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It is late and you’re still up.i 

May I?ii 

These eyes whose beauty all this world transcends 

These arms, these hands, these slender feet 

This face hath isolated me from mine own race 

And hath made of me a stranger amongst my friends. 

This wavy hair of pure and shining gold 

This smile that ever turns my glum to mirth 

Have made for me, a paradise on earth.iii 

I hope you will forgive the liberties I am taking with you Madam, but I 

am very anxious to see you naked as Eve.iv 

You don’t protest?v 

What a genius of an inventor your father must have been. Quite mad of 

course, but a poet to have made you so beautiful.vi 

Did you lie with him, incestuously?vii 

You tease me with your secret silence.viii 

Will you lie with me?ix 

Will you abandon your delicate mechanisms to my desire?x 

Yes. You will. Yes.xi 

Don’t spurn me.xii 

What is your name? Rosalba? No not Rosalba.xiii 



No. I shall call you Love. Love. That is your name isn’t it?xiv 

I’ve been looking for you all my… always and… oh! My little girl, my 

love, my love, oh, oh, oh my love, oh…xv 

Yes.xvi 

I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love 

you. Love. Love. Love. Love. Love.xvii 

 

 

 

 
 
                                                             
i 1770: He, Giacomo Casanova an infamous Italian libertine. Me, Rosalba a finely 

wrought mechanical doll. 

ii Together: Larvatus Prodeo. 
iii When he speaks to me, I want to answer. To express my fragile mechanisms, my soft 

materials, my wooden thoughts. But my father has made me without a voice, and so, 

perhaps in vain I try to show him. I try. 

iv So great is his ardour that I am overwhelmed. He forces his love upon me. 

v My skin is hard, yet warms to his touch. I have a solid core that holds me upright, but 

inside, I am soft for him. 

vi There were many before me, but none so complete, so life-like, so expressive. My sisters 

combined to form me. I am their daughter. 

vii I have not always been so finely attired as I am now. Before I was brought here, I wore 

no clothes and felt no shame. That, I have learnt. 
viii I creak. I click. I whirr. I sigh. Does he hear me? 

ix I have been told there is another somewhat like me. Not like me. Like me. One that 

talks. One that has no face, no lips, no tongue but that has a voice. It talks of love. What is 

that to me? I am Love. 

x This other, this box with words, is filled with air; and pushed and pulled, and listened to.  
xi I am pushed and pulled, and listened to. 



                                                             
xii My love! My one and only Casanova! How might I show my love for you? Answer your 

passionate pleas?  

xiii I give myself to you entirely. I tell you with my very fabric that you alone possess me. 

Hear me. I am Love. I will not known by another name, save that which you decide to 

grant me. 

xiv I creak. I click. I whirr. I sigh. My voice. He hears me. 
xv Under his force, my delicate mechanisms vibrate and spin and flutter and stutter and 

grip.  

xvi He is inside me.  

xvii I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. 

Love. Love. Love. Love. Love. 


