
SIBYL & DORIAN 
DORIAN:  I very much enjoyed your performance tonight.  

SIBYL:  Thank you, sir. And thank you for the flowers.  

DORIAN:  Of course. Your face must be touched by beauty, always.  

SIBYL:   You make me blush, sir. 

DORIAN:  I’ve seen you a few times now. 

SIBYL:  I know. I have seen you too. 

DORIAN:  Do you remember when you first saw me?  

SIBYL:  Yes, at Sunday’s Romeo and Juliet. You were in Box 12.  

DORIAN: You do remember. 

SIBYL:  Your face is hard to forget, sir.  

DORIAN:  (lifting her hand to kiss it) Your Juliet was impeccable. The garden scene had all the 
tremulous ecstasy that one hears just before dawn when nightingales are singing. 
(he kisses her hand)  

SIBYL:  Oh, my…  

DORIAN:  (to LORD HENRY, still exploring Sibyl’s hand and face) She was so shy and so 
gentle. Her eyes opened wide in exquisite wonder. She seemed quite unconscious of 
her power. I think we were both rather nervous.  

SIBYL:  Mr. Gray, that is one of the nicest things anyone has ever said to me.  

DORIAN: (to Sibyl) I adore watching you work, Miss Vane. You create such exquisite art. I have 
seen you wander through the forest of Arden, disguised as a pretty boy in hose and 
doublet and dainty cap. I have seen you mad, in the presence of a guilty king, and 
given him rue to wear and bitter herbs to taste of. And I have seen you innocent, and 
the black hands of jealousy crushed your reed-like throat. A lady in love. A coquette 
princess…  

SIBYL:  Then you must be my Prince Charming.  

DORIAN: If you’ll let me, so I will be forever blessed. 

SIBYL:  Sir, you’ve spoken so sweetly, how could I possibly resist you?  

DORIAN:  Do you believe in love at first sight?  

SIBYL:  I believe love wears many faces.  

DORIAN: What do you see in my face? 

SIBYL:  I see…. beauty. Pain. Loneliness, maybe, sweetness, curiosity, the possibility of 
love?  

 


