
Beline and Bonnefoi 

BÉLINE My poor boy, are you alone?

ARGAN Yes, I am. Come in, my love.

BÉLINE This gentleman is my notary, Monsieur de Bonnefoi. You asked me to bring 
him to see you.

BONNEFOI Sir, your wife has fully explained to me your intentions, and what you mean to 
do for her. I have to disappoint you, Sir. Unfortunately, you can give nothing to your wife by 
will.

ARGAN Why?

BONNEFOI It is against custom. In France, and in almost all places governed by 
custom, it cannot be done; all your money will go to your children and your wife will be left 
as poor as a church mouse after your death. The only settlement that man and wife can make 
on each other is by mutual donation while they are alive, and even then there must be no 
children from either that marriage or from any previous marriages.

ARGAN It's a very impertinent custom that a husband can leave nothing to a wife 
whom he loves, by whom he is tenderly loved, and who takes so much care of him.

BÉLINE  My love, it doesn’t matter. Don’t worry yourself.

BONNEFOI  Monsieur Argan, I am very experienced in gently overriding the law, and 
rendering what is not allowed. I know how to smooth over the difficulties of an affair, and to 
find the means of eluding custom by some indirect advantage. You must trust me.

BÉLINE You must not trouble yourself about these petty matters. If I lose you, my little 
boy, I won’t stay in this world.

BONNEFOI Sir, you can discreetly choose a friend of your wife, to whom you will give 
all you own by your will, and that friend will give it all up to your wife after your demise. 
And… you can sign safe bonds in favour of a special creditor, who will swear to serve your 
wife after your… You can also put in your wife’s hands ready money while you are still 
alive.

ARGAN Sir, my wife was right, you are a very clever and honest man.

BÉLINE Oh, my darling, when I’m unfortunate enough to lose you, my life would be 
nothing to me. I will follow you to the grave, to show you all the tenderness I feel for you.

ARGAN You are breaking my heart, my love; comfort yourself, I beg you.

BÉLINE Oh, Sir, you don't know what it is to have a husband so… sweet and…



ARGAN It’s alright, my love. My only regret is that I have no child from you. My 
doctor, Monsieur Purgon, told me he would help me with it.

BÉLINE Don’t worry about that.

BONNEFOI That may come still.

ARGAN I must write a Deed of Gift for you, deary, according to what this gentleman 
advises; and I will give you the twenty thousand francs in gold which I have in a box hidden 
in my study.

BÉLINE No, no! I will have nothing to do with all that! How much do you say there is 
in the box?

ARGAN Twenty thousand francs, darling.

BÉLINE Don't speak to me of your money, I beseech you. All the wealth in the world, 
my soul, is nothing to me.

BONNEFOI (to Argan). Shall we draw up the Deed of Gift?

ARGAN Yes, Sir. Beline, help me to my study. I’ll show you where the money’s 
hidden.


