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THE WAY OF THE WORLD (MILLAMANT)

William Congreve

MILLAMANT: [I'll never marry, unless | am first made sure of my will and pleasure. I'll lie a-bed
in @ morning as long as | please. And d'ye hear, | won't be called names after I'm
married; positively | won't be called names—Ay, as "wife," "spouse," "my dear," "joy,"
"jewel," "love," "sweet-heart," and the rest of that nauseous cant, in which men and
their wives are so fulsomely familiar—I shall never bear that. Good Mirabell, don't
let us be familiar or fond, nor kiss before folks, like my Lady Fadler and Sir Francis;
nor go to Hyde Park together the first Sunday in a new chariot, to provoke eyes
and whispers, and then never be seen there together again, as if we were proud of
one another the first week, and ashamed of one another ever after. Let us never
visit together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very strange and well-bred.
Let us be as strange as if we had been married a great while, and as well-bred as if
we were not married at all. | must be at liberty to pay and receive visits to and from
whom | please; to write and receive letters, without interrogatories or wry faces
on your part; to wear what | please, and choose conversation with regard only to
my own taste; to have no obligation upon me to converse with wits that | don't like,
because they are your acquaintance, or to be intimate with fools, because they may
be your relations. Come to dinner when | please, dine in my dressing-room when
I'm out of humor, without giving a reason. To have my closet inviolate; to be sole
empress of my tea-table, which you must never presume to approach without first
asking leave. And lastly, wherever | am, you shall always knock at the door before
you come in. These articles subscribed, if | continue to endure you a little longer, |
may by degrees dwindle into a wife.



