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D’ARTAGNAN: I’ll return the sapphire to you by dusk, Milady. 
MILADY: What did you say? 

D’ARTAGNAN: The ring. I will return it to you by dusk. 
MILADY: “The Sapphire” is what you said. How do you know it is a Sapphire? 

D’ARTAGNAN: Ummm-well-um. 
MILADY: Monsieur? (Coquettishly) How could you know? Tell me Monsieur. You 
know I love you, desperately. 
D’ARTAGNAN: Well...I have a confession. 

MILADY: And I am your confessor... 
D’ARTAGNAN: I’ve got the ring. You see it was I who was here on Thursday night. 

MILADY: (Pleasantly) It was you... YOU SON OF A BITCH!! (She hauls off and 
delivers a vicious right cross then leaps on him, all fingernails and kicking feet.) (PC-She 
slaps or puches him, then instantly tackles him to the floor. She’s on top of him holding 
him pinned to the floor.) 

D’ARTAGNAN: Now, dearest...Now, my dove...I know you can forgive me... (PC-He 
rolls them over half way through his line, now having her pinned to the floor.) 

MILADY: You slimy piece of Gascon puke... (PC-she struggles to get him off, the 
soulder off whatever she is wearing is lowered to reveal the tattoo.) 

D’ARTAGNAN: Milady! (In the fight that ensues, D’Artagnan grabs hold of the 
shoulder of her night dress and rips it, exposing on her left shoulder, a branded fleur de 
lis.) (PC-She struggles to get him off, the soulder off whatever she is wearing is lowered 
to reveal the tattoo.) 

D’ARTAGNAN: God in Heaven! (PC-Shocked he stands up and backs away from her) 
MILADY: So...Now you know my secret. And you shall die. (She lifts up her dress and 
removes a knife from a sheath on her right leg.) 
D’ARTAGNAN: Now, now...Milady...(She hurls the knife at D’artagnan. He ducks, 
screaming, the blade quivers in the wall. He starts for her..) That’ll do, my beauty...(she 
lifts her dress and pulls a knife from the sheath on her left leg.) Uh..Oh. (She throws 
again, he ducks. The blade quivers in the wall) Well, that’s the end of your knives, I 
fear... (Milady reaches into her Bosom) Oh, no. (Milady withdraws a third knife. She then 
leaps upon him. They fight like alley cats.) 
D’ARTAGNAN: Stop! I’ll carve another fleur de lis on you... 

MILADY: I’ll see you in hell first! (she kicks him in the crotch. He drops to the floor.) 
D’ARTAGNAN: Let go of the Knife! Let go of it. (He has her wrist, now. She bites him. 
He pulls away and knocks her back with a hard right jab. She collapses. He hobbles to the 
door, shaking his hand, and flees.  



The Three Musketeers - Milady and d'Artagnan 

 

Milady: Come in. 

Milady: Are you afraid, dear Monsieur d'Artagnan? 

d'Artagnan: You cannot think so, dear love!  but now, suppose this poor Comte de Wardes were less 

guilty than you think him? 

Milady: At all events, he has deceived me, and from the moment he deceived me, he merited death. 

d'Artagnan: He shall die, then, since you condemn him! 

d'Artagnan: I am quite ready, but in the first place I should like to be certain of one thing. 

Milady: And what is that? 

d'Artagnan: That is, whether you really love me? 

Milady: I have given you proof of that, it seems to me 

d'Artagnan: And I am yours, body and soul! 

Milady: Thanks, my brave lover; but as you are satisfied of my love, you must, in your turn, satisfy 

me of yours. Is it not so? 

d'Artagnan: Certainly; but if you love me as much as you say, do you not entertain a little fear on 

my account? 

Milady: What have I to fear? 

d'Artagnan: Why, that I may be dangerously wounded--killed even. 

Milady: Impossible!  you are such a valiant man, and such an expert swordsman. 

d'Artagnan: You would not, then, prefer a method, which would equally avenge you while rendering 

the combat useless? 

Milady: Really, I believe you now begin to hesitate. 

d'Artagnan: No, I do not hesitate; but I really pity this poor Comte de Wardes, since you have ceased 

to love him. I think that a man must be so severely punished by the loss of your love that he stands in 

need of no other chastisement. 

Milady: Who told you that I loved him?. 

d'Artagnan: At least, I am now at liberty to believe, without too much fatuity, that you love another,  

and I repeat that I am really interested for the count." 

Milady: You? 

d'Artagnan: Yes, I. 

Milady: And why YOU? 



d'Artagnan: Because I alone know-- 

Milady: What? 

d'Artagnan: That he is far from being, or rather having been, so guilty toward you as he appears. 

Milady: Indeed?  explain yourself, for I really cannot tell what you mean. 

d'Artagnan: Yes; I am a man of honor, and since your love is mine, and I am satisfied I possess it--

for I do possess it, do I not? 

Milady: Entirely; go on. 

d'Artagnan: Well, I feel as if transformed--a confession weighs on my mind. 

Milady: A confession! 

d'Artagnan: If I had the least doubt of your love I would not make it, but you love me, my beautiful 

mistress, do you not? 

Milady: Without doubt. 

d'Artagnan: Then if through excess of love I have rendered myself culpable toward you, you will 

pardon me? 

Milady: Perhaps. 

Milady: This confession, what is this confession? 

d'Artagnan: You gave de Wardes a meeting on Thursday last in this very room, did you not? 

Milady: No, no! It is not true! 

d'Artagnan: Do not lie, my angel, that would be useless. 

Milady: What do you mean? Speak! you kill me. 

d'Artagnan: Be satisfied; you are not guilty toward me, and I have already pardoned you. 

Milady: What next? what next? 

d'Artagnan: De Wardes cannot boast of anything. 

Milady: How is that? You told me yourself that that ring-- 

d'Artagnan: That ring I have! The Comte de Wardes of Thursday and the d'Artagnan of today are the 

same person. 

(sees the fluer de lys) 

d'Artagnan: Great God! 

Milady: Ah, wretch!  you have basely betrayed me, and still more, you have my secret! You shall 

die." 

d'Artagnan: Well, beautiful lady, very well, but, PARDIEU, if you don't calm yourself, I will design 

a second FLEUR-DE-LIS upon one of those pretty cheeks! 



Milady: Scoundrel, infamous scoundrel! 
!


