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前 言

◆英语是语言的帝国

全球60亿人中,有3. 8亿人的母语是英语,2. 5亿人的第二母语是英语, 12. 3亿人学习英语,33. 6亿人和英语有关。全世界电视节目的75%、电子邮件的80%、网络的85%、软件源代码的100%都使用英语。40~ 50年后,全球将有50%的人精通英语。全球约有6000种语言,21世纪末其中的90%将消亡。届时英语作为主导语言的地位将进一步得到提升。

目前中国大约有4亿人在学英语,超过英国和美国的人口总和,这是中国努力与时代接轨、与国际接轨的一个重要标志,大量中国人熟练掌握国际通用语言是中华民族走向繁荣富强的必要保障。

◆全民学英语运动

中国近20年来兴起了一场轰轰烈烈的全民学英语的运动。其规模之大,范围之广,古今中外前所未有。

学生、教师、公务员、公司职员、商店店员、出租车司机等,各行各业,都在学英语。其学习过程的漫长,也令人感叹。从幼儿园、小学、中学、大学、硕士、博士,到毕业工作,出国,直至退休,一直都在学,英语的学习可谓是终生性的。

◆英语学了多年之后的尴尬

中国人学了多年英语之后,如果冷静地反省一下多年努力的成效,不难发现自己的英语水平令人十分尴尬。这里将具体表现列举一二。

●读任何原版的英语杂志,如Times(时代)、Newsweek(新闻周刊)、The Economists(经济学家),或者原版小说,如Jane Eyre(简·爱)、Gone with the Wind(飘)等,必须借助词典,因为我们随时都可能读不懂。即便查阅大部头的词典,我们常常还是不能理解文意,将文意理解得面目全非。最为可悲的是我们中很多人已经屈从于这种一知半解的阅读状态,甚至有人还荒唐地认为英语本身就是一门模模糊糊的语言,这样当然就更谈不上尝到读原汁原味英语的乐趣了。

●学习和探索专业知识的主流载体仍然是汉语。但我们必须清楚:整个现代科学体系基本是用英语来描述和表达的,译成汉语会有一定程度的失真,而且必然导致滞后。


●英语表达是一个更大的问题。主要体现在用英语写作以及用英语深入交谈上。事实上,大多数人只能用简单的英语来进行粗略的表述,无法顺利地参加国际学术会议或者进行国际贸易谈判。即便是学术水平很高的专家,在国际刊物上发表论文时,只能请仅懂英语不懂专业的人翻译。一篇在很多老外眼中不伦不类的论文就这样产生了。客观地讲,即使采用不太高的标准来衡量,在中国英语学习的失败率也应该在99%以上。

◆来自西方的教育理念

中国人读英语有个缺点,学习缺乏渐进性。他们习惯于读满篇都是生词的文章,以为这样“收获”才最大。结果他们的阅读不断地被查词典打断,一小时只能看两三页,读起来自然索然无味,最后只能作罢。这是中国人学英语的通病!读的文章几乎全部达到了语言学家所说的“frustration level”(使学生感到沮丧的程度)。

西方的语言学家和心理学家对英语学习者的阅读状况进行了大量的研究,结论令人非常吃惊:最适宜阅读的难度比我们长期所处的、我们所习惯的、我们头脑中定位的难度要低得多!只有文中生词量小到足以保证阅读的持续性时,语言吸收的效果才最好,语言水平的提高也最快。举个形象的例子:上山是从峭壁直接艰难攀登还是走平缓的盘山路好?显然,能够从峭壁登顶者寥寥无几!即使其能勉强成功,也远远落后于沿坦途行进者。

◆犹太民族的启示

曾经有人说:全世界的金钱装在美国人的口袋里,而美国人的金钱却装在犹太人的脑袋里。据统计,犹太人占世界总人口约0. 3%,却掌握着世界经济命脉。在全世界最富有的企业家中,犹太人占50%以上。无论是过去和现在,在知名的经济巨头中犹太人占有绝对的比例。如第一个亿万巨富、石油大王洛克菲勒,“美国股神”巴菲特,华尔街的缔造者摩根,花旗集团董事长威尔,“打开个人计算机直销大门”的戴尔,坐在全球软件头把交椅“甲骨文公司”的艾利森,华纳电影公司创办人华纳,电影世界的领头羊斯皮尔伯格,他们都是犹太人。

犹太人成就的背后就是他们的噬书习惯。联合国教科文组织调查表明,全世界读书最多的民族是犹太民族。其中以色列在人均拥有图书和出版社以及每年人均读书的比例上,超过了世界上任何一个国家,成为世界之最,平均每人每年读书64本。与之反差很大的是中华民族,平均每人每年读书0. 7本。这之中有阅读习惯的中国人虽占5%,却掌握着中国80%的财富。一句
 话,阅读,特别是经典名著的阅读,是一个人和民族崛起的最根本方法。

阅读不能改变人生的起点,但它可以改变人生的终点。不论出身高贵与卑贱,阅读都能改变人生的坐标和轨迹。

◆通往英语自由境界的阶梯

英语的自由境界指的是用英语自由地学习和工作;自由地阅读英文原版书刊和资料;自如地用英语表达和交流;自然地用英语进行思维;自主地用英语撰写论文和著作。

一个英语达到自由境界的人,他的生活也常常是令人羡慕的。清晨随手拿起一份国外的报纸或者杂志,一边喝着浓浓的咖啡,一边轻松、惬意地阅读。可以用英语自由地进行实质性的交谈和撰写书面材料。能够自由地在英文网页上荡漾,能够随时了解国外的最新科技动态或最新的商贸行情。自己的生存空间不再受到国界的限制,无论是交友、择偶,还是发展自己的事业,都有更宽的、跨国度的选择。

有一定英语基础的读者要想“修成正果”,达到英语的自由境界,最缺少的就是可读之书。市面上的英语读物粗粗看来似乎琳琅满目,但稍一细读就会发现这些语料要么是难度过低,词汇量只有一、两千词的相当于中学水平的简写本;要么是令人望而生畏、读之更是倍受挫折的原著,语料难度脱节甚至是“代沟”,严重地阻碍了英语中高级学习者对英语的掌握。床头灯英语5000词系列填补了这方面的空白,为读者打造了到达英语自由境界的阶梯。

◆本套读物的特色———真正适合中高级英语学习者的原汁原味英语读物

●难度适中:本套读物用英语中核心5000词写成,对于难以理解之处均有注释,使你躺在床上不用翻词典就能顺利地读下去,在不知不觉中走向英语自由境界。

●语言地道:美国作家执笔,用流畅的现代英语写成,并保留了原著的语言特色。

●选材经典:皆为一生中不可不读的作品,读之可提高英语水平、积淀西方文化和提高人生境界。

●情节曲折:让你徜徉在一个又一个迥异奇妙的书中世界。……

◆“床头灯”英语系列读物的使用方法:


●整个床头灯系列包含儿童、中学生、3000词、5000词、6500词等不同层次。你可以选择不用查字典你就能保证阅读的持续性的级别进入,这个级别最少读30本,体会一下用英语读懂名著的感觉———英语形成语感、自信心增强。然后乘胜追击,读下一个级别的,每个级别读30本以上。

●使用床头灯英语学习读本(英汉对照版)练写作:看书中汉语部分,然后你试着翻译成英文,再把你翻译的英文与书上的英文对比。

本套读物是通向英语自由王国的钥匙,是通往英语最高境界的签证。在中国走向世界的道路上,英语水平决定工资水平!让每天阅读半小时“床头灯”成为你生活中的一部分。我相信这才是英语成功的真谛。

与股神巴菲特吃一顿午餐要花几百万美金,这使人们注意到了与名人交流的昂贵。而与比巴菲特更著名的大家近距离沟通,只需要去读“床头灯”。

王若平 于北京

本系列丛书学习指导咨询中心:

北京汉英达外语信息咨询中心

地 址:北京市海淀区中关村东路华清商务会馆1501室

邮 编:100083

电 话:010- 82867079

网 址:http:∥www. yinghanda. com

E-mail:wrx1@ vip. sina. com

床头灯英语的BLOG:http:∥chuangtoudeng. blog. sohu. com



人物关系表

D’Artagnan达特安:法国加斯科尼人,年轻勇士,最后成为火枪队副队长

Athos阿多斯:火枪手,达特安的朋友,其真名为拉费尔伯爵

Porthos波托斯:火枪手,达特安的朋友

Aramis阿拉米斯:火枪手,达特安的朋友

Planchet普朗歇:达特安的仆人

Grimaud格里默:阿多斯的仆人

Mousqueton穆斯克东:波托斯的仆人

Bazin巴赞:阿拉米斯的仆人

Treville特拉维:火枪队队长,与达特安是同乡

Louis XⅢ路易十三:法国国王

Anne of Austria安娜·奥地利:法国王后,婚前是西班牙公主

Madame de Chevreuse谢芙勒兹夫人:王后的姐姐,阿拉米斯的情人

Madame Coquenard科克纳尔夫人:波托斯的情人,最后成为其妻子

Richelieu黎塞留:红衣主教,法国首相

Rochefort罗什福尔:红衣主教的亲信

Jussal朱萨克:红衣主教卫队的队长

Sequier赛基埃:掌玺大臣,红衣主教的亲信

Monsieur Bonacieux波那瑟先生:达特安的房东,后成为红衣主教的密探Madame Bonacieux波那瑟太太:波那瑟的妻子,王后的侍女

Duke of Bucking ham白金汉公爵:英国首相,是法国王后安娜·奥地利的情人

Milady米拉迪:红衣主教的密探

Lord de Winter温特勋爵:米拉迪的小叔子

Felton费尔顿:温特勋爵的心腹看守,后受米拉迪诱惑,刺杀白金汉公爵



故事梗概

《三个火枪手》是法国浪漫主义作家大仲马的一部历史小说。它以法国国王路易十三朝代由权倾朝野的红衣主教黎塞留掌权这一时期的历史事实为背景,描写达特安及其三个火枪手朋友阿多斯、波托斯、阿拉米斯如何忠于国王,与红衣主教进行斗争,从而反映出统治阶级内部勾心斗角的种种情况。

达特安是17世纪法国加司科尼一个没落贵族家庭的子弟,他怀着对时任国王火枪队队长并深受国王宠爱的同乡特拉维先生的崇拜,赤手空拳来到巴黎,希望当上一名火枪手。他遇上阿多斯、波托斯和阿拉米斯三个火枪手,四人不打不相识,后结成生死与共的知己。

当时,国王路易十三与红衣主教明争暗斗,国王对达特安等人几次打败主教部下暗自褒奖,主教则怀恨在心。红衣主教早就垂涎王后安娜·奥地利的美貌,但一直未获王后垂青,便心生恨意,挑拨国王与王后的关系。红衣主教伪造王后的书信将王后的旧情人———英国白金汉公爵骗至巴黎,公爵则将计就计终于见了王后,倾诉相思之苦,王后遂以钻坠相赠以表怀念。主教便利用这个机会,向国王屡进谗言,要国王派人组织宫廷舞会,让王后配戴国王送给她的那条钻坠出席舞会。王后眼见舞会日期逼近,愁苦无计,幸得侍女波那瑟太太献计,请达特安帮忙相助。达特安对波那瑟太太一见钟情,便不顾个人安危,满口答应,在三个朋友的全力支持下,四人分头赴英。经过一路曲折离奇的磨难,唯有达特安如期抵达,向白金汉公爵说明原委,及时索回钻坠,解救了王后的燃眉之急,粉碎了红衣主教的阴谋。

于是主教妒火中烧,移恨于情敌白金汉公爵,利用新旧教徒的矛盾引发法英战争,妄图除掉白金汉以解心头之恨。为达此目的,红衣
 主教暗派心腹密探———艳若桃李、毒如蛇蝎的美妇米拉迪赴英卧底,乘机行刺白金汉。不料,达特安的仆人普朗歇预先赶到英国通知了温特勋爵,米拉迪一踏上英国土地,即被温特勋爵抓获,并将其软禁起来。囚禁中,她诱惑了温特勋爵的心腹看守费尔顿,后者救出米拉迪,并刺死了白金汉。米拉迪在归法途中,巧遇达特安的情人波那瑟太太,便将她毒死。达特安、阿多斯、波托斯、阿拉米斯四位朋友苦苦追踪,会同温特勋爵和一名刽子手,终于抓到企图潜逃的米拉迪,揭开了米拉迪的老底:原来她早年为一贫困修女,不甘青春寂寞,便勾引一个年轻的神父带其私奔。因偷卖教堂圣器作盘缠,神父身陷囹圄,她也被刽子手———神父的胞兄在肩头烙下囚犯印记。后来米拉迪抛弃了年轻的神父,以欺骗手段和当地伯爵结婚,当其秘密被发现后便逃到英国,骗取温特勋爵兄弟之爱成婚。米拉迪罪恶累累,天怒人怨,当即在河畔被杀正法。

红衣主教得知达特安曾屡次破坏他的计划,便命亲信罗什福尔将其捉拿。达特安不卑不亢,坦言相陈,明示原委。主教为他的勇气和机智所感动,动了爱才之念,非但不治罪于他,反而擢升其为火枪队副队长。而阿多斯、波托斯、阿拉米斯三人也各自找到了自己的归属。



CHAPTER 1 The Thee Presents of D’Artagnan the Elder

On the first Monday of the month of April，1625，the market town of Meung appeared to be in a perfect state of revolution．Many citizens，seeing the women flying toward the High Street，leaving their children crying at the open doors，directed their steps toward the inn of the Jolly Miller，before which was gathered，increasing every minute，a group full of curiosity．

There a young man was on an unusual horse’s back．This horse looked to be from twelve to fourteen years old．It had a yellowish hide and had not a hair in his tail．Unfortunately，the qualities of this horse were so well concealed under his strange-colored hide that his appearance at Meung—which place he had entered about a quarter of an hour before—produced an unfavorable feeling，which extended to his rider．

And this feeling had been more painfully perceived by young D’Artagnan—for so was the rider named—from his not being able to conceal from himself the ridiculous appearance that such a horse gave him，good horseman as he was．He had sighed deeply，therefore，when accepting the gift of the horse from M．D’Artagnan the elder．

“My son，”the old man had said，“this horse was
 born in the house of your father about thirteen years ago，and has remained in it ever since．Never sell it；allow it to die tranquilly and honorably of old age．You are young．You ought to be brave for two reasons：the first is that you are a Gascon，and the second is that you are my son．Never fear quarrels，but seek adventures．I have taught you how to handle a sword．Fight on all occasions．Fight the more for duels，especially since duels are forbidden；consequently，there is twice as much courage in fighting．I have nothing to give you，my son，but fifteen crowns，my horse，and a letter of introduction to Monsieur de Treville，who was formerly my neighbor，and who had the honor to be，as a child，the playfellow of our king，Louis XIII．He is now the captain of the Musketeers，whom the king holds in great esteem and whom the cardinal dreads．He began as you begin．Go to him with this letter，and make him your model in order that you may do as he has done．”

The same day the young man set forward on his journey，furnished with the three gifts from his father，which consisted，as we have said，of fifteen crowns，the horse，and the letter for M．de Treville．

As D’Artagnan was getting down from his horse at the gate of the Jolly Miller，he spied，through an open window on the ground floor，a gentleman，well-made and of good carriage，talking with two persons who appeared
 to listen to him with respect．Upon listening to their conversation，he found that his horse was being made ridiculous．

D’Artagnan was insulted．Full of this conviction，he advanced with one hand on the handle of his sword and the other resting on his hip．

“Say，sir，you sir，tell me what you are laughing at and we will laugh together！”

The gentleman raised his eyes slowly from the horse to its rider，and with an accent of irony and rudeness impossible to be described，he replied to D’Artagnan，“I was not speaking to you，sir．”

“But I am speaking to you！”replied the young man，all the more angrily．

The stranger looked at him again with a slight smile，and retiring from the window，came out of the hotel with a slow step，and placed himself before the horse．

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

“Indeed，sir，”replied the stranger，more calm than ever；“well，that is perfectly right！”and turning on his heel，was about to reenter the hotel by the front gate，when D’Artagnan drew his sword from the cover，and followed him，crying，“Turn，turn，Master Joker，lest I strike you behind！”

At the same moment，the gentleman’s two audi-
 tors fell upon D’Artagnan with sticks and shovels．D’Artagnan’s adversary，meanwhile，watched the fight with delight．

At length，D’Artagnan dropped his sword，which was broken in two pieces by the blow of a stick．At the same moment，a blow fell upon his forehead and brought him to the ground．He was covered with blood and almost fainted．

The owner of the inn，fearful of consequences，with the help of his servants，carried the wounded man into the kitchen，where some trifling attentions were bestowed upon him．

As to the gentleman，he resumed his place at the window．

“Well，how is it with this madman？”exclaimed he to the owner．

“He is better，”said the host，“he fainted quite away．But before he did，he struck his pocket and said，‘We shall see what Monsieur de Treville will think of this insult．’”

“Monsieur de Treville？”said the stranger，becoming attentive，“And what was in his pocket？”

“A letter addressed to Monsieur de Treville，Captain of the Musketeers．”

“Indeed！Where is the boy？”

“In my wife’s chamber，on the first flat，where they
 are dressing his wounds．”

“His things and his bag are with him？”

“On the contrary，everything is in the kitchen．But if he annoys you，this young fool．．．”

“To be sure，he does．Go；make out my bill and notify my servant．It is not necessary for Milady to be seen by this fellow，”continued the stranger．“She will soon pass；she is already late．I had better get on horseback，and go meet her．I should like，however，to know what this letter addressed to Treville contains．”

And the stranger，muttering to himself，directed his steps toward the kitchen．

In the meantime，the host ascended to his wife’s chamber，and found D’Artagnan just recovering his senses．He insisted that D’Artagnan should get up and depart as quickly as possible．D’Artagnan，with his head bound up in a linen cloth，rose then，and，urged by the host，began to descend the stairs；but on arriving at the kitchen，the first thing he saw was his antagonist talking calmly at the step of a heavy carriage，drawn by two large horses．

The person he spoke to was a woman of from twenty to twenty-two years．He perceived then，at a glance，that this woman was young and beautiful．But she was pale and fair，with long curls falling over her shoulders．She was talking with great excitement with the stranger．


“His Eminence，then，orders me．．．”said the lady．

“To return instantly to England，and to inform him as soon as the duke leaves London．”

“And as to my other instructions？”asked the fair traveler．

“They are contained in this box，which you will not open until you are on the other side of the Channel．”

“Very well；and you—what will you do？”

“I—I will return to Paris．”

“What，without punishing this rude boy？”asked the lady．

“No，the least delay may ruin everything．”And，bowing to the lady，the stranger sprang into his sad dle，while her coachman applied his whip vigorously to his horses．The two people thus separated，taking opposite directions，at full gallop．

“Base coward！False gentleman！”cried D’Artagnan，springing forward in his turn after the stranger．But his wound had rendered him too weak to support such an exertion．Scarcely had he gone ten steps when his ears began to tingle，a faintness seized him，a cloud of blood passed over his eyes，and he fell in the middle of the street，crying still，“Coward！Coward！Coward！”

Thanks to a special medicinal recipe of his mother’s，by the next day，D’Artagnan was nearly fully recovered．But when the time came to pay for his stay，he
 found nothing in his pocket but his little old velvet purse with the eleven crowns it contained；as to the letter addressed to M．de Treville，it had disappeared．

“My letter of recommendation！”cried D’Artagnan．Then，turning toward the hotel owner，he said：“I warn you that that letter is for Monsieur de Treville，and it must be found．”

The host and his servants immediately began to search in earnest．Then a ray of light all at once broke upon the mind of the host．“That letter has been stolen from you．”cried he．

“Stolen？By whom？”asked D’Artagnan．

“By the gentleman who was here yesterday．I tell you I am sure of it．I saw him go into the kitchen，where he knew your clothing was．”

“Then that’s my thief，”replied D’Artagnan．“I will complain to Monsieur de Treville，and Monsieur de Treville will complain to the king．”

He then mounted his yellow horse，which bore him without any further accident to the gate of St．Antoine at Paris，where his owner sold him for three crowns．

Thus D’Artagnan entered Paris on foot，carrying his little packet under his arm，and walked about till he found an apartment．Next，he inquired of the first Musketeer he met for the situation of the hotel of M．de Treville，which proved to be in the immediate vicinity of D’Artagnan’s
 chamber．

After this，satisfied with the way in which he had conducted himself at Meung，without remorse for the past，confident in the present，and full of hope for the future，he retired to bed and slept the sleep of the brave．

注释

yellowish［ʹjeləuiʃ］adj．微黄色的

conceal［kənʹsiːl］vt．隐藏，隐蔽

unfavorable［ʹʌnʹfeivərəbl］adj．令人不快的

extend［iksʹtend］v．延伸

perceive［pəʹsiːv］v．感到，认识到

ridiculous［riʹdikjuləs］adj．荒谬的，可笑的

horseman［ʹhɔːsmən］n．骑师，马兵

tranquilly［ʹtræƞkwili］adv．安静地，平静地

honorably［ʹɔnərəbli］adv．值得尊敬地，体面地

duel［ʹdjuəl］n．决斗

consequently［ʹkɔnsikwəntli］adv．从而，因此

crown［kraun］n．克朗（英国旧币制的五先令硬币；挪威、丹麦等国货币单位的英语名）de（用作法国贵族姓氏的标志，如：Jean de La Fontaine让·德·拉封丹；只提姓时，取消

de，如：La Fontaine拉封丹）

formerly［ʹfɔːməli］adv．从前，以前，原来

playfellow［ʹplei，feləu］n．游伴

XIII num．罗马数字13

musketeer［ ̩ mʌskəʹtiə］n．持步枪的士兵，步兵

esteem［isʹtiːm］n．尊敬，尊重

cardinal［ʹk aːdinəl］n．红衣主教

dread［dred］v．惧怕，担心

insult［ʹinsʌlt］vt．侮辱，凌辱


conviction［kənʹvikʃən］n．深信，确信

hip［hip］n．臀

irony［ʹaiərəni］n．反话，讽刺

displease［disʹpliːz］v．使生气，惹怒

reenter［ ̩ riːʹentə（r）］v．再进入，重返

lest［lest］conj．唯恐，以免，免得（用于fear，be afraid之后，等于that）

auditor［ʹɔːditə］n．（旁）听者，听众（之一）

shovel［ʃʌvl］n．铲，铁铲

adversary［ʹædvəsəri］n．敌手，对手

fainted［ʹfeintid］adj．昏倒的

consequence［ʹkɔnsiːkwəns］n．结果，后果

trifling［ʹtraifliƞ］adj．不重要的

bestow［biʹstəu］vt．给予，安放

resume［riʹzjum］vt．再继续，重新占用

exclaim［iksʹkleim］v．呼喊，大声叫

attentive［əʹtentiv］adj．注意的，留意的

chamber［ʹtʃeimbə］n．室，房间

notify［ʹnəutifai］v．通报

mutter［ʹmʌtə］v．咕哝，嘀咕

meantime［ʹmiːnʹtaim］n．其间，其时

ascend［əʹsend］v．攀登，上升

linen［ʹlinin］n．亚麻布，亚麻制品

urge［əːdʒ］vt．催促，力劝

descend［diʹsend］v．下去

antagonist［ænʹtægənist］n．敌手，对手

curl［kəːl］n．卷发

duke［djuːk］n．公爵

saddle［ʹsædl］n．鞍，鞍状物

coachman［ʹkəutʃmæn］n．马车夫

whip［（h）wip］n．鞭子，车夫

vigorously［ʹvi gərəsli］adv．精神旺盛地


gallop［ʹgæləp］n．疾驰，飞奔

coward［ʹkauəd］n．懦弱的人，胆小的人

render［ʹrendə］vt．致使，使变为

exertion［i gʹzəːʃən］n．尽力，努力，发挥

tingle［ʹtiƞg l］vi．造成麻刺的感觉，丁丁作响

faintness［feintnis］n．微弱，模糊

medicinal［meʹdisinəl］adj．医学的，药的

recipe［ʹresipi］n．处方

velvet［ʹvelvit］n．天鹅绒，光滑

recommendation［ ̩ rekəmenʹdeiʃən］n．推荐，介绍（信）

complain［kəmʹplein］v．抱怨，悲叹，控诉

inquire［inʹkwaiə］v．询问，问明，查究

vicinity［viʹsiniti］n．邻近，附近

remorse［riʹmɔːs］n．懊悔，自责

confident［ʹkɔnfidənt］adj．自信的，确信的



CHAPTER 2 The Office of M．De Treville

Louis XIII had a real liking for Treville．At that unhappy period it was an important consideration to be surrounded by such men as Treville．In short，he was extremely faithful and a born leader．As such，it only made sense to name him the captain of the Musketeers，that wild band of tough swordsman，completely devoted to Louis XIII，and always ready for whatever might come．

For his part，the cardinal was not behind the king in this respect．When he saw the formidable and chosen body with which Louis XIII had surrounded himself，this second，or rather this first king of France，became desirous that he，too，had his guard．He had his Musketeers therefore，as Louis XIII had his，and these two powerful rivals competed in making his the most celebrated．

The court of M．de Treville’s hotel was always filled with fifty to sixty Musketeers，who appeared to replace one another in order always to present an imposing number．In his apartment，a continued buzzing prevailed from morning till night，while M．de Treville received visits，listened to complaints，and gave orders．

The day on which D’Artagnan presented himself the assemblage was imposing，particularly for a provincial just arriving．


He was，at length，noticed，and somebody came and asked him what he wanted．At this demand D’Artagnan gave his name very modestly，requesting a moment’s audience with M．de Treville—a request which the other，with an air of protection，promised to transmit in due time．

A few moments later，a servant threw open the door of the cabinet and cried，“Monsieur de Treville awaits Monsieur D’Artagnan．”

M．de Treville was at the moment in a rather ill-humor，nevertheless he saluted the young man politely，who bowed to the very ground；but stepping toward the hall and，making a sign to D’Artagnan with his hand，as if to ask his permission to finish with others before he began with him，called three times，“Athos！Porthos！Aramis！”

Two Musketeers immediately advanced toward the cabinet，the door of which closed after them as soon as they had entered．M．de Treville walked up to them and，covering them from head to foot with an angry look，said，“Do you know what the king said to me，gentlemen？”

“No，”replied the two Musketeers，after a moment’s silence，“no，sir，we do not．”

“He told me that he should henceforth recruit his Musketeers from among the Guards of Monsieur the Car-
 dinal．For it seems that last night，as he was playing chess with the cardinal，his adversary mentioned how his men had to arrest a number of Musketeers who had made a riot in the street．You must know something about it．You were among them！Don’t deny it；you were recognized，and the cardinal named you．Porthos，Aramis，and．．．Athos，I don’t see him here．Where is he？”

“Well，my Captain，”said Porthos，quite beside himself，“he’s been injured．Let me explain．The truth is that we were six against six．But we were not captured by fair means；and before we had time to draw our swords，two of our party were dead，and Athos，grievously wounded．They dragged us away by force．On the way we escaped．As for Athos，they believed him to be dead，and left him on the field of battle．That’s the whole story．”

“Hm．It seems the cardinal exaggerated a bit in his telling，”said M．de Treville，in a somewhat softened tone．

At this instant，the doors opened，and a noble and handsome head appeared from behind．

“Athos！”cried M．de Treville．

“You have sent for me，sir？”said Athos to M．de Treville，in a feeble voice．He then fell upon the floor as if he were dead．

“A surgeon！”cried M．de Treville，“Mine！The
 king’s！The best！A surgeon！Or，my brave Athos will die！”

At the cries of M．de Treville，the whole assemblage rushed into the cabinet，forcing the doctor，who happened to be on hand，to have to push through the crowd in order to reach Athos．Immediately M．de Treville opened another door in the room and pointed the way to Porthos and Aramis，who bore their comrade in their arms．Behind this group walked the surgeon；and behind the surgeon the door closed．

At length，M．de Treville himself returned．The injured man had recovered his senses．The surgeon declared that the situation of the Musketeer had nothing in it to render his friends uneasy．

Then M．de Treville made a sign with his hand，and all retired except D’Artagnan，who did not forget that he had an audience，and with the stubbornness of a Gascon，remained in his place．

M．de Treville，on turning round，found himself alone with the young man．The event which had occurred had in some degree broken the thread of his ideas．He inquired what was the will of his persevering visitor．D’Artagnan then repeated his name，and in an instant recovering all his remembrances of the present and the past，M．de Treville grasped the situation．

“I respected your father very much，”said he．“What
 can I do for the son？Tell me quickly；my time is not my own．”

“Monsieur，”said D’Artagnan，“I request of you the uniform of a Musketeer．”

“I，then，must inform you with regret that no one becomes a Musketeer without the preliminary ordeal of several campaigns，certain brilliant actions，or a service of two years in some other regiment less favored than ours．But，on account of my old companion，your father，I will do something for you，young man．I will write a letter today to the Director of the Royal Academ y，and tomorrow he will admit you without any expense to yourself．There，you will learn horse-riding，fighting in all its branches，and dancing．”

“Alas，sir，”said D’Artagnan，disappointed in what he heard，“I cannot but perceive how sadly I miss the letter of introduction which my father gave me to present to you．Unfortunately，it was stolen from me．”

He then related the adventure of Meung，describing the unknown gentleman with the greatest minuteness．

“Tell me，”interrupted M．de Treville，“had not this gentlemen a slight scar on his cheek？”

“Yes，such a one as would be made by the grazing of a ball．”

“He was waiting for a woman，”continued Treville．

“Yes．He departed immediately after having con-
 versed for a minute with her whom he awaited．”

“Was this woman English？”

“He called her Milady．”

“It is he；it must be he！”murmured Treville．“I believed him still in Brussels．”Then with a serious look，he turned to D’Artagnan，“Beware，young man！Do not cast yourself against such a rock；he would break you like glass．”

“That will not prevent me，”replied D’Artagnan，“if ever I find him．”

“Ah！You are a brave young man．Nevertheless，at the present moment，I can only do for you what I just now offered．”

And after taking a moment to write the letter he promised，M．de Treville rose and was about to hand it to the young man，when D’Artagnan，who had been absently looking out of the window，made a sudden spring and rushed from the cabinet crying，“He shall not escape me this time！”

“Who？”asked M．de Treville．

“He，my thief！”replied D’Artagnan，quickly disappearing．

注释

faithful［ʹfeiθful］adj．守信的，忠实的

band［bænd］n．队


swordsman［ʹsɔːdzmən］n．击剑手，剑客

formidable［ʹfɔːmidəbl］adj．强大的，令人敬畏的

desirous［diʹzaiərəs］adj．渴望的

rival［ʹraivəl］n．竞争者，对手

imposing［imʹpəuziƞ］adj．使人难忘的，壮丽的

buzzing［bʌziƞ］n．嗡嗡声

prevail［priʹveil］vi．流行，盛行

complaint［kəmʹpleint］n．诉苦，抱怨

assemblage［əʹsemblidʒ］n．与会者（集合称），集合

provincial［prəʹvinʃəl］adj．省的；n．地方居民，乡下人

transmit［trænzʹmit］vt．传输，转送，传达，发射

cabinet［ʹkæbinit］n．小房，座舱

await［əʹweit］vt．等候

nevertheless［ ̩ nevəðəʹles］conj．然而，不过

salute［səʹljuːt］v．行礼致敬，敬礼

henceforth［hensʹfɔːθ］adv．自此以后，今后

recruit［riʹkruːt］vt．使恢复，补充，征募

riot［ʹraiət］n．暴乱，骚动，暴动

capture［ʹkæptʃə］vt．俘获，捕获，夺取

grievously［ʹg rivəsli］adv．严重地

exaggerate［i gʹzædʒəreit］v．夸大，夸张

somewhat［ʹsʌm（h）wɔt］adv．稍微，有点，有些

soften［ʹsɔ（ː）fn］v．变柔软，变柔和

tone［təun］n．音调，音质，语调

feeble［ʹfiːbl］adj．虚弱的，衰弱的，无力的

stubbornness［ʹstʌbənis］n．倔强，顽强

persevering［ ̩ pəːsiʹviəriƞ］adj．坚忍的，不屈不挠的

remembrance［riʹmembrəns］n．回想，记忆

preliminary［priʹliminəri］adj．预备的，初步的

ordeal［ɔːʹdiːl］n．严酷的考验

campaign［kæmʹpein］n．战役


brilliant［ʹbriljənt］adj．辉煌的，卓越的，才华横溢的

regiment［ʹredʒimənt］n．团，大群

companion［kəmʹpænjən］n．同伴，共事者

academy［əʹkædəmi］n．（高等）专科院校，学院

perceive［pəʹsiːv］v．感到，认识到

minuteness［maiʹnjuːtnis］n．微小，微细，绵密

scar［sk aː］n．伤痕，疤痕

graze［ʹg reiz］v．放牧，吃草，擦伤，擦过

converse［kənʹvəːs］vi．谈话，交谈，认识

murmur［ʹməːmə］v．低声说，低语

beware［biʹwɛə］v．小心，谨防



CHAPTER 3 Athos’s Shoulder，Porthos’Belt and Aramis’Handkerchief

D’Artagnan，in a state of fury，for it just so happened that outside Treville’s window，he had seen the man of Meung walking down the sidewalk，crossed the hall at three bounds，and was darting toward the stairs．As he went，he ran head foremost against a Musketeer who was coming out of one of M．de Treville’s private rooms，and，striking his shoulder violently，made him utter a cry，or rather a howl．

“Excuse me，”said D’Artagnan，resuming his course．

Scarcely had he descended the first stair，when a hand of iron seized him by the belt and stopped him．

“You say，‘Excuse me，’and you believe that is sufficient？Not at all，my young man．”

“My God！”replied D’Artagnan，recognizing Athos，who，after the dressing performed by the doctor，was returning to his own apartment．“I did not do it intentionally，and I said‘Excuse me．’It appears to me that this is quite enough．Now，I beg of you，let me go where my business calls me．”

“Monsieur，”said Athos，letting him go，“you are not polite；it is easy to perceive that you come from a dis-
 tance．”

D’Artagnan had already strode down three or four stairs，but at Athos’s last remark，he stopped short．“Ah！If I were not in such haste，and if I were not running after someone．．．”said D’Artagnan．

“Monsieur Man-in-a-hurry，you can find me without running．I’m near the Carmes-Deschaux．”

“At what hour？”

“About noon．”

“I will be there．”

D’Artagnan then set off running as if the devil possessed him，hoping that he might yet find the stranger，whose slow pace could not have carried him far．But at the street gate，Porthos was talking with the soldier on guard．As D’Artagnan was about to pass，the wind blew out Porthos’s long cloak，and he rushed straight into the middle of it．

D’Artagnan，hearing the Musketeer swear，wished to escape from the cloak，which blinded him，and sought to find his way from under the folds of it．While doing so，he noticed that the hidden part of Porthos’s sword belt was rather common，quite in contrast to the gold decorated portion visible to the public．

“You must be mad to run against people in this manner，”cried Porthos．

“Excuse me，”said D’Artagnan，reappearing under
 the shoulder of the giant，“but I am in such haste—I was running after someone and．．．”

“And do you always forget your eyes when you run？”asked Porthos．

“No，”replied D’Artagnan，“and thanks to my eyes，just now I could see the obvious cheapness of your sword belt．”

Porthos foamed with rage，and made a movement to rush after D’Artagnan．

“At one o’clock，then，behind the Luxembourg，”he cried．

“Very well，at one o’clock，then，”replied D’Artagnan，walking hurriedly away．But by this time the stranger was gone out of sight．At once disappointed，D’Artagnan began to cool down a bit．

Soon D’Artagnan arrived within a few steps of the hotel D’Arguillon，in front of which Aramis stood chatting gaily with three gentlemen．

D’Artagnan noticed that Aramis had let his handkerchief fall，and by mistake，no doubt，had placed his foot upon it．He stooped，and with the most gracious air he could assume，drew the handkerchief from under the foot of the Musketeer，in spite of the efforts the latter made to detain it and，holding it out to him，said，“I believe，sir，that this is a handkerchief you would be sorry to lose？”

Aramis blushed excessively，and snatched rather
 than took the handkerchief from the hand of the Gascon．

“Ah！”cried one of the gentlemen，“that is Madame de Bois- Tracy’s handkerchief！I’ll have you know that I’m quite a good friend of Bois-Tracy，and I can’t allow anyone to go around showing off his success with the wife of my friend．”

Aramis responded quickly：“I am not less tenderly his friend than you can possibly be；so that decidedly this handkerchief is as likely to have fallen from your pocket as mine．”

“No，never！”cried the gentleman．

“Well，it appears one of us is lying．But since we both suspect each other，I think it only fair that we cut the handkerchief into half and share it．”

“Perfectly just，”cried the other two gentlemen，“Aramis，you certainly are full of wisdom！”

The young men burst into a laugh，and as may be supposed，the affair ended on the spot．In a moment or two，the conversation ceased，and the four men went their separate ways．

D’Artagnan，again，approached the departing Aramis．“I hope that you can excuse me．”

“What the devil is the matter with you！Paris is not paved with handkerchiefs！”

“Monsieur，you act wrongly in treating me like a fool，”said D’Artagnan angrily．


“Monsieur，this time the affair is serious，for here is a lady compromised by you．”

“By US，you mean！”cried D’Artagnan．

“It appears that I’m going to have to teach you how to behave yourself．”

“Draw，if you please，and instantly．．．”

“Not so，if you please，my good friend—not here，at least．I wish to kill you，be at rest as to that，but to kill you quietly in a remote place．At two o’clock I shall have the honor of expecting you at the hotel of Monsieur de Treville．There I will indicate to you the best place and time．”

The two young men bowed and separated，Aramis ascending the street which led to the Luxembourg，while D’Artagnan，perceiving the appointed hour was approaching，took the road to the Carmes-Deschaux，saying to himself，“Decidedly I can’t draw back；but at least，if I am killed，I shall be killed by a Musketeer．”

注释

fury［ʹfjuəri］n．狂怒，狂暴，激烈，狂怒的人（in a fury在狂怒中）

dart［d aːt］v．飞奔，投掷

foremost［ʹfɔːməust］adv．首要地，首先

utter［ʹʌtə］vt．发出，做声

resume［riʹzjum］vt．再继续，重新开始，恢复

descend［diʹsend］v．下去

sufficient［səʹfiʃənt］adj．充分的，足够的

intentionally［inʹtenʃənəli］adv．有意地，故意地


stride［straid］v．大步走，跨过

haste［heist］n．匆忙，急忙（in haste急速地，急忙地，草率地）

devil［ʹdevl］n．魔鬼，恶棍

cloak［kləuk］n．斗蓬，宽大外衣，掩护

swear［swɛə］vi．诅咒

contrast［ʹkɔntræst］n．对比，对照

decorate［ʹdekəreit］v．装饰

portion［ʹpɔːʃən］n．一部分，一分

visible［ʹvizəbl］adj．看得见的，明显的，显著的

foam［fəum］vi．起泡沫，吐白沫

rage［reidʒ］n．愤怒，情绪激动

gaily［ʹg eili］adv．华丽地，欢乐地

stoop［stuːp］vi．弯下，弯腰

gracious［ʹg reiʃəs］adj．亲切的，客气的；有礼貌的

assume［əʹsjuːm］vt．假定，设想

detain［diʹtein］v．拘留，留住，阻止

blush［ʹblʌʃ］v．脸红，羞愧

excessively［ikʹsesivli］adv．过分地，非常地

decidedly［diʹsaididli］adv．明白无误地，明显地

cease［siːz］v．停止，终了

approach［əʹprəutʃ］vt．接近，动手处理

depart［diʹp aːt］vi．离开，起程

pave［peiv］v．铺

compromise［ʹkɔmprəmaiz］v．妥协，折中，危及…的安全

if you please请，劳驾；对不起

remote［riʹməut］adj．遥远的，偏僻的，细微的

indicate［ʹindikeit］vt．指出，显示，简要地说明

ascend［əʹsend］v．攀登，上升

perceive［pəʹsiːv］vt．察觉vi．感知，感到，认识到

appointed［əʹpɔintid］adj．指定的，约定的



CHAPTER 4 The King’s Musketeers and the Cardinal’s Guards

D’Artagnan found Athos seated on a post and waiting for his adversary．

“Monsieur，”said Athos，“I have engaged two of my friends as seconds；but these two friends are not yet come，at which I am astonished，as it is not at all their custom．”

“I have no seconds on my part，Monsieur，”said D’Artagnan，“for having only arrived yesterday in Paris，and I as yet know no one but Monsieur de Treville．”

Athos reflected for an instant．“If I kill you，I shall have the air of a boy-slayer．Well，let us talk of something else，if you please．Ah，how you have hurt me！My shoulder quite burns．”

“If you would permit me．．．”said D’Artagnan，with timidity，“I have a miraculous medicine for wounds，given to me by my mother and of which I have made a trial upon myself．”

“That’s terribly kind of you！I foresee plainly that if we don’t kill each other，I shall hereafter have much pleasure in your conversation．Ah，here is one of my friends．”

The gigantic Porthos then appeared．

“What！”cried D’Artagnan，“Is your first witness
 Monsieur Porthos？”

“And here is the second．”

D’Artagnan turned in the direction pointed to by Athos，and perceived Aramis．

“Monsieur Aramis？”

“Doubtless！Are you not aware that we are never seen one without the others，and that we are called the Three Inseparables？”said Athos．

In the meantime，Porthos had come up，waved his hand to Athos，and then turning toward D’Artagnan，stood quite astonished．“What does this mean？I am to fight this man at one o’clock！”

“And I also am to fight with this gentleman，”said Aramis，coming in his turn onto the place．

“And now you are assembled，gentlemen，”said D’Artagnan，“permit me to begin with Monsieur Athos．On guard！”

At these words，with the most gallant air possible，D’Artagnan drew his sword．

“When you please，monsieur，”said Athos，drawing his sword and putting himself on guard．

But scarcely had the two swords clashed，when a company of the Guards of his Eminence，commanded by M．de Jussac，turned the corner．

“The cardinal’s guards！”cried Aramis and Porthos at the same time．“Put your swords away，gentlemen！”


But it was too late．The two combatants had been seen in a position which left no doubt of their intentions．

Athos，Porthos，and Aramis instantly drew near one another，while Jussac drew up his soldiers．

This short interval was sufficient to determine D’Artagnan on the part he was to take．It was one of those events which decided the life of a man；it was a choice between the king and the cardinal．He did not hesitate a second．Turning towards Athos and his friends，“Gentlemen，”said he，“allow me to join you．”

“But you are not one of us，”said Porthos．

“That’s true，”replied D’Artagnan；“I have not the uniform，but I have the spirit．”

“Decidedly，you are a brave fellow，”said Athos，pressing the young man’s hand．“What is your name？”

“D’Artagnan．”

“Well，then，Athos，Porthos，Aramis，and D’Artagnan，forward！”cried Athos．

And the eight combatants rushed upon each other with a fury which，however，did not exclude a certain degree of method．

Athos fixed upon a certain Cahusac，a favorite of the cardinal’s．Porthos had Bicarat，and Aramis found himself opposed to the third of Jussac’s team．As for to D’Artagnan，he sprang toward Jussac himself．

After a while，Jussac，furious at being held in check
 by one whom he had considered a boy，sprang forward and aimed a terrible thrust at his adversary．The latter，however，dodged it and，while Jussac was recovering himself，passed his sword through his body．Jussac fell like a dead mass．

A moment later Cahusac fell with Athos’s sword thrust through his throat．At the same instant Aramis placed his sword point on the breast of his fallen enemy，and forced him to ask for mercy．

There only then remained Porthos and Bicarat．Athos，Aramis，and D’Artagnan surrounded Bicarat，and required him to surrender．

D’Artagnan then，assisted by Bicarat，bore Jussac，Cahusac，and Aramis’s adversary，under the porch of a nearby building．They then rang the building’s front bell，and carrying away four swords，they took their road，intoxicated with joy，toward the hotel of M．de Treville．

They walked arm in arm，occupying the whole width of the street and taking in every Musketeer they met，so that in the end it became a triumphal march．The heart of D’Artagnan beat in excitement；he marched between Athos and Porthos，pressing them tenderly．

“If I am not yet a Musketeer，”said he to his new friends，as he passed through the gateway of M．de Treville’s hotel，“at least I have entered upon my ap prenticeship，haven’t I？”


注释

reflect［riʹflekt］v．反射，反省，细想

slayer［sleiə］n．杀人者，凶手

timidity［tiʹmiditi］n．胆怯

miraculous［miʹrækjuləs］adj．奇迹的，不可思议的

hereafter［hiəʹaːftə］adv．今后，从此以后

gigantic［dʒaiʹgæntik］adj．巨人般的，巨大的

witness［ʹwitnis］n．证人，目击者

inseparable［inʹsepərəbl］adj．不能分的

assemble［əʹsembl］vt．集合，聚集

gallant［ʹgælənt］adj．英勇的，豪侠的

clash［klæʃ］v．发出撞击声，猛撞

combatant［ʹkɔmbətənt］n．战士，战斗员

intention［inʹtenʃən］n．意图，目的

interval［ʹintəvəl］n．时间间隔

hesitate［ʹheziteit］v．犹豫，踌躇

exclude［iksʹkluːd］vt．把…排除在外，排斥

furious［ʹfjuəriəs］adj．狂怒的，狂暴的

hold in check制止，约束，牵制

thrust［θrʌst］n．插，戳，刺

dodge［dɔdʒ］v．避开，躲避

surrender［səʹrendə］vi．投降，自首

assist［əʹsist］v．援助，帮助

adversary［ʹædvəsəri］n．敌手，对手

porch［pɔːtʃ］n．门廊，走廊

intoxicate［inʹtɔksikeit］vt．使陶醉，醉人

trirmphal［trəiʹʌmfl］胜利的，凯旋的

gateway［ʹg eitwei］n．门，通路

apprenticeship［əʹprentis ̩ ʃip］n．学徒的身份，学徒的年限



CHAPTER 5 His Majesty King Louis Xlll

This affair made a great noise．M．de Treville scolded his Musketeers in public，and congratulated them in private；but as no time was to be lost in gaining the king，M．de Treville hastened to report himself at the Louvre．

Upon hearing the news，the king was at first alarmed，for this would mean fresh difficulties with the cardinal．But then his concern quickly changed to a feeling of satisfaction，for it was good to have such men devoted to one’s protection，and of courseit was always a pleasure to hear of the cardinal’s men losing a fight to the Musketeers．

With Athos，Porthos，and Aramis he had already long been familiar，for their bravery and skill was well documented．This young boy，D’Artagnan，however，was a new name，and to have defeated such a formidable swordsman as Jussac，the cardinal’s favorite soldier，he could not be without skill．

The king immediately ordered that a gift of forty pistoles be sent to D’Artagnan．With this，the boy could establish himself in an apartment in town and hire a servant，if he so required．

M．de Treville immediately rewarded the young man，and D’Artagnan，with the help of his Musketeer friends，
 found and hired a servant named Planchet．

Subsequently，the four young men became like brothers．D’Artagnan，although he was not a Musketeer，performed the duty of one with remarkable punctuality．He went on guard because he always kept company with whoever of his friends was on duty．

On their side，the three Musketeers were much attached to their young comrade．The friendship which united these four men，and the want they felt of seeing one another three or four times a day，whether for dueling，business，or pleasure，caused them to be continually running after one another like shadows．

In the meanwhile，the promises of M．de Treville went on prosperously．One fine morning the king commanded M．de Chevalier Dessessart to admit D’Artagnan as a military student in his company of Guards．D’Artagnan，with a sigh，put on his uniform，which he would have exchanged for that of a Musketeer at the expense of ten years of his existence．The next day he began service．

Then it became the turn of Athos，Porthos，and Aramis to mount guard with D’Artagnan when he was on duty．The company of M．de Chevalier Dessessart thus received four instead of one when it admitted D’Artagnan．


注释

hasten［ʹheisn］v．赶紧，促进，加速

pistole［pisʹtəul］n．皮斯托尔（一些欧洲国家旧金币名）］

establish［isʹtæbliʃ］vt．建立，安置，使定居

subsequently［ʹsʌbsikwəntli］adv．后来，随后

remarkable［riʹm aːkəbl］adj．不平常的，非凡的

punctuality［ ̩ pʌƞktjuʹæliti］n．准时

dueling［ʹdju（ː）əliƞ］n．决斗（术），斗争，抗争

prosperously［ʹprɔspərəsli］adv．繁荣地，幸运地

military［ʹmilitri］adj．军事的，军用的



CHAPTER 6 Concerning a Court Intrigue

One afternoon，while D’Artagnan was resting in his apartment，a knock came at his door．He directed his servant，Planchet，to see who it was．Moments later，a man was introduced，who had the appearance of a tradesman．D’Artagnan dismissed Planchet，and requested his visitor to be seated．

“I have heard Monsieur D’Artagnan spoken of as a very brave young man，”said the citizen；“and this reputation which he justly enjoys had decided me to confide a secret to him．”

“Speak，monsieur，speak，”said D’Artagnan，who

instinctively scented something advantageous．

The citizen made a fresh pause and continued，“I have a wife who is seamstress to the queen，and who is not deficient in either virtue or beauty．She was arrested yesterday morning，as she was coming out of her workroom．”

“And by whom was your wife arrested？”

“I suspect by a man who has had his eye on her for quite some time．But first，allow me to say that I believe my wife has been arrested，because of intrigues of a lady much greater than herself—the Madame de Chevreuse．”

“And with whom？”


“With whom can it be，if not the Duke of Buckingham．”

“But how do you know all this？”

“I know it from my wife，who knows it from Monsieur Laporte．She is the god daughter of Monsieur Laporte，the cloak bearer and confidential man of the queen．Now，my wife came home four days ago，monsieur．She confided to me that the queen at that very moment entertained great fears．The cardinal，as it appears，pursues her and persecutes her more than ever，due to his jealousy of her relationship with the Duke of Buckingham．”

“Of course！”said D’Artagnan，who knew nothing about it，but who wished to appear to know everything that was going on．

“So that now it is no longer hatred，but vengeance．”

“Indeed！”

“And the queen believes that someone has written to the Duke of Buckingham in her name，in order to make him come to Paris．And when he comes，they mean to draw him into some trap．”

“The devil！But your wife，monsieur，what has she to do with all this？”

“Her devotion to the queen is known；and they wish either to remove her from her mistress，or to intimidate her，in order to obtain her Majesty’s secrets，or to seduce
 her and make use of her as a spy．”

“And the man who has taken her—do you know him？”

“I only know that he works for the cardinal．My wife pointed him out to me one day．He is a noble of very lofty carriage，black hair，and has a scar on his cheek．”

“A scar on his cheek！”cried D’Artagnan；“Why，that’s my man of Meung！Pardon，but where may I find this man？”

“I know not．Now，in terms of payment，I’ve thought it over and decided that the best I can offer is a rent-free accommodation．．．”

“What do you mean？”

“Didn’t you know？I’m your landlord，M．Bonacieux．I live just below you．”

“Oh．．．Well，nice to meet you．”

“Anyway，I can also throw in fifty pistoles if you happen to be short at present．”

“Very kind！”

And so it was agreed，and soon the landlord departed，returning to his apartment downstairs．

注释

tradesman［ʹtreidzmən］n．零售商

reputation［ ̩ repju（ː）ʹteiʃən］n．名誉，名声

confide［kənʹfaid］v．倾诉，委托，信赖


instinctive［inʹstiƞktiv］adj．本能的

scent［sent］vt．闻出，嗅，发觉

advantageous［ ̩ ædvənʹteidʒəs］adj．有利的

seamstress［ʹsemstris］n．女裁缝师，做针线工的

deficient［diʹfiʃənt］adj．缺乏的，不足的，不完善的

arrest［əʹrest］vt．逮捕，拘留

workroom［wəːkruːm］n．工场间，工作室

intrigue［inʹtriːg］n．阴谋，诡计注：谢芙勒兹夫人的阴谋谋反问题：谢芙勒兹夫人在王后与白金汉公爵之间穿针引线，因此受到红衣主教的迫害，以“阴谋谋反”的罪名被流放外省，禁止进入巴黎。

goddaughte rn．教女，名义上的女儿

bearer［ʹbɛərə］n．送信人，搬运者

confidential［kɔnfiʹdenʃəl］adj．秘密的，机密的

confide［kənʹfaid］v．倾诉，委托，信赖

entertain［entəʹtein］v．怀有（信心，意见，感情等）

pursue［pəʹsjuː］vt．追赶，纠缠

persecute［ ̩ pəːsiʹkjuːt］v．迫害

jealousy［ʹdʒeləsi］n．嫉妒

vengeance［ʹvendʒəns］n．复仇，报仇

trap［træp］n．圈套，陷阱

intimidate［inʹtimideit］v．胁迫

seduce［siʹdjuːs］v．诱使

lofty［ʹlɔ（ː）fti］adj．崇高的，高傲的

accommodation［ə ̩ kɔməʹdeiʃən］n．住处，膳宿

landlord［ʹlændlɔːd］n．房东，地主



CHAPTER 7 D’Artagnan Shows Himself

Immediately，D’Artagnan sent his servant to fetch his friends．Within half an hour they were all assembled in his apartment．

“Well？”asked the three Musketeers．

D’Artagnan then related to his friends，word for word，all that had passed between him and his host，and how the man who had taken the wife of his worthy landlord was the same with whom he had had the difference at the hotel of the Jolly Miller．

“Your affair is not bad，”said Athos，“there only remains to ascertain whether these fifty pistoles are worth the risk of four heads．”

“But observe，”cried D’Artagnan，“that there is a woman in the affair—a woman carried off，a woman who is doubtless threatened，tortured perhaps，and all because she is faithful to her mistress．There is also the queen，whom the king abandons，whom the cardinal persecutes，and whom sees the heads of all her friends fall，one after the other．”

“Why does she love what we hate most in the world：the English？”

“I have heard that she does not love the English，but an Englishman．”


“Well，and by my faith，”said Athos，“it must be acknowledged that this is worthy of being loved．I never saw a man with a nobler air than the Duke of Buckingham．”

“And now I am convinced，”said D’Artagnan，“that this kidnapping of the queen’s woman is connected with the presence of Buckingham in Paris．”

At this moment，a sudden noise of footsteps was heard upon the stairs；the door was thrown violently open，and the unfortunate landlord rushed into the chamber in which the council was held．

“Save me，gentlemen，for the love of heaven，save me！”cried he．“There are four men who have come to arrest me．Save me！”

Just then the four guards appeared at the door，but seeing four Musketeers inside，they hesitated going farther．

“Come in，gentlemen，come in，”called D’Artagnan；“you are here in my apartment，and we are all faithful servants of the king and cardinal．”

“Then，gentlemen，you will not oppose our executing the orders we have received？”asked one who appeared to be the leader of the party．

“On the contrary，gentlemen，we would assist you if it were necessary．”

“But you promised me．．．”whispered the poor land-
 lord．

“We can only save you by being free ourselves，”replied D’Artagnan，in a rapid，low tone；“and if we appear inclined to defend you，they will arrest us with you．”

And D’Artagnan pushed the confused landlord among the guards，saying to him，“you are an unpleasant old fellow，my dear．To prison with him！”

The officers were full of thanks，and took away their prey．

“What horrible villainy you have performed here，”said Porthos，when the four friends found themselves alone．“Shame，shame，for four Musketeers to allow an unfortunate fellow who cried for help to be arrested in their midst！”

“Porthos，”said Athos，“you are a fool．”

“What？You approve of what D’Artagnan has done？”asked Porthos in amazement．

“Indeed I do，”said Athos；“I not only approve of what he has done，but I congratulate him upon it．”

“And now，gentlemen，”said D’Artagnan，without stopping to explain his conduct to Porthos，“All for one，one for all-that is our motto，is it not？”

The four friends repeated with one voice the formula dictated by D’Artagnan：“All for one，one for all．”

“That’s well！Now let us all retire to our homes，”said D’Artagnan，as if he had done nothing but command
 all his life；“And attention！For from this moment we are at war with the cardinal．”

注释

ascertain［ ̩ æsəʹtein］vt．确定，探知

doubtless［ʹdautlis］adv．无疑地，（口）大概、多半

threaten［ʹθretn］vt．恐吓，威胁

torture［ʹtɔːtʃə］vt．拷问，折磨

abandon［əʹbændən］vt．放弃，遗弃

Englishman［ʹiƞg liʃmən］n．英国人

acknowledge［əkʹnɔlidʒ］vt．承认

convince［kənʹvins］vt．使确信，使信服

kidnapping［ʹkidnæpiƞ］n．诱拐，拐骗

council［ʹkaunsil］n．讨论会议

hesitate［ʹheziteit］v．犹豫，踌躇

execute［ʹeksikjuːt］vt．执行，实行

assist［əʹsist］v．援助，帮助

inclined［inʹklaind］adj．具有…的爱好、倾向或志趣的

confused［kənʹfjuːzd］adj．困惑的

prey［prei］n．牺牲者

villainy［ʹviləni］n．邪恶，坏事，恶行

midst［ʹmidst］n．中间［in our（your，their）midst在我们（你们，他们）中间］

motto［ʹmɔtəu］n．座右铭，格言

formula［ʹfɔːmjulə］n．信仰表白书

dictate［dikʹteit］v．口述



CHAPTER 8 A Trap

The apartment of M．Bonacieux became a trap，for whoever appeared there was taken and questioned by the cardinal’s people．It must be observed that as a separate passage led to the first floor，in which D’Artagnan lodged，those who called on him were exempted from this questioning．

D’Artagnan converted his chamber into an observatory．From his windows he saw all the visitors who were caught．Then，having removed a board from his floor，and nothing remaining but a simple ceiling between him and the room beneath，in which the prisoners were questioned，he heard all that took place．

“Now，what is it they want to know？”he asked himself．“Why，they want to know if the Duke of Buckingham is in Paris，and if he has had，or is likely to have，an interview with the queen．”

D’Artagnan held onto this idea，which，from what he had heard，was not wanting in probability．

On the evening of the day after the arrest of poor Bonacieux，as nine o’clock had just struck，a knocking was heard at the street door．The door was instantly opened and shut；someone was taken in the trap．

D’Artagnan flew to his hole，laid himself down on
 the floor at full length，and listened．Cries were soon heard，and then moans，which someone appeared to be endeavoring to stifle．There were no questions．

“The devil！”said D’Artagnan to himself．“It seems to be a woman！They search her；she resists；they use force—the villains！”

In spite of his prudence，D’Artagnan restrained himself with great difficulty from taking a part in the scene that was going on below．

“But I tell you that I am the mistress of the house，gentlemen！I tell you I am Madame Bonacieux；I tell you I belong to the queen！”cried the unfortunate woman．

The voice became more and more indistinct；a violent movement shook the partition．The victim resisted as much as a woman could resist four men．

D’Artagnan sprung up from the floor and then climbed out of one of the windows，letting himself gently down from the first story．He then went straight to the door and knocked．

The knocker had scarcely sounded under the hand of the young man before the noises inside ceased，steps approached，the door was opened，and D’Artagnan，sword in hand，rushed in to the rooms of M．Bonacieux，the door of which doubtless acted upon by a spring，closed after him．

Then those who dwelt in Bonacieux’s unfortunate
 house，together with the nearest neighbors，heard loud cries，stamping of feet，clashing of swords，and breaking of furniture．A moment after，the door opened，and four men，clothed in black，flew out with their clothing ripped and torn in numerous places．

On being left alone with Madame Bonacieux，D’Artagnan turned toward her；the poor woman lay where she had been left，half-fainting upon an armchair．D’Artagnan examined her with a rapid glance．

She was a charming woman of twenty-five or twentysix years，with dark hair and blue eyes．He then saw on the ground a fine handkerchief，which he picked up，as was his habit，and at the corner of which he recognized the same decoration he had seen on the handkerchief which had nearly caused him and Aramis to cut each other’s throat．He placed it in the pocket of Madame Bonacieux．

At that moment，Madame Bonacieux recovered her senses．She opened her eyes，looked around with terror，and saw that the apartment was empty and that she was alone with her liberator．She extended her hands to him with a smile．Madame Bonacieux had the sweetest smile in the world．

“You have saved me，”she said．“Permit me to thank you．”

“Madame，”said D’Artagnan，“anyone in my place
 would have done the same thing．”

“Yes，I should hope so．But what could these men，whom I at first took for robbers，want with me，and why is Monsieur Bonacieux not here？”

“Madame，those men were more dangerous than any robbers could have been，for they are the agents of the cardinal；and as to your husband，Monsieur Bonacieux，he is not here because he was yesterday evening conducted to the Bastille．”

“Oh my God！What has he done？Poor dear man，he is innocence itself！”

“I believe that his only crime is to have at the same time the good fortune and the misfortune to be your husband．”

“But，you know，then．．．”

“I know that you have been kidnapped，madame．But tell me，how did you escape？”

“With the help of some sheets，I let myself down from the window．Then，as I believed my husband would be at home，I hastened here．But I need to inform Monsieur Laporte，”Madame Bonacieux said breathlessly，“in order that he might tell me precisely what has taken place at the Louvre in the last three days，and whether there is any danger in presenting myself there．”

“But I，”said D’Artagnan，“can go and inform Monsieur Laporte，instead．”


“I shall have to give you a password to use with a certain person of the Louvre．Otherwise，you’d never be admitted．But you must promise to forget this password as soon as you have used it．”

“By my honor！”said D’Artagnan，with an accent so truthful that no one could mistake it．

“Alright，but I．．．where shall I go meanwhile？”

“You can go to the home of my friend，Athos．I have a key．”

“Will that be safe？Where does he live？”

“Rue Ferou．It’ll be perfectly safe．Let’s hurry．”

Both resumed their way．When they arrived，Athos was not within．

“Remain here，fasten the door inside，and open it to no one unless you hear three taps like this；”and he tapped out a distinct rhythm on the door．

“That is well，”said Madame Bonacieux．“Now，in my turn，let me give you my instructions．．．”

A short while later，following to the letter，every word of the Madame’s instructions，D’Artagnan managed to gain the audience of Laporte，who，after hearing the news，immediately set out to meet with his goddaughter．

D’Artagnan，after a good part of an hour reflecting on his future loves，found himself in the Rue Guenegaud，near the Louvre，where he saw two persons coming out of the Rue Dauphine whose appearance very much struck
 him．Of the two persons who composed this group，one was a man and the other a woman．The woman had the outline of Madame Bonacieux；the man resembled Aramis so much as to be mistaken for him．The woman’s hood was pulled down，and the man held a handkerchief to his face．Both，as this double precaution indicated，had an interest in not being recognized．

D’Artagnan followed them．He felt at that instant all the suspicions of jealousy agitating his heart．Blood and anger mounted to his face；he was resolved to solve the mystery．

The young man and young woman perceived they were being watched，and redoubled their speed．D’Artagnan determined upon his course and stopped before them．

“What do you want，monsieur？”demanded the Musketeer with a foreign accent，which proved to D’Artagnan that he was not Aramis．

“It seems I know this woman，”D’Artagnan said．

“Take my arm，Madame，”said the stranger，“and let us continue our way．”

The Musketeer advanced two steps，and pushed D’Artagnan aside with his hand．D’Artagnan made a spring backward and drew his sword．At the same time，and with the rapidity of lightning，the stranger drew his．

“In the name of heaven，my Lord！”cried Madame
 Bonacieux，throwing herself between the combatants and seizing the swords with her hands．

“My Lord！”cried D’Artagnan，enlightened by a sudden idea，“My Lord！Pardon me，monsieur，but you are not．．．”

“My Lord the Duke of Buckingham，”said Madame Bonacieux，in an undertone；“and now you may ruin us all．”

“My Lord，Madame，I ask a hundred pardons！Pardon me，and then tell me how I can risk my life to serve your Grace？”

“You are a brave young man，”said Buckingham，holding out his hand to D’Artagnan，who pressed it respectfully．“You offer me your services；with the same frankness Iaccept them．Follow us at a distance of twenty paces，as far as the Louvre，and if anyone watches us，kill him！”

D’Artagnan followed them，ready to execute the instructions of the noble and elegant minister of Charles I．Fortunately，he had no opportunity to give the duke this proof of his devotion，and the young woman and the handsome Musketeer entered the Louvre by a side door without any interference．


注释

lodge［lɔdʒ］vi．临时住宿，寄宿（某人家）

exempt［i gʹzempt］v．免除

convert［kənʹvəːt］vt．把…改变为，变换成

observatory［əbʹzəːvətəri］n．观察台；瞭望台

probability［ ̩ prɔbəʹbiliti］n．可能性

moan［məun］n．呻吟

endeavor［inʹdevə］vi．尽力，努力

stifle［ʹstaifl］vt．使窒息

villain［ʹvilən］n．坏人，恶棍

prudence［ʹpruːdəns］n．审慎

restrain［risʹtrein］vt．抑制，制止

indistinct［ ̩ indisʹtiƞkt］adj．不清楚的，模糊的，朦胧的

partition［p aːʹtiʃən］n．分隔物；隔板；间壁

victim［ʹviktim］n．受害人

dwell［dwel］vi．居住，踌躇

clash［klæʃ］v．发出撞击声，猛撞，冲突

clothe［kləuð］vt．给…穿衣，覆盖

rip［rip］v．撕，裂开，撕裂

numerous［ʹnjuːmərəs］adj．众多的，许多的，无数的

armchair［ʹaːmtʃɛə］n．扶手椅子

liberator［ʹlibə ̩ reitə］n．解放者，释放者

robber［ʹrɔbə］n．强盗，盗贼

agent［ʹeidʒənt］n．间谍，密探，特务

innocence［ʹinəsns］n．清白

misfortune［misʹfɔːtʃən］n．不幸，灾祸

kidnap［ʹkidnæp］vt．绑架

breathlessly［ʹbreθlisli］adv．气喘地，屏息地

precisely［priʹsaisli］adv．精确地；明确地

password［ʹp aːswəːd］n．密码，口令


truthful［ʹtruːθful］adj．诚实的，说实话的

distinct［disʹtiƞkt］adj．清楚的，独特的

rhythm［ʹriðəm］n．节奏，韵律

reflect［riʹflekt］vi．思考，沉思，反省（on，upon）

compose［kəmʹpəuz］v．组成

outline［ʹəutlain］n．轮廓，外形

resemble［riʹzembl］vt．象，类似

hood［hud］n．头巾，兜帽

precaution［priʹkɔːʃən］n．预防，警惕，防范

indicate［ʹindikeit］vt．显示

suspicion［səsʹpiʃən］n．猜疑，怀疑

agitate［ʹædʒiteit］vt．使激动，使不安，使焦躁

resolved［riʹzɔlvd］adj．下定决心的，断然的

solve［sɔlv］vt．解决，解答

redouble［riʹdʌbl］v．加倍，加强

lightning［ʹlaitniƞ］n．闪电

enlighten［inʹlaitn］vt．使摆脱偏见，明悉

undertone［ʹʌndə ̩ təun］n．低音，小声

frankness［fræƞknis］n．率直，坦白

execute［ʹeksikjuːt］vt．执行，实行

elegant［ʹeli gənt］adj．文雅的，端庄的

opportunity［ ̩ ɔpəʹtjuːniti］n．机会，时机

proof［pruːf］n．证据

interference［ ̩ intəʹfiərəns］n．干涉



CHAPTER 9 In Which the Plot Thickens

His part being done，the thoughtful D’Artagnan took the longest way toward M．de Treville’s hotel．He was thinking of Madame Bonacieux．For an ap prentice Musketeer，the young woman was almost an ideal of love．Pretty，mysterious，initiated in almost all the secrets of the court，which reflected such a charming gravity over her pleasing features．Moreover，D’Artagnan had delivered her from the hands of the villains who wished to search and ill-treat her；and this important service had established between them one of those sentiments of gratitude which so easily assume a more tender character．

And M．Bonacieux？We are compelled to admit to our readers that D’Artagnan thought nothing about him in any way；or that if he did think of him，it was only to say to himself that he was very well where he was，wherever it might be．Love is the most selfish of all passions．

注释

thoughtful［ʹθɔːtful］adj．深思的

apprentice［əʹprentis］n．学徒

ideal［aiʹdiəl］adj．理想的，完美的

initiate［iʹniʃieit］v．开始，发起

gravity［ʹg ræviti］n．认真，严肃，庄重


feature［ʹfiːtʃə］n容貌，特色

moreover［mɔːʹrəuvə］adv．而且，此外

establish［isʹtæbliʃ］v．建立

sentiment［ʹsentimənt］n．情感，感情

gratitude［ʹg rætitjuːd］n．感谢的心情

compel［kəmʹpel］vt．强迫，迫使

selfish［ʹselfiʃ］adj．自私的

passion［ʹpæʃən］n．激情，热情



CHAPTER 10 Monsieur Bonacieux

In the evening，about nine o’clock，Monsieur Bonacieux heard steps approaching his cell．A moment later，the door was thrown open，and the guards appeared．

“Follow me，”said an officer，who came up behind the guards．

“Ah，my God，my God！”murmured the poor landlord，“now，indeed，I am lost！”And he followed the guards who came for him，mechanically and without resistance．

At length，at the gate of the entrance to the Bastille，he found a carriage surrounded by four guards on horseback．They made him enter this carriage，the officer placed himself by his side，the door was locked，and they were left in a rolling prison．

Over the course of the journey，Monsieur Bonacieux approached and passed several execution grounds．This was more than poor Bonacieux could endure．He uttered a feeble groan which might have been taken for the last sigh of a dying man，and fainted．When he awoke a short time later，he found himself sitting on a comfortable bench in a luxuriously decorated waiting room．An officer then came up to the prisoner．“Is your name
 Bonacieux？”

“Yes，Officer，”replied the landlord，more dead than alive，“at your service．”

“Then come with me，”said the officer．

And he led the prisoner across the room to a large set of doors，motioning for him to enter．The latter obeyed without reply，and entered the chamber，where he appeared to be expected．

It was a large room，with a square table at one side，covered with books and papers，upon which was unrolled an im mense plan of the city of La Rochelle．

Standing before the chimney was a man of medlum height，of an arrogant，proud face and piercing eyes．Although this man was scarcely thirty-six or thirty-seven years of age，hair and mustache all had begun to be gray．

This man was Armand Jean Duplessis，Cardinal de Richelieu，one of the most extraordinary men that ever lived．

The poor landlord remained standing at the door，while the eyes of the cardinal were fixed upon him，and appeared to wish to penetrate even into the depths of the past．

He had in his hands the report from the Bastille regarding Bonacieux．

“You are accused of high treason，”said the cardinal，slowly．


“Treason？”cried Bonacieux．

“You have conspired with your wife，with Madame de Chevreuse，and with my Lord Duke of Buckingham．”

“Indeed，Your Eminence，I have heard my wife pronounce all those names．”

“And on what occasion？”

“She said that the Cardinal de Richelieu had drawn the Duke of Buckingham to Paris to ruin him and to ruin the queen．”

“She said that？”cried the cardinal，with violence．

“Yes，sir．”

“Do you know what has become of your wife？”

“No，sir．I only know that she was kidnapped by a tall，rather dark man with a scar on his face．”

“Yes，well，it seems that she has escaped．”

“Really，sir？”

“Perhaps you could reveal to the cardinal all you know of your wife’s relations with Madame de Chevreuse．”

“But，sir，I know nothing about them；I have never seen her．”

“When you went to fetch your wife from the Louvre，did you always return directly home？”

“Scarcely ever；she had business to transact with linen makers，to whose houses I conducted her．There were two of them：one on Rue de Vaugirard，the other on Rue
 de la Harpe．”

“Do you know the numbers？”

“Yes．No．25 on the Rue de Vaugirard；75 on the Rue de la Harpe．”

The cardinal took up a silver bell，and rang it；the officer entered．

“Go，”said he，in a subdued voice，“and find Rochefort．Tell him to come to me immediately．”

The officer sprang out of the apartment with that eagerness which all the servants of the cardinal displayed in obeying him．Five seconds later a new personage entered．

“It is he！”cried Bonacieux．

“He！What he？”asked the cardinal．

“The man who kidnapped my wife．”

The cardinal rang a second time．The officer reappeared．

“Place this man in the care of his guards again，and let him wait till I send for him．”

The officer took Bonacieux by the arm，and led him away．

The moment the door closed，the new personage spoke．“They have seen each other．”

“Who？”asked his Eminence．

“The Queen and the Duke．”

“Ah，we are beaten！Now let us try to take our revenge．What do we know about it all？”


“Well，we know that of all the Queen’s chambermaids，only Donna Estafania accompanied her to the secret meeting．We also know that the Queen’s twelve diamonds，a gift from the King，are now gone from her room．She kept them in a small wooden box，which was present before the meeting and now disappeared．”

“Is our spy of opinion that the Queen gave them to Buckingham？”

“She is sure of it．”

“Alright，very good．Now，do you know where the Duchess de Chevreuse and the Duke of Buckingham are now concealed？”

“No，your Eminence；my people could tell me nothing on that head．”

“Send some people to the Rue de Vaugirard，No．25；the other to the Rue de la Harpe，No．75．I have a feeling that they were hiding there．”

“Instantly，your Eminence．”And Rochefort went hastily out of the apartment．

The cardinal being left alone，reflected for an instant，and then rang the bell a third time．The same officer appeared．

“Give our prisoner one hundred pistoles and let him go free．I have a feeling that this will make him quite useful to me in the future．”

The guard immediately left the room．Moments later
 the cardinal could hear shouting from somewhere beyond his door：“Long live the cardinal．God bless him and keep him well！Long live his Eminence！”

As soon as Bonacieux’s voice died away in the distance，the cardinal began to examine with the greatest attention the map of La Rochelle on the desk．For quite some time he studied it，thinking strategically all the while，when the door opened，and Rochefort returned．

“Well？”said the cardinal．

“Well，”replied the latter，“a young woman of about twenty-six or twenty-eight years of age，and a man of from thirty-five to forty，have indeed lodged at the two houses pointed out by your Eminence；but the woman left last night，and the man this morning．”

“It was they！”cried the cardinal，looking at the clock．“That is all for now，Count．Thank you．”

Left alone，the cardinal seated himself again and wrote a letter，which he secured with his special seal．Then he called for one of his men to deliver it personally to London．

Here is what the letter contained：

“Milady，be at the first ball at which the Duke of Buckingham shall be present．He will wear on his coat twelve diamonds；get as near to him as you can，and cut off two．As soon as these are in your possession，inform me．”


注释

mechanically［miʹkænikəli］adv机械地

resistance［riʹzistəns］n．反抗，抵抗

execution［ ̩ eksiʹkjuːʃən］n．实行，完成，执行，死刑

endure［inʹdjuə］v．耐久，忍耐

utter［ʹʌtə］vt．发出，做声

groan［g rəun］n．呻吟，叹息

luxuriously［lʌgʹzjuəriəsli］adv．奢侈地，豪华地

unroll［ʌnʹrəul］v．解开，打开

immense［iʹmens］adj．极广大的

chimney［ʹtʃimni］n．烟囱，灯罩

arrogant［ʹærəgənt］adj．傲慢的，自大的

piercing［ʹpiəsiƞ］adj．刺穿的

mustache［məsʹt aːʃ］n．髭，胡子

penetrate［ʹpenitreit］vt．穿透，看穿，洞察

accuse［əʹkjuːz］vt．控告，谴责，非难

treason［ʹtriːzn］n．谋反，叛国罪

conspire［kənʹspaiə］v．共谋，阴谋

eminence［ʹeminəns］n．出众，显赫

reveal［riʹviːl］vt．显示，揭示，暴露

transact［trænʹzækt］v．办理，谈判，处理

la法语定冠词，相当于英语冠词the

subdued［sʌbʹdjud］adj．被抑制的，减弱的

display［diʹsplei］vt．显示

personage［ʹpəːsənidʒ］n．个人

revenge［riʹvendʒ］n．报仇，复仇

chambermaid［ʹtʃeimbəmeid］n．（寝室的）侍女

accompany［əʹkʌmpəni］vt．陪伴

hastily［ʹheistili］adv．急速地

strategically［strəʹtiːdʒikəli］adv．战略上

secure［siʹkjuə］v．保护



CHAPTER 11 M．Seguier，Keeper of the Seals，Visits the Queen

“Your Majesty，I have something rather serious to discuss with you．Buckingham has been in Paris five days，and only left this morning．”

It is impossible to form an idea of the impression these few words，spoken calculatedly by Cardinal Richelieu，made upon Louis XIII．He grew pale and red alternately．

“Buckingham in Paris！”cried the king，“and why does he come？”

“To conspire，no doubt，with your enemies，the Huguenots of La Rochelle and the Spanish．”

“No，no！He has come to conspire against my honor with the queen’s sister，Madame de Chevreuse，Madame de Longueville，and．．．I long ago determined to put an end to all these petty intrigues of policy and love．The Queen has near her a certain Laporte．”

“Who，I believe，is the mainspring of all this，I confess，”said the cardinal．

“You think then，as I do，that she deceives me？”said the king．

“I believe，and I repeat it to your Majesty，that the queen conspires against the power of the king，but I have
 not spoken against his honor．”

“And I—I tell you against both．I tell you the queen does not love me；I tell you she loves another；I tell you she loves that infamous Buckingham！I heard that she was writing much of the day yesterday．I’m sure it was to him！I insist on seeing those letters．”

“There is but one way．”

“What is that？”

“That would be to charge Monsieur de Seguier，the keeper of the seals，with this mission．”

“Let him be sent for an instant．”

At that moment，the queen was in her quarters in the midst of her women．One of them was reading aloud，and everybody was listening to her with attention with the exception of the queen，who had，on the contrary，desired this reading in order that she might be able，while pretending to listen，to pursue the thread of her own thoughts．

Anne of Austria，as the queen was also known，deprived of the confidence of her husband，pursued by the hatred of the cardinal，who could not pardon her for having rejected a more tender feeling，had seen her most devoted servants fall around her，her most intimate friends，her dearest favorites．Her friendship was a fatal sign which called down punishment．Madame de Chev-
 reuse and Madame de Bernet were exiled，and Laporte did not conceal from his mistress that he expected to be arrested every instant．

It was at the moment when she was plunged in the deepest and darkest of these reflections that the door of the chamber opened，and Chancellor Seguier entered，half smiling，half blushing．

“What do you desire，monsieur，”asked the queen，arrogantly，“and with what object do you present yourself here？”

“To make，madame，in the name of the king，a close examination into all your papers．”

“How，monsieur，an investigation of my papers—mine！Truly，this is an indignity！”

“Be kind enough to pardon me，madame；but in this circumstance I am but the instrument which the king employs．”

“Well，the spies of the cardinal have served him faithfully．I have written a letter today；that letter is not yet gone．The letter is here．”And the queen laid her beautiful hand on her bosom．

“Then give me that letter，Madame，”said the chancellor．

“I will give it to none but the king，”said Anne．

“He has charged me to take it from you，even if I
 must take it directly from your person．”

“What horror！”cried the queen．

The chancellor then approached Anne of Austria and stretched forth his hands toward the place where the queen had acknowledged the paper was to be found．The queen took one step backward，became so pale that it might be said she was dying，and，leaning with her left hand upon a table behind her to keep herself from falling，she drew the paper from her bosom and held it out to the keeper of the seals．

“There，Monsieur，there is that letter！”cried the queen，with a broken and trembling voice；“take it，and deliver me from your disgusting presence．”

The chancellor，who，on his part，trembled with an emotion easily to be conceived，took the letter，bowed to the ground，and retired．The door was scarcely closed upon him，when the queen sank，half fainting，into the arms of her women．

The chancellor carried the letter to the king without having read a single word of it．The king took it with a trembling hand，looked for the address，which was wanting，became very pale，opened it slowly，then，seeing by the first words that it was addressed to the King of Spain，he read it rapidly．

It was nothing but a plan of attack against the cardi-
 nal．The queen pressed her brother and the Emperor of Austria to declare war against France，and as a condition of peace，to insist upon the dismissal of the cardinal；but as to love，there was not a single word about it in all the letter．

The king，quite delighted，inquired if the cardinal was still at the Louvre；he was told that his Eminence awaited the orders of his Majesty in the business cabinet．The king went straight to him．

“There，Duke，”said he，“you were right and I was wrong．The whole intrigue is political，and there is not the least question of love in this letter；but，on the other hand，there is abundant question of you．”

The cardinal took the letter，and read it with the greatest attention；then，when he had arrived at the end of it，he read it a second time．“Well，your Majesty，”said he，“it appears that，even though I do not share the same hatred，the queen is my enemy．But she is not yours．On the contrary，she is a devoted wife．Allow me，then，to suggest that you immediately seek to repair the offense you have just given her．”

“What！I make the first advances？”said the king．“Never！”

“Sir，you must．”

“Ha！And in what manner can I make advances
 first？”

“By giving a ball for her．You know how much the queen loves dancing．Besides，it will be an opportunity for her to wear those beautiful diamonds which you gave her recently on her birthday and with which she has since had no occasion to adorn herself．”

“We shall see，Monsieur Cardinal，we shall see，”said the king，who，in his joy at finding the queen guilty of a crime which he cared little about，and innocent of a fault of which he had great dread，was ready to make up all differences with her．

Anne of Austria was much astonished the next day to see the king make some attempts at reconciliation with her．Her first movement was repellent．Her womanly pride and her queenly dignity had both been so cruelly offended that she could not come round at the first advance；but，overpersuaded by the advice of her women，she at last had the appearance of beginning to forget．The king took advantage of this favorable moment to tell her that he had the intention of shortly giving a ball．

At this announcement，as the cardinal had predicted，the last trace of the queen’s resentment disappeared．She asked upon what day this ball would take place，but the king replied that he must consult the cardinal upon that head．


Indeed，every day the king asked the cardinal when this ball should take place；and every day the cardinal，under some pretext，deferred fixing it．Ten days passed away thus．

On the eighth day after the scene we have described，the cardinal received a letter with the London stamp which only contained these lines：“I have them，but I am unable to leave London for want of money．Send me five hundred pistoles，and four or five days after I have received them，I shall be in Paris．”

On the same day the cardinal received this letter，the king put his customary question to him．Richelieu immediately suggested a date twelve days away：October Third．

“I look forward to seeing the queen in her splendid diamonds，”he added before leaving the king’s presence．

注释

calculatedly［ʹkælkjuleitidli］adv．故意地

alternately［ɔːlʹtəːnitli］adv．交替地，隔一个地

conspire［kənʹspaiə］v．共谋，阴谋

Huguenots［ʹhjuːgənɔt］n．法国胡格诺派教徒（16～17世纪间）

petty［ʹpeti］adj．小的，卑鄙的

policy［ʹpɔlisi］n．政策，方针

mainspring［ʹmeinspriƞ］n．主要原因


confess［kənʹfes］v．承认，坦白

deceive［diʹsiːv］v．欺骗，行骗

infamous［ʹinfəməs］adj．声名狼籍的

mission［ʹmiʃən］n．使命，任务

exception［ikʹsepʃən］n．除外，例外

pursue［pəʹsjuː］vt．继续，从事

deprive［diʹpraiv］vt．剥夺，使丧失

confidence［ʹkɔnfidəns］n．信心

intimate［ʹintimit］adj．亲密的，隐私的

fatal［ʹfeitl］adj．不幸的，致命的

exile［ʹeksail］vt．放逐，流放

plunge［ʹplʌndʒ］vi．投入，陷入

reflection［riʹflekʃən］n．反省，沉思

blush［ʹblʌʃ］v．脸红，羞愧

arrogantly［ʹærəgəntli］adv．傲慢地

investigation［in ̩ vestiʹg eiʃən］n．调查，研究

circumstance［ʹsəːkəmstəns］n．环境，详情，境况

chancellor［ʹtʃaːnsələ］n．长官，大臣

horror［ʹhɔrə］n．惊骇，恐怖

stretch［ʹstretʃ］v．伸展，伸长

lean［liːn］vi．倚靠，倾斜

disgusting［disʹgʌstiƞ］adj．令人厌恶的

conceive［kənʹsiːv］vt．构思，以为

abundant［əʹbʌndənt］adj．丰富的，充裕的

offense［əʹfens］n．冒犯

adorn［əʹdɔːn］v．装饰

innocent［ʹinəsnt］adj．清白的，无罪的

dread［dred］v．惧怕，担心

reconciliation［ ̩ rekənsiliʹeiʃən］n．和解，调和，顺从


repellent［riʹpelənt］adj．排斥的

dignity［ʹdi g niti］n．尊严，高贵

offend［əʹfend］v．冒犯，得罪

over-persuade［ʹəuvəpəʹsweid］vt．强行说服

favorable［ʹfeivərəbl］adj．有利的，良好的

intention［inʹtenʃən］n．意图，目的

predict［priʹdikt］v．预知，预言，预报

trace［treis］n．痕迹，踪迹

resentment［riʹzentmənt］n．怨恨，愤恨

consult［kənʹsʌlt］v．商量

pretext［ʹpriːtekst］n．借口，托辞

defer［diʹfəː］vt．使推迟，使延期



CHAPTER 12 Bonacieux at Home

When Louis XIII informed his queen of the coming ball and of his desire for her to wear her birthday diamonds，poor Anne of Austria nearly fainted on the spot．Once alone，she broke down in tears．

In fact，her position was terrible．Buckingham had returned to London；Madame de Chevreuse was at Tours．Laporte could not leave the Louvre；she had not a soul in the world in whom she could confide．

“Can I be of service to your Majesty？”said a voice，all at once full of sweetness and pity．

The queen turned and found standing at one of the doors the pretty Madame Bonacieux．She had been engaged in arranging the dresses and linen in a closet when the king entered；she could not get out and had heard all．

“Oh，fear nothing，Madame！”said the young woman，clasping her hands and weeping herself at the queen’s sorrows；“I believe I have discovered a means of getting you out of this trouble．”

“But can I trust you？”asked the queen．

“Upon my soul，I am ready to die for your Majesty！”“Thank God！Tell me your plan，please！”

“Write a letter explaining the situation and we will send a man to the Duke of Buckingham to retrieve those
 diamonds．I shall send my husband．He is honest and can be counted upon．”

The queen took the two hands of the young woman with a burst of emotion，gazed at her as if to read her very heart，and seeing nothing but sincerity in her beautiful eyes，embraced her tenderly．

Ten minutes afterward Madame Bonacieux was at home．She had only seen her husband once since his release from Bastille．Then，having to tend to her duties in the Louvre，they were separated for five days．

Upon seeing his wife enter their home，Bonacieux manifested real joy and advanced toward his wife with open arms．Madame Bonacieux presented her cheek to him．

“Let us talk a little，”said she，not wasting any time．

“Yes．Describe to me your kidnapping，I pray you，and I’ll tell you of my awful time in Bastille．”

“Oh，that’s of no consequence just now，”said Madame Bonacieux．

“Well．．．then speak，”replied Bonacieux，a little hurt by his wife’s lack of concern for his sufferings．

“You must go to London immediately．I will give you a paper which you must not part with on any account，and which you will deliver into the proper hands．The queen needs your help！”


“Ah！Intrigues！Nothing but intrigues！I am aware of them now．Monsieur Cardinal has enlightened me on that head．”

“The cardinal？”cried Madame Bonacieux．“Have you seen the cardinal？”

“He sent for me，”answered Bonacieux，proudly．“He called me his friend！”

“His friend！”

“Yes，Madame；and as his friend and servant，I will not allow you to be concerned in plots against the safety of the state，or to serve the intrigues of a woman who is not French and who has a Spanish heart．”

At once Madame Bonacieux was terrified at having communicated so much．

“At least you should tell me what I should have to do in London，”replied Bonacieux，who remembered a little too late that Rochefort had desired him to endeavor to obtain his wife’s secrets．

“It is of no use for you to know anything about it，”said the young woman，whom an instinctive mistrust now caused her to draw back．“It was about one of those purchases that interest women—a purchase by which much might have been gained．”

But the more the young woman excused herself，the more important Bonacieux thought the secret which she declined to confide to him．He resolved then to hasten
 immediately to the residence of Count Rochefort，and tell him that the queen was seeking for a messenger to send to London．

“Pardon me for quitting you，my dear Madame Bonacieux，”said he；“but，not knowing you would come to see me，I had made an engagement with a friend．I shall soon return．”

Bonacieux kissed his wife’s hand，and set off at a quick pace．

Just as the door had shut behind her husband，a knock came from the ceiling above，followed by the words，“Dear Madame，open for me the little door in the alley，and I will come down to you．”

By the door which the young woman opened for him，D’Artagnan soon entered．

“Allow me to tell you that you have a bad sort of a husband，”he said．

“You have，then，overheard our conversation？”asked Madame Bonacieux，eagerly，and looking at D’Artagnan with disquiet．

“The whole．I understand that the queen wants a brave，intelligent，devoted man to make a journey to London for her．I have at least two of the three qualities you stand in need of，and here I am．”

Madame Bonacieux made no reply；but her heart beat with joy and secret hope shone in her eyes．


“And what guarantee will you give me，”asked she，“if I consent to confide this message to you？”

“My love for you．Speak！Command！What is to be done？”

Madame Bonacieux looked at the young man，restrained for a minute by a last hesitation；but there was such persuasion in his voice，that she felt herself constrained to confide in him．

Then the young woman confided in him the terrible secret．This was their mutual declaration of love．

D’Artagnan was radiant with joy and pride．This secret which he possessed，this woman whom he loved！Confidence and love made him a giant．

“I go，”said he；“I go at once．I will speak with Treville today and get his permission to leave．”

And just seconds later he went out heading straight for the captain’s hotel．

注释

closet［ʹklɔzit］n．壁橱，储藏室

clasp［kl aːsp］v．扣紧，紧握

clasp one’s hands（表示哀求，绝望等）双手十指交叉紧握

weep［ʹwiːp］vt．哭着使…，悲叹，滴下

sorrow［ʹsɔrəu］n．悲哀，悲痛

retrieve［riʹtriːv］v．重新得到

sincerity［sinʹseriti］n．诚挚，真实，真挚

embrace［imʹbreis］vt．拥抱


afterward［ʹaːftəwəd］adv．然后，后来

release［riʹliːs］n．释放

tend［tend］vi．注意，留心（to）

manifest［ʹmænifest］vt．显示，表明，指明

awful［ʹɔːfl］adj．可怕的，糟糕的

consequence［ʹkɔnsikwəns］n．重要的地位（of consequence有势力的；重要的）

plot［plɔt］n．秘密计划（特指阴谋）

endeavor［inʹdevə］vi．尽力，努力

instinctive［inʹstiƞktiv］adj．本能的

purchase［ʹpəːtʃəs］n．买，购买

decline［diʹklain］v．拒绝，衰落

hasten［ʹheisn］v．赶紧

residence［ʹrezidəns］n．居住，住处

alley［ʹæli］n．小路，巷

overhear［ ̩ əuvəʹhiə］vt．无意中听到，偷听

intelligent［inʹtelidʒənt］adj．聪明的

guarantee［ ̩ gærənʹtiː］n．保证，担保

consent［kənʹsent］vi．同意，赞成

hesitation［ ̩ heziʹteiʃən］n．犹豫，踌躇

persuasion［pə（ː）ʹsweiʒən］n．说服，说服力

constrain［kənʹstrein］vt．强迫，抑制

mutual［ʹmjuːtjuəl，ʹmjuːtʃuəl］adj．相互的，共有的

radiant［ʹreidjənt］adj．容光焕发的



CHAPTER 13 The Journey

D’Artagnan had no trouble obtaining leave from M．de Treville，who cared not to hear of the queen’s secret，but simply ordered that the young man do his duty．He also insisted that D’Artagnan be accompanied by Athos，Porthos，and Aramis，for his mission would doubtless be a dangerous one．

Taking his advice，D’Artagnan went first to visit Aramis．After the two friends had been chatting a few moments，a servant from M．de Treville entered，bringing a sealed packet．

“What is that？”asked Aramis．

“The leave of absence Monsieur has asked for，”replied the servant．

“What does all this mean？”asked Aramis．

“Pack up all you want for a journey of a fortnight，and follow me，”said D’Artagnan．

“But I can’t go without knowing where she．．．”Armais then stopped himself，for he had not meant to speak aloud．“Never mind，D’Artagnan．Nothing prevents me，and I am ready to follow you．You say we are going．．．”

“To see Athos now．I beg you to make haste，for we have lost much time already．”

When the two men arrived at Athos’s，they found
 him holding his leave of absence in one hand，and M．de Treville’s note in the other．

“Can you explain to me what signify this leave of absence and this letter，which I have just received？”said the astonished Athos．

At that moment，Porthos entered．“Here is a strange thing！”said he．“Since when，I wonder，in the Musketeers，did they grant men leave of absence without their asking for it？”

“Since，”said D’Artagnan，“they have friends who ask it for them．”

D’Artagnan explained everything to his friends．Understanding that the mission was in the service of the queen，the Musketeers hesitated not a second to comply，and straight away plans were made for making the journey．

At two o’clock in the morning，our four adventurers left Paris．Each of their servants followed，armed to the teeth．

All went well till they arrived at Chantilly，which they reached at about eight o’clock in the morning．There，Porthos ran into trouble with a man，who，during dinner，proposed a toast to the cardinal．They immediately clashed swords．The fight，however，dragged on for quite some time．Seeing as they were in a hurry，the rest of the Musketeers and D’Artagnan decided to carry on
 with their journey．Mounting their horses，they shouted to Porthos to catch up with them as soon as he was finished

At Beauvais they stopped two hours to let their horses rest a little and to wait for Porthos．At the end of two hours，as Porthos did not come，and there was no news of him，they resumed their journey．

At a league from Beauvais，they were suddenly attacked by a team of men，who had been disguised as road workers．Shots were fired and Aramis received a bullet which passed through his shoulder，and Mousqueton，one of the servants，another bullet which lodged in the fleshy part between the legs．

Seeing themselves outnumbered，they all kicked their horses into a run and soon escaped with the exception of Mousqueton，who had fallen from his horse．

They continued at their best speed for two hours，although the horses were so fatigued that it was to be feared they would soon refuse service．At Crevecoeur，Aramis declared he could proceed no farther．He grew more pale every minute，and they were obliged to support him on his horse．They lifted him off at the door of a hotel，left a servant with him，and set forward again for Amiens．

They reached their destination at midnight，and entered at a hotel called the Golden Lily．


The night was quiet enough．However，at four o’clock in the morning they heard a terrible riot in the stables．Grimaud，who was tending the horses，had tried to waken the stable boys，and the stable boys had beaten him．When D’Artagnan opened the window，he saw the poor lad lying senseless，with his head split by a blow with a club．

This began to be annoying．All these successive accidents were perhaps the result of chance；but they might be the fruits of a plot．Athos went down to pay the reckoning，while D’Artagnan and Planchet stood at the street door with the horses．

Athos entered the management room without the least mistrust，and took out two pistoles to pay the bill．The host took the money which Athos offered him，and after turning it over and over in his hands，suddenly cried out that it was false money，and that he would have him and his companions arrested．

“Liar！”cried Athos，going toward him，“I’ll cut your ears off！”

At the same instant，four men，armed to the teeth，entered by side doors，and rushed upon Athos．

“I am taken！”shouted Athos，with all the power of his lungs．“Go on，D’Artagnan！Run！”and he fired two gunshots．

D’Artagnan and Planchet mounted their two horses，
 buried their spurs in their sides，and set off at full speed．

Later that day，at a hundred paces from the gates of Calais，both horses gave out，and could not by any means be made to get up again．Fortunately，as we have said，they were within a hundred paces of the city；they left their two horses upon the high road，and ran toward the harbor．

When they arrived，the captain said that there was only room for one more passenger．D’Artagnan began to try to board，but the captain made him aware of his need for a passport stamp，which could be obtained at a nearby office．

This was a problem for D’Artagnan，as he did not wish to be known under his real name．

Just then，Planchet called his master’s attention to a gentleman who seemed to be heading for that very same office with his servant．D’Artagnan made all speed to come up to this gentleman，who appeared to be in great haste．

“Monsieur，you appear to be in great haste？Do you plan to sail today？”

“Yes I do，and no one can be in greater haste，Monsieur．”

“I am sorry for that，”said D’Artagnan；“for as I am in great haste likewise，I wish to beg you to allow me to sail first．”


“That’s impossible，”said the gentleman．“The king’s service！”

“My own service！”said D’Artagnan．

“Let me pass！”

“You shall not pass．”

“My brave young man，I will blow out your brains．Lubin，my pistols！”

“Planchet，”called out D’Artagnan，“take care of the servant；I will manage the master．”

Planchet sprang upon Lubin；and being strong and vigorous，he soon got him on the broad of his back，and placed his knee upon his breast．

The gentleman drew his sword，and sprang upon D’Artagnan；but he had too strong an adversary．In three seconds D’Artagnan had wounded him three times，exclaiming at each thrust，“One for Athos，one for Porthos；and one for Aramis！”

At the third hit，the gentleman fell like a log．D’Artagnan believed him to be dead，or at least insensible，and went toward him for the purpose of taking his papers；but the moment he extended his hand to search for it，the wounded man，who had not dropped his sword，plunged the point into D’Artagnan’s breast，crying，“One for you！”

“And one for me—the best for last！”cried D’Artagnan，furious，nailing him to the earth with a fourth thrust
 through his body．

This time the gentleman closed his eyes and fainted．D’Artagnan searched his pockets，and took from one of them a booklet and a piece of paper．It was the man’s passport and authorization for passage under orders of the cardinal．It was all in the name of Count de Wardes．

D’Artagnan and Planchet then tied up the servant and left him with his injured master in the wood．

They both set forward as fast as they could toward the passport office．There，D’Artagnan received his stamp，under the name of de Wardes，without difficulty．

“Ah！You have an order signed by the cardinal，”said the officer．

“Yes，Monsieur，”replied D’Artagnan．

“Carry on，then．”

D’Artagnan then made haste to the ship，said goodbye to Planchet，and soon was sailing for England．He had now leisure to look to his wound．Fortunately，it was not dangerous．The point of the sword had touched a rib，and glanced along the bone．Still further，his shirt had stuck to the wound，and he had lost only a few drops of blood．

The next day，at half past ten，D’Artagnan placed his foot on English land，crying，“Here I am at last！”In a few hours he was in the capital．

D’Artagnan did not know London；he did not know a
 word of English，but he wrote the name of Buckingham on a piece of paper，and everyone pointed out to him the way to the duke’s home．

On his arrival at the castle，he learned that Buckingham and the king were hunting in the marshes two or three leagues away．A messenger，who understood French，was then sent to announce the arrival of，“the young man who one evening sought a quarrel with him outside of the Louvre．”

In twenty minutes，the duke of Buckingham came galloping on his horse and rode straight up to D’Artagnan．

“No misfortune has happened to the queen？”cried Buckingham，the instant he came up，throwing all his fear and love into the question．

“I think not．Take this letter．I believe it’s from Her Majesty，”said D’Artagnan．

“From her Majesty！”said Buckingham，becoming so pale that D’Artagnan feared he would faint as he broke the seal．After reading it，he cried，“Dear heavens，what have I read？”Then，turning to his servant，“Please，inform the king that I have urgent business to tend to．Come，Monsieur，come！”and both set off towards his home at full gallop．


注释

fortnight［ʹfɔːtnait］n．两星期

signify［ʹsi g nifai］vt．表示，意味

grant［g r aːnt］vt．同意，准予

comply［kəmʹplai］vi．顺从，答应

adventurer［ədʹventʃərə］n．冒险家

propose［prəʹpəuz］vt．建议，向…提议

toast［təust］n．干杯

disguise［disʹg aiz］v．假装，伪装

fleshy［ʹfleʃi］adj．肉的，肉体的

outnumber［autʹnʌmbə］vt．数目超过，比…多

fatigued［fəʹtiːg d］adj．疲乏的

proceed［prəʹsiːd］vi．进行，继续下去

oblige［əbʹlaidʒ］vt．迫使，责成

be obliged to do sth．不得不（做某事），必须（做某事）

destination［ ̩ destiʹneiʃən］n．目的地

stable［steibl］n．马厩

tend［tend］vt．照应，护理

waken［ʹweikən］vt．唤醒

lad［læd］n．伙计，家伙（呢称）

successive［səkʹsesiv］adj．连续的

reckoning［ʹrekəniƞ］n．账单，结帐

companion［kəmʹpænjən］n．同伴，共事者

liar［ʹlaiə］n．说谎者

gunshot［ʹgʌnʃɔt］n．火炮的单发，射击

spur［spəː］n．踢马剌

likewise［ʹlaik ̩ waiz］adv．同样地，也

pistol［ʹpistəl］n．手枪

vigorous［ʹvi gərəs］adj．健壮的

exclaim［iksʹkleim］v．呼喊，大声叫


log［lɔg］n．圆木，木材

insensible［inʹsensəbl］adj．无知觉的

authorization［ ̩ ɔːθəraiʹzeiʃən］n．授权，认可

leisure［ʹleʒəː］n．空闲

rib［rib］n．肋骨

marsh［m aːʃ］n．湿地，沼泽地

gallop［ʹgæləp］vi．飞驰

urgent［ʹəːdʒənt］adj．紧急的



CHAPTER 14 The Countess De Winter

Once at the duke’s home，D’Artagnan quickly followed Buckingham through several apartments，of an elegance of which even the greatest nobles of France had not even an idea，and arrived at length in a bedchamber which was at once a miracle of taste and of richness．In this chamber was a door concealed in a wall-hanging which the duke opened with a little gold key．The duke invited D’Artagnan in and closed the door after them．

The two found themselves in a small chapel in which hung a large portrait of Anne of Austria．The duke knelt below the painting as a priest might have done before a cross，and picked up a box，which lay on the ground．

“There，”said he，drawing from the box a large bow of blue ribbon all sparkling with diamonds，“there are the precious．．．”

All at once he uttered a terrible cry．

“What is the matter？”exclaimed D’Artagnan，anxiously；“what has happened to you，my Lord？”

“All is lost！”cried Buckingham，becoming as pale as a corpse；“two of the diamonds are missing，there are only ten．”

“Can you have lost them，my Lord，or do you think they have been stolen？”


“The only time I have worn these diamonds was at a ball given by the king eight days ago at Windsor．The Countess de Winter，with whom I had quarreled，became reconciled to me at that ball．That reconciliation was nothing but the vengeance of a jealous woman．I have never seen her since that day．The woman is an agent of the cardinal．．．But，tell me．．．this ball she has written about，when is it to take place？”

“Next Monday．”

“Still five days before us．That’s more time than we want．Patrick！”cried the duke，opening the door of the chapel．His servant appeared．

“My jeweler and my secretary．”

The servant went out with a mute immediacy which showed him accustomed to obey blindly and without reply．

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

“Mr．Jackson，”said he，“go instantly to the Lord Chancellor，and tell him that I charge him with the execution of these orders．I wish them to be carried out immediately．If he questions you，tell him I am determined on war，and that this measure is my first act of hostility against France．”

The secretary bowed and retired．


“We are safe on that side，”said Buckingham，turning toward D’Artagnan．“If the diamonds have not yet gone to Paris，they will not arrive till after you．”

“How so？”

“I have just issued an order for all vessels in his Majesty’s ports to remain in place，and without particular permission，not one dare lift an anchor．”

D’Artagnan looked with disbelief at a man who thus employed the unlimited power with which he was clothed by the confidence of a king in the prosecution of his intrigues．Just then the goldsmith arrived．

“Mr．O’Reilly，”said the duke，leading him into the chapel，“how many days would it require to make two diamonds exactly like these that you see here？There are two missing．”

“Eight days，my Lord．”

“I will give you three thousand pistoles for each if I can have them by the day after tomorrow．”

“My Lord，they shall be yours．”

“Excellent，Mr．O’Reilly；but that is not all．You are my prisoner，and you shall not leave my palace until you finish your work．Name to me such of your workmen as you need，and point out the tools they must bring．And here is，in addition to the price of the diamonds，an order for a thousand pistoles，to make you forget the annoyance I cause you．”


This point settled，the duke turned to D’Artagnan．

“Now，my young friend，”said he，“England is all our own．What do you wish for？What do you desire？”

“A bed，my Lord，”replied D’Artagnan．“At present，I confess，that is the thing I stand most in need of．”

Buckingham gave D’Artagnan a chamber adjoining his own．He wished to have the young man at hand—not that he at all mistrusted him，but for the sake of having someone to whom he could constantly talk of the queen．

Two days later，by eleven o’clock，the two diamonds were finished，and they were so completely imitated，so perfectly alike，that Buckingham could not tell the new ones from the old ones，and experts in such matters would have been deceived as he was．He immediately called D’Artagnan．

“Here，”said he to him，“are the diamonds that you came to bring；and be my witness that I have done all that human power could do．”

“Be satisfied，my Lord，I will tell all that I have seen．”

The duke then handed D’Artagnan a letter．

“Go to the captain，whose name I’ve written on this letter．He will take you to a little port，frequented only by fishermen．From there you’ll find that I’ve carefully planned your safe return to Paris，with the help of some
 people along the way．”

“Thank you，my Lord．”

“Well，now，your hand，young man．Perhaps we shall soon meet on the field of battle，seeing as our countries may be going to war；but in the meantime we shall part good friends，I hope．”

“Yes，my Lord；but with the hope of soon becoming enemies．”

D’Artagnan bowed to the duke，and made his way as quickly as possible to find the captain．Opposite the Tower of London he found the vessel that had been named to him，delivered his letter to the captain，who，after having it examined by the governor of the port made immediate preparations to sail．

As the duke had promised，D’Artagnan’s return to Paris was quite safe and without a single difficulty．Consequently，in little more than twelve hours our friend traveled sixty leagues，ultimately arriving at the hotel of M．de Treville．

The captain received him as if he had seen him that same morning；only，when pressing his hand a little more warmly than usual，he informed him that the company of Dessessart was on duty at the Louvre，and that he might repair at once to his post．


注释

elegance［ʹeli gəns］n．高雅，雅致

bedchamber［ʹbed ̩ tʃeimbə（r）］n．卧室，寝室

miracle［ʹmirəkl］n．奇迹，奇事

chapel［ʹtʃæpəl］n．小礼拜堂，小教堂

portrait［ʹpɔːtrit］n．肖像，人像

kneel［niːl］vi．跪下

priest［priːst］n．牧师

ribbon［ʹribən］n．缎带，丝带

sparkle［ʹsp aːkl］v．发光闪烁

corpse［kɔːps］n．尸体

reconcile［ ̩ rekənsail］vt．使和解

jealous［ʹdʒeləs］adj．妒忌的

jeweler［ʹdʒuːələ（r）］n．宝石匠

mute［mjuːt］adj．无声的，沉默的

accustom［əʹkʌstəm］vt．使习惯于

hostility［hɔsʹtiliti］n．敌意，敌对

issue［ʹiʃuː］vt．发布（命令）

vessel［ʹvesl］n．船

anchor［ʹæƞkə］n．锚

prosecution［ ̩ prɔsiʹkjuːʃən］n．进行

goldsmith［ʹgəuldsmiθ］n．金匠

workman［ʹwəːkmən］n．工人，工匠

annoyance［əʹnɔiəns］n．烦恼，可厌之事

adjoin［əʹdʒɔin］v．邻接，毗连

imitate［ʹimiteit］vt．模仿，仿制，仿造

deceive［diʹsiːv］v．欺骗，行骗

ultimately［ʹʌltimətli］adv．最后，终于



CHAPTER 15 The Ballet of La Merlaison

The next day，nothing was talked of in Paris but the ball which the council of the city was to give to the king and queen，and in which their Majesties were to dance the famous La Merlaison—the favorite ballet of the king．

At six in the evening，the guests began to come．As fast as they entered，they were placed in the grand salon，on the platforms prepared for them．

The king came out first from his room，accompanied by Monsieur the President．The cardinal，seeing him，drew near and placed in the king’s hand a small box．The king opened it，and found in it two diamonds．

“What does this mean？”demanded he of the cardinal．

“Nothing，”replied the latter；“only，if the queen has the diamonds，which I very much doubt，count them，sir，and if you only find ten，ask her Majesty who could have stolen from her the two diamonds that are here．”

The king looked at the cardinal as if to question him；but he had not time to address any question to him—a cry of admiration burst from every mouth．If the king，in his hunting costume，appeared to be the first gentleman of his kingdom，the queen was without doubt the most beautiful woman in France．


She walked next to Madame the President．On her left shoulder sparkled the diamonds in question．

The king trembled with joy and the cardinal with anger；although，distant as they were from the queen，they could not count the diamonds．The queen had them．The only question was，had she ten or twelve？

At that moment the violins sounded the signal for the ballet．The king advanced toward Madame the President，with whom he was to dance，and his Monsieur the President with the queen．They took their places，and the ballet began．

The king danced facing the queen，and every time he passed by her，he devoured with his eyes those diamonds of which he could not ascertain the number．A cold sweat covered the brow of the cardinal．

The ballet lasted an hour and ended amid the applause of the whole assemblage，and everyone reconducted his lady to her place；but the king took advantage of the privilege he had of leaving his lady，to advance eagerly toward the queen．

“I think you may be missing two diamonds，and I have brought them back to you．”

“You are giving me，then，two more：I shall have fourteen，”the queen said in pretended surprise．

In fact，the king counted them，and the twelve diamonds were all on her Majesty’s shoulder．


The king called to the cardinal．

“What does this mean，Monsieur Cardinal？”asked the king in a severe tone．

“This means，sir，”replied the cardinal，“that I was desirous of presenting Her Majesty with these two diamonds，and that not daring to offer them myself，I adopted this means of inducing her to accept them．”

“And I am the more grateful to your Eminence，”replied Anne of Austria，with a smile that proved she was not the fool of this ingenious gallantry，“from being certain that these two diamonds alone have cost you as much as all the others cost his Majesty．”

Then saluting the king and the cardinal，the queen left the ball to retire to her room．

注释

salon［səʹluːn］n．大会客室，公共大厅

costume［ʹkɔstjuːm］n．装束，服装

devour［diʹvauə］vt．贪看，贪听

brow［brau］n．眉毛，额

amid［əʹmid］prep．在…中

applause［əʹplɔːz］n．鼓掌欢迎，欢呼

privilege［ʹprivilidʒ］n．特权，特别待遇，特免严厉的

adopt［əʹdɔpt］vt．采用

induce［inʹdjuːs］vt．促使

ingenious［inʹdʒiːnjəs］adj．巧妙的

gallantry［ʹgæləntri］n．对女子献殷勤

salute［səʹluːt］v．行礼致敬，敬礼



CHAPTER 16 The Meeting

D’Artagnan，with pride，while guarding the ball，had witnessed the queen’s great triumph over the cardinal．The proceedings now over，it being nearly four in the morning，he headed home．

Upon arriving，he found the door of his passage open，sprang up the stairs and knocked softly in a manner agreed upon between him and his servant．Planchet，whom he had not seen since departing for England，opened the door for him．

“Welcome back，sir．I found a letter in your bedroom，along with a small box，”Planchet said．

“And where is this letter and box？”

“I left it where I found it：in your bed．”

The young man darted into his chamber，and opened the letter．It was from Madame Bonacieux，and was expressed in these terms：

“There are many thanks to be offered to you，and to be transmitted to you．Enclosed you will find a ring given by the queen．As a second reward，be this evening about ten o’clock at St．Cloud—C．B．”

This was D’Artagnan’s first lover’s meeting．His heart swelled with joy．He read and reread the letter．Then he kissed and rekissed twenty times the lines traced
 by the hand of his beautiful mistress．He slipped the ring on his finger and admired it for a while．At length he went to bed，fell asleep，and had golden dreams．

D’Artagnan slept most of the day．At nine o’clock that evening，he and Planchet，both well-armed，mounted their horses and departed quietly for St．Cloud．

When they were just about at their destination，D’Artagnan stopped and said to Planchet：“I will go on from here alone．If you are cold，you can go into one of those pubs that you see over there，and be in waiting for me at the door by six o’clock in the morning．”

D’Artagnan sprang from his horse and departed at a quick pace，folding his cloak around himself．Instead of following the main street he took a sort of retired lane，and found himself soon in St．Cloud．It was situated in a very private spot．He gained the place appointed，and as no signal had been given him by which to announce his presence，he waited．

In front of him was a small building with warm lights glowing from inside．He wondered if she were waiting for him in there．He ran up to the building and peered through one of its windows．Much to his horror and surprise，he found the interior in fearful disorder．One of the windows was broken，the door of the chamber had been beaten in and hung，split in two，on its hinges．A table，which had been covered with an elegant supper，
 was overturned．Everything in the apartment gave evidence of a violent and desperate struggle．D’Artagnan hastened to descend into the street，his heart beating frightfully．

He then noticed a cottage，silent and obscure，just across the square，which had no doubt seen all，and could tell its tale．He went up to the cabin and knocked．At length，an old，worm-eaten shutter was opened，and D’Artagnan glimpsed the head of an old man．

“In the name of heaven！”cried D’Artagnan，“listen to me；I was supposed to meet someone here this evening．They have not come．Has anything particular happened in the neighborhood？”

The old man read so much truth and so much grief in the face of the young man that he made him a sign to listen，and said in a low voice：“At around nine o’clock，I saw three men bring up a carriage quietly，which a little man，stout，short and elderly，climbed out of．This man placed a ladder against the wall of that building over there，ascended，and looked suspiciously in at the window before coming as quietly as he had gone up，and whispered，‘It is she！’Immediately，a tall，dark fellow approached the door of the building，opened it with a key he had in his hand，closed the door and disappeared．The little old man remained at the coach door．All at once a great cry resounded from inside，and a woman came to
 the window．She then fell back and I saw no more；but I heard the noise of breaking furniture．The woman screamed，and cried for help；but her cries were soon stifled．The dark man reappeared，bearing the woman in his arms，and carried her to the carriage，into which the little old man got in after her．The carriage went off at a quick pace，escorted by the three horsemen，and all was over．From that moment，I have neither seen nor heard anything．”

“Oh，poor woman，poor woman，what have they done with you？”cried D’Artagnan．Then composing himself again he thanked the man and left．

With a heavy heart，D’Artagnan bent his way toward the ferry．His mind was torn by doubt，grief，and despair．

“Oh，if I had my three friends here，”cried he，“I should have，at least，some hopes of finding her；but who knows what has become of them？”

It was past midnight；the next thing was to find Planchet．D’Artagnan went successively into all the pubs in which there was a light，but could not find Planchet in any of them．

Seeing that his search would be pointless until the appointed hour of six o’clock，D’Artagnan decided to hide himself away in a corner of a pub，in order to wait until morning．He purchased a mug of beer，and then sitting
 in the darkest corner of the room，laid his head on his arms and fell asleep．

In the morning，he awoke，happy to find himself left alone and not bothered．He immediately rose and went outside．The first thing he perceived through the damp gray mist was honest Planchet，who，with the two horses in hand，awaited him at the door of a little blind pub，before which D’Artagnan had passed without even a suspicion of its existence．

注释

witness［ʹwitnis］vt．目击

triumph［ʹtraiəmf］n．胜利，成功

proceeding［prəʹsiːdiƞ］n．行动

dart［d aːt］v．飞奔，投掷

transmit［ʹtrænz ̩ mit］vt．转送，传达

enclose［inʹkləuz］vt．附寄

swell［swel］v．（感情）激昂，兴奋

trace［treis］vt．描绘

lane［lein］n．（乡间）小路，巷

situate［ʹsitjueit］vt．使位于，使处于

glow［g ləu］vi．发光，发热

peer［piə］vi．凝视，窥视

interior［inʹtiəriə］n．内部

disorder［disʹɔːdə］n．杂乱，混乱，无秩序状态

hinge［hindʒ］n．（门、盖等的）铰链

overturn［ ̩ əuvəʹtəːn］vt．推翻，颠倒

desperate［ʹdespərit］adj．不顾一切的，拚死的


frightful［ʹfraitful］adj．可怕的，非常的

obscure［əbʹskjuə］adj．暗的，不引人注目的

cabin［ʹkæbin］n．小屋

shutter［ʹʃʌtə］n．窗板

glimpse［g limps］v．瞥见

grief［g riːf］n．悲痛，忧伤

stout［staut］adj．矮胖的

suspiciously［səsʹpiʃəsli］adv．猜疑着，怀疑着

escort［isʹkɔːt］v．护卫，护送

horseman［ʹhɔːsmæn］n．骑师，马兵

compose［kəmʹpəuz］vt．使安定，使平静

compose oneself使自己镇定下来

ferry［ʹferi］n．渡船，渡口

despair［disʹpɛə］n．绝望，失望

successively［səkʹsesivli］adv．接连地，继续地

pointless［ʹpɔintlis］adj．无意义的

purchase［ʹpəːtʃəs］vt．买，购买

mug［mʌg］n．杯子

bothered［ʹbʌðəd］adj．受打扰的

damp［dæmp］adj．潮湿的

suspicion［səsʹpiʃən］n．猜疑，怀疑



CHAPTER 17 Porthos

Instead of returning directly home，D’Artagnan went to see M．de Treville．The captain listened to the young man’s account with a seriousness which proved that he saw something else in this adventure besides a love affair．When D’Artagnan had finished，he said，“Hum！All this savors of his Eminence，a league off．”

“But what is to be done？”said D’Artagnan．

“First，tell me what has happened to your Musketeer friends．I haven’t seen or heard from them．”

“Well，I left them on my road—Porthos at Chantilly，with a duel on his hands；Aramis at Crevecoeur，with a ball in his shoulder；and Athos at Amiens，detained by an accusation of bearing false money．”

“And how the devil did you escape？”

“By a miracle，sir．With a sword thrust in my breast，and by nailing the Count De Wardes on the side road to Calais．”

“There！De Wardes，one of the cardinal’s men，a cousin of Rochefort！Stop，my friend，I have an idea．You ought to quit Paris as soon as possible．The cardinal is sure to be after revenge now．Go find your missing friends，from whom I haven’t heard a word．I will see the queen；I will relate to her the details of the disappearance
 of this poor woman，of which she is no doubt ignorant．These details will guide her on her part，and on your return，I shall perhaps have some good news to tell you．Rely on me．”

D’Artagnan bowed to him and went out．Determined to put the advice of M．de Treville in practice instantly，he directed his course toward the Rue des Fossoyeurs，in order to superintend the packing of his bags．On approaching the house，he perceived M．Bonacieux in morning costume，standing at his threshold．D’Artagnan looked at him with more attention than he had done before．All falsehood is a mask；and however well made the mask may be，with a little attention we may always succeed in distinguishing it from the true face．It appeared，then，to D’Artagnan that M．Bonacieux wore a mask，and likewise，that mask was most disagreeable to look upon．He was about to pass without speaking to him，but M．Bonacieux approached him．

“Well，young man，”said he，“we appear to pass rather gay nights！Seven o’clock in the morning！But where the devil were you last night，my young master？It does not appear to be very clean in the crossroads．”

D’Artagnan glanced down at his boots，all covered with mud；but that same glance fell upon the shoes and stockings of his landlord，and it might have been said they had been dipped in the same mud heap．Both were
 stained with splashes of mud of the same appearance．

Then a sudden idea crossed the mind of D’Artagnan．That little stout man，short and elderly，that the fellow at St．Cloud described，was Bonacieux himself．The husband had presided at the kidnapping of his wife．

A terrible inclination seized D’Artagnan to grasp the landlord by the throat and strangle him；but，as we have said，he was a very prudent youth，and he restrained himself．If Bonacieux knew where his wife was，one might，by extreme means，force him to open his teeth and let his secret escape．The question，then，was how to change this probability into a certainty．

Without answering the landlord’s question，D’Artagnan said：“Pardon，my dear Monsieur Bonacieux，but nothing makes one so thirsty as want of sleep．Allow me to take a glass of water in your apartment；you know that is never refused among neighbors．”

Without waiting for the permission of his host，D’Artagnan went quickly into the house，and cast a rapid glance at the bed．It had not been used．M．Bonacievx had only been back an hour or two；he had accompanied his wife to the place of her confinement，or else at least to the first relay．

“Thanks，Monsieur Bonacieux，”said D’Artagnan，emptying his glass，“that is all I wanted of you．I will now go up into my apartment．I will make Planchet brush
 my boots；and when he has done，I will，if you like，send him to you to brush your shoes．”

He left the landlord quite astonished at his singular farewell，and asked himself if he had not been a little inconsiderate．

At the top of the stairs，he found Planchet in a great fright．

“Ah，sir！”cried Planchet，as soon as he perceived his master，“here is more trouble．Guess the visit or I received in your absence．”

“Who has been here？Come，speak．”

“Monsieur de Cavois．”

“The captain of the cardinal’s guards？”

“Himself．”

“Did he come to arrest me？”

“I have no doubt that he did，sir．He came，he said，on the part of his Eminence，who wished you well，and to beg you to follow him to the Palais-Royal．He said that you must not fail to call upon him in the course of the day；and then he added in a low voice，‘Tell your master that his Eminence is very well disposed toward him，and that his fortune perhaps depends upon this interview．’I told him that you had gone，yesterday evening，to Troyes，in Champagne．”

“Planchet，my friend，”interrupted D’Artagnan，“you are really a precious fellow．In a quarter of an hour
 we set off．I am anxious to know what has become of Athos，Porthos，and Aramis．”

D’Artagnan went out first．Then，in order that he might have nothing to reproach himself with，he directed his steps，for the last time，toward the residences of his three friends．No news had been received of them；only a letter，all perfumed and of an elegant writing in small characters，had come for Aramis．D’Artagnan took charge of it．

Ten minutes afterward，Planchet joined him at the stables of the Hotel des Gardes，where they picked up two horses．As they went from the hotel，they separated，leaving the street at opposite ends，but outside the city gates，they once again met up and traveled the rest of the way together．

Our two travelers arrived at Chantilly without any accident，and dismounted at the tavern of Great St．Martin，the same at which they had stopped on their first journey．

The host，on seeing a young man followed by a servant，advanced respectfully to the door．

“It seems to me，”said the host，“that this is not the first time I have had the honor of seeing Monsieur．”

“Bah，I have passed perhaps ten times through Chantilly，and out of the ten times I have stopped three or four times at your house at least．I was here only ten or
 twelve days ago．I was conducting some friends，Musketeers，one of whom，by the by，had a dispute with a stranger—a man who sought a quarrel with him，for I don’t know what．”

“Exactly so，”said the host；“I remember it perfectly．It is not Monsieur Porthos that your Lordship means？”

“Yes，that is my companion’s name．My God，my dear host，tell me if anything has happened to him？”

“He has done us the honor to remain here．”

“Well，can I see him，then？”

“Certainly，Monsieur．Take the stairs on your right；go up the first flight and knock at Number One．”

“Excellent．And before I go，can you tell me what took place between Porthos and the stranger he fought？”

“Oh！The affair was not long，I assure you．They placed themselves on guard；the stranger moved his sword so rapidly that when Monsieur Porthos came to attack，he had already three inches of steel in his breast．He immediately fell backward．The stranger placed the point of his sword at his throat；and Monsieur Porthos，finding himself at the mercy of his adversary，acknowledged himself conquered．Upon which，the stranger asked his name，and learning that it was Porthos，and not D’Artagnan，he assisted him to rise，brought him back to the hotel，mounted his horse，and disappeared．”


“Very well；I know all that I wish to know．Porthos’s chamber is，you say，on the first story，Number One？”

“Yes，Monsieur，the handsomest in the inn．And，please，Monsieur，do not say a word of the wound．He would kill me if he knew I told you．”

“You have my word．”

D’Artagnan then went upstairs，knocked upon door number one，and upon the bidding to come in which came from inside，he entered the chamber．

Porthos was in bed，and was playing a game of cards with Mousqueton，who ap parently had come back to Chantilly after being injured．At the sight of his friend，Porthos uttered a loud cry of joy；and Mousqueton，rising respectfully，yielded his place to him．

“Ah！Is that you？”said Porthos to D’Artagnan．“Excuse my not coming to meet you；but，”added he，looking at D’Artagnan with a certain degree of uneasiness，“you know what has happened to me？”

“No．What has happened to you，my dear Porthos？”asked D’Artagnan．

“Why，on making a thrust at my adversary，whom I had already hit three times，and whom I meant to finish with the fourth，I put my foot on a stone，slipped，and strained my knee．”

“Truly？”


“Honor！”

“And what has become of him？”

“Oh，I don’t know；he had enough，and set off without waiting for the rest．But you，my dear D’Artagnan，what has happened to you？”

While Porthos and Mousqueton were having breakfast，D’Artagnan related how Aramis，being wounded，was obliged to stop at Crevecoeur，how he had left Athos fighting at Amiens with four men who accused him of carrying false currency，and how he，D’Artagnan，had been forced to run the Count de Wardes through the body in order to reach England．

At this moment Planchet entered to inform his master that the horses were sufficiently refreshed and that it would be possible to sleep at Clermont．

As D’Artagnan was tolerably reassured with regard to Porthos，and as he was anxious to obtain news of his two other friends，he held out his hand to the wounded man，and told him he was about to resume his route in order to continue his searches．For the rest，as he reckoned upon returning by the same route in seven or eight days，if Porthos was still at the Great St．Martin，he would call for him on his way．

D’Artagnan then resumed his route with Planchet，relieved to have found the first of his friends．


注释

savor［ʹseivə］vi．有…气味

detain［diʹtein］v．留住，阻止

accusation［ækju（ː）ʹzeiʃən］n．指控

ignorant［ʹi g nərənt］adj．无知的

des法语缩合介词，相当于英语中的of the

superintend［ ̩ sjuːpərin ̩ tend］v．指挥，监督

threshold［ʹθreʃhəuld］n．门槛，入口，门口

distinguish［disʹtiƞg wiʃ］v．区别，辨别

heap［hiːp］n．堆

stain［stein］v．染污，沾污

splash［splæʃ］n．飞溅，斑点

preside［priʹzaid］v．主持

inclination［ ̩ inkliʹneiʃən］n．倾向，爱好

strangle［ʹstræƞg l］v．扼死

prudent［ʹpruːdənt］adj．谨慎的

extreme［iksʹtriːm］adj极端的，偏激的

confinement［kənʹfainmənt］n．（被）禁闭

relay［ʹriːʹlei］n．分程传递；转运

singular［ʹsiƞg julə］adj．非凡的，异常的

farewell［ʹfɛəʹwel］n．辞别，再见，再会

inconsiderate［ ̩ inkənʹsidərit］adj．不顾及别人的，轻率的

Palais-Royal［pæʹleisʹrɔiəl］n．王宫

dispose［diʹspəuz］v．使倾向于，使有意于

be well disposed towards对…有好感

reproach［riʹprəutʃ］v．责备

residence［ʹrezidəns］n．居住，住处

perfume［ʹpəʹfjuːm］vt．发香味

Gardes法语单词，意思是“禁军队部”

dismount［disʹmaunt］v．（使）下马


tavern［ʹtævə（ː）n］n．酒馆，旅店

dispute［disʹpjuːt］n．争论，辩论，争吵

lordship［ʹlɔːdʃip］n．阁下

your（his）lordship爵爷（对贵族及某些高级官员的尊称）

conquer［ʹkɔƞkə］vt．征服，战胜

bidding［ʹbidiƞ］n．邀请

apparently［əʹpærəntli］adv．显然地

yield［ʹjiːld］v．让给；让渡

strain［strein］vt．扭伤，损伤

sufficiently［səʹfiʃəntli］adv．十分地，充分地

refresh［riʹfreʃ］v．（使）精神振作，（使）精力恢复

tolerably［ʹtɔlərəb（ə）li］adv．可容忍地，可宽恕地

reassure［ ̩ riːəʹʃuə］vt．使…安心

resume［riʹzjuːm］vt．再继续，重新开始

reckon［ʹrekən］vi．估计，依赖，料想reckon on对…作出假设，设想…

relieve［riʹliːv］vt．使放心



CHAPTER 18 Aramis and the Priests

As he journeyed along，a profound sadness weighed upon D’Artagnan’s heart．He thought of that young and pretty Madame Bonacieux．For himself，he had no doubt she was a victim of the cardinal’s vengeance；and，and as was well-known，the vengeance of his Eminence was terrible．

Absorbed in such thoughts，the six or eight leagues that separated Chantilly from Crevecoeur seemed like nothing to D’Artagnan．

Upon perceiving the hotel at which he had left Aramis，he quickly pulled up at the door．The hostess received him．

“My good lady，”asked D’Artagnan，“can you tell me what has become of one of my friends，whom we were obliged to leave here about a dozen days ago？”

“A handsome young man，twenty-three or twentyfour years old，mild，amiable，and well made？”

“That is he—wounded in the shoulder．”

“Just so．Well，Monsieur，he is still here．”

“Ah，my dear lady，”said D’Artagnan，springing from his horse，“you restore me to life；where is this man？I am in a hurry to see him again．”

“Well，Monsieur has only to take the right-hand
 staircase in the courtyard，and knock at Number Five on the second floor．”

D’Artagnan immediately made his way to his friend’s apartment．Upon opening the door，he found Aramis dressed in a black gown，his head enveloped in a sort of round flat cap．He was seated before a table，covered with rolls of paper and enormous volumes．At the table with him were seated two priests．

At the noise made by D’Artagnan in entering，Aramis lifted up his head，and saw his friend；but to the great astonishment of the young man，the sight of him did not produce much effect upon the Musketeer，so completely was his mind detached from the things of this world；for it seemed that having been wounded，Aramis，heard the call of God and decided to pursue a career in religion．

“Good day，dear D’Artagnan，”said Aramis．“Believe me，I am glad to see you．This gentleman，who is my friend，has just escaped from a serious danger，”continued Aramis，pointing to D’Artagnan with his hand，and addressing the two priests．

“Praise God，Monsieur，”replied they，rising and bowing together．

The two men in black then bowed again to Aramis and D’Artagnan，and advanced toward the door．Aramis conducted them to the foot of the stairs，and then imme-
 diately came up again to D’Artagnan．

When left alone，the two friends at first kept an embarrassed silence．

“So，Aramis，from your clothes and guests，I gather you’re going into the Church？What will our two friends say？What will Monsieur de Treville say？They will treat you as a deserter，I warn you．”

“I do not enter the Church；I reenter it．I had been a student in a convent before becoming a Musketeer．”

“Well，what has happened to you today to bring this sudden change？”

“This wound，my dear D’Artagnan，has been a warning to me from heaven．”

“Well，then，let us say no more about it，”said D’Artagnan；“and let us burn this letter，which，no doubt，would not interest you in the slightest，seeing as you can no longer be concerned with worldly things．”

“What letter？”cried Aramis，eagerly．

“A letter which was sent to your home in your absence，and which was given to me for you．”

“But from whom is that letter？”

“Oh，from some heartbroken waiting woman；from Madame de Chevreuse’s chambermaid，perhaps，who was obliged to return to Tours with her mistress．”

“What do you say？”

D’Artagnan drew the letter from his pocket，and
 Aramis made a bound，seized the letter，read it，or rather devoured it，his face radiant．

“Thanks，D’Artagnan，thanks！”cried Aramis．“She had disappeared just before we left on our trip．I was concerned that she no longer loved me，but it turns out she was forced to return to Tours，as the cardinal suspected her of some sort of wrongdoing．Come，my friend，come，let me embrace you．My happiness almost stifles me！”

The two friends began to dance around the room．

“Maybe my career as a priest can wait a little while longer．Let us drink，my dear D’Artagnan！Let us drink heartily，and while we do so，tell me a little of what is going on in the world．”

注释

profound［prəʹfaund］adj．深刻的

absorbed［əbʹsɔːbd］adj．全神贯注的，一心一意的

amiable［ʹeimjəbl］adj．亲切的，和蔼可亲的

restore［risʹtɔː］vt．恢复，使回复

gown［g aun］n．长袍，法衣

envelope［ʹenviləup］v．包住，盖住

enormous［iʹnɔːməs］adj．巨大的，庞大的

volume［ʹvɔljuːm］n．卷，册

astonishment［əsʹtɔniʃmənt］n．惊讶

detach［diʹtætʃ］vt．分开，分离

career［kəʹriə］n．事业，生涯


embarrass［imʹbærəs］vt．使困窘，使局促不安

convent［ʹkɔnvənt］n．女修道会，女修道院

worldly［wəːldli］adj．世间的，尘世的；世俗的

heartbroken［ʹh aːtbrəuk（ə）n］adj．悲伤的

chambermaid［ʹtʃeimbəmeid］n．（寝室的）侍女

embrace［imʹbreis］vt．拥抱，互相拥抱

stifle［ʹstaifl］vt．使窒息，抑制

heartily［ʹh aːtili］adv．劲头十足地；胃口很好地



CHAPTER 19 The Wife of Athos’

“We have now to search for Athos，”said D’Artagnan to the excited Aramis，after he had informed him of all that had passed since their departure from the capital．

“I will try to accompany you，”said Aramis，“though I scarcely feel in a condition to mount on horseback．This wound is still troubling me．When do you mean to set out？”

“Tomorrow at daybreak．But that’s all right，my dear Aramis，take care of yourself．I will go alone in search of Athos．”

“You will find me ready to follow you when you return．”

They took leave of each other，and the next morning，after having commended his friend to the cares of the hostess and his servant，Bazin，who had remained with him the time at Crevecouer，D’Artagnan was trotting along in the direction of Amiens．

How was he going to find Athos？The position in which he had left him was critical．He probably had been killed．This idea，while darkening his brow，drew several sighs from him，and caused him to formulate to himself a few promises of vengeance．Of all his friends，
 Athos was the eldest，and the least resembling him in appearance，in his tastes and sympathies．Yet he entertained a marked preference for this gentleman．

At about eleven o’clock in the morning，he and Planchet perceived Amiens，and at half past eleven they were at the door of the cursed inn．

D’Artagnan entered the inn with his hat pulled over his eyes，his left hand on the handle of the sword，and cracking his whip with his right hand．

“Do you remember me？”said he to the host，who advanced to greet him．

“No，sir．”

“Well，two words will refresh your memory．What have you done with that gentleman against whom you had the nerve，about twelve days ago，to make an accusation of passing false money？”

The host became as pale as death；for D’Artagnan had assumed a threatening attitude，and Planchet modeled himself after his master．

“Ah，sir，do not mention it！”cried the host，in the most pitiable voice imaginable．“How dearly have I paid for that fault，unhappy man as I am！”

“That gentleman，I say，what has become of him？”

“While fighting off the authorities，he managed，after killing three of them，to lock himself in my cellar．He persists in remaining there．I once endeavored to go down
 with two of my servants；but he flew into a terrible rage．So from that time，we have led the most miserable life imaginable；for you must know，sir，that all our provisions are in the cellar．And as we are prevented from going down there，we are forced to refuse food and drink to the travelers who come to the house；so that our inn is daily going to ruin．If your friend remains another week in my cellar I shall be a ruined man．”

“And you would deserve it，too！Take me to him this instant！”

The host led him downstairs，where two Englishmen were arguing through the door．

“This is entirely unfair！”said one of them，talking toward the closed door．“We have traveled a great distance．All that we ask is for some food and drink．If you don’t cooperate，we shall have to force down this door and kill you！”

“You’re welcome to try，gentlemen，”said a voice from inside，followed by the sound of a gun being cocked．

“Hello，gentlemen，”said D’Artagnan．“Allow me to talk with the fellow in there．I promise that you’ll get all that you need in a very short while．”

“Is that D’Artagnan I hear？”cried Athos．

“Yes，my dear Athos，”said D’Artagnan．“Open the door，I beg of you．”

“Instantly，”said Athos．


Then was heard a great noise of locks and chains being removed．The Englishmen cooperated in the meantime and went upstairs．An instant after，the broken door was removed，and the pale face of Athos appeared，who，with a rapid glance，took a survey of the surroundings．

D’Artagnan perceived that Athos staggered．

“You are wounded，”said he．

“I！Not at all．I am dead drunk，for I must have drunk，at least，a hundred and fifty bottles．”

“Mercy！”cried the host，“if the servant has drunk only half as much as the master，I am a ruined man．”

Grimaud，the servant，appeared in his turn behind his master，with a gun on his shoulder，and his head shaking．He was covered before and behind with a greasy liquid which the host recognized as his best olive oil．

The host and his wife hurried with lamps into the cellar，which had so long been forbidden them and where a frightful spectacle awaited them．They found，swimming in pud dles of oil and wine，the bones and fragments of all the hams Athos and his servant had eaten．In short，they had nothing left．

The host ran back to Athos and his servant．

“You have drunk nearly everything！I am a ruined man，lost，destroyed！”

“This will teach you，”said D’Artagnan，“to treat your guests in a more courteous fashion．”


“Oh，gentlemen，”said the host，“I have been wrong．I confess it，but pardon every sin！You are gentlemen，and I am a poor innkeeper．You will have pity on me．”

“Come，don’t be afraid，”said Athos．“Let us talk for a moment．Now，at the very moment when I was about to pay you，I had placed my purse on the table．”

“Yes，sir．”

“That purse contained sixty pistoles；where is it？”

“It’s under my counter．”

“Very well；get me my purse and keep the sixty pistoles．”

This offer was then agreed upon，and after obtaining the nicest room in the inn，D’Artagnan related how he had found Porthos in bed with a strained knee，and Aramis at a table between two priests．As he finished，the host entered with wine and a ham，both of which，fortunately for him，had been left out of the cellar．

“That’s well！”said Athos，filling his glass and that of his friend．“But you，D’Artagnan，what is the matter with you？You have a sad air．”

D’Artagnan related his adventure with Madame Bonacieux．Athos listened to him without a frown；and when he had finished，said：“Love is a lottery in which he who wins，wins death！You are very fortunate to have lost，believe me，my dear D’Artagnan．And if I have any
 counsel to give，it is，always lose！”

“Come，I stand in need of being taught and consoled．”

“Consoled for what？”

“For my misfortune．”

“Your misfortune is laughable，”said Athos，shrugging his shoulders；“I should like to know what you would say if I were to relate to you a real tale of love！”

“Which has happened to you？”

“Or one of my friends，what matters？”

“Tell it，Athos，tell it．”

“One of my friends—one of the counts of my province—at twenty-five years of age fell in love with a girl of sixteen．She lived in a small town with her brother，who was a priest．Both had recently come into the country．They came nobody knew from where．They were said，however，to be of good extraction．My friend married her．The fool！The ass！The idiot！He took her to his home，and made her the first lady in the province；and in justice it must be allowed that she supported her rank becomingly．”

“Well？”asked D’Artagnan．

“Well，one day when she was hunting with her husband，”continued Athos，in a low voice，and speaking very quickly，“she fell from her horse and fainted．The count flew to her to help，and as she appeared to be op-
 pressed by her clothes，he ripped them open，and in so doing laid bare her shoulder．D’Artagnan，”said Athos，with a burst of laughter，“guess what she had on her shoulder．”

“How can I tell？”said D’Artagnan．

“She was branded with the mark of a prisoner．”

Athos emptied at a single draught the glass he held in his hand．

“Horror！”cried D’Artagnan．“What do you tell me？”

“Truth，my friend．The angel was a devil；the poor young girl had stolen sacred vessels from a church．”

“And what did the count do？”

“The count was of the highest nobility．He had on his estates the rights of high and low courts．He tore the dress of the countess to pieces；he tied her hands behind her，and hanged her on a tree．”“Heavens，Athos，a murder？”cried D’Artagnan．

“No less，”said Athos，as pale as a corpse．

“And her brother？”added D’Artagnan timidly．

“I inquired after him for the purpose of hanging him likewise，but he had quit the church the night before．”

“Was it ever known who this miserable fellow was？”

“He was doubtless the first lover and accomplice of the fair lady．A worthy man，who had pretended to be a priest for the purpose of getting his mistress married，and securing her a position．He has been hanged and quar-
 tered，I hope．”

“My God，my God！”cried D’Artagnan，quite stunned by the relation of this horrible adventure．D’Artagnan could no longer endure this conversation，which had made him bewildered．Allowing his head to sink upon his two hands，he pretended to sleep．

The next morning，D’Artagnan，still amazed by his friend’s story，went to Athos’s room，determined to learn more about what had happened．However，upon entering，he found Athos sober，and most unwilling to return to the previous night’s discussion．

They then determined to depart．D’Artagnan and Athos took the horses and the two servants started on foot．Over the next few days，our two friends caught up with both Aramis and Porthos．

On arriving in Paris，D’Artagnan found a letter from M．de Treville，which informed him that，at his request，the king had promised that he should enter the company of the Musketeers．

As this was the height of D’Artagnan’s worldly ambition—apart，be it well understood，from his desire of finding Madame Bonacieux—he ran，full of joy，to seek his comrades，whom he had left only half an hour before，but whom he found very sad and deeply preoccupied．They were assembled in council at the residence of Athos，which always indicated an event of some gravity．
 M．de Treville had intimated to them his Majesty’s fixed intention to open the campaign on the first of May，and they must immediately prepare their outfits．

注释

accompany［əʹkʌmpəni］vt．陪伴

daybreak［ʹdeibreik］n．黎明，拂晓

commend［kəʹmend］vt．委托

trot［ʹtrɔt］v．骑马小跑

critical［ʹkritikəl］adj．危急的

darken［ʹd aːkən］v．使阴沉

formulate［ʹfɔːmjuleit］vt．明确地表达

resemble［riʹzembl］vt．像，类似

sympathy［ʹsimpəθi］n．同情，同情心

cursed［ʹkəːsit］adj．被诅咒的，邪恶的

crack［ʹkræk］vt．使发出劈啪声

refresh［riʹfreʃ］v．使精力（记忆）恢复

nerve［nəːv］n．胆量，勇气

assume［əʹsjuːm］v．采取；采用；装出

threatening［ʹθretəniƞ］adj．胁迫的，危险的

pitiable［ʹpitiəbl］adj．可怜的，卑劣的

imaginable［iʹmædʒinəbl］adj．可想象的，可能的

dearly［ʹdiəli］adv．昂贵

authority［ɔːʹθɔriti］n．当局，官方

persist［pə（ː）ʹsist］vi．坚持，持续

endeavor［inʹdevə］vi．尽力，努力

provision［prəʹviʒən］n．供应品（特指粮食与副食品）；杂货

deserve［diʹzəːv］vt．应受，值得

survey［səːʹvei］n．调查，视察


stagger［ʹstædʒə］v．摇晃，蹒跚

greasy［ʹg riːzi］adj．油脂的，油污的

olive［ʹɔliv］n．橄榄树，橄榄枝

spectacle［ʹspektəkl］n．景象，光景

puddle［ʹpʌdl］n．水坑，污水坑

fragment［ʹfræg mənt］n．碎片，断片，片段

courteous［ʹkəːtjəs］adj．有礼貌的，谦恭的

sin［sin］n．过失，罪过

innkeeper［ʹinkiːpə（r）］n．旅店主人

frown［fraun］n．皱眉，蹙额

lottery［ʹlɔtəri］n．抽彩给奖法

counsel［ʹkaunsəl］n．意见，忠告

console［kənʹsəul］vt．安慰，藉慰

shrug［ʃrʌg］v．耸肩

extraction［iksʹtrækʃən］n．血统

becomingly［biʹkʌmiƞli］adv．合适地，适当地

oppress［əʹpres］vt．压迫，压抑

bare［bɛə］adj．赤裸的，无遮蔽的

draught［dr aːft］n．一口吸入，一饮

angel［ʹeindʒəl］n．天使，完善可爱的人

sacred［ʹseikrid］adj．神的，宗教的，神圣的

nobility［nəuʹbiliti］n．贵族，高贵

estate［iʹsteit］n．状态，不动产，财产

timidly［ʹtimidli］adv．胆小地，羞怯地

accomplice［əʹkɔmplis］n．同谋者，帮凶

secure［siʹkjuə］vt．使安全，掩护

stun［ʹstʌn］vt．使晕倒，使惊吓

bewilder［biʹwildə］vt．使迷惑，使昏乱

sober［ʹsəubə］adj．冷静的

previous［ʹpriːvjəs］adj．在前的，早先的

ambition［æmʹbiʃən］n．野心，雄心


preoccupied［priːʹɔkjupaid］adj．全神贯注的；心事重重的

intimate［ʹintimit］vt．宣布，明白表示

campaign［kæmʹpein］n．战役

outfit［ʹautfit］n．用具，全套装配



CHAPTER 20 D’Artagnan and the Englishman

D’Artagnan left Athos’s home deep in thought；however，it was not the acquisition of a uniform that troubled him．Notwithstanding all his inquiries respecting Madame Bonacieux，he could obtain no intelligence of her．M．de Treville had spoken of her to the queen．The queen was ignorant about where the landlord’s young wife was，but had promised to have her sought for；but this promise was vague and did not at all reassure D’Artagnan．

As he was pondering such upsetting thoughts，D’Artagnan and his servant came side-by-side with a carriage stopped at a street corner．A cavalier，richly dressed，was close to the door and addressing someone inside．

Hearing the speaker use English，D’Artagnan became curious as to whom these words were being addressed．He bent down a bit and found that a rather beautiful woman sat inside．Upon closer examination，D’Artagnan saw that she was none other than the beautiful lady of Meung．

Although he could not understand English，the young man plainly saw that the Englishwoman was in a great rage．She struck the cavalier with her fan with such force that it caused it to fly into a thousand pieces．


The cavalier laughed aloud，which appeared to anger Milady still more．

D’Artagnan thought this was the moment to interfere．He approached the other door，and，taking off his hat respectfully，said，“Madame，will you permit me to offer you my services？It appears to me that this cavalier has made you very angry．Speak one word，Madame，and I will take upon myself to punish him for his want of courtesy．”

At the first word，Milady turned，looking at the young man with astonishment；and when he had finished，she said in very good French，“Monsieur，I should with great confidence place myself under your protection if the person with whom I quarrel were not my brother．”

“What is that stupid fellow troubling himself about？”cried the cavalier whom Milady had designated as her brother，stooping down to the height of the coach window．“Why does not he go about his business？”

“I do not go on because it pleases me to stop here，”replied D’Artagnan．

Milady simply threw herself back in her carriage，and called out coolly to the coachman，“Go on—home！”

The carriage went on，and left the two men facing each other；no material obstacle separated them．The cavalier made a movement as if to follow the carriage；but D’Artagnan caught at his reins and stopped him．


“Well，sir，”said D’Artagnan，“have you a sword？”

“I am well furnished with such playthings．”

“Very well，my worthy gentleman，pick out the longest，and come and show it to me this evening．Behind the Luxembourg．Six o’clock．”

“That I will do；I will be there with three of my friends．”

“Three？Marvelous！Three is just my number！”

D’Artagnan then went straight to the residence of Athos．

He found Athos lying upon a large sofa，not taking any step to acquire his outfit．D’Artagnan related to him all that had passed．Athos was delighted to find he was going to fight an Englishman．We might say that was his dream．

They immediately sent their servants for Porthos and Aramis，and on their arrival made them acquainted with the situation．

注释

acquisition［ ̩ ækwiʹziʃən］n．获得，获得物

notwithstanding［ ̩ nɔtwiθʹstændiƞ］conj．虽然，尽管

inquiry［inʹkwaiəri］n．质询，调查

intelligence［inʹtelidʒəns］n．智力，聪明，智能

vague［vei g］adj．不清楚的，茫然的

ponder［ʹpɔndə］v．沉思，考虑


cavalier［kævəʹliə］n．骑士，武士

interfere［ ̩ intəʹfiə］vi．干涉，干预

courtesy［ʹkəːtisi］n．谦恭，礼貌

designate［ʹdezi g neit］v．指定，指派

stoop［stuːp］vi．弯下，弯腰

obstacle［ʹɔbstəkl］n．障碍，妨害物

rein［rein］n．缰绳

plaything［ʹpleiθiƞ］n．玩具

marvelous［ʹm aːvələs］adj．不可思议的，非凡的

acquire［əʹkwaiə］vt．获得，学到

acquaint［əʹkweint］vt．使熟知，通知



CHAPTER 21 English and French

The hour having come，D’Artagnan and his friends went with their four servants to a spot behind the Luxembourg given up to the feeding of goats．

A silent party soon drew near to the same enclosure，entered，and joined the Musketeers．Then，according to foreign custom，the presentations took place．

The Englishmen were all men of rank．Milady’s brother was Lord de Winter．

“Gentlemen，”said Athos after all were named，“are we ready？”

“Yes！”answered the Englishmen and the Frenchmen，as with one voice．

“On guard，then！”cried Athos．

Immediately eight swords glittered in the rays of the setting sun，and the combat began with a violence very natural between men twice enemies．Athos fenced with as much calmness and method as if he had been practicing in a fencing school．Porthos，sobered，no doubt，of his toogreat confidence by his adventure of Chantilly，played with skill and prudence．Aramis，who had recently begun work on a poem，behaved like a man in haste．

Athos killed his adversary first．He hit him but once，and the sword pierced his heart．Second，Porthos
 stretched his upon the grass with a wound through his thigh．As the Englishman，without making any further resistance，then surrendered his sword，Porthos took him up in his arms and bore him to his carriage．

Aramis pushed his so vigorously that after going back fifty paces，the man ended by fairly taking to his heels，and disappeared amid insults shouted by the servants．

As to D’Artagnan，he fought purely and simply on the defensive；and when he saw his adversary pretty well fatigued，with a vigorous side thrust sent his sword flying．Lord de Winter，finding himself disarmed，took two or three steps back，but in this movement his foot slipped and he fell．

D’Artagnan was over him at a bound，and said to the Englishman，pointing his sword to his throat，“I could kill you，my Lord，you are completely in my hands；but I spare your life for the sake of your sister．”

The Englishman，delighted at having to do with a gentleman of such a kind disposition，pressed D’Artagnan in his arms，and paid a thousand compliments to the three Musketeers；and as Porthos’s adversary was already installed in the carriage，and as Aramis’s had taken to his heels，they had nothing to think about but the dead．

Lord de Winter，out of gratitude，gave him the ad-
 dress of his sister，whom he called Lady Clarik．She lived in the Place Royale-then the fashionable quarter—at Number 6，and he undertook to call and take D’Artagnan with him in order to introduce him．D’Artagnan appointed eight o’clock at Athos’s residence．

This introduction to Milady Clarik occupied the head of our Gascon greatly．He remembered in what a strange manner this woman had hitherto been mixed up in his destiny．According to his conviction，she was some creature of the cardinal，and yet he felt himself drawn toward her by one of those sentiments for which we cannot account．

D’Artagnan began by making his most splendid toilet，then returned to Athos’s，and according to custom，related everything to him．Athos listened to his projects，then shook his head，and recommended prudence to him with a shade of bitterness．

“What！”said he，“you have just lost one woman，whom you call good，charming，perfect；and here you are，running after another．”

D’Artagnan felt the truth of this reproach．

“I loved Madame Bonacieux with my heart，while I only love Milady with my head，”said he．“In getting introduced to her，my principal object is to ascertain what part she plays at court．”

“The part she plays is not difficult to divine，after all
 you have told me．She is some agent of the cardinal；a woman who will draw you into a trap in which you will leave your head．”

“Listen to me！I want to be enlightened on a subject．

When I shall have learned what I desire to know，I will withdraw．”

“Be enlightened！”said Athos，hopelessly．

Lord de Winter arrived at the appointed time；but Athos，being warned of his coming，went into the other chamber．He therefore found D’Artagnan alone，and as it was nearly eight o’clock he took the young man with him．

Milady Clarik，as this was the name with which Lord de Winter introduced her，received D’Artagnan ceremoniously．Her hotel was remarkably elegant，and while the most part of the English had quit，or were about to quit France on account of the war，Milady had just been laying out much money upon her residence；which proved that the general measure which drove the English from France did not affect her．

“You see，”said Lord de Winter，presenting D’Artagnan to his sister，“a young gentleman who has held my life in his hands，and who has not abused his advantage，although it was I who insulted him，and although I am an Englishman．Thank him，then，Madame，if you have any affection for me．”

Milady frowned slightly；a scarcely visible cloud pas-
 sed over her brow，and so peculiar a smile appeared upon her lips that the young man，who saw and observed this triple shade，almost shud dered at it．

“You are welcome，sir，”said Milady，in a voice whose singular sweetness contrasted with the symptoms of ill-humor which D’Artagnan had just remarked．“You have today acquired eternal rights to my gratitude．”

A pretty little maid then came in．She spoke some words to Lord de Winter in English，who then requested D’Artagnan’s permission to retire，excusing himself on account of the urgency of the business that had called him away，and charging his sister to obtain his pardon．

D’Artagnan exchanged a shake of the hand with Lord de Winter，and then returned to Milady．The conversation took a cheerful turn．She told D’Artagnan that Lord de Winter was her brother-in-law，and not her brother．She had married a younger brother of the family，who had left her a widow with one child．This child was the only heir to Lord de Winter，if Lord de Winter did not marry．All this showed D’Artagnan that there was a veil which concealed something；but he could not yet see under this veil．

In addition to this，after a half hour’s conversation，D’Artagnan was convinced that Milady was more French than English；she spoke his language with an elegance and a purity that left no doubt on that head．


The hour soon came for him to retire，and D’Artagnan left the salon the happiest of men．On the staircase he met the pretty maid，who brushed gently against him as she passed，and then，blushing to the eyes，asked his pardon for having touched him in a voice so sweet that the pardon was granted instantly．

D’Artagnan came again the next day，and was still better received than on the evening before．Lord de Winter was not at home；and it was Milady who this time did all the honors of the evening．She appeared to take a great interest in him，asked him from where he came，who were his friends，and whether he had not sometimes thought of attaching himself to the cardinal．

D’Artagnan，who，as we have said，was exceedingly prudent for a young man of twenty，then remembered his suspicions regarding Milady．He pretended admiration for the cardinal，and said it was just a matter of circumstances that led him to pursue a place with the Musketeers，rather than the cardinal’s guards．

At the same hour as on the preceding evening，D’Artagnan retired．In the corridor he again met the pretty maid，Kitty，as he heard her called．She looked at him with an expression of kindness which it was impossible to mistake；but D’Artagnan was so preoccupied by the mistress that he noticed absolutely nothing but her．

D’Artagnan came again on the next day and the day
 after that，and each day Milady gave him a more gracious reception．

Every evening，either in the hall，or on the stairs，he met the pretty maid．But，as we have said，D’Artagnan paid no attention to this persistence of poor Kitty．

注释

enclosure［inʹkləuʒə］n．围栏，四周有篱笆或围墙的场地

glitter［ʹg litə］vi．闪闪发光，闪烁

combat［ʹkɔmbət］n．战斗，格斗

sober［ʹsəubə］v．镇定

pierce［piəs］vt．刺穿，刺破，穿透

thigh［θai］n．大腿，股

surrender［səʹrendə］vt．交出，放弃，使投降

insult［ʹinsʌlt］n．侮辱，凌辱

defensive［diʹfensiv］n．防御

disarm［disʹaːm］vt．解除武装

disposition［dispəʹziʃən］n．处理，处置

compliment［ʹkɔmplimənt］n．称赞，恭维

install［inʹstɔːl］vt．安装，安置

hitherto［ ̩ hiðəʹtuː］adv．迄今，至今

destiny［ʹdestini］n．命运，定数

creature［ʹkriːtʃə］n．奴才，傀儡

principal［ʹprinsəp（ə）l］adj．主要的，首要的

divine［diʹvain］v．（凭直觉）推测；看穿，猜测

enlighten sb．on a subject使某人明白某问题

withdraw［wiðʹdrɔː］v．撤销，撤退

ceremoniously［ ̩ seriʹməunjəsli］adv．隆重地

remarkably［riʹm aːkəb（ə）li］adv．非常地，显著地


abuse［əʹbjuːz］v．滥用

frown［fraun］vi．皱眉，蹙额

peculiar［piʹkjuːljə］adj．奇特的，罕见的

triple［ʹtripl］adj．三倍的

shudder［ʹʃʌdə］vi．战栗，发抖

contrast［kənʹtræst］vi．和…形成对照

symptom［ʹsimptəm］n．征兆

acquire［əʹkwaiə］vt．获得

eternal［i（ː）ʹtəːnl］adj．永恒的，永远的

urgency［ʹəːdʒənsi］n．紧急，紧急的事

widow［ʹwidəu］n．寡妇

heir［ɛə］n．继承人，后嗣

veil［veil］n．面纱，掩饰物，遮蔽物

salon［ʹsælɔːƞ］n．大厅；客厅

grant［g r aːnt］vt．同意，准予

exceedingly［ikʹsiːdiƞli］adv．非常地，极度地

circumstance［ʹsəːkəmstəns］n．环境，机会，命运

preceding［pri（ː）ʹsiːdiƞ］adj．在前的

corridor［ʹkɔridɔː］n．走廊

absolutely［ʹæbsəluːtli］adv．完全地，绝对地

persistence［pəʹsistəns］n．坚持，持续



CHAPTER 22 Maid and Mistress

Meantime，as we have said，despite the cries of his conscience and the wise counsels of Athos，D’Artagnan became hourly more in love with Milady．Thus he never failed to pay his daily court to her；and the self-satisfied Gascon was convinced that sooner or later she could not fail to respond．

One day，when he arrived with his head in the air，and as light at heart as a man who awaits a shower of gold，he found the maid under the gateway of the hotel；but this time the pretty Kitty was not contented with touching him as he passed，she took him gently by the hand．

“I wish to say three words to you，Monsieur Chevalier，”stammered the maid．“If monsieur would follow me？”

“Where you please，my dear child．”

And Kitty，who had not let go the hand of D’Artagnan，led him up a little dark，winding staircase，and after ascending about fifteen steps，opened a door．

“Come in here，Monsieur Chevalier，”said she；“here we shall be alone，and can talk．”

D’Artagnan cast a glance around him．The little apartment was charming for its taste and neatness．


“You love my mistress，then，very dearly，Monsieur Chevalier？”said she．

“Oh，more than I can say，Kitty！I am mad for her！”

“That is too bad，sir；because my mistress loves you not at all．”

“I confess that unless you give me some proof of what you advance．．．”

“What do you think of this？”

Kitty drew a little note from her bosom．

“For me？”said D’Artagnan，seizing the letter．

“No；for another：The Count de Wardes．”

The remembrance of the man D’Artagnan had thought he had killed at Calais，came back quick in a flash．“So he is not dead，then，”thought he to himself．

He tore open the letter，in spite of the cry which Kitty uttered on seeing what he was doing．He read it aloud：

“You have not answered my first note．Are you indisposed，or have you forgotten the glances you favored me with at the ball of Madame de Guise？You have an op portunity now，Count；do not allow it to escape．”

D’Artagnan became very pale；he was wounded in his self-love．

“Poor dear Monsieur D’Artagnan，”said Kitty，in a voice full of compassion，and pressed the young man’s hand．


“You know what it is to be in love？”said D’Artagnan，looking at her for the first time with much attention．

“Alas，yes．”

“Can you help me to win her heart then？”

“No．I cannot．And for two reasons．”

“What？”

“The first is that my mistress will never love you because you have cut her to the heart．”

“I！In what can I have offended her—I，who ever since I have known her have lived at her feet like a slave？Speak，I beg you！”

“I will never confess that but to the man who should read to the bottom of my soul！”

“And does that hinder you from letting me know the second reason？”

“The second reason，Monsieur the Chevalier，is that in love，everyone for herself！”

Then only D’Artagnan remembered the glances of Kitty，her constantly meeting him in the corridor，or on the stairs，those touches of the hand every time she met him，and her deep sighs；but absorbed by his desire to please the great lady，he had ignored the maid．

Our Gascon saw at a glance all the advantage to be derived from the love which Kitty had just confessed so innocently，or so boldly：the interception of letters addressed to the Count de Wardes，news on the spot，en-
 trance at all hours into Kitty’s chamber，which was near to her mistress’s．

“Well，”said he to the young girl，“are you willing，my dear Kitty，that I should give you a proof of that love which you doubt？”“What love？”asked the young girl．

“Of that which I am ready to feel toward you．”

“And what is that proof？”

But just then，the bell was rung in Milady’s chamber．

“Good God，”cried Kitty，“there is my mistress calling me！Go；go directly！”

D’Artagnan rose，took his hat，as if it had been his intention to obey，then，opening quickly the door of a large closet instead of that leading to the staircase，he buried himself amid the robes and dressing gowns of Milady．

“What are you doing？”cried Kitty．

D’Artagnan，who had secured the key，shut himself up in the closet without reply．He heard the door to the adjacent room violently opened．He could hear Milady for some time scolding her maid．She was at length appeased，and the conversation turned upon him while Kitty was assisting her mistress．

“Well，”said Milady，“I have not seen our Gascon this evening．”

“What，Milady！Has he not come？”said Kitty．
 “Can he beinconstant before being happy？”

“Oh，no；he must have been prevented by Monsieur de Treville or Monsieur Dessessart．I understand my game，Kitty；I have this one safely．”

“What will you do with him，Madame？”

“What will I do with him？Be easy，Kitty，there is something between that man and me that he is quite ignorant of：he nearly made me lose my credit with his Eminence．Oh，I will be avenged！”

“I believed that Madame loved him．”

“I love him？I hate him！I should long ago have avenged myself on him if，and I don’t know why，the cardinal had not requested me to make peace with him．”

“Oh，yes；but Madame has not made peace with that little woman he was so fond of．”

“What，the landlord’s wife？Has he not already forgotten she ever existed？Fine vengeance that，on my faith！”

A cold sweat broke from D’Artagnan’s brow．Why，this woman was a monster！He resumed his listening，but unfortunately the toilet was finished．

“That will do，”said Milady；“go into your own room，and tomorrow endeavor again to get me an answer to the letter I gave you．”

“For Monsieur de Wardes？”said Kitty．

“To be sure；for Monsieur de Wardes．”


D’Artagnan heard the door close；then the noise of two bolts by which Milady fastened herself in．On her side，but as softly as possible，Kitty turned the key of the lock，and then D’Artagnan opened the closet door．

“Oh，good Lord！”said Kitty，in a low voice，“what is the matter with you？How pale you are！”

“The horrible creature，”murmured D’Artagnan．

The first use he made of his influence over Kitty was to try and find out what had become of Madame Bonacieux；but the poor girl swore upon the cross to D’Artagnan that she was entirely ignorant on that head；her mistress never admitting her into half her secrets—only she believed she could say she was not dead．

“I will avenge myself for her contempt，”whispered D’Artagnan．He took a pen and wrote：

“Since my recovery，I have so many affairs of this kind on my hands that I am forced to regulate them a little．When your turn comes，I shall have the honor to inform you of it．I kiss your hands．Count de Wardes．”

D’Artagnan gave the open letter to Kitty，who at first was unable to comprehend it，but who became almost wild with joy on reading it a second time．She could scarcely believe her happiness．

She delivered the note to her Mistress the next day．Milady opened the letter with eagerness equal to Kitty’s in bringing it；but at the first words she read，she became
 fierce．She crushed the paper in her hand，and turning with flashing eyes upon Kitty，she cried，“What is this letter？”

“The answer to Madame’s，”replied Kitty，all in a tremble．

“Impossible！”cried Milady．“It is impossible a gentleman could have written such a letter to a woman．”She ground her teeth；she was of the color of ashes．She sank into an armchair．Kitty，fearing she was ill，hastened toward her and was beginning to open her dress，but Milady started up，pushing her away．“What do you want with me？”said she，“and why do you place your hand on me？”

“I thought that Madame was ill，and I wished to bring her help，”responded the maid，frightened at the terrible expression which had come over her mistress’s face．

“I faint？Do you take me for half a woman？When I am insulted I do not faint；I avenge myself！”

And she made a sign for Kitty to leave the room．

注释

despite［disʹpait］prep．不管，尽管，不论

conscience［ʹkɔnʃəns］n．良心，道德心

counsel［kaunsəl］n．意见，忠告，建议

stammer［ʹstæmə］v．口吃，结结巴巴地说


I confess（that）．．．［口］得承认，这实在是…

bosom［ʹbuzəm］n．胸部

remembrance［riʹmembrəns］n．回想，记忆

indisposed［ ̩ indisʹpəuzd］adj．不舒服的，不合适的

compassion［kəmʹpæʃən］n．同情，怜悯

hinder［ʹhində］v．阻碍，打扰

derive［diʹraiv］vt．得到，出自

confess［kənʹfes］vt．承认，表明，声明

innocently［ʹinəsntli］adv．无罪地，纯洁地

boldly［ʹbəuldli］adv．大胆地

interception［ ̩ intə（ː）ʹsepʃən］n．中途夺取，拦截，侦听

gown［ʹg aun］n．长袍，睡袍

adjacent［əʹdʒeisənt］adj．邻近的，接近的

appease［əʹpiːz］vt．平息，安抚，缓和

assist［əʹsist］v．援助，帮助

avenge［əʹvendʒ］vt．为…报仇，复仇

bolt［bəult］n．门栓，插销，锁（中可由钥匙推动）的簧

swear［swɛə］v．宣誓，发誓

avenge［əʹvendʒ］vt．为…报复，报仇

contempt［kənʹtempt］n．轻视，轻蔑

recovery［riʹkʌvəri］n．恢复，痊愈

regulate［ʹre g juleit］vt．管制，控制，调节

comprehend［ ̩ kɔmpriʹhend］vt．领会，理解

crush［krʌʃ］vt．压碎，粉碎



CHAPTER 23 Dream of Vengeance

That evening Milady gave orders that when M．D’Artagnan came as usual，he should be immediately admitted；but he did not come．

The next day Kitty went to see the young man．She looked sad as death．He asked her what was wrong，and her only reply was to draw a letter from her pocket and give it to him．

This letter was in Milady’s handwriting：

“Dear M．D’Artagnan，It is wrong thus to neglect your friends，particularly at the moment you are about to leave them for so long a time．My brother-in-law and myself expected you yesterday and the day before，but in vain．Will it be the same this evening？Your very grateful，Milady Clarik．”

“Will you go？”asked Kitty．

“It would be impolite not to accept such a positive invitation．Milady，not seeing me come again，would not be able to understand what could cause the interruption of my visits，and might suspect something；who could say how far the vengeance of such a woman would go？”

Instinct made poor Kitty guess a part of what was to happen．D’Artagnan reassured her as well as he could，and promised to remain insensible to the seductions of Mi-
 lady．

As nine o’clock sounded，D’Artagnan was at the Place Royale．As soon as D’Artagnan appeared，before even he had asked if Milady were visitable，one of the servants ran to announce him．

He was introduced．

“I am at home to nobody，”said Milady；“observe，to nobody．”The servant went out．

D’Artagnan cast an inquiring glance at Milady．She was pale，and looked fatigued，either from tears or want of sleep．The number of lights had been intentionally diminished，but the young woman could not conceal the traces of the fever which had devoured her for two days．

To the questions which D’Artagnan put concerning her health，she replied，“Bad，very bad．”

“Then，”replied he，“my visit is ill-timed；you，no doubt，stand in need of rest，and I will withdraw．”

“No！No！”cried Milady．“On the contrary，stay，Monsieur D’Artagnan；your agreeable company will divert me．”

Milady assumed the most agreeable air possible，and by degrees，became more communicative．She asked D’Artagnan if he had a mistress．

“Alas！”said D’Artagnan，with the most sentimental air he could assume，“can you be cruel enough to put such a question to me—to me，who，from the moment I saw
 you，have only breathed and sighed through you and for you？”

“Then you love me？”said she．

“Have I any need to tell you so？Have you not perceived it？”

“Well，now，”she said，“let us see what you would do to prove this love of which you speak．Let us talk a little seriously．”

“I am all attention，Madame，”said he．

Milady remained thoughtful and undecided for a moment；then，as if appearing to have formed a resolution，she said，“I have an enemy．”

“Indeed！”

“An enemy who has insulted me so cruelly that between him and me it is war to the death．May I reckon on you as an auxiliary？”

“You may，Madame，”said he，with emphasis．“My arm and my life belong to you，like my love．Only name to me the base man that has brought tears into your beautiful eyes！”

“You know him．His name is De Wardes．”

“Ah！I will avenge you of this man，”replied D’Artagnan．

“Thanks，my brave friend！”cried Milady；“and when shall I be avenged？”

“Tomorrow！But first，would it be just to allow me
 to go to a possible death without having given me at least something more than hope？”

“That is but too just，”said she，tenderly．

“Oh，you are an angel！”exclaimed the young man．

“Then all is agreed，”said she，“Kitty will conduct you to my chamber．”

The poor maid almost fainted at hearing her orders．After conducting D’Artagnan upstairs，and watching the door close behind him，she rushed toward it，full of jealousy and fury．

D’Artagnan，on his part，was absorbed entirely by the sensations of the moment．Milady was no longer for him that woman of fatal intentions who had for a moment terrified him；she was an ardent，passionate mistress，abandoning herself to love which she also seemed to feel．Two hours thus glided away．When the transports of the two lovers were calmer，Milady，who had not the same motives for forgetfulness that D’Artagnan had，was the first to return to reality，and asked the young man if he had clear plans for executing her revenge upon the Count de Wardes．

“Madame，I am a man of honor，”said D’Artagnan，“and since your love is mine，and I am satisfied I possess it—for I do possess it，do I not？”

“Entirely．”

“Well，I feel as if transformed—a confession weighs
 on my mind．”

“A confession！”said she，growing pale，“what is this confession？”

“You received a note from the Count de Wardes，rejecting your love advances．”

“No，I did not！”

“Don’t lie to me，dear．It’s useless．”

“Alright，so what if I did？”

“Well，the Count de Wardes of that note and the D’Artagnan you see before you are the same person．”

Pale and trembling，Milady pushed D’Artagnan violently away and sprang out of bed．

D’Artagnan detained her by her night dress，to beg her pardon；but she，with a strong movement，tried to escape．Then the fabric was torn from her beautiful shoulders；and on one of those lovely shoulders，round and white，D’Artagnan recognized，with inexpressible astonishment，the mark which the hand of the infamous executioner had branded．

“Great God！”cried D’Artagnan，loosening his hold of her dress，and remaining mute，motionless，and frozen．

But Milady felt herself denounced even by his terror．He had doubtless seen all．The young man now knew her secret，her terrible secret—the secret she concealed even from her maid with such care，the secret of which all the world was ignorant，except himself．


She flew to a little box which stood upon the dressing table，opened it with a feverish and trembling hand，drew from it a small knife，and then threw herself with a bound upon D’Artagnan．

At the noise they made，she in overturning the furniture in her efforts to get at him，he in screening himself behind the furniture to keep out of her reach，Kitty opened the door．D’Artagnan，who had unceasingly maneuvered to gain this point，was not at more than three paces from it．With one spring he flew from the chamber of Milady into that of the maid，and quick as lightning，he slammed to the door，and placed all his weight against it，while Kitty pushed the bolts．

Then Milady attempted to tear down the doorcase，with a strength apparently above that of a woman；but finding she could not accomplish this，she in her fury stabbed at the door with her knife．

“Quick，Kitty，quick！”said D’Artagnan，in a low voice，as soon as the bolts were fast，“let me get out of the hotel；for if we leave her time to turn round，she will have me killed by the servants．”

“But you can’t go out so，”said Kitty；“you are naked．”

“That’s true，”said D’Artagnan，then first thinking of the costume he found himself in，“that’s true．But dress me as well as you are able，only make haste；think，
 my dear girl，it’s life or death！”

In the turn of a hand Kitty dressed him up in a flowered robe，a large hood，and a cloak．She gave him some slippers，in which he placed his naked feet，and then conducted him down the stairs．Luckily for him，the young man fled before the servants could make sense of what had happened．

D’Artagnan was so completely bewildered that without thinking of what might become of Kitty he ran at full speed across half Paris，and did not stop till he came to Athos’s door．

Athos recognized his comrade and burst into a laugh at the sight of his friend．

“Don’t laugh！”cried D’Artagnan；“for upon my soul，it’s no laughing matter！Prepare yourself to hear an incredible story．”

“Well，but put on this dressing gown first，”said the Musketeer to his friend．

D’Artagnan put on a robe as quickly as he could，mistaking one sleeve for the other，so greatly was he still agitated．

“Well？”said Athos．

“Well，”replied D’Artagnan，bending his mouth to Athos’s ear，and lowering his voice，“Milady is marked with a prisoner’s brand upon her shoulder！”

“Ah！”cried the Musketeer，as if he had received a
 bullet in his heart．

“Are you sure that the other is dead？”asked D’Artagnan．

Athos uttered a groan，and let his head sink on his hands．

“This is a woman of twenty-six or twenty-eight years．”

“Fair，”said Athos，“is she not？”

“Very．”

“The brand is small，rosy in color，and looks as if efforts had been made to remove it？”

“Yes．”

“But you say she is English？”

“She is called Milady，but she may be French．Lord de Winter is only her brother-in-law．”

“I will see her，D’Artagnan！”

“She will follow you to the end of the world，Athos，if she recognizes you．Let her，then，exhaust her vengeance on me alone！”

“My dear friend，of what consequence is it if she kills me？”said Athos．“Do you think I set any great store by life？”

“There is something horribly mysterious under all this，Athos；this woman is one of the cardinal’s spies，I am sure of that．”

“In that case，take care！If you go out，do not go
 out alone；when you eat，use every precaution．Mistrust everything，in short，even your own shadow．I will go with you wherever you go．But first，we’ll send my servant for some clothing for you．”

Soon，the clothing was delivered．D’Artagnan，dressed and ready，left with his friend and their two servants．

注释

neglect［niʹg lekt］vt．忽视，疏忽

positive［ʹpɔzətiv］adj．肯定的，积极的

instinct［ʹinstiƞkt］n．本能

seduction［siʹdʌkʃən］n．诱惑

inquiring［inʹkwaiəriƞ］adj．咨询的，打听的

diminish［diʹminiʃ］v．（使）减少，（使）变小

trace［treis］n．痕迹，踪迹

agreeable［əʹg riəbl］adj．使人愉快的，惬意的

divert［daiʹvəːt］v．转移，转向，使高兴

communicative［kəʹmjuːnikətiv］adj．爱说话的，畅谈的

sentimental［ ̩ sentiʹmentl］adj．感伤性的

resolution［ ̩ rezəʹljuːʃən］n．坚定，决心，决定，决议

reckon［ʹrekən］vi．依赖

auxiliary［ɔːgʹziljəri］adj．辅助的，补助的

emphasis［ʹemfəsis］n．强调

sensation［senʹseiʃən］n．感觉，感情

ardent［ʹaːdənt］adj．热情洋溢的，燃烧般的

passionate［ʹpæʃənit］adj．充满热情的

abandon［əʹbændən］vt．放弃

glide［g laid］v．（时间）消逝


motive［ʹməutiv］n．动机，目的

transform［trænsʹfɔːm］vt．使…变形

confession［kənʹfeʃən］n．坦白；（对神父所作的）忏悔

fabric［ʹfæbrik］n．织品，布

inexpressible［ ̩ iniksʹpresəbl］adj．难以形容的

executioner［ ̩ eksiʹkjuːʃənə］n．死刑执行人，刽子手

denounce［diʹnauns］vt．公开指责，谴责

overturn［ ̩ əuvəʹtəːn］vt．推翻，颠倒

unceasingly［ʌnʹsiːsiƞli］adv．继续地，不断地

maneuver［məʹnuːvə］vi．设法调整

slam［slæm］v．砰地关上

doorcase［ʹdɔˑkeis］n．（＝doorframe）门框

accomplish［əʹkɔmpliʃ］vt．完成，实现

stab［stæb］v．剌

naked［ʹneikid］adj．裸体的

in the turn of a hand（＝in the turning of a hand）即刻，转眼之间

slipper［ʹslipə］n．拖鞋

upon my soul！［口］说句良心话！我敢发誓！

no laughing matter不是闹着玩的事

incredible［inʹkredəbl］adj．难以置信的

agitated［ʹædʒiteitid］adj．激动的，表现不安的

rosy［ʹrəuzi］adj．蔷薇色的，玫瑰红色的

exhaust［i gʹzɔːst］vt．用尽，耗尽

of consequence重要

set great store by重视



CHAPTER 24 A Meeting

At four o’clock the four friends were all assembled with Athos．Suddenly Planchet entered，bringing a letter for D’Artagnan．Upon the envelope were the terrible arms of his Eminence the cardinal duke．

D’Artagnan unsealed the letter and read：

“M．D’Artagnan，of the king’s guards，company Dessessart，is expected at the Palais-Cardinal this evening，at eight o’clock．”

“I would not go，”said Aramis．

“I am of Aramis’s opinion，”said Porthos．

“Gentlemen，”replied D’Artagnan，“I have already received a similar invitation from his Eminence．I neglected it，and on the following day，a serious misfortune happened to me—my lover disappeared．Whatever may ensue，I will go．”

“Then each of us shall wait at a different gate of the palace with three Musketeers behind him；if we see a closed carriage，at all suspicious in appearance，come out，let us fall upon it．It is a long time since we have had a fight with the Guards of Monsieur the Cardinal；Monsieur de Treville must think us dead．”

“Excellent idea！”replied the young men in chorus．Later that evening，they reached the Rue St．
 Honore，and in the Place du Palais-Cardinal they found the twelve invited Musketeers，walking about in expectation of their comrades．There they explained to them the matter at hand．

Athos divided them into three groups，assumed the command of one，gave the second to Aramis，and the third to Porthos；and then each group went and took their watch near an entrance．

D’Artagnan，on his part，entered boldly at the principal gate．Outside，he placed his letter in the hands of the usher on duty．The usher made a sign to D’Artagnan to follow him．He traversed a corridor，crossed a grand salon，entered a library，and found himself in the presence of a man seated at a desk writing．The usher introduced him，and retired without speaking a word．D’Artagnan remained standing and examined this man．In an instant he recognized the cardinal．

The cardinal leaned his elbow on his manuscript，his cheek upon his hand，and looked intently at the young man for a moment．No one had a more searching eye than the Cardinal de Richelieu，and D’Artagnan felt this glance run through his veins like a fever．

“Monsieur，”said the cardinal，“are you a D’Artagnan from Bearn，a Gascon？”

“Yes，sir，”replied the young man．

“It is you who set out seven or eight months ago
 from your country to seek your fortune in the capital？”

“Yes，sir．”

“You came through Meung，where something befell you．I don’t very well know what，but still something．”

“Sir，”said D’Artagnan，“this was what happened to me．．．”

“Never mind，never mind！”resumed the cardinal，with a smile which indicated that he knew the story as well as he who wished to relate it．“I know everything that has happened to you since that time．I know of your ambition to join the Musketeers．I know of your business trip to London，and I know where you got that ring on your finger．”

D’Artagnan placed his hand upon the queen’s diamond，which he wore，and quickly turned the stone inward；but it was too late．

“The day after that，you received a visit from Cavois，”resumed the cardinal．“He went to invite you to come to the palace．You have not returned that visit，and you were wrong．”

“Sir，I feared I had incurred disgrace with your Eminence．”

“Ah！Well，had you come，I would have explained to you a plan I have in my mind．Fortunately，nothing is lost by this delay，and you are now about to hear it．I like men of courage．But young as you are，and scarcely ente-
 ring into the world，you have powerful enemies；if you do not take great care，they will destroy you．Alone as you are，you have done much already，and will do still more，I don’t doubt．Yet you have need，I believe，to be guided in the adventurous career you have undertaken．”

“I am at the age of extravagant hopes，sir，”said D’Artagnan．

“What would you say to an invitation to join in my guards，and a company after the campaign？”

“Sir，”replied D’Artagnan，with an embarrassed air．

“You refuse？”cried the cardinal，with astonishment．

“I am in his Majesty’s Guards，sir，and I have no reason to be dissatisfied．”

“I will give you this excuse：the need of protection；for it is fit you should know，Monsieur D’Artagnan，that I have received heavy and serious complaints against you．You do not devote your days and nights wholly to the king’s service．”

D’Artagnan colored．

“Your services，well directed，instead of leading you to ill，might be very advantageous to you．Come；reflect，and decide．”

“Sir，all my friends are in the king’s Musketeers and Guards，and by an inconceivablefatality，my enemies are in the service of your Eminence；I should，therefore，be ill received here and ill regarded there if I accepted your
 offer．”

“That is to say，you refuse to serve me，sir，”said the cardinal，with a tone of anger，through which，however，might be seen a sort of esteem．“Remain free，then，and guard your hatred and your sympathies．And let me give you a piece of advice：take care of yourself，Monsieur D’Artagnan，for from the moment I withdraw my hand from behind you，I would not give anything further for your life．”

“I shall entertain whatever may happen，”said D’Artagnan，placing his hand upon his breast and bowing，“an eternal gratitude toward your Eminence for what you now do for me．”

“Well，let it be，then，as you have said，Monsieur D’Artagnan；we shall see each other again after the campaign．I will have my eye upon you，for I shall be there，”replied the cardinal，pointing with his finger to a magnificent suit of armor he was to wear，“and on our return，well—we will settle our account！Young man，”he added，“if I shall be able to say to you at another time what I have said to you today，I promise you to do so．”

This last expression of Richelieu’s conveyed a terrible doubt；it alarmed D’Artagnan more than a menace would have done，for it was a warning．The cardinal，then，was seeking to preserve him from some misfortune which threatened him．


D’Artagnan went out，descended by the staircase at which he had entered，and found Athos and three other Musketeers waiting，his appearance，showing their growing unease．With a word，D’Artagnan reassured them；and Planchet ran to inform the others that it was useless to keep guard longer，as his master had come out safe from the Palais-Cardinal．

Returned home with Athos，his friends inquired eagerly the cause of the strange interview；but D’Artagnan confined himself to telling them that M．de Richelieu had sent for him to propose to him to enter into his guards，and that he had refused．

“And you were right，”cried Aramis and Porthos，with one voice．

D’Artagnan sighed deeply，for a secret voice of his soul told him that great misfortunes awaited him．

注释

arms［aːmz］n．盾形纹章

neglect［niʹg lekt］vt．忽视，疏忽

ensue［inʹsjuː］vi．跟着发生
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traverse［ʹtrævəːs］vt．穿过，经过
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invitation［inʹvaiteiʃən］n．邀请

dissatisfied［ʹdis ̩ sætisʹfaid］adj．不满意的，不高兴的

wholly［ʹhəuli］adv．全部，专门地

reflect［riʹflekt］v．反省，细想

inconceivable［ ̩ inkənʹsiːvəbl］adj．不能想象的，难以相信的

fatality［fəʹtæliti］n．宿命，天数，命运决定的事物

hatred［ʹheitrid］n．憎恨，乱意，仇恨

entertain［ ̩ entəʹtein］vt．抱有（信心，意见，感情等）

magnificent［mægʹnifisnt］adj．华丽的

armor［ʹaːmə］n．装甲

convey［kənʹvei］vt．搬运，传达，转让

menace［ʹmenəs］n．威胁，危险物

preserve［priʹzəːv］vt．保护

confine［kənʹfain］vt．限制，禁闭

propose［prəʹpəuz］vt．计划，建议，向…提议

misfortune［misʹfɔːtʃən］n．不幸，灾祸



CHAPTER 25 The Siege of La Rochelle

The Siege of La Rochelle was one of the great political events of the reign of Louis XIII，and one of the great military enterprises of the cardinal．It is，then，interesting and even necessary that we should say a few words about it，particularly as many details of this siege are connected in too important a manner with the story we have undertaken to relate to allow us to pass it over in silence．

Of the important cities given up by Henry IV to the Protestant Huguenots as places of safety，there only remained La Rochelle．It became necessary，therefore，to destroy this last haven，for it was there that the threat of civil revolt and foreign war were constantly mingling．

La Rochelle，which had derived a new importance from the ruin of the other Huguenot cities，was，then，the focus of rebellion and ambition．Moreover，its port was the last in the kingdom of France open to the English，and by closing it against England，our eternal enemy，the cardinal，completed the work of Joan of Arc and the Duc de Guise．

Richelieu，as everyone knows，had loved the queen．And Buckingham had the advantage over him．Richelieu knew that in combating England he combated Buckingham；that in triumphing over England he triumphed over
 Buckingham—in short，that in humiliating England in the eyes of Europe he humiliated Buckingham in the eyes of the queen．

On his side，Buckingham，in pretending to maintain the honor of England，was moved by interests exactly like those of the cardinal．Buckingham also was pursuing a private vengeance．Buckingham could not under any pretense be admitted into France as an ambassador；he wished to enter it as a conqueror．

The first advantage had been gained by Buckingham．Arriving unexpectedly in sight of the Isle of Re with ninety vessels and nearly twenty thousand men，he，after a bloody conflict，effected his landing．

This event had hastened the resolutions of the cardinal；and till the king and he could take the command of the siege of La Rochelle，which was determined，he had sent his war minister to direct the first operations，and had ordered all the troops he could dispose of to march toward the theater of war．

As it is not our intention to give a journal of the siege，but on the contrary only to describe such of the events of it as are connected with the story we are relating，we will content ourselves with saying in two words that the expedition succeeded，to the great astonishment of the king and the great glory of the cardinal．Although the rebellion was not at a total end，Buckingham retrea-
 ted for the moment back to England，and the cardinal was left free to carry on the siege，without having，at least at the present，anything to fear on the part of the English．

But it must be acknowledged，this response was but momentary．An agent of the Duke of Buckingham，named Montague，was taken，and proof was obtained of a league between the German Empire，Spain，England，and Lorraine．This league was directed against France．

The cardinal was acquainted with the activity，and more particularly，the hatred，of Buckingham．If the league which threatened France triumphed，all his influence would be lost．Spanish policy and Austrian policy would have their representatives in the cabinet of the Louvre，where they had as yet but partisans；and he，Richelieu—the French minister，the national minister—would be ruined．The king，even while obeying him like a child，hated him as a child hates his master，and would abandon him to the personal vengeance of Monsieur and the queen．He would then be lost，and France，perhaps，with him．All this must be prepared against．

On their part，the Musketeers，who had not much to do with the siege，were not under very strict orders，and led a joyous life；for being friends of M．de Treville，they obtained from him special permission to be absent after the closing of the camp．

During the course of the campaign，however，D’Artagnan
 had a singularly unpleasant experience．While leading a small team of volunteer soldiers on a mission to uncover the whereabouts of the enemy forces，he found himself suddenly under attack by two of his own men．

The attackers fired at him，and just barely missed him．D’Artagnan，however，fell to the ground，pretending to have been killed．The two men then approached their victim，only to be surprised when he suddenly jumped to his feet with his sword already drawn．Both attackers，not having reloaded their weapons，were easily killed．

In one of the dead man’s pockets，he found a note which read：

“Since you have lost sight of that woman and she is now in safety in the convent，which you should never have allowed her to reach，try，at least，not to miss her lover．If you do，you know that my hand stretches far，and that you shall pay very dearly for the hundred louis you have from me．M．C．”

It was from this note that D’Artagnan discovered two things：that it had undoubtedly been Milady who had ordered his assassination，and that Madame Bonacieux was being held in a convent somewhere，most likely under the protection of the queen．

Not long after that，D’Artagnan received a note from his three Musketeer friends indicating that they needed
 to see him as soon as possible．It had been nearly a week since they had seen each other．

注释

siege［siːdʒ］n．包围，围城，围攻

reign［rein］n．统治，统治时期，支配

enterprise［ʹentəpraiz］n．企业，事业

Protestant［ʹprɔtistənt］n．新教，新教徒

haven［ʹheivn］n．港口，避难所

revolt［riʹvəult］n．造反，起义；反叛

mingle［ʹmiƞg l］v．（使）混合，混在一起；加入

Huguenot［ʹhjuːgənɔt］n．法国胡格诺派教徒（16～17世纪间）

rebellion［riʹbeljən］n．谋反，叛乱，反抗，不服从

Joan of Arc贞德（约1412～1431）：英法百年战争时期法国女民族英雄。她曾率军和英国人奋战，终于打败了围城的英军。1430年5月23日，同英军作战时被俘，被英军交教会法庭审判，以异端和女巫罪被判处火刑。

the Duc de Guise吉斯公爵（1519～1563）：他曾率军打败神圣罗马帝国皇帝查理五世，并从英国人手中夺回加来港，最终将英国的势力逐出法国和欧洲大陆。

combat［ʹkɔmbæt］v．战斗，搏斗，抗击

triumph［ʹtraiəmf］v．获得胜利

humiliate［hjuːʹmilieit］v．羞辱，使丢脸，耻辱

maintain［menʹtein］vt．维持，主张

pursue［pəʹsjuː］vt．追赶，继续，从事

pretense［priʹtens］n．主张，要求，伪称，借口

ambassador［æmʹbæsədə］n．大使

conqueror［ʹkɔƞkərə］n．征服者，胜利者

resolution［ ̩ rezəʹljuʃən］n．坚定，决心，决定

dispose［disʹpəuz］v．处理，处置，部署（dispose of解决，处理，安排）

journal［ʹdʒəːnl］n．定期刊物，杂志，航海日记，分类账

expedition［ ̩ ekspiʹdiʃən］n．远征，探险队，迅速，派遣


retreat［riʹtriːt］vi．撤退，退却n．撤退，退却

momentary［ʹməuməntəri］adj．瞬间的，刹那间的

representative［ ̩ repriʹzentətiv］n．代表

partisan［ʹp aːtiʹzæn］n．游击队

abandon［əʹbændən］vt．放弃，遗弃

singularly［ʹsiƞg juləli］adv．令人无法理解地，异乎寻常地volunteer［ ̩ vɔnlənʹtiə］adj．自动的，自愿的

whereabouts［ʹ（h）wɛərəʹbauts］n．下落，行踪，所在之处

attacker［əʹtækə］n．攻击者

barely［ʹbɛəli］adv．仅仅，刚刚，几乎不能

stretch［stretʃ］v．伸展，伸长

louis［ʹlu（ː）is］路易（法国货币单位）

undoubtedly［ʌnʹdautidli］adv．毋庸置疑地，的确地

assassination［ə ̩ sæsiʹneiʃən］n．暗杀

indicate［ʹindikeit］vt．指出，简要地说明



CHAPTER 26 The Warning

On arriving at the lodgings of his three friends，D’Artagnan found them assembled in the same chamber．Athos was meditating；Porthos was twisting his mustache；Aramis was saying his prayers in a charming little Book of Hours，bound in blue velvet．

“Gentlemen，”said he．“I hope what you have to tell me is worth the trouble，or else，I warn you，I will not pardon you for making me come here instead of getting a little rest．”

“The news is that I saw Milady last night，”said Athos．

“You saw your wife？”cried D’Artagnan．

“Yes．I explained to Porthos and Aramis the nature of my relationship with her．”

“Where did you see her？”demanded D’Artagnan．

“Within two leagues of this place，at the inn of the Red Dovecote．”

“She’s here？”

“Well，by this time she must have quit the shores of France．She left yesterday just after demanding your head of the cardinal．”

“What！Demanding my head？”cried D’Artagnan，pale with terror．


“Yes，that is true，”said Porthos；“I heard her with my own ears．”

“I also，”said Aramis．“You see，the three of us were drinking at that inn just mentioned，when，much to our shock，the cardinal entered and walked directly upstairs．It just so happened that where we were sitting，we could hear through a stove-pipe next to our table，a conversation between himself and a lady in the room above．”

“Then，”said D’Artagnan，letting his arm fall with discouragement，“it is useless to struggle longer．I may as well blow my brains out，and all will be over．”

“Not all is as bad as it seems，”said Athos．“First of all，Milady has by now gone to England．”

“And why has she gone there？”

“To assassinate，or to cause to be assassinated，the Duke of Buckingham．”

D’Artagnan uttered an exclamation of surprise and

indignation．

“But this is infamous！”cried he．

“As to that，”said Athos，“I beg you to believe that I care very little about it．The duke is English；the duke fights against us．Let her do what she likes with the duke．”

“A moment，”said D’Artagnan．“I will not abandon Buckingham thus．”

“We will return to that subject later，if such be your
 pleasure；but what for the moment engaged my attention most earnestly，and I am sure you will understand me，D’Artagnan，was the getting from this woman a kind of order which she had gained from the cardinal，and by means of which she could without fear of punishment get rid of you and perhaps of us．”

“And this order，”said D’Artagnan，“does it remain in her hands？”

“No，it passed into mine；I paid her room a little visit after the cardinal left．She was none too pleased to see me，of course．Nevertheless，in the course of our most brief conversation，I managed to convince her to give me the order．Here it is．”

Athos then produced a small piece of paper which read：

“Dec．3，1627—It is by m y order and for the good of the state that the bearer of this has done what he has done．RICH ELIEU．”

“My dear Athos，I shall no longer count the number of times I am indebted to you for my life．Now，that paper must be torn to pieces．”

“On the contrary，”said Athos，“it must be preserved carefully．I would not give up this paper if covered with many gold pieces．”

“And what will she do now？”asked the young man．

“Why，”replied Athos，carelessly，“she is probably
 going to write to the cardinal that a damned Musketeer，named Athos，has taken her safe-conduct from her by force；she will advise him in the same letter to get rid of his two friends，Aramis and Porthos，at the same time．The cardinal will remember that these are the same men who have often crossed his path；and then some fine morning he will arrest D’Artagnan，and for fear he should feel lonely，he will send us to keep him company in Bastille．”

“But when you held her in your power，why did you not drown her，strangle her，or hang her？”asked Porthos．

“I have an idea，”said Athos．

“What is it？”said the Musketeers．

“This Milady，this woman，this creature，this devil，has a brother-in-law，as I think you told me，D’Artagnan？”

“Yes，I know him very well；and I also believe that he has not a very warm affection for his sister-in-law．”

“There is no harm in that．If he hated her，it would be all the better．What is her brother-in-law’s name？”

“Lord de Winter．”

“Where is he now？”

“He returned to London at the first sound of war．”

“Well，there’s just the man we want，”said Athos．“It is he whom we must warn．We will have him in-
 formed that his sister-in-law is on the point of having someone assassinated，and beg him not to lose sight of her．He must place his sister under guard，and we shall be in peace．”

“But I think it would be worthwhile，”said Aramis，“to inform the queen and Lord de Winter at the same time．I have a connection in Tours，who can easily communicate with the Queen．”

“Alright；but who is to carry the letter to Tours，and who to London？”

“I answer for Bazin，”said Aramis．

“And I for Planchet，”said D’Artagnan．

“Excellent．And this very day we will write the letters，”said Aramis．“Give the servants money，and they will start．”

“Have you any money？”asked Athos．

The four friends looked at one another，and a cloud came over the brows which but lately had been so cheerful．

“Why the devil，then，do we plague ourselves about money，when there is a diamond there on D’Artagnan’s finger？”

“But，”said D’Artagnan，“it is the queen’s diamond．”

“The stronger reason why it should be sold，”replied Athos．


“Well，then，fine，”said D’Artagnan，gaily．

After breakfast，it was agreed that they should meet again in the evening at Athos’s lodging，and there finish their plans．

In the evening，at the appointed hour，the four friends met．There，together they drew up the following letter for Lord de Winter：

“My Lord，the person who writes these few lines had the honor of crossing swords with you in the little enclosure of the Rue d’Enfer．As you have several times since declared yourself the friend of that person，he thinks it his duty to respond to that friendship by sending you important information．Twice you have nearly been the victim of a near relative，whom you believe to be your heir because you are ignorant that before she contracted a marriage in England，she was already married in France．But the third time，which is the present，you may not fair so well．Your relative left La Rochelle for England during the night．Watch for her arrival，for she has great and terrible projects．If you require to know positively what she is capable of，read her past history on her left shoulder．”

“Well，now that will do wonderfully well，”said Athos．“Lord de Winter will now be upon his guard if the letter should reach him；and even if it should fall into the hands of the cardinal，we shall not be compromised．And
 now，let’s write a second letter for that clever personage who lives in Tours．”

Aramis picked up his pen，reflected a little，and wrote the following lines：

“My dear cousin，His Eminence，the cardinal，is on the point of putting an end to the rebellion of La Rochelle．Give these hap py tidings to your sister，my dear cousin．I have dreamed that the unlucky Buckingham was dead，and you know my dreams never deceive me．Be assured，then，of seeing me soon return．”

“Capital！”cried Athos；“you are the king of poets，my dear Aramis．”

It was then agreed that Planchet would deliver the letter to Lord de Winter，and that Bazin would deliver the letter to Aramis’s cousin in Tours．Both servants were immediately called．D’Artagnan delivered the orders personally to Planchet．

“You have eight days to get an interview with Lord de Winter；you have eight days to return—in all sixteen days．If，on the sixteenth day after your departure，at eight o’clock in the evening you are not here，no money—even if it be but five minutes past eight．”

Having mounted on an excellent horse，which he was to leave at the end of twenty leagues in order to take the post，Planchet set off at a gallop．Bazin set out the next day for Tours，and was allowed eight days to perform his
 commission．

The four friends，during the period of these two absences，had，as may well be supposed，the eye on the watch．Their days were passed in endeavoring to catch all that was said，in observing the proceeding of the cardinal，and in looking out for all the messengers who arrived．

On the morning of the eighth day，Bazin，fresh as ever，and smiling，entered the caféof the Parpaillot as the four friends were sitting down to breakfast，saying，as had been agreed upon：“Monsieur Aramis，the answer from your cousin．”

The four friends exchanged a joyful glance；half of the work was done．It is true，however，that it was the shorter and easier part．

Aramis，blushing in spite of himself，took the letter，and read it aloud：

“My cousin，my sister and I are skillful in interpreting dreams，and even entertain great fear of them；but of yours it may be said，I hope，every dream is an illusion．Adieu！Take care of yourself，and act so that we may from time to time hear you spoken of．

Marie Michon．”

But，as we have said，Bazin had not，by his fortunate return，removed more than a part of the uneasiness which
 weighed upon the four friends．The days of expectation are long．D’Artagnan’s confidence in the worthy Picard，at one time so great，diminished day by day．This anxiety became so great that it even extended to Aramis and Porthos．Athos alone remained unmoved，as if no danger hovered over him，and as if he breathed his customary atmosphere．

On the sixteenth day，in particular，these signs were so strong in D’Artagnan and his two friends that they could not remain quiet in one place，and wandered about like ghosts on the road by which Planchet was expected．

“Really，”said Athos to them，“you are not men but children，to let a woman terrify you so！”

The day，however，passed away；and the evening came on slowly，but finally it came．The bars were filled with drinkers．When seven o’clock sounded，the patrol was heard passing to double the posts．At half past seven the retreat was sounded．“Let us to bed！”said Athos．

And he went out of the Parpaillot，followed by D’Artagnan．Aramis came behind，giving his arm to Porthos．Aramis mumbled verses to himself，and Porthos from time to time pulled a hair or two from his mustache，in sign of despair．

But all at once a shadow appeared in the darkness，the outline of which was familiar to D’Artagnan，and a well-known voice said，“Monsieur，I have brought your
 cloak；it is chilly this evening．”

“Planchet！”cried D’Artagnan，beside himself with joy．

At the same time，D’Artagnan felt Planchet slip a note into his hand．

“I have the note，”said he to his friends．

D’Artagnan，with a trembling hand，broke the seal and opened the so anxiously expected letter．

It contained half a line，in a hand perfectly British：

“Thank you；be easy．”

Athos took the letter from the hands of D’Artagnan，approached the lamp，set fire to the paper，and did not let go till it was reduced to ashes．

Then，calling Planchet，he said，“Now，my lad，you may claim your pay，and go get some rest．”

“My faith，sir！That will be the first time I have done so for sixteen days．”

“And me，too！”said all the Musketeers，including Athos．

注释

lodging［ʹlɔdʒiƞ］n．寄宿处，寄宿，（通常用复数）出租的房间、住房

meditate［mediʹteit］v．想，考虑，（尤指宗教上的）沉思，冥想

twist［twist］vt．拧，扭曲，绞，搓，捻

mustache［məsʹt aːʃ］n．髭，胡子

discouragement［disʹkʌridʒmənt］n．气馁，挫折，劝阻


assassinate［əʹsæsineit］vt．暗杀，行刺

exclamation［ ̩ ekskləʹmeiʃən］n．惊呼，感叹

indignation［ ̩ indi gʹneiʃən］n．愤慨，义愤

earnestly［ʹəːnistli］adv．认真地，诚挚地

convince［kənʹvins］vt．使确信，使信服

indebted［inʹdetid］adj．负债的，感恩的

damned［dæmd］adj．该死的，被咒骂的

brow［ ̩ brau］n．眉毛，额

plague［plei g］vt．折磨，使苦恼

contract［kənʹtrækt］v．使缩短，感染，订约

positively［ʹpɔzətivli］adv．断然地；肯定地

tidings［ʹtaidiƞz］n．消息

deceive［diʹsiːv］v．欺骗，行骗

commission［kəʹmiʃən］n．委任，委托

proceeding［prəʹsiːdiƞ］n．行动

messenger［ʹmesindʒə］n．报信者，使者

interpret［inʹtəːprit］v．解释，说明

illusion［iʹluːʒən］n．幻想

anxiety［æƞgʹzaiəti］n．忧虑，焦急，渴望

hover［ʹhɔvə］v．盘旋

ghost［gəust］n．鬼，幽灵

patrol［pəʹtrəul］n．巡逻

mumble［ʹmʌmbl］v．喃喃而语，咕哝

verse［vəːs］n．诗，诗句

chilly［ʹtʃili］adj．寒冷的

claim［kleim］vt．认领，声称



CHAPTER 27 Fatality

Meantime，Milady was by now approaching an English harbor．However，before reaching land，a small coast-guard boat met her ship and the officers came aboard to examine the crew．A young，handsome，stonefaced officer picked out Milady from the passengers and immediately transported her and her luggage to land．She attempted to protest along the way，but he was obviously under strict orders．

Upon their landing，the officer escorted Milady to a carriage that was waiting for them．

“Where is it you’re taking me？”asked Milady furiously．

The officer，however，simply remained silent and sat down next to her inside the coach．

For more than an hour they rode，until finally reaching a large，isolated castle．Several men met them at the gate of the building and，together，took Milady inside and up several flights of stairs to a large，comfortably decorated room．

Upon a closer look，however，Milady discovered that this room was meant only to be entered，never exited．There were bars on the windows and guards were to be posted outside her door at all times．She was a prisoner．
 But who was her captor？

At that moment she heard the sound of heavy footsteps coming up the lengthy staircase．A moment later，her brother，Lord de Winter entered the room．

Milady involuntarily drew back and cried out，“What，my brother，is it you？”

“Yes，fair lady！”replied Lord de Winter，making a bow，half courteous，half ironical；“it is I，myself．”Then，turning toward the door，and seeing that the young officer was waiting for his last orders，he said．“All is well，I thank you；now leave us alone，Mr．Felton．”

Left alone，Lord de Winter resumed the conversation．

“But tell me，my dear sister，what makes you come to England？”

“I have come to see you，”replied Milady．

“Ah，to see me．Well，here I am，and I promise we shall see one another every day，”said De Winter，cunningly．

“But I have neither my women nor my servants here to wait upon me．”

“You shall have all，Madame．Tell me on what footing your household was established by your first husband，and although I am only your brother-in-law，I will arrange one similar．”


“My first husband！”cried Milady，looking at Lord de Winter with eyes almost starting from their sockets．

“Yes，your French husband．I don’t speak of my brother．If you have forgotten，as he is still living，I can write to him and he will send me information on the subject．”

A cold sweat burst from the brow of Milady．

“You ass！”cried Milady；and as if acted upon by a spring，she bounded toward de Winter，who awaited her attack with his arms crossed，but nevertheless，with one hand on the handle of his sword．

“Come！”said he，“I know you are accustomed to assassinating people，but I warn you I shall defend myself，even against you．”

“You are right，”said Milady．“You have all the appearance of being cowardly enough to lift your hand against a woman．”

“Perhaps so；and I have an excuse，for mine would not be the first hand of a man that has been placed upon you，I imagine．”

And de Winter pointed，with a slow and accusing gesture，to the left shoulder of Milady，which he almost touched with his finger．

Milady uttered a deep，inward shriek，and retreated to a corner of the room like a tiger which crouches for a spring．


“Oh，growl as much as you please，”cried Lord de Winter，“but you shall stay here，until I set out for La Rochelle with the army，at which time you will be conveyed by boat to our colonies in the south．And be assured that you shall be accompanied by one who will blow your brains out at the first attempt you make to return to England or the continent．”

Lord de Winter then went toward the door and opened it hastily．“I have my best man，Mr．Felton，guarding you．He is well-trained，and，you’ll find，quite immune to the seductions of women such as yourself．I have warned him of all your tricks．That is all for now．Enjoy your stay．We shall see each other soon．”

Lord de Winter went out，shutting the door after him．

Milady buried herself in a large armchair and reflected．

“I am lost，”murmured she；“I am lost！I am in the power of men upon whom I can have no more influence than upon statues of bronze or granite；they know me by heart，and are steeled against all my weapons．It is，however，impossible that this should end as they have decreed！”

And with these words，spoken to herself，she all at once regained her strength and sense of survival．She must chip away at the stone exterior of her guard，Fel-
 ton．He was her only chance of escape．

And so，for the next four days she did her utmost to make that seemingly hardened man feel pity for her．She cried and fainted often，sang songs of sadness through the door，and talked aloud of her sufferings at the hands of terrible men．Each time de Winter visited her，proudly waving his momentary power in her face，she acted the victim and cried uncontrollably into her pillow upon his departure．

On the third day，after one such visit，Milady’s false tears managed finally to stir pity into the heart of Felton．He entered her room and in doing so，without knowing it，secured the beginning of his downfall．

The young man advanced rapidly into the chamber，leaving the door open behind him，and making a sign to Milady to be silent；his face was much agitated．

“What do you want with me？”said she．

“Listen，”replied Felton，in a low voice．“I have just sent away the guard that I might remain here without anybody knowing it，in order to speak to you without being overheard．Lord de Winter has just related a frightful story to me．Either you are a devil，or your brother-in-law is a monster．Be not alarmed at what I say；I want to be convinced．Tonight，after twelve，I will come and see you，and you shall convince me．”

He then darted out of the room，shut the door，and
 waited in the corridor．The guard soon returned，and Felton departed．

Meanwhile，Milady smiled wickedly，thinking to herself：“Such a simple fool．He has already weakened．I should have known better than to fear a man in my brother’s employ．This Felton will be my key out of here．”

注释

protest［prəʹtest］v．断言，抗议

furiously［ʹfjuəriəsli］adv．狂暴地，猛烈地

isolated［ʹaisəleitid］adj．隔离的，孤立的

captor［ʹkæptə］n．捕捉者，逮捕者

lengthy［ʹleƞθi］adj．冗长的

involuntarily［inʹvɔləntərili］adv．不知不觉地，无心地

ironical［aiəʹrɔnikəl］adj．讽刺的，用反语的

cunningly［ʹkʌniƞli］adv．狡猾地，巧妙地

footing［ʹfutiƞ］n．立足处，（社会）地位

household［ʹhaushəuld］n．家庭，家族

socket［ʹsɔkit］n．窝，穴，孔

have（all）the appearance of十分像，显然是

cowardly［ʹkauədli］adv．胆怯地

lift one’s hand against v．打，威胁

accusing［əʹkjuːziƞ］adj．责难的，问罪的，归罪的

shriek［ʃriːk］n．尖叫，尖声，尖声喊叫

crouch［krautʃ］vi．蜷缩，蹲伏

immune［iʹmjuːn］adj．免疫的

statue［ʹstætjuː］n．雕像

bronze［brɔnz］n．青铜


granite［ʹg rænit］n．花岗岩

decree［diʹkriː］v．判决

chip［tʃip］v．削成碎片，碎裂

exterior［eksʹtiəriə］n．外部，表面，外型

utmost［ʹʌtməust］n．极限，最大可能

hardened［ʹh aːdənd］adj．变硬的，坚毅的

uncontrollable［ ̩ ʌnkənʹtrəuləbl］adj．无法控制的

stir［stəː］vt．摇动，激起

downfall［ʹdaunfɔːl］n．衰败，垮台



CHAPTER 28 Escape

Meanwhile，the cardinal looked anxiously for news from England；but no news arrived that was not annoying and threatening．His hands were still full in dealing with La Rochelle，which，although soundly contained and blockaded，was not yet a complete victory．The rebels trapped within the city were still holding out for the possibility that the Duke of Buckingham would come with reinforcements within the next ten to fifteen days and save them from certain death．

The cardinal looked，then，with great impatience for the news from England which would announce to him that Buckingham would not come．

Back in England，the guard was relieved outside of Milady’s chamber and Felton entered．Milady rose．

“You are here！”said she．

“I promised to come，”said Felton，“and I have come．”

“Alright，then．You wanted to hear my story．Here it is．”

The soldier stood at complete attention，hanging，already，upon her every word．

“All my life，I desired only to live the sort of life God meant for me to live；however，the desires of terrible men
 constantly interfered．Time and again，I had to resist with all of my strength the efforts of such men．

“Unfortunately，one evening，as I was eating dinner，I suddenly felt a heaviness come over me．I soon lost consciousness，only to awaken in a prison somewhat similar to the one we are in now．Of all that passed in that sleep，I have no remembrance．It was clear to me，however，that I had been drugged and kidnapped．I remember that my thighs ached as they never had before．

“All at once the noise of a door，turning on its hinges，made me start．A globe of fire appeared above the glazed opening of the ceiling，casting a strong light into my chamber；and I perceived with terror that a man was standing within a few paces of me．I knew him，of course．He had been pursuing me for nearly a year，promising to dishonor my purity．The first words he uttered that night were that he had finally succeeded in this goal，while I had been asleep．”

“How horrible！”murmured Felton．

“Oh，yes，horrible！”cried Milady．“He believed，having triumphed over me in my sleep，that all was completed．He came，hoping that I would accept my shame，as my shame was complete；he came to offer his fortune in exchange for my love．”

“I simply cursed him and then threatened to kill myself．He laughed at me and then left the room．”


“But who，then was this man？”asked Felton．

“I made every effort not to eat the food he and his servants gave me，in order to avoid being poisoned again．After two days，however，I had to have something．I had some bread and eggs，thinking them safe enough．Unfortunately，I soon began to feel the effects of the drug at work on my system．And very soon，I was，once again，helplessly in the arms of my captor．”

“Tell me who this man was！”cried the young officer．

Milady saw at a single glance all the painful feelings she inspired in Felton by dwelling on every detail of her recital．She persisted，for the more profoundly she wounded his heart，the more certainly he would avenge her．

“I determined to avenge myself．I managed to keep one of the knives brought to me during dinner．I hid it under my pillow and waited for my enemy’s next visit．Again，for two days，I did my best not to eat，so that I might be clear-headed when that dreadful man next came．I succeeded，for when he came through my door again，I was in full presence of mind．”

“As he approached me with his arms outstretched，I took the opportunity to drive the knife into his chest．Ah！The clever man had anticipated my attempt at murder．He wore a metal breast plate，and my knife simply bent upon striking it．”


“‘Ah，ah！’cried he，seizing my arm，and taking from me the weapon that had so badly served me，‘you want to take my life，do you，my pretty？I shall offer you freedom，but only on one condition：that you marry me．’”

“‘Never！’I cried．”

“‘I’ll give you until tomorrow to think it over，’he said，‘otherwise，you shall remain here，a prisoner．’”

“The next day he entered the apartment followed by a man in a mask．He was masked，likewise；but I knew his step，I knew his voice．”

“‘Well，’said he to me，‘have you made your mind up to take the oath I requested of you？’”

“‘I gave you my answer yesterday，’I said．”

“‘You then are nothing more than a cheap woman，who gives her body for the comforts of this home，’said he，in a voice of thunder，‘and you shall undergo the punishment of a cheap street-girl！Branded in the eyes of the world，try to prove to the world that you are neither guilty nor mad！’”

“Then，addressing the man who accompanied him，‘Executioner，’said he，‘do your duty．’”

“Oh，his name，his name！”cried Felton．“His name，tell it to me！”

“Then in spite of my cries，in spite of my resistance—for I began to comprehend that there was a question of
 something worse than death—the executioner seized me，threw me on the floor，fastened me with his bonds，and I uttered all at once a frightful cry of pain and shame．A burning fire，a red-hot iron，the iron of the executioner，was placed on my shoulder．”

“Here，”said Milady，rising with the majesty of a queen，“here，Felton，look at the new punishment invented for a pure young girl，the victim of the brutality of a villain．Learn to know the heart of men，and henceforth make yourself less easily the instrument of their unjust vengeance．”

Milady，with a rapid gesture，opened her robe，tore the fabric that covered her bosom，and red with pretended anger and simulated shame，showed the young man the impression which dishonored that beautiful shoulder．

“But，”cried Felton，“that is a French prisoner’s branding which I see there．”

“It would have been easy for me to contest a brand from a court in England！But a brand from France could never be proven unlawful！”

This was too much for Felton．Pale，motionless，overwhelmed by this frightful revelation，he fell on his knees before her．

“Pardon！Pardon！”cried Felton．“Oh，pardon！”

Milady read love in his eyes．

“Pardon for what？”asked she．


“Pardon me for having joined your persecutors．”

Milady held out her hand to him．

“So beautiful！So young！”cried Felton，covering that hand with his kisses．He no longer loved her；he adored her．

“I have only one thing to ask of you，”he said，“that is，the name of this vile man．”

“The truly guilty，”said Milady，“is the destroyer of England，the persecutor of true believers，the base destroyer of the honor of so many women—he who，to satisfy the lust of his corrupt heart，is about to make England shed so much blood，who protects the Protestants today and will betray them tomorrow．．．”

“Buckingham！It is，then，Buckingham！”cried Felton，in a high state of excitement．

Milady concealed her face in her hands，as if she could not endure the shame which this name recalled to her．

“He will draw upon his head the punishment reserved for the damned！”said Felton．“I will be the deliverer of that punishment，by God！”

The soul of Milady was bathed in an awful joy．

“But how can Lord de Winter，my protector，”asked Felton，“possibly be mixed up with all this？”

“He knew nothing of my past．I can only guess that someone sent him a letter，telling only of my secret
 brand．．．but not how it got there．He，therefore，thinks me a dishonest woman，an embarrassment to his family．I suppose，then，that this is why he has had me arrested and held here．However，I know that my honor will not survive this！You see，then，Felton，I can do nothing but die．Please，give me a knife！”

And at these words，as if all her strength was exhausted，Milady sank weakly，into the arms of the young officer，who，intoxicated with love and anger，received her with transport，and pressed her against his heart．

“No，no，”said he．“No，you shall live honored and pure；you shall live to triumph over your enemies．”

“Felton，I bring misfortune to all who surround me！Felton，abandon me！Let me die！”

“Well，then，we will live and die together！”cried he，pressing his lips to those of the prisoner．

Several strokes resounded on the door；Milady pushed him away from her．In a moment，Felton found himself face to face with Lord de Winter．

“It seems you’ve been in here for quite some time．That is very dangerous．This woman can tell you a lot of stories and make you believe them with her equally false smile．I’m dismissing you soldier．It’s for your own good．Now go．”

And with that，Felton left the room．Lord de Winter followed him out．


Felton was then mistrusted and sent away．This was the last blow to the prisoner．The next day，a storm broke at about ten o’clock．Milady felt a consolation in seeing nature partake of the disorder of her heart．The thunder growled in the air like the passion and anger in her thoughts．

All at once she heard a tap at her window，and by the help of a flash of lightning she saw the face of a man appear behind the bars．

She ran to the window and opened it．

“Felton！”cried she．“I am saved．”

“Yes，”said Felton，“but silence，silence！I must have time to file through these bars．”

At the expiration of an hour，Felton finished with the bars．

“Are you ready？”asked Felton．

“Yes．Must I take anything with me？”

“Money，if you have any．I spent all of mine in hiring a boat for you．”

“Yes；fortunately they have left me all I had．”

Felton carried Milady down the ladder he had used to come to her rescue．After crossing the great lawn，they descended across the rocks，and when they arrived on the edge of the sea，whistled．In a moment a boat appeared，rowed by four men．

Felton helped Milady into it and soon they were at


sea．

“Where are they taking us？”asked Milady．

“To the larger boat I’ve hired for you．”

“Where will it take me？”

“Where you please，after you have put me on shore at Portsmouth．”

“What are you going to do at Portsmouth？”asked Milady．

“Lord de Winter has sent me to get The Duke of Buckingham’s signature on the order for your transport to the southern colonies．I have no time to lose．Tomorrow is the twenty-third，and Buckingham sets sail with his fleet for La Rochelle．”

“He need not sail！”cried Milady，forgetting her usual presence of mind．

“Be satisfied，”replied Felton；“he will not sail．”

Milady started with joy．She could read to the depths of the heart of this young man；the death of Buckingham was written there at full length．

It was agreed that Milady should wait for Felton till ten o’clock，if he did not return by ten o’clock，she was to sail．In that case，and supposing he was at liberty，he was to rejoin her in France，at the convent of the Carmelites at Bethune．


注释

soundly［ʹsaundli］adv．完好地；坚固地；彻底地

blockade［blɔʹkeid］vt．封锁

rebel［ʹrebəl］n．造反者，叛逆者，反抗者

trap［træp］vt．使受限制

reinforcement［ ̩ riːinʹfɔːsmənt］n．增援，援军

chamber［ʹtʃeimbə］n．室，房间

interfere［ ̩ intəʹfiə］vi．干涉，干预，妨碍

consciousness［ʹkɔnʃəsnis］n．意识，知觉

thigh［θai］n．大腿，股

glazed［g leizd］adj．光滑的，像玻璃的

dishonor［disʹɔnə］vt．玷辱，使蒙羞

helplessly［ʹhelplisli］adv．无能为力地，无望地

dwell［dwel］v．注意，凝思，评述

recital［riʹsaitl］n．朗诵，叙述

persist［pəʹsist］vi．坚持，持续

profoundly［prəʹfaundli］adv．深深地

dreadful［ʹdredful］adj．可怕的，＜口＞讨厌的

outstretch［ʹautstretʃ］v．伸出，伸展

anticipate［ænʹtisipeit］v．预订，预见

strike［straik］vt．打，撞击，冲击

oath［əuθ］n．誓言，宣誓，诅咒

undergo［ ̩ ʌndəʹgəu］vt．经历，遭受

bonds［bɔndz］n．镣铐，监禁

brutality［bru（ː）ʹtæliti］n．残忍，野蛮的行为

villain［ʹvilən］n．坏人，恶棍

simulate［ʹsimjuleit］vt．假装，冒充

contest［kənʹtest］v．争论，争辩

unlawful［ʌnʹlɔːful］adj．非法的

overwhelm［ ̩ əuvəʹwelm］vt．受打击，制服，压倒


revelation［ ̩ reviʹleiʃən］n．意外的发现（新事，新经验），揭露

persecutor［ʹpəːsikjuːtə］n．迫害者

adore［əʹdɔː］v．崇拜，爱慕

vile［vail］adj．卑鄙的，可耻的

believer［biʹliːvə］n．信徒

lust［lʌst］n．（不纯洁的）欲望；贪欲

corrupt［kəʹrʌpt］adj．腐败的，贪污的

shed［ʃed］vt．流出

Protestant［ʹprətistənt］n．新教，新教徒betray［biʹtrei］vt．出卖，背叛

recall［riʹkɔːl］vt．回忆，回想，记起

deliverer［diʹlivərə］n．引渡者，递送者

embarrassment［imʹbærəsmənt］n．困窘，阻碍

stroke［strəuk］n．击，敲

consolation［ ̩ kɔnsəʹleiʃən］n．（被）安慰，起安慰作用的人或事物

partake［p aːʹteik］vi．共享

growl［g raul］v．咆哮，（雷）发隆隆声

expiration［ ̩ ekspaiəʹreiʃən］n．满期

rescue［ʹreskjuː］n．援救，营救

lawn［lɔːn］n．草地，草坪

fleet［fliːt］n．舰队

liberty［ʹlibəti］n．自由



CHAPTER 29 What Took Place at Portsmouth August 23，1628

Felton arrived at the palace of the Admiralty，covered with dust，and streaming with sweat．The guard wanted to turn him away；but Felton called to the officer of the post，and drawing from his pocket the letter of which he was the bearer，he said，“A pressing message from Lord de Winter．”

At the name of Lord de Winter，who was known to be one of his Grace’s most intimate friends，the officer of the post gave orders to let Felton pass，who，besides，wore the uniform of a naval officer．

Felton darted into the palace．

In showing his letter，he was immediately allowed entrance to the duke’s chambers by the personal secretary，who announced the arrival of an agent of the Lord de Winter．

Felton entered．Upon seeing the Duke of Buckingham，he announced，“I have an order of transport in need of your signature，sir．It is for a prisoner of Lord de Winter．”

“Give it to me，”said the duke．

And taking it from Felton，he cast a rapid glance over the paper，and perceiving that it was the one that had been mentioned to him，he placed it on the table，
 took a pen，and prepared to sign it．

“Pardon，My Lord，”said Felton，stopping the duke；“but does your Grace know this prisoner？”

“Yes，sir，her name is quite well-known，”replied the duke．

Felton grew pale．

“And knowing that woman，My Lord，”replied Felton，“will you sign it all the same？”

“Doubtless，”said Buckingham，“and rather twice than once．She is a truly terrible being．”

“You will not sign that order，My Lord！”said Felton，making a step toward the duke．“Milady de Winter is an angel；you know that she is，and I demand her liberty of you．”

“Mr．Felton，”said Buckingham，“you will withdraw，and place yourself at once under arrest．”

“You will hear me to the end，My Lord．You have seduced this young girl；you have outraged，ruined her．Repair your crimes toward her；let her go free，and I will exact nothing else from you．”

“Withdraw，sir，”said Buckingham，“or I will call my attendant，and have you placed in irons．Help！”At the same time，the duke sprang toward his sword．

But Felton did not give him time to draw it．He held a knife open in his bosom；at one bound he was upon the duke and plunged the knife into his side up to the handle．


“Ah，traitor，”cried Buckingham，“you have killed me！”

“Murder！”screamed the duke’s secretary who，hearing the duke’s cry for help，had reentered the room．

Felton rushed out of the room and toward the staircase；but upon the first step he met Lord de Winter，who，seeing him pale，confused，and stained with blood both on his hands and face，seized him by the throat，crying，“I knew it！I guessed it！But too late by a minute，unfortunate，unfortunate that I am！”

Felton made no resistance．Lord de Winter placed him in the hands of the guards，who led him，while awaiting further orders，to a little terrace commanding the sea．

At that moment，the duke’s secretary came running out of Buckingham’s room shouting，“He’s dead！The duke is dead！”

Cannons sounded and the word spread like lightning through the streets of the city．

Throughout all of this，Felton imagined he recognized the step and voice of Milady coming to throw herself into his arms，to accuse herself，and die with him．

All at once，however，he started．His eyes became fixed upon a point of the sea，commanded by the terrace where he was．With the eagle glance of a sailor he had recognized there，where another would have seen only a
 bird hovering over the waves，the sail of a boat which was directed toward the coast of France．

He grew deadly pale，placed his hand upon his heart，which was breaking，and at once perceived all the treachery．Looking at his watch，he saw that it was only ten minutes to nine．

Milady had hastened her departure by an hour and a half．As soon as she heard the cannon which announced the fatal event，she had ordered the anchor to be weighed．

The vessel was making way under a blue sky，at great distance from the coast．

De Winter followed Felton’s look，observed his feelings，and guessed all．

“You miserable man！”said Lord de Winter to Felton，who was being dragged away with his eyes turned toward the sea；“I swear to you that your accomplice is not saved．”

Felton lowered his head without pronouncing a syllable．

As for Lord de Winter，he descended the stairs rapidly，and went straight to the port．

注释

naval［ʹneivəl］adj．海军的

seduce［siʹdjuːs］v．诱使


outrage［autʹreidʒ］vt．凌辱，强奸

attendant［əʹtendənt］n．服务员

traitor［ʹtreitə］n．叛逆者，叛国者

await［əʹweit］vt．等候

terrace［ʹterəs］n．露台，阳台

cannon［ʹkænən］n．大炮

accuse［əʹkjuːz］vt．控告，谴责

treachery［ʹtretʃəri］n．背叛，背信弃义

syllable［ʹsiləbl］n．只言片语



CHAPTER 30 In France

The first fear of the King of England，Charles I，on learning of the death of the duke，was that such terrible news might discourage the Rochellais；he tried，says Richelieu in his Memoirs，to conceal it from them as long as possible，closing all the ports of his kingdom，and carefully keeping watch so that no vessel should sail until the army which Buckingham was getting together had gone，taking upon himself，in default of Buckingham，to superintend the departure．

But as he did not think of giving this order till five hours after the event—that is to say，till two o’clock in the afternoon—one vessel had already left the port，the one bearing，as we know，Milady，who，already anticipating the event，was further confirmed in that belief by seeing the black flag flying on the admiral’s ship．

During this time，nothing new occurred in the camp at La Rochelle；only the king，who was bored as always，but perhaps a little more so in camp than elsewhere，resolved to go and spend the festival of St．Louis at St．Germain，and asked the M．de Treville to order him an escort of only twenty Musketeers．

It goes without saying that D’Artagnan’s impatience to return toward Paris had for a cause the danger which
 Madame Bonacieux ran in remaining at the convent of Bethune，should her enemies discover her whereabouts．Aramis therefore had written immediately to Marie Michon，the supposed seamstress at Tours who had such fine acquaintances，to obtain from the queen authority for Madame Bonacieux to leave the convent，and to retire either into Lorraine or Belgium．They had not long to wait for an answer．Eight or ten days afterward，Aramis received a letter granting such authorization．It was simply up to them to retrieve her．

It was then to D’Artagnan’s great joy to hear himself and the three Musketeers assigned to the king’s escort back to Paris．He，of course，by now was seen as practically a Musketeer in the eyes of M．de Treville．

At length the escort passed through Paris on the twenty-third，in the night．The king thanked M．de Treville，and permitted him to distribute four rest days to his escorts．

Immediately，D’Artagnan and his friends，along with their four servants，set their course for Bethune．

注释

memoir［ʹmemwaː］n．论文集；［pl］自传，回忆录

default［diʹfɔːlt］n．缺席

anticipate［ ̩ æntisiʹpeit］v．预见

confirm［kənʹfəːm］v．确认


admiral［ʹædmərəl］n．海军上将，舰队司令，旗舰

escort［isʹkɔːt］n．护卫队

acquaintance［əʹkweintəns］n．相识，熟人

grant［g r aːnt］vt．同意，准予

assign［əʹsain］vt．分配，指派

distribute［disʹtribju（ː）t］vt．分发，分配



CHAPTER 31 The Convent

Milady arrived at Boulogne without accident．When landing at Portsmouth，Milady was an Englishwoman whom the French drove from La Rochelle；when landing at Boulogne，after a two days’passage，she passed for a Frenchwoman whom the English drove from Portsmouth out of their hatred for France．

She only remained long enough in Boulogne to put into the post a letter，conceived in the following terms：

“To His Eminence，Cardinal Richelieu．

Let Your Eminence be reassured．His Grace，the Duke of Buckingham will not set out for France．Milady，evening of the twenty-fifth．P．S．—According to the desire of Your Eminence，I report to the convent of the Carmelites at Bethune，where I will await your orders．”

At five o’clock the next morning，she began her journey，and in three hours，entered Bethune．She inquired for the convent of the Carmelites，and went there immediately．

The superior met her；Milady showed her the cardinal’s order．The superior assigned her a chamber，and had breakfast served．Afterward，she was allowed to rest in her quarters．

She was awakened later in the day by a soft voice
 which sounded at the foot of her bed．She opened her eyes，and saw the superior，accompanied by a young woman with light hair and delicate complexion，who fixed upon her a look full of benevolent curiosity．

The face of the young woman was entirely unknown to her．Each examined the other with great attention，while exchanging the customary compliments；both were very handsome，but of quite different styles of beauty．

The superior introduced them to each other．When this formality was ended，as her duties called her to chapel，she left the two young women alone．

The young nun sat down．

“How unfortunate I am！”said she；“I have been here six months without the shadow of recreation．You arrive，and your presence was likely to afford me delightful company；yet，I expect，in all probability，to quit the convent at any moment．”

“How，you are going soon？”asked Milady．

“At least I hope so，”said the young nun，with an expression of joy which she made no effort to disguise．“My D’Artagnan will soon be here．Possibly tomorrow．”

Milady became as pale as the sheets in which she was lying，and mistress as she was of herself，could not help uttering a cry，seizing the hand of the nun，and devouring her with looks．“So，this is D’Artagnan’s love！I can’t believe my luck！”she thought to herself．


“What is the matter？Good God！”asked the poor woman，“have I said anything that has wounded you？”

“No；but the name struck me，because I also have known that gentleman．We’re quite good friends，actually．”

“Truly？”

“I know all—your kidnapping from the little house at St．Germain，his despair，that of his friends，and their useless inquiries up to this moment？How could I help being astonished when，without having the least expectation of such a thing，I meet you face to face，you，of whom we have so often spoken together，you whom he loves with all his soul，you whom he had taught me to love before I had seen you！Ah，dear Constance，I have found you，then；I see you at last！”

And Milady stretched out her arms to Madame Bonacieux，who，convinced by what she had just heard，saw nothing in this woman but a sincere and devoted friend．The poor young woman could not possibly suspect what frightful cruelty was behind that pure brow，behind those brilliant eyes in which she read nothing but interest and compassion．

“Look．Here is a letter I received just yesterday！”said Madame Bonacieux，holding out a sheet of paper．

“The writing of Madame de Chevreuse！”said Milady to herself．“Ah，I always thought there was some secret
 understanding in that quarter！”And she greedily read the following few lines：

“My dear child，hold yourself read y．Our friend will see you soon，and he will only see you to release you from that imprisonment in which your safety required you to be concealed．”

At that moment they heard the gallop of a horse．

“Oh！”cried Madame Bonacieux，darting to the window，“can it be him？”

Milady remained still in bed，terrified with surprise；so many unexpected things happened to her all at once that for the first time she was at a loss．

“Ah！No！”said Madame Bonacieux；“it is a man I don’t know，although he seems to be coming here．”

Milady sprang out of bed．

“You are sure it is not him？”said she．

“Yes，yes，very sure！Hush！Somebody is coming．”

Immediately the door opened，and the superior entered．

“Did you come from Boulogne？”demanded she of Milady．

“Yes，”replied she，trying to recover her self-possession．“Who wants me？”

“A man who will not tell his name，but who comes from the cardinal．”


“Then let him come in，if you please．”

“Oh，my God，my God！”cried Madame Bonacieux．“Can it be bad news？”

“I fear it．”

“I will leave you with this stranger；but as soon as he is gone，if you will permit me，I will return．”

The superior and Madame Bonacieux retired．

Milady remained alone，with her eyes fixed upon the door．An instant later，steps drew near，the door opened，and a man appeared．

Milady uttered a cry of joy；this man was the Count de Rochefort．

注释

Frenchwoman n．法国女人

superior［sjuːʹpiəriə］n．长者，高手，上级

delicate［ʹdelikit］adj．精巧的，精致的

complexion［kəmʹplekʃən］n．面色，肤色

benevolent［biʹnevələnt］adj．亲切的，和蔼可亲的

formality［fɔːʹmæliti］n．礼节，仪式nun［nʌn］n．修女，尼姑

recreation［rekriʹeiʃ（ə）n］n．消遣，娱乐

disguise［disʹg aiz］v．假装，伪装，掩饰

utter［ʹʌtə］vt．发出，做声

devour［ʹdiʹvauə］vt．凝视

sincere［sinʹsiə］adj．诚挚的，真实的，真诚的

imprisonment［imʹprizənmənt］n．关押

hush［hʌʃ］v．安静



CHAPTER 32 Two Varieties of Demons

“Ah，”cried Milady，“it is you！”“Yes，it is I．”

“And you come？”asked Milady．

“From La Rochelle．His Eminence was uneasy，and sent me to find you．”

“I only arrived yesterday．”

“And what have you been doing since yesterday？”

“I have not lost time．Do you know whom I have encountered here？”

“No．”

“That young woman whom the queen took out of prison．”

“The mistress of that fellow D’Artagnan？”

“Yes；Madame Bonacieux，with whose retreat the cardinal was unacquainted．”

“Well，well，”said Rochefort，“here is a chance which may pair off with the other！Monsieur Cardinal is indeed a privileged man！”

Milady smiled．“I am her best friend．She has told me that D’Artagnan and his friends will come for her tomorrow with an order from the queen．”

“Indeed，they will go so far that we shall be obliged
 to send them to the Bastille．”

“Why is it not done already？”

“The cardinal has a weakness for these men which I cannot comprehend．”

“Well，then，tell him this，Rochefort．Tell him that our conversation at the inn of the Red Dovecote was overheard by these four men；tell him they warned Lord de Winter of my journey to England；that this time they nearly foiled my mission as they foiled the affair of the diamonds．”

“I’ll most certainly pass on the information．”

“Now，also，observe that it is probable I may not be able to remain here．”

“Why？”

“You forget that my enemies may arrive at any minute．”

“That’s true；but is this little woman，then，to escape His Eminence？”

“Bah！”said Milady，with a smile that belonged only to herself；“you forget that I am her best friend．”

“Ah，that’s true！I may then tell the cardinal，with respect to this little woman．．．”

“That he may be at ease．”

“Ah．I see．Now，then，what had I better do？”

“Return instantly．”


“Alright．Only let me know where to find you that I may not run needlessly about the neighborhood．”

“Let me reflect a little！Ay，yes—at Armentieres．Wait for me there in about two days’time．”

“Write that name on a bit of paper，lest I should forget it．There is nothing compromising in the name of a town．Is it not so？”

“Eh，who knows？Never mind，”said Milady，writing the name on half a sheet of paper；“I will compromise myself．”

“Well，”said Rochefort，taking the paper from Milady，folding it，and placing it in the lining of his hat，“you may be easy．I will do as children do，for fear of losing the paper—repeat the name along the route．Now，is that all？”

“Just send me a carriage later，along with your servant，so that I may get to Armentieres with ease．”

“Consider it done．”

Milady and Rochefort exchanged a smile and separated．An hour afterward Rochefort set out at a grand gallop．

注释

encounter［inʹkəuntə］v．遭遇，遇到，相遇


unacquainted［ʹʌnəʹkweintid］adj．不熟悉的

privileged［ʹprivilidʒd］adj．有特权的，有特别恩典的

foil［fɔil］vt．阻止，挫败

needlessly［ʹniːdlisli］adv．不必要地，无用地

compromise［ʹkɔmprəmaiz］v．危及…的安全



CHAPTER 33 A Tragedy

Rochefort had scarcely departed when Madame Bonacieux reentered．She found Milady with a smiling face．

“Well，”said the young woman，“what you dreaded has happened．The cardinal will send someone to take you away．”

“No．That man，”said Milady，lowering her voice，“is my brother．”

“Your brother！”cried Madame Bonacieux．

“My brother，on his way here，met with an agent of the cardinal，who was coming in search of me．He followed him．At a solitary and retired part of the road he drew his sword，and required the messenger to deliver up to him the papers of which he was the bearer．The messenger resisted；my brother killed him．He took the papers，and presented himself here as the agent of the cardinal，and in an hour or two a carriage will come to take me away by the orders of His Eminence．”

“I see．”

“But，that’s not all．I believe that the letter you have received，and which you believe to be from Madame de Chevreuse is a forgery．”

“How can that be？”


“My brother met some agents of the cardinal in the uniform of Musketeers．You would have been summoned to the gate；you would have believed yourself about to meet friends；you would have been kidnapped，and conducted back to Paris．”

“Oh，my God！”said Madame Bonacieux，raising her hands to her forehead，“I shall go mad！What do you advise me to do？”

“You should wait，concealed in the neighborhood，and assure yourself who are the men who come to ask for you．”

“But where can I wait？”

“Oh，there is no difficulty in that．I shall stop and conceal myself a few leagues hence until my brother can rejoin me．Well，I will take you with me；we will conceal ourselves，and wait together．We’ll leave my brother’s servant here to wait and see who comes for you．If it is D’Artagnan，he will send him to us．”

“Oh，yes，yes；you are right．Thus，all may go well—all may be for the best．But if I should happen to be any distance from you when the carriage comes for you—at dinner or supper，for instance？”

“Tell your good superior that in order that we may be as much together as possible，you ask her permission to share my dinner．”

“Oh，delightful！In this way we shall not be separa-
 ted for an instant．”

“Well，go down to her，then，to make your request．I feel a little confused；I will take a turn in the garden．I’ll meet you here in an hour．”

“Excellent；thank you！”

And the two women parted，exchanging charming smiles．

An hour later，they met，Madame Bonacieux having easily gained the superior’s permission to dine with her new friend．The carriage had already arrived，and everything was in place for their departure after dinner．

Just，however，as Milady was raising a glass of wine to her lips，she heard the sound of horses outside the window．By the sound of it，it was a large group．

“Oh，my God！”said Madame Bonacieux，“what is that noise？”

“That of either our friends or our enemies，”said Milady，with her terrible coolness．“Stay where you are；I will tell you．”

Milady gazed with all the power of her attention；it was just light enough for her to see who was coming．All at once，at the turning of the road，she saw the glitter of laced hats and the waving of feathers；she counted two，then five，then eight horsemen．One of them preceded the rest by double the length of his horse．Milady uttered a stifled groan．In the first horseman she recognized
 D’Artagnan．

“It is the uniform of the cardinal’s guards．Not an instant to be lost！Fly，fly！”

Madame Bonacieux tried to walk，made two steps，and sank upon her knees．Milady tried to raise and carry her，but could not do it．

“Oh，my God，my God！”cried Madame Bonacieux．“You see my strength fails me；you see plainly I cannot walk．Flee alone！”

“Flee alone，and leave you here？No，no，never！”cried Milady．

All at once she paused，a flash darted from her eyes；she ran to the table，emptied into Madame Bonacieux’s glass the contents of a ring which she opened with singular quickness．It was a grain of a reddish color，which dissolved immediately．

Then，taking the glass with a firm hand，she said，“Drink．This wine will give you strength，drink！”And she put the glass to the lips of the young woman，who drank mechanically．

“This is not the way that I wished to avenge myself，”said Milady，replacing the glass upon the table with a terrible smile，“but，my faith！We do what we can！”And she rushed out of the room．

Madame Bonacieux saw her go without being able to follow her；she was like people who dream they are pur-
 sued，and who in vain try to walk．

Outside her door there was a great murmur of voices which continued to draw near，amid which she seemed to hear her own name pronounced．

All at once she uttered a loud cry of joy，and darted toward the door；she had recognized the voice of D’Artagnan．

“D’Artagnan！D’Artagnan！”cried she．“Is it you？This way！”

“Constance？”replied the young man．“Where are you？”

At the same moment the door of the cell yielded to a shock，rather than opened；several men rushed into the chamber．D’Artagnan fell on his knees before his mistress．

“Oh，D’Artagnan，my beloved D’Artagnan！You have come，then，at last！Oh，it was in vain she told me you would not come！I hoped in silence．I was not willing to fly．Oh，I have done well！How happy I am！”

At this word SH E，Athos，who had seated himself quietly，started up．

“SHE！What she？”asked D’Artagnan．

“Why，my companion．She who out of friendship for me wished to take me from my persecutors．She who，mistaking you for the cardinal’s guards，has just fled away．”


“Of what companion are you speaking，dear Constance？Her name，her name！”cried D’Artagnan．

“Yes，it was pronounced in my hearing once．Stop．．．but．．．it is very strange．．．oh，my God，my head swims！I cannot see！”

“Help，help，my friends！Her hands are icy cold，”cried D’Artagnan．“She is ill！Great God，she is losing her senses！”

While Porthos was calling for help with all the power of his strong voice，Aramis ran to the table to get a glass of water；but he stopped at seeing the horrible alteration that had taken place in the face of Athos，who，standing before the table，was looking at one of the glasses，and appeared a prey to the most horrible doubt．

“Oh，”said Athos，“oh，no，it is impossible！God would not permit such a crime！”

“Madame！”said Athos，“Madame，in the name of Heaven，whose empty glass is this？”

“Mine，sir，”said the young woman，in a dying voice．

“But who poured the wine for you that was in this glass？”

“She．”

“But who is SH E？”

“Oh，I remember！”said Madame Bonacieux，“the Countess de Winter．”


The four friends uttered one and the same cry，but that of Athos dominated all the rest．

At that moment，the face of Madame Bonacieux became dark；a fearful agony passed throughout her frame，and she sank，panting into the arms of Porthos and Aramis．

D’Artagnan hastened to her．Her beautiful face was distorted with agony；her glassy eyes had no longer their sight；her whole body shook，and sweat rolled from her brow．

“Help，help！”murmured Madame Bonacieux．“Help！”

Then，collecting all her strength，she took the head of the young man between her hands，looked at him for an instant as if her whole soul passed into that look，and with a sobbing cry pressed her lips to his．

“Constance，Constance！”cried D’Artagnan．

A sigh escaped from the mouth of Madame Bonacieux，and dwelt for an instant on the lips of D’Artagnan．That sigh was the soul，so chaste and so loving，which reascended to heaven．

D’Artagnan pressed nothing but a corpse in his arms．The young man uttered a cry，and fell by the side of his mistress as pale and as icy as herself．

At that moment，a man appeared in the doorway，almost as pale as those in the chamber．


“Gentlemen，”said the newcomer，“you are，as I am，in search of a woman who，”added he，with a terrible smile，“must have passed this way，for I see a corpse．”

The three friends remained mute，for although the voice as well as the face reminded them of someone they had seen，they could not remember under what circumstances．

“Gentlemen，”continued the stranger，“since you do not recognize a man who probably owes his life to you twice，I must name myself．I am Lord de Winter，brother-in-law of the woman we seek．”

Athos rose，and offering him his hand said，“be welcome，my Lord，you are one of us．”

At that moment，D’Artagnan opened his eyes and threw himself like a madman on the corpse of his mistress．

Athos walked toward his friend with a slow and solemn step，embraced him tenderly，and as he burst into violent sobs，he said to him with his noble and persuasive voice，“Friend，be a man！Women weep for the dead；men avenge them！”

“Oh，yes！”cried D’Artagnan，“yes！If it be to avengeher，I am ready to follow you．”

Athos profited by this moment of strength which the hope of vengeance restored to his unfortunate friend to make a sign to Porthos and Aramis to go and fetch the su-
 perior．When she came，he informed her of the terrible news and asked that she and her society properly bury the poor victim．He then asked if Madame de Winter had not had any visitors during her stay．The woman，quite in shock over the news，could not speak for a moment．Then，regaining herself，she suddenly seemed to recall something．

“Yes．Today，a man came．On his way out he dropped this piece of paper．I meant to give it to Madame de Winter，but had forgotten it．Here it is．”

Athos took the paper from the superior and，reading it，found only a single word printed：Armentieres．

Immediately，Athos gathered his friends and told them they were to rest tonight in Bethune．Tomorrow morning they would go to seek revenge．

There was a general protest，for everyone’s heart was raging with mad passion for violence to be done to Milady；however，Athos stood his ground and promised that he had a plan，which would require one night’s rest before being carried out．

“I know where she has gone，”he said．“And I promise you，there will be justice．”

D’Artagnan had so much confidence in the words of his friend that he lowered his head，and went to his horse without reply．

“It appears，however，”said Lord de Winter，“if there are any measures to take against the countess，it
 concerns me；she is my sister-in-law．”

“And me，”said Athos．“She is my wife！”

注释

dread［ʹdred］v．惧怕，担心

solitary［ʹsɔlitəri］adj．孤独的

forgery［ʹfɔːdʒəri］n．伪造物

summon［ʹsʌmən］v．召集，召唤

hence［hens］adv．因此，从此

instance［ʹinstəns］n．实例

glitter［ʹg litə］vi．闪闪发光，闪烁，闪光

laced［leist］adj．有花边的，绑带子的

precede［priʹsiːd］v．领先（于），在…之前

dissolve［diʹzɔlv］v．溶解，解散

murmur［ʹməːmə］n．低沉连续的声音，咕哝，怨言

beloved［biʹlʌvd］adj．心爱的

alteration［ ̩ ɔːltəʹreiʃən］n．变更，改造

dominate［ʹdɔmineit］v．支配，占优势

agony［ʹægəni］n．苦恼，极大的痛苦

frame［freim］n．（人或物的）骨骼；身躯

pant［ʹpænt］v．气喘

distort［disʹtɔːt］vt．弄歪（嘴脸等），扭曲

glassy［ʹg l aːsi］adj．（眼睛）呆滞的，没有神采的

chaste［tʃeist］adj．贞节的，纯洁的

reascend［ ̩ riəʹsend］v．再上升

solemn［ʹsɔləm］adj．庄严的，隆重的，严肃的

persuasive［pəʹsweisiv］adj．善说服的

weep［wiːp］vi．哭泣，流泪，哀悼

profit［ʹprɔfit］vi．得益，利用

raging［ʹreidʒiƞ］adj．狂怒的



CHAPTER 34 The Man in the Red Cloak

The despair of Athos had given place to a concentrated grief which only rendered more clear the brilliant mental faculties of that extraordinary man．

Acquiring a map of the region from the hotel owner，Athos examined every line traced upon it，perceived that there were four different roads from Bethune to Armentieres，and summoned the four servants．

Planchet，Grimaud，Bazin，and Mousqueton presented themselves，and received clear，positive，and serious orders from Athos．They must set out the next morning at daybreak，and go to Armentieres—each by a different route．All four were to meet the next day at eleven o’clock．If they had discovered Milady’s retreat，three were to remain on guard；the fourth was to return to Bethune in order to inform Athos and serve as a guide to the four friends．These arrangements made，the servants retired．

Athos then rose from his chair，enveloped himself in his cloak，and left the hotel．It was nearly ten o’clock．He was visibly anxious to find someone of whom he could ask a question．At length，he met a townsman，went up to him，and spoke a few words to him．The man he addressed shrank back in terror，and only answered the few
 words of the Musketeer by pointing．

Athos then plunged into the street where the man had indicated with his finger；and walked until he reached a small house，isolated，solitary，and dismal．

Three times Athos knocked without receiving an answer．At the third knock，however，steps were heard inside．The door at length was opened，and a man appeared，of high stature，pale complexion，and black hair and beard．

Athos then explained to this man the cause of his visit，and the service he required of him．But scarcely had he expressed his request when the unknown，who remained standing before the Musketeer，drew back with signs of terror，and refused．Then Athos took from his pocket a small paper，on which two lines were written，accompanied by a signature and a seal，and presented them to him．The tall man had scarcely read these lines，seen the signature，and recognized the seal，when he bowed to denote that he had no longer any objection to make，and that he was ready to obey．

Athos required no more．He arose，bowed，went out，returned by the same way he came，reentered the hotel，and went to his apartment．

At daybreak，D’Artagnan entered Athos’s chamber，and demanded what was to be done．

“To wait，”replied Athos．


Some minutes after，the superior of the convent sent to inform the Musketeers that the burial would take place at midday．At the hour appointed，Lord de Winter and the four friends repaired to the convent；the bells tolled，the chapel was open．In the middle of the chapel lay the body of the victim，clothed in her convent dress．The whole community of nuns attended the divine service，and mingled their chant with the chant of the priests．

Just as the service ended，Planchet came running up to Athos with news that he had located Milady in a hotel in Armentieres．He had left the other three servants on guard there in order to come and inform the masters．

In an instant all five men were ready．Each examined his arms，and put them in order．Athos came down last，and found D’Artagnan already on horseback，and growing impatient．

“Patience！”cried Athos；“one of our party is still wanting．”

The four horsemen looked round them with astonishment，for they sought vainly in their minds to know who this other person could be．In a quarter of an hour，a tall man，masked，and wrapped in a large red cloak came riding up to them．

All，except Athos，looked at one another inquiringly．No one could give the others any information，for all were ignorant as to who this man could be；nevertheless，
 they felt convinced that all was as it should be，as it was done by the order of Athos．

At nine o’clock，guided by Planchet，the little group set out，taking the route the carriage had taken．

注释

concentrated［ʹkɔnsəntreitid］adj．强烈的，集中的，浓缩的

faculty［ʹfækəlti］n．才能，本领，能力

acquire［əʹkwaiə］vt．获得，学到

visibly［ʹvizib（ə）li］adv．显然

townsman［ʹtaunzmən］n．城市居民，市民

shrink［ʹʃriƞk］v．畏缩，害怕

dismal［ʹdizməl］adj．阴沉的，凄凉的

stature［ʹstætʃə］n．身高，身材

denote［diʹnəut］vt．指示，表示

objection［əbʹdʒekʃən］n．异议，拒绝之理由

toll［təul］vt．征收，敲钟，鸣（钟）特指宣布死亡

community［kəʹmjuːniti］n．公社，团体

chant［kʃaːnt］n．圣歌

wrap［ræp］vi．穿外衣，包起来

inquiring［inʹkwaiəriƞ］adj．咨询的，打听的



CHAPTER 35 Trial

They traveled a number of hours in the rain．D’Artagnan had several times to be told to calm down and fall back into line with the others，as his impatience grew the further they traveled．

The moment the little troop passed Goskal and were approaching the port，a man sheltered beneath a tree detached himself from the trunk with which he had been hidden in the darkness and advanced into the middle of the road，putting his finger on his lips．

Athos recognized Grimaud．

“What’s the matter？”cried Athos．“Has she left Armentieres？”Grimaud approached Athos and made several signs．“Gentlemen，”said Athos，“she is alone within half a league of us，in the direction of the river．”

“That’s well，”said D’Artagnan．“Lead us，Grimaud．”

Grimaud took his course across the country，and acted as guide to the group．At length，they approached a little isolated house on the banks of a river，within a hundred paces of a ferry．One window was lighted．“Here we are！”said Athos．

At this moment a man who had been crouching in a
 ditch jumped up and came towards them．It was Mousqueton．He pointed his finger to the lighted window．

“She is there，”said he．

Athos sprang from his horse，gave the rope to Grimaud，and advanced toward the window，after having made a sign to the rest of the troop to go toward the door．The window was without shutters，but had the half-curtains closely drawn．He mounted the skirting stone so that his eyes might look over the curtain．

By the light of a lamp he saw a woman seated upon a stool near a dying fire．Her elbows were placed upon a mean table，and she leaned her head upon her two hands．It was she whom he sought．

At this moment，Milady raised her head，saw close to the window the pale face of Athos，and screamed．

Athos pushed in the window with his knee and hand．The window yielded．The squares were broken to shivers；and Athos，like the ghost of vengeance，leaped into the room．

Milady rushed to the door and opened it．More pale and menacing than Athos，D’Artagnan stood on the threshold．Milady drew back，uttering a cry．

Behind D’Artagnan stood Porthos，Aramis，Lord de Winter，and the man in the red cloak．All then entered the house．

“What do you want？”screamed Milady．


“We want，”said Athos，“Charlotte Backson，who first was called Countess de la Fere，and afterwards Milady de Winter，Baroness of Sheffield．”

“That is I！”murmured Milady，in extreme terror；“what do you want？”

“We wish to judge you according to your crime，”said Athos；“you shall be free to defend yourself．Justify yourself if you can．”

D’Artagnan advanced．

“Before God and before men，”said he，“Iaccuse this woman of having poisoned Constance Bonacieux，who died yesterday evening．”

“Now，your turn，My Lord，”said Athos．

Lord de Winter came forward．

“Before God and before men，”said he，“I accuse this woman of having caused the assassination of the Duke of Buckingham．”

A shudder crept through the judges at the revelation of this unknown crime．

“I demand justice upon you，and I swear that if it be not granted to me，I will execute it myself．”

And Lord de Winter ranged himself by the side of D’Artagnan，leaving the place free for another accuser．

The man in the red cloak came forward in his turn．

“What man is that？”cried Milady，choked with terror．


All eyes were turned towards this man—for to all except Athos，he was unknown．The unknown then took off his mask．

Milady suddenly cried，“Oh，no，no！”rising and retreating to the very wall．“No，no！It is not he！”screamed she，turning towards the wall，as if she would tear an opening with her hands．“The executioner of Lille，the executioner of Lille！”

Everyone drew back，and the man in the red cloak remained standing alone in the middle of the room．

All eyes were fixed upon this man，whose words were anxiously awaited．

“That woman was once a young girl，as beautiful as she is today，”he began．“She was a nun in the convent of the Benedictines of Templemar．A young priest，with a simple and trustful heart，performed the duties of the church of that convent．She undertook his seduction，and succeeded；she would have seduced a saint．Their connection could not last long without ruining both．She prevailed upon him to leave the country；but to leave the country，money was necessary．Neither had any．The priest stole the sacred vases，and sold them；but as they were preparing to escape together，they were both arrested．”

“Eight days later she had seduced the son of the jailer，and escaped．The young priest was condemned to ten
 years of imprisonment，and to be branded．I was executioner of the city of Lille，as this woman has said．I was obliged to brand the guilty one；and he，gentlemen，was my brother！”

“I then swore that this woman，who had ruined him，should at least share his punishment．I suspected where she was concealed．I followed her，I caught her，I bound her；and I placed the same disgraceful mark upon her that I had placed upon my poor brother．”

“The day after my return to Lille，my brother in his turn succeeded in making his escape．He rejoined this woman；they fled together into Berry，and there he obtained a little church．This woman passed for his sister．”

“The Lord of the estate on which the chapel of the church was situated saw this pretend sister，and became attracted to her to such a degree that he proposed to marry her．Then she quitted him who she had ruined for him she was destined to ruin，and became the Countess de la Fere．．．”

All eyes were turned towards Athos，whose real name that was，and who made a sign with his head that all was true which the executioner had said．

“Then，”resumed he，“mad，desperate，determined to get rid of an existence from which she had stolen everything，my brother hanged himself．That is the crime of which I accuse her；that is the cause for which she was
 branded．”

“All accusers，”said Athos，“what is the penalty you demand against this woman？”

“The punishment of death，”replied all．

At these words，which left no hope，Milady raised herself in all her pride，and wished to speak；but her strength failed her．She did not，therefore，even attempt the least resistance，and went out of the cottage，dragged by two servants．

Milady was taken to the river，on the bank of which the executioner approached her and bound her hands and feet．

As he bound her，Milady uttered two or three savage cries，which produced a strange and melancholy effect in flying away into the night，and losing themselves in the depths of the woods．

“I am not willing to die！”cried Milady，struggling．“I am too young to die！”

“The woman you poisoned at Bethune was still younger than you，Madame，and yet she is dead，”said D’Artagnan．

Milady uttered a cry of terror and sank upon her knees．The executioner took her up in his arms and placed her in a boat．Soon the boat glided along the ferry rope under the shadow of a pale cloud which hung over the water at that moment．The rest of the party remained
 watching at the shore．

Once on the other bank，Milady tried to run，but she slipped on the muddy hillside．Then they saw from the other bank the executioner raise both his arms slowly；a moonbeam fell upon the blade of the large sword．The two arms fell with a sudden force；they heard the hissing of the steel and the cry of the victim，then a headless mass sank beneath the blow．

The executioner then took off his red cloak，spread it upon the ground，laid the body in it，threw in the head，tied all up by the four corners，lifted it on his back，and entered the boat again．

In the middle of the stream，he stopped，the boat，and suspending his burden over the water，cried in a loud voice，“Let the justice of God be done！”and he let the corpse drop into the depths of the waters，which closed over it．

注释

crouch［krəutʃ］vi．蜷缩，蹲伏

ditch［ditʃ］n．沟，沟渠，壕沟

stool［stuːl］n．凳子

elbow［ʹelbəu］n．肘

shiver［ʹʃivə］n．碎片

leap［liːp］v．跳，跳跃

menacing［ʹmenəsiƞ］a．威胁的，险恶的

justify［ʹdʒʌstifai］v．证明…是正当的


shudder［ʹʃʌdə］n．战栗，发抖

creep［kriːp］vi．爬，蹑手蹑脚，蔓延

range［reindʒ］vt．使并列

accuser［əʹkjuːzə］n．原告

Benedictine［ ̩ benəʹdiktin］n．本笃会的僧

seduction［siʹdʌkʃən］n．诱惑

saint［sent］n．圣人，圣徒

condemn［kənʹdem］vt．判刑，处刑

disgraceful［disʹg reisful］adj．可耻的，不名誉的

estate［iʹsteit］n．阶层，财产

destined［ʹdestind］adj．命中注定的

penalty［ʹpenlti］n．处罚，罚款

melancholy［ʹmelənkəli］adj．忧郁的；可悲的，令人沮丧的

moonbeam［ʹmuːnbiːm］n．月光

blade［bleid］n．刀刃，刀片

hissing［ʹhisiƞ］n．发嘶嘶声

suspend［səsʹpend］vt．吊，悬挂

burden［ʹbəːdn］n．担子，负担



CHAPTER 36 Conclusion

On the sixth of the following month，the king，in compliance with the promise he had made the cardinal to return to La Rochelle，left his capital，still in amazement at the news which began to spread itself of Buckingham’s assassination．

The return to La Rochelle was profoundly dull．Our four friends，in particular，astonished their comrades；they traveled together，side by side，with sad eyes and heads lowered．

One day，when the king had halted to hunt a little，and the four friends，according to their custom，instead of following the sport had stopped at a pub on the high road，a man coming from la Rochelle on horseback pulled up at the door to drink a glass of wine，and darted a searching glance into the room where the D’Artagnan sat with his friends．

“Ah！Monsieur D’Artagnan！”said a stranger．

D’Artagnan raised his head and uttered a cry of joy．It was his stranger of Meung．

D’Artagnan drew his sword，and sprang toward the door．But this time，instead of avoiding him，the stranger jumped from his horse，and advanced to meet him．

“I meet you，then，at last！”said D’Artagnan，“This
 time you shall not escape me！”

“Neither is it my intention，Monsieur，for this time I was seeking you；in the name of the king，I arrest you．”

“Who are you，then？”demanded D’Artagnan，lowering the point of his sword，but without yet surrendering it．

“I am the Chevalier de Rochefort，”answered the other，“an agent of Monsieur le Cardinal Richelieu，and I have orders to conduct you to His Eminence．”

“We are returning to His Eminence，”said Athos，advancing．“We will be his guards，upon our word as gentlemen；but likewise，upon our word as gentlemen，”added Athos，knitting his brow，“Monsieur D’Artagnan shall not leave us．”

The Chevalier de Rochefort cast a glance backward，and saw that Porthos and Aramis had placed themselves between him and the gate；he understood that he was completely at the mercy of these four men．

Thus，the five of them resumed their route．

On the next day，at three o’clock in the afternoon，they arrived at the cardinal’s quarters at the bridge of La Pierre．The cardinal met them outside and signed for D’Artagnan to follow．

“We shall wait for you，D’Artagnan，”said Athos，loud enough for the cardinal to hear him．

His Eminence bent his brow，stopped for an instant，
 and then kept on his way without uttering a single word．

His Eminence entered the chamber which served him as a study，and made a sign to Rochefort to bring in the young Musketeer．Rochefort obeyed and retired．

D’Artagnan remained alone in front of the cardinal．

“Monsieur，”said the cardinal，“you have been arrested by my orders．Do you know why？”

“No，sir，for the only thing for which I could be arrested is still unknown to Your Eminence．”

Richelieu looked hard at the young man．

“You are charged with having corresponded with the enemies of the kingdom；you are charged with having revealed state secrets；you are charged with having tried to spoil the plans of your general．”

“And who charges me with this，sir？”said D’Artagnan，who had no doubt the accusation came from Milady，“a woman branded by the justice of the country；a woman who has married one man in France and another in England；a woman who attempted to assassinate me！”

“Monsieur，”said the cardinal，“if Milady de Winter has committed the crimes you lay to her charge，she shall be punished．”

“She has been punished，sir．”

“And who has punished her？”

“We have，She is dead．”

“Dead！”repeated the cardinal，who could not believe
 what he heard．

“Twice I pardoned her for her attempts on my life；but she murdered the woman I loved．Then my friends and I took her，tried her，and condemned her．And now I willingly submit to any punishment Your Eminence may please to inflict upon me．I do not hold life dear enough to be afraid of death．”

“I can tell you now that you shall be tried，and even condemned．”

“Another might reply to Your Eminence that he had his pardon in his pocket．I content myself with saying：Command，sir；I am ready．”

“Your pardon？”said Richelieu，surprised．

“Yes，sir．You will doubtless recognize your own handwriting．”

And D’Artagnan presented to the cardinal the precious piece of paper which Athos had forced from Milady，and which he had given to D’Artagnan to serve him as a safeguard．

His Eminence took the paper，and read in a slow voice，dwelling upon every syllable：

“Dec．3，1627—It is by my order and for the good of the state that the bearer of this has done what he has done．RIC H ELIEU”

Richelieu stood thinking，rolling and unrolling the paper in his hands．At length he raised his head，fixed his
 eagle look upon D’Artagnan and reflected for the third or fourth time how much there was in that youth of twentyone years before him，and what resources his activity，his courage，and his shrewdness might offer to a good master．On the other side，he felt something like a secret joy at being forever relieved of Milady．

The cardinal approached the table，and without sitting down，wrote a few lines upon a paper of which twothirds were already filled，and stamped his seal．

“Here，sir，”said the cardinal to the young man．“I am giving you a lieutenant’s commission in the Musketeers．”

D’Artagnan fell at the feet of the cardinal．

“Sir，”said he，“my life is yours；henceforth dispose of it．But this favor which you bestow upon me I do not merit．I have three friends who are more worthy．”

“You are a brave youth，D’Artagnan，”interrupted the cardinal，tapping him familiarly on the shoulder．“It is to you I give this．”

“I shall never forget it，”replied D’Artagnan．“Your Eminence may be certain of that．”

And with that，D’Artagnan departed．

“We were beginning to grow impatient，”said Athos，upon seeing his friend return．

“The cardinal wishes me to be a lieutenant in the Musketeers，but I suggested one of you instead，”said
 D’Artagnan．

“The position is yours，my friend，”answered Athos．“Porthos hasn’t the ambition of becoming a leader．Aramis has been talking of giving up the Musketeers altogether in order to become a priest．And I will soon retire，and return to the life of a duke．Thus，it seems congratulations are in order！”

注释

compliance［kəmʹplaiəns］n．依从，顺从

halt［hɔːlt］vi．停止

surrender［səʹrendə］vt．交出，放弃，使投降

knit［nit］vt．皱起，皱紧

spoil［spɔil］vt．损坏，搞糟

commit［kəʹmit］vt．犯（错误），干（坏事）

submit［səbʹmit］v．（使）服从，（使）顺从

inflict upon使…受痛苦；给…以（打击，惩罚）

safeguard［ʹseif ̩ gaːd］n．安全装置，安全措施

unroll［ʌnʹrəul］v．解开，打开

resource［riʹsɔːs］n．资源，财力，智谋

shrewdness［ʹʃrudnis］n．机灵

bestow［biʹstəu］vt．给予，安放

merit［ʹmerit］vt．值得；应得



AFTERWARD

La Rochelle，deprived of the assistance of the English fleet and of the diversion promised by Buckingham，surrendered after a siege of a year．On the twenty-eighth of October，1628，the surrender was signed．

D’Artagnan took possession of his command．Porthos left the service，and in the course of the following year，married his mistress，Madame Coquenard，becoming quite wealthy in the process．

Aramis，after a journey into Lorraine，disappeared all at once，and ceased to write to his friends；they learned at a later period through Madame de Chevreuse，who told it to two or three of her intimates，that，yielding to his vocation，he had retired into a convent—only into which，nobody knew．

Athos remained a Musketeer under the command of D’Artagnan till the year 1633，at which period，after a journey he made for Touraine，he also quit the service，under the pretext of having inherited a small property in Roussillon．

D’Artagnan fought three times with Rochefort，and wounded him three times．

“I shall probably kill you the fourth，”said he to Rochefort，holding out his hand to assist him to rise．

“It is much better both for you and for me to stop
 where we are，”answered the wounded man．“I am more your friend than you think—for after our very first encounter，I could by saying a word to the cardinal have had your throat cut！”

They this time embraced heartily，without retaining

any malice．

T H E END

注释

diversion［daiʹvəːʃən］n．转移，牵制

process［ʹprəuses］n．过程

intimate［ʹintəmit］n．熟友，密友

yield［ʹjiːld］vi．屈服，屈从

vocation［vəuʹkeiʃən］n．召唤，号召，天命，天职

inherit［inʹherit］vt．继承，遗传而得

property［ʹprɔpəti］n．财产

encounter［inʹkauntə］n．遭遇

retain［riʹtein］vt．保持，保留

malice［ʹmælis］n．恶意，怨恨，预谋
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