­ing a pro­ces­sion of the Fête Dieu.

			All fell to their knees. The mar­shal rec­og­nized him and has­tened to meet him.

			“Get me out of this, in Heav­en’s name!” he said, “or I shall leave my car­cass here and those of all my men.”

			A great tu­mult arose, in the midst of which even the noise of thun­der could not have been heard. Gondy raised his hand and de­mand­ed si­lence. All were still.

			“My chil­dren,” he said, “this is the Maréchal de la Meilleraie, as to whose in­ten­tions you have been de­ceived and who pledges him­self, on re­turn­ing to the Lou­vre, to de­mand of the queen, in your name, our Brous­sel’s re­lease. You pledge your­self to that, mar­shal?” added Gondy, turn­ing to La Meilleraie.

			“Mor­bleu!” cried the lat­ter, “I should say that I do pledge my­self to it! I had no hope of get­ting off so eas­i­ly.”

			“He gives you his word of hon­or,” said Gondy.

			The mar­shal raised his hand in to­ken of as­sent.

			“Long live the coad­ju­tor!” cried the crowd. Some voic­es even added: “Long live the mar­shal!” But all took up the cry in cho­rus: “Down with Mazarin!”

			The crowd gave place, the bar­ri­cade was opened, and the mar­shal, with the rem­nant of his com­pa­ny, re­treat­ed, pre­ced­ed by Fri­quet and his ban­dits, some of them mak­ing a pres­ence of beat­ing drums and oth­ers im­i­tat­ing the sound of the trum­pet. It was al­most a tri­umphal pro­ces­sion; on­ly, be­hind the guards the bar­ri­cades were closed again. The mar­shal bit his fin­gers.

			In the mean­time, as we have said, Mazarin was in his clos­et, putting his af­fairs in or­der. He called for d’Artag­nan, but in the midst of such tu­mult he lit­tle ex­pect­ed to see him, d’Artag­nan not be­ing on ser­vice. In about ten min­utes d’Artag­nan ap­peared at the door, fol­lowed by the in­sep­a­ra­ble Porthos.

			“Ah, come in, come in, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried the car­di­nal, “and wel­come your friend too. But what is go­ing on in this ac­cursed Paris?”

			“What is go­ing on, my lord? noth­ing good,” replied d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head. “The town is in open re­volt, and just now, as I was cross­ing the Rue Mon­torgueil with Mon­sieur du Val­lon, who is here, and is your hum­ble ser­vant, they want­ed in spite of my uni­form, or per­haps be­cause of my uni­form, to make us cry ‘Long live Brous­sel!’ and must I tell you, my lord, what they wished us to cry as well?”

			“Speak, speak.”

			“ ‘Down with Mazarin!’ I’faith, the trea­son­able word is out.”

			Mazarin smiled, but be­came very pale.

			“And you did cry?” he asked.

			“I’faith, no,” said d’Artag­nan; “I was not in voice; Mon­sieur du Val­lon has a cold and did not cry ei­ther. Then, my lord—”

			“Then what?” asked Mazarin.

			“Look at my hat and cloak.”

			And d’Artag­nan dis­played four gun­shot holes in his cloak and two in his beaver. As for Porthos’s coat, a blow from a hal­berd had cut it open on the flank and a pis­tol shot had cut his feath­er in two.

			“Di­avo­lo!” said the car­di­nal, pen­sive­ly gaz­ing at the two friends with live­ly ad­mi­ra­tion; “I should have cried, I should.”

			At this mo­ment the tu­mult was heard near­er.

			Mazarin wiped his fore­head and looked around him. He had a great de­sire to go to the win­dow, but he dared not.

			“See what is go­ing on, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said he.

			D’Artag­nan went to the win­dow with his ha­bit­u­al com­po­sure. “Oho!” said he, “what is this? Maréchal de la Meilleraie re­turn­ing with­out a hat—Fontrailles with his arm in a sling—wound­ed guards—hors­es bleed­ing; eh, then, what are the sen­tinels about? They are aim­ing—they are go­ing to fire!”

			“They have re­ceived or­ders to fire on the peo­ple if the peo­ple ap­proach the Palais Roy­al!” ex­claimed Mazarin.

			“But if they fire, all is lost!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“We have the gates.”

			“The gates! to hold for five min­utes—the gates, they will be torn down, twist­ed in­to iron wire, ground to pow­der! God’s death, don’t fire!” screamed d’Artag­nan, throw­ing open the win­dow.

			In spite of this rec­om­men­da­tion, which, ow­ing to the noise, could scarce­ly have been heard, two or three mus­ket shots re­sound­ed, suc­ceed­ed by a ter­ri­ble dis­charge. The balls might be heard pep­per­ing the façade of the Palais Roy­al, and one of them, pass­ing un­der d’Artag­nan’s arm, en­tered and broke a mir­ror, in which Porthos was com­pla­cent­ly ad­mir­ing him­self.

			“Alack! alack!” cried the car­di­nal, “a Vene­tian glass!”

			“Oh, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, qui­et­ly shut­ting the win­dow, “it is not worth while weep­ing yet, for prob­a­bly an hour hence there will not be one of your mir­rors re­main­ing in the Palais Roy­al, whether they be Vene­tian or Parisian.”

			“But what do you ad­vise, then?” asked Mazarin, trem­bling.

			“Eh, egad, to give up Brous­sel as they de­mand! What the dev­il do you want with a mem­ber of the par­lia­ment? He is of no earth­ly use to any­body.”

			“And you, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, is that your ad­vice? What would you do?”

			“I should give up Brous­sel,” said Porthos.

			“Come, come with me, gen­tle­men!” ex­claimed Mazarin. “I will go and dis­cuss the mat­ter with the queen.”

			He stopped at the end of the cor­ri­dor and said:

			“I can count up­on you, gen­tle­men, can I not?”

			“We do not give our­selves twice over,” said d’Artag­nan; “we have giv­en our­selves to you; com­mand, we shall obey.”

			“Very well, then,” said Mazarin; “en­ter this cab­i­net and wait till I come back.”

			And turn­ing off he en­tered the draw­ing-room by an­oth­er door.

		
	
		
			
				XLVIII

				The Ri­ot Be­comes a Rev­o­lu­tion

			
			The clos­et in­to which d’Artag­nan and Porthos had been ush­ered was sep­a­rat­ed from the draw­ing-room where the queen was by tapestried cur­tains on­ly, and this thin par­ti­tion en­abled them to hear all that passed in the ad­join­ing room, whilst the aper­ture be­tween the two hang­ings, small as it was, per­mit­ted them to see.

			The queen was stand­ing in the room, pale with anger; her self-con­trol, how­ev­er, was so great that it might have been imag­ined that she was calm. Com­minges, Ville­quier and Gui­tant were be­hind her and the wom­en again were be­hind the men. The Chan­cel­lor Se­quier, who twen­ty years pre­vi­ous­ly had per­se­cut­ed her so ruth­less­ly, stood be­fore her, re­lat­ing how his car­riage had been smashed, how he had been pur­sued and had rushed in­to the Hô­tel d’O——, that the ho­tel was im­me­di­ate­ly in­vad­ed, pil­laged and dev­as­tat­ed; hap­pi­ly he had time to reach a clos­et hid­den be­hind ta­pes­try, in which he was se­cret­ed by an old wom­an, to­geth­er with his broth­er, the Bish­op of Meaux. Then the dan­ger was so im­mi­nent, the ri­ot­ers came so near, ut­ter­ing such threats, that the chan­cel­lor thought his last hour had come and con­fessed him­self to his broth­er priest, so as to be all ready to die in case he was dis­cov­ered. For­tu­nate­ly, how­ev­er, he had not been tak­en; the peo­ple, be­liev­ing that he had es­caped by some back en­trance, re­tired and left him at lib­er­ty to re­treat. Then, dis­guised in the clothes of the Mar­quis d’O——, he had left the ho­tel, stum­bling over the bod­ies of an of­fi­cer and two guards who had been killed whilst de­fend­ing the street door.

			Dur­ing the recital Mazarin en­tered and glid­ed noise­less­ly up to the queen to lis­ten.

			“Well,” said the queen, when the chan­cel­lor had fin­ished speak­ing; “what do you think of it all?”

			“I think that mat­ters look very gloomy, Madame.”

			“But what step would you pro­pose to me?”

			“I could pro­pose one to Your Majesty, but I dare not.”

			“You may, you may, sir,” said the queen with a bit­ter smile; “you were not so timid once.”

			The chan­cel­lor red­dened and stam­mered some words.

			“It is not a ques­tion of the past, but of the present,” said the queen; “you said you could give me ad­vice—what is it?”

			“Madame,” said the chan­cel­lor, hes­i­tat­ing, “it would be to re­lease Brous­sel.”

			The queen, al­though al­ready pale, be­came vis­i­bly paler and her face was con­tract­ed.

			“Re­lease Brous­sel!” she cried, “nev­er!”

			At this mo­ment steps were heard in the an­te­room and with­out any an­nounce­ment the Maréchal de la Meilleraie ap­peared at the door.

			“Ah, there you are, maréchal,” cried Anne of Aus­tria joy­ful­ly. “I trust you have brought this rab­ble to rea­son.”

			“Madame,” replied the maréchal, “I have left three men on the Pont Neuf, four at the Halle, six at the cor­ner of the Rue de l’Ar­bre-Sec and two at the door of your palace—fif­teen in all. I have brought away ten or twelve wound­ed. I know not where I have left my hat, and in all prob­a­bil­i­ty I should have been left with my hat, had the coad­ju­tor not ar­rived in time to res­cue me.”

			“Ah, in­deed,” said the queen, “it would have much as­ton­ished me if that low cur, with his dis­tort­ed legs, had not been mixed up with all this.”

			“Madame,” said La Meilleraie, “do not say too much against him be­fore me, for the ser­vice he ren­dered me is still fresh.”

			“Very good,” said the queen, “be as grate­ful as you like, it does not im­pli­cate me; you are here safe and sound, that is all I wished for; you are not on­ly wel­come, but wel­come back.”

			“Yes, Madame; but I on­ly came back on one con­di­tion—that I would trans­mit to Your Majesty the will of the peo­ple.”

			“The will!” ex­claimed the queen, frown­ing. “Oh! oh! Mon­sieur Maréchal, you must in­deed have found your­self in won­drous per­il to have un­der­tak­en so strange a com­mis­sion!”

			The irony with which these words were ut­tered did not es­cape the maréchal.

			“Par­don, Madame,” he said, “I am not a lawyer, I am a mere sol­dier, and prob­a­bly, there­fore, I do not quite com­pre­hend the val­ue of cer­tain words; I ought to have said the wish­es, and not the will, of the peo­ple. As for what you do me the hon­or to say, I pre­sume you mean I was afraid?”

			The queen smiled.

			“Well, then, Madame, yes, I did feel fear; and though I have been through twelve pitched bat­tles and I can­not count how many charges and skir­mish­es, I own for the third time in my life I was afraid. Yes, and I would rather face Your Majesty, how­ev­er threat­en­ing your smile, than face those demons who ac­com­pa­nied me hith­er and who sprung from I know not whence, un­less from deep­est hell.”

			(“Bra­vo,” said d’Artag­nan in a whis­per to Porthos; “well an­swered.”)

			“Well,” said the queen, bit­ing her lips, whilst her courtiers looked at each oth­er with sur­prise, “what is the de­sire of my peo­ple?”

			“That Brous­sel shall be giv­en up to them, Madame.”

			“Nev­er!” said the queen, “nev­er!”

			“Your Majesty is mis­tress,” said La Meilleraie, re­treat­ing a few steps.

			“Where are you go­ing, maréchal?” asked the queen.

			“To give Your Majesty’s re­ply to those who await it.”

			“Stay, maréchal; I will not ap­pear to par­ley with rebels.”

			“Madame, I have pledged my word, and un­less you or­der me to be ar­rest­ed I shall be forced to re­turn.”

			Anne of Aus­tria’s eyes shot glances of fire.

			“Oh! that is no im­ped­i­ment, sir,” said she; “I have had greater men than you ar­rest­ed—Gui­tant!”

			Mazarin sprang for­ward.

			“Madame,” said he, “if I dared in my turn ad­vise—”

			“Would it be to give up Brous­sel, sir? If so, you can spare your­self the trou­ble.”

			“No,” said Mazarin; “al­though, per­haps, that coun­sel is as good as any oth­er.”

			“Then what may it be?”

			“To call for Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur.”

			“The coad­ju­tor!” cried the queen, “that dread­ful mis­chief mak­er! It is he who has raised all this re­volt.”

			“The more rea­son,” said Mazarin; “if he has raised it he can put it down.”

			“And hold, Madame,” sug­gest­ed Com­minges, who was near a win­dow, out of which he could see; “hold, the mo­ment is a hap­py one, for there he is now, giv­ing his bless­ing in the square of the Palais Roy­al.”

			The queen sprang to the win­dow.

			“It is true,” she said, “the arch hyp­ocrite—see!”

			“I see,” said Mazarin, “that ev­ery­body kneels be­fore him, al­though he be but coad­ju­tor, whilst I, were I in his place, though I am car­di­nal, should be torn to pieces. I per­sist, then, Madame, in my wish” (he laid an em­pha­sis on the word), “that Your Majesty should re­ceive the coad­ju­tor.”

			“And where­fore do you not say, like the rest, your will?” replied the queen, in a low voice.

			Mazarin bowed.

			“Mon­sieur le Maréchal,” said the queen, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, “go and find the coad­ju­tor and bring him to me.”

			“And what shall I say to the peo­ple?”

			“That they must have pa­tience,” said Anne, “as I have.”

			The fiery Span­ish wom­an spoke in a tone so im­per­a­tive that the maréchal made no re­ply; he bowed and went out.

			(D’Artag­nan turned to Porthos. “How will this end?” he said.

			“We shall soon see,” said Porthos, in his tran­quil way.)

			In the mean­time Anne of Aus­tria ap­proached Com­minges and con­versed with him in a sub­dued tone, whilst Mazarin glanced un­easi­ly at the cor­ner oc­cu­pied by d’Artag­nan and Porthos. Ere long the door opened and the maréchal en­tered, fol­lowed by the coad­ju­tor.

			“There, Madame,” he said, “is Mon­sieur Gondy, who has­tens to obey Your Majesty’s sum­mons.”

			The queen ad­vanced a few steps to meet him, and then stopped, cold, se­vere, un­moved, with her low­er lip scorn­ful­ly pro­trud­ed.

			Gondy bowed re­spect­ful­ly.

			“Well, sir,” said the queen, “what is your opin­ion of this ri­ot?”

			“That it is no longer a ri­ot, Madame,” he replied, “but a re­volt.”

			“The re­volt is at the door of those who think my peo­ple can rebel,” cried Anne, un­able to dis­sim­u­late be­fore the coad­ju­tor, whom she looked up­on—and prob­a­bly with rea­son—as the pro­mot­er of the tu­mult. “Re­volt! thus it is called by those who have wished for this demon­stra­tion and who are, per­haps, the cause of it; but, wait, wait! the king’s au­thor­i­ty will put all this to rights.”

			“Was it to tell me that, Madame,” cold­ly replied Gondy, “that Your Majesty ad­mit­ted me to the hon­or of en­ter­ing your pres­ence?”

			“No, my dear coad­ju­tor,” said Mazarin; “it was to ask your ad­vice in the un­hap­py dilem­ma in which we find our­selves.”

			“Is it true,” asked Gondy, feign­ing as­ton­ish­ment, “that Her Majesty sum­moned me to ask for my opin­ion?”

			“Yes,” said the queen, “it is re­quest­ed.”

			The coad­ju­tor bowed.

			“Your Majesty wish­es, then—”

			“You to say what you would do in her place,” Mazarin has­tened to re­ply.

			The coad­ju­tor looked at the queen, who replied by a sign in the af­fir­ma­tive.

			“Were I in Her Majesty’s place,” said Gondy, cold­ly, “I should not hes­i­tate; I should re­lease Brous­sel.”

			“And if I do not give him up, what think you will be the re­sult?” ex­claimed the queen.

			“I be­lieve that not a stone in Paris will re­main un­turned,” put in the maréchal.

			“It was not your opin­ion that I asked,” said the queen, sharply, with­out even turn­ing around.

			“If it is I whom Your Majesty in­ter­ro­gates,” replied the coad­ju­tor in the same calm man­ner, “I re­ply that I hold Mon­sieur le Maréchal’s opin­ion in ev­ery re­spect.”

			The col­or mount­ed to the queen’s face; her fine blue eyes seemed to start out of her head, and her carmine lips, com­pared by all the po­ets of the day to a pome­gran­ate in flow­er, were trem­bling with anger. Mazarin him­self, who was well ac­cus­tomed to the do­mes­tic out­breaks of this dis­turbed house­hold, was alarmed.

			“Give up Brous­sel!” she cried; “fine coun­sel, in­deed. Up­on my word! one can eas­i­ly see it comes from a priest.”

			Gondy re­mained firm, and the abuse of the day seemed to glide over his head as the sar­casms of the evening be­fore had done; but ha­tred and re­venge were ac­cu­mu­lat­ing in his heart silent­ly and drop by drop. He looked cold­ly at the queen, who nudged Mazarin to make him say some­thing in his turn.

			Mazarin, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, was think­ing much and say­ing lit­tle.

			“Ho! ho!” said he, “good ad­vice, ad­vice of a friend. I, too, would give up that good Mon­sieur Brous­sel, dead or alive, and all would be at an end.”

			“If you yield him dead, all will in­deed be at an end, my lord, but quite oth­er­wise than you mean.”

			“Did I say ‘dead or alive?’ ” replied Mazarin. “It was on­ly a way of speak­ing. You know I am not fa­mil­iar with the French lan­guage, which you, Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur, both speak and write so well.”

			(“This is a coun­cil of state,” d’Artag­nan re­marked to Porthos; “but we held bet­ter ones at La Rochelle, with Athos and Aramis.”

			“At the Saint Ger­vais bas­tion,” said Porthos.

			“There and else­where.”)

			The coad­ju­tor let the storm pass over his head and re­sumed, still with the same tran­quil­li­ty:

			“Madame, if the opin­ion I have sub­mit­ted to you does not please you it is doubt­less be­cause you have bet­ter coun­sels to fol­low. I know too well the wis­dom of the queen and that of her ad­vis­ers to sup­pose that they will leave the cap­i­tal long in trou­ble that may lead to a rev­o­lu­tion.”

			“Thus, then, it is your opin­ion,” said Anne of Aus­tria, with a sneer and bit­ing her lips with rage, “that yes­ter­day’s ri­ot, which to­day is al­ready a re­bel­lion, to­mor­row may be­come a rev­o­lu­tion?”

			“Yes, Madame,” replied the coad­ju­tor, grave­ly.

			“But if I am to be­lieve you, sir, the peo­ple seem to have thrown off all re­straint.”

			“It is a bad year for kings,” said Gondy, shak­ing his head; “look at Eng­land, Madame.”

			“Yes; but for­tu­nate­ly we have no Oliv­er Cromwell in France,” replied the queen.

			“Who knows?” said Gondy; “such men are like thun­der­bolts—one rec­og­nizes them on­ly when they have struck.”

			Ev­ery­one shud­dered and there was a mo­ment of si­lence, dur­ing which the queen pressed her hand to her side, ev­i­dent­ly to still the beat­ings of her heart.

			(“Porthos,” mur­mured d’Artag­nan, “look well at that priest.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “I see him. What then?”

			“Well, he is a man.”

			Porthos looked at d’Artag­nan in as­ton­ish­ment. Ev­i­dent­ly he did not un­der­stand his mean­ing.)

			“Your Majesty,” con­tin­ued the coad­ju­tor, piti­less­ly, “is about to take such mea­sures as seem good to you, but I fore­see that they will be vi­o­lent and such as will still fur­ther ex­as­per­ate the ri­ot­ers.”

			“In that case, you, Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur, who have such pow­er over them and are at the same time friend­ly to us,” said the queen, iron­i­cal­ly, “will qui­et them by be­stow­ing your bless­ing up­on them.”

			“Per­haps it will be too late,” said Gondy, still un­moved; “per­haps I shall have lost all in­flu­ence; while by giv­ing up Brous­sel Your Majesty will strike at the root of the sedi­tion and will gain the right to pun­ish se­vere­ly any re­vival of the re­volt.”

			“Have I not, then, that right?” cried the queen.

			“If you have it, use it,” replied Gondy.

			(“Peste!” said d’Artag­nan to Porthos. “There is a man af­ter my own heart. Oh! if he were min­is­ter and I were his d’Artag­nan, in­stead of be­long­ing to that beast of a Mazarin—mordieu! what fine things we would do to­geth­er!”

			“Yes,” said Porthos.)

			The queen made a sign for ev­ery­one, ex­cept Mazarin, to quit the room; and Gondy bowed, as if to leave with the rest.

			“Stay, sir,” said Anne to him.

			Good, thought Gondy, she is go­ing to yield.

			(“She is go­ing to have him killed,” said d’Artag­nan to Porthos, “but at all events it shall not be by me. I swear to Heav­en, on the con­trary, that if they fall up­on him I will fall up­on them.”

			“And I, too,” said Porthos.)

			“Good,” mut­tered Mazarin, sit­ting down, “we shall soon see some­thing star­tling.”

			The queen’s eyes fol­lowed the re­treat­ing fig­ures and when the last had closed the door she turned away. It was ev­i­dent that she was mak­ing un­nat­u­ral ef­forts to sub­due her anger; she fanned her­self, smelled at her vinai­grette, and walked up and down. Gondy, who be­gan to feel un­easy, ex­am­ined the ta­pes­try with his eyes, touched the coat of mail which he wore un­der his long gown, and felt from time to time to see if the han­dle of a good Span­ish dag­ger, which was hid­den un­der his cloak, was well with­in reach.

			“And now,” at last said the queen, “now that we are alone, re­peat your coun­sel, Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur.”

			“It is this, Madame: that you should ap­pear to have re­flect­ed, and pub­licly ac­knowl­edge an er­ror, which con­sti­tutes the ex­tra strength of a strong gov­ern­ment; re­lease Brous­sel from prison and give him back to the peo­ple.”

			“Oh!” cried Anne, “to hum­ble my­self thus! Am I, or am I not, the queen? This scream­ing mob, are they, or are they not, my sub­jects? Have I friends? Have I guards? Ah! by Notre Dame! as Queen Cather­ine used to say,” con­tin­ued she, ex­cit­ed by her own words, “rather than give up this in­fa­mous Brous­sel to them I will stran­gle him with my own hands!”

			And she sprang to­ward Gondy, whom as­sured­ly at that mo­ment she hat­ed more than Brous­sel, with out­stretched arms. The coad­ju­tor re­mained im­mov­able and not a mus­cle of his face was dis­com­posed; on­ly his glance flashed like a sword in re­turn­ing the fu­ri­ous looks of the queen.

			(“He were a dead man” said the Gas­con, “if there were still a Vit­ry at the court and if Vit­ry en­tered at this mo­ment; but for my part, be­fore he could reach the good prelate I would kill Vit­ry at once; the car­di­nal would be in­fin­ite­ly pleased with me.”

			“Hush!” said Porthos; “lis­ten.”)

			“Madame,” cried the car­di­nal, seiz­ing hold of Anne and draw­ing her back, “Madame, what are you about?”

			Then he added in Span­ish, “Anne, are you mad? You, a queen to quar­rel like a wash­er­wom­an! And do you not per­ceive that in the per­son of this priest is rep­re­sent­ed the whole peo­ple of Paris and that it is dan­ger­ous to in­sult him at this mo­ment, and if this priest wished it, in an hour you would be with­out a crown? Come, then, on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion you can be firm and strong; but to­day is not the prop­er time; to­day, flat­ter and ca­ress, or you are on­ly a com­mon wom­an.”

			(At the first words of this ad­dress d’Artag­nan had seized Porthos’s arm, which he pressed with grad­u­al­ly in­creas­ing force. When Mazarin ceased speak­ing he said to Porthos in a low tone:

			“Nev­er tell Mazarin that I un­der­stand Span­ish, or I am a lost man and you are al­so.”

			“All right,” said Porthos.)

			This rough ap­peal, marked by the elo­quence which char­ac­ter­ized Mazarin when he spoke in Ital­ian or Span­ish and which he lost en­tire­ly in speak­ing French, was ut­tered with such im­pen­e­tra­ble ex­pres­sion that Gondy, clever phys­iog­nomist as he was, had no sus­pi­cion of its be­ing more than a sim­ple warn­ing to be more sub­dued.

			The queen, on her part, thus chid­ed, soft­ened im­me­di­ate­ly and sat down, and in an al­most weep­ing voice, let­ting her arms fall by her side, said:

			“Par­don me, sir, and at­tribute this vi­o­lence to what I suf­fer. A wom­an, and con­se­quent­ly sub­ject to the weak­ness­es of my sex, I am alarmed at the idea of civ­il war; a queen, ac­cus­tomed to be obeyed, I am ex­cit­ed at the first op­po­si­tion.”

			“Madame,” replied Gondy, bow­ing, “Your Majesty is mis­tak­en in qual­i­fy­ing my sin­cere ad­vice as op­po­si­tion. Your Majesty has none but sub­mis­sive and re­spect­ful sub­jects. It is not the queen with whom the peo­ple are dis­pleased; they ask for Brous­sel and are on­ly too hap­py, if you re­lease him to them, to live un­der your gov­ern­ment.”

			Mazarin, who at the words, “It is not the queen with whom the peo­ple are dis­pleased,” had pricked up his ears, think­ing that the coad­ju­tor was about to speak of the cries, “Down with Mazarin,” and pleased with Gondy’s sup­pres­sion of this fact, he said with his sweet­est voice and his most gra­cious ex­pres­sion:

			“Madame, cred­it the coad­ju­tor, who is one of the most able politi­cians we have; the first avail­able car­di­nal’s hat seems to be­long al­ready to his no­ble brow.”

			Ah! how much you have need of me, cun­ning rogue! thought Gondy.

			(“And what will he prom­ise us?” said d’Artag­nan. “Peste, if he is giv­ing away hats like that, Porthos, let us look out and both de­mand a reg­i­ment to­mor­row. Cor­bleu! let the civ­il war last but one year and I will have a con­sta­ble’s sword gilt for me.”

			“And for me?” put in Porthos.

			“For you? I will give you the ba­ton of the Maréchal de la Meilleraie, who does not seem to be much in fa­vor just now.”)

			“And so, sir,” said the queen, “you are se­ri­ous­ly afraid of a pub­lic tu­mult.”

			“Se­ri­ous­ly,” said Gondy, as­ton­ished at not hav­ing fur­ther ad­vanced; “I fear that when the tor­rent has bro­ken its em­bank­ment it will cause fear­ful de­struc­tion.”

			“And I,” said the queen, “think that in such a case oth­er em­bank­ments should be raised to op­pose it. Go; I will re­flect.”

			Gondy looked at Mazarin, as­ton­ished, and Mazarin ap­proached the queen to speak to her, but at this mo­ment a fright­ful tu­mult arose from the square of the Palais Roy­al.

			Gondy smiled, the queen’s col­or rose, and Mazarin grew even paler.

			“What is that again?” he asked.

			At this mo­ment Com­minges rushed in­to the room.

			“Par­don, Your Majesty,” he cried, “but the peo­ple have dashed the sen­tinels against the gates and they are now forc­ing the doors; what are your com­mands?”

			“Lis­ten, Madame,” said Gondy.

			The moan­ing of waves, the noise of thun­der, the roar­ing of a vol­cano, can­not be com­pared with the tem­pest of cries heard at that mo­ment.

			“What are my com­mands?” said the queen.

			“Yes, for time press­es.”

			“How many men have you about the Palais Roy­al?”

			“Six hun­dred.”

			“Place a hun­dred around the king and with the re­main­der sweep away this mob for me.”

			“Madame,” cried Mazarin, “what are you about?”

			“Go!” said the queen.

			Com­minges went out with a sol­dier’s pas­sive obe­di­ence.

			At this mo­ment a mon­strous bat­ter­ing was heard. One of the gates be­gan to yield.

			“Oh! Madame,” cried Mazarin, “you have ru­ined us all—the king, your­self and me.”

			At this cry from the soul of the fright­ened car­di­nal, Anne be­came alarmed in her turn and would have re­called Com­minges.

			“It is too late,” said Mazarin, tear­ing his hair, “too late!”

			The gale had giv­en way. Hoarse shouts were heard from the ex­cit­ed mob. D’Artag­nan put his hand to his sword, mo­tion­ing to Porthos to fol­low his ex­am­ple.

			“Save the queen!” cried Mazarin to the coad­ju­tor.

			Gondy sprang to the win­dow and threw it open; he rec­og­nized Lou­vières at the head of a troop of about three or four thou­sand men.

			“Not a step fur­ther,” he shout­ed, “the queen is sign­ing!”

			“What are you say­ing?” asked the queen.

			“The truth, Madame,” said Mazarin, plac­ing a pen and a pa­per be­fore her, “you must”; then he added: “Sign, Anne, I im­plore you—I com­mand you.”

			The queen fell in­to a chair, took the pen and signed.

			The peo­ple, kept back by Lou­vières, had not made an­oth­er step for­ward; but the aw­ful mur­mur­ing, which in­di­cates an an­gry peo­ple, con­tin­ued.

			The queen had writ­ten, “The keep­er of the prison at Saint Ger­main will set Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel at lib­er­ty”; and she had signed it.

			The coad­ju­tor, whose eyes de­voured her slight­est move­ments, seized the pa­per im­me­di­ate­ly the sig­na­ture had been af­fixed to it, re­turned to the win­dow and waved it in his hand.

			“This is the or­der,” he said.

			All Paris seemed to shout with joy, and then the air re­sound­ed with the cries of “Long live Brous­sel!” “Long live the coad­ju­tor!”

			“Long live the queen!” cried de Gondy; but the cries which replied to his were poor and few, and per­haps he had but ut­tered it to make Anne of Aus­tria sen­si­ble of her weak­ness.

			“And now that you have ob­tained what you want, go,” said she, “Mon­sieur de Gondy.”

			“When­ev­er Her Majesty has need of me,” replied the coad­ju­tor, bow­ing, “Her Majesty knows I am at her com­mand.”

			“Ah, cursed priest!” cried Anne, when he had re­tired, stretch­ing out her arm to the scarce­ly closed door, “one day I will make you drink the dregs of the atro­cious gall you have poured out on me to­day.”

			Mazarin wished to ap­proach her. “Leave me!” she ex­claimed; “you are not a man!” and she went out of the room.

			“It is you who are not a wom­an,” mut­tered Mazarin.

			Then, af­ter a mo­ment of rever­ie, he re­mem­bered where he had left d’Artag­nan and Porthos and that they must have over­heard ev­ery­thing. He knit his brows and went di­rect to the ta­pes­try, which he pushed aside. The clos­et was emp­ty.

			At the queen’s last word, d’Artag­nan had dragged Porthos in­to the gallery. Thith­er Mazarin went in his turn and found the two friends walk­ing up and down.

			“Why did you leave the clos­et, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” asked the car­di­nal.

			“Be­cause,” replied d’Artag­nan, “the queen de­sired ev­ery­one to leave and I thought that this com­mand was in­tend­ed for us as well as for the rest.”

			“And you have been here since—”

			“About a quar­ter of an hour,” said d’Artag­nan, mo­tion­ing to Porthos not to con­tra­dict him.

			Mazarin saw the sign and re­mained con­vinced that d’Artag­nan had seen and heard ev­ery­thing; but he was pleased with his false­hood.

			“De­cid­ed­ly, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, you are the man I have been seek­ing. You may reck­on up­on me and so may your friend.” Then bow­ing to the two mus­ke­teers with his most gra­cious smile, he re-en­tered his clos­et more calm­ly, for on the de­par­ture of de Gondy the up­roar had ceased as though by en­chant­ment.

		
	
		
			
				XLIX

				Mis­for­tune Re­fresh­es the Mem­o­ry

			
			Anne of Aus­tria re­turned to her or­a­to­ry, fu­ri­ous.

			“What!” she cried, wring­ing her beau­ti­ful hands, “What! the peo­ple have seen Mon­sieur de Condé, a prince of the blood roy­al, ar­rest­ed by my moth­er-in-law, Maria de Médi­cis; they saw my moth­er-in-law, their for­mer re­gent, ex­pelled by the car­di­nal; they saw Mon­sieur de Vendôme, that is to say, the son of Hen­ry IV, a pris­on­er at Vin­cennes; and whilst these great per­son­ages were im­pris­oned, in­sult­ed and threat­ened, they said noth­ing; and now for a Brous­sel—good God! what, then, is to be­come of roy­al­ty?”

			The queen un­con­scious­ly touched here up­on the ex­cit­ing ques­tion. The peo­ple had made no demon­stra­tion for the princes, but they had risen for Brous­sel; they were tak­ing the part of a ple­beian, and in de­fend­ing Brous­sel they in­stinc­tive­ly felt they were de­fend­ing them­selves.

			Dur­ing this time Mazarin walked up and down the study, glanc­ing from time to time at his beau­ti­ful Vene­tian mir­ror, starred in ev­ery di­rec­tion. “Ah!” he said, “it is sad, I know well, to be forced to yield thus; but, pshaw! we shall have our re­venge. What mat­ters it about Brous­sel—it is a name, not a thing.”

			Mazarin, clever politi­cian as he was, was for once mis­tak­en; Brous­sel was a thing, not a name.

			The next morn­ing, there­fore, when Brous­sel made his en­trance in­to Paris in a large car­riage, hav­ing his son Lou­vières at his side and Fri­quet be­hind the ve­hi­cle, the peo­ple threw them­selves in his way and cries of “Long live Brous­sel!” “Long live our fa­ther!” re­sound­ed from all parts and was death to Mazarin’s ears; and the car­di­nal’s spies brought bad news from ev­ery di­rec­tion, which great­ly ag­i­tat­ed the min­is­ter, but was calm­ly re­ceived by the queen. The lat­ter seemed to be ma­tur­ing in her mind some great stroke, a fact which in­creased the un­easi­ness of the car­di­nal, who knew the proud princess and dread­ed much the de­ter­mi­na­tion of Anne of Aus­tria.

			The coad­ju­tor re­turned to par­lia­ment more a monarch than king, queen, and car­di­nal all three to­geth­er. By his ad­vice a de­cree from par­lia­ment sum­moned the cit­i­zens to lay down their arms and de­mol­ish the bar­ri­cades. They now knew that it re­quired but one hour to take up arms again and one night to re­con­struct the bar­ri­cades.

			Rochefort had re­turned to the Cheva­lier d’Hu­mières his fifty horse­men, less two, miss­ing at roll call. But the cheva­lier was him­self at heart a Frondist and would hear noth­ing said of com­pen­sa­tion.

			The men­di­cant had gone to his old place on the steps of Saint Eu­stache and was again dis­tribut­ing holy wa­ter with one hand and ask­ing alms with the oth­er. No one could sus­pect that those two hands had been en­gaged with oth­ers in draw­ing out from the so­cial ed­i­fice the key­stone of roy­al­ty.

			Lou­vières was proud and sat­is­fied; he had tak­en re­venge on Mazarin and had aid­ed in his fa­ther’s de­liv­er­ance from prison. His name had been men­tioned as a name of ter­ror at the Palais Roy­al. Laugh­ing­ly he said to the coun­cil­lor, re­stored to his fam­i­ly:

			“Do you think, fa­ther, that if now I should ask for a com­pa­ny the queen would give it to me?”

			D’Artag­nan prof­it­ed by this in­ter­val of calm to send away Raoul, whom he had great dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing shut up dur­ing the ri­ot, and who wished pos­i­tive­ly to strike a blow for one par­ty or the oth­er. Raoul had of­fered some op­po­si­tion at first; but d’Artag­nan made use of the Comte de la Fère’s name, and af­ter pay­ing a vis­it to Madame de Chevreuse, Raoul start­ed to re­join the army.

			Rochefort alone was dis­sat­is­fied with the ter­mi­na­tion of af­fairs. He had writ­ten to the Duc de Beau­fort to come and the duke was about to ar­rive, and he would find Paris tran­quil. He went to the coad­ju­tor to con­sult with him whether it would not be bet­ter to send word to the duke to stop on the road, but Gondy re­flect­ed for a mo­ment, and then said:

			“Let him con­tin­ue his jour­ney.”

			“All is not then over?” asked Rochefort.

			“My dear count, we have on­ly just be­gun.”

			“What in­duces you to think so?”

			“The knowl­edge that I have of the queen’s heart; she will not rest con­tent­ed beat­en.”

			“Is she, then, pre­par­ing for a stroke?”

			“I hope so.”

			“Come, let us see what you know.”

			“I know that she has writ­ten to the prince to re­turn in haste from the army.”

			“Ah! ha!” said Rochefort, “you are right. We must let Mon­sieur de Beau­fort come.”

			In fact, the evening af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion the re­port was cir­cu­lat­ed that the Prince de Condé had ar­rived. It was a very sim­ple, nat­u­ral cir­cum­stance and yet it cre­at­ed a pro­found sen­sa­tion. It was said that Madame de Longueville, for whom the prince had more than a broth­er’s af­fec­tion and in whom he had con­fid­ed, had been in­dis­creet. His con­fi­dence had un­veiled the sin­is­ter project of the queen.

			Even on the night of the prince’s re­turn, some cit­i­zens, bold­er than the rest, such as the sher­iffs, cap­tains and the quar­ter­mas­ter, went from house to house among their friends, say­ing:

			“Why do we not take the king and place him in the Hô­tel de Ville? It is a shame to leave him to be ed­u­cat­ed by our en­e­mies, who will give him evil coun­sel; where­as, brought up by the coad­ju­tor, for in­stance, he would im­bibe na­tion­al prin­ci­ples and love his peo­ple.”

			That night the ques­tion was se­cret­ly ag­i­tat­ed and on the mor­row the gray and black cloaks, the pa­trols of armed shop-peo­ple, and the bands of men­di­cants reap­peared.

			The queen had passed the night in lone­ly con­fer­ence with the prince, who had en­tered the or­a­to­ry at mid­night and did not leave till five o’clock in the morn­ing.

			At five o’clock Anne went to the car­di­nal’s room. If she had not yet tak­en any re­pose, he at least was al­ready up. Six days had al­ready passed out of the ten he had asked from Mor­daunt; he was there­fore oc­cu­pied in re­vis­ing his re­ply to Cromwell, when some­one knocked gen­tly at the door of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the queen’s apart­ments. Anne of Aus­tria alone was per­mit­ted to en­ter by that door. The car­di­nal there­fore rose to open it.

			The queen was in a morn­ing gown, but it be­came her still; for, like Di­ana of Poic­tiers and Ni­non, Anne of Aus­tria en­joyed the priv­i­lege of re­main­ing ev­er beau­ti­ful; nev­er­the­less, this morn­ing she looked hand­somer than usu­al, for her eyes had all the sparkle in­ward sat­is­fac­tion adds to ex­pres­sion.

			“What is the mat­ter, Madame?” said Mazarin, un­easi­ly. “You seem se­cret­ly elat­ed.”

			“Yes, Giulio,” she said, “proud and hap­py; for I have found the means of stran­gling this hy­dra.”

			“You are a great politi­cian, my queen,” said Mazarin; “let us hear the means.” And he hid what he had writ­ten by slid­ing the let­ter un­der a fo­lio of blank pa­per.

			“You know,” said the queen, “that they want to take the king away from me?”

			“Alas! yes, and to hang me.”

			“They shall not have the king.”

			“Nor hang me.”

			“Lis­ten. I want to car­ry off my son from them, with your­self. I wish that this event, which on the day it is known will com­plete­ly change the as­pect of af­fairs, should be ac­com­plished with­out the knowl­edge of any oth­ers but your­self, my­self, and a third per­son.”

			“And who is this third per­son?”

			“Mon­sieur le Prince.”

			“He has come, then, as they told me?”

			“Last evening.”

			“And you have seen him?”

			“He has just left me.”

			“And will he aid this project?”

			“The plan is his own.”

			“And Paris?”

			“He will starve it out and force it to sur­ren­der at dis­cre­tion.”

			“The plan is not want­ing in grandeur; I see but one im­ped­i­ment.”

			“What is it?”

			“Im­pos­si­bil­i­ty.”

			“A sense­less word. Noth­ing is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“On pa­per.”

			“In ex­e­cu­tion. We have mon­ey?”

			“A lit­tle,” said Mazarin, trem­bling, lest Anne should ask to draw up­on his purse.

			“Troops?”

			“Five or six thou­sand men.”

			“Courage?”

			“Plen­ty.”

			“Then the thing is easy. Oh! do think of it, Giulio! Paris, this odi­ous Paris, wak­ing up one morn­ing with­out queen or king, sur­round­ed, be­sieged, fam­ished—hav­ing for its sole re­source its stupid par­lia­ment and their coad­ju­tor with crooked limbs!”

			“Charm­ing! charm­ing!” said Mazarin. “I can imag­ine the ef­fect, I do not see the means.”

			“I will find the means my­self.”

			“You are aware it will be war, civ­il war, fu­ri­ous, de­vour­ing, im­pla­ca­ble?”

			“Oh! yes, yes, war,” said Anne of Aus­tria. “Yes, I will re­duce this re­bel­lious city to ash­es. I will ex­tin­guish the fire with blood! I will per­pet­u­ate the crime and pun­ish­ment by mak­ing a fright­ful ex­am­ple. Paris!; I—I de­test, I loathe it!”

			“Very fine, Anne. You are now san­guinary; but take care. We are not in the time of Malat­es­ta and Cas­truc­cio Cas­tra­cani. You will get your­self de­cap­i­tat­ed, my beau­ti­ful queen, and that would be a pity.”

			“You laugh.”

			“Faint­ly. It is dan­ger­ous to go to war with a na­tion. Look at your broth­er monarch, Charles I. He is bad­ly off, very bad­ly.”

			“We are in France, and I am Span­ish.”

			“So much the worse; I had much rather you were French and my­self al­so; they would hate us both less.”

			“Nev­er­the­less, you con­sent?”

			“Yes, if the thing be pos­si­ble.”

			“It is; it is I who tell you so; make prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture.”

			“I! I am al­ways pre­pared to go, on­ly, as you know, I nev­er do go, and per­haps shall go this time as lit­tle as be­fore.”

			“In short, if I go, will you go too?”

			“I will try.”

			“You tor­ment me, Giulio, with your fears; and what are you afraid of, then?”

			“Of many things.”

			“What are they?”

			Mazarin’s face, smil­ing as it was, be­came cloud­ed.

			“Anne,” said he, “you are but a wom­an and as a wom­an you may in­sult men at your ease, know­ing that you can do it with im­puni­ty. You ac­cuse me of fear; I have not so much as you have, since I do not fly as you do. Against whom do they cry out? is it against you or against my­self? Whom would they hang, your­self or me? Well, I can weath­er the storm—I, whom, not­with­stand­ing, you tax with fear—not with brava­do, that is not my way; but I am firm. Im­i­tate me. Make less hub­bub and think more deeply. You cry very loud, you end by do­ing noth­ing; you talk of fly­ing—”

			Mazarin shrugged his shoul­ders and tak­ing the queen’s hand led her to the win­dow.

			“Look!” he said.

			“Well?” said the queen, blind­ed by her ob­sti­na­cy.

			“Well, what do you see from this win­dow? If I am not mis­tak­en those are cit­i­zens, hel­met­ed and mailed, armed with good mus­kets, as in the time of the League, and whose eyes are so in­tent­ly fixed on this win­dow that they will see you if you raise that cur­tain much; and now come to the oth­er side—what do you see? Crea­tures of the peo­ple, armed with hal­berds, guard­ing your doors. You will see the same at ev­ery open­ing from this palace to which I should lead you. Your doors are guard­ed, the air­holes of your cel­lars are guard­ed, and I could say to you, as that good La Ramee said to me of the Duc de Beau­fort, you must be ei­ther bird or mouse to get out.”

			“He did get out, nev­er­the­less.”

			“Do you think of es­cap­ing in the same way?”

			“I am a pris­on­er, then?”

			“Par­bleu!” said Mazarin, “I have been prov­ing it to you this last hour.”

			And he qui­et­ly re­sumed his dis­patch at the place where he had been in­ter­rupt­ed.

			Anne, trem­bling with anger and scar­let with hu­mil­i­a­tion, left the room, shut­ting the door vi­o­lent­ly af­ter her. Mazarin did not even turn around. When once more in her own apart­ment Anne fell in­to a chair and wept; then sud­den­ly struck with an idea:

			“I am saved!” she ex­claimed, ris­ing; “oh, yes! yes! I know a man who will find the means of tak­ing me from Paris, a man I have too long for­got­ten.” Then fall­ing in­to a rever­ie, she added, how­ev­er, with an ex­pres­sion of joy, “Un­grate­ful wom­an that I am, for twen­ty years I have for­got­ten this man, whom I ought to have made a maréchal of France. My moth­er-in-law ex­pend­ed gold, ca­ress­es, dig­ni­ties on Conci­ni, who ru­ined her; the king made Vit­ry maréchal of France for an as­sas­si­na­tion: while I have left in ob­scu­ri­ty, in pover­ty, the no­ble d’Artag­nan, who saved me!”

			And run­ning to a ta­ble, on which were pa­per, pens and ink, she hasti­ly be­gan to write.

		
	
		
			
				L

				The In­ter­view

			
			It had been d’Artag­nan’s prac­tice, ev­er since the ri­ots, to sleep in the same room as Porthos, and on this event­ful morn­ing he was still there, sleep­ing, and dream­ing that a yel­low cloud had over­spread the sky and was rain­ing gold pieces in­to his hat, which he held out till it was over­flow­ing with pis­toles. As for Porthos, he dreamed that the pan­els of his car­riage were not ca­pa­cious enough to con­tain the ar­mo­ri­al bear­ings he had or­dered to be paint­ed on them. They were both aroused at sev­en o’clock by the en­trance of an un­liv­er­ied ser­vant, who brought a let­ter for d’Artag­nan.

			“From whom?” asked the Gas­con.

			“From the queen,” replied the ser­vant.

			“Ho!” said Porthos, rais­ing him­self in his bed; “what does she say?”

			D’Artag­nan re­quest­ed the ser­vant to wait in the next room and when the door was closed he sprang up from his bed and read rapid­ly, whilst Porthos looked at him with start­ing eyes, not dar­ing to ask a sin­gle ques­tion.

			“Friend Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, hand­ing the let­ter to him, “this time, at least, you are sure of your ti­tle of baron, and I of my cap­tain­cy. Read for your­self and judge.”

			Porthos took the let­ter and with a trem­bling voice read the fol­low­ing words:

			
				“The queen wish­es to speak to Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, who must fol­low the bear­er.”

			

			“Well!” ex­claimed Porthos; “I see noth­ing in that very ex­tra­or­di­nary.”

			“But I see much that is very ex­tra­or­di­nary in it,” replied d’Artag­nan. “It is ev­i­dent, by their send­ing for me, that mat­ters are be­com­ing com­pli­cat­ed. Just re­flect a lit­tle what an ag­i­ta­tion the queen’s mind must be in for her to have re­mem­bered me af­ter twen­ty years.”

			“It is true,” said Porthos.

			“Sharp­en your sword, baron, load your pis­tols, and give some corn to the hors­es, for I will an­swer for it, some­thing light­ning-like will hap­pen ere to­mor­row.”

			“But, stop; do you think it can be a trap that they are lay­ing for us?” sug­gest­ed Porthos, in­ces­sant­ly think­ing how his great­ness must be irk­some to in­fe­ri­or peo­ple.

			“If it is a snare,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I shall scent it out, be as­sured. If Mazarin is an Ital­ian, I am a Gas­con.”

			And d’Artag­nan dressed him­self in an in­stant.

			Whilst Porthos, still in bed, was hook­ing on his cloak for him, a sec­ond knock at the door was heard.

			“Come in,” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan; and an­oth­er ser­vant en­tered.

			“From His Em­i­nence, Car­di­nal Mazarin,” pre­sent­ing a let­ter.

			D’Artag­nan looked at Porthos.

			“A com­pli­cat­ed af­fair,” said Porthos; “where will you be­gin?”

			“It is ar­ranged cap­i­tal­ly; his Em­i­nence ex­pects me in half an hour.”

			“Good.”

			“My friend,” said d’Artag­nan, turn­ing to the ser­vant, “tell his Em­i­nence that in half an hour I shall be at his com­mand.”

			“It is very for­tu­nate,” re­sumed the Gas­con, when the valet had re­tired, “that he did not meet the oth­er one.”

			“Do you not think that they have sent for you, both for the same thing?”

			“I do not think it, I am cer­tain of it.”

			“Quick, quick, d’Artag­nan. Re­mem­ber that the queen awaits you, and af­ter the queen, the car­di­nal, and af­ter the car­di­nal, my­self.”

			D’Artag­nan sum­moned Anne of Aus­tria’s ser­vant and sig­ni­fied that he was ready to fol­low him in­to the queen’s pres­ence.

			The ser­vant con­duct­ed him by the Rue des Pe­tits Champs and turn­ing to the left en­tered the lit­tle gar­den gate lead­ing in­to the Rue Riche­lieu; then they gained the pri­vate stair­case and d’Artag­nan was ush­ered in­to the or­a­to­ry. A cer­tain emo­tion, for which he could not ac­count, made the lieu­tenant’s heart beat: he had no longer the as­sur­ance of youth; ex­pe­ri­ence had taught him the im­por­tance of past events. For­mer­ly he would have ap­proached the queen as a young man who bends be­fore a wom­an; but now it was a dif­fer­ent thing; he an­swered her sum­mons as an hum­ble sol­dier obeys an il­lus­tri­ous gen­er­al.

			The si­lence of the or­a­to­ry was at last dis­turbed by the slight rustling of silk, and d’Artag­nan start­ed when he per­ceived the ta­pes­try raised by a white hand, which, by its form, its col­or and its beau­ty he rec­og­nized as that roy­al hand which had one day been pre­sent­ed to him to kiss. The queen en­tered.

			“It is you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” she said, fix­ing a gaze full of melan­choly in­ter­est on the coun­te­nance of the of­fi­cer, “and I know you well. Look at me well in your turn. I am the queen; do you rec­og­nize me?”

			“No, Madame,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“But are you no longer aware,” con­tin­ued Anne, giv­ing that sweet ex­pres­sion to her voice which she could do at will, “that in for­mer days the queen had once need of a young, brave and de­vot­ed cav­a­lier; that she found this cav­a­lier; and that, al­though he might have thought that she had for­got­ten him, she had kept a place for him in the depths of her heart?”

			“No, Madame, I was ig­no­rant of that,” said the mus­ke­teer.

			“So much the worse, sir,” said Anne of Aus­tria; “so much the worse, at least for the queen, for to­day she has need of the same courage and the same de­vo­tion.”

			“What!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, “does the queen, sur­round­ed as she is by such de­vot­ed ser­vants, such wise coun­selors, men, in short, so great by mer­it or po­si­tion—does she deign to cast her eyes on an ob­scure sol­dier?”

			Anne un­der­stood this covert re­proach and was more moved than ir­ri­tat­ed by it. She had many a time felt hu­mil­i­at­ed by the self-sac­ri­fice and dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness shown by the Gas­con gen­tle­man. She had al­lowed her­self to be ex­ceed­ed in gen­eros­i­ty.

			“All that you tell me of those by whom I am sur­round­ed, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, is doubt­less true,” said the queen, “but I have con­fi­dence in you alone. I know that you be­long to the car­di­nal, but be­long to me as well, and I will take up­on my­self the mak­ing of your for­tune. Come, will you do to­day what for­mer­ly the gen­tle­man you do not know did for the queen?”

			“I will do ev­ery­thing Your Majesty com­mands,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			The queen re­flect­ed for a mo­ment and then, see­ing the cau­tious de­meanor of the mus­ke­teer:

			“Per­haps you like re­pose?” she said.

			“I do not know, for I have nev­er had it, Madame.”

			“Have you any friends?”

			“I had three, two of whom have left Paris, to go I know not where. One alone is left to me, but he is one of those known, I be­lieve, to the cav­a­lier of whom Your Majesty did me the hon­or to speak.”

			“Very good,” said the queen; “you and your friend are worth an army.”

			“What am I to do, Madame?”

			“Re­turn at five o’clock and I will tell you; but do not breathe to a liv­ing soul, sir, the ren­dezvous which I give you.”

			“No, Madame.”

			“Swear it up­on the cross.”

			“Madame, I have nev­er been false to my word; when I say I will not do a thing, I mean it.”

			The queen, al­though as­ton­ished at this lan­guage, to which she was not ac­cus­tomed from her courtiers, ar­gued from it a hap­py omen of the zeal with which d’Artag­nan would serve her in the ac­com­plish­ment of her project. It was one of the Gas­con’s ar­ti­fices to hide his deep cun­ning oc­ca­sion­al­ly un­der an ap­pear­ance of rough loy­al­ty.

			“Has the queen any fur­ther com­mands for me now?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“No, sir,” replied Anne of Aus­tria, “and you may re­tire un­til the time that I men­tioned to you.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed and went out.

			“Di­a­ble!” he ex­claimed when the door was shut, “they seem to have the great­est need of me just now.”

			Then, as the half hour had al­ready glid­ed by, he crossed the gallery and knocked at the car­di­nal’s door.

			Bernouin in­tro­duced him.

			“I come for your com­mands, my lord,” he said.

			And ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom d’Artag­nan glanced rapid­ly around and re­marked that Mazarin had a sealed let­ter be­fore him. But it was so placed on the desk that he could not see to whom it was ad­dressed.

			“You come from the queen?” said Mazarin, look­ing fixed­ly at d’Artag­nan.

			“I! my lord—who told you that?”

			“No­body, but I know it.”

			“I re­gret in­fin­ite­ly to tell you, my lord, that you are mis­tak­en,” replied the Gas­con, im­pu­dent­ly, firm to the prom­ise he had just made to Anne of Aus­tria.

			“I opened the door of the an­te­room my­self and I saw you en­ter at the end of the cor­ri­dor.”

			“Be­cause I was shown up the pri­vate stairs.”

			“How so?”

			“I know not; it must have been a mis­take.”

			Mazarin was aware that it was not easy to make d’Artag­nan re­veal any­thing he was de­sirous of hid­ing, so he gave up, for the time, the dis­cov­ery of the mys­tery the Gas­con was con­ceal­ing.

			“Let us speak of my af­fairs,” said Mazarin, “since you will tell me naught of yours. Are you fond of trav­el­ing?”

			“My life has been passed on the high road.”

			“Would any­thing re­tain you par­tic­u­lar­ly in Paris?”

			“Noth­ing but an or­der from a su­pe­ri­or would re­tain me in Paris.”

			“Very well. Here is a let­ter, which must be tak­en to its ad­dress.”

			“To its ad­dress, my lord? But it has none.”

			In fact, the side of the let­ter op­po­site the seal was blank.

			“I must tell you,” re­sumed Mazarin, “that it is in a dou­ble en­ve­lope.”

			“I un­der­stand; and I am to take off the first one when I have reached a cer­tain place?”

			“Just so, take it and go. You have a friend, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, whom I like much; let him ac­com­pa­ny you.”

			The dev­il! said d’Artag­nan to him­self. He knows that we over­heard his con­ver­sa­tion yes­ter­day and he wants to get us away from Paris.

			“Do you hes­i­tate?” asked Mazarin.

			“No, my lord, and I will set out at once. There is one thing on­ly which I must re­quest.”

			“What is it? Speak.”

			“That your Em­i­nence will go at once to the queen.”

			“What for?”

			“Mere­ly to say these words: ‘I am go­ing to send Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan away and I wish him to set out di­rect­ly.’ ”

			“I told you,” said Mazarin, “that you had seen the queen.”

			“I had the hon­or of say­ing to your Em­i­nence that there had been some mis­take.”

			“What is the mean­ing of that?”

			“May I ven­ture to re­peat my prayer to your Em­i­nence?”

			“Very well; I will go. Wait here for me.” And look­ing at­ten­tive­ly around him, to see if he had left any of his keys in his clos­ets, Mazarin went out. Ten min­utes elapsed, dur­ing which d’Artag­nan made ev­ery ef­fort to read through the first en­ve­lope what was writ­ten on the sec­ond. But he did not suc­ceed.

			Mazarin re­turned, pale, and ev­i­dent­ly thought­ful. He seat­ed him­self at his desk and d’Artag­nan pro­ceed­ed to ex­am­ine his face, as he had just ex­am­ined the let­ter he held, but the en­ve­lope which cov­ered his coun­te­nance ap­peared as im­pen­e­tra­ble as that which cov­ered the let­ter.

			Ah! thought the Gas­con; he looks dis­pleased. Can it be with me? He med­i­tates. Is it about send­ing me to the Bastille? All very fine, my lord, but at the very first hint you give of such a thing I will stran­gle you and be­come Frondist. I should be car­ried home in tri­umph like Mon­sieur Brous­sel and Athos would pro­claim me the French Bru­tus. It would be ex­ceed­ing­ly droll.

			The Gas­con, with his vivid imag­i­na­tion, had al­ready seen the ad­van­tage to be de­rived from his sit­u­a­tion. Mazarin gave, how­ev­er, no or­der of the kind, but on the con­trary be­gan to be in­sin­u­at­ing.

			“You were right,” he said, “my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, and you can­not set out yet. I beg you to re­turn me that dis­patch.”

			D’Artag­nan obeyed, and Mazarin as­cer­tained that the seal was in­tact.

			“I shall want you this evening,” he said. “Re­turn in two hours.”

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “I have an ap­point­ment in two hours which I can­not miss.”

			“Do not be un­easy,” said Mazarin; “it is the same.”

			Good! thought d’Artag­nan; I fan­cied it was so.

			“Re­turn, then, at five o’clock and bring that wor­thy Mon­sieur du Val­lon with you. On­ly, leave him in the an­te­room, as I wish to speak to you alone.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed, and thought: “Both at the same hour; both com­mands alike; both at the Palais Roy­al. Mon­sieur de Gondy would pay a hun­dred thou­sand francs for such a se­cret!”

			“You are thought­ful,” said Mazarin, un­easi­ly.

			“Yes, I was think­ing whether we ought to come armed or not.”

			“Armed to the teeth!” replied Mazarin.

			“Very well, my lord; it shall be so.”

			D’Artag­nan salut­ed, went out and has­tened to re­peat to his friend Mazarin’s flat­ter­ing prom­ises, which gave Porthos an in­de­scrib­able hap­pi­ness.
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				The Flight

			
			When d’Artag­nan re­turned to the Palais Roy­al at five o’clock, it pre­sent­ed, in spite of the ex­cite­ment which reigned in the town, a spec­ta­cle of the great­est re­joic­ing. Nor was that sur­pris­ing. The queen had re­stored Brous­sel and Blancmes­nil to the peo­ple and had there­fore noth­ing to fear, since the peo­ple had noth­ing more just then to ask for. The re­turn, al­so, of the con­queror of Lens was the pre­text for giv­ing a grand ban­quet. The princes and princess­es were in­vit­ed and their car­riages had crowd­ed the court since noon; then af­ter din­ner the queen was to have a play in her apart­ment. Anne of Aus­tria had nev­er ap­peared more bril­liant than on that day—ra­di­ant with grace and wit. Mazarin dis­ap­peared as they rose from ta­ble. He found d’Artag­nan wait­ing for him al­ready at his post in the an­te­room.

			The car­di­nal ad­vanced to him with a smile and tak­ing him by the hand led him in­to his study.

			“My dear M. d’Artag­nan,” said the min­is­ter, sit­ting down, “I am about to give you the great­est proof of con­fi­dence that a min­is­ter can give an of­fi­cer.”

			“I hope,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing, “that you give it, my lord, with­out hes­i­ta­tion and with the con­vic­tion that I am wor­thy of it.”

			“More wor­thy than any­one in Paris my dear friend; there­fore I ap­ply to you. We are about to leave this evening,” con­tin­ued Mazarin. “My dear M. d’Artag­nan, the wel­fare of the state is de­posit­ed in your hands.” He paused.

			“Ex­plain your­self, my lord, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“The queen has re­solved to make a lit­tle ex­cur­sion with the king to Saint Ger­main.”

			“Aha!” said d’Artag­nan, “that is to say, the queen wish­es to leave Paris.”

			“A wom­an’s caprice—you un­der­stand.”

			“Yes, I un­der­stand per­fect­ly,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“It was for this she sum­moned you this morn­ing and that she told you to re­turn at five o’clock.”

			“Was it worth while to wish me to swear this morn­ing that I would men­tion the ap­point­ment to no one?” mut­tered d’Artag­nan. “Oh, wom­en! wom­en! whether queens or not, they are al­ways the same.”

			“Do you dis­ap­prove of this jour­ney, my dear M. d’Artag­nan?” asked Mazarin, anx­ious­ly.

			“I, my lord?” said d’Artag­nan; “why should I?”

			“Be­cause you shrug your shoul­ders.”

			“It is a way I have of speak­ing to my­self. I nei­ther ap­prove nor dis­ap­prove, my lord; I mere­ly await your com­mands.”

			“Good; it is you, ac­cord­ing­ly, that I have pitched up­on to con­duct the king and the queen to Saint Ger­main.”

			Liar! thought d’Artag­nan.

			“You see, there­fore,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal, per­ceiv­ing d’Artag­nan’s com­po­sure, “that, as I have told you, the wel­fare of the state is placed in your hands.”

			“Yes, my lord, and I feel the whole re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of such a charge.”

			“You ac­cept, how­ev­er?”

			“I al­ways ac­cept.”

			“Do you think the thing pos­si­ble?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is pos­si­ble.”

			“Shall you be at­tacked on the road?”

			“Prob­a­bly.”

			“And what will you do in that case?”

			“I shall pass through those who at­tack me.”

			“And sup­pose you can­not pass through them?”

			“So much the worse for them; I shall pass over them.”

			“And you will place the king and queen in safe­ty al­so, at Saint Ger­main?”

			“Yes.”

			“On your life?”

			“On my life.”

			“You are a hero, my friend,” said Mazarin, gaz­ing at the mus­ke­teer with ad­mi­ra­tion.

			D’Artag­nan smiled.

			“And I?” asked Mazarin, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“How? and you, my lord?”

			“If I wish to leave?”

			“That would be much more dif­fi­cult.”

			“Why so?”

			“Your Em­i­nence might be rec­og­nized.”

			“Even un­der this dis­guise?” asked Mazarin, rais­ing a cloak which cov­ered an arm­chair, up­on which lay a com­plete dress for an of­fi­cer, of pearl-gray and red, en­tire­ly em­broi­dered with sil­ver.

			“If your Em­i­nence is dis­guised it will be al­most easy.”

			“Ah!” said Mazarin, breath­ing more freely.

			“But it will be nec­es­sary for your Em­i­nence to do what the oth­er day you de­clared you should have done in our place—cry, ‘Down with Mazarin!’ ”

			“I will: ‘Down with Mazarin’ ”

			“In French, in good French, my lord, take care of your ac­cent; they killed six thou­sand Angevins in Sici­ly be­cause they pro­nounced Ital­ian bad­ly. Take care that the French do not take their re­venge on you for the Si­cil­ian ves­pers.”

			“I will do my best.”

			“The streets are full of armed men,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan. “Are you sure that no one is aware of the queen’s project?”

			Mazarin re­flect­ed.

			“This af­fair would give a fine op­por­tu­ni­ty for a traitor, my lord; the chance of be­ing at­tacked would be an ex­cuse for ev­ery­thing.”

			Mazarin shud­dered, but he re­flect­ed that a man who had the least in­ten­tion to be­tray would not warn first.

			“And there­fore,” added he, qui­et­ly, “I have not con­fi­dence in ev­ery­one; the proof of which is, that I have fixed up­on you to es­cort me.”

			“Shall you not go with the queen?”

			“No,” replied Mazarin.

			“Then you will start af­ter the queen?”

			“No,” said Mazarin again.

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan, who be­gan to un­der­stand.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the car­di­nal. “I have my plan. With the queen I dou­ble her risk; af­ter the queen her de­par­ture would dou­ble mine; then, the court once safe, I might be for­got­ten. The great are of­ten un­grate­ful.”

			“Very true,” said d’Artag­nan, fix­ing his eyes, in spite of him­self, on the queen’s di­a­mond, which Mazarin wore on his fin­ger. Mazarin fol­lowed the di­rec­tion of his eyes and gen­tly turned the hoop of the ring in­side.

			“I wish,” he said, with his cun­ning smile, “to pre­vent them from be­ing un­grate­ful to me.”

			“It is but Chris­tian char­i­ty,” replied d’Artag­nan, “not to lead one’s neigh­bors in­to temp­ta­tion.”

			“It is ex­act­ly for that rea­son,” said Mazarin, “that I wish to start be­fore them.”

			D’Artag­nan smiled—he was just the man to un­der­stand the as­tute Ital­ian. Mazarin saw the smile and prof­it­ed by the mo­ment.

			“You will be­gin, there­fore, by tak­ing me first out of Paris, will you not, my dear M. d’Artag­nan?”

			“A dif­fi­cult com­mis­sion, my lord,” replied d’Artag­nan, re­sum­ing his se­ri­ous man­ner.

			“But,” said Mazarin, “you did not make so many dif­fi­cul­ties with re­gard to the king and queen.”

			“The king and the queen are my king and queen,” replied the mus­ke­teer, “my life is theirs and I must give it for them. If they ask it what have I to say?”

			“That is true,” mur­mured Mazarin, in a low tone, “but as thy life is not mine I sup­pose I must buy it, must I not?” and sigh­ing deeply he be­gan to turn the hoop of his ring out­side again. D’Artag­nan smiled. These two men met at one point, and that was, cun­ning; had they been ac­tu­at­ed equal­ly by courage, the one would have done great things for the oth­er.

			“But, al­so,” said Mazarin, “you must un­der­stand that if I ask this ser­vice from you it is with the in­ten­tion of be­ing grate­ful.”

			“Is it still on­ly an in­ten­tion, your Em­i­nence?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Stay,” said Mazarin, draw­ing the ring from his fin­ger, “my dear d’Artag­nan, there is a di­a­mond which be­longed to you for­mer­ly, it is but just it should re­turn to you; take it, I pray.”

			D’Artag­nan spared Mazarin the trou­ble of in­sist­ing, and af­ter look­ing to see if the stone was the same and as­sur­ing him­self of the pu­ri­ty of its wa­ter, he took it and passed it on his fin­ger with in­de­scrib­able plea­sure.

			“I val­ued it much,” said Mazarin, giv­ing a last look at it; “nev­er­the­less, I give it to you with great plea­sure.”

			“And I, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “ac­cept it as it is giv­en. Come, let us speak of your lit­tle af­fairs. You wish to leave be­fore ev­ery­body and at what hour?”

			“At ten o’clock.”

			“And the queen, at what time is it her wish to start?”

			“At mid­night.”

			“Then it is pos­si­ble. I can get you out of Paris and leave you be­yond the bar­rière, and can re­turn for her.”

			“Cap­i­tal; but how will you get me out of Paris?”

			“Oh! as to that, you must leave it to me.”

			“I give you ab­so­lute pow­er, there­fore, take as large an es­cort as you like.”

			D’Artag­nan shook his head.

			“It seems to me, how­ev­er,” said Mazarin, “the safest method.”

			“Yes, for you, my lord, but not for the queen; you must leave it to me and give me the en­tire di­rec­tion of the un­der­tak­ing.”

			“Nev­er­the­less—”

			“Or find some­one else,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, turn­ing his back.

			“Oh!” mut­tered Mazarin, “I do be­lieve he is go­ing off with the di­a­mond! M. d’Artag­nan, my dear M. d’Artag­nan,” he called out in a coax­ing voice, “will you an­swer for ev­ery­thing?”

			“I will an­swer for noth­ing. I will do my best.”

			“Well, then, let us go—I must trust to you.”

			It is very for­tu­nate, said d’Artag­nan to him­self.

			“You will be here at half-past nine.”

			“And I shall find your Em­i­nence ready?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, quite ready.”

			“Well, then, it is a set­tled thing; and now, my lord, will you ob­tain for me an au­di­ence with the queen?”

			“For what pur­pose?”

			“I wish to re­ceive Her Majesty’s com­mands from her own lips.”

			“She de­sired me to give them to you.”

			“She may have for­got­ten some­thing.”

			“You re­al­ly wish to see her?”

			“It is in­dis­pens­able, my lord.”

			Mazarin hes­i­tat­ed for one in­stant, but d’Artag­nan was firm.

			“Come, then,” said the min­is­ter; “I will con­duct you to her, but re­mem­ber, not one word of our con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“What has passed be­tween us con­cerns our­selves alone, my lord,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Swear to be mute.”

			“I nev­er swear, my lord, I say yes or no; and, as I am a gen­tle­man, I keep my word.”

			“Come, then, I see that I must trust un­re­served­ly to you.”

			“Be­lieve me, my lord, it will be your best plan.”

			“Come,” said Mazarin, con­duct­ing d’Artag­nan in­to the queen’s or­a­to­ry and de­sir­ing him to wait there. He did not wait long, for in five min­utes the queen en­tered in full gala cos­tume. Thus dressed she scarce­ly ap­peared thir­ty-five years of age. She was still ex­ceed­ing­ly hand­some.

			“It is you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” she said, smil­ing gra­cious­ly; “I thank you for hav­ing in­sist­ed on see­ing me.”

			“I ought to ask Your Majesty’s par­don, but I wished to re­ceive your com­mands from your own mouth.”

			“Do you ac­cept the com­mis­sion which I have en­trust­ed to you?”

			“With grat­i­tude.”

			“Very well, be here at mid­night.”

			“I will not fail.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” con­tin­ued the queen, “I know your dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness too well to speak of my own grat­i­tude at such a mo­ment, but I swear to you that I shall not for­get this sec­ond ser­vice as I for­got the first.”

			“Your Majesty is free to for­get or to re­mem­ber, as it pleas­es you; and I know not what you mean,” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing.

			“Go, sir,” said the queen, with her most be­witch­ing smile, “go and re­turn at mid­night.”

			And d’Artag­nan re­tired, but as he passed out he glanced at the cur­tain through which the queen had en­tered and at the bot­tom of the ta­pes­try he re­marked the tip of a vel­vet slip­per.

			Good, thought he; Mazarin has been lis­ten­ing to dis­cov­er whether I be­trayed him. In truth, that Ital­ian pup­pet does not de­serve the ser­vices of an hon­est man.

			D’Artag­nan was not less ex­act to his ap­point­ment and at half-past nine o’clock he en­tered the an­te­room.

			He found the car­di­nal dressed as an of­fi­cer, and he looked very well in that cos­tume, which, as we have al­ready said, he wore el­e­gant­ly; on­ly he was very pale and trem­bled slight­ly.

			“Quite alone?” he asked.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“And that wor­thy Mon­sieur du Val­lon, are we not to en­joy his so­ci­ety?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, my lord; he is wait­ing in his car­riage at the gate of the gar­den of the Palais Roy­al.”

			“And we start in his car­riage, then?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“And with us no oth­er es­cort but you two?”

			“Is it not enough? One of us would suf­fice.”

			“Re­al­ly, my dear Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the car­di­nal, “your cool­ness star­tles me.”

			“I should have thought, on the con­trary, that it ought to have in­spired you with con­fi­dence.”

			“And Bernouin—do I not take him with me?”

			“There is no room for him, he will re­join your Em­i­nence.”

			“Let us go,” said Mazarin, “since ev­ery­thing must be done as you wish.”

			“My lord, there is time to draw back,” said d’Artag­nan, “and your Em­i­nence is per­fect­ly free.”

			“Not at all, not at all,” said Mazarin; “let us be off.”

			And so they de­scend­ed the pri­vate stair, Mazarin lean­ing on the arm of d’Artag­nan a hand the mus­ke­teer felt trem­bling. At last, af­ter cross­ing the courts of the Palais Roy­al, where there still re­mained some of the con­veyances of late guests, they en­tered the gar­den and reached the lit­tle gate. Mazarin at­tempt­ed to open it by a key which he took from his pock­et, but with such shak­ing fin­gers that he could not find the key­hole.

			“Give it to me,” said d’Artag­nan, who when the gate was open de­posit­ed the key in his pock­et, reck­on­ing up­on re­turn­ing by that gate.

			The steps were al­ready down and the door open. Mous­que­ton stood at the door and Porthos was in­side the car­riage.

			“Mount, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan to Mazarin, who sprang in­to the car­riage with­out wait­ing for a sec­ond bid­ding. D’Artag­nan fol­lowed him, and Mous­que­ton, hav­ing closed the door, mount­ed be­hind the car­riage with many groans. He had made some dif­fi­cul­ties about go­ing, un­der pre­text that he still suf­fered from his wound, but d’Artag­nan had said to him:

			“Re­main if you like, my dear Mon­sieur Mous­ton, but I warn you that Paris will be burnt down tonight”; up­on which Mous­que­ton had de­clared, with­out ask­ing any­thing fur­ther, that he was ready to fol­low his mas­ter and Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan to the end of the world.

			The car­riage start­ed at a mea­sured pace, with­out be­tray­ing by the slight­est sign that it con­tained peo­ple in a hur­ry. The car­di­nal wiped his fore­head with his hand­ker­chief and looked around him. On his left was Porthos, whilst d’Artag­nan was on his right; each guard­ed a door and served as a ram­part to him on ei­ther side. Be­fore him, on the front seat, lay two pairs of pis­tols—one in front of Porthos and the oth­er of d’Artag­nan. About a hun­dred paces from the Palais Roy­al a pa­trol stopped the car­riage.

			“Who goes?” asked the cap­tain.

			“Mazarin!” replied d’Artag­nan, burst­ing in­to a laugh. The car­di­nal’s hair stood on end. But the joke ap­peared an ex­cel­lent one to the cit­i­zens, who, see­ing the con­veyance with­out es­cort and un­armed, would nev­er have be­lieved in the pos­si­bil­i­ty of so great an im­pru­dence.

			“A good jour­ney to ye,” they cried, al­low­ing it to pass.

			“Hem!” said d’Artag­nan, “what does my lord think of that re­ply?”

			“Man of tal­ent!” cried Mazarin.

			“In truth,” said Porthos, “I un­der­stand; but now—”

			About the mid­dle of the Rue des Pe­tits Champs they were stopped by a sec­ond pa­trol.

			“Who goes there?” in­quired the cap­tain of the pa­trol.

			“Keep back, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan. And Mazarin buried him­self so far be­hind the two friends that he dis­ap­peared, com­plete­ly hid­den be­tween them.

			“Who goes there?” cried the same voice, im­pa­tient­ly whilst d’Artag­nan per­ceived that they had rushed to the hors­es’ heads. But putting his head out of the car­riage:

			“Eh! Planchet,” said he.

			The chief ap­proached, and it was in­deed Planchet; d’Artag­nan had rec­og­nized the voice of his old ser­vant.

			“How, sir!” said Planchet, “is it you?”

			“Eh! mon Dieu! yes, my good friend, this wor­thy Porthos has just re­ceived a sword wound and I am tak­ing him to his coun­try house at Saint Cloud.”

			“Oh! re­al­ly,” said Planchet.

			“Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, “if you can still speak, say a word, my dear Porthos, to this good Planchet.”

			“Planchet, my friend,” said Porthos, in a melan­choly voice, “I am very ill; should you meet a doc­tor you will do me a fa­vor by send­ing him to me.”

			“Oh! good Heav­en,” said Planchet, “what a mis­for­tune! and how did it hap­pen?”

			“I will tell you all about it,” replied Mous­que­ton.

			Porthos ut­tered a deep groan.

			“Make way for us, Planchet,” said d’Artag­nan in a whis­per to him, “or he will not ar­rive alive; the lungs are at­tacked, my friend.”

			Planchet shook his head with the air of a man who says, “In that case things look ill.” Then he ex­claimed, turn­ing to his men:

			“Let them pass; they are friends.”

			The car­riage re­sumed its course, and Mazarin, who had held his breath, ven­tured to breathe again.

			“Bric­coni!” mut­tered he.

			A few steps in ad­vance of the gate of Saint-Hon­oré they met a third troop; this lat­ter par­ty was com­posed of ill-look­ing fel­lows, who re­sem­bled ban­dits more than any­thing else; they were the men of the beg­gar of Saint Eu­stache.

			“At­ten­tion, Porthos!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos placed his hand on the pis­tols.

			“What is it?” asked Mazarin.

			“My lord, I think we are in bad com­pa­ny.”

			A man ad­vanced to the door with a kind of scythe in his hand. “Qui vive?” he asked.

			“Eh, ras­cal!” said d’Artag­nan, “do you not rec­og­nize His High­ness the prince’s car­riage?”

			“Prince or not,” said the man, “open. We are here to guard the gate, and no one whom we do not know shall pass.”

			“What is to be done?” said Porthos.

			“Par­dieu! pass,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“But how?” asked Mazarin.

			“Through or over; coach­man, gal­lop on.”

			The coach­man raised his whip.

			“Not a step fur­ther,” said the man, who ap­peared to be the cap­tain, “or I will ham­string your hors­es.”

			“Peste!” said Porthos, “it would be a pity; an­i­mals which cost me a hun­dred pis­toles each.”

			“I will pay you two hun­dred for them,” said Mazarin.

			“Yes, but when once they are ham­strung, our necks will be strung next.”

			“If one of them comes to my side,” asked Porthos, “must I kill him?”

			“Yes, by a blow of your fist, if you can; we will not fire but at the last ex­trem­i­ty.”

			“I can do it,” said Porthos.

			“Come and open, then!” cried d’Artag­nan to the man with the scythe, tak­ing one of the pis­tols up by the muz­zle and pre­par­ing to strike with the han­dle. And as the man ap­proached, d’Artag­nan, in or­der to have more free­dom for his ac­tions, leaned half out of the door; his eyes were fixed up­on those of the men­di­cant, which were light­ed up by a lantern. With­out doubt he rec­og­nized d’Artag­nan, for he be­came dead­ly pale; doubt­less the mus­ke­teer knew him, for his hair stood up on his head.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” he cried, fall­ing back a step; “it is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan! let him pass.”

			D’Artag­nan was per­haps about to re­ply, when a blow, sim­i­lar to that of a mal­let fall­ing on the head of an ox, was heard. The noise was caused by Porthos, who had just knocked down his man.

			D’Artag­nan turned around and saw the un­for­tu­nate man up­on his back about four paces off.

			“ ’Sdeath!” cried he to the coach­man. “Spur your hors­es! whip! get on!”

			The coach­man be­stowed a heavy blow of the whip up­on his hors­es; the no­ble an­i­mals bound­ed for­ward; then cries of men who were knocked down were heard; then a dou­ble con­cus­sion was felt, and two of the wheels seemed to pass over a round and flex­i­ble body. There was a mo­ment’s si­lence, then the car­riage cleared the gate.

			“To Cours la Reine!” cried d’Artag­nan to the coach­man; then turn­ing to Mazarin he said, “Now, my lord, you can say five pa­ters and five aves, in thanks to Heav­en for your de­liv­er­ance. You are safe—you are free.”

			Mazarin replied on­ly by a groan; he could not be­lieve in such a mir­a­cle. Five min­utes lat­er the car­riage stopped, hav­ing reached Cours la Reine.

			“Is my lord pleased with his es­cort?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“En­chant­ed, Mon­sieur,” said Mazarin, ven­tur­ing his head out of one of the win­dows; “and now do as much for the queen.”

			“It will not be so dif­fi­cult,” replied d’Artag­nan, spring­ing to the ground. “Mon­sieur du Val­lon, I com­mend his Em­i­nence to your care.”

			“Be quite at ease,” said Porthos, hold­ing out his hand, which d’Artag­nan took and shook in his.

			“Oh!” cried Porthos, as if in pain.

			D’Artag­nan looked with sur­prise at his friend.

			“What is the mat­ter, then?” he asked.

			“I think I have sprained my wrist,” said Porthos.

			“The dev­il! why, you strike like a blind or a deaf man.”

			“It was nec­es­sary; my man was go­ing to fire a pis­tol at me; but you—how did you get rid of yours?”

			“Oh, mine,” replied d’Artag­nan, “was not a man.”

			“What was it then?”

			“It was an ap­pari­tion.”

			“And—”

			“I charmed it away.”

			With­out fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion d’Artag­nan took the pis­tols which were up­on the front seat, placed them in his belt, wrapped him­self in his cloak, and not wish­ing to en­ter by the same gate as that through which they had left, he took his way to­ward the Riche­lieu gate.

		
	
		
			
				LII

				The Car­riage of Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur

			
			In­stead of re­turn­ing, then, by the Saint-Hon­oré gate, d’Artag­nan, who had time be­fore him, walked around and re-en­tered by the Porte Riche­lieu. He was ap­proached to be ex­am­ined, and when it was dis­cov­ered by his plumed hat and his laced coat, that he was an of­fi­cer of the Mus­ke­teers, he was sur­round­ed, with the in­ten­tion of mak­ing him cry, “Down with Mazarin!” The demon­stra­tion did not fail to make him un­easy at first; but when he dis­cov­ered what it meant, he shout­ed it in such a voice that even the most ex­act­ing were sat­is­fied. He walked down the Rue Riche­lieu, med­i­tat­ing how he should car­ry off the queen in her turn, for to take her in a car­riage bear­ing the arms of France was not to be thought of, when he per­ceived an equipage stand­ing at the door of the ho­tel be­long­ing to Madame de Guéménée.

			He was struck by a sud­den idea.

			“Ah, par­dieu!” he ex­claimed; “that would be fair play.”

			And ap­proach­ing the car­riage, he ex­am­ined the arms on the pan­els and the liv­ery of the coach­man on his box. This scru­ti­ny was so much the more easy, the coach­man be­ing sound asleep.

			“It is, in truth, Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur’s car­riage,” said d’Artag­nan; “up­on my hon­or I be­gin to think that Heav­en fa­vors us.”

			He mount­ed noise­less­ly in­to the char­i­ot and pulled the silk cord which was at­tached to the coach­man’s lit­tle fin­ger.

			“To the Palais Roy­al,” he called out.

			The coach­man awoke with a start and drove off in the di­rec­tion he was de­sired, nev­er doubt­ing but that the or­der had come from his mas­ter. The porter at the palace was about to close the gates, but see­ing such a hand­some equipage he fan­cied that it was some vis­it of im­por­tance and the car­riage was al­lowed to pass and to stop be­neath the porch. It was then on­ly the coach­man per­ceived the grooms were not be­hind the ve­hi­cle; he fan­cied Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur had sent them back, and with­out drop­ping the reins he sprang from his box to open the door. D’Artag­nan, in his turn, sprang to the ground, and just at the mo­ment when the coach­man, alarmed at not see­ing his mas­ter, fell back a step, he seized him by his col­lar with the left, whilst with the right hand he placed the muz­zle of a pis­tol at his breast.

			“Pro­nounce one sin­gle word,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, “and you are a dead man.”

			The coach­man per­ceived at once, by the ex­pres­sion of the man who thus ad­dressed him, that he had fall­en in­to a trap, and he re­mained with his mouth wide open and his eyes por­ten­tous­ly star­ing.

			Two mus­ke­teers were pac­ing the court, to whom d’Artag­nan called by their names.

			“Mon­sieur de Bel­lière,” said he to one of them, “do me the fa­vor to take the reins from the hands of this wor­thy man, mount up­on the box and drive to the door of the pri­vate stair, and wait for me there; it is an af­fair of im­por­tance on the ser­vice of the king.”

			The mus­ke­teer, who knew that his lieu­tenant was in­ca­pable of jest­ing with re­gard to the ser­vice, obeyed with­out a word, al­though he thought the or­der strange. Then turn­ing to­ward the sec­ond mus­ke­teer, d’Artag­nan said:

			“Mon­sieur du Verg­er, help me to place this man in a place of safe­ty.”

			The mus­ke­teer, think­ing that his lieu­tenant had just ar­rest­ed some prince in dis­guise, bowed, and draw­ing his sword, sig­ni­fied that he was ready. D’Artag­nan mount­ed the stair­case, fol­lowed by his pris­on­er, who in his turn was fol­lowed by the sol­dier, and en­tered Mazarin’s an­te­room. Bernouin was wait­ing there, im­pa­tient for news of his mas­ter.

			“Well, sir?” he said.

			“Ev­ery­thing goes on cap­i­tal­ly, my dear Mon­sieur Bernouin, but here is a man whom I must beg you to put in a safe place.”

			“Where, then, sir?”

			“Where you like, pro­vid­ed that the place which you shall choose has iron shut­ters se­cured by pad­locks and a door that can be locked.”

			“We have that, sir,” replied Bernouin; and the poor coach­man was con­duct­ed to a clos­et, the win­dows of which were barred and which looked very much like a prison.

			“And now, my good friend,” said d’Artag­nan to him, “I must in­vite you to de­prive your­self, for my sake, of your hat and cloak.”

			The coach­man, as we can well un­der­stand, made no re­sis­tance; in fact, he was so as­ton­ished at what had hap­pened to him that he stam­mered and reeled like a drunk­en man; d’Artag­nan de­posit­ed his clothes un­der the arm of one of the valets.

			“And now, Mon­sieur du Verg­er,” he said, “shut your­self up with this man un­til Mon­sieur Bernouin re­turns to open the door. The du­ty will be tol­er­a­bly long and not very amus­ing, I know; but,” added he, se­ri­ous­ly, “you un­der­stand, it is on the king’s ser­vice.”

			“At your com­mand, lieu­tenant,” replied the mus­ke­teer, who saw the busi­ness was a se­ri­ous one.

			“By the by,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “should this man at­tempt to fly or to call out, pass your sword through his body.”

			The mus­ke­teer sig­ni­fied by a nod that these com­mands should be obeyed to the let­ter, and d’Artag­nan went out, fol­lowed by Bernouin. Mid­night struck.

			“Lead me in­to the queen’s or­a­to­ry,” said d’Artag­nan, “an­nounce to her I am here, and put this par­cel, with a well-load­ed mus­ket, un­der the seat of the car­riage which is wait­ing at the foot of the pri­vate stair.”

			Bernouin con­duct­ed d’Artag­nan to the or­a­to­ry, where he sat down pen­sive­ly. Ev­ery­thing had gone on as usu­al at the Palais Roy­al. As we said be­fore, by ten o’clock al­most all the guests had dis­persed; those who were to fly with the court had the word of com­mand and they were each sev­er­al­ly de­sired to be from twelve o’clock to one at Cours la Reine.

			At ten o’clock Anne of Aus­tria had en­tered the king’s room. Mon­sieur had just re­tired, and the youth­ful Louis, re­main­ing the last, was amus­ing him­self by plac­ing some lead sol­diers in a line of bat­tle, a game which de­light­ed him much. Two roy­al pages were play­ing with him.

			“La­porte,” said the queen, “it is time for His Majesty to go to bed.”

			The king asked to re­main up, hav­ing, he said, no wish to sleep; but the queen was firm.

			“Are you not go­ing to­mor­row morn­ing at six o’clock, Louis, to bathe at Con­flans? I think you wished to do so of your own ac­cord?”

			“You are right, Madame,” said the king, “and I am ready to re­tire to my room when you have kissed me. La­porte, give the light to Mon­sieur the Cheva­lier de Cois­lin.”

			The queen touched with her lips the white, smooth brow the roy­al child pre­sent­ed to her with a grav­i­ty which al­ready par­took of eti­quette.

			“Go to sleep soon, Louis,” said the queen, “for you must be awak­ened very ear­ly.”

			“I will do my best to obey you, Madame,” said the youth­ful king, “but I have no in­cli­na­tion to sleep.”

			“La­porte,” said Anne of Aus­tria, in an un­der­tone, “find some very dull book to read to His Majesty, but do not un­dress your­self.”

			The king went out, ac­com­pa­nied by the Cheva­lier de Cois­lin, bear­ing the can­dle­stick, and then the queen re­turned to her own apart­ment. Her ladies—that is to say Madame de Bré­gy, Made­moi­selle de Beau­mont, Madame de Mot­teville, and Socra­tine, her sis­ter, so called on ac­count of her sense—had just brought in­to her dress­ing-room the re­mains of the din­ner, on which, ac­cord­ing to her usu­al cus­tom, she supped. The queen then gave her or­ders, spoke of a ban­quet which the Mar­quis de Ville­quier was to give to her on the day af­ter the mor­row, in­di­cat­ed the per­sons she would ad­mit to the hon­or of par­tak­ing of it, an­nounced an­oth­er vis­it on the fol­low­ing day to Val-de-Grace, where she in­tend­ed to pay her de­vo­tions, and gave her com­mands to her se­nior valet to ac­com­pa­ny her. When the ladies had fin­ished their sup­per the queen feigned ex­treme fa­tigue and passed in­to her bed­room. Madame de Mot­teville, who was on es­pe­cial du­ty that evening, fol­lowed to aid and un­dress her. The queen then be­gan to read, and af­ter con­vers­ing with her af­fec­tion­ate­ly for a few min­utes, dis­missed her.

			It was at this mo­ment d’Artag­nan en­tered the court­yard of the palace, in the coad­ju­tor’s car­riage, and a few sec­onds lat­er the car­riages of the ladies-in-wait­ing drove out and the gates were shut af­ter them.

			A few min­utes af­ter twelve o’clock Bernouin knocked at the queen’s bed­room door, hav­ing come by the car­di­nal’s se­cret cor­ri­dor. Anne of Aus­tria opened the door to him her­self. She was dressed, that is to say, in de­sha­bille, wrapped in a long, warm dress­ing-gown.

			“It is you, Bernouin,” she said. “Is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan there?”

			“Yes, Madame, in your or­a­to­ry. He is wait­ing till Your Majesty is ready.”

			“I am. Go and tell La­porte to wake and dress the king, and then pass on to the Maréchal de Villeroy and sum­mon him to me.”

			Bernouin bowed and re­tired.

			The queen en­tered her or­a­to­ry, which was light­ed by a sin­gle lamp of Vene­tian crys­tal. She saw d’Artag­nan, who stood ex­pect­ing her.

			“Is it you?” she said.

			“Yes, Madame.”

			“Are you ready?”

			“I am.”

			“And his Em­i­nence, the car­di­nal?”

			“Has got off with­out any ac­ci­dent. He is await­ing Your Majesty at Cours la Reine.”

			“But in what car­riage do we start?”

			“I have pro­vid­ed for ev­ery­thing; a car­riage be­low is wait­ing for Your Majesty.”

			“Let us go to the king.”

			D’Artag­nan bowed and fol­lowed the queen. The young Louis was al­ready dressed, with the ex­cep­tion of his shoes and dou­blet; he had al­lowed him­self to be dressed, in great as­ton­ish­ment, over­whelm­ing La­porte with ques­tions, who replied on­ly in these words, “Sire, it is by the queen’s com­mands.”

			The bed­clothes were thrown back, ex­pos­ing the king’s bed linen, which was so worn that here and there holes could be seen. It was one of the re­sults of Mazarin’s nig­gard­li­ness.

			The queen en­tered and d’Artag­nan re­mained at the door. As soon as the child per­ceived the queen he es­caped from La­porte and ran to meet her. Anne then mo­tioned to d’Artag­nan to ap­proach, and he obeyed.

			“My son,” said Anne of Aus­tria, point­ing to the mus­ke­teer, calm, stand­ing un­cov­ered, “here is Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, who is as brave as one of those an­cient he­roes of whom you like so much to hear from my wom­en. Re­mem­ber his name well and look at him well, that his face may not be for­got­ten, for this evening he is go­ing to ren­der us a great ser­vice.”

			The young king looked at the of­fi­cer with his large-formed eye, and re­peat­ed:

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“That is it, my son.”

			The young king slow­ly raised his lit­tle hand and held it out to the mus­ke­teer; the lat­ter bent on his knee and kissed it.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” re­peat­ed Louis; “very well, Madame.”

			At this mo­ment they were star­tled by a noise as if a tu­mult were ap­proach­ing.

			“What is that?” ex­claimed the queen.

			“Oh, oh!” replied d’Artag­nan, strain­ing both at the same time his quick ear and his in­tel­li­gent glance, “it is the mur­mur of the pop­u­lace in rev­o­lu­tion.”

			“We must fly,” said the queen.

			“Your Majesty has giv­en me the con­trol of this busi­ness; we had bet­ter wait and see what they want.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!”

			“I will an­swer for ev­ery­thing.”

			Noth­ing is so catch­ing as con­fi­dence. The queen, full of en­er­gy and courage, was quick­ly alive to these two virtues in oth­ers.

			“Do as you like,” she said, “I re­ly up­on you.”

			“Will Your Majesty per­mit me to give or­ders in your name through­out this busi­ness?”

			“Com­mand, sir.”

			“What do the peo­ple want this time?” de­mand­ed the king.

			“We are about to as­cer­tain, sire,” replied d’Artag­nan, as he rapid­ly left the room.

			The tu­mult con­tin­ued to in­crease and seemed to sur­round the Palais Roy­al en­tire­ly. Cries were heard from the in­te­ri­or, of which they could not com­pre­hend the sense. It was ev­i­dent that there was clam­or and sedi­tion.

			The king, half dressed, the queen and La­porte re­mained each in the same state and al­most in the same place, where they were lis­ten­ing and wait­ing. Com­minges, who was on guard that night at the Palais Roy­al, ran in. He had about two hun­dred men in the court­yards and sta­bles, and he placed them at the queen’s dis­pos­al.

			“Well,” asked Anne of Aus­tria, when d’Artag­nan reap­peared, “what does it mean?”

			“It means, Madame, that the re­port has spread that the queen has left the Palais Roy­al, car­ry­ing off the king, and the peo­ple ask to have proof to the con­trary, or threat­en to de­mol­ish the Palais Roy­al.”

			“Oh, this time it is too much!” ex­claimed the queen, “and I will prove to them I have not left.”

			D’Artag­nan saw from the ex­pres­sion of the queen’s face that she was about to is­sue some vi­o­lent com­mand. He ap­proached her and said in a low voice:

			“Has Your Majesty still con­fi­dence in me?”

			This voice star­tled her. “Yes, sir,” she replied, “ev­ery con­fi­dence; speak.”

			“Will the queen deign to fol­low my ad­vice?”

			“Speak.”

			“Let Your Majesty dis­miss M. de Com­minges and de­sire him to shut him­self up with his men in the guard­house and in the sta­bles.”

			Com­minges glanced at d’Artag­nan with the en­vi­ous look with which ev­ery courtier sees a new fa­vorite spring up.

			“You hear, Com­minges?” said the queen.

			D’Artag­nan went up to him; with his usu­al quick­ness he caught the anx­ious glance.

			“Mon­sieur de Com­minges,” he said, “par­don me; we both are ser­vants of the queen, are we not? It is my turn to be of use to her; do not en­vy me this hap­pi­ness.”

			Com­minges bowed and left.

			Come, said d’Artag­nan to him­self, I have got one more en­e­my.

			“And now,” said the queen, ad­dress­ing d’Artag­nan, “what is to be done? for you hear that, in­stead of be­com­ing calmer, the noise in­creas­es.”

			“Madame,” said d’Artag­nan, “the peo­ple want to see the king and they must see him.”

			“What! must see him! Where—on the bal­cony?”

			“Not at all, Madame, but here, sleep­ing in his bed.”

			“Oh, Your Majesty,” ex­claimed La­porte, “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan is right.”

			The queen be­came thought­ful and smiled, like a wom­an to whom du­plic­i­ty is no stranger.

			“With­out doubt,” she mur­mured.

			“Mon­sieur La­porte,” said d’Artag­nan, “go and an­nounce to the peo­ple through the grat­ing that they are go­ing to be sat­is­fied and that in five min­utes they shall not on­ly see the king, but they shall see him in bed; add that the king sleeps and that the queen begs that they will keep si­lence, so as not to awak­en him.”

			“But not ev­ery­one; a dep­u­ta­tion of two or four peo­ple.”

			“Ev­ery­one, Madame.”

			“But re­flect, they will keep us here till day­break.”

			“It shall take but a quar­ter of an hour, I an­swer for ev­ery­thing, Madame; be­lieve me, I know the peo­ple; they are like a great child, who on­ly wants hu­mor­ing. Be­fore the sleep­ing king they will be mute, gen­tle and timid as lambs.”

			“Go, La­porte,” said the queen.

			The young king ap­proached his moth­er and said, “Why do as these peo­ple ask?”

			“It must be so, my son,” said Anne of Aus­tria.

			“But if they say, ‘it must be’ to me, am I no longer king?”

			The queen re­mained silent.

			“Sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “will Your Majesty per­mit me to ask you a ques­tion?”

			Louis XIV turned around, as­ton­ished that any­one should dare to ad­dress him. But the queen pressed the child’s hand.

			“Yes, sir,” he said.

			“Does Your Majesty re­mem­ber, when play­ing in the park of Fontainebleau, or in the palace courts at Ver­sailles, ev­er to have seen the sky grow sud­den­ly dark and heard the sound of thun­der?”

			“Yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Well, then, this noise of thun­der, how­ev­er much Your Majesty may have wished to con­tin­ue play­ing, has said, ‘go in, sire. You must do so.’ ”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir; but they tell me that the noise of thun­der is the voice of God.”

			“Well then, sire,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “lis­ten to the noise of the peo­ple; you will per­ceive that it re­sem­bles that of thun­der.”

			In truth at that mo­ment a ter­ri­ble mur­mur was waft­ed to them by the night breeze; then all at once it ceased.

			“Hold, sire,” said d’Artag­nan, “they have just told the peo­ple that you are asleep; you see, you still are king.”

			The queen looked with sur­prise at this strange man, whose bril­liant courage made him the equal of the bravest, and who was, by his fine and quick in­tel­li­gence, the equal of the most as­tute.

			La­porte en­tered.

			“Well, La­porte?” asked the queen.

			“Madame,” he replied, “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan’s pre­dic­tion has been ac­com­plished; they are calm, as if by en­chant­ment. The doors are about to be opened and in five min­utes they will be here.”

			“La­porte,” said the queen, “sup­pose you put one of your sons in the king’s place; we might be off dur­ing the time.”

			“If Your Majesty de­sires it,” said La­porte, “my sons, like my­self, are at the queen’s ser­vice.”

			“Not at all,” said d’Artag­nan; “should one of them know His Majesty and dis­cov­er but a sub­sti­tute, all would be lost.”

			“You are right, sir, al­ways right,” said Anne of Aus­tria. “La­porte, place the king in bed.”

			La­porte placed the king, dressed as he was, in the bed and then cov­ered him as far as the shoul­ders with the sheet. The queen bent over him and kissed his brow.

			“Pre­tend to sleep, Louis,” said she.

			“Yes,” said the king, “but I do not wish to be touched by any of those men.”

			“Sire, I am here,” said d’Artag­nan, “and I give you my word, that if a sin­gle man has the au­dac­i­ty, his life shall pay for it.”

			“And now what is to be done?” asked the queen, “for I hear them.”

			“Mon­sieur La­porte, go to them and again rec­om­mend si­lence. Madame, wait at the door, whilst I shall be at the head of the king’s bed, ready to die for him.”

			La­porte went out; the queen re­mained stand­ing near the hang­ings, whilst d’Artag­nan glid­ed be­hind the cur­tains.

			Then the heavy and col­lect­ed steps of a mul­ti­tude of men were heard, and the queen her­self raised the ta­pes­try hang­ings and put her fin­ger on her lips.

			On see­ing the queen, the men stopped short, re­spect­ful­ly.

			“En­ter, gen­tle­men, en­ter,” said the queen.

			There was then amongst that crowd a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion, which looked like shame. They had ex­pect­ed re­sis­tance, they had ex­pect­ed to be thwart­ed, to have to force the gates, to over­turn the guards. The gates had opened of them­selves, and the king, os­ten­si­bly at least, had no oth­er guard at his bed-head but his moth­er. The fore­most of them stam­mered and at­tempt­ed to fall back.

			“En­ter, gen­tle­men,” said La­porte, “since the queen de­sires you so to do.”

			Then one more bold than the rest ven­tured to pass the door and to ad­vance on tip­toe. This ex­am­ple was im­i­tat­ed by the rest, un­til the room filled silent­ly, as if these men had been the hum­blest, most de­vot­ed courtiers. Far be­yond the door the heads of those who were not able to en­ter could be seen, all cran­ing to their ut­most height to try and see.

			D’Artag­nan saw it all through an open­ing he had made in the cur­tain, and in the very first man who en­tered he rec­og­nized Planchet.

			“Sir,” said the queen to him, think­ing he was the lead­er of the band, “you wished to see the king and there­fore I de­ter­mined to show him to you my­self. Ap­proach and look at him and say if we have the ap­pear­ance of peo­ple who wish to run away.”

			“No, cer­tain­ly,” replied Planchet, rather as­ton­ished at the un­ex­pect­ed hon­or con­ferred up­on him.

			“You will say, then, to my good and faith­ful Parisians,” con­tin­ued Anne, with a smile, the ex­pres­sion of which did not de­ceive d’Artag­nan, “that you have seen the king in bed, asleep, and the queen al­so ready to re­tire.”

			“I shall tell them, Madame, and those who ac­com­pa­ny me will say the same thing; but—”

			“But what?” asked Anne of Aus­tria.

			“Will Your Majesty par­don me,” said Planchet, “but is it re­al­ly the king who is ly­ing there?”

			Anne of Aus­tria start­ed. “If,” she said, “there is one among you who knows the king, let him ap­proach and say whether it is re­al­ly His Majesty ly­ing there.”

			A man wrapped in a cloak, in the folds of which his face was hid­den, ap­proached and leaned over the bed and looked.

			For one sec­ond, d’Artag­nan thought the man had some evil de­sign and he put his hand to his sword; but in the move­ment made by the man in stoop­ing a por­tion of his face was un­cov­ered and d’Artag­nan rec­og­nized the coad­ju­tor.

			“It is cer­tain­ly the king,” said the man, ris­ing again. “God bless His Majesty!”

			“Yes,” re­peat­ed the lead­er in a whis­per, “God bless His Majesty!” and all these men, who had en­tered en­raged, passed from anger to pity and blessed the roy­al in­fant in their turn.

			“Now,” said Planchet, “let us thank the queen. My friends, re­tire.”

			They all bowed, and re­tired by de­grees as noise­less­ly as they had en­tered. Planchet, who had been the first to en­ter, was the last to leave. The queen stopped him.

			“What is your name, my friend?” she said.

			Planchet, much sur­prised at the in­quiry, turned back.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the queen, “I think my­self as much hon­ored to have re­ceived you this evening as if you had been a prince, and I wish to know your name.”

			Yes, thought Planchet, to treat me as a prince. No, thank you.

			D’Artag­nan trem­bled lest Planchet, se­duced, like the crow in the fa­ble, should tell his name, and that the queen, know­ing his name, would dis­cov­er that Planchet had be­longed to him.

			“Madame,” replied Planchet, re­spect­ful­ly, “I am called Du­lau­ri­er, at your ser­vice.”

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur Du­lau­ri­er,” said the queen; “and what is your busi­ness?”

			“Madame, I am a cloth­ier in the Rue Bour­don­nais.”

			“That is all I wished to know,” said the queen. “Much obliged to you, Mon­sieur Du­lau­ri­er. You will hear again from me.”

			Come, come, thought d’Artag­nan, emerg­ing from be­hind the cur­tain, de­cid­ed­ly Mon­sieur Planchet is no fool; it is ev­i­dent he has been brought up in a good school.

			The dif­fer­ent ac­tors in this strange scene re­mained fac­ing one an­oth­er, with­out ut­ter­ing a sin­gle word; the queen stand­ing near the door, d’Artag­nan half out of his hid­ing place, the king raised on his el­bow, ready to fall down on his bed again at the slight­est sound that would in­di­cate the re­turn of the mul­ti­tude, but in­stead of ap­proach­ing, the noise be­came more and more dis­tant and very soon it died en­tire­ly away.

			The queen breathed more freely. D’Artag­nan wiped his damp fore­head and the king slid off his bed, say­ing, “Let us go.”

			At this mo­ment La­porte reap­peared.

			“Well?” asked the queen.

			“Well, Madame,” replied the valet, “I fol­lowed them as far as the gates. They an­nounced to all their com­rades that they had seen the king and that the queen had spo­ken to them; and, in fact, they went away quite proud and hap­py.”

			“Oh, the mis­er­able wretch­es!” mur­mured the queen, “they shall pay dear­ly for their bold­ness, and it is I who prom­ise this.”

			Then turn­ing to d’Artag­nan, she said:

			“Sir, you have giv­en me this evening the best ad­vice I have ev­er re­ceived. Con­tin­ue, and say what we must do now.”

			“Mon­sieur La­porte,” said d’Artag­nan, “fin­ish dress­ing His Majesty.”

			“We may go, then?” asked the queen.

			“When­ev­er Your Majesty pleas­es. You have on­ly to de­scend by the pri­vate stairs and you will find me at the door.”

			“Go, sir,” said the queen; “I will fol­low you.”

			D’Artag­nan went down and found the car­riage at its post and the mus­ke­teer on the box. D’Artag­nan took out the par­cel which he had de­sired Bernouin to place un­der the seat. It may be re­mem­bered that it was the hat and cloak be­long­ing to Mon­sieur de Gondy’s coach­man.

			He placed the cloak on his shoul­ders and the hat on his head, whilst the mus­ke­teer got off the box.

			“Sir,” said d’Artag­nan, “you will go and re­lease your com­pan­ion, who is guard­ing the coach­man. You must mount your horse and pro­ceed to the Rue Ti­que­tonne, Hô­tel de la Chevrette, whence you will take my horse and that of Mon­sieur du Val­lon, which you must sad­dle and equip as if for war, and then you will leave Paris, bring­ing them with you to Cours la Reine. If, when you ar­rive at Cours la Reine, you find no one, you must go on to Saint Ger­main. On the king’s ser­vice.”

			The mus­ke­teer touched his cap and went away to ex­e­cute the or­ders thus re­ceived.

			D’Artag­nan mount­ed the box, hav­ing a pair of pis­tols in his belt, a mus­ket un­der his feet and a naked sword be­hind him.

			The queen ap­peared, and was fol­lowed by the king and the Duke d’An­jou, his broth­er.

			“Mon­sieur the coad­ju­tor’s car­riage!” she ex­claimed, fall­ing back.

			“Yes, Madame,” said d’Artag­nan; “but get in fear­less­ly, for I my­self will drive you.”

			The queen ut­tered a cry of sur­prise and en­tered the car­riage, and the king and Mon­sieur took their places at her side.

			“Come, La­porte,” said the queen.

			“How, Madame!” said the valet, “in the same car­riage as your majesties?”

			“It is not a mat­ter of roy­al eti­quette this evening, but of the king’s safe­ty. Get in, La­porte.”

			La­porte obeyed.

			“Pull down the blinds,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“But will that not ex­cite sus­pi­cion, sir?” asked the queen.

			“Your Majesty’s mind may be quite at ease,” replied the of­fi­cer; “I have my an­swer ready.”

			The blinds were pulled down and they start­ed at a gal­lop by the Rue Riche­lieu. On reach­ing the gate the cap­tain of the post ad­vanced at the head of a dozen men, hold­ing a lantern in his hand.

			D’Artag­nan signed to them to draw near.

			“Do you rec­og­nize the car­riage?” he asked the sergeant.

			“No,” replied the lat­ter.

			“Look at the arms.”

			The sergeant put the lantern near the pan­el.

			“They are those of Mon­sieur le Coad­ju­teur,” he said.

			“Hush; he is en­joy­ing a ride with Madame de Guéménée.”

			The sergeant be­gan to laugh.

			“Open the gate,” he cried. “I know who it is!” Then putting his face to the low­ered blinds, he said:

			“I wish you joy, my lord!”

			“Im­pu­dent fel­low!” cried d’Artag­nan, “you will get me turned off.”

			The gate groaned on its hinges, and d’Artag­nan, see­ing the way clear, whipped his hors­es, who start­ed at a can­ter, and five min­utes lat­er they had re­joined the car­di­nal.

			“Mous­que­ton!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, “draw up the blinds of His Majesty’s car­riage.”

			“It is he!” cried Porthos.

			“Dis­guised as a coach­man!” ex­claimed Mazarin.

			“And driv­ing the coad­ju­tor’s car­riage!” said the queen.

			“Cor­po di Dio! Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” said Mazarin, “you are worth your weight in gold.”

		
	
		
			
				LIII

				How d’Artag­nan and Porthos Earned by Sell­ing Straw, the One Two Hun­dred and Nine­teen, and the Oth­er Two Hun­dred and Fif­teen Louis d’Or

			
			Mazarin was de­sirous of set­ting out in­stant­ly for Saint Ger­main, but the queen de­clared that she should wait for the peo­ple whom she had ap­point­ed to meet her. How­ev­er, she of­fered the car­di­nal La­porte’s place, which he ac­cept­ed and went from one car­riage to the oth­er.

			It was not with­out foun­da­tion that a re­port of the king’s in­ten­tion to leave Paris by night had been cir­cu­lat­ed. Ten or twelve per­sons had been in the se­cret since six o’clock, and how­so­ev­er great their pru­dence might be, they could not is­sue the nec­es­sary or­ders for the de­par­ture with­out sus­pi­cion be­ing gen­er­at­ed. Be­sides, each in­di­vid­u­al had one or two oth­ers for whom he was in­ter­est­ed; and as there could be no doubt but that the queen was leav­ing Paris full of ter­ri­ble projects of vengeance, ev­ery­one had warned par­ents and friends of what was about to tran­spire; so that the news of the ap­proach­ing ex­it ran like a train of light­ed gun­pow­der along the streets.

			The first car­riage which ar­rived af­ter that of the queen was that of the Prince de Condé, with the princess and dowa­ger princess. Both these ladies had been awak­ened in the mid­dle of the night and did not know what it all was about. The sec­ond con­tained the Duke and Duchess of Or­léans, the tall young Made­moi­selle, and the Ab­bé de la Riv­ière; and the third, the Duke de Longueville and the Prince de Con­ti, broth­er and broth­er-in-law of Condé. They all alight­ed and has­tened to pay their re­spects to the king and queen in their coach. The queen fixed her eyes up­on the car­riage they had left, and see­ing that it was emp­ty, she said:

			“But where is Madame de Longueville?”

			“Ah, yes, where is my sis­ter?” asked the prince.

			“Madame de Longueville is ill,” said the duke, “and she de­sired me to ex­cuse her to Your Majesty.”

			Anne gave a quick glance to Mazarin, who an­swered by an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble shake of his head.

			“What do you say of this?” asked the queen.

			“I say that she is a hostage for the Parisians,” an­swered the car­di­nal.

			“Why is she not come?” asked the prince in a low voice, ad­dress­ing his broth­er.

			“Si­lence,” whis­pered the duke, “she has her rea­sons.”

			“She will ru­in us!” re­turned the prince.

			“She will save us,” said Con­ti.

			Car­riages now ar­rived in crowds; those of the Maréchal de Villeroy, Gui­tant, Ville­quier and Com­minges came in­to the line. The two mus­ke­teers ar­rived in their turn, hold­ing the hors­es of d’Artag­nan and Porthos in their hands. These two in­stant­ly mount­ed, the coach­man of the lat­ter re­plac­ing d’Artag­nan on the coach-box of the roy­al coach. Mous­que­ton took the place of the coach­man, and drove stand­ing, for rea­sons known to him­self, like Au­tome­don of an­tiq­ui­ty.

			The queen, though oc­cu­pied by a thou­sand de­tails, tried to catch the Gas­con’s eye; but he, with his wont­ed pru­dence, had min­gled with the crowd.

			“Let us be the avant-garde,” said he to Porthos, “and find good quar­ters at Saint Ger­main; no­body will think of us, and for my part I am great­ly fa­tigued.”

			“As for me,” replied Porthos, “I am fall­ing asleep, which is strange, con­sid­er­ing we have not had any fight­ing; tru­ly the Parisians are id­iots.”

			“Or rather, we are very clever,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Per­haps.”

			“And how is your wrist?”

			“Bet­ter; but do you think that we’ve got them this time?”

			“Got what?”

			“You your com­mand, and I my ti­tle?”

			“I’faith! yes—I should ex­pect so; be­sides, if they for­get, I shall take the lib­er­ty of re­mind­ing them.”

			“The queen’s voice! she is speak­ing,” said Porthos; “I think she wants to ride on horse­back.”

			“Oh, she would like it, but—”

			“But what?”

			“The car­di­nal won’t al­low it. Gen­tle­men,” he said, ad­dress­ing the two mus­ke­teers, “ac­com­pa­ny the roy­al car­riage, we are go­ing for­ward to look for lodg­ings.”

			D’Artag­nan start­ed off for Saint Ger­main, fol­lowed by Porthos.

			“We will go on, gen­tle­men,” said the queen.

			And the roy­al car­riage drove on, fol­lowed by the oth­er coach­es and about fifty horse­men.

			They reached Saint Ger­man with­out any ac­ci­dent; on de­scend­ing, the queen found the prince await­ing her, bare­head­ed, to of­fer her his hand.

			“What an awak­en­ing for the Parisians!” said the queen, ra­di­ant.

			“It is war,” said the prince.

			“Well, then, let it be war! Have we not on our side the con­queror of Ro­croy, of Nordlin­gen, of Lens?”

			The prince bowed low.

			It was then three o’clock in the morn­ing. The queen walked first, ev­ery­one fol­lowed her. About two hun­dred per­sons had ac­com­pa­nied her in her flight.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the queen, laugh­ing, “pray take up your abode in the château; it is large, and there will be no want of room for you all; but, as we nev­er thought of com­ing here, I am in­formed that there are, in all, on­ly three beds in the whole es­tab­lish­ment, one for the king, one for me—”

			“And one for the car­di­nal,” mut­tered the prince.

			“Am I—am I, then, to sleep on the floor?” asked Gas­ton d’Or­léans, with a forced smile.

			“No, my prince,” replied Mazarin, “the third bed is in­tend­ed for your High­ness.”

			“But your Em­i­nence?” replied the prince.

			“I,” an­swered Mazarin, “I shall not sleep at all; I have work to do.”

			Gas­ton de­sired that he should be shown in­to the room where­in he was to sleep, with­out in the least con­cern­ing him­self as to where his wife and daugh­ter were to re­pose.

			“Well, for my part, I shall go to bed,” said d’Artag­nan; “come, Porthos.”

			Porthos fol­lowed the lieu­tenant with that pro­found con­fi­dence he ev­er had in the wis­dom of his friend. They walked from one end of the château to the oth­er, Porthos look­ing with won­der­ing eyes at d’Artag­nan, who was count­ing on his fin­gers.

			“Four hun­dred, at a pis­tole each, four hun­dred pis­toles.”

			“Yes,” in­ter­posed Porthos, “four hun­dred pis­toles; but who is to make four hun­dred pis­toles?”

			“A pis­tole is not enough,” said d’Artag­nan, “ ’tis worth a louis.”

			“What is worth a louis?”

			“Four hun­dred, at a louis each, make four hun­dred louis.”

			“Four hun­dred?” said Porthos.

			“Yes, there are two hun­dred of them, and each of them will need two, which will make four hun­dred.”

			“But four hun­dred what?”

			“Lis­ten!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			But as there were all kinds of peo­ple about, who were in a state of stu­pe­fac­tion at the un­ex­pect­ed ar­rival of the court, he whis­pered in his friend’s ear.

			“I un­der­stand,” an­swered Porthos, “I un­der­stand you per­fect­ly, on my hon­or; two hun­dred louis, each of us, would be mak­ing a pret­ty thing of it; but what will peo­ple say?”

			“Let them say what they will; be­sides, how will they know that we are do­ing it?”

			“But who will dis­trib­ute these things?” asked Porthos.

			“Isn’t Mous­que­ton there?”

			“But he wears my liv­ery; my liv­ery will be known,” replied Porthos.

			“He can turn his coat in­side out.”

			“You are al­ways in the right, my dear friend,” cried Porthos; “but where the dev­il do you dis­cov­er all the no­tions you put in­to prac­tice?”

			D’Artag­nan smiled. The two friends turned down the first street they came to. Porthos knocked at the door of a house to the right, whilst d’Artag­nan knocked at the door of a house to the left.

			“Some straw,” they said.

			“Sir, we don’t keep any,” was the re­ply of the peo­ple who opened the doors; “but please ask at the hay deal­er’s.”

			“Where is the hay deal­er’s?”

			“At the last large door in the street.”

			“Are there any oth­er peo­ple in Saint Ger­main who sell straw?”

			“Yes; there’s the land­lord of the Lamb, and Gros-Louis the farmer; they both live in the Rue des Ur­su­lines.”

			“Very well.”

			D’Artag­nan went in­stant­ly to the hay deal­er and bar­gained with him for a hun­dred and fifty truss­es of straw, which he ob­tained, at the rate of three pis­toles each. He went af­ter­ward to the innkeep­er and bought from him two hun­dred truss­es at the same price. Fi­nal­ly, Farmer Louis sold them eighty truss­es, mak­ing in all four hun­dred and thir­ty.

			There was no more to be had in Saint Ger­main. This for­ag­ing did not oc­cu­py more than half an hour. Mous­que­ton, du­ly in­struct­ed, was put at the head of this sud­den and new busi­ness. He was cau­tioned not to let a bit of straw out of his hands un­der a louis the truss, and they en­trust­ed to him straw to the amount of four hun­dred and thir­ty louis. D’Artag­nan, tak­ing with him three truss­es of straw, re­turned to the château, where ev­ery­body, freez­ing with cold and more than half asleep, en­vied the king, the queen, and the Duke of Or­léans, on their camp beds. The lieu­tenant’s en­trance pro­duced a burst of laugh­ter in the great draw­ing-room; but he did not ap­pear to no­tice that he was the ob­ject of gen­er­al at­ten­tion, but be­gan to ar­range, with so much clev­er­ness, nice­ty and gayety, his straw bed, that the mouths of all these poor crea­tures, who could not go to sleep, be­gan to wa­ter.

			“Straw!” they all cried out, “straw! where is there any to be found?”

			“I can show you,” an­swered the Gas­con.

			And he con­duct­ed them to Mous­que­ton, who freely dis­trib­uted the truss­es at the rate of a louis apiece. It was thought rather dear, but peo­ple want­ed to sleep, and who would not give even two or three louis for a few hours of sound sleep?

			D’Artag­nan gave up his bed to any­one who want­ed it, mak­ing it over about a dozen times; and since he was sup­posed to have paid, like the oth­ers, a louis for his truss of straw, he pock­et­ed in that way thir­ty louis in less than half an hour. At five o’clock in the morn­ing the straw was worth eighty francs a truss and there was no more to be had.

			D’Artag­nan had tak­en the pre­cau­tion to set apart four truss­es for his own use. He put in his pock­et the key of the room where he had hid­den them, and ac­com­pa­nied by Porthos re­turned to set­tle with Mous­que­ton, who, naive­ly, and like the wor­thy stew­ard that he was, hand­ed them four hun­dred and thir­ty louis and kept one hun­dred for him­self.

			Mous­que­ton, who knew noth­ing of what was go­ing on in the château, won­dered that the idea had not oc­curred to him soon­er. D’Artag­nan put the gold in his hat, and in go­ing back to the château set­tled the reck­on­ing with Porthos, each of them had cleared two hun­dred and fif­teen louis.

			Porthos, how­ev­er, found that he had no straw left for him­self. He re­turned to Mous­que­ton, but the stew­ard had sold the last wisp. He then re­paired to d’Artag­nan, who, thanks to his four truss­es of straw, was in the act of mak­ing up and tast­ing, by an­tic­i­pa­tion, the lux­u­ry of a bed so soft, so well stuffed at the head, so well cov­ered at the foot, that it would have ex­cit­ed the en­vy of the king him­self, if His Majesty had not been fast asleep in his own. D’Artag­nan could on no ac­count con­sent to pull his bed to pieces again for Porthos, but for a con­sid­er­a­tion of four louis that the lat­ter paid him for it, he con­sent­ed that Porthos should share his couch with him. He laid his sword at the head, his pis­tols by his side, stretched his cloak over his feet, placed his felt hat on the top of his cloak and ex­tend­ed him­self lux­u­ri­ous­ly on the straw, which rus­tled un­der him. He was al­ready en­joy­ing the sweet dream en­gen­dered by the pos­ses­sion of two hun­dred and nine­teen louis, made in a quar­ter of an hour, when a voice was heard at the door of the hall, which made him stir.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” it cried.

			“Here!” cried Porthos, “here!”

			Porthos fore­saw that if d’Artag­nan was called away he should re­main the sole pos­ses­sor of the bed. An of­fi­cer ap­proached.

			“I am come to fetch you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan.”

			“From whom?”

			“His Em­i­nence sent me.”

			“Tell my lord that I’m go­ing to sleep, and I ad­vise him, as a friend, to do the same.”

			“His Em­i­nence is not gone to bed and will not go to bed, and wants you in­stant­ly.”

			“The dev­il take Mazarin, who does not know when to sleep at the prop­er time. What does he want with me? Is it to make me a cap­tain? In that case I will for­give him.”

			And the mus­ke­teer rose, grum­bling, took his sword, hat, pis­tols, and cloak, and fol­lowed the of­fi­cer, whilst Porthos, alone and sole pos­ses­sor of the bed, en­deav­ored to fol­low the good ex­am­ple of fall­ing asleep, which his pre­de­ces­sor had set him.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said the car­di­nal, on per­ceiv­ing him, “I have not for­got­ten with what zeal you have served me. I am go­ing to prove to you that I have not.”

			Good, thought the Gas­con, this is a promis­ing be­gin­ning.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” he re­sumed, “do you wish to be­come a cap­tain?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“And your friend still longs to be made a baron?”

			“At this very mo­ment, my lord, he no doubt dreams that he is one al­ready.”

			“Then,” said Mazarin, tak­ing from his port­fo­lio the let­ter which he had al­ready shown d’Artag­nan, “take this dis­patch and car­ry it to Eng­land.”

			D’Artag­nan looked at the en­ve­lope; there was no ad­dress on it.

			“Am I not to know to whom to present it?”

			“You will know when you reach Lon­don; at Lon­don you may tear off the out­er en­ve­lope.”

			“And what are my in­struc­tions?”

			“To obey in ev­ery par­tic­u­lar the man to whom this let­ter is ad­dressed. You must set out for Boulogne. At the Roy­al Arms of Eng­land you will find a young gen­tle­man named Mor­daunt.”

			“Yes, my lord; and what am I to do with this young gen­tle­man?”

			“Fol­low wher­ev­er he leads you.”

			D’Artag­nan looked at the car­di­nal with a stu­pe­fied air.

			“There are your in­struc­tions,” said Mazarin; “go!”

			“Go! ’tis easy to say so, but that re­quires mon­ey, and I haven’t any.”

			“Ah!” replied Mazarin, “so you have no mon­ey?”

			“None, my lord.”

			“But the di­a­mond I gave you yes­ter­day?”

			“I wish to keep it in re­mem­brance of your Em­i­nence.”

			Mazarin sighed.

			“ ’Tis very dear liv­ing in Eng­land, my lord, es­pe­cial­ly as en­voy ex­tra­or­di­nary.”

			“Zounds!” replied Mazarin, “the peo­ple there are very se­date, and their habits, since the rev­o­lu­tion, sim­ple; but no mat­ter.”

			He opened a draw­er and took out a purse.

			“What do you say to a thou­sand crowns?”

			D’Artag­nan pout­ed out his low­er lip in a most ex­tra­or­di­nary man­ner.

			“I re­ply, my lord, ’tis but lit­tle, as cer­tain­ly I shall not go alone.”

			“I sup­pose not. Mon­sieur du Val­lon, that wor­thy gen­tle­man, for, with the ex­cep­tion of your­self, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, there’s not a man in France that I es­teem and love so much as him—”

			“Then, my lord,” replied d’Artag­nan, point­ing to the purse which Mazarin still held, “if you love and es­teem him so much, you—un­der­stand me?”

			“Be it so! on his ac­count I add two hun­dred crowns.”

			“Scoundrel!” mut­tered d’Artag­nan. “But on our re­turn,” he said aloud, “may we, that is, my friend and I, de­pend on hav­ing, he his barony, and I my pro­mo­tion?”

			“On the hon­or of Mazarin.”

			I should like an­oth­er sort of oath bet­ter, said d’Artag­nan to him­self; then aloud, “May I not of­fer my du­ty to Her Majesty the queen?”

			“Her Majesty is asleep and you must set off di­rect­ly,” replied Mazarin; “go, pray, sir—”

			“One word more, my lord; if there’s any fight­ing where I’m go­ing, must I fight?”

			“You are to obey the com­mands of the per­son­age to whom I have ad­dressed the en­closed let­ter.”

			“ ’Tis well,” said d’Artag­nan, hold­ing out his hand to re­ceive the mon­ey. “I of­fer my best re­spects and ser­vices to you, my lord.”

			D’Artag­nan then, re­turn­ing to the of­fi­cer, said:

			“Sir, have the kind­ness al­so to awak­en Mon­sieur du Val­lon and to say ’tis by his Em­i­nence’s or­der, and that I shall await him at the sta­bles.”

			The of­fi­cer went off with an ea­ger­ness that showed the Gas­con that he had some per­son­al in­ter­est in the mat­ter.

			Porthos was snor­ing most mu­si­cal­ly when some­one touched him on the shoul­der.

			“I come from the car­di­nal,” said the of­fi­cer.

			“Heigho!” said Porthos, open­ing his large eyes; “what have you got to say?”

			“That his Em­i­nence has or­dered you to Eng­land and that Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan is wait­ing for you in the sta­bles.”

			Porthos sighed heav­i­ly, arose, took his hat, his pis­tols, and his cloak, and de­part­ed, cast­ing a look of re­gret up­on the couch where he had hoped to sleep so well.

			No soon­er had he turned his back than the of­fi­cer laid him­self down in it, and he had scarce­ly crossed the thresh­old be­fore his suc­ces­sor, in his turn, was snor­ing im­mod­er­ate­ly. It was very nat­u­ral, he be­ing the on­ly per­son in the whole as­sem­blage, ex­cept the king, the queen, and the Duke of Or­léans, who slept gra­tu­itous­ly.

		
	
		
			
				LIV

				In Which We Hear Tid­ings of Aramis

			
			D’Artag­nan went straight to the sta­bles; day was just dawn­ing. He found his horse and that of Porthos fas­tened to the manger, but to an emp­ty manger. He took pity on these poor an­i­mals and went to a cor­ner of the sta­ble, where he saw a lit­tle straw, but in do­ing so he struck his foot against a hu­man body, which ut­tered a cry and arose on its knees, rub­bing its eyes. It was Mous­que­ton, who, hav­ing no straw to lie up­on, had helped him­self to that of the hors­es.

			“Mous­que­ton,” cried d’Artag­nan, “let us be off! Let us set off.”

			Mous­que­ton, rec­og­niz­ing the voice of his mas­ter’s friend, got up sud­den­ly, and in do­ing so let fall some louis which he had ap­pro­pri­at­ed to him­self il­le­gal­ly dur­ing the night.

			“Ho! ho!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, pick­ing up a louis and dis­play­ing it; “here’s a louis that smells con­found­ed­ly of straw.”

			Mous­que­ton blushed so con­fus­ed­ly that the Gas­con be­gan to laugh at him and said:

			“Porthos would be an­gry, my dear Mon­sieur Mous­que­ton, but I par­don you, on­ly let us re­mem­ber that this gold must serve us as a joke, so be gay—come along.”

			Mous­que­ton in­stant­ly as­sumed a jovial coun­te­nance, sad­dled the hors­es quick­ly and mount­ed his own with­out mak­ing faces over it.

			Whilst this went on, Porthos ar­rived with a very cross look on his face, and was as­ton­ished to find the lieu­tenant re­signed and Mous­que­ton al­most mer­ry.

			“Ah, that’s it!” he cried, “you have your pro­mo­tion and I my barony.”

			“We are go­ing to fetch our brevets,” said d’Artag­nan, “and when we come back, Mas­ter Mazarin will sign them.”

			“And where are we go­ing?” asked Porthos.

			“To Paris first; I have af­fairs to set­tle.”

			And they both set out for Paris.

			On ar­riv­ing at its gates they were as­tound­ed to see the threat­en­ing as­pect of the cap­i­tal. Around a bro­ken-down car­riage the peo­ple were ut­ter­ing im­pre­ca­tions, whilst the per­sons who had at­tempt­ed to es­cape were made pris­on­ers—that is to say, an old man and two wom­en. On the oth­er hand, as the two friends ap­proached to en­ter, they showed them ev­ery kind of ci­vil­i­ty, think­ing them de­sert­ers from the roy­al par­ty and wish­ing to bind them to their own.

			“What is the king do­ing?” they asked.

			“He is asleep.”

			“And the Span­ish wom­an?”

			“Dream­ing.”

			“And the cursed Ital­ian?”

			“He is awake, so keep on the watch, as they are gone away; it’s for some pur­pose, re­ly on it. But as you are the strong­est, af­ter all,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “don’t be fu­ri­ous with old men and wom­en, and keep your wrath for more ap­pro­pri­ate oc­ca­sions.”

			The peo­ple lis­tened to these words and let go the ladies, who thanked d’Artag­nan with an elo­quent look.

			“Now! on­ward!” cried the Gas­con.

			And they con­tin­ued their way, cross­ing the bar­ri­cades, get­ting the chains about their legs, pushed about, ques­tion­ing and ques­tioned.

			In the place of the Palais Roy­al d’Artag­nan saw a sergeant, who was drilling six or sev­en hun­dred cit­i­zens. It was Planchet, who brought in­to play prof­itably the rec­ol­lec­tions of the reg­i­ment of Pied­mont.

			In pass­ing be­fore d’Artag­nan he rec­og­nized his for­mer mas­ter.

			“Good day, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” said Planchet proud­ly.

			“Good day, Mon­sieur Du­lau­ri­er,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			Planchet stopped short, star­ing at d’Artag­nan. The first row, see­ing their sergeant stop, stopped in their turn, and so on to the very last.

			“These cit­i­zens are dread­ful­ly ridicu­lous,” ob­served d’Artag­nan to Porthos and went on his way.

			Five min­utes af­ter­ward he en­tered the ho­tel of La Chevrette, where pret­ty Madeleine, the host­ess, came to him.

			“My dear Mis­tress Turquaine,” said the Gas­con, “if you hap­pen to have any mon­ey, lock it up quick­ly; if you hap­pen to have any jew­els, hide them di­rect­ly; if you hap­pen to have any debtors, make them pay you, or any cred­i­tors, don’t pay them.”

			“Why, prithee?” asked Madeleine.

			“Be­cause Paris is go­ing to be re­duced to dust and ash­es like Baby­lon, of which you have no doubt heard tell.”

			“And are you go­ing to leave me at such a time?”

			“This very in­stant.”

			“And where are you go­ing?”

			“Ah, if you could tell me that, you would be do­ing me a ser­vice.”

			“Ah, me! ah, me!”

			“Have you any let­ters for me?” in­quired d’Artag­nan, wish­ing to sig­ni­fy to the host­ess that her lamen­ta­tions were su­per­flu­ous and that there­fore she had bet­ter spare him demon­stra­tions of her grief.

			“There’s one just ar­rived,” and she hand­ed the let­ter to d’Artag­nan.

			“From Athos!” cried d’Artag­nan, rec­og­niz­ing the hand­writ­ing.

			“Ah!” said Porthos, “let us hear what he says.”

			D’Artag­nan opened the let­ter and read as fol­lows:

			
				“Dear d’Artag­nan, dear Du Val­lon, my good friends, per­haps this may be the last time that you will ev­er hear from me. Aramis and I are very un­hap­py; but God, our courage, and the re­mem­brance of our friend­ship sus­tain us. Think of­ten of Raoul. I en­trust to you cer­tain pa­pers which are at Blois; and in two months and a half, if you do not hear of us, take pos­ses­sion of them. Em­brace, with all your heart, the vi­comte, for your de­vot­ed friend,

				
					“Athos.”

				
			

			“I be­lieve, by Heav­en,” said d’Artag­nan, “that I shall em­brace him, since he’s up­on our road; and if he is so un­for­tu­nate as to lose our dear Athos, from that very day he be­comes my son.”

			“And I,” said Porthos, “shall make him my sole heir.”

			“Let us see, what more does Athos say?”

			
				“Should you meet on your jour­ney a cer­tain Mon­sieur Mor­daunt, dis­trust him, in a let­ter I can­not say more.”

			

			“Mon­sieur Mor­daunt!” ex­claimed the Gas­con, sur­prised.

			“Mon­sieur Mor­daunt! ’tis well,” said Porthos, “we shall re­mem­ber that; but see, there is a post­script from Aramis.”

			“So there is,” said d’Artag­nan, and he read:

			
				“We con­ceal the place where we are, dear friends, know­ing your broth­er­ly af­fec­tion and that you would come and die with us were we to re­veal it.”

			

			“Con­found it,” in­ter­rupt­ed Porthos, with an ex­plo­sion of pas­sion which sent Mous­que­ton to the oth­er end of the room; “are they in dan­ger of dy­ing?”

			D’Artag­nan con­tin­ued:

			
				“Athos be­queaths to you Raoul, and I be­queath to you my re­venge. If by any good luck you lay your hand on a cer­tain man named Mor­daunt, tell Porthos to take him in­to a cor­ner and to wring his neck. I dare not say more in a let­ter.

				
					“Aramis.”

				
			

			“If that is all, it is eas­i­ly done,” said Porthos.

			“On the con­trary,” ob­served d’Artag­nan, with a vexed look; “it would be im­pos­si­ble.”

			“How so?”

			“It is pre­cise­ly this Mon­sieur Mor­daunt whom we are go­ing to join at Boulogne and with whom we cross to Eng­land.”

			“Well, sup­pose in­stead of join­ing this Mon­sieur Mor­daunt we were to go and join our friends?” said Porthos, with a ges­ture fierce enough to have fright­ened an army.

			“I did think of it, but this let­ter has nei­ther date nor post­mark.”

			“True,” said Porthos. And he be­gan to wan­der about the room like a man be­side him­self, ges­tic­u­lat­ing and half draw­ing his sword out of the scab­bard.

			As to d’Artag­nan, he re­mained stand­ing like a man in con­ster­na­tion, with the deep­est af­flic­tion de­pict­ed on his face.

			“Ah, this is not right; Athos in­sults us; he wish­es to die alone; it is bad, bad, bad.”

			Mous­que­ton, wit­ness­ing this de­spair, melt­ed in­to tears in a cor­ner of the room.

			“Come,” said d’Artag­nan, “all this leads to noth­ing. Let us go on. We will em­brace Raoul, and per­haps he will have news of Athos.”

			“Stop—an idea!” cried Porthos; “in­deed, my dear d’Artag­nan, I don’t know how you man­age, but you are al­ways full of ideas; let us go and em­brace Raoul.”

			Woe to that man who should hap­pen to con­tra­dict my mas­ter at this mo­ment, said Mous­que­ton to him­self; I wouldn’t give a far­thing for his life.

			They set out. On ar­riv­ing at the Rue Saint De­nis, the friends found a vast con­course of peo­ple. It was the Duc de Beau­fort, who was com­ing from the Ven­do­mois and whom the coad­ju­tor was show­ing to the Parisians, in­tox­i­cat­ed with joy. With the duke’s aid they al­ready con­sid­ered them­selves in­vin­ci­ble.

			The two friends turned off in­to a side street to avoid meet­ing the prince, and so reached the Saint De­nis gate.

			“Is it true,” said the guard to the two cav­a­liers, “that the Duc de Beau­fort has ar­rived in Paris?”

			“Noth­ing more cer­tain; and the best proof of it is,” said d’Artag­nan, “that he has dis­patched us to meet the Duc de Vendôme, his fa­ther, who is com­ing in his turn.”

			“Long live de Beau­fort!” cried the guards, and they drew back re­spect­ful­ly to let the two friends pass. Once across the bar­ri­ers these two knew nei­ther fa­tigue nor fear. Their hors­es flew, and they nev­er ceased speak­ing of Athos and Aramis.

			The camp had en­tered Saint Omer; the friends made a lit­tle de­tour and went to the camp, and gave the army an ex­act ac­count of the flight of the king and queen. They found Raoul near his tent, re­clin­ing on a truss of hay, of which his horse stole some mouth­fuls; the young man’s eyes were red and he seemed de­ject­ed. The Maréchal de Gram­mont and the Comte de Guiche had re­turned to Paris and he was quite lone­ly. And as soon as he saw the two cav­a­liers he ran to them with open arms.

			“Oh, is it you, dear friends? Did you come here to fetch me? Will you take me away with you? Do you bring me tid­ings of my guardian?”

			“Have you not re­ceived any?” said d’Artag­nan to the youth.

			“Alas! sir, no, and I do not know what has be­come of him; so that I am re­al­ly so un­hap­py that I weep.”

			In fact, tears rolled down his cheeks.

			Porthos turned aside, in or­der not to show by his hon­est round face what was pass­ing in his mind.

			“Deuce take it!” cried d’Artag­nan, more moved than he had been for a long time, “don’t de­spair, my friend, if you have not re­ceived any let­ters from the count, we have re­ceived one.”

			“Oh, re­al­ly!” cried Raoul.

			“And a com­fort­ing one, too,” added d’Artag­nan, see­ing the de­light that his in­tel­li­gence gave the young man.

			“Have you it?” asked Raoul.

			“Yes—that is, I had it,” re­pined the Gas­con, mak­ing be­lieve to find it. “Wait, it ought to be there in my pock­et; it speaks of his re­turn, does it not, Porthos?”

			All Gas­con as he was, d’Artag­nan could not bear alone the weight of that false­hood.

			“Yes,” replied Porthos, cough­ing.

			“Eh, give it to me!” said the young man.

			“Eh! I read it a lit­tle while since. Can I have lost it? Ah! con­found it! yes, my pock­et has a hole in it.”

			“Oh, yes, Mon­sieur Raoul!” said Mous­que­ton, “the let­ter was very con­sol­ing. These gen­tle­men read it to me and I wept for joy.”

			“But at any rate, you know where he is, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” asked Raoul, some­what com­fort­ed.

			“Ah! that’s the thing!” replied the Gas­con. “Un­doubt­ed­ly I know it, but it is a mys­tery.”

			“Not to me, I hope?”

			“No, not to you, so I am go­ing to tell you where he is.”

			Porthos de­voured d’Artag­nan with won­der­ing eyes.

			Where the dev­il shall I say that he is, so that he can­not try to re­join him? thought d’Artag­nan.

			“Well, where is he, sir?” asked Raoul, in a soft and coax­ing voice.

			“He is at Con­stantino­ple.”

			“Among the Turks!” ex­claimed Raoul, alarmed. “Good heav­ens! how can you tell me that?”

			“Does that alarm you?” cried d’Artag­nan. “Pooh! what are the Turks to such men as the Comte de la Fère and the Ab­bé d’Herblay?”

			“Ah, his friend is with him?” said Raoul. “That com­forts me a lit­tle.”

			“Has he wit or not—this de­mon d’Artag­nan?” said Porthos, as­ton­ished at his friend’s de­cep­tion.

			“Now, sir,” said d’Artag­nan, wish­ing to change the con­ver­sa­tion, “here are fifty pis­toles that the count has sent you by the same couri­er. I sup­pose you have no more mon­ey and that they will be wel­come.”

			“I have still twen­ty pis­toles, sir.”

			“Well, take them; that makes sev­en­ty.”

			“And if you wish for more,” said Porthos, putting his hand to his pock­et—

			“Thank you, sir,” replied Raoul, blush­ing; “thank you a thou­sand times.”

			At this mo­ment Oli­vain ap­peared. “Apro­pos,” said d’Artag­nan, loud enough for the ser­vant to hear him, “are you sat­is­fied with Oli­vain?”

			“Yes, in some re­spects, tol­er­a­bly well.”

			Oli­vain pre­tend­ed to have heard noth­ing and en­tered the tent.

			“What fault do you find with the fel­low?”

			“He is a glut­ton.”

			“Oh, sir!” cried Oli­vain, reap­pear­ing at this ac­cu­sa­tion.

			“And a lit­tle bit of a thief.”

			“Oh, sir! oh!”

			“And, more es­pe­cial­ly, a no­to­ri­ous cow­ard.”

			“Oh, oh! sir! you re­al­ly vil­i­fy me!” cried Oli­vain.

			“The deuce!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Pray learn, Mon­sieur Oli­vain, that peo­ple like us are not to be served by cow­ards. Rob your mas­ter, eat his sweet­meats, and drink his wine; but, by Jove! don’t be a cow­ard, or I shall cut off your ears. Look at Mon­sieur Mous­ton, see the hon­or­able wounds he has re­ceived, ob­serve how his ha­bit­u­al val­or has giv­en dig­ni­ty to his coun­te­nance.”

			Mous­que­ton was in the third heav­en and would have em­braced d’Artag­nan had he dared; mean­while he re­solved to sac­ri­fice his life for him on the next oc­ca­sion that pre­sent­ed it­self.

			“Send away that fel­low, Raoul,” said the Gas­con; “for if he’s a cow­ard he will dis­grace thee some day.”

			“Mon­sieur says I am cow­ard,” cried Oli­vain, “be­cause he want­ed the oth­er day to fight a cor­net in Gram­mont’s reg­i­ment and I re­fused to ac­com­pa­ny him.”

			“Mon­sieur Oli­vain, a lack­ey ought nev­er to dis­obey,” said d’Artag­nan, stern­ly; then tak­ing him aside, he whis­pered to him: “Thou hast done right; thy mas­ter was in the wrong; here’s a crown for thee, but should he ev­er be in­sult­ed and thou dost not let thy­self be cut in quar­ters for him, I will cut out thy tongue. Re­mem­ber that.”

			Oli­vain bowed and slipped the crown in­to his pock­et.

			“And now, Raoul,” said the Gas­con, “Mon­sieur du Val­lon and I are go­ing away as am­bas­sadors, where, I know not; but should you want any­thing, write to Madame Turquaine, at La Chevrette, Rue Ti­que­tonne and draw up­on her purse as on a banker—with econ­o­my; for it is not so well filled as that of Mon­sieur d’Emery.”

			And hav­ing, mean­time, em­braced his ward, he passed him in­to the ro­bust arms of Porthos, who lift­ed him up from the ground and held him a mo­ment sus­pend­ed near the no­ble heart of the for­mi­da­ble gi­ant.

			“Come,” said d’Artag­nan, “let us go.”

			And they set out for Boulogne, where to­ward evening they ar­rived, their hors­es flecked with foam and dark with per­spi­ra­tion.

			At ten steps from the place where they halt­ed was a young man in black, who seemed wait­ing for some­one, and who, from the mo­ment he saw them en­ter the town, nev­er took his eyes off them.

			D’Artag­nan ap­proached him, and see­ing him stare so fixed­ly, said:

			“Well, friend! I don’t like peo­ple to quiz me!”

			“Sir,” said the young man, “do you not come from Paris, if you please?”

			D’Artag­nan thought it was some gos­sip who want­ed news from the cap­i­tal.

			“Yes, sir,” he said, in a soft­ened tone.

			“Are you not go­ing to put up at the Arms of Eng­land?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Are you not charged with a mis­sion from his Em­i­nence, Car­di­nal Mazarin?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“In that case, I am the man you have to do with. I am M. Mor­daunt.”

			Ah! thought d’Artag­nan, the man I am warned against by Athos.

			Ah! thought Porthos, the man Aramis wants me to stran­gle.

			They both looked search­ing­ly at the young man, who mis­un­der­stood the mean­ing of that in­qui­si­tion.

			“Do you doubt my word?” he said. “In that case I can give you proofs.”

			“No, sir,” said d’Artag­nan; “and we place our­selves at your or­ders.”

			“Well, gen­tle­men,” re­sumed Mor­daunt, “we must set out with­out de­lay, to­day is the last day grant­ed me by the car­di­nal. My ship is ready, and had you not come I must have set off with­out you, for Gen­er­al Cromwell ex­pects my re­turn im­pa­tient­ly.”

			So! thought the lieu­tenant, ’tis to Gen­er­al Cromwell that our dis­patch­es are ad­dressed.

			“Have you no let­ter for him?” asked the young man.

			“I have one, the seal of which I am not to break till I reach Lon­don; but since you tell me to whom it is ad­dressed, ’tis use­less to wait till then.”

			D’Artag­nan tore open the en­ve­lope of the let­ter. It was di­rect­ed to “Mon­sieur Oliv­er Cromwell, Gen­er­al of the Army of the Eng­lish Na­tion.”

			“Ah!” said d’Artag­nan; “a sin­gu­lar com­mis­sion.”

			“Who is this Mon­sieur Oliv­er Cromwell?” in­quired Porthos.

			“For­mer­ly a brew­er,” replied the Gas­con.

			“Per­haps Mazarin wish­es to make a spec­u­la­tion in beer, as we did in straw,” said Porthos.

			“Come, come, gen­tle­men,” said Mor­daunt, im­pa­tient­ly, “let us de­part.”

			“What!” ex­claimed Porthos, “with­out sup­per? Can­not Mon­sieur Cromwell wait a lit­tle?”

			“Yes, but I?” said Mor­daunt.

			“Well, you,” said Porthos, “what then?”

			“I can­not wait.”

			“Oh! as to you, that is not my con­cern, and I shall sup ei­ther with or with­out your per­mis­sion.”

			The young man’s eyes kin­dled in se­cret, but he re­strained him­self.

			“Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, “you must ex­cuse fam­ished trav­el­ers. Be­sides, our sup­per can’t de­lay you much. We will has­ten on to the inn; you will mean­while pro­ceed on foot to the har­bor. We will take a bite and shall be there as soon as you are.”

			“Just as you please, gen­tle­men, pro­vid­ed we set sail,” he said.

			“The name of your ship?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“The Stan­dard.”

			“Very well; in half an hour we shall be on board.”

			And the friends, spurring on their hors­es, rode to the ho­tel, the Arms of Eng­land.

			“What do you say of that young man?” asked d’Artag­nan, as they hur­ried along.

			“I say that he doesn’t suit me at all,” said Porthos, “and that I feel a strong itch­ing to fol­low Aramis’s ad­vice.”

			“By no means, my dear Porthos; that man is a mes­sen­ger of Gen­er­al Cromwell; it would in­sure for us a poor re­cep­tion, I imag­ine, should it be an­nounced to him that we had twist­ed the neck of his con­fi­dant.”

			“Nev­er­the­less,” said Porthos, “I have al­ways no­ticed that Aramis gives good ad­vice.”

			“Lis­ten,” re­turned d’Artag­nan, “when our em­bassy is fin­ished—”

			“Well?”

			“If it brings us back to France—”

			“Well?”

			“Well, we shall see.”

			At that mo­ment the two friends reached the ho­tel, “Arms of Eng­land,” where they supped with hearty ap­petite and then at once pro­ceed­ed to the port.

			There they found a brig ready to set sail, up­on the deck of which they rec­og­nized Mor­daunt walk­ing up and down im­pa­tient­ly.

			“It is sin­gu­lar,” said d’Artag­nan, whilst the boat was tak­ing them to the Stan­dard, “it is as­ton­ish­ing how that young man re­sem­bles some­one I must have known, but who it was I can­not yet re­mem­ber.”

			A few min­utes lat­er they were on board, but the em­barka­tion of the hors­es was a longer mat­ter than that of the men, and it was eight o’clock be­fore they raised an­chor.

			The young man stamped im­pa­tient­ly and or­dered all sail to be spread.

			Porthos, com­plete­ly used up by three nights with­out sleep and a jour­ney of sev­en­ty leagues on horse­back, re­tired to his cab­in and went to sleep.

			D’Artag­nan, over­com­ing his re­pug­nance to Mor­daunt, walked with him up­on the deck and in­vent­ed a hun­dred sto­ries to make him talk.

			Mous­que­ton was sea­sick.

		
	
		
			
				LV

				The Scotch­man

			
			And now our read­ers must leave the Stan­dard to sail peace­ably, not to­ward Lon­don, where d’Artag­nan and Porthos be­lieved they were go­ing, but to Durham, whith­er Mor­daunt had been or­dered to re­pair by the let­ter he had re­ceived dur­ing his so­journ at Boulogne, and ac­com­pa­ny us to the roy­al­ist camp, on this side of the Tyne, near New­cas­tle.

			There, placed be­tween two rivers on the bor­ders of Scot­land, but still on Eng­lish soil, the tents of a lit­tle army ex­tend­ed. It was mid­night. Some High­landers were list­less­ly keep­ing watch. The moon, which was par­tial­ly ob­scured by heavy clouds, now and then lit up the mus­kets of the sen­tinels, or sil­vered the walls, the roofs, and the spires of the town that Charles I had just sur­ren­dered to the par­lia­men­tary troops, whilst Ox­ford and Newark still held out for him in the hopes of com­ing to some ar­range­ment.

			At one of the ex­trem­i­ties of the camp, near an im­mense tent, in which the Scot­tish of­fi­cers were hold­ing a kind of coun­cil, presid­ed over by Lord Lev­en, their com­man­der, a man at­tired as a cav­a­lier lay sleep­ing on the turf, his right hand ex­tend­ed over his sword.

			About fifty paces off, an­oth­er man, al­so ap­par­eled as a cav­a­lier, was talk­ing to a Scotch sen­tinel, and, though a for­eign­er, he seemed to un­der­stand with­out much dif­fi­cul­ty the an­swers giv­en in the broad Perthshire di­alect.

			As the town clock of New­cas­tle struck one the sleep­er awoke, and with all the ges­tures of a man rous­ing him­self out of deep sleep he looked at­ten­tive­ly about him; per­ceiv­ing that he was alone he rose, and mak­ing a lit­tle cir­cuit passed close to the cav­a­lier who was speak­ing to the sen­tinel. The for­mer had no doubt fin­ished his ques­tions, for a mo­ment lat­er he said good night and care­less­ly fol­lowed the same path tak­en by the first cav­a­lier.

			In the shad­ow of a tent the for­mer was await­ing him.

			“Well, my dear friend?” said he, in as pure French as has ev­er been ut­tered be­tween Rouen and Tours.

			“Well, my friend, there is not a mo­ment to lose; we must let the king know im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Why, what is the mat­ter?”

			“It would take too long to tell you, be­sides, you will hear it all di­rect­ly and the least word dropped here might ru­in all. We must go and find Lord Win­ter.”

			They both set off to the oth­er end of the camp, but as it did not cov­er more than a sur­face of five hun­dred feet they quick­ly ar­rived at the tent they were look­ing for.

			“Tony, is your mas­ter sleep­ing?” said one of the two cav­a­liers to a ser­vant who was ly­ing in the out­er com­part­ment, which served as a kind of an­te­room.

			“No, Mon­sieur le Comte,” an­swered the ser­vant, “I think not; or at least he has not long been so, for he was pac­ing up and down for more than two hours af­ter he left the king, and the sound of his foot­steps has on­ly ceased dur­ing the last ten min­utes. How­ev­er, you may look and see,” added the lack­ey, rais­ing the cur­tained en­trance of the tent.

			Lord Win­ter was seat­ed near an aper­ture, ar­ranged as a win­dow to let in the night air, his eyes me­chan­i­cal­ly fol­low­ing the course of the moon, in­ter­mit­tent­ly veiled, as we be­fore ob­served, by heavy clouds. The two friends ap­proached Win­ter, who, with his head on his hands, was gaz­ing at the heav­ens; he did not hear them en­ter and re­mained in the same at­ti­tude till he felt a hand up­on his shoul­der.

			He turned around, rec­og­nized Athos and Aramis and held out his hand to them.

			“Have you ob­served,” said he to them, “what a blood-red col­or the moon has tonight?”

			“No,” replied Athos; “I thought it looked much the same as usu­al.”

			“Look, again, cheva­lier,” re­turned Lord Win­ter.

			“I must own,” said Aramis, “I am like the Comte de la Fère—I can see noth­ing re­mark­able about it.”

			“My lord,” said Athos, “in a po­si­tion so pre­car­i­ous as ours we must ex­am­ine the earth and not the heav­ens. Have you stud­ied our Scotch troops and have you con­fi­dence in them?”

			“The Scotch?” in­quired Win­ter. “What Scotch?”

			“Ours, egad!” ex­claimed Athos. “Those in whom the king has con­fid­ed—Lord Lev­en’s High­landers.”

			“No,” said Win­ter, then he paused; “but tell me, can you not per­ceive the rus­set tint which marks the heav­ens?”

			“Not the least in the world,” said Aramis and Athos at once.

			“Tell me,” con­tin­ued Win­ter, al­ways pos­sessed by the same idea, “is there not a tra­di­tion in France that Hen­ry IV, the evening be­fore the day he was as­sas­si­nat­ed, when he was play­ing at chess with M. de Bas­som­piere, saw clots of blood up­on the chess­board?”

			“Yes,” said Athos, “and the maréchal has of­ten told me so him­self.”

			“Then it was so,” mur­mured Win­ter, “and the next day Hen­ry IV was killed.”

			“But what has this vi­sion of Hen­ry IV to do with you, my lord?” in­quired Aramis.

			“Noth­ing; and in­deed I am mad to trou­ble you with such things, when your com­ing to my tent at such an hour an­nounces that you are the bear­ers of im­por­tant news.”

			“Yes, my lord,” said Athos, “I wish to speak to the king.”

			“To the king! but the king is asleep.”

			“I have some­thing im­por­tant to re­veal to him.”

			“Can it not be put off till to­mor­row?”

			“He must know it this mo­ment, and per­haps it is al­ready too late.”

			“Come, then,” said Lord Win­ter.

			Lord Win­ter’s tent was pitched by the side of the roy­al mar­quee, a kind of cor­ri­dor com­mu­ni­cat­ing be­tween the two. This cor­ri­dor was guard­ed, not by a sen­tinel, but by a con­fi­den­tial ser­vant, through whom, in case of ur­gen­cy, Charles could com­mu­ni­cate in­stant­ly with his faith­ful sub­ject.

			“These gen­tle­men are with me,” said Win­ter.

			The lack­ey bowed and let them pass. As he had said, on a camp bed, dressed in his black dou­blet, boot­ed, un­belt­ed, with his felt hat be­side him, lay the king, over­come by sleep and fa­tigue. They ad­vanced, and Athos, who was the first to en­ter, gazed a mo­ment in si­lence on that pale and no­ble face, framed in its long and now un­tidy, mat­ted hair, the blue veins show­ing through the trans­par­ent tem­ples, his eyes seem­ing­ly swollen by tears.

			Athos sighed deeply; the sigh woke the king, so light­ly did he sleep.

			He opened his eyes.

			“Ah!” said he, rais­ing him­self on his el­bow, “is it you, Comte de la Fère?”

			“Yes, sire,” replied Athos.

			“You watch while I sleep and you have come to bring me some news?”

			“Alas, sire,” an­swered Athos, “Your Majesty has guessed aright.”

			“It is bad news?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“Nev­er mind; the mes­sen­ger is wel­come. You nev­er come to me with­out con­fer­ring plea­sure. You whose de­vo­tion rec­og­nizes nei­ther coun­try nor mis­for­tune, you who are sent to me by Hen­ri­et­ta; what­ev­er news you bring, speak out.”

			“Sire, Cromwell has ar­rived this night at New­cas­tle.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed the king, “to fight?”

			“No, sire, but to buy Your Majesty.”

			“What did you say?”

			“I said, sire, that four hun­dred thou­sand pounds are ow­ing to the Scot­tish army.”

			“For un­paid wages; yes, I know it. For the last year my faith­ful High­landers have fought for hon­or alone.”

			Athos smiled.

			“Well, sir, though hon­or is a fine thing, they are tired of fight­ing for it, and tonight they have sold you for two hun­dred thou­sand pounds—that is to say, for half what is ow­ing them.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” cried the king, “the Scotch sell their king for two hun­dred thou­sand pounds! And who is the Ju­das who has con­clud­ed this in­fa­mous bar­gain?”

			“Lord Lev­en.”

			“Are you cer­tain of it, sir?”

			“I heard it with my own ears.”

			The king sighed deeply, as if his heart would break, and then buried his face in his hands.

			“Oh! the Scotch,” he ex­claimed, “the Scotch I called ‘my faith­ful,’ to whom I trust­ed my­self when I could have fled to Ox­ford! the Scotch, my broth­ers! But are you well as­sured, sir?”

			“Ly­ing be­hind the tent of Lord Lev­en, I raised it and saw all, heard all!”

			“And when is this to be con­sum­mat­ed?”

			“To­day—this morn­ing; so Your Majesty must per­ceive there is no time to lose!”

			“To do what? since you say I am sold.”

			“To cross the Tyne, reach Scot­land and re­join Lord Mon­trose, who will not sell you.”

			“And what shall I do in Scot­land? A war of par­ti­sans, un­wor­thy of a king.”

			“The ex­am­ple of Robert Bruce will ab­solve you, sire.”

			“No, no! I have fought too long; they have sold me, they shall give me up, and the eter­nal shame of tre­ble trea­son shall fall on their heads.”

			“Sire,” said Athos, “per­haps a king should act thus, but not a hus­band and a fa­ther. I have come in the name of your wife and daugh­ter and of the chil­dren you have still in Lon­don, and I say to you, ‘Live, sire,’—it is the will of Heav­en.”

			The king raised him­self, buck­led on his belt, and pass­ing his hand­ker­chief over his moist fore­head, said:

			“Well, what is to be done?”

			“Sire, have you in the army one reg­i­ment on which you can im­plic­it­ly re­ly?”

			“Win­ter,” said the king, “do you be­lieve in the fi­deli­ty of yours?”

			“Sire, they are but men, and men are be­come both weak and wicked. I will not an­swer for them. I would con­fide my life to them, but I should hes­i­tate ere I trust­ed them with Your Majesty’s.”

			“Well!” said Athos, “since you have not a reg­i­ment, we are three de­vot­ed men. It is enough. Let Your Majesty mount on horse­back and place your­self in the midst of us; we will cross the Tyne, reach Scot­land, and you will be saved.”

			“Is this your coun­sel al­so, Win­ter?” in­quired the king.

			“Yes, sire.”

			“And yours, Mon­sieur d’Herblay?”

			“Yes, sire.”

			“As you wish, then. Win­ter, give the nec­es­sary or­ders.”

			Win­ter then left the tent; in the mean­time the king fin­ished his toi­let. The first rays of day­break pen­e­trat­ed the aper­ture of the tent as Win­ter re-en­tered it.

			“All is ready, sire,” said he.

			“For us, al­so?” in­quired Athos.

			“Gri­maud and Blaisois are hold­ing your hors­es, ready sad­dled.”

			“In that case,” ex­claimed Athos, “let us not lose an in­stant, but set off.”

			“Come,” added the king.

			“Sire,” said Aramis, “will not Your Majesty ac­quaint some of your friends of this?”

			“Friends!” an­swered Charles, sad­ly, “I have but three—one of twen­ty years, who has nev­er for­got­ten me, and two of a week’s stand­ing, whom I shall nev­er for­get. Come, gen­tle­men, come!”

			The king quit­ted his tent and found his horse ready wait­ing for him. It was a chest­nut that the king had rid­den for three years and of which he was very fond.

			The horse neighed with plea­sure at see­ing him.

			“Ah!” said the king, “I was un­just; here is a crea­ture that loves me. You at least will be faith­ful to me, Arthur.”

			The horse, as if it un­der­stood these words, bent its red nos­trils to­ward the king’s face, and part­ing his lips dis­played all its teeth, as if with plea­sure.

			“Yes, yes,” said the king, ca­ress­ing it with his hand, “yes, my Arthur, thou art a fond and faith­ful crea­ture.”

			Af­ter this lit­tle scene Charles threw him­self in­to the sad­dle, and turn­ing to Athos, Aramis and Win­ter, said:

			“Now, gen­tle­men, I am at your ser­vice.”

			But Athos was stand­ing with his eyes fixed on a black line which bor­dered the banks of the Tyne and seemed to ex­tend dou­ble the length of the camp.

			“What is that line?” cried Athos, whose vi­sion was still rather ob­scured by the un­cer­tain shades and de­mi-tints of day­break. “What is that line? I did not ob­serve it yes­ter­day.”

			“It must be the fog ris­ing from the riv­er,” said the king.

			“Sire, it is some­thing more opaque than the fog.”

			“In­deed!” said Win­ter, “it ap­pears to me like a bar of red col­or.”

			“It is the en­e­my, who have made a sor­tie from New­cas­tle and are sur­round­ing us!” ex­claimed Athos.

			“The en­e­my!” cried the king.

			“Yes, the en­e­my. It is too late. Stop a mo­ment; does not that sun­beam yon­der, just by the side of the town, glit­ter on the Iron­sides?”

			This was the name giv­en the cuirassiers, whom Cromwell had made his body­guard.

			“Ah!” said the king, “we shall soon see whether my High­landers have be­trayed me or not.”

			“What are you go­ing to do?” ex­claimed Athos.

			“To give them the or­der to charge, and run down these mis­er­able rebels.”

			And the king, putting spurs to his horse, set off to the tent of Lord Lev­en.

			“Fol­low him,” said Athos.

			“Come!” ex­claimed Aramis.

			“Is the king wound­ed?” cried Lord Win­ter. “I see spots of blood on the ground.” And he set off to fol­low the two friends.

			He was stopped by Athos.

			“Go and call out your reg­i­ment,” said he; “I can fore­see that we shall have need of it di­rect­ly.”

			Win­ter turned his horse and the two friends rode on. It had tak­en but two min­utes for the king to reach the tent of the Scot­tish com­man­der; he dis­mount­ed and en­tered.

			The gen­er­al was there, sur­round­ed by the more prom­i­nent chiefs.

			“The king!” they ex­claimed, as all rose in be­wil­der­ment.

			Charles was in­deed in the midst of them, his hat on his head, his brows bent, strik­ing his boot with his rid­ing whip.

			“Yes, gen­tle­men, the king in per­son, the king who has come to ask for some ac­count of what has hap­pened.”

			“What is the mat­ter, sire?” ex­claimed Lord Lev­en.

			“It is this, sir,” said the king, an­gri­ly, “that Gen­er­al Cromwell has reached New­cas­tle; that you knew it and I was not in­formed of it; that the en­e­my have left the town and are now clos­ing the pas­sages of the Tyne against us; that our sen­tinels have seen this move­ment and I have been left un­ac­quaint­ed with it; that, by an in­fa­mous treaty you have sold me for two hun­dred thou­sand pounds to Par­lia­ment. Of this treaty, at least, I have been warned. This is the mat­ter, gen­tle­men; an­swer and ex­cul­pate your­selves, for I stand here to ac­cuse you.”

			“Sire,” said Lord Lev­en, with hes­i­ta­tion, “sire, Your Majesty has been de­ceived by false re­ports.”

			“My own eyes have seen the en­e­my ex­tend it­self be­tween my­self and Scot­land; and I can al­most say that with my own ears I have heard the claus­es of the treaty de­bat­ed.”

			The Scotch chief­tains looked at each oth­er in their turn with frown­ing brows.

			“Sire,” mur­mured Lord Lev­en, crushed by shame, “sire, we are ready to give you ev­ery proof of our fi­deli­ty.”

			“I ask but one,” said the king; “put the army in bat­tle ar­ray and face the en­e­my.”

			“That can­not be, sire,” said the earl.

			“How, can­not be? What hin­ders it?” ex­claimed the king.

			“Your Majesty is well aware that there is a truce be­tween us and the Eng­lish army.”

			“And if there is a truce the Eng­lish army has bro­ken it by quit­ting the town, con­trary to the agree­ment which kept it there. Now, I tell you, you must pass with me through this army across to Scot­land, and if you refuse you may choose be­twixt two names, which the con­tempt of all hon­est men will brand you with—you are ei­ther cow­ards or traitors!”

			The eyes of the Scotch flashed fire; and, as of­ten hap­pens on such oc­ca­sions, from shame they passed to ef­fron­tery and two heads of clans ad­vanced up­on the king.

			“Yes,” said they, “we have promised to de­liv­er Scot­land and Eng­land from him who for the last five-and-twen­ty years has sucked the blood and gold of Scot­land and Eng­land. We have promised and we will keep our prom­ise. Charles Stu­art, you are our pris­on­er.”

			And both ex­tend­ed their hands as if to seize the king, but be­fore they could touch him with the tips of their fin­gers, both had fall­en, one dead, the oth­er stunned.

			Aramis had passed his sword through the body of the first and Athos had knocked down the oth­er with the butt end of his pis­tol.

			Then, as Lord Lev­en and the oth­er chief­tains re­coiled be­fore this un­ex­pect­ed res­cue, which seemed to come from Heav­en for the prince they al­ready thought was their pris­on­er, Athos and Aramis dragged the king from the per­jured as­sem­bly in­to which he had so im­pru­dent­ly ven­tured, and throw­ing them­selves on horse­back all three re­turned at full gal­lop to the roy­al tent.

			On their road they per­ceived Lord Win­ter march­ing at the head of his reg­i­ment. The king mo­tioned him to ac­com­pa­ny them.

		
	
		
			
				LVI

				The Avenger

			
			They all four en­tered the tent; they had no plan ready—they must think of one.

			The king threw him­self in­to an arm­chair. “I am lost,” said he.

			“No, sire,” replied Athos. “You are on­ly be­trayed.”

			The king sighed deeply.

			“Be­trayed! yes—be­trayed by the Scotch, amongst whom I was born, whom I have al­ways loved bet­ter than the Eng­lish. Oh, traitors that ye are!”

			“Sire,” said Athos, “this is not a mo­ment for re­crim­i­na­tion, but a time to show your­self a king and a gen­tle­man. Up, sire! up! for you have here at least three men who will not be­tray you. Ah! if we had been five!” mur­mured Athos, think­ing of d’Artag­nan and Porthos.

			“What do you say?” in­quired Charles, ris­ing.

			“I say, sire, that there is now but one way open. Lord Win­ter an­swers for his reg­i­ment, or at least very near­ly so—we will not split straws about words—let him place him­self at the head of his men, we will place our­selves at the side of Your Majesty, and we will mow a swath through Cromwell’s army and reach Scot­land.”

			“There is an­oth­er method,” said Aramis. “Let one of us put on the dress and mount the king’s horse. Whilst they pur­sue him the king might es­cape.”

			“It is good ad­vice,” said Athos, “and if the king will do one of us the hon­or we shall be tru­ly grate­ful to him.”

			“What do you think of this coun­sel, Win­ter?” asked the king, look­ing with ad­mi­ra­tion at these two men, whose chief idea seemed to be how they could take on their shoul­ders all the dan­gers that as­sailed him.

			“I think the on­ly chance of sav­ing Your Majesty has just been pro­posed by Mon­sieur d’Herblay. I humbly en­treat Your Majesty to choose quick­ly, for we have not an in­stant to lose.”

			“But if I ac­cept, it is death, or at least im­pris­on­ment, for him who takes my place.”

			“He will have had the glo­ry of hav­ing saved his king,” cried Win­ter.

			The king looked at his old friend with tears in his eyes; un­did the Or­der of the Saint Es­prit which he wore, to hon­or the two French­men who were with him, and passed it around Win­ter’s neck, who re­ceived on his knees this strik­ing proof of his sov­er­eign’s con­fi­dence and friend­ship.

			“It is right,” said Athos; “he has served Your Majesty longer than we have.”

			The king over­heard these words and turned around with tears in his eyes.

			“Wait a mo­ment, sir,” said he; “I have an or­der for each of you al­so.”

			He turned to a clos­et where his own or­ders were locked up, and took out two rib­bons of the Or­der of the Garter.

			“These can­not be for us,” said Athos.

			“Why not, sir?” asked Charles.

			“Such are for roy­al­ty, and we are sim­ple com­mon­ers.”

			“Speak not of crowns. I shall not find amongst them such great hearts as yours. No, no, you do your­selves in­jus­tice; but I am here to do you jus­tice. On your knees, count.”

			Athos knelt down and the king passed the rib­bon down from left to right as usu­al, raised his sword, and in­stead of pro­nounc­ing the cus­tom­ary for­mu­la, “I make you a knight. Be brave, faith­ful and loy­al,” he said, “You are brave, faith­ful and loy­al. I knight you, Mon­sieur le Comte.”

			Then turn­ing to Aramis, he said:

			“It is now your turn, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier.”

			The same cer­e­mo­ny recom­menced, with the same words, whilst Win­ter un­laced his leather cuirass, that he might dis­guise him­self like the king. Charles, hav­ing pro­ceed­ed with Aramis as with Athos, em­braced them both.

			“Sire,” said Win­ter, who in this try­ing emer­gen­cy felt all his strength and en­er­gy fire up, “we are ready.”

			The king looked at the three gen­tle­men. “Then we must fly!” said he.

			“Fly­ing through an army, sire,” said Athos, “in all coun­tries in the world is called charg­ing.”

			“Then I shall die, sword in hand,” said Charles. “Mon­sieur le Comte, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier, if ev­er I am king—”

			“Sire, you have al­ready done us more hon­or than sim­ple gen­tle­men could ev­er as­pire to, there­fore grat­i­tude is on our side. But we must not lose time. We have al­ready wast­ed too much.”

			The king again shook hands with all three, ex­changed hats with Win­ter and went out.

			Win­ter’s reg­i­ment was ranged on some high ground above the camp. The king, fol­lowed by the three friends, turned his steps that way. The Scotch camp seemed as if at last awak­ened; the sol­diers had come out of their tents and tak­en up their sta­tion in bat­tle ar­ray.

			“Do you see that?” said the king. “Per­haps they are pen­i­tent and pre­par­ing to march.”

			“If they are pen­i­tent,” said Athos, “let them fol­low us.”

			“Well!” said the king, “what shall we do?”

			“Let us ex­am­ine the en­e­my’s army.”

			At the same in­stant the eyes of the lit­tle group were fixed on the same line which at day­break they had mis­tak­en for fog and which the morn­ing sun now plain­ly showed was an army in or­der of bat­tle. The air was soft and clear, as it gen­er­al­ly is at that ear­ly hour of the morn­ing. The reg­i­ments, the stan­dards, and even the col­ors of the hors­es and uni­forms were now clear­ly dis­tinct.

			On the sum­mit of a ris­ing ground, a lit­tle in ad­vance of the en­e­my, ap­peared a short and heavy look­ing man; this man was sur­round­ed by of­fi­cers. He turned a spy­glass to­ward the lit­tle group amongst which the king stood.

			“Does this man know Your Majesty per­son­al­ly?” in­quired Aramis.

			Charles smiled.

			“That man is Cromwell,” said he.

			“Then draw down your hat, sire, that he may not dis­cov­er the sub­sti­tu­tion.”

			“Ah!” said Athos, “how much time we have lost.”

			“Now,” said the king, “give the word and let us start.”

			“Will you not give it, sire?” asked Athos.

			“No; I make you my lieu­tenant-gen­er­al,” said the king.

			“Lis­ten, then, Lord Win­ter. Pro­ceed, sire, I beg. What we are go­ing to say does not con­cern Your Majesty.”

			The king, smil­ing, turned a few steps back.

			“This is what I pro­pose to do,” said Athos. “We will di­vide our reg­i­ments in­to two squadrons. You will put your­self at the head of the first. We and His Majesty will lead the sec­ond. If no ob­sta­cle oc­curs we will both charge to­geth­er, force the en­e­my’s line and throw our­selves in­to the Tyne, which we must cross, ei­ther by ford­ing or swim­ming; if, on the con­trary, any re­pulse should take place, you and your men must fight to the last man, whilst we and the king pro­ceed on our road. Once ar­rived at the brink of the riv­er, should we even find them three ranks deep, as long as you and your reg­i­ment do your du­ty, we will look to the rest.”

			“To horse!” said Lord Win­ter.

			“To horse!” ree­choed Athos; “ev­ery­thing is ar­ranged and de­cid­ed.”

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” cried the king, “for­ward! and ral­ly to the old cry of France, ‘Mon­tjoy and St. De­nis!’ The war cry of Eng­land is too of­ten in the mouths of traitors.”

			They mount­ed—the king on Win­ter’s horse and Win­ter on that of the king; then Win­ter took his place at the head of the first squadron, and the king, with Athos on his right and Aramis on his left, at the head of the sec­ond.

			The Scotch army stood mo­tion­less and silent, seized with shame at sight of these prepa­ra­tions.

			Some of the chief­tains left the ranks and broke their swords in two.

			“There,” said the king, “that con­soles me; they are not all traitors.”

			At this mo­ment Win­ter’s voice was raised with the cry of “For­ward!”

			The first squadron moved off; the sec­ond fol­lowed, and de­scend­ed from the plateau. A reg­i­ment of cuirassiers, near­ly equal as to num­bers, is­sued from be­hind the hill and came full gal­lop to­ward it.

			The king point­ed this out.

			“Sire,” said Athos, “we fore­saw this; and if Lord Win­ter’s men but do their du­ty, we are saved, in­stead of lost.”

			At this mo­ment they heard above all the gal­lop­ing and neigh­ing of the hors­es Win­ter’s voice cry­ing out:

			“Sword in hand!”

			At these words ev­ery sword was drawn, and glit­tered in the air like light­ning.

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” said the king in his turn, ex­cit­ed by this sight, “come, gen­tle­men, sword in hand!”

			But Aramis and Athos were the on­ly ones to obey this com­mand and the king’s ex­am­ple.

			“We are be­trayed,” said the king in a low voice.

			“Wait a mo­ment,” said Athos, “per­haps they do not rec­og­nize Your Majesty’s voice, and await the or­der of their cap­tain.”

			“Have they not heard that of their colonel? But look! look!” cried the king, draw­ing up his horse with a sud­den jerk, which threw it on its haunch­es, and seiz­ing the bri­dle of Athos’s horse.

			“Ah, cow­ards! traitors!” screamed Lord Win­ter, whose voice they heard, whilst his men, quit­ting their ranks, dis­persed all over the plain.

			About fif­teen men were ranged around him and await­ed the charge of Cromwell’s cuirassiers.

			“Let us go and die with them!” said the king.

			“Let us go,” said Athos and Aramis.

			“All faith­ful hearts with me!” cried out Win­ter.

			This voice was heard by the two friends, who set off, full gal­lop.

			“No quar­ter!” cried a voice in French, an­swer­ing to that of Win­ter, which made them trem­ble.

			As for Win­ter, at the sound of that voice he turned pale, and was, as it were, pet­ri­fied.

			It was the voice of a cav­a­lier mount­ed on a mag­nif­i­cent black horse, who was charg­ing at the head of the Eng­lish reg­i­ment, of which, in his ar­dor, he was ten steps in ad­vance.

			“ ’Tis he!” mur­mured Win­ter, his eyes glazed and he al­lowed his sword to fall to his side.

			“The king! the king!” cried out sev­er­al voic­es, de­ceived by the blue rib­bon and chest­nut horse of Win­ter; “take him alive.”

			“No! it is not the king!” ex­claimed the cav­a­lier. “Lord Win­ter, you are not the king; you are my un­cle.”

			At the same mo­ment Mor­daunt, for it was he, lev­eled his pis­tol at Win­ter; it went off and the ball en­tered the heart of the old cav­a­lier, who with one bound on his sad­dle fell back in­to the arms of Athos, mur­mur­ing: “He is avenged!”

			“Think of my moth­er!” shout­ed Mor­daunt, as his horse plunged and dart­ed off at full gal­lop.

			“Wretch!” ex­claimed Aramis, rais­ing his pis­tol as he passed by him; but the pow­der flashed in the pan and it did not go off.

			At this mo­ment the whole reg­i­ment came up and they fell up­on the few men who had held out, sur­round­ing the two French­men. Athos, af­ter mak­ing sure that Lord Win­ter was re­al­ly dead, let fall the corpse and said:

			“Come, Aramis, now for the hon­or of France!” and the two En­glish­men who were near­est to them fell, mor­tal­ly wound­ed.

			At the same mo­ment a fear­ful “hur­rah!” rent the air and thir­ty blades glit­tered about their heads.

			Sud­den­ly a man sprang out of the Eng­lish ranks, fell up­on Athos, twined arms of steel around him, and tear­ing his sword from him, said in his ear:

			“Si­lence! yield—you yield to me, do you not?”

			A gi­ant had seized al­so Aramis’s two wrists, who strug­gled in vain to re­lease him­self from this for­mi­da­ble grasp.

			“D’Art—” ex­claimed Athos, whilst the Gas­con cov­ered his mouth with his hand.

			“I am your pris­on­er,” said Aramis, giv­ing up his sword to Porthos.

			“Fire, fire!” cried Mor­daunt, re­turn­ing to the group sur­round­ing the two friends.

			“And where­fore fire?” said the colonel; “ev­ery­one has yield­ed.”

			“It is the son of Mi­la­dy,” said Athos to d’Artag­nan.

			“I rec­og­nize him.”

			“It is the monk,” whis­pered Porthos to Aramis.

			“I know it.”

			And now the ranks be­gan to open. D’Artag­nan held the bri­dle of Athos’s horse and Porthos that of Aramis. Both of them at­tempt­ed to lead his pris­on­er off the bat­tle­field.

			This move­ment re­vealed the spot where Win­ter’s body had fall­en. Mor­daunt had found it out and was gaz­ing on his dead rel­a­tive with an ex­pres­sion of ma­lig­nant ha­tred.

			Athos, though now cool and col­lect­ed, put his hand to his belt, where his load­ed pis­tols yet re­mained.

			“What are you about?” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Let me kill him.”

			“We are all four lost, if by the least ges­ture you dis­cov­er that you rec­og­nize him.”

			Then turn­ing to the young man he ex­claimed:

			“A fine prize! a fine prize, friend Mor­daunt; we have both my­self and Mon­sieur du Val­lon, tak­en two Knights of the Garter, noth­ing less.”

			“But,” said Mor­daunt, look­ing at Athos and Aramis with blood­shot eyes, “these are French­men, I imag­ine.”

			“I’faith, I don’t know. Are you French, sir?” said he to Athos.

			“I am,” replied the lat­ter, grave­ly.

			“Very well, my dear sir, you are the pris­on­er of a fel­low coun­try­man.”

			“But the king—where is the king?” ex­claimed Athos, anx­ious­ly.

			D’Artag­nan vig­or­ous­ly seized his pris­on­er’s hand, say­ing:

			“Eh! the king? We have se­cured him.”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “through an in­fa­mous act of trea­son.”

			Porthos pressed his friend’s hand and said to him:

			“Yes, sir, all is fair in war, strat­a­gem as well as force; look yon­der!”

			At this in­stant the squadron, that ought to have pro­tect­ed Charles’s re­treat, was ad­vanc­ing to meet the Eng­lish reg­i­ments. The king, who was en­tire­ly sur­round­ed, walked alone in a great emp­ty space. He ap­peared calm, but it was ev­i­dent­ly not with­out a mighty ef­fort. Drops of per­spi­ra­tion trick­led down his face, and from time to time he put a hand­ker­chief to his mouth to wipe away the blood that rilled from it.

			“Be­hold Neb­uchad­nez­zar!” ex­claimed an old Pu­ri­tan sol­dier, whose eyes flashed at the sight of the man they called the tyrant.

			“Do you call him Neb­uchad­nez­zar?” said Mor­daunt, with a ter­ri­ble smile; “no, it is Charles the First, the king, the good King Charles, who de­spoils his sub­jects to en­rich him­self.”

			Charles glanced a mo­ment at the in­so­lent crea­ture who ut­tered this, but did not rec­og­nize him. Nev­er­the­less, the calm re­li­gious dig­ni­ty of his coun­te­nance abashed Mor­daunt.

			“Bon jour, messieurs!” said the king to the two gen­tle­men who were held by d’Artag­nan and Porthos. “The day has been un­for­tu­nate, but it is not your fault, thank God! But where is my old friend Win­ter?”

			The two gen­tle­men turned away their heads in si­lence.

			“In Straf­ford’s com­pa­ny,” said Mor­daunt, taunt­ing­ly.

			Charles shud­dered. The de­mon had known how to wound him. The re­mem­brance of Straf­ford was a source of last­ing re­morse to him, the shad­ow that haunt­ed him by day and night. The king looked around him. He saw a corpse at his feet. It was Win­ter’s. He ut­tered not a word, nor shed a tear, but a dead­ly pal­lor spread over his face; he knelt down on the ground, raised Win­ter’s head, and un­fas­ten­ing the Or­der of the Saint Es­prit, placed it on his own breast.

			“Lord Win­ter is killed, then?” in­quired d’Artag­nan, fix­ing his eyes on the corpse.

			“Yes,” said Athos, “by his own nephew.”

			“Come, he was the first of us to go; peace be to him! he was an hon­est man,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Charles Stu­art,” said the colonel of the Eng­lish reg­i­ment, ap­proach­ing the king, who had just put on the in­signia of roy­al­ty, “do you yield your­self a pris­on­er?”

			“Colonel Tom­li­son,” said Charles, “kings can­not yield; the man alone sub­mits to force.”

			“Your sword.”

			The king drew his sword and broke it on his knee.

			At this mo­ment a horse with­out a rid­er, cov­ered with foam, his nos­trils ex­tend­ed and eyes all fire, gal­loped up, and rec­og­niz­ing his mas­ter, stopped and neighed with plea­sure; it was Arthur.

			The king smiled, pat­ted it with his hand and jumped light­ly in­to the sad­dle.

			“Now, gen­tle­men,” said he, “con­duct me where you will.”

			Turn­ing back again, he said, “I thought I saw Win­ter move; if he still lives, by all you hold most sa­cred, do not aban­don him.”

			“Nev­er fear, King Charles,” said Mor­daunt, “the bul­let pierced his heart.”

			“Do not breathe a word nor make the least sign to me or Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan to Athos and Aramis, “that you rec­og­nize this man, for Mi­la­dy is not dead; her soul lives in the body of this de­mon.”

			The de­tach­ment now moved to­ward the town with the roy­al cap­tive; but on the road an aide-de-camp, from Cromwell, sent or­ders that Colonel Tom­li­son should con­duct him to Hold­en­by Cas­tle.

			At the same time couri­ers start­ed in ev­ery di­rec­tion over Eng­land and Eu­rope to an­nounce that Charles Stu­art was the pris­on­er of Oliv­er Cromwell.

		
	
		
			
				LVII

				Oliv­er Cromwell

			
			“Have you been to the gen­er­al?” said Mor­daunt to d’Artag­nan and Porthos; “you know he sent for you af­ter the ac­tion.”

			“We want first to put our pris­on­ers in a place of safe­ty,” replied d’Artag­nan. “Do you know, sir, these gen­tle­men are each of them worth fif­teen hun­dred pounds?”

			“Oh, be as­sured,” said Mor­daunt, look­ing at them with an ex­pres­sion he vain­ly en­deav­oured to soft­en, “my sol­diers will guard them, and guard them well, I prom­ise you.”

			“I shall take bet­ter care of them my­self,” an­swered d’Artag­nan; “be­sides, all they re­quire is a good room, with sen­tinels, or their sim­ple pa­role that they will not at­tempt es­cape. I will go and see about that, and then we shall have the hon­or of pre­sent­ing our­selves to the gen­er­al and re­ceiv­ing his com­mands for his Em­i­nence.”

			“You think of start­ing at once, then?” in­quired Mor­daunt.

			“Our mis­sion is end­ed, and there is noth­ing more to de­tain us now but the good plea­sure of the great man to whom we were sent.”

			The young man bit his lips and whis­pered to his sergeant:

			“You will fol­low these men and not lose sight of them; when you have dis­cov­ered where they lodge, come and await me at the town gate.”

			The sergeant made a sign of com­pre­hen­sion.

			In­stead of fol­low­ing the knot of pris­on­ers that were be­ing tak­en in­to the town, Mor­daunt turned his steps to­ward the ris­ing ground from whence Cromwell had wit­nessed the bat­tle and on which he had just had his tent pitched.

			Cromwell had giv­en or­ders that no one was to be al­lowed ad­mis­sion; but the sen­tinel, who knew that Mor­daunt was one of the most con­fi­den­tial friends of the gen­er­al, thought the or­der did not ex­tend to the young man. Mor­daunt, there­fore, raised the can­vas, and saw Cromwell seat­ed be­fore a ta­ble, his head buried in his hands, his back be­ing turned.

			Whether he heard Mor­daunt or not as he en­tered, Cromwell did not move. Mor­daunt re­mained stand­ing near the door. At last, af­ter a few mo­ments, Cromwell raised his head, and, as if he di­vined that some­one was there, turned slow­ly around.

			“I said I wished to be alone,” he ex­claimed, on see­ing the young man.

			“They thought this or­der did not con­cern me, sir; nev­er­the­less, if you wish it, I am ready to go.”

			“Ah! is it you, Mor­daunt?” said Cromwell, the cloud pass­ing away from his face; “since you are here, it is well; you may re­main.”

			“I come to con­grat­u­late you.”

			“To con­grat­u­late me—what for?”

			“On the cap­ture of Charles Stu­art. You are now mas­ter of Eng­land.”

			“I was much more re­al­ly so two hours ago.”

			“How so, gen­er­al?”

			“Be­cause Eng­land had need of me to take the tyrant, and now the tyrant is tak­en. Have you seen him?”

			“Yes, sir,” said Mor­daunt.

			“What is his bear­ing?”

			Mor­daunt hes­i­tat­ed; but it seemed as though he was con­strained to tell the truth.

			“Calm and dig­ni­fied,” said he.

			“What did he say?”

			“Some part­ing words to his friends.”

			“His friends!” mur­mured Cromwell. “Has he any friends?” Then he added aloud, “Did he make any re­sis­tance?”

			“No, sir, with the ex­cep­tion of two or three friends ev­ery­one de­sert­ed him; he had no means of re­sis­tance.”

			“To whom did he give up his sword?”

			“He did not give it up; he broke it.”

			“He did well; but in­stead of break­ing it, he might have used it to still more ad­van­tage.”

			There was a mo­men­tary pause.

			“I heard that the colonel of the reg­i­ment that es­cort­ed Charles was killed,” said Cromwell, star­ing very fixed­ly at Mor­daunt.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“By whom?” in­quired Cromwell.

			“By me.”

			“What was his name?”

			“Lord Win­ter.”

			“Your un­cle?” ex­claimed Cromwell.

			“My un­cle,” an­swered Mor­daunt; “but traitors to Eng­land are no longer mem­bers of my fam­i­ly.”

			Cromwell ob­served the young man a mo­ment in si­lence, then, with that pro­found melan­choly Shake­speare de­scribes so well:

			“Mor­daunt,” he said, “you are a ter­ri­ble ser­vant.”

			“When the Lord com­mands,” said Mor­daunt, “His com­mands are not to be dis­put­ed. Abra­ham raised the knife against Isaac, and Isaac was his son.”

			“Yes,” said Cromwell, “but the Lord did not suf­fer that sac­ri­fice to be ac­com­plished.”

			“I have looked around me,” said Mor­daunt, “and I have seen nei­ther goat nor kid caught among the bush­es of the plain.”

			Cromwell bowed. “You are strong among the strong, Mor­daunt,” he said; “and the French­men, how did they be­have?”

			“Most fear­less­ly.”

			“Yes, yes,” mur­mured Cromwell; “the French fight well; and if my glass was good and I mis­take not, they were fore­most in the fight.”

			“They were,” replied Mor­daunt.

			“Af­ter you, how­ev­er,” said Cromwell.

			“It was the fault of their hors­es, not theirs.”

			An­oth­er pause.

			“And the Scotch?”

			“They kept their word and nev­er stirred,” said Mor­daunt.

			“Wretch­ed men!”

			“Their of­fi­cers wish to see you, sir.”

			“I have no time to see them. Are they paid?”

			“Yes, tonight.”

			“Let them be off and re­turn to their own coun­try, there to hide their shame, if its hills are high enough; I have noth­ing more to do with them nor they with me. And now go, Mor­daunt.”

			“Be­fore I go,” said Mor­daunt, “I have some ques­tions and a fa­vor to ask you, sir.”

			“A fa­vor from me?”

			Mor­daunt bowed.

			“I come to you, my lead­er, my head, my fa­ther, and I ask you, mas­ter, are you con­tent­ed with me?”

			Cromwell looked at him with as­ton­ish­ment. The young man re­mained im­mov­able.

			“Yes,” said Cromwell; “you have done, since I knew you, not on­ly your du­ty, but more than your du­ty; you have been a faith­ful friend, a cau­tious ne­go­tia­tor, a brave sol­dier.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber, sir it was my idea, the Scotch treaty, for giv­ing up the king?”

			“Yes, the idea was yours. I had no such con­tempt for men be­fore.”

			“Was I not a good am­bas­sador in France?”

			“Yes, for Mazarin has grant­ed what I de­sire.”

			“Have I not al­ways fought for your glo­ry and in­ter­ests?”

			“Too ar­dent­ly, per­haps; it is what I have just re­proached you for. But what is the mean­ing of all these ques­tions?”

			“To tell you, my lord, that the mo­ment has now ar­rived when, with a sin­gle word, you may rec­om­pense all these ser­vices.”

			“Oh!” said Oliv­er, with a slight curl of his lip, “I for­got that ev­ery ser­vice mer­its some re­ward and that up to this mo­ment you have not been paid.”

			“Sir, I can take my pay at this mo­ment, to the full ex­tent of my wish­es.”

			“How is that?”

			“I have the pay­ment un­der my hand; I al­most pos­sess it.”

			“What is it? Have they of­fered you mon­ey? Do you wish a step, or some place in the gov­ern­ment?”

			“Sir, will you grant me my re­quest?”

			“Let us hear what it is, first.”

			“Sir, when you have told me to obey an or­der did I ev­er an­swer, ‘Let me see that or­der’?”

			“If, how­ev­er, your wish should be one im­pos­si­ble to ful­fill?”

			“When you have cher­ished a wish and have charged me with its ful­fill­ment, have I ev­er replied, ‘It is im­pos­si­ble’?”

			“But a re­quest pre­ferred with so much prepa­ra­tion—”

			“Ah, do not fear, sir,” said Mor­daunt, with ap­par­ent sim­plic­i­ty: “it will not ru­in you.”

			“Well, then,” said Cromwell, “I prom­ise, as far as lies in my pow­er, to grant your re­quest; pro­ceed.”

			“Sir, two pris­on­ers were tak­en this morn­ing, will you let me have them?”

			“For their ran­som? have they then of­fered a large one?” in­quired Cromwell.

			“On the con­trary, I think they are poor, sir.”

			“They are friends of yours, then?”

			“Yes, sir,” ex­claimed Mor­daunt, “they are friends, dear friends of mine, and I would lay down my life for them.”

			“Very well, Mor­daunt,” ex­claimed Cromwell, pleased at hav­ing his opin­ion of the young man raised once more; “I will give them to you; I will not even ask who they are; do as you like with them.”

			“Thank you, sir!” ex­claimed Mor­daunt, “thank you; my life is al­ways at your ser­vice, and should I lose it I should still owe you some­thing; thank you; you have in­deed re­paid me mu­nif­i­cent­ly for my ser­vices.”

			He threw him­self at the feet of Cromwell, and in spite of the ef­forts of the Pu­ri­tan gen­er­al, who did not like this al­most king­ly homage, he took his hand and kissed it.

			“What!” said Cromwell, ar­rest­ing him for a mo­ment as he arose; “is there noth­ing more you wish? nei­ther gold nor rank?”

			“You have giv­en me all you can give me, and from to­day your debt is paid.”

			And Mor­daunt dart­ed out of the gen­er­al’s tent, his heart beat­ing and his eyes sparkling with joy.

			Cromwell gazed a mo­ment af­ter him.

			“He has slain his un­cle!” he mur­mured. “Alas! what are my ser­vants? Pos­si­bly this one, who asks noth­ing or seems to ask noth­ing, has asked more in the eyes of Heav­en than those who tax the coun­try and steal the bread of the poor. No­body serves me for noth­ing. Charles, who is my pris­on­er, may still have friends, but I have none!”

			And with a deep sigh he again sank in­to the rever­ie that had been in­ter­rupt­ed by Mor­daunt.
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				Jé­sus Seigneur

			
			Whilst Mor­daunt was mak­ing his way to Cromwell’s tent, d’Artag­nan and Porthos had brought their pris­on­ers to the house which had been as­signed to them as their dwelling at New­cas­tle.

			The or­der giv­en by Mor­daunt to the sergeant had been heard by d’Artag­nan, who ac­cord­ing­ly, by an ex­pres­sive glance, warned Athos and Aramis to ex­er­cise ex­treme cau­tion. The pris­on­ers, there­fore, had re­mained silent as they marched along in com­pa­ny with their con­querors—which they could do with the less dif­fi­cul­ty since each of them had oc­cu­pa­tion enough in an­swer­ing his own thoughts.

			It would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe Mous­que­ton’s as­ton­ish­ment when from the thresh­old of the door he saw the four friends ap­proach­ing, fol­lowed by a sergeant with a dozen men. He rubbed his eyes, doubt­ing if he re­al­ly saw be­fore him Athos and Aramis; and forced at last to yield to ev­i­dence, he was on the point of break­ing forth in ex­cla­ma­tions when he en­coun­tered a glance from the eyes of Porthos, the re­pres­sive force of which he was not in­clined to dis­pute.

			Mous­que­ton re­mained glued to the door, await­ing the ex­pla­na­tion of this strange oc­cur­rence. What up­set him com­plete­ly was that the four friends seemed to have no ac­quain­tance with one an­oth­er.

			The house to which d’Artag­nan and Porthos con­duct­ed Athos and Aramis was the one as­signed to them by Gen­er­al Cromwell and of which they had tak­en pos­ses­sion on the pre­vi­ous evening. It was at the cor­ner of two streets and had in the rear, bor­der­ing on the side street, sta­bles and a sort of gar­den. The win­dows on the ground floor, ac­cord­ing to a cus­tom in pro­vin­cial vil­lages, were barred, so that they strong­ly re­sem­bled the win­dows of a prison.

			The two friends made the pris­on­ers en­ter the house first, whilst they stood at the door, de­sir­ing Mous­que­ton to take the four hors­es to the sta­ble.

			“Why don’t we go in with them?” asked Porthos.

			“We must first see what the sergeant wish­es us to do,” replied d’Artag­nan.

			The sergeant and his men took pos­ses­sion of the lit­tle gar­den.

			D’Artag­nan asked them what they wished and why they had tak­en that po­si­tion.

			“We have had or­ders,” an­swered the man, “to help you in tak­ing care of your pris­on­ers.”

			There could be no fault to find with this ar­range­ment; on the con­trary, it seemed to be a del­i­cate at­ten­tion, to be grate­ful­ly re­ceived; d’Artag­nan, there­fore, thanked the man and gave him a crown piece to drink to Gen­er­al Cromwell’s health.

			The sergeant an­swered that Pu­ri­tans nev­er drank, and put the crown piece in his pock­et.

			“Ah!” said Porthos, “what a fear­ful day, my dear d’Artag­nan!”

			“What! a fear­ful day, when to­day we find our friends?”

			“Yes; but un­der what cir­cum­stances?”

			“ ’Tis true that our po­si­tion is an awk­ward one; but let us go in and see more clear­ly what is to be done.”

			“Things look black enough,” replied Porthos; “I un­der­stand now why Aramis ad­vised me to stran­gle that hor­ri­ble Mor­daunt.”

			“Si­lence!” cried the Gas­con; “do not ut­ter that name.”

			“But,” ar­gued Porthos, “I speak French and they are all Eng­lish.”

			D’Artag­nan looked at Porthos with that air of won­der which a cun­ning man can­not help feel­ing at dis­plays of crass stu­pid­i­ty.

			But as Porthos on his side could not com­pre­hend his as­ton­ish­ment, he mere­ly pushed him in­doors, say­ing, “Let us go in.”

			They found Athos in pro­found de­spon­den­cy; Aramis looked first at Porthos and then at d’Artag­nan, with­out speak­ing, but the lat­ter un­der­stood his mean­ing­ful look.

			“You want to know how we came here? ’Tis eas­i­ly guessed. Mazarin sent us with a let­ter to Gen­er­al Cromwell.”

			“But how came you to fall in­to com­pa­ny with Mor­daunt, whom I bade you dis­trust?” asked Athos.

			“And whom I ad­vised you to stran­gle, Porthos,” said Aramis.

			“Mazarin again. Cromwell had sent him to Mazarin. Mazarin sent us to Cromwell. There is a cer­tain fa­tal­i­ty in it.”

			“Yes, you are right, d’Artag­nan, a fa­tal­i­ty that will sep­a­rate and ru­in us! So, my dear Aramis, say no more about it and let us pre­pare to sub­mit to des­tiny.”

			“Zounds! on the con­trary, let us speak about it; for it was agreed among us, once for all, that we should al­ways hold to­geth­er, though en­gaged on op­pos­ing sides.”

			“Yes,” added Athos, “I now ask you, d’Artag­nan, what side you are on? Ah! be­hold for what end the wretch­ed Mazarin has made use of you. Do you know in what crime you are to­day en­gaged? In the cap­ture of a king, his degra­da­tion and his mur­der.”

			“Oh! oh!” cried Porthos, “do you think so?”

			“You are ex­ag­ger­at­ing, Athos; we are not so far gone as that,” replied the lieu­tenant.

			“Good heav­ens! we are on the very eve of it. I say, why is the king tak­en pris­on­er? Those who wish to re­spect him as a mas­ter would not buy him as a slave. Do you think it is to re­place him on the throne that Cromwell has paid for him two hun­dred thou­sand pounds ster­ling? They will kill him, you may be sure of it.”

			“I don’t main­tain the con­trary,” said d’Artag­nan. “But what’s that to us? I am here be­cause I am a sol­dier and have to obey or­ders—I have tak­en an oath to obey, and I do obey; but you who have tak­en no such oath, why are you here and what cause do you rep­re­sent?”

			“That most sa­cred in the world,” said Athos; “the cause of mis­for­tune, of re­li­gion, roy­al­ty. A friend, a wife, a daugh­ter, have done us the hon­or to call us to their aid. We have served them to the best of our poor means, and God will rec­om­pense the will, for­give the want of pow­er. You may see mat­ters dif­fer­ent­ly, d’Artag­nan, and think oth­er­wise. I will not at­tempt to ar­gue with you, but I blame you.”

			“Hey­day!” cried d’Artag­nan, “what mat­ters it to me, af­ter all, if Cromwell, who’s an En­glish­man, re­volts against his king, who is a Scotch­man? I am my­self a French­man. I have noth­ing to do with these things—why hold me re­spon­si­ble?”

			“Yes,” said Porthos.

			“Be­cause all gen­tle­men are broth­ers, be­cause you are a gen­tle­man, be­cause the kings of all coun­tries are the first among gen­tle­men, be­cause the blind pop­u­lace, un­grate­ful and bru­tal, al­ways takes plea­sure in pulling down what is above them. And you, you, d’Artag­nan, a man sprung from the an­cient no­bil­i­ty of France, bear­ing an hon­or­able name, car­ry­ing a good sword, have helped to give up a king to beersellers, shop­keep­ers, and wag­oners. Ah! d’Artag­nan! per­haps you have done your du­ty as a sol­dier, but as a gen­tle­man, I say that you are very cul­pa­ble.”

			D’Artag­nan was chew­ing the stalk of a flow­er, un­able to re­ply and thor­ough­ly un­com­fort­able; for when turned from the eyes of Athos he en­coun­tered those of Aramis.

			“And you, Porthos,” con­tin­ued the count, as if in con­sid­er­a­tion for d’Artag­nan’s em­bar­rass­ment, “you, the best heart, the best friend, the best sol­dier that I know—you, with a soul that makes you wor­thy of a birth on the steps of a throne, and who, soon­er or lat­er, must re­ceive your re­ward from an in­tel­li­gent king—you, my dear Porthos, you, a gen­tle­man in man­ners, in tastes and in courage, you are as cul­pa­ble as d’Artag­nan.”

			Porthos blushed, but with plea­sure rather than with con­fu­sion; and yet, bow­ing his head, as if hu­mil­i­at­ed, he said:

			“Yes, yes, my dear count, I feel that you are right.”

			Athos arose.

			“Come,” he said, stretch­ing out his hand to d’Artag­nan, “come, don’t be sullen, my dear son, for I have said all this to you, if not in the tone, at least with the feel­ings of a fa­ther. It would have been eas­i­er to me mere­ly to have thanked you for pre­serv­ing my life and not to have ut­tered a word of all this.”

			“Doubt­less, doubt­less, Athos. But here it is: you have sen­ti­ments, the dev­il knows what, such as ev­ery­one can’t en­ter­tain. Who could sup­pose that a sen­si­ble man could leave his house, France, his ward—a charm­ing youth, for we saw him in the camp—to fly to the aid of a rot­ten, worm-eat­en roy­al­ty, which is go­ing to crum­ble one of these days like an old hov­el. The sen­ti­ments you air are cer­tain­ly fine, so fine that they are su­per­hu­man.”

			“How­ev­er that may be, d’Artag­nan,” replied Athos, with­out fall­ing in­to the snare which his Gas­con friend had pre­pared for him by an ap­peal to his parental love, “how­ev­er that may be, you know in the bot­tom of your heart that it is true; but I am wrong to dis­pute with my mas­ter. D’Artag­nan, I am your pris­on­er—treat me as such.”

			“Ah! par­dieu!” said d’Artag­nan, “you know you will not be my pris­on­er very long.”

			“No,” said Aramis, “they will doubt­less treat us like the pris­on­ers of the Philipghauts.”

			“And how were they treat­ed?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Why,” said Aramis, “one-half were hanged and the oth­er half were shot.”

			“Well, I,” said d’Artag­nan “I an­swer that while there re­mains a drop of blood in my veins you will be nei­ther hanged nor shot. Sang Diou! let them come on! Be­sides—do you see that door, Athos?”

			“Yes; what then?”

			“Well, you can go out by that door when­ev­er you please; for from this mo­ment you are free as the air.”

			“I rec­og­nize you there, my brave d’Artag­nan,” replied Athos; “but you are no longer our mas­ters. That door is guard­ed, d’Artag­nan; you know that.”

			“Very well, you will force it,” said Porthos. “There are on­ly a dozen men at the most.”

			“That would be noth­ing for us four; it is too much for us two. No, di­vid­ed as we now are, we must per­ish. See the fa­tal ex­am­ple: on the Ven­do­mois road, d’Artag­nan, you so brave, and you, Porthos, so valiant and so strong—you were beat­en; to­day Aramis and I are beat­en in our turn. Now that nev­er hap­pened to us when we were four to­geth­er. Let us die, then, as de Win­ter has died; as for me, I will fly on­ly on con­di­tion that we all fly to­geth­er.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” said d’Artag­nan; “we are un­der Mazarin’s or­ders.”

			“I know it and I have noth­ing more to say; my ar­gu­ments lead to noth­ing; doubt­less they are bad, since they have not de­ter­mined minds so just as yours.”

			“Be­sides,” said Aramis, “had they tak­en ef­fect it would be still bet­ter not to com­pro­mise two ex­cel­lent friends like d’Artag­nan and Porthos. Be as­sured, gen­tle­men, we shall do you hon­or in our dy­ing. As for my­self, I shall be proud to face the bul­lets, or even the rope, in com­pa­ny with you, Athos; for you have nev­er seemed to me so grand as you are to­day.”

			D’Artag­nan said noth­ing, but, af­ter hav­ing gnawed the flow­er stalk, he be­gan to bite his nails. At last:

			“Do you imag­ine,” he re­sumed, “that they mean to kill you? And where­fore should they do so? What in­ter­est have they in your death? More­over, you are our pris­on­ers.”

			“Fool!” cried Aramis; “know­est thou not, then, Mor­daunt? I have but ex­changed with him one look, yet that look con­vinced me that we were doomed.”

			“The truth is, I’m very sor­ry that I did not stran­gle him as you ad­vised me,” said Porthos.

			“Eh! I make no ac­count of the harm Mor­daunt can do!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Cap de Diou! if he trou­bles me too much I will crush him, the in­sect! Do not fly, then. It is use­less; for I swear to you that you are as safe here as you were twen­ty years, ago—you, Athos, in the Rue Fer­ou, and you, Aramis, in the Rue de Vau­gi­rard.”

			“Stop,” cried Athos, ex­tend­ing his hand to one of the grat­ed win­dows by which the room was light­ed; “you will soon know what to ex­pect, for here he is.”

			“Who?”

			“Mor­daunt.”

			In fact, look­ing at the place to which Athos point­ed, d’Artag­nan saw a cav­a­lier com­ing to­ward the house at full gal­lop.

			It was Mor­daunt.

			D’Artag­nan rushed out of the room.

			Porthos want­ed to fol­low him.

			“Stay,” said d’Artag­nan, “and do not come till you hear me drum my fin­gers on the door.”

			When Mor­daunt ar­rived op­po­site the house he saw d’Artag­nan on the thresh­old and the sol­diers ly­ing on the grass here and there, with their arms.

			“Hal­loo!” he cried, “are the pris­on­ers still there?”

			“Yes, sir,” an­swered the sergeant, un­cov­er­ing.

			“ ’Tis well; or­der four men to con­duct them to my lodg­ing.”

			Four men pre­pared to do so.

			“What is it?” said d’Artag­nan, with that jeer­ing man­ner which our read­ers have so of­ten ob­served in him since they made his ac­quain­tance. “What is the mat­ter, if you please?”

			“Sir,” replied Mor­daunt, “I have or­dered the two pris­on­ers we made this morn­ing to be con­duct­ed to my lodg­ing.”

			“Where­fore, sir? Ex­cuse cu­rios­i­ty, but I wish to be en­light­ened on the sub­ject.”

			“Be­cause these pris­on­ers, sir, are at my dis­pos­al and I choose to dis­pose of them as I like.”

			“Al­low me—al­low me, sir,” said d’Artag­nan, “to ob­serve you are in er­ror. The pris­on­ers be­long to those who take them and not to those who on­ly saw them tak­en. You might have tak­en Lord Win­ter—who, ’tis said, was your un­cle—pris­on­er, but you pre­ferred killing him; ’tis well; we, that is, Mon­sieur du Val­lon and I, could have killed our pris­on­ers—we pre­ferred tak­ing them.”

			Mor­daunt’s very lips grew white with rage.

			D’Artag­nan now saw that af­fairs were grow­ing worse and he beat the guard’s march up­on the door. At the first beat Porthos rushed out and stood on the oth­er side of the door.

			This move­ment was ob­served by Mor­daunt.

			“Sir!” he thus ad­dressed d’Artag­nan, “your re­sis­tance is use­less; these pris­on­ers have just been giv­en me by my il­lus­tri­ous pa­tron, Oliv­er Cromwell.”

			These words struck d’Artag­nan like a thun­der­bolt. The blood mount­ed to his tem­ples, his eyes be­came dim; he saw from what foun­tain­head the fe­ro­cious hopes of the young man arose, and he put his hand to the hilt of his sword.

			As for Porthos, he looked in­quir­ing­ly at d’Artag­nan.

			This look of Porthos’s made the Gas­con re­gret that he had sum­moned the brute force of his friend to aid him in an af­fair which seemed to re­quire chiefly cun­ning.

			Vi­o­lence, he said to him­self, would spoil all; d’Artag­nan, my friend, prove to this young ser­pent that thou art not on­ly stronger, but more sub­tle than he is.

			“Ah!” he said, mak­ing a low bow, “why did you not be­gin by say­ing that, Mon­sieur Mor­daunt? What! are you sent by Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell, the most il­lus­tri­ous cap­tain of the age?”

			“I have this in­stant left him,” replied Mor­daunt, alight­ing, in or­der to give his horse to a sol­dier to hold.

			“Why did you not say so at once, my dear sir! all Eng­land is with Cromwell; and since you ask for my pris­on­ers, I bend, sir, to your wish­es. They are yours; take them.”

			Mor­daunt, de­light­ed, ad­vanced, Porthos look­ing at d’Artag­nan with open-mouthed as­ton­ish­ment. Then d’Artag­nan trod on his foot and Porthos be­gan to un­der­stand that this was mere­ly act­ing.

			Mor­daunt put his foot on the first step of the door and, with his hat in hand, pre­pared to pass by the two friends, mo­tion­ing to the four men to fol­low him.

			“But, par­don,” said d’Artag­nan, with the most charm­ing smile and putting his hand on the young man’s shoul­der, “if the il­lus­tri­ous Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell has dis­posed of our pris­on­ers in your favour, he has, of course, made that act of do­na­tion in writ­ing.”

			Mor­daunt stopped short.

			“He has giv­en you some lit­tle writ­ing for me—the least bit of pa­per which may show that you come in his name. Be pleased to give me that scrap of pa­per so that I may jus­ti­fy, by a pre­text at least, my aban­don­ing my coun­try­men. Oth­er­wise, you see, al­though I am sure that Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell can in­tend them no harm, it would have a bad ap­pear­ance.”

			Mor­daunt re­coiled; he felt the blow and dis­charged a ter­ri­ble look at d’Artag­nan, who re­spond­ed by the most ami­able ex­pres­sion that ev­er graced a hu­man coun­te­nance.

			“When I tell you a thing, sir,” said Mor­daunt, “you in­sult me by doubt­ing it.”

			“I!” cried d’Artag­nan, “I doubt what you say! God keep me from it, my dear Mon­sieur Mor­daunt! On the con­trary, I take you to be a wor­thy and ac­com­plished gen­tle­man. And then, sir, do you wish me to speak freely to you?” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, with his frank ex­pres­sion.

			“Speak out, sir,” said Mor­daunt.

			“Mon­sieur du Val­lon, yon­der, is rich and has forty thou­sand francs year­ly, so he does not care about mon­ey. I do not speak for him, but for my­self.”

			“Well, sir? What more?”

			“Well—I—I’m not rich. In Gas­cony ’tis no dis­hon­or, sir, no­body is rich; and Hen­ry IV, of glo­ri­ous mem­o­ry, who was the king of the Gas­cons, as His Majesty Philip IV is the king of the Spaniards, nev­er had a pen­ny in his pock­et.”

			“Go on, sir, I see what you wish to get at; and if it is sim­ply what I think that stops you, I can ob­vi­ate the dif­fi­cul­ty.”

			“Ah, I knew well,” said the Gas­con, “that you were a man of tal­ent. Well, here’s the case, here’s where the sad­dle hurts me, as we French say. I am an of­fi­cer of for­tune, noth­ing else; I have noth­ing but what my sword brings me in—that is to say, more blows than ban­knotes. Now, on tak­ing pris­on­ers, this morn­ing, two French­men, who seemed to me of high birth—in short, two knights of the Garter—I said to my­self, my for­tune is made. I say two, be­cause in such cir­cum­stances, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, who is rich, al­ways gives me his pris­on­ers.”

			Mor­daunt, com­plete­ly de­ceived by the wordy ci­vil­i­ty of d’Artag­nan, smiled like a man who un­der­stands per­fect­ly the rea­sons giv­en him, and said:

			“I shall have the or­der signed di­rect­ly, sir, and with it two thou­sand pis­toles; mean­while, let me take these men away.”

			“No,” replied d’Artag­nan; “what sig­ni­fies a de­lay of half an hour? I am a man of or­der, sir; let us do things in or­der.”

			“Nev­er­the­less,” replied Mor­daunt, “I could com­pel you; I com­mand here.”

			“Ah, sir!” said d’Artag­nan, “I see that al­though we have had the hon­or of trav­el­ing in your com­pa­ny you do not know us. We are gen­tle­men; we are, both of us, able to kill you and your eight men—we two on­ly. For Heav­en’s sake don’t be ob­sti­nate, for when oth­ers are ob­sti­nate I am ob­sti­nate like­wise, and then I be­come fe­ro­cious and head­strong, and there’s my friend, who is even more head­strong and fe­ro­cious than my­self. Be­sides, we are sent here by Car­di­nal Mazarin, and at this mo­ment rep­re­sent both the king and the car­di­nal, and are, there­fore, as am­bas­sadors, able to act with im­puni­ty, a thing that Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell, who is as­sured­ly as great a politi­cian as he is a gen­er­al, is quite the man to un­der­stand. Ask him then, for the writ­ten or­der. What will that cost you my dear Mon­sieur Mor­daunt?”

			“Yes, the writ­ten or­der,” said Porthos, who now be­gan to com­pre­hend what d’Artag­nan was aim­ing at, “we ask on­ly for that.”

			How­ev­er in­clined Mor­daunt was to have re­course to vi­o­lence, he un­der­stood the rea­sons d’Artag­nan had giv­en him; be­sides, com­plete­ly ig­no­rant of the friend­ship which ex­ist­ed be­tween the four French­men, all his un­easi­ness dis­ap­peared when he heard of the plau­si­ble mo­tive of the ran­som. He de­cid­ed, there­fore, not on­ly to fetch the or­der, but the two thou­sand pis­toles, at which he es­ti­mat­ed the pris­on­ers. He there­fore mount­ed his horse and dis­ap­peared.

			Good! thought d’Artag­nan; a quar­ter of an hour to go to the tent, a quar­ter of an hour to re­turn; it is more than we need. Then turn­ing, with­out the least change of coun­te­nance, to Porthos, he said, look­ing him full in the face: “Friend Porthos, lis­ten to this; first, not a syl­la­ble to ei­ther of our friends of what you have heard; it is un­nec­es­sary for them to know the ser­vice we are go­ing to ren­der them.”

			“Very well; I un­der­stand.”

			“Go to the sta­ble; you will find Mous­que­ton there; sad­dle your hors­es, put your pis­tols in your sad­dle­bags, take out the hors­es and lead them to the street be­low this, so that there will be noth­ing to do but mount them; all the rest is my busi­ness.”

			Porthos made no re­mark, but obeyed, with the sub­lime con­fi­dence he had in his friend.

			“I go,” he said, “on­ly, shall I en­ter the cham­ber where those gen­tle­men are?”

			“No, it is not worth while.”

			“Well, do me the kind­ness to take my purse, which I left on the man­tel­piece.”

			“All right.”

			He then pro­ceed­ed, with his usu­al calm gait, to the sta­ble and went in­to the very midst of the sol­diery, who, for­eign­er as he was, could not help ad­mir­ing his height and the enor­mous strength of his great limbs.

			At the cor­ner of the street he met Mous­que­ton and took him with him.

			D’Artag­nan, mean­time, went in­to the house, whistling a tune which he had be­gun be­fore Porthos went away.

			“My dear Athos, I have re­flect­ed on your ar­gu­ments and I am con­vinced. I am sor­ry to have had any­thing to do with this mat­ter. As you say, Mazarin is a knave. I have re­solved to fly with you, not a word—be ready. Your swords are in the cor­ner; do not for­get them, they are in many cir­cum­stances very use­ful; there is Porthos’s purse, too.”

			He put it in­to his pock­et. The two friends were per­fect­ly stu­pe­fied.

			“Well, pray, is there any­thing to be so sur­prised at?” he said. “I was blind; Athos has made me see, that’s all; come here.”

			The two friends went near him.

			“Do you see that street? There are the hors­es. Go out by the door, turn to the right, jump in­to your sad­dles, all will be right; don’t be un­easy at any­thing ex­cept mis­tak­ing the sig­nal. That will be the sig­nal when I call out—Jé­sus Seigneur!”

			“But give us your word that you will come too, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos.

			“I swear I will, by Heav­en.”

			“ ’Tis set­tled,” said Aramis; “at the cry ‘Jé­sus Seigneur’ we go out, up­set all that stands in our way, run to our hors­es, jump in­to our sad­dles, spur them; is that all?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“See, Aramis, as I have told you, d’Artag­nan is first amongst us all,” said Athos.

			“Very true,” replied the Gas­con, “but I al­ways run away from com­pli­ments. Don’t for­get the sig­nal: ‘Jé­sus Seigneur!’ ” and he went out as he came in, whistling the self­same air.

			The sol­diers were play­ing or sleep­ing; two of them were singing in a cor­ner, out of tune, the psalm: “On the rivers of Baby­lon.”

			D’Artag­nan called the sergeant. “My dear friend, Gen­er­al Cromwell has sent Mon­sieur Mor­daunt to fetch me. Guard the pris­on­ers well, I beg of you.”

			The sergeant made a sign, as much as to say he did not un­der­stand French, and d’Artag­nan tried to make him com­pre­hend by signs and ges­tures. Then he went in­to the sta­ble; he found the five hors­es sad­dled, his own amongst the rest.

			“Each of you take a horse by the bri­dle,” he said to Porthos and Mous­que­ton; “turn to the left, so that Athos and Aramis may see you clear­ly from the win­dow.”

			“They are com­ing, then?” said Porthos.

			“In a mo­ment.”

			“You didn’t for­get my purse?”

			“No; be easy.”

			“Good.”

			Porthos and Mous­que­ton each took a horse by the bri­dle and pro­ceed­ed to their post.

			Then d’Artag­nan, be­ing alone, struck a light and light­ed a small bit of tin­der, mount­ed his horse and stopped at the door in the midst of the sol­diers. There, ca­ress­ing as he pre­tend­ed, the an­i­mal with his hand, he put this bit of burn­ing tin­der in his ear. It was nec­es­sary to be as good a horse­man as he was to risk such a scheme, for no soon­er had the an­i­mal felt the burn­ing tin­der than he ut­tered a cry of pain and reared and jumped as if he had been mad.

			The sol­diers, whom he was near­ly tram­pling, ran away.

			“Help! help!” cried d’Artag­nan; “stop—my horse has the stag­gers.”

			In an in­stant the horse’s eyes grew blood­shot and he was white with foam.

			“Help!” cried d’Artag­nan. “What! will you let me be killed? Jé­sus Seigneur!”

			No soon­er had he ut­tered this cry than the door opened and Athos and Aramis rushed out. The coast, ow­ing to the Gas­con’s strat­a­gem, was clear.

			“The pris­on­ers are es­cap­ing! the pris­on­ers are es­cap­ing!” cried the sergeant.

			“Stop! stop!” cried d’Artag­nan, giv­ing rein to his fa­mous steed, who, dart­ing forth, over­turned sev­er­al men.

			“Stop! stop!” cried the sol­diers, and ran for their arms.

			But the pris­on­ers were in their sad­dles and lost no time has­ten­ing to the near­est gate.

			In the mid­dle of the street they saw Gri­maud and Blaisois, who were com­ing to find their mas­ters. With one wave of his hand Athos made Gri­maud, who fol­lowed the lit­tle troop, un­der­stand ev­ery­thing, and they passed on like a whirl­wind, d’Artag­nan still di­rect­ing them from be­hind with his voice.

			They passed through the gate like ap­pari­tions, with­out the guards think­ing of de­tain­ing them, and reached the open coun­try.

			All this time the sol­diers were call­ing out, “Stop! stop!” and the sergeant, who be­gan to see that he was the vic­tim of an ar­ti­fice, was al­most in a fren­zy of de­spair. Whilst all this was go­ing on, a cav­a­lier in full gal­lop was seen ap­proach­ing. It was Mor­daunt with the or­der in his hand.

			“The pris­on­ers!” he ex­claimed, jump­ing off his horse.

			The sergeant had not the courage to re­ply; he showed him the open door, the emp­ty room. Mor­daunt dart­ed to the steps, un­der­stood all, ut­tered a cry, as if his very heart was pierced, and fell faint­ing on the stone steps.

		
	
		
			
				LIX

				In Which It Is Shown That Un­der the Most Try­ing Cir­cum­stances No­ble Na­tures Nev­er Lose Their Courage, nor Good Stom­achs Their Ap­petites

			
			The lit­tle troop, with­out look­ing be­hind them or ex­chang­ing a word, fled at a rapid gal­lop, ford­ing a lit­tle stream, of which none of them knew the name, and leav­ing on their left a town which Athos de­clared to be Durham. At last they came in sight of a small wood, and spurring their hors­es afresh, rode in its di­rec­tion.

			As soon as they had dis­ap­peared be­hind a green cur­tain suf­fi­cient­ly thick to con­ceal them from the sight of any­one who might be in pur­suit they drew up to hold a coun­cil to­geth­er. The two grooms held the hors­es, that they might take a lit­tle rest with­out be­ing un­sad­dled, and Gri­maud was post­ed as sen­tinel.

			“Come first of all,” said Athos to d’Artag­nan, “my friend, that I may shake hands with you—you, our res­cuer—you, the true hero of us all.”

			“Athos is right—you have my ado­ra­tion,” said Aramis, in his turn press­ing his hand. “To what are you not equal, with your su­pe­ri­or in­tel­li­gence, in­fal­li­ble eye, your arm of iron and your en­ter­pris­ing mind!”

			“Now,” said the Gas­con, “that is all well, I ac­cept for Porthos and my­self ev­ery­thing—thanks and com­pli­ments; we have plen­ty of time to spare.”

			The two friends, re­called by d’Artag­nan to what was al­so due to Porthos, pressed his hand in their turn.

			“And now,” said Athos, “it is not our plan to run any­where and like mad­men, but we must map up our cam­paign. What shall we do?”

			“What are we go­ing to do, i’faith? It is not very dif­fi­cult to say.”

			“Tell us, then, d’Artag­nan.”

			“We are go­ing to reach the near­est sea­port, unite our lit­tle re­sources, hire a ves­sel and re­turn to France. As for me I will give my last sou for it. Life is the great­est trea­sure, and speak­ing can­did­ly, ours hangs by a thread.”

			“What do you say to this, Du Val­lon?”

			“I,” said Porthos, “I am en­tire­ly of d’Artag­nan’s opin­ion; this is a ‘beast­ly’ coun­try, this Eng­land.”

			“You are quite de­cid­ed, then, to leave it?” asked Athos of d’Artag­nan.

			“Egad! I don’t see what is to keep me here.”

			A glance was ex­changed be­tween Athos and Aramis.

			“Go, then, my friends,” said the for­mer, sigh­ing.

			“How, go then?” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan. “Let us go, you mean?”

			“No, my friend,” said Athos, “you must leave us.”

			“Leave you!” cried d’Artag­nan, quite be­wil­dered at this un­ex­pect­ed an­nounce­ment.

			“Bah!” said Porthos, “why sep­a­rate, since we are all to­geth­er?”

			“Be­cause you can and ought to re­turn to France; your mis­sion is ac­com­plished, but ours is not.”

			“Your mis­sion is not ac­com­plished?” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, look­ing in as­ton­ish­ment at Athos.

			“No, my friend,” replied Athos, in his gen­tle but de­cid­ed voice, “we came here to de­fend King Charles; we have but ill de­fend­ed him—it re­mains for us to save him!”

			“To save the king?” said d’Artag­nan, look­ing at Aramis as he had looked at Athos.

			Aramis con­tent­ed him­self by mak­ing a sign with his head.

			D’Artag­nan’s coun­te­nance took an ex­pres­sion of the deep­est com­pas­sion; he be­gan to think he had to do with mad­men.

			“You can­not be speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly, Athos!” said he; “the king is sur­round­ed by an army, which is con­duct­ing him to Lon­don. This army is com­mand­ed by a butch­er, or the son of a butch­er—it mat­ters lit­tle—Colonel Har­ri­son. His Majesty, I can as­sure you, will be tried on his ar­rival in Lon­don; I have heard enough from the lips of Oliv­er Cromwell to know what to ex­pect.”

			A sec­ond look was ex­changed be­tween Athos and Aramis.

			“And when the tri­al is end­ed there will be no de­lay in putting the sen­tence in­to ex­e­cu­tion,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan.

			“And to what penal­ty do you think the king will be con­demned?” asked Athos.

			“The penal­ty of death, I great­ly fear; they have gone too far for him to par­don them, and there is noth­ing left to them but one thing, and that is to kill him. Have you nev­er heard what Oliv­er Cromwell said when he came to Paris and was shown the dun­geon at Vin­cennes where Mon­sieur de Vendôme was im­pris­oned?”

			“What did he say?” asked Porthos.

			“ ‘Princes must be knocked on the head.’ ”

			“I re­mem­ber it,” said Athos.

			“And you fan­cy he will not put his max­im in­to ex­e­cu­tion, now that he has got hold of the king?”

			“On the con­trary, I am cer­tain he will do so. But then that is all the more rea­son why we should not aban­don the au­gust head so threat­ened.”

			“Athos, you are be­com­ing mad.”

			“No, my friend,” Athos gen­tly replied, “but de Win­ter sought us out in France and in­tro­duced us, Mon­sieur d’Herblay and my­self, to Madame Hen­ri­et­ta. Her Majesty did us the hon­or to ask our aid for her hus­band. We en­gaged our word; our word in­clud­ed ev­ery­thing. It was our strength, our in­tel­li­gence, our life, in short, that we promised. It re­mains now for us to keep our word. Is that your opin­ion, d’Herblay?”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “we have promised.”

			“Then,” con­tin­ued Athos, “we have an­oth­er rea­son; it is this—lis­ten: In France at this mo­ment ev­ery­thing is poor and pal­try. We have a king ten years old, who doesn’t yet know what he wants; we have a queen blind­ed by a be­lat­ed pas­sion; we have a min­is­ter who gov­erns France as he would gov­ern a great farm—that is to say, in­tent on­ly on turn­ing out all the gold he can by the ex­er­cise of Ital­ian cun­ning and in­ven­tion; we have princes who set up a per­son­al and ego­tis­tic op­po­si­tion, who will draw from Mazarin’s hands on­ly a few in­gots of gold or some shreds of pow­er grant­ed as bribes. I have served them with­out en­thu­si­asm—God knows that I es­ti­mat­ed them at their re­al val­ue, and that they are not high in my es­teem—but on prin­ci­ple. To­day I am en­gaged in a dif­fer­ent af­fair. I have en­coun­tered mis­for­tune in a high place, a roy­al mis­for­tune, a Eu­ro­pean mis­for­tune; I at­tach my­self to it. If we can suc­ceed in sav­ing the king it will be good; if we die for him it will be grand.”

			“So you know be­fore­hand you must per­ish!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“We fear so, and our on­ly re­gret is to die so far from both of you.”

			“What will you do in a for­eign land, an en­e­my’s coun­try?”

			“I trav­eled in Eng­land when I was young, I speak Eng­lish like an En­glish­man, and Aramis, too, knows some­thing of the lan­guage. Ah! if we had you, my friends! With you, d’Artag­nan, with you, Porthos—all four re­unit­ed for the first time for twen­ty years—we would dare not on­ly Eng­land, but the three king­doms put to­geth­er!”

			“And did you prom­ise the queen,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan, petu­lant­ly, “to storm the Tow­er of Lon­don, to kill a hun­dred thou­sand sol­diers, to fight vic­to­ri­ous­ly against the wish­es of the na­tion and the am­bi­tion of a man, and when that man is Cromwell? Do not ex­ag­ger­ate your du­ty. In Heav­en’s name, my dear Athos, do not make a use­less sac­ri­fice. When I see you mere­ly, you look like a rea­son­able be­ing; when you speak, I seem to have to do with a mad­man. Come, Porthos, join me; say frankly, what do you think of this busi­ness?”

			“Noth­ing good,” replied Porthos.

			“Come,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, who, ir­ri­tat­ed that in­stead of lis­ten­ing to him Athos seemed to be at­tend­ing to his own thoughts, “you have nev­er found your­self the worse for my ad­vice. Well, then, be­lieve me, Athos, your mis­sion is end­ed, and end­ed nobly; re­turn to France with us.”

			“Friend,” said Athos, “our res­o­lu­tion is ir­rev­o­ca­ble.”

			“Then you have some oth­er mo­tive un­known to us?”

			Athos smiled and d’Artag­nan struck his hands to­geth­er in anger and mut­tered the most con­vinc­ing rea­sons that he could dis­cov­er; but to all these rea­sons Athos con­tent­ed him­self by re­ply­ing with a calm, sweet smile and Aramis by nod­ding his head.

			“Very well,” cried d’Artag­nan, at last, fu­ri­ous, “very well, since you wish it, let us leave our bones in this beg­gar­ly land, where it is al­ways cold, where fine weath­er is a fog, fog is rain, and rain a del­uge; where the sun rep­re­sents the moon and the moon a cream cheese; in truth, whether we die here or else­where mat­ters lit­tle, since we must die.”

			“On­ly re­flect, my good fel­low,” said Athos, “it is but dy­ing rather soon­er.”

			“Pooh! a lit­tle soon­er or a lit­tle lat­er, it isn’t worth quar­rel­ing over.”

			“If I am as­ton­ished at any­thing,” re­marked Porthos, sen­ten­tious­ly, “it is that it has not al­ready hap­pened.”

			“Oh, it will hap­pen, you may be sure,” said d’Artag­nan. “So it is agreed, and if Porthos makes no ob­jec­tion—”

			“I,” said Porthos, “I will do what­ev­er you please; and be­sides, I think what the Comte de la Fère said just now is very good.”

			“But your fu­ture ca­reer, d’Artag­nan—your am­bi­tion, Porthos?”

			“Our fu­ture, our am­bi­tion!” replied d’Artag­nan, with fever­ish vol­u­bil­i­ty. “Need we think of that since we are to save the king? The king saved—we shall as­sem­ble our friends to­geth­er—we will head the Pu­ri­tans—re­con­quer Eng­land; we shall re-en­ter Lon­don—place him se­cure­ly on his throne—”

			“And he will make us dukes and peers,” said Porthos, whose eyes sparkled with joy at this imag­i­nary prospect.

			“Or he will for­get us,” added d’Artag­nan.

			“Oh!” said Porthos.

			“Well, that has hap­pened, friend Porthos. It seems to me that we once ren­dered Anne of Aus­tria a ser­vice not much less than that which to­day we are try­ing to per­form for Charles I; but, none the less, Anne of Aus­tria has for­got­ten us for twen­ty years.”

			“Well, in spite of that, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos, “you are not sor­ry that you were use­ful to her?”

			“No, in­deed,” said d’Artag­nan; “I ad­mit even that in my dark­est mo­ments I find con­so­la­tion in that re­mem­brance.”

			“You see, then, d’Artag­nan, though princes of­ten are un­grate­ful, God nev­er is.”

			“Athos,” said d’Artag­nan, “I be­lieve that were you to fall in with the dev­il, you would con­duct your­self so well that you would take him with you to Heav­en.”

			“So, then?” said Athos, of­fer­ing his hand to d’Artag­nan.

			“ ’Tis set­tled,” replied d’Artag­nan. “I find Eng­land a charm­ing coun­try, and I stay—but on one con­di­tion on­ly.”

			“What is it?”

			“That I am not forced to learn Eng­lish.”

			“Well, now,” said Athos, tri­umphant­ly, “I swear to you, my friend, by the God who hears us—I be­lieve that there is a pow­er watch­ing over us, and that we shall all four see France again.”

			“So be it!” said d’Artag­nan, “but I—I con­fess I have a con­trary con­vic­tion.”

			“Our good d’Artag­nan,” said Aramis, “rep­re­sents among us the op­po­si­tion in par­lia­ment, which al­ways says no, and al­ways does aye.”

			“But in the mean­time saves the coun­try,” added Athos.

			“Well, now that ev­ery­thing is de­cid­ed,” cried Porthos, rub­bing his hands, “sup­pose we think of din­ner! It seems to me that in the most crit­i­cal po­si­tions of our lives we have al­ways dined.”

			“Oh! yes, speak of din­ner in a coun­try where for a feast they eat boiled mut­ton, and as a treat drink beer. What the dev­il did you come to such a coun­try for, Athos? But I for­got,” added the Gas­con, smil­ing, “par­don, I for­got you are no longer Athos; but nev­er mind, let us hear your plan for din­ner, Porthos.”

			“My plan!”

			“Yes, have you a plan?”

			“No! I am hun­gry, that is all.”

			“Par­dieu, if that is all, I am hun­gry, too; but it is not ev­ery­thing to be hun­gry, one must find some­thing to eat, un­less we browse on the grass, like our hors­es—”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Aramis, who was not quite so in­dif­fer­ent to the good things of the earth as Athos, “do you re­mem­ber, when we were at Parpail­lot, the beau­ti­ful oys­ters that we ate?”

			“And the legs of mut­ton of the salt marsh­es,” said Porthos, smack­ing his lips.

			“But,” sug­gest­ed d’Artag­nan, “have we not our friend Mous­que­ton, who man­aged for us so well at Chan­til­ly, Porthos?”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “we have Mous­que­ton, but since he has been stew­ard, he has be­come very heavy; nev­er mind, let us call him, and to make sure that he will re­ply agree­ably—

			“Here! Mous­ton,” cried Porthos.

			Mous­ton ap­peared, with a most piteous face.

			“What is the mat­ter, my dear M. Mous­ton?” asked d’Artag­nan. “Are you ill?”

			“Sir, I am very hun­gry,” replied Mous­ton.

			“Well, it is just for that rea­son that we have called you, my good M. Mous­ton. Could you not pro­cure us a few of those nice lit­tle rab­bits, and some of those de­li­cious par­tridges, of which you used to make fric­as­sees at the ho­tel—? ’Faith, I do not re­mem­ber the name of the ho­tel.”

			“At the ho­tel of—,” said Porthos; “by my faith—nor do I re­mem­ber it ei­ther.”

			“It does not mat­ter; and a few of those bot­tles of old Bur­gundy wine, which cured your mas­ter so quick­ly of his sprain!”

			“Alas! sir,” said Mous­que­ton, “I much fear that what you ask for are very rare things in this de­testable and bar­ren coun­try, and I think we should do bet­ter to go and seek hos­pi­tal­i­ty from the own­er of a lit­tle house we see on the fringe of the for­est.”

			“How! is there a house in the neigh­bor­hood?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, sir,” replied Mous­que­ton.

			“Well, let us, as you say, go and ask a din­ner from the mas­ter of that house. What is your opin­ion, gen­tle­men, and does not M. Mous­ton’s sug­ges­tion ap­pear to you full of sense?”

			“Oh!” said Aramis, “sup­pose the mas­ter is a Pu­ri­tan?”

			“So much the bet­ter, mor­dioux!” replied d’Artag­nan; “if he is a Pu­ri­tan we will in­form him of the cap­ture of the king, and in hon­or of the news he will kill for us his fat­ted hens.”

			“But if he should be a cav­a­lier?” said Porthos.

			“In that case we will put on an air of mourn­ing and he will pluck for us his black fowls.”

			“You are very hap­py,” ex­claimed Athos, laugh­ing, in spite of him­self, at the sal­ly of the ir­re­sistible Gas­con; “for you see the bright side of ev­ery­thing.”

			“What would you have?” said d’Artag­nan. “I come from a land where there is not a cloud in the sky.”

			“It is not like this, then,” said Porthos stretch­ing out his hand to as­sure him­self whether a chill sen­sa­tion he felt on his cheek was not re­al­ly caused by a drop of rain.

			“Come, come,” said d’Artag­nan, “more rea­son why we should start on our jour­ney. Hal­loa, Gri­maud!”

			Gri­maud ap­peared.

			“Well, Gri­maud, my friend, have you seen any­thing?” asked the Gas­con.

			“Noth­ing!” replied Gri­maud.

			“Those id­iots!” cried Porthos, “they have not even pur­sued us. Oh! if we had been in their place!”

			“Yes, they are wrong,” said d’Artag­nan. “I would will­ing­ly have said two words to Mor­daunt in this lit­tle desert. It is an ex­cel­lent spot for bring­ing down a man in prop­er style.”

			“I think, de­cid­ed­ly,” ob­served Aramis, “gen­tle­men, that the son hasn’t his moth­er’s en­er­gy.”

			“What, my good fel­low!” replied Athos, “wait awhile; we have scarce­ly left him two hours ago—he does not know yet in what di­rec­tion we came nor where we are. We may say that he is not equal to his moth­er when we put foot in France, if we are not poi­soned or killed be­fore then.”

			“Mean­while, let us dine,” sug­gest­ed Porthos.

			“I’faith, yes,” said Athos, “for I am hun­gry.”

			“Look out for the black fowls!” cried Aramis.

			And the four friends, guid­ed by Mous­que­ton, took up the way to­ward the house, al­ready al­most re­stored to their for­mer gayety; for they were now, as Athos had said, all four once more unit­ed and of sin­gle mind.

		
	
		
			
				LX

				Re­spect to Fall­en Majesty

			
			As our fugi­tives ap­proached the house, they found the ground cut up, as if a con­sid­er­able body of horse­men had pre­ced­ed them. Be­fore the door the traces were yet more ap­par­ent; these horse­men, who­ev­er they might be, had halt­ed there.

			“Egad!” cried d’Artag­nan, “it’s quite clear that the king and his es­cort have been by here.”

			“The dev­il!” said Porthos; “in that case they have eat­en ev­ery­thing.”

			“Bah!” said d’Artag­nan, “they will have left a chick­en, at least.” He dis­mount­ed and knocked on the door. There was no re­sponse.

			He pushed open the door and found the first room emp­ty and de­sert­ed.

			“Well?” cried Porthos.

			“I can see no­body,” said d’Artag­nan. “Aha!”

			“What?”

			“Blood!”

			At this word the three friends leaped from their hors­es and en­tered. D’Artag­nan had al­ready opened the door of the sec­ond room, and from the ex­pres­sion of his face it was clear that he there be­held some ex­tra­or­di­nary ob­ject.

			The three friends drew near and dis­cov­ered a young man stretched on the ground, bathed in a pool of blood. It was ev­i­dent that he had at­tempt­ed to re­gain his bed, but had not had suf­fi­cient strength to do so.

			Athos, who imag­ined that he saw him move, was the first to go up to him.

			“Well?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“Well, if he is dead,” said Athos, “he has not been so long, for he is still warm. But no, his heart is beat­ing. Ho, there, my friend!”

			The wound­ed man heaved a sigh. D’Artag­nan took some wa­ter in the hol­low of his hand and threw it up­on his face. The man opened his eyes, made an ef­fort to raise his head, and fell back again. The wound was in the top of his skull and blood was flaw­ing co­pi­ous­ly.

			Aramis dipped a cloth in­to some wa­ter and ap­plied it to the gash. Again the wound­ed man opened his eyes and looked in as­ton­ish­ment at these strangers, who ap­peared to pity him.

			“You are among friends,” said Athos, in Eng­lish; “so cheer up, and tell us, if you have the strength to do so, what has hap­pened?”

			“The king,” mut­tered the wound­ed man, “the king is a pris­on­er.”

			“You have seen him?” asked Aramis, in the same lan­guage.

			The man made no re­ply.

			“Make your mind easy,” re­sumed Athos, “we are all faith­ful ser­vants of His Majesty.”

			“Is what you tell me true?” asked the wound­ed man.

			“On our hon­or as gen­tle­men.”

			“Then I may tell you all. I am broth­er to Par­ry, His Majesty’s lack­ey.”

			Athos and Aramis re­mem­bered that this was the name by which de Win­ter had called the man they had found in the pas­sage of the king’s tent.

			“We know him,” said Athos, “he nev­er left the king.”

			“Yes, that is he. Well, he thought of me, when he saw the king was tak­en, and as they were pass­ing be­fore the house he begged in the king’s name that they would stop, as the king was hun­gry. They brought him in­to this room and placed sen­tinels at the doors and win­dows. Par­ry knew this room, as he had of­ten been to see me when the king was at New­cas­tle. He knew that there was a trap-door com­mu­ni­cat­ing with a cel­lar, from which one could get in­to the or­chard. He made a sign, which I un­der­stood, but the king’s guards must have no­ticed it and held them­selves on guard. I went out as if to fetch wood, passed through the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage in­to the cel­lar, and whilst Par­ry was gen­tly bolt­ing the door, pushed up the board and beck­oned to the king to fol­low me. Alas! he would not. But Par­ry clasped his hands and im­plored him, and at last he agreed. I went on first, for­tu­nate­ly. The king was a few steps be­hind me, when sud­den­ly I saw some­thing rise up in front of me like a huge shad­ow. I want­ed to cry out to warn the king, but that very mo­ment I felt a blow as if the house was fall­ing on my head, and fell in­sen­si­ble. When I came to my­self again, I was stretched in the same place. I dragged my­self as far as the yard. The king and his es­cort were no longer there. I spent per­haps an hour in com­ing from the yard to this place; then my strength gave out and I faint­ed again.”

			“And now how are you feel­ing?”

			“Very ill,” replied the wound­ed man.

			“Can we do any­thing for you?” asked Athos.

			“Help to put me on the bed; I think I shall feel bet­ter there.”

			“Have you any­one to de­pend on for as­sis­tance?”

			“My wife is at Durham and may re­turn at any mo­ment. But you—is there noth­ing that you want?”

			“We came here with the in­ten­tion of ask­ing for some­thing to eat.”

			“Alas, they have tak­en ev­ery­thing; there isn’t a morsel of bread in the house.”

			“You hear, d’Artag­nan?” said Athos; “we shall have to look else­where for our din­ner.”

			“It is all one to me now,” said d’Artag­nan; “I am no longer hun­gry.”

			“Faith! nei­ther am I,” said Porthos.

			They car­ried the man to his bed and called Gri­maud to dress the wound. In the ser­vice of the four friends Gri­maud had had so fre­quent oc­ca­sion to make lint and ban­dages that he had be­come some­thing of a sur­geon.

			In the mean­time the fugi­tives had re­turned to the first room, where they took coun­sel to­geth­er.

			“Now,” said Aramis, “we know how the mat­ter stands. The king and his es­cort have gone this way; we had bet­ter take the op­po­site di­rec­tion, eh?”

			Athos did not re­ply; he re­flect­ed.

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “let us take the op­po­site di­rec­tion; if we fol­low the es­cort we shall find ev­ery­thing de­voured and die of hunger. What a con­found­ed coun­try this Eng­land is! This is the first time I have gone with­out my din­ner for ten years, and it is gen­er­al­ly my best meal.”

			“What do you think, d’Artag­nan?” asked Athos. “Do you agree with Aramis?”

			“Not at all,” said d’Artag­nan; “I am pre­cise­ly of the con­trary opin­ion.”

			“What! you would fol­low the es­cort?” ex­claimed Porthos, in dis­may.

			“No, I would join the es­cort.”

			Athos’s eyes shone with joy.

			“Join the es­cort!” cried Aramis.

			“Let d’Artag­nan speak,” said Athos; “you know he al­ways has wise ad­vice to give.”

			“Clear­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, “we must go where they will not look for us. Now, they will be far from look­ing for us among the Pu­ri­tans; there­fore, with the Pu­ri­tans we must go.”

			“Good, my friend, good!” said Athos. “It is ex­cel­lent ad­vice. I was about to give it when you an­tic­i­pat­ed me.”

			“That, then, is your opin­ion?” asked Aramis.

			“Yes. They will think we are try­ing to leave Eng­land and will search for us at the ports; mean­while we shall reach Lon­don with the king. Once in Lon­don we shall be hard to find—with­out con­sid­er­ing,” con­tin­ued Athos, throw­ing a glance at Aramis, “the chances that may come to us on the way.”

			“Yes,” said Aramis, “I un­der­stand.”

			“I, how­ev­er, do not un­der­stand,” said Porthos. “But no mat­ter; since it is at the same time the opin­ion of d’Artag­nan and of Athos, it must be the best.”

			“But,” said Aramis, “shall we not be sus­pect­ed by Colonel Har­ri­son?”

			“Egad!” cried d’Artag­nan, “he’s just the man I count up­on. Colonel Har­ri­son is one of our friends. We have met him twice at Gen­er­al Cromwell’s. He knows that we were sent from France by Mon­sieur Mazarin; he will con­sid­er us as broth­ers. Be­sides, is he not a butch­er’s son? Well, then, Porthos shall show him how to knock down an ox with a blow of the fist, and I how to trip up a bull by tak­ing him by the horns. That will in­sure his con­fi­dence.”

			Athos smiled. “You are the best com­pan­ion that I know, d’Artag­nan,” he said, of­fer­ing his hand to the Gas­con; “and I am very hap­py in hav­ing found you again, my dear son.”

			This was, as we have seen, the term which Athos ap­plied to d’Artag­nan in his more ex­pan­sive moods.

			At this mo­ment Gri­maud came in. He had stanched the wound and the man was bet­ter.

			The four friends took leave of him and asked if they could de­liv­er any mes­sage for him to his broth­er.

			“Tell him,” an­swered the brave man, “to let the king know that they have not killed me out­right. How­ev­er in­signif­i­cant I am, I am sure that His Majesty is con­cerned for me and blames him­self for my death.”

			“Be easy,” said d’Artag­nan, “he will know all be­fore night.”

			The lit­tle troop recom­menced their march, and at the end of two hours per­ceived a con­sid­er­able body of horse­men about half a league ahead.

			“My dear friends,” said d’Artag­nan, “give your swords to Mon­sieur Mous­ton, who will re­turn them to you at the prop­er time and place, and do not for­get you are our pris­on­ers.”

			It was not long be­fore they joined the es­cort. The king was rid­ing in front, sur­round­ed by troop­ers, and when he saw Athos and Aramis a glow of plea­sure light­ed his pale cheeks.

			D’Artag­nan passed to the head of the col­umn, and leav­ing his friends un­der the guard of Porthos, went straight to Har­ri­son, who rec­og­nized him as hav­ing met him at Cromwell’s and re­ceived him as po­lite­ly as a man of his breed­ing and dis­po­si­tion could. It turned out as d’Artag­nan had fore­seen. The colonel nei­ther had nor could have any sus­pi­cion.

			They halt­ed for the king to dine. This time, how­ev­er, due pre­cau­tions were tak­en to pre­vent any at­tempt at es­cape. In the large room of the ho­tel a small ta­ble was placed for him and a large one for the of­fi­cers.

			“Will you dine with me?” asked Har­ri­son of d’Artag­nan.

			“Gad, I should be very hap­py, but I have my com­pan­ion, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, and the two pris­on­ers, whom I can­not leave. Let us man­age it bet­ter. Have a ta­ble set for us in a cor­ner and send us what­ev­er you like from yours.”

			“Good,” an­swered Har­ri­son.

			The mat­ter was ar­ranged as d’Artag­nan had sug­gest­ed, and when he re­turned he found the king al­ready seat­ed at his lit­tle ta­ble, where Par­ry wait­ed on him, Har­ri­son and his of­fi­cers sit­ting to­geth­er at an­oth­er ta­ble, and, in a cor­ner, places re­served for him­self and his com­pan­ions.

			The ta­ble at which the Pu­ri­tan of­fi­cers were seat­ed was round, and whether by chance or coarse in­ten­tion, Har­ri­son sat with his back to the king.

			The king saw the four gen­tle­men come in, but ap­peared to take no no­tice of them.

			They sat down in such a man­ner as to turn their backs on no­body. The of­fi­cers, ta­ble and that of the king were op­po­site to them.

			“I’faith, colonel,” said d’Artag­nan, “we are very grate­ful for your gra­cious in­vi­ta­tion; for with­out you we ran the risk of go­ing with­out din­ner, as we have with­out break­fast. My friend here, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, shares my grat­i­tude, for he was par­tic­u­lar­ly hun­gry.”

			“And I am so still,” said Porthos bow­ing to Har­ri­son.

			“And how,” said Har­ri­son, laugh­ing, “did this se­ri­ous calami­ty of go­ing with­out break­fast hap­pen to you?”

			“In a very sim­ple man­ner, colonel,” said d’Artag­nan. “I was in a hur­ry to join you and took the road you had al­ready gone by. You can un­der­stand our dis­ap­point­ment when, ar­riv­ing at a pret­ty lit­tle house on the skirts of a wood, which at a dis­tance had quite a gay ap­pear­ance, with its red roof and green shut­ters, we found noth­ing but a poor wretch bathed—Ah! colonel, pay my re­spects to the of­fi­cer of yours who struck that blow.”

			“Yes,” said Har­ri­son, laugh­ing, and look­ing over at one of the of­fi­cers seat­ed at his ta­ble. “When Groslow un­der­takes this kind of thing there’s no need to go over the ground a sec­ond time.”

			“Ah! it was this gen­tle­man?” said d’Artag­nan, bow­ing to the of­fi­cer. “I am sor­ry he does not speak French, that I might ten­der him my com­pli­ments.”

			“I am ready to re­ceive and re­turn them, sir,” said the of­fi­cer, in pret­ty good French, “for I resid­ed three years in Paris.”

			“Then, sir, al­low me to as­sure you that your blow was so well di­rect­ed that you have near­ly killed your man.”

			“Near­ly? I thought I had quite,” said Groslow.

			“No. It was a very near thing, but he is not dead.”

			As he said this, d’Artag­nan gave a glance at Par­ry, who was stand­ing in front of the king, to show him that the news was meant for him.

			The king, too, who had lis­tened in the great­est agony, now breathed again.

			“Hang it,” said Groslow, “I thought I had suc­ceed­ed bet­ter. If it were not so far from here to the house I would re­turn and fin­ish him.”

			“And you would do well, if you are afraid of his re­cov­er­ing; for you know, if a wound in the head does not kill at once, it is cured in a week.”

			And d’Artag­nan threw a sec­ond glance to­ward Par­ry, on whose face such an ex­pres­sion of joy was man­i­fest­ed that Charles stretched out his hand to him, smil­ing.

			Par­ry bent over his mas­ter’s hand and kissed it re­spect­ful­ly.

			“I’ve a great de­sire to drink the king’s health,” said Athos.

			“Let me pro­pose it, then,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Do,” said Aramis.

			Porthos looked at d’Artag­nan, quite amazed at the re­sources with which his com­pan­ion’s Gas­con sharp­ness con­tin­u­al­ly sup­plied him. D’Artag­nan took up his camp tin cup, filled it with wine and arose.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said he, “let us drink to him who pre­sides at the repast. Here’s to our colonel, and let him know that we are al­ways at his com­mands as far as Lon­don and far­ther.”

			And as d’Artag­nan, as he spoke, looked at Har­ri­son, the colonel imag­ined the toast was for him­self. He arose and bowed to the four friends, whose eyes were fixed on Charles, while Har­ri­son emp­tied his glass with­out the slight­est mis­giv­ing.

			The king, in re­turn, looked at the four gen­tle­men and drank with a smile full of no­bil­i­ty and grat­i­tude.

			“Come, gen­tle­men,” cried Har­ri­son, re­gard­less of his il­lus­tri­ous cap­tive, “let us be off.”

			“Where do we sleep, colonel?”

			“At Thirsk,” replied Har­ri­son.

			“Par­ry,” said the king, ris­ing too, “my horse; I de­sire to go to Thirsk.”

			“Egad!” said d’Artag­nan to Athos, “your king has thor­ough­ly tak­en me, and I am quite at his ser­vice.”

			“If what you say is sin­cere,” replied Athos, “he will nev­er reach Lon­don.”

			“How so?”

			“Be­cause be­fore then we shall have car­ried him off.”

			“Well, this time, Athos,” said d’Artag­nan, “up­on my word, you are mad.”

			“Have you some plan in your head then?” asked Aramis.

			“Ay!” said Porthos, “the thing would not be im­pos­si­ble with a good plan.”

			“I have none,” said Athos; “but d’Artag­nan will dis­cov­er one.”

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders and they pro­ceed­ed.

		
	
		
			
				LXI

				D’Artag­nan Hits on a Plan

			
			As night closed in they ar­rived at Thirsk. The four friends ap­peared to be en­tire strangers to one an­oth­er and in­dif­fer­ent to the pre­cau­tions tak­en for guard­ing the king. They with­drew to a pri­vate house, and as they had rea­son ev­ery mo­ment to fear for their safe­ty, they oc­cu­pied but one room and pro­vid­ed an ex­it, which might be use­ful in case of an at­tack. The lack­eys were sent to their sev­er­al posts, ex­cept that Gri­maud lay on a truss of straw across the door­way.

			D’Artag­nan was thought­ful and seemed for the mo­ment to have lost his usu­al lo­quac­ity. Porthos, who could nev­er see any­thing that was not self-ev­i­dent, talked to him as usu­al. He replied in mono­syl­la­bles and Athos and Aramis looked sig­nif­i­cant­ly at one an­oth­er.

			Next morn­ing d’Artag­nan was the first to rise. He had been down to the sta­bles, al­ready tak­en a look at the hors­es and giv­en the nec­es­sary or­ders for the day, whilst Athos and Aramis were still in bed and Porthos snor­ing.

			At eight o’clock the march was re­sumed in the same or­der as the night be­fore, ex­cept that d’Artag­nan left his friends and be­gan to re­new the ac­quain­tance which he had al­ready struck up with Mon­sieur Groslow.

			Groslow, whom d’Artag­nan’s prais­es had great­ly pleased, wel­comed him with a gra­cious smile.

			“Re­al­ly, sir,” d’Artag­nan said to him, “I am pleased to find one with whom to talk in my own poor tongue. My friend, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, is of a very melan­choly dis­po­si­tion, so much so, that one can scarce­ly get three words out of him all day. As for our two pris­on­ers, you can imag­ine that they are but lit­tle in the vein for con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“They are hot roy­al­ists,” said Groslow.

			“The more rea­son they should be sulky with us for hav­ing cap­tured the Stu­art, for whom, I hope, you’re pre­par­ing a pret­ty tri­al.”

			“Why,” said Groslow, “that is just what we are tak­ing him to Lon­don for.”

			“And you nev­er by any chance lose sight of him, I pre­sume?”

			“I should think not, in­deed. You see he has a tru­ly roy­al es­cort.”

			“Ay, there’s no fear in the day­time; but at night?”

			“We re­dou­ble our pre­cau­tions.”

			“And what method of sur­veil­lance do you em­ploy?”

			“Eight men re­main con­stant­ly in his room.”

			“The deuce, he is well guard­ed, then. But be­sides these eight men, you doubt­less place some guard out­side?”

			“Oh, no! Just think. What would you have two men with­out arms do against eight armed men?”

			“Two men—how do you mean?”

			“Yes, the king and his lack­ey.”

			“Oh! then they al­low the lack­ey to re­main with him?”

			“Yes; Stu­art begged this fa­vor and Har­ri­son con­sent­ed. Un­der pre­tense that he’s a king it ap­pears he can­not dress or un­dress with­out as­sis­tance.”

			“Re­al­ly, cap­tain,” said d’Artag­nan, de­ter­mined to con­tin­ue on the lauda­to­ry tack on which he had com­menced, “the more I lis­ten to you the more sur­prised I am at the easy and el­e­gant man­ner in which you speak French. You have lived three years in Paris? May I ask what you were do­ing there?”

			“My fa­ther, who is a mer­chant, placed me with his cor­re­spon­dent, who in turn sent his son to join our house in Lon­don.”

			“Were you pleased with Paris, sir?”

			“Yes, but you are much in want of a rev­o­lu­tion like our own—not against your king, who is a mere child, but against that lazar of an Ital­ian, the queen’s fa­vorite.”

			“Ah! I am quite of your opin­ion, sir, and we should soon make an end of Mazarin if we had on­ly a dozen of­fi­cers like your­self, with­out prej­u­dices, vig­i­lant and in­cor­rupt­ible.”

			“But,” said the of­fi­cer, “I thought you were in his ser­vice and that it was he who sent you to Gen­er­al Cromwell.”

			“That is to say I am in the king’s ser­vice, and that know­ing he want­ed to send some­one to Eng­land, I so­licit­ed the ap­point­ment, so great was my de­sire to know the man of ge­nius who now gov­erns the three king­doms. So that when he pro­posed to us to draw our swords in hon­or of old Eng­land you see how we snapped up the propo­si­tion.”

			“Yes, I know that you charged by the side of Mor­daunt.”

			“On his right and left, sir. Ah! there’s an­oth­er brave and ex­cel­lent young man.”

			“Do you know him?” asked the of­fi­cer.

			“Yes, very well. Mon­sieur du Val­lon and my­self came from France with him.”

			“It ap­pears, too, you kept him wait­ing a long time at Boulogne.”

			“What would you have? I was like you, and had a king in keep­ing.”

			“Aha!” said Groslow; “what king?”

			“Our own, to be sure, the lit­tle one—Louis XIV.”

			“And how long had you to take care of him?”

			“Three nights; and, by my troth, I shall al­ways re­mem­ber those three nights with a cer­tain plea­sure.”

			“How do you mean?”

			“I mean that my friends, of­fi­cers in the guards and mous­que­taires, came to keep me com­pa­ny and we passed the night in feast­ing, drink­ing, dic­ing.”

			“Ah true,” said the En­glish­man, with a sigh; “you French­men are born boon com­pan­ions.”

			“And don’t you play, too, when you are on guard?”

			“Nev­er,” said the En­glish­man.

			“In that case you must be hor­ri­bly bored, and have my sym­pa­thy.”

			“The fact is, I look to my turn for keep­ing guard with hor­ror. It’s tire­some work to keep awake a whole night.”

			“Yes, but with a jovial part­ner and dice, and guineas clink­ing on the cloth, the night pass­es like a dream. You don’t like play­ing, then?”

			“On the con­trary, I do.”

			“Lan­squenet, for in­stance?”

			“De­vot­ed to it. I used to play al­most ev­ery night in France.”

			“And since your re­turn to Eng­land?”

			“I have not han­dled a card or dice-box.”

			“I sin­cere­ly pity you,” said d’Artag­nan, with an air of pro­found com­pas­sion.

			“Look here,” said the En­glish­man.

			“Well?”

			“To­mor­row I am on guard.”

			“In Stu­art’s room?”

			“Yes; come and pass the night with me.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! why so?”

			“I play with Mon­sieur du Val­lon ev­ery night. Some­times we don’t go to bed at all!”

			“Well, what of that?”

			“Why, he would be an­noyed if I did not play with him.”

			“Does he play well?”

			“I have seen him lose as much as two thou­sand pis­toles, laugh­ing all the while till the tears rolled down.”

			“Bring him with you, then.”

			“But how about our pris­on­ers?”

			“Let your ser­vants guard them.”

			“Yes, and give them a chance of es­cap­ing,” said d’Artag­nan. “Why, one of them is a rich lord from Touraine and the oth­er a knight of Mal­ta, of no­ble fam­i­ly. We have ar­ranged the ran­som of each of them—£2,000 on ar­riv­ing in France. We are re­luc­tant to leave for a sin­gle mo­ment men whom our lack­eys know to be mil­lion­aires. It is true we plun­dered them a lit­tle when we took them, and I will even con­fess that it is their purse that Mon­sieur du Val­lon and I draw on in our night­ly play. Still, they may have con­cealed some pre­cious stone, some valu­able di­a­mond; so that we are like those mi­sers who are un­able to ab­sent them­selves from their trea­sures. We have made our­selves the con­stant guardians of our men, and while I sleep Mon­sieur du Val­lon watch­es.”

			“Ah! ah!” said Groslow.

			“You see, then, why I must de­cline your po­lite in­vi­ta­tion, which is es­pe­cial­ly at­trac­tive to me, be­cause noth­ing is so weari­some as to play night af­ter night with the same per­son; the chances al­ways bal­ance and at the month’s end noth­ing is gained or lost.”

			“Ah!” said Groslow, sigh­ing; “there is some­thing still more weari­some, and that is not to play at all.”

			“I can un­der­stand that,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“But, come,” re­sumed the En­glish­man, “are these men of yours dan­ger­ous?”

			“In what re­spect?”

			“Are they ca­pa­ble of at­tempt­ing vi­o­lence?”

			D’Artag­nan burst out laugh­ing at the idea.

			“Jé­sus Dieu!” he cried; “one of them is trem­bling with fever, hav­ing failed to adapt him­self to this charm­ing coun­try of yours, and the oth­er is a knight of Mal­ta, as timid as a young girl; and for greater se­cu­ri­ty we have tak­en from them even their penknives and pock­et scis­sors.”

			“Well, then,” said Groslow, “bring them with you.”

			“But re­al­ly—” said d’Artag­nan.

			“I have eight men on guard, you know. Four of them can guard the king and the oth­er four your pris­on­ers. I’ll man­age it some­how, you will see.”

			“But,” said d’Artag­nan, “now I think of it—what is to pre­vent our be­gin­ning tonight?”

			“Noth­ing at all,” said Groslow.

			“Just so. Come to us this evening and to­mor­row we’ll re­turn your vis­it.”

			“Cap­i­tal! This evening with you, to­mor­row at Stu­art’s, the next day with me.”

			“You see, that with a lit­tle fore­thought one can lead a mer­ry life any­where and ev­ery­where,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes, with French­men, and French­men like you.”

			“And Mon­sieur du Val­lon,” added the oth­er. “You will see what a fel­low he is; a man who near­ly killed Mazarin be­tween two doors. They em­ploy him be­cause they are afraid of him. Ah, there he is call­ing me now. You’ll ex­cuse me, I know.”

			They ex­changed bows and d’Artag­nan re­turned to his com­pan­ions.

			“What on earth can you have been say­ing to that bull­dog?” ex­claimed Porthos.

			“My dear fel­low, don’t speak like that of Mon­sieur Groslow. He’s one of my most in­ti­mate friends.”

			“One of your friends!” cried Porthos, “this butch­er of un­armed farm­ers!”

			“Hush! my dear Porthos. Mon­sieur Groslow is per­haps rather hasty, it’s true, but at bot­tom I have dis­cov­ered two good qual­i­ties in him—he is con­ceit­ed and stupid.”

			Porthos opened his eyes in amaze­ment; Athos and Aramis looked at one an­oth­er and smiled; they knew d’Artag­nan, and knew that he did noth­ing with­out a pur­pose.

			“But,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “you shall judge of him for your­self. He is com­ing to play with us this evening.”

			“Oho!” said Porthos, his eyes glis­ten­ing at the news. “Is he rich?”

			“He’s the son of one of the wealth­i­est mer­chants in Lon­don.”

			“And knows lan­squenet?”

			“Adores it.”

			“Bas­set?”

			“His ma­nia.”

			“Biribi?”

			“Rev­els in it.”

			“Good,” said Porthos; “we shall pass an agree­able evening.”

			“The more so, as it will be the pre­lude to a bet­ter.”

			“How so?”

			“We in­vite him to play tonight; he has in­vit­ed us in re­turn to­mor­row. But wait. Tonight we stop at Der­by; and if there is a bot­tle of wine in the town let Mous­que­ton buy it. It will be well to pre­pare a light sup­per, of which you, Athos and Aramis, are not to par­take—Athos, be­cause I told him you had a fever; Aramis, be­cause you are a knight of Mal­ta and won’t mix with fel­lows like us. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“That’s no doubt very fine,” said Porthos; “but deuce take me if I un­der­stand at all.”

			“Porthos, my friend, you know I am de­scend­ed on the fa­ther’s side from the Prophets and on the moth­er’s from the Sybils, and that I on­ly speak in para­bles and rid­dles. Let those who have ears hear and those who have eyes see; I can tell you noth­ing more at present.”

			“Go ahead, my friend,” said Athos; “I am sure that what­ev­er you do is well done.”

			“And you, Aramis, are you of that opin­ion?”

			“En­tire­ly so, my dear d’Artag­nan.”

			“Very good,” said d’Artag­nan; “here in­deed are true be­liev­ers; it is a plea­sure to work mir­a­cles be­fore them; they are not like that un­be­liev­ing Porthos, who must see and touch be­fore he will be­lieve.”

			“The fact is,” said Porthos, with an air of fi­nesse, “I am rather in­cred­u­lous.”

			D’Artag­nan gave him play­ful buf­fet on the shoul­der, and as they had reached the sta­tion where they were to break­fast, the con­ver­sa­tion end­ed there.

			At five in the evening they sent Mous­que­ton on be­fore as agreed up­on. Blaisois went with him.

			In cross­ing the prin­ci­pal street in Der­by the four friends per­ceived Blaisois stand­ing in the door­way of a hand­some house. It was there a lodg­ing was pre­pared for them.

			At the hour agreed up­on Groslow came. D’Artag­nan re­ceived him as he would have done a friend of twen­ty years’ stand­ing. Porthos scanned him from head to foot and smiled when he dis­cov­ered that in spite of the blow he had ad­min­is­tered to Par­ry’s broth­er, he was not near­ly so strong as him­self. Athos and Aramis sup­pressed as well as they could the dis­gust they felt in the pres­ence of such coarse­ness and bru­tal­i­ty.

			In short, Groslow seemed to be pleased with his re­cep­tion.

			Athos and Aramis kept them­selves to their role. At mid­night they with­drew to their cham­ber, the door of which was left open on the pre­text of kind­ly con­sid­er­a­tion. Fur­ther­more, d’Artag­nan went with them, leav­ing Porthos at play with Groslow.

			Porthos gained fifty pis­toles from Groslow, and found him a more agree­able com­pan­ion than he had at first be­lieved him to be.

			As to Groslow, he promised him­self that on the fol­low­ing evening he would re­cov­er from d’Artag­nan what he had lost to Porthos, and on leav­ing re­mind­ed the Gas­con of his ap­point­ment.

			The next day was spent as usu­al. D’Artag­nan went from Cap­tain Groslow to Colonel Har­ri­son and from Colonel Har­ri­son to his friends. To any­one not ac­quaint­ed with him he seemed to be in his nor­mal con­di­tion; but to his friends—to Athos and Aramis—was ap­par­ent a cer­tain fever­ish­ness in his gayety.

			“What is he con­triv­ing?” asked Aramis.

			“Wait,” said Athos.

			Porthos said noth­ing, but he han­dled in his pock­et the fifty pis­toles he had gained from Groslow with a de­gree of sat­is­fac­tion which be­trayed it­self in his whole bear­ing.

			Ar­rived at Rys­ton, d’Artag­nan as­sem­bled his friends. His face had lost the ex­pres­sion of care­less gayety it had worn like a mask the whole day. Athos pinched Aramis’s hand.

			“The mo­ment is at hand,” he said.

			“Yes,” re­turned d’Artag­nan, who had over­heard him, “tonight, gen­tle­men, we res­cue the king.”

			“D’Artag­nan,” said Athos, “this is no joke, I trust? It would quite cut me up.”

			“You are a very odd man, Athos,” he replied, “to doubt me thus. Where and when have you seen me tri­fle with a friend’s heart and a king’s life? I have told you, and I re­peat it, that tonight we res­cue Charles I. You left it to me to dis­cov­er the means and I have done so.”

			Porthos looked at d’Artag­nan with an ex­pres­sion of pro­found ad­mi­ra­tion. Aramis smiled as one who hopes. Athos was pale, and trem­bled in ev­ery limb.

			“Speak,” said Athos.

			“We are in­vit­ed,” replied d’Artag­nan, “to pass the night with M. Groslow. But do you know where?”

			“No.”

			“In the king’s room.”

			“The king’s room?” cried Athos.

			“Yes, gen­tle­men, in the king’s room. Groslow is on guard there this evening, and to pass the time away he has in­vit­ed us to keep him com­pa­ny.”

			“All four of us?” asked Athos.

			“Par­dieu! cer­tain­ly, all four; we couldn’t leave our pris­on­ers, could we?”

			“Ah! ah!” said Aramis.

			“Tell us about it,” said Athos, pal­pi­tat­ing.

			“We are go­ing, then, we two with our swords, you with dag­gers. We four have got to mas­ter these eight fools and their stupid cap­tain. Mon­sieur Porthos, what do you say to that?”

			“I say it is easy enough,” an­swered Porthos.

			“We dress the king in Groslow’s clothes. Mous­que­ton, Gri­maud and Blaisois have our hors­es sad­dled at the end of the first street. We mount them and be­fore day­light are twen­ty leagues dis­tant.”

			Athos placed his two hands on d’Artag­nan’s shoul­ders, and gazed at him with his calm, sad smile.

			“I de­clare, my friend,” said he, “that there is not a crea­ture un­der the sky who equals you in prow­ess and in courage. Whilst we thought you in­dif­fer­ent to our sor­rows, which you couldn’t share with­out crime, you alone among us have dis­cov­ered what we were search­ing for in vain. I re­peat it, d’Artag­nan, you are the best one among us; I bless and love you, my dear son.”

			“And to think that I couldn’t find that out,” said Porthos, scratch­ing his head; “it is so sim­ple.”

			“But,” said Aramis, “if I un­der­stand right­ly we are to kill them all, eh?”

			Athos shud­dered and turned pale.

			“Mor­dioux!” an­swered d’Artag­nan, “I be­lieve we must. I con­fess I can dis­cov­er no oth­er safe and sat­is­fac­to­ry way.”

			“Let us see,” said Aramis, “how are we to act?”

			“I have ar­ranged two plans. First­ly, at a giv­en sig­nal, which shall be the words ‘At last,’ you each plunge a dag­ger in­to the heart of the sol­dier near­est to you. We, on our side, do the same. That will be four killed. We shall then be matched, four against the re­main­ing five. If these five men give them­selves up we gag them; if they re­sist, we kill them. If by chance our Am­phit­ry­on changes his mind and re­ceives on­ly Porthos and my­self, why, then, we must re­sort to hero­ic mea­sures and each give two strokes in­stead of one. It will take a lit­tle longer time and may make a greater dis­tur­bance, but you will be out­side with swords and will rush in at the prop­er time.”

			“But if you your­selves should be struck?” said Athos.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” said d’Artag­nan; “those beer drinkers are too clum­sy and awk­ward. Be­sides, you will strike at the throat, Porthos; it kills as quick­ly and pre­vents all out­cry.”

			“Very good,” said Porthos; “it will be a nice lit­tle throat cut­ting.”

			“Hor­ri­ble, hor­ri­ble,” ex­claimed Athos.

			“Non­sense,” said d’Artag­nan; “you would do as much, Mr. Hu­man­i­ty, in a bat­tle. But if you think the king’s life is not worth what it must cost there’s an end of the mat­ter and I send to Groslow to say I am ill.”

			“No, you are right,” said Athos.

			At this mo­ment a sol­dier en­tered to in­form them that Groslow was wait­ing for them.

			“Where?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“In the room of the Eng­lish Neb­uchad­nez­zar,” replied the staunch Pu­ri­tan.

			“Good,” replied Athos, whose blood mount­ed to his face at the in­sult of­fered to roy­al­ty; “tell the cap­tain we are com­ing.”

			The Pu­ri­tan then went out. The lack­eys had been or­dered to sad­dle eight hors­es and to wait, keep­ing to­geth­er and with­out dis­mount­ing, at the cor­ner of a street about twen­ty steps from the house where the king was lodged.

			It was nine o’clock in the evening; the sen­tinels had been re­lieved at eight and Cap­tain Groslow had been on guard for an hour. D’Artag­nan and Porthos, armed with their swords, and Athos and Aramis, each car­ry­ing a con­cealed poniard, ap­proached the house which for the time be­ing was Charles Stu­art’s prison. The two lat­ter fol­lowed their cap­tors in the hum­ble guise of cap­tives, with­out arms.

			“Od’s bodikins,” said Groslow, as the four friends en­tered, “I had al­most giv­en you up.”

			D’Artag­nan went up to him and whis­pered in his ear:

			“The fact is, we, that is, Mon­sieur du Val­lon and I, hes­i­tat­ed a lit­tle.”

			“And why?”

			D’Artag­nan looked sig­nif­i­cant­ly to­ward Athos and Aramis.

			“Aha,” said Groslow; “on ac­count of po­lit­i­cal opin­ions? No mat­ter. On the con­trary,” he added, laugh­ing, “if they want to see their Stu­art they shall see him.

			“Are we to pass the night in the king’s room?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“No, but in the one next to it, and as the door will re­main open it comes to the same thing. Have you pro­vid­ed your­self with mon­ey? I as­sure you I in­tend to play the dev­il’s game tonight.”

			D’Artag­nan rat­tled the gold in his pock­ets.

			“Very good,” said Groslow, and opened the door of the room. “I will show you the way,” and he went in first.

			D’Artag­nan turned to look at his friends. Porthos was per­fect­ly in­dif­fer­ent; Athos, pale, but res­o­lute; Aramis was wip­ing a slight mois­ture from his brow.

			The eight guards were at their posts. Four in the king’s room, two at the door be­tween the rooms and two at that by which the friends had en­tered. Athos smiled when he saw their bare swords; he felt it was no longer to be a butch­ery, but a fight, and he re­sumed his usu­al good hu­mor.

			Charles was per­ceived through the door, ly­ing dressed up­on his bed, at the head of which Par­ry was seat­ed, read­ing in a low voice a chap­ter from the Bible.

			A can­dle of coarse tal­low on a black ta­ble light­ed up the hand­some and re­signed face of the king and that of his faith­ful re­tain­er, far less calm.

			From time to time Par­ry stopped, think­ing the king, whose eyes were closed, was re­al­ly asleep, but Charles would open his eyes and say with a smile:

			“Go on, my good Par­ry, I am lis­ten­ing.”

			Groslow ad­vanced to the door of the king’s room, re­placed on his head the hat he had tak­en off to re­ceive his guests, looked for a mo­ment con­temp­tu­ous­ly at this sim­ple, yet touch­ing scene, then turn­ing to d’Artag­nan, as­sumed an air of tri­umph at what he had achieved.

			“Cap­i­tal!” cried the Gas­con, “you would make a dis­tin­guished gen­er­al.”

			“And do you think,” asked Groslow, “that Stu­art will ev­er es­cape while I am on guard?”

			“No, to be sure,” replied d’Artag­nan; “un­less, for­sooth, the sky rains friends up­on him.”

			Groslow’s face bright­ened.

			It is im­pos­si­ble to say whether Charles, who kept his eyes con­stant­ly closed, had no­ticed the in­so­lence of the Pu­ri­tan cap­tain, but the mo­ment he heard the clear tone of d’Artag­nan’s voice his eye­lids rose, in spite of him­self.

			Par­ry, too, start­ed and stopped read­ing.

			“What are you think­ing about?” said the king; “go on, my good Par­ry, un­less you are tired.”

			Par­ry re­sumed his read­ing.

			On a ta­ble in the next room were light­ed can­dles, cards, two dice-box­es, and dice.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Groslow, “I beg you will take your places. I will sit fac­ing Stu­art, whom I like so much to see, es­pe­cial­ly where he now is, and you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, op­po­site to me.”

			Athos turned red with rage. D’Artag­nan frowned at him.

			“That’s it,” said d’Artag­nan; “you, Mon­sieur le Comte de la Fère, to the right of Mon­sieur Groslow. You, Cheva­lier d’Herblay, to his left. Du Val­lon next me. You’ll bet for me and those gen­tle­men for Mon­sieur Groslow.”

			By this ar­range­ment d’Artag­nan could nudge Porthos with his knee and make signs with his eyes to Athos and Aramis.

			At the names Comte de la Fère and Cheva­lier d’Herblay, Charles opened his eyes, and rais­ing his no­ble head, in spite of him­self, threw a glance at all the ac­tors in the scene.

			At that mo­ment Par­ry turned over sev­er­al leaves of his Bible and read with a loud voice this verse in Jeremi­ah:

			“God said, ‘Hear ye the words of the prophets my ser­vants, whom I have sent un­to you.’ ”

			The four friends ex­changed glances. The words that Par­ry had read as­sured them that their pres­ence was un­der­stood by the king and was as­signed to its re­al mo­tive. D’Artag­nan’s eyes sparkled with joy.

			“You asked me just now if I was in funds,” said d’Artag­nan, plac­ing some twen­ty pis­toles up­on the ta­ble. “Well, in my turn I ad­vise you to keep a sharp look­out on your trea­sure, my dear Mon­sieur Groslow, for I can tell you we shall not leave this with­out rob­bing you of it.”

			“Not with­out my de­fend­ing it,” said Groslow.

			“So much the bet­ter,” said d’Artag­nan. “Fight, my dear cap­tain, fight. You know or you don’t know, that that is what we ask of you.”

			“Oh! yes,” said Groslow, burst­ing with his usu­al coarse laugh, “I know you French­men want noth­ing but cuts and bruis­es.”

			Charles had heard and un­der­stood it all. A slight col­or mount­ed to his cheeks. The sol­diers then saw him stretch his limbs, lit­tle by lit­tle, and un­der the pre­tense of much heat throw off the Scotch plaid which cov­ered him.

			Athos and Aramis start­ed with de­light to find that the king was ly­ing with his clothes on.

			The game be­gan. The luck had turned, and Groslow, hav­ing won some hun­dred pis­toles, was in the mer­ri­est pos­si­ble hu­mor.

			Porthos, who had lost the fifty pis­toles he had won the night be­fore and thir­ty more be­sides, was very cross and ques­tioned d’Artag­nan with a nudge of the knee as to whether it would not soon be time to change the game. Athos and Aramis looked at him in­quir­ing­ly. But d’Artag­nan re­mained im­pas­si­ble.

			It struck ten. They heard the guard go­ing its rounds.

			“How many rounds do they make a night?” asked d’Artag­nan, draw­ing more pis­toles from his pock­et.

			“Five,” an­swered Groslow, “one ev­ery two hours.”

			D’Artag­nan glanced at Athos and Aramis and for the first time replied to Porthos’s nudge of the knee by a nudge re­spon­sive. Mean­while, the sol­diers whose du­ty it was to re­main in the king’s room, at­tract­ed by that love of play so pow­er­ful in all men, had stolen lit­tle by lit­tle to­ward the ta­ble, and stand­ing on tip­toe, lounged, watch­ing the game, over the shoul­ders of d’Artag­nan and Porthos. Those on the oth­er side had fol­lowed their ex­am­ple, thus fa­vor­ing the views of the four friends, who pre­ferred hav­ing them close at hand to chas­ing them about the cham­ber. The two sen­tinels at the door still had their swords un­sheathed, but they were lean­ing on them while they watched the game.

			Athos seemed to grow calm as the crit­i­cal mo­ment ap­proached. With his white, aris­to­crat­ic hands he played with the louis, bend­ing and straight­en­ing them again, as if they were made of pewter. Aramis, less self-con­trolled, fum­bled con­tin­u­al­ly with his hid­den poniard. Porthos, im­pa­tient at his con­tin­ued loss­es, kept up a vig­or­ous play with his knee.

			D’Artag­nan turned, me­chan­i­cal­ly look­ing be­hind him, and be­tween the fig­ures of two sol­diers he could see Par­ry stand­ing up and Charles lean­ing on his el­bow with his hands clasped and ap­par­ent­ly of­fer­ing a fer­vent prayer to God.

			D’Artag­nan saw that the mo­ment was come. He dart­ed a prepara­to­ry glance at Athos and Aramis, who sly­ly pushed their chairs a lit­tle back so as to leave them­selves more space for ac­tion. He gave Porthos a sec­ond nudge of the knee and Porthos got up as if to stretch his legs and took care at the same time to as­cer­tain that his sword could be drawn smooth­ly from the scab­bard.

			“Hang it!” cried d’Artag­nan, “an­oth­er twen­ty pis­toles lost. Re­al­ly, Cap­tain Groslow, you are too much in for­tune’s way. This can’t last,” and he drew an­oth­er twen­ty from his pock­et. “One more turn, cap­tain; twen­ty pis­toles on one throw—on­ly one, the last.”

			“Done for twen­ty,” replied Groslow.

			And he turned up two cards as usu­al, a king for d’Artag­nan and an ace for him­self.

			“A king,” said d’Artag­nan; “it’s a good omen, Mas­ter Groslow—look out for the king.”

			And in spite of his ex­tra­or­di­nary self-con­trol there was a strange vi­bra­tion in the Gas­con’s voice which made his part­ner start.

			Groslow be­gan turn­ing the cards one af­ter an­oth­er. If he turned up an ace first he won; if a king he lost.

			He turned up a king.

			“At last!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			At this word Athos and Aramis jumped up. Porthos drew back a step. Dag­gers and swords were just about to shine, when sud­den­ly the door was thrown open and Har­ri­son ap­peared in the door­way, ac­com­pa­nied by a man en­veloped in a large cloak. Be­hind this man could be seen the glis­ten­ing mus­kets of half a dozen sol­diers.

			Groslow jumped up, ashamed at be­ing sur­prised in the midst of wine, cards, and dice. But Har­ri­son paid not the least at­ten­tion to him, and en­ter­ing the king’s room, fol­lowed by his com­pan­ion:

			“Charles Stu­art,” said he, “an or­der has come to con­duct you to Lon­don with­out stop­ping day or night. Pre­pare your­self, then, to start at once.”

			“And by whom is this or­der giv­en?” asked the king.

			“By Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell. And here is Mr. Mor­daunt, who has brought it and is charged with its ex­e­cu­tion.”

			“Mor­daunt!” mut­tered the four friends, ex­chang­ing glances.

			D’Artag­nan swept up the mon­ey that he and Porthos had lost and buried it in his huge pock­et. Athos and Aramis placed them­selves be­hind him. At this move­ment Mor­daunt turned around, rec­og­nized them, and ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of sav­age de­light.

			“I’m afraid we are pris­on­ers,” whis­pered d’Artag­nan to his friend.

			“Not yet,” replied Porthos.

			“Colonel, colonel,” cried Mor­daunt, “you are be­trayed. These four French­men have es­caped from New­cas­tle, and no doubt want to car­ry off the king. Ar­rest them.”

			“Ah! my young man,” said d’Artag­nan, draw­ing his sword, “that is an or­der soon­er giv­en than ex­e­cut­ed. Fly, friends, fly!” he added, whirling his sword around him.

			The next mo­ment he dart­ed to the door and knocked down two of the sol­diers who guard­ed it, be­fore they had time to cock their mus­kets. Athos and Aramis fol­lowed him. Porthos brought up the rear, and be­fore sol­diers, of­fi­cers, or colonel had time to re­cov­er their sur­prise all four were in the street.

			“Fire!” cried Mor­daunt; “fire up­on them!”

			Three or four shots were fired, but with no oth­er re­sult than to show the four fugi­tives turn­ing the cor­ner of the street safe and sound.

			The hors­es were at the place fixed up­on, and they leaped light­ly in­to their sad­dles.

			“For­ward!” cried d’Artag­nan, “and spur for your dear lives!”

			They gal­loped away and took the road they had come by in the morn­ing, name­ly, in the di­rec­tion to­ward Scot­land. A few hun­dred yards be­yond the town d’Artag­nan drew rein.

			“Halt!” he cried, “this time we shall be pur­sued. We must let them leave the vil­lage and ride af­ter us on the north­ern road, and when they have passed we will take the op­po­site di­rec­tion.”

			There was a stream close by and a bridge across it.

			D’Artag­nan led his horse un­der the arch of the bridge. The oth­ers fol­lowed. Ten min­utes lat­er they heard the rapid gal­lop of a troop of horse­men. A few min­utes more and the troop passed over their heads.
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			As soon as the noise of the hoofs was lost in the dis­tance d’Artag­nan re­mount­ed the bank of the stream and scoured the plain, fol­lowed by his three friends, di­rect­ing their course, as well as they could guess, to­ward Lon­don.

			“This time,” said d’Artag­nan, when they were suf­fi­cient­ly dis­tant to pro­ceed at a trot, “I think all is lost and we have noth­ing bet­ter to do than to reach France. What do you say, Athos, to that propo­si­tion? Isn’t it rea­son­able?”

			“Yes, dear friend,” Athos replied, “but you said a word the oth­er day that was more than rea­son­able—it was no­ble and gen­er­ous. You said, ‘Let us die here!’ I re­call to you that word.”

			“Oh,” said Porthos, “death is noth­ing: it isn’t death that can dis­qui­et us, since we don’t know what it is. What trou­bles me is the idea of de­feat. As things are turn­ing out, I fore­see that we must give bat­tle to Lon­don, to the prov­inces, to all Eng­land, and cer­tain­ly in the end we can’t fail to be beat­en.”

			“We ought to wit­ness this great tragedy even to its last scene,” said Athos. “What­ev­er hap­pens, let us not leave Eng­land be­fore the cri­sis. Don’t you agree with me, Aramis?”

			“En­tire­ly, my dear count. Then, too, I con­fess I should not be sor­ry to come across Mor­daunt again. It ap­pears to me that we have an ac­count to set­tle with him, and that it is not our cus­tom to leave a place with­out pay­ing our debts, of this kind, at least.”

			“Ah! that’s an­oth­er thing,” said d’Artag­nan, “and I should not mind wait­ing in Lon­don a whole year for a chance of meet­ing this Mor­daunt in ques­tion. On­ly let us lodge with some­one on whom we can count; for I imag­ine, just now, that Noll Cromwell would not be in­clined to tri­fle with us. Athos, do you know any inn in the whole town where one can find white sheets, roast beef rea­son­ably cooked, and wine which is not made of hops and gin?”

			“I think I know what you want,” replied Athos. “De Win­ter took us to the house of a Spaniard, who, he said, had be­come nat­u­ral­ized as an En­glish­man by the guineas of his new com­pa­tri­ots. What do you say to it, Aramis?”

			“Why, the idea of tak­ing quar­ters with Señor Perez seems to me very rea­son­able, and for my part I agree to it. We will in­voke the re­mem­brance of that poor de Win­ter, for whom he seemed to have a great re­gard; we will tell him that we have come as am­a­teurs to see what is go­ing on; we will spend with him a guinea each per day; and I think that by tak­ing all these pre­cau­tions we can be quite undis­turbed.”

			“You for­get, Aramis, one pre­cau­tion of con­sid­er­able im­por­tance.”

			“What is that?”

			“The pre­cau­tion of chang­ing our clothes.”

			“Chang­ing our clothes!” ex­claimed Porthos. “I don’t see why; we are very com­fort­able in those we wear.”

			“To pre­vent recog­ni­tion,” said d’Artag­nan. “Our clothes have a cut which would pro­claim the French­man at first sight. Now, I don’t set suf­fi­cient store on the cut of my jerkin to risk be­ing hung at Ty­burn or sent for change of scene to the In­dies. I shall buy a chest­nut-col­ored suit. I’ve re­marked that your Pu­ri­tans rev­el in that col­or.”

			“But can you find your man?” said Aramis to Athos.

			“Oh! to be sure, yes. He lives at the Bed­ford Tav­ern, Green­hall Street. Be­sides, I can find my way about the city with my eyes shut.”

			“I wish we were al­ready there,” said d’Artag­nan; “and my ad­vice is that we reach Lon­don be­fore day­break, even if we kill our hors­es.”

			“Come on, then,” said Athos, “for un­less I am mis­tak­en in my cal­cu­la­tions we have on­ly eight or ten leagues to go.”

			The friends urged on their hors­es and ar­rived, in fact, at about five o’clock in the morn­ing. They were stopped and ques­tioned at the gate by which they sought to en­ter the city, but Athos replied, in ex­cel­lent Eng­lish, that they had been sent for­ward by Colonel Har­ri­son to an­nounce to his col­league, Mon­sieur Bridge, the ap­proach of the king. That re­ply led to sev­er­al ques­tions about the king’s cap­ture, and Athos gave de­tails so pre­cise and pos­i­tive that if the gate­keep­ers had any sus­pi­cions they van­ished com­plete­ly. The way was there­fore opened to the four friends with all sorts of Pu­ri­tan con­grat­u­la­tions.

			Athos was right. He went di­rect to the Bed­ford Tav­ern, and the host, who rec­og­nized him, was de­light­ed to see him again with such a nu­mer­ous and promis­ing com­pa­ny.

			Though it was scarce­ly day­light our four trav­el­ers found the town in a great bus­tle, ow­ing to the re­port­ed ap­proach of Har­ri­son and the king.

			The plan of chang­ing their clothes was unan­i­mous­ly adopt­ed. The land­lord sent out for ev­ery de­scrip­tion of gar­ment, as if he want­ed to fit up his wardrobe. Athos chose a black coat, which gave him the ap­pear­ance of a re­spectable cit­i­zen. Aramis, not wish­ing to part with his sword, se­lect­ed a dark-blue cloak of a mil­i­tary cut. Porthos was se­duced by a wine-col­ored dou­blet and sea-green breech­es. D’Artag­nan, who had fixed on his col­or be­fore­hand, had on­ly to se­lect the shade, and looked in his chest­nut suit ex­act­ly like a re­tired sug­ar deal­er.

			“Now,” said d’Artag­nan, “for the ac­tu­al man. We must cut off our hair, that the pop­u­lace may not in­sult us. As we no longer wear the sword of the gen­tle­man we may as well have the head of the Pu­ri­tan. This, as you know, is the im­por­tant point of dis­tinc­tion be­tween the Covenan­ter and the Cav­a­lier.”

			Af­ter some dis­cus­sion this was agreed to and Mous­que­ton played the role of bar­ber.

			“We look hideous,” said Athos.

			“And smack of the Pu­ri­tan to a fright­ful ex­tent,” said Aramis.

			“My head feels ac­tu­al­ly cold,” said Porthos.

			“As for me, I feel anx­ious to preach a ser­mon,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Now,” said Athos, “that we can­not even rec­og­nize one an­oth­er and have there­fore no fear of oth­ers rec­og­niz­ing us, let us go and see the king’s en­trance.”

			They had not been long in the crowd be­fore loud cries an­nounced the king’s ar­rival. A car­riage had been sent to meet him, and the gi­gan­tic Porthos, who stood a head above the en­tire rab­ble, soon an­nounced that he saw the roy­al equipage ap­proach­ing. D’Artag­nan raised him­self on tip­toe, and as the car­riage passed, saw Har­ri­son at one win­dow and Mor­daunt at the oth­er.

			The next day, Athos, lean­ing out of his win­dow, which looked up­on the most pop­u­lous part of the city, heard the Act of Par­lia­ment, which sum­moned the ex-king, Charles I, to the bar, pub­licly cried.

			“Par­lia­ment in­deed!” cried Athos. “Par­lia­ment can nev­er have passed such an act as that.”

			At this mo­ment the land­lord came in.

			“Did par­lia­ment pass this act?” Athos asked of him in Eng­lish.

			“Yes, my lord, the pure par­lia­ment.”

			“What do you mean by ‘the pure par­lia­ment’? Are there, then, two par­lia­ments?”

			“My friend,” d’Artag­nan in­ter­rupt­ed, “as I don’t un­der­stand Eng­lish and we all un­der­stand Span­ish, have the kind­ness to speak to us in that lan­guage, which, since it is your own, you must find plea­sure in us­ing when you have the chance.”

			“Ah! ex­cel­lent!” said Aramis.

			As to Porthos, all his at­ten­tion was con­cen­trat­ed on the al­lure­ments of the break­fast ta­ble.

			“You were ask­ing, then?” said the host in Span­ish.

			“I asked,” said Athos, in the same lan­guage, “if there are two par­lia­ments, a pure and an im­pure?”

			“Why, how ex­tra­or­di­nary!” said Porthos, slow­ly rais­ing his head and look­ing at his friends with an air of as­ton­ish­ment, “I un­der­stand Eng­lish, then! I un­der­stand what you say!”

			“That is be­cause we are talk­ing Span­ish, my dear friend,” said Athos.

			“Oh, the dev­il!” said Porthos, “I am sor­ry for that; it would have been one lan­guage more.”

			“When I speak of the pure par­lia­ment,” re­sumed the host, “I mean the one which Colonel Bridge has weed­ed.”

			“Ah! re­al­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, “these peo­ple are very in­ge­nious. When I go back to France I must sug­gest some such con­ve­nient course to Car­di­nal Mazarin and the coad­ju­tor. One of them will weed the par­lia­ment in the name of the court, and the oth­er in the name of the peo­ple; and then there won’t be any par­lia­ment at all.”

			“And who is this Colonel Bridge?” asked Aramis, “and how does he go to work to weed the par­lia­ment?”

			“Colonel Bridge,” replied the Spaniard, “is a re­tired wag­oner, a man of much sense, who made one valu­able ob­ser­va­tion whilst driv­ing his team, name­ly, that where there hap­pened to be a stone on the road, it was much eas­i­er to re­move the stone than try and make the wheel pass over it. Now, of two hun­dred and fifty-one mem­bers who com­posed the par­lia­ment, there were one hun­dred and nine­ty-one who were in the way and might have up­set his po­lit­i­cal wag­on. He took them up, just as he for­mer­ly used to take up the stones from the road, and threw them out of the house.”

			“Neat,” re­marked d’Artag­nan. “Very!”

			“And all these one hun­dred and nine­ty-one were Roy­al­ists?” asked Athos.

			“With­out doubt, señor; and you un­der­stand that they would have saved the king.”

			“To be sure,” said Porthos, with ma­jes­tic com­mon sense; “they were in the ma­jor­i­ty.”

			“And you think,” said Aramis, “he will con­sent to ap­pear be­fore such a tri­bunal?”

			“He will be forced to do so,” smiled the Spaniard.

			“Now, Athos!” said d’Artag­nan, “do you be­gin to be­lieve that it’s a ru­ined cause, and that what with your Har­risons, Joyces, Bridges and Cromwells, we shall nev­er get the up­per hand?”

			“The king will be de­liv­ered at the tri­bunal,” said Athos; “the very si­lence of his sup­port­ers in­di­cates that they are at work.”

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“But,” said Aramis, “if they dare to con­demn their king, it can on­ly be to ex­ile or im­pris­on­ment.”

			D’Artag­nan whis­tled a lit­tle air of in­creduli­ty.

			“We shall see,” said Athos, “for we shall go to the sit­tings, I pre­sume.”

			“You will not have long to wait,” said the land­lord; “they be­gin to­mor­row.”

			“So, then, they drew up the in­dict­ments be­fore the king was tak­en?”

			“Of course,” said d’Artag­nan; “they be­gan the day he was sold.”

			“And you know,” said Aramis, “that it was our friend Mor­daunt who made, if not the bar­gain, at least the over­tures.”

			“And you know,” added d’Artag­nan, “that when­ev­er I catch him I will kill him, this Mor­daunt.”

			“And I, too,” ex­claimed Porthos.

			“And I, too,” added Aramis.

			“Touch­ing una­nim­i­ty!” cried d’Artag­nan, “which well be­comes good cit­i­zens like us. Let us take a turn around the town and im­bibe a lit­tle fog.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “ ’twill be at least a lit­tle change from beer.”

		
	
		
			
				LXIII

				The Tri­al

			
			The next morn­ing King Charles I was haled by a strong guard be­fore the high court which was to judge him. All Lon­don was crowd­ing to the doors of the house. The throng was ter­rif­ic, and it was not till af­ter much push­ing and some fight­ing that our friends reached their des­ti­na­tion. When they did so they found the three low­er rows of bench­es al­ready oc­cu­pied; but be­ing anx­ious not to be too con­spic­u­ous, all, with the ex­cep­tion of Porthos, who had a fan­cy to dis­play his red dou­blet, were quite sat­is­fied with their places, the more so as chance had brought them to the cen­tre of their row, so that they were ex­act­ly op­po­site the arm­chair pre­pared for the roy­al pris­on­er.

			To­ward eleven o’clock the king en­tered the hall, sur­round­ed by guards, but wear­ing his head cov­ered, and with a calm ex­pres­sion turned to ev­ery side with a look of com­plete as­sur­ance, as if he were there to pre­side at an as­sem­bly of sub­mis­sive sub­jects, rather than to meet the ac­cu­sa­tions of a rebel court.

			The judges, proud of hav­ing a monarch to hu­mil­i­ate, ev­i­dent­ly pre­pared to en­joy the right they had ar­ro­gat­ed to them­selves, and sent an of­fi­cer to in­form the king that it was cus­tom­ary for the ac­cused to un­cov­er his head.

			Charles, with­out re­ply­ing a sin­gle word, turned his head in an­oth­er di­rec­tion and pulled his felt hat over it. Then when the of­fi­cer was gone he sat down in the arm­chair op­po­site the pres­i­dent and struck his boots with a lit­tle cane which he car­ried in his hand. Par­ry, who ac­com­pa­nied him, stood be­hind him.

			D’Artag­nan was look­ing at Athos, whose face be­trayed all those emo­tions which the king, pos­sess­ing more self-con­trol, had ban­ished from his own. This ag­i­ta­tion, in one so cold and calm as Athos, fright­ened him.

			“I hope,” he whis­pered to him, “that you will fol­low His Majesty’s ex­am­ple and not get killed for your fol­ly in this den.”

			“Set your mind at rest,” replied Athos.

			“Aha!” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “it is clear that they are afraid of some­thing or oth­er; for look, the sen­tinels are be­ing re­in­forced. They had on­ly hal­berds be­fore, now they have mus­kets. The hal­berds were for the au­di­ence in the rear; the mus­kets are for us.”

			“Thir­ty, forty, fifty, six­ty-five men,” said Porthos, count­ing the re­in­force­ments.

			“Ah!” said Aramis, “but you for­get the of­fi­cer.”

			D’Artag­nan grew pale with rage. He rec­og­nized Mor­daunt, who with bare sword was mar­shalling the Mus­ke­teers be­hind the king and op­po­site the bench­es.

			“Do you think they have rec­og­nized us?” said d’Artag­nan. “In that case I should beat a re­treat. I don’t care to be shot in a box.”

			“No,” said Aramis, “he has not seen us. He sees no one but the king. Mon Dieu! how he stares at him, the in­so­lent dog! Does he hate His Majesty as much as he does us?”

			“Par­di,” an­swered Athos, “we on­ly car­ried off his moth­er; the king has spoiled him of his name and prop­er­ty.”

			“True,” said Aramis; “but si­lence! the pres­i­dent is speak­ing to the king.”

			“Stu­art,” Brad­shaw was say­ing, “lis­ten to the roll call of your judges and ad­dress to the court any ob­ser­va­tions you may have to make.”

			The king turned his head away, as if these words had not been in­tend­ed for him. Brad­shaw wait­ed, and as there was no re­ply there was a mo­ment of si­lence.

			Out of the hun­dred and six­ty-three mem­bers des­ig­nat­ed there were on­ly sev­en­ty-three present, for the rest, fear­ful of tak­ing part in such an act, had re­mained away.

			When the name of Colonel Fair­fax was called, one of those brief but solemn si­lences en­sued, which an­nounced the ab­sence of the mem­bers who had no wish to take a per­son­al part in the tri­al.

			“Colonel Fair­fax,” re­peat­ed Brad­shaw.

			“Fair­fax,” an­swered a laugh­ing voice, the sil­very tone of which be­trayed it as that of a wom­an, “is not such a fool as to be here.”

			A loud laugh fol­lowed these words, pro­nounced with that bold­ness which wom­en draw from their own weak­ness—a weak­ness which re­moves them be­yond the pow­er of vengeance.

			“It is a wom­an’s voice,” cried Aramis; “faith, I would give a good deal if she is young and pret­ty.” And he mount­ed on the bench to try and get a sight of her.

			“By my soul,” said Aramis, “she is charm­ing. Look d’Artag­nan; ev­ery­body is look­ing at her; and in spite of Brad­shaw’s gaze she has not turned pale.”

			“It is La­dy Fair­fax her­self,” said d’Artag­nan. “Don’t you re­mem­ber, Porthos, we saw her at Gen­er­al Cromwell’s?”

			The roll call con­tin­ued.

			“These ras­cals will ad­journ when they find that they are not in suf­fi­cient force,” said the Comte de la Fère.

			“You don’t know them. Athos, look at Mor­daunt’s smile. Is that the look of a man whose vic­tim is like­ly to es­cape him? Ah, cursed basilisk, it will be a hap­py day for me when I can cross some­thing more than a look with you.”

			“The king is re­al­ly very hand­some,” said Porthos; “and look, too, though he is a pris­on­er, how care­ful­ly he is dressed. The feath­er in his hat is worth at least five-and-twen­ty pis­toles. Look at it, Aramis.”

			The roll call fin­ished, the pres­i­dent or­dered them to read the act of ac­cu­sa­tion. Athos turned pale. A sec­ond time he was dis­ap­point­ed in his ex­pec­ta­tion. Not­with­stand­ing the judges were so few the tri­al was to con­tin­ue; the king then, was con­demned in ad­vance.

			“I told you so, Athos,” said d’Artag­nan, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. “Now take your courage in both hands and hear what this gen­tle­man in black is go­ing to say about his sov­er­eign, with full li­cense and priv­i­lege.”

			Nev­er till then had a more bru­tal ac­cu­sa­tion or mean­er in­sults tar­nished king­ly majesty.

			Charles lis­tened with marked at­ten­tion, pass­ing over the in­sults, not­ing the griev­ances, and, when ha­tred over­flowed all bounds and the ac­cus­er turned ex­e­cu­tion­er be­fore­hand, re­ply­ing with a smile of lofty scorn.

			“The fact is,” said d’Artag­nan, “if men are pun­ished for im­pru­dence and triv­i­al­i­ty, this poor king de­serves pun­ish­ment. But it seems to me that that which he is just now un­der­go­ing is hard enough.”

			“In any case,” Aramis replied, “the pun­ish­ment should fall not on the king, but on his min­is­ters; for the first ar­ti­cle of the con­sti­tu­tion is, ‘The king can do no wrong.’ ”

			As for me, thought Porthos, giv­ing Mor­daunt his whole at­ten­tion, were it not for break­ing in on the majesty of the sit­u­a­tion I would leap down from the bench, reach Mor­daunt in three bounds and stran­gle him; I would then take him by the feet and knock the life out of these wretch­ed mus­ke­teers who par­o­dy the Mus­ke­teers of France. Mean­time, d’Artag­nan, who is full of in­ven­tion, would find some way to save the king. I must speak to him about it.

			As to Athos, his face aflame, his fists clinched, his lips bit­ten till they bled, he sat there foam­ing with rage at that end­less par­lia­men­tary in­sult and that long en­dur­ing roy­al pa­tience; the in­flex­i­ble arm and stead­fast heart had giv­en place to a trem­bling hand and a body shak­en by ex­cite­ment.

			At this mo­ment the ac­cus­er con­clud­ed with these words: “The present ac­cu­sa­tion is pre­ferred by us in the name of the Eng­lish peo­ple.”

			At these words there was a mur­mur along the bench­es, and a sec­ond voice, not that of a wom­an, but a man’s, stout and fu­ri­ous, thun­dered be­hind d’Artag­nan.

			“You lie!” it cried. “Nine-tenths of the Eng­lish peo­ple are hor­ri­fied at what you say.”

			This voice was that of Athos, who, stand­ing up with out­stretched hand and quite out of his mind, thus as­sailed the pub­lic ac­cus­er.

			King, judges, spec­ta­tors, all turned their eyes to the bench where the four friends were seat­ed. Mor­daunt did the same and rec­og­nized the gen­tle­man, around whom the three oth­er French­men were stand­ing, pale and men­ac­ing. His eyes glit­tered with de­light. He had dis­cov­ered those to whose death he had de­vot­ed his life. A move­ment of fury called to his side some twen­ty of his mus­ke­teers, and point­ing to the bench where his en­e­mies were: “Fire on that bench!” he cried.

			But with the ra­pid­i­ty of thought d’Artag­nan seized Athos by the waist, and fol­lowed by Porthos with Aramis, leaped down from the bench­es, rushed in­to the pas­sages, and fly­ing down the stair­case were lost in the crowd with­out, while the mus­kets with­in were point­ed on some three thou­sand spec­ta­tors, whose piteous cries and noisy alarm stopped the im­pulse al­ready giv­en to blood­shed.

			Charles al­so had rec­og­nized the four French­men. He put one hand on his heart to still its beat­ing and the oth­er over his eyes, that he might not wit­ness the slay­ing of his faith­ful friends.

			Mor­daunt, pale and trem­bling with anger, rushed from the hall sword in hand, fol­lowed by six pike­men, push­ing, in­quir­ing and pant­ing in the crowd; and then, hav­ing found noth­ing, re­turned.

			The tu­mult was in­de­scrib­able. More than half an hour passed be­fore any­one could make him­self heard. The judges were look­ing for a new out­break from the bench­es. The spec­ta­tors saw the mus­kets lev­eled at them, and di­vid­ed be­tween fear and cu­rios­i­ty, re­mained noisy and ex­cit­ed.

			Qui­et was at length re­stored.

			“What have you to say in your de­fense?” asked Brad­shaw of the king.

			Then ris­ing, with his head still cov­ered, in the tone of a judge rather than a pris­on­er, Charles be­gan.

			“Be­fore ques­tion­ing me,” he said, “re­ply to my ques­tion. I was free at New­cas­tle and had there con­clud­ed a treaty with both hous­es. In­stead of per­form­ing your part of this con­tract, as I per­formed mine, you bought me from the Scotch, cheap­ly, I know, and that does hon­or to the eco­nom­ic tal­ent of your gov­ern­ment. But be­cause you have paid the price of a slave, do you imag­ine that I have ceased to be your king? No. To an­swer you would be to for­get it. I shall on­ly re­ply to you when you have sat­is­fied me of your right to ques­tion me. To an­swer you would be to ac­knowl­edge you as my judges, and I on­ly ac­knowl­edge you as my ex­e­cu­tion­ers.” And in the mid­dle of a death­like si­lence, Charles, calm, lofty, and with his head still cov­ered, sat down again in his arm­chair.

			“Why are not my French­men here?” he mur­mured proud­ly and turn­ing his eyes to the bench­es where they had ap­peared for a mo­ment; “they would have seen that their friend was wor­thy of their de­fense while alive, and of their tears when dead.”

			“Well,” said the pres­i­dent, see­ing that Charles was de­ter­mined to re­main silent, “so be it. We will judge you in spite of your si­lence. You are ac­cused of trea­son, of abuse of pow­er, and mur­der. The ev­i­dence will sup­port it. Go, and an­oth­er sit­ting will ac­com­plish what you have post­poned in this.”

			Charles rose and turned to­ward Par­ry, whom he saw pale and with his tem­ples dewed with mois­ture.

			“Well, my dear Par­ry,” said he, “what is the mat­ter, and what can af­fect you in this man­ner?”

			“Oh, my king,” said Par­ry, with tears in his eyes and in a tone of sup­pli­ca­tion, “do not look to the left as we leave the hall.”

			“And why, Par­ry?”

			“Do not look, I im­plore you, my king.”

			“But what is the mat­ter? Speak,” said Charles, at­tempt­ing to look across the hedge of guards which sur­round­ed him.

			“It is—but you will not look, will you?—it is be­cause they have had the axe, with which crim­i­nals are ex­e­cut­ed, brought and placed there on the ta­ble. The sight is hideous.”

			“Fools,” said Charles, “do they take me for a cow­ard, like them­selves? You have done well to warn me. Thank you, Par­ry.”

			When the mo­ment ar­rived the king fol­lowed his guards out of the hall. As he passed the ta­ble on which the axe was laid, he stopped, and turn­ing with a smile, said:

			“Ah! the axe, an in­ge­nious de­vice, and well wor­thy of those who know not what a gen­tle­man is; you fright­en me not, ex­e­cu­tion­er’s axe,” added he, touch­ing it with the cane which he held in his hand, “and I strike you now, wait­ing pa­tient­ly and Chris­tian­ly for you to re­turn the blow.”

			And shrug­ging his shoul­ders with un­af­fect­ed con­tempt he passed on. When he reached the door a stream of peo­ple, who had been dis­ap­point­ed in not be­ing able to get in­to the house and to make amends had col­lect­ed to see him come out, stood on each side, as he passed, many among them glar­ing on him with threat­en­ing looks.

			How many peo­ple, thought he, and not one true friend.

			And as he ut­tered these words of doubt and de­pres­sion with­in his mind, a voice be­side him said:

			“Re­spect to fall­en majesty.”

			The king turned quick­ly around, with tears in his eyes and heart. It was an old sol­dier of the guards who could not see his king pass cap­tive be­fore him with­out ren­der­ing him this fi­nal homage. But the next mo­ment the un­for­tu­nate man was near­ly killed with heavy blows of sword-hilts, and among those who set up­on him the king rec­og­nized Cap­tain Groslow.

			“Alas!” said Charles, “that is a se­vere chas­tise­ment for a very tri­fling fault.”

			He con­tin­ued his walk, but he had scarce­ly gone a hun­dred paces, when a fu­ri­ous fel­low, lean­ing be­tween two sol­diers, spat in the king’s face, as once an in­fa­mous and ac­cursed Jew spit in the face of Je­sus of Nazareth. Loud roars of laugh­ter and sullen mur­murs arose to­geth­er. The crowd opened and closed again, un­du­lat­ing like a stormy sea, and the king imag­ined that he saw shin­ing in the midst of this liv­ing wave the bright eyes of Athos.

			Charles wiped his face and said with a sad smile: “Poor wretch, for half a crown he would do as much to his own fa­ther.”

			The king was not mis­tak­en. Athos and his friends, again min­gling with the throng, were tak­ing a last look at the mar­tyr king.

			When the sol­dier salut­ed Charles, Athos’s heart bound­ed for joy; and that un­for­tu­nate, on com­ing to him­self, found ten guineas that the French gen­tle­man had slipped in­to his pock­et. But when the cow­ard­ly in­sul­ter spat in the face of the cap­tive monarch Athos grasped his dag­ger. But d’Artag­nan stopped his hand and in a hoarse voice cried, “Wait!”

			Athos stopped. D’Artag­nan, lean­ing on Athos, made a sign to Porthos and Aramis to keep near them and then placed him­self be­hind the man with the bare arms, who was still laugh­ing at his own vile pleas­antry and re­ceiv­ing the con­grat­u­la­tions of sev­er­al oth­ers.

			The man took his way to­ward the city. The four friends fol­lowed him. The man, who had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing a butch­er, de­scend­ed a lit­tle steep and iso­lat­ed street, look­ing on to the riv­er, with two of his friends. Ar­rived at the bank of the riv­er the three men per­ceived that they were fol­lowed, turned around, and look­ing in­so­lent­ly at the French­men, passed some jests from one to an­oth­er.

			“I don’t know Eng­lish, Athos,” said d’Artag­nan; “but you know it and will in­ter­pret for me.”

			Then quick­en­ing their steps they passed the three men, but turned back im­me­di­ate­ly, and d’Artag­nan walked straight up to the butch­er and touch­ing him on the chest with the tip of his fin­ger, said to Athos:

			“Say this to him in Eng­lish: ‘You are a cow­ard. You have in­sult­ed a de­fense­less man. You have be­fouled the face of your king. You must die.’ ”

			Athos, pale as a ghost, re­peat­ed these words to the man, who, see­ing the bode­ful prepa­ra­tions that were mak­ing, put him­self in an at­ti­tude of de­fense. Aramis, at this move­ment, drew his sword.

			“No,” cried d’Artag­nan, “no steel. Steel is for gen­tle­men.”

			And seiz­ing the butch­er by the throat:

			“Porthos,” said he, “kill this fel­low for me with a sin­gle blow.”

			Porthos raised his ter­ri­ble fist, which whis­tled through the air like a sling, and the por­ten­tous mass fell with a smoth­ered crash on the in­sul­ter’s skull and crushed it. The man fell like an ox be­neath the poleaxe. His com­pan­ions, hor­ror-struck, could nei­ther move nor cry out.

			“Tell them this, Athos,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan; “thus shall all die who for­get that a cap­tive man is sa­cred and that a cap­tive king dou­bly rep­re­sents the Lord.”

			Athos re­peat­ed d’Artag­nan’s words.

			The fel­lows looked at the body of their com­pan­ion, swim­ming in blood, and then re­cov­er­ing voice and legs to­geth­er, ran scream­ing off.

			“Jus­tice is done,” said Porthos, wip­ing his fore­head.

			“And now,” said d’Artag­nan to Athos, “en­ter­tain no fur­ther doubts about me; I un­der­take all that con­cerns the king.”

		
	
		
			
				LXIV

				White­hall

			
			The par­lia­ment con­demned Charles to death, as might have been fore­seen. Po­lit­i­cal judg­ments are gen­er­al­ly vain for­mal­i­ties, for the same pas­sions which give rise to the ac­cu­sa­tion or­dain to the con­dem­na­tion. Such is the atro­cious log­ic of rev­o­lu­tions.

			Al­though our friends were ex­pect­ing that con­dem­na­tion, it filled them with grief. D’Artag­nan, whose mind was nev­er more fer­tile in re­sources than in crit­i­cal emer­gen­cies, swore again that he would try all con­ceiv­able means to pre­vent the de­noue­ment of the bloody tragedy. But by what means? As yet he could form no def­i­nite plan; all must de­pend on cir­cum­stances. Mean­while, it was nec­es­sary at all haz­ards, in or­der to gain time, to put some ob­sta­cle in the way of the ex­e­cu­tion on the fol­low­ing day—the day ap­point­ed by the judges. The on­ly way of do­ing that was to cause the dis­ap­pear­ance of the Lon­don ex­e­cu­tion­er. The heads­man out of the way, the sen­tence could not be ex­e­cut­ed. True, they could send for the heads­man of the near­est town, but at least a day would be gained, and a day might be suf­fi­cient for the res­cue. D’Artag­nan took up­on him­self that more than dif­fi­cult task.

			An­oth­er thing, not less es­sen­tial, was to warn Charles Stu­art of the at­tempt to be made, so that he might as­sist his res­cuers as much as pos­si­ble, or at least do noth­ing to thwart their ef­forts. Aramis as­sumed that per­ilous charge. Charles Stu­art had asked that Bish­op Jux­on might be per­mit­ted to vis­it him. Mor­daunt had called on the bish­op that very evening to ap­prise him of the re­li­gious de­sire ex­pressed by the king and al­so of Cromwell’s per­mis­sion. Aramis de­ter­mined to ob­tain from the bish­op, through fear or by per­sua­sion, con­sent that he should en­ter in the bish­op’s place, and clad in his sac­er­do­tal robes, the prison at White­hall.

			Fi­nal­ly, Athos un­der­took to pro­vide, in any event, the means of leav­ing Eng­land—in case ei­ther of fail­ure or of suc­cess.

			The night hav­ing come they made an ap­point­ment to meet at eleven o’clock at the ho­tel, and each start­ed out to ful­fill his dan­ger­ous mis­sion.

			The palace of White­hall was guard­ed by three reg­i­ments of cav­al­ry and by the fierce anx­i­ety of Cromwell, who came and went or sent his gen­er­als or his agents con­tin­u­al­ly. Alone in his usu­al room, light­ed by two can­dles, the con­demned monarch gazed sad­ly on the lux­u­ry of his past great­ness, just as at the last hour one sees the im­ages of life more mild­ly bril­liant than of yore.

			Par­ry had not quit­ted his mas­ter, and since his con­dem­na­tion had not ceased to weep. Charles, lean­ing on a ta­ble, was gaz­ing at a medal­lion of his wife and daugh­ter; he was wait­ing first for Jux­on, then for mar­tyr­dom.

			At times he thought of those brave French gen­tle­men who had ap­peared to him from a dis­tance of a hun­dred leagues fab­u­lous and un­re­al, like the forms that ap­pear in dreams. In fact, he some­times asked him­self if all that was hap­pen­ing to him was not a dream, or at least the delir­i­um of a fever. He rose and took a few steps as if to rouse him­self from his tor­por and went as far as the win­dow; he saw glit­ter­ing be­low him the mus­kets of the guards. He was there­upon con­strained to ad­mit that he was in­deed awake and that his bloody dream was re­al.

			Charles re­turned in si­lence to his chair, rest­ed his el­bow on the ta­ble, bowed his head up­on his hand and re­flect­ed.

			Alas! he said to him­self, if I on­ly had for a con­fes­sor one of those lights of the church, whose soul has sound­ed all the mys­ter­ies of life, all the lit­tle­ness­es of great­ness, per­haps his ut­ter­ance would over­awe the voice that wails with­in my soul. But I shall have a priest of vul­gar mind, whose ca­reer and for­tune I have ru­ined by my mis­for­tune. He will speak to me of God and death, as he has spo­ken to many an­oth­er dy­ing man, not un­der­stand­ing that this one leaves his throne to an usurp­er, his chil­dren to the cold con­tempt of pub­lic char­i­ty.

			And he raised the medal­lion to his lips.

			It was a dull, fog­gy night. A neigh­bor­ing church clock slow­ly struck the hour. The flick­er­ing light of the two can­dles showed fit­ful phan­tom shad­ows in the lofty room. These were the an­ces­tors of Charles, stand­ing back dim­ly in their tar­nished frames.

			An aw­ful sad­ness en­veloped the heart of Charles. He buried his brow in his hands and thought of the world, so beau­ti­ful when one is about to leave it; of the ca­ress­es of chil­dren, so pleas­ing and so sweet, es­pe­cial­ly when one is part­ing from his chil­dren nev­er to see them again; then of his wife, the no­ble and coura­geous wom­an who had sus­tained him to the last mo­ment. He drew from his breast the di­a­mond cross and the star of the Garter which she had sent him by those gen­er­ous French­men; he kissed it, and then, as he re­flect­ed that she would nev­er again see those things till he lay cold and mu­ti­lat­ed in the tomb, there passed over him one of those icy shiv­ers which may be called fore­run­ners of death.

			Then, in that cham­ber which re­called to him so many roy­al sou­venirs, whith­er had come so many courtiers, the scene of so much flat­ter­ing homage, alone with a de­spair­ing ser­vant, whose fee­ble soul could af­ford no sup­port to his own, the king at last yield­ed to sor­row, and his courage sank to a lev­el with that fee­ble­ness, those shad­ows, and that win­try cold. That king, who was so grand, so sub­lime in the hour of death, meet­ing his fate with a smile of res­ig­na­tion on his lips, now in that gloomy hour wiped away a tear which had fall­en on the ta­ble and quiv­ered on the gold em­broi­dered cloth.

			Sud­den­ly the door opened, an ec­cle­si­as­tic in epis­co­pal robes en­tered, fol­lowed by two guards, to whom the king waved an im­pe­ri­ous ges­ture. The guards re­tired; the room re­sumed its ob­scu­ri­ty.

			“Jux­on!” cried Charles, “Jux­on, thank you, my last friend; you come at a fit­ting mo­ment.”

			The bish­op looked anx­ious­ly at the man sob­bing in the in­glenook.

			“Come, Par­ry,” said the king, “cease your tears.”

			“If it’s Par­ry,” said the bish­op, “I have noth­ing to fear; so al­low me to salute Your Majesty and to tell you who I am and for what I am come.”

			At this sight and this voice Charles was about to cry out, when Aramis placed his fin­ger on his lips and bowed low to the king of Eng­land.

			“The cheva­lier!” mur­mured Charles.

			“Yes, sire,” in­ter­rupt­ed Aramis, rais­ing his voice, “Bish­op Jux­on, the faith­ful knight of Christ, obe­di­ent to Your Majesty’s wish­es.”

			Charles clasped his hands, amazed and stu­pe­fied to find that these for­eign­ers, with­out oth­er mo­tive than that which their con­science im­posed on them, thus com­bat­ed the will of a peo­ple and the des­tiny of a king.

			“You!” he said, “you! how did you pen­e­trate hith­er? If they rec­og­nize you, you are lost.”

			“Care not for me, sire; think on­ly of your­self. You see, your friends are wake­ful. I know not what we shall do yet, but four de­ter­mined men can do much. Mean­while, do not be sur­prised at any­thing that hap­pens; pre­pare your­self for ev­ery emer­gen­cy.”

			Charles shook his head.

			“Do you know that I die to­mor­row at ten o’clock?”

			“Some­thing, Your Majesty, will hap­pen be­tween now and then to make the ex­e­cu­tion im­pos­si­ble.”

			The king looked at Aramis with as­ton­ish­ment.

			At this mo­ment a strange noise, like the un­load­ing of a cart, and fol­lowed by a cry of pain, was heard be­neath the win­dow.

			“Do you hear?” said the king.

			“I hear,” said Aramis, “but I un­der­stand nei­ther the noise nor the cry of pain.”

			“I know not who can have ut­tered the cry,” said the king, “but the noise is eas­i­ly un­der­stood. Do you know that I am to be be­head­ed out­side this win­dow? Well, these boards you hear un­load­ed are the posts and planks to build my scaf­fold. Some work­men must have fall­en un­der­neath them and been hurt.”

			Aramis shud­dered in spite of him­self.

			“You see,” said the king, “that it is use­less for you to re­sist. I am con­demned; leave me to my death.”

			“My king,” said Aramis, “they well may raise a scaf­fold, but they can­not make an ex­e­cu­tion­er.”

			“What do you mean?” asked the king.

			“I mean that at this hour the heads­man has been got out of the way by force or per­sua­sion. The scaf­fold will be ready by to­mor­row, but the heads­man will be want­ing and they will put it off till the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			“What then?” said the king.

			“To­mor­row night we shall res­cue you.”

			“How can that be?” cried the king, whose face was light­ed up, in spite of him­self, by a flash of joy.

			“Oh! sir,” cried Par­ry, “may you and yours be blessed!”

			“How can it be?” re­peat­ed the king. “I must know, so that I may as­sist you if there is any chance.”

			“I know noth­ing about it,” con­tin­ued Aramis, “but the clever­est, the bravest, the most de­vot­ed of us four said to me when I left him, ‘Tell the king that to­mor­row at ten o’clock at night, we shall car­ry him off.’ He has said it and will do it.”

			“Tell me the name of that gen­er­ous friend,” said the king, “that I may cher­ish for him an eter­nal grat­i­tude, whether he suc­ceeds or not.”

			“D’Artag­nan, sire, the same who had so near­ly res­cued you when Colonel Har­ri­son made his un­time­ly en­trance.”

			“You are, in­deed, won­der­ful men,” said the king; “if such things had been re­lat­ed to me I should not have be­lieved them.”

			“Now, sire,” re­sumed Aramis, “lis­ten to me. Do not for­get for a sin­gle in­stant that we are watch­ing over your safe­ty; ob­serve the small­est ges­ture, the least bit of song, the least sign from any­one near you; watch ev­ery­thing, hear ev­ery­thing, in­ter­pret ev­ery­thing.”

			“Oh, cheva­lier!” cried the king, “what can I say to you? There is no word, though it should come from the pro­found­est depth of my heart, that can ex­press my grat­i­tude. If you suc­ceed I do not say that you will save a king; no, in pres­ence of the scaf­fold as I am, roy­al­ty, I as­sure you, is a very small af­fair; but you will save a hus­band to his wife, a fa­ther to his chil­dren. Cheva­lier, take my hand; it is that of a friend who will love you to his last sigh.”

			Aramis stooped to kiss the king’s hand, but Charles clasped his and pressed it to his heart.

			At this mo­ment a man en­tered, with­out even knock­ing at the door. Aramis tried to with­draw his hand, but the king still held it. The man was one of those Pu­ri­tans, half preach­er and half sol­dier, who swarmed around Cromwell.

			“What do you want, sir?” said the king.

			“I de­sire to know if the con­fes­sion of Charles Stu­art is at an end?” said the stranger.

			“And what is it to you?” replied the king; “we are not of the same re­li­gion.”

			“All men are broth­ers,” said the Pu­ri­tan. “One of my broth­ers is about to die and I come to pre­pare him.”

			“Bear with him,” whis­pered Aramis; “it is doubt­less some spy.”

			“Af­ter my rev­erend Lord Bish­op,” said the king to the man, “I shall hear you with plea­sure, sir.”

			The man re­tired, but not be­fore ex­am­in­ing the sup­posed Jux­on with an at­ten­tion which did not es­cape the king.

			“Cheva­lier,” said the king, when the door was closed, “I be­lieve you are right and that this man on­ly came here with evil in­ten­tions. Take care that no mis­for­tune be­falls you when you leave.”

			“I thank Your Majesty,” said Aramis, “but un­der these robes I have a coat of mail, a pis­tol and a dag­ger.”

			“Go, then, sir, and God keep you!”

			The king ac­com­pa­nied him to the door, where Aramis pro­nounced his bene­dic­tion up­on him, and pass­ing through the an­te­rooms, filled with sol­diers, jumped in­to his car­riage and drove to the bish­op’s palace. Jux­on was wait­ing for him im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Well?” said he, on per­ceiv­ing Aramis.

			“Ev­ery­thing has suc­ceed­ed as I ex­pect­ed; spies, guards, satel­lites, all took me for you, and the king bless­es you while wait­ing for you to bless him.”

			“May God pro­tect you, my son; for your ex­am­ple has giv­en me at the same time hope and courage.”

			Aramis re­sumed his own at­tire and left Jux­on with the as­sur­ance that he might again have re­course to him.

			He had scarce­ly gone ten yards in the street when he per­ceived that he was fol­lowed by a man, wrapped in a large cloak. He placed his hand on his dag­ger and stopped. The man came straight to­ward him. It was Porthos.

			“My dear friend,” cried Aramis.

			“You see, we had each our mis­sion,” said Porthos; “mine was to guard you and I am do­ing so. Have you seen the king?”

			“Yes, and all goes well.”

			“We are to meet our friends at the ho­tel at eleven.”

			It was then strik­ing half-past ten by St. Paul’s.

			Ar­rived at the ho­tel, it was not long be­fore Athos en­tered.

			“All’s well,” he cried, as he en­tered; “I have hired a cedar wher­ry, as light as a ca­noe, as easy on the wing as any swal­low. It is wait­ing for us at Green­wich, op­po­site the Isle of Dogs, manned by a cap­tain and four men, who for the sum of fifty pounds ster­ling will keep them­selves at our dis­po­si­tion three suc­ces­sive nights. Once on board we drop down the Thames and in two hours are on the open sea. In case I am killed, the cap­tain’s name is Roger and the skiff is called the Light­ning. A hand­ker­chief, tied at the four cor­ners, is to be the sig­nal.”

			Next mo­ment d’Artag­nan en­tered.

			“Emp­ty your pock­ets,” said he; “I want a hun­dred pounds, and as for my own—” and he emp­tied them in­side out.

			The sum was col­lect­ed in a minute. D’Artag­nan ran out and re­turned di­rect­ly af­ter.

			“There,” said he, “it’s done. Ough! and not with­out a deal of trou­ble, too.”

			“Has the ex­e­cu­tion­er left Lon­don?” asked Athos.

			“Ah, you see that plan was not sure enough; he might go out by one gate and re­turn by an­oth­er.”

			“Where is he, then?”

			“In the cel­lar.”

			“The cel­lar—what cel­lar?”

			“Our land­lord’s, to be sure. Mous­que­ton is propped against the door and here’s the key.”

			“Bra­vo!” said Aramis, “how did you man­age it?”

			“Like ev­ery­thing else, with mon­ey; but it cost me dear.”

			“How much?” asked Athos.

			“Five hun­dred pounds.”

			“And where did you get so much mon­ey?” said Athos. “Had you, then, that sum?”

			“The queen’s fa­mous di­a­mond,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, with a sigh.

			“Ah, true,” said Aramis. “I rec­og­nized it on your fin­ger.”

			“You bought it back, then, from Mon­sieur des Es­sarts?” asked Porthos.

			“Yes, but it was fat­ed that I should not keep it.”

			“So, then, we are all right as re­gards the ex­e­cu­tion­er,” said Athos; “but un­for­tu­nate­ly ev­ery ex­e­cu­tion­er has his as­sis­tant, his man, or what­ev­er you call him.”

			“And this one had his,” said d’Artag­nan; “but, as good luck would have it, just as I thought I should have two af­fairs to man­age, our friend was brought home with a bro­ken leg. In the ex­cess of his zeal he had ac­com­pa­nied the cart con­tain­ing the scaf­fold­ing as far as the king’s win­dow, and one of the cross­beams fell on his leg and broke it.”

			“Ah!” cried Aramis, “that ac­counts for the cry I heard.”

			“Prob­a­bly,” said d’Artag­nan, “but as he is a thought­ful young man he promised to send four ex­pert work­men in his place to help those al­ready at the scaf­fold, and wrote the mo­ment he was brought home to Mas­ter Tom Lowe, an as­sis­tant car­pen­ter and friend of his, to go down to White­hall, with three of his friends. Here’s the let­ter he sent by a mes­sen­ger, for six­pence, who sold it to me for a guinea.”

			“And what on earth are you go­ing to do with it?” asked Athos.

			“Can’t you guess, my dear Athos? You, who speak Eng­lish like John Bull him­self, are Mas­ter Tom Lowe, we, your three com­pan­ions. Do you un­der­stand it now?”

			Athos ut­tered a cry of joy and ad­mi­ra­tion, ran to a clos­et and drew forth work­men’s clothes, which the four friends im­me­di­ate­ly put on; they then left the ho­tel, Athos car­ry­ing a saw, Porthos a vise, Aramis an axe and d’Artag­nan a ham­mer and some nails.

			The let­ter from the ex­e­cu­tion­er’s as­sis­tant sat­is­fied the mas­ter car­pen­ter that those were the men he ex­pect­ed.

		
	
		
			
				LXV

				The Work­men

			
			To­ward mid­night Charles heard a great noise be­neath his win­dow. It arose from blows of ham­mer and hatch­et, clink­ing of pin­cers and cranch­ing of saws.

			Ly­ing dressed up­on his bed, the noise awoke him with a start and found a gloomy echo in his heart. He could not en­dure it, and sent Par­ry to ask the sen­tinel to beg the work­men to strike more gen­tly and not dis­turb the last slum­ber of one who had been their king. The sen­tinel was un­will­ing to leave his post, but al­lowed Par­ry to pass.

			Ar­riv­ing at the win­dow Par­ry found an un­fin­ished scaf­fold, over which they were nail­ing a cov­er­ing of black serge. Raised to the height of twen­ty feet, so as to be on a lev­el with the win­dow, it had two low­er sto­ries. Par­ry, odi­ous as was this sight to him, sought for those among some eight or ten work­men who were mak­ing the most noise; and fixed on two men, who were loos­en­ing the last hooks of the iron bal­cony.

			“My friends,” said Par­ry, mount­ing the scaf­fold and stand­ing be­side them, “would you work a lit­tle more qui­et­ly? The king wish­es to get a sleep.”

			One of the two, who was stand­ing up, was of gi­gan­tic size and was driv­ing a pick with all his might in­to the wall, whilst the oth­er, kneel­ing be­side him, was col­lect­ing the pieces of stone. The face of the first was lost to Par­ry in the dark­ness; but as the sec­ond turned around and placed his fin­ger on his lips Par­ry start­ed back in amaze­ment.

			“Very well, very well,” said the work­man aloud, in ex­cel­lent Eng­lish. “Tell the king that if he sleeps bad­ly tonight he will sleep bet­ter to­mor­row night.”

			These blunt words, so ter­ri­ble if tak­en lit­er­al­ly, were re­ceived by the oth­er work­men with a roar of laugh­ter. But Par­ry with­drew, think­ing he was dream­ing.

			Charles was im­pa­tient­ly await­ing his re­turn. At the mo­ment he re-en­tered, the sen­tinel who guard­ed the door put his head through the open­ing, cu­ri­ous as to what the king was do­ing. The king was ly­ing on his bed, rest­ing on his el­bow. Par­ry closed the door and ap­proach­ing the king, his face ra­di­ant with joy:

			“Sire,” he said, in a low voice, “do you know who these work­men are who are mak­ing so much noise?”

			“I? No; how would you have me know?”

			Par­ry bent his head and whis­pered to the king: “It is the Comte de la Fère and his friends.”

			“Rais­ing my scaf­fold!” cried the king, as­tound­ed.

			“Yes, and at the same time mak­ing a hole in the wall.”

			The king clasped his hands and raised his eyes to Heav­en; then leap­ing down from his bed he went to the win­dow, and pulling aside the cur­tain tried to dis­tin­guish the fig­ures out­side, but in vain.

			Par­ry was not wrong. It was Athos he had rec­og­nized, and Porthos who was bor­ing a hole through the wall.

			This hole com­mu­ni­cat­ed with a kind of loft—the space be­tween the floor of the king’s room and the ceil­ing of the one be­low it. Their plan was to pass through the hole they were mak­ing in­to this loft and cut out from be­low a piece of the floor­ing of the king’s room, so as to form a kind of trap-door.

			Through this the king was to es­cape the next night, and, hid­den by the black cov­er­ing of the scaf­fold, was to change his dress for that of a work­man, slip out with his de­liv­er­ers, pass the sen­tinels, who would sus­pect noth­ing, and so reach the skiff that was wait­ing for him at Green­wich.

			Day gild­ed the tops of the hous­es. The aper­ture was fin­ished and Athos passed through it, car­ry­ing the clothes des­tined for the king wrapped in black cloth, and the tools with which he was to open a com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the king’s room. He had on­ly two hours’ work to do to open com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the king and, ac­cord­ing to the cal­cu­la­tions of the four friends, they had the en­tire day be­fore them, since, the ex­e­cu­tion­er be­ing ab­sent, an­oth­er must be sent for to Bris­tol.

			D’Artag­nan re­turned to change his work­man’s clothes for his chest­nut-col­ored suit, and Porthos to put on his red dou­blet. As for Aramis, he went off to the bish­op’s palace to see if he could pos­si­bly pass in with Jux­on to the king’s pres­ence. All three agreed to meet at noon in White­hall Place to see how things went on.

			Be­fore leav­ing the scaf­fold Aramis had ap­proached the open­ing where Athos was con­cealed to tell him that he was about to make an at­tempt to gain an­oth­er in­ter­view with the king.

			“Adieu, then, and be of good courage,” said Athos. “Re­port to the king the con­di­tion of af­fairs. Say to him that when he is alone it will help us if he will knock on the floor, for then I can con­tin­ue my work in safe­ty. Try, Aramis, to keep near the king. Speak loud, very loud, for they will be lis­ten­ing at the door. If there is a sen­tinel with­in the apart­ment, kill him with­out hes­i­ta­tion. If there are two, let Par­ry kill one and you the oth­er. If there are three, let your­self be slain, but save the king.”

			“Be easy,” said Aramis; “I will take two poniards and give one to Par­ry. Is that all?”

			“Yes, go; but urge the king strong­ly not to stand on false gen­eros­i­ty. While you are fight­ing if there is a fight, he must flee. The trap once re­placed over his head, you be­ing on the trap, dead or alive, they will need at least ten min­utes to find the hole by which he has es­caped. In those ten min­utes we shall have gained the road and the king will be saved.”

			“Ev­ery­thing shall be done as you say, Athos. Your hand, for per­haps we shall not see each oth­er again.”

			Athos put his arm around Aramis’s neck and em­braced him.

			“For you,” he said. “Now if I die, say to d’Artag­nan that I love him as a son, and em­brace him for me. Em­brace al­so our good and brave Porthos. Adieu.”

			“Adieu,” said Aramis. “I am as sure now that the king will be saved as I am sure that I clasp the most loy­al hand in the world.”

			Aramis part­ed from Athos, went down from the scaf­fold in his turn and took his way to the ho­tel, whistling the air of a song in praise of Cromwell. He found the oth­er two friends sit­ting at ta­ble be­fore a good fire, drink­ing a bot­tle of port and de­vour­ing a cold chick­en. Porthos was curs­ing the in­fa­mous par­lia­men­tar­i­ans; d’Artag­nan ate in si­lence, re­volv­ing in his mind the most au­da­cious plans.

			Aramis re­lat­ed what had been agreed up­on. D’Artag­nan ap­proved with a move­ment of the head and Porthos with his voice.

			“Bra­vo!” he said; “be­sides, we shall be there at the time of the flight. What with d’Artag­nan, Gri­maud and Mous­que­ton, we can man­age to dis­patch eight of them. I say noth­ing about Blaisois, for he is on­ly fit to hold the hors­es. Two min­utes a man makes four min­utes. Mous­que­ton will lose an­oth­er, that’s five; and in five min­utes we shall have gal­loped a quar­ter of a league.”

			Aramis swal­lowed a hasty mouth­ful, gulped a glass of wine and changed his clothes.

			“Now,” said he, “I’m off to the bish­op’s. Take care of the ex­e­cu­tion­er, d’Artag­nan.”

			“All right. Gri­maud has re­lieved Mous­que­ton and has his foot on the cel­lar door.”

			“Well, don’t be in­ac­tive.”

			“In­ac­tive, my dear fel­low! Ask Porthos. I pass my life up­on my legs.”

			Aramis again pre­sent­ed him­self at the bish­op’s. Jux­on con­sent­ed the more read­i­ly to take him with him, as he would re­quire an as­sis­tant priest in case the king should wish to com­mu­ni­cate. Dressed as Aramis had been the night be­fore, the bish­op got in­to his car­riage, and the for­mer, more dis­guised by his pal­lor and sad coun­te­nance than his dea­con’s dress, got in by his side. The car­riage stopped at the door of the palace.

			It was about nine o’clock in the morn­ing.

			Noth­ing was changed. The an­te­rooms were still full of sol­diers, the pas­sages still lined by guards. The king was al­ready san­guine, but when he per­ceived Aramis his hope turned to joy. He em­braced Jux­on and pressed the hand of Aramis. The bish­op af­fect­ed to speak in a loud voice, be­fore ev­ery­one, of their pre­vi­ous in­ter­view. The king replied that the words spo­ken in that in­ter­view had borne their fruit, and that he de­sired an­oth­er un­der the same con­di­tions. Jux­on turned to those present and begged them to leave him and his as­sis­tant alone with the king. Ev­ery­one with­drew. As soon as the door was closed:

			“Sire,” said Aramis, speak­ing rapid­ly, “you are saved; the Lon­don ex­e­cu­tion­er has van­ished. His as­sis­tant broke his leg last night be­neath Your Majesty’s win­dow—the cry we heard was his—and there is no ex­e­cu­tion­er near­er at hand than Bris­tol.”

			“But the Comte de la Fère?” asked the king.

			“Two feet be­low you; take the pok­er from the fire­place and strike three times on the floor. He will an­swer you.”

			The king did so, and the mo­ment af­ter, three muf­fled knocks, an­swer­ing the giv­en sig­nal, sound­ed be­neath the floor.

			“So,” said Charles, “he who knocks down there—”

			“Is the Comte de la Fère, sire,” said Aramis. “He is pre­par­ing a way for Your Majesty to es­cape. Par­ry, for his part, will raise this slab of mar­ble and a pas­sage will be opened.”

			“Oh, Jux­on,” said the king, seiz­ing the bish­op’s two hands in his own, “prom­ise that you will pray all your life for this gen­tle­man and for the oth­er that you hear be­neath your feet, and for two oth­ers al­so, who, wher­ev­er they may be, are on the watch for my safe­ty.”

			“Sire,” replied Jux­on, “you shall be obeyed.”

			Mean­while, the min­er un­der­neath was heard work­ing away in­ces­sant­ly, when sud­den­ly an un­ex­pect­ed noise re­sound­ed in the pas­sage. Aramis seized the pok­er and gave the sig­nal to stop; the noise came near­er and near­er. It was that of a num­ber of men steadi­ly ap­proach­ing. The four men stood mo­tion­less. All eyes were fixed on the door, which opened slow­ly and with a kind of solem­ni­ty.

			A par­lia­men­tary of­fi­cer, clothed in black and with a grav­i­ty that au­gured ill, en­tered, bowed to the king, and un­fold­ing a parch­ment, read the sen­tence, as is usu­al­ly done to crim­i­nals be­fore their ex­e­cu­tion.

			“What is this?” said Aramis to Jux­on.

			Jux­on replied with a sign which meant that he knew no more than Aramis about it.

			“Then it is for to­day?” asked the king.

			“Was not Your Majesty warned that it was to take place this morn­ing?”

			“Then I must die like a com­mon crim­i­nal by the hand of the Lon­don ex­e­cu­tion­er?”

			“The Lon­don ex­e­cu­tion­er has dis­ap­peared, Your Majesty, but a man has of­fered his ser­vices in­stead. The ex­e­cu­tion will there­fore on­ly be de­layed long enough for you to ar­range your spir­i­tu­al and tem­po­ral af­fairs.”

			A slight mois­ture on his brow was the on­ly trace of emo­tion that Charles evinced, as he learned these tid­ings. But Aramis was livid. His heart ceased beat­ing, he closed his eyes and leaned up­on the ta­ble. Charles per­ceived it and took his hand.

			“Come, my friend,” said he, “courage.” Then he turned to the of­fi­cer. “Sir, I am ready. There is but lit­tle rea­son why I should de­lay you. First­ly, I wish to com­mu­ni­cate; sec­ond­ly, to em­brace my chil­dren and bid them farewell for the last time. Will this be per­mit­ted me?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied the of­fi­cer, and left the room.

			Aramis dug his nails in­to his flesh and groaned aloud.

			“Oh! my lord bish­op,” he cried, seiz­ing Jux­on’s hands, “where is Prov­i­dence? where is Prov­i­dence?”

			“My son,” replied the bish­op, with firm­ness, “you see Him not, be­cause the pas­sions of the world con­ceal Him.”

			“My son,” said the king to Aramis, “do not take it so to heart. You ask what God is do­ing. God be­holds your de­vo­tion and my mar­tyr­dom, and be­lieve me, both will have their re­ward. As­cribe to men, then, what is hap­pen­ing, and not to God. It is men who drive me to death; it is men who make you weep.”

			“Yes, sire,” said Aramis, “yes, you are right. It is men whom I should hold re­spon­si­ble, and I will hold them re­spon­si­ble.”

			“Be seat­ed, Jux­on,” said the king, fall­ing up­on his knees. “I have now to con­fess to you. Re­main, sir,” he added to Aramis, who had moved to leave the room. “Re­main, Par­ry. I have noth­ing to say that can­not be said be­fore all.”

			Jux­on sat down, and the king, kneel­ing humbly be­fore him, be­gan his con­fes­sion.

		
	
		
			
				LXVI

				Re­mem­ber!

			
			The mob had al­ready as­sem­bled when the con­fes­sion ter­mi­nat­ed. The king’s chil­dren next ar­rived—the Princess Char­lotte, a beau­ti­ful, fair-haired child, with tears in her eyes, and the Duke of Glouces­ter, a boy eight or nine years old, whose tear­less eyes and curl­ing lip re­vealed a grow­ing pride. He had wept all night long, but would not show his grief be­fore the peo­ple.

			Charles’s heart melt­ed with­in him at the sight of those two chil­dren, whom he had not seen for two years and whom he now met at the mo­ment of death. He turned to brush away a tear, and then, sum­mon­ing up all his firm­ness, drew his daugh­ter to­ward him, rec­om­mend­ing her to be pi­ous and re­signed. Then he took the boy up­on his knee.

			“My son,” he said to him, “you saw a great num­ber of peo­ple in the streets as you came here. These men are go­ing to be­head your fa­ther. Do not for­get that. Per­haps some day they will want to make you king, in­stead of the Prince of Wales, or the Duke of York, your el­der broth­ers. But you are not the king, my son, and can nev­er be so while they are alive. Swear to me, then, nev­er to let them put a crown up­on your head un­less you have a le­gal right to the crown. For one day—lis­ten, my son—one day, if you do so, they will doom you to de­struc­tion, head and crown, too, and then you will not be able to die with a calm con­science, as I die. Swear, my son.”

			The child stretched out his lit­tle hand to­ward that of his fa­ther and said, “I swear to Your Majesty.”

			“Hen­ry,” said Charles, “call me your fa­ther.”

			“Fa­ther,” replied the child, “I swear to you that they shall kill me soon­er than make me king.”

			“Good, my child. Now kiss me; and you, too, Char­lotte. Nev­er for­get me.”

			“Oh! nev­er, nev­er!” cried both the chil­dren, throw­ing their arms around their fa­ther’s neck.

			“Farewell,” said Charles, “farewell, my chil­dren. Take them away, Jux­on; their tears will de­prive me of the courage to die.”

			Jux­on led them away, and this time the doors were left open.

			Mean­while, Athos, in his con­ceal­ment, wait­ed in vain the sig­nal to recom­mence his work. Two long hours he wait­ed in ter­ri­ble in­ac­tion. A death­like si­lence reigned in the room above. At last he de­ter­mined to dis­cov­er the cause of this still­ness. He crept from his hole and stood, hid­den by the black drap­ery, be­neath the scaf­fold. Peep­ing out from the drap­ery, he could see the rows of hal­berdiers and Mus­ke­teers around the scaf­fold and the first ranks of the pop­u­lace sway­ing and groan­ing like the sea.

			“What is the mat­ter, then?” he asked him­self, trem­bling more than the wind-swayed cloth he was hold­ing back. “The peo­ple are hur­ry­ing on, the sol­diers un­der arms, and among the spec­ta­tors I see d’Artag­nan. What is he wait­ing for? What is he look­ing at? Good God! have they al­lowed the heads­man to es­cape?”

			Sud­den­ly the dull beat­ing of muf­fled drums filled the square. The sound of heavy steps was heard above his head. The next mo­ment the very planks of the scaf­fold creaked with the weight of an ad­vanc­ing pro­ces­sion, and the ea­ger faces of the spec­ta­tors con­firmed what a last hope at the bot­tom of his heart had pre­vent­ed him till then be­liev­ing. At the same mo­ment a well-known voice above him pro­nounced these words:

			“Colonel, I want to speak to the peo­ple.”

			Athos shud­dered from head to foot. It was the king speak­ing on the scaf­fold.

			In fact, af­ter tak­ing a few drops of wine and a piece of bread, Charles, weary of wait­ing for death, had sud­den­ly de­cid­ed to go to meet it and had giv­en the sig­nal for move­ment. Then the two wings of the win­dow fac­ing the square had been thrown open, and the peo­ple had seen silent­ly ad­vanc­ing from the in­te­ri­or of the vast cham­ber, first, a masked man, who, car­ry­ing an axe in his hand, was rec­og­nized as the ex­e­cu­tion­er. He ap­proached the block and laid his axe up­on it. Be­hind him, pale in­deed, but march­ing with a firm step, was Charles Stu­art, who ad­vanced be­tween two priests, fol­lowed by a few su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cers ap­point­ed to pre­side at the ex­e­cu­tion, and at­tend­ed by two files of par­ti­sans who took their places on op­po­site sides of the scaf­fold.

			The sight of the masked man gave rise to a pro­longed sen­sa­tion. Ev­ery­one was full of cu­rios­i­ty as to who that un­known ex­e­cu­tion­er could be who pre­sent­ed him­self so op­por­tune­ly to as­sure to the peo­ple the promised spec­ta­cle, when the peo­ple be­lieved it had been post­poned un­til the fol­low­ing day. All gazed at him search­ing­ly.

			But they could dis­cern noth­ing but a man of mid­dle height, dressed in black, ap­par­ent­ly of a cer­tain age, for the end of a gray beard peeped out from the bot­tom of the mask that hid his fea­tures.

			The king’s re­quest had un­doubt­ed­ly been ac­ced­ed to by an af­fir­ma­tive sign, for in firm, sonorous ac­cents, which vi­brat­ed in the depths of Athos’s heart, the king be­gan his speech, ex­plain­ing his con­duct and coun­sel­ing the wel­fare of the king­dom.

			Oh! said Athos to him­self, is it in­deed pos­si­ble that I hear what I hear and that I see what I see? Is it pos­si­ble that God has aban­doned His rep­re­sen­ta­tive on earth and left him to die thus mis­er­ably? And I have not seen him! I have not said adieu to him!

			A noise was heard like that the in­stru­ment of death would make if moved up­on the block.

			“Do not touch the axe,” said the king, and re­sumed his speech.

			At the end of his speech the king looked ten­der­ly around up­on the peo­ple. Then un­fas­ten­ing the di­a­mond or­na­ment which the queen had sent him, he placed it in the hands of the priest who ac­com­pa­nied Jux­on. Then he drew from his breast a lit­tle cross set in di­a­monds, which, like the or­der, had been the gift of Hen­ri­et­ta Maria.

			“Sir,” said he to the priest, “I shall keep this cross in my hand till the last mo­ment. Take it from me when I am—dead.”

			“Yes, sire,” said a voice, which Athos rec­og­nized as that of Aramis.

			He then took his hat from his head and threw it on the ground. One by one he un­did the but­tons of his dou­blet, took it off and de­posit­ed it by the side of his hat. Then, as it was cold, he asked for his gown, which was brought to him.

			All the prepa­ra­tions were made with a fright­ful calm­ness. One would have thought the king was go­ing to bed and not to his cof­fin.

			“Will these be in your way?” he said to the ex­e­cu­tion­er, rais­ing his long locks; “if so, they can be tied up.”

			Charles ac­com­pa­nied these words with a look de­signed to pen­e­trate the mask of the un­known heads­man. His calm, no­ble gaze forced the man to turn away his head. But af­ter the search­ing look of the king he en­coun­tered the burn­ing eyes of Aramis.

			The king, see­ing that he did not re­ply, re­peat­ed his ques­tion.

			“It will do,” replied the man, in a tremu­lous voice, “if you sep­a­rate them across the neck.”

			The king part­ed his hair with his hands, and look­ing at the block he said:

			“This block is very low, is there no oth­er to be had?”

			“It is the usu­al block,” an­swered the man in the mask.

			“Do you think you can be­head me with a sin­gle blow?” asked the king.

			“I hope so,” was the re­ply. There was some­thing so strange in these three words that ev­ery­body, ex­cept the king, shud­dered.

			“I do not wish to be tak­en by sur­prise,” added the king. “I shall kneel down to pray; do not strike then.”

			“When shall I strike?”

			“When I shall lay my head on the block and say ‘Re­mem­ber!’ then strike bold­ly.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the king to those around him, “I leave you to brave the tem­pest; I go be­fore you to a king­dom which knows no storms. Farewell.”

			He looked at Aramis and made a spe­cial sign to him with his head.

			“Now,” he con­tin­ued, “with­draw a lit­tle and let me say my prayer, I be­seech you. You, al­so, stand aside,” he said to the masked man. “It is on­ly for a mo­ment and I know that I be­long to you; but re­mem­ber that you are not to strike till I give the sig­nal.”

			Then he knelt down, made the sign of the cross, and low­er­ing his face to the planks, as if he would have kissed them, said in a low tone, in French, “Comte de la Fère, are you there?”

			“Yes, Your Majesty,” he an­swered, trem­bling.

			“Faith­ful friend, no­ble heart!” said the king, “I should not have been res­cued. I have ad­dressed my peo­ple and I have spo­ken to God; last of all I speak to you. To main­tain a cause which I be­lieved sa­cred I have lost the throne and my chil­dren their in­her­i­tance. A mil­lion in gold re­mains; it is buried in the cel­lars of New­cas­tle Keep. You on­ly know that this mon­ey ex­ists. Make use of it, then, when­ev­er you think it will be most use­ful, for my el­dest son’s wel­fare. And now, farewell.”

			“Farewell, saint­ly, mar­tyred Majesty,” lisped Athos, chilled with ter­ror.

			A mo­ment’s si­lence en­sued and then, in a full, sonorous voice, the king ex­claimed: “Re­mem­ber!”

			He had scarce­ly ut­tered the word when a heavy blow shook the scaf­fold and where Athos stood im­mov­able a warm drop fell up­on his brow. He reeled back with a shud­der and the same mo­ment the drops be­came a crim­son cataract.

			Athos fell on his knees and re­mained some min­utes as if be­wil­dered or stunned. At last he rose and tak­ing his hand­ker­chief steeped it in the blood of the mar­tyred king. Then as the crowd grad­u­al­ly dis­persed he leaped down, crept from be­hind the drap­ery, glid­ed be­tween two hors­es, min­gled with the crowd and was the first to ar­rive at the inn.

			Hav­ing gained his room he raised his hand to his face, and ob­serv­ing that his fin­gers were cov­ered with the monarch’s blood, fell down in­sen­si­ble.

		
	
		
			
				LXVII

				The Man in the Mask

			
			The snow was fall­ing thick and icy. Aramis was the next to come in and to dis­cov­er Athos al­most in­sen­si­ble. But at the first words he ut­tered the comte roused him­self from the kind of lethar­gy in which he had sunk.

			“Well,” said Aramis, “beat­en by fate!”

			“Beat­en!” said Athos. “No­ble and un­hap­py king!”

			“Are you wound­ed?” cried Aramis.

			“No, this is his blood.”

			“Where were you, then?”

			“Where you left me—un­der the scaf­fold.”

			“Did you see it all?”

			“No, but I heard all. God pre­serve me from an­oth­er such hour as I have just passed.”

			“Then you know that I did not leave him?”

			“I heard your voice up to the last mo­ment.”

			“Here is the or­der he gave me and the cross I took from his hand; he de­sired they should be re­turned to the queen.”

			“Then here is a hand­ker­chief to wrap them in,” replied Athos, draw­ing from his pock­et the one he had steeped in the king’s blood.

			“And what,” he con­tin­ued, “has been done with the poor body?”

			“By or­der of Cromwell roy­al hon­ors will be ac­cord­ed to it. The doc­tors are em­balm­ing the corpse, and when it is ready it will be placed in a light­ed chapel.”

			“Mock­ery,” mut­tered Athos, sav­age­ly; “roy­al hon­ors to one whom they have mur­dered!”

			“Well, cheer up!” said a loud voice from the stair­case, which Porthos had just mount­ed. “We are all mor­tal, my poor friends.”

			“You are late, my dear Porthos.”

			“Yes, there were some peo­ple on the way who de­layed me. The wretch­es were danc­ing. I took one of them by the throat and three-quar­ters throt­tled him. Just then a pa­trol rode up. Luck­i­ly the man I had had most to do with was some min­utes be­fore he could speak, so I took ad­van­tage of his si­lence to walk off.”

			“Have you seen d’Artag­nan?”

			“We got sep­a­rat­ed in the crowd and I could not find him again.”

			“Oh!” said Athos, satir­i­cal­ly, “I saw him. He was in the front row of the crowd, ad­mirably placed for see­ing; and as on the whole the sight was cu­ri­ous, he prob­a­bly wished to stay to the end.”

			“Ah Comte de la Fère,” said a calm voice, though hoarse with run­ning, “is it your habit to ca­lum­ni­ate the ab­sent?”

			This re­proof stung Athos to the heart, but as the im­pres­sion pro­duced by see­ing d’Artag­nan fore­most in a coarse, fe­ro­cious crowd had been very strong, he con­tent­ed him­self with re­ply­ing:

			“I am not ca­lum­ni­at­ing you, my friend. They were anx­ious about you here; I sim­ply told them where you were. You didn’t know King Charles; to you he was on­ly a for­eign­er and you were not obliged to love him.”

			So say­ing, he stretched out his hand, but the oth­er pre­tend­ed not to see it and he let it drop again slow­ly by his side.

			“Ugh! I am tired,” cried d’Artag­nan, sit­ting down.

			“Drink a glass of port,” said Aramis; “it will re­fresh you.”

			“Yes, let us drink,” said Athos, anx­ious to make it up by hob­nob­bing with d’Artag­nan, “let us drink and get away from this hate­ful coun­try. The feluc­ca is wait­ing for us, you know; let us leave tonight, we have noth­ing more to do here.”

			“You are in a hur­ry, sir count,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“But what would you have us to do here, now that the king is dead?”

			“Go, sir count,” replied d’Artag­nan, care­less­ly; “you see noth­ing to keep you a lit­tle longer in Eng­land? Well, for my part, I, a blood­thirsty ruf­fi­an, who can go and stand close to a scaf­fold, in or­der to have a bet­ter view of the king’s ex­e­cu­tion—I re­main.”

			Athos turned pale. Ev­ery re­proach his friend ut­tered struck deeply in his heart.

			“Ah! you re­main in Lon­don?” said Porthos.

			“Yes. And you?”

			“Hang it!” said Porthos, a lit­tle per­plexed be­tween the two, “I sup­pose, as I came with you, I must go away with you. I can’t leave you alone in this abom­inable coun­try.”

			“Thanks, my wor­thy friend. So I have a lit­tle ad­ven­ture to pro­pose to you when the count is gone. I want to find out who was the man in the mask, who so oblig­ing­ly of­fered to cut the king’s throat.”

			“A man in a mask?” cried Athos. “You did not let the ex­e­cu­tion­er es­cape, then?”

			“The ex­e­cu­tion­er is still in the cel­lar, where, I pre­sume, he has had an in­ter­view with mine host’s bot­tles. But you re­mind me. Mous­que­ton!”

			“Sir,” an­swered a voice from the depths of the earth.

			“Let out your pris­on­er. All is over.”

			“But,” said Athos, “who is the wretch that has dared to raise his hand against his king?”

			“An am­a­teur heads­man,” replied Aramis, “who, how­ev­er, does not han­dle the axe amiss.”

			“Did you not see his face?” asked Athos.

			“He wore a mask.”

			“But you, Aramis, who were close to him?”

			“I could see noth­ing but a gray beard un­der the fringe of the mask.”

			“Then it must be a man of a cer­tain age.”

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, “that mat­ters lit­tle. When one puts on a mask, it is not dif­fi­cult to wear a beard un­der it.”

			“I am sor­ry I did not fol­low him,” said Porthos.

			“Well, my dear Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, “that’s the very thing it came in­to my head to do.”

			Athos un­der­stood all now.

			“Par­don me, d’Artag­nan,” he said. “I have dis­trust­ed God; I could the more eas­i­ly dis­trust you. Par­don me, my friend.”

			“We will see about that present­ly,” said d’Artag­nan, with a slight smile.

			“Well, then?” said Aramis.

			“Well, while I was watch­ing—not the king, as Mon­sieur le Comte thinks, for I know what it is to see a man led to death, and though I ought to be ac­cus­tomed to the sight it al­ways makes me ill—while I was watch­ing the masked ex­e­cu­tion­er, the idea came to me, as I said, to find out who he was. Now, as we are wont to com­plete our­selves each by all the rest and to de­pend on one an­oth­er for as­sis­tance, as one calls his oth­er hand to aid the first, I looked around in­stinc­tive­ly to see if Porthos was there; for I had seen you, Aramis, with the king, and you, count, I knew would be un­der the scaf­fold, and for that rea­son I for­give you,” he added, of­fer­ing Athos his hand, “for you must have suf­fered much. I was look­ing around for Porthos when I saw near me a head which had been bro­ken, but which, for bet­ter or worse, had been patched with plas­ter and with black silk. ‘Humph!’ thought I, ‘that looks like my hand­i­work; I fan­cy I must have mend­ed that skull some­where or oth­er.’ And, in fact, it was that un­for­tu­nate Scotch­man, Par­ry’s broth­er, you know, on whom Groslow amused him­self by try­ing his strength. Well, this man was mak­ing signs to an­oth­er at my left, and turn­ing around I rec­og­nized the hon­est Gri­maud. ‘Oh!’ said I to him. Gri­maud turned round with a jerk, rec­og­nized me, and point­ed to the man in the mask. ‘Eh!’ said he, which meant, ‘Do you see him?’ ‘Par­bleu!’ I an­swered, and we per­fect­ly un­der­stood one an­oth­er. Well, ev­ery­thing was fin­ished as you know. The mob dis­persed. I made a sign to Gri­maud and the Scotch­man, and we all three re­tired in­to a cor­ner of the square. I saw the ex­e­cu­tion­er re­turn in­to the king’s room, change his clothes, put on a black hat and a large cloak and dis­ap­pear. Five min­utes lat­er he came down the grand stair­case.”

			“You fol­lowed him?” cried Athos.

			“I should think so, but not with­out dif­fi­cul­ty. Ev­ery few min­utes he turned around, and thus obliged us to con­ceal our­selves. I might have gone up to him and killed him. But I am not self­ish, and I thought it might con­sole you all a lit­tle to have a share in the mat­ter. So we fol­lowed him through the low­est streets in the city, and in half an hour’s time he stopped be­fore a lit­tle iso­lat­ed house. Gri­maud drew out a pis­tol. ‘Eh?’ said he, show­ing it. I held back his arm. The man in the mask stopped be­fore a low door and drew out a key; but be­fore he placed it in the lock he turned around to see if he was be­ing fol­lowed. Gri­maud and I got be­hind a tree, and the Scotch­man hav­ing nowhere to hide him­self, threw him­self on his face in the road. Next mo­ment the door opened and the man dis­ap­peared.”

			“The scoundrel!” said Aramis. “While you have been re­turn­ing hith­er he will have es­caped and we shall nev­er find him.”

			“Come, now, Aramis,” said d’Artag­nan, “you must be tak­ing me for some­one else.”

			“Nev­er­the­less,” said Athos, “in your ab­sence—”

			“Well, in my ab­sence haven’t I put in my place Gri­maud and the Scotch­man? Be­fore he had tak­en ten steps be­yond the door I had ex­am­ined the house on all sides. At one of the doors, that by which he had en­tered, I placed our Scotch­man, mak­ing a sign to him to fol­low the man wher­ev­er he might go, if he came out again. Then go­ing around the house I placed Gri­maud at the oth­er ex­it, and here I am. Our game is beat­en up. Now for the tal­ly-ho.”

			Athos threw him­self in­to d’Artag­nan’s arms.

			“Friend,” he said, “you have been too good in par­don­ing me; I was wrong, a hun­dred times wrong. I ought to have known you bet­ter by this time; but we are all pos­sessed of a ma­lig­nant spir­it, which bids us doubt.”

			“Humph!” said Porthos. “Don’t you think the ex­e­cu­tion­er might be Mas­ter Cromwell, who, to make sure of this af­fair, un­der­took it him­self?”

			“Ah! just so. Cromwell is stout and short, and this man thin and lanky, rather tall than oth­er­wise.”

			“Some con­demned sol­dier, per­haps,” sug­gest­ed Athos, “whom they have par­doned at the price of regi­cide.”

			“No, no,” con­tin­ued d’Artag­nan, “it was not the mea­sured step of a foot sol­dier, nor was it the gait of a horse­man. If I am not mis­tak­en we have to do with a gen­tle­man.”

			“A gen­tle­man!” ex­claimed Athos. “Im­pos­si­ble! It would be a dis­hon­or to all the no­bil­i­ty.”

			“Fine sport, by Jove!” cried Porthos, with a laugh that shook the win­dows. “Fine sport!”

			“Are you still bent on de­par­ture, Athos?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“No, I re­main,” replied Athos, with a threat­en­ing ges­ture that promised no good to whom­so­ev­er it was ad­dressed.

			“Swords, then!” cried Aramis, “swords! let us not lose a mo­ment.”

			The four friends re­sumed their own clothes, gird­ed on their swords, or­dered Mous­que­ton and Blaisois to pay the bill and to ar­range ev­ery­thing for im­me­di­ate de­par­ture, and wrapped in their large cloaks left in search of their game.

			The night was dark, snow was fall­ing, the streets were silent and de­sert­ed. D’Artag­nan led the way through the in­tri­cate wind­ings and nar­row al­leys of the city and ere long they had reached the house in ques­tion. For a mo­ment d’Artag­nan thought that Par­ry’s broth­er had dis­ap­peared; but he was mis­tak­en. The ro­bust Scotch­man, ac­cus­tomed to the snows of his na­tive hills, had stretched him­self against a post, and like a fall­en stat­ue, in­sen­si­ble to the in­clemen­cy of the weath­er, had al­lowed the snow to cov­er him. He rose, how­ev­er, as they ap­proached.

			“Come,” said Athos, “here’s an­oth­er good ser­vant. Re­al­ly, hon­est men are not so scarce as I thought.”

			“Don’t be in a hur­ry to weave crowns for our Scotch­man. I be­lieve the fel­low is here on his own ac­count, for I have heard that these gen­tle­men born be­yond the Tweed are very vin­dic­tive. I should not like to be Groslow, if he meets him.”

			“Well?” said Athos, to the man, in Eng­lish.

			“No one has come out,” he replied.

			“Then, Porthos and Aramis, will you re­main with this man while we go around to Gri­maud?”

			Gri­maud had made him­self a kind of sen­try box out of a hol­low wil­low, and as they drew near he put his head out and gave a low whis­tle.

			“So­ho!” cried Athos.

			“Yes,” said Gri­maud.

			“Well, has any­body come out?”

			“No, but some­body has gone in.”

			“A man or a wom­an?”

			“A man.”

			“Ah! ah!” said d’Artag­nan, “there are two of them, then!”

			“I wish there were four,” said Athos; “the two par­ties would then be equal.”

			“Per­haps there are four,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“What do you mean?”

			“Oth­er men may have en­tered be­fore them and wait­ed for them.”

			“We can find out,” said Gri­maud. At the same time he point­ed to a win­dow, through the shut­ters of which a faint light streamed.

			“That is true,” said d’Artag­nan, “let us call the oth­ers.”

			They re­turned around the house to fetch Porthos and Aramis.

			“Have you seen any­thing?” they asked.

			“No, but we are go­ing to,” replied d’Artag­nan, point­ing to Gri­maud, who had al­ready climbed some five or six feet from the ground.

			All four came up to­geth­er. Gri­maud con­tin­ued to climb like a cat and suc­ceed­ed at last in catch­ing hold of a hook, which served to keep one of the shut­ters back when opened. Then rest­ing his foot on a small ledge he made a sign to show all was right.

			“Well?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			Gri­maud showed his closed hand, with two fin­gers spread out.

			“Speak,” said Athos; “we can­not see your signs. How many are there?”

			“Two. One op­po­site to me, the oth­er with his back to me.”

			“Good. And the man op­po­site to you is—”

			“The man I saw go in.”

			“Do you know him?”

			“I thought I rec­og­nized him, and was not mis­tak­en. Short and stout.”

			“Who is it?” they all asked to­geth­er in a low tone.

			“Gen­er­al Oliv­er Cromwell.”

			The four friends looked at one an­oth­er.

			“And the oth­er?” asked Athos.

			“Thin and lanky.”

			“The ex­e­cu­tion­er,” said d’Artag­nan and Aramis at the same time.

			“I can see noth­ing but his back,” re­sumed Gri­maud. “But wait. He is mov­ing; and if he has tak­en off his mask I shall be able to see. Ah—”

			And as if struck in the heart he let go the hook and dropped with a groan.

			“Did you see him?” they all asked.

			“Yes,” said Gri­maud, with his hair stand­ing on end.

			“The thin, spare man?”

			“Yes.”

			“The ex­e­cu­tion­er, in short?” asked Aramis.

			“Yes.”

			“And who is it?” said Porthos.

			“He—he—is—” mur­mured Gri­maud, pale as a ghost and seiz­ing his mas­ter’s hand.

			“Who? He?” asked Athos.

			“Mor­daunt,” replied Gri­maud.

			D’Artag­nan, Porthos and Aramis ut­tered a cry of joy.

			Athos stepped back and passed his hand across his brow.

			“Fa­tal­i­ty!” he mut­tered.

		
	
		
			
				LXVIII

				Cromwell’s House

			
			It was, in fact, Mor­daunt whom d’Artag­nan had fol­lowed, with­out know­ing it. On en­ter­ing the house he had tak­en off his mask and im­i­ta­tion beard, then, mount­ing a stair­case, had opened a door, and in a room light­ed by a sin­gle lamp found him­self face to face with a man seat­ed be­hind a desk.

			This man was Cromwell.

			Cromwell had two or three of these re­treats in Lon­don, un­known ex­cept to the most in­ti­mate of his friends. Mor­daunt was among these.

			“It is you, Mor­daunt,” he said. “You are late.”

			“Gen­er­al, I wished to see the cer­e­mo­ny to the end, which de­layed me.”

			“Ah! I scarce­ly thought you were so cu­ri­ous as that.”

			“I am al­ways cu­ri­ous to see the down­fall of your hon­or’s en­e­mies, and he was not among the least of them. But you, gen­er­al, were you not at White­hall?”

			“No,” said Cromwell.

			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“Have you had any ac­count of it?”

			“None. I have been here since the morn­ing. I on­ly know that there was a con­spir­a­cy to res­cue the king.”

			“Ah, you knew that?” said Mor­daunt.

			“It mat­ters lit­tle. Four men, dis­guised as work­men, were to get the king out of prison and take him to Green­wich, where a ves­sel was wait­ing.”

			“And know­ing all that, your hon­or re­mained here, far from the city, tran­quil and in­ac­tive.”

			“Tran­quil, yes,” replied Cromwell. “But who told you I was in­ac­tive?”

			“But—if the plot had suc­ceed­ed?”

			“I wished it to do so.”

			“I thought your ex­cel­lence con­sid­ered the death of Charles I as a mis­for­tune nec­es­sary to the wel­fare of Eng­land.”

			“Yes, his death; but it would have been more seem­ly not up­on the scaf­fold.”

			“Why so?” asked Mor­daunt.

			Cromwell smiled. “Be­cause it could have been said that I had had him con­demned for the sake of jus­tice and had let him es­cape out of pity.”

			“But if he had es­caped?”

			“Im­pos­si­ble; my pre­cau­tions were tak­en.”

			“And does your hon­or know the four men who un­der­took to res­cue him?”

			“The four French­men, of whom two were sent by the queen to her hus­band and two by Mazarin to me.”

			“And do you think Mazarin com­mis­sioned them to act as they have done?”

			“It is pos­si­ble. But he will not avow it.”

			“How so?”

			“Be­cause they failed.”

			“Your hon­or gave me two of these French­men when they were on­ly guilty of fight­ing for Charles I. Now that they are guilty of a con­spir­a­cy against Eng­land will your hon­or give me all four of them?”

			“Take them,” said Cromwell.

			Mor­daunt bowed with a smile of tri­umphant fe­roc­i­ty.

			“Did the peo­ple shout at all?” Cromwell asked.

			“Very lit­tle, ex­cept ‘Long live Cromwell!’ ”

			“Where were you placed?”

			Mor­daunt tried for a mo­ment to read in the gen­er­al’s face if this was sim­ply a use­less ques­tion, or whether he knew ev­ery­thing. But his pierc­ing eyes could by no means pen­e­trate the som­bre depths of Cromwell’s.

			“I was so sit­u­at­ed as to hear and see ev­ery­thing,” he an­swered.

			It was now Cromwell’s turn to look fixed­ly at Mor­daunt, and Mor­daunt to make him­self im­pen­e­tra­ble.

			“It ap­pears,” said Cromwell, “that this im­pro­vised ex­e­cu­tion­er did his du­ty re­mark­ably well. The blow, so they tell me at least, was struck with a mas­ter’s hand.”

			Mor­daunt re­mem­bered that Cromwell had told him he had had no de­tailed ac­count, and he was now quite con­vinced that the gen­er­al had been present at the ex­e­cu­tion, hid­den be­hind some screen or cur­tain.

			“In fact,” said Mor­daunt, with a calm voice and im­mov­able coun­te­nance, “a sin­gle blow suf­ficed.”

			“Per­haps it was some­one in that oc­cu­pa­tion,” said Cromwell.

			“Do you think so, sir? He did not look like an ex­e­cu­tion­er.”

			“And who else save an ex­e­cu­tion­er would have wished to fill that hor­ri­ble of­fice?”

			“But,” said Mor­daunt, “it might have been some per­son­al en­e­my of the king, who had made a vow of vengeance and ac­com­plished it in this way. Per­haps it was some man of rank who had grave rea­sons for hat­ing the fall­en king, and who, learn­ing that the king was about to flee and es­cape him, threw him­self in the way, with a mask on his face and an axe in his hand, not as sub­sti­tute for the ex­e­cu­tion­er, but as an am­bas­sador of Fate.”

			“Pos­si­bly.”

			“And if that were the case would your hon­or con­demn his ac­tion?”

			“It is not for me to judge. It rests be­tween his con­science and his God.”

			“But if your hon­or knew this man?”

			“I nei­ther know nor wish to know him. Pro­vid­ed Charles is dead, it is the axe, not the man, we must thank.”

			“And yet, with­out the man, the king would have been res­cued.”

			Cromwell smiled.

			“They would have car­ried him to Green­wich,” he said, “and put him on board a feluc­ca with five bar­rels of pow­der in the hold. Once out to sea, you are too good a politi­cian not to un­der­stand the rest, Mor­daunt.”

			“Yes, they would have all been blown up.”

			“Just so. The ex­plo­sion would have done what the axe had failed to do. Men would have said that the king had es­caped hu­man jus­tice and been over­tak­en by God’s. You see now why I did not care to know your gen­tle­man in the mask; for re­al­ly, in spite of his ex­cel­lent in­ten­tions, I could not thank him for what he has done.”

			Mor­daunt bowed humbly. “Sir,” he said, “you are a pro­found thinker and your plan was sub­lime.”

			“Say ab­surd, since it has be­come use­less. The on­ly sub­lime ideas in pol­i­tics are those which bear fruit. So tonight, Mor­daunt, go to Green­wich and ask for the cap­tain of the feluc­ca Light­ning. Show him a white hand­ker­chief knot­ted at the four cor­ners and tell the crew to dis­em­bark and car­ry the pow­der back to the ar­se­nal, un­less, in­deed—”

			“Un­less?” said Mor­daunt, whose face was light­ed by a sav­age joy as Cromwell spoke:

			“This skiff might be of use to you for per­son­al projects.”

			“Oh, my lord, my lord!”

			“That ti­tle,” said Cromwell, laugh­ing, “is all very well here, but take care a word like that does not es­cape your lips in pub­lic.”

			“But your hon­or will soon be called so gen­er­al­ly.”

			“I hope so, at least,” said Cromwell, ris­ing and putting on his cloak.

			“You are go­ing, sir?”

			“Yes,” said Cromwell. “I slept here last night and the night be­fore, and you know it is not my cus­tom to sleep three times in the same bed.”

			“Then,” said Mor­daunt, “your hon­or gives me my lib­er­ty for tonight?”

			“And even for all day to­mor­row, if you want it. Since last evening,” he added, smil­ing, “you have done enough in my ser­vice, and if you have any per­son­al mat­ters to set­tle it is just that I should give you time.”

			“Thank you, sir; it will be well em­ployed, I hope.”

			Cromwell turned as he was go­ing.

			“Are you armed?” he asked.

			“I have my sword.”

			“And no one wait­ing for you out­side?”

			“No.”

			“Then you had bet­ter come with me.”

			“Thank you, sir, but the way by the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage would take too much time and I have none to lose.”

			Cromwell placed his hand on a hid­den han­dle and opened a door so well con­cealed by the ta­pes­try that the most prac­ticed eye could not have dis­cov­ered it. It closed af­ter him with a spring. This door com­mu­ni­cat­ed with a sub­ter­ranean pas­sage, lead­ing un­der the street to a grot­to in the gar­den of a house about a hun­dred yards from that of the fu­ture Pro­tec­tor.

			It was just be­fore this that Gri­maud had per­ceived the two men seat­ed to­geth­er.

			D’Artag­nan was the first to re­cov­er from his sur­prise.

			“Mor­daunt,” he cried. “Ah! by Heav­en! it is God Him­self who sent us here.”

			“Yes,” said Porthos, “let us break the door in and fall up­on him.”

			“No,” replied d’Artag­nan, “no noise. Now, Gri­maud, you come here, climb up to the win­dow again and tell us if Mor­daunt is alone and whether he is pre­par­ing to go out or go to bed. If he comes out we shall catch him. If he stays in we will break in the win­dow. It is eas­i­er and less noisy than the door.”

			Gri­maud be­gan to scale the wall again.

			“Keep guard at the oth­er door, Athos and Aramis. Porthos and I will stay here.”

			The friends obeyed.

			“He is alone,” said Gri­maud.

			“We did not see his com­pan­ion come out.”

			“He may have gone by the oth­er door.”

			“What is he do­ing?”

			“Putting on his cloak and gloves.”

			“He’s ours,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan.

			Porthos me­chan­i­cal­ly drew his dag­ger from the scab­bard.

			“Put it up again, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan. “We must pro­ceed in an or­der­ly man­ner.”

			“Hush!” said Gri­maud, “he is com­ing out. He has put out the lamp, I can see noth­ing now.”

			“Get down then and quick­ly.”

			Gri­maud leaped down. The snow dead­ened the noise of his fall.

			“Now go and tell Athos and Aramis to stand on each side of the door and clap their hands if they catch him. We will do the same.”

			The next mo­ment the door opened and Mor­daunt ap­peared on the thresh­old, face to face with d’Artag­nan. Porthos clapped his hands and the oth­er two came run­ning around. Mor­daunt was livid, but he ut­tered no cry nor called for as­sis­tance. D’Artag­nan qui­et­ly pushed him in again, and by the light of a lamp on the stair­case made him as­cend the steps back­ward one by one, keep­ing his eyes all the time on Mor­daunt’s hands, who, how­ev­er, know­ing that it was use­less, at­tempt­ed no re­sis­tance. At last they stood face to face in the very room where ten min­utes be­fore Mor­daunt had been talk­ing to Cromwell.

			Porthos came up be­hind, and un­hook­ing the lamp on the stair­case re­lit that in the room. Athos and Aramis en­tered last and locked the door be­hind them.

			“Oblige me by tak­ing a seat,” said d’Artag­nan, push­ing a chair to­ward Mor­daunt, who sat down, pale but calm. Aramis, Porthos and d’Artag­nan drew their chairs near him. Athos alone kept away and sat in the fur­thest cor­ner of the room, as if de­ter­mined to be mere­ly a spec­ta­tor of the pro­ceed­ings. He seemed to be quite over­come. Porthos rubbed his hands in fever­ish im­pa­tience. Aramis bit his lips till the blood came.

			D’Artag­nan alone was calm, at least in ap­pear­ance.

			“Mon­sieur Mor­daunt,” he said, “since, af­ter run­ning af­ter one an­oth­er so long, chance has at last brought us to­geth­er, let us have a lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion, if you please.”

		
	
		
			
				LXIX

				Con­ver­sa­tion­al

			
			Though Mor­daunt had been so com­plete­ly tak­en by sur­prise and had mount­ed the stairs in such ut­ter con­fu­sion, when once seat­ed he re­cov­ered him­self, as it were, and pre­pared to seize any pos­si­ble op­por­tu­ni­ty of es­cape. His eye wan­dered to a long stout sword on his flank and he in­stinc­tive­ly slipped it around with­in reach of his right hand.

			D’Artag­nan was wait­ing for a re­ply to his re­mark and said noth­ing. Aramis mut­tered to him­self, “We shall hear noth­ing but the usu­al com­mon­place things.”

			Porthos sucked his mus­tache, mut­ter­ing, “A good deal of cer­e­mo­ny tonight about crush­ing an adder.” Athos shrunk in­to his cor­ner, pale and mo­tion­less as a bas-re­lief.

			The si­lence, how­ev­er, could not last for­ev­er. So d’Artag­nan be­gan:

			“Sir,” he said, with des­per­ate po­lite­ness, “it seems to me that you change your cos­tume al­most as rapid­ly as I have seen the Ital­ian mum­mers do, whom the Car­di­nal Mazarin brought over from Berg­amo and whom he doubt­less took you to see dur­ing your trav­els in France.”

			Mor­daunt did not re­ply.

			“Just now,” d’Artag­nan con­tin­ued, “you were dis­guised—I mean to say, at­tired—as a mur­der­er, and now—”

			“And now I look very much like a man who is go­ing to be mur­dered.”

			“Oh! sir,” said d’Artag­nan, “how can you talk like that when you are in the com­pa­ny of gen­tle­men and have such an ex­cel­lent sword at your side?”

			“No sword is ex­cel­lent enough to be of use against four swords and dag­gers.”

			“Well, that is scarce­ly the ques­tion. I had the hon­or of ask­ing you why you al­tered your cos­tume. The mask and beard be­came you very well, and as to the axe, I do not think it would be out of keep­ing even at this mo­ment. Why, then, have you laid it aside?”

			“Be­cause, re­mem­ber­ing the scene at Ar­men­tières, I thought I should find four ax­es for one, as I was to meet four ex­e­cu­tion­ers.”

			“Sir,” replied d’Artag­nan, in the calmest man­ner pos­si­ble, “you are very young; I shall there­fore over­look your friv­o­lous re­marks. What took place at Ar­men­tières has no con­nec­tion what­ev­er with the present oc­ca­sion. We could scarce­ly have re­quest­ed your moth­er to take a sword and fight us.”

			“Aha! It is a du­el, then?” cried Mor­daunt, as if dis­posed to re­ply at once to the provo­ca­tion.

			Porthos rose, al­ways ready for this kind of ad­ven­ture.

			“Par­don me,” said d’Artag­nan. “Do not let us do things in a hur­ry. We will ar­range the mat­ter rather bet­ter. Con­fess, Mon­sieur Mor­daunt, that you are anx­ious to kill some of us.”

			“All,” replied Mor­daunt.

			“Then, my dear sir; I am con­vinced that these gen­tle­men re­turn your kind wish­es and will be de­light­ed to kill you al­so. Of course they will do so as hon­or­able gen­tle­men, and the best proof I can fur­nish is this—”

			So say­ing, he threw his hat on the ground, pushed back his chair to the wall and bowed to Mor­daunt with true French grace.

			“At your ser­vice, sir,” he con­tin­ued. “My sword is short­er than yours, it’s true, but, bah! I think the arm will make up for the sword.”

			“Halt!” cried Porthos com­ing for­ward. “I be­gin, and with­out any rhetoric.”

			“Al­low me, Porthos,” said Aramis.

			Athos did not move. He might have been tak­en for a stat­ue. Even his breath­ing seemed to be ar­rest­ed.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said d’Artag­nan, “you shall have your turn. Mon­sieur Mor­daunt dis­likes you suf­fi­cient­ly not to refuse you af­ter­ward. You can see it in his eye. So pray keep your places, like Athos, whose calm­ness is en­tire­ly laud­able. Be­sides, we will have no words about it. I have par­tic­u­lar busi­ness to set­tle with this gen­tle­man and I shall and will be­gin.”

			Porthos and Aramis drew back, dis­ap­point­ed, and draw­ing his sword d’Artag­nan turned to his ad­ver­sary:

			“Sir, I am wait­ing for you.”

			“And for my part, gen­tle­men, I ad­mire you. You are dis­put­ing which shall fight me first, but you do not con­sult me who am most con­cerned in the mat­ter. I hate you all, but not equal­ly. I hope to kill all four of you, but I am more like­ly to kill the first than the sec­ond, the sec­ond than the third, and the third than the last. I claim, then, the right to choose my op­po­nent. If you refuse this right you may kill me, but I shall not fight.”

			“It is but fair,” said Porthos and Aramis, hop­ing he would choose one of them.

			Athos and d’Artag­nan said noth­ing, but their si­lence seemed to im­ply con­sent.

			“Well, then,” said Mor­daunt, “I choose for my ad­ver­sary the man who, not think­ing him­self wor­thy to be called Comte de la Fère, calls him­self Athos.”

			Athos sprang up, but af­ter an in­stant of mo­tion­less si­lence he said, to the as­ton­ish­ment of his friends, “Mon­sieur Mor­daunt, a du­el be­tween us is im­pos­si­ble. Sub­mit this hon­our to some­body else.” And he sat down.

			“Ah!” said Mor­daunt, with a sneer, “there’s one who is afraid.”

			“Zounds!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, bound­ing to­ward him, “who says that Athos is afraid?”

			“Let him have his say, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos, with a smile of sad­ness and con­tempt.

			“Is it your de­ci­sion, Athos?” re­sumed the Gas­con.

			“Ir­re­vo­ca­bly.”

			“You hear, sir,” said d’Artag­nan, turn­ing to Mor­daunt. “The Comte de la Fère will not do you the hon­or of fight­ing with you. Choose one of us to re­place the Comte de la Fère.”

			“As long as I don’t fight with him it is the same to me with whom I fight. Put your names in­to a hat and draw lots.”

			“A good idea,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“At least that will con­cil­i­ate us all,” said Aramis.

			“I should nev­er have thought of that,” said Porthos, “and yet it is very sim­ple.”

			“Come, Aramis,” said d’Artag­nan, “write this for us in those neat lit­tle char­ac­ters in which you wrote to Marie Mi­chon that the moth­er of this gen­tle­man in­tend­ed to as­sas­si­nate the Duke of Buck­ing­ham.”

			Mor­daunt sus­tained this new at­tack with­out winc­ing. He stood with his arms fold­ed, ap­par­ent­ly as calm as any man could be in such cir­cum­stances. If he had not courage he had what is very like it, name­ly, pride.

			Aramis went to Cromwell’s desk, tore off three bits of pa­per of equal size, wrote on the first his own name and on the oth­ers those of his two com­pan­ions, and pre­sent­ed them open to Mor­daunt, who by a move­ment of his head in­di­cat­ed that he left the mat­ter en­tire­ly to Aramis. He then rolled them sep­a­rate­ly and put them in a hat, which he hand­ed to Mor­daunt.

			Mor­daunt put his hand in­to the hat, took out one of the three pa­pers and dis­dain­ful­ly dropped it on the ta­ble with­out read­ing it.

			“Ah! ser­pent,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, “I would give my chance of a cap­tain­cy in the Mous­que­taires for that to be my name.”

			Aramis opened the pa­per, and in a voice trem­bling with hate and vengeance read “D’Artag­nan.”

			The Gas­con ut­tered a cry of joy and turn­ing to Mor­daunt:

			“I hope, sir,” said he, “you have no ob­jec­tion to make.”

			“None, what­ev­er,” replied the oth­er, draw­ing his sword and rest­ing the point on his boot.

			The mo­ment that d’Artag­nan saw that his wish was ac­com­plished and his man would not es­cape him, he re­cov­ered his usu­al tran­quil­li­ty. He turned up his cuffs neat­ly and rubbed the sole of his right boot on the floor, but did not fail, how­ev­er, to re­mark that Mor­daunt was look­ing about him in a sin­gu­lar man­ner.

			“Are you ready, sir?” he said at last.

			“I was wait­ing for you, sir,” said Mor­daunt, rais­ing his head and cast­ing at his op­po­nent a look it would be im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe.

			“Well, then,” said the Gas­con, “take care of your­self, for I am not a bad hand at the rapi­er.”

			“Nor I ei­ther.”

			“So much the bet­ter; that sets my mind at rest. De­fend your­self.”

			“One minute,” said the young man. “Give me your word, gen­tle­men, that you will not at­tack me oth­er­wise than one af­ter the oth­er.”

			“Is it to have the plea­sure of in­sult­ing us that you say that, my lit­tle viper?”

			“No, but to set my mind at rest, as you ob­served just now.”

			“It is for some­thing else than that, I imag­ine,” mut­tered d’Artag­nan, shak­ing his head doubt­ful­ly.

			“On the hon­or of gen­tle­men,” said Aramis and Porthos.

			“In that case, gen­tle­men, have the kind­ness to re­tire in­to the cor­ners, so as to give us am­ple room. We shall re­quire it.”

			“Yes, gen­tle­men,” said d’Artag­nan, “we must not leave this per­son the slight­est pre­text for be­hav­ing bad­ly, which, with all due re­spect, I fan­cy he is anx­ious still to do.”

			This new at­tack made no im­pres­sion on Mor­daunt. The space was cleared, the two lamps placed on Cromwell’s desk, in or­der that the com­bat­ants might have as much light as pos­si­ble; and the swords crossed.

			D’Artag­nan was too good a swords­man to tri­fle with his op­po­nent. He made a rapid and bril­liant feint which Mor­daunt par­ried.

			“Aha!” he cried with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion.

			And with­out los­ing a minute, think­ing he saw an open­ing, he thrust his right in and forced Mor­daunt to par­ry a counter en quarte so fine that the point of the weapon might have turned with­in a wed­ding ring.

			This time it was Mor­daunt who smiled.

			“Ah, sir,” said d’Artag­nan, “you have a wicked smile. It must have been the dev­il who taught it you, was it not?”

			Mor­daunt replied by try­ing his op­po­nent’s weapon with an amount of strength which the Gas­con was as­ton­ished to find in a form ap­par­ent­ly so fee­ble; but thanks to a par­ry no less clever than that which Mor­daunt had just achieved, he suc­ceed­ed in meet­ing his sword, which slid along his own with­out touch­ing his chest.

			Mor­daunt rapid­ly sprang back a step.

			“Ah! you lose ground, you are turn­ing? Well, as you please, I even gain some­thing by it, for I no longer see that wicked smile of yours. You have no idea what a false look you have, par­tic­u­lar­ly when you are afraid. Look at my eyes and you will see what no look­ing-glass has ev­er shown you—a frank and hon­or­able coun­te­nance.”

			To this flow of words, not per­haps in the best taste, but char­ac­ter­is­tic of d’Artag­nan, whose prin­ci­pal ob­ject was to di­vert his op­po­nent’s at­ten­tion, Mor­daunt did not re­ply, but con­tin­u­ing to turn around he suc­ceed­ed in chang­ing places with d’Artag­nan.

			He smiled more and more sar­cas­ti­cal­ly and his smile be­gan to make the Gas­con anx­ious.

			“Come, come,” cried d’Artag­nan, “we must fin­ish with this,” and in his turn he pressed Mor­daunt hard, who con­tin­ued to lose ground, but ev­i­dent­ly on pur­pose and with­out let­ting his sword leave the line for a mo­ment. How­ev­er, as they were fight­ing in a room and had not space to go on like that for­ev­er, Mor­daunt’s foot at last touched the wall, against which he rest­ed his left hand.

			“Ah, this time you can­not lose ground, my fine friend!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan. “Gen­tle­men, did you ev­er see a scor­pi­on pinned to a wall? No. Well, then, you shall see it now.”

			In a sec­ond d’Artag­nan had made three ter­ri­ble thrusts at Mor­daunt, all of which touched, but on­ly pricked him. The three friends looked on, pant­ing and as­ton­ished. At last d’Artag­nan, hav­ing got up too close, stepped back to pre­pare a fourth thrust, but the mo­ment when, af­ter a fine, quick feint, he was at­tack­ing as sharply as light­ning, the wall seemed to give way, Mor­daunt dis­ap­peared through the open­ing, and d’Artag­nan’s blade, caught be­tween the pan­els, shiv­ered like a sword of glass. D’Artag­nan sprang back; the wall had closed again.

			Mor­daunt, in fact, while de­fend­ing him­self, had ma­noeu­vred so as to reach the se­cret door by which Cromwell had left, had felt for the knob with his left hand, pressed it and dis­ap­peared.

			The Gas­con ut­tered a fu­ri­ous im­pre­ca­tion, which was an­swered by a wild laugh on the oth­er side of the iron pan­el.

			“Help me, gen­tle­men,” cried d’Artag­nan, “we must break in this door.”

			“It is the dev­il in per­son!” said Aramis, has­ten­ing for­ward.

			“He es­capes us,” growled Porthos, push­ing his huge shoul­der against the hinges, but in vain. “ ’Sblood! he es­capes us.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” mut­tered Athos.

			“I thought as much,” said d’Artag­nan, wast­ing his strength in use­less ef­forts. “Zounds, I thought as much when the wretch kept mov­ing around the room. I thought he was up to some­thing.”

			“It’s a mis­for­tune, to which his friend, the dev­il, treats us,” said Aramis.

			“It’s a piece of good for­tune sent from Heav­en,” said Athos, ev­i­dent­ly much re­lieved.

			“Re­al­ly!” said d’Artag­nan, aban­don­ing the at­tempt to burst open the pan­el af­ter sev­er­al in­ef­fec­tu­al at­tempts, “Athos, I can­not imag­ine how you can talk to us in that way. You can­not un­der­stand the po­si­tion we are in. In this kind of game, not to kill is to let one’s self be killed. This fox of a fel­low will be send­ing us a hun­dred iron-sid­ed beasts who will pick us off like spar­rows in this place. Come, come, we must be off. If we stay here five min­utes more there’s an end of us.”

			“Yes, you are right.”

			“But where shall we go?” asked Porthos.

			“To the ho­tel, to be sure, to get our bag­gage and hors­es; and from there, if it please God, to France, where, at least, I un­der­stand the ar­chi­tec­ture of the hous­es.”

			So, suit­ing the ac­tion to the word, d’Artag­nan thrust the rem­nant of his sword in­to its scab­bard, picked up his hat and ran down the stairs, fol­lowed by the oth­ers.

		
	
		
			
				LXX

				The Skiff Light­ning

			
			D’Artag­nan had judged cor­rect­ly; Mor­daunt felt that he had no time to lose, and he lost none. He knew the ra­pid­i­ty of de­ci­sion and ac­tion that char­ac­ter­ized his en­e­mies and re­solved to act with ref­er­ence to that. This time the mus­ke­teers had an ad­ver­sary who was wor­thy of them.

			Af­ter clos­ing the door care­ful­ly be­hind him Mor­daunt glid­ed in­to the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage, sheath­ing on the way his now use­less sword, and thus reached the neigh­bor­ing house, where he paused to ex­am­ine him­self and to take breath.

			“Good!” he said, “noth­ing, al­most noth­ing—scratch­es, noth­ing more; two in the arm and one in the breast. The wounds that I make are bet­ter than that—wit­ness the ex­e­cu­tion­er of Bethune, my un­cle, and King Charles. Now, not a sec­ond to lose, for a sec­ond lost will per­haps save them. They must die—die all to­geth­er—killed at one stroke by the thun­der of men in de­fault of God’s. They must dis­ap­pear, bro­ken, scat­tered, an­ni­hi­lat­ed. I will run, then, till my legs no longer serve, till my heart bursts in my bo­som but I will ar­rive be­fore they do.”

			Mor­daunt pro­ceed­ed at a rapid pace to the near­est cav­al­ry bar­racks, about a quar­ter of a league dis­tant. He made that quar­ter of a league in four or five min­utes. Ar­rived at the bar­racks he made him­self known, took the best horse in the sta­bles, mount­ed and gained the high road. A quar­ter of an hour lat­er he was at Green­wich.

			“There is the port,” he mur­mured. “That dark point yon­der is the Isle of Dogs. Good! I am half an hour in ad­vance of them, an hour, per­haps. Fool that I was! I have al­most killed my­self by my need­less haste. Now,” he added, ris­ing in the stir­rups and look­ing about him, “which, I won­der, is the Light­ning?”

			At this mo­ment, as if in re­ply to his words, a man ly­ing on a coil of ca­bles rose and ad­vanced a few steps to­ward him. Mor­daunt drew a hand­ker­chief from his pock­et, and ty­ing a knot at each cor­ner—the sig­nal agreed up­on—waved it in the air and the man came up to him. He was wrapped in a large rough cape, which con­cealed his form and part­ly his face.

			“Do you wish to go on the wa­ter, sir?” said the sailor.

			“Yes, just so. Along the Isle of Dogs.”

			“And per­haps you have a pref­er­ence for one boat more than an­oth­er. You would like one that sails as rapid­ly as—”

			“Light­ning,” in­ter­rupt­ed Mor­daunt.

			“Then mine is the boat you want, sir. I’m your man.”

			“I be­gin to think so, par­tic­u­lar­ly if you have not for­got­ten a cer­tain sig­nal.”

			“Here it is, sir,” and the sailor took from his coat a hand­ker­chief, tied at each cor­ner.

			“Good, quite right!” cried Mor­daunt, spring­ing off his horse. “There’s not a mo­ment to lose; now take my horse to the near­est inn and con­duct me to your ves­sel.”

			“But,” asked the sailor, “where are your com­pan­ions? I thought there were four of you.”

			“Lis­ten to me, sir. I’m not the man you take me for; you are in Cap­tain Rogers’s post, are you not? un­der or­ders from Gen­er­al Cromwell. Mine, al­so, are from him!”

			“In­deed, sir, I rec­og­nize you; you are Cap­tain Mor­daunt.”

			Mor­daunt was star­tled.

			“Oh, fear noth­ing,” said the skip­per, show­ing his face. “I am a friend.”

			“Cap­tain Groslow!” cried Mor­daunt.

			“Him­self. The gen­er­al re­mem­bered that I had for­mer­ly been a naval of­fi­cer and he gave me the com­mand of this ex­pe­di­tion. Is there any­thing new in the wind?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“I thought, per­haps, that the king’s death—”

			“Has on­ly has­tened their flight; in ten min­utes they will per­haps be here.”

			“What have you come for, then?”

			“To em­bark with you.”

			“Ah! ah! the gen­er­al doubt­ed my fi­deli­ty?”

			“No, but I wish to have a share in my re­venge. Haven’t you some­one who will re­lieve me of my horse?”

			Groslow whis­tled and a sailor ap­peared.

			“Patrick,” said Groslow, “take this horse to the sta­bles of the near­est inn. If any­one asks you whose it is you can say that it be­longs to an Irish gen­tle­man.”

			The sailor de­part­ed with­out re­ply.

			“Now,” said Mor­daunt, “are you not afraid that they will rec­og­nize you?”

			“There is no dan­ger, dressed as I am in this pi­lot coat, on a night as dark as this. Be­sides, even you didn’t rec­og­nize me; they will be much less like­ly to.”

			“That is true,” said Mor­daunt, “and they will be far from think­ing of you. Ev­ery­thing is ready, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			“The car­go on board?”

			“Yes.”

			“Five full casks?”

			“And fifty emp­ty ones.”

			“Good.”

			“We are car­ry­ing port wine to An­vers.”

			“Ex­cel­lent. Now take me aboard and re­turn to your post, for they will soon be here.”

			“I am ready.”

			“It is im­por­tant that none of your crew should see me.”

			“I have but one man on board, and I am as sure of him as I am of my­self. Be­sides, he doesn’t know you; like his mates he is ready to obey our or­ders know­ing noth­ing of our plan.”

			“Very well; let us go.”

			They then went down to the Thames. A boat was fas­tened to the shore by a chain fixed to a stake. Groslow jumped in, fol­lowed by Mor­daunt, and in five min­utes they were quite away from that world of hous­es which then crowd­ed the out­skirts of Lon­don; and Mor­daunt could dis­cern the lit­tle ves­sel rid­ing at an­chor near the Isle of Dogs. When they reached the side of this feluc­ca, Mor­daunt, dex­ter­ous in his ea­ger­ness for vengeance, seized a rope and climbed up the side of the ves­sel with a cool­ness and agili­ty very rare among lands­men. He went with Groslow to the cap­tain’s berth, a sort of tem­po­rary cab­in of planks, for the chief apart­ment had been giv­en up by Cap­tain Rogers to the pas­sen­gers, who were to be ac­com­mo­dat­ed at the oth­er end of the boat.

			“They will have noth­ing to do, then at this end?” said Mor­daunt.

			“Noth­ing at all.”

			“That’s a cap­i­tal ar­range­ment. Re­turn to Green­wich and bring them here. I shall hide my­self in your cab­in. You have a long­boat?”

			“That in which we came.”

			“It ap­peared light and well con­struct­ed.”

			“Quite a ca­noe.”

			“Fas­ten it to the poop with a rope; put the oars in­to it, so that it may fol­low in the track and there will be noth­ing to do ex­cept to cut the cord. Put a good sup­ply of rum and bis­cuit in it for the sea­men; should the night hap­pen to be stormy they will not be sor­ry to find some­thing to con­sole them­selves with.”

			“Con­sid­er all this done. Do you wish to see the pow­der-room?”

			“No. When you re­turn I will set the fuse my­self, but be care­ful to con­ceal your face, so that you can­not be rec­og­nized by them.”

			“Nev­er fear.”

			“There’s ten o’clock strik­ing at Green­wich.”

			Groslow, then, hav­ing giv­en the sailor on du­ty an or­der to be on the watch with more than usu­al vig­i­lance, went down in­to the long­boat and soon reached Green­wich. The wind was chilly and the jet­ty was de­sert­ed, as he ap­proached it; but he had no soon­er land­ed than he heard a noise of hors­es gal­lop­ing up­on the paved road.

			These horse­men were our friends, or rather, an avant-garde, com­posed of d’Artag­nan and Athos. As soon as they ar­rived at the spot where Groslow stood they stopped, as if guess­ing that he was the man they want­ed. Athos alight­ed and calm­ly opened the hand­ker­chief tied at each cor­ner, whilst d’Artag­nan, ev­er cau­tious, re­mained on horse­back, one hand up­on his pis­tol, lean­ing for­ward watch­ful­ly.

			On see­ing the ap­point­ed sig­nal, Groslow, who had at first crept be­hind one of the can­nons plant­ed on that spot, walked straight up to the gen­tle­men. He was so well wrapped up in his cloak that it would have been im­pos­si­ble to see his face even if the night had not been so dark as to ren­der pre­cau­tion su­per­flu­ous; nev­er­the­less, the keen glance of Athos per­ceived at once it was not Rogers who stood be­fore them.

			“What do you want with us?” he asked of Groslow.

			“I wish to in­form you, my lord,” replied Groslow, with an Irish ac­cent, feigned of course, “that if you are look­ing for Cap­tain Rogers you will not find him. He fell down this morn­ing and broke his leg. But I’m his cousin; he told me ev­ery­thing and de­sired me to watch in­stead of him, and in his place to con­duct, wher­ev­er they wished to go, the gen­tle­men who should bring me a hand­ker­chief tied at each cor­ner, like that one which you hold and one which I have in my pock­et.”

			And he drew out the hand­ker­chief.

			“Was that all he said?” in­quired Athos.

			“No, my lord; he said you had en­gaged to pay sev­en­ty pounds if I land­ed you safe and sound at Boulogne or any oth­er port you choose in France.”

			“What do you think of all this?” said Athos, in a low tone to d’Artag­nan, af­ter ex­plain­ing to him in French what the sailor had said in Eng­lish.

			“It seems a like­ly sto­ry—to me.”

			“And to me, too.”

			“Be­sides, we can but blow out his brains if he proves false,” said the Gas­con; “and you, Athos, you know some­thing of ev­ery­thing and can be our cap­tain. I dare say you know how to nav­i­gate, should he fail us.”

			“My dear friend, you guess well. My fa­ther meant me for the navy and I have some vague no­tions about nav­i­ga­tion.”

			“You see!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			They then sum­moned their friends, who, with Blaisois, Mous­que­ton and Gri­maud, prompt­ly joined them, leav­ing Par­ry be­hind them, who was to take back to Lon­don the hors­es of the gen­tle­men and of their lack­eys, which had been sold to the host in set­tle­ment of their ac­count with him. Thanks to this stroke of busi­ness the four friends were able to take away with them a sum of mon­ey which, if not large, was suf­fi­cient as a pro­vi­sion against de­lays and ac­ci­dents.

			Par­ry part­ed from his friends re­gret­ful­ly; they had pro­posed his go­ing with them to France, but he had straight­way de­clined.

			“It is very sim­ple,” Mous­que­ton had said; “he is think­ing of Groslow.”

			It was Cap­tain Groslow, the read­er will re­mem­ber, who had bro­ken Par­ry’s head.

			D’Artag­nan re­sumed im­me­di­ate­ly the at­ti­tude of dis­trust that was ha­bit­u­al with him. He found the wharf too com­plete­ly de­sert­ed, the night too dark, the cap­tain too ac­com­mo­dat­ing. He had re­port­ed to Aramis what had tak­en place, and Aramis, not less dis­trust­ful than he, had in­creased his sus­pi­cions. A slight click of the tongue against his teeth in­formed Athos of the Gas­con’s un­easi­ness.

			“We have no time now for sus­pi­cions,” said Athos. “The boat is wait­ing for us; come.”

			“Be­sides,” said Aramis, “what pre­vents our be­ing dis­trust­ful and go­ing aboard at the same time? We can watch the skip­per.”

			“And if he doesn’t go straight I will crush him, that’s all.”

			“Well said, Porthos,” replied d’Artag­nan. “Let us go, then. You first, Mous­que­ton,” and he stopped his friends, di­rect­ing the valets to go first, in or­der to test the plank lead­ing from the pier to the boat.

			The three valets passed with­out ac­ci­dent. Athos fol­lowed them, then Porthos, then Aramis. D’Artag­nan went last, still shak­ing his head.

			“What in the dev­il is the mat­ter with you, my friend?” said Porthos. “Up­on my word you would make Cae­sar afraid.”

			“The mat­ter is,” replied d’Artag­nan, “that I can see up­on this pier nei­ther in­spec­tor nor sen­tinel nor ex­cise­man.”

			“And you com­plain of that!” said Porthos. “Ev­ery­thing goes as if in flow­ery paths.”

			“Ev­ery­thing goes too well, Porthos. But no mat­ter; we must trust in God.”

			As soon as the plank was with­drawn the cap­tain took his place at the tiller and made a sign to one of the sailors, who, boat-hook in hand, be­gan to push out from the labyrinth of boats in which they were in­volved. The oth­er sailor had al­ready seat­ed him­self on the port side and was ready to row. As soon as there was room for row­ing, his com­pan­ion re­joined him and the boat be­gan to move more rapid­ly.

			“At last we are off!” ex­claimed Porthos.

			“Alas,” said Athos, “we de­part alone.”

			“Yes; but all four to­geth­er and with­out a scratch; which is a con­so­la­tion.”

			“We are not yet at our des­ti­na­tion,” ob­served the pru­dent d’Artag­nan; “be­ware of mis­ad­ven­ture.”

			“Ah, my friend!” cried Porthos, “like the crows, you al­ways bring bad omens. Who could in­ter­cept us on such a night as this, pitch dark, when one does not see more than twen­ty yards be­fore one?”

			“Yes, but to­mor­row morn­ing—”

			“To­mor­row we shall be at Boulogne.”

			“I hope so, with all my heart,” said the Gas­con, “and I con­fess my weak­ness. Yes, Athos, you may laugh, but as long as we were with­in gun­shot of the pier or of the ves­sels ly­ing by it I was look­ing for a fright­ful dis­charge of mus­ketry which would crush us.”

			“But,” said Porthos, with great wis­dom, “that was im­pos­si­ble, for they would have killed the cap­tain and the sailors.”

			“Bah! much Mon­sieur Mor­daunt would care. You don’t imag­ine he would con­sid­er a lit­tle thing like that?”

			“At any rate,” said Porthos, “I am glad to hear d’Artag­nan ad­mit that he is afraid.”

			“I not on­ly con­fess it, but am proud of it,” re­turned the Gas­con; “I’m not such a rhi­noc­er­os as you are. Oho! what’s that?”

			“The Light­ning,” an­swered the cap­tain, “our feluc­ca.”

			“So far, so good,” laughed Athos.

			They went on board and the cap­tain in­stant­ly con­duct­ed them to the berth pre­pared for them—a cab­in which was to serve for all pur­pos­es and for the whole par­ty; he then tried to slip away un­der pre­text of giv­ing or­ders to some­one.

			“Stop a mo­ment,” cried d’Artag­nan; “pray how many men have you on board, cap­tain?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” was the re­ply.

			“Ex­plain it, Athos.”

			Groslow, on the ques­tion be­ing in­ter­pret­ed, an­swered, “Three, with­out count­ing my­self.”

			D’Artag­nan un­der­stood, for while re­ply­ing the cap­tain had raised three fin­gers. “Oh!” he ex­claimed, “I be­gin to be more at my ease, how­ev­er, whilst you set­tle your­selves, I shall make the round of the boat.”

			“As for me,” said Porthos, “I will see to the sup­per.”

			“A very good idea, Porthos,” said the Gas­con. “Athos, lend me Gri­maud, who in the so­ci­ety of his friend Par­ry has per­haps picked up a lit­tle Eng­lish, and can act as my in­ter­preter.”

			“Go, Gri­maud,” said Athos.

			D’Artag­nan, find­ing a lantern on the deck, took it up and with a pis­tol in his hand he said to the cap­tain, in Eng­lish, “Come,” (be­ing, with the clas­sic Eng­lish oath, the on­ly Eng­lish words he knew), and so say­ing he de­scend­ed to the low­er deck.

			This was di­vid­ed in­to three com­part­ments—one which was cov­ered by the floor of that room in which Athos, Porthos and Aramis were to pass the night; the sec­ond was to serve as the sleep­ing-room for the ser­vants, the third, un­der the prow of the ship, was un­der the tem­po­rary cab­in in which Mor­daunt was con­cealed.

			“Oho!” cried d’Artag­nan, as he went down the steps of the hatch­way, pre­ced­ed by the lantern, “what a num­ber of bar­rels! one would think one was in the cave of Ali Ba­ba. What is there in them?” he added, putting his lantern on one of the casks.

			The cap­tain seemed in­clined to go up­on deck again, but con­trol­ling him­self he an­swered:

			“Port wine.”

			“Ah! port wine! ’tis a com­fort,” said the Gas­con, “since we shall not die of thirst. Are they all full?”

			Gri­maud trans­lat­ed the ques­tion, and Groslow, who was wip­ing the per­spi­ra­tion from off his fore­head, an­swered:

			“Some full, oth­ers emp­ty.”

			D’Artag­nan struck the bar­rels with his hand, and hav­ing as­cer­tained that he spoke the truth, pushed his lantern, great­ly to the cap­tain’s alarm, in­to the in­ter­stices be­tween the bar­rels, and find­ing that there was noth­ing con­cealed in them:

			“Come along,” he said; and he went to­ward the door of the sec­ond com­part­ment.

			“Stop!” said the En­glish­man, “I have the key of that door”; and he opened the door, with a trem­bling hand, in­to the sec­ond com­part­ment, where Mous­que­ton and Blaisois were pre­par­ing sup­per.

			Here there was ev­i­dent­ly noth­ing to seek or to ap­pre­hend and they passed rapid­ly to ex­am­ine the third com­part­ment.

			This was the room ap­pro­pri­at­ed to the sailors. Two or three ham­mocks hung up­on the ceil­ing, a ta­ble and two bench­es com­posed the en­tire fur­ni­ture. D’Artag­nan picked up two or three old sails hung on the walls, and meet­ing noth­ing to sus­pect, re­gained by the hatch­way the deck of the ves­sel.

			“And this room?” he asked, point­ing to the cap­tain’s cab­in.

			“That’s my room,” replied Groslow.

			“Open the door.”

			The cap­tain obeyed. D’Artag­nan stretched out his arm in which he held the lantern, put his head in at the half opened door, and see­ing that the cab­in was noth­ing bet­ter than a shed:

			“Good,” he said. “If there is an army on board it is not here that it is hid­den. Let us see what Porthos has found for sup­per.” And thank­ing the cap­tain, he re­gained the state cab­in, where his friends were.

			Porthos had found noth­ing, and with him fa­tigue had pre­vailed over hunger. He had fall­en asleep and was in a pro­found slum­ber when d’Artag­nan re­turned. Athos and Aramis were be­gin­ning to close their eyes, which they half opened when their com­pan­ion came in again.

			“Well!” said Aramis.

			“All is well; we may sleep tran­quil­ly.”

			On this as­sur­ance the two friends fell asleep; and d’Artag­nan, who was very weary, bade good night to Gri­maud and laid him­self down in his cloak, with naked sword at his side, in such a man­ner that his body bar­ri­cad­ed the pas­sage, and it should be im­pos­si­ble to en­ter the room with­out up­set­ting him.

		
	
		
			
				LXXI

				Port Wine

			
			In ten min­utes the mas­ters slept; not so the ser­vants—hun­gry, and more thirsty than hun­gry.

			Blaisois and Mous­que­ton set them­selves to pre­par­ing their bed which con­sist­ed of a plank and a valise. On a hang­ing ta­ble, which swung to and fro with the rolling of the ves­sel, were a pot of beer and three glass­es.

			“This cursed rolling!” said Blaisois. “I know it will serve me as it did when we came over.”

			“And to think,” said Mous­que­ton, “that we have noth­ing to fight sea­sick­ness with but bar­ley bread and hop beer. Pah!”

			“But where is your wick­er flask, Mon­sieur Mous­que­ton? Have you lost it?” asked Blaisois.

			“No,” replied Mous­que­ton, “Par­ry kept it. Those dev­il­ish Scotch­men are al­ways thirsty. And you, Gri­maud,” he said to his com­pan­ion, who had just come in af­ter his round with d’Artag­nan, “are you thirsty?”

			“As thirsty as a Scotch­man!” was Gri­maud’s la­con­ic re­ply.

			And he sat down and be­gan to cast up the ac­counts of his par­ty, whose mon­ey he man­aged.

			“Oh, lack­adaisy! I’m be­gin­ning to feel queer!” cried Blaisois.

			“If that’s the case,” said Mous­que­ton, with a learned air, “take some nour­ish­ment.”

			“Do you call that nour­ish­ment?” said Blaisois, point­ing to the bar­ley bread and pot of beer up­on the ta­ble.

			“Blaisois,” replied Mous­que­ton, “re­mem­ber that bread is the true nour­ish­ment of a French­man, who is not al­ways able to get bread, ask Gri­maud.”

			“Yes, but beer?” asked Blaisois sharply, “is that their true drink?”

			“As to that,” an­swered Mous­que­ton, puz­zled how to get out of the dif­fi­cul­ty, “I must con­fess that to me beer is as dis­agree­able as wine is to the Eng­lish.”

			“What! Mon­sieur Mous­que­ton! The Eng­lish—do they dis­like wine?”

			“They hate it.”

			“But I have seen them drink it.”

			“As a pun­ish­ment. For ex­am­ple, an Eng­lish prince died one day be­cause they had put him in­to a butt of Malm­sey. I heard the Cheva­lier d’Herblay say so.”

			“The fool!” cried Blaisois, “I wish I had been in his place.”

			“Thou canst be,” said Gri­maud, writ­ing down his fig­ures.

			“How?” asked Blaisois, “I can? Ex­plain your­self.”

			Gri­maud went on with his sum and cast up the whole.

			“Port,” he said, ex­tend­ing his hand in the di­rec­tion of the first com­part­ment ex­am­ined by d’Artag­nan and him­self.

			“Eh? eh? ah? Those bar­rels I saw through the door?”

			“Port!” replied Gri­maud, be­gin­ning a fresh sum.

			“I have heard,” said Blaisois, “that port is a very good wine.”

			“Ex­cel­lent!” ex­claimed Mous­que­ton, smack­ing his lips. “Ex­cel­lent; there is port wine in the cel­lar of Mon­sieur le Baron de Bra­cieux.”

			“Sup­pose we ask these En­glish­men to sell us a bot­tle,” said the hon­est Blaisois.

			“Sell!” cried Mous­que­ton, about whom there was a rem­nant of his an­cient ma­raud­ing char­ac­ter left. “One may well per­ceive, young man, that you are in­ex­pe­ri­enced. Why buy what one can take?”

			“Take!” said Blaisois; “cov­et the goods of your neigh­bor? That is for­bid­den, it seems to me.”

			“Where for­bid­den?” asked Mous­que­ton.

			“In the com­mand­ments of God, or of the church, I don’t know which. I on­ly know it says, ‘Thou shalt not cov­et thy neigh­bor’s goods, nor yet his wife.’ ”

			“That is a child’s rea­son, Mon­sieur Blaisois,” said Mous­que­ton in his most pa­tron­iz­ing man­ner. “Yes, you talk like a child—I re­peat the word. Where have you read in the Scrip­tures, I ask you, that the Eng­lish are your neigh­bors?”

			“Where, that is true,” said Blaisois; “at least, I can’t now re­call it.”

			“A child’s rea­son—I re­peat it,” con­tin­ued Mous­que­ton. “If you had been ten years en­gaged in war, as Gri­maud and I have been, my dear Blaisois, you would know the dif­fer­ence there is be­tween the goods of oth­ers and the goods of en­e­mies. Now an En­glish­man is an en­e­my; this port wine be­longs to the Eng­lish, there­fore it be­longs to us.”

			“And our mas­ters?” asked Blaisois, stu­pe­fied by this ha­rangue, de­liv­ered with an air of pro­found sagac­i­ty, “will they be of your opin­ion?”

			Mous­que­ton smiled dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“I sup­pose that you think it nec­es­sary that I should dis­turb the re­pose of these il­lus­tri­ous lords to say, ‘Gen­tle­men, your ser­vant, Mous­que­ton, is thirsty.’ What does Mon­sieur Bra­cieux care, think you, whether I am thirsty or not?”

			“ ’Tis a very ex­pen­sive wine,” said Blaisois, shak­ing his head.

			“Were it liq­uid gold, Mon­sieur Blaisois, our mas­ters would not de­ny them­selves this wine. Know that Mon­sieur de Bra­cieux is rich enough to drink a tun of port wine, even if obliged to pay a pis­tole for ev­ery drop.” His man­ner be­came more and more lofty ev­ery in­stant; then he arose and af­ter fin­ish­ing off the beer at one draught he ad­vanced ma­jes­ti­cal­ly to the door of the com­part­ment where the wine was. “Ah! locked!” he ex­claimed; “these dev­ils of Eng­lish, how sus­pi­cious they are!”

			“Locked!” said Blaisois; “ah! the deuce it is; un­lucky, for my stom­ach is get­ting more and more up­set.”

			“Locked!” re­peat­ed Mous­que­ton.

			“But,” Blaisois ven­tured to say, “I have heard you re­late, Mon­sieur Mous­que­ton, that once on a time, at Chan­til­ly, you fed your mas­ter and your­self by tak­ing par­tridges in a snare, carp with a line, and bot­tles with a slip­noose.”

			“Per­fect­ly true; but there was an air­hole in the cel­lar and the wine was in bot­tles. I can­not throw the loop through this par­ti­tion nor move with a pack­thread a cask of wine which may per­haps weigh two hun­dred pounds.”

			“No, but you can take out two or three boards of the par­ti­tion,” an­swered Blaisois, “and make a hole in the cask with a gim­let.”

			Mous­que­ton opened his great round eyes to the ut­most, as­ton­ished to find in Blaisois qual­i­ties for which he did not give him cred­it.

			“ ’Tis true,” he said; “but where can I get a chis­el to take the planks out, a gim­let to pierce the cask?”

			“Trousers,” said Gri­maud, still squar­ing his ac­counts.

			“Ah, yes!” said Mous­que­ton.

			Gri­maud, in fact, was not on­ly the ac­coun­tant, but the ar­mor­er of the par­ty; and as he was a man full of fore­thought, these trousers, care­ful­ly rolled up in his valise, con­tained ev­ery sort of tool for im­me­di­ate use.

			Mous­que­ton, there­fore, was soon pro­vid­ed with tools and he be­gan his task. In a few min­utes he had ex­tract­ed three boards. He tried to pass his body through the aper­ture, but not be­ing like the frog in the fa­ble, who thought he was larg­er than he re­al­ly was, he found he must take out three or four more be­fore he could get through.

			He sighed and set to work again.

			Gri­maud had now fin­ished his ac­counts. He arose and stood near Mous­que­ton.

			“I,” he said.

			“What?” said Mous­que­ton.

			“I can pass.”

			“That is true,” said Mous­que­ton, glanc­ing at his friend’s long and thin body, “you will pass eas­i­ly.”

			“And he knows the full casks,” said Blaisois, “for he has al­ready been in the hold with Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan. Let Mon­sieur Gri­maud go in, Mon­sieur Mous­ton.”

			“I could go in as well as Gri­maud,” said Mous­que­ton, a lit­tle piqued.

			“Yes, but that would take too much time and I am thirsty. I am get­ting more and more sea­sick.”

			“Go in, then, Gri­maud,” said Mous­que­ton, hand­ing him the beer pot and gim­let.

			“Rinse the glass­es,” said Gri­maud. Then with a friend­ly ges­ture to­ward Mous­que­ton, that he might for­give him for fin­ish­ing an en­ter­prise so bril­liant­ly be­gun by an­oth­er, he glid­ed like a ser­pent through the open­ing and dis­ap­peared.

			Blaisois was in a state of great ex­cite­ment; he was in ec­stasies. Of all the ex­ploits per­formed since their ar­rival in Eng­land by the ex­tra­or­di­nary men with whom he had the hon­or to be as­so­ci­at­ed, this seemed with­out ques­tion to be the most won­der­ful.

			“You are about to see,” said Mous­que­ton, look­ing at Blaisois with an ex­pres­sion of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty which the lat­ter did not even think of ques­tion­ing, “you are about to see, Blaisois, how we old sol­diers drink when we are thirsty.”

			“My cloak,” said Gri­maud, from the bot­tom of the hold.

			“What do you want?” asked Blaisois.

			“My cloak—stop up the aper­ture with it.”

			“Why?” asked Blaisois.

			“Sim­ple­ton!” ex­claimed Mous­que­ton; “sup­pose any­one came in­to the room.”

			“Ah, true,” cried Blaisois, with ev­i­dent ad­mi­ra­tion; “but it will be dark in the cel­lar.”

			“Gri­maud al­ways sees, dark or light, night as well as day,” an­swered Mous­que­ton.

			“That is lucky,” said Blaisois. “As for me, when I have no can­dle I can’t take two steps with­out knock­ing against some­thing.”

			“That’s be­cause you haven’t served,” said Mous­que­ton. “Had you been in the army you would have been able to pick up a nee­dle on the floor of a closed oven. But hark! I think some­one is com­ing.”

			Mous­que­ton made, with a low whistling sound, the sign of alarm well known to the lack­eys in the days of their youth, re­sumed his place at the ta­ble and made a sign to Blaisois to fol­low his ex­am­ple.

			Blaisois obeyed.

			The door of their cab­in was opened. Two men, wrapped in their cloaks, ap­peared.

			“Oho!” said they, “not in bed at a quar­ter past eleven. That’s against all rules. In a quar­ter of an hour let ev­ery­one be in bed and snor­ing.”

			These two men then went to­ward the com­part­ment in which Gri­maud was se­cret­ed; opened the door, en­tered and shut it af­ter them.

			“Ah!” cried Blaisois, “he is lost!”

			“Gri­maud’s a cun­ning fel­low,” mur­mured Mous­que­ton.

			They wait­ed for ten min­utes, dur­ing which time no noise was heard that might in­di­cate that Gri­maud was dis­cov­ered, and at the ex­pi­ra­tion of that anx­ious in­ter­val the two men re­turned, closed the door af­ter them, and re­peat­ing their or­ders that the ser­vants should go to bed and ex­tin­guish their lights, dis­ap­peared.

			“Shall we obey?” asked Blaisois. “All this looks sus­pi­cious.”

			“They said a quar­ter of an hour. We still have five min­utes,” replied Mous­que­ton.

			“Sup­pose we warn the mas­ters.”

			“Let’s wait for Gri­maud.”

			“But per­haps they have killed him.”

			“Gri­maud would have cried out.”

			“You know he is al­most dumb.”

			“We should have heard the blow, then.”

			“But if he doesn’t re­turn?”

			“Here he is.”

			At that very mo­ment Gri­maud drew back the cloak which hid the aper­ture and came in with his face livid, his eyes star­ing wide open with ter­ror, so that the pupils were con­tract­ed al­most to noth­ing, with a large cir­cle of white around them. He held in his hand a tankard full of a dark sub­stance, and ap­proach­ing the gleam of light shed by the lamp he ut­tered this sin­gle mono­syl­la­ble: “Oh!” with such an ex­pres­sion of ex­treme ter­ror that Mous­que­ton start­ed, alarmed, and Blaisois was near faint­ing from fright.

			Both, how­ev­er, cast an in­quis­i­tive glance in­to the tankard—it was full of gun­pow­der.

			Con­vinced that the ship was full of pow­der in­stead of hav­ing a car­go of wine, Gri­maud has­tened to awake d’Artag­nan, who had no soon­er be­held him than he per­ceived that some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary had tak­en place. Im­pos­ing si­lence, Gri­maud put out the lit­tle night lamp, then knelt down and poured in­to the lieu­tenant’s ear a recital melo­dra­mat­ic enough not to re­quire play of fea­ture to give it pith.

			This was the gist of his strange sto­ry:

			The first bar­rel that Gri­maud had found on pass­ing in­to the com­part­ment he struck—it was emp­ty. He passed on to an­oth­er—it, al­so, was emp­ty, but the third which he tried was, from the dull sound it gave out, ev­i­dent­ly full. At this point Gri­maud stopped and was pre­par­ing to make a hole with his gim­let, when he found a spig­ot; he there­fore placed his tankard un­der it and turned the spout; some­thing, what­ev­er it was the cask con­tained, fell silent­ly in­to the tankard.

			Whilst he was think­ing that he should first taste the liquor which the tankard con­tained be­fore tak­ing it to his com­pan­ions, the door of the cel­lar opened and a man with a lantern in his hands and en­veloped in a cloak, came and stood just be­fore the hogshead, be­hind which Gri­maud, on hear­ing him come in, in­stant­ly crept. This was Groslow. He was ac­com­pa­nied by an­oth­er man, who car­ried in his hand some­thing long and flex­i­ble rolled up, re­sem­bling a wash­ing line. His face was hid­den un­der the wide brim of his hat. Gri­maud, think­ing that they had come, as he had, to try the port wine, ef­faced him­self be­hind his cask and con­soled him­self with the re­flec­tion that if he were dis­cov­ered the crime was not a great one.

			“Have you the wick?” asked the one who car­ried the lantern.

			“Here it is,” an­swered the oth­er.

			At the voice of this last speak­er, Gri­maud start­ed and felt a shud­der creep­ing through his very mar­row. He rose gen­tly, so that his head was just above the round of the bar­rel, and un­der the large hat he rec­og­nized the pale face of Mor­daunt.

			“How long will this fuse burn?” asked this per­son.

			“About five min­utes,” replied the cap­tain.

			That voice al­so was known to Gri­maud. He looked from one to the oth­er and af­ter Mor­daunt he rec­og­nized Groslow.

			“Then tell the men to be in readi­ness—don’t tell them why now. When the clock strikes a quar­ter af­ter mid­night col­lect your men. Get down in­to the long­boat.”

			“That is, when I have light­ed the match?”

			“I will un­der­take that. I wish to be sure of my re­venge. Are the oars in the boat?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is ready.”

			“ ’Tis well.”

			Mor­daunt knelt down and fas­tened one end of the train to the spig­ot, in or­der that he might have noth­ing to do but to set it on fire at the op­po­site end with the match.

			He then arose.

			“You hear me—at a quar­ter past mid­night—in fact, in twen­ty min­utes.”

			“I un­der­stand all per­fect­ly, sir,” replied Groslow; “but al­low me to say there is great dan­ger in what you un­der­take; would it not be bet­ter to en­trust one of the men to set fire to the train?”

			“My dear Groslow,” an­swered Mor­daunt, “you know the French proverb, ‘Noth­ing one does not do one’s self is ev­er well done.’ I shall abide by that rule.”

			Gri­maud had heard all this, if he had not un­der­stood it. But what he saw made good what he lacked in per­fect com­pre­hen­sion of the lan­guage. He had seen the two mor­tal en­e­mies of the mus­ke­teers, had seen Mor­daunt ad­just the fuse; he had heard the proverb, which Mor­daunt had giv­en in French. Then he felt and felt again the con­tents of the tankard he held in his hand; and, in­stead of the live­ly liquor ex­pect­ed by Blaisois and Mous­que­ton, he found be­neath his fin­gers the grains of some coarse pow­der.

			Mor­daunt went away with the cap­tain. At the door he stopped to lis­ten.

			“Do you hear how they sleep?” he asked.

			In fact, Porthos could be heard snor­ing through the par­ti­tion.

			“ ’Tis God who gives them in­to our hands,” an­swered Groslow.

			“This time the dev­il him­self shall not save them,” re­joined Mor­daunt.

			And they went out to­geth­er.

		
	
		
			
				LXXII

				End of the Port Wine Mys­tery

			
			Gri­maud wait­ed till he heard the bolt grind in the lock and when he was sat­is­fied that he was alone he slow­ly rose from his re­cum­bent pos­ture.

			“Ah!” he said, wip­ing with his sleeve large drops of sweat from his fore­head, “how lucky it was that Mous­que­ton was thirsty!”

			He made haste to pass out by the open­ing, still think­ing him­self in a dream; but the sight of the gun­pow­der in the tankard proved to him that his dream was a fa­tal night­mare.

			It may be imag­ined that d’Artag­nan lis­tened to these de­tails with in­creas­ing in­ter­est; be­fore Gri­maud had fin­ished he rose with­out noise and putting his mouth to Aramis’s ear, and at the same time touch­ing him on the shoul­der to pre­vent a sud­den move­ment:

			“Cheva­lier,” he said, “get up and don’t make the least noise.”

			Aramis awoke. D’Artag­nan, press­ing his hand, re­peat­ed his call. Aramis obeyed.

			“Athos is near you,” said d’Artag­nan; “warn him as I have warned you.”

			Aramis eas­i­ly aroused Athos, whose sleep was light, like that of all per­sons of a fine­ly or­ga­nized con­sti­tu­tion. But there was more dif­fi­cul­ty in arous­ing Porthos. He was be­gin­ning to ask full ex­pla­na­tion of that break­ing in on his sleep, which was very an­noy­ing to him, when d’Artag­nan, in­stead of ex­plain­ing, closed his mouth with his hand.

			Then our Gas­con, ex­tend­ing his arms, drew to him the heads of his three friends till they al­most touched one an­oth­er.

			“Friends,” he said, “we must leave this craft at once or we are dead men.”

			“Bah!” said Athos, “are you still afraid?”

			“Do you know who is cap­tain of this ves­sel?”

			“No.”

			“Cap­tain Groslow.”

			The shud­der of the three mus­ke­teers showed to d’Artag­nan that his words be­gan to make some im­pres­sion on them.

			“Groslow!” said Aramis; “the dev­il!”

			“Who is this Groslow?” asked Porthos. “I don’t re­mem­ber him.”

			“Groslow is the man who broke Par­ry’s head and is now get­ting ready to break ours.”

			“Oh! oh!”

			“And do you know who is his lieu­tenant?”

			“His lieu­tenant? There is none,” said Athos. “They don’t have lieu­tenants in a feluc­ca manned by a crew of four.”

			“Yes, but Mon­sieur Groslow is not a cap­tain of the or­di­nary kind; he has a lieu­tenant, and that lieu­tenant is Mon­sieur Mor­daunt.”

			This time the mus­ke­teers did more than shud­der—they al­most cried out. Those in­vin­ci­ble men were sub­ject to a mys­te­ri­ous and fa­tal in­flu­ence which that name had over them; the mere sound of it filled them with ter­ror.

			“What shall we do?” said Athos.

			“We must seize the feluc­ca,” said Aramis.

			“And kill him,” said Porthos.

			“The feluc­ca is mined,” said d’Artag­nan. “Those casks which I took for casks of port wine are filled with pow­der. When Mor­daunt finds him­self dis­cov­ered he will de­stroy all, friends and foes; and on my word he would be bad com­pa­ny in go­ing ei­ther to Heav­en or to hell.”

			“You have some plan, then?” asked Athos.

			“Yes.”

			“What is it?”

			“Have you con­fi­dence in me?”

			“Give your or­ders,” said the three mus­ke­teers.

			“Very well; come this way.”

			D’Artag­nan went to­ward a very small, low win­dow, just large enough to let a man through. He turned it gen­tly on its hinges.

			“There,” he said, “is our road.”

			“The deuce! it is a very cold one, my dear friend,” said Aramis.

			“Stay here, if you like, but I warn you ’twill be rather too warm present­ly.”

			“But we can­not swim to the shore.”

			“The long­boat is yon­der, lashed to the feluc­ca. We will take pos­ses­sion of it and cut the ca­ble. Come, my friends.”

			“A mo­ment’s de­lay,” said Athos; “our ser­vants?”

			“Here we are!” they cried.

			Mean­time the three friends were stand­ing mo­tion­less be­fore the aw­ful sight which d’Artag­nan, in rais­ing the shut­ters, had dis­closed to them through the nar­row open­ing of the win­dow.

			Those who have once be­held such a spec­ta­cle know that there is noth­ing more solemn, more strik­ing, than the rag­ing sea, rolling, with its deaf­en­ing roar, its dark bil­lows be­neath the pale light of a win­try moon.

			“Gra­cious Heav­en, we are hes­i­tat­ing!” cried d’Artag­nan; “if we hes­i­tate what will the ser­vants do?”

			“I do not hes­i­tate, you know,” said Gri­maud.

			“Sir,” in­ter­posed Blaisois, “I warn you that I can on­ly swim in rivers.”

			“And I not at all,” said Mous­que­ton.

			But d’Artag­nan had now slipped through the win­dow.

			“You have de­cid­ed, friend?” said Athos.

			“Yes,” the Gas­con an­swered; “Athos! you, who are a per­fect be­ing, bid spir­it tri­umph over body. Do you, Aramis, or­der the ser­vants. Porthos, kill ev­ery­one who stands in your way.”

			And af­ter press­ing the hand of Athos, d’Artag­nan chose a mo­ment when the ship rolled back­ward, so that he had on­ly to plunge in­to the wa­ter, which was al­ready up to his waist.

			Athos fol­lowed him be­fore the feluc­ca rose again on the waves; the ca­ble which tied the boat to the ves­sel was then seen plain­ly ris­ing out of the sea.

			D’Artag­nan swam to it and held it, sus­pend­ing him­self by this rope, his head alone out of wa­ter.

			In one sec­ond Athos joined him.

			Then they saw, as the feluc­ca turned, two oth­er heads peep­ing, those of Aramis and Gri­maud.

			“I am un­easy about Blaisois,” said Athos; “he can, he says, on­ly swim in rivers.”

			“When peo­ple can swim at all they can swim any­where. To the boat! to the boat!”

			“But Porthos, I do not see him.”

			“Porthos is com­ing—he swims like Leviathan.”

			In fact, Porthos did not ap­pear; for a scene, half tragedy and half com­e­dy, had been per­formed by him with Mous­que­ton and Blaisois, who, fright­ened by the noise of the sea, by the whistling of the wind, by the sight of that dark wa­ter yawn­ing like a gulf be­neath them, shrank back in­stead of go­ing for­ward.

			“Come, come!” said Porthos; “jump in.”

			“But, Mon­sieur,” said Mous­que­ton, “I can’t swim; let me stay here.”

			“And me, too, Mon­sieur,” said Blaisois.

			“I as­sure you, I shall be very much in the way in that lit­tle boat,” said Mous­que­ton.

			“And I know I shall drown be­fore reach­ing it,” con­tin­ued Blaisois.

			“Come along! I shall stran­gle you both if you don’t get out,” said Porthos at last, seiz­ing Mous­que­ton by the throat. “For­ward, Blaisois!”

			A groan, sti­fled by the grasp of Porthos, was all the re­ply of poor Blaisois, for the gi­ant, tak­ing him neck and heels, plunged him in­to the wa­ter head­fore­most, push­ing him out of the win­dow as if he had been a plank.

			“Now, Mous­que­ton,” he said, “I hope you don’t mean to desert your mas­ter?”

			“Ah, sir,” replied Mous­que­ton, his eyes fill­ing with tears, “why did you re-en­ter the army? We were all so hap­py in the Château de Pier­re­fonds!”

			And with­out any oth­er com­plaint, pas­sive and obe­di­ent, ei­ther from true de­vo­tion to his mas­ter or from the ex­am­ple set by Blaisois, Mous­que­ton leaped in­to the sea head­fore­most. A sub­lime ac­tion, at all events, for Mous­que­ton looked up­on him­self as dead. But Porthos was not a man to aban­don an old ser­vant, and when Mous­que­ton rose above the wa­ter, blind as a new­born pup­py, he found he was sup­port­ed by the large hand of Porthos and that he was thus en­abled, with­out hav­ing oc­ca­sion even to move, to ad­vance to­ward the ca­ble with the dig­ni­ty of a very tri­ton.

			In a few min­utes Porthos had re­joined his com­pan­ions, who were al­ready in the boat; but when, af­ter they had all got in, it came to his turn, there was great dan­ger that in putting his huge leg over the edge of the boat he would up­set the lit­tle ves­sel. Athos was the last to en­ter.

			“Are you all here?” he asked.

			“Ah! have you your sword, Athos?” cried d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes.”

			“Cut the ca­ble, then.”

			Athos drew a sharp poniard from his belt and cut the cord. The feluc­ca went on, the boat con­tin­ued sta­tion­ary, rocked on­ly by the swash­ing waves.

			“Come, Athos!” said d’Artag­nan, giv­ing his hand to the count; “you are go­ing to see some­thing cu­ri­ous,” added the Gas­con.

		
	
		
			
				LXXIII

				Fa­tal­i­ty

			
			Scarce­ly had d’Artag­nan ut­tered these words when a ring­ing and sud­den noise was heard re­sound­ing through the feluc­ca, which had now be­come dim in the ob­scu­ri­ty of the night.

			“That, you may be sure,” said the Gas­con, “means some­thing.”

			They then at the same in­stant per­ceived a large lantern car­ried on a pole ap­pear on the deck, defin­ing the forms of shad­ows be­hind it.

			Sud­den­ly a ter­ri­ble cry, a cry of de­spair, was waft­ed through space; and as if the shrieks of an­guish had driv­en away the clouds, the veil which hid the moon was cleat­ed away and the gray sails and dark shrouds of the feluc­ca were plain­ly vis­i­ble be­neath the sil­very light.

			Shad­ows ran, as if be­wil­dered, to and fro on the ves­sel, and mourn­ful cries ac­com­pa­nied these deliri­ous walk­ers. In the midst of these screams they saw Mor­daunt up­on the poop with a torch in hand.

			The ag­i­tat­ed fig­ures, ap­par­ent­ly wild with ter­ror, con­sist­ed of Groslow, who at the hour fixed by Mor­daunt had col­lect­ed his men and the sailors. Mor­daunt, af­ter hav­ing lis­tened at the door of the cab­in to hear if the mus­ke­teers were still asleep, had gone down in­to the cel­lar, con­vinced by their si­lence that they were all in a deep slum­ber. Then he had run to the train, im­petu­ous as a man who is ex­cit­ed by re­venge, and full of con­fi­dence, as are those whom God blinds, he had set fire to the wick of ni­tre.

			All this while Groslow and his men were as­sem­bled on deck.

			“Haul up the ca­ble and draw the boat to us,” said Groslow.

			One of the sailors got down the side of the ship, seized the ca­ble, and drew it; it came with­out the least re­sis­tance.

			“The ca­ble is cut!” he cried, “no boat!”

			“How! no boat!” ex­claimed Groslow; “it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“ ’Tis true, how­ev­er,” an­swered the sailor; “there’s noth­ing in the wake of the ship; be­sides, here’s the end of the ca­ble.”

			“What’s the mat­ter?” cried Mor­daunt, who, com­ing up out of the hatch­way, rushed to the stern, wav­ing his torch.

			“On­ly that our en­e­mies have es­caped; they have cut the cord and gone off with the boat.”

			Mor­daunt bound­ed with one step to the cab­in and kicked open the door.

			“Emp­ty!” he ex­claimed; “the in­fer­nal demons!”

			“We must pur­sue them,” said Groslow, “they can’t be gone far, and we will sink them, pass­ing over them.”

			“Yes, but the fire,” ejac­u­lat­ed Mor­daunt; “I have light­ed it.”

			“Ten thou­sand dev­ils!” cried Groslow, rush­ing to the hatch­way; “per­haps there is still time to save us.”

			Mor­daunt an­swered on­ly by a ter­ri­ble laugh, threw his torch in­to the sea and plunged in af­ter it. The in­stant Groslow put his foot up­on the hatch­way steps the ship opened like the crater of a vol­cano. A burst of flame rose to­ward the skies with an ex­plo­sion like that of a hun­dred can­non; the air burned, ig­nit­ed by flam­ing em­bers, then the fright­ful light­ning dis­ap­peared, the brands sank, one af­ter an­oth­er, in­to the abyss, where they were ex­tin­guished, and save for a slight vi­bra­tion in the air, af­ter a few min­utes had elapsed one would have thought that noth­ing had hap­pened.

			On­ly—the feluc­ca had dis­ap­peared from the sur­face of the sea and Groslow and his three sailors were con­sumed.

			The four friends saw all this—not a sin­gle de­tail of this fear­ful scene es­caped them. At one mo­ment, bathed as they were in a flood of bril­liant light, which il­lu­mined the sea for the space of a league, they might each be seen, each by his own pe­cu­liar at­ti­tude and man­ner ex­press­ing the awe which, even in their hearts of bronze, they could not help ex­pe­ri­enc­ing. Soon a tor­rent of vivid sparks fell around them—then, at last, the vol­cano was ex­tin­guished—then all was dark and still—the float­ing bark and heav­ing ocean.

			They sat silent and de­ject­ed.

			“By Heav­en!” at last said Athos, the first to speak, “by this time, I think, all must be over.”

			“Here, my lords! save me! help!” cried a voice, whose mourn­ful ac­cents, reach­ing the four friends, seemed to pro­ceed from some phan­tom of the ocean.

			All looked around; Athos him­self stared.

			“ ’Tis he! it is his voice!”

			All still re­mained silent, the eyes of all were turned in the di­rec­tion where the ves­sel had dis­ap­peared, en­deav­or­ing in vain to pen­e­trate the dark­ness. Af­ter a minute or two they were able to dis­tin­guish a man, who ap­proached them, swim­ming vig­or­ous­ly.

			Athos ex­tend­ed his arm to­ward him, point­ing him out to his com­pan­ions.

			“Yes, yes, I see him well enough,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“He—again!” cried Porthos, who was breath­ing like a black­smith’s bel­lows; “why, he is made of iron.”

			“Oh, my God!” mut­tered Athos.

			Aramis and d’Artag­nan whis­pered to each oth­er.

			Mor­daunt made sev­er­al strokes more, and rais­ing his arm in sign of dis­tress above the waves: “Pity, pity on me, gen­tle­men, in Heav­en’s name! my strength is fail­ing me; I am dy­ing.”

			The voice that im­plored aid was so piteous that it awak­ened pity in the heart of Athos.

			“Poor fel­low!” he ex­claimed.

			“In­deed!” said d’Artag­nan, “mon­sters have on­ly to com­plain to gain your sym­pa­thy. I be­lieve he’s swim­ming to­ward us. Does he think we are go­ing to take him in? Row, Porthos, row.” And set­ting the ex­am­ple he plowed his oar in­to the sea; two strokes took the bark on twen­ty fath­oms fur­ther.

			“Oh! you will not aban­don me! You will not leave me to per­ish! You will not be piti­less!” cried Mor­daunt.

			“Ah! ah!” said Porthos to Mor­daunt, “I think we have you now, my hero! and there are no doors by which you can es­cape this time but those of hell.”

			“Oh! Porthos!” mur­mured the Comte de la Fère.

			“Oh, pray, for mer­cy’s sake, don’t fly from me. For pity’s sake!” cried the young man, whose agony-drawn breath at times, when his head went un­der wa­ter, un­der the wave, ex­haled and made the icy wa­ters bub­ble.

			D’Artag­nan, how­ev­er, who had con­sult­ed with Aramis, spoke to the poor wretch. “Go away,” he said; “your re­pen­tance is too re­cent to in­spire con­fi­dence. See! the ves­sel in which you wished to fry us is still smok­ing; and the sit­u­a­tion in which you are is a bed of ros­es com­pared to that in which you wished to place us and in which you have placed Mon­sieur Groslow and his com­pan­ions.”

			“Sir!” replied Mor­daunt, in a tone of deep de­spair, “my pen­i­tence is sin­cere. Gen­tle­men, I am young, scarce­ly twen­ty-three years old. I was drawn on by a very nat­u­ral re­sent­ment to avenge my moth­er. You would have done what I did.”

			Mor­daunt want­ed now on­ly two or three fath­oms to reach the boat, for the ap­proach of death seemed to give him su­per­nat­u­ral strength.

			“Alas!” he said, “I am then to die? You are go­ing to kill the son, as you killed the moth­er! Sure­ly, if I am cul­pa­ble and if I ask for par­don, I ought to be for­giv­en.”

			Then, as if his strength failed him, he seemed un­able to sus­tain him­self above the wa­ter and a wave passed over his head, which drowned his voice.

			“Oh! this is tor­ture to me,” cried Athos.

			Mor­daunt reap­peared.

			“For my part,” said d’Artag­nan, “I say this must come to an end; mur­der­er, as you were, of your un­cle! ex­e­cu­tion­er, as you were, of King Charles! in­cen­di­ary! I rec­om­mend you to sink forth­with to the bot­tom of the sea; and if you come an­oth­er fath­om near­er, I’ll stave your wicked head in with this oar.”

			“D’Artag­nan! d’Artag­nan!” cried Athos, “my son, I en­treat you; the wretch is dy­ing, and it is hor­ri­ble to let a man die with­out ex­tend­ing a hand to save him. I can­not re­sist do­ing so; he must live.”

			“Zounds!” replied d’Artag­nan, “why don’t you give your­self up di­rect­ly, feet and hands bound, to that wretch? Ah! Comte de la Fère, you wish to per­ish by his hands! I, your son, as you call me—I will not let you!”

			’Twas the first time d’Artag­nan had ev­er re­fused a re­quest from Athos.

			Aramis calm­ly drew his sword, which he had car­ried be­tween his teeth as he swam.

			“If he lays his hand on the boat’s edge I will cut it off, regi­cide that he is.”

			“And I,” said Porthos. “Wait.”

			“What are you go­ing to do?” asked Aramis.

			“Throw my­self in the wa­ter and stran­gle him.”

			“Oh, gen­tle­men!” cried Athos, “be men! be Chris­tians! See! death is de­pict­ed on his face! Ah! do not bring on me the hor­rors of re­morse! Grant me this poor wretch’s life. I will bless you—I—”

			“I am dy­ing!” cried Mor­daunt, “come to me! come to me!”

			D’Artag­nan be­gan to be touched. The boat at this mo­ment turned around, and the dy­ing man was by that turn brought near­er Athos.

			“Mon­sieur the Comte de la Fère,” he cried, “I sup­pli­cate you! pity me! I call on you—where are you? I see you no longer—I am dy­ing—help me! help me!”

			“Here I am, sir!” said Athos, lean­ing and stretch­ing out his arm to Mor­daunt with that air of dig­ni­ty and no­bil­i­ty of soul ha­bit­u­al to him; “here I am, take my hand and jump in­to our boat.”

			Mor­daunt made a last ef­fort—rose—seized the hand thus ex­tend­ed to him and grasped it with the ve­he­mence of de­spair.

			“That’s right,” said Athos; “put your oth­er hand here.” And he of­fered him his shoul­der as an­oth­er stay and sup­port, so that his head al­most touched that of Mor­daunt; and these two mor­tal en­e­mies were in as close an em­brace as if they had been broth­ers.

			“Now, sir,” said the count, “you are safe—calm your­self.”

			“Ah! my moth­er,” cried Mor­daunt, with eyes on fire with a look of hate im­pos­si­ble to paint, “I can on­ly of­fer thee one vic­tim, but it shall at any rate be the one thou wouldst thy­self have cho­sen!”

			And whilst d’Artag­nan ut­tered a cry, Porthos raised the oar, and Aramis sought a place to strike, a fright­ful shake giv­en to the boat pre­cip­i­tat­ed Athos in­to the sea; whilst Mor­daunt, with a shout of tri­umph, grasped the neck of his vic­tim, and in or­der to par­a­lyze his move­ments, twined arms and legs around the mus­ke­teer. For an in­stant, with­out an ex­cla­ma­tion, with­out a cry for help, Athos tried to sus­tain him­self on the sur­face of the wa­ters, but the weight dragged him down; he dis­ap­peared by de­grees; soon noth­ing was to be seen ex­cept his long, float­ing hair; then both men dis­ap­peared and the bub­bling of the wa­ter, which, in its turn, was soon ef­faced, alone in­di­cat­ed the spot where these two had sunk.

			Mute with hor­ror, the three friends had re­mained open-mouthed, their eyes di­lat­ed, their arms ex­tend­ed like stat­ues, and, mo­tion­less as they were, the beat­ing of their hearts was au­di­ble. Porthos was the first who came to him­self. He tore his hair.

			“Oh!” he cried, “Athos! Athos! thou man of no­ble heart; woe is me! I have let thee per­ish!”

			At this in­stant, in the midst of the sil­ver cir­cle il­lu­mined by the light of the moon the same whirlpool which had been made by the sink­ing men was again ob­vi­ous, and first were seen, ris­ing above the waves, a wisp of hair, then a pale face with open eyes, yet, nev­er­the­less, the eyes of death; then a body, which, af­ter ris­ing of it­self even to the waist above the sea, turned gen­tly on its back, ac­cord­ing to the caprice of the waves, and float­ed.

			In the bo­som of this corpse was plunged a poniard, the gold hilt of which shone in the moon­beams.

			“Mor­daunt! Mor­daunt!” cried the three friends; “ ’tis Mor­daunt!”

			“But Athos!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan.

			Sud­den­ly the boat leaned on one side be­neath a new and un­ex­pect­ed weight and Gri­maud ut­tered a shout of joy; ev­ery­one turned around and be­held Athos, livid, his eyes dim and his hands trem­bling, sup­port­ing him­self on the edge of the boat. Eight vig­or­ous arms lift­ed him up im­me­di­ate­ly and laid him in the boat, where di­rect­ly Athos was warmed and re­an­i­mat­ed, re­viv­ing with the ca­ress­es and cares of his friends, who were in­tox­i­cat­ed with joy.

			“You are not hurt?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“No,” replied Athos; “and he—”

			“Oh, he! now we may say at last, thank Heav­en! he is re­al­ly dead. Look!” and d’Artag­nan, oblig­ing Athos to look in the di­rec­tion he point­ed, showed him the body of Mor­daunt float­ing on its back, which, some­times sub­merged, some­times ris­ing, seemed still to pur­sue the four friends with looks of in­sult and mor­tal ha­tred.

			At last he sank. Athos had fol­lowed him with a glance in which the deep­est melan­choly and pity were ex­pressed.

			“Bra­vo! Athos!” cried Aramis, with an emo­tion very rare in him.

			“A cap­i­tal blow you gave!” cried Porthos.

			“I have a son. I wished to live,” said Athos.

			“In short,” said d’Artag­nan, “this has been the will of God.”

			“It was not I who killed him,” said Athos in a soft, low tone, “ ’twas des­tiny.”

		
	
		
			
				LXXIV

				How Mous­que­ton, Af­ter Be­ing Very Near­ly Roast­ed, Had a Nar­row Es­cape of Be­ing Eat­en

			
			A deep si­lence reigned for a long time in the boat af­ter the fear­ful scene de­scribed.

			The moon, which had shone for a short time, dis­ap­peared be­hind the clouds; ev­ery ob­ject was again plunged in the ob­scu­ri­ty that is so aw­ful in the deserts and still more so in that liq­uid desert, the ocean, and noth­ing was heard save the whistling of the west wind driv­ing along the tops of the crest­ed bil­lows.

			Porthos was the first to speak.

			“I have seen,” he said, “many dread­ful things, but noth­ing that ev­er ag­i­tat­ed me so much as what I have just wit­nessed. Nev­er­the­less, even in my present state of per­tur­ba­tion, I protest that I feel hap­py. I have a hun­dred pounds’ weight less up­on my chest. I breathe more freely.” In fact, Porthos breathed so loud as to do cred­it to the free play of his pow­er­ful lungs.

			“For my part,” ob­served Aramis, “I can­not say the same as you do, Porthos. I am still ter­ri­fied to such a de­gree that I scarce­ly be­lieve my eyes. I look around the boat, ex­pect­ing ev­ery mo­ment to see that poor wretch hold­ing be­tween his hands the poniard plunged in­to his heart.”

			“Oh! I feel easy,” replied Porthos. “The poniard was point­ed at the sixth rib and buried up to the hilt in his body. I do not re­proach you, Athos, for what you have done. On the con­trary, when one aims a blow that is the reg­u­la­tion way to strike. So now, I breathe again—I am hap­py!”

			“Don’t be in haste to cel­e­brate a vic­to­ry, Porthos,” in­ter­posed d’Artag­nan; “nev­er have we in­curred a greater dan­ger than we are now en­coun­ter­ing. Men may sub­due men—they can­not over­come the el­e­ments. We are now on the sea, at night, with­out any pi­lot, in a frail bark; should a blast of wind up­set the boat we are lost.”

			Mous­que­ton heaved a deep sigh.

			“You are un­grate­ful, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos; “yes, un­grate­ful to Prov­i­dence, to whom we owe our safe­ty in the most mirac­u­lous man­ner. Let us sail be­fore the wind, and un­less it changes we shall be drift­ed ei­ther to Calais or Boulogne. Should our bark be up­set we are five of us good swim­mers, able enough to turn it over again, or if not, to hold on by it. Now we are on the very road which all the ves­sels be­tween Dover and Calais take, ’tis im­pos­si­ble but that we should meet with a fish­er­man who will pick us up.”

			“But should we not find any fish­er­man and should the wind shift to the north?”

			“That,” said Athos, “would be quite an­oth­er thing; and we should nev­er­more see land un­til we were up­on the oth­er side of the At­lantic.”

			“Which im­plies that we may die of hunger,” said Aramis.

			“ ’Tis more than pos­si­ble,” an­swered the Comte de la Fère.

			Mous­que­ton sighed again, more deeply than be­fore.

			“What is the mat­ter? what ails you?” asked Porthos.

			“I am cold, sir,” said Mous­que­ton.

			“Im­pos­si­ble! your body is cov­ered with a coat­ing of fat which pre­serves it from the cold air.”

			“Ah! sir, ’tis this very coat­ing of fat that makes me shiv­er.”

			“How is that, Mous­que­ton?”

			“Alas! your hon­or, in the li­brary of the Château of Bra­cieux there are a lot of books of trav­els.”

			“What then?”

			“Amongst them the voy­ages of Jean Moc­quet in the time of Hen­ry IV.”

			“Well?”

			“In these books, your hon­or, ’tis told how hun­gry voy­agers, drift­ing out to sea, have a bad habit of eat­ing each oth­er and be­gin­ning with—”

			“The fat­test among them!” cried d’Artag­nan, un­able in spite of the grav­i­ty of the oc­ca­sion to help laugh­ing.

			“Yes, sir,” an­swered Mous­que­ton; “but per­mit me to say I see noth­ing laugh­able in it. How­ev­er,” he added, turn­ing to Porthos, “I should not re­gret dy­ing, sir, were I sure that by do­ing so I might still be use­ful to you.”

			“Mous­ton,” replied Porthos, much af­fect­ed, “should we ev­er see my cas­tle of Pier­re­fonds again you shall have as your own and for your de­scen­dants the vine­yard that sur­rounds the farm.”

			“And you should call it ‘De­vo­tion,’ ” added Aramis; “the vine­yard of self-sac­ri­fice, to trans­mit to lat­est ages the rec­ol­lec­tion of your de­vo­tion to your mas­ter.”

			“Cheva­lier,” said d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing, “you could eat a piece of Mous­ton, couldn’t you, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter two or three days of fast­ing?”

			“Oh, no,” replied Aramis, “I should much pre­fer Blaisois; we haven’t known him so long.”

			One may read­i­ly con­ceive that dur­ing these jokes which were in­tend­ed chiefly to di­vert Athos from the scene which had just tak­en place, the ser­vants, with the ex­cep­tion of Gri­maud, were not silent. Sud­den­ly Mous­que­ton ut­tered a cry of de­light, tak­ing from be­neath one of the bench­es a bot­tle of wine; and on look­ing more close­ly in the same place he dis­cov­ered a dozen sim­i­lar bot­tles, bread, and a mon­ster junk of salt­ed beef.

			“Oh, sir!” he cried, pass­ing the bot­tle to Porthos, “we are saved—the bark is sup­plied with pro­vi­sions.”

			This in­tel­li­gence re­stored ev­ery­one save Athos to gayety.

			“Zounds!” ex­claimed Porthos, “ ’tis as­ton­ish­ing how emp­ty vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion makes the stom­ach.”

			And he drank off half a bot­tle at a draught and bit great mouth­fuls of the bread and meat.

			“Now,” said Athos, “sleep, or try to sleep, my friends, and I will watch.”

			In a few mo­ments, not­with­stand­ing their wet clothes, the icy blast that blew and the pre­vi­ous scene of ter­ror, these hardy ad­ven­tur­ers, with their iron frames, in­ured to ev­ery hard­ship, threw them­selves down, in­tend­ing to prof­it by the ad­vice of Athos, who sat at the helm, pen­sive­ly wake­ful, guid­ing the lit­tle bark the way it was to go, his eyes fixed on the heav­ens, as if he sought to ver­i­fy not on­ly the road to France, but the be­nign as­pect of pro­tect­ing Prov­i­dence. Af­ter some hours of re­pose the sleep­ers were aroused by Athos.

			Dawn was shed­ding its pal­lid, placid glim­mer on the pur­ple ocean, when at the dis­tance of a mus­ket shot from them was seen a dark gray mass, above which gleamed a tri­an­gu­lar sail; then mas­ters and ser­vants joined in a fer­vent cry to the crew of that ves­sel to hear them and to save.

			“A bark!” all cried to­geth­er.

			It was, in fact, a small craft from Dunkirk bound for Boulogne.

			A quar­ter of an hour af­ter­ward the row­boat of this craft took them all aboard. Gri­maud ten­dered twen­ty guineas to the cap­tain, and at nine o’clock in the morn­ing, hav­ing a fair wind, our French­men set foot on their na­tive land.

			“Egad! how strong one feels here!” said Porthos, al­most bury­ing his large feet in the sands. “Zounds! I could de­fy a na­tion!”

			“Be qui­et, Porthos,” said d’Artag­nan, “we are ob­served.”

			“We are ad­mired, i’faith,” an­swered Porthos.

			“These peo­ple who are look­ing at us are on­ly mer­chants,” said Athos, “and are look­ing more at the car­go than at us.”

			“I shall not trust to that,” said the lieu­tenant, “and I shall make for the Dunes6 as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			The par­ty fol­lowed him and soon dis­ap­peared with him be­hind the hillocks of sand un­ob­served. Here, af­ter a short con­fer­ence, they pro­posed to sep­a­rate.

			“And why sep­a­rate?” asked Athos.

			“Be­cause,” an­swered the Gas­con, “we were sent, Porthos and I, by Car­di­nal Mazarin to fight for Cromwell; in­stead of fight­ing for Cromwell we have served Charles I—not the same thing by any means. In re­turn­ing with the Comte de la Fère and Mon­sieur d’Herblay our crime would be con­firmed. We have cir­cum­vent­ed Cromwell, Mor­daunt, and the sea, but we shall find a cer­tain dif­fi­cul­ty in cir­cum­vent­ing Mazarin.”

			“You for­get,” replied Athos, “that we con­sid­er our­selves your pris­on­ers and not free from the en­gage­ment we en­tered in­to.”

			“Tru­ly, Athos,” in­ter­rupt­ed d’Artag­nan, “I am vexed that such a man as you are should talk non­sense which school­boys would be ashamed of. Cheva­lier,” he con­tin­ued, ad­dress­ing Aramis, who, lean­ing proud­ly on his sword, seemed to agree with his com­pan­ion, “Cheva­lier, Porthos and I run no risk; be­sides, should any ill-luck hap­pen to two of us, will it not be much bet­ter that the oth­er two should be spared to as­sist those who may be ap­pre­hend­ed? Be­sides, who knows whether, di­vid­ed, we may not ob­tain a par­don—you from the queen, we from Mazarin—which, were we all four to­geth­er, would nev­er be grant­ed. Come, Athos and Aramis, go to the right; Porthos, come with me to the left; these gen­tle­men should file off in­to Nor­mandy, whilst we, by the near­est road, reach Paris.”

			He then gave his friends minute di­rec­tions as to their route.

			“Ah! my dear friend,” ex­claimed Athos, “how I should ad­mire the re­sources of your mind did I not stop to adore those of your heart.”

			And he gave him his hand.

			“Isn’t this fox a ge­nius, Athos?” asked the Gas­con. “No! he knows how to crunch fowls, to dodge the hunts­man and to find his way home by day or by night, that’s all. Well, is all said?”

			“All.”

			“Then let’s count our mon­ey and di­vide it. Ah! hur­rah! there’s the sun! A mer­ry morn­ing to you, Sun­shine. ’Tis a long time since I saw thee!”

			“Come, come, d’Artag­nan,” said Athos, “do not af­fect to be strong-mind­ed; there are tears in your eyes. Let us be open with each oth­er and sin­cere.”

			“What!” cried the Gas­con, “do you think, Athos, we can take leave, calm­ly, of two friends at a time not free from dan­ger to you and Aramis?”

			“No,” an­swered Athos; “em­brace me, my son.”

			“Zounds!” said Porthos, sob­bing, “I be­lieve I’m cry­ing; but how fool­ish all this is!”

			Then they em­braced. At that mo­ment their fra­ter­nal bond of union was clos­er than ev­er, and when they part­ed, each to take the route agreed on, they turned back to ut­ter af­fec­tion­ate ex­pres­sions, which the echoes of the Dunes re­peat­ed. At last they lost sight of each oth­er.

			“Sacre­bleu! D’Artag­nan,” said Porthos, “I must out with it at once, for I can’t keep to my­self any­thing I have against you; I haven’t been able to rec­og­nize you in this mat­ter.”

			“Why not?” said d’Artag­nan, with his wise smile.

			“Be­cause if, as you say, Athos and Aramis are in re­al dan­ger, this is not the time to aban­don them. For my part, I con­fess to you that I was all ready to fol­low them and am still ready to re­join them, in spite of all the Mazarins in the world.”

			“You would be right, Porthos, but for one thing, which may change the cur­rent of your ideas; and that is, that it is not those gen­tle­men who are in the great­est dan­ger, it is our­selves; it is not to aban­don them that we have sep­a­rat­ed, but to avoid com­pro­mis­ing them.”

			“Re­al­ly?” said Porthos, open­ing his eyes in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes, no doubt. If they are ar­rest­ed they will on­ly be put in the Bastille; if we are ar­rest­ed it is a mat­ter of the Place de Grève.”

			“Oh! oh!” said Porthos, “there is quite a gap be­tween that fate and the ba­ro­nial coro­net you promised me, d’Artag­nan.”

			“Bah! per­haps not so great as you think, Porthos; you know the proverb, ‘All roads lead to Rome.’ ”

			“But how is it that we are in­cur­ring greater risks than Athos and Aramis?” asked Porthos.

			“Be­cause they have but ful­filled the mis­sion con­fid­ed to them by Queen Hen­ri­et­ta and we have be­trayed that con­fid­ed to us by Mazarin; be­cause, go­ing hence as emis­saries to Cromwell, we be­came par­ti­sans of King Charles; be­cause, in­stead of help­ing cut off the roy­al head con­demned by those fel­lows called Mazarin, Cromwell, Joyce, Bridge, Fair­fax, etc., we very near­ly suc­ceed­ed in sav­ing it.”

			“Up­on my word that is true,” said Porthos; “but how can you sup­pose, my dear friend, that in the midst of his great pre­oc­cu­pa­tions Gen­er­al Cromwell has had time to think—”

			“Cromwell thinks of ev­ery­thing; Cromwell has time for ev­ery­thing; and be­lieve me, dear friend, we ought not to lose our time—it is pre­cious. We shall not be safe till we have seen Mazarin, and then—”

			“The dev­il!” said Porthos; “what can we say to Mazarin?”

			“Leave that to me—I have my plan. He laughs best who laughs last. Cromwell is mighty, Mazarin is tricky, but I would rather have to do with them than with the late Mon­sieur Mor­daunt.”

			“Ah!” said Porthos, “it is very pleas­ant to be able to say ‘the late Mon­sieur Mor­daunt.’ ”

			“My faith, yes,” said d’Artag­nan. “But we must be go­ing.”

			The two im­me­di­ate­ly start­ed across coun­try to­ward the road to Paris, fol­lowed by Mous­que­ton, who, af­ter be­ing too cold all night, at the end of a quar­ter of an hour found him­self too warm.

		
	
		
			
				LXXV

				The Re­turn

			
			Dur­ing the six weeks that Athos and Aramis had been ab­sent from France, the Parisians, find­ing them­selves one morn­ing with­out ei­ther queen or king, were great­ly an­noyed at be­ing thus de­sert­ed, and the ab­sence of Mazarin, a thing so long de­sired, did not com­pen­sate for that of the two au­gust fugi­tives.

			The first feel­ing that per­vad­ed Paris on hear­ing of the flight to Saint Ger­main, was that sort of af­fright which seizes chil­dren when they awake in the night and find them­selves alone. A dep­u­ta­tion was there­fore sent to the queen to en­treat her to re­turn to Paris; but she not on­ly de­clined to re­ceive the deputies, but sent an in­ti­ma­tion by Chan­cel­lor Séguier, im­ply­ing that if the par­lia­ment did not hum­ble it­self be­fore Her Majesty by neg­a­tiv­ing all the ques­tions that had been the cause of the quar­rel, Paris would be be­sieged the very next day.

			This threat­en­ing an­swer, un­luck­i­ly for the court, pro­duced quite a dif­fer­ent ef­fect to that which was in­tend­ed. It wound­ed the pride of the par­lia­ment, which, sup­port­ed by the cit­i­zens, replied by declar­ing that Car­di­nal Mazarin was the cause of all the dis­con­tent; de­nounced him as the en­e­my both of the king and the state, and or­dered him to re­tire from the court that same day and from France with­in a week af­ter­ward; en­join­ing, in case of dis­obe­di­ence on his part, all the sub­jects of the king to pur­sue and take him.

			Mazarin be­ing thus placed be­yond the pale of the pro­tec­tion of the law, prepa­ra­tions on both sides were com­menced—by the queen, to at­tack Paris, by the cit­i­zens, to de­fend it. The lat­ter were oc­cu­pied in break­ing up the pave­ment and stretch­ing chains across the streets, when, head­ed by the coad­ju­tor, ap­peared the Prince de Con­ti (the broth­er of the Prince de Condé) and the Duc de Longueville, his broth­er-in-law. This un­ex­pect­ed band of aux­il­iaries ar­rived in Paris on the tenth of Jan­u­ary and the Prince of Con­ti was named, but not un­til af­ter a stormy dis­cus­sion, gen­er­alis­si­mo of the army of the king, out of Paris.

			As for the Duc de Beau­fort, he ar­rived from Vendôme, ac­cord­ing to the an­nals of the day, bring­ing with him his high bear­ing and his long and beau­ti­ful hair, qual­i­fi­ca­tions which gained him the sovereign­ty of the mar­ket­places.

			The Parisian army had or­ga­nized with the prompt­ness char­ac­ter­is­tic of the bour­geois when­ev­er they are moved by any sen­ti­ment what­ev­er to dis­guise them­selves as sol­diers. On the nine­teenth the im­promp­tu army had at­tempt­ed a sor­tie, more to as­sure it­self and oth­ers of its ac­tu­al ex­is­tence than with any more se­ri­ous in­ten­tion. They car­ried a ban­ner, on which could be read this strange de­vice: “We are seek­ing our king.”

			The next fol­low­ing days were oc­cu­pied in triv­ial move­ments which re­sult­ed on­ly in the car­ry­ing off of a few herds of cat­tle and the burn­ing of two or three hous­es.

			That was still the sit­u­a­tion of af­fairs up to the ear­ly days of Feb­ru­ary. On the first day of that month our four com­pan­ions had land­ed at Boulogne, and, in two par­ties, had set out for Paris. To­ward the end of the fourth day of the jour­ney Athos and Aramis reached Nan­terre, which place they cau­tious­ly passed by on the out­skirts, fear­ing that they might en­counter some troop from the queen’s army.

			It was against his will that Athos took these pre­cau­tions, but Aramis had very ju­di­cious­ly re­mind­ed him that they had no right to be im­pru­dent, that they had been charged by King Charles with a supreme and sa­cred mis­sion, which, re­ceived at the foot of the scaf­fold, could be ac­com­plished on­ly at the feet of Queen Hen­ri­et­ta. Up­on that, Athos yield­ed.

			On reach­ing the cap­i­tal Athos and Aramis found it in arms. The sen­tinel at the gate re­fused even to let them pass, and called his sergeant.

			The sergeant, with the air of im­por­tance which such peo­ple as­sume when they are clad with mil­i­tary dig­ni­ty, said:

			“Who are you, gen­tle­men?”

			“Two gen­tle­men.”

			“And where do you come from?”

			“From Lon­don.”

			“And what are you go­ing to do in Paris?”

			“We are go­ing with a mis­sion to Her Majesty, the Queen of Eng­land.”

			“Ah, ev­ery­one seems to be go­ing to see the queen of Eng­land. We have al­ready at the sta­tion three gen­tle­men whose pass­ports are un­der ex­am­i­na­tion, who are on their way to Her Majesty. Where are your pass­ports?”

			“We have none; we left Eng­land, ig­no­rant of the state of pol­i­tics here, hav­ing left Paris be­fore the de­par­ture of the king.”

			“Ah!” said the sergeant, with a cun­ning smile, “you are Mazarin­ists, who are sent as spies.”

			“My dear friend,” here Athos spoke, “rest as­sured, if we were Mazarin­ists we should come well pre­pared with ev­ery sort of pass­port. In your sit­u­a­tion dis­trust those who are well pro­vid­ed with ev­ery for­mal­i­ty.”

			“En­ter the guard­room,” said the sergeant; “we will lay your case be­fore the com­man­dant of the post.”

			The guard­room was filled with cit­i­zens and com­mon peo­ple, some play­ing, some drink­ing, some talk­ing. In a cor­ner, al­most hid­den from view, were three gen­tle­men, who had pre­ced­ed Athos and Aramis, and an of­fi­cer was ex­am­in­ing their pass­ports. The first im­pulse of these three, and of those who last en­tered, was to cast an in­quir­ing glance at each oth­er. The first ar­rivals wore long cloaks, in whose drap­ery they were care­ful­ly en­veloped; one of them, short­er than the rest, re­mained per­ti­na­cious­ly in the back­ground.

			When the sergeant on en­ter­ing the room an­nounced that in all prob­a­bil­i­ty he was bring­ing in two Mazarin­ists, it ap­peared to be the unan­i­mous opin­ion of the of­fi­cers on guard that they ought not to pass.

			“Be it so,” said Athos; “yet it is prob­a­ble, on the con­trary, that we shall en­ter, be­cause we seem to have to do with sen­si­ble peo­ple. There seems to be on­ly one thing to do, which is, to send our names to Her Majesty the Queen of Eng­land, and if she en­gages to an­swer for us I pre­sume we shall be al­lowed to en­ter.”

			On hear­ing these words the short­est of the oth­er three men seemed more at­ten­tive than ev­er to what was go­ing on, wrap­ping his cloak around him more care­ful­ly than be­fore.

			“Mer­ci­ful good­ness!” whis­pered Aramis to Athos, “did you see?”

			“What?” asked Athos.

			“The face of the short­est of those three gen­tle­men?”

			“No.”

			“He looked to me—but ’tis im­pos­si­ble.”

			At this in­stant the sergeant, who had been for his or­ders, re­turned, and point­ing to the three gen­tle­men in cloaks, said:

			“The pass­ports are in or­der; let these three gen­tle­men pass.”

			The three gen­tle­men bowed and has­tened to take ad­van­tage of this per­mis­sion.

			Aramis looked af­ter them, and as the last of them passed close to him he pressed the hand of Athos.

			“What is the mat­ter with you, my friend?” asked the lat­ter.

			“I have—doubt­less I am dream­ing; tell me, sir,” he said to the sergeant, “do you know those three gen­tle­men who are just gone out?”

			“On­ly by their pass­ports; they are three Frondists, who are gone to re­join the Duc de Longueville.”

			“ ’Tis strange,” said Aramis, al­most in­vol­un­tar­i­ly; “I fan­cied that I rec­og­nized Mazarin him­self.”

			The sergeant burst in­to a fit of laugh­ter.

			“He!” he cried; “he ven­ture him­self amongst us, to be hung! Not so fool­ish as all that.”

			“Ah!” mut­tered Athos, “I may be mis­tak­en, I haven’t the unerring eye of d’Artag­nan.”

			“Who is speak­ing of Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?” asked an of­fi­cer who ap­peared at that mo­ment up­on the thresh­old of the room.

			“What!” cried Aramis and Athos, “what! Planchet!”

			“Planchet,” added Gri­maud; “Planchet, with a gor­get, in­deed!”

			“Ah, gen­tle­men!” cried Planchet, “so you are back again in Paris. Oh, how hap­py you make us! no doubt you come to join the princes!”

			“As thou seest, Planchet,” said Aramis, whilst Athos smiled on see­ing what im­por­tant rank was held in the city mili­tia by the for­mer com­rade of Mous­que­ton, Bazin and Gri­maud.

			“And Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, of whom you spoke just now, Mon­sieur d’Herblay; may I ask if you have any news of him?”

			“We part­ed from him four days ago and we have rea­son to be­lieve that he has reached Paris be­fore us.”

			“No, sir; I am sure he hasn’t yet ar­rived. But then he may have stopped at Saint Ger­main.”

			“I don’t think so; we ap­point­ed to meet at La Chevrette.”

			“I was there this very day.”

			“And had the pret­ty Madeleine no news?” asked Aramis, smil­ing.

			“No, sir, and it must be ad­mit­ted that she seemed very anx­ious.”

			“In fact,” said Aramis, “there is no time lost and we made our jour­ney quick­ly. Per­mit me, then, my dear Athos, with­out in­quir­ing fur­ther about our friend, to pay my re­spects to M. Planchet.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur le Cheva­lier,” said Planchet, bow­ing.

			“Lieu­tenant?” asked Aramis.

			“Lieu­tenant, with a prom­ise of be­com­ing cap­tain.”

			“ ’Tis cap­i­tal; and pray, how did you ac­quire all these hon­ors?”

			“In the first place, gen­tle­men, you know that I was the means of Mon­sieur de Rochefort’s es­cape; well, I was very near be­ing hung by Mazarin and that made me more pop­u­lar than ev­er.”

			“So, ow­ing to your pop­u­lar­i­ty—”

			“No; thanks to some­thing bet­ter. You know, gen­tle­men, that I served the Pied­mont reg­i­ment and had the hon­or of be­ing a sergeant?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, one day when no one could drill a mob of cit­i­zens, who be­gan to march, some with the right foot, oth­ers with the left, I suc­ceed­ed, I did, in mak­ing them all be­gin with the same foot, and I was made lieu­tenant on the spot.”

			“So I pre­sume,” said Athos, “that you have a large num­ber of the no­bles with you?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. There are the Prince de Con­ti, the Duc de Longueville, the Duc de Beau­fort, the Duc de Bouil­lon, the Maréchal de la Mothe, the Mar­quis de Se­vi­gné, and I don’t know who, for my part.”

			“And the Vi­comte Raoul de Bragelonne?” in­quired Athos, in a tremu­lous voice. “D’Artag­nan told me that he had rec­om­mend­ed him to your care, in part­ing.”

			“Yes, count; nor have I lost sight of him for a sin­gle in­stant since.”

			“Then,” said Athos in a tone of de­light, “he is well? no ac­ci­dent has hap­pened to him?”

			“None, sir.”

			“And he lives?”

			“Still—at the Hô­tel of the Great Charle­magne.”

			“And pass­es his time?”

			“Some­times with the queen of Eng­land, some­times with Madame de Chevreuse. He and the Count de Guiche are like each oth­er’s shad­ows.”

			“Thanks, Planchet, thanks!” cried Athos, ex­tend­ing his hand to the lieu­tenant.

			“Oh, sir!” Planchet on­ly touched the tips of the count’s fin­gers.

			“Well, what are you do­ing, count—to a for­mer lack­ey?”

			“My friend,” said Athos, “he has giv­en me news of Raoul.”

			“And now, gen­tle­men,” said Planchet, who had not heard what they were say­ing, “what do you in­tend to do?”

			“Re-en­ter Paris, if you will let us, my good Planchet.”

			“Let you, sir? Now, as ev­er, I am noth­ing but your ser­vant.” Then turn­ing to his men:

			“Al­low these gen­tle­men to pass,” he said; “they are friends of the Duc de Beau­fort.”

			“Long live the Duc de Beau­fort!” cried the sen­tinels.

			The sergeant drew near to Planchet.

			“What! with­out pass­ports?” he mur­mured.

			“With­out pass­ports,” said Planchet.

			“Take no­tice, cap­tain,” he con­tin­ued, giv­ing Planchet his ex­pect­ed ti­tle, “take no­tice that one of the three men who just now went out from here told me pri­vate­ly to dis­trust these gen­tle­men.”

			“And I,” said Planchet, with dig­ni­ty, “I know them and I an­swer for them.”

			As he said this, he pressed Gri­maud’s hand, who seemed hon­ored by the dis­tinc­tion.

			“Farewell till we meet again,” said Aramis, as they took leave of Planchet; “if any­thing hap­pens to us we shall blame you for it.”

			“Sir,” said Planchet, “I am in all things at your ser­vice.”

			“That fel­low is no fool,” said Aramis, as he got on his horse.

			“How should he be?” replied Athos, whilst mount­ing al­so, “see­ing he was used so long to brush your hats.”

		
	
		
			
				LXXVI

				The Am­bas­sadors

			
			The two friends rode rapid­ly down the de­cliv­i­ty of the Faubourg, but on ar­riv­ing at the bot­tom were sur­prised to find that the streets of Paris had be­come rivers, and the open places lakes; af­ter the great rains which fell in Jan­u­ary the Seine had over­flowed its banks and the riv­er in­un­dat­ed half the cap­i­tal. The two gen­tle­men were obliged, there­fore, to get off their hors­es and take a boat; and in that strange man­ner they ap­proached the Lou­vre.

			Night had closed in, and Paris, seen thus, by the light of lanterns flick­er­ing on the pools of wa­ter, crowd­ed with fer­ry­boats of ev­ery kind, in­clud­ing those that glit­tered with the armed pa­trols, with the watch­word, pass­ing from post to post—Paris pre­sent­ed such an as­pect as to strong­ly seize the sens­es of Aramis, a man most sus­cep­ti­ble to war­like im­pres­sions.

			They reached the queen’s apart­ments, but were com­pelled to stop in the an­techam­ber, since Her Majesty was at that mo­ment giv­ing au­di­ence to gen­tle­men bring­ing her news from Eng­land.

			“We, too,” said Athos, to the foot­man who had giv­en him that an­swer, “not on­ly bring news from Eng­land, but have just come from there.”

			“What? then, are your names, gen­tle­men?”

			“The Comte de la Fère and the Cheva­lier d’Herblay,” said Aramis.

			“Ah! in that case, gen­tle­men,” said the foot­man, on hear­ing the names which the queen had so of­ten pro­nounced with hope, “in that case it is an­oth­er thing, and I think Her Majesty will par­don me for not keep­ing you here a mo­ment. Please fol­low me,” and he went on be­fore, fol­lowed by Athos and Aramis.

			On ar­riv­ing at the door of the room where the queen was re­ceiv­ing he made a sign for them to wait and open­ing the door:

			“Madame,” he said, “I hope Your Majesty will for­give me for dis­obey­ing your or­ders, when you learn that the gen­tle­men I have come to an­nounce are the Comte de la Fère and the Cheva­lier d’Herblay.”

			On hear­ing those two names the queen ut­tered a cry of joy, which the two gen­tle­men heard.

			“Poor queen!” mur­mured Athos.

			“Oh, let them come in! let them come in,” cried the young princess, bound­ing to the door.

			The poor child was con­stant in her at­ten­dance on her moth­er and sought by her fil­ial at­ten­tions to make her for­get the ab­sence of her two sons and her oth­er daugh­ter.

			“Come in, gen­tle­men,” re­peat­ed the princess, open­ing the door her­self.

			The queen was seat­ed on a fau­teuil and be­fore her were stand­ing two or three gen­tle­men, and among them the Duc de Châtil­lon, the broth­er of the no­ble­man killed eight or nine years pre­vi­ous­ly in a du­el on ac­count of Madame de Longueville, on the Place Royale. All these gen­tle­men had been no­ticed by Athos and Aramis in the guard­house, and when the two friends were an­nounced they start­ed and ex­changed some words in a low tone. “Well, sirs!” cried the queen, on per­ceiv­ing the two friends, “you have come, faith­ful friends! But the roy­al couri­ers have been more ex­pe­di­tious than you, and here are Mon­sieur de Fla­marens and Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon, who bring me from Her Majesty the Queen Anne of Aus­tria, the very lat­est in­tel­li­gence.”

			Aramis and Athos were as­tound­ed by the calm­ness, even the gayety of the queen’s man­ner.

			“Go on with your recital, sirs,” said the queen, turn­ing to the Duc de Châtil­lon. “You said that His Majesty, King Charles, my au­gust con­sort, had been con­demned to death by a ma­jor­i­ty of his sub­jects!”

			“Yes, Madame,” Châtil­lon stam­mered out.

			Athos and Aramis were more and more as­ton­ished.

			“And that be­ing con­duct­ed to the scaf­fold,” re­sumed the queen—“oh, my lord! oh, my king!—and that be­ing led to the scaf­fold he had been saved by an in­dig­nant peo­ple.”

			“Just so Madame,” replied Châtil­lon, in so low a voice that though the two friends were lis­ten­ing ea­ger­ly they could hard­ly hear this af­fir­ma­tion.

			The queen clasped her hands in en­thu­si­as­tic grat­i­tude, whilst her daugh­ter threw her arms around her moth­er’s neck and kissed her—her own eyes stream­ing with tears.

			“Now, Madame, noth­ing re­mains to me ex­cept to prof­fer my re­spect­ful homage,” said Châtil­lon, who felt con­fused and ashamed be­neath the stern gaze of Athos.

			“One mo­ment, yes,” an­swered the queen. “One mo­ment—I beg—for here are the Cheva­lier d’Herblay and the Comte de la Fère, just ar­rived from Lon­don, and they can give you, as eye­wit­ness­es, such de­tails as you can con­vey to the queen, my roy­al sis­ter. Speak, gen­tle­men, speak—I am lis­ten­ing; con­ceal noth­ing, gloss over noth­ing. Since His Majesty still lives, since the hon­or of the throne is safe, ev­ery­thing else is a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to me.”

			Athos turned pale and laid his hand on his heart.

			“Well!” ex­claimed the queen, who re­marked this move­ment and his pale­ness. “Speak, sir! I beg you to do so.”

			“I beg you to ex­cuse me, Madame; I wish to add noth­ing to the recital of these gen­tle­men un­til they per­ceive them­selves that they have per­haps been mis­tak­en.”

			“Mis­tak­en!” cried the queen, al­most suf­fo­cat­ed by emo­tion; “mis­tak­en! what has hap­pened, then?”

			“Sir,” in­ter­posed Mon­sieur de Fla­marens to Athos, “if we are mis­tak­en the er­ror has orig­i­nat­ed with the queen. I do not sup­pose you will have the pre­sump­tion to set it to rights—that would be to ac­cuse Her Majesty, Queen Anne, of false­hood.”

			“With the queen, sir?” replied Athos, in his calm, vi­brat­ing voice.

			“Yes,” mur­mured Fla­marens, low­er­ing his eyes.

			Athos sighed deeply.

			“Or rather, sir,” said Aramis, with his pe­cu­liar ir­ri­tat­ing po­lite­ness, “the er­ror of the per­son who was with you when we met you in the guard­room; for if the Comte de la Fère and I are not mis­tak­en, we saw you in the com­pa­ny of a third gen­tle­man.”

			Châtil­lon and Fla­marens start­ed.

			“Ex­plain your­self, count!” cried the queen, whose anx­i­ety grew greater ev­ery mo­ment. “On your brow I read de­spair—your lips fal­ter ere you an­nounce some ter­ri­ble tid­ings—your hands trem­ble. Oh, my God! my God! what has hap­pened?”

			“Lord!” ejac­u­lat­ed the young princess, fall­ing on her knees, “have mer­cy on us!”

			“Sir,” said Châtil­lon, “if you bring bad tid­ings it will be cru­el in you to an­nounce them to the queen.”

			Aramis went so close to Châtil­lon as al­most to touch him.

			“Sir,” said he, with com­pressed lips and flash­ing eyes, “you have not the pre­sump­tion to in­struct the Comte de la Fère and my­self what we ought to say here?”

			Dur­ing this brief al­ter­ca­tion Athos, with his hands on his heart, his head bent low, ap­proached the queen and in a voice of deep­est sor­row said:

			“Madame, princes—who by na­ture are above oth­er men—re­ceive from Heav­en courage to sup­port greater mis­for­tunes than those of low­er rank, for their hearts are el­e­vat­ed as their for­tunes. We ought not, there­fore, I think, to act to­ward a queen so il­lus­tri­ous as Your Majesty as we should act to­ward a wom­an of our lowli­er con­di­tion. Queen, des­tined as you are to en­dure ev­ery sor­row on this earth, hear the re­sult of our un­hap­py mis­sion.”

			Athos, kneel­ing down be­fore the queen, trem­bling and very cold, drew from his bo­som, en­closed in the same case, the or­der set in di­a­monds which the queen had giv­en to Lord de Win­ter and the wed­ding ring which Charles I be­fore his death had placed in the hands of Aramis. Since the mo­ment he had first re­ceived these two me­men­toes Athos had nev­er part­ed with them.

			He opened the case and of­fered them to the queen with deep and silent an­guish.

			The queen stretched out her hand, seized the ring, pressed it con­vul­sive­ly to her lips—and with­out be­ing able to breathe a sigh, to give vent to a sob, she ex­tend­ed her arms, be­came dead­ly pale, and fell sense­less in the arms of her at­ten­dants and her daugh­ter.

			Athos kissed the hem of the robe of the wid­owed queen and ris­ing, with a dig­ni­ty that made a deep im­pres­sion on those around:

			“I, the Comte de la Fère, a gen­tle­man who has nev­er de­ceived any hu­man be­ing, swear be­fore God and be­fore this un­hap­py queen, that all that was pos­si­ble to save the king of Eng­land was done whilst we were on Eng­lish ground. Now, cheva­lier,” he added, turn­ing to Aramis, “let us go. Our du­ty is ful­filled.”

			“Not yet,” said Aramis; “we have still a word to say to these gen­tle­men.”

			And turn­ing to Châtil­lon: “Sir, be so good as not to go away with­out giv­ing me an op­por­tu­ni­ty to tell you some­thing I can­not say be­fore the queen.”

			Châtil­lon bowed in to­ken of as­sent and they all went out, stop­ping at the win­dow of a gallery on the ground floor.

			“Sir,” said Aramis, “you al­lowed your­self just now to treat us in a most ex­tra­or­di­nary man­ner. That would not be en­durable in any case, and is still less so on the part of those who came to bring the queen the mes­sage of a liar.”

			“Sir!” cried de Châtil­lon.

			“What have you done with Mon­sieur de Bruy? Has he by any pos­si­bil­i­ty gone to change his face which was too like that of Mon­sieur de Mazarin? There is an abun­dance of Ital­ian masks at the Palais Roy­al, from har­le­quin even to pan­taloon.”

			“Cheva­lier! cheva­lier!” said Athos.

			“Leave me alone,” said Aramis im­pa­tient­ly. “You know well that I don’t like to leave things half fin­ished.”

			“Con­clude, then, sir,” an­swered de Châtil­lon, with as much hau­teur as Aramis.

			“Gen­tle­men,” re­sumed Aramis, “any­one but the Comte de la Fère and my­self would have had you ar­rest­ed—for we have friends in Paris—but we are con­tent­ed with an­oth­er course. Come and con­verse with us for just five min­utes, sword in hand, up­on this de­sert­ed ter­race.”

			“One mo­ment, gen­tle­men,” cried Fla­marens. “I know well that the propo­si­tion is tempt­ing, but at present it is im­pos­si­ble to ac­cept it.”

			“And why not?” said Aramis, in his tone of raillery. “Is it Mazarin’s prox­im­i­ty that makes you so pru­dent?”

			“Oh, you hear that, Fla­marens!” said Châtil­lon. “Not to re­ply would be a blot on my name and my hon­or.”

			“That is my opin­ion,” said Aramis.

			“You will not re­ply, how­ev­er, and these gen­tle­men, I am sure, will present­ly be of my opin­ion.”

			Aramis shook his head with a mo­tion of in­de­scrib­able in­so­lence.

			Châtil­lon saw the mo­tion and put his hand to his sword.

			“Will­ing­ly,” replied de Châtil­lon.

			“Duke,” said Fla­marens, “you for­get that to­mor­row you are to com­mand an ex­pe­di­tion of the great­est im­por­tance, pro­ject­ed by the prince, as­sent­ed to by the queen. Un­til to­mor­row evening you are not at your own dis­pos­al.”

			“Let it be then the day af­ter to­mor­row,” said Aramis.

			“To­mor­row, rather,” said de Châtil­lon, “if you will take the trou­ble of com­ing so far as the gates of Char­en­ton.”

			“How can you doubt it, sir? For the plea­sure of a meet­ing with you I would go to the end of the world.”

			“Very well, to­mor­row, sir.”

			“I shall re­ly on it. Are you go­ing to re­join your car­di­nal? Swear first, on your hon­or, not to in­form him of our re­turn.”

			“Con­di­tions?”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause it is for vic­tors to make con­di­tions, and you are not yet vic­tors, gen­tle­men.”

			“Then let us draw on the spot. It is all one to us—to us who do not com­mand to­mor­row’s ex­pe­di­tion.”

			Châtil­lon and Fla­marens looked at each oth­er. There was such irony in the words and in the bear­ing of Aramis that the duke had great dif­fi­cul­ty in bridling his anger, but at a word from Fla­marens he re­strained him­self and con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing:

			“You prom­ise, sir—that’s agreed—that I shall find you to­mor­row at Char­en­ton?”

			“Oh, don’t be afraid, sir,” replied Aramis; and the two gen­tle­men short­ly af­ter­ward left the Lou­vre.

			“For what rea­son is all this fume and fury?” asked Athos. “What have they done to you?”

			“They—did you not see what they did?”

			“No.”

			“They laughed when we swore that we had done our du­ty in Eng­land. Now, if they be­lieved us, they laughed in or­der to in­sult us; if they did not be­lieve it they in­sult­ed us all the more. How­ev­er, I’m glad not to fight them un­til to­mor­row. I hope we shall have some­thing bet­ter to do tonight than to draw the sword.”

			“What have we to do?”

			“Egad! to take Mazarin.”

			Athos curled his lip with dis­dain.

			“These un­der­tak­ings do not suit me, as you know, Aramis.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause it is tak­ing peo­ple un­awares.”

			“Re­al­ly, Athos, you would make a sin­gu­lar gen­er­al. You would fight on­ly by broad day­light, warn your foe be­fore an at­tack, and nev­er at­tempt any­thing by night lest you should be ac­cused of tak­ing ad­van­tage of the dark­ness.”

			Athos smiled.

			“You know one can­not change his na­ture,” he said. “Be­sides, do you know what is our sit­u­a­tion, and whether Mazarin’s ar­rest wouldn’t be rather an en­cum­brance than an ad­van­tage?”

			“Say at once you dis­ap­prove of my pro­pos­al.”

			“I think you ought to do noth­ing, since you ex­act­ed a prom­ise from these gen­tle­men not to let Mazarin know that we were in France.”

			“I have en­tered in­to no en­gage­ment and con­sid­er my­self quite free. Come, come.”

			“Where?”

			“Ei­ther to seek the Duc de Beau­fort or the Duc de Bouil­lon, and to tell them about this.”

			“Yes, but on one con­di­tion—that we be­gin by the coad­ju­tor. He is a priest, learned in cas­es of con­science, and we will tell him ours.”

			It was then agreed that they were to go first to Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon, as his house came first; but first of all Athos begged that he might go to the Hô­tel du Grand Charle­magne, to see Raoul.

			They re-en­tered the boat which had brought them to the Lou­vre and thence pro­ceed­ed to the Halles; and tak­ing up Gri­maud and Blaisois, they went on foot to the Rue Guéné­gaud.

			But Raoul was not at the Hô­tel du Grand Charle­magne. He had re­ceived a mes­sage from the prince, to whom he had has­tened with Oli­vain the in­stant he had re­ceived it.

		
	
		
			
				LXXVII

				The Three Lieu­tenants of the Gen­er­alis­si­mo

			
			The night was dark, but still the town re­sound­ed with those nois­es that dis­close a city in a state of siege. Athos and Aramis did not pro­ceed a hun­dred steps with­out be­ing stopped by sen­tinels placed be­fore the bar­ri­cades, who de­mand­ed the watch­word; and on their say­ing that they were go­ing to Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon on a mis­sion of im­por­tance, a guide was giv­en them un­der pre­text of con­duct­ing them, but in fact as a spy over their move­ments.

			On ar­riv­ing at the Hô­tel de Bouil­lon they came across a lit­tle troop of three cav­a­liers, who seemed to know ev­ery pos­si­ble pass­word; for they walked with­out ei­ther guide or es­cort, and on ar­riv­ing at the bar­ri­cades had noth­ing to do but to speak to those who guard­ed them, who in­stant­ly let them pass with ev­i­dent def­er­ence, due prob­a­bly to their high birth.

			On see­ing them Athos and Aramis stood still.

			“Oh!” cried Aramis, “do you see, count?”

			“Yes,” said Athos.

			“Who do these three cav­a­liers ap­pear to you to be?”

			“What do you think, Aramis?”

			“Why, they are our men.”

			“You are not mis­tak­en; I rec­og­nize Mon­sieur de Fla­marens.”

			“And I, Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon.”

			“As to the cav­a­lier in the brown cloak—”

			“It is the car­di­nal.”

			“In per­son.”

			“How the dev­il do they ven­ture so near the Hô­tel de Bouil­lon?”

			Athos smiled, but did not re­ply. Five min­utes af­ter­ward they knocked at the prince’s door.

			This door was guard­ed by a sen­tinel and there was al­so a guard placed in the court­yard, ready to obey the or­ders of the Prince de Con­ti’s lieu­tenant.

			Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon had the gout, but not­with­stand­ing his ill­ness, which had pre­vent­ed his mount­ing on horse­back for the last month—that is, since Paris had been be­sieged—he was ready to re­ceive the Comte de la Fère and the Cheva­lier d’Herblay.

			He was in bed, but sur­round­ed with all the para­pher­na­lia of war. Ev­ery­where were swords, pis­tols, cuirass­es, and ar­que­bus­es, and it was plain that as soon as his gout was bet­ter Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon would give a pret­ty tan­gle to the en­e­mies of the par­lia­ment to un­rav­el. Mean­while, to his great re­gret, as he said, he was obliged to keep his bed.

			“Ah, gen­tle­men,” he cried, as the two friends en­tered, “you are very hap­py! you can ride, you can go and come and fight for the cause of the peo­ple. But I, as you see, am nailed to my bed—ah! this de­mon, gout—this de­mon, gout!”

			“My lord,” said Athos, “we are just ar­rived from Eng­land and our first con­cern is to in­quire af­ter your health.”

			“Thanks, gen­tle­men, thanks! As you see, my health is but in­dif­fer­ent. But you come from Eng­land. And King Charles is well, as I have just heard?”

			“He is dead, my lord!” said Aramis.

			“Pooh!” said the duke, too much as­ton­ished to be­lieve it true.

			“Dead on the scaf­fold; con­demned by par­lia­ment.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“And ex­e­cut­ed in our pres­ence.”

			“What, then, has Mon­sieur de Fla­marens been telling me?”

			“Mon­sieur de Fla­marens?”

			“Yes, he has just gone out.”

			Athos smiled. “With two com­pan­ions?” he said.

			“With two com­pan­ions, yes,” replied the duke. Then he added with a cer­tain un­easi­ness, “Did you meet them?”

			“Why, yes, I think so—in the street,” said Athos; and he looked smil­ing­ly at Aramis, who looked at him with an ex­pres­sion of sur­prise.

			“The dev­il take this gout!” cried Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon, ev­i­dent­ly ill at ease.

			“My lord,” said Athos, “we ad­mire your de­vo­tion to the cause you have es­poused, in re­main­ing at the head of the army whilst so ill, in so much pain.”

			“One must,” replied Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon, “sac­ri­fice one’s com­fort to the pub­lic good; but I con­fess to you I am now al­most ex­haust­ed. My spir­it is will­ing, my head is clear, but this de­mon, the gout, o’er­crows me. I con­fess, if the court would do jus­tice to my claims and give the head of my house the ti­tle of prince, and if my broth­er de Turenne were re­in­stat­ed in his com­mand, I would re­turn to my es­tates and leave the court and par­lia­ment to set­tle things be­tween them­selves as they might.”

			“You are per­fect­ly right, my lord.”

			“You think so? At this very mo­ment the court is mak­ing over­tures to me; hith­er­to I have re­pulsed them; but since such men as you as­sure me that I am wrong in do­ing so, I’ve a good mind to fol­low your ad­vice and to ac­cept a propo­si­tion made to me by the Duc de Châtil­lon just now.”

			“Ac­cept it, my lord, ac­cept it,” said Aramis.

			“Faith! yes. I am even sor­ry that this evening I al­most re­pulsed—but there will be a con­fer­ence to­mor­row and we shall see.”

			The two friends salut­ed the duke.

			“Go, gen­tle­men,” he said; “you must be much fa­tigued af­ter your voy­age. Poor King Charles! But, af­ter all, he was some­what to blame in all that busi­ness and we may con­sole our­selves with the re­flec­tion that France has no cause of re­proach in the mat­ter and did all she could to serve him.”

			“Oh! as to that,” said Aramis, “we are wit­ness­es. Mazarin es­pe­cial­ly—”

			“Yes, do you know, I am very glad to hear you give that tes­ti­mo­ny; the car­di­nal has some good in him, and if he were not a for­eign­er—well, he would be more just­ly es­ti­mat­ed. Oh! the dev­il take this gout!”

			Athos and Aramis took their leave, but even in the an­techam­ber they could still hear the duke’s cries; he was ev­i­dent­ly suf­fer­ing the tor­tures of the damned.

			When they reached the street, Aramis said:

			“Well, Athos, what do you think?”

			“Of whom?”

			“Par­dieu! of Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon.”

			“My friend, I think that he is much trou­bled with gout.”

			“You no­ticed that I didn’t breathe a word as to the pur­pose of our vis­it?”

			“You did well; you would have caused him an ac­cess of his dis­ease. Let us go to Mon­sieur de Beau­fort.”

			The two friends went to the Hô­tel de Vendôme. It was ten o’clock when they ar­rived. The Hô­tel de Vendôme was not less guard­ed than the Hô­tel de Bouil­lon, and pre­sent­ed as war­like an ap­pear­ance. There were sen­tinels, a guard in the court, stacks of arms, and hors­es sad­dled. Two horse­men go­ing out as Athos and Aramis en­tered were obliged to give place to them.

			“Ah! ah! gen­tle­men,” said Aramis, “de­cid­ed­ly it is a night for meet­ings. We shall be very un­for­tu­nate if, af­ter meet­ing so of­ten this evening, we should not suc­ceed in meet­ing to­mor­row.”

			“Oh, as to that, sir,” replied Châtil­lon (for it was he who, with Fla­marens, was leav­ing the Duc de Beau­fort), “you may be as­sured; for if we meet by night with­out seek­ing each oth­er, much more shall we meet by day when wish­ing it.”

			“I hope that is true,” said Aramis.

			“As for me, I am sure of it,” said the duke.

			De Fla­marens and de Châtil­lon con­tin­ued on their way and Athos and Aramis dis­mount­ed.

			Hard­ly had they giv­en the bri­dles of their hors­es to their lack­eys and rid them­selves of their cloaks when a man ap­proached them, and af­ter look­ing at them for an in­stant by the doubt­ful light of the lantern hung in the cen­tre of the court­yard he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of joy and ran to em­brace them.

			“Comte de la Fère!” the man cried out; “Cheva­lier d’Herblay! How does it hap­pen that you are in Paris?”

			“Rochefort!” cried the two friends.

			“Yes! we ar­rived four or five days ago from the Ven­do­mois, as you know, and we are go­ing to give Mazarin some­thing to do. You are still with us, I pre­sume?”

			“More than ev­er. And the duke?”

			“Fu­ri­ous against the car­di­nal. You know his suc­cess—our dear duke? He is re­al­ly king of Paris; he can’t go out with­out be­ing mobbed by his ad­mir­ers.”

			“Ah! so much the bet­ter! Can we have the hon­or of see­ing His High­ness?”

			“I shall be proud to present you,” and Rochefort walked on. Ev­ery door was opened to him. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort was at sup­per, but he rose quick­ly on hear­ing the two friends an­nounced.

			“Ah!” he cried, “by Jove! you’re wel­come, sirs. You are com­ing to sup with me, are you not? Bois­goli, tell Noir­mont that I have two guests. You know Noir­mont, do you not? The suc­ces­sor of Fa­ther Marteau, who makes the ex­cel­lent pies you know of. Bois­goli, let him send one of his best, but not such a one as he made for La Ramee. Thank God! we don’t want ei­ther rope lad­ders or gag-pears now.”

			“My lord,” said Athos, “do not let us dis­turb you. We came mere­ly to in­quire af­ter your health and to take your or­ders.”

			“As to my health, since it has stood five years of prison, with Mon­sieur de Chav­i­gny to boot, ’tis ex­cel­lent! As to my or­ders, since ev­ery­one gives his own com­mands in our par­ty, I shall end, if this goes on, by giv­ing none at all.”

			“In short, my lord,” said Athos, glanc­ing at Aramis, “your High­ness is dis­con­tent­ed with your par­ty?”

			“Dis­con­tent­ed, sir! say My High­ness is fu­ri­ous! To such a de­gree, I as­sure you, though I would not say so to oth­ers, that if the queen, ac­knowl­edg­ing the in­juries she has done me, would re­call my moth­er and give me the re­ver­sion of the ad­mi­ral­ty, which be­longed to my fa­ther and was promised me at his death, well! it would not be long be­fore I should be train­ing dogs to say that there were greater traitors in France than the Car­di­nal Mazarin!”

			At this Athos and Aramis could not help ex­chang­ing not on­ly a look but a smile; and had they not known it for a fact, this would have told them that de Châtil­lon and de Fla­marens had been there.

			“My lord,” said Athos, “we are sat­is­fied; we came here on­ly to ex­press our loy­al­ty and to say that we are at your lord­ship’s ser­vice and his most faith­ful ser­vants.”

			“My most faith­ful friends, gen­tle­men, my most faith­ful friends; you have proved it. And if ev­er I am rec­on­ciled with the court I shall prove to you, I hope, that I re­main your friend, as well as that of—what the dev­il are their names—d’Artag­nan and Porthos?”

			“D’Artag­nan and Porthos.”

			“Ah, yes. You un­der­stand, then, Comte de la Fère, you un­der­stand, Cheva­lier d’Herblay, that I am al­to­geth­er and al­ways at your ser­vice.”

			Athos and Aramis bowed and went out.

			“My dear Athos,” cried Aramis, “I think you con­sent­ed to ac­com­pa­ny me on­ly to give me a les­son—God for­give me!”

			“Wait a lit­tle, Aramis; it will be time for you to per­ceive my mo­tive when we have paid our vis­it to the coad­ju­tor.”

			“Let us then go to the archiepis­co­pal palace,” said Aramis.

			They di­rect­ed their hors­es to the city. On ar­riv­ing at the cra­dle from which Paris sprang they found it in­un­dat­ed with wa­ter, and it was again nec­es­sary to take a boat. The palace rose from the bo­som of the wa­ter, and to see the num­ber of boats around it one would have fan­cied one’s self not in Paris, but in Venice. Some of these boats were dark and mys­te­ri­ous, oth­ers noisy and light­ed up with torch­es. The friends slid in through this con­ges­tion of em­barka­tion and land­ed in their turn. The palace was sur­round­ed with wa­ter, but a kind of stair­case had been fixed to the low­er walls; and the on­ly dif­fer­ence was, that in­stead of en­ter­ing by the doors, peo­ple en­tered by the win­dows.

			Thus did Athos and Aramis make their ap­pear­ance in the an­techam­ber, where about a dozen no­ble­men were col­lect­ed in wait­ing.

			“Good heav­ens!” said Aramis to Athos, “does the coad­ju­tor in­tend to in­dulge him­self in the plea­sure of mak­ing us cool our hearts off in his an­techam­ber?”

			“My dear friend, we must take peo­ple as we find them. The coad­ju­tor is at this mo­ment one of the sev­en kings of Paris, and has a court. Let us send in our names, and if he does not send us a suit­able mes­sage we will leave him to his own af­fairs or those of France. Let us call one of these lack­eys, with a de­mi-pis­tole in the left hand.”

			“Ex­act­ly so,” cried Aramis. “Ah! if I’m not mis­tak­en here’s Bazin. Come here, fel­low.”

			Bazin, who was cross­ing the an­techam­ber ma­jes­ti­cal­ly in his cler­i­cal dress, turned around to see who the im­per­ti­nent gen­tle­man was who thus ad­dressed him; but see­ing his friends he went up to them quick­ly and ex­pressed de­light at see­ing them.

			“A truce to com­pli­ments,” said Aramis; “we want to see the coad­ju­tor, and in­stant­ly, as we are in haste.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir—it is not such lords as you are who are al­lowed to wait in the an­techam­ber, on­ly just now he has a se­cret con­fer­ence with Mon­sieur de Bruy.”

			“De Bruy!” cried the friends, “ ’tis then use­less our see­ing Mon­sieur the coad­ju­tor this evening,” said Aramis, “so we give it up.”

			And they has­tened to quit the palace, fol­lowed by Bazin, who was lav­ish of bows and com­pli­ments.

			“Well,” said Athos, when Aramis and he were in the boat again, “are you be­gin­ning to be con­vinced that we should have done a bad turn to all these peo­ple in ar­rest­ing Mazarin?”

			“You are wis­dom in­car­nate, Athos,” Aramis replied.

			What had es­pe­cial­ly been ob­served by the two friends was the lit­tle in­ter­est tak­en by the court of France in the ter­ri­ble events which had oc­curred in Eng­land, which they thought should have ar­rest­ed the at­ten­tion of all Eu­rope.

			In fact, aside from a poor wid­ow and a roy­al or­phan who wept in the cor­ner of the Lou­vre, no one ap­peared to be aware that Charles I had ev­er lived and that he had per­ished on the scaf­fold.

			The two friends made an ap­point­ment for ten o’clock on the fol­low­ing day; for though the night was well ad­vanced when they reached the door of the ho­tel, Aramis said that he had cer­tain im­por­tant vis­its to make and left Athos to en­ter alone.

			At ten o’clock the next day they met again. Athos had been out since six o’clock.

			“Well, have you any news?” Athos asked.

			“Noth­ing. No one has seen d’Artag­nan and Porthos has not ap­peared. Have you any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“The dev­il!” said Aramis.

			“In fact,” said Athos, “this de­lay is not nat­u­ral; they took the short­est route and should have ar­rived be­fore we did.”

			“Add to that d’Artag­nan’s ra­pid­i­ty in ac­tion and that he is not the man to lose an hour, know­ing that we were ex­pect­ing him.”

			“He ex­pect­ed, you will re­mem­ber, to be here on the fifth.”

			“And here we are at the ninth. This evening the mar­gin of pos­si­ble de­lay ex­pires.”

			“What do you think should be done,” asked Athos, “if we have no news of them tonight?”

			“Par­dieu! we must go and look for them.”

			“All right,” said Athos.

			“But Raoul?” said Aramis.

			A light cloud passed over the count’s face.

			“Raoul gives me much un­easi­ness,” he said. “He re­ceived yes­ter­day a mes­sage from the Prince de Condé; he went to meet him at Saint Cloud and has not re­turned.”

			“Have you seen Madame de Chevreuse?”

			“She was not at home. And you, Aramis, you were go­ing, I think, to vis­it Madame de Longueville.”

			“I did go there.”

			“Well?”

			“She was no longer there, but she had left her new ad­dress.”

			“Where was she?”

			“Guess; I give you a thou­sand chances.”

			“How should I know where the most beau­ti­ful and ac­tive of the Frondists was at mid­night? for I pre­sume it was when you left me that you went to vis­it her.”

			“At the Hô­tel de Ville, my dear fel­low.”

			“What! at the Hô­tel de Ville? Has she, then, been ap­point­ed provost of mer­chants?”

			“No; but she has be­come queen of Paris, ad in­ter­im, and since she could not ven­ture at once to es­tab­lish her­self in the Palais Roy­al or the Tu­i­leries, she is in­stalled at the Hô­tel de Ville, where she is on the point of giv­ing an heir or an heiress to that dear duke.”

			“You didn’t tell me of that, Aramis.”

			“Re­al­ly? It was my for­get­ful­ness then; par­don me.”

			“Now,” asked Athos, “what are we to do with our­selves till evening? Here we are with­out oc­cu­pa­tion, it seems to me.”

			“You for­get, my friend, that we have work cut out for us in the di­rec­tion of Char­en­ton; I hope to see Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon, whom I’ve hat­ed for a long time, there.”

			“Why have you hat­ed him?”

			“Be­cause he is the broth­er of Col­igny.”

			“Ah, true! he who pre­sumed to be a ri­val of yours, for which he was se­vere­ly pun­ished; that ought to sat­is­fy you.”

			“Yes, but it does not; I am ran­corous—the on­ly stig­ma that proves me to be a church­man. Do you un­der­stand? You un­der­stand that you are in no way obliged to go with me.”

			“Come, now,” said Athos, “you are jok­ing.”

			“In that case, my dear friend, if you are re­solved to ac­com­pa­ny me there is no time to lose; the drum beats; I ob­served can­non on the road; I saw the cit­i­zens in or­der of bat­tle on the Place of the Hô­tel de Ville; cer­tain­ly the fight will be in the di­rec­tion of Char­en­ton, as the Duc de Châtil­lon said.”

			“I sup­posed,” said Athos, “that last night’s con­fer­ences would mod­i­fy those war­like ar­range­ments.”

			“No doubt; but they will fight, none the less, if on­ly to mask the con­fer­ences.”

			“Poor crea­tures!” said Athos, “who are go­ing to be killed, in or­der that Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon may have his es­tate at Sedan re­stored to him, that the re­ver­sion of the ad­mi­ral­ty may be giv­en to the Duc de Beau­fort, and that the coad­ju­tor may be made a car­di­nal.”

			“Come, come, dear Athos, con­fess that you would not be so philo­soph­i­cal if your Raoul were to be in­volved in this af­fair.”

			“Per­haps you speak the truth, Aramis.”

			“Well, let us go, then, where the fight­ing is, for that is the most like­ly place to meet with d’Artag­nan, Porthos, and pos­si­bly even Raoul. Stop, there are a fine body of cit­i­zens pass­ing; quite at­trac­tive, by Jupiter! and their cap­tain—see! he has the true mil­i­tary style.”

			“What, ho!” said Gri­maud.

			“What?” asked Athos.

			“Planchet, sir.”

			“Lieu­tenant yes­ter­day,” said Aramis, “cap­tain to­day, colonel, doubt­less, to­mor­row; in a fort­night the fel­low will be mar­shal of France.”

			“Ques­tion him about the fight,” said Athos.

			Planchet, proud­er than ev­er of his new du­ties, deigned to ex­plain to the two gen­tle­men that he was or­dered to take up his po­si­tion on the Place Royale with two hun­dred men, form­ing the rear of the army of Paris, and to march on Char­en­ton when nec­es­sary.

			“This day will be a warm one,” said Planchet, in a war­like tone.

			“No doubt,” said Aramis, “but it is far from here to the en­e­my.”

			“Sir, the dis­tance will be di­min­ished,” said a sub­or­di­nate.

			Aramis salut­ed, then turn­ing to­ward Athos:

			“I don’t care to camp on the Place Royale with all these peo­ple,” he said. “Shall we go for­ward? We shall see bet­ter what is go­ing on.”

			“And then Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon will not come to the Place Royale to look for you. Come, then, my friend, we will go for­ward.”

			“Haven’t you some­thing to say to Mon­sieur de Fla­marens on your own ac­count?”

			“My friend,” said Athos, “I have made a res­o­lu­tion nev­er to draw my sword save when it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary.”

			“And how long ago was that?”

			“When I last drew my poniard.”

			“Ah! Good! an­oth­er sou­venir of Mon­sieur Mor­daunt. Well, my friend, noth­ing now is lack­ing ex­cept that you should feel re­morse for hav­ing killed that fel­low.”

			“Hush!” said Athos, putting a fin­ger on his lips, with the sad smile pe­cu­liar to him; “let us talk no more of Mor­daunt—it will bring bad luck.” And Athos set for­ward to­ward Char­en­ton, fol­lowed close­ly by Aramis.

		
	
		
			
				LXXVIII

				The Bat­tle of Char­en­ton

			
			As Athos and Aramis pro­ceed­ed, and passed dif­fer­ent com­pa­nies on the road, they be­came aware that they were ar­riv­ing near the field of bat­tle.

			“Ah! my friend!” cried Athos, sud­den­ly, “where have you brought us? I fan­cy I per­ceive around us faces of dif­fer­ent of­fi­cers in the roy­al army; is not that the Duc de Châtil­lon him­self com­ing to­ward us with his brigadiers?”

			“Good day, sirs,” said the duke, ad­vanc­ing; “you are puz­zled by what you see here, but one word will ex­plain ev­ery­thing. There is now a truce and a con­fer­ence. The prince, Mon­sieur de Retz, the Duc de Beau­fort, the Duc de Bouil­lon, are talk­ing over pub­lic af­fairs. Now one of two things must hap­pen: ei­ther mat­ters will not be ar­ranged, or they will be ar­ranged, in which last case I shall be re­lieved of my com­mand and we shall still meet again.”

			“Sir,” said Aramis, “you speak to the point. Al­low me to ask you a ques­tion: Where are the plenipo­ten­tiaries?”

			“At Char­en­ton, in the sec­ond house on the right on en­ter­ing from the di­rec­tion of Paris.”

			“And was this con­fer­ence ar­ranged be­fore­hand?”

			“No, gen­tle­men, it seems to be the re­sult of cer­tain propo­si­tions which Mazarin made last night to the Parisians.”

			Athos and Aramis ex­changed smiles; for they well knew what those propo­si­tions were, to whom they had been made and who had made them.

			“And that house in which the plenipo­ten­tiaries are,” asked Athos, “be­longs to—”

			“To Mon­sieur de Chan­leu, who com­mands your troops at Char­en­ton. I say your troops, for I pre­sume that you gen­tle­men are Fron­deurs?”

			“Yes, al­most,” said Aramis.

			“We are for the king and the princes,” added Athos.

			“We must un­der­stand each oth­er,” said the duke. “The king is with us and his gen­er­als are the Duke of Or­léans and the Prince de Condé, al­though I must add ’tis al­most im­pos­si­ble now to know to which par­ty any­one be­longs.”

			“Yes,” an­swered Athos, “but his right place is in our ranks, with the Prince de Con­ti, de Beau­fort, d’El­beuf, and de Bouil­lon; but, sir, sup­pos­ing that the con­fer­ence is bro­ken off—are you go­ing to try to take Char­en­ton?”

			“Such are my or­ders.”

			“Sir, since you com­mand the cav­al­ry—”

			“Par­don me, I am com­man­der-in-chief.”

			“So much the bet­ter. You must know all your of­fi­cers—I mean those more dis­tin­guished.”

			“Why, yes, very near­ly.”

			“Will you then kind­ly tell me if you have in your com­mand the Cheva­lier d’Artag­nan, lieu­tenant in the Mus­ke­teers?”

			“No, sir, he is not with us; he left Paris more than six weeks ago and is be­lieved to have gone on a mis­sion to Eng­land.”

			“I knew that, but I sup­posed he had re­turned.”

			“No, sir; no one has seen him. I can an­swer pos­i­tive­ly on that point, for the Mus­ke­teers be­long to our forces and Mon­sieur de Cam­bon, the sub­sti­tute for Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, still holds his place.”

			The two friends looked at each oth­er.

			“You see,” said Athos.

			“It is strange,” said Aramis.

			“It is ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain that some mis­for­tune has hap­pened to them on the way.”

			“If we have no news of them this evening, to­mor­row we must start.”

			Athos nod­ded af­fir­ma­tive­ly, then turn­ing:

			“And Mon­sieur de Bragelonne, a young man fif­teen years of age, at­tached to the Prince de Condé—has he the hon­or of be­ing known to you?” he in­quired, dif­fi­dent in al­low­ing the sar­cas­tic Aramis to per­ceive how strong were his pa­ter­nal feel­ings.

			“Yes, sure­ly, he came with the prince; a charm­ing young man; he is one of your friends then, Mon­sieur le Comte?”

			“Yes, sir,” an­swered Athos, ag­i­tat­ed; “so much so that I wish to see him if pos­si­ble.”

			“Quite pos­si­ble, sir; do me the fa­vor to ac­com­pa­ny me and I will con­duct you to head­quar­ters.”

			“Hal­lo, there!” cried Aramis, turn­ing around; “what a noise be­hind us!”

			“A body of cav­a­liers is com­ing to­ward us,” said Châtil­lon.

			“I rec­og­nize the coad­ju­tor by his Frondist hat.”

			“And I the Duc de Beau­fort by his white plume of os­trich feath­ers.”

			“They are com­ing, full gal­lop; the prince is with them—ah! he is leav­ing them!”

			“They are beat­ing the rap­pel!” cried Châtil­lon; “we must dis­cov­er what is go­ing on.”

			In fact, they saw the sol­diers run­ning to their arms; the trum­pets sound­ed; the drums beat; the Duc de Beau­fort drew his sword. On his side the prince sound­ed a rap­pel and all the of­fi­cers of the roy­al­ist army, min­gling mo­men­tar­i­ly with the Parisian troops, ran to him.

			“Gen­tle­men,” cried Châtil­lon, “the truce is bro­ken, that is ev­i­dent; they are go­ing to fight; go, then, in­to Char­en­ton, for I shall be­gin in a short time—there’s a sig­nal from the prince!”

			The cor­net of a troop had in fact just raised the stan­dard of the prince.

			“Farewell, till the next time we meet,” cried Châtil­lon, and he set off, full gal­lop.

			Athos and Aramis turned al­so and went to salute the coad­ju­tor and the Duc de Beau­fort. As to the Duc de Bouil­lon, he had such a fit of gout as obliged him to re­turn to Paris in a lit­ter; but his place was well filled by the Duc d’El­beuf and his four sons, ranged around him like a staff. Mean­time, be­tween Char­en­ton and the roy­al army was left a space which looked ready to serve as a last rest­ing place for the dead.

			“Gen­tle­men,” cried the coad­ju­tor, tight­en­ing his sash, which he wore, af­ter the fash­ion of the an­cient mil­i­tary prelates, over his archiepis­co­pal simar, “there’s the en­e­my ap­proach­ing. Let us save them half of their jour­ney.”

			And with­out car­ing whether he were fol­lowed or not he set off; his reg­i­ment, which bore the name of the reg­i­ment of Corinth, from the name of his arch­bish­opric, dart­ed af­ter him and be­gan the fight. Mon­sieur de Beau­fort sent his cav­al­ry, to­ward Etam­pes and Mon­sieur de Chan­leu, who de­fend­ed the place, was ready to re­sist an as­sault, or if the en­e­my were re­pulsed, to at­tempt a sor­tie.

			The bat­tle soon be­came gen­er­al and the coad­ju­tor per­formed mir­a­cles of val­or. His prop­er vo­ca­tion had al­ways been the sword and he was de­light­ed when­ev­er he could draw it from the scab­bard, no mat­ter for whom or against whom.

			Chan­leu, whose fire at one time re­pulsed the roy­al reg­i­ment, thought that the mo­ment was come to pur­sue it; but it was re­formed and led again to the charge by the Duc de Châtil­lon in per­son. This charge was so fierce, so skill­ful­ly con­duct­ed, that Chan­leu was al­most sur­round­ed. He com­mand­ed a re­treat, which be­gan, step by step, foot by foot; un­hap­pi­ly, in an in­stant he fell, mor­tal­ly wound­ed. De Châtil­lon saw him fall and an­nounced it in a loud voice to his men, which raised their spir­its and com­plete­ly dis­heart­ened their en­e­mies, so that ev­ery man thought on­ly of his own safe­ty and tried to gain the trench­es, where the coad­ju­tor was try­ing to re­form his dis­or­ga­nized reg­i­ment.

			Sud­den­ly a squadron of cav­al­ry gal­loped up to en­counter the roy­al troops, who were en­ter­ing, pêle-mêle, the en­trench­ments with the fugi­tives. Athos and Aramis charged at the head of their squadrons; Aramis with sword and pis­tol in his hands, Athos with his sword in his scab­bard, his pis­tol in his sad­dle­bags; calm and cool as if on the pa­rade, ex­cept that his no­ble and beau­ti­ful coun­te­nance be­came sad as he saw slaugh­tered so many men who were sac­ri­ficed on the one side to the ob­sti­na­cy of roy­al­ty and on the oth­er to the per­son­al ran­cor of the princes. Aramis, on the con­trary, struck right and left and was al­most deliri­ous with ex­cite­ment. His bright eyes kin­dled, and his mouth, so fine­ly formed, as­sumed a wicked smile; ev­ery blow he aimed was sure, and his pis­tol fin­ished the deed—an­ni­hi­lat­ed the wound­ed wretch who tried to rise again.

			On the op­po­site side two cav­a­liers, one cov­ered with a gilt cuirass, the oth­er wear­ing sim­ply a buff dou­blet, from which fell the sleeves of a vest of blue vel­vet, charged in front. The cav­a­lier in the gilt cuirass fell up­on Aramis and struck a blow that Aramis par­ried with his wont­ed skill.

			“Ah! ’tis you, Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon,” cried the cheva­lier; “wel­come to you—I ex­pect­ed you.”

			“I hope I have not made you wait too long, sir,” said the duke; “at all events, here I am.”

			“Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon,” cried Aramis, tak­ing from his sad­dle­bags a sec­ond pis­tol, “I think if your pis­tols have been dis­charged you are a dead man.”

			“Thank God, sir, they are not!”

			And the duke, point­ing his pis­tol at Aramis, fired. But Aramis bent his head the in­stant he saw the duke’s fin­ger press the trig­ger and the ball passed with­out touch­ing him.

			“Oh! you’ve missed me,” cried Aramis, “but I swear to Heav­en! I will not miss you.”

			“If I give you time!” cried the duke, spurring on his horse and rush­ing up­on him with his drawn sword.

			Aramis await­ed him with that ter­ri­ble smile which was pe­cu­liar to him on such oc­ca­sions, and Athos, who saw the duke ad­vanc­ing to­ward Aramis with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning, was just go­ing to cry out, “Fire! fire, then!” when the shot was fired. De Châtil­lon opened his arms and fell back on the crup­per of his horse.

			The ball had en­tered his breast through a notch in the cuirass.

			“I am a dead man,” he said, and fell from his horse to the ground.

			“I told you this, I am now grieved I have kept my word. Can I be of any use to you?”

			Châtil­lon made a sign with his hand and Aramis was about to dis­mount when he re­ceived a vi­o­lent shock; ’twas a thrust from a sword, but his cuirass turned aside the blow.

			He turned around and seized his new an­tag­o­nist by the wrist, when he start­ed back, ex­claim­ing, “Raoul!”

			“Raoul?” cried Athos.

			The young man rec­og­nized at the same in­stant the voic­es of his fa­ther and the Cheva­lier d’Herblay; two of­fi­cers in the Parisian forces rushed at that in­stant on Raoul, but Aramis pro­tect­ed him with his sword.

			“My pris­on­er!” he cried.

			Athos took his son’s horse by the bri­dle and led him forth out of the melee.

			At this cri­sis of the bat­tle, the prince, who had been sec­ond­ing de Châtil­lon in the sec­ond line, ap­peared in the midst of the fight; his ea­gle eye made him known and his blows pro­claimed the hero.

			On see­ing him, the reg­i­ment of Corinth, which the coad­ju­tor had not been able to re­or­ga­nize in spite of all his ef­forts, threw it­self in­to the midst of the Parisian forces, put them in­to con­fu­sion and re-en­tered Char­en­ton fly­ing. The coad­ju­tor, dragged along with his fugi­tive forces, passed near the group formed by Athos, Raoul and Aramis. Aramis could not in his jeal­ousy avoid be­ing pleased at the coad­ju­tor’s mis­for­tune, and was about to ut­ter some bon mot more wit­ty than cor­rect, when Athos stopped him.

			“On, on!” he cried, “this is no mo­ment for com­pli­ments; or rather, back, for the bat­tle seems to be lost by the Fron­deurs.”

			“It is a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to me,” said Aramis; “I came here on­ly to meet de Châtil­lon; I have met him, I am con­tent­ed; ’tis some­thing to have met de Châtil­lon in a du­el!”

			“And be­sides, we have a pris­on­er,” said Athos, point­ing to Raoul.

			The three cav­a­liers con­tin­ued their road on full gal­lop.

			“What were you do­ing in the bat­tle, my friend?” in­quired Athos of the youth; “ ’twas not your right place, I think, as you were not equipped for an en­gage­ment!”

			“I had no in­ten­tion of fight­ing to­day, sir; I was charged, in­deed, with a mis­sion to the car­di­nal and had set out for Rueil, when, see­ing Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon charge, an in­vin­ci­ble de­sire pos­sessed me to charge at his side. It was then that he told me two cav­a­liers of the Parisian army were seek­ing me and named the Comte de la Fère.”

			“What! you knew we were there and yet wished to kill your friend the cheva­lier?”

			“I did not rec­og­nize the cheva­lier in ar­mor, sir!” said Raoul, blush­ing; “though I might have known him by his skill and cool­ness in dan­ger.”

			“Thank you for the com­pli­ment, my young friend,” replied Aramis, “we can see from whom you learned cour­tesy. Then you were go­ing to Rueil?”

			“Yes! I have a despatch from the prince to his Em­i­nence.”

			“You must still de­liv­er it,” said Athos.

			“No false gen­eros­i­ty, count! the fate of our friends, to say noth­ing of our own, is per­haps in that very despatch.”

			“This young man must not, how­ev­er, fail in his du­ty,” said Athos.

			“In the first place, count, this youth is our pris­on­er; you seem to for­get that. What I pro­pose to do is fair in war; the van­quished must not be dain­ty in the choice of means. Give me the despatch, Raoul.”

			The young man hes­i­tat­ed and looked at Athos as if seek­ing to read in his eyes a rule of con­duct.

			“Give him the despatch, Raoul! you are the cheva­lier’s pris­on­er.”

			Raoul gave it up re­luc­tant­ly; Aramis in­stant­ly seized and read it.

			“You,” he said, “you, who are so trust­ing, read and re­flect that there is some­thing in this let­ter im­por­tant for us to see.”

			Athos took the let­ter, frown­ing, but an idea that he should find some­thing in this let­ter about d’Artag­nan con­quered his un­will­ing­ness to read it.

			
				“My lord, I shall send this evening to your Em­i­nence in or­der to re­in­force the troop of Mon­sieur de Com­minges, the ten men you de­mand. They are good sol­diers, fit to con­front the two vi­o­lent ad­ver­saries whose ad­dress and res­o­lu­tion your Em­i­nence is fear­ful of.”

			

			“Oh!” cried Athos.

			“Well,” said Aramis, “what think you about these two en­e­mies whom it re­quires, be­sides Com­minges’s troop, ten good sol­diers to con­front; are they not as like as two drops of wa­ter to d’Artag­nan and Porthos?”

			“We’ll search Paris all day long,” said Athos, “and if we have no news this evening we will re­turn to the road to Pi­cardy; and I feel no doubt that, thanks to d’Artag­nan’s ready in­ven­tion, we shall then find some clue which will solve our doubts.”

			“Yes, let us search Paris and es­pe­cial­ly in­quire of Planchet if he has yet heard from his for­mer mas­ter.”

			“That poor Planchet! You speak of him very much at your ease, Aramis; he has prob­a­bly been killed. All those fight­ing cit­i­zens went out to bat­tle and they have been mas­sa­cred.”

			It was, then, with a sen­ti­ment of un­easi­ness whether Planchet, who alone could give them in­for­ma­tion, was alive or dead, that the friends re­turned to the Place Royale; to their great sur­prise they found the cit­i­zens still en­camped there, drink­ing and ban­ter­ing each oth­er, al­though, doubt­less, mourned by their fam­i­lies, who thought they were at Char­en­ton in the thick­est of the fight­ing.

			Athos and Aramis again ques­tioned Planchet, but he had seen noth­ing of d’Artag­nan; they wished to take Planchet with them, but he could not leave his troop, who at five o’clock re­turned home, say­ing that they were re­turn­ing from the bat­tle, where­as they had nev­er lost sight of the bronze eques­tri­an stat­ue of Louis XI­II.

		
	
		
			
				LXXIX

				The Road to Pi­cardy

			
			On leav­ing Paris, Athos and Aramis well knew that they would be en­coun­ter­ing great dan­ger; but we know that for men like these there could be no ques­tion of dan­ger. Be­sides, they felt that the de­noue­ment of this sec­ond Odyssey was at hand and that there re­mained but a sin­gle ef­fort to make.

			Be­sides, there was no tran­quil­li­ty in Paris it­self. Pro­vi­sions be­gan to fail, and when­ev­er one of the Prince de Con­ti’s gen­er­als wished to gain more in­flu­ence he got up a lit­tle pop­u­lar tu­mult, which he put down again, and thus for the mo­ment gained a su­pe­ri­or­i­ty over his col­leagues.

			In one of these ris­ings, the Duc de Beau­fort pil­laged the house and li­brary of Mazarin, in or­der to give the pop­u­lace, as he put it, some­thing to gnaw at. Athos and Aramis left Paris af­ter this coup-d’etat, which took place on the very evening of the day in which the Parisians had been beat­en at Char­en­ton.

			They quit­ted Paris, be­hold­ing it aban­doned to ex­treme want, bor­der­ing on famine; ag­i­tat­ed by fear, torn by fac­tion. Parisians and Fron­deurs as they were, the two friends ex­pect­ed to find the same mis­ery, the same fears, the same in­trigue in the en­e­my’s camp; but what was their sur­prise, af­ter pass­ing Saint De­nis, to hear that at Saint Ger­main peo­ple were singing and laugh­ing, and lead­ing gen­er­al­ly cheer­ful lives. The two gen­tle­men trav­eled by by­ways in or­der not to en­counter the Mazarin­ists scat­tered about the Isle of France, and al­so to es­cape the Fron­deurs, who were in pos­ses­sion of Nor­mandy and who nev­er failed to con­duct cap­tives to the Duc de Longueville, in or­der that he might as­cer­tain whether they were friends or foes. Hav­ing es­caped these dan­gers, they re­turned by the main road to Boulogne, at Abbeville, and fol­lowed it step by step, ex­am­in­ing ev­ery track.

			Nev­er­the­less, they were still in a state of un­cer­tain­ty. Sev­er­al inns were vis­it­ed by them, sev­er­al innkeep­ers ques­tioned, with­out a sin­gle clue be­ing giv­en to guide their in­quiries, when at Mon­treuil Athos felt up­on the ta­ble that some­thing rough was touch­ing his del­i­cate fin­gers. He turned up the cloth and found these hi­ero­glyph­ics carved up­on the wood with a knife:

			“Port … d’Art. … 2nd Feb­ru­ary.”

			“This is cap­i­tal!” said Athos to Aramis, “we were to have slept here, but we can­not—we must push on.” They rode for­ward and reached Abbeville. There the great num­ber of inns puz­zled them; they could not go to all; how could they guess in which those whom they were seek­ing had stayed?

			“Trust me,” said Aramis, “do not ex­pect to find any­thing in Abbeville. If we had on­ly been look­ing for Porthos, Porthos would have sta­tioned him­self in one of the finest ho­tels and we could eas­i­ly have traced him. But d’Artag­nan is de­void of such weak­ness­es. Porthos would have found it very dif­fi­cult even to make him see that he was dy­ing of hunger; he has gone on his road as in­ex­orable as fate and we must seek him some­where else.”

			They con­tin­ued their route. It had now be­come a weary and al­most hope­less task, and had it not been for the three­fold mo­tives of hon­or, friend­ship and grat­i­tude, im­plant­ed in their hearts, our two trav­el­ers would have giv­en up many a time their rides over the sand, their in­ter­roga­to­ries of the peas­antry, and their close in­spec­tion of faces.

			They pro­ceed­ed thus to Péronne.

			Athos be­gan to de­spair. His no­ble na­ture felt that their ig­no­rance was a sort of re­flec­tion up­on them. They had not looked care­ful­ly enough for their lost friends. They had not shown suf­fi­cient per­ti­nac­i­ty in their in­quiries. They were will­ing and ready to re­trace their steps, when, in cross­ing the sub­urb which leads to the gates of the town, up­on a white wall which was at the cor­ner of a street turn­ing around the ram­part, Athos cast his eyes up­on a draw­ing in black chalk, which rep­re­sent­ed, with the awk­ward­ness of a first at­tempt, two cav­a­liers rid­ing fu­ri­ous­ly; one of them car­ried a roll of pa­per on which were writ­ten these words: “They are fol­low­ing us.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Athos, “here it is, as clear as day; pur­sued as he was, d’Artag­nan would not have tar­ried here five min­utes had he been pressed very close­ly, which gives us hopes that he may have suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing.”

			Aramis shook his head.

			“Had he es­caped we should ei­ther have seen him or have heard him spo­ken of.”

			“You are right, Aramis, let us trav­el on.”

			To de­scribe the im­pa­tience and anx­i­ety of these two friends would be im­pos­si­ble. Un­easi­ness took pos­ses­sion of the ten­der, con­stant heart of Athos, and fear­ful fore­casts were the tor­ment of the im­pul­sive Aramis. They gal­loped on for two or three hours as fu­ri­ous­ly as the cav­a­liers on the wall. All at once, in a nar­row pass, they per­ceived that the road was par­tial­ly bar­ri­cad­ed by an enor­mous stone. It had ev­i­dent­ly been rolled across the pass by some arm of gi­ant strength.

			Aramis stopped.

			“Oh!” he said, look­ing at the stone, “this is the work of ei­ther Her­cules or Porthos. Let us get down, count, and ex­am­ine this rock.”

			They both alight­ed. The stone had been brought with the ev­i­dent in­ten­tion of bar­ri­cad­ing the road, but some­one hav­ing per­ceived the ob­sta­cle had par­tial­ly turned it aside.

			With the as­sis­tance of Blaisois and Gri­maud the friends suc­ceed­ed in turn­ing the stone over. Up­on the side next the ground were scratched the fol­low­ing words:

			
				“Eight of the Light Dra­goons are pur­su­ing us. If we reach Com­piègne we shall stop at the Pea­cock. It is kept by a friend of ours.”

			

			“At last we have some­thing def­i­nite,” said Athos; “let us go to the Pea­cock.”

			“Yes,” an­swered Aramis, “but if we are to get there we must rest our hors­es, for they are al­most bro­ken-wind­ed.”

			Aramis was right; they stopped at the first tav­ern and made each horse swal­low a dou­ble quan­ti­ty of corn steeped in wine; they gave them three hours’ rest and then set off again. The men them­selves were al­most dead with fa­tigue, but hope sup­port­ed them.

			In six hours they reached Com­piègne and alight­ed at the Pea­cock. The host proved to be a wor­thy man, as bald as a Chi­na­man. They asked him if some time ago he had not re­ceived in his house two gen­tle­men who were pur­sued by dra­goons; with­out an­swer­ing he went out and brought in the blade of a rapi­er.

			“Do you know that?” he asked.

			Athos mere­ly glanced at it.

			“ ’Tis d’Artag­nan’s sword,” he said.

			“Does it be­long to the small­er or to the larg­er of the two?” asked the host.

			“To the small­er.”

			“I see that you are the friends of these gen­tle­men.”

			“Well, what has hap­pened to them?”

			“They were pur­sued by eight of the Light Dra­goons, who rode in­to the court­yard be­fore they had time to close the gate.”

			“Eight!” said Aramis; “it sur­pris­es me that two such he­roes as Porthos and d’Artag­nan should have al­lowed them­selves to be ar­rest­ed by eight men.”

			“The eight men would doubt­less have failed had they not been as­sist­ed by twen­ty sol­diers of the reg­i­ment of Ital­ians in the king’s ser­vice, who are in gar­ri­son in this town so that your friends were over­pow­ered by num­bers.”

			“Ar­rest­ed, were they?” in­quired Athos; “is it known why?”

			“No, sir, they were car­ried off in­stant­ly, and had not even time to tell me why; but as soon as they were gone I found this bro­ken sword-blade, as I was help­ing to raise two dead men and five or six wound­ed ones.”

			“ ’Tis still a con­so­la­tion that they were not wound­ed,” said Aramis.

			“Where were they tak­en?” asked Athos.

			“To­ward the town of Lou­vres,” was the re­ply.

			The two friends hav­ing agreed to leave Blaisois and Gri­maud at Com­piègne with the hors­es, re­solved to take post hors­es; and hav­ing snatched a hasty din­ner they con­tin­ued their jour­ney to Lou­vres. Here they found on­ly one inn, in which was con­sumed a liqueur which pre­serves its rep­u­ta­tion to our time and which is still made in that town.

			“Let us alight here,” said Athos. “D’Artag­nan will not have let slip an op­por­tu­ni­ty of drink­ing a glass of this liqueur, and at the same time leav­ing some trace of him­self.”

			They went in­to the town and asked for two glass­es of liqueur, at the counter—as their friends must have done be­fore them. The counter was cov­ered with a plate of pewter; up­on this plate was writ­ten with the point of a large pin: “Rueil … D..”

			“They went to Rueil,” cried Aramis.

			“Let us go to Rueil,” said Athos.

			“It is to throw our­selves in­to the wolf’s jaws,” said Aramis.

			“Had I been as great a friend of Jon­ah as I am of d’Artag­nan I should have fol­lowed him even in­to the in­side of the whale it­self; and you would have done the same, Aramis.”

			“Cer­tain­ly—but you make me out bet­ter than I am, dear count. Had I been alone I should scarce­ly have gone to Rueil with­out great cau­tion. But where you go, I go.”

			They then set off for Rueil. Here the deputies of the par­lia­ment had just ar­rived, in or­der to en­ter up­on those fa­mous con­fer­ences which were to last three weeks, and pro­duced even­tu­al­ly that shame­ful peace, at the con­clu­sion of which the prince was ar­rest­ed. Rueil was crowd­ed with ad­vo­cates, pres­i­dents and coun­cil­lors, who came from the Parisians, and, on the side of the court, with of­fi­cers and guards; it was there­fore easy, in the midst of this con­fu­sion, to re­main as un­ob­served as any­one might wish; be­sides, the con­fer­ences im­plied a truce, and to ar­rest two gen­tle­men, even Fron­deurs, at this time, would have been an at­tack on the rights of the peo­ple.

			The two friends min­gled with the crowd and fan­cied that ev­ery­one was oc­cu­pied with the same thought that tor­ment­ed them. They ex­pect­ed to hear some men­tion made of d’Artag­nan or of Porthos, but ev­ery­one was en­grossed by ar­ti­cles and re­forms. It was the ad­vice of Athos to go straight to the min­is­ter.

			“My friend,” said Aramis, “take care; our safe­ty lies in our ob­scu­ri­ty. If we were to make our­selves known we should be sent to re­join our friends in some deep ditch, from which the dev­il him­self could not take us out. Let us try not to find them out by ac­ci­dent, but from our no­tions. Ar­rest­ed at Com­piègne, they have been car­ried to Rueil; at Rueil they have been ques­tioned by the car­di­nal, who has ei­ther kept them near him or sent them to Saint Ger­main. As to the Bastille, they are not there, though the Bastille is es­pe­cial­ly for the Fron­deurs. They are not dead, for the death of d’Artag­nan would make a sen­sa­tion. As for Porthos, I be­lieve him to be eter­nal, like God, al­though less pa­tient. Do not let us de­spond, but wait at Rueil, for my con­vic­tion is that they are at Rueil. But what ails you? You are pale.”

			“It is this,” an­swered Athos, with a trem­bling voice. “I re­mem­ber that at the Cas­tle of Rueil the Car­di­nal Riche­lieu had some hor­ri­ble ou­bli­ettes con­struct­ed.”

			“Oh! nev­er fear,” said Aramis. “Riche­lieu was a gen­tle­man, our equal in birth, our su­pe­ri­or in po­si­tion. He could, like the king, touch the great­est of us on the head, and touch­ing them make such heads shake on their shoul­ders. But Mazarin is a low­born rogue, who can at the most take us by the col­lar, like an archer. Be calm—for I am sure that d’Artag­nan and Porthos are at Rueil, alive and well.”

			“But,” re­sumed Athos, “I re­cur to my first pro­pos­al. I know no bet­ter means than to act with can­dor. I shall seek, not Mazarin, but the queen, and say to her, ‘Madame, re­store to us your two ser­vants and our two friends.’ ”

			Aramis shook his head.

			“ ’Tis a last re­source, but let us not em­ploy it till it is im­per­a­tive­ly called for; let us rather per­se­vere in our re­search­es.”

			They con­tin­ued their in­quiries and at last met with a light dra­goon who had formed one of the guard which had es­cort­ed d’Artag­nan to Rueil.

			Athos, how­ev­er, per­pet­u­al­ly re­curred to his pro­posed in­ter­view with the queen.

			“In or­der to see the queen,” said Aramis, “we must first see the car­di­nal; and when we have seen the car­di­nal—re­mem­ber what I tell you, Athos—we shall be re­unit­ed to our friends, but not in the way you wish. Now, that way of join­ing them is not very at­trac­tive to me, I con­fess. Let us act in free­dom, that we may act well and quick­ly.”

			“I shall go,” he said, “to the queen.”

			“Well, then,” an­swered Aramis, “pray tell me a day or two be­fore­hand, that I may take that op­por­tu­ni­ty of go­ing to Paris.”

			“To whom?”

			“Zounds! how do I know? per­haps to Madame de Longueville. She is all-pow­er­ful yon­der; she will help me. But send me word should you be ar­rest­ed, for then I will re­turn di­rect­ly.”

			“Why do you not take your chance and be ar­rest­ed with me?”

			“No, I thank you.”

			“Should we, by be­ing ar­rest­ed, be all four to­geth­er again, we should not, I am not sure, be twen­ty-four hours in prison with­out get­ting free.”

			“My friend, since I killed Châtil­lon, adored of the ladies of Saint Ger­main, I am too great a celebri­ty not to fear a prison dou­bly. The queen is like­ly to fol­low Mazarin’s coun­sels and to have me tried.”

			“Do you think she loves this Ital­ian so much as they say she does?”

			“Did she not love an En­glish­man?”

			“My friend, she is a wom­an.”

			“No, no, you are de­ceived—she is a queen.”

			“Dear friend, I shall sac­ri­fice my­self and go and see Anne of Aus­tria.”

			“Adieu, Athos, I am go­ing to raise an army.”

			“For what pur­pose?”

			“To come back and be­siege Rueil.”

			“Where shall we meet again?”

			“At the foot of the car­di­nal’s gal­lows.”

			The two friends de­part­ed—Aramis to re­turn to Paris, Athos to take mea­sures prepara­to­ry to an in­ter­view with the queen.

		
	
		
			
				LXXX

				The Grat­i­tude of Anne of Aus­tria

			
			Athos found much less dif­fi­cul­ty than he had ex­pect­ed in ob­tain­ing an au­di­ence of Anne of Aus­tria. It was grant­ed, and was to take place af­ter her morn­ing’s lev­ee, at which, in ac­cor­dance with his rights of birth, he was en­ti­tled to be present. A vast crowd filled the apart­ments of Saint Ger­main. Anne had nev­er at the Lou­vre had so large a court; but this crowd rep­re­sent­ed chiefly the sec­ond class of no­bil­i­ty, while the Prince de Con­ti, the Duc de Beau­fort and the coad­ju­tor as­sem­bled around them the first no­bil­i­ty of France.

			The great­est pos­si­ble gayety pre­vailed at court. The par­tic­u­lar char­ac­ter­is­tic of this was that more songs were made than can­nons fired dur­ing its con­tin­u­ance. The court made songs on the Parisians and the Parisians on the court; and the ca­su­al­ties, though not mor­tal, were painful, as are all wounds in­flict­ed by the weapon of ridicule.

			In the midst of this seem­ing hi­lar­i­ty, nev­er­the­less, peo­ple’s minds were un­easy. Was Mazarin to re­main the fa­vorite and min­is­ter of the queen? Was he to be car­ried back by the wind which had blown him there? Ev­ery­one hoped so, so that the min­is­ter felt that all around him, be­neath the homage of the courtiers, lay a fund of ha­tred, ill dis­guised by fear and in­ter­est. He felt ill at ease and at a loss what to do.

			Condé him­self, whilst fight­ing for him, lost no op­por­tu­ni­ty of ridi­cul­ing, of hum­bling him. The queen, on whom he threw him­self as sole sup­port, seemed to him now not much to be re­lied up­on.

			When the hour ap­point­ed for the au­di­ence ar­rived Athos was obliged to stay un­til the queen, who was wait­ed up­on by a new dep­u­ta­tion from Paris, had con­sult­ed with her min­is­ter as to the pro­pri­ety and man­ner of re­ceiv­ing them. All were ful­ly en­grossed with the af­fairs of the day; Athos could not there­fore have cho­sen a more in­aus­pi­cious mo­ment to speak of his friends—poor atoms, lost in that rag­ing whirl­wind.

			But Athos was a man of in­flex­i­ble de­ter­mi­na­tion; he firm­ly ad­hered to a pur­pose once formed, when it seemed to him to spring from con­science and to be prompt­ed by a sense of du­ty. He in­sist­ed on be­ing in­tro­duced, say­ing that al­though he was not a deputy from Mon­sieur de Con­ti, or Mon­sieur de Beau­fort, or Mon­sieur de Bouil­lon, or Mon­sieur d’El­beuf, or the coad­ju­tor, or Madame de Longueville, or Brous­sel, or the Par­lia­ment, and al­though he had come on his own pri­vate ac­count, he nev­er­the­less had things to say to Her Majesty of the ut­most im­por­tance.

			The con­fer­ence be­ing fin­ished, the queen sum­moned him to her cab­i­net.

			Athos was in­tro­duced and an­nounced by name. It was a name that too of­ten re­sound­ed in Her Majesty’s ears and too of­ten vi­brat­ed in her heart for Anne of Aus­tria not to rec­og­nize it; yet she re­mained im­pas­sive, look­ing at him with that fixed stare which is tol­er­at­ed on­ly in wom­en who are queens, ei­ther by the pow­er of beau­ty or by the right of birth.

			“It is then a ser­vice which you pro­pose to ren­der us, count?” asked Anne of Aus­tria, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“Yes, Madame, an­oth­er ser­vice,” said Athos, shocked that the queen did not seem to rec­og­nize him.

			Athos had a no­ble heart, and made, there­fore, but a poor courtier.

			Anne frowned. Mazarin, who was sit­ting at a ta­ble fold­ing up pa­pers, as if he had on­ly been a sec­re­tary of state, looked up.

			“Speak,” said the queen.

			Mazarin turned again to his pa­pers.

			“Madame,” re­sumed Athos, “two of my friends, named d’Artag­nan and Mon­sieur du Val­lon, sent to Eng­land by the car­di­nal, sud­den­ly dis­ap­peared when they set foot on the shores of France; no one knows what has be­come of them.”

			“Well?” said the queen.

			“I ad­dress my­self, there­fore, first to the benev­o­lence of Your Majesty, that I may know what has be­come of my friends, re­serv­ing to my­self, if nec­es­sary, the right of ap­peal­ing here­after to your jus­tice.”

			“Sir,” replied Anne, with a de­gree of haugh­ti­ness which to cer­tain per­sons be­came im­per­ti­nence, “this is the rea­son that you trou­ble me in the midst of so many ab­sorb­ing con­cerns! an af­fair for the po­lice! Well, sir, you ought to know that we no longer have a po­lice, since we are no longer at Paris.”

			“I think Your Majesty will have no need to ap­ply to the po­lice to know where my friends are, but that if you will deign to in­ter­ro­gate the car­di­nal he can re­ply with­out any fur­ther in­quiry than in­to his own rec­ol­lec­tions.”

			“But, God for­give me!” cried Anne, with that dis­dain­ful curl of the lips pe­cu­liar to her, “I be­lieve that you are your­self in­ter­ro­gat­ing.”

			“Yes, Madame, here I have a right to do so, for it con­cerns Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan—d’Artag­nan,” he re­peat­ed, in such a man­ner as to bow the re­gal brow with rec­ol­lec­tions of the weak and erring wom­an.

			The car­di­nal saw that it was now high time to come to the as­sis­tance of Anne.

			“Sir,” he said, “I can tell you what is at present un­known to Her Majesty. These in­di­vid­u­als are un­der ar­rest. They dis­obeyed or­ders.”

			“I beg of Your Majesty, then,” said Athos, calm­ly and not re­ply­ing to Mazarin, “to quash these ar­rests of Messieurs d’Artag­nan and du Val­lon.”

			“What you ask is mere­ly an af­fair of dis­ci­pline and does not con­cern me,” said the queen.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan nev­er made such an an­swer as that when the ser­vice of Your Majesty was con­cerned,” said Athos, bow­ing with great dig­ni­ty. He was go­ing to­ward the door when Mazarin stopped him.

			“You, too, have been in Eng­land, sir?” he said, mak­ing a sign to the queen, who was ev­i­dent­ly go­ing to is­sue a se­vere or­der.

			“I was a wit­ness of the last hours of Charles I. Poor king! cul­pa­ble, at the most, of weak­ness, how cru­el­ly pun­ished by his sub­jects! Thrones are at this time shak­en and it is to lit­tle pur­pose for de­vot­ed hearts to serve the in­ter­ests of princes. This is the sec­ond time that Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan has been in Eng­land. He went the first time to save the hon­or of a great queen; the sec­ond, to avert the death of a great king.”

			“Sir,” said Anne to Mazarin, with an ac­cent from which dai­ly habits of dis­sim­u­la­tion could not en­tire­ly chase the re­al ex­pres­sion, “see if we can do some­thing for these gen­tle­men.”

			“I wish to do, Madame, all that Your Majesty pleas­es.”

			“Do what Mon­sieur de la Fère re­quests; that is your name, is it not, sir?”

			“I have an­oth­er name, Madame—I am called Athos.”

			“Madame,” said Mazarin, with a smile, “you may rest easy; your wish­es shall be ful­filled.”

			“You hear, sir?” said the queen.

			“Yes, Madame, I ex­pect­ed noth­ing less from the jus­tice of Your Majesty. May I not go and see my friends?”

			“Yes, sir, you shall see them. But, apro­pos, you be­long to the Fronde, do you not?”

			“Madame, I serve the king.”

			“Yes, in your own way.”

			“My way is the way of all gen­tle­men, and I know on­ly one way,” an­swered Athos, haugh­ti­ly.

			“Go, sir, then,” said the queen; “you have ob­tained what you wish and we know all we de­sire to know.”

			Scarce­ly, how­ev­er, had the ta­pes­try closed be­hind Athos when she said to Mazarin:

			“Car­di­nal, de­sire them to ar­rest that in­so­lent fel­low be­fore he leaves the court.”

			“Your Majesty,” an­swered Mazarin, “de­sires me to do on­ly what I was go­ing to ask you to let me do. These bravoes who re­sus­ci­tate in our epoch the tra­di­tions of an­oth­er reign are trou­ble­some; since there are two of them al­ready there, let us add a third.”

			Athos was not al­to­geth­er the queen’s dupe, but he was not a man to run away on sus­pi­cion—above all, when dis­tinct­ly told that he should see his friends again. He wait­ed, then, in the an­techam­ber with im­pa­tience, till he should be con­duct­ed to them.

			He walked to the win­dow and looked in­to the court. He saw the dep­u­ta­tion from the Parisians en­ter it; they were com­ing to as­sign the de­fin­i­tive place for the con­fer­ence and to make their bow to the queen. A very im­pos­ing es­cort await­ed them with­out the gates.

			Athos was look­ing on at­ten­tive­ly, when some­one touched him soft­ly on the shoul­der.

			“Ah! Mon­sieur de Com­minges,” he said.

			“Yes, count, and charged with a com­mis­sion for which I beg of you to ac­cept my ex­cus­es.”

			“What is it?”

			“Be so good as to give me up your sword, count.”

			Athos smiled and opened the win­dow.

			“Aramis!” he cried.

			A gen­tle­man turned around. Athos fan­cied he had seen him among the crowd. It was Aramis. He bowed with great friend­ship to the count.

			“Aramis,” cried Athos, “I am ar­rest­ed.”

			“Good,” replied Aramis, calm­ly.

			“Sir,” said Athos, turn­ing to Com­minges and giv­ing him po­lite­ly his sword by the hilt, “here is my sword; have the kind­ness to keep it safe­ly for me un­til I quit my prison. I prize it—it was giv­en to my an­ces­tor by King Fran­cis I. In his time they armed gen­tle­men, not dis­armed them. Now, whith­er do you con­duct me?”

			“In­to my room first,” replied Com­minges; “the queen will ul­ti­mate­ly de­cide your place of domi­cile.”

			Athos fol­lowed Com­minges with­out say­ing a sin­gle word.

		
	
		
			
				LXXXI

				Car­di­nal Mazarin as King

			
			The ar­rest pro­duced no sen­sa­tion, in­deed was al­most un­known, and scarce­ly in­ter­rupt­ed the course of events. To the dep­u­ta­tion it was for­mal­ly an­nounced that the queen would re­ceive it.

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, it was ad­mit­ted to the pres­ence of Anne, who, silent and lofty as ev­er, lis­tened to the speech­es and com­plaints of the deputies; but when they had fin­ished their ha­rangues not one of them could say, so calm re­mained her face, whether or no she had heard them.

			On the oth­er hand, Mazarin, present at that au­di­ence, heard very well what those deputies de­mand­ed. It was pure­ly and sim­ply his re­moval, in terms clear and pre­cise.

			The dis­course be­ing fin­ished, the queen re­mained silent.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Mazarin, “I join with you in sup­pli­cat­ing the queen to put an end to the mis­eries of her sub­jects. I have done all in my pow­er to ame­lio­rate them and yet the be­lief of the pub­lic, you say, is that they pro­ceed from me, an un­hap­py for­eign­er, who has been un­able to please the French. Alas! I have nev­er been un­der­stood, and no won­der. I suc­ceed­ed a man of the most sub­lime ge­nius that ev­er up­held the scep­tre of France. The mem­o­ry of Riche­lieu an­ni­hi­lates me. In vain—were I an am­bi­tious man—should I strug­gle against such re­mem­brances as he has left; but that I am not am­bi­tious I am go­ing to prove to you. I own my­self con­quered. I shall obey the wish­es of the peo­ple. If Paris has in­juries to com­plain of, who has not some wrongs to be re­dressed? Paris has been suf­fi­cient­ly pun­ished; enough blood has flowed, enough mis­ery has hum­bled a town de­prived of its king and of jus­tice. ’Tis not for me, a pri­vate in­di­vid­u­al, to dis­unite a queen from her king­dom. Since you de­mand my res­ig­na­tion, I re­tire.”

			“Then,” said Aramis, in his neigh­bor’s ear, “the con­fer­ences are over. There is noth­ing to do but to send Mon­sieur Mazarin to the most dis­tant fron­tier and to take care that he does not re­turn even by that, nor any oth­er en­trance in­to France.”

			“One in­stant, sir,” said the man in a gown, whom he ad­dressed; “a plague on’t! how fast you go! one may soon see that you’re a sol­dier. There’s the ar­ti­cle of re­mu­ner­a­tions and in­dem­ni­fi­ca­tions to be dis­cussed and set to rights.”

			“Chan­cel­lor,” said the queen, turn­ing to Séguier, our old ac­quain­tance, “you will open the con­fer­ences. They can take place at Rueil. The car­di­nal has said sev­er­al things which have ag­i­tat­ed me, there­fore I will not speak more ful­ly now. As to his go­ing or stay­ing, I feel too much grat­i­tude to the car­di­nal not to leave him free in all his ac­tions; he shall do what he wish­es to do.”

			A tran­sient pal­lor over­spread the speak­ing coun­te­nance of the prime min­is­ter; he looked at the queen with anx­i­ety. Her face was so pas­sion­less, that he, as ev­ery­one else present, was in­ca­pable of read­ing her thoughts.

			“But,” added the queen, “in await­ing the car­di­nal’s de­ci­sion let there be, if you please, a ref­er­ence to the king on­ly.”

			The deputies bowed and left the room.

			“What!” ex­claimed the queen, when the last of them had quit­ted the apart­ment, “you would yield to these limbs of the law—these ad­vo­cates?”

			“To pro­mote Your Majesty’s wel­fare, Madame,” replied Mazarin, fix­ing his pen­e­trat­ing eyes on the queen, “there is no sac­ri­fice that I would not make.”

			Anne dropped her head and fell in­to one of those rever­ies so ha­bit­u­al with her. A rec­ol­lec­tion of Athos came in­to her mind. His fear­less de­port­ment, his words, so firm, yet dig­ni­fied, the shades which by one word he had evoked, re­called to her the past in all its in­tox­i­ca­tion of po­et­ry and ro­mance, youth, beau­ty, the éclat of love at twen­ty years of age, the bloody death of Buck­ing­ham, the on­ly man whom she had ev­er re­al­ly loved, and the hero­ism of those ob­scure cham­pi­ons who had saved her from the dou­ble ha­tred of Riche­lieu and the king.

			Mazarin looked at her, and whilst she deemed her­self alone and freed from the world of en­e­mies who sought to spy in­to her se­cret thoughts, he read her thoughts in her coun­te­nance, as one sees in a trans­par­ent lake clouds pass—re­flec­tions, like thoughts, of the heav­ens.

			“Must we, then,” asked Anne of Aus­tria, “yield to the storm, buy peace, and pa­tient­ly and pi­ous­ly await bet­ter times?”

			Mazarin smiled sar­cas­ti­cal­ly at this speech, which showed that she had tak­en the min­is­ter’s pro­pos­al se­ri­ous­ly.

			Anne’s head was bent down—she had not seen the Ital­ian’s smile; but find­ing that her ques­tion elicit­ed no re­ply she looked up.

			“Well, you do not an­swer, car­di­nal; what do you think about it?”

			“I am think­ing, Madame, of the al­lu­sion made by that in­so­lent gen­tle­man, whom you have caused to be ar­rest­ed, to the Duke of Buck­ing­ham—to him whom you al­lowed to be as­sas­si­nat­ed—to the Duchess de Chevreuse, whom you suf­fered to be ex­iled—to the Duc de Beau­fort, whom you im­pris­oned; but if he made al­lu­sion to me it was be­cause he is ig­no­rant of the re­la­tion in which I stand to you.”

			Anne drew up, as she al­ways did, when any­thing touched her pride. She blushed, and that she might not an­swer, clasped her beau­ti­ful hands till her sharp nails al­most pierced them.

			“That man has sagac­i­ty, hon­or and wit, not to men­tion like­wise that he is a man of un­doubt­ed res­o­lu­tion. You know some­thing about him, do you not, Madame? I shall tell him, there­fore, and in do­ing so I shall con­fer a per­son­al fa­vor on him, how he is mis­tak­en in re­gard to me. What is pro­posed to me would be, in fact, al­most an ab­di­ca­tion, and an ab­di­ca­tion re­quires re­flec­tion.”

			“An ab­di­ca­tion?” re­peat­ed Anne; “I thought, sir, that it was kings alone who ab­di­cat­ed!”

			“Well,” replied Mazarin, “and am I not al­most a king—king, in­deed, of France? Thrown over the foot of the roy­al bed, my simar, Madame, looks not un­like the man­tle worn by kings.”

			This was one of the hu­mil­i­a­tions which Mazarin made Anne un­der­go more fre­quent­ly than any oth­er, and one that bowed her head with shame. Queen Eliz­a­beth and Cather­ine II of Rus­sia are the on­ly two mon­archs of their set on record who were at once sov­er­eigns and lovers. Anne of Aus­tria looked with a sort of ter­ror at the threat­en­ing as­pect of the car­di­nal—his phys­iog­no­my in such mo­ments was not des­ti­tute of a cer­tain grandeur.

			“Sir,” she replied, “did I not say, and did you not hear me say to those peo­ple, that you should do as you pleased?”

			“In that case,” said Mazarin, “I think it must please me best to re­main; not on­ly on ac­count of my own in­ter­est, but for your safe­ty.”

			“Re­main, then, sir; noth­ing can be more agree­able to me; on­ly do not al­low me to be in­sult­ed.”

			“You are re­fer­ring to the de­mands of the rebels and to the tone in which they stat­ed them? Pa­tience! They have se­lect­ed a field of bat­tle on which I am an abler gen­er­al than they—that of a con­fer­ence. No, we shall beat them by mere­ly tem­po­riz­ing. They want food al­ready. They will be ten times worse off in a week.”

			“Ah, yes! Good heav­ens! I know it will end in that way; but it is not they who taunt me with the most wound­ing re­proach­es, but—”

			“I un­der­stand; you mean to al­lude to the rec­ol­lec­tions per­pet­u­al­ly re­vived by these three gen­tle­men. How­ev­er, we have them safe in prison, and they are just suf­fi­cient­ly cul­pa­ble for us to keep them in prison as long as we find it con­ve­nient. One on­ly is still not in our pow­er and braves us. But, dev­il take him! we shall soon suc­ceed in send­ing him to join his boon com­pan­ions. We have ac­com­plished more dif­fi­cult things than that. In the first place I have as a pre­cau­tion shut up at Rueil, near me, un­der my own eyes, with­in reach of my hand, the two most in­tractable ones. To­day the third will be there al­so.”

			“As long as they are in prison all will be well,” said Anne, “but one of these days they will get out.”

			“Yes, if Your Majesty re­leas­es them.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Anne, fol­low­ing the train of her own thoughts on such oc­ca­sions, “one re­grets Paris!”

			“Why so?”

			“On ac­count of the Bastille, sir, which is so strong and so se­cure.”

			“Madame, these con­fer­ences will bring us peace; when we have peace we shall re­gain Paris; with Paris, the Bastille, and our four bul­lies shall rot there­in.”

			Anne frowned slight­ly when Mazarin, in tak­ing leave, kissed her hand.

			Mazarin, af­ter this half hum­ble, half gal­lant at­ten­tion, went away. Anne fol­lowed him with her eyes, and as he with­drew, at ev­ery step he took, a dis­dain­ful smile was seen play­ing, then grad­u­al­ly burst up­on her lips.

			“I once,” she said, “de­spised the love of a car­di­nal who nev­er said ‘I shall do,’ but, ‘I have done so-and-so.’ That man knew of re­treats more se­cure than Rueil, dark­er and more silent even than the Bastille. De­gen­er­ate world!”

		
	
		
			
				LXXXII

				Pre­cau­tions

			
			Af­ter quit­ting Anne, Mazarin took the road to Rueil, where he usu­al­ly resid­ed; in those times of dis­tur­bance he went about with nu­mer­ous fol­low­ers and of­ten dis­guised him­self. In mil­i­tary dress he was, in­deed, as we have stat­ed, a very hand­some man.

			In the court of the old Château of Saint Ger­main he en­tered his coach, and reached the Seine at Cha­tou. The prince had sup­plied him with fifty light horse, not so much by way of guard as to show the deputies how read­i­ly the queen’s gen­er­als dis­persed their troops and to prove that they might be safe­ly scat­tered at plea­sure. Athos, on horse­back, with­out his sword and kept in sight by Com­minges, fol­lowed the car­di­nal in si­lence. Gri­maud, find­ing that his mas­ter had been ar­rest­ed, fell back in­to the ranks near Aramis, with­out say­ing a word and as if noth­ing had hap­pened.

			Gri­maud had, in­deed, dur­ing twen­ty-two years of ser­vice, seen his mas­ter ex­tri­cate him­self from so many dif­fi­cul­ties that noth­ing less than Athos’s im­mi­nent death was like­ly to make him un­easy.

			At the branch­ing off of the road to­ward Paris, Aramis, who had fol­lowed in the car­di­nal’s suite, turned back. Mazarin went to the right hand and Aramis could see the pris­on­er dis­ap­pear at the turn­ing of the av­enue. Athos, at the same mo­ment, moved by a sim­i­lar im­pulse, looked back al­so. The two friends ex­changed a sim­ple in­cli­na­tion of the head and Aramis put his fin­ger to his hat, as if to bow, Athos alone com­pre­hend­ing by that sig­nal that he had some project in his head.

			Ten min­utes af­ter­ward Mazarin en­tered the court of that château which his pre­de­ces­sor had built for him at Rueil; as he alight­ed, Com­minges ap­proached him.

			“My lord,” he asked, “where does your Em­i­nence wish Mon­sieur Comte de la Fère to be lodged?”

			“In the pavil­ion of the or­angery, of course, in front of the pavil­ion where the guard is. I wish ev­ery re­spect to be shown the count, al­though he is the pris­on­er of Her Majesty the queen.”

			“My lord,” an­swered Com­minges, “he begs to be tak­en to the place where Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan is con­fined—that is, in the hunt­ing lodge, op­po­site the or­angery.”

			Mazarin thought for an in­stant.

			Com­minges saw that he was un­de­cid­ed.

			“ ’Tis a very strong post,” he re­sumed, “and we have forty good men, tried sol­diers, hav­ing no con­nec­tion with Fron­deurs nor any in­ter­est in the Fronde.”

			“If we put these three men to­geth­er, Mon­sieur Com­minges,” said Mazarin, “we must dou­ble the guard, and we are not rich enough in fight­ing men to com­mit such acts of prodi­gal­i­ty.”

			Com­minges smiled; Mazarin read and con­strued that smile.

			“You do not know these men, Mon­sieur Com­minges, but I know them, first per­son­al­ly, al­so by hearsay. I sent them to car­ry aid to King Charles and they per­formed prodi­gies to save him; had it not been for an ad­verse des­tiny, that beloved monarch would this day have been among us.”

			“But since they served your Em­i­nence so well, why are they, my lord car­di­nal, in prison?”

			“In prison?” said Mazarin, “and when has Rueil been a prison?”

			“Ev­er since there were pris­on­ers in it,” an­swered Com­minges.

			“These gen­tle­men, Com­minges, are not pris­on­ers,” re­turned Mazarin, with his iron­i­cal smile, “on­ly guests; but guests so pre­cious that I have put a grat­ing be­fore each of their win­dows and bolts to their doors, that they may not refuse to con­tin­ue my vis­i­tors. So much do I es­teem them that I am go­ing to make the Comte de la Fère a vis­it, that I may con­verse with him tête-à-tête, and that we may not be dis­turbed at our in­ter­view you must con­duct him, as I said be­fore, to the pavil­ion of the or­angery; that, you know, is my dai­ly prom­e­nade. Well, while tak­ing my walk I will call on him and we will talk. Al­though he pro­fess­es to be my en­e­my I have sym­pa­thy for him, and if he is rea­son­able per­haps we shall ar­range mat­ters.”

			Com­minges bowed, and re­turned to Athos, who was await­ing with ap­par­ent calm­ness, but with re­al anx­i­ety, the re­sult of the in­ter­view.

			“Well?” he said to the lieu­tenant.

			“Sir,” replied Com­minges, “it seems that it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Mon­sieur de Com­minges,” said Athos, “I have been a sol­dier all my life and I know the force of or­ders; but out­side your or­ders there is a ser­vice you can ren­der me.”

			“I will do it with all my heart,” said Com­minges; “for I know who you are and what ser­vice you once per­formed for Her Majesty; I know, too, how dear to you is the young man who came so valiant­ly to my aid when that old rogue of a Brous­sel was ar­rest­ed. I am en­tire­ly at your ser­vice, ex­cept on­ly for my or­ders.”

			“Thank you, sir; what I am about to ask will not com­pro­mise you in any de­gree.”

			“If it should even com­pro­mise me a lit­tle,” said Mon­sieur de Com­minges, with a smile, “still make your de­mand. I don’t like Mazarin any bet­ter than you do. I serve the queen and that draws me nat­u­ral­ly in­to the ser­vice of the car­di­nal; but I serve the one with joy and the oth­er against my will. Speak, then, I beg of you; I wait and lis­ten.”

			“Since there is no harm,” said Athos, “in my know­ing that d’Artag­nan is here, I pre­sume there will be none in his know­ing that I am here.”

			“I have re­ceived no or­ders on that point.”

			“Well, then, do me the kind­ness to give him my re­gards and tell him that I am his neigh­bor. Tell him al­so what you have just told me—that Mazarin has placed me in the pavil­ion of the or­angery in or­der to make me a vis­it, and as­sure him that I shall take ad­van­tage of this hon­or he pro­pos­es to ac­cord to me to ob­tain from him some ame­lio­ra­tion of our cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“Which can­not last,” in­ter­rupt­ed Com­minges; “the car­di­nal said so; there is no prison here.”

			“But there are ou­bli­ettes!” replied Athos, smil­ing.

			“Oh! that’s a dif­fer­ent thing; yes, I know there are tra­di­tions of that sort,” said Com­minges. “It was in the time of the oth­er car­di­nal, who was a great no­ble­man; but our Mazarin—im­pos­si­ble! an Ital­ian ad­ven­tur­er would not dare to go such lengths with such men as our­selves. Ou­bli­ettes are em­ployed as a means of king­ly vengeance, and a low­born fel­low such as he is would not have re­course to them. Your ar­rest is known, that of your friends will soon be known; and all the no­bil­i­ty of France would de­mand an ex­pla­na­tion of your dis­ap­pear­ance. No, no, be easy on that score. I will, how­ev­er, in­form Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan of your ar­rival here.”

			Com­minges then led the count to a room on the ground floor of a pavil­ion, at the end of the or­angery. They passed through a court­yard as they went, full of sol­diers and courtiers. In the cen­tre of this court, in the form of a horse­shoe, were the build­ings oc­cu­pied by Mazarin, and at each wing the pavil­ion (or small­er build­ing), where d’Artag­nan was con­fined, and that, lev­el with the or­angery, where Athos was to be. From the ends of these two wings ex­tend­ed the park.

			Athos, when he reached his ap­point­ed room, ob­served through the grat­ings of his win­dow, walls and roofs; and was told, on in­quiry, by Com­minges, that he was look­ing on the back of the pavil­ion where d’Artag­nan was con­fined.

			“Yes, ’tis too true,” said Com­minges, “ ’tis al­most a prison; but what a sin­gu­lar fan­cy this is of yours, count—you, who are the very flow­er of our no­bil­i­ty—to squan­der your val­or and loy­al­ty amongst these up­starts, the Frondists! Re­al­ly, count, if ev­er I thought that I had a friend in the ranks of the roy­al army, it was you. A Fron­deur! you, the Comte de la Fère, on the side of Brous­sel, Blancmes­nil and Vi­o­le! For shame! you, a Fron­deur!”

			“On my word of hon­or,” said Athos, “one must be ei­ther a Mazarin­ist or a Fron­deur. For a long time I had these words whis­pered in my ears, and I chose the lat­ter; at any rate, it is a French word. And now, I am a Fron­deur—not of Brous­sel’s par­ty, nor of Blancmes­nil’s, nor am I with Vi­o­le; but with the Duc de Beau­fort, the Ducs de Bouil­lon and d’El­beuf; with princes, not with pres­i­dents, coun­cil­lors and low­born lawyers. Be­sides, what a charm­ing out­look it would have been to serve the car­di­nal! Look at that wall—with­out a sin­gle win­dow—which tells you fine things about Mazarin’s grat­i­tude!”

			“Yes,” replied de Com­minges, “more es­pe­cial­ly if it could re­veal how Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan for this last week has been anath­e­ma­tiz­ing him.”

			“Poor d’Artag­nan” said Athos, with the charm­ing melan­choly that was one of the traits of his char­ac­ter, “so brave, so good, so ter­ri­ble to the en­e­mies of those he loves. You have two un­ruly pris­on­ers there, sir.”

			“Un­ruly,” Com­minges smiled; “you wish to ter­ri­fy me, I sup­pose. When he came here, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan pro­voked and braved the sol­diers and in­fe­ri­or of­fi­cers, in or­der, I sup­pose, to have his sword back. That mood last­ed some time; but now he’s as gen­tle as a lamb and sings Gas­con songs, which make one die of laugh­ing.”

			“And Du Val­lon?” asked Athos.

			“Ah, he’s quite an­oth­er sort of per­son—a for­mi­da­ble gen­tle­man, in­deed. The first day he broke all the doors in with a sin­gle push of his shoul­der; and I ex­pect­ed to see him leave Rueil in the same way as Sam­son left Gaza. But his tem­per cooled down, like his friend’s; he not on­ly gets used to his cap­tiv­i­ty, but jokes about it.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Athos.

			“Do you think any­thing else was to be ex­pect­ed of them?” asked Com­minges, who, putting to­geth­er what Mazarin had said of his pris­on­ers and what the Comte de la Fère had said, be­gan to feel a de­gree of un­easi­ness.

			Athos, on the oth­er hand, re­flect­ed that this re­cent gen­tle­ness of his friends most cer­tain­ly arose from some plan formed by d’Artag­nan. Un­will­ing to in­jure them by prais­ing them too high­ly, he replied: “They? They are two hot­heads—the one a Gas­con, the oth­er from Pi­cardy; both are eas­i­ly ex­cit­ed, but they qui­et down im­me­di­ate­ly. You have had a proof of that in what you have just re­lat­ed to me.”

			This, too, was the opin­ion of Com­minges, who with­drew some­what re­as­sured. Athos re­mained alone in the vast cham­ber, where, ac­cord­ing to the car­di­nal’s di­rec­tions, he was treat­ed with all the cour­tesy due to a no­ble­man. He await­ed Mazarin’s promised vis­it to get some light on his present sit­u­a­tion.

		
	
		
			
				LXXXIII

				Strength and Sagac­i­ty

			
			Now let us pass the or­angery to the hunt­ing lodge. At the ex­trem­i­ty of the court­yard, where, close to a por­ti­co formed of Ion­ic col­umns, were the dog ken­nels, rose an ob­long build­ing, the pavil­ion of the or­angery, a half cir­cle, en­clos­ing the court of hon­or. It was in this pavil­ion, on the ground floor, that d’Artag­nan and Porthos were con­fined, suf­fer­ing in­ter­minable hours of im­pris­on­ment in a man­ner suit­able to each dif­fer­ent tem­per­a­ment.

			D’Artag­nan was pac­ing to and fro like a caged tiger; with di­lat­ed eyes, growl­ing as he paced along by the bars of a win­dow look­ing up­on the yard of ser­vant’s of­fices.

			Porthos was ru­mi­nat­ing over an ex­cel­lent din­ner he had just de­mol­ished.

			The one seemed to be de­prived of rea­son, yet he was med­i­tat­ing. The oth­er seemed to med­i­tate, yet he was more than half asleep. But his sleep was a night­mare, which might be guessed by the in­co­her­ent man­ner in which he some­times snored and some­times snort­ed.

			“Look,” said d’Artag­nan, “day is de­clin­ing. It must be near­ly four o’clock. We have been in this place near­ly eighty-three hours.”

			“Hem!” mut­tered Porthos, with a kind of pre­tense of an­swer­ing.

			“Did you hear, eter­nal sleep­er?” cried d’Artag­nan, ir­ri­tat­ed that any­one could doze dur­ing the day, when he had the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty in sleep­ing dur­ing the night.

			“What?” said Porthos.

			“I say we have been here eighty-three hours.”

			“ ’Tis your fault,” an­swered Porthos.

			“How, my fault?”

			“Yes, I of­fered you es­cape.”

			“By pulling out a bar and push­ing down a door?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Porthos, men like us can’t go out from here pure­ly and sim­ply.”

			“Faith!” said Porthos, “as for me, I could go out with that pu­ri­ty and that sim­plic­i­ty which it seems to me you de­spise too much.”

			D’Artag­nan shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“And be­sides,” he said, “go­ing out of this cham­ber isn’t all.”

			“Dear friend,” said Porthos, “you ap­pear to be in a some­what bet­ter hu­mor to­day than you were yes­ter­day. Ex­plain to me why go­ing out of this cham­ber isn’t ev­ery­thing.”

			“Be­cause, hav­ing nei­ther arms nor pass­word, we shouldn’t take fifty steps in the court with­out knock­ing against a sen­tinel.”

			“Very well,” said Porthos, “we will kill the sen­tinel and we shall have his arms.”

			“Yes, but be­fore we can kill him—and he will be hard to kill, that Swiss—he will shriek out and the whole pick­et will come, and we shall be tak­en like fox­es, we, who are li­ons, and thrown in­to some dun­geon, where we shall not even have the con­so­la­tion of see­ing this fright­ful gray sky of Rueil, which no more re­sem­bles the sky of Tarbes than the moon is like the sun. Lack-a-day! if we on­ly had some­one to in­struct us about the phys­i­cal and moral to­pog­ra­phy of this cas­tle. Ah! when one thinks that for twen­ty years, dur­ing which time I did not know what to do with my­self, it nev­er oc­curred to me to come to study Rueil.”

			“What dif­fer­ence does that make?” said Porthos. “We shall go out all the same.”

			“Do you know, my dear fel­low, why mas­ter pas­trycooks nev­er work with their hands?”

			“No,” said Porthos, “but I should be glad to be in­formed.”

			“It is be­cause in the pres­ence of their pupils they fear that some of their tarts or creams may turn out bad­ly cooked.”

			“What then?”

			“Why, then they would be laughed at, and a mas­ter pas­trycook must nev­er be laughed at.”

			“And what have mas­ter pas­trycooks to do with us?”

			“We ought, in our ad­ven­tures, nev­er to be de­feat­ed or give any­one a chance to laugh at us. In Eng­land, late­ly, we failed, we were beat­en, and that is a blem­ish on our rep­u­ta­tion.”

			“By whom, then, were we beat­en?” asked Porthos.

			“By Mor­daunt.”

			“Yes, but we have drowned Mon­sieur Mor­daunt.”

			“That is true, and that will re­deem us a lit­tle in the eyes of pos­ter­i­ty, if pos­ter­i­ty ev­er looks at us. But lis­ten, Porthos: though Mon­sieur Mor­daunt was a man not to be de­spised, Mazarin is not less strong than he, and we shall not eas­i­ly suc­ceed in drown­ing him. We must, there­fore, watch and play a close game; for,” he added with a sigh, “we two are equal, per­haps, to eight oth­ers; but we are not equal to the four that you know of.”

			“That is true,” said Porthos, echo­ing d’Artag­nan’s sigh.

			“Well, Porthos, fol­low my ex­am­ples; walk back and forth till some news of our friends reach­es us or till we are vis­it­ed by a good idea. But don’t sleep as you do all the time; noth­ing dulls the in­tel­lect like sleep. As to what may lie be­fore us, it is per­haps less se­ri­ous than we at first thought. I don’t be­lieve that Mon­sieur de Mazarin thinks of cut­ting off our heads, for heads are not tak­en off with­out pre­vi­ous tri­al; a tri­al would make a noise, and a noise would get the at­ten­tion of our friends, who would check the op­er­a­tions of Mon­sieur de Mazarin.”

			“How well you rea­son!” said Porthos, ad­mir­ing­ly.

			“Well, yes, pret­ty well,” replied d’Artag­nan; “and be­sides, you see, if they put us on tri­al, if they cut off our heads, they must mean­while ei­ther keep us here or trans­fer us else­where.”

			“Yes, that is in­evitable,” said Porthos.

			“Well, it is im­pos­si­ble but that Mas­ter Aramis, that keen-scent­ed blood­hound, and Athos, that wise and pru­dent no­ble­man, will dis­cov­er our re­treat. Then, be­lieve me, it will be time to act.”

			“Yes, we will wait. We can wait the more con­tent­ed­ly, that it is not ab­so­lute­ly bad here, but for one thing, at least.”

			“What is that?”

			“Did you ob­serve, d’Artag­nan, that three days run­ning they have brought us braised mut­ton?”

			“No; but if it oc­curs a fourth time I shall com­plain of it, so nev­er mind.”

			“And then I feel the loss of my house, ’tis a long time since I vis­it­ed my cas­tles.”

			“For­get them for a time; we shall re­turn to them, un­less Mazarin razes them to the ground.”

			“Do you think that like­ly?”

			“No, the oth­er car­di­nal would have done so, but this one is too mean a fel­low to risk it.”

			“You rec­on­cile me, d’Artag­nan.”

			“Well, then, as­sume a cheer­ful man­ner, as I do; we must joke with the guards, we must gain the good­will of the sol­diers, since we can’t cor­rupt them. Try, Porthos, to please them more than you are wont to do when they are un­der our win­dows. Thus far you have done noth­ing but show them your fist; and the more re­spectable your fist is, Porthos, the less at­trac­tive it is. Ah, I would give much to have five hun­dred louis, on­ly.”

			“So would I,” said Porthos, un­will­ing to be be­hind d’Artag­nan in gen­eros­i­ty; “I would give as much as a hun­dred pis­toles.”

			The two pris­on­ers were at this point of their con­ver­sa­tion when Com­minges en­tered, pre­ced­ed by a sergeant and two men, who brought sup­per in a bas­ket with two han­dles, filled with basins and plates.

			“What!” ex­claimed Porthos, “mut­ton again?”

			“My dear Mon­sieur de Com­minges,” said d’Artag­nan, “you will find that my friend, Mon­sieur du Val­lon, will go to the most fa­tal lengths if Car­di­nal Mazarin con­tin­ues to pro­vide us with this sort of meat; mut­ton ev­ery day.”

			“I de­clare,” said Porthos, “I shall eat noth­ing if they do not take it away.”

			“Re­move the mut­ton,” cried Com­minges; “I wish Mon­sieur du Val­lon to sup well, more es­pe­cial­ly as I have news to give him that will im­prove his ap­petite.”

			“Is Mazarin dead?” asked Porthos.

			“No; I am sor­ry to tell you he is per­fect­ly well.”

			“So much the worse,” said Porthos.

			“What is that news?” asked d’Artag­nan. “News in prison is a fruit so rare that I trust, Mon­sieur de Com­minges, you will ex­cuse my im­pa­tience—the more ea­ger since you have giv­en us to un­der­stand that the news is good.”

			“Should you be glad to hear that the Comte de la Fère is well?” asked de Com­minges.

			D’Artag­nan’s pen­e­trat­ing gray eyes were opened to the ut­most.

			“Glad!” he cried; “I should be more than glad! Hap­py—be­yond mea­sure!”

			“Well, I am de­sired by him to give you his com­pli­ments and to say that he is in good health.”

			D’Artag­nan al­most leaped with joy. A quick glance con­veyed his thought to Porthos: “If Athos knows where we are, if he opens com­mu­ni­ca­tion with us, be­fore long Athos will act.”

			Porthos was not very quick to un­der­stand the lan­guage of glances, but now since the name of Athos had sug­gest­ed to him the same idea, he un­der­stood.

			“Do you say,” asked the Gas­con, timid­ly, “that the Comte de la Fère has com­mis­sioned you to give his com­pli­ments to Mon­sieur du Val­lon and my­self?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Then you have seen him?”

			“Cer­tain­ly I have.”

			“Where? if I may ask with­out in­dis­cre­tion.”

			“Near here,” replied de Com­minges, smil­ing; “so near that if the win­dows which look on the or­angery were not stopped up you could see him from where you are.”

			He is wan­der­ing about the en­vi­rons of the cas­tle, thought d’Artag­nan. Then he said aloud: “You met him, I dare say, in the park—hunt­ing, per­haps?”

			“No; near­er, near­er still. Look, be­hind this wall,” said de Com­minges, knock­ing against the wall.

			“Be­hind this wall? What is there, then, be­hind this wall? I was brought here by night, so dev­il take me if I know where I am.”

			“Well,” said Com­minges, “sup­pose one thing.”

			“I will sup­pose any­thing you please.”

			“Sup­pose there were a win­dow in this wall.”

			“Well?”

			“From that win­dow you would see Mon­sieur de la Fère at his.”

			“The count, then, is in the château?”

			“Yes.”

			“For what rea­son?”

			“The same as your­self.”

			“Athos—a pris­on­er?”

			“You know well,” replied de Com­minges, “that there are no pris­on­ers at Rueil, be­cause there is no prison.”

			“Don’t let us play up­on words, sir. Athos has been ar­rest­ed.”

			“Yes­ter­day, at Saint Ger­main, as he came out from the pres­ence of the queen.”

			The arms of d’Artag­nan fell pow­er­less by his side. One might have sup­posed him thun­der­struck; a pale­ness ran like a cloud over his dark skin, but dis­ap­peared im­me­di­ate­ly.

			“A pris­on­er?” he re­it­er­at­ed.

			“A pris­on­er,” re­peat­ed Porthos, quite de­ject­ed.

			Sud­den­ly d’Artag­nan looked up and in his eyes there was a gleam which scarce­ly even Porthos ob­served; but it died away and he ap­peared more sor­row­ful than be­fore.

			“Come, come,” said Com­minges, who, since d’Artag­nan, on the day of Brous­sel’s ar­rest, had saved him from the hands of the Parisians, had en­ter­tained a re­al af­fec­tion for him, “don’t be un­hap­py; I nev­er thought of bring­ing you bad news. Laugh at the chance which has brought your friend near to you and Mon­sieur du Val­lon, in­stead of be­ing in the depths of de­spair about it.”

			But d’Artag­nan was still in a de­spond­ing mood.

			“And how did he look?” asked Porthos, who, per­ceiv­ing that d’Artag­nan had al­lowed the con­ver­sa­tion to drop, prof­it­ed by it to put in a word or two.

			“Very well, in­deed, sir,” replied Com­minges; “at first, like you, he seemed dis­tressed; but when he heard that the car­di­nal was go­ing to pay him a vis­it this very evening—”

			“Ah!” cried d’Artag­nan, “the car­di­nal is about to vis­it the Comte de la Fère?”

			“Yes; and the count de­sired me to tell you that he should take ad­van­tage of this vis­it to plead for you and for him­self.”

			“Ah! our dear count!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“A fine thing, in­deed!” grunt­ed Porthos. “A great fa­vor! Zounds! Mon­sieur the Comte de la Fère, whose fam­i­ly is al­lied to the Mont­moren­cy and the Ro­han, is eas­i­ly the equal of Mon­sieur de Mazarin.”

			“No mat­ter,” said d’Artag­nan, in his most wheedling tone. “On re­flec­tion, my dear Du Val­lon, it is a great hon­or for the Comte de la Fère, and gives good rea­son to hope. In fact, it seems to me so great an hon­or for a pris­on­er that I think Mon­sieur de Com­minges must be mis­tak­en.”

			“What? I am mis­tak­en?”

			“Mon­sieur de Mazarin will not come to vis­it the Comte de la Fère, but the Comte de la Fère will be sent for to vis­it him.”

			“No, no, no,” said Com­minges, who made a point of hav­ing the facts ap­pear ex­act­ly as they were, “I clear­ly un­der­stood what the car­di­nal said to me. He will come and vis­it the Comte de la Fère.”

			D’Artag­nan tried to gath­er from the ex­pres­sion of his eyes whether Porthos un­der­stood the im­por­tance of that vis­it, but Porthos did not even look to­ward him.

			“It is, then, the car­di­nal’s cus­tom to walk in his or­angery?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Ev­ery evening he shuts him­self in there. That, it seems, is where he med­i­tates on state af­fairs.”

			“In that case,” said d’Artag­nan, “I be­gin to be­lieve that Mon­sieur de la Fère will re­ceive the vis­it of his Em­i­nence; he will, of course, have an es­cort.”

			“Yes—two sol­diers.”

			“And will he talk thus of af­fairs in pres­ence of two strangers?”

			“The sol­diers are Swiss, who un­der­stand on­ly Ger­man. Be­sides, ac­cord­ing to all prob­a­bil­i­ty they will wait at the door.”

			D’Artag­nan made a vi­o­lent ef­fort over him­self to keep his face from be­ing too ex­pres­sive.

			“Let the car­di­nal take care of go­ing alone to vis­it the Comte de la Fère,” said d’Artag­nan; “for the count must be fu­ri­ous.”

			Com­minges be­gan to laugh. “Oh, oh! why, re­al­ly, one would say that you four were an­thropa­pha­gi! The count is an af­fa­ble man; be­sides, he is un­armed; at the first word from his Em­i­nence the two sol­diers about him would run to his as­sis­tance.”

			“Two sol­diers,” said d’Artag­nan, seem­ing to re­mem­ber some­thing, “two sol­diers, yes; that, then, is why I hear two men called ev­ery evening and see them walk­ing some­times for half an hour, un­der my win­dow.”

			“That is it; they are wait­ing for the car­di­nal, or rather for Bernouin, who comes to call them when the car­di­nal goes out.”

			“Fine-look­ing men, up­on my word!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“They be­long to the reg­i­ment that was at Lens, which the prince as­signed to the car­di­nal.”

			“Ah, Mon­sieur,” said d’Artag­nan, as if to sum up in a word all that con­ver­sa­tion, “if on­ly his Em­i­nence would re­lent and grant to Mon­sieur de la Fère our lib­er­ty.”

			“I wish it with all my heart,” said Com­minges.

			“Then, if he should for­get that vis­it, you would find no in­con­ve­nience in re­mind­ing him of it?”

			“Not at all.”

			“Ah, that gives me more con­fi­dence.”

			This skill­ful turn of the con­ver­sa­tion would have seemed a sub­lime ma­noeu­vre to any­one who could have read the Gas­con’s soul.

			“Now,” said d’Artag­nan, “I’ve one last fa­vor to ask of you, Mon­sieur de Com­minges.”

			“At your ser­vice, sir.”

			“You will see the count again?”

			“To­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Will you re­mem­ber us to him and ask him to so­lic­it for me the same fa­vor that he will have ob­tained?”

			“You want the car­di­nal to come here?”

			“No; I know my place and am not so pre­sump­tu­ous. Let his Em­i­nence do me the hon­or to give me a hear­ing; that is all I want.”

			“Oh!” mut­tered Porthos, shak­ing his head, “nev­er should I have thought this of him! How mis­for­tune hum­bles a man!”

			“I prom­ise you it shall be done,” an­swered de Com­minges.

			“Tell the count that I am well; that you found me sad, but re­signed.”

			“I am pleased, sir, to hear that.”

			“And the same, al­so, for Mon­sieur du Val­lon—”

			“Not for me,” cried Porthos; “I am not by any means re­signed.”

			“But you will be re­signed, my friend.”

			“Nev­er!”

			“He will be­come so, Mon­sieur; I know him bet­ter than he knows him­self. Be silent, dear Du Val­lon, and re­sign your­self.”

			“Adieu, gen­tle­men,” said de Com­minges; “sleep well!”

			“We will try.”

			De Com­minges went away, d’Artag­nan re­main­ing ap­par­ent­ly in the same at­ti­tude of hum­ble res­ig­na­tion; but scarce­ly had he de­part­ed when he turned and clasped Porthos in his arms with an ex­pres­sion not to be doubt­ed.

			“Oh!” cried Porthos; “what’s the mat­ter now? Have you gone mad, my dear friend?”

			“What is the mat­ter?” re­turned d’Artag­nan; “we are saved!”

			“I don’t see that at all,” an­swered Porthos. “I think we are all tak­en pris­on­ers, ex­cept Aramis, and that our chances of get­ting out are less­ened since one more of us is caught in Mazarin’s mouse­trap.”

			“Which is far too strong for two of us, but not strong enough for three of us,” re­turned d’Artag­nan.

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” said Porthos.

			“Nev­er mind; let’s sit down to ta­ble and take some­thing to strength­en us for the night.”

			“What are we to do, then, tonight?”

			“To trav­el—per­haps.”

			“But—”

			“Sit down, dear friend, to ta­ble. When one is eat­ing, ideas flow eas­i­ly. Af­ter sup­per, when they are per­fect­ed, I will com­mu­ni­cate my plans to you.”

			So Porthos sat down to ta­ble with­out an­oth­er word and ate with an ap­petite that did hon­or to the con­fi­dence that was ev­er in­spired in him by d’Artag­nan’s in­ven­tive imag­i­na­tion.

		
	
		
			
				LXXXIV

				Strength and Sagac­i­ty—Con­tin­ued

			
			Sup­per was eat­en in si­lence, but not in sad­ness; for from time to time one of those sweet smiles which were ha­bit­u­al to him in mo­ments of good-hu­mor il­lu­mined the face of d’Artag­nan. Not a scin­til­la of these was lost on Porthos; and at ev­ery one he ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion which be­trayed to his friend that he had not lost sight of the idea which pos­sessed his brain.

			At dessert d’Artag­nan re­posed in his chair, crossed one leg over the oth­er and lounged about like a man per­fect­ly at his ease.

			Porthos rest­ed his chin on his hands, placed his el­bows on the ta­ble and looked at d’Artag­nan with an ex­pres­sion of con­fi­dence which im­part­ed to that colos­sus an ad­mirable ap­pear­ance of good-fel­low­ship.

			“Well?” said d’Artag­nan, at last.

			“Well!” re­peat­ed Porthos.

			“You were say­ing, my dear friend—”

			“No; I said noth­ing.”

			“Yes; you were say­ing you wished to leave this place.”

			“Ah, in­deed! the will was nev­er want­ing.”

			“To get away you would not mind, you added, knock­ing down a door or a wall.”

			“ ’Tis true—I said so, and I say it again.”

			“And I an­swered you, Porthos, that it was not a good plan; that we couldn’t go a hun­dred steps with­out be­ing re­cap­tured, be­cause we were with­out clothes to dis­guise our­selves and arms to de­fend our­selves.”

			“That is true; we should need clothes and arms.”

			“Well,” said d’Artag­nan, ris­ing, “we have them, friend Porthos, and even some­thing bet­ter.”

			“Bah!” said Porthos, look­ing around.

			“Use­less to look; ev­ery­thing will come to us when want­ed. At about what time did we see the two Swiss guards walk­ing yes­ter­day?”

			“An hour af­ter sun­set.”

			“If they go out to­day as they did yes­ter­day we shall have the hon­or, then, of see­ing them in half an hour?”

			“In a quar­ter of an hour at most.”

			“Your arm is still strong enough, is it not, Porthos?”

			Porthos un­but­toned his sleeve, raised his shirt and looked com­pla­cent­ly on his strong arm, as large as the leg of any or­di­nary man.

			“Yes, in­deed,” said he, “I be­lieve so.”

			“So that you could with­out trou­ble con­vert these tongs in­to a hoop and yon­der shov­el in­to a corkscrew?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.” And the gi­ant took up these two ar­ti­cles, and with­out any ap­par­ent ef­fort pro­duced in them the meta­mor­phoses sug­gest­ed by his com­pan­ion.

			“There!” he cried.

			“Cap­i­tal!” ex­claimed the Gas­con. “Re­al­ly, Porthos, you are a gift­ed in­di­vid­u­al!”

			“I have heard speak,” said Porthos, “of a cer­tain Mi­lo of Cro­tona, who per­formed won­der­ful feats, such as bind­ing his fore­head with a cord and burst­ing it—of killing an ox with a blow of his fist and car­ry­ing it home on his shoul­ders, et cetera. I used to learn all these feats by heart yon­der, down at Pier­re­fonds, and I have done all that he did ex­cept break­ing a cord by the cor­ru­ga­tion of my tem­ples.”

			“Be­cause your strength is not in your head, Porthos,” said his friend.

			“No; it is in my arms and shoul­ders,” an­swered Porthos with grat­i­fied naivete.

			“Well, my dear friend, let us ap­proach the win­dow and there you can match your strength against that of an iron bar.”

			Porthos went to the win­dow, took a bar in his hands, clung to it and bent it like a bow; so that the two ends came out of the sock­ets of stone in which for thir­ty years they had been fixed.

			“Well! friend, the car­di­nal, al­though such a ge­nius, could nev­er have done that.”

			“Shall I take out any more of them?” asked Porthos.

			“No; that is suf­fi­cient; a man can pass through that.”

			Porthos tried, and passed the up­per por­tion of his body through.

			“Yes,” he said.

			“Now pass your arm through this open­ing.”

			“Why?”

			“You will know present­ly—pass it.”

			Porthos obeyed with mil­i­tary prompt­ness and passed his arm through the open­ing.

			“Ad­mirable!” said d’Artag­nan.

			“The scheme goes for­ward, it seems.”

			“On wheels, dear friend.”

			“Good! What shall I do now?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“It is fin­ished, then?”

			“No, not yet.”

			“I should like to un­der­stand,” said Porthos.

			“Lis­ten, my dear friend; in two words you will know all. The door of the guard­house opens, as you see.”

			“Yes, I see.”

			“They are about to send in­to our court, which Mon­sieur de Mazarin cross­es on his way to the or­angery, the two guards who at­tend him.”

			“There they are, com­ing out.”

			“If on­ly they close the guard­house door! Good! They close it.”

			“What, then?”

			“Si­lence! They may hear us.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand it at all.”

			“As you ex­e­cute you will un­der­stand.”

			“And yet I should have pre­ferred—”

			“You will have the plea­sure of the sur­prise.”

			“Ah, that is true.”

			“Hush!”

			Porthos re­mained silent and mo­tion­less.

			In fact, the two sol­diers ad­vanced on the side where the win­dow was, rub­bing their hands, for it was cold, it be­ing the month of Feb­ru­ary.

			At this mo­ment the door of the guard­house was opened and one of the sol­diers was sum­moned away.

			“Now,” said d’Artag­nan, “I am go­ing to call this sol­dier and talk to him. Don’t lose a word of what I’m go­ing to say to you, Porthos. Ev­ery­thing lies in the ex­e­cu­tion.”

			“Good, the ex­e­cu­tion of plots is my forte.”

			“I know it well. I de­pend on you. Look, I shall turn to the left, so that the sol­dier will be at your right, as soon as he mounts on the bench to talk to us.”

			“But sup­pos­ing he doesn’t mount?”

			“He will; re­ly up­on it. As soon as you see him get up, stretch out your arm and seize him by the neck. Then, rais­ing him up as To­bit raised the fish by the gills, you must pull him in­to the room, tak­ing care to squeeze him so tight that he can’t cry out.”

			“Oh!” said Porthos. “Sup­pose I hap­pen to stran­gle him?”

			“To be sure there would on­ly be a Swiss the less in the world; but you will not do so, I hope. Lay him down here; we’ll gag him and tie him—no mat­ter where—some­where. So we shall get from him one uni­form and a sword.”

			“Mar­velous!” ex­claimed Porthos, look­ing at the Gas­con with the most pro­found ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“Pooh!” replied d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes,” said Porthos, rec­ol­lect­ing him­self, “but one uni­form and one sword will not suf­fice for two.”

			“Well; but there’s his com­rade.”

			“True,” said Porthos.

			“There­fore, when I cough, stretch out your arm.”

			“Good!”

			The two friends then placed them­selves as they had agreed, Porthos be­ing com­plete­ly hid­den in an an­gle of the win­dow.

			“Good evening, com­rade,” said d’Artag­nan in his most fas­ci­nat­ing voice and man­ner.

			“Good evening, sir,” an­swered the sol­dier, in a strong pro­vin­cial ac­cent.

			“ ’Tis not too warm to walk,” re­sumed d’Artag­nan.

			“No, sir.”

			“And I think a glass of wine will not be dis­agree­able to you?”

			“A glass of wine will be ex­treme­ly wel­come.”

			“The fish bites—the fish bites!” whis­pered the Gas­con to Porthos.

			“I un­der­stand,” said Porthos.

			“A bot­tle, per­haps?”

			“A whole bot­tle? Yes, sir.”

			“A whole bot­tle, if you will drink my health.”

			“Will­ing­ly,” an­swered the sol­dier.

			“Come, then, and take it, friend,” said the Gas­con.

			“With all my heart. How con­ve­nient that there’s a bench here. Egad! one would think it had been placed here on pur­pose.”

			“Get on it; that’s it, friend.”

			And d’Artag­nan coughed.

			That in­stant the arm of Porthos fell. His hand of iron grasped, quick as light­ning, firm as a pair of black­smith’s pin­cers, the sol­dier’s throat. He raised him, al­most sti­fling him as he drew him through the aper­ture, at the risk of flay­ing him in the pas­sage. He then laid him down on the floor, where d’Artag­nan, af­ter giv­ing him just time enough to draw his breath, gagged him with his long scarf; and the mo­ment he had done so be­gan to un­dress him with the promp­ti­tude and dex­ter­i­ty of a man who had learned his busi­ness on the field of bat­tle. Then the sol­dier, gagged and bound, was placed up­on the hearth, the fire of which had been pre­vi­ous­ly ex­tin­guished by the two friends.

			“Here’s a sword and a dress,” said Porthos.

			“I take them,” said d’Artag­nan, “for my­self. If you want an­oth­er uni­form and sword you must play the same trick over again. Stop! I see the oth­er sol­dier is­sue from the guard­room and come to­ward us.”

			“I think,” replied Porthos, “it would be im­pru­dent to at­tempt the same ma­noeu­vre again; it is said that no man can suc­ceed twice in the same way, and a fail­ure would be ru­inous. No; I will go down, seize the man un­awares and bring him to you ready gagged.”

			“That is bet­ter,” said the Gas­con.

			“Be ready,” said Porthos, as he slipped through the open­ing.

			He did as he said. Porthos seized his op­por­tu­ni­ty, caught the next sol­dier by his neck, gagged him and pushed him like a mum­my through the bars in­to the room, and en­tered af­ter him. Then they un­dressed him as they had done the first, laid him on their bed and bound him with the straps which com­posed the bed—the bed­stead be­ing of oak. This op­er­a­tion proved as great a suc­cess as the first.

			“There,” said d’Artag­nan, “this is cap­i­tal! Now let me try on the dress of yon­der chap. Porthos, I doubt if you can wear it; but should it be too tight, nev­er mind, you can wear the breast­plate and the hat with the red feath­ers.”

			It hap­pened, how­ev­er, that the sec­ond sol­dier was a Swiss of gi­gan­tic pro­por­tions, so, save that some few of the seams split, his uni­form fit­ted Porthos per­fect­ly.

			They then dressed them­selves.

			“ ’Tis done!” they both ex­claimed at once. “As to you, com­rades,” they said to the men, “noth­ing will hap­pen to you if you are dis­creet; but if you stir you are dead men.”

			The sol­diers were com­plaisant; they had found the grasp of Porthos pret­ty pow­er­ful and that it was no joke to fight against it.

			“Now,” said d’Artag­nan, “you wouldn’t be sor­ry to un­der­stand the plot, would you, Porthos?”

			“Well, no, not very.”

			“Well, then, we shall go down in­to the court.”

			“Yes.”

			“We shall take the place of those two fel­lows.”

			“Well?”

			“We will walk back and forth.”

			“That’s a good idea, for it isn’t warm.”

			“In a mo­ment the valet de cham­bre will call the guard, as he did yes­ter­day and the day be­fore.”

			“And we shall an­swer?”

			“No, on the con­trary, we shall not an­swer.”

			“As you please; I don’t in­sist on an­swer­ing.”

			“We will not an­swer, then; we will sim­ply set­tle our hats on our heads and we will es­cort his Em­i­nence.”

			“Where shall we es­cort him?”

			“Where he is go­ing—to vis­it Athos. Do you think Athos will be sor­ry to see us?”

			“Oh!” cried Porthos, “oh! I un­der­stand.”

			“Wait a lit­tle, Porthos, be­fore cry­ing out; for, on my word, you haven’t reached the end,” said the Gas­con, in a jest­ing tone.

			“What is to hap­pen?” said Porthos.

			“Fol­low me,” replied d’Artag­nan. “The man who lives to see shall see.”

			And slip­ping through the aper­ture, he alight­ed in the court. Porthos fol­lowed him by the same road, but with more dif­fi­cul­ty and less dili­gence. They could hear the two sol­diers shiv­er­ing with fear, as they lay bound in the cham­ber.

			Scarce­ly had the two French­men touched the ground when a door opened and the voice of the valet de cham­bre called out:

			“Make ready!”

			At the same mo­ment the guard­house was opened and a voice called out:

			“La Bruyère and Du Barthois! March!”

			“It seems that I am named La Bruyère,” re­marked d’Artag­nan.

			“And I, Du Barthois,” added Porthos.

			“Where are you?” asked the valet de cham­bre, whose eyes, daz­zled by the light, could not clear­ly dis­tin­guish our he­roes in the gloom.

			“Here we are,” said the Gas­con.

			“What say you to that, Mon­sieur du Val­lon?” he added in a low tone to Porthos.

			“If it but lasts, most cap­i­tal,” re­spond­ed Porthos.

			These two new­ly en­list­ed sol­diers marched grave­ly af­ter the valet de cham­bre, who opened the door of the vestibule, then an­oth­er which seemed to be that of a wait­ing-room, and show­ing them two stools:

			“Your or­ders are very sim­ple,” he said; “don’t al­low any­body, ex­cept one per­son, to en­ter here. Do you hear—not a sin­gle crea­ture! Obey that per­son im­plic­it­ly. On your re­turn you can­not make a mis­take. You have on­ly to wait here till I re­lease you.”

			D’Artag­nan was known to this valet de cham­bre, who was no oth­er than Bernouin, and he had dur­ing the last six or eight months in­tro­duced the Gas­con a dozen times to the car­di­nal. The Gas­con, there­fore, in­stead of an­swer­ing, growled out “Ja! Ja!” in the most Ger­man and the least Gas­con ac­cent pos­si­ble.

			As for Porthos, on whom d’Artag­nan had im­pressed the ne­ces­si­ty of ab­so­lute si­lence and who did not even now be­gin to com­pre­hend the scheme of his friend, which was to fol­low Mazarin in his vis­it to Athos, he was sim­ply mute. All that he was al­lowed to say, in case of emer­gen­cies, was the prover­bial Der Teufel!

			Bernouin shut the door and went away. When Porthos heard the key turn in the lock he be­gan to be alarmed, lest they should on­ly have ex­changed one prison for an­oth­er.

			“Porthos, my friend,” said d’Artag­nan, “don’t dis­trust Prov­i­dence! Let me med­i­tate and con­sid­er.”

			“Med­i­tate and con­sid­er as much as you like,” replied Porthos, who was now quite out of hu­mor at see­ing things take this turn.

			“We have walked eight paces,” whis­pered d’Artag­nan, “and gone up six steps, so here­abouts is the pavil­ion called the Pavil­ion of the Or­angery. The Comte de la Fère can­not be far off, on­ly the doors are locked.”

			“That is a slight dif­fi­cul­ty,” said Porthos, “and a good push with the shoul­ders—”

			“For God’s sake, Porthos my friend, re­serve your feats of strength, or they will not have, when need­ed, the hon­or they de­serve. Have you not heard that some­one is com­ing here?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, that some­one will open the doors.”

			“But, my dear fel­low, if that some­one rec­og­nizes us, if that some­one cries out, we are lost; for you don’t pro­pose, I imag­ine, that I shall kill that man of the church. That might do if we were deal­ing with En­glish­men or Ger­mans.”

			“Oh, may God keep me from it, and you, too!” said d’Artag­nan. “The young king would, per­haps, show us some grat­i­tude; but the queen would nev­er for­give us, and it is she whom we have to con­sid­er. And then, be­sides, the use­less blood! nev­er! no, nev­er! I have my plan; let me car­ry it out and we shall laugh.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” said Porthos; “I feel some need of it.”

			“Hush!” said d’Artag­nan; “the some­one is com­ing.”

			The sound of a light step was heard in the vestibule. The hinges of the door creaked and a man ap­peared in the dress of a cav­a­lier, wrapped in a brown cloak, with a lantern in one hand and a large beaver hat pulled down over his eyes.

			Porthos ef­faced him­self against the wall, but he could not ren­der him­self in­vis­i­ble; and the man in the cloak said to him, giv­ing him his lantern:

			“Light the lamp which hangs from the ceil­ing.”

			Then ad­dress­ing d’Artag­nan:

			“You know the watch­word?” he said.

			“Ja!” replied the Gas­con, de­ter­mined to con­fine him­self to this spec­i­men of the Ger­man tongue.

			“Tedesco!” an­swered the cav­a­lier; “va bene.”

			And ad­vanc­ing to­ward the door op­po­site to that by which he came in, he opened it and dis­ap­peared be­hind it, shut­ting it as he went.

			“Now,” asked Porthos, “what are we to do?”

			“Now we shall make use of your shoul­der, friend Porthos, if this door proves to be locked. Ev­ery­thing in its prop­er time, and all comes right to those who know how to wait pa­tient­ly. But first bar­ri­cade the first door well; then we will fol­low yon­der cav­a­lier.”

			The two friends set to work and crowd­ed the space be­fore the door with all the fur­ni­ture in the room, as not on­ly to make the pas­sage im­pass­able, but so to block the door that by no means could it open in­ward.

			“There!” said d’Artag­nan, “we can’t be over­tak­en. Come! for­ward!”

		
	
		
			
				LXXXV

				The Ou­bli­ettes of Car­di­nal Mazarin

			
			At first, on ar­riv­ing at the door through which Mazarin had passed, d’Artag­nan tried in vain to open it, but on the pow­er­ful shoul­der of Porthos be­ing ap­plied to one of the pan­els, which gave way, d’Artag­nan in­tro­duced the point of his sword be­tween the bolt and the sta­ple of the lock. The bolt gave way and the door opened.

			“As I told you, ev­ery­thing can be at­tained, Porthos, wom­en and doors, by pro­ceed­ing with gen­tle­ness.”

			“You’re a great moral­ist, and that’s the fact,” said Porthos.

			They en­tered; be­hind a glass win­dow, by the light of the car­di­nal’s lantern, which had been placed on the floor in the midst of the gallery, they saw the or­ange and pome­gran­ate trees of the cas­tle of Rueil, in long lines, form­ing one great al­ley and two small­er side al­leys.

			“No car­di­nal!” said d’Artag­nan, “but on­ly his lantern; where the dev­il, then, is he?”

			Ex­plor­ing, how­ev­er, one of the side wings of the gallery, af­ter mak­ing a sign to Porthos to ex­plore the oth­er, he saw, all at once, at his left, a tub con­tain­ing an or­ange tree, which had been pushed out of its place and in its place an open aper­ture.

			Ten men would have found dif­fi­cul­ty in mov­ing that tub, but by some me­chan­i­cal con­trivance it had turned with the flag­stone on which it rest­ed.

			D’Artag­nan, as we have said, per­ceived a hole in that place and in this hole the steps of a wind­ing stair­case.

			He called Porthos to look at it.

			“Were our ob­ject mon­ey on­ly,” he said, “we should be rich di­rect­ly.”

			“How’s that?”

			“Don’t you un­der­stand, Porthos? At the bot­tom of that stair­case lies, prob­a­bly, the car­di­nal’s trea­sury of which folk tell such won­ders, and we should on­ly have to de­scend, emp­ty a chest, shut the car­di­nal up in it, dou­ble lock it, go away, car­ry­ing off as much gold as we could, put back this or­ange-tree over the place, and no one in the world would ev­er ask us where our for­tune came from—not even the car­di­nal.”

			“It would be a hap­py hit for clowns to make, but as it seems to be un­wor­thy of two gen­tle­men—” said Porthos.

			“So I think; and there­fore I said, ‘Were our ob­ject mon­ey on­ly’; but we want some­thing else,” replied the Gas­con.

			At the same mo­ment, whilst d’Artag­nan was lean­ing over the aper­ture to lis­ten, a metal­lic sound, as if some­one was mov­ing a bag of gold, struck on his ear; he start­ed; in­stant­ly af­ter­ward a door opened and a light played up­on the stair­case.

			Mazarin had left his lamp in the gallery to make peo­ple be­lieve that he was walk­ing about, but he had with him a wax light, to help him to ex­plore his mys­te­ri­ous strong box.

			“Faith,” he said, in Ital­ian, as he was reas­cend­ing the steps and look­ing at a bag of re­als, “faith, there’s enough to pay five coun­cil­lors of par­lia­ment, and two gen­er­als in Paris. I am a great cap­tain—that I am! but I make war in my own way.”

			The two friends were crouch­ing down, mean­time, be­hind a tub in the side al­ley.

			Mazarin came with­in three steps of d’Artag­nan and pushed a spring in the wall; the slab turned and the or­ange tree re­sumed its place.

			Then the car­di­nal put out the wax light, slipped it in­to his pock­et, and tak­ing up the lantern: “Now,” he said, “for Mon­sieur de la Fère.”

			Very good, thought d’Artag­nan, ’tis our road like­wise; we will go to­geth­er.

			All three set off on their walk, Mazarin tak­ing the mid­dle al­ley and the friends the side ones.

			The car­di­nal reached a sec­ond door with­out per­ceiv­ing he was be­ing fol­lowed; the sand with which the al­leys were cov­ered dead­ened the sound of foot­steps.

			He then turned to the left, down a cor­ri­dor which had es­caped the at­ten­tion of the two friends, but as he opened the door he paused, as if in thought.

			“Ah! Di­avo­lo!” he ex­claimed, “I for­got the rec­om­men­da­tion of de Com­minges, who ad­vised me to take a guard and place it at this door, in or­der not to put my­self at the mer­cy of that four-head­ed com­bi­na­tion of dev­ils.” And with a move­ment of im­pa­tience he turned to re­trace his steps.

			“Do not give your­self the trou­ble, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, with his right foot for­ward, his beaver in his hand, a smile on his face, “we have fol­lowed your Em­i­nence step by step and here we are.”

			“Yes—here we are,” said Porthos.

			And he made the same friend­ly salute as d’Artag­nan.

			Mazarin gazed at each of them with an af­fright­ed stare, rec­og­nized them, and let drop his lantern, ut­ter­ing a cry of ter­ror.

			D’Artag­nan picked it up; by good luck it had not been ex­tin­guished.

			“Oh, what im­pru­dence, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan; “ ’tis not good to be about just here with­out a light. Your Em­i­nence might knock against some­thing, or fall in­to a hole.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” mut­tered Mazarin, un­able to re­cov­er from his as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes, my lord, it is I. I have the hon­or to present to you Mon­sieur du Val­lon, that ex­cel­lent friend of mine, in whom your Em­i­nence had the kind­ness to in­ter­est your­self for­mer­ly.”

			And d’Artag­nan held the lamp be­fore the mer­ry face of Porthos, who now be­gan to com­pre­hend the af­fair and be very proud of the whole un­der­tak­ing.

			“You were go­ing to vis­it Mon­sieur de la Fère?” said d’Artag­nan. “Don’t let us dis­ar­range your Em­i­nence. Be so good as to show us the way and we will fol­low you.”

			Mazarin was by de­grees re­cov­er­ing his sens­es.

			“Have you been long in the or­angery?” he asked in a trem­bling voice, re­mem­ber­ing the vis­its he had been pay­ing to his trea­sury.

			Porthos opened his mouth to re­ply; d’Artag­nan made him a sign, and his mouth, re­main­ing silent, grad­u­al­ly closed.

			“This mo­ment come, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan.

			Mazarin breathed again. His fears were now no longer for his hoard, but for him­self. A sort of smile played on his lips.

			“Come,” he said, “you have me in a snare, gen­tle­men. I con­fess my­self con­quered. You wish to ask for lib­er­ty, and—I give it you.”

			“Oh, my lord!” an­swered d’Artag­nan, “you are too good; as to our lib­er­ty, we have that; we want to ask some­thing else of you.”

			“You have your lib­er­ty?” re­peat­ed Mazarin, in ter­ror.

			“Cer­tain­ly; and on the oth­er hand, my lord, you have lost it, and now, in ac­cor­dance with the law of war, sir, you must buy it back again.”

			Mazarin felt a shiv­er run through him—a chill even to his heart’s core. His pierc­ing look was fixed in vain on the satir­i­cal face of the Gas­con and the un­chang­ing coun­te­nance of Porthos. Both were in shad­ow and the Sybil of Cuma her­self could not have read them.

			“To pur­chase back my lib­er­ty?” said the car­di­nal.

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“And how much will that cost me, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan?”

			“Zounds, my lord, I don’t know yet. We must ask the Comte de la Fère the ques­tion. Will your Em­i­nence deign to open the door which leads to the count’s room, and in ten min­utes all will be set­tled.”

			Mazarin start­ed.

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “your Em­i­nence sees that we wish to act with all for­mal­i­ty and due re­spect; but I must warn you that we have no time to lose; open the door then, my lord, and be so good as to re­mem­ber, once for all, that on the slight­est at­tempt to es­cape or the faintest cry for help, our po­si­tion be­ing very crit­i­cal in­deed, you must not be an­gry with us if we go to ex­trem­i­ties.”

			“Be as­sured,” an­swered Mazarin, “that I shall at­tempt noth­ing; I give you my word of hon­or.”

			D’Artag­nan made a sign to Porthos to re­dou­ble his watch­ful­ness; then turn­ing to Mazarin:

			“Now, my lord, let us en­ter, if you please.”

		
	
		
			
				LXXXVI

				Con­fer­ences

			
			Mazarin turned the lock of a dou­ble door, on the thresh­old of which they found Athos ready to re­ceive his il­lus­tri­ous guests ac­cord­ing to the no­tice Com­minges had giv­en him.

			On per­ceiv­ing Mazarin he bowed.

			“Your Em­i­nence,” he said, “might have dis­pensed with your at­ten­dants; the hon­or be­stowed on me is too great for me to be un­mind­ful of it.”

			“And so, my dear count,” said d’Artag­nan, “his Em­i­nence didn’t ac­tu­al­ly in­sist on our at­tend­ing him; it is Du Val­lon and I who have in­sist­ed, and even in a man­ner some­what im­po­lite, per­haps, so great was our long­ing to see you.”

			At that voice, that mock­ing tone, and that fa­mil­iar ges­ture, ac­cent­ing voice and tone, Athos made a bound of sur­prise.

			“D’Artag­nan! Porthos!” he ex­claimed.

			“My very self, dear friend.”

			“Me, al­so!” re­peat­ed Porthos.

			“What means this?” asked the count.

			“It means,” replied Mazarin, try­ing to smile and bit­ing his lips in the at­tempt, “that our parts are changed, and that in­stead of these gen­tle­men be­ing my pris­on­ers I am theirs; but, gen­tle­men, I warn you, un­less you kill me, your vic­to­ry will be of very short du­ra­tion; peo­ple will come to the res­cue.”

			“Ah! my lord!” cried the Gas­con, “don’t threat­en! ’tis a bad ex­am­ple. We are so good and gen­tle to your Em­i­nence. Come, let us put aside all ran­cor and talk pleas­ant­ly.”

			“There’s noth­ing I wish more,” replied Mazarin. “But don’t think your­selves in a bet­ter po­si­tion than you are. In en­snar­ing me you have fall­en in­to the trap your­selves. How are you to get away from here? re­mem­ber the sol­diers and sen­tinels who guard these doors. Now, I am go­ing to show you how sin­cere I am.”

			Good, thought d’Artag­nan; we must look about us; he’s go­ing to play us a trick.

			“I of­fered you your lib­er­ty,” con­tin­ued the min­is­ter; “will you take it? Be­fore an hour has passed you will be dis­cov­ered, ar­rest­ed, obliged to kill me, which would be a crime un­wor­thy of loy­al gen­tle­men like you.”

			He is right, thought Athos.

			And, like ev­ery oth­er re­flec­tion pass­ing in a mind that en­ter­tained none but no­ble thoughts, this feel­ing was ex­pressed in his eyes.

			“And there­fore,” said d’Artag­nan, to clip the hope which Athos’s tac­it ad­he­sion had im­part­ed to Mazarin, “we shall not pro­ceed to that vi­o­lence save in the last ex­trem­i­ty.”

			“If on the con­trary,” re­sumed Mazarin, “you ac­cept your lib­er­ty—”

			“Why you, my lord, might take it away from us in less than five min­utes af­ter­ward; and from my knowl­edge of you I be­lieve you will so take it away from us.”

			“No—on the faith of a car­di­nal. You do not be­lieve me?”

			“My lord, I nev­er be­lieve car­di­nals who are not priests.”

			“Well, on the faith of a min­is­ter.”

			“You are no longer a min­is­ter, my lord; you are a pris­on­er.”

			“Then, on the hon­or of a Mazarin, as I am and ev­er shall be, I hope,” said the car­di­nal.

			“Hem,” replied d’Artag­nan. “I have heard speak of a Mazarin who had not much re­li­gion when his oaths were in ques­tion. I fear he may have been an an­ces­tor of your Em­i­nence.”

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, you are a great wit and I am re­al­ly sor­ry to be on bad terms with you.”

			“My lord, let us come to terms; I ask noth­ing bet­ter.”

			“Very well,” said Mazarin, “if I place you in se­cu­ri­ty, in a man­ner ev­i­dent, pal­pa­ble—”

			“Ah! that is an­oth­er thing,” said Porthos.

			“Let us see,” said Athos.

			“Let us see,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“In the first place, do you ac­cept?” asked the car­di­nal.

			“Un­fold your plan, my lord, and we will see.”

			“Take no­tice that you are shut up—cap­tured.”

			“You well know, my lord, that there al­ways re­mains to us a last re­source.”

			“What?”

			“That of dy­ing to­geth­er.”

			Mazarin shud­dered.

			“Lis­ten,” he said; “at the end of yon­der cor­ri­dor is a door, of which I have the key, it leads in­to the park. Go, and take this key with you; you are ac­tive, vig­or­ous, and you have arms. At a hun­dred steps, on turn­ing to the left, you will find the wall of the park; get over it, and in three leaps you will be on the road and free.”

			“Ah! by Jove, my lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “you have well said, but these are on­ly words. Where is the key you speak of?”

			“Here it is.”

			“Ah, my lord! You will con­duct us your­self, then, to that door?”

			“Very will­ing­ly, if it be nec­es­sary to re­as­sure you,” an­swered the min­is­ter, and Mazarin, who was de­light­ed to get off so cheap­ly, led the way, in high spir­its, to the cor­ri­dor and opened the door.

			It led in­to the park, as the three fugi­tives per­ceived by the night breeze which rushed in­to the cor­ri­dor and blew the wind in­to their faces.

			“The dev­il!” ex­claimed the Gas­con, “ ’tis a dread­ful night, my lord. We don’t know the lo­cal­i­ty, and shall nev­er find the wall. Since your Em­i­nence has come so far, come a few steps fur­ther; con­duct us, my lord, to the wall.”

			“Be it so,” replied the car­di­nal; and walk­ing in a straight line he went to the wall, at the foot of which they all four ar­rived at the same in­stant.

			“Are you sat­is­fied, gen­tle­men?” asked Mazarin.

			“I think so, in­deed; we should be hard to please if we were not. Deuce take it! three poor gen­tle­men es­cort­ed by a prince of the church! Ah! apro­pos, my lord! you re­marked that we were all ac­tive, vig­or­ous and armed.”

			“Yes.”

			“You are mis­tak­en. Mon­sieur du Val­lon and I are the on­ly two who are armed. The count is not; and should we meet with one of your pa­trol we must de­fend our­selves.”

			“ ’Tis true.”

			“Where can we find an­oth­er sword?” asked Porthos.

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, “will lend his, which is of no use to him, to the Comte de la Fère.”

			“Will­ing­ly,” said the car­di­nal; “I will even ask the count to keep it for my sake.”

			“I prom­ise you, my lord, nev­er to part with it,” replied Athos.

			“Well, well,” cried d’Artag­nan, “this rec­on­cil­i­a­tion is tru­ly touch­ing; have you not tears in your eyes, Porthos?”

			“Yes,” said Porthos; “but I do not know if it is feel­ing or the wind that makes me weep; I think it is the wind.”

			“Now climb up, Athos, quick­ly,” said d’Artag­nan. Athos, as­sist­ed by Porthos, who lift­ed him up like a feath­er, ar­rived at the top.

			“Now, jump down, Athos.”

			Athos jumped and dis­ap­peared on the oth­er side of the wall.

			“Are you on the ground?” asked d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes.”

			“With­out ac­ci­dent?”

			“Per­fect­ly safe and sound.”

			“Porthos, whilst I get up, watch the car­di­nal. No, I don’t want your help, watch the car­di­nal.”

			“I am watch­ing,” said Porthos. “Well?”

			“You are right; it is more dif­fi­cult than I thought. Lend me your back—but don’t let the car­di­nal go.”

			Porthos lent him his back and d’Artag­nan was soon on the sum­mit of the wall, where he seat­ed him­self.

			Mazarin pre­tend­ed to laugh.

			“Are you there?” asked Porthos.

			“Yes, my friend; and now—”

			“Now, what?” asked Porthos.

			“Now give me the car­di­nal up here; if he makes any noise sti­fle him.”

			Mazarin wished to call out, but Porthos held him tight and passed him to d’Artag­nan, who seized him by the neck and made him sit down by him; then in a men­ac­ing tone, he said:

			“Sir! jump di­rect­ly down, close to Mon­sieur de la Fère, or, on the hon­or of a gen­tle­man, I’ll kill you!”

			“Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur,” cried Mazarin, “you are break­ing your word to me!”

			“I—did I prom­ise you any­thing, my lord?”

			Mazarin groaned.

			“You are free,” he said, “through me; your lib­er­ty was my ran­som.”

			“Agreed; but the ran­som of that im­mense trea­sure buried un­der the gallery, to which one de­scends on push­ing a spring hid­den in the wall, which caus­es a tub to turn, re­veal­ing a stair­case—must not one speak of that a lit­tle, my lord?”

			“Di­avo­lo!” cried Mazarin, al­most choked, and clasp­ing his hands; “I am a lost and ru­ined man!”

			But with­out lis­ten­ing to his protes­ta­tions of alarm, d’Artag­nan slipped him gen­tly down in­to the arms of Athos, who stood im­mov­able at the bot­tom of the wall.

			Porthos next made an ef­fort which shook the sol­id wall, and by the aid of his friend’s hand gained the sum­mit.

			“I didn’t un­der­stand it all,” he said, “but I un­der­stand now; how droll it is!”

			“You think so? so much the bet­ter; but that it may prove laugh­ter-wor­thy even to the end, let us not lose time.” And he jumped off the wall.

			Porthos did the same.

			“At­tend to Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal, gen­tle­men,” said d’Artag­nan; “for my­self, I will re­con­noitre.”

			The Gas­con then drew his sword and marched as avant-garde.

			“My lord,” he said, “which way do we go? Think well of your re­ply, for should your Em­i­nence be mis­tak­en, there might en­sue most grave re­sults for all of us.”

			“Along the wall, sir,” said Mazarin, “there will be no dan­ger of los­ing your­selves.”

			The three friends has­tened on, but in a short time were obliged to slack­en the pace. The car­di­nal could not keep up with them, though with ev­ery wish to do so.

			Sud­den­ly d’Artag­nan touched some­thing warm, which moved.

			“Stop! a horse!” he cried; “I have found a horse!”

			“And I, like­wise,” said Athos.

			“I, too,” said Porthos, who, faith­ful to the in­struc­tions, still held the car­di­nal’s arm.

			“There’s luck, my lord! just as you were com­plain­ing of be­ing tired and obliged to walk.”

			But as he spoke the bar­rel of a pis­tol was pre­sent­ed at his breast and these words were pro­nounced:

			“Touch it not!”

			“Gri­maud!” he cried; “Gri­maud! what art thou about? Why, thou art post­ed here by Heav­en!”

			“No, sir,” said the hon­est ser­vant, “it was Mon­sieur Aramis who post­ed me here to take care of the hors­es.”

			“Is Aramis here?”

			“Yes, sir; he has been here since yes­ter­day.”

			“What are you do­ing?”

			“On the watch—”

			“What! Aramis here?” cried Athos.

			“At the less­er gate of the cas­tle; he’s post­ed there.”

			“Are you a large par­ty?”

			“Six­ty.”

			“Let him know.”

			“This mo­ment, sir.”

			And be­liev­ing that no one could ex­e­cute the com­mis­sion bet­ter than him­self, Gri­maud set off at full speed; whilst, en­chant­ed at be­ing all to­geth­er again, the friends await­ed his re­turn.

			There was no one in the whole group in a bad hu­mor ex­cept Car­di­nal Mazarin.

		
	
		
			
				LXXXVII

				In Which We Be­gin to Think That Porthos Will Be at Last a Baron, and d’Artag­nan a Cap­tain

			
			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of ten min­utes Aramis ar­rived, ac­com­pa­nied by Gri­maud and eight or ten fol­low­ers. He was ex­ces­sive­ly de­light­ed and threw him­self in­to his friends’ arms.

			“You are free, my broth­ers! free with­out my aid! and I shall have suc­ceed­ed in do­ing noth­ing for you in spite of all my ef­forts.”

			“Do not be un­hap­py, dear friend, on that ac­count; if you have done noth­ing as yet, you will do some­thing soon,” replied Athos.

			“I had well con­cert­ed my plans,” pur­sued Aramis; “the coad­ju­tor gave me six­ty men; twen­ty guard the walls of the park, twen­ty the road from Rueil to Saint Ger­main, twen­ty are dis­persed in the woods. Thus I was able, thanks to the strate­gic dis­po­si­tion of my forces, to in­ter­cept two couri­ers from Mazarin to the queen.”

			Mazarin lis­tened in­tent­ly.

			“But,” said d’Artag­nan, “I trust that you hon­or­ably sent them back to Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal!”

			“Ah, yes!” said Aramis, “to­ward him I should be very like­ly to prac­tice such del­i­ca­cy of sen­ti­ment! In one of the despatch­es the car­di­nal de­clares to the queen that the trea­sury is emp­ty and that Her Majesty has no more mon­ey. In the oth­er he an­nounces that he is about to trans­port his pris­on­ers to Melun, since Rueil seemed to him not suf­fi­cient­ly se­cure. You can un­der­stand, dear friend, with what hope I was in­spired by that last let­ter. I placed my­self in am­bus­cade with my six­ty men; I en­cir­cled the cas­tle; the rid­ing hors­es I en­trust­ed to Gri­maud and I await­ed your com­ing out, which I did not ex­pect till to­mor­row, and I didn’t hope to free you with­out a skir­mish. You are free tonight, with­out fight­ing; so much the bet­ter! How did you man­age to es­cape that scoundrel Mazarin? You must have much rea­son to com­plain of him.”

			“Not very much,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Re­al­ly!”

			“I might even say that we have some rea­son to praise him.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Yes, re­al­ly; it is ow­ing to him that we are free.”

			“Ow­ing to him?”

			“Yes, he had us con­duct­ed in­to the or­angery by Mon­sieur Bernouin, his valet de cham­bre, and from there we fol­lowed him to vis­it the Comte de la Fère. Then he of­fered us our lib­er­ty and we ac­cept­ed it. He even went so far as to show us the way out; he led us to the park wall, which we climbed over with­out ac­ci­dent, and then we fell in with Gri­maud.”

			“Well!” ex­claimed Aramis, “this will rec­on­cile me to him; but I wish he were here that I might tell him that I did not be­lieve him ca­pa­ble of so no­ble an act.”

			“My lord,” said d’Artag­nan, no longer able to con­tain him­self, “al­low me to in­tro­duce to you the Cheva­lier d’Herblay, who wish­es—as you may have heard—to of­fer his con­grat­u­la­tions to your Em­i­nence.”

			And he re­tired, dis­cov­er­ing Mazarin, who was in great con­fu­sion, to the as­ton­ished gaze of Aramis.

			“Ho! ho!” ex­claimed the lat­ter, “the car­di­nal! a glo­ri­ous prize! Hal­loo! hal­loo! friends! to horse! to horse!”

			Sev­er­al horse­men ran quick­ly to him.

			“Zounds!” cried Aramis, “I may have done some good; so, my lord, deign to re­ceive my most re­spect­ful homage! I will lay a wa­ger that ’twas that Saint Christo­pher, Porthos, who per­formed this feat! Apro­pos! I for­got—” and he gave some or­ders in a low voice to one of the horse­men.

			“I think it will be wise to set off,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes; but I am ex­pect­ing some­one, a friend of Athos.”

			“A friend!” ex­claimed the count.

			“And here he comes, by Jupiter! gal­lop­ing through the bush­es.”

			“The count! the count!” cried a young voice that made Athos start.

			“Raoul! Raoul!” he ejac­u­lat­ed.

			For one mo­ment the young man for­got his ha­bit­u­al re­spect—he threw him­self on his fa­ther’s neck.

			“Look, my lord car­di­nal,” said Aramis, “would it not have been a pity to have sep­a­rat­ed men who love each oth­er as we love? Gen­tle­men,” he con­tin­ued, ad­dress­ing the cav­a­liers, who be­came more and more nu­mer­ous ev­ery in­stant; “gen­tle­men, en­cir­cle his Em­i­nence, that you may show him the greater hon­or. He will, in­deed give us the fa­vor of his com­pa­ny; you will, I hope, be grate­ful for it; Porthos, do not lose sight of his Em­i­nence.”

			Aramis then joined Athos and d’Artag­nan, who were con­sult­ing to­geth­er.

			“Come,” said d’Artag­nan, af­ter a con­fer­ence of five min­utes’ du­ra­tion, “let us be­gin our jour­ney.”

			“Where are we to go?” asked Porthos.

			“To your house, dear Porthos, at Pier­re­fonds; your fine château is wor­thy of af­ford­ing its prince­ly hos­pi­tal­i­ty to his Em­i­nence; it is, like­wise, well sit­u­at­ed—nei­ther too near Paris, nor too far from it; we can es­tab­lish a com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween it and the cap­i­tal with great fa­cil­i­ty. Come, my lord, you shall be treat­ed like a prince, as you are.”

			“A fall­en prince!” ex­claimed Mazarin, piteous­ly.

			“The chances of war,” said Athos, “are many, but be as­sured we shall take no im­prop­er ad­van­tage of them.”

			“No, but we shall make use of them,” said d’Artag­nan.

			The rest of the night was em­ployed by these cav­a­liers in trav­el­ing with the won­der­ful ra­pid­i­ty of for­mer days. Mazarin, still som­bre and pen­sive, per­mit­ted him­self to be dragged along in this way; it looked a race of phan­toms. At dawn twelve leagues had been passed with­out draw­ing rein; half the es­cort were ex­haust­ed and sev­er­al hors­es fell down.

			“Hors­es, nowa­days, are not what they were for­mer­ly,” ob­served Porthos; “ev­ery­thing de­gen­er­ates.”

			“I have sent Gri­maud to Dammartin,” said Aramis. “He is to bring us five fresh hors­es—one for his Em­i­nence, four for us. We, at least, must keep close to Mon­seigneur; the rest of the start will re­join us lat­er. Once be­yond Saint De­nis we shall have noth­ing to fear.”

			Gri­maud, in fact, brought back five hors­es. The no­ble­man to whom he ap­plied, be­ing a friend of Porthos, was very ready, not to sell them, as was pro­posed, but to lend them. Ten min­utes lat­er the es­cort stopped at Er­menonville, but the four friends went on with well sus­tained ar­dor, guard­ing Mazarin care­ful­ly. At noon they rode in­to the av­enue of Pier­re­fonds.

			“Ah!” said Mous­que­ton, who had rid­den by the side of d’Artag­nan with­out speak­ing a word on the jour­ney, “you may think what you will, sir, but I can breathe now for the first time since my de­par­ture from Pier­re­fonds”; and he put his horse to a gal­lop to an­nounce to the oth­er ser­vants the ar­rival of Mon­sieur du Val­lon and his friends.

			“We are four of us,” said d’Artag­nan; “we must re­lieve each oth­er in mount­ing guard over my lord and each of us must watch three hours at a time. Athos is go­ing to ex­am­ine the cas­tle, which it will be nec­es­sary to ren­der im­preg­nable in case of siege; Porthos will see to the pro­vi­sions and Aramis to the troops of the gar­ri­son. That is to say, Athos will be chief en­gi­neer, Porthos pur­vey­or-in-gen­er­al, and Aramis gov­er­nor of the fortress.”

			Mean­while, they gave up to Mazarin the hand­somest room in the château.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, when he was in his room, “you do not ex­pect, I pre­sume, to keep me here a long time incog­ni­to?”

			“No, my lord,” replied the Gas­con; “on the con­trary, we think of an­nounc­ing very soon that we have you here.”

			“Then you will be be­sieged.”

			“We ex­pect it.”

			“And what shall you do?”

			“De­fend our­selves. Were the late Car­di­nal Riche­lieu alive he would tell you a cer­tain sto­ry of the Bas­tion Saint Ger­vais, which we four, with our four lack­eys and twelve dead men, held out against a whole army.”

			“Such feats, sir, are done once—and nev­er re­peat­ed.”

			“How­ev­er, nowa­days there’s no need of so much hero­ism. To­mor­row the army of Paris will be sum­moned, the day af­ter it will be here! The field of bat­tle, in­stead, there­fore, of be­ing at Saint De­nis or at Char­en­ton, will be near Com­piègne or Vil­lars-Cot­terets.”

			“The prince will van­quish you, as he has al­ways done.”

			“ ’Tis pos­si­ble; my lord; but be­fore an en­gage­ment en­sues we shall move your Em­i­nence to an­oth­er cas­tle be­long­ing to our friend Du Val­lon, who has three. We will not ex­pose your Em­i­nence to the chances of war.”

			“Come,” an­swered Mazarin, “I see it will be nec­es­sary for me to ca­pit­u­late.”

			“Be­fore a siege?”

			“Yes; the con­di­tions will be bet­ter than af­ter­ward.”

			“Ah, my lord! as to con­di­tions, you would soon see how mod­er­ate and rea­son­able we are!”

			“Come, now, what are your con­di­tions?”

			“Rest your­self first, my lord, and we—we will re­flect.”

			“I do not need rest, gen­tle­men; I need to know whether I am among en­e­mies or friends.”

			“Friends, my lord! friends!”

			“Well, then, tell me at once what you want, that I may see if any ar­range­ment be pos­si­ble. Speak, Comte de la Fère!”

			“My lord,” replied Athos, “for my­self I have noth­ing to de­mand. For France, were I to spec­i­fy my wish­es, I should have too much. I beg you to ex­cuse me and pro­pose to the cheva­lier.”

			And Athos, bow­ing, re­tired and re­mained lean­ing against the man­tel­piece, a spec­ta­tor of the scene.

			“Speak, then, cheva­lier!” said the car­di­nal. “What do you want? Noth­ing am­bigu­ous, if you please. Be clear, short and pre­cise.”

			“As for me,” replied Aramis, “I have in my pock­et the very pro­gramme of the con­di­tions which the dep­u­ta­tion—of which I formed one—went yes­ter­day to Saint Ger­main to im­pose on you. Let us con­sid­er first the an­cient rights. The de­mands in that pro­gramme must be grant­ed.”

			“We were al­most agreed on those,” replied Mazarin; “let us pass on to pri­vate and per­son­al stip­u­la­tions.”

			“You sup­pose, then, that there are some?” said Aramis, smil­ing.

			“I do not sup­pose that you will all be quite so dis­in­ter­est­ed as Mon­sieur de la Fère,” replied the car­di­nal, bow­ing to Athos.

			“My lord, you are right, and I am glad to see that you do jus­tice to the count at last. The count has a mind above vul­gar de­sires and earth­ly pas­sions. He is a proud soul—he is a man by him­self! You are right—he is worth us all, and we avow it to you!”

			“Aramis,” said Athos, “are you jest­ing?”

			“No, no, dear friend; I state on­ly what we all know. You are right; it is not you alone this mat­ter con­cerns, but my lord and his un­wor­thy ser­vant, my­self.”

			“Well, then, what do you re­quire be­sides the gen­er­al con­di­tions be­fore re­cit­ed?”

			“I re­quire, my lord, that Nor­mandy should be giv­en to Madame de Longueville, with five hun­dred thou­sand francs and full ab­so­lu­tion. I re­quire that His Majesty should deign to be god­fa­ther to the child she has just borne; and that my lord, af­ter hav­ing been present at the chris­ten­ing, should go to prof­fer his homage to our Holy Fa­ther the Pope.”

			“That is, you wish me to lay aside my min­is­te­ri­al func­tions, to quit France and be an ex­ile.”

			“I wish his Em­i­nence to be­come pope on the first op­por­tu­ni­ty, al­low­ing me then the right of de­mand­ing full in­dul­gences for my­self and my friends.”

			Mazarin made a gri­mace which was quite in­de­scrib­able, and then turned to d’Artag­nan.

			“And you, sir?” he said.

			“I, my lord,” an­swered the Gas­con, “I dif­fer from Mon­sieur d’Herblay en­tire­ly as to the last point, though I agree with him on the first. Far from wish­ing my lord to quit Paris, I hope he will stay there and con­tin­ue to be prime min­is­ter, as he is a great states­man. I shall try al­so to help him to down the Fronde, but on one con­di­tion—that he some­times re­mem­bers the king’s faith­ful ser­vants and gives the first va­cant com­pa­ny of Mus­ke­teers to a man that I could name. And you, Mon­sieur du Val­lon—”

			“Yes, you, sir! Speak, if you please,” said Mazarin.

			“As for me,” an­swered Porthos, “I wish my lord car­di­nal, in or­der to do hon­or to my house, which gives him an asy­lum, would in re­mem­brance of this ad­ven­ture erect my es­tate in­to a barony, with a prom­ise to con­fer that or­der on one of my par­tic­u­lar friends, when­ev­er His Majesty next cre­ates peers.”

			“You know, sir, that be­fore re­ceiv­ing the or­der one must sub­mit proofs.”

			“My friends will sub­mit them. Be­sides, should it be nec­es­sary, Mon­seigneur will show him how that for­mal­i­ty may be avoid­ed.”

			Mazarin bit his lips; the blow was di­rect and he replied rather dry­ly:

			“All this ap­pears to me to be ill con­ceived, dis­joint­ed, gen­tle­men; for if I sat­is­fy some I shall dis­please oth­ers. If I stay in Paris I can­not go to Rome; if I be­came pope I could not con­tin­ue to be prime min­is­ter; and it is on­ly by con­tin­u­ing prime min­is­ter that I can make Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan a cap­tain and Mon­sieur du Val­lon a baron.”

			“True,” said Aramis, “so, as I am in a mi­nor­i­ty, I with­draw my propo­si­tion, so far as it re­lates to the voy­age to Rome and Mon­seigneur’s res­ig­na­tion.”

			“I am to re­main min­is­ter, then?” said Mazarin.

			“You re­main min­is­ter; that is un­der­stood,” said d’Artag­nan; “France needs you.”

			“And I de­sist from my pre­ten­sions,” said Aramis. “His Em­i­nence will con­tin­ue to be prime min­is­ter and Her Majesty’s fa­vorite, if he will grant to me and my friends what we de­mand for France and for our­selves.”

			“Oc­cu­py your­selves with your own af­fairs, gen­tle­men, and let France set­tle mat­ters as she will with me,” re­sumed Mazarin.

			“Ho! ho!” replied Aramis. “The Fron­deurs will have a treaty and your Em­i­nence must sign it be­fore us, promis­ing at the same time to ob­tain the queen’s con­sent to it.”

			“I can an­swer on­ly for my­self,” said Mazarin. “I can­not an­swer for the queen. Sup­pose Her Majesty re­fus­es?”

			“Oh!” said d’Artag­nan, “Mon­seigneur knows very well that Her Majesty re­fus­es him noth­ing.”

			“Here, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis, “is the treaty pro­posed by the dep­u­ta­tion of Fron­deurs. Will your Em­i­nence please read and ex­am­ine?”

			“I am ac­quaint­ed with it.”

			“Sign it, then.”

			“Re­flect, gen­tle­men, that a sig­na­ture giv­en un­der cir­cum­stances like the present might be re­gard­ed as ex­tort­ed by vi­o­lence.”

			“Mon­seigneur will be at hand to tes­ti­fy that it was freely giv­en.”

			“Sup­pose I refuse?”

			“Then,” said d’Artag­nan, “your Em­i­nence must ex­pect the con­se­quences of a re­fusal.”

			“Would you dare to touch a car­di­nal?”

			“You have dared, my lord, to im­prison Her Majesty’s Mus­ke­teers.”

			“The queen will re­venge me, gen­tle­men.”

			“I do not think so, al­though in­cli­na­tion might lead her to do so, but we shall take your Em­i­nence to Paris, and the Parisians will de­fend us.”

			“How un­easy they must be at this mo­ment at Rueil and Saint Ger­main,” said Aramis. “How they must be ask­ing, ‘Where is the car­di­nal?’ ‘What has be­come of the min­is­ter?’ ‘Where has the fa­vorite gone?’ How they must be look­ing for Mon­seigneur in all cor­ners! What com­ments must be made; and if the Fronde knows that Mon­seigneur has dis­ap­peared, how the Fronde must tri­umph!”

			“It is fright­ful,” mur­mured Mazarin.

			“Sign the treaty, then, Mon­seigneur,” said Aramis.

			“Sup­pose the queen should refuse to rat­i­fy it?”

			“Ah! non­sense!” cried d’Artag­nan, “I can man­age so that Her Majesty will re­ceive me well; I know an ex­cel­lent method.”

			“What?”

			“I shall take Her Majesty the let­ter in which you tell her that the fi­nances are ex­haust­ed.”

			“And then?” asked Mazarin, turn­ing pale.

			“When I see Her Majesty em­bar­rassed, I shall con­duct her to Rueil, make her en­ter the or­angery and show her a cer­tain spring which turns a box.”

			“Enough, sir,” mut­tered the car­di­nal, “you have said enough; where is the treaty?”

			“Here it is,” replied Aramis. “Sign, my lord,” and he gave him a pen.

			Mazarin arose, walked some mo­ments, thought­ful, but not de­ject­ed.

			“And when I have signed,” he said, “what is to be my guar­an­tee?”

			“My word of hon­or, sir,” said Athos.

			Mazarin start­ed, turned to­ward the Comte de la Fère, and look­ing for an in­stant at that grand and hon­est coun­te­nance, took the pen.

			“It is suf­fi­cient, count,” he said, and signed the treaty.

			“And now, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” he said, “pre­pare to set off for Saint Ger­main and take a let­ter from me to the queen.”

		
	
		
			
				LXXXVIII

				Shows How with Threat and Pen More Is Ef­fect­ed Than by the Sword

			
			D’Artag­nan knew his part well; he was aware that op­por­tu­ni­ty has a fore­lock on­ly for him who will take it and he was not a man to let it go by him with­out seiz­ing it. He soon ar­ranged a prompt and cer­tain man­ner of trav­el­ing, by send­ing re­lays of hors­es to Chan­til­ly, so that he might be in Paris in five or six hours. But be­fore set­ting out he re­flect­ed that for a lad of in­tel­li­gence and ex­pe­ri­ence he was in a sin­gu­lar predica­ment, since he was pro­ceed­ing to­ward un­cer­tain­ty and leav­ing cer­tain­ty be­hind him.

			“In fact,” he said, as he was about to mount and start on his dan­ger­ous mis­sion, “Athos, for gen­eros­i­ty, is a hero of ro­mance; Porthos has an ex­cel­lent dis­po­si­tion, but is eas­i­ly in­flu­enced; Aramis has a hi­ero­glyph­ic coun­te­nance, al­ways il­leg­i­ble. What will come out of those three el­e­ments when I am no longer present to com­bine them? The de­liv­er­ance of the car­di­nal, per­haps. Now, the de­liv­er­ance of the car­di­nal would be the ru­in of our hopes; and our hopes are thus far the on­ly rec­om­pense we have for labors in com­par­i­son with which those of Her­cules were pyg­mean.”

			He went to find Aramis.

			“You, my dear Cheva­lier d’Herblay,” he said, “are the Fronde in­car­nate. Mis­trust Athos, there­fore, who will not pros­e­cute the af­fairs of any­one, even his own. Mis­trust Porthos, es­pe­cial­ly, who, to please the count whom he re­gards as God on earth, will as­sist him in con­triv­ing Mazarin’s es­cape, if Mazarin has the wit to weep or play the chival­ric.”

			Aramis smiled; his smile was at once cun­ning and res­o­lute.

			“Fear noth­ing,” he said; “I have my con­di­tions to im­pose. My pri­vate am­bi­tion tends on­ly to the prof­it of him who has jus­tice on his side.”

			Good! thought d’Artag­nan: in this di­rec­tion I am sat­is­fied. He pressed Aramis’s hand and went in search of Porthos.

			“Friend,” he said, “you have worked so hard with me to­ward build­ing up our for­tune, that, at the mo­ment when we are about to reap the fruits of our labours, it would be a ridicu­lous piece of silli­ness in you to al­low your­self to be con­trolled by Aramis, whose cun­ning you know—a cun­ning which, we may say be­tween our­selves, is not al­ways with­out ego­tism; or by Athos, a no­ble and dis­in­ter­est­ed man, but blasé, who, de­sir­ing noth­ing fur­ther for him­self, doesn’t sym­pa­thize with the de­sires of oth­ers. What should you say if ei­ther of these two friends pro­posed to you to let Mazarin go?”

			“Why, I should say that we had too much trou­ble in tak­ing him to let him off so eas­i­ly.”

			“Bra­vo, Porthos! and you would be right, my friend; for in los­ing him you would lose your barony, which you have in your grasp, to say noth­ing of the fact that, were he once out of this, Mazarin would have you hanged.”

			“Do you think so?”

			“I am sure of it.”

			“Then I would kill him rather than let him go.”

			“And you would act right­ly. There is no ques­tion, you un­der­stand, pro­vid­ed we se­cure our own in­ter­ests, of se­cur­ing those of the Fron­deurs; who, be­sides, don’t un­der­stand po­lit­i­cal mat­ters as we old sol­diers do.”

			“Nev­er fear, dear friend,” said Porthos. “I shall see you through the win­dow as you mount your horse; I shall fol­low you with my eyes as long as you are in sight; then I shall place my­self at the car­di­nal’s door—a door with glass win­dows. I shall see ev­ery­thing, and at the least sus­pi­cious sign I shall be­gin to ex­ter­mi­nate.”

			Bra­vo! thought d’Artag­nan; on this side I think the car­di­nal will be well guard­ed. He pressed the hand of the lord of Pier­re­fonds and went in search of Athos.

			“My dear Athos,” he said, “I am go­ing away. I have on­ly one thing to say to you. You know Anne of Aus­tria; the cap­tiv­i­ty of Mazarin alone guar­an­tees my life; if you let him go I am a dead man.”

			“I need­ed noth­ing less than that con­sid­er­a­tion, my dear d’Artag­nan, to per­suade my­self to adopt the role of jail­er. I give you my word that you will find the car­di­nal where you leave him.”

			This re­as­sures me more than all the roy­al sig­na­tures, thought d’Artag­nan. Now that I have the word of Athos I can set out.

			D’Artag­nan start­ed alone on his jour­ney, with­out oth­er es­cort than his sword, and with a sim­ple pass­port from Mazarin to se­cure his ad­mis­sion to the queen’s pres­ence. Six hours af­ter he left Pier­re­fonds he was at Saint Ger­main.

			The dis­ap­pear­ance of Mazarin was not as yet gen­er­al­ly known. Anne of Aus­tria was in­formed of it and con­cealed her un­easi­ness from ev­ery­one. In the cham­ber of d’Artag­nan and Porthos the two sol­diers had been found bound and gagged. On re­cov­er­ing the use of their limbs and tongues they could, of course, tell noth­ing but what they knew—that they had been seized, stripped and bound. But as to what had been done by Porthos and d’Artag­nan af­ter­ward they were as ig­no­rant as all the in­hab­i­tants of the château.

			Bernouin alone knew a lit­tle more than the oth­ers. Bernouin, see­ing that his mas­ter did not re­turn and hear­ing the stroke of mid­night, had made an ex­am­i­na­tion of the or­angery. The first door, bar­ri­cad­ed with fur­ni­ture, had aroused in him cer­tain sus­pi­cions, but with­out com­mu­ni­cat­ing his sus­pi­cions to any­one he had pa­tient­ly worked his way in­to the midst of all that con­fu­sion. Then he came to the cor­ri­dor, all the doors of which he found open; so, too, was the door of Athos’s cham­ber and that of the park. From the lat­ter point it was easy to fol­low tracks on the snow. He saw that these tracks tend­ed to­ward the wall; on the oth­er side he found sim­i­lar tracks, then foot­prints of hors­es and then signs of a troop of cav­al­ry which had moved away in the di­rec­tion of En­ghien. He could no longer cher­ish any doubt that the car­di­nal had been car­ried off by the three pris­on­ers, since the pris­on­ers had dis­ap­peared at the same time; and he had has­tened to Saint Ger­main to warn the queen of that dis­ap­pear­ance.

			Anne had en­forced the ut­most se­cre­cy and had dis­closed the event to no one ex­cept the Prince de Condé, who had sent five or six hun­dred horse­men in­to the en­vi­rons of Saint Ger­main with or­ders to bring in any sus­pi­cious per­son who was go­ing away from Rueil, in what­so­ev­er di­rec­tion it might be.

			Now, since d’Artag­nan did not con­sti­tute a body of horse­men, since he was alone, since he was not go­ing away from Rueil and was go­ing to Saint Ger­main, no one paid any at­ten­tion to him and his jour­ney was not ob­struct­ed in any way.

			On en­ter­ing the court­yard of the old château the first per­son seen by our am­bas­sador was Maître Bernouin in per­son, who, stand­ing on the thresh­old, await­ed news of his van­ished mas­ter.

			At the sight of d’Artag­nan, who en­tered the court­yard on horse­back, Bernouin rubbed his eyes and thought he must be mis­tak­en. But d’Artag­nan made a friend­ly sign to him with his head, dis­mount­ed, and throw­ing his bri­dle to a lack­ey who was pass­ing, he ap­proached the valet de cham­bre with a smile on his lips.

			“Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!” cried the lat­ter, like a man who has the night­mare and talks in his sleep, “Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan!”

			“Him­self, Mon­sieur Bernouin.”

			“And why have you come here?”

			“To bring news of Mon­sieur de Mazarin—the fresh­est news there is.”

			“What has be­come of him, then?”

			“He is as well as you and I.”

			“Noth­ing bad has hap­pened to him, then?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. He felt the need of mak­ing a trip in the Ile de France, and begged us—the Comte de la Fère and Mon­sieur du Val­lon—to ac­com­pa­ny him. We were too de­vot­ed ser­vants to refuse him a re­quest of that sort. We set out last evening and here we are.”

			“Here you are.”

			“His Em­i­nence had some­thing to com­mu­ni­cate to Her Majesty, some­thing se­cret and pri­vate—a mis­sion that could be con­fid­ed on­ly to a sure man—and so has sent me to Saint Ger­main. And there­fore, my dear Mon­sieur Bernouin, if you wish to do what will be pleas­ing to your mas­ter, an­nounce to Her Majesty that I have come, and tell her with what pur­pose.”

			Whether he spoke se­ri­ous­ly or in jest, since it was ev­i­dent that un­der ex­ist­ing cir­cum­stances d’Artag­nan was the on­ly man who could re­lieve the queen’s un­easi­ness, Bernouin went with­out hes­i­ta­tion to an­nounce to her this strange em­bassy; and as he had fore­seen, the queen gave or­ders to in­tro­duce Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan at once.

			D’Artag­nan ap­proached the sov­er­eign with ev­ery mark of pro­found re­spect, and hav­ing fall­en on his knees pre­sent­ed to her the car­di­nal’s let­ter.

			It was, how­ev­er, mere­ly a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion. The queen read it, rec­og­nized the writ­ing, and, since there were no de­tails in it of what had oc­curred, asked for par­tic­u­lars. D’Artag­nan re­lat­ed ev­ery­thing with that sim­ple and in­gen­u­ous air which he knew how to as­sume on oc­ca­sions. The queen, as he went on, looked at him with in­creas­ing as­ton­ish­ment. She could not com­pre­hend how a man could con­ceive such an en­ter­prise and still less how he could have the au­dac­i­ty to dis­close it to her whose in­ter­est and al­most du­ty it was to pun­ish him.

			“How, sir!” she cried, as d’Artag­nan fin­ished, “you dare to tell me the de­tails of your crime—to give me an ac­count of your trea­son!”

			“Par­don, Madame, but I think that ei­ther I have ex­pressed my­self bad­ly or Your Majesty has im­per­fect­ly un­der­stood me. There is here no ques­tion of crime or trea­son. Mon­sieur de Mazarin held us in prison, Mon­sieur du Val­lon and my­self, be­cause we could not be­lieve that he had sent us to Eng­land to qui­et­ly look on while they cut off the head of Charles I, broth­er-in-law of the late king, your hus­band, the con­sort of Madame Hen­ri­et­ta, your sis­ter and your guest, and be­cause we did all that we could do to save the life of the roy­al mar­tyr. We were then con­vinced, my friend and I, that there was some er­ror of which we were the vic­tims, and that an ex­pla­na­tion was called for be­tween his Em­i­nence and our­selves. Now, that an ex­pla­na­tion may bear fruit, it is nec­es­sary that it should be qui­et­ly con­duct­ed, far from noise and in­ter­rup­tion. We have there­fore tak­en away Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal to my friend’s château and there we have come to an un­der­stand­ing. Well, Madame, it proved to be as we had sup­posed; there was a mis­take. Mon­sieur de Mazarin had thought that we had ren­dered ser­vice to Gen­er­al Cromwell, in­stead of King Charles, which would have been a dis­grace, re­bound­ing from us to him, and from him to Your Majesty—a dis­hon­or which would have taint­ed the roy­al­ty of your il­lus­tri­ous son. We were able to prove the con­trary, and that proof we are ready to give to Your Majesty, call­ing in sup­port of it the au­gust wid­ow weep­ing in the Lou­vre, where your roy­al mu­nif­i­cence has pro­vid­ed for her a home. That proof sat­is­fied him so com­plete­ly that, as a sign of sat­is­fac­tion, he has sent me, as Your Majesty may see, to con­sid­er with you what repa­ra­tion should be made to gen­tle­men un­just­ly treat­ed and wrong­ful­ly per­se­cut­ed.”

			“I lis­ten to you, and I won­der at you, sir,” said the queen. “In fact, I have rarely seen such ex­cess of im­pu­dence.”

			“Your Majesty, on your side,” said d’Artag­nan, “is as much mis­tak­en as to our in­ten­tions as the Car­di­nal Mazarin has al­ways been.”

			“You are in er­ror, sir,” an­swered the queen. “I am so lit­tle mis­tak­en that in ten min­utes you shall be ar­rest­ed, and in an hour I shall set off at the head of my army to re­lease my min­is­ter.”

			“I am sure Your Majesty will not com­mit such an act of im­pru­dence, first, be­cause it would be use­less and would pro­duce the most dis­as­trous re­sults. Be­fore he could be pos­si­bly set free the car­di­nal would be dead; and in­deed, so con­vinced is he of this, that he en­treat­ed me, should I find Your Majesty dis­posed to act in this way, to do all I could to in­duce you to change your res­o­lu­tion.”

			“Well, then, I will con­tent my­self with ar­rest­ing you!”

			“Madame, the pos­si­bil­i­ty of my ar­rest has been fore­seen, and should I not have re­turned by to­mor­row, at a cer­tain hour the next day the car­di­nal will be brought to Paris and de­liv­ered to the par­lia­ment.”

			“It is ev­i­dent, sir, that your po­si­tion has kept you out of re­la­tion to men and af­fairs; oth­er­wise you would know that since we left Paris Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal has re­turned thith­er five or six times; that he has there met de Beau­fort, de Bouil­lon, the coad­ju­tor and d’El­beuf and that not one of them had any de­sire to ar­rest him.”

			“Your par­don, Madame, I know all that. And there­fore my friends will con­duct Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal nei­ther to de Beau­fort, nor to de Bouil­lon, nor to the coad­ju­tor, nor to d’El­beuf. These gen­tle­men wage war on pri­vate ac­count, and in buy­ing them up, by grant­ing them what they wished, Mon­sieur le Car­di­nal has made a good bar­gain. He will be de­liv­ered to the par­lia­ment, mem­bers of which can, of course, be bought, but even Mon­sieur de Mazarin is not rich enough to buy the whole body.”

			“I think,” re­turned Anne of Aus­tria, fix­ing up­on him a glance, which in any wom­an’s face would have ex­pressed dis­dain, but in a queen’s, spread ter­ror to those she looked up­on, “nay, I per­ceive you dare to threat­en the moth­er of your sov­er­eign.”

			“Madame,” replied d’Artag­nan, “I threat­en sim­ply and sole­ly be­cause I am obliged to do so. Be­lieve me, Madame, as true a thing as it is that a heart beats in this bo­som—a heart de­vot­ed to you—be­lieve that you have been the idol of our lives; that we have, as you well know—good Heav­en!—risked our lives twen­ty times for Your Majesty. Have you, then, Madame, no com­pas­sion for your ser­vants who for twen­ty years have veg­e­tat­ed in ob­scu­ri­ty, with­out be­tray­ing in a sin­gle sigh the solemn and sa­cred se­crets they have had the hon­or to share with you? Look at me, Madame—at me, whom you ac­cuse of speak­ing loud and threat­en­ing­ly. What am I? A poor of­fi­cer, with­out for­tune, with­out pro­tec­tion, with­out a fu­ture, un­less the eye of my queen, which I have sought so long, rests on me for a mo­ment. Look at the Comte de la Fère, a type of no­bil­i­ty, a flow­er of chival­ry. He has tak­en part against his queen, or rather, against her min­is­ter. He has not been un­rea­son­ably ex­act­ing, it seems to me. Look at Mon­sieur du Val­lon, that faith­ful soul, that arm of steel, who for twen­ty years has await­ed the word from your lips which will make him in rank what he is in sen­ti­ment and in courage. Con­sid­er, in short, your peo­ple who love you and who yet are fam­ished, who have no oth­er wish than to bless you, and who, nev­er­the­less—no, I am wrong, your sub­jects, Madame, will nev­er curse you; say one word to them and all will be end­ed—peace suc­ceed war, joy tears, and hap­pi­ness to mis­for­tune!”

			Anne of Aus­tria looked with won­der­ment on the war­like coun­te­nance of d’Artag­nan, which be­trayed a sin­gu­lar ex­pres­sion of deep feel­ing.

			“Why did you not say all this be­fore you took ac­tion, sir?” she said.

			“Be­cause, Madame, it was nec­es­sary to prove to Your Majesty one thing of which you doubt­ed—that is, that we still pos­sess amongst us some val­or and are wor­thy of some con­sid­er­a­tion at your hands.”

			“And that val­or would shrink from no un­der­tak­ing, ac­cord­ing to what I see.”

			“It has hes­i­tat­ed at noth­ing in the past; why, then, should it be less dar­ing in the fu­ture?”

			“Then, in case of my re­fusal, this val­or, should a strug­gle oc­cur, will even go the length of car­ry­ing me off in the midst of my court, to de­liv­er me in­to the hands of the Fronde, as you pro­pose to de­liv­er my min­is­ter?”

			“We have not thought about it yet, Madame,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, with that Gas­con ef­fron­tery which had in him the ap­pear­ance of naivete; “but if we four had re­solved up­on it we should do it most cer­tain­ly.”

			“I ought,” mut­tered Anne to her­self, “by this time to re­mem­ber that these men are gi­ants.”

			“Alas, Madame!” ex­claimed d’Artag­nan, “this proves to me that not till to­day has Your Majesty had a just idea of us.”

			“Per­haps,” said Anne; “but that idea, if at last I have it—”

			“Your Majesty will do us jus­tice. In do­ing us jus­tice you will no longer treat us as men of vul­gar stamp. You will see in me an am­bas­sador wor­thy of the high in­ter­ests he is au­tho­rized to dis­cuss with his sov­er­eign.”

			“Where is the treaty?”

			“Here it is.”

			Anne of Aus­tria cast her eyes up­on the treaty that d’Artag­nan pre­sent­ed to her.

			“I do not see here,” she said, “any­thing but gen­er­al con­di­tions; the in­ter­ests of the Prince de Con­ti or of the Ducs de Beau­fort, de Bouil­lon and d’El­beuf and of the coad­ju­tor, are here­in con­sult­ed; but with re­gard to yours?”

			“We do our­selves jus­tice, Madame, even in as­sum­ing the high po­si­tion that we have. We do not think our­selves wor­thy to stand near such great names.”

			“But you, I pre­sume, have de­cid­ed to as­sert your pre­ten­sions vi­va voce?”

			“I be­lieve you, Madame, to be a great and pow­er­ful queen, and that it will be un­wor­thy of your pow­er and great­ness if you do not rec­om­pense the arms which will bring back his Em­i­nence to Saint Ger­main.”

			“It is my in­ten­tion so to do; come, let us hear you. Speak.”

			“He who has ne­go­ti­at­ed these mat­ters (for­give me if I be­gin by speak­ing of my­self, but I must claim that im­por­tance which has been giv­en to me, not as­sumed by me) he who has ar­ranged mat­ters for the re­turn of the car­di­nal, ought, it ap­pears to me, in or­der that his re­ward may not be un­wor­thy of Your Majesty, to be made com­man­dant of the Guards—an ap­point­ment some­thing like that of cap­tain of the Mus­ke­teers.”

			“ ’Tis the ap­point­ment Mon­sieur de Tréville held, you ask of me.”

			“The place, Madame, is va­cant, and al­though ’tis a year since Mon­sieur de Tréville has left it, it has not been filled.”

			“But it is one of the prin­ci­pal mil­i­tary ap­point­ments in the king’s house­hold.”

			“Mon­sieur de Tréville was but a younger son of a sim­ple Gas­con fam­i­ly, like me, Madame; he oc­cu­pied that post for twen­ty years.”

			“You have an an­swer ready for ev­ery­thing,” replied the queen, and she took from her bu­reau a doc­u­ment, which she filled up and signed.

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly, Madame,” said d’Artag­nan, tak­ing the doc­u­ment and bow­ing, “this is a no­ble re­ward; but ev­ery­thing in the world is un­sta­ble, and the man who hap­pened to fall in­to dis­grace with Your Majesty might lose this of­fice to­mor­row.”

			“What more do you want?” asked the queen, col­or­ing, as she found that she had to deal with a mind as sub­tle as her own.

			“A hun­dred thou­sand francs for this poor cap­tain of Mus­ke­teers, to be paid when­ev­er his ser­vices shall no longer be ac­cept­able to Your Majesty.”

			Anne hes­i­tat­ed.

			“To think of the Parisians,” so­lil­o­quized d’Artag­nan, “of­fer­ing on­ly the oth­er day, by an edict of the par­lia­ment, six hun­dred thou­sand francs to any man so­ev­er who would de­liv­er up the car­di­nal to them, dead or alive—if alive, in or­der to hang him; if dead, to de­ny him the rites of Chris­tian buri­al!”

			“Come,” said Anne, “ ’tis rea­son­able, since you on­ly ask from a queen the sixth of what the par­lia­ment has pro­posed”; and she signed an or­der for a hun­dred thou­sand francs.

			“Now, then,” she said, “what next?”

			“Madame, my friend Du Val­lon is rich and has there­fore noth­ing in the way of for­tune to de­sire; but I think I re­mem­ber that there was a ques­tion be­tween him and Mon­sieur Mazarin as to mak­ing his es­tate a barony. Nay, it must have been a prom­ise.”

			“A coun­try clown,” said Anne of Aus­tria, “peo­ple will laugh.”

			“Let them,” an­swered d’Artag­nan. “But I am sure of one thing—that those who laugh at him in his pres­ence will nev­er laugh a sec­ond time.”

			“Here goes the barony,” said the queen; she signed a patent.

			“Now there re­mains the cheva­lier, or the Ab­bé d’Herblay, as Your Majesty pleas­es.”

			“Does he wish to be a bish­op?”

			“No, Madame, some­thing eas­i­er to grant.”

			“What?”

			“It is that the king should deign to stand god­fa­ther to the son of Madame de Longueville.”

			The queen smiled.

			“Mon­sieur de Longueville is of roy­al blood, Madame,” said d’Artag­nan.

			“Yes,” said the queen; “but his son?”

			“His son, Madame, must be, since the hus­band of the son’s moth­er is.”

			“And your friend has noth­ing more to ask for Madame de Longueville?”

			“No, Madame, for I pre­sume that the king, stand­ing god­fa­ther to him, could do no less than present him with five hun­dred thou­sand francs, giv­ing his fa­ther, al­so, the gov­ern­ment of Nor­mandy.”

			“As to the gov­ern­ment of Nor­mandy,” replied the queen, “I think I can prom­ise; but with re­gard to the present, the car­di­nal is al­ways telling me there is no more mon­ey in the roy­al cof­fers.”

			“We shall search for some, Madame, and I think we can find a lit­tle, and if Your Majesty ap­proves, we will seek for some to­geth­er.”

			“What next?”

			“What next, Madame?”

			“Yes.”

			“That is all.”

			“Haven’t you, then, a fourth com­pan­ion?”

			“Yes, Madame, the Comte de la Fère.”

			“What does he ask?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“There is in the world, then, one man who, hav­ing the pow­er to ask, asks—noth­ing!”

			“There is the Comte de la Fère, Madame. The Comte de la Fère is not a man.”

			“What is he, then?”

			“The Comte de la Fère is a demigod.”

			“Has he not a son, a young man, a rel­a­tive, a nephew, of whom Com­minges spoke to me as be­ing a brave boy, and who, with Mon­sieur de Châtil­lon, brought the stan­dards from Lens?”

			“He has, as Your Majesty has said, a ward, who is called the Vi­comte de Bragelonne.”

			“If that young man should be ap­point­ed to a reg­i­ment what would his guardian say?”

			“Per­haps he would ac­cept.”

			“Per­haps?”

			“Yes, if Your Majesty her­self should beg him to ac­cept.”

			“He must be in­deed a strange man. Well, we will re­flect and per­haps we will beg him. Are you sat­is­fied, sir?”

			“There is one thing the queen has not signed—her as­sent to the treaty.”

			“Of what use to­day? I will sign it to­mor­row.”

			“I can as­sure Her Majesty that if she does not sign to­day she will not have time to sign to­mor­row. Con­sent, then, I beg you, Madame, to write at the bot­tom of this sched­ule, which has been drawn up by Mazarin, as you see:

			“ ‘I con­sent to rat­i­fy the treaty pro­posed by the Parisians.’ ”

			Anne was caught, she could not draw back—she signed; but scarce­ly had she done so when pride burst forth and she be­gan to weep.

			D’Artag­nan start­ed on see­ing these tears. Since that pe­ri­od of his­to­ry queens have shed tears—like oth­er wom­en.

			The Gas­con shook his head, these tears from roy­al­ty melt­ed his heart.

			“Madame,” he said, kneel­ing, “look up­on the un­hap­py man at your feet. He begs you to be­lieve that at a ges­ture of Your Majesty ev­ery­thing will be pos­si­ble to him. He has faith in him­self; he has faith in his friends; he wish­es al­so to have faith in his queen. And in proof that he fears noth­ing, that he counts on noth­ing, he will re­store Mon­sieur de Mazarin to Your Majesty with­out con­di­tions. Be­hold, Madame! here are the au­gust sig­na­tures of Your Majesty’s hand; if you think you are right in giv­ing them to me, you shall do so, but from this very mo­ment you are free from any obli­ga­tion to keep them.”

			And d’Artag­nan, full of splen­did pride and man­ly in­tre­pid­i­ty, placed in Anne’s hands, in a bun­dle, the pa­pers that he had one by one won from her with so much dif­fi­cul­ty.

			There are mo­ments—for if ev­ery­thing is not good, ev­ery­thing in this world is not bad—in which the most rigid and the cold­est soul is soft­ened by the tears of strong emo­tion, heart-ar­raign­ing sen­ti­ment: one of these mo­men­tary im­puls­es ac­tu­at­ed Anne. D’Artag­nan, when he gave way to his own feel­ings—which were in ac­cor­dance with those of the queen—had ac­com­plished more than the most as­tute diplo­ma­cy could have at­tempt­ed. He was there­fore in­stant­ly rec­om­pensed, ei­ther for his ad­dress or for his sen­si­bil­i­ty, which­ever it might be termed.

			“You were right, sir,” said Anne. “I mis­un­der­stood you. There are the acts signed; I de­liv­er them to you with­out com­pul­sion. Go and bring me back the car­di­nal as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Madame,” fal­tered d’Artag­nan, “ ’tis twen­ty years ago—I have a good mem­o­ry—since I had the hon­or be­hind a piece of ta­pes­try in the Hô­tel de Ville, of kiss­ing one of those love­ly hands.”

			“There is the oth­er,” replied the queen; “and that the left hand should not be less lib­er­al than the right,” she drew from her fin­ger a di­a­mond sim­i­lar to the one for­mer­ly giv­en to him, “take and keep this ring in re­mem­brance of me.

			“Madame,” said d’Artag­nan, ris­ing, “I have on­ly one thing more to wish, which is, that the next thing you ask from me, shall be—my life.”

			And with this con­clu­sion—a way pe­cu­liar to him­self—he rose and left the room.

			“I nev­er right­ly un­der­stood those men,” said the queen, as she watched him re­tir­ing from her pres­ence; “and it is now too late, for in a year the king will be of age.”

			In twen­ty-four hours d’Artag­nan and Porthos con­duct­ed Mazarin to the queen; and the one re­ceived his com­mis­sion, the oth­er his patent of no­bil­i­ty.

			On the same day the Treaty of Paris was signed, and it was ev­ery­where an­nounced that the car­di­nal had shut him­self up for three days in or­der to draw it up with the great­est care.

			Here is what each of the par­ties con­cerned gained by that treaty:

			Mon­sieur de Con­ti re­ceived Damvil­liers, and hav­ing made his proofs as gen­er­al, he suc­ceed­ed in re­main­ing a sol­dier, in­stead of be­ing made car­di­nal. More­over, some­thing had been said of a mar­riage with Mazarin’s niece. The idea was wel­comed by the prince, to whom it was of lit­tle im­por­tance whom he mar­ried, so long as he mar­ried some­one.

			The Duc de Beau­fort made his en­trance at court, re­ceiv­ing am­ple repa­ra­tion for the wrongs he had suf­fered, and all the hon­or due to his rank. Full par­don was ac­cord­ed to those who had aid­ed in his es­cape. He re­ceived al­so the of­fice of ad­mi­ral, which had been held by his fa­ther, the Duc de Vendôme and an in­dem­ni­ty for his hous­es and cas­tles, de­mol­ished by the Par­lia­ment of Bre­tagne.

			The Duc de Bouil­lon re­ceived do­mains of a val­ue equal to that of his prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Sedan, and the ti­tle of prince, grant­ed to him and to those be­long­ing to his house.

			The Duc de Longueville gained the gov­ern­ment of Pont-de-l’Arche, five hun­dred thou­sand francs for his wife and the hon­or of see­ing her son held at the bap­tismal font by the young king and Hen­ri­et­ta of Eng­land.

			Aramis stip­u­lat­ed that Bazin should of­fi­ci­ate at that cer­e­mo­ny and that Planchet should fur­nish the chris­ten­ing sug­ar plums.

			The Duc d’El­beuf ob­tained pay­ment of cer­tain sums due to his wife, one hun­dred thou­sand francs for his el­dest son and twen­ty-five thou­sand for each of the three oth­ers.

			The coad­ju­tor alone ob­tained noth­ing. They promised, in­deed, to ne­go­ti­ate with the pope for a car­di­nal’s hat for him; but he knew how lit­tle re­liance should be placed on such prom­ises, made by the queen and Mazarin. Quite con­trary to the lot of Mon­sieur de Con­ti, un­able to be car­di­nal, he was obliged to re­main a sol­dier.

			And there­fore, when all Paris was re­joic­ing in the ex­pect­ed re­turn of the king, ap­point­ed for the next day, Gondy alone, in the midst of the gen­er­al hap­pi­ness, was dis­sat­is­fied; he sent for the two men whom he was wont to sum­mon when in es­pe­cial­ly bad hu­mor. Those two men were the Count de Rochefort and the men­di­cant of Saint Eu­stache. They came with their usu­al prompt­ness, and the coad­ju­tor spent with them a part of the night.

		
	
		
			
				LXXXIX

				In Which It Is Shown That It Is Some­times More Dif­fi­cult for Kings to Re­turn to the Cap­i­tals of Their King­doms, Than to Make an Ex­it

			
			Whilst d’Artag­nan and Porthos were en­gaged in con­duct­ing the car­di­nal to Saint Ger­main, Athos and Aramis re­turned to Paris.

			Each had his own par­tic­u­lar vis­it to make.

			Aramis rushed to the Hô­tel de Ville, where Madame de Longueville was so­journ­ing. The duchess loud­ly lament­ed the an­nounce­ment of peace. War had made her a queen; peace brought her ab­di­ca­tion. She de­clared that she would nev­er as­sent to the treaty and that she wished eter­nal war.

			But when Aramis had pre­sent­ed that peace to her in a true light—that is to say, with all its ad­van­tages; when he had point­ed out to her, in ex­change for the pre­car­i­ous and con­test­ed roy­al­ty of Paris, the viceroy­al­ty of Pont-de-l’Arche—in oth­er words, of all Nor­mandy; when he had rung in her ears the five hun­dred thou­sand francs promised by the car­di­nal; when he had daz­zled her eyes with the hon­or be­stowed on her by the king in hold­ing her child at the bap­tismal font—Madame de Longueville con­tend­ed no longer, ex­cept as is the cus­tom with pret­ty wom­en to con­tend, and de­fend­ed her­self on­ly to sur­ren­der at last.

			Aramis made a pres­ence of be­liev­ing in the re­al­i­ty of her op­po­si­tion and was un­will­ing to de­prive him­self in his own view of the cred­it of her con­ver­sion.

			“Madame,” he said, “you have wished to con­quer the prince your broth­er—that is to say, the great­est cap­tain of the age; and when wom­en of ge­nius wish any­thing they al­ways suc­ceed in at­tain­ing it. You have suc­ceed­ed; the prince is beat­en, since he can no longer fight. Now at­tach him to our par­ty. With­draw him gen­tly from the queen, whom he does not like, from Mazarin, whom he de­spis­es. The Fronde is a com­e­dy, of which the first act on­ly is played. Let us wait for a de­noue­ment—for the day when the prince, thanks to you, shall have turned against the court.”

			Madame de Longueville was per­suad­ed. This Frondist duchess trust­ed so con­fi­dent­ly to the pow­er of her fine eyes, that she could not doubt their in­flu­ence even over Mon­sieur de Condé; and the chron­i­cles of the time aver that her con­fi­dence was jus­ti­fied.

			Athos, on quit­ting Aramis, went to Madame de Chevreuse. Here was an­oth­er fron­deuse to per­suade, and she was even less open to con­vic­tion than her younger ri­val. There had been no stip­u­la­tion in her fa­vor. Mon­sieur de Chevreuse had not been ap­point­ed gov­er­nor of a prov­ince, and if the queen should con­sent to be god­moth­er it could be on­ly of her grand­son or grand­daugh­ter. At the first an­nounce­ment of peace Madame de Chevreuse frowned, and in spite of all the log­ic of Athos to show her that a pro­longed war would have been im­prac­ti­ca­ble, con­tend­ed in fa­vor of hos­til­i­ties.

			“My fair friend,” said Athos, “al­low me to tell you that ev­ery­body is tired of war. You will get your­self ex­iled, as you did in the time of Louis XI­II. Be­lieve me, we have passed the time of suc­cess in in­trigue, and your fine eyes are not des­tined to be eclipsed by re­gret­ting Paris, where there will al­ways be two queens as long as you are there.”

			“Oh,” cried the duchess, “I can­not make war alone, but I can avenge my­self on that un­grate­ful queen and most am­bi­tious fa­vorite—on the hon­or of a duchess, I will avenge my­self.”

			“Madame,” replied Athos, “do not in­jure the Vi­comte de Bragelonne—do not ru­in his prospects. Alas! ex­cuse my weak­ness! There are mo­ments when a man grows young again in his chil­dren.”

			The duchess smiled, half ten­der­ly, half iron­i­cal­ly.

			“Count,” she said, “you are, I fear, gained over to the court. I sup­pose you have a blue rib­bon in your pock­et?”

			“Yes, Madame; I have that of the Garter, which King Charles I gave me some days be­fore he died.”

			“Come, I am grow­ing an old wom­an!” said the duchess, pen­sive­ly.

			Athos took her hand and kissed it. She sighed, as she looked at him.

			“Count,” she said, “Bragelonne must be a charm­ing place. You are a man of taste. You have wa­ter—woods—flow­ers there?”

			She sighed again and leaned her charm­ing head, grace­ful­ly re­clined, on her hand, still beau­ti­ful in form and col­or.

			“Madame!” ex­claimed Athos, “what were you say­ing just now about grow­ing old? Nev­er have I seen you look so young, so beau­ti­ful!”

			The duchess shook her head.

			“Does Mon­sieur de Bragelonne re­main in Paris?” she in­quired.

			“What think you of it?” in­quired Athos.

			“Leave him with me,” replied the duchess.

			“No, Madame; if you have for­got­ten the his­to­ry of Oedi­pus, I, at least, re­mem­ber it.”

			“Re­al­ly, sir, you are de­light­ful, and I should like to spend a month at Bragelonne.”

			“Are you not afraid of mak­ing peo­ple en­vi­ous of me, duchess?” replied Athos.

			“No, I shall go incog­ni­to, count, un­der the name of Marie Mi­chon.”

			“You are adorable, Madame.”

			“But do not keep Raoul with you.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause he is in love.”

			“He! he is quite a child!”

			“And ’tis a child he loves.”

			Athos be­came thought­ful.

			“You are right, duchess. This sin­gu­lar pas­sion for a child of sev­en may some day make him very un­hap­py. There is to be war in Flan­ders. He shall go thith­er.”

			“And at his re­turn you will send him to me. I will arm him against love.”

			“Alas, Madame!” ex­claimed Athos, “to­day love is like war—the breast­plate is be­com­ing use­less.”

			Raoul en­tered at this mo­ment; he came to an­nounce that the solemn en­trance of the king, queen, and her min­is­ters was to take place on the en­su­ing day.

			The next day, in fact, at day­break, the court made prepa­ra­tions to quit Saint Ger­main.

			Mean­while, the queen ev­ery hour had been send­ing for d’Artag­nan.

			“I hear,” she said, “that Paris is not qui­et. I am afraid for the king’s safe­ty; place your­self close to the coach door on the right.”

			“Re­as­sure your­self, Madame, I will an­swer for the king’s safe­ty.”

			As he left the queen’s pres­ence Bernouin sum­moned him to the car­di­nal.

			“Sir,” said Mazarin to him “an émeute is spo­ken of in Paris. I shall be on the king’s left and as I am the chief per­son threat­ened, re­main at the coach door to the left.”

			“Your Em­i­nence may be per­fect­ly easy,” replied d’Artag­nan; “they will not touch a hair of your head.”

			Deuce take it! he thought to him­self, how can I take care of both? Ah! plague on’t, I will guard the king and Porthos shall guard the car­di­nal.

			This ar­range­ment pleased ev­ery­one. The queen had con­fi­dence in the courage of d’Artag­nan, which she knew, and the car­di­nal in the strength of Porthos, which he had ex­pe­ri­enced.

			The roy­al pro­ces­sion set out for Paris. Gui­tant and Com­minges, at the head of the Guards, marched first; then came the roy­al car­riage, with d’Artag­nan on one side, Porthos on the oth­er; then the Mus­ke­teers, for two and twen­ty years staunch friends of d’Artag­nan. Dur­ing twen­ty he had been lieu­tenant, their cap­tain since the night be­fore.

			The cortege pro­ceed­ed to Notre Dame, where a Te Deum was chant­ed. All Paris were in the streets. The Swiss were drawn up along the road, but as the road was long, they were placed at six or eight feet dis­tant from each oth­er and one deep on­ly. This force was there­fore whol­ly in­suf­fi­cient, and from time to time the line was bro­ken through by the peo­ple and was formed again with dif­fi­cul­ty. When­ev­er this oc­curred, al­though it pro­ceed­ed on­ly from good­will and a de­sire to see the king and queen, Anne looked at d’Artag­nan anx­ious­ly.

			Mazarin, who had dis­pensed a thou­sand louis to make the peo­ple cry “Long live Mazarin,” and who had ac­cord­ing­ly no con­fi­dence in ac­cla­ma­tions bought at twen­ty pis­toles each, kept one eye on Porthos; but that gi­gan­tic body­guard replied to the look with his great bass voice, “Be tran­quil, my lord,” and Mazarin be­came more and more com­posed.

			At the Palais Roy­al, the crowd, which had flowed in from the ad­ja­cent street, was still greater; like an im­petu­ous mob, a wave of hu­man be­ings came to meet the car­riage and rolled tu­mul­tuous­ly in­to the Rue Saint-Hon­oré.

			When the pro­ces­sion reached the palace, loud cries of “Long live their Majesties!” re­sound­ed. Mazarin leaned out of the win­dow. One or two shouts of “Long live the car­di­nal” salut­ed his shad­ow; but in­stant­ly hiss­es and yells sti­fled them re­morse­less­ly. Mazarin turned pale and shrank back in the coach.

			“Low­born fel­lows!” ejac­u­lat­ed Porthos.

			D’Artag­nan said noth­ing, but twirled his mus­tache with a pe­cu­liar ges­ture which showed that his fine Gas­con hu­mor was awake.

			Anne of Aus­tria bent down and whis­pered in the young king’s ear:

			“Say some­thing gra­cious to Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan, my son.”

			The young king leaned to­ward the door.

			“I have not said good morn­ing to you, Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan,” he said; “nev­er­the­less, I have re­marked you. It was you who were be­hind my bed-cur­tains that night the Parisians wished to see me asleep.”

			“And if the king per­mits me,” re­turned the Gas­con, “I shall be near him al­ways when there is dan­ger to be en­coun­tered.”

			“Sir,” said Mazarin to Porthos, “what would you do if the crowd fell up­on us?”

			“Kill as many as I could, my lord.”

			“Hem! brave as you are and strong as you are, you could not kill them all.”

			“ ’Tis true,” an­swered Porthos, ris­ing on his sad­dle, in or­der that he might ap­praise the im­mense crowd, “there are a lot of them.”

			I think I should like the oth­er fel­low bet­ter than this one, said Mazarin to him­self, and he threw him­self back in his car­riage.

			The queen and her min­is­ter, more es­pe­cial­ly the lat­ter, had rea­son to feel anx­ious. The crowd, whilst pre­serv­ing an ap­pear­ance of re­spect and even of af­fec­tion for the king and queen re­gent, be­gan to be tu­mul­tuous. Re­ports were whis­pered about, like cer­tain sounds which an­nounce, as they whis­tle from wave to wave, the com­ing storm—and when they pass athwart a mul­ti­tude, presage an émeute.

			D’Artag­nan turned to­ward the Mus­ke­teers and made a sign im­per­cep­ti­ble to the crowd, but very eas­i­ly un­der­stood by that cho­sen reg­i­ment, the flow­er of the army.

			The ranks closed firm­ly in and a kind of ma­jes­tic tremor ran from man to man.

			At the Bar­rière des Ser­gents the pro­ces­sion was obliged to stop. Com­minges left the head of the es­cort and went to the queen’s car­riage. Anne ques­tioned d’Artag­nan by a look. He an­swered in the same lan­guage.

			“Pro­ceed,” she said.

			Com­minges re­turned to his post. An ef­fort was made and the liv­ing bar­ri­er was vi­o­lent­ly bro­ken through.

			Some com­plaints arose from the crowd and were ad­dressed this time to the king as well as the min­is­ter.

			“On­ward!” cried d’Artag­nan, in a loud voice.

			“On­ward!” cried Porthos.

			But as if the mul­ti­tude had wait­ed on­ly for this demon­stra­tion to burst out, all the sen­ti­ments of hos­til­i­ty that pos­sessed it ex­plod­ed si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly. Cries of “Down with Mazarin!” “Death to the car­di­nal!” re­sound­ed on all sides.

			At the same time through the streets of Grenelle, Saint-Hon­oré, and Du Coq, a dou­ble stream of peo­ple broke the fee­ble hedge of Swiss guards and came like a whirl­wind even to the very legs of Porthos’s horse and that of d’Artag­nan.

			This new erup­tion was more dan­ger­ous than the oth­ers, be­ing com­posed of armed men. It was plain that it was not the chance com­bi­na­tion of those who had col­lect­ed a num­ber of the mal­con­tents at the same spot, but a con­cert­ed or­ga­nized at­tack.

			Each of these mobs was led by a chief, one of whom ap­peared to be­long, not to the peo­ple, but to the hon­or­able cor­po­ra­tion of men­di­cants, and the oth­er, not­with­stand­ing his af­fect­ed im­i­ta­tion of the peo­ple, might eas­i­ly be dis­cerned to be a gen­tle­man. Both were ev­i­dent­ly stim­u­lat­ed by the same im­pulse.

			There was a shock which was per­ceived even in the roy­al car­riage. Myr­i­ads of hoarse cries, form­ing one vast up­roar, were heard, min­gled with guns fir­ing.

			“Ho! Mus­ke­teers!” cried d’Artag­nan.

			The es­cort di­vid­ed in­to two files. One of them passed around to the right of the car­riage, the oth­er to the left. One went to sup­port d’Artag­nan, the oth­er Porthos. Then came a skir­mish, the more ter­ri­ble be­cause it had no def­i­nite ob­ject; the more melan­choly, be­cause those en­gaged in it knew not for whom they were fight­ing. Like all pop­u­lar move­ments, the shock giv­en by the rush of this mob was for­mi­da­ble. The mus­ke­teers, few in num­ber, not be­ing able, in the midst of this crowd, to make their hors­es wheel around, be­gan to give way. D’Artag­nan of­fered to low­er the blinds of the roy­al car­riage, but the young king stretched out his arm, say­ing:

			“No, sir! I wish to see ev­ery­thing.”

			“If Your Majesty wish­es to look out—well, then, look!” replied d’Artag­nan. And turn­ing with that fury which made him so for­mi­da­ble, he rushed to­ward the chief of the in­sur­gents, a man who, with a huge sword in his hand, was try­ing to hew a pas­sage to the coach door through the mus­ke­teers.

			“Make room!” cried d’Artag­nan. “Zounds! give way!”

			At these words the man with a pis­tol and sword raised his head, but it was too late. The blow was sped by d’Artag­nan; the rapi­er had pierced his bo­som.

			“Ah! con­found it!” cried the Gas­con, try­ing in vain, too late, to re­tract the thrust. “What the dev­il are you do­ing here, count?”

			“Ac­com­plish­ing my des­tiny,” replied Rochefort, fall­ing on one knee. “I have al­ready got up again af­ter three stabs from you, I shall nev­er rise af­ter this fourth.”

			“Count!” said d’Artag­nan, with some de­gree of emo­tion, “I struck with­out know­ing that it was you. I am sor­ry, if you die, that you should die with sen­ti­ments of ha­tred to­ward me.”

			Rochefort ex­tend­ed his hand to d’Artag­nan, who took it. The count wished to speak, but a gush of blood sti­fled him. He stiff­ened in the last con­vul­sions of death and ex­pired.

			“Back, peo­ple!” cried d’Artag­nan, “your lead­er is dead; you have no longer any busi­ness here.”

			In­deed, as if de Rochefort had been the very soul of the at­tack, the crowd who had fol­lowed and obeyed him took to flight on see­ing him fall. D’Artag­nan charged, with a par­ty of mus­ke­teers, up the Rue du Coq, and the por­tion of the mob he as­sailed dis­ap­peared like smoke, dis­pers­ing near the Place Saint Ger­main-l’Aux­er­rois and tak­ing the di­rec­tion of the quays.

			D’Artag­nan re­turned to help Porthos, if Porthos need­ed help; but Porthos, for his part, had done his work as con­sci­en­tious­ly as d’Artag­nan. The left of the car­riage was as well cleared as the right, and they drew up the blind of the win­dow which Mazarin, less hero­ic than the king, had tak­en the pre­cau­tion to low­er.

			Porthos looked very melan­choly.

			“What a dev­il of a face you have, Porthos! and what a strange air for a vic­tor!”

			“But you,” an­swered Porthos, “seem to me ag­i­tat­ed.”

			“There’s a rea­son! Zounds! I have just killed an old friend.”

			“In­deed!” replied Porthos, “who?”

			“That poor Count de Rochefort.”

			“Well! ex­act­ly like me! I have just killed a man whose face is not un­known to me. Un­luck­i­ly, I hit him on the head and im­me­di­ate­ly his face was cov­ered with blood.”

			“And he said noth­ing as he died?”

			“Yes; he ex­claimed, ‘Oh!’ ”

			“I sup­pose,” an­swered d’Artag­nan, laugh­ing, “if he on­ly said that, it did not en­light­en you much.”

			“Well, sir!” cried the queen.

			“Madame, the pas­sage is quite clear and Your Majesty can con­tin­ue your road.”

			In fact, the pro­ces­sion ar­rived in safe­ty at Notre Dame, at the front gate of which all the cler­gy, with the coad­ju­tor at their head, await­ed the king, the queen and the min­is­ter, for whose hap­py re­turn they chant­ed a Te Deum.

			As the ser­vice was draw­ing to a close a boy en­tered the church in great ex­cite­ment, ran to the sac­risty, dressed him­self quick­ly in the choir robes, and cleav­ing, thanks to that uni­form, the crowd that filled the tem­ple, ap­proached Bazin, who, clad in his blue robe, was stand­ing grave­ly in his place at the en­trance to the choir.

			Bazin felt some­one pulling his sleeve. He low­ered to earth his eyes, be­at­if­i­cal­ly raised to Heav­en, and rec­og­nized Fri­quet.

			“Well, you ras­cal, what is it? How do you dare to dis­turb me in the ex­er­cise of my func­tions?” asked the bea­dle.

			“Mon­sieur Bazin,” said Fri­quet, “Mon­sieur Mail­lard—you know who he is, he gives holy wa­ter at Saint Eu­stache—”

			“Well, go on.”

			“Well, he re­ceived in the scrim­mage a sword stroke on the head. That great gi­ant who was there gave it to him.”

			“In that case,” said Bazin, “he must be pret­ty sick.”

			“So sick that he is dy­ing, and he wants to con­fess to the coad­ju­tor, who, they say, has pow­er to re­mit great sins.”

			“And does he imag­ine that the coad­ju­tor will put him­self out for him?”

			“To be sure; the coad­ju­tor has promised.”

			“Who told you that?”

			“Mon­sieur Mail­lard him­self.”

			“You have seen him, then?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; I was there when he fell.”

			“What were you do­ing there?”

			“I was shout­ing, ‘Down with Mazarin!’ ‘Death to the car­di­nal!’ ‘The Ital­ian to the gal­lows!’ Isn’t that what you would have me shout?”

			“Be qui­et, you ras­cal!” said Bazin, look­ing un­easi­ly around.

			“So that he told me, that poor Mon­sieur Mail­lard, ‘Go find the coad­ju­tor, Fri­quet, and if you bring him to me you shall be my heir.’ Say, then, Fa­ther Bazin—the heir of Mon­sieur Mail­lard, the giv­er of holy wa­ter at Saint Eu­stache! Hey! I shall have noth­ing to do but to fold my arms! All the same, I should like to do him that ser­vice—what do you say to it?”

			“I will tell the coad­ju­tor,” said Bazin.

			In fact, he slow­ly and re­spect­ful­ly ap­proached the prelate and spoke to him pri­vate­ly a few words, to which the lat­ter re­spond­ed by an af­fir­ma­tive sign. He then re­turned with the same slow step and said:

			“Go and tell the dy­ing man that he must be pa­tient. Mon­seigneur will be with him in an hour.”

			“Good!” said Fri­quet, “my for­tune is made.”

			“By the way,” said Bazin, “where was he car­ried?”

			“To the tow­er Saint Jacques la Boucherie”; and de­light­ed with the suc­cess of his em­bassy, Fri­quet start­ed off at the top of his speed.

			When the Te Deum was over, the coad­ju­tor, with­out stop­ping to change his priest­ly dress, took his way to­ward that old tow­er which he knew so well. He ar­rived in time. Though sink­ing from mo­ment to mo­ment, the wound­ed man was not yet dead. The door was opened to the coad­ju­tor of the room in which the men­di­cant was suf­fer­ing.

			A mo­ment lat­er Fri­quet went out, car­ry­ing in his hand a large leather bag; he opened it as soon as he was out­side the cham­ber and to his great as­ton­ish­ment found it full of gold. The men­di­cant had kept his word and made Fri­quet his heir.

			“Ah! Moth­er Nanette!” cried Fri­quet, suf­fo­cat­ing; “ah! Moth­er Nanette!”

			He could say no more; but though he hadn’t strength to speak he had enough for ac­tion. He rushed head­long to the street, and like the Greek from Marathon who fell in the square at Athens, with his lau­rel in his hand, Fri­quet reached Coun­cil­lor Brous­sel’s thresh­old, and then fell ex­haust­ed, scat­ter­ing on the floor the louis dis­gorged by his leather bag.

			Moth­er Nanette be­gan by pick­ing up the louis; then she picked up Fri­quet.

			In the mean­time the cortege re­turned to the Palais Roy­al.

			“That Mon­sieur d’Artag­nan is a very brave man, moth­er,” said the young king.

			“Yes, my son; and he ren­dered very im­por­tant ser­vices to your fa­ther. Treat him kind­ly, there­fore, in the fu­ture.”

			“Cap­tain,” said the young king to d’Artag­nan, on de­scend­ing from the car­riage, “the queen has charged me to in­vite you to din­ner to­day—you and your friend the Baron du Val­lon.”

			That was a great hon­or for d’Artag­nan and for Porthos. Porthos was de­light­ed; and yet dur­ing the en­tire repast he seemed to be pre­oc­cu­pied.

			“What was the mat­ter with you, baron?” d’Artag­nan said to him as they de­scend­ed the stair­case of the Palais Roy­al. “You seemed at din­ner to be anx­ious about some­thing.”

			“I was try­ing,” said Porthos, “to re­call where I had seen that men­di­cant whom I must have killed.”

			“And you couldn’t re­mem­ber?”

			“No.”

			“Well, search, my friend, search; and when you have found, you will tell me, will you not?”

			“Par­dieu!” said Porthos.
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			On go­ing home, the two friends found a let­ter from Athos, who de­sired them to meet him at the Grand Charle­magne on the fol­low­ing day.

			The friends went to bed ear­ly, but nei­ther of them slept. When we ar­rive at the sum­mit of our wish­es, suc­cess has usu­al­ly the pow­er to drive away sleep on the first night af­ter the ful­fil­ment of long cher­ished hopes.

			The next day at the ap­point­ed hour they went to see Athos and found him and Aramis in trav­el­ing cos­tume.

			“What!” cried Porthos, “are we all go­ing away, then? I al­so have made my prepa­ra­tions this morn­ing.”

			“Oh, heav­ens! yes,” said Aramis. “There’s noth­ing to do in Paris now there’s no Fronde. The Duchess de Longueville has in­vit­ed me to pass a few days in Nor­mandy, and has de­put­ed me, while her son is be­ing bap­tized, to go and pre­pare her res­i­dence at Rouen; af­ter which, if noth­ing new oc­curs, I shall go and bury my­self in my con­vent at Noisy-le-Sec.”

			“And I,” said Athos, “am re­turn­ing to Bragelonne. You know, dear d’Artag­nan, I am noth­ing more than a good hon­est coun­try gen­tle­man. Raoul has no for­tune oth­er than I pos­sess, poor child! and I must take care of it for him, since I on­ly lend him my name.”

			“And Raoul—what shall you do with him?”

			“I leave him with you, my friend. War has bro­ken out in Flan­ders. You shall take him with you there. I am afraid that re­main­ing at Blois would be dan­ger­ous to his youth­ful mind. Take him and teach him to be as brave and loy­al as you are your­self.”

			“Then,” replied d’Artag­nan, “though I shall not have you, Athos, at all events I shall have that dear fair-haired head by me; and though he’s but a boy, yet, since your soul lives again in him, dear Athos, I shall al­ways fan­cy that you are near me, sus­tain­ing and en­cour­ag­ing me.”

			The four friends em­braced with tears in their eyes.

			Then they de­part­ed, with­out know­ing whether they would ev­er see each oth­er again.

			D’Artag­nan re­turned to the Rue Ti­que­tonne with Porthos, still pos­sessed by the wish to find out who the man was that he had killed. On ar­riv­ing at the Hô­tel de la Chevrette they found the baron’s equipage all ready and Mous­que­ton on his sad­dle.

			“Come, d’Artag­nan,” said Porthos, “bid adieu to your sword and go with me to Pier­re­fonds, to Bra­cieux, or to Du Val­lon. We will grow old to­geth­er and talk of our com­pan­ions.”

			“No!” replied d’Artag­nan, “deuce take it, the cam­paign is go­ing to be­gin; I wish to be there, I ex­pect to get some­thing by it.”

			“What do you ex­pect to get?”

			“Why, I ex­pect to be made Maréchal of France!”

			“Ha! ha!” cried Porthos, who was not com­plete­ly tak­en in by d’Artag­nan’s gas­conades.

			“Come my broth­er, go with me,” added d’Artag­nan, “and I will see that you are made a duke!”

			“No,” an­swered Porthos, “Mous­ton has no de­sire to fight; be­sides, they have erect­ed a tri­umphal arch for me to en­ter my barony, which will kill my neigh­bors with en­vy.”

			“To that I can say noth­ing,” re­turned d’Artag­nan, who knew the van­i­ty of the new baron. “Then, here’s to our next mer­ry meet­ing!”

			“Adieu, dear cap­tain,” said Porthos, “I shall al­ways be hap­py to wel­come you to my barony.”

			“Yes, yes, when the cam­paign is over,” replied the Gas­con.

			“His hon­or’s equipage is wait­ing,” said Mous­que­ton.

			The two friends, af­ter a cor­dial pres­sure of the hands, sep­a­rat­ed. D’Artag­nan was stand­ing at the door look­ing af­ter Porthos with a mourn­ful gaze, when the baron, af­ter walk­ing scarce­ly more than twen­ty paces, re­turned—stood still—struck his fore­head with his fin­ger and ex­claimed:

			“I rec­ol­lect!”

			“What?” in­quired d’Artag­nan.

			“Who the beg­gar was that I killed.”

			“Ah! in­deed! and who was he?”

			“ ’Twas that low fel­low, Bona­cieux.”

			And Porthos, en­chant­ed at hav­ing re­lieved his mind, re­joined Mous­que­ton and they dis­ap­peared around an an­gle of the street. D’Artag­nan stood for an in­stant, mute, pen­sive and mo­tion­less; then, as he went in, he saw the fair Madeleine, his host­ess, stand­ing on the thresh­old.

			“Madeleine,” said the Gas­con, “give me your apart­ment on the first floor; now that I am a cap­tain in the roy­al Mus­ke­teers I must make an ap­pear­ance; nev­er­the­less, re­serve my old room on the fifth sto­ry for me; one nev­er knows what may hap­pen.”

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. It is said that Mazarin, who, though a car­di­nal, had not tak­en such vows as to pre­vent it, was se­cret­ly mar­ried to Anne of Aus­tria. —La Porte’s Mem­oirs

			2. The Three Mus­ke­teers.

			3. This se­cret pas­sage is still to be seen in the Palais Roy­al.

			4. A sac­er­do­tal of­fi­cer.

			5. This poire d’an­goisse was a fa­mous gag, in the form of a pear, which, be­ing thrust in­to the mouth, by the aid of a spring, di­lat­ed, so as to dis­tend the jaws to their great­est width.

			6. Sandy hills about Dunkirk, from which it de­rives its name.
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