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"Honour is a Mere Scutcheon: and so Ends my Catechism’

Translated by: Tanisha Chakma
Agathias
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Why do you sigh?

--I'am in love.

...With whom?

-- A lady.

Is she lovely?

-- To my eyes she appears lovely.

Where did you see her?

-- At the public feast where I had gone, I laid my eyes on her lying on a bed of straw.
Do you hope to have a chance with her?

-- Yes indeed, my friend. But it is not a public affair that I seek, but rather a clandestine
one.

Then you do not intend to marry her?

-- I have learnt that she has not a penny to her name.

Is that so? Then it is not love that you feel; you’re mistaken. For how can a soul be madly
in love and yet so very calculating?



