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STREPHON AND PHYLLIS 
 
 

 STREPH.  I suppose one ought to enjoy oneself in Parliament, when one leads both 
Parties, as I do!  But I’m miserable, poor, broken-hearted fool that I am!  Oh Phyllis, Phyllis!  

(Enter PHYLLIS.) 
 PHYL.  Yes. 
 STREPH. (surprised).  Phyllis!  But I suppose I should say “My Lady.”  I have not 
yet been informed which title your ladyship has pleased to select? 
 PHYL.  I – I haven’t quite decided.  You see, I have no mother to advise me! 
 STREPH.  No.  I have. 
 PHYL.  Yes; a young mother. 
 STREPH.  Not very – a couple of centuries or so. 
 PHYL.  Oh!  She wears well. 
 STREPH.  She does.  She’s a fairy. 
 PHYL.  I beg your pardon – a what? 
 STREPH.  Oh, I’ve no longer any reason to conceal the fact – she’s a fairy. 
 PHYL.  A fairy!  Well, but – that would account for a good many things!  Then – I 
suppose you’re a fairy? 
 STREPH.  I’m half a fairy. 
 PHYL.  Which half?  
 STREPH.  The upper half – down to the waistcoat. 
 PHYL.  Dear me!  (Prodding him with her fingers.)  There is nothing to show it! 
 STREPH.  Don’t do that. 
 PHYL.  But why didn’t you tell me this before? 
 STREPH.  I thought you would take a dislike to me.  But as it’s all off, you may as 
well know the truth – I’m only half a mortal! 
 PHYL. (crying).  But I’d rather have half a mortal I do love, than half a dozen I 
don’t! 
 STREPH.  Oh, I think not – go to your half-dozen. 
 PHYL. (crying).  It’s only two! and I hate ’em!  Please forgive me! 
 STREPH.  I don’t think I ought to.  Besides, all sorts of difficulties will arise.  You 
know, my grandmother looks quite as young as my mother.  So do all my aunts. 
 PHYL.  I quite understand.  Whenever I see you kissing a very young lady, I shall 
know it’s an elderly relative. 
 STREPH.  You will?  Then, Phyllis, I think we shall be very happy!  (Embracing 
her.) 
 PHYL.  We won’t wait long. 
 STREPH.  No.  We might change our minds.  We’ll get married first. 
 PHYL.  And change our minds afterwards?  
 STREPH.  That’s the usual course. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



W.A.O.S  Iolanthe Audition  Nov. 2018  v.1.3 

QUEEN AND FAIRIES (WILLIS) 
 
 
 QUEEN.  Oh, shame – shame upon you!  Is this your fidelity to the laws you are 
bound to obey?  Know ye not that it is death to marry a mortal? 
 LEILA.  Yes, but it’s not death to wish to marry a mortal! 
 FLETA.  If it were, you’d have to execute us all! 
 QUEEN.  Oh, this is weakness!  Subdue it! 
 CELIA.  We know it’s weakness, but the weakness is so strong! 
 LEILA.  We are not all as tough as you are! 
 QUEEN.  Tough!  Do you suppose that I am insensible to the effect of manly beauty?  
Look at that man! (Referring to Bouncer.) A perfect picture! (To Bouncer.) Who are you, sir? 
 WILLIS (coming to “attention”).  I’m Wills, Arcadian security enforcer…(They all 
look) …the bouncer. 
 QUEEN.  You’re a very fine fellow, sir. 
 WILLIS.  I am generally admired. 
 QUEEN.  I can quite understand it.  (To Fairies.)  Now here is a man whose physical 
attributes are simply godlike.  That man has a most extraordinary effect upon me.  If I yielded 
to a natural impulse, I should fall down and worship that man.  But I mortify this inclination; 
I wrestle with it, and it lies beneath my feet!  That is how I treat my regard for that man! 
 

 
IOLANTHE (AND QUEEN AND FAIRIES) 

 
 

 QUEEN.  And now, tell me, with all the world to choose from, why on earth did you 
decide to live at the bottom of that stream? 
 IOL.  To be near my son, Strephon. 
 QUEEN.  Bless my heart, I didn’t know you had a son. 
 IOL.  He was born soon after I left my husband by your royal command – but he does 
not even know of his father’s existence. 
 FLETA.  How old is he? 
 IOL.  Twenty-four. 
 LEILA.  Twenty-four!  No one, to look at you, would think you had a son of 
twenty-four!  But that’s one of the advantages of being immortal.  We never grow old!  Is he 
pretty? 
 IOL.  He’s extremely pretty, but he’s inclined to be stout. 
 ALL (disappointed).  Oh! 
 QUEEN.  I see no objection to stoutness, in moderation. 
 CELIA.  And what is he? 
 IOL.  He’s an barman at the Arcadia club. – and he loves Phyllis, a waitress. 
 CELIA.  A mere barman! And he half a fairy! 
 IOL.  He’s a fairy down to the waist – but his legs are mortal. 
 ALL.  Dear me! 
 QUEEN.  I have no reason to suppose that I am more curious than other people, but I 
confess I should like to see a person who is a fairy down to the waist, but whose legs are 
mortal.  
 IOL.  Nothing easier, for here he comes! 
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LORD CHANCELLOR 
 
 
LORD CH.  Victory!  Victory!  Success has crowned my efforts, and I may consider myself 
engaged to Phyllis!  At first I wouldn’t hear of it – it was out of the question.  But I took 
heart.  I pointed out to myself that I was no stranger to myself; that, in point of fact, I had 
been personally acquainted with myself for some years.  This had its effect.  I admitted that I 
had watched my professional advancement with considerable interest, and I handsomely 
added that I yielded to no one in admiration for my private and professional virtues.  This 
was a great point gained.  I then endeavoured to work upon my feelings.  Conceive my joy 
when I distinctly perceived a tear glistening in my own eye!  Eventually, after a severe 
struggle with myself, I reluctantly – most reluctantly – consented. 
 

 
LORD MOUNTARARAT AND LORD TOLLOLLER 

 
 

 LORD MOUNT.  Tolloller, are you prepared to make this sacrifice? 
 LORD TOLL.  No! 
 LORD MOUNT.  Not even to oblige a lady? 
 LORD TOLL.  No! Not even to oblige a lady. 
 LORD MOUNT.  Then, the only question is, which of us shall give way to the other?  
Perhaps, on the whole, she would be happier with me.  I don’t know.  I may be wrong. 
 LORD TOLL.  No.  I don’t know that you are.  I really believe she would.  But the 
awkward part of the thing is that if you rob me of the girl of my heart, we must fight, and one 
of us must die.  It’s a family tradition that I have sworn to respect.  It’s a painful position, for 
I have a very strong regard for you, George. 
 LORD MOUNT. (much affected).  My dear Thomas! 
 LORD TOLL.  You are very dear to me, George.  We were boys together – at least I 
was.  If I were to survive you, my existence would be hopelessly embittered. 
 LORD MOUNT.  Then, my dear Thomas, you must not do it.  I say it again and 
again – if it will have this effect upon you, you must not do it.  No, no.  If one of us is to 
destroy the other, let it be me! 
 LORD TOLL.  No, no! 
 LORD MOUNT.  Ah, yes! – by our boyish friendship I implore you! 
 LORD TOLL. (much moved).  Well, well, be it so.  But, no – no! – I cannot consent 
to an act which would crush you with unavailing remorse. 
 LORD MOUNT.  But it would not do so.  I should be very sad at first – oh, who 
would not be? – but it would wear off.  I like you very much – but not, perhaps, as much as 
you like me. 
 LORD TOLL.  George, you’re a noble fellow, but that tell-tale tear betrays you.  No, 
George; you are very fond of me, and I cannot consent to give you a week’s uneasiness on 
my account. 
 LORD MOUNT.  But, dear Thomas, it would not last a week!  Remember, you lead 
the House of Lords!  On your demise I shall take your place!  Oh, Thomas, it would not last a 
day! 
 PHYL. (coming down).  Now, I do hope you’re not going to fight about me, because 
it’s really not worth while. 
 LORD TOLL. (looking at her).  Well, I don’t believe it is! 
 LORD MOUNT.  Nor I.  The sacred ties of Friendship are paramount. 


