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Transcr�ber’s Notes:

As you may be aware, Project Gutenberg has been �nvolved
w�th the wr�t�ngs of both the Alexandre Dumases for some t�me
now, and s�nce we get a few quest�ons about the order �n wh�ch
the books should be read, and �n wh�ch they were publ�shed, these
follow�ng comments should hopefully help most of our readers.

The V�comte de Bragelonne �s the f�nal volume of D’Artagnan
Romances: �t �s usually spl�t �nto three or four parts, and the f�nal
port�on �s ent�tled The Man �n the Iron Mask. The Man �n the Iron
Mask we’re fam�l�ar w�th today �s the last volume of the four-



volume ed�t�on. [Not all the ed�t�ons spl�t them �n the same manner,
hence some of the confus�on...but wa�t...there’s yet more reason
for confus�on.]

We �ntend to do ALL of The V�comte de Bragelonne, spl�t �nto
four etexts ent�tled The V�comte de Bragelonne, Ten Years Later,
Lou�se de la Vall�ere, and The Man �n the Iron Mask; you WILL be
gett�ng The Man �n the Iron Mask.

One th�ng that may be caus�ng confus�on �s that the etext we
have now, ent�tled Ten Years Later, says �t’s the sequel to The
Three Musketeers. Wh�le th�s �s techn�cally true, there’s another
book, Twenty Years After, that comes between. The confus�on �s
generated by the two facts that we publ�shed Ten Years Later
BEFORE we publ�shed Twenty Years After, and that many people
see those t�tles as mean�ng Ten and Twenty Years “After” the
or�g�nal story...however, th�s �s why the d�fferent words “After” and
“Later”...the Ten Years “After” �s ten years after the Twenty Years
later...as per h�story. Also, the th�rd book of the D’Artagnan
Romances, wh�le ent�tled The V�comte de Bragelonne, has the
subt�tle Ten Years Later. These two t�tles are also g�ven to d�fferent
volumes: The V�comte de Bragelonne can refer to the whole book,
or the f�rst volume of the three or four-volume ed�t�ons. Ten Years
Later can, s�m�larly, refer to the whole book, or the second volume
of the four-volume ed�t�on. To add to the confus�on, �n the case of
our etexts, �t refers to the f�rst 104 chapters of the whole book,
cover�ng mater�al �n the f�rst and second etexts �n the new ser�es.
Here �s a gu�de to the ser�es wh�ch may prove helpful:

The Three Musketeers: Etext 1257—F�rst book of the
D’Artagnan Romances. Covers the years 1625-1628.

Twenty Years After: Etext 1259—Second book of the
D’Artagnan Romances. Covers the years 1648-1649. [Th�rd �n the
order that we publ�shed, but second �n t�me sequence!!!]

Ten Years Later: Etext 1258—F�rst 104 chapters of the th�rd
book of the D’Artagnan Romances. Covers the years 1660-1661.

The V�comte de Bragelonne: Etext 2609 (f�rst �n the new
ser�es)—F�rst 75 chapters of the th�rd book of the D’Artagnan
Romances. Covers the year 1660.



Ten Years Later: Etext 2681 (our new etext)—Chapters 76-
140 of that th�rd book of the D’Artagnan Romances. Covers the
years 1660-1661. [In th�s part�cular ed�t�ng of �t]

Lou�se de la Vall�ere: forthcom�ng (our next etext)—Chapters
141-208 of the th�rd book of the D’Artagnan Romances. Covers
the year 1661.

The Man �n the Iron Mask: forthcom�ng (follow�ng)—Chapters
209-269 of the th�rd book of the D’Artagnan Romances. Covers
the years 1661-1673.

If we’ve calculated correctly, that fourth text SHOULD
correspond to the modern ed�t�ons of The Man �n the Iron Mask,
wh�ch �s st�ll w�dely c�rculated, and compr�ses about the last 1/4 of
The V�comte de Bragelonne.

Here �s a l�st of the other Dumas Etexts we have publ�shed so
far:

Sep 1999 La Tul�pe No�re, by Alexandre
Dumas[Pere#6/French][tlpnrxxx.xxx]1910 Th�s �s an abr�dged
ed�t�on �n French, also see our full length Engl�sh Etext Jul 1997
The Black Tul�p, by Alexandre Dumas[Pere][Dumas#1]
[tbtlpxxx.xxx] 965 Jan 1998 The Count of Monte Cr�sto by
Alexandre Dumas[Pere][crstoxxx.xxx]1184

Many thanks to Dr. Dav�d Coward, whose ed�t�ons of the
D’Artagnan Romances have proved an �nvaluable source of
�nformat�on.



Introduct�on:
In the months of March-July �n 1844, �n the magaz�ne Le

S�ecle, the f�rst port�on of a story appeared, penned by the
celebrated playwr�ght Alexandre Dumas. It was based, he cla�med,
on some manuscr�pts he had found a year earl�er �n the
B�bl�otheque Nat�onale wh�le research�ng a h�story he planned to
wr�te on Lou�s XIV. They chron�cled the adventures of a young
man named D’Artagnan who, upon enter�ng Par�s, became almost
�mmed�ately embro�led �n court �ntr�gues, �nternat�onal pol�t�cs, and
�ll-fated affa�rs between royal lovers. Over the next s�x years,
readers would enjoy the adventures of th�s youth and h�s three
famous fr�ends, Porthos, Athos, and Aram�s, as the�r explo�ts
unraveled beh�nd the scenes of some of the most momentous
events �n French and even Engl�sh h�story.

Eventually these ser�al�zed adventures were publ�shed �n
novel form, and became the three D’Artagnan Romances known
today. Here �s a br�ef summary of the f�rst two novels:

The Three Musketeers (ser�al�zed March-July, 1844): The
year �s 1625. The young D’Artagnan arr�ves �n Par�s at the tender
age of 18, and almost �mmed�ately offends three musketeers,
Porthos, Aram�s, and Athos. Instead of duel�ng, the four are
attacked by f�ve of the Card�nal’s guards, and the courage of the
youth �s made apparent dur�ng the battle. The four become fast
fr�ends, and, when asked by D’Artagnan’s landlord to f�nd h�s
m�ss�ng w�fe, embark upon an adventure that takes them across
both France and England �n order to thwart the plans of the
Card�nal R�chel�eu. Along the way, they encounter a beaut�ful
young spy, named s�mply M�lady, who w�ll stop at noth�ng to
d�sgrace Queen Anne of Austr�a before her husband, Lou�s XIII,
and take her revenge upon the four fr�ends.

Twenty Years After (ser�al�zed January-August, 1845): The
year �s now 1648, twenty years s�nce the close of the last story.
Lou�s XIII has d�ed, as has Card�nal R�chel�eu, and wh�le the crown



of France may s�t upon the head of Anne of Austr�a as Regent for
the young Lou�s XIV, the real power res�des w�th the Card�nal
Mazar�n, her secret husband. D’Artagnan �s now a l�eutenant of
musketeers, and h�s three fr�ends have ret�red to pr�vate l�fe. Athos
turned out to be a nobleman, the Comte de la Fere, and has
ret�red to h�s home w�th h�s son, Raoul de Bragelonne. Aram�s,
whose real name �s D’Herblay, has followed h�s �ntent�on of
shedd�ng the musketeer’s cassock for the pr�est’s robes, and
Porthos has marr�ed a wealthy woman, who left h�m her fortune
upon her death. But trouble �s st�rr�ng �n both France and England.
Cromwell menaces the �nst�tut�on of royalty �tself wh�le march�ng
aga�nst Charles I, and at home the Fronde �s threaten�ng to tear
France apart. D’Artagnan br�ngs h�s fr�ends out of ret�rement to
save the threatened Engl�sh monarch, but Mordaunt, the son of
M�lady, who seeks to avenge h�s mother’s death at the
musketeers’ hands, thwarts the�r val�ant efforts. Undaunted, our
heroes return to France just �n t�me to help save the young Lou�s
XIV, qu�et the Fronde, and tweak the nose of Card�nal Mazar�n.

The th�rd novel, The V�comte de Bragelonne (ser�al�zed
October, 1847 —January, 1850), has enjoyed a strange h�story �n
�ts Engl�sh translat�on. It has been spl�t �nto three, four, or f�ve
volumes at var�ous po�nts �n �ts h�story. The f�ve-volume ed�t�on
generally does not g�ve t�tles to the smaller port�ons, but the others
do. In the three-volume ed�t�on, the novels are ent�tled The
V�comte de Bragelonne, Lou�se de la Vall�ere, and The Man �n the
Iron Mask. For the purposes of th�s etext, I have chosen to spl�t the
novel as the four-volume ed�t�on does, w�th these t�tles: The
V�comte de Bragelonne, Ten Years Later, Lou�se de la Vall�ere,
and The Man �n the Iron Mask. In the last etext:

The V�comte de Bragelonne (Etext 2609): It �s the year 1660,
and D’Artagnan, after th�rty-f�ve years of loyal serv�ce, has become
d�sgusted w�th serv�ng K�ng Lou�s XIV wh�le the real power res�des
w�th the Card�nal Mazar�n, and has tendered h�s res�gnat�on. He
embarks on h�s own project, that of restor�ng Charles II to the
throne of England, and, w�th the help of Athos, succeeds, earn�ng
h�mself qu�te a fortune �n the process. D’Artagnan returns to Par�s
to l�ve the l�fe of a r�ch c�t�zen, and Athos, after negot�at�ng the



marr�age of Ph�l�p, the k�ng’s brother, to Pr�ncess Henr�etta of
England, l�kew�se ret�res to h�s own estate, La Fere. Meanwh�le,
Mazar�n has f�nally d�ed, and left Lou�s to assume the re�gns of
power, w�th the ass�stance of M. Colbert, formerly Mazar�n’s
trusted clerk. Colbert has an �ntense hatred for M. Fouquet, the
k�ng’s super�ntendent of f�nances, and has resolved to use any
means necessary to br�ng about h�s fall. W�th the new rank of
�ntendant bestowed on h�m by Lou�s, Colbert succeeds �n hav�ng
two of Fouquet’s loyal fr�ends tr�ed and executed. He then br�ngs
to the k�ng’s attent�on that Fouquet �s fort�fy�ng the �sland of Belle-
Ile-en-Mer, and could poss�bly be plann�ng to use �t as a base for
some m�l�tary operat�on aga�nst the k�ng. Lou�s calls D’Artagnan
out of ret�rement and sends h�m to �nvest�gate the �sland,
prom�s�ng h�m a tremendous salary and h�s long-prom�sed
promot�on to capta�n of the musketeers upon h�s return. At Belle-
Isle, D’Artagnan d�scovers that the eng�neer of the fort�f�cat�ons �s,
�n fact, Porthos, now the Baron du Vallon, and that’s not all. The
bluepr�nts for the �sland, although �n Porthos’s handwr�t�ng, show
ev�dence of another scr�pt that has been erased, that of Aram�s.
D’Artagnan later d�scovers that Aram�s has become the b�shop of
Vannes, wh�ch �s, co�nc�dentally, a par�sh belong�ng to M. Fouquet.
Suspect�ng that D’Artagnan has arr�ved on the k�ng’s behalf to
�nvest�gate, Aram�s tr�cks D’Artagnan �nto wander�ng around
Vannes �n search of Porthos, and sends Porthos on an hero�c r�de
back to Par�s to warn Fouquet of the danger. Fouquet rushes to
the k�ng, and g�ves h�m Belle-Isle as a present, thus allay�ng any
susp�c�on, and at the same t�me hum�l�at�ng Colbert, just m�nutes
before the usher announces someone else seek�ng an aud�ence
w�th the k�ng.

And now, the second etext of The V�comte de Bragelonne.
Enjoy!

John Bursey Mordaunt

There �s one French custom that may cause confus�on. The
Duc d’Orleans �s trad�t�onally called “Mons�eur” and h�s w�fe
“Madame.” Gaston, the k�ng’s uncle, currently holds that t�tle.
Upon the event of h�s death, �t w�ll be conferred upon the k�ng’s



brother, Ph�l�p, who �s currently the Duc d’Anjou. The customary
t�tle of “Mons�eur” w�ll go to h�m as well, and upon h�s future w�fe,
Henr�etta of England, that of “Madame.” Gaston’s w�dow w�ll be
referred to as the “Dowager Madame.”—JB



Chapter I. In wh�ch D’Artagnan
f�n�shes by at Length plac�ng h�s Hand

upon h�s Capta�n’s Comm�ss�on.
The reader guesses beforehand whom the usher preceded �n

announc�ng the cour�er from Bretagne. Th�s messenger was eas�ly
recogn�zed. It was D’Artagnan, h�s clothes dusty, h�s face �nflamed,
h�s ha�r dr�pp�ng w�th sweat, h�s legs st�ff; he l�fted h�s feet pa�nfully at
every step, on wh�ch resounded the cl�nk of h�s blood-sta�ned spurs.
He perce�ved �n the doorway he was pass�ng through, the
super�ntendent com�ng out. Fouquet bowed w�th a sm�le to h�m who,
an hour before, was br�ng�ng h�m ru�n and death. D’Artagnan found
�n h�s goodness of heart, and �n h�s �nexhaust�ble v�gor of body,
enough presence of m�nd to remember the k�nd recept�on of th�s
man; he bowed then, also, much more from benevolence and
compass�on, than from respect. He felt upon h�s l�ps the word wh�ch
had so many t�mes been repeated to the Duc de Gu�se: “Fly.” But to
pronounce that word would have been to betray h�s cause; to speak
that word �n the cab�net of the k�ng, and before an usher, would have
been to ru�n h�mself gratu�tously, and could save nobody. D’Artagnan
then, contented h�mself w�th bow�ng to Fouquet and entered. At th�s
moment the k�ng floated between the joy the last words of Fouquet
had g�ven h�m, and h�s pleasure at the return of D’Artagnan. W�thout
be�ng a court�er, D’Artagnan had a glance as sure and as rap�d as �f
he had been one. He read, on h�s entrance, devour�ng hum�l�at�on on
the countenance of Colbert. He even heard the k�ng say these words
to h�m:—

“Ah! Mons�eur Colbert; you have then n�ne hundred thousand
l�vres at the �ntendance?” Colbert, suffocated, bowed but made no
reply. All th�s scene entered �nto the m�nd of D’Artagnan, by the eyes
and ears, at once.



The f�rst word of Lou�s to h�s musketeer, as �f he w�shed �t to
contrast w�th what he was say�ng at the moment, was a k�nd “good
day.” H�s second was to send away Colbert. The latter left the k�ng’s
cab�net, pall�d and totter�ng, wh�lst D’Artagnan tw�sted up the ends of
h�s mustache.

“I love to see one of my servants �n th�s d�sorder,” sa�d the k�ng,
adm�r�ng the mart�al sta�ns upon the clothes of h�s envoy.

“I thought, s�re, my presence at the Louvre was suff�c�ently
urgent to excuse my present�ng myself thus before you.”

“You br�ng me great news, then, mons�eur?”
“S�re, the th�ng �s th�s, �n two words: Belle-Isle �s fort�f�ed,

adm�rably fort�f�ed; Belle-Isle has a double ence�nte, a c�tadel, two
detached forts; �ts ports conta�n three corsa�rs; and the s�de batter�es
only awa�t the�r cannon.”

“I know all that, mons�eur,” repl�ed the k�ng.
“What! your majesty knows all that?” repl�ed the musketeer,

stupef�ed.
“I have the plan of the fort�f�cat�ons of Belle-Isle,” sa�d the k�ng.
“Your majesty has the plan?”
“Here �t �s.”
“It �s really correct, s�re: I saw a s�m�lar one on the spot.”
D’Artagnan’s brow became clouded.
“Ah! I understand all. Your majesty d�d not trust to me alone, but

sent some other person,” sa�d he �n a reproachful tone.
“Of what �mportance �s the manner, mons�eur, �n wh�ch I have

learnt what I know, so that I know �t?”
“S�re, s�re,” sa�d the musketeer, w�thout seek�ng even to conceal

h�s d�ssat�sfact�on; “but I must be perm�tted to say to your majesty,
that �t �s not worth wh�le to make me use such speed, to r�sk twenty
t�mes the break�ng of my neck, to salute me on my arr�val w�th such
�ntell�gence. S�re, when people are not trusted, or are deemed
�nsuff�c�ent, they should scarcely be employed.” And D’Artagnan,
w�th a movement perfectly m�l�tary, stamped w�th h�s foot, and left



upon the floor dust sta�ned w�th blood. The k�ng looked at h�m,
�nwardly enjoy�ng h�s f�rst tr�umph.

“Mons�eur,” sa�d he, at the exp�rat�on of a m�nute, “not only �s
Belle-Isle known to me, but, st�ll further, Belle-Isle �s m�ne.”

“That �s well! that �s well, s�re, I ask but one th�ng more,” repl�ed
D’Artagnan.—“My d�scharge.”

“What! your d�scharge?”
“W�thout doubt I am too proud to eat the bread of the k�ng

w�thout earn�ng �t, or rather by ga�n�ng �t badly.—My d�scharge, s�re!”
“Oh, oh!”
“I ask for my d�scharge, or I w�ll take �t.”
“You are angry, mons�eur?”
“I have reason, mord�oux! Th�rty-two hours �n the saddle, I r�de

day and n�ght, I perform prod�g�es of speed, I arr�ve st�ff as the
corpse of a man who has been hung—and another arr�ves before
me! Come, s�re, I am a fool!—My d�scharge, s�re!”

“Mons�eur d’Artagnan,” sa�d Lou�s, lean�ng h�s wh�te hand upon
the dusty arm of the musketeer, “what I tell you w�ll not at all affect
that wh�ch I prom�sed you. A k�ng’s word g�ven must be kept.” And
the k�ng go�ng stra�ght to h�s table, opened a drawer, and took out a
folded paper. “Here �s your comm�ss�on of capta�n of musketeers;
you have won �t, Mons�eur d’Artagnan.”

D’Artagnan opened the paper eagerly, and scanned �t tw�ce. He
could scarcely bel�eve h�s eyes.

“And th�s comm�ss�on �s g�ven you,” cont�nued the k�ng, “not only
on account of your journey to Belle-Isle but, moreover, for your brave
�ntervent�on at the Place de Greve. There, l�kew�se, you served me
val�antly.”

“Ah, ah!” sa�d D’Artagnan, w�thout h�s self-command be�ng able
to prevent a blush from mount�ng to h�s eyes—“you know that also,
s�re?”

“Yes, I know �t.”
The k�ng possessed a p�erc�ng glance and an �nfall�ble judgment

when �t was h�s object to read men’s m�nds. “You have someth�ng to



say,” sa�d he to the musketeer, “someth�ng to say wh�ch you do not
say. Come, speak freely, mons�eur; you know that I told you, once
and for all, that you are to be always qu�te frank w�th me.”

“Well, s�re! what I have to say �s th�s, that I would prefer be�ng
made capta�n of the musketeers for hav�ng charged a battery at the
head of my company, or taken a c�ty, than for caus�ng two wretches
to be hung.”

“Is th�s qu�te true you tell me?”
“And why should your majesty suspect me of d�ss�mulat�on, I

ask?”
“Because I have known you well, mons�eur; you cannot repent

of hav�ng drawn your sword for me.”
“Well, �n that your majesty �s dece�ved, and greatly; yes, I do

repent of hav�ng drawn my sword on account of the results that
act�on produced; the poor men who were hung, s�re, were ne�ther
your enem�es nor m�ne; and they could not defend themselves.”

The k�ng preserved s�lence for a moment. “And your compan�on,
M. d’Artagnan, does he partake of your repentance?”

“My compan�on?”
“Yes, you were not alone, I have been told.”
“Alone, where?”
“At the Place de Greve.”
“No, s�re, no,” sa�d D’Artagnan, blush�ng at the �dea that the k�ng

m�ght have a susp�c�on that he, D’Artagnan, had w�shed to engross
to h�mself all the glory that belonged to Raoul; “no, mord�oux! and as
your majesty says, I had a compan�on, and a good compan�on, too.”

“A young man?”
“Yes, s�re; a young man. Oh! your majesty must accept my

compl�ments, you are as well �nformed of th�ngs out of doors as
th�ngs w�th�n. It �s M. Colbert who makes all these f�ne reports to the
k�ng.”

“M. Colbert has sa�d noth�ng but good of you, M. d’Artagnan,
and he would have met w�th a bad recept�on �f he had come to tell
me anyth�ng else.”



“That �s fortunate!”
“But he also sa�d much good of that young man.”
“And w�th just�ce,” sa�d the musketeer.
“In short, �t appears that th�s young man �s a f�re-eater,” sa�d

Lou�s, �n order to sharpen the sent�ment wh�ch he m�stook for envy.
“A f�re-eater! Yes, s�re,” repeated D’Artagnan, del�ghted on h�s

part to d�rect the k�ng’s attent�on to Raoul.
“Do you not know h�s name?”
“Well, I th�nk—”
“You know h�m then?”
“I have known h�m nearly f�ve-and-twenty years, s�re.”
“Why, he �s scarcely twenty-f�ve years old!” cr�ed the k�ng.
“Well, s�re! I have known h�m ever s�nce he was born, that �s all.”
“Do you aff�rm that?”
“S�re,” sa�d D’Artagnan, “your majesty quest�ons me w�th a

m�strust �n wh�ch I recogn�ze another character than your own. M.
Colbert, who has so well �nformed you, has he not forgotten to tell
you that th�s young man �s the son of my most �nt�mate fr�end?”

“The V�comte de Bragelonne?”
“Certa�nly, s�re. The father of the V�comte de Bragelonne �s M. le

Comte de la Fere, who so powerfully ass�sted �n the restorat�on of
K�ng Charles II. Bragelonne comes of a val�ant race, s�re.”

“Then he �s the son of that nobleman who came to me, or rather
to M. Mazar�n, on the part of K�ng Charles II., to offer me h�s
all�ance?”

“Exactly, s�re.”
“And the Comte de la Fere �s a great sold�er, say you?”
“S�re, he �s a man who has drawn h�s sword more t�mes for the

k�ng, your father, than there are, at present, months �n the happy l�fe
of your majesty.”

It was Lou�s XIV. who now b�t h�s l�p.
“That �s well, M. d’Artagnan, very well! And M. le Comte de la

Fere �s your fr�end, say you?”



“For about forty years; yes, s�re. Your majesty may see that I do
not speak to you of yesterday.”

“Should you be glad to see th�s young man, M. d’Artagnan?”
“Del�ghted, s�re.”
The k�ng touched h�s bell, and an usher appeared. “Call M. de

Bragelonne,” sa�d the k�ng.
“Ah! ah! he �s here?” sa�d D’Artagnan.
“He �s on guard to-day, at the Louvre, w�th the company of the

gentlemen of mons�eur le pr�nce.”
The k�ng had scarcely ceased speak�ng, when Raoul presented

h�mself, and, on see�ng D’Artagnan, sm�led on h�m w�th that
charm�ng sm�le wh�ch �s only found upon the l�ps of youth.

“Come, come,” sa�d D’Artagnan, fam�l�arly, to Raoul, “the k�ng
w�ll allow you to embrace me; only tell h�s majesty you thank h�m.”

Raoul bowed so gracefully, that Lou�s, to whom all super�or
qual�t�es were pleas�ng when they d�d not overshadow h�s own,
adm�red h�s beauty, strength, and modesty.

“Mons�eur,” sa�d the k�ng, address�ng Raoul, “I have asked
mons�eur le pr�nce to be k�nd enough to g�ve you up to me; I have
rece�ved h�s reply, and you belong to me from th�s morn�ng.
Mons�eur le pr�nce was a good master, but I hope you w�ll not lose by
the exchange.”

“Yes, yes, Raoul, be sat�sf�ed; the k�ng has some good �n h�m,”
sa�d D’Artagnan, who had fathomed the character of Lou�s, and who
played w�th h�s self-love, w�th�n certa�n l�m�ts; always observ�ng, be �t
understood, the propr�et�es and flatter�ng, even when he appeared to
be banter�ng.

“S�re,” sa�d Bragelonne, w�th vo�ce soft and mus�cal, and w�th
the natural and easy elocut�on he �nher�ted from h�s father; “S�re, �t �s
not from to-day that I belong to your majesty.”

“Oh! no, I know,” sa�d the k�ng, “you mean your enterpr�se of the
Greve. That day, you were truly m�ne, mons�eur.”

“S�re, �t �s not of that day I would speak; �t would not become me
to refer to so paltry a serv�ce �n the presence of such a man as M.



d’Artagnan. I would speak of a c�rcumstance wh�ch created an epoch
�n my l�fe, and wh�ch consecrated me, from the age of s�xteen, to the
devoted serv�ce of your majesty.”

“Ah! ah!” sa�d the k�ng, “what was that c�rcumstance? Tell me,
mons�eur.”

“Th�s �s �t, s�re.—When I was sett�ng out on my f�rst campa�gn,
that �s to say, to jo�n the army of mons�eur le pr�nce, M. le Comte de
la Fere came to conduct me as far as Sa�nt-Den�s, where the
rema�ns of K�ng Lou�s XIII. wa�t, upon the lowest steps of the funeral
bas�l�que, a successor, whom God w�ll not send h�m, I hope, for
many years. Then he made me swear upon the ashes of our
masters, to serve royalty, represented by you—�ncarnate �n you, s�re
—to serve �t �n word, �n thought, and �n act�on. I swore, and God and
the dead were w�tnesses to my oath. Dur�ng ten years, s�re, I have
not so often as I des�red had occas�on to keep �t. I am a sold�er of
your majesty, and noth�ng else; and, on call�ng me nearer to you, I
do not change my master, I only change my garr�son.”

Raoul was s�lent and bowed. Lou�s st�ll l�stened after he had
done speak�ng.

“Mord�oux!” cr�ed D’Artagnan, “that was well spoken! was �t not,
your majesty? A good race! a noble race!”

“Yes,” murmured the k�ng, w�thout, however dar�ng to man�fest
h�s emot�on, for �t had no other cause than contact w�th a nature
�ntr�ns�cally noble. “Yes, mons�eur, you say truly:—wherever you
were, you were the k�ng’s. But �n chang�ng your garr�son, bel�eve me
you w�ll f�nd an advancement of wh�ch you are worthy.”

Raoul saw that th�s ended what the k�ng had to say to h�m. And
w�th the perfect tact wh�ch character�zed h�s ref�ned nature, he
bowed and ret�red.

“Is there anyth�ng else, mons�eur, of wh�ch you have to �nform
me?” sa�d the k�ng, when he found h�mself aga�n alone w�th
D’Artagnan.

“Yes, s�re, and I kept that news for the last, for �t �s sad, and w�ll
clothe European royalty �n mourn�ng.”

“What do you tell me?”



“S�re, �n pass�ng through Blo�s, a word, a sad word, echoed from
the palace, struck my ear.”

“In truth, you terr�fy me, M. d’Artagnan.”
“S�re, th�s word was pronounced to me by a p�queur, who wore

crape on h�s arm.”
“My uncle, Gaston of Orleans, perhaps.”
“S�re, he has rendered h�s last s�gh.”
“And I was not warned of �t!” cr�ed the k�ng, whose royal

suscept�b�l�ty saw an �nsult �n the absence of th�s �ntell�gence.
“Oh! do not be angry, s�re,” sa�d D’Artagnan; “ne�ther the

cour�ers of Par�s, nor the cour�ers of the whole world, can travel w�th
your servant; the cour�er from Blo�s w�ll not be here these two hours,
and he r�des well, I assure you, see�ng that I only passed h�m on the
th�ther s�de of Orleans.”

“My uncle Gaston,” murmured Lou�s, press�ng h�s hand to h�s
brow, and compr�s�ng �n those three words all that h�s memory
recalled of that symbol of oppos�ng sent�ments.

“Eh! yes, s�re, �t �s thus,” sa�d D’Artagnan, ph�losoph�cally
reply�ng to the royal thought, “�t �s thus the past fl�es away.”

“That �s true, mons�eur, that �s true; but there rema�ns for us,
thank God! the future; and we w�ll try to make �t not too dark.”

“I feel conf�dence �n your majesty on that head,” sa�d
D’Artagnan, bow�ng, “and now—”

“You are r�ght, mons�eur; I had forgotten the hundred leagues
you have just r�dden. Go, mons�eur, take care of one of the best of
sold�ers, and when you have reposed a l�ttle, come and place
yourself at my d�sposal.”

“S�re, absent or present, I am always yours.”
D’Artagnan bowed and ret�red. Then, as �f he had only come

from Fonta�nebleau, he qu�ckly traversed the Louvre to rejo�n
Bragelonne.



Chapter II. A Lover and H�s M�stress.
Wh�lst the wax-l�ghts were burn�ng �n the castle of Blo�s, around

the �nan�mate body of Gaston of Orleans, that last representat�ve of
the past; wh�lst the bourgeo�s of the c�ty were th�nk�ng out h�s
ep�taph, wh�ch was far from be�ng a panegyr�c; wh�lst madame the
dowager, no longer remember�ng that �n her young days she had
loved that senseless corpse to such a degree as to fly the paternal
palace for h�s sake, was mak�ng, w�th�n twenty paces of the funeral
apartment, her l�ttle calculat�ons of �nterest and her l�ttle sacr�f�ces of
pr�de; other �nterests and other pr�des were �n ag�tat�on �n all the
parts of the castle �nto wh�ch a l�v�ng soul could penetrate. Ne�ther
the lugubr�ous sounds of the bells, nor the vo�ces of the chanters,
nor the splendor of the wax-l�ghts through the w�ndows, nor the
preparat�ons for the funeral, had power to d�vert the attent�on of two
persons, placed at a w�ndow of the �nter�or court—a w�ndow that we
are acqua�nted w�th, and wh�ch l�ghted a chamber form�ng part of
what were called the l�ttle apartments. For the rest, a joyous beam of
the sun, for the sun appeared to care l�ttle for the loss France had
just suffered; a sunbeam, we say, descended upon them, draw�ng
perfumes from the ne�ghbor�ng flowers, and an�mat�ng the walls
themselves. These two persons, so occup�ed, not by the death of the
duke, but by the conversat�on wh�ch was the consequence of that
death, were a young woman and a young man. The latter
personage, a man of from twenty-f�ve to twenty-s�x years of age, w�th
a m�en somet�mes l�vely and somet�mes dull, mak�ng good use of
two large eyes, shaded w�th long eye-lashes, was short of stature
and swart of sk�n; he sm�led w�th an enormous, but well-furn�shed
mouth, and h�s po�nted ch�n, wh�ch appeared to enjoy a mob�l�ty
nature does not ord�nar�ly grant to that port�on of the countenance,
leant from t�me to t�me very lov�ngly towards h�s �nterlocutr�x, who,
we must say, d�d not always draw back so rap�dly as str�ct propr�ety
had a r�ght to requ�re. The young g�rl—we know her, for we have
already seen her, at that very same w�ndow, by the l�ght of that same



sun—the young g�rl presented a s�ngular m�xture of shyness and
reflect�on; she was charm�ng when she laughed, beaut�ful when she
became ser�ous; but, let us hasten to say, she was more frequently
charm�ng than beaut�ful. These two appeared to have atta�ned the
culm�nat�ng po�nt of a d�scuss�on—half-banter�ng, half-ser�ous.

“Now, Mons�eur Mal�corne,” sa�d the young g�rl, “does �t, at
length, please you that we should talk reasonably?”

“You bel�eve that that �s very easy, Mademo�selle Aure,” repl�ed
the young man. “To do what we l�ke, when we can only do what we
are able—”

“Good! there he �s bew�ldered �n h�s phrases.”
“Who, I?”
“Yes, you; qu�t that lawyer’s log�c, my dear.”
“Another �mposs�b�l�ty. Clerk I am, Mademo�selle de Montala�s.”
“Demo�selle I am, Mons�eur Mal�corne.”
“Alas, I know �t well, and you overwhelm me by your rank; so I

w�ll say no more to you.”
“Well, no, I don’t overwhelm you; say what you have to tell me—

say �t, I �ns�st upon �t.”
“Well, I obey you.”
“That �s truly fortunate.”
“Mons�eur �s dead.”
“Ah, peste! that’s news! And where do you come from, to be

able to tell us that?”
“I come from Orleans, mademo�selle.”
“And �s that all the news you br�ng?”
“Ah, no; I am come to tell you that Madame Henr�etta of England

�s com�ng to marry the k�ng’s brother.”
“Indeed, Mal�corne, you are �nsupportable w�th your news of the

last century. Now, m�nd, �f you pers�st �n th�s bad hab�t of laugh�ng at
people, I w�ll have you turned out.”

“Oh!”
“Yes, for really you exasperate me.”



“There, there. Pat�ence, mademo�selle.”
“You want to make yourself of consequence; I know well enough

why. Go!”
“Tell me, and I w�ll answer you frankly, yes, �f the th�ng be true.”
“You know that I am anx�ous to have that comm�ss�on of lady of

honor, wh�ch I have been fool�sh enough to ask of you, and you do
not use your cred�t.”

“Who, I?” Mal�corne cast down h�s eyes, jo�ned h�s hands, and
assumed h�s sullen a�r. “And what cred�t can the poor clerk of a
procurer have, pray?”

“Your father has not twenty thousand l�vres a year for noth�ng,
M. Mal�corne.”

“A prov�nc�al fortune, Mademo�selle de Montala�s.”
“Your father �s not �n the secrets of mons�eur le pr�nce for

noth�ng.”
“An advantage wh�ch �s conf�ned to lend�ng monse�gneur

money.”
“In a word, you are not the most cunn�ng young fellow �n the

prov�nce for noth�ng.”
“You flatter me!”
“Who, I?”
“Yes, you.”
“How so?”
“S�nce I ma�nta�n that I have no cred�t, and you ma�nta�n I have.”
“Well, then,—my comm�ss�on?”
“Well,—your comm�ss�on?”
“Shall I have �t, or shall I not?”
“You shall have �t.”
“Ay, but when?”
“When you l�ke.”
“Where �s �t, then?”
“In my pocket.”



“How—�n your pocket?”
“Yes.”
And, w�th a sm�le, Mal�corne drew from h�s pocket a letter, upon

wh�ch mademo�selle se�zed as a prey, and wh�ch she read eagerly.
As she read, her face br�ghtened.

“Mal�corne,” cr�ed she after hav�ng read �t, “In truth, you are a
good lad.”

“What for, mademo�selle?”
“Because you m�ght have been pa�d for th�s comm�ss�on, and

you have not.” And she burst �nto a loud laugh, th�nk�ng to put the
clerk out of countenance; but Mal�corne susta�ned the attack bravely.

“I do not understand you,” sa�d he. It was now Montala�s who
was d�sconcerted �n her turn. “I have declared my sent�ments to
you,” cont�nued Mal�corne. “You have told me three t�mes, laugh�ng
all the wh�le, that you d�d not love me; you have embraced me once
w�thout laugh�ng, and that �s all I want.”

“All?” sa�d the proud and coquett�sh Montala�s, �n a tone through
wh�ch the wounded pr�de was v�s�ble.

“Absolutely all, mademo�selle,” repl�ed Mal�corne.
“Ah!”—And th�s monosyllable �nd�cated as much anger as the

young man m�ght have expected grat�tude. He shook h�s head
qu�etly.

“L�sten, Montala�s,” sa�d he, w�thout heed�ng whether that
fam�l�ar�ty pleased h�s m�stress or not; “let us not d�spute about �t.”

“And why not?”
“Because dur�ng the year wh�ch I have known you, you m�ght

have had me turned out of doors twenty t�mes �f I d�d not please
you.”

“Indeed; and on what account should I have had you turned
out?”

“Because I have been suff�c�ently �mpert�nent for that.”
“Oh, that,—yes, that’s true.”
“You see pla�nly that you are forced to avow �t,” sa�d Mal�corne.



“Mons�eur Mal�corne!”
“Don’t let us be angry; �f you have reta�ned me, then �t has not

been w�thout cause.”
“It �s not, at least, because I love you,” cr�ed Montala�s.
“Granted. I w�ll even say, at th�s moment, I am certa�n that you

hate me.”
“Oh, you have never spoken so truly.”
“Well, on my part, I detest you.”
“Ah! I take the act.”
“Take �t. You f�nd me brutal and fool�sh; on my part I f�nd you

have a harsh vo�ce, and your face �s too often d�storted w�th anger.
At th�s moment you would allow yourself to be thrown out of that
w�ndow rather than allow me to k�ss the t�p of your f�nger; I would
prec�p�tate myself from the top of the balcony rather than touch the
hem of your robe. But, �n f�ve m�nutes, you w�ll love me, and I shall
adore you. Oh, �t �s just so.”

“I doubt �t.”
“And I swear �t.”
“Coxcomb!”
“And then, that �s not the true reason. You stand �n need of me,

Aure, and I of you. When �t pleases you to be gay, I make you laugh;
when �t su�ts me to be lov�ng, I look at you. I have g�ven you a
comm�ss�on of lady of honor wh�ch you w�shed for; you w�ll g�ve me,
presently, someth�ng I w�sh for.”

“I w�ll?”
“Yes, you w�ll; but, at th�s moment, my dear Aure, I declare to

you that I w�sh for absolutely noth�ng, so be at ease.”
“You are a fr�ghtful man, Mal�corne; I was go�ng to rejo�ce at

gett�ng th�s comm�ss�on, and thus you quench my joy.”
“Good; there �s no t�me lost,—you w�ll rejo�ce when I am gone.”
“Go, then; and after—”
“So be �t; but �n the f�rst place, a p�ece of adv�ce.”
“What �s �t?”



“Resume your good-humor,—you are ugly when you pout.”
“Coarse!”
“Come, let us tell the truth to each other, wh�le we are about �t.”
“Oh, Mal�corne! Bad-hearted man!”
“Oh, Montala�s! Ungrateful g�rl!”
The young man leant w�th h�s elbow upon the w�ndow-frame;

Montala�s took a book and opened �t. Mal�corne stood up, brushed
h�s hat w�th h�s sleeve, smoothed down h�s black doublet;—
Montala�s, though pretend�ng to read, looked at h�m out of the corner
of her eye.

“Good!” cr�ed she, fur�ous; “he has assumed h�s respectful a�r—
and he w�ll pout for a week.”

“A fortn�ght, mademo�selle,” sa�d Mal�corne, bow�ng.
Montala�s l�fted up her l�ttle doubled f�st. “Monster!” sa�d she;

“oh! that I were a man!”
“What would you do to me?”
“I would strangle you.”
“Ah! very well, then,” sa�d Mal�corne; “I bel�eve I beg�n to des�re

someth�ng.”
“And what do you des�re, Mons�eur Demon? That I should lose

my soul from anger?”
Mal�corne was roll�ng h�s hat respectfully between h�s f�ngers;

but, all at once, he let fall h�s hat, se�zed the young g�rl by the
shoulders, pulled her towards h�m, and sealed her mouth w�th two
l�ps that were very warm, for a man pretend�ng to so much
�nd�fference. Aure would have cr�ed out, but the cry was st�fled �n h�s
k�ss. Nervous and, apparently, angry, the young g�rl pushed
Mal�corne aga�nst the wall.

“Good!” sa�d Mal�corne, ph�losoph�cally, “that’s enough for s�x
weeks. Ad�eu, mademo�selle, accept my very humble salutat�on.”
And he made three steps towards the door.

“Well! no,—you shall not go!” cr�ed Montala�s, stamp�ng w�th her
l�ttle foot. “Stay where you are! I order you!”

“You order me?”



“Yes; am I not m�stress?”
“Of my heart and soul, w�thout doubt.”
“A pretty property! ma fo�! The soul �s s�lly and the heart dry.”
“Beware, Montala�s, I know you,” sa�d Mal�corne; “you are go�ng

to fall �n love w�th your humble servant.”
“Well, yes!” sa�d she, hang�ng round h�s neck w�th ch�ld�sh

�ndolence, rather than w�th lov�ng abandonment. “Well, yes! for I
must thank you at least.”

“And for what?”
“For the comm�ss�on; �s �t not my whole future?”
“And m�ne.”
Montala�s looked at h�m.
“It �s fr�ghtful,” sa�d she, “that one can never guess whether you

are speak�ng ser�ously or not.”
“I cannot speak more ser�ously. I was go�ng to Par�s,—you are

go�ng there,—we are go�ng there.”
“And so �t was for that mot�ve only you have served me; self�sh

fellow!”
“What would you have me say, Aure? I cannot l�ve w�thout you.”
“Well! �n truth, �t �s just so w�th me; you are, nevertheless, �t must

be confessed, a very bad-hearted young man.”
“Aure, my dear Aure, take care! �f you take to call�ng me names

aga�n, you know the effect they produce upon me, and I shall adore
you.” And so say�ng, Mal�corne drew the young g�rl a second t�me
towards h�m. But at that �nstant a step resounded on the sta�rcase.
The young people were so close, that they would have been
surpr�sed �n the arms of each other, �f Montala�s had not v�olently
pushed Mal�corne, w�th h�s back aga�nst the door, just then open�ng.
A loud cry, followed by angry reproaches, �mmed�ately resounded. It
was Madame de Sa�nt-Remy who uttered the cry and the angry
words. The unlucky Mal�corne almost crushed her between the wall
and the door she was com�ng �n at.

“It �s aga�n that good-for-noth�ng!” cr�ed the old lady. “Always
here!”



“Ah, madame!” repl�ed Mal�corne, �n a respectful tone; “�t �s e�ght
long days s�nce I was here.”





Chapter III. In Wh�ch We at Length See
the True Hero�ne of th�s H�story

Appear.
Beh�nd Madame de Sa�nt-Remy stood Mademo�selle de la

Vall�ere. She heard the explos�on of maternal anger, and as she
d�v�ned the cause of �t, she entered the chamber trembl�ng, and
perce�ved the unlucky Mal�corne, whose woeful countenance m�ght
have softened or set laugh�ng whoever observed �t coolly. He had
promptly �ntrenched h�mself beh�nd a large cha�r, as �f to avo�d the
f�rst attacks of Madame de Sa�nt-Remy; he had no hopes of
preva�l�ng w�th words, for she spoke louder than he, and w�thout
stopp�ng; but he reckoned upon the eloquence of h�s gestures. The
old lady would ne�ther l�sten to nor see anyth�ng; Mal�corne had long
been one of her ant�path�es. But her anger was too great not to
overflow from Mal�corne on h�s accompl�ce. Montala�s had her turn.

“And you, mademo�selle; you may be certa�n I shall �nform
madame of what �s go�ng on �n the apartment of one of her lad�es of
honor?”

“Oh, dear mother!” cr�ed Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, “for
mercy’s sake, spare—”

“Hold your tongue, mademo�selle, and do not uselessly trouble
yourself to �ntercede for unworthy people; that a young ma�d of honor
l�ke you should be subjected to a bad example �s, certes, a
m�sfortune great enough; but that you should sanct�on �t by your
�ndulgence �s what I w�ll not allow.”

“But �n truth,” sa�d Montala�s, rebell�ng aga�n, “I do not know
under what pretense you treat me thus. I am do�ng no harm, I
suppose?”

“And that great good-for-noth�ng, mademo�selle,” resumed
Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, po�nt�ng to Mal�corne, “�s he here to do any
good, I ask you?”



“He �s ne�ther here for good nor harm, madame; he comes to
see me, that �s all.”

“It �s all very well! all very well!” sa�d the old lady. “Her royal
h�ghness shall be �nformed of �t, and she w�ll judge.”

“At all events, I do not see why,” repl�ed Montala�s, “�t should be
forb�dden M. Mal�corne to have �ntent�ons towards me, �f h�s
�ntent�ons are honorable.”

“Honorable �ntent�ons w�th such a face!” cr�ed Madame de Sa�nt-
Remy.

“I thank you �n the name of my face, madame,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Come, my daughter, come,” cont�nued Madame de Sa�nt-

Remy; “we w�ll go and �nform madame that at the very moment she
�s weep�ng for her husband, at the moment when we are all weep�ng
for a master �n th�s old castle of Blo�s, the abode of gr�ef, there are
people who amuse themselves w�th fl�rtat�ons!”

“Oh!” cr�ed both the accused, w�th one vo�ce.
“A ma�d of honor! a ma�d of honor!” cr�ed the old lady, l�ft�ng her

hands towards heaven.
“Well! �t �s there you are m�staken, madame,” sa�d Montala�s,

h�ghly exasperated; “I am no longer a ma�d of honor, of madame’s at
least.”

“Have you g�ven �n your res�gnat�on, mademo�selle? That �s well!
I cannot but applaud such a determ�nat�on, and I do applaud �t.”

“I do not g�ve �n my res�gnat�on, madame; I take another serv�ce,
—that �s all.”

“In the bourgeo�s�e or �n the robe?” asked Madame de Sa�nt-
Remy, d�sda�nfully.

“Please to learn, madame, that I am not a g�rl to serve e�ther
bourgeo�ses or rob�nes; and that �nstead of the m�serable court at
wh�ch you vegetate, I am go�ng to res�de �n a court almost royal.”

“Ha, ha! a royal court,” sa�d Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, forc�ng a
laugh; “a royal court! What do you th�nk of that, my daughter?”

And she turned towards Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, whom she
would by ma�n force have dragged away from Montala�s, and who



�nstead of obey�ng the �mpulse of Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, looked
f�rst at her mother and then at Montala�s w�th her beaut�ful
conc�l�atory eyes.

“I d�d not say a royal court, madame,” repl�ed Montala�s;
“because Madame Henr�etta of England, who �s about to become the
w�fe of S. A. R. Mons�eur, �s not a queen. I sa�d almost royal, and I
spoke correctly, s�nce she w�ll be s�ster-�n-law to the k�ng.”

A thunderbolt fall�ng upon the castle of Blo�s would not have
aston�shed Madame de Sa�nt-Remy more than the last sentence of
Montala�s.

“What do you say? of Son Altesse Royale Madame Henr�etta?”
stammered out the old lady.

“I say I am go�ng to belong to her household, as ma�d of honor;
that �s what I say.”

“As ma�d of honor!” cr�ed, at the same t�me, Madame de Sa�nt-
Remy w�th despa�r, and Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere w�th del�ght.

“Yes, madame, as ma�d of honor.”
The old lady’s head sank down as �f the blow had been too

severe for her. But, almost �mmed�ately recover�ng herself, she
launched a last project�le at her adversary.

“Oh! oh!” sa�d she; “I have heard of many of these sorts of
prom�ses beforehand, wh�ch often lead people to flatter themselves
w�th w�ld hopes, and at the last moment, when the t�me comes to
keep the prom�ses, and have the hopes real�zed, they are surpr�sed
to see the great cred�t upon wh�ch they reckoned van�sh l�ke smoke.”

“Oh! madame, the cred�t of my protector �s �ncontestable and h�s
prom�ses are as good as deeds.”

“And would �t be �nd�screet to ask you the name of th�s powerful
protector?”

“Oh! mon D�eu! no! �t �s that gentleman there,” sa�d Montala�s,
po�nt�ng to Mal�corne, who, dur�ng th�s scene, had preserved the
most �mperturbable coolness, and the most com�c d�gn�ty.

“Mons�eur!” cr�ed Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, w�th an explos�on of
h�lar�ty, “mons�eur �s your protector! Is the man whose cred�t �s so



powerful, and whose prom�ses are as good as deeds, Mons�eur
Mal�corne!”

Mal�corne bowed.
As to Montala�s, as her sole reply, she drew the brevet from her

pocket, and showed �t to the old lady.
“Here �s the brevet,” sa�d she.
At once all was over. As soon as she had cast a rap�d glance

over th�s fortunate brevet, the good lady clasped her hands, an
unspeakable express�on of envy and despa�r contracted her
countenance, and she was obl�ged to s�t down to avo�d fa�nt�ng.
Montala�s was not mal�c�ous enough to rejo�ce extravagantly at her
v�ctory, or to overwhelm the conquered enemy, part�cularly when that
enemy was the mother of her fr�end; she used then, but d�d not
abuse her tr�umph. Mal�corne was less generous; he assumed noble
poses �n h�s fauteu�l and stretched h�mself out w�th a fam�l�ar�ty
wh�ch, two hours earl�er, would have drawn upon h�m threats of a
can�ng.

“Ma�d of honor to the young madame!” repeated Madame de
Sa�nt-Remy, st�ll but half conv�nced.

“Yes, madame, and through the protect�on of M. Mal�corne,
moreover.”

“It �s �ncred�ble!” repeated the old lady: “�s �t not �ncred�ble,
Lou�se?” But Lou�se d�d not reply; she was s�tt�ng, thoughtfully,
almost sad; pass�ng one had over her beaut�ful brow, she s�ghed
heav�ly.

“Well, but, mons�eur,” sa�d Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, all at once,
“how d�d you manage to obta�n th�s post?”

“I asked for �t, madame.”
“Of whom?”
“One of my fr�ends.”
“And you have fr�ends suff�c�ently powerful at court to g�ve you

such proofs of the�r cred�t?”
“It appears so.”
“And may one ask the name of these fr�ends?”



“I d�d not say I had many fr�ends, madame, I sa�d I had one
fr�end.”

“And that fr�end �s called?”
“Peste! madame, you go too far! When one has a fr�end as

powerful as m�ne, we do not publ�sh h�s name �n that fash�on, �n
open day, �n order that he may be stolen from us.”

“You are r�ght, mons�eur, to be s�lent as to that name; for I th�nk
�t would be pretty d�ff�cult for you to tell �t.”

“At all events,” sa�d Montala�s, “�f the fr�end does not ex�st, the
brevet does, and that cuts short the quest�on.”

“Then, I conce�ve,” sa�d Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, w�th the
grac�ous sm�le of the cat who �s go�ng to scratch, “when I found
mons�eur here just now—”

“Well?”
“He brought you the brevet.”
“Exactly, madame; you have guessed r�ghtly.”
“Well, then, noth�ng can be more moral or proper.”
“I th�nk so, madame.”
“And I have been wrong, as �t appears, �n reproach�ng you,

mademo�selle.”
“Very wrong, madame; but I am so accustomed to your

reproaches, that I pardon you these.”
“In that case, let us begone, Lou�se; we have noth�ng to do but

ret�re. Well!”
“Madame!” sa�d La Vall�ere start�ng, “d�d you speak?”
“You do not appear to be l�sten�ng, my ch�ld.”
“No, madame, I was th�nk�ng.”
“About what?”
“A thousand th�ngs.”
“You bear me no �ll-w�ll, at least, Lou�se?” cr�ed Montala�s,

press�ng her hand.
“And why should I, my dear Aure?” repl�ed the g�rl �n a vo�ce soft

as a flute.



“Dame!” resumed Madame de Sa�nt-Remy; “�f she d�d bear you
a l�ttle �ll-w�ll, poor g�rl, she could not be much blamed.”

“And why should she bear me �ll-w�ll, good grac�ous?”
“It appears to me that she �s of as good a fam�ly, and as pretty

as you.”
“Mother! mother!” cr�ed Lou�se.
“Prett�er a hundred t�mes, madame—not of a better fam�ly; but

that does not tell me why Lou�se should bear me �ll-w�ll.”
“Do you th�nk �t w�ll be very amus�ng for her to be bur�ed al�ve at

Blo�s, when you are go�ng to sh�ne at Par�s?”
“But, madame, �t �s not I who prevent Lou�se follow�ng me

th�ther; on the contrary, I should certa�nly be most happy �f she came
there.”

“But �t appears that M. Mal�corne, who �s all-powerful at court—”
“Ah! so much the worse, madame,” sa�d Mal�corne, “every one

for h�mself �n th�s poor world.”
“Mal�corne! Mal�corne!” sa�d Montala�s. Then stoop�ng towards

the young man:—
“Occupy Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, e�ther �n d�sput�ng w�th her, or

mak�ng �t up w�th her; I must speak to Lou�se.” And, at the same
t�me, a soft pressure of the hand recompensed Mal�corne for h�s
future obed�ence. Mal�corne went grumbl�ng towards Madame de
Sa�nt-Remy, wh�lst Montala�s sa�d to her fr�end, throw�ng one arm
around her neck:—

“What �s the matter? Tell me. Is �t true that you would not love
me �f I were to sh�ne, as your mother says?”

“Oh, no!” sa�d the young g�rl, w�th d�ff�culty restra�n�ng her tears;
“on the contrary, I rejo�ce at your good fortune.”

“Rejo�ce! why, one would say you are ready to cry!”
“Do people never weep except from envy?”
“Oh! yes, I understand; I am go�ng to Par�s and that word Par�s

recalls to your m�nd a certa�n caval�er—”
“Aure!”



“A certa�n caval�er who formerly l�ved near Blo�s, and who now
res�des at Par�s.”

“In truth, I know not what a�ls me, but I feel st�fled.”
“Weep, then, weep, as you cannot g�ve me a sm�le!”
Lou�se ra�sed her sweet face, wh�ch the tears, roll�ng down one

after the other, �llum�ned l�ke d�amonds.
“Come, confess,” sa�d Montala�s.
“What shall I confess?”
“What makes you weep; people don’t weep w�thout cause. I am

your fr�end; whatever you would w�sh me to do, I w�ll do. Mal�corne �s
more powerful than you would th�nk. Do you w�sh to go to Par�s?”

“Alas!” s�ghed Lou�se.
“Do you w�sh to come to Par�s?”
“To rema�n here alone, �n th�s old castle, I who have enjoyed the

del�ghtful hab�t of l�sten�ng to your songs, of press�ng your hand, of
runn�ng about the park w�th you. Oh! how I shall be ennuyee! how
qu�ckly I shall d�e!”

“Do you w�sh to come to Par�s?”
Lou�se breathed another s�gh.
“You do not answer me.”
“What would you that I should reply?”
“Yes or no; that �s not very d�ff�cult, I th�nk.”
“Oh! you are very fortunate, Montala�s!”
“That �s to say you would l�ke to be �n my place.”
Lou�se was s�lent.
“L�ttle obst�nate th�ng!” sa�d Montala�s; “d�d ever any one keep

her secrets from her fr�end thus? But, confess that you would l�ke to
come to Par�s; confess that you are dy�ng w�th the w�sh to see Raoul
aga�n.”

“I cannot confess that.”
“Then you are wrong.”
“In what way?”



“Because—do you not see th�s brevet?”
“To be sure I do.”
“Well, I would have got you a s�m�lar one.”
“By whose means?”
“Mal�corne’s.”
“Aure, are you tell�ng the truth? Is that poss�ble?”
“Mal�corne �s there; and what he has done for me, he surely can

do for you.”
Mal�corne had heard h�s name pronounced tw�ce; he was

del�ghted at hav�ng an opportun�ty of com�ng to a conclus�on w�th
Madame de Sa�nt-Remy, and he turned round:—

“What �s the quest�on, mademo�selle?”
“Come h�ther, Mal�corne,” sa�d Montala�s, w�th an �mper�ous

gesture. Mal�corne obeyed.
“A brevet l�ke th�s,” sa�d Montala�s.
“How so?”
“A brevet l�ke th�s; that �s pla�n enough.”
“But—”
“I want one—I must have one!”
“Oh! oh! you must have one!”
“Yes.”
“It �s �mposs�ble, �s �t not, M. Mal�corne?” sa�d Lou�se, w�th her

sweet, soft vo�ce.
“If �t �s for you, mademo�selle—”
“For me. Yes, Mons�eur Mal�corne, �t would be for me.”
“And �f Mademo�selle de Montala�s asks �t at the same t�me—”
“Mademo�selle de Montala�s does not ask �t, she requ�res �t.”
“Well! we w�ll endeavor to obey you, mademo�selle.”
“And you w�ll have her named?”
“We w�ll try.”
“No evas�ve answers, Lou�se de la Vall�ere shall be ma�d of

honor to Madame Henr�etta w�th�n a week.”



“How you talk!”
“W�th�n a week, or else—”
“Well! or else?”
“You may take back your brevet, Mons�eur Mal�corne; I w�ll not

leave my fr�end.”
“Dear Montala�s!”
“That �s r�ght. Keep your brevet; Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere

shall be a ma�d of honor.”
“Is that true?”
“Qu�te true.”
“I may then hope to go to Par�s?”
“Depend on �t.”
“Oh! Mons�eur Mal�corne, what joy!” cr�ed Lou�se, clapp�ng her

hands, and bound�ng w�th pleasure.
“L�ttle d�ssembler!” sa�d Montala�s, “try aga�n to make me bel�eve

you are not �n love w�th Raoul.”
Lou�se blushed l�ke a rose �n June, but �nstead of reply�ng, she

ran and embraced her mother. “Madame,” sa�d she, “do you know
that M. Mal�corne �s go�ng to have me appo�nted ma�d of honor?”

“M. Mal�corne �s a pr�nce �n d�sgu�se,” repl�ed the old lady, “he �s
all-powerful, seem�ngly.”

“Should you also l�ke to be a ma�d of honor?” asked Mal�corne of
Madame de Sa�nt-Remy. “Wh�lst I am about �t, I m�ght as well get
everybody appo�nted.”

And upon that he went away, leav�ng the poor lady qu�te
d�sconcerted.

“Humph!” murmured Mal�corne as he descended the sta�rs,
—“Humph! there goes another note of a thousand l�vres! but I must
get through as well as I can; my fr�end Man�camp does noth�ng for
noth�ng.”



Chapter IV. Mal�corne and Man�camp.
The �ntroduct�on of these two new personages �nto th�s h�story

and that myster�ous aff�n�ty of names and sent�ments, mer�t some
attent�on on the part of both h�stor�an and reader. We w�ll then enter
�nto some deta�ls concern�ng Mess�eurs Mal�corne and Man�camp.
Mal�corne, we know, had made the journey to Orleans �n search of
the brevet dest�ned for Mademo�selle de Montala�s, the arr�val of
wh�ch had produced such a strong feel�ng at the castle of Blo�s. At
that moment, M. de Man�camp was at Orleans. A s�ngular person
was th�s M. de Man�camp; a very �ntell�gent young fellow, always
poor, always needy, although he d�pped h�s hand freely �nto the
purse of M. le Comte de Gu�che, one of the best furn�shed purses of
the per�od. M. le Comte de Gu�che had had, as the compan�on of h�s
boyhood, th�s De Man�camp, a poor gentleman, vassal-born, of the
house of Gramont. M. de Man�camp, w�th h�s tact and talent had
created h�mself a revenue �n the opulent fam�ly of the celebrated
marechal. From h�s �nfancy he had, w�th calculat�on beyond h�s age,
lent h�s mane and compla�sance to the foll�es of the Comte de
Gu�che. If h�s noble compan�on had stolen some fru�t dest�ned for
Madame la Marechale, �f he had broken a m�rror, or put out a dog’s
eye, Man�camp declared h�mself gu�lty of the cr�me comm�tted, and
rece�ved the pun�shment, wh�ch was not made the m�lder for fall�ng
on the �nnocent. But th�s was the way th�s system of abnegat�on was
pa�d for: �nstead of wear�ng such mean hab�l�ments as h�s paternal
fortunes ent�tled h�m to, he was able to appear br�ll�ant, superb, l�ke a
young noble of f�fty thousand l�vres a year. It was not that he was
mean �n character or humble �n sp�r�t; no, he was a ph�losopher, or
rather he had the �nd�fference, the apathy, the obst�nacy wh�ch
ban�sh from man every sent�ment of the supernatural. H�s sole
amb�t�on was to spend money. But, �n th�s respect, the worthy M. de
Man�camp was a gulf. Three or four t�mes every year he dra�ned the
Comte de Gu�che, and when the Comte de Gu�che was thoroughly
dra�ned, when he had turned out h�s pockets and h�s purse before



h�m, when he declared that �t would be at least a fortn�ght before
paternal mun�f�cence would ref�ll those pockets and that purse,
Man�camp lost all h�s energy, he went to bed, rema�ned there, ate
noth�ng and sold h�s handsome clothes, under the pretense that,
rema�n�ng �n bed, he d�d not want them. Dur�ng th�s prostrat�on of
m�nd and strength, the purse of the Comte de Gu�che was gett�ng full
aga�n, and when once f�lled, overflowed �nto that of De Man�camp,
who bought new clothes, dressed h�mself aga�n, and recommenced
the same l�fe he had followed before. The man�a of sell�ng h�s new
clothes for a quarter of what they were worth, had rendered our hero
suff�c�ently celebrated �n Orleans, a c�ty where, �n general, we should
be puzzled to say why he came to pass h�s days of pen�tence.
Prov�nc�al debauches, pet�ts-ma�tres of s�x hundred l�vres a year,
shared the fragments of h�s opulence.

Among the adm�rers of these splend�d to�lettes, our fr�end
Mal�corne was consp�cuous; he was the son of a synd�c of the c�ty, of
whom M. de Conde, always needy as a De Conde, often borrowed
money at enormous �nterest. M. Mal�corne kept the paternal money-
chest; that �s to say, that �n those t�mes of easy morals, he had made
for h�mself, by follow�ng the example of h�s father, and lend�ng at
h�gh �nterest for short terms, a revenue of e�ghteen hundred l�vres,
w�thout reckon�ng s�x hundred l�vres furn�shed by the generos�ty of
the synd�c; so that Mal�corne was the k�ng of the gay youth of
Orleans, hav�ng two thousand four hundred l�vres to scatter,
squander, and waste on foll�es of every k�nd. But, qu�te contrary to
Man�camp, Mal�corne was terr�bly amb�t�ous. He loved from amb�t�on;
he spent money out of amb�t�on; and he would have ru�ned h�mself
for amb�t�on. Mal�corne had determ�ned to r�se, at whatever pr�ce �t
m�ght cost, and for th�s, whatever pr�ce �t d�d cost, he had g�ven
h�mself a m�stress and a fr�end. The m�stress, Mademo�selle de
Montala�s, was cruel, as regarded love; but she was of a noble
fam�ly, and that was suff�c�ent for Mal�corne. The fr�end had l�ttle or
no fr�endsh�p, but he was the favor�te of the Comte de Gu�che,
h�mself the fr�end of Mons�eur, the k�ng’s brother; and that was
suff�c�ent for Mal�corne. Only, �n the chapter of charges,
Mademo�selle de Montala�s cost per annum:—r�bbons, gloves, and
sweets, a thousand l�vres. De Man�camp cost—money lent, never



returned—from twelve to f�fteen hundred l�vres per annum. So that
there was noth�ng left for Mal�corne. Ah! yes, we are m�staken; there
was left the paternal strong box. He employed a mode of
proceed�ng, upon wh�ch he preserved the most profound secrecy,
and wh�ch cons�sted �n advanc�ng to h�mself, from the coffers of the
synd�c, half a dozen year’s prof�ts, that �s to say, f�fteen thousand
l�vres, swear�ng to h�mself—observe, qu�te to h�mself—to repay th�s
def�c�ency as soon as an opportun�ty should present �tself. The
opportun�ty was expected to be the concess�on of a good post �n the
household of Mons�eur, when that household would be establ�shed
at the per�od of h�s marr�age. Th�s juncture had arr�ved, and the
household was about to be establ�shed. A good post �n the fam�ly of
a pr�nce of the blood, when �t �s g�ven by the cred�t, and on the
recommendat�on of a fr�end, l�ke the Comte de Gu�che, �s worth at
least twelve thousand l�vres per annum; and by the means wh�ch M.
Mal�corne had taken to make h�s revenues fruct�fy, twelve thousand
l�vres m�ght r�se to twenty thousand. Then, when once an �ncumbent
of th�s post, he would marry Mademo�selle de Montala�s.
Mademo�selle de Montala�s, of a half noble fam�ly, not only would be
dowered, but would ennoble Mal�corne. But, �n order that
Mademo�selle de Montala�s, who had not a large patr�mon�al fortune,
although an only daughter, should be su�tably dowered, �t was
necessary that she should belong to some great pr�ncess, as
prod�gal as the dowager Madame was covetous. And �n order that
the w�fe should not be of one party wh�lst the husband belonged to
the other, a s�tuat�on wh�ch presents ser�ous �nconven�ences,
part�cularly w�th characters l�ke those of the future consorts—
Mal�corne had �mag�ned the �dea of mak�ng the central po�nt of un�on
the household of Mons�eur, the k�ng’s brother. Mademo�selle de
Montala�s would be ma�d of honor to Madame. M. Mal�corne would
be off�cer to Mons�eur.

It �s pla�n the plan was formed by a clear head; �t �s pla�n, also,
that �t had been bravely executed. Mal�corne had asked Man�camp to
ask a brevet of ma�d of honor of the Comte de Gu�che; and the
Comte de Gu�che had asked th�s brevet of Mons�eur, who had
s�gned �t w�thout hes�tat�on. The construct�ve plan of Mal�corne—for
we may well suppose that the comb�nat�ons of a m�nd as act�ve as



h�s were not conf�ned to the present, but extended to the future—the
construct�ve plan of Mal�corne, we say, was th�s:—To obta�n entrance
�nto the household of Madame Henr�etta for a woman devoted to
h�mself, who was �ntell�gent, young, handsome, and �ntr�gu�ng; to
learn, by means of th�s woman, all the fem�n�ne secrets of the young
household; wh�lst he, Mal�corne, and h�s fr�end Man�camp, should,
between them, know all the male secrets of the young commun�ty. It
was by these means that a rap�d and splend�d fortune m�ght be
acqu�red at one and the same t�me. Mal�corne was a v�le name; he
who bore �t had too much w�t to conceal th�s truth from h�mself; but
an estate m�ght be purchased; and Mal�corne of some place, or even
De Mal�corne �tself, for short, would r�ng more nobly on the ear.

It was not �mprobable that a most ar�stocrat�c or�g�n m�ght be
hunted up by the heralds for th�s name of Mal�corne; m�ght �t not
come from some estate where a bull w�th mortal horns had caused
some great m�sfortune, and bapt�zed the so�l w�th the blood �t had
sp�lt? Certes, th�s plan presented �tself br�stl�ng w�th d�ff�cult�es: but
the greatest of all was Mademo�selle de Montala�s herself.
Capr�c�ous, var�able, close, g�ddy, free, prud�sh, a v�rg�n armed w�th
claws, Er�gone sta�ned w�th grapes, she somet�mes overturned, w�th
a s�ngle dash of her wh�te f�ngers, or w�th a s�ngle puff from her
laugh�ng l�ps, the ed�f�ce wh�ch had exhausted Mal�corne’s pat�ence
for a month.

Love apart, Mal�corne was happy; but th�s love, wh�ch he could
not help feel�ng, he had the strength to conceal w�th care; persuaded
that at the least relax�ng of the t�es by wh�ch he had bound h�s
Protean female, the demon would overthrow and laugh at h�m. He
humbled h�s m�stress by d�sda�n�ng her. Burn�ng w�th des�re, when
she advanced to tempt h�m, he had the art to appear �ce, persuaded
that �f he opened h�s arms, she would run away laugh�ng at h�m. On
her s�de, Montala�s bel�eved she d�d not love Mal�corne; wh�lst, on
the contrary, �n real�ty she d�d. Mal�corne repeated to her so often h�s
protestat�on of �nd�fference, that she f�n�shed, somet�mes, by
bel�ev�ng h�m; and then she bel�eved she detested Mal�corne. If she
tr�ed to br�ng h�m back by coquetry, Mal�corne played the coquette
better than she could. But what made Montala�s hold to Mal�corne �n
an �nd�ssoluble fash�on, was that Mal�corne always came cram full of



fresh news from the court and the c�ty; Mal�corne always brought to
Blo�s a fash�on, a secret, or a perfume; that Mal�corne never asked
for a meet�ng, but, on the contrary, requ�red to be suppl�cated to
rece�ve the favors he burned to obta�n. On her s�de, Montala�s was
no m�ser w�th stor�es. By her means, Mal�corne learnt all that passed
at Blo�s, �n the fam�ly of the dowager Madame; and he related to
Man�camp tales that made h�m ready to d�e w�th laugh�ng, wh�ch the
latter, out of �dleness, took ready-made to M. de Gu�che, who carr�ed
them to Mons�eur.

Such, �n two words, was the woof of petty �nterests and petty
consp�rac�es wh�ch un�ted Blo�s w�th Orleans, and Orleans w�th
Pa�rs; and wh�ch was about to br�ng �nto the last named c�ty where
she was to produce so great a revolut�on, the poor l�ttle La Vall�ere,
who was far from suspect�ng, as she returned joyfully, lean�ng on the
arm of her mother, for what a strange future she was reserved. As to
the good man, Mal�corne—we speak of the synd�c of Orleans—he
d�d not see more clearly �nto the present than others d�d �nto the
future; and had no susp�c�on as he walked, every day, between three
and f�ve o’clock, after h�s d�nner, upon the Place Sa�nte-Cather�ne, �n
h�s gray coat, cut after the fash�on of Lou�s XIII. and h�s cloth shoes
w�th great knots of r�bbon, that �t was he who was pay�ng for all those
bursts of laughter, all those stolen k�sses, all those wh�sper�ngs, all
those l�ttle keepsakes, and all those bubble projects wh�ch formed a
cha�n of forty-f�ve leagues �n length, from the pala�s of Blo�s to the
Pala�s Royal.



Chapter V: Man�camp and Mal�corne.
Mal�corne, then, left Blo�s, as we have sa�d, and went to f�nd h�s

fr�end, Man�camp, then �n temporary retreat �n the c�ty of Orleans. It
was just at the moment when that young nobleman was employed �n
sell�ng the last decent cloth�ng he had left. He had, a fortn�ght before,
extorted from the Comte de Gu�che a hundred p�stoles, all he had, to
ass�st �n equ�pp�ng h�m properly to go and meet Madame, on her
arr�val at Le Havre. He had drawn from Mal�corne, three days before,
f�fty p�stoles, the pr�ce of the brevet obta�ned for Montala�s. He had
then no expectat�on of anyth�ng else, hav�ng exhausted all h�s
resources, w�th the except�on of sell�ng a handsome su�t of cloth and
sat�n, embro�dered and laced w�th gold, wh�ch had been the
adm�rat�on of the court. But to be able to sell th�s su�t, the last he had
left,—as we have been forced to confess to the reader—Man�camp
had been obl�ged to take to h�s bed. No more f�re, no more pocket-
money, no more walk�ng-money, noth�ng but sleep to take the place
of repasts, compan�es and balls. It has been sa�d—“He who sleeps,
d�nes;” but �t has never been aff�rmed—He who sleeps, plays—or,
He who sleeps, dances. Man�camp, reduced to th�s extrem�ty of
ne�ther play�ng nor danc�ng, for a week at least, was, consequently,
very sad; he was expect�ng a usurer, and saw Mal�corne enter. A cry
of d�stress escaped h�m.

“Eh! what!” sa�d he, �n a tone wh�ch noth�ng can descr�be, “�s
that you aga�n, dear fr�end?”

“Humph! you are very pol�te!” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Ay, but look you, I was expect�ng money, and, �nstead of

money, I see you.”
“And suppose I brought you some money?”
“Oh! that would be qu�te another th�ng. You are very welcome,

my dear fr�end!”



And he held out h�s hand, not for the hand of Mal�corne, but for
the purse. Mal�corne pretended to be m�staken, and gave h�m h�s
hand.

“And the money?” sa�d Man�camp.
“My dear fr�end, �f you w�sh to have �t, earn �t.”
“What must be done for �t?”
“Earn �t, parbleu!”
“And after what fash�on?”
“Oh! that �s rather try�ng, I warn you.”
“The dev�l!”
“You must get out of bed, and go �mmed�ately to M. le Comte de

Gu�che.”
“I get up!” sa�d Man�camp, stretch�ng h�mself �n h�s bed,

complacently, “oh, no, thank you!”
“You have sold all your clothes?”
“No, I have one su�t left, the handsomest even, but I expect a

purchaser.”
“And the chausses?”
“Well, �f you look, you w�ll see them on that cha�r.”
“Very well! s�nce you have some chausses and a pourpo�nt left,

put your legs �nto the f�rst and your back �nto the other; have a horse
saddled, and set off.”

“Not I.”
“And why not?”
“Morbleu! don’t you know, then, that M. de Gu�che �s at

Etampes?”
“No, I thought he was at Par�s. You w�ll then only have f�fteen

leagues to go, �nstead of th�rty.”
“You are a wonderfully clever fellow! If I were to r�de f�fteen

leagues �n these clothes, they would never be f�t to put on aga�n;
and, �nstead of sell�ng them for th�rty p�stoles, I should be obl�ged to
take f�fteen.”



“Sell them for whatever you l�ke, but I must have a second
comm�ss�on of ma�d of honor.”

“Good! for whom? Is Montala�s doubled, then?”
“V�le fellow!—It �s you who are doubled. You swallow up two

fortunes—m�ne, and that of M. le Comte de Gu�che.”
“You should say, that of M. le Comte de Gu�che and yours.”
“That �s true; honor where �t �s due; but I return to my brevet.”
“And you are wrong.”
“Prove me that.”
“My fr�end, there w�ll only be twelve ma�ds of honor for madame;

I have already obta�ned for you what twelve hundred women are
try�ng for, and for that I was forced to employ all my d�plomacy.”

“Oh! yes, I know you have been qu�te hero�c, my dear fr�end.”
“We know what we are about,” sa�d Man�camp.
“To whom do you tell that? When I am k�ng, I prom�se you one

th�ng.”
“What? To call yourself Mal�corne the F�rst?”
“No; to make you super�ntendent of my f�nances; but that �s not

the quest�on now.”
“Unfortunately.”
“The present affa�r �s to procure for me a second place of ma�d

of honor.”
“My fr�end, �f you were to prom�se me the pr�ce of heaven, I

would decl�ne to d�sturb myself at th�s moment.”
Mal�corne ch�nked the money �n h�s pocket.
“There are twenty p�stoles here,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“And what would you do w�th twenty p�stoles, mon D�eu!”
“Well!” sa�d Mal�corne, a l�ttle angry, “suppose I were to add

them to the f�ve hundred you already owe me?”
“You are r�ght,” repl�ed Man�camp, stretch�ng out h�s hand aga�n,

“and from that po�nt of v�ew I can accept them. G�ve them to me.”
“An �nstant, what the dev�l! �t �s not only hold�ng out your hand

that w�ll do; �f I g�ve you the twenty p�stoles, shall I have my brevet?”



“To be sure you shall.”
“Soon?”
“To-day.”
“Oh! take care! Mons�eur de Man�camp; you undertake much,

and I do not ask that. Th�rty leagues �n a day �s too much, you would
k�ll yourself.”

“I th�nk noth�ng �mposs�ble when obl�g�ng a fr�end.”
“You are qu�te hero�c.”
“Where are the twenty p�stoles?”
“Here they are,” sa�d Mal�corne, show�ng them.
“That’s well.”
“Yes, but my dear M. Man�camp, you would consume them �n

post-horses alone!”
“No, no, make yourself easy on that score.”
“Pardon me. Why, �t �s f�fteen leagues from th�s place to

Etampes?”
“Fourteen.”
“Well! fourteen be �t; fourteen leagues makes seven posts; at

twenty sous the post, seven l�vres; seven l�vres the cour�er, fourteen;
as many for com�ng back, twenty-e�ght! as much for bed and supper,
that makes s�xty l�vres th�s compla�sance would cost.”

Man�camp stretched h�mself l�ke a serpent �n h�s bed, and f�x�ng
h�s two great eyes upon Mal�corne, “You are r�ght,” sa�d he; “I could
not return before to-morrow;” and he took the twenty p�stoles.

“Now, then, be off!”
“Well, as I cannot be back before to-morrow, we have t�me.”
“T�me for what?”
“T�me to play.”
“What do you w�sh to play w�th?”
“Your twenty p�stoles, pard�eu!”
“No; you always w�n.”
“I w�ll wager them, then.”



“Aga�nst what?”
“Aga�nst twenty others.”
“And what shall be the object of the wager?”
“Th�s. We have sa�d �t was fourteen leagues to Etampes.”
“Yes.”
“And fourteen leagues back?”
“Doubtless.”
“Well; for these twenty-e�ght leagues you cannot allow less than

fourteen hours?”
“That �s agreed.”
“One hour to f�nd the Comte de Gu�che.”
“Go on.”
“And an hour to persuade h�m to wr�te a letter to Mons�eur.”
“Just so.”
“S�xteen hours �n all?”
“You reckon as well as M. Colbert.”
“It �s now twelve o’clock.”
“Half-past.”
“He�n!—you have a handsome watch!”
“What were you say�ng?” sa�d Mal�corne, putt�ng h�s watch

qu�ckly back �nto h�s fob.
“Ah! true; I was offer�ng to lay you twenty p�stoles aga�nst these

you have lent me, that you w�ll have the Comte de Gu�che’s letter �n
—”

“How soon?”
“In e�ght hours.”
“Have you a w�nged horse, then?”
“That �s no matter. W�ll you bet?”
“I shall have the comte’s letter �n e�ght hours?”
“Yes.”
“In hand?”



“In hand.”
“Well, be �t so; I lay,” sa�d Mal�corne, cur�ous enough to know

how th�s seller of clothes would get through.
“Is �t agreed?”
“It �s.”
“Pass me the pen, �nk, and paper.”
“Here they are.”
“Thank you.”
Man�camp ra�sed h�mself w�th a s�gh, and lean�ng on h�s left

elbow, �n h�s best hand, traced the follow�ng l�nes:—
“Good for an order for a place of ma�d of honor to Madame,

wh�ch M. le Comte de Gu�che w�ll take upon h�m to obta�n at s�ght.
DE MANICAMP.”

Th�s pa�nful task accompl�shed, he la�d h�mself down �n bed
aga�n.

“Well!” asked Mal�corne, “what does th�s mean?”
“That means that �f you are �n a hurry to have the letter from the

Comte de Gu�che for Mons�eur, I have won my wager.”
“How the dev�l �s that?”
“That �s transparent enough, I th�nk; you take that paper.”
“Well?”
“And you set out �nstead of me.”
“Ah!”
“You put your horses to the�r best speed.”
“Good!”
“In s�x hours you w�ll be at Etampes; �n seven hours you have

the letter from the comte, and I shall have won my wager w�thout
st�rr�ng from my bed, wh�ch su�ts me and you too, at the same t�me, I
am very sure.”

“Dec�dedly, Man�camp, you are a great man.”
“He�n! I know that.”
“I am to start then for Etampes?”



“D�rectly.”
“I am to go to the Comte de Gu�che w�th th�s order?”
“He w�ll g�ve you a s�m�lar one for Mons�eur.”
“Mons�eur w�ll approve?”
“Instantly.”
“And I shall have my brevet?”
“You w�ll.”
“Ah!”
“Well, I hope I behave genteely?”
“Adorably.”
“Thank you.”
“You do as you please, then, w�th the Comte de Gu�che,

Man�camp?”
“Except mak�ng money of h�m—everyth�ng?”
“D�able! the except�on �s annoy�ng; but then, �f �nstead of ask�ng

h�m for money, you were to ask—”
“What?”
“Someth�ng �mportant.”
“What do you call �mportant?”
“Well! suppose one of your fr�ends asked you to render h�m a

serv�ce?”
“I would not render �t to h�m.”
“Self�sh fellow!”
“Or at least I would ask h�m what serv�ce he would render me �n

exchange.”
“Ah! that, perhaps, �s fa�r. Well, that fr�end speaks to you.”
“What, you, Mal�corne?”
“Yes; I.”
“Ah! ah! you are r�ch, then?”
“I have st�ll f�fty p�stoles left.”
“Exactly the sum I want. Where are those f�fty p�stoles?”



“Here,” sa�d Mal�corne, slapp�ng h�s pocket.
“Then speak, my fr�end; what do you want?”
Mal�corne took up the pen, �nk, and paper aga�n, and presented

them all to Man�camp. “Wr�te!” sa�d he.
“D�ctate!”
“An order for a place �n the household of Mons�eur.”
“Oh!” sa�d Man�camp, lay�ng down the pen, “a place �n the

household of Mons�eur for f�fty p�stoles?”
“You m�stook me, my fr�end; you d�d not hear pla�nly.”
“What d�d you say, then?”
“I sa�d f�ve hundred.”
“And the f�ve hundred?”
“Here they are.”
Man�camp devoured the rouleau w�th h�s eyes; but th�s t�me

Mal�corne held �t at a d�stance.
“Eh! what do you say to that? F�ve hundred p�stoles.”
“I say �t �s for noth�ng, my fr�end,” sa�d Man�camp, tak�ng up the

pen aga�n, “and you exhaust my cred�t. D�ctate.”
Mal�corne cont�nued:
“Wh�ch my fr�end the Comte de Gu�che w�ll obta�n for my fr�end

Mal�corne.”
“That’s �t,” sa�d Man�camp.
“Pardon me, you have forgotten to s�gn.”
“Ah! that �s true. The f�ve hundred p�stoles?”
“Here are two hundred and f�fty of them.”
“And the other two hundred and f�fty?”
“When I am �n possess�on of my place.”
Man�camp made a face.
“In that case g�ve me the recommendat�on back aga�n.”
“What to do?”
“To add two words to �t.”



“Two words?”
“Yes; two words only.”
“What are they?”
“In haste.”
Mal�corne returned the recommendat�on; Man�camp added the

words.
“Good,” sa�d Mal�corne, tak�ng back the paper.
Man�camp began to count out the p�stoles.
“There want twenty,” sa�d he.
“How so?”
“The twenty I have won.”
“In what way?”
“By lay�ng that you would have the letter from the Comte de

Gu�che �n e�ght hours.”
“Ah! that’s fa�r,” and he gave h�m the twenty p�stoles.
Man�camp began to scoop up h�s gold by handfuls, and pour �t

�n cascades upon h�s bed.
“Th�s second place,” murmured Mal�corne, wh�lst dry�ng h�s

paper, “wh�ch, at f�rst glance appears to cost me more than the f�rst,
but—” He stopped, took up the pen �n h�s turn, and wrote to
Montala�s:—

“MADEMOISELLE,—Announce to your fr�end that her
comm�ss�on w�ll not be long before �t arr�ves; I am sett�ng out to get �t
s�gned: that w�ll be twenty-e�ght leagues I shall have gone for the
love of you.”

Then w�th h�s sardon�c sm�le, tak�ng up the �nterrupted sentence:
—“Th�s place,” sa�d he, “at f�rst glance, appears to have cost more
than the f�rst; but—the benef�t w�ll be, I hope, �n proport�on w�th the
expense, and Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere w�ll br�ng me back more
than Mademo�selle de Montala�s, or else,—or else my name �s not
Mal�corne. Farewell, Man�camp,” and he left the room.





Chapter VI. The Courtyard of the Hotel
Grammont.

On Mal�corne’s arr�val at Orleans, he was �nformed that the
Comte de Gu�che had just set out for Par�s. Mal�corne rested h�mself
for a couple of hours, and then prepared to cont�nue h�s journey. He
reached Par�s dur�ng the n�ght, and al�ghted at a small hotel, where,
�n h�s prev�ous journeys to the cap�tal, he had been accustomed to
put up, and at e�ght o’clock the next morn�ng presented h�mself at
the Hotel Grammont. Mal�corne arr�ved just �n t�me, for the Comte de
Gu�che was on the po�nt of tak�ng leave of Mons�eur before sett�ng
out for Le Havre, where the pr�nc�pal members of the French nob�l�ty
had gone to awa�t Madame’s arr�val from England. Mal�corne
pronounced the name of Man�camp, and was �mmed�ately adm�tted.
He found the Comte de Gu�che �n the courtyard of the Hotel
Grammont, �nspect�ng h�s horses, wh�ch h�s tra�ners and equerr�es
were pass�ng �n rev�ew before h�m. The count, �n the presence of h�s
tradespeople and of h�s servants, was engaged �n pra�s�ng or
blam�ng, as the case seemed to deserve, the appo�ntments, horses,
and harness that were be�ng subm�tted to h�m; when, �n the m�dst of
th�s �mportant occupat�on, the name of Man�camp was announced.

“Man�camp!” he excla�med; “let h�m enter by all means.” And he
advanced a few steps toward the door.

Mal�corne sl�pped through the half-open door, and look�ng at the
Comte de Gu�che, who was surpr�sed to see a face he d�d not
recogn�ze, �nstead of the one he expected, sa�d: “Forg�ve me,
mons�eur le comte, but I bel�eve a m�stake has been made. M.
Man�camp h�mself was announced to you, �nstead of wh�ch �t �s only
an envoy from h�m.”

“Ah!” excla�med De Gu�che, coldly; “and what do you br�ng me?”
“A letter, mons�eur le comte.” Mal�corne handed h�m the f�rst

document, and narrowly watched the count’s face, who, as he read



�t, began to laugh.
“What!” he excla�med, “another ma�d of honor? Are all the ma�ds

of honor �n France, then, under h�s protect�on?”
Mal�corne bowed.
“Why does he not come h�mself?” he �nqu�red.
“He �s conf�ned to h�s bed.”
“The deuce! he has no money then, I suppose,” sa�d De Gu�che,

shrugg�ng h�s shoulders. “What does he do w�th h�s money?”
Mal�corne made a movement, to �nd�cate that upon th�s subject

he was as �gnorant as the count h�mself. “Why does he not make
use of h�s cred�t, then?” cont�nued De Gu�che.

“W�th regard to that, I th�nk—”
“What?”
“That Man�camp has cred�t w�th no one but yourself, mons�eur le

comte!”
“He w�ll not be at Le Havre, then?” Whereupon Mal�corne made

another movement.
“But every one w�ll be there.”
“I trust, mons�eur le comte, that he w�ll not neglect so excellent

an opportun�ty.”
“He should be at Par�s by th�s t�me.”
“He w�ll take the d�rect road perhaps to make up for lost t�me.”
“Where �s he now?”
“At Orleans.”
“Mons�eur,” sa�d De Gu�che, “you seem to me a man of very

good taste.”
Mal�corne was wear�ng some of Man�camp’s old-new clothes.

He bowed �n return, say�ng, “You do me a very great honor, mons�eur
le comte.”

“Whom have I the pleasure of address�ng?”
“My name �s Mal�corne, mons�eur.”
“M. de Mal�corne, what do you th�nk of these p�stol-holsters?”



Mal�corne was a man of great read�ness and �mmed�ately
understood the pos�t�on of affa�rs. Bes�des, the “de” wh�ch had been
pref�xed to h�s name, ra�sed h�m to the rank of the person w�th whom
he was convers�ng. He looked at the holsters w�th the a�r of a
conno�sseur and sa�d, w�thout hes�tat�on: “Somewhat heavy,
mons�eur.”

“You see,” sa�d De Gu�che to the saddler, “th�s gentleman, who
understands these matters well, th�nks the holsters heavy, a
compla�nt I had already made.” The saddler was full of excuses.

“What do you th�nk,” asked De Gu�che, “of th�s horse, wh�ch I
have just purchased?”

“To look at �t, �t seems perfect, mons�eur le comte; but I must
mount �t before I g�ve you my op�n�on.”

“Do so, M. de Mal�corne, and r�de h�m round the court two or
three t�mes.”

The courtyard of the hotel was so arranged, that whenever there
was any occas�on for �t, �t could be used as a r�d�ng-school.
Mal�corne, w�th perfect ease, arranged the br�dle and snaffle-re�ns,
placed h�s left hand on the horse’s mane, and, w�th h�s foot �n the
st�rrup, ra�sed h�mself and seated h�mself �n the saddle. At f�rst, he
made the horse walk the whole c�rcu�t of the court-yard at a foot-
pace; next at a trot; lastly at a gallop. He then drew up close to the
count, d�smounted, and threw the br�dle to a groom stand�ng by.
“Well,” sa�d the count, “what do you th�nk of �t, M. de Mal�corne?”

“Th�s horse, mons�eur le comte, �s of the Mecklenburg breed. In
look�ng whether the b�t su�ted h�s mouth, I saw that he was r�s�ng
seven, the very age when the tra�n�ng of a horse �ntended for a
charger should commence. The forehand �s l�ght. A horse wh�ch
holds �ts head h�gh, �t �s sa�d, never t�res h�s r�der’s hand. The w�thers
are rather low. The droop�ng of the h�nd-quarters would almost make
me doubt the pur�ty of �ts German breed, and I th�nk there �s Engl�sh
blood �n h�m. He stands well on h�s legs, but he trots h�gh, and may
cut h�mself, wh�ch requ�res attent�on to be pa�d to h�s shoe�ng. He �s
tractable; and as I made h�m turn round and change h�s feet, I found
h�m qu�ck and ready �n do�ng so.”



“Well sa�d, M. de Mal�corne,” excla�med the comte; “you are a
judge of horses, I perce�ve;” then, turn�ng towards h�m aga�n, he
cont�nued, “you are most becom�ngly dressed, M. de Mal�corne. That
�s not a prov�nc�al cut, I presume. Such a style of dress �s not to be
met w�th at Tours or Orleans.”

“No, mons�eur le comte; my clothes were made at Par�s.”
“There �s no doubt about that. But let us resume our own affa�r.

Man�camp w�shes for the appo�ntment of a second ma�d of honor.”
“You perce�ve what he has wr�tten, mons�eur le comte.”
“For whom was the f�rst appo�ntment?”
Mal�corne felt the color r�se �n h�s face as he answered hurr�edly.
“A charm�ng ma�d of honor, Mademo�selle de Montala�s.”
“Ah, ah! you are acqua�nted w�th her?”
“We are aff�anced, or nearly so.”
“That �s qu�te another th�ng, then; a thousand compl�ments,”

excla�med De Gu�che, upon whose l�ps a court�er’s jest was already
f�tt�ng, but to whom the word “aff�anced,” addressed by Mal�corne
w�th respect to Mademo�selle de Montala�s, recalled the respect due
to women.

“And for whom �s the second appo�ntment dest�ned?” asked De
Gu�che; “�s �t for anyone to whom Man�camp may happen to be
aff�anced? In that case I p�ty her, poor g�rl! for she w�ll have a sad
fellow for a husband.”

“No, mons�eur le comte; the second appo�ntment �s for
Mademo�selle de la Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere.”

“Unknown,” sa�d De Gu�che.
“Unknown? yes, mons�eur,” sa�d Mal�corne, sm�l�ng �n h�s turn.
“Very good. I w�ll speak to Mons�eur about �t. By the by, she �s of

gentle b�rth?”
“She belongs to a very good fam�ly and �s ma�d of honor to

Madame.”
“That’s well. W�ll you accompany me to Mons�eur?”
“Most certa�nly, �f I may be perm�tted the honor.”



“Have you your carr�age?”
“No; I came here on horseback.”
“Dressed as you are?”
“No, mons�eur; I posted from Orleans, and I changed my

travel�ng su�t for the one I have on, �n order to present myself to you.”
“True, you already told me you had come from Orleans;” say�ng

wh�ch he crumpled Man�camp’s letter �n h�s hand, and thrust �t �n h�s
pocket.

“I beg your pardon,” sa�d Mal�corne, t�m�dly; “but I do not th�nk
you have read all.”

“Not read all, do you say?”
“No; there were two letters �n the same envelope.”
“Oh! are you sure?”
“Qu�te sure.”
“Let us look, then,” sa�d the count, as he opened the letter

aga�n.
“Ah! you are r�ght,” he sa�d open�ng the paper wh�ch he had not

yet read.
“I suspected �t,” he cont�nued—“another appl�cat�on for an

appo�ntment under Mons�eur. Th�s Man�camp �s a regular vamp�re:—
he �s carry�ng on a trade �n �t.”

“No, mons�eur le comte, he w�shes to make a present of �t.”
“To whom?”
“To myself, mons�eur.”
“Why d�d you not say so at once, my dear M. Mauva�secorne?”
“Mal�corne, mons�eur le comte.”
“Forg�ve me; �t �s that Lat�n that bothers me—that terr�ble m�ne

of etymolog�es. Why the deuce are young men of fam�ly taught
Lat�n? Mala and mauva�se—you understand �t �s the same th�ng. You
w�ll forg�ve me, I trust, M. de Mal�corne.”

“Your k�ndness affects me much, mons�eur: but �t �s a reason
why I should make you acqua�nted w�th one c�rcumstance w�thout
any delay.”



“What �s �t?”
“That I was not born a gentleman. I am not w�thout courage, and

not altogether def�c�ent �n ab�l�ty; but my name �s Mal�corne s�mply.”
“You appear to me, mons�eur!” excla�med the count, look�ng at

the astute face of h�s compan�on, “to be a most agreeable man. Your
face pleases me, M. Mal�corne, and you must possess some
�nd�sputably excellent qual�t�es to have pleased that egot�st�cal
Man�camp. Be cand�d and tell me whether you are not some sa�nt
descended upon the earth.”

“Why so?”
“For the s�mple reason that he makes you a present of anyth�ng.

D�d you not say that he �ntended to make you a present of some
appo�ntment �n the k�ng’s household?”

“I beg your pardon, count; but, �f I succeed �n obta�n�ng the
appo�ntment, you, and not he, w�ll have bestowed �t on me.”

“Bes�des he w�ll not have g�ven �t to you for noth�ng, I suppose.
Stay, I have �t;—there �s a Mal�corne at Orleans who lends money to
the pr�nce.”

“I th�nk that must be my father, mons�eur.”
“Ah! the pr�nce has the father, and that terr�ble dragon of a

Man�camp has the son. Take care, mons�eur, I know h�m. He w�ll
fleece you completely.”

“The only d�fference �s, that I lend w�thout �nterest,” sa�d
Mal�corne, sm�l�ng.

“I was correct �n say�ng you were e�ther a sa�nt or very much
resembled one. M. Mal�corne, you shall have the post you want, or I
w�ll forfe�t my name.”

“Ah! mons�eur le comte, what a debt of grat�tude shall I not owe
you?” sa�d Mal�corne, transported.

“Let us go to the pr�nce, my dear M. Mal�corne.” And De Gu�che
proceeded toward the door, des�r�ng Mal�corne to follow h�m. At the
very moment they were about to cross the threshold, a young man
appeared on the other s�de. He was from twenty-four to twenty-f�ve
years of age, of pale complex�on, br�ght eyes and brown ha�r and



eyebrows. “Good-day,” sa�d he, suddenly, almost push�ng De Gu�che
back �nto the courtyard aga�n.

“Is that you, De Wardes?—What! and booted, spurred and wh�p
�n hand, too?”

“The most bef�tt�ng costume for a man about to set off for Le
Havre. There w�ll be no one left �n Par�s to-morrow.” And hereupon
he saluted Mal�corne w�th great ceremony, whose handsome dress
gave h�m the appearance of a pr�nce.

“M. Mal�corne,” sa�d De Gu�che to h�s fr�end. De Wardes bowed.
“M. de Wardes,” sa�d Gu�che to Mal�corne, who bowed �n return.

“By the by, De Wardes,” cont�nued De Gu�che, “you who are so well
acqua�nted w�th these matters, can you tell us, probably, what
appo�ntments are st�ll vacant at the court; or rather �n the pr�nce’s
household?”

“In the pr�nce’s household,” sa�d De Wardes look�ng up w�th an
a�r of cons�derat�on, “let me see—the appo�ntment of the master of
the horse �s vacant, I bel�eve.”

“Oh,” sa�d Mal�corne, “there �s no quest�on of such a post as
that, mons�eur; my amb�t�on �s not nearly so exalted.”

De Wardes had a more penetrat�ng observat�on than De Gu�che,
and fathomed Mal�corne �mmed�ately. “The fact �s,” he sa�d, look�ng
at h�m from head to foot, “a man must be e�ther a duke or a peer to
f�ll that post.”

“All I sol�c�t,” sa�d Mal�corne, “�s a very humble appo�ntment; I
am of l�ttle �mportance, and I do not rank myself above my pos�t�on.”

“M. Mal�corne, whom you see here,” sa�d De Gu�che to De
Wardes, “�s a very excellent fellow, whose only m�sfortune �s that of
not be�ng of gentle b�rth. As far as I am concerned, you know, I
attach l�ttle value to those who have but gentle b�rth to boast of.”

“Assuredly,” sa�d De Wardes; “but w�ll you allow me to remark,
my dear count, that, w�thout rank of some sort, one can hardly hope
to belong to h�s royal h�ghness’s household?”

“You are r�ght,” sa�d the count, “court et�quette �s absolute. The
dev�l!—we never so much as gave �t a thought.”



“Alas! a sad m�sfortune for me, mons�eur le comte,” sa�d
Mal�corne, chang�ng color.

“Yet not w�thout remedy, I hope,” returned De Gu�che.
“The remedy �s found eas�ly enough,” excla�med De Wardes;

“you can be created a gentleman. H�s Em�nence, the Card�nal
Mazar�n, d�d noth�ng else from morn�ng t�ll n�ght.”

“Hush, hush, De Wardes,” sa�d the count; “no jests of that k�nd;
�t �ll becomes us to turn such matters �nto r�d�cule. Letters of nob�l�ty,
�t �s true, are purchasable; but that �s a suff�c�ent m�sfortune w�thout
the nobles themselves laugh�ng at �t.”

“Upon my word, De Gu�che, you’re qu�te a Pur�tan, as the
Engl�sh say.”

At th�s moment the V�comte de Bragelonne was announced by
one of the servants �n the courtyard, �n prec�sely the same manner
as he would have done �n a room.

“Come here, my dear Raoul. What! you, too, booted and
spurred? You are sett�ng off, then?”

Bragelonne approached the group of young men, and saluted
them w�th that qu�et and ser�ous manner pecul�ar to h�m. H�s
salutat�on was pr�nc�pally addressed to De Wardes, w�th whom he
was unacqua�nted, and whose features, on h�s perce�v�ng Raoul, had
assumed a strange sternness of express�on. “I have come, De
Gu�che,” he sa�d, “to ask your compan�onsh�p. We set off for Le
Havre, I presume.”

“Th�s �s adm�rable—del�ghtful. We shall have a most enjoyable
journey. M. Mal�corne, M. Bragelonne—ah! M. de Wardes, let me
present you.” The young men saluted each other �n a restra�ned
manner. The�r very natures seemed, from the beg�nn�ng, d�sposed to
take except�on to each other. De Wardes was pl�ant, subtle, full of
d�ss�mulat�on; Raoul was calm, grave, and upr�ght. “Dec�de between
us—between De Wardes and myself, Raoul.”

“Upon what subject?”
“Upon the subject of noble b�rth.”
“Who can be better �nformed on that subject than a De

Gramont?”



“No compl�ments; �t �s your op�n�on I ask.”
“At least, �nform me of the subject under d�scuss�on.”
“De Wardes asserts that the d�str�but�on of t�tles �s abused; I, on

the contrary, ma�nta�n that a t�tle �s useless to the man on whom �t �s
bestowed.”

“And you are correct,” sa�d Bragelonne, qu�etly.
“But, mons�eur le v�comte,” �nterrupted De Wardes, w�th a k�nd

of obst�nacy, “I aff�rm that �t �s I who am correct.”
“What was your op�n�on, mons�eur?”
“I was say�ng that everyth�ng �s done �n France at the present

moment, to hum�l�ate men of fam�ly.”
“And by whom?”
“By the k�ng h�mself. He surrounds h�mself w�th people who

cannot show four quarter�ngs.”
“Nonsense,” sa�d De Gu�che, “where could you poss�bly have

seen that, De Wardes?”
“One example w�ll suff�ce,” he returned, d�rect�ng h�s look fully

upon Raoul.
“State �t then.”
“Do you know who has just been nom�nated capta�n-general of

the musketeers?—an appo�ntment more valuable than a peerage;
for �t g�ves precedence over all the marechals of France.”

Raoul’s color mounted �n h�s face; for he saw the object De
Wardes had �n v�ew. “No; who has been appo�nted? In any case �t
must have been very recently, for the appo�ntment was vacant e�ght
days ago; a proof of wh�ch �s, that the k�ng refused Mons�eur, who
sol�c�ted the post for one of h�s proteges.”

“Well, the k�ng refused �t to Mons�eur’s protege, �n order to
bestow �t upon the Cheval�er d’Artagnan, a younger brother of some
Gascon fam�ly, who has been tra�l�ng h�s sword �n the ante-chambers
dur�ng the last th�rty years.”

“Forg�ve me �f I �nterrupt you,” sa�d Raoul, dart�ng a glance full of
sever�ty at De Wardes; “but you g�ve me the �mpress�on of be�ng
unacqua�nted w�th the gentleman of whom you are speak�ng.”



“I not acqua�nted w�th M. d’Artagnan? Can you tell me,
mons�eur, who does not know h�m?”

“Those who do know h�m, mons�eur,” repl�ed Raoul, w�th st�ll
greater calmness and sternness of manner, “are �n the hab�t of
say�ng, that �f he �s not as good a gentleman as the k�ng—wh�ch �s
not h�s fault—he �s the equal of all the k�ngs of the earth �n courage
and loyalty. Such �s my op�n�on, mons�eur; and I thank heaven I have
known M. d’Artagnan from my b�rth.”

De Wardes was about to reply, when De Gu�che �nterrupted h�m.



Chapter VII. The Portra�t of Madame.
The d�scuss�on was becom�ng full of b�tterness. De Gu�che

perfectly understood the whole matter, for there was �n Bragelonne’s
face a look �nst�nct�vely host�le, wh�le �n that of De Wardes there was
someth�ng l�ke a determ�nat�on to offend. W�thout �nqu�r�ng �nto the
d�fferent feel�ngs wh�ch actuated h�s two fr�ends, De Gu�che resolved
to ward off the blow wh�ch he felt was on the po�nt of be�ng dealt by
one of them, and perhaps by both. “Gentlemen,” he sa�d, “we must
take our leave of each other, I must pay a v�s�t to Mons�eur. You, De
Wardes, w�ll accompany me to the Louvre, and you, Raoul, w�ll
rema�n here master of the house; and as all that �s done here �s
under your adv�ce, you w�ll bestow the last glance upon my
preparat�ons for departure.”

Raoul, w�th the a�r of one who ne�ther seeks nor fears a quarrel,
bowed h�s head �n token of assent, and seated h�mself upon a bench
�n the sun. “That �s well,” sa�d De Gu�che, “rema�n where you are,
Raoul, and tell them to show you the two horses I have just
purchased; you w�ll g�ve me your op�n�on, for I only bought them on
cond�t�on that you rat�f�ed the purchase. By the by, I have to beg your
pardon for hav�ng om�tted to �nqu�re after the Comte de la Fere.”
Wh�le pronounc�ng these latter words, he closely observed De
Wardes, �n order to perce�ve what effect the name of Raoul’s father
would produce upon h�m. “I thank you,” answered the young man,
“the count �s very well.” A gleam of deep hatred passed �nto De
Wardes’s eyes. De Gu�che, who appeared not to not�ce the
forebod�ng express�on, went up to Raoul, and grasp�ng h�m by the
hand, sa�d,—“It �s agreed, then, Bragelonne, �s �t not, that you w�ll
rejo�n us �n the courtyard of the Pala�s Royal?” He then s�gned to De
Wardes to follow h�m, who had been engaged �n balanc�ng h�mself
f�rst on one foot, then on the other. “We are go�ng,” sa�d he, “come,
M. Mal�corne.” Th�s name made Raoul start; for �t seemed that he
had already heard �t pronounced before, but he could not remember



on what occas�on. Wh�le try�ng to recall �t half-dream�ly, yet half-
�rr�tated at h�s conversat�on w�th De Wardes, the three young men
set out on the�r way towards the Pala�s Royal, where Mons�eur was
res�d�ng. Mal�corne learned two th�ngs; the f�rst, that the young men
had someth�ng to say to each other; and the second, that he ought
not to walk �n the same l�ne w�th them; and therefore he walked
beh�nd. “Are you mad?” sa�d De Gu�che to h�s compan�on, as soon
as they had left the Hotel de Grammont; “you attack M. d’Artagnan,
and that, too, before Raoul.”

“Well,” sa�d De Wardes, “what then?”
“What do you mean by ‘what then?’”
“Certa�nly, �s there any proh�b�t�on aga�nst attack�ng M.

d’Artagnan?”
“But you know very well that M. d’Artagnan was one of those

celebrated and terr�ble four men who were called the musketeers.”
“That they may be; but I do not perce�ve why, on that account, I

should be forb�dden to hate M. d’Artagnan.”
“What cause has he g�ven you?”
“Me! personally, none.”
“Why hate h�m, therefore?”
“Ask my dead father that quest�on.”
“Really, my dear De Wardes, you surpr�se me. M. d’Artagnan �s

not one to leave unsettled any enm�ty he may have to arrange,
w�thout completely clear�ng h�s account. Your father, I have heard,
carr�ed matters w�th a h�gh hand. Moreover, there are no enm�t�es so
b�tter that they cannot be washed away by blood, by a good sword-
thrust loyally g�ven.”

“L�sten to me, my dear De Gu�che, th�s �nveterate d�sl�ke ex�sted
between my father and M. d’Artagnan, and when I was qu�te a ch�ld,
he acqua�nted me w�th the reason for �t, and, as form�ng part of my
�nher�tance, I regard �t as a part�cular legacy bestowed upon me.”

“And does th�s hatred concern M. d’Artagnan alone?”
“As for that, M. d’Artagnan was so �nt�mately assoc�ated w�th h�s

three fr�ends, that some port�on of the full measure of my hatred falls



to the�r lot, and that hatred �s of such a nature, whenever the
opportun�ty occurs, they shall have no occas�on to compla�n of the�r
allowance.”

De Gu�che had kept h�s eyes f�xed on De Wardes, and
shuddered at the b�tter manner �n wh�ch the young man sm�led.
Someth�ng l�ke a present�ment flashed across h�s m�nd; he knew that
the t�me had passed away for grands coups entre gent�lshommes;
but that the feel�ng of hatred treasured up �n the m�nd, �nstead of
be�ng d�ffused abroad, was st�ll hatred all the same; that a sm�le was
somet�mes as full of mean�ng as a threat; and, �n a word, that to the
fathers who had hated w�th the�r hearts and fought w�th the�r arms,
would now succeed the sons, who would �ndeed hate w�th the�r
hearts, but would no longer combat the�r enem�es save by means of
�ntr�gue or treachery. As, therefore, �t certa�nly was not Raoul whom
he could suspect e�ther of �ntr�gue or treachery, �t was on Raoul’s
account that De Gu�che trembled. However, wh�le these gloomy
forebod�ngs cast a shade of anx�ety over De Gu�che’s countenance,
De Wardes had resumed the ent�re mastery over h�mself.

“At all events,” he observed, “I have no personal �ll-w�ll towards
M. de Bragelonne; I do not know h�m even.”

“In any case,” sa�d De Gu�che, w�th a certa�n amount of sever�ty
�n h�s tone of vo�ce, “do not forget one c�rcumstance, that Raoul �s
my most �nt�mate fr�end;” a remark at wh�ch De Wardes bowed.

The conversat�on term�nated there, although De Gu�che tr�ed h�s
utmost to draw out h�s secret from h�m; but, doubtless, De Wardes
had determ�ned to say noth�ng further, and he rema�ned
�mpenetrable. De Gu�che therefore prom�sed h�mself a more
sat�sfactory result w�th Raoul. In the meant�me they had reached the
Pala�s Royal, wh�ch was surrounded by a crowd of lookers-on. The
household belong�ng to Mons�eur awa�ted h�s command to mount
the�r horses, �n order to form part of the escort of the ambassadors,
to whom had been �ntrusted the care of br�ng�ng the young pr�ncess
to Par�s. The br�ll�ant d�splay of horses, arms, and r�ch l�ver�es,
afforded some compensat�on �n those t�mes, thanks to the k�ndly
feel�ngs of the people, and to the trad�t�ons of deep devot�on to the�r
sovere�gns, for the enormous expenses charged upon the taxes.



Mazar�n had sa�d: “Let them s�ng, prov�ded they pay;” wh�le Lou�s
XIV.‘s remark was, “Let them look.” S�ght had replaced the vo�ce; the
people could st�ll look but they were no longer allowed to s�ng. De
Gu�che left De Wardes and Mal�corne at the bottom of the grand
sta�rcase, wh�le he h�mself, who shared the favor and good graces of
Mons�eur w�th the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, who always sm�led at h�m
most affect�onately, though he could not endure h�m, went stra�ght to
the pr�nce’s apartments, whom he found engaged �n adm�r�ng
h�mself �n the glass, and roug�ng h�s face. In a corner of the cab�net,
the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne was extended full length upon some
cush�ons, hav�ng just had h�s long ha�r curled, w�th wh�ch he was
play�ng �n the same manner a woman would have done. The pr�nce
turned round as the count entered, and perce�v�ng who �t was, sa�d:
“Ah! �s that you, De Gu�che; come here and tell me the truth.”

“You know, my lord, �t �s one of my defects to speak the truth.”
“You w�ll hardly bel�eve, De Gu�che, how that w�cked cheval�er

has annoyed me.”
The cheval�er shrugged h�s shoulders.
“Why, he pretends,” cont�nued the pr�nce, “that Mademo�selle

Henr�etta �s better look�ng as a woman than I am as a man.”
“Do not forget, my lord,” sa�d De Gu�che, frown�ng sl�ghtly, “you

requ�re me to speak the truth.”
“Certa�nly,” sa�d the pr�nce, trembl�ngly.
“Well, and I shall tell �t you.”
“Do not be �n a hurry, Gu�che,” excla�med the pr�nce, “you have

plenty of t�me; look at me attent�vely, and try to recollect Madame.
Bes�des, her portra�t �s here. Look at �t.” And he held out to h�m a
m�n�ature of the f�nest poss�ble execut�on. De Gu�che took �t, and
looked at �t for a long t�me attent�vely.

“Upon my honor, my lord, th�s �s �ndeed a most lovely face.”
“But look at me, count, look at me,” sa�d the pr�nce, endeavor�ng

to d�rect upon h�mself the attent�on of the count, who was completely
absorbed �n contemplat�on of the portra�t.

“It �s wonderful,” murmured Gu�che.



“Really one would �mag�ne you had never seen the young lady
before.”

“It �s true, my lord, I have seen her but �t was f�ve years ago;
there �s a great d�fference between a ch�ld twelve years old, and a
g�rl of seventeen.”

“Well, what �s your op�n�on?”
“My op�n�on �s that the portra�t must be flatter�ng, my lord.”
“Of that,” sa�d the pr�nce tr�umphantly, “there can be no doubt;

but let us suppose that �t �s not, what would your op�n�on be?”
“My lord, that your h�ghness �s exceed�ngly happy to have so

charm�ng a br�de.”
The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne burst out laugh�ng. The pr�nce

understood how severe towards h�mself th�s op�n�on of the Comte de
Gu�che was, and he looked somewhat d�spleased, say�ng, “My
fr�ends are not over �ndulgent.” De Gu�che looked at the portra�t
aga�n, and, after lengthened contemplat�on, returned �t w�th apparent
unw�ll�ngness, say�ng, “Most dec�dedly, my lord, I should rather
prefer to look ten t�mes at your h�ghness, than to look at Madame
once aga�n.” It seemed as �f the cheval�er had detected some
mystery �n these words, wh�ch were �ncomprehens�ble to the pr�nce,
for he excla�med: “Very well, get marr�ed yourself.” Mons�eur
cont�nued pa�nt�ng h�mself, and when he had f�n�shed, looked at the
portra�t aga�n once more, turned to adm�re h�mself �n the glass, and
sm�led, and no doubt was sat�sf�ed w�th the compar�son. “You are
very k�nd to have come,” he sa�d to Gu�che, “I feared you would
leave w�thout b�dd�ng me ad�eu.”

“Your h�ghness knows me too well to bel�eve me capable of so
great a d�srespect.”

“Bes�des, I suppose you have someth�ng to ask from me before
leav�ng Par�s?”

“Your h�ghness has �ndeed guessed correctly, for I have a
request to make.”

“Very good, what �s �t?”
The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne �mmed�ately d�splayed the greatest

attent�on, for he regarded every favor conferred upon another as a



robbery comm�tted aga�nst h�mself. And, as Gu�che hes�tated, the
pr�nce sa�d: “If �t be money, noth�ng could be more fortunate, for I am
�n funds; the super�ntendent of the f�nances has sent me 500,000
p�stoles.”

“I thank your h�ghness; but �s not an affa�r of money.”
“What �s �t, then? Tell me.”
“The appo�ntment of a ma�d of honor.”
“Oh! oh! Gu�che, what a protector you have become of young

lad�es,” sa�d the pr�nce, “you never speak of any one else now.”
The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne sm�led, for he knew very well that

noth�ng d�spleased the pr�nce more than to show any �nterest �n
lad�es. “My lord,” sa�d the comte, “�t �s not I who am d�rectly
�nterested �n the lady of whom I have just spoken; I am act�ng on
behalf of one of my fr�ends.”

“Ah! that �s d�fferent; what �s the name of the young lady �n
whom your fr�end �s so �nterested?”

“Mlle. de la Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere; she �s already ma�d of
honor to the dowager pr�ncess.”

“Why, she �s lame,” sa�d the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, stretch�ng
h�mself on h�s cush�ons.

“Lame,” repeated the pr�nce, “and Madame to have her
constantly before her eyes? Most certa�nly not; �t may be dangerous
for her when �n an �nterest�ng cond�t�on.”

The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne burst out laugh�ng.
“Cheval�er,” sa�d Gu�che, “your conduct �s ungenerous; wh�le I

am sol�c�t�ng a favor, you do me all the m�sch�ef you can.”
“Forg�ve me, comte,” sa�d the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, somewhat

uneasy at the tone �n wh�ch Gu�che had made h�s remark, “but I had
no �ntent�on of do�ng so, and I beg�n to bel�eve that I have m�staken
one young lady for another.”

“There �s no doubt of �t, mons�eur; and I do not hes�tate to
declare that such �s the case.”

“Do you attach much �mportance to �t, Gu�che?” �nqu�red the
pr�nce.



“I do, my lord.”
“Well, you shall have �t; but ask me for no more appo�ntments,

for there are none to g�ve away.”
“Ah!” excla�med the cheval�er, “m�dday already, that �s the hour

f�xed for the departure.”
“You d�sm�ss me, mons�eur?” �nqu�red Gu�che.
“Really, count, you treat me very �ll to-day,” repl�ed the cheval�er.
“For heaven’s sake, count, for heaven’s sake, cheval�er,” sa�d

Mons�eur, “do you not see how you are d�stress�ng me?”
“Your h�ghness’s s�gnature?” sa�d Gu�che.
“Take a blank appo�ntment from that drawer, and g�ve �t to me.”

Gu�che handed the pr�nce the document �nd�cated, and at the same
t�me presented h�m w�th a pen already d�pped �n �nk; whereupon the
pr�nce s�gned. “Here,” he sa�d, return�ng h�m the appo�ntment, “but I
g�ve �t on one cond�t�on.”

“Name �t.”
“That you make fr�ends w�th the cheval�er.”
“W�ll�ngly,” sa�d Gu�che. And he held out h�s hand to the

cheval�er w�th an �nd�fference amount�ng to contempt.
“Ad�eu, count,” sa�d the cheval�er, w�thout seem�ng �n any way to

have not�ced the count’s sl�ght; “ad�eu, and br�ng us back a pr�ncess
who w�ll not talk w�th her own portra�t too much.”

“Yes, set off and lose no t�me. By the by, who w�ll accompany
you?”

“Bragelonne and De Wardes.”
“Both excellent and fearless compan�ons.”
“Too fearless,” sa�d the cheval�er; “endeavor to br�ng them both

back, count.”
“A bad heart, bad!” murmured De Gu�che; “he scents m�sch�ef

everywhere, and sooner than anyth�ng else.” And tak�ng leave of the
pr�nce, he qu�tted the apartment. As soon as he reached the
vest�bule, he waved �n the a�r the paper wh�ch the pr�nce had s�gned.
Mal�corne hurr�ed forward, and rece�ved �t, trembl�ng w�th del�ght.



When, however, he held �n h�s hand, Gu�che observed that he st�ll
awa�ted someth�ng further.

“Pat�ence, mons�eur,” he sa�d; “the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne was
there, and I feared an utter fa�lure �f I asked too much at once. Wa�t
unt�l I return. Ad�eu.”

“Ad�eu, mons�eur le comte; a thousand thanks,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Send Man�camp to me. By the way, mons�eur, �s �t true that

Mlle. de la Vall�ere �s lame?” As he sa�d th�s, he not�ced that
Bragelonne, who had just at that moment entered the courtyard,
turned suddenly pale. The poor lover had heard the remark, wh�ch,
however, was not the case w�th Mal�corne, for he was already
beyond the reach of the count’s vo�ce.

“Why �s Lou�se’s name spoken of here,” sa�d Raoul to h�mself;
“oh! let not De Wardes, who stands sm�l�ng yonder, even say a word
about her �n my presence.”

“Now, gentlemen,” excla�med the Comte de Gu�che, “prepare to
start.”

At th�s moment the pr�nce, who had complete h�s to�lette,
appeared at the w�ndow, and was �mmed�ately saluted by the
acclamat�ons of all who composed the escort, and ten m�nutes
afterwards, banners, scarfs, and feathers were flutter�ng and wav�ng
�n the a�r, as the cavalcade galloped away.



Chapter VIII. Le Havre.
Th�s br�ll�ant and an�mated company, the members of wh�ch

were �nsp�red by var�ous feel�ngs, arr�ved at Le Havre four days after
the�r departure from Par�s. It was about f�ve o’clock �n the afternoon,
and no �ntell�gence had yet been rece�ved of Madame. They were
soon engaged �n quest of apartments; but the greatest confus�on
�mmed�ately ensued among the masters, and v�olent quarrels among
the�r attendants. In the m�dst of th�s d�sorder, the Comte de Gu�che
fanc�ed he recogn�zed Man�camp. It was, �ndeed, Man�camp h�mself;
but as Mal�corne had taken possess�on of h�s very best costume, he
had not been able to get any other than a su�t of v�olet velvet,
tr�mmed w�th s�lver. Gu�che recogn�zed h�m as much by h�s dress as
by h�s features, for he had very frequently seen Man�camp �n h�s
v�olet su�t, wh�ch was h�s last resource. Man�camp presented h�mself
to the count under an arch of torches, wh�ch set �n a blaze, rather
than �llum�nated, the gate by wh�ch Le Havre �s entered, and wh�ch �s
s�tuated close to the tower of Franc�s I. The count, remark�ng the
woe-begone express�on of Man�camp’s face, could not res�st
laugh�ng. “Well, my poor Man�camp,” he excla�med, “how v�olet you
look; are you �n mourn�ng?”

“Yes,” repl�ed Man�camp; “I am �n mourn�ng.”
“For whom, or for what?”
“For my blue-and-gold su�t, wh�ch has d�sappeared, and �n the

place of wh�ch I could f�nd noth�ng but th�s; and I was even obl�ged to
econom�ze from compuls�on, �n order to get possess�on of �t.”

“Indeed?”
“It �s s�ngular you should be aston�shed at that, s�nce you leave

me w�thout any money.”
“At all events, here you are, and that �s the pr�nc�pal th�ng.”
“By the most horr�ble roads.”
“Where are you lodg�ng?”



“Lodg�ng?”
“Yes!”
“I am not lodg�ng anywhere.”
De Gu�che began to laugh. “Well,” sa�d he, “where do you �ntend

to lodge?”
“In the same place you do.”
“But I don’t know, myself.”
“What do you mean by say�ng you don’t know?”
“Certa�nly, how �s �t l�kely I should know where I should stay?”
“Have you not reta�ned an hotel?”
“I?”
“Yes, you or the pr�nce.”
“Ne�ther of us has thought of �t. Le Havre �s of cons�derable s�ze,

I suppose; and prov�ded I can get a stable for a dozen horses, and a
su�table house �n a good quarter—”

“Certa�nly, there are some very excellent houses.”
“Well then—”
“But not for us.”
“What do you mean by say�ng not for us?—for whom, then?”
“For the Engl�sh, of course.”
“For the Engl�sh?”
“Yes; the houses are all taken.”
“By whom?”
“By the Duke of Buck�ngham.”
“I beg your pardon?” sa�d Gu�che, whose attent�on th�s name

had awakened.
“Yes, by the Duke of Buck�ngham. H�s Grace was preceded by a

cour�er, who arr�ved here three days ago, and �mmed�ately reta�ned
all the houses f�t for hab�tat�on the town possesses.”

“Come, come, Man�camp, let us understand each other.”
“Well, what I have told you �s clear enough, �t seems to me.”



“But surely Buck�ngham does not occupy the whole of Le
Havre?”

“He certa�nly does not occupy �t, s�nce he has not yet arr�ved;
but, once d�sembarked, he w�ll occupy �t.”

“Oh! oh!”
“It �s qu�te clear you are not acqua�nted w�th the Engl�sh; they

have a perfect rage for monopol�z�ng everyth�ng.”
“That may be; but a man who has the whole of one house, �s

sat�sf�ed w�th �t, and does not requ�re two.”
“Yes, but two men?”
“Be �t so; for two men, two houses, or four or s�x, or ten, �f you

l�ke; but there are a hundred houses at Le Havre.”
“Yes, and all the hundred are let.”
“Imposs�ble!”
“What an obst�nate fellow you are. I tell you Buck�ngham has

h�red all the houses surround�ng the one wh�ch the queen dowager
of England and the pr�ncess her daughter w�ll �nhab�t.”

“He �s s�ngular enough, �ndeed,” sa�d De Wardes, caress�ng h�s
horse’s neck.

“Such �s the case, however, mons�eur.”
“You are qu�te sure of �t, Mons�eur de Man�camp?” and as he put

th�s quest�on, he looked slyly at De Gu�che, as though to �nterrogate
h�m upon the degree of conf�dence to be placed �n h�s fr�end’s state
of m�nd. Dur�ng th�s d�scuss�on the n�ght had closed �n, and the
torches, pages, attendants, squ�res, horses, and carr�ages, blocked
up the gate and the open place; the torches were reflected �n the
channel, wh�ch the r�s�ng t�de was gradually f�ll�ng, wh�le on the other
s�de of the jetty m�ght be not�ced groups of cur�ous lookers-on,
cons�st�ng of sa�lors and townspeople, who seemed anx�ous to m�ss
noth�ng of the spectacle. Am�dst all th�s hes�tat�on of purpose,
Bragelonne, as though a perfect stranger to the scene, rema�ned on
h�s horse somewhat �n the rear of Gu�che, and watched the rays of
l�ght reflected on the water, �nhal�ng w�th rapture the sea breezes,
and l�sten�ng to the waves wh�ch no�s�ly broke upon the shore and on



the beach, toss�ng the spray �nto the a�r w�th a no�se that echoed �n
the d�stance. “But,” excla�med De Gu�che, “what �s Buck�ngham’s
mot�ve for prov�d�ng such a supply of lodg�ngs?”

“Yes, yes,” sa�d De Wardes; “what reason has he?”
“A very excellent one,” repl�ed Man�camp.
“You know what �t �s, then?”
“I fancy I do.”
“Tell us, then.”
“Bend your head down towards me.”
“What! may �t not be spoken except �n pr�vate?”
“You shall judge of that yourself.”
“Very well.” De Gu�che bent down.
“Love,” sa�d Man�camp.
“I do not understand you at all.”
“Say rather, you cannot understand me yet.”
“Expla�n yourself.”
“Very well; �t �s qu�te certa�n, count, that h�s royal h�ghness w�ll

be the most unfortunate of husbands.”
“What do you mean?”
“The Duke of Buck�ngham—”
“It �s a name of �ll omen to the pr�nces of the house of France.”
“And so the duke �s madly �n love w�th Madame, so the rumor

runs, and w�ll have no one approach her but h�mself.”
De Gu�che colored. “Thank you, thank you,” sa�d he to

Man�camp, grasp�ng h�s hand. Then, recover�ng h�mself, added,
“Whatever you do, Man�camp, be careful that th�s project of
Buck�ngham’s �s not made known to any Frenchman here; for, �f so,
many a sword would be unsheathed �n th�s country that does not fear
Engl�sh steel.”

“But after all,” sa�d Man�camp, “I have had no sat�sfactory proof
g�ven me of the love �n quest�on, and �t may be no more than an �dle
tale.”



“No, no,” sa�d De Gu�che, “�t must be the truth;” and desp�te h�s
command over h�mself, he clenched h�s teeth.

“Well,” sa�d Man�camp, “after all, what does �t matter to you?
What does �t matter to me whether the pr�nce �s to be what the late
k�ng was? Buck�ngham the father for the queen, Buck�ngham the son
for the pr�ncess.”

“Man�camp! Man�camp!”
“It �s a fact, or at least, everybody says so.”
“S�lence!” cr�ed the count.
“But why, s�lence?” sa�d De Wardes; “�t �s a h�ghly cred�table

c�rcumstance for the French nat�on. Are not you of my op�n�on,
Mons�eur de Bragelonne?”

“To what c�rcumstance do you allude?” �nqu�red De Bragelonne
w�th an abstracted a�r.

“That the Engl�sh should render homage to the beauty of our
queens and our pr�ncesses.”

“Forg�ve me, but I have not been pay�ng attent�on to what has
passed; w�ll you obl�ge me by expla�n�ng.”

“There �s no doubt �t was necessary that Buck�ngham the father
should come to Par�s �n order that h�s majesty, K�ng Lou�s XIII.,
should perce�ve that h�s w�fe was one of the most beaut�ful women of
the French court; and �t seems necessary, at the present t�me, that
Buck�ngham the son should consecrate, by the devot�on of h�s
worsh�p, the beauty of a pr�ncess who has French blood �n her ve�ns.
The fact of hav�ng �nsp�red a pass�on on the other s�de of the
Channel w�ll henceforth confer a t�tle to beauty on th�s.”

“S�r,” repl�ed De Bragelonne, “I do not l�ke to hear such matters
treated so l�ghtly. Gentlemen l�ke ourselves should be careful
guard�ans of the honor of our queens and our pr�ncesses. If we jest
at them, what w�ll our servants do?”

“How am I to understand that?” sa�d De Wardes, whose ears
t�ngled at the remark.

“In any way you chose, mons�eur,” repl�ed De Bragelonne,
coldly.



“Bragelonne, Bragelonne,” murmured De Gu�che.
“M. de Wardes,” excla�med Man�camp, not�c�ng that the young

man had spurred h�s horse close to the s�de of Raoul.
“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” sa�d De Gu�che, “do not set such an

example �n publ�c, �n the street too. De Wardes, you are wrong.”
“Wrong; �n what way, may I ask you?”
“You are wrong, mons�eur, because you are always speak�ng �ll

of someone or someth�ng,” repl�ed Raoul, w�th und�sturbed
composure.

“Be �ndulgent, Raoul,” sa�d De Gu�che, �n an undertone.
“Pray do not th�nk of f�ght�ng, gentlemen!” sa�d Man�camp,

“before you have rested yourselves; for �n that case you w�ll not be
able to do much.”

“Come,” sa�d De Gu�che, “forward, gentlemen!” and break�ng
through the horses and attendants, he cleared the way for h�mself
towards the center of the square, through the crowd, followed by the
whole cavalcade. A large gateway look�ng out upon a courtyard was
open; Gu�che entered the courtyard, and Bragelonne, De Wardes,
Man�camp, and three or four other gentlemen, followed h�m. A sort of
counc�l of war was held, and the means to be employed for sav�ng
the d�gn�ty of the embassy were del�berated upon. Bragelonne was
of the op�n�on that the r�ght of pr�or�ty should be respected, wh�le De
Wardes suggested that the town should be sacked. Th�s latter
propos�t�on appear�ng to Man�camp rather premature, he proposed
�nstead that they should f�rst rest themselves. Th�s was the w�sest
th�ng to do, but, unhapp�ly, to follow h�s adv�ce, two th�ngs were
want�ng; namely, a house and beds. De Gu�che reflected for awh�le,
and then sa�d aloud, “Let h�m who loves me, follow me!”

“The attendants also?” �nqu�red a page who had approached the
group.

“Every one,” excla�med the �mpetuous young man. “Man�camp,
show us the way to the house dest�ned for her royal h�ghness’s
res�dence.”

W�thout �n any way d�v�n�ng the count’s project, h�s fr�ends
followed h�m, accompan�ed by a crowd of people, whose



acclamat�ons and del�ght seemed a happy omen for the success of
that project w�th wh�ch they were yet unacqua�nted. The w�nd was
blow�ng strongly from the harbor, and moan�ng �n f�tful gusts.





Chapter IX. At Sea.
The follow�ng day was somewhat calmer, although the gale st�ll

cont�nued. The sun had, however, r�sen through a bank of orange
clouds, t�nge�ng w�th �ts cheerful rays the crests of the black waves.
Watch was �mpat�ently kept from the d�fferent look-outs. Towards
eleven o’clock �n the morn�ng a sh�p, w�th sa�ls full set, was s�gnalled
as �n v�ew; two others followed at the d�stance of about half a knot.
They approached l�ke arrows shot from the bow of a sk�llful archer;
and yet the sea ran so h�gh that the�r speed was as noth�ng
compared to the roll�ng of the b�llows �n wh�ch the vessels were
plung�ng f�rst �n one d�rect�on and then �n another. The Engl�sh fleet
was soon recogn�zed by the l�ne of the sh�ps, and by the color of
the�r pennants; the one wh�ch had the pr�ncess on board and carr�ed
the adm�ral’s flag preceded the others.

The rumor now spread that the pr�ncess was arr�v�ng. The whole
French court ran to the harbor, wh�le the quays and jett�es were soon
covered by crowds of people. Two hours afterwards, the other
vessels had overtaken the flagsh�p, and the three, not ventur�ng
perhaps to enter the narrow entrance of the harbor, cast anchor
between Le Havre and La Heve. When the maneuver had been
completed, the vessel wh�ch bore the adm�ral saluted France by
twelve d�scharges of cannon, wh�ch were returned, d�scharge for
d�scharge, from Fort Franc�s I. Immed�ately afterwards a hundred
boats were launched; they were covered w�th the r�chest stuffs, and
dest�ned for the conveyance of the d�fferent members of the French
nob�l�ty towards the vessels at anchor. But when �t was observed that
even �ns�de the harbor the boats were tossed to and fro, and that
beyond the jetty the waves rose mounta�ns h�gh, dash�ng upon the
shore w�th a terr�ble uproar, �t was read�ly bel�eved that not one of
those fra�l boats would be able w�th safety to reach a fourth part of
the d�stance between the shore and the vessels at anchor. A p�lot-
boat, however, notw�thstand�ng the w�nd and the sea, was gett�ng



ready to leave the harbor, for the purpose of plac�ng �tself at the
adm�ral’s d�sposal.

De Gu�che, who had been look�ng among the d�fferent boats for
one stronger than the others, wh�ch m�ght offer a chance of reach�ng
the Engl�sh vessels, perce�v�ng the p�lot-boat gett�ng ready to start,
sa�d to Raoul: “Do you not th�nk, Raoul, that �ntell�gent and v�gorous
men, as we are, ought to be ashamed to retreat before the brute
strength of w�nd and waves?”

“That �s prec�sely the very reflect�on I was s�lently mak�ng to
myself,” repl�ed Bragelonne.

“Shall we get �nto that boat, then, and push off? W�ll you come,
De Wardes?”

“Take care, or you w�ll get drowned,” sa�d Man�camp.
“And for no purpose,” sa�d De Wardes, “for w�th the w�nd �n your

teeth, as �t w�ll be, you w�ll never reach the vessels.”
“You refuse, then?”
“Assuredly I do; I would w�ll�ngly r�sk and lose my l�fe �n an

encounter aga�nst men,” he sa�d, glanc�ng at Bragelonne, “but as to
f�ght�ng w�th oars aga�nst waves, I have no taste for that.”

“And for myself,” sa�d Man�camp, “even were I to succeed �n
reach�ng the sh�ps, I should not be �nd�fferent to the loss of the only
good dress wh�ch I have left,—salt water would spo�l �t.”

“You, then, refuse also?” excla�med De Gu�che.
“Dec�dedly I do; I beg you to understand that most d�st�nctly.”
“But,” excla�med De Gu�che, “look, De Wardes—look, Man�camp

—look yonder, the pr�ncesses are look�ng at us from the poop of the
adm�ral’s vessel.”

“An add�t�onal reason, my dear fellow, why we should not make
ourselves r�d�culous by be�ng drowned wh�le they are look�ng on.”

“Is that your last word, Man�camp?”
“Yes.”
“And then yours, De Wardes?”
“Yes.”



“Then I go alone.”
“Not so,” sa�d Raoul, “for I shall accompany you; I thought �t was

understood I should do so.”
The fact �s, that Raoul, un�nfluenced by devot�on, measur�ng the

r�sk they run, saw how �mm�nent the danger was, but he w�ll�ngly
allowed h�mself to accept a per�l wh�ch De Wardes had decl�ned.

The boat was about to set off when De Gu�che called to the
p�lot. “Stay,” sa�d he: “we want two places �n your boat;” and
wrapp�ng f�ve or s�x p�stoles �n paper, he threw them from the quay
�nto the boat.

“It seems you are not afra�d of salt water, young gentlemen.”
“We are afra�d of noth�ng,” repl�ed De Gu�che.
“Come along, then.”
The p�lot approached the s�de of the boat, and the two young

men, one after the other, w�th equal v�vac�ty, jumped �nto the boat.
“Courage, my men,” sa�d De Gu�che; “I have twenty p�stoles left �n
th�s purse, and as soon as we reach the adm�ral’s vessel they shall
be yours.” The sa�lors bent themselves to the�r oars, and the boat
bounded over the crest of the waves. The �nterest taken �n th�s
hazardous exped�t�on was un�versal; the whole populat�on of Le
Havre hurr�ed towards the jett�es and every look was d�rected
towards the l�ttle bark; at one moment �t flew suspended on the crest
of the foam�ng waves, then suddenly gl�ded downwards towards the
bottom of a rag�ng abyss, where �t seemed utterly lost. At the
exp�rat�on of an hour’s struggl�ng w�th the waves, �t reached the spot
where the adm�ral’s vessel was anchored, and from the s�de of wh�ch
two boats had already been d�spatched towards the�r a�d. Upon the
quarter-deck of the flagsh�p, sheltered by a canopy of velvet and
erm�ne, wh�ch was suspended by stout supports, Henr�ette, the
queen dowager, and the young pr�ncess—w�th the adm�ral, the Duke
of Norfolk, stand�ng bes�de them—watched w�th alarm th�s slender
bark, at one moment tossed to the heavens, and the next bur�ed
beneath the waves, and aga�nst whose dark sa�l the noble f�gures of
the two French gentlemen stood forth �n rel�ef l�ke two lum�nous
appar�t�ons. The crew, lean�ng aga�nst the bulwarks and cl�ng�ng to
the shrouds, cheered the courage of the two dar�ng young men, the



sk�ll of the p�lot, and the strength of the sa�lors. They were rece�ved
at the s�de of the vessel by a shout of tr�umph. The Duke of Norfolk,
a handsome young man, from twenty-s�x to twenty-e�ght years of
age, advanced to meet them. De Gu�che and Bragelonne l�ghtly
mounted the ladder on the starboard s�de, and, conducted by the
Duke of Norfolk, who resumed h�s place near them, they approached
to offer the�r homage to the pr�ncess. Respect, and yet more, a
certa�n apprehens�on, for wh�ch he could not account, had h�therto
restra�ned the Comte de Gu�che from look�ng at Madame attent�vely,
who, however, had observed h�m �mmed�ately, and had asked her
mother, “Is not that Mons�eur �n the boat yonder?” Madame
Henr�ette, who knew Mons�eur better than her daughter d�d, sm�led
at the m�stake her van�ty had led her �nto, and had answered, “No; �t
�s only M. de Gu�che, h�s favor�te.” The pr�ncess, at th�s reply, was
constra�ned to check an �nst�nct�ve tenderness of feel�ng wh�ch the
courage d�splayed by the count had awakened. At the very moment
the pr�ncess had put th�s quest�on to her mother, De Gu�che had, at
last, summoned courage to ra�se h�s eyes towards her and could
compare the or�g�nal w�th the portra�t he had so lately seen. No
sooner had he remarked her pale face, her eyes so full of an�mat�on,
her beaut�ful nut-brown ha�r, her express�ve l�ps, and her every
gesture, wh�ch, wh�le betoken�ng royal descent, seemed to thank
and to encourage h�m at one and the same t�me, than he was, for a
moment, so overcome, that, had �t not been for Raoul, on whose arm
he leant, he would have fallen. H�s fr�end’s amazed look, and the
encourag�ng gesture of the queen, restored Gu�che to h�s self-
possess�on. In a few words he expla�ned h�s m�ss�on, expla�ned �n
what way he had become envoy of h�s royal h�ghness; and saluted,
accord�ng to the�r rank and the recept�on they gave h�m, the adm�ral
and several of the Engl�sh noblemen who were grouped around the
pr�ncess.

Raoul was then presented, and was most grac�ously rece�ved;
the share that the Comte de la Fere had had �n the restorat�on of
Charles II. was known to all; and, more than that, �t was the comte
who had been charged w�th the negot�at�on of the marr�age, by
means of wh�ch the granddaughter of Henry IV. was now return�ng to
France. Raoul spoke Engl�sh perfectly, and const�tuted h�mself h�s



fr�end’s �nterpreter w�th the young Engl�sh noblemen, who were
�nd�fferently acqua�nted w�th the French language. At th�s moment, a
young man came forward, of extremely handsome features, and
whose dress and arms were remarkable for the�r extravagance of
mater�al. He approached the pr�ncesses, who were engaged �n
conversat�on w�th the Duke of Norfolk, and, �n a vo�ce wh�ch �ll
concealed h�s �mpat�ence, sa�d, “It �s now t�me to d�sembark, your
royal h�ghness.” The younger of the pr�ncesses rose from her seat at
th�s remark, and was about to take the hand wh�ch the young
nobleman extended to her, w�th an eagerness wh�ch arose from a
var�ety of mot�ves, when the adm�ral �ntervened between them,
observ�ng: “A moment, �f you please, my lord; �t �s not poss�ble for
lad�es to d�sembark just now, the sea �s too rough; �t �s probable the
w�nd may abate before sunset, and the land�ng w�ll not be effected,
therefore, unt�l th�s even�ng.”

“Allow me to observe, my lord,” sa�d Buck�ngham, w�th an
�rr�tat�on of manner wh�ch he d�d not seek to d�sgu�se, “you deta�n
these lad�es, and you have no r�ght to do so. One of them, unhapp�ly,
now belongs to France, and you perce�ve that France cla�ms them
by the vo�ce of her ambassadors;” and at the same moment he
�nd�cated Raoul and Gu�che, whom he saluted.

“I cannot suppose that these gentlemen �ntend to expose the
l�ves of the�r royal h�ghnesses,” repl�ed the adm�ral.

“These gentlemen,” retorted Buck�ngham, “arr�ved here safely,
notw�thstand�ng the w�nd; allow me to bel�eve that the danger w�ll not
be greater for the�r royal h�ghnesses when the w�nd w�ll be �n the�r
favor.”

“These envoys have shown how great the�r courage �s,” sa�d the
adm�ral. “You may have observed that there was a great number of
persons on shore who d�d not venture to accompany them.
Moreover, the des�re wh�ch they had to show the�r respect w�th the
least poss�ble delay to Madame and her �llustr�ous mother, �nduced
them to brave the sea, wh�ch �s very tempestuous to-day, even for
sa�lors. These gentlemen, however, whom I recommend as an
example for my off�cers to follow, can hardly be so for these lad�es.”



Madame glanced at the Comte de Gu�che, and perce�ved that
h�s face was burn�ng w�th confus�on. Th�s look had escaped
Buck�ngham, who had eyes for noth�ng but Norfolk, of whom he was
ev�dently very jealous; he seemed anx�ous to remove the pr�ncesses
from the deck of a vessel where the adm�ral re�gned supreme. “In
that case,” returned Buck�ngham, “I appeal to Madame herself.”

“And I, my lord,” retorted the adm�ral, “I appeal to my own
consc�ence, and to my own sense of respons�b�l�ty. I have
undertaken to convey Madame safe and sound to France, and I shall
keep my prom�se.”

“But, s�r—” cont�nued Buck�ngham.
“My lord, perm�t me to rem�nd you that I command here.”
“Are you aware what you are say�ng, my lord?” repl�ed

Buck�ngham, haught�ly.
“Perfectly so; I therefore repeat �t: I alone command here, all

y�eld obed�ence to me; the sea and the w�nds, the sh�ps and men
too.” Th�s remark was made �n a d�gn�f�ed and author�tat�ve manner.
Raoul observed �ts effect upon Buck�ngham, who trembled w�th
anger from head to foot, and leaned aga�nst one of the poles of the
tent to prevent h�mself fall�ng; h�s eyes became suffused w�th blood,
and the hand wh�ch he d�d not need for h�s support wandered
towards the h�lt of h�s sword.

“My lord,” sa�d the queen, “perm�t me to observe that I agree �n
every part�cular w�th the Duke of Norfolk; �f the heavens, �nstead of
be�ng clouded as they are at the present moment, were perfectly
serene and prop�t�ous, we can st�ll afford to bestow a few hours upon
the off�cer who has conducted us so successfully, and w�th such
extreme attent�on, to the French coast, where he �s to take leave of
us.”

Buck�ngham, �nstead of reply�ng, seemed to seek counsel from
the express�on of Madame’s face. She, however, half-concealed
beneath the th�ck curta�ns of the velvet and gold wh�ch sheltered her,
had not l�stened to the d�scuss�on, hav�ng been occup�ed �n watch�ng
the Comte de Gu�che, who was convers�ng w�th Raoul. Th�s was a
fresh m�sfortune for Buck�ngham, who fanc�ed he perce�ved �n
Madame Henr�etta’s look a deeper feel�ng than that of cur�os�ty. He



w�thdrew, almost totter�ng �n h�s ga�t, and nearly stumbled aga�nst the
ma�nmast of the sh�p.

“The duke has not acqu�red a steady foot�ng yet,” sa�d the
queen-mother, �n French, “and that may poss�bly be h�s reason for
w�sh�ng to f�nd h�mself on f�rm land aga�n.”

The young man overheard th�s remark, turned suddenly pale,
and, lett�ng h�s hands fall �n great d�scouragement by h�s s�de, drew
as�de, m�ngl�ng �n one s�gh h�s old affect�on and h�s new hatreds. The
adm�ral, however, w�thout tak�ng any further not�ce of the duke’s �ll-
humor, led the pr�ncesses �nto the quarter-deck cab�n, where d�nner
had been served w�th a magn�f�cence worthy �n every respect of h�s
guests. The adm�ral seated h�mself at the r�ght hand of the pr�ncess,
and placed the Comte de Gu�che on her left. Th�s was the place
Buck�ngham usually occup�ed; and when he entered the cab�n, how
profound was h�s unhapp�ness to see h�mself ban�shed by et�quette
from the presence of h�s sovere�gn, to a pos�t�on �nfer�or to that
wh�ch, by rank, he was ent�tled to. De Gu�che, on the other hand,
paler st�ll perhaps from happ�ness, than h�s r�val was from anger,
seated h�mself trembl�ngly next to the pr�ncess, whose s�lken robe,
as �t l�ghtly touched h�m, caused a tremor of m�ngled regret and
happ�ness to pass through h�s whole frame. The repast f�n�shed,
Buck�ngham darted forward to hand Madame Henr�etta from the
table; but th�s t�me �t was De Gu�che’s turn to g�ve the duke a lesson.
“Have the goodness, my lord, from th�s moment,” sa�d he, “not to
�nterpose between her royal h�ghness and myself. From th�s
moment, �ndeed, her royal h�ghness belongs to France, and when
she de�gns to honor me by touch�ng my hand �t �s the hand of
Mons�eur, the brother of the k�ng of France, she touches.”

And say�ng th�s, he presented h�s hand to Madame Henr�etta
w�th such marked deference, and at the same t�me w�th a nobleness
of m�en so �ntrep�d, that a murmur of adm�rat�on rose from the
Engl�sh, wh�lst a groan of despa�r escaped from Buck�ngham’s l�ps.
Raoul, who loved, comprehended �t all. He f�xed upon h�s fr�end one
of those profound looks wh�ch a bosom fr�end or mother can alone
extend, e�ther as protector or guard�an, over the one who �s about to
stray from the r�ght path. Towards two o’clock �n the afternoon the



sun shone forth anew, the w�nd subs�ded, the sea became smooth
as a crystal m�rror, and the fog, wh�ch had shrouded the coast,
d�sappeared l�ke a ve�l w�thdrawn before �t. The sm�l�ng h�lls of
France appeared �n full v�ew, w�th the�r numerous wh�te houses
rendered more consp�cuous by the br�ght green of the trees or the
clear blue sky.



Chapter X. The Tents.
The adm�ral, as we have seen, was determ�ned to pay no further

attent�on to Buck�ngham’s threaten�ng glances and f�ts of pass�on. In
fact, from the moment they qu�tted England, he had gradually
accustomed h�mself to h�s behav�or. De Gu�che had not yet �n any
way remarked the an�mos�ty wh�ch appeared to �nfluence that young
nobleman aga�nst h�m, but he felt, �nst�nct�vely, that there could be
no sympathy between h�mself and the favor�te of Charles II. The
queen-mother, w�th greater exper�ence and calmer judgment,
perce�ved the exact pos�t�on of affa�rs, and, as she d�scerned �ts
danger, was prepared to meet �t, whenever the proper moment
should arr�ve. Qu�et had been everywhere restored, except �n
Buck�ngham’s heart; he, �n h�s �mpat�ence, addressed h�mself to the
pr�ncess, �n a low tone of vo�ce: “For Heaven’s sake, madame, I
�mplore you to hasten your d�sembarkat�on. Do you not perce�ve how
that �nsolent Duke of Norfolk �s k�ll�ng me w�th h�s attent�ons and
devot�ons to you?”

Henr�etta heard th�s remark; she sm�led, and w�thout turn�ng her
head towards h�m, but g�v�ng only to the tone of her vo�ce that
�nflect�on of gentle reproach, and langu�d �mpert�nence, wh�ch
women and pr�ncesses so well know how to assume, she murmured,
“I have already h�nted, my lord, that you must have taken leave of
your senses.”

Not a s�ngle deta�l escaped Raoul’s attent�on; he heard both
Buck�ngham’s entreaty and the pr�ncess’s reply; he remarked
Buck�ngham ret�re, heard h�s deep s�gh, and saw h�m pass a hand
over h�s face. He understood everyth�ng, and trembled as he
reflected on the pos�t�on of affa�rs, and the state of the m�nds of
those about h�m. At last the adm�ral, w�th stud�ed delay, gave the last
orders for the departure of the boats. Buck�ngham heard the
d�rect�ons g�ven w�th such an exh�b�t�on of del�ght that a stranger
would really �mag�ne the young man’s reason was affected. As the



Duke of Norfolk gave h�s commands, a large boat or barge, decked
w�th flags, and capable of hold�ng about twenty rowers and f�fteen
passengers, was slowly lowered from the s�de of the adm�ral’s
vessel. The barge was carpeted w�th velvet and decorated w�th
cover�ngs embro�dered w�th the arms of England, and w�th garlands
of flowers; for, at that t�me, ornamentat�on was by no means
forgotten �n these pol�t�cal pageants. No sooner was th�s really royal
boat afloat, and the rowers w�th oars upl�fted, awa�t�ng, l�ke sold�ers
present�ng arms, the embarkat�on of the pr�ncess, than Buck�ngham
ran forward to the ladder �n order to take h�s place. H�s progress
was, however, arrested by the queen. “My lord,” she sa�d, “�t �s hardly
becom�ng that you should allow my daughter and myself to land
w�thout hav�ng prev�ously ascerta�ned that our apartments are
properly prepared. I beg your lordsh�p to be good enough to precede
us ashore, and to g�ve d�rect�ons that everyth�ng be �n proper order
on our arr�val.”

Th�s was a fresh d�sappo�ntment for the duke, and, st�ll more so,
s�nce �t was so unexpected. He hes�tated, colored v�olently, but could
not reply. He had thought he m�ght be able to keep near Madame
dur�ng the passage to the shore, and, by th�s means, to enjoy to the
very last moment the br�ef per�od fortune st�ll reserved for h�m. The
order, however, was expl�c�t; and the adm�ral, who heard �t g�ven,
�mmed�ately called out, “Launch the sh�p’s g�g.” H�s d�rect�ons were
executed w�th that celer�ty wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes every maneuver on
board a man-of-war.

Buck�ngham, �n utter hopelessness, cast a look of despa�r at the
pr�ncess, of suppl�cat�on towards the queen, and d�rected a glance
full of anger towards the adm�ral. The pr�ncess pretended not to
not�ce h�m, wh�le the queen turned as�de her head, and the adm�ral
laughed outr�ght, at the sound of wh�ch Buck�ngham seemed ready
to spr�ng upon h�m. The queen-mother rose, and w�th a tone of
author�ty sa�d, “Pray set off, s�r.”

The young duke hes�tated, looked around h�m, and w�th a last
effort, half-choked by contend�ng emot�ons, sa�d, “And you,
gentlemen, M. de Gu�che and M. de Bragelonne, do not you
accompany me?”



De Gu�che bowed and sa�d, “Both M. de Bragelonne and myself
awa�t her majesty’s orders; whatever the commands she �mposes on
us, we shall obey them.” Say�ng th�s, he looked towards the
pr�ncess, who cast down her eyes.

“Your grace w�ll remember,” sa�d the queen, “that M. de Gu�che
�s here to represent Mons�eur; �t �s he who w�ll do the honors of
France, as you have done those of England; h�s presence cannot be
d�spensed w�th; bes�des, we owe h�m th�s sl�ght favor for the courage
he d�splayed �n ventur�ng to seek us �n such a terr�ble stress of
weather.”

Buck�ngham opened h�s l�ps, as �f he were about to speak, but,
whether thoughts or express�ons fa�led h�m, not a syllable escaped
them, and turn�ng away, as though out of h�s m�nd, he leapt from the
vessel �nto the boat. The sa�lors were just �n t�me to catch hold of h�m
to steady themselves; for h�s we�ght and the rebound had almost
upset the boat.

“H�s grace cannot be �n h�s senses,” sa�d the adm�ral aloud to
Raoul.

“I am uneasy on the Duke’s account,” repl�ed Bragelonne.
Wh�le the boat was advanc�ng towards the shore, the duke kept

h�s eyes �mmovably f�xed on the adm�ral’s sh�p, l�ke a m�ser torn
away from h�s coffers, or a mother separated from her ch�ld, about to
be lead away to death. No one, however, acknowledged h�s s�gnals,
h�s frowns, or h�s p�t�ful gestures. In very angu�sh of m�nd, he sank
down �n the boat, bury�ng h�s hands �n h�s ha�r, wh�lst the boat,
�mpelled by the exert�ons of the merry sa�lors, flew over the waves.
On h�s arr�val he was �n such a state of apathy, that, had he not been
rece�ved at the harbor by the messenger whom he had d�rected to
precede h�m, he would hardly have had strength to ask h�s way.
Hav�ng once, however, reached the house wh�ch had been set apart
for h�m, he shut h�mself up, l�ke Ach�lles �n h�s tent. The barge
bear�ng the pr�ncess qu�tted the adm�ral’s vessel at the very moment
Buck�ngham landed. It was followed by another boat f�lled w�th
off�cers, court�ers, and zealous fr�ends. Great numbers of the
�nhab�tants of Le Havre, hav�ng embarked �n f�sh�ng-cobles and
boats of every descr�pt�on, set off to meet the royal barge. The



cannon from the forts f�red salutes, wh�ch were returned by the
flagsh�p and the two other vessels, and the flashes from the open
mouths of the cannon floated �n wh�te fumes over the waves, and
d�sappeared �n the clear blue sky.

The pr�ncess landed at the decorated quay. Bands of gay mus�c
greeted her arr�val, and accompan�ed her every step she took.
Dur�ng the t�me she was pass�ng through the center of town, and
tread�ng beneath her del�cate feet the r�chest carpets and the gayest
flowers, wh�ch had been strewn upon the ground, De Gu�che and
Raoul, escap�ng from the�r Engl�sh fr�ends, hurr�ed through the town
and hastened rap�dly towards the place �ntended for the res�dence of
Madame.

“Let us hurry forward,” sa�d Raoul to De Gu�che, “for �f I read
Buck�ngham’s character ar�ght, he w�ll create some d�sturbance,
when he learns the result of our del�berat�ons of yesterday.”

“Never fear,” sa�d De Gu�che, “De Wardes �s there, who �s
determ�nat�on �tself, wh�le Man�camp �s the very person�f�cat�on of the
artless gentleness.”

De Gu�che was not, however, the less d�l�gent on that account,
and f�ve m�nutes afterwards they were w�th�n s�ght of the Hotel de
V�lle. The f�rst th�ng wh�ch struck them was the number of people
assembled �n the square. “Excellent,” sa�d De Gu�che; “our
apartments, I see, are prepared.”

In fact, �n front of the Hotel de V�lle, upon the w�de open space
before �t, e�ght tents had been ra�sed, surmounted by the flags of
France and England un�ted. The hotel was surrounded by tents, as
by a g�rdle of var�egated colors; ten pages and a dozen mounted
troopers, for an escort, mounted guard before the tents. It had a
s�ngularly cur�ous effect, almost fa�ry-l�ke �n �ts appearance. These
tents had been constructed dur�ng the n�ght-t�me. F�tted up, w�th�n
and w�thout, w�th the r�chest mater�als that De Gu�che had been able
to procure �n Le Havre, they completely enc�rcled the Hotel de V�lle.
The only passage wh�ch led to the steps of the hotel, and wh�ch was
not �nclosed by the s�lken barr�cade, was guarded by two tents,
resembl�ng two pav�l�ons, the doorways of both of wh�ch opened
towards the entrance. These two tents were dest�ned for De Gu�che



and Raoul; �n whose absence they were �ntended to be occup�ed,
that of De Gu�che by De Wardes, and that of Raoul by Man�camp.
Surround�ng these two tents, and the s�x others, a hundred off�cers,
gentlemen, and pages, dazzl�ng �n the�r d�splay of s�lk and gold,
thronged l�ke bees buzz�ng about a h�ve. Every one of them, the�r
swords by the�r s�des, was ready to obey the sl�ghtest s�gn e�ther of
De Gu�che or Bragelonne, the leaders of the embassy.

At the very moment the two young men appeared at the end of
one of the streets lead�ng to the square, they perce�ved, cross�ng the
square at full gallop, a young man on horseback, whose costume
was of surpr�s�ng r�chness. He pushed hast�ly thorough the crowd of
cur�ous lookers-on, and, at the s�ght of these unexpected erect�ons,
uttered a cry of anger and d�smay. It was Buck�ngham, who had
awakened from h�s stupor, �n order to adorn h�mself w�th a costume
perfectly dazzl�ng from �ts beauty, and to awa�t the arr�val of the
pr�ncess and the queen-mother at the Hotel de V�lle. At the entrance
to the tents, the sold�ers barred h�s passage, and h�s further progress
was arrested. Buck�ngham, hopelessly �nfur�ated, ra�sed h�s wh�p;
but h�s arm was se�zed by a couple of off�cers. Of the two guard�ans
of the tent, only one was there. De Wardes was �n the �nter�or of the
Hotel de V�lle, engag�ng �n attend�ng to the execut�on of some orders
by De Gu�che. At the no�se made by Buck�ngham, Man�camp, who
was �ndolently recl�n�ng upon the cush�ons at the doorway of one of
the tents, rose w�th h�s usual �nd�fference, and, perce�v�ng that the
d�sturbance cont�nued, made h�s appearance from underneath the
curta�ns. “What �s the matter?” he sa�d, �n a gentle tone of vo�ce,
“and who �s mak�ng th�s d�sturbance?”

It so happened, that, at the moment he began to speak, s�lence
had just been restored, and, although h�s vo�ce was very soft and
gentle �n �ts touch, every one heard h�s quest�on. Buck�ngham turned
round, and looked at the tall th�n f�gure, and the l�stless express�on of
countenance of h�s quest�oner. Probably the personal appearance of
Man�camp, who was dressed very pla�nly, d�d not �nsp�re h�m w�th
much respect, for he repl�ed d�sda�nfully, “Who may you be,
mons�eur?”



Man�camp, lean�ng on the arm of a g�gant�c trooper, as f�rm as
the p�llar of a cathedral, repl�ed �n h�s usual tranqu�l tone of vo�ce,
—“And you, mons�eur?”

“I, mons�eur, am the Duke of Buck�ngham; I have h�red all the
houses wh�ch surround the Hotel de V�lle, where I have bus�ness to
transact; and as these houses are let, they belong to me, and, as I
h�red them �n order to preserve the r�ght of free access to the Hotel
de V�lle, you are not just�f�ed �n prevent�ng me pass�ng to �t.”

“But who prevents you pass�ng, mons�eur?” �nqu�red Man�camp.
“Your sent�nels.”
“Because you w�sh to pass on horseback, and orders have been

g�ven to let only persons on foot pass.”
“No one has any r�ght to g�ve orders here, except myself,” sa�d

Buck�ngham.
“On what grounds?” �nqu�red Man�camp, w�th h�s soft tone. “W�ll

you do me the favor to expla�n th�s en�gma to me?”
“Because, as I have already told you, I have h�red all the houses

look�ng on the square.”
“We are very well aware of that, s�nce noth�ng but the square

�tself has been left for us.”
“You are m�staken, mons�eur; the square belongs to me, as well

as the houses �n �t.”
“Forg�ve me, mons�eur, but you are m�staken there. In our

country, we say, the h�ghway belongs to the k�ng, therefore th�s
square �s h�s majesty’s; and, consequently, as we are the k�ng’s
ambassadors, the square belongs to us.”

“I have already asked you who you are, mons�eur,” excla�med
Buck�ngham, exasperated at the coolness of h�s �nterlocutor.

“My name �s Man�camp,” repl�ed the young man, �n a vo�ce
whose tones were as harmon�ous and sweet as the notes of an
Aeol�an harp.

Buck�ngham shrugged h�s shoulders contemptuously, and sa�d,
“When I h�red these houses wh�ch surround the Hotel de V�lle, the



square was unoccup�ed; these barracks obstruct my s�ght; I hereby
order them to be removed.”

A hoarse and angry murmur ran through the crowd of l�steners
at these words. De Gu�che arr�ved at th�s moment; he pushed
through the crowd wh�ch separated h�m from Buck�ngham, and,
followed by Raoul, arr�ved on the scene of act�on from one s�de, just
as De Wardes came up from the other. “Pardon me, my lord; but �f
you have any compla�nt to make, have the goodness to address �t to
me, �nasmuch as �t was I who suppl�ed the plans for the construct�on
of these tents.”

“Moreover, I would beg you to observe, mons�eur, that the term
‘barrack’ �s a h�ghly object�onable one!” added Man�camp, grac�ously.

“You were say�ng, mons�eur—” cont�nued De Gu�che.
“I was say�ng, mons�eur le comte,” resumed Buck�ngham, �n a

tone of anger more marked than ever, although �n some measure
moderated by the presence of an equal, “I was say�ng that �t �s
�mposs�ble these tents can rema�n where they are.”

“Imposs�ble!” excla�med De Gu�che, “and why?”
“Because I object to them.”
A movement of �mpat�ence escaped De Gu�che, but a warn�ng

glance from Raoul restra�ned h�m.
“You should the less object to them, mons�eur, on account of the

abuse of pr�or�ty you have perm�tted yourself to exerc�se.”
“Abuse!”
“Most assuredly. You comm�ss�on a messenger, who h�res �n

your name the whole of the town of Le Havre, w�thout cons�der�ng
the members of the French court, who would be sure to arr�ve here
to meet Madame. Your Grace w�ll adm�t that th�s �s hardly fr�endly
conduct �n the representat�ve of a fr�endly nat�on.”

“The r�ght of possess�on belongs to h�m who �s f�rst on the
ground.”

“Not �n France, mons�eur.”
“Why not �n France?”
“Because France �s a country where pol�teness �s observed.”



“Wh�ch means?” excla�med Buck�ngham, �n so v�olent a manner
that those who were present drew back, expect�ng an �mmed�ate
coll�s�on.

“Wh�ch means, mons�eur,” repl�ed De Gu�che, now rather pale,
“that I caused these tents to be ra�sed as hab�tat�ons for myself and
my fr�ends, as a shelter for the ambassadors of France, as the only
place of refuge wh�ch your exact�ons have left us �n the town; and
that I and those who are w�th me, shall rema�n �n them, at least, unt�l
an author�ty more powerful, and more supreme, than your own shall
d�sm�ss me from them.”

“In other words, unt�l we are ejected, as the lawyers say,”
observed Man�camp, blandly.

“I know an author�ty, mons�eur, wh�ch I trust �s such as you w�ll
respect,” sa�d Buck�ngham, plac�ng h�s hand on h�s sword.

At th�s moment, and as the goddess of D�scord, �nflam�ng all
m�nds, was about to d�rect the�r swords aga�nst each other, Raoul
gently placed h�s hand on Buck�ngham’s shoulder. “One word, my
lord,” he sa�d.

“My r�ght, my r�ght, f�rst of all,” excla�med the f�ery young man.
“It �s prec�sely upon that po�nt I w�sh to have the honor of

address�ng a word to you.”
“Very well, mons�eur, but let your remarks be br�ef.”
“One quest�on �s all I ask; you can hardly expect me to be

br�efer.”
“Speak, mons�eur, I am l�sten�ng.”
“Are you, or �s the Duke of Orleans, go�ng to marry the

granddaughter of Henry IV.?”
“What do you mean?” excla�med Buck�ngham, retreat�ng a few

steps, bew�ldered.
“Have the goodness to answer me,” pers�sted Raoul tranqu�lly.
“Do you mean to r�d�cule me, mons�eur?” �nqu�red Buck�ngham.
“Your quest�on �s a suff�c�ent answer for me. You adm�t, then,

that �t �s not you who are go�ng to marry the pr�ncess?”
“You know �t perfectly well, mons�eur, I should �mag�ne.”



“I beg your pardon, but your conduct has been such as to leave
�t not altogether certa�n.”

“Proceed, mons�eur, what do you mean to convey?”
Raoul approached the duke. “Are you aware, my lord,” he sa�d,

lower�ng h�s vo�ce, “that your extravagances very much resemble the
excesses of jealousy? These jealous f�ts, w�th respect to any woman,
are not becom�ng �n one who �s ne�ther her lover nor her husband;
and I am sure you w�ll adm�t that my remark appl�es w�th st�ll greater
force, when the lady �n quest�on �s a pr�ncess of the blood royal!”

“Mons�eur,” excla�med Buck�ngham, “do you mean to �nsult
Madame Henr�etta?”

“Be careful, my lord,” repl�ed Bragelonne, coldly, “for �t �s you
who �nsult her. A l�ttle wh�le s�nce, when on board the adm�ral’s sh�p,
you wear�ed the queen, and exhausted the adm�ral’s pat�ence. I was
observ�ng, my lord; and, at f�rst, I concluded you were not �n
possess�on of your senses, but I have s�nce surm�sed the real
s�gn�f�cance of your madness.”

“Mons�eur!” excla�med Buck�ngham.
“One moment more, for I have yet another word to add. I trust I

am the only one of my compan�ons who has guessed �t.”
“Are you aware, mons�eur,” sa�d Buck�ngham, trembl�ng w�th

m�ngled feel�ngs of anger and uneas�ness, “are you aware that you
are hold�ng language towards me wh�ch requ�res to be checked?”

“We�gh your words well, my lord,” sa�d Raoul, haught�ly; “my
nature �s not such that �ts v�vac�t�es need check�ng; wh�lst you, on the
contrary, are descended from a race whose pass�ons are suspected
by all true Frenchmen; I repeat, therefore, for the second t�me, be
careful!”

“Careful of what, may I ask? Do you presume to threaten me?”
“I am the son of the Comte de la Fere, my lord, and I never

threaten, because I str�ke f�rst. Therefore, understand me well, the
threat that I hold out to you �s th�s—”

Buck�ngham clenched h�s hands, but Raoul cont�nued, as
though he had not observed the gesture. “At the very f�rst word,
beyond the respect and deference due to her royal h�ghness, wh�ch



you perm�t yourself to use towards her,—be pat�ent my lord, for I am
perfectly so.”

“You?”
“Undoubtedly. So long as Madame rema�ned on Engl�sh

terr�tory, I held my peace; but from the very moment she stepped on
French ground, and now that we have rece�ved her �n the name of
the pr�nce, I warn you, that at the f�rst mark of d�srespect wh�ch you,
�n your �nsane attachment, exh�b�t towards the royal house of
France, I shall have one of two courses to follow;—e�ther I declare,
�n the presence of every one, the madness w�th wh�ch you are now
affected, and I get you �gnom�n�ously ordered back to England; or �f
you prefer �t, I w�ll run my dagger through your throat �n the presence
of all here. Th�s second alternat�ve seems to me the least
d�sagreeable, and I th�nk I shall hold to �t.”

Buck�ngham had become paler than the lace collar around h�s
neck. “M. de Bragelonne,” he sa�d, “�s �t, �ndeed, a gentleman who �s
speak�ng to me?”

“Yes; only the gentleman �s speak�ng to a madman. Get cured,
my lord, and he w�ll hold qu�te another language to you.”

“But, M. de Bragelonne,” murmured the duke, �n a vo�ce, half-
choked, and putt�ng h�s hand to h�s neck,—“Do you not see I am
chok�ng?”

“If your death were to take place at th�s moment, my lord,”
repl�ed Raoul, w�th unruffled composure, “I should, �ndeed, regard �t
as a great happ�ness, for th�s c�rcumstance would prevent all k�nds of
ev�l remarks; not alone about yourself, but also about those
�llustr�ous persons whom your devot�on �s comprom�s�ng �n so absurd
a manner.”

“You are r�ght, you are r�ght,” sa�d the young man, almost bes�de
h�mself. “Yes, yes; better to d�e, than to suffer as I do at th�s
moment.” And he grasped a beaut�ful dagger, the handle of wh�ch
was �nla�d w�th prec�ous stones; and wh�ch he half drew from h�s
breast.

Raoul thrust h�s hand as�de. “Be careful what you do,” he sa�d;
“�f you do not k�ll yourself, you comm�t a r�d�culous act�on; and �f you



were to k�ll yourself, you spr�nkle blood upon the nupt�al robe of the
pr�ncess of England.”

Buck�ngham rema�ned a m�nute gasp�ng for breath; dur�ng th�s
�nterval, h�s l�ps qu�vered, h�s f�ngers worked convuls�vely, and h�s
eyes wandered, as though �n del�r�um. Then suddenly, he sa�d, “M.
de Bragelonne, I know nowhere a nobler m�nd than yours; you are,
�ndeed, a worthy son of the most perfect gentleman that ever l�ved.
Keep your tents.” And he threw h�s arms round Raoul’s neck. All who
were present, astounded at th�s conduct, wh�ch was the very reverse
of what was expected, cons�der�ng the v�olence of the one adversary
and the determ�nat�on of the other, began �mmed�ately to clap the�r
hands, and a thousand cheers and joyful shouts arose from all s�des.
De Gu�che, �n h�s turn, embraced Buck�ngham somewhat aga�nst h�s
�ncl�nat�on; but, at all events, he d�d embrace h�m. Th�s was the
s�gnal for French and Engl�sh to do the same; and they who, unt�l
that moment, had looked at each other w�th restless uncerta�nty,
fratern�zed on the spot. In the meant�me, the process�on of the
pr�ncess arr�ved, and had �t not been for Bragelonne, two arm�es
would have been engaged together �n confl�ct, and blood would have
been shed upon the flowers w�th wh�ch the ground was covered. At
the appearance, however, of the banners borne at the head of the
process�on, complete order was restored.



Chapter XI. N�ght.
Concord returned to �ts place am�dst the tents. Engl�sh and

French r�valed each other �n the�r devot�on and courteous attent�on to
the �llustr�ous travelers. The Engl�sh forwarded to the French baskets
of flowers, of wh�ch they had made a plent�ful prov�s�on to greet the
arr�val of the young pr�ncess; the French �n return �nv�ted the Engl�sh
to a supper, wh�ch was to be g�ven the next day. Congratulat�ons
were poured �n upon the pr�ncess everywhere dur�ng her journey.
From the respect pa�d her on all s�des, she seemed l�ke a queen;
and from the adorat�on w�th wh�ch she was treated by two or three;
she appeared an object of worsh�p. The queen-mother gave the
French the most affect�onate recept�on. France was her nat�ve
country, and she had suffered too much unhapp�ness �n England for
England to have made her forget France. She taught her daughter,
then, by her own affect�on for �t, that love for a country where they
had both been hosp�tably rece�ved, and where a br�ll�ant future
opened before them. After the publ�c entry was over, and the
spectators �n the streets had part�ally d�spersed, and the sound of
the mus�c and cheer�ng of the crowd could be heard only �n the
d�stance; when the n�ght had closed �n, wrapp�ng w�th �ts star-
covered mantle the sea, the harbor, the town, and surround�ng
country, De Gu�che, st�ll exc�ted by the great events of the day,
returned to h�s tent, and seated h�mself upon one of the stools w�th
so profound an express�on of d�stress that Bragelonne kept h�s eyes
f�xed upon h�m, unt�l he heard h�m s�gh, and then he approached
h�m. The count had thrown h�mself back on h�s seat, lean�ng h�s
shoulders aga�nst the part�t�on of the tent, and rema�ned thus, h�s
face bur�ed �n h�s hands, w�th heav�ng chest and restless l�mbs.

“You are suffer�ng?” asked Raoul.
“Cruelly.”
“Bod�ly, I suppose?”
“Yes; bod�ly.”



“Th�s has �ndeed been a harass�ng day,” cont�nued the young
man, h�s eyes f�xed upon h�s fr�end.

“Yes; a n�ght’s rest w�ll probably restore me.”
“Shall I leave you?”
“No; I w�sh to talk to you.”
“You shall not speak to me, Gu�che, unt�l you have f�rst

answered my quest�ons.”
“Proceed then.”
“You w�ll be frank w�th me?”
“I always am.”
“Can you �mag�ne why Buck�ngham has been so v�olent?”
“I suspect.”
“Because he �s �n love w�th Madame, �s �t not?”
“One could almost swear to �t, to observe h�m.”
“You are m�staken; there �s noth�ng of the k�nd.”
“It �s you who are m�staken, Raoul; I have read h�s d�stress �n h�s

eyes, �n h�s every gesture and act�on the whole day.”
“You are a poet, my dear count, and f�nd subjects for your muse

everywhere.”
“I can perce�ve love clearly enough.”
“Where �t does not ex�st?”
“Nay, where �t does ex�st.”
“Do you not th�nk you are dece�v�ng yourself, Gu�che?”
“I am conv�nced of what I say,” sa�d the count.
“Now, �nform me, count,” sa�d Raoul, f�x�ng a penetrat�ng look

upon h�m, “what happened to render you so clear-s�ghted.”
Gu�che hes�tated for a moment, and then answered, “Self-love, I

suppose.”
“Self-love �s a pedant�c word, Gu�che.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean that, generally, you are less out of sp�r�ts than seems to

be the case th�s even�ng.”



“I am fat�gued.”
“L�sten to me, Gu�che; we have been campa�gners together; we

have been on horseback for e�ghteen hours at a t�me, and our
horses dy�ng from exhaust�on, or hunger, have fallen beneath us,
and yet we have laughed at our m�shaps. Bel�eve me, �t �s not fat�gue
that saddens you to-n�ght.”

“It �s annoyance, then.”
“What annoyance?”
“That of th�s even�ng.”
“The mad conduct of the Duke of Buck�ngham, do you mean?”
“Of course; �s �t not vexat�ons for us, the representat�ves of our

sovere�gn master, to w�tness the devot�on of an Engl�shman to our
future m�stress, the second lady �n po�nt of rank �n the k�ngdom?”

“Yes, you are r�ght; but I do not th�nk any danger �s to be
apprehended from Buck�ngham.”

“No; st�ll he �s �ntrus�ve. D�d he not, on h�s arr�val here, almost
succeed �n creat�ng a d�sturbance between the Engl�sh and
ourselves; and, had �t not been for you, for your adm�rable presence,
for your s�ngular dec�s�on of character, swords would have been
drawn �n the very streets of the town.”

“You observe, however, that he has changed h�s tact�cs.”
“Yes, certa�nly; but th�s �s the very th�ng that amazes me so

much. You spoke to h�m �n a low tone of vo�ce, what d�d you say to
h�m? You th�nk he loves her; you adm�t that such a pass�on does not
g�ve way read�ly. He does not love her, then!” De Gu�che pronounced
the latter w�th so marked an express�on that Raoul ra�sed h�s head.
The noble character of the young man’s countenance expressed a
d�spleasure wh�ch could eas�ly be read.

“What I sa�d to h�m, count,” repl�ed Raoul, “I w�ll repeat to you.
L�sten to me. I sa�d, ‘You are regard�ng w�th w�stful feel�ngs, and
most �njur�ous des�re, the s�ster of your pr�nce,—her to whom you are
not aff�anced, who �s not, who can never be anyth�ng to you; you are
outrag�ng those who, l�ke ourselves, have come to seek a young lady
to escort her to her husband.’”



“You spoke to h�m �n that manner?” asked Gu�che, color�ng.
“In those very terms; I even added more. ‘How would you regard

us,’ I sa�d, ‘�f you were to perce�ve among us a man mad enough,
d�sloyal enough, to enterta�n other than sent�ments of the most
perfect respect for a pr�ncess who �s the dest�ned w�fe of our
master?’”

These words were so appl�cable to De Gu�che that he turned
pale, and, overcome by a sudden ag�tat�on, was barely able to
stretch out one hand mechan�cally towards Raoul, as he covered h�s
eyes and face w�th the other.

“But,” cont�nued Raoul, not �nterrupted by th�s movement of h�s
fr�end, “Heaven be pra�sed, the French, who are pronounced to be
thoughtless and �nd�screet, reckless, even, are capable of br�ng�ng a
calm and sound judgment to bear on matters of such h�gh
�mportance. I added even more, for I sa�d, ‘Learn, my lord, that we
gentlemen of France devote ourselves to our sovere�gns by
sacr�f�c�ng them our affect�ons, as well as our fortunes and our l�ves;
and whenever �t may chance to happen that the tempter suggests
one of those v�le thoughts that set the heart on f�re, we ext�ngu�sh the
flame, even �f �t has to be done by shedd�ng our blood for the
purpose. Thus �t �s that the honor of three �s saved: our country’s, our
master’s, and our own. It �s thus that we act, your Grace; �t �s thus
that every man of honor ought to act.’ In th�s manner, my dear
Gu�che,” cont�nued Bragelonne, “I addressed the Duke of
Buck�ngham; and he adm�tted I was r�ght, and res�gned h�mself
unres�st�ngly to my arguments.”

De Gu�che, who had h�therto sat lean�ng forward wh�le Raoul
was speak�ng, drew h�mself up, h�s eyes glanc�ng proudly; he se�zed
Raoul’s hand, h�s face, wh�ch had been as cold as �ce, seemed on
f�re. “And you spoke magn�f�cently,” he sa�d, �n a half-choked vo�ce;
“you are �ndeed a fr�end, Raoul. But now, I entreat you, leave me to
myself.”

“Do you w�sh �t?”
“Yes; I need repose. Many th�ngs have ag�tated me to-day, both

�n m�nd and body; when you return to-morrow I shall no longer be the
same man.”



“I leave you, then,” sa�d Raoul, as he w�thdrew. The count
advanced a step towards h�s fr�end, and pressed h�m warmly �n h�s
arms. But �n th�s fr�endly pressure Raoul could detect the nervous
ag�tat�on of a great �nternal confl�ct.

The n�ght was clear, starl�t, and splend�d; the tempest had
passed away, and the sweet �nfluences of the even�ng had restored
l�fe, peace and secur�ty everywhere. A few fleecy clouds were
float�ng �n the heavens, and �nd�cated from the�r appearance a
cont�nuance of beaut�ful weather, tempered by a gentle breeze from
the east. Upon the large square �n front of the hotel, the shadows of
the tents, �ntersected by the golden moonbeams, formed as �t were a
huge mosa�c of jet and yellow flagstones. Soon, however, the ent�re
town was wrapped �n slumber; a feeble l�ght st�ll gl�mmered �n
Madame’s apartment, wh�ch looked out upon the square, and the
soft rays from the exp�r�ng lamp seemed to be the �mage of the calm
sleep of a young g�rl, hardly yet sens�ble of l�fe’s anx�et�es, and �n
whom the flame of ex�stence s�nks plac�dly as sleep steals over the
body.

Bragelonne qu�tted the tent w�th the slow and measured step of
a man cur�ous to observe, but anx�ous not to be seen. Sheltered
beh�nd the th�ck curta�ns of h�s own tent, embrac�ng w�th a glance the
whole square, he not�ced that, after a few moments’ pause, the
curta�ns of De Gu�che’s tent were ag�tated, and then drawn part�ally
as�de. Beh�nd them he could perce�ve the shadow of De Gu�che, h�s
eyes, gl�tter�ng �n the obscur�ty, fastened ardently upon the pr�ncess’s
s�tt�ng apartment, wh�ch was part�ally l�ghted by the lamp �n the �nner
room. The soft l�ght wh�ch �llum�ned the w�ndows was the count’s
star. The fervent asp�rat�ons of h�s nature could be read �n h�s eyes.
Raoul, concealed �n the shadow, d�v�ned the many pass�onate
thoughts that establ�shed, between the tent of the young
ambassador and the balcony of the pr�ncess, a myster�ous and
mag�cal bond of sympathy—a bond created by thoughts �mpr�nted
w�th so much strength and pers�stence of w�ll, that they must have
caused happy and lov�ng dreams to al�ght upon the perfumed couch,
wh�ch the count, w�th the eyes of h�s soul, devoured so eagerly.



But De Gu�che and Raoul were not the only watchers. The
w�ndow of one of the houses look�ng on the square was opened too,
the casement of the house where Buck�ngham res�ded. By the a�d of
the rays of l�ght wh�ch �ssued from th�s latter, the prof�le of the duke
could be d�st�nctly seen, as he �ndolently recl�ned upon the carved
balcony w�th �ts velvet hang�ngs; he also was breath�ng �n the
d�rect�on of the pr�ncess’s apartment h�s prayers and the w�ld v�s�ons
of h�s love.

Raoul could not res�st sm�l�ng, as th�nk�ng of Madame, he sa�d to
h�mself, “Hers �s, �ndeed, a heart well bes�eged;” and then added,
compass�onately, as he thought of Mons�eur, “and he �s a husband
well threatened too; �t �s a good th�ng for h�m that he �s a pr�nce of
such h�gh rank, that he has an army to safeguard for h�m that wh�ch
�s h�s own.” Bragelonne watched for some t�me the conduct of the
two lovers, l�stened to the loud and unc�v�l slumbers of Man�camp,
who snored as �mper�ously as though he was wear�ng h�s blue and
gold, �nstead of h�s v�olet su�t.

Then he turned towards the n�ght breeze wh�ch bore towards
h�m, he seemed to th�nk, the d�stant song of the n�ght�ngale; and,
after hav�ng la�d �n a due prov�s�on of melancholy, another nocturnal
malady, he ret�red to rest th�nk�ng, w�th regard to h�s own love affa�r,
that perhaps four or even a larger number of eyes, qu�te as ardent as
those of De Gu�che and Buck�ngham, were covet�ng h�s own �dol �n
the chateau at Blo�s. “And Mademo�selle de Montala�s �s by no
means a very consc�ent�ous garr�son,” sa�d he to h�mself, s�gh�ng
aloud.





Chapter XII. From Le Havre to Par�s.
The next day the fetes took place, accompan�ed by all the pomp

and an�mat�on that the resources of the town and the cheerful
d�spos�t�on of men’s m�nds could supply. Dur�ng the last few hours
spent �n Le Havre, every preparat�on for the departure had been
made. After Madame had taken leave of the Engl�sh fleet, and, once
aga�n, had saluted the country �n salut�ng �ts flags, she entered her
carr�age, surrounded by a br�ll�ant escort. De Gu�che had hoped that
the Duke of Buck�ngham would accompany the adm�ral to England;
but Buck�ngham succeeded �n demonstrat�ng to the queen that there
would be great �mpropr�ety �n allow�ng Madame to proceed to Par�s,
almost unprotected. As soon as �t had been settled that Buck�ngham
was to accompany Madame, the young duke selected a corps of
gentlemen and off�cers to form part of h�s own su�te, so that �t was
almost an army that now set out towards Par�s, scatter�ng gold, and
exc�t�ng the l�vel�est demonstrat�ons as they passed through the
d�fferent towns and v�llages on the route. The weather was very f�ne.
France �s a beaut�ful country, espec�ally along the route by wh�ch the
process�on passed. Spr�ng cast �ts flowers and �ts perfumed fol�age
on the�r path. Normandy, w�th �ts vast var�ety of vegetat�on, �ts blue
sk�es and s�lver r�vers, d�splayed �tself �n all the lovel�ness of a
parad�se to the new s�ster of the k�ng. Fetes and br�ll�ant d�splays
rece�ved them everywhere along the l�ne of march. De Gu�che and
Buck�ngham forgot everyth�ng; De Gu�che �n h�s anx�ety to prevent
any fresh attempts on the part of the duke, and Buck�ngham, �n h�s
des�re to awaken �n the heart of the pr�ncess a softer remembrance
of the country to wh�ch the recollect�on of many happy days
belonged. But, alas! the poor duke could perce�ve that the �mage of
that country so cher�shed by h�mself became, from day to day, more
and more effaced �n Madame’s m�nd, �n exact proport�on as her
affect�on for France became more deeply engraved on her heart. In
fact, �t was not d�ff�cult to perce�ve that h�s most devoted attent�on
awakened no acknowledgement, and that the grace w�th wh�ch he



rode one of h�s most f�ery horses was thrown away, for �t was only
casually and by the merest acc�dent that the pr�ncess’s eyes were
turned towards h�m. In va�n d�d he try, �n order to f�x upon h�mself
one of those looks, wh�ch were thrown carelessly around, or
bestowed elsewhere, to produce �n the an�mal he rode �ts greatest
d�splay of strength, speed, temper and address; �n va�n d�d he, by
exc�t�ng h�s horse almost to madness, spur h�m, at the r�sk of
dash�ng h�mself �n p�eces aga�nst the trees, or of roll�ng �n the
d�tches, over the gates and barr�ers wh�ch they passed, or down the
steep decl�v�t�es of the h�lls. Madame, whose attent�on had been
aroused by the no�se, turned her head for a moment to observe the
cause of �t, and then, sl�ghtly sm�l�ng, aga�n entered �nto conversat�on
w�th her fa�thful guard�ans, Raoul and De Gu�che, who were qu�etly
r�d�ng at her carr�age doors. Buck�ngham felt h�mself a prey to all the
tortures of jealousy; an unknown, unheard of angu�sh gl�ded through
h�s ve�ns, and la�d s�ege to h�s heart; and then, as �f to show that he
knew the folly of h�s conduct, and that he w�shed to correct, by the
humblest subm�ss�on, h�s fl�ghts of absurd�ty, he mastered h�s horse,
and compelled h�m, reek�ng w�th sweat and flecked w�th foam, to
champ h�s b�t close bes�de the carr�age, am�dst the crowd of
court�ers. Occas�onally he obta�ned a word from Madame as a
recompense, and yet her speech seemed almost a reproach.

“That �s well, my lord,” she sa�d, “now you are reasonable.”
Or from Raoul, “Your Grace �s k�ll�ng your horse.”
Buck�ngham l�stened pat�ently to Raoul’s remarks, for he

�nst�nct�vely felt, w�thout hav�ng had any proof that such was the
case, that Raoul checked the d�splay of De Gu�che’s feel�ngs, and
that, had �t not been for Raoul, some mad act or proceed�ng, e�ther
of the count, or of Buck�ngham h�mself, would have brought about an
open rupture, or a d�sturbance—perhaps even ex�le �tself. From the
moment of that exc�ted conversat�on the two young men had held �n
front of the tents at Le Havre, when Raoul made the duke perce�ve
the �mpropr�ety of h�s conduct, Buck�ngham felt h�mself attracted
towards Raoul almost �n sp�te of h�mself. He often entered �nto
conversat�on w�th h�m, and �t was nearly always to talk to h�m e�ther
of h�s father or of D’Artagnan, the�r mutual fr�end, �n whose pra�se



Buck�ngham was nearly as enthus�ast�c as Raoul. Raoul
endeavored, as much as poss�ble, to make the conversat�on turn
upon th�s subject �n De Wardes’s presence, who had, dur�ng the
whole journey, been exceed�ngly annoyed at the super�or pos�t�on
taken by Bragelonne, and espec�ally by h�s �nfluence over De
Gu�che. De Wardes had that keen and merc�less penetrat�on most
ev�l natures possess; he had �mmed�ately remarked De Gu�che’s
melancholy, and d�v�ned the nature of h�s regard for the pr�ncess.
Instead, however, of treat�ng the subject w�th the same reserve
wh�ch Raoul pract�ced; �nstead of regard�ng w�th that respect, wh�ch
was the�r due, the obl�gat�ons and dut�es of soc�ety, De Wardes
resolutely attacked �n the count the ever-sound�ng chord of juven�le
audac�ty and pr�de. It happened one even�ng, dur�ng a halt at
Mantes, that wh�le De Gu�che and De Wardes were lean�ng aga�nst a
barr�er, engaged �n conversat�on, Buck�ngham and Raoul were also
talk�ng together as they walked up and down. Man�camp was
engaged �n devoted attendance on the pr�ncess, who already treated
h�m w�thout reserve, on account of h�s versat�le fancy, h�s frank
courtesy of manner, and conc�l�atory d�spos�t�on.

“Confess,” sa�d De Wardes, “that you are really �ll, and that your
pedagogue of a fr�end has not succeeded �n cur�ng you.”

“I do not understand you,” sa�d the count.
“And yet �t �s easy enough; you are dy�ng of love.”
“You are mad, De Wardes.”
“Madness �t would be, I adm�t, �f Madame were really �nd�fferent

to your martyrdom; but she takes so much not�ce of �t, observes �t to
such an extent, that she comprom�ses herself, and I tremble lest, on
our arr�val at Par�s, M. de Bragelonne may not denounce both of
you.”

“For shame, De Wardes, aga�n attack�ng De Bragelonne.”
“Come, come, a truce to ch�ld’s play,” repl�ed the count’s ev�l

gen�us, �n an undertone; “you know as well as I do what I mean.
Bes�des, you must have observed how the pr�ncess’s glance softens
as she looks at you;—you can tell, by the very �nflect�on of her vo�ce,
what pleasure she takes �n l�sten�ng to you, and can feel how
thoroughly she apprec�ates the verses you rec�te to her. You cannot



deny, too, that every morn�ng she tells you how �nd�fferently she slept
the prev�ous n�ght.”

“True, De Wardes, qu�te true; but what good �s there �n your
tell�ng me all that?”

“Is �t not �mportant to know the exact pos�t�on of affa�rs?”
“No, no; not when I am a w�tness of th�ngs that are enough to

dr�ve one mad.”
“Stay, stay,” sa�d De Wardes; “look, she calls you,—do you

understand? Prof�t by the occas�on, wh�le your pedagogue �s
absent.”

De Gu�che could not res�st; an �nv�nc�ble attract�on drew h�m
towards the pr�ncess. De Wardes sm�led as he saw h�m w�thdraw.

“You are m�staken, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, suddenly stepp�ng
across the barr�er aga�nst wh�ch the prev�ous moment the two fr�ends
had been lean�ng. “The pedagogue �s here, and has overheard you.”

De Wardes, at the sound of Raoul’s vo�ce, wh�ch he recogn�zed
w�thout hav�ng occas�on to look at h�m, half drew h�s sword.

“Put up your sword,” sa�d Raoul; “you know perfectly well that,
unt�l our journey �s at an end, every demonstrat�on of that nature �s
useless. Why do you d�st�ll �nto the heart of the man you term your
fr�end all the b�tterness that �nfects your own? As regards myself, you
w�sh to arouse a feel�ng of deep d�sl�ke aga�nst a man of honor—my
father’s fr�end and my own; and as for the count you w�sh h�m to love
one who �s dest�ned for your master. Really, mons�eur, I should
regard you as a coward, and a tra�tor too, �f I d�d not, w�th greater
just�ce, regard you as a madman.”

“Mons�eur,” excla�med De Wardes, exasperated, “I was
dece�ved, I f�nd, �n term�ng you a pedagogue. The tone you assume,
and the style wh�ch �s pecul�arly your own, �s that of a Jesu�t, and not
of a gentleman. D�scont�nue, I beg, whenever I am present, th�s style
I compla�n of, and the tone also. I hate M. d’Artagnan, because he
was gu�lty of a cowardly act towards my father.”

“You l�e, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, coolly.
“You g�ve me the l�e, mons�eur?” excla�med De Wardes.



“Why not, �f what you assert �s untrue?”
“You g�ve me the l�e, and w�ll not draw your sword?”
“I have resolved, mons�eur, not to k�ll you unt�l Madame shall

have been del�vered safely �nto her husband’s hands.”
“K�ll me! Bel�eve me, mons�eur, your schoolmaster’s rod does

not k�ll so eas�ly.”
“No,” repl�ed Raoul, sternly, “but M. d’Artagnan’s sword k�lls;

and, not only do I possess h�s sword, but he has h�mself taught me
how to use �t; and w�th that sword, when a bef�tt�ng t�me arr�ves, I w�ll
avenge h�s name—a name you have d�shonored.”

“Take care, mons�eur,” excla�med De Wardes; “�f you do not
�mmed�ately g�ve me sat�sfact�on, I w�ll ava�l myself of every means
to revenge myself.”

“Indeed, mons�eur,” sa�d Buck�ngham, suddenly, appear�ng upon
the scene of act�on, “that �s a threat wh�ch savors of assass�nat�on,
and therefore, �ll becomes a gentleman.”

“What d�d you say, my lord?” sa�d De Wardes, turn�ng round
towards h�m.

“I sa�d, mons�eur, that the words you have just spoken are
d�spleas�ng to my Engl�sh ears.”

“Very well, mons�eur, �f what you say �s true,” excla�med De
Wardes, thoroughly �ncensed, “I at least f�nd �n you one who w�ll not
escape me. Understand my words as you l�ke.”

“I take them �n the manner they cannot but be understood,”
repl�ed Buck�ngham, w�th that haughty tone wh�ch character�zed h�m,
and wh�ch, even �n ord�nary conversat�on, gave a tone of def�ance to
everyth�ng he sa�d; “M. de Bragelonne �s my fr�end, you �nsult M. de
Bragelonne, and you shall g�ve me sat�sfact�on for that �nsult.”

De Wardes cast a look upon De Bragelonne, who, fa�thful to the
character he had assumed, rema�ned calm and unmoved, even after
the duke’s def�ance.

“It would seem that I d�d not �nsult M. de Bragelonne, s�nce M.
de Bragelonne, who carr�es a sword by h�s s�de, does not cons�der
h�mself �nsulted.”



“At all events you �nsult someone.”
“Yes, I �nsulted M. d’Artagnan,” resumed De Wardes, who had

observed that th�s was the only means of st�ng�ng Raoul, so as to
awaken h�s anger.

“That, then,” sa�d Buck�ngham, “�s another matter.”
“Prec�sely so,” sa�d De Wardes; “�t �s the prov�nce of M.

d’Artagnan’s fr�ends to defend h�m.”
“I am ent�rely of your op�n�on,” repl�ed the duke, who had

rega�ned all h�s �nd�fference of manner; “�f M. de Bragelonne were
offended, I could not reasonably be expected to espouse h�s quarrel,
s�nce he �s h�mself here; but when you say that �t �s a quarrel of M.
d’Artagnan—”

“You w�ll of course leave me to deal w�th the matter,” sa�d De
Wardes.

“Nay, on the contrary, for I draw my sword,” sa�d Buck�ngham,
unsheath�ng �t as he spoke; “for �f M. d’Artagnan �njured your father,
he rendered, or at least d�d all that he could to render, a great
serv�ce to m�ne.”

De Wardes was thunderstruck.
“M. d’Artagnan,” cont�nued Buck�ngham, “�s the bravest

gentleman I know. I shall be del�ghted, as I owe h�m many personal
obl�gat�ons, to settle them w�th you, by cross�ng my sword w�th
yours.” At the same moment Buck�ngham drew h�s sword from �ts
scabbard, saluted Raoul, and put h�mself on guard.

De Wardes advanced a step to meet h�m.
“Stay, gentlemen,” sa�d Raoul, advanc�ng towards them, and

plac�ng h�s own drawn sword between the combatants, “the affa�r �s
hardly worth the trouble of blood be�ng shed almost �n the presence
of the pr�ncess. M. de Wardes speaks �ll of M. d’Artagnan, w�th whom
he �s not even acqua�nted.”

“What, mons�eur,” sa�d De Wardes, sett�ng h�s teeth hard
together, and rest�ng the po�nt of h�s sword on the toe of h�s boot, “do
you assert that I do not know M. d’Artagnan?”



“Certa�nly not; you do not know h�m,” repl�ed Raoul, coldly, “and
you are even not aware where he �s to be found.”

“Not know where he �s?”
“Such must be the case, s�nce you f�x your quarrel w�th h�m

upon strangers, �nstead of seek�ng M. d’Artagnan where he �s to be
found.” De Wardes turned pale. “Well, mons�eur,” cont�nued Raoul, “I
w�ll tell you where M. d’Artagnan �s: he �s now �n Par�s; when on duty
he �s to be met w�th at the Louvre,—when not on duty, �n the Rue
des Lombards. M. d’Artagnan can eas�ly be d�scovered at e�ther of
those two places. Hav�ng, therefore, as you assert, so many causes
of compla�nt aga�nst h�m, show your courage �n seek�ng h�m out, and
afford h�m an opportun�ty of g�v�ng you that sat�sfact�on you seem to
ask of every one but of h�mself.” De Wardes passed h�s hand across
h�s forehead, wh�ch was covered w�th persp�rat�on. “For shame, M.
de Wardes! so quarrelsome a d�spos�t�on �s hardly becom�ng after
the publ�cat�on of the ed�cts aga�nst duels. Pray th�nk of that; the k�ng
w�ll be �ncensed at our d�sobed�ence, part�cularly at such a t�me,—
and h�s majesty w�ll be �n the r�ght.”

“Excuses,” murmured De Wardes; “mere pretexts.”
“Really, M. De Wardes,” resumed Raoul, “such remarks are the

�dlest bluster. You know very well that the Duke of Buck�ngham �s a
man of undoubted courage, who has already fought ten duels, and
w�ll probably f�ght eleven. H�s name alone �s s�gn�f�cant enough. As
far as I am concerned, you are well aware that I can f�ght also. I
fought at Lens, at Bleneau, at the Dunes �n front of the art�llery, a
hundred paces �n front of the l�ne, wh�le you—I say th�s
parenthet�cally—were a hundred paces beh�nd �t. True �t �s, that on
that occas�on there was far too great a concourse of persons present
for your courage to be observed, and on that account perhaps you
d�d not reveal �t; wh�le here, �t would be a d�splay, and would exc�te
remark—you w�sh that others should talk about you, �n what manner
you do not care. Do not depend upon me, M. de Wardes to ass�st
you �n your des�gns, for I shall certa�nly not afford you that pleasure.”

“Sens�bly observed,” sa�d Buck�ngham, putt�ng up h�s sword,
“and I ask your forg�veness, M. de Bragelonne, for hav�ng allowed
myself to y�eld to a f�rst �mpulse.”



De Wardes, however, on the contrary, perfectly fur�ous, bounded
forward and ra�sed h�s sword, threaten�ngly, aga�nst Raoul, who had
scarcely enough t�me to put h�mself �n a posture of defense.

“Take care, mons�eur,” sa�d Bragelonne, tranqu�lly, “or you w�ll
put out one of my eyes.”

“You w�ll not f�ght, then?” sa�d De Wardes.
“Not at th�s moment; but th�s I prom�se to do; �mmed�ately on our

arr�val at Par�s I w�ll conduct you to M. d’Artagnan, to whom you shall
deta�l all the causes of compla�nt you have aga�nst h�m. M
d’Artagnan w�ll sol�c�t the k�ng’s perm�ss�on to measure swords w�th
you. The k�ng w�ll y�eld h�s consent, and when you shall have
rece�ved the sword-thrust �n due course, you w�ll cons�der, �n a
calmer frame of m�nd, the precepts of the Gospel, wh�ch enjo�n
forgetfulness of �njur�es.”

“Ah!” excla�med De Wardes, fur�ous at th�s �mperturbable
coolness, “one can clearly see you are half a bastard, M. de
Bragelonne.”

Raoul became as pale as death; h�s eyes flashed l�ghtn�ng,
caus�ng De Wardes �nvoluntar�ly to fall back. Buck�ngham, also, who
had perce�ved the�r express�on, threw h�mself between the two
adversar�es, whom he had expected to see prec�p�tate themselves
on each other. De Wardes had reserved th�s �njury for the last; he
clasped h�s sword f�rmly �n h�s hand, and awa�ted the encounter.
“You are r�ght, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, master�ng h�s emot�on, “I am
only acqua�nted w�th my father’s name; but I know too well that the
Comte de la Fere �s too upr�ght and honorable a man to allow me to
fear for a s�ngle moment that there �s, as you �ns�nuate, any sta�n
upon my b�rth. My �gnorance, therefore, of my mother’s name �s a
m�sfortune for me, and not a reproach. You are def�c�ent �n loyalty of
conduct; you are want�ng �n courtesy, �n reproach�ng me w�th
m�sfortune. It matters l�ttle, however, the �nsult has been g�ven, and I
cons�der myself �nsulted accord�ngly. It �s qu�te understood, then, that
after you shall have rece�ved sat�sfact�on from M. d’Artagnan, you
w�ll settle your quarrel w�th me.”

“I adm�re your prudence, mons�eur,” repl�ed De Wardes w�th a
b�tter sm�le; “a l�ttle wh�le ago you prom�sed me a sword-thrust from



M. d’Artagnan, and now, after I shall have rece�ved h�s, you offer me
one from yourself.”

“Do not d�sturb yourself,” repl�ed Raoul, w�th concentrated
anger; “�n all affa�rs of that nature, M. d’Artagnan �s exceed�ngly
sk�llful, and I w�ll beg h�m as a favor to treat you as he d�d your
father; �n other words, to spare your l�fe at least, so as to leave me
the pleasure, after your recovery, of k�ll�ng you outr�ght; for you have
the heart of a v�per, M. de Wardes, and �n very truth, too many
precaut�ons cannot be taken aga�nst you.”

“I shall take my precaut�ons aga�nst you,” sa�d De Wardes, “be
assured of �t.”

“Allow me, mons�eur,” sa�d Buck�ngham, “to translate your
remark by a p�ece of adv�ce I am about to g�ve M. de Bragelonne; M.
de Bragelonne, wear a cu�rass.”

De Wardes clenched h�s hands. “Ah!” sa�d he, “you two
gentlemen �ntend to wa�t unt�l you have taken that precaut�on before
you measure your swords aga�nst m�ne.”

“Very well, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, “s�nce you pos�t�vely w�ll have
�t so, let us settle the affa�r now.” And, draw�ng h�s sword, he
advanced towards De Wardes.

“What are you go�ng to do?” sa�d Buck�ngham.
“Be easy,” sa�d Raoul, “�t w�ll not be very long.”
De Wardes placed h�mself on h�s guard; the�r swords crossed.

De Wardes flew upon Raoul w�th such �mpetuos�ty, that at the f�rst
clash�ng of the steel blades Buck�ngham clearly saw that Raoul was
only tr�fl�ng w�th h�s adversary. Buck�ngham stepped as�de, and
watched the combat. Raoul was as calm as �f he were handl�ng a fo�l
�nstead of a sword; hav�ng retreated a step, he parr�ed three or four
f�erce thrusts wh�ch De Wardes made at h�m, caught the sword of the
latter w�th w�th�n h�s own, and sent �t fly�ng twenty paces the other
s�de of the barr�er. Then as De Wardes stood d�sarmed and
astounded at h�s defeat, Raoul sheathed h�s sword, se�zed h�m by
the collar and the wa�st band, and hurled h�s adversary to the other
end of the barr�er, trembl�ng, and mad w�th rage.



“We shall meet aga�n,” murmured De Wardes, r�s�ng from the
ground and p�ck�ng up h�s sword.

“I have done noth�ng for the last hour,” sa�d Raoul, r�s�ng from
the ground, “but say the same th�ng.” Then, turn�ng towards the
duke, he sa�d, “I entreat you to be s�lent about th�s affa�r; I am
ashamed to have gone so far, but my anger carr�ed me away, and I
ask your forg�veness for �t;—forget �t, too.”

“Dear v�scount,” sa�d the duke, press�ng w�th h�s own the
v�gorous and val�ant hand of h�s compan�on, “allow me, on the
contrary, to remember �t, and to look after your safety; that man �s
dangerous,—he w�ll k�ll you.”

“My father,” repl�ed Raoul, “l�ved for twenty years under the
menace of a much more form�dable enemy, and he st�ll l�ves.”

“Your father had good fr�ends, v�scount.”
“Yes,” s�ghed Raoul, “such fr�ends, �ndeed, that none are now

left l�ke them.”
“Do not say that, I beg, at the very moment I offer you my

fr�endsh�p;” and Buck�ngham opened h�s arms to embrace Raoul,
who del�ghtedly rece�ved the proffered all�ance. “In my fam�ly,” added
Buck�ngham, “you are aware, M. de Bragelonne, we d�e to save our
fr�ends.”

“I know �t well, duke,” repl�ed Raoul.



Chapter XIII. An Account of what the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne Thought of

Madame.
Noth�ng further �nterrupted the journey. Under a pretext that was

l�ttle remarked, M. de Wardes went forward �n advance of the others.
He took Man�camp w�th h�m, for h�s equable and dreamy d�spos�t�on
acted as a counterpo�se to h�s own. It �s a subject of remark, that
quarrelsome and restless characters �nvar�ably seek the
compan�onsh�p of gentle, t�morous d�spos�t�ons, as �f the former
sought, �n the contrast, a repose for the�r own �ll-humor, and the latter
a protect�on for the�r weakness. Buck�ngham and Bragelonne,
adm�tt�ng De Gu�che �nto the�r fr�endsh�p, �n concert w�th h�m, sang
the pra�ses of the pr�ncess dur�ng the whole of the journey.
Bragelonne, had, however, �ns�sted that the�r three vo�ces should be
�n concert, �nstead of s�ng�ng �n solo parts, as De Gu�che and h�s
r�val seemed to have acqu�red a dangerous hab�t of do�ng. Th�s style
of harmony pleased the queen-mother exceed�ngly, but �t was not
perhaps so agreeable to the young pr�ncess, who was an �ncarnat�on
of coquetry, and who, w�thout any fear as far as her own vo�ce was
concerned, sought opportun�t�es of so per�lously d�st�ngu�sh�ng
herself. She possessed one of those fearless and �ncaut�ous
d�spos�t�ons that f�nd grat�f�cat�on �n an excess of sens�t�veness of
feel�ng, and for whom, also, danger has a certa�n fasc�nat�on. And so
her glances, her sm�les, her to�lette, an �nexhaust�ble armory of
weapons of offense, were showered on the three young men w�th
overwhelm�ng force; and, from her well-stored arsenal �ssued
glances, k�ndly recogn�t�ons, and a thousand other l�ttle charm�ng
attent�ons wh�ch were �ntended to str�ke at long range the gentlemen
who formed the escort, the townspeople, the off�cers of the d�fferent
c�t�es she passed through, pages, populace, and servants; �t was
wholesale slaughter, a general devastat�on. By the t�me Madame



arr�ved at Par�s, she had reduced to slavery about a hundred
thousand lovers: and brought �n her tra�n to Par�s half a dozen men
who were almost mad about her, and two who were, �ndeed, l�terally
out of the�r m�nds. Raoul was the only person who d�v�ned the power
of th�s woman’s attract�on, and as h�s heart was already engaged, he
arr�ved �n the cap�tal full of �nd�fference and d�strust. Occas�onally
dur�ng the journey he conversed w�th the queen of England
respect�ng the power of fasc�nat�on wh�ch Madame possessed, and
the mother, whom so many m�sfortunes and decept�ons had taught
exper�ence, repl�ed: “Henr�etta was sure to be �llustr�ous �n one way
or another, whether born �n a palace or born �n obscur�ty; for she �s a
woman of great �mag�nat�on, capr�c�ous and self-w�lled.” De Wardes
and Man�camp, �n the�r self-assumed character of court�ers, had
announced the pr�ncess’s arr�val. The process�on was met at
Nanterre by a br�ll�ant escort of caval�ers and carr�ages. It was
Mons�eur h�mself, followed by the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne and by h�s
favor�tes, the latter be�ng themselves followed by a port�on of the
k�ng’s m�l�tary household, who had arr�ved to meet h�s aff�anced
br�de. At St. Germa�n, the pr�ncess and her mother had changed
the�r heavy travel�ng carr�age, somewhat �mpa�red by the journey, for
a l�ght, r�chly decorated char�ot drawn by s�x horses w�th wh�te and
gold harness. Seated �n th�s open carr�age, as though upon a throne,
and beneath a parasol of embro�dered s�lk, fr�nged w�th feathers, sat
the young and lovely pr�ncess, on whose beam�ng face were
reflected the softened rose-t�nts wh�ch su�ted her del�cate sk�n to
perfect�on. Mons�eur, on reach�ng the carr�age, was struck by her
beauty; he showed h�s adm�rat�on �n so marked a manner that the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne shrugged h�s shoulders as he l�stened to h�s
compl�ments, wh�le Buck�ngham and De Gu�che were almost heart-
broken. After the usual courtes�es had been rendered, and the
ceremony completed, the process�on slowly resumed the road to
Par�s. The presentat�ons had been carelessly made, and
Buck�ngham, w�th the rest of the Engl�sh gentlemen, had been
�ntroduced to Mons�eur, from whom they had rece�ved but very
�nd�fferent attent�on. But, dur�ng the�r progress, as he observed that
the duke devoted h�mself w�th h�s accustomed eagerness to the



carr�age-door, he asked the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, h�s �nseparable
compan�on, “Who �s that caval�er?”

“He was presented to your h�ghness a short wh�le ago; �t �s the
handsome Duke of Buck�ngham.”

“Ah, yes, I remember.”
“Madame’s kn�ght,” added the favor�te, w�th an �nflect�on of the

vo�ce wh�ch env�ous m�nds can alone g�ve to the s�mplest phrases.
“What do you say?” repl�ed the pr�nce.
“I sa�d ‘Madame’s kn�ght’.”
“Has she a recogn�zed kn�ght, then?”
“One would th�nk you can judge of that for yourself; look, only,

how they are laugh�ng and fl�rt�ng. All three of them.”
“What do you mean by all three?”
“Do you not see that De Gu�che �s one of the party?”
“Yes, I see. But what does that prove?”
“That Madame has two adm�rers �nstead of one.”
“You po�son the s�mplest th�ng!”
“I po�son noth�ng. Ah! your royal h�ghness’s m�nd �s perverted.

The honors of the k�ngdom of France are be�ng pa�d to your w�fe and
you are not sat�sf�ed.”

The Duke of Orleans dreaded the sat�r�cal humor of the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne whenever �t reached a certa�n degree of
b�tterness, and he changed the conversat�on abruptly. “The pr�ncess
�s pretty,” sa�d he, very negl�gently, as �f he were speak�ng of a
stranger.

“Yes,” repl�ed the cheval�er, �n the same tone.
“You say ‘yes’ l�ke a ‘no’. She has very beaut�ful black eyes.”
“Yes, but small.”
“That �s so, but they are br�ll�ant. She �s tall, and of a good

f�gure.”
“I fancy she stoops a l�ttle, my lord.”
“I do not deny �t. She has a noble appearance.”
“Yes, but her face �s th�n.”



“I thought her teeth beaut�ful.”
“They can eas�ly be seen, for her mouth �s large enough.

Dec�dedly, I was wrong, my lord; you are certa�nly handsomer than
your w�fe.”

“But do you th�nk me as handsome as Buck�ngham?”
“Certa�nly, and he th�nks so, too; for look, my lord, he �s

redoubl�ng h�s attent�ons to Madame to prevent your effac�ng the
�mpress�on he has made.”

Mons�eur made a movement of �mpat�ence, but as he not�ced a
sm�le of tr�umph pass across the cheval�er’s l�ps, he drew up h�s
horse to a foot-pace. “Why,” sa�d he, “should I occupy myself any
longer about my cous�n? Do I not already know her? Were we not
brought up together? D�d I not see her at the Louvre when she was
qu�te a ch�ld?”

“A great change has taken place �n her s�nce then, pr�nce. At the
per�od you allude to, she was somewhat less br�ll�ant, and scarcely
so proud, e�ther. One even�ng, part�cularly, you may remember, my
lord, the k�ng refused to dance w�th her, because he thought her
pla�n and badly dressed!”

These words made the Duke of Orleans frown. It was by no
means flatter�ng for h�m to marry a pr�ncess of whom, when young,
the k�ng had not thought much. He would probably have retorted, but
at th�s moment De Gu�che qu�tted the carr�age to jo�n the pr�nce. He
had remarked the pr�nce and the cheval�er together, and full of
anx�ous attent�on he seemed to try and guess the nature of the
remarks wh�ch they had just exchanged. The cheval�er, whether he
had some treacherous object �n v�ew, or from �mprudence, d�d not
take the trouble to d�ss�mulate. “Count,” he sa�d, “you’re a man of
excellent taste.”

“Thank you for the compl�ment,” repl�ed De Gu�che; “but why do
you say that?”

“Well I appeal to h�s h�ghness.”
“No doubt of �t,” sa�d Mons�eur; “and Gu�che knows perfectly

well that I regard h�m as a most f�n�shed caval�er.”



“Well, s�nce that �s dec�ded, I resume. You have been �n the
pr�ncess’s soc�ety, count, for the last e�ght days, have you not?”

“Yes,” repl�ed De Gu�che, color�ng �n sp�te of h�mself.
“Well then, tell us frankly, what do you th�nk of her personal

appearance?”
“Of her personal appearance?” returned De Gu�che, stupef�ed.
“Yes; of her appearance, of her m�nd, of herself, �n fact.”
Astounded by th�s quest�on, De Gu�che hes�tated answer�ng.
“Come, come, De Gu�che,” resumed the cheval�er, laugh�ngly,

“tell us your op�n�on frankly; the pr�nce commands �t.”
“Yes, yes,” sa�d the pr�nce, “be frank.”
De Gu�che stammered out a few un�ntell�g�ble words.
“I am perfectly well aware,” returned Mons�eur, “that the subject

�s a del�cate one, but you know you can tell me everyth�ng. What do
you th�nk of her?”

In order to avo�d betray�ng h�s real thoughts, De Gu�che had
recourse to the only defense wh�ch a man taken by surpr�se really
has, and accord�ngly told an untruth. “I do not f�nd Madame,” he sa�d,
“e�ther good or bad look�ng, yet rather good than bad look�ng.”

“What! count,” excla�med the cheval�er, “you who went �nto such
ecstas�es and uttered so many exclamat�ons at the s�ght of her
portra�t.”

De Gu�che colored v�olently. Very fortunately, h�s horse, wh�ch
was sl�ghtly rest�ve, enabled h�m by a sudden plunge to conceal h�s
ag�tat�on. “What portra�t?” he murmured, jo�n�ng them aga�n. The
cheval�er had not taken h�s eyes off h�m.

“Yes, the portra�t. Was not the m�n�ature a good l�keness?”
“I do not remember. I had forgotten the portra�t; �t qu�te escaped

my recollect�on.”
“And yet �t made a very marked �mpress�on upon you,” sa�d the

cheval�er.
“That �s not unl�kely.”
“Is she w�tty, at all events?” �nqu�red the duke.



“I bel�eve so, my lord.”
“Is M. de Buck�ngham w�tty, too?” sa�d the cheval�er.
“I do not know.”
“My own op�n�on �s that he must be,” repl�ed the cheval�er, “for

he makes Madame laugh, and she seems to take no l�ttle pleasure �n
h�s soc�ety, wh�ch never happens to a clever woman when �n the
company of a s�mpleton.”

“Of course, then, he must be clever,” sa�d De Gu�che, s�mply.
At th�s moment Raoul opportunely arr�ved, see�ng how De

Gu�che was pressed by h�s dangerous quest�oner, to whom he
addressed a remark, and �n that way changed the conversat�on. The
entree was br�ll�ant and joyous.

The k�ng, �n honor of h�s brother, had d�rected that the fest�v�t�es
should be on a scale of the greatest poss�ble magn�f�cence. Madame
and her mother al�ghted at the Louvre, where, dur�ng the�r ex�le they
had so gloom�ly subm�tted to obscur�ty, m�sery, and pr�vat�ons of
every descr�pt�on. That palace, wh�ch had been so �nhosp�table a
res�dence for the unhappy daughter of Henry IV., the naked walls,
the uneven floor�ngs, the ce�l�ngs matted w�th cobwebs, the vast
d�lap�dated ch�mney-places, the cold hearths on wh�ch the char�ty
extended to them by parl�ament hardly perm�tted a f�re to glow, was
completely altered �n appearance. The r�chest hang�ngs and the
th�ckest carpets, gl�sten�ng flagstones, and p�ctures, w�th the�r r�chly
g�lded frames; �n every d�rect�on could be seen candelabra, m�rrors,
and furn�ture and f�tt�ngs of the most sumptuous character; �n every
d�rect�on, also, were guards of the proudest m�l�tary bear�ng, w�th
float�ng plumes, crowds of attendants and court�ers �n the ante-
chambers and upon the sta�rcases. In the courtyards, where the
grass had formerly been allowed to luxur�ate, as �f the ungrateful
Mazar�n had thought �t a good �dea to let the Par�s�ans perce�ve the
sol�tude and d�sorder were, w�th m�sery and despa�r, the f�t
accompan�ments of fallen monarchy; the �mmense courtyards,
formerly s�lent and desolate, were now thronged w�th court�ers
whose horses were pac�ng and pranc�ng to and fro. The carr�ages
were f�lled w�th young and beaut�ful women, who awa�ted the
opportun�ty of salut�ng, as she passed, the daughter of that daughter



of France who, dur�ng her w�dowhood and ex�le, had somet�mes
gone w�thout wood for her f�re, and bread for her table, whom the
meanest attendant at the chateau had treated w�th �nd�fference and
contempt. And so, the Madame Henr�ette once more returned to the
Louvre, w�th her heart more swollen w�th b�tter recollect�ons than her
daughter’s, whose d�spos�t�on was f�ckle and forgetful, w�th tr�umph
and del�ght. She knew but too well th�s br�ll�ant recept�on was pa�d to
the happy mother of a k�ng restored to h�s throne, a throne second to
none �n Europe, wh�le the worse than �nd�fferent recept�on she had
before met w�th was pa�d to her, the daughter of Henry IV., as a
pun�shment for hav�ng been unfortunate. After the pr�ncess had been
�nstalled �n the�r apartments and had rested, the gentlemen who had
formed the�r escort, hav�ng, �n l�ke manner, recovered from the�r
fat�gue, they resumed the�r accustomed hab�ts and occupat�ons.
Raoul began by sett�ng off to see h�s father, who had left for Blo�s.
He then tr�ed to see M. d’Artagnan, who, however, be�ng engaged �n
the organ�zat�on of a m�l�tary household for the k�ng, could not be
found anywhere. Bragelonne next sought out De Gu�che, but the
count was occup�ed �n a long conference w�th h�s ta�lors and w�th
Man�camp, wh�ch consumed h�s whole t�me. W�th the Duke of
Buck�ngham he fared st�ll worse, for the duke was purchas�ng horses
after horses, d�amonds upon d�amonds. He monopol�zed every
embro�derer, jeweler, and ta�lor that Par�s could boast of. Between
De Gu�che and h�mself a v�gorous contest ensued, �nvar�ably a
courteous one, �n wh�ch, �n order to �nsure success, the duke was
ready to spend a m�ll�on; wh�le the Marechal de Gramont had only
allowed h�s son s�xty thousand francs. So Buck�ngham laughed and
spent h�s money. Gu�che groaned �n despa�r, and would have shown
�t more v�olently, had �t not been for the adv�ce De Bragelonne gave
h�m.

“A m�ll�on!” repeated De Gu�che da�ly; “I must subm�t. Why w�ll
not the marechal advance me a port�on of my patr�mony?”

“Because you would throw �t away,” sa�d Raoul.
“What can that matter to h�m? If I am to d�e of �t, I shall d�e of �t,

and then I shall need noth�ng further.”
“But what need �s there to d�e?” sa�d Raoul.



“I do not w�sh to be conquered �n elegance by an Engl�shman.”
“My dear count,” sa�d Man�camp, “elegance �s not a costly

commod�ty, �t �s only a very d�ff�cult accompl�shment.”
“Yes, but d�ff�cult th�ngs cost a good deal of money, and I have

only got s�xty thousand francs.”
“A very embarrass�ng state of th�ngs, truly,” sa�d De Wardes;

“even �f you spent as much as Buck�ngham, there �s only n�ne
hundred and forty thousand francs d�fference.”

“Where am I to f�nd them?”
“Get �nto debt.”
“I am �n debt already.”
“A greater reason for gett�ng further.”
Adv�ce l�ke th�s resulted �n De Gu�che becom�ng exc�ted to such

an extent that he comm�tted extravagances where Buck�ngham only
�ncurred expenses. The rumor of th�s extravagant profuseness
del�ghted the hearts of all the shopkeepers �n Par�s; from the hotel of
the Duke of Buck�ngham to that of the Comte de Gramont noth�ng
but m�racles was attempted. Wh�le all th�s was go�ng on, Madame
was rest�ng herself, and Bragelonne was engaged �n wr�t�ng to
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. He had already d�spatched four letters,
and not an answer to any one of them had been rece�ved, when, on
the very morn�ng f�xed for the marr�age ceremony, wh�ch was to take
place �n the chapel at the Pala�s Royal, Raoul, who was dress�ng,
heard h�s valet announce M. de Mal�corne. “What can th�s Mal�corne
want w�th me?” thought Raoul; and then sa�d to h�s valet, “Let h�m
wa�t.”

“It �s a gentleman from Blo�s,” sa�d the valet.
“Adm�t h�m at once,” sa�d Raoul, eagerly.
Mal�corne entered as br�ll�ant as a star, and wear�ng a superb

sword at h�s s�de. After hav�ng saluted Raoul most gracefully, he
sa�d: “M. de Bragelonne, I am the bearer of a thousand compl�ments
from a lady to you.”

Raoul colored. “From a lady,” sa�d he, “from a lady of Blo�s?”
“Yes, mons�eur; from Mademo�selle de Montala�s.”



“Thank you, mons�eur; I recollect you now,” sa�d Raoul. “And
what does Mademo�selle de Montala�s requ�re of me.”

Mal�corne drew four letters from h�s pocket, wh�ch he offered to
Raoul.

“My own letters, �s �t poss�ble?” he sa�d, turn�ng pale; “my letters,
and the seals unbroken?”

“Mons�eur, your letters d�d not f�nd at Blo�s the person to whom
they were addressed, and so they are now returned to you.”

“Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere has left Blo�s, then?” excla�med
Raoul.

“E�ght days ago.”
“Where �s she, then?”
“In Par�s.”
“How �s �t known that these letters were from me?”
“Mademo�selle de Montala�s recogn�zed your handwr�t�ng and

your seal,” sa�d Mal�corne.
Raoul colored and sm�led. “Mademo�selle de Montala�s �s

exceed�ngly am�able,” he sa�d; “she �s always k�nd and charm�ng.”
“Always, mons�eur.”
“Surely she could have g�ven me some prec�se �nformat�on

about Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. I never could f�nd her �n th�s
�mmense c�ty.”

Mal�corne drew another packet from h�s pocket. “You may
poss�bly f�nd �n th�s letter what you are anx�ous to learn.”

Raoul hurr�edly broke the seal. The wr�t�ng was that of
Mademo�selle Aure, and �nclosed were these words:—“Par�s, Pala�s
Royal. The day of the nupt�al bless�ng.”

“What does th�s mean?” �nqu�red Raoul of Mal�corne; “you
probably know?”

“I do, mons�eur.”
“For p�ty’s sake, tell me, then.”
“Imposs�ble, mons�eur.”
“Why so?”



“Because Mademo�selle Aure has forb�dden me to do so.”
Raoul looked at h�s strange v�s�tor, and rema�ned s�lent;—“At

least, tell me whether �t �s fortunate or unfortunate.”
“That you w�ll see.”
“You are very severe �n your reservat�ons.”
“W�ll you grant me one favor, mons�eur?” sa�d Mal�corne.
“In exchange for that you refuse me?”
“Prec�sely.”
“What �s �t?”
“I have the greatest des�re to see the ceremony, and I have no

t�cket to adm�t me, �n sp�te of all the steps I have taken to secure
one. Could you get me adm�tted?”

“Certa�nly.”
“Do me th�s k�ndness, then, I entreat.”
“Most w�ll�ngly, mons�eur; come w�th me.”
“I am exceed�ngly �ndebted to you, mons�eur,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“I thought you were a fr�end of M. de Man�camp.”
“I am, mons�eur; but th�s morn�ng I was w�th h�m as he was

dress�ng, and I let a bottle of black�ng fall over h�s new dress, and he
flew at me sword �n hand, so that I was obl�ged to make my escape.
That �s the reason I could not ask h�m for a t�cket. He wanted to k�ll
me.”

“I can well bel�eve �t,” laughed Raoul. “I know Man�camp �s
capable of k�ll�ng a man who has been unfortunate enough to comm�t
the cr�me you have to reproach yourself w�th, but I w�ll repa�r the
m�sch�ef as far as you are concerned. I w�ll but fasten my cloak, and
shall then be ready to serve you, not only as a gu�de, but as your
�ntroducer, too.”



Chapter XIV. A Surpr�se for Raoul.
Madame’s marr�age was celebrated �n the chapel of the Pala�s

Royal, �n the presence of a crowd of court�ers, who had been most
scrupulously selected. However, notw�thstand�ng the marked favor
wh�ch an �nv�tat�on �nd�cated, Raoul, fa�thful to h�s prom�se to
Mal�corne, who was so anx�ous to w�tness the ceremony, obta�ned
adm�ss�on for h�m. After he had fulf�lled th�s engagement, Raoul
approached De Gu�che, who, as �f �n contrast w�th h�s magn�f�cent
costume, exh�b�ted a countenance so utterly dejected, that the Duke
of Buck�ngham was the only one present who could contend w�th
h�m as far as pallor and d�scomf�ture were concerned.

“Take care, count,” sa�d Raoul, approach�ng h�s fr�end, and
prepar�ng to support h�m at the moment the archb�shop blessed the
marr�ed couple. In fact, the Pr�nce of Conde was attent�vely
scrut�n�z�ng these two �mages of desolat�on, stand�ng l�ke caryat�des
on e�ther s�de of the nave of the church. The count, after that, kept a
more careful watch over h�mself.

At the term�nat�on of the ceremony, the k�ng and queen passed
onward towards the grand recept�on-room, where Madame and her
su�te were to be presented to them. It was remarked that the k�ng,
who had seemed more than surpr�sed at h�s s�ster-�n-law’s
appearance, was most flatter�ng �n h�s compl�ments to her. Aga�n, �t
was remarked that the queen-mother, f�x�ng a long and thoughtful
gaze upon Buck�ngham, leaned towards Madame de Mottev�lle as
though to ask her, “Do you not see how much he resembles h�s
father?” and f�nally �t was remarked that Mons�eur watched
everybody, and seemed qu�te d�scontented. After the recept�on of the
pr�ncess and ambassadors, Mons�eur sol�c�ted the k�ng’s perm�ss�on
to present to h�m as well as to Madame the persons belong�ng to
the�r new household.

“Are you aware, v�comte,” �nqu�red the Pr�nce de Conde of
Raoul, “whether the household has been selected by a person of



taste, and whether there are any faces worth look�ng at?”
“I have not the sl�ghtest �dea, monse�gneur,” repl�ed Raoul.
“You affect �gnorance, surely.”
“In what way, monse�gneur?”
“You are a fr�end of De Gu�che, who �s one of the fr�ends of the

pr�nce.”
“That may be so, monse�gneur; but the matter hav�ng no �nterest

whatever for me, I have never quest�oned De Gu�che on the subject;
and De Gu�che, on h�s part, never hav�ng been quest�oned, d�d not
commun�cate any part�culars to me.”

“But Man�camp?”
“It �s true I saw Man�camp at Le Havre, and dur�ng the journey

here, but I was no more �nqu�s�t�ve w�th h�m than I had been towards
De Gu�che. Bes�des, �s �t l�kely that Man�camp should know anyth�ng
of such matters? for he �s a person of only secondary �mportance.”

“My dear v�comte, do you not know better than that?” sa�d the
pr�nce; “why, �t �s these persons of secondary �mportance, who, on
such occas�ons, have all the �nfluence; and the truth �s, that nearly
everyth�ng has been done through Man�camp’s presentat�ons to De
Gu�che, and through De Gu�che to Mons�eur.”

“I assure you, monse�gneur, I was �gnorant of that,” sa�d Raoul,
“and what your h�ghness does me the honor to �mpart �s perfectly
new to me.”

“I w�ll most read�ly bel�eve you, although �t seems �ncred�ble;
bes�des we shall not have long to wa�t. See, the fly�ng squadron �s
advanc�ng, as good Queen Cather�ne used to say. Ah! ah! what
pretty faces!”

A bevy of young g�rls at th�s moment entered the salon,
conducted by Madame de Nava�lles, and to Man�camp’s cred�t be �t
sa�d, �f �ndeed he had taken that part �n the�r select�on wh�ch the
Pr�nce de Conde ass�gned h�m, �t was a d�splay calculated to dazzle
those who, l�ke the pr�nce, could apprec�ate every character and
style of beauty. A young, fa�r-complex�oned g�rl, from twenty to one-
and-twenty years of age, and whose large blue eyes flashed, as she



opened them, �n the most dazzl�ng manner, walked at the head of
the band and was the f�rst presented.

“Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,” sa�d Madame de Nava�lles
to Mons�eur, who, as he saluted h�s w�fe, repeated “Mademo�selle de
Tonnay-Charente.”

“Ah! ah!” sa�d the Pr�nce de Conde to Raoul, “she �s presentable
enough.”

“Yes,” sa�d Raoul, “but has she not a somewhat haughty style?”
“Bah! we know these a�rs very well, v�comte; three months

hence she w�ll be tame enough. But look, there, �ndeed, �s a pretty
face.”

“Yes,” sa�d Raoul, “and one I am acqua�nted w�th.”
“Mademo�selle Aure de Montala�s,” sa�d Madame de Nava�lles.

The name and Chr�st�an name were carefully repeated by Mons�eur.
“Great heavens!” excla�med Raoul, f�x�ng h�s bew�ldered gaze

upon the entrance doorway.
“What’s the matter?” �nqu�red the pr�nce; “was �t Mademo�selle

Aure de Montala�s who made you utter such a ‘Great heavens’?”
“No, monse�gneur, no,” repl�ed Raoul, pale and trembl�ng.
“Well, then, �f �t be not Mademo�selle Aure de Montala�s, �t �s that

pretty blonde who follows her. What beaut�ful eyes! She �s rather
th�n, but has fasc�nat�ons w�thout number.”

“Mademo�selle de la Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere!” sa�d
Madame de Nava�lles; and, as th�s name resounded through h�s
whole be�ng, a cloud seemed to r�se from h�s breast to h�s eyes, so
that he ne�ther saw nor heard anyth�ng more; and the pr�nce, f�nd�ng
h�m noth�ng more than a mere echo wh�ch rema�ned s�lent under h�s
ra�ller�es, moved forward to �nspect somewhat closer the beaut�ful
g�rls whom h�s f�rst glance had already part�cular�zed.

“Lou�se here! Lou�se a ma�d of honor to Madame!” murmured
Raoul, and h�s eyes, wh�ch d�d not suff�ce to sat�sfy h�s reason,
wandered from Lou�se to Montala�s. The latter had already
emanc�pated herself from her assumed t�m�d�ty, wh�ch she only
needed for the presentat�on and for her reverences.



Mademo�selle de Montala�s, from the corner of the room to
wh�ch she had ret�red, was look�ng w�th no sl�ght conf�dence at the
d�fferent persons present; and, hav�ng d�scovered Raoul, she
amused herself w�th the profound aston�shment wh�ch her own and
her fr�end’s presence there caused the unhappy lover. Her wagg�sh
and mal�c�ous look, wh�ch Raoul tr�ed to avo�d meet�ng, and wh�ch
yet he sought �nqu�r�ngly from t�me to t�me, placed h�m on the rack.
As for Lou�se, whether from natural t�m�d�ty, or some other reason for
wh�ch Raoul could not account, she kept her eyes constantly cast
down; �nt�m�dated, dazzled, and w�th �mpeded resp�rat�on, she
w�thdrew herself as much as poss�ble as�de, unaffected even by the
nudges Montala�s gave her w�th her elbow. The whole scene was a
perfect en�gma for Raoul, the key to wh�ch he would have g�ven
anyth�ng to obta�n. But no one was there who could ass�st h�m, not
even Mal�corne; who, a l�ttle uneasy at f�nd�ng h�mself �n the
presence of so many persons of good b�rth, and not a l�ttle
d�scouraged by Montala�s’s banter�ng glances, had descr�bed a
c�rcle, and by degrees succeeded �n gett�ng a few paces from the
pr�nce, beh�nd the group of ma�ds of honor, and nearly w�th�n reach
of Mademo�selle Aure’s vo�ce, she be�ng the planet around wh�ch he,
as her attendant satell�te, seemed constra�ned to grav�tate. As he
recovered h�s self-possess�on, Raoul fanc�ed he recogn�zed vo�ces
on h�s r�ght hand s�de that were fam�l�ar to h�m, and he perce�ved De
Wardes, De Gu�che, and the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne convers�ng
together. It �s true they were talk�ng �n tones so low, that the sound of
the�r words could hardly be heard �n the vast apartment. To speak �n
that manner from any part�cular place w�thout bend�ng down, or
turn�ng round, or look�ng at the person w�th whom one may be
engaged �n conversat�on, �s a talent that cannot be �mmed�ately
acqu�red by newcomers. Long study �s needed for such
conversat�ons, wh�ch, w�thout a look, gesture, or movement of the
head, seem l�ke the conversat�on of a group of statues. In fact, the
k�ng’s and queen’s grand assembl�es, wh�le the�r majest�es were
speak�ng, and wh�le every one present seemed to be l�sten�ng �n the
m�dst of the most profound s�lence, some of these no�seless
conversat�ons took place, �n wh�ch adulat�on was not the preva�l�ng
feature. But Raoul was one among others exceed�ngly clever �n th�s



art, so much a matter of et�quette, that from the movement of the
l�ps, he was often able to guess the sense of the words.

“Who �s that Montala�s?” �nqu�red De Wardes, “and that La
Vall�ere? What country-town have we had sent here?”

“Montala�s?” sa�d the cheval�er,—“oh, I know her; she �s a good
sort of g�rl, whom we shall f�nd amus�ng enough. La Vall�ere �s a
charm�ng g�rl, sl�ghtly lame.”

“Ah! bah!” sa�d De Wardes.
“Do not be absurd, De Wardes, there are some very

character�st�c and �ngen�ous Lat�n ax�oms about lame lad�es.”
“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” sa�d De Gu�che, look�ng at Raoul w�th

uneas�ness, “be a l�ttle careful, I entreat you.”
But the uneas�ness of the count, �n appearance at least, was not

needed. Raoul had preserved the f�rmest and most �nd�fferent
countenance, although he had not lost a word that passed. He
seemed to keep an account of the �nsolence and l�cense of the two
speakers �n order to settle matters w�th them at the earl�est
opportun�ty.

De Wardes seemed to guess what was pass�ng �n h�s m�nd, and
cont�nued:

“Who are these young lad�es’ lovers?”
“Montala�s’s lover?” sa�d the cheval�er.
“Yes, Montala�s f�rst.”
“You, I, or De Gu�che,—whoever l�kes, �n fact.”
“And the other?”
“Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere?”
“Yes.”
“Take care, gentlemen,” excla�med De Gu�che, anx�ous to put a

stop to the cheval�er’s reply; “take care, Madame �s l�sten�ng to us.”
Raoul had thrust h�s hand up to the wr�st �nto h�s justaucorps �n

great ag�tat�on. But the very mal�gn�ty wh�ch he saw was exc�ted
aga�nst these poor g�rls made h�m take a ser�ous resolut�on. “Poor
Lou�se,” he thought, “has come here only w�th an honorable object �n
v�ew, and under honorable protect�on; and I must learn what that



object �s wh�ch she has �n v�ew, and who �t �s that protects her.” And
follow�ng Mal�corne’s maneuver, he made h�s way toward the group
of the ma�ds of honor. The presentat�ons were soon over. The k�ng,
who had done noth�ng but look at and adm�re Madame, shortly
afterwards left the recept�on-room, accompan�ed by the two queens.
The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne resumed h�s place bes�de Mons�eur, and,
as he accompan�ed h�m, �ns�nuated a few drops of the venom he had
collected dur�ng the last hour, wh�le look�ng at some of the faces �n
the court, and suspect�ng that some of the�r hearts m�ght be happy. A
few of the persons present followed the k�ng as he qu�tted the
apartment; but such of the court�ers as assumed an �ndependence of
character, and professed a gallantry of d�spos�t�on, began to
approach the lad�es of the court. The pr�nce pa�d h�s compl�ments to
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, Buck�ngham devoted h�mself to
Madame Chala�s and Mademo�selle de Lafayette, whom Madame
already d�st�ngu�shed by her not�ce, and whom she held �n h�gh
regard. As for the Comte de Gu�che, who had abandoned Mons�eur
as soon as he could approach Madame alone, he conversed, w�th
great an�mat�on, w�th Madame de Valent�no�s, and w�th
Mademo�selle de Crequy and de Chat�llon.

Am�d these var�ed pol�t�cal, and amorous �nterests, Mal�corne
was anx�ous to ga�n Montala�s’s attent�on; but the latter preferred
talk�ng w�th Raoul, even �f �t were only to amuse herself w�th h�s
�nnumerable quest�ons and h�s aston�shment. Raoul had gone
d�rectly to Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, and had saluted her w�th the
profoundest respect, at wh�ch Lou�se blushed, and could not say a
word. Montala�s, however, hurr�ed to her ass�stance.

“Well, mons�eur le v�comte, here we are, you see.”
“I do, �ndeed, see you,” sa�d Raoul sm�l�ng, “and �t �s exactly

because you are here that I w�sh to ask for some explanat�on.”
Mal�corne approached the group w�th h�s most fasc�nat�ng sm�le.
“Go away, Mal�corne; really you are exceed�ngly �nd�screet.” At

th�s remark Mal�corne b�t h�s l�ps and ret�red a few steps, w�thout
mak�ng any reply. H�s sm�le, however, changed �ts express�on, and
from �ts former frankness, became mock�ng �n �ts express�on.

“You w�shed for an explanat�on, M. Raoul?” �nqu�red Montala�s.



“It �s surely worth one, I th�nk; Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere �s a
ma�d of honor to Madame!”

“Why should she not be a ma�d of honor, as well as myself?”
�nqu�red Montala�s.

“Pray accept my compl�ments, young lad�es,” sa�d Raoul, who
fanc�ed he perce�ved they were not d�sposed to answer h�m �n a
d�rect manner.

“Your remark was not made �n a very compl�mentary manner,
v�comte.”

“M�ne?”
“Certa�nly; I appeal to Lou�se.”
“M. de Bragelonne probably th�nks the pos�t�on �s above my

cond�t�on,” sa�d Lou�se, hes�tat�ngly.
“Assuredly not,” repl�ed Raoul, eagerly, “you know very well that

such �s not my feel�ng; were you called upon to occupy a queen’s
throne, I should not be surpr�sed; how much greater reason, then,
such a pos�t�on as th�s? The only c�rcumstance that amazes me �s,
that I should have learned �t only to-day, and that by the merest
acc�dent.”

“That �s true,” repl�ed Montala�s, w�th her usual g�dd�ness; “you
know noth�ng about �t, and there �s no reason you should. M. de
Bragelonne had wr�tten several letters to you, but your mother was
the only person who rema�ned beh�nd at Blo�s, and �t was necessary
to prevent these letters from fall�ng �nto her hands; I �ntercepted
them, and returned them to M. Raoul, so that he bel�eved you were
st�ll at Blo�s wh�le you were here �n Par�s, and had no �dea whatever,
�ndeed, how h�gh you had r�sen �n rank.”

“D�d you not �nform M. Raoul, as I begged you to do?”
“Why should I? to g�ve h�m opportun�ty of mak�ng some of h�s

severe remarks and moral reflect�ons, and to undo what we have
had so much trouble �n effect�ng? Certa�nly not.”

“Am I so very severe, then?” sa�d Raoul, �nqu�r�ngly.
“Bes�des,” sa�d Montala�s, “�t �s suff�c�ent to say that �t su�ted me.

I was about sett�ng off for Par�s—you were away; Lou�se was



weep�ng her eyes out; �nterpret that as you please; I begged a fr�end,
a protector of m�ne, who had obta�ned the appo�ntment for me, to
sol�c�t one for Lou�se; the appo�ntment arr�ved. Lou�se left �n order to
get her costume prepared; as I had my own ready, I rema�ned
beh�nd; I rece�ved your letters, and returned them to you, add�ng a
few words, prom�s�ng you a surpr�se. Your surpr�se �s before you,
mons�eur, and seems to be a fa�r one enough; you have noth�ng
more to ask. Come, M. Mal�corne, �t �s now t�me to leave these
young people together: they have many th�ngs to talk about; g�ve me
your hand; I trust that you apprec�ate the honor conferred upon you,
M. Mal�corne.”

“Forg�ve me,” sa�d Raoul, arrest�ng the g�ddy g�rl, and g�v�ng to
h�s vo�ce an �ntonat�on, the grav�ty of wh�ch contrasted w�th that of
Montala�s; “forg�ve me, but may I �nqu�re the name of the protector
you speak of; for �f protect�on be extended towards you,
Mademo�selle de Montala�s,—for wh�ch, �ndeed, so many reasons
ex�st,” added Raoul, bow�ng, “I do not see that the same reasons
ex�st why Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere should be s�m�larly cared for.”

“But, M. Raoul,” sa�d Lou�se, �nnocently, “there �s no d�fference
�n the matter, and I do not see why I should not tell �t you myself; �t
was M. Mal�corne who obta�ned �t for me.”

Raoul rema�ned for a moment almost stupef�ed, ask�ng h�mself �f
they were tr�fl�ng w�th h�m; he then turned round to �nterrogate
Mal�corne, but he had been hurr�ed away by Montala�s, and was
already at some d�stance from them. Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere
attempted to follow her fr�end, but Raoul, w�th gentle author�ty,
deta�ned her.

“Lou�se, one word, I beg.”
“But, M. Raoul,” sa�d Lou�se, blush�ng, “we are alone. Every one

has left. They w�ll become anx�ous, and w�ll be look�ng for us.”
“Fear noth�ng,” sa�d the young man, sm�l�ng, “we are ne�ther of

us of suff�c�ent �mportance for our absence to be remarked.”
“But I have my duty to perform, M. Raoul.”
“Do not be alarmed, I am acqua�nted w�th these usages of the

court; you w�ll not be on duty unt�l to-morrow; a few m�nutes are at



your d�sposal, wh�ch w�ll enable you to g�ve me the �nformat�on I am
about to have the honor to ask you for.”

“How ser�ous you are, M. Raoul!” sa�d Lou�se.
“Because the c�rcumstances are ser�ous. Are you l�sten�ng?”
“I am l�sten�ng; I would only repeat, mons�eur, that we are qu�te

alone.”
“You are r�ght,” sa�d Raoul, and, offer�ng her h�s hand, he led the

young g�rl �nto the gallery adjo�n�ng the recept�on-room, the w�ndows
of wh�ch looked out upon the courtyard. Every one hurr�ed towards
the m�ddle w�ndow, wh�ch had a balcony outs�de, from wh�ch all the
deta�ls of the slow and formal preparat�ons for departure could be
seen. Raoul opened one of the s�de w�ndows, and then, be�ng alone
w�th Lou�se, sa�d to her: “You know, Lou�se, that from my ch�ldhood I
have regarded you as my s�ster, as one who has been the conf�dante
of all my troubles, to whom I have entrusted all my hopes.”

“Yes, M. Raoul,” she answered softly; “yes, M. Raoul, I know
that.”

“You used, on your s�de, to show the same fr�endsh�p towards
me, and had the same conf�dence �n me; why have you not, on th�s
occas�on, been my fr�end,—why have you shown susp�c�on of me?”

Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere d�d not answer. “I fondly thought you
loved me,” sa�d Raoul, whose vo�ce became more and more
ag�tated; “I fondly thought you consented to all the plans we had,
together, la�d down for our own happ�ness, at the t�me when we
wandered up and down the walks of Cour-Cheverny, under the
avenue of poplar trees lead�ng to Blo�s. You do not answer me,
Lou�se. Is �t poss�ble,” he �nqu�red, breath�ng w�th d�ff�culty, “that you
no longer love me?”

“I d�d not say so,” repl�ed Lou�se, softly.
“Oh! tell me the truth, I �mplore you. All my hopes �n l�fe are

centered �n you. I chose you for your gentle and s�mple tastes. Do
not suffer yourself to be dazzled, Lou�se, now that you are �n the
m�dst of a court where all that �s pure too soon becomes corrupt—
where all that �s young too soon grows old. Lou�se, close your ears,
so as not to hear what may be sa�d; shut your eyes, so as not to see



the examples before you; shut your l�ps, that you may not �nhale the
corrupt�ng �nfluences about you. W�thout falsehood or subterfuge,
Lou�se, am I to bel�eve what Mademo�selle de Montala�s stated?
Lou�se, d�d you come to Par�s because I was no longer at Blo�s?”

La Vall�ere blushed and concealed her face �n her hands.
“Yes, �t was so, then!” excla�med Raoul, del�ghtedly; “that was,

then, your reason for com�ng here. I love you as I never yet loved
you. Thanks, Lou�se, for th�s devot�on; but measures must be taken
to place you beyond all �nsult, to sh�eld you from every lure. Lou�se,
a ma�d of honor, �n the court of a young pr�ncess �n these days of
free manners and �nconstant affect�ons—a ma�d of honor �s placed
as an object of attack w�thout hav�ng any means of defence afforded
her; th�s state of th�ngs cannot cont�nue; you must be marr�ed �n
order to be respected.”

“Marr�ed?”
“Yes, here �s my hand, Lou�se; w�ll you place yours w�th�n �t?”
“But your father?”
“My father leaves me perfectly free.”
“Yet—”
“I understand your scruples, Lou�se; I w�ll consult my father.”
“Reflect, M. Raoul; wa�t.”
“Wa�t! �t �s �mposs�ble. Reflect, Lou�se, when you are concerned!

�t would be �nsult�ng,—g�ve me your hand, dear Lou�se; I am my own
master. My father w�ll consent, I know; g�ve me your hand, do not
keep me wa�t�ng thus. One word �n answer, one word only; �f not, I
shall beg�n to th�nk that, �n order to change you forever, noth�ng more
was needed than a s�ngle step �n the palace, a s�ngle breath of favor,
a sm�le from the queen, a look from the k�ng.”

Raoul had no sooner pronounced th�s latter word, than La
Vall�ere became as pale as death, no doubt from fear at see�ng the
young man exc�te h�mself. W�th a movement as rap�d as thought,
she placed both her hands �n those of Raoul, and then fled, w�thout
add�ng a syllable; d�sappear�ng w�thout cast�ng a look beh�nd her.
Raoul felt h�s whole frame tremble at the contact of her hand; he



rece�ved the compact as a solemn barga�n wrung by affect�on from
her ch�ld-l�ke t�m�d�ty.





Chapter XV. The Consent of Athos.
Raoul qu�tted the Pala�s Royal full of �deas that adm�tted no

delay �n execut�on. He mounted h�s horse �n the courtyard, and
followed the road to Blo�s, wh�le the marr�age fest�v�t�es of Mons�eur
and the pr�ncess of England were be�ng celebrated w�th exceed�ng
an�mat�on by the court�ers, but to the despa�r of De Gu�che and
Buck�ngham. Raoul lost no t�me on the road, and �n s�xteen hours he
arr�ved at Blo�s. As he traveled along, he marshaled h�s arguments �n
the most becom�ng manner. Fever �s an argument that cannot be
answered, and Raoul had an attack. Athos was �n h�s study, mak�ng
add�t�ons to h�s memo�rs, when Raoul entered, accompan�ed by
Gr�maud. Keen-s�ghted and penetrat�ng, a mere glance at h�s son
told h�m that someth�ng extraord�nary had befallen h�m.

“You seem to come on a matter of �mportance,” sa�d he to
Raoul, after he had embraced h�m, po�nt�ng to a seat.

“Yes, mons�eur,” repl�ed the young man; “and I entreat you to
g�ve me the same k�nd attent�on that has never yet fa�led me.”

“Speak, Raoul.”
“I present the case to you, mons�eur, free from all preface, for

that would be unworthy of you. Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere �s �n
Par�s as one of Madame’s ma�ds of honor. I have pondered deeply
on the matter; I love Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere above everyth�ng;
and �t �s not proper to leave her �n a pos�t�on where her reputat�on,
her v�rtue even, may be assa�led. It �s my w�sh, therefore, to marry
her, mons�eur, and I have come to sol�c�t your consent to my
marr�age.”

Wh�le th�s commun�cat�on was be�ng made to h�m, Athos
ma�nta�ned the profoundest s�lence and reserve. Raoul, who had
begun h�s address w�th an assumpt�on of self-possess�on, f�n�shed �t
by allow�ng a man�fest emot�on to escape h�m at every word. Athos



f�xed upon Bragelonne a search�ng look, overshadowed �ndeed by a
sl�ght sadness.

“You have reflected well upon �t?” he �nqu�red.
“Yes, mons�eur.”
“I bel�eve you are already acqua�nted w�th my v�ews respect�ng

th�s all�ance?”
“Yes, mons�eur,” repl�ed Raoul, �n a low tone of vo�ce; “but you

added, that �f I pers�sted—”
“You do pers�st, then?”
Raoul stammered out an almost un�ntell�g�ble assent.
“Your pass�on,” cont�nued Athos, tranqu�lly, “must �ndeed be very

great, s�nce, notw�thstand�ng my d�sl�ke to th�s un�on, you pers�st �n
want�ng �t.”

Raoul passed h�s hand trembl�ng across h�s forehead to remove
the persp�rat�on that collected there. Athos looked at h�m, and h�s
heart was touched by p�ty. He rose and sa�d,—

“It �s no matter. My own personal feel�ngs are not to be taken
�nto cons�derat�on s�nce yours are concerned; I am ready to g�ve �t.
Tell me what you want.”

“Your k�nd �ndulgence, f�rst of all, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, tak�ng
hold of h�s hand.

“You have m�staken my feel�ngs, Raoul, I have more than mere
�ndulgence for you �n my heart.”

Raoul k�ssed as devotedly as a lover could have done the hand
he held �n h�s own.

“Come, come,” sa�d Athos, “I am qu�te ready; what do you w�sh
me to s�gn?”

“Noth�ng whatever, mons�eur, only �t would be very k�nd �f you
would take the trouble to wr�te to the k�ng, to whom I belong, and
sol�c�t h�s majesty’s perm�ss�on for me to marry Mademo�selle de la
Vall�ere.”

“Well thought, Raoul! After, or rather before myself, you have a
master to consult, that master be�ng the k�ng; �t �s loyal �n you to



subm�t yourself voluntar�ly to th�s double proof; I w�ll grant your
request w�thout delay, Raoul.”

The count approached the w�ndow, and lean�ng out, called to
Gr�maud, who showed h�s head from an arbor covered w�th jasm�ne,
wh�ch he was occup�ed �n tr�mm�ng.

“My horses, Gr�maud,” cont�nued the count.
“Why th�s order, mons�eur?” �nqu�red Raoul.
“We shall set off �n a few hours.”
“Wh�ther?”
“For Par�s.”
“Par�s, mons�eur?”
“Is not the k�ng at Par�s?”
“Certa�nly.”
“Well, ought we not to go there?”
“Yes, mons�eur,” sa�d Raoul, almost alarmed by th�s k�nd

condescens�on. “I do not ask you to put yourself to such
�nconven�ence, and a letter merely—”

“You m�stake my pos�t�on, Raoul; �t �s not respectful that a s�mple
gentleman, such as I am, should wr�te to h�s sovere�gn. I w�sh to
speak, I ought to speak, to the k�ng, and I w�ll do so. We w�ll go
together, Raoul.”

“You overpower me w�th your k�ndness, mons�eur.”
“How do you th�nk h�s majesty �s affected?”
“Towards me, mons�eur?”
“Yes.”
“Excellently well d�sposed.”
“You know that to be so?” cont�nued the count.
“The k�ng has h�mself told me so.”
“On what occas�on?”
“Upon the recommendat�on of M. d’Artagnan, I bel�eve, and on

account of an affa�r �n the Place de Greve, when I had the honor to
draw my sword �n the k�ng’s serv�ce. I have reason to bel�eve that,
van�ty apart, I stand well w�th h�s majesty.”



“So much the better.”
“But I entreat you, mons�eur,” pursued Raoul, “not to ma�nta�n

towards me your present grave and ser�ous manner. Do not make
me b�tterly regret hav�ng l�stened to a feel�ng stronger than anyth�ng
else.”

“That �s the second t�me you have sa�d so, Raoul; �t was qu�te
unnecessary; you requ�re my formal consent, and you have �t. We
need talk no more on the subject, therefore. Come and see my new
plantat�ons, Raoul.”

The young man knew very well, that, after the express�on of h�s
father’s w�sh, no opportun�ty of d�scuss�on was left h�m. He bowed
h�s head, and followed h�s father �nto the garden. Athos slowly
po�nted out to h�m the grafts, the cutt�ngs, and the avenues he was
plant�ng. Th�s perfect repose of manner d�sconcerted Raoul
extremely; the affect�on w�th wh�ch h�s own heart was f�lled seemed
so great that the whole world could hardly conta�n �t. How, then,
could h�s father’s heart rema�n vo�d, and closed to �ts �nfluence?
Bragelonne, therefore, collect�ng all h�s courage, suddenly
excla�med,—

“It �s �mposs�ble, mons�eur, you can have any reason to reject
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere! In Heaven’s name, she �s so good, so
gentle and pure, that your m�nd, so perfect �n �ts penetrat�on, ought
to apprec�ate her accord�ngly. Does any secret repugnance, or any
hered�tary d�sl�ke, ex�st between you and her fam�ly?”

“Look, Raoul, at that beaut�ful l�ly of the valley,” sa�d Athos;
“observe how the shade and the damp s�tuat�on su�t �t, part�cularly
the shadow wh�ch that sycamore-tree casts over �t, so that the
warmth, and not the blaz�ng heat of the sun, f�lters through �ts
leaves.”

Raoul stopped, b�t h�s l�ps, and then, w�th the blood mantl�ng �n
h�s face, he sa�d, courageously,—“One word of explanat�on, I beg,
mons�eur. You cannot forget that your son �s a man.”

“In that case,” repl�ed Athos, draw�ng h�mself up w�th sternness,
“prove to me that you are a man, for you do not show yourself a son.
I begged you to wa�t the opportun�ty of form�ng an �llustr�ous all�ance.
I would have obta�ned a w�fe for you from the f�rst ranks of the r�ch



nob�l�ty. I w�sh you to be d�st�ngu�shed by the splendor wh�ch glory
and fortune confer, for nob�l�ty of descent you have already.”

“Mons�eur,” excla�med Raoul, carr�ed away by a f�rst �mpulse. “I
was reproached the other day for not know�ng who my mother was.”

Athos turned pale; then, kn�tt�ng h�s brows l�ke the greatest of all
the heathen de�t�es:—“I am wa�t�ng to learn the reply you made,” he
demanded, �n an �mper�ous manner.

“Forg�ve me! oh, forg�ve me,” murmured the young man, s�nk�ng
at once from the lofty tone he had assumed.

“What was your reply, mons�eur?” �nqu�red the count, stamp�ng
h�s feet upon the ground.

“Mons�eur, my sword was �n my hand �mmed�ately, my
adversary placed h�mself on guard, I struck h�s sword over the
pal�sade, and threw h�m after �t.”

“Why d�d you suffer h�m to l�ve?”
“The k�ng has proh�b�ted duell�ng, and, at the moment, I was an

ambassador of the k�ng.”
“Very well,” sa�d Athos, “but all the greater reason I should see

h�s majesty.”
“What do you �ntend to ask h�m?”
“Author�ty to draw my sword aga�nst the man who has �nfl�cted

th�s �njury upon me.”
“If I d�d not act as I ought to have done, I beg you to forg�ve me.”
“D�d I reproach you, Raoul?”
“St�ll, the perm�ss�on you are go�ng to ask from the k�ng?”
“I w�ll �mplore h�s majesty to s�gn your marr�age-contract, but on

one cond�t�on.”
“Are cond�t�ons necessary w�th me, mons�eur? Command, and

you shall be obeyed.”
“On the cond�t�on, I repeat,” cont�nued Athos; “that you tell me

the name of the man who spoke of your mother �n that way.”
“What need �s there that you should know h�s name; the offense

was d�rected aga�nst myself, and the perm�ss�on once obta�ned from



h�s majesty, to revenge �t �s my affa�r.”
“Tell me h�s name, mons�eur.”
“I w�ll not allow you to expose yourself.”
“Do you take me for a Don D�ego? H�s name, I say.”
“You �ns�st upon �t?”
“I demand �t.”
“The V�comte de Wardes.”
“Very well,” sa�d Athos, tranqu�lly, “I know h�m. But our horses

are ready, I see; and, �nstead of delay�ng our departure for a couple
of hours, we w�ll set off at once. Come, mons�eur.”



Chapter XVI. Mons�eur Becomes
Jealous of the Duke of Buck�ngham.

Wh�le the Comte de la Fere was proceed�ng on h�s way to Pa�rs,
accompan�ed by Raoul, the Pala�s Royal was the theatre where�n a
scene of what Mol�ere would have called excellent comedy, was
be�ng performed. Four days had elapsed s�nce h�s marr�age, and
Mons�eur, hav�ng breakfasted very hurr�edly, passed �nto h�s ante-
chamber, frown�ng and out of temper. The repast had not been over-
agreeable. Madame had had breakfast served �n her own apartment,
and Mons�eur had breakfasted almost alone; the Cheval�er de
Lorra�ne and Man�camp were the only persons present at the meal,
wh�ch lasted three-quarters of an hour w�thout a s�ngle syllable
hav�ng been uttered. Man�camp, who was less �nt�mate w�th h�s royal
h�ghness than the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, va�nly endeavored to
detect, from the express�on of the pr�nce’s face, what had made h�m
so �ll-humored. The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, who had no occas�on to
speculate about anyth�ng, �nasmuch as he knew all, ate h�s breakfast
w�th that extraord�nary appet�te wh�ch the troubles of one’s fr�ends
but st�mulates, and enjoyed at the same t�me both Mons�eur’s �ll-
humor and the vexat�on of Man�camp. He seemed del�ghted, wh�le
he went on eat�ng, to deta�n a pr�nce, who was very �mpat�ent to
move, st�ll at table. Mons�eur at t�mes repented the ascendency
wh�ch he had perm�tted the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne to acqu�re over
h�m, and wh�ch exempted the latter from any observance of et�quette
towards h�m. Mons�eur was now �n one of those moods, but he
dreaded as much as he l�ked the cheval�er, and contented h�mself
w�th nurs�ng h�s anger w�thout betray�ng �t. Every now and then
Mons�eur ra�sed h�s eyes to the ce�l�ng, then lowered them towards
the sl�ces of pate wh�ch the cheval�er was attack�ng, and f�nally, not
car�ng to betray the resentment, he gest�culated �n a manner wh�ch
Harlequ�n m�ght have env�ed. At last, however, Mons�eur could
control h�mself no longer, and at the dessert, r�s�ng from the table �n



excess�ve wrath, as we have related, he left the Cheval�er de
Lorra�ne to f�n�sh h�s breakfast as he pleased. See�ng Mons�eur r�se
from the table, Man�camp, napk�n �n hand, rose also. Mons�eur ran
rather than walked, towards the ante-chamber, where, not�c�ng an
usher �n attendance, he gave h�m some d�rect�ons �n a low tone of
vo�ce. Then, turn�ng back aga�n, but avo�d�ng pass�ng through the
breakfast apartment, he crossed several rooms, w�th the �ntent�on of
seek�ng the queen-mother �n her oratory, where she usually
rema�ned.

It was about ten o’clock �n the morn�ng. Anne of Austr�a was
engaged �n wr�t�ng as Mons�eur entered. The queen-mother was
extremely attached to her son, for he was handsome �n person and
am�able �n d�spos�t�on. He was, �n fact, more affect�onate, and �t
m�ght be, more effem�nate than the k�ng. He pleased h�s mother by
those tr�fl�ng sympath�z�ng attent�ons all women are glad to rece�ve.
Anne of Austr�a, who would have been rejo�ced to have had a
daughter, almost found �n th�s, her favor�te son, the attent�ons,
sol�c�tude, and playful manners of a ch�ld of twelve years of age. All
the t�me he passed w�th h�s mother he employed �n adm�r�ng her
arms, �n g�v�ng h�s op�n�on upon her cosmet�cs, and rec�pes for
compound�ng essences, �n wh�ch she was very part�cular; and then,
too, he k�ssed her hands and cheeks �n the most ch�ldl�ke and
endear�ng manner, and had always some sweetmeats to offer her, or
some new style of dress to recommend. Anne of Austr�a loved the
k�ng, or rather the regal power �n her eldest son; Lou�s XIV.
represented leg�t�macy by r�ght d�v�ne. W�th the k�ng, her character
was that of the queen-mother, w�th Ph�l�p she was s�mply the mother.
The latter knew that, of all places, a mother’s heart �s the most
compass�onate and surest. When qu�te a ch�ld he always fled there
for refuge when he and h�s brother quarreled, often, after hav�ng
struck h�m, wh�ch const�tuted the cr�me of h�gh treason on h�s part,
after certa�n engagements w�th hands and na�ls, �n wh�ch the k�ng
and h�s rebell�ous subject �ndulged �n the�r n�ght-dresses respect�ng
the r�ght to a d�sputed bed, hav�ng the�r servant Laporte as ump�re,—
Ph�l�p, conqueror, but terr�f�ed at v�ctory, used to flee to h�s mother to
obta�n re�nforcements from her, or at least the assurance of
forg�veness, wh�ch Lou�s XIV. granted w�th d�ff�culty, and after an



�nterval. Anne, from th�s hab�t of peaceable �ntervent�on, succeeded
�n arrang�ng the d�sputes of her sons, and �n shar�ng, at the same
t�me, all the�r secrets. The k�ng, somewhat jealous of that maternal
sol�c�tude wh�ch was bestowed part�cularly on h�s brother, felt
d�sposed to show towards Anne of Austr�a more subm�ss�on and
attachment than h�s character really d�ctated. Anne of Austr�a had
adopted th�s l�ne of conduct espec�ally towards the young queen. In
th�s manner she ruled w�th almost despot�c sway over the royal
household, and she was already prepar�ng her batter�es to govern
w�th the same absolute author�ty the household of her second son.
Anne exper�enced almost a feel�ng of pr�de whenever she saw any
one enter her apartment w�th woe-begone looks, pale cheeks, or red
eyes, gather�ng from appearances that ass�stance was requ�red
e�ther by the weakest or the most rebell�ous. She was wr�t�ng, we
have sa�d, when Mons�eur entered her oratory, not w�th red eyes or
pale cheeks, but restless, out of temper, and annoyed. W�th an
absent a�r he k�ssed h�s mother’s hands, and sat h�mself down
before rece�v�ng her perm�ss�on to do so. Cons�der�ng the str�ct rules
of et�quette establ�shed at the court of Anne of Austr�a, th�s
forgetfulness of customary c�v�l�t�es was a s�gn of preoccupat�on,
espec�ally on Ph�l�p’s part, who, of h�s own accord, observed a
respect towards her of a somewhat exaggerated character. If,
therefore, he so notor�ously fa�led �n th�s regard, there must be a
ser�ous cause for �t.

“What �s the matter, Ph�l�p?” �nqu�red Anne of Austr�a, turn�ng
towards her son.

“A good many th�ngs,” murmured the pr�nce, �n a doleful tone of
vo�ce.

“You look l�ke a man who has a great deal to do,” sa�d the
queen, lay�ng down her pen. Ph�l�p frowned, but d�d not reply.
“Among the var�ous subjects wh�ch occupy your m�nd,” sa�d Anne of
Austr�a, “there must surely be one that absorbs �t more than others.”

“One has �ndeed occup�ed me more than any other.”
“Well, what �s �t? I am l�sten�ng.”
Ph�l�p opened h�s mouth as �f to express all the troubles h�s m�nd

was f�lled w�th, and wh�ch he seemed to be wa�t�ng only for an



opportun�ty of declar�ng. But he suddenly became s�lent, and a s�gh
alone expressed all that h�s heart was overflow�ng w�th.

“Come, Ph�l�p, show a l�ttle f�rmness,” sa�d the queen-mother.
“When one has to compla�n of anyth�ng, �t �s generally an �nd�v�dual
who �s the cause of �t. Am I not r�ght?”

“I do not say no, madame.”
“Whom do you w�sh to speak about? Come, take courage.”
“In fact, madame, what I m�ght poss�bly have to say must be

kept a profound secret; for when a lady �s �n the case—”
“Ah! you are speak�ng of Madame, then?” �nqu�red the queen-

mother, w�th a feel�ng of the l�vel�est cur�os�ty.
“Yes.”
“Well, then, �f you w�sh to speak of Madame, do not hes�tate to

do so. I am your mother, and she �s no more than a stranger to me.
Yet, as she �s my daughter-�n-law, rest assured I shall be �nterested,
even were �t for your own sake alone, �n hear�ng all you may have to
say about her.”

“Pray tell me, madame, �n your turn, whether you have not
remarked someth�ng?”

“‘Someth�ng’! Ph�l�p? Your words almost fr�ghten me, from the�r
want of mean�ng. What do you mean by ‘someth�ng?’”

“Madame �s pretty, certa�nly.”
“No doubt of �t.”
“Yet not altogether beaut�ful.”
“No, but as she grows older, she w�ll probably become str�k�ngly

beaut�ful. You must have remarked the change wh�ch a few years
have already made �n her. Her beauty w�ll �mprove more and more;
she �s now only s�xteen years of age. At f�fteen I was, myself, very
th�n; but even as she �s at present, Madame �s very pretty.”

“And consequently others have remarked �t.”
“Undoubtedly, for a woman of ord�nary rank �s not�ced—and w�th

st�ll greater reason a pr�ncess.”
“She has been well brought up, I suppose?”



“Madame Henr�ette, her mother, �s a woman somewhat cold �n
manner, sl�ghtly pretent�ous, but full of noble thoughts. The
pr�ncess’s educat�on may have been neglected, but her pr�nc�ples, I
bel�eve, are good. Such at least was the op�n�on I formed of her
when she res�ded �n France; but she afterwards returned to England,
and I am �gnorant what may have occurred there.”

“What do you mean?”
“S�mply that there are some heads naturally g�ddy, wh�ch are

eas�ly turned by prosper�ty.”
“That �s the very word, madame. I th�nk the pr�ncess rather

g�ddy.”
“We must not exaggerate, Ph�l�p; she �s clever and w�tty, and

has a certa�n amount of coquetry very natural �n a young woman; but
th�s defect �n persons of h�gh rank and pos�t�on, �s a great advantage
at a court. A pr�ncess who �s t�nged w�th coquetry usually forms a
br�ll�ant court; her sm�le st�mulates luxury, arouses w�t, and even
courage; the nobles, too, f�ght better for a pr�nce whose w�fe �s
beaut�ful.”

“Thank you extremely, madame,” sa�d Ph�l�p, w�th some temper;
“you really have drawn some very alarm�ng p�ctures for me.”

“In what respect?” asked the queen, w�th pretended s�mpl�c�ty.
“You know, madame,” sa�d Ph�l�p, dolefully, “whether I had or

had not a very great d�sl�ke to gett�ng marr�ed.”
“Now, �ndeed, you alarm me. You have some ser�ous cause of

compla�nt aga�nst Madame.”
“I do not prec�sely say �t �s ser�ous.”
“In that case, then, throw as�de your doleful looks. If you show

yourself to others �n your present state, people w�ll take you for a
very unhappy husband.”

“The fact �s,” repl�ed Ph�l�p, “I am not altogether sat�sf�ed as a
husband, and I shall not be sorry �f others know �t.”

“For shame, Ph�l�p.”
“Well, then, madame, I w�ll tell you frankly that I do not

understand the l�fe I am requ�red to lead.”



“Expla�n yourself.”
“My w�fe does not seem to belong to me; she �s always leav�ng

me for some reason or another. In the morn�ngs there are v�s�ts,
correspondences, and to�lettes; �n the even�ngs, balls and concerts.”

“You are jealous, Ph�l�p.”
“I! Heaven forb�d. Let others act the part of a jealous husband,

not I. But I am annoyed.”
“All these th�ngs you reproach your w�fe w�th are perfectly

�nnocent, and, so long as you have noth�ng of greater �mportance—”
“Yet, l�sten; w�thout be�ng very blamable, a woman can exc�te a

good deal of uneas�ness. Certa�n v�s�tors may be rece�ved, certa�n
preferences shown, wh�ch expose young women to remark, and
wh�ch are enough to dr�ve out of the�r senses even those husbands
who are least d�sposed to be jealous.”

“Ah! now we are com�ng to the real po�nt at last, and not w�thout
some d�ff�culty. You speak of frequent v�s�ts, and certa�n preferences
—very good; for the last hour we have been beat�ng about the bush,
and at last you have broached the true quest�on.”

“Well then, yes—”
“Th�s �s more ser�ous than I thought. It �s poss�ble, then, that

Madame can have g�ven you grounds for these compla�nts aga�nst
her?”

“Prec�sely so.”
“What, your w�fe, marr�ed only four days ago, prefers some

other person to yourself? Take care, Ph�l�p, you exaggerate your
gr�evances; �n w�sh�ng to prove everyth�ng, you prove noth�ng.”

The pr�nce, bew�ldered by h�s mother’s ser�ous manner, w�shed
to reply, but he could only stammer out some un�ntell�g�ble words.

“You draw back, then?” sa�d Anne of Austr�a. “I prefer that, as �t
�s an acknowledgement of your m�stake.”

“No!” excla�med Ph�l�p, “I do not draw back, and I w�ll prove all I
asserted. I spoke of preference and of v�s�ts, d�d I not? Well, l�sten.”

Anne of Austr�a prepared herself to l�sten, w�th that love of
goss�p wh�ch the best woman l�v�ng and the best mother, were she a



queen even, always f�nds �n be�ng m�xed up w�th the petty squabbles
of a household.

“Well,” sa�d Ph�l�p, “tell me one th�ng.”
“What �s that?”
“Why does my w�fe reta�n an Engl�sh court about her?” sa�d

Ph�l�p, as he crossed h�s arms and looked h�s mother stead�ly �n the
face, as �f he were conv�nced that she could not answer the
quest�on.

“For a very s�mple reason,” returned Anne of Austr�a; “because
the Engl�sh are her countrymen, because they have expended large
sums �n order to accompany her to France, and because �t would
hardly be pol�te —not pol�t�c, certa�nly—to d�sm�ss abruptly those
members of the Engl�sh nob�l�ty who have not shrunk from any
devot�on or sacr�f�ce.”

“A wonderful sacr�f�ce �ndeed,” returned Ph�l�p, “to desert a
wretched country to come to a beaut�ful one, where a greater effect
can be produced for a gu�nea that can be procured elsewhere for
four! Extraord�nary devot�on, really, to travel a hundred leagues �n
company w�th a woman one �s �n love w�th!”

“In love, Ph�l�p! th�nk what you are say�ng. Who �s �n love w�th
Madame?”

“The Duke of Buck�ngham. Perhaps you w�ll defend h�m, too?”
Anne of Austr�a blushed and sm�led at the same t�me. The name

of the Duke of Buck�ngham recalled certa�n recollect�ons of a very
tender and melancholy nature. “The Duke of Buck�ngham?” she
murmured.

“Yes; one of those arm-cha�r sold�ers—”
“The Buck�nghams are loyal and brave,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a,

courageously.
“Th�s �s too bad; my own mother takes the part of my w�fe’s lover

aga�nst me,” excla�med Ph�l�p, �ncensed to such an extent that h�s
weak organ�zat�on was affected almost to tears.

“Ph�l�p, my son,” excla�med Anne of Austr�a, “such an
express�on �s unworthy of you. Your w�fe has no lover; and, had she



one, �t would not be the Duke of Buck�ngham. The members of that
fam�ly, I repeat, are loyal and d�screet, and the r�ghts of hosp�tal�ty
are sure to be respected by them.”

“The Duke of Buck�ngham �s an Engl�shman, madame,” sa�d
Ph�l�p, “and may I ask �f the Engl�sh so very rel�g�ously respect what
belongs to pr�nces of France?”

Anne blushed a second t�me, and turned as�de under the pretext
of tak�ng her pen from her desk aga�n, but �n real�ty to conceal her
confus�on from her son. “Really, Ph�l�p,” she sa�d, “you seem to
d�scover express�ons for the purpose of embarrass�ng me, and your
anger bl�nds you wh�le �t alarms me; reflect a l�ttle.”

“There �s no need for reflect�on, madame. I can see w�th my own
eyes.”

“Well, and what do you see?”
“That Buck�ngham never qu�ts my w�fe. He presumes to make

presents to her, and she ventures to accept them. Yesterday she
was talk�ng about sauchets a la v�olette; well, our French perfumers,
you know very well, madame, for you have over and over aga�n
asked for �t w�thout success—our French perfumers, I say, have
never been able to procure th�s scent. The duke, however, wore
about h�m a sachet a la v�olette, and I am sure that the one my w�fe
has came from h�m.”

“Indeed, mons�eur,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, “you bu�ld your
pyram�ds on needle po�nts; be careful. What harm, I ask you, can
there be �n a man g�v�ng to h�s countrywoman a rec�pe for a new
essence? These strange �deas, I protest, pa�nfully recall your father
to me; he who so frequently and so unjustly made me suffer.”

“The Duke of Buck�ngham’s father was probably more reserved
and more respectful than h�s son,” sa�d Ph�l�p, thoughtlessly, not
perce�v�ng how deeply he had wounded h�s mother’s feel�ngs. The
queen turned pale, and pressed her clenched hands upon her
bosom; but, recover�ng herself �mmed�ately, she sa�d, “You came
here w�th some �ntent�on or another, I suppose?”

“Certa�nly.”
“What was �t?”



“I came, madame, �ntend�ng to compla�n energet�cally, and to
�nform you that I w�ll not subm�t to such behav�or from the Duke of
Buck�ngham.”

“What do you �ntend to do, then?”
“I shall compla�n to the k�ng.”
“And what do you expect the k�ng to reply?”
“Very well, then,” sa�d Mons�eur, w�th an express�on of stern

determ�nat�on on h�s countenance, wh�ch offered a s�ngular contrast
to �ts usual gentleness. “Very well. I w�ll r�ght myself!”

“What do you call r�ght�ng yourself?” �nqu�red Anne of Austr�a, �n
alarm.

“I w�ll have the Duke of Buck�ngham qu�t the pr�ncess, I w�ll have
h�m qu�t France, and I w�ll see that my w�shes are �nt�mated to h�m.”

“You w�ll �nt�mate noth�ng of the k�nd, Ph�l�p,” sa�d the queen, “for
�f you act �n that manner, and v�olate hosp�tal�ty to that extent, I w�ll
�nvoke the sever�ty of the k�ng aga�nst you.”

“Do you threaten me, madame?” excla�med Ph�l�p, almost �n
tears; “do you threaten me �n the m�dst of my compla�nts?”

“I do not threaten you; I do but place an obstacle �n the path of
your hasty anger. I ma�nta�n, that, to adopt towards the Duke of
Buck�ngham, or any other Engl�shman, any r�gorous measure—to
take even a d�scourteous step towards h�m, would be to plunge
France and England �nto the most d�sastrous d�sagreement. Can �t
be poss�ble that a pr�nce of the blood, the brother of the k�ng of
France, does not know how to h�de an �njury, even d�d �t ex�st �n
real�ty, where pol�t�cal necess�ty requ�res �t?” Ph�l�p made a
movement. “Bes�des,” cont�nued the queen, “the �njury �s ne�ther true
nor poss�ble, and �t �s merely a matter of s�lly jealousy.”

“Madame, I know what I know.”
“Whatever you may know, I can only adv�se you to be pat�ent.”
“I am not pat�ent by d�spos�t�on, madame.”
The queen rose, full of sever�ty, and w�th an �cy ceremon�ous

manner. “Expla�n what you really requ�re, mons�eur,” she sa�d.



“I do not requ�re anyth�ng, madame; I s�mply express what I
des�re. If the Duke of Buck�ngham does not, of h�s own accord,
d�scont�nue h�s v�s�ts to my apartments I shall forb�d h�m entrance.”

“That �s a po�nt you w�ll refer to the k�ng,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a,
her heart swell�ng as she spoke, and her vo�ce trembl�ng w�th
emot�on.

“But, madame,” excla�med Ph�l�p, str�k�ng h�s hands together,
“act as my mother and not as the queen, s�nce I speak to you as a
son; �t �s s�mply a matter of a few m�nutes’ conversat�on between the
duke and myself.”

“It �s that very conversat�on I forb�d,” sa�d the queen, resum�ng
her author�ty, “because �t �s unworthy of you.”

“Be �t so; I w�ll not appear �n the matter, but I shall �nt�mate my
w�ll to Madame.”

“Oh!” sa�d the queen-mother, w�th a melancholy ar�s�ng from
reflect�on, “never tyrann�ze over a w�fe—never behave too haught�ly
or �mper�ously towards your own. A woman unw�ll�ngly conv�nced, �s
unconv�nced.”

“What �s to be done, then?—I w�ll consult my fr�ends about �t.”
“Yes, your double-deal�ng adv�sers, your Cheval�er de Lorra�ne

—your De Wardes. Intrust the conduct of th�s affa�r to me. You w�sh
the Duke of Buck�ngham to leave, do you not?”

“As soon as poss�ble, madame.”
“Send the duke to me, then; sm�le upon your w�fe, behave to

her, to the k�ng, to every one, as usual. But follow no adv�ce but
m�ne. Alas! I too well know what any household comes to, that �s
troubled by adv�sers.”

“You shall be obeyed, madame.”
“And you w�ll be sat�sf�ed at the result. Send the duke to me.”
“That w�ll not be d�ff�cult.”
“Where do you suppose h�m to be?”
“At my w�fe’s door, whose levee he �s probably awa�t�ng.”
“Very well,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, calmly. “Be good enough to tell

the duke that I shall be charmed �f he w�ll pay me a v�s�t.”



Ph�l�p k�ssed h�s mother’s hand, and started off to f�nd the Duke
of Buck�ngham.



Chapter XVII. Forever!
The Duke of Buck�ngham, obed�ent to the queen-mother’s

�nv�tat�on, presented h�mself �n her apartments half an hour after the
departure of the Duc d’Orleans. When h�s name was announced by
the gentleman-usher �n attendance, the queen, who was s�tt�ng w�th
her elbow rest�ng on a table, and her head bur�ed �n her hands, rose,
and sm�l�ngly rece�ved the graceful and respectful salutat�on wh�ch
the duke addressed to her. Anne of Austr�a was st�ll beaut�ful. It �s
well known that at her then somewhat advanced age, her long
auburn ha�r, perfectly formed hands, and br�ght ruby l�ps, were st�ll
the adm�rat�on of all who saw her. On the present occas�on,
abandoned ent�rely to a remembrance wh�ch evoked all the past �n
her heart, she looked almost as beaut�ful as �n the days of her youth,
when her palace was open to the v�s�ts of the Duke of Buck�ngham’s
father, then a young and �mpass�oned man, as well as an
unfortunate pr�nce, who l�ved for her alone, and d�ed w�th her name
upon h�s l�ps. Anne of Austr�a f�xed upon Buck�ngham a look so
tender �n �ts express�on, that �t denoted, not alone the �ndulgence of
maternal affect�on, but a gentleness of express�on l�ke the coquetry
of a woman who loves.

“Your majesty,” sa�d Buck�ngham, respectfully, “des�red to speak
to me.”

“Yes, duke,” sa�d the queen, �n Engl�sh; “w�ll you be good
enough to s�t down?”

The favor wh�ch Anne of Austr�a thus extended to the young
man, and the welcome sound of the language of a country from
wh�ch the duke had been estranged s�nce h�s stay �n France, deeply
affected h�m. He �mmed�ately conjectured that the queen had a
request to make of h�m. After hav�ng abandoned the f�rst few
moments to the �rrepress�ble emot�ons she exper�enced, the queen
resumed the sm�l�ng a�r w�th wh�ch she had rece�ved h�m. “What do
you th�nk of France?” she sa�d, �n French.



“It �s a lovely country, madame,” repl�ed the duke.
“Had you ever seen �t before?”
“Once only, madame.”
“But, l�ke all true Engl�shmen, you prefer England?”
“I prefer my own nat�ve land to France,” repl�ed the duke; “but �f

your majesty were to ask me wh�ch of the two c�t�es, London or
Pa�rs, I should prefer as a res�dence, I should be forced to answer
Par�s.”

Anne of Austr�a observed the ardent manner w�th wh�ch these
words had been pronounced. “I am told, my lord, you have r�ch
possess�ons �n your own country, and that you l�ve �n a splend�d and
t�me-honored place.”

“It was my father’s res�dence,” repl�ed Buck�ngham, cast�ng
down h�s eyes.

“Those are �ndeed great advantages and souven�rs,” repl�ed the
queen, allud�ng, �n sp�te of herself, to recollect�ons from wh�ch �t �s
�mposs�ble voluntar�ly to detach one’s self.

“In fact,” sa�d the duke, y�eld�ng to the melancholy �nfluence of
th�s open�ng conversat�on, “sens�t�ve persons l�ve as much �n the
past or the future, as �n the present.”

“That �s very true,” sa�d the queen, �n a low tone of vo�ce. “It
follows, then, my lord,” she added, “that you, who are a man of
feel�ng, w�ll soon qu�t France �n order to shut yourself up w�th your
wealth and your rel�cs of the past.”

Buck�ngham ra�sed h�s head and sa�d, “I th�nk not, madame.”
“What do you mean?”
“On the contrary, I th�nk of leav�ng England �n order to take up

my res�dence �n France.”
It was now Anne of Austr�a’s turn to exh�b�t surpr�se. “Why?” she

sa�d. “Are you not �n favor w�th the new k�ng?”
“Perfectly so, madame, for h�s majesty’s k�ndness to me �s

unbounded.”
“It cannot,” sa�d the queen, “be because your fortune has

d�m�n�shed, for �t �s sa�d to be enormous.”



“My �ncome, madame, has never been so large.”
“There �s some secret cause, then?”
“No, madame,” sa�d Buck�ngham, eagerly, “there �s noth�ng

secret �n my reason for th�s determ�nat�on. I prefer res�dence �n
France; I l�ke a court so d�st�ngu�shed by �ts ref�nement and courtesy;
I l�ke the amusements, somewhat ser�ous �n the�r nature, wh�ch are
not the amusements of my own country, and wh�ch are met w�th �n
France.”

Anne of Austr�a sm�led shrewdly. “Amusements of a ser�ous
nature?” she sa�d. “Has your Grace well reflected on the�r
ser�ousness?” The duke hes�tated. “There �s no amusement so
ser�ous,” cont�nued the queen, “as to prevent a man of your rank—”

“Your majesty seems to �ns�st greatly on that po�nt,” �nterrupted
the duke.

“Do you th�nk so, my lord?”
“If you w�ll forg�ve me for say�ng so, �t �s the second t�me you

have vaunted the attract�ons of England at the expense of the del�ght
wh�ch all exper�ence who l�ve �n France.”

Anne of Austr�a approached the young man, and plac�ng her
beaut�ful hand upon h�s shoulder, wh�ch trembled at the touch, sa�d,
“Bel�eve me, mons�eur, noth�ng can equal a res�dence �n one’s own
nat�ve country. I have very frequently had occas�on to regret Spa�n. I
have l�ved long, my lord, very long for a woman, and I confess to
you, that not a year has passed I have not regretted Spa�n.”

“Not one year, madame?” sa�d the young duke coldly. “Not one
of those years when you re�gned Queen of Beauty—as you st�ll are,
�ndeed?”

“A truce to flattery, duke, for I am old enough to be your mother.”
She emphas�zed these latter words �n a manner, and w�th a
gentleness, wh�ch penetrated Buck�ngham’s heart. “Yes,” she sa�d, “I
am old enough to be your mother; and for th�s reason, I w�ll g�ve you
a word of adv�ce.”

“That adv�ce be�ng that I should return to London?” he
excla�med.

“Yes, my lord.”



The duke clasped h�s hands w�th a terr�f�ed gesture, wh�ch could
not fa�l of �ts effect upon the queen, already d�sposed to softer
feel�ngs by the tenderness of her own recollect�ons. “It must be so,”
added the queen.

“What!” he aga�n excla�med, “am I ser�ously told that I must
leave,—that I must ex�le myself,—that I am to flee at once?”

“Ex�le yourself, d�d you say? One would fancy France was your
nat�ve country.”

“Madame, the country of those who love �s the country of those
whom they love.”

“Not another word, my lord; you forget whom you are
address�ng.”

Buck�ngham threw h�mself on h�s knees. “Madame, you are the
source of �ntell�gence, of goodness, and of compass�on; you are the
f�rst person �n th�s k�ngdom, not only by your rank, but the f�rst
person �n the world on account of your angel�c attr�butes. I have sa�d
noth�ng, madame. Have I, �ndeed, sa�d anyth�ng you should answer
w�th such a cruel remark? What have I betrayed?”

“You have betrayed yourself,” sa�d the queen, �n a low tone of
vo�ce.

“I have sa�d noth�ng,—I know noth�ng.”
“You forget you have spoken and thought �n the presence of a

woman; and bes�des—”
“Bes�des,” sa�d the duke, “no one knows you are l�sten�ng to

me.”
“On the contrary, �t �s known; you have all the defects and all the

qual�t�es of youth.”
“I have been betrayed or denounced, then?”
“By whom?”
“By those who, at Le Havre, had, w�th �nfernal persp�cac�ty, read

my heart l�ke an open book.”
“I do not know whom you mean.”
“M. de Bragelonne, for �nstance.”



“I know the name w�thout be�ng acqua�nted w�th the person to
whom �t belongs. M. de Bragelonne has sa�d noth�ng.”

“Who can �t be, then? If any one, madame, had had the
boldness to not�ce �n me that wh�ch I do not myself w�sh to behold—”

“What would you do, duke?”
“There are secrets wh�ch k�ll those who d�scover them.”
“He, then, who has d�scovered your secret, madman that you

are, st�ll l�ves; and, what �s more, you w�ll not slay h�m, for he �s
armed on all s�des,—he �s a husband, a jealous man,—he �s the
second gentleman �n France,—he �s my son, the Duc du Orleans.”

The duke turned pale as death. “You are very cruel, madame,”
he sa�d.

“You see, Buck�ngham,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, sadly, “how you
pass from one extreme to another, and f�ght w�th shadows, when �t
would seem so easy to rema�n at peace w�th yourself.”

“If we f�ght, madame, we d�e on the f�eld of battle,” repl�ed the
young man, gently, abandon�ng h�mself to the most gloomy
depress�on.

Anne ran towards h�m and took h�m by the hand. “V�ll�ers,” she
sa�d, �n Engl�sh, w�th a vehemence of tone wh�ch noth�ng could
res�st, “what �s �t you ask? Do you ask a mother to sacr�f�ce her son,
—a queen to consent to the d�shonor of her house? Ch�ld that you
are, do not dream of �t. What! �n order to spare your tears am I to
comm�t these cr�mes? V�ll�ers! you speak of the dead; the dead, at
least, were full of respect and subm�ss�on; they res�gned themselves
to an order of ex�le; they carr�ed the�r despa�r away w�th them �n the�r
hearts, l�ke a pr�celess possess�on, because the despa�r was caused
by the woman they loved, and because death, thus decept�ve, was
l�ke a g�ft of a favor conferred upon them.”

Buck�ngham rose, h�s features d�storted, and h�s hands pressed
aga�nst h�s heart. “You are r�ght, madame,” he sa�d, “but those of
whom you speak had rece�ved the�r order of ex�le from the l�ps of the
one whom they loved; they were not dr�ven away; they were
entreated to leave, and were not laughed at.”



“No,” murmured Anne of Austr�a, “they were not forgotten. But
who says you are dr�ven away, or that you are ex�led? Who says that
your devot�on w�ll not be remembered? I do not speak on any one’s
behalf but my own, when I tell you to leave. Do me th�s k�ndness,—
grant me th�s favor; let me, for th�s also, be �ndebted to one of your
name.”

“It �s for your sake, then, madame?”
“For m�ne alone.”
“No one whom I shall leave beh�nd me w�ll venture to mock,—no

pr�nce even who shall say, ‘I requ�red �t.’”
“L�sten to me, duke,” and hereupon the d�gn�f�ed features of the

queen assumed a solemn express�on. “I swear to you that no one
commands �n th�s matter but myself. I swear to you that, not only
shall no one e�ther laugh or boast �n any way, but no one even shall
fa�l �n the respect due to your rank. Rely upon me, duke, as I rely
upon you.”

“You do not expla�n yourself, madame; my heart �s full of
b�tterness, and I am �n utter despa�r; no consolat�on, however gentle
and affect�onate, can afford me rel�ef.”

“Do you remember your mother, duke?” repl�ed the queen, w�th
a w�nn�ng sm�le.

“Very sl�ghtly, madame; yet I remember how she used to cover
me w�th her caresses and her tears whenever I wept.”

“V�ll�ers,” murmured the queen, pass�ng her arm round the
young man’s neck, “look upon me as your mother, and bel�eve that
no one shall ever make my son weep.”

“I thank you, madame,” sa�d the young man affected and almost
suffocated by h�s emot�on; “I feel there �s st�ll room �n my heart for a
gentler and nobler sent�ment than love.”

The queen-mother looked at h�m and pressed h�s hand. “Go,”
she sa�d.

“When must I leave? Command me.”
“At any t�me that may su�t you, my lord,” resumed the queen;

“you w�ll choose your own day of departure. Instead, however, of



sett�ng off to-day, as you would doubtless w�sh to do, or to-morrow,
as others may have expected, leave the day after to-morrow, �n the
even�ng; but announce to-day that �t �s your w�sh to leave.”

“My w�sh?” murmured the young duke.
“Yes, duke.”
“And shall I never return to France?”
Anne of Austr�a reflected for a moment, seem�ngly absorbed �n

sad and ser�ous thought. “It would be a consolat�on for me,” she
sa�d, “�f you were to return on the day when I shall be carr�ed to my
f�nal rest�ng-place at Sa�nt-Denn�s bes�de the k�ng, my husband.”

“Madame, you are goodness �tself; the t�de of prosper�ty �s
sett�ng �n on you; your cup br�ms over w�th happ�ness, and many
long years are yet before you.”

“In that case you w�ll not come for some t�me, then,” sa�d the
queen, endeavor�ng to sm�le.

“I shall not return,” sa�d Buck�ngham, “young as I am. Death
does not reckon by years; �t �s �mpart�al; some d�e young, some
reach old age.”

“I w�ll not harbor any sorrowful �deas, duke. Let me comfort you;
return �n two years. I perce�ve from your face that the very �dea
wh�ch saddens you so much now, w�ll have d�sappeared before s�x
months have passed, and w�ll be not only dead but forgotten �n the
per�od of absence I have ass�gned you.”

“I th�nk you judged me better a l�ttle wh�le ago, madame,” repl�ed
the young man, “when you sa�d that t�me �s powerless aga�nst
members of the fam�ly of Buck�ngham.”

“S�lence,” sa�d the queen, k�ss�ng the duke upon the forehead
w�th an affect�on she could not restra�n. “Go, go; spare me and forget
yourself no longer. I am the queen; you are the subject of the k�ng of
England; K�ng Charles awa�ts your return. Ad�eu, V�ll�ers,—farewell.”

“Forever!” repl�ed the young man, and he fled, endeavor�ng to
master h�s emot�ons.

Anne leaned her head upon her hands, and then look�ng at
herself �n the glass, murmured, “It has been truly sa�d, that a woman



who has truly loved �s always young, and that the bloom of the g�rl of
twenty years ever l�es concealed �n some secret clo�ster of the
heart.” 1





Chapter XVIII. K�ng Lou�s XIV. does
not th�nk Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere
e�ther r�ch enough or pretty enough
for a Gentleman of the Rank of the

V�comte de Bragelonne.
Raoul and the Comte de la Fere reached Par�s the even�ng of

the same day on wh�ch Buck�ngham had held the conversat�on w�th
the queen-mother. The count had scarcely arr�ved, when, through
Raoul, he sol�c�ted an aud�ence of the k�ng. H�s majesty had passed
a port�on of the morn�ng �n look�ng over, w�th madame and the lad�es
of the court, var�ous goods of Lyons manufacture, of wh�ch he had
made h�s s�ster-�n-law a present. A court d�nner had succeeded, then
cards, and afterwards, accord�ng to h�s usual custom, the k�ng,
leav�ng the card-tables at e�ght o’clock, passed �nto h�s cab�net �n
order to work w�th M. Colbert and M. Fouquet. Raoul entered the
ante-chamber at the very moment the two m�n�sters qu�tted �t, and
the k�ng, perce�v�ng h�m through the half-closed door, sa�d, “What do
you want, M. de Bragelonne?”

The young man approached: “An aud�ence, s�re,” he repl�ed, “for
the Comte de la Fere, who has just arr�ved from Blo�s, and �s most
anx�ous to have an �nterv�ew w�th your majesty.”

“I have an hour to spare between cards and supper,” sa�d the
k�ng. “Is the Comte de la Fere at hand?”

“He �s below, and awa�ts your majesty’s perm�ss�on.”
“Let h�m come up at once,” sa�d the k�ng, and f�ve m�nutes

afterwards Athos entered the presence of Lou�s XIV. He was
rece�ved by the k�ng w�th that grac�ous k�ndness of manner wh�ch
Lou�s, w�th a tact beyond h�s years, reserved for the purpose of
ga�n�ng those who were not to be conquered by ord�nary favors. “Let



me hope, comte,” sa�d the k�ng, “that you have come to ask me for
someth�ng.”

“I w�ll not conceal from your majesty,” repl�ed the comte, “that I
am �ndeed come for that purpose.”

“That �s well,” sa�d the k�ng, joyously.
“It �s not for myself, s�re.”
“So much the worse; but, at least, I w�ll do for your protege what

you refuse to perm�t me to do for you.”
“Your majesty encourages me. I have come to speak on behalf

of the V�comte de Bragelonne.”
“It �s the same as �f you spoke on your own behalf, comte.”
“Not altogether so, s�re. I am des�rous of obta�n�ng from your

majesty that wh�ch I cannot ask for myself. The v�comte th�nks of
marry�ng.”

“He �s st�ll very young; but that does not matter. He �s an
em�nently d�st�ngu�shed man; I w�ll choose a w�fe for h�m.”

“He has already chosen one, s�re, and only awa�ts your
consent.”

“It �s only a quest�on, then, of s�gn�ng the marr�age-contract?”
Athos bowed. “Has he chose a w�fe whose fortune and pos�t�on
accord w�th your own ant�c�pat�on?”

Athos hes�tated for a moment. “H�s aff�rmed w�fe �s of good b�rth,
but has no fortune.”

“That �s a m�sfortune we can remedy.”
“You overwhelm me w�th grat�tude, s�re; but your majesty w�ll

perm�t me to offer a remark?”
“Do so, comte.”
“Your majesty seems to �nt�mate an �ntent�on of g�v�ng a

marr�age-port�on to th�s young lady.”
“Certa�nly.”
“I should regret, s�re, �f the step I have taken towards your

majesty should be attended by th�s result.”
“No false del�cacy, comte; what �s the br�de’s name?”



“Mademo�selle de la Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere,” sa�d Athos,
coldly.

“I seem to know that name,” sa�d the k�ng, as �f reflect�ng; “there
was a Marqu�s de la Vall�ere.”

“Yes, s�re, �t �s h�s daughter.”
“But he d�ed, and h�s w�dow marr�ed aga�n M. de Sa�nt-Remy, I

th�nk, steward of the dowager Madame’s household.”
“Your majesty �s correctly �nformed.”
“More than that, the young lady has lately become one of the

pr�ncess’s ma�ds of honor.”
“Your majesty �s better acqua�nted w�th her h�story than am I.”
The k�ng aga�n reflected, and glanc�ng at the comte’s anx�ous

countenance, sa�d: “The young lady does not seem to me to be very
pretty, comte.”

“I am not qu�te sure,” repl�ed Athos.
“I have seen her, but she hardly struck me as be�ng so.”
“She seems to be a good and modest g�rl, but has l�ttle beauty,

s�re.”
“Beaut�ful fa�r ha�r, however.”
“I th�nk so.”
“And her blue eyes are tolerably good.”
“Yes, s�re.”
“W�th regard to her beauty, then, the match �s but an ord�nary

one. Now for the money s�de of the quest�on.”
“F�fteen to twenty thousand francs dowry at the very outset, s�re;

the lovers are d�s�nterested enough; for myself, I care l�ttle for
money.”

“For superflu�ty, you mean; but a needful amount �s of
�mportance. W�th f�fteen thousand francs, w�thout landed property, a
woman cannot l�ve at court. We w�ll make up the def�c�ency; I w�ll do
�t for De Bragelonne.” The k�ng aga�n remarked the coldness w�th
wh�ch Athos rece�ved the remark.



“Let us pass from the quest�on of money to that of rank,” sa�d
Lou�s XIV.; “the daughter of the Marqu�s de la Vall�ere, that �s well
enough; but there �s that excellent Sa�nt-Remy, who somewhat
damages the cred�t of the fam�ly; and you, comte, are rather
part�cular, I bel�eve, about your own fam�ly.”

“S�re, I no longer hold to anyth�ng but my devot�on to your
majesty.”

The k�ng aga�n paused. “A moment, comte. You have surpr�sed
me �n no l�ttle degree from the beg�nn�ng of your conversat�on. You
came to ask me to author�ze a marr�age, and you seem greatly
d�sturbed �n hav�ng to make the request. Nay, pardon me, comte, but
I am rarely dece�ved, young as I am; for wh�le w�th some persons I
place my fr�endsh�p at the d�sposal of my understand�ng, w�th others
I call my d�strust to my a�d, by wh�ch my d�scernment �s �ncreased. I
repeat, that you do not prefer your request as though you w�shed �t
success.”

“Well, s�re, that �s true.”
“I do not understand you, then; refuse.”
“Nay, s�re; I love De Bragelonne w�th my whole heart; he �s

sm�tten w�th Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, he weaves dreams of bl�ss
for the future; I am not one who �s w�ll�ng to destroy the �llus�ons of
youth. Th�s marr�age �s object�onable to me, but I �mplore your
majesty to consent to �t forthw�th, and thus make Raoul happy.”

“Tell me, comte, �s she �n love w�th h�m?”
“If your majesty requ�res me to speak cand�dly, I do not bel�eve

�n Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere’s affect�on; the del�ght at be�ng at
court, the honor of be�ng �n the serv�ce of Madame, counteract �n her
head whatever affect�on she may happen to have �n her heart; �t �s a
marr�age s�m�lar to many others wh�ch already ex�st at court; but De
Bragelonne w�shes �t, and so let �t be.”

“And yet you do not resemble those easy-tempered fathers who
volunteer as stepp�ng-stones for the�r ch�ldren,” sa�d the k�ng.

“I am determ�ned enough aga�nst the v�c�ously d�sposed, but not
so aga�nst men of upr�ght character. Raoul �s suffer�ng; he �s �n great
d�stress of m�nd; h�s d�spos�t�on, naturally l�ght and cheerful, has



become gloomy and melancholy. I do not w�sh to depr�ve your
majesty of the serv�ces he may be able to render.”

“I understand you,” sa�d the k�ng; “and what �s more, I
understand your heart, too, comte.”

“There �s no occas�on, therefore,” repl�ed the comte, “to tell your
majesty that my object �s to make these ch�ldren, or rather Raoul,
happy.”

“And I, too, as much as yourself, comte, w�sh to secure M. de
Bragelonne’s happ�ness.”

“I only awa�t your majesty’s s�gnature. Raoul w�ll have the honor
of present�ng h�mself before your majesty to rece�ve your consent.”

“You are m�staken, comte,” sa�d the k�ng, f�rmly; “I have just sa�d
that I des�re to secure M. de Bragelonne’s happ�ness, and from the
present moment, therefore, I oppose h�s marr�age.”

“But, s�re,” excla�med Athos, “your majesty has prom�sed!”
“Not so, comte, I d�d not prom�se you, for �t �s opposed to my

own v�ews.”
“I apprec�ate your majesty’s cons�derate and generous

�ntent�ons on my behalf; but I take the l�berty of recall�ng to you that I
undertook to approach you as an ambassador.”

“An ambassador, comte, frequently asks, but does not always
obta�n what he asks.”

“But, s�re, �t w�ll be such a blow for De Bragelonne.”
“My hand shall deal the blow; I w�ll speak to the v�comte.”
“Love, s�re, �s overwhelm�ng �n �ts m�ght.”
“Love can be res�sted, comte. I myself can assure you of that.”
“When one has the soul of a k�ng,—your own, for �nstance, s�re.”
“Do not make yourself uneasy on the subject. I have certa�n

v�ews for De Bragelonne. I do not say that he shall not marry
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, but I do not w�sh h�m to marry so young;
I do not w�sh h�m to marry her unt�l she has acqu�red a fortune; and
he, on h�s s�de, no less deserves favor, such as I w�sh to confer upon
h�m. In a word, comte, I w�sh them to wa�t.”

“Yet once more, s�re.”



“Comte, you told me you came here to request a favor.”
“Assuredly, s�re.”
“Grant me one, then, �nstead; let us speak no longer upon th�s

matter. It �s probable that, before long, war may be declared. I
requ�re men about me who are unfettered. I should hes�tate to send
under f�re a marr�ed man, or a father of a fam�ly. I should hes�tate
also, on De Bragelonne’s account, to endow w�th a fortune, w�thout
some sound reason for �t, a young g�rl, a perfect stranger; such an
act would sow jealousy amongst my nob�l�ty.” Athos bowed, and
rema�ned s�lent.

“Is that all you w�shed to ask me?” added Lou�s XIV.
“Absolutely all, s�re; and I take my leave of your majesty. Is �t,

however, necessary that I should �nform Raoul?”
“Spare yourself the trouble and annoyance. Tell the v�comte that

at my levee to-morrow morn�ng I w�ll speak to h�m. I shall expect you
th�s even�ng, comte, to jo�n my card-table.”

“I am �n travel�ng-costume, s�re.”
“A day w�ll come, I hope, when you w�ll leave me no more.

Before long, comte, the monarchy w�ll be establ�shed �n such a
manner as to enable me to offer a worthy hosp�tal�ty to men of your
mer�t.”

“Prov�ded, s�re, a monarch re�gns grandly �n the hearts of h�s
subjects, the palace he �nhab�ts matters l�ttle, s�nce he �s worsh�pped
�n a temple.” W�th these words Athos left the cab�net, and found De
Bragelonne, who was awa�t�ng h�m anx�ously.

“Well, mons�eur?” sa�d the young man.
“The k�ng, Raoul, �s well �ntent�oned towards us both; not,

perhaps, �n the sense you suppose, but he �s k�nd, and generously
d�sposed to our house.”

“You have bad news to commun�cate to me, mons�eur,” sa�d the
young man, turn�ng very pale.

“The k�ng h�mself w�ll �nform you to-morrow morn�ng that �t �s not
bad news.”

“The k�ng has not s�gned, however?”



“The k�ng w�shes h�mself to settle the terms of the contract, and
he des�res to make �t so grand that he requ�res t�me for
cons�derat�on. Throw the blame rather on your own �mpat�ence, than
on the k�ng’s good feel�ngs towards you.”

Raoul, �n utter consternat�on, on account of h�s knowledge of the
count’s frankness as well as h�s d�plomacy, rema�ned plunged �n dull
and gloomy stupor.

“W�ll you not go w�th me to my lodg�ngs?” sa�d Athos.
“I beg your pardon, mons�eur; I w�ll follow you,” he stammered

out, follow�ng Athos down the sta�rcase.
“S�nce I am here,” sa�d Athos, suddenly, “cannot I see M.

d’Artagnan?”
“Shall I show you h�s apartments?” sa�d De Bragelonne.
“Do so.”
“They are on the oppos�te sta�rcase.”
They altered the�r course, but on reach�ng the land�ng of the

grand sta�rcase, Raoul perce�ved a servant �n the Comte de Gu�che’s
l�very, who ran towards h�m as soon as he heard h�s vo�ce.

“What �s �t?” sa�d Raoul.
“Th�s note, mons�eur. My master heard of your return and wrote

to you w�thout delay; I have been look�ng for you for the last half-
hour.”

Raoul approached Athos as he unsealed the letter, say�ng, “W�th
your perm�ss�on, mons�eur.”

“Certa�nly.”
“Dear Raoul,” wrote the Comte de Gu�che, “I have an affa�r �n

hand wh�ch requ�res �mmed�ate attent�on; I know you have returned;
come to me as soon as poss�ble.”

Hardly had he f�n�shed read�ng �t, when a servant �n the l�very of
the Duke of Buck�ngham, turn�ng out of the gallery, recogn�zed
Raoul, and approached h�m respectfully, say�ng, “From h�s Grace,
mons�eur.”

“Well, Raoul, as I see you are already as busy as a general of
an army, I shall leave you, and w�ll f�nd M. d’Artagnan myself.”



“You w�ll excuse me, I trust,” sa�d Raoul.
“Yes, yes, I excuse you; ad�eu, Raoul; you w�ll f�nd me at my

apartments unt�l to-morrow; dur�ng the day I may set out for Blo�s,
unless I have orders to the contrary.”

“I shall present my respects to you to-morrow, mons�eur.”
As soon as Athos had left, Raoul opened Buck�ngham’s letter.
“Mons�eur de Bragelonne,” �t ran, “You are, of all the Frenchmen

I have known, the one w�th whom I am most pleased; I am about to
put your fr�endsh�p to the proof. I have rece�ved a certa�n message,
wr�tten �n very good French. As I am an Engl�shman, I am afra�d of
not comprehend�ng �t very clearly. The letter has a good name
attached to �t, and that �s all I can tell you. W�ll you be good enough
to come and see me? for I am told you have arr�ved from Blo�s.

“Your devoted
“VILLIERS, Duke of Buck�ngham.”
“I am go�ng now to see your master,” sa�d Raoul to De Gu�che’s

servant, as he d�sm�ssed h�m; “and I shall be w�th the Duke of
Buck�ngham �n an hour,” he added, d�sm�ss�ng w�th these words the
duke’s messenger.



Chapter XIX. Sword-Thrusts �n the
Water.

Raoul, on betak�ng h�mself to De Gu�che, found h�m convers�ng
w�th De Wardes and Man�camp. De Wardes, s�nce the affa�r of the
barr�cade, had treated Raoul as a stranger; they behaved as �f they
were not acqua�nted. As Raoul entered, De Gu�che walked up to
h�m; and Raoul, as he grasped h�s fr�end’s hand, glanced rap�dly at
h�s two compan�ons, hop�ng to be able to read on the�r faces what
was pass�ng �n the�r m�nds. De Wardes was cold and �mpenetrable;
Man�camp seemed absorbed �n the contemplat�on of some tr�mm�ng
to h�s dress. De Gu�che led Raoul to an adjo�n�ng cab�net, and made
h�m s�t down, say�ng, “How well you look!”

“That �s s�ngular,” repl�ed Raoul, “for I am far from be�ng �n good
sp�r�ts.”

“It �s your case, then, Raoul, as �t �s my own,—our love affa�rs do
not progress.”

“So much the better, count, as far as you are concerned; the
worst news would be good news.”

“In that case do not d�stress yourself, for, not only am I very
unhappy, but, what �s more, I see others about me who are happy.”

“Really, I do not understand you,” repl�ed Raoul; “expla�n
yourself.”

“You w�ll soon learn. I have tr�ed, but �n va�n, to overcome the
feel�ng you saw dawn �n me, �ncrease, and take ent�re possess�on of
me. I have summoned all your adv�ce and my own strength to my
a�d. I have well we�ghed the unfortunate affa�r �n wh�ch I have
embarked; I have sounded �ts depths; that �t �s an abyss, I am aware,
but �t matters l�ttle for I shall pursue my own course.”

“Th�s �s madness, De Gu�che! you cannot advance another step
w�thout r�sk�ng your own ru�n to-day, perhaps your l�fe to-morrow.”



“Whatever may happen, I have done w�th reflect�ons; l�sten.”
“And you hope to succeed; you bel�eve that Madame w�ll love

you?”
“Raoul, I bel�eve noth�ng; I hope, because hope ex�sts �n man,

and never abandons h�m unt�l death.”
“But, adm�tt�ng that you obta�n the happ�ness you covet, even

then, you are more certa�nly lost than �f you had fa�led �n obta�n�ng �t.”
“I beseech you, Raoul, not to �nterrupt me any more; you could

never conv�nce me, for I tell you beforehand, I do not w�sh to be
conv�nced; I have gone so far I cannot recede; I have suffered so
much, death �tself would be a boon. I no longer love to madness,
Raoul, I am be�ng engulfed by a wh�rlpool of jealousy.”

Raoul struck h�s hands together w�th an express�on resembl�ng
anger. “Well?” sa�d he.

“Well or �ll matters l�ttle. Th�s �s what I cla�m from you, my fr�end,
my almost brother. Dur�ng the last three days Madame has been
l�v�ng �n a perfect �ntox�cat�on of gayety. On the f�rst day, I dared not
look at her; I hated her for not be�ng as unhappy as myself. The next
day I could not bear her out of my s�ght; and she, Raoul—at least I
thought I remarked �t—she looked at me, �f not w�th p�ty, at least w�th
gentleness. But between her looks and m�ne, a shadow �ntervened;
another’s sm�le �nv�ted hers. Bes�de her horse another’s always
gallops, wh�ch �s not m�ne; �n her ear another’s caress�ng vo�ce, not
m�ne, unceas�ngly v�brates. Raoul, for three days past my bra�n has
been on f�re; flame, not blood, courses through my ve�ns. That
shadow must be dr�ven away, that sm�le must be quenched; that
vo�ce must be s�lenced.”

“You w�sh Mons�eur’s death,” excla�med Raoul.
“No, no, I am not jealous of the husband; I am jealous of the

lover.”
“Of the lover?” sa�d Raoul.
“Have you not observed �t, you who were formerly so keen-

s�ghted?”
“Are you jealous of the Duke of Buck�ngham?”



“To the very death.”
“Aga�n jealous?”
“Th�s t�me the affa�r w�ll be easy to arrange between us; I have

taken the �n�t�at�ve, and have sent h�m a letter.”
“It was you, then, who wrote to h�m?”
“How do you know that?”
“I know �t, because he told me so. Look at th�s;” and he handed

De Gu�che the letter he had rece�ved nearly at the same moment as
h�s own. De Gu�che read �t eagerly, and sa�d, “He �s a brave man,
and more than that, a gallant man.”

“Most certa�nly the duke �s a gallant man; I need not ask �f you
wrote to h�m �n a s�m�lar style.”

“He w�ll show you my letter when you call on h�m on my behalf.”
“But that �s almost out of the quest�on.”
“What �s?”
“That I shall call on h�m for that purpose.”
“Why so?”
“The duke consults me as you do.”
“I suppose you w�ll g�ve me the preference! L�sten to me, Raoul,

I w�sh you to tell h�s Grace—�t �s a very s�mple matter—that to-day,
to-morrow, the follow�ng day, or any other day he may choose, I w�ll
meet h�m at V�ncennes.”

“Reflect, De Gu�che.”
“I thought I told you I have reflected.”
“The duke �s a stranger here; he �s on a m�ss�on wh�ch renders

h�s person �nv�olable.... V�ncennes �s close to the Bast�le.”
“The consequences concern me.”
“But the mot�ve for th�s meet�ng? What mot�ve do you w�sh me

to ass�gn?”
“Be perfectly easy on that score, he w�ll not ask any. The duke

must be as s�ck of me as I am of h�m. I �mplore you, therefore, seek
the duke, and �f �t �s necessary to entreat h�m, to accept my offer, I
w�ll do so.”



“That �s useless. The duke has already �nformed me that he
w�shes to speak to me. The duke �s now play�ng cards w�th the k�ng.
Let us both go there. I w�ll draw h�m as�de �n the gallery; you w�ll
rema�n aloof. Two words w�ll be suff�c�ent.”

“That �s well arranged. I w�ll take De Wardes to keep me �n
countenance.”

“Why not Man�camp? De Wardes can jo�n us at any t�me; we
can leave h�m here.”

“Yes, that �s true.”
“He knows noth�ng?”
“Pos�t�vely noth�ng. You cont�nue st�ll on an unfr�endly foot�ng,

then?”
“Has he not told you anyth�ng?”
“Noth�ng.”
“I do not l�ke the man, and, as I never l�ked h�m, the result �s,

that I am on no worse terms w�th h�m to-day than I was yesterday.”
“Let us go, then.”
The four descended the sta�rs. De Gu�che’s carr�age was

wa�t�ng at the door, and took them to the Pala�s Royal. As they were
go�ng along, Raoul was engaged �n dev�s�ng h�s scheme of act�on.
The sole depos�tary of two secrets, he d�d not despa�r of conclud�ng
some arrangement between the two part�es. He knew the �nfluence
he exerc�sed over Buck�ngham, and the ascendency he had
acqu�red over De Gu�che, and affa�rs d�d not look utterly hopeless.
On the�r arr�val �n the gallery, dazzl�ng w�th the blaze of l�ght, where
the most beaut�ful and �llustr�ous women of the court moved to and
fro, l�ke stars �n the�r own atmosphere, Raoul could not prevent
h�mself for a moment forgett�ng De Gu�che �n order to seek out
Lou�se, who, am�dst her compan�ons, l�ke a dove completely
fasc�nated, gazed long and f�xedly upon the royal c�rcle, wh�ch
gl�ttered w�th jewels and gold. All �ts members were stand�ng, the
k�ng alone be�ng seated. Raoul perce�ved Buck�ngham, who was
stand�ng a few paces from Mons�eur, �n a group of French and
Engl�sh, who were adm�r�ng h�s ar�stocrat�c carr�age and the
�ncomparable magn�f�cence of h�s costume. Some of the older



court�ers remembered hav�ng seen h�s father, but the�r recollect�ons
were not prejud�c�al to the son.

Buck�ngham was convers�ng w�th Fouquet, who was talk�ng w�th
h�m aloud about Belle-Isle. “I cannot speak to h�m at present,” sa�d
Raoul.

“Wa�t, then, and choose your opportun�ty, but f�n�sh everyth�ng
speed�ly. I am on thorns.”

“See, our del�verer approaches,” sa�d Raoul, perce�v�ng
D’Artagnan, who, magn�f�cently dressed �n h�s new un�form of
capta�n of the musketeers, had just made h�s entry �n the gallery; and
he advanced towards D’Artagnan.

“The Comte de la Fere has been look�ng for you, cheval�er,” sa�d
Raoul.

“Yes,” repl�ed D’Artagnan, “I have just left h�m.”
“I thought you would have passed a port�on of the even�ng

together.”
“We have arranged to meet aga�n.”
As he answered Raoul, h�s absent looks were d�rected on all

s�des, as �f seek�ng some one �n the crowd or look�ng for someth�ng
�n the room. Suddenly h�s gaze became f�xed, l�ke that of an eagle
on �ts prey. Raoul followed the d�rect�on of h�s glance, and not�ced
that De Gu�che and D’Artagnan saluted each other, but he could not
d�st�ngu�sh at whom the capta�n’s l�nger�ng and haughty glance was
a�med.

“Cheval�er,” sa�d Raoul, “there �s no one here but yourself who
can render me a serv�ce.”

“What �s �t, my dear v�comte?”
“It �s s�mply to go and �nterrupt the Duke of Buck�ngham, to

whom I w�sh to say two words, and, as the duke �s convers�ng w�th
M. Fouquet, you understand that �t would not do for me to throw
myself �nto the m�ddle of the conversat�on.”

“Ah, ah, �s M. Fouquet there?” �nqu�red D’Artagnan.
“Do you not see h�m?”



“Yes, now I do. But do you th�nk I have a greater r�ght than you
have?”

“You are a more �mportant personage.”
“Yes, you’re r�ght; I am capta�n of the musketeers; I have had

the post prom�sed me so long, and have enjoyed �t for so br�ef a
per�od, that I am always forgett�ng my d�gn�ty.”

“You w�ll do me th�s serv�ce, w�ll you not?”
“M. Fouquet—the deuce!”
“Are you not on good terms w�th h�m?”
“It �s rather he who may not be on good terms w�th me; however,

s�nce �t must be done some day or another—”
“Stay; I th�nk he �s look�ng at you; or �s �t l�kely that �t m�ght be—”
“No, no; don’t dece�ve yourself, �t �s �ndeed me for whom th�s

honor �s �ntended.”
“The opportun�ty �s a good one, then?”
“Do you th�nk so?”
“Pray go.”
“Well, I w�ll.”
De Gu�che had not removed h�s eyes from Raoul, who made a

s�gn to h�m that all was arranged. D’Artagnan walked stra�ght up to
the group, and c�v�lly saluted M. Fouquet as well as the others.

“Good even�ng, M. d’Artagnan; we were speak�ng of Belle-Isle,”
sa�d Fouquet, w�th that usage of soc�ety, and that perfect knowledge
of the language of looks, wh�ch requ�re half a l�fet�me thoroughly to
acqu�re, and wh�ch some persons, notw�thstand�ng all the�r study,
never atta�n.

“Of Belle-Ile-en-Mer! Ah!” sa�d D’Artagnan. “It belongs to you, I
bel�eve, M. Fouquet?”

“M. Fouquet has just told us that he had presented �t to the
k�ng,” sa�d Buck�ngham.

“Do you know Belle-Isle, cheval�er?” �nqu�red Fouquet.
“I have only been there once,” repl�ed D’Artagnan, w�th

read�ness and good-humor.



“D�d you rema�n there long?”
“Scarcely a day.”
“D�d you see much of �t wh�le you were there?”
“All that could be seen �n a day.”
“A great deal can be seen w�th observat�on as keen as yours,”

sa�d Fouquet; at wh�ch D’Artagnan bowed.
Dur�ng th�s Raoul made a s�gn to Buck�ngham. “M. Fouquet,”

sa�d Buck�ngham, “I leave the capta�n w�th you, he �s more learned
than I am �n bast�ons, scarps, and counter-scarps, and I w�ll jo�n one
of my fr�ends, who has just beckoned me.” Say�ng th�s, Buck�ngham
d�sengaged h�mself from the group, and advanced towards Raoul,
stopp�ng for a moment at the table where the queen-mother, the
young queen, and the k�ng were play�ng together.

“Now, Raoul,” sa�d De Gu�che, “there he �s; be f�rm and qu�ck.”
Buck�ngham, hav�ng made some compl�mentary remark to

Madame, cont�nued h�s way towards Raoul, who advanced to meet
h�m, wh�le De Gu�che rema�ned �n h�s place, though he followed h�m
w�th h�s eyes. The maneuver was so arranged that the young men
met �n an open space wh�ch was left vacant, between the groups of
players and the gallery, where they walked, stopp�ng now and then
for the purpose of say�ng a few words to some of the graver court�ers
who were walk�ng there. At the moment when the two l�nes were
about to un�te, they were broken by a th�rd. It was Mons�eur who
advanced towards the Duke of Buck�ngham. Mons�eur had h�s most
engag�ng sm�le on h�s red and perfumed l�ps.

“My dear duke,” sa�d he, w�th the most affect�onate pol�teness;
“�s �t really true what I have just been told?”

Buck�ngham turned round; he had not not�ced Mons�eur
approach; but had merely heard h�s vo�ce. He started �n sp�te of h�s
command over h�mself, and a sl�ght pallor overspread h�s face.
“Monse�gneur,” he asked, “what has been told you that surpr�ses you
so much?”

“That wh�ch throws me �nto despa�r, and w�ll, �n truth, be a real
cause of mourn�ng for the whole court.”



“Your h�ghness �s very k�nd, for I perce�ve that you allude to my
departure.”

“Prec�sely.”
Gu�che had overheard the conversat�on from where he was

stand�ng, and started �n h�s turn. “H�s departure,” he murmured.
“What does he say?”

Ph�l�p cont�nued w�th the same grac�ous a�r, “I can eas�ly
conce�ve, mons�eur, why the k�ng of Great Br�ta�n recalls you; we all
know that K�ng Charles II., who apprec�ates true gentlemen, cannot
d�spense w�th you. But �t cannot be supposed we can let you go
w�thout great regret; and I beg you to rece�ve the express�on of my
own.”

“Bel�eve me, monse�gneur,” sa�d the duke, “that �f I qu�t the court
of France—”

“Because you are recalled; but, �f you suppose the express�on of
my own w�sh on the subject m�ght poss�bly have any �nfluence w�th
the k�ng, I w�ll gladly volunteer to entreat h�s majesty Charles II. to
leave you w�th us a l�ttle wh�le longer.”

“I am overwhelmed, monse�gneur, by so much k�ndness,”
repl�ed Buck�ngham; “but I have rece�ved pos�t�ve commands. My
res�dence �n France was l�m�ted; I have prolonged �t at the r�sk of
d�spleas�ng my grac�ous sovere�gn. It �s only th�s very day that I
recollected I ought to have set off four days ago.”

“Indeed,” sa�d Mons�eur.
“Yes; but,” added Buck�ngham, ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce �n such a

manner that the pr�ncess could hear h�m,—“but I resemble that
dweller �n the East, who turned mad, and rema�ned so for several
days, ow�ng to a del�ghtful dream that he had had, but who one day
awoke, �f not completely cured, �n some respects rat�onal at least.
The court of France has �ts �ntox�cat�ng propert�es, wh�ch are not
unl�ke th�s dream, my lord; but at last I wake and leave �t. I shall be
unable, therefore, to prolong my res�dence, as your h�ghness has so
k�ndly �nv�ted me to do.”

“When do you leave?” �nqu�red Ph�l�p, w�th an express�on full of
�nterest.



“To-morrow, monse�gneur. My carr�ages have been ready for
three days.”

The Duc d’Orleans made a movement of the head, wh�ch
seemed to s�gn�fy, “S�nce you are determ�ned, duke, there �s noth�ng
to be sa�d.” Buck�ngham returned the gesture, conceal�ng under a
sm�le a contract�on of h�s heart; and then Mons�eur moved away �n
the same d�rect�on by wh�ch he had approached. At the same
moment, however, De Gu�che advanced from the oppos�te d�rect�on.
Raoul feared that the �mpat�ent young man m�ght poss�bly make the
propos�t�on h�mself, and hurr�ed forth before h�m.

“No, no, Raoul, all �s useless now,” sa�d Gu�che, hold�ng both h�s
hands towards the duke, and lead�ng h�m beh�nd a column. “Forg�ve
me, duke, for what I wrote to you, I was mad; g�ve me back my
letter.”

“It �s true,” sa�d the duke, “you cannot owe me a grudge any
longer now.”

“Forg�ve me, duke; my fr�endsh�p, my last�ng fr�endsh�p �s
yours.”

“There �s certa�nly no reason why you should bear me any �ll-w�ll
from the moment I leave her never to see her aga�n.”

Raoul heard these words, and comprehend�ng that h�s presence
was now useless between the young men, who had now only
fr�endly words to exchange, w�thdrew a few paces; a movement
wh�ch brought h�m closer to De Wardes, who was convers�ng w�th
the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne respect�ng the departure of Buck�ngham.
“A strateg�c retreat,” sa�d De Wardes.

“Why so?”
“Because the dear duke saves a sword-thrust by �t.” At wh�ch

reply both laughed.
Raoul, �nd�gnant, turned round frown�ngly, flushed w�th anger

and h�s l�p curl�ng w�th d�sda�n. The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne turned on
h�s heel, but De Wardes rema�ned and wa�ted.

“You w�ll not break yourself of the hab�t,” sa�d Raoul to De
Wardes, “of �nsult�ng the absent; yesterday �t was M. d’Artagnan, to-
day �t �s the Duke of Buck�ngham.”



“You know very well, mons�eur,” returned De Wardes, “that I
somet�mes �nsult those who are present.”

De Wardes was close to Raoul, the�r shoulders met, the�r faces
approached, as �f to mutually �nflame each other by the f�re of the�r
looks and of the�r anger. It could be seen that the one was at the
he�ght of fury, the other at the end of h�s pat�ence. Suddenly a vo�ce
was heard beh�nd them full of grace and courtesy, say�ng, “I bel�eve I
heard my name pronounced.”

They turned round and saw D’Artagnan, who, w�th a sm�l�ng eye
and a cheerful face, had just placed h�s hand on De Wardes’s
shoulder. Raoul stepped back to make room for the musketeer. De
Wardes trembled from head to foot, turned pale, but d�d not move.
D’Artagnan, st�ll w�th the same sm�le, took the place wh�ch Raoul had
abandoned to h�m.

“Thank you, my dear Raoul,” he sa�d. “M. de Wardes, I w�sh to
talk w�th you. Do not leave us, Raoul; every one can hear what I
have to say to M. de Wardes.” H�s sm�le �mmed�ately faded away,
and h�s glace became cold and sharp as a sword.

“I am at your orders, mons�eur,” sa�d De Wardes.
“For a very long t�me,” resumed D’Artagnan, “I have sought an

opportun�ty of convers�ng w�th you; to-day �s the f�rst t�me I have
found �t. The place �s badly chosen, I adm�t, but you w�ll perhaps
have the goodness to accompany me to my apartments, wh�ch are
on the sta�rcase at the end of th�s gallery.”

“I follow you, mons�eur,” sa�d De Wardes.
“Are you alone here?” sa�d D’Artagnan.
“No; I have M. Man�camp and M. de Gu�che, two of my fr�ends.”
“That’s well,” sa�d D’Artagnan; “but two persons are not

suff�c�ent; you w�ll be able to f�nd a few others, I trust.”
“Certa�nly,” sa�d the young man, who d�d not know what object

D’Artagnan had �n v�ew. “As many as you please.”
“Are they fr�ends?”
“Yes, mons�eur.”
“Real fr�ends?”



“No doubt of �t.”
“Very well, get a good supply, then. Do you come, too, Raoul;

br�ng M. de Gu�che and the Duke of Buck�ngham.”
“What a d�sturbance,” repl�ed De Wardes, attempt�ng to sm�le.

The capta�n sl�ghtly s�gned to h�m w�th h�s hand, as though to
recommend h�m to be pat�ent, and then led the way to h�s
apartments. 2



Chapter XX. Sword-Thrusts �n the
Water (concluded).

D’Artagnan’s apartment was not unoccup�ed; for the Comte de
la Fere, seated �n the recess of a w�ndow, awa�ted h�m. “Well,” sa�d
he to D’Artagnan, as he saw h�m enter.

“Well,” sa�d the latter, “M. de Wardes has done me the honor to
pay me a v�s�t, �n company w�th some of h�s own fr�ends, as well as
of ours.” In fact, beh�nd the musketeer appeared De Wardes and
Man�camp, followed by De Gu�che and Buck�ngham, who looked
surpr�sed, not know�ng what was expected of them. Raoul was
accompan�ed by two or three gentlemen; and, as he entered,
glanced round the room, and perce�v�ng the count, he went and
placed h�mself by h�s s�de. D’Artagnan rece�ved h�s v�s�tors w�th all
the courtesy he was capable of; he preserved h�s unmoved and
unconcerned look. All the persons present were men of d�st�nct�on,
occupy�ng posts of honor and cred�t at the court. After he had
apolog�zed to each of them for any �nconven�ence he m�ght have put
them to, he turned towards De Wardes, who, �n sp�te of h�s
customary self-command, could not prevent h�s face betray�ng some
surpr�se m�ngled w�th not a l�ttle uneas�ness.

“Now, mons�eur,” sa�d D’Artagnan, “s�nce we are no longer
w�th�n the prec�ncts of the k�ng’s palace, and s�nce we can speak out
w�thout fa�l�ng �n respect to propr�ety, I w�ll �nform you why I have
taken the l�berty to request you to v�s�t me here, and why I have
�nv�ted these gentlemen to be present at the same t�me. My fr�end,
the Comte de la Fere, has acqua�nted me w�th the �njur�ous reports
you are spread�ng about myself. You have stated that you regard me
as your mortal enemy, because I was, so you aff�rm, that of your
father.”

“Perfectly true, mons�eur, I have sa�d so,” repl�ed De Wardes,
whose pall�d face became sl�ghtly t�nged w�th color.



“You accuse me, therefore, of a cr�me, or a fault, or of some
mean and cowardly act. Have the goodness to state your charge
aga�nst me �n prec�se terms.”

“In the presence of w�tnesses?”
“Most certa�nly �n the presence of w�tnesses; and you see I have

selected them as be�ng exper�enced �n affa�rs of honor.”
“You do not apprec�ate my del�cacy, mons�eur. I have accused

you, �t �s true; but I have kept the nature of the accusat�on a perfect
secret. I entered �nto no deta�ls; but have rested sat�sf�ed by
express�ng my hatred �n the presence of those on whom a duty was
almost �mposed to acqua�nt you w�th �t. You have not taken the
d�screetness I have shown �nto cons�derat�on, although you were
�nterested �n rema�n�ng s�lent. I can hardly recogn�ze your hab�tual
prudence �n that, M. d’Artagnan.”

D’Artagnan, who was qu�etly b�t�ng the corner of h�s moustache,
sa�d, “I have already had the honor to beg you to state the part�culars
of the gr�evances you say you have aga�nst me.”

“Aloud?”
“Certa�nly, aloud.”
“In that case, I w�ll speak.”
“Speak, mons�eur,” sa�d D’Artagnan, bow�ng; “we are all

l�sten�ng to you.”
“Well, mons�eur, �t �s not a quest�on of a personal �njury towards

myself, but one towards my father.”
“That you have already stated.”
“Yes; but there are certa�n subjects wh�ch are only approached

w�th hes�tat�on.”
“If that hes�tat�on, �n your case, really does ex�st, I entreat you to

overcome �t.”
“Even �f �t refer to a d�sgraceful act�on?”
“Yes; �n every and any case.”
Those who were present at th�s scene had, at f�rst, looked at

each other w�th a good deal of uneas�ness. They were reassured,



however, when they saw that D’Artagnan man�fested no emot�on
whatever.

De Wardes st�ll ma�nta�ned the same unbroken s�lence. “Speak,
mons�eur,” sa�d the musketeer; “you see you are keep�ng us wa�t�ng.”

“L�sten, then:—My father loved a lady of noble b�rth, and th�s
lady loved my father.” D’Artagnan and Athos exchanged looks. De
Wardes cont�nued: “M. d’Artagnan found some letters wh�ch
�nd�cated a rendezvous, subst�tuted h�mself, under d�sgu�se, for the
person who was expected, and took advantage of the darkness.”

“That �s perfectly true,” sa�d D’Artagnan.
A sl�ght murmur was heard from those present. “Yes, I was gu�lty

of that d�shonorable act�on. You should have added, mons�eur, s�nce
you are so �mpart�al, that, at the per�od when the c�rcumstance wh�ch
you have just related happened, I was not one-and-twenty years of
age.”

A renewed murmur was heard, but th�s t�me of aston�shment,
and almost of doubt.

“It was a most shameful decept�on, I adm�t,” sa�d D’Artagnan,
“and I have not wa�ted for M. de Wardes’s reproaches to reproach
myself for �t, and very b�tterly, too. Age has, however, made me more
reasonable, and, above all, more upr�ght; and th�s �njury has been
atoned for by a long and last�ng regret. But I appeal to you,
gentlemen; th�s affa�r took place �n 1626, at a per�od, happ�ly for
yourselves, known to you by trad�t�on only, at a per�od when love
was not over-scrupulous, when consc�ences d�d not d�st�ll, as �n the
present day, po�son and b�tterness. We were young sold�ers, always
f�ght�ng, or be�ng attacked, our swords always �n our hands, or at
least ready to be drawn from the�r sheaths. Death then always stared
us �n the face, war hardened us, and the card�nal pressed us sorely. I
have repented of �t, and more than that—I st�ll repent �t, M. de
Wardes.”

“I can well understand that, mons�eur, for the act�on �tself
needed repentance; but you were not the less the cause of that
lady’s d�sgrace. She, of whom you have been speak�ng, covered
w�th shame, borne down by the affront you brought upon her, fled,
qu�tted France, and no one ever knew what became of her.”



“Stay,” sa�d the Comte de la Fere, stretch�ng h�s hand towards
De Wardes, w�th a pecul�ar sm�le upon h�s face, “you are m�staken;
she was seen; and there are persons even now present, who, hav�ng
often heard her spoken of, w�ll eas�ly recogn�ze her by the
descr�pt�on I am about to g�ve. She was about f�ve-and-twenty years
of age, slender �n form, of a pale complex�on, and fa�r-ha�red; she
was marr�ed �n England.”

“Marr�ed?” excla�med De Wardes.
“So, you were not aware she was marr�ed? You see we are far

better �nformed than yourself. Do you happen to know she was
usually styled ‘My Lady,’ w�thout the add�t�on of any name to that
descr�pt�on?”

“Yes, I know that.”
“Good Heavens!” murmured Buck�ngham.
“Very well, mons�eur. That woman, who came from England,

returned to England after hav�ng thr�ce attempted M. d’Artagnan’s
l�fe. That was but just, you w�ll say, s�nce M. d’Artagnan had �nsulted
her. But that wh�ch was not just was, that, when �n England, th�s
woman, by her seduct�ons, completely enslaved a young man �n the
serv�ce of Lord de W�nter, by name Felton. You change color, my
lord,” sa�d Athos, turn�ng to the Duke of Buck�ngham, “and your eyes
k�ndle w�th anger and sorrow. Let your Grace f�n�sh the rec�tal, then,
and tell M. de Wardes who th�s woman was who placed the kn�fe �n
the hand of your father’s murderer.”

A cry escaped from the l�ps of all present. The young duke
passed h�s handkerch�ef across h�s forehead, wh�ch was covered
w�th persp�rat�on. A dead s�lence ensued among the spectators.

“You see, M. de Wardes,” sa�d D’Artagnan, whom th�s rec�tal
had �mpressed more and more, as h�s own recollect�on rev�ved as
Athos spoke, “you see that my cr�me d�d not cause the destruct�on of
any one’s soul, and that the soul �n quest�on may fa�rly be
cons�dered to have been altogether lost before my regret. It �s,
however, an act of consc�ence on my part. Now th�s matter �s settled,
therefore, �t rema�ns for me to ask, w�th the greatest hum�l�ty, your
forg�veness for th�s shameless act�on, as most certa�nly I should
have asked �t of your father, �f he were st�ll al�ve, and �f I had met h�m



after my return to France, subsequent to the death of K�ng Charles
I.”

“That �s too much, M. d’Artagnan,” excla�med many vo�ces, w�th
an�mat�on.

“No, gentlemen,” sa�d the capta�n. “And now, M. de Wardes, I
hope all �s f�n�shed between us, and that you w�ll have no further
occas�on to speak �ll of me aga�n. Do you cons�der �t completely
settled?”

De Wardes bowed, and muttered to h�mself �nart�culately.
“I trust also,” sa�d D’Artagnan, approach�ng the young man

closely, “that you w�ll no longer speak �ll of any one, as �t seems you
have the unfortunate hab�t of do�ng; for a man so pur�tan�cally
consc�ent�ous as you are, who can reproach an old sold�er for a
youthful freak f�ve-and-th�rty years after �t happened, w�ll allow me to
ask whether you, who advocate such excess�ve pur�ty of consc�ence,
w�ll undertake on your s�de to do noth�ng contrary e�ther to
consc�ence or the pr�nc�ple of honor. And now, l�sten attent�vely to
what I am go�ng to say, M. de Wardes, �n conclus�on. Take care that
no tale, w�th wh�ch your name may be assoc�ated, reaches my ear.”

“Mons�eur,” sa�d De Wardes, “�t �s useless threaten�ng to no
purpose.”

“I have not yet f�n�shed, M. de Wardes, and you must l�sten to
me st�ll further.” The c�rcle of l�steners, full of eager cur�os�ty, drew
closer. “You spoke just now of the honor of a woman, and of the
honor of your father. We were glad to hear you speak �n that manner;
for �t �s pleas�ng to th�nk that such a sent�ment of del�cacy and
rect�tude, and wh�ch d�d not ex�st, �t seems, �n our m�nds, l�ves �n our
ch�ldren; and �t �s del�ghtful, too, to see a young man, at an age when
men from hab�t become the destroyers of the honor of women,
respect and defend �t.”

De Wardes b�t h�s l�p and clenched h�s hands, ev�dently much
d�sturbed to learn how th�s d�scourse, the commencement of wh�ch
was announced �n so threaten�ng a manner, would term�nate.

“How d�d �t happen, then, that you allowed yourself to say to M.
de Bragelonne that he d�d not know who h�s mother was?”



Raoul’s eyes flashed, as, dart�ng forward, he excla�med,
—“Cheval�er, th�s �s a personal affa�r of my own!” At wh�ch
exclamat�on, a sm�le, full of mal�ce, passed across De Wardes’s
face.

D’Artagnan put Raoul as�de, say�ng,—“Do not �nterrupt me,
young man.” And look�ng at De Wardes �n an author�tat�ve manner,
he cont�nued:—“I am now deal�ng w�th a matter wh�ch cannot be
settled by means of the sword. I d�scuss �t before men of honor, all of
whom have more than once had the�r swords �n the�r hands �n affa�rs
of honor. I selected them expressly. These gentlemen well know that
every secret for wh�ch men f�ght ceases to be a secret. I aga�n put
my quest�on to M. de Wardes. What was the subject of conversat�on
when you offended th�s young man, �n offend�ng h�s father and
mother at the same t�me?”

“It seems to me,” returned De Wardes, “that l�berty of speech �s
allowed, when �t �s supported by every means wh�ch a man of
courage has at h�s d�sposal.”

“Tell me what the means are by wh�ch a man of courage can
susta�n a slanderous express�on.”

“The sword.”
“You fa�l, not only �n log�c, �n your argument, but �n rel�g�on and

honor. You expose the l�ves of many others, w�thout referr�ng to your
own, wh�ch seems to be full of hazard. Bes�des, fash�ons pass away,
mons�eur, and the fash�on of duell�ng has passed away, w�thout
referr�ng �n any way to the ed�cts of h�s majesty wh�ch forb�d �t.
Therefore, �n order to be cons�stent w�th your own ch�valrous not�ons,
you w�ll at once apolog�ze to M. de Bragelonne; you w�ll tell h�m how
much you regret hav�ng spoken so l�ghtly, and that the nob�l�ty and
pur�ty of h�s race are �nscr�bed, not �n h�s heart alone, but st�ll more �n
every act�on of h�s l�fe. You w�ll do and say th�s, M. de Wardes, as I,
an old off�cer, d�d and sa�d just now to your boy’s moustache.”

“And �f I refuse?” �nqu�red De Wardes.
“In that case the result w�ll be—”
“That wh�ch you th�nk you w�ll prevent,” sa�d De Wardes,

laugh�ng; “the result w�ll be that your conc�l�atory address w�ll end �n



a v�olat�on of the k�ng’s proh�b�t�on.”
“Not so,” sa�d the capta�n, “you are qu�te m�staken.”
“What w�ll be the result, then?”
“The result w�ll be that I shall go to the k�ng, w�th whom I am on

tolerably good terms, to whom I have been happy enough to render
certa�n serv�ces, dat�ng from a per�od when you were not born, and
who, at my request, has just sent me an order �n blank for M.
Ba�semeaux de Montlezun, governor of the Bast�le; and I shall say to
the k�ng: ‘S�re, a man has �n a most cowardly way �nsulted M. de
Bragelonne by �nsult�ng h�s mother; I have wr�tten th�s man’s name
upon the lettre de cachet wh�ch your majesty has been k�nd enough
to g�ve me, so that M. de Wardes �s �n the Bast�le for three years.”
And D’Artagnan, draw�ng the order s�gned by the k�ng from h�s
pocket, held �t towards De Wardes.

Remark�ng that the young man was not qu�te conv�nced, and
rece�ved the warn�ng as an �dle threat, he shrugged h�s shoulders
and walked le�surely towards the table, upon wh�ch lay a wr�t�ng-case
and a pen, the length of wh�ch would have terr�f�ed the topograph�cal
Porthos. De Wardes then saw that noth�ng could well be more
ser�ously �ntended than the threat �n quest�on, for the Bast�le, even at
that per�od, was already held �n dread. He advanced a step towards
Raoul, and, �n an almost un�ntell�g�ble vo�ce, sa�d,—“I offer my
apolog�es �n the terms wh�ch M. d’Artagnan just now d�ctated, and
wh�ch I am forced to make to you.”

“One moment, mons�eur,” sa�d the musketeer, w�th the greatest
tranqu�ll�ty, “you m�stake the terms of the apology. I d�d not say, ‘and
wh�ch I am forced to make’; I sa�d, ‘and wh�ch my consc�ence
�nduces me to make.’ Th�s latter express�on, bel�eve me, �s better
than the former; and �t w�ll be far preferable, s�nce �t w�ll be the most
truthful express�on of your own sent�ments.”

“I subscr�be to �t,” sa�d De Wardes; “but subm�t, gentlemen, that
a thrust of the sword through the body, as was the custom formerly,
was far better than tyranny l�ke th�s.”

“No, mons�eur,” repl�ed Buck�ngham; “for the sword-thrust, when
rece�ved, was no �nd�cat�on that a part�cular person was r�ght or



wrong; �t only showed that he was more or less sk�llful �n the use of
the weapon.”

“Mons�eur!” excla�med De Wardes.
“There, now,” �nterrupted D’Artagnan, “you are go�ng to say

someth�ng very rude, and I am render�ng a serv�ce by stopp�ng you
�n t�me.”

“Is that all, mons�eur?” �nqu�red De Wardes.
“Absolutely everyth�ng,” repl�ed D’Artagnan; “and these

gentlemen, as well as myself, are qu�te sat�sf�ed w�th you.”
“Bel�eve me, mons�eur, that your reconc�l�at�ons are not

successful.”
“In what way?”
“Because, as we are now about to separate, I would wager that

M. de Bragelonne and myself are greater enem�es than ever.”
“You are dece�ved, mons�eur, as far as I am concerned,”

returned Raoul; “for I do not reta�n the sl�ghtest an�mos�ty �n my heart
aga�nst you.”

Th�s last blow overwhelmed De Wardes. He cast h�s eyes
around h�m l�ke a man bew�ldered. D’Artagnan saluted most
courteously the gentlemen who had been present at the explanat�on;
and every one, on leav�ng the room, shook hands w�th h�m; but not
one hand was held out towards De Wardes. “Oh!” excla�med the
young man, “can I not f�nd some one on whom to wreak my
vengeance?”

“You can, mons�eur, for I am here,” wh�spered a vo�ce full of
menace �n h�s ear.

De Wardes turned round, and saw the Duke of Buck�ngham,
who, hav�ng probably rema�ned beh�nd w�th that �ntent�on, had just
approached h�m. “You, mons�eur?” excla�med De Wardes.

“Yes, I! I am no subject of the k�ng of France; I am not go�ng to
rema�n on the terr�tory, s�nce I am about sett�ng off for England. I
have accumulated �n my heart such a mass of despa�r and rage, that
I, too, l�ke yourself, need to revenge myself upon some one. I
approve M. d’Artagnan’s pr�nc�ples profoundly, but I am not bound to



apply them to you. I am an Engl�shman, and, �n my turn, I propose to
you what you proposed to others to no purpose. S�nce you,
therefore, are so terr�bly �ncensed, take me as a remedy. In th�rty-
four hours’ t�me I shall be at Cala�s. Come w�th me; the journey w�ll
appear shorter �f together, than �f alone. We w�ll f�ght, when we get
there, upon the sands wh�ch are covered by the r�s�ng t�de, and
wh�ch form part of the French terr�tory dur�ng s�x hours of the day,
but belong to the terr�tory of Heaven dur�ng the other s�x.”

“I accept w�ll�ngly,” sa�d De Wardes.
“I assure you,” sa�d the duke, “that �f you k�ll me, you w�ll be

render�ng me an �nf�n�te serv�ce.”
“I w�ll do my utmost to make myself agreeable to you, duke,”

sa�d De Wardes.
“It �s agreed, then, that I carry you off w�th me?”
“I shall be at your commands. I needed some real danger and

some mortal r�sk to run, to tranqu�l�ze me.”
“In that case, I th�nk you have met w�th what you are look�ng for.

Farewell, M. de Wardes; to-morrow morn�ng, my valet w�ll tell you the
exact hour of our departure; we can travel together l�ke two excellent
fr�ends. I generally travel as fast as I can. Ad�eu.”

Buck�ngham saluted De Wardes, and returned towards the
k�ng’s apartments; De Wardes, �rr�tated beyond measure, left the
Pala�s Royal, and hurr�ed through the streets homeward to the house
where he lodged.





Chapter XXI. Ba�semeaux de
Montlezun.

After the austere lesson adm�n�stered to De Wardes, Athos and
D’Artagnan together descended the sta�rcase wh�ch led to the
courtyard of the Pala�s Royal. “You perce�ve,” sa�d Athos to
D’Artagnan, “that Raoul cannot, sooner or later, avo�d a duel w�th De
Wardes, for De Wardes �s as brave as he �s v�c�ous and w�cked.”

“I know such fellows well,” repl�ed D’Artagnan; “I had an affa�r
w�th the father. I assure you that, although at that t�me I had good
muscles and a sort of brute courage—I assure you that the father d�d
me some m�sch�ef. But you should have seen how I fought �t out w�th
h�m. Ah, Athos, such encounters never take place �n these t�mes! I
had a hand wh�ch could never rema�n at rest, a hand l�ke qu�cks�lver,
—you knew �ts qual�ty, for you have seen me at work. My sword was
no longer than a p�ece of steel; �t was a serpent that assumed every
form and every length, seek�ng where �t m�ght thrust �ts head; �n
other words, where �t m�ght f�x �ts b�te. I advanced half a dozen
paces, then three, and then, body to body, I pressed my antagon�st
closely, then I darted back aga�n ten paces. No human power could
res�st that feroc�ous ardor. Well, De Wardes the father, w�th the
bravery of h�s race, w�th h�s dogged courage, occup�ed a good deal
of my t�me; and my f�ngers, at the end of the engagement, were, I
well remember, t�red enough.”

“It �s, then, as I sa�d,” resumed Athos, “the son w�ll always be
look�ng out for Raoul, and w�ll end by meet�ng h�m; and Raoul can
eas�ly be found when he �s sought for.”

“Agreed; but Raoul calculates well; he bears no grudge aga�nst
De Wardes,—he has sa�d so; he w�ll wa�t unt�l he �s provoked, and �n
that case h�s pos�t�on �s a good one. The k�ng w�ll not be able to get
out of temper about the matter; bes�des we shall know how to pac�fy



h�s majesty. But why so full of these fears and anx�et�es? You don’t
eas�ly get alarmed.”

“I w�ll tell you what makes me anx�ous; Raoul �s to see the k�ng
to-morrow, when h�s majesty w�ll �nform h�m of h�s w�shes respect�ng
a certa�n marr�age. Raoul, lov�ng as he does, w�ll get out of temper,
and once �n an angry mood, �f he were to meet De Wardes, the shell
would explode.”

“We w�ll prevent the explos�on.”
“Not I,” sa�d Athos, “for I must return to Blo�s. All th�s g�lded

elegance of the court, all these �ntr�gues, s�cken me. I am no longer a
young man who can make terms w�th the meanness of the day. I
have read �n the Great Book many th�ngs too beaut�ful and too
comprehens�ve to longer take any �nterest �n the tr�fl�ng phrases
wh�ch these men wh�sper among themselves when they w�sh to
dece�ve others. In one word, I am weary of Par�s wherever and
whenever you are not w�th me; and as I cannot have you w�th me
always, I w�sh to return to Blo�s.”

“How wrong you are, Athos; how you ga�nsay your or�g�n and
the dest�ny of your noble nature. Men of your stamp are created to
cont�nue, to the very last moment, �n full possess�on of the�r great
facult�es. Look at my sword, a Span�sh blade, the one I wore at La
Rochelle; �t served me for th�rty years w�thout fa�l; one day �n the
w�nter �t fell upon the marble floor on the Louvre and was broken. I
had a hunt�ng-kn�fe made of �t wh�ch w�ll last a hundred years yet.
You, Athos, w�th your loyalty, your frankness, your cool courage, and
your sound �nformat�on, are the very man k�ngs need to warn and
d�rect them. Rema�n here; Mons�eur Fouquet w�ll not last as long as
my Span�sh blade.”

“Is �t poss�ble,” sa�d Athos, sm�l�ng, “that my fr�end, D’Artagnan,
who, after hav�ng ra�sed me to the sk�es, mak�ng me an object of
worsh�p, casts me down from the top of Olympus, and hurls me to
the ground? I have more exalted amb�t�on, D’Artagnan. To be a
m�n�ster—to be a slave,—never! Am I not st�ll greater? I am noth�ng.
I remember hav�ng heard you occas�onally call me ‘the great Athos’;
I defy you, therefore, �f I were m�n�ster, to cont�nue to bestow that t�tle
upon me. No, no; I do not y�eld myself �n th�s manner.”



“We w�ll not speak of �t any more, then; renounce everyth�ng,
even the brotherly feel�ng wh�ch un�tes us.”

“It �s almost cruel what you say.”
D’Artagnan pressed Athos’s hand warmly. “No, no; renounce

everyth�ng w�thout fear. Raoul can get on w�thout you. I am at Par�s.”
“In that case I shall return to Blo�s. We w�ll take leave of each

other to-n�ght; to-morrow at daybreak I shall be on my horse aga�n.”
“You cannot return to your hotel alone; why d�d you not br�ng

Gr�maud w�th you?”
“Gr�maud takes h�s rest now; he goes to bed early, for my poor

old servant gets eas�ly fat�gued. He came from Blo�s w�th me, and I
compelled h�m to rema�n w�th�n doors; for �f, �n retrac�ng the forty
leagues wh�ch separate us from Blo�s, he needed to draw breath
even, he would d�e w�thout a murmur. But I don’t want to lose
Gr�maud.”

“You shall have one of my musketeers to carry a torch for you.
Hola! some one there,” called out D’Artagnan, lean�ng over the
g�lded balustrade. The heads of seven or e�ght musketeers
appeared. “I w�sh some gentleman, who �s so d�sposed, to escort the
Comte de la Fere,” cr�ed D’Artagnan.

“Thank you for your read�ness, gentlemen,” sa�d Athos; “I regret
to have occas�on to trouble you �n th�s manner.”

“I would w�ll�ngly escort the Comte de la Fere,” sa�d some one,
“�f I had not to speak to Mons�eur d’Artagnan.”

“Who �s that?” sa�d D’Artagnan, look�ng �nto the darkness.
“I, Mons�eur d’Artagnan.”
“Heaven forg�ve me, �f that �s not Mons�eur Ba�semeaux’s vo�ce.”
“It �s, mons�eur.”
“What are you do�ng �n the courtyard, my dear Ba�semeaux?”
“I am wa�t�ng your orders, my dear Mons�eur d’Artagnan.”
“Wretch that I am,” thought D’Artagnan; “true, you have been

told, I suppose, that some one was to be arrested, and have come
yourself, �nstead of send�ng an off�cer?”

“I came because I had occas�on to speak to you.”



“You d�d not send to me?”
“I wa�ted unt�l you were d�sengaged,” sa�d Mons�eur

Ba�semeaux, t�m�dly.
“I leave you, D’Artagnan,” sa�d Athos.
“Not before I have present Mons�eur Ba�semeaux de Montlezun,

the governor of the Bast�le.”
Ba�semeaux and Athos saluted each other.
“Surely you must know each other,” sa�d D’Artagnan.
“I have an �nd�st�nct recollect�on of Mons�eur Ba�semeaux,” sa�d

Athos.
“You remember, my dear, Ba�semeaux, the k�ng’s guardsman

w�th whom we used formerly to have such del�ghtful meet�ngs �n the
card�nal’s t�me?”

“Perfectly,” sa�d Athos, tak�ng leave of h�m w�th affab�l�ty.
“Mons�eur le Comte de la Fere, whose nom de guerre was

Athos,” wh�spered D’Artagnan to Ba�semeaux.
“Yes, yes, a brave man, one of the celebrated four.”
“Prec�sely so. But, my dear Ba�semeaux, shall we talk now?”
“If you please.”
“In the f�rst place, as for the orders—there are none. The k�ng

does not �ntend to arrest the person �n quest�on.
“So much the worse,” sa�d Ba�semeaux w�th a s�gh.
“What do you mean by so much the worse?” excla�med

D’Artagnan, laugh�ng.
“No doubt of �t,” returned the governor, “my pr�soners are my

�ncome.”
“I beg your pardon, I d�d not see �t �n that l�ght.”
“And so there are no orders,” repeated Ba�semeaux w�th a s�gh.

“What an adm�rable s�tuat�on yours �s, capta�n,” he cont�nued, after a
pause; “capta�n-l�eutenant of the musketeers.”

“Oh, �t �s good enough; but I don’t see why you should envy me;
you, governor of the Bast�le, the f�rst castle �n France.”



“I am well aware of that,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, �n a sorrowful tone
of vo�ce.

“You say that l�ke a man confess�ng h�s s�ns. I would w�ll�ngly
exchange my prof�ts for yours.”

“Don’t speak of prof�ts to me, �f you w�sh to save me the b�tterest
angu�sh of m�nd.”

“Why do you look f�rst on one s�de and then on the other, as �f
you were afra�d of be�ng arrested yourself, you whose bus�ness �t �s
to arrest others?”

“I was look�ng to see whether any one could see or l�sten to us;
�t would be safer to confer more �n pr�vate, �f you would grant me
such a favor.”

“Ba�semeaux, you seem to forget we are acqua�ntances of f�ve
and th�rty years’ stand�ng. Don’t assume such sanct�f�ed a�rs; make
yourself qu�te comfortable; I don’t eat governors of the Bast�le raw.”

“Heaven be pra�sed!”
“Come �nto the courtyard w�th me; �t’s a beaut�ful moonl�t n�ght;

we w�ll walk up and down, arm �n arm, under the trees, wh�le you tell
me your p�t�ful tale.” He drew the doleful governor �nto the courtyard,
took h�m by the arm as he had sa�d, and, �n h�s rough, good-
humored way, cr�ed: “Out w�th �t, rattle away, Ba�semeaux; what have
you got to say?”

“It’s a long story.”
“You prefer your own lamentat�ons, then; my op�n�on �s, �t w�ll be

longer than ever. I’ll wager you are mak�ng f�fty thousand francs out
of your p�geons �n the Bast�le.”

“Would to heaven that were the case, M. d’Artagnan.”
“You surpr�se me, Ba�semeaux; just look at you, act�ng the

anchor�te. I should l�ke to show you your face �n a glass, and you
would see how plump and flor�d-look�ng you are, as fat and round as
a cheese, w�th eyes l�ke l�ghted coals; and �f �t were not for that ugly
wr�nkle you try to cult�vate on your forehead, you would hardly look
f�fty years old, and you are s�xty, �f I am not m�staken.”

“All qu�te true.”



“Of course I knew �t was true, as true as the f�fty thousand francs
prof�t you make;” at wh�ch remark Ba�semeaux stamped on the
ground.

“Well, well,” sa�d D’Artagnan, “I w�ll add up your accounts for
you: you were capta�n of M. Mazar�n’s guards; and twelve thousand
francs a year would �n twelve years amount to one hundred and forty
thousand francs.”

“Twelve thousand francs! Are you mad?” cr�ed Ba�semeaux; “the
old m�ser gave me no more than s�x thousand, and the expenses of
the post amounted to s�x thousand f�ve hundred francs. M. Colbert,
who deducted the other s�x thousand francs, condescended to allow
me to take f�fty thousand francs as a grat�f�cat�on; so that, �f �t were
not for my l�ttle estate at Montlezun, wh�ch br�ngs me �n twelve
thousand francs a year, I could not have met my engagements.”

“Well, then, how about the f�fty thousand francs from the
Bast�le? There, I trust, you are boarded and lodged, and get your s�x
thousand francs salary bes�des.”

“Adm�tted!”
“Whether the year be good or bad, there are f�fty pr�soners, who,

on the average, br�ng you �n a thousand francs a year each.”
“I don’t deny �t.”
“Well, there �s at once an �ncome of f�fty thousand francs; you

have held the post three years, and must have rece�ved �n that t�me
one hundred and f�fty thousand francs.”

“You forget one c�rcumstance, dear M. d’Artagnan.”
“What �s that?”
“That wh�le you rece�ved your appo�ntment as capta�n from the

k�ng h�mself, I rece�ved m�ne as governor from Mess�eurs Tremblay
and Louv�ere.”

“Qu�te r�ght, and Tremblay was not a man to let you have the
post for noth�ng.”

“Nor Louv�ere e�ther: the result was, that I gave seventy-f�ve
thousand francs to Tremblay as h�s share.”

“Very agreeable that! and to Louv�ere?”



“The very same.”
“Money down?”
“No: that would have been �mposs�ble. The k�ng d�d not w�sh, or

rather M. Mazar�n d�d not w�sh, to have the appearance of remov�ng
those two gentlemen, who had sprung from the barr�cades; he
perm�tted them, therefore, to make certa�n extravagant cond�t�ons for
the�r ret�rement.”

“What were those cond�t�ons?”
“Tremble... three years’ �ncome for the good-w�ll.”
“The deuce! so that the one hundred and f�fty thousand francs

have passed �nto the�r hands.”
“Prec�sely so.”
“And beyond that?”
“A sum of one hundred and f�fty thousand francs, or f�fteen

thousand p�stoles, wh�chever you please, �n three payments.”
“Exorb�tant.”
“Yes, but that �s not all.”
“What bes�des?”
“In default of the fulf�llment by me of any one of those

cond�t�ons, those gentlemen enter upon the�r funct�ons aga�n. The
k�ng has been �nduced to s�gn that.”

“It �s monstrous, �ncred�ble!”
“Such �s the fact, however.”
“I do �ndeed p�ty you, Ba�semeaux. But why, �n the name of

fortune, d�d M. Mazar�n grant you th�s pretended favor? It would have
been far better to have refused you altogether.”

“Certa�nly, but he was strongly persuaded to do so by my
protector.”

“Who �s he?”
“One of your own fr�ends, �ndeed; M. d’Herblay.”
“M. d’Herblay! Aram�s!”
“Just so; he has been very k�nd towards me.”
“K�nd! to make you enter �nto such a barga�n!”



“L�sten! I w�shed to leave the card�nal’s serv�ce. M. d’Herblay
spoke on my behalf to Louv�ere and Tremblay—they objected; I
w�shed to have the appo�ntment very much, for I knew what �t could
be made to produce; �n my d�stress I conf�ded �n M. d’Herblay, and
he offered to become my surety for the d�fferent payments.”

“You astound me! Aram�s became your surety?”
“L�ke a man of honor; he procured the s�gnature; Tremblay and

Louv�ere res�gned the�r appo�ntments; I have pa�d every year twenty-
f�ve thousand francs to these two gentlemen; on the th�rty-f�rst of
May, every year, M. d’Herblay h�mself comes to the Bast�le, and
br�ngs me f�ve thousand p�stoles to d�str�bute between my
crocod�les.”

“You owe Aram�s one hundred and f�fty thousand francs, then?”
“That �s the very th�ng wh�ch �s the cause of my despa�r, for I

only owe h�m one hundred thousand.”
“I don’t qu�te understand you.”
“He came and settled w�th the vamp�res only two years. To-day,

however, �s the th�rty-f�rst of May, and he has not been yet, and to-
morrow, at m�dday, the payment falls due; �f, therefore, I don’t pay to-
morrow, those gentlemen can, by the terms of the contract, break off
the barga�n; I shall be str�pped of everyth�ng; I shall have worked for
three years, and g�ven two hundred and f�fty thousand francs for
noth�ng, absolutely for noth�ng at all, dear M. d’Artagnan.”

“Th�s �s very strange,” murmured D’Artagnan.
“You can now �mag�ne that I may well have wr�nkles on my

forehead, can you not?”
“Yes, �ndeed!”
“And you can �mag�ne, too, that notw�thstand�ng I may be as

round as a cheese, w�th a complex�on l�ke an apple, and my eyes
l�ke coals on f�re, I may almost be afra�d that I shall not have a
cheese or an apple left me to eat, and that my eyes w�ll be left me
only to weep w�th.”

“It �s really a very gr�evous affa�r.”



“I have come to you, M. d’Artagnan, for you are the only man
who can get me out of my trouble.”

“In what way?”
“You are acqua�nted w�th the Abbe d’Herblay, and you know that

he �s a somewhat myster�ous gentleman.”
“Yes.”
“Well, you can, perhaps, g�ve me the address of h�s presbytery,

for I have been to No�sy-le-Sec, and he �s no longer there.”
“I should th�nk not, �ndeed. He �s B�shop of Vannes.”
“What! Vannes �n Bretagne?”
“Yes.”
The l�ttle man began to tear h�s ha�r, say�ng, “How can I get to

Vannes from here by m�dday to-morrow? I am a lost man.”
“Your despa�r qu�te d�stresses me.”
“Vannes, Vannes!” cr�ed Ba�semeaux.
“But l�sten; a b�shop �s not always a res�dent. M. d’Herblay may

not poss�bly be so far away as you fear.”
“Pray tell me h�s address.”
“I really don’t know �t.”
“In that case I am lost. I w�ll go and throw myself at the k�ng’s

feet.”
“But, Ba�semeaux, I can hardly bel�eve what you tell me;

bes�des, s�nce the Bast�le �s capable of produc�ng f�fty thousand
francs a year, why have you not tr�ed to screw one hundred
thousand out of �t?”

“Because I am an honest man, M. d’Artagnan, and because my
pr�soners are fed l�ke ambassadors.”

“Well, you’re �n a fa�r way to get out of your d�ff�cult�es; g�ve
yourself a good attack of �nd�gest�on w�th your excellent l�v�ng, and
put yourself out of the way between th�s and m�dday to-morrow.”

“How can you be hard-hearted enough to laugh?”
“Nay, you really affl�ct me. Come, Ba�semeaux, �f you can pledge

me your word of honor, do so, that you w�ll not open your l�ps to any



one about what I am go�ng to say to you.”
“Never, never!”
“You w�sh to put your hands on Aram�s?”
“At any cost!”
“Well, go and see where M. Fouquet �s.”
“Why, what connect�on can there be—”
“How stup�d you are! Don’t you know that Vannes �s �n the

d�ocese of Belle-Isle, or Belle-Isle �n the d�ocese of Vannes? Belle-
Isle belongs to M. Fouquet, and M. Fouquet nom�nated M. d’Herblay
to that b�shopr�c!”

“I see, I see; you restore me to l�fe aga�n.”
“So much the better. Go and tell M. Fouquet very s�mply that

you w�sh to speak to M. d’Herblay.”
“Of course, of course,” excla�med Ba�semeaux, del�ghtedly.
“But,” sa�d D’Artagnan, check�ng h�m by a severe look, “your

word of honor?”
“I g�ve you my sacred word of honor,” repl�ed the l�ttle man,

about to set off runn�ng.
“Where are you go�ng?”
“To M. Fouquet’s house.”
“It �s useless do�ng that; M. Fouquet �s play�ng at cards w�th the

k�ng. All you can do �s to pay M. Fouquet a v�s�t early to-morrow
morn�ng.”

“I w�ll do so. Thank you.”
“Good luck attend you,” sa�d D’Artagnan.
“Thank you.”
“Th�s �s a strange affa�r,” murmured D’Artagnan, as he slowly

ascended the sta�rcase after he had left Ba�semeaux. “What poss�ble
�nterest can Aram�s have �n obl�g�ng Ba�semeaux �n th�s manner?
Well, I suppose we shall learn some day or another.”





Chapter XXII. The K�ng’s Card-Table.
Fouquet was present, as D’Artagnan had sa�d, at the k�ng’s

card-table. It seemed as �f Buck�ngham’s departure had shed a balm
on the lacerated hearts of the prev�ous even�ng. Mons�eur, rad�ant
w�th del�ght, made a thousand affect�onate s�gns to h�s mother. The
Count de Gu�che could not separate h�mself from Buck�ngham, and
wh�le play�ng, conversed w�th h�m upon the c�rcumstance of h�s
projected voyage. Buck�ngham, thoughtful, and k�nd �n h�s manner,
l�ke a man who has adopted a resolut�on, l�stened to the count, and
from t�me to t�me cast a look full of regret and hopeless affect�on at
Madame. The pr�ncess, �n the m�dst of her elat�on of sp�r�ts, d�v�ded
her attent�on between the k�ng, who was play�ng w�th her, Mons�eur,
who qu�etly joked her about her enormous w�nn�ngs, and De Gu�che,
who exh�b�ted an extravagant del�ght. Of Buck�ngham she took but
l�ttle not�ce; for her, th�s fug�t�ve, th�s ex�le, was now s�mply a
remembrance, no longer a man. L�ght hearts are thus const�tuted;
wh�le they themselves cont�nue untouched, they roughly break off
w�th every one who may poss�bly �nterfere w�th the�r l�ttle calculat�ons
of self comfort. Madame had rece�ved Buck�ngham’s sm�les and
attent�ons and s�ghs wh�le he was present; but what was the good of
s�gh�ng, sm�l�ng, and kneel�ng at a d�stance? Can one tell �n what
d�rect�on the w�nds �n the Channel, wh�ch toss m�ghty vessels to and
fro, carry such s�ghs as these? The duke could not fa�l to mark th�s
change, and h�s heart was cruelly hurt. Of a sens�t�ve character,
proud and suscept�ble of deep attachment, he cursed the day on
wh�ch such a pass�on had entered h�s heart. The looks he cast, from
t�me to t�me at Madame, became colder by degrees at the ch�ll�ng
complex�on of h�s thoughts. He could hardly yet despa�r, but he was
strong enough to �mpose s�lence upon the tumultuous outcr�es of h�s
heart. In exact proport�on, however, as Madame suspected th�s
change of feel�ng, she redoubled her act�v�ty to rega�n the ray of l�ght
she was about to lose; her t�m�d and �ndec�s�ve m�nd was d�splayed
�n br�ll�ant flashes of w�t and humor. At any cost she felt that she



must be remarked above everyth�ng and every one, even above the
k�ng h�mself. And she was so, for the queens, notw�thstand�ng the�r
d�gn�ty, and the k�ng, desp�te the respect wh�ch et�quette requ�red,
were all ecl�psed by her. The queens, stately and ceremon�ous, were
softened and could not restra�n the�r laughter. Madame Henr�ette, the
queen-mother, was dazzled by the br�ll�ancy wh�ch cast d�st�nct�on
upon her fam�ly, thanks to the w�t of the grand-daughter of Henry IV.
The k�ng, jealous, as a young man and as a monarch, of the
super�or�ty of those who surrounded h�m, could not res�st adm�tt�ng
h�mself vanqu�shed by a petulance so thoroughly French �n �ts
nature, whose energy more than ever �ncreased by Engl�sh humor.
L�ke a ch�ld, he was capt�vated by her rad�ant beauty, wh�ch her w�t
made st�ll more dazzl�ng. Madame’s eyes flashed l�ke l�ghtn�ng. W�t
and humor escaped from her scarlet l�ps l�ke persuas�on from the l�ps
of Nestor of old. The whole court, subdued by her enchant�ng grace,
not�ced for the f�rst t�me that laughter could be �ndulged �n before the
greatest monarch �n the world, l�ke people who mer�ted the�r
appellat�on of the w�tt�est and most pol�shed people �n Europe.

Madame, from that even�ng, ach�eved and enjoyed a success
capable of bew�lder�ng all not born to those alt�tudes termed thrones;
wh�ch, �n sp�te of the�r elevat�on, are sheltered from such g�dd�ness.
From that very moment Lou�s XIV. acknowledged Madame as a
person to be recogn�zed. Buck�ngham regarded her as a coquette
deserv�ng the cruelest tortures, and De Gu�che looked upon her as a
d�v�n�ty; the court�ers as a star whose l�ght m�ght some day become
the focus of all favor and power. And yet Lou�s XIV., a few years
prev�ously, had not even condescended to offer h�s hand to that “ugly
g�rl” for a ballet; and Buck�ngham had worsh�pped th�s coquette “on
both knees.” De Gu�che had once looked upon th�s d�v�n�ty as a mere
woman; and the court�ers had not dared to extol th�s star �n her
upward progress, fearful to d�sgust the monarch whom such a dull
star had formerly d�spleased.

Let us see what was tak�ng place dur�ng th�s memorable
even�ng at the k�ng’s card-table. The young queen, although Span�sh
by b�rth, and the n�ece of Anne of Austr�a, loved the k�ng, and could
not conceal her affect�on. Anne of Austr�a, a keen observer, l�ke all
women, and �mper�ous, l�ke every queen, was sens�ble of Madame’s



power, and acqu�esced �n �t �mmed�ately, a c�rcumstance wh�ch
�nduced the young queen to ra�se the s�ege and ret�re to her
apartments. The k�ng hardly pa�d any attent�on to her departure,
notw�thstand�ng the pretended symptoms of �nd�spos�t�on by wh�ch �t
was accompan�ed. Encouraged by the rules of et�quette, wh�ch he
had begun to �ntroduce at the court as an element of every relat�on
of l�fe, Lou�s XIV. d�d not d�sturb h�mself; he offered h�s hand to
Madame w�thout look�ng at Mons�eur h�s brother, and led the young
pr�ncess to the door of her apartments. It was remarked, that at the
threshold of the door, h�s majesty, freed from every restra�nt, or not
equal to the s�tuat�on, s�ghed very deeply. The lad�es present—
noth�ng escapes a woman’s glance—Mademo�selle Montala�s, for
�nstance—d�d not fa�l to say to each other, “the k�ng s�ghed,” and
“Madame s�ghed too.” Th�s had been �ndeed the case. Madame had
s�ghed very no�selessly, but w�th an accompan�ment very far more
dangerous for the k�ng’s repose. Madame had s�ghed, f�rst clos�ng
her beaut�ful black eyes, next open�ng them, and then, laden, as they
were, w�th an �ndescr�bable mournfulness of express�on, she had
ra�sed them towards the k�ng, whose face at that moment v�s�bly
he�ghtened �n color. The consequence of these blushes, of those
�nterchanged s�ghs, and of th�s royal ag�tat�on, was, that Montala�s
had comm�tted an �nd�scret�on wh�ch had certa�nly affected her
compan�on, for Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, less clear s�ghted,
perhaps, turned pale when the k�ng blushed; and her attendance
be�ng requ�red upon Madame, she trembl�ngly followed the pr�ncess
w�thout th�nk�ng of tak�ng the gloves, wh�ch court et�quette requ�red
her to do. True �t �s that the young country g�rl m�ght allege as her
excuse the ag�tat�on �nto wh�ch the k�ng seemed to be thrown, for
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, bus�ly engaged �n clos�ng the door, had
�nvoluntar�ly f�xed her eyes upon the k�ng, who, as he ret�red
backwards, had h�s face towards �t. The k�ng returned to the room
where the card-tables were set out. He w�shed to speak to the
d�fferent persons there, but �t was easy to see that h�s m�nd was
absent. He jumbled d�fferent accounts together, wh�ch was taken
advantage of by some of the noblemen who had reta�ned those
hab�ts s�nce the t�me of Mons�eur Mazar�n—who had a poor memory,
but was a good calculator. In th�s way, Mons�eur Man�camp, w�th a



thoughtless and absent a�r—for M. Man�camp was the honestest
man �n the world, appropr�ated twenty thousand francs, wh�ch were
l�tter�ng the table, and wh�ch d�d not seem to belong to any person �n
part�cular. In the same way, Mons�eur de Wardes, whose head was
doubtless a l�ttle bew�ldered by the occurrences of the even�ng,
somehow forgot to leave beh�nd h�m the s�xty double lou�s wh�ch he
had won for the Duke of Buck�ngham, and wh�ch the duke,
�ncapable, l�ke h�s father, of so�l�ng h�s hands w�th co�n of any sort,
had left ly�ng on the table before h�m. The k�ng only recovered h�s
attent�on �n some degree at the moment that Mons�eur Colbert, who
had been narrowly observant for some m�nutes, approached, and,
doubtless, w�th great respect, yet w�th much perseverance,
wh�spered a counsel of some sort �nto the st�ll t�ngl�ng ears of the
k�ng. The k�ng, at the suggest�on, l�stened w�th renewed attent�on
and �mmed�ately look�ng around h�m, sa�d, “Is Mons�eur Fouquet no
longer here?”

“Yes, s�re, I am here,” repl�ed the super�ntendent, t�ll then
engaged w�th Buck�ngham, and approached the k�ng, who advanced
a step towards h�m w�th a sm�l�ng yet negl�gent a�r. “Forg�ve me,”
sa�d Lou�s, “�f I �nterrupt your conversat�on; but I cla�m your attent�on
wherever I may requ�re your serv�ces.”

“I am always at the k�ng’s serv�ce,” repl�ed Fouquet.
“And your cash-box, too,” sa�d the k�ng, laugh�ng w�th a false

sm�le.
“My cash-box more than anyth�ng else,” sa�d Fouquet, coldly.
“The fact �s, I w�sh to g�ve a fete at Fonta�nebleau—to keep

open house for f�fteen days, and I shall requ�re—” and he stopped,
glanc�ng at Colbert. Fouquet wa�ted w�thout show�ng d�scomposure;
and the k�ng resumed, answer�ng Colbert’s �cy sm�le, “four m�ll�on
francs.”

“Four m�ll�on,” repeated Fouquet, bow�ng profoundly. And h�s
na�ls, bur�ed �n h�s bosom, were thrust �nto h�s flesh, but the tranqu�l
express�on of h�s face rema�ned unaltered. “When w�ll they be
requ�red, s�re?”

“Take your t�me,—I mean—no, no; as soon as poss�ble.”



“A certa�n t�me w�ll be necessary, s�re.”
“T�me!” excla�med Colbert, tr�umphantly.
“The t�me, mons�eur,” sa�d the super�ntendent, w�th the

haught�est d�sda�n, “s�mply to count the money; a m�ll�on can only be
drawn and we�ghed �n a day.”

“Four days, then,” sa�d Colbert.
“My clerks,” repl�ed Fouquet, address�ng h�mself to the k�ng, “w�ll

perform wonders on h�s majesty’s serv�ce, and the sum shall be
ready �n three days.”

It was for Colbert now to turn pale. Lou�s looked at h�m
aston�shed. Fouquet w�thdrew w�thout any parade or weakness,
sm�l�ng at h�s numerous fr�ends, �n whose countenances alone he
read the s�ncer�ty of the�r fr�endsh�p—an �nterest partak�ng of
compass�on. Fouquet, however, should not be judged by h�s sm�le,
for, �n real�ty, he felt as �f he had been str�cken by death. Drops of
blood beneath h�s coat sta�ned the f�ne l�nen that clothed h�s chest.
H�s dress concealed the blood, and h�s sm�le the rage wh�ch
devoured h�m. H�s domest�cs perce�ved, by the manner �n wh�ch he
approached h�s carr�age, that the�r master was not �n the best of
humors: the result of the�r d�scernment was, that h�s orders were
executed w�th that exact�tude of maneuver wh�ch �s found on board a
man-of-war, commanded dur�ng a storm by an �ll-tempered capta�n.
The carr�age, therefore, d�d not s�mply roll along—�t flew. Fouquet
had hardly t�me to recover h�mself dur�ng the dr�ve; on h�s arr�val he
went at once to Aram�s, who had not yet ret�red for the n�ght. As for
Porthos, he had supped very agreeably off a roast leg of mutton, two
pheasants, and a perfect heap of cray-f�sh; he then d�rected h�s body
to be ano�nted w�th perfumed o�ls, �n the manner of the wrestlers of
old; and when th�s ano�ntment was completed, he had h�mself
wrapped �n flannels and placed �n a warm bed. Aram�s, as we have
already sa�d, had not ret�red. Seated at h�s ease �n a velvet dress�ng-
gown, he wrote letter after letter �n that f�ne and hurr�ed handwr�t�ng,
a page of wh�ch conta�ned a quarter of a volume. The door was
thrown hurr�edly open, and the super�ntendent appeared, pale,
ag�tated, anx�ous. Aram�s looked up: “Good-even�ng,” sa�d he; and
h�s search�ng look detected h�s host’s sadness and d�sordered state



of m�nd. “Was your play as good as h�s majesty’s?” asked Aram�s, by
way of beg�nn�ng the conversat�on.

Fouquet threw h�mself upon a couch, and then po�nted to the
door to the servant who had followed h�m; when the servant had left
he sa�d, “Excellent.”

Aram�s, who had followed every movement w�th h�s eyes,
not�ced that he stretched h�mself upon the cush�ons w�th a sort of
fever�sh �mpat�ence. “You have lost as usual?” �nqu�red Aram�s, h�s
pen st�ll �n h�s hand.

“Even more than usual,” repl�ed Fouquet.
“You know how to support losses?”
“Somet�mes.”
“What, Mons�eur Fouquet a bad player!”
“There �s play and play, Mons�eur d’Herblay.”
“How much have you lost?” �nqu�red Aram�s, w�th a sl�ght

uneas�ness.
Fouquet collected h�mself a moment, and then, w�thout the

sl�ghtest emot�on, sa�d, “The even�ng has cost me four m�ll�ons,” and
a b�tter laugh drowned the last v�brat�on of these words.

Aram�s, who d�d not expect such an amount, dropped h�s pen.
“Four m�ll�ons,” he sa�d; “you have lost four m�ll�ons,—�mposs�ble!”

“Mons�eur Colbert held my cards for me,” repl�ed the
super�ntendent, w�th a s�m�lar b�tter laugh.

“Ah, now I understand; so, so, a new appl�cat�on for funds?”
“Yes, and from the k�ng’s own l�ps. It was �mposs�ble to ru�n a

man w�th a more charm�ng sm�le. What do you th�nk of �t?”
“It �s clear that your destruct�on �s the object �n v�ew.”
“That �s your op�n�on?”
“St�ll. Bes�des, there �s noth�ng �n �t wh�ch should aston�sh you,

for we have foreseen �t all along.”
“Yes; but I d�d not expect four m�ll�ons.”
“No doubt the amount �s ser�ous, but, after all, four m�ll�ons are

not qu�te the death of a man, espec�ally when the man �n quest�on �s



Mons�eur Fouquet.”
“My dear D’Herblay, �f you knew the contents of my coffers, you

would be less easy.”
“And you prom�sed?”
“What could I do?”
“That’s true.”
“The very day I refuse, Colbert w�ll procure the money; whence I

know not, but he w�ll procure �t: and I shall be lost.”
“There �s no doubt of that. In how many days d�d you prom�se

the four m�ll�ons?”
“In three days. The k�ng seemed exceed�ngly pressed.”
“In three days?”
“When I th�nk,” resumed Fouquet, “that just now as I passed

along the streets, the people cr�ed out, ‘There �s the r�ch Mons�eur
Fouquet,’ �t �s enough to turn my bra�n.”

“Stay, mons�eur, the matter �s not worth so much trouble,” sa�d
Aram�s, calmly, spr�nkl�ng some sand over the letter he had just
wr�tten.

“Suggest a remedy, then, for th�s ev�l w�thout a remedy.”
“There �s only one remedy for you,—pay.”
“But �t �s very uncerta�n whether I have the money. Everyth�ng

must be exhausted; Belle-Isle �s pa�d for; the pens�on has been pa�d;
and money, s�nce the �nvest�gat�on of the accounts of those who
farm the revenue, �s scarce. Bes�des, adm�tt�ng that I pay th�s t�me,
how can I do so on another occas�on? When k�ngs have tasted
money, they are l�ke t�gers who have tasted flesh, they devour
everyth�ng. The day w�ll arr�ve—must arr�ve—when I shall have to
say, ‘Imposs�ble, s�re,’ and on that very day I am a lost man.”

Aram�s ra�sed h�s shoulders sl�ghtly, say�ng:
“A man �n your pos�t�on, my lord, �s only lost when he w�shes to

be so.”
“A man, whatever h�s pos�t�on may be, cannot hope to struggle

aga�nst a k�ng.”



“Nonsense; when I was young I wrestled successfully w�th the
Card�nal R�chel�eu, who was k�ng of France,—nay more—card�nal.”

“Where are my arm�es, my troops, my treasures? I have not
even Belle-Isle.”

“Bah! necess�ty �s the mother of �nvent�on, and when you th�nk
all �s lost, someth�ng w�ll be d�scovered wh�ch w�ll retr�eve
everyth�ng.”

“Who w�ll d�scover th�s wonderful someth�ng?”
“Yourself.”
“I! I res�gn my off�ce of �nventor.”
“Then I w�ll.”
“Be �t so. But set to work w�thout delay.”
“Oh! we have t�me enough!”
“You k�ll me, D’Herblay, w�th your calmness,” sa�d the

super�ntendent, pass�ng h�s handkerch�ef over h�s face.
“Do you not remember that I one day told you not to make

yourself uneasy, �f you possessed courage? Have you any?”
“I bel�eve so.”
“Then don’t make yourself uneasy.”
“It �s dec�ded then, that, at the last moment, you w�ll come to my

ass�stance.”
“It w�ll only be the repayment of a debt I owe you.”
“It �s the vocat�on of f�nanc�ers to ant�c�pate the wants of men

such as yourself, D’Herblay.”
“If obl�g�ngness �s the vocat�on of f�nanc�ers, char�ty �s the v�rtue

of the clergy. Only, on th�s occas�on, do you act, mons�eur. You are
not yet suff�c�ently reduced, and at the last moment we w�ll see what
�s to be done.”

“We shall see, then, �n a very short t�me.”
“Very well. However, perm�t me to tell you that, personally, I

regret exceed�ngly that you are at present so short of money,
because I myself was about to ask you for some.”

“For yourself?”



“For myself, or some of my people, for m�ne or for ours.”
“How much do you want?”
“Be easy on that score; a round�sh sum, �t �s true, but not too

exorb�tant.”
“Tell me the amount.”
“F�fty thousand francs.”
“Oh! a mere noth�ng. Of course one has always f�fty thousand

francs. Why the deuce cannot that knave Colbert be as eas�ly
sat�sf�ed as you are—and I should g�ve myself far less trouble than I
do. When do you need th�s sum?”

“To-morrow morn�ng; but you w�sh to know �ts dest�nat�on?”
“Nay, nay, cheval�er, I need no explanat�on.”
“To-morrow �s the f�rst of June.”
“Well?”
“One of our bonds becomes due.”
“I d�d not know we had any bonds.”
“Certa�nly, to-morrow we pay our last th�rd �nstalment.”
“What th�rd?”
“Of the one hundred and f�fty thousand francs to Ba�semeaux.”
“Ba�semeaux? Who �s he?”
“The governor of the Bast�le.”
“Yes, I remember. On what grounds am I to pay one hundred

and f�fty thousand francs for that man.”
“On account of the appo�ntment wh�ch he, or rather we,

purchased from Louv�ere and Tremblay.”
“I have a very vague recollect�on of the matter.”
“That �s l�kely enough, for you have so many affa�rs to attend to.

However, I do not bel�eve you have any affa�r �n the world of greater
�mportance than th�s one.”

“Tell me, then, why we purchased th�s appo�ntment.”
“Why, �n order to render h�m a serv�ce �n the f�rst place, and

afterwards ourselves.”



“Ourselves? You are jok�ng.”
“Monse�gneur, the t�me may come when the governor of the

Bast�le may prove a very excellent acqua�ntance.”
“I have not the good fortune to understand you, D’Herblay.”
“Monse�gneur, we had our own poets, our own eng�neer, our

own arch�tect, our own mus�c�ans, our own pr�nter, and our own
pa�nters; we needed our own governor of the Bast�le.”

“Do you th�nk so?”
“Let us not dece�ve ourselves, monse�gneur; we are very much

opposed to pay�ng the Bast�le a v�s�t,” added the prelate, d�splay�ng,
beneath h�s pale l�ps, teeth wh�ch were st�ll the same beaut�ful teeth
so much adm�red th�rty years prev�ously by Mar�e M�chon.

“And you th�nk �t �s not too much to pay one hundred and f�fty
thousand francs for that? I thought you generally put out money at
better �nterest than that.”

“The day w�ll come when you w�ll adm�t your m�stake.”
“My dear D’Herblay, the very day on wh�ch a man enters the

Bast�le, he �s no longer protected by h�s past.”
“Yes, he �s, �f the bonds are perfectly regular; bes�des, that good

fellow Ba�semeaux has not a court�er’s heart. I am certa�n, my lord,
that he w�ll not rema�n ungrateful for that money, w�thout tak�ng �nto
account, I repeat, that I reta�n the acknowledgements.”

“It �s a strange affa�r! usury �n a matter of benevolence.”
“Do not m�x yourself up w�th �t, monse�gneur; �f there be usury, �t

�s I who pract�ce �t, and both of us reap the advantage from �t—that �s
all.”

“Some �ntr�gue, D’Herblay?”
“I do not deny �t.”
“And Ba�semeaux an accompl�ce �n �t?”
“Why not?—there are worse accompl�ces than he. May I

depend, then, upon the f�ve thousand p�stoles to-morrow?”
“Do you want them th�s even�ng?”



“It would be better, for I w�sh to start early; poor Ba�semeaux w�ll
not be able to �mag�ne what has be become of me, and must be
upon thorns.”

“You shall have the amount �n an hour. Ah, D’Herblay, the
�nterest of your one hundred and f�fty thousand francs w�ll never pay
my four m�ll�ons for me.”

“Why not, monse�gneur?”
“Good-n�ght, I have bus�ness to transact w�th my clerks before I

ret�re.”
“A good n�ght’s rest, monse�gneur.”
“D’Herblay, you w�sh th�ngs that are �mposs�ble.”
“Shall I have my f�fty thousand francs th�s even�ng?”
“Yes.”
“Go to sleep, then, �n perfect safety—�t �s I who tell you to do

so.”
Notw�thstand�ng th�s assurance, and the tone �n wh�ch �t was

g�ven, Fouquet left the room shak�ng h�s head, and heav�ng a s�gh.



Chapter XXIII. M. Ba�semeaux de
Montlezun’s Accounts.

The clock of St. Paul was str�k�ng seven as Aram�s, on
horseback, dressed as a s�mple c�t�zen, that �s to say, �n colored su�t,
w�th no d�st�nct�ve mark about h�m, except a k�nd of hunt�ng-kn�fe by
h�s s�de, passed before the Rue du Pet�t-Musc, and stopped
oppos�te the Rue des Tournelles, at the gate of the Bast�le. Two
sent�nels were on duty at the gate; they made no d�ff�culty about
adm�tt�ng Aram�s, who entered w�thout d�smount�ng, and they
po�nted out the way he was to go by a long passage w�th bu�ld�ngs
on both s�des. Th�s passage led to the drawbr�dge, or, �n other
words, to the real entrance. The drawbr�dge was down, and the duty
of the day was about be�ng entered upon. The sent�nel at the outer
guardhouse stopped Aram�s’s further progress, ask�ng h�m, �n a
rough tone of vo�ce, what had brought h�m there. Aram�s expla�ned,
w�th h�s usual pol�teness, that a w�sh to speak to M. Ba�semeaux de
Montlezun had occas�oned h�s v�s�t. The f�rst sent�nel then
summoned a second sent�nel, stat�oned w�th�n an �nner lodge, who
showed h�s face at the grat�ng, and �nspected the new arr�val most
attent�vely. Aram�s re�terated the express�on of h�s w�sh to see the
governor; whereupon the sent�nel called to an off�cer of lower grade,
who was walk�ng about �n a tolerably spac�ous courtyard and who, �n
turn, on be�ng �nformed of h�s object, ran to seek one of the off�cers
of the governor’s staff. The latter, after hav�ng l�stened to Aram�s’s
request, begged h�m to wa�t a moment, then went away a short
d�stance, but returned to ask h�s name. “I cannot tell �t you,
mons�eur,” sa�d Aram�s; “I need only ment�on that I have matters of
such �mportance to commun�cate to the governor, that I can only rely
beforehand upon one th�ng, that M. de Ba�semeaux w�ll be del�ghted
to see me; nay, more than that, when you have told h�m that �t �s the
person whom he expected on the f�rst of June, I am conv�nced he
w�ll hasten here h�mself.” The off�cer could not poss�bly bel�eve that a



man of the governor’s �mportance should put h�mself out for a person
of so l�ttle �mportance as the c�t�zen-look�ng v�s�tor on horseback. “It
happens most fortunately, mons�eur,” he sa�d, “that the governor �s
just go�ng out, and you can perce�ve h�s carr�age w�th the horses
already harnessed, �n the courtyard yonder; there w�ll be no occas�on
for h�m to come to meet you, as he w�ll see you as he passes by.”
Aram�s bowed to s�gn�fy h�s assent; he d�d not w�sh to �nsp�re others
w�th too exalted an op�n�on of h�mself, and therefore wa�ted pat�ently
and �n s�lence, lean�ng upon the saddle-bow of h�s horse. Ten
m�nutes had hardly elapsed when the governor’s carr�age was
observed to move. The governor appeared at the door, and got �nto
the carr�age, wh�ch �mmed�ately prepared to start. The same
ceremony was observed for the governor h�mself as w�th a
suspected stranger; the sent�nel at the lodge advanced as the
carr�age was about to pass under the arch, and the governor opened
the carr�age-door, h�mself sett�ng the example of obed�ence to
orders; so that, �n th�s way, the sent�nel could conv�nce h�mself that
no one qu�tted the Bast�le �mproperly. The carr�age rolled along
under the archway, but at the moment the �ron-gate was opened, the
off�cer approached the carr�age, wh�ch had aga�n been stopped, and
sa�d someth�ng to the governor, who �mmed�ately put h�s head out of
the door-way, and perce�ved Aram�s on horseback at the end of the
drawbr�dge. He �mmed�ately uttered almost a shout of del�ght, and
got out, or rather darted out of h�s carr�age, runn�ng towards Aram�s,
whose hands he se�zed, mak�ng a thousand apolog�es. He almost
embraced h�m. “What a d�ff�cult matter to enter the Bast�le!” sa�d
Aram�s. “Is �t the same for those who are sent here aga�nst the�r
w�lls, as for those who come of the�r own accord?”

“A thousand pardons, my lord. How del�ghted I am to see your
Grace!”

“Hush! What are you th�nk�ng of, my dear M. Ba�semeaux? What
do you suppose would be thought of a b�shop �n my present
costume?”

“Pray, excuse me, I had forgotten. Take th�s gentleman’s horse
to the stables,” cr�ed Ba�semeaux.



“No, no,” sa�d Aram�s; “I have f�ve thousand p�stoles �n the
saddle-bags.”

The governor’s countenance became so rad�ant, that �f the
pr�soners had seen h�m they would have �mag�ned some pr�nce of
the royal blood had arr�ved. “Yes, you are r�ght, the horse shall be
taken to the government house. W�ll you get �nto the carr�age, my
dear M. d’Herblay? and �t shall take us back to my house.”

“Get �nto a carr�age to cross a courtyard! do you bel�eve I am so
great an �nval�d? No, no, we w�ll go on foot.”

Ba�semeaux then offered h�s arm as a support, but the prelate
d�d not accept �t. They arr�ved �n th�s manner at the government
house, Ba�semeaux rubb�ng h�s hands and glanc�ng at the horse
from t�me to t�me, wh�le Aram�s was look�ng at the bleak bare walls.
A tolerably handsome vest�bule and a sta�rcase of wh�te stone led to
the governor’s apartments, who crossed the ante-chamber, the
d�n�ng-room, where breakfast was be�ng prepared, opened a small
s�de door, and closeted h�mself w�th h�s guest �n a large cab�net, the
w�ndows of wh�ch opened obl�quely upon the courtyard and the
stables. Ba�semeaux �nstalled the prelate w�th that all-�nclus�ve
pol�teness of wh�ch a good man, or a grateful man, alone possesses
the secret. An arm-cha�r, a footstool, a small table bes�de h�m, on
wh�ch to rest h�s hand, everyth�ng was prepared by the governor
h�mself. W�th h�s own hands, too, he placed upon the table, w�th
much sol�c�tude, the bag conta�n�ng the gold, wh�ch one of the
sold�ers had brought up w�th the most respectful devot�on; and the
sold�er hav�ng left the room, Ba�semeaux h�mself closed the door
after h�m, drew as�de one of the w�ndow-curta�ns, and looked
steadfastly at Aram�s to see �f the prelate requ�red anyth�ng further.

“Well, my lord,” he sa�d, st�ll stand�ng up, “of all men of the�r
word, you st�ll cont�nue to be the most punctual.”

“In matters of bus�ness, dear M. de Ba�semeaux, exact�tude �s
not a v�rtue only, �t �s a duty as well.”

“Yes, �n matters of bus�ness, certa�nly; but what you have w�th
me �s not of that character; �t �s a serv�ce you are render�ng me.”

“Come, confess, dear M. de Ba�semeaux, that, notw�thstand�ng
th�s exact�tude, you have not been w�thout a l�ttle uneas�ness.”



“About your health, I certa�nly have,” stammered out
Ba�semeaux.

“I w�shed to come here yesterday, but I was not able, as I was
too fat�gued,” cont�nued Aram�s. Ba�semeaux anx�ously sl�pped
another cush�on beh�nd h�s guest’s back. “But,” cont�nued Aram�s, “I
prom�sed myself to come and pay you a v�s�t to-day, early �n the
morn�ng.”

“You are really very k�nd, my lord.”
“And �t was a good th�ng for me I was punctual, I th�nk.”
“What do you mean?”
“Yes, you were go�ng out.” At wh�ch latter remark Ba�semeaux

colored and sa�d, “It �s true I was go�ng out.”
“Then I prevent you,” sa�d Aram�s; whereupon the

embarrassment of Ba�semeaux became v�s�bly greater. “I am putt�ng
you to �nconven�ence,” he cont�nued, f�x�ng a keen glace upon the
poor governor; “�f I had known that, I should not have come.”

“How can your lordsh�p �mag�ne that you could ever
�nconven�ence me?”

“Confess you were go�ng �n search of money.”
“No,” stammered out Ba�semeaux, “no! I assure you I was go�ng

to—”
“Does the governor st�ll �ntend to go to M. Fouquet?” suddenly

called out the major from below. Ba�semeaux ran to the w�ndow l�ke
a madman. “No, no,” he excla�med �n a state of desperat�on, “who
the deuce �s speak�ng of M. Fouquet? are you drunk below there?
why am I �nterrupted when I am engaged on bus�ness?”

“You were go�ng to M. Fouquet’s,” sa�d Aram�s, b�t�ng h�s l�ps, “to
M. Fouquet, the abbe, or the super�ntendent?”

Ba�semeaux almost made up h�s m�nd to tell an untruth, but he
could not summon courage to do so. “To the super�ntendent,” he
sa�d.

“It �s true, then, that you were �n want of money, s�nce you were
go�ng to a person who g�ves �t away!”

“I assure you, my lord—”



“You were afra�d?”
“My dear lord, �t was the uncerta�nty and �gnorance �n wh�ch I

was as to where you were to be found.”
“You would have found the money you requ�re at M. Fouquet’s,

for he �s a man whose hand �s always open.”
“I swear that I should never have ventured to ask M. Fouquet for

money. I only w�shed to ask h�m for your address.”
“To ask M. Fouquet for my address?” excla�med Aram�s,

open�ng h�s eyes �n real aston�shment.
“Yes,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, greatly d�sturbed by the glance wh�ch

the prelate f�xed upon h�m,—“at M. Fouquet’s certa�nly.”
“There �s no harm �n that, dear M. Ba�semeaux, only I would

ask, why ask my address of M. Fouquet?”
“That I m�ght wr�te to you.”
“I understand,” sa�d Aram�s sm�l�ng, “but that �s not what I

meant; I do not ask you what you requ�red my address for: I only ask
why you should go to M. Fouquet for �t?”

“Oh!” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “as Belle-Isle �s the property of M.
Fouquet, and as Belle-Isle �s �n the d�ocese of Vannes, and as you
are b�shop of Vannes—”

“But, my dear Ba�semeaux, s�nce you knew I was b�shop of
Vannes, you had no occas�on to ask M. Fouquet for my address.”

“Well, mons�eur,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, completely at bay, “�f I have
acted �nd�screetly, I beg your pardon most s�ncerely.”

“Nonsense,” observed Aram�s calmly: “how can you poss�bly
have acted �nd�screetly?” And wh�le he composed h�s face, and
cont�nued to sm�le cheerfully on the governor, he was cons�der�ng
how Ba�semeaux, who was not aware of h�s address, knew,
however, that Vannes was h�s res�dence. “I shall clear all th�s up,” he
sa�d to h�mself; and then speak�ng aloud, added,—“Well, my dear
governor shall we now arrange our l�ttle accounts?”

“I am at your orders, my lord; but tell me beforehand, my lord,
whether you w�ll do me the honor to breakfast w�th me as usual?”

“Very w�ll�ngly, �ndeed.”



“That’s well,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, as he struck the bell before h�m
three t�mes.

“What does that mean?” �nqu�red Aram�s.
“That I have some one to breakfast w�th me, and that

preparat�ons are to be made accord�ngly.”
“And you rang thr�ce. Really, my dear governor, I beg�n to th�nk

you are act�ng ceremon�ously w�th me.”
“No, �ndeed. Bes�des, the least I can do �s to rece�ve you �n the

best way I can.”
“But why so?”
“Because not even a pr�nce could have done what you have

done for me.”
“Nonsense! nonsense!”
“Nay, I assure you—”
“Let us speak of other matters,” sa�d Aram�s. “Or rather, tell me

how your affa�rs here are gett�ng on.”
“Not over well.”
“The deuce!”
“M. de Mazar�n was not hard enough.”
“Yes, I see; you requ�re a government full of susp�c�on—l�ke that

of the old card�nal, for �nstance.”
“Yes; matters went on better under h�m. The brother of h�s ‘gray

em�nence’ made h�s fortune here.”
“Bel�eve me, my dear governor,” sa�d Aram�s, draw�ng closer to

Ba�semeaux, “a young k�ng �s well worth an old card�nal. Youth has
�ts susp�c�ons, �ts f�ts of anger, �ts prejud�ces, as old age has �ts
hatreds, �ts precaut�ons, and �ts fears. Have you pa�d your three
years’ prof�ts to Louv�dre and Tremblay?”

“Most certa�nly I have.”
“So that you have noth�ng more to g�ve them than the f�fty

thousand francs I have brought w�th me?”
“Noth�ng.”
“Have you not saved anyth�ng, then?”



“My lord, �n g�v�ng the f�fty thousand francs of my own to these
gentlemen, I assure you that I gave them everyth�ng I ga�n. I told M.
d’Artagnan so yesterday even�ng.”

“Ah!” sa�d Aram�s, whose eyes sparkled for a moment, but
became �mmed�ately afterwards as unmoved as before; “so you
have been to see my old fr�end D’Artagnan; how was he?”

“Wonderfully well.”
“And what d�d you say to h�m, M. de Ba�semeaux?”
“I told h�m,” cont�nued the governor, not perce�v�ng h�s own

thoughtlessness; “I told h�m that I fed my pr�soners too well.”
“How many have you?” �nqu�red Aram�s, �n an �nd�fferent tone of

vo�ce.
“S�xty.”
“Well, that �s a tolerably round number.”
“In former t�mes, my lord, there were, dur�ng certa�n years, as

many as two hundred.”
“St�ll a m�n�mum of s�xty �s not to be grumbled at.”
“Perhaps not; for, to anybody but myself, each pr�soner would

br�ng �n two hundred and f�fty p�stoles; for �nstance, for a pr�nce of
the blood I have f�fty francs a day.”

“Only you have no pr�nce of the blood; at least, I suppose so,”
sa�d Aram�s, w�th a sl�ght tremor �n h�s vo�ce.

“No, thank heaven!—I mean, no, unfortunately.”
“What do you mean by unfortunately?”
“Because my appo�ntment would be �mproved by �t. So f�fty

francs per day for a pr�nce of the blood, th�rty-s�x for a marechal of
France—”

“But you have as many marechals of France, I suppose, as you
have pr�nces of the blood?”

“Alas! no more. It �s true l�eutenant-generals and br�gad�ers pay
twenty-s�x francs, and I have two of them. After that, come counc�lors
of parl�ament, who br�ng me f�fteen francs, and I have s�x of them.”



“I d�d not know,” sa�d Aram�s, “that counc�lors were so
product�ve.”

“Yes; but from f�fteen francs I s�nk at once to ten francs; namely,
for an ord�nary judge, and for an eccles�ast�c.”

“And you have seven, you say; an excellent affa�r.”
“Nay, a bad one, and for th�s reason. How can I poss�bly treat

these poor fellows, who are of some good, at all events, otherw�se
than as a counc�lor of parl�ament?”

“Yes, you are r�ght; I do not see f�ve francs d�fference between
them.”

“You understand; �f I have a f�ne f�sh, I pay four or f�ve francs for
�t; �f I get a f�ne fowl, �t cost me a franc and a half. I fatten a good deal
of poultry, but I have to buy gra�n, and you cannot �mag�ne the army
of rats that �nfest th�s place.”

“Why not get half a dozen cats to deal w�th them?”
“Cats, �ndeed; yes, they eat them, but I was obl�ged to g�ve up

the �dea because of the way �n wh�ch they treated my gra�n. I have
been obl�ged to have some terr�er dogs sent me from England to k�ll
the rats. These dogs, unfortunately, have tremendous appet�tes; they
eat as much as a pr�soner of the f�fth order, w�thout tak�ng �nto
account the rabb�ts and fowls they k�ll.”

Was Aram�s really l�sten�ng or not? No one could have told; h�s
downcast eyes showed the attent�ve man, but the restless hand
betrayed the man absorbed �n thought—Aram�s was med�tat�ng.

“I was say�ng,” cont�nued Ba�semeaux, “that a good-s�zed fowl
costs me a franc and a half, and that a f�ne f�sh costs me four or f�ve
francs. Three meals are served at the Bast�le, and, as the pr�soners,
hav�ng noth�ng to do, are always eat�ng, a ten-franc man costs me
seven francs and a half.”

“But d�d you not say that you treated those at ten francs l�ke
those at f�fteen?”

“Yes, certa�nly.”
“Very well! Then you ga�n seven francs and a half upon those

who pay you f�fteen francs.”



“I must compensate myself somehow,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, who
saw how he had been snapped up.

“You are qu�te r�ght, my dear governor; but have you no
pr�soners below ten francs?”

“Oh, yes! we have c�t�zens and barr�sters at f�ve francs.”
“And do they eat, too?”
“Not a doubt about �t; only you understand that they do not get

f�sh or poultry, nor r�ch w�nes at every meal; but at all events thr�ce a
week they have a good d�sh at the�r d�nner.”

“Really, you are qu�te a ph�lanthrop�st, my dear governor, and
you w�ll ru�n yourself.”

“No; understand me; when the f�fteen-franc has not eaten h�s
fowl, or the ten-franc has left h�s d�sh unf�n�shed, I send �t to the f�ve-
franc pr�soner; �t �s a feast for the poor dev�l, and one must be
char�table, you know.”

“And what do you make out of your f�ve-franc pr�soners?”
“A franc and a half.”
“Ba�semeaux, you’re an honest fellow; �n honest truth I say so.”
“Thank you, my lord. But I feel most for the small tradesmen and

ba�l�ffs’ clerks, who are rated at three francs. They do not often see
Rh�ne carp or Channel sturgeon.”

“But do not the f�ve-franc gentlemen somet�mes leave some
scraps?”

“Oh! my lord, do not bel�eve I am so st�ngy as that; I del�ght the
heart of some poor l�ttle tradesman or clerk by send�ng h�m a w�ng of
a red partr�dge, a sl�ce of ven�son, or a sl�ce of a truffled pasty,
d�shes wh�ch he never tasted except �n h�s dreams; these are the
leav�ngs of the twenty-four-franc pr�soners; and as he eats and
dr�nks, at dessert he cr�es ‘Long l�ve the K�ng,’ and blesses the
Bast�le; w�th a couple bottles of champagne, wh�ch cost me f�ve
sous, I make h�m t�psy every Sunday. That class of people call down
bless�ngs upon me, and are sorry to leave the pr�son. Do you know
that I have remarked, and �t does me �nf�n�te honor, that certa�n
pr�soners, who have been set at l�berty, have, almost �mmed�ately



afterwards, got �mpr�soned aga�n? Why should th�s be the case,
unless �t be to enjoy the pleasures of my k�tchen? It �s really the fact.”

Aram�s sm�led w�th an express�on of �ncredul�ty.
“You sm�le,” sa�d Ba�semeaux.
“I do,” returned Aram�s.
“I tell you that we have names wh�ch have been �nscr�bed on our

books thr�ce �n the space of two years.”
“I must see �t before I bel�eve �t,” sa�d Aram�s.
“Well, I can show �t to you, although �t �s proh�b�ted to

commun�cate the reg�sters to strangers; and �f you really w�sh to see
�t w�th your own eyes—”

“I should be del�ghted, I confess.”
“Very well,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, and he took out of a cupboard a

large reg�ster. Aram�s followed h�m most anx�ously w�th h�s eyes, and
Ba�semeaux returned, placed the reg�ster upon the table, and turned
over the leaves for a m�nute, and stayed at the letter M.

“Look here,” sa�d he, “Mart�n�er, January, 1659; Mart�n�er, June,
1660; Mart�n�er, March, 1661. Mazar�nades, etc.; you understand �t
was only a pretext; people were not sent to the Bast�le for jokes
aga�nst M. Mazar�n; the fellow denounced h�mself �n order to get
�mpr�soned here.”

“And what was h�s object?”
“None other than to return to my k�tchen at three francs a day.”
“Three francs—poor dev�l!”
“The poet, my lord, belongs to the lowest scale, the same style

of board as the small tradesman and ba�l�ff’s clerk; but I repeat, �t �s
to those people that I g�ve these l�ttle surpr�ses.”

Aram�s mechan�cally turned over the leaves of the reg�ster,
cont�nu�ng to read the names, but w�thout appear�ng to take any
�nterest �n the names he read.

“In 1661, you perce�ve,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “e�ghty entr�es; and �n
1659, e�ghty also.”

“Ah!” sa�d Aram�s. “Seldon; I seem to know that name. Was �t
not you who spoke to me about a certa�n young man?”



“Yes, a poor dev�l of a student, who made—What do you call
that where two Lat�n verses rhyme together?”

“A d�st�ch.”
“Yes; that �s �t.”
“Poor fellow; for a d�st�ch.”
“Do you know that he made th�s d�st�ch aga�nst the Jesu�ts?”
“That makes no d�fference; the pun�shment seems very severe.

Do not p�ty h�m; last year you seemed to �nterest yourself �n h�m.”
“Yes, I d�d so.”
“Well, as your �nterest �s all-powerful here, my lord, I have

treated h�m s�nce that t�me as a pr�soner at f�fteen francs.”
“The same as th�s one, then,” sa�d Aram�s, who had cont�nued

turn�ng over the leaves, and who had stopped at one of the names
wh�ch followed Mart�n�er.

“Yes, the same as that one.”
“Is that March�al� an Ital�an?” sa�d Aram�s, po�nt�ng w�th h�s f�nger

to the name wh�ch had attracted h�s attent�on.
“Hush!” sa�d Ba�semeaux.
“Why hush?” sa�d Aram�s, �nvoluntar�ly clench�ng h�s wh�te hand.
“I thought I had already spoken to you about that March�al�.”
“No, �t �s the f�rst t�me I ever heard h�s name pronounced.”
“That may be, but perhaps I have spoken to you about h�m

w�thout nam�ng h�m.”
“Is he an old offender?” asked Aram�s, attempt�ng to sm�le.
“On the contrary, he �s qu�te young.”
“Is h�s cr�me, then, very he�nous?”
“Unpardonable.”
“Has he assass�nated any one?”
“Bah!”
“An �ncend�ary, then?”
“Bah!”
“Has he slandered any one?”



“No, no! It �s he who—” and Ba�semeaux approached Aram�s’s
ear, mak�ng a sort of ear-trumpet of h�s hands, and wh�spered: “It �s
he who presumes to resemble the—”

“Yes, yes,” sa�d Aram�s; “I now remember you already spoke
about �t last year to me; but the cr�me appeared to me so sl�ght.”

“Sl�ght, do you say?”
“Or rather, so �nvoluntary.”
“My lord, �t �s not �nvoluntar�ly that such a resemblance �s

detected.”
“Well, the fact �s, I had forgotten �t. But, my dear host,” sa�d

Aram�s, clos�ng the reg�ster, “�f I am not m�staken, we are
summoned.”

Ba�semeaux took the reg�ster, hast�ly restored �t to �ts place �n
the closet, wh�ch he locked, and put the key �n h�s pocket. “W�ll �t be
agreeable to your lordsh�p to breakfast now?” sa�d he; “for you are
r�ght �n suppos�ng that breakfast was announced.”

“Assuredly, my dear governor,” and they passed �nto the d�n�ng-
room.





Chapter XXIV. The Breakfast at
Mons�eur de Ba�semeaux’s.

Aram�s was generally temperate; but on th�s occas�on, wh�le
tak�ng every care of h�s const�tut�on, he d�d ample just�ce to
Ba�semeaux’s breakfast, wh�ch, �n all respects, was most excellent.
The latter on h�s s�de, was an�mated w�th the w�ldest gayety; the
s�ght of the f�ve thousand p�stoles, wh�ch he glanced at from t�me to
t�me, seemed to open h�s heart. Every now and then he looked at
Aram�s w�th an express�on of the deepest grat�tude; wh�le the latter,
lean�ng back �n h�s cha�r, took a few s�ps of w�ne from h�s glass, w�th
the a�r of a conno�sseur. “Let me never hear any �ll words aga�nst the
fare of the Bast�le,” sa�d he, half clos�ng h�s eyes; “happy are the
pr�soners who can get only half a bottle of such Burgundy every
day.”

“All those at f�fteen francs dr�nk �t,” sa�d Ba�semeaux. “It �s very
old Volnay.”

“Does that poor student, Seldon, dr�nk such good w�ne?”
“Oh, no!”
“I thought I heard you say he was boarded at f�fteen francs.”
“He! no, �ndeed; a man who makes d�str�cts—d�st�chs I mean—

at f�fteen francs! No, no! �t �s h�s ne�ghbor who �s at f�fteen francs.”
“Wh�ch ne�ghbor?”
“The other, second Bertaud�ere.”
“Excuse me, my dear governor; but you speak a language wh�ch

requ�res qu�te an apprent�cesh�p to understand.”
“Very true,” sa�d the governor. “Allow me to expla�n: second

Bertaud�ere �s the person who occup�es the second floor of the tower
of the Bertaud�ere.”

“So that Bertaud�ere �s the name of one of the towers of the
Bast�le? The fact �s, I th�nk I recollect hear�ng that each tower has a



name of �ts own. Whereabouts �s the one you are speak�ng of?”
“Look,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, go�ng to the w�ndow. “It �s that tower

to the left—the second one.”
“Is the pr�soner at f�fteen francs there?”
“Yes.”
“S�nce when?”
“Seven or e�ght years, nearly.”
“What do you mean by nearly? Do you not know the dates more

prec�sely?”
“It was not �n my t�me, M. d’Herblay.”
“But I should have thought that Louv�ere or Tremblay would

have told you.”
“The secrets of the Bast�le are never handed over w�th the keys

of the governorsh�p.”
“Indeed! Then the cause of h�s �mpr�sonment �s a mystery—a

state secret.”
“Oh, no! I do not suppose �t �s a state secret, but a secret—l�ke

everyth�ng that happens at the Bast�le.”
“But,” sa�d Aram�s, “why do you speak more freely of Seldon

than of second Bertaud�ere?”
“Because, �n my op�n�on, the cr�me of the man who wr�tes a

d�st�ch �s not so great as that of the man who resembles—”
“Yes, yes; I understand you. St�ll, do not the turnkeys talk w�th

your pr�soners?”
“Of course.”
“The pr�soners, I suppose, tell them they are not gu�lty?”
“They are always tell�ng them that; �t �s a matter of course; the

same song over and over aga�n.”
“But does not the resemblance you were speak�ng about just

now str�ke the turnkeys?”
“My dear M. d’Herblay, �t �s only for men attached to the court,

as you are, to take trouble about such matters.”



“You’re r�ght, you’re r�ght, my dear M. Ba�semeaux. Let me g�ve
you another taste of th�s Volnay.”

“Not a taste merely, a full glass; f�ll yours too.”
“Nay, nay! You are a musketeer st�ll, to the very t�ps of your

f�ngers, wh�le I have become a b�shop. A taste for me; a glass for
yourself.”

“As you please.” And Aram�s and the governor nodded to each
other, as they drank the�r w�ne. “But,” sa�d Aram�s, look�ng w�th f�xed
attent�on at the ruby-colored w�ne he had ra�sed to the level of h�s
eyes, as �f he w�shed to enjoy �t w�th all h�s senses at the same
moment, “but what you m�ght call a resemblance, another would not,
perhaps, take any not�ce of.”

“Most certa�nly he would, though, �f �t were any one who knew
the person he resembles.”

“I really th�nk, dear M. Ba�semeaux, that �t can be noth�ng more
than a resemblance of your own creat�on.”

“Upon my honor, �t �s not so.”
“Stay,” cont�nued Aram�s. “I have seen many persons very l�ke

the one we are speak�ng of; but, out of respect, no one ever sa�d
anyth�ng about �t.”

“Very l�kely; because there �s resemblance and resemblance.
Th�s �s a str�k�ng one, and, �f you were to see h�m, you would adm�t �t
to be so.”

“If I were to see h�m, �ndeed,” sa�d Aram�s, �n an �nd�fferent tone;
“but �n all probab�l�ty I never shall.”

“Why not?”
“Because �f I were even to put my foot �ns�de one of those

horr�ble dungeons, I should fancy I was bur�ed there forever.”
“No, no; the cells are very good places to l�ve �n.”
“I really do not, and cannot bel�eve �t, and that �s a fact.”
“Pray do not speak �ll of second Bertaud�ere. It �s really a good

room, very n�cely furn�shed and carpeted. The young fellow has by
no means been unhappy there; the best lodg�ng the Bast�le affords
has been h�s. There �s a chance for you.”



“Nay, nay,” sa�d Aram�s, coldly; “you w�ll never make me bel�eve
there are any good rooms �n the Bast�le; and, as for your carpets,
they ex�st only �n your �mag�nat�on. I should f�nd noth�ng but sp�ders,
rats, and perhaps toads, too.”

“Toads?” cr�ed Ba�semeaux.
“Yes, �n the dungeons.”
“Ah! I don’t say there are not toads �n the dungeons,” repl�ed

Ba�semeaux. “But—w�ll you be conv�nced by your own eyes?” he
cont�nued, w�th a sudden �mpulse.

“No, certa�nly not.”
“Not even to sat�sfy yourself of the resemblance wh�ch you deny,

as you do the carpets?”
“Some spectral-look�ng person, a mere shadow; an unhappy,

dy�ng man.”
“Noth�ng of the k�nd—as br�sk and v�gorous a young fellow as

ever l�ved.”
“Melancholy and �ll-tempered, then?”
“Not at all; very gay and l�vely.”
“Nonsense; you are jok�ng.”
“W�ll you follow me?” sa�d Ba�semeaux.
“What for?”
“To go the round of the Bast�le.”
“Why?”
“You w�ll then see for yourself—see w�th your own eyes.”
“But the regulat�ons?”
“Never m�nd them. To-day my major has leave of absence; the

l�eutenant �s v�s�t�ng the post on the bast�ons; we are sole masters of
the s�tuat�on.”

“No, no, my dear governor; why, the very �dea of the sound of
the bolts makes me shudder. You w�ll only have to forget me �n
second or fourth Bertaud�ere, and then—”

“You are refus�ng an opportun�ty that may never present �tself
aga�n. Do you know that, to obta�n the favor I propose to you grat�s,



some of the pr�nces of the blood have offered me as much as f�fty
thousand francs.”

“Really! he must be worth see�ng, then?”
“Forb�dden fru�t, my lord; forb�dden fru�t. You who belong to the

church ought to know that.”
“Well, �f had any cur�os�ty, �t would be to see the poor author of

the d�st�ch.”
“Very well, we w�ll see h�m, too; but �f I were at all cur�ous, �t

would be about the beaut�ful carpeted room and �ts lodger.”
“Furn�ture �s very commonplace; and a face w�th no express�on

�n �t offers l�ttle or no �nterest.”
“But a boarder at f�fteen francs �s always �nterest�ng.”
“By the by, I forgot to ask you about that. Why f�fteen francs for

h�m, and only three francs for poor Seldon?”
“The d�st�nct�on made �n that �nstance was a truly noble act, and

one wh�ch d�splayed the k�ng’s goodness of heart to great
advantage.”

“The k�ng’s, you say.”
“The card�nal’s, I mean. ‘Th�s unhappy man,’ sa�d M. Mazar�n, ‘�s

dest�ned to rema�n �n pr�son forever.’”
“Why so?”
“Why, �t seems that h�s cr�me �s a last�ng one; and,

consequently, h�s pun�shment ought to be so, too.”
“Last�ng?”
“No doubt of �t, unless he �s fortunate enough to catch the small-

pox, and even that �s d�ff�cult, for we never get any �mpure a�r here.”
“Noth�ng can be more �ngen�ous than your tra�n of reason�ng, my

dear M. Ba�semeaux. Do you, however, mean to say that th�s
unfortunate man must suffer w�thout �nterrupt�on or term�nat�on?”

“I d�d not say he was to suffer, my lord; a f�fteen-franc boarder
does not suffer.”

“He suffers �mpr�sonment, at all events.”



“No doubt; there �s no help for that, but th�s suffer�ng �s
sweetened for h�m. You must adm�t that th�s young fellow was not
born to eat all the good th�ngs he does eat; for �nstance, such th�ngs
as we have on the table now; th�s pasty that has not been touched,
these crawf�sh from the R�ver Marne, of wh�ch we have hardly taken
any, and wh�ch are almost as large as lobsters; all these th�ngs w�ll at
once be taken to second Bertaud�ere, w�th a bottle of that Volnay
wh�ch you th�nk so excellent. After you have seen �t you w�ll bel�eve
�t, I hope.”

“Yes, my dear governor, certa�nly; but all th�s t�me you are
th�nk�ng only of your very happy f�fteen-franc pr�soner, and you forget
poor Seldon, my protege.”

“Well, out of cons�derat�on for you, �t shall be a gala day for h�m;
he shall have some b�scu�ts and preserves w�th th�s small bottle of
port.”

“You are a good-hearted fellow; I have sa�d so already, and I
repeat �t, my dear Ba�semeaux.”

“Well, let us set off, then,” sa�d the governor, a l�ttle bew�ldered,
partly from the w�ne he had drunk, and partly from Aram�s’s pra�ses.

“Do not forget that I only go to obl�ge you,” sa�d the prelate.
“Very well; but you w�ll thank me when you get there.”
“Let us go, then.”
“Wa�t unt�l I have summoned the ja�ler,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, as he

struck the bell tw�ce; at wh�ch summons a man appeared. “I am
go�ng to v�s�t the towers,” sa�d the governor. “No guards, no drums,
no no�se at all.”

“If I were not to leave my cloak here,” sa�d Aram�s, pretend�ng to
be alarmed, “I should really th�nk I was go�ng to pr�son on my own
account.”

The ja�ler preceded the governor, Aram�s walk�ng on h�s r�ght
hand; some of the sold�ers who happened to be �n the courtyard
drew themselves up �n a l�ne, as st�ff as posts, as the governor
passed along. Ba�semeaux led the way down several steps wh�ch
conducted to a sort of esplanade; thence they arr�ved at the
drawbr�dge, where the sent�nels on duty rece�ved the governor w�th



the proper honors. The governor turned toward Aram�s, and,
speak�ng �n such a tone that the sent�nels could not lose a word, he
observed,—“I hope you have a good memory, mons�eur?”

“Why?” �nqu�red Aram�s.
“On account of your plans and your measurements, for you

know that no one �s allowed, not arch�tects even, to enter where the
pr�soners are, w�th paper, pens or penc�l.”

“Good,” sa�d Aram�s to h�mself, “�t seems I am an arch�tect, then.
It sounds l�ke one of D’Artagnan’s jokes, who perce�ved �n me the
eng�neer of Belle-Isle.” Then he added aloud: “Be easy on that
score, mons�eur; �n our profess�on, a mere glance and a good
memory are qu�te suff�c�ent.”

Ba�semeaux d�d not change countenance, and the sold�ers took
Aram�s for what he seemed to be. “Very well; we w�ll f�rst v�s�t la
Bertaud�ere,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, st�ll �ntend�ng the sent�nels to hear
h�m. Then, turn�ng to the ja�ler, he added: “You w�ll take the
opportun�ty of carry�ng to No. 2 the few da�nt�es I po�nted out.”

“Dear M. de Ba�semeaux,” sa�d Aram�s, “you are always
forgett�ng No. 3.”

“So I am,” sa�d the governor; and upon that, they began to
ascend. The number of bolts, grat�ngs, and locks for th�s s�ngle
courtyard would have suff�ced for the safety of an ent�re c�ty. Aram�s
was ne�ther an �mag�nat�ve nor a sens�t�ve man; he had been
somewhat of a poet �n h�s youth, but h�s heart was hard and
�nd�fferent, as the heart of every man of f�fty-f�ve years of age �s, who
has been frequently and pass�onately attached to women �n h�s
l�fet�me, or rather who has been pass�onately loved by them. But
when he placed h�s foot upon the worn stone steps, along wh�ch so
many unhappy wretches had passed, when he felt h�mself
�mpregnated, as �t were, w�th the atmosphere of those gloomy
dungeons, mo�stened w�th tears, there could be but l�ttle doubt he
was overcome by h�s feel�ngs, for h�s head was bowed and h�s eyes
became d�m, as he followed Ba�semeaux w�thout a syllable.





Chapter XXV. The Second Floor of la
Bertaud�ere.

On the second fl�ght of sta�rs, whether from fat�gue or emot�on,
the breath�ng of the v�s�tor began to fa�l h�m, and he leaned aga�nst
the wall. “W�ll you beg�n w�th th�s one?” sa�d Ba�semeaux; “for s�nce
we are go�ng to both, �t matters very l�ttle whether we ascend from
the second to the th�rd story, or descend from the th�rd to the
second.”

“No, no,” excla�med Aram�s, eagerly, “h�gher, �f you please; the
one above �s the more urgent.” They cont�nued the�r ascent. “Ask the
ja�ler for the keys,” wh�spered Aram�s. Ba�semeaux d�d so, took the
keys, and, h�mself, opened the door of the th�rd room. The ja�ler was
the f�rst to enter; he placed upon the table the prov�s�ons, wh�ch the
k�nd-hearted governor called da�nt�es, and then left the room. The
pr�soner had not st�rred; Ba�semeaux then entered, wh�le Aram�s
rema�ned at the threshold, from wh�ch place he saw a youth about
e�ghteen years of age, who, ra�s�ng h�s head at the unusual no�se,
jumped off the bed, as he perce�ved the governor, and clasp�ng h�s
hands together, began to cry out, “My mother, my mother,” �n tones
wh�ch betrayed such deep d�stress that Aram�s, desp�te h�s
command over h�mself, felt a shudder pass through h�s frame. “My
dear boy,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, endeavor�ng to sm�le, “I have brought
you a d�vers�on and an extra,—the one for the m�nd, the other for the
body; th�s gentleman has come to take your measure, and here are
some preserves for your dessert.”

“Oh, mons�eur!” excla�med the young man, “keep me �n sol�tude
for a year, let me have noth�ng but bread and water for a year, but
tell me that at the end of a year I shall leave th�s place, tell me that at
the end of a year I shall see my mother aga�n.”

“But I have heard you say that your mother was very poor, and
that you were very badly lodged when you were l�v�ng w�th her, wh�le



here—upon my word!”
“If she were poor, mons�eur, the greater reason to restore her

only means of support to her. Badly lodged w�th her! Oh, mons�eur,
every one �s always well lodged when he �s free.”

“At all events, s�nce you yourself adm�t you have done noth�ng
but wr�te that unhappy d�st�ch—”

“But w�thout any �ntent�on, I swear. Let me be pun�shed—cut off
the hand wh�ch wrote �t, I w�ll work w�th the other—but restore my
mother to me.”

“My boy,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “you know very well that �t does not
depend upon me; all I can do for you �s to �ncrease your rat�ons, g�ve
you a glass of port w�ne now and then, sl�p �n a b�scu�t for you
between a couple of plates.”

“Great heaven!” excla�med the young man, fall�ng backward and
roll�ng on the ground.

Aram�s, unable to bear th�s scene any longer, w�thdrew as far as
the land�ng. “Unhappy, wretched man,” he murmured.

“Yes, mons�eur, he �s �ndeed very wretched,” sa�d the ja�ler; “but
�t �s h�s parents’ fault.”

“In what way?”
“No doubt. Why d�d they let h�m learn Lat�n? Too much

knowledge, you see; �t �s that wh�ch does harm. Now I, for �nstance,
can’t read or wr�te, and therefore I am not �n pr�son.” Aram�s looked
at the man, who seemed to th�nk that be�ng a ja�ler �n the Bast�le was
not be�ng �n pr�son. As for Ba�semeaux, not�c�ng the l�ttle effect
produced by h�s adv�ce and h�s port w�ne, he left the dungeon qu�te
upset. “You have forgotten to close the door,” sa�d the ja�ler.

“So I have,” sa�d Ba�semeaux; “there are the keys, do you do �t.”
“I w�ll sol�c�t the pardon of that poor boy,” sa�d Aram�s.
“And �f you do not succeed,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “at least beg that

he may be transferred to the ten-franc l�st, by wh�ch both he and I
shall be ga�ners.”

“If the other pr�soner calls out for h�s mother �n a s�m�lar
manner,” sa�d Aram�s, “I prefer not to enter at all, but w�ll take my



measure from outs�de.”
“No fear of that, mons�eur arch�tect, the one we are now go�ng to

see �s as gentle as a lamb; before he could call after h�s mother he
must open h�s l�ps, and he never says a word.”

“Let us go �n, then,” sa�d Aram�s, gloom�ly.
“Are you the arch�tect of the pr�sons, mons�eur?” sa�d the ja�ler.
“I am.”
“It �s odd, then, that you are not more accustomed to all th�s.”
Aram�s perce�ved that, to avo�d g�v�ng r�se to any susp�c�ons, he

must summon all h�s strength of m�nd to h�s ass�stance.
Ba�semeaux, who carr�ed the keys, opened the door. “Stay outs�de,”
he sa�d to the ja�ler, “and wa�t for us at the bottom of the steps.” The
ja�ler obeyed and w�thdrew.

Ba�semeaux entered f�rst, and opened the second door h�mself.
By the l�ght wh�ch f�ltered through the �ron-barred w�ndow, could be
seen a handsome young man, short �n stature, w�th closely cut ha�r,
and a beard beg�nn�ng to grow; he was s�tt�ng on a stool, h�s elbow
rest�ng on an armcha�r, and w�th all the upper part of h�s body
recl�n�ng aga�nst �t. H�s dress, thrown upon the bed, was of r�ch black
velvet, and he �nhaled the fresh a�r wh�ch blew �n upon h�s breast
through a sh�rt of the very f�nest cambr�c. As the governor entered,
the young man turned h�s head w�th a look full of �nd�fference; and on
recogn�z�ng Ba�semeaux, he arose and saluted h�m courteously. But
when h�s eyes fell upon Aram�s, who rema�ned �n the background,
the latter trembled, turned pale, and h�s hat, wh�ch he held �n h�s
hand, fell upon the ground, as �f all h�s muscles had become relaxed
at once. Ba�semeaux, hab�tuated to the presence of h�s pr�soner, d�d
not seem to share any of the sensat�ons wh�ch Aram�s exper�enced,
but, w�th all the zeal of a good servant, he bus�ed h�mself �n
arrang�ng on the table the pasty and crawf�sh he had brought w�th
h�m. Occup�ed �n th�s manner, he d�d not remark how d�sturbed h�s
guest had become. When he had f�n�shed, however, he turned to the
young pr�soner and sa�d: “You are look�ng very well,—are you so?”

“Qu�te well, I thank you, mons�eur,” repl�ed the young man.



The effect of the vo�ce was such as almost to overpower
Aram�s, and notw�thstand�ng h�s control over h�mself, he advanced a
few steps towards h�m, w�th h�s eyes w�de open and h�s l�ps
trembl�ng. The movement he made was so marked that Ba�semeaux,
notw�thstand�ng h�s preoccupat�on, observed �t. “Th�s gentleman �s
an arch�tect who has come to exam�ne your ch�mney,” sa�d
Ba�semeaux; “does �t smoke?”

“Never, mons�eur.”
“You were say�ng just now,” sa�d the governor, rubb�ng h�s

hands together, “that �t was not poss�ble for a man to be happy �n
pr�son; here, however, �s one who �s so. You have noth�ng to
compla�n of, I hope?”

“Noth�ng.”
“Do you ever feel weary?” sa�d Aram�s.
“Never.”
“Ha, ha,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, �n a low tone of vo�ce; “was I r�ght?”
“Well, my dear governor, �t �s �mposs�ble not to y�eld to ev�dence.

Is �t allowed to put any quest�on to h�m?”
“As many as you l�ke.”
“Very well; be good enough to ask h�m �f he knows why he �s

here.”
“Th�s gentleman requests me to ask you,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “�f

you are aware of the cause of your �mpr�sonment?”
“No, mons�eur,” sa�d the young man, unaffectedly, “I am not.”
“That �s hardly poss�ble,” sa�d Aram�s, carr�ed away by h�s

feel�ngs �n sp�te of h�mself; “�f you were really �gnorant of the cause
of your detent�on, you would be fur�ous.”

“I was so dur�ng the early days of my �mpr�sonment.”
“Why are you not so now?”
“Because I have reflected.”
“That �s strange,” sa�d Aram�s.
“Is �t not odd?” sa�d Ba�semeaux.



“May one venture to ask you, mons�eur, on what you have
reflected?”

“I felt that as I had comm�tted no cr�me, Heaven could not
pun�sh me.”

“What �s a pr�son, then,” �nqu�red Aram�s, “�f �t be not a
pun�shment.”

“Alas! I cannot tell,” sa�d the young man; “all that I can tell you
now �s the very oppos�te of what I felt seven years ago.”

“To hear you converse, to w�tness your res�gnat�on, one m�ght
almost bel�eve that you l�ked your �mpr�sonment?”

“I endure �t.”
“In the certa�nty of recover�ng your freedom some day, I

suppose?”
“I have no certa�nty; hope, I have, and that �s all; and yet I

acknowledge that th�s hope becomes less every day.”
“St�ll, why should you not aga�n be free, s�nce you have already

been so?”
“That �s prec�sely the reason,” repl�ed the young man, “wh�ch

prevents me from expect�ng l�berty; why should I have been
�mpr�soned at all �f �t had been �ntended to release me afterwards?”

“How old are you?”
“I do not know.”
“What �s your name?”
“I have forgotten the name by wh�ch I was called.”
“Who are your parents?”
“I never knew them.”
“But those who brought you up?”
“They d�d not call me the�r son.”
“D�d you ever love any one before com�ng here?”
“I loved my nurse, and my flowers.”
“Was that all?”
“I also loved my valet.”



“Do you regret your nurse and your valet?”
“I wept very much when they d�ed.”
“D�d they d�e s�nce you have been here, or before you came?”
“They d�ed the even�ng before I was carr�ed off.”
“Both at the same t�me?”
“Yes, both at the same t�me.”
“In what manner were you carr�ed off?”
“A man came for me, d�rected me to get �nto a carr�age, wh�ch

was closed and locked, and brought me here.”
“Would you be able to recogn�ze that man aga�n?”
“He was masked.”
“Is th�s not an extraord�nary tale?” sa�d Ba�semeaux, �n a low

tone of vo�ce, to Aram�s, who could hardly breathe.
“It �s �ndeed extraord�nary,” he murmured.
“But what �s st�ll more extraord�nary �s, that he has never told me

so much as he has just told you.”
“Perhaps the reason may be that you have never quest�oned

h�m,” sa�d Aram�s.
“It’s poss�ble,” repl�ed Ba�semeaux; “I have no cur�os�ty. Have

you looked at the room? �t’s a f�ne one, �s �t not?”
“Very much so.”
“A carpet—”
“Beaut�ful.”
“I’ll wager he had noth�ng l�ke �t before he came here.”
“I th�nk so, too.” And then aga�n turn�ng towards the young man,

he sa�d, “Do you not remember to have been v�s�ted at some t�me or
another by a strange lady or gentleman?”

“Yes, �ndeed; thr�ce by a woman, who each t�me came to the
door �n a carr�age, and entered covered w�th a ve�l, wh�ch she ra�sed
when we were together and alone.”

“Do you remember that woman?”
“Yes.”



“What d�d she say to you?”
The young man sm�led mournfully, and then repl�ed, “She

�nqu�red, as you have just done, �f I were happy, and �f I were gett�ng
weary.”

“What d�d she do on arr�v�ng, and on leav�ng you?”
“She pressed me �n her arms, held me �n her embrace, and

k�ssed me.”
“Do you remember her?”
“Perfectly.”
“Do you recall her features d�st�nctly?”
“Yes.”
“You would recogn�ze her, then, �f acc�dent brought her before

you, or led you �nto her person?”
“Most certa�nly.”
A flush of fleet�ng sat�sfact�on passed across Aram�s’s face. At

th�s moment Ba�semeaux heard the ja�ler approach�ng. “Shall we
leave?” he sa�d, hast�ly, to Aram�s.

Aram�s, who probably had learnt all that he cared to know,
repl�ed, “When you l�ke.”

The young man saw them prepare to leave, and saluted them
pol�tely. Ba�semeaux repl�ed merely by a nod of the head, wh�le
Aram�s, w�th a respect, ar�s�ng perhaps from the s�ght of such
m�sfortune, saluted the pr�soner profoundly. They left the room,
Ba�semeaux clos�ng the door beh�nd them.

“Well,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, as they descended the sta�rcase,
“what do you th�nk of �t all?”

“I have d�scovered the secret, my dear governor,” he sa�d.
“Bah! what �s the secret, then?”
“A murder was comm�tted �n that house.”
“Nonsense.”
“But attend; the valet and nurse d�ed the same day.”
“Well.”
“And by po�son. What do you th�nk?”



“That �s very l�kely to be true.”
“What! that that young man �s an assass�n?”
“Who sa�d that? What makes you th�nk that poor young fellow

could be an assass�n?”
“The very th�ng I was say�ng. A cr�me was comm�tted �n h�s

house,” sa�d Aram�s, “and that was qu�te suff�c�ent; perhaps he saw
the cr�m�nals, and �t was feared that he m�ght say someth�ng.”

“The deuce! �f I only thought that—”
“Well?”
“I would redouble the surve�llance.”
“Oh, he does not seem to w�sh to escape.”
“You do not know what pr�soners are.”
“Has he any books?”
“None; they are str�ctly proh�b�ted, and under M. de Mazar�n’s

own hand.”
“Have you the wr�t�ng st�ll?”
“Yes, my lord; would you l�ke to look at �t as you return to take

your cloak?”
“I should, for I l�ke to look at autographs.”
“Well, then, th�s one �s of the most unquest�onable authent�c�ty;

there �s only one erasure.”
“Ah, ah! an erasure; and �n what respect?”
“W�th respect to a f�gure. At f�rst there was wr�tten: ‘To be

boarded at f�fty francs.’”
“As pr�nces of the blood, �n fact?”
“But the card�nal must have seen h�s m�stake, you understand;

for he canceled the zero, and has added a one before the f�ve. But,
by the by—”

“What?”
“You do not speak of the resemblance.”
“I do not speak of �t, dear M. de Ba�semeaux, for a very s�mple

reason— because �t does not ex�st.”



“The deuce �t doesn’t.”
“Or, �f �t does ex�st, �t �s only �n your own �mag�nat�on; but,

suppos�ng �t were to ex�st elsewhere, I th�nk �t would be better for you
not to speak of about �t.”

“Really.”
“The k�ng, Lou�s XIV.—you understand—would be excess�vely

angry w�th you, �f he were to learn that you contr�buted �n any way to
spread the report that one of h�s subjects has the effrontery to
resemble h�m.”

“It �s true, qu�te true,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, thoroughly alarmed; “but
I have not spoken of the c�rcumstance to any one but yourself, and
you understand, monse�gneur, that I perfectly rely on your
d�scret�on.”

“Oh, be easy.”
“Do you st�ll w�sh to see the note?”
“Certa�nly.”
Wh�le engaged �n th�s manner �n conversat�on, they had

returned to the governor’s apartments; Ba�semeaux took from the
cupboard a pr�vate reg�ster, l�ke the one he had already shown
Aram�s, but fastened by a lock, the key wh�ch opened �t be�ng one of
a small bunch wh�ch Ba�semeaux always carr�ed w�th h�m. Then
plac�ng the book upon the table, he opened �t at the letter “M,” and
showed Aram�s the follow�ng note �n the column of observat�ons: “No
books at any t�me; all l�nen and clothes of the f�nest and best qual�ty
to be procured; no exerc�se; always the same ja�ler; no
commun�cat�ons w�th any one. Mus�cal �nstruments; every l�berty and
every �ndulgence wh�ch h�s welfare may requ�re; to be boarded at
f�fteen francs. M. de Ba�semeaux can cla�m more �f the f�fteen francs
be not suff�c�ent.”

“Ah,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, “now I th�nk of �t, I shall cla�m �t.”
Aram�s shut the book. “Yes,” he sa�d, “�t �s �ndeed M. de

Mazar�n’s handwr�t�ng; I recogn�ze �t well. Now, my dear governor,”
he cont�nued, as �f th�s last commun�cat�on had exhausted h�s
�nterest, “let us now turn over to our own l�ttle affa�rs.”



“Well, what t�me for repayment do you w�sh me to take? F�x �t
yourself.”

“There need not be any part�cular per�od f�xed; g�ve me a s�mple
acknowledgement for one hundred and f�fty thousand francs.”

“When to be made payable?”
“When I requ�re �t; but, you understand, I shall only w�sh �t when

you yourself do.”
“Oh, I am qu�te easy on that score,” sa�d Ba�semeaux, sm�l�ng;

“but I have already g�ven you two rece�pts.”
“Wh�ch I now destroy,” sa�d Aram�s; and after hav�ng shown the

two rece�pts to Ba�semeaux, he destroyed them. Overcome by so
great a mark of conf�dence, Ba�semeaux unhes�tat�ngly wrote out an
acknowledgement of a debt of one hundred and f�fty thousand
francs, payable at the pleasure of the prelate. Aram�s, who had, by
glanc�ng over the governor’s shoulder, followed the pen as he wrote,
put the acknowledgement �nto h�s pocket w�thout seem�ng to have
read �t, wh�ch made Ba�semeaux perfectly easy. “Now,” sa�d Aram�s,
“you w�ll not be angry w�th me �f I were to carry off one of your
pr�soners?”

“What do you mean?”
“By obta�n�ng h�s pardon, of course. Have I not already told you

that I took a great �nterest �n poor Seldon?”
“Yes, qu�te true, you d�d so.”
“Well?”
“That �s your affa�r; do as you th�nk proper. I see you have an

open hand, and an arm that can reach a great way.”
“Ad�eu, ad�eu.” And Aram�s left, carry�ng w�th h�m the governor’s

best w�shes.



Chapter XXVI. The Two Fr�ends.
At the very t�me M. de Ba�semeaux was show�ng Aram�s the

pr�soners �n the Bast�le, a carr�age drew up at Madame de Bell�ere’s
door, and, at that st�ll early hour, a young woman al�ghted, her head
muffled �n a s�lk hood. When the servants announced Madame Vanel
to Madame de Bell�ere, the latter was engaged, or rather was
absorbed, �n read�ng a letter, wh�ch she hurr�edly concealed. She
had hardly f�n�shed her morn�ng to�lette, her ma�d be�ng st�ll �n the
next room. At the name—at the footsteps of Marguer�te Vanel,
Madame de Bell�ere ran to meet her. She fanc�ed she could detect �n
her fr�end’s eyes a br�ghtness wh�ch was ne�ther that of health nor of
pleasure. Marguer�te embraced her, pressed her hands, and hardly
allowed her t�me to speak. “Dearest,” she sa�d, “have you forgotten
me? Have you qu�te g�ven yourself up to the pleasures of the court?”

“I have not even seen the marr�age fetes.”
“What are you do�ng w�th yourself, then?”
“I am gett�ng ready to leave for Bell�ere.”
“For Bell�ere?”
“Yes.”
“You are becom�ng rust�c �n your tastes, then; I del�ght to see

you so d�sposed. But you are pale.”
“No, I am perfectly well.”
“So much the better; I was becom�ng uneasy about you. You do

not know what I have been told.”
“People say so many th�ngs.”
“Yes, but th�s �s very s�ngular.”
“How well you know how to exc�te cur�os�ty, Marguer�te.”
“Well, I was afra�d of vex�ng you.”
“Never; you have yourself always adm�red me for my evenness

of temper.”



“Well, then, �t �s sa�d that—no, I shall never be able to tell you.”
“Do not let us talk about �t, then,” sa�d Madame de Bell�ere, who

detected the �ll-nature that was concealed by all these prefaces, yet
felt the most anx�ous cur�os�ty on the subject.

“Well, then, my dear marqu�se, �t �s sa�d, for some t�me past, you
no longer cont�nue to regret Mons�eur de Bell�ere as you used to.”

“It �s an �ll-natured report, Marguer�te. I do regret, and shall
always regret, my husband; but �t �s now two years s�nce he d�ed. I
am only twenty-e�ght years old, and my gr�ef at h�s loss ought not
always to control every act�on and thought of my l�fe. You,
Marguer�te, who are the model of a w�fe, would not bel�eve me �f I
were to say so.”

“Why not? Your heart �s so soft and y�eld�ng,” she sa�d, sp�tefully.
“Yours �s so, too, Marguer�te, and yet I d�d not perce�ve that you

allowed yourself to be overcome by gr�ef when your heart was
wounded.” These words were �n d�rect allus�on to Marguer�te’s
rupture w�th the super�ntendent, and were also a ve�led but d�rect
reproach made aga�nst her fr�end’s heart.

As �f she only awa�ted th�s s�gnal to d�scharge her shaft,
Marguer�te excla�med, “Well, El�se, �t �s sa�d you are �n love.” And
she looked f�xedly at Madame de Bell�ere, who blushed aga�nst her
w�ll.

“Women can never escape slander,” repl�ed the marqu�se, after
a moment’s pause.

“No one slanders you, El�se.”
“What!—people say that I am �n love, and yet they do not

slander me!”
“In the f�rst place, �f �t be true, �t �s no slander, but s�mply a

scandal-lov�ng report. In the next place—for you d�d not allow me to
f�n�sh what I was say�ng—the publ�c does not assert that you have
abandoned yourself to th�s pass�on. It represents you, on the
contrary, as a v�rtuous but lov�ng woman, defend�ng yourself w�th
claws and teeth, shutt�ng yourself up �n your own house as �n a
fortress; �n other respects, as �mpenetrable as that of Danae,
notw�thstand�ng Danae’s tower was made of brass.”



“You are w�tty, Marguer�te,” sa�d Madame de Bell�ere, angr�ly.
“You always flatter me, El�se. In short, however, you are

reported to be �ncorrupt�ble and unapproachable. You cannot dec�de
whether the world �s calumn�at�ng you or not; but what �s �t you are
mus�ng about wh�le I am speak�ng to you?”

“I?”
“Yes; you are blush�ng and do not answer me.”
“I was try�ng,” sa�d the marqu�se, ra�s�ng her beaut�ful eyes

br�ghtened w�th an �nd�cat�on of grow�ng temper, “I was try�ng to
d�scover to what you could poss�bly have alluded, you who are so
learned �n mytholog�cal subjects, �n compar�ng me to Danae.”

“You were try�ng to guess that?” sa�d Marguer�te, laugh�ng.
“Yes; do you not remember that at the convent, when we were

solv�ng our problems �n ar�thmet�c—ah! what I have to tell you �s
learned also, but �t �s my turn—do you not remember, that �f one of
the terms were g�ven, we were to f�nd the other? Therefore do you
guess now?”

“I cannot conjecture what you mean.”
“And yet noth�ng �s more s�mple. You pretend that I am �n love,

do you not?”
“So �t �s sa�d.”
“Very well; �t �s not sa�d, I suppose, that I am �n love w�th an

abstract�on. There must surely be a name ment�oned �n th�s report.”
“Certa�nly, a name �s ment�oned.”
“Very well; �t �s not surpr�s�ng, then, that I should try to guess th�s

name, s�nce you do not tell �t.”
“My dear marqu�se, when I saw you blush, I d�d not th�nk you

would have to spend much t�me �n conjectures.”
“It was the word Danae wh�ch you used that surpr�sed me.

Danae means a shower of gold, does �t not?”
“That �s to say that the Jup�ter of Danae changed h�mself �nto a

shower of gold for her.”
“My lover, then, he whom you ass�gn me—”



“I beg your pardon; I am your fr�end, and ass�gn you no one.”
“That may be; but those who are �ll d�sposed towards me.”
“Do you w�sh to hear the name?”
“I have been wa�t�ng th�s half hour for �t.”
“Well, then, you shall hear �t. Do not be shocked; he �s a man

h�gh �n power.”
“Good,” sa�d the marqu�se, as she clenched her hands l�ke a

pat�ent at the approach of the kn�fe.
“He �s a very wealthy man,” cont�nued Marguer�te; “the

wealth�est, �t may be. In a word, �t �s—”
The marqu�se closed her eyes for a moment.
“It �s the Duke of Buck�ngham,” sa�d Marguer�te, burst�ng �nto

laughter. Th�s perf�dy had been calculated w�th extreme ab�l�ty; the
name that was pronounced, �nstead of the name wh�ch the marqu�se
awa�ted, had prec�sely the same effect upon her as the badly
sharpened axes, that had hacked, w�thout destroy�ng, Mess�eurs de
Chala�s and de Thou upon the scaffold. She recovered herself,
however, and sa�d, “I was perfectly r�ght �n say�ng you were a w�tty
woman, for you are mak�ng the t�me pass away most agreeably. Th�s
joke �s a most amus�ng one, for I have never seen the Duke of
Buck�ngham.”

“Never?” sa�d Marguer�te, restra�n�ng her laughter.
“I have never even left my own house s�nce the duke has been

at Par�s.”
“Oh!” resumed Madame Vanel, stretch�ng out her foot towards a

paper wh�ch was ly�ng on the carpet near the w�ndow; “�t �s not
necessary for people to see each other, s�nce they can wr�te.” The
marqu�se trembled, for th�s paper was the envelope of the letter she
was read�ng as her fr�end had entered, and was sealed w�th the
super�ntendent’s arms. As she leaned back on the sofa on wh�ch she
was s�tt�ng, Madame de Bell�ere covered the paper w�th the th�ck
folds of her large s�lk dress, and so concealed �t.

“Come, Marguer�te, tell me, �s �t to tell me all these fool�sh
reports that you have come to see me so early �n the day?”



“No; I came to see you, �n the f�rst place, and to rem�nd you of
those hab�ts of our earl�er days, so del�ghtful to remember, when we
used to wander about together at V�ncennes, and, s�tt�ng beneath an
oak, or �n some sylvan shade, used to talk of those we loved, and
who loved us.”

“Do you propose that we should go out together now?”
“My carr�age �s here, and I have three hours at my d�sposal.”
“I am not dressed yet, Marguer�te; but �f you w�sh that we should

talk together, we can, w�thout go�ng to the woods of V�ncennes, f�nd
�n my own garden here, beaut�ful trees, shady groves, a green sward
covered w�th da�s�es and v�olets, the perfume of wh�ch can be
perce�ved from where we are s�tt�ng.”

“I regret your refusal, my dear marqu�se, for I wanted to pour out
my whole heart �nto yours.”

“I repeat aga�n, Marguer�te, my heart �s yours just as much �n
th�s room, or beneath the l�me-trees �n the garden here, as �t would
be under the oaks �n the woods yonder.”

“It �s not the same th�ng for me. In approach�ng V�ncennes,
marqu�se, my ardent asp�rat�ons approach nearer to that object
towards wh�ch they have for some days past been d�rected.” The
marqu�se suddenly ra�sed her head. “Are you surpr�sed, then, that I
am st�ll th�nk�ng of Sa�nt-Mande?”

“Of Sa�nt-Mande?” excla�med Madame de Bell�ere; and the
looks of both women met each other l�ke two res�stless swords.

“You, so proud!” sa�d the marqu�se, d�sda�nfully.
“I, so proud!” repl�ed Madame Vanel. “Such �s my nature. I do

not forg�ve neglect—I cannot endure �nf�del�ty. When I leave any one
who weeps at my abandonment, I feel �nduced st�ll to love h�m; but
when others forsake me and laugh at the�r �nf�del�ty, I love
d�stractedly.”

Madame de Bell�ere could not restra�n an �nvoluntary
movement.

“She �s jealous,” sa�d Marguer�te to herself.



“Then,” cont�nued the marqu�se, “you are qu�te enamored of the
Duke of Buck�ngham—I mean of M. Fouquet?” El�se felt the allus�on,
and her blood seemed to congeal �n her heart. “And you w�shed to
go to V�ncennes,—to Sa�nt-Mande, even?”

“I hardly know what I w�shed: you would have adv�sed me
perhaps.”

“In what respect?”
“You have often done so.”
“Most certa�nly I should not have done so �n the present

�nstance, for I do not forg�ve as you do. I am less lov�ng, perhaps;
when my heart has been once wounded, �t rema�ns so always.”

“But M. Fouquet has not wounded you,” sa�d Marguer�te Vanel,
w�th the most perfect s�mpl�c�ty.

“You perfectly understand what I mean. M. Fouquet has not
wounded me; I do not know of e�ther obl�gat�on or �njury rece�ved at
h�s hands, but you have reason to compla�n of h�m. You are my
fr�end, and I am afra�d I should not adv�se you as you would l�ke.”

“Ah! you are prejudg�ng the case.”
“The s�ghs you spoke of just now are more than �nd�cat�ons.”
“You overwhelm me,” sa�d the young woman suddenly, as �f

collect�ng her whole strength, l�ke a wrestler prepar�ng for a last
struggle; “you take only my ev�l d�spos�t�ons and my weaknesses �nto
calculat�on, and do not speak of my pure and generous feel�ngs. If,
at th�s moment, I feel �nst�nct�vely attracted towards the
super�ntendent, �f I even make an advance to h�m, wh�ch, I confess,
�s very probable, my mot�ve for �t �s, that M. Fouquet’s fate deeply
affects me, and because he �s, �n my op�n�on, one of the most
unfortunate men l�v�ng.”

“Ah!” sa�d the marqu�se, plac�ng her hand upon her heart,
“someth�ng new, then, has occurred?”

“Do you not know �t?”
“I am utterly �gnorant of everyth�ng about h�m,” sa�d Madame de

Bell�ere, w�th the po�gnant angu�sh that suspends thought and
speech, and even l�fe �tself.



“In the f�rst place, then, the k�ng’s favor �s ent�rely w�thdrawn
from M. Fouquet, and conferred on M. Colbert.”

“So �t �s stated.”
“It �s very clear, s�nce the d�scovery of the plot of Belle-Isle.”
“I was told that the d�scovery of the fort�f�cat�ons there had

turned out to M. Fouquet’s honor.”
Marguer�te began to laugh �n so cruel a manner that Madame de

Bell�ere could at that moment have del�ghtedly plunged a dagger �n
her bosom. “Dearest,” cont�nued Marguer�te, “there �s no longer any
quest�on of M. Fouquet’s honor; h�s safety �s concerned. Before
three days are passed the ru�n of the super�ntendent w�ll be
complete.”

“Stay,” sa�d the marqu�se, �n her turn sm�l�ng, “that �s go�ng a
l�ttle fast.”

“I sa�d three days, because I w�sh to dece�ve myself w�th a hope;
but probably the catastrophe w�ll be complete w�th�n twenty-four
hours.”

“Why so?”
“For the s�mplest of all reasons,—that M. Fouquet has no more

money.”
“In matters of f�nance, my dear Marguer�te, some are w�thout

money to-day, who to-morrow can procure m�ll�ons.”
“That m�ght be M. Fouquet’s case when he had two wealthy and

clever fr�ends who amassed money for h�m, and wrung �t from every
poss�ble or �mposs�ble source; but those fr�ends are dead.”

“Money does not d�e, Marguer�te; �t may be concealed, but �t can
be looked for, bought and found.”

“You see th�ngs on the br�ght s�de, and so much the better for
you. It �s really very unfortunate that you are not the Eger�a of M.
Fouquet; you m�ght now show h�m the source whence he could
obta�n the m�ll�ons wh�ch the k�ng asked h�m for yesterday.”

“M�ll�ons!” sa�d the marqu�se, �n terror.
“Four—an even number.”



“Infamous!” murmured Madame de Bell�ere, tortured by her
fr�end’s merc�less del�ght.

“M. Fouquet, I should th�nk, must certa�nly have four m�ll�ons,”
she repl�ed, courageously.

“If he has those wh�ch the k�ng requ�res to-day,” sa�d Marguer�te,
“he w�ll not, perhaps, possess those wh�ch the k�ng w�ll demand �n a
month or so.”

“The k�ng w�ll exact money from h�m aga�n, then?”
“No doubt; and that �s my reason for say�ng that the ru�n of poor

M. Fouquet �s �nev�table. Pr�de w�ll �nduce h�m to furn�sh the money,
and when he has no more, he w�ll fall.”

“It �s true,” sa�d the marqu�se, trembl�ng; “the plan �s a bold one;
but tell me, does M. Colbert hate M. Fouquet so very much?”

“I th�nk he does not l�ke h�m. M. Colbert �s powerful; he �mproves
on close acqua�ntance; he has g�gant�c �deas, a strong w�ll, and
d�scret�on; he w�ll r�se.”

“He w�ll be super�ntendent?”
“It �s probable. Such �s the reason, my dear marqu�se, why I felt

myself �mpressed �n favor of that poor man, who once loved, and
even adored me; and why, when I see h�m so unfortunate, I forg�ve
h�s �nf�del�ty, wh�ch I have reason to bel�eve he also regrets; and why,
moreover, I should not have been d�s�ncl�ned to afford h�m some
consolat�on, or some good adv�ce; he would have understood the
step I had taken, and would have thought k�ndly of me for �t. It �s
grat�fy�ng to be loved, you know. Men value love more h�ghly when
they are no longer bl�nded by �ts �nfluence.”

The marqu�se, bew�ldered and overcome by these cruel attacks,
wh�ch had been calculated w�th the greatest n�cety and prec�s�on,
hardly knew what to answer �n return; she even seemed to have lost
all power of thought. Her perf�d�ous fr�end’s vo�ce had assumed the
most affect�onate tone; she spoke as a woman, but concealed the
�nst�ncts of a wolf.

“Well,” sa�d Madame de Bell�ere, who had a vague hope that
Marguer�te would cease to overwhelm a vanqu�shed enemy, “why do
you not go and see M. Fouquet?”



“Dec�dedly, marqu�se, you have made me reflect. No, �t would
be unbecom�ng for me to make the f�rst advance. M. Fouquet no
doubt loves me, but he �s too proud. I cannot expose myself to an
affront.... bes�des, I have my husband to cons�der. You tell me
noth�ng? Very well, I shall consult M. Colbert on the subject.”
Marguer�te rose sm�l�ngly, as though to take leave, but the marqu�se
had not the strength to �m�tate her. Marguer�te advanced a few
paces, �n order that she m�ght cont�nue to enjoy the hum�l�at�ng gr�ef
�n wh�ch her r�val was plunged, and then sa�d, suddenly,—“You do
not accompany me to the door, then?” The marqu�se rose, pale and
almost l�feless, w�thout th�nk�ng of the envelope, wh�ch had occup�ed
her attent�on so greatly at the commencement of the conversat�on,
and wh�ch was revealed at the f�rst step she took. She then opened
the door of her oratory, and w�thout even turn�ng her head towards
Marguer�te Vanel, entered �t, clos�ng the door after her. Marguer�te
sa�d, or rather muttered a few words, wh�ch Madame de Bell�ere d�d
not even hear. As soon, however, as the marqu�se had d�sappeared,
her env�ous enemy, not be�ng able to res�st the des�re to sat�sfy
herself that her susp�c�ons were well founded, advanced stealth�ly
l�ke a panther, and se�zed the envelope. “Ah!” she sa�d, gnash�ng her
teeth, “�t was �ndeed a letter from M. Fouquet she was read�ng when
I arr�ved,” and then darted out of the room. Dur�ng th�s �nterval, the
marqu�se, hav�ng arr�ved beh�nd the rampart, as �t were, of her door,
felt that her strength was fa�l�ng her; for a moment she rema�ned
r�g�d, pale and mot�onless as a statue, and then, l�ke a statue shaken
on �ts base by an earthquake, tottered and fell �nan�mate on the
carpet. The no�se of the fall resounded at the same moment as the
roll�ng of Marguer�te’s carr�age leav�ng the hotel.





Chapter XXVII. Madame de Bell�ere’s
Plate.

The blow had been the more pa�nful on account of �ts be�ng
unexpected. It was some t�me before the marqu�se recovered
herself; but once recovered, she began to reflect upon the events so
heartlessly announced to her. She therefore returned, at the r�sk
even of los�ng her l�fe �n the way, to that tra�n of �deas wh�ch her
relentless fr�end had forced her to pursue. Treason, then—deep
menaces, concealed under the semblance of publ�c �nterest—such
were Colbert’s maneuvers. A detestable del�ght at an approach�ng
downfall, unt�r�ng efforts to atta�n th�s object, means of seduct�on no
less w�cked than the cr�me �tself—such were the weapons
Marguer�te employed. The crooked atoms of Descartes tr�umphed; to
the man w�thout compass�on was un�ted a woman w�thout heart. The
marqu�se perce�ved, w�th sorrow rather than �nd�gnat�on, that the
k�ng was an accompl�ce �n the plot wh�ch betrayed the dupl�c�ty of
Lou�s XIII. �n h�s advanced age, and the avar�ce of Mazar�n at a
per�od of l�fe when he had not had the opportun�ty of gorg�ng h�mself
w�th French gold. The sp�r�t of th�s courageous woman soon
resumed �ts energy, no longer overwhelmed by �ndulgence �n
compass�onate lamentat�ons. The marqu�se was not one to weep
when act�on was necessary, nor to waste t�me �n bewa�l�ng a
m�sfortune as long as means st�ll ex�sted of rel�ev�ng �t. For some
m�nutes she bur�ed her face �n her cold f�ngers, and then, ra�s�ng her
head, rang for her attendants w�th a steady hand, and w�th a gesture
betray�ng a f�xed determ�nat�on of purpose. Her resolut�on was taken.

“Is everyth�ng prepared for my departure?” she �nqu�red of one
of her female attendants who entered.

“Yes, madame; but �t was not expected that your ladysh�p would
leave for Bell�ere for the next few days.”

“All my jewels and art�cles of value, then, are packed up?”



“Yes, madame; but h�therto we have been �n the hab�t of leav�ng
them �n Par�s. Your ladysh�p does not generally take your jewels w�th
you �nto the country.”

“But they are all �n order, you say?”
“Yes, �n your ladysh�p’s own room.”
“The gold plate?”
“In the chest.”
“And the s�lver plate?”
“In the great oak closet.”
The marqu�se rema�ned s�lent for a few moments, and then sa�d

calmly, “Let my goldsm�th be sent for.”
Her attendants qu�tted the room to execute the order. The

marqu�se, however, had entered her own room, and was �nspect�ng
her casket of jewels w�th the greatest attent�on. Never, unt�l now, had
she bestowed such close attent�on upon r�ches �n wh�ch women take
so much pr�de; never, unt�l now, had she looked at her jewels, except
for the purpose of mak�ng a select�on accord�ng to the�r sett�ngs or
the�r colors. On th�s occas�on, however, she adm�red the s�ze of the
rub�es and the br�ll�ancy of the d�amonds; she gr�eved over every
blem�sh and every defect; she thought the gold l�ght, and the stones
wretched. The goldsm�th, as he entered, found her thus occup�ed.
“M. Faucheux,” she sa�d, “I bel�eve you suppl�ed me w�th my gold
serv�ce?”

“I d�d, your ladysh�p.”
“I do not now remember the amount of the account.”
“Of the new serv�ce, madame, or of that wh�ch M. de Bell�ere

presented to you on your marr�age? for I have furn�shed both.”
“F�rst of all, the new one.”
“The covers, the goblets, and the d�shes, w�th the�r covers, the

eau-epergne, the �ce-pa�ls, the d�shes for the preserves, and the tea
and coffee urns, cost your ladysh�p s�xty thousand francs.”

“No more?”
“Your ladysh�p thought the account very h�gh.”



“Yes, yes; I remember, �n fact, that �t was dear; but �t was the
workmansh�p, I suppose?”

“Yes, madame; the des�gns, the chas�ngs—all new patterns.”
“What proport�on of the cost does the workmansh�p form? Do

not hes�tate to tell me.”
“A th�rd of �ts value, madame.”
“There �s the other serv�ce, the old one, that wh�ch belonged to

my husband?”
“Yes, madame; there �s less workmansh�p �n that than �n the

other. Its �ntr�ns�c value does not exceed th�rty thousand francs.”
“Th�rty thousand,” murmured the marqu�se. “But, M. Faucheux,

there �s also the serv�ce wh�ch belonged to my mother; all that
mass�ve plate wh�ch I d�d not w�sh to part w�th, on account of the
assoc�at�ons connected w�th �t.”

“Ah! madame, that would �ndeed be an excellent resource for
those who, unl�ke your ladysh�p, m�ght not be �n pos�t�on to keep the�r
plate. In chas�ng that they worked �n sol�d metal. But that serv�ce �s
no longer �n fash�on. Its we�ght �s �ts only advantage.”

“That �s all I care about. How much does �t we�gh?”
“F�fty thousand l�vres at the very least. I do not allude to the

enormous vases for the buffet, wh�ch alone we�gh f�ve thousand
l�vres, or ten thousand the pa�r.”

“One hundred and th�rty,” murmured the marqu�se. “You are
qu�te sure of your f�gures, M. Faucheux?”

“The amount �s entered �n my books. Your ladysh�p �s extremely
method�cal, I am aware.”

“Let us now turn to another subject,” sa�d Madame de Bell�ere;
and she opened one of her jewel-boxes.

“I recogn�ze these emeralds,” sa�d M. Faucheux; “for �t was I
who had the sett�ng of them. They are the most beaut�ful �n the
whole court. No, I am m�staken; Madame de Chat�llon has the most
beaut�ful set; she had them from Mess�eurs de Gu�se; but your set,
madame, comes next.”

“What are they worth?”



“Mounted?”
“No; suppos�ng I w�shed to sell them.”
“I know very well who would buy them,” excla�med M. Faucheux.
“That �s the very th�ng I ask. They could be sold, then?”
“All your jewels could be sold, madame. It �s well known that you

possess the most beaut�ful jewels �n Par�s. You are not changeable
�n your tastes; when you make a purchase �t �s of the very best; and
what you purchase you do not part w�th.”

“What could these emeralds be sold for, then?”
“A hundred and th�rty thousand francs.”
The marqu�se wrote down upon her tablets the amount wh�ch

the jeweler ment�oned. “The ruby necklace?” she sa�d.
“Are they balas-rub�es, madame?”
“Here they are.”
“They are beaut�ful—magn�f�cent. I d�d not know your ladysh�p

had these stones.”
“What �s the�r value?”
“Two hundred thousand francs. The center one �s alone worth a

hundred thousand.”
“I thought so,” sa�d the marqu�se. “As for d�amonds, I have them

�n numbers; r�ngs, necklaces, spr�gs, ear-r�ngs, clasps. Tell me the�r
value, M. Faucheux.”

The jeweler took h�s magn�fy�ng-glass and scales, we�ghed and
�nspected them, and s�lently made h�s calculat�ons. “These stones,”
he sa�d, “must have cost your ladysh�p an �ncome of forty thousand
francs.”

“You value them at e�ght hundred thousand francs?”
“Nearly so.”
“It �s about what I �mag�ned—but the sett�ngs are not �ncluded?”
“No, madame; but �f I were called upon to sell or to buy, I should

be sat�sf�ed w�th the gold of the sett�ngs alone as my prof�t upon the
transact�on. I should make a good twenty-f�ve thousand francs.”

“An agreeable sum.”



“Very much so, madame.”
“W�ll you then accept that prof�t, then, on cond�t�on of convert�ng

the jewels �nto money?”
“But you do not �ntend to sell you d�amonds, I suppose,

madame?” excla�med the bew�ldered jeweler.
“S�lence, M. Faucheux, do not d�sturb yourself about that; g�ve

me an answer s�mply. You are an honorable man, w�th whom my
fam�ly has dealt for th�rty years; you knew my father and mother,
whom your own father and mother served. I address you as a fr�end;
w�ll you accept the gold of the sett�ngs �n return for a sum of ready
money to be placed �n my hands?”

“E�ght hundred thousand francs! �t �s enormous.”
“I know �t.”
“Imposs�ble to f�nd.”
“Not so.”
“But reflect, madame, upon the effect wh�ch w�ll be produced by

the sale of your jewels.”
“No one need know �t. You can get sets of false jewels made for

me, s�m�lar to the real. Do not answer a word; I �ns�st upon �t. Sell
them separately, sell the stones only.”

“In that way �t �s easy. Mons�eur �s look�ng out for some sets of
jewels as well as s�ngle stones for Madame’s to�lette. There w�ll be a
compet�t�on for them. I can eas�ly d�spose of s�x hundred thousand
francs’ worth to Mons�eur. I am certa�n yours are the most beaut�ful.”

“When can you do so?”
“In less than three days’ t�me.”
“Very well, the rema�nder you w�ll d�spose of among pr�vate

�nd�v�duals. For the present, make me out a contract of sale,
payment to be made �n four days.”

“I entreat you to reflect, madame; for �f you force the sale, you
w�ll lose a hundred thousand francs.”

“If necessary, I w�ll lose two hundred; I w�sh everyth�ng to be
settled th�s even�ng. Do you accept?”



“I do, your ladysh�p. I w�ll not conceal from you that I shall make
f�fty thousand francs by the transact�on.”

“So much the better for you. In what way shall I have the
money?”

“E�ther �n gold, or �n b�lls of the bank of Lyons, payable at M.
Colbert’s.”

“I agree,” sa�d the marqu�se, eagerly; “return home and br�ng the
sum �n quest�on �n notes, as soon as poss�ble.”

“Yes, madame, but for Heaven’s sake—”
“Not a word, M. Faucheux. By the by, I was forgett�ng the s�lver

plate. What �s the value of that wh�ch I have?”
“F�fty thousand francs, madame.”
“That makes a m�ll�on,” sa�d the marqu�se to herself. “M.

Faucheux, you w�ll take away w�th you both the gold and s�lver plate.
I can ass�gn, as a pretext, that I w�sh �t remodeled on patters more �n
accordance w�th my own taste. Melt �t down, and return me �ts value
�n money, at once.”

“It shall be done, your ladysh�p.”
“You w�ll be good enough to place the money �n a chest, and

d�rect one of your clerks to accompany the chest, and w�thout my
servants see�ng h�m; and order h�m to wa�t for me �n a carr�age.”

“In Madame de Faucheux’s carr�age?” sa�d the jeweler.
“If you w�ll allow �t, and I w�ll call for �t at your house.”
“Certa�nly, your ladysh�p.”
“I w�ll d�rect some of my servants to convey the plate to your

house.” The marqu�se rung. “Let the small van be placed at M.
Faucheux’s d�sposal,” she sa�d. The jeweler bowed and left the
house, d�rect�ng that the van should follow h�m closely, say�ng aloud,
that the marqu�se was about to have her plate melted down �n order
to have other plate manufactured of a more modern style. Three
hours afterwards she went to M. Faucheux’s house and rece�ved
from h�m e�ght hundred francs �n gold �nclosed �n a chest, wh�ch one
of the clerks could hardly carry towards Madame Faucheux’s
carr�age—for Madame Faucheux kept her carr�age. As the daughter



of a pres�dent of accounts, she had brought a marr�age port�on of
th�rty thousand crowns to her husband, who was synd�c of the
goldsm�ths. These th�rty thousand crowns had become very fru�tful
dur�ng twenty years. The jeweler, though a m�ll�ona�re, was a modest
man. He had purchased a substant�al carr�age, bu�lt �n 1648, ten
years after the k�ng’s b�rth. Th�s carr�age, or rather house upon
wheels, exc�ted the adm�rat�on of the whole quarter �n wh�ch he
res�ded—�t was covered w�th allegor�cal pa�nt�ngs, and clouds
scattered over w�th stars. The marqu�se entered th�s somewhat
extraord�nary veh�cle, s�tt�ng oppos�te the clerk, who endeavored to
put h�s knees out of the way, afra�d even of touch�ng the marqu�se’s
dress. It was the clerk, too, who told the coachman, who was very
proud of hav�ng a marqu�se to dr�ve, to take the road to Sa�nt-Mande.



Chapter XXVIII. The Dowry.
Mons�eur Faucheux’s horses were serv�ceable an�mals, w�th

th�ckset knees and legs that had some d�ff�culty �n mov�ng. L�ke the
carr�age, they belonged to the earl�er part of the century. They were
not as fleet as the Engl�sh horses of M. Fouquet, and consequently �t
took two hours to get to Sa�nt-Mande. The�r progress, �t m�ght be
sa�d, was majest�c. Majesty, however, precludes hurry. The marqu�se
stopped the carr�age at the door so well known to her, although she
had seen �t only once, under c�rcumstances, �t w�ll now be
remembered, no less pa�nful than those wh�ch brought her now to �t
aga�n. She drew a key from her pocket, and �nserted �t �nto the lock,
pushed open the door, wh�ch no�selessly y�elded to her touch, and
d�rected the clerk to carry the chest upsta�rs to the f�rst floor. The
we�ght of the chest was so great that the clerk was obl�ged to get the
coachman to ass�st h�m w�th �t. They placed �t �n a small cab�net,
ante-room, or boudo�r rather, adjo�n�ng the saloon where we once
saw M. Fouquet at the marqu�se’s feet. Madame de Bell�ere gave the
coachman a lou�s, sm�led gracefully at the clerk, and d�sm�ssed them
both. She closed the door after them, and wa�ted �n the room, alone
and barr�caded. There was no servant to be seen about the rooms,
but everyth�ng was prepared as though some �nv�s�ble gen�us had
d�v�ned the w�shes and des�res of an expected guest. The f�re was
la�d, candles �n the candelabra, refreshments upon the table, books
scattered about, fresh-cut flowers �n the vases. One m�ght almost
have �mag�ned �t an enchanted house.

The marqu�se l�ghted the candles, �nhaled the perfume of the
flowers, sat down, and was soon plunged �n profound thought. Her
deep mus�ngs, melancholy though they were, were not unt�nged w�th
a certa�n vague joy. Spread out before her was a treasure, a m�ll�on
wrung from her fortune as a gleaner plucks the blue corn-flower from
her crown of flowers. She conjured up the sweetest dreams. Her
pr�nc�pal thought, and one that took precedence of all others, was to



dev�se means of leav�ng th�s money for M. Fouquet w�thout h�s
poss�bly learn�ng from whom the g�ft had come. Th�s �dea, naturally
enough, was the f�rst to present �tself to her m�nd. But although, on
reflect�on, �t appeared d�ff�cult to carry out, she d�d not despa�r of
success. She would then r�ng to summon M. Fouquet and make her
escape, happ�er than �f, �nstead of hav�ng g�ven a m�ll�on, she had
herself found one. But, be�ng there, and hav�ng seen the boudo�r so
coquett�shly decorated that �t m�ght almost be sa�d the least part�cle
of dust had but the moment before been removed by the servants;
hav�ng observed the draw�ng-room, so perfectly arranged that �t
m�ght almost be sa�d her presence there had dr�ven away the fa�r�es
who were �ts occupants, she asked herself �f the glance or gaze of
those whom she had d�splaced—whether sp�r�ts, fa�r�es, elves, or
human creatures—had not already recogn�zed her. To secure
success, �t was necessary that some steps should be ser�ously
taken, and �t was necessary also that the super�ntendent should
comprehend the ser�ous pos�t�on �n wh�ch he was placed, �n order to
y�eld compl�ance w�th the generous fanc�es of a woman; all the
fasc�nat�ons of an eloquent fr�endsh�p would be requ�red to persuade
h�m, and, should th�s be �nsuff�c�ent, the madden�ng �nfluence of a
devoted pass�on, wh�ch, �n �ts resolute determ�nat�on to carry
conv�ct�on, would not be turned as�de. Was not the super�ntendent,
�ndeed, known for h�s del�cacy and d�gn�ty of feel�ng? Would he allow
h�mself to accept from any woman that of wh�ch she had str�pped
herself? No! He would res�st, and �f any vo�ce �n the world could
overcome h�s res�stance, �t would be the vo�ce of the woman he
loved.

Another doubt, and that a cruel one, suggested �tself to Madame
de Bell�ere w�th a sharp, acute pa�n, l�ke a dagger thrust. D�d he
really love her? Would that volat�le m�nd, that �nconstant heart, be
l�kely to be f�xed for a moment, even were �t to gaze upon an angel?
Was �t not the same w�th Fouquet, notw�thstand�ng h�s gen�us and
h�s upr�ghtness of conduct, as w�th those conquerors on the f�eld of
battle who shed tears when they have ga�ned a v�ctory? “I must learn
�f �t be so, and must judge of that for myself,” sa�d the marqu�se.
“Who can tell whether that heart, so coveted, �s not common �n �ts
�mpulses, and full of alloy? Who can tell �f that m�nd, when the



touchstone �s appl�ed to �t, w�ll not be found of a mean and vulgar
character? Come, come,” she sa�d, “th�s �s doubt�ng and hes�tat�on
too much—to the proof,” she sa�d, look�ng at the t�mep�ece. “It �s now
seven o’clock,” she sa�d; “he must have arr�ved; �t �s the hour for
s�gn�ng h�s papers.” W�th a fever�sh �mpat�ence she rose and walked
towards the m�rror, �n wh�ch she sm�led w�th a resolute sm�le of
devotedness; she touched the spr�ng and drew out the handle of the
bell. Then, as �f exhausted beforehand by the struggle she had just
undergone, she threw herself on her knees, �n utter abandonment,
before a large couch, �n wh�ch she bur�ed her face �n her trembl�ng
hands. Ten m�nutes afterwards she heard the spr�ng of the door
sound. The door moved upon �nv�s�ble h�nges, and Fouquet
appeared. He looked pale, and seemed bowed down by the we�ght
of some b�tter reflect�on. He d�d not hurry, but s�mply came at the
summons. The preoccupat�on of h�s m�nd must �ndeed have been
very great, that a man, so devoted to pleasure, for whom �ndeed
pleasure meant everyth�ng, should obey such a summons so
l�stlessly. The prev�ous n�ght, �n fact, fert�le �n melancholy �deas, had
sharpened h�s features, generally so noble �n the�r �nd�fference of
express�on, and had traced dark l�nes of anx�ety around h�s eyes.
Handsome and noble he st�ll was, and the melancholy express�on of
h�s mouth, a rare express�on w�th men, gave a new character to h�s
features, by wh�ch h�s youth seemed to be renewed. Dressed �n
black, the lace �n front of h�s chest much d�sarranged by h�s
fever�shly restless hand, the looks of the super�ntendent, full of
dreamy reflect�on, were f�xed upon the threshold of the room wh�ch
he had so frequently approached �n search of expected happ�ness.
Th�s gloomy gentleness of manner, th�s sm�l�ng sadness of
express�on, wh�ch had replaced h�s former excess�ve joy, produced
an �ndescr�bable effect upon Madame de Bell�ere, who was
regard�ng h�m at a d�stance.

A woman’s eye can read the face of the man she loves, �ts
every feel�ng of pr�de, �ts every express�on of suffer�ng; �t m�ght
almost be sa�d that Heaven has grac�ously granted to women, on
account of the�r very weakness, more than �t has accorded to other
creatures. They can conceal the�r own feel�ngs from a man, but from
them no man can conceal h�s. The marqu�se d�v�ned �n a s�ngle



glace the whole we�ght of the unhapp�ness of the super�ntendent.
She d�v�ned a n�ght passed w�thout sleep, a day passed �n
decept�ons. From that moment she was f�rm �n her own strength, and
she felt that she loved Fouquet beyond everyth�ng else. She arose
and approached h�m, say�ng, “You wrote to me th�s morn�ng to say
you were beg�nn�ng to forget me, and that I, whom you had not seen
lately, had no doubt ceased to th�nk of you. I have come to
undece�ve you, mons�eur, and the more completely so, because
there �s one th�ng I can read �n your eyes.”

“What �s that, madame?” sa�d Fouquet, aston�shed.
“That you have never loved me so much as at th�s moment; �n

the same manner you can read, �n my present step towards you, that
I have not forgotten you.”

“Oh! madame,” sa�d Fouquet, whose face was for a moment
l�ghted up by a sudden gleam of joy, “you are �ndeed an angel, and
no man can suspect you. All he can do �s to humble h�mself before
you and entreat forg�veness.”

“Your forg�veness �s granted, then,” sa�d the marqu�se. Fouquet
was about to throw h�mself upon h�s knees. “No, no,” she sa�d, “s�t
here by my s�de. Ah! that �s an ev�l thought wh�ch has just crossed
your m�nd.”

“How do you detect �t, madame?”
“By the sm�le that has just marred the express�on of your

countenance. Be cand�d, and tell me what your thought was—no
secrets between fr�ends.”

“Tell me, then, madame, why you have been so harsh these
three or four months past?”

“Harsh?”
“Yes; d�d you not forb�d me to v�s�t you?”
“Alas!” sa�d Madame de Bell�ere, s�gh�ng, “because your v�s�t to

me was the cause of your be�ng v�s�ted w�th a great m�sfortune;
because my house �s watched; because the same eyes that have
seen you already m�ght see you aga�n; because I th�nk �t less
dangerous for you that I should come here than that you should



come to my house; and, lastly, because I know you to be already
unhappy enough not to w�sh to �ncrease your unhapp�ness further.”

Fouquet started, for these words recalled all the anx�et�es
connected w�th h�s off�ce of super�ntendent—he who, for the last few
m�nutes, had �ndulged �n all the w�ld asp�rat�ons of the lover. “I
unhappy?” he sa�d, endeavor�ng to sm�le: “�ndeed, marqu�se, you w�ll
almost make me bel�eve I am so, judg�ng from your own sadness.
Are your beaut�ful eyes ra�sed upon me merely �n p�ty? I was look�ng
for another express�on from them.”

“It �s not I who am sad, mons�eur; look �n the m�rror, there—�t �s
yourself.”

“It �s true I am somewhat pale, marqu�se; but �t �s from overwork;
the k�ng yesterday requ�red a supply of money from me.”

“Yes, four m�ll�ons; I am aware of �t.”
“You know �t?” excla�med Fouquet, �n a tone of surpr�se; “how

can you have learnt �t? It was after the departure of the queen, and
�n the presence of one person only, that the k�ng—”

“You perce�ve that I do know �t; �s that not suff�c�ent? Well, go
on, mons�eur, the money the k�ng has requ�red you to supply—”

“You understand, marqu�se, that I have been obl�ged to procure
�t, then to get �t counted, afterwards reg�stered—altogether a long
affa�r. S�nce Mons�eur de Mazar�n’s death, f�nanc�al affa�rs occas�on
some l�ttle fat�gue and embarrassment. My adm�n�strat�on �s
somewhat overtaxed, and th�s �s the reason why I have not slept
dur�ng the past n�ght.”

“So you have the amount?” �nqu�red the marqu�se, w�th some
anx�ety.

“It would �ndeed be strange, marqu�se,” repl�ed Fouquet,
cheerfully, “�f a super�ntendent of f�nances were not to have a paltry
four m�ll�ons �n h�s coffers.”

“Yes, yes, I bel�eve you e�ther have, or w�ll have them.”
“What do you mean by say�ng I shall have them?”
“It �s not very long s�nce you were requ�red to furn�sh two

m�ll�ons.”



“On the contrary, �t seems almost an age; but do not let us talk
of money matters any longer.”

“On the contrary, we w�ll cont�nue to speak of them, for that �s
my only reason for com�ng to see you.”

“I am at a loss to compass your mean�ng,” sa�d the
super�ntendent, whose eyes began to express an anx�ous cur�os�ty.

“Tell me, mons�eur, �s the off�ce of super�ntendent a permanent
pos�t�on?”

“You surpr�se me, march�oness, for you speak as �f you had
some mot�ve or �nterest �n putt�ng the quest�on.”

“My reason �s s�mple enough; I am des�rous of plac�ng some
money �n your hands, and naturally I w�sh to know �f you are certa�n
of your post.”

“Really, marqu�se, I am at a loss what to reply; I cannot conce�ve
your mean�ng.”

“Ser�ously, then, dear M. Fouquet, I have certa�n funds wh�ch
somewhat embarrass me. I am t�red of �nvest�ng my money �n lands,
and am anx�ous to �ntrust �t to some fr�end who w�ll turn �t to
account.”

“Surely �t does not press,” sa�d M. Fouquet.
“On the contrary, �t �s very press�ng.”
“Very well, we w�ll talk of that by and by.”
“By and by w�ll not do, for my money �s there,” returned the

marqu�se, po�nt�ng out the coffer to the super�ntendent, and show�ng
h�m, as she opened �t, the bundles of notes and heaps of gold.
Fouquet, who had r�sen from h�s seat at the same moment as
Madame de Bell�ere, rema�ned for a moment plunged �n thought;
then suddenly start�ng back, he turned pale, and sank down �n h�s
cha�r, conceal�ng h�s face �n h�s hands. “Madame, madame,” he
murmured, “what op�n�on can you have of me, when you make me
such an offer?”

“Of you!” returned the marqu�se. “Tell me, rather, what you
yourself th�nk of the step I have taken.”



“You br�ng me th�s money for myself, and you br�ng �t because
you know me to be embarrassed. Nay, do not deny �t, for I am sure
of �t. Can I not read your heart?”

“If you know my heart, then, can you not see that �t �s my heart I
offer you?”

“I have guessed r�ghtly, then,” excla�med Fouquet. “In truth,
madame, I have never yet g�ven you the r�ght to �nsult me �n th�s
manner.”

“Insult you,” she sa�d, turn�ng pale, “what s�ngular del�cacy of
feel�ng! You tell me you love me; �n the name of that affect�on you
w�sh me to sacr�f�ce my reputat�on and my honor, yet, when I offer
you money wh�ch �s my own, you refuse me.”

“Madame, you are at l�berty to preserve what you term your
reputat�on and your honor. Perm�t me to preserve m�ne. Leave me to
my ru�n, leave me to s�nk beneath the we�ght of the hatreds wh�ch
surround me, beneath the faults I have comm�tted, beneath the load,
even, of my remorse, but, for Heaven’s sake, madame, do not
overwhelm me w�th th�s last �nfl�ct�on.”

“A short t�me s�nce, M. Fouquet, you were want�ng �n judgment;
now you are want�ng �n feel�ng.”

Fouquet pressed h�s clenched hand upon h�s breast, heav�ng
w�th emot�on, say�ng: “overwhelm me, madame, for I have noth�ng to
reply.”

“I offered you my fr�endsh�p, M. Fouquet.”
“Yes, madame, and you l�m�ted yourself to that.”
“And what I am now do�ng �s the act of a fr�end.”
“No doubt �t �s.”
“And you reject th�s mark of my fr�endsh�p?”
“I do reject �t.”
“Mons�eur Fouquet, look at me,” sa�d the marqu�se, w�th

gl�sten�ng eyes, “I now offer you my love.”
“Oh, madame,” excla�med Fouquet.
“I have loved you for a long wh�le past; women, l�ke men, have a

false del�cacy at t�mes. For a long t�me past I have loved you, but



would not confess �t. Well, then, you have �mplored th�s love on your
knees, and I have refused you; I was bl�nd, as you were a l�ttle wh�le
s�nce; but as �t was my love that you sought, �t �s my love I now offer
you.”

“Oh! madame, you overwhelm me beneath a load of happ�ness.”
“W�ll you be happy, then, �f I am yours—ent�rely?”
“It w�ll be the supremest happ�ness for me.”
“Take me, then. If, however, for your sake I sacr�f�ce a prejud�ce,

do you, for m�ne, sacr�f�ce a scruple.”
“Do not tempt me.”
“Do not refuse me.”
“Th�nk ser�ously of what you are propos�ng.”
“Fouquet, but one word. Let �t be ‘No,’ and I open th�s door,” and

she po�nted to the door wh�ch led �nto the streets, “and you w�ll never
see me aga�n. Let that word be ‘Yes,’ and I am yours ent�rely.”

“El�se! El�se! But th�s coffer?”
“Conta�ns my dowry.”
“It �s your ru�n,” excla�med Fouquet, turn�ng over the gold and

papers; “there must be a m�ll�on here.”
“Yes, my jewels, for wh�ch I care no longer �f you do not love me,

and for wh�ch, equally, I care no longer �f you love me as I love you.”
“Th�s �s too much,” excla�med Fouquet. “I y�eld, I y�eld, even

were �t only to consecrate so much devot�on. I accept the dowry.”
“And take the woman w�th �t,” sa�d the marqu�se, throw�ng

herself �nto h�s arms.



Chapter XXIX. Le Terra�n de D�eu.
Dur�ng the progress of these events Buck�ngham and De

Wardes traveled �n excellent compan�onsh�p, and made the journey
from Par�s to Cala�s �n und�sturbed harmony together. Buck�ngham
had hurr�ed h�s departure, so that the greater part of h�s ad�eux were
very hast�ly made. H�s v�s�t to Mons�eur and Madame, to the young
queen, and to the queen-dowager, had been pa�d collect�vely—a
precaut�on on the part of the queen-mother wh�ch saved h�m the
d�stress of any pr�vate conversat�on w�th Mons�eur, and also the
danger of see�ng Madame aga�n. The carr�ages conta�n�ng the
luggage had already been sent on beforehand, and �n the even�ng
he set off �n h�s travel�ng carr�age w�th h�s attendants.

De Wardes, �rr�tated at f�nd�ng h�mself dragged away �n so
abrupt a manner by th�s Engl�shman, had sought �n h�s subtle m�nd
for some means of escap�ng from h�s fetters; but no one hav�ng
rendered h�m any ass�stance �n th�s respect, he was absolutely
obl�ged, therefore, to subm�t to the burden of h�s own ev�l thoughts
and caust�c sp�r�t.

Such of h�s fr�ends �n whom he had been able to conf�de, had, �n
the�r character of w�ts, rall�ed h�m upon the duke’s super�or�ty.
Others, less br�ll�ant, but more sens�ble, had rem�nded h�m of the
k�ng’s orders proh�b�t�ng duel�ng. Others, aga�n, and they the larger
number, who, �n v�rtue of char�ty, or nat�onal van�ty, m�ght have
rendered h�m ass�stance, d�d not care to run the r�sk of �ncurr�ng
d�sgrace, and would, at the best, have �nformed the m�n�sters of a
departure wh�ch m�ght end �n a massacre on a small scale. The
result was, that, after hav�ng fully del�berated upon the matter, De
Wardes packed up h�s luggage, took a couple of horses, and,
followed only by one servant, made h�s way towards the barr�er,
where Buck�ngham’s carr�age was to awa�t h�m.

The duke rece�ved h�s adversary as he would have done an
�nt�mate acqua�ntance, made room bes�de h�m on the same seat w�th



h�mself, offered h�m refreshments, and spread over h�s knees the
sable cloak that had been thrown on the front seat. They then
conversed of the court, w�thout allud�ng to Madame; of Mons�eur,
w�thout speak�ng of domest�c affa�rs; of the k�ng, w�thout speak�ng of
h�s brother’s w�fe; of the queen-mother, w�thout allud�ng to her
daughter-�n-law; of the k�ng of England, w�thout allud�ng to h�s s�ster;
of the state of the affect�ons of e�ther of the travelers, w�thout
pronounc�ng any name that m�ght be dangerous. In th�s way the
journey, wh�ch was performed by short stages, was most agreeable,
and Buck�ngham, almost a Frenchman from w�t and educat�on, was
del�ghted at hav�ng so adm�rably selected h�s travel�ng compan�on.
Elegant repasts were served, of wh�ch they partook but l�ghtly; tr�als
of horses made �n the beaut�ful meadows that sk�rted the road;
cours�ng �ndulged �n, for Buck�ngham had h�s greyhounds w�th h�m;
and �n such ways d�d they pass away the pleasant t�me. The duke
somewhat resembled the beaut�ful r�ver Se�ne, wh�ch folds France a
thousand t�mes �n �ts lov�ng embrace, before dec�d�ng upon jo�n�ng �ts
waters w�th the ocean. In qu�tt�ng France, �t was her recently adopted
daughter he had brought to Par�s whom he ch�efly regretted; h�s
every thought was a remembrance of her—h�s every memory a
regret. Therefore, whenever, now and then, desp�te h�s command
over h�mself, he was lost �n thought, De Wardes left h�m ent�rely to
h�s mus�ngs. Th�s del�cacy m�ght have touched Buck�ngham, and
changed h�s feel�ngs towards De Wardes, �f the latter, wh�le
preserv�ng s�lence, had shown a glance less full of mal�ce, and a
sm�le less false. Inst�nct�ve d�sl�kes, however, are relentless; noth�ng
appeases them; a few ashes may, somet�mes, apparently, ext�ngu�sh
them; but beneath those ashes the smothered embers rage more
fur�ously. Hav�ng exhausted every means of amusement the route
offered, they arr�ved, as we have sa�d, at Cala�s towards the end of
the s�xth day. The duke’s attendants, s�nce the prev�ous even�ng,
had traveled �n advance, and now chartered a boat, for the purpose
of jo�n�ng the yacht, wh�ch had been tack�ng about �n s�ght, or bore
broads�de on, whenever �t felt �ts wh�te w�ngs wear�ed, w�th�n
cannon-shot of the jetty.

The boat was dest�ned for the transport of the duke’s equ�pages
from the shore to the yacht. The horses had been embarked, hav�ng



been ho�sted from the boat upon the deck �n baskets, expressly
made for the purpose, and wadded �n such a manner that the�r l�mbs,
even �n the most v�olent f�ts of terror or �mpat�ence, were always
protected by the soft support wh�ch the s�des afforded, and the�r
coats not even turned. E�ght of these baskets, placed s�de by s�de,
f�lled the sh�p’s hold. It �s well known that, �n short voyages horses
refuse to eat, but rema�n trembl�ng all the wh�le, w�th the best of food
before them, such as they would have greatly coveted on land. By
degrees, the duke’s ent�re equ�page was transported on board the
yacht; he was then �nformed that everyth�ng was �n read�ness, and
that they only wa�ted for h�m, whenever he would be d�sposed to
embark w�th the French gentleman; for no one could poss�bly
�mag�ne that the French gentleman would have any other accounts
to settle w�th h�s Grace other than those of fr�endsh�p. Buck�ngham
des�red the capta�n to be told to hold h�mself �n read�ness, but that,
as the sea was beaut�ful, and as the day prom�sed a splend�d
sunset, he d�d not �ntend to go on board unt�l n�ghtfall, and would
ava�l h�mself of the even�ng to enjoy a walk on the strand. He added
also, that, f�nd�ng h�mself �n such excellent company, he had not the
least des�re to hasten h�s embarkat�on.

As he sa�d th�s he po�nted out to those who surrounded h�m the
magn�f�cent spectacle wh�ch the sky presented, of deepest azure �n
the hor�zon, the amph�theatre of fleecy clouds ascend�ng from the
sun’s d�sc to the zen�th, assum�ng the appearance of a range of
snowy mounta�ns, whose summ�ts were heaped one upon another.
The dome of clouds was t�nged at �ts base w�th, as �t were, the foam
of rub�es, fad�ng away �nto opal and pearly t�nts, �n proport�on as the
gaze was carr�ed from base to summ�t. The sea was g�lded w�th the
same reflect�on, and upon the crest of every sparkl�ng wave danced
a po�nt of l�ght, l�ke a d�amond by lampl�ght. The m�ldness of the
even�ng, the sea breezes, so dear to contemplat�ve m�nds, sett�ng �n
from the east and blow�ng �n del�c�ous gusts; then, �n the d�stance,
the black outl�ne of the yacht w�th �ts r�gg�ng traced upon the
empurpled background of the sky—wh�le, dott�ng the hor�zon, m�ght
be seen, here and there, vessels w�th the�r tr�mmed sa�ls, l�ke the
w�ngs of a seagull about to plunge; such a spectacle �ndeed well
mer�ted adm�rat�on. A crowd of cur�ous �dlers followed the r�chly



dressed attendants, amongst whom they m�stook the steward and
the secretary for the master and h�s fr�end. As for Buck�ngham, who
was dressed very s�mply, �n a gray sat�n vest, and doublet of v�olet-
colored velvet, wear�ng h�s hat thrust over h�s eyes, and w�thout
orders or embro�dery, he was taken no more not�ce of than De
Wardes, who was �n black, l�ke an attorney.

The duke’s attendants had rece�ved d�rect�ons to have a boat �n
read�ness at the jetty head, and to watch the embarkat�on of the�r
master, w�thout approach�ng h�m unt�l e�ther he or h�s fr�end should
summon them,—“whatever may happen,” he had added, lay�ng a
stress upon these words, so that they m�ght not be m�sunderstood.
Hav�ng walked a few paces upon the strand, Buck�ngham sa�d to De
Wardes, “I th�nk �t �s now t�me to take leave of each other. The t�de,
you perce�ve, �s r�s�ng; ten m�nutes hence �t w�ll have soaked the
sands where we are now walk�ng �n such a manner that we shall not
be able to keep our foot�ng.”

“I awa�t your orders, my lord, but—”
“But, you mean, we are st�ll upon so�l wh�ch �s part of the k�ng’s

terr�tory.”
“Exactly.”
“Well, do you see yonder a k�nd of l�ttle �sland surrounded by a

c�rcle of water? The pool �s �ncreas�ng every m�nute, and the �sle �s
gradually d�sappear�ng. Th�s �sland, �ndeed, belongs to Heaven, for �t
�s s�tuated between two seas, and �s not shown on the k�ng’s charts.
Do you observe �t?”

“Yes; but we can hardly reach �t now, w�thout gett�ng our feet
wet.”

“Yes; but observe that �t forms an em�nence tolerably h�gh, and
that the t�de r�ses up on every s�de, leav�ng the top free. We shall be
adm�rably placed upon that l�ttle theatre. What do you th�nk of �t?”

“I shall be perfectly happy wherever I may have the honor of
cross�ng my sword w�th your lordsh�p’s.”

“Very well, then, I am d�stressed to be the cause of your wett�ng
your feet, M. de Wardes, but �t �s most essent�al you should be able
to say to the k�ng: ‘S�re, I d�d not f�ght upon your majesty’s terr�tory.’



Perhaps the d�st�nct�on �s somewhat subtle, but, s�nce Port-Royal,
your nat�on del�ghts �n subtlet�es of express�on. Do not let us
compla�n of th�s, however, for �t makes your w�t very br�ll�ant, and of a
style pecul�arly your own. If you do not object, we w�ll hurry
ourselves, for the sea, I perce�ve, �s r�s�ng fast, and n�ght �s sett�ng
�n.”

“My reason for not walk�ng faster was, that I d�d not w�sh to
precede your Grace. Are you st�ll on dry land, my lord?”

“Yes, at present I am. Look yonder! My servants are afra�d we
shall be drowned, and have converted the boat �nto a cru�ser. Do you
remark how cur�ously �t dances upon the crests of the waves? But,
as �t makes me feel sea-s�ck, would you perm�t me to turn my back
towards them?”

“You w�ll observe, my lord, that �n turn�ng your back to them, you
w�ll have the sun full �n your face.”

“Oh, �ts rays are very feeble at th�s hour and �t w�ll soon
d�sappear; do not be uneasy on that score.”

“As you please, my lord; �t was out of cons�derat�on for your
lordsh�p that I made the remark.”

“I am aware of that, M. de Wardes, and I fully apprec�ate your
k�ndness. Shall we take off our doublets?”

“As you please, my lord.”
“Do not hes�tate to tell me, M. de Wardes, �f you do not feel

comfortable upon the wet sand, or �f you th�nk yourself a l�ttle too
close to French terr�tory. We could f�ght �n England, or even upon my
yacht.”

“We are exceed�ngly well placed here, my lord; only I have the
honor to remark that, as the sea �s r�s�ng fast, we have hardly t�me—”

Buck�ngham made a s�gn of assent, took off h�s doublet and
threw �t on the ground, a proceed�ng wh�ch De Wardes �m�tated. Both
the�r bod�es, wh�ch seemed l�ke phantoms to those who were look�ng
at them from the shore, were thrown strongly �nto rel�ef by a dark red
v�olet-colored shadow w�th wh�ch the sky became overspread.

“Upon my word, your Grace,” sa�d De Wardes, “we shall hardly
have t�me to beg�n. Do you not perce�ve how our feet are s�nk�ng �nto



the sand?”
“I have sunk up to the ankles,” sa�d Buck�ngham, “w�thout

reckon�ng that the water �s even now break�ng �n upon us.”
“It has already reached me. As soon as you please, therefore,

your Grace,” sa�d De Wardes, who drew h�s sword, a movement
�m�tated by the duke.

“M. de Wardes,” sa�d Buck�ngham, “one f�nal word. I am about to
f�ght you because I do not l�ke you,—because you have wounded me
�n r�d�cul�ng a certa�n devot�onal regard I have enterta�ned, and one
wh�ch I acknowledge that, at th�s moment, I st�ll reta�n, and for wh�ch
I would very w�ll�ngly d�e. You are a bad and heartless man, M. de
Wardes, and I w�ll do my very utmost to take your l�fe; for I feel
assured that, �f you surv�ve th�s engagement, you w�ll, �n the future,
work great m�sch�ef towards my fr�ends. That �s all I have to remark,
M. de Wardes,” concluded Buck�ngham as he saluted h�m.

“And I, my lord, have only th�s to reply to you: I have not d�sl�ked
you h�therto, but, s�nce you g�ve me such a character, I hate you, and
w�ll do all I poss�bly can to k�ll you;” and De Wardes saluted
Buck�ngham.

The�r swords crossed at the same moment, l�ke two flashes of
l�ghtn�ng on a dark n�ght. The swords seemed to seek each other,
guessed the�r pos�t�on, and met. Both were pract�ced swordsmen,
and the earl�er passes were w�thout any result. The n�ght was fast
clos�ng �n, and �t was so dark that they attacked and defended
themselves almost �nst�nct�vely. Suddenly De Wardes felt h�s word
arrested,—he had just touched Buck�ngham’s shoulder. The duke’s
sword sunk, as h�s arm was lowered.

“You are wounded, my lord,” sa�d De Wardes, draw�ng back a
step or two.

“Yes, mons�eur, but only sl�ghtly.”
“Yet you qu�tted your guard.”
“Only from the f�rst effect of the cold steel, but I have recovered.

Let us go on, �f you please.” And d�sengag�ng h�s sword w�th a
s�n�ster clash�ng of the blade, the duke wounded the marqu�s �n the
breast.



“A h�t?” he sa�d.
“No,” cr�ed De Wardes, not mov�ng from h�s place.
“I beg your pardon, but observ�ng that your sh�rt was sta�ned—”

sa�d Buck�ngham.
“Well,” sa�d De Wardes fur�ously, “�t �s now your turn.”
And w�th a terr�ble lunge, he p�erced Buck�ngham’s arm, the

sword pass�ng between the two bones. Buck�ngham feel�ng h�s r�ght
arm paralyzed, stretched out h�s left, se�zed h�s sword, wh�ch was
about fall�ng from h�s nerveless grasp, and before De Wardes could
resume h�s guard, he thrust h�m through the breast. De Wardes
tottered, h�s knees gave way beneath h�m, and leav�ng h�s sword st�ll
f�xed �n the duke’s arm, he fell �nto the water, wh�ch was soon
cr�msoned w�th a more genu�ne reflect�on than that wh�ch �t had
borrowed from the clouds. De Wardes was not dead; he felt the
terr�ble danger that menaced h�m, for the sea rose fast. The duke,
too, perce�ved the danger. W�th an effort and an exclamat�on of pa�n
he tore out the blade wh�ch rema�ned �n h�s arm, and turn�ng towards
De Wardes sa�d, “Are you dead, marqu�s?”

“No,” repl�ed De Wardes, �n a vo�ce choked by the blood wh�ch
rushed from h�s lungs to h�s throat, “but very near �t.”

“Well, what �s to be done; can you walk?” sa�d Buck�ngham,
support�ng h�m on h�s knee.

“Imposs�ble,” he repl�ed. Then fall�ng down aga�n, sa�d, “call to
your people, or I shall be drowned.”

“Halloa! boat there! qu�ck, qu�ck!”
The boat flew over the waves, but the sea rose faster than the

boat could approach. Buck�ngham saw that De Wardes was on the
po�nt of be�ng aga�n covered by a wave; he passed h�s left arm, safe
and unwounded, round h�s body and ra�sed h�m up. The wave
ascended to h�s wa�st, but d�d not move h�m. The duke �mmed�ately
began to carry h�s late antagon�st towards the shore. He had hardly
gone ten paces, when a second wave, rush�ng onwards h�gher, more
fur�ous and menac�ng than the former, struck h�m at the he�ght of h�s
chest, threw h�m over and bur�ed h�m beneath the water. At the
reflux, however, the duke and De Wardes were d�scovered ly�ng on



the strand. De Wardes had fa�nted. At th�s moment four of the duke’s
sa�lors, who comprehended the danger, threw themselves �nto the
sea, and �n a moment were close bes�de h�m. The�r terror was
extreme when they observed how the�r master became covered w�th
blood, �n proport�on to the water, w�th wh�ch �t was �mpregnated,
flowed towards h�s knees and feet; they w�shed to carry h�m.

“No, no,” excla�med the duke, “take the marqu�s on shore f�rst.”
“Death to the Frenchman!” cr�ed the Engl�sh sullenly.
“Wretched knaves!” excla�med the duke, draw�ng h�mself up w�th

a haughty gesture, wh�ch spr�nkled them w�th blood, “obey d�rectly!
M. de Wardes on shore! M. de Wardes’s safety to be looked to f�rst,
or I w�ll have you all hanged!”

The boat had by th�s t�me reached them; the secretary and
steward leaped �nto the sea, and approached the marqu�s, who no
longer showed any s�gn of l�fe.

“I comm�t h�m to your care, as you value your l�ves,” sa�d the
duke. “Take M. de Wardes on shore.” They took h�m �n the�r arms,
and carr�ed h�m to the dry sand, where the t�de never rose so h�gh. A
few �dlers and f�ve or s�x f�shermen had gathered on the shore,
attracted by the strange spectacle of two men f�ght�ng w�th the water
up to the�r knees. The f�shermen, observ�ng a group of men
approach�ng carry�ng a wounded man, entered the sea unt�l the
water was up to the�r wa�sts. The Engl�sh transferred the wounded
man to them, at the very moment the latter began to open h�s eyes
aga�n. The salt water and the f�ne sand had got �nto h�s wounds, and
caused h�m the acutest pa�n. The duke’s secretary drew out a purse
f�lled w�th gold from h�s pocket, and handed �t to the one among
those present who appeared of most �mportance, say�ng: “From my
master, h�s Grace the Duke of Buck�ngham, �n order that every
poss�ble care may be taken of the Marqu�s de Wardes.”

Then, followed by those who had accompan�ed h�m, he returned
to the boat, wh�ch Buck�ngham had been enabled to reach w�th the
greatest d�ff�culty, but only after he had seen De Wardes out of
danger. By th�s t�me �t was h�gh t�de; embro�dered coats, and s�lk
sashes were lost; many hats, too, had been carr�ed away by the
waves. The flow of the t�de had borne the duke’s and De Wardes’s



clothes to the shore, and De Wardes was wrapped �n the duke’s
doublet, under the bel�ef that �t was h�s own, when the f�shermen
carr�ed h�m �n the�r arms towards the town.





Chapter XXX. Threefold Love.
As soon as Buck�ngham departed, Gu�che �mag�ned the coast

would be perfectly clear for h�m w�thout any �nterference. Mons�eur,
who no longer reta�ned the sl�ghtest feel�ng of jealousy, and who,
bes�des, perm�tted h�mself to be monopol�zed by the Cheval�er de
Lorra�ne, allowed as much l�berty and freedom �n h�s house as the
most exact�ng could des�re. The k�ng, on h�s s�de, who had
conce�ved a strong pred�lect�on for h�s s�ster-�n-law’s soc�ety,
�nvented a var�ety of amusements, �n qu�ck success�on to each other,
�n order to render her res�dence �n Par�s as cheerful as poss�ble, so
that �n fact, not a day passed w�thout a ball at the Pala�s Royal, or a
recept�on �n Mons�eur’s apartments. The k�ng had d�rected that
Fonta�nebleau should be prepared for the recept�on of the court, and
every one was us�ng h�s utmost �nterest to get �nv�ted. Madame led a
l�fe of �ncessant occupat�on; ne�ther her vo�ce nor her pen were �dle
for a moment. The conversat�ons w�th De Gu�che were gradually
assum�ng a tone of �nterest wh�ch m�ght unm�stakably be recogn�zed
as the prelude of a deep-seated attachment. When eyes look
langu�sh�ngly wh�le the subject under d�scuss�on happens to be
colors of mater�als for dresses; when a whole hour �s occup�ed �n
analyz�ng the mer�ts and the perfume of a sachet or a flower;—there
are words �n th�s style of conversat�on wh�ch every one m�ght l�sten
to, but there are gestures and s�ghs that every one cannot perce�ve.
After Madame had talked for some t�me w�th De Gu�che, she
conversed w�th the k�ng, who pa�d her a v�s�t regularly every day.
They played, wrote verses, or selected mottoes or emblemat�cal
dev�ces; th�s spr�ng was not only the Mayt�de of nature, �t was the
youth of an ent�re people, of wh�ch those at court were the head. The
k�ng was handsome, young, and of unequaled gallantry. All women
were pass�onately loved by h�m, even the queen, h�s w�fe. Th�s
m�ghty monarch was, however, more t�m�d and more reserved than
any other person �n the k�ngdom, to such a degree, �ndeed, that he
d�d not confess h�s sent�ments even to h�mself. Th�s t�m�d�ty of



bear�ng restra�ned h�m w�th�n the l�m�ts of ord�nary pol�teness, and no
woman could boast of hav�ng any preference shown her beyond that
shown to others. It m�ght be foretold that the day when h�s real
character would be d�splayed would be the dawn of a new
sovere�gnty; but as yet he had not declared h�mself. M. de Gu�che
took advantage of th�s, and const�tuted h�mself the sovere�gn pr�nce
of the whole laughter-lov�ng court. It had been reported that he was
on the best of terms w�th Mademo�selle de Montala�s; that he had
been ass�duously attent�ve to Mademo�selle de Chat�llon; but now he
was not even barely c�v�l to any of the court beaut�es. He had eyes
and ears for one person alone. In th�s manner, and, as �t were,
w�thout des�gn, he devoted h�mself to Mons�eur, who had a great
regard for h�m, and kept h�m as much as poss�ble �n h�s own
apartments. Unsoc�able from natural d�spos�t�on, he had estranged
h�mself too much prev�ous to the arr�val of Madame, but, after her
arr�val, he d�d not estrange h�mself suff�c�ently. Th�s conduct, wh�ch
every one had observed, had been part�cularly remarked by the ev�l
gen�us of the house, the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, for whom Mons�eur
exh�b�ted the warmest attachment because he was of a very cheerful
d�spos�t�on, even �n h�s remarks most full of mal�ce, and because he
was never at a loss how to w�le the t�me away. The Cheval�er de
Lorra�ne, therefore, hav�ng not�ced that he was threatened w�th be�ng
supplanted by De Gu�che, resorted to strong measures. He
d�sappeared from the court, leav�ng Mons�eur much embarrassed.
The f�rst day of h�s absence, Mons�eur hardly �nqu�red about h�m, for
he had De Gu�che w�th h�m, and, except that the t�me g�ven to
conversat�on w�th Madame, h�s days and n�ghts were r�gorously
devoted to the pr�nce. On the second day, however, Mons�eur,
f�nd�ng no one near h�m, �nqu�red where the cheval�er was. He was
told that no one knew.

De Gu�che, after hav�ng spent the morn�ng �n select�ng
embro�der�es and fr�nges w�th Madame, went to console the pr�nce.
But after d�nner, as there were some amethysts to be looked at, De
Gu�che returned to Madame’s cab�net. Mons�eur was left qu�te to
h�mself dur�ng the t�me devoted to dress�ng and decorat�ng h�mself;
he felt that he was the most m�serable of men, and aga�n �nqu�red
whether there was any news of the cheval�er, �n reply to wh�ch he



was told that no one could tell where the cheval�er was to be found.
Mons�eur, hardly know�ng �n what d�rect�on to �nfl�ct h�s wear�ness,
went to Madame’s apartments dressed �n h�s morn�ng-gown. He
found a large assemblage of people there, laugh�ng and wh�sper�ng
�n every part of the room; at one end, a group of women around one
of the court�ers, talk�ng together, am�d smothered bursts of laughter;
at the other end, Man�camp and Mal�corne were be�ng p�llaged at
cards by Montala�s and Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, wh�le
two others were stand�ng by, laugh�ng. In another part were
Madame, seated upon some cush�ons on the floor, and De Gu�che,
on h�s knees bes�de her, spread�ng out a handful of pearls and
prec�ous stones, wh�le the pr�ncess, w�th her wh�te and slender
f�ngers po�nted out such among them as pleased her the most.
Aga�n, �n another corner of the room, a gu�tar player was play�ng
some of the Span�sh segued�llas, to wh�ch Madame had taken the
greatest fancy ever s�nce she had heard them sung by the young
queen w�th a melancholy express�on of vo�ce. But the songs wh�ch
the Span�sh pr�ncess had sung w�th tears �n her eyes, the young
Engl�shwoman was humm�ng w�th a sm�le that well d�splayed her
beaut�ful teeth. The cab�net presented, �n fact, the most perfect
representat�on of unrestra�ned pleasure and amusement. As he
entered, Mons�eur was struck at behold�ng so many persons
enjoy�ng themselves w�thout h�m. He was so jealous at the s�ght that
he could not res�st excla�m�ng, l�ke a ch�ld, “What! you are amus�ng
yourselves here, wh�le I am s�ck and t�red of be�ng alone!”

The sound of h�s vo�ce was l�ke a clap of thunder com�ng to
�nterrupt the warbl�ng of b�rds under the leafy covert of the trees; a
dead s�lence ensued. De Gu�che was on h�s feet �n a moment.
Mal�corne tr�ed to h�de h�mself beh�nd Montala�s. Man�camp stood
bolt upr�ght, and assumed a very ceremon�ous demeanor. The gu�tar
player thrust h�s �nstrument under a table, cover�ng �t w�th a p�ece of
carpet to conceal �t from the pr�nce’s observat�on. Madame was the
only one who d�d not move, and sm�l�ng at her husband, sa�d, “Is not
th�s the hour you usually devote to your to�lette?”

“An hour wh�ch others select, �t seems, for amus�ng
themselves,” repl�ed the pr�nce, grumbl�ngly.



Th�s untoward remark was the s�gnal for a general rout; the
women fled l�ke a flock of terr�f�ed starl�ngs; the gu�tar player
van�shed l�ke a shadow; Mal�corne, st�ll protected by Montala�s, who
purposely w�dened out her dress, gl�ded beh�nd the hang�ng tapestry.
As for Man�camp, he went to the ass�stance of De Gu�che, who
naturally rema�ned near Madame, and both of them, w�th the
pr�ncess herself, courageously susta�ned the attack. The count was
too happy to bear mal�ce aga�nst the husband; but Mons�eur bore a
grudge aga�nst h�s w�fe. Noth�ng was want�ng but a quarrel; he
sought �t, and the hurr�ed departure of the crowd, wh�ch had been so
joyous before he arr�ved, and was so d�sturbed by h�s entrance,
furn�shed h�m w�th a pretext.

“Why do they run away at the very s�ght of me?” he �nqu�red, �n
a superc�l�ous tone; to wh�ch remark Madame repl�ed, that,
“whenever the master of the house made h�s appearance, the fam�ly
kept aloof out of respect.” As she sa�d th�s, she made so funny and
so pretty a gr�mace, that De Gu�che and Man�camp could not control
themselves; they burst �nto a peal of laugher; Madame followed the�r
example, and even Mons�eur h�mself could not res�st �t, and he was
obl�ged to s�t down, as, for laugh�ng, he could scarcely keep h�s
equ�l�br�um. However, he very soon left off, but h�s anger had
�ncreased. He was st�ll more fur�ous because he had perm�tted
h�mself to laugh, than from hav�ng seen others laugh. He looked at
Man�camp stead�ly, not ventur�ng to show h�s anger towards De
Gu�che; but, at a s�gn wh�ch d�splayed no l�ttle amount of annoyance,
Man�camp and De Gu�che left the room, so that Madame, left alone,
began sadly to p�ck up her pearls and amethysts, no longer sm�l�ng,
and speak�ng st�ll less.

“I am very happy,” sa�d the duke, “to f�nd myself treated as a
stranger here, Madame,” and he left the room �n a pass�on. On h�s
way out, he met Montala�s, who was �n attendance �n the ante-room.
“It �s very agreeable to pay you a v�s�t here, but outs�de the door.”

Montala�s made a very low obe�sance. “I do not qu�te
understand what your royal h�ghness does me the honor to say.”

“I say that when you are all laugh�ng together �n Madame’s
apartment, he �s an unwelcome v�s�tor who does not rema�n outs�de.”



“Your royal h�ghness does not th�nk, and does not speak so, of
yourself?”

“On the contrary, �t �s on my own account that I do speak and
th�nk. I have no reason, certa�nly, to flatter myself about the recept�on
I meet w�th here at any t�me. How �s �t that, on the very day there �s
mus�c and a l�ttle soc�ety �n Madame’s apartments—�n my own
apartments, �ndeed, for they are m�ne—on the very day that I w�sh to
amuse myself a l�ttle �n my turn, every one runs away? Are they
afra�d to see me, that they all take w�ng as soon as I appear? Is
there anyth�ng wrong, then, go�ng on �n my absence?”

“Yet noth�ng has been done to-day, monse�gneur, wh�ch �s not
done every day.”

“What! do they laugh l�ke that every day?”
“Why, yes, monse�gneur.”
“The same group of people s�mper�ng and the same s�ng�ng and

strumm�ng go�ng on every day?”
“The gu�tar, monse�gneur, was �ntroduced to-day; but when we

have no gu�tars, we have v�ol�ns and flutes; lad�es soon weary
w�thout mus�c.”

“The deuce!—and the men?”
“What men, monse�gneur?”
“M. de Gu�che, M. de Man�camp, and the rest of them?”
“They all belong to your h�ghness’s household.”
“Yes, yes, you are r�ght,” sa�d the pr�nce, as he returned to h�s

own apartments, full of thought. He threw h�mself �nto the largest of
h�s arm-cha�rs, w�thout look�ng at h�mself �n the glass. “Where can
the cheval�er be?” sa�d he. One of the pr�nce’s attendants happened
to be near h�m, overheard h�s remark, and repl�ed,—

“No one knows, your h�ghness.”
“St�ll the same answer. The f�rst one who answers me aga�n, ‘I

do not know,’ I w�ll d�scharge.” Every one at th�s remark hurr�ed out
of h�s apartments, �n the same manner as the others had fled from
Madame’s apartments. The pr�nce then flew �nto the w�ldest rage. He
k�cked over a ch�ffon�er, wh�ch tumbled on the carpet, broken �nto



p�eces. He next went �nto the galler�es, and w�th the greatest
coolness threw down, one after another, an enameled vase, a
porphyry ewer, and a bronze candelabrum. The no�se summoned
every one to the var�ous doors.

“What �s your h�ghness’s pleasure?” sa�d the capta�n of the
guards, t�m�dly.

“I am treat�ng myself to some mus�c,” repl�ed the pr�nce,
gnash�ng h�s teeth.

The capta�n of the guards des�red h�s royal h�ghness’s phys�c�an
to be sent for. But before he came, Mal�corne arr�ved, say�ng to the
pr�nce, “Monse�gneur, the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne �s here.”

The duke looked at Mal�corne, and sm�led grac�ously at h�m, just
as the cheval�er entered.



Chapter XXXI. M. de Lorra�ne’s
Jealousy.

The Duc d’Orleans uttered a cry of del�ght on perce�v�ng the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne. “Th�s �s fortunate, �ndeed,” he sa�d; “by what
happy chance do I see you? Had you �ndeed d�sappeared, as every
one assured me?”

“Yes, monse�gneur.”
“A capr�ce?”
“I to venture upon capr�ces w�th your h�ghness! The respect—”
“Put respect out of the way, for you fa�l �n �t every day. I absolve

you; but why d�d you leave me?”
“Because I felt that I was of no further use to you.”
“Expla�n yourself.”
“Your h�ghness has people about you who are far more amus�ng

that I can ever be. I felt I was not strong enough to enter �nto contest
w�th them, and I therefore w�thdrew.”

“Th�s extreme d�ff�dence shows a want of common sense. Who
are those w�th whom you cannot contend? De Gu�che?”

“I name no one.”
“Th�s �s absurd. Does De Gu�che annoy you?”
“I do not say he does; do not force me to speak, however; you

know very well that De Gu�che �s one of our best fr�ends.”
“Who �s �t, then?”
“Excuse me, monse�gneur, let us say no more about �t.” The

cheval�er knew perfectly well that cur�os�ty �s exc�ted �n the same way
as th�rst —by remov�ng that wh�ch quenches �t; or �n other words, by
deny�ng an explanat�on.

“No, no,” sa�d the pr�nce; “I w�sh to know why you went away.”



“In that case, monse�gneur, I w�ll tell you; but do not get angry. I
remarked that my presence was d�sagreeable.”

“To whom?”
“To Madame.”
“What do you mean?” sa�d the duke �n aston�shment.
“It �s s�mple enough; Madame �s very probably jealous of the

regard you are good enough to test�fy for me.”
“Has she shown �t to you?”
“Madame never addresses a syllable to me, part�cularly s�nce a

certa�n t�me.”
“S�nce what t�me?”
“S�nce the t�me when, M. de Gu�che hav�ng made h�mself more

agreeable to her than I could, she rece�ves h�m at every and any
hour.”

The duke colored. “At any hour, cheval�er; what do you mean by
that?”

“You see, your h�ghness, I have already d�spleased you; I was
qu�te sure I should.”

“I am not d�spleased; but what you say �s rather startl�ng. In what
respect does Madame prefer De Gu�che to you?”

“I shall say no more,” sa�d the cheval�er, salut�ng the pr�nce
ceremon�ously.

“On the contrary, I requ�re you to speak. If you w�thdraw on that
account, you must �ndeed be very jealous.”

“One cannot help be�ng jealous, monse�gneur, when one loves.
Is not your royal h�ghness jealous of Madame? Would you not, �f you
saw some one always near Madame, and always treated w�th great
favor, take umbrage at �t? One’s fr�ends are as one’s lovers. Your
h�ghness has somet�mes conferred the d�st�ngu�shed honor upon me
of call�ng me your fr�end.”

“Yes, yes,; but you used a phrase wh�ch has a very equ�vocal
s�gn�f�cance; you are unfortunate �n your phrases.”

“What phrase, monse�gneur?”



“You sa�d, ‘treated w�th great favor.’ What do you mean by
favor?”

“Noth�ng can be more s�mple,” sa�d the cheval�er, w�th an
express�on of great frankness; “for �nstance, whenever a husband
remarks that h�s w�fe summons such and such a man near her;
whenever th�s man �s always to be found by her s�de, or �n
attendance at the door of her carr�age; whenever the bouquet of the
one �s always the same color as the r�bbons of the other; when
mus�c and supper part�es are held �n pr�vate apartments; whenever a
dead s�lence takes place �mmed�ately the husband makes h�s
appearance �n h�s w�fe’s rooms; and when the husband suddenly
f�nds that he has, as a compan�on, the most devoted and the k�ndest
of men, who, a week before, was w�th h�m as l�ttle as poss�ble; why,
then—”

“Well, f�n�sh.”
“Why, then, I say, monse�gneur, one poss�bly may get jealous.

But all these deta�ls hardly apply; for our conversat�on had noth�ng to
do w�th them.”

The duke was ev�dently very much ag�tated, and seemed to
struggle w�th h�mself a good deal. “You have not told me,” he then
remarked, “why you absented yourself. A l�ttle wh�le ago you sa�d �t
was from a fear of �ntrud�ng; you added, even, that you had observed
a d�spos�t�on on Madame’s part to encourage De Gu�che.”

“Pardon me, monse�gneur, I d�d not say that.”
“You d�d, �ndeed.”
“Well, �f I d�d say so, I observed noth�ng but what was very

�noffens�ve.”
“At all events, you remarked someth�ng.”
“You embarrass me, monse�gneur.”
“What does that matter? Answer me. If you speak the truth, why

should you feel embarrassed?”
“I always speak the truth, monse�gneur; but I also always

hes�tate when �t �s a quest�on of repeat�ng what others say.”
“Ah! repeat? It appears that �t �s talked about, then?”



“I acknowledge that others have spoken to me on the subject.”
“Who?” sa�d the pr�nce.
The cheval�er assumed almost an angry a�r, as he repl�ed,

“Monse�gneur, you are subject�ng me to cross-exam�nat�on; you treat
me as a cr�m�nal at the bar; the rumors wh�ch �dly pass by a
gentleman’s ears do not rema�n there. Your h�ghness w�shes me to
magn�fy rumors unt�l �t atta�ns the �mportance of an event.”

“However,” sa�d the duke, �n great d�spleasure, “the fact rema�ns
that you w�thdrew on account of th�s report.”

“To speak the truth, others have talked to me of the attent�ons of
M. de Gu�che to Madame, noth�ng more; perfectly harmless, I repeat,
and more than that, allowable. But do not be unjust, monse�gneur,
and do not attach any undue �mportance to �t. It does not concern
you.”

“M. de Gu�che’s attent�ons to Madame do not concern me?”
“No, monse�gneur; and what I say to you I would say to De

Gu�che h�mself, so l�ttle do I th�nk of the attent�ons he pays Madame.
Nay, I would say �t even to Madame herself. Only you understand
what I am afra�d of—I am afra�d of be�ng thought jealous of the favor
shown, when I am only jealous as far as fr�endsh�p �s concerned. I
know your d�spos�t�on; I know that when you bestow your affect�ons
you become exclus�vely attached. You love Madame—and who,
�ndeed, would not love her? Follow me attent�vely as I proceed:—
Madame has not�ced among your fr�ends the handsomest and most
fasc�nat�ng of them all; she w�ll beg�n to �nfluence you on h�s behalf �n
such a way that you w�ll neglect the others. Your �nd�fference would
k�ll me; �t �s already bad enough to have to support Madame’s
�nd�fference. I have, therefore, made up my m�nd to g�ve way to the
favor�te whose happ�ness I envy, even wh�le I acknowledge my
s�ncere fr�endsh�p and s�ncere adm�rat�on for h�m. Well,
monse�gneur, do you see anyth�ng to object to �n th�s reason�ng? Is �t
not that of a man of honor? Is my conduct that of a s�ncere fr�end?
Answer me, at least, after hav�ng so closely quest�oned me.”

The duke had seated h�mself, w�th h�s head bur�ed �n h�s hands.
After a s�lence long enough to enable the cheval�er to judge the



effect of th�s orator�cal d�splay, the duke arose, say�ng, “Come, be
cand�d.”

“As I always am.”
“Very well. You know that we already observed someth�ng

respect�ng that mad fellow, Buck�ngham.”
“Do not say anyth�ng aga�nst Madame, monse�gneur, or I shall

take my leave. It �s �mposs�ble you can be susp�c�ous of Madame?”
“No, no, cheval�er; I do not suspect Madame; but �n fact, I

observe—I compare—”
“Buck�ngham was a madman, monse�gneur.”
“A madman about whom, however, you opened my eyes

thoroughly.”
“No, no,” sa�d the cheval�er, qu�ckly; “�t was not I who opened

your eyes, �t was De Gu�che. Do not confound us, I beg.” And he
began to laugh �n so harsh a manner that �t sounded l�ke the h�ss of
a serpent.

“Yes, yes; I remember. You sa�d a few words, but De Gu�che
showed the most jealousy.”

“I should th�nk so,” cont�nued the cheval�er, �n the same tone.
“He was f�ght�ng for home and altar.”

“What d�d you say?” sa�d the duke, haught�ly, thoroughly roused
by th�s �ns�d�ous jest.

“Am I not r�ght? for does not M. de Gu�che hold the ch�ef post of
honor �n your household?”

“Well,” repl�ed the duke, somewhat calmed, “had th�s pass�on of
Buck�ngham been remarked?”

“Certa�nly.”
“Very well. Do people say that M. de Gu�che’s �s remarked as

much?”
“Pardon me, monse�gneur; you are aga�n m�staken; no one says

that M. de Gu�che enterta�ns anyth�ng of the sort.”
“Very good.”



“You see, monse�gneur, that �t would have been better, a
hundred t�mes better, to have left me �n my ret�rement, than to have
allowed you to conjure up, by a�d of any scruples I may have had,
susp�c�ons wh�ch Madame w�ll regard as cr�mes, and she would be �n
the r�ght, too.”

“What would you do?”
“Act reasonably.”
“In what way?”
“I should not pay the sl�ghtest attent�on to the soc�ety of these

new Ep�curean ph�losophers; and, �n that way, the rumors w�ll
cease.”

“Well, I w�ll see; I w�ll th�nk �t over.”
“Oh, you have t�me enough; the danger �s not great; and then,

bes�des, �t �s not a quest�on of danger or of pass�on. It all arose from
a fear I had to see your fr�endsh�p for me decrease. From the very
moment you restore �t, w�th so k�nd an assurance of �ts ex�stence, I
have no longer any other �dea �n my head.”

The duke shook h�s head as �f he meant to say: “If you have no
more �deas, I have, though.” It be�ng now the d�nner hour, the pr�nce
sent to �nform Madame of �t; but she returned a message to the
effect that she could not be present, but would d�ne �n her own
apartment.

“That �s not my fault,” sa�d the duke. “Th�s morn�ng, hav�ng taken
them by surpr�se �n the m�dst of a mus�cal party, I got jealous; and so
they are �n the sulks w�th me.”

“We w�ll d�ne alone,” sa�d the cheval�er, w�th a s�gh; “I regret De
Gu�che �s not here.”

“Oh! De Gu�che w�ll not rema�n long �n the sulks; he �s a very
good-natured fellow.”

“Monse�gneur,” sa�d the cheval�er, suddenly, “an excellent �dea
has struck me, �n our conversat�on just now. I may have exasperated
your h�ghness, and caused you some d�ssat�sfact�on. It �s but f�tt�ng
that I should be the med�ator. I w�ll go and look for the count, and
br�ng h�m back w�th me.”



“Ah! cheval�er, you are really a very good-natured fellow.”
“You say that as �f you were surpr�sed.”
“Well, you are not so tender-hearted every day.”
“That may be; but confess that I know how to repa�r a wrong I

may have done.”
“I confess that.”
“W�ll your h�ghness do me the favor to wa�t here a few m�nutes?”
“W�ll�ngly; be off, and I w�ll try on my Fonta�nebleau costume.”
The cheval�er left the room, called h�s d�fferent attendant w�th

the greatest care, as �f he were g�v�ng them d�fferent orders. All went
off �n var�ous d�rect�ons; but he reta�ned h�s valet de chambre.
“Ascerta�n, and �mmed�ately, too, of M. de Gu�che �s not �n Madame’s
apartments. How can one learn �t?”

“Very eas�ly, mons�eur. I w�ll ask Mal�corne, who w�ll f�nd out
from Mlle. de Montala�s. I may as well tell you, however, that the
�nqu�ry w�ll be useless; for all M. de Gu�che’s attendants are gone,
and he must have left w�th them.”

“Ascerta�n, nevertheless.”
Ten m�nutes had hardly passed, when the valet returned. He

beckoned h�s master myster�ously towards the servants’ sta�rcase,
and showed h�m �nto a small room w�th a w�ndow look�ng out upon
the garden. “What �s the matter?” sa�d the cheval�er; “why so many
precaut�ons?”

“Look, mons�eur,” sa�d the valet, “look yonder, under the walnut-
tree.”

“Ah?” sa�d the cheval�er. “I see Man�camp there. What �s he
wa�t�ng for?”

“You w�ll see �n a moment, mons�eur, �f you wa�t pat�ently. There,
do you see now?”

“I see one, two, four mus�c�ans w�th the�r �nstruments, and
beh�nd them, urg�ng them on, De Gu�che h�mself. What �s he do�ng
there, though?”

“He �s wa�t�ng unt�l the l�ttle door of the sta�rcase, belong�ng to
the lad�es of honor, �s opened; by that sta�rcase he w�ll ascend to



Madame’s apartments, where some new p�eces of mus�c are go�ng
to be performed dur�ng d�nner.”

“Th�s �s adm�rable news you tell me.”
“Is �t not, mons�eur?”
“Was �t M. de Mal�corne who told you th�s?”
“Yes, mons�eur.”
“He l�kes you, then?”
“No, mons�eur, �t �s Mons�eur that he l�kes.”
“Why?”
“Because he w�shes to belong to h�s household.”
“And most certa�nly he shall. How much d�d he g�ve you for

that?”
“The secret wh�ch I now d�spose of to you, mons�eur.”
“And wh�ch I buy for a hundred p�stoles. Take them.”
“Thank you, mons�eur. Look, look, the l�ttle door opens; a

woman adm�ts the mus�c�ans.”
“It �s Montala�s.”
“Hush, monse�gneur; do not call out her name; whoever says

Montala�s says Mal�corne. If you quarrel w�th the one, you w�ll be on
bad terms w�th the other.”

“Very well; I have seen noth�ng.”
“And I,” sa�d the valet, pocket�ng the purse, “have rece�ved

noth�ng.”
The cheval�er, be�ng now certa�n that Gu�che had entered,

returned to the pr�nce, whom he found splend�dly dressed and
rad�ant w�th joy, as w�th good looks. “I am told,” he excla�med, “that
the k�ng has taken the sun as h�s dev�ce; really, monse�gneur, �t �s
you whom th�s dev�ce would best su�t.”

“Where �s De Gu�che?”
“He cannot be found. He has fled—has evaporated ent�rely.

Your scold�ng of th�s morn�ng terr�f�ed h�m. He could not be found �n
h�s apartments.”



“Bah! the ha�r-bra�ned fellow �s capable of sett�ng off post-haste
to h�s own estates. Poor man! we w�ll recall h�m. Come, let us d�ne
now.”

“Monse�gneur, to-day �s a very fest�val of �deas; I have another.”
“What �s �t?”
“Madame �s angry w�th you, and she has reason to be so. You

owe her revenge; go and d�ne w�th her.”
“Oh! that would be act�ng l�ke a weak and wh�ms�cal husband.”
“It �s the duty of a good husband to do so. The pr�ncess �s no

doubt wear�ed enough; she w�ll be weep�ng �n her plate, and here
eyes w�ll get qu�te red. A husband who �s the cause of h�s w�fe’s eyes
gett�ng red �s an od�ous creature. Come, monse�gneur, come.”

“I cannot; for I have d�rected d�nner to be served here.”
“Yet see, monse�gneur, how dull we shall be; I shall be low-

sp�r�ted because I know that Madame w�ll be alone; you, hard and
savage as you w�sh to appear, w�ll be s�gh�ng all the wh�le. Take me
w�th you to Madame’s d�nner, and that w�ll be a del�ghtful surpr�se. I
am sure we shall be very merry; you were �n the wrong th�s
morn�ng.”

“Well, perhaps I was.”
“There �s no perhaps at all, for �t �s a fact you were so.”
“Cheval�er, cheval�er, your adv�ce �s not good.”
“Nay, my adv�ce �s good; all the advantages are on your own

s�de. Your v�olet-colored su�t, embro�dered w�th gold, becomes you
adm�rably. Madame w�ll be as much vanqu�shed by the man as by
the act�on. Come, monse�gneur.”

“You dec�de me; let us go.”
The duke left h�s room, accompan�ed by the cheval�er and went

towards Madame’s apartments. The cheval�er hast�ly wh�spered to
the valet, “Be sure there are some people before that l�ttle door, so
that no one can escape �n that d�rect�on. Run, run!” And he followed
the duke towards the ante-chambers of Madame’s su�te of
apartments, and when the ushers were about to announce them, the
cheval�er sa�d, laugh�ng, “H�s h�ghness w�shes to surpr�se Madame.”





Chapter XXXII. Mons�eur �s Jealous of
Gu�che.

Mons�eur entered the room abruptly, as persons do who mean
well and th�nk they confer pleasure, or as those who hope to surpr�se
some secret, the terr�ble reward of jealous people. Madame, almost
out of her senses w�th joy at the f�rst bars of mus�c, was danc�ng �n
the most unrestra�ned manner, leav�ng the d�nner, wh�ch had been
already begun, unf�n�shed. Her partner was M. de Gu�che, who, w�th
h�s arms ra�sed, and h�s eyes half closed, was kneel�ng on one knee,
l�ke the Span�sh dancers, w�th looks full of pass�on, and gestures of
the most caress�ng character. The pr�ncess was danc�ng round h�m
w�th a respons�ve sm�le, and the same a�r of allur�ng seduct�veness.
Montala�s stood by adm�r�ngly; La Vall�ere, seated �n a corner of the
room, looked on thoughtfully. It �s �mposs�ble to descr�be the effect
wh�ch the presence of the pr�nce produced upon th�s gleeful
company, and �t would be equally �mposs�ble to descr�be the effect
wh�ch the s�ght of the�r happ�ness produced upon Ph�l�p. The Comte
de Gu�che had no power to move; Madame rema�ned �n the m�ddle
of one of the f�gures and of an att�tude, unable to utter a word. The
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, lean�ng h�s back aga�nst the doorway, sm�led
l�ke a man �n the very he�ght of the frankest adm�rat�on. The pallor of
the pr�nce, and the convuls�ve tw�tch�ng of h�s hands and l�mbs, were
the f�rst symptoms that struck those present. A dead s�lence
succeeded the merry mus�c of the dance. The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne
took advantage of th�s �nterval to salute Madame and De Gu�che
most respectfully, affect�ng to jo�n them together �n h�s reverences as
though they were the master and m�stress of the house. Mons�eur
then approached them, say�ng, �n a hoarse tone of vo�ce, “I am
del�ghted; I came here expect�ng to f�nd you �ll and low-sp�r�ted, and I
f�nd you abandon�ng yourself to new amusements; really, �t �s most
fortunate. My house �s the pleasantest �n the k�ngdom.” Then turn�ng
towards De Gu�che, “Comte,” he sa�d, “I d�d not know you were so



good a dancer.” And, aga�n address�ng h�s w�fe, he sa�d, “Show a
l�ttle more cons�derat�on for me, Madame; whenever you �ntend to
amuse yourselves here, �nv�te me. I am a pr�nce, unfortunately, very
much neglected.”

Gu�che had now recovered h�s self-possess�on, and w�th the
sp�r�ted boldness wh�ch was natural to h�m, and sat so well upon
h�m, he sa�d, “Your h�ghness knows very well that my very l�fe �s at
your serv�ce, and whenever there �s a quest�on of �ts be�ng needed, I
am ready; but to-day, as �t �s only a quest�on of danc�ng to mus�c, I
dance.”

“And you are perfectly r�ght,” sa�d the pr�nce, coldly. “But,
Madame,” he cont�nued, “you do not remark that your lad�es depr�ve
me of my fr�ends; M. de Gu�che does not belong to you, Madame,
but to me. If you w�sh to d�ne w�thout me you have your lad�es. When
I d�ne alone I have my gentlemen; do not str�p me of everyth�ng.”

Madame felt the reproach and the lesson, and the color rushed
to her face. “Mons�eur,” she repl�ed, “I was not aware, when I came
to the court of France, that pr�ncesses of my rank were to be
regarded as the women �n Turkey are. I was not aware that we were
not allowed to be seen; but, s�nce such �s your des�re, I w�ll conform
myself to �t; pray do not hes�tate, �f you should w�sh �t, to have my
w�ndows barred, even.”

Th�s repartee, wh�ch made Montala�s and De Gu�che sm�le,
rek�ndled the pr�nce’s anger, no �ncons�derable port�on of wh�ch had
already evaporated �n words.

“Very well,” he sa�d, �n a concentrated tone of vo�ce, “th�s �s the
way �n wh�ch I am respected �n my own house.”

“Monse�gneur, monse�gneur,” murmured the cheval�er �n the
duke’s ear, �n such a manner that every one could observe he was
endeavor�ng to calm h�m.

“Come,” repl�ed the pr�nce, as h�s only answer to the remark,
hurry�ng h�m away, and turn�ng round w�th so hasty a movement that
he almost ran aga�nst Madame. The cheval�er followed h�m to h�s
own apartment, where the pr�nce had no sooner seated h�mself than
he gave free vent to h�s fury. The cheval�er ra�sed h�s eyes towards
the ce�l�ng, jo�ned h�s hands together, and sa�d not a word.



“G�ve me your op�n�on,” excla�med the pr�nce.
“Upon what?”
“Upon what �s tak�ng place here.”
“Oh, monse�gneur, �t �s a very ser�ous matter.”
“It �s abom�nable! I cannot l�ve �n th�s manner.”
“How m�serable all th�s �s,” sa�d the cheval�er. “We hoped to

enjoy tranqu�ll�ty after that madman Buck�ngham had left.”
“And th�s �s worse.”
“I do not say that, monse�gneur.”
“Yes, but I say �t; for Buck�ngham would never have ventured

upon a fourth part of what we have just now seen.”
“What do you mean?”
“To conceal oneself for the purposes of danc�ng, and to fe�gn

�nd�spos�t�on �n order to d�ne tete-a-tete.”
“No, no, monse�gneur.”
“Yes, yes,” excla�med the pr�nce, exc�t�ng h�mself l�ke a self-

w�lled ch�ld; “but I w�ll not endure �t any longer, I must learn what �s
really go�ng on.”

“Oh, monse�gneur, an exposure—”
“By Heaven, mons�eur, shall I put myself out of the way, when

people show so l�ttle cons�derat�on for me? Wa�t for me here,
cheval�er, wa�t for me here.” The pr�nce d�sappeared �n the
ne�ghbor�ng apartment and �nqu�red of the gentleman �n attendance
�f the queen-mother had returned from chapel.

Anne of Austr�a felt that her happ�ness was now complete;
peace restored to her fam�ly, a nat�on del�ghted w�th the presence of
a young monarch who had shown an apt�tude for affa�rs of great
�mportance; the revenues of the state �ncreased; external peace
assured; everyth�ng seemed to prom�se a tranqu�l future. Her
thoughts recurred, now and then, to the poor young nobleman whom
she had rece�ved as a mother, and had dr�ven away as a hard-
hearted step-mother, and she s�ghed as she thought of h�m.

Suddenly the Duc d’Orleans entered her room. “Dear mother,”
he excla�med hurr�edly, clos�ng the door, “th�ngs cannot go on as



they are now.”
Anne of Austr�a ra�sed her beaut�ful eyes towards h�m, and w�th

an unmoved suav�ty of manner, sa�d, “What do you allude to?”
“I w�sh to speak of Madame.”
“Your w�fe?”
“Yes, madame.”
“I suppose that s�lly fellow Buck�ngham has been wr�t�ng a

farewell letter to her.”
“Oh! yes, madame; of course, �t �s a quest�on of Buck�ngham.”
“Of whom else could �t be, then? for that poor fellow was,

wrongly enough, the object of your jealousy, and I thought—”
“My w�fe, madame, has already replaced the Duke of

Buck�ngham.”
“Ph�l�p, what are you say�ng? You are speak�ng very heedlessly.”
“No, no. Madame has so managed matters, that I am st�ll

jealous.”
“Of whom, �n Heaven’s name?”
“Is �t poss�ble you have not remarked �t? Have you not not�ced

that M. de Gu�che �s always �n her apartments—always w�th her?”
The queen clapped her hands together, and began to laugh.

“Ph�l�p,” she sa�d, “your jealousy �s not merely a defect, �t �s a
d�sease.”

“Whether a defect or a d�sease, madame, I am the sufferer from
�t.”

“And do you �mag�ne that a compla�nt wh�ch ex�sts only �n your
own �mag�nat�on can be cured? You w�sh �t to be sa�d you are r�ght �n
be�ng jealous, when there �s no ground whatever for your jealousy.”

“Of course, you w�ll beg�n to say for th�s gentleman what you
already sa�d on the behalf of the other.”

“Because, Ph�l�p,” sa�d the queen dryly, “what you d�d for the
other, you are go�ng to do for th�s one.”

The pr�nce bowed, sl�ghtly annoyed. “If I g�ve you facts,” he sa�d,
“w�ll you bel�eve me?”



“If �t regarded anyth�ng else but jealousy, I would bel�eve you
w�thout your br�ng�ng facts forward; but as jealousy �s the case, I
prom�se noth�ng.”

“It �s just the same as �f your majesty were to des�re me to hold
my tongue, and sent me away unheard.”

“Far from �t; you are my son, I owe you a mother’s �ndulgence.”
“Oh, say what you th�nk; you owe me as much �ndulgence as a

madman deserves.”
“Do not exaggerate, Ph�l�p, and take care how you represent

your w�fe to me as a woman of depraved m�nd—”
“But facts, mother, facts!”
“Well, I am l�sten�ng.”
“Th�s morn�ng at ten o’clock they were play�ng mus�c �n

Madame’s apartments.”
“No harm �n that, surely.”
“M. de Gu�che was talk�ng w�th her alone—Ah! I forgot to tell

you, that, dur�ng the last ten days, he has never left her s�de.”
“If they were do�ng any harm they would h�de themselves.”
“Very good,” excla�med the duke, “I expected you to say that.

Pray remember w�th prec�s�on the words you have just uttered. Th�s
morn�ng I took them by surpr�se, and showed my d�ssat�sfact�on �n a
very marked manner.”

“Rely upon �t, that �s qu�te suff�c�ent; �t was, perhaps, even a l�ttle
too much. These young women eas�ly take offense. To reproach
them for an error they have not comm�tted �s, somet�mes, almost
equ�valent to tell�ng them they m�ght be gu�lty of even worse.”

“Very good, very good; but wa�t a m�nute. Do not forget what you
have just th�s moment sa�d, that th�s morn�ng’s lesson ought to have
been suff�c�ent, and that �f they had been do�ng what was wrong,
they would have h�dden themselves.”

“Yes, I sa�d so.”
“Well, just now, repent�ng of my hast�ness of the morn�ng, and

�mag�n�ng that Gu�che was sulk�ng �n h�s own apartments, I went to
pay Madame a v�s�t. Can you guess what, or whom, I found there?



Another set of mus�c�ans; more danc�ng, and Gu�che h�mself—he
was concealed there.”

Anne of Austr�a frowned. “It was �mprudent,” she sa�d. “What d�d
Madame say?”

“Noth�ng.”
“And Gu�che?”
“As much—oh, no! he muttered some �mpert�nent remark or

another.”
“Well, what �s your op�n�on, Ph�l�p?”
“That I have been made a fool of; that Buck�ngham was only a

pretext, and that Gu�che �s the one who �s really to blame �n the
matter.”

Anne shrugged her shoulders. “Well,” she sa�d, “what else?”
“I w�sh De Gu�che to be d�sm�ssed from my household, as

Buck�ngham was, and I shall ask the k�ng, unless—”
“Unless what?”
“Unless you, my dear mother, who are so clever and so k�nd, w�ll

execute the comm�ss�on yourself.”
“I w�ll not do �t, Ph�l�p.”
“What, madame?”
“L�sten, Ph�l�p; I am not d�sposed to pay people �ll compl�ments

every day; I have some �nfluence over young people, but I cannot
take advantage of �t w�thout runn�ng the chances of los�ng �t
altogether. Bes�des, there �s noth�ng to prove that M. de Gu�che �s
gu�lty.”

“He has d�spleased me.”
“That �s your own affa�r.”
“Very well, I know what I shall do,” sa�d the pr�nce, �mpetuously.
Anne looked at h�m w�th some uneas�ness. “What do you �ntend

to do?” she sa�d.
“I w�ll have h�m drowned �n my f�sh-pond the very next t�me I f�nd

h�m �n my apartments aga�n.” Hav�ng launched th�s terr�ble threat,



the pr�nce expected h�s mother would be fr�ghtened out of her
senses; but the queen was unmoved.

“Do so,” she sa�d.
Ph�l�p was as weak as a woman, and began to cry out, “Every

one betrays me,—no one cares for me; my mother, even, jo�ns my
enem�es.”

“Your mother, Ph�l�p, sees further �n the matter than you do, and
does not care about adv�s�ng you, s�nce you w�ll not l�sten to her.”

“I w�ll go to the k�ng.”
“I was about to propose that to you. I am now expect�ng h�s

majesty; �t �s the hour he usually pays me a v�s�t; expla�n the matter
to h�m yourself.”

She had hardly f�n�shed when Ph�l�p heard the door of the ante-
room open w�th some no�se. He began to feel nervous. At the sound
of the k�ng’s footsteps, wh�ch could be heard upon the carpet, the
duke hurr�edly made h�s escape. Anne of Austr�a could not res�st
laugh�ng, and was laugh�ng st�ll when the k�ng entered. He came
very affect�onately to �nqu�re after the even now uncerta�n health of
the queen-mother, and to announce to her that the preparat�ons for
the journey to Fonta�nebleau were complete. See�ng her laugh, h�s
uneas�ness on her account d�m�n�shed, and he addressed her �n a
v�vac�ous tone h�mself. Anne of Austr�a took h�m by the hand, and, �n
a vo�ce full of playfulness, sa�d, “Do you know, s�re that I am proud of
be�ng a Span�sh woman?”

“Why, madame?”
“Because Span�sh women are worth more than Engl�sh women

at least.”
“Expla�n yourself.”
“S�nce your marr�age you have not, I bel�eve, had a s�ngle

reproach to make aga�nst the queen.”
“Certa�nly not.”
“And you, too, have been marr�ed some t�me. Your brother, on

the contrary, has been marr�ed but a fortn�ght.”
“Well?”



“He �s now f�nd�ng fault w�th Madame a second t�me.”
“What, Buck�ngham st�ll?”
“No, another.”
“Who?”
“Gu�che.”
“Really? Madame �s a coquette, then?”
“I fear so.”
“My poor brother,” sa�d the k�ng, laugh�ng.
“You don’t object to coquettes, �t seems?”
“In Madame, certa�nly I do; but Madame �s not a coquette at

heart.”
“That may be, but your brother �s excess�vely angry about �t.”
“What does he want?”
“He wants to drown Gu�che.”
“That �s a v�olent measure to resort to.”
“Do not laugh; he �s extremely �rr�tated. Th�nk of what can be

done.”
“To save Gu�che—certa�nly.”
“Of, �f your brother heard you, he would consp�re aga�nst you as

your uncle d�d aga�nst your father.”
“No; Ph�l�p has too much affect�on for me for that, and I, on my

s�de, have too great a regard for h�m; we shall l�ve together on very
good terms. But what �s the substance of h�s request?”

“That you w�ll prevent Madame from be�ng a coquette and
Gu�che from be�ng am�able.”

“Is that all? My brother has an exalted �dea of sovere�gn power.
To reform a man, not to speak about reform�ng a woman!”

“How w�ll you set about �t?”
“W�th a word to Gu�che, who �s a clever fellow, I w�ll undertake to

conv�nce h�m.”
“But Madame?”



“That �s more d�ff�cult; a word w�ll not be enough. I w�ll compose
a hom�ly and read �t to her.”

“There �s no t�me to be lost.”
“Oh, I w�ll use the utmost d�l�gence. There �s a repet�t�on of the

ballet th�s afternoon.”
“You w�ll read her a lecture wh�le you are danc�ng?”
“Yes, madame.”
“You prom�se to convert her?”
“I w�ll root out the heresy altogether, e�ther by conv�nc�ng her, or

by extreme measures.”
“That �s all r�ght, then. Do not m�x me up �n the affa�r; Madame

would never forg�ve me all her l�fe, and as a mother-�n-law, I ought to
des�re to l�ve on good terms w�th my new-found daughter.”

“The k�ng, madame, w�ll take all upon h�mself. But let me
reflect.”

“What about?”
“It would be better, perhaps, �f I were to go and see Madame �n

her own apartment.”
“Would that not seem a somewhat ser�ous step to take?”
“Yes; but ser�ousness �s not unbecom�ng �n preachers, and the

mus�c of the ballet would drown half my arguments. Bes�des, the
object �s to prevent any v�olent measures on my brother’s part, so
that a l�ttle prec�p�tat�on may be adv�sable. Is Madame �n her own
apartment?”

“I bel�eve so.”
“What �s my statement of gr�evances to cons�st of?”
“In a few words, of the follow�ng: mus�c un�nterruptedly; Gu�che’s

ass�du�ty; susp�c�ons of treasonable plots and pract�ces.”
“And the proofs?”
“There are none.”
“Very well; I w�ll go at once to see Madame.” The k�ng turned to

look �n the m�rrors at h�s costume, wh�ch was very r�ch, and h�s face,



wh�ch was rad�ant as the morn�ng. “I suppose my brother �s kept a
l�ttle at a d�stance,” sa�d the k�ng.

“F�re and water cannot be more oppos�te.”
“That w�ll do. Perm�t me, madame, to k�ss your hands, the most

beaut�ful hands �n France.”
“May you be successful, s�re, as the fam�ly peacemaker.”
“I do not employ an ambassador,” sa�d Lou�s, “wh�ch �s as much

as to say that I shall succeed.” He laughed as he left the room, and
carelessly adjusted h�s ruffles as he went along.





Chapter XXXIII. The Med�ator.
When the k�ng made h�s appearance �n Madame’s apartments,

the court�ers, whom the news of a conjugal m�sunderstand�ng had
d�spersed through the var�ous apartments, began to enterta�n the
most ser�ous apprehens�ons. A storm was brew�ng �n that d�rect�on,
the elements of wh�ch the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, �n the m�dst of the
d�fferent groups, was analyz�ng w�th del�ght, contr�but�ng to the
weaker, and act�ng, accord�ng to h�s own w�cked des�gns, �n such a
manner w�th regard to the stronger, as to produce the most
d�sastrous consequences poss�ble. As Anne of Austr�a had herself
sa�d, the presence of the k�ng gave a solemn and ser�ous character
to the event. Indeed, �n the year 1662, the d�ssat�sfact�on of
Mons�eur w�th Madame, and the k�ng’s �ntervent�on �n the pr�vate
affa�rs of Mons�eur, was a matter of no �ncons�derable moment. 3

The boldest, even, who had been the assoc�ates of the Comte
de Gu�che, had, from the f�rst moment, held aloof from h�m, w�th a
sort of nervous apprehens�on; and the comte h�mself, �nfected by the
general pan�c, ret�red to h�s own room. The k�ng entered Madame’s
pr�vate apartments, acknowledg�ng and return�ng the salutat�ons, as
he was always �n the hab�t of do�ng. The lad�es of honor were ranged
�n a l�ne on h�s passage along the gallery. Although h�s majesty was
very much preoccup�ed, he gave the glance of a master at the two
rows of young and beaut�ful g�rls, who modestly cast down the�r
eyes, blush�ng as they felt the k�ng’s gaze fall upon them. One only
of the number, whose long ha�r fell �n s�lken masses upon the most
beaut�ful sk�n �mag�nable, was pale, and could hardly susta�n herself,
notw�thstand�ng the knocks wh�ch her compan�on gave her w�th her
elbow. It was La Vall�ere whom Montala�s supported �n that manner
by wh�sper�ng some of that courage to her w�th wh�ch she herself
was so abundantly prov�ded. The k�ng could not res�st turn�ng round
to look at them aga�n. The�r faces, wh�ch had already been ra�sed,
were aga�n lowered, but the only fa�r head among them rema�ned



mot�onless, as �f all the strength and �ntell�gence she had left had
abandoned her. When he entered Madame’s room, Lou�s found h�s
s�ster-�n-law recl�n�ng upon the cush�ons of her cab�net. She rose
and made a profound reverence, murmur�ng some words of thanks
for the honor she was rece�v�ng. She then resumed her seat,
overcome by a sudden weakness, wh�ch was no doubt assumed, for
a del�ghtful color an�mated her cheeks, and her eyes, st�ll red from
the tears she had recently shed, never had more f�re �n them. When
the k�ng was seated, as soon as he had remarked, w�th that
accuracy of observat�on wh�ch character�zed h�m, the d�sorder of the
apartment, and the no less great d�sorder of Madame’s
countenance, he assumed a playful manner, say�ng, “My dear s�ster,
at what hour to-day would you w�sh the repet�t�on of the ballet to take
place?”

Madame, shak�ng her charm�ng head, slowly and langu�sh�ngly
sa�d: “Ah! s�re, w�ll you grac�ously excuse my appearance at the
repet�t�on? I was about to send to �nform you that I could not attend
to-day.”

“Indeed,” sa�d the k�ng, �n apparent surpr�se; “are you not well?”
“No, s�re.”
“I w�ll summon your med�cal attendants, then.”
“No, for they can do noth�ng for my �nd�spos�t�on.”
“You alarm me.”
“S�re, I w�sh to ask your majesty’s perm�ss�on to return to

England.”
The k�ng started. “Return to England,” he sa�d; “do you really

say what you mean?”
“I say �t reluctantly, s�re,” repl�ed the grand-daughter of Henry

IV., f�rmly, her beaut�ful black eyes flash�ng. “I regret to have to
conf�de such matters to your majesty, but I feel myself too unhappy
at your majesty’s court; and I w�sh to return to my own fam�ly.”

“Madame, madame,” excla�med the k�ng, as he approached her.
“L�sten to me, s�re,” cont�nued the young woman, acqu�r�ng by

degrees that ascendency over her �nterrogator wh�ch her beauty and
her nervous nature conferred; “young as I am, I have already



suffered hum�l�at�on, and have endured d�sda�n here. Oh! do not
contrad�ct me, s�re,” she sa�d, w�th a sm�le. The k�ng colored.

“Then,” she cont�nued, “I had reasoned myself �nto the bel�ef
that Heaven called me �nto ex�stence w�th that object—I, the
daughter of a powerful monarch; that s�nce my father had been
depr�ved of l�fe, Heaven could well sm�te my pr�de. I have suffered
greatly; I have been the cause, too, of my mother suffer�ng much; but
I vowed that �f Prov�dence ever placed me �n a pos�t�on of
�ndependence, even were �t that of a workman of the lower classes,
who ga�ns her bread by her labor, I would never suffer hum�l�at�on
aga�n. That day has now arr�ved; I have been restored to the fortune
due to my rank and to my b�rth; I have even ascended aga�n the
steps of a throne, and I thought that, �n ally�ng myself w�th a French
pr�nce, I should f�nd �n h�m a relat�on, a fr�end, an equal; but I
perce�ve I have found only a master, and I rebel. My mother shall
know noth�ng of �t; you whom I respect, and whom I—love—”

The k�ng started; never had any vo�ce so grat�f�ed h�s ear.
“You, s�re, who know all, s�nce you have come here; you w�ll,

perhaps, understand me. If you had not come, I should have gone to
you. I w�sh for perm�ss�on to go away. I leave �t to your del�cacy of
feel�ng to exculpate and to protect me.”

“My dear s�ster,” murmured the k�ng, overpowered by th�s bold
attack, “have you reflected upon the enormous d�ff�culty of the
project you have conce�ved?”

“S�re, I do not reflect, I feel. Attacked, I �nst�nct�vely repel the
attack, noth�ng more.”

“Come, tell me, what have they done to you?” sa�d the k�ng.
The pr�ncess, �t w�ll have been seen, by th�s pecul�arly fem�n�ne

maneuver, had escaped every reproach, and advanced on her s�de a
far more ser�ous one; from the accused she became the accuser. It
�s an �nfall�ble s�gn of gu�lt; but notw�thstand�ng that, all women, even
the least clever of the sex, �nvar�ably know how to der�ve some such
means of turn�ng the tables. The k�ng had forgotten that he was
pay�ng her a v�s�t �n order to say to her, “What have you done to my
brother?” and he was reduced to weakly ask�ng her, “What have they
done to you?”



“What have they done to me?” repl�ed Madame. “One must be a
woman to understand �t, s�re—they have made me shed tears;” and,
w�th one of her f�ngers, whose slenderness and perfect wh�teness
were unequaled, she po�nted to her br�ll�ant eyes sw�mm�ng w�th
unshed drops, and aga�n began to weep.

“I �mplore you, my dear s�ster!” sa�d the k�ng, advanc�ng to take
her warm and throbb�ng hand, wh�ch she abandoned to h�m.

“In the f�rst place, s�re, I was depr�ved of the presence of my
brother’s fr�end. The Duke of Buck�ngham was an agreeable,
cheerful v�s�tor; my own countryman, who knew my hab�ts; I w�ll say
almost a compan�on, so accustomed had we been to pass our days
together, w�th our other fr�ends, upon the beaut�ful p�ece of water at
St. James’s.”

“But V�ll�ers was �n love w�th you.”
“A pretext! What does �t matter,” she sa�d, ser�ously, “whether

the duke was �n love w�th me or not? Is a man �n love so very
dangerous for me? Ah! s�re, �t �s not suff�c�ent for a man to love a
woman.” And she sm�led so tenderly, and w�th so much archness,
that the k�ng felt h�s heart swell and throb �n h�s breast.

“At all events, �f my brother were jealous?” �nterrupted the k�ng.
“Very well, I adm�t that �s a reason; and the duke was sent away

accord�ngly.”
“No, not sent away.”
“Dr�ven away, d�sm�ssed, expelled, then, �f you prefer �t, s�re.

One of the f�rst gentlemen of Europe obl�ged to leave the court of the
K�ng of France, of Lou�s XIV., l�ke a beggar, on account of a glance
or a bouquet. It was l�ttle worthy of a most gallant court; but forg�ve
me, s�re; I forgot, that, �n speak�ng thus, I am attack�ng your
sovere�gn power.”

“I assure you, my dear s�ster, �t was not I who d�sm�ssed the
Duke of Buck�ngham; I was charmed w�th h�m.”

“It was not you?” sa�d Madame; “ah! so much the better;” and
she emphas�zed the “so much the better,” as �f she had �nstead sa�d,
“so much the worse.”



A few m�nutes’ s�lence ensued. She then resumed: “The Duke of
Buck�ngham hav�ng left—I now know why and by whose means—I
thought I should have recovered my tranqu�ll�ty; but not at all, for all
at once Mons�eur found another pretext; all at once—”

“All at once,” sa�d the k�ng, playfully, “some one else presents
h�mself. It �s but natural; you are beaut�ful, and w�ll always meet w�th
men who w�ll madly love you.”

“In that case,” excla�med the pr�ncess, “I w�ll create a sol�tude
around me, wh�ch �ndeed seems to be what �s w�shed, and what �s
be�ng prepared for me. But no, I prefer to return to London. There I
am known and apprec�ated. I shall have fr�ends, w�thout fear�ng they
may be regarded as my lovers. Shame! �t �s a d�sgraceful susp�c�on,
and unworthy a gentleman. Mons�eur has lost everyth�ng �n my
est�mat�on, s�nce he has shown me he can be a tyrant to a woman.”

“Nay, nay, my brother’s only fault �s that of lov�ng you.”
“Love me! Mons�eur love me! Ah! s�re,” and she burst out

laugh�ng. “Mons�eur w�ll never love any woman,” she sa�d; “Mons�eur
loves h�mself too much; no, unhapp�ly for me, Mons�eur’s jealousy �s
of the worst k�nd—he �s jealous w�thout love.”

“Confess, however,” sa�d the k�ng, who began to be exc�ted by
th�s var�ed and an�mated conversat�on; “confess that Gu�che loves
you.”

“Ah! s�re, I know noth�ng about that.”
“You must have perce�ved �t. A man who loves read�ly betrays

h�mself.”
“M. de Gu�che has not betrayed h�mself.”
“My dear s�ster, you are defend�ng M. de Gu�che.”
“I, �ndeed! Ah, s�re, I only needed a susp�c�on from yourself to

crown my wretchedness.”
“No, madame, no,” returned the k�ng, hurr�edly; “do not d�stress

yourself. Nay, you are weep�ng. I �mplore you to calm yourself.”
She wept, however, and large tears fell upon her hands; the k�ng

took one of her hands �n h�s, and k�ssed the tears away. She looked



at h�m so sadly and w�th so much tenderness that he felt h�s heart
g�v�ng way under her gaze.

“You have no k�nd of feel�ng, then, for Gu�che?” he sa�d, more
d�sturbed than became h�s character of med�ator.

“None—absolutely none.”
“Then I can reassure my brother �n that respect?”
“Noth�ng w�ll sat�sfy h�m, s�re. Do not bel�eve he �s jealous.

Mons�eur has been badly adv�sed by some one, and he �s of nervous
d�spos�t�on.”

“He may well be so when you are concerned,” sa�d the k�ng.
Madame cast down her eyes, and was s�lent; the k�ng d�d so

l�kew�se, st�ll hold�ng her hand all the wh�le. The�r momentary s�lence
seemed to last an age. Madame gently w�thdrew her hand, and from
that moment, she felt her tr�umph was certa�n, and that the f�eld of
battle was her own.

“Mons�eur compla�ns,” sa�d the k�ng, “that you prefer the soc�ety
of pr�vate �nd�v�duals to h�s own conversat�on and soc�ety.”

“But Mons�eur passes h�s l�fe �n look�ng at h�s face �n the glass,
and �n plott�ng all sorts of sp�teful th�ngs aga�nst women w�th the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne.”

“Oh, you are go�ng somewhat too far.”
“I only tell you what �s true. Do you observe for yourself, s�re,

and you w�ll see that I am r�ght.”
“I w�ll observe; but, �n the meant�me, what sat�sfact�on can I g�ve

my brother?”
“My departure.”
“You repeat that word,” excla�med the k�ng, �mprudently, as �f,

dur�ng the last ten m�nutes, such a change had been produced that
Madame would have had all her �deas on the subject thoroughly
changed.

“S�re, I cannot be happy here any longer,” she sa�d. “M. de
Gu�che annoys Mons�eur. W�ll he be sent away, too?”

“If �t be necessary, why not?” repl�ed the k�ng, sm�l�ng.



“Well; and after M. de Gu�che—whom, by the by, I shall regret—I
warn you, s�re.”

“Ah, you w�ll regret h�m?”
“Certa�nly; he �s am�able, he has a great fr�endsh�p for me, and

he amuses me.”
“If Mons�eur were only to hear you,” sa�d the k�ng, sl�ghtly

annoyed, “do you know I would not undertake to make �t up aga�n
between you; nay, I would not even attempt �t.”

“S�re, can you, even now, prevent Mons�eur from be�ng jealous
of the f�rst person who may approach? I know very well that M. de
Gu�che �s not the f�rst.”

“Aga�n I warn you that as a good brother I shall take a d�sl�ke to
De Gu�che.”

“Ah, s�re, do not, I entreat you, adopt e�ther the sympath�es or
the d�sl�kes of Mons�eur. Rema�n k�ng; better for yourself and for
every one else.”

“You jest charm�ngly, madame; and I can well understand how
the people you attack must adore you.”

“And �s that the reason why you, s�re, whom I had regarded as
my defender, are about to jo�n these who persecute me?” sa�d
Madame.

“I your persecutor! Heaven forb�d!”
“Then,” she cont�nued, langu�sh�ngly, “grant me a favor.”
“Whatever you w�sh.”
“Let me return to England.”
“Never, never!” excla�med Lou�s XIV.
“I am a pr�soner, then?”
“In France—�f France �s a pr�son—yes.”
“What must I do, then?”
“I w�ll tell you. Instead of devot�ng yourself to fr�endsh�ps wh�ch

are somewhat unstable, �nstead of alarm�ng us by your ret�rement,
rema�n always �n our soc�ety, do not leave us, let us l�ve as a un�ted



fam�ly. M. de Gu�che �s certa�nly very am�able; but �f, at least, we do
not possess h�s w�t—”

“Ah, s�re, you know very well you are pretend�ng to be modest.”
“No, I swear to you. One may be a k�ng, and yet feel that he

possesses fewer chances of pleas�ng than many other gentlemen.”
“I am sure, s�re, that you do not bel�eve a s�ngle word you are

say�ng.”
The k�ng looked at Madame tenderly, and sa�d, “W�ll you

prom�se me one th�ng?”
“What �s �t?”
“That you w�ll no longer waste upon strangers, �n your own

apartments, the t�me wh�ch you owe us. Shall we make an offens�ve
and defens�ve all�ance aga�nst the common enemy?”

“An all�ance w�th you, s�re?”
“Why not? Are you not a sovere�gn power?”
“But are you, s�re, a rel�able ally?”
“You shall see, madame.”
“And when shall th�s all�ance commence?”
“Th�s very day.”
“I w�ll draw up the treaty, and you shall s�gn �t.”
“Bl�ndly.”
“Then, s�re, I prom�se you wonders; you are the star of the court,

and when you make your appearance, everyth�ng w�ll be
resplendent.”

“Oh, madame, madame,” sa�d Lou�s XIV., “you know well that
there �s no br�ll�ancy that does not proceed from yourself, and that �f I
assume the sun as my dev�ce, �t �s only an emblem.”

“S�re, you flatter your ally, and you w�sh to dece�ve her,” sa�d
Madame, threaten�ng the k�ng w�th her f�nger menac�ngly ra�sed.

“What! you bel�eve I am dece�v�ng you, when I assure you of my
affect�on?”

“Yes.”
“What makes you so susp�c�ous?”



“One th�ng.”
“What �s �t? I shall �ndeed be unhappy �f I do not overcome �t.”
“That one th�ng �n quest�on, s�re, �s not �n your power, not even

�n the power of Heaven.”
“Tell me what �t �s.”
“The past.”
“I do not understand, madame,” sa�d the k�ng, prec�sely because

he had understood her but too well.
The pr�ncess took h�s hand �n hers. “S�re,” she sa�d, “I have had

the m�sfortune to d�splease you for so long a per�od, that I have
almost the r�ght to ask myself to-day why you were able to accept
me as a s�ster-�n-law.”

“D�splease me! You have d�spleased me?”
“Nay, do not deny �t, for I remember �t well.”
“Our all�ance shall date from to-day,” excla�med the k�ng, w�th a

warmth that was not assumed. “You w�ll not th�nk any more of the
past, w�ll you? I myself am resolved that I w�ll not. I shall always
remember the present; I have �t before my eyes; look.” And he led
the pr�ncess before a m�rror, �n wh�ch she saw herself reflected,
blush�ng and beaut�ful enough to overcome a sa�nt.

“It �s all the same,” she murmured; “�t w�ll not be a very worthy
all�ance.”

“Must I swear?” �nqu�red the k�ng, �ntox�cated by the voluptuous
turn the whole conversat�on had taken.

“Oh, I w�ll not refuse to w�tness a resound�ng oath,” sa�d
Madame; “�t has always the semblance of secur�ty.”

The k�ng knelt upon a footstool and took Madame’s hand. She,
w�th a sm�le that no pa�nter could ever succeed �n dep�ct�ng, and
wh�ch a poet m�ght only �mag�ne, gave h�m both her hands, �n wh�ch
he h�d h�s burn�ng face. Ne�ther of them could utter a syllable. The
k�ng felt Madame w�thdraw her hands, caress�ng h�s face wh�le she
d�d so. He rose �mmed�ately and left the apartment. The court�ers
remarked h�s he�ghtened color, and concluded that the scene had
been a stormy one. The Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, however, hastened to



say, “Nay, be comforted, gentlemen, h�s majesty �s always pale when
he �s angry.”



Chapter XXXIV. The Adv�sers.
The k�ng left Madame �n a state of ag�tat�on �t would have been

d�ff�cult even for h�mself to have expla�ned. It �s �mposs�ble, �n fact, to
dep�ct the secret play of those strange sympath�es wh�ch, suddenly
and apparently w�thout any cause, are exc�ted, after many years
passed �n the greatest calmness and �nd�fference, by two hearts
dest�ned to love each other. Why had Lou�s formerly d�sda�ned,
almost hated, Madame? Why d�d he now f�nd the same woman so
beaut�ful, so capt�vat�ng? And why, not only were h�s thoughts
occup�ed about her, but st�ll more, why were they so cont�nuously
occup�ed about her? Why, �n fact, had Madame, whose eyes and
m�nd were sought for �n another d�rect�on, shown dur�ng the last
week towards the k�ng a semblance of favor wh�ch encouraged the
bel�ef of st�ll greater regard. It must not be supposed that Lou�s
proposed to h�mself any plan of seduct�on; the t�e wh�ch un�ted
Madame to h�s brother was, or at least, seemed to h�m, an
�nsuperable barr�er; he was even too far removed from that barr�er to
perce�ve �ts ex�stence. But on the downward path of those pass�ons
�n wh�ch the heart rejo�ces, towards wh�ch youth �mpels us, no one
can dec�de where to stop, not even the man who has �n advance
calculated all the chances of h�s own success or another’s
subm�ss�on. As far as Madame was concerned, her regard for the
k�ng may eas�ly be expla�ned: she was young, a coquette, and
ardently fond of adm�rat�on. Hers was one of those buoyant,
�mpetuous natures, wh�ch upon a theatre would leap over the
greatest obstacles to obta�n an acknowledgement of applause from
the spectators. It was not surpr�s�ng, then, that, after hav�ng been
adored by Buck�ngham, by De Gu�che, who was super�or to
Buck�ngham, even �f �t were only from that negat�ve mer�t, so much
apprec�ated by women, that �s to say, novelty—�t was not surpr�s�ng,
we say, that the pr�ncess should ra�se her amb�t�on to be�ng adm�red
by the k�ng, who not only was the f�rst person �n the k�ngdom, but
was one of the handsomest and cleverest men �n Europe. As for the



sudden pass�on w�th wh�ch Lou�s was �nsp�red for h�s s�ster-�n-law,
phys�ology would perhaps supply an explanat�on by some
hackneyed commonplace reasons, and nature by means of her
myster�ous aff�n�ty of characters. Madame had the most beaut�ful
black eyes �n the world; Lou�s, eyes as beaut�ful, but blue. Madame
was laughter-lov�ng and unreserved �n her manners; Lou�s,
melancholy and d�ff�dent. Summoned to meet each other for the f�rst
t�me upon the grounds of �nterest and common cur�os�ty, these two
oppos�te natures were mutually �nfluenced by the m�ngl�ng of the�r
rec�procal contrad�ct�ons of character. Lou�s, when he returned to h�s
own rooms, acknowledged to h�mself that Madame was the most
attract�ve woman of h�s court. Madame, left alone, del�ghtedly
thought that she had made a great �mpress�on on the k�ng. Th�s
feel�ng w�th her must rema�n pass�ve, wh�lst the k�ng could not but
act w�th all the natural vehemence of the heated fanc�es of a young
man, and of a young man who has but to express a w�sh to see h�s
w�sh fulf�lled.

The f�rst th�ng the k�ng d�d was to announce to Mons�eur that
everyth�ng was qu�etly arranged; that Madame had the greatest
respect, the s�ncerest affect�on for h�m; but that she was of a proud,
�mpetuous character, and that her suscept�b�l�t�es were so acute as
to requ�re very careful management.

Mons�eur repl�ed �n the ret�cent tone of vo�ce he generally
adopted w�th h�s brother, that he could not very well understand the
suscept�b�l�t�es of a woman whose conduct m�ght, �n h�s op�n�on,
expose her to censor�ous remarks, and that �f any one had a r�ght to
feel wounded, �t was he, Mons�eur h�mself. To th�s the k�ng repl�ed �n
a qu�ck tone of vo�ce, wh�ch showed the �nterest he took �n h�s s�ster-
�n-law, “Thank Heaven, Madame �s above censure.”

“The censure of others, certa�nly, I adm�t,” sa�d Mons�eur; “but
not above m�ne, I presume.”

“Well,” sa�d the k�ng, “all I have to say, Ph�l�p, �s that Madame’s
conduct does not deserve your censure. She certa�nly �s heedless
and s�ngular, but professes the best feel�ngs. The Engl�sh character
�s not always well understood �n France, and the l�berty of Engl�sh



manners somet�mes surpr�ses those who do not know the extent to
wh�ch th�s l�berty �s enr�ched by �nnocence.”

“Ah!” sa�d Mons�eur, more and more p�qued, “from the very
moment that your majesty absolves my w�fe, whom I accuse, my
w�fe �s not gu�lty, and I have noth�ng more to say.”

“Ph�l�p,” repl�ed the k�ng hast�ly, for he felt the vo�ce of
consc�ence murmur�ng softly �n h�s heart, that Mons�eur was not
altogether wrong, “what I have done, and what I have sa�d, has been
only for your happ�ness. I was told that you compla�ned of a want of
conf�dence and attent�on on Madame’s part, and I d�d not w�sh your
uneas�ness to be prolonged. It �s part of my duty to watch over your
household, as over that of the humblest of my subjects. I have
sat�sf�ed myself, therefore, w�th the s�ncerest pleasure, that your
apprehens�ons have no foundat�on.”

“And,” cont�nued Mons�eur, �n an �nterrogat�ve tone of vo�ce, and
f�x�ng h�s eyes upon h�s brother, “what your majesty has d�scovered
for Madame —and I bow myself to your super�or judgment—have
you ver�f�ed for those who have been the cause of the scandal of
wh�ch I compla�n?”

“You are r�ght, Ph�l�p,” sa�d the k�ng; “I w�ll reserve that po�nt for
future cons�derat�on.”

These words compr�sed an order as well as a consolat�on; the
pr�nce felt �t to be so, and w�thdrew.

As for Lou�s, he went to seek h�s mother, for he felt that he had
need of a more complete absolut�on than that he had just rece�ved
from h�s brother. Anne of Austr�a d�d not enterta�n for M. de Gu�che
the same reasons for �ndulgence she had had for Buck�ngham. She
perce�ved, at the very f�rst words he pronounced, that Lou�s was not
d�sposed to be severe.

To appear �n a contrad�ctory humor was one of the stratagems
of the good queen, �n order to succeed �n ascerta�n�ng the truth. But
Lou�s was no longer �n h�s apprent�cesh�p; already for more than a
year past he had been k�ng, and dur�ng that year he had learned
how to d�ssemble. L�sten�ng to Anne of Austr�a, �n order to perm�t her
to d�sclose her own thoughts, test�fy�ng h�s approval only by look and
gesture, he became conv�nced, from certa�n p�erc�ng glances, and



from certa�n sk�llful �ns�nuat�ons, that the queen, so clear-s�ghted �n
matters of gallantry, had, �f not guessed, at least suspected, h�s
weakness for Madame. Of all h�s aux�l�ar�es, Anne of Austr�a would
be the most �mportant to secure; of all h�s enem�es, Anne of Austr�a
would prove most dangerous. Lou�s, therefore, changed h�s
maneuvers. He compla�ned of Madame, absolved Mons�eur, l�stened
to what h�s mother had to say of De Gu�che, as he had prev�ously
l�stened to what she had to say of Buck�ngham, and then, when he
saw that she thought she had ga�ned a complete v�ctory over h�m, he
left her.

The whole of the court, that �s to say, all the favor�tes and more
�nt�mate assoc�ates, and they were numerous, s�nce there were
already f�ve masters, were assembled �n the even�ng for the
repet�t�on of the ballet. Th�s �nterval had been occup�ed by poor De
Gu�che �n rece�v�ng v�s�ts; among the number was one wh�ch he
hoped and feared nearly to an equal extent. It was that of the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne. About three o’clock �n the afternoon the
cheval�er entered De Gu�che’s rooms. H�s looks were of the most
reassur�ng character. “Mons�eur,” sa�d he to De Gu�che, “was �n an
excellent humor, and no none could say that the sl�ghtest cloud had
passed across the conjugal sky. Bes�des, Mons�eur was not one to
bear �ll-feel�ng.”

For a long t�me past, dur�ng h�s res�dence at the court, the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne had dec�ded, that of Lou�s XIII.‘s two sons,
Mons�eur was the one who had �nher�ted the father’s character—an
uncerta�n, �rresolute character; �mpuls�vely good, �nd�fferently
d�sposed at bottom; but certa�nly a c�pher for h�s fr�ends. He
espec�ally cheered De Gu�che, by po�nt�ng out to h�m that Madame
would, before long, succeed �n govern�ng her husband, and that,
consequently, that man would govern Mons�eur who should succeed
�n �nfluenc�ng Madame.

To th�s, De Gu�che full of m�strust and presence of m�nd, repl�ed,
“Yes, cheval�er; but I bel�eve Madame to be a very dangerous
person.”

“In what respect?”



“She has perce�ved that Mons�eur �s not very pass�onately
�ncl�ned towards women.”

“Qu�te true,” sa�d the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, laugh�ng.
“In that case, Madame w�ll choose the f�rst one who approaches,

�n order to make h�m the object of her preference, and to br�ng back
her husband by jealousy.”

“Deep! deep!” excla�med the cheval�er.
“But true,” repl�ed De Gu�che.
Ne�ther the one nor the other expressed h�s real thought. De

Gu�che, at the very moment he thus attacked Madame’s character,
mentally asked her forg�veness from the bottom of h�s heart. The
cheval�er, wh�le adm�r�ng De Gu�che’s penetrat�on, was lead�ng h�m,
bl�ndfolded, to the br�nk of the prec�p�ce. De Gu�che then quest�oned
h�m more d�rectly upon the effect produced by the scene of the
morn�ng, and upon the st�ll more ser�ous effect produced by the
scene at d�nner.

“But I have already told you they are all laugh�ng at �t,” repl�ed
the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, “and Mons�eur h�mself at the head of
them.”

“Yet,” hazarded De Gu�che, “I have heard that the k�ng pa�d
Madame a v�s�t.”

“Yes, prec�sely so. Madame was the only one who d�d not laugh,
and the k�ng went to her �n order to make her laugh, too.”

“So that—”
“So that noth�ng �s altered �n the arrangements of the day,” sa�d

the cheval�er.
“And �s there a repet�t�on of the ballet th�s even�ng?”
“Certa�nly.”
“Are you sure?”
“Qu�te,” returned the cheval�er.
At th�s moment of the conversat�on between the two young men,

Raoul entered, look�ng full of anx�ety. As soon as the cheval�er, who
had a secret d�sl�ke for h�m, as for every other noble character,
perce�ved h�m enter, he rose from h�s seat.



“What do you adv�se me to do, then?” �nqu�red De Gu�che of the
cheval�er.

“I adv�se you to go to sleep �n perfect tranqu�ll�ty, my dear
count.”

“And my adv�ce, De Gu�che,” sa�d Raoul, “�s the very oppos�te.”
“What �s that?”
“To mount your horse and set off at once for one of your estates;

on your arr�val, follow the cheval�er’s adv�ce, �f you l�ke; and, what �s
more, you can sleep there as long and as tranqu�lly as you please.”

“What! set off!” excla�med the cheval�er, fe�gn�ng surpr�se; “why
should De Gu�che set off?”

“Because, and you cannot be �gnorant of �t—you part�cularly so
— because every one �s talk�ng about the scene wh�ch has passed
between Mons�eur and De Gu�che.”

De Gu�che turned pale.
“Not at all,” repl�ed the cheval�er, “not at all; and you have been

wrongly �nformed, M. de Bragelonne.”
“I have been perfectly well �nformed, on the contrary, mons�eur,”

repl�ed Raoul, “and the adv�ce I g�ve De Gu�che �s that of a fr�end.”
Dur�ng th�s d�scuss�on, De Gu�che, somewhat shaken, looked

alternately f�rst at one and then at the other of h�s adv�sers. He
�nwardly felt that a game, �mportant �n all �ts consequences for the
rest of h�s l�fe, was be�ng played at that moment.

“Is �t not fact,” sa�d the cheval�er, putt�ng the quest�on to the
count h�mself, “�s �t not fact, De Gu�che, that the scene was not so
tempestuous as the V�comte de Bragelonne seems to th�nk, and
who, moreover, was not h�mself there?”

“Whether tempestuous or not,” pers�sted Raoul, “�t �s not
prec�sely of the scene �tself that I am speak�ng, but of the
consequences that may ensue. I know that Mons�eur has
threatened, I know that Madame has been �n tears.”

“Madame �n tears!” excla�med De Gu�che, �mprudently clasp�ng
h�s hands.



“Ah!” sa�d the cheval�er, laugh�ng, “th�s �s �ndeed a c�rcumstance
I was not acqua�nted w�th. You are dec�dedly better �nformed than I
am, Mons�eur de Bragelonne.”

“And �t �s because I am better �nformed than yourself, cheval�er,
that I �ns�st upon De Gu�che leav�ng.”

“No, no; I regret to d�ffer from you, v�comte; but h�s departure �s
unnecessary. Why, �ndeed, should he leave? tell us why.”

“The k�ng!”
“The k�ng!” excla�med De Gu�che.
“Yes; I tell you the k�ng has taken up the affa�r.”
“Bah!” sa�d the cheval�er, “the k�ng l�kes De Gu�che, and

part�cularly h�s father; reflect, that, �f the count were to leave, �t would
be an adm�ss�on that he had done someth�ng wh�ch mer�ted rebuke.”

“Why so?”
“No doubt of �t; when one runs away, �t �s e�ther from gu�lt or

fear.”
“Somet�mes, because a man �s offended; often because he �s

wrongfully accused,” sa�d Bragelonne. “We w�ll ass�gn as a reason
for h�s departure, that he feels hurt and �njured—noth�ng w�ll be
eas�er; we w�ll say that we both d�d our utmost to keep h�m, and you,
at least, w�ll not be speak�ng otherw�se than the truth. Come, De
Gu�che, you are �nnocent, and, be�ng so, the scene of to-day must
have wounded you. So set off.”

“No, De Gu�che, rema�n where you are,” sa�d the cheval�er;
“prec�sely as M. de Bragelonne has put �t, because you are �nnocent.
Once more, forg�ve me, v�comte; but my op�n�on �s the very oppos�te
to your own.”

“And you are at perfect l�berty to ma�nta�n �t, mons�eur; but be
assured that the ex�le wh�ch De Gu�che w�ll voluntar�ly �mpose upon
h�mself w�ll be of short durat�on. He can term�nate �t whenever he
pleases, and return�ng from h�s voluntary ex�le, he w�ll meet w�th
sm�les from all l�ps; wh�le, on the contrary, the anger of the k�ng may
now draw down a storm upon h�s head, the end of wh�ch no one can
foresee.”



The cheval�er sm�led, and muttered to h�mself, “That �s the very
th�ng I w�sh.” And at the same t�me he shrugged h�s shoulders, a
movement wh�ch d�d not escape the count, who dreaded, �f he
qu�tted the court, to seem to y�eld to a feel�ng of fear.

“No, no; I have dec�ded, Bragelonne; I stay.”
“I prophesy, then,” sa�d Raoul, sadly, “that m�sfortune w�ll befall

you, De Gu�che.”
“I, too, am a prophet, but not a prophet of ev�l; on the contrary,

count, I say to you, ‘rema�n.’”
“Are you sure,” �nqu�red De Gu�che, “that the repet�t�on of the

ballet st�ll takes place?”
“Qu�te sure.”
“Well, you see, Raoul,” cont�nued De Gu�che, endeavor�ng to

sm�le, “you see, the court �s not so very sorrowful, or so read�ly
d�sposed for �nternal d�ssens�ons, when danc�ng �s carr�ed on w�th
such ass�du�ty. Come, acknowledge that,” sa�d the count to Raoul,
who shook h�s head, say�ng, “I have noth�ng to add.”

“But,” �nqu�red the cheval�er, cur�ous to learn whence Raoul had
obta�ned h�s �nformat�on, the exact�tude of wh�ch he was �nwardly
forced to adm�t, “s�nce you say you are well �nformed, v�comte, how
can you be better �nformed than myself, who am one of the pr�nce’s
most �nt�mate compan�ons?”

“To such a declarat�on I subm�t. You certa�nly ought to be
perfectly well �nformed, I adm�t; and, as a man of honor �s �ncapable
of say�ng anyth�ng but what he knows to be true, or of speak�ng
otherw�se than what he th�nks, I w�ll say no more, but confess myself
defeated, and leave you �n possess�on of the f�eld of battle.”

Whereupon Raoul, who now seemed only to care to be left
qu�et, threw h�mself upon a couch, wh�lst the count summoned h�s
servants to a�d h�m �n dress�ng. The cheval�er, f�nd�ng that t�me was
pass�ng away, w�shed to leave; but he feared, too, that Raoul, left
alone w�th De Gu�che, m�ght yet �nfluence h�m to change h�s m�nd.
He therefore made use of h�s last resource.

“Madame,” he sa�d, “w�ll be br�ll�ant; she appears to-day �n her
costume of Pomona.”



“Yes, that �s so,” excla�med the count.
“And she has just g�ven d�rect�ons �n consequence,” cont�nued

the cheval�er. “You know, Mons�eur de Bragelonne, that the k�ng �s to
appear as Spr�ng.”

“It w�ll be adm�rable,” sa�d De Gu�che; “and that �s a better
reason for me to rema�n than any you have yet g�ven, because I am
to appear as Autumn, and shall have to dance w�th Madame. I
cannot absent myself w�thout the k�ng’s orders, s�nce my departure
would �nterrupt the ballet.”

“I,” sa�d the cheval�er, “am to be only a s�mple egypan; true, �t �s,
I am a bad dancer, and my legs are not well made. Gentlemen,
ad�eu. Do not forget the basket of fru�t, wh�ch you are to offer to
Pomona, count.”

“Rest assured,” sa�d De Gu�che, del�ghtedly, “I shall forget
noth�ng.”

“I am now qu�te certa�n that he w�ll rema�n,” murmured the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne to h�mself.

Raoul, when the cheval�er had left, d�d not even attempt to
d�ssuade h�s fr�end, for he felt that �t would be trouble thrown away;
he merely observed to the comte, �n h�s melancholy and melod�ous
vo�ce, “You are embark�ng �n a most dangerous enterpr�se. I know
you well; you go to extremes �n everyth�ng, and the lady you love
does so, too. Adm�tt�ng for an �nstant that she should at last love you
—”

“Oh, never!” excla�med De Gu�che.
“Why do you say never?”
“Because �t would be a great m�sfortune for both of us.”
“In that case, �nstead of regard�ng you s�mply �mprudent, I

cannot but cons�der you absolutely mad.”
“Why?”
“Are you perfectly sure—m�nd, answer me frankly—that you do

not w�sh her whom you love to make any sacr�f�ce for you?”
“Yes, yes; qu�te sure.”
“Love her, then, at a d�stance.”



“What! at a d�stance?”
“Certa�nly; what matters be�ng present or absent, s�nce you

expect noth�ng from her? Love her portra�t, a memento.”
“Raoul!”
“Love �s a shadow, an �llus�on, a ch�mera; be devoted to the

affect�on �tself, �n g�v�ng a name to your �deal�ty.”
“Ah!”
“You turn away; your servants approach. I w�ll say no more. In

good or bad fortune, De Gu�che, depend on me.”
“Indeed I shall do so.”
“Very well; that �s all I had to say to you. Spare no pa�ns �n your

person, De Gu�che, and look your very best. Ad�eu.”
“You w�ll not be present, then, at the ballet, v�comte?”
“No; I shall have a v�s�t to pay �n town. Farewell, De Gu�che.”
The recept�on was to take place �n the k�ng’s apartments. In the

f�rst place, there were the queens, then Madame, and a few lad�es of
the court, who had been carefully selected. A great number of
court�ers, also selected, occup�ed the t�me, before the danc�ng
commenced, �n convers�ng, as people knew how to converse �n
those t�mes. None of the lad�es who had rece�ved �nv�tat�ons
appeared �n the costumes of the fete, as the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne
had pred�cted, but many conversat�ons took place about the r�ch and
�ngen�ous to�lettes des�gned by d�fferent pa�nters for the ballet of
“The Dem�-Gods,” for thus were termed the k�ngs and queens of
wh�ch Fonta�nebleau was about to become the Pantheon. Mons�eur
arr�ved, hold�ng �n h�s hand a draw�ng represent�ng h�s character; he
looked somewhat anx�ous; he bowed courteously to the young
queen and h�s mother, but saluted Madame almost caval�erly. H�s
not�ce of her and h�s coldness of manner were observed by all. M. de
Gu�che �ndemn�f�ed the pr�ncess by a look of pass�onate devot�on,
and �t must be adm�tted that Madame, as she ra�sed her eyes,
returned �t to h�m w�th �nterest. It �s unquest�onable that De Gu�che
had never looked so handsome, for Madame’s glance had �ts
customary effect of l�ght�ng up the features of the son of the Marshal
de Gramont. The k�ng’s s�ster-�n-law felt a storm muster�ng above



her head; she felt, too, that dur�ng the whole of the day, so fru�tful �n
future events, she had acted unjustly, �f not treasonably, towards one
who loved her w�th such a depth of devot�on. In her eyes the moment
seemed to have arr�ved for an acknowledgement to the poor v�ct�m
of the �njust�ce of the morn�ng. Her heart spoke, and murmured the
name of De Gu�che; the count was s�ncerely p�t�ed and accord�ngly
ga�ned the v�ctory over all others. Ne�ther Mons�eur, nor the k�ng, nor
the Duke of Buck�ngham, was any longer thought of; De Gu�che at
that moment re�gned w�thout a r�val. But although Mons�eur also
looked very handsome, st�ll he could not be compared to the count. It
�s well known—�ndeed all women say so—that a w�de d�fference
�nvar�ably ex�sts between the good looks of a lover and those of a
husband. Bes�des, �n the present case, after Mons�eur had left, and
after the courteous and affect�onate recogn�t�on of the young queen
and of the queen-mother, and the careless and �nd�fferent not�ce of
Madame, wh�ch all the court�ers had remarked; all these mot�ves
gave the lover the advantage over the husband. Mons�eur was too
great a personage to not�ce these deta�ls. Noth�ng �s so certa�n as a
well settled �dea of super�or�ty to prove the �nfer�or�ty of the man who
has that op�n�on of h�mself. The k�ng arr�ved. Every one looked for
what m�ght poss�bly happen �n the glance, wh�ch began to best�r the
world, l�ke the brow of Jup�ter Tonans. Lou�s had none of h�s
brother’s gloom�ness, but was perfectly rad�ant. Hav�ng exam�ned
the greater part of the draw�ngs wh�ch were d�splayed for h�s
�nspect�on on every s�de, he gave h�s op�n�on or made h�s remarks
upon them, and �n th�s manner rendered some happy and others
wretched by a s�ngle word. Suddenly h�s glance, wh�ch was sm�l�ngly
d�rected towards Madame, detected the sl�ght correspondence
establ�shed between the pr�ncess and the count. He b�t h�s l�ps, but
when he opened them aga�n to utter a few commonplace remarks,
he sa�d, advanc�ng towards the queens:—

“I have just been �nformed that everyth�ng �s now prepared at
Fonta�nebleau, �n accordance w�th my d�rect�ons.” A murmur of
sat�sfact�on arose from the d�fferent groups, and the k�ng perce�ved
on every face the greatest anx�ety to rece�ve an �nv�tat�on for the
fetes. “I shall leave to-morrow,” he added. Whereupon the
profoundest s�lence �mmed�ately ensued. “And I �nv�te,” sa�d the k�ng,



f�n�sh�ng, “all those who are now present to get ready to accompany
me.”

Sm�l�ng faces were now everywhere v�s�ble, w�th the except�on
of Mons�eur, who seemed to reta�n h�s �ll-humor. The d�fferent
noblemen and lad�es of the court thereupon def�led before the k�ng,
one after the other, �n order to thank h�s majesty for the great honor
wh�ch had been conferred upon them by the �nv�tat�on. When �t came
to De Gu�che’s turn, the k�ng sa�d, “Ah! M. de Gu�che, I d�d not see
you.”

The comte bowed, and Madame turned pale. De Gu�che was
about to open h�s l�ps to express h�s thanks, when the k�ng sa�d,
“Comte, th�s �s the season for farm�ng purposes �n the country; I am
sure your tenants �n Normandy w�ll be glad to see you.”

The k�ng, after th�s p�t�less attack, turned h�s back on the poor
comte, whose turn �t was now to become pale; he advanced a few
steps towards the k�ng, forgett�ng that the k�ng �s never spoken to
except �n reply to quest�ons addressed.

“I have perhaps m�sunderstood your majesty,” he stammered
out.

The k�ng turned h�s head sl�ghtly, and w�th a cold and stern
glance, wh�ch plunged l�ke a sword relentlessly �nto the hearts of
those under d�sgrace, repeated, “I sa�d ret�re to your estates,”
allow�ng every syllable to fall slowly one by one.

A cold persp�rat�on bedewed the comte’s face, h�s hands
convuls�vely opened, and h�s hat, wh�ch he held between h�s
trembl�ng f�ngers, fell to the ground. Lou�s sought h�s mother’s
glance, as though to show her that he was master; he sought h�s
brother’s tr�umphant look, as �f to ask h�m �f he were sat�sf�ed w�th the
vengeance taken; and lastly, h�s eyes fell upon Madame; but the
pr�ncess was laugh�ng and sm�l�ng w�th Madame de Noa�lles. She
heard noth�ng, or rather had pretended not to hear at all. The
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne looked on also, w�th one of those looks of f�xed
host�l�ty that seemed to g�ve to a man’s glance the power of a lever
when �t ra�ses an obstacle, wrests �t away, and casts �t to a d�stance.
M. de Gu�che was left alone �n the k�ng’s cab�net, the whole of the
company hav�ng departed. Shadows seemed to dance before h�s



eyes. He suddenly broke through the settled despa�r that
overwhelmed h�m, and flew to h�de h�mself �n h�s own room, where
Raoul awa�ted h�m, �mmovable �n h�s own sad present�ments.

“Well?” he murmured, see�ng h�s fr�end enter, bareheaded, w�th
a w�ld gaze and totter�ng ga�t.

“Yes, yes, �t �s true,” sa�d De Gu�che, unable to utter more, and
fall�ng exhausted upon the couch.

“And she?” �nqu�red Raoul.
“She,” excla�med h�s unhappy fr�end, as he ra�sed h�s hand

clenched �n anger, towards Heaven. “She!—”
“What d�d she say and do?”
“She sa�d that her dress su�ted her adm�rably, and then she

laughed.”
A f�t of hyster�c laughter seemed to shatter h�s nerves, for he fell

backwards, completely overcome.





Chapter XXXV. Fonta�nebleau.
For four days, every k�nd of enchantment brought together �n the

magn�f�cent gardens of Fonta�nebleau had converted th�s spot �nto a
place of the most perfect enjoyment. M. Colbert seemed g�fted w�th
ub�qu�ty. In the morn�ng there were the accounts of the prev�ous
n�ght’s expenses to settle; dur�ng the day, programmes, essays,
enrolments, payments. M. Colbert had amassed four m�ll�ons of
francs, and d�spersed them w�th sleepless economy. He was
horr�f�ed at the expenses wh�ch mythology �nvolved; not a wood
nymph, nor a dryad, that cost less than a hundred francs a day! The
dress alone amounted to three hundred francs. The expense of
powder and sulphur for f�reworks amounted, every n�ght, to a
hundred thousand francs. In add�t�on to these, the �llum�nat�ons on
the borders of the sheet of water cost th�rty thousand francs every
even�ng. The fetes had been magn�f�cent; and Colbert could not
restra�n h�s del�ght. From t�me to t�me, he not�ced Madame and the
k�ng sett�ng forth on hunt�ng exped�t�ons, or prepar�ng for the
recept�on of d�fferent fantast�c personages, solemn ceremon�als,
wh�ch had been extempor�zed a fortn�ght before, and �n wh�ch
Madame’s sparkl�ng w�t and the k�ng’s magn�f�cence were equally
well d�splayed.

For Madame, the hero�ne of the fete, repl�ed to the addresses of
the deputat�ons from unknown races—Garamanths, Scyth�ans,
Hyperboreans, Caucas�ans, and Patagon�ans, who seemed to �ssue
from the ground for the purpose of approach�ng her w�th the�r
congratulat�ons; and upon every representat�ve of these races the
k�ng bestowed a d�amond, or some other art�cle of value. Then the
deput�es, �n verses more or less amus�ng, compared the k�ng to the
sun, Madame to Phoebe, the sun’s s�ster, and the queen and
Mons�eur were no more spoken of than �f the k�ng had marr�ed
Henr�etta of England, and not Mar�a Theresa of Austr�a. The happy
pa�r, hand �n hand, �mpercept�bly press�ng each other’s f�ngers,



drank �n deep draughts the sweet beverage of adulat�on, by wh�ch
the attract�ons of youth, beauty, power and love are enhanced. Every
one at Fonta�nebleau was amazed at the extent of the �nfluence
wh�ch Madame had so rap�dly acqu�red over the k�ng, and wh�spered
among themselves that Madame was, �n po�nt of fact, the true
queen; and �n effect, the k�ng h�mself procla�med �ts truth by h�s
every thought, word, and look. He formed h�s w�shes, he drew h�s
�nsp�rat�ons from Madame’s eyes, and h�s del�ght was unbounded
when Madame de�gned to sm�le upon h�m. And was Madame, on her
s�de, �ntox�cated w�th the power she w�elded, as she beheld every
one at her feet? Th�s was a quest�on she herself could hardly
answer; but what she d�d know was, that she could frame no w�sh,
and that she felt herself to be perfectly happy. The result of all these
changes, the source of wh�ch emanated from the royal w�ll, was that
Mons�eur, �nstead of be�ng the second person �n the k�ngdom, had, �n
real�ty, become the th�rd. And �t was now far worse than �n the t�me
when De Gu�che’s gu�tars were heard �n Madame’s apartments; for,
then, at least, Mons�eur had the sat�sfact�on of fr�ghten�ng those who
annoyed h�m. S�nce the departure, however, of the enemy, who had
been dr�ven away by means of h�s all�ance w�th the k�ng, Mons�eur
had to subm�t to a burden, heav�er, but �n a very d�fferent sense, to
h�s former one. Every even�ng Madame returned home qu�te
exhausted. Horse-r�d�ng, bath�ng �n the Se�ne, spectacles, d�nners
under the leafy covert of the trees, balls on the banks of the grand
canal, concerts, etc., etc.; all th�s would have been suff�c�ent to have
k�lled, not a sl�ght and del�cate woman, but the strongest porter �n the
chateau. It �s perfectly true that, w�th regard to danc�ng, concerts,
and promenades, and such matters, a woman �s far stronger than
the most robust of porters. But, however great a woman’s strength
may be, there �s a l�m�t to �t, and she cannot hold out long under such
a system. As for Mons�eur, he had not even the sat�sfact�on of
w�tness�ng Madame’s abd�cat�on of her royalty �n the even�ng, for
she l�ved �n the royal pav�l�on w�th the young queen and the queen-
mother. As a matter of course, the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne d�d not qu�t
Mons�eur, and d�d not fa�l to d�st�l drops of gall �nto every wound the
latter rece�ved. The result was, that Mons�eur—who had at f�rst been
�n the h�ghest sp�r�ts, and completely restored s�nce Gu�che’s



departure—subs�ded �nto h�s melancholy state three days after the
court was �nstalled at Fonta�nebleau.

It happened, however, that, one day, about two o’clock �n the
afternoon, Mons�eur, who had r�sen late, and had bestowed upon h�s
to�let more than h�s usual attent�on,—�t happened, we repeat, that
Mons�eur, who had not heard of any plans hav�ng been arranged for
the day, formed the project of collect�ng h�s own court, and of
carry�ng Madame off w�th h�m to Moret, where he possessed a
charm�ng country house. He accord�ngly went to the queen’s
pav�l�on, and was aston�shed, on enter�ng, to f�nd none of the royal
servants �n attendance. Qu�te alone, therefore, he entered the
rooms, a door on the left open�ng to Madame’s apartment, the one
on the r�ght to the young queen’s. In h�s w�fe’s apartment, Mons�eur
was �nformed, by a sempstress who was work�ng there, that every
one had left at eleven o’clock, for the purpose of bath�ng �n the
Se�ne, that a grand fete was to be made of the exped�t�on, that all the
carr�ages had been placed at the park gates, and that they had all
set out more than an hour ago.

“Very good,” sa�d Mons�eur, “the �dea �s a good one; the heat �s
very oppress�ve, and I have no object�on to bathe, too.”

He summoned h�s servants, but no one came. He summoned
those �n attendance on Madame, but everybody had gone out. He
went to the stables, where he was �nformed by a groom that there
were no carr�ages of any descr�pt�on. He des�red that a couple of
horses should be saddled, one for h�mself and the other for h�s valet.
The groom told h�m that all the horses had been sent away.
Mons�eur, pale w�th anger, aga�n descended towards the queen’s
apartments, and penetrated as far as Anne of Austr�a’s oratory,
where he perce�ved, through the half-opened tapestry-hang�ngs, h�s
young and beaut�ful s�ster on her knees before the queen-mother,
who appeared weep�ng b�tterly. He had not been e�ther seen or
heard. He caut�ously approached the open�ng, and l�stened, the s�ght
of so much gr�ef hav�ng aroused h�s cur�os�ty. Not only was the
young queen weep�ng, but she was compla�n�ng also. “Yes,” she
sa�d, “the k�ng neglects me, the k�ng devotes h�mself to pleasures
and amusements only, �n wh�ch I have no share.”



“Pat�ence, pat�ence, my daughter,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, �n
Span�sh; and then, also �n Span�sh, added some words of adv�ce,
wh�ch Mons�eur d�d not understand. The queen repl�ed by
accusat�ons, m�ngled w�th s�ghs and sobs, among wh�ch Mons�eur
often d�st�ngu�shed the word banos, wh�ch Mar�a Theresa
accentuated w�th sp�teful anger.

“The baths,” sa�d Mons�eur to h�mself; “�t seems �t �s the baths
that have put her out.” And he endeavored to put together the
d�sconnected phrases wh�ch he had been able to understand. It was
easy to guess that the queen was compla�n�ng b�tterly, and that, �f
Anne of Austr�a d�d not console her, she at least endeavored to do
so. Mons�eur was afra�d to be detected l�sten�ng at the door and he
therefore made up h�s m�nd to cough; the two queens turned round
at the sound and Mons�eur entered. At s�ght of the pr�nce, the young
queen rose prec�p�tately, and dr�ed her tears. Mons�eur, however,
knew the people he had to deal w�th too well, and was naturally too
pol�te to rema�n s�lent, and he accord�ngly saluted them. The queen-
mother sm�led pleasantly at h�m, say�ng, “What do you want, Ph�l�p?”

“I?—noth�ng,” stammered Mons�eur. “I was look�ng for—”
“Whom?”
“I was look�ng for Madame.”
“Madame �s at the baths.”
“And the k�ng?” sa�d Mons�eur, �n a tone wh�ch made the queen

tremble.
“The k�ng also, the whole court as well,” repl�ed Anne of Austr�a.
“Except you, madame,” sa�d Mons�eur.
“Oh! I,” sa�d the young queen, “I seem to terr�fy all those who

amuse themselves.”
“And so do I,—judg�ng from appearances,” rejo�ned Mons�eur.
Anne of Austr�a made a s�gh to her daughter-�n-law, who

w�thdrew, weep�ng.
Mons�eur’s brows contracted, as he remarked aloud, “What a

cheerless house. What do you th�nk of �t, mother?”
“Why, no; everybody here �s pleasure-hunt�ng.”



“Yes, �ndeed, that �s the very th�ng that makes those dull who do
not care for pleasure.”

“In what a tone you say that, Ph�l�p.”
“Upon my word, madame, I speak as I th�nk.”
“Expla�n yourself; what �s the matter?”
“Ask my s�ster-�n-law, rather, who, just now, was deta�l�ng all her

gr�evances to you.”
“Her gr�evances, what—”
“Yes, I was l�sten�ng; acc�dentally, I confess, but st�ll I l�stened—

so that I heard only too well my s�ster compla�n of those famous
baths of Madame—”

“Ah! folly!”
“No, no, no; people are not always fool�sh when they weep. The

queen sa�d banos, wh�ch means baths.”
“I repeat, Ph�l�p,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, “that your s�ster �s

ch�ld�shly jealous.”
“In that case, madame,” repl�ed the pr�nce, “I, too, must w�th

great hum�l�ty accuse myself of possess�ng the same defect.”
“You also, Ph�l�p?”
“Certa�nly.”
“Are you really jealous of these baths?”
“And why not, madame, when the k�ng goes to the baths w�th

my w�fe, and does not take the queen? Why not, when Madame
goes to the baths w�th the k�ng, and does not do me the honor to
even �nv�te me? And you enjo�n my s�ster-�n-law to be sat�sf�ed, and
requ�re me to be sat�sf�ed, too.”

“You are rav�ng, my dear Ph�l�p,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a; “you have
dr�ven the Duke of Buck�ngham away; you have been the cause of
M. de Gu�che’s ex�le; do you now w�sh to send the k�ng away from
Fonta�nebleau?”

“I do not pretend to anyth�ng of the k�nd, madame,” sa�d
Mons�eur, b�tterly; “but, at least, I can w�thdraw, and I shall do so.”

“Jealous of the k�ng—jealous of your brother?”



“Yes, madame, I am jealous of the k�ng—of my own brother, and
remarkably jealous, too.”

“Really, Mons�eur,” excla�med Anne of Austr�a, affect�ng to be
�nd�gnant, “I beg�n to bel�eve you are mad, and a sworn enemy to my
repose. I therefore abandon the place to you, for I have no means of
defend�ng myself aga�nst such monoman�as.”

She arose and left Mons�eur a prey to the most extravagant
transport of pass�on. He rema�ned for a moment completely
bew�ldered; then, recover�ng h�mself, aga�n went to the stables,
found the groom, once more asked h�m for a carr�age or a horse,
and upon h�s reply that there was ne�ther the one or the other,
Mons�eur snatched a long wh�p from the hand of a stable-boy, and
began to pursue the poor dev�l of a groom all round the servants’
courtyard, wh�pp�ng h�m the wh�le, �n sp�te of h�s cr�es and excuses;
then, qu�te out of breath, covered w�th persp�rat�on, and trembl�ng �n
every l�mb, he returned to h�s own apartments, broke �n p�eces some
beaut�ful spec�mens of porcela�n, and then got �nto bed, booted and
spurred as he was, cry�ng out for some one to come to h�m. 4



Chapter XXXVI. The Bath.
At Vula�nes, beneath the �mpenetrable shade of flower�ng os�ers

and w�llows, wh�ch, as they bent down the�r green heads, d�pped the
extrem�t�es of the�r branches �n the blue waters, a long and flat-
bottomed boat, w�th ladders covered w�th long blue curta�ns, served
as a refuge for the bath�ng D�anas, who, as they left the water, were
watched by twenty plumed Acteons, who, eagerly, and full of
adm�rat�on, galloped up and down the flowery banks of the r�ver. But
D�ana herself, even the chaste D�ana, clothed �n her long chlamys,
was less beaut�ful—less �mpenetrable, than Madame, as young and
beaut�ful as that goddess herself. For, notw�thstand�ng the f�ne tun�c
of the huntress, her round and del�cate knee can be seen; and
notw�thstand�ng the sonorous qu�ver, her brown shoulders can be
detected; whereas, �n Madame’s case, a long wh�te ve�l enveloped
her, wrapp�ng her round and round a hundred t�mes, as she res�gned
herself �nto the hands of her female attendants, and thus was
rendered �naccess�ble to the most �nd�screet, as well as to the most
penetrat�ng gaze. When she ascended the ladder, the poets were
present—and all were poets when Madame was the subject of
d�scuss�on—the twenty poets who were gallop�ng about, stopped,
and w�th one vo�ce, excla�med that pearls, and not drops of water,
were fall�ng from her person, to be lost aga�n �n the happy r�ver. The
k�ng, the center of these effus�ons, and of th�s respectful homage,
�mposed s�lence upon those expat�ators, for whom �t seemed
�mposs�ble to exhaust the�r raptures, and he rode away, for fear of
offend�ng, even through the s�lken curta�ns, the modesty of the
woman and the d�gn�ty of the pr�ncess. A great blank thereupon
ensued �n the scene, and perfect s�lence �n the boat. From the
movements on board—from the flutter�ngs and ag�tat�ons of the
curta�ns—the go�ngs to and fro of the female attendants engaged �n
the�r dut�es, could be guessed.



The k�ng sm�l�ngly l�stened to the conversat�on of the court�ers
around h�m, but �t could eas�ly be perce�ved that he gave but l�ttle, �f
any, attent�on to the�r remarks. In fact, hardly had the sound of the
r�ngs drawn along the curta�n-rods announced that Madame was
dressed, and that the goddess was about to make her
reappearance, than the k�ng, return�ng to h�s former post
�mmed�ately, and runn�ng qu�te close to the r�ver-bank, gave the
s�gnal for all those to approach whose duty or pleasure summoned
them to Madame’s s�de. The pages hurr�ed forward, conduct�ng the
led horses; the carr�ages, wh�ch had rema�ned sheltered under the
trees, advanced towards the tent, followed by a crowd of servants,
bearers, and female attendants, who, wh�le the�r masters had been
bath�ng, had mutually exchanged the�r own observat�ons, cr�t�cal
remarks, and the d�scuss�on of matters personal—the fug�t�ve journal
of that per�od, of wh�ch no one now remembers anyth�ng, not even
by the waves, the w�tnesses of what went on that day—themselves
now subl�med �nto �mmens�ty, as the actors have van�shed �nto
etern�ty.

A crowd of people swarm�ng upon the banks of the r�ver, w�thout
reckon�ng the groups of peasants drawn together by the�r anx�ety to
see the k�ng and the pr�ncess, was, for many m�nutes, the most
d�sorderly, but the most agreeable, mob �mag�nable. The k�ng
d�smounted from h�s horse, a movement wh�ch was �m�tated by all
the court�ers, and offered h�s hat to Madame, whose r�ch r�d�ng-hab�t
d�splayed her f�ne f�gure, wh�ch was set off to great advantage by
that garment, made of f�ne woolen cloth embro�dered w�th s�lver. Her
ha�r, st�ll damp and blacker than jet, hung �n heavy masses upon her
wh�te and del�cate neck. Joy and health sparkled �n her beaut�ful
eyes; composed, yet full of energy, she �nhaled the a�r �n deep
draughts, under a lace parasol, wh�ch was borne by one of her
pages. Noth�ng could be more charm�ng, more graceful, more
poet�cal, than these two f�gures bur�ed under the rose-colored shade
of the parasol, the k�ng, whose wh�te teeth were d�splayed �n
cont�nual sm�les, and Madame, whose black eyes sparkled l�ke
carbuncles �n the gl�tter�ng reflect�on of the chang�ng hues of the s�lk.
When Madame approached her horse, a magn�f�cent an�mal of
Andalus�an breed, of spotless wh�te, somewhat heavy, perhaps, but



w�th a sp�r�ted and splend�d head, �n wh�ch the m�xture, happ�ly
comb�ned, of Arab�an and Span�sh blood could be read�ly traced,
and whose long ta�l swept the ground; and as the pr�ncess affected
d�ff�culty �n mount�ng, the k�ng took her �n h�s arms �n such a manner
that Madame’s arm was clasped l�ke a c�rclet of alabaster around the
k�ng’s neck. Lou�s, as he w�thdrew, �nvoluntar�ly touched w�th h�s l�ps
the arm, wh�ch was not w�thheld, and the pr�ncess hav�ng thanked
her royal equerry, every one sprang to h�s saddle at the same
moment. The k�ng and Madame drew as�de to allow the carr�ages,
the outr�ders, and runners, to pass by. A fa�r proport�on of the
caval�ers, released from the restra�nt et�quette had �mposed upon
them, gave the re�n to the�r horses, and darted after the carr�ages
wh�ch bore the ma�ds of honor, as bloom�ng as so many v�rg�n
huntresses around D�ana, and the human wh�rlw�nd, laugh�ng,
chatter�ng, and no�sy, passed onward.

The k�ng and Madame, however, kept the�r horses �n hand at a
foot-pace. Beh�nd h�s majesty and h�s s�ster-�n-law, certa�n of the
court�ers —those, at least, who were ser�ously d�sposed or were
anx�ous to be w�th�n reach, or under the eyes, of the k�ng—followed
at a respectful d�stance, restra�n�ng the�r �mpat�ent horses, regulat�ng
the�r pace by that of the k�ng and Madame, and abandoned
themselves to all the del�ght and grat�f�cat�on wh�ch �s to be found �n
the conversat�on of clever people, who can, w�th perfect courtesy,
make a thousand atroc�ous, but laughable remarks about the�r
ne�ghbors. In the�r st�fled laughter, and �n the l�ttle ret�cences of the�r
sardon�c humor, Mons�eur, the poor absentee, was not spared. But
they p�t�ed, and bewa�led greatly, the fate of De Gu�che, and �t must
be confessed that the�r compass�on, as far as he was concerned,
was not m�splaced. The k�ng and Madame hav�ng breathed the
horses, and repeated a hundred t�mes over such remarks as the
court�ers, who suppl�ed them w�th talk, suggested to them, set off at
a hand gallop, and the leafy coverts of the forest resounded to the
footfalls of the mounted party. To the conversat�ons beneath the
shade of the trees,—to remarks made �n the shape of conf�dent�al
commun�cat�ons, and observat�ons, myster�ously exchanged,
succeeded the no�s�est bursts of laughter;—from the very outr�ders
to royalty �tself, merr�ment seemed to spread. Every one began to



laugh and to cry out. The magp�es and the jays fluttered away
utter�ng the�r guttural cr�es, beneath the wav�ng avenues of oaks; the
cuckoo sta�d h�s monotonous cry �n the recesses of the forest; the
chaff�nch and tomt�t flew away �n clouds; wh�le the terr�f�ed deer
bounded r�verwards from the m�dst of the th�ckets. Th�s crowd,
spread�ng joy, confus�on, and l�ght wherever �t passed, was heralded,
�t may be sa�d, to the chateau by �ts own clamor. As the k�ng and
Madame entered the v�llage, they were rece�ved by the acclamat�ons
of the crowd. Madame hastened to look for Mons�eur, for she
�nst�nct�vely understood that he had been far too long kept from
shar�ng �n th�s joy. The k�ng went to rejo�n the queens; he knew he
owed them—one espec�ally—a compensat�on for h�s long absence.
But Madame was not adm�tted to Mons�eur’s apartments, and she
was �nformed that Mons�eur was asleep. The k�ng, �nstead of be�ng
met by Mar�a Theresa sm�l�ng, as was usual w�th her, found Anne of
Austr�a �n the gallery watch�ng for h�s return, who advanced to meet
h�m, and tak�ng h�m by the hand, led h�m to her own apartment. No
one ever knew what was the nature of the conversat�on wh�ch took
place between them, or rather what �t was that the queen-mother
sa�d to Lou�s XIV.; but the general tenor of the �nterv�ew m�ght
certa�nly be guessed from the annoyed express�on of the k�ng’s face
as he left her.

But we, whose m�ss�on �t �s to �nterpret all th�ngs, as �t �s also to
commun�cate our �nterpretat�ons to our readers,—we should fa�l �n
our duty, �f we were to leave them �n �gnorance of the result of th�s
�nterv�ew. It w�ll be found suff�c�ently deta�led, at least we hope so, �n
the follow�ng chapter.



Chapter XXXVII. The Butterfly-Chase.
The k�ng, on ret�r�ng to h�s apartments to g�ve some d�rect�ons

and to arrange h�s �deas, found on h�s to�lette-glass a small note, the
handwr�t�ng of wh�ch seemed d�sgu�sed. He opened �t and read
—“Come qu�ckly, I have a thousand th�ngs to say to you.” The k�ng
and Madame had not been separated a suff�c�ently long t�me for
these thousand th�ngs to be the result of the three thousand wh�ch
they had been say�ng to each other dur�ng the route wh�ch separated
Vula�nes from Fonta�nebleau. The confused and hurr�ed character of
the note gave the k�ng a great deal to reflect upon. He occup�ed
h�mself but sl�ghtly w�th h�s to�lette, and set off to pay h�s v�s�t to
Madame. The pr�ncess, who d�d not w�sh to have the appearance of
expect�ng h�m, had gone �nto the gardens w�th the lad�es of her su�te.
When the k�ng was �nformed that Madame had left her apartments
and had gone for a walk �n the gardens, he collected all the
gentlemen he could f�nd, and �nv�ted them to follow h�m. He found
Madame engaged �n chas�ng butterfl�es, on a large lawn bordered
w�th hel�otrope and flower�ng broom. She was look�ng on as the most
adventurous and youngest of her lad�es ran to and fro, and w�th her
back turned to a h�gh hedge, very �mpat�ently awa�ted the arr�val of
the k�ng, w�th whom she had appo�nted the rendezvous. The sound
of many feet upon the gravel walk made her turn round. Lou�s XIV.
was hatless, he had struck down w�th h�s cane a peacock butterfly,
wh�ch Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan had p�cked up from the ground
qu�te stunned.

“You see, Madame,” sa�d the k�ng, as he approached her, “that I,
too, am hunt�ng on your behalf!” and then, turn�ng towards those who
had accompan�ed h�m, sa�d, “Gentlemen, see �f each of you cannot
obta�n as much for these lad�es,” a remark wh�ch was a s�gnal for all
to ret�re. And thereupon a cur�ous spectacle m�ght have been
observed; old and corpulent court�ers were seen runn�ng after
butterfl�es, los�ng the�r hats as they ran, and w�th the�r ra�sed canes



cutt�ng down the myrtles and the furze, as they would have done the
Span�ards.

The k�ng offered Madame h�s arm, and they both selected, as
the center of observat�on, a bench w�th a roof of boards and moss, a
k�nd of hut roughly des�gned by the modest gen�us of one of the
gardeners who had �naugurated the p�cturesque and fanc�ful am�d
the formal style of the garden�ng of that per�od. Th�s sheltered
retreat, covered w�th nasturt�ums and cl�mb�ng roses, screened the
bench, so that the spectators, �nsulated �n the m�ddle of the lawn,
saw and were seen on every s�de, but could not be heard, w�thout
perce�v�ng those who m�ght approach for the purpose of l�sten�ng.
Seated thus, the k�ng made a s�gn of encouragement to those who
were runn�ng about; and then, as �f he were engaged w�th Madame
�n a d�ssertat�on upon the butterfly, wh�ch he had thrust through w�th
a gold p�n and fastened on h�s hat, sa�d to her, “How adm�rably we
are placed here for conversat�ons.”

“Yes, s�re, for I w�shed to be heard by you alone, and yet to be
seen by every one.”

“And I also,” sa�d Lou�s.
“My note surpr�sed you?”
“Terr�f�ed me rather. But what I have to tell you �s more

�mportant.”
“It cannot be, s�re. Do you know that Mons�eur refuses to see

me?”
“Why so?”
“Can you not guess why?”
“Ah, Madame! �n that case we have both the same th�ng to say

to each other.”
“What has happened to you, then?”
“You w�sh me to beg�n?”
“Yes, for I have told you all.”
“Well, then, as soon as I returned, I found my mother wa�t�ng for

me, and she led me away to her own apartments.”



“The queen-mother?” sa�d Madame, w�th some anx�ety, “the
matter �s ser�ous then.”

“Indeed �t �s, for she told me... but, �n the f�rst place, allow me to
preface what I have to say w�th one remark. Has Mons�eur ever
spoken to you about me?”

“Often.”
“Has he ever spoken to you about h�s jealousy?”
“More frequently st�ll.”
“Of h�s jealousy of me?”
“No, but of the Duke of Buck�ngham and De Gu�che.”
“Well, Madame, Mons�eur’s present �dea �s a jealousy of

myself.”
“Really,” repl�ed the pr�ncess, sm�l�ng archly.
“And �t really seems to me,” cont�nued the k�ng, “that we have

never g�ven any ground—”
“Never! at least I have not. But who told you that Mons�eur was

jealous?”
“My mother represented to me that Mons�eur entered her

apartments l�ke a madman, that he uttered a thousand compla�nts
aga�nst you, and—forg�ve me for say�ng �t—aga�nst your coquetry. It
appears that Mons�eur �ndulges �n �njust�ce, too.”

“You are very k�nd, s�re.”
“My mother reassured h�m; but he pretended that people

reassure h�m too often, and that he had had qu�te enough of �t.”
“Would �t not be better for h�m not to make h�mself uneasy �n

any way?”
“The very th�ng I sa�d.”
“Confess, s�re, that the world �s very w�cked. Is �t poss�ble that a

brother and s�ster cannot converse together, or take pleasure �n each
other’s company, w�thout g�v�ng r�se to remarks and susp�c�ons? For
�ndeed, s�re, we are do�ng no harm, and have no �ntent�on of do�ng
any.” And she looked at the k�ng w�th that proud yet provok�ng glance
that k�ndles des�re �n the coldest and w�sest of men.



“No!” s�ghed the k�ng, “that �s true.”
“You know very well, s�re, that �f �t were to cont�nue, I should be

obl�ged to make a d�sturbance. Do you dec�de upon our conduct, and
say whether �t has, or has not, been perfectly correct.”

“Oh, certa�nly—perfectly correct.”
“Often alone together,—for we del�ght �n the same th�ngs,—we

m�ght poss�bly be led away �nto error, but have we been? I regard
you as a brother, and noth�ng more.”

The k�ng frowned. She cont�nued:
“Your hand, wh�ch often meets my own, does not exc�te �n me

that ag�tat�on and emot�on wh�ch �s the case w�th those who love
each other, for �nstance—”

“Enough,” sa�d the k�ng, “enough, I entreat you. You have no
p�ty—you are k�ll�ng me.”

“What �s the matter?”
“In fact, then, you d�st�nctly say you exper�ence noth�ng when

near me.”
“Oh, s�re! I don’t say that—my affect�on—”
“Enough, Henr�etta, I aga�n entreat you. If you bel�eve me to be

marble, as you are, undece�ve yourself.”
“I do not understand you, s�re.”
“Very well,” sa�d the k�ng, cast�ng down h�s eyes. “And so our

meet�ngs, the pressure of each other’s hand, the looks we have
exchanged—Yes, yes; you are r�ght, and I understand your
mean�ng,” and he bur�ed h�s face �n h�s hands.

“Take care, s�re,” sa�d Madame, hurr�edly, “Mons�eur de Sa�nt-
A�gnan �s look�ng at you.”

“Of course,” sa�d Lou�s, angr�ly; “never even the shadow of
l�berty! never any s�ncer�ty �n my �ntercourse w�th any one! I �mag�ne I
have found a fr�end, who �s noth�ng but a spy; a dearer fr�end, who �s
only a—s�ster!”

Madame was s�lent, and cast down her eyes.
“My husband �s jealous,” she murmured, �n a tone of wh�ch

noth�ng could equal �ts sweetness and charm.



“You are r�ght,” excla�med the k�ng, suddenly.
“You see,” she sa�d, look�ng at h�m �n a manner that set h�s heart

on f�re, “you are free, you are not suspected, the peace of your
house �s not d�sturbed.”

“Alas,” sa�d the k�ng, “as yet you know noth�ng, for the queen �s
jealous.”

“Mar�a Theresa!”
“Stark mad w�th jealousy! Mons�eur’s jealousy ar�ses from hers;

she was weep�ng and compla�n�ng to my mother, and was
reproach�ng us for those bath�ng part�es, wh�ch have made me so
happy.”

“And me too,” answered Madame, by a look.
“When, suddenly,” cont�nued the k�ng, “Mons�eur, who was

l�sten�ng, heard the word ‘banos,’ wh�ch the queen pronounced w�th
some degree of b�tterness, that awakened h�s attent�on; he entered
the room, look�ng qu�te w�ld, broke �nto the conversat�on, and began
to quarrel w�th my mother so b�tterly that she was obl�ged to leave
h�m; so that, wh�le you have a jealous husband to deal w�th, I shall
have perpetually present before me a specter of jealousy w�th
swollen eyes, a cadaverous face, and s�n�ster looks.”

“Poor k�ng,” murmured Madame, as she l�ghtly touched the
k�ng’s hand. He reta�ned her hand �n h�s, and �n order to press �t
w�thout exc�t�ng susp�c�on �n the spectators, who were not so much
taken up w�th the butterfl�es that they could not occupy themselves
about other matters, and who perce�ved clearly enough that there
was some mystery �n the k�ng’s and Madame’s conversat�on, Lou�s
placed the dy�ng butterfly before h�s s�ster-�n-law, and bent over �t as
�f to count the thousand eyes of �ts w�ngs, or the part�cles of golden
dust wh�ch covered �t. Ne�ther of them spoke; however, the�r ha�r
m�ngled, the�r breaths un�ted, and the�r hands fever�shly throbbed �n
each other’s grasp. F�ve m�nutes passed �n th�s manner.



Chapter XXXVIII. What Was Caught
after the Butterfl�es.

The two young people rema�ned for a moment w�th the�r heads
bent down, bowed, as �t were, beneath the double thought of the
love wh�ch was spr�ng�ng up �n the�r hearts, and wh�ch g�ves b�rth to
so many happy fanc�es �n the �mag�nat�ons of twenty years of age.
Henr�etta gave a s�de glance, from t�me to t�me, at the k�ng. Hers
was one of those f�nely-organ�zed natures capable of look�ng
�nwardly at �tself, as well as at others at the same moment. She
perce�ved Love ly�ng at the bottom of Lou�s’s heart, as a sk�llful d�ver
sees a pearl at the bottom of the sea. She knew Lou�s was
hes�tat�ng, �f not �n doubt, and that h�s �ndolent or t�m�d heart requ�red
a�d and encouragement. “And so?” she sa�d, �nterrogat�vely, break�ng
the s�lence.

“What do you mean?” �nqu�red Lou�s, after a moment’s pause.
“I mean, that I shall be obl�ged to return to the resolut�on I had

formed.”
“To what resolut�on?”
“To that wh�ch I have already subm�tted to your majesty.”
“When?”
“On the very day we had a certa�n explanat�on about Mons�eur’s

jealous�es.”
“What d�d you say to me then?” �nqu�red Lou�s, w�th some

anx�ety.
“Do you not remember, s�re?”
“Alas! �f �t be another cause of unhapp�ness, I shall recollect �t

soon enough.”
“A cause of unhapp�ness for myself alone, s�re,” repl�ed

Madame Henr�etta; “but as �t �s necessary, I must subm�t to �t.”



“At least, tell me what �t �s,” sa�d the k�ng.
“Absence.”
“St�ll that unk�nd resolve?”
“Bel�eve me, s�re, I have not found �t w�thout a v�olent struggle

w�th myself; �t �s absolutely necessary I should return to England.”
“Never, never w�ll I perm�t you to leave France,” excla�med the

k�ng.
“And yet, s�re,” sa�d Madame, affect�ng a gentle yet sorrowful

determ�nat�on, “noth�ng �s more urgently necessary; nay, more than
that, I am persuaded �t �s your mother’s des�re I should do so.”

“Des�re!” excla�med the k�ng; “that �s a very strange express�on
to use to me.”

“St�ll,” repl�ed Madame Henr�etta, sm�l�ngly, “are you not happy
�n subm�tt�ng to the w�shes of so good a mother?”

“Enough, I �mplore you; you rend my very soul.”
“I?”
“Yes; for you speak of your departure w�th tranqu�ll�ty.”
“I was not born for happ�ness, s�re,” repl�ed the pr�ncess,

dejectedly; “and I acqu�red, �n very early l�fe, the hab�t of see�ng my
dearest w�shes d�sappo�nted.”

“Do you speak truly?” sa�d the k�ng. “Would your departure
ga�nsay any one of your cher�shed thoughts?”

“If I were to say ‘yes,’ would you beg�n to take your m�sfortune
pat�ently?”

“How cruel you are!”
“Take care, s�re; some one �s com�ng.”
The k�ng looked all round h�m, and sa�d, “No, there �s no one,”

and then cont�nued: “Come, Henr�etta, �nstead of try�ng to contend
aga�nst Mons�eur’s jealousy by a departure wh�ch would k�ll me—”

Henr�etta sl�ghtly shrugged her shoulders l�ke a woman
unconv�nced. “Yes,” repeated Lou�s, “wh�ch would k�ll me, I say.
Instead of f�x�ng your m�nd on th�s departure, does not your



�mag�nat�on—or rather does not your heart—suggest some
exped�ent?”

“What �s �t you w�sh my heart to suggest?”
“Tell me, how can one prove to another that �t �s wrong to be

jealous?”
“In the f�rst place, s�re, by g�v�ng no mot�ve for jealousy; �n other

words, �n lov�ng no one but the person �n quest�on.”
“Oh! I expected more than that.”
“What d�d you expect?”
“That you would s�mply tell me that jealous people are pac�f�ed

by conceal�ng the affect�on wh�ch �s enterta�ned for the object of
jealousy.”

“D�ss�mulat�on �s d�ff�cult, s�re.”
“Yet �t �s only be means of conquer�ng d�ff�cult�es that any

happ�ness �s atta�ned. As far as I am concerned, I swear I w�ll g�ve
the l�e to those who are jealous of me by pretend�ng to treat you l�ke
any other woman.”

“A bad, as well as unsafe, means,” sa�d the young pr�ncess,
shak�ng her pretty head.

“You seem to th�nk everyth�ng bad, dear Henr�etta,” sa�d Lou�s,
d�scontentedly. “You negat�ve everyth�ng I propose. Suggest, at
least, someth�ng else �n �ts stead. Come, try and th�nk. I trust
�mpl�c�tly to a woman’s �nvent�on. Do you �nvent �n your turn?”

“Well, s�re, I have h�t upon someth�ng. W�ll you l�sten to �t?”
“Can you ask me? You speak of a matter of l�fe or death to me,

and then ask �f I w�ll l�sten.”
“Well, I judge of �t by my own case. If my husband �ntended to

put me on the wrong scent w�th regard to another woman, one th�ng
would reassure me more than anyth�ng else.”

“What would that be?”
“In the f�rst place to see that he never took any not�ce of the

woman �n quest�on.”
“Exactly. That �s prec�sely what I sa�d just now.”



“Very well; but �n order to be perfectly reassured on the subject,
I should l�ke to see h�m occupy h�mself w�th some one else.”

“Ah! I understand you,” repl�ed Lou�s, sm�l�ng. “But confess, dear
Henr�etta, �f the means �s at least �ngen�ous, �t �s hardly char�table.”

“Why so?”
“In cur�ng the dread of a wound �n a jealous person’s m�nd, you

�nfl�ct one upon the heart. H�s fear ceases, �t �s true; but the ev�l st�ll
ex�sts; and that seems to me to be far worse.”

“Agreed; but he does not detect, he does not suspect the real
enemy; he does no prejud�ce to love �tself; he concentrates all h�s
strength on the s�de where h�s strength w�ll do no �njury to anyth�ng
or any one. In a word, s�re, my plan, wh�ch I confess I am surpr�sed
to f�nd you d�spute, �s m�sch�evous to jealous people, �t �s true; but to
lovers �t �s full of advantage. Bes�des, let me ask, s�re, who, except
yourself, has ever thought of p�ty�ng jealous people? Are they not a
melancholy crew of grumblers always equally unhappy, whether w�th
or w�thout a cause? You may remove that cause, but you never can
remove the�r suffer�ngs. It �s a d�sease wh�ch l�es �n the �mag�nat�on,
and, l�ke all �mag�nary d�sorders, �t �s �ncurable. By the by, I
remember an aphor�sm upon th�s subject, of poor Dr. Dawley, a
clever and amus�ng man, who, had �t not been for my brother, who
could not do w�thout h�m, I should have w�th me now. He used to say,
‘Whenever you are l�kely to suffer from two affect�ons, choose that
wh�ch w�ll g�ve you the least trouble, and I w�ll allow you to reta�n �t;
for �t �s pos�t�ve,’ he sa�d, ‘that that very a�lment �s of the greatest
serv�ce to me, �n order to enable me to get r�d of the other.’”

“Well and jud�c�ously remarked, Henr�etta,” repl�ed the k�ng,
sm�l�ng.

“Oh! we have some clever people �n London, s�re.”
“And those clever people produce adorable pup�ls. I w�ll grant

th�s Daley, Darley, Dawley, or whatever you call h�m, a pens�on for
h�s aphor�sm; but I entreat you, Henr�etta, to beg�n by choos�ng the
least of your ev�ls. You do not answer—you sm�le. I guess that the
least of your bugbears �s your stay �n France. I w�ll allow you to reta�n
th�s �nformat�on; and, �n order to beg�n w�th the cure of the other, I w�ll
th�s very day beg�n to look out for a subject wh�ch shall d�vert the



attent�on of the jealous members of e�ther sex who persecute us
both.”

“Hush! th�s t�me some one �s really com�ng,” sa�d Madame; and
she stooped to gather a flower from the th�ck grass at her feet. Some
one, �n fact, was approach�ng; for, suddenly, a bevy of young g�rls
ran down from the top of the h�llock, follow�ng the caval�ers—the
cause of th�s �nterrupt�on be�ng a magn�f�cent hawk-moth, w�th w�ngs
l�ke rose-leaves. The prey �n quest�on had fallen �nto the net of
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, who d�splayed �t w�th some pr�de
to her less successful r�vals. The queen of the chase had seated
herself some twenty paces from the bank on wh�ch Lou�s and
Madame Henr�etta were recl�n�ng; and leaned her back aga�nst a
magn�f�cent oak-tree entw�ned w�th �vy, and stuck the butterfly on the
long cane she carr�ed �n her hand. Mademo�selle de Tonnay-
Charente was very beaut�ful, and the gentlemen, accord�ngly,
deserted her compan�ons, and under the pretext of compl�ment�ng
her upon her success, pressed �n a c�rcle around her. The k�ng and
pr�ncess looked gloom�ly at th�s scene, as spectators of maturer age
look on at the games of l�ttle ch�ldren. “They seem to be amus�ng
themselves there,” sa�d the k�ng.

“Greatly, s�re; I have always found that people are amused
wherever youth and beauty are to be found.”

“What do you th�nk of Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,
Henr�etta?” �nqu�red the k�ng.

“I th�nk she has rather too much flax-yellow and l�ly-wh�teness �n
her complex�on,” repl�ed Madame, f�x�ng �n a moment upon the only
fault �t was poss�ble to f�nd �n the almost perfect beauty of the future
Madame de Montespan.”

“Rather too fa�r, yes; but beaut�ful, I th�nk, �n sp�te of that.”
“Is that your op�n�on, s�re?”
“Yes, really.”
“Very well; and �t �s m�ne, too.”
“And she seems to be much sought after.”
“On, that �s a matter of course. Lovers flutter from one to

another. If we had hunted for lovers �nstead of butterfl�es, you can



see, from those who surround her, what successful sport we should
have had.”

“Tell me, Henr�etta, what would be sa�d �f the k�ng were to make
h�mself one of those lovers, and let h�s glance fall �n that d�rect�on?
Would some one else be jealous, �n such a case?”

“Oh! s�re, Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente �s a very
eff�cac�ous remedy,” sa�d Madame, w�th a s�gh. “She would cure a
jealous man, certa�nly; but she m�ght poss�bly make a woman
jealous, too.”

“Henr�etta,” excla�med Lou�s, “you f�ll my heart w�th joy. Yes, yes;
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente �s far too beaut�ful to serve as a
cloak.”

“A k�ng’s cloak,” sa�d Madame Henr�etta, sm�l�ng, “ought to be
beaut�ful.”

“Do you adv�se me to do �t, then?” �nqu�red Lou�s.
“I! what should I say, s�re, except that to g�ve such an adv�ce

would be to supply arms aga�nst myself? It would be folly or pr�de to
adv�se you to take, for the hero�ne of an assumed affect�on, a
woman more beaut�ful than the one for whom you pretend to feel
real regard.”

The k�ng tr�ed to take Madame’s hand �n h�s own; h�s eyes
sought hers; and then he murmured a few words so full of
tenderness, but pronounced �n so low a tone, that the h�stor�an, who
ought to hear everyth�ng, could not hear them. Then, speak�ng
aloud, he sa�d, “Do you yourself choose for me the one who �s to
cure our jealous fr�end. To her, then, all my devot�on, all my attent�on,
all the t�me that I can spare from my occupat�ons, shall be devoted.
For her shall be the flower that I may pluck for you, the fond thoughts
w�th wh�ch you have �nsp�red me. Towards her I w�ll d�rect the glance
I dare not bestow upon you, and wh�ch ought to be able to rouse you
from your �nd�fference. But, be careful �n your select�on, lest, �n
offer�ng her the rose wh�ch I may have plucked, I f�nd myself
conquered by you; and my looks, my hand, my l�ps, turn �mmed�ately
towards you, even were the whole world to guess my secret.”



Wh�le these words escaped from the k�ng’s l�ps, �n a stream of
w�ld affect�on, Madame blushed, breathless, happy, proud, almost
�ntox�cated w�th del�ght. She could f�nd noth�ng to say �n reply; her
pr�de and her th�rst for homage were sat�sf�ed. “I shall fa�l,” she sa�d,
ra�s�ng her beaut�ful black eyes, “but not as you beg me, for all th�s
�ncense wh�ch you w�sh to burn on the altar of another d�v�n�ty. Ah!
s�re, I too shall be jealous of �t, and want restored to me; and would
not that a part�cle of �t should be lost �n the way. Therefore, s�re, w�th
your royal perm�ss�on, I w�ll choose one who shall appear to me the
least l�kely to d�stract your attent�on, and who w�ll leave my �mage
�ntact and unshadowed �n your heart.”

“Happ�ly for me,” sa�d the k�ng, “your heart �s not hard and
unfeel�ng. If �t were so, I should be alarmed at the threat you hold
out. Precaut�ons were taken on th�s po�nt, and around you, as
around myself, �t would be d�ff�cult to meet w�th a d�sagreeable-
look�ng face.”

Wh�lst the k�ng was speak�ng, Madame had r�sen from her seat,
looked around the greensward, and after a careful and s�lent
exam�nat�on, she called the k�ng to her s�de, and sa�d, “See yonder,
s�re, upon the decl�v�ty of that l�ttle h�ll, near that group of Guelder
roses, that beaut�ful g�rl walk�ng alone, her head down, her arms
hang�ng by her s�de, w�th her eyes f�xed upon the flowers, wh�ch she
crushes beneath her feet, l�ke one who �s lost �n thought.”

“Mademo�selle de Vall�ere, do you mean?” remarked the k�ng.
“Yes.”
“Oh!”
“W�ll she not su�t you, s�re?”
“Why, look how th�n the poor ch�ld �s. She has hardly any flesh

upon her bones.”
“Nay: am I stout then?”
“She �s so melancholy.”
“The greater contrast to myself, who am accused of be�ng too

l�vely.”
“She �s lame.”



“Do you really th�nk so?”
“No doubt of �t. Look; she has allowed every one to pass by her,

through fear of her defect be�ng remarked.”
“Well, she w�ll not run so fast as Daphne, and w�ll not be as able

to escape Apollo.”
“Henr�etta,” sa�d the k�ng, out of temper; “of all your ma�ds of

honor, you have really selected for me the one most full of defects.”
“St�ll she �s one of my ma�ds of honor.”
“Of course; but what do you mean?”
“I mean that, �n order to v�s�t th�s new d�v�n�ty, you w�ll not be

able to do so w�thout pay�ng a v�s�t to my apartments, and that, as
propr�ety w�ll forb�d your convers�ng w�th her �n pr�vate, you w�ll be
compelled to see her �n my c�rcle, to speak, as �t were, at me, wh�le
speak�ng to her. I mean, �n fact, that those who may be jealous, w�ll
be wrong �f they suppose you come to my apartments for my sake,
s�nce you w�ll go there for Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.”

“Who happens to be lame.”
“Hardly that.”
“Who never opens her l�ps.”
“But who, when she does open them, d�splays a beaut�ful set of

teeth.”
“Who may serve as a model for an osteolog�st.”
“Your favor w�ll change her appearance.”
“Henr�etta!”
“At all events you allowed me to choose.”
“Alas! yes.”
“Well, my cho�ce �s made: I �mpose her upon you, and you must

subm�t.”
“Oh! I would accept one of the fur�es, �f you were to �ns�st upon

�t.”
“La Vall�ere �s as gentle as a lamb: do not fear she w�ll ever

contrad�ct you when you tell her you love her,” sa�d Madame,
laugh�ng.



“You are not afra�d, are you, that I shall say too much to her?”
“It would be for my sake.”
“The treaty �s agreed to, then?”
“Not only so, but s�gned. You w�ll cont�nue to show me the

fr�endsh�p of a brother, the attent�on of a brother, the gallantry of a
monarch, w�ll you not?”

“I w�ll preserve for you �ntact a heart that has already become
accustomed to beat only at your command.”

“Very well, do you not see that we have guaranteed the future
by th�s means?”

“I hope so.”
“W�ll your mother cease to regard me as an enemy?”
“Yes.”
“W�ll Mar�a Theresa leave off speak�ng �n Span�sh before

Mons�eur, who has a horror of conversat�on held �n fore�gn
languages, because he always th�nks he �s be�ng �ll spoken of? and
lastly,” cont�nued the pr�ncess, “w�ll people pers�st �n attr�but�ng a
wrongful affect�on to the k�ng when the truth �s, we can offer noth�ng
to each other, except absolute sympathy, free from mental
reservat�on?”

“Yes, yes,” sa�d the k�ng, hes�tat�ngly. “But other th�ngs may st�ll
be sa�d of us.”

“What can be sa�d, s�re? shall we never be left �n tranqu�ll�ty?”
“People w�ll say I am def�c�ent �n taste; but what �s my self-

respect �n compar�son w�th your tranqu�ll�ty?”
“In compar�son w�th my honor, s�re, and that of our fam�ly, you

mean. Bes�des, I beg you to attend, do not be so hast�ly prejud�ced
aga�nst La Vall�ere. She �s sl�ghtly lame, �t �s true, but she �s not
def�c�ent �n good sense. Moreover, all that the k�ng touches �s
converted �nto gold.”

“Well, Madame, rest assured of one th�ng, namely, that I am st�ll
grateful to you: you m�ght even yet make me pay dearer for your stay
�n France.”

“S�re, some one approaches.”



“Well!”
“One last word.”
“Say �t.”
“You are prudent and jud�c�ous, s�re; but �n the present �nstance

you w�ll be obl�ged to summon to your a�d all your prudence, and all
your judgment.”

“Oh!” excla�med Lou�s, laugh�ng, “from th�s very day I shall beg�n
to act my part, and you shall see whether I am not qu�te f�t to
represent the character of a tender swa�n. After luncheon, there w�ll
be a promenade �n the forest, and then there �s supper and the ballet
at ten o’clock.”

“I know �t.”
“The ardor of my pass�on shall blaze more br�ll�antly than the

f�reworks, shall sh�ne more stead�ly than our fr�end Colbert’s lamps; �t
shall sh�ne so dazzl�ngly that the queens and Mons�eur w�ll be almost
bl�nded by �t.”

“Take care, s�re, take care.”
“In Heaven’s name, what have I done, then?”
“I shall beg�n to recall the compl�ments I pa�d you just now. You

prudent! you w�se! d�d I say? Why, you beg�n by the most reckless
�ncons�stenc�es! Can a pass�on be k�ndled �n th�s manner, l�ke a
torch, �n a moment? Can a monarch, such as you are, w�thout any
preparat�on, fall at the feet of a g�rl l�ke La Vall�ere?”

“Ah! Henr�etta, now I understand you. We have not yet begun
the campa�gn, and you are plunder�ng me already.”

“No, I am only recall�ng you to common-sense �deas. Let your
pass�on be k�ndled gradually, �nstead of allow�ng �t to burst forth so
suddenly. Jove’s thunders and l�ghtn�ngs are heard and seen before
the palace �s set on f�re. Everyth�ng has �ts commencements. If you
are so eas�ly exc�ted, no one w�ll bel�eve you are really capt�vated,
and every one w�ll th�nk you out of your senses—�f even, �ndeed, the
truth �tself not be guessed. The publ�c �s not so fatuous as they
seem.”



The k�ng was obl�ged to adm�t that Madame was an angel for
sense, and the very reverse for cleverness. He bowed, and sa�d:
“Agreed, Madame, I w�ll th�nk over my plan of attack: great m�l�tary
men—my cous�n De Conde for �nstance—grow pale �n med�tat�on
upon the�r strateg�cal plans, before they move one of the pawns,
wh�ch people call arm�es; I therefore w�sh to draw up a complete
plan of campa�gn; for you know that the tender pass�on �s subd�v�ded
�n a var�ety of ways. Well, then, I shall stop at the v�llage of L�ttle
Attent�ons, at the hamlet of Love-Letters, before I follow the road of
V�s�ble Affect�on; the way �s clear enough, you know, and poor
Madame de Scudery would never forg�ve me for pass�ng though a
halt�ng-place w�thout stopp�ng.”

“Oh! now we have returned to our proper senses, shall we say
ad�eu, s�re?”

“Alas! �t must be so, for see, we are �nterrupted.”
“Yes, �ndeed,” sa�d Henr�etta, “they are br�ng�ng Mademo�selle

de Tonnay-Charente and her sph�nx butterfly �n grand process�on
th�s way.”

“It �s perfectly well understood, that th�s even�ng, dur�ng the
promenade, I am to make my escape �nto the forest, and f�nd La
Vall�ere w�thout you.”

“I w�ll take care to send her away.”
“Very well! I w�ll speak to her when she �s w�th her compan�ons,

and I w�ll then d�scharge my f�rst arrow at her.”
“Be sk�llful,” sa�d Madame, laugh�ng, “and do not m�ss the

heart.”
Then the pr�ncess took leave of the k�ng, and went forward to

meet the merry troop, wh�ch was advanc�ng w�th much ceremony,
and a great many pretended flour�shes of trumpets, �m�tated w�th
the�r mouths.





Chapter XXXIX. The Ballet of the
Seasons.

At the conclus�on of the banquet, wh�ch was served at f�ve
o’clock, the k�ng entered h�s cab�net, where h�s ta�lors were awa�t�ng
h�m for the purpose of try�ng on the celebrated costume represent�ng
Spr�ng, wh�ch was the result of so much �mag�nat�on, and had cost
so many efforts of thought to the des�gners and ornament-workers of
the court. As for the ballet �tself, every person knew the part he had
to take �n �t, and how to perform �t. The k�ng had resolved to make �t
surpr�se. Hardly, therefore, had he f�n�shed h�s conference, and
entered h�s own apartment, than he des�red h�s two masters of the
ceremon�es, V�lleroy and Sa�nt-A�gnan, to be sent for. Both repl�ed
that they only awa�ted h�s orders, and that everyth�ng was ready to
beg�n, but that �t was necessary to be sure of f�ne weather and a
favorable n�ght before these orders could be carr�ed out. The k�ng
opened h�s w�ndow; the pale-gold hues of the even�ng were v�s�ble
on the hor�zon through the v�stas of the wood, and the moon, wh�te
as snow, was already mount�ng the heavens. Not a r�pple could be
not�ced on the surface of the green waters; the swans themselves,
even, repos�ng w�th folded w�ngs l�ke sh�ps at anchor, seemed
�nsp�rat�ons of the warmth of the a�r, the freshness of the water, and
the s�lence of the beaut�ful even�ng. The k�ng, hav�ng observed all
these th�ngs, and contemplated the magn�f�cent p�cture before h�m,
gave the order wh�ch De V�lleroy and De Sa�nt-A�gnan awa�ted; but
w�th a v�ew of �nsur�ng the execut�on of th�s order �n a royal manner,
one last quest�on was necessary, and Lou�s XIV. put �t to the two
gentlemen �n the follow�ng manner:—“Have you any money?”

“S�re,” repl�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan, “we have arranged everyth�ng w�th
M. Colbert.”

“Ah! very well!”



“Yes, s�re, and M. Colbert sa�d he would wa�t upon your majesty,
as soon as your majesty should man�fest an �ntent�on of carry�ng out
the fetes, of wh�ch he has furn�shed the programme.”

“Let h�m come �n, then,” sa�d the k�ng; and as �f Colbert had
been l�sten�ng at the door for the purpose of keep�ng h�mself au
courant w�th the conversat�on, he entered as soon as the k�ng had
pronounced h�s name to the two court�ers.

“Ah! M. Colbert,” sa�d the k�ng. “Gentlemen, to your posts,”
whereupon Sa�nt-A�gnan and V�lleroy took the�r leave. The k�ng
seated h�mself �n an easy-cha�r near the w�ndow, say�ng: “The ballet
w�ll take place th�s even�ng, M. Colbert.”

“In that case, s�re, I w�ll pay all accounts to-morrow.”
“Why so?”
“I prom�sed the tradespeople to pay the�r b�lls the day follow�ng

that on wh�ch the ballet should take place.”
“Very well, M. Colbert, pay them, s�nce you have prom�sed to do

so.”
“Certa�nly, s�re; but I must have money to do that.”
“What! have not the four m�ll�ons, wh�ch M. Fouquet prom�sed,

been sent? I forgot to ask you about �t.”
“S�re, they were sent at the hour prom�sed.”
“Well?”
“Well, s�re, the colored lamps, the f�reworks, the mus�c�ans, and

the cooks, have swallowed up four m�ll�ons �n e�ght days.”
“Ent�rely?”
“To the last penny. Every t�me your majesty d�rected the banks

of the grand canal to be �llum�nated, as much o�l was consumed as
there was water �n the bas�ns.”

“Well, well, M. Colbert; the fact �s, then, you have no more
money?”

“I have no more, s�re, but M. Fouquet has,” Colbert repl�ed, h�s
face darken�ng w�th a s�n�ster express�on of pleasure.

“What do you mean?” �nqu�red Lou�s.



“We have already made M. Fouquet advance s�x m�ll�ons. He
has g�ven them w�th too much grace not to have others st�ll to g�ve, �f
they are requ�red, wh�ch �s the case at the present moment. It �s
necessary, therefore, that he should comply.”

The k�ng frowned. “M. Colbert,” sa�d he, accentuat�ng the
f�nanc�er’s name, “that �s not the way I understood the matter; I do
not w�sh to make use, aga�nst any of my servants, of a means of
pressure wh�ch may oppress h�m and fetter h�s serv�ces. In e�ght
days M. Fouquet has furn�shed s�x m�ll�ons; that �s a good round
sum.”

Colbert turned pale. “And yet,” he sa�d, “your majesty d�d not
use th�s language some t�me ago, when the news about Belle-Isle
arr�ved, for �nstance.”

“You are r�ght, M. Colbert.”
“Noth�ng, however, has changed s�nce then; on the contrary,

�ndeed.”
“In my thoughts, mons�eur, everyth�ng has changed.”
“Does your majesty then no longer bel�eve the d�sloyal attempt?”
“My affa�rs concern myself alone, mons�eur; and I have already

told you I transact them w�thout �nterference.”
“Then, I perce�ve,” sa�d Colbert, trembl�ng w�th anger and fear,

“that I have had the m�sfortune to fall �nto d�sgrace w�th your
majesty.”

“Not at all; you are, on the contrary, most agreeable to me.”
“Yet, s�re,” sa�d the m�n�ster, w�th a certa�n affected bluntness, so

successful when �t was a quest�on of flatter�ng Lou�s’s self-esteem,
“what use �s there �n be�ng agreeable to your majesty, �f one can no
longer be of any use?”

“I reserve your serv�ces for a better occas�on; and bel�eve me,
they w�ll only be the better apprec�ated.”

“Your majesty’s plan, then, �n th�s affa�r, �s—”
“You want money, M. Colbert?”
“Seven hundred thousand francs, s�re.”



“You w�ll take them from my pr�vate treasure.” Colbert bowed.
“And,” added Lou�s, “as �t seems a d�ff�cult matter for you,
notw�thstand�ng your economy, to defray, w�th so l�m�ted a sum, the
expenses wh�ch I �ntend to �ncur, I w�ll at once s�gn an order for three
m�ll�ons.”

The k�ng took a pen and s�gned an order �mmed�ately, then
handed �t to Colbert. “Be sat�sf�ed, M. Colbert, the plan I have
adopted �s one worthy of a k�ng,” sa�d Lou�s XIV., who pronounced
these words w�th all the majesty he knew how to assume �n such
c�rcumstances; and d�sm�ssed Colbert for the purpose of g�v�ng an
aud�ence to h�s ta�lors.

The order �ssued by the k�ng was known throughout the whole
of Fonta�nebleau; �t was already known, too, that the k�ng was try�ng
on h�s costume, and that the ballet would be danced �n the even�ng.
The news c�rculated w�th the rap�d�ty of l�ghtn�ng; dur�ng �ts progress
�t k�ndled every var�ety of coquetry, des�re, and w�ld amb�t�on. At the
same moment, as �f by enchantment, every one who knew how to
hold a needle, every one who could d�st�ngu�sh a coat from a pa�r of
trousers, was summoned to the ass�stance of those who had
rece�ved �nv�tat�ons. The k�ng had completed h�s to�lette by n�ne
o’clock; he appeared �n an open carr�age decorated w�th branches of
trees and flowers. The queens had taken the�r seats upon a
magn�f�cent d�as or platform, erected upon the borders of the lake, �n
a theater of wonderful elegance of construct�on. In the space of f�ve
hours the carpenters had put together all the d�fferent parts
connected w�th the bu�ld�ng; the upholsterers had la�d down the
carpets, erected the seats; and, as �f at the wave of an enchanter’s
wand, a thousand arms, a�d�ng, �nstead of �nterfer�ng w�th each other,
had constructed the bu�ld�ng, am�dst the sound of mus�c; wh�lst, at
the same t�me, other workmen �llum�nated the theater and the shores
of the lake w�th an �ncalculable number of lamps. As the heavens,
set w�th stars, were perfectly unclouded, as not even a breath of a�r
could be heard �n the woods, and as �f Nature �tself had y�elded
complacently to the k�ng’s fanc�es, the back of the theater had been
left open; so that, beh�nd the foreground of the scenes, could be
seen as a background the beaut�ful sky, gl�tter�ng w�th stars; the
sheet of water, �llum�nated by the l�ghts wh�ch were reflected �n �t;



and the blu�sh outl�ne of the grand masses of woods, w�th the�r
rounded tops. When the k�ng made h�s appearance, the theater was
full, and presented to the v�ew one vast group, dazzl�ng w�th gold
and prec�ous stones; �n wh�ch, however, at the f�rst glance, no s�ngle
face could be d�st�ngu�shed. By degrees, as the s�ght became
accustomed to so much br�ll�ancy, the rarest beaut�es appeared to
the v�ew, as �n the even�ng sky the stars appear one by one to h�m
who closes h�s eyes and then opens them aga�n.

The theater represented a grove of trees; a few fauns l�ft�ng up
the�r cloven feet were jump�ng about; a dryad made her appearance
on the scene, and was �mmed�ately pursued by them; others
gathered round her for her defense, and they quarrelled as they
danced. Suddenly, for the purpose of restor�ng peace and order,
Spr�ng, accompan�ed by h�s whole court, made h�s appearance. The
Elements, subaltern powers of mythology, together w�th the�r
attr�butes, hastened to follow the�r grac�ous sovere�gn. The Seasons,
all�es of Spr�ng, followed h�m closely, to form a quadr�lle, wh�ch, after
many words of more or less flatter�ng �mport, was the
commencement of the dance. The mus�c, hautboys, flutes, and v�ols,
was del�ghtfully descr�pt�ve of rural del�ghts. The k�ng had already
made h�s appearance, am�d thunders of applause. He was dressed
�n a tun�c of flowers, wh�ch set off h�s graceful and well-formed f�gure
to advantage. H�s legs, the best-shaped at court, were d�splayed to
great advantage �n flesh-colored s�lken hose, of s�lk so f�ne and so
transparent that �t seemed almost l�ke flesh �tself. The most beaut�ful
pale-l�lac sat�n shoes, w�th bows of flowers and leaves, �mpr�soned
h�s small feet. The bust of the f�gure was �n harmon�ous keep�ng w�th
the base; Lou�s’s wav�ng ha�r floated on h�s shoulders, the freshness
of h�s complex�on was enhanced by the br�ll�ancy of h�s beaut�ful blue
eyes, wh�ch softly k�ndled all hearts; a mouth w�th tempt�ng l�ps,
wh�ch de�gned to open �n sm�les. Such was the pr�nce of that per�od:
justly that even�ng styled “The K�ng of all the Loves.” There was
someth�ng �n h�s carr�age wh�ch resembled the buoyant movements
of an �mmortal, and he d�d not dance so much as seem to soar
along. H�s entrance produced, therefore, the most br�ll�ant effect.
Suddenly the Comte de Sa�nt-A�gnan was observed endeavor�ng to
approach e�ther the k�ng or Madame.



The pr�ncess—who was robed �n a long dress, d�aphanous and
l�ght as the f�nest network t�ssue from the hands of sk�llful Mechl�n
workers, one knee occas�onally revealed beneath the folds of the
tun�c, and her l�ttle feet encased �n s�lken sl�ppers decked w�th pearls
—advanced rad�ant w�th beauty, accompan�ed by her cortege of
Bacchantes, and had already reached the spot ass�gned to her �n the
dance. The applause cont�nued so long that the comte had ample
le�sure to jo�n the k�ng.

“What �s the matter, Sa�nt-A�gnan?” sa�d Spr�ng.
“Noth�ng whatever,” repl�ed the court�er, as pale as death; “but

your majesty has not thought of Fru�ts.”
“Yes; �t �s suppressed.”
“Far from �t, s�re; your majesty hav�ng g�ven no d�rect�ons about

�t, the mus�c�ans have reta�ned �t.”
“How excess�vely annoy�ng,” sa�d the k�ng. “Th�s f�gure cannot

be performed, s�nce M. de Gu�che �s absent. It must be suppressed.”
“Ah, s�re, a quarter of an hour’s mus�c w�thout any danc�ng w�ll

produce an effect so ch�ll�ng as to ru�n the success of the ballet.”
“But, come, s�nce—”
“Oh, s�re, that �s not the greatest m�sfortune; for, after all, the

orchestra could st�ll just as well cut �t out, �f �t were necessary; but—”
“But what?”
“Why, M. de Gu�che �s here.”
“Here?” repl�ed the k�ng, frown�ng, “here? Are you sure?”
“Yes, s�re; and ready dressed for the ballet.”
The k�ng felt h�mself color deeply, and sa�d, “You are probably

m�staken.”
“So l�ttle �s that the case, s�re, that �f your majesty w�ll look to the

r�ght, you w�ll see that the comte �s �n wa�t�ng.”
Lou�s turned hast�ly towards the s�de, and �n fact, on h�s r�ght,

br�ll�ant �n h�s character of Autumn, De Gu�che awa�ted unt�l the k�ng
should look at h�m, �n order that he m�ght address h�m. To g�ve an
�dea of the stupefact�on of the k�ng, and that of Mons�eur, who was
mov�ng about restlessly �n h�s box,—to descr�be also the ag�tated



movement of the heads �n the theater, and the strange emot�on of
Madame, at the s�ght of her partner,—�s a task we must leave to
abler hands. The k�ng stood almost gap�ng w�th aston�shment as he
looked at the comte, who, bow�ng lowly, approached Lou�s w�th the
profoundest respect.

“S�re,” he sa�d, “your majesty’s most devoted servant
approaches to perform a serv�ce on th�s occas�on w�th s�m�lar zeal
that he has already shown on the f�eld of battle. Your majesty, �n
om�tt�ng the dance of the Fru�ts, would be los�ng the most beaut�ful
scene �n the ballet. I d�d not w�sh to be the substance of so dark a
shadow to your majesty’s elegance, sk�ll, and graceful �nvent�on; and
I have left my tenants �n order to place my serv�ces at your majesty’s
commands.”

Every word fell d�st�nctly, �n perfect harmony and eloquence,
upon Lou�s XIV.‘s ears. The�r flattery pleased, as much as De
Gu�che’s courage had aston�shed h�m, and he s�mply repl�ed: “I d�d
not tell you to return, comte.”

“Certa�nly not, s�re; but your majesty d�d not tell me to rema�n.”
The k�ng perce�ved that t�me was pass�ng away, that �f th�s

strange scene were prolonged �t would compl�cate everyth�ng, and
that a s�ngle cloud upon the p�cture would eventually spo�l the whole.
Bes�des, the k�ng’s heart was f�lled w�th two or three new �deas; he
had just der�ved fresh �nsp�rat�on from the eloquent glances of
Madame. Her look had sa�d to h�m: “S�nce they are jealous of you,
d�v�de the�r susp�c�ons, for the man who d�strusts two r�vals does not
object to e�ther �n part�cular.” So that Madame, by th�s clever
d�vers�on, dec�ded h�m. The k�ng sm�led upon De Gu�che, who d�d
not comprehend a word of Madame’s dumb language, but he
remarked that she pretended not to look at h�m, and he attr�buted the
pardon wh�ch had been conferred upon h�m to the pr�ncess’s
k�ndness of heart. The k�ng seemed only pleased w�th every one
present. Mons�eur was the only one who d�d not understand anyth�ng
about the matter. The ballet began; the effect was more than
beaut�ful. When the mus�c, by �ts bursts of melody, carr�ed away
these �llustr�ous dancers, when the s�mple, untutored pantom�me of
that per�od, only the more natural on account of the very �nd�fferent



act�ng of the august actors, had reached �ts culm�nat�ng po�nt of
tr�umph, the theater shook w�th tumultuous applause.

De Gu�che shone l�ke a sun, but l�ke a courtly sun, that �s
res�gned to f�ll a subord�nate part. D�sda�nful of a success of wh�ch
Madame showed no acknowledgement, he thought of noth�ng but
boldly rega�n�ng the marked preference of the pr�ncess. She,
however, d�d not bestow a s�ngle glance upon h�m. By degrees all h�s
happ�ness, all h�s br�ll�ancy, subs�ded �nto regret and uneas�ness; so
that h�s l�mbs lost the�r power, h�s arms hung heav�ly by h�s s�des,
and h�s head drooped as though he was stupef�ed. The k�ng, who
had from th�s moment become �n real�ty the pr�nc�pal dancer �n the
quadr�lle, cast a look upon h�s vanqu�shed r�val. De Gu�che soon
ceased to susta�n even the character of the court�er; w�thout
applause, he danced �nd�fferently, and very soon could not dance at
all, by wh�ch acc�dent the tr�umph of the k�ng and of Madame was
assured.



Chapter XL: The Nymphs of the Park
of Fonta�nebleau.

The k�ng rema�ned for a moment to enjoy a tr�umph as complete
as �t could poss�bly be. He then turned towards Madame, for the
purpose of adm�r�ng her also a l�ttle �n her turn. Young persons love
w�th more v�vac�ty, perhaps w�th greater ardor and deeper pass�on,
than others more advanced �n years; but all the other feel�ngs are at
the same t�me developed �n proport�on to the�r youth and v�gor: so
that van�ty be�ng w�th them almost always the equ�valent of love, the
latter feel�ng, accord�ng to the laws of equ�po�se, never atta�ns that
degree of perfect�on wh�ch �t acqu�res �n men and women from th�rty
to f�ve and th�rty years of age. Lou�s thought of Madame, but only
after he had stud�ously thought of h�mself; and Madame carefully
thought of herself, w�thout bestow�ng a s�ngle thought upon the k�ng.
The v�ct�m, however, of all these royal affect�ons and affectat�ons,
was poor De Gu�che. Every one could observe h�s ag�tat�on and
prostrat�on—a prostrat�on wh�ch was, �ndeed, the more remarkable
s�nce people were not accustomed to see h�m w�th h�s arms hang�ng
l�stlessly by h�s s�de, h�s head bew�ldered, and h�s eyes w�th all the�r
br�ght �ntell�gence bed�mmed. It rarely happened that any uneas�ness
was exc�ted on h�s account, whenever a quest�on of elegance or
taste was under d�scuss�on; and De Gu�che’s defeat was accord�ngly
attr�buted by the greater number present to h�s court�er-l�ke tact and
ab�l�ty. But there were others—keen-s�ghted observers are always to
be met w�th at court—who remarked h�s paleness and h�s altered
looks; wh�ch he could ne�ther fe�gn nor conceal, and the�r conclus�on
was that De Gu�che was not act�ng the part of a flatterer. All these
suffer�ngs, successes, and remarks were blended, confounded, and
lost �n the uproar of applause. When, however, the queens
expressed the�r sat�sfact�on and the spectators the�r enthus�asm,
when the k�ng had ret�red to h�s dress�ng-room to change h�s
costume, and wh�lst Mons�eur, dressed as a woman, as he del�ghted



to be, was �n h�s turn danc�ng about, De Gu�che, who had now
recovered h�mself, approached Madame, who, seated at the back of
the theater, was wa�t�ng for the second part, and had qu�tted the
others for the purpose of creat�ng a sort of sol�tude for herself �n the
m�dst of the crowd, to med�tate, as �t were, beforehand, upon
chorograph�c effects; and �t w�ll be perfectly understood that,
absorbed �n deep med�tat�on, she d�d not see, or rather pretended
not to not�ce, anyth�ng that was pass�ng around her. De Gu�che,
observ�ng that she was alone, near a th�cket constructed of pa�nted
cloth, approached her. Two of her ma�ds of honor, dressed as
hamadryads, see�ng De Gu�che advance, drew back out of respect.,
whereupon De Gu�che proceeded towards the m�ddle of the c�rcle
and saluted her royal h�ghness; but, whether she d�d or d�d not
observe h�s salutat�ons, the pr�ncess d�d not even turn her head. A
cold sh�ver passed through poor De Gu�che; he was unprepared for
such utter �nd�fference, for he had ne�ther seen nor been told of
anyth�ng that had taken place, and consequently could guess
noth�ng. Remark�ng, therefore, that h�s obe�sance obta�ned h�m no
acknowledgement, he advanced one step further, and �n a vo�ce
wh�ch he tr�ed, though va�nly, to render calm, sa�d: “I have the honor
to present my most humble respects to your royal h�ghness.”

Upon th�s Madame de�gned to turn her eyes langu�sh�ngly
towards the comte, observ�ng. “Ah! M. de Gu�che, �s that you? good
day!”

The comte’s pat�ence almost forsook h�m, as he cont�nued,
—“Your royal h�ghness danced just now most charm�ngly.”

“Do you th�nk so?” she repl�ed w�th �nd�fference.
“Yes; the character wh�ch your royal h�ghness assumed �s �n

perfect harmony w�th your own.”
Madame aga�n turned round, and, look�ng De Gu�che full �n the

face w�th a br�ght and steady gaze, sa�d,—“Why so?”
“Oh! there can be no doubt of �t.”
“Expla�n yourself?”
“You represented a d�v�n�ty, beaut�ful, d�sda�nful, �nconstant.”
“You mean Pomona, comte?”



“I allude to the goddess.”
Madame rema�ned s�lent for a moment, w�th her l�ps

compressed, and then observed,—“But, comte, you, too, are an
excellent dancer.”

“Nay, Madame, I am only one of those who are never not�ced, or
who are soon forgotten �f they ever happen to be not�ced.”

W�th th�s remark, accompan�ed by one of those deep s�ghs
wh�ch affect the remotest f�bers of one’s be�ng, h�s heart burdened
w�th sorrow and throbb�ng fast, h�s head on f�re, and h�s gaze
wander�ng, he bowed breathlessly, and w�thdrew beh�nd the th�cket.
The only reply Madame condescended to make was by sl�ghtly
ra�s�ng her shoulders, and, as her lad�es of honor had d�screetly
ret�red wh�le the conversat�on lasted, she recalled them by a look.
The lad�es were Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente and
Mademo�selle de Montala�s.

“D�d you hear what the Comte de Gu�che sa�d?” the pr�ncess
�nqu�red.

“No.”
“It really �s very s�ngular,” she cont�nued, �n a compass�onate

tone, “how ex�le has affected poor M. de Gu�che’s w�t.” And then, �n a
louder vo�ce, fearful lest her unhappy v�ct�m m�ght lose a syllable,
she sa�d,—“In the f�rst place he danced badly, and afterwards h�s
remarks were very s�lly.”

She then rose, humm�ng the a�r to wh�ch she was presently
go�ng to dance. De Gu�che had overheard everyth�ng. The arrow
p�erced h�s heart and wounded h�m mortally. Then, at the r�sk of
�nterrupt�ng the progress of the fete by h�s annoyance, he fled from
the scene, tear�ng h�s beaut�ful costume of Autumn �n p�eces, and
scatter�ng, as he went along, the branches of v�nes, mulberry and
almond trees, w�th all the other art�f�c�al attr�butes of h�s assumed
d�v�n�ty. A quarter of an hour afterwards he returned to the theater;
but �t w�ll be read�ly bel�eved that �t was only a powerful effort of
reason over h�s great exc�tement that enabled h�m to go back; or
perhaps, for love �s thus strangely const�tuted, he found �t �mposs�ble
even to rema�n much longer separated from the presence of one
who had broken h�s heart. Madame was f�n�sh�ng her f�gure. She



saw, but d�d not look at De Gu�che, who, �rr�tated and revengeful,
turned h�s back upon her as she passed h�m, escorted by her
nymphs, and followed by a hundred flatterers. Dur�ng th�s t�me, at the
other end of the theater, near the lake, a young woman was seated,
w�th her eyes f�xed upon one of the w�ndows of the theater, from
wh�ch were �ssu�ng streams of l�ght—the w�ndow �n quest�on be�ng
that of the royal box. As De Gu�che qu�tted the theater for the
purpose of gett�ng �nto the fresh a�r he so much needed, he passed
close to th�s f�gure and saluted her. When she perce�ved the young
man, she rose, l�ke a woman surpr�sed �n the m�dst of �deas she was
des�rous of conceal�ng from herself. De Gu�che stopped as he
recogn�zed her, and sa�d hurr�edly,—“Good even�ng, Mademo�selle
de la Vall�ere; I am �ndeed fortunate �n meet�ng you.”

“I, also, M. de Gu�che, am glad of th�s acc�dental meet�ng,” sa�d
the young g�rl, as she was about to w�thdraw.

“Pray do not leave me,” sa�d De Gu�che, stretch�ng out h�s hand
towards her, “for you would be contrad�ct�ng the k�nd words you have
just pronounced. Rema�n, I �mplore you: the even�ng �s most lovely.
You w�sh to escape from the merry tumult, and prefer your own
soc�ety. Well, I can understand �t; all women who are possessed of
any feel�ng do, and one never f�nds them dull or lonely when
removed from the g�ddy vortex of these exc�t�ng amusements. Oh!
Heaven!” he excla�med, suddenly.

“What �s the matter, mons�eur le comte?” �nqu�red La Vall�ere,
w�th some anx�ety. “You seem ag�tated.”

“I! oh, no!”
“W�ll you allow me, M. de Gu�che, to return you the thanks I had

proposed to offer you on the very f�rst opportun�ty? It �s to your
recommendat�on, I am aware, that I owe my adm�ss�on among the
number of Madame’s ma�ds of honor.”

“Indeed! Ah! I remember now, and I congratulate myself. Do you
love any one?”

“I!” excla�med La Vall�ere.
“Forg�ve me, I hardly know what I am say�ng; a thousand t�mes

forg�ve me; Madame was r�ght, qu�te r�ght, th�s brutal ex�le has



completely turned my bra�n.”
“And yet �t seemed to me that the k�ng rece�ved you w�th

k�ndness.”
“Do you th�nk so? Rece�ved me w�th k�ndness—perhaps so—

yes—”
“There cannot be a doubt he rece�ved you k�ndly, for, �n fact, you

returned w�thout h�s perm�ss�on.”
“Qu�te true, and I bel�eve you are r�ght. But have you not seen

M. de Bragelonne here?”
La Vall�ere started at the name. “Why do you ask?” she �nqu�red.
“Have I offended you aga�n?” sa�d De Gu�che. “In that case I am

�ndeed unhappy, and greatly to be p�t�ed.”
“Yes, very unhappy, and very much to be p�t�ed, Mons�eur de

Gu�che, for you seem to be suffer�ng terr�bly.”
“Oh! mademo�selle, why have I not a devoted s�ster, or a true

fr�end, such as yourself?”
“You have fr�ends, Mons�eur de Gu�che, and the V�comte de

Bragelonne, of whom you spoke just now, �s, I bel�eve, one of the
most devoted.”

“Yes, yes, you are r�ght, he �s one of my best fr�ends. Farewell,
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, farewell.” And he fled, l�ke one
possessed, along the banks of the lake. H�s dark shadow gl�ded,
lengthen�ng as �t d�sappeared, among the �llum�ned yews and
gl�tter�ng undulat�ons of the water. La Vall�ere looked after h�m,
say�ng,—“Yes, yes, he, too, �s suffer�ng, and I beg�n to understand
why.”

She had hardly f�n�shed when her compan�ons, Mademo�selle
de Montala�s and Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, ran forward.
They were released from the�r attendance, and had changed the�r
costumes of nymphs; del�ghted w�th the beaut�ful n�ght, and the
success of the even�ng, they returned to look after the�r compan�on.

“What, already here!” they sa�d to her. “We thought we should
be f�rst at the rendezvous.”

“I have been here th�s quarter of an hour,” repl�ed La Vall�ere.



“D�d not the danc�ng amuse you?”
“No.”
“But surely the enchant�ng spectacle?”
“No more than the danc�ng. As far as beauty �s concerned, I

much prefer that wh�ch these dark woods present, �n whose depths
can be seen, now �n one d�rect�on and aga�n �n another, a l�ght
pass�ng by, as though �t were an eye, �n color l�ke a m�dn�ght
ra�nbow, somet�mes open, at others closed.”

“La Vall�ere �s qu�te a poetess,” sa�d Tonnay-Charente.
“In other words,” sa�d Montala�s, “she �s �nsupportable.

Whenever there �s a quest�on of laugh�ng a l�ttle or of amus�ng
ourselves, La Vall�ere beg�ns to cry; whenever we g�rls have reason
to cry, because, perhaps, we have m�sla�d our dresses, or because
our van�ty as been wounded, or our costume fa�ls to produce an
effect, La Vall�ere laughs.”

“As far as I am concerned, that �s not my character,” sa�d
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente. “I am a woman; and there are
few l�ke me; whoever loves me, flatters me; whoever flatters me,
pleases me; and whoever pleases—”

“Well!” sa�d Montala�s, “you do not f�n�sh.”
“It �s too d�ff�cult,” repl�ed Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,

laugh�ng loudly. “Do you, who are so clever, f�n�sh for me.”
“And you, Lou�se?” sa�d Montala�s, “does any one please you?”
“That �s a matter that concerns no one but myself,” repl�ed the

young g�rl, r�s�ng from the mossy bank on wh�ch she had been
recl�n�ng dur�ng the whole t�me the ballet lasted. “Now,
mesdemo�selles, we have agreed to amuse ourselves to-n�ght
w�thout any one to overlook us, and w�thout any escort. We are three
�n number, we l�ke one another, and the n�ght �s lovely. Look yonder,
do you not see the moon slowly r�s�ng, s�lver�ng the topmost
branches of the chestnuts and the oaks. Oh, beaut�ful walk! sweet
l�berty! exqu�s�te soft turf of the woods, the happ�ness wh�ch your
fr�endsh�p confers upon me! let us walk arm �n arm towards those
large trees. Out yonder all are at th�s moment seated at table and
fully occup�ed, or prepar�ng to adorn themselves for a set and formal



promenade; horses are be�ng saddled, or harnessed to the carr�ages
—the queen’s mules or Madame’s four wh�te pon�es. As for
ourselves, we shall soon reach some ret�red spot where no eyes can
see us and no step follow ours. Do you not remember, Montala�s, the
woods of Cheverny and of Chambord, the �nnumerable rustl�ng
poplars of Blo�s, where we exchanged our mutual hopes?”

“And conf�dences too?”
“Yes.”
“Well,” sa�d Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, “I also th�nk a

good deal; but I take care—”
“To say noth�ng,” sa�d Montala�s, “so that when Mademo�selle de

Tonnay-Charente th�nks, Athena�s �s the only one who knows �t.”
“Hush!” sa�d Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, “I hear steps

approach�ng from th�s s�de.”
“Qu�ck, qu�ck, then, among the h�gh reed-grass,” sa�d Montala�s;

“stoop, Athena�s, you are so tall.”
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente stooped as she was told,

and, almost at the same moment, they saw two gentlemen
approach�ng, the�r heads bent down, walk�ng arm �n arm, on the f�ne
gravel walk runn�ng parallel w�th the bank. The young g�rls had,
�ndeed, made themselves small—�ndeed �nv�s�ble.

“It �s Mons�eur de Gu�che,” wh�spered Montala�s �n
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente’s ear.

“It �s Mons�eur de Bragelonne,” wh�spered the latter to La
Vall�ere.

The two young men approached st�ll closer, convers�ng �n
an�mated tones. “She was here just now,” sa�d the count. “If I had
only seen her, I should have declared �t to be a v�s�on, but I spoke to
her.”

“You are pos�t�ve, then?”
“Yes; but perhaps I fr�ghtened her.”
“In what way?”
“Oh! I was st�ll half crazy at you know what; so that she could

hardly have understood what I was say�ng, and must have grown



alarmed.”
“Oh!” sa�d Bragelonne, “do not make yourself uneasy: she �s all

k�ndness, and w�ll excuse you; she �s clear-s�ghted, and w�ll
understand.”

“Yes, but �f she should have understood, and understood too
well, she may talk.”

“You do not know Lou�se, count,” sa�d Raoul. “Lou�se possesses
every v�rtue, and has not a s�ngle fault.” And the two young men
passed on, and, as they proceeded, the�r vo�ces were soon lost �n
the d�stance.

“How �s �t, La Vall�ere,” sa�d Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,
“that the V�comte de Bragelonne spoke of you as Lou�se?”

“We were brought up together,” repl�ed Lou�se, blush�ng; “M. de
Bragelonne has honored me by ask�ng my hand �n marr�age, but—”

“Well?”
“It seems the k�ng w�ll not consent to �t.”
“Eh! Why the k�ng? and what has the k�ng to do w�th �t?”

excla�med Aure, sharply. “Good grac�ous! has the k�ng any r�ght to
�nterfere �n matters of that k�nd? Pol�t�cs are pol�t�cs, as M. de
Mazar�n used to say; but love �s love. If, therefore, you love M. de
Bragelonne, marry h�m. I g�ve my consent.”

Athena�s began to laugh.
“Oh! I am speak�ng ser�ously,” repl�ed Montala�s, “and my

op�n�on �n th�s case �s qu�te as good as the k�ng’s, I suppose; �s �t not,
Lou�se?”

“Come,” sa�d La Vall�ere, “these gentlemen have passed; let us
take advantage of our be�ng alone to cross the open ground and so
take refuge �n the woods.”

“So much the better,” sa�d Athena�s, “because I see the torches
sett�ng out from the chateau and the theater, and they seem as �f
they were preced�ng some person of d�st�nct�on.”

“Let us run, then,” sa�d all three. And, gracefully l�ft�ng up the
long sk�rts of the�r s�lk dresses, they l�ghtly ran across the open
space between the lake and the th�ckest covert of the park.



Montala�s ag�le as a deer, Athena�s eager as a young wolf, bounded
through the dry grass, and, now and then, some bold Acteon m�ght,
by the a�d of the fa�nt l�ght, have perce�ved the�r stra�ght and well-
formed l�mbs somewhat d�splayed beneath the heavy folds of the�r
sat�n pett�coats. La Vall�ere, more ref�ned and more bashful, allowed
her dress to flow around her; retarded also by the lameness of her
foot, �t was not long before she called out to her compan�ons to halt,
and, left beh�nd, she obl�ged them both to wa�t for her. At th�s
moment, a man, concealed �n a dry d�tch planted w�th young w�llow
sapl�ngs, scrambled qu�ckly up �ts shelv�ng s�de, and ran off �n the
d�rect�on of the chateau. The three young g�rls, on the�r s�de, reached
the outsk�rts of the park, every path of wh�ch they well knew. The
d�tches were bordered by h�gh hedges full of flowers, wh�ch on that
s�de protected the foot-passengers from be�ng �ntruded upon by the
horses and carr�ages. In fact, the sound of Madame’s and the
queen’s carr�ages could be heard �n the d�stance upon the hard dry
ground of the roads, followed by the mounted caval�ers. D�stant
mus�c reached them �n response, and when the soft notes d�ed
away, the n�ght�ngale, w�th throat of pr�de, poured forth h�s melod�ous
chants, and h�s most compl�cated, learned, and sweetest
compos�t�ons to those who had met beneath the th�ck covert of the
woods. Near the songster, �n the dark background of the large trees,
could be seen the gl�sten�ng eyes of an owl, attracted by the
harmony. In th�s way the fete of the whole court was a fete also for
the myster�ous �nhab�tants of the forest; for certa�nly the deer �n the
brake, the pheasant on the branch, the fox �n �ts hole, were all
l�sten�ng. One could real�ze the l�fe led by th�s nocturnal and �nv�s�ble
populat�on from the restless movements that suddenly took place
among the leaves. Our sylvan nymphs uttered a sl�ght cry, but,
reassured �mmed�ately afterwards, they laughed, and resumed the�r
walk. In th�s manner they reached the royal oak, the venerable rel�c
of a tree wh�ch �n �ts pr�me has l�stened to the s�ghs of Henry II. for
the beaut�ful D�ana of Po�t�ers, and later st�ll to those of Henry IV. for
the lovely Gabr�elle d’Estrees. Beneath th�s oak the gardeners had
p�led up the moss and turf �n such a manner that never had a seat
more luxur�ously rested the wear�ed l�mbs of man or monarch. The
trunk, somewhat rough to recl�ne aga�nst, was suff�c�ently large to



accommodate the three young g�rls, whose vo�ces were lost among
the branches, wh�ch stretched upwards to the sky.



Chapter XLI. What Was Sa�d under the
Royal Oak.

The softness of the a�r, the st�llness of the fol�age, tac�tly
�mposed upon these young g�rls an engagement to change
�mmed�ately the�r g�ddy conversat�on for one of a more ser�ous
character. She, �ndeed, whose d�spos�t�on was the most l�vely,—
Montala�s, for �nstance,—was the f�rst to y�eld to the �nfluence; and
she began by heav�ng a deep s�gh, and say�ng:—“What happ�ness to
be here alone, and at l�berty, w�th every r�ght to be frank, espec�ally
towards one another.”

“Yes,” sa�d Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente; “for the court,
however br�ll�ant �t may be, has always some falsehood concealed
beneath the folds of �ts velvet robes, or the gl�tter of �ts d�amonds.”

“I,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, “I never tell a falsehood; when I cannot
speak the truth, I rema�n s�lent.”

“You w�ll not long rema�n �n favor,” sa�d Montala�s; “�t �s not here
as �t was at Blo�s, where we told the dowager Madame all our l�ttle
annoyances, and all our long�ngs. There were certa�n days when
Madame remembered that she herself had been young, and, on
those days, whoever talked w�th her found �n her a s�ncere fr�end.
She related to us her fl�rtat�ons w�th Mons�eur, and we told her of the
fl�rtat�ons she had had w�th others, or, at least, the rumors of them
that had spread abroad. Poor woman, so s�mple-m�nded! she
laughed at them, as we d�d. Where �s she now?”

“Ah, Montala�s,—laughter-lov�ng Montala�s!” cr�ed La Vall�ere;
“you see you are s�gh�ng aga�n; the woods �nsp�re you, and you are
almost reasonable th�s even�ng.”

“You ought not, e�ther of you,” sa�d Athena�s, “to regret the court
at Blo�s so much, unless you do not feel happy w�th us. A court �s a
place where men and women resort to talk of matters wh�ch
mothers, guard�ans, and espec�ally confessors, severely denounce.”



“Oh, Athena�s!” sa�d Lou�se, blush�ng.
“Athena�s �s frank to-n�ght,” sa�d Montala�s; “let us ava�l

ourselves of �t.”
“Yes, let us take advantage of �t, for th�s even�ng I could d�vulge

the softest secrets of my heart.”
“Ah, �f M. Montespan were here!” sa�d Montala�s.
“Do you th�nk that I care for M. de Montespan?” murmured the

beaut�ful young g�rl.
“He �s handsome, I bel�eve?”
“Yes. And that �s no small advantage �n my eyes.”
“There now, you see—”
“I w�ll go further, and say, that of all the men whom one sees

here, he �s the handsomest, and the most—”
“What was that?” sa�d La Vall�ere, start�ng suddenly from the

mossy bank.
“A deer hurry�ng by, perhaps.”
“I am only afra�d of men,” sa�d Athena�s.
“When they do not resemble M. de Montespan.”
“A truce to ra�llery. M. de Montespan �s attent�ve to me, but that

does not comm�t me �n any way. Is not M. de Gu�che here, he who �s
so devoted to Madame?”

“Poor fellow!” sa�d La Vall�ere.
“Why to be p�t�ed? Madame �s suff�c�ently beaut�ful, and of h�gh

enough rank, I suppose.”
La Vall�ere shook her head sorrowfully, say�ng, “When one

loves, �t �s ne�ther beauty nor rank;—when one loves �t should be the
heart, or the eyes only, of h�m, or of her whom one loves.”

Montala�s began to laugh loudly. “Heart, eyes,” she sa�d; “oh,
sugar-plums!”

“I speak for myself;” repl�ed La Vall�ere.
“Noble sent�ments,” sa�d Athena�s, w�th an a�r of protect�on, but

w�th �nd�fference.
“Are they not your own?” asked Lou�se.



“Perfectly so; but to cont�nue: how can one p�ty a man who
bestows h�s attent�ons upon such a woman as Madame? If any
d�sproport�on ex�sts, �t �s on the count’s s�de.”

“Oh! no, no,” returned La Vall�ere; “�t �s on Madame’s s�de.”
“Expla�n yourself.”
“I w�ll. Madame has not even a w�sh to know what love �s. She

d�verts herself w�th the feel�ng, as ch�ldren do w�th f�reworks, form
wh�ch a spark m�ght set a palace on f�re. It makes a d�splay, and that
�s all she cares about. Bes�des, pleasure forms the t�ssue of wh�ch
she w�shes her l�fe to be woven. M. de Gu�che loves th�s �llustr�ous
personage, but she w�ll never love h�m.”

Athena�s laughed d�sda�nfully. “Do people really ever love?” she
sa�d. “Where are the noble sent�ments you just now uttered? Does
not a woman’s v�rtue cons�st �n the uncomprom�s�ng refusal of every
�ntr�gue that m�ght comprom�se her? A properly regulated woman,
endowed w�th a natural heart, ought to look at men, make herself
loved—adored, even, by them, and say at the very utmost but once
�n her l�fe, ‘I beg�n to th�nk that I ought not to have been what I am,—I
should have detested th�s one less than others.’”

“Therefore,” excla�med La Vall�ere, “that �s what M. de
Montespan has to expect.”

“Certa�nly; he, as well as every one else. What! have I not sa�d
that I adm�t he possesses a certa�n super�or�ty, and would not that be
enough? My dear ch�ld, a woman �s a queen dur�ng the ent�re per�od
nature perm�ts her to enjoy sovere�gn power—from f�fteen to th�rty-
f�ve years of age. After that, we are free to have a heart, when we
only have that left—”

“Oh, oh!” murmured La Vall�ere.
“Excellent,” cr�ed Montala�s; “a very masterly woman; Athena�s,

you w�ll make your way �n the world.”
“Do you not approve of what I say?”
“Completely,” repl�ed her laugh�ng compan�on.
“You are not ser�ous, Montala�s?” sa�d Lou�se.
“Yes, yes; I approve everyth�ng Athena�s has just sa�d; only—”



“Only what?”
“Well, I cannot carry �t out. I have the f�rmest pr�nc�ples; I form

resolut�ons bes�de wh�ch the laws of the Stadtholder and of the K�ng
of Spa�n are ch�ld’s play; but when the moment arr�ves to put them
�nto execut�on, noth�ng comes of them.”

“Your courage fa�ls?” sa�d Athena�s, scornfully.
“M�serably so.”
“Great weakness of nature,” returned Athena�s. “But at least you

make a cho�ce.”
“Why, no. It pleases fate to d�sappo�nt me �n everyth�ng; I dream

of emperors, and I f�nd only—”
“Aure, Aure!” excla�med La Vall�ere, “for p�ty’s sake, do not, for

the pleasure of say�ng someth�ng w�tty, sacr�f�ce those who love you
w�th such devoted affect�on.”

“Oh, I do not trouble myself much about that; those who love me
are suff�c�ently happy that I do not d�sm�ss them altogether. So much
the worse for myself �f I have a weakness for any one, but so much
the worse for others �f I revenge myself upon them for �t.”

“You are r�ght,” sa�d Athena�s, “and, perhaps, you too w�ll reach
the goal. In other words, young lad�es, that �s termed be�ng a
coquette. Men, who are very s�lly �n most th�ngs, are part�cularly so �n
confound�ng, under the term of coquetry, a woman’s pr�de, and love
of chang�ng her sent�ments as she does her dress. I, for �nstance,
am proud; that �s to say, �mpregnable. I treat my adm�rers harshly,
but w�thout any pretent�on to reta�n them. Men call me a coquette,
because they are va�n enough to th�nk I care for them. Other women
—Montala�s, for �nstance—have allowed themselves to be �nfluenced
by flattery; they would be lost were �t not for that most fortunate
pr�nc�ple of �nst�nct wh�ch urges them to change suddenly, and
pun�sh the man whose devot�on they so recently accepted.”

“A very learned d�ssertat�on,” sa�d Montala�s, �n the tone of
thorough enjoyment.

“It �s od�ous!” murmured Lou�se.
“Thanks to that sort of coquetry, for, �ndeed, that �s genu�ne

coquetry,” cont�nued Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente; “the lover



who, a l�ttle wh�le s�nce, was puffed up w�th pr�de, �n a m�nute
afterwards �s suffer�ng at every pore of h�s van�ty and self-esteem.
He was, perhaps, already beg�nn�ng to assume the a�rs of a
conqueror, but now he retreats defeated; he was about to assume an
a�r of protect�on towards us, but he �s obl�ged to prostrate h�mself
once more. The result of all th�s �s, that, �nstead of hav�ng a husband
who �s jealous and troublesome, free from restra�nt �n h�s conduct
towards us, we have a lover always trembl�ng �n our presence,
always fasc�nated by our attract�ons, always subm�ss�ve; and for th�s
s�mple reason, that he f�nds the same woman never tw�ce of the
same m�nd. Be conv�nced, therefore, of the advantages of coquetry.
Possess�ng that, one re�gns a queen among women �n cases where
Prov�dence has w�thheld that prec�ous faculty of hold�ng one’s heart
and m�nd �n check.”

“How clever you are,” sa�d Montala�s, “and how well you
understand the duty women owe themselves!”

“I am only settl�ng a case of �nd�v�dual happ�ness,” sa�d Athena�s
modestly; “and defend�ng myself, l�ke all weak, lov�ng d�spos�t�ons,
aga�nst the oppress�ons of the stronger.”

“La Vall�ere does not say a word.”
“Does she not approve of what we are say�ng?”
“Nay; only I do not understand �t,” sa�d Lou�se. “You talk l�ke

people not called upon to l�ve �n th�s world of ours.”
“And very pretty your world �s,” sa�d Montala�s.
“A world,” returned Athena�s, “�n wh�ch men worsh�p a woman

unt�l she has fallen,—and �nsult her when she has fallen.”
“Who spoke to you of fall�ng?” sa�d Lou�se.
“Yours �s a new theory, then; w�ll you tell us how you �ntend to

res�st y�eld�ng to temptat�on, �f you allow yourself to be hurr�ed away
by feel�ngs of affect�on?”

“Oh!” excla�med the young g�rl, ra�s�ng towards the dark
heavens her beaut�ful large eyes f�lled w�th tears, “�f you d�d but know
what a heart �s, I would expla�n, and conv�nce you; a lov�ng heart �s
stronger than all your coquetry, more powerful than all your pr�de. A
woman �s never truly loved, I bel�eve; a man never loves w�th



�dolatry, unless he feels sure he �s loved �n return. Let old men,
whom we read of �n comed�es, fancy themselves adored by
coquettes. A young man �s consc�ous of, and knows them; �f he has
a fancy, or a strong des�re, and an absorb�ng pass�on, for a coquette,
he cannot m�stake her; a coquette may dr�ve h�m out of h�s senses,
but w�ll never make h�m fall �n love. Love, such as I conce�ve �t to be,
�s an �ncessant, complete, and perfect sacr�f�ce; but �t �s not the
sacr�f�ce of one only of the two persons thus un�ted. It �s the perfect
abnegat�on of two who are des�rous of blend�ng the�r be�ngs �nto one.
If ever I love, I shall �mplore my lover to leave me free and pure; I w�ll
tell h�m, and he w�ll understand, that my heart was torn by my
refusal, and he, �n h�s love for me, aware of the magn�tude of my
sacr�f�ce,—he, �n h�s turn, I say, w�ll store h�s devot�on for me,—w�ll
respect me, and w�ll not seek my ru�n, to �nsult me when I shall have
fallen, as you sa�d just now, wh�lst utter�ng your blasphem�es aga�nst
love, such as I understand �t. That �s my �dea of love. And now you
w�ll tell me, perhaps, that my love w�ll desp�se me; I defy h�m to do
so, unless he be the v�lest of men, and my heart assures me that �t �s
not such a man I would choose. A look from me w�ll repay h�m for the
sacr�f�ces he makes, or w�ll �nsp�re h�m w�th the v�rtues wh�ch he
would never th�nk he possessed.”

“But, Lou�se,” excla�med Montala�s, “you tell us th�s, and do not
carry �t �nto pract�ce.”

“What do you mean?”
“You are adored by Raoul de Bragelonne, who worsh�ps you on

both knees. The poor fellow �s made the v�ct�m of your v�rtue, just as
he would be— nay, more than he would be, even—of my coquetry,
or Athena�s’s pr�de.”

“All th�s �s s�mply a d�fferent shade of coquetry,” sa�d Athena�s;
“and Lou�se, I perce�ve, �s a coquette w�thout know�ng �t.”

“Oh!” sa�d La Vall�ere.
“Yes, you may call �t �nst�nct, �f you please, keenest sens�b�l�ty,

exqu�s�te ref�nement of feel�ng, perpetual play of restra�ned
outbreaks of affect�on, wh�ch end �n smoke. It �s very artful too, and
very effect�ve. I should even, now that I reflect upon �t, have
preferred th�s system of tact�cs to my own pr�de, for wag�ng war on



members of the other sex, because �t offers the advantage
somet�mes of thoroughly conv�nc�ng them; but, at the present
moment, w�thout utterly condemn�ng myself, I declare �t to be
super�or to the non-complex coquetry of Montala�s.” And the two
young g�rls began to laugh.

La Vall�ere alone preserved s�lence, and qu�etly shook her head.
Then, a moment after, she added, “If you were to tell me, �n the
presence of a man, but a fourth part of what you have just sa�d, or
even �f I were assured that you th�nk �t, I should d�e of shame and
gr�ef where I am now.”

“Very well; d�e, poor tender l�ttle darl�ng,” repl�ed Mademo�selle
de Tonnay-Charente; “for �f there are no men here, there are at least
two women, your own fr�ends, who declare you to be atta�ned and
conv�cted of be�ng a coquette from �nst�nct; �n other words, the most
dangerous k�nd of coquette the world possesses.”

“Oh! mesdemo�selles,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, blush�ng, and almost
ready to weep. Her two compan�ons aga�n burst out laugh�ng.

“Very well! I w�ll ask Bragelonne to tell me.”
“Bragelonne?” sa�d Athena�s.
“Yes! Bragelonne, who �s as courageous as Caesar, and as

clever and w�tty as M. Fouquet. Poor fellow! for twelve years he has
known you, loved you, and yet—one can hardly bel�eve �t—he has
never even k�ssed the t�ps of your f�ngers.”

“Tell us the reason of th�s cruelty, you who are all heart,” sa�d
Athena�s to La Vall�ere.

“Let me expla�n �t by a s�ngle word—v�rtue. You w�ll perhaps
deny the ex�stence of v�rtue?”

“Come, Lou�se, tell us the truth,” sa�d Aure, tak�ng her by the
hand.

“What do you w�sh me to tell you?” cr�ed La Vall�ere.
“Whatever you l�ke; but �t w�ll be useless for you to say anyth�ng,

for I pers�st �n my op�n�on of you. A coquette from �nst�nct; �n other
words, as I have already sa�d, and I say �t aga�n, the most dangerous
of all coquettes.”



“Oh! no, no; for p�ty’s sake do not bel�eve that!”
“What! twelve years of extreme sever�ty.”
“How can that be, s�nce twelve years ago I was only f�ve years

old? The fr�vol�ty of the ch�ld cannot surely be placed to the young
g�rl’s account.”

“Well! you are now seventeen; three years �nstead of twelve.
Dur�ng those three years you have rema�ned constantly and
unchangeably cruel. Aga�nst you are arrayed the s�lent shades of
Blo�s, the meet�ngs when you d�l�gently conned the stars together,
the even�ng wander�ngs beneath the planta�n-trees, h�s �mpass�oned
twenty years speak�ng to your fourteen summers, the f�re of h�s
glances addressed to yourself.”

“Yes, yes; but so �t �s!”
“Imposs�ble!”
“But why �mposs�ble?”
“Tell us someth�ng cred�ble and we w�ll bel�eve you.”
“Yet, �f you were to suppose one th�ng.”
“What �s that?”
“Suppose that I thought I was �n love, and that I am not.”
“What! not �n love!”
“Well, then! �f I have acted �n a d�fferent manner to what others

do when they are �n love, �t �s because I do not love; and because
my hour has not yet come.”

“Lou�se, Lou�se,” sa�d Montala�s, “take care or I w�ll rem�nd you
of the remark you made just now. Raoul �s not here; do not
overwhelm h�m wh�le he �s absent; be char�table, and �f, on closer
�nspect�on, you th�nk you do not love h�m, tell h�m so, poor fellow!”
and she began to laugh.

“Lou�se p�t�ed M. de Gu�che just now,” sa�d Athena�s; “would �t
be poss�ble to detect an explanat�on of her �nd�fference for the one �n
th�s compass�on for the other?”

“Say what you please,” sa�d La Vall�ere, sadly; “upbra�d me as
you l�ke, s�nce you do not understand me.”



“Oh! oh!” repl�ed Montala�s, “temper, sorrow, tears; we are
jest�ng, Lou�se, and are not, I assure you, qu�te the monsters you
suppose. Look at the proud Athena�s, as she �s called; she does not
love M. de Montespan, �t �s true, but she would be �n despa�r �f M. de
Montespan d�d not cont�nue to love her. Look at me; I laugh at M.
Mal�corne, but the poor fellow whom I laugh at knows prec�sely when
he w�ll be perm�tted to press h�s l�ps upon my hand. And yet the
eldest of us �s not twenty yet. What a future before us!”

“S�lly, s�lly g�rls!” murmured Lou�se.
“You are qu�te r�ght,” sa�d Montala�s; “and you alone have

spoken words of w�sdom.”
“Certa�nly.”
“I do not d�spute �t,” repl�ed Athena�s. “And so �t �s clear you do

not love poor M. de Bragelonne?”
“Perhaps she does,” sa�d Montala�s; “she �s not yet qu�te certa�n

of �t. But, �n any case, l�sten, Athena�s; �f M. de Bragelonne �s ever
free, I w�ll g�ve you a l�ttle fr�endly adv�ce.”

“What �s that?”
“To look at h�m well before you dec�de �n favor of M. de

Montespan.”
“Oh! �n that way of cons�der�ng the subject, M. de Bragelonne �s

not the only one whom one could look at w�th pleasure; M. de
Gu�che, for �nstance, has h�s value also.”

“He d�d not d�st�ngu�sh h�mself th�s even�ng,” sa�d Montala�s;
“and I know from very good author�ty that Madame thought h�m
�nsupportable.”

“M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan produced a most br�ll�ant effect, and I am
sure that more than one person who saw h�m dance th�s even�ng w�ll
not soon forget h�m. Do you not th�nk so, La Vall�ere?”

“Why do you ask me? I d�d not see h�m, nor do I know h�m.”
“What! you d�d not see M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan? Don’t you know

h�m?”
“No.”



“Come, come, do not affect a v�rtue more extravagantly
excess�ve than our van�ty!—you have eyes, I suppose?”

“Excellent.”
“Then you must have seen all those who danced th�s even�ng.”
“Yes, nearly all.”
“That �s a very �mpert�nent ‘nearly all’ for somebody.”
“You must take �t for what �t �s worth.”
“Very well; now, among all those gentlemen whom you saw,

wh�ch do you prefer?”
“Yes,” sa�d Montala�s, “�s �t M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan, or M. de Gu�che,

or M.—”
“I prefer no one; I thought them all about the same.”
“Do you mean, then, that among that br�ll�ant assembly, the f�rst

court �n the world, no one pleased you?”
“I do not say that.”
“Tell us, then, who your �deal �s?”
“It �s not an �deal be�ng.”
“He ex�sts, then?”
“In very truth,” excla�med La Vall�ere, aroused and exc�ted; “I

cannot understand you at all. What! you who have a heart as I have,
eyes as I have, and yet you speak of M. de Gu�che, of M. de Sa�nt-
A�gnan, when the k�ng was there.” These words, uttered �n a
prec�p�tate manner, and �n an ag�tated, ferv�d tone of vo�ce, made her
two compan�ons, between whom she was seated, excla�m �n a
manner that terr�f�ed her, “The k�ng!”

La Vall�ere bur�ed her face �n her hands. “Yes,” she murmured;
“the k�ng! the k�ng! Have you ever seen any one to be compared to
the k�ng?”

“You were r�ght just now �n say�ng you had excellent eyes,
Lou�se, for you see a great d�stance; too far, �ndeed. Alas! the k�ng �s
not one upon whom our poor eyes have a r�ght to h�nge themselves.”

“That �s too true,” cr�ed La Vall�ere; “�t �s not the pr�v�lege of all
eyes to gaze upon the sun; but I w�ll look upon h�m, even were I to



be bl�nded �n do�ng so.” At th�s moment, and as though caused by
the words wh�ch had just escaped La Vall�ere’s l�ps, a rustl�ng of
leaves, and of what sounded l�ke some s�lken mater�al, was heard
beh�nd the adjo�n�ng bushes. The young g�rls hast�ly rose, almost
terr�f�ed out of the�r senses. They d�st�nctly saw the leaves move,
w�thout be�ng able to see what �t was that st�rred them.

“It �s a wolf or a w�ld boar,” cr�ed Montala�s; “fly! fly!” The three
g�rls, �n the extrem�ty of terror, fled by the f�rst path that presented
�tself, and d�d not stop unt�l they had reached the verge of the wood.
There, breathless, lean�ng aga�nst each other, feel�ng the�r hearts
throb w�ldly, they endeavored to collect the�r senses, but could only
succeed �n do�ng so after the lapse of some m�nutes. Perce�v�ng at
last the l�ghts from the w�ndows of the chateau, they dec�ded to walk
towards them. La Vall�ere was exhausted w�th fat�gue, and Aure and
Athena�s were obl�ged to support her.

“We have escaped well,” sa�d Montala�s.
“I am greatly afra�d,” sa�d La Vall�ere, “that �t was someth�ng

worse than a wolf. For my part, and I speak as I th�nk, I should have
preferred to have run the r�sk of be�ng devoured al�ve by some w�ld
an�mal than to have been l�stened to and overheard. Fool, fool that I
am! How could I have thought, how could I have sa�d what I d�d?”
And say�ng th�s her head bowed l�ke the water tossed plume of a
bulrush; she felt her l�mbs fa�l, and her strength abandon�ng her, and,
gl�d�ng almost �nan�mate from the arms of her compan�ons, sank
down upon the turf.





Chapter XLII. The K�ng’s Uneas�ness.
Let us leave poor La Vall�ere, who had fa�nted �n the arms of her

two compan�ons, and return to the prec�ncts of the royal oak. The
young g�rls had hardly run twenty paces, when the sound wh�ch had
so much alarmed them was renewed among the branches. A man’s
f�gure m�ght �nd�st�nctly be perce�ved, and putt�ng the branches of the
bushes as�de, he appeared upon the verge of the wood, and
perce�v�ng that the place was empty, burst out �nto a peal of laughter.
It �s almost superfluous to add that the form �n quest�on was that of a
young and handsome caval�er, who �mmed�ately made a s�gn to
another, who thereupon made h�s appearance.

“What, s�re,” sa�d the second f�gure, advanc�ng t�m�dly, “has your
majesty put our young sent�mental�sts to fl�ght?”

“It seems so,” sa�d the k�ng, “and you can show yourself w�thout
fear.”

“Take care, s�re, you w�ll be recogn�zed.”
“But I tell you they are flown.”
“Th�s �s a most fortunate meet�ng, s�re; and, �f I dared offer an

op�n�on to your majesty, we ought to follow them.”
“They are far enough away by th�s t�me.”
“They would qu�ckly allow themselves to be overtaken,

espec�ally �f they knew who were follow�ng them.”
“What do you mean by that, coxcomb that you are?”
“Why, one of them seems to have taken a fancy to me, and

another compared you to the sun.”
“The greater reason why we should not show ourselves, Sa�nt-

A�gnan. The sun never shows �tself �n the n�ght-t�me.”
“Upon my word, s�re, your majesty seems to have very l�ttle

cur�os�ty. In your place, I should l�ke to know who are the two



nymphs, the two dryads, the two hamadryads, who have so good an
op�n�on of us.”

“I shall know them aga�n very well, I assure you, w�thout runn�ng
after them.”

“By what means?”
“By the�r vo�ces, of course. They belong to the court, and the

one who spoke of me had a remarkably sweet vo�ce.”
“Ah! your majesty perm�ts yourself to be �nfluenced by flattery.”
“No one w�ll ever say �t �s a means you make use of.”
“Forg�ve my stup�d�ty, s�re.”
“Come; let us go and look where I told you.”
“Is the pass�on, then, wh�ch your majesty conf�ded to me,

already forgotten?”
“Oh! no, �ndeed. How �s �t poss�ble to forget such beaut�ful eyes

as Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere has?”
“Yet the other one has a beaut�ful vo�ce.”
“Wh�ch one?”
“The lady who has fallen �n love w�th the sun.”
“M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan!”
“Forg�ve me, s�re.”
“Well, I am not sorry you should bel�eve me to be an adm�rer of

sweet vo�ces as well as of beaut�ful eyes. I know you to be a terr�ble
talker, and to-morrow I shall have to pay for the conf�dence I have
shown you.”

“What do you mean, s�re?”
“That to-morrow every one w�ll know that I have des�gns upon

th�s l�ttle La Vall�ere; but be careful, Sa�nt-A�gnan, I have conf�ded my
secret to no one but you, and �f any one should speak to me about �t,
I shall know who has betrayed my secret.”

“You are angry, s�re.”
“No; but you understand I do not w�sh to comprom�se the poor

g�rl.”
“Do not be afra�d, s�re.”



“You prom�se me, then?”
“I g�ve you my word of honor.”
“Excellent,” thought the k�ng, laugh�ng to h�mself; “now every

one w�ll know to-morrow that I have been runn�ng about after La
Vall�ere to-n�ght.”

Then, endeavor�ng to see where he was, he sa�d: “Why we have
lost ourselves.”

“Not qu�te so bad as that, s�re.”
“Where does that gate lead to?”
“To Rond-Po�nt, s�re.”
“Where were we go�ng when we heard the sound of women’s

vo�ces?”
“Yes, s�re, and the term�nat�on of a conversat�on �n wh�ch I had

the honor of hear�ng my own name pronounced by the s�de of your
majesty’s.”

“You return to that subject too frequently, Sa�nt-A�gnan.”
“Your majesty w�ll forg�ve me, but I am del�ghted to know that a

woman ex�sts whose thoughts are occup�ed about me, w�thout my
knowledge, and w�thout my hav�ng done anyth�ng to deserve �t. Your
majesty cannot comprehend th�s sat�sfact�on, for your rank and mer�t
attract attent�on, and compel regard.”

“No, no, Sa�nt-A�gnan, bel�eve me or not, as you l�ke,” sa�d the
k�ng, lean�ng fam�l�arly upon Sa�nt-A�gnan’s arm and tak�ng the path
he thought would lead them to the chateau; “but th�s cand�d
confess�on, th�s perfectly d�s�nterested preference of one who w�ll,
perhaps, never attract my attent�on—�n one word, the mystery of th�s
adventure exc�tes me, and the truth �s, that �f I were not so taken w�th
La Vall�ere—”

“Do not let that �nterfere w�th your majesty’s �ntent�ons: you have
t�me enough before you.”

“What do you mean?”
“La Vall�ere �s sa�d to be very str�ct �n her �deas.”
“You exc�te my cur�os�ty and I am anx�ous to see her aga�n.

Come, let us walk on.”



The k�ng spoke untruly, for noth�ng, on the contrary, could make
h�m less anx�ous, but he had a part to play, and so he walked on
hurr�edly. Sa�nt-A�gnan followed h�m at a short d�stance. Suddenly
the k�ng stopped; the court�er followed h�s example.

“Sa�nt-A�gnan,” he sa�d, “do you not hear some one moan�ng?”
“Yes, s�re, and weep�ng, too, �t seems.”
“It �s �n th�s d�rect�on,” sa�d the k�ng. “It sounds l�ke the tears and

sobs of a woman.”
“Run,” sa�d the k�ng; and, follow�ng a by-path, they ran across

the grass. As they approached, the cr�es were more d�st�nctly heard.
“Help, help,” excla�med two vo�ces. The k�ng and h�s compan�on

redoubled the�r speed, and, as they approached nearer, the s�ghs
they had heard were changed �nto loud sobs. The cry of “Help! help!”
was aga�n repeated; at the sound of wh�ch, the k�ng and Sa�nt-
A�gnan �ncreased the rap�d�ty of the�r pace. Suddenly at the other
s�de of a d�tch, under the branches of a w�llow, they perce�ved a
woman on her knees, hold�ng another �n her arms who seemed to
have fa�nted. A few paces from them, a th�rd, stand�ng �n the m�ddle
of the path, was call�ng for ass�stance. Perce�v�ng the two
gentlemen, whose rank she could not tell, her cr�es for ass�stance
were redoubled. The k�ng, who was �n advance of h�s compan�on,
leaped across the d�tch, and reached the group at the very moment
when, from the end of the path wh�ch led to the chateau, a dozen
persons were approach�ng, who had been drawn to the spot by the
same cr�es that had attracted the attent�on of the k�ng and M. de
Sa�nt-A�gnan.

“What �s the matter, young lad�es?” sa�d Lou�s.
“The k�ng!” excla�med Mademo�selle de Montala�s, �n her

aston�shment, lett�ng La Vall�ere’s head fall upon the ground.
“Yes, �t �s the k�ng; but that �s no reason why you should

abandon your compan�on. Who �s she?”
“It �s Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, s�re.”
“Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere!”
“Yes, s�re, she has just fa�nted.”



“Poor ch�ld!” sa�d the k�ng. “Qu�ck, qu�ck, fetch a surgeon.” But
however great the anx�ety w�th wh�ch the k�ng had pronounced these
words may have seemed to others, he had not so carefully schooled
h�mself but that they appeared, as well as the gesture wh�ch
accompan�ed them, somewhat cold to Sa�nt-A�gnan, to whom the
k�ng had conf�ded the sudden love w�th wh�ch she had �nsp�red h�m.

“Sa�nt-A�gnan,” cont�nued the k�ng, “watch over Mademo�selle
de la Vall�ere, I beg. Send for a surgeon. I w�ll hasten forward and
�nform Madame of the acc�dent wh�ch has befallen one of her ma�ds
of honor.” And, �n fact, wh�le M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan was bus�ly engaged
�n mak�ng preparat�ons for carry�ng Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere to
the chateau, the k�ng hurr�ed forward, happy to have an opportun�ty
of approach�ng Madame, and of speak�ng to her under a colorable
pretext. Fortunately, a carr�age was pass�ng; the coachman was told
to stop, and the persons who were �ns�de, hav�ng been �nformed of
the acc�dent, eagerly gave up the�r seats to Mademo�selle de la
Vall�ere. The current of fresh a�r produced by the rap�d mot�on of the
carr�age soon recalled her to her senses. Hav�ng reached the
chateau, she was able, though very weak, to al�ght from the carr�age,
and, w�th the ass�stance of Athena�s and of Montala�s, to reach the
�nner apartments. They made her s�t down �n one of the rooms of the
ground floor. After a wh�le, as the acc�dent had not produced much
effect upon those who had been walk�ng, the promenade was
resumed. Dur�ng th�s t�me, the k�ng had found Madame beneath a
tree w�th overhang�ng branches, and had seated h�mself by her s�de.

“Take care, s�re,” sa�d Henr�etta to h�m, �n a low tone, “you do
not show yourself as �nd�fferent as you ought to be.”

“Alas!” repl�ed the k�ng, �n the same tone, “I much fear we have
entered �nto an agreement above our strength to keep.” He then
added aloud, “You have heard of the acc�dent, I suppose?”

“What acc�dent?”
“Oh! �n see�ng you I forgot I hurr�ed here expressly to tell you of

�t. I am, however, pa�nfully affected by �t; one of your ma�ds of honor,
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, has just fa�nted.”

“Indeed! poor g�rl,” sa�d the pr�ncess, qu�etly, “what was the
cause of �t?”



She then added �n an undertone, “You forget, s�re, that you w�sh
others to bel�eve �n your pass�on for th�s g�rl, and yet you rema�n
here wh�le she �s almost dy�ng, perhaps, elsewhere.”

“Ah! Madame,” sa�d the k�ng, s�gh�ng, “how much more perfect
you are �n your part than I am, and how act�vely you th�nk of
everyth�ng.”

He then rose, say�ng loud enough for every one to hear h�m,
“Perm�t me to leave you, Madame; my uneas�ness �s very great, and
I w�sh to be qu�te certa�n, myself, that proper attent�on has been
g�ven to Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.” And the k�ng left aga�n to
return to La Vall�ere, wh�le those who had been present commented
upon the k�ng’s remark:—“My uneas�ness �s very great.”



Chapter XLIII. The K�ng’s Secret.
On h�s way Lou�s met the Comte de Sa�nt-A�gnan. “Well, Sa�nt-

A�gnan,” he �nqu�red, w�th affected �nterest, “how �s the �nval�d.”
“Really, s�re,” stammered Sa�nt-A�gnan, “to my shame, I confess

I do not know.”
“What! you do not know?” sa�d the k�ng, pretend�ng to take �n a

ser�ous manner th�s want of attent�on for the object of h�s
pred�lect�on.

“W�ll your majesty pardon me; but I have just met one of our
three loquac�ous wood-nymphs, and I confess that my attent�on has
been taken away from other matters.”

“Ah!” sa�d the k�ng, eagerly, “you have found, then—”
“The one who de�gned to speak of me �n such advantageous

terms; and, hav�ng found m�ne, I was search�ng for yours, s�re, when
I had the happ�ness to meet your majesty.”

“Very well; but Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere before everyth�ng
else,” sa�d the k�ng, fa�thful to the character he had assumed.

“Oh! our charm�ng �nval�d!” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan; “how fortunately
her fa�nt�ng f�t came on, s�nce your majesty had already occup�ed
yourself about her.”

“What �s the name of your fa�r lady, Sa�nt-A�gnan? Is �t a
secret?”

“It ought to be a secret, and a very great one, even; but your
majesty �s well aware that no secret can poss�bly ex�st for you.”

“Well, what �s her name?”
“Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente.”
“Is she pretty?”
“Exceed�ngly, s�re; and I recogn�zed the vo�ce wh�ch pronounced

my name �n such tender accents. I accosted her, quest�oned her as
well as I was able to do, �n the m�dst of the crowd; and she told me,



w�thout suspect�ng anyth�ng, that a l�ttle wh�le ago she was under the
great oak, w�th her two fr�ends, when the sound of a wolf or a robber
had terr�f�ed them, and made them run away.”

“But,” �nqu�red the k�ng, anx�ously, “what are the names of these
two fr�ends?”

“S�re,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, “w�ll your majesty send me forthw�th to
the Bast�le?”

“What for?”
“Because I am an egot�st and a fool. My surpr�se was so great at

such a conquest, and at so fortunate a d�scovery, that I went no
further �n my �nqu�r�es. Bes�des, I d�d not th�nk that your majesty
would attach any very great �mportance to what you heard, know�ng
how much your attent�on was taken up by Mademo�selle de la
Vall�ere; and then, Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente left me
prec�p�tately, to return to Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.”

“Let us hope, then, that I shall be as fortunate as yourself.
Come, Sa�nt-A�gnan.”

“Your majesty �s amb�t�ons, I perce�ve, and does not w�sh to
allow any conquest to escape you. Well, I assure you that I w�ll
consc�ent�ously set about my �nqu�r�es; and, moreover, from one or
the other of those Three Graces we shall learn the names of the rest,
and by the names the�r secrets.”

“I, too,” sa�d the k�ng, “only requ�re to hear her vo�ce to know �t
aga�n. Come, let us say no more about �t, but show me where poor
La Vall�ere �s.”

“Well,” thought Sa�nt-A�gnan, “the k�ng’s regard �s beg�nn�ng to
d�splay �tself, and for that g�rl too. It �s extraord�nary; I should never
have bel�eved �t.” And w�th th�s thought pass�ng through h�s m�nd, he
showed the k�ng the room to wh�ch La Vall�ere had been carr�ed; the
k�ng entered, followed by Sa�nt-A�gnan. In a low chamber, near a
large w�ndow look�ng out upon the gardens, La Vall�ere, recl�n�ng �n a
large armcha�r, was �nhal�ng deep draughts of the perfumed even�ng
breeze. From the loosened body of her dress, the lace fell �n tumbled
folds, m�ngl�ng w�th the tresses of her beaut�ful fa�r ha�r, wh�ch lay
scattered upon her shoulders. Her langu�sh�ng eyes were f�lled w�th



tears; she seemed as l�feless as those beaut�ful v�s�ons of our
dreams, that pass before the mental eye of the sleeper, half-open�ng
the�r w�ngs w�thout mov�ng them, unclos�ng the�r l�ps w�thout a sound
escap�ng them. The pearl-l�ke pallor of La Vall�ere possessed a
charm �t would be �mposs�ble to descr�be. Mental and bod�ly suffer�ng
had produced upon her features a soft and noble express�on of gr�ef;
from the perfect pass�veness of her arms and bust, she more
resembled one whose soul had passed away, than a l�v�ng be�ng;
she seemed not to hear e�ther of the wh�sper�ngs wh�ch arose from
the court. She seemed to be commun�ng w�th�n herself; and her
beaut�ful, del�cate hands trembled from t�me to t�me as though at the
contact of some �nv�s�ble touch. She was so completely absorbed �n
her rever�e, that the k�ng entered w�thout her perce�v�ng h�m. At a
d�stance he gazed upon her lovely face, upon wh�ch the moon shed
�ts pure s�lvery l�ght.

“Good Heavens!” he excla�med, w�th a terror he could not
control, “she �s dead.”

“No, s�re,” sa�d Montala�s, �n a low vo�ce; “on the contrary, she �s
better. Are you not better, Lou�se?”

But Lou�se d�d not answer. “Lou�se,” cont�nued Montala�s, “the
k�ng has de�gned to express h�s uneas�ness on your account.”

“The k�ng!” excla�med Lou�se, start�ng up abruptly, as �f a stream
of f�re had started through her frame to her heart; “the k�ng uneasy
about me?”

“Yes,” sa�d Montala�s.
“The k�ng �s here, then?” sa�d La Vall�ere, not ventur�ng to look

round her.
“That vo�ce! that vo�ce!” wh�spered Lou�s, eagerly, to Sa�nt-

A�gnan.
“Yes, �t �s so,” repl�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan; “your majesty �s r�ght; �t �s

she who declared her love for the sun.”
“Hush!” sa�d the k�ng. And then approach�ng La Vall�ere, he sa�d,

“You are not well, Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere? Just now, �ndeed, �n
the park, I saw that you had fa�nted. How were you attacked?”



“S�re,” stammered out the poor ch�ld, pale and trembl�ng, “I
really do not know.”

“You have been walk�ng too far,” sa�d the k�ng; “and fat�gue,
perhaps—”

“No, s�re,” sa�d Montala�s, eagerly, answer�ng for her fr�end, “�t
could not be from fat�gue, for we passed most of the even�ng seated
beneath the royal oak.”

“Under the royal oak?” returned the k�ng, start�ng. “I was not
dece�ved; �t �s as I thought.” And he d�rected a look of �ntell�gence at
the comte.

“Yes,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, “under the royal oak, w�th
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente.”

“How do you know that?” �nqu�red Montala�s.
“In a very s�mple way. Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente told

me so.”
“In that case, she probably told you the cause of Mademo�selle

de la Vall�ere’s fa�nt�ng?”
“Why, yes; she told me someth�ng about a wolf or a robber. I

forget prec�sely wh�ch.” La Vall�ere l�stened, her eyes f�xed, her
bosom heav�ng, as �f, g�fted w�th an acuteness of percept�on, she
foresaw a port�on of the truth. Lou�s �mag�ned th�s att�tude and
ag�tat�on to be the consequence of a terror only part�ally reassured.
“Nay, fear noth�ng,” he sa�d, w�th a r�s�ng emot�on wh�ch he could not
conceal; “the wolf wh�ch terr�f�ed you so much was s�mply a wolf w�th
two legs.”

“It was a man, then!” sa�d Lou�se; “�t was a man who was
l�sten�ng?”

“Suppose �t was so, mademo�selle, what great harm was there
�n h�s hav�ng l�stened? Is �t l�kely that, even �n your own op�n�on, you
would have sa�d anyth�ng wh�ch could not have been l�stened to?”

La Vall�ere wrung her hands, and h�d her face �n them, as �f to
h�de her blushes. “In Heaven’s name,” she sa�d, “who was concealed
there? Who was l�sten�ng?”



The k�ng advanced towards her, to take hold of one of her
hands. “It was I,” he sa�d, bow�ng w�th marked respect. “Is �t l�kely I
could have fr�ghtened you?” La Vall�ere uttered a loud cry; for the
second t�me her strength forsook her; and moan�ng �n utter despa�r,
she aga�n fell l�feless �n her cha�r. The k�ng had just t�me to hold out
h�s arm; so that she was part�ally supported by h�m. Mademo�selle
de Tonnay-Charente and Montala�s, who stood a few paces from the
k�ng and La Vall�ere, mot�onless and almost petr�f�ed at the
recollect�on of the�r conversat�on w�th La Vall�ere, d�d not even th�nk
of offer�ng the�r ass�stance, feel�ng restra�ned by the presence of the
k�ng, who, w�th one knee on the ground, held La Vall�ere round the
wa�st w�th h�s arm.

“You heard, s�re!” murmured Athena�s. But the k�ng d�d not reply;
he rema�ned w�th h�s eyes f�xed upon La Vall�ere’s half-closed eyes,
and held her qu�escent hand �n h�s own.

“Of course,” repl�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan, who, on h�s s�de, hop�ng that
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, too, would fa�nt, advanc�ng
towards her, hold�ng h�s arms extended,—“of course; we d�d not
even lose a s�ngle word.” But the haughty Athena�s was not a
woman to fa�nt eas�ly; she darted a terr�ble look at Sa�nt-A�gnan, and
fled. Montala�s, w�th more courage, advanced hurr�edly towards
Lou�se, and rece�ved her from the k�ng’s hands, who was already
fast los�ng h�s presence of m�nd, as he felt h�s face covered by the
perfumed tresses of the seem�ngly dy�ng g�rl. “Excellent,” wh�spered
Sa�nt-A�gnan. “Th�s �s �ndeed an adventure; and �t w�ll be my own
fault �f I am not the f�rst to relate �t.”

The k�ng approached h�m, and, w�th a trembl�ng vo�ce and a
pass�onate gesture, sa�d, “Not a syllable, comte.”

The poor k�ng forgot that, only an hour before, he had g�ven h�m
a s�m�lar recommendat�on, but w�th the very oppos�te �ntent�on;
namely, that the comte should be �nd�screet. It followed, as a matter
of course, that he latter recommendat�on was qu�te as unnecessary
as the former. Half an hour afterwards, everybody �n Fonta�nebleau
knew that Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere had had a conversat�on under
the royal oak w�th Montala�s and Tonnay-Charente, and that �n th�s
conversat�on she had confessed her affect�on for the k�ng. It was



known, also, that the k�ng, after hav�ng man�fested the uneas�ness
w�th wh�ch Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere’s health had �nsp�red h�m,
had turned pale, and trembled very much as he rece�ved the
beaut�ful g�rl fa�nt�ng �nto h�s arms; so that �t was qu�te agreed among
the court�ers, that the greatest event of the per�od had just been
revealed; that h�s majesty loved Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, and
that, consequently, Mons�eur could now sleep �n perfect tranqu�ll�ty. It
was th�s, even, that the queen-mother, as surpr�sed as the others by
the sudden change, hastened to tell the young queen and Ph�l�p
d’Orleans. Only she set to work �n a d�fferent manner, by attack�ng
them �n the follow�ng way:—To her daughter-�n-law she sa�d, “See,
now, Therese, how very wrong you were to accuse the k�ng; now �t �s
sa�d he �s devoted to some other person; why should there be any
greater truth �n the report of to-day than �n that of yesterday, or �n
that of yesterday than �n that of to-day?” To Mons�eur, �n relat�ng to
h�m the adventure of the royal oak, she sa�d, “Are you not very
absurd �n your jealous�es, my dear Ph�l�p? It �s asserted that the k�ng
�s madly �n love w�th that l�ttle La Vall�ere. Say noth�ng of �t to your
w�fe; for the queen w�ll know all about �t very soon.” Th�s latter
conf�dent�al commun�cat�on had an �mmed�ate result. Mons�eur, who
had rega�ned h�s composure, went tr�umphantly to look after h�s w�fe,
and �t was not yet m�dn�ght and the fete was to cont�nue unt�l two �n
the morn�ng, he offered her h�s hand for a promenade. At the end of
a few paces, however, the f�rst th�ng he d�d was to d�sobey h�s
mother’s �njunct�ons.

“Do not tell any one, the queen least of all,” he sa�d
myster�ously, “what people say about the k�ng.”

“What do they say about h�m?” �nqu�red Madame.
“That my brother has suddenly fallen �n love.”
“W�th whom?”
“W�th Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.”
As �t was dark, Madame could sm�le at her ease.
“Ah!” she sa�d, “and how long �s �t s�nce th�s has been the

case?”



“For some days, �t seems. But that was noth�ng but nonsense; �t
�s only th�s even�ng that he has revealed h�s pass�on.”

“The k�ng shows h�s good taste,” sa�d Madame; “�n my op�n�on
she �s a very charm�ng g�rl.”

“I ver�ly bel�eve you are jest�ng.”
“I! �n what way?”
“In any case th�s pass�on w�ll make some one very happy, even

�f �t be only La Vall�ere herself.”
“Really,” cont�nued the pr�ncess, “you speak as �f you had read

�nto the �nmost recesses of La Vall�ere’s heart. Who has told you that
she agrees to return the k�ng’s affect�on?”

“And who has told you that she w�ll not return �t?”
“She loves the V�comte de Bragelonne.”
“You th�nk so?”
“She �s even aff�anced to h�m.”
“She was so.”
“What do you mean?”
“When they went to ask the k�ng’s perm�ss�on to arrange the

marr�age, he refused h�s perm�ss�on.”
“Refused?”
“Yes, although the request was preferred by the Comte de la

Fere h�mself, for whom the k�ng has the greatest regard, on account
of the part he took �n your royal brother’s restorat�on, and �n other
events, also, wh�ch happened a long t�me ago.”

“Well! the poor lovers must wa�t unt�l the k�ng �s pleased to
change h�s op�n�on; they are young, and there �s t�me enough.”

“But, dear me,” sa�d Ph�l�p, laugh�ng, “I perce�ve you do not
know the best part of the affa�r.”

“No!”
“That by wh�ch the k�ng was most deeply touched.”
“The k�ng, do you say, has been deeply touched?”
“To the very qu�ck of h�s heart.”
“But how?—�n what manner?—tell me d�rectly.”



“By an adventure, the romance of wh�ch cannot be equalled.”
“You know how I love to hear of such adventures, and yet you

keep me wa�t�ng,” sa�d the pr�ncess, �mpat�ently.
“Well, then—” and Mons�eur paused.
“I am l�sten�ng.”
“Under the royal oak—you know where the royal oak �s?”
“What can that matter? Under the royal oak, you were say�ng?”
“Well! Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, fancy�ng herself to be alone

w�th her two fr�ends, revealed to them her affect�on for the k�ng.”
“Ah!” sa�d Madame, beg�nn�ng to be uneasy, “her affect�on for

the k�ng?”
“Yes.”
“When was th�s?”
“About an hour ago.”
Madame started, and then sa�d, “And no one knew of th�s

affect�on?”
“No one.”
“Not even h�s majesty?”
“Not even h�s majesty. The artful l�ttle puss kept her secret

str�ctly to herself, when suddenly �t proved stronger than herself, and
so escaped her.”

“And from whom d�d you get th�s absurd tale?”
“Why, as everybody else d�d, from La Vall�ere herself, who

confessed her love to Montala�s and Tonnay-Charente, who were her
compan�ons.”

Madame stopped suddenly, and by a hasty movement let go her
husband’s hand.

“D�d you say �t was an hour ago she made th�s confess�on?”
Madame �nqu�red.

“About that t�me.”
“Is the k�ng aware of �t?”
“Why, that �s the very th�ng wh�ch const�tutes the perfect

romance of the affa�r, for the k�ng was beh�nd the royal oak w�th



Sa�nt-A�gnan, and heard the whole of the �nterest�ng conversat�on
w�thout los�ng a s�ngle word of �t.”

Madame felt struck to the heart, say�ng �ncaut�ously, “But I have
seen the k�ng s�nce, and he never told me a word about �t.”

“Of course,” sa�d Mons�eur; “he took care not to speak of �t to
you h�mself, s�nce he recommended every one not to say a word
about �t.”

“What do you mean?” sa�d Madame, grow�ng angry.
“I mean that they w�shed to keep you �n �gnorance of the affa�r

altogether.”
“But why should they w�sh to conceal �t from me?”
“From the fear that your fr�endsh�p for the young queen m�ght

�nduce you to say someth�ng about �t to her, noth�ng more.”
Madame hung down her head; her feel�ngs were gr�evously

wounded. She could not enjoy a moment’s repose unt�l she had met
the k�ng. As a k�ng �s, most naturally, the very last person �n h�s
k�ngdom who knows what �s sa�d about h�m, �n the same way that a
lover �s the only one who �s kept �n �gnorance of what �s sa�d about
h�s m�stress, therefore, when the k�ng perce�ved Madame, who was
look�ng for h�m, he approached her �n some perturbat�on, but st�ll
grac�ous and attent�ve �n h�s manner. Madame wa�ted for h�m to
speak about La Vall�ere f�rst; but as he d�d not speak of her, she sa�d,
“And the poor g�rl?”

“What poor g�rl?” sa�d the k�ng.
“La Vall�ere. D�d you not tell me, s�re, that she had fa�nted?”
“She �s st�ll very �ll,” sa�d the k�ng, affect�ng the greatest

�nd�fference.
“But surely that w�ll prejud�c�ally affect the rumor you were go�ng

to spread, s�re?”
“What rumor?”
“That your attent�on was taken up by her.”
“Oh!” sa�d the k�ng, carelessly, “I trust �t w�ll be reported all the

same.”



Madame st�ll wa�ted; she w�shed to know �f the k�ng would speak
to her of the adventure of the royal oak. But the k�ng d�d not say a
word about �t. Madame, on her s�de, d�d not open her l�ps about �t; so
that the k�ng took leave of her w�thout hav�ng reposed the sl�ghtest
conf�dence �n her. Hardly had she watched the k�ng move away, than
she set out �n search of Sa�nt-A�gnan. Sa�nt-A�gnan was never very
d�ff�cult to f�nd; he was l�ke the smaller vessels that always follow �n
the wake of, and as tenders to, the larger sh�ps. Sa�nt-A�gnan was
the very man whom Madame needed �n her then state of m�nd. And
as for h�m, he only looked for worth�er ears than others he had found
to have an opportun�ty of recount�ng the event �n all �ts deta�ls. And
so he d�d not spare Madame a s�ngle word of the whole affa�r. When
he had f�n�shed, Madame sa�d to h�m, “Confess, now, that �s h�s all a
charm�ng �nvent�on.”

“Invent�on, no; a true story, yes.”
“Confess, whether �nvent�on or true story, that �t was told to you

as you have told �t to me, but that you were not there.”
“Upon my honor, Madame, I was there.”
“And you th�nk that these confess�ons may have made an

�mpress�on on the k�ng?”
“Certa�nly, as those of Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente d�d

upon me,” repl�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan; “do not forget, Madame, that
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere compared the k�ng to the sun; that was
flatter�ng enough.”

“The k�ng does not perm�t h�mself to be �nfluenced by such
flatter�es.”

“Madame, the k�ng �s just as much Adon�s as Apollo; and I saw
pla�n enough just now when La Vall�ere fell �nto h�s arms.”

“La Vall�ere fell �nto the k�ng’s arms!”
“Oh! �t was the most graceful p�cture poss�ble; just �mag�ne, La

Vall�ere had fallen back fa�nt�ng, and—”
“Well! what d�d you see?—tell me—speak!”
“I saw what ten other people saw at the same t�me as myself; I

saw that when La Vall�ere fell �nto h�s arms, the k�ng almost fa�nted
h�mself.”



Madame smothered a subdued cry, the only �nd�cat�on of her
smothered anger.

“Thank you,” she sa�d, laugh�ng �n a convuls�ve manner, “you
relate stor�es del�ghtfully, M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan.” And she hurr�ed away,
alone, and almost suffocated by pa�nful emot�on, towards the
chateau.



Chapter XLIV. Courses de Nu�t.
Mons�eur qu�tted the pr�ncess �n the best poss�ble humor, and

feel�ng greatly fat�gued, ret�red to h�s apartments, leav�ng every one
to f�n�sh the n�ght as he chose. When �n h�s room, Mons�eur began to
dress for the n�ght w�th careful attent�on, wh�ch d�splayed �tself from
t�me to t�me �n paroxysms of sat�sfact�on. Wh�le h�s attendants were
engaged �n curl�ng h�s ha�r, he sang the pr�nc�pal a�rs of the ballet
wh�ch the v�ol�ns had played, and to wh�ch the k�ng had danced. He
then summoned h�s ta�lors, �nspected h�s costumes for the next day,
and, �n token of h�s extreme sat�sfact�on, d�str�buted var�ous presents
among them. As, however, the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, who had seen
the pr�nce return to the chateau, entered the room, Mons�eur
overwhelmed h�m w�th k�ndness. The former, after hav�ng saluted the
pr�nce, rema�ned s�lent for a moment, l�ke a sharpshooter who
del�berates before dec�d�ng �n what d�rect�on he w�ll renew h�s f�re;
then, seem�ng to make up h�s m�nd, he sa�d, “Have you remarked a
very s�ngular co�nc�dence, monse�gneur?”

“No; what �s �t?”
“The bad recept�on wh�ch h�s majesty, �n appearance, gave the

Comte de Gu�che.”
“In appearance?”
“Yes, certa�nly; s�nce, �n real�ty, he has restored h�m to favor.”
“I d�d not not�ce �t,” sa�d the pr�nce.
“What, d�d you not remark, that, �nstead of order�ng h�m to go

away aga�n �nto ex�le, as was natural, he encouraged h�m �n h�s
oppos�t�on by perm�tt�ng h�m to resume h�s place �n the ballet?”

“And you th�nk the k�ng was wrong, cheval�er?” sa�d the pr�nce.
“Are you not of my op�n�on, pr�nce?”
“Not altogether so, my dear cheval�er; and I th�nk the k�ng was

qu�te r�ght not to have made a d�sturbance aga�nst a poor fellow



whose want of judgment �s more to be compla�ned of than h�s
�ntent�on.”

“Really,” sa�d the cheval�er, “as far as I am concerned, I confess
that th�s magnan�m�ty aston�shes me to the h�ghest degree.”

“Why so?” �nqu�red Ph�l�p.
“Because I should have thought the k�ng had been more

jealous,” repl�ed the cheval�er, sp�tefully. Dur�ng the last few m�nutes
Mons�eur had felt there was someth�ng of an �rr�tat�ng nature
concealed under h�s favor�te’s remarks; th�s last word, however,
�gn�ted the powder.

“Jealous!” excla�med the pr�nce. “Jealous! what do you mean?
Jealous of what, �f you please—or jealous of whom?”

The cheval�er perce�ved that he had allowed an excess�vely
m�sch�evous remark to escape h�m, as he was �n the hab�t of do�ng.
He endeavored, therefore, apparently to recall �t wh�le �t was st�ll
poss�ble to do so. “Jealous of h�s author�ty,” he sa�d, w�th an
assumed frankness; “of what else would you have the k�ng jealous?”

“Ah!” sa�d the pr�nce, “that’s very proper.”
“D�d your royal h�ghness,” cont�nued the cheval�er, “sol�c�t dear

De Gu�che’s pardon?”
“No, �ndeed,” sa�d Mons�eur. “De Gu�che �s an excellent fellow,

and full of courage; but as I do not approve of h�s conduct w�th
Madame, I w�sh h�m ne�ther harm nor good.”

The cheval�er had assumed a b�tterness w�th regard to De
Gu�che, as he had attempted to do w�th regard to the k�ng; but he
thought he perce�ved that the t�me for �ndulgence, and even for the
utmost �nd�fference, had arr�ved, and that, �n order to throw some
l�ght on the quest�on, �t m�ght be necessary for h�m to put the lamp,
as the say�ng �s, beneath the husband’s very nose.

“Very well, very well,” sa�d the cheval�er to h�mself, “I must wa�t
for De Wardes; he w�ll do more �n one day than I �n a month; for I
ver�ly bel�eve he �s even more env�ous than I. Then, aga�n, �t �s not
De Wardes I requ�re so much as that some event or another should
happen; and �n the whole of th�s affa�r I see none. That De Gu�che
returned after he had been sent away �s certa�nly ser�ous enough,



but all �ts ser�ousness d�sappears when I learn that De Gu�che has
returned at the very moment Madame troubles herself no longer
about h�m. Madame, �n fact, �s occup�ed w�th the k�ng, that �s clear;
but she w�ll not be so much longer �f, as �t �s asserted, the k�ng has
ceased to trouble h�s head about her. The moral of the whole matter
�s, to rema�n perfectly neutral, and awa�t the arr�val of some new
capr�ce and let that dec�de the whole affa�r.” And the cheval�er
thereupon settled h�mself res�gnedly �n the armcha�r �n wh�ch
Mons�eur perm�tted h�m to seat h�mself �n h�s presence, and, hav�ng
no more sp�teful or mal�c�ous remarks to make, the consequence
was that De Lorra�ne’s w�t seemed to have deserted h�m. Most
fortunately Mons�eur was �n h�gh good-humor, and he had enough
for two, unt�l the t�me arr�ved for d�sm�ss�ng h�s servants and
gentlemen of the chamber, and he passed �nto h�s sleep�ng-
apartment. As he w�thdrew, he des�red the cheval�er to present h�s
compl�ments to Madame, and say that, as the n�ght was cool,
Mons�eur, who was afra�d of the toothache, would not venture out
aga�n �nto the park dur�ng the rema�nder of the even�ng. The
cheval�er entered the pr�ncess’s apartments at the very moment she
came �n herself. He acqu�tted h�mself fa�thfully of the comm�ss�on
�ntrusted to h�m, and, �n the f�rst place, remarked all the �nd�fference
and annoyance w�th wh�ch Madame rece�ved her husband’s
commun�cat�on—a c�rcumstance wh�ch appeared to h�m fraught w�th
someth�ng fresh. If Madame had been about to leave her apartments
w�th that strangeness of manner, he would have followed her; but
she was return�ng to them; there was noth�ng to be done, therefore
he turned upon h�s heel l�ke an unemployed heron, appear�ng to
quest�on earth, a�r, and water about �t; shook h�s head, and walked
away mechan�cally �n the d�rect�on of the gardens. He had hardly
gone a hundred paces when he met two young men, walk�ng arm �n
arm, w�th the�r heads bent down, and �dly k�ck�ng the small stones
out of the�r path as they walked on, plunged �n thought. It was De
Gu�che and De Bragelonne, the s�ght of whom, as �t always d�d,
produced upon the cheval�er, �nst�nct�vely, a feel�ng of repugnance.
He d�d not, however, the less, on that account, salute them w�th a
very low bow, wh�ch they returned w�th �nterest. Then, observ�ng that
the park was nearly deserted, that the �llum�nat�ons began to burn



out, and that the morn�ng breeze was sett�ng �n, he turned to the left,
and entered the chateau aga�n, by one of the smaller courtyards.
The others turned as�de to the r�ght, and cont�nued on the�r way
towards the large park. As the cheval�er was ascend�ng the s�de
sta�rcase, wh�ch led to the pr�vate entrance, he saw a woman,
followed by another, make her appearance under the arcade wh�ch
led from the small to the large courtyard. The two women walked so
fast that the rustl�ng of the�r dresses could be d�st�ngu�shed through
the s�lence of the n�ght. The style of the�r mantles, the�r graceful
f�gures, a myster�ous yet haughty carr�age wh�ch d�st�ngu�shed them
both, espec�ally the one who walked f�rst, struck the cheval�er.

“I certa�nly know those two,” he sa�d to h�mself, paus�ng upon
the top step of the small sta�rcase. Then, as w�th the �nst�nct of a
bloodhound he was about to follow them, one of the servants who
had been runn�ng after h�m arrested h�s attent�on.

“Mons�eur,” he sa�d, “the cour�er has arr�ved.”
“Very well,” sa�d the cheval�er, “there �s t�me enough; to-morrow

w�ll do.”
“There are some urgent letters wh�ch you would be glad to see,

perhaps.”
“Where from?” �nqu�red the cheval�er.
“One from England, and the other from Cala�s; the latter arr�ved

by express, and seems of great �mportance.”
“From Cala�s! Who the deuce can have to wr�te to me from

Cala�s?”
“I th�nk I recogn�ze the handwr�t�ng of Mons�eur le Comte de

Wardes.”
“Oh!” cr�ed the cheval�er, forgett�ng h�s �ntent�on of act�ng the

spy, “�n that case I w�ll come up at once.” Th�s he d�d, wh�le the two
unknown be�ngs d�sappeared at the end of the court oppos�te to the
one by wh�ch they had just entered. We shall now follow them, and
leave the cheval�er und�sturbed to h�s correspondence. When they
had arr�ved at the grove of trees, the foremost of the two halted,
somewhat out of breath, and, caut�ously ra�s�ng her hood, sa�d, “Are
we st�ll far from the tree?”



“Yes, Madame, more than f�ve hundred paces; but pray rest
awh�le, you w�ll not be able to walk much longer at th�s rate.”

“You are r�ght,” sa�d the pr�nces, for �t was she; and she leaned
aga�nst a tree. “And now,” she resumed, after hav�ng recovered her
breath, “tell me the whole truth, and conceal noth�ng from me.”

“Oh, Madame,” cr�ed the young g�rl, “you are already angry w�th
me.”

“No, my dear Athena�s, reassure yourself, I am �n no way angry
w�th you. After all, these th�ngs do not concern me personally. You
are anx�ous about what you may have sa�d under the oak; you are
afra�d of hav�ng offended the k�ng, and I w�sh to tranqu�ll�ze you by
ascerta�n�ng myself �f �t were poss�ble you could have been
overheard.”

“Oh, yes, Madame, the k�ng was close to us.”
“St�ll, you were not speak�ng so loud that some of your remarks

may not have been lost.”
“We thought we were qu�te alone, Madame.”
“There were three of you, you say?”
“Yes; La Vall�ere, Montala�s, and myself.”
“And you, �nd�v�dually, spoke �n a l�ght manner of the k�ng?”
“I am afra�d so. Should such be the case, w�ll your h�ghness

have the k�ndness to make my peace w�th h�s majesty?”
“If there should be any occas�on for �t, I prom�se you I w�ll do so.

However, as I have already told you, �t w�ll be better not to ant�c�pate
ev�l. The n�ght �s now very dark, and the darkness �s st�ll greater
under the trees. It �s not l�kely you were recogn�zed by the k�ng. To
�nform h�m of �t, by be�ng the f�rst to speak, �s to denounce yourself.”

“Oh, Madame, Madame! �f Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere were
recogn�zed, I must have been recogn�zed also. Bes�des, M. de Sa�nt-
A�gnan left no doubt on the subject.”

“D�d you, then, say anyth�ng very d�srespectful of the k�ng?”
“Not at all; �t was one of the others who made some very

flatter�ng speeches about the k�ng; and my remarks must have been
much �n contrast w�th hers.”



“Montala�s �s such a g�ddy g�rl,” sa�d Madame.
“It was not Montala�s. Montala�s sa�d noth�ng; �t was La Vall�ere.”
Madame started as �f she had not known �t perfectly well

already. “No, no,” she sa�d, “the k�ng cannot have heard. Bes�des,
we w�ll now try the exper�ment for wh�ch we came out. Show me the
oak. Do you know where �t �s?” she cont�nued.

“Alas! Madame, yes.”
“And you can f�nd �t aga�n?”
“W�th my eyes shut.”
“Very well; s�t down on the bank where you were, where La

Vall�ere was, and speak �n the same tone and to the same effect as
you d�d before; I w�ll conceal myself �n the th�cket, and �f I can hear
you, I w�ll tell you so.”

“Yes, Madame.”
“If, therefore, you really spoke loud enough for the k�ng to have

heard you, �n that case—”
Athena�s seemed to awa�t the conclus�on of the sentence w�th

some anx�ety.
“In that case,” sa�d Madame, �n a suffocated vo�ce, ar�s�ng

doubtless from her hurr�ed progress, “�n that case, I forb�d you—”
And Madame aga�n �ncreased her pace. Suddenly, however, she
stopped. “An �dea occurs to me,” she sa�d.

“A good �dea, no doubt, Madame,” repl�ed Mademo�selle de
Tonnay-Charente.

“Montala�s must be as much embarrassed as La Vall�ere and
yourself.”

“Less so, for she �s less comprom�sed, hav�ng sa�d less.”
“That does not matter; she w�ll help you, I dare say, by dev�at�ng

a l�ttle from the exact truth.”
“Espec�ally �f she knows that your h�ghness �s k�nd enough to

�nterest yourself about me.”
“Very well, I th�nk I have d�scovered what �t �s best for you all to

pretend.”



“How del�ghtful.”
“You had better say that all three of you were perfectly well

aware that the k�ng was beh�nd the tree, or beh�nd the th�cket,
wh�chever �t m�ght have been; and that you knew M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan
was there too.”

“Yes, Madame.”
“For you cannot d�sgu�se �t from yourself, Athena�s, Sa�nt-A�gnan

takes advantage of some very flatter�ng remarks you made about
h�m.”

“Well, Madame, you see very clearly that one can be
overheard,” cr�ed Athena�s, “s�nce M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan overheard us.”

Madame b�t her l�ps, for she had thoughtlessly comm�tted
herself. “Oh, you know Sa�nt-A�gnan’s character very well,” she sa�d,
“the favor the k�ng shows h�m almost turns h�s bra�n, and he talks at
random; not only so, he very often �nvents. That �s not the quest�on;
the fact rema�ns, d�d or d�d not the k�ng overhear?”

“Oh, yes, Madame, he certa�nly d�d,” sa�d Athena�s, �n despa�r.
“In that case, do what I sa�d: ma�nta�n boldly that all three of you

knew—m�nd, all three of you, for �f there �s a doubt about any one of
you, there w�ll be a doubt about all,—pers�st, I say, that you knew
that the k�ng and M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan were there, and that you
w�shed to amuse yourself at the expense of those who were
l�sten�ng.”

“Oh, Madame, at the k�ng’s expense; we shall never dare say
that!”

“It �s a s�mple jest; an �nnocent decept�on read�ly perm�tted �n
young g�rls whom men w�sh to take by surpr�se. In th�s manner
everyth�ng expla�ns �tself. What Montala�s sa�d of Mal�corne, a mere
jest; what you sa�d of M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan, a mere jest too; and what
La Vall�ere m�ght have sa�d of—”

“And wh�ch she would have g�ven anyth�ng to recall.”
“Are you sure of that?”
“Perfectly.”



“Very well, an add�t�onal reason. Say the whole affa�r was a
mere joke. M. de Mal�corne w�ll have no occas�on to get out of
temper; M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan w�ll be completely put out of
countenance; he w�ll be laughed at �nstead of you; and lastly, the
k�ng w�ll be pun�shed for a cur�os�ty unworthy of h�s rank. Let people
laugh a l�ttle at the k�ng �n th�s affa�r, and I do not th�nk he w�ll
compla�n of �t.”

“Oh, Madame, you are �ndeed an angel of goodness and
sense!”

“It �s to my own advantage.”
“In what way?”
“How can you ask me why �t �s to my advantage to spare my

ma�ds of honor the remarks, annoyances, perhaps even calumn�es,
that m�ght follow? Alas! you well know that the court has no
�ndulgence for th�s sort of peccad�llo. But we have now been walk�ng
for some t�me, shall we be long before we reach �t?”

“About f�fty or s�xty paces further; turn to the left, Madame, �f you
please.”

“And you are sure of Montala�s?” sa�d Madame.
“Oh, certa�nly.”
“W�ll she do what you ask her?”
“Everyth�ng. She w�ll be del�ghted.”
“And La Vall�ere—” ventured the pr�ncess.
“Ah, there w�ll be some d�ff�culty w�th her, Madame; she would

scorn to tell a falsehood.”
“Yet, when �t �s �n her �nterest to do so—”
“I am afra�d that that would not make the sl�ghtest d�fference �n

her �deas.”
“Yes, yes,” sa�d Madame. “I have been already told that; she �s

one of those overn�ce and affectedly part�cular people who place
heaven �n the foreground �n order to conceal themselves beh�nd �t.
But �f she refuses to tell a falsehood,—as she w�ll expose herself to
the jests of the whole court, as she w�ll have annoyed the k�ng by a
confess�on as r�d�culous as �t was �mmodest,—Mademo�selle la



Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere w�ll th�nk �t but proper I should send
her back aga�n to her p�geons �n the country, �n order that, �n
Toura�ne yonder, or �n Le Bla�so�s,—I know not where �t may be,—
she may at her ease study sent�ment and pastoral l�fe comb�ned.”

These words were uttered w�th a vehemence and harshness
that terr�f�ed Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente; and the
consequence was, that, as far as she was concerned, she prom�sed
to tell as many falsehoods as m�ght be necessary. It was �n th�s
frame of m�nd that Madame and her compan�on reached the
prec�ncts of the royal oak.

“Here we are,” sa�d Tonnay-Charente.
“We shall soon learn �f one can overhear,” repl�ed Madame.
“Hush!” wh�spered the young g�rl, hold�ng Madame back w�th a

hurr�ed gesture, ent�rely forgetful of her compan�on’s rank. Madame
stopped.

“You see that you can hear,” sa�d Athena�s.
“How?”
“L�sten.”
Madame held her breath; and, �n fact, the follow�ng words

pronounced by a gentle and melancholy vo�ce, floated towards them:
“I tell you, v�comte, I tell you I love her madly; I tell you I love her

to d�stract�on.”
Madame started at the vo�ce; and, beneath her hood, a br�ght

joyous sm�le �llum�ned her features. It was she who now held back
her compan�on, and w�th a l�ght step lead�ng her some twenty paces
away, that �s to say, out of the reach of the vo�ce, she sa�d, “Rema�n
here, my dear Athena�s, and let no one surpr�se us. I th�nk �t must be
you they are convers�ng about.”

“Me, Madame?”
“Yes, you—or rather your adventure. I w�ll go and l�sten; �f we

were both there, we should be d�scovered. Or, stay!—go and fetch
Montala�s, and then return and wa�t for me w�th her at the entrance
of the forest.” And then, as Athena�s hes�tated, she aga�n sa�d “Go!”
�n a vo�ce wh�ch d�d not adm�t of reply. Athena�s thereupon arranged



her dress so as to prevent �ts rustl�ng be�ng heard; and, by a path
beyond the group of trees, she rega�ned the flower-garden. As for
Madame, she concealed herself �n the th�cket, lean�ng her back
aga�nst a g�gant�c chestnut-tree, one of the branches of wh�ch had
been cut �n such a manner as to form a seat, and wa�ted there, full of
anx�ety and apprehens�on. “Now,” she sa�d, “s�nce one can hear from
th�s place, let us l�sten to what M. de Bragelonne and that other
madly-�n-love fool, the Comte de Gu�che, have to say about me.”





Chapter XLV. In Wh�ch Madame
Acqu�res a Proof that L�steners Hear

What Is Sa�d.
There was a moment’s s�lence, as �f the myster�ous sounds of

n�ght were hushed to l�sten, at the same t�me as Madame, to the
youthful pass�onate d�sclosures of De Gu�che.

Raoul was about to speak. He leaned �ndolently aga�nst the
trunk of the large oak, and repl�ed �n h�s sweet and mus�cal vo�ce,
“Alas, my dear De Gu�che, �t �s a great m�sfortune.”

“Yes,” cr�ed the latter, “great �ndeed.”
“You do not understand me, De Gu�che. I say that �t �s a great

m�sfortune for you, not merely lov�ng, but not know�ng how to
conceal your love.”

“What do you mean?” sa�d De Gu�che.
“Yes, you do not perce�ve one th�ng; namely, that �t �s no longer

to the only fr�end you have,—�n other words,—to a man who would
rather d�e than betray you; you do not perce�ve, I say, that �t �s no
longer to your only fr�end that you conf�de your pass�on, but to the
f�rst person that approaches you.”

“Are you mad, Bragelonne,” excla�med De Gu�che, “to say such
a th�ng to me?”

“The fact stands thus, however.”
“Imposs�ble! How, �n what manner can I have ever been

�nd�screet to such an extent?”
“I mean, that your eyes, your looks, your s�ghs, procla�m, �n sp�te

of yourself, that exaggerated feel�ng wh�ch leads and hurr�es a man
beyond h�s own control. In such a case he ceases to be master of
h�mself; he �s a prey to a mad pass�on, that makes h�m conf�de h�s
gr�ef to the trees, or to the a�r, from the very moment he has no



longer any l�v�ng be�ng �n reach of h�s vo�ce. Bes�des, remember th�s:
�t very rarely happens that there �s not always some one present to
hear, espec�ally the very th�ngs wh�ch ought not to be heard.” De
Gu�che uttered a deep s�gh. “Nay,” cont�nued Bragelonne, “you
d�stress me; s�nce your return here, you have a thousand t�mes, and
�n a thousand d�fferent ways, confessed your love for her; and yet,
had you not sa�d one word, your return alone would have been a
terr�ble �nd�scret�on. I pers�st, then, �n draw�ng th�s conclus�on; that �f
you do not place a better watch over yourself than you have h�therto
done, one day or other someth�ng w�ll happen that w�ll cause an
explos�on. Who w�ll save you then? Answer me. Who w�ll save her?
for, �nnocent as she w�ll be of your affect�on, your affect�on w�ll be an
accusat�on aga�nst her �n the hands of her enem�es.”

“Alas!” murmured De Gu�che; and a deep s�gh accompan�ed the
exclamat�on.

“That �s not answer�ng me, De Gu�che.”
“Yes, yes.”
“Well, what reply have you to make?”
“Th�s, that when the day arr�ves I shall be no more a l�v�ng be�ng

than I feel myself now.”
“I do not understand you.”
“So many v�c�ss�tudes have worn me out. At present, I am no

more a th�nk�ng, act�ng be�ng; at present, the most worthless of men
�s better than I am; my rema�n�ng strength �s exhausted, my latest-
formed resolut�ons have van�shed, and I abandon myself to my fate.
When a man �s out campa�gn�ng, as we have been together, and he
sets off alone and unaccompan�ed for a sk�rm�sh, �t somet�mes
happens that he may meet w�th a party of f�ve or s�x foragers, and
although alone, he defends h�mself; afterwards, f�ve or s�x others
arr�ve unexpectedly, h�s anger �s aroused and he pers�sts; but �f s�x,
e�ght, or ten others should st�ll be met w�th, he e�ther sets spurs to
h�s horse, �f he should st�ll happen to reta�n one, or lets h�mself be
sla�n to save an �gnom�n�ous fl�ght. Such, �ndeed, �s my own case:
f�rst, I had to struggle aga�nst myself; afterwards, aga�nst
Buck�ngham; now, s�nce the k�ng �s �n the f�eld, I w�ll not contend
aga�nst the k�ng, nor even, I w�sh you to understand, w�ll the k�ng



ret�re; nor even aga�nst the nature of that woman. St�ll I do not
dece�ve myself; hav�ng devoted myself to the serv�ce of such a love,
I w�ll lose my l�fe �n �t.”

“It �s not the lady you ought to reproach,” repl�ed Raoul; “�t �s
yourself.”

“Why so?”
“You know the pr�ncess’s character,—somewhat g�ddy, eas�ly

capt�vated by novelty, suscept�ble to flattery, whether �t come from a
bl�nd person or a ch�ld, and yet you allow your pass�on for her to eat
your very l�fe away. Look at her,—love her, �f you w�ll,—for no one
whose heart �s not engaged elsewhere can see her w�thout lov�ng
her. Yet, wh�le you love her, respect, �n the f�rst place, her husband’s
rank, then herself, and lastly, your own safety.”

“Thanks, Raoul.”
“What for?”
“Because, see�ng how much I suffer through th�s woman, you

endeavor to console me, because you tell me all the good of her you
th�nk, and perhaps even that wh�ch you do not th�nk.”

“Oh,” sa�d Raoul, “there you are wrong, comte; what I th�nk I do
not always say, but �n that case I say noth�ng; but when I speak, I
know not how to fe�gn or to dece�ve; and whoever l�stens to me may
bel�eve me.”

Dur�ng th�s conversat�on, Madame, her head stretched forward
w�th eager ear and d�lated glance, endeavor�ng to penetrate the
obscur�ty, th�rst�ly drank �n the fa�ntest sound of the�r vo�ces.

“Oh, I know her better than you do, then!” excla�med Gu�che.
“She �s not merely g�ddy, but fr�volous; she �s not only attracted by
novelty, she �s utterly obl�v�ous, and �s w�thout fa�th; she �s not s�mply
suscept�ble to flattery, she �s a pract�ced and cruel coquette. A
thorough coquette! yes, yes, I am sure of �t. Bel�eve me, Bragelonne,
I am suffer�ng all the torments of hell; brave, pass�onately fond of
danger, I meet a danger greater than my strength and my courage.
But, bel�eve me, Raoul, I reserve for myself a v�ctory wh�ch shall cost
her floods of tears.”

“A v�ctory,” he asked, “and of what k�nd?”



“Of what k�nd, you ask?”
“Yes.”
“One day I w�ll accost her, and w�ll address her thus: ‘I was

young— madly �n love, I possessed, however, suff�c�ent respect to
throw myself at your feet, and to prostrate myself �n the dust, �f your
looks had not ra�sed me to your hand. I fanc�ed I understood your
looks, I rose, and then, w�thout hav�ng done anyth�ng more towards
you than love you yet more devotedly, �f that were poss�ble—you, a
woman w�thout heart, fa�th, or love, �n very wantonness, dashed me
down aga�n from sheer capr�ce. You are unworthy, pr�ncess of the
royal blood though you may be, of the love of a man of honor; I offer
my l�fe as a sacr�f�ce for hav�ng loved you too tenderly, and I d�e
despa�r�ng you.’”

“Oh!” cr�ed Raoul, terr�f�ed at the accents of profound truth wh�ch
De Gu�che’s words betrayed, “I was r�ght �n say�ng you were mad,
Gu�che.”

“Yes, yes,” excla�med De Gu�che, follow�ng out h�s own �dea;
“s�nce there are no wars here now, I w�ll flee yonder to the north,
seek serv�ce �n the Emp�re, where some Hungar�an, or Croat, or
Turk, w�ll perhaps k�ndly put me out of my m�sery.” De Gu�che d�d not
f�n�sh, or rather as he f�n�shed, a sound made h�m start, and at the
same moment caused Raoul to leap to h�s feet. As for De Gu�che,
bur�ed �n h�s own thoughts, he rema�ned seated, w�th h�s head t�ghtly
pressed between h�s hands. The branches of the tree were pushed
as�de, and a woman, pale and much ag�tated, appeared before the
two young men. W�th one hand she held back the branches, wh�ch
would have struck her face, and, w�th the other, she ra�sed the hood
of the mantle wh�ch covered her shoulders. By her clear and lustrous
glance, by her lofty carr�age, by her haughty att�tude, and, more than
all that, by the throbb�ng of h�s own heart, De Gu�che recogn�zed
Madame, and, utter�ng a loud cry, he removed h�s hands from h�s
temple, and covered h�s eyes w�th them. Raoul, trembl�ng and out of
countenance, merely muttered a few words of respect.

“Mons�eur de Bragelonne,” sa�d the pr�ncess, “have the
goodness, I beg, to see �f my attendants are not somewhere yonder,



e�ther �n the walks or �n the groves; and you, M. de Gu�che, rema�n
here: I am t�red, and you w�ll perhaps g�ve me your arm.”

Had a thunderbolt fallen at the feet of the unhappy young man,
he would have been less terr�f�ed than by her cold and severe tone.
However, as he h�mself had just sa�d, he was brave; and as �n the
depths of h�s own heart he had just dec�s�vely made up h�s m�nd, De
Gu�che arose, and, observ�ng Bragelonne’s hes�tat�on, he turned
towards h�m a glance full of res�gnat�on and grateful
acknowledgement. Instead of �mmed�ately answer�ng Madame, he
even advanced a step towards the v�comte, and hold�ng out the arm
wh�ch the pr�ncess had just des�red h�m to g�ve her, he pressed h�s
fr�end’s hand �n h�s own, w�th a s�gh, �n wh�ch he seemed to g�ve to
fr�endsh�p all the l�fe that was left �n the depths of h�s heart. Madame,
who �n her pr�de had never known what �t was to wa�t, now wa�ted
unt�l th�s mute colloquy was at an end. Her royal hand rema�ned
suspended �n the a�r, and, when Raoul had left, �t sank w�thout anger,
but not w�thout emot�on, �n that of De Gu�che. They were alone �n the
depths of the dark and s�lent forest, and noth�ng could be heard but
Raoul’s hast�ly retreat�ng footsteps along the obscure paths. Over
the�r heads was extended the th�ck and fragrant vault of branches,
through the occas�onal open�ngs of wh�ch the stars could be seen
gl�tter�ng �n the�r beauty. Madame softly drew De Gu�che about a
hundred paces away from that �nd�screet tree wh�ch had heard, and
had allowed so many th�ngs to be heard, dur�ng the even�ng, and,
lead�ng h�m to a ne�ghbor�ng glade, so that they could see a certa�n
d�stance around them, she sa�d �n a trembl�ng vo�ce, “I have brought
you here, because yonder where you were, everyth�ng can be
overheard.”

“Everyth�ng can be overheard, d�d you say, Madame?” repl�ed
the young man, mechan�cally.

“Yes.”
“Wh�ch means—” murmured De Gu�che.
“Wh�ch means that I have heard every syllable you have sa�d.”
“Oh, Heaven! th�s only was want�ng to destroy me,” stammered

De Gu�che; and he bent down h�s head, l�ke an exhausted sw�mmer
beneath the wave wh�ch engulfs h�m.



“And so,” she sa�d, “you judge me as you have sa�d?” De
Gu�che grew pale, turned h�s head as�de, and was s�lent. He felt
almost on the po�nt of fa�nt�ng.

“I do not compla�n,” cont�nued the pr�ncess, �n a tone of vo�ce full
of gentleness; “I prefer a frankness that wounds me, to flattery, wh�ch
would dece�ve me. And so, accord�ng to your op�n�on, M. de Gu�che,
I am a coquette, an a worthless creature.”

“Worthless,” cr�ed the young man; “you worthless! Oh, no; most
certa�nly I d�d not say, I could not have sa�d, that that wh�ch was the
most prec�ous object �n l�fe for me could be worthless. No, no; I d�d
not say that.”

“A woman who sees a man per�sh, consumed by the f�re she
has k�ndled, and who does not allay that f�re, �s, �n my op�n�on, a
worthless woman.”

“What can �t matter to you what I sa�d?” returned the comte.
“What am I compared to you, and why should you even trouble
yourself to know whether I ex�st or not?”

“Mons�eur de Gu�che, both you and I are human be�ngs, and,
know�ng you as I do, I do not w�sh you to r�sk your l�fe; w�th you I w�ll
change my conduct and character. I w�ll be, not frank, for I am
always so, but truthful. I �mplore you, therefore, to love me no more,
and to forget utterly that I have ever addressed a word or a glance
towards you.”

De Gu�che turned around, bend�ng a look full of pass�onate
devot�on upon her. “You,” he sa�d; “you excuse yourself; you �mplore
me?”

“Certa�nly; s�nce I have done ev�l, I ought to repa�r the ev�l I have
done. And so, comte, th�s �s what we w�ll agree to. You w�ll forg�ve
my fr�vol�ty and my coquetry. Nay, do not �nterrupt me. I w�ll forg�ve
you for hav�ng sa�d I was fr�volous and a coquette, or someth�ng
worse, perhaps; and you w�ll renounce your �dea of dy�ng, and w�ll
preserve for your fam�ly, for the k�ng, and for our sex, a caval�er
whom every one esteems, and whom many hold dear.” Madame
pronounced th�s last word �n such an accent of frankness, and even
of tenderness, that poor De Gu�che’s heart felt almost burst�ng.



“Oh! Madame, Madame!” he stammered out.
“Nay, l�sten further,” she cont�nued. “When you shall have

renounced all thought of me forever, from necess�ty �n the f�rst place,
and, next, because you w�ll y�eld to my entreaty, then you w�ll judge
me more favorably, and I am conv�nced you w�ll replace th�s love—
forg�ve the fr�vol�ty of the express�on—by a s�ncere fr�endsh�p, wh�ch
you w�ll be ready to offer me, and wh�ch, I prom�se you, shall be
cord�ally accepted.”

De Gu�che, h�s forehead bedewed w�th persp�rat�on, a feel�ng of
death �n h�s heart, and a trembl�ng ag�tat�on through h�s whole frame,
b�t h�s l�p, stamped h�s foot on the ground, and, �n a word, devoured
the b�tterness of h�s gr�ef. “Madame,” he sa�d, “what you offer �s
�mposs�ble, and I cannot accept such cond�t�ons.”

“What!” sa�d Madame, “do you refuse my fr�endsh�p, then?”
“No, no! I do not need your fr�endsh�p, Madame. I prefer to d�e

from love, than to l�ve for fr�endsh�p.”
“Comte!”
“Oh! Madame,” cr�ed De Gu�che, “the present �s a moment for

me, �n wh�ch no other cons�derat�on and no other respect ex�st, than
the cons�derat�on and respect of a man of honor towards the woman
he worsh�ps. Dr�ve me away, curse me, denounce me, you w�ll be
perfectly r�ght. I have uttered compla�nts aga�nst you, but the�r
b�tterness has been ow�ng to my pass�on for you; I have sa�d I w�sh
to d�e, and d�e I w�ll. If I l�ved, you would forget me; but dead, you
would never forget me, I am sure.”

Henr�etta, who was stand�ng bur�ed �n thought, and nearly as
ag�tated as De Gu�che h�mself, turned as�de her head as but a
m�nute before he had turned as�de h�s. Then, after a moment’s
pause, she sa�d, “And you love me, then, very much?”

“Madly; madly enough to d�e from �t, whether you dr�ve me from
you, or whether you l�sten to me st�ll.”

“It �s a hopeless case,” she sa�d, �n a playful manner; “a case
wh�ch must be treated w�th sooth�ng appl�cat�on. G�ve me your hand.
It �s as cold as �ce.” De Gu�che knelt down, and pressed to h�s l�ps,
not one, but both of Madame’s hands.



“Love me, then,” sa�d the pr�ncess, “s�nce �t cannot be
otherw�se.” And almost �mpercept�bly she pressed h�s f�ngers, ra�s�ng
h�m thus, partly �n the manner of a queen, and partly as a fond and
affect�onate woman would have done. De Gu�che trembled from
head to foot, and Madame, who felt how pass�on coursed through
every f�ber of h�s be�ng, knew that he �ndeed loved truly. “G�ve me
your arm, comte,” she sa�d, “and let us return.”

“Ah! Madame,” sa�d the comte, trembl�ng and bew�ldered; “you
have d�scovered a th�rd way of k�ll�ng me.”

“But, happ�ly, �t �s the slowest way, �s �t not?” she repl�ed, as she
led h�m towards the grove of trees they had so lately qu�tted.



Chapter XLVI. Aram�s’s
Correspondence.

When De Gu�che’s affa�rs, wh�ch had been suddenly set to r�ght
w�thout h�s hav�ng been able to guess the cause of the�r
�mprovement, assumed the unexpected aspect we have seen,
Raoul, �n obed�ence to the request of the pr�ncess, had w�thdrawn �n
order not to �nterrupt an explanat�on, the results of wh�ch he was far
from guess�ng; and he soon after jo�ned the lad�es of honor who
were walk�ng about �n the flower-gardens. Dur�ng th�s t�me, the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, who had returned to h�s own room, read De
Wardes’s latter w�th surpr�se, for �t �nformed h�m by the hand of h�s
valet, of the sword-thrust rece�ved at Cala�s, and of all the deta�ls of
the adventure, and �nv�ted h�m to �nform De Gu�che and Mons�eur,
whatever there m�ght be �n the affa�r l�kely to be most d�sagreeable to
both of them. De Wardes part�cularly endeavored to prove to the
cheval�er the v�olence of Madame’s affect�on for Buck�ngham, and he
f�n�shed h�s letter by declar�ng that he thought th�s feel�ng was
returned. The cheval�er shrugged h�s shoulders at the last
paragraph, and, �n fact, De Wardes was out of date, as we have
seen. De Wardes was st�ll only at Buck�ngham’s affa�r. The cheval�er
threw the letter over h�s shoulder upon an adjo�n�ng table, and sa�d �n
a d�sda�nful tone, “It �s really �ncred�ble; and yet poor De Wardes �s
not def�c�ent �n ab�l�ty; but the truth �s, �t �s not very apparent, so easy
�s �t to grow rusty �n the country. The deuce take the s�mpleton, who
ought to have wr�tten to me about matters of �mportance, and yet he
wr�tes such s�lly stuff as that. If �t had not been for that m�serable
letter, wh�ch has no mean�ng at all �n �t, I should have detected �n the
grove yonder a charm�ng l�ttle �ntr�gue, wh�ch would have
comprom�sed a woman, would have perhaps have been as good as
a sword-thrust for a man, and have d�verted Mons�eur for many days
to come.”



He looked at h�s watch. “It �s now too late,” he sa�d. “One o’clock
�n the morn�ng; every one must have returned to the k�ng’s
apartments, where the n�ght �s to be f�n�shed; well, the scent �s lost,
and unless some extraord�nary chance—” And thus say�ng, as �f to
appeal to h�s good star, the cheval�er, greatly out of temper,
approached the w�ndow, wh�ch looked out upon a somewhat sol�tary
part of the garden. Immed�ately, and as �f some ev�l gen�us was at
h�s orders, he perce�ved return�ng towards the chateau,
accompan�ed by a man, a s�lk mantle of a dark color, and recogn�zed
the f�gure wh�ch had struck h�s attent�on half an hour prev�ously.

“Adm�rable!” he thought, str�k�ng h�s hands together, “th�s �s my
prov�dent�al myster�ous affa�r.” And he started out prec�p�tately, along
the sta�rcase, hop�ng to reach the courtyard �n t�me to recogn�ze the
woman �n the mantle, and her compan�on. But as he arr�ved at the
door of the l�ttle court, he nearly knocked aga�nst Madame, whose
rad�ant face seemed full of charm�ng revelat�ons beneath the mantle
wh�ch protected w�thout conceal�ng her. Unfortunately, Madame was
alone. The cheval�er knew that s�nce he had seen her, not f�ve
m�nutes before, w�th a gentleman, the gentleman �n quest�on could
not be far off. Consequently, he hardly took t�me to salute the
pr�ncess as he drew up to allow her to pass; then when she had
advanced a few steps, w�th the rap�d�ty of a woman who fears
recogn�t�on, and when the cheval�er perce�ved that she was too
much occup�ed w�th her own thoughts to trouble herself about h�m,
he darted �nto the garden, looked hast�ly round on every s�de, and
embraced w�th�n h�s glance as much of the hor�zon as he poss�bly
could. He was just �n t�me; the gentleman who had accompan�ed
Madame was st�ll �n s�ght; only he was hurry�ng towards one of the
w�ngs of the chateau, beh�nd wh�ch he was on the po�nt of
d�sappear�ng. There was not an �nstant to lose; the cheval�er darted
�n pursu�t of h�m, prepared to slacken h�s pace as he approached the
unknown; but �n sp�te of the d�l�gence he used, the unknown had
d�sappeared beh�nd the fl�ght of steps before he approached.

It was ev�dent, however, that as the man pursued was walk�ng
qu�etly, �n a pens�ve manner, w�th h�s head bent down, e�ther
beneath the we�ght of gr�ef or happ�ness, when once the angle was
passed, unless, �ndeed, he were to enter by some door or another,



the cheval�er could not fa�l to overtake h�m. And th�s, certa�nly, would
have happened, �f, at the very moment he turned the angle, the
cheval�er had not run aga�nst two persons, who were themselves
wheel�ng �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. The cheval�er was ready to seek a
quarrel w�th these two troublesome �ntruders, when, look�ng up, he
recogn�zed the super�ntendent. Fouquet was accompan�ed by a
person whom the cheval�er now saw for the f�rst t�me. Th�s stranger
was the b�shop of Vannes. Checked by the �mportant character of
the �nd�v�dual, and obl�ged out of pol�teness to make h�s own
excuses when he expected to rece�ve them, the cheval�er stepped
back a few paces; and as Mons�eur Fouquet possessed, �f not the
fr�endsh�p, at least the respect of every one; as the k�ng h�mself,
although he was rather h�s enemy than h�s fr�end, treated M.
Fouquet as a man of great cons�derat�on, the cheval�er d�d what the
k�ng h�mself would have done, namely, he bowed to M. Fouquet,
who returned h�s salutat�on w�th k�ndly pol�teness, perce�v�ng that the
gentleman had run aga�nst h�m by m�stake and w�thout any �ntent�on
of be�ng rude. Then, almost �mmed�ately afterwards, hav�ng
recogn�zed the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, he made a few c�v�l remarks,
to wh�ch the cheval�er was obl�ged to reply. Br�ef as the conversat�on
was, De Lorra�ne saw, w�th the most unfe�gned d�spleasure, the
f�gure of h�s unknown becom�ng d�mmer �n the d�stance, and fast
d�sappear�ng �n the darkness. The cheval�er res�gned h�mself, and,
once res�gned, gave h�s ent�re attent�on to Fouquet:—“You arr�ve
late, mons�eur,” he sa�d. “Your absence has occas�oned great
surpr�se, and I heard Mons�eur express h�mself as much aston�shed
that, hav�ng been �nv�ted by the k�ng, you had not come.”

“It was �mposs�ble for me to do so; but I came as soon as I was
free.”

“Is Par�s qu�et?”
“Perfectly so. Par�s has rece�ved the last tax very well.”
“Ah! I understand you w�shed to assure yourself of th�s good

feel�ng before you came to part�c�pate �n our fetes.”
“I have arr�ved, however, somewhat late to enjoy them. I w�ll ask

you, therefore, to �nform me �f the k�ng �s �n the chateau or not, �f I am



l�kely to be able to see h�m th�s even�ng, or �f I shall have to wa�t unt�l
to-morrow.”

“We have lost s�ght of h�s majesty dur�ng the last half-hour
nearly,” sa�d the cheval�er.

“Perhaps he �s �n Madame’s apartments?” �nqu�red Fouquet.
“Not �n Madame’s apartments, I should th�nk, for I just now met

Madame as she was enter�ng by the small sta�rcase; and unless the
gentleman whom you a moment ago encountered was the k�ng
h�mself—” and the cheval�er paused, hop�ng that, �n th�s manner, he
m�ght learn who �t was he had been hurry�ng after. But Fouquet,
whether he had or had not recogn�zed De Gu�che, s�mply repl�ed,
“No, mons�eur, �t was not the k�ng.”

The cheval�er, d�sappo�nted �n h�s expectat�on, saluted them; but
as he d�d so, cast�ng a part�ng glance around h�m, and perce�v�ng M.
Colbert �n the center of a group, he sa�d to the super�ntendent: “Stay,
mons�eur; there �s some one under the trees yonder, who w�ll be able
to �nform you better than myself.”

“Who?” asked Fouquet, whose near-s�ghtedness prevented h�m
from see�ng through the darkness.

“M. Colbert,” returned the cheval�er.
“Indeed! That person, then, who �s speak�ng yonder to those

men w�th torches �n the�r hands, �s M. Colbert?”
“M. Colbert h�mself. He �s g�v�ng orders personally to the

workmen who are arrang�ng the lamps for the �llum�nat�ons.”
“Thank you,” sa�d Fouquet, w�th an �ncl�nat�on of the head, wh�ch

�nd�cated that he had obta�ned all the �nformat�on he w�shed. The
cheval�er, on h�s s�de, hav�ng, on the contrary, learned noth�ng at all,
w�thdrew w�th a profound salutat�on.

He had scarcely left when Fouquet, kn�tt�ng h�s brows, fell �nto a
deep rever�e. Aram�s looked at h�m for a moment w�th a m�ngled
feel�ng of compass�on and s�lence.

“What!” he sa�d to h�m, “the fellow’s name alone seemed to
affect you. Is �t poss�ble that, full of tr�umph and del�ght as you were
just now, the s�ght merely of that man �s capable of d�sp�r�t�ng you?
Tell me, have you fa�th �n your good star?”



“No,” repl�ed Fouquet, dejectedly.
“Why not?”
“Because I am too full of happ�ness at th�s present moment,” he

repl�ed, �n a trembl�ng vo�ce. “You, my dear D’Herblay, who are so
learned, w�ll remember the h�story of a certa�n tyrant of Samos. What
can I throw �nto the sea to avert approach�ng ev�l? Yes! I repeat �t
once more, I am too full of happ�ness! so happy that I w�sh for
noth�ng beyond what I have... I have r�sen so h�gh... You know my
motto: ‘Quo non ascendam?’ I have r�sen so h�gh that noth�ng �s left
me but to descend from my elevat�on. I cannot bel�eve �n the
progress of a success already more than human.”

Aram�s sm�led as he f�xed h�s k�nd and penetrat�ng glance upon
h�m. “If I were aware of the cause of your happ�ness,” he sa�d, “I
should probably fear for your grace; but you regard me �n the l�ght of
a true fr�end; I mean, you turn to me �n m�sfortune, noth�ng more.
Even that �s an �mmense and prec�ous boon, I know; but the truth �s,
I have a just r�ght to beg you to conf�de �n me, from t�me to t�me, any
fortunate c�rcumstances that befall you, �n wh�ch I should rejo�ce, you
know, more than �f they had befallen myself.”

“My dear prelate,” sa�d Fouquet, laugh�ng, “my secrets are of too
profane a character to conf�de them to a b�shop, however great a
worldl�ng he may be.”

“Bah! �n confess�on.”
“Oh! I should blush too much �f you were my confessor.” And

Fouquet began to s�gh. Aram�s aga�n looked at h�m w�thout further
betrayal of h�s thoughts than a plac�d sm�le.

“Well,” he sa�d, “d�scret�on �s a great v�rtue.”
“S�lence,” sa�d Fouquet; “yonder venomous rept�le has

recogn�zed us, and �s crawl�ng th�s way.”
“Colbert?”
“Yes; leave me, D’Herblay; I do not w�sh that fellow to see you

w�th me, or he w�ll take an avers�on to you.”
Aram�s pressed h�s hand, say�ng, “What need have I of h�s

fr�endsh�p, wh�le you are here?”



“Yes, but I may not always be here,” repl�ed Fouquet, dejectedly.
“On that day, then, �f that day should ever dawn,” sa�d Aram�s,

tranqu�lly, “we w�ll th�nk over a means of d�spens�ng w�th the
fr�endsh�p, or of brav�ng the d�sl�ke of M. Colbert. But tell me, my
dear Fouquet, �nstead of convers�ng w�th th�s rept�le, as you d�d h�m
the honor of styl�ng h�m, a conversat�on the need for wh�ch I do not
perce�ve, why do you not pay a v�s�t, �f not to the k�ng, at least to
Madame?”

“To Madame,” sa�d the super�ntendent, h�s m�nd occup�ed by h�s
souven�rs. “Yes, certa�nly, to Madame.”

“You remember,” cont�nued Aram�s, “that we have been told that
Madame stands h�gh �n favor dur�ng the last two or three days. It
enters �nto your pol�cy, and forms part of our plans, that you should
ass�duously devote yourself to h�s majesty’s fr�ends. It �s a means of
counteract�ng the grow�ng �nfluence of M. Colbert. Present yourself,
therefore, as soon as poss�ble to Madame, and, for our sakes, treat
th�s ally w�th cons�derat�on.”

“But,” sa�d Fouquet, “are you qu�te sure that �t �s upon her that
the k�ng has h�s eyes f�xed at the present moment?”

“If the needle has turned, �t must be s�nce the morn�ng. You
know I have my pol�ce.”

“Very well! I w�ll go there at once, and, at all events, I shall have
a means of �ntroduct�on �n the shape of a magn�f�cent pa�r of ant�que
cameos set w�th d�amonds.”

“I have seen them, and noth�ng could be more costly and regal.”
At th�s moment they were �nterrupted by a servant followed by a

cour�er. “For you, monse�gneur,” sa�d the cour�er aloud, present�ng a
letter to Fouquet.

“For your grace,” sa�d the lackey �n a low tone, hand�ng Aram�s
a letter. And as the lackey carr�ed a torch �n h�s hand, he placed
h�mself between the super�ntendent and the b�shop of Vannes, so
that both of them could read at the same t�me. As Fouquet looked at
the f�ne and del�cate wr�t�ng on the envelope, he started w�th del�ght.
Those who love, or who are beloved, w�ll understand h�s anx�ety �n
the f�rst place, and h�s happ�ness �n the next. He hast�ly tore open



the letter, wh�ch, however, conta�ned only these words: “It �s but an
hour s�nce I qu�tted you, �t �s an age s�nce I told you how much I love
you.” And that was all. Madame de Bell�ere had, �n fact, left Fouquet
about an hour prev�ously, after hav�ng passed two days w�th h�m;
and apprehens�ve lest h�s remembrance of her m�ght be effaced for
too long a per�od from the heart she regretted, she d�spatched a
cour�er to h�m as the bearer of th�s �mportant commun�cat�on.
Fouquet k�ssed the letter, and rewarded the bearer w�th a handful of
gold. As for Aram�s, he, on h�s s�de, was engaged �n read�ng, but
w�th more coolness and reflect�on, the follow�ng letter:

“The k�ng has th�s even�ng been struck w�th a strange fancy; a
woman loves h�m. He learned �t acc�dentally, as he was l�sten�ng to
the conversat�on of th�s young g�rl w�th her compan�ons; and h�s
majesty has ent�rely abandoned h�mself to h�s new capr�ce. The g�rl’s
name �s Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, and she �s suff�c�ently pretty to
warrant th�s capr�ce becom�ng a strong attachment. Beware of
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.”

There was not a word about Madame. Aram�s slowly folded the
letter and put �t �n h�s pocket. Fouquet was st�ll del�ghtedly �nhal�ng
the perfume of h�s ep�stle.

“Monse�gneur,” sa�d Aram�s, touch�ng Fouquet’s arm.
“Yes, what �s �t?” he asked.
“An �dea has just occurred to me. Are you acqua�nted w�th a

young g�rl of the name of La Vall�ere?
“Not at all.”
“Reflect a l�ttle.”
“Ah! yes, I bel�eve so; one of Madame’s ma�ds of honor.”
“That must be the one.”
“Well, what then?”
“Well, monse�gneur, �t �s to that young g�rl that you must pay

your v�s�t th�s even�ng.”
“Bah! why so?”
“Nay, more than that, �t �s to her you must present your cameos.”
“Nonsense.”



“You know, monse�gneur, that my adv�ce �s not to be regarded
l�ghtly.”

“But th�s �s unforeseen—”
“That �s my affa�r. Pay your court �n due form, and w�thout loss of

t�me, to Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. I w�ll be your guarantee w�th
Madame de Bell�ere that your devot�on �s altogether pol�t�c.”

“What do you mean, my dear D’Herblay, and whose name have
you just pronounced?”

“A name wh�ch ought to conv�nce you that, as I am so well
�nformed about yourself, I may poss�bly be just as well �nformed
about others. Pay your court, therefore, to La Vall�ere.”

“I w�ll pay my court to whomsoever you l�ke,” repl�ed Fouquet,
h�s heart f�lled w�th happ�ness.

“Come, come, descend aga�n to the earth, traveler �n the
seventh heaven,” sa�d Aram�s; “M. Colbert �s approach�ng. He has
been recru�t�ng wh�le we were read�ng; see, how he �s surrounded,
pra�sed, congratulated; he �s dec�dedly becom�ng powerful.” In fact,
Colbert was advanc�ng, escorted by all the court�ers who rema�ned �n
the gardens, every one of whom compl�mented h�m upon the
arrangements of the fete: all of wh�ch so puffed h�m up that he could
hardly conta�n h�mself.

“If La Fonta�ne were here,” sa�d Fouquet, sm�l�ng, “what an
adm�rable opportun�ty for h�m to rec�te h�s fable of ‘The Frog that
wanted to make �tself as b�g as the Ox.’”

Colbert arr�ved �n the center of the c�rcle blaz�ng w�th l�ght;
Fouquet awa�ted h�s approach, unmoved and w�th a sl�ghtly mock�ng
sm�le. Colbert sm�led too; he had been observ�ng h�s enemy dur�ng
the last quarter of an hour, and had been approach�ng h�m gradually.
Colbert’s sm�le was a presage of host�l�ty.

“Oh, oh!” sa�d Aram�s, �n a low tone of vo�ce to the
super�ntendent; “the scoundrel �s go�ng to ask you aga�n for more
m�ll�ons to pay for h�s f�reworks and h�s colored lamps.” Colbert was
the f�rst to salute them, and w�th an a�r wh�ch he endeavored to
render respectful. Fouquet hardly moved h�s head.



“Well, monse�gneur, what do your eyes say? Have we shown
our good taste?”

“Perfect taste,” repl�ed Fouquet, w�thout perm�tt�ng the sl�ghtest
tone of ra�llery to be remarked �n h�s words.

“Oh!” sa�d Colbert, mal�c�ously, “you are treat�ng us w�th
�ndulgence. We are poor, we servants of the k�ng, and Fonta�nebleau
�s no way to be compared as a res�dence w�th Vaux.”

“Qu�te true,” repl�ed Fouquet coolly.
“But what can we do, monse�gneur?” cont�nued Colbert, “we

have done our best on slender resources.”
Fouquet made a gesture of assent.
“But,” pursued Colbert, “�t would be only a proper d�splay of your

magn�f�cence, monse�gneur, �f you were to offer to h�s majesty a fete
�n your wonderful gardens—�n those gardens wh�ch have cost you
s�xty m�ll�ons of francs.”

“Seventy-two,” sa�d Fouquet.
“An add�t�onal reason,” returned Colbert; “�t would, �ndeed, be

truly magn�f�cent.”
“But do you suppose, mons�eur, that h�s majesty would de�gn to

accept my �nv�tat�on?”
“I have no doubt whatever of �t,” cr�ed Colbert, hast�ly; “I w�ll

guarantee that he does.”
“You are exceed�ngly k�nd,” sa�d Fouquet. “I may depend on �t,

then?”
“Yes, monse�gneur; yes, certa�nly.”
“Then I w�ll cons�der the matter,” yawned Fouquet.
“Accept, accept,” wh�spered Aram�s, eagerly.
“You w�ll cons�der?” repeated Colbert.
“Yes,” repl�ed Fouquet; “�n order to know what day I shall subm�t

my �nv�tat�on to the k�ng.”
“Th�s very even�ng, monse�gneur, th�s very even�ng.”
“Agreed,” sa�d the super�ntendent. “Gentlemen, I should w�sh to

�ssue my �nv�tat�ons; but you know that wherever the k�ng goes, the



k�ng �s �n h�s own palace; �t �s by h�s majesty, therefore, that you must
be �nv�ted.” A murmur of del�ght �mmed�ately arose. Fouquet bowed
and left.

“Proud and dauntless man,” thought Colbert, “you accept, and
yet you know �t w�ll cost you ten m�ll�ons.”

“You have ru�ned me,” wh�spered Fouquet, �n a low tone, to
Aram�s.

“I have saved you,” repl�ed the latter, wh�lst Fouquet ascended
the fl�ght of steps and �nqu�red whether the k�ng was st�ll v�s�ble.



Chapter XLVII. The Orderly Clerk.
The k�ng, anx�ous to be aga�n qu�te alone, �n order to reflect well

upon what was pass�ng �n h�s heart, had w�thdrawn to h�s own
apartments, where M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan had, after h�s conversat�on
w�th Madame, gone to meet h�m. Th�s conversat�on has already
been related. The favor�te, va�n of h�s twofold �mportance, and
feel�ng that he had become, dur�ng the last two hours, the conf�dant
of the k�ng, began to treat the affa�rs of the court �n a somewhat
�nd�fferent manner: and, from the pos�t�on �n wh�ch he had placed
h�mself, or rather, where chance had placed h�m, he saw noth�ng but
love and garlands of flowers around h�m. The k�ng’s love for
Madame, that of Madame for the k�ng, that of Gu�che for Madame,
that of La Vall�ere for the k�ng, that of Mal�corne for Montala�s, that of
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente for h�mself, was not all th�s, truly,
more than enough to turn the head of any court�er? Bes�des, Sa�nt-
A�gnan was the model of court�ers, past, present, and to come; and,
moreover, showed h�mself such an excellent narrator, and so
d�scern�ngly apprec�at�ve that the k�ng l�stened to h�m w�th an
appearance of great �nterest, part�cularly when he descr�bed the
exc�ted manner w�th wh�ch Madame had sought for h�m to converse
about the affa�r of Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. Wh�le the k�ng no
longer exper�enced for Madame any rema�ns of the pass�on he had
once felt for her, there was, �n th�s same eagerness of Madame to
procure �nformat�on about h�m, great grat�f�cat�on for h�s van�ty, from
wh�ch he could not free h�mself. He exper�enced th�s pleasure then,
but noth�ng more, and h�s heart was not, for a s�ngle moment,
alarmed at what Madame m�ght, or m�ght not, th�nk of h�s adventure.
When, however, Sa�nt-A�gnan had f�n�shed, the k�ng, wh�le prepar�ng
to ret�re to rest, asked, “Now, Sa�nt-A�gnan, you know what
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere �s, do you not?”

“Not only what she �s, but what she w�ll be.”
“What do you mean?”



“I mean that she �s everyth�ng that woman can w�sh to be—that
�s to say, beloved by your majesty; I mean, that she w�ll be
everyth�ng your majesty may w�sh her to be.”

“That �s not what I am ask�ng. I do not w�sh to know what she �s
to-day, or what she w�ll be to-morrow; as you have remarked, that �s
my affa�r. But tell me what others say of her.”

“They say she �s well conducted.”
“Oh!” sa�d the k�ng, sm�l�ng, “that �s mere report.”
“But rare enough, at court, s�re, to bel�eve when �t �s spread.”
“Perhaps you are r�ght. Is she well born?”
“Excellently; the daughter of the Marqu�s de la Vall�ere, and

step-daughter of that good M. de Sa�nt-Remy.”
“Ah, yes! my aunt’s major-domo; I remember; and I remember

now that I saw her as I passed through Blo�s. She was presented to
the queens. I have even to reproach myself that I d�d not on that
occas�on pay her the attent�on she deserved.”

“Oh, s�re! I trust that your majesty w�ll now repa�r t�me lost.”
“And the report—you tell me—�s, that Mademo�selle de la

Vall�ere never had a lover.”
“In any case, I do not th�nk your majesty would be much

alarmed at the r�valry.”
“Yet, stay,” sa�d the k�ng, �n a very ser�ous tone of vo�ce.
“Your majesty?”
“I remember.”
“Ah!”
“If she has no lover, she has, at least, a betrothed.”
“A betrothed!”
“What! Count, do you not know that?”
“No.”
“You, the man who knows all the news?”
“Your majesty w�ll excuse me. You know th�s betrothed, then?”
“Assuredly! h�s father came to ask me to s�gn the marr�age

contract: �t �s—” The k�ng was about to pronounce the V�comte de



Bragelonne’s name, when he stopped, and kn�tted h�s brows.
“It �s—” repeated Sa�nt-A�gnan, �nqu�r�ngly.
“I don’t remember now,” repl�ed Lou�s XIV., endeavor�ng to

conceal an annoyance he had some trouble to d�sgu�se.
“Can I put your majesty �n the way?” �nqu�red the Comte de

Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“No; for I no longer remember to whom I �ntended to refer;

�ndeed, I only remember very �nd�st�nctly, that one of the ma�ds of
honor was to marry—the name, however, has escaped me.”

“Was �t Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente he was go�ng to
marry?” �nqu�red Sa�nt-A�gnan.

“Very l�kely,” sa�d the k�ng.
“In that case, the �ntended was M. de Montespan; but

Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente d�d not speak of �t, �t seemed to
me, �n such a manner as would fr�ghten su�tors away.”

“At all events,” sa�d the k�ng, “I know noth�ng, or almost noth�ng,
about Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. Sa�nt-A�gnan, I rely upon you to
procure me every �nformat�on about her.”

“Yes, s�re, and when shall I have the honor of see�ng your
majesty aga�n, to g�ve you the latest news?”

“Whenever you have procured �t.”
“I shall obta�n �t speed�ly, then, �f the �nformat�on can be as

qu�ckly obta�ned as my w�sh to see your majesty aga�n.”
“Well sa�d, count! By the by, has Madame d�splayed any �ll-

feel�ng aga�nst th�s poor g�rl?”
“None, s�re.”
“Madame d�d not get angry, then?”
“I do not know; I only know that she laughed cont�nually.”
“That’s well; but I th�nk I hear vo�ces �n the ante-rooms—no

doubt a cour�er has just arr�ved. Inqu�re, Sa�nt-A�gnan.” The count
ran to the door and exchanged a few words w�th the usher; he
returned to the k�ng, say�ng, “S�re, �t �s M. Fouquet who has th�s
moment arr�ved, by your majesty’s orders, he says. He presented
h�mself, but, because of the lateness of the hour, he does not press



for an aud�ence th�s even�ng, and �s sat�sf�ed to have h�s presence
here formally announced.”

“M. Fouquet! I wrote to h�m at three o’clock, �nv�t�ng h�m to be at
Fonta�nebleau the follow�ng day, and he arr�ves at Fonta�nebleau at
two o’clock �n the morn�ng! Th�s �s, �ndeed, zeal!” excla�med the k�ng,
del�ghted to see h�mself so promptly obeyed. “On the contrary, M.
Fouquet shall have h�s aud�ence. I summoned h�m, and w�ll rece�ve
h�m. Let h�m be �ntroduced. As for you, count, pursue your �nqu�r�es,
and be here to-morrow.”

The k�ng placed h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps; and Sa�nt-A�gnan, h�s
heart br�mful of happ�ness, hast�ly w�thdrew, tell�ng the usher to
�ntroduce M. Fouquet, who, thereupon, entered the k�ng’s apartment.
Lou�s rose to rece�ve h�m.

“Good even�ng, M. Fouquet,” he sa�d, sm�l�ng grac�ously; “I
congratulate you on your punctual�ty; and yet my message must
have reached you late?”

“At n�ne �n the even�ng, s�re.”
“You have been work�ng very hard lately, M. Fouquet, for I have

been �nformed that you have not left your rooms at Sa�nt-Mande
dur�ng the last three or four days.”

“It �s perfectly true, your majesty, that I have kept myself shut up
for the past three days,” repl�ed Fouquet.

“Do you know, M. Fouquet, that I had a great many th�ngs to say
to you?” cont�nued the k�ng, w�th a most grac�ous a�r.

“Your majesty overwhelms me, and s�nce you are so grac�ously
d�sposed towards me, w�ll you perm�t me to rem�nd you of the
prom�se made to grant an aud�ence?”

“Ah, yes! some church d�gn�tary, who th�nks he has to thank me
for someth�ng, �s �t not?”

“Prec�sely so, s�re. The hour �s, perhaps, badly chosen; but the
t�me of the compan�on whom I have brought w�th me �s valuable, and
as Fonta�nebleau �s on the way to h�s d�ocese—”

“Who �s �t, then?”



“The b�shop of Vannes, whose appo�ntment your majesty, at my
recommendat�on, de�gned, three months s�nce, to s�gn.”

“That �s very poss�ble,” sa�d the k�ng, who had s�gned w�thout
read�ng; “and he �s here?”

“Yes, s�re; Vannes �s an �mportant d�ocese; the flock belong�ng
to th�s pastor needed h�s rel�g�ous consolat�on; they are savages,
whom �t �s necessary to pol�sh, at the same t�me that he �nstructs
them, and M. d’Herblay �s unequalled �n such k�nd of m�ss�ons.”

“M. d’Herblay!” sa�d the k�ng, mus�ngly, as �f h�s name, heard
long s�nce, was not, however, unknown to h�m.

“Oh!” sa�d Fouquet, promptly, “your majesty �s not acqua�nted
w�th the obscure name of one of your most fa�thful and valuable
servants?”

“No, I confess I am not. And so he w�shes to set off aga�n?”
“He has th�s very day rece�ved letters wh�ch w�ll, perhaps,

compel h�m to leave, so that, before sett�ng off for that unknown
reg�on called Bretagne, he �s des�rous of pay�ng h�s respects to your
majesty.”

“Is he wa�t�ng?”
“He �s here, s�re.”
“Let h�m enter.”
Fouquet made a s�gn to the usher �n attendance, who was

wa�t�ng beh�nd the tapestry. The door opened, and Aram�s entered.
The k�ng allowed h�m to f�n�sh the compl�ments wh�ch he addressed
to h�m, and f�xed a long look upon a countenance wh�ch no one
could forget, after hav�ng once beheld �t.

“Vannes!” he sa�d: “you are b�shop of Vannes, I bel�eve?”
“Yes, s�re.”
“Vannes �s �n Bretagne, I th�nk?” Aram�s bowed.
“Near the coast?” Aram�s aga�n bowed.
“A few leagues from Bell-Isle, �s �t not?”
“Yes, s�re,” repl�ed Aram�s; “s�x leagues, I bel�eve.”
“S�x leagues; a mere step, then,” sa�d Lou�s XIV.



“Not for us poor Bretons, s�re,” repl�ed Aram�s: “s�x leagues, on
the contrary, �s a great d�stance, �f �t be s�x leagues on land; and an
�mmense d�stance, �f �t be leagues on the sea. Bes�des, I have the
honor to ment�on to your majesty that there are s�x leagues of sea
from the r�ver to Belle-Isle.”

“It �s sa�d that M. Fouquet has a very beaut�ful house there?”
�nqu�red the k�ng.

“Yes, �t �s sa�d so,” repl�ed Aram�s, look�ng qu�etly at Fouquet.
“What do you mean by ‘�t �s sa�d so?’” excla�med the k�ng.
“He has, s�re.”
“Really, M. Fouquet, I must confess that one c�rcumstance

surpr�ses me.”
“What may that be, s�re?”
“That you should have at the head of the d�ocese a man l�ke M.

d’Herblay, and yet should not have shown h�m Belle-Isle.”
“Oh, s�re,” repl�ed the b�shop, w�thout g�v�ng Fouquet t�me to

answer, “we poor Breton prelates seldom leave our res�dences.”
“M. de Vannes,” sa�d the k�ng, “I w�ll pun�sh M. Fouquet for h�s

�nd�fference.”
“In what way, s�re?”
“I w�ll change your b�shopr�c.”
Fouquet b�t h�s l�ps, but Aram�s only sm�led.
“What �ncome does Vannes br�ng you �n?” cont�nued the k�ng.
“S�xty thousand l�vres, s�re,” sa�d Aram�s.
“So tr�fl�ng an amount as that; but you possess other property,

Mons�eur de Vannes?”
“I have noth�ng else, s�re; only M. Fouquet pays me one

thousand two hundred l�vres a year for h�s pew �n the church.”
“Well, M. d’Herblay, I prom�se you someth�ng better than that.”
“S�re—”
“I w�ll not forget you.”
Aram�s bowed, and the k�ng also bowed to h�m �n a respectful

manner, as he was accustomed to do towards women and members



of the Church. Aram�s gathered that h�s aud�ence was at an end; he
took h�s leave of the k�ng �n the s�mple, unpretend�ng language of a
country pastor, and d�sappeared.

“He �s, �ndeed, a remarkable face,” sa�d the k�ng, follow�ng h�m
w�th h�s eyes as long as he could see h�m, and even to a certa�n
degree when he was no longer to be seen.

“S�re,” repl�ed Fouquet, “�f that b�shop had been educated early
�n l�fe, no prelate �n the k�ngdom would deserve the h�ghest
d�st�nct�ons better than he.”

“H�s learn�ng �s not extens�ve, then?”
“He changed the sword for the cruc�f�x, and that rather late �n

l�fe. But �t matters l�ttle, �f your majesty w�ll perm�t me to speak of M.
de Vannes aga�n on another occas�on—”

“I beg you to do so. But before speak�ng of h�m, let us speak of
yourself, M. Fouquet.”

“Of me, s�re?”
“Yes, I have to pay you a thousand compl�ments.”
“I cannot express to your majesty the del�ght w�th wh�ch you

overwhelm me.”
“I understand you, M. Fouquet. I confess, however, to have had

certa�n prejud�ces aga�nst you.”
“In that case, I was �ndeed unhappy, s�re.”
“But they ex�st no longer. D�d you not perce�ve—”
“I d�d, �ndeed, s�re; but I awa�ted w�th res�gnat�on the day when

the truth would preva�l; and �t seems that that day has now arr�ved.”
“Ah! you knew, then, you were �n d�sgrace w�th me?”
“Alas! s�re, I perce�ved �t.”
“And do you know the reason?”
“Perfectly well; your majesty thought that I had been wastefully

lav�sh �n expend�ture.”
“Not so; far from that.”
“Or, rather an �nd�fferent adm�n�strator. In a word, you thought

that, as the people had no money, there would be none for your



majesty e�ther.”
“Yes, I thought so; but I was dece�ved.”
Fouquet bowed.
“And no d�sturbances, no compla�nts?”
“And money enough,” sa�d Fouquet.
“The fact �s that you have been profuse w�th �t dur�ng the last

month.”
“I have more, not only for all your majesty’s requ�rements, but

for all your capr�ces.”
“I thank you, Mons�eur Fouquet,” repl�ed the k�ng, ser�ously. “I

w�ll not put you to the proof. For the next two months I do not �ntend
to ask you for anyth�ng.”

“I w�ll ava�l myself of the �nterval to amass f�ve or s�x m�ll�ons,
wh�ch w�ll be serv�ceable as money �n hand �n case of war.”

“F�ve or s�x m�ll�ons!”
“For the expenses of your majesty’s household only, be �t

understood.”
“You th�nk war probable, M. Fouquet?”
“I th�nk that �f Heaven has bestowed on the eagle a beak and

claws, �t �s to enable h�m to show h�s royal character.”
The k�ng blushed w�th pleasure.
“We have spent a great deal of money these few days past,

Mons�eur Fouquet; w�ll you not scold me for �t?”
“S�re, your majesty has st�ll twenty years of youth to enjoy, and a

thousand m�ll�on francs to lav�sh �n those twenty years.”
“That �s a great deal of money, M. Fouquet,” sa�d the k�ng.
“I w�ll econom�ze, s�re. Bes�des, your majesty as two valuable

servants �n M. Colbert and myself. The one w�ll encourage you to be
prod�gal w�th your treasures—and th�s shall be myself, �f my serv�ces
should cont�nue to be agreeable to your majesty; and the other w�ll
econom�ze money for you, and th�s w�ll be M. Colbert’s prov�nce.”

“M. Colbert?” returned the k�ng, aston�shed.
“Certa�nly, s�re; M. Colbert �s an excellent accountant.”



At th�s commendat�on, bestowed by the traduced on the
traducer, the k�ng felt h�mself penetrated w�th conf�dence and
adm�rat�on. There was not, moreover, e�ther �n Fouquet’s vo�ce or
look, anyth�ng wh�ch �njur�ously affected a s�ngle syllable of the
remark he had made; he d�d not pass one eulog�um, as �t were, �n
order to acqu�re the r�ght of mak�ng two reproaches. The k�ng
comprehended h�m, and y�eld�ng to so much generos�ty and
address, he sa�d, “You pra�se M. Colbert, then?”

“Yes, s�re, I pra�se h�m; for, bes�des be�ng a man of mer�t, I
bel�eve h�m to be devoted to your majesty’s �nterests.”

“Is that because he has often �nterfered w�th your own v�ews?”
sa�d the k�ng, sm�l�ng.

“Exactly, s�re.”
“Expla�n yourself.”
“It �s s�mple enough. I am the man who �s needed to make the

money come �n; he �s the man who �s needed to prevent �t leav�ng.”
“Nay, nay, mons�eur le sur�ntendant, you w�ll presently say

someth�ng wh�ch w�ll correct th�s good op�n�on.”
“Do you mean as far as adm�n�strat�ve ab�l�t�es are concerned,

s�re?”
“Yes.”
“Not �n the sl�ghtest.”
“Really?”
“Upon my honor, s�re, I do not know throughout France a better

clerk than M. Colbert.”
Th�s word “clerk” d�d not possess, �n 1661, the somewhat

subserv�ent s�gn�f�cat�on attached to �t �n the present day; but, as
spoken by Fouquet, whom the k�ng had addressed as the
super�ntendent, �t seemed to acqu�re an �ns�gn�f�cant and petty
character, that at th�s juncture served adm�rably to restore Fouquet
to h�s place, and Colbert to h�s own.

“And yet,” sa�d Lou�s XIV., “�t was Colbert, however, that,
notw�thstand�ng h�s economy, had the arrangement of my fetes here
at Fonta�nebleau; and I assure you, Mons�eur Fouquet, that �n no



way has he checked the expend�ture of money.” Fouquet bowed, but
d�d not reply.

“Is �t not your op�n�on too?” sa�d the k�ng.
“I th�nk, s�re,” he repl�ed, “that M. Colbert has done what he had

to do �n an exceed�ngly orderly manner, and that he deserves, �n th�s
respect, all the pra�se your majesty may bestow upon h�m.”

The word “orderly” was a proper accompan�ment for the word
“clerk.” The k�ng possessed that extreme sens�t�veness of
organ�zat�on, that del�cacy of percept�on, wh�ch p�erced through and
detected the regular order of feel�ngs and sensat�ons, before the
actual sensat�ons themselves, and he therefore comprehended that
the clerk had, �n Fouquet’s op�n�on, been too full of method and order
�n h�s arrangements; �n other words, that the magn�f�cent fetes of
Fonta�nebleau m�ght have been rendered more magn�f�cent st�ll. The
k�ng consequently felt that there was someth�ng �n the amusements
he had prov�ded w�th wh�ch some person or another m�ght be able to
f�nd fault; he exper�enced a l�ttle of the annoyance felt by a person
com�ng from the prov�nces to Par�s, dressed out �n the very best
clothes wh�ch h�s wardrobe can furn�sh, only to f�nd that the
fash�onably dressed man there looks at h�m e�ther too much or not
enough. Th�s part of the conversat�on, wh�ch Fouquet had carr�ed on
w�th so much moderat�on, yet w�th extreme tact, �nsp�red the k�ng
w�th the h�ghest esteem for the character of the man and the
capac�ty of the m�n�ster. Fouquet took h�s leave at a quarter to three
�n the morn�ng, and the k�ng went to bed a l�ttle uneasy and confused
at the �nd�rect lesson he had rece�ved; and a good hour was
employed by h�m �n go�ng over aga�n �n memory the embro�der�es,
the tapestr�es, the b�lls of fare of the var�ous banquets, the
arch�tecture of the tr�umphal arches, the arrangements for the
�llum�nat�ons and f�reworks, all the offspr�ng of the “Clerk Colbert’s”
�nvent�on. The result was, the k�ng passed �n rev�ew before h�m
everyth�ng that had taken place dur�ng the last e�ght days, and
dec�ded that faults could be found �n h�s fetes. But Fouquet, by h�s
pol�teness, h�s thoughtful cons�derat�on, and h�s generos�ty, had
�njured Colbert more deeply than the latter, by h�s art�f�ce, h�s �ll-w�ll,



and h�s persever�ng hatred, had ever yet succeeded �n hurt�ng
Fouquet.





Chapter XLVIII. Fonta�nebleau at Two
o’Clock �n the Morn�ng.

As we have seen, Sa�nt-A�gnan had qu�tted the k�ng’s apartment
at the very moment the super�ntendent entered �t. Sa�nt-A�gnan was
charged w�th a m�ss�on that requ�red d�spatch, and he was go�ng to
do h�s utmost to turn h�s t�me to the best advantage. He whom we
have �ntroduced as the k�ng’s fr�end was �ndeed an uncommon
personage; he was one of those valuable court�ers whose v�g�lance
and acuteness of percept�on threw all other favor�tes �nto the shade,
and counterbalanced, by h�s close attent�on, the serv�l�ty of Dangeau,
who was not the favor�te, but the toady of the k�ng. M. de Sa�nt-
A�gnan began to th�nk what was to be done �n the present pos�t�on of
affa�rs. He reflected that h�s f�rst �nformat�on ought to come from De
Gu�che. He therefore set out �n search of h�m, but De Gu�che, whom
we saw d�sappear beh�nd one of the w�ngs, and who seemed to
have returned to h�s own apartments, had not entered the chateau.
Sa�nt-A�gnan therefore went �n quest of h�m, and after hav�ng turned,
and tw�sted, and searched �n every d�rect�on, he perce�ved
someth�ng l�ke a human form lean�ng aga�nst a tree. Th�s f�gure was
as mot�onless as a statue, and seemed deeply engaged �n look�ng at
a w�ndow, although �ts curta�ns were closely drawn. As th�s w�ndow
happened to be Madame’s, Sa�nt-A�gnan concluded that the form �n
quest�on must be that of De Gu�che. He advanced caut�ously, and
found he was not m�staken. De Gu�che had, after h�s conversat�on
w�th Madame, carr�ed away such a we�ght of happ�ness, that all of
h�s strength of m�nd was hardly suff�c�ent to enable h�m to support �t.
On h�s s�de, Sa�nt-A�gnan knew that De Gu�che had had someth�ng
to do w�th La Vall�ere’s �ntroduct�on to Madame’s household, for a
court�er knows everyth�ng and forgets noth�ng; but he had never
learned under what t�tle or cond�t�ons De Gu�che had conferred h�s
protect�on upon La Vall�ere. But, as �n ask�ng a great many quest�ons
�t �s s�ngular �f a man does not learn someth�ng, Sa�nt-A�gnan



reckoned upon learn�ng much or l�ttle, as the case m�ght be, �f he
quest�oned De Gu�che w�th that extreme tact, and, at the same t�me,
w�th that pers�stence �n atta�n�ng an object, of wh�ch he was capable.
Sa�nt-A�gnan’s plan was as follows: If the �nformat�on obta�ned was
sat�sfactory, he would �nform the k�ng, w�th alacr�ty, that he had
l�ghted upon a pearl, and cla�m the pr�v�lege of sett�ng the pearl �n
quest�on �n the royal crown. If the �nformat�on were unsat�sfactory,—
wh�ch, after all, m�ght be poss�ble,—he would exam�ne how far the
k�ng cared about La Vall�ere, and make use of h�s �nformat�on �n such
a manner as to get r�d of the g�rl altogether, and thereby obta�n all
the mer�t of her ban�shment w�th all the lad�es of the court who m�ght
have the least pretens�ons to the k�ng’s heart, beg�nn�ng w�th
Madame and f�n�sh�ng w�th the queen. In case the k�ng should show
h�mself obst�nate �n h�s fancy, then he would not produce the
damag�ng �nformat�on he had obta�ned, but would let La Vall�ere
know that th�s damag�ng �nformat�on was carefully preserved �n a
secret drawer of her conf�dant’s memory. In th�s manner, he would be
able to a�r h�s generos�ty before the poor g�rl’s eyes, and so keep her
�n constant suspense between grat�tude and apprehens�on, to such
an extent as to make her a fr�end at court, �nterested, as an
accompl�ce, �n try�ng to make h�s fortune, wh�le she was mak�ng her
own. As far as concerned the day when the bombshell of the past
should burst, �f ever there were any occas�on, Sa�nt-A�gnan prom�sed
h�mself that he would by that t�me have taken all poss�ble
precaut�ons, and would pretend an ent�re �gnorance of the matter to
the k�ng; wh�le, w�th regard to La Vall�ere, he would st�ll have an
opportun�ty of be�ng cons�dered the person�f�cat�on of generos�ty. It
was w�th such �deas as these, wh�ch the f�re of covetousness had
caused to dawn �n half an hour, that Sa�nt-A�gnan, the son of earth,
as La Fonta�ne would have sa�d, determ�ned to get De Gu�che �nto
conversat�on: �n other words, to trouble h�m �n h�s happ�ness—a
happ�ness of wh�ch Sa�nt-A�gnan was qu�te �gnorant. It was long past
one o’clock �n the morn�ng when Sa�nt-A�gnan perce�ved De Gu�che,
stand�ng, mot�onless, lean�ng aga�nst the trunk of a tree, w�th h�s
eyes fastened upon the l�ghted w�ndow,—the sleep�est hour of n�ght-
t�me, wh�ch pa�nters crown w�th myrtles and budd�ng popp�es, the
hour when eyes are heavy, hearts throb, and heads feel dull and



langu�d—an hour wh�ch casts upon the day wh�ch has passed away
a look of regret, wh�le address�ng a lov�ng greet�ng to the dawn�ng
l�ght. For De Gu�che �t was the dawn of unutterable happ�ness; he
would have bestowed a treasure upon a beggar, had one stood
before h�m, to secure h�m un�nterrupted �ndulgence �n h�s dreams. It
was prec�sely at th�s hour that Sa�nt-A�gnan, badly adv�sed,—
self�shness always counsels badly,—came and struck h�m on the
shoulder, at the very moment he was murmur�ng a word, or rather a
name.

“Ah!” he cr�ed loudly, “I was look�ng for you.”
“For me?” sa�d De Gu�che, start�ng.
“Yes; and I f�nd you seem�ngly moon-struck. Is �t l�kely, my dear

comte, you have been attacked by a poet�cal malady, and are
mak�ng verses?”

The young man forced a sm�le upon h�s l�ps, wh�le a thousand
confl�ct�ng sensat�ons were mutter�ng def�ance of Sa�nt-A�gnan �n the
deep recesses of h�s heart. “Perhaps,” he sa�d. “But by what happy
chance—”

“Ah! your remark shows that you d�d not hear what I sa�d.”
“How so?”
“Why, I began by tell�ng you I was look�ng for you.”
“You were look�ng for me?”
“Yes: and I f�nd you now �n the very act.”
“Of do�ng what, I should l�ke to know?”
“Of s�ng�ng the pra�ses of Phyll�s.”
“Well, I do not deny �t,” sa�d De Gu�che, laugh�ng. “Yes, my dear

comte, I was celebrat�ng Phyll�s’s pra�ses.”
“And you have acqu�red the r�ght to do so.”
“I?”
“You; no doubt of �t. You; the �ntrep�d protector of every beaut�ful

and clever woman.”
“In the name of goodness, what story have you got hold of

now?”



“Acknowledged truths, I am well aware. But stay a moment; I am
�n love.”

“You?”
“Yes.”
“So much the better, my dear comte; tell me all about �t.” And De

Gu�che, afra�d that Sa�nt-A�gnan m�ght perhaps presently observe
the w�ndow, where the l�ght was st�ll burn�ng, took the comte’s arm
and endeavored to lead h�m away.

“Oh!” sa�d the latter, res�st�ng, “do not take me towards those
dark woods, �t �s too damp there. Let us stay �n the moonl�ght.” And
wh�le he y�elded to the pressure of De Gu�che’s arm, he rema�ned �n
the flower-garden adjo�n�ng the chateau.

“Well,” sa�d De Gu�che, res�gn�ng h�mself, “lead me where you
l�ke, and ask me what you please.”

“It �s �mposs�ble to be more agreeable than you are.” And then,
after a moment’s s�lence, Sa�nt-A�gnan cont�nued, “I w�sh you to tell
me someth�ng about a certa�n person �n who you have �nterested
yourself.”

“And w�th whom you are �n love?”
“I w�ll ne�ther adm�t nor deny �t. You understand that a man does

not very read�ly place h�s heart where there �s no hope of return, and
that �t �s most essent�al he should take measures of secur�ty �n
advance.”

“You are r�ght,” sa�d De Gu�che w�th a s�gh; “a man’s heart �s a
very prec�ous g�ft.”

“M�ne part�cularly �s very tender, and �n that l�ght I present �t to
you.”

“Oh! you are well known, comte. Well?”
“It �s s�mply a quest�on of Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente.”
“Why, my dear Sa�nt-A�gnan, you are los�ng your senses, I

should th�nk.”
“Why so?”
“I have never shown or taken any �nterest �n Mademo�selle de

Tonnay-Charente.”



“Bah!”
“Never.”
“D�d you not obta�n adm�ss�on for Mademo�selle de Tonnay-

Charente �nto Madame’s household?”
“Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente—and you ought to know �t

better than any one else, my dear comte—�s of a suff�c�ently good
fam�ly to make her presence here des�rable, and her adm�ttance very
easy.”

“You are jest�ng.”
“No; and upon my honor I do not know what you mean.”
“And you had noth�ng, then, to do w�th her adm�ss�on?”
“No.”
“You do not know her?”
“I saw her for the f�rst t�me the day she was presented to

Madame. Therefore, as I have never taken any �nterest �n her, as I
do not know her, I am not able to g�ve you the �nformat�on you
requ�re.” And De Gu�che made a movement as though he were
about to leave h�s quest�oner.

“Nay, nay, one moment, my dear comte,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan;
“you shall not escape me �n th�s manner.”

“Why, really, �t seems to me that �t �s now t�me to return to our
apartments.”

“And yet you were not go�ng �n when I—d�d not meet, but found
you.”

“Therefore, my dear comte,” sa�d De Gu�che, “as long as you
have anyth�ng to say to me, I place myself ent�rely at your serv�ce.”

“And you are qu�te r�ght �n do�ng so. What matters half an hour
more or less? W�ll you swear that you have no �njur�ous
commun�cat�ons to make to me about her, and that any �njur�ous
commun�cat�ons you m�ght poss�bly have to make are not the cause
of your s�lence?”

“Oh! I bel�eve the poor ch�ld to be as pure as crystal.”
“You overwhelm me w�th joy. And yet I do not w�sh to have

towards you the appearance of a man so badly �nformed as I seem.



It �s qu�te certa�n that you suppl�ed the pr�ncess’s household w�th the
lad�es of honor. Nay, a song has even been wr�tten about �t.”

“Oh! songs are wr�tten about everyth�ng.”
“Do you know �t?”
“No: s�ng �t to me and I shall make �ts acqua�ntance.”
“I cannot tell you how �t beg�ns; I only remember how �t ends.”
“Very well, at all events, that �s someth�ng.”
“When Ma�ds of Honor happen to run short, Lo!—Gu�che w�ll

furn�sh the ent�re Court.”
“The �dea �s weak, and the rhyme poor,” sa�d De Gu�che.
“What can you expect, my dear fellow? �t �s not Rac�ne’s or

Mol�ere’s, but La Feu�llade’s; and a great lord cannot rhyme l�ke a
beggarly poet.”

“It �s very unfortunate, though, that you only remember the
term�nat�on.”

“Stay, stay, I have just recollected the beg�nn�ng of the second
couplet.”

“Why, there’s the b�rdcage, w�th a pretty pa�r, The charm�ng
Montala�s, and...”

“And La Vall�ere,” excla�med Gu�che, �mpat�ently, and completely
�gnorant bes�des of Sa�nt-A�gnan’s object.

“Yes, yes, you have �t. You have h�t upon the word, ‘La Vall�ere.’”
“A grand d�scovery �ndeed.”
“Montala�s and La Vall�ere, these, then, are the two young g�rls

�n whom you �nterest yourself,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, laugh�ng.
“And so Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente’s name �s not to be

met w�th �n the song?”
“No, �ndeed.”
“And are you sat�sf�ed, then?”
“Perfectly; but I f�nd Montala�s there,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, st�ll

laugh�ng.
“Oh! you w�ll f�nd her everywhere. She �s a s�ngularly act�ve

young lady.”



“You know her?”
“Ind�rectly. She was the protegee of a man named Mal�corne,

who �s a protegee of Man�camp’s; Man�camp asked me to get the
s�tuat�on of ma�d of honor for Montala�s �n Madame’s household, and
a s�tuat�on for Mal�corne as an off�cer �n Mons�eur’s household. Well,
I asked for the appo�ntments, for you know very well that I have a
weakness for that droll fellow Man�camp.”

“And you obta�ned what you sought?”
“For Montala�s, yes; for Mal�corne, yes and no; for as yet he �s

only on tr�al. Do you w�sh to know anyth�ng else?”
“The last word of the couplet st�ll rema�ns, La Vall�ere,” sa�d

Sa�nt-A�gnan, resum�ng the sm�le that so tormented Gu�che.
“Well,” sa�d the latter, “�t �s true that I obta�ned adm�ss�on for her

�n Madame’s household.”
“Ah!” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“But,” cont�nued Gu�che, assum�ng a great coldness of manner,

“you w�ll obl�ge me, comte, not to jest about that name.
Mademo�selle la Baume le Blanc de la Vall�ere �s a young lady
perfectly well-conducted.”

“Perfectly well-conducted do you say?”
“Yes.”
“Then you have not heard the last rumor?” excla�med Sa�nt-

A�gnan.
“No, and you w�ll do me a serv�ce, my dear comte, �n keep�ng

th�s report to yourself and to those who c�rculate �t.”
“Ah! bah! you take the matter up very ser�ously.”
“Yes; Mademo�selle de Vall�ere �s beloved by one of my best

fr�ends.”
Sa�nt-A�gnan started. “Aha!” he sa�d.
“Yes, comte,” cont�nued Gu�che; “and consequently, you, the

most d�st�ngu�shed man �n France for pol�shed courtesy of manner,
w�ll understand that I cannot allow my fr�end to be placed �n a
r�d�culous pos�t�on.”



Sa�nt-A�gnan began to b�te h�s na�ls, part�ally from vexat�on, and
part�ally from d�sappo�nted cur�os�ty. Gu�che made h�m a very
profound bow.

“You send me away,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, who was dy�ng to know
the name of the fr�end.

“I do not send you away, my dear fellow. I am go�ng to f�n�sh my
l�nes to Phyll�s.”

“And those l�nes—”
“Are a quatra�n. You understand, I trust, that a quatra�n �s a

ser�ous affa�r?”
“Of course.”
“And as, of these four l�nes, of wh�ch �t �s composed, I have yet

three and a half to make, I need my und�v�ded attent�on.”
“I qu�te understand. Ad�eu! comte. By the by—”
“What?”
“Are you qu�ck at mak�ng verses?”
“Wonderfully so.”
“W�ll you have qu�te f�n�shed the three l�nes and a half to-morrow

morn�ng?”
“I hope so.”
“Ad�eu, then, unt�l to-morrow.”
“Ad�eu, ad�eu!”
Sa�nt-A�gnan was obl�ged to accept the not�ce to qu�t; he

accord�ngly d�d so, and d�sappeared beh�nd the hedge. The�r
conversat�on had led Gu�che and Sa�nt-A�gnan a good d�stance from
the chateau.

Every mathemat�c�an, every poet, and every dreamer has h�s
own subjects of �nterest. Sa�nt-A�gnan, on leav�ng Gu�che, found
h�mself at the extrem�ty of the grove,—at the very spot where the
outbu�ld�ngs of the servants beg�n, and where, beh�nd the th�ckets of
acac�as and chestnut-trees �nterlac�ng the�r branches, wh�ch were
h�dden by masses of clemat�s and young v�nes, the wall wh�ch
separated the woods from the courtyard was erected. Sa�nt-A�gnan,
alone, took the path wh�ch led towards these bu�ld�ngs; De Gu�che



go�ng off �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. The one proceeded to the flower-
garden, wh�le the other bent h�s steps towards the walls. Sa�nt-
A�gnan walked on between rows of mounta�n-ash, l�lac, and
hawthorn, wh�ch formed an almost �mpenetrable roof above h�s
head; h�s feet were bur�ed �n the soft gravel and th�ck moss. He was
del�berat�ng a means of tak�ng h�s revenge, wh�ch seemed d�ff�cult
for h�m to carry out, and was vexed w�th h�mself for not hav�ng
learned more about La Vall�ere, notw�thstand�ng the �ngen�ous
measures he had resorted to �n order to acqu�re more �nformat�on
about her, when suddenly the murmur of a human vo�ce attracted h�s
attent�on. He heard wh�spers, the compla�n�ng tones of a woman’s
vo�ce m�ngled w�th entreat�es, smothered laughter, s�ghs, and half-
st�lted exclamat�ons of surpr�se; but above them all, the woman’s
vo�ce preva�led. Sa�nt-A�gnan stopped to look about h�m; he
perce�ved from the greatest surpr�se that the vo�ces proceeded, not
from the ground, but from the branches of the trees. As he gl�ded
along under the covered walk, he ra�sed h�s head, and observed at
the top of the wall a woman perched upon a ladder, �n eager
conversat�on w�th a man seated on a branch of a chestnut-tree,
whose head alone could be seen, the rest of h�s body be�ng
concealed �n the th�ck covert of the chestnut. 5



Chapter XLIX. The Labyr�nth.
Sa�nt-A�gnan, who had only been seek�ng for �nformat�on, had

met w�th an adventure. Th�s was �ndeed a p�ece of good luck.
Cur�ous to learn why, and part�cularly what about, th�s man and
woman were convers�ng at such an hour, and �n such a s�ngular
pos�t�on, Sa�nt-A�gnan made h�mself as small as he poss�bly could,
and approached almost under the rounds of the ladder. And tak�ng
measures to make h�mself as comfortable as poss�ble, he leaned h�s
back aga�nst a tree and l�stened, and heard the follow�ng
conversat�on. The woman was the f�rst to speak.

“Really, Mons�eur Man�camp,” she sa�d, �n a vo�ce wh�ch,
notw�thstand�ng the reproaches she addressed to h�m, preserved a
marked tone of coquetry, “really your �nd�scret�on �s of a very
dangerous character. We cannot talk long �n th�s manner w�thout
be�ng observed.”

“That �s very probable,” sa�d the man, �n the calmest and coolest
of tones.

“In that case, then, what would people say? Oh! �f any one were
to see me, I declare I should d�e of very shame.”

“Oh! that would be very s�lly; I do not bel�eve you would.”
“It m�ght have been d�fferent �f there had been anyth�ng between

us; but to �njure myself gratu�tously �s really very fool�sh of me; so,
ad�eu, Mons�eur Man�camp.”

“So far so good; I know the man, and now let me see who the
woman �s,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, watch�ng the rounds of the ladder, on
wh�ch were stand�ng two pretty l�ttle feet covered w�th blue sat�n
shoes.

“Nay, nay, for p�ty’s sake, my dear Montala�s,” cr�ed Man�camp,
“deuce take �t, do not go away; I have a great many th�ngs to say to
you, of the greatest �mportance, st�ll.”



“Montala�s,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan to h�mself, “one of the three.
Each of the three goss�ps had her adventure, only I �mag�ned the
hero of th�s one’s adventure was Mal�corne and not Man�camp.”

At her compan�on’s appeal, Montala�s stopped �n the m�ddle of
her descent, and Sa�nt-A�gnan could observe the unfortunate
Man�camp cl�mb from one branch of the chestnut-tree to another,
e�ther to �mprove h�s s�tuat�on or to overcome the fat�gue consequent
upon h�s �nconven�ent pos�t�on.

“Now, l�sten to me,” sa�d he; “you qu�te understand, I hope, that
my �ntent�ons are perfectly �nnocent?”

“Of course. But why d�d you wr�te me a letter st�mulat�ng my
grat�tude towards you? Why d�d you ask me for an �nterv�ew at such
an hour and �n such a place as th�s?”

“I st�mulated your grat�tude �n rem�nd�ng you that �t was I who
had been the means of your becom�ng attached to Madame’s
household; because most anx�ously des�rous of obta�n�ng the
�nterv�ew you have been k�nd enough to grant me, I employed the
means wh�ch appeared to me most certa�n to �nsure �t. And my
reason for sol�c�t�ng �t, at such an hour and �n such a local�ty, was,
that the hour seemed to me to be the most prudent, and the local�ty
the least open to observat�on. Moreover, I had occas�on to speak to
you upon certa�n subjects wh�ch requ�re both prudence and sol�tude.”

“Mons�eur Man�camp!”
“But everyth�ng I w�sh to say �s perfectly honorable, I assure

you.”
“I th�nk, Mons�eur Man�camp, �t w�ll be more becom�ng �n me to

take my leave.”
“No, no!—l�sten to me, or I w�ll jump from my perch here to

yours; and be careful how you set me at def�ance, for a branch of
th�s chestnut-tree causes me a good deal of annoyance, and may
provoke me to extreme measures. Do not follow the example of th�s
branch, then, but l�sten to me.”

“I am l�sten�ng, and I agree to do so; but be as br�ef as poss�ble,
for �f you have a branch of the chestnut-tree wh�ch annoys you, I



w�sh you to understand that one of the rounds of the ladder �s hurt�ng
the soles of my feet, and my shoes are be�ng cut through.”

“Do me the k�ndness to g�ve me your hand.”
“Why?”
“W�ll you have the goodness to do so?”
“There �s my hand, then; but what are you go�ng to do?”
“To draw you towards me.”
“What for? You surely do not w�sh me to jo�n you �n the tree?”
“No; but I w�sh you to s�t down upon the wall; there, that w�ll do;

there �s qu�te room enough, and I would g�ve a great deal to be
allowed to s�t down bes�de you.”

“No, no; you are very well where you are; we should be seen.”
“Do you really th�nk so?” sa�d Man�camp, �n an �ns�nuat�ng vo�ce.
“I am sure of �t.”
“Very well, I rema�n �n my tree, then, although I cannot be worse

placed.”
“Mons�eur Man�camp, we are wander�ng away from the subject.”
“You are r�ght, we are so.”
“You wrote me a letter?”
“I d�d.”
“Why d�d you wr�te?”
“Fancy, at two o’clock to-day, De Gu�che left.”
“What then?”
“See�ng h�m set off, I followed h�m, as I usually do.”
“Of course, I see that, s�nce you are here now.”
“Don’t be �n a hurry. You are aware, I suppose, that De Gu�che �s

up to h�s very neck �n d�sgrace?”
“Alas! yes.”
“It was the very he�ght of �mprudence on h�s part, then, to come

to Fonta�nebleau to seek those who had at Par�s sent h�m away �nto
ex�le, and part�cularly those from whom he had been separated.”

“Mons�eur Man�camp, you reason l�ke Pythagoras.”



“Moreover, De Gu�che �s as obst�nate as a man �n love can be,
and he refused to l�sten to any of my remonstrances. I begged, I
�mplored h�m, but he would not l�sten to anyth�ng. Oh, the deuce!”

“What’s the matter?”
“I beg your pardon, Mademo�selle Montala�s, but th�s

confounded branch, about wh�ch I have already had the honor of
speak�ng to you, has just torn a certa�n port�on of my dress.”

“It �s qu�te dark,” repl�ed Montala�s, laugh�ng; “so, pray cont�nue,
M. Man�camp.”

“De Gu�che set off on horseback as hard as he could, I follow�ng
h�m, at a slower pace. You qu�te understand that to throw one’s self
�nto the water, for �nstance, w�th a fr�end, at the same headlong rate
as he h�mself would do �t, would be the act e�ther of a fool or a
madman. I therefore allowed De Gu�che to get �n advance, and I
proceeded on my way w�th a commendable slowness of pace,
feel�ng qu�te sure that my unfortunate fr�end would not be rece�ved,
or, �f he had been, that he would r�de off aga�n at the very f�rst cross,
d�sagreeable answer; and that I should see h�m return�ng much
faster than he went, w�thout hav�ng, myself, gone much farther than
R�s or Melun—and that even was a good d�stance you w�ll adm�t, for
�t �s eleven leagues to get there and as many to return.”

Montala�s shrugged her shoulders.
“Laugh as much as you l�ke; but �f, �nstead of be�ng comfortably

seated on the top of the wall as you are, you were s�tt�ng on th�s
branch as �f you were on horseback, you would, l�ke Augustus,
asp�re to descend.”

“Be pat�ent, my dear M. Man�camp; a few m�nutes w�ll soon pass
away; you were say�ng, I th�nk, that you had gone beyond R�s and
Melun.”

“Yes, I went through R�s and Melun, and I cont�nued to go on,
more and more surpr�sed that I d�d not see h�m return�ng; and here I
am at Fonta�nebleau; I look for and �nqu�re after De Gu�che
everywhere, but no one has seen h�m, no one �n the town has
spoken to h�m; he arr�ved r�d�ng at full gallop, he entered the
chateau; and there he has d�sappeared. I have been here at



Fonta�nebleau s�nce e�ght o’clock th�s even�ng �nqu�r�ng for De
Gu�che �n every d�rect�on, but no De Gu�che can be found. I am
dy�ng w�th uneas�ness. You understand that I have not been runn�ng
my head �nto the l�on’s den, �n enter�ng the chateau, as my
�mprudent fr�end has done; I came at once to the servants’ off�ces,
and I succeeded �n gett�ng a letter conveyed to you; and now, for
Heaven’s sake, my dear young lady, rel�eve me from my anx�ety.”

“There w�ll be no d�ff�culty �n that, my dear M. Man�camp; your
fr�end De Gu�che has been adm�rably rece�ved.”

“Bah!”
“The k�ng made qu�te a fuss over h�m.”
“The k�ng, who ex�led h�m!”
“Madame sm�led upon h�m, and Mons�eur appears to l�ke h�m

better than ever.”
“Ah! ah!” sa�d Man�camp, “that expla�ns to me, then, why and

how he has rema�ned. And d�d he not say anyth�ng about me?”
“Not a word.”
“That �s very unk�nd. What �s he do�ng now?”
“In all probab�l�ty he �s asleep, or, �f not asleep, dream�ng.”
“And what have they been do�ng all the even�ng?”
“Danc�ng.”
“The famous ballet? How d�d De Gu�che look?”
“Superb!”
“Dear fellow! And now, pray forg�ve me, Mademo�selle

Montala�s; but all I now have to do �s pass from where I now am to
your apartment.”

“What do you mean?”
“I cannot suppose that the door of the chateau w�ll be opened

for me at th�s hour; and as for spend�ng the n�ght upon th�s branch, I
poss�bly m�ght not object to do so, but I declare �t �s �mposs�ble for
any other an�mal than a boa-constr�ctor to do �t.”

“But, M. Man�camp, I cannot �ntroduce a man over the wall �n
that manner.”



“Two, �f you please,” sa�d a second vo�ce, but �n so t�m�d a tone
that �t seemed as �f �ts owner felt the utter �mpropr�ety of such a
request.

“Good grac�ous!” excla�med Montala�s, “who �s that speak�ng to
me?”

“Mal�corne, Mademo�selle Montala�s.”
And as Mal�corne spoke, he ra�sed h�mself from the ground to

the lowest branches, and thence to the he�ght of the wall.
“Mons�eur Mal�corne! why, you are both mad!”
“How do you do, Mademo�selle Montala�s?” �nqu�red Mal�corne.
“I needed but th�s!” sa�d Montala�s, �n despa�r.
“Oh! Mademo�selle Montala�s,” murmured Mal�corne; “do not be

so severe, I beseech you.”
“In fact,” sa�d Man�camp, “we are your fr�ends, and you cannot

poss�bly w�sh your fr�ends to lose the�r l�ves; and to leave us to pass
the n�ght on these branches �s �n fact condemn�ng us to death.”

“Oh!” sa�d Montala�s, “Mons�eur Mal�corne �s so robust that a
n�ght passed �n the open a�r w�th the beaut�ful stars above h�m w�ll
not do h�m any harm, and �t w�ll be a just pun�shment for the tr�ck he
has played me.”

“Be �t so, then; let Mal�corne arrange matters w�th you �n the
best way he can; I pass over,” sa�d Man�camp. And bend�ng down
the famous branch aga�nst wh�ch he had d�rected such b�tter
compla�nts, he succeeded, by the ass�stance of h�s hands and feet,
�n seat�ng h�mself s�de by s�de w�th Montala�s, who tr�ed to push h�m
back, wh�le he endeavored to ma�nta�n h�s pos�t�on, and, moreover,
he succeeded. Hav�ng taken possess�on of the ladder, he stepped
on �t, and then gallantly offered h�s hand to h�s fa�r antagon�st. Wh�le
th�s was go�ng on, Mal�corne had �nstalled h�mself �n the chestnut-
tree, �n the very place Man�camp had just left, determ�n�ng w�th�n
h�mself to succeed h�m �n the one he now occup�ed. Man�camp and
Montala�s descended a few rounds of the ladder, Man�camp
�ns�st�ng, and Montala�s laugh�ng and object�ng.

Suddenly Mal�corne’s vo�ce was heard �n tones of entreaty:



“I entreat you, Mademo�selle Montala�s, not to leave me here.
My pos�t�on �s very �nsecure, and some acc�dent w�ll be certa�n to
befall me, �f I attempt una�ded to reach the other s�de of the wall; �t
does not matter �f Man�camp tears h�s clothes, for he can make use
of M. de Gu�che’s wardrobe; but I shall not be able to use even those
belong�ng to M. Man�camp, for they w�ll be torn.”

“My op�n�on,” sa�d Man�camp, w�thout tak�ng any not�ce of
Mal�corne’s lamentat�ons, “�s that the best th�ng to be done �s to go
and look for De Gu�che w�thout delay, for, by and by, perhaps, I may
not be able to get to h�s apartments.”

“That �s my own op�n�on, too,” repl�ed Montala�s; “so, go at once,
Mons�eur Man�camp.”

“A thousand thanks. Ad�eu Mademo�selle Montala�s,” sa�d
Man�camp, jump�ng to the ground; “your condescens�on cannot be
repa�d.”

“Farewell, M. Man�camp; I am now go�ng to get r�d of M.
Mal�corne.”

Mal�corne s�ghed. Man�camp went away a few paces, but
return�ng to the foot of the ladder, he sa�d, “By the by, how do I get to
M. de Gu�che’s apartments?”

“Noth�ng eas�er. You go along by the hedge unt�l you reach a
place where the paths cross.”

“Yes.”
“You w�ll see four paths.”
“Exactly.”
“One of wh�ch you w�ll take.”
“Wh�ch of them?”
“That to the r�ght.”
“That to the r�ght?”
“No, to the left.”
“The deuce!”
“No, no, wa�t a m�nute—”
“You do not seem to be qu�te sure. Th�nk aga�n, I beg.”



“You take the m�ddle path.”
“But there are four.”
“So there are. All I know �s, that one of the four paths leads

stra�ght to Madame’s apartments; and that one I am well acqua�nted
w�th.”

“But M. de Gu�che �s not �n Madame’s apartments, I suppose?”
“No, �ndeed.”
“Well, then the path wh�ch leads to Madame’s apartments �s of

no use to me, and I would w�ll�ngly exchange �t for the one that leads
to where M. de Gu�che �s lodg�ng.”

“Of course, and I know that as well; but as for �nd�cat�ng �t from
where we are, �t �s qu�te �mposs�ble.”

“Well, let us suppose that I have succeeded �n f�nd�ng that
fortunate path.”

“In that case, you are almost there, for you have noth�ng else to
do but cross the labyr�nth.”

“Noth�ng more than that? The deuce! so there �s a labyr�nth as
well.”

“Yes, and compl�cated enough too; even �n dayl�ght one may
somet�mes be dece�ved,—there are turn�ngs and w�nd�ngs w�thout
end: �n the f�rst place, you must turn three t�mes to the r�ght, then
tw�ce to the left, then turn once—stay, �s �t once or tw�ce, though? at
all events, when you get clear of the labyr�nth, you w�ll see an
avenue of sycamores, and th�s avenue leads stra�ght to the pav�l�on
�n wh�ch M. de Gu�che �s lodg�ng.”

“Noth�ng could be more clearly �nd�cated,” sa�d Man�camp; “and
I have not the sl�ghtest doubt �n the world that �f I were to follow your
d�rect�ons, I should lose my way �mmed�ately. I have, therefore, a
sl�ght serv�ce to ask of you.”

“What may that be?”
“That you w�ll offer me your arm and gu�de me yourself, l�ke

another— l�ke another—I used to know mythology, but other
�mportant matters have made me forget �t; pray come w�th me,
then?”



“And am I to be abandoned, then?” cr�ed Mal�corne.
“It �s qu�te �mposs�ble, mons�eur,” sa�d Montala�s to Man�camp;

“�f I were to be seen w�th you at such an hour, what would be sa�d of
me?”

“Your own consc�ence would acqu�t you,” sa�d Man�camp,
sentent�ously.

“Imposs�ble, mons�eur, �mposs�ble.”
“In that case, let me ass�st Mal�corne to get down; he �s a very

�ntell�gent fellow, and possesses a very keen scent; he w�ll gu�de me,
and �f we lose ourselves, both of us w�ll be lost, and the one w�ll save
the other. If we are together, and should be met by any one, we shall
look as �f we had some matter of bus�ness �n hand; wh�lst alone I
should have the appearance e�ther of a lover or a robber. Come,
Mal�corne, here �s the ladder.”

Mal�corne had already stretched out one of h�s legs towards the
top of the wall, when Man�camp sa�d, �n a wh�sper, “Hush!”

“What’s the matter?” �nqu�red Montala�s.
“I hear footsteps.”
“Good heavens!”
In fact the fanc�ed footsteps soon became a real�ty; the fol�age

was pushed as�de, and Sa�nt-A�gnan appeared, w�th a sm�le on h�s
l�ps, and h�s hand stretched out towards them, tak�ng every one by
surpr�se; that �s to say, Mal�corne upon the tree w�th h�s head
stretched out, Montala�s upon the round of the ladder and cl�ng�ng to
�t t�ghtly, and Man�camp on the ground w�th h�s foot advanced ready
to set off. “Good-even�ng, Man�camp,” sa�d the comte, “I am glad to
see you, my dear fellow; we m�ssed you th�s even�ng, and a good
many �nqu�r�es have been made about you. Mademo�selle de
Montala�s, your most obed�ent servant.”

Montala�s blushed. “Good heavens!” she excla�med, h�d�ng her
face �n both her hands.

“Pray reassure yourself; I know how perfectly �nnocent you are,
and I shall g�ve a good account of you. Man�camp, do you follow me:
the hedge, the cross-paths, and labyr�nth, I am well acqua�nted w�th



them all; I w�ll be your Ar�adne. There now, your mytholog�cal name
�s found at last.”

“Perfectly true, comte.”
“And take M. Mal�corne away w�th you at the same t�me,” sa�d

Montala�s.
“No, �ndeed,” sa�d Mal�corne; “M. Man�camp has conversed w�th

you as long as he l�ked, and now �t �s my turn, �f you please; I have a
mult�tude of th�ngs to tell you about our future prospects.”

“You hear,” sa�d the comte, laugh�ng; “stay w�th h�m,
Mademo�selle Montala�s. Th�s �s, �ndeed, a n�ght for secrets.” And,
tak�ng Man�camp’s arm, the comte led h�m rap�dly away �n the
d�rect�on of the road Montala�s knew so well, and �nd�cated so badly.
Montala�s followed them w�th her eyes as long as she could perce�ve
them.



Chapter L: How Mal�corne Had Been
Turned Out of the Hotel of the Beau

Paon.
Wh�le Montala�s was engaged �n look�ng after the comte and

Man�camp, Mal�corne had taken advantage of the young g�rl’s
attent�on be�ng drawn away to render h�s pos�t�on somewhat more
tolerable, and when she turned round, she �mmed�ately not�ced the
change wh�ch had taken place; for he had seated h�mself, l�ke a
monkey, upon the wall, the fol�age of the w�ld v�ne and honeysuckle
curled around h�s head l�ke a faun, wh�le the tw�sted �vy branches
represented tolerably enough h�s cloven feet. Montala�s requ�red
noth�ng to make her resemblance to a dryad as complete as
poss�ble. “Well,” she sa�d, ascend�ng another round of the ladder,
“are you resolved to render me unhappy? have you not persecuted
me enough, tyrant that you are?”

“I a tyrant?” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Yes, you are always comprom�s�ng me, Mons�eur Mal�corne;

you are a perfect monster of w�ckedness.”
“I?”
“What have you to do w�th Fonta�nebleau? Is not Orleans your

place of res�dence?”
“Do you ask me what I have to do here? I wanted to see you.”
“Ah, great need of that.”
“Not as far as concerns yourself, perhaps, but as far as I am

concerned, Mademo�selle Montala�s, you know very well that I have
left my home, and that, for the future, I have no other place of
res�dence than that wh�ch you may happen to have. As you,
therefore, are stay�ng at Fonta�nebleau at the present moment, I
have come to Fonta�nebleau.”



Montala�s shrugged her shoulders. “You w�shed to see me, d�d
you not?” she sa�d.

“Of course.”
“Very well, you have seen me,—you are sat�sf�ed; so now go

away.”
“Oh, no,” sa�d Mal�corne; “I came to talk w�th you as well as to

see you.”
“Very well, we w�ll talk by and by, and �n another place than th�s.”
“By and by! Heaven only knows �f I shall meet you by and by �n

another place. We shall never f�nd a more favorable one than th�s.”
“But I cannot th�s even�ng, nor at the present moment.”
“Why not?”
“Because a thousand th�ngs have happened to-n�ght.”
“Well, then, my affa�r w�ll make a thousand and one.”
“No, no; Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente �s wa�t�ng for me �n

our room to commun�cate someth�ng of the very greatest
�mportance.”

“How long has she been wa�t�ng?”
“For an hour at least.”
“In that case,” sa�d Mal�corne, tranqu�lly, “she can wa�t a few

m�nutes longer.”
“Mons�eur Mal�corne,” sa�d Montala�s, “you are forgett�ng

yourself.”
“You should rather say that �t �s you who are forgett�ng me, and

that I am gett�ng �mpat�ent at the part you make me play here �ndeed!
For the last week I have been prowl�ng about among the company,
and you have not once de�gned to not�ce my presence.”

“Have you been prowl�ng about here for a week, M. Mal�corne?”
“L�ke a wolf; somet�mes I have been burnt by the f�reworks,

wh�ch have s�nged two of my w�gs; at others, I have been completely
drenched �n the os�ers by the even�ng damps, or the spray from the
founta�ns,—half-fam�shed, fat�gued to death, w�th the v�ew of a wall
always before me, and the prospect of hav�ng to scale �t perhaps.



Upon my word, th�s �s not the sort of l�fe for any one to lead who �s
ne�ther a squ�rrel, a salamander, nor an otter; and s�nce you dr�ve
your �nhuman�ty so far as to w�sh to make me renounce my cond�t�on
as a man, I declare �t openly. A man I am, �ndeed, and a man I w�ll
rema�n, unless by super�or orders.”

“Well, then, tell me, what do you w�sh,—what do you requ�re,—
what do you �ns�st upon?” sa�d Montala�s, �n a subm�ss�ve tone.

“Do you mean to tell me that you d�d not know I was at
Fonta�nebleau?”

“I?”
“Nay, be frank.”
“I suspected so.”
“Well, then, could you not have contr�ved dur�ng the last week to

have seen me once a day, at least?”
“I have always been prevented, M. Mal�corne.”
“F�ddlest�cks!”
“Ask my compan�on, �f you do not bel�eve me.”
“I shall ask no one to expla�n matters, I know better than any

one.”
“Compose yourself, M. Mal�corne: th�ngs w�ll change.”
“They must �ndeed.”
“You know that, whether I see you or not, I am th�nk�ng of you,”

sa�d Montala�s, �n a coax�ng tone of vo�ce.
“Oh, you are th�nk�ng of me, are you? well, and �s there anyth�ng

new?”
“What about?”
“About my post �n Mons�eur’s household.”
“Ah, my dear Mal�corne, no one has ventured lately to approach

h�s royal h�ghness.”
“Well, but now?”
“Now �t �s qu�te a d�fferent th�ng; s�nce yesterday he has left off

be�ng jealous.”
“Bah! how has h�s jealousy subs�ded?”



“It has been d�verted �nto another channel.”
“Tell me all about �t.”
“A report was spread that the k�ng had fallen �n love w�th some

one else, and Mons�eur was tranqu�ll�zed �mmed�ately.”
“And who spread the report?”
Montala�s lowered her vo�ce. “Between ourselves,” she sa�d, “I

th�nk that Madame and the k�ng have come to a secret
understand�ng about �t.”

“Ah!” sa�d Mal�corne; “that was the only way to manage �t. But
what about poor M. de Gu�che?”

“Oh, as for h�m, he �s completely turned off.”
“Have they been wr�t�ng to each other?”
“No, certa�nly not; I have not seen a pen �n e�ther of the�r hands

for the last week.”
“On what terms are you w�th Madame?”
“The very best.”
“And w�th the k�ng?”
“The k�ng always sm�les at me whenever I pass h�m.”
“Good. Now tell me whom have the two lovers selected to serve

as the�r screen?”
“La Vall�ere.”
“Oh, oh, poor g�rl! We must prevent that!”
“Why?”
“Because, �f M. Raoul Bragelonne were to suspect �t, he would

e�ther k�ll her or k�ll h�mself.”
“Raoul, poor fellow! do you th�nk so?”
“Women pretend to have a knowledge of the state of people’s

affect�ons,” sa�d Mal�corne, “and they do not even know how to read
the thoughts of the�r own m�nds and hearts. Well, I can tell you that
M. de Bragelonne loves La Vall�ere to such a degree that, �f she
dece�ved h�m, he would, I repeat, e�ther k�ll h�mself or k�ll her.”

“But the k�ng �s there to defend her,” sa�d Montala�s.



“The k�ng!” excla�med Mal�corne; “Raoul would k�ll the k�ng as he
would a common th�ef.”

“Good heavens!” sa�d Montala�s; “you are mad, M. Mal�corne.”
“Not �n the least. Everyth�ng I have told you �s, on the contrary,

perfectly ser�ous; and, for my own part, I know one th�ng.”
“What �s that?”
“That I shall qu�etly tell Raoul of the tr�ck.”
“Hush!” sa�d Montala�s, mount�ng another round of the ladder, so

as to approach Mal�corne more closely, “do not open your l�ps to
poor Raoul.”

“Why not?”
“Because, as yet you know noth�ng at all.”
“What �s the matter, then?”
“Why, th�s even�ng—but no one �s l�sten�ng, I hope?”
“No.”
“Th�s even�ng, then, beneath the royal oak, La Vall�ere sa�d

aloud, and �nnocently enough, ‘I cannot conce�ve that when one has
once seen the k�ng, one can ever love another man.’”

Mal�corne almost jumped off the wall. “Unhappy g�rl! d�d she
really say that?”

“Word for word.”
“And she th�nks so?”
“La Vall�ere always th�nks what she says.”
“That pos�t�vely cr�es aloud for vengeance. Why, women are the

ver�est serpents,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Compose yourself, my dear Mal�corne, compose yourself.”
“No, no; let us take the ev�l �n t�me, on the contrary. There �s

t�me enough yet to tell Raoul of �t.”
“Blunderer, on the contrary, �t �s too late,” repl�ed Montala�s.
“How so?”
“La Vall�ere’s remark, wh�ch was �ntended for the k�ng, reached

�ts dest�nat�on.”



“The k�ng knows �t, then? The k�ng was told of �t, I suppose?”
“The k�ng heard �t.”
“Ah�me! as the card�nal used to say.”
“The k�ng was h�dden �n the th�cket close to the royal oak.”
“It follows, then,” sa�d Mal�corne, “that for the future, the plan

wh�ch the k�ng and Madame have arranged, w�ll go as eas�ly as �f �t
were on wheels, and w�ll pass over poor Bragelonne’s body.”

“Prec�sely so.”
“Well,” sa�d Mal�corne, after a moment’s reflect�on, “do not let us

�nterpose our poor selves between a large oak-tree and a great k�ng,
for we should certa�nly be ground to p�eces.”

“The very th�ng I was go�ng to say to you.”
“Let us th�nk of ourselves, then.”
“My own �dea.”
“Open your beaut�ful eyes, then.”
“And you your large ears.”
“Approach your l�ttle mouth for a k�ss.”
“Here,” sa�d Montala�s, who pa�d the debt �mmed�ately �n r�ng�ng

co�n.
“Now let us cons�der. F�rst, we have M. de Gu�che, who �s �n

love w�th Madame; then La Vall�ere, who �s �n love w�th the k�ng;
next, the k�ng, who �s �n love both w�th Madame and La Vall�ere;
lastly Mons�eur, who loves no one but h�mself. Among all these
loves, a noodle would make h�s fortune: a greater reason, therefore,
for sens�ble people l�ke ourselves to do so.”

“There you are w�th your dreams aga�n.”
“Nay, rather w�th real�t�es. Let me st�ll lead you, darl�ng. I do not

th�nk you have been very badly off h�therto?”
“No.”
“Well, the future �s guaranteed by the past. Only, s�nce all here

th�nk of themselves before anyth�ng else, let us do so too.”
“Perfectly r�ght.”
“But of ourselves only.”



“Be �t so.”
“An offens�ve and defens�ve all�ance.”
“I am ready to swear �t.”
“Put out your hand, then, and say, ‘All for Mal�corne.’”
“All for Mal�corne.”
“And I, ‘All for Montala�s,’” repl�ed Mal�corne, stretch�ng out h�s

hand �n h�s turn.
“And now, what �s to be done?”
“Keep your eyes and ears constantly open; collect every means

of attack wh�ch may be serv�ceable aga�nst others; never let anyth�ng
l�e about wh�ch can be used aga�nst ourselves.”

“Agreed.”
“Dec�ded.”
“Sworn to. And now the agreement entered �nto, good-bye.”
“What do you mean by ‘good-bye?’”
“Of course you can now return to your �nn.”
“To my �nn?”
“Yes; are you not lodg�ng at the s�gn of the Beau Paon?”
“Montala�s, Montala�s, you now betray that you were aware of

my be�ng at Fonta�nebleau.”
“Well; and what does that prove, except that I occupy myself

about you more than you deserve?”
“Hum!”
“Go back, then, to the Beau Paon.”
“That �s now qu�te out of the quest�on.”
“Have you not a room there?”
“I had, but have �t no longer.”
“Who has taken �t from you, then?”
“I w�ll tell you. Some l�ttle t�me ago I was return�ng there, after I

had been runn�ng about after you; and hav�ng reached my hotel
qu�te out of breath, I perce�ved a l�tter, upon wh�ch four peasants
were carry�ng a s�ck monk.”



“A monk?”
“Yes, an old gray-bearded Franc�scan. As I was look�ng at the

monk, they entered the hotel; and as they were carry�ng h�m up the
sta�rcase, I followed, and as I reached the top of the sta�rcase I
observed that they took h�m �nto my room.”

“Into your room?”
“Yes, �nto my own apartment. Suppos�ng �t to be a m�stake, I

summoned the landlord, who sa�d that the room wh�ch had been let
to me for the past e�ght days was let to the Franc�scan for the n�nth.”

“Oh, oh!”
“That was exactly what I sa�d; nay, I d�d even more, for I was

�ncl�ned to get out of temper. I went up-sta�rs aga�n. I spoke to the
Franc�scan h�mself, and w�shed to prove to h�m the �mpropr�ety of the
step; when th�s monk, dy�ng though he seemed to be, ra�sed h�mself
upon h�s arm, f�xed a pa�r of blaz�ng eyes upon me, and, �n a vo�ce
wh�ch was adm�rably su�ted for command�ng a charge of cavalry,
sa�d, ‘Turn th�s fellow out of doors;’ wh�ch was done, �mmed�ately by
the landlord and the four porters, who made me descend the
sta�rcase somewhat faster than was agreeable. Th�s �s how �t
happens, dearest, that I have no lodg�ng.”

“Who can th�s Franc�scan be?” sa�d Montala�s. “Is he a
general?”

“That �s exactly the very t�tle that one of the bearers of the l�tter
gave h�m as he spoke to h�m �n a low tone.”

“So that—” sa�d Montala�s.
“So that I have no room, no hotel, no lodg�ng; and I am as

determ�ned as my fr�end Man�camp was just now, not to pass the
n�ght �n the open a�r.”

“What �s to be done, then?” sa�d Montala�s.
“Noth�ng eas�er,” sa�d a th�rd vo�ce; whereupon Montala�s and

Mal�corne uttered a s�multaneous cry, and Sa�nt-A�gnan appeared.
“Dear Mons�eur Mal�corne,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, “a very lucky acc�dent
has brought me back to extr�cate you from your embarrassment.
Come, I can offer you a room �n my own apartments, wh�ch, I can
assure you, no Franc�scan w�ll depr�ve you of. As for you, my dear



lady, rest easy. I already knew Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere’s secret,
and that of Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente; your own you have
just been k�nd enough to conf�de to me; for wh�ch I thank you. I can
keep three qu�te as well as one.” Mal�corne and Montala�s looked at
each other, l�ke ch�ldren detected �n a theft; but as Mal�corne saw a
great advantage �n the propos�t�on wh�ch had been made to h�m, he
gave Montala�s a s�gn of assent, wh�ch she returned. Mal�corne then
descended the ladder, round by round, reflect�ng at every step on the
means of obta�n�ng p�ecemeal from M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan all he m�ght
poss�bly know about the famous secret. Montala�s had already
darted away l�ke a deer, and ne�ther cross-road nor labyr�nth was
able to lead her wrong. As for Sa�nt-A�gnan, he carr�ed off Mal�corne
w�th h�m to h�s apartments, show�ng h�m a thousand attent�ons,
enchanted to have so close at hand the very two men who, even
suppos�ng De Gu�che were to rema�n s�lent, could g�ve h�m the best
�nformat�on about the ma�ds of honor.





Chapter LI. What Actually Occurred at
the Inn Called the Beau Paon.

In the f�rst place, let us supply our readers w�th a few deta�ls
about the �nn called Beau Paon. It owed �ts name to �ts s�gn, wh�ch
represented a peacock spread�ng �ts ta�l. But, �n �m�tat�on of certa�n
pa�nters who bestowed the face of a handsome young man on the
serpent wh�ch tempted Eve, the l�mner of the s�gn had conferred
upon the peacock the features of a woman. Th�s famous �nn, an
arch�tectural ep�gram aga�nst that half of the human race wh�ch
renders ex�stence del�ghtful, was s�tuated at Fonta�nebleau, �n the
f�rst turn�ng on the left-hand s�de, wh�ch d�v�des the road from Par�s,
the large artery that const�tutes �n �tself alone the ent�re town of
Fonta�nebleau. The s�de street �n quest�on was then known as the
Rue de Lyon, doubtless because, geograph�cally, �t led �n the
d�rect�on of the second cap�tal of the k�ngdom. The street �tself was
composed of two houses occup�ed by persons of the class of
tradespeople, the houses be�ng separated by two large gardens
bordered w�th hedges runn�ng round them. Apparently, however,
there were three houses �n the street. Let us expla�n, notw�thstand�ng
appearances, how there were �n fact only two. The �nn of the Beau
Paon had �ts pr�nc�pal front towards the ma�n street; but upon the
Rue de Lyon there were two ranges of bu�ld�ngs d�v�ded by
courtyards, wh�ch compr�sed sets of apartments for the recept�on of
all classes of travelers, whether on foot or on horseback, or even
w�th the�r own carr�ages; and �n wh�ch could be suppl�ed, not only
board and lodg�ng, but also accommodat�on for exerc�se, or
opportun�t�es of sol�tude for even the wealth�est court�ers, whenever,
after hav�ng rece�ved some check at the court, they w�shed to shut
themselves up to the�r own soc�ety, e�ther to devour an affront, or to
brood on revenge. From the w�ndows of th�s part of the bu�ld�ng
travelers could perce�ve, �n the f�rst place, the street w�th the grass
grow�ng between the stones, wh�ch were be�ng gradually loosened



by �t; next the beaut�ful hedges of elder and thorn, wh�ch embraced,
as though w�th�n two green and flowery arms, the house of wh�ch we
have spoken; and then, �n the spaces between those houses,
form�ng the groundwork of the p�cture, and appear�ng an almost
�mpassable barr�er, a l�ne of th�ck trees, the advanced sent�nels of
the vast forest wh�ch extends �n front of Fonta�nebleau. It was
therefore easy, prov�ded one secured an apartment at the angle of
the bu�ld�ng, to obta�n, by the ma�n street from Par�s, a v�ew of, as
well as to hear, the passers-by and the fetes; and, by the Rue de
Lyon, to look upon and to enjoy the calm of the country. And th�s
w�thout reckon�ng that, �n cases of urgent necess�ty, at the very
moment people m�ght be knock�ng at the pr�nc�pal door �n the Rue de
Par�s, one could make one’s escape by the l�ttle door �n the Rue de
Lyon, and, creep�ng along the gardens of the pr�vate houses, atta�n
the outsk�rts of the forest. Mal�corne, who, �t w�ll be remembered,
was the f�rst to speak about th�s �nn, by way of deplor�ng h�s be�ng
turned out of �t, be�ng then absorbed �n h�s own affa�rs, had not told
Montala�s all that could be sa�d about th�s cur�ous �nn; and we w�ll try
to repa�r the om�ss�on. W�th the except�on of the few words he had
sa�d about the Franc�scan fr�ar, Mal�corne had not g�ven any
part�culars about the travelers who were stay�ng �n the �nn. The
manner �n wh�ch they had arr�ved, the manner �n wh�ch they had
l�ved, the d�ff�culty wh�ch ex�sted for every one but certa�n pr�v�leged
travelers, of enter�ng the hotel w�thout a password, or l�v�ng there
w�thout certa�n preparatory precaut�ons, must have struck Mal�corne;
and, we w�ll venture to say, really d�d so. But Mal�corne, as we have
already sa�d, had personal matters of h�s own to occupy h�s attent�on
wh�ch prevented h�m from pay�ng much attent�on to others. In fact, all
the apartments of the hotel were engaged and reta�ned by certa�n
strangers, who never st�rred out, who were �ncommun�cat�ve �n the�r
address, w�th countenances full of thoughtful preoccupat�on, and not
one of whom was known to Mal�corne. Every one of these travelers
had reached the hotel after h�s own arr�val there; each man had
entered after hav�ng g�ven a k�nd of password, wh�ch had at f�rst
attracted Mal�corne’s attent�on; but hav�ng �nqu�red, �n an �nd�screet
manner, about �t, he had been �nformed that the host had g�ven as a
reason for th�s extreme v�g�lance, that, as the town was so full of



wealthy noblemen, �t must also be as full of clever and zealous
p�ckpockets. The reputat�on of an honest �nn l�ke that of the Beau
Paon was concerned �n not allow�ng �ts v�s�tors to be robbed. It
occas�onally happened that Mal�corne asked h�mself, as he thought
matters carefully over �n h�s m�nd, and reflected upon h�s own
pos�t�on �n the �nn, how �t was that they had allowed h�m to become
an �nmate of the hotel, when he had observed, s�nce h�s res�dence
there, adm�ss�on refused to so many. He asked h�mself, too, how �t
was that Man�camp, who, �n h�s op�n�on, must be a man to be looked
upon w�th venerat�on by everybody, hav�ng w�shed to ba�t h�s horse
at the Beau Paon, on arr�v�ng there, both horse and r�der had been
�ncont�nently turned away w�th a nesc�o vos of the most pos�t�ve
character. All th�s for Mal�corne, whose m�nd be�ng fully occup�ed by
h�s own love affa�r and personal amb�t�on, was a problem he had not
appl�ed h�mself to solve. Had he w�shed to do so, we should hardly
venture, notw�thstand�ng the �ntell�gence we have accorded as h�s
due, to say he would have succeeded. A few words w�ll prove to the
reader that no one but Oed�pus �n person could have solved the
en�gma �n quest�on. Dur�ng the week, seven travelers had taken up
the�r abode �n the �nn, all of them hav�ng arr�ved there the day after
the fortunate day on wh�ch Mal�corne had f�xed h�s cho�ce on the
Beau Paon. These seven persons, accompan�ed by a su�table
ret�nue, were the follow�ng:—

F�rst of all, a br�gad�er �n the German army, h�s secretary,
phys�c�an, three servants, and seven horses. The br�gad�er’s name
was the Comte de Wostpur.—A Span�sh card�nal, w�th two nephews,
two secretar�es, an off�cer of h�s household, and twelve horses. The
card�nal’s name was Monse�gneur Herreb�a.—A r�ch merchant of
Bremen, w�th h�s man-servant and two horses. Th�s merchant’s
name was Me�nheer Bonstett.—A Venet�an senator w�th h�s w�fe and
daughter, both extremely beaut�ful. The senator’s name was S�gnor
Mar�n�.—A Scott�sh la�rd, w�th seven h�ghlanders of h�s clan, all on
foot. The la�rd’s name was MacCumnor.— An Austr�an from V�enna
w�thout t�tle or coat of arms, who had arr�ved �n a carr�age; a good
deal of the pr�est, and someth�ng of the sold�er. He was called the
Counc�lor.—And, f�nally, a Flem�sh lady, w�th a man-servant, a lady’s



ma�d, and a female compan�on, a large ret�nue of servants, great
d�splay, and �mmense horses. She was called the Flem�sh lady.

All these travelers had arr�ved on the same day, and yet the�r
arr�val had occas�oned no confus�on �n the �nn, no stoppage �n the
street; the�r apartments had been f�xed upon beforehand, by the�r
cour�ers or secretar�es, who had arr�ved the prev�ous even�ng or that
very morn�ng. Mal�corne, who had arr�ved the prev�ous day, r�d�ng an
�ll-cond�t�oned horse, w�th a slender val�se, had announced h�mself at
the hotel of the Beau Paon as the fr�end of a nobleman des�rous of
w�tness�ng the fetes, and who would h�mself arr�ve almost
�mmed�ately. The landlord, on hear�ng these words, had sm�led as �f
he were perfectly well acqua�nted e�ther w�th Mal�corne or h�s fr�end
the nobleman, and had sa�d to h�m, “S�nce you are the f�rst arr�val,
mons�eur, choose what apartment you please.” And th�s was sa�d
w�th that obsequ�ousness of manners, so full of mean�ng w�th
landlords, wh�ch means, “Make yourself perfectly easy, mons�eur: we
know w�th whom we have to do, and you w�ll be treated accord�ngly.”
These words, and the�r accompany�ng gesture, Mal�corne had
thought very fr�endly, but rather obscure. However, as he d�d not
w�sh to be very extravagant �n h�s expenses, and as he thought that
�f he were to ask for a small apartment he would doubtless have
been refused, on account of h�s want of consequence, he hastened
to close at once w�th the �nnkeeper’s remark, and dece�ve h�m w�th a
cunn�ng equal to h�s own. So, sm�l�ng as a man would do for whom
whatever m�ght be done was but s�mply h�s due, he sa�d, “My dear
host, I shall take the best and the gayest room �n the house.”

“W�th a stable?”
“Yes, w�th a stable.”
“And when w�ll you take �t?”
“Immed�ately �f �t be poss�ble.”
“Qu�te so.”
“But,” sa�d Mal�corne, “I shall leave the large room unoccup�ed

for the present.”
“Very good!” sa�d the landlord, w�th an a�r of �ntell�gence.



“Certa�n reasons, wh�ch you w�ll understand by and by, obl�ge
me to take, at my own cost, th�s small room only.”

“Yes, yes,” sa�d the host.
“When my fr�end arr�ves, he w�ll occupy the large apartment:

and as a matter of course, as th�s larger apartment w�ll be h�s own
affa�r, he w�ll settle for �t h�mself.”

“Certa�nly,” sa�d the landlord, “certa�nly; let �t be understood �n
that manner.”

“It �s agreed, then, that such shall be the terms?”
“Word for word.”
“It �s extraord�nary,” sa�d Mal�corne to h�mself. “You qu�te

understand, then?”
“Yes.”
“There �s noth�ng more to be sa�d. S�nce you understand,—for

you do clearly understand, do you not?”
“Perfectly.”
“Very well; and now show me to my room.”
The landlord, cap �n hand, preceded Mal�corne, who �nstalled

h�mself �n h�s room, and became more and more surpr�sed to
observe that the landlord, at every ascent or descent, looked and
w�nked at h�m �n a manner wh�ch �nd�cated the best poss�ble
�ntell�gence between them.

“There �s some m�stake here,” sa�d Mal�corne to h�mself; “but
unt�l �t �s cleared up, I shall take advantage of �t, wh�ch �s the best
th�ng I can poss�bly do.” And he darted out of h�s room, l�ke a
hunt�ng-dog follow�ng a scent, �n search of all the news and
cur�os�t�es of the court, gett�ng h�mself burnt �n one place and
drowned �n another, as he had told Mademo�selle de Montala�s. The
day after he had been �nstalled �n h�s room, he had not�ced the
seven travelers arr�ve success�vely, who speed�ly f�lled the whole
hotel. When he saw th�s perfect mult�tude of people, of carr�ages,
and ret�nue, Mal�corne rubbed h�s hands del�ghtedly, th�nk�ng that,
one day later, he should not have found a bed to l�e upon after h�s
return from h�s explor�ng exped�t�ons. When all the travelers were



lodged, the landlord entered Mal�corne’s room, and w�th h�s
accustomed courteousness, sa�d to h�m, “You are aware, my dear
mons�eur, that the large room �n the th�rd detached bu�ld�ng �s st�ll
reserved for you?”

“Of course I am aware of �t.”
“I am really mak�ng you a present of �t.”
“Thank you.”
“So that when your fr�end comes—”
“Well!”
“He w�ll be sat�sf�ed w�th me, I hope: or, �f he be not, he w�ll be

very d�ff�cult to please.”
“Excuse me, but w�ll you allow me to say a few words about my

fr�end?”
“Of course, for you have a perfect r�ght to do so.”
“He �ntended to come, as you know.”
“And he does so st�ll.”
“He may poss�bly have changed h�s op�n�on.”
“No.”
“You are qu�te sure, then?”
“Qu�te sure.”
“But �n case you should have some doubt.”
“Well!”
“I can only say that I do not pos�t�vely assure you that he w�ll

come.”
“Yet he told you—”
“He certa�nly d�d tell me; but you know that man proposes and

God d�sposes,—verba volant, scr�pta manent.”
“Wh�ch �s as much to say—”
“That what �s spoken fl�es away, and what �s wr�tten rema�ns;

and, as he d�d not wr�te to me, but contented h�mself by say�ng to
me, ‘I w�ll author�ze you, yet w�thout spec�f�cally �nstruct�ng you,’ you
must feel that �t places me �n a very embarrass�ng pos�t�on.”



“What do you author�ze me to do, then?”
“Why, to let your rooms �f you f�nd a good tenant for them.”
“I?”
“Yes, you.”
“Never w�ll I do such a th�ng, mons�eur. If he has not wr�tten to

you, he has wr�tten to me.”
“Ah! what does he say? Let us see �f h�s letter agrees w�th h�s

words.”
“These are almost h�s very words. ‘To the landlord of the Beau

Paon Hotel,—You w�ll have been �nformed of the meet�ng arranged
to take place �n your �nn between some people of �mportance; I shall
be one of those who w�ll meet w�th the others at Fonta�nebleau.
Keep for me, then, a small room for a fr�end who w�ll arr�ve e�ther
before or after me—’ and you are the fr�end, I suppose,” sa�d the
landlord, �nterrupt�ng h�s read�ng of the letter. Mal�corne bowed
modestly. The landlord cont�nued:

“‘And a large apartment for myself. The large apartment �s my
own affa�r, but I w�sh the pr�ce of the smaller room to be moderate,
as �t �s dest�ned for a fellow who �s deucedly poor.’ It �s st�ll you he �s
speak�ng of, �s he not?” sa�d the host.

“Oh, certa�nly,” sa�d Mal�corne.
“Then we are agreed; your fr�end w�ll settle for h�s apartment,

and you for your own.”
“May I be broken al�ve on the wheel,” sa�d Mal�corne to h�mself,

“�f I understand anyth�ng at all about �t,” and then he sa�d aloud,
“Well, then, are you sat�sf�ed w�th the name?”

“W�th what name?”
“W�th the name at the end of the letter. Does �t g�ve you the

guarantee you requ�re?”
“I was go�ng to ask you the name.”
“What! was the letter not s�gned?”
“No,” sa�d the landlord, open�ng h�s eyes very w�de, full of

mystery and cur�os�ty.



“In that case,” sa�d Mal�corne, �m�tat�ng h�s gesture and h�s
myster�ous look, “�f he has not g�ven you h�s name, you understand,
he must have h�s reasons for �t.”

“Oh, of course.”
“And, therefore, I, h�s fr�end, h�s conf�dant, must not betray h�m.”
“You are perfectly r�ght, mons�eur,” sa�d the landlord, “and I do

not �ns�st upon �t.”
“I apprec�ate your del�cacy. As for myself, as my fr�end told you,

my room �s a separate affa�r, so let us come to terms about �t. Short
accounts make long fr�ends. How much �s �t?”

“There �s no hurry.”
“Never m�nd, let us reckon �t all up all the same. Room, my own

board, a place �n the stable for my horse, and h�s feed. How much
per day?”

“Four l�vres, mons�eur.”
“Wh�ch w�ll make twelve l�vres for the three days I have been

here?”
“Yes, mons�eur.”
“Here are your twelve l�vres, then.”
“But why settle now?”
“Because,” sa�d Mal�corne, lower�ng h�s vo�ce, and resort�ng to

h�s former a�r of mystery, because he saw that the myster�ous had
succeeded, “because �f I had to set off suddenly, to decamp at any
moment, my account would be settled.”

“You are r�ght, mons�eur.”
“I may cons�der myself at home, then?”
“Perfectly.”
“So far so well. Ad�eu!” And the landlord w�thdrew. Mal�corne,

left alone, reasoned w�th h�mself �n the follow�ng manner: “No one
but De Gu�che or Man�camp could have wr�tten to th�s fellow; De
Gu�che, because he w�shes to secure a lodg�ng for h�mself beyond
the prec�ncts of the court, �n the event of h�s success or fa�lure, as
the case m�ght be; Man�camp, because De Gu�che must have
�ntrusted h�m w�th h�s comm�ss�on. And De Gu�che or Man�camp w�ll



have argued �n th�s manner. The large apartment would serve for the
recept�on, �n a bef�tt�ng manner, of a lady th�ckly ve�led, reserv�ng to
the lady �n quest�on a double means of ex�t, e�ther �n a street
somewhat deserted, or closely adjo�n�ng the forest. The smaller
room m�ght e�ther shelter Man�camp for a t�me, who �s De Gu�che’s
conf�dant, and would be the v�g�lant keeper of the door, or De Gu�che
h�mself, act�ng, for greater safety, the part of a master and conf�dant
at the same t�me. Yet,” he cont�nued, “how about th�s meet�ng wh�ch
�s to take place, and wh�ch has actually taken place, �n th�s hotel? No
doubt they are persons who are go�ng to be presented to the k�ng.
And the ‘poor dev�l,’ for whom the smaller room �s dest�ned, �s a tr�ck,
�n order to better conceal De Gu�che or Man�camp. If th�s be the
case, as very l�kely �t �s, there �s only half the m�sch�ef done, for there
�s s�mply the length of a purse str�ng between Man�camp and
Mal�corne.” After he had thus reasoned the matter out, Mal�corne
slept soundly, leav�ng the seven travelers to occupy, and �n every
sense of the word to walk up and down, the�r several lodg�ngs �n the
hotel. Whenever there was noth�ng at court to put h�m out, when he
had wear�ed h�mself w�th h�s excurs�ons and �nvest�gat�ons, t�red of
wr�t�ng letters wh�ch he could never f�nd an opportun�ty of del�ver�ng
to the people they were �ntended for, he returned home to h�s
comfortable l�ttle room, and lean�ng upon the balcony, wh�ch was
f�lled w�th nasturt�ums and wh�te p�nks, for whom Fonta�nebleau
seemed to possess no attract�ons w�th all �ts �llum�nat�ons,
amusements, and fetes.

Th�ngs went on �n th�s manner unt�l the seventh day, a day of
wh�ch we have g�ven such full deta�ls, w�th �ts n�ght also, �n the
preced�ng chapters. On that n�ght Mal�corne was enjoy�ng the fresh
a�r, seated at h�s w�ndow, toward one o’clock �n the morn�ng, when
Man�camp appeared on horseback, w�th a thoughtful and l�stless a�r.

“Good!” sa�d Mal�corne to h�mself, recogn�z�ng h�m at the f�rst
glance; “there’s my fr�end, who �s come to take possess�on of h�s
apartment, that �s to say, of my room.” And he called to Man�camp,
who looked up and �mmed�ately recogn�zed Mal�corne.

“Ah! by Jove!” sa�d the former, h�s countenance clear�ng up,
“glad to see you, Mal�corne. I have been wander�ng about



Fonta�nebleau, look�ng for three th�ngs I cannot f�nd: De Gu�che, a
room, and a stable.”

“Of M. de Gu�che I cannot g�ve you e�ther good or bad news, for
I have not seen h�m; but as far as concerns your room and a stable,
that’s another matter, for they have been reta�ned here for you.”

“Reta�ned—and by whom?”
“By yourself, I presume.”
“By me?”
“Do you mean to say you d�d not take lodg�ngs here?”
“By no means,” sa�d Man�camp.
At th�s moment the landlord appeared on the threshold of the

door.
“I want a room,” sa�d Man�camp.
“D�d you engage one, mons�eur?”
“No.”
“Then I have no rooms to let.”
“In that case, I have engaged a room,” sa�d Man�camp.
“A room s�mply, or lodg�ngs?”
“Anyth�ng you please.”
“By letter?” �nqu�red the landlord.
Mal�corne nodded aff�rmat�vely to Man�camp.
“Of course by letter,” sa�d Man�camp. “D�d you not rece�ve a

letter from me?”
“What was the date of the letter?” �nqu�red the host, �n whom

Man�camp’s hes�tat�on had aroused some susp�c�on.
Man�camp rubbed h�s ear, and looked up at Mal�corne’s w�ndow;

but Mal�corne had left h�s w�ndow and was com�ng down the sta�rs to
h�s fr�end’s ass�stance. At the very same moment, a traveler,
wrapped �n a large Span�sh cloak, appeared at the porch, near
enough to hear the conversat�on.

“I ask you what was the date of the letter you wrote to me to
reta�n apartments here?” repeated the landlord, press�ng the
quest�on.



“Last Wednesday was the date,” sa�d the myster�ous stranger, �n
a soft and pol�shed tone of vo�ce, touch�ng the landlord on the
shoulder.

Man�camp drew back, and �t was now Mal�corne’s turn, who
appeared on the threshold, to scratch h�s ear. The landlord saluted
the new arr�val as a man who recogn�zes h�s true guest.

“Mons�eur,” he sa�d to h�m, w�th c�v�l�ty, “your apartment �s ready
for you, and the stables too, only—” He looked round h�m and
�nqu�red, “Your horses?”

“My horses may or may not arr�ve. That, however, matters but
l�ttle to you, prov�ded you are pa�d for what has been engaged.” The
landlord bowed lower st�ll.

“You have,” cont�nued the unknown traveler, “kept for me �n
add�t�on, the small room I asked for?”

“Oh!” sa�d Mal�corne, endeavor�ng to h�de h�mself.
“Your fr�end has occup�ed �t dur�ng the last week,” sa�d the

landlord, po�nt�ng to Mal�corne, who was try�ng to make h�mself as
small as poss�ble. The traveler, draw�ng h�s cloak round h�m so as to
cover the lower part of h�s face, cast a rap�d glance at Mal�corne, and
sa�d, “Th�s gentleman �s no fr�end of m�ne.”

The landlord started v�olently.
“I am not acqua�nted w�th th�s gentleman,” cont�nued the

traveler.
“What!” excla�med the host, turn�ng to Mal�corne, “are you not

th�s gentleman’s fr�end, then?”
“What does �t matter whether I am or not, prov�ded you are

pa�d?” sa�d Mal�corne, parody�ng the stranger’s remark �n a very
majest�c manner.

“It matters so far as th�s,” sa�d the landlord, who began to
perce�ve that one person had been taken for another, “that I beg you,
mons�eur, to leave the rooms, wh�ch had been engaged beforehand,
and by some one else �nstead of you.”

“St�ll,” sa�d Mal�corne, “th�s gentleman cannot requ�re at the
same t�me a room on the f�rst floor and an apartment on the second.



If th�s gentleman w�ll take the room, I w�ll take the apartment: �f he
prefers the apartment, I w�ll be sat�sf�ed w�th the room.”

“I am exceed�ngly d�stressed, mons�eur,” sa�d the traveler �n h�s
soft vo�ce, “but I need both the room and the apartment.”

“At least, tell me for whom?” �nqu�red Mal�corne.
“The apartment I requ�re for myself.”
“Very well; but the room?”
“Look,” sa�d the traveler, po�nt�ng towards a sort of process�on

wh�ch was approach�ng.
Mal�corne looked �n the d�rect�on �nd�cated, and observed borne

upon a l�tter, the arr�val of the Franc�scan, whose �nstallat�on �n h�s
apartment he had, w�th a few deta�ls of h�s own, related to Montala�s,
and whom he had so uselessly endeavored to convert to humbler
v�ews. The result of the arr�val of the stranger, and of the s�ck
Franc�scan, was Mal�corne’s expuls�on, w�thout any cons�derat�on for
h�s feel�ngs, from the �nn, by the landlord and the peasants who had
carr�ed the Franc�scan. The deta�ls have already been g�ven of what
followed th�s expuls�on; of Man�camp’s conversat�on w�th Montala�s;
how Man�camp, w�th greater cleverness than Mal�corne had shown,
had succeeded �n obta�n�ng news of De Gu�che, of the subsequent
conversat�on of Montala�s w�th Mal�corne, and, f�nally, of the b�llets
w�th wh�ch the Comte de Sa�nt-A�gnan had furn�shed Man�camp and
Mal�corne. It rema�ns for us to �nform our readers who was the
traveler �n the cloak—the pr�nc�pal tenant of the double apartment, of
wh�ch Mal�corne had only occup�ed a port�on—and the Franc�scan,
qu�te as myster�ous a personage, whose arr�val, together w�th that of
the stranger, unfortunately upset the two fr�ends’ plans.



Chapter LII. A Jesu�t of the Eleventh
Year.

In the f�rst place, �n order not to weary the reader’s pat�ence, we
w�ll hasten to answer the f�rst quest�on. The traveler w�th the cloak
held over h�s face was Aram�s, who, after he had left Fouquet, and
taken from a portmanteau, wh�ch h�s servant had opened, a
caval�er’s complete costume, qu�tted the chateau, and went to the
hotel of the Beau Paon, where, by letters, seven or e�ght days
prev�ously, he had, as the landlord had stated, d�rected a room and
an apartment to be reta�ned for h�m. Immed�ately after Mal�corne and
Man�camp had been turned out, Aram�s approached the Franc�scan,
and asked h�m whether he would prefer the apartment or the room.
The Franc�scan �nqu�red where they were both s�tuated. He was told
that the room was on the f�rst, and the apartment on the second
floor.

“The room, then,” he sa�d.
Aram�s d�d not contrad�ct h�m, but, w�th great subm�ss�veness,

sa�d to the landlord: “The room.” And bow�ng w�th respect he
w�thdrew �nto the apartment, and the Franc�scan was accord�ngly
carr�ed at once �nto the room. Now, �s �t not extraord�nary that th�s
respect should be shown by a prelate of the Church for a s�mple
monk, for one, too, belong�ng to a mend�cant order; to whom was
g�ven up, w�thout a request for �t even, a room wh�ch so many
travelers were des�rous of obta�n�ng? How, too, can one expla�n the
unexpected arr�val of Aram�s at the hotel—he who had entered the
chateau w�th M. Fouquet, and could have rema�ned at the chateau
w�th M. Fouquet �f he had l�ked? The Franc�scan supported h�s
removal up the sta�rcase w�thout utter�ng a compla�nt, although �t
was ev�dent he suffered very much, and that every t�me the l�tter
knocked aga�nst the wall or the ra�l�ng of the sta�rcase, he
exper�enced a terr�ble shock throughout h�s frame. And f�nally, when



he had arr�ved �n the room, he sa�d to those who carr�ed h�m: “Help
me to place myself �n that armcha�r.” The bearers of the l�tter placed
�t on the ground, and l�ft�ng the s�ck man up as gently as poss�ble,
carr�ed h�m to the cha�r he had �nd�cated, wh�ch was s�tuated at the
head of the bed. “Now,” he added, w�th a marked ben�gn�ty of
gesture and tone, “des�re the landlord to come.”

They obeyed, and f�ve m�nutes afterwards the landlord
appeared at the door.

“Be k�nd enough,” sa�d the Franc�scan to h�m, “to send these
excellent fellows away; they are vassals of the V�comte de Melun.
They found me when I had fa�nted on the road overcome by the
heat, and w�thout th�nk�ng of whether they would be pa�d for the�r
trouble, they w�shed to carry me to the�r own home. But I know at
what cost to themselves �s the hosp�tal�ty wh�ch the poor extend to a
s�ck monk, and I preferred th�s hotel, where, moreover, I was
expected.”

The landlord looked at the Franc�scan �n amazement, but the
latter, w�th h�s thumb, made the s�gn of the cross �n a pecul�ar
manner upon h�s breast. The host repl�ed by mak�ng a s�m�lar s�gn
on h�s left shoulder. “Yes, �ndeed,” he sa�d, “we d�d expect you, but
we hoped that you would arr�ve �n a better state of health.” And as
the peasants were look�ng at the �nnkeeper, usually so superc�l�ous,
and saw how respectful he had become �n the presence of a poor
monk, the Franc�scan drew from a deep pocket three or four p�eces
of gold wh�ch he held out.

“My fr�ends,” sa�d he, “here �s someth�ng to repay you for the
care you have taken of me. So make yourselves perfectly easy, and
do not be afra�d of leav�ng me here. The order to wh�ch I belong, and
for wh�ch I am travel�ng, does not requ�re me to beg; only, as the
attent�on you have shown me deserves to be rewarded, take these
two lou�s and depart �n peace.”

The peasants d�d not dare to take them; the landlord took the
two lou�s out of the monk’s hand and placed them �n that of one of
the peasants, all four of whom w�thdrew, open�ng the�r eyes w�der
than ever. The door was then closed; and, wh�le the �nnkeeper stood
respectfully near �t, the Franc�scan collected h�mself for a moment.



He then passed across h�s sallow face a hand wh�ch seemed dr�ed
up by fever, and rubbed h�s nervous and ag�tated f�ngers across h�s
beard. H�s large eyes, hollowed by s�ckness and �nqu�etude, seemed
to peruse �n the vague d�stance a mournful and f�xed �dea.

“What phys�c�ans have you at Fonta�nebleau?” he �nqu�red, after
a long pause.

“We have three, holy father.”
“What are the�r names?”
“Lu�n�guet f�rst.”
“The next one?”
“A brother of the Carmel�te order, named Brother Hubert.”
“The next?”
“A secular member, named Gr�sart.”
“Ah! Gr�sart?” murmured the monk, “send for M. Gr�sart

�mmed�ately.”
The landlord moved �n prompt obed�ence to the d�rect�on.
“Tell me what pr�ests are there here?”
“What pr�ests?”
“Yes; belong�ng to what orders?”
“There are Jesu�ts, August�nes, and Cordel�ers; but the Jesu�ts

are the closest at hand. Shall I send for a confessor belong�ng to the
order of Jesu�ts?”

“Yes, �mmed�ately.”
It w�ll be �mag�ned that, at the s�gn of the cross wh�ch they had

exchanged, the landlord and the �nval�d monk had recogn�zed each
other as two aff�l�ated members of the well-known Soc�ety of Jesus.
Left to h�mself, the Franc�scan drew from h�s pocket a bundle of
papers, some of wh�ch he read over w�th the most careful attent�on.
The v�olence of h�s d�sorder, however, overcame h�s courage; h�s
eyes rolled �n the�r sockets, a cold sweat poured down h�s face, and
he nearly fa�nted, and lay w�th h�s head thrown backwards and h�s
arms hang�ng down on both s�des of h�s cha�r. For more than f�ve
m�nutes he rema�ned w�thout any movement, when the landlord
returned, br�ng�ng w�th h�m the phys�c�an, whom he hardly allowed



t�me to dress h�mself. The no�se they made �n enter�ng the room, the
current of a�r, wh�ch the open�ng of the door occas�oned, restored the
Franc�scan to h�s senses. He hurr�edly se�zed hold of the papers
wh�ch were ly�ng about, and w�th h�s long and bony hand concealed
them under the cush�ons of the cha�r. The landlord went out of the
room, leav�ng pat�ent and phys�c�an together.

“Come here, Mons�eur Gr�sart,” sa�d the Franc�scan to the
doctor; “approach closer, for there �s no t�me to lose. Try, by touch
and sound, and cons�der and pronounce your sentence.”

“The landlord,” repl�ed the doctor, “told me I had the honor of
attend�ng an aff�l�ated brother.”

“Yes,” repl�ed the Franc�scan, “�t �s so. Tell me the truth, then; I
feel very �ll, and I th�nk I am about to d�e.”

The phys�c�an took the monk’s hand, and felt h�s pulse. “Oh, oh,”
he sa�d, “a dangerous fever.”

“What do you call a dangerous fever?” �nqu�red the Franc�scan,
w�th an �mper�ous look.

“To an aff�l�ated member of the f�rst or second year,” repl�ed the
phys�c�an, look�ng �nqu�r�ngly at the monk, “I should say—a fever that
may be cured.”

“But to me?” sa�d the Franc�scan. The phys�c�an hes�tated.
“Look at my grey ha�r, and my forehead, full of anx�ous thought,”

he cont�nued: “look at the l�nes �n my face, by wh�ch I reckon up the
tr�als I have undergone; I am a Jesu�t of the eleventh year, Mons�eur
Gr�sart.” The phys�c�an started, for, �n fact, a Jesu�t of the eleventh
year was one of those men who had been �n�t�ated �n all the secrets
of the order, one of those for whom sc�ence has no more secrets, the
soc�ety no further barr�ers to present—temporal obed�ence, no more
trammels.

“In that case,” sa�d Gr�sart, salut�ng h�m w�th respect, “I am �n
the presence of a master?”

“Yes; act, therefore, accord�ngly.”
“And you w�sh to know?”
“My real state.”



“Well,” sa�d the phys�c�an, “�t �s a bra�n fever, wh�ch has reached
�ts h�ghest degree of �ntens�ty.”

“There �s no hope, then?” �nqu�red the Franc�scan, �n a qu�ck
tone of vo�ce.

“I do not say that,” repl�ed the doctor; “yet, cons�der�ng the
d�sordered state of the bra�n, the hurr�ed resp�rat�on, the rap�d�ty of
the pulse, and the burn�ng nature of the fever wh�ch �s devour�ng you
—”

“And wh�ch has thr�ce prostrated me s�nce th�s morn�ng,” sa�d
the monk.

“All th�ngs cons�dered, I shall call �t a terr�ble attack. But why d�d
you not stop on your road?”

“I was expected here, and I was obl�ged to come.”
“Even at the r�sk of your l�fe?”
“Yes, at the r�sk of dy�ng on the way.”
“Very well. Cons�der�ng all the symptoms of your case, I must

tell you that your cond�t�on �s almost desperate.”
The Franc�scan sm�led �n a strange manner.
“What you have just told me �s, perhaps, suff�c�ent for what �s

due to an aff�l�ated member, even of the eleventh year; but for what
�s due to me, Mons�eur Gr�sart, �t �s too l�ttle, and I have a r�ght to
demand more. Come, then, let us be more cand�d st�ll, and as frank
as �f you were mak�ng your own confess�on to Heaven. Bes�des, I
have already sent for a confessor.”

“Oh! I have hopes, however,” murmured the doctor.
“Answer me,” sa�d the s�ck man, d�splay�ng w�th a d�gn�f�ed

gesture a golden r�ng, the stone of wh�ch had unt�l that moment been
turned �ns�de, and wh�ch bore engraved thereon the d�st�ngu�sh�ng
mark of the Soc�ety of Jesus.

Gr�sart uttered loud exclamat�on. “The general!” he cr�ed.
“S�lence,” sa�d the Franc�scan., “you can now understand that

the whole truth �s all �mportant.”
“Monse�gneur, monse�gneur,” murmured Gr�sart, “send for the

confessor, for �n two hours, at the next se�zure, you w�ll be attacked



by del�r�um, and w�ll pass away �n �ts course.”
“Very well,” sa�d the pat�ent, for a moment contract�ng h�s

eyebrows, “I have st�ll two hours to l�ve then?”
“Yes; part�cularly �f you take the pot�on I w�ll send you presently.”
“And that w�ll g�ve me two hours of l�fe?”
“Two hours.”
“I would take �t, were �t po�son, for those two hours are

necessary not only for myself, but for the glory of the order.”
“What a loss, what a catastrophe for us all!” murmured the

phys�c�an.
“It �s the loss of one man—noth�ng more,” repl�ed the

Franc�scan, “for Heaven w�ll enable the poor monk, who �s about to
leave you, to f�nd a worthy successor. Ad�eu, Mons�eur Gr�sart;
already even, through the goodness of Heaven, I have met w�th you.
A phys�c�an who had not been one of our holy order, would have left
me �n �gnorance of my cond�t�on; and, conf�dent that ex�stence would
be prolonged a few days further, I should not have taken the
necessary precaut�ons. You are a learned man, Mons�eur Gr�sart,
and that confers an honor upon us all; �t would have been repugnant
to my feel�ngs to have found one of our order of l�ttle stand�ng �n h�s
profess�on. Ad�eu, Mons�eur Gr�sart; send me the cord�al
�mmed�ately.”

“G�ve me your bless�ng, at least, monse�gneur.”
“In my m�nd, I do; go, go; �n my m�nd, I do so, I tell you—an�mo,

Ma�tre Gr�sart, v�r�bus �mposs�b�le.” And he aga�n fell back on the
armcha�r, �n an almost senseless state. M. Gr�sart hes�tated, whether
he should g�ve h�m �mmed�ate ass�stance, or should run to prepare
the cord�al he had prom�sed. He dec�ded �n favor of the cord�al, for
he darted out of the room and d�sappeared down the sta�rcase. 6



Chapter LIII. The State Secret.
A few moments after the doctor’s departure, the confessor

arr�ved. He had hardly crossed the threshold of the door when the
Franc�scan f�xed a penetrat�ng look upon h�m, and, shak�ng h�s head,
murmured—“A weak m�nd, I see; may Heaven forg�ve me �f I d�e
w�thout the help of th�s l�v�ng p�ece of human �nf�rm�ty.” The
confessor, on h�s s�de, regarded the dy�ng man w�th aston�shment,
almost w�th terror. He had never beheld eyes so burn�ngly br�ght at
the very moment they were about to close, nor looks so terr�ble at
the moment they were about to be quenched �n death. The
Franc�scan made a rap�d and �mper�ous movement of h�s hand. “S�t
down, there, my father,” he sa�d, “and l�sten to me.” The Jesu�t
confessor, a good pr�est, a recently �n�t�ated member of the order,
who had merely seen the beg�nn�ng of �ts myster�es, y�elded to the
super�or�ty assumed by the pen�tent.

“There are several persons stay�ng �n th�s hotel,” cont�nued the
Franc�scan.

“But,” �nqu�red the Jesu�t, “I thought I had been summoned to
l�sten to a confess�on. Is your remark, then, a confess�on?”

“Why do you ask?”
“In order to know whether I am to keep your words secret.”
“My remarks are part of my confess�on; I conf�de them to you �n

your character of a confessor.”
“Very well,” sa�d the pr�est, seat�ng h�mself on the cha�r wh�ch

the Franc�scan had, w�th great d�ff�culty, just left, to l�e down on the
bed.

The Franc�scan cont�nued,—“I repeat, there are several persons
stay�ng �n th�s �nn.”

“So I have heard.”
“They ought to be e�ght �n number.”



The Jesu�t made a s�gn that he understood h�m. “The f�rst to
whom I w�sh to speak,” sa�d the dy�ng man, “�s a German from
V�enna, whose name �s Baron de Wostpur. Be k�nd enough to go to
h�m, and tell h�m the person he expected has arr�ved.” The
confessor, astounded, looked at h�s pen�tent; the confess�on seemed
a s�ngular one.

“Obey,” sa�d the Franc�scan, �n a tone of command �mposs�ble to
res�st. The good Jesu�t, completely subdued, rose and left the room.
As soon as he had gone, the Franc�scan aga�n took up the papers
wh�ch a cr�s�s of the fever had already, once before, obl�ged h�m to
put as�de.

“The Baron de Wostpur? Good!” he sa�d; “amb�t�ous, a fool, and
stra�tened �n means.”

He folded up the papers, wh�ch he thrust under h�s p�llow. Rap�d
footsteps were heard at the end of the corr�dor. The confessor
returned, followed by the Baron de Wostpur, who walked along w�th
h�s head ra�sed, as �f he were d�scuss�ng w�th h�mself the poss�b�l�ty
of touch�ng the ce�l�ng w�th the feather �n h�s hat. Therefore, at the
appearance of the Franc�scan, at h�s melancholy look, and see�ng
the pla�nness of the room, he stopped, and �nqu�red,—“Who has
summoned me?”

“I,” sa�d the Franc�scan, who turned towards the confessor,
say�ng, “My good father, leave us for a moment together; when th�s
gentleman leaves, you w�ll return here.” The Jesu�t left the room,
and, doubtless, ava�led h�mself of th�s momentary ex�le from the
presence of the dy�ng man to ask the host for some explanat�on
about th�s strange pen�tent, who treated h�s confessor no better than
he would a man servant. The baron approached the bed, and w�shed
to speak, but the hand of the Franc�scan �mposed s�lence upon h�m.

“Every moment �s prec�ous,” sa�d the latter, hurr�edly. “You have
come here for the compet�t�on, have you not?”

“Yes, my father.”
“You hope to be elected general of the order?”
“I hope so.”



“You know on what cond�t�ons only you can poss�bly atta�n th�s
h�gh pos�t�on, wh�ch makes one man the master of monarchs, the
equal of popes?”

“Who are you,” �nqu�red the baron, “to subject me to these
�nterrogat�ons?”

“I am he whom you expected.”
“The elector-general?”
“I am the elected.”
“You are—”
The Franc�scan d�d not g�ve h�m t�me to reply; he extended h�s

shrunken hand, on wh�ch gl�ttered the r�ng of the general of the
order. The baron drew back �n surpr�se; and then, �mmed�ately
afterwards, bow�ng w�th the profoundest respect, he excla�med,—“Is
�t poss�ble that you are here, monse�gneur; you, �n th�s wretched
room; you, upon th�s m�serable bed; you, �n search of and select�ng
the future general, that �s, your own successor?”

“Do not d�stress yourself about that, mons�eur, but fulf�l
�mmed�ately the pr�nc�pal cond�t�on, of furn�sh�ng the order w�th a
secret of �mportance, of such �mportance that one of the greatest
courts of Europe w�ll, by your �nstrumental�ty, forever be subjected to
the order. Well! do you possess the secret wh�ch you prom�sed, �n
your request, addressed to the grand counc�l?”

“Monse�gneur—”
“Let us proceed, however, �n due order,” sa�d the monk. “You are

the Baron de Wostpur?”
“Yes, monse�gneur.”
“And th�s letter �s from you?”
“Yes, monse�gneur.”
The general of the Jesu�ts drew a paper from h�s bundle, and

presented �t to the baron, who glanced at �t, and made a s�gn �n the
aff�rmat�ve, say�ng, “Yes, monse�gneur, th�s letter �s m�ne.”

“Can you show me the reply wh�ch the secretary of the grand
counc�l returned to you?”



“Here �t �s,” sa�d the baron, hold�ng towards the Franc�scan a
letter bear�ng s�mply the address, “To h�s excellency the Baron de
Wostpur,” and conta�n�ng only th�s phrase, “From the 15th to the
22nd May, Fonta�nebleau, the hotel of the Beau Paon.—A. M. D. G.”
7

“R�ght,” sa�d the Franc�scan, “and now speak.”
“I have a body of troops, composed of 50,000 men; all the

off�cers are ga�ned over. I am encamped on the Danube. In four days
I can overthrow the emperor, who �s, as you are aware, opposed to
the progress of our order, and can replace h�m by wh�chever of the
pr�nces of h�s fam�ly the order may determ�ne upon.” The Franc�scan
l�stened, unmoved.

“Is that all?” he sa�d.
“A revolut�on throughout Europe �s �ncluded �n my plan,” sa�d the

baron.
“Very well, Mons�eur de Wostpur, you w�ll rece�ve a reply; return

to your room, and leave Fonta�nebleau w�th�n a quarter of an hour.”
The baron w�thdrew backwards, as obsequ�ously as �f he were tak�ng
leave of the emperor he was ready to betray.

“There �s no secret there,” murmured the Franc�scan, “�t �s a
plot. Bes�des,” he added, after a moment’s reflect�on, “the future of
Europe �s no longer �n the hands of the House of Austr�a.”

And w�th a penc�l he held �n h�s hand, he struck the Baron de
Wostpur’s name from the l�st.

“Now for the card�nal,” he sa�d; “we ought to get someth�ng more
ser�ous from the s�de of Spa�n.”

Ra�s�ng h�s head, he perce�ved the confessor, who was awa�t�ng
h�s orders as respectfully as a school-boy.

“Ah, ah!” he sa�d, not�c�ng h�s subm�ss�ve a�r, “you have been
talk�ng w�th the landlord.”

“Yes, monse�gneur; and to the phys�c�an.”
“To Gr�sart?”
“Yes.”
“He �s here, then?”



“He �s wa�t�ng w�th the pot�on he prom�sed.”
“Very well; �f I requ�re h�m, I w�ll call; you now understand the

great �mportance of my confess�on, do you not?”
“Yes, monse�gneur.”
“Then go and fetch me the Span�sh Card�nal Herreb�a. Make

haste. Only, as you now understand the matter �n hand, you w�ll
rema�n near me, for I beg�n to feel fa�nt.”

“Shall I summon the phys�c�an?”
“Not yet, not yet... the Span�sh card�nal, no one else. Fly.”
F�ve m�nutes afterwards, the card�nal, pale and d�sturbed,

entered the l�ttle room.
“I am �nformed, monse�gneur,—” stammered the card�nal.
“To the po�nt,” sa�d the Franc�scan, �n a fa�nt vo�ce, show�ng the

card�nal a letter wh�ch he had wr�tten to the grand counc�l. “Is that
your handwr�t�ng?”

“Yes, but—”
“And your summons?”
The card�nal hes�tated to answer. H�s purple revolted aga�nst the

mean garb of the poor Franc�scan, who stretched out h�s hand and
d�splayed the r�ng, wh�ch produced �ts effect, greater �n proport�on to
the greatness of the person over whom the Franc�scan exerc�sed h�s
�nfluence.

“Qu�ck, the secret, the secret!” sa�d the dy�ng man, lean�ng upon
h�s confessor.

“Coram �sto?” �nqu�red the Span�sh card�nal. 8
“Speak �n Span�sh,” sa�d the Franc�scan, show�ng the l�vel�est

attent�on.
“You are aware, monse�gneur,” sa�d the card�nal, cont�nu�ng the

conversat�on �n Cast�l�an, “that the cond�t�on of the marr�age of the
Infanta w�th the k�ng of France was the absolute renunc�at�on of the
r�ghts of the sa�d Infanta, as well as of K�ng Lou�s XIV., to all cla�m to
the crown of Spa�n.” The Franc�scan made a s�gn �n the aff�rmat�ve.

“The consequence �s,” cont�nued the card�nal, “that the peace
and all�ance between the two k�ngdoms depend upon the



observance of that clause of the contract.” A s�m�lar s�gn from the
Franc�scan. “Not only France and Spa�n,” cont�nued the card�nal,
“but the whole of Europe even, would be v�olently rent asunder by
the fa�thlessness of e�ther party.” Another movement of the dy�ng
man’s head.

“It further results,” cont�nued the speaker, “that the man who
m�ght be able to foresee events, and to render certa�n that wh�ch �s
no more than a vague �dea float�ng �n the m�nd of man, that �s to say,
the �dea of a future good or ev�l, would preserve the world from a
great catastrophe; and the event, wh�ch has no f�xed certa�nty even
�n the bra�n of h�m who or�g�nated �t, could be turned to the
advantage of our order.”

“Pronto, pronto!” murmured the Franc�scan, �n Span�sh, who
suddenly became paler, and leaned upon the pr�est. The card�nal
approached the ear of the dy�ng man, and sa�d, “Well, monse�gneur,
I know that the k�ng of France has determ�ned that, at the very f�rst
pretext, a death for �nstance, e�ther that of the k�ng of Spa�n, or that
of a brother of the Infanta, France w�ll, arms �n hand, cla�m the
�nher�tance, and I have �n my possess�on, already prepared, the plan
of pol�cy agreed upon by Lou�s XIV. for th�s occas�on.”

“And th�s plan?” sa�d the Franc�scan.
“Here �t �s,” returned the card�nal.
“In whose handwr�t�ng �s �t?”
“My own.”
“Have you anyth�ng further to say to me?”
“I th�nk I have sa�d a good deal, my lord,” repl�ed the card�nal.
“Yes, you have rendered the order a great serv�ce. But how d�d

you procure the deta�ls, by the a�d of wh�ch you have constructed
your plan?”

“I have the under-servants of the k�ng of France �n my pay, and I
obta�n from them all the waste papers, wh�ch have been saved from
be�ng burnt.”

“Very �ngen�ous,” murmured the Franc�scan, endeavor�ng to
sm�le; “you w�ll leave th�s hotel, card�nal, �n a quarter of an hour, and
a reply shall be sent you.” The card�nal w�thdrew.



“Call Gr�sart, and des�re the Venet�an Mar�n� to come,” sa�d the
s�ck man.

Wh�le the confessor obeyed, the Franc�scan, �nstead of str�k�ng
out the card�nal’s name, as he had done the baron’s, made a cross
at the s�de of �t. Then, exhausted by the effort, he fell back on h�s
bed, murmur�ng the name of Dr. Gr�sart. When he returned to h�s
senses, he had drunk about half of the pot�on, of wh�ch the
rema�nder was left �n the glass, and he found h�mself supported by
the phys�c�an, wh�le the Venet�an and the confessor were stand�ng
close to the door. The Venet�an subm�tted to the same formal�t�es as
h�s two predecessors, hes�tated as they had done at the s�ght of the
two strangers, but h�s conf�dence restored by the order of the
general, he revealed that the pope, terr�f�ed at the power of the order,
was weav�ng a plot for the general expuls�on of the Jesu�ts, and was
tamper�ng w�th the d�fferent courts of Europe �n order to obta�n the�r
ass�stance. He descr�bed the pont�ff’s aux�l�ar�es, h�s means of
act�on, and �nd�cated the part�cular local�ty �n the Arch�pelago where,
by a sudden surpr�se, two card�nals, adepts of the eleventh year,
and, consequently, h�gh �n author�ty, were to be transported, together
w�th th�rty-two of the pr�nc�pal aff�l�ated members of Rome. The
Franc�scan thanked the S�gnor Mar�n�. It was by no means a sl�ght
serv�ce he had rendered the soc�ety by denounc�ng th�s pont�f�cal
project. The Venet�an thereupon rece�ved d�rect�ons to set off �n a
quarter of an hour, and left as rad�ant as �f he already possessed the
r�ng, the s�gn of the supreme author�ty of the soc�ety. As, however,
he was depart�ng, the Franc�scan murmured to h�mself: “All these
men are e�ther sp�es, or a sort of pol�ce, not one of them a general;
they have all d�scovered a plot, but not one of them a secret. It �s not
by means of ru�n, or war, or force, that the Soc�ety of Jesus �s to be
governed, but by that myster�ous �nfluence moral super�or�ty alone
confers. No, the man �s not yet found, and to complete the
m�sfortune, Heaven str�kes me down, and I am dy�ng. Oh! must the
soc�ety �ndeed fall w�th me for want of a column to support �t? Must
death, wh�ch �s wa�t�ng for me, swallow up w�th me the future of the
order; that future wh�ch ten years more of my own l�fe would have
rendered eternal? for that future, w�th the re�gn of the new k�ng, �s
open�ng rad�ant and full of splendor.” These words, wh�ch had been



half-reflected, half-pronounced aloud, were l�stened to by the Jesu�t
confessor w�th a terror s�m�lar to that w�th wh�ch one l�stens to the
wander�ngs of a person attacked by fever, wh�lst Gr�sart, w�th a m�nd
of h�gher order, devoured them as the revelat�ons of an unknown
world, �n wh�ch h�s looks were plunged w�thout ab�l�ty to comprehend.
Suddenly the Franc�scan recovered h�mself.

“Let us f�n�sh th�s,” he sa�d; “death �s approach�ng. Oh! just now I
was dy�ng res�gnedly, for I hoped... wh�le now I s�nk �n despa�r,
unless those who rema�n... Gr�sart, Gr�sart, g�ve me to l�ve a s�ngle
hour longer.”

Gr�sart approached the dy�ng monk, and made h�m swallow a
few drops, not of the pot�on wh�ch was st�ll left �n the glass, but of the
contents of a small bottle he had upon h�s person.

“Call the Scotchman!” excla�med the Franc�scan; “call the
Bremen merchant. Call, call qu�ckly. I am dy�ng. I am suffocated.”

The confessor darted forward to seek ass�stance, as �f there had
been any human strength wh�ch could hold back the hand of death,
wh�ch was we�gh�ng down the s�ck man; but, at the threshold of the
door, he found Aram�s, who, w�th h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps, l�ke the statue
of Harpocrates, the god of s�lence, by a look mot�oned h�m back to
the end of the apartment. The phys�c�an and the confessor, after
hav�ng consulted each other by looks, made a movement as �f to
push Aram�s as�de, who, however, w�th two s�gns of the cross, each
made �n a d�fferent manner, transf�xed them both �n the�r places.

“A ch�ef!” they both murmured.
Aram�s slowly advanced �nto the room where the dy�ng man was

struggl�ng aga�nst the f�rst attack of the agony wh�ch had se�zed h�m.
As for the Franc�scan, whether ow�ng to the effect of the el�x�r, or
whether the appearance of Aram�s had restored h�s strength, he
made a movement, and h�s eyes glar�ng, h�s mouth half open, and
h�s ha�r damp w�th sweat, sat up upon the bed. Aram�s felt that the
a�r of the room was st�fl�ng; the w�ndows were closed; the f�re was
burn�ng upon the hearth; a pa�r of candles of yellow wax were
gutter�ng down �n the copper candlest�cks, and st�ll further �ncreased,
by the�r th�ck smoke, the temperature of the room. Aram�s opened
the w�ndow, and f�x�ng upon the dy�ng man a look full of �ntell�gence



and respect, sa�d to h�m: “Monse�gneur, pray forg�ve my com�ng �n
th�s manner, before you summoned me, but your state alarms me,
and I thought you m�ght poss�bly d�e before you had seen me, for I
am but the s�xth upon your l�st.”

The dy�ng man started and looked at the l�st.
“You are, therefore, he who was formerly called Aram�s, and

s�nce, the Cheval�er d’Herblay? You are the b�shop of Vannes?”
“Yes, my lord.”
“I know you, I have seen you.”
“At the last jub�lee, we were w�th the Holy Father together.”
“Yes, yes, I remember; and you place yourself on the l�st of

cand�dates?”
“Monse�gneur, I have heard �t sa�d that the order requ�red to

become possessed of a great state secret, and know�ng that from
modesty you had �n ant�c�pat�on res�gned your funct�ons �n favor of
the person who should be the depos�tary of such a secret, I wrote to
say that I was ready to compete, possess�ng alone a secret I bel�eve
to be �mportant.”

“Speak,” sa�d the Franc�scan; “I am ready to l�sten to you, and to
judge the �mportance of the secret.”

“A secret of the value of that wh�ch I have the honor to conf�de
to you cannot be commun�cated by word of mouth. Any �dea wh�ch,
when once expressed, has thereby lost �ts safeguard, and has
become vulgar�zed by any man�festat�on or commun�cat�on of �t
whatever, no longer �s the property of h�m who gave �t b�rth. My
words may be overheard by some l�stener, or perhaps by an enemy;
one ought not, therefore, to speak at random, for, �n such a case, the
secret would cease to be one.”

“How do you propose, then, to convey your secret?” �nqu�red the
dy�ng monk.

W�th one hand Aram�s s�gned to the phys�c�an and the confessor
to w�thdraw, and w�th the other he handed to the Franc�scan a paper
enclosed �n a double envelope.

“Is not wr�t�ng more dangerous st�ll than language?”



“No, my lord,” sa�d Aram�s, “for you w�ll f�nd w�th�n th�s envelope
characters wh�ch you and I alone can understand.” The Franc�scan
looked at Aram�s w�th an aston�shment wh�ch momentar�ly
�ncreased.

“It �s a c�pher,” cont�nued the latter, “wh�ch you used �n 1655,
and wh�ch your secretary, Juan Jujan, who �s dead, could alone
dec�pher, �f he were restored to l�fe.”

“You knew th�s c�pher, then?”
“It was I who taught �t h�m,” sa�d Aram�s, bow�ng w�th a

gracefulness full of respect, and advanc�ng towards the door as �f to
leave the room: but a gesture of the Franc�scan accompan�ed by a
cry for h�m to rema�n, restra�ned h�m.

“Ecce homo!” he excla�med; then read�ng the paper a second
t�me, he called out, “Approach, approach qu�ckly!”

Aram�s returned to the s�de of the Franc�scan, w�th the same
calm countenance and the same respectful manner, unchanged. The
Franc�scan, extend�ng h�s arm, burnt by the flame of the candle the
paper wh�ch Aram�s had handed h�m. Then, tak�ng hold of Aram�s’s
hand, he drew h�m towards h�m, and �nqu�red: “In what manner and
by whose means could you poss�bly become acqua�nted w�th such a
secret?”

“Through Madame de Chevreuse, the �nt�mate fr�end and
conf�dante of the queen.”

“And Madame de Chevreuse—”
“Is dead.”
“D�d any others know �t?”
“A man and a woman only, and they of the lower classes.”
“Who are they?”
“Persons who had brought h�m up.”
“What has become of them?”
“Dead also. Th�s secret burns l�ke v�tr�ol.”
“But you surv�ve?”
“No one �s aware that I know �t.”



“And for what length of t�me have you possessed th�s secret?”
“For the last f�fteen years.”
“And you have kept �t?”
“I w�shed to l�ve.”
“And you g�ve �t to the order w�thout amb�t�on, w�thout

acknowledgement?”
“I g�ve �t to the order w�th amb�t�on and w�th a hope of return,”

sa�d Aram�s; “for �f you l�ve, my lord, you w�ll make of me, now you
know me, what I can and ought to be.”

“And as I am dy�ng,” excla�med the Franc�scan, “I const�tute you
my successor... Thus.” And draw�ng off the r�ng, he passed �t on
Aram�s’s f�nger. Then, turn�ng towards the two spectators of th�s
scene, he sa�d: “Be ye w�tnesses of th�s, and test�fy, �f need be, that,
s�ck �n body, but sound �n m�nd, I have freely and voluntar�ly
bestowed th�s r�ng, the token of supreme author�ty, upon
Monse�gneur d’Herblay, b�shop of Vannes, whom I nom�nate my
successor, and before whom I, an humble s�nner, about to appear
before Heaven, prostrate myself, as an example for all to follow.”
And the Franc�scan bowed lowly and subm�ss�vely, wh�lst the
phys�c�an and the Jesu�t fell on the�r knees. Aram�s, even wh�le he
became paler than the dy�ng man h�mself, bent h�s looks
success�vely upon all the actors of th�s scene. Profoundly grat�f�ed
amb�t�on flowed w�th l�fe-blood towards h�s heart.

“We must lose no t�me,” sa�d the Franc�scan; “what I had st�ll to
do on earth was urgent. I shall never succeed �n carry�ng �t out.”

“I w�ll do �t,” sa�d Aram�s.
“It �s well,” sa�d the Franc�scan, and then turn�ng towards the

Jesu�t and the doctor, he added, “Leave us alone,” a d�rect�on they
�nstantly obeyed.

“W�th th�s s�gn,” he sa�d, “you are the man needed to shake the
world from one end to the other; w�th th�s s�gn you w�ll overthrow;
w�th th�s s�gn you w�ll ed�fy; �n hoc s�gno v�nces!” 9

“Close the door,” cont�nued the Franc�scan after a pause.
Aram�s shut and bolted the door, and returned to the s�de of the
Franc�scan.



“The pope �s consp�r�ng aga�nst the order,” sa�d the monk; “the
pope must d�e.”

“He shall d�e,” sa�d Aram�s, qu�etly.
“Seven hundred thousand l�vres are ow�ng to a Bremen

merchant of the name of Bonstett, who came here to get the
guarantee of my s�gnature.”

“He shall be pa�d,” sa�d Aram�s.
“S�x kn�ghts of Malta, whose names are wr�tten here, have

d�scovered, by the �nd�scret�on of one of the aff�l�ated of the eleventh
year, the three myster�es; �t must be ascerta�ned what else these
men have done w�th the secret, to get �t back aga�n and bury �t.”

“It shall be done.”
“Three dangerous aff�l�ated members must be sent away �nto

T�bet, there to per�sh; they stand condemned. Here are the�r names.”
“I w�ll see that the sentence be carr�ed out.”
“Lastly, there �s a lady at Anvers, grand-n�ece of Rava�llac; she

holds certa�n papers �n her hands that comprom�se the order. There
has been payable to the fam�ly dur�ng the last f�fty-one years a
pens�on of f�fty thousand l�vres. The pens�on �s a heavy one, and the
order �s not wealthy. Redeem the papers, for a sum of money pa�d
down, or, �n case of refusal, stop the pens�on—but run no r�sk.”

“I w�ll qu�ckly dec�de what �s best to be done,” sa�d Aram�s.
“A vessel chartered from L�ma entered the port of L�sbon last

week; ostens�bly �t �s laden w�th chocolate, �n real�ty w�th gold. Every
�ngot �s concealed by a coat�ng of chocolate. The vessel belongs to
the order; �t �s worth seventeen m�ll�ons of l�vres; you w�ll see that �t �s
cla�med; here are the b�lls of land�ng.”

“To what port shall I d�rect �t to be taken?”
“To Bayonne.”
“Before three weeks are over �t shall be there, w�nd and weather

perm�tt�ng. Is that all?” The Franc�scan made a s�gn �n the
aff�rmat�ve, for he could no longer speak; the blood rushed to h�s
throat and h�s head, and gushed from h�s mouth, h�s nostr�ls, and h�s
eyes. The dy�ng man had barely t�me to press Aram�s’s hand, when



he fell �n convuls�ons from h�s bed upon the floor. Aram�s placed h�s
hand upon the Franc�scan’s heart, but �t had ceased to beat. As he
stooped down, Aram�s observed that a fragment of the paper he had
g�ven the Franc�scan had escaped be�ng burnt. He p�cked �t up, and
burnt �t to the last atom. Then, summon�ng the confessor and the
phys�c�an, he sa�d to the former: “Your pen�tent �s �n heaven; he
needs noth�ng more than prayers and the bur�al bestowed upon the
p�ous dead. Go and prepare what �s necessary for a s�mple
�nterment, such as a poor monk only would requ�re. Go.”

The Jesu�t left the room. Then, turn�ng towards the phys�c�an,
and observ�ng h�s pale and anx�ous face, he sa�d, �n a low tone of
vo�ce: “Mons�eur Gr�sart, empty and clean th�s glass; there �s too
much left �n �t of what the grand counc�l des�red you to put �n.”

Gr�sart, amazed, overcome, completely astounded, almost fell
backwards �n h�s extreme terror. Aram�s shrugged h�s shoulders �n
s�gn of p�ty, took the glass, and poured out the contents among the
ashes of the hearth. He then left the room, carry�ng the papers of the
dead man w�th h�m.





Chapter LIV. A M�ss�on.
The next day, or rather the same day (for the events we have

just descr�bed were concluded only at three o’clock �n the morn�ng),
before breakfast was served, and as the k�ng was prepar�ng to go to
mass w�th the two queens; as Mons�eur, w�th the Cheval�er de
Lorra�ne, and a few other �nt�mate compan�ons, was mount�ng h�s
horse to set off for the r�ver, to take one of those celebrated baths
w�th wh�ch the lad�es of the court were so �nfatuated, as, �n fact, no
one rema�ned �n the chateau, w�th the except�on of Madame who,
under the pretext of �nd�spos�t�on, would not leave her room;
Montala�s was seen, or rather not was not seen, to gl�de stealth�ly
out of the room appropr�ated to the ma�ds of honor, lead�ng La
Vall�ere after her, who tr�ed to conceal herself as much as poss�ble,
and both of them, hurry�ng secretly through the gardens, succeeded,
look�ng round them at every step they took, �n reach�ng the th�cket.
The weather was cloudy, a warm breeze bowed the flowers and the
shrubs, the burn�ng dust, swept along �n clouds by the w�nd, was
wh�rled �n edd�es towards the trees. Montala�s, who, dur�ng the�r
progress, had d�scharged the funct�ons of a clever scout, advanced a
few steps further, and turn�ng round aga�n, to be qu�te sure that no
one was e�ther l�sten�ng or approach�ng, sa�d to her compan�on,
“Thank goodness, we are qu�te alone! S�nce yesterday every one
sp�es on us here, and a c�rcle seems to be drawn round us, as �f we
were plague-str�cken.” La Vall�ere bent down her head and s�ghed. “It
�s pos�t�vely unheard of,” cont�nued Montala�s; “from M. Mal�corne to
M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan, every one w�shes to get hold of our secret.
Come, Lou�se, let us take counsel, you and I, together, �n order that I
may know what to do.”

La Vall�ere l�fted towards her compan�on her beaut�ful eyes, pure
and deep as the azure of a spr�ng sky, “And I,” she sa�d, “w�ll ask you
why we have been summoned to Madame’s own room? Why have
we slept close to her apartment, �nstead of sleep�ng as usual �n our



own? Why d�d you return so late, and whence are these measures of
str�ct superv�s�on wh�ch have been adopted s�nce th�s morn�ng, w�th
respect to us both?”

“My dear Lou�se, you answer my quest�on by another, or rather,
by ten others, wh�ch �s not answer�ng me at all. I w�ll tell you all you
want to know later, and as �t �s of secondary �mportance, you can
wa�t. What I ask you—for everyth�ng w�ll depend upon that—�s,
whether there �s or �s not any secret?”

“I do not know �f there �s any secret,” sa�d La Vall�ere; “but I do
know, for my part at least, that there has been great �mprudence
comm�tted. S�nce the fool�sh remark I made, and my st�ll more s�lly
fa�nt�ng yesterday, every one here �s mak�ng remarks about us.”

“Speak for yourself,” sa�d Montala�s, laugh�ng, “speak for
yourself and for Tonnay-Charente; for both of you made your
declarat�ons of love to the sk�es, wh�ch unfortunately were
�ntercepted.”

La Vall�ere hung down her head. “Really you overwhelm me,”
she sa�d.

“I?”
“Yes, you torture me w�th your jests.”
“L�sten to me, Lou�se. These are no jests, for noth�ng �s more

ser�ous; on the contrary, I d�d not drag you out of the chateau; I d�d
not m�ss attend�ng mass; I d�d not pretend to have a cold, as
Madame d�d, wh�ch she has no more than I have; and, lastly, I d�d
not d�splay ten t�mes more d�plomacy than M. Colbert �nher�ted from
M. de Mazar�n, and makes use of w�th respect to M. Fouquet, �n
order to f�nd means of conf�d�ng my perplex�t�es to you, for the sole
end and purpose that, when at last we were alone, w�th no one to
l�sten to us, you should deal hypocr�t�cally w�th me. No, no; bel�eve
me, that when I ask you a quest�on, �t �s not from cur�os�ty alone, but
really because the pos�t�on �s a cr�t�cal one. What you sa�d yesterday
�s now known,—�t �s a text on wh�ch every one �s d�scours�ng. Every
one embell�shes �t to the utmost, and accord�ng to h�s own fancy; you
had the honor last n�ght, and you have �t st�ll to-day, of occupy�ng the
whole court, my dear Lou�se; and the number of tender and w�tty
remarks wh�ch have been ascr�bed to you, would make



Mademo�selle de Scudery and her brother burst from very sp�te, �f
they were fa�thfully reported.”

“But, dearest Montala�s,” sa�d the poor g�rl, “you know better
than any one exactly what I sa�d, s�nce you were present when I sa�d
�t.”

“Yes, I know. But that �s not the quest�on. I have not forgotten a
s�ngle syllable you uttered, but d�d you th�nk what you were say�ng?”

Lou�se became confused. “What,” she excla�med, “more
quest�ons st�ll! Oh, heavens! when I would g�ve the world to forget
what I d�d say, how does �t happen that every one does all he
poss�bly can to rem�nd me of �t? Oh, th�s �s �ndeed terr�ble!”

“What �s?”
“To have a fr�end who ought to spare me, who m�ght adv�se me

and help me to save myself, and yet who �s undo�ng me—�s k�ll�ng
me.”

“There, there, that w�ll do,” sa�d Montala�s; “after hav�ng sa�d too
l�ttle, you now say too much. No one th�nks of k�ll�ng you, nor even of
robb�ng you, even of your secret; I w�sh to have �t voluntar�ly, and �n
no other way; for the quest�on does not concern your own affa�rs
only, but ours also; and Tonnay-Charente would tell you as I do, �f
she were here. For, the fact �s, that last even�ng she w�shed to have
some pr�vate conversat�on �n our room, and I was go�ng there after
the Man�camp and Mal�corne colloqu�es term�nated, when I learned,
on my return, rather late, �t �s true, that Madame had sequestered
her ma�ds of honor, and that we were to sleep �n her apartments,
�nstead of our own. Moreover, Madame has shut up her ma�ds of
honor �n order that they should not have the t�me to concert any
measures together, and th�s morn�ng she was closeted w�th Tonnay-
Charente w�th the same object. Tell me, then, to what extent
Athena�s and I can rely upon you, as we w�ll tell you �n what way you
can rely upon us?”

“I do not clearly understand the quest�on you have put,” sa�d
Lou�se, much ag�tated.

“Hum! and yet, on the contrary, you seem to understand me
very well. However, I w�ll put my quest�ons �n a more prec�se manner,



�n order that you may not be able, �n the sl�ghtest degree, to evade
them. L�sten to me: Do you love M. de Bragelonne? That �s pla�n
enough, �s �t not?”

At th�s quest�on, wh�ch fell l�ke the f�rst bombshell of a bes�eg�ng
army �nto a doomed town, Lou�se started. “You ask me,” she
excla�med, “�f I love Raoul, the fr�end of my ch�ldhood,—my brother
almost?”

“No, no, no! Aga�n you evade me, or rather, you w�sh to escape
me. I do not ask �f you love Raoul, your ch�ldhood’s fr�end,—your
brother; but I ask �f you love the V�comte de Bragelonne, your
aff�anced husband?”

“Good heavens! dear Montala�s,” sa�d Lou�se, “how severe your
tone �s!”

“You deserve no �ndulgence,—I am ne�ther more nor less severe
than usual. I put a quest�on to you, so answer �t.”

“You certa�nly do not,” sa�d Lou�se, �n a chok�ng vo�ce, “speak to
me l�ke a fr�end; but I w�ll answer you as a true fr�end.”

“Well, do so.”
“Very well; my heart �s full of scruples and s�lly feel�ngs of pr�de,

w�th respect to everyth�ng that a woman ought to keep secret, and �n
th�s respect no one has ever read �nto the bottom of my soul.”

“That I know very well. If I had read �t, I should not �nterrogate
you as I have done; I should s�mply say,—‘My good Lou�se, you
have the happ�ness of an acqua�ntance w�th M. de Bragelonne, who
�s an excellent young man, and an advantageous match for a g�rl
w�thout fortune. M. de la Fere w�ll leave someth�ng l�ke f�fteen
thousand l�vres a year to h�s son. At a future day, then, you, as th�s
son’s w�fe, w�ll have f�fteen thousand l�vres a year; wh�ch �s not bad.
Turn, then, ne�ther to the r�ght hand nor to the left, but go frankly to
M. de Bragelonne; that �s to say, to the altar to wh�ch he w�ll lead
you. Afterwards, why— afterwards, accord�ng to h�s d�spos�t�on, you
w�ll be emanc�pated or enslaved; �n other words, you w�ll have a r�ght
to comm�t any p�ece of folly people comm�t who have e�ther too
much l�berty or too l�ttle.’ That �s, my dear Lou�se, what I should have
told you at f�rst, �f I had been able to read your heart.”



“And I should have thanked you,” stammered out Lou�se,
“although the adv�ce does not appear to me to be altogether sound.”

“Wa�t, wa�t. But �mmed�ately after hav�ng g�ven you that adv�ce, I
should have added,—‘Lou�se, �t �s very dangerous to pass whole
days w�th your head droop�ng, your hands unoccup�ed, your eyes
restless and full of thought; �t �s dangerous to prefer the least
frequented paths, and no longer be amused w�th such d�vers�ons as
gladden young g�rls’ hearts; �t �s dangerous, Lou�se, to scrawl w�th
the po�nt of your foot, as you do, upon the gravel, certa�n letters �t �s
useless for you to efface, but wh�ch appear aga�n under your heel,
part�cularly when those letters rather resemble the letter L than the
letter B; and, lastly, �t �s dangerous to allow the m�nd to dwell on a
thousand w�ld fanc�es, the fru�ts of sol�tude and heartache; these
fanc�es, wh�le they s�nk �nto a young g�rl’s m�nd, make her cheeks
s�nk �n also, so that �t �s not unusual, on such occas�ons, to f�nd the
most del�ghtful persons �n the world become the most d�sagreeable,
and the w�tt�est to become the dullest.’”

“I thank you, dearest Aure,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, gently; “�t �s l�ke
you to speak to me �n th�s manner, and I thank you for �t.”

“It was only for the benef�t of w�ld dreamers, such as I have just
descr�bed, that I spoke; do not take any of my words, then, to
yourself, except such as you th�nk you deserve. Stay, I hardly know
what story recurs to my memory of some s�lly or melancholy g�rl, who
was gradually p�n�ng away because she fanc�ed that the pr�nce, or
the k�ng, or the emperor, whoever �t was—and �t does not matter
much wh�ch—had fallen �n love w�th her; wh�le on the contrary, the
pr�nce, or the k�ng, or the emperor, wh�chever you please, was
pla�nly �n love w�th some one else, and—a s�ngular c�rcumstance,
one, �ndeed, wh�ch she could not perce�ve, although every one
around and about her perce�ved �t clearly enough— made use of her
as a screen for h�s own love affa�r. You laugh as I do, at th�s poor s�lly
g�rl, do you not, Lou�se?”

“I?—oh! of course,” stammered Lou�se, pale as death.
“And you are r�ght, too, for the th�ng �s amus�ng enough. The

story, whether true or false, amused me, and so I remembered �t and
told �t to you. Just �mag�ne then, my good Lou�se, the m�sch�ef that



such a melancholy would create �n anybody’s bra�n,—a melancholy, I
mean, of that k�nd. For my own part, I resolved to tell you the story;
for �f such a th�ng were to happen to e�ther of us, �t would be most
essent�al to be assured of �ts truth; to-day �t �s a snare, to-morrow �t
would become a jest and mockery, the next day �t would mean death
�tself.” La Vall�ere started aga�n, and became, �f poss�ble, st�ll paler.

“Whenever a k�ng takes not�ce of us,” cont�nued Montala�s, “he
lets us see �t eas�ly enough, and, �f we happen to be the object he
covets, he knows very well how to ga�n h�s object. You see, then,
Lou�se, that, �n such c�rcumstances, between young g�rls exposed to
such a danger as the one �n quest�on, the most perfect conf�dence
should ex�st, �n order that those hearts wh�ch are not d�sposed
towards melancholy may watch over those l�kely to become so.”

“S�lence, s�lence!” sa�d La Vall�ere; “some one approaches.”
“Some one �s approach�ng fast, �n fact,” sa�d Montala�s; “but who

can �t poss�bly be? Everybody �s away, e�ther at mass w�th the k�ng,
or bath�ng w�th Mons�eur.”

At the end of the walk the young g�rls perce�ved almost
�mmed�ately, beneath the arch�ng trees, the graceful carr�age and
noble stature of a young man, who, w�th h�s sword under h�s arm and
a cloak thrown across h�s shoulders, booted and spurred bes�des,
saluted them from the d�stance w�th a gentle sm�le. “Raoul!”
excla�med Montala�s.

“M. de Bragelonne!” murmured Lou�se.
“A very proper judge to dec�de upon our d�fference of op�n�on,”

sa�d Montala�s.
“Oh! Montala�s, Montala�s, for p�ty’s sake,” excla�med La

Vall�ere, “after hav�ng been so cruel, show me a l�ttle mercy.” These
words, uttered w�th all the fervor of a prayer, effaced all trace of �rony,
�f not from Montala�s’s heart, at least from her face.

“Why, you are as handsome as Amad�s, Mons�eur de
Bragelonne,” she cr�ed to Raoul, “and armed and booted l�ke h�m.”

“A thousand compl�ments, young lad�es,” repl�ed Raoul, bow�ng.
“But why, I ask, are you booted �n th�s manner?” repeated

Montala�s, wh�lst La Vall�ere, although she looked at Raoul w�th a



surpr�se equal to that of her compan�on, nevertheless uttered not a
word.

“Why?” �nqu�red Raoul.
“Yes!” ventured Lou�se.
“Because I am about to set off,” sa�d Bragelonne, look�ng at

Lou�se.
The young g�rl seemed as though sm�tten by some superst�t�ous

feel�ng of terror, and tottered. “You are go�ng away, Raoul!” she cr�ed;
“and where are you go�ng?”

“Dearest Lou�se,” he repl�ed, w�th that qu�et, composed manner
wh�ch was natural to h�m, “I am go�ng to England.”

“What are you go�ng to do �n England?”
“The k�ng has sent me there.”
“The k�ng!” excla�med Lou�se and Aure together, �nvoluntar�ly

exchang�ng glances, the conversat�on wh�ch had just been
�nterrupted recurr�ng to them both. Raoul �ntercepted the glance, but
could not understand �ts mean�ng, and, naturally enough, attr�buted �t
to the �nterest both the young g�rls took �n h�m.

“H�s majesty,” he sa�d, “has been good enough to remember
that the Comte de la Fere �s h�gh �n favor w�th K�ng Charles II. Th�s
morn�ng, as he was on h�s way to attend mass, the k�ng, see�ng me
as he passed, s�gned to me to approach, wh�ch I accord�ngly d�d.
‘Mons�eur de Bragelonne,’ he sa�d to me, ‘you w�ll call upon M.
Fouquet, who has rece�ved from me letters for the k�ng of Great
Br�ta�n; you w�ll be the bearer of them.’ I bowed. ‘Ah!’ h�s majesty
added, ‘before you leave, you w�ll be good enough to take any
comm�ss�ons wh�ch Madame may have for the k�ng her brother.’”

“Grac�ous heaven!” murmured Lou�se, much ag�tated, and yet
full of thought at the same t�me.

“So qu�ckly! You are des�red to set off �n such haste!” sa�d
Montala�s, almost paralyzed by th�s unforeseen event.

“Properly to obey those whom we respect,” sa�d Raoul, “�t �s
necessary to obey qu�ckly. W�th�n ten m�nutes after I had rece�ved
the order, I was ready. Madame, already �nformed, �s wr�t�ng the



letter wh�ch she �s good enough to do me the honor of �ntrust�ng to
me. In the meant�me, learn�ng from Mademo�selle de Tonnay-
Charente that �t was l�kely you would be �n th�s d�rect�on, I came
here, and am happy to f�nd you both.”

“And both of us very sad, as you see,” sa�d Montala�s, go�ng to
Lou�se’s ass�stance, whose countenance was v�s�bly altered.

“Suffer�ng?” responded Raoul, press�ng Lou�se’s hand w�th a
tender cur�os�ty. “Your hand �s l�ke �ce.”

“It �s noth�ng.”
“Th�s coldness does not reach your heart, Lou�se, does �t?”

�nqu�red the young man, w�th a tender sm�le. Lou�se ra�sed her head
hast�ly, as �f the quest�on had been �nsp�red by some susp�c�on, and
had aroused a feel�ng of remorse.

“Oh! you know,” she sa�d, w�th an effort, “that my heart w�ll never
be cold towards a fr�end l�ke yourself, Mons�eur de Bragelonne.”

“Thank you, Lou�se. I know both your heart and your m�nd; �t �s
not by the touch of the hand that one can judge of an affect�on l�ke
yours. You know, Lou�se, how devotedly I love you, w�th what perfect
and unreserved conf�dence I reserve my l�fe for you; w�ll you not
forg�ve me, then, for speak�ng to you w�th someth�ng l�ke the
frankness of a ch�ld?”

“Speak, Mons�eur Raoul,” sa�d Lou�se, trembl�ng pa�nfully, “I am
l�sten�ng.”

“I cannot part from you, carry�ng away w�th me a thought that
tortures me; absurd I know �t to be, and yet one wh�ch rends my very
heart.”

“Are you go�ng away, then, for any length of t�me?” �nqu�red La
Vall�ere, w�th falter�ng utterance, wh�le Montala�s turned her head
as�de.

“No; probably I shall not be absent more than a fortn�ght.” La
Vall�ere pressed her hand upon her heart, wh�ch felt as though �t
were break�ng.

“It �s strange,” pursued Raoul, look�ng at the young g�rl w�th a
melancholy express�on; “I have often left you when sett�ng off on
adventures fraught w�th danger. Then I started joyously enough—my



heart free, my m�nd �ntox�cated by thoughts of happ�ness �n store for
me, hopes of wh�ch the future was full; and yet I was about to face
the Span�sh cannon, or the halberds of the Walloons. To-day, w�thout
the ex�stence of any danger or uneas�ness, and by the sunn�est path
�n the world, I am go�ng �n search of a glor�ous recompense, wh�ch
th�s mark of the k�ng’s favor seems to �nd�cate, for I am, perhaps,
go�ng to w�n you, Lou�se. What other favor, more prec�ous than
yourself, could the k�ng confer upon me? Yet, Lou�se, �n very truth I
know not how or why, but th�s happ�ness and th�s future seem to
van�sh before my very eyes l�ke m�st—l�ke an �dle dream; and I feel
here, here at the very bottom of my heart, a deep-seated gr�ef, a
deject�on I cannot overcome— someth�ng heavy, pass�onless, death-
l�ke,—resembl�ng a corpse. Oh! Lou�se, too well do I know why; �t �s
because I have never loved you so truly as now. God help me!”

At th�s last exclamat�on, wh�ch �ssued as �t were from a broken
heart, Lou�se burst �nto tears, and threw herself �nto Montala�s’s
arms. The latter, although she was not eas�ly moved, felt the tears
rush to her eyes. Raoul noted only the tears Lou�se shed; h�s look,
however, d�d not penetrate—nay, sought not to penetrate—beyond
those tears. He bent h�s knee before her, and tenderly k�ssed her
hand; and �t was ev�dent that �n that k�ss he poured out h�s whole
heart.

“R�se, r�se,” sa�d Montala�s to h�m, ready to cry, “for Athena�s �s
com�ng.”

Raoul rose, brushed h�s knee w�th the back of h�s hand, sm�led
aga�n upon Lou�se, whose eyes were f�xed on the ground, and,
hav�ng pressed Montala�s’s hand gratefully, he turned round to salute
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, the sound of whose s�lken robe
was already heard upon the gravel walk. “Has Madame f�n�shed her
letter?” he �nqu�red, when the young g�rl came w�th�n reach of h�s
vo�ce.

“Yes, the letter �s f�n�shed, sealed, and her royal h�ghness �s
ready to rece�ve you.”

Raoul, at th�s remark, hardly gave h�mself t�me to salute
Athena�s, cast one look at Lou�se, bowed to Montala�s, and w�thdrew
�n the d�rect�on of the chateau. As he w�thdrew he aga�n turned



round, but at last, at the end of the grand walk, �t was useless to do
so aga�n, as he could no longer see them. The three young g�rls, on
the�r s�de, had, w�th w�dely d�fferent feel�ngs, watched h�m d�sappear.

“At last,” sa�d Athena�s, the f�rst to �nterrupt the s�lence, “at last
we are alone, free to talk of yesterday’s great affa�r, and to come to
an understand�ng upon the conduct �t �s adv�sable for us to pursue.
Bes�des, �f you w�ll l�sten to me,” she cont�nued, look�ng round on all
s�des, “I w�ll expla�n to you, as br�efly as poss�ble, �n the f�rst place,
our own duty, such as I �mag�ne �t to be, and, �f you do not
understand a h�nt, what �s Madame’s des�re on the subject.” And
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente pronounced these words �n such
a tone as to leave no doubt, �n her compan�on’s m�nds, upon the
off�c�al character w�th wh�ch she was �nvested.

“Madame’s des�re!” excla�med Montala�s and La Vall�ere
together.

“Her ult�matum,” repl�ed Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,
d�plomat�cally.

“But,” murmured La Vall�ere, “does Madame know, then—”
“Madame knows more about the matter than we sa�d, even,”

sa�d Athena�s, �n a formal, prec�se manner. “Therefore let us come to
a proper understand�ng.”

“Yes, �ndeed,” sa�d Montala�s, “and I am l�sten�ng �n breathless
attent�on.”

“Grac�ous heavens!” murmured Lou�se, trembl�ng, “shall I ever
surv�ve th�s cruel even�ng?”

“Oh! do not fr�ghten yourself �n that manner,” sa�d Athena�s; “we
have found a remedy.” So, seat�ng herself between her two
compan�ons, and tak�ng each of them by the hand, wh�ch she held �n
her own, she began. The f�rst words were hardly spoke, when they
heard a horse gallop�ng away over the stones of the publ�c h�gh-
road, outs�de the gates of the chateau.



Chapter LV. Happy as a Pr�nce.
At the very moment he was about enter�ng the chateau,

Bragelonne met De Gu�che. But before hav�ng been met by Raoul,
De Gu�che had met Man�camp, who had met Mal�corne. How was �t
that Mal�corne had met Man�camp? Noth�ng more s�mple, for he had
awa�ted h�s return from mass, where he had accompan�ed M. de
Sa�nt-A�gnan. When they met, they congratulated each other upon
the�r good fortune, and Man�camp ava�led h�mself of the
c�rcumstance to ask h�s fr�end �f he had not a few crowns st�ll
rema�n�ng at the bottom of h�s pocket. The latter, w�thout express�ng
any surpr�se at the quest�on, wh�ch he perhaps expected, answered
that every pocket wh�ch �s always be�ng drawn upon w�thout anyth�ng
ever be�ng put �n �t, resembles those wells wh�ch supply water dur�ng
the w�nter, but wh�ch gardeners render useless by exhaust�ng dur�ng
the summer; that h�s, Mal�corne’s, pocket certa�nly was deep, and
that there would be a pleasure �n draw�ng on �t �n t�mes of plenty, but
that, unhapp�ly, abuse had produced barrenness. To th�s remark,
Man�camp, deep �n thought, had repl�ed, “Qu�te true!”

“The quest�on, then, �s how to f�ll �t?” Mal�corne added.
“Of course; but �n what way?”
“Noth�ng eas�er, my dear Mons�eur Man�camp.”
“So much the better. How?”
“A post �n Mons�eur’s household, and the pocket �s full aga�n.”
“You have the post?”
“That �s, I have the prom�se of be�ng nom�nated.”
“Well!”
“Yes; but the prom�se of nom�nat�on, w�thout the post �tself, �s

l�ke a purse w�th no money �n �t.”
“Qu�te true,” Man�camp repl�ed a second t�me.
“Let us try for the post, then,” the cand�date had pers�sted.



“My dear fellow,” s�ghed Man�camp, “an appo�ntment �n h�s royal
h�ghness’s household �s one of the gravest d�ff�cult�es of our
pos�t�on.”

“Oh! oh!”
“There �s no quest�on that, at the present moment, we cannot

ask Mons�eur for anyth�ng.”
“Why so?” “Because we are not on good terms w�th h�m.”
“A great absurd�ty, too,” sa�d Mal�corne, promptly.
“Bah! and �f we were to show Madame any attent�on,” sa�d

Man�camp, “frankly speak�ng, do you th�nk we should please
Mons�eur?”

“Prec�sely; �f we show Madame any attent�on, and do �t adro�tly,
Mons�eur ought to adore us.”

“Hum!”
“E�ther that or we are great fools. Make haste, therefore, M.

Man�camp, you who are so able a pol�t�c�an, and make M. de Gu�che
and h�s royal h�ghness fr�endly aga�n.”

“Tell me, what d�d M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan tell you, Mal�corne?”
“Tell me? noth�ng; he asked me several quest�ons, and that was

all.”
“Well, was he less d�screet, then, w�th me.”
“What d�d he tell you?”
“That the k�ng �s pass�onately �n love w�th Mademo�selle de la

Vall�ere.”
“We knew that already,” repl�ed Mal�corne, �ron�cally; “and

everybody talks about �t loud enough for all to know �t; but �n the
meant�me, do what I adv�se you; speak to M. de Gu�che, and
endeavor to get h�m to make advances to Mons�eur. Deuce take �t!
he owes h�s royal h�ghness that, at least.”

“But we must see De Gu�che, then?”
“There does not seem to be any great d�ff�culty �n that; try to see

h�m �n the same way I tr�ed to see you; wa�t for h�m; you know that
he �s naturally very fond of walk�ng.”



“Yes; but whereabouts does he walk?”
“What a quest�on to ask! Do you not know that he �s �n love w�th

Madame?”
“So �t �s sa�d.”
“Very well; you w�ll f�nd h�m walk�ng about on the s�de of the

chateau where her apartments are.”
“Stay, my dear Mal�corne, you were not m�staken, for here he �s

com�ng.”
“Why should I be m�staken? Have you ever not�ced that I am �n

the hab�t of mak�ng a m�stake? Come, we only need to understand
each other. Are you �n want of money?”

“Ah!” excla�med Man�camp, mournfully.
“Well, I want my appo�ntment. Let Mal�corne have the

appo�ntment, and Man�camp shall have the money. There �s no
greater d�ff�culty �n the way than that.”

“Very well; �n that case make yourself easy. I w�ll do my best.”
“Do.”
De Gu�che approached, Mal�corne stepped as�de, and

Man�camp caught hold of De Gu�che, who was thoughtful and
melancholy. “Tell me, my dear comte, what rhyme you were try�ng to
f�nd,” sa�d Man�camp. “I have an excellent one to match yours,
part�cularly �f yours ends �n ame.”

De Gu�che shook h�s head, and recogn�z�ng a fr�end, he took
h�m by the arm. “My dear Man�camp,” he sa�d, “I am �n search of
someth�ng very d�fferent from a rhyme.”

“What �s �t you are look�ng for?”
“You w�ll help me to f�nd what I am �n search of,” cont�nued the

comte: “you who are such an �dle fellow, �n other words, a man w�th a
m�nd full of �ngen�ous dev�ces.”

“I am gett�ng my �ngenu�ty ready, then, my dear comte.”
“Th�s �s the state of the case, then: I w�sh to approach a

part�cular house, where I have some bus�ness.”
“You must get near the house, then,” sa�d Man�camp.



“Very good; but �n th�s house dwells a husband who happens to
be jealous.”

“Is he more jealous than the dog Cerberus?”
“Not more, but qu�te as much so.”
“Has he three mouths, as that obdurate guard�an of the �nfernal

reg�ons had? Do not shrug your shoulders, my dear comte: I put the
quest�on to you w�th an excellent reason, s�nce poets pretend that, �n
order to soften Mons�eur Cerberus, the v�s�tor must take someth�ng
ent�c�ng w�th h�m—a cake, for �nstance. Therefore, I, who v�ew the
matter �n a prosa�c l�ght, that �s to say �n the l�ght of real�ty, I say: one
cake �s very l�ttle for three mouths. If your jealous husband has three
mouths, comte, get three cakes.”

“Man�camp, I can get such adv�ce as that from M. de Beautru.”
“In order to get better adv�ce,” sa�d Man�camp, w�th a com�cal

ser�ousness of express�on, “you w�ll be obl�ged to adopt a more
prec�se formula than you have used towards me.”

“If Raoul were here,” sa�d De Gu�che, “he would be sure to
understand me.”

“So I th�nk, part�cularly �f you sa�d to h�m: ‘I should very much
l�ke to see Madame a l�ttle nearer, but I fear Mons�eur, because he �s
jealous.’”

“Man�camp!” cr�ed the comte, angr�ly, and endeavor�ng to
overwhelm h�s tormentor by a look, who d�d not, however, appear to
be �n the sl�ghtest degree d�sturbed by �t.

“What �s the matter now, my dear comte?” �nqu�red Man�camp.
“What! �s �t thus you blaspheme the most sacred of names?”
“What names?”
“Mons�eur! Madame! the h�ghest names �n the k�ngdom.”
“You are very strangely m�staken, my dear comte. I never

ment�oned the h�ghest names �n the k�ngdom. I merely answered you
�n reference to the subject of a jealous husband, whose name you
d�d not tell me, and who, as a matter of course, has a w�fe. I
therefore repl�ed to you, �n order to see Madame, you must get a
l�ttle more �nt�mate w�th Mons�eur.”



“Double-dealer that you are,” sa�d the comte, sm�l�ng; “was that
what you sa�d?”

“Noth�ng else.”
“Very good; what then?”
“Now,” added Man�camp, “let the quest�on be regard�ng the

Duchess—or the Duke—; very well, I shall say: Let us get �nto the
house �n some way or other, for that �s a tact�c wh�ch cannot �n any
case be unfavorable to your love affa�r.”

“Ah! Man�camp, �f you could but f�nd me a pretext, a good
pretext.”

“A pretext; I can f�nd you a hundred, nay, a thousand. If
Mal�corne were here, he would have already h�t upon a thousand
excellent pretexts.”

“Who �s Mal�corne?” repl�ed De Gu�che, half-shutt�ng h�s eyes,
l�ke a person reflect�ng, “I seem to know the name.”

“Know h�m! I should th�nk so: you owe h�s father th�rty thousand
crowns.”

“Ah, �ndeed! so �t’s that worthy fellow from Orleans.”
“Whom you prom�sed an appo�ntment �n Mons�eur’s household;

not the jealous husband, but the other.”
“Well, then, s�nce your fr�end Mal�corne �s such an �nvent�ve

gen�us, let h�m f�nd me a means of be�ng adored by Mons�eur, and a
pretext to make my peace w�th h�m.”

“Very good: I’ll talk to h�m about �t.”
“But who �s that com�ng?”
“The V�comte de Bragelonne.”
“Raoul! yes, �t �s he,” sa�d De Gu�che, as he hastened forward to

meet h�m. “You here, Raoul?” sa�d De Gu�che.
“Yes: I was look�ng for you to say farewell,” repl�ed Raoul,

warmly, press�ng the comte’s hand. “How do you do, Mons�eur
Man�camp?”

“How �s th�s, v�comte, you are leav�ng us?”
“Yes, a m�ss�on from the k�ng.”



“Where are you go�ng?”
“To London. On leav�ng you, I am go�ng to Madame; she has a

letter to g�ve me for h�s majesty, Charles II.”
“You w�ll f�nd her alone, for Mons�eur has gone out; gone to

bathe, �n fact.”
“In that case, you, who are one of Mons�eur’s gentlemen �n

wa�t�ng, w�ll undertake to make my excuses to h�m. I would have
wa�ted �n order to rece�ve any d�rect�ons he m�ght have to g�ve me, �f
the des�re for my �mmed�ate departure had not been �nt�mated to me
by M. Fouquet on behalf of h�s majesty.”

Man�camp touched De Gu�che’s elbow, say�ng, “There’s a
pretext for you.”

“What?”
“M. de Bragelonne’s excuses.”
“A weak pretext,” sa�d De Gu�che.
“An excellent one, �f Mons�eur �s not angry w�th you; but a paltry

one �f he bears you �ll-w�ll.”
“You are r�ght, Man�camp; a pretext, however poor �t may be, �s

all I requ�re. And so, a pleasant journey to you, Raoul!” And the two
fr�ends took a warm leave of each other.

F�ve m�nutes afterwards Raoul entered Madame’s apartments,
as Mademo�selle de Montala�s had begged h�m to do. Madame was
st�ll seated at the table where she had wr�tten her letter. Before her
was st�ll burn�ng the rose-colored taper she had used to seal �t. Only
�n her deep reflect�on, for Madame seemed to be bur�ed �n thought,
she had forgotten to ext�ngu�sh the l�ght. Bragelonne was a very
model of elegance �n every way; �t was �mposs�ble to see h�m once
w�thout always remember�ng h�m; and not only had Madame seen
h�m once, but �t w�ll not be forgotten he was one of the very f�rst who
had gone to meet her, and had accompan�ed her from Le Havre to
Par�s. Madame preserved therefore an excellent recollect�on of h�m.

“Ah! M. de Bragelonne,” she sa�d to h�m, “you are go�ng to see
my brother, who w�ll be del�ghted to pay to the son a port�on of the
debt of grat�tude he contracted w�th the father.”



“The Comte de la Fere, Madame, has been abundantly
recompensed for the l�ttle serv�ce he had the happ�ness to render the
k�ng, by the k�ndness man�fested towards h�m, and �t �s I who w�ll
have to convey to h�s majesty the assurance of the respect,
devot�on, and grat�tude of both father and son.”

“Do you know my brother?”
“No, your h�ghness; I shall have the honor of see�ng h�s majesty

for the f�rst t�me.”
“You requ�re no recommendat�on to h�m. At all events, however,

�f you have any doubt about your personal mer�t, take me
unhes�tat�ngly for your surety.”

“Your royal h�ghness overwhelms me w�th k�ndness.”
“No! M. de Bragelonne, I well remember that we were fellow-

travelers once, and that I remarked your extreme prudence �n the
m�dst of the extravagant absurd�t�es comm�tted, on both s�des, by
two of the greatest s�mpletons �n the world,—M. de Gu�che and the
Duke of Buck�ngham. Let us not speak of them, however; but of
yourself. Are you go�ng to England to rema�n there permanently?
Forg�ve my �nqu�ry: �t �s not cur�os�ty, but a des�re to be of serv�ce to
you �n anyth�ng I can.”

“No, Madame; I am go�ng to England to fulf�l a m�ss�on wh�ch h�s
majesty has been k�nd enough to conf�de to me—noth�ng more.”

“And you propose to return to France?”
“As soon as I have accompl�shed my m�ss�on; unless, �ndeed,

h�s majesty, K�ng Charles II., should have other orders for me.”
“He well beg you, at the very least, I am sure, to rema�n near

h�m as long as poss�ble.”
“In that case, as I shall not know how to refuse, I w�ll now

beforehand entreat your royal h�ghness to have the goodness to
rem�nd the k�ng of France that one of h�s devoted servants �s far
away from h�m.”

“Take care that when you are recalled, you do not cons�der h�s
command an abuse of power.”

“I do not understand you, Madame.”



“The court of France �s not eas�ly matched, I am aware, but yet
we have some pretty women at the court of England also.”

Raoul sm�led.
“Oh!” sa�d Madame, “yours �s a sm�le wh�ch portends no good to

my countrywomen. It �s as though you were tell�ng them, Mons�eur
de Bragelonne: ‘I v�s�t you, but I leave my heart on the other s�de of
the Channel.’ D�d not your sm�le �nd�cate that?”

“Your h�ghness �s g�fted w�th the power of read�ng the �nmost
depths of the soul, and you w�ll understand, therefore, why, at
present, any prolonged res�dence at the court of England would be a
matter of the deepest regret.”

“And I need not �nqu�re �f so gallant a kn�ght �s recompensed �n
return?”

“I have been brought up, Madame, w�th her whom I love, and I
bel�eve our affect�on �s mutual.”

“In that case, do not delay your departure, Mons�eur de
Bragelonne, and delay not your return, for on your return we shall
see two persons happy; for I hope no obstacle ex�sts to your fel�c�ty.”

“There �s a great obstacle, Madame.”
“Indeed! what �s �t?”
“The k�ng’s w�shes on the subject.”
“The k�ng opposes your marr�age?”
“He postpones �t, at least. I sol�c�ted h�s majesty’s consent

through the Comte de la Fere, and, w�thout absolutely refus�ng �t, he
pos�t�vely sa�d �t must be deferred.”

“Is the young lady whom you love unworthy of you, then?”
“She �s worthy of a k�ng’s affect�on, Madame.”
“I mean, she �s not, perhaps, of b�rth equal to your own.”
“Her fam�ly �s excellent.”
“Is she young, beaut�ful?”
“She �s seventeen, and, �n my op�n�on, exceed�ngly beaut�ful.”
“Is she �n the country, or at Par�s?”
“She �s here at Fonta�nebleau, Madame.”



“At the court?”
“Yes.”
“Do I know her?”
“She has the honor to form one of your h�ghness’s household.”
“Her name?” �nqu�red the pr�ncess, anx�ously; “�f �ndeed,” she

added, hast�ly, “her name �s not a secret.”
“No, Madame, my affect�on �s too pure for me to make a secret

of �t to any one, and w�th st�ll greater reason to your royal h�ghness,
whose k�ndness towards me has been so extreme. It �s
Mademo�selle Lou�se de la Vall�ere.”

Madame could not restra�n an exclamat�on, �n wh�ch a feel�ng
stronger than surpr�se m�ght have been detected. “Ah!” she sa�d, “La
Vall�ere—she who yesterday—” she paused, and then cont�nued,
“she who was taken �ll, I bel�eve.”

“Yes, Madame; �t was only th�s morn�ng that I heard of the
acc�dent that had befallen her.”

“D�d you see her before you came to me?”
“I had the honor of tak�ng leave of her.”
“And you say,” resumed Madame, mak�ng a powerful effort over

herself, “that the k�ng has—deferred your marr�age w�th th�s young
g�rl.”

“Yes, Madame, deferred �t.”
“D�d he ass�gn any reason for th�s postponement?”
“None.”
“How long �s �t s�nce the Comte de la Fere preferred h�s request

to the k�ng?”
“More than a month, Madame.”
“It �s very s�ngular,” sa�d the pr�ncess, as someth�ng l�ke a f�lm

clouded her eyes.
“A month?” she repeated.
“About a month.”
“You are r�ght, v�comte,” sa�d the pr�ncess, w�th a sm�le, �n wh�ch

De Bragelonne m�ght have remarked a k�nd of restra�nt; “my brother



must not keep you too long �n England; set off at once, and �n the
f�rst letter I wr�te to England, I w�ll cla�m you �n the k�ng’s name.” And
Madame rose to place her letter �n Bragelonne’s hands. Raoul
understood that h�s aud�ence was at an end; he took the letter,
bowed lowly to the pr�ncess, and left the room.

“A month!” murmured the pr�ncess; “could I have been bl�nd,
then, to so great an extent, and could he have loved her for th�s last
month?” And as Madame had noth�ng to do, she sat down to beg�n a
letter to her brother, the postscr�pt of wh�ch was a summons for
Bragelonne to return.

The Comte de Gu�che, as we have seen, had y�elded to the
press�ng persuas�ons of Man�camp, and allowed h�mself to be led to
the stables, where they des�red the�r horses to be got ready for them;
then, by one of the s�de paths, a descr�pt�on of wh�ch has already
been g�ven, they advanced to meet Mons�eur, who, hav�ng just
f�n�shed bath�ng, was return�ng towards the chateau, wear�ng a
woman’s ve�l to protect h�s face from gett�ng burnt by the sun, wh�ch
was sh�n�ng very br�ghtly. Mons�eur was �n one of those f�ts of good
humor to wh�ch the adm�rat�on of h�s own good looks somet�mes
gave occas�on. As he was bath�ng he had been able to compare the
wh�teness of h�s body w�th that of the court�ers, and, thanks to the
care wh�ch h�s royal h�ghness took of h�mself, no one, not even the
Cheval�er de Lorra�ne, was able to stand the compar�son. Mons�eur,
moreover, had been tolerably successful �n sw�mm�ng, and h�s
muscles hav�ng been exerc�sed by the healthy �mmers�on �n the cool
water, he was �n a l�ght and cheerful state of m�nd and body. So that,
at the s�ght of Gu�che, who advanced to meet h�m at a hand gallop,
mounted upon a magn�f�cent wh�te horse, the pr�nce could not
restra�n an exclamat�on of del�ght.

“I th�nk matters look well,” sa�d Man�camp, who fanc�ed he could
read th�s fr�endly d�spos�t�on upon h�s royal h�ghness’s countenance.

“Good day, De Gu�che, good day,” excla�med the pr�nce.
“Long l�fe to your royal h�ghness!” repl�ed De Gu�che,

encouraged by the tone of Ph�l�p’s vo�ce; “health, joy, happ�ness, and
prosper�ty to your h�ghness.”



“Welcome, De Gu�che, come on my r�ght s�de, but keep your
horse �n hand, for I w�sh to return at a walk�ng pace under the cool
shade of these trees.”

“As you please, monse�gneur,” sa�d De Gu�che, tak�ng h�s place
on the pr�nce’s r�ght as he had been �nv�ted to do.

“Now, my dear De Gu�che,” sa�d the pr�nce, “g�ve me a l�ttle
news of that De Gu�che whom I used to know formerly, and who
used to pay attent�ons to my w�fe.”

Gu�che blushed to the very wh�tes of h�s eyes, wh�le Mons�eur
burst out laugh�ng, as though he had made the w�tt�est remark �n the
world. The few pr�v�leged court�ers who surrounded Mons�eur
thought �t the�r duty to follow h�s example, although they had not
heard the remark, and a no�sy burst of laughter �mmed�ately
followed, beg�nn�ng w�th the f�rst court�er, pass�ng on through the
whole company, and only term�nat�ng w�th the last. De Gu�che,
although blush�ng scarlet, put a good countenance on the matter;
Man�camp looked at h�m.

“Ah! monse�gneur,” repl�ed De Gu�che, “show a l�ttle char�ty
towards such a m�serable fellow as I am: do not hold me up to the
r�d�cule of the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne.”

“How do you mean?”
“If he hears you r�d�cule me, he w�ll go beyond your h�ghness,

and w�ll show no p�ty.”
“About your pass�on and the pr�ncess, do you mean?”
“For mercy’s sake, monse�gneur.”
“Come, come, De Gu�che, confess that you d�d get a l�ttle sweet

upon Madame.”
“I w�ll never confess such a th�ng, monse�gneur.”
“Out of respect for me, I suppose; but I release you from your

respect, De Gu�che. Confess, as �f �t were s�mply a quest�on about
Mademo�selle de Chala�s or Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere.”

Then break�ng off, he sa�d, beg�nn�ng to laugh aga�n, “Comte,
that wasn’t at all bad!—a remark l�ke a sword, wh�ch cuts two ways



at once. I h�t you and my brother at the same t�me, Chala�s and La
Vall�ere, your aff�anced br�de and h�s future lady love.”

“Really, monse�gneur,” sa�d the comte, “you are �n a most
br�ll�ant humor to-day.”

“The fact �s, I feel well, and then I am pleased to see you aga�n.
But you were angry w�th me, were you not?”

“I, monse�gneur? Why should I have been so?”
“Because I �nterfered w�th your sarabands and your other

Span�sh amusements. Nay, do not deny �t. On that day you left the
pr�ncess’s apartments w�th your eyes full of fury; that brought you �ll-
luck, for you danced �n the ballet yesterday �n a most wretched
manner. Now don’t get sulky, De Gu�che, for �t does you no good, but
makes you look l�ke a tame bear. If the pr�ncess d�d not look at you
attent�vely yesterday, I am qu�te sure of one th�ng.”

“What �s that, monse�gneur? Your h�ghness alarms me.”
“She has qu�te forsworn you now,” sa�d the pr�nce, w�th a burst

of loud laughter.
“Dec�dedly,” thought Man�camp, “rank has noth�ng to do w�th �t,

and all men are al�ke.”
The pr�nce cont�nued: “At all events, you have now returned,

and �t �s to be hoped that the cheval�er w�ll become am�able aga�n.”
“How so, monse�gneur: and by what m�racle can I exerc�se such

an �nfluence over M. de Lorra�ne?”
“The matter �s very s�mple, he �s jealous of you.”
“Bah! �t �s not poss�ble.”
“It �s the case, though.”
“He does me too much honor.”
“The fact �s, that when you are here, he �s full of k�ndness and

attent�on, but when you are gone he makes me suffer a perfect
martyrdom. I am l�ke a see-saw. Bes�des, you do not know the �dea
that has struck me?”

“I do not even suspect �t.”
“Well, then; when you were �n ex�le—for you really were ex�led,

my poor De Gu�che—”



“I should th�nk so, �ndeed; but whose fault was �t?” sa�d De
Gu�che, pretend�ng to speak �n an angry tone.

“Not m�ne, certa�nly, my dear comte,” repl�ed h�s royal h�ghness,
“upon my honor, I d�d not ask for the k�ng to ex�le you—”

“No, not you, monse�gneur, I am well aware; but—”
“But Madame; well, as far as that goes, I do not say �t was not

the case. Why, what the deuce d�d you do or say to Madame?”
“Really, monse�gneur—”
“Women, I know, have the�r grudges, and my w�fe �s not free

from capr�ces of that nature. But �f she were the cause of your be�ng
ex�led I bear you no �ll-w�ll.”

“In that case, monse�gneur,” sa�d De Gu�che. “I am not
altogether unhappy.”

Man�camp, who was follow�ng closely beh�nd De Gu�che and
who d�d not lose a word of what the pr�nce was say�ng, bent down to
h�s very shoulders over h�s horse’s neck, �n order to conceal the
laughter he could not repress.

“Bes�des, your ex�le started a project �n my head.”
“Good.”
“When the cheval�er—f�nd�ng you were no longer here, and sure

of re�gn�ng und�sturbed—began to bully me, I, observ�ng that my
w�fe, �n the most perfect contrast to h�m, was most k�nd and am�able
towards me who had neglected her so much, the �dea occurred to
me of becom�ng a model husband—a rar�ty, a cur�os�ty, at the court;
and I had an �dea of gett�ng very fond of my w�fe.”

De Gu�che looked at the pr�nce w�th a stupef�ed express�on of
countenance, wh�ch was not assumed.

“Oh! monse�gneur,” De Gu�che stammered out; “surely, that
never ser�ously occurred to you.”

“Indeed �t d�d. I have some property that my brother gave me on
my marr�age; she has some money of her own, and not a l�ttle e�ther,
for she gets money from her brother and brother-�n-law of England
and France at the same t�me. Well! we should have left the court. I
should have ret�red to my chateau at V�llers-Cotterets, s�tuated �n the



m�ddle of a forest, �n wh�ch we should have led a most sent�mental
l�fe �n the very same spot where my grandfather, Henry IV.,
sojourned w�th La Belle Gabr�elle. What do you th�nk of that �dea, De
Gu�che?”

“Why, �t �s enough to make one sh�ver, monse�gneur,” repl�ed De
Gu�che, who shuddered �n real�ty.

“Ah! I see you would never be able to endure be�ng ex�led a
second t�me.”

“I, monse�gneur?”
“I w�ll not carry you off w�th us, as I had f�rst �ntended.”
“What, w�th you, monse�gneur?”
“Yes; �f the �dea should occur to me aga�n of tak�ng a d�sl�ke to

the court.”
“Oh! do not let that make any d�fference, monse�gneur; I would

follow your h�ghness to the end of the world.”
“Clumsy fellow that you are!” sa�d Man�camp, grumbl�ngly,

push�ng h�s horse towards De Gu�che, so as almost to unseat h�m,
and then, as he passed close to h�m, as �f he had lost command over
the horse, he wh�spered, “For goodness’ sake, th�nk what you are
say�ng.”

“Well, �t �s agreed, then,” sa�d the pr�nce; “s�nce you are so
devoted to me, I shall take you w�th me.”

“Anywhere, monse�gneur,” repl�ed De Gu�che �n a joyous tone,
“whenever you l�ke, and at once, too. Are you ready?”

And De Gu�che, laugh�ngly, gave h�s horse the re�n, and
galloped forward a few yards.

“One moment,” sa�d the pr�nce. “Let us go to the chateau f�rst.”
“What for?”
“Why, to take my w�fe, of course.”
“What for?” asked De Gu�che.
“Why, s�nce I tell you that �t �s a project of conjugal affect�on, �t �s

necessary I should take my w�fe w�th me.”



“In that case, monse�gneur,” repl�ed the comte, “I am greatly
concerned, but no De Gu�che for you.”

“Bah!”
“Yes.—Why do you take Madame w�th you?”
“Because I beg�n to fancy I love her,” sa�d the pr�nce.
De Gu�che turned sl�ghtly pale, but endeavored to preserve h�s

seem�ng cheerfulness.
“If you love Madame, monse�gneur,” he sa�d, “that ought to be

qu�te enough for you, and you have no further need of your fr�ends.”
“Not bad, not bad,” murmured Man�camp.
“There, your fear of Madame has begun aga�n,” repl�ed the

pr�nce.
“Why, monse�gneur, I have exper�enced that to my cost; a

woman who was the cause of my be�ng ex�led!”
“What a revengeful d�spos�t�on you have, De Gu�che, how

v�rulently you bear mal�ce.”
“I should l�ke the case to be your own, monse�gneur.”
“Dec�dedly, then, that was the reason why you danced so badly

yesterday; you w�shed to revenge yourself, I suppose, by try�ng to
make Madame make a m�stake �n her danc�ng; ah! that �s very paltry,
De Gu�che, and I w�ll tell Madame of �t.”

“You may tell her whatever you please, monse�gneur, for her
h�ghness cannot hate me more than she does.”

“Nonsense, you are exaggerat�ng; and th�s because merely of
the fortn�ght’s sojourn �n the country she �mposed on you.”

“Monse�gneur, a fortn�ght �s a fortn�ght; and when the t�me �s
passed �n gett�ng s�ck and t�red of everyth�ng, a fortn�ght �s an
etern�ty.”

“So that you w�ll not forg�ve her?”
“Never!”
“Come, come, De Gu�che, be a better d�sposed fellow than that.

I w�sh to make your peace w�th her; you w�ll f�nd, �n convers�ng w�th



her, that she has no mal�ce or unk�ndness �n her nature, and that she
�s very talented.”

“Monse�gneur—”
“You w�ll see that she can rece�ve her fr�ends l�ke a pr�ncess,

and laugh l�ke a c�t�zen’s w�fe; you w�ll see that, when she pleases,
she can make the pleasant hours pass l�ke m�nutes. Come, De
Gu�che, you must really make up your d�fferences w�th my w�fe.”

“Upon my word,” sa�d Man�camp to h�mself, “the pr�nce �s a
husband whose w�fe’s name w�ll br�ng h�m �ll-luck, and K�ng
Candaules, of old, was a t�ger bes�de h�s royal h�ghness.”

“At all events,” added the pr�nce, “I am sure you w�ll make �t up
w�th my w�fe: I guarantee you w�ll do so. Only, I must show you the
way now. There �s noth�ng commonplace about her: �t �s not every
one who takes her fancy.”

“Monse�gneur—”
“No res�stance, De Gu�che, or I shall get out of temper,” repl�ed

the pr�nce.
“Well, s�nce he w�ll have �t so,” murmured Man�camp, �n

Gu�che’s ear, “do as he wants you to do.”
“Well, monse�gneur,” sa�d the comte, “I obey.”
“And to beg�n,” resumed the pr�nce, “there w�ll be cards, th�s

even�ng, �n Madame’s apartment; you w�ll d�ne w�th me, and I w�ll
take you there w�th me.”

“Oh! as for that, monse�gneur,” objected De Gu�che, “you w�ll
allow me to object.”

“What, aga�n! th�s �s pos�t�ve rebell�on.”
“Madame rece�ved me too �nd�fferently, yesterday, before the

whole court.”
“Really!” sa�d the pr�nce, laugh�ng.
“Nay, so much so, �ndeed, that she d�d not even answer me

when I addressed her; �t may be a good th�ng to have no self-respect
at all, but to have too l�ttle �s not enough, as the say�ng �s.”

“Comte! after d�nner, you w�ll go to your own apartments and
dress yourself, and then you w�ll come to fetch me. I shall wa�t for



you.”
“S�nce your h�ghness absolutely commands �t.”
“Pos�t�vely.”
“He w�ll not lose h�s hold,” sa�d Man�camp; “these are the th�ngs

to wh�ch husbands cl�ng most obst�nately. Ah! what a p�ty M. Mol�ere
could not have heard th�s man; he would have turned h�m �nto verse
�f he had.”

The pr�nce and h�s court, chatt�ng �n th�s manner, returned to the
coolest apartments of the chateau.

“By the by,” sa�d De Gu�che, as they were stand�ng by the door,
“I had a comm�ss�on for your royal h�ghness.”

“Execute �t, then.”
“M. de Bragelonne has, by the k�ng’s order, set off for London,

and he charged me w�th h�s respects for you; monse�gneur.”
“A pleasant journey to the v�comte, whom I l�ke very much. Go

and dress yourself, De Gu�che, and come back for me. If you don’t
come back—”

“What w�ll happen, monse�gneur?”
“I w�ll have you sent to the Bast�le.”
“Well,” sa�d De Gu�che, laugh�ng, “h�s royal h�ghness,

monse�gneur, �s dec�dedly the counterpart of her royal h�ghness,
Madame. Madame gets me sent �nto ex�le, because she does not
care for me suff�c�ently; and monse�gneur gets me �mpr�soned,
because he cares for me too much. I thank monse�gneur, and I thank
Madame.”

“Come, come,” sa�d the pr�nce, “you are a del�ghtful compan�on,
and you know I cannot do w�thout you. Return as soon as you can.”

“Very well; but I am �n the humor to prove myself d�ff�cult to be
pleased, �n my turn, monse�gneur.”

“Bah!”
“So, I w�ll not return to your royal h�ghness, except upon one

cond�t�on.”
“Name �t.”



“I want to obl�ge the fr�end of one of my fr�ends.”
“What’s h�s name?”
“Mal�corne.”
“An ugly name.”
“But very well borne, monse�gneur.”
“That may be. Well?”
“Well, I owe M. Mal�corne a place �n your household,

monse�gneur.”
“What k�nd of a place?”
“Any k�nd of a place; a superv�s�on of some sort or another, for

�nstance.”
“That happens very fortunately, for yesterday I d�sm�ssed my

ch�ef usher of the apartments.”
“That w�ll do adm�rably. What are h�s dut�es?”
“Noth�ng, except to look about and make h�s report.”
“A sort of �nter�or pol�ce?”
“Exactly.”
“Ah, how excellently that w�ll su�t Mal�corne,” Man�camp

ventured to say.
“You know the person we are speak�ng of, M. Man�camp?”

�nqu�red the pr�nce.
“Int�mately, monse�gneur. He �s a fr�end of m�ne.”
“And your op�n�on �s?”
“That your h�ghness could never get a better usher of the

apartments than he w�ll make.”
“How much does the appo�ntment br�ng �n?” �nqu�red the comte

of the pr�nce.
“I don’t know at all, only I have always been told that he could

make as much as he pleased when he was thoroughly �n earnest.”
“What do you call be�ng thoroughly �n earnest, pr�nce?”
“It means, of course, when the funct�onary �n quest�on �s a man

who has h�s w�ts about h�m.”



“In that case I th�nk your h�ghness w�ll be content, for Mal�corne
�s as sharp as the dev�l h�mself.”

“Good! the appo�ntment w�ll be an expens�ve one for me, �n that
case,” repl�ed the pr�nce, laugh�ng. “You are mak�ng me a pos�t�ve
present, comte.”

“I bel�eve so, monse�gneur.”
“Well, go and announce to your M. Mel�corne—”
“Mal�corne, monse�gneur.”
“I shall never get hold of that name.”
“You say Man�camp very well, monse�gneur.”
“Oh, I ought to say Mal�corne very well, too. The all�terat�on w�ll

help me.”
“Say what you l�ke, monse�gneur, I can prom�se you your

�nspector of apartments w�ll not be annoyed; he has the very
happ�est d�spos�t�on that can be met w�th.”

“Well, then, my dear De Gu�che, �nform h�m of h�s nom�nat�on.
But, stay—”

“What �s �t, monse�gneur?”
“I w�sh to see h�m beforehand; �f he be as ugly as h�s name, I

retract every word I have sa�d.”
“Your h�ghness knows h�m, for you have already seen h�m at the

Pala�s Royal; nay, �ndeed, �t was I who presented h�m to you.”
“Ah, I remember now—not a bad-look�ng fellow.”
“I know you must have not�ced h�m, monse�gneur.”
“Yes, yes, yes. You see, De Gu�che, I do not w�sh that e�ther my

w�fe or myself should have ugly faces before our eyes. My w�fe w�ll
have all her ma�ds of honor pretty; I, all the gentlemen about me
good-look�ng. In th�s way, De Gu�che, you see, that any ch�ldren we
may have w�ll run a good chance of be�ng pretty, �f my w�fe and
myself have handsome models before us.”

“Most magn�f�cently argued, monse�gneur,” sa�d Man�camp,
show�ng h�s approval by look and vo�ce at the same t�me.



As for De Gu�che, he very probably d�d not f�nd the argument so
conv�nc�ng, for he merely s�gn�f�ed h�s op�n�on by a gesture, wh�ch,
moreover, exh�b�ted �n a marked manner some �ndec�s�on of m�nd on
the subject. Man�camp went off to �nform Mal�corne of the good news
he had just learned. De Gu�che seemed very unw�ll�ng to take h�s
departure for the purpose of dress�ng h�mself. Mons�eur, s�ng�ng,
laugh�ng, and adm�r�ng h�mself, passed away the t�me unt�l the
d�nner-hour, �n a frame of m�nd that just�f�ed the proverb of “Happy as
a pr�nce.”





Chapter LVI. Story of a Dryad and a
Na�ad.

Every one had partaken of the banquet at the chateau, and
afterwards assumed the�r full court dresses. The usual hour for the
repast was f�ve o’clock. If we say, then, that the repast occup�ed an
hour, and the to�lette two hours, everybody was ready about e�ght
o’clock �n the even�ng. Towards e�ght o’clock, then, the guests began
to arr�ve at Madame’s, for we have already �nt�mated that �t was
Madame who “rece�ved” that even�ng. And at Madame’s so�rees no
one fa�led to be present; for the even�ngs passed �n her apartments
always had that perfect charm about them wh�ch the queen, that
p�ous and excellent pr�ncess, had not been able to confer upon her
reun�ons. For, unfortunately, one of the advantages of goodness of
d�spos�t�on �s that �t �s far less amus�ng than w�t of an �ll-natured
character. And yet, let us hasten to add, that such a style of w�t could
not be ass�gned to Madame, for her d�spos�t�on of m�nd, naturally of
the very h�ghest order, compr�sed too much true generos�ty, too
many noble �mpulses and h�gh-souled thoughts, to warrant her be�ng
termed �ll-natured. But Madame was endowed w�th a sp�r�t of
res�stance—a g�ft frequently fatal to �ts possessor, for �t breaks where
another d�spos�t�on would have bent; the result was that blows d�d
not become deadened upon her as upon what m�ght be termed the
cotton-wadded feel�ngs of Mar�a Theresa. Her heart rebounded at
each attack, and therefore, whenever she was attacked, even �n a
manner that almost stunned her, she returned blow for blow to any
one �mprudent enough to t�lt aga�nst her.

Was th�s really mal�c�ousness of d�spos�t�on or s�mply
waywardness of character? We regard those r�ch and powerful
natures as l�ke the tree of knowledge, produc�ng good and ev�l at the
same t�me; a double branch, always bloom�ng and fru�tful, of wh�ch
those who w�sh to eat know how to detect the good fru�t, and from
wh�ch the worthless and fr�volous d�e who have eaten of �t—a



c�rcumstance wh�ch �s by no means to be regarded as a great
m�sfortune. Madame, therefore, who had a well-d�sgu�sed plan �n her
m�nd of const�tut�ng herself the second, �f not even the pr�nc�pal,
queen of the court, rendered her recept�ons del�ghtful to all, from the
conversat�on, the opportun�t�es of meet�ng, and the perfect l�berty
she allowed every one of mak�ng any remark he pleased, on the
cond�t�on, however, that the remark was amus�ng or sens�ble. And �t
w�ll hardly be bel�eved, that, by that means, there was less talk�ng
among the soc�ety Madame assembled together than elsewhere.
Madame hated people who talked much, and took a remarkably
cruel revenge upon them, for she allowed them to talk. She d�sl�ked
pretens�on, too, and never overlooked that defect, even �n the k�ng
h�mself. It was more than a weakness of Mons�eur, and the pr�ncess
had undertaken the amaz�ng task of cur�ng h�m of �t. As for the rest,
poets, w�ts, beaut�ful women, all were rece�ved by her w�th the a�r of
a m�stress super�or to her slaves. Suff�c�ently med�tat�ve �n her
l�vel�est humors to make even poets med�tate; suff�c�ently pretty to
dazzle by her attract�ons, even among the prett�est; suff�c�ently w�tty
for the most d�st�ngu�shed persons who were present, to be l�stened
to w�th pleasure—�t w�ll eas�ly be bel�eved that the reun�ons held �n
Madame’s apartments must naturally have proved very attract�ve. All
who were young flocked there, and when the k�ng h�mself happens
to be young, everybody at court �s so too. And so, the older lad�es of
the court, the strong-m�nded women of the regency, or of the last
re�gn, pouted and sulked at the�r ease; but others only laughed at the
f�ts of sulk�ness �n wh�ch these venerable �nd�v�duals �ndulged, who
had carr�ed the love of author�ty so far as even to take command of
bod�es of sold�ers �n the wars of the Fronde, �n order, as Madame
asserted, not to lose the�r �nfluence over men altogether. As e�ght
o’clock struck her royal h�ghness entered the great draw�ng-room
accompan�ed by her lad�es �n attendance, and found several
gentlemen belong�ng to the court already there, hav�ng been wa�t�ng
for some m�nutes. Among those who had arr�ved before the hour
f�xed for the recept�on she looked round for one who, she thought,
ought to have been f�rst �n attendance, but he was not there.
However, almost at the very moment she completed her
�nvest�gat�on, Mons�eur was announced. Mons�eur looked splend�d.



All the prec�ous stones and jewels of Card�nal Mazar�n, wh�ch of
course that m�n�ster could not do otherw�se than leave; all the queen-
mother’s jewels as well as a few belong�ng to h�s w�fe—Mons�eur
wore them all, and he was as dazzl�ng as the r�s�ng sun. Beh�nd h�m
followed De Gu�che, w�th hes�tat�ng steps and an a�r of contr�t�on
adm�rably assumed; De Gu�che wore a costume of French-gray
velvet, embro�dered w�th s�lver, and tr�mmed w�th blue r�bbons: he
wore also Mechl�n lace as rare and beaut�ful �n �ts own way as the
jewels of Mons�eur �n the�rs. The plume �n h�s hat was red. Madame,
too, wore several colors, and preferred red for embro�dery, gray for
dress, and blue for flowers. M. de Gu�che, dressed as we have
descr�bed, looked so handsome that he exc�ted every one’s
observat�on. An �nterest�ng pallor of complex�on, a langu�d
express�on of the eyes, h�s wh�te hands seen through the masses of
lace that covered them, the melancholy express�on of h�s mouth—�t
was only necessary, �ndeed, to see M. de Gu�che to adm�t that few
men at the court of France could hope to equal h�m. The
consequence was that Mons�eur, who was pretent�ous enough to
fancy he could ecl�pse a star even, �f a star had adorned �tself �n a
s�m�lar manner to h�mself, was, on the contrary, completely ecl�psed
�n all �mag�nat�ons, wh�ch are s�lent judges certa�nly, but very pos�t�ve
and f�rm �n the�r conv�ct�ons. Madame looked at De Gu�che l�ghtly,
but l�ght as her look had been, �t brought a del�ghtful color to h�s face.
In fact, Madame found De Gu�che so handsome and so adm�rably
dressed, that she almost ceased regrett�ng the royal conquest she
felt she was on the po�nt of escap�ng her. Her heart, therefore, sent
the blood to her face. Mons�eur approached her. He had not not�ced
the pr�ncess’s blush, or �f he had seen �t, he was far from attr�but�ng �t
to �ts true cause.

“Madame,” he sa�d, k�ss�ng h�s w�fe’s hand, “there �s some one
present here, who has fallen �nto d�sgrace, an unhappy ex�le whom I
venture to recommend to your k�ndness. Do not forget, I beg, that he
�s one of my best fr�ends, and that a gentle recept�on of h�m w�ll
please me greatly.”

“What ex�le? what d�sgraced person are you speak�ng of?”
�nqu�red Madame, look�ng all round, and not perm�tt�ng her glance to
rest more on the count than on the others.



Th�s was the moment to present De Gu�che, and the pr�nce
drew as�de and let De Gu�che pass h�m, who, w�th a tolerably well-
assumed awkwardness of manner, approached Madame and made
h�s reverence to her.

“What!” excla�med Madame, as �f she were greatly surpr�sed, “�s
M. de Gu�che the d�sgraced �nd�v�dual you speak of, the ex�le �n
quest�on?”

“Yes, certa�nly,” returned the duke.
“Indeed,” sa�d Madame, “he seems almost the only person

here!”
“You are unjust, Madame,” sa�d the pr�nce.
“I?”
“Certa�nly. Come, forg�ve the poor fellow.”
“Forg�ve h�m what? What have I to forg�ve M. de Gu�che?”
“Come, expla�n yourself, De Gu�che. What do you w�sh to be

forg�ven?” �nqu�red the pr�nce.
“Alas! her royal h�ghness knows very well what �t �s,” repl�ed the

latter, �n a hypocr�t�cal tone.
“Come, come, g�ve h�m your hand, Madame,” sa�d Ph�l�p.
“If �t w�ll g�ve you any pleasure, Mons�eur,” and, w�th a

movement of her eyes and shoulders, wh�ch �t would be �mposs�ble
to descr�be, Madame extended towards the young man her beaut�ful
and perfumed hand, upon wh�ch he pressed h�s l�ps. It was ev�dent
that he d�d so for some l�ttle t�me, and that Madame d�d not w�thdraw
her hand too qu�ckly, for the duke added:

“De Gu�che �s not w�ckedly d�sposed, Madame; so do not be
afra�d, he w�ll not b�te you.”

A pretext was g�ven �n the gallery by the duke’s remark, wh�ch
was not, perhaps, very laughable, for every one to laugh excess�vely.
The s�tuat�on was odd enough, and some k�ndly d�sposed persons
had observed �t. Mons�eur was st�ll enjoy�ng the effect of h�s remark,
when the k�ng was announced. The appearance of the room at that
moment was as follows:—�n the center, before the f�replace, wh�ch
was f�lled w�th flowers, Madame was stand�ng up, w�th her ma�ds of



honor formed �n two w�ngs, on e�ther s�de of her; around whom the
butterfl�es of the court were flutter�ng. Several other groups were
formed �n the recesses of the w�ndows, l�ke sold�ers stat�oned �n the�r
d�fferent towers who belong to the same garr�son. From the�r
respect�ve places they could p�ck up the remarks wh�ch fell from the
pr�nc�pal group. From one of these groups, the nearest to the
f�replace, Mal�corne, who had been at once ra�sed to the d�gn�ty,
through Man�camp and De Gu�che, of the post of master of the
apartments, and whose off�c�al costume had been ready for the last
two months, was br�ll�ant w�th gold lace, and shone upon Montala�s,
stand�ng on Madame’s extreme left, w�th all the f�re of h�s eyes and
splendor of h�s velvet. Madame was convers�ng w�th Mademo�selle
de Chat�llon and Mademo�selle de Crequy, who were next to her, and
addressed a few words to Mons�eur, who drew as�de as soon as the
k�ng was announced. Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, l�ke Montala�s,
was on Madame’s left hand, and the last but one on the l�ne,
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente be�ng on her r�ght. She was
stat�oned as certa�n bod�es of troops are, whose weakness �s
suspected, and who are placed between two exper�enced reg�ments.
Guarded �n th�s manner by the compan�ons who had shared her
adventure, La Vall�ere, whether from regret at Raoul’s departure, or
st�ll suffer�ng from the emot�on caused by recent events, wh�ch had
begun to render her name fam�l�ar on the l�ps of the court�ers, La
Vall�ere, we repeat, h�d her eyes, red w�th weep�ng, beh�nd her fan,
and seemed to g�ve the greatest attent�on to the remarks wh�ch
Montala�s and Athena�s, alternately, wh�spered to her from t�me to
t�me. As soon as the k�ng’s name was announced a general
movement took place �n the apartment. Madame, �n her character as
hostess, rose to rece�ve the royal v�s�tor; but as she rose,
notw�thstand�ng her preoccupat�on of m�nd, she glanced hast�ly
towards her r�ght; her glance, wh�ch the presumptuous De Gu�che
regarded as �ntended for h�mself, rested, as �t swept over the whole
c�rcle, upon La Vall�ere, whose warm blush and restless emot�on �t
�nstantly perce�ved.

The k�ng advanced to the m�ddle of the group, wh�ch had now
become a general one, by a movement wh�ch took place from the
c�rcumference to the center. Every head bowed low before h�s



majesty, the lad�es bend�ng l�ke fra�l, magn�f�cent l�l�es before K�ng
Aqu�lo. There was noth�ng very severe, we w�ll even say, noth�ng
very royal that even�ng about the k�ng, except youth and good looks.
He wore an a�r of an�mated joyousness and good-humor wh�ch set
all �mag�nat�ons at work, and, thereupon, all present prom�sed
themselves a del�ghtful even�ng, for no other reason than from
hav�ng remarked the des�re h�s majesty had to amuse h�mself �n
Madame’s apartments. If there was any one �n part�cular whose h�gh
sp�r�ts and good-humor equalled the k�ng’s, �t was M. de Sa�nt-
A�gnan, who was dressed �n a rose-colored costume, w�th face and
r�bbons of the same color, and, �n add�t�on, part�cularly rose-colored
�n h�s �deas, for that even�ng M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan was prol�f�c �n jests.
The c�rcumstance wh�ch had g�ven a new expans�on to the
numerous �deas germ�nat�ng �n h�s fert�le bra�n was, that he had just
perce�ved that Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente was, l�ke h�mself,
dressed �n rose-color. We would not w�sh to say, however, that the
w�ly court�er had not know beforehand that the beaut�ful Athena�s
was to wear that part�cular color; for he very well knew the art of
unlock�ng the l�ps of a dress-maker or a lady’s ma�d as to her
m�stress’s �ntent�ons. He cast as many k�ll�ng glances at
Mademo�selle Athena�s as he had bows of r�bbons on h�s stock�ngs
and doublet; �n other words he d�scharged a prod�g�ous number. The
k�ng hav�ng pa�d Madame the customary compl�ments, and Madame
hav�ng requested h�m to be seated, the c�rcle was �mmed�ately
formed. Lou�s �nqu�red of Mons�eur the part�culars of the day’s
bath�ng; and stated, look�ng at the lad�es present wh�le he spoke,
that certa�n poets were engaged turn�ng �nto verse the enchant�ng
d�vers�on of the baths of Vula�nes, and that one of them part�cularly,
M. Loret, seemed to have been �ntrusted w�th the conf�dence of
some water-nymph, as he had �n h�s verses recounted many
c�rcumstances that were actually true—at wh�ch remark more than
one lady present felt herself bound to blush. The k�ng at th�s moment
took the opportun�ty of look�ng round h�m at more le�sure; Montala�s
was the only one who d�d not blush suff�c�ently to prevent her look�ng
at the k�ng, and she saw h�m f�x h�s eyes devour�ngly on
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere. Th�s undaunted ma�d of honor,
Mademo�selle de Montala�s, be �t understood, forced the k�ng to



lower h�s gaze, and so saved Lou�se de la Vall�ere from a
sympathet�c warmth of feel�ng th�s gaze m�ght poss�bly have
conveyed. Lou�s was appropr�ated by Madame, who overwhelmed
h�m w�th �nqu�r�es, and no one �n the world knew how to ask
quest�ons better than she d�d. He tr�ed, however, to render the
conversat�on general, and, w�th the v�ew of effect�ng th�s, he
redoubled h�s attent�on and devot�on to her. Madame coveted
compl�mentary remarks, and, determ�ned to procure them at any
cost, she addressed herself to the k�ng, say�ng:

“S�re, your majesty, who �s aware of everyth�ng wh�ch occurs �n
your k�ngdom, ought to know beforehand the verses conf�ded to M.
Loret by th�s nymph; w�ll your majesty k�ndly commun�cate them to
us?”

“Madame,” repl�ed the k�ng, w�th perfect grace of manner, “I dare
not—you, personally, m�ght be �n no l�ttle degree confused at hav�ng
to l�sten to certa�n deta�ls—but Sa�nt-A�gnan tells a story well, and
has a perfect recollect�on of the verses. If he does not remember
them, he w�ll �nvent. I can cert�fy he �s almost a poet h�mself.” Sa�nt-
A�gnan, thus brought prom�nently forward, was compelled to
�ntroduce h�mself as advantageously as poss�ble. Unfortunately,
however, for Madame, he thought of h�s own personal affa�rs only; �n
other words, �nstead of pay�ng Madame the compl�ments she so
much des�red and rel�shed, h�s m�nd was f�xed upon mak�ng as much
d�splay as poss�ble of h�s own good fortune. Aga�n glanc�ng,
therefore, for the hundredth t�me at the beaut�ful Athena�s, who
carr�ed �nto pract�ce her prev�ous even�ng’s theory of not even
de�gn�ng to look at her adorer, he sa�d:—

“Your majesty w�ll perhaps pardon me for hav�ng too �nd�fferently
remembered the verses wh�ch the nymph d�ctated to Loret; but �f the
k�ng has not reta�ned any recollect�on of them, how could I poss�bly
remember?”

Madame d�d not rece�ve th�s shortcom�ng of the court�er very
favorably.

“Ah! madame,” added Sa�nt-A�gnan, “at present �t �s no longer a
quest�on what the water-nymphs have to say; and one would almost
be tempted to bel�eve that noth�ng of any �nterest now occurs �n



those l�qu�d realms. It �s upon earth, madame, �mportant events
happen. Ah! Madame, upon the earth, how many tales are there full
of—”

“Well,” sa�d Madame, “and what �s tak�ng place upon the earth?”
“That quest�on must be asked of the Dryads,” repl�ed the comte;

“the Dryads �nhab�t the forest, as your royal h�ghness �s aware.”
“I am aware also, that they are naturally very talkat�ve, Mons�eur

de Sa�nt-A�gnan.”
“Such �s the case, Madame; but when they say such del�ghtful

th�ngs, �t would be ungrac�ous to accuse them of be�ng too talkat�ve.”
“Do they talk so del�ghtfully, then?” �nqu�red the pr�ncess,

�nd�fferently. “Really, Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan, you exc�te my
cur�os�ty; and, �f I were the k�ng, I would requ�re you �mmed�ately to
tell us what the del�ghtful th�ngs are these Dryads have been say�ng,
s�nce you alone seem to understand the�r language.”

“I am at h�s majesty’s orders, Madame, �n that respect,” repl�ed
the comte, qu�ckly.

“What a fortunate fellow th�s Sa�nt-A�gnan �s to understand the
language of the Dryads,” sa�d Mons�eur.

“I understand �t perfectly, monse�gneur, as I do my own
language.”

“Tell us all about them, then,” sa�d Madame.
The k�ng felt embarrassed, for h�s conf�dant was, �n all

probab�l�ty, about to embark �n a d�ff�cult matter. He felt that �t would
be so, from the general attent�on exc�ted by Sa�nt-A�gnan’s
preamble, and aroused too by Madame’s pecul�ar manner. The most
reserved of those who were present seemed ready to devour every
syllable the comte was about to pronounce. They coughed, drew
closer together, looked cur�ously at some of the ma�ds of honor, who,
�n order to support w�th greater propr�ety, or w�th more stead�ness,
the f�x�ty of the �nqu�s�tor�al looks bent upon them, adjusted the�r fans
accord�ngly, and assumed the bear�ng of a duel�st about to be
exposed to h�s adversary’s f�re. At th�s epoch, the fash�on of
�ngen�ously constructed conversat�ons, and hazardously dangerous
rec�tals, so preva�led, that, where, �n modern t�mes, a whole



company assembled �n a draw�ng-room would beg�n to suspect
some scandal, or d�sclosure, or trag�c event, and would hurry away
�n d�smay, Madame’s guests qu�etly settled themselves �n the�r
places, �n order not to lose a word or gesture of the comedy
composed by Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan for the�r benef�t, and the
term�nat�on of wh�ch, whatever the style and the plot m�ght be, must,
as a matter of course, be marked by the most perfect propr�ety. The
comte as known as a man of extreme ref�nement, and an adm�rable
narrator. He courageously began, then, am�dst a profound s�lence,
wh�ch would have been form�dable to any one but h�mself:
—“Madame, by the k�ng’s perm�ss�on, I address myself, �n the f�rst
place, to your royal h�ghness, s�nce you adm�t yourself to be the
person present possess�ng the greatest cur�os�ty. I have the honor,
therefore, to �nform your royal h�ghness that the Dryad more
part�cularly �nhab�ts the hollows of oaks; and, as Dryads are
mytholog�cal creatures of great beauty, they �nhab�t the most
beaut�ful trees, �n other words, the largest to be found.”

At th�s exord�um, wh�ch recalled, under a transparent ve�l, the
celebrated story of the royal oak, wh�ch had played so �mportant a
part �n the last even�ng, so many hearts began to beat, both from joy
and uneas�ness, that, �f Sa�nt-A�gnan had not had a good and
sonorous vo�ce, the�r throbb�ngs m�ght have been heard above the
sound of h�s vo�ce.

“There must surely be Dryads at Fonta�nebleau, then,” sa�d
Madame, �n a perfectly calm vo�ce; “for I have never, �n all my l�fe,
seen f�ner oaks than �n the royal park.” And as she spoke, she
d�rected towards De Gu�che a look of wh�ch he had no reason to
compla�n, as he had of the one that preceded �t; wh�ch, as we have
already ment�oned, had reserved a certa�n amount of �ndef�n�teness
most pa�nful for so lov�ng a heart as h�s.

“Prec�sely, Madame, �t �s of Fonta�nebleau I was about to speak
to your royal h�ghness,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan; “for the Dryad whose
story �s engag�ng our attent�on, l�ves �n the park belong�ng to the
chateau of h�s majesty.”

The affa�r was fa�rly embarked on; the act�on was begun, and �t
was no longer poss�ble for aud�tory or narrator to draw back.



“It w�ll be worth l�sten�ng to,” sa�d Madame; “for the story not
only appears to me to have all the �nterest of a nat�onal �nc�dent, but
st�ll more, seems to be a c�rcumstance of very recent occurrence.”

“I ought to beg�n at the beg�nn�ng,” sa�d the comte. “In the f�rst
place, then, there l�ved at Fonta�nebleau, �n a cottage of modest and
unassum�ng appearance, two shepherds. The one was the shepherd
Tyrc�s, the owner of extens�ve doma�ns transm�tted to h�m from h�s
parents, by r�ght of �nher�tance. Tyrc�s was young and handsome,
and, from h�s many qual�f�cat�ons, he m�ght be pronounced to be the
f�rst and foremost among the shepherds �n the whole country; one
m�ght even boldly say he was the k�ng of shepherds.” A subdued
murmur of approbat�on encouraged the narrator, who cont�nued:
—“H�s strength equals h�s courage; no one d�splays greater address
�n hunt�ng w�ld beasts, nor greater w�sdom �n matters where
judgment �s requ�red. Whenever he mounts and exerc�ses h�s horse
�n the beaut�ful pla�ns of h�s �nher�tance, or whenever he jo�ns w�th
the shepherds who owe h�m alleg�ance, �n d�fferent games of sk�ll
and strength, one m�ght say that �t �s the god Mars hurl�ng h�s lance
on the pla�ns of Thrace, or, even better, that �t was Apollo h�mself,
the god of day, rad�ant upon earth, bear�ng h�s flam�ng darts �n h�s
hand.” Every one understood that th�s allegor�cal portra�t of the k�ng
was not the worst exord�um the narrator could have chosen; and
consequently �t d�d not fa�l to produce �ts effect, e�ther upon those
who, from duty or �ncl�nat�on, applauded �t to the very echo, or on the
k�ng h�mself, to whom flattery was very agreeable when del�cately
conveyed, and whom, �ndeed, �t d�d not always d�splease, even
when �t was a l�ttle too broad. Sa�nt-A�gnan then cont�nued:—“It �s
not �n games of glory only, lad�es, that the shepherd Tyrc�s had
acqu�red that reputat�on by wh�ch he was regarded as the k�ng of the
shepherds.”

“Of the shepherds of Fonta�nebleau,” sa�d the k�ng, sm�l�ngly, to
Madame.

“Oh!” excla�med Madame, “Fonta�nebleau �s selected arb�trar�ly
by the poet; but I should say, of the shepherds of the whole world.”
The k�ng forgot h�s part of a pass�ve aud�tor, and bowed.



“It �s,” paused Sa�nt-A�gnan, am�dst a flatter�ng murmur of
applause, “�t �s w�th lad�es fa�r espec�ally that the qual�t�es of th�s k�ng
of the shepherds are most prom�nently d�splayed. He �s a shepherd
w�th a m�nd as ref�ned as h�s heart �s pure; he can pay a compl�ment
w�th a charm of manner whose fasc�nat�on �t �s �mposs�ble to res�st;
and �n h�s attachments he �s so d�screet, that beaut�ful and happy
conquests may regard the�r lot as more than env�able. Never a
syllable of d�sclosure, never a moment’s forgetfulness. Whoever has
seen and heard Tyrc�s must love h�m; whoever loves and �s beloved
by h�m, has �ndeed found happ�ness.” Sa�nt-A�gnan here paused; he
was enjoy�ng the pleasure of all these compl�ments; and the portra�t
he had drawn, however grotesquely �nflated �t m�ght be, had found
favor �n certa�n ears, �n wh�ch the perfect�ons of the shepherd d�d not
seem to have been exaggerated. Madame begged the orator to
cont�nue. “Tyrc�s,” sa�d the comte, “had a fa�thful compan�on, or
rather a devoted servant, whose name was—Amyntas.”

“Ah!” sa�d Madame, archly, “now for the portra�t of Amyntas; you
are such an excellent pa�nter, Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan.”

“Madame—”
“Oh! comte, do not, I entreat you, sacr�f�ce poor Amyntas; I

should never forg�ve you.”
“Madame, Amyntas �s of too humble a pos�t�on, part�cularly

bes�de Tyrc�s, for h�s person to be honored by a parallel. There are
certa�n fr�ends who resemble those followers of anc�ent t�mes, who
caused themselves to be bur�ed al�ve at the�r masters’ feet.
Amyntas’s place, too, �s at the feet of Tyrc�s; he cares for no other;
and �f, somet�mes, the �llustr�ous hero—”

“Illustr�ous shepherd, you mean?” sa�d Madame, pretend�ng to
correct M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan.

“Your royal h�ghness �s r�ght; I was m�staken,” returned the
court�er; “�f, I say, the shepherd Tyrc�s de�gns occas�onally to call
Amyntas h�s fr�end, and to open h�s heart to h�m, �t �s an unparalleled
favor, wh�ch the latter regards as the most unbounded fel�c�ty.”

“All that you say,” �nterrupted Madame, “establ�shes the extreme
devot�on of Amyntas to Tyrc�s, but does not furn�sh us w�th the
portra�t of Amyntas. Comte, do not flatter h�m, �f you l�ke; but



descr�be h�m to us. I w�ll have Amyntas’s portra�t.” Sa�nt-A�gnan
obeyed, after hav�ng bowed profoundly to h�s majesty’s s�ster-�n-law.

“Amyntas,” he sa�d, “�s somewhat older than Tyrc�s; he �s not an
�ll-favored shepherd; �t �s even sa�d that the muses condescended to
sm�le upon h�m at h�s b�rth, even as Hebe sm�led upon youth. He �s
not amb�t�ous of d�splay, but he �s amb�t�ous of be�ng loved; and he
m�ght not, perhaps, be found unworthy of �t, �f he were only
suff�c�ently well-known.”

Th�s latter paragraph, strengthened by a k�ll�ng glance, was
d�rected stra�ght to Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, who rece�ved
them both unmoved. But the modesty and tact of the allus�on had
produced a good effect; Amyntas reaped the benef�t of �t �n the
applause bestowed upon h�m: Tyrc�s’s head even gave the s�gnal for
�t by a consent�ng bow, full of good feel�ng.

“One even�ng,” cont�nued Sa�nt-A�gnan, “Tyrc�s and Amyntas
were walk�ng together �n the forest, talk�ng of the�r love
d�sappo�ntments. Do not forget, lad�es, that the story of the Dryad �s
now beg�nn�ng, otherw�se �t would be easy to tell you what Tyrc�s and
Amyntas, the two most d�screet shepherds of the whole earth, were
talk�ng about. They reached the th�ckest part of the forest, for the
purpose of be�ng qu�te alone, and of conf�d�ng the�r troubles more
freely to each other, when suddenly the sound of vo�ces struck upon
the�r ears.”

“Ah, ah!” sa�d those who surrounded the narrator. “Noth�ng can
be more �nterest�ng.”

At th�s po�nt, Madame, l�ke a v�g�lant general �nspect�ng h�s
army, glanced at Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, who could not
help w�nc�ng as they drew themselves up.

“These harmon�ous vo�ces,” resumed Sa�nt-A�gnan, “were those
of certa�n shepherdesses, who had been l�kew�se des�rous of
enjoy�ng the coolness of the shade, and who, know�ng the �solated
and almost unapproachable s�tuat�on of the place, had betaken
themselves there to �nterchange the�r �deas upon—” A loud burst of
laughter occas�oned by th�s remark of Sa�nt-A�gnan, and an
�mpercept�ble sm�le of the k�ng, as he looked at Tonnay-Charente,
followed th�s sally.



“The Dryad aff�rms pos�t�vely,” cont�nued Sa�nt-A�gnan, “that the
shepherdesses were three �n number, and that all three were young
and beaut�ful.”

“What were the�r names?” sa�d Madame, qu�ckly.
“The�r names?” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, who hes�tated from fear of

comm�tt�ng an �nd�scret�on.
“Of course; you call your shepherds Tyrc�s and Amyntas; g�ve

your shepherdesses names �n a s�m�lar manner.”
“Oh! Madame, I am not an �nventor; I relate s�mply what took

place as the Dryad related �t to me.”
“What d�d your Dryad, then, call these shepherdesses? You

have a very treacherous memory, I fear. Th�s Dryad must have fallen
out w�th the goddess Mnemosyne.”

“These shepherdesses, Madame? Pray remember that �t �s a
cr�me to betray a woman’s name.”

“From wh�ch a woman absolves you, comte, on the cond�t�on
that you w�ll reveal the names of the shepherdesses.”

“The�r names were Phyll�s, Amaryll�s, and Galatea.”
“Exceed�ngly well!—they have not lost by the delay,” sa�d

Madame, “and now we have three charm�ng names. But now for
the�r portra�ts.”

Sa�nt-A�gnan aga�n made a sl�ght movement.
“Nay, comte, let us proceed �n due order,” returned Madame.

“Ought we not, s�re, to have the portra�ts of the shepherdesses?”
The k�ng, who expected th�s determ�ned perseverance, and who

began to feel some uneas�ness, d�d not th�nk �t safe to provoke so
dangerous an �nterrogator. He thought, too, that Sa�nt-A�gnan, �n
draw�ng the portra�ts, would f�nd a means of �ns�nuat�ng some
flatter�ng allus�ons wh�ch would be agreeable to the ears of one h�s
majesty was �nterested �n pleas�ng. It was w�th th�s hope and w�th
th�s fear that Lou�s author�zed Sa�nt-A�gnan to sketch the portra�ts of
the shepherdesses, Phyll�s, Amaryll�s, and Galatea.

“Very well, then; be �t so,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, l�ke a man who has
made up h�s m�nd, and he began.





Chapter LVII. Conclus�on of the Story
of a Na�ad and of a Dryad.

“Phyll�s,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, w�th a glance of def�ance at
Montala�s, such as a fenc�ng-master would g�ve who �nv�tes an
antagon�st worthy of h�m to place h�mself on guard, “Phyll�s �s ne�ther
fa�r nor dark, ne�ther tall nor short, ne�ther too grave nor too gay;
though but a shepherdess, she �s as w�tty as a pr�ncess, and as
coquett�sh as the most f�n�shed fl�rt that ever l�ved. Noth�ng can equal
her excellent v�s�on. Her heart yearns for everyth�ng her gaze
embraces. She �s l�ke a b�rd, wh�ch, always warbl�ng, at one moment
sk�ms the ground, at the next r�ses flutter�ng �n pursu�t of a butterfly,
then rests �tself upon the topmost branch of a tree, where �t def�es
the b�rd-catchers e�ther to come and se�ze �t or to entrap �t �n the�r
nets.” The portra�t bore such a strong resemblance to Montala�s, that
all eyes were d�rected towards her; she, however, w�th her head
ra�sed, and w�th a steady, unmoved look, l�stened to Sa�nt-A�gnan, as
�f he were speak�ng of an utter stranger.

“Is that all, Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan?” �nqu�red the pr�ncess.
“Oh! your royal h�ghness, the portra�t �s but a mere sketch, and

many more add�t�ons could be made, but I fear to weary your
pat�ence, or offend the modesty of the shepherdess, and I shall
therefore pass on to her compan�on, Amaryll�s.”

“Very well,” sa�d Madame, “pass on to Amaryll�s, Mons�eur de
Sa�nt-A�gnan, we are all attent�on.”

“Amaryll�s �s the eldest of the three, and yet,” Sa�nt-A�gnan
hastened to add, “th�s advanced age does not reach twenty years.”

Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, who had sl�ghtly kn�tted her
brows at the commencement of the descr�pt�on, unbent them w�th a
sm�le.

“She �s tall, w�th an aston�sh�ng abundance of beaut�ful ha�r,
wh�ch she fastens �n the manner of the Grec�an statues; her walk �s



full of majesty, her att�tude haughty; she has the a�r, therefore, rather
of a goddess than a mere mortal, and among the goddesses, she
most resembles D�ana the huntress; w�th th�s sole d�fference,
however, that the cruel shepherdess, hav�ng stolen the qu�ver of
young love, wh�le poor Cup�d was sleep�ng �n a th�cket of roses,
�nstead of d�rect�ng her arrows aga�nst the �nhab�tants of the forest,
d�scharges them p�t�lessly aga�nst all poor shepherds who pass
w�th�n reach of her bow and of her eyes.”

“Oh! what a w�cked shepherdess!” sa�d Madame. “She may
some day wound herself w�th one of those arrows she d�scharges,
as you say, so merc�lessly on all s�des.”

“It �s the hope of shepherds, one and all!” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“And that of the shepherd Amyntas �n part�cular, I suppose?”

sa�d Madame.
“The shepherd Amyntas �s so t�m�d,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, w�th the

most modest a�r he could assume, “that �f he cher�shes such a hope
as that, no one has ever known anyth�ng about �t, for he conceals �t
�n the very depths of h�s heart.” A flatter�ng murmur of applause
greeted th�s profess�on of fa�th on behalf of the shepherd.

“And Galatea?” �nqu�red Madame. “I am �mpat�ent to see a hand
so sk�llful as yours cont�nue the portra�t where V�rg�l left �t, and f�n�sh
�t before our eyes.”

“Madame,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, “I am �ndeed a poor dumb post
bes�de the m�ghty V�rg�l. St�ll, encouraged by your des�re, I w�ll do my
best.”

Sa�nt-A�gnan extended h�s foot and hand, and thus began:
—“Wh�te as m�lk, she casts upon the breeze the perfume of her fa�r
ha�r t�nged w�th golden hues, as are the ears of corn. One �s tempted
to �nqu�re �f she �s not the beaut�ful Europa, who �nsp�red Jup�ter w�th
a tender pass�on as she played w�th her compan�ons �n the flower-
spangled meadows. From her exqu�s�te eyes, blue as azure heaven
on the clearest summer day, emanates a tender l�ght, wh�ch rever�e
nurtures, and love d�spenses. When she frowns, or bends her looks
towards the ground, the sun �s ve�led �n token of mourn�ng. When
she sm�les, on the contrary, nature resumes her joll�ty, and the b�rds,
for a br�ef moment s�lenced, recommence the�r songs am�d the leafy



covert of the trees. Galatea,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, �n conclus�on, “�s
worthy of the adm�rat�on of the whole world; and �f she should ever
bestow her heart upon another, happy w�ll that man be to whom she
consecrates her f�rst affect�ons.”

Madame, who had attent�vely l�stened to the portra�t Sa�nt-
A�gnan had drawn, as, �ndeed, had all the others, contented herself
w�th accentuat�ng her approbat�on of the most poet�c passage by
occas�onal �ncl�nat�ons of her head; but �t was �mposs�ble to say �f
these marks of assent were accorded to the ab�l�ty of the narrator of
the resemblance of the portra�t. The consequence, therefore, was,
that as Madame d�d not openly exh�b�t any approbat�on, no one felt
author�zed to applaud, not even Mons�eur, who secretly thought that
Sa�nt-A�gnan dwelt too much upon the portra�ts of the
shepherdesses, and had somewhat sl�ght�ngly passed over the
portra�ts of the shepherds. The whole assembly seemed suddenly
ch�lled. Sa�nt-A�gnan, who had exhausted h�s rhetor�cal sk�ll and h�s
palette of art�st�c t�nts �n sketch�ng the portra�t of Galatea, and who,
after the favor w�th wh�ch h�s other descr�pt�ons had been rece�ved,
already �mag�ned he could hear the loudest applause allotted to th�s
last one, was h�mself more d�sappo�nted than the k�ng and the rest of
the company. A moment’s s�lence followed, wh�ch was at last broken
by Madame.

“Well, s�r,” she �nqu�red, “What �s your majesty’s op�n�on of these
three portra�ts?”

The k�ng, who w�shed to rel�eve Sa�nt-A�gnan’s embarrassment
w�thout comprom�s�ng h�mself, repl�ed, “Why, Amaryll�s, �n my
op�n�on, �s beaut�ful.”

“For my part,” sa�d Mons�eur, “I prefer Phyll�s; she �s a cap�tal
g�rl, or rather a good-sort-of-fellow of a nymph.”

A gentle laugh followed, and th�s t�me the looks were so d�rect,
that Montala�s felt herself blush�ng almost scarlet.

“Well,” resumed Madame, “what were those shepherdesses
say�ng to each other?”

Sa�nt-A�gnan, however, whose van�ty had been wounded, d�d
not feel h�mself �n a pos�t�on to susta�n an attack of new and



refreshed troops, and merely sa�d, “Madame, the shepherdesses
were conf�d�ng to one another the�r l�ttle preferences.”

“Nay, nay! Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan, you are a perfect stream
of pastoral poesy,” sa�d Madame, w�th an am�able sm�le, wh�ch
somewhat comforted the narrator.

“They confessed that love �s a m�ghty per�l, but that the absence
of love �s the heart’s sentence of death.”

“What was the conclus�on they came to?” �nqu�red Madame.
“They came to the conclus�on that love was necessary.”
“Very good! D�d they lay down any cond�t�ons?”
“That of cho�ce, s�mply,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan. “I ought even to add,

—remember �t �s the Dryad who �s speak�ng,—that one of the
shepherdesses, Amaryll�s, I bel�eve, was completely opposed to the
necess�ty of lov�ng, and yet she d�d not pos�t�vely deny that she had
allowed the �mage of a certa�n shepherd to take refuge �n her heart.”

“Was �t Amyntas or Tyrc�s?”
“Amyntas, Madame,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, modestly. “But Galatea,

the gentle and soft-eyed Galatea, �mmed�ately repl�ed, that ne�ther
Amyntas, nor Alphes�boeus, nor T�tyrus, nor �ndeed any of the
handsomest shepherds of the country, were to be compared to
Tyrc�s; that Tyrc�s was as super�or to all other men, as the oak to all
other trees, as the l�ly �n �ts majesty to all other flowers. She drew
even such a portra�t of Tyrc�s that Tyrc�s h�mself, who was l�sten�ng,
must have felt truly flattered at �t, notw�thstand�ng h�s rank as a
shepherd. Thus Tyrc�s and Amyntas had been d�st�ngu�shed by
Phyll�s and Galatea; and thus had the secrets of two hearts revealed
beneath the shades of even�ng, and am�d the recesses of the woods.
Such, Madame, �s what the Dryad related to me; she who knows all
that takes place �n the hollows of oaks and grassy dells; she who
knows the loves of the b�rds, and all they w�sh to convey by the�r
songs; she who understands, �n fact, the language of the w�nd
among the branches, the humm�ng of the �nsect w�th �ts gold and
emerald w�ngs �n the corolla of the w�ld-flowers; �t was she who
related the part�culars to me, and I have repeated them.”



“And now you have f�n�shed, Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan, have
you not?” sa�d Madame, w�th a sm�le that made the k�ng tremble.

“Qu�te f�n�shed,” repl�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan, “and but too happy �f I
have been able to amuse your royal h�ghness for a few moments.”

“Moments wh�ch have been too br�ef,” repl�ed the pr�ncess; “for
you have related most adm�rably all you know; but, my dear
Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan, you have been unfortunate enough to
obta�n your �nformat�on from one Dryad only, I bel�eve?”

“Yes, Madame, only from one, I confess.”
“The fact was, that you passed by a l�ttle Na�ad, who pretended

to know noth�ng at all, and yet knew a great deal more than your
Dryad, my dear comte.”

“A Na�ad!” repeated several vo�ces, who began to suspect that
the story had a cont�nuat�on.

“Of course close bes�de the oak you are speak�ng of, wh�ch, �f I
am not m�staken, �s called the royal oak—�s �t not so, Mons�eur de
Sa�nt-A�gnan?”

Sa�nt-A�gnan and the k�ng exchanged glances.
“Yes, Madame,” the former repl�ed.
“Well, close bes�de the oak there �s a pretty l�ttle spr�ng, wh�ch

runs murmur�ngly over the pebbles, between banks of forget-me-
nots and daffod�ls.”

“I bel�eve you are correct,” sa�d the k�ng, w�th some uneas�ness,
and l�sten�ng w�th some anx�ety to h�s s�ster-�n-law’s narrat�ve.

“Oh! there �s one, I can assure you,” sa�d Madame; “and the
proof of �t �s, that the Na�ad who res�des �n that l�ttle stream stopped
me as I was about to come.”

“Ah?” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“Yes, �ndeed,” cont�nued the pr�ncess, “and she d�d so �n order

to commun�cate to me many part�culars Mons�eur de Sa�nt-A�gnan
has om�tted �n h�s rec�tal.”

“Pray relate them yourself, then,” sa�d Mons�eur, “you can relate
stor�es �n such a charm�ng manner.” The pr�ncess bowed at the
conjugal compl�ment pa�d her.



“I do not possess the poet�cal powers of the comte, nor h�s
ab�l�ty to br�ng to l�ght the smallest deta�ls.”

“You w�ll not be l�stened to w�th less �nterest on that account,”
sa�d the k�ng, who already perce�ved that someth�ng host�le was
�ntended �n h�s s�ster-�n-law’s story.

“I speak, too,” cont�nued Madame, “�n the name of that poor l�ttle
Na�ad, who �s �ndeed the most charm�ng creature I ever met.
Moreover, she laughed so heart�ly wh�le she was tell�ng me her story,
that, �n pursuance of that med�cal ax�om that laughter �s the f�nest
phys�c �n the world, I ask perm�ss�on to laugh a l�ttle myself when I
recollect her words.”

The k�ng and Sa�nt-A�gnan, who not�ced spread�ng over many of
the faces present a d�stant and prophet�c r�pple of the laughter
Madame announced, f�n�shed by look�ng at each other, as �f ask�ng
themselves whether there was not some l�ttle consp�racy concealed
beneath these words. But Madame was determ�ned to turn the kn�fe
�n the wound over and over aga�n; she therefore resumed w�th the a�r
of the most perfect candor, �n other words, w�th the most dangerous
of all her a�rs: “Well, then, I passed that way,” she sa�d, “and as I
found beneath my steps many fresh flowers newly blown, no doubt
Phyll�s, Amaryll�s, Galatea, and all your shepherdesses had passed
the same way before me.”

The k�ng b�t h�s l�ps, for the rec�tal was becom�ng more and
more threaten�ng. “My l�ttle Na�ad,” cont�nued Madame, “was coo�ng
over her qua�nt song �n the bed of the r�vulet; as I perce�ved that she
accosted me by touch�ng the hem of my dress, I could not th�nk of
rece�v�ng her advances ungrac�ously, and more part�cularly so, s�nce,
after all, a d�v�n�ty, even though she be of a second grade, �s always
of greater �mportance than a mortal, though a pr�ncess. I thereupon
accosted the Na�ad, and burst�ng �nto laughter, th�s �s what she sa�d
to me:

“‘Fancy, pr�ncess...’ You understand, s�re, �t �s the Na�ad who �s
speak�ng?”

The k�ng bowed assent�ngly; and Madame cont�nued:—“‘Fancy,
pr�ncess, the banks of my l�ttle stream have just w�tnessed a most
amus�ng scene. Two shepherds, full of cur�os�ty, even �nd�screetly so,



have allowed themselves to be myst�f�ed �n a most amus�ng manner
by three nymphs, or three shepherdesses,’—I beg your pardon, but I
do not now remember �f �t was nymphs or shepherdesses she sa�d;
but �t does not much matter, so we w�ll cont�nue.”

The k�ng, at th�s open�ng, colored v�s�bly, and Sa�nt-A�gnan,
completely los�ng countenance, began to open h�s eyes �n the
greatest poss�ble anx�ety.

“‘The two shepherds,’ pursued my nymph, st�ll laugh�ng,
‘followed �n the wake of the three young lad�es,’—no, I mean, of the
three nymphs; forg�ve me, I ought to say, of the three
shepherdesses. It �s not always w�se to do that, for �t may be
awkward for those who are followed. I appeal to all the lad�es
present, and not one of them, I am sure, w�ll contrad�ct me.”

The k�ng, who was much d�sturbed by what he suspected was
about to follow, s�gn�f�ed h�s assent by a gesture.

“‘But,’ cont�nued the Na�ad, ‘the shepherdesses had not�ced
Tyrc�s and Amyntas gl�d�ng �nto the wood, and, by the l�ght of the
moon, they had recogn�zed them through the grove of the trees.’ Ah,
you laugh!” �nterrupted Madame; “wa�t, wa�t, you are not yet at the
end.”

The k�ng turned pale; Sa�nt-A�gnan w�ped h�s forehead, now
dewed w�th persp�rat�on. Among the groups of lad�es present could
be heard smothered laughter and stealthy wh�spers.

“‘The shepherdesses, I was say�ng, not�c�ng how �nd�screet the
two shepherds were, proceeded to s�t down at the foot of the royal
oak; and, when they perce�ved that the�r over-cur�ous l�steners were
suff�c�ently near, so that not a syllable of what they m�ght say could
be lost, they addressed towards them very �nnocently, �n the most
artless manner �n the world �ndeed, a pass�onate declarat�on, wh�ch
from the van�ty natural to all men, and even to the most sent�mental
of shepherds, seemed to the two l�steners as sweet as honey.’”

The k�ng, at these words, wh�ch the assembly was unable to
hear w�thout laugh�ng, could not restra�n a flash of anger dart�ng from
h�s eyes. As for Sa�nt-A�gnan, he let h�s head fall upon h�s breast,
and concealed, under a s�lly laugh, the extreme annoyance he felt.



“Oh,” sa�d the k�ng, draw�ng h�mself up to h�s full he�ght, “upon
my word, that �s a most amus�ng jest, certa�nly; but, really and truly,
are you sure you qu�te understood the language of the Na�ads?”

“The comte, s�re, pretends to have perfectly understood that of
the Dryads,” retorted Madame, �c�ly.

“No doubt,” sa�d the k�ng; “but you know the comte has the
weakness to asp�re to become a member of the Academy, so that,
w�th th�s object �n v�ew, he has learnt all sorts of th�ngs of wh�ch very
happ�ly you are �gnorant; and �t m�ght poss�bly happen that the
language of the Nymph of the Waters m�ght be among the number of
th�ngs you have not stud�ed.”

“Of course, s�re,” repl�ed Madame, “for facts of that nature one
does not altogether rely upon one’s self alone; a woman’s ear �s not
�nfall�ble, so says Sa�nt August�ne; and I, therefore, w�shed to sat�sfy
myself by other op�n�ons bes�de my own, and as my Na�ad, who, �n
her character of a goddess, �s polyglot,—�s not that the express�on,
M. de Sa�nt-A�gnan?”

“I bel�eve so,” sa�d the latter, qu�te out of countenance.
“Well,” cont�nued the pr�ncess, “as my Na�ad, who, �n her

character of a goddess, had, at f�rst spoken to me �n Engl�sh, I
feared, as you suggest, that I m�ght have m�sunderstood her, and I
requested Mesdemo�selles de Montala�s, de Tonnay-Charente, and
de la Vall�ere, to come to me, begg�ng my Na�ad to repeat to me �n
the French language, the rec�tal she had already commun�cated to
me �n Engl�sh.”

“And d�d she do so?” �nqu�red the k�ng.
“Oh, she �s the most pol�te d�v�n�ty �t �s poss�ble to �mag�ne! Yes,

s�re, she d�d so; so that no doubt whatever rema�ns on the subject. Is
�t not so, young lad�es?” sa�d the pr�ncess, turn�ng towards the left of
her army; “d�d not the Na�ad say prec�sely what I have related, and
have I, �n any one part�cular, exceeded the truth, Phyll�s? I beg your
pardon, I mean Mademo�selle Aure de Montala�s?”

“Prec�sely as you have stated, Madame,” art�culated
Mademo�selle de Montala�s, very d�st�nctly.

“Is �t true, Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente?”



“The perfect truth,” repl�ed Athena�s, �n a vo�ce qu�te as f�rm, but
not yet so d�st�nct.

“And you, La Vall�ere?” asked Madame.
The poor g�rl felt the k�ng’s ardent look f�xed upon her,—she

dared not deny—she dared not tell a falsehood; she merely bowed
her head; and everybody took �t for a token of assent. Her head,
however, was not ra�sed aga�n, ch�lled as she was by a coldness
more b�tter than that of death. Th�s tr�ple test�mony overwhelmed the
k�ng. As for Sa�nt-A�gnan, he d�d not even attempt to d�ssemble h�s
despa�r, and, hardly know�ng what he sa�d, he stammered out, “An
excellent jest! adm�rably played!”

“A just pun�shment for cur�os�ty,” sa�d the k�ng, �n a hoarse vo�ce.
“Oh! who would th�nk, after the chast�sement that Tyrc�s and
Amyntas had suffered, of endeavor�ng to surpr�se what �s pass�ng �n
the heart of shepherdesses? Assuredly I shall not, for one; and, you,
gentlemen?”

“Nor I! nor I!” repeated, �n a chorus, the group of court�ers.
Madame was f�lled w�th tr�umph at the k�ng’s annoyance; and

was full of del�ght, th�nk�ng that her story had been, or was to be, the
term�nat�on of the whole affa�r. As for Mons�eur, who had laughed at
the two stor�es w�thout comprehend�ng anyth�ng about them, he
turned towards De Gu�che, and sa�d to h�m, “Well, comte, you say
noth�ng; can you not f�nd someth�ng to say? Do you p�ty M. Tyrc�s
and M. Amyntas, for �nstance?”

“I p�ty them w�th all my soul,” repl�ed De Gu�che; “for, �n very
truth, love �s so sweet a fancy, that to lose �t, fancy though �t may be,
�s to lose more than l�fe �tself. If, therefore, these two shepherds
thought themselves beloved,—�f they were happy �n that �dea, and �f,
�nstead of that happ�ness, they meet not only that empty vo�d wh�ch
resembles death, but jeers and jests at love �tself, wh�ch �s worse
than a thousand deaths,—�n that case, I say that Tyrc�s and Amyntas
are the two most unhappy men I know.”

“And you are r�ght, too, Mons�eur de Gu�che,” sa�d the k�ng; “for,
�n fact, the �njury �n quest�on �s a very hard return for a l�ttle harmless
cur�os�ty.”



“That �s as much to say, then, that the story of my Na�ad has
d�spleased the k�ng?” asked Madame, �nnocently.

“Nay, Madame, undece�ve yourself,” sa�d Lou�s, tak�ng the
pr�ncess by the hand; “your Na�ad, on the contrary, has pleased me,
and the more so, because she was so truthful, and because her tale,
I ought to add, �s conf�rmed by the test�mony of un�mpeachable
w�tnesses.”

These words fell upon La Vall�ere, accompan�ed by a look that
on one, from Socrates to Monta�gne, could have exactly def�ned. The
look and the k�ng’s remark succeeded �n overpower�ng the unhappy
g�rl, who, w�th her head upon Montala�s’s shoulder, seemed to have
fa�nted away. The k�ng rose, w�thout remark�ng th�s c�rcumstance, of
wh�ch no one, moreover, took any not�ce, and, contrary to h�s usual
custom, for generally he rema�ned late �n Madame’s apartments, he
took h�s leave, and ret�red to h�s own s�de of the palace. Sa�nt-
A�gnan followed h�m, leav�ng the rooms �n as much despa�r as he
had entered them w�th del�ght. Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente,
less sens�t�ve than La Vall�ere, was not much fr�ghtened, and d�d not
fa�nt. However, �t may be that the last look of Sa�nt-A�gnan had
hardly been so majest�c as the k�ng’s.





Chapter LVIII. Royal Psychology.
The k�ng returned to h�s apartments w�th hurr�ed steps. The

reason he walked as fast as he d�d was probably to avo�d totter�ng �n
h�s ga�t. He seemed to leave beh�nd h�m as he went along a trace of
a myster�ous sorrow. That gayety of manner, wh�ch every one had
remarked �n h�m on h�s arr�val, and wh�ch they had been del�ghted to
perce�ve, had not perhaps been understood �n �ts true sense: but h�s
stormy departure, h�s d�sordered countenance, all knew, or at least
thought they could tell the reason of. Madame’s lev�ty of manner, her
somewhat b�tter jests,—b�tter for persons of a sens�t�ve d�spos�t�on,
and part�cularly for one of the k�ng’s character; the great
resemblance wh�ch naturally ex�sted between the k�ng and an
ord�nary mortal, were among the reasons ass�gned for the prec�p�tate
and unexpected departure of h�s majesty. Madame, keen-s�ghted
enough �n other respects, d�d not, however, at f�rst see anyth�ng
extraord�nary �n �t. It was qu�te suff�c�ent for her to have �nfl�cted
some sl�ght wound upon the van�ty or self-esteem of one who, so
soon forgett�ng the engagements he had contracted, seemed to
have undertaken to d�sda�n, w�thout cause, the noblest and h�ghest
pr�ze �n France. It was not an un�mportant matter for Madame, �n the
present pos�t�on of affa�rs, to let the k�ng perce�ve the d�fference
wh�ch ex�sted between the bestowal of h�s affect�ons on one �n a
h�gh stat�on, and the runn�ng after each pass�ng fancy, l�ke a youth
fresh from the prov�nces. W�th regard to those h�gher placed
affect�ons, recogn�z�ng the�r d�gn�ty and the�r �ll�m�table �nfluence,
acknowledg�ng �n them a certa�n et�quette and d�splay—a monarch
not only d�d not act �n a manner derogatory to h�s h�gh pos�t�on, but
found even repose, secur�ty, mystery, and general respect there�n.
On the contrary, �n the debasement of a common or humble
attachment, he would encounter, even among h�s meanest subjects,
carp�ng and sarcast�c remarks; he would forfe�t h�s character of
�nfall�b�l�ty and �nv�olab�l�ty. Hav�ng descended to the reg�on of petty
human m�ser�es, he would be subjected to paltry content�ons. In one



word, to convert the royal d�v�n�ty �nto a mere mortal by str�k�ng at h�s
heart, or rather even at h�s face, l�ke the meanest of h�s subjects,
was to �nfl�ct a terr�ble blow upon the pr�de of that generous nature.
Lou�s was more eas�ly capt�vated by van�ty than affect�on. Madame
had w�sely calculated her vengeance, and �t has been seen, also, �n
what manner she carr�ed �t out. Let �t not be supposed, however, that
Madame possessed such terr�ble pass�ons as the hero�nes of the
m�ddle ages, or that she regarded th�ngs from a pess�m�st�c po�nt of
v�ew; on the contrary, Madame, young, am�able, of cult�vated
�ntellect, coquett�sh, lov�ng �n her nature, but rather from fancy, or
�mag�nat�on, or amb�t�on, than from her heart—Madame, we say, on
the contrary, �naugurated that epoch of l�ght and fleet�ng
amusements, wh�ch d�st�ngu�shed the hundred and twenty years that
�ntervened between the m�ddle of the seventeenth century, and the
last quarter of the e�ghteenth. Madame saw, therefore, or rather
fanc�ed she saw, th�ngs under the�r true aspect; she knew that the
k�ng, her august brother-�n-law, had been the f�rst to r�d�cule the
humble La Vall�ere, and that, �n accordance w�th h�s usual custom, �t
was hardly probable he would ever love the person who had exc�ted
h�s laughter, even had �t been only for a moment. Moreover, was not
her van�ty ever present, that ev�l �nfluence wh�ch plays so �mportant a
part �n that comedy of dramat�c �nc�dents called the l�fe of a woman?
D�d not her van�ty tell her, aloud, �n a subdued vo�ce, �n a wh�sper, �n
every var�ety of tone, that she could not, �n real�ty, she a pr�ncess,
young, beaut�ful, and r�ch, be compared to the poor La Vall�ere, as
youthful as herself �t �s true, but far less pretty, certa�nly, and utterly
w�thout money, protectors, or pos�t�on? And surpr�se need not be
exc�ted w�th respect to Madame; for �t �s known that the greatest
characters are those who flatter themselves the most �n the
compar�sons they draw between themselves and others, between
others and themselves. It may perhaps be asked what was
Madame’s mot�ve for an attack so sk�llfully conce�ved and executed.
Why was there such a d�splay of forces, �f �t were not ser�ously her
�ntent�on to d�slodge the k�ng from a heart that had never been
occup�ed before, �n wh�ch he seemed d�sposed to take refuge? Was
there any necess�ty, then, for Madame to attach so great an
�mportance to La Vall�ere, �f she d�d not fear her? Yet Madame d�d



not fear La Vall�ere �n that d�rect�on �n wh�ch an h�stor�an, who knows
everyth�ng, sees �nto the future, or rather, the past. Madame was
ne�ther a prophetess nor a s�byl; nor could she, any more than
another, read what was wr�tten �n that terr�ble and fatal book of the
future, wh�ch records �n �ts most secret pages the most ser�ous
events. No, Madame des�red s�mply to pun�sh the k�ng for hav�ng
ava�led h�mself of secret means altogether fem�n�ne �n the�r nature;
she w�shed to prove to h�m that �f he made use of offens�ve weapons
of that nature, she, a woman of ready w�t and h�gh descent, would
assuredly d�scover �n the arsenal of her �mag�nat�on defens�ve
weapons proof even aga�nst the thrusts of a monarch. Moreover, she
w�shed h�m to learn that, �n a war of that descr�pt�on, k�ngs are held
of no account, or, at all events, that k�ngs who f�ght on the�r own
behalf, l�ke ord�nary �nd�v�duals, may w�tness the fall of the�r crown �n
the f�rst encounter; and that, �n fact, �f he had expected to be adored
by all the lad�es of the court from the very f�rst, from a conf�dent
rel�ance on h�s mere appearance, �t was a pretens�on wh�ch was
most preposterous and �nsult�ng even, for certa�n persons who f�lled
a h�gher pos�t�on than others, and that a lesson taught �n season to
th�s royal personage, who assumed too h�gh and haughty a carr�age,
would be render�ng h�m a great serv�ce. Such, �ndeed, were
Madame’s reflect�ons w�th respect to the k�ng. The sequel �tself was
not thought of. And �n th�s manner, �t w�ll be seen that she had
exerc�sed all her �nfluence over the m�nds of her ma�ds of honor, and
w�th all �ts accompany�ng deta�ls, had arranged the comedy wh�ch
had just been acted. The k�ng was completely bew�ldered by �t; for
the f�rst t�me s�nce he had escaped from the trammels of M. de
Mazar�n, he found h�mself treated as a man. S�m�lar sever�ty from
any of h�s subjects would have been at once res�sted by h�m.
Strength comes w�th battle. But to match one’s self w�th women, to
be attacked by them, to have been �mposed upon by mere g�rls from
the country, who had come from Blo�s expressly for that purpose; �t
was the depth of d�shonor for a young sovere�gn full of the pr�de h�s
personal advantages and royal power �nsp�red h�m w�th. There was
noth�ng he could do—ne�ther reproaches, nor ex�le—nor could he
even show the annoyance he felt. To man�fest vexat�on would have
been to adm�t that he had been touched, l�ke Hamlet, by a sword



from wh�ch the button had been removed—the sword of r�d�cule. To
show an�mos�ty aga�nst women—hum�l�at�on! espec�ally when the
women �n quest�on have laughter on the�r s�de, as a means of
vengeance. If, �nstead of leav�ng all the respons�b�l�ty of the affa�r to
these women, one of the court�ers had had anyth�ng to do w�th the
�ntr�gue, how del�ghtedly would Lou�s have se�zed the opportun�ty of
turn�ng the Bast�le to personal account. But there, aga�n, the k�ng’s
anger paused, checked by reason. To be the master of arm�es, of
pr�sons, of an almost d�v�ne author�ty, and to exert such majesty and
m�ght �n the serv�ce of a petty grudge, would be unworthy not only of
a monarch, but even of a man. It was necessary, therefore, s�mply to
swallow the affront �n s�lence, and to wear h�s usual gentleness and
grac�ousness of express�on. It was essent�al to treat Madame as a
fr�end. As a fr�end!—Well, and why not? E�ther Madame had been
the �nst�gator of the affa�r, or the affa�r �tself had found her pass�ve. If
she had been the �nst�gator of �t, �t certa�nly was a bold measure on
her part, but, at all events, �t was but natural �n her. Who was �t that
had sought her �n the earl�est moments of her marr�ed l�fe to wh�sper
words of love �n her ear? Who was �t that had dared to calculate the
poss�b�l�ty of comm�tt�ng a cr�me aga�nst the marr�age vow—a cr�me,
too, st�ll more deplorable on account of the relat�onsh�p between
them? Who was �t that, sh�elded beh�nd h�s royal author�ty, had sa�d
to th�s young creature: be not afra�d, love but the k�ng of France, who
�s above all, and a movement of whose sceptered hand w�ll protect
you aga�nst all attacks, even from your own remorse? And she had
l�stened to and obeyed the royal vo�ce, had been �nfluenced by h�s
ensnar�ng tones; and when, morally speak�ng, she had sacr�f�ced her
honor �n l�sten�ng to h�m, she saw herself repa�d for her sacr�f�ce by
an �nf�del�ty the more hum�l�at�ng, s�nce �t was occas�oned by a
woman far beneath her �n the world.

Had Madame, therefore, been the �nst�gator of the revenge, she
would have been r�ght. If, on the contrary, she had rema�ned pass�ve
�n the whole affa�r, what grounds had the k�ng to be angry w�th her on
that account? Was �t for her to restra�n, or rather could she restra�n,
the chatter�ng of a few country g�rls? and was �t for her, by an excess
of zeal that m�ght have been m�s�nterpreted, to check, at the r�sk of
�ncreas�ng �t, the �mpert�nence of the�r conduct? All these var�ous



reason�ngs were l�ke so many actual st�ngs to the k�ng’s pr�de; but
when he had carefully, �n h�s own m�nd, gone over all the var�ous
causes of compla�nt, Lou�s was surpr�sed, upon due reflect�on—�n
other words, after the wound has been dressed—to f�nd that there
were other causes of suffer�ng, secret, unendurable, and unrevealed.
There was one c�rcumstance he dared not confess, even to h�mself;
namely, that the acute pa�n from wh�ch he was suffer�ng had �ts seat
�n h�s heart. The fact �s, he had perm�tted h�s heart to be grat�f�ed by
La Vall�ere’s �nnocent confus�on. He had dreamed of a pure affect�on
—of an affect�on for Lou�s the man, and not the sovere�gn—of an
affect�on free from all self-�nterest; and h�s heart, s�mpler and more
youthful than he had �mag�ned �t to be, had to meet that other heart
that had revealed �tself to h�m by �ts asp�rat�ons. The commonest
th�ng �n the compl�cated h�story of love, �s the double �noculat�on of
love to wh�ch any two hearts are subjected; the one loves nearly
always before the other, �n the same way that the latter f�n�shes
nearly always by lov�ng after the other. In th�s way, the electr�c
current �s establ�shed, �n proport�on to the �ntens�ty of the pass�on
wh�ch �s f�rst k�ndled. The more Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere showed
her affect�on, the more the k�ng’s affect�on had �ncreased. And �t was
prec�sely that wh�ch had annoyed h�s majesty. For �t was now fa�rly
demonstrated to h�m, that no sympathet�c current had been the
means of hurry�ng h�s heart away �n �ts course, because there had
been no confess�on of love �n the case—because the confess�on
was, �n fact, an �nsult towards the man and towards the sovere�gn;
and f�nally, because—and the word, too, burnt l�ke a hot �ron—
because, �n fact, �t was noth�ng but a myst�f�cat�on after all. Th�s g�rl,
therefore, who, �n str�ctness, could not lay cla�m to beauty, or b�rth, or
great �ntell�gence—who had been selected by Madame herself, on
account of her unpretend�ng pos�t�on, had not only aroused the
k�ng’s regard, but had, moreover, treated h�m w�th d�sda�n—he, the
k�ng, a man who, l�ke an eastern potentate, had but to bestow a
glance, to �nd�cate w�th h�s f�nger, to throw h�s handkerch�ef. And,
s�nce the prev�ous even�ng, h�s m�nd had been so absorbed w�th th�s
g�rl that he could th�nk and dream of noth�ng else. S�nce the prev�ous
even�ng h�s �mag�nat�on had been occup�ed by cloth�ng her �mage
w�th charms to wh�ch she could not lay cla�m. In very truth, he whom



such vast �nterests summoned, and whom so many women sm�led
upon �nv�t�ngly, had, s�nce the prev�ous even�ng, consecrated every
moment of h�s t�me, every throb of h�s heart, to th�s sole dream. It
was, �ndeed, e�ther too much, or not suff�c�ent. The �nd�gnat�on of the
k�ng, mak�ng h�m forget everyth�ng, and, among others, that Sa�nt-
A�gnan was present, was poured out �n the most v�olent
�mprecat�ons. True �t �s, that Sa�nt-A�gnan had taken refuge �n a
corner of the room; and from h�s corner, regarded the tempest
pass�ng over. H�s own personal d�sappo�ntment seemed
contempt�ble, �n compar�son w�th the anger of the k�ng. He compared
w�th h�s own petty van�ty the prod�g�ous pr�de of offended majesty;
and, be�ng well read �n the hearts of k�ngs �n general, and �n those of
powerful k�ngs �n part�cular, he began to ask h�mself �f th�s we�ght of
anger, as yet held �n suspense, would not soon term�nate by fall�ng
upon h�s own head, for the very reason that others were gu�lty, and
he �nnocent. In po�nt of fact, the k�ng, all at once, d�d arrest h�s
hurr�ed pace; and, f�x�ng a look full of anger upon Sa�nt-A�gnan,
suddenly cr�ed out: “And you, Sa�nt-A�gnan?”

Sa�nt-A�gnan made a s�gn wh�ch was �ntended to s�gn�fy, “Well,
s�re?”

“Yes; you have been as s�lly as myself, I th�nk.”
“S�re,” stammered out Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“You perm�tted us to be dece�ved by th�s shameless tr�ck.”
“S�re,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, whose ag�tat�on was such as to make

h�m tremble �n every l�mb, “let me entreat your majesty not to
exasperate yourself. Women, you know, are characters full of
�mperfect�ons, created for the m�sfortune of mank�nd: to expect
anyth�ng good from them �s to requ�re them to perform
�mposs�b�l�t�es.”

The k�ng, who had the greatest cons�derat�on for h�mself, and
who had begun to acqu�re over h�s emot�ons that command wh�ch he
preserved over them all h�s l�fe, perce�ved that he was do�ng an
outrage to h�s own d�gn�ty �n d�splay�ng so much an�mos�ty about so
tr�fl�ng an object. “No,” he sa�d, hast�ly; “you are m�staken, Sa�nt-
A�gnan; I am not angry; I can only wonder that we should have been
turned �nto r�d�cule so cleverly and w�th such audac�ty by these



young g�rls. I am part�cularly surpr�sed that, although we m�ght have
�nformed ourselves accurately on the subject, we were s�lly enough
to leave the matter for our own hearts to dec�de.”

“The heart, s�re, �s an organ wh�ch requ�res pos�t�vely to be
reduced to �ts mater�al funct�ons, but wh�ch, for the sake of
human�ty’s peace of m�nd, should be depr�ved of all �ts metaphys�cal
�ncl�nat�ons. For my own part, I confess, when I saw that your
majesty’s heart was so taken up by th�s l�ttle—”

“My heart taken up! I! My m�nd m�ght, perhaps, have been so;
but as for my heart, �t was—” Lou�s aga�n perce�ved that, �n order to
f�ll one gulf, he was about to d�g another. “Bes�des,” he added, “I
have no fault to f�nd w�th the g�rl. I was qu�te aware that she was �n
love w�th some one else.”

“The V�comte de Bragelonne. I �nformed your majesty of the
c�rcumstance.”

“You d�d so: but you were not the f�rst who told me. The Comte
de la Fere had sol�c�ted from me Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere’s hand
for h�s son. And, on h�s return from England, the marr�age shall be
celebrated, s�nce they love each other.”

“I recogn�ze your majesty’s great generos�ty of d�spos�t�on �n that
act.”

“So, Sa�nt-A�gnan, we w�ll cease to occupy ourselves w�th these
matters any longer,” sa�d Lou�s.

“Yes, we w�ll d�gest the affront, s�re,” repl�ed the court�er, w�th
res�gnat�on.

“Bes�des, �t w�ll be an easy matter to do so,” sa�d the k�ng,
check�ng a s�gh.

“And, by way of a beg�nn�ng, I w�ll set about the compos�t�on of
an ep�gram upon all three of them. I w�ll call �t ‘The Na�ad and Dryad,’
wh�ch w�ll please Madame.”

“Do so, Sa�nt-A�gnan, do so,” sa�d the k�ng, �nd�fferently. “You
shall read me your verses; they w�ll amuse me. Ah! �t does not
s�gn�fy, Sa�nt-A�gnan,” added the k�ng, l�ke a man breath�ng w�th
d�ff�culty, “the blow requ�res more than human strength to support �n
a d�gn�f�ed manner.” As the k�ng thus spoke, assum�ng an a�r of the



most angel�c pat�ence, one of the servants �n attendance knocked
gently at the door. Sa�nt-A�gnan drew as�de, out of respect.

“Come �n,” sa�d the k�ng. The servant part�ally opened the door.
“What �s �t?” �nqu�red Lou�s.

The servant held out a letter of a tr�angular shape. “For your
majesty,” he sa�d.

“From whom?”
“I do not know. One of the off�cers on duty gave �t to me.”
The valet, �n obed�ence to a gesture of the k�ng, handed h�m the

letter. The k�ng advanced towards the candles, opened the note,
read the s�gnature, and uttered a loud cry. Sa�nt-A�gnan was
suff�c�ently respectful not to look on; but, w�thout look�ng on, he saw
and heard all, and ran towards the k�ng, who w�th a gesture
d�sm�ssed the servant. “Oh, heavens!” sa�d the k�ng, as he read the
note.

“Is your majesty unwell?” �nqu�red Sa�nt-A�gnan, stretch�ng
forward h�s arms.

“No, no, Sa�nt-A�gnan—read!” and he handed h�m the note.
Sa�nt-A�gnan’s eyes fell upon the s�gnature. “La Vall�ere!” he

excla�med. “Oh, s�re!”
“Read, read!”
And Sa�nt-A�gnan read:
“Forg�ve my �mportun�ty, s�re; and forg�ve, also, the absence of

the formal�t�es wh�ch may be want�ng �n th�s letter. A note seems to
be more speedy and more urgent than a d�spatch. I venture,
therefore, to address th�s note to your majesty. I have ret�red to my
own room, overcome w�th gr�ef and fat�gue, s�re; and I �mplore your
majesty to grant me the favor of an aud�ence, wh�ch w�ll enable me
to confess the truth to my sovere�gn.

“LOUISE de la VALLIERE.”
“Well?” asked the k�ng, tak�ng the letter from Sa�nt-A�gnan’s

hands, who was completely bew�ldered by what he had just read.
“Well!” repeated Sa�nt-A�gnan.
“What do you th�nk of �t?”



“I hardly know.”
“St�ll, what �s your op�n�on?”
“S�re, the young lady must have heard the mutter�ng of the

thunder, and has got fr�ghtened.”
“Fr�ghtened at what?” asked Lou�s w�th d�gn�ty.
“Why, your majesty has a thousand reasons to be angry w�th the

author or authors of so hazardous a joke; and, �f your majesty’s
memory were to be awakened �n a d�sagreeable sense, �t would be a
perpetual menace hang�ng over the head of th�s �mprudent g�rl.”

“Sa�nt-A�gnan, I do not th�nk as you do.”
“Your majesty doubtless sees more clearly than myself.”
“Well! I see affl�ct�on and restra�nt �n these l�nes; more

part�cularly s�nce I recall some of the deta�ls of the scene wh�ch took
place th�s even�ng �n Madame’s apartments—” The k�ng suddenly
stopped, leav�ng h�s mean�ng unexpressed.

“In fact,” resumed Sa�nt-A�gnan, “your majesty w�ll grant an
aud�ence; noth�ng �s clearer than that.”

“I w�ll do better, Sa�nt-A�gnan.”
“What �s that, s�re?”
“Put on your cloak.”
“But, s�re—”
“You know the su�te of rooms where Madame’s ma�ds of honor

are lodged?”
“Certa�nly.”
“You know some means of obta�n�ng an entrance there.”
“As far as that �s concerned, I do not.”
“At all events, you must be acqua�nted w�th some one there.”
“Really, your majesty �s the source of every good �dea.”
“You do know some one, then. Who �s �t?”
“I know a certa�n gentleman, who �s on very good terms w�th a

certa�n young lady there.”
“One of the ma�ds of honor?”



“Yes, s�re.”
“W�th Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente, I suppose?” sa�d the

k�ng, laugh�ng.
“Fortunately, no, s�re; w�th Montala�s.”
“What �s h�s name?”
“Mal�corne.”
“And you can depend on h�m?”
“I bel�eve so, s�re. He ought to have a key of some sort �n h�s

possess�on; and �f he should happen to have one, as I have done
h�m a serv�ce, why, he w�ll let us have �t.”

“Noth�ng could be better. Let us set off �mmed�ately.”
The k�ng threw h�s cloak over Sa�nt-A�gnan’s shoulders, asked

h�m for h�s, and both went out �nto the vest�bule.



Chapter LIX. Someth�ng That ne�ther
Na�ad nor Dryad Foresaw.

Sa�nt-A�gnan stopped at the foot of the sta�rcase lead�ng to the
entresol, where the ma�ds of honor were lodged, and to the f�rst floor,
where Madame’s apartments were s�tuated. Then, by means of one
of the servants who was pass�ng, he sent to appr�se Mal�corne, who
was st�ll w�th Mons�eur. After hav�ng wa�ted ten m�nutes, Mal�corne
arr�ved, full of self-�mportance. The k�ng drew back towards the
darkest part of the vest�bule. Sa�nt-A�gnan, on the contrary,
advanced to meet h�m, but at the f�rst words, �nd�cat�ng h�s w�sh,
Mal�corne drew back abruptly.

“Oh, oh!” he sa�d, “you want me to �ntroduce you �nto the rooms
of the ma�ds of honor?”

“Yes.”
“You know very well that I cannot do anyth�ng of the k�nd,

w�thout be�ng made acqua�nted w�th your object.”
“Unfortunately, my dear Mons�eur Mal�corne, �t �s qu�te

�mposs�ble for me to g�ve you any explanat�on; you must therefore
conf�de �n me as �n a fr�end who got you out of a great d�ff�culty
yesterday, and who now begs you to draw h�m out of one to-day.”

“Yet I told you, mons�eur, what my object was; wh�ch was, not to
sleep out �n the open a�r, and any man m�ght express the same w�sh,
wh�lst you, however, adm�t noth�ng.”

“Bel�eve me, my dear Mons�eur Mal�corne,” Sa�nt-A�gnan
pers�sted, “that �f I were perm�tted to expla�n myself, I would do so.”

“In that case, my dear mons�eur, �t �s �mposs�ble for me to allow
you to enter Mademo�selle de Montala�s’s apartment.”

“Why so?”
“You know why, better than any one else, s�nce you caught me

on the wall pay�ng my addresses to Mademo�selle de Montala�s; �t



would, therefore, be an excess of k�ndness on my part, you w�ll
adm�t, s�nce I am pay�ng my attent�ons to her, to open the door of her
room to you.”

“But who told you �t was on her account I asked you for the
key?”

“For whom, then?”
“She does not lodge there alone, I suppose?”
“No, certa�nly; for Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere shares her rooms

w�th her; but, really, you have noth�ng more to do w�th Mademo�selle
de la Vall�ere than w�th Mademo�selle de Montala�s, and there are
only two men to whom I would g�ve th�s key; to M. de Bragelonne, �f
he begged me to g�ve �t to h�m, and to the k�ng, �f he commanded
me.”

“In that case, g�ve me the key, mons�eur: I order you to do so,”
sa�d the k�ng, advanc�ng from the obscur�ty, and part�ally open�ng h�s
cloak. “Mademo�selle de Montala�s w�ll step down to talk w�th you,
wh�le we go up-sta�rs to Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, for, �n fact, �t �s
she only whom we des�re to see.”

“The k�ng!” excla�med Mal�corne, bow�ng to the very ground.
“Yes, the k�ng,” sa�d Lou�s, sm�l�ng: “the k�ng, who �s as pleased

w�th your res�stance as w�th your cap�tulat�on. R�se, mons�eur, and
render us the serv�ce we request of you.”

“I obey, your majesty,” sa�d Mal�corne, lead�ng the way up the
sta�rcase.

“Get Mademo�selle de Montala�s to come down,” sa�d the k�ng,
“and do not breathe a word to her of my v�s�t.”

Mal�corne bowed �n token of obed�ence, and proceeded up the
sta�rcase. But the k�ng, after a hasty reflect�on, followed h�m, and
that, too, w�th such rap�d�ty, that, although Mal�corne was already
more than half-way up the sta�rcase, the k�ng reached the room at
the same moment. He then observed, by the door wh�ch rema�ned
half-opened beh�nd Mal�corne, La Vall�ere, s�tt�ng �n an armcha�r w�th
her head thrown back, and �n the oppos�te corner Montala�s, who, �n
her dress�ng-gown, was stand�ng before a look�ng-glass, engaged �n
arrang�ng her ha�r, and parley�ng the wh�le w�th Mal�corne. The k�ng



hurr�edly opened the door and entered the room. Montala�s called
out at the no�se made by the open�ng of the door, and, recogn�z�ng
the k�ng, made her escape. La Vall�ere rose from her seat, l�ke a
dead person galvan�zed, and then fell back �n her armcha�r. The k�ng
advanced slowly towards her.

“You w�shed for an aud�ence, I bel�eve,” he sa�d coldly. “I am
ready to hear you. Speak.”

Sa�nt-A�gnan, fa�thful to h�s character of be�ng deaf, bl�nd, and
dumb, had stat�oned h�mself �n a corner of the door, upon a stool
wh�ch by chance he found there. Concealed by the tapestry wh�ch
covered the doorway, and lean�ng h�s back aga�nst the wall, he could
thus l�sten w�thout be�ng seen; res�gn�ng h�mself to the post of a
good watch-dog, who pat�ently wa�ts and watches w�thout ever
gett�ng �n h�s master’s way.

La Vall�ere, terror-str�cken at the k�ng’s �rr�tated aspect, rose a
second t�me, and assum�ng a posture full of hum�l�ty and entreaty,
murmured, “Forg�ve me, s�re.”

“What need �s there for my forg�veness?” asked Lou�s.
“S�re, I have been gu�lty of a great fault; nay, more than a great

fault, a great cr�me.”
“You?”
“S�re, I have offended your majesty.”
“Not �n the sl�ghtest degree �n the world,” repl�ed Lou�s XIV.
“I �mplore you, s�re, not to ma�nta�n towards me that terr�ble

ser�ousness of manner wh�ch reveals your majesty’s just anger. I feel
I have offended you, s�re; but I w�sh to expla�n to you how �t was that
I have not offended you of my own accord.”

“In the f�rst place,” sa�d the k�ng, “�n what way can you poss�bly
have offended me? I cannot perce�ve how. Surely not on account of
a young g�rl’s harmless and very �nnocent jest? You turned the
credul�ty of a young man �nto r�d�cule—�t was very natural to do so:
any other woman �n your place would have done the same.”

“Oh! your majesty overwhelms me by your remark.”
“Why so?”



“Because, �f I had been the author of the jest, �t would not have
been �nnocent.”

“Well, �s that all you had to say to me �n sol�c�t�ng an aud�ence?”
sa�d the k�ng, as though about to turn away.

Thereupon La Vall�ere, �n an abrupt and a broken vo�ce, her
eyes dr�ed up by the f�re of her tears, made a step towards the k�ng,
and sa�d, “D�d your majesty hear everyth�ng?”

“Everyth�ng, what?”
“Everyth�ng I sa�d beneath the royal oak.”
“I d�d not lose a syllable.”
“And now, after your majesty really heard all, are you able to

th�nk I abused your cred�b�l�ty?”
“Credul�ty; yes, �ndeed, you have selected the very word.”
“And your majesty d�d not suppose that a poor g�rl l�ke myself

m�ght poss�bly be compelled to subm�t to the w�ll of others?”
“Forg�ve me,” returned the k�ng; “but I shall never be able to

understand that she, who of her own free w�ll could express herself
so unreservedly beneath the royal oak, would allow herself to be
�nfluenced to such an extent by the d�rect�on of others.”

“But the threat held out aga�nst me, s�re.”
“Threat! who threatened you—who dared to threaten you?”
“Those who have the r�ght to do so, s�re.”
“I do not recogn�ze any one as possess�ng the r�ght to threaten

the humblest of my subjects.”
“Forg�ve me, s�re, but near your majesty, even, there are

persons suff�c�ently h�gh �n pos�t�on to have, or to bel�eve that they
possess, the r�ght of �njur�ng a young g�rl, w�thout fortune, and
possess�ng only her reputat�on.”

“In what way �njure her?”
“In depr�v�ng her of her reputat�on, by d�sgracefully expell�ng her

from the court.”
“Oh! Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere,” sa�d the k�ng b�tterly, “I prefer

those persons who exculpate themselves w�thout �ncr�m�nat�ng



others.”
“S�re!”
“Yes; and I confess that I greatly regret to perce�ve, that an easy

just�f�cat�on, as your own would have been, �s now compl�cated �n my
presence by a t�ssue of reproaches and �mputat�ons aga�nst others.”

“And wh�ch you do not bel�eve?” excla�med La Vall�ere. The k�ng
rema�ned s�lent.

“Nay, but tell me!” repeated La Vall�ere, vehemently.
“I regret to confess �t,” repeated the k�ng, bow�ng coldly.
The young g�rl uttered a deep groan, str�k�ng her hands together

�n despa�r. “You do not bel�eve me, then,” she sa�d to the k�ng, who
st�ll rema�ned s�lent, wh�le poor La Vall�ere’s features became v�s�bly
changed at h�s cont�nued s�lence. “Therefore, you bel�eve,” she sa�d,
“that I pre-arranged th�s r�d�culous, th�s �nfamous plot, of tr�fl�ng, �n so
shameless a manner, w�th your majesty.”

“Nay,” sa�d the k�ng, “�t was ne�ther r�d�culous nor �nfamous; �t
was not even a plot; merely a jest, more or less amus�ng, and
noth�ng more.”

“Oh!” murmured the young g�rl, “the k�ng does not, and w�ll not
bel�eve me, then?”

“No, �ndeed, I w�ll not bel�eve you,” sa�d the k�ng. “Bes�des, �n
po�nt of fact, what can be more natural? The k�ng, you argue, follows
me, l�stens to me, watches me; the k�ng w�shes perhaps to amuse
h�mself at my expense, I w�ll amuse myself at h�s, and as the k�ng �s
very tender-hearted, I w�ll take h�s heart by storm.”

La Vall�ere h�d her face �n her hands, as she st�fled her sobs.
The k�ng cont�nued p�t�lessly; he was reveng�ng h�mself upon the
poor v�ct�m before h�m for all he had h�mself suffered.

“Let us �nvent, then, th�s story of my lov�ng h�m and preferr�ng
h�m to others. The k�ng �s so s�mple and so conce�ted that he w�ll
bel�eve me; and then we can go and tell others how credulous the
k�ng �s, and can enjoy a laugh at h�s expense.”

“Oh!” excla�med La Vall�ere, “you th�nk that, you bel�eve that!—�t
�s fr�ghtful.”



“And,” pursued the k�ng, “that �s not all; �f th�s self-conce�ted
pr�nce take our jest ser�ously, �f he should be �mprudent enough to
exh�b�t before others anyth�ng l�ke del�ght at �t, well, �n that case, the
k�ng w�ll be hum�l�ated before the whole court; and what a del�ghtful
story �t w�ll be, too, for h�m to whom I am really attached, �n fact part
of my dowry for my husband, to have the adventure to relate of the
monarch who was so amus�ngly dece�ved by a young g�rl.”

“S�re!” excla�med La Vall�ere, her m�nd bew�ldered, almost
wander�ng, �ndeed, “not another word, I �mplore you; do you not see
that you are k�ll�ng me?”

“A jest, noth�ng but a jest,” murmured the k�ng, who, however,
began to be somewhat affected.

La Vall�ere fell upon her knees, and that so v�olently, that the
sound could be heard upon the hard floor. “S�re,” she sa�d, “I prefer
shame to d�sloyalty.”

“What do you mean?” �nqu�red the k�ng, w�thout mov�ng a step
to ra�se the young g�rl from her knees.

“S�re, when I shall have sacr�f�ced my honor and my reason both
to you, you w�ll perhaps bel�eve �n my loyalty. The tale wh�ch was
related to you �n Madame’s apartments, and by Madame herself, �s
utterly false; and that wh�ch I sa�d beneath the great oak—”

“Well!”
“That �s the only truth.”
“What!” excla�med the k�ng.
“S�re,” excla�med La Vall�ere, hurr�ed away by the v�olence of her

emot�ons, “were I to d�e of shame on the very spot where my knees
are f�xed, I would repeat �t unt�l my latest breath; I sa�d that I loved
you, and �t �s true; I do love you.”

“You!”
“I have loved you, s�re, from the very f�rst day I ever saw you;

from the moment when at Blo�s, where I was p�n�ng away my
ex�stence, your royal looks, full of l�ght and l�fe, were f�rst bent upon
me. I love you st�ll, s�re; �t �s a cr�me of h�gh treason, I know, that a
poor g�rl l�ke myself should love her sovere�gn, and should presume
to tell h�m so. Pun�sh me for my audac�ty, desp�se me for my



shameless �mmodesty; but do not ever say, do not ever th�nk, that I
have jested w�th or dece�ved you. I belong to a fam�ly whose loyalty
has been proved, s�re, and I, too, love my k�ng.”

Suddenly her strength, vo�ce, and resp�rat�on ceased, and she
fell forward, l�ke the flower V�rg�l alludes to, wh�ch the scythe of the
reaper severed �n the m�dst of the grass. The k�ng, at these words, at
th�s vehement entreaty, no longer reta�ned any �ll-w�ll or doubt �n h�s
m�nd: h�s whole heart seemed to expand at the glow�ng breath of an
affect�on wh�ch procla�med �tself �n such noble and courageous
language. When, therefore, he heard the pass�onate confess�on, h�s
strength seemed to fa�l h�m, and he h�d h�s face �n h�s hands. But
when he felt La Vall�ere’s hands cl�ng�ng to h�s own, when the�r warm
pressure f�red h�s blood, he bent forward, and pass�ng h�s arm round
La Vall�ere’s wa�st, he ra�sed her from the ground and pressed her
aga�nst h�s heart. But she, her droop�ng head fallen forward on her
bosom, seemed to have ceased to l�ve. The k�ng, terr�f�ed, called out
for Sa�nt-A�gnan. Sa�nt-A�gnan, who had carr�ed h�s d�scret�on so far
as to rema�n w�thout st�rr�ng �n h�s corner, pretend�ng to w�pe away a
tear, ran forward at the k�ng’s summons. He then ass�sted Lou�s to
seat the young g�rl upon a couch, slapped her hands, spr�nkled some
Hungary water over her face, call�ng out all the wh�le, “Come, come,
�t �s all over; the k�ng bel�eves you, and forg�ves you. There, there
now! take care, or you w�ll ag�tate h�s majesty too much; h�s majesty
�s so sens�t�ve, so tender-hearted. Now, really, Mademo�selle de la
Vall�ere, you must pay attent�on, for the k�ng �s very pale.”

The fact was, the k�ng was v�s�bly los�ng color. But La Vall�ere
d�d not move.

“Do pray recover,” cont�nued Sa�nt-A�gnan. “I beg, I �mplore you;
�t �s really t�me you should; th�nk only of one th�ng, that �f the k�ng
should become unwell, I should be obl�ged to summon h�s phys�c�an.
What a state of th�ngs that would be! So do pray rouse yourself;
make an effort, pray do, and do so at once, my dear.”

It was d�ff�cult to d�splay more persuas�ve eloquence than Sa�nt-
A�gnan d�d, but someth�ng st�ll more powerful, and of a more
energet�c nature than th�s eloquence, aroused La Vall�ere. The k�ng,
who was kneel�ng before her, covered the palms of her hands w�th



those burn�ng k�sses wh�ch are to the hands what a k�ss upon the
l�ps �s to the face. La Vall�ere’s senses returned to her; she langu�dly
opened her eyes and, w�th a dy�ng look, murmured, “Oh! s�re, has
your majesty pardoned me, then?”

The k�ng d�d not reply, for he was st�ll too much overcome.
Sa�nt-A�gnan thought �t was h�s duty aga�n to ret�re, for he observed
the pass�onate devot�on wh�ch was d�splayed �n the k�ng’s gaze. La
Vall�ere rose.

“And now, s�re, that I have just�f�ed myself, at least I trust so, �n
your majesty’s eyes, grant me leave to ret�re �nto a convent. I shall
bless your majesty all my l�fe, and I shall d�e thank�ng and lov�ng
Heaven for hav�ng granted me one hour of perfect happ�ness.”

“No, no,” repl�ed the k�ng, “you w�ll l�ve here bless�ng Heaven, on
the contrary, but lov�ng Lou�s, who w�ll make your ex�stence one of
perfect fel�c�ty—Lou�s who loves you—Lou�s who swears �t.”

“Oh! s�re, s�re!”
And upon th�s doubt of La Vall�ere, the k�ng’s k�sses became so

warm that Sa�nt-A�gnan thought �t was h�s duty to ret�re beh�nd the
tapestry. These k�sses, however, wh�ch she had not the strength at
f�rst to res�st, began to �nt�m�date the young g�rl.

“Oh! s�re,” she excla�med, “do not make me repeat my loyalty,
for th�s would show me that your majesty desp�ses me st�ll.”

“Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere,” sa�d the k�ng, suddenly, draw�ng
back w�th an a�r full of respect, “there �s noth�ng �n the world that I
love and honor more than yourself, and noth�ng �n my court, I call
Heaven to w�tness, shall be so h�ghly regarded as you shall be
henceforward. I entreat your forg�veness for my transport; �t arose
from an excess of affect�on, but I can prove to you that I love you
more than ever by respect�ng you as much as you can poss�bly
des�re or deserve.” Then, bend�ng before her, and tak�ng her by the
hand, he sa�d to her, “W�ll you honor me by accept�ng the k�ss I press
upon your hand?” And the k�ng’s l�ps were pressed respectfully and
l�ghtly upon the young g�rl’s trembl�ng hand. “Henceforth,” added
Lou�s, r�s�ng and bend�ng h�s glance upon La Vall�ere, “henceforth
you are under my safeguard. Do not speak to any one of the �njury I
have done you, forg�ve others that wh�ch they may have attempted.



For the future, you shall be so far above all those, that, far from
�nsp�r�ng you w�th fear, they shall be even beneath your p�ty.” And he
bowed as reverently as though he were leav�ng a place of worsh�p.
Then call�ng to Sa�nt-A�gnan, who approached w�th great hum�l�ty, he
sa�d, “I hope, comte, that Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere w�ll k�ndly
confer a l�ttle of her fr�endsh�p upon you, �n return for that wh�ch I
have vowed to her eternally.”

Sa�nt-A�gnan bent h�s knee before La Vall�ere, say�ng, “How
happy, �ndeed, would such an honor make me!”

“I w�ll send your compan�on back to you,” sa�d the k�ng.
“Farewell! or, rather, ad�eu t�ll we meet aga�n; do not forget me �n
your prayers, I entreat.”

“Oh!” cr�ed La Vall�ere, “be assured that you and Heaven are �n
my heart together.”

These words of Lou�se elated the k�ng, who, full of happ�ness,
hurr�ed Sa�nt-A�gnan down the sta�rs. Madame had not ant�c�pated
th�s denouement; and ne�ther the Na�ad nor the Dryad had breathed
a word about �t.



Chapter LX. The New General of the
Jesu�ts.

Wh�le La Vall�ere and the k�ng were m�ngl�ng, �n the�r f�rst
confess�on of love, all the b�tterness of the past, the happ�ness of the
present, and hopes of the future, Fouquet had ret�red to the
apartments wh�ch had been ass�gned to h�m �n the chateau, and was
convers�ng w�th Aram�s prec�sely upon the very subjects wh�ch the
k�ng at that moment was forgett�ng.

“Now tell me,” sa�d Fouquet, after hav�ng �nstalled h�s guest �n
an armcha�r and seated h�mself by h�s s�de, “tell me, Mons�eur
d’Herblay, what �s our pos�t�on w�th regard to the Belle-Isle affa�r, and
whether you have rece�ved any news about �t.”

“Everyth�ng �s go�ng on �n that d�rect�on as we w�sh,” repl�ed
Aram�s; “the expenses have been pa�d, and noth�ng has transp�red
of our des�gns.”

“But what about the sold�ers the k�ng w�shed to send there?”
“I have rece�ved news th�s morn�ng they arr�ved there f�fteen

days ago.”
“And how have they been treated?”
“In the best manner poss�ble.”
“What has become of the former garr�son?”
“The sold�ers were landed at Sarzeau, and then transferred

�mmed�ately to Qu�mper.”
“And the new garr�son?”
“Belongs to us from th�s very moment.”
“Are you sure of what you say, my dear Mons�eur de Vannes?”
“Qu�te sure, and, moreover, you w�ll see by and by how matters

have turned out.”



“St�ll you are very well aware, that, of all the garr�son towns,
Belle-Isle �s prec�sely the very worst.”

“I know �t, and have acted accord�ngly; no space to move about,
no gayety, no cheerful soc�ety, no gambl�ng perm�tted: well, �t �s a
great p�ty,” added Aram�s, w�th one of those sm�les so pecul�ar to
h�m, “to see how much young people at the present day seek
amusement, and how much, consequently, they �ncl�ne to the man
who procures and pays for the�r favor�te past�mes.”

“But �f they amuse themselves at Bell-Isle?”
“If they amuse themselves through the k�ng’s means, they w�ll

attach themselves to the k�ng; but �f they get bored to death through
the k�ng’s means, and amuse themselves through M. Fouquet, they
w�ll attach themselves to M. Fouquet.”

“And you �nformed my �ntendant, of course?—so that
�mmed�ately on the�r arr�val—”

“By no means; they were left alone a whole week, to weary
themselves at the�r ease; but, at the end of the week, they cr�ed out,
say�ng that former off�cers amused themselves much better.
Whereupon they were told that the old off�cers had been able to
make a fr�end of M. Fouquet, and that M. Fouquet, know�ng them to
be fr�ends of h�s, had from that moment done all he poss�bly could to
prevent the�r gett�ng wear�ed or bored upon h�s estates. Upon th�s
they began to reflect. Immed�ately afterwards, however, the
�ntendant added, that w�thout ant�c�pat�ng M. Fouquet’s orders, he
knew h�s master suff�c�ently well to be aware that he took an �nterest
�n every gentleman �n the k�ng’s serv�ce, and that, although he d�d
not know the new-comers, he would do as much for them as he had
done for the others.”

“Excellent! and I trust that the prom�ses were followed up; I
des�re, as you know, that no prom�se should ever be made �n my
name w�thout be�ng kept.”

“W�thout a moment’s loss of t�me, our two pr�vateers, and your
own horses, were placed at the d�sposal of the off�cers; the keys of
the pr�nc�pal mans�on were handed over to them, so that they made
up hunt�ng-part�es, and walk�ng excurs�ons w�th such lad�es as are to



be found �n Belle-Isle; and such other as they are enabled to enl�st
from the ne�ghborhood, who have no fear of sea-s�ckness.”

“And there �s a fa�r spr�nkl�ng to be met w�th at Sarzeau and
Vannes, I bel�eve, your em�nence?”

“Yes; �n fact all along the coast,” sa�d Aram�s, qu�etly.
“And now, how about the sold�ers?”
“Everyth�ng prec�sely the same, �n a relat�ve degree, you

understand; the sold�ers have plenty of w�ne, excellent prov�s�ons,
and good pay.”

“Very good; so that—”
“So that th�s garr�son can be depended upon, and �t �s a better

one than the last.”
“Good.”
“The result �s, �f Fortune favors us, so that the garr�sons are

changed �n th�s manner, only every two months, that, at the end of
every three years, the whole army w�ll, �n �ts turn, have been there;
and, therefore, �nstead of hav�ng one reg�ment �n our favor, we shall
have f�fty thousand men.”

“Yes, yes; I knew perfectly well,” sa�d Fouquet, “that no fr�end
could be more �ncomparable and �nvaluable than yourself, my dear
Mons�eur d’Herblay; but,” he added, laugh�ng, “all th�s t�me we are
forgett�ng our fr�end, Du Vallon; what has become of h�m? Dur�ng the
three days I spent at Sa�nt-Mande, I confess I have forgotten h�m
completely.”

“I do not forget h�m, however,” returned Aram�s. “Porthos �s at
Sa�nt-Mande; h�s jo�nts are kept well greased, the greatest care �s
be�ng taken care of h�m w�th regard to the food he eats, and the
w�nes he dr�nks; I adv�se h�m to take da�ly a�r�ngs �n the small park,
wh�ch you have kept for your own use, and he makes us of �t
accord�ngly. He beg�ns to walk aga�n, he exerc�ses h�s muscular
powers by bend�ng down young elm-trees, or mak�ng the old oaks fly
�nto spl�nters, as M�lo of Crotona used to do; and, as there are no
l�ons �n the park, �t �s not unl�kely we shall f�nd h�m al�ve. Porthos �s a
brave fellow.”

“Yes, but �n the mean t�me he w�ll get bored to death.”



“Oh, no; he never does that.”
“He w�ll be ask�ng quest�ons?”
“He sees no one.”
“At all events, he �s look�ng or hop�ng for someth�ng or another.”
“I have �nsp�red �n h�m a hope wh�ch we w�ll real�ze some f�ne

morn�ng, and on that he subs�sts.”
“What �s �t?”
“That of be�ng presented to the k�ng.”
“Oh! �n what character?”
“As the eng�neer of Belle-Isle, of course.”
“Is �t poss�ble?”
“Qu�te true.”
“Shall we not be obl�ged, then, to send h�m back to Belle-Isle?”
“Most certa�nly; I am even th�nk�ng of send�ng h�m as soon as

poss�ble. Porthos �s very fond of d�splay; he �s man whose weakness
D’Artagnan, Athos, and myself are alone acqua�nted w�th; he never
comm�ts h�mself �n any way; he �s d�gn�ty h�mself; to the off�cers
there, he would seem l�ke a Palad�n of the t�me of the Crusades. He
would make the whole staff drunk, w�thout gett�ng t�psy �n the least
h�mself, and every one w�ll regard h�m w�th adm�rat�on and
sympathy; �f, therefore, �t should happen that we have any orders
requ�r�ng to be carr�ed out, Porthos �s an �ncarnat�on of the order
�tself, and whatever he chose to do others would f�nd themselves
obl�ged to subm�t to.”

“Send h�m back, then.”
“That �s what I �ntend to do; but only �n a few days; for I must not

om�t to tell you one th�ng.”
“What �s �t?”
“I beg�n to m�strust D’Artagnan. He �s not at Fonta�nebleau, as

you may have not�ced, and D’Artagnan �s never absent, or
apparently �dle, w�thout some object �n v�ew. And now that my own
affa�rs are settled, I am go�ng to try and ascerta�n what the affa�rs are
�n wh�ch D’Artagnan �s engaged.”



“Your own affa�rs are settled, you say?”
“Yes.”
“You are very fortunate �n that case, then, and I should l�ke to be

able to say the same.”
“I hope you do not make yourself uneasy.”
“Hum!”
“Noth�ng could be better than the k�ng’s recept�on of you.”
“True.”
“And Colbert leaves you �n peace.”
“Nearly so.”
“In that case,” sa�d Aram�s, w�th that connect�on of �deas wh�ch

marked h�m, “�n that case, then, we can bestow a thought upon the
young g�rl I was speak�ng to you about yesterday.”

“Whom do you mean?”
“What, have you forgotten already? I mean La Vall�ere.”
“Ah! of course, of course.”
“Do you object, then, to try and make a conquest of her?”
“In one respect only; my heart �s engaged �n another d�rect�on,

and I pos�t�vely do not care about the g�rl �n the least.”
“Oh, oh!” sa�d Aram�s, “your heart �s engaged, you say. The

deuce! we must take care of that.”
“Why?”
“Because �t �s terr�ble to have the heart occup�ed, when others,

bes�des yourself, have so much need of the head.”
“You are r�ght. So you see, at your f�rst summons, I left

everyth�ng. But to return to th�s g�rl. What good do you see �n my
troubl�ng myself about her?”

“Th�s.—The k�ng, �t �s sa�d, has taken a fancy to her; at least, so
�t �s supposed.”

“But you, who know everyth�ng, know very d�fferently.”
“I know that the k�ng �s greatly and suddenly changed; that the

day before yesterday he was crazy over Madame; that a few days
ago, Mons�eur compla�ned of �t, even to the queen-mother; and that



some conjugal m�sunderstand�ngs and maternal scold�ngs were the
consequence.”

“How do you know all that?”
“I do know �t; at all events, s�nce these m�sunderstand�ngs and

scold�ngs, the k�ng has not addressed a word, has not pa�d the
sl�ghtest attent�on, to her royal h�ghness.”

“Well, what next?”
“S�nce then, he has been taken up w�th Mademo�selle de la

Vall�ere. Now, Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere �s one of Madame’s ma�ds
of honor. You happen to know, I suppose, what �s called a chaperon
�n matters of love. Well, then, Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere �s
Madame’s chaperon. It �s for you to take advantage of th�s state of
th�ngs. You have no occas�on for me to tell you that. But, at all
events, wounded van�ty w�ll render the conquest an eas�er one; the
g�rl w�ll get hold of the k�ng, and Madame’s secret, and you can
scarcely pred�ct what a man of �ntell�gence can do w�th a secret.”

“But how to get at her?”
“Nay, you, of all men, to ask me such a quest�on!” sa�d Aram�s.
“Very true. I shall not have any t�me to take any not�ce of her.”
“She �s poor and unassum�ng, you w�ll create a pos�t�on for her,

and whether she tames the k�ng as h�s lady confessor, or h�s
sweetheart, you w�ll have enl�sted a new and valuable ally.”

“Very good,” sa�d Fouquet. “What �s to be done, then, w�th
regard to th�s g�rl?”

“Whenever you have taken a fancy to any lady, Mons�eur
Fouquet, what course have you generally pursued?”

“I have wr�tten to her, protest�ng my devot�on to her. I have
added, how happy I should be to render her any serv�ce �n my
power, and have s�gned ‘Fouquet,’ at the end of the letter.”

“And has any one offered res�stance?”
“One person only,” repl�ed Fouquet. “But, four days ago, she

y�elded, as the others had done.”
“W�ll you take the trouble to wr�te?” sa�d Aram�s, hold�ng a pen

towards h�m, wh�ch Fouquet took, say�ng:



“I w�ll wr�te at your d�ctat�on. My head �s so taken up �n another
d�rect�on, that I should not be able to wr�te a couple l�nes.”

“Very well,” sa�d Aram�s, “wr�te.”
And he d�ctated, as follows: “Mademo�selle—I have seen you—

and you w�ll not be surpr�sed to learn, I th�nk you very beaut�ful. But,
for want of the pos�t�on you mer�t at court, your presence there �s a
waste of t�me. The devot�on of a man of honor, should amb�t�on of
any k�nd �nsp�re you, m�ght poss�bly serve as a means of d�splay for
your talent and beauty. I place my devot�on at your feet; but, as an
affect�on, however reserved and unpresum�ng �t may be, m�ght
poss�bly comprom�se the object of �ts worsh�p, �t would �ll become a
person of your mer�t runn�ng the r�sk of be�ng comprom�sed, w�thout
her future be�ng assured. If you would de�gn to accept, and reply to
my affect�on, my affect�on shall prove �ts grat�tude to you �n mak�ng
you free and �ndependent forever.”

Hav�ng f�n�shed wr�t�ng, Fouquet looked at Aram�s.
“S�gn �t,” sa�d the latter.
“Is �t absolutely necessary?”
“Your s�gnature at the foot of that letter �s worth a m�ll�on; you

forget that.” Fouquet s�gned.
“Now, by whom do you �ntend to send th�s letter?” asked Aram�s.
“By an excellent servant of m�ne.”
“Can you rely on h�m?”
“He �s a man who has been w�th me all my l�fe.”
“Very well. Bes�des, �n th�s case, we are not play�ng for very

heavy stakes.”
“How so? For �f what you say be true of the accommodat�ng

d�spos�t�on of th�s g�rl for the k�ng and Madame, the k�ng w�ll g�ve her
all the money she can ask for.”

“The k�ng has money, then?” asked Aram�s.
“I suppose so, for he has not asked me for any more.”
“Be easy, he w�ll ask for some, soon.”
“Nay, more than that, I had thought he would have spoken to me

about the fete at Vaux, but he never sa�d a word about �t.”



“He w�ll be sure to do so, though.”
“You must th�nk the k�ng’s d�spos�t�on a very cruel one, Mons�eur

d’Herblay.”
“It �s not he who �s so.”
“He �s young, and therefore h�s d�spos�t�on �s a k�nd one.”
“He �s young, and e�ther he �s weak, or h�s pass�ons are strong;

and Mons�eur Colbert holds h�s weakness and h�s pass�ons �n h�s
v�lla�nous grasp.”

“You adm�t that you fear h�m?”
“I do not deny �t.”
“I that case I am lost.”
“Why so?”
“My only �nfluence w�th the k�ng has been through the money I

commanded, and now I am a ru�ned man.”
“Not so.”
“What do you mean by ‘not so?’ Do you know my affa�rs better

than myself?”
“That �s not unl�kely.”
“If he were to request th�s fete to be g�ven?”
“You would g�ve �t, of course.”
“But where �s the money to come from?”
“Have you ever been �n want of any?”
“Oh! �f you only knew at what a cost I procured the last supply.”
“The next shall cost you noth�ng.”
“But who w�ll g�ve �t me?”
“I w�ll.”
“What, g�ve me s�x m�ll�ons?”
“Ten, �f necessary.”
“Upon my word, D’Herblay,” sa�d Fouquet, “your conf�dence

alarms me more than the k�ng’s d�spleasure. Who can you poss�bly
be, after all?”

“You know me well enough, I should th�nk.”



“Of course; but what �s �t you are a�m�ng at?”
“I w�sh to see upon the throne of France a k�ng devoted to

Mons�eur Fouquet, and I w�sh Mons�eur Fouquet to be devoted to
me.”

“Oh!” excla�med Fouquet, press�ng h�s hand,—“as for be�ng
devoted to you, I am yours, ent�rely; but bel�eve me, my dear
D’Herblay, you are dece�v�ng yourself.”

“In what respect?”
“The k�ng w�ll never become devoted to me.”
“I do not remember to have sa�d that K�ng Lou�s would ever

become devoted to you.”
“Why, on the contrary, you have th�s moment sa�d so.”
“I d�d not say the k�ng; I sa�d a k�ng.”
“Is �t not all the same?”
“No, on the contrary, �t �s altogether d�fferent.”
“I do not understand you.”
“You w�ll do so, shortly, then; suppose, for �nstance, the k�ng �n

quest�on were to be a very d�fferent person to Lou�s XIV.”
“Another person.”
“Yes, who �s �ndebted for everyth�ng to you.”
“Imposs�ble.”
“H�s very throne, even.”
“You are mad, D’Herblay. There �s no man l�v�ng bes�des Lou�s

XIV. who can s�t on the throne of France. I know of none, not one.”
“But I know one.”
“Unless �t be Mons�eur,” sa�d Fouquet, look�ng at Aram�s

uneas�ly; “yet Mons�eur—”
“It �s not Mons�eur.”
“But how can �t be, that a pr�nce not of the royal l�ne, that a

pr�nce w�thout any r�ght—”
“My k�ng, or rather your k�ng, w�ll be everyth�ng that �s

necessary, be assured of that.”



“Be careful, Mons�eur d’Herblay, you make my blood run cold,
and my head sw�m.”

Aram�s sm�led. “There �s but l�ttle occas�on for that,” he repl�ed.
“Aga�n, I repeat, you terr�fy me,” sa�d Fouquet. Aram�s sm�led.
“You laugh,” sa�d Fouquet.
“The day w�ll come when you w�ll laugh too; only at the present

moment I must laugh alone.”
“But expla�n yourself.”
“When the proper t�me comes, I w�ll expla�n all. Fear noth�ng.

Have fa�th �n me, and doubt noth�ng.”
“The fact �s, I cannot but doubt, because I do not see clearly, or

even at all.”
“That �s because of your bl�ndness; but a day w�ll come when

you w�ll be enl�ghtened.”
“Oh!” sa�d Fouquet, “how w�ll�ngly would I bel�eve.”
“You, w�thout bel�ef! you, who, through my means, have ten

t�mes crossed the abyss yawn�ng at your feet, and �n wh�ch, had you
been alone, you would have been �rretr�evably swallowed; you,
w�thout bel�ef; you, who from procureur-general atta�ned the rank of
�ntendant, from the rank of �ntendant, that of the f�rst m�n�ster of the
crown, and who from the rank of f�rst m�n�ster w�ll pass to that of
mayor of the palace. But no,” he sa�d, w�th the same unaltered sm�le,
“no, no, you cannot see, and consequently cannot bel�eve—what I
tell you.” And Aram�s rose to w�thdraw.

“One word more,” sa�d Fouquet; “you have never yet spoken to
me �n th�s manner, you have never yet shown yourself so conf�dent, I
should rather say so dar�ng.”

“Because �t �s necessary, �n order to speak conf�dently, to have
the l�ps unfettered.”

“And that �s now your case?”
“Yes.”
“S�nce a very short t�me, then?”
“S�nce yesterday, only.”



“Oh! Mons�eur d’Herblay, take care, your conf�dence �s
becom�ng audac�ty.”

“One can well be audac�ous when one �s powerful.”
“And you are powerful?”
“I have already offered you ten m�ll�ons; I repeat the offer.”
Fouquet rose, profoundly ag�tated.
“Come,” he sa�d, “come; you spoke of overthrow�ng k�ngs and

replac�ng them by others. If, �ndeed, I am not really out of my
senses, �s or �s not that what you sa�d just now?”

“You are by no means out of your senses, for �t �s perfectly true I
d�d say all that just now.”

“And why d�d you say so?”
“Because �t �s easy to speak �n th�s manner of thrones be�ng

cast down, and k�ngs be�ng ra�sed up, when one �s, one’s self, far
above all k�ngs and thrones, of th�s world at least.”

“Your power �s �nf�n�te, then?” cr�ed Fouquet.
“I have told you so already, and I repeat �t,” repl�ed Aram�s, w�th

gl�sten�ng eyes and trembl�ng l�ps.
Fouquet threw h�mself back �n h�s cha�r, and bur�ed h�s face �n

h�s hands. Aram�s looked at h�m for a moment, as the angel of
human dest�n�es m�ght have looked upon a s�mple mortal.

“Ad�eu,” he sa�d to h�m, “sleep und�sturbed, and send your letter
to La Vall�ere. To-morrow we shall see each other aga�n.”

“Yes, to-morrow,” sa�d Fouquet, shak�ng h�s hands l�ke a man
return�ng to h�s senses. “But where shall we see each other?”

“At the k�ng’s promenade, �f you l�ke.”
“Agreed.” And they separated.





Chapter LXI. The Storm.
The dawn of the follow�ng day was dark and gloomy, and as

every one knew that the promenade was down �n the royal
programme, every one’s gaze, as h�s eyes were opened, was
d�rected towards the sky. Just above the tops of the trees a th�ck,
suffocat�ng vapor seemed to rema�n suspended, w�th barely
suff�c�ent power to r�se th�rty feet above the ground under the
�nfluence of the sun’s rays, wh�ch was scarcely v�s�ble as a fa�nt spot
of lesser darkness through the ve�l of heavy m�st. No dew had fallen
�n the morn�ng; the turf was dr�ed up for want of mo�sture, the flowers
w�thered. The b�rds sang less �nsp�r�ngly than usual upon the
boughs, wh�ch rema�ned mot�onless as the l�mbs of corpses. The
strange confused and an�mated murmurs, wh�ch seemed born and to
ex�st �n v�rtue of the sun, that resp�rat�on of nature wh�ch �s
unceas�ngly heard am�dst all other sounds, could not be heard now,
and never had the s�lence been so profound.

The k�ng had not�ced the cheerless aspect of the heavens as he
approached the w�ndow �mmed�ately upon r�s�ng. But as all the
necessary d�rect�ons had been g�ven respect�ng the promenade, and
every preparat�on had been made accord�ngly, and as, wh�ch was far
more �mper�ous than anyth�ng else, Lou�s rel�ed upon th�s
promenade to sat�sfy the crav�ngs of h�s �mag�nat�on, and we w�ll
even already say, the clamorous des�res of h�s heart—the k�ng
unhes�tat�ngly dec�ded that the appearance of the heavens had
noth�ng whatever to do w�th the matter; that the promenade was
arranged, and that, whatever the state of the weather, the
promenade should take place. Bes�des, there are certa�n terrestr�al
sovere�gns who seem to have accorded them pr�v�leged ex�stences,
and there are certa�n t�mes when �t m�ght almost be supposed that
the expressed w�sh of an earthly monarch has �ts �nfluence over the
D�v�ne w�ll. It was V�rg�l who observed of Augustus: Nocte plu�t tota
redeunt spectacula mane. 10



Lou�s attended mass as usual, but �t was ev�dent that h�s
attent�on was somewhat d�stracted from the presence of the Creator
by the remembrance of the creature. H�s m�nd was occup�ed dur�ng
the serv�ce �n reckon�ng more than once the number of m�nutes, then
of seconds, wh�ch separated h�m from the bl�ssful moment when the
promenade would beg�n, that �s to say, the moment when Madame
would set out w�th her ma�ds of honor. Bes�des, as a matter of
course, everybody at the chateau was �gnorant of the �nterv�ew
wh�ch had taken place between La Vall�ere and the k�ng. Montala�s,
perhaps, w�th her usual chatter�ng propens�ty, m�ght have been
d�sposed to talk about �t; but Montala�s on th�s occas�on was held �n
check by Mal�corne, who had securely fastened on her pretty l�ps the
golden padlock of mutual �nterest. As for Lou�s XIV., h�s happ�ness
was so extreme that he had forg�ven Madame, or nearly so, her l�ttle
p�ece of mal�ce of the prev�ous even�ng. In fact, he had occas�on to
congratulate h�mself rather than to compla�n of �t. Had �t not been for
her �ll-natured act�on, he would not have rece�ved the letter from La
Vall�ere; had �t not been for the letter, he would have had no
�nterv�ew; and had �t not been for the �nterv�ew he would have
rema�ned undec�ded. H�s heart was f�lled w�th too much happ�ness
for any �ll-feel�ng to rema�n �n �t, at that moment at least. Instead,
therefore, of kn�tt�ng h�s brows �nto a frown when he perce�ved h�s
s�ster-�n-law, Lou�s resolved to rece�ve her �n a more fr�endly and
grac�ous manner than usual. But on one cond�t�on only, that she
would be ready to set out early. Such was the nature of Lou�s’s
thoughts dur�ng mass; wh�ch made h�m, dur�ng the ceremony, forget
matters wh�ch, �n h�s character of Most Chr�st�an K�ng and of the
eldest son of the Church, ought to have occup�ed h�s attent�on. He
returned to the chateau, and as the promenade was f�xed for m�dday,
and �t was at present just ten o’clock, he set to work desperately w�th
Colbert and Lyonne. But even wh�le he worked Lou�s went from the
table to the w�ndow, �nasmuch as the w�ndow looked out upon
Madame’s pav�l�on: he could see M. Fouquet �n the courtyard, to
whom the court�ers, s�nce the favor shown towards h�m on the
prev�ous even�ng, pa�d greater attent�on than ever. The k�ng,
�nst�nct�vely, on not�c�ng Fouquet, turned towards Colbert, who was
sm�l�ng, and seemed full of benevolence and del�ght, a state of



feel�ng wh�ch had ar�sen from the very moment one of h�s secretar�es
had entered and handed h�m a pocket-book, wh�ch he had put
unopened �nto h�s pocket. But, as there was always someth�ng
s�n�ster at the bottom of any del�ght expressed by Colbert, Lou�s
preferred, of the sm�les of the two men, that of Fouquet. He
beckoned to the super�ntendent to come up, and turn�ng towards
Lyonne and Colbert, he sa�d:—“F�n�sh th�s matter, place �t on my
desk, and I w�ll read �t at my le�sure.” And he left the room. At the
s�gn the k�ng had made to h�m, Fouquet had hastened up the
sta�rcase, wh�le Aram�s, who was w�th the super�ntendent, qu�etly
ret�red among the group of court�ers and d�sappeared w�thout hav�ng
been even observed by the k�ng. The k�ng and Fouquet met at the
top of the sta�rcase.

“S�re,” sa�d Fouquet, remark�ng the grac�ous manner �n wh�ch
Lou�s was about to rece�ve h�m, “your majesty has overwhelmed me
w�th k�ndness dur�ng the last few days. It �s not a youthful monarch,
but a be�ng of h�gher order, who re�gns over France, one whom
pleasure, happ�ness, and love acknowledge as the�r master.” The
k�ng colored. The compl�ment, although flatter�ng, was not the less
somewhat po�nted. Lou�s conducted Fouquet to a small room that
d�v�ded h�s study from h�s sleep�ng-apartment.

“Do you know why I summoned you?” sa�d the k�ng as he
seated h�mself upon the edge of the w�ndow, so as not to lose
anyth�ng that m�ght be pass�ng �n the gardens wh�ch fronted the
oppos�te entrance to Madame’s pav�l�on.

“No, s�re,” repl�ed Fouquet, “but I am sure for someth�ng
agreeable, �f I am to judge from your majesty’s grac�ous sm�le.”

“You are m�staken, then.”
“I, s�re?”
“For I summoned you, on the contrary, to p�ck a quarrel w�th

you.”
“W�th me, s�re?”
“Yes: and that a ser�ous one.”
“Your majesty alarms me—and yet I was most conf�dent �n your

just�ce and goodness.”



“Do you know I am told, Mons�eur Fouquet, that you are
prepar�ng a grand fete at Vaux.”

Fouquet sm�led, as a s�ck man would do at the f�rst sh�ver of a
fever wh�ch has left h�m but returns aga�n.

“And that you have not �nv�ted me!” cont�nued the k�ng.
“S�re,” repl�ed Fouquet, “I have not even thought of the fete you

speak of, and �t was only yesterday even�ng that one of my fr�ends,”
Fouquet la�d a stress upon the word, “was k�nd enough to make me
th�nk of �t.”

“Yet I saw you yesterday even�ng, Mons�eur Fouquet, and you
sa�d noth�ng to me about �t.”

“How dared I hope that your majesty would so greatly descend
from your own exalted stat�on as to honor my dwell�ng w�th your
royal presence?”

“Excuse me, Mons�eur Fouquet, you d�d not speak to me about
your fete.”

“I d�d not allude to the fete to your majesty, I repeat, �n the f�rst
place, because noth�ng had been dec�ded w�th regard to �t, and,
secondly, because I feared a refusal.”

“And someth�ng made you fear a refusal, Mons�eur Fouquet?
You see I am determ�ned to push you hard.”

“The profound w�sh I had that your majesty should accept my
�nv�tat�on—”

“Well, Mons�eur Fouquet, noth�ng �s eas�er, I perce�ve, than our
com�ng to an understand�ng. Your w�sh �s to �nv�te me to your fete,
my own �s to be present at �t; �nv�te me and I w�ll go.”

“Is �t poss�ble that your majesty w�ll de�gn to accept?” murmured
the super�ntendent.

“Why, really, mons�eur,” sa�d the k�ng, laugh�ng, “I th�nk I do
more than accept; I rather fancy I am �nv�t�ng myself.”

“Your majesty overwhelms me w�th honor and del�ght,”
excla�med Fouquet, “but I shall be obl�ged to repeat what M. V�euv�lle
sa�d to your ancestor, Henry IV., Dom�ne non sum d�gnus.” 11



“To wh�ch I reply, Mons�eur Fouquet, that �f you g�ve a fete, I w�ll
go, whether I am �nv�ted or not.”

“I thank your majesty deeply,” sa�d Fouquet, as he ra�sed h�s
head beneath th�s favor, wh�ch he was conv�nced would be h�s ru�n.

“But how could your majesty have been �nformed of �t?”
“By a publ�c rumor, Mons�eur Fouquet, wh�ch says such

wonderful th�ngs of yourself and the marvels of your house. Would
you become proud, Mons�eur Fouquet, �f the k�ng were to be jealous
of you?”

“I should be the happ�est man �n the world, s�re, s�nce the very
day on wh�ch your majesty were to be jealous of Vaux, I should
possess someth�ng worthy of be�ng offered to you.”

“Very well, Mons�eur Fouquet, prepare your fete, and open the
door of your house as w�de as poss�ble.”

“It �s for your majesty to f�x the day.”
“Th�s day month, then.”
“Has your majesty any further commands?”
“Noth�ng, Mons�eur Fouquet, except from the present moment

unt�l then to have you near me as much as poss�ble.”
“I have the honor to form one of your majesty’s party for the

promenade.”
“Very good; �ndeed, I am now sett�ng out; for there are the

lad�es, I see, who are go�ng to start.”
W�th th�s remark, the k�ng, w�th all the eagerness, not only of a

young man, but of a young man �n love, w�thdrew from the w�ndow,
�n order to take h�s gloves and cane, wh�ch h�s valet held ready for
h�m. The ne�gh�ng of the horses and the crunch�ng of the wheels on
the gravel of the courtyard could be d�st�nctly heard. The k�ng
descended the sta�rs, and at the moment he appeared upon the
fl�ght of steps, every one stopped. The k�ng walked stra�ght up to the
young queen. The queen-mother, who was st�ll suffer�ng more than
ever from the �llness w�th wh�ch she was affl�cted, d�d not w�sh to go
out. Mar�a Theresa accompan�ed Madame �n her carr�age, and
asked the k�ng �n what d�rect�on he w�shed the promenade to dr�ve.



The k�ng, who had just seen La Vall�ere, st�ll pale from the event of
the prev�ous even�ng, get �nto a carr�age w�th three of her
compan�ons, told the queen that he had no preference, and
wherever she would l�ke to go, there would he be w�th her. The
queen then des�red that the outr�ders should proceed �n the d�rect�on
of Apremont. The outr�ders set off accord�ngly before the others. The
k�ng rode on horseback, and for a few m�nutes accompan�ed the
carr�age of the queen and Madame. The weather had cleared up a
l�ttle, but a k�nd of ve�l of dust, l�ke a th�ck gauze, was st�ll spread
over the surface of the heavens, and the sun made every atom
gl�sten w�th�n the c�rcu�t of �ts rays. The heat was st�fl�ng; but, as the
k�ng d�d not seem to pay any attent�on to the appearance of the
heavens, no one made h�mself uneasy about �t, and the promenade,
�n obed�ence to the orders g�ven by the queen, took �ts course �n the
d�rect�on of Apremont. The court�ers who followed were �n the very
h�ghest sp�r�ts; �t was ev�dent that every one tr�ed to forget, and to
make others forget, the b�tter d�scuss�ons of the prev�ous even�ng.
Madame, part�cularly, was del�ghtful. In fact, see�ng the k�ng at the
door of her carr�age, as she d�d not suppose he would be there for
the queen’s sake, she hoped that her pr�nce had returned to her.
Hardly, however, had they proceeded a quarter of a m�le on the road,
when the k�ng, w�th a grac�ous sm�le, saluted them and drew up h�s
horse, leav�ng the queen’s carr�age to pass on, then that of the
pr�nc�pal lad�es of honor, and then all the others �n success�on, who,
see�ng the k�ng stop, w�shed �n the�r turn to stop too; but the k�ng
made a s�gn to them to cont�nue the�r progress. When La Vall�ere’s
carr�age passed, the k�ng approached �t, saluted the lad�es who were
�ns�de, and was prepar�ng to accompany the carr�age conta�n�ng the
ma�ds of honor, �n the same way he had followed that �n wh�ch
Madame was, when suddenly the whole f�le of carr�ages stopped. It
was probable that Madame, uneasy at the k�ng hav�ng left her, had
just g�ven d�rect�ons for the performance of th�s maneuver, the
d�rect�on �n wh�ch the promenade was to take place hav�ng been left
to her. The k�ng, hav�ng sent to �nqu�re what her object was �n
stopp�ng the cavalcade, was �nformed �n reply, that she w�shed to
walk. She most l�kely hoped that the k�ng, who was follow�ng the
carr�ages of the ma�ds of honor on horseback, would not venture to



follow the ma�ds of honor themselves on foot. They had arr�ved �n
the m�ddle of the forest.

The promenade, �n fact, was not �ll-t�med, espec�ally for those
who were dreamers or lovers. From the l�ttle open space where the
halt had taken place, three beaut�ful long walks, shady and
undulat�ng, stretched out before them. These walks were covered
w�th moss or w�th leaves that formed a carpet from the loom of
nature; and each walk had �ts hor�zon �n the d�stance, cons�st�ng of
about a hand-breadth of sky, apparent through the �nterlac�ng of the
branches of the trees. At the end of almost every walk, ev�dently �n
great tr�bulat�on and uneas�ness, the startled deer were seen
hurry�ng to and fro, f�rst stopp�ng for a moment �n the m�ddle of the
path, and then ra�s�ng the�r heads they fled w�th the speed of an
arrow or bounded �nto the depths of the forest, where they
d�sappeared from v�ew; now and then a rabb�t, of ph�losoph�cal m�en,
m�ght be not�ced qu�etly s�tt�ng upr�ght, rubb�ng h�s muzzle w�th h�s
fore paws, and look�ng about �nqu�r�ngly, as though wonder�ng
whether all these people, who were approach�ng �n h�s d�rect�on, and
who had just d�sturbed h�m �n h�s med�tat�ons and h�s meal, were not
followed by the�r dogs, or had not the�r guns under the�r arms. All
al�ghted from the�r carr�ages as soon as they observed that the
queen was do�ng so. Mar�a Theresa took the arm of one of her lad�es
of honor, and, w�th a s�de glance towards the k�ng, who d�d not
perce�ve that he was �n the sl�ghtest degree the object of the queen’s
attent�on, entered the forest by the f�rst path before her. Two of the
outr�ders preceded her majesty w�th long poles, wh�ch they used for
the purpose of putt�ng the branches of the trees as�de, or remov�ng
the bushes that m�ght �mpede her progress. As soon as Madame
al�ghted, she found the Comte de Gu�che at her s�de, who bowed
and placed h�mself at her d�sposal. Mons�eur, del�ghted w�th h�s bath
of the two prev�ous days, had announced h�s preference for the r�ver,
and, hav�ng g�ven De Gu�che leave of absence, rema�ned at the
chateau w�th the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne and Man�camp. He was not
�n the sl�ghtest degree jealous. He had been looked for to no
purpose among those present; but as Mons�eur was a man who
thought a great deal of h�mself, and usually added very l�ttle to the
general pleasure, h�s absence was rather a subject of sat�sfact�on



than regret. Every one had followed the example wh�ch the queen
and Madame had set, do�ng just as they pleased, accord�ng as
chance or fancy �nfluenced them. The k�ng, we have already
observed, rema�ned near La Vall�ere, and, throw�ng h�mself off h�s
horse at the moment the door of her carr�age was opened, he
offered her h�s hand to al�ght. Montala�s and Tonnay-Charente
�mmed�ately drew back and kept at a d�stance; the former from
calculated, the latter from natural mot�ves. There was th�s d�fference,
however, between the two, that the one had w�thdrawn from a w�sh
to please the k�ng, the other for a very oppos�te reason. Dur�ng the
last half-hour the weather also had undergone a change; the ve�l
wh�ch had been spread over the sky, as �f dr�ven by a blast of heated
a�r, had become massed together �n the western part of the heavens;
and afterwards, as �f dr�ven by a current of a�r from the oppos�te
d�rect�on, was now advanc�ng slowly and heav�ly towards them. The
approach of the storm could be felt, but as the k�ng d�d not perce�ve
�t, no one thought �t proper to do so. The promenade was therefore
cont�nued; some of the company, w�th m�nds �ll at ease on the
subject, ra�sed the�r eyes from t�me to t�me towards the sky; others,
even more t�m�d st�ll, walked about w�thout wander�ng too far from
the carr�ages, where they rel�ed upon tak�ng shelter �n case the
storm burst. The greater number of these, however, observ�ng that
the k�ng fearlessly entered the wood w�th La Vall�ere, followed h�s
majesty. The k�ng, not�c�ng th�s, took La Vall�ere’s hand, and led her
to a lateral forest-alley; where no one th�s t�me ventured to follow
h�m.



Chapter LXII. The Shower of Ra�n.
At th�s moment, and �n the same d�rect�on, too, that the k�ng and

La Vall�ere had taken, except that they were �n the wood �tself
�nstead of follow�ng the path, two men were walk�ng together, utterly
�nd�fferent to the appearance of the heavens. The�r heads were bent
down �n the manner of people occup�ed w�th matters of great
moment. They had not observed e�ther De Gu�che or Madame, the
k�ng or La Vall�ere. Suddenly someth�ng fell through the a�r l�ke a
colossal sheet of flame, followed by a loud but d�stant rumbl�ng
no�se.

“Ah!” sa�d one of them, ra�s�ng h�s head, “here comes the storm.
Let us reach our carr�ages, my dear D’Herblay.”

Aram�s looked �nqu�r�ngly at the heavens. “There �s no occas�on
to hurry yet,” he sa�d; and then resum�ng the conversat�on where �t
had doubtless been �nterrupted, he sa�d, “You were observ�ng that
the letter we wrote last even�ng must by th�s t�me have reached �ts
dest�nat�on?”

“I was say�ng that she certa�nly has �t.”
“Whom d�d you send �t by?”
“By my own servant, as I have already told you.”
“D�d he br�ng back an answer?”
“I have not seen h�m s�nce; the young g�rl was probably �n

attendance on Madame, or was �n her own room dress�ng, and he
may have had to wa�t. Our t�me for leav�ng arr�ved, and we set off, of
course; I cannot, therefore, know what �s go�ng on yonder.”

“D�d you see the k�ng before leav�ng?”
“Yes.”
“How d�d he seem?”
“Noth�ng could have passed off better, or worse; accord�ng as

he be s�ncere or hypocr�t�cal.”



“And the fete?”
“W�ll take place �n a month.”
“He �nv�ted h�mself, you say?”
“W�th a pert�nac�ty �n wh�ch I detected Colbert’s �nfluence. But

has not last n�ght removed your �llus�ons?”
“What �llus�ons?”
“W�th respect to the ass�stance you may be able to g�ve me

under these c�rcumstances.”
“No; I have passed the n�ght wr�t�ng, and all my orders are

g�ven.”
“Do not conceal �t from yourself, D’Herblay, but the fete w�ll cost

some m�ll�ons.”
“I w�ll supply s�x; do you on your s�de get two or three.”
“You are a wonderful man, my dear D’Herblay.”
Aram�s sm�led.
“But,” �nqu�red Fouquet, w�th some rema�n�ng uneas�ness, “how

�s �t that wh�le you are now squander�ng m�ll�ons �n th�s manner, a
few days ago you d�d not pay the f�fty thousand francs to
Ba�semeaux out of your own pocket?”

“Because a few days ago I was as poor as Job.”
“And to-day?”
“To-day I am wealth�er than the k�ng h�mself.”
“Very well,” sa�d Fouquet; “I understand men pretty well; I know

you are �ncapable of forfe�t�ng your word; I do not w�sh to wrest your
secret from you, and so let us talk no more about �t.”

At th�s moment a dull, heavy rumbl�ng was heard, wh�ch
suddenly developed �nto a v�olent clap of thunder.

“Oh, oh!” sa�d Fouquet, “I was qu�te r�ght �n what I sa�d.”
“Come,” sa�d Aram�s, “let us rejo�n the carr�ages.”
“We shall not have t�me,” sa�d Fouquet, “for here comes the

ra�n.”
In fact, as he spoke, and as �f the heavens were opened, a

shower of large drops of ra�n was suddenly heard patter�ng on the



leaves about them.
“We shall have t�me,” sa�d Aram�s, “to reach the carr�ages

before the fol�age becomes saturated.”
“It w�ll be better,” sa�d Fouquet, “to take shelter somewhere—�n

a grotto, for �nstance.”
“Yes, but where are we to f�nd a grotto?” �nqu�red Aram�s.
“I know one,” sa�d Fouquet, sm�l�ng, “not ten paces from here.”

Then look�ng round h�m, he added: “Yes, we are qu�te r�ght.”
“You are very fortunate to have so good a memory,” sa�d

Aram�s, sm�l�ng �n h�s turn, “but are you not afra�d that your
coachman, f�nd�ng we do not return, w�ll suppose we have taken
another road back, and that he w�ll not follow the carr�ages belong�ng
to the court?”

“Oh, there �s no fear of that,” sa�d Fouquet; “whenever I place
my coachman and my carr�age �n any part�cular spot, noth�ng but an
express order from the k�ng could st�r them; and more than that, too,
�t seems that we are not the only ones who have come so far, for I
hear footsteps and the sound of vo�ces.”

As he spoke, Fouquet turned round, and opened w�th h�s cane a
mass of fol�age wh�ch h�d the path from h�s v�ew. Aram�s’s glance as
well as h�s own plunged at the same moment through the aperture
he had made.

“A woman,” sa�d Aram�s.
“And a man,” sa�d Fouquet.
“It �s La Vall�ere and the k�ng,” they both excla�med together.
“Oh, oh!” sa�d Aram�s, “�s h�s majesty aware of your cavern as

well? I should not be aston�shed �f he were, for he seems to be on
very good terms w�th the dryads of Fonta�nebleau.”

“Never m�nd,” sa�d Fouquet; “let us get there. If he �s not aware
of �t, we shall see what he w�ll do �f he should know �t, as �t has two
entrances, so that wh�lst he enters by one, we can leave by the
other.”

“Is �t far?” asked Aram�s, “for the ra�n �s beg�nn�ng to penetrate.”



“We are there now,” sa�d Fouquet, as he pushed as�de a few
branches, and an excavat�on �n the sol�d rock could be observed,
h�therto concealed by heaths, �vy, and a th�ck covert of small shrubs.

Fouquet led the way, followed by Aram�s; but as the latter
entered the grotto, he turned round, say�ng: “Yes, they are enter�ng
the wood; and, see, they are bend�ng the�r steps th�s way.”

“Very well; let us make room for them,” sa�d Fouquet, sm�l�ng
and pull�ng Aram�s by h�s cloak; “but I do not th�nk the k�ng knows of
my grotto.”

“Yes,” sa�d Aram�s, “they are look�ng about them, but �t �s only
for a th�cker tree.”

Aram�s was not m�staken, the k�ng’s looks were d�rected
upward, and not around h�m. He held La Vall�ere’s arm w�th�n h�s
own, and held her hand �n h�s. La Vall�ere’s feet began to sleep on
the damp grass. Lou�s aga�n looked round h�m w�th greater attent�on
than before, and perce�v�ng an enormous oak w�th w�de-spread�ng
branches, he hurr�edly drew La Vall�ere beneath �ts protect�ng
shelter. The poor g�rl looked round her on all s�des, and seemed half
afra�d, half des�rous of be�ng followed. The k�ng made her lean back
aga�nst the trunk of the tree, whose vast c�rcumference, protected by
the th�ckness of the fol�age, was as dry as �f at that moment the ra�n
had not been fall�ng �n torrents. He h�mself rema�ned stand�ng before
her w�th h�s head uncovered. After a few m�nutes, however, some
drops of ra�n penetrated through the branches of the tree and fell on
the k�ng’s forehead, who d�d not pay any attent�on to them.

“Oh, s�re!” murmured La Vall�ere, push�ng the k�ng’s hat towards
h�m. But the k�ng s�mply bowed, and determ�nedly refused to cover
h�s head.

“Now or never �s the t�me to offer your place,” sa�d Fouquet �n
Aram�s’s ear.

“Now or never �s the t�me to l�sten, and not lose a syllable of
what they may have to say to each other,” repl�ed Aram�s �n
Fouquet’s ear.

In fact they both rema�ned perfectly s�lent, and the k�ng’s vo�ce
reached them where they were.



“Bel�eve me,” sa�d the k�ng, “I perce�ve, or rather I can �mag�ne
your uneas�ness; bel�eve me, I s�ncerely regret hav�ng �solated you
from the rest of the company, and brought you, also, to a spot where
you w�ll be �nconven�enced by the ra�n. You are wet already, and
perhaps cold too?”

“No, s�re.”
“And yet you tremble?”
“I am afra�d, s�re, that my absence may be m�s�nterpreted; at a

moment, too, when all the others are reun�ted.”
“I would not hes�tate to propose return�ng to the carr�ages,

Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, but pray look and l�sten, and tell me �f �t
be poss�ble to attempt to make the sl�ghtest progress at present?”

In fact the thunder was st�ll roll�ng, and the ra�n cont�nued to fall
�n torrents.

“Bes�des,” cont�nued the k�ng, “no poss�ble �nterpretat�on can be
made wh�ch would be to your d�scred�t. Are you not w�th the k�ng of
France; �n other words, w�th the f�rst gentleman of the k�ngdom?”

“Certa�nly, s�re,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, “and �t �s a very
d�st�ngu�shed honor for me; �t �s not, therefore, for myself that I fear
any �nterpretat�ons that may be made.”

“For whom, then?”
“For you, s�re.”
“For me?” sa�d the k�ng, sm�l�ng, “I do not understand you.”
“Has your majesty already forgotten what took place yesterday

even�ng �n her royal h�ghness’s apartments?”
“Oh! forget that, I beg, or allow me to remember �t for no other

purpose than to thank you once more for your letter, and—”
“S�re,” �nterrupted La Vall�ere, “the ra�n �s fall�ng, and your

majesty’s head �s uncovered.”
“I entreat you not to th�nk of anyth�ng but yourself.”
“Oh! I,” sa�d La Vall�ere, sm�l�ng, “I am a country g�rl,

accustomed to roam�ng through the meadows of the Lo�re and the
gardens of Blo�s, whatever the weather may be. And, as for my



clothes,” she added, look�ng at her s�mple musl�n dress, “your
majesty sees there �s but l�ttle room for �njury.”

“Indeed, I have already not�ced, more than once, that you owed
nearly everyth�ng to yourself and noth�ng to your to�lette. Your
freedom from coquetry �s one of your greatest charms �n my eyes.”

“S�re, do not make me out better than I am, and say merely, ‘You
cannot poss�bly be a coquette.’”

“Why so?”
“Because,” sa�d La Vall�ere, sm�l�ng, “I am not r�ch.”
“You adm�t, then,” sa�d the k�ng, qu�ckly, “that you have a love

for beaut�ful th�ngs?”
“S�re, I only regard those th�ngs as beaut�ful wh�ch are w�th�n my

reach. Everyth�ng wh�ch �s too h�ghly placed for me—”
“You are �nd�fferent to?”
“Is fore�gn to me, as be�ng proh�b�ted.”
“And I,” sa�d the k�ng, “do not f�nd that you are at my court on

the foot�ng you should be. The serv�ces of your fam�ly have not been
suff�c�ently brought under my not�ce. The advancement of your fam�ly
was cruelly neglected by my uncle.”

“On the contrary, s�re. H�s royal h�ghness, the Duke of Orleans,
was always exceed�ngly k�nd towards M. de Sa�nt-Remy, my step-
father. The serv�ces rendered were humble, and, properly speak�ng,
our serv�ces have been adequately recogn�zed. It �s not every one
who �s happy enough to f�nd opportun�t�es of serv�ng h�s sovere�gn
w�th d�st�nct�on. I have no doubt at all, that, �f ever opportun�t�es had
been met w�th, my fam�ly’s act�ons would have been as lofty as the�r
loyalty was f�rm: but that happ�ness was never ours.”

“In that case, Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, �t belongs to k�ngs to
repa�r the want of opportun�ty, and most del�ghtedly do I undertake to
repa�r, �n your �nstance, and w�th the least poss�ble delay, the wrongs
of fortune towards you.”

“Nay, s�re,” cr�ed La Vall�ere, eagerly; “leave th�ngs, I beg, as
they are now.”



“Is �t poss�ble! you refuse what I ought, and what I w�sh to do for
you?”

“All I des�red has been granted me, when the honor was
conferred upon me of form�ng one of Madame’s household.”

“But �f you refuse for yourself, at least accept for your fam�ly.”
“Your generous �ntent�ons, s�re, bew�lder me and make me

apprehens�ve, for, �n do�ng for my fam�ly what your k�ndness urges
you to do, your majesty w�ll ra�se up enem�es for us, and enem�es for
yourself, too. Leave me �n the ranks of m�ddle l�fe, s�re; of all the
feel�ngs and sent�ments I exper�ence, leave me to enjoy the pleas�ng
�nst�nct of d�s�nterestedness.”

“The sent�ments you express,” sa�d the k�ng, “are �ndeed
adm�rable.”

“Qu�te true,” murmured Aram�s �n Fouquet’s ear, “and he cannot
be accustomed to them.”

“But,” repl�ed Fouquet, “suppose she were to make a s�m�lar
reply to my letter.”

“True!” sa�d Aram�s, “let us not ant�c�pate, but wa�t the
conclus�on.”

“And then, dear Mons�eur d’Herblay,” added the super�ntendent,
hardly able to apprec�ate the sent�ments wh�ch La Vall�ere had just
expressed, “�t �s very often sound calculat�on to seem d�s�nterested
w�th monarchs.”

“Exactly what I was th�nk�ng th�s very m�nute,” sa�d Aram�s. “Let
us l�sten.”

The k�ng approached nearer to La Vall�ere, and as the ra�n
dr�pped more and more through the fol�age of the oak, he held h�s
hat over the head of the young g�rl, who ra�sed her beaut�ful blue
eyes towards the royal hat wh�ch sheltered her, and shook her head,
s�gh�ng deeply as she d�d so.

“What melancholy thought,” sa�d the k�ng, “can poss�bly reach
your heart when I place m�ne as a rampart before �t?”

“I w�ll tell you, s�re. I had already once before broached th�s
quest�on, wh�ch �s so d�ff�cult for a young g�rl of my age to d�scuss,



but your majesty �mposed s�lence on me. Your majesty belongs not
to yourself alone: you are marr�ed; and every sent�ment wh�ch would
separate your majesty from the queen, �n lead�ng you to take not�ce
of me, w�ll be a source of profoundest sorrow for the queen.” The
k�ng endeavored to �nterrupt the young g�rl, but she cont�nued w�th a
suppl�ant gesture. “The Queen Mar�a, w�th an attachment wh�ch can
be well understood, follows w�th her eyes every step of your majesty
wh�ch separates you from her. Happy enough �n hav�ng had her fate
un�ted to your own, she weep�ngly �mplores Heaven to preserve you
to her, and �s jealous of the fa�ntest throb of your heart bestowed
elsewhere.” The k�ng aga�n seemed anx�ous to speak, but aga�n d�d
La Vall�ere venture to prevent h�m.—“Would �t not, therefore, be a
most blamable act�on,” she cont�nued, “�f your majesty, a w�tness of
th�s anx�ous and d�s�nterested affect�on, gave the queen any cause
for jealousy? Forg�ve me, s�re, for the express�ons I have used. I well
know �t �s �mposs�ble, or rather that �t would be �mposs�ble, that the
greatest queen of the whole world could be jealous of a poor g�rl l�ke
myself. But though a queen, she �s st�ll a woman, and her heart, l�ke
that of the rest of her sex, cannot close �tself aga�nst the susp�c�ons
wh�ch such as are ev�lly d�sposed, �ns�nuate. For Heaven’s sake,
s�re, th�nk no more of me; I am unworthy of your regard.”

“Do you not know that �n speak�ng as you have done, you
change my esteem for you �nto the profoundest adm�rat�on?”

“S�re, you assume my words to be contrary to the truth; you
suppose me to be better than I really am, and attach a greater mer�t
to me than God ever �ntended should be the case. Spare me, s�re;
for, d�d I not know that your majesty was the most generous man �n
your k�ngdom, I should bel�eve you were jest�ng.”

“You do not, I know, fear such a th�ng; I am qu�te sure of that,”
excla�med Lou�s.

“I shall be obl�ged to bel�eve �t, �f your majesty cont�nues to hold
such language towards me.”

“I am most unhappy, then,” sa�d the k�ng, �n a tone of regret
wh�ch was not assumed; “I am the unhapp�est pr�nce �n the Chr�st�an
world, s�nce I am powerless to �nduce bel�ef �n my words, �n one



whom I love the best �n the w�de world, and who almost breaks my
heart by refus�ng to cred�t my regard for her.”

“Oh, s�re!” sa�d La Vall�ere, gently putt�ng the k�ng as�de, who
had approached nearer to her, “I th�nk the storm has passed away
now, and the ra�n has ceased.” At the very moment, however, as the
poor g�rl, flee�ng as �t were from her own heart, wh�ch doubtless
throbbed but too well �n un�son w�th the k�ng’s, uttered these words,
the storm undertook to contrad�ct her. A dead-wh�te flash of l�ghtn�ng
�llum�ned the forest w�th a we�rd glare, and a peal of thunder, l�ke a
d�scharge of art�llery, burst over the�r heads, as �f the he�ght of the
oak that sheltered them had attracted the storm. The young g�rl
could not repress a cry of terror. The k�ng w�th one hand drew her
towards h�s heart, and stretched the other above her head, as
though to sh�eld her from the l�ghtn�ng. A moment’s s�lence ensued,
as the group, del�ghtful as everyth�ng young and lov�ng �s del�ghtful,
rema�ned mot�onless, wh�le Fouquet and Aram�s contemplated �t �n
att�tudes as mot�onless as La Vall�ere and the k�ng. “Oh, s�re!”
murmured La Vall�ere, “do you hear?” and her head fell upon h�s
shoulder.

“Yes,” sa�d the k�ng. “You see, the storm has not passed away.”
“It �s a warn�ng, s�re.” The k�ng sm�led. “S�re, �t �s the vo�ce of

Heaven �n anger.”
“Be �t so,” sa�d the k�ng. “I agree to accept that peal of thunder

as a warn�ng, and even as a menace, �f, �n f�ve m�nutes from the
present moment, �t �s renewed w�th equal v�olence; but �f not, perm�t
me to th�nk that the storm �s a storm s�mply, and noth�ng more.” And
the k�ng, at the same moment, ra�sed h�s head, as �f to �nterrogate
the heavens. But, as �f the remark had been heard and accepted,
dur�ng the f�ve m�nutes wh�ch elapsed after the burst of thunder
wh�ch had alarmed them, no renewed peal was heard; and, when
the thunder was aga�n heard, �t was pass�ng as pla�nly as �f, dur�ng
those same f�ve m�nutes, the storm, put to fl�ght, had traversed the
heavens w�th the w�ngs of the w�nd. “Well, Lou�se,” sa�d the k�ng, �n a
low tone of vo�ce, “do you st�ll threaten me w�th the anger of
Heaven? and, s�nce you w�shed to regard the storm as a warn�ng, do
you st�ll bel�eve �t bodes m�sfortune?”



The young g�rl looked up, and saw that wh�le they had been
talk�ng, the ra�n had penetrated the fol�age above them, and was
tr�ckl�ng down the k�ng’s face. “Oh, s�re, s�re!” she excla�med, �n
accents of eager apprehens�ons, wh�ch greatly ag�tated the k�ng. “Is
�t for me,” she murmured, “that the k�ng rema�ns thus uncovered, and
exposed to the ra�n? What am I, then?”

“You are, you perce�ve,” sa�d the k�ng, “the d�v�n�ty who
d�ss�pates the storm, and br�ngs back f�ne weather.” In fact, even as
the k�ng spoke, a ray of sunl�ght streamed through the forest, and
caused the ra�n-drops wh�ch rested upon the leaves, or fell vert�cally
among the open�ngs �n the branches of the trees, to gl�sten l�ke
d�amonds.

“S�re,” sa�d La Vall�ere, almost overcome, but mak�ng a powerful
effort over herself, “th�nk of the anx�et�es your majesty w�ll have to
subm�t to on my account. At th�s very moment, they are seek�ng you
�n every d�rect�on. The queen must be full of uneas�ness; and
Madame—oh, Madame!” the young g�rl excla�med, w�th an
express�on almost resembl�ng terror.

Th�s name had a certa�n effect upon the k�ng. He started, and
d�sengaged h�mself from La Vall�ere, whom he had, t�ll that moment,
held pressed aga�nst h�s heart. He then advanced towards the path,
�n order to look round, and returned, somewhat thoughtfully, to La
Vall�ere. “Madame, d�d you say?” he remarked.

“Yes, Madame; she, too, �s jealous,” sa�d La Vall�ere, w�th a
marked tone of vo�ce; and her eyes, so t�morous �n the�r express�on,
and so modestly fug�t�ve �n the�r glance, for a moment, ventured to
look �nqu�r�ngly �nto the k�ng’s.

“St�ll,” returned Lou�s, mak�ng an effort over h�mself, “�t seems to
me that Madame has no reason, no r�ght to be jealous of me.”

“Alas!” murmured La Vall�ere.
“Are you, too,” sa�d the k�ng, almost �n a tone of reproach, “are

you among those who th�nk the s�ster has a r�ght to be jealous of the
brother?”

“It �s not for me, s�re, to seek to penetrate your majesty’s
secrets.”



“You do bel�eve �t, then?” excla�med the k�ng.
“I bel�eve Madame �s jealous, s�re,” La Vall�ere repl�ed, f�rmly.
“Is �t poss�ble,” sa�d the k�ng w�th some anx�ety, “that you have

perce�ved �t, then, from her conduct towards you? Have her manners
�n any way been such towards you that you can attr�bute them to the
jealousy you speak of?”

“Not at all, s�re; I am of so l�ttle �mportance.”
“Oh! �f �t were really the case—” excla�med Lou�s, v�olently.
“S�re,” �nterrupted the young g�rl, “�t has ceased ra�n�ng; some

one �s com�ng, I th�nk.” And, forgetful of all et�quette, she had se�zed
the k�ng by the arm.

“Well,” repl�ed the k�ng, “let them come. Who �s there who would
venture to th�nk I had done wrong �n rema�n�ng alone w�th
Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere?”

“For p�ty’s sake, s�re! they w�ll th�nk �t strange to see you wet
through, �n th�s manner, and that you should have run such r�sk for
me.”

“I have s�mply done my duty as a gentleman,” sa�d Lou�s; “and
woe to h�m who may fa�l �n h�s, �n cr�t�c�s�ng h�s sovere�gn’s conduct.”
In fact, at th�s moment a few eager and cur�ous faces were seen �n
the walk, as �f engaged �n a search. Catch�ng gl�mpses at last of the
k�ng and La Vall�ere, they seemed to have found what they were
seek�ng. They were some of the court�ers who had been sent by the
queen and Madame, and uncovered themselves, �n token of hav�ng
perce�ved h�s majesty. But Lou�s, notw�thstand�ng La Vall�ere’s
confus�on, d�d not qu�t h�s respectful and tender att�tude. Then, when
all the court�ers were assembled �n the walk—when every one had
been able to perce�ve the extraord�nary mark of deference w�th
wh�ch he had treated the young g�rl, by rema�n�ng stand�ng and bare-
headed dur�ng the storm—he offered her h�s arm, led her towards
the group who were wa�t�ng, recogn�zed by an �ncl�nat�on of the head
the respectful salutat�ons wh�ch were pa�d h�m on all s�des; and, st�ll
hold�ng h�s hat �n h�s hand, he conducted her to her carr�age. And, as
a few sparse drops of ra�n cont�nued to fall—a last ad�eu of the
van�sh�ng storm—the other lad�es, whom respect had prevented



from gett�ng �nto the�r carr�ages before the k�ng, rema�ned altogether
unprotected by hood or cloak, exposed to the ra�n from wh�ch the
k�ng was protect�ng, as well as he was able, the humblest among
them. The queen and Madame must, l�ke the others, have w�tnessed
th�s exaggerated courtesy of the k�ng. Madame was so d�sconcerted
at �t, that she touched the queen w�th her elbow, say�ng at the same
t�me, “Look there, look there.”

The queen closed her eyes as �f she had been suddenly se�zed
w�th a fa�nt�ng-spell. She l�fted her hands to her face and entered her
carr�age, Madame follow�ng her. The k�ng aga�n mounted h�s horse,
and w�thout show�ng a preference for any part�cular carr�age door, he
returned to Fonta�nebleau, the re�ns hang�ng over h�s horse’s neck,
absorbed �n thought. As soon as the crowd had d�sappeared, and
the sound of the horses and carr�ages grew fa�nter �n the d�stance,
and when they were certa�n, �n fact, that no one could see them,
Aram�s and Fouquet came out of the�r grotto, and both of them �n
s�lence passed slowly on towards the walk. Aram�s looked most
narrowly not only at the whole extent of the open space stretch�ng
out before and beh�nd h�m, but even �nto the very depth of the wood.

“Mons�eur Fouquet,” he sa�d, when he had qu�te sat�sf�ed
h�mself that they were alone, “we must get back, at any cost, that
letter you wrote to La Vall�ere.”

“That w�ll be easy enough,” sa�d Fouquet, “�f my servant has not
g�ven �t to her.”

“In any case �t must be had, do you understand?”
“Yes. The k�ng �s �n love w�th the g�rl, you mean?”
“Deeply, and what �s worse �s, that on her s�de, the g�rl �s

pass�onately attached to h�m.”
“As much as to say that we must change our tact�cs, I

suppose?”
“Not a doubt of �t; you have no t�me to lose. You must see La

Vall�ere, and, w�thout th�nk�ng any more of becom�ng her lover, wh�ch
�s out of the quest�on, must declare yourself her most devoted fr�end
and her most humble servant.”



“I w�ll do so,” repl�ed Fouquet, “and w�thout the sl�ghtest feel�ng
of d�s�ncl�nat�on, for she seems a good-hearted g�rl.”

“Or a very clever one,” sa�d Aram�s; “but �n that case, all the
greater reason.” Then he added, after a moment’s pause, “If I am not
m�staken, that g�rl w�ll become the strongest pass�on of the k�ng’s
l�fe. Let us return to our carr�age, and, as fast as poss�ble, to the
chateau.”



Chapter LXIII. Toby.
Two hours after the super�ntendent’s carr�age had set off by

Aram�s’s d�rect�ons, convey�ng them both towards Fonta�nebleau
w�th the fleetness of the clouds the last breath of the tempest was
hurry�ng across the face of heaven, La Vall�ere was closeted �n her
own apartment, w�th a s�mple musl�n wrapper round her, hav�ng just
f�n�shed a sl�ght repast, wh�ch was placed upon a marble table.
Suddenly the door was opened, and a servant entered to announce
M. Fouquet, who had called to request perm�ss�on to pay h�s
respects to her. She made h�m repeat the message tw�ce over, for
the poor g�rl only knew M. Fouquet by name, and could not conce�ve
what bus�ness she could poss�bly have w�th a super�ntendent of
f�nances. However, as he m�ght represent the k�ng—and, after the
conversat�on we have recorded, �t was very l�kely—she glanced at
her m�rror, drew out st�ll more the r�nglets of her ha�r, and des�red h�m
to be adm�tted. La Vall�ere could not, however, refra�n from a certa�n
feel�ng of uneas�ness. A v�s�t from the super�ntendent was not an
ord�nary event �n the l�fe of any woman attached to the court.
Fouquet, so notor�ous for h�s generos�ty, h�s gallantry, and h�s
sens�t�ve del�cacy of feel�ng w�th regard to women generally, had
rece�ved more �nv�tat�ons than he had requested aud�ences. In many
houses, the presence of the super�ntendent had been s�gn�f�cant of
fortune; �n many hearts, of love. Fouquet entered the apartment w�th
a manner full of respect, present�ng h�mself w�th that ease and
gracefulness of manner wh�ch was the d�st�nct�ve character�st�c of
the men of em�nence of that per�od, and wh�ch at the present day
seems no longer to be understood, even through the �nterpretat�on of
the portra�ts of the per�od, �n wh�ch the pa�nter has endeavored to
recall them to be�ng. La Vall�ere acknowledged the ceremon�ous
salutat�on wh�ch Fouquet addressed to her by a gentle �ncl�nat�on of
the head, and mot�oned h�m to a seat. But Fouquet, w�th a bow, sa�d,
“I w�ll not s�t down unt�l you have pardoned me.”



“I?” asked La Vall�ere, “pardon what?”
Fouquet f�xed a most p�erc�ng look upon the young g�rl, and

fanc�ed he could perce�ve �n her face noth�ng but the most
unaffected surpr�se. “I observe,” he sa�d, “that you have as much
generos�ty as �ntell�gence, and I read �n your eyes the forg�veness I
sol�c�t. A pardon pronounced by your l�ps �s �nsuff�c�ent for me, and I
need the forg�veness of your heart and m�nd.”

“Upon my honor, mons�eur,” sa�d La Vall�ere, “I assure you most
pos�t�vely I do not understand your mean�ng.”

“Aga�n, that �s a del�cacy on your part wh�ch charms me,” repl�ed
Fouquet, “and I see you do not w�sh me to blush before you.”

“Blush! blush before me! Why should you blush?”
“Can I have dece�ved myself,” sa�d Fouquet; “and can I have

been happy enough not to have offended you by my conduct
towards you?”

“Really, mons�eur,” sa�d La Vall�ere, shrugg�ng her shoulders,
“you speak �n en�gmas, and I suppose I am too �gnorant to
understand you.”

“Be �t so,” sa�d Fouquet; “I w�ll not �ns�st. Tell me, only, I entreat
you, that I may rely upon your full and complete forg�veness.”

“I have but one reply to make to you, mons�eur,” sa�d La Vall�ere,
somewhat �mpat�ently, “and I hope that w�ll sat�sfy you. If I knew the
wrong you have done me, I would forg�ve you, and I now do so w�th
st�ll greater reason s�nce I am �gnorant of the wrong you allude to.”

Fouquet b�t h�s l�ps, as Aram�s would have done. “In that case,”
he sa�d, “I may hope, that, notw�thstand�ng what has happened, our
good understand�ng w�ll rema�n und�sturbed, and that you w�ll k�ndly
confer the favor upon me of bel�ev�ng �n my respectful fr�endsh�p.”

La Vall�ere fanc�ed that she now began to understand, and sa�d
to herself, “I should not have bel�eved M. Fouquet so eager to seek
the source of a favor so very recent,” and then added aloud, “Your
fr�endsh�p, mons�eur! you offer me your fr�endsh�p. The honor, on the
contrary, �s m�ne, and I feel overpowered by �t.”

“I am aware,” repl�ed Fouquet, “that the fr�endsh�p of the master
may appear more br�ll�ant and des�rable than that of the servant; but



I assure you the latter w�ll be qu�te as devoted, qu�te as fa�thful, and
altogether d�s�nterested.”

La Vall�ere bowed, for, �n fact, the vo�ce of the super�ntendent
seemed to convey both conv�ct�on and real devot�on �n �ts tone, and
she held out her hand to h�m, say�ng, “I bel�eve you.”

Fouquet eagerly took hold of the young g�rl’s hand. “You see no
d�ff�culty, therefore,” he added, “�n restor�ng me that unhappy letter.”

“What letter?” �nqu�red La Vall�ere.
Fouquet �nterrogated her w�th h�s most search�ng gaze, as he

had already done before, but the same �ngen�ous express�ons, the
same transparently cand�d look met h�s. “I am obl�ged to confess,” he
sa�d, after th�s den�al, “that your heart �s the most del�cate �n the
world, and I should not feel I was a man of honor and upr�ghtness �f I
were to suspect anyth�ng from a woman so generous as yourself.”

“Really, Mons�eur Fouquet,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, “�t �s w�th
profound regret I am obl�ged to repeat that I absolutely understand
noth�ng of what you refer to.”

“In fact, then, upon your honor, mademo�selle, you have not
rece�ved any letter from me?”

“Upon my honor, none,” repl�ed La Vall�ere, f�rmly.
“Very well, that �s qu�te suff�c�ent; perm�t me, then, to renew the

assurance of my utmost esteem and respect,” sa�d Fouquet. Then,
bow�ng, he left the room to seek Aram�s, who was wa�t�ng for h�m �n
h�s own apartment, and leav�ng La Vall�ere to ask herself whether the
super�ntendent had not lost h�s senses.

“Well!” �nqu�red Aram�s, who was �mpat�ently wa�t�ng Fouquet’s
return, “are you sat�sf�ed w�th the favor�te?”

“Enchanted,” repl�ed Fouquet; “she �s a woman full of
�ntell�gence and f�ne feel�ng.”

“She d�d not get angry, then?”
“Far from that—she d�d not even seem to understand.”
“To understand what?”
“To understand that I had wr�tten to her.”



“She must, however, have understood you suff�c�ently to g�ve
the letter back to you, for I presume she returned �t.”

“Not at all.”
“At least, you sat�sf�ed yourself that she had burnt �t.”
“My dear Mons�eur d’Herblay, I have been play�ng at cross-

purposes for more than an hour, and, however amus�ng �t may be, I
beg�n to have had enough of th�s game. So understand me
thoroughly: the g�rl pretended not to understand what I was say�ng to
her; she den�ed hav�ng rece�ved any letter; therefore, hav�ng
pos�t�vely den�ed �ts rece�pt, she was unable e�ther to return or burn
�t.”

“Oh, oh!” sa�d Aram�s, w�th uneas�ness, “what �s th�s you tell
me?”

“I say that she swore most pos�t�vely she had not rece�ved any
letter.”

“That �s too much. And d�d you not �ns�st?”
“On the contrary, I d�d �ns�st, almost �mpert�nently even.”
“And she pers�sted �n her den�al?”
“Unhes�tat�ngly.”
“And d�d she not contrad�ct herself?”
“Not once.”
“But, �n that case, then, you have left our letter �n her hands?”
“How could I do otherw�se?”
“Oh! �t was a great m�stake.”
“What the deuce would you have done �n my place?”
“One could not force her, certa�nly, but �t �s very embarrass�ng;

such a letter ought not to rema�n �n ex�stence aga�nst us.”
“Oh! the young g�rl’s d�spos�t�on �s generos�ty �tself; I looked at

her eyes, and I can read eyes well.”
“You th�nk she can be rel�ed upon?”
“From my heart I do.”
“Well, I th�nk we are m�staken.”
“In what way?”



“I th�nk that, �n po�nt of fact, as she herself told you, she d�d not
rece�ve the letter.”

“What! do you suppose—”
“I suppose that, from some mot�ve, of wh�ch we know noth�ng,

your man d�d not del�ver the letter to her.”
Fouquet rang the bell. A servant appeared. “Send Toby here,”

he sa�d. A moment afterwards a man made h�s appearance, w�th an
anx�ous, restless look, shrewd express�on of the mouth, w�th short
arms, and h�s back somewhat bent. Aram�s f�xed a penetrat�ng look
upon h�m.

“W�ll you allow me to �nterrogate h�m myself?” �nqu�red Aram�s.
“Do so,” sa�d Fouquet.
Aram�s was about to say someth�ng to the lackey, when he

paused. “No,” he sa�d; “he would see that we attach too much
�mportance to h�s answer; therefore quest�on h�m yourself; I w�ll
pretend to be wr�t�ng.” Aram�s accord�ngly placed h�mself at a table,
h�s back turned towards the old attendant, whose every gesture and
look he watched �n a look�ng-glass oppos�te to h�m.

“Come here, Toby,” sa�d Fouquet to the valet, who approached
w�th a tolerably f�rm step. “How d�d you execute my comm�ss�on?”
�nqu�red Fouquet.

“In the usual way, monse�gneur,” repl�ed the man.
“But how, tell me?”
“I succeeded �n penetrat�ng as far as Mademo�selle de la

Vall�ere’s apartment; but she was at mass, and so I placed the note
on her to�lette-table. Is not that what you told me to do?”

“Prec�sely; and �s that all?”
“Absolutely all, monse�gneur.”
“No one was there?”
“No one.”
“D�d you conceal yourself as I told you?”
“Yes.”
“And she returned?”



“Ten m�nutes afterwards.”
“And no one could have taken the letter?”
“No one; for no one had entered the room.”
“From the outs�de, but from the �nter�or?”
“From the place where I was secreted, I could see to the very

end of the room.”
“Now l�sten to me,” sa�d Fouquet, look�ng f�xedly at the lackey; “�f

th�s letter d�d not reach �ts proper dest�nat�on, confess �t; for, �f a
m�stake has been made, your head shall be the forfe�t.”

Toby started, but �mmed�ately recovered h�mself. “Monse�gneur,”
he sa�d, “I placed the letter on the very place I told you: and I ask
only half an hour to prove to you that the letter �s �n Mademo�selle de
la Vall�ere’s hand, or to br�ng you back the letter �tself.”

Aram�s looked at the valet scrut�n�z�ngly. Fouquet was ready �n
plac�ng conf�dence �n people, and for twenty years th�s man had
served h�m fa�thfully. “Go,” he sa�d; “but br�ng me the proof you
speak of.” The lackey qu�tted the room.

“Well, what do you th�nk of �t?” �nqu�red Fouquet of Aram�s.
“I th�nk that you must, by some means or another, assure

yourself of the truth, e�ther that the letter has, or has not, reached La
Vall�ere; that, �n the f�rst case, La Vall�ere must return �t to you, or
sat�sfy you by burn�ng �t �n your presence; that, �n the second, you
must have the letter back aga�n, even were �t to cost you a m�ll�on.
Come, �s not that your op�n�on?”

“Yes; but st�ll, my dear b�shop, I bel�eve you are exaggerat�ng
the �mportance of the affa�r.”

“Bl�nd, how bl�nd you are!” murmured Aram�s.
“La Vall�ere,” returned Fouquet, “whom we assume to be a

schemer of the f�rst ab�l�ty, �s s�mply noth�ng more than a coquette,
who hopes that I shall pay my court to her, because I have already
done so, and who, now that she has rece�ved a conf�rmat�on of the
k�ng’s regard, hopes to keep me �n lead�ng str�ngs w�th the letter. It �s
natural enough.”

Aram�s shook h�s head.



“Is not that your op�n�on?” sa�d Fouquet.
“She �s not a coquette,” he repl�ed.
“Allow me to tell you—”
“Oh! I am well enough acqua�nted w�th women who are

coquettes,” sa�d Aram�s.
“My dear fr�end!”
“It �s a long t�me ago s�nce I f�n�shed my educat�on, you mean.

But women are the same, throughout the centur�es.”
“True; but men change, and you at the present day are far more

susp�c�ous than you formerly were.” And then, beg�nn�ng to laugh, he
added, “Come, �f La Vall�ere �s w�ll�ng to love me only to the extent of
a th�rd, and the k�ng two-th�rds, do you th�nk the cond�t�on
acceptable?”

Aram�s rose �mpat�ently. “La Vall�ere,” he sa�d, “has never loved,
and never w�ll love, any one but the k�ng.”

“At all events,” sa�d Fouquet, “what would you do?”
“Ask me rather what I would have done?”
“Well! what would you have done?”
“In the f�rst place, I should not have allowed that man to depart.”
“Toby?”
“Yes; Toby �s a tra�tor. Nay, I am sure of �t, and I would not have

let h�m go unt�l he had told me the truth.”
“There �s st�ll t�me. I w�ll recall h�m, and do you quest�on h�m �n

your turn.”
“Agreed.”
“But I assure you �t �s useless. He has been w�th me for twenty

years, and has never made the sl�ghtest m�stake, and yet,” added
Fouquet, laugh�ng, “�t would have been easy enough for h�m to have
done so.”

“St�ll, call h�m back. Th�s morn�ng I fancy I saw that face, �n
earnest conversat�on w�th one of M. Colbert’s men.”

“Where was that?”
“Oppos�te the stables.”



“Bah! all my people are at daggers drawn w�th that fellow.”
“I saw h�m, I tell you, and h�s face, wh�ch should have been

unknown to me when he entered just now, struck me as
d�sagreeably fam�l�ar.”

“Why d�d you not say someth�ng, then, wh�le he was here?”
“Because �t �s only at th�s very m�nute that my memory �s clear

upon the subject.”
“Really,” sa�d Fouquet, “you alarm me.” And he aga�n rang the

bell.
“Prov�ded that �t �s not already too late,” sa�d Aram�s.
Fouquet once more rang �mpat�ently. The valet usually �n

attendance appeared. “Toby!” sa�d Fouquet, “send Toby.” The valet
aga�n shut the door.

“You leave me at perfect l�berty, I suppose?”
“Ent�rely so.”
“I may employ all means, then, to ascerta�n the truth.”
“All.”
“Int�m�dat�on, even?”
“I const�tute you publ�c prosecutor �n my place.”
They wa�ted ten m�nutes longer, but uselessly, and Fouquet,

thoroughly out of pat�ence, aga�n rang loudly.
“Toby!” he excla�med.
“Monse�gneur,” sa�d the valet, “they are look�ng for h�m.”
“He cannot be far d�stant, I have not g�ven h�m any comm�ss�on

to execute.”
“I w�ll go and see, monse�gneur,” repl�ed the valet, as he closed

the door. Aram�s, dur�ng the �nterv�ew, walked �mpat�ently, but w�thout
a syllable, up and down the cab�net. They wa�ted a further ten
m�nutes. Fouquet rang �n a manner to alarm the very dead. The valet
aga�n presented h�mself, trembl�ng �n a way to �nduce a bel�ef that he
was the bearer of bad news.

“Monse�gneur �s m�staken,” he sa�d, before even Fouquet could
�nterrogate h�m, “you must have g�ven Toby some comm�ss�on, for he



has been to the stables and taken your lordsh�p’s sw�ftest horse, and
saddled �t h�mself.”

“Well?”
“And he has gone off.”
“Gone!” excla�med Fouquet. “Let h�m be pursued, let h�m be

captured.”
“Nay, nay,” wh�spered Aram�s, tak�ng h�m by the hand, “be calm,

the ev�l �s done.”
The valet qu�etly went out.
“The ev�l �s done, you say?”
“No doubt; I was sure of �t. And now, let us g�ve no cause for

susp�c�on; we must calculate the result of the blow, and ward �t off, �f
poss�ble.”

“After all,” sa�d Fouquet, “the ev�l �s not great.”
“You th�nk so?” sa�d Aram�s.
“Of course. Surely a man �s allowed to wr�te a love-letter to a

woman.”
“A man, certa�nly; a subject, no; espec�ally, too, when the

woman �n quest�on �s one w�th whom the k�ng �s �n love.”
“But the k�ng was not �n love w�th La Vall�ere a week ago! he

was not �n love w�th her yesterday, and the letter �s dated yesterday;
I could not guess the k�ng was �n love, when the k�ng’s affect�on was
not even yet �n ex�stence.”

“As you please,” repl�ed Aram�s; “but unfortunately the letter �s
not dated, and �t �s that c�rcumstance part�cularly wh�ch annoys me. If
�t had only been dated yesterday, I should not have the sl�ghtest
shadow of uneas�ness on your account.”

Fouquet shrugged h�s shoulders.
“Am I not my own master,” he sa�d, “and �s the k�ng, then, k�ng of

my bra�n and of my flesh?”
“You are r�ght,” repl�ed Aram�s, “do not let us attach greater

�mportance to matters than �s necessary; and bes�des... Well! �f we
are menaced, we have means of defense.”



“Oh! menaced!” sa�d Fouquet, “you do not place th�s gnat b�te,
as �t were, among the number of menaces wh�ch may comprom�se
my fortune and my l�fe, do you?”

“Do not forget, Mons�eur Fouquet, that the b�t of an �nsect can
k�ll a g�ant, �f the �nsect be venomous.”

“But has th�s sovere�gn power you were speak�ng of, already
van�shed?”

“I am all-powerful, �t �s true, but I am not �mmortal.”
“Come, then, the most press�ng matter �s to f�nd Toby aga�n, I

suppose. Is not that your op�n�on?”
“Oh! as for that, you w�ll not f�nd h�m aga�n,” sa�d Aram�s, “and �f

he were of any great value to you, you must g�ve h�m up for lost.”
“At all events he �s somewhere or another �n the world,” sa�d

Fouquet.
“You’re r�ght, let me act,” repl�ed Aram�s.





Chapter LXIV. Madame’s Four
Chances.

Anne of Austr�a had begged the young queen to pay her a v�s�t.
For some t�me past suffer�ng most acutely, and los�ng both her youth
and beauty w�th that rap�d�ty wh�ch s�gnal�zes the decl�ne of women
for whom l�fe has been one long contest, Anne of Austr�a had, �n
add�t�on to her phys�cal suffer�ngs, to exper�ence the b�tterness of
be�ng no longer held �n any esteem, except as a surv�v�ng
remembrance of the past, am�dst the youthful beaut�es, w�ts, and
�nfluent�al forces of her court. Her phys�c�an’s op�n�ons, her m�rror
also, gr�eved her far less than the �nexorable warn�ngs wh�ch the
soc�ety of the court�ers afforded, who, l�ke rats �n a sh�p, abandon the
hold �nto wh�ch on the very next voyage the water w�ll �nfall�bly
penetrate, ow�ng to the ravages of decay. Anne of Austr�a d�d not
feel sat�sf�ed w�th the t�me her eldest son devoted to her. The k�ng, a
good son, more from affectat�on than from affect�on, had at f�rst been
�n the hab�t of pass�ng an hour �n the morn�ng and one �n the even�ng
w�th h�s mother; but, s�nce he had h�mself undertaken the conduct of
state affa�rs, the durat�on of the morn�ng and even�ng’s v�s�t had
been reduced by one half; and then, by degrees, the morn�ng v�s�t
had been suppressed altogether. They met at mass; the even�ng v�s�t
was replaced by a meet�ng, e�ther at the k�ng’s assembly or at
Madame’s, wh�ch the queen attended obl�g�ngly enough, out of
regard to her two sons.

The result of th�s was, that Madame gradually acqu�red an
�mmense �nfluence over the court, wh�ch made her apartments the
true royal place of meet�ng. Th�s, Anne of Austr�a perce�ved; know�ng
herself to be very �ll, and condemned by her suffer�ngs to frequent
ret�rement, she was d�stressed at the �dea that the greater part of her
future days and even�ngs would pass away sol�tary, useless, and �n
despondency. She recalled w�th terror the �solat�on �n wh�ch Card�nal
R�chel�eu had formerly left her, those dreaded and �nsupportable



even�ngs, dur�ng wh�ch, however, she had both youth and beauty,
wh�ch are ever accompan�ed by hope, to console her. She next
formed the project of transport�ng the court to her own apartments,
and of attract�ng Madame, w�th her br�ll�ant escort, to her gloomy and
already sorrowful abode, where the w�dow of a k�ng of France, and
the mother of a k�ng of France, was reduced to console, �n her
art�f�c�al w�dowhood, the weep�ng w�fe of a k�ng of France.

Anne began to reflect. She had �ntr�gued a good deal �n her l�fe.
In the good t�mes past, when her youthful m�nd nursed projects that
were, ult�mately, �nvar�ably successful, she had by her s�de, to
st�mulate her amb�t�on and her love, a fr�end of her own sex, more
eager, more amb�t�ous than herself,—a fr�end who had loved her, a
rare c�rcumstance at courts, and whom some petty cons�derat�ons
had removed from her forever. But for many years past—except
Madame de Mottev�lle, and La Molena, her Span�sh nurse, a
conf�dante �n her character of countrywoman and woman too—who
could boast of hav�ng g�ven good adv�ce to the queen? Who, too,
among all the youthful heads there, could recall the past for her,—
that past �n wh�ch alone she l�ved? Anne of Austr�a remembered
Madame de Chevreuse, �n the f�rst place ex�led rather by her w�sh
than the k�ng’s, and then dy�ng �n ex�le, the w�fe of a gentleman of
obscure b�rth and pos�t�on. She asked herself what Madame de
Chevreuse would have adv�sed her to do �n s�m�lar c�rcumstances, �n
the�r mutual d�ff�cult�es ar�s�ng from the�r �ntr�gues; and after ser�ous
reflect�on, �t seemed as �f the clever, subtle m�nd of her fr�end, full of
exper�ence and sound judgment, answered her �n the well-
remembered �ron�cal tones: “All the �ns�gn�f�cant young people are
poor and greedy of ga�n. They requ�re gold and �ncomes to supply
means of amusement; �t �s by �nterest you must ga�n them over.” And
Anne of Austr�a adopted th�s plan. Her purse was well f�lled, and she
had at her d�sposal a cons�derable sum of money, wh�ch had been
amassed by Mazar�n for her, and lodged �n a place of safety. She
possessed the most magn�f�cent jewels �n France, and espec�ally
pearls of a s�ze so large that they made the k�ng s�gh every t�me he
saw them, because the pearls of h�s crown were l�ke m�llet seed
compared to them. Anne of Austr�a had ne�ther beauty nor charms
any longer at her d�sposal. She gave out, therefore, that her wealth



was great, and as an �nducement for others to v�s�t her apartments
she let �t be known that there were good gold crowns to be won at
play, or that handsome presents were l�kely to be made on days
when all went well w�th her; or w�ndfalls, �n the shape of annu�t�es
wh�ch she had wrung from the k�ng by entreaty, and thus she
determ�ned to ma�nta�n her cred�t. In the f�rst place, she tr�ed these
means upon Madame; because to ga�n her consent was of more
�mportance than anyth�ng else. Madame, notw�thstand�ng the bold
conf�dence wh�ch her w�t and beauty �nsp�red her, bl�ndly ran head
foremost �nto the net thus stretched out to catch her. Enr�ched by
degrees by these presents and transfers of property, she took a
fancy to �nher�tances by ant�c�pat�on. Anne of Austr�a adopted the
same means towards Mons�eur, and even towards the k�ng h�mself.
She �nst�tuted lotter�es �n her apartments. The day on wh�ch the
present chapter opens, �nv�tat�ons had been �ssued for a late supper
�n the queen-mother’s apartments, as she �ntended that two beaut�ful
d�amond bracelets of exqu�s�te workmansh�p should be put �nto a
lottery. The medall�ons were ant�que cameos of the greatest value;
the d�amonds, �n po�nt of �ntr�ns�c value, d�d not represent a very
cons�derable amount, but the or�g�nal�ty and rar�ty of the
workmansh�p were such, that every one at court not only w�shed to
possess the bracelets, but even to see the queen herself wear them;
for, on the days she wore them, �t was cons�dered as a favor to be
adm�tted to adm�re them �n k�ss�ng her hands. The court�ers had,
even w�th regard to th�s subject, adopted var�ous express�ons of
gallantry to establ�sh the aphor�sm, that the bracelets would have
been pr�celess �n value �f they had not been unfortunate enough to
be placed �n contact w�th arms as beaut�ful as the queen’s. Th�s
compl�ment had been honored by a translat�on �nto all the languages
of Europe, and numerous verses �n Lat�n and French had been
c�rculated on the subject. The day that Anne of Austr�a had selected
for the lottery was a dec�s�ve moment; the k�ng had not been near h�s
mother for a couple of days; Madame, after the great scene of the
Dryads and Na�ads, was sulk�ng by herself. It �s true, the k�ng’s f�t of
resentment was over, but h�s m�nd was absorb�ngly occup�ed by a
c�rcumstance that ra�sed h�m above the stormy d�sputes and g�ddy
pleasures of the court.



Anne of Austr�a effected a d�vers�on by the announcement of the
famous lottery to take place �n her apartments on the follow�ng
even�ng. W�th th�s object �n v�ew, she saw the young queen, whom,
as we have already seen, she had �nv�ted to pay her a v�s�t �n the
morn�ng. “I have good news to tell you,” she sa�d to her; “the k�ng
has been say�ng the most tender th�ngs about you. He �s young, you
know, and eas�ly drawn away; but so long as you keep near me, he
w�ll not venture to keep away from you, to whom, bes�des, he �s most
warmly and affect�onately attached. I �ntend to have a lottery th�s
even�ng and shall expect to see you.”

“I have heard,” sa�d the young queen, w�th a sort of t�m�d
reproach, “that your majesty �ntends to put �n the lottery those lovely
bracelets whose rar�ty �s so great that we ought not to allow them to
pass out of the custody of the crown, even were there no other
reason than that they had once belonged to you.”

“My daughter,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, who read the young
queen’s thoughts, and w�shed to console her for not hav�ng rece�ved
the bracelets as a present, “�t �s pos�t�vely necessary that I should
�nduce Madame to pass her t�me �n my apartments.”

“Madame!” sa�d the young queen, blush�ng.
“Of course: would you not prefer to have a r�val near you, whom

you could watch and �nfluence, to know�ng the k�ng �s w�th her,
always as ready to fl�rt as to be fl�rted w�th by her? The lottery I have
proposed �s my means of attract�on for that purpose; do you blame
me?”

“Oh, no!” returned Mar�a Theresa, clapp�ng her hands w�th a
ch�ldl�ke express�on of del�ght.

“And you no longer regret, then, that I d�d not g�ve you these
bracelets, as I at f�rst �ntended to do?”

“Oh, no, no!”
“Very well; make yourself look as beaut�ful as poss�ble that our

supper may be very br�ll�ant; the gayer you seem, the more charm�ng
you appear, and you w�ll ecl�pse all the lad�es present as much by
your br�ll�ancy as by your rank.”



Mar�a Theresa left full of del�ght. An hour afterwards, Anne of
Austr�a rece�ved a v�s�t from Madame, whom she covered w�th
caresses, say�ng, “Excellent news! the k�ng �s charmed w�th my
lottery.”

“But I,” repl�ed Madame, “am not so greatly charmed: to see
such beaut�ful bracelets on any one’s arms but yours or m�ne, �s
what I cannot reconc�le myself to.”

“Well, well,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, conceal�ng by a sm�le a v�olent
pang she had just exper�enced, “do not look at th�ngs �n the worst
l�ght �mmed�ately.”

“Ah, Madame, Fortune �s bl�nd, and I am told there are two
hundred t�ckets.”

“Qu�te as many as that; but you cannot surely forget that there
can only be one w�nner.”

“No doubt. But who w�ll that be? Can you tell?” sa�d Madame, �n
despa�r.

“You rem�nd me that I had a dream last n�ght; my dreams are
always good,—I sleep so l�ttle.”

“What was your dream?—but are you suffer�ng?”
“No,” sa�d the queen, st�fl�ng w�th wonderful command the

torture of a renewed attack of shoot�ng pa�ns �n her bosom; “I
dreamed that the k�ng won the bracelets.”

“The k�ng!”
“You are go�ng to ask me, I th�nk, what the k�ng could poss�bly

do w�th the bracelets?”
“Yes.”
“And you would not add, perhaps, that �t would be very fortunate

�f the k�ng were really to w�n, for he would be obl�ged to g�ve the
bracelets to some one else.”

“To restore them to you, for �nstance.”
“In wh�ch case I should �mmed�ately g�ve them away; for you do

not th�nk, I suppose,” sa�d the queen, laugh�ng, “that I have put these
bracelets up to a lottery from necess�ty. My object was to g�ve them
w�thout arous�ng any one’s jealousy; but �f Fortune w�ll not get me



out of my d�ff�culty—well, I w�ll teach Fortune a lesson—and I know
very well to whom I �ntend to offer the bracelets.” These words were
accompan�ed by so express�ve a sm�le, that Madame could not res�st
pay�ng her by a grateful k�ss.

“But,” added Anne of Austr�a, “do you not know, as well as I do,
that �f the k�ng were to w�n the bracelets, he would not restore them
to me?”

“You mean he would g�ve them to the queen?”
“No; and for the very same reason that he would not g�ve them

back aga�n to me; s�nce, �f I had w�shed to make the queen a present
of them, I had no need of h�m for that purpose.”

Madame cast a s�de glance upon the bracelets, wh�ch, �n the�r
casket, were dazzl�ngly exposed to v�ew upon a table close bes�de
her.

“How beaut�ful they are,” she sa�d, s�gh�ng. “But stay,” Madame
cont�nued, “we are qu�te forgett�ng that your majesty’s dream was
noth�ng but a dream.”

“I should be very much surpr�sed,” returned Anne of Austr�a, “�f
my dream were to dece�ve me; that has happened to me very
seldom.”

“We may look upon you as a prophetess, then.”
“I have already sa�d, that I dream but very rarely; but the

co�nc�dence of my dream about th�s matter, w�th my own �deas, �s
extraord�nary! �t agrees so wonderfully w�th my own v�ews and
arrangements.”

“What arrangements do you allude to?”
“That you w�ll get the bracelets, for �nstance.”
“In that case, �t w�ll not be the k�ng.”
“Oh!” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, “there �s not such a very great

d�stance between h�s majesty’s heart and your own; for, are you not
h�s s�ster, for whom he has a great regard? There �s not, I repeat, so
very w�de a d�stance, that my dream can be pronounced false on
that account. Come, let us reckon up the chances �n �ts favor.”

“I w�ll count them.”



“In the f�rst place, we w�ll beg�n w�th the dream. If the k�ng w�ns,
he �s sure to g�ve you the bracelets.”

“I adm�t that �s one.”
“If you w�n them, they are yours.”
“Naturally; that may be adm�tted also.”
“Lastly;—�f Mons�eur were to w�n them!”
“Oh!” sa�d Madame, laugh�ng heart�ly, “he would g�ve them to

the Cheval�er de Lorra�ne.”
Anne of Austr�a laughed as heart�ly as her daughter-�n-law; so

much so, �ndeed, that her suffer�ngs aga�n returned, and made her
turn suddenly pale �n the very m�dst of her enjoyment.

“What �s the matter?” �nqu�red Madame, terr�f�ed.
“Noth�ng, noth�ng; a pa�n �n my s�de. I have been laugh�ng too

much. We were at the fourth chance, I th�nk.”
“I cannot see a fourth.”
“I beg your pardon; I am not excluded from the chance of

w�nn�ng, and �f I be the w�nner, you are sure of me.”
“Oh! thank you, thank you!” excla�med Madame.
“I hope that you look upon yourself as one whose chances are

good, and that my dream now beg�ns to assure the sol�d outl�nes of
real�ty.”

“Yes, �ndeed: you g�ve me both hope and conf�dence,” sa�d
Madame, “and the bracelets, won �n th�s manner, w�ll be a hundred
t�mes more prec�ous to me.”

“Well! then, good-bye, unt�l th�s even�ng.” And the two
pr�ncesses separated. Anne of Austr�a, after her daughter-�n-law had
left her, sa�d to herself, as she exam�ned the bracelets, “They are,
�ndeed, prec�ous; s�nce, by the�r means, th�s even�ng, I shall have
won over a heart to my s�de, at the same t�me, fathomed an
�mportant secret.”

Then turn�ng towards the deserted recess �n her room, she sa�d,
address�ng vacancy,—“Is �t not thus that you would have acted, my
poor Chevreuse? Yes, yes; I know �t �s.”



And, l�ke a perfume of other, fa�rer days, her youth, her
�mag�nat�on, and her happ�ness seemed to be wafted towards the
echo of th�s �nvocat�on.



Chapter LXV. The Lottery.
By e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng, every one had assembled �n the

queen-mother’s apartments. Anne of Austr�a, �n full dress, beaut�ful
st�ll, from former lovel�ness, and from all the resources coquetry can
command at the hands of clever ass�stants, concealed, or rather
pretended to conceal, from the crowd of court�ers who surrounded
her, and who st�ll adm�red her, thanks to the comb�nat�on of
c�rcumstances wh�ch we have �nd�cated �n the preced�ng chapter, the
ravages, wh�ch were already v�s�ble, of the acute suffer�ng to wh�ch
she f�nally y�elded a few years later. Madame, almost as great a
coquette as Anne of Austr�a, and the queen, s�mple and natural as
usual, were seated bes�de her, each contend�ng for her good graces.
The lad�es of honor, un�ted �n a body, �n order to res�st w�th greater
effect, and consequently w�th more success, the w�tty and l�vely
conversat�ons wh�ch the young men held about them, were enabled,
l�ke a battal�on formed �n a square, to offer each other the means of
attack and defense wh�ch were thus at the�r command. Montala�s,
learned �n that spec�es of warfare wh�ch cons�sts of susta�ned
sk�rm�sh�ng, protected the whole l�ne by a sort of roll�ng f�re she
d�rected aga�nst the enemy. Sa�nt-A�gnan, �n utter despa�r at the
r�gor, wh�ch became almost �nsult�ng from the very fact of her
pers�st�ng �n �t, Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente d�splayed, tr�ed to
turn h�s back upon her; but, overcome by the �rres�st�ble br�ll�ancy of
her eyes, he, every moment, returned to consecrate h�s defeat by
new subm�ss�ons, to wh�ch Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente d�d
not fa�l to reply by fresh acts of �mpert�nence. Sa�nt-A�gnan d�d not
know wh�ch way to turn. La Vall�ere had about her, not exactly a
court, but spr�nkl�ngs of court�ers. Sa�nt-A�gnan, hop�ng by th�s
maneuver to attract Athena�s’s attent�on towards h�m, approached
the young g�rl, and saluted her w�th a respect that �nduced some to
bel�eve that he w�shed to balance Athena�s by Lou�se. But these
were persons who had ne�ther been w�tnesses of the scene dur�ng
the shower, nor had heard �t spoken of. As the major�ty was already



�nformed, and well �nformed, too, on the matter, the acknowledged
favor w�th wh�ch she was regarded had attracted to her s�de some of
the most astute, as well as the least sens�ble, members of the court.
The former, because they sa�d w�th Monta�gne, “How do I know?”
and the latter, who sa�d w�th Rabela�s, “Perhaps.” The greatest
number had followed �n the wake of the latter, just as �n hunt�ng f�ve
or s�x of the best hounds alone follow the scent of the an�mal hunted,
wh�lst the rema�nder of the pack follow only the scent of the hounds.
The two queens and Madame exam�ned w�th part�cular attent�on the
to�lettes of the�r lad�es and ma�ds of honor; and they condescended
to forget they were queens �n recollect�ng that they were women. In
other words, they p�t�lessly p�cked to p�eces every person present
who wore a pett�coat. The looks of both pr�ncesses s�multaneously
fell upon La Vall�ere, who, as we have just sa�d, was completely
surrounded at that moment. Madame knew not what p�ty was, and
sa�d to the queen-mother, as she turned towards her, “If Fortune
were just, she would favor that poor La Vall�ere.”

“That �s not poss�ble,” sa�d the queen-mother, sm�l�ng.
“Why not?”
“There are only two hundred t�ckets, so that �t was not poss�ble

to �nscr�be every one’s name on the l�st.”
“And hers �s not there, then?”
“No!”
“What a p�ty! she m�ght have won them, and then sold them.”
“Sold them!” excla�med the queen.
“Yes; �t would have been a dowry for her, and she would not

have been obl�ged to marry w�thout her trousseau, as w�ll probably
be the case.”

“Really,” answered the queen-mother, “poor l�ttle th�ng: has she
no dresses, then?”

And she pronounced these words l�ke a woman who has never
been able to understand the �nconven�ences of a slenderly f�lled
purse.

“Stay, look at her. Heaven forg�ve me, �f she �s not wear�ng the
very same pett�coat th�s even�ng that she had on th�s morn�ng dur�ng



the promenade, and wh�ch she managed to keep clean, thanks to
the care the k�ng took of her, �n shelter�ng her from the ra�n.”

At the very moment Madame uttered these words the k�ng
entered the room. The two queens would not perhaps have
observed h�s arr�val, so completely were they occup�ed �n the�r �ll-
natured remarks, had not Madame not�ced that, all at once, La
Vall�ere, who was stand�ng up fac�ng the gallery, exh�b�ted certa�n
s�gns of confus�on, and then sa�d a few words to the court�ers who
surrounded her, who �mmed�ately d�spersed. Th�s movement �nduced
Madame to look towards the door, and at that moment, the capta�n of
the guards announced the k�ng. At th�s moment La Vall�ere, who had
h�therto kept her eyes f�xed upon the gallery, suddenly cast them
down as the k�ng entered. H�s majesty was dressed magn�f�cently
and �n the most perfect taste; he was convers�ng w�th Mons�eur and
the Duc de Roquelaure, Mons�eur on h�s r�ght, and the Duc de
Roquelaure on h�s left. The k�ng advanced, �n the f�rst place, towards
the queens, to whom he bowed w�th an a�r full of graceful respect.
He took h�s mother’s hand and k�ssed �t, addressed a few
compl�ments to Madame upon the beauty of her to�lette, and then
began to make the round of the assembly. La Vall�ere was saluted �n
the same manner as the others, but w�th ne�ther more nor less
attent�on. H�s majesty then returned to h�s mother and h�s w�fe.
When the court�ers not�ced that the k�ng had only addressed some
ord�nary remark to the young g�rl who had been so part�cularly
not�ced �n the morn�ng, they �mmed�ately drew the�r own conclus�on
to account for th�s coldness of manner; th�s conclus�on be�ng, that
although the k�ng may have taken a sudden fancy to her, that fancy
had already d�sappeared. One th�ng, however, must be remarked,
that close bes�de La Vall�ere, among the number of the court�ers, M.
Fouquet was to be seen; and h�s respectfully attent�ve manner
served to susta�n the young g�rl �n the m�dst of the var�ed emot�ons
that v�s�bly ag�tated her.

M. Fouquet was just on the po�nt, moreover, of speak�ng �n a
more fr�endly manner w�th Mademo�selle de la Vall�ere, when M.
Colbert approached, and after hav�ng bowed to Fouquet w�th all the
formal�ty of respectful pol�teness, he seemed to take up a post
bes�de La Vall�ere, for the purpose of enter�ng �nto conversat�on w�th



her. Fouquet �mmed�ately qu�tted h�s place. These proceed�ngs were
eagerly devoured by the eyes of Montala�s and Mal�corne, who
mutually exchanged the�r observat�ons on the subject. De Gu�che,
stand�ng w�th�n the embrasure of one of the w�ndows, saw no one
but Madame. But as Madame, on her s�de, frequently glanced at La
Vall�ere, De Gu�che’s eyes, follow�ng Madame’s, were from t�me to
t�me cast upon the young g�rl. La Vall�ere �nst�nct�vely felt herself
s�nk�ng beneath the we�ght of all these d�fferent looks, �nsp�red, some
by �nterest, others by envy. She had noth�ng to compensate her for
her suffer�ngs, not a k�nd word from her compan�ons, nor a look of
affect�on from the k�ng. No one could poss�bly express the m�sery the
poor g�rl was suffer�ng. The queen-mother next d�rected the small
table to be brought forward, on wh�ch the lottery-t�ckets were placed,
two hundred �n number, and begged Madame de Mottev�lle to read
the l�st of the names. It was a matter of course that th�s l�st had been
drawn out �n str�ct accordance w�th the laws of et�quette. The k�ng’s
name was f�rst on the l�st, next the queen-mother, then the queen,
Mons�eur, Madame, and so on. All hearts throbbed anx�ously as the
l�st was read out; more than three hundred persons had been �nv�ted,
and each of them was anx�ous to learn whether h�s or her name was
to be found �n the number of pr�v�leged names. The k�ng l�stened w�th
as much attent�on as the others, and when the last name had been
pronounced, he not�ced that La Vall�ere had been om�tted from the
l�st. Every one, of course, remarked th�s om�ss�on. The k�ng flushed
as �f much annoyed; but La Vall�ere, gentle and res�gned, as usual,
exh�b�ted noth�ng of the sort. Wh�le the l�st was be�ng read, the k�ng
had not taken h�s eyes off the young g�rl, who seemed to expand, as
�t were, beneath the happy �nfluence she felt was shed around her,
and who was del�ghted and too pure �n sp�r�t for any other thought
than that of love to f�nd an entrance e�ther to her m�nd or her heart.
Acknowledg�ng th�s touch�ng self-den�al by the f�x�ty of h�s attent�on,
the k�ng showed La Vall�ere how much he apprec�ated �ts del�cacy.
When the l�st was f�n�shed, the d�fferent faces of those who had been
om�tted or forgotten fully expressed the�r d�sappo�ntment. Mal�corne
was also left out from amongst the men; and the gr�mace he made
pla�nly sa�d to Montala�s, who was also forgotten, “Cannot we
contr�ve to arrange matters w�th Fortune �n such a manner that she



shall not forget us?” to wh�ch a sm�le full of �ntell�gence from
Mademo�selle Aure, repl�ed: “Certa�nly we can.”

The t�ckets were d�str�buted to each accord�ng to the number
l�sted. The k�ng rece�ved h�s f�rst, next the queen-mother, then
Mons�eur, then the queen and Madame, and so on. After th�s, Anne
of Austr�a opened a small Span�sh leather bag, conta�n�ng two
hundred numbers engraved upon small balls of mother-of-pearl, and
presented the open sack to the youngest of her ma�ds of honor, for
the purpose of tak�ng one of the balls out of �t. The eager expectat�on
of the throng, am�dst all the ted�ously slow preparat�ons, was rather
that of cup�d�ty than cur�os�ty. Sa�nt-A�gnan bent towards
Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente to wh�sper to her, “S�nce we have
each a number, let us un�te our two chances. The bracelet shall be
yours �f I w�n, and �f you are successful, de�gn to g�ve me but one
look of your beaut�ful eyes.”

“No,” sa�d Athena�s, “�f you w�n the bracelet, keep �t, every one
for h�mself.”

“You are w�thout any p�ty,” sa�d Sa�nt-A�gnan, “and I w�ll pun�sh
you by a quatra�n:—

“Beaut�ful Ir�s, to my vows You are too opposed—”
“S�lence,” sa�d Athena�s, “you w�ll prevent me hear�ng the

w�nn�ng number.”
“Number one,” sa�d the young g�rl who had drawn the mother-of-

pearl from the Span�sh leather bag.
“The k�ng!” excla�med the queen-mother.
“The k�ng has won,” repeated the queen, del�ghtedly.
“Oh! the k�ng! your dream!” sa�d Madame, joyously, �n the ear of

Anne of Austr�a.
The k�ng was the only one who d�d not exh�b�t any sat�sfact�on.

He merely thanked Fortune for what she had done for h�m, �n
address�ng a sl�ght salutat�on to the young g�rl who had been chosen
as her proxy. Then rece�v�ng from the hands of Anne of Austr�a, am�d
the eager des�re of the whole assembly, the casket �nclos�ng the
bracelets, he sa�d, “Are these bracelets really beaut�ful, then?”

“Look at them,” sa�d Anne of Austr�a, “and judge for yourself.”



The k�ng looked at them, and sa�d, “Yes, �ndeed, an adm�rable
medall�on. What perfect f�n�sh!”

Queen Mar�a Theresa eas�ly saw, and that, too at the very f�rst
glance, that the k�ng would not offer the bracelets to her; but, as he
d�d not seem the least degree �n the world d�sposed to offer them to
Madame, she felt almost sat�sf�ed, or nearly so. The k�ng sat down.
The most �nt�mate among the court�ers approached, one by one, for
the purpose of adm�r�ng more closely the beaut�ful p�ece of
workmansh�p, wh�ch soon, w�th the k�ng’s perm�ss�on, was handed
about from person to person. Immed�ately, every one, conno�sseurs
or not, uttered var�ous exclamat�ons of surpr�se, and overwhelmed
the k�ng w�th congratulat�ons. There was, �n fact, someth�ng for
everybody to adm�re—the br�ll�ance for some, and the cutt�ng for
others. The lad�es present v�s�bly d�splayed the�r �mpat�ence to see
such a treasure monopol�zed by the gentlemen.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” sa�d the k�ng, whom noth�ng escaped,
“one would almost th�nk that you wore bracelets as the Sab�nes used
to do; hand them round for a wh�le for the �nspect�on of the lad�es,
who seem to have, and w�th far greater r�ght, an excuse for
understand�ng such matters!”

These words appeared to Madame the commencement of a
dec�s�on she expected. She gathered, bes�des, th�s happy bel�ef from
the glances of the queen-mother. The court�er who held them at the
moment the k�ng made th�s remark, am�dst the general ag�tat�on,
hastened to place the bracelets �n the hands of the queen, Mar�a
Theresa, who, know�ng too well, poor woman, that they were not
des�gned for her, hardly looked at them, and almost �mmed�ately
passed them on to Madame. The latter, and even more m�nutely,
Mons�eur, gave the bracelets a long look of anx�ous and almost
covetous des�re. She then handed the jewels to those lad�es who
were near her, pronounc�ng th�s s�ngle word, but w�th an accent
wh�ch was worth a long phrase, “Magn�f�cent!”

The lad�es who had rece�ved the bracelets from Madame’s
hands looked at them as long as they chose to exam�ne them, and
then made them c�rculate by pass�ng them on towards the r�ght.
Dur�ng th�s t�me the k�ng was tranqu�lly convers�ng w�th De Gu�che



and Fouquet, rather pass�vely lett�ng them talk than h�mself l�sten�ng.
Accustomed to the set form of ord�nary phrases, h�s ear, l�ke that of
all men who exerc�se an �ncontestable super�or�ty over others,
merely selected from the conversat�ons held �n var�ous d�rect�ons the
�nd�spensable word wh�ch requ�res reply. H�s attent�on, however, was
now elsewhere, for �t wandered as h�s eyes d�d.

Mademo�selle de Tonnay-Charente was the last of the lad�es
�nscr�bed for t�ckets; and, as �f she had ranked accord�ng to her
name upon the l�st, she had only Montala�s and La Vall�ere near her.
When the bracelets reached these two latter, no one appeared to
take any further not�ce of them. The humble hands wh�ch for a
moment touched these jewels, depr�ved them, for the t�me, of the�r
�mportance—a c�rcumstance wh�ch d�d not, however, prevent
Montala�s from start�ng w�th joy, envy, and covetous des�re, at the
s�ght of the beaut�ful stones st�ll more than at the�r magn�f�cent
workmansh�p. It �s ev�dent that �f she were compelled to dec�de
between the pecun�ary value and the art�st�c beauty, Montala�s would
unhes�tat�ngly have preferred d�amonds to cameos, and her
d�s�ncl�nat�on, therefore, to pass them on to her compan�on, La
Vall�ere, was very great. La Vall�ere f�xed a look almost of
�nd�fference upon the jewels.

“Oh, how beaut�ful, how magn�f�cent these bracelets are!”
excla�med Montala�s; “and yet you do not go �nto ecstas�es about
them, Lou�se! You are no true woman, I am sure.”

“Yes, I am, �ndeed,” repl�ed the young g�rl, w�th an accent of the
most charm�ng melancholy; “but why des�re that wh�ch can never, by
any poss�b�l�ty, be ours?”

The k�ng, h�s head bent forward, was l�sten�ng to what Lou�se
was say�ng. Hardly had the v�brat�on of her vo�ce reached h�s ear
than he rose, rad�ant w�th del�ght, and pass�ng across the whole
assembly, from the place where he stood, to La Vall�ere, “You are
m�staken, mademo�selle,” he sa�d, “you are a woman, and every
woman has a r�ght to wear jewels, wh�ch are a woman’s
appurtenance.”

“Oh, s�re!” sa�d La Vall�ere, “your majesty w�ll not absolutely
bel�eve �n my modesty?”



“I bel�eve you possess every v�rtue, mademo�selle; frankness as
well as every other; I entreat you, therefore, to say frankly what you
th�nk of these bracelets?”

“That they are beaut�ful, s�re, and cannot be offered to any other
than a queen.”

“I am del�ghted that such �s your op�n�on, mademo�selle; the
bracelets are yours, and the k�ng begs your acceptance of them.”

And as, w�th a movement almost resembl�ng terror, La Vall�ere
eagerly held out the casket to the k�ng, the k�ng gently pushed back
her trembl�ng hand.

A s�lence of aston�shment, more profound than that of death,
re�gned �n the assembly.

And yet, from the s�de where the queens were, no one had
heard what he had sa�d, nor understood what he had done. A
char�table fr�end, however, took upon herself to spread the news; �t
was Tonnay-Charente, to whom Madame had made a s�gn to
approach.

“Good heavens!” expla�ned Tonnay-Charente, “how happy that
La Vall�ere �s! the k�ng has just g�ven her the bracelets.”

Madame b�t her l�ps to such a degree that the blood appeared
upon the surface of the sk�n. The young queen looked f�rst at La
Vall�ere and then at Madame, and began to laugh. Anne of Austr�a
rested her ch�n upon her beaut�ful wh�te hand, and rema�ned for a
long t�me absorbed by a present�ment that d�sturbed her m�nd, and
by a terr�ble pang wh�ch stung her heart. De Gu�che, observ�ng
Madame turn pale, and guess�ng the cause of her change of color,
abruptly qu�tted the assembly and d�sappeared. Mal�corne was then
able to approach Montala�s very qu�etly, and under cover of the
general d�n of conversat�on, sa�d to her:

“Aure, your fortune and our future are stand�ng at your elbow.”
“Yes,” was her reply, as she tenderly embraced La Vall�ere,

whom, �nwardly, she was tempted to strangle.
End of Ten Years Later. The next text �n the ser�es �s Lou�se de

la Vall�ere.





Footnotes:
1 (return)

[ In the three-volume ed�t�on, Volume 1, ent�tled
The V�comte de Bragelonne, ends here.]

2 (return)
[ In most other ed�t�ons, the prev�ous chapter and
the next are usually comb�ned �nto one chapter,
ent�tled “D’Artagnan calls De Wardes to
account.”]

3 (return)
[ Dumas �s m�staken. The events �n the follow�ng
chapters occurred �n 1661.]

4 (return)
[ In the f�ve-volume ed�t�on, Volume 2 ends here.]

5 (return)
[ The verses �n th�s chapter have been re-wr�tten
to g�ve the flavor of them rather than the
mean�ng. A more l�teral translat�on would look l�ke
th�s: “Gu�che �s the furn�sher Of the ma�ds of
honor.” and—

     “He has stocked the birdcage;
     Montalais and—”

It would be more accurate, though, to say “ba�ted” rather than
“stocked” �n the second couplet.]

6 (return)
[ The Lat�n translates to “The sp�r�t �s w�ll�ng, but
the flesh �s weak.”]

7 (return)
[ “Ad majorem De� glor�am” was the motto of the
Jesu�ts. It translates to “For the greater glory of
God.”]

8 (return)
[ “In the presence of these men?”]



9 (return)
[ “By th�s s�gn you shall conquer.”]

10 (return)
[ “It ra�ned all n�ght long; the games w�ll be held
tomorrow.”]

11 (return)
[ “Lord, I am not worthy.”]
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