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Introduction
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Lovers’ Quarrels (Le Dépit amoureux) was Molière’s second verse comedy and had its premiere in 1656, at Béziers in Languedoc, with the author playing the role of the irascible Albert. Two years later, when Molière’s players returned to Paris and were installed in the Petit-Bourbon, they initially displeased the public by attempting a number of Corneille’s tragedies, but salvaged that first season with two Molière farces. The Bungler (L’Étourdi) was successfully offered in November 1658, and Lovers’ Quarrels, which followed in December, did quite as well. Together, the two plays brought in some money and created a following. Le Boulanger de Chalussay, in a dramatic satire against Molière (1670), was forced to concede that the latter play had drawn “ahs” from its audience:On all sides there were cheers, and everyone 
Cried, “That’s how plays should be conceived and done!”





George Saintsbury wrote of Lovers’ Quarrels that “nothing so good had yet been seen on the French stage, as the quarrels and reconciliations of the quartet of master, mistress, valet and soubrette.” The scenes in question, involving Éraste, Lucile, Gros-René and Marinette, are in Molière’s liveliest vein, and their tone and theme might put us in mind of Michael Drayton’s famous sonnet “Since there’s no help, come let us kiss and part,” while for Molière’s contemporaries they might have recalled a charming dialogic ode of Horace’s (III, 9) in which two lovers reunite. The quarrel-and-reconciliation scenes have long been excerpted and combined, in France, to constitute a pleasing short version of the play. In the original text, however, they are ably interwoven with plot borrowings from such Italian sources as Nicolo Secchi’s L’Interesse, to make a comedy of error, misunderstanding and intrigue.

Though the persons of the play are well provided with qualities (Éraste is jealous, Valère is rash, Mascarille is cowardly), it is plot, rather than character, in which the play’s complexities lie. These are traceable, as we gradually discover, to something that happened some twenty years in the past. At that time a rich kinsman promised an inheritance to Albert and his family, provided that the child Albert’s wife was carrying proved to be male; if that condition was not met, the money would go to Polidore, the father of Valère. When Albert’s wife bore a girl child, Albert secretly and dishonestly exchanged it for the illegitimate male child of Ignès the flower girl. To his newly acquired son, Albert gave the name of Ascagne, and Ignès meanwhile placed her new daughter in the care of Frosine’s mother, a wet nurse. Not long afterward, when Albert was out of town on business, the boy Ascagne died; the wife, fearing a violent reaction from Albert, then secretly retrieved her daughter from the wet nurse, transferred to her the name of Ascagne, and dressed her as a boy.

A score of years later, we find Ascagne still in male attire, and passing now for a young man; however, as she tells her confidante Frosine in Act Two, Scene 1, Cupid has penetrated her disguise and filled her woman’s heart with love for Valère, who  has vainly been courting her sister, Lucile. Pretending to be Lucile, Ascagne has had a succession of rendezvous with Valère, meeting him in a black veil and in the dark of night. On a fifth or sixth such occasion, she has deceived him into a secret marriage, in the darkling presence of a notary, a tailor and Valère’s valet, Mascarille.

What now develops, in the play’s present time, is an imbroglio or general mixup, deriving from past deceptions. The characters are entangled in a web of misapprehensions, and it is these that generate the atmosphere of the play and drive its action. Ascagne believes that her hoaxing marriage to Valère has made her his wife. Valère understandably believes that the same rite has wedded him secretly to Lucile. Éraste, who has won the favor of Lucile, is troubled by the complacent air of his defeated rival, and presses his jealous inquiries until Mascarille—honestly, but mistakenly—gives him seeming grounds for a breach which is not repaired until the fourth act. The falling-out and reconciliation of Éraste and Lucile is mirrored in the behavior of their servants, Gros-René and Marinette. Meanwhile, Valère mortally offends Lucile and her father by claiming to have married her, and might well incur a bloodier duel than the jesting one which awaits him in the final act. Nor are these all of the mistakings and confusions that animate the skits and comic turns of the play: Albert, quite incredibly, believes after twenty years of family life that his child Ascagne is male. That is made plain at the beginning of his scene with the tutor Métaphraste, which (like the later scene with Polidore) is a frenzy of mutual incomprehension.

Throughout Lovers’ Quarrels, the caroming encounters of the characters lead to further complication, rather than understanding and resolution, and Frosine, who from the first has some of the answers, shares her knowledge with Ascagne alone. Her breakneck expository speech in Act Five, Scene 4 informs Ascagne that the work of disentanglement has been accomplished offstage by her and by Ignès, and such matters as Albert’s long  defrauding of Polidore are dismissed as settled. The play then proceeds to give us not leisurely explanations and rapprochements but yet another hoax, in which Valère must be fooled and then enlightened as to the sex of his dueling opponent.

It would be churlish to ask of a madcap play like Lovers’ Quarrels that its every event seem probable, but more than one critic has questioned the suddenness with which Valère, on finding that Ascagne is a woman, is seized with wonder, love and pleasure. Sir John Vanbrugh’s The Mistake (1706), a spirited prose adaptation of Le Dépit amoureux which re-situates the play in Spain, seeks to improve the final scene by a stage direction in which Camillo (i.e., Ascagne) “kneels, and lets her periwig fall off. ” This revelation of her sex and comeliness fills Lorenzo (i.e., Valère) with amazement; it also causes Lopez (Mascarille) to exclaim that she is indeed a “pretty one,” and Isabel (Frosine) to make such mention of her “virtue, beauty, wit and love” that Lorenzo might seem to love her by acclamation. But perhaps it suffices that Molière’s Valère has been portrayed throughout as impulsive, fiery and bold. In any case, I and whatever audiences may see this translation played will agree with Vanbrugh that Ascagne’s feminine beauty must be revealed. I don’t know whether, after Albert’s, “Let her go and change,” there may be time for her to change costume and return to the scene; but I am certain that, for the curtain call, she must be in woman’s dress and irresistible.

 

—RW 
Cummington, Massachusetts, 2005






CHARACTERS

ÉRASTE (ay-RAHST), in love with Lucile 
ALBERT (ahl-BEAR), father of Lucile and Ascagne 
GROS-RENÉ (grow-reNAY), Éraste’s valet 
VALÈRE (vah-LARE), son of Polidore 
LUCILE (loo-SEAL), daughter of Albert 
MARINETTE (mah-ree-NET), Lucile’s maid 
POLIDORE (po-lee-DORE), father of Valère 
FROSINE (fro-SEEN), confidante to Ascagne 
MASCARILLE (mah-ska-REE), Valère’s valet 
MÉTAPHRASTE (may-ta-FRAST), a pedant 
LA RAPIÈRE (lah-rah-PIERRE), a bravo 
ASCAGNE (ah-SKAHN-ya), Albert’s daughter, disguised as a man

 

 

SETTING

 

A city street.





Act One
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Scene 1 

Éraste, Gros-René.

 

ÉRASTE

Well, if you want to know, I feel oppressed 
By nagging doubts which give my mind no rest. 
I fear my amorous hopes have been betrayed, 
Whatever you say. At times I’m even afraid 
That my rival’s purse has bought your loyalty, 
Or that my love deceives both you and me.

 

GROS-RENÉ

With all respect, sir, for your troubled heart, 
Your fear that I might play a traitor’s part 
Is wounding to my pride and honesty, 
And shows no grasp of physiognomy. 
Men of my round proportions, sir, are not  
Regarded as the type to scheme and plot—
Which good opinion I shall not gainsay: 
I’m a solid citizen in every way.
 That I have been deceived could well be so; 
It’s possible; I don’t believe it, though. 
Try as I will, I cannot figure out 
What grounds you have for being racked by doubt. 
Lucile is clearly fond of you, I’d say, 
And welcomes you at any hour of day, 
Whereas Valère, the source of your anxiety, 
Is now but rarely seen in her society.

 

ÉRASTE

Such logic doesn’t comfort me; good Lord, 
He who’s most seen may not be most adored, 
And a woman’s sugared words may serve to cover 
Her warmer feelings for another lover. 
Valère, moreover, shows too little pain 
To be a recently discarded swain; 
Hearing the lady speaking fondly to me, 
He’s blithe, and cool, and anything but gloomy—
Which spoils my sense of triumph, mars my bliss, 
Stirs up those doubts you urge me to dismiss, 
Makes me mistrust my happiness, and feel 
Unsure of the sincerity of Lucile. 
How it would simplify my life if he, 
My rival, were consumed with jealousy! 
If he would show a normal gloom and grief, 
T’would ease my mind and give my thoughts relief. 
Don’t you, too, think it strange that he can be 
So blithe about a rival’s victory? 
Do you not see, then, why I brood upon 
The matter, and try to guess what’s going on?

 

GROS-RENÉ

Perhaps he found a new love when the old 
Rejected him, and so feels quite consoled.

 

ÉRASTE

A man who’s been rejected would not pay 
Blithe visits to the lady every day. 
No, after a rebuff so grave and sore, 
He could not wait upon her anymore. 
One can’t be cool when in the presence of 
The heartless person whom one used to love: 
Either one feels a sullen anger, or 
One’s jilted passion flares up as before. 
However well an old flame’s been suppressed, 
There’s still some jealousy in the lover’s breast, 
So that he can’t look on without chagrin 
While a rival claims the prize he couldn’t win.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Such theorizing, sir, is not for me: 
I put my trust in what my eyes can see, 
And I’m not so fond of misery that I 
Will fret and mope without good reasons why. 
Why deal in dire conjectures, and rehearse 
Dark arguments that make my mood the worse? 
Why yield to baseless doubt and mere suspicion? 
Don’t look for trouble, say I. That’s my position. 
Grief, in my judgment, is a sorry state; 
Without good cause, I want none on my plate, 
And even when good causes can be had, 
It goes against my nature to be sad. 
In love, sir, our two destinies intertwine: 
Your amorous fortune will determine mine, 
For if the lady broke her faith to you,  
Her lady’s maid would send me packing, too. 
I do my best, though, not to think about it. 
If she says, “I love you,” I refuse to doubt it, 
Nor shall I judge the happiness of my lot 
By whether Mascarille is glum or not. 
So long as Marinette will be so kind 
As to kiss and hug me when I’m so inclined, 
My rival’s free to laugh his head off, while 
I match him laugh for laugh in the same style, 
And we shall see whose laugh sounds more sincere.

 

ÉRASTE

Well, that’s your nature.

 

GROS-RENÉ

But look, she’s drawing near.




Scene 2 

Éraste, Marinette, Gros-René.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Psst! Marinette!

 

MARINETTE

Ooh! What are you doing there?

 

GROS-RENÉ

We were discussing you, my lady fair.

 

MARINETTE

(To Éraste:) 
So you’re here, too, sir! You’ve made me run about 
Like a headless chicken, and I’m tuckered out.

 

ÉRASTE

Oh? Why?

 

MARINETTE

I’ve covered miles and miles of ground, 
And I guarantee you . . .

 

ÉRASTE

What?

 

MARINETTE

That you can’t be found 
At home, or church, or plaza, or café.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Well, that’s a safe conclusion.

 

ÉRASTE

But tell me, pray, 
Who sent you looking for me?

 

MARINETTE

Someone who 
Is far from being ill-disposed toward you; 
In short, my mistress.

 

ÉRASTE

Marinette, my dear, 
If you’re her heart’s true oracle and seer, 
Keep no dark secrets from me, I implore you. 
Tell me—it won’t affect my feelings for you—
Could your lovely mistress so deceive my zeal 
As to pretend a love she doesn’t feel?

 

MARINETTE

Lord! How can you dream up such silly stuff? 
Hasn’t she made her sentiments clear enough? 
What more assurance could your heart require? 
What do you want?

 

GROS-RENÉ

He’d have his heart’s desire 
If Valère would hang himself from the nearest tree.

 

MARINETTE

Why so?

 

GROS-RENÉ

He’s jealous to the nth degree.

 

MARINETTE

What, of Valère? That notion is insane, 
And must have issued from a feverish brain. 
(To Éraste:) 
I’ve always thought you sensible, and till now 
I’ve sensed an intellect behind that brow, 
But it appears that I was much misled. 
(To Gros-René:) 
Do you, too, have a fever in your head?

 

GROS-RENÉ

Me, jealous? God forbid that such a state 
Of foolish grief should cause me to lose weight! 
I trust in your fidelity, and my 
Opinion of myself, love, is so high, 
I’m sure I have no equal on this earth. 
Where could you find a man of greater worth?

 

MARINETTE

Well said: A lover ought to talk that way—
None of these doubts that jealous men display! 
All that one gains by them’s a loss of face 
That lets your rival pass you in the race. 
Envy will often open a mistress’ eyes 
To the merits of the man with whom one vies, 
And I know one such man, whose happy fate 
Owes everything to a rival’s jealous hate. 
In matters of the heart, no man of sense 
Ever displays a lack of confidence. 
Don’t make yourself unhappy, sir, for naught. 
Those are some truths I felt you should be taught.

 

ÉRASTE

Enough, now. Tell me what you’ve come to tell.

 

MARINETTE

Sir, you deserve to suffer for a spell, 
And I should punish you by some delay 
In giving you the news I’ve brought today. 
But come, take this, and banish doubt and fear. 
Read it aloud: There’s none but us to hear.

 

ÉRASTE

(Reading:) 
“You told me that there was no task 
Your love would not perform at my command. 
Pray, prove your love this very day, and ask 
My father for his daughter’s hand. 
Tell him my heart is ready to 
Be yours, as I now give you leave to say. 
If then he orders me to marry you,  
I promise you that I’ll obey.” 
Oh, joy! You are a heavenly messenger, 
For bringing me these loving words from her.

 

GROS-RENÉ

I told you all was well, but you wouldn’t be shaken. 
It isn’t often, sir, that I’m mistaken.

 

ÉRASTE

(Reading again:) 
“Tell him my heart is ready to 
Be yours, as I now give you leave to say. 
If he orders me to marry you, 
I promise you that I’ll obey.”

 

MARINETTE

If I told her of your dark suspicions, she 
Would disavow those words, believe you me.

 

ÉRASTE

Oh, pray don’t tell her of my passing mood 
Of foolish worry and incertitude: 
Or if you tell her, kindly add that I’m 
Prepared to die to expiate that crime—
That if I have offended her, I desire 
To sacrifice my life to her just ire.

 

MARINETTE

Well, let’s not talk of dying; it’s early yet.

 

ÉRASTE

In any case, I’m greatly in your debt, 
And I assure you that I’ll soon repay 
My pretty messenger in some handsome way.

 

MARINETTE

Ah, that reminds me. There was another scene 
Where I looked for you just now.

 

ÉRASTE

Eh?

 

MARINETTE

The place I mean 
Is near the market.

 

ÉRASTE

Oh?

 

MARINETTE

The shop, you know, 
Where you so kindly promised, a month ago, 
To buy a ring for me.

 

ÉRASTE

Ah, yes! Quite true.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Sly wench!

 

ÉRASTE

I’ve been too slow in giving you 
The little gift I promised to confer. 
But...

 

MARINETTE

Heavens! I didn’t mean to press you, sir.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Oh, no!

 

ÉRASTE

(Giving her his own ring:)

If this ring pleases you, why not 
Take it in place of the one that I forgot?

 

MARINETTE

Oh, sir, I’d be ashamed to take your ring.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Go on and take it, you poor shamefaced thing. 
Only a fool declines a gift, say I.

 

MARINETTE

I’ll wear it to recall your kindness by.

 

ÉRASTE

When may I see my angel, my future bride?

 

MARINETTE

First, you must get her father on your side.

 

ÉRASTE

But what if he rejects me?

 

MARINETTE

Then we’ll do 
Whatever it takes to gain her hand for you. 
She must be yours, and to achieve that aim 
You’ll do your utmost, and we’ll do the same.

 

ÉRASTE

Farewell: By sundown, then, we’ll know our fate.  
(Éraste rereads the letter, sotto voce.)

 

MARINETTE

(To Gros-René:) 
Well, what about our love? What say you, mate? 
You haven’t yet proposed.

 

GROS-RENÉ

For folks like us, 
Marriage can be arranged without a fuss. 
I want you; will you marry me?

 

MARINETTE

With pleasure.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Let’s shake.

 

MARINETTE

Farewell then, Gros-René, my treasure.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Farewell, my star.

 

MARINETTE

Farewell, my cupid’s dart.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Farewell, sweet comet, rainbow of my heart. 
(Exit Marinette.) 
Thank Heaven! We both have reason for good cheer. 
Albert will not refuse you, never fear.

 

ÉRASTE

Here comes Valère, now.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Knowing what we know, 
I pity the poor wretch.




Scene 3 

Valère, Éraste, Gros-René.

 

ÉRASTE

Well, Valère! Hello!

 

VALÈRE

Well, well, Éraste!

 

ÉRASTE

How goes your love life, eh?

 

VALÈRE

How’s your tender passion?

 

ÉRASTE

Stronger every day.

 

VALÈRE

Mine too grows stronger.

 

ÉRASTE

For Lucile?

 

VALÈRE

Why, yes.

 

ÉRASTE

Well you’re a paragon of doggedness, 
I’m forced to say.

 

VALÈRE

Your stubborn constancy 
Should be a model to posterity.

 

ÉRASTE

I’m not, myself, the sort of lover who 
Will settle for a friendly smile or two, 
And my devotion isn’t strong enough 
To overlook rejection and rebuff: 
In short, I like to see my love requited.

 

VALÈRE

Why, so do I. In that we stand united. 
However fair she is, I cannot burn 
For one who doesn’t love me in return.

 

ÉRASTE

And yet Lucile—

 

VALÈRE

Lucile, whom I adore, 
Has given me all my heart could wish, and more.

 

ÉRASTE

You don’t ask much, in other words.

 

VALÈRE

Oh, yes, 
Far more than you suppose.

 

ÉRASTE

I, nonetheless, 
Have grounds for feeling that I’ve won her heart.

 

VALÈRE

In which, dear fellow, I play the leading part.

 

ÉRASTE

Come, don’t deceive yourself.

 

VALÈRE

Come, come. You’ll find 
That credulous desire has made you blind.

 

ÉRASTE

If I dared show you proof of her complete 
Devotion . . . But no, your heart would cease to beat.

 

VALÈRE

If I dared disclose a certain fact . . . But no, 
I mustn’t tell; you couldn’t bear the blow.

 

ÉRASTE

Really, you go too far in mocking me. 
I’m forced to puncture your complacency. 
Read this,

 

VALÈRE

(Having read the letter:)

How sweet.

 

ÉRASTE

You recognize the hand?

 

VALÈRE

Yes, it’s Lucile’s.

 

ÉRASTE

Well! Now you understand—

 

VALÈRE

(Laughing as he leaves.) 
Farewell, Éraste.

 

GROS-RENÉ

He’s mad, beyond a doubt. 
What can the fellow see to laugh about?

 

ÉRASTE

I’m stunned by his behavior; baffled by it. 
Some devilish mystery must underlie it.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Here comes his servant.

 

ÉRASTE

Let’s trick him, and discover 
Some clue to his master’s conduct as a lover.




Scene 4 

Éraste, Mascarille, Gros-René.

 

MASCARILLE

(Aside:) 
Yes, to serve a young man who is daft with love 
Is a thankless job that one gets weary of.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Hello.

 

MASCARILLE

Hello.

 

GROS-RENÉ

What’s Mascarille doing today? 
Is he coming back? Is he going? Or will he stay?

 

MASCARILLE

I can’t come back, for I’ve not yet been there. Nor 
Am I going, for I’ve stopped to talk. What’s more, 
I cannot stay, because this instant I 
Must take my leave of you.

 

ÉRASTE

A neat reply. 
Wait, Mascarille.

 

MASCARILLE

Ah. Yes, sir. At your service.

 

ÉRASTE

My, how you scampered off! Do I make you nervous?

 

MASCARILLE

I need not fear a gentleman so kind.

 

ÉRASTE

Shake, then. Let’s put old jealousies out of mind. 
We’re friends, now. I concede the lady to 
Your master, and wish all joy to him and you.

 

MASCARILLE

You mean it?

 

ÉRASTE

I’ve a brand-new passion. Ask Gros-René.

 

GROS-RENÉ

That’s so. Marinette is yours now, needless to say.

 

MASCARILLE

Never mind that. Our little rivalry 
Is not the battle of the century. 
But you, sir, have you truly ceased to court 
The lady, or did you merely speak in sport?

 

ÉRASTE

When I saw success would crown your master’s suit, 
I felt it would be foolish to dispute 
The prize of her affections anymore.

 

MASCARILLE

I’m much relieved by what you say. Though for 
A time we rather feared that you might win, 
It’s very wise that you should now give in. 
Yes, you do well to leave a lady whose 
Fond treatment of yourself was but a ruse: 
A thousand times, sir, knowing what I knew, 
I grieved to see false hopes aroused in you. 
So to deceive a good man is a shame. 
But how on earth did you see through their game? 
When they exchanged their vows, no one was by 
Save darkest night, two witnesses, and I, 
And, until now, their nuptials seemed to be 
Enshrouded in a perfect secrecy. 

 

ÉRASTE

What are you saying?

 

MASCARILLE

That I am much surprised, 
And cannot guess by whom you were advised 
That, under false pretenses which misled 
Both you and everyone, they chose to wed 
In secret, so intense their passions were.

 

ÉRASTE

You lie!

 

MASCARILLE

Quite so. Whatever you prefer.

 

ÉRASTE

You’re a scoundrel.

 

MASCARILLE

So I am.

 

ÉRASTE

What you deserve 
Is a hundred lashes for this bit of nerve.

 

MASCARILLE

Do what you will.

 

ÉRASTE

Ah, Gros-René

 

GROS-RENÉ

I’m here.

 

ÉRASTE

The lie he told me may be true, I fear. 
(To Mascarille:) 
Don’t try to run.

 

MASCARILLE

No.

 

ÉRASTE

Lucile is married, you say—

 

MASCARILLE

No, I was joking, sir.

 

ÉRASTE

You were joking, eh?

 

MASCARILLE

No, I wasn’t joking.

 

ÉRASTE

Then it’s true?

 

MASCARILLE

No, no! 
I don’t say that.

 

ÉRASTE

What do you say?

 

MASCARILLE

Oh, woe! 
I shall say nothing, and play it safe.

 

ÉRASTE

Decide 
Whether it’s true, or whether you have lied.

 

MASCARILLE

Sir, have it any way you like. I dare 
Not differ with you.

 

ÉRASTE

(Drawing his sword:)

Tell me, or I swear 
That I shall loosen up your tongue with this.

 

MASCARILLE

If I spoke again, I’d only speak amiss. 
I beg you, sir, to take a stick and give 
Me twenty thumps as an alternative, 
And let me then get out of here intact.

 

ÉRASTE

Tell me the truth, the plain and simple fact, 
Or you shall die.

 

MASCARILLE

Oh, dear! I shall obey you, 
But don’t be angry with me, sir, I pray you.

 

ÉRASTE

Speak. But be very careful what you do, 
If you utter just one word that isn’t true. 
Nothing shall save you from my righteous fury.

 

MASCARILLE

You may break my bones, sir, or as judge and jury, 
Condemn me to be stabbed until I’m dead, 
If there’s the least untruth in what I’ve said.

 

ÉRASTE

Then they’re really married?

 

MASCARILLE

I spoke unguardedly 
In that connection, as I’ve come to see: 
But yes, the fact is, sir, that you are right. 
After five days in which they met each night 
And you were used as cover for their plot, 
Day before yesterday they tied the knot. 
Lucile has taken care to hide thereafter 
Her powerful affection for my master, 
Knowing that he would sensibly construe 
The warmth and favor she might show to you 
As a bit of prudent camouflage, whereby 
To keep their secret from the general eye. 
If you don’t believe me, sir, let Gros-René 
Accompany me some night. I’ll lead the way 
And show him how my master, in the shady 
Hours, has free access to the lady.

 

ÉRASTE

Get out of my sight, you swine!

 

MASCARILLE

(Going.)

Sir, I’m not loath 
To take my leave.

 

ÉRASTE

Well, well.

 

GROS-RENÉ

Well, sir, we’ve both 
Been taken in, if he can be believed.

 

ÉRASTE

Alas, it’s all too true. I’ve been deceived. 
His tale makes sense of everything, God knows. 
Valère’s reaction to this letter shows 
How he and that false girl are hand in glove. 
This letter’s just some trick to hide their love.




Scene 5 

Éraste, Marinette, Gros-René.

 

MARINETTE

My mistress tells me that toward evening, sir, 
She will be in her garden. Pray call on her.

 

ÉRASTE

You two-faced creature! How dare you speak to me? 
Go, go; and let your mistress know that she 
Need bother me no more with billets-doux. 
Here’s what I think of them, and her, and you.

 

(He tears up the letter and exits.)

 

 

MARINETTE

Well, Gros-René! What’s eating him? Tell me what—

 

GROS-RENÉ

How dare you speak to me, you wicked slut? 
You crocodile, whose treachery has outdone 
The savage, man-devouring Laestrygon! 
Go, go to your mistress now, and say that we, 
Despite her cunning and duplicity, 
Are duped by her no longer, and that the pair 
Of you may go to Hell, for all we care.

 

MARINETTE

(Alone:) 
Poor Marinette! If I’ve not been dreaming, then 
What awful demon has possessed these men? 
When I tell my mistress, how it will upset her! 
What a rude answer to a loving letter!






End of sample
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