NURSE (stands up, bursting out). Ah, that's very nice
now, isn't it? Such goings-on! You, the daughter

of a king, running out to meet lovers. And we

work our fingers to the bone for you, we slave to
bring you up like young ladies! (She sits on chair,
right of table.) You're all alike, all of you. Even
you-who never used to stop to primp in front of

a looking glass, or smear your mouth with rouge,
or dindle and dandle to make the boys ogle you,
and you ogle back. How many times I'd say to
myself, "Now that one, now:

| wish she was a little more of a coquette-always
wearing the same dress, her hair tumbling round
her face. One thing's sure," I'd say to myself,

"none of the boys will look at her while Ismene's
about, all curled and cute and tidy and trim. I'll
have this one on my hands for the rest of my

life." And now, you see? Just like your

ister, after all. On.ly worse: a hypocrite. Who is the
lad? Some little scamp, eh? Somebody you can't
bring home and show to your family, and say,
"Well, this is him, and | mean to marry him and no
other." That's how it is, is it? Answer me!

Yes, says she! God save us! | took her when

she wasn't that high. | promised her poor mother I'd
make a lady of her. And look at her! But don't you
go thinking this is the end of this, my young 'un. I'm

only your nurse and you can play deaf and dumb



with me; | don't count. But your Uncle Creon will

hear of this! That, | promlse you.



