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Char acters

Gerard
Bobi net
Pi corin
Francal
Bar on Van Osborn
Bertuccio
Max
The Bur gonaster
Not ary
Mrette
Bi anca (daughter of Van Gsborn)
The Mar qui se
Bohem ans, Sol diers, Ladies, and Gentl enen.
ACT |I. -- Aforest glade in Flanders.
ACT Il. -- Hall in the Chateau of the Marquise.
ACT I1l1. -- Avillage green
ACT I.
SCENE. -- A forest glade in Flanders. As the curtain rises

G PSI ES are discovered sitting and lying in picturesque attitudes
around a large fire, which is lighted in the centre of the stage;
some are eating and drinking, others snoking. FRANCAL and an old
G psy with a grey beard are playing dice on a tree-trunk. PICOR N
is going gaily fromone person to another, but is watching

M RETTE, who is sitting pensively on the grassy hillock at the
foot of a large tree R BERTUCCIO is just finishing a story he is
telling.

CHORUS.

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!
A splendid story!
Bravo! Bravo! Bertucci o!
He's the man to tell a story.
Bravo! Bertucci o!
Ah, what wit! Bravo! bravo!
BERTUCCI O. When you' ve roaned the world |ike ne,
You'll have stories, too, as well,



Strange adventures you can tell
Fit for story and for song,
Just to pass the hours al ong!

PICORIN (to M RETTE). Wiy this shadow on your brow,
Wy so sad and silent now?

M RETTE (as if waking froma drean).
l? . . . . "tis nothing, Picorin.

FRANCAL. "Tis only that our little Queen,
To dreanl and sweet awhile is going!

CHORUS. Tell us, Mrette! Tell us, Mrette!
What, ah! what are you dream ng of ?
Is it fame or fortune? O gol den | ove?
Ever al one you keep apart,
For our songs and dances you have no heart.
Cannot you trust your friends, Mrette?
Al'l our faithful |ove do you forget?

FRANCAL. Do you not |love old Francal still?
Pl CORI N. Ah! vex her not! She's sad to-night!
FRANCAL. Never fear! | know Mrette,
Her little heart is wise and true.
And yet -- that sad and cl ouded brow,

Those sweet eyes gazing to the bl ue,
Hi de sonme deepeni ng sorrow now
It will not do!

CHORUS. It will not do!

M RETTE. No, no! ny sadness all is gone!
And see -- I'msmling.

FRANCAL. Wl |l then, to show

"Tis really so,
Sing us the old, old song, you know.
CHORUS. Yes, yes! sing us the song.
FRANCAL. The old refrain, the dear old song,
That cheers us as we rove al ong,
The song we | ove, hurrah, hurrah!
The song of ol d Bohem al

SONG -- M RETTE.

Roam ng ever, night and day,
Heav' n for a roof o'erhead.
Luck to guide us on our way,

Only the earth for a bed.
Though so far the bells may ring,
Long our way and sl ow,

VWho cares? Merrily we sing,
Onward as we go.
VWhere we'll find a bed to-night
VWho of us may know?
VWho cares? Merrily we sing,
Onward still we go!
Dance along with merry, nerry song,
Though the way be dark and | ong,



FRANCAL.
(Ki sses her.)

(To the rest).

CHORUS.
Pl CORI N.

FRANCAL.

Ne'er a resting place have we,
The world is the hone of the Zi ngari!

Rags and tatters we nmay wear,
Enpty our purse may be,
But our hearts are light as air,
Never a care have we!
Though the sun be bright on high,
Though the Iight be |ow,
VWho cares? Merrily we sing,
Onward as we go!
Though the sun be bright on high,
Though the |ight be |ow,
VWho cares? Merrily we sing,
Onward still we go!
Dance along with nmerry, nerry song,
Though the way be dark and | ong,
Ne'er a resting place have we,
The world is the hone of the Zi ngari!

Bravo, Mrette!l Gve nme a kiss for ny trouble.

For,

You know how dear you are,
You know you are the star
That |ights our way,
And gui des us ever!
Tell ne, pray,
VWher e' s Bobi net ?
Bobi net ? Ha! ha! ha! ha!
Were' s Bobi net? Ha! ha!
He went away
At break of day
To | ook for plunder,
So he said!
| hope the idiot has not nade
Sone ot her bl under!
if they track us, '"tis thanks to him

So we nust nove, ere day is dim
Cone then, attend, and listen while | tell you

A certain plan of m ne. Approach, cone near,

Mrette!
Hear what | say.
SONG. -- FRANCAL.
Dost thou renmenber still the day, pretty Mrette,

Al

The day | found thee |lying al one by the way?

thy tears, all thy fears, | ne'er can forget,

| gave thee ny love and ny |ife that day.

Time has flown since then, | trow,
That was si xteen years ago.

Happy years of sunshine, we have parted never,
Thou art ours,
Gui de of our way, by night and day,

and we are thine, fromthat day for ever!



Li ght that we foll ow now
Star and Madonna, ever and aye!
"Tis thou, Mrette, '"tis thou!

CHORUS. GQui de of our way, by night and day, etc.
FRANCAL. My be thou didst not dream of such a life as ours,
ghy be thou hadst sweet fancies of what |ife woul d
el
Al'l the way, song and play, no thorn '"md the flowers,
And never a shadow, a shadow to fall on thee.
Let it pass, thy enpty dream
Things are never all they seem
Take the shade and sunshine, still there's |ight above
t hee!
Thou art ours, and we are thine, Zingari who |ove thee!
GQui de of our way, by night and day,
Li ght that we foll ow now
Star and Madonna, ever and aye!
"Tis thou, Mrette, '"tis thou!
CHORUS. Gui de of our way, by night and day, etc.
M RETTE. | know ny duty, | wll obey.
FRANCAL. And, now, let nme unfold to thee
The plan of which I've told thee,
Deep in ny heart for many a day,
Thou nust decide this very night,
To one of us thy troth to plight.
M RETTE. My troth to plight? What do you say?
FRANCAL. See all of them before you,
You know how t hey adore you,
They wrangl e,
And they jangle,
And fight, and quarrel for you!
So, since you are so sweet
And deep in their affection
Behol d them at your feet,
For you to nake sel ection.
YOUNG MEN (kneel i ng). Ah! | et your choice on ne be set,
Ah! | ook at nme upon ny knee,
Mrette! Mrettel
SONG. -- M RETTE. (I aughing).
Ha! ha! it's quite anusing! ny laughter pray excuse!
|"ve seen you but a nonment -- how am| to choose?
For when one is with lovers thus -- so very well provided,
Wy one's naturally -- rather -- just a little -- undeci ded!

Then listen to ne, one and all,

And pardon ny speaking so plainly:
You, sir, are a little too tall

And you, sir, too short and ungainly.
You're too shy, sir; and you are too bol d;
You' re too young; you, too old!
Excuse ne pray, excuse nme pray,



If | refuse when such a choice is provided,
But if the truth I now nmust say,

| " mundeci ded, still undeci ded!
| can't make up ny m nd, you see;

| really don't know what to do;
But, if I marry, if I marry, if | marry,

But -- if I marry -- why -- it won't be you
CHORUS. But, if she marries, if she marries, if she nmarries,
But, if she marries -- why -- it won't be you!

FRANCAL. Cone, Mrette, you nustn't be too particular! Most
girls would junp at the prospect of a husband, and be
content to |l eave his size and shape to fortune. You're
far too pretty and bewitching to remain single any
| onger. The nen will be quarrelling over you, and
don't want any bl oodshed. Make up your m nd before we
start to-night.

MRETTE. | will do as you wi sh, Francal

A | oud sneeze is heard from behind the trees.
ALL. VWho's that? Wiy, it's Bobinet!

BOBI NET appears. He is in a pitiable state, his clothes covered
with mud, his wet hair clinging to his forehead. Everyone bursts
out | aughing as he enters.

CHORUS.

(1 aughi ng) . Look! Look! | say,
Here' s Bobi net!
On! What a sight he is!
On! What a fright he is!
VWhat can it be,
Is it a plot?
Into sone trouble he's certainly got!
Ch, what an air!
Look at himthere!
Oh! what a picture of fright and despair!
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! hal
Cone tell us pray,
Cone, Bobi net,
VWhat is the m schief you've been in to-day?
Cone tell us what
Bl under or plot?
For into sonme trouble you' ve certainly got!

BOBI NET | ooks at themwi th inperturbable gravity, and then,
wi t hout saying a word, produces a duck from under his coat.

FRANCAL. A duck! And is that all you' ve got to show | suppose
you' ve been swinmng after it?

ALL (laughing). Ha! hal

BOBINET. |I'm-- just going -- to -- tell you -- atschi!



FRANCAL.
BOBI NET.

CHORUS.

BOBI NET.

(Sneezes.) But give nme another coat first -- |'m
shivering all down ny back! Atschi! (Sneezes.) There it

is! -- I"ve got it! Oh! I never swallowed so nuch water
innmy lifel My nose is full of it -- ny eyes are ful

of it! and all on account of a duck! (Soneone hands him
a coat.) Miuch obliged! I shall want a brush and conb --

but to-nmorrow will do for them |I'mnot going into

soci ety this evening. Atschi! (Sneezes.) There it is!
|"ve got it -- there's no doubt about that!

But you haven't told us how it happened.

How it happened? Let nme warm nyself first. (CGoes to the
fire, reflectively.) How it happened? Well, you know ny
weakness for roast duck. | daresay it's foolish, but
the stuffing is sinply irresistible. However, 1'l1 tell
you the whole story.

SONG -- BOBI NET and CHORUS.

| know a little farmw th stacks and nows,
Wth ducks, and geese, and pigs, and cows,
And | said to nyself as | got to the wall,
“1'"I'l have that duck, whate'er befall!"
So | got to the top
And down with a flop
And into the yard, you see;
VWhen bow wow wow - -
G-r-r-row, row,
A dog | ooked out at ne!
But "Dilly, dilly, dilly," said |l to the duck

But she woul d not cone -- not she!
And as | went after the duck,
-- Bad | uck,

The dog cane after ne!
"Dilly, dilly, dilly," said he to the duck,

But she woul d not cone -- not she!
And as he went after the duck
-- Bad | uck,

The dog cane --
-- after nel

Then away went the duck, and away went I,
Under the gate, and into the stye;
Till splash! in the pond with a quack she fell,
And splash! in the pond went | as well.
And | don't forget
That the pond was wet, (sneezing)
And it's given ne a cold -- atschi
But | stuck to nmy duck
Wth considerabl e pluck,
And that's how I'm here, you see.
"Dilly, dilly, dilly," it's a very fine duck
And fine it ought to bel
For though I've all of the duck,
-- Bad | uck,



CHORUS.

BOBI NET.

BOBI NET

FRANCAL.

Pl CORI N.
FRANCAL.
Pl CORI N
FRANCAL.
Pl CORI N

FRANCAL
ALL.

FRANCAL.

BOBI NET

FRANCAL.

BOBI NET

FRANCAL.

BOBI NET.
FRANCAL.

Exeunt all

M RETTE

BOBI NET.
Pl CORI N
BOBI NET.
Pl CORI N.
BOBI NET.
Pl CORI N

BCOBI NET.
Pl CORI N.
BOBI NET.

Pl CORI N

BOBI NET shoul ders his gun and goes to back of stage,

The dog has part of ne!

"Dilly, dilly, dilly,” it's a very fine duck
And fine it ought to bel
For though he's all of the duck,

-- Bad | uck,
The dog has --
-- part of ne!

sits down.

| hope this silly adventure won't
of our hiding-pl ace?

| ead to the discovery

Captain, | should |like to speak to Mrette.
Al one?

Al one.

Are you in love with her, like all the rest?
Per haps.

Do you hear that, boys? Here's

(to the G psies).
and afraid to admt it.

Picorin in love with Mrette,

Picorin -- in |ove!l
Cone, Bobinet, can't we put down your nanme, too?
(vacantly). Put down ny nane?

To be marri ed?

(not understanding). To be nmarried?

My good Bobinet, you nust have |eft your brains behind
you -- in the pond! (Al Iaugh.)

My brains?

Now, conrades, we've been idle Iong enough. It's tine
to get to work again, and let's hope business will be
better than it was this norning! You, Picorin, can stay

with Mrette and speak to her -- if you are successful,
so nuch the better; and you, Bobinet, nount guard over
the canp, and m nd you keep a sharp | ook-out. There you
are! (Puts a gun into BOBINET's hands.)

except M RETTE, BOBI NET, and PI CORI N

(aside). |
wi sh!

Pi corin?
Vel | ?

Do you observe that they have left us al one?
Yes.

nmust obey ny destiny! -- and it is Francal's

| don't like the |ook of it.
You great coward! Now listen! | have sonmething to say
to Mrette -- sonething which doesn't concern you; so

kindly nount guard a little farther off -- (pointing) -
- there -- under the trees.

You don't require my protection?

No, thank you.

But you're not going to | eave ne al one?

(inmpatiently). GCh, run al ong!

where he is



seen pacing to and fro with great deliberation, till at |ength he
halts at the foot of a tree and is only occasionally seen during
t he follow ng.

M RETTE.
Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N

M RETTE

Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N

M RETTE.
Pl CORI N

M RETTE

Pl CORI N

M RETTE.

You wanted to speak to ne, Picorin?

Yes, Mrette, | -- that is --

You need not hesitate. | amready to listen to all you
have to say.

No, Mrette, I will not speak to-day. You seem so sad,
so unhappy!

(with a forced snile). Wiy should | be unhappy? | am
going to be married; surely there is no cause for
unhappi ness in that!

You cannot deceive nme, Mrette.

Must | not do as Francal w shes? Is he not ny naster?
He conmands nme, and nmy duty is to obey. Why are you
here?

| ?

Yes -- you. Wiy have they left us al one together,
except that you may obtain fromne the consent which |
have not even the right to refuse? You | ove ne,

Picorin. Very well -- there is nmy hand. | will be your
wife.
(sadly). No!
You refuse?
Yes, | refuse. Forgive nme for ny presunption, Mrette.
| was mstaken. | had a dream-- a dream so sweet that
-- waking -- | believed it true.
(looking at him. A dream Picorin! Wat was it?
You'll only laugh at nme -- now.

SONG -- PICORIN.
When all was young, | went a-dream ng,

The days were sweet, and every sky was bl ue;
You were a child with bright eyes beam ng,

And | a boy, a boy with you.
You gazed at ne, so tall above you,

| was your sweetheart -- dear, do you forget?
And in nmy dreamyou clung to ne and asked ne if | |oved
you,

And | -- | was happy then, Mrette!

But when, the night is round us falling,

And by your tent ny happy watch | keep,
"Good-night!" | hear your sweet voice calling,

For very joy, | weep, | weep
But when, in all your beauty beam ng,

You spurn nme, scorn ne, and forget,
Then all ny heart grows cold, and then | wake from
dr eam ng,

| know -- | know you love nme not, Mrettel

My poor Picorin!



Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.

BOBI NET
Pl CORI N

BOBI NET.
Pl CORI N.

The sun begins to set.
her face in her

Pl CORI N

M RETTE.

Pl CORI N

BOBI NET.

Pl CORI N

You pity ne?

Wth all ny heart -- but (sadly) | do not |ove youl
Ah!
Do not be angry with me for speaking so plainly, but
your goodness, your sincerity conpel nme to. | will not
be your wife, but no other of your band shall be ny
husband. | shall never marry a gi psy!
VWhat will Francal say?
Francal cannot understand what | feel. | know that I
was never intended for this wandering life, this life
of robbery and bl oodshed. It revolts and sickens ne,
and I shall tell himsol
And if he is angry -- if he threatens you?
Then | shall run away.
(at the back in a frightened voice). Wio goes there?
Hel p, hel p!
(turning round). What's the matter?
It's nobody! It's only a tree! (Laughs to hinself.)
| di ot!

M RETTE has seated herself R, and hidden

hands.

(returning to MRETTE). Mrette -- you are crying!

It is nothing! It does ne good. Leave nme for a little
whi | e!

(to BOBINET). The fire's nearly out. Go and pick up a
few sticks, Bobinet.

| go? No, thank you! It's getting dark, and | don't

want to run against a |lot of nasty bogi es and
hobgobl i ns. Ugh!
Then stay here,

nmysel f.

and keep a sharp look-out. I'Il go

PI CORI N approaches M RETTE who has stretched herself on the

grassy sl ope,
t hen,

moment ,

and is already half asleep. He gazes at her for a
wi t hout saying a word, he takes off his coat, and

covers her with it.

PICORIN (to BOBINET). Take care that no harm happens to
Mrette!

Exit PI CORI N.

BOBI NET  (wal king up and down with his gun). Take care that no
harm happens to Mrette! How can | prevent it? An
unprotected nman |ike nme, alone in a forest with a girl
asleep -- | don't like the situation at all. Besides,
the forest isn't safe. I've been told that it's full of
robbers. (Stops.) Ah, how stupid of me! We are the
robbers, of course! (Laughs.) Ha! ha! hal

ECHO. Ha! ha! hal

BOBINET  (turning round, frightened). Eh? Wo was that rude

person? (to MRETTE.) Did you | augh, mam zelle? I'm --



(stops.) No -- she's asleep. (Looks through the trees.)

VWho goes there? Your nane? No -- it's another tree! |
wi sh the trees wouldn't wal k about so -- it does nake
one so nervous! | really don't feel at all well.
Perhaps | could keep nmy spirits up by singing. That's
not a bad idea -- I'll try a song.

SONG -- BOBI NET.

Long ago in Al cal a,
Ta rara, tarara, rara, ra ral
There dwelt a tall Al cade grand,
Who was the terror of the | and,
Ta rara, tarara, rara, ra ral
(frightened). Hola!
(resum ng the song). He | oved a maid of Alcala,
Ta rara, tarara, rara, ra ral
For he was fine, and frank, and free,
And she was fair as a maid shoul d be,
Tralala, tralala, tralala
(frightened). Hola! Wo goes there?
(resum ng the song gaily). He was a terrible tall Al cade,
She was a | ovely | ady,
Alca -- Alca -- Alca -- de -da!
The lovely | ady of Al cala,
Ta rara, rara, rara, rara, rara, ra ral
(wal ks up and down in great agitation).
They net one eve in Al cal a,
Ta rara, tarara, rara, ra ral
He said, "Sweet mmiden, cone with ne!"
But she was coy as a maid should be,
Tralala, tralala, tralala, lala, Ia!
So they took a boat and went to sea,
Ta rara, tarara, rara, ra ral
The boat cane back, but ah! not they --
And that's the end of the tale, they say,
Tralala, tralala, tralala, rara, ral
Yes, that's the end of the tall Al cade,
The boat and the sea and the |ovely I ady.
Alca -- Alca -- de -da --
Tra la | al

Fi ni shes with a dance.

BOBINET. Onh, it's a sad story! And it doesn't seemto have
cheered me up in the least. (Calling.) Mrette!
Mrette! how foolish it is to go on sleeping |ike that.
(Suddenly.) Wat's that? (Listening.) Footsteps -- and
comng in this direction! Wiat's to be done? |'d better

clinb atree. It will be nice and quiet up there
anongst the little green | eaves -- and so safe! (Puts
down gun and clinbs up tree.) How very annoying! |'ve

left my gun at the bottom (Seeing GERARD and MAX.) Ah!



it's a gendarne! No! It's a ganekeeper, with his
master. And ny gun is down bel oM

GERARD enters, followed by his Ganekeeper, MAX

GERARD. Come, Max, we've no tine to | ose. The hounds have
passed the hollow -- they are turning down towards the
pond.

MAX. We'd better be turning homewards, sir. Evening is falling,
and the forest is not safe.

BOBI NET (aside). That's exactly what | said!

MAX. Look, sir, there's been a fire lighted here.

GERARD. And it's only just gone out.

MAX (seeing BOBINET's gun). And here's a gun.

GERARD. A gun?

BOBI NET (aside). Wat an inquisitive person!

MAX. Loaded too! We're on the track, sir. Those rascals who
robbed the village yesterday nust be here -- in this
forest.

GERARD, who has been | ooking round the gl ade, sees M RETTE
asl eep, and suppresses an excl amati on.

GERARD. Ah!

MAX (running to him. What is it, sir? Have you caught one
of thenf

GERARD. See, Max! A pretty little girl fast asleep. Isn't she
char m ng?

MAX. You al ways were one for admring the petticoats, sir.

GERARD. Go away, Max! You will frighten her. 1'Il speak to her

MAX. She's nothing but a gipsy, sir! Get her to tell you where
her conpanions are hiding;, that will be better than
filling her head with pretty nonsense. (Aside.) I'll go
and informthe Burgomaster -- (to GERARD

confidentially.) | shouldn't advise you to stay here
too long, sir.

GERARD. Nonsense, ny good fellow. You don't know what you're
tal ki ng about.

Exit MAX

BOBINET (aside). He's walking off with ny gun! And | can't get
down to warn the others!

GERARD softly approaches M RETTE and | ooks at her.
DUET. -- GERARD and M RETTE.

GERARD. She is asleep! ah, how fair is shel
Her little head at rest upon her folded arm
Whence does she come? Who can she be?
VWhat tender grace! what wondrous charm
Bl ow soft, ye breezes, where she |ies;
Bend down, ye |eaves, and kiss her dream ng;



But see, she opes her |ovely eyes,
And t hrough the woods a light is beam ng!

M RETTE (starting). Ah!

GERARD. Did I affright thee?

M RETTE. Yes.

GERARD. For gi ve ne!
If | had dreanmed that thou woul dst fear,
| had not dared to venture near.

M RETTE. It was not thou | thought to see,

And that is why thy com ng frightened ne.

BOBI NET (asi de) .

| ought to warn him-- where is Picorin?

GERARD. Roam ng on through vall ey deep,

On through forest fairy-haunted,

Here | saw thee soft asl eep

Here | stopped, as one enchant ed!

M RETTE. Ah! it were better thou hadst gone

W thout a single thought for ne

Here to live nmy life al one,

Breat hi ng out ny destiny

Wthout a star or hope to cheer.

GERARD. Who, then, art thou?
M RETTE. Wy seek to know?
GERARD. Ah! tell me why so sad?

Should not thy life be glad?

VWhat sorrow cl ouds thy comi ng years?

VWhere is thy hone? and who art thou?
M RETTE. Ask the darkness above ne!

Child of the honeless night aml;

Lovi ng none -- and none to | ove ne,

None to heed as | go by.

Though ny heart may weep for ever

| nmust sing and dance for pay,
Ever and aye, |ight and gay

Danci ng for pay -- resting never!
Under the friendl ess skies for ever!
GERARD. How so? . . . for one so sweet as thou

The comi ng years should all be bright!

M RETTE. It is too |ate for gl adness now,
The coming years are dark as night.
GERARD. But, if so sad thou art,
What can | do for thee?
M RETTE. Not hi ng! take hence thy gentle heart,
Pass on, and let ne be.
GERARD. Nay, do not think |I can forget thee,

O this sweet wood, when far apart,

This twilight hour, when first | net thee,

M RETTE. B

It

And | earnt the secret of thy heart.
d me good-bye. | nust forget thee,
| cannot follow where thou art;
is ny fate that | have net thee,
It is ny fate that we nust part.



ENSEMBLE

{ M RETTE. And if ever in thy dreani ng

{ Thoughts of ne should |inger yet,
{ Let them pass |i ke sumer gl eam ng,

{ | am not worthy one regret!

{ GERARD. Tho' so brief this sunmer gl eam ng,

{ Though we part I'lIl not forget,

{ Still for ever in ny dream ng,

{ Thy sweet face will linger yet!

BOBI NET (aside). How that girl is thaw ng! She was never as
nice as that to ne.

PICORIN re-enters, with a bundl e of wood on his shoul ders.

PICORIN. Here you are, Bobinet -- |'ve brought some wood for the
fire.

Seei ng GERARD, he stops abruptly, then drops his bundl e of wood.
BOBINET (aside). | shall never dare to conme down agai n!
GERARD. Wo is this fell ow?

M RETTE. It is Picorin -- a friend --

PICORIN, without saying anything, picks up his coat, which he
quietly puts on, then approaches GERARD

PICORIN. | don't know who you are, sir, nor why you are here;
but our conrades are returning, and Francal, our
captain, is not a man to be trifled with. | advise you

to | eave this place as quickly as possible.
BOBINET (aside). He's going to | et himescape!
M RETTE (to GERARD). Yes, yes, Picorin is right. Go at once --

at once, | beg of you!
PICORIN (aside). How anxi ous she seens for his safety!
M RETTE. You have been kind to ne -- we nmay never neet again!

WIl you not tell me your nanme?
GERARD. Gerard. And yours -- ?
M RETTE. Mrette. CGood-bye!

GERARD. And have you no wish to | eave your conpani ons? No
desire to lead a different |ife?
M RETTE (after a few nonents' hesitation). No. | must not!

PICORIN (sternly to GERARD). Go! or I will answer for nothing -
- not even for nyself!

GERARD (to MRETTE). CGood-bye, then! (MRETTE follows himwth
her eyes as he goes away. PICORI N wat ches her.)

BOBINET (aside). Oh, yes -- you can look at him But the |ovely
gentleman is not for you!

PICORIN. \What's becone of Bobinet? (Noise heard wi thout -- the
G psies returning.)

G PSIES enter, carrying plunder, with FRANCAL at their head.
CHORUS.



FRANCAL

Pl CORI N
FRANCAL.

A PSY.
FRANCAL
G PSY.
FRANCAL

Pl CORI N.

Ch, we've been up,
And we' ve been down,
Through the vill age
And round the town,
And all can say,
At | east today,
W' ve done our peregrinations.
So | trust we've got
A pretty good |ot,
A pretty good |ot,
O plunder now,
For that's the point,
As you'll allow,
O bandits' avocati on.

SOLO -- FRANCAL

Ch, we've been visiting our friends,
As folks do -- in society;
And of course we know that nmuch depends
On the manners of strict propriety.
To find themat home when we call, no doubt,
Is charmng for a variety,
But we much prefer to find them out,
As folks do -- in society.

So now that we've got all we could,
As folks do -- in society,

W' ve returned to our confortable wood,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-liety!

"Stay at hone" is a maxi m good, no doubt;
Take this for a slight variety,

Don't be found in, or you'll be found out,
As folks are -- in society.
(seated on a tree trunk). Now let's see what we've got.
Pichet -- a couple of fows, a sack of corn
Francal !

Don't interrupt ne. Bertuccio -- a sheep! (BERTUCCI O
show t he sheep, which he is leading by his waist-belt.)
And what have you got there, Poischiche?

A vel vet coat, captain.

(taking it). I"mmuch obliged to you.

And a real lace petticoat for Manmi zelle Mrette.
(imMtating him. For Mam zelle Mrette! Ch, these

| overs! Well, Picorin, are you to be the favoured one?
Captain, we have not time to talk of these things when
danger threatens us.

ALL. (rising and surrounding PICORIN). Danger?

PI CORI N. Bobi net has di sappear ed.
ALL. Bobi net!
PICORIN. | went to collect a few sticks for the fire, and on

returning found, instead of Bobinet, a huntsman, who



The G PSI ES nur nur .

lighted, and the snpke is now rising through the trees.

BOBI NET (aside). Ch, bother the snoke! | shall choke in another
m nute! (Coughs.)

ALL. Listen!

BOBI NET  (sneezes). Atschi! Now |I've done for nyself! They'll
certainly find nme out.

PICORIN. That sound canme fromthat tree.

G RLS. Why, it's Bobinet!

BOBINET. O course it is. Can't you | eave a respectabl e person
in peace? | didn't conme up here to be snoked -- like a
herring.

FRANCAL. What are you doing up there? Roosting?

BOBI NET. Don't be rude to a gentlenman who occupi es a nore
el evated position than you do.

FRANCAL. | assure you it's no laughing matter. Conme down.

BOBI NET. You won't hurt ne?

FRANCAL  (significantly). W shall see.

BOBINET. |[If there's any doubt about it, I'll stay where I am

FRANCAL  (taking a gun). Make haste, or | shall have to hurry
you up.

BOBI NET. ©Ch, what an unkind thing to do! I'mcoming. (Junps
down.)

FRANCAL. Now, what have you seen? What have you heard? Speak!

BOBI NET. Must | tell you everything?

ALL. Yes, yes!

M RETTE (aside). Wiat does he know?

BOBI NET. | saw the sanme gentlenman that Picorin has just alluded
to. He stayed here quite a long tinme, and kept on
t hrowi ng sidel ong gl ances at Mrette. Then he nade eyes
at her, and first of all she | ooked down at her shoes -
- like that; and then she | ooked at him-- |ike that.

FRANCAL. Mrette! who was this man?

M RETTE. | do not know him (Mirnurs.)

FRANCAL. Speak! H s nane!

M RETTE. He told ne that he was called Gerard. That is all
know of him

PICORIN. [It's true, captain, | was there. But let us be off --

we have no tine to | ose!

BERTUCCI O (his ear to the ground). Too |ate!

ALL (speaking low). Wat is it?

BERTUCCI O. The tranp of sol diers!

ALL. Sol diers!

FRANCAL. Put out the Iights!

The fire and the torches are extinguished. Al is dark, and there

is conplete silence.

FRANCAL

wi t hout a doubt had foll owed our tracks, and who w ||

be able to inform against us.

During the foregoing, the fire has been

The steps of Sol diers are heard approaching.

(in a whisper). It's all right. They will pass w thout

seei ng us.



Just as the Soldiers, |led by MAX and t he BURGOVASTER, appear at
t he back, the noon enmerges froma cloud and the whole scene is
l'ighted up.

BOBI NET. Caught!
FRANCAL. Heaven is against us!

FI NALE OF ACT I.

BURGOVASTER. Good eveni ng, gentl enen!
Ahenl Ladi es and gent| enen!
BOBI NET. How polite!l Al is right.
BURGOVASTER. | fear | disarrange you.
BOBI NET. No, not at all.
BURGOVASTER. Who' s this?
CHORUS. Why, Bobinet! 'tis Bobinet! 'tis Bobinet!
BURGOVASTER. Wel |, Bobinet, get away!
(to the rest). Now t hen, your nanes,
And each one's occupati on!
BOBI NET. "1l give the information.

This, sir, is Francal,
The | eader of our conpany.

BURGOVASTER. | understand, the |eader of your band.
SOLDI ERS. Ha! ha! ha! ha! | see! | see!

The | eader of your conpany.
BOBI NET. Leave it to ne. I'll settle it, you'll see.

Strolling players, sir, are we, and nost of us are clever.
Can sing, and dance, and meke you verses.
BURGOVASTER. And pi ck what you can from peopl e' s purses.

BOBI NET. Oh, no, sir -- never!
BURGOVASTER. Too clever. Arrest themn
BOBI NET. Touch nme if you dare!
BURGOVASTER. Arrest him Arrest themall

Struggle. G psies overpowered.

MAX (to M RETTE). You need not fear,
My pretty dear,
Your case is clear.

FRANCAL. Her case is clear

She has betrayed us!
d PSI ES. Traitress! spy! she has betrayed us.
M RETTE. It is aliel

At heart | am not one of you;

| hate your life and all you do --

But yet you have been good to ne.
(turning to FRANCAL.) Have cherished me so tenderly,

|'d not betray you, friends,

Not if my life depend on such an infany.
GERARD. "Tis true, sir, as you know.

She's not to blame. She was with ne,

And | demand her |iberty.
M RETTE. Thanks, thanks! it cannot be,



| was with them with themI| go.
It is nmy destiny.

GERARD. It shall not be!
(t o BURGOVASTER) . She's not to blanme, you know.
BURGOVASTER. The girl may go.
CHORUS. Freel Mrette is free!
Traitress, spy!

GERARD. Fear not! | will provide for thee.

Max, take her hone; tell the Marquise | sent her.
(to PICORIN). What dost thou want?
Pl CORI N. To follow her. | |ove her so;

Where she goes, let nme go too.

Let nme follow her for aye,

Li ke a dog his master's way.

Tend her, serve her, do her wll,
Let ne only follow still.

Wat ch her, guard her night and day,
Let ne follow her for aye.

M RETTE. Yes, let himcone; he is ny faithful friend.
Pl CORI N. Yes, till the end!

GERARD (t o BURGOVASTER) . Let himgo free!

BURGOVASTER. Well, as you will. Thou'rt free.

FRANCAL (to M RETTE). "1l find thee, dear, sone day.

M RETTE (asi de, half dream ng). Sone day! Who knows?
BOBI NET. Well, | declare! What can it be?

Mrette and Picorin, both of themfreel
Pray what is then to becone of ne?
BURGOVASTER. Cone, then. Quick march
SOLDI ERS. Conme al ong, cone al ong, quick narch!
d PSI ES. Conme along then, so let it be.
M RETTE (to FRANCAL, half dream ng).
Good- bye! Sone day! Who knows?

CHORUS. Foll ow then, with | augh and song,
Though the way be dark and | ong,
Fettered or free, what care we?
Hurrah for the life of the Zingari!
Forward then with nmerry, nerry song,
Though the way be dark and | ong,
Ne'er a resting place have we,
The worl d's the home of the Zingari!

CURTAI N.

ACT |1.

SCENE. -- Large Hall in the Chateau of the Marquise, brilliantly
lighted; a gallery at the back opening on the gardens. To the
left large glass doors |l eading to the banqueting room On the
rising of the curtain the MARQUI SE is discovered seated in a high
arnchair with arnorial hangings. She | ooks very happy and
smling, and is listening to MRETTE, who is kneeling at her feet
on a velvet cushion, and reading to her an old | ove story from an



anti que vol une.

OLD BALLAD. -- M RETTE.

So forward through the fading |ight,
Her faithless |over rode away,
Forgetting her he wooed | ast night,
And all the vows of yesterday.
"Ah stay!" she | oves thee so, Sir Knight.
But ever still he rode away.

And all the birds were nute o' erhead,

And all the stars grew dark in Heav'n,
Just for a word that was not said,

Just for a kiss that was not given

And br oken-hearted at the door,
The little nmaiden pined away,
Renenbering all the | ove he swore,
The gol den dreans of yesterday!
"Come back! she | oves thee evernore!
Conme back, Sir Knight, come back and stay!"

And then, ah! then, the word was said,

And then, ah! then, the kiss was given;
And all the birds sang o' erhead,

And earth was heaven.

MARQ. Wll, Mrette, it is a nonth to-day since you first
came to the Chateau. Do you regret having abandoned
your wild, gipsy life?

M RETTE. That would be ungrateful, after all your goodness to
ne.

MARQ. Prettily spoken, my dear, but not entirely convincing
Now suppose | were to guess that you had |eft some
friend behind you -- sone |over, perhaps. Should | be
very far wrong?

M RETTE (softly). Sone |over!

MARQ (aside). I'll put her to the test. (Al oud.) Perhaps you have
been building castles in the air, |ike the
shepherdesses in the old | egend. A handsone prince
chanced to pass by. Like a true gallant, he nurnured
some sweet nonsense in their pretty ears, and they
believed that he was in earnest! | dare say the |ady of
your song, who was deserted by a knight, was only a
shepher dess.

M RETTE. |If he had not cone back, she would have died!

MARQ. Then she woul d have done a very silly thing! Now, | ook

at me -- | was an extrenely pretty girl once upon a
time. You smle! |I assure you that | was! One day a
king, a young king, told me that he loved nme. | wll
not mention his nane, because he has a large famly
now, and it would not be discreet. |I believed the
del i ci ous nonsense that he breathed in ny ear. |



M RETTE.

bl ushed -- | palpitated; and for two whol e days and
nights -- ah, what nights! -- | dreaned that | was a
gueen. The end of it all was that | married a marquis -
- an old marquis! And |I'm not dead yet!

You are very kind to ne, Madane; but | have been so
unhappy that sonetines -- (she stops). However, al

that is finished. (She rises, shuts her book, and | ays
it on the table.)

MARQ (asi de). She |loves Cerard. And | fear that he -- but we nust

put a stop to that.

Enter GERARD in hunting costune.

MARQ.
GERARD.
MARQ.

M RETTE
MARQ

GERARD,
MARQ

GERARD.

Ah, here is GCerard!

Good afternoon, aunt. (Enbraces her.)

Why, you've only just come in fromriding! Go and
change your clothes at once! Surely you haven't
forgotten that this evening you are to cel ebrate your
bet r ot hal ?

(asi de). Ah!

The Baron van Gsborn, your future father-in-law, and
one of ny old admrers, will be here directly with your
charm ng fiancée, Bianca.

Yes -- | know.

You don't seem excited about it! Good gracious! In ny
time | overs were made of nore inflammuable stuff!

Besi des, Bianca is clever, rich, and pretty.

Yes, Aunt!

MARQ (imtating him. Yes, Aunt! Upon ny word, you puzzle ne! You

M RETTE
MARQ

GERARD
MARQ (ri si

SERVANT.
MARQ

are like Mrette. I don't know what's cone to her.
(with an effort). Ah, Madane, | -- | amglad to hear of
t he happiness in store for Mnsieur Gerard.

O course!

(coldly). You know that | amfond of Bianca. This
marriage is your wish, and | obey you; but you nust
give ne time to get accustoned to the idea.

ng). You are a fool, Cerard! | know what is best for
your happi ness, and | shall act accordingly. (Rings
bell. Servant enters. Aside to him) Have you done as |
told you?

Francal and the G psies were set at liberty this
nor ni ng.

Good! Mrette, foll ow nel

Exit MARQUI SE, followed by MRETTE.

GERARD.

Madenvoi sel | e Bi anca van Gsborn will be here directly!
shall see her; | shall speak to her; | suppose | shal
have to tell her that | |ove her, as they expect her to

becone ny wife! And yet, if truth be told, it is not
t he thought of Bianca that sets nmy heart beating so!

SONG. -- CGERARD



| f | ove were cal cul ation
And nmen were only w se,
They' d think of rank and station,
And not of Beauty's eyes.
True hearts m ght go unheeded,
Sweet lips mght smle for nought,
I f rank were all nen needed,
And wealth were all they sought.

But ah! what of wealth or of station?
VWhat, all the world' s wi sdom and | ore!
If love were but cold cal cul ati on,
And hearts had no hearts to adore!

But oh! if |ove were given,
Unfettered, pure, and free,

It makes of earth a Heaven,
VWhate' er its rank may be.

It trusts -- through every season,
It lets the world go by,

It I oves and asks no reason,
It I oves and knows not why.

Then | et us be sages hereafter,
To-norrow be wi se as we may,

Wiile life has its folly and | aughter,
The heart has its | ove for to-day!

M RETTE passes under the gallery.

GERARD (seeing her). Mrette! (MRETTE turns round and stops.)
Wy do you avoid nme, Mrette? Since you have been here
| have scarcely been able to catch a glinpse of you. I
wanted to speak to you, for | had so nmuch to tell you
M RETTE. Oh, Mnsieur Gerard, you nust not talk to me like this
at the very nonment when you are expecting your fiancée!
GERARD. This marriage is ny aunt's w sh; but | shall neet
Bi anca with a heavy heart, for another has taken her

place in ny affections -- another holds all ny
happi ness in her hands -- and you Mrette, you are that
ot her!
DUET. -- M RETTE and GERARD.
GERARD. Hast thou forgot the hour we net,

The forest deep, the magic skies,
And how | found you there, Mrette,
And | ooked into thy opening eyes.
M RETTE. Ah! speak no nore of how we net,
O forest deep, of magic skies,
That hour, that night, we nust forget,
It is the time for our good-byes.
GERARD. Ah! say not so! It shall not be,
| cannot live fromthee apart,



For since that hour | swear to thee,
Thou art the m stress of ny heart.
M RETTE. Wiy tell me that? It is too |ate,
Take back, take back, thy foolish vow
Thou art too noble and too great
| amnot fit for such as thou.
GERARD. Thou art ny star, thou art ny fate,
The idol of ny every vow,
And all the world of rich and great
Has nought so beautiful as thou.

M RETTE. Ah! say not so! CGood-bye! Forget!

A naneless girl is not for thee.
GERARD. What matters nane? Thou art Mrette,

And that is all the world to ne!
M RETTE. No -- let ne go! | must forget

The dream of what can never be;

Thou hast another -- not Mrette!

Thou art another's -- not for ne!
GERARD. | have no | ove but thou, Mrette,

| love but thee! I |ove but thee!
M RETTE (asi de). He | oves ne! |loves ne! can it be?
GERARD. Speak, dearest, speak! why timd be?
M RETTE. Thou art too high, too great for ne!
ENSEMBLE
{ GERARD. Ah! dearest, turn thine eyes to ne,
{ And tell ne if thou | ovest ne.
{ M RETTE. Ah! |look into mne eyes and see,
{ | love but thee! I |ove but thee!
BOTH. As the earth | ooks up to Heav'n,

As the river flows to sea,
So ny heart to thine is given,
All ny life, my love to thee.

At the end of duet CERARD takes M RETTE in his arns. They
separate on hearing a step approachi ng under the gallery. The
MARQUI SE enters, followed by a SERVANI, to whom she is giving
orders.

MARQUI SE (to the SERVANT, indicating the banqueting roomL.).
You understand -- do you not? | w sh everything
arranged in that room (She sees GERARD and M RETTE - -

asi de.) Together! (She cones down between them To
GERARD. ) Not ready yet?

M RETTE (aside). The Marqui se!

MARQUI SE (turning to M RETTE). My nephew s fiancée, Madenoiselle
Bi anca van Gsborn, is expected every mnute. | am
giving an entertai nnent in her honour, and I w sh you
to take part init, Mrette. Go and put on one of your
gi psy dresses -- the smartest you can find.

M RETTE. Oh! nadane.

GERARD (aside). What's in the wind now?

MARQ. It is my wish! And you, Cerard, go and get ready --



there is only just tine.

Exeunt M RETTE and GERARD at opposite sides.

MARQ

SERVANT.
MARQ

So this is the result of the kindness which | was
foolish enough to showto this little gipsy baggage.
She has turned the head of that pretty nephew of m ne.
Happily it is not too late to put a stop to such folly.
(Servant enters.) Wiat is it?

A man wi shes to speak with you, Madane.

It is he. Show himin.

Ent er BOBI NET bowi ng very extravagantly.

BOBI NET.

MARQUI SE
BOBI NET

MARQ
BOBI NET.

MARQ
BOBI NET.

MARQ
BOBI NET.

MARQ
BOBI NET
MARQ
BOBI NET.
MARQ
BOBI NET.

MARQUI SE
BOBI NET.

MARQUI SE
BOBI NET.

Madane, | have the honour to lay at your feet the best

respects of your nost obedient servant!

(aside). The rascal know how to behave hinsel f.

(aside). What a splendid wonan! (He seats hinself in an

arnchair.)

You are Monsieur ------ ?

Cel estin Bobi net, poet, nusician and dancer; | eading

conedi an of the cel ebrated Francal's fanous conpany.
He has sent you here?

| have just left him-- in a pitiable state, Madane --

areally pitiable state. Justice as usual declines to

show us any consi deration whatever. You know the sort

of straw they put down in cells, nasty danp stuff --
but perhaps Madane has never tried it? Ah, well; the

prison is very unhealthy, and we have spent a nost

unpl easant nonth there.

| interceded for you

And obtai ned our release? | can see Madane has a | arge

and overflowi ng heart. And what is Madane's pl easure?

This evening the marriage contract between ny nephew

and Madenoi sel |l e Bi anca van Gsborn is to be signed.

(interrupting her). And you wish to invite us?

(Wwarmy.) My dear Madanme, we shall be delighted!

I[f I invite you, it will be to anmuse our friends.

Quite so. (Aside.) An entertainnment on the cheap!

But | should |like to have sone idea of what you propose

doi ng.
You want to know what our progranme will be? Here is
one of our |ast performances -- given before Royalty.

It ought to have been printed on white satin, but the
Chancel | or of the Exchequer didn't see his way to
i ncluding the additional expense in the estimates.

DUET. -- MARQUI SE and BOBI NET.

Now for the programre --

The programme will begin

Wth a roll and a delicate rumti-tum
A delicate rumti-tum

Perforned by Francal on the drum



MARQUI SE. On the drum
BOBI NET. Few are his equal on the drum
MARQUI SE. Well, then, what next will cone?
BOBI NET. Next turn, Bertuccio!
MARQUI SE. Who is he?
BOBI NET. The only strong nan.
MARQUI SE. That can't be.
There are so nany.
BOBI NET. Oh, no! no!
There's only one Bertucci o!
He can hol d, when hung,
An ox, or elephant, on his tongue
MARQUI SE. They al ways do
BOBI NET (poi ntedly). O anyone el se who' Il oblige.
MARQUI SE (declining the suggestion). No! no!
BOBI NET. Well, he draws the |ine, sonetines, | know
Next turn -- the fin de siecle fleas,
Wio can dance a pas,
Wth a gay tra-1la,
O a serpentine dance on a |lady's ankles,
And the Serpent Man, and the Siamese Tw ns,
And the bearded | ady who |ives on pins.
MARQUI SE. But is that all?
BOBI NET. The next turn's the better; you will see,
The songs and dances of the Zingari.
And better yet,
The star of the troupe,
Mrette!
MARQUI SE. O course, Mrette nust sing and dance,
But tell me, pray,
I s not hi ng done by Bobi net?
BOBI NET. Bobi net ?
MARQUI SE. The cel ebrat ed Bobi net!
BOBI NET. | close the programme with a dance.
MARQUI SE. You dance?
BOBI NET. Can't you see

At a gl ance
| dance!
Yes, yes --
See nme dance
The gay cha- hut,
Ser penti ne gl ance
And butterfly toe.
Whirling --
Tw rling,
Round | go,
Tee-to-tum
Wth my tumti-toe!
See nme dance!
Isn't it fine?
Did you ever see
In Spain or France
Such a style as m ne?
So particul ar



Per pendi cul ar,
Up to date
And superfi nel

ENSEMBLE
MARQUI SE. BOBI NET.
See hi m dance See ne dance
The gay cha- hut! The gay cha- hut!
Ser pentine glance, Serpentine gl ance,
And butterfly too! And butterfly too!l
Isn"t it grand? Isn"t it grand?
Isn"t it great? Isn"t it great?
And especially too And especially too
It's up to date! It's up to date!
PAS DE DEUX.
BOBINET. | will not conceal fromyou, Madane, the fact that

t hese exertions have made ne feel unusually hungry; and
| cannot help thinking that if I were allowed to attack
a ham in conmpany with a large |oaf and sone flagons of
old wine, | should be in a position this evening to
give an exhibition of nmy talents on a scale never
bef ore attenpted.

MARQ. Your wi shes are commands!

BOBI NET (aside). She's a splendid wonman!

The MARQUI SE rings. Enter PICORIN

MARQ. Picorin, bring Monsieur Bobinet a bottle of
Johanni sberg -- and a ham

PICORIN  (surprised). Bobinet!

BOBI NET. Picorin! (They | ook at each other.) So you've put on
livery! (Contenptuously.)

MARQ (to PICORIN). Did you hear?

BOBI NET. A bottle of Johanni sberg and a ham Make hast e!

PICORIN (aside, as he exits). What does this nmean?

BOBI NET. Wthin an hour, Mdane, Francal and his conpany wl|
arrive at the Chateau.

MARQ. | will give orders for themto be admtted

BOBINET. And if you will spare thema few sandwi ches and a j ug
of water, it would refresh them wonderfully. (Aside.) |
mustn't be selfish.

MARQ. Good- bye for the present, M. Bobinet. (Exit.)

BOBI NET. Good-bye for the present, Madane! (Aside.) Ch, she's a
spl endid woman! And so wel |l preserved! The prison was
not all that I could w sh, but this Chateau appears to
be an extrenely confortable place. Francal is waiting
for me. He will not conme until | bring himword. Never
m nd! | shall have tine to eat a norsel

PICORI N enters, with two servants, who |ay the table.

BOBI NET. Well done, Picorin. You are mmjor-dono here, | suppose?



Pl CORI N
BOBI NET

Pl CORI N

BOBI NET.

Pl CORI N

BOBI NET.

Pl CORI N
BOBI NET.

BOBI NET
Pl CORI' N

Upon ny word, you're getting fat! (PICORINis silent.)
He won't answer ne. Picorin is touchy! (The hamis
brought in.) And is all that for me? (He wal ks round
the table.) Ch, what an exquisite perfunme |lingers round
that haml And what plunp and chubby bottl es!

(aside). | wonder what brought him here. (Al oud.)

Di nner is ready, nonsieur.

(aside). Monsieur! He is alluding to ne! (Al oud.) Thank
you, Picorin. (Seats hinself.) Then you are going to
wait on ne. That's very nice of you

(filling BOBINET's gl ass). Johanni sberg, '54.

WIIl you kindly say that again?

(col dly). Johannisberg, '54.

"54 -- (sips it) -- you're sure it's '54. | know
somet hi ng about wi ne. The vintage they supplied us with
at the prison gave ne a touch of the gout. It was too
full-bodied; but this -- hum (Drinks.) | will have
anot her gl ass. Thank you! The ham ought to give it
flavour. (Eats with his nmouth full.) Sit down, Picorin,
and have a glass with ne.

| don't know whether | ought to --

Pooh! there's nobody | ooki ng!

SONG -- BOBI NET.

VWhen Noah went aboard the Ark,
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin;
He was a thirsty patriarch,
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin.
But when the ark began to roll,
And the sea to heave and roar;
He felt very ill, as captains wll,
| f they've never been to sea before.

But when his pain had all passed by,
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin;

Said Noah, "I amagetting dry,"
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin.

So when they cane to the good Rhi nel and
He couldn't hold out any nore;
"Water," he said, "don't agree with ne,

Let's see what they sell on shore.”

So he took a boat and rowed ashore,
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin,

And bought hima bottle, "'54,"
Tiquetin, tin, tin, tin.

And down he sat and drank his w ne,
And did |ike other nen,

"Water," said he, "don't agree with ne,"

And he's never drunk a drop since then.

(drinking). You say this is '52?
(drinking). Well, one can hardly judge at the first
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gl ass.

That's true. (He eats.) The hamis a trifle salt.
(filling BOBINET's glass). It makes you thirsty?

And when the wine is good -- eh? (Drinks.) How quickly
the delightful '52 gets into one's head! You're sure it
is '52? Perhaps it's '53.

Ch, the Marqui se has a wonderful cellar!

She's a splendid woman! (The w ne gradually begins to
affect him) Poor Marquise!

Why poor Marqui se?

She 1s furious -- because -- her -- nephew -- is crazy

over Mrette. You know Mrette. But that doesn't
concern you.

No. Have anot her gl ass?

Thank you. (Drinks.) It doesn't concern you, but I'm
going to tell you, all the sane. Well, she has had an
idea. W& are coming to her party this evening -- you

under stand - -

Francal , and the others?

Yes -- all of them And as soon as we arrive -- you're
gui te sure you understand ne?

Yes -- yes! Have anot her gl ass?

Thank you. (Drinks.) As soon as we arrive, she wll
send for Mrette; she will rmake her dance before
everybody, and -- hey, presto! -- there is an end of
Monsi eur Gerard's infatuation!

(aside). Poor Mrettel

O course | amtelling you this in confidence.
Nat ur al | y!

But Francal has his plans as well as the Marquise, and
if Mrette will not return to her old conrades, then --
to-night -- after the féte -- we are going to carry
her off.

(rising). To carry off Mrette? But how?

Francal will have horses ready, at the gate -- ah! |
can't ;alk any nore! (Falls asleep with his head on the
t abl e.

He asks ne if | understand -- but | understand only too

well. Poor Mrette! The Marquise has di scovered her

| ove for CGerard, and has contrived this plan for

it will be better for Mrette to
than to submt to this humliation.

separating them But
return with Franca

| will save her in spite of herself! (Shakes BOBI NET.)
Bobi net! Bobi net!

It's that idiot of a gaoler again. Let ne sleep, you
bl ock- head!

No -- no! It is | -- Picorin! Wiere is Francal waiting
for you?

(trying to pull hinmself together). Francal ? In the
forest --

Very well. You nust run and warn him at once. (BOBI NET

falls asleep again.) | filled his glass too often, |'m
afraid. He doesn't hear nme. | nust wite -- that wll
do just as well. (Witing.) “Conme at once, and have the
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BARON.

Bl ANCA
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GERARD.
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MARQ

BARON
MARQ.
BARON.
MARQ.

horses ready. Mrette consents. Picorin." There,

Bobi net! The Marqui se's orders!

The Mar qui se?

This letter nust be taken to Francal inmediately.
(getting up). To Francal ? The Marqui se -- (takes the
paper and then goes up humm ng, "Sans fatigue, sans
arret," but nearly falls down in trying to walk.) It is
t he Johanni sberg! (Looking at the paper.) Wat's this?
For Francal -- fromthe Marqui se.

Ch, of course. |'ve got such a headache. (Exit.)

The fresh air will soon bring himto his senses.
(Looking out.) There he goes! Now to warn Mrette. W
must try to nmake our escape before the entertai nnent,
so that the Marqui se may not be able to carry out her
plan -- and so CGerard nay not see Mrette again!
(Stops.) Am| acting for the best? Is it not rather for
ny own sake? But no! (Sadly.) She has said that she
does not |ove nme! Ah! here cones the Marquise and her
guests. | will go and find Mrette.

as the MARQUI SE enters with Bl ANCA and t he BARON

(very gaily). Oh, we've had a delightful journey! The
country is looking charmng. It nakes one wish that it
were al ways spring tine.
Ah, Marquise, it always is spring tine in the radi ance
of your bright eyes!
(smling). | perceive that winter has not yet snowed up
the Baron's heart.
If it had, the snowdrifts would nelt in the sunshine of
your presence, Marqui se.
(at back). Here is Gerard.
(aside). | do hope he'll behave hinself. (Enter
GERARD. ) Cone, Cerard -- you have kept us waiting.
A thousand pardons, ny dear Baron! (Shakes hands.) Ah,
Bi anca! (Bowing to her.)
(hol ding out her hand to him frankly). How do you do,
Gerard?
G ve nme your arm Baron. | know these young peopl e have
a thousand and one things to say to each other, so we
had better |eave them together.

(going). Then this marriage pl eases you?
Very nuch
Gerard's manner strikes ne as being rather cold.
Do you think so? It is only your fancy, Baron.

Exeunt MARQUI SE and BARON.

Bl ANCA.

GERARD.
Bl ANCA.

How cerenoni ous we are! That's ny father's way. But
there's no need for anything of the sort between you
and me -- (coyly) especially now -- is there?
Certainly not.

How pretty it is all around, the |lovely park, the fine
old trees. Shall we live here, Cerard?



GERARD. We? Oh, yes, | suppose so.
Bl ANCA. VWhat's the matter with you, to-day? Does papa annoy you

with his little ways? If he does, I'lIl scold him But
if you don't talk to nme, | shall begin to be afraid of
you -- | -- afraid of you

GERARD. For gi ve ne!

Bl ANCA. O course | will. But you nustn't be angry with nme if |

chatter, because |I'm so happy, so happy!
SONG. -- BI ANCA.

But yesterday in convent gray,
By gl oony wal I s enf ol ded,
| was at |essons all the day,
And sonetinmes -- often -- scol ded.
" Twas Ave! Ave! noon and night,
For ever and for ever!
The only man we saw was white,
And as for dancing -- never!

To-day the sky is bright on high,
To-day the world uncl oses,
| see unfold its gates of gold,
And all the way is roses!
To-day! to-day, ny dream cones true!
And all through you!

But yesterday in convent gray,
| studied willy-nilly,
| always did what | was bid,
| was a school-girl silly;
And if at night we soared away,
In gol den dreans ecstatic,
The Sisters brought us back next day
To sunms and scal es chromati c.

To-day, good-bye to | essons dry!
| hear ny bride-bells ringing,
"Thou art a woman now," they cry,
And love is all they're singing!
To-day! to-day, ny dreans cone true!
And all through you!

GERARD (asi de) How happy she is!

Bl ANCA. You haven't much to say for yourself.
GERARD. | was listening to you, Bianca.
Bl ANCA. You m ght do sonething nore than listen to me. Are you

not ny fiancé? AmI| not to be your wife?

GERARD. My wife? Certainly.

Bl ANCA. Really, Gerard, | can't make you out at all! This is
hardly the sort of welconme | expected.

GERARD. You nmust excuse me, Bianca, | |lead such a lonely life
here. W see so little of the world that I am awkward
and clunsy wi thout neaning to be.



Bl ANCA (alittle disturbed). Yes, | daresay that accounts for
it. (Aside.) Suppose he should not [ove ne? (Silence.)

GERARD. You are vexed with ne?

Bl ANCA. Not vexed, Cerard, only a little grieved.

Enter the MARQUI SE.

MARQ. Well, you lovers, have you cone to an understandi ng?
(Silence.) Wiy are you silent? Wiat does it nean?

Bl ANCA. Ask Gerard, Madane! Perhaps he will confide to you what
he has not ventured to say to ne.

MARQ. Gerard --
GERARD. | ask your pardon, aunt, and yours al so, Bianca; but I
cannot explain nyself now. | know that mny behavi our

nmust seem strange to you, and with your perm ssion |
wll retire. (Exit.)

MARQ. My dear, he's nad
Bl ANCA. No, Madane. He does not |ove ne.
MARQ. Ah! you don't know him little one. He's a bear, and

you nmust learn to tame him
Bl ANCA. There is nothing I should Iike better.

MARQ. They didn't teach you nmuch at the convent, evidently.
Bl ANCA (laughing). Not very nuch!
MARQ. Ah! ny child, you don't know nen as well as | do

SONG -- MARQUI SE.

Life is a fairyland, with wonders hung,
You cannot understand, you are too young,
One day you'll realize all we know now,
Life's enpty fantasies, love's idle vow.
But let it be!
Ah, never cry!
You w Il grow w ser, dear,
As tinme goes by!

You'll learn that tinme has w ngs, heeds not your call,
Life's full of crooked things, man worst of all.
Gve himlove fond and true, he'll cast it down,
Weep and he'll |augh at you, laugh and he'll frown.
But weep no nore,
Laugh |ight instead,
He is not worth the tears
He makes you shed.

But if his heart one day seeks pastures new,
VWhat are you to say? what can you do?
Be neither coy nor bold, close fast your door,
And, when he finds you cold, he'll |ove you the nore.
Bid hi mdepart,
Leave himto burn:
And if he's worth your | ove
He'll soon return



Enter the BARON, followed by Pl CORIN

BARON. Mar qui se! your guests have arrived!
PICORIN (aside). And | cannot find Mrette to warn her!

Enter the Guests and GERARD
CHORUS OF GUESTS.

Cbedi ent to your kind command,
Your courteous invitations;
We conme to give with heart and hand
Qur true congratul ati ons!
Long life, O happy pair,
Long life, and free from care!
Wth hearts of |ove your days we bl ess,
And wi sh you joy and happi ness.
May Heav' n befriend you,
Love attend you,
And all your days be happi ness!

TENCRS. Shine on her, gol den sun
Fall on her, roses,
Till all her life is done,
Till twlight closes.
2ND SOPRANCS. Bloomfor him flowers of earth,

Bl ess himfor ever
Crown all his days with mrth,
Al'l his endeavour.
1ST SOPRANCS. Then in your tw light hours,
| n dark Decenber,
Al'l your sweet sunmer flowers
Ye shall renenber.
BASSES. So till the evenfall
Till your life closes,
Love shall be gl adness all,
One path of roses.

ALL. Joy! Joy!
A adness be yours!
Love that endures!
bedi ent to your kind command,
Your courteous invitations,
We conme to give with heart and hand
Qur true congratul ations!
Long life to you, O happy pair,
W sing to you, we sing to you
Warm hearts of | ove and hopeful prayer
We bring to you, we bring to you
May al |l your day
Be blithe and gay,
Wth roses, roses all the way!

MEN (to GERARD). Qur best congratul ati ons!



LADI ES (to MARQUI SE) . But where's the bride?
MARQUI SE (presenting Bl ANCA). Permt ne --

CHORUS. How sweet and fair!
Happy husband! Happy pair!
Joy attend them
Love befriend them
Al'l their days and everywhere!

GERARD (asi de to MARQUI SE). A nonent, pray,
| have a word to say.
MARQUI SE. Not now. Go to your bride, whose heart
You have so wounded!
GERARD (to MARQUI SE). Only one word. (MARQUI SE noves away.)

BI ANCA (to GERARD) . Still lost in dreans?
GERARD. Forgi ve ne, pray!
(asi de). | must be bright and gay;

And yet ny heart is sad -- ah, well-a-day!
Dance stops. Voices are heard w thout.

CHORUS. What sounds are those so bright and gay?
MARQUI SE. 'Tis the nerry gi psy band,
Conme to-night at nmy command,
Conme to dance and sing for you,
Song and dance of gipsy-I|and.

G PSI ES (entering). W are your servants, lady fair!
Conme to-night at your conmand;
Here to show t he best we know,
Song and dance of gipsy-I|and.

MARQUI SE. 'Tis well. But stay! -- ere ye begin,

VWere is Mrette? (To a servant.) Bid her come in!
GERARD (asi de to MARQUI SE) . What do you nean?
ALL. Mrette! Mrettel
GERARD (asi de to MARQUI SE). Way bring her here?
ALL. Mrette!
FRANCAL (to G PSIES). M

r the faithl ess, herel
She

ette,
"I'l despise us. That is clear!

M RETTE appears.

M RETTE. What! Francal here, and ny old friends!

d PSI ES. How fi ne she's grown!

M RETTE (asi de). Al as! what shall | do?

MARQUI SE (to GUESTS). My friends, let ne present to you

This gipsy girl, brought up anong these gipsies here.
My nephew Gerard, passing through the woods,
Found her one day, a waif, a stray,
And rescued her from prison.
ALL. From pri son?
MARQUI SE. A gi psy's proper hone, they say.
ALL. Ha! ha!



GERARD (advanci ng) . It is not true.
Mrette had ne' er deserved that fate.
Mrette is innocent of wong.

M RETTE (aside to GERARD). Thanks for thy word!

Bl ANCA (asi de). How he defends her

MARQUI SE. No matter! She wi Il dance to-night,
And sing for your a gipsy song.

ALL. Bravo! Bravo!

MARQUI SE. The dancing girl nust earn her pay.

GERARD (asi de to MARQUI SE). Why are you so unkind?

MARQUI SE (aside to hin. Hol d your tongue!

FRANCAL. She does not speak!

MARQUI SE (to M RETTE). Well, girl, do you forget your friends?
M RETTE. Your ki ndness, |ady, makes ne forget the past,
Forgive ne. Let ne make anmends!

(asi de). She wants to hunble nme before the man | | ove,
But no! I will not weep! Not yet, not yet!
| can but struggle and forget!

ALL. Conme then, Mrette,

Sing to us, dance to us. Cone then, Mrette!
M RETTE (to G PSIES). Cone then, ny friends in days of old,

When we were ragged, hungry, cold,

We used to sing a nerry |lay

Then why not sing it to-day,

When all is happy, (sobbing) bright and gay?
ALL. Bravo! Bravo! Sing on Mrette!

M RETTE sings, and the G psies acconpany her

M RETTE. Wo is |ike the Zingara,
Si ngi ng, dancing, to and fro?
She can love |ike heaven above,
She can hate |ike hell bel ow

ALL. Tralala, lala, lala.
Who is |ike the Zingara?
M RETTE. Take her heart, she gives it thee,

Kiss her lips that wait thee there;
But if thou a traitor be,
Bewar e!
Take care!
ALL. But if thou a traitor be,
Bewar e!
Take care!
M RETTE (with a forced | augh). Ha, ha! Ha, ha!
Si ng care away,
VWhile the sky is bright,
And gay.
Leave your sorrow
For to-norrow
Love is king of all
To- day!
ALL. Love i s king to-day!

M RETTE. Who is |ike the Zingara?



Laughi ng, loving until death,
Though her | ove a phantom prove,
Though her joy a fleeting breath.

ALL. Tralala, lala, lala.
Who is |ike the Zingara?
M RETTE. G ve her but the wild delight,

One sweet hour of |ove to share,
Then, ah, let her die to-night!

Who' Il care?
Who' I | care?
ALL. Let the gipsy die to-night,
Who' Il care?
Who' I | care?
M RETTE (with a forced | augh). Ha, ha! Ha, ha!
Sing care away, etc.
ALL. Love i s king to-day!
ALL. Bravo! bravo!

All marvel at the talent of the little G psy. CERARD keeps his
eyes fixed on M RETTE. BI ANCA wat ches GERARD, whil st the MARQU SE
observes them al |

DANCE

M RETTE dances, surrounded by the other G psies. The dance
beconmes general. BOBI NET dancing by M RETTE gai ns nuch attention.

G PSI ES. Bravo, Bobinet!

The effort has been too great for M RETTE, she is overcone with
gri ef.

M RETTE (her hand to her head). Ah! (She stops danci ng and
falls, half fainting, into the arns of BOBINET and
FRANCAL, who have hastened forward.)

GERARD (making a novenent towards her). Mrette!

Bl ANCA (aside). It is she whom he | oves!

MARQUI SE (stopping GERARD). Gerard, give your armto Bianca. |
t hi nk supper is ready.

GERARD, obliged to restrain hinmself before the assenbl ed guests,
approaches BI ANCA and offers her his arm M RETTE has been pl aced
in a chair and is weeping silently.

MARQUI SE (to the G psies). You can retire.
FRANCAL (aside to BOBINET). Don't forget the signal!
BOBINET. At this window -- the crowng of a cock -- all right!

The G psi es exeunt.

MARQ. Your arm Baron. W will go in to supper. (The doors
are thrown open.) See that she has everything she
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PI CORIN and M RETTE exeunt .

wants, Picorin. (To GERARD and BlI ANCA.) Cone al ong, you
| overs! Really, Baron -- people will be saying that we
are the engaged coupl e!

(aside, l|ooking at MRETTE).

except M RETTE, PICORIN, and BOBI NET.

(to MRETTE). Are you better?
(letting herself fall into PICORIN s arns). On,

Poor girl!

Picorin, I'mso unhappy. | have had a beautiful dream
but it was a dreamthat could never cone true. Gerard
is not to blanme, and the Marquise is right.

The Marquise is a splendid woman!

The fault was mne alone! Wien | realized that | |oved
him | ought to have run away from here. W nust | eave
this place at once.

Good!

(heard off L.). The health of the fiancés! (Laughter
heard off.)

How nerry they are! Poor Mrette is forgotten already.
May happi ness attend them Conme, let us go!

Now that your decision is taken, I wll tell you all.
Francal is waiting at the gates of the Chateau with
saddl ed horses, and --

Return to the gipsies. Never

| call that very rude. W |love you, Mrette -- why not
cone back to us? Qurs is the true life -- so carel ess,
So i ndependent, so particularly free-and-easy! You have
only to say the word -- the horses are ready.

(aside to MRETTE). WII| you trust yourself to ne?

(Al oud.) Yes, you are right, Bobinet. Gve the signal
(BOBI NET goes to back of stage.)
(beseechingly). Picorin!

Not a word! Once in the saddl e,
escapi ng.
(at back).

we will find neans of
Cock- a- doodl e- do!

(in the distance). Cock-a-doodl e-do!

Good- bye, Gerard, and may you be happy!

Suppose they should attenpt a pursuit?

Leave ne to | ook after that.

BOBI NET goes to the wi ndow. The

NOTARY appears under the gallery.

BOBI NET.

NOTARY

BOBI NET.

NOTARY

BOBI NET.

NOTARY.
BOBI NET

Only just in tinme.
(calling). Pitois! Pitois! Wat on earth has becone of
hi n?

It is the Notary.

(seeing BOBI NET). Excuse ne,
amwanted to read a contract,
Yes -- you're all right.

sir, but this is where |
isit not?

| am so short-sighted. | told nmy clerk to neet ne here,
but I don't see himanywhere.
(aside). A capital idea! He is short-sighted, and he'l



never notice it! (CGoes up stage, pulls his hat over his
eyes, and alters his voice.)

NOTARY (calling). Pitois! Pitois!

BOBINET (coming forward). Here | am

NOTARY. Ah! that's very fortunate! (G ves himhis papers just
as the doors open and the Quests appear.)

BOBI NET (aside). And now to play ny unaccustoned part!

Re-ent er MARQUI SE, BARON, GERARD, BI ANCA, and all the Quests.
FI NALE OF ACT 11.

CHORUS. Take your places all. Conme in,
Time for the business to begin.
Silence! Silence! Now present
The Matrinoni al Docunent.
Silence, silence, silence, pray!
VWhere's the Notary? He cones this way.

Al'l take their places, NOTARY and BOBINET as his clerk, C

NOTARY. | amthe Notary

BOBI NET. " mthe clerk.

NOTARY. Most il lustrious.

BOBI NET. Legal spark.

NOTARY. Paper, pens and i nk.

BOBI NET. W bri ng.

NOTARY. Ready to draw up --

BOBI NET. Anyt hi ng.

MARQUI SE. Read the contract.

ALL. Si l ence, pray;

NOTARY (to GERARD and Bl ANCA) . Appr oach!

BOBI NET. Appr oach!

NOTARY. Ye happy pair!

BOBI NET. Happy pair!

NOTARY. Your consent you nust decl are.

BOBI NET. Decl ar e!

NOTARY. And | est aught shoul d shake,

BOBI NET. O shiver it.

NOTARY (pointing to deed). Signit! Seal it!

BOBI NET. And deliver it!

ALL. And | est aught shoul d shake, or shiver it.
Signit, seal it, and deliver it!

BOBI NET. Cone then, Manm zelle! (BIANCA signs.)

And now the bridegroom (GERARD takes the pen.)
MARQUI SE (asi de) . At | ast!
ALL. Signit, seal it, and deliver it!

Just as the NOTARY hands the pen to GERARD, M RETTE' s voice is
heard singing in the distance.

M RETTE. GQui de of the way, by night and day, etc.
GERARD (stopping). Her voice!



G PSIES are heard in the distance singing softly.

d PSI ES. Gui de of the way, by night and day, etc.
NOTARY. Come, Monsieur -- sign!
GERARD. No, | cannot, | cannot!

He throws down the pen and rushes madly fromthe Hall

CHORUS.
CURTAI N.
ACT 111,
SCENE. -- A village green; the village féte is being held. People

com ng and going. Booths are erected on all sides. Peasants in
hol i day dresses. Pedlars selling all sorts of thins. Various
sports, village dances. Men drinking before a cabaret. The bells
ringing.

CHORUS.

On! the light of the gol den weat her,
Ch, the clang of the nmerry chine,
Dance away, girls, all together,
Ch, "tis a happy tine.
Fl ounces gl anci ng,
Bri ght eyes danci ng
To the clang of the merry chine,
Faster, faster,
Love is master,
Pays our wages with a kiss.
Dance away then, all together,
VWhere's there ever
Ajoy like this?
MEN (dri nking). Then lift your glass and clink away,
Pour out the wi ne and drink away,
For us they dance,
Their bright eyes gl ance,
Then here's their health and drink away!

ENSEMBLE
PEDLARS G RLS.
(offering their goods
to the young girls).

Come, buy ny | ewels, Cone, show your jewels
Buy ny | aces, Show your | aces,
Pretty things for Pretty things to
Pretty faces. Suit our faces.
Feat hers, slippers, Feathers, slippers,
Fans and gl oves, Fans and gl oves,
Meant for you, Ch, what beauti es,
My pretty | oves. Ch, what | oves!

Good and cheap, Take t he noney,



CHORUS.

And useful, too, Take it, do,
Conme and buy | f you cheat us
They're all for you. We to you!

On! the light of the gol den weat her,
To the clang of the merry chine,
Dance away, girls, all together,
Ch, "tis a happy tine!

PI CORIN and M RETTE, whose booth stands at the side on the right,
come gaily down and are surrounded by the crowd.

M RETTE and Pl CORIN

Pl CORI N

M RETTE.

Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N

ALL.

Pl CORI N

Wal k up, wal k up, and see the show,
Wal k up, ny lads and | asses,
The cheapest, finest show you know,
A show that all surpasses.
Wal k up, walk up, "twill nake you mrth,
For '"tis the greatest show on earth!
A very fanous juggler |
Hey presto jerry jorum
| smash your watches, nmake themfly,
And in a trice restore 'en
And | can tell your fortunes well,
Your future, past and present;
VWhich |l over true will be to you,
And which will prove unpl easant.
|"ve made the Shah of Persia smle!
The Sultan | oves ne dearly!
|"ve kissed the Queen of Scilly Isle!
What! what !
Wll -- very nearly!
Wal k up, wal k up, and see the show,
The cheapest, finest show you know,
Wal k up, walk up, "twill nake you mrth,
For '"tis the finest show on earth!

(vol ubly). Now, |adies and gentlenen, watch ne

carefully -- there is no deception! | have nothing up
my sl eeve, or conceal ed about ny person, but sinply by
my skill and dexterity | shall endeavour to astonish

t hose who are good enough to honour nme with their
attention for a few mnutes. Don't be shy, |adies and
gentl emen! Cone nearer, there's no extra charge!

The crowd gat her round him he stands before a little table and
does a few conjuring tricks.

M RETTE

(to a young girl who holds out her hand to be

examnm ned). A cross upon Jupiter! You will nake a | ove-
match. (To another girl.) Do not marry the man to whom
you have given your heart; he will deceive you! (To a
stout man.) Beware of the dark | ady who neets you every
eveni ng behind the third pillar on the left in the



church of ----
THE STOQUT MAN (very red). Al right. (Every one |aughs.)
BOBI NET (heard off L.) Special edition! Horrible nurder!
Speci al !
ALL. Listen!

BOBI NET appears at back selling newspapers.

BOBI NET. Special edition! Al the w nners!

ALL. Oh! let's go and see. (They go up stage and crowd round
BOBI NET. )

PICORIN (calling out). Wal k up, |adies and gentlenen, walk up!
There's no extra charge! (He stops.) Ah, well! They
won't listen to nme any | onger.

BOBI NET conmes down stage, followed by Crowd.
TOPI CAL SONG. -- BOBI NET.

Here's the news of the day for a sou!
It's exceedingly cheap for the noney;
Some shocki ng sensati ons,
And fresh revel ati ons,
Wth much that's instructive and funny.
There's an Anarchi st outrage or two;
A murder, and railway collision;
The Stock Exchange prices;
A Cabi net crisis --
Expect ed defeat on division.
OCh, if any one cares
For his stocks and his shares,
And their present or future position,
The day's fluctuations
And | atest quotations,
Are all in ny Special Edition!

Here's the foreign intelligence, too!
Wth the end of a year |ean and thin cone,
An additional penny,
On seven too many,
| s taxed off the Britisher's incone;
VWiile a force fromthe | and of the Zulu
The shores of Great Britain encanped on,
W th hardi hood vexing,
Are bent on annexing
The nmenbers and town of Northanpton
If you' re anxious for to know
How opi ni ons go
Wth regard to the Peers' abolition,
And their nmending or ending,
You'll find it by spending
A sou on ny Special Edition!

THE CROD. Bravo! Bravo



Money is thrown into BOBINET' s hat.

Pl CORI N

The Crowd gradual ly di sperses.

(aside). Surely | know that face!

BOBI NET goes up st age.

BOBINET (aside). It is they, right enough! I'Il come back again
(Al oud.) Special edition! Special!

He goes off, still calling out, his voice dying away in the

di stance. PICORIN has been carrying back to the booth all the

articles he and M RETTE have been using while anusing the crowd.
M RETTE counts their takings.

M RETTE.

Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N

Exit PICORIN. BOBINET re-appears at

Look, Picorin! Eight and a half francs! Wy, it's a
fortune! We shall be rich for a whol e week!
Ah, Mrette, howglad | amto see you smle again!

|"ve been a different creature for the |ast three weeks
-- | had a foolish dream but | have cone to ny senses
again. Now, go into the village to buy sonmething for
our breakfast -- (earnestly) and try to bring nme sone
news.

"1l try, Mrette. (Aside.) She is deceiving nme, or
ﬁ!se she is deceiving herself. She has not forgotten

i m

back with BI ANCA, to whom he

points out MRETTE and PICORIN, then he gives her a sign and

| eads her L. behind a booth, where she conceal s herself.

BOBINET (aside). | nust speak to Mrette first!

M RETTE (aside). How |l long for news of Gerard!

BOBI NET. Mrette!

M RETTE  (nervously). Wo called ne?

BOBINET. | did. Don't you recognize ne?

M RETTE (|l ooking at him. Bobinet!

BOBI NET. At your service!

M RETTE. | can hardly believe ny eyes. Bobinet nmust be a human
chamel eon who transforns hinself at wll. D d Franca
send you?

BOBI NET. Francal? | don't even know where he is! Oh, no! Not
Francal . Someone el se.

M RETTE. Who?

BOBI NET. A woman.

M RETTE. A worman! And what woman concerns herself with a gipsy -
- a fortune-teller -- like Mrette?

Bl ANCA (coming forward). | do, Madenviselle.

M RETTE. Bi ancal

Bl ANCA. Now, Bobinet, |eave us together, but keep watch.

Exit BOBI NET.

M RETTE (after a pause). Wiat can | do for you, Madenoiselle?



Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE
Bl ANCA.

M RETTE
Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

Bl ANCA.

M RETTE.

(asi de) .

(hesitating). No, no!

Ah, Mrette, | know that the sight of me nust recal
unhappy nenories, and | reproach nmyself for not having
spoken to you when we first net; but through you,

have been in great trouble.

Your trouble is over, you are happy now.

Happy! |

| stood in your way, and | knew | had no right to. |

| eft the Chateau, and to-day you are Gerard's wife!
(surprised). Gerard' s wife? Then you do not know?

What do you nean?

After you had gone, Gerard, in despair at your flight,
refused to sign the contract.

Gerard -- refused!

You can i magi ne the scene there was! The Marquise ill -
- nmy father furious -- | in tears -- the guests |eaving
in haste -- everything in confusion -- and Gerard shut
in his room and refusing to see any one.

Poor Bi ancal

Since then he has been searching everywhere for you,

and | know that if he learns you are at this fair, he
will come here at once in hope of seeing you.
And what is it you wish nme to do?

(after hesitating a nonment). Mrette, | amgoing to ask
you sonething, and it will depend upon your answer

whet her | | eave this place with ny heart full of hope,
or of despair!

Tell me what it is?
DUET. -- BIANCA and M RETTE.
That night! that night you went away,

In silence and di sdai n; _
| hoped your |ove for himwas o' er,

And now | plead with you to-day,
Ah, tell himif you | ove no nore,
Maybe he'll cone to ne again!

She I oves himnore than | --
Ah, hear ne, ere the day is cast.

You hold ny gl adness and ny pai n,
He is ny first love and ny | ast,

| shall not |ove again.
Scorn nme -- hate nme -- if you will,
But tell nme, do you love himstill?

that folly's past,
| do not love him-- no!

And yet your eyes are wet,
You love himstill, Mrette.

| 1 ove himnot.
Ah! if you love himcall him back
And make hi m happy evernore.
"Twas but a dream

A dr ean?

Yes, yes -- a dream for
He | oves you still!

him. . . . and ne!



Bl ANCA. He | oves ne still!l

M RETTE. And you his bride will be,
For I -- will tell him

BI ANCA (joyously). You will do this -- for me?

M RETTE. Yes, yes, why not? | |ove himnow no nore!
He | oves you still!

ENSEMBLE

{ Bl ANCA. Al'l is happy, all is gay,

{ Sorrow past, weepi ng done,

{ Al'l the darkness gone away,

{ Like a m st before the sun.

{ Tender heart, so good to ne,

{ Unconpl ai ni ng and forgiving,

{ Thou hast given all to ne,

{ Al that makes nmy life worth Iiving!

{ M RETTE. Al'l is happy, all is gay,

{ Al'l the dreamis past and done,

{ Al'l the folly flown away,

{ Like a m st before the sun.

{ Take the joy, and happy be,

{ Go to himw th heart forgiving,

{ Thus | give himback to thee,

Al'l that nmakes ny life worth |iving!
BOBI NET runs on.

BOBI NET. Quick! quick! get out of the way at once! |'ve just
seen the Marqui se and Monsieur CGerard turning the
corner of the road. They are coming in this direction!

MRETTE. | will not see himagain! (To BIANCA.) Cone in here,
Madenoi sel l e, and trust ne!

Bl ANCA (with a ook of gratitude). Thank you!

M RETTE makes BI ANCA enter the booth, and then foll ows her in.
Noi se out si de.

THE CROMD. Hurrah! Hurrah
BOBI NET. What is the matter now?

Entrance of the procession of young nen who are going to conpete
in the sack races, and the archery and cross-bow contests. The
crowd enters in front of them shouting and waving hats. The
prizes -- silver spoons, forks, and coffee-pots -- are attached
to shields and carried in triunph by nmen dressed |ike church-
beadl es. Grand march.

KERVASSE. -- CHORUS

Conme, march al ong, and nmeke a din,
Way shoul d we glum and sil ent be,
The fun is going to begin,
Then march al ong in conpany!
Conme, march along then, girls and boys,
Conme, nmen and matrons, all in glee,



There's nothing half so nice as noi se,
Then shout hurrah, in conpany.
Hurrah, hurrah!
For the show and dances,
Fi ghts and pri zes,
Lotteries, chances,
Fl owers and ki sses,
Loves and gl ances,
Did ever you know such a show as this is?
Conme, march al ong, and nmeke a din,
Way shoul d we gl um and sil ent be,
The fun is going to begin,
Then shout hurrah, in conpany!

BOBI NET. Wy shouldn't | try nmy luck too? I'll go and see if |
can win a coffee-pot. (Exit.)

Everyone follows the procession. Several persons, anobng whomis
t he BARON VAN OSBORN, cross the green and neet the MARQUI SE and
GERARD, who enter L. The MARQUI SE and t he BARON exchange very
formal bows, and the BARON wal ks on stiffly.

MARQUI SE (to GERARD). You see what you expose me to, Cerard! The
Baron scarcely deigns to notice ne.

GERARD. The Baron is nothing to us!

MARQ. Not hing to you, perhaps, but to ne -- a great deal. You
are behaving shamefully towards himand his daughter.

GERARD. My dear Aunt ----

SONG -- MARQUI SE.

So the past is dead in your fickle heart,
You have broken your enpty vow,
And without a tear or care you part
From her who was yours but now.
Man's | ove! man's heart! 'tis ever, they say,
Ever the old refrain,
The true love flung like flower away,
For the | ove that soon will wane.

Ah! by the heart that lives for you,

For the sake of the happy days,
Forget the gl eam of the |ight untrue,

And the phantom that nocks your gaze.
Ah! be not blind! once nore be true,

True to the past again,
For the silent love that waits for you

Is a love that will not wane!

MARQ. For the future | shall cease to trouble nyself about
your affairs. | shall disinherit you, and you nmay
starve in a garret wth any ball et-dancer you choose to
marry! Probably you'll end by appearing in public, on

sonme féte day like this, in pink tights and a tinsel



crown, |ike a pantom ne king! (Exit.)
GERARD (to MARQUI SE). Many thanks! (Alone.) If she is here |
must find her. (Exit.)

PICORI N enters, carrying the basket with provisions for
breakfast, and begins to lay the things on a little table.

PICORIN. There is no tinme to lose. | fancy |I caught a glinpse of
Monsi eur Gerard just now. No doubt he is seeking for
Mrette. Ah! he loves her still! And she -- has she
really forgotten hinP What have | to hope for in
remai ni ng near her? She will never love ne! It is
better to part! But how shall | tell her?

Enter M RETTE from the booth.

M RETTE. Well, Picorin, are you busy with your dreans, instead
of thinking about breakfast?

PICORIN. | was waiting for you, Mrette.
DUET. -- M RETTE and PI CORI N.
M RETTE. VWhat! breakfast really ready, sir?
Sit down, then -- let's begin;

You are a splendid nanager,
My dearest Picorin.

Pl CORI N. Mrette, you are too kind to ne,
You know 'tis all for you.

M RETTE (asi de). Dear fellow, how he | ooks at ne!
|"msure his love is true.

(Al oud, gaily). But, conme along! See, there's the w ne,

And here's your chair,
And here (placing hers beside him is mne.

They seat thenselves at table.

PI CORI N (asi de) . How shall | tell her? Can | dare?
M RETTE (asi de). He's not so ugly, | declare.

He really is --
PICORIN (of fering her a dish). -- Alittle cheese.
M RETTE (asi de). -- So fond of ne.
PICORIN (of fering w ne). Sone Bur gundy?
M RETTE (asi de). | alnmost think I will --
(Al oud) . Yes, please.

OCh, how delightful '"tis to dine.
Pl CORI N. And all al one together.
M RETTE (turning the conversation).

What very -- very -- (tasting) -- splendid w nel

PICORIN (at a | oss). VWhat | ovel y weat her!
M RETTE (stopping suddenly). You are not eating, Picorin.
Pl CORI N. | am not hungry!
M RETTE. Why ?

VWhat mekes you sad?
Pl CORI N. Because, dear, we nust say good-bye.



M RETTE.
Pl CORI N

M RETTE (asi de).

Must say good-bye? But why?
Because we're chil dren now no nore,
All that is o'er.
You are grown up -- al nbst a woman,
And well, the world, Mrette, is human.
And so the carping world will chide
If we are always side by side.
What does he nean?

Pl CORI N. Unless -- we could -- be sonething nore.

M RETTE (asi de). | never thought. (Aloud.) Wiat will you do?
Pl CORI N. Leave you.

M RETTE. VWhere will you go? And what of ne?

Pl CORI N. You will go where swallows fly,

M RETTE (asi de).
PI CORI N (asi de) .

To sone happy |and afar --

| -- where all the hapless are.
He lets ne go wi thout a sigh.
And is it thus we say good-bye?

ENSEMBLE
M RETTE ( asi de) . PI CORI N (asi de) .
On! if he would but dare On! if | did but dare
To tell nme all his heart, To tell her all ny heart,

But no! But no!
He lets nme go

Wt hout a sigh,
O one good- bye;
Al as!

They finish the neal

M RETTE.
Pl CORI N
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.
Pl CORI N.
M RETTE.

But no! But no!
She lets nme go
Wt hout a sigh,
O one good- bye;
we part. Al as! we part.
in silence.
When do you go, Picorin?
To- ni ght.
| want you to do ne a service first.
A service?
It is a delicate thing to ask you -- but | have
prom sed Bianca. Cerard is comng here, and --
(hesitates.)
And what ?
Well, in order to turn his affections fromnme, you nust
-- oh, Picorin, you should not find it difficult, for
think you were fond of ne not very |ong ago?
But what nust | do?
You nust pretend to make love to ne --
To nake love to you -- Mrette!

before him

VWhat | ask you to do is not so very difficult -- is it?
Per haps you will earn a kiss for your trouble.

A ki ssl!

| do not know -- | say, perhaps. It will be our parting
kiss, wll it not? You have quite decided to go?

Yes, quite decided.

Then you will do what | ask?

If it will make you happy, yes, Mrette.

Only just in tinme. Here is Gerard. Now, go down on your
knees; there, close to ne.



PICORIN. You wish it?
M RETTE. Yes, qui ck.

M RETTE is seated at the table. PICORI N drops on his knees beside
her, just as GERARD enters at back.

GERARD (aside). It is shel

M RETTE. Yes, Picorin, | love you, and | have never |oved any
one but you. For one nmonent | forgot nyself, but |
quickly realized ny folly, and | have cone back to you
to be your wife -- your wife, Picorin!

PICORIN (aside). If only she were in earnest.

M RETTE (aside to PICORIN). Now get up and enbrace ne!

PICORI N takes her in his arns and ki sses her, then lets her go,
overcone wth enotion.

PICORIN (seeing GERARD). Ah! we are not al one!

GERARD (coldly). | beg your pardon.

M RETTE (playfully). Wiy, it is Mnsieur Gerard! | did not know
you again. So you've heard the pretty vows that Picorin
and | have been exchangi ng under the bl ue heavens?
That's our gay gi psy fashion, you know (Laughing.) Ha!

ha! When | think of it! How foolish we were! | dreant
of being your wife! Can't you see ne -- in a dress with
along train -- anongst all your fine friends? How
ridiculous I should have | ooked! Ah, no -- (pointing to
the booth.) -- there is ny honme, and here --
(indicating PICORIN) -- is ny husband! Cood-bye,

Monsi eur Gerard. No ill will, | hope. (Ascending the
steps of the booth -- aside.) Poor fellow | have done
nore than | prom sed. (Looking at him) Did | really

| ove hinf

M RETTE enters the booth, followed by PICORI N
AlR -- CGERARD (al one).

Yes, it is past! the dreamis done.
| am awake! Once nore | seel
"Twas but a phantom | ured ne on,
A nocking voice that called to ne.

VWil e he is singing Bl ANCA cones out of the booth, descends the
steps, and stands on the stage w thout being seen by him At the
end of the song he thrown hinmself into a chair L., and Bl ANCA
comes noi sel essly behind him

| though it love as true as gold,
| lived within its tenpting gl eam
But now | know, the truth is told!
"Twas but a shadow and a dreamn

Yes, it is passed, the nmadness o' er,



The veil is |ifted from m ne eyes,
My wayward heart turns back once nore
To where its only gl adness |ies.

Bl ANCA cones noi sel essly behi nd GERARD

DUET. -- BI ANCA and GERARD
Bl ANCA (softly). Does he renenber the words he has spoken?
GERARD (wi t hout turning). That voi ce!

Bl ANCA (cones in front of him.
And her tears and your own cruel part?
Do you renenber the vows you have broken
And the poor, silly girl who gave you her heart?
Happily, faithfully, never deceiving you.
GERARD (| ooking up). Yes, yes, | knowit -- as long as | live,
But, bless ny heart, Bianca, | pray to you,
Look in mne eyes, and bid ne to |ive.
See how | kneel to you, hear what | say to you,
| am not worthy, but only forgivel

Bl ANCA. Yes, | forgive you. (She turns to go.)

GERARD. Then why are you | eaving ne? Is that forgiveness?
Bl ANCA. Way should | stay? | have forgiven you.
GERARD. Hear ne, Bianca, the mad dreamis over!
ENSEMBLE

{ Bl ANCA. Ah! Cerard, tell ne -- say if you | ove ne,

{ Not wwth a love that will change with the day,
{ But pure as the light in the Heaven above ne,
{ Love ne |ike that, or send ne away!

{ GERARD. Dearest, | love you, | only can |ove you,

{ All the wild fancy has faded away,

{ As the earth | ooketh up to the Heaven above you,
{ So do I | ove you, and | ove you for aye!

She lets her head fall on his shoulder. He kisses her on the
f orehead. M RETTE enters.

M RETTE (gaily). Ah, Monsieur Gerard, so it's your turn now.

Bl ANCA (aside to MRETTE). | owe ny happi ness to youl!

GERARD (to MRETTE). Stay, Mrette! | think | understand --

M RETTE. Nothing at all! Gve me your hand, and don't ask any
questi ons.

Enter the MARQUI SE and t he BARON

BI ANCA (throwing herself into the MARQU SE's arns). Oh,
Madane, | am so happy!

MARQ. Then it is all right. Wiat did | tell you, Baron?
BARON. Are we to begin all over again?

GERARD (smling). W have begun already.

BARON. | nmust send for another Notary.

MARQ. And when is your wedding to take place, Mrette?



PI CORI N has reappeared at the steps of the booth -- a bundle and
a stick in his hand.

GERARD.
M RETTE
Pl CORI N
M RETTE.

MARQ
M RETTE.

Pl CORI N

THE CROWD.
GERARD

Very soon indeed, | fancy; for just now | assisted at a
scene --

(who has caught sight of PICORIN). A scene that was
really too ridiculous, Madane! | have a | over who is so

shy that | was obliged to ask himto marry ne!
(aside). What do | hear?

And what do you think he did?

| suppose he threw hinself at your feet.

He didn't want to believe ne! | insisted -- | even went
so far as to kiss him Then he got up with a gl oony

| ook, and went indoors, and -- see! there he is, wth
his bundle! | declare he's going to run away to save

hi nsel f from marryi ng ne!
(throwi ng away his bundle and running to M RETTE, whose
hands he ki sses). Ah, Mrette! Mrette! How blind
have been! (Shouts heard outside.)

Hurrah! hurrah!
(at back). It is Bobinet! They are carrying himhere in
triunph!

Re-entrance of the procession. Four young nen carry BOBI NET on
their shoulders. He is crowned with roses and | oaded with pri zes.

ALL. Long
BOBI NET.

ALL. Long
BOBI NET.

MARQ
BOBI NET.

| i ve Bobi net!

| have won six coffee-pots! (Junps down.) Everybody
friends again? Then | think you'll agree that Bobi net
is to thank for it, eh?

i ve Bobi net!

You'll invite me to the weddi ng, won't you? There wil|

be plenty to eat, and | hope to enpty several gl asses
of Johanni sherg ' 54.

Fifty-three!

| was right. And the next day the papers will be full
of it. (In his disguised voice.) Special edition! Ful
account of the weddi ng! Special ?

FI NALE OF ACT IIl. -- BOBI NET.

When the gay ring-a-ding of the bells,
Through the country is nerrily spreading,
You'll buy for a copper,
A perfectly proper
And speci al account of the wedding;

You'll find that the article tells,
(For the sake of the fol ks who adore 'em
O the trousseau -- the flowers,
The presents in showers --
The dresses -- and people who wore 'em
And 1'Il venture to hint,

I f your nanme is in print,
As a guest of inportant position --



That, for sending to dozens
O envi ous cousins,
You' Il buy up that special edition.
CHORUS.

CURTAI N.



