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Three Musketeers

CHAPTER I
D’Artagnan’s First Adventure

“My son,” said I)’Artagnan’s father, “this horse was born in
my stables about thirty years ago and has served me faithfully ever
then, This fact ought to make you glad to own it. ”

“Since you are going to make a living yourself in the

>

world.” continued the old Gascon, “notice carefully your name

of gentleman. Accept criticism from no one but the Cardinal®
and the King. Never be afraid of quarrels, but face adventure.
I have taught you the way to use the sword. ”

“The minute you reach Paris,” added the old man. “ take
this letter in person to M. de Tréville. This gentleman was my
neighbour before, and had the honour of being the chosen

companion of our King before his accession® to the throne®.

]

Cardinal: 4 & % 3%
2 accession:# 3R
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Three Musketeers

Now he is a captain of the Musketeers-chief of the King’s personal
guards. Furthermore, M. de Tréville gains ten thousand crowns a
year and is a great noble. He began as you begin. Look for him with
this letter and regard him as your model so that you maybe as
successful as he had been. My son, I have nothing to give you but
fifteen crowns, my horse and the suggestions that you have just
heard. Make full use of all, wish you live happily and long. ”

With these words, the old man hung his own sword over his son’s
shoulder, kissed him on both cheeks, blessed him and said goodbye.

ID)'Artagnan dismounted® at the “Jolly Miller” when he
reached Meung. As he did so he found a stern-looking gentleman
standing at a half-open window on the ground floor. He was
talking to two other persons behind him in the room and they
seemed to be listening to him with unusual respect.
D’Artagnan naturally thought that the conversation must be
about him, as the man looked steadily in his direction, and so
he listened carefully to what they said.

The gentleman appeared to be discussing the horse’s
qualities —it was between twelve and fourteen years old, with

a yellow coat and a thick hair less tail, and the listeners broke

@ dismounte; T %
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Three Musketeers

frequently into laughing. When the gentleman made a particularly
humorous remark about the horse, the two others laughed
even louder than before and he himself allowed a faint smile to
appear on his face. This time there was doubtless: D’Artagnan
had been insulted.

“Well, sir, who are hiding yourself behind that shutter.
Please tell me what you are laughing at and we will laugh
together. ”

The gentleman turned his eyes slowly from the horse to
its master, as if he needed some time to make sure if it could
possibly be to him that such remarks were being addressed.
Then, when he could affirm the fact, he frowned, and with an
insolent® air replied to ID’Artagnan, “1 was not talking to

”

you.
“But I am speaking to you!” answered the young man,
made still more angry by this mixture of politeness and scorn.
The gentleman looked at him again with a faint smile and
left the window. Coming out of the inn, he placed himself

before the horse within two paces of D’Artagnan.

@  insolent . B %
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Three Musketeers

“This horse was once a buttercup, I am certain of it,” he
addressed his remarks to the two men still at the window and
completely ignored D’Artagnan. “this colour is very common
among flowers, but until now very rare among horses. ”

The young man cried in his fury, “There are people who
laugh at a horse, but would not dare to laugh at the master.”

The gentleman said, “sir, as you may have noticed, I do
not often laugh, but I laugh when it pleases me to do so.”

“And 1,7 cried D’Artagnan, “will not allow anyone to
laugh when it displeases me. ”

“Is that so, sir?” continued the gentleman calmly. He
turned on his heel to reenter the inn.

“Turn! Turn, Mr. Joker, or I will strike you from behind!”

“Strike me!” said the other, turning and looking at the
young man with as much suprise as scorn. “Why! My good
fellow, you must be crazy.”

Hardly had he finished when D’Artagnan made a furious®
attack. If the gentleman had not sprung quickly backward, it
is possible that he would have joked for the last time. Then,
seeing that the youth was really serious, the unknown drew

his sword, and placed himself on guard. But at the same time

@ furious: 2 %65, B8
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Three Musketeers

the two from the inn, together with the innkeeper, fell upon
D'Artagnan with heavy sticks. When D’Artagnan turned round to
face this shower of blows, the unknown calmly sheathed® his sword,
and became a spectator® instead of being actively engaged in a fight,

He kept cool and undisturbed, muttering nevertheless to
himself, “Curse these Gascons! Put him on his yellow horse
and send him away.”

D’Artagnan cried bravely, “Not before I have killed you,
coward!” He stood his ground before his three assailants@,
who continued to shower blows upon him.

The gentleman murmured, “By my honour, these Gascons
are hot-headed! Keep up the dance then, since that seems to
be what he wants. When he is tired, he will perhaps say that
he has had enough of it.”

Yet the gentleman did not know the determined person with
whom he had to deal. ID’Artagnan was not the man ever to cry for
quarter. The fight therefore continued for a few more moments until
>’ Artagnan dropped his sword, which was broken in two by a blow
from a stick. Another blow upon his now defenceless head brought

him to the ground, covered with blood and almost fainting.
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