
FITZPATRICK, SABINA, MR. ANTROBUS 

 
FITZPATRICK: Miss Somerset, we insist on your playing this scene. 
 
SABINA: I’m sorry, Mr. Fitzpatrick, but I can’t and I won’t. I’ve told the audience all they need 

know and now we can go on. 

FITZPATRICK: And why can’t you play it? 
 
SABINA: Because there are some lines in that scene that would hurt some people’s feelings and 

I don’t think the theatre is a place where people’s feelings ought to be hurt. 

FITZPATRICK: Miss Somerset, you can pack up your things and go home. I shall call the 
understudy and I shall report you to Equity. 
 
SABINA: I sent the understudy up to the corner for a cup of coffee and if Equity tries to penalize 

me I’ll drag the case right up to the Supreme Court. Now listen everybody, there’s no need to 

get excited. 

FITZPATRICK: Why can’t you play it… 
 
MR. ANTROBUS: What’s the matter with the scene? 
 
SABINA: Well, if you must know, I have a personal guest in the audience tonight. Her life hasn’t 

been exactly a happy one. I wouldn’t have my friend hear some of these lines for the whole 

world. I don’t suppose it occurred to the author that some other women might have gone 

through the experience of losing their husbands like this. Wild horses wouldn’t drag from me 

the details of my friend’s life, but – well, they’d been married twenty years, and before he got 

rich, why, she’d done the washing and everything. 

FITZPATRICK: Miss Somerset, your friend will forgive you. We must play this scene. 
 
SABINA: Nothing, nothing will make me say some of those lines – about “a man outgrows a wife 

every seven years” and – and that one about “the Mohommedans being the only people who 

looked the subject square in the face.” Nothing. 

FITZPATRICK: Miss Somerset! Go to your dressing room. I’ll read your lines myself! 
 


