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PREFACE

The Three Musketeers is an exciting piece of fiction set
in France in the years 1626-28, when Charles I was King of
England and Louis XIIT was King of France. War broke
out between the two countries in 1627, and the siege of La
Rochelle is historical fact, as also is Buckingham’s assassina-
tion in the following year.

This is an abridged and simplified version of Alexandre
Dumas’s entertaining story, and it is suitable for supple-
mentary reading in the higher forms of schools where English
is taught as a foreign language. Unfamiliar words and
phrases are marked with an asterisk in the text, and explained

in the glossary at the end of the book.
E. F. D.
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CHAPTER 1

D’ARTAGNAN GOES TO PARIS

ON the first Monday of the month of April, 1626, a
young man arrived in the French market-town of Meung.
We can sketch his portrait in a few words. Imagine a Don
Quixote* of eighteen, dressed in a faded woollen jacket;
his face long and brown, with high cheek-bones, intelli-
gent eyes, and a determined chin. He wore a cap set
off with a feather, such as all Gascons* wear. Too big for
a boy, too small for a grown man, he might have been
a farmer’s son, except for the long sword which hit against
his legs as he walked, and against the rough side of his
horse when he rode.  This horse was a Béarn* pony,
from twelve to fourteen years old, yellow-skinned, and
without a hair in its tail. It had been given to D’Artag-
nan (for so the young man was named) by his father,
and the youth did not like to refuse the pony; but he
knew how foolish such a horse made him seem, even
though he was an excellent horseman.

¢ My son,’ said the old Gascon gentleman, D’Artagnan
the elder. ‘I have nothing to give you except fifteen
crowns*, my horse, and some good advice, but I want
you to go to Paris and offer to serve our king, Louis XIII.
Be proud and brave in all things. Take no orders
nor insults from anyone except Monsieur* the cardinal*
and the king. You are young. You ought to be
brave for two reasons: first, because you are a Gascon;
and secondly, because you are my son. Never fear
quarrels, but seek adventures. I have taught you
how to handle a sword; you have muscles of iron and a
wrist of steel. Fight on all occasions. Fight all the more



8 THE THREE MUSKETEERS

because duels* are forbidden; because there is, for this
reason, twice as much courage in fighting. I have only
one thing to add, and that is to hold up an example for
you. I am speaking of M. de Tréville, who was formerly
my neighbour, and who had the honour to be, as a child,
the playfellow of our king. He is now captain of the
king’s musketeers*. Go to him with this letter, and
follow his example in all things.’

And this is why the young D’Artagnan, on that April
day in 1626, came to the city of Meung. He had de-
cided to spend the night there on his way to Paris.

As he dismounted from his horse at the gate of an inn
called the Jolly Miller, the young man saw—through an
open window on the ground floor—a gentleman talking
with two people who were listening to him with respect.
D’Artagnan could clearly hear their conversation, and
as he listened, the gentleman made some witty and
amusing remarks about the Béarnese pony. His two
listeners laughed, but D’Artagnan was insulted. He pull-
ed his cap down over his eyes and walked forward an-
grily, with one hand on the hilt of his sword. His anger
increased at every step, and at last he shouted,

‘ I say, sir, you, sir, who are hiding behind that window,
tell me what you are laughing at, and we will laugh
together!’

The gentleman raised his eyes slowly from the horse to
its owner, and replied coldly, ‘I was not speaking to
vou, sir.’

‘But I am speaking to you!’ replied the young man,
more angry than ever at this mixture of politeness and
scorn.

The unknown man looked at him again with a slight
smile, and, leaving the window, came out of the inn and
stood close to the horse and D’Artagnan.

‘This horse must, in its youth, have been a buttercup*,’
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he said, still speaking to his listeners at the window and
not paying the least attention to D’Artagnan. ‘Itis a
colour very well known in botany*, but, until now, very
rare among horses.” He turned to re-enter the inn, but
D’Artagnan drew his sword and followed him, crying,

“ Turn, turn, sir, or I shall strike you from behind!

¢ Strike me?’ said the other, turning round in astonish-
ment. ¢ Why, my good fellow, you must be mad!

But D’Artagnan attacked him so fiercely that, if he
had not jumped quickly backwards, he might never have
spoken again. Seeing that the young Gascon was deadly
serious, the stranger drew his sword and prepared to
fight. But at the same moment his two listeners, accom-
panied by the inn-keeper, attacked D’Artagnan with
sticks and stones, and the stranger became a spectator of
the fight. D’Artagnan fought bravely, but at last his
sword was broken in two pieces, and a blow on his fore-
head brought him to the ground, covered with blood and
almost fainting.

The inn-keeper and his servants carried the wounded
man into his kitchren, where his wounds were attended to.
The unknown stranger returned to his place at the win-
dow, where the inn-keeper joined him a few minutes
later. ‘I hope your Excellency is safe and anhurt?’ he
said.

¢ Oh, yes, perfectly safe, my good man,” the stranger
replied. ‘ And now tell me, what has happened to the
young man?’

‘ He is better, sir. He fainted, and during his fainting
fit we examined his luggage and found nothing but a
clean shirt and twelve crowns. A letter addressed to
M. de Tréville, captain of the musketeers, was in his
pocket.’

‘ Indeed!” said the stranger to himself. ¢ Can Tréville
have sent this Gascon to attack me?’ He turned to the
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inn-keeper. ‘ Where is he now?’ he asked. ‘Is his
luggage with him? Has he taken off his coat ?’

‘ No, everything is in the kitchen, sir,” replied the other.
¢ And my wife has taken the young man up to our room.’

‘ Well, give me my bill and call my servant,’ said the
stranger. ‘It is not necessary for Milady to be seen by
this fellow,” he continued to himself as the inn-keeper left
the room. ‘ She will be here soon. I had better go and
meet her. I should like, however, to know what is in
this letter to Tréville.” And he went quietly towards the
kitchen.

Meanwhile the inn-keeper returned to his private room
and found D’Artagnan, with his head tied up with a
bandage, just beginning to descend the stairs. On ar-
riving at the kitchen, the first thing D’Artagnan saw was
his enemy talking calmly at the step of a carriage to a
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D’Artagnan saw his enemy talking at the step of a carriage
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young woman of about twenty years of age. As she
leaned out of the carriage window, D’Artagnan saw that
she was very beautiful: pale and fair, with long curls
falling over her shoulders, and large blue eyes.

¢ His Eminence*®, then, orders me to return at once to
England,’ she said. ¢ What about my other instructions ?’

¢ They are in this box, Milady,” replied the stranger.

‘ Very well.  And what will you do?’

‘I shall return to Paris.’

At that moment D’Artagnan, who had heard every-
thing, rushed out of the inn. The stranger turned to-
wards him, but Milady cried, ‘ Remember that the least
delay may ruin everything.’

‘You are right,’ cried the gentleman, and, bowing to
the lady, he sprang to his saddle and rode off towards
Paris. Milady’s coachman* applied his whip to his
horses, and set off in the opposite direction.

¢ Coward! cried D’Artagnan, jumping forward; but
his wound had left him weak and dizzy and he fainted
for the second time.

On the following morning, however, D’Artagnan arose
and went down to the kitchen without help. He asked
for his bill, but when the time came for him to pay, he
found nothing in his pocket except his old velvet purse
containing the twelve crowns. The letter addressed to
M. de Tréville had disappeared.

¢ My letter of recommendation!” cried D’Artagnan.
¢ My letter of recommendation! I warn you that that
letter is for M. de Tréville, and it must be found !’

¢ That letter is not lost,” sald the inn-keeper. ‘It has
been stolen from you.’

¢ Stolen! By whom?’

¢ By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He came
down into the kitchen where your coat was. He remain-
ed there for some time, alone. I amsure he hasstolen it.
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¢ Do you think so?” asked D’Artagnan doubtfully.

‘I am sure of it,” continued the inn-keeper. ¢ When I
told him that you were the protégé* of M. de Tréville,
and that you had a letter for him, he was very much
disturbed. He asked me where that letter was, and came
down at once to the kitchen.’

‘ Then that’s my thief]’ said D’Artagnan. ‘I will com-
plain to M. de Tréville, and he will complain to the
king.” He took two crowns from his purse and gave
them to the inn-keeper. Then he remounted his yellow
horse, and rode without any more accidents to one of
the gates of Paris. Here he sold the horse for three
crowns, and entered Paris on foot.

He walked about until he found a cheap boarding-
house where he booked a room for the night. Next he
went to have a new blade put to his sword. After this,
he went to bed and slept the sleep of the brave, full of
hopes for the future.

CHAPTER 2
M. DE TREVILLE’S HOUSE

M. pe Tréville was a great friend of the French king,
Louis XIII. The king had made Tréville the captain of
his musketeers, that band of soldiers who were Louis
XIII’s most devoted and loyal guards.

Now, the most powerful man in France at that time,
after the king, was the cardinal, Richelieu. When
Richelieu saw the strong and chosen body of soldiers by
which Louis XIII surrounded himself, he decided that
he, too, must have his guard. He had his musketeers,
therefore, just as the king had his, and these two powerful
rivals competed with each other in obtaining the most
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famous swordsmen. It was not uncommon for Richelieu
and Louis XIII 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 sup-
ported their own masters, and seized every chance to fight
and quarrel with the other side.

The king’s musketeers (or rather, M. de Tréville’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 soldiers. The centre of the most live-
ly group was a musketeer of great height, and proud face,
whose name appeared to be Porthos. With him was
another musketeer, called Aramis, who was a complete
contrast to him. Aramis was a stout man of about
twenty-two, 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 the hall was pushed aside, and a
noble and handsome head, frightfully pale, appeared.

¢ Athos!’ cried the musketeers, and Aramis stepped for-
ward, saying, ¢ Athos! Are you recovered from your
wound ?’

¢ M. de Tréville sent for me,” replied Athos in a weak
but calm voice, ‘and I have hurried to receive his
orders.’

‘And vyesterday 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!’
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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 mus-
keteers. He was grateful to 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 mus-
keteers again more suddenly than he expected. His in-
terview with M. de Tréville ended in disappointment,
for the captain of the musketeers told D’Artagnan that
no one was admitted to his guards who had not proved
his courage in battle,

‘You are scarcely more than a boy,” Tréville said.
‘But I respected your father very much, D’Artagnan,
and I should like to help his son. You must learn to
become perfect in all the arts of war. I will write a letter
to the director of the Royal Academy*, 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 I
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 look-
ing out of the window at the musketeers, who went away
one after the other, disappearing at the corner of the
street.

M. de Tréville finished the letter, sealed it, and ap-
proached 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 mysterious man



