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PERSONS REPRESENTED.
HARPAGON, father to CLÉANTE, in love with MARIANE.
CLÉANTE, HARPAGON’S son, lover to MARIANE.
VALÈRE, son to ANSELME, and lover to ÉLISE.
ANSELME, father to VALÈRE and MARIANE.
MASTER SIMON, broker.
MASTER JACQUES, cook and coachman to HARPAGON.
LA FLÈCHE, valet to CLÉANTE.
BRINDAVOINE and LA MERLUCHE, lackeys to HARPAGON.
A MAGISTRATE and his CLERK.
ÉLISE, daughter to HARPAGON.
MARIANE, daughter to ANSELME.
FROSINE, an intriguing woman.
MISTRESS CLAUDE, servant to HARPAGON.

The scene is at PARIS, in HARPAGON’S house.

ACT I.
SCENE I. VALÈRE, ÉLISE.
VAL. What, dear Élise! you seem sad after giving me such generous tokens of your love; I see you sighing when , on the contrary, I am filled with joy! Do you regret making me happy? and are you sorry I persuaded you to pledge yourself to me?
ELI. No, Valère, I do not regret whatever I do for you; I find too much irresistible joy in pleasing you and I do not even wish that things should be different. Yet, to tell you the truth, I am very anxious about the outcome; and I greatly fear that I love you a little more than I should.
VAL. What can you possibly fear from your kindnesses to me?
ELI. So many things alas: my father’s anger, the blames of my family, the censure of society, but, above all, Valère, a change in your feelings for me, and that cruel coldness with which your sex so often repays warm expressions of love.
VAL. Alas! do not wrong me thus; do not compare me to others. You may think me capable of any wrong, Élise, except of failing in my duty to you. I love you too much to act in that way; and my love for you will last as long as life itself!
ELI. Ah! Valère, all men say the same things; they speak in the same way; only their actions show the difference between them.
VAL. Since only actions show what we really are, at least wait to see how I behave to pass judgement, and do not accuse me of wrongdoing just because you are afraid of the future. Do not hurt me, I beg you, by your cruel suspicions and give me time to convince you by a thousand proofs of the truth of my love.
ELI. Alas! how easily we allow ourselves to be persuaded by those we love. Yes, Valère, I consider you incapable of deceiving me. I believe that you truly love me and that you will be faithful to me. I will no longer doubt your feelings and shall fear only the possible censure of society.
VAL. But why even this fear?
ELI. I should not have anything to fear if everyone saw you as I do and I find in your character justification for all I do for you. Your qualities and the deep gratitude I owe you also justify my actions. I cannot forget our first meeting: the terrible danger I faced, your selfless courage in risking your own life to save mine from the fierce current; your tender care after saving me from drowning; the numerous tokens of your ardent love, which neither time nor difficulties can lessen! For me you neglect your parents and your country, and to be with me, you keep your own position in life secret and disguise yourself as a servant of my father! All this, of course, moves me deeply and is enough to justify in my eyes my commitment to you, but perhaps it is not enough to justify it to others and I am not sure they will feel as I do. 
VAL. Despite all you have said, it is by my love alone that I want to deserve you. As to the scruples you feel, your father’s behaviour justifies you fully in the eyes of the world; and his miserliness and the austere way of life he imposes on his children might be a just cause for more dangerous behaviour. Forgive me, my dear Élise, for speaking of your father in this way. You know that, on this subject, no good can be said of him. However, if I can find my parents, as I fully hope I shall, we can easily persuade him to see things our way. I am impatiently expecting news of them; and I shall go in search of news myself if I do not get any soon.
ELI. Oh no! Valère, do not leave me, I entreat you. Try only to win my father’s favour.
VAL. You can see how I set about it. You saw the skilful manoeuvres I have had to use to become one of his servants; with what pretence of sympathy and conformity of tastes I disguise my own feelings to please him; and what a part I constantly play to acquire his affection. Honesty suffers somewhat when one acts as I do; but when we have need of men, we must adapt to their way of thinking; and if we have no other hope of success but through such stratagem, it is not after all the fault of those who flatter, but the fault of those who wish to be flattered. 
ELI. Why do you not try also to win my brother’s support, in case the maid should betray our secret?
VAL. One cannot befriend both. The character of the father is so different from that of the son that it would be difficult to be close to both of them. But you yourself can talk to your brother; and take advantage of your mutual affection to win him over. I can hear him coming, I must go. Speak to him now, but tell him only what you think essential.
ELI. I do not know whether I shall have the strength to tell him our secret.
SCENE II. CLÉANTE, ÉLISE,
CLE. I am very glad to find you alone, sister. I was impatient to speak to you and to tell you a secret.
ELI. I am ready to listen to you, brother. What do you want to tell me?
CLE. Many things, sister, summed up in one short sentence—I am in love.
ELI. You are in love?
CLE. Yes, I am in love. But, before we go any further, let me tell you that I know I depend on my father, and that as his son I must bow to his will; that we must not promise our love without the consent of those who gave us life, and that the rashness of youth often carries us to the very brink of dangerous abysses. I am saying all this, dear sister, to spare you the trouble of saying it to me, for my love will not allow me to listen to any advice, so please spare me your remonstrances.
ELI. Have you spoken to the woman you love?
CLE. No, but I have determined to do so; and I beseech you once more not to bring forward any arguments to dissuade me from doing it.
ELI. Am I such a very strange person, brother?
CLE. No, dear sister; but you are not in love. You do not know the irresistible power that love has on our hearts; and I fear your wisdom.
ELI. Alas! dear brother, let us not speak of my wisdom. There are very few people in this world who do not lack wisdom, were it only once in their lifetime; and if I opened my heart to you, perhaps you would think me less wise than you are yourself.
CLE. Ah! How I wish that your heart, like mine …
ELI. Let us speak of your situation first, and tell me the name of the one you love.
CLE. A young woman who has just come to our neighbourhood, and who seems made to inspire love in all who see her. Nature, my dear sister, has made nothing more lovely; and I felt dazzled the moment I saw her. Her name is Mariane, and she lives with her aged mother, who is almost always ill, and to whom this kind daughter shows incredible affection. She waits on her, pities and comforts her with a tenderness that would touch your heart. Whatever she undertakes is done in the most charming way; and all her actions reveal all her qualities: a most warm gentleness, a winning kindness, an adorable modesty, a … ah! my dear, sister, I wish you had seen her.
ELI. I see many things in what you tell me, dear brother; and to understand what kind of person she is, it is enough for me that you love her.
CLE. I have discovered, without their knowing it, that they are not comfortably off, and that, although they live with the greatest care, they have barely enough to cover their expenses. Just imagine, my dear sister, how happy one would feel if one could improve the circumstances of a person one loves; if one could provide some financial help to a needy virtuous family? And think what grief it is for me to be deprived of this great joy and to be unable to give proof of my love because of my father’s miserliness. 
ELI. Yes, I fully understand, dear brother, what sorrow this must be to you.
CLE. It is greater, my sister, than you can imagine. For is there anything more cruel than this petty economy to which we are subjected? Both you and I are reduced to beg every day for the help of tradespeople in order to have decent clothes to wear. In short, I wanted to speak to you so that you might help me to sound my father concerning my present feelings; and if I find him opposed to them, I am determined to go and live elsewhere with this enchanting girl, and to make the best of what Providence offers us. I have people trying everywhere to borrow money for this purpose; and if your circumstances, dear sister, are like mine, and our father opposes our wishes, we shall both leave him, and free ourselves from the tyranny to which his unbearable avarice is subjecting us.
ELI. It is too true that every day he gives us more and more cause to regret the death of our mother, and that …
CLE. I hear his voice. Let us go elsewhere and finish our talk.
SCENE III. HARPAGON, LA FLÈCHE.
HAR. Get out of here this minute; and don’t argue. Go, out from my house, you sworn thief, you gallows’ bird.
LA FL. (aside). I never saw anything more wicked than this cursed old man; and I truly believe, if I may say so, that he’s the devil incarnate.
HAR. What are you muttering under your breath?
LA FL. Why are you sending me away?
HAR. You dare to ask me for reasons, you scoundrel? Out you go, before I give you a good thrashing.
LA FL. What have I done to you?
HAR. It doesn’t matter; I want you to go.
LA FL. My master, your son, has ordered me to wait for him.
HAR. Go and wait for him in the street, don’t stay in my house, like a sentry, to observe what is going on, and to try to take advantage of everything you see. I refuse to have constantly before me someone spying on all I do; a treacherous scamp, whose cursed eyes watch all my actions, covet all I possess, and ferret about everywhere to see if there is anything to steal.
LA FL. How the devil can one steal anything from you? Are you a man likely to be robbed when you put everything under lock and key, and stand guard day and night?
HAR. I’ll lock up whatever I want to lock up, and stand guard as I please. Is this not one of those spies who observe everything one does? I fear he may suspect something of my money. Now, aren’t you the kind of fellow likely to spread rumours about my hiding money in my house?
LA FL. You have money hidden in your house?
HAR. No, scoundrel! I don’t say that. (Aside) I am furious! (Aloud) I am only asking if out of mischief you would not spread abroad the rumour that I have some?
LA FL. Oh! What does it matter to us whether you have money or not, since it’s all the same to us?
HAR. (raising his hand to give LA FLÈCHE a blow). You want to argue. I’ll cure you of that wish with a good slap in the face. (Raises his hand to slap La FL’s face). Get out of the house, I tell you once more.
LA FL. All right! I’m going.
HAR. No, wait; aren’t you taking anything from me?
LA FL. What could I possibly take from you?
HAR. Come here, and let me see. Show me your hands.
LA FL. Here they are.
HAR. The others.
LA FL. The others?
HAR. Yes.
LA FL. Here they are.
HAR. Have you put anything in here?
LA FL. See for yourself.
HAR. (feeling the bottom of the breeches). These wide breeches are convenient receptacles for stolen goods; and I wish someone had been hanged for inventing them.
LA FL. (aside). Ah! how truly such a man deserves what he fears, and how happy I’d be if I could steal from him. 
HAR. Eh?
LA FL. What?
HAR. What are you saying about stealing?
LA FL. I’m saying that you’re searching carefully to see if I’ve stolen anything from you.
HAR. That’s exactly what I want to do. (He feels in LA FLÈCHE’S pockets).
LA FL. A curse on miserliness and misers!
HAR. Eh? What are you saying?
LA FL. What am I saying?
HAR. Yes. What are you saying about misers and miserliness?
LA FL. I am saying “A curse on miserliness and misers.”
HAR. Whom are you referring to?
LA FL. To misers.
HAR. And who are they, these misers?
LA FL. Stingy wretches!
HAR. Yes, but whom are you referring to?
LA FL. What are you worrying about?
HAR. I am worrying about what I need to worry about.
LA FL. Do you think I am speaking about you?
HAR. I think what I think; but I want you to tell me to whom you are speaking when you say that.
LA FL. I’m speaking … I’m speaking to my hat.
HAR. And I could well be pulling your ears.
LA FL. Can you stop me from cursing misers?
HAR. No; but I‘ll stop you from prating and from being insolent. Hold your tongue.
LA FL. I am not mentioning anybody.
HAR. Another word, and I’ll thrash you.
LA FL. If the cap fits, wear it.
HAR. Will you be silent?
LA FL. Yes; much against my will.
HAR. Ah! ah!
LA FL. (showing HARPAGON one of the pockets of his doublet). Just look, here is one more pocket. Are you satisfied?
HAR. Come, give it back to me without all that fuss.
LA FL. Give you what?
HAR. What you have stolen from me.
LA FL. I haven’t stolen anything from you.
HAR. Truly?
LA FL. Truly.
HAR. Good-bye, go to the devil.
LA FL. (aside). That’s a nice way of being dismissed.
HAR. You’ll have to answer for it, remember!
SCENE IV. HARPAGON (alone)
This rascally valet annoys me no end; and I hate the very sight of that good-for-nothing.
Really, keeping a large sum of money in one’s home is a source of great anxiety; and happy is the man who has all his cash well invested, and keeps only what he needs for his daily expenses. It is no small trouble to find in one’s whole house a safe hiding-place. I have no faith in safety-boxes. I have no use for them. I consider them a mere attraction for thieves, and it’s always the first thing they go for! Still, I don’t know whether I did right to bury in my garden the ten thousand crowns which were returned to me yesterday. Ten thousand crowns in gold is a sum sufficiently …
ÉLISE and CLÉANTE appear, whispering together) Heavens! I have betrayed myself; excitement got the better of me and I believe I expressed my thoughts aloud. What do you want?
CLE. Nothing, father.
HAR. Have you been here long?
ELI. We have only just arrived.
HAR. Did you hear…?
CLE. What, father?
HAR. Just now…!
CLE. What?
HAR. What I was just saying.
CLE. No.
HAR. You heard. You heard.
ELI. No, really.
HAR. I can see that you overheard a few words. The fact is, I was only talking to myself about the trouble one has nowadays to get any money; and I was saying that a man who has ten thousand crowns in his house is fortunate.
CLE. We hesitated to speak to you, for fear of intruding.
HAR. I am very glad to tell you this, so that you do not misinterpret things, and imagine that I said that it was I who have ten thousand crowns.
CLE. We do not wish to interfere in your affairs.
HAR. Would that I had those ten thousand crowns!
CLE. I do not think that …
HAR. It would be a wonderful thing for me.
CLE. These are things …
HAR. I greatly need them.
CLE. I believe that …
HAR. It would really help me.
ELI. You are …
HAR. And I would not be complaining, as I do now, that times are hard.
CLE. Heavens, father! you have no reason to complain; and everyone knows that you are quite well off.
HAR. What do you mean? I am quite well off! Those who say so are liars. Nothing can be more false; and those who spread such reports are rascals.
ELI. Don’t be angry.
HAR. It is strange that my own children betray me and become my enemies.
CLE. Is it being your enemy to say that you are well off?
HAR. Yes, it is. Because of such talk and your extravagant spending, one of these days someone will come and cut my throat, in the belief that I am made of gold.
CLE. What extravagant spending do I indulge in?
HAR. What spending? Is there anything more scandalous than this sumptuous attire in which you walk about the town? I was remonstrating with your sister yesterday, but you are still worse. Your conduct deserves punishment from Heaven; and if we were to calculate the value of all you are wearing, from head to foot, we would find enough for a good investment. I have told you a hundred times, my son: your way of life displeases me extremely; you have foppish manners, and to be dressed as you are, you must certainly rob me.
CLE. What! How could I rob you?
HAR. How should I know? Where can you find money to dress as you do?
CLE. I, father? I gamble; and as I am very lucky, I spend on clothes all the money I win.
HAR. It is very wrong. If you are lucky at gambling, you should take advantage of it, and invest wisely the money you win, so that you may find it again someday. I should like to know, for instance, without going into details, what is the use of all these ribbons with which you are covered from head to foot, and if half a dozen tags are not enough to fasten your breeches. What need is there to spend money on wigs, when one’s own hair costs nothing? I will wager that the wigs and ribbons cost at least twenty pistoles, and twenty pistoles bring in at least eighteen livres six sous eight deniers per year, at an interest of only eight percent.
CLE. You are right.
HAR. Enough on this subject; let us talk of something else. What? I believe they are signalling to one another to pick my pocket. What do those gestures mean?
ELI. We are trying to decide who shall speak first, for we both have something to tell you.
HAR. And I, too, have something to tell you both.
CLE. It is about marriage, father, that we want to speak to you.
HAR. And it is also marriage that I want to discuss with you.
ELI. Ah! father!
HAR. What is the meaning of that cry? Is it the word, daughter, or the thing itself that frightens you?
CLE. Marriage may frighten us both depending on the way you see it; and we fear that our feelings may not coincide with your choice.
HAR. A little patience. You need not be alarmed. I know what you both need, and you will have no reason to complain of anything I intend to do. To begin at the beginning: tell me, have you seen a young person, called Mariane, who lives not far from here?
CLE. Yes, father.
HAR. And you?
ELI. I have heard of her.
HAR. What do you think of that girl?
CLE. A very charming person.
HAR. Her face?
CLE. Full of modesty and intelligence.
HAR. Her appearance and manner?
CLE. Really admirable.
HAR. Do you not think that one should consider such a girl?
CLE. Yes, father.
HAR. That she would be a very desirable match?
CLE. Very desirable.
HAR. That she looks as if she would make a good home?
CLE. Without any doubt.
HAR. And that a husband would be happy with her?
CLE. That is certain.
HAR. There is a little problem; I am afraid that one might not find in such a match all the money one might reasonably expect.
CLE. Oh, father, money is not important when one is sure of marrying a virtuous woman.
HAR. Excuse me, excuse me. What we can say is that if we do not find as much money as we might wish, we can try to make up for this loss in some other way.
CLE. Of course.
HAR. Well, I am very happy to find that you agree with me, for her modest manner and her gentleness have won my heart; and I have decided to marry her, provided I get some financial gain.
CLE. Eh!
HAR. What?
CLE. You have decided, you say…?
HAR. To marry Mariane.
CLE. Who? you? you?
HAR. Yes, I, I, I. Why those questions?
CLE. I suddenly feel dizzy, and I am leaving.
HAR. You will be all right. Go quickly to the kitchen and drink a large glass of water. 
SCENE VI. HARPAGON, ÉLISE.
HAR. There goes one of those skinny fops, with no more stamina than a chicken. That is what I have resolved for myself, daughter. As to your brother, I have for him of a certain widow, about whom they came to speak to me this morning; and as for you I am giving you to Seigneur Anselme.
ELI. To Seigneur Anselme?
HAR. Yes, a mature and prudent man, who is not above fifty, and whose wealth is well known.
ELI. (curtseying). I do not want to marry, father, if you please.
HAR. (imitating ÉLISE). And I, my little girl, my darling, want you to marry, if you please.
ELI. (curtseying again). I beg your pardon, father.
HAR. (again imitating ÉLISE). I beg your pardon, daughter.
ELI. I am Seigneur Anselme’s most humble servant, but (curtseying again), with your permission, I shall not marry him.
HAR. I am your most humble servant, but with your permission (again imitating ÉLISE), you will marry him this very evening.
ELI. This evening?
HAR. This evening.
ELI. (curtseying again). It will not be, father.
HAR. (imitating ÉLISE). It will be, daughter.
ELI. No.
HAR. Yes.
ELI. No, I tell you.
HAR. Yes, I tell you.
ELI. It is a thing to which you cannot force me to do.
HAR. It is a thing I will force you to do.
ELI. I shall kill myself rather than marry such a man.
HAR. You will not kill yourself, and you will marry him. But did you ever see such impudence? Did any one ever hear a daughter speak in such a fashion to her father?
ELI. But did anyone ever see a father marry his daughter in such a fashion?
HAR. It is a match against which nothing can be said, and I am perfectly sure that everybody will approve my choice.
ELI. And I know that it cannot be approved by any sensible person.
HAR. Valère is coming. Shall we have him judge this matter?
ELI. I accept.
HAR. You will accept his decision?
ELI. Yes, whatever he thinks right, I will do.
HAR. Agreed.
SCENE VII. VALÈRE, HARPAGON, ÉLISE.
HAR. Come here, Valère. We have chosen you to decide who is in the right, my daughter or I.
VAL. You are, Sir, without any doubt.
HAR. But have you any idea what we are talking about?
VAL. No; but you could not be in the wrong; you are reason personified.
HAR. I want to give her tonight, for a husband, a man as rich as he is good; and the hussy tells me to my face that she refuses to accept him. What do you say to that?
VAL. What I say to it?
HAR. Yes?
VAL. Eh! eh!
HAR. What?
VAL. I say that I am, on the whole, of your opinion, and that you cannot but be right; yet, perhaps, she is not altogether wrong; and …
HAR. What do you mean? Seigneur Anselme is an excellent match; he is a gentleman of noble birth, kind, sensible, wise, very rich, and he has no children left from his first marriage. Could she meet anyone more suitable?
VAL. That is true. But she might say that you are rather rushing things, and that she ought to have at least some time to consider whether her feelings would coincide…
HAR. It is an opportunity I must not allow to slip through my fingers. I find an advantage here which I should not find elsewhere, and he agrees to take her without a dowry.
VAL. Without a dowry?
HAR. Yes.
VAL. Ah! I have nothing more to say. Really this is a most convincing argument; one must admit.
HAR. It is a considerable saving for me.
VAL. Undoubtedly; one cannot argue against that. Of course, your daughter can tell you that marriage is a more serious matter than people are apt to believe; that the happiness or misery of a whole life depends on it, and that an undertaking that is to last till death ought not to be entered into without great care.
HAR. Without a dowry!
VAL. You are right. That must, of course, be the decisive argument. There are people who might tell you that in such cases the wishes of a daughter ought certainly to be considered, and that this great disparity of age, of disposition and of feelings might be the cause of many unpleasant incidents in married life.
HAR. Without a dowry!
VAL. Ah! One cannot argue against that; it is obvious; who in the world could think otherwise? Of course, there are many fathers who would set a higher value on the happiness of their daughter than on the money they might have to give for a dowry; who would not wish to sacrifice them for their own gain, and who would, above all things, try to see in a marriage that harmony which forever ensures that honour, peace and joy will reign and that …
HAR. Without a dowry!
VAL. That is true; nothing more can be said. Without a dowry. How can anyone refute such an argument?
HAR. (looking towards the garden). Ah! I think I hear a dog barking. Could someone be after my money. Do not go, I am coming back directly.
SCENE VIII. ÉLISE, VALÈRE.
ELI. Are you joking, Valère, speaking to him as you are doing?
VAL. It is in order not to vex him, so I can win him over. To attack him openly would simply spoil everything. Pretend to comply with his wishes; you are much more likely to succeed in the end, and …
ELI. But this marriage, Valère?
VAL. We will find some excuse to break it off.
ELI. But what excuse can we find if it is to be concluded tonight?
VAL. You must ask for a postponement, and must feign some illness.
ELI. But they will discover the truth if they call in a doctor.
VAL. Are you joking? What do they know? Come, come! With them, you can invent any disease you please, they will find a cause for it.
SCENE IX HARPAGON, ÉLISE, VALÈRE.
HAR. It is nothing, thank Heaven!
VAL. Finally, flight is our last resource to put an end to our troubles; and if your love, dear Élise, is as strong as … (Seeing HARPAGON) Yes, a daughter must obey her father. She must not consider what a husband looks like, and when the most important argument, “without a dowry,” presents itself, she must be ready to accept anybody that is given her.
HAR. Good; well spoken!
VAL. I ask your forgiveness, Sir, if I am somewhat highhanded, and take the liberty to speak to her as I do.
HAR. Why, I am delighted, and I wish her to be entirely under your control. Yes, you may run away. I give him the same authority over you that Heaven has given me, and I want you to do all that he tells you.
VAL. After that, try not to follow my advice.
SCENE X. HARPAGON, VALÈRE.
VAL. I will follow her, Sir, if you will allow me, to continue the lecture I was giving her.
HAR. Yes, do so; you will oblige me greatly. Certainly…
VAL. She needs to be kept in check.
HAR. Quite true, you must….
VAL. Do not worry; I believe I shall convince her.
HAR. Do so, do so. I am going to take a short stroll in town, and I will come back presently.
VAL. Yes, money is more precious than anything else in the world, and you must thank Heaven for the excellent father it has given you. He knows what life is. When a man offers to marry a girl without a dowry, one must not look any farther. Everything is included in those words, and “without a dowry” compensates for want of beauty, youth, birth, honour, wisdom, and honesty.
HAR. Ah! What a good fellow! He speaks like an oracle. Happy is he who can have such a servant!

ACT II.
SCENE I. CLÉANTE, LA FLÈCHE.
CLE. AH! there you are, rascal! Where have you been hiding? Had I not told you…?
LA FL. Yes, Sir, and I came here to wait for you, but your father, that most ungracious of men, threw me out, and I almost got a good thrashing into the bargain.
CLE. How is our business progressing? The matter is more urgent than ever, and since I last saw you, I have discovered that my own father is my rival.
LA FL. Your father in love?
CLE. Yes; and I found it very difficult to hide from him the confusion I felt at such news.
LA FL. He meddling with love! What on earth is he thinking of? Is he joking? And was love invented for people who look like him?
CLE. It is as a punishment for my sins that this passion has entered his head.
LA FL. But why do you hide your love from him?
CLE. So that he may not suspect anything, and if need be to make it easier for me to find ways to prevent this marriage. What answer did you receive?
LA FL. Indeed, Sir, those who borrow are much to be pitied, and one must put up with unpleasant things when, like you, one is forced to have dealings with usurers.
CLE. Then the matter is not settled?
LA FL. Excuse me. Mr. Simon, the broker who was recommended to us, a very active and zealous fellow, says he has left no stone unturned to help you and he swears that your looks alone have won his heart.
CLE. Then I shall I have the fifteen thousand francs which I am requesting?
LA FL. Yes, but under certain minimal conditions, which you must accept if you wish the agreement to be concluded.
CLE. Did he let you speak to the man who is to lend the money?
LA FL. Oh! dear no. That is not the way things are done. He is still more anxious than you to remain unknown and these transactions are more full of mystery than you think. His name is not to be divulged at any cost, and he is to be introduced to you to-day at a house that has been borrowed so that he may hear from your own mouth all about your circumstances and your family; and I have not the least doubt that the mere name of your father will be sufficient to make things easy.
CLE. Particularly as my mother is dead, and they cannot deprive me of what I shall inherit from her.
LA FL. Here are some of the conditions which he has himself dictated to our go-between for you to take note of, before anything is begun.
“Supposing that the lender is satisfied with all his securities, and that the borrower is of age and of a family whose property is ample, solid, secure, and free from all encumbrances, there shall be drawn up a good and correct bond before as honest a notary as it is possible to find, and who for this purpose shall be chosen by the lender, because he is the more concerned of the two that the bond should be rightly executed.”
CLE. There is nothing to be said against that.
LA FL. “The lender, not to burden his conscience with the least scruple, does not wish to lend his money at more than five per cent.”
CLE. Five per cent? Goodness, that’s honest! We have nothing to complain about.
LA FL. That’s true.
“But as the said lender has not in hand the required sum, and as, in order to oblige the borrower, he is himself forced to borrow from another at the rate of twenty per cent, it is only right that the said first borrower shall pay this interest, in addition to the rest; since it is only to oblige him that the said lender is himself forced to borrow.”
CLE. What on earth! That is more than twenty-five per cent.
LA FL. That’s true; that is what I said. You will have to see about that.
CLE. What do you want me to see? I need money, and I must therefore agree to everything.
LA FL. That is exactly what I answered.
CLE. There is still more?
LA FL. Only a small item.
“Of the fifteen thousand francs which are requested, the lender will only be able to provide twelve thousand in hard cash; as for the remaining three thousand, the borrower will have to take the chattels, clothing, and jewels, contained in the following list, and which the said lender has put in all good faith at the lowest possible figure.”
CLE. What is the meaning of all that?
LA FL. Listen to the list.
Item 1: A fourposter bedstead, with six chairs and an olive colour counterpane; all in good condition, and lined with soft red and blue shot-silk. 
Item 2:A fringed bed canopy
CLE. What does he want me to do with that?
LA FL. Wait.
Item 3: Tapestry hangings representing the loves of Gombaud and Macée.
Item 4: A large walnut table with twelve columns or turned legs, which can be pulled out at both ends, with six stools underneath.
CLE. What on earth am I to do …?
LA FL. Have patience.
Item 5: Three large matchlocks inlaid with mother-of-pearl, with their required supports
Item 6: A brick stove
CLE. I am going mad.
LA FL. Gently!
Item 7: A Bologna lute with almost all its strings.
Item 8: A lizard skin, three feet and a half in length, stuffed with hay, an unusual ornament to hang from the ceiling of a room. 
The whole of the above-mentioned articles being truly worth more than four thousand five hundred francs, and reduced to the value of a thousand crowns through the generosity of the lender.”
CLE. The devil take him and his generosity, wretch, cutthroat that he is! Did you ever hear of such usury? Is he not satisfied with the outrageous interest he charges without also forcing me to take, for three thousand francs, the old rubbish he picks up. I shall not get two hundred crowns for all that, and yet I must make up my mind to yield to all his wishes; for he is in a position to force me to accept everything, and the villain has a knife at my throat.
LA FL. I see you, Sir, if you’ll forgive my saying so, on the high-road to ruin followed by Panurge : overspending—borrowing money, buying dear, selling cheap, and keeping nothing for the future.
CLE. What would you have me do? That is what young men are reduced to by the accursed miserliness of their fathers; and after that, people are astonished that sons long for them to die.
LA FL. One must admit that the meanness of your father would arouse the anger of the most peaceful of men. I do not have, thank God, any desire to be hanged, and among my colleagues whom I see dabbling in various suspicious deals, I know how to keep myself out of hot water, and how to keep clear of all those things which might in any way savour of the gallows; but to tell you the truth, by his behaviour, he almost makes me want to rob him, and in doing so I should be under the impression of doing a good deed.
CLE. Give me that document that I may have another look at it.
SCENE II. HARPAGON, MR. SIMON (CLÉANTE and LA FLÈCHE at the back of the stage).
SIM. Yes, Sir; this is a young man who is in need of money; his affairs force him to find some at any cost, and he will accept all your conditions.
HAR. But are you sure, Maître Simon, that there is no risk in this case? and are you acquainted with the name, the property, and the family of the person for whom you speak?
SIM. No; I cannot give you any details, as it was by mere chance that I was introduced to him; but he will tell you everything himself, and his servant has assured me that you will be quite satisfied when you know who he is. All I can tell you is that his family is very wealthy, that he has already lost his mother, and that he will pledge his word, if you wish, that his father will die within the next eight months.
HAR. That is something. Charity, Maître Simon, demands that we do something for people whenever we can.
SIM. Of course.
LA FL. (aside to CLÉANTE, on recognising MAÎTRE. SIMON). What does this mean? Our Maître Simon talking with your father!
CLE. (aside to LA FLÈCHE). Has he been told who I am, and would you be capable of betraying me?
SIM. (to CLÉANTE and LA FLÈCHE).Goodness! you are ahead of time! Who told you to come here? (To HARPAGON) I was certainly not the one who told them your name and address; but in my opinion, there is no harm done. These people are discreet, and here you can discuss things together.
HAR. What!
SIM. (showing CLÉANTE). This is the gentleman who wants to borrow the fifteen thousand francs which I spoke to you about.
HAR. What! scoundrel! Can it be you resorting to such extreme measures?
CLE. What! father! Can it be you stooping to such shameful deeds?
(MR. SIMON runs away, and LA FLÈCHE hides himself.)
SCENE III. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE.
HAR. Are you trying to ruin yourself by such damnable loans!
CLE. Are you seeking to enrich yourself by such criminal usury!
HAR. Do you dare, after that, to show yourself before me?
CLE. Do you dare, after that, to show yourself to the world?
HAR. Are you not ashamed, tell me, to stoop to give in to these wild excesses, to rush headlong into frightful expenses, and shamefully to waste the money which your parents have saved for you with so much trouble.
CLE. Are you not ashamed of dishonouring your station by such dealings, of sacrificing honour and reputation to the insatiable desire of heaping crown upon crown, and of outdoing the most infamous devices that have ever been invented by the most notorious usurers?
HAR. Get out of my sight, you reprobate; get out of my sight!
CLE. Who is guiltier in your opinion: he who buys the money he needs, or he who steals money for which he has no use?
HAR. Leave me, I say, and do not make my blood boil. (Alone.) I am not sorry about this mishap; it is a warning for me to keep a more careful eye on all he does .
SCENE IV. FROSINE, HARPAGON.
FRO. Sir.
HAR. Wait a moment, I will come back and speak to you. (Aside) I had better go and check on my money.

SCENE V. LA FLÈCHE, FROSINE.
LA FL. (without seeing FROSINE). This is a strange adventure. He must have a large store of clothing somewhere, because we didn’t recognise anything in the list we have.
FRO. Ah! it‘s you, my dear La Flèche? How is it we meet here?
LA FL. Ah! ah! It’s you, Frosine. What are you doing here?
FRO. What I do everywhere else, play the go-between, make myself useful to people, and take as much advantage as I possibly can from the small talents I possess. You know that in this world we must live by our wits and that to people like me, Heaven has given as resources only plotting and cunning?
LA FL. Do you have some business with the master of this house?
FRO. Yes. I’m engaged in a small transaction for which I hope to receive some reward.
LA FL. He! give you a reward! Ah! ah! Goodness! you will be really clever if you get something from him, and I warn you that money is very scarce around here.
FRO. There are certain services which go straight to the heart.
LA FL. Your humble servant; but as yet you don’t know Harpagon. Harpagon is of all human beings the least human human being, of all mortals the hardest and most tight fisted mortal. There is no service great enough to induce him to open his purse. He will be generous with praise, esteem, kindness, and friendship; but money, never. There is nothing drier, nothing more barren, than his show of friendship , and “to give” is a verb for which he so dislikes that he never says I give you good day, but I lend you good day. 
FRO. Yes, but I know the art of fleecing men. I know how to move them, how to touch their hearts, how to discover their weak points.
LA FL. All useless here. As far as money is concerned, I defy you to move the man we are speaking of. He is a real Turk in that way, Turkish to the point of driving anyone to despair; and he would let you die and never stir. In short, he loves money more than reputation, honour, and virtue, and the sight of anyone making demands upon his purse sends him into convulsions. It is like striking him to death, like piercing him to the heart, like tearing out his very bowels! And if … But he is coming back; I must leave you.
SCENE VI. HARPAGON, FROSINE.
HAR. (aside). All is as it should be. (To FROSINE) Well, what is it, Frosine?
FRO. Goodness, how well you look! You are the very picture of health.
HAR. Who? I?
FRO. Never have I seen you look rosier and healthier.
HAR. Really?
FRO. Why! you have never looked so young in your life; and I see twenty-five year old men who look older than you do.
HAR. And yet, Frosine, I am over sixty.
FRO. Sixty! Who cares? It’s the very prime of life and you are now entering the best years of manhood.
HAR. True, but twenty years fewer would do me no harm, I think.
FRO. Nonsense! You have no need of that, and you are built to last a hundred years.
HAR. Do you really think so?
FRO. Without any doubt. It is obvious when one looks at you. Stand straight. Oh! what a sign of long life straight between your two eyes!
HAR. You know something about that?
FRO. Of course. Show me your hand. Goodness, what a long line of life!
HAR. What do you mean?
FRO. Don’t you see how far this line goes?
HAR. Well, what does it mean?
FRO. Actually, I said a hundred; but, you will live beyond one hundred and twenty.
HAR. Is it possible?
FRO. They will have to kill you, I am telling you, and you will bury your children and your children’s children.
HAR. Good! How is our business going?
FRO. Is there any need to ask? Did anyone ever see me undertake anything without bringing it to a successful end? I have the most wonderful special talent for matchmaking There are no two persons in the world I cannot bring together; and I believe that, if I took it into my head, I could get sworn enemies to marry. There was obviously no great difficulty in the present matter. As I have business with them, I spoke to them at length about you; and I told the mother what plans you had conceived for Mariane after seeing her walking in the street and enjoying the fresh air at her window.
HAR. What did she answer…?
FRO. She received your proposal with great joy; and when I told her that you wished very much that her daughter should come to-night to be present at the marriage contract which is to be drawn up for your own daughter, she agreed at once, and entrusted her to me for the purpose.
HAR. You see, Frosine, I am obliged to give supper to Seigneur Anselme, and I should like her to join the guests.
FRO. You are quite right. She is to come after dinner to visit your daughter; then she plans to go from here to the fair, and return to your house just in time for supper.
HAR. Well! they shall go together in my carriage, which I will lend them.
FRO. That will suit her perfectly.
HAR. But I say, Frosine, have you spoken to the mother about the dowry she is able to give to her daughter? Did you make her understand that she ought to do her utmost and make some sacrifices for such an occasion? After all, one does not marry a girl without her bringing something with her.
FRO. What do you mean? This is a girl who will bring you a clear twelve thousand francs a year?
HAR. Twelve thousand francs a year?
FRO. Yes! To begin with, she has been brought up in a very frugal way. She is a girl accustomed to live on salad, milk, cheese, and apples, and who consequently will not require a well-appointed table, nor rich broth, nor peeled barley every day; none, in short, of all those delicacies that another woman would want. And this may well amount to at least three thousand francs yearly. Besides this, she only cares for simple neat clothes; she does not like beautiful outfits, rich jewels, or sumptuous furniture which girls of her age are so fond of; and this item is worth more than four thousand francs per annum. Moreover, she has a strong aversion to gambling; and this is not very common nowadays among women. I know of one in our neighbourhood who lost at least twenty thousand francs at cards this year. But let us reckon only a quarter of that sum. Five thousand francs a year at gambling and four thousand in clothes and jewels make nine thousand; and three thousand francs which we add for food, does it not easily make twelve thousand francs?
HAR. Yes, that’s not bad; but, after all, that calculation has no substance.
FRO. Excuse me; is it nothing real to bring you in marriage a great sobriety, an innate love of simple clothes, and a deep-seated hatred of gambling?
HAR. It is a joke to try to make up her dowry with the expenses she will not incur. I am not going to give a receipt for what I do not have in hand; and I must receive something.
FRO. Goodness! you will receive enough; and they have spoken to me of a certain country where they have some property, which you will own.
HAR. We shall have to see. But, Frosine, there is one more thing that makes me uneasy. The girl is young, as you know; and young people generally like only those who are young like themselves, and only care for the society of the young. I am afraid that a man of my age may not exactly suit her taste, and that this may give rise in my home to certain complications that would not suit me.
FRO. Oh, how little you know her! This is one more characteristic of which I had to speak to you. She has the fiercest aversion to all young men, and is attracted only to old men.
HAR. Really?
FRO. I wish you could have heard her talk on that subject. She cannot abide the sight of a young man, but nothing delights her more, she says, than to see a fine old man with a majestic beard. The oldest are to her the most charming, and I warn you not to go and make yourself look any younger than you really are. She wants someone who is at least sixty years old; and less than four months ago, on the point of being married, she suddenly broke off the match on learning that her lover was only fifty-six, and did not put on spectacles to sign the contract.
HAR. Only for that?
FRO. Yes; she says there is no satisfaction for her with a man of fifty-six; and above all, she has a weakness for those who wear spectacles.
HAR. Really, this is quite new to me.
FRO. It goes further than I can say. She has in her room a few paintings and engravings, what do you imagine they are? Pictures of Adonis, Cephalus, Paris, Apollo? No, no! Fine portraits of Saturn, of King Priam, of old Nestor, and of good father Anchises on his son’s shoulders.
HAR. That’s extraordinary. I should never have guessed such a thing; and I am very pleased to hear that she feels that way. Indeed had I been a woman, I should never have loved young men.
FRO. I should think not. How can anyone fall in love with young men!. Fine puppies and fops for a woman to hanker after! I should like to know what relish anyone can find in them?
HAR. Truly; I don’t understand it, and I do not know how some women like them so much 
FRO. They must be downright idiots. Can any one in her senses find youth attractive? Can those young dandies be men, and can one really fall for such animals?
HAR. That is what I say every day! With their effeminate voices, their three little bits of a beard turned up like a cat’s whiskers, their tow wigs, their flowing breeches with their shirts hanging out.
FRO. Yes; they are really handsome compared with you. Here is a real man. There is something worth looking at. This is the way one should be built and dressed to inspire love.
HAR. You think I look good?
FRO. What do you mean? You look wonderful, and your face is worth painting. Please turn around. Perfect! Let me see you walk. Here is a well-shaped body, supple and elegant, and which shows no sign of infirmity.
HAR. I have no serious problems, thank Heaven, only my cough, which comes from time to time
FRO. That is nothing. Your coughing is not unpleasant and you cough gracefully.
HAR. Tell me, Frosine, has Mariane not seen me yet? Has she not noticed me as she passes by?
FRO. No; but we have had many conversations about you. I described you to her, and I did not fail to make the most of your qualities, and to show her what an advantage it would be to have a husband like you.
HAR. You did right, and I thank you for it.
FRO. I have, Sir, a small request to make to you. I am on the point of losing a lawsuit for want of a little money (HARPAGON looks grave), and you could easily help me win the case, if you would help me out. You cannot imagine how happy she will be to see you. (HARPAGON looks joyful.) Oh! how attractive she will find you, and how that old-fashioned ruff of yours will fascinate her. But, above all, she will be delighted with your breeches fastened to your doublet with tags; that will make her fall madly in love with you, and a lover who wears tags will be for her a true relish.
HAR. You really make me most happy, Frosine, when you speak that way.
FRO. Really, Sir; this lawsuit is of the utmost importance for me. (HARPAGON looks serious again.) I am ruined if I lose it; and a very small financial help would save me. I wish you could have seen the pleasure she had when I spoke of you. (HARPAGON looks pleased again.) Joy sparkled in her eyes when I described your good qualities; and I finally succeeded in making her look forward with the greatest impatience to the conclusion of this marriage.
HAR. You have given me great pleasure, Frosine, and I am most grateful to you.
FRO. I beg you, Sir, to grant me the little assistance I ask for. (HARPAGON again looks grave.) It will put me on my feet again, and I shall feel grateful to you forever.
HAR. Good-bye. I must go and finish my correspondence.
FRO. I assure you, Sir, that you could not help me in a more pressing need.
HAR. I will see that my carriage is ready to take you to the fair.
FRO. I would not insist so if my need was not so great.
HAR. And I will make certain that we have supper early, so that nobody falls ill.
FRO. Do not deny me the help I beg of you. You would not believe, Sir, the pleasure that …
HAR. I must go; somebody is calling me I will see you later.
FRO. (alone). May fever strike you, you stingy dog! Go to the devil! The miser has held out against all my attacks; but I must not stop negotiating; and in any case, there is the other party from which I am sure to receive a good reward.

ACT III.
SCENE I. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE, ÉLISE, VALÈRE, DAME CLAUDE (holding a broom), MASTER JACQUES, LA MERLUCHE, BRINDAVOINE.
HAR. Here, come here, all of you; I have to give you my orders for later on , and explain to each of you what to do. Come here, Dame Claude; let us begin with you. (Looking at her broom.) Good; you are ready armed, I see. To you I entrust the care of cleaning up everywhere; but, above all, be very careful not to rub the furniture too hard, for fear of wearing it out. Besides that, I put you in charge of the bottles during supper, and if one of them should go missing, or if anything gets broken, I will hold you responsible, and deduct the expense from your wages.
JAC. (aside). A shrewd punishment .
HAR. (to DAME CLAUDE.) Now you may go.
SCENE II. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE, ÉLISE, VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES, BRINDAVOINE, LA MERLUCHE.
HAR.You, Brindavoine, and you, La Merluche, your duty will be to rinse the glasses, and pour the wine, but only when people are thirsty, and not as is the custom with certain stupid servants, who urge them to drink, and put the idea into their heads when they are not thinking about it. Wait until you have been asked several times, and always remember to add plenty of water.
JAC. (aside). Yes; undiluted wine goes to one’s head.
LA MER. Shall we take off our smocks, Sir?
HAR. Yes, when you see the guests arriving; but be very careful not to spoil your clothes.
BRIND. You know, Sir, that on one side, the front of my doublet is covered with a large stain of oil from the lamp.
LA MER. And I, Sir, that my breeches are all torn behind, and that, begging your pardon, one can see…
HAR. (to LA MERLUCHE).Quiet! Turn carefully towards the wall, and always face the company. (To BRINDAVOINE, showing him how he is to hold his hat in front of his doublet, to hide the stain of oil) And you, always hold your hat this way when you are serving.
SCENE III. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE, ÉLISE, VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES.
HAR. As for you, daughter, you will watch when they clear up, and see to it that nothing is wasted: this is a task which suits young women. Meanwhile get ready to welcome my future wife, who is coming this afternoon to pay you a visit, and take you to the fair with her. Do you understand what I am saying?
ELI. Yes, father.


SCENE IV. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE, VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES.
HAR. And you, my son the dandy, whom I have the kindness to forgive for what happened this morning, mind you don’t greet her with a sour face.
CLE. Greet her with a sour face! And why should I?
HAR. Good heavens! We know the attitude of children whose fathers marry again, and the way they usually regard those we call stepmothers. But if you wish me to forget your last prank, I advise you, above all things, to greet her with a smile, in short, to welcome her as warmly as you can.
CLE. To tell you the truth, father, I cannot say you that I am very happy to see her become my stepmother; I should be lying if I told you so; but as for greeting her warmly , and with a smile, I promise to obey you punctually in that regard.
HAR. Just be careful you do.
CLE. You will see that you will have no cause to complain.
HAR. You will do well.
SCENE V. HARPAGON, VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES.
HAR. Valère, come and help me with this business. Now, Maître Jacques, I kept you for the last.
JAC. Is it to your coachman, Sir, or to your cook you want to speak, as am both?
HAR. To both.
JAC. But to which of the two first?
HAR. To the cook.
JAC. Then wait, if you please.
(JACQUES takes off his stable-coat and appears dressed as a cook.)
HAR. What the devil is the meaning of this fuss?
JAC. Just give me your orders.
HAR. I have undertaken, Maître Jacques, to give a supper tonight.
JAC. (aside). What a miracle!
HAR. Tell me, will you give us a good supper?
JAC. Yes, if you give me plenty of money.
HAR. Damn! Always money! It seems they have nothing else to say except money, money, money! Always that same word in their mouths, money! Always speaking of money! It’s their hobby horse, money!
VAL. I have never heard such a stupid answer! To provide good food with plenty of money, is that really a feat! It is the easiest thing in the world and there is no halfwit who would not be able to do it. But a clever man should speak of being able to prepare a good supper with little money.
JAC. A good supper with little money?
VAL. Yes.
JAC. (to VALÈRE).Really, Mr. Steward, you will oblige me greatly by telling me your secret, and also by taking my place as cook: anyway, you keep on meddling in everything here.
HAR. Hold your tongue? What are we going to need?
JAC. Ask your dear Mr. Steward, who will make you a good meal with little money.
HAR. Listen? I want you to answer me.
JAC. How many will there be at your table?
HAR. Eight or ten; but you must only reckon for eight. When there is enough for eight, there is enough for ten.
VAL. That is self evident.
JAC. All right, then; we will need four big tureens of soup and five main dishes; soups, entrées …Soups: Partridge soup with green cabbage, vegetable soup, duck soup with turnips; main course : fried chicken, pigeon pie, calf sweetbread, white sausage and mushrooms 
HAR. What! do you mean to feed a whole city?
JAC. Roast, in a large dish, built up like a pyramid, a large loin of veal, three pheasants, three fat hens, twelve domestic pigeons, twelve grain-fed chickens, twelve wild rabbits, twelve partridges, two dozen quails, three dozen small birds…
HAR. (clapping his hand on MASTER JACQUES’ mouth). Ah! Wretch! you are eating all I own.
JAC. Desserts…
HAR. (again putting his hand on JACQUES’ mouth). More still?
VAL. (to JACQUES). Do you want to kill everybody? And has your master invited people in order to murder them with over-feeding? Go and read the requirements for health, and ask doctors if there is anything more harmful to man as eating too much.
HAR. He is right.
VAL. Let me tell you, Maître Jacques, you and people like you, that a table overloaded with food is a death trap; that, if we are to prove true friendship to those we invite, we must insure that frugality reign throughout the meals we give, and that according to the saying of an ancient sage, “We must eat to live, and not live to eat.”
HAR. Ah! How well spoken that is! Come closer, let me embrace you for this last saying. It is the finest sentence that I have ever heard in my life: “We must live to eat, and not eat to….” No; that is not it. How did you say that?
VAL. That we must eat to live, and not live to eat.
HAR. (to MASTER JACQUES). Yes. Do you hear? (To VALÈRE) Who is the great man who said that?
VAL. I do not exactly recollect his name just now.
HAR. Remember to write down those words for me. I will have them engraved in gold letters over the fireplace in my dining room.
VAL. I shall do so. As for your supper, just let me take care of it. I will see that everything is as it should be.
HAR. Do so.
JAC. Just as well; I shall have less trouble.
HAR. (to VALÈRE). We must have some of those things of which one cannot eat much, and which are very filling. Some good fat beans, with a stew well stuffed with chestnuts.
VAL. Leave it to me.
HAR. Now, Maître Jacques, you must clean my carriage.
JAC. Wait a moment; you wish to speak to the coachman. (JACQUES puts on his coat.) You were saying …
HAR. That you must clean my carriage, and have my horses ready to drive to the fair.
JAC. Your horses! Really, Sir, they are not in any fit condition to walk. I won’t tell you that they are lying on their litter, the poor animals have none, and it would not be telling the truth. But you make them observe such rigid fasts that they are nothing but suggestions, ghosts, mere shades of horses.
HAR. How can they be sick!. They have nothing to do.
JAC. And because they have nothing to do, are they not to eat? It would be much better for the poor animals to work a lot and to eat likewise. It breaks my heart to see them so exhausted; for, truly, I love my horses; and when I see them in pain, it seems as if I myself were suffering. Every day I take the bread out of my own mouth to feed them; and a man is being too hard-hearted, Sir, if he has no compassion for his fellow creatures.
HAR. It won’t be very hard work just to go to the fair.
JAC. No, Sir. I haven’t the heart to drive them; it would go against my conscience to whip them in their present state. How could you expect them to drag a carriage when they do not even have strength enough to drag themselves along.
VAL. Sir, I will ask our neighbour, Picard, to drive them, particularly as we shall need him to get the supper ready.
JAC. Good. I had much rather they die by the hand of another than by mine.
VAL. Maître Jacques seems to think he is reason personified.
JAC. Mr. Steward seems to think he is indispensable.
HAR. Quiet.
JAC. Sir, I can’t bear flatterers, and I see that, whatever this man does, his continual control of the bread, wine, wood, salt, and candles, is done only to fawn upon you and curry favour. I am indignant to see it all; and I am sorry to hear every day what they say about you; for, after all, I feel affection for you; and, after my horses, you are the person I like most in the world.
HAR. Would you tell me, Maître Jacques, what people say about me?
JAC. Yes, Sir, if I were sure you would not get angry with me.
HAR. No, by no means.
JAC. Excuse me, I know very well that I would make you angry.
HAR. No, on the contrary, you will oblige me. I shall be glad to know what people say about me.
JAC. Since you wish it, Sir, I will tell you frankly that you are the laughing-stock of everybody; that they taunt us everywhere with hundreds of jokes about you, and that nothing delights people more than to make sport of you, and constantly to tell stories about your stinginess. One says that you have special almanacs printed, in which you double the ember days and vigils, so that you may save money from the fasts that you impose on all your household; another, that you always have a ready-made quarrel with your servants at Christmas time or when they leave you, so that you have a good reason not to give them any money. One man says that once you prosecuted a neighbour’s cat because it had eaten the left over of a leg of mutton; another says that one night you were caught stealing your own horses’ oats, and that your coachman - that is the man who was before me - gave you, in the dark, a good sound drubbing, of which you did not breathe a word. Well, what can I say? Everywhere we go, they make fun of you. You are an object of ridicule and abuse for everybody; and whenever they speak about you, it is with the words miser, stingy, mean, niggardly fellow and usurer.
HAR. (beating JACQUES). You are a fool, a rascal, a scoundrel, and a stupid wretch.
JAC. There, there! Had I not guessed right? You would not believe me. I told you I should make you angry if I spoke the truth?
HAR. You should learn how to speak.
SCENE VI. VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES.
VAL. (laughing). From what I see, Maître Jacques, your frankness is badly rewarded.
JAC. Damn! Mr. Upstart, you can put on airs, it is no business of yours. Laugh at your own thrashing when you get one, and don’t come and laugh at mine.
VAL. Ah! Maître Jacques, don’t get angry, please.
JAC. (aside). He is being quite gentle. I will put on a bold face, and if he is fool enough to be afraid of me, I shall give him a few blows. (To VALÈRE) Do you know, mocking Sir, that I am not joking, and that if you provoke me, I shall make you laugh in a different way .(JACQUES pushes VALÈRE to the farther end of the stage, threatening him.)
VAL. Gently, gently.
JAC. What do you mean, gently? I do not want to be gentle.
VAL. Please.
JAC. You are a rude man.
VAL. Dear Maître Jacques….
JAC. Do not call me dear Maître Jacques! If I take a stick, I shall give you a good thrashing.
VAL. What do you mean, a stick? (Drives back JACQUES in his turn.)
JAC. Oh! I am not talking about that.
VAL. Do you know, you braggart, that I am capable of giving you a good drubbing?
JAC. I do not doubt it
VAL. That, after all, you are but a mere cook?
JAC. I know it.
VAL. And that you do not know me yet?
JAC. Forgive me.
VAL. You will thrash me, you say?
JAC. I only spoke in jest.
VAL. And I do not like your jesting. (beating JACQUES). Let me tell you that your jokes are in bad taste.
JAC. (alone).A curse on honesty! It does not pay. From now on, I will have nothing to do with I tand I no longer want to tell the truth. My master may have the right to beat me; but as for that Mr. Steward, I shall have revenge against him, if I can.
SCENE VIII. MARIANE, FROSINE.
MAR. Ah! Frosine, what a strange state I am in and if I must reveal what I feel, how I fear this meeting!
FRO. Why should you? Why should you have misgivings?
MAR. Alas! are you asking me? Can you not imagine the fears of a person about to see the torture she is to undergo.
FRO. I quite see that to die in a pleasant manner, Harpagon is not the torture you would choose; and I can judge by your expression that the young man you mentioned is still in your thoughts.
MAR. Yes, Frosine; it is something I do not deny. And the respectful visits he has paid at our house have, I confess, touched my heart.
FRO. But do you know who he is?
MAR. No, I do not who he is but I know is that his looks make him easy to love and that if things were left up to me, I would much rather marry him than any other, and that he greatly adds to the horrible dread that I have of the husband they want to force upon me.
FRO. Really! All those dandies are pleasant enough, and are very good talkers, but most of them are poor as church mice; and it is better for you to take an old husband, who gives you plenty of money. I admit that the senses will not be not fully satisfied with the party I suggest, and that there are certain small unpleasant experiences to be endured with such a husband; but all that cannot last; and his death, believe me, will soon put you in a position to take a more pleasant man, who will make amends for everything.
MAR. Goodness, Frosine! What a strange state of things if, in order to be happy, we must look forward to the death of another human being. And death does not always make our plans come true.
FRO. You are joking. You marry him only with the express understanding that he will soon leave you a widow; it must be one of the articles of the marriage contract. It would be very wrong in him not to die within three months. Here he is in person.
MAR. Ah! Frosine, what a face!
SCENE IX. HARPAGON, MARIANE, FROSINE.
HAR. (to MARIANE). Do not be offended, my pretty one, if I come to you wearing glasses. I know that your charms can be seen with the naked eye; are visible enough in themselves and that there is no need of glasses to see them, but still, it is with glasses that we look at the stars, and I maintain and affirm that you are a star, and the most beautiful star in the land of stars. Frosine, she does not answer, and it seems to me, shows no pleasure in seeing me.
FRO. It is because she is still rather surprised, and then young girls are always shy of betraying their feelings too quickly.
HAR. (to FROSINE). You are right. (To MARIANE) My pretty darling, there is my daughter coming to greet you.
SCENE X. HARPAGON, ÉLISE, MARIANE, FROSINE.
MAR. I am very late Madame, paying you the visit I owed you.
ELI. You have done, Madame, what I ought to have done. It was my duty to come to see you first.
HAR. You see that she is tall; but weeds grow fast.
MAR. (aside to FROSINE). Oh, what an unpleasant man!
HAR. (to FROSINE). What does the pretty one say?
FRO. That she finds you wonderful.
HAR. You do me great honour, adorable darling.
MAR. (aside). What a beast !
HAR. I am really obliged to you for feeling that way.
MAR. (aside). I can bear it no longer.
SCENE XI. HARPAGON, MARIANE, ÉLISE, CLÉANTE, VALÈRE, FROSINE, BRINDAVOINE.
HAR. Here is my son, who also comes to greet you.
MAR. (aside to FROSINE). Oh, Frosine! what a strange meeting! He is the very one I spoke to you about.
FRO. (to MARIANE). That is an extraordinary coincidence.
HAR. I see that you are surprised that I have such grown-up children; but I shall soon be rid of both of them.
CLE. (to MARIANE). Madame, to tell you the truth, I little expected this event; and I was greatly taken aback when today my father informed me of his plans.
MAR. I can say the same thing. This is an unexpected meeting which surprised me as much as it did you and I certainly was not prepared for such an event.
CLE. Of course, Madame, my father cannot make a better choice, and it is a great joy for me to have the honour of seeing you. At the same time, I cannot say that I would rejoice if it were your intention to become my stepmother. I must confess that I should find it difficult to pay you such a compliment; and it is a title, please forgive me, that I cannot wish you to have. My words will seem too frank to some people, but I am certain that you will be able to understand their true meaning, that you can imagine, Madame, knowing who I am, how contrary to all my wishes this marriage is, and that with my father’s permission, I hope you will allow me to say that, if things depended on me, it would never take place. 
HAR. (aside). That is a silly compliment; a fine confession to make to her!
MAR. And I, to answer you, must tell you that things are much the same with me, and that, if the thought of having me as your stepmother would be shocking to you, having you as my stepson would be no less shocking to me. Do not think, I beg you, that I am the one responsible for making you anxious. I should be deeply grieved to cause you the least sorrow, and unless I am forced to it by a power I must obey, I give you my word that, I will never consent to a marriage which saddens you.
HAR. She is right. A foolish speech deserves an answer in the same vein. I ask your indulgence, my pretty one, for my son’s impertinence. He is a silly young fellow, who has not yet learned the value of his own words.
MAR. I assure you that what he said he has not offended me at all; on the contrary, I am pleased that he has made his true feelings clear. I appreciate such a confession from him, and if he had spoken differently, I should respect him less.
HAR. It is very kind of you to be willing to forgive his shortcomings. Time will make him wiser, and you will see that his feelings will change.
CLE. No, father, they can never change; and I earnestly beg Madame to believe it.
HAR. Did you ever see such madness? He is becoming worse and worse.
CLE. Do you want me to lie about my feelings?
HAR. Again! Will you please stop speaking in this way.
CLE. Very well, since you wish me to speak differently, I shall do so. Please, Madame, let me take for a moment my father’s place; and allow me to tell you that I never saw in the whole world anybody as fascinating as you are; that I can conceive of no happiness equal to that of pleasing you, and that to be your husband is a glory, a happiness, I should prefer to the destinies of the greatest princes on earth. Yes, Madame, to possess you is, to my mind, to own the greatest of all treasures; that is all I wish for. There is nothing I would not do for so precious a conquest, and the mightiest obstacles …
HAR. Gently, my son, if you please.
CLE. I am complimenting Madame in your name.
HAR. Heavens! I have a tongue to explain my feelings, and have no need of an advocate like you… Here, bring us some chairs.
FRO. No; I think it is better for us to go to the fair at once, so we can be back earlier, and have plenty of time for talking.
HAR. (to BRINDAVOINE). Have the carriage ready at once.
SCENE XII. HARPAGON, MARIANE, ÉLISE, CLÉANTE, VALÈRE, FROSINE.
HAR. (to MARIANE). Please forgive me, my dear, but I forgot to order some refreshments you could have before you leave.
CLE. I have looked after it, father, and have had delivered here some baskets of China oranges, sweet citrons, and preserves, which I ordered in your name.
HAR. (aside, to VALÈRE). Valère!
VAL. (aside, to HARPAGON). He is out of his mind!
CLE. Do you think, father, that it may not be enough? I hope, Madame will perhaps be kind enough to excuse us.
MAR. It was not necessary.
CLE. Did you ever see, Madam, a more brilliant diamond than the one my father has on his finger?
MAR. Indeed, it sparkles brightly.
CLE. (taking the diamond off his father’s finger). You must see it closer.
MAR. It is certainly fine; it has real fire.
CLE. (steps before MARIANE, who wants to return it). No, no, Madame, the hands holding it are too beautiful; it is a present my father gives you.
HAR. I?
CLE. Is it not true, father, that you wish Madame to keep it for your sake?
HAR. (aside, to his son). What?
CLE. (to MARIANE). A strange question indeed! He is signalling to me to force you to accept it.
MAR. I do not wish…
CLE. (to MARIANE). You are joking … He refuses to take it back.
HAR. (aside). I am bursting with rage!
MAR. It would be …
CLE. (still hindering MARIANE from returning it). No, I tell you, you are offending him.
MAR. Please …
CLE. By no means.
HAR. (aside). The devil take …
CLE. Look how shocked he is by your refusal.
HAR. (aside, to his son). Ah! traitor!
CLE. (to MARIANE). You see he is in despair.
HAR. (aside, to his son, threatening him). You villain!
CLE. Really, father, it is not my fault. I do all I can to persuade her to accept it; but she is obstinate.
HAR. (in a rage, aside to his son). Rascal!
CLE. Because of you, Madame, my father is scolding me.
HAR. (aside, with the same looks). Scoundrel!
CLE. (to MARIANE). You will make him ill .I beg you. Madame, do not hesitate any longer.
FRO. (to MARIANE). Goodness! Why so much fuss? Keep the ring, since the gentleman wishes you to.
MAR. (to HARPAGON). To avoid making you angry, I will keep it now; and I shall take another opportunity of returning it to you.
SCENE XIII. HARPAGON, MARIANE, ÉLISE, VALÈRE, FROSINE, BRINDAVOINE.
BRIND. Sir, there is a gentleman here who wants to speak to you.
HAR. Tell him that I am not free, and that he can come back another time.
BRIND. He says he has some money for you.
HAR. (to MARIANE). Please, excuse me; I will come back directly.
SCENE XIV. HARPAGON, MARIANE, ÉLISE, CLÉANTE, FROSINE, LA MERLUCHE.
LA MER. (comes in running, and throws HARPAGON down). Sir….
HAR. Oh! He has killed me.
CLE. What is the matter, father? Have you hurt yourself?
HAR. The wretch must have been bribed by my debtors to break my neck.
VAL. (to HARPAGON). It is nothing serious.
LA MER. (to HARPAGON). I am sorry, Sir; I thought I had to come here fast…
HAR. What do you come here for, scoundrel?
LA MER. To tell you that your two horses have lost their shoes.
HAR. Take them quickly to the smith.
CLE. In the meantime, father, I will show Madame the house, and take her to the garden, where I shall have the refreshments served.
SCENE XV. HARPAGON, VALÈRE.
HAR. Valère, keep an eye on things; and take care, please, to save as much of it as you can, so that we may send it back to the caterer.
VAL. I will.
HAR. (alone). Oh! wicked son, do you mean to ruin me?

ACT IV.
SCENE I. CLÉANTE, MARIANE, ÉLISE, FROSINE.
CLE. Let us come in here; we shall be more comfortable. There is no one that we cannot trust around and we can speak openly.
ELI. Yes, Madame, my brother has told me of his love for you. I know what sorrow and anxiety such trials as these may cause, and I assure you that I take a loving interest in your affair.
MAR. I feel great consolation in having the sympathy of a person like you, and I entreat you, Madame, ever to keep alive that generous friendship which helps me to bear the cruelty of my fate.
FRO. You really are both very foolish not to have told me of this matter before. I most probably would have spared you this worry and would not have brought things to this crucial point,
CLE. What could I do? It is my evil destiny which has willed it so. But you, dear Mariane, what decision have you made?
MAR. Alas! Is it in my power to decide anything? And, dependent as I am, can I do anything else except form wishes?
CLE. Is there no other support for me in your heart, nothing but mere wishes? No pity for me? No kind desire to help? No feelings of love inspiring you to action?
MAR. What am I to say to you? Put yourself in my place, and see what I can possibly do. Advise me, devise a plan, I entrust myself entirely to you, for I am sure that you are too reasonable to ask of me anything that is not honourable or seemly.
CLE. Alas! What hope do you give me when you wish me to be guided entirely by the strict rules of a demanding honour and of a scrupulous propriety.
MAR. But what would you have me do? Even if I were to disregard the many rules which our sex forces us to follow, I respect my mother. She has always brought me up with great tenderness, and I could not resolve to give her any cause for sorrow. But you, do all you can when you speak to her. Strive to win her over. I give you leave to say and do all you wish; and if the one thing I have to do is to reveal my feelings for you, I am quite willing to confess to her the depth of my affection for you
CLE. Yes, dear Mariane, let us begin, I beg you, by winning over your mother; a great deal will be accomplished if this marriage can be prevented. Try, as hard as you can, I beseech you, to make it happen; make use of all the power that her tenderness for you gives you over her. Use the irresistible gentleness, the powerful charms, with which Heaven has endowed your eyes and lips; and please make use of those loving words, of those tender entreaties, of those affectionate gestures which, I am sure, would win over anyone.
MAR. I shall do all I can, and will forget nothing.
SCENE II. HARPAGON, MARIANE, ÉLISE, FROSINE.
HAR. (aside, and without being seen). Ah! ah! my son is kissing the hand of his intended stepmother, and his intended stepmother does not seem to mind! Can there be any mystery in all this?
ELI. Here comes my father.
HAR. The carriage is ready, and you can leave when you like.
CLE. Since you are not going, father, I shall take them.
HAR. No, stay here; they can go on their own, and I need you here.
SCENE III. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE.
HAR. Well, now, not considering her as a stepmother, what do you think of this lady?
CLE. What I think of her?
HAR. Yes, what do you think of her appearance, her figure, her beauty, her intelligence?
CLE. So, so.
HAR. But still?
CLE. To tell you the truth, I did not find her here such as I had thought her to be. Her manner is flirtatious, her figure rather awkward, her beauty very mediocre, and her intelligence quite ordinary. Please do not think that I say this to make you dislike her; for if I must have a stepmother, this one is as good as any other.
HAR. Nonetheless, you were telling her just now….
CLE. I paid her a few compliments in your name, but it was to please you.
HAR. So then you don’t care for her?
CLE. I? Not in the least.
HAR. I am sorry to hear that, for that puts an end to a plan which had occurred to me. Seeing her here made me reflect on my own age; and I thought that people would talk if they saw me married to such a young girl. I was, therefore, going to give up theidea of marrying her, and as I had asked for her, and had given my promise, I would have given her to you if it were not for the dislike you show for her.
CLE. To me?
HAR. To you.
CLE. In marriage?
HAR. In marriage.
CLE. Listen: It is true she is not much to my taste; but, to please you, father, I will accept to marry her, if you wish.
HAR. If I wish! I am more reasonable than you think. I don’t wish to compel you to go against your judgement.
CLE. No really! I will make that effort for the love of you.
HAR. No, no; a marriage cannot be happy where there is no attraction.
CLE. Perhaps, it is something that will come later, and they say that love is often the result of marriage.
HAR. No, on the man’ side, one must not take such a risk, and one might run into a disastrous situation which I have no wish to cause. If you had been attracted to her, all right: I would have had you marry her instead of me, but this not being the case, I shall do as I first intended and marry her myself.
CLE. Well, father, since things are so, I must be open with you, and reveal our secret to you. The truth is that I have loved her ever since I saw her taking a walk, that I had intended earlier on today to ask you to let me marry her, and I was only deterred from it because you spoke of your feelings for her, and because I feared to displease you.
HAR. Have you ever paid her any visits?
CLE. Yes, father.
HAR. Many?
CLE. Quite a few; considering the short time we have been acquainted.
HAR. Were you well received.
CLE. Very well, but without her knowing who I was; and that is why Mariane was so surprised when she saw me today.
HAR. Have you told her of your love, and of your intention to marry her?
CLE. Certainly, and I have also approached her mother on the subject.
HAR. Did she seem interested in your proposal for her daughter?
CLE. Yes, very interested.
HAR. And does the daughter return your love?
CLE. If I can trust appearances, I feel, father, that she is well disposed towards me.
HAR. I am very glad to have found out this secret; and that is exactly what I wanted to know! Now, my son, do you know what? You must, if you please, make up your mind to forget your love for Mariane, to cease to court a person I intend for myself, and to marry shortly with the woman I have chosen for you.
CLE. Yes, father, this is how you trick me! Very well, since things are come to such a pass, I openly declare to you that I shall not give up my love for Mariane. that no step aimed at winning her from you will seem too extreme; and that if you have the advantage of her mother’s consent, perhaps I have some other assets that will speak for me.
HAR. What, rascal! You dare to encroach on my turf?
CLE. You are the one encroaching on mine. I was first to court her.
HAR. Am I not your father, and do you not owe me respect?
CLE. These are not things in which children have to defer to their fathers; and love respects no one.
HAR. You will get to respect me when I give you a good thrashing
CLE. All your threats will have no effect.
HAR. You will give up Mariane?
CLE. Never!
HAR. Bring me a stick. Quick!
SCENE IV. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE, MASTER JACQUES.
JAC. Come, come, gentlemen, what does this mean? What are you thinking of?
CLE. I could not care less!
JAC. (to CLÉANTE). Ah! Sir, gently.
HAR. How dare he speak to me with such impudence!
JAC. (to HARPAGON). Ah! Sir, I beg you.
CLE. I shall not change my mind.
JAC. (to CLÉANTE). What! to your father?
HAR. Let me do it.
JAC. (to HARPAGON). What! Beat your son? At least with me, it’s acceptable.
HAR. I want to make you judge in this matter, Maître Jacques, to prove how right I am.
JAC.I accept. (To CLÉANTE) Go a little farther back.
HAR. I love a young woman whom I want to marry, and the scoundrel has the impudence to love her also, and to want to marry her though I forbid it.
JAC. Oh! he is wrong.
HAR. Is it not an abominable thing to see a son 
becoming the his father’s rival? And is he not bound , out of respect, to refrain from interfering with my choice?
JAC. You are quite right; stop here, and let me go and speak to him.
CLE. (to MASTER JACQUES, who comes near him). Very well! since he wants to make you the judge, I have no objection. I care little who it is, and I don’t mind referring our quarrel to you, Maître Jacques.
JAC. You do me great honour.
CLE. I am in love with a young woman who returns my affection, and who receives kindly the offer of my heart; and my father takes it into his head to ruin our relationship by asking for her hand in marriage.
JAC. He is wrong, most certainly.
CLE. Is he not ashamed, at his age, to think of marrying? Is it becoming for him to be in love? and ought he not now to leave that activity to younger men?
JAC. You are quite right; he is not sensible; let me say a word to him. (To HARPAGON) Really, your son is not as extravagant as you say, and he is listening to reason. He says that he is conscious of the respect he owes you, that he only got angry in the heat of the moment, that he will gladly submit to all you wish provided you are willing to treat him better than you have done, and that you give him in marriage a person to his taste.
HAR. Ah! tell him, Maître Jacques, that on those terms, he will be able to obtain anything from me, and that, except for Mariane, I leave him free to choose as his wife whomsoever he pleases.
JAC. Leave things to me. (To CLÉANTE) Really, your father is not as unreasonable as you make him out to be; and he told me that it was your fits of anger that irritated him, that he only objects to the way you behave, and is quite ready to grant you what you want, provided you approach him politely and treat him the deference, respect, and submission that a son owes his father.
CLE. Ah! Maître Jacques, you can assure him that if he grants me Mariane, he will always find me the most submissive of men, and that I shall never go against any of his wishes.
JAC. (to HARPAGON). It’s done; he consents to what you say.
HAR. This is perfect.
JAC. (to CLÉANTE). It’s all settled; he is satisfied with your promises.
CLE. Heaven be praised!
JAC. Gentlemen, all you need do is to discuss things together; you are now agreed, and you were on the point of quarrelling because you did not understand each other. 
CLE. My poor Maître Jacques, I shall be obliged to you all my life.
JAC. It was a pleasure, Sir.
HAR. You obliged me, Maître Jacques, and that deserves a reward. (HARPAGON feels in his pocket, JACQUES holds out his hand, but HARPAGON only pulls out his handkerchief, and says,) Go; I will remember it, I promise you.
JAC. I thank you kindly, Sir.
SCENE V. HARPAGON, CLÉANTE.
CLE. I ask your forgiveness for getting angry, father.
HAR. It is nothing.
CLE. I assure you that I am really sorry.
HAR. And I am very happy to see you reasonable.
CLE. How very kind of you so soon to forget my offence.
HAR. One easily forgets the faults of children when they return to their duty.
CLE. How kind not to remain angry with me for my extravagant behaviour!
HAR. The submission and respect that you show me compel me to forget my anger.
CLE. I assure you, father, that to my dying day, I shall keep in heart the memory of your kindness.
HAR. And I promise you that there is nothing that you will not obtain from me.
CLE. Oh, father! I ask for nothing more; you gave me enough when you gave me Mariane.
HAR. What?
CLE. I say, father, that I am only too grateful already, and that you give me everything when you are kind enough to give me Mariane.
HAR. Who talks of giving you Mariane?
CLE. You, father.
HAR. I?
CLE. Of course.
HAR. What do you mean? You are the one who promised to give her up?
CLE. I! give her up?
HAR. Yes.
CLE. Certainly not.
HAR. Did you not give up all claims to her?
CLE. On the contrary, I am more determined to have her than ever.
HAR. What, scoundrel! again?
CLE. Nothing can make me change my mind.
HAR. Just see what I am going to do, wretch!
CLE. Do whatever you like!
HAR. I forbid you ever to come within my sight.
CLE. Good.
HAR. I abandon you.
CLE. Abandon me.
HAR. I disown you.
CLE. Disown me.
HAR. I disinherit you.
CLE. Whatsoever you wish.
HAR. A curse on you!
CLE. I have no use for your gifts.
SCENE VI. CLÉANTE, LA FLÈCHE.
LA FL. (leaving the garden with a casket). Ah! Sir, I find you just in time. Quick! follow me.
CLE. What is the matter?
LA FL. Follow me, I say. We are in luck.
CLE. What do you mean?
LA FL. This is what you need.
CLE. What?
LA FL. I have watched for this all day.
CLE. What is it?
LA FL. Your father’s treasure that I have got hold of.
CLE. How did you manage it?
LA FL. I will tell you all about it. Let us be off. I can hear him scream.
SCENE VII. HARPAGON, from the garden, rushing in without his hat, and crying-
Stop thief! Stop thief! Stop the assassin! Stop the murderer! Give me justice, just Heaven! I am undone; I am murdered; they have cut my throat; they have stolen my money! Who can it be? What has become of him? Where is he? Where is he hiding? What shall I do to find him? Where am I to run? Where not to run? Is he not there? Who is this? Stop! (To himself, taking hold of his own arm) Give me back my money, wretch…. Ah…! it is only me…. My mind is confused, and I do not know where I am, who I am, and what I am doing. Alas! my poor money! my poor money! my dear friend, they have deprived me of you; and since you are gone, I have lost my support, my consolation, my joy. It is all over for me, and I have no reason to remain on this earth! Without you, it is impossible for me to live. It is all over; I can bear it no longer. I am dying; I am dead; I am buried. Is there nobody who will bring me back to life, by returning my dear money to me, or by telling me who has taken it? Ah! what are you saying? There is no one there. Whoever has committed the crime must surely have watched carefully for his opportunity, and must have chosen the very moment when I was talking with my wretched son. I must go. I will go and get law enforcers, and have the whole of my household put to the question my maids, my valets, my son, my daughter, and myself too. What a crowd of people are assembled here! Everyone I look at seems suspicious to me, and they all seem to be my thief. Ha! what are they speaking about over there? Of the man who stole my money? What noise is that up there? Is my thief there? For pity’s sake, if you know anything about my thief, I beseech you to tell me. Is he not hiding there among you? They all look at me and begin to laugh. You will see that they all have a share in the robbery. Quick! Le me have magistrates, police, provosts, judges, racks, gibbets, and executioners. I will have everybody hanged, and if I do not find my money, I will hang myself afterwards.

ACT V.
SCENE I. HARPAGON, A MAGISTRATE
MAG. Leave it to me. I know my business, thank Heaven! This is not the first time I have to find the thief; and I wish I had as many bags filled with a thousand francs as I have had people hanged.
HAR. This business is the business of all law enforcers; and if they do not help me to recover my money, I shall sue the Law itself.
MAG. We must take all needed steps. You say there was in that casket…?
HAR. Ten thousand crowns in cash.
MAG. Ten thousand crowns!
HAR. Ten thousand crowns.
MAG. A considerable theft.
HAR. There is no punishment great enough for the enormity of the crime; and if it is to remain unpunished, the most sacred things are no longer secure.
MAG. In what kind of coins was that sum?
HAR. In good golden coins of full weight.
MAG. Whom do you suspect of this robbery?
HAR. Everybody and I want you to take into custody the whole town and the suburbs.	
MAG. We must not, if you trust me, frighten anybody, but we must use gentle means to collect some evidence, in order to proceed later by more rigorous means to the recovery of the money which has been taken from you.
SCENE II. HARPAGON, THE MAGISTRATE, MASTER JACQUES.
JAC. (at the end of the stage, turning back to the door by which he came in). I am coming back. Have his throat cut at once; have his feet singed; put him in boiling water, and hang him up from the ceiling.
HAR. Who? The man who robbed me?
JAC. I was speaking of a suckling pig that your steward has just sent me; and I want to have it prepared for you in my own way.
HAR. That is not what I mean; and here is a gentleman to whom you have to speak of other matters.
MAG. (to JACQUES). Don’t get frightened. I am not a man to cause any scandal, and you will be treated gently.
JAC. (to HARPAGON). Is this gentleman coming to supper with you?
MAG. My friend, you must not now hide anything from your master.
JAC. Truly, Sir, I will show you all I know, and will treat you as best I can.
HARP. We are not talking about that.
JAC. If I do not give as good fare as I should like, it is the fault of your steward, who has clipped my wings with his mania for saving.
HAR. Rascal! It is not supper I am talking about; and I want you to tell me what has become of the money which has been stolen from me.
JAC. Money has been stolen from you?
HAR. Yes, rascal!; and I am going to hang you if you don’t give it me back to me.
MAG. (to HARPAGON).Please, don’t be so hard on him. I see by his looks that he is an honest fellow, and that he will tell you all you want to know without being sent to prison. Yes, my friend, if you confess, no harm shall come to you, and you will be well rewarded by your master. His money has been stolen from him today, and you must know something about the matter.
JAC. (aside). This is exactly what I need to be revenged of our steward; ever since he came here, he has been the favourite, and his advice is the only one listened to, besides, I have not forgotten the thrashing I received today…
HAR. What are you muttering about?
MAG. (to HARPAGON). Leave him alone. He is preparing to speak to you and I told you that he was an honest fellow.
JAC. Sir, since you want me to tell you everything, I believe your steward has done the deed.
HAR. Valère?
JAC. Yes.
HAR. He, who seems so faithful!
JAC. Himself. I believe that he is the one who robbed you.
HAR. And what makes you believe it?
JAC. What makes me believe it?
HAR. Yes.
JAC. I believe it … because I believe it.
MAG. But you must tell us the clues you have.
HAR. Did you see him ferreting about the place where I had put my money?
JAC. Yes, indeed. Where was your money?
HAR. In the garden.
JAC. Exactly; I saw him ferreting about in the garden. And what was your money in?
HAR. In a casket.
JAC. That’s it. I saw him with a casket.
HAR. And that casket, what was it like? I shall soon see if it is mine.
JAC. What it was like?
HAR. Yes.
JAC. It was like … like a casket.
MAG. Of course. But describe it briefly, just to see.
JAC. It was a large casket.
HAR. The one stolen from me is small.
JAC. Yes, it is small when you just look at it; but I call it large because of what it contains.
MAG. And what colour was it?
JAC. What colour?
MAG. Yes.
JAC. It is of a colour … of a certain colour…. Could you not help me to find the word?
HAR. What!
JAC. Isn’t it red?
HAR. No, grey.
JAC. That’s it, reddish-grey! That’s what I meant.
HAR. There is no doubt about it, it’s my casket for certain. Write down his evidence, Sir! Heavens! whom can I trust after that? Nothing is safe, and I believe now that I am capable of stealing from myself.
JAC. (to HARPAGON). Sir, there he is coming back. Please do not tell him that it was I who told you everything.
SCENE III. HARPAGON, THE MAGISTRATE, VALÈRE, MASTER JACQUES.
HAR. Come here: come and confess the most abominable deed, the most horrible crime that was ever committed.
VAL. What do you want, Sir?
HAR. What, wretch! you do not blush for shame after such a crime?
VAL. To what crime are you referring?
VAL. To what crime I am referring, base villain, as if you did not know what I mean! It would be useless for you to try to hide it; the matter is in the open, and I have just heard all the details. How could you abuse my kindness in this way, find your way on purpose into my house to deceive me, to play such an abominable trick on me?
VAL. Sir, since everything had been revealed, I will not try to find excuses or deny what I have done.
JAC. (aside). Oh! oh! Did I by chance guess right?
VAL. I intended to speak to you about it, and I was waiting for a suitable time to do so; but, since things have turned out in this way, I beg of you not to be angry, and to hear my reasons.
HAR. And what fine reasons can you possibly give me, infamous thief?
VAL. Ah! Sir, I do not deserve these names. I have offended you, it is true; but, after all, the offence is excusable.
HAR. What do you mean excusable? A premeditated trick, an assassination of this kind!!
VAL. I beseech you, do not get angry. When you have heard all I have to say, you will see that the harm is not as great as you make it out to be.
HAR. The harm not as great as I make it out to be! What! My very blood, my heart, scoundrel!
VAL. Your blood, Sir, has not fallen into bad hands. My rank is high enough not to disgrace it, and there is nothing in all this for which I cannot make amends.
HAR. It is, indeed, what I demand and that you should return to me what you have taken from me.
VAL. Your honour, Sir, shall be fully satisfied.
HAR. There is no question of honour in all this. But tell me what made you commit such a deed?
VAL. Alas! Are you asking me?
HAR. Yes, indeed, I am asking you.
VAL. A god, Sir, who brings with him forgiveness for all he makes us do: Love.
HAR. Love?
VAL. Yes.
HAR. A fine love! a fine love, indeed! the love of my gold!
VAL. No, Sir, it is not your wealth that has tempted me, that is not what has dazzled me; and I swear never to covet any of your possessions, provided you leave me the one I have.
HAR. Certainly not, by Heaven! I am not going to let you keep it But did you ever see such arrogance: wishing to keep what he has stolen from me!
VAL. Do you call that stealing?
HAR. Do I call it stealing? Such a valuable treasure!!
VAL. Truly, it is a treasure and probably the most precious that you own. But leaving it to me will not mean losing it. I ask you for this fascinating treasure on my knees and to do the right thing, you must grant it to me.
HAR. I shall do nothing of the kind. What does this mean?
VAL. We have promised to be true to each other, and have sworn an oath never to leave each other.
HAR. The oath is admirable, and the promise charming!
VAL. Yes, we have sworn to belong to each other forever.
HAR. I shall certainly stop you, I can assure you.
VAL. Nothing but death can separate us.
HAR. You must be really bewitched by my money.
VAL. I have already told you, Sir, that it is not greed which prompted me to do what I have done. I did not act egged on by the reasons you suggest; a nobler motive inspired me.
HAR. You will see that it is out of Christian charity that he covets my money; but I shall put a stop to all this, and the law, impudent rascal, will soon give me satisfaction.
VAL. You will do as you please, and I am ready to suffer all the violence you care to inflict upon me, but I beg you to believe, at least, that if there is any harm done, I am the only one to blame, and that your daughter is in no way guilty.
HAR. I should think not indeed! It would be really strange if my daughter had been involved in this crime. But I want my treasure back, and you must confess to me to where you have taken it.
VAL. I have not taken it anywhere, and it is still in your house.
HAR. (aside). O my beloved casket! (To VALÈRE) My treasure has not left my house?
VAL. No, Sir.
HAR. Well, then, tell me, have you not tampered with it?
VAL. I, tamper with that treasure! Ah! you do us both wrong. I am burning with a love that is pure and respectful.
HAR. (aside). He is burning with love for my casket!
VAL. I had rather die than show the least offensive thought: I have been met with too much modesty and too much purity for that.
HAR. (aside). My cash-box too modest!
VAL.I was satisfied with just the sight of that treasure, and no sinful thought has spoiled the passion I feel for those fair eyes.
HAR. (aside).My casket’s fair eyes! He speaks of it as a lover of his mistress.
VAL. Dame Claude knows the whole truth, Sir, and she can bear witness…
HAR. What! my servant is an accomplice in this business?
VAL. Yes, Sir, she was a witness to our agreement; and it was after being sure of the sincerity of my feelings that she helped me persuade your daughter to promise her love to me and to accept mine.
HAR. Ah! (Aside) Does the fear of the law make him lose his senses? (To VALÈRE) Why do you bring my daughter into this business?
VAL. I say, Sir, that, because of her modesty, I found it most difficult to make her consent to what my love asked of her.
HAR. Whose modesty?
VAL. Your daughter’s; and it was only yesterday that she finally resolved to sign our mutual promise of marriage.
HAR. My daughter has signed a promise to marry you?
VAL. Yes, Sir, as I have also signed one to marry her.
HAR. O Heavens! another misfortune!
JAC. (to the MAGICER). Write, Sir, write.
HAR. More pain! More despair! (To the MAGISTRATE) Come, Sir, do your duty, and draw me up an indictment against him as a thief and a seducer.
JAC. As a thief and a seducer.
VAL. These are names which I do not deserve, and when people know who I am…
SCENE IV. HARPAGON, ÉLISE, MARIANE, VALÈRE, FROSINE, MASTER JACQUES, THE MAGISTRATE
HAR. Ah! wicked daughter! Daughter unworthy of a father like me! is it thus that you put into practice the lessons I have taught you? You fall in love with an infamous thief, and promise yourself to him without my consent! But you shall both be thwarted. (To ÉLISE) Four strong walls will answer for your conduct in the future; (to VALÈRE) and you shall compensate me for your shameful deed on well built gallows.
VAL. Your anger will not be the judge in this affair, and I shall at least have a hearing before I am sentenced.
HAR. I was wrong to say gallows; you will be broken alive on the wheel.
ELI. (kneeling to her father). Ah! father, be more merciful, I beseech you, and do not let your paternal authority drive matters to extremes. Do not give way to the first outbursts of your anger, and give yourself time to consider what you wish to do. Take the trouble to look more closely at the man who has offended you. You have misjudged him, and you will think it less strange that I should have promised myself to him, when you know that without him you would long ago have lost me forever. Yes, father, it is he who saved me when I was in danger of drowning, and to whom you owe the life of that very daughter who …
HAR. All that is nothing; and it would have been much better for me if he had let you drown rather than do what he has done.
ELI. Father, I beseech you, in the name of paternal love, to…
HAR. No, no. I will not listen, and justice must take its course.
JAC. (aside). You shall pay me for the blows you gave me.
FRO. This is a perplexing state of affairs!
SCENE V. ANSELME, HARPAGON, ÉLISE, MARIANE, FROSINE, VALÈRE, THE MAGISTRATE, MASTER JACQUES.
ANS. What is happening, Seigneur Harpagon? You seem quite upset.
HAR. Ah,Seigneur Anselme, you see in me the most unfortunate of men; and you can never imagine what aggravation and trouble surround the contract you have come to sign! My property is being attacked; my honour is being attacked; and you see before you a scoundrel, a wretch who has violated the most sacred rights, who has introduced himself into my house as a servant in order to steal my money, and seduce my daughter.
VAL. Who thinks of your money about which you rave?
HAR. Yes; they have given each other a promise of marriage. This insult concerns you, Seigneur. Anselme; and you are the one who should litigate against him, and prosecute him to the utmost, in order to punish his impudence.
ANS. It is not my intention to force anybody to marry me, and to lay claim to a heart which belongs to someone else; but as far as your interests are concerned, I am ready to defend them as if they were my own.
HAR. This gentleman, an honest magistrate, has promised that he will fulfill to his utmost the duties of his office. (To the MAGISTRATE, showing VALÈRE) Charge him soundly, Sir, and show how criminal his actions are.
VAL. I do not see how you can consider a crime the love I feel for your daughter, nor do I see to what punishment you think I can be sentenced for our mutual promise; when people know who I am …
HAR. I don’t care a pin for all those stories, and the world nowadays is full of would be nobles, of impostors, who take advantage of being unknown and insolently take on the first famous name that comes into their heads.
VAL. Let me tell you that I am too upright to steal something that does not belong to me, and that all Naples can bear testimony to my birth!
ANS. Not so fast! Take care of what you are about to say. You speak before a man to whom all Naples is known, and who can soon see if your story is true.
VAL. (proudly putting on his hat). I am not a man who fears anything; and if you are familiar with all Naples, you know who was Don Thomas d’Alburci.
ANS. Certainly; I know who he is, and few people have known him better than I.
HAR. Who cares about Don Thomas or Don Martin. 
ANS. Please, let him speak; we shall soon know what he has to say about him.
VAL. I mean that he was my father.
ANS. He?
VAL. Yes.
ANS. Come; you are joking. Try to invent a more likely story, and don’t attempt to find an escape with such a preposterous tale.
VAL. Think carefully before you speak This is not a preposterous tale, and I am not stating anything here that I cannot easily prove.
ANS. What! You dare to call yourself the son of Don Thomas d’Alburci?
VAL. Yes, I dare to do so; and I am ready to maintain this is true against anyone, whomsoever he may be.
ANS. Your audacity is unbelievable. Let me tell you, to prove you wrong, that the man to whom you are speaking perished at sea at least sixteen years ago with his wife and children, while he was trying to save their lives from the cruel persecutions which took place during the riots in Naples, and which caused the banishment of several high-ranking families.
VAL. Yes; but let me tell you, to prove you wrong, that his son, then seven years of age, was saved from the wreck with a servant by a Spanish vessel, and that this son is the man who is now speaking to you. Let me tell you that the captain of that ship, touched with compassion at my misfortune, became attached to me; that he had me brought up as his own son, and that as soon as I was old enough, I found a career in the army; that I heard recently that my father had not died, contrary to what had always thought; that, passing this way to try to find him, through a fortunate accident, I met the charming Élise; that the sight of her made me fall in love with her beauty, and that the depth of my love and the harshness of her father made me resolve to gain entry into his house disguised as a servant, and to send someone else to look for my parents.
ANS. But what other proofs have you apart from your own words that all this is not fiction only based on truth.
VAL. The captain of the Spanish vessel; a ruby seal which belonged to my father; an agate bracelet which my mother put on my arm; old Pedro, that servant who was saved with me from the wreck.
MAR. Alas! I can state here that you are not lying; and all you say clearly reveals to me that you are my brother.
VAL. You my sister!
MAR. Yes, my heart felt moved as soon as you began to speak; and our mother, who will be enchanted when she sees you, has often told me of the misfortunes of our family. Heaven spared us also in that dreadful wreck; but our life was saved only at the cost of our freedom, for my mother and I were rescued by pirates on the wreck of our vessel. After ten years of slavery, a lucky event gave us back our freedom, and we returned to Naples, where we found all our property sold, and could get no news of our father. We embarked for Genoa, where my mother went to gather what remained of a family estate which had been largely squandered. From there, leaving her heartless relatives, she came here, where she has merely existed.
ANS. O Heaven! How You show your power, and how clearly You prove that only You can work miracles! Come to my arms, my children, and share the joy of your happy father!
VAL. You are our father?
MAR. It was for you that my mother mourned so much?
ANS. Yes, my daughter; yes, my son; I am Don Thomas d’Alburci, whom Heaven also saved from drowning, with all the money he had with him, and who, after sixteen years, believing you all dead, was preparing, after long wanderings, to marry a gentle and virtuous woman and find consolation in a new family. The danger I foresaw to my life in Naples has made me decide never to return, and having found a way of selling what I had there, I have settled here where under the new name of Anselme, I have tried to forget the sorrows of that other name associated with such great trouble.
HAR. (to ANSELME). He is your son?
ANS. Yes.
HAR. I make you responsible for the ten thousand crowns that he has stolen from me.
ANS. He has stolen from you!
HAR. Yes.
VAL. Who says so?
HAR. Maître Jacques.
VAL. (to MASTER JACQUES). You are the one who says that?
JAC. You see that I am not saying anything.
HAR. Yes, he did. There is the Magistrate who has received his statement.
VAL. Can you really believe me capable of such a base action?
HAR. Capable or not capable, I must have my money back.


SCENE VI. HARPAGON, ANSELME, ÉLISE, MARIANE, CLÉANTE, VALÈRE, FROSINE, THE MAGISTRATE, MASTER JACQUES, LA FLÈCHE.
CLE. Do not torment yourself, father, and do not accuse anyone. I have news of your money, and I come here to tell you that if you allow me to marry Mariane, your money will returned to you.
HAR. Where is it?
CLE. Do not worry: it is in a safe place, and; everything depends on me. It is for you to tell me what you decide, and you have the choice either of losing Mariane or your cash-box.
HAR. Has nothing been taken out?
CLE. Nothing at all. Is it your intention to agree to this marriage, and to give your consent as does her mother, who allows her to choose between us?
MAR. (to CLÉANTE). But you do not know that this consent is no longer sufficient, and that Heaven with a brother whom you can see (showing VALÈRE), has also given me back a father (showing ANSELME); whose consent you must obtain.
ANS. Heaven, my dear children, has not given me back to you to oppose your wishes. Seigneur Harpagon, you must know that a young woman is more likely to choose the son rather than the father. Come, now, do not force people to tell you what it is unnecessary to hear, and give your consent, as I am doing, to this double marriage.
HAR. In order to make a wise decision, I must see my casket.
CLE. You shall see it safe and sound.
HAR. I have no money to give my children in marriage.
ANS. Never mind, I have some for them; do not let that trouble you.
HAR. Do you take upon yourself to defray all the expenses of these two weddings?
ANS. Yes, I shall be responsible for the expenses. Are you satisfied?
HAR. Yes, provided you order me a new suit of clothes for the wedding.
ANS. Agreed! Let us go and celebrate the happy events of this day.
MAG. Stop, Gentlemen, stop! not so fast, if you please. Who is to pay me for my report?
HAR. We have no need for your report.
MAG. Indeed! But I have done it with promise of payment.
HAR. (showing MASTER JACQUES). For your payment, here is a fellow you can hang!
JAC. Alas! what is one to do? I get blows for telling the truth, and they want to hang me for lying.
ANS. Seigneur Harpagon, you must forgive him this lie.
HAR. You will pay the Magistrate then?
ANS. All right. Let us go quickly to share our joy with your mother!
HAR. And I to see my dear casket
THE END
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