
Diana So, Teodoro, you want to marry?

Teodoro Yes, but only if you wish it.
For, my lady, you must believe
I really have not offended
Quite so far as some people say.
Envious tongues have a scorpion’s sting.
If Ovid had known, I dare say,
What it’s like to be in service, 
I am sure he would have said

 The snakes of envy are really found
Not on the plain, nor the mountain,
But beneath the roof of every house.

Diana Then you don’t love Marcela?

Teodoro I could easily live without her.

Diana But all the servants did concur
You’re out of your wits with love for her.

Teodoro Since my wits are rather small
Their loss would not be a tragedy.
But, madam, you can’t believe all
You hear. I’m sure that she truly
Deserves such attention, but
Marcela’s never had it from me.

Diana But haven’t you told her of your love
So often that you could deceive
Even the strongest-willed woman?

Teodoro Words are very cheap, my lady.

Diana My God, what did you say, then?
Tell me, just what does a man say
To woo a woman, when he tries?

Teodoro He becomes both lover and beggar.
He embroiders with a thousand lies
One small truth – perhaps not even that.

Diana Is that so? What words does he use?

Teodoro Madam, you’re pushing me too far.
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“Those eyes,” he says, “Those lovely eyes
By whose celestial light I see.
Those coral lips and teeth of pearl –
That heavenly mouth...”

Diana                                      Heavenly?

Teodoro Well, that is the jargon of a lover.

Diana You have no taste at all, my friend!
I’m afraid I may lose faith in you.
Can’t you see Marcela’s defects
Outweigh her graces if you’re close to?
Besides, as I often try to tell her
She’s not as clean as she could be...
Still I know you love Marcela
And I really have no wish to see
Your love impaired in anyway –

 Though I could tell you a few things that...
But still her graces or disgraces
Are neither here nor there. In fact
If you really wish to marry her
We must arrange it right away...
Now since you’re so great a lover,
You must tell me what to say
To my friend who’s so confused
By her love for a low-born man.
If she loves him she abuses
Her authority and noble rank.
And yet if she denies her love
She’s driven mad by jealousy.
She is so wary of her love
This man knows nothing, I believe.
But then, he’s always so discreet.

Teodoro Me, a great lover? No, not me.
Ask another for advice, please.

Diana Then why speak so passionately
To Marcela? Weren’t you trying
Then to woo her with your flattery?
Oh if these silent walls had tongues
They could tell...

Teodoro                           They could tell nothing.
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Diana You’re blushing. What your tongue denies
Your face confesses in its colour.

Teodoro What has she been telling you?
I know I once did take her hand
But barely for a moment...

Diana Ah yes, your hands were clasped in prayer
And your lips were mouthing psalms on her.

Teodoro Yes, you’re right, I did once dare,
Though I was trembling all the time
To cool my lips a moment there
Upon fresh snow and lilies white...

Diana Lilies and snow? Is that the cure
For a wounded heart? I want to know.
Can you advise me, Teodoro?

Teodoro Well, if this lady that you know
Loves a man so far beneath her
That to give way to her desire
Would put honour in grave danger,
Couldn’t she see him in disguise?
She could enjoy him freely then.

Diana Yes, but can she really trust him?
Wouldn’t it be safer to kill him?

Teodoro Marcus Aurelius is said to have given
Gladiators’ blood to his wife
Faustina to curb her desires.
But surely in these civilized times
We don’t need Roman remedies?

Diana True, but then we’ve no Lucretia
Nor Torquatus, or Virginius
Who very nobly killed his daughter
To save her from Appius’s lust.
Of course, the Romans had Messalina,
Poppeas and your Faustina.
Now write for me, Teodoro,
Some words upon this subject...Oh!
(slips over) I slipped. Why are you staring at me?
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Well, why don’t you give me a hand?

Teodoro I have too much respect, my lady
To offer you my own coarse hand.

Diana Oh, you are so politely rude!
Now you hide your hand with your cloak!

Teodoro Well, when he goes to church with you
So always does Otavio.

Diana Yes, but I never asked for his.
It’s been a hand for seventy years.
I think it must have rigor mortis,
It’s so cold and stiff and mean!
To stand and stare when someone falls
Is like saying, “I’ll get my armour,”
When you see a friend in a brawl
On the point of being murdered.
Besides it is quite simply prudery,
Not courtesy at all, to insist
An honourable hand should always be
Covered up.

Teodoro                      I wanted only this;
To repay the favour you’ve shown me.

Diana When you are an ageing squire,
Wrap your hand in your cloak for me.
If you want to rise any higher...
Tell no-one of my fall.
Exit DIANA

Teodoro Is this all real? Or is it just a fantasy?
Her beauty begs me to believe it’s true.
As she grasped my hand, I felt her trembling grew
And the blood stole from her face quite guiltily.
I’m quivering, too, to think of what she said.
Is this the madness of the wolf beneath the moon?
Do I dare pursue this strange good fortune,
And ignore the thousand fears that fill my head?
But if I do, I know I’ll hurt Marcela.
Yet women too desert us when they’re tired;
They find new tastes, and soon we’re unrequired.
And if she could drop me, why can’t I drop her?
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