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Chapter |

D'ARTAGNAN IN MEUNG

Young D'Artagnan arrived in the French mar-
ket town of Meung, on the first Monday of
April, 1626. He was like a Don Dmxuu: ;
eighteen, with a long brown face, hlgh :
bones, and smart eyes. He was wearing an o
woollen jacket, and a cap set off with a feal
like all Gascons. He seemed to be a farme
son, except for the long sword which hit agai
his legs as he walked, and against the rough side
of his horse when he rode. His horse was a
Béarn pony, which was given to him by his
father. It was about thirteen years old, with a
yellow skin and no hair in its tail. Though he
was an excellent horseman, D'Artagnan looked
foolish with his horse. :

His father, D°Artagnan the elder, said to him,
«My son, I have nothing to give you except fif-
teen crowns, my horse, and some piece of useful
advice. | want you to go to Paris and offer to
serve our king, Louis XI1II. Be courageous and
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brave in all matters. Take neither commands
nor insults from anyone except the cardinal and
the king. You are a Gascon, so never fear bat-
tles, but seek adventures. You enjo; great
strength and have iron muscles and a steel wrist.
Duels are forbiden because there is twice as
much courage in fighting. I just want to add
something. 1 want to tell you about M. de Tre-
ville, who was my neighbor a long time ago, and
who had the honor to be, as a child, the playfel-
low of our king. Now he has become the captain
of the king's musketeers. Hand him this le:tter?.
and follow his example in everything you do.»,

It was for this reason that the young D’ Artag— _
nan came to the city of Meung on April, 1626.
He had decided to spend the time there on his
way to Paris.

He arrived at the Jolly Miller inn and dis-
mounted his horse. Through an open window on
the ground floor, D'Artagnan saw a gentleman
talking with two men who were listening aten-
tively and respectfully. He could clearly hear
their conversation, and as he listened, the gent-
lemen pointed out something about the Bear-
nese pony, and the other two people started to
laugh. D'Artagnan was insulted. He pulled his
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big cap down over his eyes and walked directly
towards them, He was very angry and ready to
use his sword, His anger increased at every step,
and at last he shouted,

«You sir, who is hiding behind that window,
tell me what you are laughing at, and we will
laugh together!.»

The gentleman raised his eyes slowly from lhq;
horse 1o its owner, and answered coldly, «1 was
not talking to you, sir.»

«But I am!» replied D'Artagnan more anmfy
at the mixture of politeness and scorn.

The strange man looked at him smiling a lit=
tle, Then wenlt out of the inn and came near thm
horse and D’Artagnan.

«This horse must have been a buttercup in it
youth, It is a color very well known in botany.
It is a very rare among horses.» The strange
man went on talking to his listeners, ignoring
D'Artagnan completely. When he turned to get
into the inn, D'Artagnan drew his sword and
cried,

«Tumn, turn, sir, or [ shall strike you from be-
hind!»
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The other man was filled with astonishment.
«Strike me?» He said with surprise «You must
be mad, my good friend. Why?».

D’Artagnan grew furious and attacked him
fiercely. Luckily, he jumped quickly backwards.
When he realized that the young Gascon was |
really serious, the stranger drew his sword and
was ready to fight. Meanwhile, the other two
men, together with the innkeeper, started to
attack D"Artagnan with sticks and stones. Thus
the stranger became a spectator of the fight.
D'Artagnan fought bravely, but unfortunately,
his sword was broken. and he got a fierce blow
on his fore-head. That brought him 1o the
ground almost unconscious. ,

The wounded man was carried to the inn
kitchen where his wounds were attended to,
while the stranger went back to his place at the
window. The inn-keeper joined him a few mi-
nutes later. He asked him whether he was safe
and unhurt.

«0Oh, yes, I'm perfectly safe, thank you my

good fellow,» the stranger replied. «What has
happened to the young man?. »

«He 15 better, sir. He fainted a little, so we
had the chance to search his luggage. We found
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nothing except a shirt and twelve crowns, We
also found a letter addressed 1o M. de Tréville,
captain of the musketeers.»

The stranger said to himself, «Can Tréville
have sent this young Gascon to attack me7»
Then, looking at the inn -keeper, he asked,
«where is the man now? Is his luggage with
him? Is he still wearing his coat? »

«Ma, all his things are in the kitchen, sir. My
wife has taken the young man upstairs to 01.!1‘
room.»

«That's good. Give me my bill and call my
servant,» The strange man said, Then he said o
himself in a low voice, «It's not necessary for
the young man to see Milady. She will be here
soon. T had better go and see her. But I like to-
know what’s in Tréville’s letter.» Thus he quiet-
lv walked towards the kitchen.

During that time, the inn-keeper went up to
his room where he found D'Artagnan, with his
head tied up with a piece of white cloth, about
to descent the stairs. As he arrived at the kitch-
en, he saw the stranger whispering to a young
lady of about twenty years of age, who was sit-
ting in a carriage. She was very beautiful with

large blue eyes and long curly hair that reached
her shoulders.
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«Does his Eminence orders me only to return
to Egland at once? What about the other in-
structions?.»

«All the other instructions are in this box,
Miladys», answered the stranger.

«Very well. And what are you going to do
now e

«1 shall go back to Paris.»

Hearing everything that was said, D’Artagnan
rushed out of the inn. The stranger followed

him, but the lady cried, «Remember that any

delay may ruin everything.»

«That’s absolutely right,» answered the gentle-

man. He vowed to the lady, mounted his horse

guickly, and rode off towards Paris. Milady's

carriage started off in the opposite direction.

«Coward!» cried D'Artagnan as he jumped
forward. His deep wounds had left him weak
and dizzy, so he fainted again.

D’Artagnan was much better the next morn-
ing. He woke up and descended to the kitchen
without help. As he took his coat to pay his bill,
he only found his old velvet purse containing the
twelve crowns., The letter addressed 1w M. de
Tréville had vanished.
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«My letter of recommendation!» cried D'Ar-
tagnan with great anger. «My letter has
vanished! I warn you that that letter is for M. de
Tréville, and 1t has to be found!s.

«That letter is not lost, it has been stolen
from you by the gentleman whom you wanted tiur
fight yesterday. | am sure he has stolen it,» said
the inn-keeper.

D'Artagnan asked dnubtfully, «Du ‘you ihi‘n
soTa _

«] am sure of it» mﬂnued the inn—l:a
When he knew that you had a letter for
Tréville, he was very much annoyed. He ins
ly came to the kitchen, searched your coat and”
luggage, and stole the letter.»

¥ g J

D’Artagnan paid the inn-keeper two crowns
and decided to complain to M. de Tréville who
will then, in his turn, complain to the kmg.
mounted his silly horse and rode to Paris y
out facing any troubles or accidents. There
sold the horse for three crowns and entered.
Paris on foot.

He walked for a certain time until he found a
small hotel. He booked a room where he would
spend the night. Then he went to have his sword
repaired and went to bed full of great hopes for
the future.
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Chapter 2

D'ARTAGNAN :
MEETS THE THREE MUSKETEERS

M. de Tréville was a great friend of
French King, Louis XIII. The king had made
Tréville the captain of his musketeers. that b d

of soldiers by which Louis XIII surrounded him-
self, he decided that he, too, must have his
guard, He had his musketeers, therefore, just as
the king had s, and these two powerful rivals
competed with each other in obtaining the most .
famous swordsmen. It was not uncommaon for
Richelieu and Louis XIIT to argue over their
evening game of chess upon the merits of their
servants, Each boasted about the strength and
courage of his own musketeers, and it was only
natural that the soldiers themselves supported

21

";L':H I_}..-.ili

Syl ol gl o)k

b,.u_‘_’l Lwﬂ\MFmM"-ﬂfﬁA’—h Jls
P ;l_lL.-J.d s [_!“‘"".I" Lml J.M'- Ay e I
cayy L.-".‘La-[ A5V sl o3t G

RS UL 1 Y P S SO Y X

) Gl Bl L ot dals bakiey UL ey oyl
o 05 O ool Laily sl 4 4 e e SO
A ol G add el 1Sy e Ll L k]
Mlgh.}ghrihﬂl.k'_ﬂﬁj L | L= e S 1
do b oK et GG ! e dpal) il
o Pl gl o Jslncll 2o IO iy bt
do=l g J.s U8 3 lgelds YW O (e i)
el e U5y cpgelndy Gl ik ply L

20



their own masters, and seized every chance to
fight and quarrel with the other side.

The King's musketeers (or rather, M. de Tré-
ville's) took great pleasure in annoying the
guards of the cardinal whenever they met them
and there were frequent fights in the streets.

The day on which D'Artagnan called at the
house of M, de Tréville, he found the staircase
and entrance hall crowded with noisy soldie
The centre of the most lively group was a m
keteer of great height, and proud face, w
name appeared to be Porthos. With him was
another musketeer, called Aramis, who was a
complete contrast to him, Aramis was a stoul
man ol about twenly-iwo, with an open. Kindly
face, gentle black eyes and rosy cheeks, He
spoke little and slowly, and laughed without
noise, showing his fine teeth. :

As D'Artagnan stood watching these men,
and waiting his turn to be admitted to M. de
Tréville's presence. the curtain at the end of thr.h
hall was pushed aside., and a noble and hand-
some head, frightfully pale. appeared.

«Athos!s cried the musketeers. and Aramis
stepped forward. saving, «Athos! Are vou reco-
vered from vour wound?»
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«M. de Tréville sent for me,» replied Athos in
a weak but calm voice, «and I have hurried to
receive his orders.»

«And yesterday the cardinal's soldiers left you
for dead!» exclaimed Porthos with a laugh. «But
it takes more than a fight with a handful of his
Eminence’s guards to kill so brave a man as
Athos!»

At this moment a servant appeared and said,
«M. de Tréville awaits M. D'Artagnan.» The
young man crossed the hall and entered the
room of the captain of the musketeers. He was
grateful 1o be seeing Tréville at last, but he was
sorry to miss the further conversation of the
waiting musketeers,

However, D'Artagnan was to meet the three
musketeers again more suddenly than he ex-
pected. His interview with M. de Tréville ended
in disappointment, for the captain of the mus-
keteers 1old D'Artagnan that no one was admit-
ted to his guards who had not proved his cour-
age in battle.

«You are scarcely more than a boy,» Tréville
said. «But | respected your father very much,
D'Artagnan, and 1 should like to help his son.
You must learn to become perfect in all the arts
of war. 1 will write a letter to the director of the
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Royal Acacemy, and tomorrow he will admit
you without any expense to yourself, You will
learn horsemanship. dancing, and all kinds of
sword fighting. From time to time you can call
upon me, to tell me how you are getting on, and
later I will see if 1 can help you further.»

And D'Artagnan had to be content with this
for the time being. While M. de Tréville was
writing the letter to the director. D"Artagnan
amused himself with looking out of the window
at the musketeers, who wenl away one after the
other, disappearing at the corner of the street.

M. De Tréville finished the letter, sealed it,
and approached the young man in order to give
it to him. But at that very moment D'Artagnan
leaned forward suddenly. and then, his face red
with anger. rushed from the room. crying «By
God, he shall not escape me this time!»

D'Artagnan had seen his enemy, the myste-
rious man from Meung, walking down ihe
street! In a state of fury, he crossed the hall in
three strides and was rushing towards the stairs
when he ran head foremost against a musketeer.

«Excuse me,» he said, «but I am in a hurry.»
A strong hand seized him by the belt and
stopped him,
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«You are in a hurry?» said the musketeer, as
white as a sheet. «You bump into a wounded
man. You say, «Excuse me!» and you believe
that is enough? Not at all, my young manl=

«Upon my word!» said D’Artagnan, recognis-
ing Athos. «l did not do it on purpose, and
therefore I think it is quite enough to say «Ex-
cuse mel». 1 repeat to you that 1 am in great
haste. I therefore beg of you to let me go about
my business.» ‘&

«Monsieur,» said Athos, letting him go, «If
you are in such a hurry now, you can find me
without haste, later. Do you understand?»

D'Artagnan understood at once that Athos
was challenging him to a duel. «] understand,»
he said proudly. «Where? And at what time?»

«Near the Carmes-Deschaux, about noons
replied Athos. «Don't keep me waiting, for at a
quarter past twelve 1 will cut off your ears as
you run.= Y

«Good!» eried D*Artagnan, «1 will be there at
ten minutes to twelve.» And he set off running,

hoping that he might yet find the stranger from
Meung.

But at the street-gate Porthos was talking to
the soldier on guard. There was just enough
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room for a man to pass between the two talkers,
and D’Artagnan sprang forward. But he had
reckoned without the wind, which at that mo-
ment blew out Porthos's long cloak, and D'Ar-
tagnan rushed straight inte the middle of it
Naturally wishing to escape from the cloak,
which blinded him, he tried to find his way from
under its folds.

«Bless me,» cried Porthos, making equally
strong efforts to get rid of D'Artagnan; «you
must be mad to run into people in this way.»

«Excuse me,» said D'Artagnan, reappearing
at last, «but 1 am in such a hurry — I was run-
ning after someone and —»

«Well,» said Porthos angrily, «you are in dan-
ger of getting punished if you annoy musketeers
in this fashion.»

«Punished, Monsieur?» said DArtagnan.
«The expression is a strong one. May I suggest
that we meet again — when you haven't your
cloak on?»

«At one o'clock then, behind the Luxem-
bourgs, replied Porthos coldly.

One duel at noon and another at one o'clock!
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D'Artagnan was in for a busy day. «Very
well — at one o'clocks, he replied, and turned
the corner of the sireet.

But there was mo stranger, either in the street

he had passed through or in the one which he

now entered. The unknown enemy had gone on
his way, or perhaps had entered some house.
No one had seen him,

So D'Artagnan returned slowly to his lodg-
ings, to cool his head and his anger, and 1o wait
until twelve o'clock.
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Chapter 3 .

THE DUEL

D’Artagnan knew nobody in Paris, so he went
to his appointment with Athos without a second,
ready 1o be satisfied with someone of Athos’s
choice.

When D’'Artagnan arrived at the bare field
outside the monastery, Athos had been waiting
about five minutes and twelve o'clock was just
striking,

Athos was still suffering from his wound, and
was seated on a post, waiting, with his usual
cialm expression and noble air. At sight of D"Ar-
tagnan. he arose and came forward politely, and
D’ Artagnan greeted him with hat in hand, his
feather even touching the ground as he bowed.

«Monsieur,» said Athos, «1 have arranged for
two of my friends to act as seconds, but they
have not yet arrived.»

«For my part 1 have no seconds. Monsieur,»
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said D'Artagnan, «1 only arrived in Paris yester-
day, and I knew no one except M. de Tréville.»

«l am sure one of my friends will be honoured
to act for you,» said Athos politely. «Ah! here
they comels

In fact, the gigantic Porthos appeared round
the comer at that moment, closely followed by
Aramis.

«What!» cried D’Artagnan, «is your first sup-
porter M. Porthos?»

«Yes, and Aramis is the other one. Did you
not know that we are always together, and that
we are called the Three Inseparables?s

In the meantime Porthos had arrived. He
waved his hand to Athos, and then looked at
[ Artagnan in astonishment. (Let us say, in pas-
sing, that he had removed his cloak.)

«Why, what does this mean?s» he asked.

«This is the gentleman | am going to fight
with,» said Athos.

«But I am also going to fight with him!» ex-
claimed Porthos.

«But not until one o'clock,» replied D' Artag-
nan. He wrned to Athos. «And now, Monsicur,
I am ready when you are,» he said.
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«When vou please. Monsicur.» said Athos.
putting himself on guard.

But at this moment a2 company of the cardin-
al's guards, commanded by a M. de Jussac,
turned the corner of the convent,

«The cardinal’'s guards!» cried Aramis and
Porthos at the same (ime. «Sheathe your
swords, gentlemen, sheathe your swords!»

But it was too late. The two men had been
seen with drawn swords, and there was no doubt
of their intentions.

«Hallo!» cried Jussac. coming towards them.
«You're fighting here, are you? And whart about
the laws against duelling?»

«You are very generous, gentlemen of the
guards,» said Athos. full of anger. «If we were
1o see you fighting, 1 can assure you we should
make no effort to stop you. Leave us alone.
then.»

«Crentlemen, I am afraid that is impossible,»
said Jussac. «lt is my duty to stop you. Sheathe
your swords, if you please, and follow us.»

«There are five of them,» said Athos quietly,
«and we are only three, We shall be beaten!
But, for my part, I declare I shall never be
taken alive by one of the cardinal’s men'»
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Athos. Porthos, and Aramis at once drew
near one another. while Jussac collected his sol-
diers closer together. DXArtagnan did not hesi-
tate a moment. Turning towards Athos and his
friends, he said, «Gentlemen, allow me o cor-
rect your words. You said you were only three,
but it seems to me that we are four.»

«Bul you are not one of us.» said Porthos.

«That’s true.» replied D’Artagnan. «I do not
wear your uniform, but my heart is that of a
musketeer.»

«Leave us, voung manle said Jussac. «You
may go; we agree to that. Save yourself. and go
quickly.»

D'Artagnan did not move.

«You are a brave fellow.» said Athos. «What
is your name7»

«D"Artagnan, Monsieur.»
«Well then, Athos, Porthos, Aramis, and
D' Artagnan, forward!» cried Athos.

And the nine men attacked each other fierce-
lv. Athos began to fight a certain Cahusac, a
favourite of the cardinal's, Porthos had Bicarar,
and Aramis was attacked by two enemies. As

41

Y Iy Y IS PRS- ST W BT e
-“.r-'J .:MJ*p-mdru_;—*-JL-ycr-m-a
el G ety el g s i-p-—__,n i) OLG s
BB o ali Al (WSS sl Db L et sl
b gl lu!émc,ﬂ_, i

1. b iJ.p-'Il, PSR BRI 4 1 I Ju

Sy ey YL

Lt.!\..d_ 1.1-‘: ZUUEJH 1—!‘.!'.-"
LR T I
8o e cadly Sl dml O i,

S SUss B ]

et b gl Loy ol 2 gl Ji

Eo e skl slan MG n_rlm-{

iﬂ'_ll *‘r-j_j,-l_' |_,-,H_ 1I:J:‘t L;unh"l '.h-,-i_,;i .t:-‘i'
AP (R TR S

o B i and gy G Ja I ey
U‘-’:Jﬁ !"""'1"‘1" .J"—'-L:‘Jliﬂ .,5-15 Jﬂll LFu-llnl ..‘JL.-:A';S
S O =TT I e SRS TG

40



for D' Artagnan, he found himself fighting Jussac
himself.

The heart of the young Gascon beat as if it
would burst. He fought like a tiger. Jussac was a
fine swords man and had had much practice;
nevertheless, it needed all his skill to defend
himself against the fury of the young man's
attack. At last he grew angry, and began Lo
make mistakes. D’Artagnan redoubled  his
attack, glided like a snake beneath Jussac's
blade, and passed his sword through his body.
Jussac fell like a dead man.

D'Artagnan then threw a quick glance over
the field of battle. Aramis had killed one of his
cnemies and was well able 1o defend himself
against the other. Both Bicarat and Porthos
were wounded, but neither wound was serious
and they only fought the more carnestly. Athos,
wounded anew by Cahusac, was deathly pale,
but did not give way a foot. He only changed
his sword, and fought with his left hand.

According to the laws of duelling, D' Artagnan
was free to help any of them. While he was
trying to decide which of his companions needed
him most, he caught a glance from Athos. This
glance was full of meaning. Athos would have

died rather than ask for help: but he could look!
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D'Artagnan at once ran to the side of Cahusac,
crying, «To me, Monsieur guardsman; I will kill

youlw

Cahusac turned. It was time; for Athos,
whose great courage alone supported him, sank
upon his knee,

«Don’t kill him!» he cried to D’Artagnan. «I
have an old affair to sertle with him when 1 am
recovered. Disarm him only. That's it! Well
done!» he exclaimed, as Cahusac’s sword flew
out of his hand across the field. D'Artagnan and
Cahusac both ran to get it, but D'Artagnan
reached it first and placed his foot upon it.

Cahusac immediately ran to the guardsman
whom Aramis had killed, and seized his sword.
He returned towards D'Artagnan, but on his
way he met Athos, who had now recovered a
little. and who. for fear that D'Artagnan would
kill his enemy, wanted to continue the fight. He
did so, and in a few minutes Cahusac fell, with a
sword-thrust through his throat. At the same
moment, Aramis placed his sword-point on the
breast of his fallen enemy, and forced him to
ask for mercy: and a few minutes later Bicarat
was also forced to surrender to Porthos.
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Leaving the wounded men at the doorway of
the convent, the three musketeers and D’ Artag-
nan returned joyfully to the town. The heart of
D’Artagnan swam with joy. «] am not yet m
musketeer,» he said to his new friends, «but at
least 1 am learning fast, aren't I?»
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Chapter 4 d

D'ARTAGNAN

MEETS THE KING LOUIS XIII

The fight was discussed everywhere. M. de
Tréville scolded his musketeers in public, and

congratulated them in private; and the king him-
self was amused, and interested to meet these
four young men who had defeated five of the
cardinal’s bravest guardsmen. He was particular-
ly astonished that the young D'Artagnan should
have conquered M. de Jussac,

«He wounded Jussac!» he exclaimed, «Trévil-

le, that's impossible! Jussac is one of the finest
swordsmen in the kingdom.»

«Well, sire, for once he found his master,» re-
plied Tréville.

«l will see this young man, Tréville,» said the
king. «Bring him and the other three to the
palace at midday tomorrow, and I will see them
all.»

The next day at noon M. de Tréville placed
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himself with the four young men in the great
hall of the palace. The king had not yet re-
turned from hunting. Our young mer had been
waiting about half an hour, amid a crowd of
courtiers, when all the doors were thrown open
and his Majesty was announced. He moved at
once towards Tréville's group,

«Come in, my fine fellows,» he said, waving
his hand towards his private rooms. «Comé in. I
am going to scold yous - ® > &
The musketeers followed him, D' Artagnan
closely behind them.

i

«What's all this?» continued the king. «Fo
of his Eminence’s guards seriously wounded by
you four! If you go on like this, the eardinal will
be forced to remew his company in three
weeks!s 4

«Your Majesty sees that they are humble and
repentant,» said Tréville with a slight smile ut§
the four men,

«Humble and repentant, indeed's said the
king. «I can see no sign of sorrow on their faces.
In particular, one of them has a very Gascon
look. Come here, Monsieur,» he said to D'Ar-
tagnan, and the young man stepped forward,
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«Why, this is a boy, Tréville, a mere boy!l» ex-
claimed the king. «DDo you mean to say that it
was he who wounded Jussac?»

«Not only that,» said Athos, «but if he had
not rescued me from the hands of Cahusac, 1
should not now be here.» .

«Why, he is a very devil. this Gasconle
laughed his Majesty. «Now — Gascons are al-
ways poor, are they not?» He turned (o his
secretary. «La Chesnaye, go and see il you can
find forty pistoles in my pockets. and bring them
to me. And now tell us, young men, how all this
happened.»

DArtagnan told the adventure of the preced-
ing day in all its details; and a few minutes later
La Chesnaye returned with a handful of gold .
which the king gave to D'Artagnan. «Here.» he
said, «is proof of my satisfaction. »

D'Artagnan put his forty pistoles into his
pocket and thanked his Majesty greatly,

«And now you may go,» said the king. look-
ing at the clock. «Thank you for your devotion,

gentlemen. [ hope | may continue to depend on
it.»
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«Oh, sirels cried the four companions with
one voice. «We would allow ourselves 1o be cut.
into pieces in your Majesty's service.»

«Well, well, but keep yourselves whole, and
then you will be more useful to me! Tréville,»
added the king in a low voice, as the others
were leaving the room, «as you have no room in
the musketeers, place this young man in the
guards of your brother-in-law, M. d’Essart,» He
waved his hand to Tréville, who thanked him
and rejoined the musketeers, whom he found
sharing the forty pistoles with D' Artagnan,
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Chapter 5

THE SEAMSTREES® DISAPPEARANCE

D'Artagnan joined M. D'Essart's guards the
following day. He rented a couple of rooms, and
took on a servant called Planchet; and he sp
much of his time in training and sword-practice
at the Academy. 1

One afternoon a few days later, there was a
knock on his door and a man entered and intro-
duced himsell as his landlord, Bonacieux.

D’Artagnan offered his visitor a chair, and
then waited politely to hear what he had 1o say.

«| have heard that you are a very brave young
man,» began the landlord. «For this reason |
have decided to tell you a secret and ask for
your help.»

«Speak, Monsicur, speak,» said D'Artagnan,
at once sensing an adventure,

«My wife is a seamstress to the queen, Mon-
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sicur,» the landlord said, «and yesterday morn-
ing she was seized and carried away, just as she
came out of her workroom.»

«Who seized her?»

«I know nothing for certain, Monsieur, but 1
suspect a man who has been following her l'm‘
long time.»

«Indeed?» said D'Artagnan. «And what do
you suspect, Monsieur?»

«I suspect,» said the landlord slowly, «that she
has been taken prisoner for political reasons,
Monsicur. It is well known that my wife is de-
voted to the queen, and she was given this j
near her so that the poor queen might at |
have someone whom she could trust. We
know how much the king neglects her and
cardinal dislikes her.»

«Ah! | am beginning to understand,»
D’ Artagnan,

«Now, my wife came home four days ago,
Monsicur, and told me that the queen was fill
with anxiety. She believes that someone has
written to the Duke of Buckingham in her
name.»

«The duke! In the queen’s name?»
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«Yes, to make him come to Paris. And when
he is here, they will ind some way of Killi g
him.»

«But your wife, Monsieur. What has she to de
with all this?» asked D)’ Artagnan,

«It is known how much she loves the queen
replied Bonacieux. «They wish to frighten her,
in order to obtain the queen’s secrets, or I€
make use of her as a spy.»

«Yes, that is quite possible.» said D Artag
nan. «But do you know this man who has kid:
napped her?»

«] do not know his name, but T know that
is the cardinal’s spy. And I know what he looks
like. My wife pointed him out to me one day.»

«ls he easy to recognise?»

«Oh, certainly; he has black hair, a dark
plexion, and a scar on his cheek,»

«A scar on his cheek!s exclaimed D'Artag
nan. «Why. that must be my man from Meung.»

«He is your man. do vou say? Do vou know
him?» cried the landlord.
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«Yes., yes! But where can we find him?s
D'Artagnan said. «Do you know where he

lives?s '

«No. But I have received a letter.» Bonacieux
took a paper from his pocket and gave it to
D’Artagnan. «1 received it this morning,» he ex-
plained.

D'Artagnan opened it and read. «Do not seek
your wife. She will be returned to you when we
no longer need her. If you make a single step to.
find her you are lost.»

«Well, that’s fairly positive, Monsieur. But af-

ter all, it is only a threat.»

«Yes, but the threat terrifies me. 1 am not a

fighting man at all, and 1 am hoping you will
help me,» said the frightened landlord.

«Yes?e said D' Artagnan,

«You are constantly seen with a group of M.
de Tréville’s musketeers,» Bonacieux explained.
«You must, therefore, be enemies of the cardin-
al, and | thought that you and your friends
would enjoy helping our poor queen — and at
the same time you would be annoying his Emi-
nence!ls The poor man looked at D’Artagnan
hopefully, «1 will give you fifty pistoles. Mon-
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sieur, if you will help me in this matter. You
may also continue to live here without paying
any rent.» He moved towards D'Artagnan,
was standing by the window, and happened to
look down into the street. «Look —!» he cried.

«Where?» said D' Artagnan.

«In the street, facing your window — in that
doorway opposite, A man wrapped in a cloak.s

«It is he!» cried D'Artagnan. seizing
sword. «This time he shall not'escape me!»

He rushed out of the room, and on the sia
case he met the three musketeers who we
coming to see him. They separated, and D'Ar-
tagnan rushed between them like an arrow.

«Hey! Where are you going?» they cried.
«The man of Meung!» replied D‘Artagnan;,.
and disappeared.

D'Artagnan had often told his friends about
his adventure in Meung, so they understood
what was happening. They thought that, after
catching his man, or losing sight of him, D'Ar-
tagnan would return to his rooms, so they kept
on their way.
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Chapter 6

ALL FOR ONE, ONE FOR ALL

As the musketeers had foreseen. at the end of
a half-hour D'Artagnan returned. He had again
missed his man, who had disappeared as if by
magic, D'Artagnan had run, sword in hand,
through all the neighbouring streets, but without
success. At last he went back to his room, his
face red with heat and anger.

«Well?» cried the three musketeers.

«Well!» cried D"Artagnan, throwing his sword
upon the bed. «The man must be the devil him-
self; he has disappeared like a ghost. And his
disappearance has cost us fifty pistoles, gentle-
men.»

«How is that?» cried Porthos and Aramis in

one breath. Athos remained silent. as usual, but
his face was alive with interest.

D'Artagnan told his friends the conversation
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he had with his landlord. «And think!» he en-
ded. «There is a helpless woman in the affairl —
a woman who majr-fu cruelly treated, just be-
cause she is faithful to her mistress.»

«Be careful, D'ﬁnﬁg'mﬁln said Aramis. «@
think you grow a little too warm about the fate
of Madame Bonacieux!»

« am not anxious about Madame  Bona-
cieux,» said D'Artagnan, «but about the queen,
whom the king neglects, and the cardinal
cutes, and who sees the heads of all her
fall, one after another.s

«Why does she love our enemies, the
niards and the English?» said Porthos.

«Spain is her country,» replied D’Artagnan,
«and it is natural she should love the Spanish.
As to the second reproach, 1 have heard it said
that she does not love the English, but an En=
glishman.»

«And indeed, T think this Englishman i
worthy of her love,» said Athos. «The duke is a
very noble and handsome man.»

D' Artagnan agreed, adding, «If 1 knew where.
the Duke of Buckingham was, 1 would lead him
to the queen, just to make the cardinal angry!
For our true enemy, gentlemen, is the cardinal.»
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«Did your landlord tell you, D'Artagnan, t
the queen thought that Buckingham had
brought over by a forged letter?» asked Athos.

«Yes. And now | am certain,» replied D

tagnan, «that this kidnapping of the queﬁelli1'
womain is connected with it all.»

«The Gascon is full of ideas,» said Porth
with admiration.
«I like to hear him talk,» said Athos. «His ac-
cent amuses me.s

«Gentlemen, gentlemen, do not let us was
time in joking.» said D'Artagnan. «Letl us see
Bonacieux's wife — I am sure she is the key to
the mystery.»

At this moment a sudden noise of I\mistu[ﬁ,
was heard on the stairs. The door was thrown

open, and the unfortunate landlord rushed into
the room.,

«Save me, gentlemen, save me!» he cried.
«There are four men come to arrest me. Save
me! Save me!»

Parthos and Aramis rose to their feet,

«Waitl» cried D'Artagnan. «It is not courage
that is needed; it is caution.»
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At this moment four guards appeared at the
door of the room, but seeing four musketeers
there, they paused.

«Come in, gentlemen, come in!» said D'Ar-
tagnan politely. «We are all faithful servants to
the king and cardinal.»

«Then you will not prevent us from carrying
out our orders?» said the leader of the guards,

«On the contrary, we will help you if neces-
sary,» said D'Artagnan.

«But you promised me —» whispered the

poor Bonacieux.

«We can only save you if we are free
ourselves.» replied D" Artagnan quickly, in a low
voice. «And if we defend you now, they will

arrest us with you.» He turned 1o the guards
and went on, «Come, gentlemen. come! | have

no reason for defending Monsieur. 1 saw him to-

day for the first time, when he came to ask me

for the rent. Come. come, gentlemen, remove

the fellow!» D'Artagnan pushed the unhappy

man towards the guards. and the officers, full of
thanks, took away their prisoner.

«What a wicked thing you have done!» said

Porthos, when the four friends were alone

again. «lt is shameful for four musketcers to
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allow an unfortunate fellow to be arrested like
that!»

«Porthos,» said Aramis, «Athos has often told i
you that you are a fool, and | agree with him,
[’Artagnan, you are a great man!s

«What!» said Porthos, completely puzzled.
«Do you approve of what he has done?»

«Indeed 1 do.» said Athos. «I not only
approve, but 1 congratulate him.»

«And now, gentlemen,» said D’Artagnan,
without bothering to explain his actions to
Porthos: «All for one, one for all, — that is
motio, is it not?»

«And yet —» said Porthos.

«Hold out your hand and swear!s cried At
and Aramis at once.

QOvercome by their example, but grumbling 16
himself, nevertheless, Porthos stretched out his
hand, and the four friends repeated with one
voice the words spoken by D"Artagnan: —

wAll for one. one for all.=

«Good!» said D’Artagnan. «Now, let everys
one return to his home. and remember. that
from now on. the cardinal is our most bitter
enemyls
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Chapter 7

THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM

Later that day D'Artagnan set off to call on
M. de Tréville, As he reached the end of his
street he saw two people walking away [rom
him: they were a man and a woman, and he was
almost certain that the man was Aramis. The
woman had a cloak about her head and the man
held a handkerchief to his face. Obviously they
did not want to be resognised. They went across
the bridge, and D'Artagnun followed them. He
was by now quite sure that the man was Aramis,
for he was dressed in the uniform of a mus-
keteer. They saw that they were being followed,
and increased their speed. D'Artagnan passed
them, and then returned so as to meet them ex-
actly by a lamp which threw its light on to the
bridge. They stopped and looked at each other.

«What do you want, Monsicur?» demanded
the tall musketeer with a foreign accent, and

D'Artagnan realised that he had made a mis-
take.
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=1t is not Aramis!s he ericd.

«No, Monsieur, it is not Aramis.» replied the
stranger.

«Allow me, then, to pass on. since it is not
me whom you wish to see. Take my arm,
Madame Bonacieux.» he added in a low voice,
«and let us continue on our way.»

«Madame Bonacicux!s exclaimed D" Artagnan
in astonishment. «But 1 thought you were being
held prisoner by —u.

«Hush, Monsieur!ls whispered the woman.
«Please don’t speak my name so loudly! 1 man-
aged to escape from my captor. and now | am
taking my lord on an important mission.»

«My lord!» cried D'Artagnan. understanding
at last. «My lord! Pardon me. Monsicur. but are
you —».

«My lord the Duke of Buckingham.» said
Madame Bonacieux, in a low voice. «And now
you may ruin us all.»

«My lord — Madame — 1 ask vour forgive-
ness! Pardon me. and tell me how 1 can risk my
life to serve your Grace?s

«You are a brave young man.» said Bucking-
ham. holding out his hand to D*Artagnan. «You

79

o el ol ol 1S £ e S

SR el emd L gl WS gl el
.-.l;alg;rul.:_:gim;ihﬁ}kjf;
JaSily gl ik gy s Til Gope 3 STy
R

PL PO S ! by b tial LGNS 6
poeo B e Al

el Gl Y (Sl tgila b i b e
Ul oWy o Jieae o SOYE calan) i) 1l g
0 iala :L..;q,.: ] ..__s;‘ﬁ_,.a iohas

1';.,.':.;! Ig‘i_..- 1.‘;‘:',-: :;_,,-'-f et Sy caballs L
!...Cm_j n,j-l--u-l,{

A Ve 7 adds e kg 1.;*.'..” I
o bae Lol b Al Oy elgas,

s JRTG CRCURRNY-L PPTE H PR PR
Rk b e fole] O il Cas sl e
il L als

et S ol tOUGs ) e de iy plgasy JB

78



offer me your services, and 1 gladly accept
them. Follow us at a distance of twenty yards,

as far as the Louvre, and if anyone watches us,
kill him!w

D' Artagnan placed his sword under his arm,
allowed the duke and Madame Bonacieux to
take twenty steps ahead, and then followed
them. ready to obey the instructions of the no-
ble and handsome Prime Minister of Charles 1
of England,

Fortunately, he had no opportunity to give
the duke this proof of his loyalty, and the young
woman and the tall musketeer entered the
Louvre without any interference. Madame
HBonacieux was known o belong to the queen;
and the duke wore the uniform of the mus-
keteers of M. de Tréville, who were, that even-
ing, on guard at the palace. Nobody challenged
their right to be there.

Inside the palace courtyard, the duke and the
young woman hurried to a little servants’ door,
which Madame Bonacieux pushed open silently.
They entered, and she led the duke up two
flights of stairs and then along a dark passage 1o
another door, which she opened with a key. She
pushed him into a room lighted only by a lamp,
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and said, «Wait here, my lord duke: someone

will come.» She then went out, locking the door

behind her.

The duke waited impatiently. He had learned
that the message calling him to Paris had not
been from the queen, Anne of Austria, at all: it
was merely a trick to get him into France. But
instead of returning at once to England he had
sworn that he would not go without seeing the
queen, At first she had positively refused: but ar
last, afraid that the fearless duke might do
something risky and foolish. she had agrecd 1o
see him. On the very evening, however, that
Madame Bonacicux was supposed 1o bring the
duke to the Louvre, the young woman had been
kidnapped, and she did not succeed in her mis-
sion until after her escape, three days later,

And so George, Villiers, Duke of Bucking-
ham and Prime Minister of Englund, had reason
to be impatient as he waited, alone, for this

longed-for meeting with his adored Queen of
France.

After fifteen minutes, a hidden door opened

and a woman appeared. Buckingham gave a cry.
It was the quecn!

Anne of Austria was, at that time, rwenty-six
or twenty-seven vears of age, and she was very
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beautiful. Buckingham gazed at her silently for a
minute, and then he threw himself at her feet
and kissed the hem of her dress.

«Duke,» she said in a low voice, «you know

that T did not send you that message to come to
France?»

«Yes, Madame, I know!» he cried. «But 1

have lost nothing by the journey, because 1 am
being allowed to see you after all.»

«Yes,» replied Anne. «But vou know why 1
have agreed to see you: it is because you in-
sisted on staying in Paris until 1 did. And you
take a double risk by remaining here — you risk
vour life and my honour. In short, 1 see vou

tonight in order to tell you that we must never
see cach other again.»

«Sweel Madame. beloved queen.» said Buck-
ingham, «<how can you ask such an impossible
thing”? Tell me — where will you ever find such
a4 love as mine? Neither time, nor absence, nor
despair can Kill it. And you love me. Madame,
just as 1 love you. 1 am sure of it,»

al love youls

«Yes. ves. You love me. my beautiful queen,
and vou will weep for me.»
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«Oh, my God, my God!s cried Anne of Au-
stria. «This is more than L can bear! In the name
of Heaven. duke, leave me! 1 do not know
whether 1 love you or not, but take pity on me,
and po! If you were murdered in France, if |
thought that vour love for me was the cause of
vour death, | could never [orgive myself. |
should go mad. Go then, go, I beg vou!s

«Oh, how beautiful you are! Oh. how I love
youls said Buckingham. «But before | go, give
me some small thing to remind me of vou.
Something vou have worn, which I ¢an wear in
my turn, — a ring. a necklace, a chain,»

«Will you go — will you really go, if 1 give
you something?»

«Yes, | promise,»

«You will leave France and return 1o Eng-
lind?»

«l will, | swear 1o you,»

«Wait, then, Wait.s Anne of Austria went
back to her own rooms, and returned almost at
once, holding & rosewood box in her hand,
«Here, my lord. here.» she said. «Keep this in
memory of me.»
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Buckingham took the box and opened it. It
contained twelve diamond studs. He fell on his
knees for a second time,

«You have promised me to gos» said the
queen,

«And | keep my word.»

Anne of Austria held out her hand, and

Buckingham kissed it. Then, faithful to his
promise, he rushed out of the room.

In the passage he met Madame Bonacieux,
who waited for him, and who led him quickly
and silently out of the Louyre,
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Chapter 8

SEEKING A MESSENGER

You may imagine the queen's shock and ter-
ror a few days later when the king came to her
rooms and mentioned the diamond studs, The
cardinal had spies every where. and they told
him the queen had given the little rosewood box
and its contents to the Duke of Buckingham,
and the cardinal at once realised how he could
make use of the knowledge. He sent o message
1o his chiel spy in London, the beautiful Milady.
whom D'Artagnan had seen talking 1o the man
from Meung outside the Jolly Miller inn, Milady
was told that she must somehow steal two of the
studs from the Duke of Buckingham.

Then the cardinal began 1o poison the King's
mind: he mentioned the studs to his Majesty on
several occasions. and Louis X111, noticing this,
began to suspect there must be some mystery
surrounding the diamonds. He went to the
queen and said coldly,
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«Madame, next week there is a ball at the
Hotel de Ville, We shall attend it, and 1 wish
you to wear those diamond studs which | gave
you for your birthday.»

The queen turned deathly pale. rested her

beautiful hand on a table, and looked at the
king with terror in her eyes,

«You hear, Madame?» said the king. enjoying
her embarrassment.

«Yes, sire, | hear,» whispered the gueen.

«Then that is agreed» said the king, «and
that 15 all | wanted 1o say to you.»

«What day is this ball?» asked Anne of Au-
stria faintly.

«0Oh, some time soon, Madame.= he replied,
«I do not exactly remember the date. I'll ask the
cardinal.»

«It was the cardinal who told you about this
ball?»

«Yes, Madame,» replied the astonished king.
«But why do you ask that?»

«And did he suggest that 1 should wear the di-
amond studs?s

«What does it matter who thought of it? Is
there any crime in this regquest?s
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«MNo, no sire.»

«That is good,» said the king. and he went
out of the room.

«l am lost,» murmured the queen. «lost! The
cardinal knows everything. Oh, my God, my
Cod!» She knelt upon a cushion and prayed,
with her head buried in her arms. Soon she be-
gan to cry bitterly,

«Can T do anything for your Majesty?s said a
gentle voice, and the queen looked up to see
pretty Madame Bonacieux standing at the door
of a large cupboard in a corner of the room.
The young woman had been arranging dresses
and linen in there when the king entered; she
could not get out, and heard the whole con-
versation.

The queen pave an unhappy cry. «1 am bet-
rayed on all sides,» she said. «Can [ trust even
you?s

«Oh, Madame » eried the young woman, fall-
ing on her knees, «I am ready to die for your
Majestyls She went on more quietly, «You gave
those studs to the Duke of Buckingham, did you

not? They were in a little rosewood box which
he held under his arm. Is it not so, Madame?»
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«Oh, my God, my God!» murmured the
queen, who was shaking with fright.

«Well,» continued Madame Bonacieux, «we
must get them back again.»

«Yes, but how?» cried the gqueen.

«Someone must be sent to the Duke of Buck-
ingham.»

aBut who, who? Whom can [ trust?=

Madame Bonacieux thought of the young

musketeer called D'Artagnan, who had been so
anxious to fight for the duke.

«1 will find a messenger,» she said.

The queen took the two hands of the young

woman inte hers. =Do that.» cried she, =and .

you will have saved both my lilfe and my hon-
our!» She went to a writing table, quickly wrote
two lines, sealed the letter with her private scal,
and gave it to Madame Bonacieux. «And now,»
she continued, «we are forgetting one very
necessary thing.»

«What 15 that, Madame?»

«Money.» She paused. «I have none here»
she went on. «but wait a minute.»
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She ran to her jewel-case and took out a ring.
«Here is a ring of great value. Take it and sell
it, and your messenger shall use the money.»

Madame Bonacieux kissed the hands of the
queen, hid the paper down the front of her
dress, and disappeared with the lightness of a
bird.
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Chapter 9

D"ARTAGNAN
AGREES TO HELP THE QUEEN

When Madame Bonacieux returned home she
found that her husband had been set free and
was waiting for her in their house. At first she
was filled with joy. as she thought she could
now get him to help her instead of asking D" Ar-
tagnan, who was, after all, almost a stranger to
her. In the course of conversation, however, she
spon realised that her husband was no longer to
be trusted: the cardinal had won him over to his
side, and Bonacicux would betray her and the
queen if she told him her secret. He had even
received quite a large sum of money from the
cardinal, and could give no satisfactory reason
why he had been given this. «<He has been paid
to spy upon me,» thought Madame Bonacicux

sadly. «1 hope I have not already told him too
much.»

She waited, therefore, until her husband went
outl the next morning, and then hurried upstairs
to D'Artagnan’s room.

101

t...i:il J..A.i.“

alabyls
aSAll sasles ‘_,1.9 ,,j.i'l 32

4§ sy ol Codey Wpe 4] sl H cale L
B it Aladl A G el U8y ol Sl
o Lope Gl M Of plies el coiized W i
oS0y Lelamll Lo g 08 g1 Ol e Basll
i 3| By dm L gy O i e ol
i ot adl e Gl of Wiy e s "JII-I-‘:‘J'I'SJI
Gl ol sl ade Vs edlaa)i e 'I-"'J“ oS
,*w_,.qqﬂ._l&;_ﬁh ,'c!__LillJ..n.‘,hnl.aiql-_-f;.-
J et 6 0,5t Y Ol el O by S BPOPE <
.u_g.-r“ﬂ I =

Jb Sdass ..‘:L:..-jI __t (PR ':_f- e PP T
LGl w e

100



D'Artagnan was thinking about her at that
moment. His short meeting with her the pre-
vipus evening had set his romantic heart on fire,

and he was already half in love with her., He

needed no persuasion 1o agree to help her, espe-
cially when she confided 1o him the queen’s sec-
ret. Confidence and love made him a giant.

oI will go at once!s he cried.

«But how will vou go, Monsieur”s said

Madame Bonacieux. «What about vour regim-
ent, and your captain?s

«Upon my soul, you have made me forget all
that!s he exclaimed. «You are right: 1 shall have
to ask for leave.» He stood in thought. «I'll go
at once to M. de Tréville.. he said. «and re-
quest him to ask M, D’Essart for this favour. .

«There is another thing,» said Madame Bona-
cieux, «Have you any money?s

«Alas, nolw replied the young man.

«Then come downstairs with me,» she said,
and hurried out of the room. In her own room,
she run to a cupboard and took out her hus-
band's bag of money. «This is the cardinal's
money.~ she said. «but | don't think you will
mind using it?»
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«The cardimal’s?» cried D'Artagnan. with a
laugh. «It will be doubly amusing. to save the
queen with the cardinal’s money!»

«You are a kind and brave young man.» said
Madame Bonacieux. «You may be sure that the
queen will not be ungrateful.»

«I hope I shall be worthy of her gratitude,
and also — of yours,» said D Artagnan, giving
the pretty young woman a long. loving look.

Shortly afterwards, he went oul, wearing a
large cloak which did not quite conceal the
shape of a long sword. Madame Bonacieux
watched him until he turned the corner of the
street, and then she fell on her knees and cried,
«0Oh, my God, protect the queen — and protect
mels.
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Chapter 10

PREPARATIONS FOR THE JOURNEY

D'Artagnan went straight to M. de Tréville's.
The young man's heari overflowed with joy.
Here was an opportunity to gain both glory and
money; and it also gave him the chance to help
a woman he greatly admired. He was impatient
to begin the adventure at once,

D’Artagnan found M. de Tréville in his office.
Trévilte had always been his friend; he was de-
voled to the king and queen, and hated the car-
dinal; and so D'Artagnan decided to tell him ev-
erything.

«] have come to ask your help in a very se-

rious matter, sir,= he said. «It concerns the hon-
our, perhaps even the life, of the queen.»

«What do you say?» asked M. de Tréville,
looking round quickly to make sure they were
alone,

«Chance has made me master ol a secrel —»
began D'"Artagnan,
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«And I hope you will guard it with your life,
young man,» interrupted M. de Tréville. «Is this
secret your own?s

«MNo, Monsieur, it is her Majesty's.»

=In that case, why are you going to betray it
to me?=»

«Because |1 can do nothing without your
help.»

«Keep your secret, D'Artagnan, and tell me
what you want.»

« want you to obain for me, from M. D’E-
ssart, a fortnight's leave.»

«When7»

«This very night, sir.»

«May I ask you where you want to go?»

«To London.»

«Will anyone try to prevent your getling
there?» asked M. de Tréville.

«l think the cardinal would give the world to
stop me.» replied D'Artagnan with a laugh.

«And you arc going alone?»

«1 am going alone.»
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«In that case, you will be murdered before
you have travelled ten miles,» continued Trévil-
le. «In adventures of this kind, four must set out
in order that one may arrive.»

«You are right, Monsicur.» said D'Artagnan.
«Well, there are Athos, Porthos and Aramis. |
can rely on their help,»

wAll right. 1 will give each of them a fort-

night’s leave, Athos still suffers from his wound.
He can go 1o the hospital at Forges. Porthos and

Aramis may go with their friend, to help him on
the journey.»

«Thank you. Monsieur. You are a hundred
times too good.»

«Off you go. then, and find them at once. so
that you can start tonight,» said M. de Tréville.

DArtagnan thanked him again, and went first
to Aramis. After the two friends had been talk-

ing for a few moments. a servant entered. bring-
ing a sealed envelope.

«What is this?+ asked Aramis.

«It s the leave of absence you asked for,
Monsieur.» replied the servant.

«For me! T have asked for no leave of abs-
Ence. »
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«Stop talking and take it!» said D"Arnagnan,
and the servant left the room.

«What does all this mean?» asked Aramis.

«Pack up all you need for a fortnight’s jour-
ney, and follow me,» replied his friend.

Aramis smiled. «D'Artagnan, I am ready to
follow you at once,» he said. «You say we are
guing —Tn

«Too see Athos first.» They set off together,
and soon arrived at Athos’s house. They found
him holding his leave of absence in one hand,
and M. de Tréville’s letter in the other.

«Can you explain to me what these mecan?»
asked the astonished Athos.

«It means that vou must follow me, Athos»
replied D"Artagnan.

«ln the king’s service?»

«Either the king’s or the queen’s. We are
their Majesties’, servants.»

At that moment Porthos came in. «Here's a
strange thing.» he said. «Since when did they
give leave of absence to a man without his
asking for it?»

«Since they have friends who ask for it for
them,» replied D' Artagnan.
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«Ah!s said Porthos. «And where are we
going?s

«To London, gentlemen.» said D' Artagnan,

«To London!» cried Porthos. «And what the
devil are we going to do in London?»

«I am afraid I am not free to tell you. gentle-
men. You must trust in me.» D'Artagnan
answered quietly.

«But in order to go to London. we need
money.» said Porthos, «And I have none.»

«Nor have [,» said Aramis.

«MNor [.» said Athos,

«| have.» replied D'Artagnan, pulling his trea-
sure from his pocket and putting it on the table.
«There are three hundred pistoles in this bag.
Let us each take seventy-five: that is enough to
take us 0 London and back. Besides, don't
worry. We shall not all arrive in London. »

«Why not’»

«Because some of us will probably be left on
the road.«

«Well, if we risk being killed,» said Porthos,
«al least | should like to know what for.»
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«It is for the king, surely that’s enough
reason!» said Athos. «We have our leaves of
absence. and here are three ‘hundred pistoles
which came from [ dont know where. So let us
go and get killed where we are told to go. D" Ar-
tagnan. [ am ready to follow you. When do we
go?»

«Immediately.» replied X Artagnan. «We ha-
ven't a moment Lo lose.» He pointed 1o'a pock-

et. «[ have a letter in here.» he explained. «If I
am killed, one of you must take it and continue

on the journey. If he is killed. it will be
another’s turn. and so on. So long as one of us
arrives, that is all that matters.»

«You are right!s shoutea the three mus-

keteers; and each one took his seventy-five pis-
toles and made his preparations for the journey.
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Chapter 11

ONLY ONE OF FOUR

At two o'clock in the morning our four adven-
turers left Paris by the northern gate. All went
well until they arrived at Chantilly, which they
reached about eight o'clock in the morning.
They needed breakfast, and stopped at an inn,
where they went at once to the dining-room and
sal down at a table. A gentleman was already
sitting at the same table, and he spoke to them
politely and the travellers replied.

But as they were getting up to leave, the
stranger suggested to Porthos that he should
drink the health of the cardinal. Porthos replied
that he would certainly do so, if the stranger, in
his turn, would drink the health of the king, The
stranger cried that he knew of no other king but
his Eminence. Porthos called him drunk. and
the stranger drew his sword.

«You have behaved very foolishly,» Athos
said to Porthos, «but it can’t be helped. Kill the
fellow, and rejoin us as soon as you can.»
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Athos, Aramis and D'Artagnan remounted
their horses, and set out once more, while
Porthos was promising his enemy to fill him with
a dozen sword thrusts.

«There goes the first one!s said Athos.

«Bul why did the man attack Porthos instead
of D' Artagnan?» asked Aramis.

«Because Porthos was talking louder than the
rest of us, and the man thought he was the lead-
er,» replied D'Artagnan with a laugh.

Al the town of Beauvais they stopped to rest
their horses a little, and to wait for Porthos. At
the end of two hours he had not come, so they
set off again. A few miles further on they met
eight or ten men, who seemed 1o be digging
holes in the road and filling up the holes with
mud. Aramis, who did not want to get his boots
muddy, spoke to them rather sharply. Athos
tried to stop him, but it was too late. The work-
men ran to the ditch at the side of the road and
took out several muskets, with which they began
to fire at the travellers. Aramis was shot
through the shoulder, and D' Artagnan shouted,

«It is an ambush! Don't wait to attack! Ride
onls
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Aramis, although badly wounded, seized the
mane of his horse and rode on with them.
«They'll kill poor Porthos when he comes up.»
he cried. ;

«If Porthos were on his legs he would have
joined us by this time» said Athos. «My opin-
ion is that that man was not as drunk as he
seemed.»

They continued at their best speed for twa
hours, but at Grévecoeur Aramis said he could
go no further. He grew paler every minute, and
they had to support him on his horse. They
lifted him off at the door of an inn and left him_
there. Then the other two set off again, hoping
to reach Amiens that night.

Riding hard. they arrived at Amiens at mid-
night, and spent the night at an inn called the
Golden Lily. The next morning they got up ear-
ly. and Athos went down to pay the bill while
D'Artagnan stood at the strect-door.

The innkeeper was in a back room, and Athos -
went in and ook out two pistoles Lo pay the
bill. The man took the money. examined it care-
fully. and then cried out that it was bad. saying
that he would have Athos and his companion .
arrested as forgers.
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«You rogue!» cried Athos, going towards him.
«I'll cut your ears off!»

At the same moment, four men, cd
swords and pistols, entered by another door &
attacked Athos.

«] am taken's shouted Athos. «Go on, D'Ar=
tagnan!s

D’Artagnan did not need to be told twice. He
leaped on to his horse and set off at full gallop.
He rode on without stopping until he reached
the gates of Calais, where his horse collapsedy
and could not get up again. D'Artagnan left the
poor animal in the middle of the road, and ran
towards the harbour. He saw a gentleman a few
yards in front of him, who seemed to be in @
great hurry. His boots were covered with dust,
and D'Artagnan heard him ask il he could cros
over to England at once.

«That would be quite easy.» said the captain
of a ship which was all ready to sail. «But we
have received an order to let no ong leave wit -"{
out the cardinal’s permission.»

«1 have that permission,» said the gentlemany
taking a paper from his pocket. «Here it is,»

«This permit must be examined by the g
ernor of the port.» said the captain.
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«Where can I find him?»

«Al his house. about a mile from the city.
Look, you can see it from here, — at the foot c!’
that little hill.»

«Very well.» said the gentleman, and he took
the road to the governor’s house, r

D'Artagnan quietly followed him, and over-
took him as he was entering a little wood just
outside the city. «Monsieur.» he said, «you scem
to be in a great hurry.»

The gentleman turned. «I certainly am, Mon-
sieur,» he replied.

«] am sorry about that,» said D'Artagnan,
«because I am ir a hurry, too, and 1 want to ask
you a favour.»

«What favour?s _

«Will you let me sail first, and also give me
the cardinal’s permit which you possess. s

«l am sorry, Monsieur; but I was here first,
and 1 will not sail second.»

«l am sorry, too, Monsicur,» replied D' Artag-
nan. «I arrived second, but [ must sail first.«

«Let me pass!»
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«You shall not pass.»

«My brave young man, 1 will blow out your
brains,» shouted the gentleman angrily. He drew
his sword and sprang forward, but D'Artagnan
was too strong for him, In three seconds the
brave musketeer had wounded him three times,
saying at each thrust, «One for Athos; one for
Porthos; and one for Aramis!»

At the third hit the gentleman fell to the
ground. D'Artagnan believed him to be dead,
and went towards him to get the permit. But the
moment he put out his hand to search for it, thc.
wounded man drove the point of his sword into
D’Artagnan’s breast, crying, «One for you!s

«And one from me — the best for the lastl»
cried D'Artagnan furiously, nailing him to the
earth with a fourth thrust through his body.

This time the gentleman closed his eyes and
fainted. D'Artagnan searched his pockets and
took out the cardinal's permit. It was in the
name of the Count de Wardes,

«And now to the governor's! he said to him-
self.

‘D'Artagnan obtained the governor's written
permission without any difficulty, and hurried
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back to the harbour. The ship was quite ready
to sail, and the captain was waiting.

«Well !+ he said.

«Here are my permits,» D'Artagnan replied.
«And that other gentleman?»

«He will not sail today,» said D"Artagnan.

«In that case, let us go,» said the captain, and
the ship set sail for England at once.
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Chapter 12

THE CARDINAL BURNS WITH RAGE

D'Artagnan did not know London. He did
not know a word of English. But, when at last
he arrived in the English capital, he wrote
name of Buckingham on a piece of paper, and
everyone pointed out the way lo the duke's
palace. 1

Buckingham remembered D'Artagnan, and at
onee feared that something had happened to the
gueen of France,

«Is her Majesty all right?» he asked anxiously.

«1 believe so; but T am afraid she is in great
danger, and only your Grace can save her,» re-
plied D" Artagnan,

«ll» cried Buckingham. «1 shall always be
happy to serve her. What is it? Speak! Speak!s,

«Take this letter,» said D" Artagnan.
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«This letter! Who is it from?s

«From her Majesty, I think, »

«From her Majesty!» said Buckingham,
coming so pale that D’Artagnan feared
would faint as he opened the letter.

«What is this hole?» he asked, showing D" Ar-
tagnan a place where it had been pierced
through.

«Ah!s said the musketeer. «1 did not see that.
The Count de Wardes made that hole with his
sword, when he gave me a good thrust in the
breast.»

«Are you wounded?» asked Buckingham,
ginning to read the letter.

«Oh, it is only a scratch,» said D" Artagnan.

«Great heaven, what have 1 read?» cried the
duke. «Come with me at once, Monsieur,» He hur
ried into another room, and D'Aragnan fol-
lowed him. They now stood in a small chapel;
brilliantly lighted by a dozen candles. A fulls
length picture of Anne of Austria hung on the
wall behind a kind of altar. On the altar was the
box containing the diamond studs.,

135

l:ﬂ-;luul o ”.H.-.-JI r'LpﬁSL |JL-

iULT li’ﬂ'i ‘-h-'l"h o Hll_l sulalila HL'P'-‘

G il oot mel 4y (S JB
A e ke ade e O DL Ao

M Lar e e (sl DA D1 e Gl JG
oFath

I-Ha i_;i_’.f-‘l 1;..;:5-“ IJL L,L‘.'-‘Jr# !I‘_I :h,.-_,!.idl fH
Cogohe J s dale el s

S il Jan 1Bl ol iy Ly By (plemssty Jl

0. ol a2 L coly 1 OLILIs ._I.lh.-J

g @ tol 3 a6 gl e b Al Gl e
Wsgs . oLls andy v A8 g~ 0 g (S
cale By g getd oo dup el b e Jas
(b p g on gue il WL o Dbl OY B iy
bl e gyd] Jadeaall, o ':.3.'!.!.1 e

134



The duke went to the altar and opened the
box. «There» he said, taking out a length of
blue ribbon shining with diamonds. «There are
the studs. | swore I would never part with them.
The queen gave them 1o me; but the queen
needs them again, so she must have them.»

All at once he gave a terrible cry.

«What is the matter?» said D'Artagnan, anx-
iously. «What has happened to you, my lord?»

«All is lost!s cried Buckingham, becoming
pale as death, «Two of the studs are missing,
There are only ten.»

I
«Can you have lost them, my lord, or do you
think they have been stolenT»

«They have been stolen,» replied the
duke, «and it is the cardinal who is behind this,’
Look! the ribbon has been cut with scissors.»

D'Artagnan started to speak, but Buckingham
went on, «Wait, wait! Let me think. The {Hlljl'
time 1 have worn those studs was at a ball g
by the king, eight days ago, at Windsor. The
Countess Winter was very friendly with me tha
night. The woman is one of the cardinal’s
spics.»

«Does he have spies everywhere?» asked
D Artagnan.
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«Oh, yes,» said Buckingham, biting his lips
with rage. «Yes, he is a most dangerous enemy.
But when is this Paris ball to take place?»

«Next Monday.»

«Mext Monday. Then we still have five days.
Patrick!» called the duke, opening the door of
the chapel.

«Patrickls

His servant came running, and the duke md.
«Send for my jeweller and my secretary.» 1

The secretary was the first to arrive. He found
Buckingham seated at a table, writing orde
with his own hand.

«Mr. Jackson,» said the duke, «go immediate-
ly to the Lord Chancellor, and tell him to carr
out these orders at once.»

The secretary bowed and went out,
«We are safe on that side,» said Buckingham,
turning towards D’Artagnan. «If those st

. have not yet gone to Paris, they will not arri
till after you do.»

«How can you be sure of that?» asked D'Ar-
tagnan.
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«1 have just written an order that no ship
must leave his Majesty's ports without special
permission. No one will dare to lift an anchor.»

D'Artagnan looked with amazement at the
man who made use of his great power in this
way. Buckingham saw, by the expression on the
young man’s face, what he was thinking, and he
smiled.

«Yes,» he said, «=Anne of Austria is my true
queen. For her, 1 would betray my country, |
would betray my king, I would betray my God!s
He said no more, for the goldsmith entered at
this moment.

«Mr. O'Reilly,» the duke said to him, «look

at these diamond studs, and tell me what they

are worth.»

The goldsmith examined them carefully, and
said without hesitation, «Fifteen hundred pis-
toles each, my lord.»

«How many days would you nced o make
two studs exactly like them?»

«Eight days, my lord.»

«] will give you three thousand pistoles each,
if I can have them by the day afier tomorrow.»
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«My lord, they shall be yours,» said the jewel-
ler, and he kept his promise.

On the day after the morrow the two diamond
studs were finished, and they were such perfect
copies that Buckingham could not tell the new
ones from the old ones. He immediately called
D’ Artagnan.

«Here are the studs,;» he said to him. «You
must take them back to France at once.» He
looked earnestly at the young man. «How shall I
ever repay you for what you have done?»

D'Artagnan blushed to the roots of his hair,
He saw that the duke was searching for a way to
make him accept something, and he could not
bear to think that the blood of his friends and
himself should be paid for with English gold.

wlLet us understand each other, my lord,» he
replied. «1 am in the service of the king and
queen of France. 1 have done this for the queen,
and not for your Grace.»

«We say ‘Proud as a Scotchman's said Buck-
ingham with a smile.

«And we say ‘Proud as a Gascon's, replied
D Artagnan,

«Very well,» said the duke. «Go to the river,
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ask for the ship Sund, and give this letter to the
captain. He will take you to a little French port
called St, Valery. When you arrive there, go to
a small inn. It has no name, and is merely a
fisherman's hut, but you can’t be mistaken;
there is only one. Ask for the innkeeper, and
repeat to him the word, «Forward!s He will give:
you a horse, and will tell you which road to
take. In the same way, you will find three
horses at different inns on your route. If you
will give, at each inn, your address in Paris, the
four horses will follow you there. However
proud you may be, you will not refuse to accept
one of them, and to ask your three friends to
accept the others,»

«Yes, my lord, I accept them,» said D'Artag-
nan; «and [ hope we shall make a good use of
your presents, s

«Well, now, goodbye, young man. Perhaps we
shall soon meet on the field of battle; but in the
meantime we shall part good friends, 1 hope.»

D'Artagnan bowed to the duke, and made his
way as quickly as possible to the riverside.
Opposite the Tower of London he found the
ship that had been named to him, delivered his

letter to the captain, who made immediate pre-
parations to sail.
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The next day about nine o'clock in the morn-
ing, he landed at St. Valery. D'Artagnan went
at once in search of the inn, and found it easily,
Going to the innkeeper, he said the one word
«Forward!» The man led him to the stable
where a saddled horse awaited him, and gave
him full instructions for the journey. The same
thing happened at three other towns on the way,

and twelve hours later D’Artagnan galloped into
the yard of Monsieur de Tréville's house in

Paris.

Tréville received him as if he had seen him
that same morning; he only pressed his hand a
little more warmly than usual. Then he told
D’Artagnan that D'Essart’s musketeers were on
duty at the Louvre, and that he might go at
once 10 join them there. He would just have

time to get the diamonds to the queen before
the ball.

Half an hour later the king came out of his
room, ready and dressed for the ball. The car-
dinal joined him, and placed a small box in his
hand. The king opened it, and found two di-
amond studs.

«What does this mean?» he asked the cardin-
al.

«If the queen wears her studs tonight, count
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them, sire,» the cardinal replied. «If you only
find ten, ask her Majesty who can have stolen
from her the two studs that are here,»

The king looked at the cardinal as if 1o ques-
tion him, but he had no time. A cry of admira-
tion burst from evervone as the beautiful queen
appeared, dressed in blue and silver. The di-
amond studs sparkled on her left shoulder, on a
bow the same colour as her dress.

The king trembled with joy and the cardinal
with rage: but at this distance they could not
count the studs. The queen had them. The only
question was, had she ten or twelve?

The king moved towards her and said, «l
thank you. Madame, for obeying my wishes, but
I think you are short of two studs, and 1 bring
them back to you.» With these words he held

out to the queen the two studs the cardinal had
given him.

«What is this, sire?» cried the young queen,
pretending to be surprised. «Are you giving me
two more? | shall have fourteen now.»

The king counted them, and the twelve studs
were all on her Majesty's shoulder. Smiling at

the king and the cardinal, the queen continued
on her way.
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Late that night D'Artagnan reccived a beauti- ;.
e e

ful ring. It was a gift from the queen, in her gra-
titude for the return of the studs.
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Chaptei 13

D ARTAGNAN FINDS HIS FRIENDS

D’Artagnan’s next move was to find out what
had happened to his three friends, and whether,
indeed, they were still alive. He set off for
Chantilly, and stopped at the same inn at which
they had called on their first journey.

There were no other visitors at the inn, and
D’Artagnan was served with a drink at once.

«It seems to me,» said the innkeeper, «that
this is not the first time 1 have served Mon-
Sheur.»

«Oh, T often pass through Chantilly,» D"Ar-
tagnan said airily. «I was here only ten or twelve
days ago. 1 was with three friends, and one of
them had an argument with a stranger — a man
who insisted on quarrelling with him. »

«| remember it perfectly.» said the innkeeper.
«You mean M. Porthos, of course?s

153

e S feadll

"'l.i-h#l Aoy ':JL:;":J"'"

igasy (WUl o Sy OF OV OGS e OISy
JE Al s LBl A e Ol Y 1S 13 Lay om as
- ces et o) gl A i SN e gy

Sl DU pi I s e oS 4
a8 s

G i g wda O Bl d e
A e s

oS aal nJ.uL'LI -ILI-J.'I' oy e il oy :LF--'-I' ulilla JB
Jolf iy calidesl B Dby Loy pte P15 e
oSS e el s ""‘-'SJ"-“EE'"'""'T

crsian del g e 2 S 1IN ede 8
# |.L15u'|.|

152



«Yes,» replied D'Artagnan quickly. «My dear
man, tell me at once if anything has happened
to him?»

«He is still here, Mnmieu_r.a
«Why? Was he wounded?» A
«I cannot tell you, Monsieur.s

«What do you mean, you cannot tell me?=
asked D'Artagnan. «Surely you know whether
he was hurt by the stranger or not?»

«Yes, sir. But M. Porthos warned us uot to
tell anyone. He is a very proud gentleman. »

D’Artagnan laughed. «He is indeed,» he said.
«That's just what he would do. Well, take me to
see him, my good man, and I will pretend to
know nothing about his wound.»

The innkeeper showed him the way, and al
the top of the stairs D'Artagnan knocked at the
door of Porthos's room. Porthos was in bed,
and, at the sight of his friend he gave a loud cry
of joy.

«Ah! how welcome you are!s he said to [D"Ar-
tagnan. «Excuse my not coming to meet you,

but,» added he, looking at IYArtagnan with a
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certain uneasiness, «you know what has hap-
pened to me?»

wMNos,

«Has the innkeeper told you nothing, then?»

«] asked about you, and came up as soon as 1
could,» replied D" Artagnan,

Porthos seemed to breathe more freely.

«And what has happened 1o you, my dear
Porthos?» continued his friend.

«Why, on making a thrust at my enemy,
whom | had already hit three times, I put m
foot on a stone, slipped, and strained my knee.»

«Really?»

«On my honour! It was lucky for the rascal,
for | should have left him dead on the spot, 1
ASSUTE yOu.» n

=

«And what happened to him”»

«Oh, 1 don’'t know. He had had enough, and
set off without waiting for the rest. But you, my
dear D Artagnan, what has happened to youls

D"Artagnan then related how Aramis, being
wounded, was obliged to stay at Grévecoeur,

157

J Y pis VU egise ilaly cegSly ]
1?\#1-.-' bk e olilyls

1S okl e

il S| dmasy he <l adhy 0L ol
I.Ji*_p-

ldnall pegisg

F s s b Al S Bl e fusy

A Jo il tar G o by g S0
'lqj:sJ AT

I:?ih-l faliGls Jb

A B e e 3OS B N D ey bl
o2l .I».FjT va=LJl L_j ":l.g:i e ._ﬂ ol

9 g Ly 0L Ol

LUSH 4 b dl.h A& el Y caly e 1] -lel-i'."i
Gl WOl el oal o8y L U o 1y Gl
PR | LN PS

didh o sty el ek DL 4 25

156



how he had left Athos fighting at Amiens with
four men who accused him of being a forger,
and how he, D'Artagnan, had been forced to
kill the Count de Wardes in order to reach Eng-
land.

But he said nothing about his time in Eng-
land. He only added that on his return to
France he had brought back four splendid
horses — one for himself, and one for each of
his companions.

D'Artagnan was now anxious to obtain news
of his two other friends, so be held out his hand
to the wounded man. and told him that he
would return in seven or eight days, and, if
Porthos was still at Chantilly, he would call for
him on his way.

He kept his promise. He found his friends
without difficulty, and as they were both almost
recovered from their wounds, the four young
men were able 1o return to Paris together. On
arriving in the ecity, D’Artagnan found a letter
from M. de Tréville, which informed him that,
at his request, the king had promised that he
should enter the company of the musketeers. As
this was the height of D"Artagnan’s ambition, he
ran, full of joy, 1o tell his companions.

He found them very sad, and deeply worried.
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M. de Tréville had informed them that the king
intended to open an attack on rcbel forces at La
Rochelle on May 1st, and they must immediate-
ly prepare their outfits. It was an understood
thing that the musketeers provided their own
equipment for battle,

«And what do you reckon your outfit will
cosi?» asked D" Artagnan.

«lt is hard to say,» replied Athos. «We shall
need berween a thousand and two thousand
fivres  cach.»

«Four times two make eight,» said Aramis.
«Eight thousand livres to complete our outfits.»

«[1 seems to me that we can manage il some-
how,» said D"Artagnan coolly, and he went 1o
thank M. de Tréville for his letter.

«[t seems to me me,» said Athos, when
D'Artagnan had gone, «that the thought of be-
longing to our company has driven him out of
his senses! However — there is that beautiful
ring which sparkles on the finger of our friend,
D'Artagnan is too faithful a companion to leave
his brothers in need, when he wears a king's
ransom on his finger!s
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Chapter 14

ATHOS'S STORY

For the first time since his return from Eng-
land, D'Artagnan now had time to think of the
pretty little Madame Bonacieux, but when he
called to see her he was greeted by M. Bona-
cieux with disturbing news. She had once more
been kidnapped, and had not been seen for
nearly a fortnight. From the information M,
Bonacieux gave him, and the description of her
kidnappers, D'Artagnan was sure that the
mysterious man from Meung was to blame —
helped, almost certainly, by the beautiful
Milady.

Greatly worried, D'Artagnan went into a
nearby church where he could sit guietly in
thought and try to work out a solution. The
church was full, for there was a service in prog-
ress, and D’Artagnan glanced round at the peo-
ple scated on all sides. Suddenly he noticed a
beautilul lady sitling near the choir; she was not
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only a beautiful lady, but also, no doubt, a great
one, for she had a little serving-boy who carried
the red welvet cushion on which she knelt to
pray. A pretty, dark-haired maid-servant also
stood behind her. The sight of the lady had a
great effect on D'Artagnan, for he recognised
her at once as the lady of Meung, whom his
enemy had called Milady.

When the service was over, D' Artagnan quiet-
ly followed her out of the church, without being
seen by her. She got into a carriage, and D'Ar-
tagnan heard her order the coachman 1o drive to
an address in St. Germain, It was useless to try
to keep up with the carriage on foot, so he re-
turned home, ordered his servant to saddle two
horses from M. de Tréville's stables, and come
with them to Athos's house. D'Artagnan then
went on to visit his friend.

Athos was at home, emptying sadly a bottle
of Spanish wine. He seemed very depressed,
and was more than a little drunk.

«You look sad, Athos.» said D' Artagnan.

«Why, and so do you, D'Artagnan,» rephed
Athos, filling his glass and that of his friend,
«What is the matter with you?»
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«Alas,» said D’Artagnan, «it is because 1 am
the unluckiest of men!»

«You, unlucky!» said Athos. «Come, how are
you unlucky? Tell me.»

D'Artagnan told him of the new disappear-
ance of Madame Bonacicux. The more he
thought about her, the more tender his feelings
became, By the end of his recital, he was sure
that he was quite desperately in love with her.
Athos listened to him without a frown; and
when he had finished, said, «Trifles, only
trifles!s It was his favourite word,

«You always say trifles, my dear Athos!» said
D’Artagnan indignantly. «It is because you have
never been in love.»

Athos’s eyes flashed, but only for a moment.
«That's true,» he said quietly, «For my part, I
have never been in love.» He paused, and
added, «But surely you cannot love this young
woman, D'Artagnan. You hardly know her.»

«Yet I found her very lovable » said D'Artag-
nan sadly.

«[ say that love is a gamble, and the winner
wins death! You are very fortunate to have lost,
believe me, my dear D'Artagnan.»
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«How do you know? You've never loved any-
one,» cried D"Artagnan hotly.

«That's true,» said Athos, after a moment's si-
lence. «That's true! [ never loved anyone. Let
us drink!» He poured out more wine, and then
continued slowly, «But 1 should like to know
what you would say if 1 were to tell you a real
tale of love.»

«Which has happened to you, perhaps?s

«0r to one of my friends. What does it mat-
ter?»

«Tell it, Athos, tell it.»

Athos still hesitated. «Do you Teally want to
know?» he asked.

«Indeed 1 do,» replied D’ Artagnan.

«Very well, then. One of my friends — one of
my friends, not myself,» Athos repeated, with a
sad smile, «one of the noblemen of my district,
when he was twenty-five, fell in love with a
beautiful girl of sixteen. She lived in a small cot-
tage on his estate, with her brother, who was a
priest. Nobody knew where they had come
from, but my friend was so much in love with
her that he never thought of asking any ques-
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tions. He marnied her. The fool! The ass! The
idiot!s

«Why? He loved her,» said D'Artagnan.

«Waitl» said Athos. «One day, when she was
out hunting with her husband, she fell from her
horse and fainted. The count ran to her help,
and in order to help her 1o breathe more freely,
he cut open her clothes with his dagger. In so
doing, he laid bare her shoulder. D' Artagnan,»
said Athos, with a mad burst of laughter, sguess
what she had on her shoulder.»

«How can [ tell?» said D' Artagnan,

«A  fleur-de-lys,» said Athos. «She was
branded!»

«Horror! What a terrible thing!» cried D'Ar-
tagnan.

«Yes. The angel was a devil. The poor young
girl had stolen the holy cups from a church.»

«And what did the count do?=

«The count was a great nobleman and the
lord of the district. He had the right to pass
judgment on her. He tore the dress of the coun-
tess to pieces; he tied her hands behind her, and
hanged her on a tree.»
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«Then she is dead,» whispered D'Artagnan.
«And what happened to her brother?»

«Her brother?s replied Athos.
«Yes, the priest.»

«0Oh, he ran away before 1 could hang him,
too. Tt has cured me for ever of beautiful
women,» Athos said bitterly, forgetting that the
story was supposed to be about a friend of his.

«My God, my God!» cried D' Artagnan, quite
stunned by this horrible story, He looked at his
friend in pity and horror. Athos was now guite
drunk, and his head sank forward on the table
as he fell into a deep sleep. By this time D"Ar-
tagnan's servant had arrived with the two
horses, and, leaving Athos asleep, D"Artagnan
mounted his horse and took the road to St. Ger-
main.
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Chapter 15

FRENCH AND ENGLISH

All along the road, D’Artagnan kcpt thinking
of the story Athos had told him. It was a terri-

ble tale of betrayal and revenge; but, after all, it §
need not affect D'Artagnan’s feelings for
Madame Bonacieux. His landlord's pretty wife
had made a real impression upon D'Artagnan’s |

heart, He was ready 1o go 1o the end of the
world to find her; but the world, being round,
has many ends, so that he did not know which
way to turn. Meantime, he must try o find
Milady. Milady had spoken to the man  of

Meung, therefore she knew him. Now, in D'Ar-

tagnan’s opinion, it was certainly the man of
Meung who had carried off Madame Bonacieux
the second time, as he had carried her off the
first. Thus, if he went in search of Milady, he

might in the end find Madame Bonacieux as
well.

Thinking of all this, D’Artagnan completed
his short journey. and arrived at St. Germain.
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He rode up a quiet street, looking to the right
and the left to see if he could catch sight of the
beautiful Englishwoman. Suddenly at the win-
dow of a pretty house he saw a face which he
thought he recognised.

«Lookl» he said to Planchet, his servant,
«lsn't that the servant of the Coumt de
Wardes — the nobleman with whom 1 fought at
Calais a month ago?»

«50 it is!» said Planchet.

«Well, go and talk with the boy,» said D'Ar-
tagnan, «and try to find out whether his master
is really dead. Perhaps I didn’t kill him after
all.»

Planchet got off his horse and moved across
to the house. The boy had just come out of the
front door, and the two servants began to chat
while D'Artagnan turned the two horses into a
lane and watched the meeting from behind a
hedge,

Almost immediately he heard the noise of a
carriage, which stopped opposite him. Milady
was inside. She put her charming head out of
the carriage window, and gave some orders to
her maid.
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The latter — a pretty girl of about twenty
years of age — jumped down from the carriage
and went towards the house. D'Artagnan waich-
ed her.

Now, it happened that someone in the house
had just called the boy, and he had gone inside,
leaving Planchet standing there, alone. The
maid went up to Planchet, and, holding out a
letter ta him, said, «For your master.»

«For my master?» said Planchet, astonished,

«Yes, and important. Take it quickly.» She
then ran back to the carriage, which had turned
round towards the way it came, Jumped upon
the step, and the carriage drove off.

Planchet was not very intelligent, and he did
not realise that the letter was really intended for
the boy he had been talking to. He ran towards
the lane, and met D'Artagnan who, having seen
it all, was coming towards him.

«For you, Monsieur,» said Planchet, giving
the letter to his master,

«For me?» said D'Artagnan. «Are you sure of
that?»

«Indeed, Monsicur, 1 can't be more sure. The
maid said, “For your master’, and I have no
other master but you, »
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D'Artagnan opened the letter, and read these
words: —

«A person who takes a great interest in you
wishes to know when it will suit you to walk in
the forest? Tomorrow, a servant in black and
red will wait at the Hotel Ficld of the Cloth of
Gold for your reply.»

«Ohl» said D’Artagnan. «This indicates that
Milady and I are anxious about the health of the
same person! Well, Planchet, how is the good
M. de Wardes? He is not dead, then?»

«Mo, Monsieur, he is as well as a man can be
with four sword-wounds in his body, He is still
very weak, having lost most of his blood.»

«Well done, Planchet! You are the king of
servants. Now jump on your horse and let us
overtake the carriage.»

This did not take long. At the end of five mi-
nutes they saw the carriage standing by the
roadside; a richly-dressed nobleman was close to
the door. The conversation between Milady and
the nobleman was so earnest that D'Artagnan
stopped on the other side of the carriage with-
out anyone except the pretty maid noticing his
presence.
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The Conversation took place in English — a
language D’Artagnan could not understand —
but the young man plainly saw that the beautiful
Englishwoman was in a great rage. The noble-
man was laughing. which appeared to annoy
Milady still more.

DArtagnan thought it was the moment to in-
terfere, He approached the other door of the
carriage, and taking off his hat respectfully,
said, «Madame, will you permit me to offer you
my services? It scems to me that this gentleman
has made you very angry. Speak one word,
Madame, and I will undertake to punish him for
his rudeness.»

At the first word Milady turned, looking at
the young man with astonishment: and when he
had finished she said in wery good French,
«Monsieur, I should be glad of your protection,
except that the person with whom I quarrel is
my brother.»

«Ah, excuse me, then,» said D'Artagnan, «l
did not know that, Madame,»

«What is that stupid fellow talking about?s
cried Milady's brother, from the other side of
the carriage. «Why doesn’t he mind his own
businessTs
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«Stupid fellow yourself!» said D’Artagnan
angrily. «1 shall stay here until T am ready to
go.»

It might be thought that Milady would have
interfered at this moment in order to prevent
the quarrel from going too far; but on the con-
trary, she sat back in the carriage and called
coolly to the coachman, «Go on — go home!s

The pretty maid threw an anxious glance at
D’Artagnan, whose good looks seemed to have
attracted her. The carriage went on, leaving the

two men facing each other. D'Artagnan drew
his sword.

«You see plainly that I have no sword,» said
the Englishman. «Do you wish to fight with an
unarmed man?s»

«| hope you have a sword at home, Monsieur.
If not, I have two, and will gladly lend you
one, s

«Indeed,» said the Englishman coldly, «1 am
well-furnished with such playthings.»

«Very well, my worthy gentleman,» replied
D’ Artagnan, «Choose your longest sword, and
come and show it to me this evening.»

«Where, if you please?»
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«Behind the Luxembourg; that's a guiet spot
for such amusements.»

«] will be there at six o'clock. We shall each
bring three friends with us to act as seconds,»
said the Englishman, «And now — who are
youTs

«l am M. D'Artagnan, a Gascon gentleman
serving in the king's musketeers. And you?s

«] am Lord Winter, Baron Sheffield.»

«Well, then, 1 will meet you this evening,
Monsieur Baron,» said D’Artagnan, «although
your names are not easy for a Frenchman to re-
member.» And touching his horse with his spur,
he rode back to Paris, where he called on his
three friends to accompany him 1o the duelling
ground that evening.

At six o'clock the four musketeers went to the
arranged place behind the Luxembourg. Almost
at once, a silent party drew near to the same
place and joined them,

The Englishmen were all men of noble birth,
and consequently, the strange names of their
opponents were not only a matter of surprise.
but of annoyance.
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«But we do not know who you are. said
Lord Winter, when the three friends had been
named. «We cannot fight with such names; they
are names of shepherds.»

«Therefore you may suppose they are not our
real names,» said Athos.

«Which only gives us a greater desire 10 know
the real ones,» replied the Englishman.

«Well, that is only fair,» said Athos, and he
took his opponent to one side and told him his
name in a low voice.

Porthos and Aramis did the same.

«Does that satisfy you?» said Athos to his
opponcnt.

«Yes, Monsieur,» replied the Englishman,

bowing.

«Well, now shall 1 tell you something?» said
Athos coolly.

«What?» asked the other.

«Just this — that you would have acted more
wisely if you had not made me tell you who |
am.»

«WhyTs

aBeeause 1 am believed 10 be dead, and |
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have reasons for wishing nobody o know I am
living. Thus, 1| shall be obliged 10 kill you, to
prevent my secret from being discovered.»

The Englishman looked at Athos, thinking
that he was joking; but Athos was deadly se-
rious.

«And now, gentlemen,» said Athos. speaking
to the others. «Are we ready?»

«Yes,» answered the Englishmen and the
Frenchmen, with one voice.

Immediately eight swords glittered in the rays
of the setting sun, and the fight began with a
fierceness which was very narural berween men
who were twice enemies.

Athos killed his opponent first. He hit him
only once, but as he had foretold, that hit was a
deadly one; the sword pierced his heart.

Second, Porthos stretched his enemy upon the
grass with a wound through his thigh. As the
Englishman surrendered his sword without mak-
ing any further resistance, Porthos took him up
in his arms and carried him to his carriage.

Aramis fought his opponent so fiercely that
the man ended by taking to his heels, and dis-
appeared amid the laughter of the servants,
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As for D'Artagnan, he fought purely and
simply on the defensive; and when he saw that
Lord Winter was almost exhausted, he sent his
sword flying with a strong thrust. The baron
took two or three steps back, but his foot slip-
ped and he fell down. D’ Artagnan was over him
at once, and said, «I could kill you, my lord,
you are completely at my mercy; but I spare
your life for the sake of your sister.»

The Englishman shook hands gratefully with
D'Artagnan, and paid a thousand compliments
to the three musketeers. «And now, my young
friend,» said Lord Winter to D'Artagnan, «on
this very evening I will introduce you to my sis-
ter, Milady Clarik.»

D’Artagnan bowed, and blushed with plea-
sure, «That will be a great honour, Monsieur,»
he said.

Lord Winter gave him his sister’s address. She
lived in the Place Royale, at Number 6, and he

arranged to call for D'Artagnan at eight o'clock
and take him there, in order to introduce him.

This introduction to Milady Clarik was just
what D’Artagnan had hoped for. He remem-
bered how strangely this woman was mixed up
in his destiny. He was sure she was a spy of the
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cardinal's. His only fear was that Milady would
remember having seen him at Meung, and that
she would also know of his visit to the Duke of
Buckingham in London., However, that was a
risk he had to take. She also knew, of course,
that he was a friend of M. de Tréville's, and
therefore belonged body and soul to the king.
However, this all added to the excitement of the
meeting.

Lord Winter arrived at the appointed time,
and as it was nearly eight o'clock, he took the

young man with him at once. A fine carriage,

drawn by two excellent horses, waited for them,
and they were soon at the Place Royale.

Milady Clarik received D'Artagnan politely.

Her house was remarkably large and richly-

furnished. She obviously had plenty of money
and had no fears about spending it upon‘her
house; which proved that the war between Eng-
land and France did not affect her.

«You see,» said Lord Winter, introducing
D'Artagnan to his sister, «a young gentleman
who had held my life in his hands, and yet has
spared it, although | insulted him, and although
I am an Englishman. Thank him, then,
Madame, if you have any affection for me.»

Milady frowned slightly, and a strange smile
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appeared upon her lips. «You are welcome
here, Monsieur,» she said, but D’Artagnan
noticed that she had turned an angry red, and
her little foot tapped with annoyance beneath
her dress.

Lord Winter saw nothing of this. He went to
a table upon which was a tray with Spanish wine
and plasses. He filled two glasses and invited
D'Artagnan to drink.

That pretty little maid, whom D’ Artagnan had
already seen, then came in. She spoke to Lord
Winter in English, and he asked D’Artagnan’s
permission to leave, explaining that he had some
urgent business to attend to. The two men
shook hands, and Lord Winter left the room.

Milady had now recovered her temper, and
the conversation became more cheerful. She
told D'Artagnan that Lord Winter was her
brother-in-law, not her brother. She had mar-
ricd a younger brother of the family, who had
left her a widow with one child. This child was
Lord Winter's heir, if the baron did not marry
and have children of his own.

They continued 1o chat pleasantly, and D'Ar-
tagnan was soon convinced that Milady was
French;, she spoke the language with an ease
and a purity that left no doubt in his mind,
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At last the time came for him to leave. He

said goodbye and went out of the room, well sa-
tisfied.

On the staircase he met the pretty maid, who
brushed gently against him as she passed. and
then asked his pardon for having touched him.

D’Artagnan came again on the following day,
and was still better received than on the evening
before. Lord Winter was not at home, and
Milady was alone. She appeared 1o take a great
interest in D'Artagnan, asking him where he
lived, who were his friends, and whether he had
not sometimes thought of joining the cardinal’s
guards.

D'Artagnan, who was exceedingly wise
for a young man of twenty, then remembered
his suspicions about her. He began Lo praise the
cardinal, and said he would not have failed to
enter his Eminence’s guards, if he had happencd
to know their captain instead of M. de Tréville.

Milady changed the conversation, and asked
D’Artagnan in a careless manner whether he
had ever been in England. D'Artagnan replied
that he had been sent there by M. de Tréville 1o
buy some horses, and that he had brouzht back
four with him.
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D'Artagnan left at the same hour as on the
preceding evening. He again met the pretty Kit-
ty (that was the name of the maid) upon the
stairs. She looked at him with an expression of
kindness which it was impossible to mistake; but
D’Artagnan was so occupied by the mistress that
he noticed absolutely nothing about the maid.
He came again on the next two days. Each day
Milady received him graciously, and every even-
ing he met the pretty maid on the stairs. But, as
we have said, D'Artagnan paid no attention to
this persistence of poor Kilty.
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Chapter 16

MILADY’S SECRET

As the days went on, D'Artagnan fell more
and more in love with Milady, in spite of the

cries of his conscience and the wise advice of

Athos,

One day, when he arrived with his head in the
air, and as light at heart as a man who awaits a
shower of gold, he found the maid waiting out-
side the mistress's house; but this time the pret-
ty Kitty was not contented with smiling at him
as he passed. She took him gently by the hand.
«] must speak to you, Monsicur.» she said.

«Speak, my child, speak,» said D'Artagnan

kindly. «I am listening.»

«We cannot talk here, Monsieur,» said Kitty
timidly, «What [ have to say is too long, and,
above all, too secret. Will you follow me?»

«Certainly, my dear child.»
«Come, then.» And Kitty, still holding D" Ar-
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tagnan’s hand, led him up a little dark staircase
to an open door. «Come in here, Monsieur.»
she said. «We shall be alone here, and can
talk.»

«And whose room is this, my dear child?»

«It 15 mine, Monsieur; it communicates with
my mistress’s by that door. But you need not
fear. She will not hear what we say; she never
goes to bed before midnight.» She gave a deep
sigh, and went on, «Do you love my mistress
very dearly, Monsieur?»

«0Oh, more than I can say, Kitty! T am mad
about herl»

Kitty breathed a second sigh. «Alas, Mon-
sicur, that is too bad,» she said, «because she
does not love you at all.» D'Artagnan laughed,
and Kitty went on, «You don’t believe me?»

«] confess that unless you can give me some
proof of what you say —

Kitty took a letter from her pocket. «What do
you think of this?» she said.

«For me7» said D' Artagnan, seizing the letter.

«Mo, for another.»
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«His name, his name!» cried D' Artagnan,
«Read the address,» replied Kitty.

D’Artagnan saw that it was addressed to M.
the Count de Wardes, and he at once remem-
bered the scene at St. Germain. He tore open
the letter, in spite of a cry from Kitty, and
read:—

«You have not answered my first note, Are
you ill, or have you forgotten the evening we
spent together at the ball of Madame de
Guise?»

D’ Artagnan became very pale.

«Poor dear M. D'Artagnan,» said Kitty, in a
voice full of pity.

«You are sorry for me?s said D'Artagnan,
«Well then, instead of pitying me, you must
help me to avenge myself upon your mistress.»
And he gave Kitty a kiss, at which the poor girl
became as red as a cherry. Our Gascon saw at a
glance how he could take advantage of Kitty's
admiration for him. He could persuade her 1o
let him see all letters addressed to the Count de
Wardes; perhaps even more important letters, 1o
and from the Cardinal,

«Come here, my dear,» he said, sitting down
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in a chair. «Come, and let me tell you that you
are the prettiest little girl 1 ever saw!»

But it was getting late. The clock struck mid-
night, and almost at the same time the bell was
rung in Milady's room.

«Oh, God!» cried Kitty. «There is my mistress
calling me! You must go at once.»

D’Artagnan rose, and took his hat; but in-

stead of leaving, he quickly opened the door of
a large cupboard and hid inside.

«Well,» called Milady in a sharp voice. «Are
you asleep, as you don't answer my ring?»

«I'm here, Milady, I'm here,» cried Kitty,
running to her mistress. The door between the

rooms remained open, and D’Artagnan could
hear their conversation clearly.

«Well,» said Milady. «I have not seen our
Gascon this evening.» She laughed, and went
on, «But [ have him safe! He has caused me
plenty of trouble, and [ shall have my revenge!»

«] thought you loved him,» said Kitty.

«] love him? | hate him! An idiot, who held
the life of Lord Winter in his hands and did not
kill him — and so my son and I missed a large
incomels
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D'Artagnan shivered at that sharp voice,
blaming him for not having killed a man who
had always loaded her with kindness. This
woman was a monster! He listened for some
time, but soon Milady was ready for bed. «That wili

do now,» she said to Kitty. «Go to your room.»

D’Artagnan heard Kitty come back, and close
and lock her door. Then he stepped out of the
cupboard.

«Ohle said Kitty in,a low voice, «Are you still
here? You must go at once. The walls are thin,
and every word spoken in this room can be
heard in the other.»

S0 D’Artagnan left, after making Kitty prom-
ise to bring him any other letters entrusted to
her care. The poor girl promised o do all he
asked; she was mad with love for him.

The next morning she brought him another
letter addressed to the Count de Wardes [rom
Milady. This time D'Artagnan answered it. sign-
ing it with the count's name. His plan was very
simple.

He would pretend to be the Count de
Wardes, and visit Milady, through Kitty's room,
that very night. In the darkness Milady would
not know that she was being deceived.
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«All cats are grey in the dark.» said D" Arag-
nan with a lavugh. And how furious Milady
would be when she discovered the truth!

The vengeance was easy. D'Artagnan
arranged, through Kitty, that the «Count de
Wades» should visit Milady at eleven o'clock
that night, reaching her bedroom by way of Kit-
ty’s room. Milady, perhaps for the sake of ro-
mance and mystery, told Kitty to put out all the
lights in her room; and when D"Artagnan ar-
rived, and announced in a whisper that he was
the count, Milady had no doubts or suspicions.
She spoke to him in her softest voice and press-
ed his hand in her own. She kissed him, and
then slipped a ring from her finger on to D"Ar-
tagnan's. His first movement was to return it,
but Milady said, «No, no! Keep that ring for
love of me. Besides,» she added, in a voice full
of emotion, «by taking it from me you do me a
much greater service than you imagine. »

«This woman is full of mysteries,» said D"Ar-
tagnan to himself. At that moment he felt ready
to confess everything. He even opened his
mouth to tell Milady who he was; but she
added, «Poor angel, whom that monster of a
Gascon almost killed.»

The monster was himself!
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wAre your wounds still very painful?» she con-
tinued,

«Yes,» replied D’Artagnan, who did not know
quite how to answer.

«Never mind,» whispered Milady. «I will
avenge you — have no fear!s

This was altogether too much for the young
musketeer, and he pulled away from her so
violently that, for the first time, Milady grew
suspicious. Pulling aside the window curtain. so
that the moonlight shone brightly into the room,
she looked at D'Artagnan closely, and gave a
cry of fury.

«Youlws she screamed. «You!s She ran to a lit-
tle box that stood on the dressing-table, opened
it with a trembling hand, and took out a small
dagger with a sharp thin blade. She sprang.
fierce as a tiger, at the young man, and D'Ar-
tagnan seized her by the shoulder in order to
save himself. With a strong movement she tried
to cscape, and her dress was torn from her
beautiful shoulders; and on one of those shoul-
ders D'Artagnan recognised, with utter astonish-
ment, the fleur-de-lys — that indelible mark of
the branded criminal,
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«Lreat God!» cried D'Artagnan, loosing his
hold of her dress, and standing speechless,
motionless, and frozen.

Milady realised that he had seen all. The
young man now knew her secret, her terrible
¢ecrel: the secret she hid with such care, even
from her maid: the secret of which the whole
world was ignorant.

«Ah, wreich!» she cried. «You have tricked
and betrayed me, and, still more. you know my
secret! You shall die.» With the dagger in her
hand, she threw herself once more upon D' Ar-
tagnan.

The musketeer drew his sword 1o defend him-
sell, and moved in the semi-darkness towards
Kitty's door. Milady, screaming like a mad
woman, knocked over a chair in her attempt 10
reach him, and Kitty, hearing the noise, opened
the door. This was just what D'Artagnan had
been hoping for; with one spring he flew from
Milady's room to Kitty's, and quickly shut the
door and locked it.

«Quick, Kitty, quick!» he cried, and they ran
down the staircase together and out into the
streel.

The moment she lost sight of him, Milady fell
in a faint in her room.
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Chapter 17

AT THE RED DOVECOT

D' Artagnan first took Kitty to Aramis’s house
and told him to guard her safely. Then he went
straight to Athos.

First he showed him the ring Milady had
given him, and Athos turned pale with shock,
«It reminds me of a family jewel.» he said faint-
ly. He tried it on his left hand: it fitted his fin-
ger as if made for it. «It is impossible » he said.
«Do you say you got this ring from Milady Clar-
ik Tw

«Do you really know this ring?» asked D"Ar-
tagnan earnestly.

«1 thought I did.» replied Athos, «but 1 must
be mistaken. It is very like a ring my mother
gave me.»

«And — did you sell it?» asked D'Artagnan,
hesitatingly.
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«No,» replied Athos, with a bitter smile. I
gave it away — to a woman I thought [ loved.»

«Athos,» D’Artagnan said, «Milady is marked
with a fleur-de-lys upon her shoulder.»

«Ah!» cried Athos, as if he had received a
dagger in his heart. He let his hcad sink on his
hands. «How old is this woman?» he asked al
last.

«About twenty-six or twenty-eight years old.»

«ls she fair. with blue eyes, with very black
eyelashes and brows?s»

aYes »
«But you say she is English?»

«She is called Milady, but she may be French.
Lord Winter is only her brother-in-law.»

«[ will see her, D'Artagnan!s

«Be careful, Athos, be careful! She will kill
you if she recognises you. There is something
horribly mysterious about this woman. 1 am sure

she is one of the cardinal’s spies.»
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«In that case, we will keep together and never
go out alone,» said Athos. «We leave Paris for
the wars, the day after tomorrow.» He looked
again at the ring, and then at his friend. «And
this ring can buy our outfits for the warl» he
added, with a laugh.

«An excellent ideals said D'Artagnan. «And
now, Athos, we must visit Aramis. T have left
Milady's maid in his care, and we must find
somewhere safe for her to go. We can hardly
take her with us to the wars!s

The two friends went at once to Aramis's
house, and found him already making plans for

Kitty. «I have some friends who live in the

country,» he explained, «and 1 know they arc
looking for a reliable maid. 1 will write to them
at once, and you shall leave tonight, Kitty, tak-
ing the letter with you.»

He sat down at his table and wrote a little
note which he sealed with a ring, and gave the
letter to Kiity,

wAnd now, my dear girl,» said D'Artagnan,
«it is dangerous for us to be seen together. Let
us separidte now, but we shall meet again in bet-
ter days.=
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«And whenever we find each other, in what-
ever place it may be,» said Kitty, «you will find
me loving you as I love you today.»

D'Artagnan gave her some money for her
journey and led her out into the street. Im-
mediately afterwards the three young men sepa-
rated, arranging to meet again at four o'clock
with Athos. Meanwhile, Athos went to sell his
ring, and received such a good price for it thar
he was able to finance his friends as well as him-
self, Thus, all their anxiety over money had dis-
appeared, and only the anxiety about Milady
and her dangerous revenge remained.

Two days later the king's troops left for
Rochelle, to besiege the English enemy and
drive them out of the area. As it is not our in-
tention to give a history of the siege of Rochel-
le, we will content ourselves with saying in two
words that the expedition succeeded, to the
great astonishment of the French king and the
great glory of the cardinal. The English, driven
back foot by foot, beaten on all sides, were
obliged to re-embark on their ships, leaving two
thousand men on the field of battle.

The musketeers, who had not much to do
with the sicge, were not under very strict orders,
and led a joyous life. This was particularly easy
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for our four friends; for, being friends of M. de
Tréville, they were able to obtain special leave
of absence after the closing of the camp.

Now, one evening when D'Artagnan. who
was on duty, was not able to go with them,
Athos, Porthos and Aramis were returning on
horseback from an inn called the Red Dovecot,
which Athos had discovered two days before.
About a mile from the village, they heard the
sound of horses approaching them. They stop-
ped at once, drew close together and wailed,
occupying the middle of the road. As the moon
broke from behind a cloud, they saw two horse-
men, who had also stopped. and seemed to be
doubiful whether to continue on their way or go
back. This made the three friends suspicious,
and Athos called out in a loud voice, «Who goes
there?s

«Who goes there, yourselves?» replied one of
the horsemen.

«That is not an answer,» replied Athos.
«Answer our question, or we shall attack.»

The second stranger now spoke in a comman-
ding tone. His face was partly covered by his

cloak, but now he let the cloak fall.
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«Monsieur the cardinalls exclaimed the asto-
nished musketeers.

It was indeed his Eminence, Cardinal Riche-
lieu. «You will have to come with me, gentle-
men,» he said. «1 do not wish anyone to know
that I have left the camp.»

«We are gentlemen, sir,» said Athos. «We can
keep a secret, and we give you our promise (o
tell no one.»

«What is your name?» asked the cardinal.

whthos » replied the musketeer.

«Then your companions are no doubt Porthos
and Aramis,» remarked his Eminence. «I know
you, gentlemen. 1 know you are not quite my
friends, and 1 am sorry you are not so; but |
know you are brave and loyal gentlemen, and
that 1 can trust you. | should be glad if you
would come with me, for my own protection.»

The musketeers bowed low over their horses'
necks. «Your Eminence is right to take us with
you,» said Athos. «We have seen several vil-
lainous faces on the road, and we have even had
a quarrel at the Red Dovecot with four of
them.=
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«A quarrel? At the Red Dovecot?s said the
cardinal sharply. «And what was this quarrel ab-
out?s

«These fellows were drunk,» said Athos.
«They knew there was a lady in one of the

rooms, and they wanted to force open her
door.»

«And was this lady young and beautiful?»
asked the cardinal, with a certain degree of
anxiety.

«We did not see her, sir,» said Athos.

«You did not see her?s said the cardinal,
«Ah, well — you were right to defend the hon-
our of a woman. I am going to the Red Dovecot
myself, and | should be glad if you would
accompany me.»

They soon arrived at the silent, lonely inn.
The cardinal told his servant 1o guard the
horses, and entered the inn door with the three
musketeers close behind him. The innkeeper
welcomed them politely. To him, the cardinal
was only an officer come to visit a lady.

«Have you a room where these gentlemen can
wait near a good fire?» said the cardinal, and
the man opened the door of a large room on the
ground floor. An old stove had recently been re-
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placed there by a large open fireplace, where a
fire burned warmly. «1 have this,» he said.

«That will do.» replied the cardinal. «Enter,
gentlemen, and be kind enough to wait for me.
I shall not be more than half an hour.»

The three musketeers entered the room, and
the cardinal went up the staircase like a man
who knows his way.
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Chapter 18

MILADY'S SHOCK

The musketeers realised that the cardinal was
visiting the same lady whose honour they had
defended earlier; but it was not their business to
ack who she was. So. in order to pass the time
of waiting, Porthos and Aramis sat down al a
table and began to play cards. Athos walked ab-
out the room in deep thought. While doing this,
he passed and repassed the pipe of the broken
stove, the upper half of which went up the chim-
ney into the room above; and every time he pas-
sed. he heard a murmur of voices. Athos went
closer to the chimney and listened carefully. He
heard the cardinal say,

«Listen, Milady — the affair is important. Sit
down, and let us talk it over.»

«Milady!s murmured Athos.

«A small ship is waiting for you at For
Point.» the cardinal went on, «It is an English
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ship, but the captain is on my side, and he will
set sail for England tomorrow morning.»

«50 1 must go there tonight?s said a female .

voice which Athos recognised with a start.

«Yes. But first you must receive your instruc-
tions.»

There was a moment of silence while the car-
dinal collected his thoughts, and Athos took
advantage of this moment to tell his two com-
panions to come and listen with him. The two
musketeers, who loved their comfort, brought a
chair for each of themselves and one for Athos.
All three then sat down near the stove pipe with
their heads together.

«You will go to London, continued the car-
dinal. «And when you arrive there, you will go
at once to the Duke of Buckingham.»

«Your Eminence must remember,s said
Milady, «that the duke does not trust me since
the affair of the diamond studs,»

«Well, this time it is not necessary 1o win his
confidence,» said the cardinal. «You just have
to show yourself as a loyal Frenchwoman. You
will go to Buckingham on my behali, and tell
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him that I know all his plans. But 1 am not wor-
ried by them, because I will ruin our queen at
the first step he takes.»

«Will he believe that you are in a position to
do this?» asked Milady.

«Yes, for 1 have the prool, You will tell him
that [ have witnesses to his visits to the queen. 1
also possess some of his letters to her.»

«But suppose the duke does not give way, in
spite cf all this,» persisted Milady. «He may still
continue to threaten France.»

«The duke is mad with love,» replied Riche-
licu, with great bitterness, «He has only started
this war for the sake of his lady-love. If he be-
comes certain that the war will cost the honour,

and perhaps the liberty, of the queen, I am surc
he will stop it at once.»

«But what if he does persist?»

«Then he must die,» said his Eminence coldly.
«You must find some miserable fellow, someone
who hates Buckingham, to kill him.»

«He will be found.» Milady paused a moment,
and then went on, «And now that [ have re-
ceived your Eminence’s instructions about your
enemies, will you allow me to say a few words
about mine?»
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«Have you enemies, then?» asked Richelicu.
«Who are they?s

«l have one bitter enemy,» cried Milady, car-
ried away by her anger. «He is, in fact, the
enemy of both of us. 1 mean that miserable
D'Artagnan.»

«He is a brave fellow,» said the cardinal.

«And it is exactly because he is a brave fellow
that he is so dangerous.»

«I must have a proof of his connection with
Buckingham,» said Richelieu,

«A proof?e cried Milady. «I will give you
ten!s

«Well. then. it becomes the simplest thing in
the world. Get me that proof, and 1 will send
him to prison.»

«Your Eminence,» replied Milady; «a Fair ex-
change! Life for life, man for man. Give me
one, and 1 will give you the other,»

«1 don't know what you mean, nor do I even
wish to know what you mean.» replied the car-
dinal; «but [ am willing to please you. Give me
paper, a quill. and some ink.»

There was silence while the cardinal wrote a
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note. Athos took his companions by the hand,

and led them to the other end of the room be-
low. «Well,» said Porthos, «what do you want?»

«Hush!» said Athos, speaking in a low voice.
«] must go at once. 1 can save D'Artagnan, but
this concerns me alone.»

«You must gol» said Porthos. «And what can
we tell the cardinal, when he finds you have
gone s

«Tell him that I have gone on the look-out,

because the innkeeper has warned us that the

road is not safe.» replied Athos,

He went out of the inn, took his horse, ex-
plained to the cardinal’s servant that he was
going as an advance guard for their return,and
took the road to the camp.

He continued on the road unul he was out of
sight of the inn, and then he turned his horse to
the right and waited behind a high hedge until
he saw his friends and the cardinal ride past on
their way back to the camp. Then he returned at
a gallop 1o the inn, which was opened 10 him
without hesitation,

The innkeeper recognised him at once,
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«My officer has forgotten to give an important
piece of information to the lady,» Athos ex-
plained, «and he has sent me back with a mes-
sage.»

«Go up,» said the innkeeper. «She is sull in
her room.»

Athos ran lightly upstairs and entered
Milady's room, locking the door behind him. At
the noise he made, Milady turned round and
looked at him.

«The Count de la Férel» she whispered, turn-
ing extremely pale, and drawing back till the
curtained windows prevented her from going
any further.

«Yes, Milady.» replied Athos, «the Count de
la Fére in person, who is no more dead than
you are! Sit down, Madame, and let us talk.»

Milady, utterly terrified, sat down without
saying a word,

«You certainly are a devil sent on earth!» said
Athos. «Your power is great, 1 know: but vou
also know that, with God's help, men have
often conquered the most terrible demons. Hell
has made you rich, hell has given you another
name, hell has almost given vou another face;
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but it cannot conceal the brand on your shoul-
der!s

Milady’s eves flashed angrily, but Athos con-
tinued, «You believed I was dead, just as 1 be-
lieved you were. And the name of Athos has
concealed the Count de la Fére just as cleverly
as the name Milady Clarik has concealed Anne
de Breuil. Wasn't that your name when your
brother married us?»

«What brings you back to me, and what do
you want with me?» asked Milady in a [aint
voice,

«[ wish 1o give you a serious warning,» replied
Athos. «I know all that you have done.» A dis-
believing smile passed over Milady's pale lips,
but Athos continued, «Listen!» It was you who
cut off the two diamond studs belonging to the
Duke of Buckingham; it was you who arranged
for Madame Bonacieux to be kidnapped. And
now, you have promised Cardinal Richelicu that
you will arrange for the Duke of Buckingham’s
murder, in exchange for D’Artagnan’s life.»

Milady trembled. «You must be the devil him-
sell!» she cried,

«Perhaps,» said Athos. «But at all events, lis-
ten to me. Murder the Duke of Buckingham, if
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you want — | care very little about that! [ dont
know him. Besides, he is an Englishman. But do
not touch a single hair of D'Artagnan, who is
my faithful friend.»

«D'Artagnan has cruelly insulted me,» said
Milady, «<and D’ Antagnan shall diel»

«Indeed? Is it possible 1w insult you,
Madame?» said Athos. He stood up, and drew a
pistol from his belt.

Milady, pale as a corpse, tried to ery out; but
her swolllen tongue could utter no more than a
hoarse sound which had nothing human in it.
Motionless against the dark curtains, with her
hair in disorder, she appeared like a horrid im-
age of terror,

Athos slowly raised his pistol until it almost
touched Milady's head. «Madame,» he said col-
dly, «you will deliver to me the paper signed by
the cardinal; or, upon my soul, I will blow your
brains out.»

With another man, Milady might have tried to
delay; but she knew Athos. Silently she drew
out the letter and held it towards him. «Take
it!e she said. «And be cursed for everls

Athos took the paper, unfolded it, and
read;—
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«The bearer of this letter has acted according
to my orders.
RICHELIEU .»

«And now,» said Athos, putting on his hat,
«now that T have drawn your tecth, my little
snake, bite if you canls

And he left the room without once looking
behind him.
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Chapter 19

A PRISONER IN HER BROTHER’S CASTL

As soon as D'Artagnan heard of Milady's de-
parture for England and the plot against Buck-
ingham, he said they should send some sort of
warning at once. After some discussion, they de-
cided to send a letter to Lord Winter in Lon-
don, and that D'Artagnan’s servant, Planchet,
should take it. Planchet knew London: he had
already visited the town, and spoke some En-
glish, so he would run less risk of being sus-
pected and arrested as a French spy than any of
the other servants.

The letter was written at once, and Planchet
set off immediately. The journey was not an
easy one, and he met with some danger, but he
returned nine days later, triumphantly carrying a
short note from Milady's brother-in-law. The
note said only, «Don't worry. She will be dealt
with!s but the musketeers gave a sigh of relief
and returned to their everyday affairs with light-
er hearts,
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Meanwhile Milady, furious with passion, roar-
ing on the deck like a lioness, had been tempted
to throw herself into the sea and swim back to
France; for she could not get rid of the thought
that she had been insulted by D'Artagnan,
threatened by Athos, and that she had left the
country without being revenged upon them. The
weather was stormy, however, and the ship was
delayed, and Milady eventually cooled down
and resigned hersell to continuing on her jour-
ney. After several delays, the lintle ship reached
Portsmouth, and on the very day that Planchet
(who had gone by a different route) embarked
at Portsmouth to return to France, Milady®en-
tered that port in triumph.

But as they drew near, in order to cast
anchor, a little boat containing an officer in nav-
al uniform approached the ship. The officer
climbed on board and spoke for a few moments
to the captain. giving him several papers. Then
he walked over to Milady. He was a young man
of twenty-five or twenty-six years of age. His
face was pale, with clear blue eyes, his mouth
was fine and well-shaped. He bowed low to
Milady, and she waiched him in astonishment as
he ordered her luggage to be placed in his boat
and then invited her to descend by offering her
his hand.
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Milady hesitated. «Who are you, sirl» she
asked. «Why are you going to so much trouble
on my account?s

«You may see by my uniform, Madame, that
I am an officer in the English navy.» replied the
young man.

«But is it the custom for English naval officers
to place themselves at the service of ladies when
they land in a port of England?»

«Yes, Madame, it is the custom in time of war
that foreigners should be taken to special hotels.
so that the government can keep in touch with
them.» These words were spoken with absolute
politeness, but Milady begun to feel alarmed.

«Bur I am not a foreigner, sir,» she said, «My
name is Lady Clarik, and this action —»

«This action is perfectly usual, Madame. You
cannot escape it,» replied the young man firmiy.

«Very well then. I will follow you.» said
Milady coldly. Accepting his hand, she climbed
down the ladder into the boat. The officer [ol-
lowed her, and the sailors at once began 1o row
towards the shore. In five minutes they reached
land,
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The officer jumped on to the pier, and
offered his hand to Milady. A carriage was wait-
ing.

«Is this carriage for us?» asked Milady.

«Yes, Madame. We have some distance to
BO.»

«Very well,» said Milady, and she entered the
carriage.

The officer saw that the luggage was [astened
carefully behind the carriage; then he took his
place beside Milady, and shut the door. The
coachman set off at a rapid pace., and drove
through the streets of the city, At last. after a
journey of nearly an hour, the carriage passed
under two arched gateways and stopped in a
large, dark courtyard. The door of the carriage
was opened, and the young man helped Milady
to get down. With a polite word, he led the way
into the house and up a stone staircase into a
large room which had iron bars at the windows.
Two servants followed with the luggage. which
they put down, and then went out again without
speaking.

By this time Milady was feeling thoroughly
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nervous, and at last she burst out: «In the name
of Heaven, sir, what does all this mean? Where
am 1, and why am 1 here? If I am free, why are
these bars at the windows? If 1 am a prisoner,
what crime have T committed?»

«1 received orders to bring you to this castle,
Madame,» replied the young man. «That ends
my duty; the rest concerns another person.»

«And who is that other person?» asked
Milady angrily. «Can you not tell me his name7»

At this moment, footsteps were heard on the
stairs. «That person is here, Madame » said the
officer, opening the door and standing respect-
fully beside it.

A man entered and came forward slowly. As
he entered the circle of lamplight, Milady drew
back. «What, my brother! Is it you?» she cried
in SUrprise.

«Yes, fair lady!» replied Lord Winter. «lt is

I!»
«[s this castle yours’»

«lt is.»

«Then 1 am your prisoner?»
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«Yes,» replied Lord Winter coldly. «Let us sit
down and talk quietly, as a brother and sister
ought to do.»

Then, turning towards the door, he said to the
young officer, «All is well, thank you. Now
leave us alone, Mr. Felton.»

The young man went out, closing the door be-
hind him, and Milady tried to speak calmly and
cheerfully. «Yes, let us talk, brother,» she said,
She must somehow try to find out how much
Lord Winter knew. Perhaps she was under
suspicion because of the diamond studs she had
stolen from the Duke of Buckingham; if so, she
could soon deal with lhat story. But déep in her
heart she was afraid that Lord Winler had some-
how received a warning from Athos and
D'Artagnan — in which case, he might know
everything, and she was in deadly danger,

«First tell me, my dear sister, what makes you
come to England?» asked Lord Winter.

ul came to see you,» replied Milady.

«Indeed?» he said, with a laugh. «What
tenderness, my dearl»

«But am 1 not your nearest relative?s» said
Milady.
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«And my only heir, too, aren't you?» said
Lord Winter, fixing his eyes coldly on her.

The words were as cold as his eyes. Milady
remembered her furious and unwise words when
D’Artagnan spared the life of her brother. But
she raised her head and stared back at her
brother-in-law,

«] do not understand,» she said, «What do
vou mean? [s there any secret meaning hidden
beneath your words?»

«Oh, good heavens, nol» said Lord Winter,
with apparent good nature. «1 just wondered if
perhaps you wanted to see Buckingham, too?
You come from a country where he must be
very much hated. and his fight against France
must be of great interest to your friend the car-
dinal.»

«My friend the cardinall» cried Milady. It
seemed that Lord Winter was very well in-
formed on several points.

«Isn’t he your friend?» said Lord Winter
carclessly, «1 beg vour pardon — 1 thought he
was. But let us return o your first words. You
say you came o see mels

WY E5.m
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«Well, that is [ortunate, for we shall see each
other every day.»

«Am | 10 remain here indefinitely?s asked
Milady, with & certain terror.

«Are you not comfortable, sister? Ask for
anything you want, and you shall have it. Tell
me what servants you had in your first hus-
bands house, and 1 will iry to make the same
arrangements here.»

«My first husband!» cried Milady, looking at
Lord Winter with eyes almost starting out of her
head.

«Yes, your French husband. I am not speak-
ing of my brother. If you have forgotten, | can
wrile to vour first husband and ask him, as he is
still alive.»

A cold sweat broke out on Milady's forehead.
«You are joking!s she whispered.

«Do I look as if 1 am joking?» said Lord Win-
ter. He pointed to her right shoulder, «Do you
wint me to seek further proof of my suspicions
by revealing the fleur-de-lys you carry there?»

Milady gave a scream and retreated to a cor-
ner of the room. So he knew everything! Athos
and D’Artagnan must be his informants.
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«You may scream as much as you please.»
said Lord Winter. «But don’t try to bite,
Milady — and don’t try to get away from here.
My servants have their orders not to let you,
escape, and, when I am away, the young naval
officer, Mr. Felton, will be in charge. You
already know him: he is as cold and inflexible as
marble. You have charmed and deceived many
men in your time, and so far you have usually
succeeded. But [ give you permission to try your
charms on this one. If vou succeed with him, 1
shall declare you the devil himselfl»

He went to the door and opened it. «Call Mr.
Felton,» he said to the servant on duty outside.

They waited in absolute silence until the
young naval lieuienant arrived. «Come in, my
dear John,» Lord Winter said to him. «Come in,
and shut the door.»

The young officer entered.

«Now,» said Lord Winter, «look at this
woman. She is young;: she is beautiful; she pos-
sesses all earthly charms. But she is a monsicr,
and has been guilty of many horrible crimes.
She will try to charm you, to win you over to
her side; perhaps she will try to kil you. | am
your friend and your protector, Felton: I have
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rescued you from poverty and misery — 1 once
saved your life. Now I call you, and say to you,
John Felton, guard me, and guard yourself,
against this woman. John Felton, | put faith in
your loyalty!s

«My lord,» said the young officer, looking al
Milady with cold hatred, «1 promise to guard
you with my life.»

Milady lowered her head, as if crushed by this
sentence. But as soon as they had lefi the room
she ran to look out of the window, and then sat
down in a chair, thinking, and making plans
already to make this young man betray his trust
and break his promise.
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Chapter 20

JOHN FELTON

On the days that followed, Milady saw John
Felton three or four times a day. At first he
never even looked at her. He stood silently at
the door each time the servants came in with
her meals. But Milady remained quiet and gen-
tle. Often she was weeping when they entered,
and Felton began to feel sorry for her against
his will. This was just what Milady was hoping
for. «That man has a spark of pity in his soul,»
she thought, «I will make a flame of the spark
which will burn him up.»

And on the third night of her imprisonment
he gave her such a long and anxious look that
Milady went to bed and fell asleep with a smile
upon her lips. Anyone who had seen her sleep-
ing might have said she was a young girl dream-
ing of the crown of flowers she would wear at
her wedding. In fact, however, Milady dreamed
that night that she had D'Artagnan in her power
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at last. and that she was present at his death, It
was this which spread the charming smile upon
her lips. She slept as a prisoner sleeps who has
seen his first hope of escape.

In the morning when they entered her room
she wis still in bed. Felton remained in the pas-
sage, and only the maidservant came up to her
bed.

«l have a fever,» Milady said in a weak voice.
[ have not slept a single moment during all this

long night. I suffer horribly. All 1 ask is permis-
sion to stay in bed.»

«Would you like 1o have a doctor?» asked the
Woman.

Felton listened to the conversation without
speaking a word.

Milady decided that a doctor might quickly
see that she was not ill at all, and she cried, «A
doctor? What use would that be? He would
probably say that [ am only pretending illness.»

«Then,» said Felton from the door, stell us
what you want us to do, Madame.»

«How can I tell? My God! I know that [ suf-
fer, that's all. Give me anything you like, it
doesn’t really matter.»
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«(Go and fetch Lord Winter,» Felton said to
the maid.

#0h, no, nols cried Milady. «No, sir, don't
call him, I beg you, 1 am well, I don’t want any-
thing; do not call him.»

She sounded so unhappy. so frightened, that
Felton, in spite of himself, stepped forward into
the room.

«He has come!s thought Milady,

«If you are really ill, Madame, a doctor shall
be sent for,» said Felton; «and if you are deceiv-
ing us — well, it will be the worse for you.»

Milady made no reply, but, turning her
beautiful head round upon her pillow, she burst
into tears.

Felten stood looking down at her in silence
for a moment; then he turmed quickly and went
out of the room. The woman followed him. but
Lord Winter did not appear,

«1 think 1 begin to have some success!s mur-
mured Milady with a savage joy. And she lay
smiling up at the ceiling.

Yes, Felton had fallen; but there was still
much to be done. He must be won over com-
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pletely; and he must be made to speak. in order
that he might be spoken to. Milady knew very
well that her voice was her greatest charm: she
could win him with words if only she could per-
sugde him to listen. It 1ok time, but each day
Felton remained a little longer in her room.
listening to her voice; each day he fell more
deeply in love with her beauty. He stayed to
talk 10 her after the servanis had finished their
work in the room, and it was at these times that
Milady really set to work to poison his mind
against Lord Winter. With many lies and terri-
ble stories, she finally made the young officer
think that Lord Winter was a monster and
Milady an innocent and ill-treated girl in need of
help and comfort,

His mind now had to be poisoned against the
Duke of Buckingham, for this was the final plan
in Milady’s wicked mind. It was easy to con-
vince the poor adoring young man that Bucking-
ham had betrayed Milady; that he had used her
for his own ends, and then ill-treated her cruel-
ly.

«Buckingham!» cried Felton, in a high state of
excitement,

Milady hid her face in her hands, as if she
could not bear the shame which this name recal-
led 1o her.
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«Buckingham!» Felton cried again. «He has
done all this, and God has not punished him!»

«He is too rich and powerful,» said Milady.
«All men fear him and do not dare to harm
him,»

«I do not fear him,» Felton said. «I shall dare
to harm him! You shall live, Madame, to
trumph over your enemy. You shall be
avenged!s

«Felton,» she cried, «I bring bad luck to all
who are near me, Leave me — let me diels

«Then we will live and die twogetherl» cried
the officer, taking her hands in his.

At this moment there were footsteps outside
the door.

«Listen!» cried Milady. «We have been over-
heard! Someone is coming, »

«No,» snid Felton. «It is only the changing of
the guard.» He ran to the door. opened it. and
found himself face to face with Lord Winter.

«Thank you, Felton, you may go,» said Lord
Winter coldly. «I will see you in my room.»

He tumed and walked down the passage with-
out another word.
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Chapter 21

ESCAPE

Felton was Milady's only hope: but now. it
seemed as if Lord Winter suspected him. Felton
himself might now be watched!

Milady spent the rest of the day'in great anxi-
ety. Felton did not visit her again, and the maid-
servant told her he had left the castle on horse-
back at midday. Lord Winter paid her a short
visit, and told her that he was arranging for her
immediate return to France.

«Get your clothes together. You will go
tomorrow, as soon as I have received orders for
your exile, signed by Buckingham» he said.

Evening came, and supper was served. Milady
ate it all, feeling that she might need all her
strength before the night ended. Large black
clouds rolled over the face of the sky, and dis-
tant lightning announced a storm. If Felton did
return to help her to escape, their journey
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would be a dangerous and exhausting one. The
thunder growled in the air like the hatred and
anger in her thoughts.

At midnight, she heard a tap at her window,
and by a flash of lightning she saw the face of a
man through the bars. It was Felton. Milady ran
to the window and opened it.

«Felton!s she cried. «I am saved !»

«Yes,» whispered Felton. «But keep quiet! I
must have time to file through these bars.»

«But what shall T do?» asked Milady.

«Nothing, only shut the window. Go to bed,
and lie down in your clothes. As soon as [ am
ready I will knock on the window again.»

Milady shut the window, put out the lamp,
and lay down on the bed. Through the noise of
the storm she heard the grinding of the file upon
the bars. At the end of an hour, Felton tapped
again, -

Milady jumped out of bed and opened the
window. Felton had removed two bars, and she
was just able to climb through.

«Will you trust my strength?» asked Felton. «I
shall have to carry you.»
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It was a frightening journey. Milady felt sick
and dizzy as Felton carried her down the rope
ladder. When they were half-way down, they
heard footsteps below and the voices of the
guards, and they hung in mid-air, silent and ter-
rified, until the men had passed.

An hour later they reached the sea-shore,
where a little boat was waiting to carry them out
to the waiting ship. As soon as they were on
board the latter, Milady asked, «Are we poing
straight to France?»

And Felton replied, «No, 1 want you to take
me to Portsmouth first, and wait for me there.»

«What are you going to do at Portsmouth?»
she asked hopefully.

«] am going to see Buckingham,» Felton
answered grimly.

«But you will never be allowed to do so.»

«0Oh, yes, T shall. T have a letter to him from
Lord Winter. It contains a request for a letter
ordering your exile to France, but 1 am not sup-
posed to know that.»

«And what will happen when you see him?»
asked Milady.
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«Buckingham will diel» replied the desperate
young man.

Milady was overjoyed. It was agreed that,
when they reached Portsmouth, she would wait
in the ship outside the harbour until ten o'clock
that morning. If Felton did not return by ten
o'clock, she was to sail without him.

In that case, if he was still free, he was to re-
join her in France, at the convent of the Carme-
lites at Béthune.

Felton entered Portsmouth about eight o'clock
in the moming. and went straight to the palace
of the Admiralty, where Buckingham was
staying. The guard wanted to stop him from en-
tering, but Felton showed him the letter and

said, «An important message from Lord Win-
ler.»

At the name of Lord Winter, who was known
to be one of the duke’s greatest friends, Felton
was admitted at once. He found Patrick, the
duke’s servant, and was led by him through a
large hall into Buckingham's dressing-room.

«A messenger from Lord Winter,» said Pat-
rick.

«From Lord Winter!» repeated Buckingham.
«Lel him come in.»
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Felton entered, and Buckingham went on,
«Why didn't Lord Winter come himself? I ex-
pected him this morning. »

«He asked me to tell you.» replied Felton,
«that he was prevented from coming because of
the guard he has to keep at the castle.»

«Yes, 1 know that,» said Buckingham. «He
has a prisoner.s

«My lord,» said Felton, «Lord Winter re-
quests you to sign this order of exile for that
prisonet.»

«Give me the letter,» said the duke. Taking it
from Felion, he read it quickly and then took up
a pen and prepared to sign it,

But Felton did not give him time to sign it,
«And now, my lord, you are in the hands of
God!» he cried; and taking a dagger from his
pocket he plunged it into Buckingham’s side.

«Ah, traitor,» cried Buckingham, «you have
killed me! Help, Patrick, help!»

At his ery. the secretary came running into
the room, took one look at his dying master,
and screamed «Murder!s at the top of his voice,

Felton looked round for a means of escape,
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and, seeing the door open, he rushed nio the
next room and towards the staircase. But upon
the first step he met Lord Winter, who, seeing
him pale. confused, and stained with blood both
on his hands and face, seized him by the throat,
crying: «l1 knew it! I guessed it! But 1 am too
late by a minute. Ah, how unfortunate I am!s»

Felton did not try 1o get away. Lord Winter
placed him in the hands of the guards, who led
him to a little terrace overlooking the sea. Then
Lord Winter ran into the duke’s room, only to
be greeted with the news that Buckingham was
dead. Running out again, angry and helpless, he
told the soldiers to bind Feltons hands and take
him to prison.

Felton was now guite calm, but suddenly he
looked out to sca. With the sharp eves of a
sailor, he recognised the sail of a ship which was
sailing away towards the coast of France. He
grew deathly pale, placed his hand upon his
heart, which was breaking, and al once under-
stood Milady's treachery.

«What time is it?» he whispered.

Lord Winter looked at his watch. «It is ten
minutes to nine,» he said.

Milady had left an hour and a half before the
arranged time.
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As soon as she heard the cannon which
announced Buckingham's death, she ordered the
captain to set sail. The ship was already quite a
distance from the coast.

«lIt is God's will!» said Felton miserably.

Lord Winter followed his look, and under-
stood what had happened. «Be punished alone,
now, you miserable man,» he said to Felton.
«But 1 swear to you, by the memory of my
brother, that that woman will be punished, too.»

Felton lowered his head without saying a
waord,

As for Lord Winter, he ran guickly downstairs
and went straight to the port.
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Chapter 22

MADAME BONACIEUX

Let us now return to our musketeers. Think-
ing that Milady was safely out of the way, as
Lord Winter’s prisoner in England, they next
began to make enquiries about little Madame
Bonacicux, who had disappeared so mysterious-
ly. Aramis had friends in high roval circles. and
at last he heard that Madame Bonacicux had
been rescued by the gqueen's messengers, and
taken to a convent in the country.

«She will be safe enough there,» Aramis said.
But D'Artagnan, who had fallen a little in love
with the pretty secamstress, persuaded his three
friends to obtain leave of absence, and ride with
him into the country to visit her,

«Where is this convent?s he asked Aramis.

«lt is a Carmelite house at Béthune,» replied
his friend.
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They set off the next morning on a journey
which would take them two or three days on
horseback.

Milady arrived there before them. Her arrival
spelt death for-Madame Bonacieux.

The morning after Milady’s arrival at the con-
vent, she was awakened by a soft voice at the
foot of her bed. She opened her eyes and saw a
pretty, fair-haired young woman smiling down at
her. The face of the young woman was entirely
unknown to her, and she was dressed in a
novice's cothes — thal is to say, she was not yet
a nun, but was training to become one. Milady
was bored and lonely, and she was quite pleased
to have someone to talk to. She behaved in her
most charming manner, and soon the novice was
telling her own story. Imagine Milady's astonish-
ment when she discovered that this young girl
was that same Madame Bonacieux who had
been a servant of the queen and a friend of
D' Artagnan’s! The wicked mind of Milady was
filled with joy. Fate had played straight into her
hands! She began making plans at once to take
Madame Bonacieux secretly away from the con-
vent, and hide her somewhere, holding her as a
hostage. Milady was in mortal fear of Athos and
D'Artagnan, but she knew they would never

W
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dare to avenge themselves on her if they risked
Madame Bonacieux’s life in doing so. The
seamstress would be her safeguard.

The next morning, however, Madame Bona-
cieux ran into Milady's room in great excite-
ment. She had received a message that D'Artag-
nan was on his way 1o Béthune to visit her, and
to take care of her if necessary. Milady realised
that she would have to act quickly. She had
friends in the neighbourhood who would lend
her a carriage: that very day she would carry
Madame Bonacieux off to a secrel hiding-
place — a small, lonely cottage which she knew
of, some twenty miles away. It was near the vil-
lage of Armentiéres, and was known only by
Milady and the Count of Rochefort, that myste-
rious man in the black cloak, D'Artagnan's
=«man from Mecung.»

Milady's plans were soon made: the carriage
would call for her that evening as soon as it was
dark, and the coachman was instructed to wail
in a litile wood behind the convent, so it the
nuns would not see their departure. Milady also
sent @ note to the Count of Rochefort, on which
was written the one word, Armentiéres. He
would then know that she had gone to the cot-
tage. and would find her there,
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She then packed a small bag with her jewels
and most valuable possessions. and sent for
Madame Bonacieux. Perhaps the most difficult
part of her plan would be to persuade the
seamsiress to come with--her, now that the
young woman knew D'Artagnan was near at
hand. But Milady was equal to the task.

Pretending to be very upset and anXious, she
told Madame Bonacieux that she had. been
warned that the message rom D"Artagnan was
a forgery: it had not been sentby the young man
at all.

«How can that be?s cried the Tittle seamstress,

«D'Artagnan and his friends are at the siege
of Rochelle, many miles away,» said Milady
convineingly. «They do not even know that you
are here. Three of the cardinal’s guards, dis-
guised as the king's musketeers, will come for
you. You will be kidnapped once more, and
taken back to Paris.»

«Oh, my God! Is no one to be trusted in this
wicked world?» cried Madame Bonacicux, «l
shall go mad!»

«The only thing to do is for us to leave
together,» said Milady carnestly. «I have a car-
riage coming to fetch me tonight. You can come
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with me and [ will hide you safely until we can
get in touch with your friends.»

«0Oh, you are so kind, and [ am so grateful,»
cried the unhappy girl.

And so they waited together in Milady's
room. As might was falling, they heard the noise
of a carriage in the distance.

«Do you hear anything?» said Madame Bona-
cleux.

«¥Yes. It is the carriage my friends have sent
for us,» replied Milady.

wOh, my Godle

«Come, come! Be brave! Go 1o your room
and bring all you need in one small bag. Then
come back here and we will have some supper.
We have a journey before us, and must keep
our strength up.»

Madame Bonacieux was so nervous that she
could eat very little supper. She ate a few
mouthfuls of chicken, and took a sip from a
small glass of wine,

«Come, come!» said Milady, lifting her own
glass 1o her mouth. «Do as | do — drink up!s
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But at the moment the glass touched her lips,
she heard the distant sound of galloping horses.
The noise acted on her jov like the storm which
awakens a sleeper from a happy dream. She
grew pale, and ran to the window. The noise be-
came louder, and all at once she saw the glitter
of lace hats and the waving of feathers. She
counted two, then five, then eight horsemen.
One of them was well ahead of the rest.

Milady gave a groan. In the first horseman
she recognised D'Artagnan.

«Oh, my God, my God, what is itls cried
Madame Bonacicux.
«It is the cardinal's guards, Come — we must

go at once. There is not 4 moment to be lost.»

Madame Bonacieux tried to walk, made two
steps, and then sank upon her knees. Milady
tried to raise and carry her, but could not do it.

«For the last time, will you come?» she said.

«Oh. my strength fails me, | cannot walk,»
subbed the girl. «You must go without me.»

«(Go alone, and leave vou here? No, neverls
cried Milady. She paused a moment. and then
her eyes flashed wickedly. She ran 1o the table,
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took a small bottle of poison from her pocket,
and poured the contents into Madame Bona-
cieux's glass of wine. Then, taking the glass with
a firm hand, she said, «Drink. This wine will
give you strength. Drink!» And she put the glass
to the lips of the young woman, who drank it

gratefully,

«This is not the way 1 wished to revenge my-
sell,» said Milady to hersell, «but it is all 1 can
do!s And she rushed out of the room.

When D' Artagnan and his fricnds ran into the
room a few minutes later, they found the seams-
tress lying dead on the floor, and the wicked
Milady was nowhere to be found.

D"Artagnan gave a cry and kissed the lifeless
hand of the poor girl. Porthos wept; Aramis
pointed towards heaven; Athos made the sign of
the cross.

Al that moment a man appeared in the door-
way. almost as pale as those alrcady in the
room. It was Lord Winter.

«Cientlemen,» he said, «you are, as | am, in
search of a very wicked woman who,» he added
with a terrible smile, «must have passed this
way, for [ see a corpse.»
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Athos rose and offered him his hand. «You
are welcome, my lord,» he said, «for you are
one of us.»

«Milady is to blame for all this,» Lord Winter
went on. «I set out five hours after her from
Portsmouth. 1 arrived three hours after her at
Boulogne. 1 missed her by twenty minutes at St.
Omer. Finally, at Lilliers I lost all trace of her. I
was riding towards Paris when 1 caught sight of
a man who, I know, is a friend of hers. His
name is the Count of Rochefort. And by an
amazing stroke of luck, he dropped a note
which | picked up. That note was in Milady's

handwriting, and it bore the one word, Armen-
fiéres, »

«Armentiérests cried the musketéers with one
voice. «That is only a few miles from here.
Come - let us go to Armentiéres!.»
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Chapter 23

AN UNHAPPY ENDING

The first thing the musketeers did was to send
their four servants to Armentiéres, each by a
different road. All four were to meet the next
morning at eleven o'clock. If they had disco-
vered Milady’s hiding-place, three were to re-
main on guard, and the fourth, Planchet, was 1o
return to Béthune to act as a guide to the four
friends, These arrangements made, D' Artagnan,
Porthos, Aramis and Lord Winter went to bed
in the inn where they were all staying.

But Athos put on his cloak and hat and went
out. It was ten o'clock and the streets of the
small town were almost empty. Athos wanted to
find someone to show him the way to a certain
house, and at last he met a beggar sitting by the
roadside. Athos mentioned a name and offered
the beggar hall a crown 1o lead him there. The
man was obviously terrified, and refused at first,
but at the sight of the piece of silver shining i:'-
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the darkness he agreed, and led Athos down a
dark and lonely path to a small house, far away
from the town. Athos went towards the house
while the beggar, who had reccived his reward,
left as Tast as his legs could carry him.

The house was in complete darkness. No light
appeared through the windows: it was as dark
and silent as the tomb,

Athos knocked three times before he received
an answer. Al last the door was opened, and a
man appeared, tall and white-faced, with black
hair and beard. Athos and he exchanged some
words in a low voice, then the tall man made a
sign to the musketecr that he might come in.

The man whom Athos had come so far to
seck. and whom he had found with so much
trouble, lived entirely alone in the dark house,
There was no [amily, no servant, and the tall
man had no friends. Athos quickly explained 1o
him the reason for his visit, and told him what
he wanted him to do. The unknown man at first
drew back with signs of terror, and refused: but
Athos showed him a letter, which was signed
and sealed, and the tall man bowed his head
and said he was ready to obey.

Athos asked no more. He arose, bowed, and
went out, returning to the inn, where he went, lo
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bed. Early next morning D' Artagnan entered his
room and told him that Planchet had returned.
Athos got up and dressed at once, and found
Planchet waiting impatiently outside the inn.

Plunchet told them that, after some difficulty,
he had found Milady's hiding-place. The other
three servants were watching the cottage, which
stood on a lonely road outside Armentiéres,
close beside a river.

«Now what do we do?» asked D' Artagnan im-
patiently, on hearing the news.

«We wait until tonight!» replied Athos, and
ecach man returned to his own room.

At eight o'clock in the evening Athos ordered
the horses to be saddled and warned his friends
and Lord Winter that it was Llime to start, In an
instant all five were ready. Athos came down
last, and found D"Artagnan already on horse-
back and growing impatient.

«Have patience!s said Athos. «One of our
party s still not here.»

The four horsemen looked round them with
astonishment, for they could not think who this
other person could be, Athos jumped into his
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saddle and set off at a gallop, calling, «Wait for
me. I'll be back soon.»

In a guarter of an hour he returned, accompa-
med by a tall man, masked, and wrapped in a
large red cloak. Lord Winter and the three mus-
keteers looked at one another in surprise. None
of them knew who this man was; but they were
certain that all was well, as it was done by Ath-
o0s"s order.

At nine o'clock the little party set off, (aking
the road 10 Armentiéres. It was a dark and stor-
my night. Heavy clouds covered the sky, hiding
the stars; the moon would not rse until mid-
night. Occasionally, by the light of a flash of
lightning, the road stretched itself before them,
white and lonely; then everything was black
again,

Several times Lord Winter, Porthos, or Ara-
mis tried to talk to the man in the red cloak: but
he only bowed without saying a word, and at
last they gave up all attempts at conversation.
The storm grew worse, and the wind whistled in
the feathered hats and hair of the horsemen.
Soon it began to rain heavily.

At last Planchet told them to stop, and, by
another flash of lightning, they saw a litile house

on the banks of a river. One window was light-
ed. i
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a«Here we arels said Athos.

At this moment a man who had been hiding
in a ditch jumped up and came towards them. It
was Athos's servant. He pointed to the lighted
window, «She is there,» he said, «The others are
guarding the door.»

«Good!» said Athos. «You are good and
faithiul servants.» He jumped from his horse
and moved towards the window, after making a
sign to the others to go towards the door.

The window curtains were drawn, but Athos
climbed on to the sill and found that he could
see over the top of them. By the light of a lamp
he saw a woman, wrapped in a dark cloak, sca-
ted upon a stool near a dying fire. Her elbows
were on a table, and she leaned her head upon
her hands. A bitter smile passed over Athos's
lips. It was the woman he was looking for.

At this momenlt a horse neighed, Milady
raised her head, saw the pale face of Athos
through the window, and screamed. Athos
pushed the window with his knee and hand. The
glass broke, and, like a god of vengeance. he
jumped into the room,

Milady ran to the door and opened it. More
pale and threatening than Athos. D'Artagnan
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stood outside. Milady drew back with a cry.
D’Artagnan drew a pistol from his belt, but
Athos raised his hand.

«Put back that weapon, D'Artagnan!» he said.
«This woman must be judged, not murdered.
Come in, gentlemen.»

D'Artagnan obeyed;  behind “him &nered
Porthos, Aramis, Lord Winter, and the man in
the red cloak. The four servants guarded the
door and window,

Milady had sunk into a chair, with her hands
held out in front of her. Seeing her brother-in-
law, she gave a terrible cry. «What do you
want?» she screamed. : i

«We want,» said Athos, «Anne de Breuil,
who first was called Countess de la Fere, and
afterwards Milady Winter.»

«That is me! That is me!» she whispered, in
terror. «What do you want?»

«We wish to judge you for your crimes,» said
Athos, «Defend yourself if you can. D"Artag-
nan, you shall accuse her first.»

D*Artagnan came forward. «Before God and
before men,» he said, «1 accuse this woman of

323

s sl o deedees DU o Vi le g2
B o

o Y ali e oS O ot 10 e J5h
PO 1 1 T P Y WY

35lly *hr-.r".il_ e e ails bEay vl t_l.ﬂ
el AR B T S B i o RS
R ETIC PR [ S P P |

Ladiey pbell ] bpdy ) S e gV )
Bl cdigle oy ik e e Lk ooaald
afde g

L8N i S G g 900 o jr t el U
"-r':‘...’ I..'_fa"jf'l f': “.-.'iv}"

o8R0 s 5 13k 16T 1 TUT L i ot
el AL e Slaslos O ay iyt gl JU

PVl S T ool L Ceadand Of Sldi e ails
e

wda el Py A s 2y LI ) OLILLS pam

322



poisoning Madame Bonacieux, who died yester-
day evening.»

He turned towards Porthos and Aramis. «We
bear witness to this,» said the two musketeers,
with one voice.

«Your turn, my lord,» said Athos.

Lord Winter came forward. «Before God and
before men,» he said, «] accuse this woman of
having caused the murder of the Duke of Buck-
ingham.»

«The Duke of Buckingham murdered!s cried
the musketeers.

«That is not all,» Lord Winter went on. «My
brother, who made you his heir, died in three
bours of a strange and sudden illness. My sister,
how did your husband die?»

Milady let her head sink between her hands.

«[t is my turn now,» said Athos. «1 married
that woman when she was a young girl. 1 gave
her my wealth, 1 gave her my name. And one
day 1 discovered that she was branded — this
woman was marked with a flewr-de-lys on her
right shoulder.»

«Oh,» cried Milady, with a terrible laugh, -

«you cannot find anyone to prove why 1 was
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branded! You will never find the man who did
it, SO yOu can never prove my crime.»

«Silence!» said a deep voice. «] can reply to
that!s» And the man in the red cloak came for-
ward in his turn,

«What man is that? What man is that?s
screamed Milady, half choked with terror, her
hair hanging loose and her eyes starting out of
her head. The unknown man walked up to her
with a slow and solemn step, and took off his
mask.

«0h, no, oh no! It is a ghost! It can’t be hels
she cried, turning towards the wall as if she
would tear an opening with her hands,

«Who are you. then?» asked D"Artagnan,

«Ask that woman,» replied the man in the red
cloak.

«The executioner, the executioner!s cried
Milady, falling on her knees. «Oh, have mercy
on mels

The man in the red cloak waited for silence,
and then continued, «I told you that she knew
me. Yes, | am the exccutioner who branded
her. Here is my story.»

And the tale he told was indeed a tragic one.

a
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He said that when Milady was a young girl she
wis in 4 convent, training to become a nun. The
executioner’s younger brother was a priest who
visited the convent regularly to give the nuns re-
ligious training. Milady, who was wicked even in
those days, and had no real desire to become a
nun, used all her charms on the young man and
made him fall in love with her. Her influence on
him was so great that she persuaded him to bet-
ray all his vows and run away with her. But to
leave the district, to go to another part of
France where they could live together without
being known, required money — and neither of
them had any. The priest stole the holy cups
from the church and sold them; but as they were
preparing to escape together, they were both
arrested. It was the executioner’s terrible duty
to brand both the girl and his own brother.

They were imprisoned for a time, but then
managed to escape; they fled together into Ber-
rv, and there the young priest obtained a job as
@ curate.

Milay pretended to be his sister. [t was
at this time that Athos, the Count de la
Fére. met Milady and married her. Milady left
the young priest, who returned to his home
town, almost mad with grief. There he learned
that his brother, the executioner, had been im-

o
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prisoned in his place, when he had escaped with
Milady. At once the unhappy young man gave
himself up to the police, and hanged himself in
prison that same night.

The executioner was set [ree at once, but his
life was ruined, and he had lived, friendless and
alone, ever since that day.

«That i1s the crime of which [ accuse her,» said
the man in the red cloak. «She caused the ruin
and death of a young priest, my brother.»

«D"Artagnan, what punishment do you de-
mand against this woman?» asked Athos.

«The punishment is deathl» replied D"Artag-
nan.

«My Lord Winter, what punishment do you
demand?» continued Athos.

«The punishment is death,» replied Lord Win-
ter.

«Porthos and Aramis,» repeated Athos, «you
are the judges. What punishment should she
have?.

«The punishment of death,» replied the mus-
keteers.
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Milady gave a frightful shriek. and dragged
herself upon her knees towards her judges.
Athos stretched out his hand towards her.

«You have committed crimes against both
men and God,» he said. «If you know a prayer,
say it — for you are condemned, and you shall
die.»

At these words, which left no hope, Milady's
strength failed her. She did not try to struggle
when the man in the red cloak tied her hands
behind her and led her out of the cottage. He
held his executioner's sword in his hand. Milady
was executed in a boat on the river, and her
body was dropped into the depths of the waters,
which closed over it. So ended her wicked life,

Lord Winter, D’Artagnan, Athos, Porthos
and Aramis went out to their horses, and their
servants followed them. The lonely cottage was
left empty, with its broken window, its open
door, and its smoky lamp burning sadly on the
table.
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