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PREFACE

In which it is proved that, notwithstanding their names in os and
is, the heroes of the history which we are about to have the honor
to relate to our readers have nothing mythological about them.

SHORT time ago, while making researches in the Royal

Library for my History of Louis XIV, I stumbled by
chance upon the Memoirs of Monsieur d’Artagnan, printed—
as were most of the works of that period, in which authors
could not tell the truth without the risk of a residence, more
or less long, in the Bastille—at Amsterdam, by Pierre Rouge.
The title attracted me; I took them home with me, with the
permission of the guardian, and devoured them.

It is not my intention here to enter into an analysis of this
curious work; and I shall satisfy myself with referring such
of my readers as appreciate the pictures of the period to its
pages. They will therein find portraits penciled by the hand
of a master; and although these squibs may be, for the most
part, traced upon the doors of barracks and the walls of
cabarets, they will not find the likenesses of Louis XIII,
Anne of Austria, Richelieu, Mazarin, and the courtiers of the
period, less faithful than in the history of M. Anquetil.

But, as it is well known, that which strikes the capricious
mind of the poet is not always that which affects the mass
of readers. Now, while admiring, as others doubtless will
admire, the curious details we have to relate, the thing which
attracted our attention most strongly is one to which no one
before ourselves had given a thought.

D’Artagnan relates that on his first visit to M. de Tréville,
captain of the king’s Musketeers, he met in the antechamber
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three young men, serving in the illustrious corps into which
he was soliciting the honor of being received, bearing the
names of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. :

We must confess these three strange names struck us; and
it immediately occurred to us that they were but pseudonyms,
under which D’Artagnan had disguised names perhaps illus-
trious, or else that the bearers of these borrowed names had
themselves chosen them on the day in which, from caprice,
discontent, or want of fortune, they had donned the simple
musketeer’s uniform.

From that moment we had no rest till we had searched all
the contemporary works within our reach for some trace of
these extraordinary names which had so strongly awakened
our curiosity.

The catalogue alone of the books we read with this object
would fill a whole chapter, which, although it might be very
instructive, would certainly afford our readers but little
amusement. It will suffice, then, to tell them that at the
moment at which, discouraged by so many fruitless investiga-
tions, we were about to abandon our search, we at length
found, guided by the counsels of our illustrious friend, Paulin
Piris, a manuscript in folio, indorsed 4772 or 4773, we do
not recollect which, having for title: *“Memoir of the Comte
de la Fére, touching some Events which passed in France to-
wards the End of the Reign of King Louis XIII and the Com-
mencement of the Reign of King Louis XIV.”

It may be easily imagined how great was our joy, when in
turning over this manuscript, our last hope, we found at the
twentieth page the name of Athos, at the twenty-seventh the
name of Porthos, and at the thirty-first the name of Aramis.

The discovery of a completely unknown manuscript at a
period in which historical science is carried to such a high
degree appeared almost miraculous. We hastened, therefore,
to obtain permission to print it, with the view of presenting
ourselves some day with the pack of others at the doors of
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the Académie des Inscriptions et Belles Lettres, if we should
not succeed—a very probable thing, by-the-bye—in gaining
admission to the Académie Frangaise with our own proper
pack. This permission, we feel bound to say, was graciously
granted; which compels us here to give a public contradiction
to the slanderers who pretend that we live under a govern-
ment but moderately indulgent to men of letters.

Now, this is the first part of this precious manuscript
which we offer to our readers, restoring to it the title which
belongs to it, and entering into an engagement that if (of
which we entertain no doubt) this first part should obtain
the success it merits, we will publish the second incontinently.

In the mean while, as the godfather is a second father, we
beg the reader to lay to our account, and not to that of the
Comte de la Fére, the pleasure or the ennui he may experience.

This being understood, let us proceed with our history.
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CHAPTER 1
THE THREE GIFTS OF M. D’ARTAGNAN THE ELDER

N the first Monday of the month of April, 1626, the
market-town of Meung, in which the author of the
“Romance of the Rose” was born, appeared to be in as perfect
a state of revolution as if the Huguenots had just made a
second Rochelle of it. Many citizens, seeing the women .
flying towards the Grand Street, leaying their children cry-
ing at the open doors, hastened .tom the _g:}graa%ngusp b araa
porting their somewhat uncertain courage with a musket or
a partisan, firected their steps towards the mtéfr?‘()f the
Jo'lly Miller, before which was.gathered, increasin every F”’/
minute, a compaét group vms and full of Curiosity. Z :
.In those time§ panics Wete ﬁwgwnq ftzw s Rﬁd
without some city or other enregistering in its‘archives an
event of this kind. There were nobles, who made war against
each otper; there was the king, who made war against the
Cardinal; there was Spain, which made war against the king.
Then, in addition to these concealed or publjc, secret or open
2V there were robbers,‘trge,mts, Eflgucgotg, wolves, and
scoundrels, who made war upon everybody. The citizens
always took up arms readily against thieves, wolves, or
scoundrels, often against nobles or Huguenots, sometimes
against the king, but never against the cardinal or Spain. It
resulted, then, from this habit that on the said first Monday
of the month of April, 1626, the citizens, on hearing the
-clamof, and seeing neither the red-and-yellow standard nor

the livqrufm}xe Duc de Richelieu, rushed towards the hostel
1
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’emgfl t u-]oli}sr Wheﬁl arrived there, the cause of this
apparent to all. ;
A young man,—we can sketch his W at a dash.
Imagine to yourself a Don Quixote of eighteen; a Don
Quixote Wit'uchog;: _his,corseIet, without his coat-of-mail, with-
out hi‘é'ﬂc‘:'lfiss’é‘sf'; aDon Quixote, f}pthed in a woolen doublet,
the blue color of which had faded into a meless shade be-
tween lees’ of wine and a heavenly ‘%ﬁgg face long and !
brown; high cheek-bones, a sign f sXyadity; the maxillary
muscles ehotmously developed, anm e sign by which a
Gascon may always be detected, even without his cap,—and
our young man wore a cap set off with a sort of feather; the
eye open and intelligent; the nose hooked, but finely chiseled.
Too big for a youth, too small for a grown man, an experi-
enced eye might have taken him for a farmer’s sog u a
journey, l_mlg{u itn been for the long sx’%ﬁxhich,%?ﬁ%
from a leathern baldric, hit against the calves of its owner as
he walked, and against the rough side of his steed when he
was on horseback.

FQ&EPwoung man had a :sf‘;g\éj which was the observed of
all obsefvers. It was a Béarn pony, from twelve to fourteen
years old/,t\yellgw in his hide, without a hair in his tail, but not
without m’r‘i&?gﬁﬁon his le/%ss, Whi,ihkt;l?}l h _going with his
head lower than his knees, remmgb a'ma ingﬂ?’(}uite un-

Brtrived neverthel form his cight ]
necessary, contrived nevertheless to perform his eight leagues
a day. Unfortunately, the qualities of this horse were so
well concealed pnder his strange-colored hide and hisz?er{—
%ﬁ‘ﬁ'{miagmt, that at a time when everybody. was a con-
noisseur in horseflesh, the appearance of the M@%ony
at Meung—which place he had entered about a quarter, of

Yo f
an hour before, by the gate of Beaugency—produced an un-
favorhble feeling, which extended to his rider. X

And this feeling had been the more painfully 134ée1fé‘€i;€ed by
young D’Artagnan—for so was the Don Quixote of this-
second Rosinante named—from his not being able to conceal
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from himself the ridicalous appearance that such a steed gave
him, good horseman as he was. He had sighed deeply,
therefore, when acc??t’:mg the gift of the pony from M.
d’Artagnan the elder. ot /énorant that such a beast
was worth at least twenty‘%ﬁis, and the words which:ac-
gﬁfﬁ?ned the present were above all ‘price.

“My, sop,” said the old Gascon gentleman, in that pure
Béarn ‘pafoss of which Henry IV could neve Tid himself,—
“my son, this horse was born in the house of your father
about thirteen years ago, and has remained in it ever since,—
which ought to make you love it. Never sell it; allow it to
die %;fér ggilly and honorably of old age, and if you make
% ’c?x}mpalgn with it, take as mych care of it as you would of
an old servant. At court, p ;&ided you have ever the honor
to go there,” continued M. d Artagn he elder,—*an honor

» ,952. é/vhlch remember, your ancient n&%l%y gives you right,—
n Worthlly your name of gentleman, which has been
Lv%’x%iﬁly borne by your “fhee eé-cg'su\%r five hundred years,
both for your own sake and the sake of those who belong
wto you. By the latter I mean your relatives and friends.
5 Endure nothing from any one except Monsieur the Cardmai
and the king. It is by his courage, please to observe,—b
courage alone,—that a gentleman can make his way nowa-
Whoever Ms for a second perhaps allows the
Jm to escape which during that exact "second fortune held
out to him. You are young. = You ought to be brave for
two reasons: the first is, that you are a Gascon; and the
second is, that you are my son. Never fear quarrels, but
seek adventures. I have taugh ht you how to handle a sw)gﬁg&/
you have%s of iron, a Wrist of : steel Fight on all ocga-
sions. Fight the more fé%’ gi”g‘é, being for idden; since, %én—
sequditly, there is twice as much courage in fighting. I
have nothing to give you, my son, but fifteen crowns, my
- horse, and the counsel have just heard. Your mother

will add to them a reclpe for a certain b m, which she had

A
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from a Bohemian, and which has the Yﬁ’ff'ﬁ‘éﬁﬁs{fs Virdde of
“‘é\mall wounds that do not reach the heart.  Take ad-
‘Gtage of all, and live happily and long. I have but one
word to add, and that is to n example to you,—not
mine, for I myself have never appearigg at_courg, and have
only taken part in religious wars as a"vo unteer; 1 speak of
M. de Tréville, who was formerly my neighbor, and who
had the honor to be, as a child, the playfellow of our king,
Louis XIII, whom God preserve! Sometimes their play de-
genérated into battles, and in these battles the king was not
always the stronger. - The blows which he received increased
greatly his ésteem and friendship for M. de Tréville. After-
wards, M. de Tréville fought with others: in his first journey
to Paris, five times; from the death of the late king till the
young one came of age, without tfé'gf(‘(’)"xll%xu{g’WWars and(}fejgg‘:
seven times; and from that date up,to the present day, a
hundred times, perhaps! So that Fﬁm E%fcts, ordi-
Sances, and Jecrees, there he is, captain of the Musketeers;
that is to say, chief of a m%sars, who king
holds in great esteem, and whom the cardinal dreads,—he
who dreads nothing, as it is said. ~ Still further, M. de Tréville
0t ten thousand crowns a year; he is therefore a great
s, noble. He began as you begin. Go to him with this letter;
~ and make him your model in order that you may do as he
i has done.” % YA o
Upon which M. d’Artagnaié_téhe elder ﬁrdgd_his own sword

round his son, kisE;eld him_tedderly on both cheeks, and gave
him his benedi€tion. . - (4, 4,

"On leaving the’ patef’;xal Q};ﬁ;‘%z the young man found
his mother, who was waiting for him with the famous recipe
of Xhich the counsels we have just repeated would necessitate
ffequerft employment. The Mere on this side longer
and more tender than they had been on the other,—not that
M. d’Artagnan did not love his son, who was his only off-
spring, but M. d’Artagnan was a man, and he would have
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considered 1%% of a man to give way to his feelings;
y_ﬁereas Madame d’Artagnan was a woman, and still more,
a mother. She wept a(éunaa}my; and—Iet ys speak jt to the
: ? —_— 2
praise of M. d’Artagnan the younger——ggt,\mt_s’fafﬁflﬁng the
efforts he made to remain firm, as a future musketeer ought,
nature ﬁﬁﬁléﬁ, and he shed many tears, of which he suc-
i, 55 . . .
ceeded with great difficulty in concealing the half.

The same day the young man set forward on his journey,
furnished with the three paternal gifts, which g_on!smteé, as
we have said, of fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letc% f'g_
M. de Tréville,—the counsels being thrown into the bargggn. 1515

With such a_vade mecunm D’Artagnan was morally and

physically an exact copy of the hero of Cervantes, to whom ’
we so happily compared him when our duty % an"histofian
placed us under the necessity of sketching his portrait. Don
Quixote took windmills for gianﬁiﬂ%}xeep for armies;

D’Artagnan took every smile for an insult, and every look
as a g;g*fo?:’é‘ﬁf)?f,—whgnce it resufteg that from Tarbes to

{A‘"ﬁﬁg his fist was constandly doubled, or his qbg’x}il on the
it’of his sword; and }({;c the fist did ot descend upon any
jaw, nor did the swordfssue From its soabbard. It was not
that the sight &fu the wretche pony éid not excite numerous
smiles on the“counténances of passers-by; but as against the
side of this pony rattled a sword of respectable length, and
over this sword nefl an eye rather frocious than }&ﬁlﬁ(z
these passers-by, repressed their dularity,/or if hilarity pre-
/Wxgﬂglgc;rer er nce, they g}%.c{eaﬁ';v{)_r_e_ito laugh only on one "
side, like the masks of the ancients. D’Artagnan, then, re-
mained majestic and int#tt in his mmty, till he came
to this unlucky city of Meuyng.
But there, as he Wasﬁig_lﬁ%mg from his horse at the gate
of the Jolly Miller, wit;aﬂsligny one——_}@: waiter, or hostler
—coming to hold his’stirfup or take his horse, D’Artagnan
“ipted, through ind he ground-fl le-
spied, through an open window on the ground-floor, a gentle
man, well-made and of good carriage, although of rather a
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~sfern countenance, talking with two persons who eared
to listen to him with respect. D’Artagnan %ﬁgy quite
naturally, according to his custom, that he must be the object
of their conversation, and listened. This time D’Artagnan
was only in part mistaken; he himself was not in guestion, ;
but his horse was. ‘The gentleman appeared to be eftumerat-
ing all his qualities to his Aditors; and, as I have said, the

& 3 ot Calf m-omail )
auditors seeming to have great deference for the narrator, o

they every moment burst into fits of laughter, W, as a

half-smile was Sufficfent to awaken the _i_r_;gég_jﬂili of the
 young man, the effect produced upon him by this voct erous

mirth may be easily imagined. | , - -

- Nevertheless, D’Artagnan “was S_lr_QJ of examining the

appearance oifg‘li\xi?ﬁrpertinent.g&;me who % him.

He fixed his Haughty eye upon the stranger, and pérééived a
fman of from forty to forty-five years of age, with black and
piercing eyes, pale cogéigx1on£ a strongly marked nose, and a
black and well-shaped riustache. He was tha]Lg\sEd in a

P R RS
doublet and hose of a v1oletf§\co or, with iguillettes of the
same, without any other ofnaments than the customary

sTashed, through which the shirt appeared. This doublet and
“"Lﬁozt__s‘ez‘éhough new, were creased, like traveling-clothes for a
long time packed in a PoOr manteau. D’Artagnan made all
these remarks with the rapidity of a most minute observer,
and goubtlt;ss from an%hg‘gﬁdg M%Iing that this unknown
was destined to have a mover his future life.
Now, as at the moment in which D’Artagnan fixed his
eyes upon the gentleman in the violet doublet, the gentleman
made one of his most knowing and éﬁfaﬁ—.ﬁd remarks re-
specting the Béarnese pony, his two auditors laughed even
louder than before, and he himself, though contrary to his
custom, allowed a gale smile (if I may be allowed to use such
an expression) to &rﬁ‘y%er his L;ﬁ‘m This time
there could be no doubt;AD’Artagnan was really insulted.
Full, then, of this &5ihiction, he pulled his cap down over
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his eyes, and endeavoring to copy some of the court airs he
had picked up in Gascony among young traveling nobles,
he advanced with one hand on the hilt of his sword and the
other resting on his Bip. Unfortunately, as he advanced, his
anger increased at every step; and, instead ¢ of the prope nd
lofty speech he had prepared as a brélude to his Mh&:
found nothing at the tip of his tongue but agross personality,
which he accompanied with a furious gesture:

;I say, sir, you, sir, who are hiding yourself behind that

oot Aot f 3
shutter—yes, you, sir, tell me what you are laughing at, and

we will laugh togethe.:r!” : Pt
‘kuéhrgrgentleman raised his eyes slowly iﬂgﬁ tmhi nag to his
"cavhlier, as if he required some time to ascertain whether it
could be to him that such strange feproaches were addressed;
then, when he could not possibly entertain any doubt of the
/\?aﬁter, his_eyebrows slightly bent, and with an accent of
Mrory and ‘idsolence impossible to be described, he replied to
D’Artagnan, I was not speaking to you, sir.”
4 “But I am speaking to you!” replied the young man, addi-
e;m/;/e%(ted with this ngture of insolence and good
manners, of politeness and sorn,
mThe unknown looked at him again with a slight smile, and
“¥etiring from the window, came out of the hostelry with a
slow step, and placed himself before the horse within two
paces of D’Artagnan. His quiet manner and the ironical ex-
pﬁe”g_sﬁn of his ng%ﬁ{ehﬁ edoubled the mirth of the per-
sons with whom he had been talking, and who still remained
at the window. :
D’Artagnag,, seeing him approach, drew his sword a foot
out of the sg%oard. ;
“This hors‘%ﬂ.&d& or rather has been in his youth, a
buttercup,” resu the unknown, continuing the remarks-
he had begun, and addressing himself to his auditors at the
window, without paying the least attention to the exaspera-
tion of D’Artagnan, who, however, placed himself between
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him and them. It is a color very well known in botany,
but till the present time very rare among horses.”

“There are people who laugh at the horse that “Xiould not

S N !
dare to-laugh at the master,” cried the young gpufmf
the Turious Tréville.

I do not often laugh, sir,” replied the unknown, *“‘as you
may Wpercewj the expression of my countenance; but
nevertheless I retaih ¢! ¢ Fivilése/of laughing when I please.”

“And I,” cried D’Artagnan, “will allow no man to laugh
when it displeases me!” ,

“Indeed, sir,” continued the unknown, more calm than
ever; “well, that is erfectly right!” and turning on his heel,
was about to (;Emﬁ‘ale hostelry by the front gate, beneath
which D’Artagnan on arriving had observed a saddled horse.

But D’Artagnan was not of a character to allow a man
to escape him thus who had had the insolence to ridicule him.
He drew his sword entirely from the scabbard, and followed
him, crying,— %,

- “Turn, turn, Master Joker, lést I strike you behind!”

“Strike me!” said the other, turning on his heels, and sur-
Veying the young man with as much ment as con- _

mlj%yhif my good fellow, you must be mad!” Then,

in a suppre tone, as if speakin§ fo himself, “This is 2n-

A6 g continued he. “What a g’_c_l,sé%.d this would be for
his Majesty, who is seeking everywhere for brave fellows to
recruit,

it! his Musketeers!”

. He had scarcely finished, when D’Artagnan made such a
furiou“éd@lgﬁ%t him that if he had not sprung fumbly back-
w_af'ds, it is probable he would hav%@%&;}or the last time.
}‘;:It:r%rbknown, then perceiving that the matter went beyond
sAlléry, drew his sword, saluted his m, and seriously

lacea: himself on guard. But ag, the same moment his two
auditors, accompanied by the ﬁ;}@ fell upon D’Artagnan

R s Taks wnidy Tong . g
with sticks, sH6¥els,- and tongs.  This caused so rapid and
complete a “Aiversion from the attack, that D’Artagnan’s

adversary, while the latter turned round to face this shower
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of blows, sheathed his sword with the same precx‘sfadmh%d

'nsteadfof an actor, which he h:;.ld Ee;rlxhgg , became f spec-
/_éatto_r_ of the fight,—3 part in whic igg;__ga%rtjygléimse f with_

his usual im _gﬁﬁ%& Thittering, neverdheless, “AMﬁf;Lgue e
upon these Gascons! Replace him on his orange horse, an

Jet him begone!” £% CIEINTTE

“Not before I have killed you, m!” cried D’Arta-
gnan, making the best face ossible, and never retreating one
step before his three%ﬁr%m, ho continued to shower
blows upon him.

“Another gasconade!” mutnared the gentleman. “By my
honor, these Gascons are in ible! Keep up the dance,
then, since he will have it so. When he is tired, he will per-
haps tell us that he has enough of it.” N g o

But the unknown knew not the‘%in&_ﬁmg‘éhe
had to do with; D’Artagnan was not the man ever to cry for

B
quarter. ‘The fight was therefore E@( for some
seconds; but at length D’Artagnan dropped his sword, which
was broken in two pieces by the blow of a stick. Another
blow full upon his forehead at the same momentflzﬁgigjgf him
to the ground, covered with blood and almost fainting.

It was at this moment that people came flocking to the
scene 18f action from all sides. The host, fearful of conse-7°

with the help of his servangs agied the wounded
}g’t%to the kitchen, where some';g&;’_ﬁing attentions were

estowed upon him.
As to the gentleman, he Tesumed {ﬁs place at the yindow,
nd ed the crowd with a certain impatience, igﬁ&ﬂ_h
%%E&by their remaining undispersed.” o
“Well, how is it with this madman?” exclaimed he, turn-
ing round ‘as the noise of the door announced the entrance
of the host, who came to _f"'gg/&ii;éif he was unhurt.
“Your Eﬁ:\%ﬁ(ﬂjs safe and sound?” asked the host.
“Oh, yes! perfectly safe and sound, my good host; and I
wish to know what is become of our young man.”
“He is better,” said the host; “he "quite away.”
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“Indeed!” said the gentleman.
“Bug before he fainted, he collected all his strength to
Eﬁ:ﬂienge you, and to _ge%y, you while challenging you.”
“Why, this fellow must be the Devil in person!” cried the
unknown. :
“Oh, no, your Excellf_}}f:ly, he is not the Devil,” replied the
host, with a grig of contempt; “for during his fainting we
Aozt € e . .
rummaged his yﬁ, and found nothing but a clean shirt and
twelve crowns,—which, however, did not prevent his saying,
as he was fainting, t;}jgto—.,{f Euckf&élzing had happened in Paris
you should have i v tepented of it, while here you
would only have cause to repent of it at a later period.”
. “Then,” said the inknown, coolly, “he must be some prince
Y s Wwd e
in dr
“I have told you this, good sir,” resumed the host, “in
order-that you may be on your guard.”.
“Did he name no one in his %@v”\f
“Yes; he struck his pocket and said, ‘WS’, shall see what
M. (li]g{;;réjgge will think of this ~nsult offered to his
™ Brotége] -

“M. de Tréville?” said the unknown, becoming g%%ﬁg
“he put his hand upon his pocket while pronouncing the
name of M. de Tréville?, Now, my dear host, while your

el A2 . . .
young man was g_nsensléi_ e, you did not fail, I am quite sure,
to ascertain what that pocket contained. What was there in
12
“A letter addressed to M. de Tréville, captain of the
Musketeers.”
“Indeed!”
- “Exactly as I have the honor ;E{‘odtell your Excellency.”
‘The host, who was nof endowed with great perspicacity,
did hoi %’%@’rve the expression which his words had given to
. .4 the physioghomy of the unknowg. ,The rose from the
f;u\mﬁ front of the window, upon the%f which he had &eﬁ’ ’Ji
2y 2" with his elbow, and knitted his rs like 2 man m&.
SIDOW. Knitted ‘, ticted,
V.
Daca
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