Silvia – act 1, scene 1
There is a very good reason for my holding out, dear Lisette. I see the men in this town. I hear all their bragging and boasting, their grand stories 

about their great accomplishments, their bravery and daring-do. All they're 

impressing me with is their cleverness. And I despise cleverness! They are 

all hiding something and that is the game we hapless women are drawn 

into. Have you heard about Francois? Oh yes, the salt of the earth;

head screwed on right, a real dependable sort. Good old Francois! What 

happens? Good old Francois gets married to Marie and all is well. What a 

catch that Francois was! Good for Marie! Happily ever after awaits them in

their cozy little love nest, n'est pas? Well, it seems after a couple of weeks

that salt of the earth Francois is a bit spicier than Marie was ready for. Give    

Francois one glass of brandy and he becomes the household terror. A man

who abuses his wife,  yells at her, treats her in simply unspeakable

ways and then leaves the house and miraculously becomes...

Good old Francois again, beaming his crooked smile to everyone in town.

They have no idea...The masks these fools wear!

Beasts! No one ever knew. That's what men are really like. I came across poor Marie one day, weeping openly in the street. Her fairy tale was now 

her nightmare. I looked at her and saw what I could possibly become. A 

prettier, wealthier version, but what do these things matter when you find

yourself trapped in this duplicitous game? Well, Lisette. What do you think

of marriage now?

