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The Libertine - Stephen Jeffreys
Elizabeth:

You have no understanding, do you? You have comprehended — just — that | am tired of being your mistress
and your solution s to conscript me into becoming your wife. It is not being a mistress | am fired of, John. |
amtired of you. I do not wish to be your wife. | do not wish to be anyone's wie. | wish to continue being the
creature | am. | am no Nell Gwyn, | will not give up the stage as soon as a King or a Lord has seen me on it
and, wishing me to be his and his alone, will then pay a fortune to keep me off it | am ot the sparrow you
picked up in the roadside, my love. London walks into this theatre to see me —not George’s play nor M.
Betterton. They want me and they want me over and over again. And when people desire you in such a
manner, then you can envisage  steady river of gold lapping at your doorstep, not five pound here or there
for piy or bed favours, not a noble's ransom for holding you hostage from the thing you love, but a lfetime of
money amassed through your own endeavours. Thatis riches. ‘Leave this gaudy, gilded stage'. You'e righ,
this stage s gilded. It is gilded with my future earnings. And | will not trade those for a dependency on you. |

will not swap my certain glory for your undependable love.
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