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The following guide to pronunciation of names or titles is meant to serve as an aid when reading. This is not an official pronunciation style.

Accolon Ak a lon

Aramis Air uh mus

Argonauts Ar go nots

Athena A thee nuh

Athos Ath os

Bedivere Bed a veer

Bertilak Bur ta lack

Blanchemal Blanch mul

Bonacieux Bon a sew

Brokkr Brok er

Camelot Cam uh lot

D’Artagnan Dar tan yun

Dagda Dag duh

Diega Dee a guh

Excalibur X cal uh bur

Fitzooth Fit sue th

Friar Fry er

Gaheris Guh hair es

Galahad Gal uh had

Gareth Gair eth

Gawain Gah win

Gingalain Gene ga lain

Gisbourne Giz born

Grendel Grin dul

Gringolet Grin go let

Guinevere Gwen a veer

Hephaestus Huh fes tus

Hercules Her cu leez

Hueil Hew el

Iolaus I oh lus

Jussac Ju sak

Lancelot Lan sa lot

Leprechaun Lep ruh kahn

Melwas Mel wus

Milady Mu lady

Mjolnir Me uhl neer

Mordred Mor dred

Morgan le Fay Mor gun luh fay

Morgause Mor goes 

Percival Per si vul

Porthos Por thos

Ragnelle Rag nel

Richelieu Ri shuh loo

Rochefort Rosh for

Sindri Sin dree

Thoth Tho th
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He awoke, stomach churning, head spinning, and ears ringing. Birds chirped cheerfully above, and a brook babbled nearby. An earthy fragrance helped overcome the nausea. Gradually, he became aware that he was in the woods rather than in his bed. Slowly and clumsily, he rose from the ground and stood wobbly on his feet.

Cautiously, he stepped toward the brook, his feet dragging against the uneven ground. A low branch snagged his sleeve, and he stumbled, catching himself on a moss-covered tree trunk. Pausing, he glanced over his shoulder, his breath quickening. The woods surrounded him. “Who’s going to see me anyway?” he muttered to himself as he scanned the empty expanse of trees.

As he pressed on, his steps wavered, zigzagging across the forest floor. The gurgle of the brook grew louder, but the terrain felt foreign beneath his boots. He rubbed his forehead, trying to recall how he’d ended up here. Was there even a path back?

A faint trail of flattened grass led him to the brook. Kneeling by its edge, he scooped up cool water and splashed it onto his face. As the water trickled down his face, he leaned closer to the water’s surface. The rippling water distorted his reflection. As the surface stilled, a face slowly came into focus. His hair was matted on one side of his head from lying on the ground. He brushed his fingers over the damp, flattened strands.

He rose, hoping he could find his way out of the woods. He wasn’t sure which direction to head, so he made his way westward, mostly to keep the early morning sun out of his eyes. Fortunately, he chose the right direction, and within ten minutes he had made his way to a dirt road, dappled by sunlight through the trees. After walking about ten more minutes, he saw a house off the road with clothes hanging on a line. The clothes looked to be a good fit for him and certainly better than the ones he was wearing, and he took them off the line, found a patch of woods, and changed into the newly found clothes. He left the clothes he was wearing buried under some brush but remembered to take the small amount of gold he had from his pocket. 

He cautiously exited the woods and continued walking in the same direction he had been walking. As he rounded a bend in the road, a figure emerged, walking steadily toward him. The sunlight glinted off the blade that hung at the stranger’s side, the metal swaying with each step. His hand instinctively went to his hip, but his fingers grasped at empty space. A knot tightened in his stomach, and he stood rooted to the spot. His sword was missing!

He cautiously continued moving forward. When the two were within speaking distance of each other, he said, “I’ve quite a journey ahead of me, and I would feel much more comfortable if I had a sword, you know, just to make someone think twice before trying to accost me. Would you be willing to sell your sword?”  

“For the right price,” the stranger said, eyeing him from head to foot. 

He took some gold from his pocket and realized a little too late what the stranger might be thinking as he saw the stranger’s eyes widen before returning to their normal size. 

The stranger raised his sword. “I think a better deal is for me to take your gold and keep my sword.”  

Before the stranger could finish his remark, he seized the stranger’s arm that held the rapier. He elbowed the stranger in the face. The stranger staggered back, clutching his nose, and the rapier slipped from his grasp, falling onto the dirt road. He picked up the abandoned sword as the stranger fled and tested its balance with a few experimental swipes. The rapier was a decent sword—good enough to get by on until he could find a more suitable one. “I guess I got the better deal after all,” he exclaimed as a smile tugged at his lips. He gave the rapier one last appraising glance before sliding it into a makeshift sheath at his side.

The sun hung high overhead as he trudged onward. Judging from its position in the sky, he had been walking about two hours. A sudden movement ahead snapped him from his thoughts. An ornate coach, its polished surface catching the glaring sun, approached ahead from a side road. Several men on horses swarmed the coach. The horses whinnied and reared as the coach came to an abrupt halt.

The group’s leader was a man perhaps in his mid-thirties. He was dressed in black with dark hair and a well-groomed thin black mustache. He had a long nose with a scar marring his left cheek.

The coach door creaked open, and two passengers, a man and a woman, climbed down to drawn rapiers. The man’s air of authority suggested nobility, but the woman didn’t quite fit the role of wife. The man, tall and composed despite the blades at his throat, remained oddly calm, as if the situation were more an inconvenience than a threat. The woman was dressed finely, but her clothes didn’t have quite the same quality as those of the nobleman, nor did she possess his elegance. He wondered who the woman was, apparently not the man’s wife due to the apparent difference in status.

The tension hung thick in the air as the thieves edged closer to their prey. Before the thieves could steal anything from the nobleman and the woman, his chivalrous side took over. With a guttural yell that echoed through the trees, he charged with his naked sword flashing in the sunlight. The thieves froze, startled by the unexpected attack. Their heads whipped toward the source of the commotion, eyes wide with confusion. For a fleeting moment, he almost laughed at their expressions. He imagined their shock would soon turn to amusement as they saw one man charging a band of armed outlaws.

His boots pounded against the dirt as he closed the distance. The nearest thief barely had time to raise his weapon before he was forced into a frantic defense. The other thieves entered the fray, and he was soon engaged in a fight with all of the them as he ran, turned, and ducked, showing the expertise of an excellent swordsman. His movements were fluid and deliberate. He used the terrain to his advantage, weaving around the coach and its startled horses, forcing his attackers to split their focus. He anticipated the thieves’ moves with uncanny precision, and his sword danced in his hand, deflecting blow after blow.

The leader dismounted, sword in hand, and charged toward him. The leader was a different caliber of fighter than his men. He handled a sword well—too well. The two matched each other stroke for stroke. The leader twisted his face in a scowl and mounted his horse.

“Gather your wits,” said the leader. “Encircle him.”  

The circle around him tightened, and he adjusted the grip on his sword, preparing to battle them all. The thundering sound of hoofbeats broke the tension, and three riders rounded the bend, their horses kicking up dust.

The thieves’ leader shouted to his men, “Let’s go. Our opportunity has passed.” The thieves scattered, but their leader lingered for a fraction of a second longer, his jaw tight with frustration, before he too disappeared into the trees. 

The nobleman quickly climbed back into the coach and ordered the coachman to take off. The coach darted off without the woman, who was left stranded in the road. The three soldiers dismounted. The woman ran to one of the men. “Thank you so much for saving us.”  

One of the soldiers said, “I’m Athos, and these are my companions, Porthos and Aramis. What is your name?”  

“My name is Constance. I’m a lady-in-waiting and seamstress for Her Majesty Queen Anne. I was on an errand for the queen with ...,” she hesitated, “Well, I can’t say who was accompanying me.”

“Was that the Count de Rochefort who stopped the coach,” asked Athos?

“It was,” replied Constance.

Athos turned to the man who had fended off the thieves. “And who are you?”

“My name is D’Artagnan.”

“You appeared to be handling yourself pretty well,” said Athos. “The Count de Rochefort is said to be the best swordsman in all of France.” Athos turned his attention back to Constance. “Do you know why your coach was attacked?”

“I don’t know.” Her gaze lingered on their blue tabards with white crosses. “Aren’t you three, musketeers?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, we are,” replied Athos calmly. He tilted his head as if trying to fit together pieces of a puzzle. “You say that you have no idea why the coach was attacked? The Count de Rochefort is not an ordinary thief. He wouldn’t risk trouble with the king or queen just to steal something. Whatever his reason was for stopping the coach must have been for something more important. What were you doing this far away from Her Majesty, the queen, if you are one of her ladies in waiting?”

Constance’s teeth grazed her lower lip. “As I said before,” she murmured, her voice wavering slightly. “I was on an errand for the queen.” Her eyes flickered quickly toward Athos, then quickly to the ground.

D’Artagnan, struck by Constance’s beauty, remained speechless during the questioning. The soft curve of her face, the way her hair framed her features—it was enough to rob him of his speech. The way she bit her lip, her unease apparent in this very small gesture, only deepened the spell she seemed to cast over him. The sound of boots hitting stirrups jolted him back to the present and alerted him that the musketeers had mounted their horses.

Athos reached out a gloved hand to Constance. “Climb up, and we’ll take you back to Paris.” His tone was firm yet kind.

Constance hesitated, glancing at the road behind her as if debating her next move. Then, with a small nod, she placed her hand in Athos’s, her slender fingers disappearing into his firm grip as he effortlessly lifted her onto his horse. She settled behind him, clutching the saddle for support. Her eyes briefly met D’Artagnan’s before the group set off down the road.

D'Artagnan trudged on foot down the dusty road in the direction the musketeers and Constance were headed. When D’Artagnan finally reached Paris, the city unfolded before him like a dream; he was awestruck by the busy boulevards and the towering spires. He found a cheap inn. If he was going to buy a horse and a sword, he would have to ration what little gold he had wisely. He slept soundly in the rickety bed but woke up early the next morning.

The first thing he decided to do was find a cutler to buy a better rapier. If the earlier fighting was any indication of what was to come, he would need a good one. He ventured into the market, eventually finding a cutler. After haggling and parting with most of his gold, he had indeed purchased a very fine weapon that felt balanced and deadly in his grip.

Next, he sought out a horse dealer where he inquired about buying a horse. The stables were filled with strong, well-groomed animals, but most of the horses were exceedingly expensive. When he took out the remaining gold he had, the horse dealer chuckled and led him to a small, scrawny horse, its ribs visible beneath its dull coat.

“I just got this one in yesterday,” said the horse dealer as he patted the animal’s bony flank. “I was going to try to fatten him up before trying to sell him. He’s been scared. I think his previous owner must have abused him. He’s going to need some care. I don’t know if he’ll even let you ride him, but that’s all I have that you can afford.”

D’Artagnan paid the horse dealer and left, leading the horse with a frequent tut tut sound rather than trying to ride him. He had gone a few blocks down the street when he saw Porthos, one of the musketeers from the previous day. Their eyes met briefly, but D’Artagnan didn’t think that Porthos recognized him from earlier. Just as he walked past, Porthos let out a hearty laugh and belted out in such a loud voice that all those nearby stopped and turned to see what the commotion was about. “I think you would fare better with no horse at all than with that one. Are you going to walk it all the way to where you’re going, or are you going to let it ride you?”  Porthos held his belly as he laughed. “Hey, boy, I might make a better horse for you. Why don’t you ride me?”  Porthos bent over. “Hop on my back!”

D’Artagnan’s cheeks burned as he clenched his fists by his side. He was both embarrassed and enraged. While Porthos was bent over, still laughing, D’Artagnan lifted his leg, aimed his foot at Porthos’s butt, and landed a swift kick. The force sent Porthos lurching forward, straight into the water trough in front of him. D’Artagnan cooly replied, “You insult my horse; you insult me.” Now, D’Artagnan began laughing. “At least my horse lowers his head to drink water, rather than diving in.”

Porthos rose out of the trough completely drenched, with water dripping from every part of his body. “No one has ever dared do that to me, let alone a boy who still let’s his mother tie his shoes. Let’s see if you can put that shiny new sword you have to good use. I challenge you to a duel! If you’re brave enough, meet me behind the Luxembourg at 1:30 this afternoon.”

“I accept your challenge. I’ll see you at 1:30, assuming you have dried off by then!”

D’Artagnan continued walking as he thought about the ridiculous circumstances that had gotten him into a duel. The figure of a man up ahead interrupted his thoughts. It was the Count de Rochefort, the leader of the group of thieves that attacked the coach the previous day. Exhilaration filled D’Artagnan as he raced toward the count. He was focused so intently on the count that he did not notice his surroundings. Seemingly out of nowhere, a man stepped in front of him, and he collided with him, knocking them both to the ground. D’Artagnan rose to his feet first and extended his hand to help the man up. To his shock, the man was Athos. What fate had led him into the paths of two of the musketeers he had met earlier?  Athos slapped his hand out of the way and stood up on his own, cursing as he rose.

At least Athos had recognized him. “You! You’re the young ruffian I saw yesterday who thought he could take on the Count de Rochefort and his men all by himself. If you’re looking for a fight, meet me behind the Luxembourg at 1:00 pm this afternoon, and I’ll give you one. And if that’s your horse wandering in the middle of the street, bring it along too, and I’ll put you both out of your misery.”

D'Artagnan had completely forgotten about his horse. He looked back and saw the skittish horse, nostrils flaring, backing away and sidestepping anyone who came near him. D’Artagnan returned his attention to Athos. “I accept your challenge.”  

He went back to fetch his horse and continued walking in the direction he had seen the count. By this time, the count was nowhere to be seen. He went a few blocks farther and saw Aramis. There was no way this could be a coincidence.  Aramis was sitting, facing his direction, with a book held just below his chin. As D’Artagnan got closer, he saw that it was a Bible. However, Aramis didn’t appear to be reading the Bible. His eyes were fixed over the edge of the pages. At first, D’Artagnan thought that Aramis was looking at him, but then he thought that Aramis must be looking past him. D’Artagnan turned and looked behind him and saw a young woman standing by a doorway. He strode up to Aramis, who finally noticed him. “How dare you use piousness as a cover to ogle women,” D’Artagnan accused, his voice sharp with disapproval.

“How dare you question my piety!” said Aramis in a tone that was laced with righteous fury as he pointed an accusing finger at D’Artagnan. His face reddened, and he leaned forward, snapping the Bible shut with a sharp clap.

“Let me guess, you want to challenge me to a duel behind the Luxembourg?”

“I do indeed. Meet me there at 1:15 pm. And for God’s sake, shoot that horse!”

That afternoon, D’Artagnan found the Luxembourg and slipped around the back to have his first duel with Athos. When he arrived, Athos was already there with Porthos and Aramis whom he must have brought as his seconds. When they saw D’Artagnan, all three musketeers’ eyes widened as if they hadn’t expected him to show.

“What kind of cocky fool are you to think you can take on all of us fifteen minutes apart,” asked Athos?  

“I’ve never seen such insolence,” said Aramis. 

Porthos glared at D’Artagnan. “We’re musketeers, boy, elite calvary of His Majesty King Louis XIII. How do you think you can beat one musketeer, let alone three?”

D’Artagnan stood calmly as he listened to the insults levelled against him. “I think you musketeers are more mou than mousquet,” he charged, playing on the word mousquet to refer to them as spineless. 

Athos was the first to draw his rapier, and he charged D’Artagnan. The sound of clanging swords reverberated through the air. The sunlight glinted hypnotically off the swift movement of the steel blades. The two were putting up an incredible exhibition when several guards suddenly appeared and approached the combatants. 

“It’s Cardinal Richelieu’s guards,” yelled Porthos. “And they’re led by Jussac.”

“Halt. You’re under arrest for dueling,” said one of the men, whom D’Artagnan supposed was Jussac. 

D’Artagnan quickly assessed the odds. They were outnumbered two to one by the Cardinal’s guards. Almost on cue, the three musketeers and D’Artagnan readied their swords and began to assault the Cardinal’s guards. In less than a minute, D’Artagnan seriously wounded Jussac. He then turned to help the musketeers fight the other guards. The four quickly drove the Cardinal’s guards away. A couple guards helped to carry Jussac. D’Artagnan saw the exhilaration on the faces of the three musketeers, and he felt the exhilaration as well.

Athos, somewhat breathlessly, exclaimed, “My young fellow, that was very impressive swordsmanship. Jussac is one of the Cardinal’s finest guards and an excellent swordsman. Yet you bested him in less than a minute. What did you say your name was?”

“D’Artagnan!”

“Well, D’Artagnan, let’s go to the tavern and have a drink to celebrate our win!”

The four men headed to a tavern, congratulating each other along the way. Upon entering the tavern, Porthos bellowed, “eight bottles of your best wine.”  

“Aren’t there just four of you?” puzzled the bartender.

“Don’t we each have two hands?” retorted Porthos. The bartender fetched the bottles of wine as the four men flopped into the wooden chairs at a small round table. 

They drank and talked as if they had been lifelong friends. D’Artagnan could hardly believe there had ever been any animosity between them. He surveyed the men as they socialized. Athos was the oldest. The other two seemed to have the utmost respect for him. If these three had a leader, it was Athos. Although Athos appeared crusty on the outside, D’Artagnan thought him to be full of heart. He wasn’t the most vocal of the three, that was Porthos, but when Athos did speak, his words were filled with a lifetime of experience and wisdom. Porthos was a giant of a man, muscular and good-looking. He seemed full of energy, and D’Artagnan surmised that he could probably talk his way out of any trouble. Aramis was the intellectual, and D’Artagnan wondered why he was a musketeer. He remembered his earlier accusation against Aramis and felt ashamed for making it. 

After countless rounds, Porthos, who still appeared to be just as sober as when he walked through the door, asked, “So, tell us, young D’Artagnan ... by the way how old are you anyway?”

“Eighteen,” answered D’Artagnan.

“Eighteen!” exclaimed all three in unison.

“Oh, to be eighteen again,” said Athos.

“So, tell us, young D’Artagnan,” continued Porthos, “as a swordsman extraordinaire, who do you admire in all of history as a great fighter?”

“Sir Gawain,” said D’Artagnan without hesitation. He saw a look of surprise on the faces of the musketeers.

“Sir Gawain of King Arthur’s Round Table?” questioned Porthos incredulously. “Why he was a scoundrel. Why not instead, Sir Lancelot?”

The surprise at the comment must have shown on D’Artagnan’s face. Aramis asked, “Have you not read Le Morte D’Arthur by Sir Thomas Malory?”  

“I have not, but one can’t believe everything written in books.”  

“Maybe you need to start reading some books, young D’Artagnan,” said Aramis.

“I would rather spend my time training than reading.”

“There’s no need to get defensive,” replied Aramis. “We’re just having a philosophical conversation over fine wine.”

Porthos leaned forward, a smug grin spread across his face. “Sir Gawain?” he scoffed. “He couldn’t have been as great a knight as the French Lancelot du Lac. The French have always been better fighters than the English, which is why Lancelot was able to kill Gawain.”

D’Artagnan’s eyes widened, and he tilted his head as if he hadn’t heard correctly. “Again, you can’t believe everything written in books,” he said with surprise in his voice.

“Well, I really did like the story of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight,” interjected Aramis. 

“I’ve never heard of it,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“You really need to read more,” said Aramis.

D’Artagnan said a third time, “You can’t believe everything you read in books.”

“Well, you must have read the Bible,” said Aramis. “You sound like St. Peter, saying that statement three times!”

“Before the cock crows,” babbled Porthos, laughing heartily. If Porthos had any belly fat, it would have shaken at the hearty laugh, but the muscular musketeer did not have an ounce of fat on him. 

Athos finally spoke after listening to the exchange. “I think D’Artagnan has had a lot of excitement today and a lot to drink tonight. He doesn’t have the stamina for drink yet like us old veterans have. Do you have a place to stay for the night, D’Artagnan?”  

“I don’t,” replied D’Artagnan. The last of his gold was gone.

“Don’t tell me you spent all of your money on that horse?” asked Porthos. “Where is the horse, by the way?”

“The horse trader I bought the horse from is holding the horse for me,” answered D’Artagnan. “As for how I spent the money: on a cheap room for one night, on a new rapier, and on the horse.”  

“Well, it was money well spent on that fine rapier,” said Porthos.

Athos interjected, “You can stay with me until we can find a more suitable place for you to stay. How would you like to become a musketeer?”

“I would like that very much.”

Aramis added, “If you do become a musketeer, you will have to live by our motto of All for one and one for all.”  

“That sounds very much like King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table,” exclaimed D’Artagnan.

“Let’s call it a night,” said Athos. “I’ll take our young friend back to my place while he can still walk.” As they got up to leave, Athos casually pulled D’Artagnan aside. “You need to be careful in your talk about the English, or people may think you sympathize with England. This is especially true in public in case any of Cardinal Richelieu’s guards were to overhear. Cardinal Richelieu secretly wants to start a war with England, and anyone thought to be supportive of England could be in dire straits.”

D’Artagnan asked, “If that were to happen, would the motto be All for none, and none for all?”  

Athos placed a hand on D’Artagnan’s shoulder, his voice steady but warm. “Now that you are one of us, musketeer or not, our motto applies.”

D’Artagnan’s chest swelled with pride, a smile creeping across his face despite his efforts to remain composed. Hearing those words, especially from Athos, felt like a seal of approval. He felt he belonged. 

The next day, the four men met to talk about taking D’Artagnan to the Captain of the Musketeers to see about him becoming a musketeer. When they arrived at the headquarters of the musketeers, a messenger from King Louis XIII was there to meet them.

The messenger straightened his posture, his voice crisp and formal. “His Majesty, King Louis XIII requests your presence to have an audience with him,” he announced. “I will escort you to the palace.”

The musketeers exchanged knowing glances and nodded. They stepped forward, falling into stride behind the messenger. But just as they began, the messenger suddenly stopped abruptly and turned back, pointing directly to D’Artagnan, “He is to come as well.”

The three musketeers froze, their eyes widening in unison. D’Artagnan’s heart skipped a beat. His mouth opened slightly, but no words came out. This can’t be good, thought D’Artagnan. His pulse pounded in his ears. The king knows nothing about me. His head was still hurting from the prior night’s celebration. Thinking about having to see the king made it feel as though it were about to split open. His palms grew damp, and a chill crept up his spine, leaving his skin clammy. The world seemed to tilt, and he steadied himself, breathing shallowly. 

Porthos’s voice was low but steady as he stepped to D’Artagnan’s side, gripping his arm gently. “You’ll be alright,” he whispered. “All for one and one for all.”

The words felt like a protective shield around him, and he stepped in line with the musketeers as they followed the messenger to their royal summons. When they arrived at the palace, the messenger escorted them inside. D’Artagnan’s breath caught as they entered the grand hall. The room was a dazzling display of opulence, from gilded walls to the massive chandelier that glimmered above. They continued to the throne room. The king was seated on the throne, but D’Artagnan’s eyes were drawn to a man dressed in ornate crimson robes with an air of quiet authority standing beside the king’s throne. The messenger had only mentioned a meeting with the king. Who was this other man?

As if on cue, Porthos leaned in close and whispered, “That’s Cardinal Richelieu. Be careful—he’s as powerful as the king himself.”

D’Artagnan swallowed hard, his gaze lingering on the cardinal’s calculating eyes and cold presence.

Cardinal Richelieu spoke first with ferocity. “Your Majesty, I respectfully demand that these four men be severely punished, stripped of their status as musketeers, and imprisoned.” 

The King turned his head toward the cardinal and replied, “My dear Cardinal Richelieu, your words of respectfully and demand do not appear to be in agreement with each other. Are you certain that you demand something from Your King?”

“My pardon, Your Majesty.”  His voice was humble and apologetic to the king, but his visage was still cutting as he directed it toward the four men. 

“Besides,” continued the king, “this man, who I believe is called D’Artagnan, can’t be dismissed from the musketeers because he is not one. But I can remedy that. I hereby commission that D’Artagnan be one of my musketeers. The fighting these four exhibited against your guards is precisely what I need from my musketeers.”  The king turned his head and looked directly at the four. “I appreciate your loyalty to me. I’m ordering an advance in wages for D’Artagnan, and I task these three musketeers with the further training of D’Artagnan. You have leave from your regular duties until he is sufficiently trained. I will periodically ask for progress reports.”

“But Your Majesty,” the cardinal said in a smooth yet urgent tone, “they seriously injured my best guard, Jussac. Surely there must be some punishment!” Cardinal Richelieu glanced at the four, a flicker of accusation glinting in his eyes, before returning his attention to the king.

“I have given my command,” said the king sternly.

The cardinal and the four musketeers bowed to the king. The messenger escorted the musketeers outside while the cardinal stayed behind to talk with the king. 

Once outside, Porthos let out a low whistle, shaking his head in disbelief. “What a stroke of luck. I wouldn’t have believed it if I had not personally been there. Since when has the king not listened to Richelieu?”

“As they say,” Aramis warned, “Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.”

“We must consider ourselves lucky indeed,” said Athos. “But I think we owe that luck to the cardinal.”

“Why is that?” questioned Porthos.

“I think the cardinal has gotten so used to the king following everything that he says that he inadvertently slipped up when he demanded our punishment. Even the king must draw a line somewhere. I imagine that the king didn’t want to look subservient to the cardinal, especially in front of his musketeers. He had to show the cardinal that he was still the king, even if it meant doing something radical. I think if the cardinal had not been there, our fate would be much different. Add to all of that the fact that the cardinal would like to use his own guards and abolish the musketeers. So, the king wouldn’t want to give him another reason. If we were imprisoned and expelled from the musketeers, the cardinal would try to insinuate that the whole lot of musketeers were just as bad.”

D'Artagnan, who had been silently listening to the others finally interjected, “You surmised all of that from our brief audience before the king?”

“Politics is a complex business my young friend,” Athos answered.

“It was unusual for the king to task us with training D’Artagnan,” said Porthos. “Usually, the training is done for several recruits by someone specialized in training, and the new recruits aren’t officially recognized as musketeers until after the training is complete.”

“I imagine the king felt that training young D’Artagnan would keep us out of mischief,” replied Athos. “Plus, he probably thought that D’Artagnan would get more individualized attention from us. In order to look as though he had not made the wrong decision, the king really needs D’Artagnan to succeed.”

Throughout this conversation the musketeers had been walking. D’Artagnan wondered where they were going, not back to the headquarters of the musketeers. He supposed that the audience with the king had shaken them as it had him, and they were just walking somewhere, anywhere, to put some distance between themselves and the palace. “Last night, you said something about the cardinal wanting to start a war with England. Why would he want to do that? What would it accomplish?”

“The cardinal has schemes beyond what we can comprehend,” said Athos. “Rumors circulate in certain circles that he wants to start a war with England, but I don’t know how even he could manage that. For what purpose? I do not know that either. Perhaps he thinks the king would look weak to the populace, and they would look to him to lead them. Whatever scheme, or schemes, the cardinal has is beyond our abilities to find out, and most certainly it does not involve us. Let’s change the topic to something more pleasant. You’re now one of us, D’Artagnan, a musketeer, and that feat was accomplished more quickly than any of us could have expected.”

The musketeers surrounded him with grins bright enough to light the day. Athos was the first to step forward, clapping a firm hand on D’Artagnan’s shoulder. “Well done,” he said, his voice warm with approval.

Porthos followed suit, giving him a hearty slap on the back that nearly knocked him off balance. “You’ve earned it, lad!” he bellowed, his laughter booming.

Aramis offered a smaller but no less sincere smile. He rested his hand briefly on D’Artagnan’s arm. “Welcome to the fold,” he said softly.

“And now that it’s official,” continued Athos, “join us in proclaiming our motto. Follow along with us.”  

The musketeers gathered in a circle, drew their rapiers, and pointed them at the ground. D’Artagnan mimicked what he saw. All four rapiers touched at the tips. As they raised their swords, D’Artagnan knew what was coming next. In unison, the four musketeers shouted, “All for one, and one for all.” Grins spread over the faces of all four. Athos, Porthos, and Aramis slapped D’Artagnan on the back, and they sheathed their swords.

Porthos exclaimed, “I’m afraid you bought your rapier for nought. Nice as it is, as a musketeer, you will be issued one by the quartermaster.”

“And a new horse!” chuckled Aramis.

“I wish I had known all of this before I spent all of my money,” sighed D’Artagnan. “I don’t know what to do with my horse. I suppose I can sell him back to the horse trader I bought him from, but he probably won’t give me anything for him.”

“Probably not,” guffawed Porthos. “The horse trader will probably call it even for keeping your horse for you last night.”

Athos added, “Now that you have money, we can find suitable living arrangements for you, and I know of a place that is nice but not too expensive. With your advance, you can certainly afford it now. And if not,” said Athos with a smile on his face, “Porthos can supplement your income with some money from all of those rich widows with whom he cavorts!”

Porthos merely laughed at Athos’ comment. The booming laugh echoed in the crisp air. D’Artagnan’s gaze shifted to Athos, catching the rare smile that softened his usually stern features. It was a stark contrast to the somber man D’Artagnan had encountered just days before, and the sight warmed him. D’Artagnan felt a genuine sense of belonging that he had not felt in a while. It felt good. 

Athos led the group to a tenement. As they walked, Athos provided D’Artagnan with the background of the landlord, a man named Jacques Bonacieux. In addition to being a landlord over several tenements, Jacques Bonacieux also served as a middleman, buying and selling goods between suppliers and various Paris shopkeepers. Athos said that Bonacieux spent much of his time away on business. Although he wasn’t rich by some standards, he at least had mediocre success with all his ventures. Bonacieux’s wife had died a few years ago. Their only child was a daughter, but Athos said he didn’t recall ever having met her.

When they reached the tenement, Athos opened the conversation with Bonacieux to see if he had a room available for the king’s newest musketeer. Bonacieux eyed the young D’Artagnan indifferently before replying that he had one room left in this tenement. Athos and Bonacieux bartered back and forth, eventually striking a deal. 

As the arrangements were being settled, a young woman stepped into the room. D’Artagnan froze, his breath hitching. It was her—Constance, the woman from the coach. Her presence seemed to draw all the light in the room toward her. D’Artagnan was momentarily spellbound—so stricken by her allure that he could not even say good day to her. Her scent wafted to him, a scent of fresh morning flowers. He breathed in the scent and felt as though he were floating on a cloud and thought Constance an angel. 

“Ah, please meet my lovely daughter, Constance” said Bonacieux. He kissed Constance lightly on the cheek, so lightly in fact, that D’Artagnan thought Bonacieux only touched the air around her cheek. 

Athos, Porthos, and Aramis greeted Constance, and she greeted them with effortless charm. Not a word was mentioned about the dramatic rescue.

Constance turned her soft gaze to D’Artagnan, and he immediately cast his eyes to the floor before he looked up again to see a warm smile on her face.

“Good day,” said Constance.

D’Artagnan merely nodded but was unable to say anything to her. Why can’t I say anything, he thought?  What’s wrong with me?

The musketeers went back to the tavern they had been to the day before and spent most of the day planning D’Artagnan’s training regimen. That night, D’Artagnan walked back alone to his new dwelling as he thought about Constance the entire way there. He entered his room, and the moonlight through the window was bright enough that he did not need to light a candle or lamp. The room looked nicer than it had when he saw it earlier that day. There was a vase with flowers on a small table. He could smell the perfume that Constance had worn that morning, and he supposed that Constance had tidied up the room. On his bed was a note that simply read thank you and was signed by Constance. 

The next morning as D’Artagnan was about to leave to go to this training, someone knocked on his door. He opened it to be greeted by Constance’s smile and the aroma of her perfume. He simply stood there searching for something to say. Why did he have such a hard time speaking to her?  He wondered if she thought the same thing because she asked, “You do speak, don’t you?”

All he could muster was a simple, “Yes.”

“Well now that you have that word down, why don’t you be polite and ask me in? Or is politeness and speech too much for you to handle together?” she said with a broad smile on her face.

“Yes.... I mean, no ... I mean, is it appropriate for you to come in ... I mean, please come in,” he stammered.

“My! I believe it is too much for you to handle!”

“What are you doing here?”  He immediately regretted asking the question. Where were his manners? “I didn’t mean it like that. I mean, I’m glad you’re here.”

“You’re glad I’m here!”

“Yes ... no. I’m sorry; I don’t usually have this much trouble talking to people.”

“And why is that?” she asked, curiosity beaming in her eyes.

“Truthfully, it is because I think you’re beautiful. I suppose I can say that since I know I would never have a chance with you. Your beauty and grace deserve someone much better than me.” He quickly added, “What if your father sees you here?  I’ll be kicked out after only one night.”

“I like truthfully. And you shouldn’t put yourself down. You strike me as a man with confidence, aside from this,” she added. “Don’t worry about my father. He is rarely here, and I rarely ever see him. In fact, you were quite lucky that he was here yesterday to rent you the room. I just came by to see how you were doing. My father rarely takes care of these rooms. I tidied it up as best I could yesterday, but I wanted to see if you needed anything else. Well ...  that’s not the only reason I came. I also came to thank you for saving me the other day and for not saying anything about it to my father.”

“You’re welcome,” said D’Artagnan shyly. “I would never betray anyone like that.”

“Anyone? ... Or me?”

“Truthfully, ... you.”

“Ah, there’s that word truthfully again,” she said with another broad smile on her face. “Truthfully, I saw a tear in your shirt yesterday, and I’m a pretty good seamstress—good enough to be a seamstress for Her Majesty, the Queen—so I thought I could quickly sew it up for you. I know that as a musketeer you will receive a blue tabard, undershirt, and pants, but you can’t wear that all the time. Take off your shirt, and I’ll mend it for you.”

“Take off my shirt?” repeated D’Artagnan as a question. His thoughts roamed once more to Monsieur Bonacieux, this time to getting caught shirtless by the man while alone in a room with Bonacieux’s daughter.

“Unless you want me to try to mend it as you’re wearing it. I might stick you with a needle though.”

D’Artagnan leaned back slightly, a playful smile curling his lips. “I thought you were a good seamstress,” he teased, his tone light. “A good seamstress wouldn’t stick me with a needle.” Still smiling, he tugged his shirt off in one smooth motion. He caught the way Constance’s gaze faltered, her eyes lingering on his chest for a brief moment before she quickly snatched the shirt from his hands. Her cheeks flushed faintly as she busied herself with the task, her fingers moving deftly. He thought she seemed to be the nervous one now. As she stitched, D’Artagnan noticed her sneaking glances at him, her eyes darting up from the shirt before returning to the needle and thread.  When the last stitch was done, Constance handed the shirt back to him, her hand brushing his briefly. D’Artagnan met her gaze with a soft grin as he slipped the shirt back on. He couldn’t help but notice her hands trembling slightly as she gathered her sewing kit.

“I need to leave, or I’ll be late for the queen,” blurted Constance.

“Do you not live at the palace?” asked D’Artagnan. He felt more comfortable talking to Constance now, and he no longer stuttered in front of her. 

“I often stay at the palace, but I also have a residence where I stay when I’m not at the palace.”

“You have a residence?” replied D’Artagnan emphasizing the word you.

“Well, it’s mostly mine. My father owns it, but he hasn’t rented it out. He usually stays at another of his apartments when he is in Paris. Often, he is away on business. Now, I must hurry.”

“Until next time, then.”

Over the next two weeks, their bond deepened quickly, blossoming into an easy friendship. Constance stopped by almost daily to see D’Artagnan, her presence a bright spot in his daily routine. One evening, she arrived with a warm meal. In return, he surprised her with a bundle of fine silk, his eyes lighting up as he handed it to her. “Make something beautiful for yourself,” he said, his voice warm with sincerity. On another occasion, he gave her a bouquet of fresh flowers.

D’Artagnan couldn’t deny the growing feelings stirring within him. Every glance, every word from her seemed to weave a thread around his heart. He was in love with Constance, even though he knew he shouldn’t be. 

On afternoon, jealousy gnawed at him more than usual, and the words escaped his lips before he could stop them. “Who were you with in the coach that day?” he asked, his tone sharper than he intended.  “Was it ... your boyfriend?” He immediately regretted the question but couldn’t take it back. His heart pounded as he awaited yet feared her response.

“Jealously is not a good color on you. I was on the queen’s business. I can’t say.”

“It’s not lady-like for a woman to be alone with a man who is not her husband.” 

Constance tensed. “Aren’t you alone with me now?  Are you saying I’m not a lady?”

“Touché.”

“What does that make the man whom I’m with?” she chided.

“Touché again.”  

“If you say touché that often, you must not be a very good swordfighter,” she teased as the tension flowed out of her.

“Touché ... uh ... never mind,” D’Artagnan said with a slight smile. He knew he needed to drop the conversation before he angered her.

Aside from his brief periods with Constance, D’Artagnan spent most of his time training with Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. They told him he didn’t really need any training with the sword or with hand-to-hand combat, but they told him he was terrible with using a musket. They tried him with both the long-barreled musket and the hand-held pistol musket, and he was equally bad with both. 

“No! No! No!” exclaimed an exasperated Aramis. “Pack the powder first. Then put in the musket ball, not the other way around. How can you fire the ball if the powder goes in after the ball?  Let’s try again. If you have a paper cartridge, you will use that because the powder is premeasured. Tear open the paper cartridge with your teeth; put some powder in the pan and close the pan. Blow off any powder residue. Put the rest of the powder in the barrel. Take a ball out of your pouch and put it in the barrel. Take the piece of paper from the cartridge and put it in the barrel. Take out the ramrod and push everything firmly down the barrel. Replace the ramrod. Fasten a piece of burning match cord into this metal piece, making sure it will be long enough to touch the powder in the pan. Blow on the match cord to get it burning; it’s been soaked in saltpeter to create a slow burn. Open the pan. Aim. Pull the trigger, which dips the burning match cord into the pan, igniting the powder and sending a flash of fire through this tiny touch hole that lights the gunpowder in the barrel, which propels the musket ball.”

D'Artagnan almost got everything correct, but he left in the ramrod, shooting it down the range along with the musket ball. Aramis smacked the palm of his hand against his forehead in frustration. After several attempts he did everything correctly but took two minutes and missed the target.

“You have to do this in at least a minute. A good musketeer can get off two shots in a minute,” Aramis lectured.

The next day, D’Artagnan performed even more poorly with the musket. 

This time Porthos was taking a turn at trying to teach young D’Artagnan how to properly fire a musket. “Your powder has gotten wet.” The frustration was evident in Porthos’ voice. “Wet powder won’t fire. You have to take precautions to keep your powder dry at all times.”

They trained during the day and spent most nights in the tavern. The one night they didn’t spend in the tavern was the night when Constance had brought him a meal. He wondered how she knew he had been free that night, but in reality, he didn’t care. Every moment with her was sheer joy and excitement. Although learning how to use a musket was certainly exciting, it paled in comparison to spending one moment with Constance.

***
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Constance spent most of her time with the queen, except for those occasions when she was with D’Artagnan. A few weeks had passed since Constance had first spoken with D’Artagnan that morning when she sewed his shirt. Constance was alone in a room in the palace sewing for the queen; she was thinking about this occasion when the queen entered the room. Constance put down her sewing, rose, and bowed to the queen.

“No need for such formalities when we’re alone,” announced Queen Anne. “I would like to talk with you about something.” 

“Of course,” replied Constance.

“You haven’t been staying at the palace these past few weeks. Of course, you don’t have to, but you used to stay here frequently. Has something changed?”

Constance wondered what to reply to the queen, and she simply said, “No, Your Majesty.”

“Let’s be truthful, my dear. After all, I consider you a friend. I’ve heard from my sources that you have been spending some time with one of the
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