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SIBYL: Kiss me first. 

ELYOT (kissing her): Casino? 

SIBYL: Yes. Are you a gambler? You never told me. 

ELYOT: Every now and then, 

SIBYL: I shall come and sit just behind your chair and bring you luck. 

ELYOT: That will be fatal. 

They go off into their suite. There is a slight pause and then VICTOR PRYNNE enters from 
the Left suite. He is quite nice looking, about thirty or thirty-five. He is dressed in a light 
travelling suit. He sniffs the air, looks at the view, and then turns back to the window. 

VICTOR (calling): Mandy. 

AMANDA (inside): What? 

VICTOR: Come outside, the view is wonderful. 

AMANDA: I'm still damp from the bath. Wait a minute-- 

Victor lights a cigarette. Presently Amanda comes out on to the terrace. She is quite exquisite 
with a gay face and a perfect figure. At the moment she is wearing a negligee. 

I shall catch pneumonia, that's what I shall catch. 

VICTOR (looking at her): God! 

AMANDA: I beg your pardon? 

VICTOR: You look wonderful. 

AMANDA: Thank you, darling. 

VICTOR: Like a beautiful advertisement for something. 

AMANDA: Nothing peculiar, I hope. 

VICTOR: I can hardly believe it's true. You and I, here alone together, married! 

AMANDA (rubbing her face on his shoulder): That stuff's very rough. 

VICTOR: Don’t you like it? 

AMANDA: A bit hearty, isn’t it? 

VICTOR: Do you love me? 
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AMANDA: Of course, that’s why I’m here. 

VICTOR: More than-- 

AMANDA: Now then, none of that. 

VICTOR: No, but do you love me more than you loved Elyot? 

AMANDA: I don’t remember, it’s such a long time ago. 

VICTOR: Not so very long. 

AMANDA (flinging out her arms): All my life ago. 

VICTOR: I’d like to break his damned neck. 

AMANDA (laughing): Why? 

VICTOR: For making you unhappy. 

AMANDA: It was mutual. 

VICTOR: Rubbish! It was all his fault, you know it was. 

AMANDA: Yes, it was, now I come to think about it. 

VICTOR: Swine! 

AMANDA: Don’t be so vehement, darling. 

VICTOR: I’ll never treat you like that. 

AMANDA: That’s right. 

VICTOR: I love you too much. 

AMANDA: So did he. 

VICTOR: Fine sort of love that is. He struck you once, didn’t he? 

AMANDA: More than once. 

VICTOR: Where? 

AMANDA: Several places. 

VICTOR: What a cad. 

AMANDA: I struck him too. Once I broke four gramophone records over his head. It was very 
satisfying. 
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VICTOR: You must have been driven to distraction. 

AMANDA: Yes, I was, but don’t let’s talk about it, please. After all, it’s a dreary subject for our 
honeymoon night. 

VICTOR: He didn’t know when he was well off. 

AMANDA: Look at the lights of that yacht reflected in the water. I wonder whose it is. 

VICTOR: We must bathe to-morrow. 

AMANDA: Yes. I want to get a nice sunburn. 

VICTOR (reproachfully): Mandy! 

AMANDA: Why, what’s the matter? 

VICTOR: I hate sunburnt women. 

AMANDA: Why? 

VICTOR: It’s somehow, well, unsuitable. 

AMANDA: It’s awfully suitable to me, darling. 

VICTOR: Of course if you really want to. 

AMANDA: I’m absolutely determined. I’ve got masses of lovely oil to rub all over myself. 

VICTOR: Your skin is so beautiful as it is. 

AMANDA: Wait and see. When I’m done a nice crisp brown, you’ll fall in love with me all over 
again. 

VICTOR: I couldn’t love you more than I do now. 

AMANDA: Oh, dear. I did so hope our honeymoon was going to be progressive. 

VICTOR: Where did you spend the last one? 

AMANDA (warningly): Victor. 

VICTOR: I want to know. 

AMANDA: St. Moritz. It was very attractive. 

VICTOR: I hate St. Moritz. 

AMANDA: So do I. 
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VICTOR: Did he start quarrelling with you right away? 

AMANDA: Within the first few days. I put it down to the high altitudes. 

VICTOR: And you loved him? 

AMANDA: Yes, Victor. 

VICTOR: You poor child. 

AMANDA: You must try not to be pompous, dear. (She turns away.) 

VICTOR (hurt): Mandy! 

AMANDA: I don’t believe I’m a bit like what you think I am. 

VICTOR: How do you mean? 

AMANDA: I was never a poor child. 

VICTOR: Figure of speech, dear, that’s all. 

AMANDA: I suffered a good deal, and had my heart broken. But it wasn’t an innocent girlish heart. 
It was jagged with sophistication. I’ve always been sophisticated, far too knowing. That caused 
many of my rows with Elyot. I irritated him because he knew I could see through him. 

VICTOR: I don’t mind how much you see through me, 

AMANDA: Sweet. (She kisses him.) 

VICTOR: I’m going to make you happy. 

AMANDA: Are you? 

VICTOR: Just by looking after you, and seeing that you’re all right, you know. 

AMANDA (a trifle wistfully): No, I don’t know. 

VICTOR: I think you love me quite differently from the way you loved Elyot. 

AMANDA: Do stop harping on Elyot. 

VICTOR: It’s true, though, isn’t it? 

AMANDA: I love you much more calmly, if that's what you mean. 

VICTOR: More lastingly? 

AMANDA: I expect so. 
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VICTOR: Do you remember when I first met you? 

AMANDA: Yes. Distinctly. 

VICTOR: At Marion Vale's party. 

AMANDA: Yes. 

VICTOR: Wasn’t it wonderful? 

AMANDA: Not really, dear. It was only redeemed from the completely commonplace by the fact of 
my having hiccoughs. 

VICTOR: I never noticed them. 

AMANDA: Love at first sight. 

VICTOR: Where did you first meet Elyot? 

AMANDA: To hell with Elyot. 

VICTOR: Mandy! 

AMANDA: I forbid you to mention his name again. I’m sick of the sound of it. You must be raving 
mad. Here we are on the first night of our honeymoon, with the moon coming up, and the music 
playing, and all you can do is to talk about my first husband. It’s downright sacrilegious. 

VICTOR: Don’t be angry. 

AMANDA: Well, it’s very annoying. 

VICTOR: Will you forgive me? 

AMANDA: Yes; only don’t do it again. 

VICTOR: I promise. 

AMANDA: You’d better go and dress now, you haven’t bathed yet. 

VICTOR: Where shall we dine, downstairs here, or at the Casino? 

AMANDA: The Casino is more fun, I think. 

VICTOR: We can play Boule afterwards. 

AMANDA: No, we can’t, dear. 

VICTOR: Don’t you like dear old Boule? 

AMANDA: No, I hate dear old Boule. We’ll play a nice game of Chemin de fer. 

Stop


