‘She Stoops to Conquer’, Act 3, by Oliver Goldsmith (1773)

Characters: Miss Hardcastle and Marlow
ENTER MARLOW

MARLOW: What a bawling in every part of the house; | have scarce a moment's repose.

wot a ba:lin 1n gvri pa:rt ov 0 haus ai haev ske:rs & mo:mints ri:po:z

If 1 go to the best room, there | find my host and his story. If | fly to the gallery,
1f ai go: to O¢ best ru:m de:r ai faind mai ho:st a&nd hiz sto:r1 1f ai flai to ¢ gaelerz

there we have my hostess with her curtsey down to the ground. | have at last got

de:r wi: haev mai ho:stes wid har kartesz daun to 0€ grond ai haev at la:st got

a moment to myself, and now for recollection. [walks and muses]

& mo:mint to maiself send nau for rekolekfan

MISS H. Did you call, Sir? Did your honour call?
dxd ju: ka:l sar dxd ju:r hona ko:l

MARLOW: [musing] As for Miss Hardcastle, she's too grave and sentimental for me.

2z for mis ha:rdka:sl [i:z tu: gre:v a@nd sentimentil for mi:

MISS H. Did your honour call? [she still places herself before him, he turning away]
dxd ju:r hona ka:l

MARLOW: No, child [musing] Besides from the glimpse | had of her, | think she squints.
no: tfaild besaidz from 0 glimps ai haed pv har ai 01k [i: skwints

MISS H. 1I'm sure, Sir, | heard the bell ring.
aim Ju:r sar ai i:rd O bel rin

MARLOW: No, no, [musing]. | have pleased my father, however, by coming down,

no: no: ai hav pli:zd mai fa:0ar hauevar bai knmin daun

and I'll tomorrow please myself by returning. [taking out his tablets and perusing]

&nd ail tomoro: pli:z maiself bai ri:tarnin

MISS H. Perhaps the other gentleman called, Sir.
paraeps OAa AOAr dzentimaen ka:ld sar
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MARLOW: |tell you, no.
ai tel ju: no:

MISS H. | should be glad to know, Sir. We have such a parcel of servants.

ai fud bi: glaed ta no: sar wi: av satf A pa:sl pbv sa:vnts

MARLOW: No, no | tell you. [Looks full in her face] Yes, child, | think I did call.
no: no: ai tel ju: jis tfaild ai O1nk ai did ko:l

Il wanted ... |wanted... |vow, child you are vastly handsome.

ai wonted ai wonted aivau tfaild ju: cer vaestlx haensam

MISS H. O la, sir, you'll make one ashamed.

o: | sar ju:l me:k An 2fe:md

MARLOW: Never saw a more sprightly malicious eye. Yes, yes, my dear, | did call.

NEVAr sJ: @ mo:r spraitlt meelifas ai j1s jis mai di:r ai dxd ko:l

Have you got any of your a what d'ye call it in the house?

hav ju: got enz pv ju:r A wot dji ka:l 1t 1n d€ haus

MISS H. No, Sir, we have been out of that these ten days.
no: sar wi: &v bin aut pv dzet di:z ten de:z

MARLOW: One may call in this house, | find, to very little purpose. Suppose | should call
An me: ka:l In 815 haus ai faind to verz Ixtl parpas sapo:z ai fud ka:l

for a taste,just by trial, of the nectar of your lips; perhaps | might be

for e te:st d3zast bai traizel nv d€ nektar ov ju:r lips parhaps ai mait bi:

disappointed in that too.
disaepainted 1n deet tu:

MISS H. Nectar! Nectar! That's a liquor there's no call for in these parts. French, | suppose.

nektar nektar dzets A likar de:rz no: ka:l far 1n 8i:z pa:ts frenf ai sapo:z

We keep no French wines here, Sir.

wi: ki:p no: frenf wainz i:r sar

MARLOW: Of true English growth, | assure you.
pv trju: Inglif gro:0 ai xfju:r ju:
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MISS H. Then it's odd | should not know it. We brew all sorts of wines in this house,

d0en 1ts nd ai fJud not no: 1t wi: bra: 2:l so:rts bv wainz 1In d1s aus
and | have lived here these eighteen years.
&nd ai av livd i:r di:z e:ti:n jicrz
MARLOW: Eighteen years! Why one would think, child, you kept the bar before you were born.

e:ti:n ji:rz wai an wod 01nk tfaild ju: kept 0€ beer befo:r ju: war ba:rn

How old are you?

hau o:ld zer ju:

MISS H. O! Sir, | must not tell my age. They say women and music would never

0: sAr ai mast not tel mai e:d3 de: se: wimen and mju:ztk wod neva
be dated.

bi: de:ted

MARLOW: To guess at this distance, you can't be much above forty [approaching]
to ges cet 01s distaens ju: keent bi: mat[ aebav fo:rtx

Yet nearer | don't think so much [approaching] By coming close to some women they

jet ni:rar ai do:nt B1nk so: mat| bai kamin klo:s tb snm wimen de:

look younger still, but when we come very close indeed [attempting to kiss her].

lok janar stil bat wen wi: kam verz klo:s indi:d

MISS H. Pray, sir, keep your distance. One would think you wanted to know one's age

pre: sar ki:p ju:r disteens An wod 01nk ju: wonted ta no: Anz e:d3

as they do horses, by mark of mouth.

2z 0e: du: 2:rsez bai ma:k nv mau®

MARLOW: | protest, child, you use me extremely ill. If you keep me at this distance,
ai pro:test tfaild ju: ju:z mi: ekstri:mlz 1l 1f ju: ki:p mi: st 01s distaens

how is it possible you and | can be ever acquainted.

haui1z1t posibl ju: eend ai kaen evar bi: akwe:nted

MISS H. And who wants to be acquainted with you? | want no such acquaintance,

&nd hu: wonts ta bi: kwe:ntad wid ju: ai wont no: satf &@kwe:ntans
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not I. I'm sure you did not treat Miss Hardcastle that was here a while ago in this

not ai aim Ju:r ju: did not tri:t mis a:dka:sl dat wos i:r A wail sego: 1n 01s

obstropalous manner. I'll warrant me, before her you looked dash'd, and kept bowing

pbstropzelas manar ail worant mi: ju: lokd daefd send kept bauin

to the ground, and talk'd, for all the world, as if you was a justice of the peace.

ta O grond eend ta:kd far 2:1 Oa warld ees 1f ju: woz s dzastis pv d¢€ pi:s

MARLOW: [aside] Egad! She has hit it, sure enough. [to her] In awe of her, child? Ha! Ha! Hal,
1gced [i: haez hit 1t Ju:r enaf. In 2: ov har tfaild ha: ha: ha:

A mere, awkward, squinting thing, no, no. | find you don't know me. | laugh'd and;

& mi:r a:kaerd skwintin 01n no: no: ai faind ju: do:nt no: mi: ai la:fd aend

rallied her a little but | was unwilling to be too severe. No, | could not be too severe,

raeli:d har a I1t] bat ai woz Anwilin to bi: tu: sevi:r no: ai kud not bi: tu: sevi:r

curse me!

kars mi:

MISS H. O! Then, Sir, you are a favourite, | find, among the ladies?

0: den sar ju: zer A fe:varzt ai faind eeman 0Oa le:d1z

MARLOW: Yes, my dear, a great favourite. And yet, hang me, | don't see what they find
jIs mai di:r e gre:t fe:varit &nd jet haen mi: ai do:nt si: wot de: faind

in me to follow. At the Ladies Club in town, I'm called their agreeable Rattle. Rattle, child,

In mi: to folo: aet d¢ le:d1z klab 1n to:n aim ka:ld de:r aegri:aebl reetl raet| tfaild

is not my real name, but one I'm known by. My name is Solomons.

1z not mai ri:el ne:m bat An aim no:n bai mai ne:m 1z snlompnz

Mr Solomons, my dear, at your service. [offering to salute her]

mistar snlomonz mai di:r et ju:r sarvis

MISS H. Hold, Sir; you were introducing me to your club, not to yourself. And you're

ho:ld sar ju: war Introdu:sin mi: ta ju:r klab not ta ju:rself aend ju:r
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so great a favourite there you say?

so: gre:t A fe:varrt de:r ju: se:

MARLOW: Yes, my dear. There's Mrs. Mantrap, Lady Betty Blackleg, the Countess
jIs mai di:r de:rz misiz maentraep le:d1 betr blaekleg d¢ kauntes

of Sligo, Mrs Langhorns, old Miss Biddy ,Buckskin, and your humble servant,

pv slaigo: misiz laenha:rnz o:ld mis bxdr bakskin send ju:r hambl sarvaent

keep up the spirit of the place.
ki:p Ap O€ sprrit pv O¢€ ple:s

MISS H. Then it's a very merry place, | suppose.
O0en 1ts A vert mer1 ple:s ai sapo:z

MARLOW: Yes, as merry as cards, suppers, wine, and old women can make us.

jIs @z mer1 &z ka:rdz saparz and o:ld wimen kaen me:k as

MISS H. And their agreeable Rattle, ha! Ha! Ha!
and de:r aegri:aebl raet| ha: ha: ha:

MARLOW: [aside] Egad | don't like this chit. She looks knowing methinks. You laugh, child!
1gaed ai do:nt laik d1s tfit [i: loks no:1n mi:01nks ju: la:f tfaild

MISS H. | can't but laugh to think what time they all have for minding their work
ai kaent bat la:f ta B1nk wot taim de: 2:l 2ev for maindin de:r wark

or their family.

pr 0e:r feemilx

MARLOW: [aside] All's well, she don't laugh at me. [To her] Do you ever work, child?
a:lz wel [i: do:nt la:f et mi: du: ju: evar wark tfaild

MISS H. Ay, sure. There's not a screen or a quilt in the whole house but what can bear

a:1 Ju:r 0e:rz not A skri:n or A kwilt 1n 8i 2:1 aus bat wot keen be:r:

witness to me

WIthAS tA mi
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MARLOW: Odso! Then you must show me your embroidery. | embroider and draw patterns

pdso: den ju: mast Jo: mi: ju:r embraidar ai embraidar aend dra: paetarnz

myself a little. If you want a judge of your work you must apply to me [seizing her hand]

maiself a I1tl 1f ju: wont ae dsad3z pv ju:r wark ju: mast seplai to mi:

MISS H. Ay, but the colours don't look well by candlelight. You shall see all in the morning.
a:1 bat da kalarz do:nt luk wel bai ksendllait ju: fael si: 2:1 zn A ma:rnin

MARLOW: And why not now my angel? Such beauty fires beyond the power
and wai not nau mai e:ndz| satf bju:tz fairz bejond de paunr

of resistance .... Pshaw! The father here! My old luck: | never nicked seven that

pv ri:zistens [d: d¢€ fa:0ar hi:r mai o:ld Iak ai nevar nikd sevn daet

I did not throw ames ace three times following!

ai dxd not Bro: a:mz e:s Ori: taimz folo:1n
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