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Chapter 2

A Confrontation That Leads to More Mystery

Directly at noon, d'Avaloy, along with a small company of Guards, show up in the back of the Louvre, much to the astonishment of three men, who, it would seem, have been waiting for him there.

"Only three?" d'Avaloy says to himself. "There may be more waiting for me wherever it is that they want me to go."

Upon arriving in the presence of the three men, d'Avaloy exclaims surprise at the one who is standing in front of the other two.

"L'Forney! Are you behind all this?" he says, addressing the man whom he had a conversation with in the courtyard of the guards only an hour earlier.

"Of course, my friend; did you not know?” l’Forney says, smiling as usual. “I really didn't think that it would be that hard for you to figure out. I gave you a clue only this morning."

"A clue, you say?"

"Are you that dense, man? Do you not remember our conversation this morning when you challenged me to a duel, and I said that you have to attend to other matters of that nature first? I was referring to the letter that I sent you last night. My friend over here,” he adds, pointing out a man who is standing to his left, “had delivered it to you."

"L’Forney, who hired you to kill me?" bellows out d'Avaloy, wasting no more time.

"What! Hired me?" L'Forney turns to his two friends and says to them. "He thinks that someone has hired me to kill him – as if he is that important!" While saying this last sentence, l'Forney bursts out laughing. His two friends laugh as well, but not over enthusiastically, seeing the small troop of Guards that are with d'Avaloy. "And what's with this company of Guards?” the man continues. “Do you need help with your fencing?"

"That note that you sent me was part of a series of strange events, and the captain thought it wise to send a small company of Guards with me to make sure there is no foul play, and that I can have a fair fight."

Ever since d'Avaloy mentioned the word 'captain', l'Forney's eyes began to widen. "The captain?" He yells, as soon as d’Avaloy is finished talking. "You have involved the captain in this matter? Are you trying to get us both arrested? Are you mad?"

"Let's just say that the captain involved himself in this matter. There was a man that came to see the captain last night asking for me – a man whom the captain had never seen before. He came to warn me of my life, that it was in danger. They found that man dead in an alley this morning, and the message was never delivered to me."

"And you think that I killed him?" asks l'Forney, a bit concerned.

"It was either you, or one of your friends here." he says, also looking at the other two men, who in turn look at each other with worried looks upon their faces. "Or perhaps,” d’Avaloy continues, “the killer was part of the same group that hired you to kill me today."

"What an imagination you have, d'Avaloy! When I said that you weren't important enough to hire someone to kill you, I wasn't jesting. I'm not even going to kill you myself."

"Oh, no? If what you say is true, then why did you sign your letter: "your murderer?"

"It was to get you upset!” l’Forney says, while rolling his eyes about sarcastically. “It was not an actual threat. I merely wanted to humiliate you in front of a couple of witnesses just to have some fun. There is no real murder involved."

"Oh, but there is murder involved. And you are now the prime suspect; you and your two friends. I have a handful of witnesses behind me who can vouch for that." he adds, while pointing out the soldiers who are accompanying him. “Just by you being here, and knowing that the word murderer was in your note, these men can all testify that you were the one who signed the death threat. And these two men with you are your accomplices.”

"Now, wait just a moment!" protests one of l'Forney's friends. "What l'Forney has been telling you is true. We just wanted to scare you, and humiliate you a little – there was no murder to be involved. We have nothing to do with this death."

"Why is it that you want to humiliate me? I don't even know you. What have I done to you?" asks d'Avaloy of L'Forney's friend.

"Nothing, personally. I am doing this as a favor for my friend."

"I have never seen you before.” continues d’Avaloy. “Who are you, sir?"

"Francis d’Ambry, of Musketeers. And my associate here is Monsieur de Fontenot, also of Musketeers."

"Trying to impress your new Lieutenant, aye gentlemen?"

"It's not that way, d'Avaloy." insists d'Ambry. "L'Forney insisted that you were nothing but a scoundrel, and how you have hurt his mistress, and that you really needed to be taught a lesson!"

"His mistress?” yells d’Avaloy, quickly turning his glance back at l’Forney. “And who is your mistress?"

"Oh, come now, d'Avaloy." says l'Forney, with a sarcastic grin. "Don't play stupid now. You have dishonored a lovely lady – don’t try and deny it!"

"I honestly don't know what you are talking about. What lady?"

"You really are dense!"

"Enough insults l'Forney, or I'll order my men to shoot you!"

"And I believe that you would – it would save yourself from my sword! You know perfectly well that I am speaking of Madame de La Frone."

"What! The Marshall of France's daughter in law? She’s your mistress? So that's how you received the appointment of Lieutenant of Musketeers. I knew that you didn't receive the appointment upon your own merit. You come from a good and noble family, but the station is beneath one such as yourself."

"Now who is insulting who?"

"That's not an insult, that's a fact!"

"Enough! I had my mind set on teaching you a lesson today, but after these new events I will hold my peace. I’ll have a talk with the captain about these matters, and try to prove my innocence of this murder – considering that you said I am the prime suspect. However, this still does not excuse you of offending my mistress."

"I tell you honestly, L'Forney, I know not your mistress – I have never even met her – I swear upon my honor as a gentleman! Perhaps she has me mixed up with someone else of her acquaintance."

"Perhaps." l'Forney says, not convinced. "I will, however, get to the bottom of this matter. If you are guilty, I should like satisfaction from your humiliation."

"If you prove me guilty, I should be honored to satisfy you. If proved innocent, I will hear no more about this, and you will not bother me in future."

"Agreed." simply says l'Forney.

The entire group of men turn on their heel to leave. But, just as soon as they all turn, they are stopped short by the figure of a man who had been standing behind them, and is enveloped in a dark hooded cloak.

"Who goes there?" bellows out d'Avaloy. "Is that you, Arnaund?"

The man takes his hood off. "Yes; it is I, Charles. And I am glad that the duel did not take place."

"How long have you been standing there, brother?"

"I was behind your entire troop since you first entered this place."

"Did you overhear our conversation?"

"Nay; I was standing in the background, praying."

"I see. Then you did not know that your life may be in danger?"

"Danger?" Arnaund d'Avaloy asks, knitting his brows into a questionable look.

"Yes, danger. It would seem that there is someone out to kill me, and you may be a target as well. Come, let's go to my captain, and all will be explained there."

As soon as Charles d'Avaloy, Arnaund, l'Forney, d'Ambry and Monsieur de Fontenot enter the captain's chambers, Charles briefly explains what had taken place behind the Louvre to the captain.

"I'm glad to see that you are safe and sound, my friend." the captain seriously says to him.

D'Avaloy grins. "Well, did you expect me to lose?"

At this, l'Forney laughs.

The captain looks at l'Forney, firmly. "You can laugh, but this is a very serious matter, sir! It’s a good thing that you will not be in my company as of tomorrow; else I would have you imprisoned for your insolence. Instead, I will write the captain of Musketeers to deal with you in the best way he sees fit.

L'Forney looks glaringly at d'Avaloy. "Thanks for telling him!"

D'Avaloy is about to reply, but the captain brakes in: "He didn't just tell me; but considering the circumstances, he had no choice. Honestly, this is the first time he has ever gave me the name of the person he was dueling. I think, dear sir, that you have a lot of explaining to do concerning many matters. But first," he adds, looking back at d'Avaloy, "I must explain that my words to you were not because I thought you would have lost the duel . . ." l'Forney laughs under his breath. "It was because I have just been informed that the dead body of my boy servant was found near your apartment, and his letter was stolen from him."

"Another death!" interrupts l'Forney. "And I suppose that this will count against me as well."

"As I've told you, l'Forney," says d'Avaloy, "you are the prime suspect."

"Now just a moment;" l'Forney shouts, "I was in my apartment all night last night."

"Can you prove this?" asks the captain. "Do you have a witness?"

"Well . . . ." l'Forney hesitates.

"Well?" says the captain, eyeing the man intently.

"Well, a lady was present with me."

"A lady? And what is her name?"

"Madame de La Frone." interrupts d'Avaloy, with a sly grin.

"What! The Marshall of France's daughter in law?" shouts the captain. "No wonder you got the appointment into the Musketeers."

This time it was d'Avaloy's turn to laugh under his breath.

"Doesn't anyone think that I could land that appointment on my own merits?" angrily asks l'Forney.

"No!" d'Avaloy and the captain say at the same time.

"Not even a hesitation!" says l'Forney, looking back at his two friends.

"I must summon Madame de La Frone to ask her to verify your story."

"Oh, sir, don't do that!" yells l'Forney, with his brows frowning heavily.

"And why not? You want to be freed from being the prime suspect in this murder, don't you?"

"Yes, sir, I would. It's just that my relationship with madame is supposed to be a secret. She would just die if she knew that I was the cause of her being interrogated."

"Well, in that case, there is no other thing I can do but to imprison you."

"What! Now hold on just a moment. You told me that you wouldn't imprison me, that you would write my new captain."

"True. But that was just because you ignored the edict against dueling. This is a different matter, however; you are the prime suspect in a murder case. Both you and your friend there." He adds, pointing out d'Ambry.

"Me!" yells d'Ambry in his turn. "What for?"

"You delivered the letter to d'Avaloy, did you not?"

"True. But what does that have to do with anything?"

"You were at the scene of the crime on the night of the murder."

"Oh, this is too much!" says d'Ambry. Then he adds, while looking at l'Forney. "What have you gotten me into?"

"Shall I send for Madame de La Frone?” asks the captain. “Or just send you to prison now?" 

There is hesitation.

"Well?"

"Oh, all right!" l'Forney finally concedes. "Besides," he adds, while looking at d'Avaloy, "It will give her a chance to prove to this lunatic that he is a phoney and a liar."

"I have heard d'Avaloy called many things, sir," says the captain, "but a liar he is not!"

"That remains to be seen." says l'Forney.

"You gentlemen wait in my antechamber until madame arrives." says the captain, pointing in the direction.

***

An hour later, the men are called back into the captain's office.

"I have just received word from Madame de La Frone." he begins.

"Well, where is she?" asks l'Forney, looking worried.

"I was just about to tell you that she refuses to come. It would seem that I am going to have to involve the Marshall into this matter.

"What! The Marshal?” screams l’Forney. “Are you mad?"

There is dead silence in the room after this statement from l’Forney.

"Sir," says the captain, glaring l'Forney in the eyes, "one more burst from you in such a manner as this again, and you will be dealt with in a most embarrassing manner. Gentlemen, please wait a while longer in the antechamber."

***

As another hour passes, the captain steps into the antechamber where the anxiously awaiting gentlemen are. "I do apologize for keeping you waiting, gentlemen. It would seem that the Marshall was struck in the wrong way concerning my summons for him. He has asked me to meet him in the king's antechamber where we can discuss this in the presence of his majesty. I have also asked the captain of the musketeers to be involved as well."

What proceeds from l'Forney is a low groan. D'Avaloy looks at him and notices that he is turning very pale.

"Please go home for now, sirs; but I advise all of you not to leave town until this matter is settled; else there will be the law to deal with. You two sirs," he says, addressing l'Forney's two friends, "will leave your address with my servant. Adieu, gentlemen."

At this, the captain leaves them.

d'Avaloy turns to his brother Arnaund. "Not a word about this to me concerning God, alright?"

Arnaund smiles. "Alright, brother. But do you mind if I come home with you for a while?"

"Of course not, Arnaund. You are always welcome."

Chapter 3

A Matter of Intrigue

As captain Des Essarts makes his way into the palace, his mind is turning over many questions concerning the events of last night, and of the present day up until now. What a crazy set of circumstances! And it would appear that poor d'Avaloy is caught up in a net of political intrigue – but Des Essarts cannot figure why, for d'Avaloy doesn’t seem the type of man to get caught up in such matters. None of d'Avaloy's friends, as far as the captain knows, are involved in any underground secrecy. So, as he continues his thoughts, he finally makes his way into the king's antechamber, where the king’s valet asks him to come straight in to the king.

"Gladly." says Des Essarts.

Inside, he finds the Musketeer captain Treville chatting with his majesty Louis XIII., so he immediately walks up to the two of them, and bows low to the king; and he also salutes Monsieur de Treville very politely. Treville acknowledges him with a smile.

"Captain Des Essarts," begins his majesty, "what is all this about?"

Des Essarts is about to reply when Treville interruptes:

"Sire, I think it best if we wait upon the Marshall before we begin, else your majesty will have the unfortunate duty of having to hear the matter over once again."

"That's true, Treville. But I want to get this matter over as quickly as possible, because I don't want His Eminence, Cardinal Richelieu, to get wind about this matter. He would use it as a chance for mockery, considering my own troops are fighting amongst themselves!"

"So you have heard that already, sire?" asks Des Essarts, a bit worried.

"Yes, but that is all I know – I don't know any details as of yet. The Marshall was kind enough to tell me that much about your letter to him. He wouldn't go any further than that, however; he wanted to wait until you showed up so you could explain the matter yourself, so there would be no details left out. And it would settle any further questions. I tell you honestly, sir, that I do not approve of my men fighting amongst themselves!"

"I agree, your majesty." says Des Essarts, bowing to him once again.

"And yet you allow this, monsieur?" adds Louis, sharply.

"Sire," says Treville, "perhaps we should hear out the entire matter before making any judgments."

"Very well, Treville. But what is keeping our Marshall, then? He is a couple of minutes late, and I am expecting His Eminence in an hour, and I would like for all of you to be gone by then."

As we leave these three men for a moment, I would like for the reader to turn their attention on toward another part of Paris – not too far from the Louvre (where our three high ranking men are having their conversation), and let us follow a man who is walking down the streets at a very slow pace – having an expression upon his face that spells utter doom! His worried and clouded mind hardly lets him concentrate on his efforts to walk at a normal pace; but soon, however, he does finally reach his apartment. And upon entering, he hardly notices the figure standing inside his antechamber when he shuts the door.

"So, there you are!" sharply says the figure.

The man, as if caught in a dream, quickly awakens at this rebuke.

"Madame!" He yells in surprise. "You are here?"

"Where else do you expect me to be – especially after this pretty mess you got me mixed up in!"

"I apologize, madame; but it could not be helped. I was forced into the matter."

"Dear Monsieur l'Forney, let me point out to you that you have caused a rather bad picture to form for me. There is a possibility that I may be arrested! And this will all be your fault."

"My dear," he says, moved; and quickly advances toward her, as if to hold her in his arms.

"Don't touch me, you scoundrel!" she yells, holding out her hand to stop him.

"But I love you,” he pleads, while stopping his pursuit, “and I would cause no such harm to befall you . . . I . . . I will protect you."

"You? A guardsman protect the daughter-in-law of the Marshall of France? Ha!"

"Not a guardsman, my dear – but a lieutenant of Musketeers!" l'Forney says, proudly, and with a grin.

The lady rolls her eyes. "My hero!" she says, mockingly.

"Madame, do not be so harsh – why, we love each other!"

"Excuse me? What did you just say?"

"I said that we love each other."

"I never said that I loved you!"

"You never said that you didn't." he replies, with a his smile that has now turned bitter.
"Well, if you love me, as you say that you do, then why didn't you kill d'Avaloy like I told you?"

"My dear, I am not a murderer. But I was going to really humiliate him, and to teach him a lesson."

"You fool – I told you to kill him!” she says, with fire in her eyes. “And this is how you show me your love?"

"I am sorry, my dear; but I have never killed a man before. It is a most difficult task!"

"And yet you allow a man to live that has insulted me?"

"Did he insult you terribly bad?"

"Are you questioning my honor?" she yells, while throwing a threatening glance at him.
"What do you mean?" he says, a bit taken aback by this look.
"When I say that he insulted me enough to be killed, you should accept my word as a good enough proof!"

"Yes, my dear . . . . I need a kiss."

"You will get none – you failure!"

"Such harsh words, madame!"

"Such deserved words, monsieur."

There is then a moment of silence, as the two continue to eye one another.

"Well," finally says the woman, "are you going to kill him or aren't you?"

"What? . . . you mean right now?" asks l'Forney, surprisingly.

"Of course – when else?"

"But my dear, let me point out to you that everyone already knows that I have picked a fight with d'Avaloy, and if he comes up dead, then I will be the first one that they will imprison!"

"Afraid to go to prison for me, are you?"

"Well . . . no." he says, hesitantly.

She turns away from him, crying, or at least pretending to cry. "I would have done it for you." she says in a bewildered tone.
"You would have?" he anxiously asks, his eyes widening, while his jaw drops open.

"Of course." she says, assuring him, as she turns back toward him.

"But you just now wouldn't admit that you even loved me!"

"My honor is at stake first – then our love will be next." she says, while eyeing him attentively.

"I see." he says, thoughtfully. "Oh, yes," he says, "I almost forgot: they will be questioning you as well, madame. You would be questioned concerning d'Avaloy's death."

"Don't worry about that, l'Forney. I have that taken care of." She then looks at him seductively. He is carried away by this look, as he then moves his head toward her once again to kiss her. She doesn't seem to be resisting, but then just before his lips make contact with hers, her hand is suddenly placed over his mouth.

"After you've killed him." she says, slyly.

"Yes, my love." he says, moving his head back away from her, and being extremely disappointed. 

But then he madly kisses her hands. 

She allows this.

"But," she continues, "if you fail, I don't want to ever hear from you again!"

"Yes, my dear."
* * *
Meanwhile, back at the palace, the Marshall finally arrives.

"I'm sorry that I am late, your majesty.” he quickly tells the king. “But I had some unavoidable affairs to attend to." Then he adds while bowing and looking at the two other officers in the room: "Gentlemen."

They too bow.

"Well, now that we are all here," says Louis, "let's get this matter settled." At this, he walks around to his desk to sit down, while the other three stand facing him, hats in hands.

Des Essarts then relates the matter in its entirety to the other men, starting with the events of last night, until just before he was summoned to his majesty.

"This sound like a confusing affair." says Louis XIII., "I wonder if His Eminence knows anything about this." he adds with a worried expression.

"That would not surprise me, your majesty." adds Treville.

"What I don't understand,” the Marshall adds, “is how my daughter-in-law is the mistress of a Guard. That's what doesn't make any sense. She is an honorable woman, and would not stoop like this; and she loves my son entirely too much to do this to him."

"Besides that," adds Treville, "I think that if she was to have another man on the side," then he looks at the Marshall, and says while bowing, "and I'm not insinuating that she does," he then looks back at the king, "then I think her ambitions would be higher than just a man in the Guards." He then looks at Des Essarts. "Not meaning to say anything bad about your regiment. However," he adds, while looking back at the king once again, "the matter is not too entirely impossible."

"How is that?" asks the Marshall, in surprise, and looking right at Treville.

"Did you not remember," he begins, while looking at the Marshall, "that you had asked me to introduce this man into my company as a lieutenant, since there was a position still available?"

"What is this?" asks the Marshall, astonished.

"It is true." says Treville. "Your servant, I forget what his name is . . . ."

"Bourgon." says the Marshall.

"Yes, that is the man. He delivered a letter to me with your seal upon it. The letter had asked that I would admit one Monsieur l'Forney of His Majesty's Guards into the Musketeers as a lieutenant."

"This is monstrous!" exclaims the Marshall. "I never even heard of this man named l’Forney – so how could I recommend him?"

"Well," says Treville, "The only way that I can figure is that if your servant delivered the letter to me, then he is either a traitor to you, or it is that someone of your own family, who is very close to you, gave him the letter to deliver to me with your seal upon it, and with your signature within. That is, someone of whom your servant would not question – such as . . . well, your daughter-in-law!"

There is silence, and the Marshall tries to take all this in.

"I will question Bourgon myself about this matter." the Marshall finally says.

"Well, then," says Louis, "we will not be able to get to a conclusion about this matter today. It would seem that once you have questioned your servant, Marshall, the true mastermind behind all this intrigue will finally be revealed. But for now," he adds, "I must ask all of you to leave, because his Eminence is coming in just a few moments from now, and all of you must be gone before he arrives. Please come back tomorrow, gentlemen, after the Marshall has had a chance to find out what is going on."

"What time should we arrive, sire? asks Treville.

"Well, that depends upon the Marshall. What time do you think you will have the information?"

"Sire," says the Marshall, "let's do this early, in case I have to dig deeper into this mystery than my servant, and then we can all meet again at noon."

"Very well, Marshall. Let's say seven o'clock tomorrow morning."

The three men bow low, and take their leave of Louis.
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