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    Curatorial Vision
This collection assembles The D’Artagnan Romances, the Valois Trilogy, the Memoirs of a Physician sequence, select standalone masterpieces, and three critical portraits by Robert Louis Stevenson, Andrew Lang, and Adolphe Cohn. Together they exhibit the full arc of Alexandre Dumas’s historical imagination, spanning courtly Renaissance, ancien-régime intrigue, revolutionary upheaval, and personal odyssey. The selection emphasizes novels that forged an enduring language of courage, loyalty, conspiracy, and reinvention, while offering the breadth that made Dumas a touchstone of narrative energy. Placed side by side, cycles, independent tales, and essays illuminate how private codes of honor collide with public danger and mutable power.
At the thematic center stands the tension between individual agency and historical momentum. The Three Musketeers through The Man in the Iron Mask articulate camaraderie as a political ethic; the Valois Trilogy—Marguerite de Valois, Chicot the Jester, The Forty-Five Guardsmen—probes royal faction, confession, and conscience; the Memoirs of a Physician novels track the long gestation of revolution. Elsewhere, The Count of Monte Cristo distills justice as personal transformation, while works like The Companions of Jehu and The Last Vendée examine aftershocks of civil strife. Repeatedly, Dumas locates heroism where fidelity to friends, ideals, or vows confronts secrecy, betrayal, and statecraft.
The curatorial aim is to trace a panoramic arc: from youthful bravado to seasoned responsibility, from dueling courtiers to clandestine networks, from palace antechambers to barricaded streets and prisons. It highlights recurrent motifs—masks, forged identities, oaths, coded messages, besieged strongholds—while surveying Dumas’s tonal range. Swashbuckling exuberance alternates with Gothic shiver in The Wolf Leader, botanical allegory in The Black Tulip, maritime romance in Captain Paul, and the intimate supernatural frisson of The Corsican Brothers. Read together, these modes reveal a single creative engine interrogating how destiny is chosen, staged, disguised, and occasionally redeemed through steadfast companionship.
This arrangement differs from encountering any single narrative in isolation by mapping interlocking cycles alongside lesser-known ventures such as The Hero of the People, The Royal Life-Guard, The Sicilian Bandit, and The Prussian Terror. The juxtaposition encourages cross-reading: conspiratorial mechanics in The Conspirators and The Regent’s Daughter resonate with tactics in The Companions of Jehu; revolutionary portraits in Taking the Bastille or The Countess de Charny echo through later reckonings. Incorporating Stevenson, Lang, and Cohn’s reflections extends the dialogue from fiction into criticism, inviting readers to weigh aesthetic verve against ethical consequence within one sustained, multi-voiced panorama.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
The Musketeer books stage honor as collective praxis, their swordplay and repartee doubled by a politics of friendship. Set earlier, the Valois Trilogy provides an underpainting: courtiers move through corridors of confession and espionage, where jest and masquerade become instruments of truth. Marguerite de Valois offers a portrait of tact and survival; Chicot the Jester turns wit into a weapon; The Forty-Five Guardsmen studies loyalty under pressure. Read against Twenty Years After and The Vicomte of Bragelonne, these courtly lessons deepen, suggesting that the gymnasium of the duel prepared Dumas’s world for grimmer settlements between principle and necessity.
Motifs reverberate across disparate frames. Doubling and substitution haunt The Man in the Iron Mask and The Corsican Brothers, while disguise and sealed messages connect The Conspirators to The Regent’s Daughter. Botanical purity and competitive passion in The Black Tulip contrast with iron-bound secrecy, just as maritime expanses in The Count of Monte Cristo and Captain Paul counterpoint the claustrophobia of prisons and councils. Conspiracy recurs as a social technology—from gallant cabals to clandestine cells in The Companions of Jehu—yet Dumas balances plots with intimate recognitions, where fidelity and mercy pose harder tests than blades or barricades.
Contrasts in tone generate a clarifying dialogue. The Three Musketeers exudes exuberant camaraderie; Twenty Years After and Ten Years After temper that verve with responsibility and loss. The Wolf Leader introduces a supernatural chill, casting ethical choice in folkloric shadow, whereas The Queen’s Necklace and Taking the Bastille track political dynamics with near-chronicle intensity. The Last Vendée studies persistence amid exhaustion, while The Royal Life-Guard observes flight and pursuit with stark economy. Across these shifts, recognizable signatures remain: nimble pacing, theatrical entrances and exits, a choreography of confidences and reversals that binds private feeling to collective fate.
Intertextual echoes extend beyond Dumas’s self-dialogue to the essays included here. Robert Louis Stevenson considers narrative propulsion and character vitality; Andrew Lang situates Dumas within a tradition of wonder and romance; Adolphe Cohn probes craft and cultural context. Their perspectives, adjacent to novels like The Hero of the People and The Prussian Terror, model attentive reading without diluting drama. Within the fiction, sequels and companion pieces—such as The Regent’s Daughter following The Conspirators—constitute Dumas’s own commentary, revisiting methods of plot-making, surveillance, and oath-taking. The result is a lattice of cross-references that clarifies how stories instruct, correct, and amplify one another.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
The collection remains vital because it fuses narrative momentum with moral inquiry. Dumas’s protagonists negotiate justice, mercy, loyalty, and revenge without neat resolutions, mirroring modern uncertainties about power and responsibility. The spatial variety—courts, roads, ships, salons, prisons—keeps historical forces visible yet never abstract. Personal vows acquire public consequence; public crises penetrate private rooms. That permeability anticipates contemporary interest in how individuals inhabit institutions. The selected works also demonstrate that popular storytelling can bear philosophical weight, letting readers test competing virtues under pressure while sharing the satisfactions of wit, speed, and intricate design.
Few bodies of fiction have proved as widely recognizable. The Count of Monte Cristo and The Three Musketeers have become touchstones of historical romance and adventure, their narrative patterns shaping countless ensembles, masked intrigues, and long-arc reckonings. The D’Artagnan saga’s progression toward The Man in the Iron Mask offers a canonical meditation on identity and statecraft, while the Memoirs of a Physician novels supply a deep prehistory to revolutionary rupture. Such works define benchmarks for pacing, cliffhangers, and set-piece construction, and their character types—steadfast companions, wily jesters, repentant adversaries—continue to inform both homage and critique across the arts.
The afterlives are manifold. Stories from this collection have inspired stage adaptations, films, serial dramas, and graphic retellings, perpetuating images of capes, rapiers, coach wheels, and sealed caskets. Idioms of brotherhood, dueling etiquette, and masked justice circulate far beyond the page. Scholars and artists return to these narratives to test ideas about monarchy, popular sovereignty, and vigilantism. The Valois Trilogy supplies a repertory of courtly archetypes; the revolutionary cycle offers a lexicon of crowd, rumor, and ritual. Even more intimate works, such as The Corsican Brothers, contribute durable devices of doubling and fate that remain theatrically potent.
Reception has long balanced delight in velocity with attention to substance. The essays by Stevenson, Lang, and Cohn—presented alongside novels here—show how admiration can coexist with scrutiny of method, tone, and historical framing. Their engagement helped consolidate a view of Dumas as both entertainer and architect of modern historical narrative. Continuing debate addresses how these books imagine justice, portray religious and political factions, and distribute sympathy across competing classes and causes. By placing critical voices with a broad span of fiction, the collection underscores that enduring popularity and serious consideration need not be opposed categories.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Across these novels, Alexandre Dumas stages the longue durée of French power, from the Wars of Religion under the Valois to Bourbon centralization, the crises of the Ancien Régime, Revolution, Empire, and the shocks of the nineteenth century. Royal courts, parlements, regiments, secret police, and urban crowds function as political actors, not scenery. He dramatizes shifting sovereignties—king, minister, church, nation—while testing the claims of loyalty and justice amid censorship, faction, and reform. The anthology’s essays by Robert Louis Stevenson, Andrew Lang, and Adolphe Cohn underscore that these are not mere adventures: they are arguments about governance, legitimacy, and the uses and abuses of state power.
The D’Artagnan Romances follow a France consolidating authority. The Three Musketeers examines ministerial power under Louis XIII and Cardinal Richelieu, exploring how centralized policy collides with personal honor. Twenty Years After moves into the Fronde’s civil unrest and glances at regicide abroad, testing whether loyalty can survive revolution. The Vicomte of Bragelonne, Ten Years After, Louise de la Valliere, and The Man in the Iron Mask inhabit the dawn of Louis XIV’s absolutism, where royal image-making and surveillance deepen. Through barracks camaraderie, intrigues, and courtly ritual, the series measures the cost of order and the vulnerabilities of a state built on secrecy.
The Valois Trilogy turns to the sixteenth century’s confessional warfare. Marguerite de Valois depicts a kingdom riven by militant Catholic and Huguenot factions, capturing the lethal volatility of royal weddings, Parisian streets, and palace corridors. Chicot the Jester, under a weakening crown, anatomizes factional opportunism and the politicization of humor and spectacle. The Forty-Five Guardsmen shows a monarchy defending itself through elite violence while provincial and urban grievances harden into irreconcilable camps. By tracking courtiers, soldiers, and conspirators, these novels present the Wars of Religion as a crucible where dynastic survival, faith, and raison d’état collide.
The Memoirs of a Physician series anatomizes the late Ancien Régime’s fragility. Joseph Balsamo and The Mesmerist’s Victim explore court credulity and the allure of para-sciences amid bureaucratic sclerosis. The Queen’s Necklace dramatizes a financial scandal that eroded monarchy’s moral capital. Taking the Bastille and The Countess de Charny move through the Revolution’s foundational violence and its consecration of a new sovereignty. In parallel, The Conspirators and The Regent’s Daughter examine the Regency’s intrigues and anxieties after Louis XIV, revealing how provisional governance incubates plots. Together, they portray a system hollowed by spectacle, debt, and distrust, primed for rupture.
The Count of Monte Cristo is anchored in the Bourbon Restoration’s policing and patronage. Its prisons, tribunals, and shipyards reveal how a reactive state disciplines enemies and rewards informants. Shifting ministries, embattled magistrates, and cosmopolitan ports show a society balancing security with commerce. Bankers, smugglers, and privateers form a shadow economy that competes with official power. The novel exposes the Restoration’s precarious moral order: law can be legal yet unjust; influence often outruns merit. Monte Cristo’s strategic use of international networks suggests how fragile a national regime becomes when money, information, and identity flow beyond its reach.
Other novels survey the edges and aftershocks of Revolution and Empire. The Companions of Jehu captures post-Terror vendettas and clandestine royalism beneath a consolidating military authority. The Last Vendée studies rural counterrevolution and memory. The Corsican Brothers distills honor culture and duel as extrajudicial governance. Captain Paul reaches across the Atlantic, tracing naval warfare, alliance, and mercantile routes that reshape European politics. The Black Tulip shifts to the Dutch Republic’s civic rivalries and the politics of innovation. The Sicilian Bandit and The Wolf Leader frame banditry and folklore as vernacular order. The Prussian Terror confronts invasion, siege, and shattered civic routines.
Across these terrains, Dumas maps social mobility and its constraints. Soldiers rise by courage or patronage; financiers by credit; courtesans and courtiers by performance; bandits by fear and charisma. Guilds, regiments, salons, and secret societies operate as alternative jurisdictions. Urban crowds arbitrate legitimacy on the street, while prisons such as the Bastille and the Chateau d’If reveal the state’s carceral theology. Women’s agency is often tactical, navigating dynastic marriages, salons, and scandal economies. Duels, edicts, and amnesties become tools in a contest over who may speak and decide for France. The novels thus stage politics as lived habit, not abstract doctrine.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
These works are quintessentially Romantic in their appetite for passion, risk, and the sublime, yet they adopt a historian’s relish for process. Grand gestures—oaths, masks, rescues—coexist with administrative detail: seals, warrants, regimental protocols. The historical novel becomes a laboratory for moral causality, asking how private vows intersect with public law. The Valois Trilogy renders theological zeal as dramaturgy; the Musketeer cycle treats friendship as a political resource. In the Memoirs of a Physician series, credulity and Enlightenment rationality spar within salons and laboratories. The result is an aesthetic that fuses spectacle with inquiry, heroism with institutional critique.
Serialization shaped Dumas’s architecture. The unfolding of The Three Musketeers and its sequels, and the expansive arcs of The Count of Monte Cristo, reflect feuilleton rhythms: cliffhangers, scene-anchored chapters, refrains, and reprises. The audience became an implicit character—courting, testing, sometimes correcting the tale’s momentum. This industrial tempo demanded capacious plotting and an ensemble logic. Collaborative workshop methods, common to nineteenth-century production, allowed vast casts to be coordinated across cycles. The effect is a public literature that mirrors the period’s journalism: fast, vivid, and argumentative, yet capable of sustained moral memory across years of publication.
Scientific and technological motifs animate political stakes. Mesmerism in Joseph Balsamo and The Mesmerist’s Victim dramatizes the social life of pseudo-science within a credulous court. The Queen’s Necklace examines finance, gemology, and the erotics of luxury as tools of power. The Count of Monte Cristo explores banking networks, chemical knowledge, forgery, and early communications systems, including the optical telegraph, to expose how information advantage becomes sovereignty. Prisons and passports mark the bureaucratization of identity. Maritime scenes in Captain Paul and Mediterranean passages in Monte Cristo show how sails, guns, and ports function as infrastructures through which regimes project or lose authority.
Dumas’s narrative poetics challenge classical strictures. He blends comedy with tragedy, pageantry with domestic intimacy, staging debates over honor, providence, and legitimacy without insisting on doctrinal closure. The historical canvas invites mythic enlargement—the Man in the Iron Mask as a cipher of state secrecy—but also micro-historical texture, from barracks slang to court etiquette. The essays by Robert Louis Stevenson and Andrew Lang in this collection celebrate this hybrid vigor, reading it as an ethic of generous storytelling. Adolphe Cohn bolsters the case that narrative amplitude—rather than austere unity—can reveal a past truer to lived complexity.
These novels are also reflexive about media. Speeches, pamphlets, rumors, billets-doux, and coded notes circulate as rival authorities, prefiguring a modern public sphere. Performances—court ballets, trials, executions—are scripted for audiences whose reactions sway events. Culinary detail, travelogue passages, and architectural description render material culture as argument: luxury and scarcity become measurable politics. In The Black Tulip, botanical innovation becomes a civic competition, aligning beauty with national pride. The Prussian Terror’s eyewitness urgency anticipates reportage. Collectively, the anthology presents an aesthetic that understands history as a contested archive, constantly edited by power and spectatorship.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Later upheavals invited new readings. Under the Third Republic, the Musketeers’ fraternity suggested civic solidarity beyond dynastic loyalty, even as the dangers of faction evoked cautionary lessons from the Fronde. The Count of Monte Cristo, with its critique of arbitrary detention and corrupt jurisprudence, resonated during recurring debates over police powers and state of siege. Revolutionary cycles in the Memoirs of a Physician series acquired pedagogical value as narratives of political birth trauma. The Valois Trilogy’s religious violence became a mirror for modern sectarianism, ethical rather than confessional. The novels matured into a civic memory palace, furnishing usable pasts.
Cinematic and theatrical afterlives amplified these texts’ argumentation. Stage versions accentuated rhetorical duels and courtroom scenes, while film adaptations emphasized pace, gesture, and the moral legibility of faces and uniforms. Children’s editions distilled codes of friendship and courage, embedding Dumas’s ethics in schoolroom canons. Translators shaped international reception by smoothing idiom and recalibrating humor, sometimes obscuring legal and institutional nuance central to the political argument. Within the anthology, Robert Louis Stevenson and Andrew Lang helped fix Dumas’s reputation as the great modern romancer, while Adolphe Cohn’s scholarship clarified the historical scaffolding that makes the romance persuasive.
Reassessments have increasingly foregrounded Alexandre Dumas himself as a figure of French diversity, aligning his career with debates over nation, race, and belonging. This biographical awareness reframes the novels’ fascination with masks, aliases, and new identities, giving Monte Cristo’s reinventions and the Musketeers’ oath-bound brotherhood a broader resonance. It also reorients interest toward maritime, Mediterranean, and transnational circuits that exceed narrow nationalism. The anthology’s inclusion of essays by Stevenson, Lang, and Cohn maps a critical tradition that recognizes Dumas’s cosmopolitan modernity, even when his stages are royal courts and Parisian streets.
Accuracy has been an enduring controversy. The Man in the Iron Mask exemplifies how Dumas turns archival ambiguity into ethical inquiry about secrecy and succession. The Queen’s Necklace wrestles with a scandal whose documentation is ample yet contested, asking what kind of truth literature can tell when the state and the crowd claim competing versions. Critics have debated sensationalism versus fidelity, but the essays by Stevenson and Lang argue for a standard of narrative truth: a history measured by motive, consequence, and moral weather. Adolphe Cohn supplements this with philological and contextual checks that illuminate, rather than police, invention.
Contemporary scholarship, armed with digitized newspapers and judicial records, has nuanced rather than diminished Dumas’s authority. Readers now track how feuilleton publication shaped political responsiveness; classrooms teach the Valois and Revolutionary cycles alongside civic education; and new translations restore idiomatic wit and legal texture. The Prussian Terror, once read as occasional writing, has gained stature as testimony of urban resilience under siege. Meanwhile, adaptations continue to test the novels’ elasticity, from intimate chamber dramas to transnational epics. The anthology’s architecture invites re-reading as method: history becomes a dialogue across novels, essays, and the reader’s present dilemmas.
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    The D'Artagnan Romances
From the exuberant rise of a young Gascon in The Three Musketeers to the courtly intrigues and wearier reckonings of the later volumes (Twenty Years After; The Vicomte of Bragelonne, Ten Years After, Louise de la Valliere, The Man in the Iron Mask), this cycle follows d’Artagnan and his three comrades through shifting loyalties, international plots, and the long sunset of their age.
Swordplay, gallantry, and conspiracies around ministers and monarchs give way to questions of aging, absolutism, and identity—culminating in a mystery that tests friendship against raison d’état without revealing explicit outcomes.
Across the arc, Dumas contrasts camaraderie with ambition and shows how personal honor collides with the machinery of history.
The Valois Trilogy
Set amid the French Wars of Religion, the trilogy charts vicious court and street politics from La Reine Margot’s marriage diplomacy and survival drama through Chicot the Jester’s witty, dangerous cat‑and‑mouse with princes and fanatics, to The Forty-Five Guardsmen’s last, desperate succession maneuvers.
Dumas blends intimate passion, espionage, and duels with panoramic portraits of sectarian violence and exhausted monarchy.
Together these novels probe faith versus expediency and the power of performance—jesters, masquerades, and secret guards—within collapsing institutions.
The Memoirs of a Physician Series
Beginning with Joseph Balsamo (The Magician) and The Mesmerist’s Victim: Andrea de Taverney, the series entwines occult charisma, scandal, and seduction at Versailles with the slow unmasking of a doomed ancien régime.
The Queen’s Necklace exposes a reputation‑shattering intrigue, Taking the Bastille: Ange Pitou follows grassroots eruption, and The Countess de Charny: The Execution of King Louis XVI carries the story into the monarchy’s fall without declaring final outcomes.
Its tone shifts from glittering conspiracy to revolutionary tumult, tracing illusion versus truth and private desire versus public upheaval.
The Count of Monte Cristo
An idealistic sailor is betrayed, imprisoned, and reborn with vast resources and a new identity, orchestrating an intricate campaign to balance the scales against those who wronged him.
The novel moves from claustrophobic captivity to cosmopolitan intrigue, mixing disguises, moral tests, and carefully staged revelations without disclosing final turns.
It is Dumas’s grand meditation on justice, vengeance, and the costs of playing providence.
The Conspirators and The Regent’s Daughter
These companion novels plunge into the Regency of Philippe d’Orléans, where a gallant plotter and his circle navigate surveillance, romance, and high-stakes schemes to sway the future of the crown.
The Conspirators sets the snare of politics and honor; The Regent’s Daughter explores its personal aftermath within salons and antechambers where affection and statecraft collide.
The pair counterpoise sparkling wit and pageantry with the peril of living by codes of loyalty in an age of opportunists.
The Hero of the People
In the furnace of the French Revolution, a charismatic, masked royalist agitator draws ordinary Parisians into a web of devotion, suspicion, and peril.
Romance threads through street patrols, tribunals, and safe houses, keeping human stakes in view amid shifting allegiances.
The novel weighs ideals against survival, spotlighting how hero-worship and fear can reshape justice.
The Royal Life-Guard: The Flight of the Royal Family
Recounting the attempt to spirit the royal family out of revolutionary France, this tale follows loyal escorts and watchers in a race against time across roads choked with rumor and patrols.
Suspense grows from close calls and conflicting duties, as characters gauge the limits of loyalty to persons versus nation.
It probes the fragile line between compassion and political necessity as a monarchy meets the modern crowd.
Captain Paul
A sea-borne romance and adventure follows a bold captain moving between aliases, courts, and combat.
Naval maneuvers, duels, and clandestine missions mingle with questions of identity and honor on shifting waters.
Dumas sets personal bravado against the vastness and uncertainty of the ocean, where reputation can be remade overnight.
The Sicilian Bandit
Set in rugged Sicily, this story traces an outlaw whose code of vengeance collides with local power and the law.
Ambushes, oaths, and village feuds play out against a landscape where justice is negotiated rather than guaranteed.
It explores the allure and limits of the noble brigand myth and the communities that enable it.
The Corsican Brothers
Twin brothers bound by an uncanny link move from Corsica’s vendetta culture to Parisian salons and dueling grounds.
A brush of the supernatural heightens a tale of honor and retaliation without fixing outcomes in advance.
Dumas contrasts clan loyalty with metropolitan codes, asking what fate means when identity is shared.
The Companions of Jehu
In the turbulent aftermath of the Revolution, idealistic royalist riders wage a chivalric campaign of raids and evasions against the emerging state.
Pursuit, disguises, and conflicting oaths create a high-speed chess match between romantic rebels and pragmatic officials.
The novel pits loyalty to a lost cause against the demands of order, capturing the hinge between Revolution and Empire.
The Wolf Leader
A Faustian fable on forested frontiers follows a resentful shoemaker who bargains for power and finds his wishes twisting into curses.
Wolves, doubles, and sinister gifts conjure a moral wilderness in which revenge devours what it claims to protect.
Dumas’s Gothic strain asks how far agency can go once it is traded for supernatural shortcuts.
The Black Tulip
Amid Dutch political unrest, a gentle botanist pursues the seemingly impossible creation of a black tulip while navigating jealousy, false accusations, and an unexpected love.
The narrative balances suspense and tenderness, keeping its horticultural mystery and courtroom drama spoiler‑safe.
It celebrates patience, ingenuity, and innocence in a world quick to punish both genius and goodness.
The Last Vendée: The She-Wolves of Machecoul
During royalist uprisings in western France, formidable women and fierce partisans clash with central authority in forests, farms, and fortified towns.
Skirmishes and secret councils alternate with households divided by allegiance, showing civil war as an intimate rupture.
Themes of dynastic loyalty, gendered power, and the endurance of local memory thread through the action.
The Prussian Terror: A Dramatic Memories
A sequence of dramatic recollections set against a Prussian onslaught portrays civilians and soldiers grappling with invasion, siege, and sudden reversals.
Vignettes of courage, panic, and improvisation keep the focus on lived experience rather than grand strategy.
It reads as a meditation on national shock and resilience, placing human stories amid the machinery of modern war.
Essays & Biography
Three critical portraits—Robert Louis Stevenson’s lively appreciation, Andrew Lang’s literary-historical sketch, and Adolphe Cohn’s biographical study—consider Dumas’s speed, imagination, and craft from different vantage points.
Together they weigh the charge of ‘romancer’ against the evidence of structural intelligence and emotional clarity, situating him between historian and fabulist.
These essays converse with the novels’ themes—charisma, performance, popular energy—by examining the maker of the myths.
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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.


  Chapter 2

  The Antechamber of M. de Treville
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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 companion of the great Henry died, the only inheritance he was able to leave his son was his sword and his motto. Thanks to this double gift and the spotless name that accompanied it, M. de Treville was admitted into the household of the young prince where he made such good use of his sword, and was so faithful to his motto, that Louis XIII, one of the good blades of his kingdom, was accustomed to say that if he had a friend who was about to fight, he would advise him to choose as a second, himself first, and Treville next—or even, perhaps, before himself.


  Thus Louis XIII had a real liking for Treville—a royal liking, a self-interested liking, it is true, but still a liking. At that unhappy period it was an important consideration to be surrounded by such men as Treville. Many might take for their device the epithet STRONG, which formed the second part of his motto, but very few gentlemen could lay claim to the FAITHFUL, which constituted the first. Treville was one of these latter. His was one of those rare organizations, endowed with an obedient intelligence like that of the dog; with a blind valor, a quick eye, and a prompt hand; to whom sight appeared only to be given to see if the king were dissatisfied with anyone, and the hand to strike this displeasing personage, whether a Besme, a Maurevers, a Poltiot de Mere, or a Vitry. In short, up to this period nothing had been wanting to Treville but opportunity; but he was ever on the watch for it, and he faithfully promised himself that he would not fail to seize it by its three hairs whenever it came within reach of his hand. At last Louis XIII made Treville the captain of his Musketeers, who were to Louis XIII in devotedness, or rather in fanaticism, what his Ordinaries had been to Henry III, and his Scotch Guard to Louis XI.


  On his part, the cardinal was not behind the king in this respect. When he saw the formidable and chosen body with which Louis XIII had surrounded himself, this second, or rather this first king of France, became desirous that he, too, should have his guard. He had his Musketeers therefore, as Louis XIII had his, and these two powerful rivals vied with each other in procuring, not only from all the provinces of France, but even from all foreign states, the most celebrated swordsmen. It was not uncommon for Richelieu and Louis XIII to dispute over their evening game of chess upon the merits of their servants. Each boasted the bearing and the courage of his own people. While exclaiming loudly against duels and brawls, they excited them secretly to quarrel, deriving an immoderate satisfaction or genuine regret from the success or defeat of their own combatants. We learn this from the memoirs of a man who was concerned in some few of these defeats and in many of these victories.


  Treville had grasped the weak side of his master; and it was to this address that he owed the long and constant favor of a king who has not left the reputation behind him of being very faithful in his friendships. He paraded his Musketeers before the Cardinal Armand Duplessis with an insolent air which made the gray moustache of his Eminence curl with ire. Treville understood admirably the war method of that period, in which he who could not live at the expense of the enemy must live at the expense of his compatriots. His soldiers formed a legion of devil-may-care fellows, perfectly undisciplined toward all but himself.


  Loose, half-drunk, imposing, the king’s Musketeers, or rather M. de Treville’s, spread themselves about in the cabarets, in the public walks, and the public sports, shouting, twisting their mustaches, clanking their swords, and taking great pleasure in annoying the Guards of the cardinal whenever they could fall in with them; then drawing in the open streets, as if it were the best of all possible sports; sometimes killed, but sure in that case to be both wept and avenged; often killing others, but then certain of not rotting in prison, M. de Treville being there to claim them. Thus M. de Treville was praised to the highest note by these men, who adored him, and who, ruffians as they were, trembled before him like scholars before their master, obedient to his least word, and
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