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    Swords flash, masks fall, and the fate of nations turns on private oaths, as loyalty, justice, and identity are tested in whirlwind adventures that race across courts, prisons, alleyways, and the open sea.

This volume gathers major works by Alexandre Dumas, a master of historical adventure whose novels swept nineteenth-century readers into vivid, perilous worlds. Written and serialized primarily during the 1840s and 1850s in Paris, these stories combine breathless momentum with an instinct for human drama. Dumas, a prolific dramatist and novelist, built narratives that move with the certainty of legend yet remain grounded in the frailties and ambitions of ordinary lives. The result is fiction that entertains with daring escapes and duels while probing the costs of loyalty, the temptations of power, and the redemptive possibilities of courage and friendship.

Dumas’s novels are classics because they defined—and continue to refine—the grammar of popular storytelling. His work established a model for plot-driven fiction that never sacrifices emotional complexity, balancing spectacle with moral inquiry. The characters, from idealistic youths to worldly veterans and formidable schemers, have become archetypes that recur across literature and film. Translated into dozens of languages and adapted repeatedly for stage and screen, these narratives helped shape a global imagination of heroism and intrigue. Their endurance testifies not only to high entertainment but to the clarity with which they confront enduring questions of justice, loyalty, and the forging of identity.

The novels first appeared in feuilleton form—daily or weekly installments printed in newspapers—an innovation that honed Dumas’s gift for cliffhangers, ensemble casts, and layered subplots. This serial mode cultivated intimacy with readers, who returned for each twist and revelation, creating a shared cultural rhythm around the stories. Dumas often planned plots with collaborators, notably Auguste Maquet, then brought them to life with dialogue, theatrical timing, and character. The approach was pragmatic and modern, bridging the stage and the page, and it helped establish the serialized novel as a dominant form that would influence publishing practices and narrative structures well beyond France.

At the heart of these novels lies a moral terrain where ideals meet reality. Honor is both compass and challenge; friendship confers strength but demands sacrifice; love inspires fidelity and tests it; justice can be luminous or shadowed by revenge. Dumas frames these tensions through brisk action, but the stakes are ethical as much as physical. Characters confront the burden of promises, the pull of ambition, and the disguises required by survival. Time, too, is a theme—how youth ripens into experience, how memory reshapes desire, and how personal choices reverberate across years, nations, and the lives of allies and adversaries.

Dumas’s historical imagination gives the novels their breadth and texture. He sets personal destinies against the upheavals of monarchies, revolutions, and religious conflict, borrowing events and figures from archives but filtering them through dramatic intelligence. The result is not academic reconstruction but living history—markets, salons, barracks, and courts rendered with sensory vigor and social nuance. While the settings range across early modern and nineteenth-century Europe, the focus remains human: those who wield power, those who resist it, and those who must navigate its shifting currents. History provides the canvas; Dumas supplies color, movement, and the empathy that makes eras feel immediate.

The characters endure because they are companions in bravery and fallibility. Dumas excels at the quick, revealing gesture: a shared meal that cements trust, a jest that veils exhaustion, a duel chosen for principle rather than vanity. His protagonists shine in fellowship as much as in solitary resolve, and his antagonists—rarely mere villains—are often animated by intelligible motives. In these pages, charisma and conscience meet resourcefulness and guile. Such figures invite readers to measure themselves against tests of prudence and daring, to admire ingenuity while recognizing the toll it exacts, and to find in camaraderie a bulwark against the world’s caprice.

Stylistically, the novels are engines of momentum. Scenes unfold with theatrical clarity: entrances and exits, reversals that pivot on a word, revelations timed to maximum effect. Yet speed never excludes texture. Dumas lingers on the clink of glasses, the cut of a uniform, the murmur of a crowd, making atmosphere serve character and plot. His chapter endings invite return; his dialogue carries wit without mannerism. The combination is remarkably modern: cinematic pacing before cinema, serial suspense before the binge. Little wonder readers across centuries have found the books both page-turning and re-readable, discovering fresh intricacies beneath the rush of events.

The influence of Dumas extends through adventure fiction, historical romance, and beyond. Later storytellers inherited his craft of orchestrating ensembles, choreographing action, and mining history for narrative spark. Echoes appear in the swashbuckling tradition, in the detective and spy genres’ appetite for disguise and revelation, and in serial media that thrive on cliffhangers and expanding worlds. Adaptations have reached stage, opera, film, radio, comics, and television, reinforcing the novels’ international circulation. That continuing afterlife underscores how Dumas’s techniques—modular episodes, moral stakes, charismatic teams—became part of the shared toolkit of modern narrative art in multiple languages and forms.

Alexandre Dumas (1802–1870) wrote during a transformative period in French letters, and his major novels first appeared in the 1840s and 1850s in Parisian newspapers before book publication. A playwright turned novelist, he brought theatrical instincts to prose and collaborated in developing intricate plots that he then animated with verve. This collection presents his most celebrated long fictions, inviting readers into stories that span duels, prisons, courts, and conspiracies. Without disclosing their surprises, it is enough to note that these are tales of ascents and reckonings, of friendships forged under pressure, and of the uneasy bond between personal desire and public duty.

Approaching these novels today, readers can savor them as both entertainment and inquiry. The swift chapters reward steady reading, yet the books also invite pauses to admire craft: a motif returning with new meaning, a conversation that anticipates a moral test, a setting that mirrors a character’s fate. Historical notes—whether formal or self-sought—can deepen appreciation, but the narratives remain clear without them. What matters most is the companionable energy with which Dumas guides us through ruses and reversals, encouraging delight in ingenuity while keeping the human costs visible. The pleasure lies in momentum joined to meaning.

Ultimately, these works endure because they make courage, justice, love, and loyalty feel urgent and alive. They remind us that power must be answered by principle, that identity is forged through trials, and that friendship can steady the heart when history storms. Their blend of pace and moral clarity suits contemporary readers who crave stories that move and matter. As an introduction to Dumas’s achievement, this collection illuminates why his novels became—and remain—touchstones: generous in spirit, grand in design, and endlessly engaging in their invitation to witness character tested against time and circumstance.
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    The Greatest Novels of Alexandre Dumas gathers many of the author's most celebrated historical adventures into one volume, highlighting the range of his storytelling across several centuries of European history. It features swashbuckling camaraderie, intricate political plots, and personal quests for justice and identity. This synopsis follows the collection's principal cycles, outlining characters, settings, and stakes while avoiding crucial revelations. Readers move from duels and courtly intrigues in seventeenth century France to prisons, conspiracies, and revolutions that reshape destinies. Throughout, Dumas blends brisk action with historical detail, balancing romance and danger while exploring loyalty, honor, ambition, and the costs and obligations of power.

The Three Musketeers introduces the young Gascon d'Artagnan, who arrives in Paris seeking a commission and finds unwavering allies in Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. Together they navigate the rivalries of court and cardinal, where whispered scandals threaten the throne and reputation is defended at sword point. A perilous errand linked to the queen's honor draws them into a wider struggle with a formidable adversary whose schemes reach across borders. Duels, disguises, and sudden reversals define their path as friendship becomes their strongest weapon. The novel establishes the tone of gallantry and wit that anchors much of the collection.

Twenty Years After revisits the companions in a France divided by the Fronde, with a child king, a cautious regent, and the hand of Cardinal Mazarin shaping events. Time has tested loyalties and scattered ambitions, and reunion brings new disagreements about duty and allegiance. A mission that extends to England entangles them in the fate of a captive sovereign amid the turmoil of civil war. Crossing borders, they confront shifting alliances, popular unrest, and the hard arithmetic of politics. The adventure expands the scope of the saga, contrasting youthful bravado with seasoned resolve while preserving the core bond among the four.

The Vicomte de Bragelonne carries the musketeer cycle into the reign of Louis XIV, focusing on Raoul, the son of Athos, and on the aging yet indomitable heroes who guided him. Courtly rivalries, ministerial power struggles, and the ascent of a dazzling monarch frame personal trials in love and honor. D'Artagnan's career advances as he maneuvers through intrigue involving finance and influence, while an enigmatic prisoner hidden behind an iron mask becomes a silent axis for larger designs. The narrative balances pageantry with melancholy, charting transitions between generations and testing ideals as private loyalties collide with reasons of state.

The Count of Monte Cristo presents a maritime prodigy, Edmond Dantes, whose sudden arrest shatters his future on the eve of advancement. Years of secret captivity yield hard won knowledge and a path to wealth that allows him to reenter society in a new guise. Methodically, he traces the lines of betrayal and reward across families, salons, and institutions, devising elaborate encounters that expose hidden debts. The novel surveys Parisian and Mediterranean worlds while weighing justice against vengeance, chance against design. Its design showcases patience, disguise, and moral reckoning without disclosing the ultimate balance it strikes among its adversaries.

Queen Margot transports readers to the late French Wars of Religion, where an arranged marriage between Marguerite de Valois and Henry of Navarre aims to defuse sectarian violence. The celebration collides with erupting hostilities in Paris, and survival hinges on swift alliances and subtle messages passed through a hostile court. Factions led by formidable figures, including a calculating queen mother, manipulate fear and loyalty. Characters navigate assassins, locked chambers, and coded promises while the balance of France teeters. The novel emphasizes the precariousness of tolerance and the resourcefulness required to endure amid suspicion, rumor, and rapidly changing fortunes.

The Black Tulip shifts to the Netherlands during a fevered contest to cultivate a flower thought impossible. A meticulous amateur botanist pursues the creation of a perfect black tulip, drawing the jealousy of a rival determined to claim the prize. Political upheaval darkens the quest, leading to accusations and confinement that threaten both work and life. Within prison walls, a fragile partnership and a tender attachment offer hope that perseverance might outlast intrigue. The tale blends domestic detail with public unrest, exploring how dedication, envy, and reputation intersect in a society where beauty and profit can inflame dangerous passions.

Other adventures in the collection broaden Dumas's canvas. The Knight of Maison Rouge follows clandestine efforts to rescue a doomed queen during the Revolution, pulling ordinary citizens into perilous networks of coded signals and false identities. The Corsican Brothers presents twins bound by an uncanny sympathy whose honor is tested amid Parisian salons and dueling grounds. Georges examines colonial society on an island in the Indian Ocean, where a capable young man confronts prejudice and power to assert dignity. Together these works highlight conspiracies, vendettas, and social barriers, extending the themes of courage, loyalty, and self determination beyond royal courts.

Taken together, these novels showcase Dumas's signature blend of rapid incident, memorable dialogue, and accessible history. Each story anchors private motives within public crises, using romance, disguise, and pursuit to propel characters toward choices that reveal character and consequence. While settings shift from palaces to prisons and from salons to battlefields, the animating concerns remain constant: friendship as refuge, justice tempered by mercy, and ambition measured against responsibility. The collection's cumulative message affirms resilience amid upheaval and the possibility of integrity under pressure, offering enduring narratives that illuminate how individuals navigate power, betrayal, and hope across turbulent eras.
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    Alexandre Dumas’s greatest novels unfold across a broad historical canvas spanning the later Valois court, the Bourbon monarchy, the Revolution, Napoleon, the Restoration, and the July Monarchy. They move through Paris, Blois, and the Louvre; coastal strongholds like La Rochelle and Marseilles; prisons such as the Bastille and the Château d’If; and foreign settings including Rome and The Hague. The temporal scope runs roughly from 1572, during the French Wars of Religion, to the 1830s, an era of financial capitalism and urban modernity. The setting is therefore not a single place or moment but the evolution of French and European power, religion, and society over three centuries.

The world in which these tales are set is shaped by dynastic statecraft, confessional conflict, bureaucratic centralization, and, later, revolutionary upheaval. Under cardinals and kings, France consolidates its territory; under Jacobins and emperors, it redefines citizenship and law; under restored and constitutional monarchs, it negotiates competing claims of legitimacy. Paris functions as the political and judicial nerve center, while provincial cities such as La Rochelle and Lyon become stages for sieges, insurrections, and reaction. The Mediterranean, particularly Marseilles and the Roman Campagna, frames trade and banditry. This panorama provides the factual scaffolding upon which Dumas situates intrigue, honor, vengeance, and social ascent.

The French Wars of Religion culminated in the St. Bartholomew’s Day Massacre in Paris on 23–24 August 1572, when thousands of Huguenots were killed after the attempted assassination of Admiral Gaspard II de Coligny. Estimates range near 3,000 dead in Paris and 5,000–10,000 in the provinces as violence spread. The marriage of Marguerite de Valois and Henry of Navarre on 18 August 1572, meant to reconcile factions, prefaced the catastrophe. Dumas’s La Reine Margot situates its plot within these events, depicting Catherine de’ Medici’s court and using the massacre’s terror to dramatize the precarity of conscience, allegiance, and survival in late Valois France.

Under Louis XIII (reigned 1610–1643), Cardinal Richelieu, first minister from 1624, centralized royal authority, curbed noble factions, and prosecuted war against the Habsburgs. The Day of the Dupes (10–12 November 1630) confirmed Richelieu’s ascendancy over court rivals. Anglo-French tensions manifested in the intrigues surrounding George Villiers, 1st Duke of Buckingham, assassinated on 23 August 1628. The Three Musketeers (1844) animates this milieu: the diamond studs affair, duels, and clandestine missions mirror real struggles between crown, nobility, and foreign influence, transforming cabinet politics and confessional pressure into personal stakes for d’Artagnan, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis.

The Siege of La Rochelle (1627–1628) marked the suppression of the Huguenot political-military challenge. Royal forces built a massive seawall, designed by engineer Clément Métezeau, to starve the port into submission; famine and disease decimated the defenders before the city capitulated on 28 October 1628. English relief expeditions failed to break the blockade. Dumas weaves the siege into the Musketeer cycle as the crucible where court intrigue intersects with national policy, showing how decisions made by Richelieu and the king translate into privation at the city walls and daring missions that foreshadow the triumph of centralized monarchy over religious particularism.

The Fronde (1648–1653) comprised successive civil wars pitting the royal regency of Anne of Austria and Cardinal Mazarin against the Parlement of Paris and later great nobles such as the Prince de Condé. The first phase saw barricades in Paris in 1648 and the Peace of Rueil in 1649; renewed conflict followed, with shifting alliances until royal authority prevailed. Twenty Years After (1845) threads the veterans of The Three Musketeers through this unstable landscape, using their divided loyalties to reflect the era’s factional realignments and the exhaustion that prolonged civil strife imposed on a society transitioning toward Louis XIV’s personal rule.

Louis XIV’s early reign witnessed the downfall of Nicolas Fouquet, Superintendent of Finances, arrested on 5 September 1661 by d’Artagnan and the Musketeers after the famous fête at Vaux-le-Vicomte on 17 August. Jean-Baptiste Colbert then advanced fiscal centralization. The period’s carceral mysteries include the Man in the Iron Mask, a masked prisoner held at Pignerol and later the Bastille, who died on 19 November 1703; historians often identify him with Eustache Dauger. The Vicomte de Bragelonne and its final part, The Man in the Iron Mask, fictionalize these episodes to explore secrecy, raison d’État, and the personal costs of absolutist consolidation.

The Dutch Rampjaar, the Disaster Year of 1672, saw the invasion of the Dutch Republic by France, England, and German princes. Amid panic, Johan and Cornelis de Witt, leading republican statesmen, were lynched in The Hague on 20 August 1672, enabling William III of Orange’s ascendancy. Dumas’s The Black Tulip (1850) uses this political breakdown as a violent prologue, then shifts to Haarlem’s horticultural contest to cultivate a black tulip. The novel juxtaposes civic brutality and scientific aspiration, transforming the lynching’s trauma into a study of perseverance, envy, and the tender mercies of provincial Dutch life under extraordinary pressure.

The Regency of Philippe d’Orléans (1715–1723) unfolded amid financial experimentation and international intrigue. The Cellamare conspiracy of 1718, orchestrated by Antonio del Giudice, Prince of Cellamare, and encouraged by Spain’s minister Cardinal Giulio Alberoni, sought to replace the Regent with Philip V of Spain as guardian of young Louis XV. The plot was uncovered in December 1718; arrests followed, and Alberoni was dismissed in 1719 as war erupted. Dumas’s The Chevalier d’Harmental and The Regent’s Daughter dramatize the conspiracy’s clandestine networks, highlighting the fragility of regency power and the continental stakes of dynastic guardianship.

The Affair of the Diamond Necklace (1785–1786) discredited the Bourbon court on the eve of revolution. Jeanne de Valois-Saint-Rémy duped Cardinal de Rohan into purchasing an extravagant necklace meant for Marie Antoinette from jewelers Boehmer and Bassenge, using forged correspondence. The Parlement of Paris acquitted Rohan in 1786, while Jeanne was branded and imprisoned; the public inferred corruption and frivolity at Versailles. Dumas’s The Queen’s Necklace (1849–1850) reconstructs these events to show how scandal, publicity, and judicial spectacle eroded royal legitimacy, opening the path to the political contests his Revolution-cycle novels dramatize in personal terms.

The French Revolution (1789–1799) transformed sovereignty, law, and social order. Key moments include 10 August 1792, when the Tuileries fell and the monarchy collapsed; 21 January 1793, the execution of Louis XVI; 16 October 1793, the execution of Marie Antoinette; and 9 Thermidor Year II (27 July 1794), the fall of Robespierre. The Committee of Public Safety and the Revolutionary Tribunal conducted the Terror through emergency laws and denunciations. The Knight of Maison-Rouge (1846) situates a failed 1793 rescue attempt of the queen within the surveillance state of Year II, embodying the lethal convergence of fear, ideology, and judicial expedience.

Royalist resistance persisted through the Chouannerie and associated insurgencies in western and central France from 1793 to 1800, blending guerrilla warfare with banditry and political vengeance. During the Directory (1795–1799), clandestine monarchist societies and highway bands targeted republican officials and convoys, especially around Lyon, Franche-Comté, and the Rhône valley. Joseph Fouché’s police apparatus responded with infiltration and severe reprisals. Dumas’s The Companions of Jehu (1857) fictionalizes royalist riders who plunder to fund restorationist aims while testing Bonaparte’s consolidation, transforming scattered attacks and police countermeasures into a narrative on memory, legitimacy, and the moral haze of civil conflict.

Napoleon Bonaparte’s rise from the 18 Brumaire coup (9 November 1799) to imperial coronation in 1804 reordered Europe through campaigns in Italy, the Mediterranean, central Europe, Spain, and Russia. His first abdication came in April 1814; he returned from Elba on 1 March 1815, culminating at Waterloo on 18 June and a second abdication on 22 June 1815. In southern France, the Hundred Days and its aftermath provoked reprisals and local vendettas. The Count of Monte Cristo opens at Marseilles in 1815, with Bonapartist suspicion triggering Edmond Dantès’s arrest, thus linking personal catastrophe to the volatility of a state in transition.

The Bourbon Restoration (1814–1830) restored Louis XVIII and, after 1824, Charles X under a constitutional charter, yet political culture remained polarized between ultras and liberals. In 1815 the White Terror raged in the Midi, notably at Nîmes and Marseilles, where royalist militias and mobs punished suspected Bonapartists. Government institutions hardened around the Code pénal of 1810 and the Code d’instruction criminelle of 1808, preserving centralized prosecutorial power under royal procureurs and a hierarchical judiciary. Minister Élie Decazes’s moderate ascendancy after 1816 gave way to reaction, culminating in the Villèle ministry and press laws restricting opposition. The 1820s also saw conspiracies such as the Four Sergeants of La Rochelle case (arrests in 1822; executions on 21 September 1822), keeping surveillance and state security at a pitch. In The Count of Monte Cristo (1844–1846), Edmond Dantès is jailed in 1815 in the Château d’If, a fortress constructed under François I between 1524 and 1531 and long used as a state prison. His detention follows a denunciation that aligns with Restoration political justice practices wherein discretion, patronage, and ideology colored prosecutorial zeal. Villefort, as deputy procureur du roi at Marseilles, personifies this juridical regime: careerist, security-minded, and alert to the peril of Bonapartist ties. Dantès’s 14-year imprisonment, escape in 1829, and reemergence as the Count intersect with a booming 1830s economy of speculation and railways. In Paris, the banker Danglars thrives in an environment reminiscent of Restoration and early July Monarchy finance, where private banks underwrote state loans and infrastructure. Monte Cristo’s calibrated revenge exploits legal loopholes, offshore wealth, and transnational mobility to expose how Restoration-era institutions shield privilege while crushing the unconnected. The novel’s timeline, spanning 1815 to the late 1830s, frames vengeance as a moral audit of Restoration authority and bourgeois ascendancy.

The July Revolution of 1830 installed Louis-Philippe as king and inaugurated the July Monarchy (1830–1848), a constitutional regime reliant on property-based suffrage and the support of financiers and industrialists. Figures like banker Jacques Laffitte and premier Casimir Perier personified the new alliance of capital and state. Paris modernized; the first French passenger railway opened in 1837 between Paris and Saint-Germain. In Monte Cristo’s later chapters, the Parisian milieu of salons, stock maneuvers, and aristocratic façades mirrors this order: Danglars’s speculative operations, the social ambitions of mercantile families, and the vulnerabilities of a judiciary navigating political winds all reflect the era’s bourgeois consolidation.

Across these settings, Dumas’s narratives function as a critique of the mechanisms of power: clerical manipulation in the Valois court, Richelieu’s reason of state, the Revolutionary Tribunal’s expediency, and Restoration prosecutorial arbitrariness. By dramatizing massacres, sieges, and conspiracies through individual fates, he exposes how institutions privilege factional goals over justice and how public order repeatedly rationalizes private revenge. The novels anatomize surveillance, informers, and state secrecy, insisting that political stability often rests on extra-legal coercion. The repetition of arbitrary arrests, rigged inquiries, and exemplary punishments reveals a persistent pathology of authority from the old regime to the constitutional era.

Dumas also indicts class stratification and economic power. In the Musketeer cycle, venal offices and court patronage shield the great while crushing subaltern challengers; in Monte Cristo, finance capital and titled respectability mask corruption and complicity. La Reine Margot foregrounds confessional hatred as a tool of elite survival, while The Black Tulip opposes civic brutality to merit and curiosity. Throughout, he demonstrates how legal codification without equitable access becomes a weapon, how reputations ruin or save with little relation to truth, and how social mobility is negotiated through networks rather than law. His historical canvases thereby expose deeply rooted injustices in France’s political modernity.
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    Alexandre Dumas (père) was a central figure of nineteenth-century French literature, celebrated for his exuberant storytelling across theater, journalism, and especially the historical adventure novel. Writing during and after the Romantic era, he helped popularize serialized fiction and brought a new energy to narratives of friendship, honor, and justice. Internationally, he remains best known for The Three Musketeers and The Count of Monte Cristo, works that secured him a vast readership and a durable place in popular culture. A remarkably prolific author, he moved with ease between genres, crafting dramas, travelogues, memoirs, and culinary essays, while shaping modern expectations for fast-paced, character-driven fiction.

Born in early nineteenth-century northern France, Dumas had limited formal schooling and entered adult life through clerical work in Paris, where he found employment in the household of the Duke of Orléans. The capital’s theatrical world became his informal university. He absorbed the Romantic movement’s emphasis on emotion and historical color and read widely in dramatists and novelists who shaped his taste, including Shakespeare and Sir Walter Scott. French chronicles of the Renaissance and the seventeenth century supplied subjects he would mine throughout his career. This mixture of practical office discipline and self-directed literary apprenticeship prepared him for rapid success on the Paris stage.

Dumas first distinguished himself as a dramatist, scoring influential successes with historical and contemporary plays that helped define Romantic theater in France. Works such as Henri III et sa cour offered pageantry and bold character conflicts, while Antony brought modern, psychologically charged situations to the stage. His productions drew large audiences and placed him among playwrights who challenged classical restraint with vivid scenes and colloquial energy. The upheavals surrounding the 1830 revolution created receptive audiences for this new tone. The theater furnished him not only with prestige and income but also with a workshop for pacing, dialogue, and climactic structure he later adapted to prose.

In the 1840s, Dumas turned decisively to the historical novel, embracing newspaper serialization, or feuilleton, which rewarded momentum and suspense. He often developed plots in collaboration, most famously with Auguste Maquet, while retaining the signature voice, humor, and generosity of spirit readers associated with his name. The Three Musketeers and its sequels, Twenty Years After and The Vicomte de Bragelonne, reinvented seventeenth-century France as a stage for loyalty and daring. The Count of Monte Cristo paired intricate intrigue with moral reflection. Other notable novels, including La Reine Margot and The Black Tulip, blended romance, politics, and meticulous period detail to striking popular effect.

Beyond fiction, Dumas was a tireless journalist and traveler, publishing vivid accounts collected under the rubric of travel impressions, as well as books such as Le Corricolo and From Paris to Cadiz. He founded and contributed to short-lived newspapers, used the press to comment on public life, and did not hide his republican sympathies. His culinary enthusiasms culminated in a capacious Grand Dictionnaire de cuisine, equal parts recipes, anecdote, and curiosity. He also organized theatrical enterprises, notably the Théâtre Historique in Paris, whose ambitions outpaced its finances. Throughout, he addressed themes of social prejudice and opportunity, reflecting both personal experience and national debates.

Dumas’s later decades were marked by restless travel and continuing productivity. He wrote about journeys through the Mediterranean and Eastern Europe, and spent extended periods in Italy during the Risorgimento, publicly supporting the cause of national unification and assisting associates of Giuseppe Garibaldi. Periodic financial crises, intensified by entrepreneurial ventures and the costs of a large household of collaborators and assistants, sent him abroad more than once to outpace creditors. Nonetheless he kept publishing novels, memoirs, and essays into the late 1860s. He died in northern France at the end of that decade, leaving an enormous, heterogeneous body of work to a global readership.

Dumas’s legacy has grown steadily, surviving shifts in taste and academic skepticism about collaboration to become a touchstone of narrative pleasure. His novels have inspired countless stage, film, and television adaptations, and their phrases and archetypes circulate far beyond the page. Scholarship has clarified the working methods behind the books without diminishing their vitality. In the early 2000s, France honored him with reinterment in the Panthéon, signaling consensus about his national stature. Today he is read for verve, generous humor, and humane breadth, as well as for the way his serial rhythms anticipate modern popular storytelling across media. His inventiveness continues to invite new audiences.
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In which it is proved that, notwithstanding their names’ ending in OS and IS, the heroes of the story which we are about to have the honor to relate to our readers have nothing mythological about them.

A short time ago, while making researches in the Royal Library for my History of Louis XIV, I stumbled by chance upon the Memoirs of M. d’Artagnan, printed—as were most of the works of that period, in which authors could not tell the truth without the risk of a residence, more or less long, in the Bastille—at Amsterdam, by Pierre Rouge. The title attracted me; I took them home with me, with the permission of the guardian, and devoured them.

It is not my intention here to enter into an analysis of this curious work; and I shall satisfy myself with referring such of my readers as appreciate the pictures of the period to its pages. They will therein find portraits penciled by the hand of a master; and although these squibs may be, for the most part, traced upon the doors of barracks and the walls of cabarets, they will not find the likenesses of Louis XIII, Anne of Austria, Richelieu, Mazarin, and the courtiers of the period, less faithful than in the history of M. Anquetil.

But, it is well known, what strikes the capricious mind of the poet is not always what affects the mass of readers. Now, while admiring, as others doubtless will admire, the details we have to relate, our main preoccupation concerned a matter to which no one before ourselves had given a thought.

D’Artagnan relates that on his first visit to M. de Treville, captain of the king’s Musketeers, he met in the antechamber three young men, serving in the illustrious corps into which he was soliciting the honor of being received, bearing the names of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis.

We must confess these three strange names struck us; and it immediately occurred to us that they were but pseudonyms, under which d’Artagnan had disguised names perhaps illustrious, or else that the bearers of these borrowed names had themselves chosen them on the day in which, from caprice, discontent, or want of fortune, they had donned the simple Musketeer’s uniform.

From the moment we had no rest till we could find some trace in contemporary works of these extraordinary names which had so strongly awakened our curiosity.

The catalogue alone of the books we read with this object would fill a whole chapter, which, although it might be very instructive, would certainly afford our readers but little amusement. It will suffice, then, to tell them that at the moment at which, discouraged by so many fruitless investigations, we were about to abandon our search, we at length found, guided by the counsels of our illustrious friend Paulin Paris, a manuscript in folio, endorsed 4772 or 4773, we do not recollect which, having for title, “Memoirs of the Comte de la Fere, Touching Some Events Which Passed in France Toward the End of the Reign of King Louis XIII and the Commencement of the Reign of King Louis XIV.”

It may be easily imagined how great was our joy when, in turning over this manuscript, our last hope, we found at the twentieth page the name of Athos, at the twenty-seventh the name of Porthos, and at the thirty-first the name of Aramis.

The discovery of a completely unknown manuscript at a period in which historical science is carried to such a high degree appeared almost miraculous. We hastened, therefore, to obtain permission to print it, with the view of presenting ourselves someday with the pack of others at the doors of the Academie des Inscriptions et Belles Lettres, if we should not succeed—a very probable thing, by the by—in gaining admission to the Academie Francaise with our own proper pack. This permission, we feel bound to say, was graciously granted; which compels us here to give a public contradiction to the slanderers who pretend that we live under a government but moderately indulgent to men of letters.

Now, this is the first part of this precious manuscript which we offer to our readers, restoring it to the title which belongs to it, and entering into an engagement that if (of which we have no doubt) this first part should obtain the success it merits, we will publish the second immediately.

In the meanwhile, as the godfather is a second father, we beg the reader to lay to our account, and not to that of the Comte de la Fere, the pleasure or the ENNUI he may experience.

This being understood, let us proceed with our history.


Chapter 1

  The Three Presents of d’Artagnan the Elder
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On the first Monday of the month of April, 1625, the market town of Meung, in which the author of ROMANCE OF THE ROSE was born, appeared to be in as perfect a state of revolution as if the Huguenots had just made a second La Rochelle of it. Many citizens, seeing the women flying toward the High Street, leaving their children crying at the open doors, hastened to don the cuirass, and supporting their somewhat uncertain courage with a musket or a partisan, directed their steps toward the hostelry of the Jolly Miller, before which was gathered, increasing every minute, a compact group, vociferous and full of curiosity.

In those times panics were common, and few days passed without some city or other registering in its archives an event of this kind. There were nobles, who made war against each other; there was the king, who made war against the cardinal; there was Spain, which made war against the king. Then, in addition to these concealed or public, secret or open wars, there were robbers, mendicants, Huguenots, wolves, and scoundrels, who made war upon everybody. The citizens always took up arms readily against thieves, wolves or scoundrels, often against nobles or Huguenots, sometimes against the king, but never against cardinal or Spain. It resulted, then, from this habit that on the said first Monday of April, 1625, the citizens, on hearing the clamor, and seeing neither the red-and-yellow standard nor the livery of the Duc de Richelieu, rushed toward the hostel of the Jolly Miller. When arrived there, the cause of the hubbub was apparent to all.

A young man—we can sketch his portrait at a dash. Imagine to yourself a Don Quixote of eighteen; a Don Quixote without his corselet, without his coat of mail, without his cuisses; a Don Quixote clothed in a woolen doublet, the blue color of which had faded into a nameless shade between lees of wine and a heavenly azure; face long and brown; high cheek bones, a sign of sagacity; the maxillary muscles enormously developed, an infallible sign by which a Gascon may always be detected, even without his cap—and our young man wore a cap set off with a sort of feather; the eye open and intelligent; the nose hooked, but finely chiseled. Too big for a youth, too small for a grown man, an experienced eye might have taken him for a farmer’s son upon a journey had it not been for the long sword which, dangling from a leather baldric, hit against the calves of its owner as he walked, and against the rough side of his steed when he was on horseback.

For our young man had a steed which was the observed of all observers. It was a Bearn pony, from twelve to fourteen years old, yellow in his hide, without a hair in his tail, but not without windgalls on his legs, which, though going with his head lower than his knees, rendering a martingale quite unnecessary, contrived nevertheless to perform his eight leagues a day. Unfortunately, the qualities of this horse were so well concealed under his strange-colored hide and his unaccountable gait, that at a time when everybody was a connoisseur in horseflesh, the appearance of the aforesaid pony at Meung—which place he had entered about a quarter of an hour before, by the gate of Beaugency—produced an unfavorable feeling, which extended to his rider.

And this feeling had been more painfully perceived by young d’Artagnan—for so was the Don Quixote of this second Rosinante named—from his not being able to conceal from himself the ridiculous appearance that such a steed gave him, good horseman as he was. He had sighed deeply, therefore, when accepting the gift of the pony from M. d’Artagnan the elder. He was not ignorant that such a beast was worth at least twenty livres; and the words which had accompanied the present were above all price.

“My son,” said the old Gascon gentleman, in that pure Bearn PATOIS of which Henry IV could never rid himself, “this horse was born in the house of your father about thirteen years ago, and has remained in it ever since, which ought to make you love it. Never sell it; allow it to die tranquilly and honorably of old age, and if you make a campaign with it, take as much care of it as you would of an old servant. At court, provided you have ever the honor to go there,” continued M. d’Artagnan the elder, “—an honor to which, remember, your ancient nobility gives you the right—sustain worthily your name of gentleman, which has been worthily borne by your ancestors for five hundred years, both for your own sake and the sake of those who belong to you. By the latter I mean your relatives and friends. Endure nothing from anyone except Monsieur the Cardinal and the king. It is by his courage, please observe, by his courage alone, that a gentleman can make his way nowadays. Whoever hesitates for a second perhaps allows the bait to escape which during that exact second fortune held out to him. You are young. You ought to be brave for two reasons: the first is that you are a Gascon, and the second is that you are my son. Never fear quarrels, but seek adventures. I have taught you how to handle a sword; you have thews of iron, a wrist of steel. Fight on all occasions. Fight the more for duels being forbidden, since consequently there is twice as much courage in fighting. I have nothing to give you, my son, but fifteen crowns, my horse, and the counsels you have just heard. Your mother will add to them a recipe for a certain balsam, which she had from a Bohemian and which has the miraculous virtue of curing all wounds that do not reach the heart. Take advantage of all, and live happily and long. I have but one word to add, and that is to propose an example to you—not mine, for I myself have never appeared at court, and have only taken part in religious wars as a volunteer; I speak of Monsieur de Treville, who was formerly my neighbor, and who had the honor to be, as a child, the play-fellow of our king, Louis XIII, whom God preserve! Sometimes their play degenerated into battles, and in these battles the king was not always the stronger. The blows which he received increased greatly his esteem and friendship for Monsieur de Treville. Afterward, Monsieur de Treville fought with others: in his first journey to Paris, five times; from the death of the late king till the young one came of age, without reckoning wars and sieges, seven times; and from that date up to the present day, a hundred times, perhaps! So that in spite of edicts, ordinances, and decrees, there he is, captain of the Musketeers; that is to say, chief of a legion of Caesars, whom the king holds in great esteem and whom the cardinal dreads—he who dreads nothing, as it is said. Still further, Monsieur de Treville gains ten thousand crowns a year; he is therefore a great noble. He began as you begin. Go to him with this letter, and make him your model in order that you may do as he has done.”

Upon which M. d’Artagnan the elder girded his own sword round his son, kissed him tenderly on both cheeks, and gave him his benediction.

On leaving the paternal chamber, the young man found his mother, who was waiting for him with the famous recipe of which the counsels we have just repeated would necessitate frequent employment. The adieux were on this side longer and more tender than they had been on the other—not that M. d’Artagnan did not love his son, who was his only offspring, but M. d’Artagnan was a man, and he would have considered it unworthy of a man to give way to his feelings; whereas Mme. d’Artagnan was a woman, and still more, a mother. She wept abundantly; and—let us speak it to the praise of M. d’Artagnan the younger—notwithstanding the efforts he made to remain firm, as a future Musketeer ought, nature prevailed, and he shed many tears, of which he succeeded with great difficulty in concealing the half.

The same day the young man set forward on his journey, furnished with the three paternal gifts, which consisted, as we have said, of fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letter for M. de Treville—the counsels being thrown into the bargain.

With such a VADE MECUM d’Artagnan was morally and physically an exact copy of the hero of Cervantes, to whom we so happily compared him when our duty of an historian placed us under the necessity of sketching his portrait. Don Quixote took windmills for giants, and sheep for armies; d’Artagnan took every smile for an insult, and every look as a provocation—whence it resulted that from Tarbes to Meung his fist was constantly doubled, or his hand on the hilt of his sword; and yet the fist did not descend upon any jaw, nor did the sword issue from its scabbard. It was not that the sight of the wretched pony did not excite numerous smiles on the countenances of passers-by; but as against the side of this pony rattled a sword of respectable length, and as over this sword gleamed an eye rather ferocious than haughty, these passers-by repressed their hilarity, or if hilarity prevailed over prudence, they endeavored to laugh only on one side, like the masks of the ancients. D’Artagnan, then, remained majestic and intact in his susceptibility, till he came to this unlucky city of Meung.

But there, as he was alighting from his horse at the gate of the Jolly Miller, without anyone—host, waiter, or hostler—coming to hold his stirrup or take his horse, d’Artagnan spied, though an open window on the ground floor, a gentleman, well-made and of good carriage, although of rather a stern countenance, talking with two persons who appeared to listen to him with respect. d’Artagnan fancied quite naturally, according to his custom, that he must be the object of their conversation, and listened. This time d’Artagnan was only in part mistaken; he himself was not in question, but his horse was. The gentleman appeared to be enumerating all his qualities to his auditors; and, as I have said, the auditors seeming to have great deference for the narrator, they every moment burst into fits of laughter. Now, as a half-smile was sufficient to awaken the irascibility of the young man, the effect produced upon him by this vociferous mirth may be easily imagined.

Nevertheless, d’Artagnan was desirous of examining the appearance of this impertinent personage who ridiculed him. He fixed his haughty eye upon the stranger, and perceived a man of from forty to forty-five years of age, with black and piercing eyes, pale complexion, a strongly marked nose, and a black and well-shaped mustache. He was dressed in a doublet and hose of a violet color, with aiguillettes of the same color, without any other ornaments than the customary slashes, through which the shirt appeared. This doublet and hose, though new, were creased, like traveling clothes for a long time packed in a portmanteau. d’Artagnan made all these remarks with the rapidity of a most minute observer, and doubtless from an instinctive feeling that this stranger was destined to have a great influence over his future life.

Now, as at the moment in which d’Artagnan fixed his eyes upon the gentleman in the violet doublet, the gentleman made one of his most knowing and profound remarks respecting the Bearnese pony, his two auditors laughed even louder than before, and he himself, though contrary to his custom, allowed a pale smile (if I may allowed to use such an expression) to stray over his countenance. This time there could be no doubt; d’Artagnan was really insulted. Full, then, of this conviction, he pulled his cap down over his eyes, and endeavoring to copy some of the court airs he had picked up in Gascony among young traveling nobles, he advanced with one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other resting on his hip. Unfortunately, as he advanced, his anger increased at every step; and instead of the proper and lofty speech he had prepared as a prelude to his challenge, he found nothing at the tip of his tongue but a gross personality, which he accompanied with a furious gesture.

“I say, sir, you sir, who are hiding yourself behind that shutter—yes, you, sir, tell me what you are laughing at, and we will laugh together!”

The gentleman raised his eyes slowly from the nag to his cavalier, as if he required some time to ascertain whether it could be to him that such strange reproaches were addressed; then, when he could not possibly entertain any doubt of the matter, his eyebrows slightly bent, and with an accent of irony and insolence impossible to be described, he replied to d’Artagnan, “I was not speaking to you, sir.”

“But I am speaking to you!” replied the young man, additionally exasperated with this mixture of insolence and good manners, of politeness and scorn.

The stranger looked at him again with a slight smile, and retiring from the window, came out of the hostelry with a slow step, and placed himself before the horse, within two paces of d’Artagnan. His quiet manner and the ironical expression of his countenance redoubled the mirth of the persons with whom he had been talking, and who still remained at the window.

D’Artagnan, seeing him approach, drew his sword a foot out of the scabbard.

“This horse is decidedly, or rather has been in his youth, a buttercup,” resumed the stranger, continuing the remarks he had begun, and addressing himself to his auditors at the window, without paying the least attention to the exasperation of d’Artagnan, who, however placed himself between him and them. “It is a color very well known in botany, but till the present time very rare among horses.”

“There are people who laugh at the horse that would not dare to laugh at the master,” cried the young emulator of the furious Treville.

“I do not often laugh, sir,” replied the stranger, “as you may perceive by the expression of my countenance; but nevertheless I retain the privilege of laughing when I please.”

“And I,” cried d’Artagnan, “will allow no man to laugh when it displeases me!”

“Indeed, sir,” continued the stranger, more calm than ever; “well, that is perfectly right!” and turning on his heel, was about to re-enter the hostelry by the front gate, beneath which d’Artagnan on arriving had observed a saddled horse.

But, d’Artagnan was not of a character to allow a man to escape him thus who had the insolence to ridicule him. He drew his sword entirely from the scabbard, and followed him, crying, “Turn, turn, Master Joker, lest I strike you behind!”

“Strike me!” said the other, turning on his heels, and surveying the young man with as much astonishment as contempt. “Why, my good fellow, you must be mad!” Then, in a suppressed tone, as if speaking to himself, “This is annoying,” continued he. “What a godsend this would be for his Majesty, who is seeking everywhere for brave fellows to recruit for his Musketeers!”

He had scarcely finished, when d’Artagnan made such a furious lunge at him that if he had not sprung nimbly backward, it is probable he would have jested for the last time. The stranger, then perceiving that the matter went beyond raillery, drew his sword, saluted his adversary, and seriously placed himself on guard. But at the same moment, his two auditors, accompanied by the host, fell upon d’Artagnan with sticks, shovels and tongs. This caused so rapid and complete a diversion from the attack that d’Artagnan’s adversary, while the latter turned round to face this shower of blows, sheathed his sword with the same precision, and instead of an actor, which he had nearly been, became a spectator of the fight—a part in which he acquitted himself with his usual impassiveness, muttering, nevertheless, “A plague upon these Gascons! Replace him on his orange horse, and let him begone!”

“Not before I have killed you, poltroon!” cried d’Artagnan, making the best face possible, and never retreating one step before his three assailants, who continued to shower blows upon him.

“Another gasconade!” murmured the gentleman. “By my honor, these Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the dance, then, since he will have it so. When he is tired, he will perhaps tell us that he has had enough of it.”

But the stranger knew not the headstrong personage he had to do with; d’Artagnan was not the man ever to cry for quarter. The fight was therefore prolonged for some seconds; but at length d’Artagnan dropped his sword, which was broken in two pieces by the blow of a stick. Another blow full upon his forehead at the same moment brought him to the ground, covered with blood and almost fainting.

It was at this moment that people came flocking to the scene of action from all sides. The host, fearful of consequences, with the help of his servants carried the wounded man into the kitchen, where some trifling attentions were bestowed upon him.

As to the gentleman, he resumed his place at the window, and surveyed the crowd with a certain impatience, evidently annoyed by their remaining undispersed.

“Well, how is it with this madman?” exclaimed he, turning round as the noise of the door announced the entrance of the host, who came in to inquire if he was unhurt.

“Your excellency is safe and sound?” asked the host.

“Oh, yes! Perfectly safe and sound, my good host; and I wish to know what has become of our young man.”

“He is better,” said the host, “he fainted quite away.”

“Indeed!” said the gentleman.

“But before he fainted, he collected all his strength to challenge you, and to defy you while challenging you.”

“Why, this fellow must be the devil in person!” cried the stranger.

“Oh, no, your Excellency, he is not the devil,” replied the host, with a grin of contempt; “for during his fainting we rummaged his valise and found nothing but a clean shirt and eleven crowns—which however, did not prevent his saying, as he was fainting, that if such a thing had happened in Paris, you should have cause to repent of it at a later period.”

“Then,” said the stranger coolly, “he must be some prince in disguise.”

“I have told you this, good sir,” resumed the host, “in order that you may be on your guard.”

“Did he name no one in his passion?”

“Yes; he struck his pocket and said, ‘We shall see what Monsieur de Treville will think of this insult offered to his protege.’”

“Monsieur de Treville?” said the stranger, becoming attentive, “he put his hand upon his pocket while pronouncing the name of Monsieur de Treville? Now, my dear host, while your young man was insensible, you did not fail, I am quite sure, to ascertain what that pocket contained. What was there in it?”

“A letter addressed to Monsieur de Treville, captain of the Musketeers.”

“Indeed!”

“Exactly as I have the honor to tell your Excellency.”

The host, who was not endowed with great perspicacity, did not observe the expression which his words had given to the physiognomy of the stranger. The latter rose from the front of the window, upon the sill of which he had leaned with his elbow, and knitted his brow like a man disquieted.

“The devil!” murmured he, between his teeth. “Can Treville have set this Gascon upon me? He is very young; but a sword thrust is a sword thrust, whatever be the age of him who gives it, and a youth is less to be suspected than an older man,” and the stranger fell into a reverie which lasted some minutes. “A weak obstacle is sometimes sufficient to overthrow a great design.

“Host,” said he, “could you not contrive to get rid of this frantic boy for me? In conscience, I cannot kill him; and yet,” added he, with a coldly menacing expression, “he annoys me. Where is he?”

“In my wife’s chamber, on the first flight, where they are dressing his wounds.”

“His things and his bag are with him? Has he taken off his doublet?”

“On the contrary, everything is in the kitchen. But if he annoys you, this young fool—”

“To be sure he does. He causes a disturbance in your hostelry, which respectable people cannot put up with. Go; make out my bill and notify my servant.”

“What, monsieur, will you leave us so soon?”

“You know that very well, as I gave my order to saddle my horse. Have they not obeyed me?”

“It is done; as your Excellency may have observed, your horse is in the great gateway, ready saddled for your departure.”

“That is well; do as I have directed you, then.”

“What the devil!” said the host to himself. “Can he be afraid of this boy?” But an imperious glance from the stranger stopped him short; he bowed humbly and retired.

“It is not necessary for Milady to be seen by this fellow,” continued the stranger. “She will soon pass; she is already late. I had better get on horseback, and go and meet her. I should like, however, to know what this letter addressed to Treville contains.”

And the stranger, muttering to himself, directed his steps toward the kitchen.

In the meantime, the host, who entertained no doubt that it was the presence of the young man that drove the stranger from his hostelry, re-ascended to his wife’s chamber, and found d’Artagnan just recovering his senses. Giving him to understand that the police would deal with him pretty severely for having sought a quarrel with a great lord—for the opinion of the host the stranger could be nothing less than a great lord—he insisted that notwithstanding his weakness d’Artagnan should get up and depart as quickly as possible. D’Artagnan, half stupefied, without his doublet, and with his head bound up in a linen cloth, arose then, and urged by the host, began to descend the stairs; but on arriving at the kitchen, the first thing he saw was his antagonist talking calmly at the step of a heavy carriage, drawn by two large Norman horses.

His interlocutor, whose head appeared through the carriage window, was a woman of from twenty to two-and-twenty years. We have already observed with what rapidity d’Artagnan seized the expression of a countenance. He perceived then, at a glance, that this woman was young and beautiful; and her style of beauty struck him more forcibly from its being totally different from that of the southern countries in which d’Artagnan had hitherto resided. She was pale and fair, with long curls falling in profusion over her shoulders, had large, blue, languishing eyes, rosy lips, and hands of alabaster. She was talking with great animation with the stranger.

“His Eminence, then, orders me—” said the lady.

“To return instantly to England, and to inform him as soon as the duke leaves London.”

“And as to my other instructions?” asked the fair traveler.

“They are contained in this box, which you will not open until you are on the other side of the Channel.”

“Very well; and you—what will you do?”

“I—I return to Paris.”

“What, without chastising this insolent boy?” asked the lady.

The stranger was about to reply; but at the moment he opened his mouth, d’Artagnan, who had heard all, precipitated himself over the threshold of the door.

“This insolent boy chastises others,” cried he; “and I hope that this time he whom he ought to chastise will not escape him as before.”

“Will not escape him?” replied the stranger, knitting his brow.

“No; before a woman you would dare not fly, I presume?”

“Remember,” said Milady, seeing the stranger lay his hand on his sword, “the least delay may ruin everything.”

“You are right,” cried the gentleman; “begone then, on your part, and I will depart as quickly on mine.” And bowing to the lady, sprang into his saddle, while her coachman applied his whip vigorously to his horses. The two interlocutors thus separated, taking opposite directions, at full gallop.

“Pay him, booby!” cried the stranger to his servant, without checking the speed of his horse; and the man, after throwing two or three silver pieces at the foot of mine host, galloped after his master.

“Base coward! false gentleman!” cried d’Artagnan, springing forward, in his turn, after the servant. But his wound had rendered him too weak to support such an exertion. Scarcely had he gone ten steps when his ears began to tingle, a faintness seized him, a cloud of blood passed over his eyes, and he fell in the middle of the street, crying still, “Coward! coward! coward!”

“He is a coward, indeed,” grumbled the host, drawing near to d’Artagnan, and endeavoring by this little flattery to make up matters with the young man, as the heron of the fable did with the snail he had despised the evening before.

“Yes, a base coward,” murmured d’Artagnan; “but she—she was very beautiful.”

“What she?” demanded the host.

“Milady,” faltered d’Artagnan, and fainted a second time.

“Ah, it’s all one,” said the host; “I have lost two customers, but this one remains, of whom I am pretty certain for some days to come. There will be eleven crowns gained.”

It is to be remembered that eleven crowns was just the sum that remained in d’Artagnan’s purse.

The host had reckoned upon eleven days of confinement at a crown a day, but he had reckoned without his guest. On the following morning at five o’clock d’Artagnan arose, and descending to the kitchen without help, asked, among other ingredients the list of which has not come down to us, for some oil, some wine, and some rosemary, and with his mother’s recipe in his hand composed a balsam, with which he anointed his numerous wounds, replacing his bandages himself, and positively refusing the assistance of any doctor, d’Artagnan walked about that same evening, and was almost cured by the morrow.

But when the time came to pay for his rosemary, this oil, and the wine, the only expense the master had incurred, as he had preserved a strict abstinence—while on the contrary, the yellow horse, by the account of the hostler at least, had eaten three times as much as a horse of his size could reasonably supposed to have done—d’Artagnan found nothing in his pocket but his little old velvet purse with the eleven crowns it contained; for as to the letter addressed to M. de Treville, it had disappeared.

The young man commenced his search for the letter with the greatest patience, turning out his pockets of all kinds over and over again, rummaging and rerummaging in his valise, and opening and reopening his purse; but when he found that he had come to the conviction that the letter was not to be found, he flew, for the third time, into such a rage as was near costing him a fresh consumption of wine, oil, and rosemary—for upon seeing this hot-headed youth become exasperated and threaten to destroy everything in the establishment if his letter were not found, the host seized a spit, his wife a broom handle, and the servants the same sticks they had used the day before.

“My letter of recommendation!” cried d’Artagnan, “my letter of recommendation! or, the holy blood, I will spit you all like ortolans!”

Unfortunately, there was one circumstance which created a powerful obstacle to the accomplishment of this threat; which was, as we have related, that his sword had been in his first conflict broken in two, and which he had entirely forgotten. Hence, it resulted when d’Artagnan proceeded to draw his sword in earnest, he found himself purely and simply armed with a stump of a sword about eight or ten inches in length, which the host had carefully placed in the scabbard. As to the rest of the blade, the master had slyly put that on one side to make himself a larding pin.

But this deception would probably not have stopped our fiery young man if the host had not reflected that the reclamation which his guest made was perfectly just.

“But, after all,” said he, lowering the point of his spit, “where is this letter?”

“Yes, where is this letter?” cried d’Artagnan. “In the first place, I warn you that that letter is for Monsieur de Treville, and it must be found, he will know how to find it.”

His threat completed the intimidation of the host. After the king and the cardinal, M. de Treville was the man whose name was perhaps most frequently repeated by the military, and even by citizens. There was, to be sure, Father Joseph, but his name was never pronounced but with a subdued voice, such was the terror inspired by his Gray Eminence, as the cardinal’s familiar was called.

Throwing down his spit, and ordering his wife to do the same with her broom handle, and the servants with their sticks, he set the first example of commencing an earnest search for the lost letter.

“Does the letter contain anything valuable?” demanded the host, after a few minutes of useless investigation.

“Zounds! I think it does indeed!” cried the Gascon, who reckoned upon this letter for making his way at court. “It contained my fortune!”

“Bills upon Spain?” asked the disturbed host.

“Bills upon his Majesty’s private treasury,” answered d’Artagnan, who, reckoning upon entering into the king’s service in consequence of this recommendation, believed he could make this somewhat hazardous reply without telling of a falsehood.

“The devil!” cried the host, at his wit’s end.

“But it’s of no importance,” continued d’Artagnan, with natural assurance; “it’s of no importance. The money is nothing; that letter was everything. I would rather have lost a thousand pistoles than have lost it.” He would not have risked more if he had said twenty thousand; but a certain juvenile modesty restrained him.

A ray of light all at once broke upon the mind of the host as he was giving himself to the devil upon finding nothing.

“That letter is not lost!” cried he.

“What!” cried d’Artagnan.

“No, it has been stolen from you.”

“Stolen? By whom?”

“By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He came down into the kitchen, where your doublet was. He remained there some time alone. I would lay a wager he has stolen it.”

“Do you think so?” answered d’Artagnan, but little convinced, as he knew better than anyone else how entirely personal the value of this letter was, and was nothing in it likely to tempt cupidity. The fact was that none of his servants, none of the travelers present, could have gained anything by being possessed of this paper.

“Do you say,” resumed d’Artagnan, “that you suspect that impertinent gentleman?”

“I tell you I am sure of it,” continued the host. “When I informed him that your lordship was the protege of Monsieur de Treville, and that you even had a letter for that illustrious gentleman, he appeared to be very much disturbed, and asked me where that letter was, and immediately came down into the kitchen, where he knew your doublet was.”

“Then that’s my thief,” replied d’Artagnan. “I will complain to Monsieur de Treville, and Monsieur de Treville will complain to the king.” He then drew two crowns majestically from his purse and gave them to the host, who accompanied him, cap in hand, to the gate, and remounted his yellow horse, which bore him without any further accident to the gate of St. Antoine at Paris, where his owner sold him for three crowns, which was a very good price, considering that d’Artagnan had ridden him hard during the last stage. Thus the dealer to whom d’Artagnan sold him for the nine livres did not conceal from the young man that he only gave that enormous sum for him on the account of the originality of his color.

Thus d’Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his little packet under his arm, and walked about till he found an apartment to be let on terms suited to the scantiness of his means. This chamber was a sort of garret, situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, near the Luxembourg.

As soon as the earnest money was paid, d’Artagnan took possession of his lodging, and passed the remainder of the day in sewing onto his doublet and hose some ornamental braiding which his mother had taken off an almost-new doublet of the elder M. d’Artagnan, and which she had given her son secretly. Next he went to the Quai de Feraille to have a new blade put to his sword, and then returned toward the Louvre, inquiring of the first Musketeer he met for the situation of the hotel of M. de Treville, which proved to be in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier; that is to say, in the immediate vicinity of the chamber hired by d’Artagnan—a circumstance which appeared to furnish a happy augury for the success of his journey.

After this, satisfied with the way in which he had conducted himself at Meung, without remorse for the past, confident in the present, and full of hope for the future, he retired to bed and slept the sleep of the brave.

This sleep, provincial as it was, brought him to nine o’clock in the morning; at which hour he rose, in order to repair to the residence of M. de Treville, the third personage in the kingdom, in the paternal estimation.
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M. de Troisville, as his family was still called in Gascony, or M. de Treville, as he has ended by styling himself in Paris, had really commenced life as d’Artagnan now did; that is to say, without a sou in his pocket, but with a fund of audacity, shrewdness, and intelligence which makes the poorest Gascon gentleman often derive more in his hope from the paternal inheritance than the richest Perigordian or Berrichan gentleman derives in reality from his. His insolent bravery, his still more insolent success at a time when blows poured down like hail, had borne him to the top of that difficult ladder called Court Favor, which he had climbed four steps at a time.

He was the friend of the king, who honored highly, as everyone knows, the memory of his father, Henry IV. The father of M. de Treville had served him so faithfully in his wars against the league that in default of money—a thing to which the Bearnais was accustomed all his life, and who constantly paid his debts with that of which he never stood in need of borrowing, that is to say, with ready wit—in default of money, we repeat, he authorized him, after the reduction of Paris, to assume for his arms a golden lion passant upon gules, with the motto FIDELIS ET FORTIS. This was a great matter in the way of honor, but very little in the way of wealth; so that when the illustrious
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