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SIBYL: You don’t love me a little bit. I wish I were dead. 

ELYOT: Will you or will you not come to Paris? 

SIBYL: No, no I won’t.  

ELYOT: Oh, my God ! (He stamps indoors.) 

SIBYL (following him, wailing): Oh, Elli, Elli, Elli--- 

Victor comes stamping out of the French windows on the lefty followed by AMANDA. 

VICTOR: You were certainly right when you said you weren’t normal. You’re behaving like a 
lunatic, 

AMANDA: Not at all. All I have done is to ask you a little favour, 

VICTOR: Little favour indeed. 

AMANDA: If we left now we could be in Paris in a few hours. 

VICTOR: If we crossed Siberia by train we could be in China in a fortnight, but I don’t see any 
reason to do it. 

AMANDA: Oh, Victor darling — please, please — be sensible, just for my sake. 

VICTOR: Sensible! 

AMANDA: Yes, sensible. I shall be absolutely miserable if we stay here. You don’t want me to be 
absolutely miserable all through my honeymoon, do you? 

VICTOR: But why on earth didn’t you think of your sister’s tragedy before? 

AMANDA: I forgot. 

VICTOR: You couldn’t forget a thing like that. 

AMANDA: I got the places muddled. Then when I saw the Casino there in the moonlight, it all 
came back to me. 

VICTOR: When did all this happen? 

AMANDA: Years ago, but it might just as well have been yesterday. I can see her now lying dead, 
with that dreadful expression on her face. Then all that awful business of taking the body home to 
England. It was perfectly horrible. 

VICTOR: I never knew you had a sister. 
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AMANDA: I haven’t any more. 

VICTOR: There’s something behind all this. 

AMANDA: Don’t be silly. What could there be behind it? 

VICTOR: Well, for one thing, I know you’re lying. 

AMANDA: Victor! 

VICTOR: Be honest. Aren’t you? 

AMANDA: I can’t think how you can be so mean and suspicious. 

VICTOR (patiently): You’re lying, Amanda. Aren’t you ? 

AMANDA: Yes, Victor. 

VICTOR: You never had a sister, dead or alive ? 

AMANDA: I believe there was a stillborn one in 1902. 

VICTOR: What is your reason for all this? 

AMANDA: I told you I was unreliable. 

VICTOR: Why do you want to leave so badly? 

AMANDA: You’ll be angry if I tell you the truth. 

VICTOR: What is it? 

AMANDA: I warn you. 

VICTOR: Tell me. Please tell me. 

AMANDA: Elyot’s here. 

VICTOR: What! 

AMANDA: I saw him. 

VICTOR: When? 

AMANDA: Just now, when you were in the bath. 

VICTOR: Where was he? 

AMANDA (hesitatingly):  Down there, in a white suit. (She points over the balustrade.) 

VICTOR (skeptically): White suit? 
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AMANDA: Why not? It's summer, isn't it? 

VICTOR: You're lying again. 

AMANDA: I’m not. He’s here. I swear he is, 

VICTOR: Well, what of it? 

AMANDA: I can't enjoy a honeymoon with you, with Elyot liable to bounce in at any moment. 

VICTOR: Really, Mandy. 

AMANDA: Can’t you see how awful it is? It's the most embarrassing thing that ever happened to 
me in my whole life. 

VICTOR: Did he see you? 

AMANDA: No, he was running. 

VICTOR: What was he running for? 

AMANDA: How on earth do I know. Don’t be so annoying. 

VICTOR: Well, as long as he didn’t see you it's all right, isn't it ? 

AMANDA: It isn't all right at all. We must leave immediately. 

VICTOR: But why? 

AMANDA: How can you be so appallingly obstinate. 

VICTOR: I'm not afraid of him. 

AMANDA: Neither am I. It isn't a question of being afraid. It’s just a horrible awkward situation. 

VICTOR: I’m damned if I can see why our whole honeymoon should be upset by Elyot. 

AMANDA: My last one was. 

VICTOR: I don't believe he’s here at all. 

AMANDA: He is I tell you. I saw him. 

VICTOR: It was probably an optical illusion. This half light is very deceptive. 

AMANDA: It was no such thing. 

VICTOR: I absolutely refuse to change all our plans at the last moment, just because you think 
You've seen Elyot. It’s unreasonable and ridiculous of you to demand it. Even if he is here I can’t 
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see that it matters. He'll probably feel much more embarrassed than you, and a damned good job too; 
and if he annoys you in any way I’ll knock him down. 

AMANDA: That would be charming. 

VICTOR: Now don't let's talk about it any more. 

AMANDA: Do you mean to stand there seriously and imagine that the whole thing can be glossed 
over as easily as that? 

VICTOR: I'm not going to leave, Mandy. If I start giving into you as early as this, our lives will be 
unbearable. 

AMANDA (outraged): Victor! 

VICTOR (calmly): You've worked yourself up into a state over a situation which really only exists 
in your mind. 

AMANDA (controlling herself with an effort): Please, Victor, please, for this last time I implore you. 
Let's go to Paris now, to-night. I mean it with all my heart — please — 

VICTOR (with gentle firmness): No, Mandy! 

AMANDA: I see quite clearly that I have been foolish enough to marry a fat old gentleman in a club 
armchair. 

VICTOR: It's no use being cross, 

AMANDA: You're a pompous ass. 

VICTOR (horrified): Mandy! 

AMANDA (enraged): Pompous ass, that's what I said, and that's what I meant. Blown out with your 
own importance. 

VICTOR: Mandy, control yourself. 

AMANDA: Get away from me. I can't bear to think I’m married to such rugged grandeur. 

VICTOR (with great dignity): I shall be in the bar. When you are ready to come down and dine, let me 
Know. 

AMANDA (flinging herself into a chair): Go away, go away. 

Victor stalks off, at the same moment that ELYOT 
stamps on, on the other side, followed by SIBYL in tears. 

ELYOT: If you don't stop screaming, I’ll murder you. 

Stop


