Tartuffe by Moliere
Act IV, Scene iii
MARIANNE:

Sir, by that Heaven which sees me here distressed,
And by whatever else can move your breast,

Do not employ a father’s power, I pray you,

To crush my heart and force it to obey you,

Nor by your harsh commands oppress me

So that I’ll begrudge the duty which I owe —
And do not so embitter and enslave me

That | shall hate the very life you gave me.

If my sweet hopes must perish, if you refuse

To give me to the one I've dared to choose,
Spare me at least,-1 beg you, I implore-

The pain of wedding one whom | abhor;

And do not, by a heartless use of force,

Drive me to contemplate some desperate course.



