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The conversation languishes slightly, 

AMANDA (with great vivacity): Do you know, I really think I love travelling more than anything else 
in the world! It always gives me such a tremendous feeling of adventure. First of all, the excitement of 
packing, and getting your passport visa’d and everything, then the thrill of actually starting, and 
trundling along on trains and ships, and then the most thrilling thing of all, arriving at strange places, 
and seeing strange people, and eating strange foods — 

ELYOT: And making strange noises afterwards. 

Amanda chokes violently, Victor jumps up and tries to offer assistance, hut she waves him 
away, and continues to choke. 

VICTOR (to Elyot): That was a damned fool thing to do. 

ELYOT: How did I know she was going to choke? 

VICTOR (to Amanda): Here, drink some coffee. 

AMANDA (breathlessly gasping): Leave me alone. I’ll be all right in a minute. 

VICTOR (to Elyot): You waste too much time trying to be funny. 

SIBYL (up in arms): If's no use talking to Elyot like that; it wasn't his fault. 

VICTOR: Of course it was his fault entirely, making rotten stupid jokes — 

SIBYL: I thought what Elyot said was funny. 

VICTOR: Well, all I can say is, you must have a very warped sense of humour. 

SIBYL: That’s better than having none at all. 

VICTOR: I fail to see what humour there is in incessant trivial flippancy. 

SIBYL: You couldn’t be flippant if you tried until you were blue in the face. 

VICTOR: I shouldn’t dream of trying. 

SIBYL: It must be very sad not to be able to see any fun in anything. 

Amanda stops choking, and looks at Elyot, He winks at her again, and she smiles. 

VICTOR: Fun! I should like you to tell me what fun there is in — 

SIBYL: I pity you, I really do. I’ve been pitying you ever since we left Deauville. 

VICTOR: I’m sure it’s very nice of you, but quite unnecessary. 

SIBYL: And I pity you more than ever now. 
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VICTOR: Why now particularly? 

SIBYL: If you don’t see why, I’m certainly not going to tell you. 

VICTOR: I see no reason for you to try to pick a quarrel with me. I’ve tried my best to be pleasant 
to you, and comfort you. 

SIBYL: You weren’t very comforting when I lost my trunk. 

VICTOR: I have little patience with people who go about losing luggage. 

SIBYL: I don’t go about losing luggage. It’s the first time I’ve lost anything in my life. 

VICTOR: I find that hard to believe. 

SIBYL: Anyhow, if you’d tipped the porter enough, everything would have been all right. Small 
economies never pay; it’s absolutely no use — 

VICTOR: Oh, for God’s sake be quiet! 

AMANDA lifts her hand as though she were going to interfere, but ELYOT grabs her wrist. 
They look at each other for a moment, she lets her band rest in his. 

SIBYL (rising from the table): How dare you speak to me like that! 

VICTOR (also rising): Because you’ve been irritating me for days. 

SIBYL (outraged): Oh! 

VICTOR (coming down to her): You’re one of the most completely idiotic women I’ve ever met. 

SIBYL: And you’re certainly the rudest man I’ve ever met! 

VICTOR: Well then, we’re quits, aren’t we? 

SIBYL (shrilly): One thing, you’ll get your deserts all right. 

VICTOR: What do you mean by that? 

SIBYL: You know perfectly well what I mean. And it’ll serve you right for being weak-minded 
enough to allow that woman to get round you so easily. 

VICTOR: What about you ? Letting that unprincipled roue persuade you to take him back again! 

AMANDA and ELYOT are laughing silently. ELYOT blows her a lingering kiss across the 
table. 

VICTOR: I’m sure it’s very nice of you, but quite unnecessary. 

SIBYL: And I pity you more than ever now. 



75 

SIBYL (furiously): It isn’t damned nonsense! You’re very fond of swearing and blustering and 
threatening, but when it comes to the point you’re as weak as water. Why, a blind cat could see what 
you’ve let yourself in for. 

VICTOR (equally furious): Stop making those insinuations. 

SIBYL: I’m not insinuating anything. When I think of all the things you said about her, it makes me 
laugh, it does really; to see how completely she’s got you again. 

VICTOR: You can obviously speak with great authority, having had the intelligence to marry a 
drunkard. 

SIBYL: So that’s what she’s been telling you. I might have known it! I suppose she said he struck 
her too! 

VICTOR: Yes, she did, and I’m quite sure it’s perfectly true. 

SIBYL: I expect she omitted to tell you that she drank fourteen glasses of brandy last night straight off; 
and that the reason their first marriage was broken up was that she used to come home at all hours of 
the night, screaming and hiccoughing. 

VICTOR: If he told you that, he’s a filthy liar. 

SIBYL: He isn’t— he isn’t! 

VICTOR: And if you believe it, you’re a silly scatter-brained little fool. 

SIBYL (screaming): How dare you speak to me like that! How dare you I’ve never been so insulted 
in my life! How dare you! 

AMANDA and ELYOT rise quietly, and go, hand in handy towards the front door. 

VICTOR (completely giving way): It’s a tremendous relief to me to have an excuse to insult you. I’ve 
had to listen to your weeping and wailings for days. You’ve clacked at me, and snivelled at me until 
you’ve nearly driven me insane, and I controlled my nerves and continued to try to help you and look 
after you, because I was sorry for you. I always thought you were stupid from the first, but I must say I 
never realised that you were a malicious little vixen as well! 

SIBYL (shrieking): Stop it! Stop it! You insufferable great brute! 

She slaps his face hard, and he takes her by the shoulders and shakes her like a rat, as 
AMANDA and ELYOT go smilingly out of the door, with their suitcases, and — 

THE CURTAIN FALLS. 

SIBYL: He’s nothing of the sort, he’s just been victimized, as you were victimized. 

VICTOR: Victimized! What damned nonsense! 
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