TOPSYTURVEYDOM
an entirely original nusical extravaganza
witten by WS. G bert
nmusi ¢ conposed by Al fred Cellier

First performed at the Criterion Theatre, 21 March 1874.

NOTE.
| have taken the text of this play fromthe version published in Oxford
("printed at the University Press and to be had of no booksellers") in
1931. It seens that the editor of this book, Charles Plunptree Johnson
took the text fromthe handwitten Licence Copy now held in the British
Li brary. Johnson added sone very basic punctuation, which | have
el aborated a little. | have al so added sone stage directions which
seened to ne essential: | have put these in square brackets, as opposed
to the directions given in the Johnson text, which are in round
brackets.

My description at the start of Scene 2 comes fromthe internal |ogic
of the text; the detail about the chandelier is nmentioned in reviews of
the original production. The production details which followthis Note
cone froman advertisenent in The Era published at the time of the first
production. There are sone discrepancies between this and the text
itself, including the spelling of the play's title: the advert has
Topsyturveydom while Johnson (and the Licence Copy) has Topsyturvydom

The opening lines of the play refer to the General El ection which was
held in January 1874, just two nonths before the play's preniere.

- Andrew Crowt her.

MR SATIS (MP. for Ballotville) M J. Carke
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CRAPOLEE (his Prinme Mnister) M E.W Garden
WLKINS(afootman) . . . . M Snmith
QuOoP . . . . . M ss Mont gonery
CRANBO . . . . M ss C. Brabant
SERAPE (t he Cpeen S thher) . . . M ss Hughes

(Ms Gaston Mirray)
TI PTO (t he Queen's Grandnot her) . M ss F. Holl and
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SCENE 1: M Satis's Library
SCENE 2: The King's Reception Roomin Topsyturveydom

SCENE 1
[The Library of M SATIS, MP. for Ballotville. SATIS discovered
al one. ]

SATIS: Liberal gains, 32; Conservative gains 85; Conservative bal ance,
53. representing 106 votes on a division. Well, that's a state of things
that will please sonme and displ ease others, but I'mquite satisfied
Nothing Iike a contented mnd. | should have been just as pleased if the

bal ance had been the other way. Watever is, is for the best. The only
drawback to this state of things is that everybody is in such a
perfectly satisfactory condition that there's nothing left to inprove.
Here am 1, a Menber of Parliament, burning to benefit ny fell ow



countrynen - and | can't find a fellow countryman who wants benefiting
Everything's been done for everybody. A Menber who wants to do good is
actually reduced to nmaking fishery laws and protecting sea gulls.

[ Ent er SERVANT. ]

SERVANT: Gentlenman to see you, Sir.

SATIS: Who is he?

SERVANT: Can't say, sir. | think, fromhis standing on his head and
wi pi ng his head on the doormat and bl owi ng his boots with his pocket -
handker chi ef, he nmust be a foreigner.

SATI S: Forei gner? Nonsense! Sone nenber of the |ate Governnment who
don't know whether he's on his head or his heels. Tip himright side up
and show himin.

(Enter CRAPOLEE. [Exit SERVANT.])

CRAPOLEE: Good norning. M Satis, | think.

SATIS: | don't think |I have the pleasure.

CRAPOLEE: No. How should you? | ama stranger from Topsyturvydom a
country where everything is conducted on principles the very reverse of
those that hold good here. | amtravelling incog. in order to ascertain
whet her | can find anything worth introducing into ny own country.

SATIS: And | suppose you've found a great deal ?

CRAPOLEE: Well, | can't say | have. To tell you the truth, although
everything here is the exact opposite of everything there, yet there
isn't as nmuch difference as you nmay think. Was your el ection keenly
cont est ed?

SATIS: Very. Party spirit ran nountains high.

CRAPOLEE: Much liquor drunk?

SATIS: Lots. Party spirit ran rivers deep

CRAPOLEE: Any bribery?

SATIS: AwWful . Thousands upon t housands.

CRAPOLEE: OF course he'll petition?

SATI S: \Who?

CRAPOLEE: The rejected candi date.

SATIS: There isn't one. | was returned unopposed.

CRAPOLEE: You said the election was keenly contested

SATIS: So it was - by the electors. You don't understand. | went in on
the new principle. Under the Ballot Act, nenbers can't bribe electors -
but there's nothing whatever to prevent electors bribing nenbers.

CRAPOLEE: Dear me, that never struck me.

SATIS: Directly it becanme known that | intended to stand for the
borough, a deputation waited on nme, asking ne to cone forward in the
Li beral interest. | tenporized. Then came a deputation urging ne to
stand as a Conservative. | evaded the point. The Liberals presented ne
with a piece of plate. | inclined to their views. The Conservatives
trunped it with 500 sovereigns in a gold vase. | began to think there

was a good deal to be said on either side. The Liberals sent nme a
schooner yacht. It occurred to nme that after all there was nothing |ike
unrestricted progress. Matters were getting serious when the
Conservatives took a nore decided step. They bought nme a Mansion in a
Park, found nme a coat of arms and a geneal ogical tree, and nade ne a
County Fami |y on the spot. That decided ne. As a County Fanmily | was
bound to support the reaction. So |I'm a Conservati ve.

CRAPOLEE: You haven't nuch to conpl ain of.

SATIS: That's it. That's nmy grievance. |'ve actually nothing to
complain of. Qur arny rules the dry land - our navy rules the waves -



everyone is wealthy and happy. We've no poor - the arts and sciences are
duly honoured. Literature is at its zenith, social life is as perfect as
human i ngenuity can nmake it, and we're all at peace with the world.
Not hi ng remai ns to be done. Even the sea gulls have been attended to.

CRAPOLEE: And no one woul d have thought of legislating for sea gulls
until the men and wonen of these islands had had everything possible
done for them You should pay us a visit. W begin with the seagulls and
| eave poverty, vice, ignorance and msery to take their chance.

SATIS: | should like to go above everything.

CRAPOLEE: Don't be sanguine. Extrenes neet, and the di fference may not
be so great as you suppose. In my country, all the people are born at an
advanced age and gradual |y grow younger until they becorme infants. MWy
peopl e are born astoni shingly wi se and gradually forget everything,
until at last their mnds are a perfect blank, |ike those of sone of
your ol d people. Folly is honoured, wi sdomis despised - disreputable
wealth is courted, honest poverty contemmed.

SATI'S: Not hing of that kind here.

CRAPOLEE: And true beauty consists in making yourself as ugly and
unnatural as you can. Al the men are wonen.

SATI S: That's awkward

CRAPOLEE: No - for all the wonen are nen, so it cones to the same
thing in the end. If you like to cone and judge for yourself, say the
word and we're off.

SATIS: | do say the word.

CRAPOLEE: But stop - there's one drawback. In this absurd country of
yours, people walk on the floor with their heads towards the ceiling.

SATIS: Well, that is the general rule.

CRAPOLEE: Well, in mine that's reversed - you'll have to walk on the
ceiling with your head towards the floor. You don't object to that?

SATIS: My dear sir, in my country's cause | object to nothing

CRAPOLEE: Then we'll away to the far distant cline -

SATIS: Where everything is done by the rule of sheer contrairy-

CRAPOLEE: Where pretty's plain, ridiculous subline -

SATIS: Where fair is foul, black is white, and Bill is Mary!

Duet. [- CRAPOLEE & SATIS. ]
CRAPOLEE: True beauty we hate and despi se,
And ugliness only we follow, sir

A man, to |l ook well in our eyes,
Must be quite the reverse of Apollo, sir.
SATI S: That's very annoying to me:

To ny parents | wish to be dutiful,
But, visiting such a countree,
| begin to be sorry |I'm beautiful!
CRAPOLEE: You won't |ike our Government much:
VW never insist upon wit for 'em -
We only give places to such
As have proved thenselves wholly unfit for 'em
BOTH: Then away to that far distant cline,
Where everything' s done by contrairy:
Where folly is reckoned subline,
And every Bill is a Mary!

SCENE 2



[ The KING s Reception Roomin Topsyturvydom There is a w ndow,
with an inverted | andscape visible through it. A chandelier sprouts
fromthe mddle of the floor, and chairs and tabl es hang upsi de- down
fromthe flies.

Ent er QUOP and CRAMBO ]

QUOP: To-norrow our Monarch attains his majority. Born at the age of
80, he is now 59, and the event is to be celebrated with the usual
tokens of rejoicing. Is all prepared for the auspicious occasion?

CRAMBO: Everything! The streets are to be draped in black, nedicines
are to be served out gratuitously to the poor, tenpence in the pound

will be put upon the Income Tax, and all the operating theatres of the
hospitals will be thrown open to the public.
QUOP: It is well. In a country where folly is honoured, the coning of

age of as bad a king as Inprims the Inverted cannot be too
magni fi cently celebrated. Let all the fountains run with the finest
water, and if the fog is thick enough we'll have a display of fireworks
t o- mor r ow nor ni ng.

CRAMBO: Aged sir, your arrangenents are characterized by your well -
known i mbecility.

QUOP: It is well. Nothing now renmains but for you to see that all ny
instructions are systematically disregarded. Do you understand?

CRAMBO: Sir, believe nme that my greatest pleasure consists in
thwarting all your arrangenents.

QUOP: My old, old eneny!

CRAMBO MWy hat ed foe!

QUOP: Qur Monar ch approaches.

(KING enters.)

QUOP: Monster, away!

CRAMBG: Horrible monarch - avert those execrabl e eyes!

KI NG Approach. These marks of undi sguised |loathing fill ne with
pl easur abl e enoti on.

QUOP: They should do so, for you are indeed a detested sovereign.

KING It gives nme the sincerest pleasure to think | am

CRAMBO: Are you not weak, vacillating, and pusillani nous?

KING | hope so. | hope so.

QUOP: Cruel - yet cowardly?

KING | would fain believe that | am

QUOP: Hi deous beyond expression, and an abject donkey too?

KING | hope | am an ass.

CRAMBO Believe ne, sire, you are. Born at the age of 80 with every
science at your finger-tips, you are now barely 60 years of age, and in
those twenty years you have |learned to forget everything you ever knew.

KING Such commendation froma sage of your venerable years is indeed
to be val ued.

QUOP: It is true that we have sonme reputation as men of folly, but
al t hough we have devoted the last 60 years to the study of frivolity we
have scarcely reached the depth of gibbering idiotcy which you, young as
you are, have already attained.

KING Cone, cone! Conplinment, carried beyond a certain point, becones
ful some. My Royal Mbther expressed a wish to speak to ne this evening.
Tell her that | amprepared to see her whenever she |ikes.

[ Exeunt QUOP and CRAMBO. ]
Can | trust the honied utterances of these sages, or are they to be
classed with the sickening flatteries of professed courtiers? No, | feel



that | have deserved ny people's hate. Yes, | amindeed a detested
nonar ch.
Song. [ - KING]
I do not prize a pauper's lot:
He has his cares, | find.
The Lunatic | envy not,
Nor seek | to be blind.
Let others court the convict's fate -
For that 1'l|l never sigh:
G ve nme ny people's honest hate,
And 1'Il contented die.

| envy not the invalid,
O those that suffer pain.

I'mvery, very well indeed,
But still | don't conplain.

Di sease | don't desiderate -
For that 1'll never sigh:

G ve nme ny people's honest hate,
And 1'Il contented die.

(Enter SERAPE.)

KING M not her!

SERAPE: My son! | have al ways been a carel ess and injudi ci ous not her
to you, and | am about to propose a nost inprudent step. You are now of
age, and it's high tinme you began to think of taking a wife. Several old
and hi deous princesses who are enornmously poor have proposed for your
hand, and | think it high tine you began to think of making one of them
unhappy.

KING Manmm, |'mnot young enough to marry yet. | ambarely 60; and at
55 or even 50, that will be tine enough to think of that. Sixty is the
age for enjoynent. Let ne kick up ny heels a little |longer, and then |
promise to narry.

SERAPE: Your sound common sense is sinply disgusting. You are as
sensi bl e as your grandnot her.

KING Poor Grandmanma! Cone, |'mnot as wise as she is. No, hang it all
- poor old Gandnama! It's a nost nelancholy thing, but |I'mvery mnuch
afraid her head is affected. Mark my words, that poor old thing is
gradual | y going sensible. Wiy, she's in full possession of all her
facul ti es!

SERAPE: Here she conmes - reading a scientific book, as usual. My dear
son, there's nothing for it but a Conm ssion de Sanatico | nquirendo!
She's not fit to be at |arge!

(TIPTO enters, reading.)

TIPTG "Let A MP. be a quadrant of the elliptic meridian. Then
V.M E., perpendicular to the elliptic, determnes -

SERAPE: Newton's Principia! | thought so! Mther, |I'm ashamed of youl

TIPTG 1'mvery sorry - | didn't know you were here.

SERAPE: Haven't | told you over and over again that | won't allow you
to read such sensibl e works?

TIPTO | nust have sone anusenent.

SERAPE: Anusenent! Didn't | give you, on your |ast birthday, a
conpl ete set of Bradshaw fromthe beginning - three hundred and seventy-
two vol unmes?



TIPTG | hate Bradshaw. I1t's too disjointed

KING This is getting serious. Grandma, for the credit of the famly
you really nust give up your childish amusenents. The Di ganma and the
Square of the Hypotenuse are all very well for babies of 75, but at your
advanced age we are justified in looking for something like triviality
in your tastes. Do we ever see you with a Noah's Ark? Never! Does one
ever see you with a doll, or indeed engaged in any pursuit adapted to
your age and position in society? Once for all, unless | see a decided
change | shall be conpelled to place you in a Sane-House!

[ Exeunt KI NG and SERAPE. ]

TIPTO |I'mvery sorry I'mso wise, but I can't helpit. I'msure |l try
to forget all the learning | was born with, but | can't forget it. There
nmust be something wong with my head. |'ve been trying all day long to

forget Xerxes, but | can't; the nore | try to forget him the nore
remenber him

Ballad. [ - TIPTQO]
Oh, sad is her state and beyond all apol ogi es,
Bl ank is her future and dol eful her chaunt
Who, born with her head full of dates and chronol ogi es,
Tries all she can to forget 'em and can't.

Fromthe first of the year to the | ast of Decenber
Wth crying and sobbing ny eyelids are wet:

| always forget that | nustn't renmenber,
But never renenber | ought to forget.

([Exit TIPTO] Enter CRAPOLEE and SATIS.)
CRAPOLEE: Here we are at last, in the palace of our nonarch, King
Imprims the Inverted.

SATIS: But | thought you told ne |I should have to wal k on nmy head.
CRAPOLEE: No, not exactly. | told you you' d have to walk on the
ceiling with your head towards the floor. And so you have - [points

upwards] that's the floor.
SATIS: No, no, that's the ceiling.
CRAPOLEE: The floor, | assure youl!
SATIS [pointing down]: No, this is the floor.
CRAPOLEE: No, that is the ceiling.
SATIS: But | tell you -
[Enter Chorus of Topsy-Turvy Courtiers.]
CRAPOLEE: Hush, our npst popul ar Ki ng approaches.

Chor us.

Fi ends di ssect our Royal Master,
Tear asunder linb fromlinb:
May all Kkinds of black disaster

Now accumul ate for him

SATI S: Halloa, this nmust be a revol utionary song.
CRAPOLEE: Ch, no - it's the National Anthem
[Enter KING to the groans and hisses of the Courtiers.]
SATI S: Wiy do they groan at hinf
CRAPOLEE: That's our way of expressing approbation - he's very
popul ar.



SATIS: Well, I've known popular ministers in England greeted with the
same sound.

[ KING approaches them exeunt Courtiers.]

KING Wo have we here?

CRAPOLEE: This is a stranger froma strange country situated on the
ot her side of the globe, in Latitude -

SATIS: Cut it short! The country's pretty well-known - it's England.

KI NG Engl and? Never heard of it.

CRAPOLEE: It's a barbaric region where everything is done on inverted
principle. In that country, babies are born young and ignorant, and grow
gradually old and wise; ugly is pretty, pretty is ugly - and all the nen
are wonen.

KING That's awkward!

CRAPOLEE: No, for all the wonen are nen, so it comes to the sanme thing
inthe end. We call their country Upsi downi a.

SATIS: Well, and we call your country Topsyturvydom

KING ©Ch, and what can | do for you?

SATIS: Well, in the first place, | shall be glad to know why you keep
all your chairs and tables up there [pointing].

KING Up there? You nmean down there.

SATIS: | nean up there.

KING No, down on the floor.

SATIS: Not at all - up on the ceiling.
KING In our country, we call that chair "down".
SATIS: My friend, | w sh you would call that chair down, as | should

ike to sit onit. That is down which is towards the earth.
KING Exactly.
SATIS: Very good. And that is up which is away fromthe earth.
KI NG [ anused] : No doubt.
SATI S: What are you | aughing at?
KING Do you know where the earth is?
SATIS: O course - under ny feet.
KING ©h, no - open that w ndow.
[ They go to wi ndow and | ook out. KING indicates the ground above
them ]
Look there.
SATIS: Now, that's one of the nost remarkable things |'ve seen for a
long time. Now, that's all up with us in Engl and.
CRAPOLEE: It will be all up with you here if you ridicule our
institutions. In those chairs and tables our guardian spirits dwell.
SATIS: Spirits in chairs and tables? This is w thout exception the
very nmaddest people on the face of the earth! Then | really am standi ng
head downwards! It sounds awkward, but it's easy enough when you cone to
try it.
KING Now, how shall we entertain you? Wiat do you say to a ballet?
SATIS: A ballet by all neans.
KING A ballet of oldest inhabitants - youngest of themonly 65. You
don't see ballet-girls of 65 every day of your life.
SATIS: No, but | see themquite often enough at our theatres.
CRAPOLEE: They're waiting, ready to cone in - if you'll only say the
wor d.
SATIS: No, no - not for worlds. But | tell you what | should like. As
a practical legislator, | should particularly |like to be present at the
del i berations of the collective wisdomof a country that is so unlike



our own.
KING The coll ective w sdonf?

SATIS: Yes. | nmean | should like to be present at a sitting of the
House.
KING ©Ch, | know what you nean. It's an odd request: we only adnit the

nost |earned and intellectual men in the kingdominto our House.

SATIS: Oh, so do we. This place is not so topsy-turvy, after all

KI NG Poor devil s!

SATI S: Poor devils?

KING Yes, they're all inventors and witers and nen of science - in
fact, paupers.

SATIS: Do you nmean to say you entrust the naking of your laws to
paupers?

KING M/ dear sir! These people don't make our | aws.

SATIS: But | asked to see -

KING The House -

SATI S: Yes - the House of Conmons.

KING ©Ch, | beg your pardon. You asked to see the collective w sdom of
our country. | thought you neant the workhouse. Qur Parlianment is
conposed principally of wealthy donkeys who are elected partly because
they are wealthy and partly because they are donkeys.

SATIS: In ny country, Menbers are el ected because they represent nost
faithfully the opinions of their constituents.

KING Ch, in my country seats are bought and paid for

(Exit [KING & CRAPOLEE] .)

SATIS: Well, this certainly is the nost preposterously outrageous
country | ever was in all nmy lifel Positively there isn't one redeem ng
feature in it.

(Enter SERAPE & TIPTO [the latter holding a baby].)
Yes, there is!

SERAPE [ seei ng SATIS]: Wy, whose child is this?

TIPTO [to SATIS]: My poor little fellow, where's your nurse? Does your
mama know you' ve left honme, ny little man?

SERAPE: It's disgraceful that infants should be permtted to wander
all over the palace. I've a great nmind to whip you, sir.

TIPTG No, no, it's not his fault - he's strayed away from his nurse
He's quite bald - he nust be very young. It was a pooty tiddy ickle sing
it was.

SATIS: I'"'mnot a tiddy ickle sing and |'ve not strayed away from ny
nurse. I'mnot as old as | look, but | beg to say I'mfifty-two.

SERAPE: Fifty-two! | shouldn't have thought of whipping you if | had
known you were fifty-two.

SATIS: Well, no, | hope not.

SERAPE: | took you for seventy-four.

SATI S: The deuce you did! And who are you when you're at hone?

SERAPE: You're an inpertinent fellow.

SATIS: And for a good-Ilooki ng wonan you' ve as unpl easant a manner as
need be.

SERAPE: A good-1| ooki ng wonan! |, a good-I| ooki ng wonan!

SATIS: wvell?

SERAPE: 1'Il be revenged for this! Mnd, you' ve insulted ne before
witnesses. | beg to state that |I'man ugly, unconfortable, ill-tenpered,

mal i ci ous person, and you've dared to call me good-I| ooking! Wy, you're
as handsome a man as need be! You call ne good-looking, you tall, manly,



freshfaced, regul ar-featured, agreeable-looking fellow The king shall
hear of this, so prepare for the worst!
(Exit [ SERAPE].)

SATI S: What is she tal king about ?

TI PTO. Oh, you shouldn't have called her good-I ooki ng!

SATI S: But she is good-I ooking.

TI PTG Yes, poor thing, unfortunately - though | oughtn't to talk, for
I"mnuch prettier than she is. She is decidedly pretty, but she don't
know it. How often one finds a really pretty and attractive wonan who

will have it she is hideous in spite of the evidence of her | ooking-
gl ass!

SATIS: Well, | never net one nyself.

TIPTG | can't understand it - can you?

SATIS: No, I'll be hanged if | can.

TIPTG | hate such vanity. Now, I'mnot like that. |'mpretty and I
know it.

SATIS: You are, and | know it.

TIPTG Well, it may be true, but it's not for you to say so.

SATIS: But it's so obvious: you are - very pretty.

TIPTO. Oh, go on, pray. Tell ne I'mlovely, exquisite, delicious! Ch,
| can bear it.

SATIS: So you are - you're all that and a great deal nobre. Surely
you're not angry with me for saying that?

TIPTG No, | like you for it. You are honest and outspoken. Strange as
it may appear, | had nmuch rather you said "beautiful" than "absolutely
hi deous™ .

SATIS: Ch, it don't appear at all strange.

TIPTG | can't understand why an ugly old man |ike you can care to
talk to a beautiful girl like me, when there are so many hi deous ol d
| adi es about who would give their ears for a flirtation with you.

SATIS: But | don't |ike hideous old I|adies.

TI PTO You don't!

SATIS: | like pretty girls.

TI PTO. How strange!

SATIS: It's an odd taste, but the prettier they are, the nore | |ike
'em

TIPTG But you'll soon get tired of me, for I'"'mnot only beautiful but
I"munfortunately very clever and well-informed. Are you well-informed?

SATIS: No, |'ma Menmber of Parliamnent.

TIPTG Oh, |I'mso dreadfully learned. | try to forget, but | can't.
I"ve been trying all day to forget Xerxes -

SATI S: Haven't you forgotten himyet?

TIPTG | don't know - I'Il try. No, Xerxes - | renmenber himjust as
well as ever. The nore | try to forget, the nore | seemto renenber.

SATIS: Then try to forget ne.

TIPTG OCh, | never can forget you. Besides, it isn't necessary, for
you are not useful information, are you?

SATI S: No, upon ny soul |'m not.

(Baby heard.)

Hol | oa! Whose is that?

TIPTO M ne.

SATIS: Yours? | didn't know you were narri ed.

TIPTG No nore | am |'ma w dow.

SATIS: A widow? Dear ne! - recently?



TI PTG GCh dear, no! My husband di ed years and years ago.

SATIS: Oh, but you said that [indicating baby] was yours.

TIPTO So it is.

SATI S: Your daughter?

TIPTO. No - ny nother.

SATIS: | thought the acid lady who is going to be revenged was your
not her .

TIPTO. Oh, no - ny daughter.

SATIS: Then | suppose the King is this lady's husband, and you're his
sister?

TIPTO. Oh, no - you're quite wong. |'mhis grandnother, and baby is
hi s great-grandnot her.

SATIS: I'mgetting confused. So this is your nother?

TIPTO. This is ny nother.

SATI S: She's young to be a nother.

TI PTG Young? She's in her seventy-fifth year. People in ny country
are born old and grow young.

SATIS: Ch, | forgot. Then you will get gradually younger?

TIPTG Yes. Alas! In the course of nature | can't hope to |live nmuch
longer. | can't conceal fromnyself that I'mrapidly growi ng young. My
hair, which was once white as snow, is now a beautiful dark brown; and
nmy conpl exion, which (though | say it) was once as yellow as parchnent,
is now painfully fresh and beautiful. In a few years | shall be a mere
girl: childhood will rapidly follow, and, if | survive that period, one
or other of the diseases of infancy will probably carry ne to ny grave.

SATIS: Then if | marry you, in a few years you' Il be a baby?

TIPTG Yes, perhaps with a large famly of old gentlenen. Wio knows?

SATI S: How do you account for it?

TIPTG It's the climte.

SATIS: The climate! Then if you come with ne to England you'll |eave
of f growi ng young, and we shall grow old together!

TI PTO. Yes, and when we grow too old we can conme back here and grow
young agai n. But you don't seriously wish to marry ne?

SATIS: But | do seriously want to marry you.

TIPTO. But we |ove one another - and people who | ove each ot her never
marry here. People in this country only marry those they hate, and
wr et chedness is the invariable result.

SATI S: Yes, | should think so.

TIPTG They like to be wetched - but |I'msuch a strange girl that |
prefer happiness. Love-making is delightful; but the idea of marriage -
oh, it's too dreadful! You can't know what it is - |I'Il tell you.

Ballad. [ - TIPTQO ]

Gows the little brook in going,

Now a river broad and deep,
Ever flowing - ever flow ng,

Strong as life and still as sl eep;
Smooth and silent in its current

As it noves through changi ng scenes:
Checked, it swells into a torrent -

This is love when in its teens.

Gows the river yet in going,
Till the river is a sea -



M ghty tenpests ever bl ow ng,
H dden rocks upon your |ee,
Al'l the inps of strife and riot
Ri de exulting on the breeze:
Farewel | peace and farewel| quiet -
This is marriage, if you please

(Exit [TIPTQ. Enter KING and CRAPOLEE [w th COURTI ERS] .)

KING M. Satis, | have a comuni cation of a very painful nature to
make to you.
SATIS: Sir, | amall attention

CRAPOLEE: Nerve yourself and prepare for the worst. Serape has told
all.

KING It appears, froma comuni cation | have just received fromny
Royal Mother, that you have expressed yourself towards her in terns of
the fiercest dislike.

SATIS: Sir, | cannot deny it. Your Royal Mdther insulted nme grossly.
My good friend, |I don't want to harrow up your feelings as a son, but
bet ween oursel ves your Royal Mother is a wld-cat.

KING She is!

SATIS: You don't mind ny nentioning it?

KING No, no - it is delightful to hear her spoken of in such terns.
Your feelings do you honour, and | am overjoyed to tell you that she has
admtted to me, with a display of enption that affected ne to tears,
that your hatred of her is earnestly reciprocated. My dear friend - that
charm ng wonan detests you! Bring in the bride!

(Enter SERAPE.)

SATIS: The bride?

KING Take her and be unhappy! Curse ye both!

SATIS: But, | say, this won't do! |I'mnot going to marry a wonan
hat e!

KING Not marry a wonan you hate!

SERAPE: Oh, the faithless nonster! You don't nean to tell me that al
this tinme you've been trifling with the worst feelings of ny inperfect
nat ur e?

SATI S: Oh, bother your feelings! I'mthinking of my own just now. Wy,
I love your grandnother!

KING You | ove Tipto?

SATIS: Madly - and she loves ne frantically. In fact, we |ove each
ot her overwhel m ngly.

KING Prepare to die!

CRAPOLEE: Hold, sire! A nore fearful schene of revenge suggests itself
to me. But no, it involves lingering torture - it is too horrible.

SERAPE: No puni shnent can be too fearful for a man who, by cunning
i nsult and insidious abuse, gains your trusting nother's hate - and then
despises it.

KING True! Your schene?

CRAPOLEE: It is this. He loves your grandmother and your grandnother
loves him- let himmarry her and spend a lifetinme of uninterrupted
bliss!

ALL: Oh, horror!

KING It shall be done! Bring out the fiery untaned G andnana!

(Enter TIPTQO)
Take her, and may a grandson's heartfelt bl essing pursue you wherever



you go!

SERAPE

Kl NG

ALL:

Fi nal e.
Monster, let this thought arrest you:
You have taught nme to detest you!
Hate and scorn in ne are rife -
Make me wetched, then, for life!

It is too late! Lead them away -

My vengeance shall not falter:
They shall be tied up to-day -

Take them - take themto the altar!
It is too late, etc.

CURTAI N.



