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CHARACTERS: 

 

HONORE 

PLANCHET 

D 'ARTAGNAN 

ROCHEFORT 

MILADY DE WINTER 

VICTOR 

JUSSAC 

CONSTANCE 

CARDINAL RICHELIEU 

PORTHOS 

ATHOS 

ARAMIS 

TREVILLE 

KING LOUIS XIII 

MAID 

BONACIEUX 

QUEEN ANNE 

ABBESS 

 

Ensemble includes: Musketeers, Cardinal’s Guards, Townspeople and Courtiers 
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ACT I, SCENE 1 

 

Backstage at a theatre. We hear the sounds of the play and of the audience. We see a young boy, 

HONORE, with a rapier borrowed from the properties trunk. 

 

HONORE: Do not think... that I am a man... to let pass an insult, 

Monsieur... You will soon know . . . the taste of D’Artagnan’s 

steel... Ah, Monsieur Le Cardinal! You'll make it two against 

one will you? I am the equal of you both! (An old man, 

PLANCHET, enters from the stage and watches the boy fence.) I will 

not retreat though there be . . . three of you now? I am not 

without friends. Musketeers ! 

 

PLANCHET: One for all and all for one! (HONORE stops his playing.) Ah, 

well, they seem to have . . . run from us. 

HONORE:  I was just pretending. 

PLANCHET:  Ah, well - pretending; it's how I earn my bread. 

HONORE:  You never really knew them. 

PLANCHET: Not know the Musketeers?! Why, we were adventurers 

together, we were. 

HONORE:  What was he like, then? 

PLANCHET:  D’Artagnan? Oh - like this, like that. 

HONORE:  I knew you didn't. 
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PLANCHET: And would one who did not be the possessor of the rapier 

with which D'Artagnan won his first duel?! (PLANCHET 

displays a rapier from the wardrobe.) 

HONORE: It was his? (PLANCHET gives it to HONORE. He was a great 

swordsman, wasn't he? 

PLANCHET:  Passable . . . after a bit of tutoring. 

HONORE:  You taught him to fence? 

PLANCHET: Enough to keep him alive. (PLANCHAT  illustrates. ) In the 

Italian cinque position, monsieur D’Artagnan, the blade is 

held so, the foot so . . . 

ACTOR (CARDINAL): (Rushing from stage. ) Planchet! Your entrance! (PLANCHET 

rushes onstage with ACTOR-for curtain call/song.) 

HONORE: I won't be an actor and I won't be any man's servant. I’ll be 

like D'Artagnan - a Man of Honor - and I'll avenge any insult 

given me. 

The boy resumes fencing as curtain falls US and ACTORS enter. 

ACTOR (ATHOS):  A crowd of sheep. 

ACTOR (PORTHOS):  They paid their money. 

ACTRESS(CONSTANCE): Money! Do I hear nothing but "money" from you? 

ACTOR (PORTHOS):  Did we earn enough for supper? 

ACTOR (CARDINAL):  Planchet! 

PLANCHET:  I was talking to the boy, sir . . . 

ACTOR (CARDINAL):  Yes, the boy, and what of us? 

ACTRESS (ABBESS):  Undo the back, will you, Planchet? 

ACTOR (ATHOS):  Not in front of the boy! 

ACTOR (CARDINAL):  Always "the boy." Are we a school? 

ACTOR (BONACIEUX): We are a success! 
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ACTOR (PORTHOS): Hear him. They laughed a- nose and he thinks that's success! 

(General laughter. ) 

ACTOR (CARDINAL):  Did you see what he did this time? 

ACTOR (BONACIEUX): Leave everything as it is. Planchet and the boy will put it all 

to rights. 

ACTOR (CARDINAL):  Are you going to do nothing? 

ACTOR (BONACIEUX): Stay and rehearse with him if you like; we are invited to 

dinner at Monsieur Montpepitone's. (Company begins to exit. ) 

ACTOR (PORTHOS):  Was he the one in blue? 

ACTRESS (ABBESS): No -the little one with the bad complexion. (General laughter. 

CARDINAL, PLANCHET, HONORE remain.) 

ACTOR (CARDINAL): Well, I didn't have a crown! How am I supposed to be the 

king without a crown? (He deliberately upsets a basket of props 

and huffs off, nearly in tears.) 

HONORE:   I hate them. 

PLANCHET: There is nought to hate in an actor, my son, for an actor is 

but a mask put on. (He puts away the props; offers HONORE, 

some food.) Here, start with this. 

HONORE:  I'm not hungry. 

PLANCHET:  Good. More for me. 

HONORE:  Is that all you were to him, too - just a servant? 

PLANCHAT: A servant to D’Artagnan? Not likely. Served each other, we 

did! 

HONORE: 

What was he really like? 

PLANCHAT:  (Thrusting a large, worn book at the boy.) Well read the book! 
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HONORE: A book is just words. I want to know about his real 

adventures! 

PLANCHAT: Ah yes, adventures! Adventures are not all they're rumored 

to be. An example: that village of Wung? Not what I would 

call a very pleasant adventure. (PLANCHAT recites. ) "There 

was a young man from Gascon who yearned to be a 

Musketeer in the service of the King . . . He rode from 

Gascony to Paris astride a noble steed . . . “ 

HONORE:  You forgot the gifts! 

PLANCHAT: Oh, yes; the gifts. From his father, a good country squire: a 

bag of gold - fifteen crowns -more than enough to begin any 

man's fortune. A letter of introduction to Monsieur de 

Treville, captain of the King's Musketeers. And lastly, the 

most precious gift . . . 

HONORE:  Corsaire ! 

PLANCHAT:  . . . Corsaire, the courageous steed upon which D'Artagnan 

had learned to ride. Grown old, his step was slow, and 

though he was a most laughable sight, he would serve his 

master well. (PLANCHAT adopts the voice of D'ARTAGNAN’S 

father.) And now, my son, I say to you "farewell." That I love 

you, you know. Let no man insult you, for you are a 

D'Artagnan. Fight on every occasion and fear nothing. Men 

of Honor do not die! 

HONORE:  But they laughed at him, at Wung. 

PLANCHAT:  At his horse, as well they should have. 

HONORE:  But his father gave it to him! 
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PLANCHAT: That didn't change the way it looked. -You should learn to 

laugh; you're far too serious by half. Ah, yes! That horse . . . 

(Music. Lights begin to crossfade to inn exterior at Meung.) . . . 

poor, comic old dobbin! Sway backed, splay footed, hardly a 

mane or a tail, and looked like it was painted the color of 

mustard . . . 
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Act One, Scene Two 

 

Focus shifts to Wung. ROCHEFORT, INNKEEPER, SERVANTS, OTHERS gathered around 

D'ARTAGNAN who is sitting upon his horse. Laughter. 

ROCHEFORT:  Can that be a horse? 

INNKEEPER:  Looks to be. 

ROCHEFORT:  Impossible! It is - I think -a cheese with legs! (More laughter. ) 

D ‘ARTAGNAN:  Do you try to make a fool of me, sir? 

ROCHEFORT:  None need try; your horse does that very well. 

D 'ARTAGNAN dismounts and stumbles. Laughter.  

D' ARTAGNAN: I will suffer an insult from no man! (He draws his sword with 

some difficulty and plants himself in front of ROCHEFORT. ) 

ROCHEFORT:  I am not in the mood, boy. 

D’ARTAGNAN: It is not for you to choose, sir. -En garde! (ROCHEFORT nods 

and D'ARTAGNAN is clubbed from behind with the COOK’S kettle. 

D'ARTAGNAN falls to the ground, senseless.) 

ROCHEFORT:  And all for the color of a buttercup horse. 

Laughter. MILADY descends the steps from the inn. 

MILADY:  Monsieur Rochefort -amusing yourself in the country, sir? 

ROCHEFORT: I am in the country, Milady, looking for you. Cardinal 

Richelieu calls you to Paris. 

MILADY:  Am I to know why? 

ROCHEFORT:  Milord Buckingham is rumored to be there now. 

MILADY: Am I to use my old "friendship” with Buckingham to serve 

the Cardinal? 

ROCHEFORT:  You will be paid. 
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MILADY:  Of course I will be paid. 

ROCHEFORT: I have conveyed Cardinal Richelieu's message to you, 

Milady; he awaits you there. 

D’ARTAGNAN:   (Pulling himself to his feet. ) And I, sir, await you here. 

MILADY:  You appear to have unfinished business. 

ROCHEFORT:  It will not detain me long. 

MILADY:  Shall I see you again, then? 

ROCHEFORT: Most assuredly, Milady. (MILADY exits to her carriage.) And 

now, sir, to you. 

D ' ARTAGNAN: Know, sir, that I am one of Monsieur de Treville's 

Musketeers, and he would not look kindly upon your 

actions, sir . . . 

ROCHEFORT nods and D'ARTAGNAN is, again, clubbed down. 

ROCHEFORT:  Did he say "Treville?" 

INNKEEPER:  He did, sir. 

ROCHEFORT:  That is too bad. 

(ROCHEFORT heels and searched D'ARVAGNAN. He finds the letter of introduction) 

"To Monsieur de Treville . . . " This - I think I'll hold this. You my do with 

him as you like. His purse my pay you for your trouble. 

ROCHEFORT exits. Lights fade as D’ARTAGNAN is carried into the inn. Focus returns to 

backstage area where HONORE sits, reading. 

HONORE: "Being the true history of Monsier D'Artagnan, Captain of 

the King's Musketeers, I as written by his faithful servant 

Planchet. At the city of Meung, they had stolen his purse and 

his letter of introduction, but still he had his faithful Corsair. 

After a long and slow ride, he arrived in the city of Paris . . . "  
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Act One, Scene Three 

DS of Act Scrim: a Paris street. People bustling to and fro as D'ARTAGANAN 

enters, bewildered. CONSTANCE and her MAID appear, followed by CONSTANCE’S 

elderly husband BONACIEUX. 

BONACIEUX:  But you have been away every night this week. 

CONSTANCE: There is much to do. The Queen's birthday ballet is but three 

weeks away. 

BONACIEUX:  Do you mean to tell me you've been sewing every night? 

CONSTANCE: There are great matters afoot, husband. The Queen needs 

me. 

BONACIEUX:  But the house is so empty without you. 

CONSTANCE:  Go in; cook your dinner; I will return if I can. 

BONACIEUX exits. D'ARTAGNAN approaches CONSTANCE. Throughout the following,  

CONSTANCE’S MAID gazes at D 'ARTAGNAN’S handsome visage.  

D' ARTAGNAN:  Forgive me, Mademoiselle . . . 

CONSTANCE:   Sir? 

D'ARTAGNAN: I have just arrived in Paris, Mademoiselle; it is a beautiful . . . 

a beautiful city, I think. 

CONSTANCE:  Many have thought so . . . 

D' ARTAGNAN:  A city to be in love . . . I think . . . 

Pause. They look a t one another. 

CONSTANCE:  I’m in a hurry… 

D'ARTAGNAN:   . . . but first, one needs a place to live. 

CONSTANCE:  Do I look like a woman who would know about such things? 

D' ARTAGNAN: Oh, no. Oh, no, no . . . you look like a woman who would 

know everything of living. 
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CONSTANCE: (Gentle laugh. ) Ask at the Bonacieux house. There may be a 

room there to rent. (Constance takes a few steps.) 

D'ARTAGNAN:  But . . . who shall I say has sent me? 

CONSTANCE:  A friend. 

Their eyes met again. CONSTANCE begins to exit, dragging MAID along, 

and D'ARTAGNAN gazes after her. He bumps into PLANCHET.) 

D’ARTAGNAN:  Fool ! 

PLANCHET: Well, that's a part I haven't played in a while, sir, but I can 

get it up. 

D'ARTAGNAN:  Oh. You're an actor? 

PLANCHAT: As it were, sir - between engagements - but yes, of the 

calling of Thespis. Grand speeches, romantic interludes, 

troubador songs, and occasional juggling. 

D' ARTAGNAN:  I'm looking for an address . . . 

PLANCHAT:  I'm looking for a job. 

D’ARTAGNAN:  What can you do? 

PLANCHAT:  Find addresses? 

D'ARTAGNAN:  Is there a living in that? 

PLANCHAT:  I can cook a passable stew, sir. 

D'ARTAGNAN:  Good. You're my lackey. 

PLANCHAT:  And where do we sleep, sir? 

D 'ARTAGNAN:  The house of Bonacieux. 

PLANCHAT:  I'm not sure I know where that is, sir. 

D ' ARTAGNAN:  You were hired to find addresses. 

PLANCHAT:  A name isn't quite an address, sir. 

D ' ARTAGNAN:  I'll give you one more try. 

PLANCHAT:  Ready. 
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D’ARTAGNAN:  The Rue de Vieux-Colombier. 

PLANCHAT:  You're looking at it. 

D 'ARTAGNAN:  This is the home of Monsieur de Treville’s Musketeers? 

PLANCHAT:  'This is the address, sir. I never go inside such places. 

D' ARTAGNAN:  D’Artagnan shall, and they'll quickly learn his name. 

PLANCHAT:  You mean to become a soldier, sir? 

D ' ARTAGNAN:  I mean to make my fortune. 

PLANCHAT:  Good. Might I make a suggestion, sir? 

D ‘ ARTAGNAN: Well, I 'm new in Paris and not sure how they do these 

things here. 

PLANCHAT:  With style, sir - style and panache! 

Music. Lights begin to reveal Hotel through scrim. Musketeers and Servants in active freeze. 

D’ARTAGNAN:  With panache. 

PLANCHAT:  And with great eloquence. 

D 'ARTAGNAN:  Good. I’ll do it. But if any offer me an insult . . . 

PLANCHAT:  Challenge them, sir. 

D'ARTAGNAN:  I will. (He starts to move US to enter Hotel.) 

PLANCHAT:   (Calling after him.) Am I hired? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




