
Three Musketeers SEED TEXT  

(Last edit: 05/09/22) 

All text in quotations (“”) are directly from the 

Dumas text.  

Additions and Paraphrased text remain 

unquoted. 

Any/All Pronouns can change as needed.   

 

Character list (Subject to change) 

D’Artangan 

Milady 

Athos 

Porthos 

Aramis 

Constance 

Cardinal Richelieu 

King Louis XIII 

Anne of Austria 

Treville 

Jussac/Felton 

Rochefort/ De Winter 

Bicarat /Bonecieux  

Duke of Buckingham/ D’Artangan Senior 

(Bernajoux, “Host”, Executioner, Assailants, 

Priest/Holy Person and Guard/Musketeer 

Ensemble to be filled out by cast)  

 

 

 

 

 

Several Scenes may be potentially cut as needed.  

Stage Direction (in italics) is also subject to 

change during process. Stage Direction for Act 2 

Scenes 8 and 9 are ideas to be explored (and may 

also change).  

 

The Scenes (Working titles) 

Act One 

1) D’Artangan the Elder 

2) The Misunderstanding in Orleans 

3) Milady learns a Name 

4) Three Introductions 

5) The Kings Musketeers and the Cardinal’s 

Guards  

6) Their Majesty King Louis XIII 

7) Interior of the Musketeers 

8) A Mousetrap in the 17th Century 

9) [TBD-Potentially Cut] 

10)  In which the plot thickens… 

11) Forty Pistoles 

12)  Bitter Recollections 

13) Treason 

Act Two 

1) The Abduction of Bonecieux  

2) A Chess Game 

3) The Heart of Queen Anne 

4) Road to Calais 

5) The Wife of Athos 

6) Sweet Remembrances 

7) An Execution 

8) Athos goes to Hell 

9) Conclusion 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Act I Scene I 

D’Artangan is seen riding a horse while this memory is enacted around them.  

 

D’Artangan Senior 

“My son, this horse was born in the house of your father about thirteen years ago, and has remained in it ever 

since, which ought to make you love it. Never sell it; allow it to die tranquilly and honorably of old age, and if 

you make a campaign with it, take as much care of it as you would of an old servant. Endure nothing from 

anyone except Monsieur the Cardinal and the king. It is by his courage, please observe, by his courage alone, 

that a gentleman can make his way nowadays. Whoever hesitates for a second perhaps allows the bait to escape 

which during that exact second fortune held out to him. You are young. You ought to be brave for two reasons: 

the first is that you are a Gascon, and the second is that you are my son. Never fear quarrels, but seek 

adventures. I have taught you how to handle a sword; you have thews of iron, a wrist of steel. Fight on all 

occasions. Fight the more for duels being forbidden, since consequently there is twice as much courage in 

fighting. I have nothing to give you, my son, but fifteen crowns, my horse, and the counsels you have just heard. 

I have but one word to add, and that is to propose an example to you—not mine, for I myself have never 

appeared at court, and have only taken part in religious wars as a volunteer; I speak of Monsieur de Tréville, 

who was formerly my neighbor, and who had the honor to be, as a child, the play-fellow of our king, Louis 

XIII.” 

 

D'Artangan 

The King? Treville and the Louis were your… friends?  

D’Artangan Senior 

Oh yes. Treville is now captain of the Musketeers; that is to say, chief of a legion of Cæsars, whom the king 

holds in great esteem and whom the cardinal dreads— 

 

D’Artangan 

Did you fight with him in the war?  

 

D’Artangan Senior 

He was a field lieutenant by the time I volunteered. I heard the stories of his bravery, but our paths never 

crossed. Still further, Monsieur de Treville 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. 

 

Act I Scene II 



There is a crossroads, perhaps a stable and/or entrance to a Tavern. Rochefort and their attendants are seen 

and/or heard. D’Artangan arrives… 

There is some kind of laughter or misunderstanding here. Rochefort and the attendants begin to laugh.  

 

D’artangan 

“I say, sir, you sir…yes, you, sir, tell me what you are laughing at, and we will laugh together!” 

 

Rochefort fully reveals themself  

 

Rochefort 

 “I was not speaking to you, sir.” 

 

D’artangan 

“But I am speaking to you! There are people who laugh at the horse that would not dare to laugh at the 

master”  

 

Rochefort 

“I do not often laugh…as you may perceive by the expression of my countenance; but nevertheless, I retain 

the privilege of laughing when I please.” 

 

D’artangan 

“And I will allow no man to laugh when it displeases me!” 

 

Rochefort (calmly) 

“Indeed, sir…well, that is perfectly right!”  

 

Rochefort turns to leave 

 

D’artangan 

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

 

All those present stand.  

 

Rochefort 

“Strike me? Why, my good fellow, you must be mad. This is annoying. What a godsend this would be for his 

Majesty, who is seeking everywhere for brave fellows to recruit for his Musketeers!” 

 

D’Artangan attempts to attack, Rochefort evades. The entourage around Rochefort attacks D’Artangan 

stealing his sword.  



 

Rochefort 

 “A plague upon these Gascons! Replace him on his orange horse and let him begone!” 

 

Rochefort Exits.  

 

D’artangan 

“Not before I have killed you!!”  

 

Assailant 1 

“Another Gascony Fool”  

 

Assailant 2 

“These Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the dance, then, since he will have it so. When he is tired, he will 

perhaps tell us that he has had enough of it.” 

 

D’Artangan tries to fight ALL the assailants (and it looks amazing) but to no avail, D’Artangan is knocked out. 

Rochefort re-enters with Milady and the owner of the Tavern.  

 

Rochefort 

“Well, how is it with this madman?”  

 

The Assailants hold up D’Artangan who is now being puppeteered as needed.  

 

Host 

“Your Excellency is safe and sound?”  

 

Rochefort 

“Oh, yes! Perfectly safe and sound, my good host. 

 

Milady 

I wish to know what will become of our young man. 

 

Host 

“Why, this fellow must be the devil in person!”  

 

Assailant 1 

We rummaged his valise and found nothing but a clean shirt and eleven crowns— 

 

Assailant 2 

 And this as well 

 

One of the assailants takes the note to Rochefort who reads it.  



 

Rochefort 

“A letter addressed to Monsieur de Tréville, captain of the Musketeers…He must be some prince in 

disguise.” 

 

Milady 

You may need to tell your Excellency. 

 

The Assailants puppeteer D’Artangan as Rochefort speaks 

 

Rochefort 

“The devil…Can Tréville have set this Gascon upon me? He is very young; but a sword thrust is a sword thrust, 

whatever be the age of him who gives it, and a youth is less to be suspected than an older man…”  

 

Milady 

“A weak obstacle is sometimes sufficient to overthrow a great design.” 

 

Rochefort (to the) 

 “Could you contrive to get rid of this frantic boy for me? In conscience, I cannot kill him, and yet…he 

annoys me…” 

 

Host (to the Assailants)  

Take him to my wife’s chamber, on the first flight. Gather his things and his bag-  

  

Milady 

No. Take him to my chamber.  

 

Rochefort turns to Milady. Milady snatches the note from Rochefort 

 

I will see who this Gascony prince in disguise really is.  

 

Rochefort 

“It is not necessary Milady to be seen by this fellow-“ 

 

Milady 

“His Eminence, then, orders me.”  

 

Milady and Rochefort share a look 

 

Rochefort  

I will be returning to Paris and will inform him. I should like, however, to know who this Gascony devil- 

 

Milady 



That is not your concern. Leave him with me.  

 

Rochefort 

“And as to my other instructions?”  

 

Milady 

They are contained in this box, which will remain with me until we rendezvous with the Cardinal.  

 

Rochefort 

“Very well. And you—what will you do?” 

 

Milady 

“Me? I return to Paris…after learning more about our new friend.  

 

D’Artangan wakes up in a haze and momentarily breaks free from the assailants 

 

D’Artangan  

“Base coward! false gentleman! Coward! coward!  

 

D’Artangan encounters Milady 

 

…but she—she was very beautiful.” 

 

Milady gently blows into D’Artangan’s face. D’Artangan falls softly into the arms of the Assailants who 

carry them amongst the set/stage, eventually laying them down.  

 

Act I Scene III 

 

D’Artangan speaks in their sleep about Paris, the Musketeers, Father, that Coward, France, the King 

Louis… and then the phrase “she was very beautiful” 

 

D’Artangan  

Beautiful… she was… very…  

 

Milady enters, perhaps carrying food or medical supplies. Milady speaks while tending to D’Artangan’s 

wounds. Eventually D’Artangan wakes up- 

 

D’Artangan 

“My letter of recommendation” 

 

D’Artangan begins searching the room frantically- hardly noticing Milady.  

 

Milady 



Recommendation?  

 

D’Artangan  

“Yes, where is the letter?”  

 

Milady 

“Does the letter contain anything valuable?”  

 

D’Artangan  

“I think it does…It contained my fortune!” 

 

Milady  

“Bills upon Spain?”  

 

D’Artangan  

That letter is for Monsieur de Tréville, and it must be found, or if it is not found… I… 

 

D’Artangan laments the loss of the letter, their broken sword, and stolen money. Milady listens and eventually 

speaks- 

 

Milady 

“That letter is not lost!”  

 

D’Artangan 

“What!”  

 

Milady 

“No, it has been stolen from you.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Stolen? By whom?” 

 

Milady 

“By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He came down into the kitchen, where your doublet was. He 

remained there some time alone. I would lay a wager he has stolen it.” 

 

 

D’Artangan 

“Do you think so? Do you say that…that you suspect that impertinent gentleman?” 

 

Milady 

“I tell you I am sure of it… When I informed him that your lordship was clearly a protégé of Monsieur de 

Tréville, and that you even had a letter for that illustrious gentleman, he appeared to be very much disturbed, 



and asked me where that letter was, and immediately came down into the kitchen, where he knew your doublet 

was.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Then that’s my thief!” 

 

D’Artangan gathers what little things they have left. Milady and D’Artangan have some kind of exchange 

before D’Artangan exits. “Paris is a day’s walk from here” “I must find a sword along the way”. Milady gives 

him a few coins from her pocket. Once alone, Milady produces the letter or recommendation and speaks to 

herself.  

 

Milady 

…D’Artangan… 

 

Act 1 Scene IIII 

D’Artangan arrives in Paris. The city is a flourish of people, music, and activity. D’Artangan takes it in and 

begins asking for directions- the people ignore him or smile and continue their own business. 

 

D’Artangan 

Excuse me. I am looking for the home of Monsieur de Tréville? The Musketeers headquarters. King Louis? I 

am looking to join the Musketeers; can you tell me where-  

This goes on for awhile and eventually D’Artangan is swept up in various conversations. 

In the distance Rochefort appears in disguise and then disappears. D’Artangan takes notice and attempts to 

give chase through the streets- 

 

Porthos and Aramis enter. Porthos is dressed extravagantly with a comically large red cape (not to dissimilar 

to the train of a wedding dress). Aramis is dressed humbly and with subtle touches which imply a religious 

order. 

Porthos 

“What would you have me do? This fashion is coming in. It is a folly, I admit, but still …it is the fashion! 

Besides, one must lay out one’s inheritance somehow 

Aramis 

“Don’t try to make us believe you obtained that baldric by paternal generosity. It was given to you by that 

veiled lady I met you with the other Sunday, near the gate St. Honoré.” 

Porthos (overacting) 

“No, upon honor and by the faith of a gentleman, I bought it with the contents of my own purse,”  



Aramis stares at Porthos until Porthos feels uncomfortable…  

Porthos 

“It’s true, though and…I paid twelve pistoles for it.” 

Aramis 

The wonder has increased, though the doubt continues to exist. I will see if he has arrived yet. Wait here.  

Aramis leaves. Porthos continues to admire the incredibly long cloak. D’Artangan, still giving chase to 

Rochefort, somehow stumbles into Porthos. Porthos and D’Artangan become wrapped up in the cloak and fall 

to the ground (comically…maybe even over a table… smashing boxes…chicken feathers… who knows) and the 

street erupts into laughter.  

Porthos 

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

 

D’Artangan 

“Excuse me.” I was running after someone and I- 

D’Artangan fights to get up 

 

Porthos (struggling) 

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

 

D’Artangan 

“No, and thanks to my eyes, I can see what other people cannot see.” 

D’Artangan turns to give chase to Rochefort again 

 

Porthos 

“It is one that becomes a man accustomed to look his enemies in the face.” 

Porthos slips on the cloak and falls on his face. 

 

D’Artangan 

See to it that you don’t continue falling back on to yours 

 

The people in the Street react. Porthos makes his way to his feet. Embarrassed and in a Rage, Porthos places 

his hand on his rapier. 

 



Porthos 

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

 

D’Artangan 

“Very well, at one o’clock, then” 

 

D’Artangan exits. Aramis enters looking at the mess in the street.  

 

Aramis 

What did you do?! 

Porthos storms past Aramis and Exits 

  

Rochefort appears and then vanishes again amidst the crowd. D’Artangan enters from a different part of the 

stage. Athos comes around a corner, clearly injured (perhaps with an arm in a sling), and D’Artangan crashes 

into them. Athos howls in pain.  

D’Artangan 

“Excuse me. Excuse me, but I am in a hurry.” 

Athos 

“You are in a hurry? Under that pretense you run against me! 

Athos grabs D’Artangan.  

 

 You say, ‘Excuse me,’ and you believe that is sufficient? Not at all, you child.  

 

D’Artangan 

“Excuse me”, appears to me, quite enough. I repeat to you, however, and this time on my word of honor—I 

think perhaps too often—that I am in haste, great haste. Leave your hold, then, I beg of you, and let me go 

where my business calls me- 

 

Athos 

“Monsieur, you are not polite; it is easy to perceive that you come from a distance.” 

Athos lets D’Artangan go 

 

D’Artangan 



“However far I may come, it is not you who can give me a lesson in good manners, I warn you.” 

 

Athos 

“Perhaps” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Ah! If I were not in such haste, and if I were not running after someone,” 

 

Athos (mockingly) 

Monsieur “Man-in-a-hurry”, you can find me without running… you understand?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“And where, I pray you?” 

 

Athos 

“Near the Carmes-Deschaux.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“At what hour?” 

 

Athos 

“About noon.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“About noon? That will do; I will be there.” 

 

Athos 

“Endeavor not to make me wait; for at quarter past twelve I will cut off your ears as you run.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Good! I will be there ten minutes before twelve.” 



 

D’Artangan rushes away- Athos winces in pain and slowly exits.  

Aramis enters with a group of laughing and playful (possibly flirtatious) people.  

Maybe there is a Dance, or Poetry, or Romance… whatever it is… D’Artangan rushes through the middle of it 

and ruins it, knocking down one or all the revelers. (Aramis references the fallen dancer) 

 

Aramis 

What the devil! …Permit me to observe to you that you have not acted in this affair as a gallant man ought. I 

suppose, monsieur, that you are not a fool, and that you knew very well that people do not tread through these 

Parisian streets in such a way.  

Aramis performs a small courtesy. 

 

D’Artangan (mockingly) 

“Monsieur, you act wrongly in endeavoring to mortify me. I am from Gascony, and there is no occasion to tell 

you that Gascons are not very patient, so that when they have begged to be excused once, were it even for a 

folly, they are convinced that they have done already at least as much again as they ought to have done.” 

 

Aramis 

“Monsieur, what I say to you about the matter is not for the sake of seeking a quarrel. Thank God I only fight 

when I am forced to do so, and always with great repugnance; but this time the affair is serious, for here is a 

lady compromised by you.” 

 

D’Artangan (Mockingly) 

Why did you so awkwardly let her fall? 

 

Aramis 

What? 

 

D’Artangan 

You could have caught her. You allowed her to fall.  

 

Aramis 

“Ah, you take it with that tone, do you, Master Gascon? Well, I will teach you how to behave yourself.” 

 



D’Artangan  

Fine! 

 

D’Artangan draws their sword and puts Aramis on point. Those in the area scream. Aramis does not flinch and 

stares at D’Artangan (perhaps the lights change). Aramis walks up to the point of the sword till it is nearly at 

their collarbone. Aramis gazes into D’Artangan eyes without fear or emotion. 

 

Aramis  

“If you please, my good friend—not here, at least. How do I know that this is not his Eminence who has 

honored you with the commission to procure my head? Now, I entertain a ridiculous partiality for my head, it 

seems to suit my shoulders so correctly. I wish to kill you, be at rest as to that, but to kill you quietly in a snug, 

remote place, where you will not be able to boast of your death to anybody.” 

 

D'Artangan 

“I agree, monsieur; but do not be too confident. “ 

 

Aramis 

“Monsieur is a Gascon?”  

D’Artangan nods. Aramis looks D’Artangan up down. Have they met before?  

 

Aramis  

Two o’clock I shall have the honor of expecting you at the hôtel of [fancy French name] There I will indicate to 

you the best place and time. 

 

Aramis laughs as they exit.  

D’Artangan sheathes their sword.  

 

D’Artangan 

Three duels in one day…  

 

D’Artangan exits.  

 

Act 1 Scene V 



Athos sits onstage tending to a wound/injury. D’Artangan enters without seeing Athos and it startled when 

Athos speaks.  

 

Athos 

“Monsieur, 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.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“I have no seconds on my part, monsieur, for having only arrived yesterday in Paris, I as yet know no one but 

Monsieur de Tréville, to whom I was recommended by my father, who has the honor to be, in some degree, one 

of his friends.” 

 

Athos 

 “You know no one but Monsieur de Tréville?”  

 

D’Artangan 

“Yes, monsieur, I know only him.” 

 

Athos contemplates. 

 

Athos 

“Well, but then…if I kill you, I shall have the air of a child-slayer.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Not too much so…since you do me the honor to draw a sword with me while suffering from a wound which is 

very inconvenient.” 

 

Athos 

“Very inconvenient, upon my word; and you hurt me devilishly, I can tell you. But I will take the left hand—it 

is my custom in such circumstances. Do not fancy that I do you a favor; I use either hand easily. And it will be 

even a disadvantage to you; a left-handed man is very troublesome to people who are not prepared for it. I 

regret I did not inform you sooner of this circumstance.” 

 

D’Artangan 



“You have truly, monsieur, a courtesy, for which, I assure you, I am very grateful.” 

 

Athos 

“You confuse me”  

 

Athos attempts to draw their sword and winces in remarkable pain nearly falling to the ground 

 

D’Artangan 

“If you would permit me—”  

 

D’Artangan drops rushes to help Athos back to standing. 

 

Athos 

Thank 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 them, I believe.” 

Porthos Enters 

 

Porthos 

Athos! You’re bleeding.  

 

Athos 

I have realized this. 

 

Porthos 

How dare this coward strike you alone before your Seconds arrive at the scene of the- 

Porthos notices D’Artangan 

 

D’Artangan 

You called him Athos. 

 

Porthos 

Athos? 



 

Athos 

Yes? 

 

Porthos 

Your name is Athos still, correct? 

 

Athos 

Yes, Porthos. 

 

D’Artangan 

You’re Porthos! 

 

Porthos 

I know who I am! Stop trying to confuse me!  

 

Aramis enters. 

 

Aramis 

Athos! What has happened? 

 

D’Artangan 

Aramis. Aramis of Tarbes. 

 

Aramis (suddenly horrified) 

You’re not my child, are you? 

 

D’Artangan 

No, I am my Father’s son.  

 

Aramis 



We are all from Tarbes. The Inseparables they call us.  

 

Porthos 

 “what does this mean!?” 

 

Athos 

“This is the gentleman I am going to fight with” 

 

Porthos 

“Why, it is with him I am also going to fight,”  

 

D’Artangan 

“But not before one o’clock,”  

 

Aramis 

“And I also am to fight with this gentleman,”  

 

D’Artangan 

“But not until two o’clock,”  

 

Aramis 

“But what are you going to fight about, Athos?”  

 

Athos 

“He hurt my shoulder. And you, Porthos?” 

 

Porthos 

“I am going to fight—because I am going to fight,”  

 

Athos 

“And you?” 



 

Aramis 

“Oh, ours is a theological quarrel,”  

 

Athos 

Of course- “It is very hot, and I cannot take off my doublet; for I just now felt my wound begin to bleed again, 

and I should not like to annoy Monsieur with the sight of blood which he has not drawn from me himself.” 

 

Porthos helps take off Athos’s doublet to reveal the cloak of a Musketeer. 

 

D’Artangan 

You’re a Musketeer? 

 

Athos and Porthos remove their doublet revealing the same cloak.  

D’Artangan probably swears/curses their situation at this moment.  

 

D’Artangan 

Please, in faith! I have come to Paris to find the Musketeers.  

 

Athos 

It seems that you have.  

 

D’Artangan puts on a brave front, knowing they will probably die, they appeal to Porthos and Aramis. 

 

D’Artangan 

“My friends, I ask to be excused in case I should not be able to discharge my debt to all three; for Monsieur 

Athos has the right to kill me first, which must much diminish the face-value of your bill, Monsieur Porthos, 

and render yours almost null, Monsieur Aramis.” 

 

Aramis 

Seems you have suddenly learned manners.  

 



Athos 

When you please, monsieur. 

Athos draws their sword. D’Artangan regretfully draws their own. The moment the swords cross- 

 

Jussac 

“Halloo!” “Musketeers? Fighting here, are you?” 

Jussac enters followed by several other Cardinal Guards 

 

Athos 

“You are very generous, gentlemen of the Guard. If we were to see you fighting, I can assure you that we would 

make no effort to prevent you. Leave us alone, then, and you will enjoy a little amusement without cost to 

yourselves.” 

Jussac 

“Gentlemen, it is with great regret that I pronounce the thing impossible. Duty before everything. Sheathe, then, 

if you please, and follow us.” 

 

Aramis (Mockingly) 

Monsieur, it would afford us great pleasure to obey your polite invitation if it depended upon ourselves; but 

unfortunately the thing is impossible—the King has forbidden it. Pass on your way, then; it is the best thing to 

do. 

 

Jussac 

“We will charge upon you, if you disobey.” 

 

Athos (to Aramis and Porthos) 

“There are five of them and we are but three; we shall be beaten again, and must die on the spot, for, on my 

part, I declare I will never appear again before Treville as a conquered man.” 

 

D’Artangan 

 “Gentlemen, allow me to correct your words, if you please. You said you were but three, but it appears to me 

we are four.” 

 

Porthos 

“you are not one of us,” 



 

D’Artangan 

 “I have not the uniform, but I have the spirit. My heart is that of a Musketeer; I feel it, monsieur, and that 

impels me on.” 

 

Jussac 

“Withdraw [you child] You may retire; we consent to that. Save your skin; begone quickly.” Disobeying is an 

afront to our eminence the Cardinal themself.  

 

D’Artagnan does not move.  

 

Athos 

“Decidedly, you are a brave fellow,”  

 

Jussac 

What will it be Inseparables? Sheath your swords and surrender to the jurisdiction of your Cardinal! Disobey 

and we will be forced to drag your bodies back to King Louis in whatever condition the Guard happens to leave 

you in.  

 

Porthos, Aramis, and Athos huddle together 

 

Porthos 

“Well we must do something.” I would like to disobey them if we can. 

 

Athos 

“Monsieur is full of generosity” 

 

D’Artangan tries to get into the huddle- Athos pushes him away, wincing in pain. D’Artangan tries to squeeze 

in between Porthos and Aramis 

 

Aramis 

There are three of us, one of whom is wounded…but with the kid we are basically four, yes?  

 



Porthos 

Yes, but to yield to the Guard… 

 

Athos 

“That is difficult,”  

 

D’Artangan  

“Try me…and I swear to you by my honor that I will not go hence if we are conquered.” 

 

Athos 

“What is your name Gascon child?”  

 

D’Artangan  

“D’Artagnan, monsieur.” 

 

The Inseparables share a look amongst them 

 

Athos 

Well then- D’Artangan, I am Athos, this is Porthos, that is Aramis. 

 

Aramis/Porthos (cordially) 

Pleased to meet you. Bonne Journee. Enchante.  

 

Athos 

Porthos, Aramis, this is D’Artangan, a Gascon who wishes to defy death with us. 

 

D’Artangan 

Hello friends. 

 

Jussac 

“Come, gentlemen, have you decided?”  



 

Athos 

“It is done, gentlemen”  

 

Jussac 

“And what is your choice?”  

 

Aramis 

“We are about to have the honor of charging you.”  

 

Aramis tosses their hat with a bow and a flourish 

 

Jussac 

Ah! You disobey, do you? 

 

Porthos (proudly)  

Of course we disobey!  

 

Porthos charges.  

 

Aramis fights two guards. Porthos overwhelms Bicarat. Athos fights wounded but bravely against another 

guard. Jussac fights D’Artangan. 

 

Aramis kills one Guard. Porthos remains overzealous and is wounded but still overwhelms Bicarat. Athos gets 

cut and almost dies... D’Artangan kills Jussac. Porthos throws Bicarat to the ground and turns to save Athos. 

Aramis kills another guard. D’Artangan holds Bicarat on point. Porthos smashes the last guard.  

 

Athos, who can barely stand, attempts to charge Bicarat but nearly faints. Porthos catches Athos just in time.  

 

Bicarat kneels bravely. All swords point to Bicarat.  

 

Bicarat 



I deserve this fate. I accept it with honor. I apologize for my discretion.  Please return my body to my home in 

Brittany  

 

The Musketeers raise their swords, D’Artangan hesitates but does the same.  

 

Aramis 

Be gone. Mercy upon you. Do not cross my path again.  

Bicarat nods and flees  

 

D’Artangan 

You let him go?  

 

Aramis 

Aramis says something poetic about Death and Mercy 

Aramis walks up to each guard and begins to pray/whisper over them. 

Athos stands and approaches D’Artangan. 

 

Athos 

D’Artangan of Gascony. Your Father knew Treville?  

 

D’Aratangan 

Yes sir.  

 

Athos 

I am no “Sir”. 

 

Athos offers his hand to D’Artangan.  

 

Athos 

We’ll take you to him.  

 

D’Artangan 



You will!  

 

D’Artangan shakes Athos’s hand harder than needed. Athos winces and grabs their side again.  

  

Porthos 

Come we must hurry. If Athos dies, I would hate to have to carry him.  

 

Aramis continues praying/whispering over the body of a guard. 

 

D’Artangan 

What is he doing?  

 

Athos 

Last Rites.  

 

D’Artangan 

Is he a priest? Religious man? 

 

Porthos laughs 

 

Athos 

Not anymore- not in the physical sense anyway. Aramis has a… reverence for the dead. Whether they deserve it 

or not.  

Aramis finishes praying/whispering and then ducks their head under Athos’s arm and helps walk/carrying him 

off stage.  

 

Act 1 Scene VI 

Treville appears onstage very anxious. Moments later King Louis the XIII enters.  

 

King Louis XIII 

“Come here, Monsieur Captain, come here, that I may growl at you. Do you know that his Eminence has been 

making fresh complaints against your Musketeers, and that with so much emotion, that this evening his 

Eminence is indisposed? Ah, these Musketeers of yours are very devils—fellows to be hanged.” 



 

Monsieur Treville 

“No, sire, on the contrary, they are good creatures, as meek as lambs…The Guards the Cardinal are forever 

seeking quarrels with them, and for the honor of the corps even, the poor young men are obliged to defend 

themselves.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

Listen to yourself Monsieur de Tréville, “In truth, my dear Captain, I have a great mind to take away your 

commission…you say it is his Eminence’s Guards who have sought a quarrel with your Musketeers?” 

 

Monsieur Treville 

“Yes, sire, as they always do.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“And how did the thing happen? Let us see, for you know, my dear Captain, a judge must hear both sides.” 

 

Monsieur Treville 

“Good Lord! In the most simple and natural manner possible. Three of my best soldiers, whom your Majesty 

knows by name, I say, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis...they were disturbed by de Jussac, Bicarat, and two other 

Guardsmen, who certainly did not go there in such a numerous company without some ill intention against the 

edicts.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“You say, then, that the Guardsmen sought a quarrel with the Musketeers?” 

 

Monsieur Treville 

“I say that it is probable that things have fallen out so, but I will not swear to it, sire. You know how difficult it 

is to discover the truth” 

 

King Louis XIII 

You are right, Tréville; but they were not alone, your Musketeers. I am told there was a youth with them. 

 

Monsieur Treville 

What was their name?  



 

King Louis XIII 

D’Artangan 

 

Monsieur Treville 

“D’Artagnan?” 

 

Monsieur Treville knows the name and knows it well.  

 

Is it true? D’Artangan?  The child of a man who served under the king your father, of glorious memory, in the 

wars against the Huguenots and the Spanish along our Gascon borders.  

 

King Louis XIII 

“You know how I delight in accounts of war and fighting.” 

 

Monsieur Treville 

Sire, D’Artangan is little more than a child; and has not the honor of being a Musketeer, they were surely 

dressed as a citizen.  

 

King Louis XIII 

 “They called upon him then to retire; but he answered that he was a Musketeer at heart, entirely devoted to 

your Majesty, and that therefore he would remain with Messieurs the Musketeers.” 

 

King Louis XIII loves the sound of this… 

 

“Brave young man! But! Well, he did remain with them; and your Majesty has in him so firm a champion that it 

was D’Artangan who gave Jussac the terrible sword thrust which has made the cardinal so angry.” 

 

Treville 

D’Artangan wounded Jussac! That’s impossible!” 

 

King Louis XIII (lamenting)  

Jussac, was one of the finest swordsmen in the kingdom. 



 

Treville 

“Well, sire, for once he found his master.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

I will see this [D’Artangan], Tréville—I will see them; and if anything can be done—well, we will make it our 

business. 

 

Treville 

“When will your Majesty deign to receive him?” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Tomorrow, at midday, Tréville.” 

 

Treville 

I shall find them and bring him to you.  

 

King Louis XIII 

“No, bring me all four together. I wish to thank them all at once.” 

 

Treville 

“Yes, sire.” 

 

King Louis XIII leaves. 

 

ACT 1 Scene VII 

 

The Musketeer Headquarters, the room is filled with Musketeers. 

 Porthos and Aramis carry Athos through the door, D’Artangan follows behind. The Musketeers react to their 

wounded comrade 

Treville takes notice and rushes to Athos.  

 



Treville 

A surgeon! Mine! The King’s! The best! A surgeon! Or my brave Athos will die! 

 

The Musketeers pick up Athos, who has now fainted, and carry them offstage. Porthos and Aramis collapse 

exhausted on to the floor. D’Artangan looks around the room in awe. Treville watches with a sense of pride and 

wonder of their own.  

 

Treville 

Pardon me. You look like an old friend. Seeing your face has taken twenty or so years off my mine own.  

 

D’Artangan 

Monsieur, I am D’Artan- 

 

Treville 

D’Artangan of Gascony. Child of Charles de Batz de Castelmore D’Artangan. Whom I must say, your 

resemblance is impeccable.  

 

D’Artangan 

“I cannot but perceive how sadly I miss the letter of introduction which my father gave me to present to you.” 

 

Treville 

“I certainly am surprised, that you should undertake so long a journey without that necessary passport” 

 

D’Artangan 

“I had one, sir, and, thank God, such as I could wish but it was perfidiously stolen from me.” 

 

Treville 

Stolen? Why?  

 

D’Artangan 

I was in a disagreement… a quarrel about my horse while en route to Paris. When all was done my sword was 

broken, horse and affects stolen. Their leader was a large, scarred man who took pleasure in cursing your name.  

 

Treville 



 “Tell me, had not this gentleman a slight scar on his cheek?” 

 

D’Artangan 

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

 

Treville 

“Was he not a fine-looking man?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Yes.” 

 

Treville 

“Of lofty stature.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Yes.” 

 

Treville 

“Of pale complexion and brown hair?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Yes, yes, that is he; how is it, sir, that you are acquainted with this man? If I ever find him again—and I will 

find him, I swear, were it in hell-” 

 

Treville 

“He was waiting for a woman?”  

 

D’Artangan 

“He departed immediately after having conversed for a minute with her whom he awaited.” 

 

Treville 

“You know not the subject of their conversation?” 

 

D’Artangan 

They had business with the Cardinal- they mentioned London, Calais… they thought I was a spy sent by you 

yourself.  

 

Treville 

“Was this woman English?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“He called her Milady.” 

 



Treville 

“It is he; it must be he! I believed him still at Brussels.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Oh, sir, if you know who this man is, tell me who he is, and whence he is. I will then release you from all your 

promises—I wish to avenge myself.” 

 

Treville 

“Beware, young man! If you see him coming on one side of the street, pass by on the other. Do not cast yourself 

against such a rock; he would break you like glass.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“That will not prevent me, if ever I find him.” 

 

Treville 

“In the meantime, seek him not—if I have a right to advise you. My friend, I wish, as the [child]of an ancient 

friend—I will aid you in many ways, but without attaching you to my person. I hope that my frankness at least 

will make you my friend… I will write you a letter, a recommendation to the director of the Academy. Are you 

too proud to accept it? 

 

D’Artangan 

“No, sir, and I will guard it so carefully that I will be sworn it shall arrive at its address, and woe be to him who 

shall attempt to take it from me!” 

 

Treville 

Very Well. Meet me in the main hall tonight, there someone I would like to introduce you to. I am going to see 

to Athos. If you see any of the Inseparables, tell them to meet me here tonight as well. In the meantime, head to 

the Inn at the end of the street. It is run by a man named Bonecieux and his most recent wife. Check in there and 

perhaps you can secure some lodging in lieu of being accepted to the academy.  

Treville leaves. Lights Change, D’Artangan Exits.  

 

Act One Scene VIII 

 

Lights and Sound Change.  

A man sheepishly enters the space, his name is Bonecieux. One of the Cardinal Guards appears suddenly (as if 

by magic), Bonecieux is startled.  

 

Cardinal Guard 

Are you Bonecieux?  



 

Bonecieux  

Yes, monsieur officer, at your service 

 

Cardinal Guard 

Come in 

 

There is a music change here as the Guard walks Bonecieux through the stage. Cardinal Richelieu appears 

cloaked in shadows. Richelieu is filled with righteous power and moves in an incredibly calculated manner. 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Is this that Bonecieux?” 

 

Cardinal Guard 

Yes Monsignor.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“That’s well. Give me those papers, and leave us.” 

 

The Guard grabs a stack of letters and documents and hands them to Cardinal Richelieu. Richelieu reads them 

and them and is reminded of their contents, and then speaks 

 

Cardinal Richelieu (slowly) 

“You are accused of high treason” 

 

Bonecieux 

“So I have been told already, Monseigneur, but I swear to you that I know nothing about it.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

You and your wife Constance. You were questioned. Tortured in the Bastille. You never admitted your crimes.  

 

Bonecieux 



No. No, because I- 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

I absolve you of your sins, dear friend. You. Are. A. Patriot.  

 

Bonecieux 

Thank you, your Eminence. 

 

Cardinal Richelieu (reading the documents) 

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

 

Bonecieux 

“Indeed, Monseigneur, I have heard her pronounce all those names.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“And on what occasion?” 

 

Bonecieux 

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

Queen.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu (violently) 

“She said that?”  

 

Bonecieux 

“Yes, Monseigneur, but I told her she was wrong to talk about such things; and that his Eminence was 

incapable—” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Hold your tongue! You are stupid”  

 

Bonecieux 



“That’s exactly what my wife said, Monseigneur.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Do you know who imprisoned you and your wife?  

 

Bonecieux 

“No, Monseigneur.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“You have suspicions, nevertheless?” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu rings a bell and a Guard immediately appears 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Go and find Rochefort. Tell him to come to me immediately, if he has returned.” 

 

Cardinal Guard 

“The count is here, and requests to speak with your Eminence instantly.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu (annoyed) 

“Let him come in, then!”  

 

Rochefort enters with as many Cardinal Guards as are available. Bonecieux looks around in astonishment.  

 

Bonecieux 

“Your Eminence!”  

 

Bonecieux recognizes Rochefort. 

 

Bonecieux 

“It is he!”  



 

Cardinal Richelieu (feigning ignorance)  

“He! What he?” 

 

Bonecieux 

The man who abducted me and my wife! 

 

Cardinal Richelieu rings the bell again.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

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

 

Bonecieux 

“No, monseigneur, no, it is not he! No, I was deceived. This is quite another man and does not resemble him at 

all. Monsieur is, I am sure, an honest man.” 

  

Cardinal Richelieu 

Oh good.  

 

The Cardinal waits just long enough to appease Bonecieux… and then…  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Take away that fool. It’s his wife we need. Keep him underground until he’s softened up a bit. 

 

The Guards swarm and carry away Bonecieux. Bonecieux speaks but doesn’t struggle… this should be more 

“funny” than “horrific”  

 

Rochefort  

“They have seen each other;” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Who?”  



 

Rochefort  

“He and she.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“The Queen and the Duke?”  

 

Rochefort  

“Yes.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Where?” 

 

Rochefort 

“At the Louvre.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Are you sure of it?” 

 

Rochefort 

“Perfectly sure.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Who told you of it?” 

 

Rochefort 

Milady de Winter has heard from those in London that it is so. The Duke has been meeting with her in private 

in between the Hunting exertions with King Louis.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

It will be nearly impossible to catch them while they are in attendance with the King.  

 



Cardinal Richelieu thinks quietly to himself.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Bonecieux…Bonecieux. You may start this war yet.  

 

The Cardinal Exits in a flourish and the entire room follows.    

 

Act One Scene VIX 

Porthos and Aramis play Badminton amidst the stage while various Musketeers look on, play games, or speak 

amongst themselves. The game is a friendly one. D’Artangan appears and watches. There is banter and jokes 

made here amongst them. Some of the Cardinal Guards along with their Captain Bernajoux watch from a 

distance and speak to each other.  

The Shuttlecock flies past D’Artangan and they overreact (perhaps falling to the ground…maybe Porthos does 

too). The Cardinal Guards laugh. Bernajoux speaks- 

 

Bernajoux 

“It is not astonishing that that young man should be afraid of a ball (shuttlecock), for he is doubtless a 

Musketeer apprentice.” 

 

D’Artangan collects themselves (and probably Porthos). Aramis notices Bernajoux.  

 

Aramis 

…Bordel de merde… 

 

D’Artangan stares down Bernajoux, Aramis and Porthos get between them and try to diffuse the situation. The 

Musketeers on stage all take notice but try to play it cool. D’Artangan continues to stare. 

 

Bernajoux 

“look at me as long as you like, my little gentleman! I have said what I have said.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“And as since that which you have said is too clear to require any explanation, I beg you to follow me.” 

 



Porthos, Aramis, and the Cardinal Guard on stage continue to attempt to calm and diffuse the fight.  

 

Bernajoux 

Where and when? 

 

D’Artangan 

Behind the Luxemburg, or the Carmes-Deschaux, right now! …if you please, Monsieur,  

 

The Cardinal Guards laugh a little, but are aware they’re outnumbered 

 

Bernajoux 

“And you know who I am, without doubt?” 

 

Aramis and Porthos know this is about to get out of hand. Athos enters, moving gingerly amongst the group.  

 

D’Artangan 

“I? I am completely ignorant; nor does it much disquiet me.” 

 

Bernajoux 

“You’re in the wrong there; for if you knew my name, perhaps you would not be so pressing.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“What is your name?” 

 

Bernajoux 

“Bernajoux, at your service.” 

 

D’Artangan 

Well, then, Monsieur “Bernie” I will wait for you at the door. 

 

Bernajoux has had enough of this and lunges at D’Artangan. D’Artangan gets away from Porthos and Aramis 

and a Melee ensues. Bernajoux is clearly a better boxer and lands punches on D’Artangan with ease. Everyone 



pours in to split them apart, Athos makes their way center stage. Bernajoux escapes the grasp of the Cardinal 

Guard and runs again at D’Artangan, this time running into Athos. Athos screams in pain, their wound now 

attempts re-opening. Athos kicks Bernajoux and pulls a concealed flintlock pistol pointing it straight at the face 

of Bernajoux. Everyone is silent. Treville, whom has entered during the fray, watches silently.  

 

Aramis (whispering) 

…Athos…Athos… 

 

Athos is not here. Athos stares as if in a trance at a very frightened Bernajoux.  

 

Aramis 

(Aramis speaks to Athos. Soft and Tender words that shift Athos internally) 

 

Athos lowers the pistol. Aramis takes it away. Everyone stands and/or gathers themselves. The Cardinal Guards 

leave in a hurry. Treville enters, the Musketeers stand at attention.  

 

Treville 

“Quick to the Louvre, to the Louvre without losing an instant, and let us endeavor to see the king before he is 

prejudiced by the cardinal. We will describe the thing to him as a consequence of the affair of yesterday, and the 

two will pass off together.” 

The Musketeers turn to leave. Athos is moving slowly and still recovering from the moment.  

 

Athos.  

 

Athos stops and turns to Treville.  

 

(Athos and Treville share a few words. Athos is now at ease… for now…) 

 

Athos and Treville exit.  

 

Act One Scene X 

Constance Bonecieux enters and makes sure there is nobody in the room. Somehow Constance causes music to 

play amongst the space before leaving again. Constance returns moments later and holds the door open for 



Queen Anne, the Duke of Buckingham, and his bodyguard Felton. The Duke offers his hand to the Queen to 

dance- the Duke speaks before continuing.  

 

Duke 

Felton. Wait outside and do not allow anyone to enter. Your Puritan ways will not allow you to watch such 

displays of joy anyway.  

 

Felton sighs like a Puritan would and exits. Constance courtesies and stands at attention at one side other 

room. The Duke and Queen Anne begin to dance. 

 

Duke 

“They who love believe easily in love. Besides, I have lost nothing by this journey because I see you.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes, but you know why and how I see you; because, insensible to all my sufferings, you persist in remaining in 

a city where, by remaining, you run the risk of your life, and make me run the risk of my honor. I see you to tell 

you that everything separates us. It is sacrilege to struggle against so many things, my Lord. In short, I see you 

to tell you that we must never see each other again.” 

 

Duke 

“Speak on, madame, speak on, Queen, the sweetness of your voice covers the harshness of your words. You 

talk of sacrilege! Why, the sacrilege is the separation of two hearts formed by God for each other.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“My Lord, you forget that I have never said that I love you.” 

 

Duke 

“But you have never told me that you did not love me; and truly, to speak such words to me would be, on the 

part of your Majesty, too great an ingratitude. For tell me, where can you find a love like mine—a love which 

neither time, nor absence, nor despair can extinguish… It is now three years, madame, since I saw you for the 

first time, and during those three years I have loved you thus.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“What folly. What folly to feed a useless passion with such remembrances!” 

 



Duke 

And upon what then must I live? I have nothing but memory. This is the fourth which you have let fall and I 

have picked up; for in three years, madame, I have only seen you four times—the first, which I have described 

to you; the second, at the mansion of Madame de Chevreuse; the third, in the gardens of Amiens. 

 

Queen Anne 

“Duke, never speak of that evening.” 

The Dancing stops. 

 

Duke 

“Oh, let us speak of it; on the contrary, let us speak of it! That is the most happy and brilliant evening of my 

life! You remember what a beautiful night it was? How soft and perfumed was the air; how lovely the blue 

heavens and star-enameled sky! You do not know what felicity from heaven, what joys from paradise, are 

comprised in a moment like that. Take my wealth, my fortune, my glory, all the days I have to live, for such an 

instant, for a night like that. For that night, madame, that night you loved me, I will swear it.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“My Lord, yes; it is possible that the influence of the place, the charm of the beautiful evening, the fascination 

of your look—the thousand circumstances, in short, which sometimes unite to destroy a woman—were grouped 

around me on that fatal evening-” 

 

Duke 

“Eight days after, I was back again, madame. That time you had nothing to say to me; I had risked my life and 

favor to see you but for a second. I did not even touch your hand, and you pardoned me on seeing me so 

submissive and so repentant-” 

 

Queen Anne 

“The King, excited by the cardinal, made a terrible clamor…and when you wished to come back as ambassador 

to France, the King himself—remember, my lord—the King himself opposed it.” 

 

Duke 

“Yes, and France is about to pay for her King’s refusal with a war. I am not allowed to see you, madame, but 

you shall every day hear of me.” 

 

Queen Anne 



“Oh, if you are struck in France, if you die in France, if I could imagine that your love for me was the cause of 

your death, I could not console myself; I should run mad. Depart then, depart, I implore you!” 

 

Duke 

“Oh, how beautiful you are thus! Oh, how I love you!”  

 

Queen Anne 

“Go, go, I implore you, and return hereafter! Come back as ambassador, come back as minister, come back 

surrounded with guards who will defend you, with servants who will watch over you, and then I shall no longer 

fear for your days, and I shall be happy in seeing you.” 

 

Duke 

“Oh, is this true what you say?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes.” 

 

Duke 

“Oh, then, some pledge of your indulgence, some object which came from you, and may remind me that I have 

not been dreaming; something you have worn, and that I may wear in my turn—a ring, a necklace, a chain.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Will you depart—will you depart, if I give you that you demand?” 

 

Duke 

“Yes.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“This very instant?” 

 

Duke 

“Yes.” 

 



Queen Anne 

“You will leave France, you will return to England?” 

 

Duke 

“I will, I swear to you.” 

 

Anne removes the Diamond earrings from her ears and places them into the Duke’s hand. 

 

Queen Anne 

“Here, my Lord, here, keep this in memory of me.” 

 

The Duke drops to his knees 

 

“You have promised me to go” 

 

Duke 

“And I keep my word. Your hand, madame, your hand, and I depart!” 

 

Anne stretches out her hand, the Duke stands, pulls Anne into him and as they’re about to kiss there is a 

banging at the door 

 

Felton (o.s)  

My Lord. The King is approaching  

 

Constance runs to the side of the Queen.  

 

Duke 

“Within six months, if I am not dead, I shall have seen you again, madame—even if I have to overturn the 

world.”  

Felton opens the door 

 

Felton 



King Louis the XIII, his royal highness of France.  

 

King Louis enters while the Duke is speaking. 

 

Duke (speaking to the Queen and Constance) 

“…I don’t know whether it is the game which leaves no scent, or the dogs that have no noses. We started a stag 

of ten branches. We chased him for six hours, and when he was near being taken…all the pack takes the wrong 

scent and sets off after a two-year-older. I shall be obliged to give up hunting, as I have given up hawking.” 

 

Queen Anne 

Your Majesty.  

 

Constance and the Queen bow.  

 

Duke 

Louis! We were just speaking about you and our atrocious luck on today’s hunt  

 

King Louis (in agreement)  

“Indeed, I wholly comprehend your disappointment. The misfortune is great; but I think you have still a good 

number of falcons, sparrow hawks, and tiercels” 

 

Duke 

Absolutely your Highness 

 

King Louis 

Would you please come with my lady, there is someone I wish you to meet. 

 

King Louis offers his hand for the Queen, the Queen takes it and they exit. The Duke follows. Felton is the last 

one in the room. Felton does not exit out the same door- but through a secret door in the room.  

 

Act One Scene XI 

King Louis, Anne, Constance, and the Duke Appear on Stage. The Musketeers and the Inseparables bow as the 

King and their constituents enter.  



 

King Louis 

Bonne Soiree, my braves…I am going to scold you. 

 

Trivelle stands at attention and begins to speak but is interrupted 

 

Seven of his Eminence’s Guards have been placed in the infirmary or reserves by you four in two days! That’s 

too many…too many! If you go on so, his Eminence will be forced to renew his company in three weeks, and I 

to put the edicts in force in all their rigor. One now and then I don’t say much about; but seven in two days, I 

repeat, it is too many, it is far too many! …You...you must be the Gascon…. Come hither. 

 

D'Artangan looks around. Porthos shoves D’Artangan forward.  

 

King Louis 

This is the child, Tréville? Do you mean to say that it was you who bestowed that severe thrust at Jussac? 

 

Athos 

“Without reckoning, your highness- that if [they] had not rescued me from the hands of Jussac, I should not 

now have the honor of making my very humble reverence to your Majesty.” 

 

Aramis 

And went “Corps’ a Corps” with Bernajoux 

 

King Louis 

As the king my father would have said…You sound like the very devil himself… but at this sort of work, many 

doublets must be slashed and many swords broken. Now, Gascons are always poor, are they not? 

 

D’Artangan 

“Sire, I can assert that they have hitherto discovered no gold mines in their mountains; though the Lord owes 

them this miracle in recompense for the manner in which they supported the pretensions of the king your 

father.” 

 

King Louis 



Which is to say that the Gascons made a King of me. Trivelle, go and see if by rummaging all my pockets you 

can find forty pistoles and credit them to this young Gascony Devil- D’Artangan is your name?  

 

D’Artangan 

Yes sire.  

 

King Louis 

Well, D’Artangan. I trust your stay in Paris has been far more adventurous than the wheat fields and rock 

beaches of our Southern border. Poor cardinal! Seven men in two days, and those of his very best!  

The Musketeers laugh 

But that’s quite enough; please do understand, that’s enough. You have taken your revenge for now and even 

exceeded it; you ought to be satisfied. D’Artangan. I do hope I will hear you name again amongst our 

conversations at court.  

The King nods, and offers a hand to the Queen, the Queen takes it, curtseys and they exit. The Duke follows. 

Constance hesitates, D’Artangan and Constance make eye contact… something happens…  

Moments later, Porthos interrupts the sequence 

  

Porthos 

Forty Pistoles! The Favor of the King! Embarrassment of the Cardinal. Do you know what this means?  

 

D’Artangan 

No?  

 

Porthos 

To the bar! There is a celebration to be had!  

 

The Musketeers cheer and the space immediately becomes a raucous tavern.  

 

Act One Scene XII 

The stage turns into a Tavern and Dance Floor filled with Musketeers, Patrons, Servers, and Music.  

The following things happen: 

D’Artangan sees Constance and learns her name.  

 



D’Artangan tries to speak to Constance, and it doesn’t go well. D’Artangan first follows the advice of Porthos 

on how to impress her… it doesn’t go well. Aramis then attempts to help D’Artangan… and it almost works, but 

not as well as it could. D’Artangan then sits down next to Athos. 

 

Athos 

My young D’Artangan… love is a lottery in which he who wins, wins death. You are very fortunate to have 

lost, believe me, my dear D’Artangan. And if I have any counsel to give, it is, always lose. 

 

D’Artangan 

“She seemed to love me so!” 

 

Athos 

“She SEEMED, did she?” 

 

D’Artangan turns to see Constance staring at them… Constance does something… 

 

D’Artangan 

“Oh, she DID love me!” 

 

Athos 

You child, why, there is not a man who has not believed, as you do, that their mistress loved them, and their 

lives not a man who has not been deceived by his mistress. 

 

D’Artangan 

“Except you, Athos, who never had one.” 

 

There is a silence between them. The Tavern grows quieter.  

 

Athos 

“I should like to know what you would say if I were to relate to you a real tale of love.” 

 

D’Artangan  

“Which has happened to you?” 



 

Athos 

“Or one of my friends, what matters?” 

 

D’Artangan  

Tell it 

 

Athos 

“Better if I drink.” 

 

D’Artangan  

“Drink and relate, then.” 

 

Athos 

 “The two things agree marvelously well.” 

 

D’Artangan  

“I am all attention”  

 

Athos 

One of my friends…one of the counts of my province- at twenty-five years of age fell in love. She was as 

beautiful as fancy can paint. Through the innocence of her age beamed an ardent mind, not of a woman, but of a 

poet. She did not please; she intoxicated. She lived in a small town with her brother, who was a curate. Both had 

recently come into the country. None of the county knew where they came from; but when seeing her so lovely 

and her brother so pious, nobody thought of asking whence they came. My friend, who was a count, might have 

seduced her…Unfortunately he was an honorable man; he married her. A fool. An idiot.  

 

D’Artangan 

“How so, if he love her-”  

 

Athos 

He took her to his château and made her the first lady in the province… she supported her rank becomingly… 

one day when she was hunting with her husband, she fell from her horse and fainted. The count flew to her to 

help, and as she appeared to be oppressed by her clothes, he ripped them open with his dagger, and in so doing 



laid bare her shoulder. Upon it, the Fleur De lis…she was branded. This angel was a demon; the poor young girl 

had stolen sacred vessels from a church. She was a felon. Wanted for execution for her crimes.  

 

D'Artangan 

“what did the count do?” 

 

Athos 

The count was of the highest nobility. He had on his estates the rights of high and low tribunals. He tore the 

dress of the countess to pieces; he tied her hands behind her and watched as she was escorted to the nearest 

regiment of the Cardinal Guard.  

 

D’Artangan  

…is she dead? 

 

Athos 

One of us is. 

 

Athos takes a drink 

 

“That has cured me of beautiful, poetical, and loving women. God grant you as much!” 

 

The tavern begins to quiet down as patrons have left during Athos’s tale. Athos stands and leaves D’Artangan 

alone at the table. The lights fade 

 

Something happens here… Milady is involved…we’ll find it.  

 

 

Act One Scene XIII 

Cardinal Richelieu sits alone reading a document. Through a secret entrance the Duke’s servant Felton 

appears. Felton Approaches the Cardinal.  

 

Felton 

They have seen each other again your Eminence.  



 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Why did you not let me know sooner? 

 

Felton 

Whether by chance or mistrust, the Duke instructed me to stand by his side and outside all chambers he 

remained in- I was detained the entire day.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Well, we are beaten! Now let us try to take our revenge.” 

 

Felton 

“I will assist you with all my heart, monseigneur; be assured of that.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“How did it come about?” 

 

Felton 

“At half past twelve the queen was with her women—” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Where?” 

 

Felton 

“In her bedchamber—” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Go on.” 

 

Felton 

The Duke professed his love and desire to see the Queen more readily.  

 



Cardinal Richelieu 

“And then?” 

 

Felton 

“The queen immediately exhibited strong emotion; and despite the rouge with which her face was covered 

evidently turned pale—” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“How long did the queen remain out of the chamber?” 

 

Felton 

“Three-quarters of an hour.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“None of her women accompanied her?” 

 

Felton 

Only Constance Bonecieux.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Bonecieux!  

 

Felton 

There is more.  The Queen gave the Duke the diamond studs from her ears, which his Majesty gave the Queen. 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

You are certain that she gave them to Buckingham? 

 

Felton 

I am sure of it 

Milady Appears wearing a leather satchel/messenger bag. Cardinal Richelieu grabs a rolled parchment from 

somewhere on the set.  



 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Do you have it?!  

 

Milady takes a small opened envelop out of the box she had at the beginning of the play and hands it to the 

Cardinal. 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

You opened it?  

 

Milady 

I was bored. It was a long journey.  

 

The Cardinal reads the letter.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Excellent. I have a new task for you. Felton will escort you immediately en route to London. The Duke will be 

leaving at Midnight, giving you a half day start. Arrive in London before the Duke, be waiting for him with this.  

 

The Cardinal hands the treaty to Milady 

 

Tell the Duke if it is not signed by the end of next week, then we’ll be exposing his love for the King’s Queen… 

a charge of adultery the King will most obviously see as treason. The Queen’s execution due a treasonous affair 

with England… would certainly lead to war… and we can’t have that.  

 

Milady 

Of course, your eminence. 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Felton. I am sure that your Puritan ways will remain unphased by one such as Milady de Winter? 

 

Felton 

Of course, your eminence. I fear no “sins of the flesh” before God. 



Felton and Milady make eye contact… there is a very strange tension between them.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

Good. God save the King.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu Exits with a flourish.  

 

INTERMISSION END OF ACT ONE 

 

 

 

 

Act Two Scene I 

Lights come up. D’Artangan is asleep among the tables and chairs of the set. Constance is cleaning up the 

tavern from the raucous night. Bonecieux, her husband, enters.  

 

Bonecieux  

Oh. You’re awake.  

 

Constance 

Of course. Someone must close up. Where have you been?  

 

Bonecieux  

I wish it didn’t have to be like this.  

 

Constance 

What do you mean? Me Alone? Working while you’re out… what are you doing out? It’s nearly morning, the 

sun is- 

 

Bonecieux  

I need you to understand that this is purely political.  

 



Bernajoux and two of the Cardinals Guards appear behind Bonecieux.  

 

Constance 

We are closed. I am sure you were invited by my husband, but we are not entertaining at this hour.  

 

Cardinal Guard 

You said she’d be asleep.  

 

Cardinal Guard 2 

I don’t like knocking out a young woman, that’s not polite.  

 

The Guards close in on Constance 

 

Bonecieux  

You are not to hurt her in any way!  

To Constance 

They just want to know about the Diamonds! They know about the affair. They just need you to testify before 

the Cardinal that it is true. The Diamonds are all they want. They just want proof. Don’t Hurt her!  

 

Constance 

What is this. No. No!  

 

Constance struggles. Bonecieux seems to regret their decision but is powerless to stop it.  

Constance screams- D’Artangan wakes up.  

D’Artangan fights to save Constance- Bonecieux remains powerless.  

Somehow D’Artangan subdues two of the Guards. 

The third Cardinal Guard leaves, but not before speaking to Bonecieux… 

 

Bernajoux 

The Cardinal will hear of this Bonecieux. We’ll return and burn this shack to the ground!  

 



Bernajouix exists. Constance approaches Bonecieux, Bonecieux tries to speak but Constance knocks them out 

before they can say anything. Bonecieux lays unconscious on the ground.  

 

D’Artangan  

Are you alright?  

 

Constance (clearly in pain from the punch)  

Never better. You’re a Musketeer, yes?  

 

D’Artangan 

I may not have the cloak of a Musketeer, but I have the hear- 

 

Constance 

There is no time. If the Cardinal is looking for me, the Queen’s diamonds, he must know about the Duke and… 

Please. Come with me. The Queen is great danger!  

 

D’Artangan and Constance Exit. 

 

Act Two Scene II 

The Cardinal and the King sit and play Chess together. Rochefort stands at attention. Treville guards the door.  

 

King Louis XIII 

It is impossible my dear Cardinal. I don’t see it.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu  

It is simply my observation Lord King. As dear a friend the Duke of Buckingham may be to you, there is no 

question he has made alliances with your enemies the Huguenots and the Spaniards. My informants have told 

me as recently as yesterday that the Duke- 

 

King Louis XIII 

The Duke loves me and our Queen.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu  



One of which, is certainly true.  

 

King Louis XIII 

Pardon?  

 

Cardinal Richelieu (smirking) 

I speak only to what my informants have told me. The Duke knows Anne’s family history. The growing 

protestant majority on our Southern borders… England’s alliances… and even the Duke, will attempt to turn 

her against you.  

 

King Louis XIII 

You think then that she deceives me? 

 

Cardinal Richelieu  

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

said against his honor.” 

 

King Louis XIII (To Trivelle and Rochefort)  

Leave us.  

 

Trivelle and Rochefort Exit… they passively glare at each other 

I grow tired of your ambiguities and conspiracies dear Cardinal. Speaking in such a tone in front of my personal 

Musketeers, is demoralizing to say the least.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

It may be no conspiracy my King. It could be political truth…  

 

The Cardinal takes out the Envelope given to him by Milady and hands it over to the King.  

 

Note the seal my King. One of your own house.  

 

The King reads the letter 

 



King Louis XIII (while reading) 

Anne… I…the Queen does not love me…she loves another… I tell you she loves that infamous Buckingham! 

You heard of this! Why did you not have him arrested while in Paris? 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Arrest the Duke! Arrest the prime minister of King Charles I! Think of it, sire! What a scandal! And if the 

suspicions of your Majesty, which I still continue to doubt, should prove to have any foundation, what a terrible 

disclosure, what a fearful scandal!” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“But as he exposed himself like a vagabond or a thief, he should have been—” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

 But all the time he was in Paris, you, of course, did not lose sight of him? 

 

King Louis XIII 

“No” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Where did he lodge?” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Rue de la Harpe. No. 75.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Where is that?” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“By the side of the Luxembourg…” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“I believe the queen to have too high a sense of her duty, sire.” 



 

King Louis XIII 

But they have corresponded; it is to him that the queen has been writing all the day.  

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“I would, however, beg your Majesty to observe—” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Do you, then, also join in betraying me, Monsieur Cardinal, by thus always opposing my will? Are you also in 

accord with Spain and England, with the Huguenots and the Queen?” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu 

“Sire, I believed myself secure from such a suspicion.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Monsieur Cardinal, you have heard me” 

 

Cardinal 

There is but one way to prove this, a discreet way to confirm your suspicions. “Give a ball; you know how 

much the queen loves dancing. I will answer for it, her resentment will not hold out against such an attention.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Monsieur Cardinal, you know that I do not like worldly pleasures.” 

 

Cardinal  

“The queen will only be the more grateful to you, as she knows your antipathy for that amusement; 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.” 

 

The King stops to make eye contact with the Cardinal 

 

Diamonds which may not be within her possession anymore. Diamonds which may have been gifted to a 

recently departed lover on their journey back to England.  



 

The King understands the device which the Cardinal has explained.  

 

King Louis XIII 

“We shall see, Monsieur Cardinal, we shall see, but upon my honor, you are too indulgent toward her.” 

 

Cardinal Richelieu  

“Sire, leave severity to your ministers. Clemency is a royal virtue; employ it, and you will find that you derive 

advantage therein.” 

King Louis storms out of the Room. The Cardinal stands alone. The Cardinal loves what they do.  

 

Act Two Scene III 

Constance slowly brings D’Artangan into a dark and/or dimly lit room. Constance whispers/attempts to get the 

attention of the Queen. Queen Anne appears. Constance and the Queen embrace quickly.  

 

Constance 

Your Majesty. The Cardinal knows about you and… the Duke.  

 

Queen Anne 

What? What do you mean? 

 

Constance 

The Cardinals Guards tried to kidnap me. They know about the Diamonds. They sought them as proof of your 

affair. D’Artangan saved me from becoming their captive. 

 

Queen Anne 

You saw this? 

 

D’Artangan 

All of it my Queen. 

 

Queen Anne 



I am humbly in your debt young Musketeer.  

My dear Constance, are you alright? 

 

The Queen embraces Constance 

 

Queen Anne 

“I am lost, lost!—for the Cardinal knows all, and it is he who urges on the king, who as yet knows nothing but 

will soon know everything. I am lost!” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Can I be of service to your Majesty?”  

 

Queen Anne looks hard at D’Artangan 

 

Queen Anne 

You? But look me in the face. I am betrayed on all sides. Can I trust in you? 

 

D’Artangan 

 “Upon my soul, I am ready to die for your Majesty!” 

 

Constance 

“Well, those studs, we must have them back again.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes, without doubt, it is necessary, but how am I to act? How can it be effected?” 

 

D’Artangan 

A message must be sent to the Duke. Use me as your courier…do me that honor, my Queen 

 

Queen Anne 

What shall I write?  

 



The Queen runs to a “writing desk” and grabs a parchment/paper 

 

Queen Anne 

…these words would bring about my condemnation, divorce, exile! 

 

D’Artangan 

Yes, if they fell into infamous hands. But I will answer for these words being delivered to their address. 

 

Queen Anne 

“I must then place my life, my honor, my reputation, in your hands?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Yes, yes, madame, you must; and I will save them all.” 

 

The Queen finishes writing and seals the letter with her seal 

 

Queen Anne 

Do this and you will have saved my life, you will have saved my honor. 

 

D’Artangan 

“Do not exaggerate the service I have the happiness to render your Majesty. I have nothing to save for your 

Majesty; you are only the victim of perfidious plots… Give me then, that letter, madame; time presses.” 

 

The Queen hands over the letter 

 

Queen Anne 

“And now, we are forgetting one very necessary thing.” 

 

D’Artangan 

“What is that, madame?” 

 

Queen Anne 



“Money.” 

 

Queen Anne runs to a jewel box and/or box and retrieves a small bag of gold and a single ring 

 

Queen Anne 

“Here. Here is a ring of great value, as I have been assured. It came from my brother, the King of Spain. It is 

mine, and I am at liberty to dispose of it. Take this ring; raise money with it if you are in need” 

 

There is a sudden banging at the door. Constance runs to the door to keep it from opening.  

Queen Anne hands D’Artangan a bag of coins.  

 

Queen Anne 

Take this as well. The Cardinal Guards will come for you. There are spies all throughout France. The road to 

Calais is a dangerous one.  

 

The banging at the door intensifies. The King’s voice is heard.  

 

Quickly, out this way. 

 

The Queen shows D’Artangan a Secret exit.  

D’Artangan exits just as Constance opens the door for the King.  

 

King Louis XIII 

Good morning my Queen.  

 

The Queen is startled but curtseys for his Majesty. Constance bows as well and turns to leave.  

 

You may stay Milady Bonecieux. Madame, there will shortly be a ball at the Hôtel de Ville. I wish, in order to 

honor our worthy aldermen, you should appear in ceremonial costume, and above all, ornamented with the 

diamond studs which I gave you on your birthday. 

 

The Queen stands in Silence 

 



King Louis XIII 

“You hear, madame?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes, sire, I hear” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“You will appear at this ball?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“With those studs?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Then that is agreed, and that is all I had to say to you.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“But on what day will this ball take place?” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Oh, very shortly, madame, but I do not precisely recollect the date of the day. I will ask the cardinal.” 

 

Queen Anne 

“It was the cardinal, then, who informed you of this Party?” 

 

King Louis XIII 



“Yes, madame. But why do you ask that?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“It was he who told you to invite me to appear with these studs?” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“That is to say, madame—” 

 

Queen Anne 

“It was he, sire, it was he!” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Well, and what does it signify whether it was he or I? Is there any crime in this request?” 

There is silence between them 

 

Queen Anne 

“No, sire.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“Then you will appear?” 

 

Queen Anne 

“Yes, sire.” 

 

King Louis XIII 

“That is well, that is well; I count upon it.” 

 

Queen Anne curtseys as the King leaves. Once the King is gone the Queen bursts into tears and falls into the 

arms of Constance.  

 

Constance holds the Queen. Lights fade.  

 



Act Two Scene IV 

It is dark and the sounds of the forest fill the scene. D’Artangan enters alone wearing a cloak and waits. Soon 

Porthos appears.  

 

Porthos 

D’Artangan!  

 

D’Artangan is startled and quiets Porthos down 

 

D’Artangan 

Shh! Porthos. We must not draw attention to ourselves! Where are the other Inseparables? 

 

Porthos 

Am I not enough?  

 

Athos and Aramis enter wearing cloaks as well.  

 

Athos 

You do not need an answer, do you?  

 

D’Artangan 

You’re hear. I fear to tell you why- but I need you. I’ve been asked to… save the Queen. 

 

Athos 

“In the king’s service?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Either the King’s or the Queen’s. Are we not their Majesties’ servants?” 

 

Aramis 

“Yes, we are going—”  

 



D’Artangan 

“To London, gentlemen,”  

 

Porthos 

“To London! And what the devil are we going to do in London?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“That is what I am not at liberty to tell you, gentlemen; you must trust to me.” 

 

Porthos 

“But in order to go to London, money is needed, and I have none.” 

 

Aramis/Athos 

“Nor I,”  

 

D’Artangan 

“I have”  

D’Artangan pulls out the bag of coins from Constance 

There are in this bag two hundred pistoles. Let each take twenty-five; that is enough to take us to London and 

back. Besides, make yourselves easy; we shall not all arrive at London. 

 

Aramis 

“Why so?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“Because, in all probability, some one of us will be left on the road.” 

 

The Inseparables look at each other 

 

Porthos 

“Is this, then, a campaign upon which we are now entering?” 

 



D’Artangan 

“One of a most dangerous kind, I give you notice.” 

 

Porthos 

“Ah! But if we do risk being killed, at least I should like to know what for.” 

 

Athos 

“You would be all the wiser”  

 

Aramis 

“And yet, I am somewhat of Porthos’s opinion.” 

 

D’Artangan 

Is the king accustomed to give you such reasons? No. He says to you jauntily, ‘Gentlemen, there is fighting 

going on in Gascony or in Flanders; go and fight,’ and you go there. Why? Please. You need give yourselves no 

more uneasiness about this. The best I can do for you is this. 

 

D’Artangan hands the letter (unopened) to Aramis while Athos inspects the coin 

Aramis inspects the seal on the letter and then checks in with Athos, Porthos, and D’Artangan 

 

Aramis  

This is the family seal of King Phillip of Spain…this comes direct from the Queen’s hand… Friends, I feel 

D’Artangan may have stumbled into something far greater than they realize. I am ready to follow you. 

 

Porthos 

“And I also”  

 

Athos 

“And I also, and, indeed, I am not sorry to quit Paris; I had need of distraction…When are we to go?”  

 

D’Artangan 

“Immediately, we have not a minute to lose.” 



 

Porthos 

“Now let us lay down the plan of campaign, where do we go first?” 

 

D’Artangan 

“To Calais, that is the most direct line to London. We must reach the Duke before… ” 

 

Porthos 

“Speak!” 

 

Athos 

Porthos. D’Artangan is torn between duty of secrecy and his loyalty to us. As Aramis has said. D’Artangan is in 

greater need than our questioning will solve. Four of us traveling together would be suspected. Porthos, Aramis, 

go by the way of Boulogne to clear the way then Aramis will follow us by that of Noyon, we must rendezvous 

on the crossroads southwest of Calais. D’Artangan and I will go by what route he thinks is best. If anyone 

wishes to stop us, I will show Monsieur de Tréville’s seal, and I suggest you do the same- remark on official 

business of Captain Treville and the King’s Musketeers. If we are attacked, we will defend ourselves; if we are 

tried… we will stoutly maintain that we were only anxious to dip ourselves a certain number of times in the sea 

on the beaches of Calais. They would have an easy bargain of four isolated men; whereas four men together 

make a troop. 

 

Aramis 

You don’t often speak, Athos, but when you do speak, it is like St. John of the Golden Mouth. I agree to 

Athos’s plan. And you, Porthos- 

 

Our scene is suddenly in slow motion- Aramis see’s something over the shoulders of D’Artangan and Porthos. 

Aramis draws a pistol and shoves D’Artangan out of the way. Aramis is hit in the shoulder but is able to let 

loose a shot if their own.  

We return to normal pace as the scene continues. Athos and D’Artangan take cover, Porthos holds Aramis.  

 

Porthos 

Aramis!  

 

Aramis 

It is an ambush, you’ve been followed.  



 

Shots ring out.  

Aramis takes the Pistol from Porthos’ belt and then speaks to the group 

 

Go! Get to Calais. D’Artangan seems to have stumbled upon a war.  

 

Porthos 

We will not leave you!  

 

Aramis 

Your duty is not to me! You are to protect the Queen and King.  

 

Shots ring out again, closer this time.  

 

GO! Run! I will hold them off as long as I can! Stay on the road to Calais, I will meet you in Perrone. If I am 

not there by tomorrow- 

 

Aramis fires back in the direction of the ambush 

 

-I will be with you in spirit 

 

 Porthos, Athos and D’Artangan register what has been said and then run offstage.  

 

 

Act Two Scene V 

 

Athos, D’Artangan and Porthos hike through the forest- they are exhausted.  

 

Athos 

It is nearly Sunset. We must be outside of Perrone by now. Nearly halfway to Calais.  

 

Porthos 



I should have bought a horse.  

 

D’Artangan 

We should find a carriage for our return through here. Should we slow ourselves? What about Aramis?  

 

Athos 

I have seen Aramis escape far worse predicaments. 

 

Porthos 

Remember convent in Bethune?  

 

Athos laughs 

 

Athos 

Oh yes. 

 

D’Artangan 

Wait… what?  

 

Athos 

A story for another time, get back- a group approaches.  

 

Athos, Porthos, and D’Artangan hide and watch as the following events unfold 

DeWinter (with a fantastic hat) along with an Executioner, a Priest/Holy person, and two attendant’s approach. 

There is a prisoner along with them who’s face is concealed from the audience. Suddenly Felton appears and 

stops the group.  

 

Felton 

Halt!  

The party halts (in a confused manner)  

 



I demand the release of this prisoner. You have no jurisdiction here bounty hunter. This is France and this 

prisoners warrant is for crimes against the Crown of England!  

 

The Person in the cloak is Lord de Winter. De Winter steps forward and speaks.  

 

De Winter 

Fellow Englishman…I am not interested in the bounty; I am interested in justly revenge upon my family and 

before God.  

 

Felton 

My Lord, she is an angel; you know that she is, and I demand her liberty of you. 

 

De Winter 

“Bah! Are you mad, to talk to me thus?” 

 

Felton 

I ask it humbly of you, my Lord, for the liberation of Milady de Winter. 

 

Athos hears “De Winter” and stands up from his hiding place 

 

De Winter 

This lady is infamous. She has seduced you the same way she did my brother- before murdering him and 

foreclosing upon our family’s estate. Laundering thousands of British pounds from us to fund her clandestine 

efforts. 

 

 De Winter removes a parchment from his cloak.  

 

This warrant, singed by the Duke of Buckingham himself, grants me and my family the right to an immediate 

trail and execution upon her capture. I suggest you remove yourself from our path.  

 

Felton draws his sword 

 

Felton 



I recognize no man before God!  

 

De Winter 

“What do you say? God pardon me! I really think he threatens me!” 

 

Felton 

“No, my Lord, I still plead. And I say to you: one drop of water suffices to make the full vase overflow; one 

slight fault may draw down punishment upon the head spared, despite many crimes.” 

 

De Winter 

“Mr. Felton, you will withdraw, or I will call my attendant, have you placed in irons and place yourself at once 

under arrest.” 

 

Felton charges. There is a scuffle. Felton is killed in the fray. Milady attempts to flee but is held back by the 

bindings (hands and/or waist). Athos cannot help themself and runs into the melee and pulls his pistol.  

There is silence. De Winter and his Guards hold up their arms. Milady stands, almost in defiance, as Athos 

stares at her.  

 

De Winter 

What is the meaning of this!  

 

Porthos jumps forward displaying a seal/parchment of the Kings Musketeers 

 

Porthos 

Athos! Lay down your arms!  

 

To De Winter 

 

We have no quarrel sir. We are of the Kings Musketeers, on orders from our Captain, Monsieur Trivelle. We 

stood aside as your… 

 

Porthos remarks to the body of Felton 

 



… strange circumstance unfolded.  We overheard you are transporting a prisoner, whereabout are you heading?  

 

De Winter 

It is of no concern of yours, but we are en route to Perrone for a quickly adjudicated trial and execution of this 

conspiring snake of a woman. 

 

Athos and Milady continue to stare at each other. 

 

As representatives of your King and Country I assume you will honor the jurisdiction of your King’s allied 

friend the Duke of Buckingham.  

 

Athos (Softly) 

No.  

 

Porthos 

 (in aside to Athos) 

Athos. We are amidst one international incident. I advise you not to start another- before we have finished the 

first.  

To De Winter 

We will happily escort you to Perrone and make sure you are received by the constables of the town.  

 

De Winter 

Many thanks. Come along.  

 

De Winter yanks the rope/chains of Milady and the eye contact of Athos and Milady is finally broken. 

D’Artangan runs up to Athos 

 

D’Artangan 

That woman. I have seen her before.  

 

Athos 

As have I.  

 



Act Two Scene VI 

 

Midnight. Thunder sounds in the distance and lightning flashes occasionally. Milady is behind bars and alone. 

After a moment Athos enters without her seeing him. Eventually Milady notices Athos.  

 

Athos 

“Charlotte Backson, Comtesse de la Fère, Milady de Winter, your crimes have wearied men on earth and God 

in heaven. If you know a prayer, say it—for you are condemned, and you shall die….Hell has resuscitated 

you…made you rich, given you another name…has almost made you another face; but it has neither effaced the 

stains from your soul nor the brand from your body. 

 

Milady stands.  

You believed me to be dead, did you not, as I believed you to be? Was it not so you were called when your 

honored brother married us? Our position is truly a strange one…We have only lived up to the present time 

because we believed each other dead, and because a remembrance is less oppressive than a living creature, 

though a remembrance is sometimes devouring. 

 

Milady 

 “What brings you back to me, and what do you want with me?” 

 

Athos 

“I wish to tell you that though remaining invisible to your eyes, I have not lost sight of you.” 

 

Milady 

“You know what I have done?” 

 

Athos 

“I can relate to you, day by day…” 

 

Milady 

If I am guilty, if I have committed the crimes, you accuse me of… take me before a tribunal. You are not judges 

You cannot condemn me. 

 

Athos 



 They say you were offered you Tyburn. Why did you not accept it? 

 

Milady 

 Because I am not willing to die! Because I am too young to die! …I will enter a cloister; I will become a nun! 

 

Athos 

 You were in a cloister, and you left it to ruin De Winter’s brother 

 

As they continue speaking the following things are divulged. Suggested text is noted:  

 

Milady has been working as an assassin and messenger for the Cardinal and the Duke of Buckingham 

Athos cannot save her with the evidence and testimony that has been brought against her 

Milady regrets nothing. 

Milady asks Athos why he betrayed her?  

Athos tries to repent- doing the “right thing” has haunted him.  

Athos: I pardon you, the ill you have done me. I pardon you for my blasted future, my lost honor, my 

defiled love, and my salvation forever compromised by the despair into which you have cast me. Die in 

peace! 

Milady doesn’t forgive him but admits she probably would have ruined him. 

They reminisce and laugh more than they cry. 

Aramis enters and is in shock that Milady is alive as well. Aramis is carrying her personal effects/items.  

Milady offers both Athos and Aramis 1000 pistoles if he aides in her escape. They decline.   

Milady: A thousand pistoles to each of you, if you will assist my escape; but if you deliver me up to 

these masters, I have near at hand avengers who will make you pay dearly for my death. 

 

Lord De Winter, D’Artangan, Porthos and the Executioner enter and place Milady in shackles.  

 

Act Two Scene VII 

Milady is lead to a cliffside above the river Sommes. Thunder continues to rumble in the distance.  

Lord De Winter reads the charges against her. 

 

De Winter 



That woman was once a young girl, as beautiful as she is today. 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. 

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 followed her, I caught her, I bound her; and I imprinted the same 

disgraceful mark upon her that had imprinted 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…this woman 

passed for his sister. The Lord of the estate on which the chapel they took refuge was situated, saw this pretend 

sister, and became enamored of her—amorous to such a degree that he proposed to marry her…and became the 

Comtesse de la Fère—” 

 

All eyes were turn towards Athos. Athos nods to confirm the story. 

 

De Winter (cont.) 

“Then, mad, desperate, determined to get rid of an existence from which she had stolen everything, honor and 

happiness, my poor brother returned to Lille, and learning the sentence which had condemned me in his place, 

surrendered himself, and hanged himself that same night from the iron bar of the loophole of his prison.” 

 

Does the accused have any last words? 

 

Milady stares at Athos and falls over the side of the cliff. Athos lurches but is too late- 

Aramis, D’Artangan, and Porthos stop him from trying to jump after her.  

De Winter, their attendants, and the Executioner leave.  

 

Porthos calms Athos as Aramis opens the wooden box from Milady’s personal effects.  

Aramis pulls out to small Diamond earrings and remarks on their beauty- they clearly must have been the ones 

given to Buckingham then stolen by Milady.  

Aramis hands them to D’Artangan.  

Athos has now regained some (if not all) of their composure. Aramis pulls out a larger parchment from 

Milady’s belongings. Aramis opens it and begins reading aloud.  

 

Aramis (reading) 

December 3rd, 1627.  



George Villiers the Exalted Duke of Buckingham… your deceitful actions against our Queen, our King, and our 

Country have not gone unnoticed…the Honorable King Louis XIII has planned to bring the charges of Larceny, 

Adultery and Treason against Queen Anne Maria of Austria within two weeks time…the obvious evidence 

brought before her being the King’s gifted diamonds, which have been given to you without consent of the 

Crown… as Cardinal of France, I and I alone can grant her a pardon…without the likes of which will be her 

death, before his royal highness the King…  

 

D'Artangan 

There is no time! We must make haste back to Paris at once!  

 

Aramis 

Wait!  

Aramis continues reading 

 

…the Catholic church has invested stake in your alliance with the Huguenots since the siege at La Rochelle and 

the taking of French colonies in the… Seizure of Quebec, our pride of New France 

 

Porthos 

Cabbage?  

 

Aramis 

Quebec! [Insert joke about Canada here] 

..the Church is interested in peace at all costs…with the foreseen departure of our King, under such unknown 

circumstance would send France into a chaos of identity and certain malfeasance of its officials… his removal, 

with your signed alignment with our own will grant you 500 French Ships, 5000 of our Catholic Soldiers, and 

50,000 pistoles in return for your support in the exhalation of myself to the Crown of France…  

 

Athos 

Richelieu offered to sell half of France’s Army and Navy to England… An alliance between the Duke, the 

Cardinal, the Huguenots, and the Church… the whole of Europe would split in two and descend upon France.  

 

 

Porthos 

What is this “unknown circumstance”?  

 



Aramis 

Richelieu will subdue or kill the King placing himself on the throne-  

 

D’Artangan 

-but we have stopped it, yes? Without this document, without the diamonds… this cannot happen? 

 

Athos 

If the Cardinal wishes to remove the King, there is no piece of parchment that stop a musket ball 

 

Aramis 

We cannot trust this is the only copy. Once the Cardinal guards suspect Milady is missing, they’ll search the 

entire coast of France for her.  

 

Porthos 

Let us make haste my friends! The King is in Danger! Allez!!  

 

Porthos draws their sword and runs off into the Night.  

 

The rest sigh and leave in a stealthier manner.  

 

Act Two Scene VIII 

The following things happen: 

There is a ball (as in a Dance… not a “ball”) being held, the King anxiously awaits the Queen.  

The Queen enters without the Diamonds, the Cardinal pounces on the opportunity to berate her before the King 

but is interrupted by Constance who enters with the Diamonds.  

Moments later Treville enters with the D’Artangan, Athos, Aramis, and Porthos (and additional Musketeers)  

Aramis reads the charges against the Cardinal. The King is shocked.  

The Cardinal denies them, declaring there is no proof.  

Athos pulls out the treaty.  

The Cardinal suddenly pulls a pistol and shoots Athos.  

Athos goes to the Underworld and is surrounded by souls. They grab Athos, pick them up and try to take 

them away. Athos sees Milady. Milady notices but does not intervene. Athos fights to get free… just before 



being dragged into the abyss… Athos reaches Milady. They embrace. Milady smiles and shoves Athos back 

into the scene.. Suddenly Athos is alive. Athos is forever changed.  

Athos takes stock of their injury. 

Porthos and Aramis inspect Athos as well- all the Musketeers draw their swords. 

 Athos leads the charge against the Cardinal the Guard.  

Treville and D’Artangan protect the King, the remaining Musketeers and Cardinal Guard fight.  

Cardinal Richelieu escapes with the help of Rochefort.  

 

Act Two Scene VIX 

Rochefort and the Cardinal enter. 

The Cardinal escapes through a secret door.  

Rochefort remains in the room.  

D’Artangan enters.  

They share a few words… and then they fight.  

D’Artangan wins (but does not necessarily kill Rochefort). 

The King enters with the Queen by their side along with Treville and Constance.  

The King offers D’Artangan a promotion with the consent of Treville. Treville is honored and gives a high 

recommendation of D’Artangan.  

 

Treville 

 “You are a brave youth, D’Artangan…Do with this commission what you will.” 

 

D’Artangan 

My dear Athos, this naturally belongs to you. 

 

Athos 

“Friend…for Athos this is too much; for the Comte de la Fère it is too little. Keep the commission; it is yours.” 

Alas! You and you alone deserve it.  

 

D’Artangan (to Porthos) 

Surely you, the great Porthos is beyond worthy of being lieutenant of the Musketeers?  

 



Porthos 

“Yes! Yes, that would flatter me very much; but I should not have time enough to enjoy the distinction. During 

our expedition …the husband of my duchess died; so, my dear, the coffer of the defunct holding out its arms to 

me, I shall marry the widow. Keep the lieutenancy, my dear, keep it.” 

 

D’Artangan 

You, our friend, our intelligence, our invisible protector, accept this commission. You have merited it more than 

any of us by your wisdom and your counsels, always followed by such happy results. 

 

Aramis 

Alas, dear friend…our late adventures have disgusted me with military life. This time my determination is 

irrevocably taken. I shall enter the house of the Lazarists. Keep the commission, D’Artangan; the profession of 

arms suits you. You will be a brave and adventurous captain. 

 

D’Artangan (to Treville) 

“Well, they likewise have refused me.” 

 

Athos 

“That, dear friend, is because nobody is more worthy than yourself.” 

 

D’Artangan 

I shall then have no more friends? Alas! nothing but bitter recollections.? 

 

As stated in the Dumas, D’Artangan’s “head sink upon his hands, while two large tears rolled down his 

cheeks.” 

Athos 

“You are young…and your bitter recollections have time to change themselves into sweet remembrances.” 

 

Porthos draws their sword.  

 

Porthos  

All for one.  

 



Athos, Aramis, and Porthos watch D’Artangan with pride 

 

ALL 

And one for all!  

 

Something happens…  

 

Partial Props list: 

Note from Father to Treville 

Milady’s Box 

D’Artangan bag. 

Milady bag. 

Diamond Earrings 

Envelope with Anne’s Letter 

Parchment with Milady’s Accusation on it.  

Documents for the Cardinal (Bonecieux Criminal History) 

Mugs (Tavern Scene) 

Badminton Gear (could be cut)  

Chains/Restraints for Milady 

 

 


