No. 1. OPENING CHORUS.

CHORUS OF PARIAHS [TB].

Beneath the sky of blue

The indolent Hindu

Reclines the whole day long, the whole day long.

He scorns all worldly trouble,

For life’s a fragile bubble,

And death a sweet, sweet 

	TENORS, BARITONES. 

song.
	BASSES.

song, sweet song. 


CHORUS.

He scorns ambitious schemes,

He weaves no lofty dreams,

His glance is on the 

	TENORS, BARITONES. 

ground, is on the

ground,
	BASSES.

ground, 

is on the ground,


CHORUS.

Why tinge today with sorrow

When with the dark tomorrow

Grim Siva’s call may sound,

Grim Siva’s call may sound?

TENORS.

Beneath the sky of blue,

CHORUS.

The indolent Hindu, 

Reclines the whole day long, the whole day long;

He scorns all worldly trouble,

For life’s a fragile bubble, 

And death a sweet, sweet song, a sweet, sweet song. 

Enter INDRU.

No. 2. ENTRANCE AND SOLO. —  INDRU  and CHORUS. 

INDRU. 

This is the place, the sweet and hallowed spot,

And these the folks who share her humble lot.

SUDRAS (salaaming). 

Salaam, Sahib! Salaam, Sahib! 

INDRU.

Bow not, good people, to the earth,

We all are men of equal worth;

For though a Brahmin such as I

By Hindu law may not come nigh

Plebeian fellows such as ye,

Yet I despise that harsh decree, despise that harsh decree.

CHORUS.

Despise that harsh decree!

INDRU.

The year, the hour, the day is past

When men should serve the Despot Caste,

CHORUS.

When men should serve the Despot Caste!

INDRU.

So, there’s a hand and there’s a hand,

And grasp it firm and true!

I love you much, for I am such

A Democrat Hindu.

CHORUS.


Yes! there’s a hand and there’s a hand,

And grasp it firm and true!

He loves us much, for he is such

INDRU. 

A Democrat 

	INDRU.

Hindu, 
	CHORUS.

a De-


CHORUS.

mocrat Hindu, 

INDRU and CHORUS.

Hindu!

TENORS.

These sentiments are Democrat indeed,

BASSES. 

But who is this that preaches such a creed?

INDRU.

I am Indru, the Rajah’s only son.

CHORUS.

He is Indru, the Rajah’s only son. 

(They fall back salaaming.)

INDRU.

Nay, shrink not from me, rank I have eschewed.

I am your brother from this day henceforth;

I love a maid, one of your humble caste,

’Mongst you she lives, and where she lives, live I;

You are her friends, and Beebee’s friends are mine.

List! and I’ll tell the story of our love, the story of our love.

List! list!

BALLAD.

INDRU.

The sun was setting, cool the day,

And, half asleep, I dreaming lay,

When, through the window from the street,

There came a voice so clear and sweet.

’Twas like the surf o’er pebbles tripping

Or drops of water drip, drip, dripping

In a crystal stream,

CHORUS.

In a crystal stream,

INDRU.

In a crystal stream,

CHORUS.

In a crystal stream. 

INDRU.

’Twas not an ordinary voice

But something like a dream.

TENORS.

’Twas not an ordinary voice,

BASSES.

But something like a dream,

ALL.

Like a dream. 

INDRU.

I rose, and to the casement flew,

And what a vision met my view!

A dancing maid, a thing of grace,

A Nautch girl with an angel’s face.

’Twas like a cherub’s calmly sleeping

Or Venus through her tresses peeping

At her bashful love,

CHORUS.

At her bashful love,

INDRU. 

At her bashful love,

CHORUS.

At her bashful love.

INDRU.

’Twas not an ordinary face,

But something from above.

TENORS. 

’Twas not an ordinary face,

BASSES.

But something from above, 

ALL.

From above.

INDRU.

I stood transfixed before my Queen,

Such beauty I had never seen;

And while I watched her from above,

My eyes drank in deep draughts of love,

Deep draughts of love.

’Twas such a sweet ecstatic feeling,

Like perfume o’er the senses stealing,

Lulling one to sleep,

ALL.

Lulling one to sleep.

INDRU. 

’Twas not an ordinary love,

CHORUS.

Not an ordinary love,

INDRU.

But something far more deep.

TENORS. 

’Twas not an ordinary love,

BASSES.

But something far more deep,

	INDRU.

Not an ordinary 

love, but something far more

deep
	TENORS.

but some-

thing

warm and 

deep,
	BASSES.

far more

deep

----------------

---------


INDRU.

but something

ALL.

Far more deep. 

No. 3. DUET. — INDRU and CURRIE.

INDRU.

Roses are fair, but not fairer than she.

CURRIE.

Of feminine beauty beware, Sir!

INDRU.

Rubies are bright, but not brighter to me.

CURRIE.

You see her without her back hair, Sir.

INDRU.

Sages are wise, but not wiser, I vow.

CURRIE.

Her h’s she’s always misplacing.

INDRU.

Cutters are trim, but not trimmer, come now!

CURRIE.

The fruits of incessant tight-lacing.

INDRU.

But be she plain, what do I care,

So long as I believe her fair?

It’s simply a question of taste, you know,

CURRIE. 

Simply a question of taste.

CHORUS.

Simply.

INDRU.

This person’s gladness

Is that person’s sadness,

It’s simply a question of taste.

CHORUS. 

It’s simply a question of taste.

INDRU.

You know.

CHORUS. 

You know.

INDRU.

Lilies are pure, but not purer than she.

CURRIE.

She’s more wide-a-wake than you think, Sir,

INDRU.

Comrades are true, but not truer to me.

CURRIE.

At strangers I’ve known her to wink, Sir.

INDRU. 

Willows are lithe, but not lither, you’ll own.

CURRIE.

All thanks to my excellent training.

INDRU.

Song birds are sweet, but not sweeter in tone.

CURRIE.

She can’t reach B flat without straining.

INDRU.

But be she that, well, what’s amiss

So long as I believe her this?

It’s simply a question of taste, you know,

CURRIE. 

Simply a question of taste.

CHORUS.

Simply.

INDRU.

This person’s gladness

Is that person’s sadness,

It’s simply a question of taste.

CURRIE and CHORUS. 

It’s simply a question of taste.

INDRU.

You know.

ALL. 

A question of taste,

CURRIE and CHORUS.

You know.

Exit CURRIE and CHORUS.

No. 4. CHORUS AND SOLOS OF NAUTCH GIRLS  —  BANYAN, KALEE, and TIFFIN.

CHORUS [SS].

With merry song

We trip along

Threading through the idle throng.

While from our eyes

The fire flies

That kindles hope in the unwise.

We never woo

As others do

With passion ardent, firm, and true;

For we would stay

Unwed for aye,

To love, and love, and run away.

For we would stay

Unwed for aye,

To love, and love, and run away,

To love, and love, and run away!

With merry song

We trip along

Threading through the idle throng.

While from our eyes

The fire flies

That kindles hope in the unwise.

We never woo

As others do

With passion ardent, firm, and true;

For we would stay

Unwed for aye,

To love, and love, and run away,

To love, and love, and run away.

BANYAN.

The monarch upon his throne

May hold a mighty sway;

The sailor upon the sea

May chant a merry lay;

The miser amidst his gold

May chuckle in his pride;

The maiden upon the quay

May hail the coming tide.

But neither the monarch, nor sailor on sea,

Nor miser with gold, nor maiden on quay,

Are half so contented and happy as we.

CHORUS.

Contented and happy as we.

TIFFIN.

We call a crust a banquet, and a wail a roundelay,

That’s our merry cakes and sherry, hey down derry way!

ALL. 

We call a crust a banquet, and a wail a roundelay,

That’s our merry cakes and sherry, 

hey down derry, hey down derry, hey down derry way!

KALEE.

The poet upon a hill

May dream a blissful dream;

The cattle upon the lea

May lap the cooling stream;

The children upon the sward

May skip in mirthful play;

The sparrow upon the tree

May wake the sleeping day.

But neither the poet, nor cattle on lea,

Nor children on sward, nor sparrow on tree,

Are half so contented and happy as we.

CHORUS. 

Contented and happy as we!

TIFFIN.

We call a cot a palace, and a cloud a golden ray,

That’s our merry cakes and sherry, hey down derry way!

ALL. 

We call a cot a palace, and a cloud a golden ray,

That’s our merry cakes and sherry,

hey down derry, hey down derry, hey down derry way!

Enter BEEBEE.

No. 5. ENTRANCE AND SONG. — BEEBEE.

And if you ask us whence this endless joy  — 

This happy lot — this bliss without alloy,

We answer, ’tis the guerdon of our art,

Which few attain, for few can play the part.

First you take a shapely maiden,

Tall of stature, sweet of face,

Eyes with hidden mischief laden,

Limbs that move with lissom grace;

Then you robe this charming creature,

So her beauty to enhance;

Thus attired, you may teach her

All the movements of the dance.

Shape the toe,

Point it so,

Hang the head,

Arms outspread,

Give the wrist


Graceful twist,

Eyes half-closed,

Now you’re posed.

And the rest is A, B, C;

Simply one, two, three.

Slowly twirling,

Creeping, curling, 

Swaying like a wind-blown tree; 

Gently stooping,

Sweeping, drooping, 

Slyly counting one, two, three.

CHORUS.

A, B, C,

One, two, three,

Gently stooping,

Sweeping, drooping, 

Slyly counting one, two, three.

BEEBEE.

By and bye this shapely maiden 

Will have learned the Nautch girl’s art, 

And her eyes, with mischief laden, 

Then may play their proper part, 

Throwing artful furtive glances 

’Mongst the silent gaping throng,

Wringing heartstrings as she dances, 

Making conquests all along.

Shape the toe,

Point it so,

Hang the head,

Arms outspread,

Give the wrist


Graceful twist,

Eyes half-closed,

Now you’re posed.

And the rest is A, B, C;

Simply one, two, three.

Slowly twirling,

Creeping, curling, 

Swaying like a wind-blown tree; 

Gently stooping,

Sweeping, drooping, 

Slyly counting one, two, three.

CHORUS.

A, B, C,

One, two, three,

Gently stooping,

Sweeping, drooping, 

Slyly counting 

ALL.

One, two, three.

No. 6. DUET.  —  INDRU and BEEBEE.

INDRU.

When our shackles are undone,

When I breathe the word,

Wilt thou have this man, fair one,

To thy wedded lord?

BEEBEE. 

I will.

INDRU.

Wilt thou honour and obey him,

Never hoodwink or betray him?

Wilt thou true allegiance pay him?

BEEBEE. 

I will.

In sickness and health,

In want and in wealth,

I take thee for ever and ever.

	BEEBEE.

In sickness and

health, in

want and in 

wealth,
	INDRU.

I take

thee for

ev-

er,


BOTH.

I take thee for ever and ever. 

BEEBEE.

When the gossip-tongue’s astir

With the Nautch girl’s life,

Wilt thou have this maiden, Sir,

To thy wedded wife?

INDRU.


I will.

BEEBEE.

If unworthy they would make her,

If they ask thee to forsake her,

Wilt thou to thy bosom take her?

INDRU.

I will.

In sunshine and rain,

In peace and in pain,

I take thee for ever and ever.

	BEEBEE.

I take

thee for

ev-

er
	INDRU.

In sunshine and

rain, in 

peace and in

pain,


BOTH. 

I take thee for ever and ever, for ever and ever!.

No. 7. ENRANCE AND SONG.

CHORUS (SSTB).

Room for Punka! room for Punka!

Punka comes in royal state!

Clear the roadway! clear the roadway!

Punka comes, Punka the Great!

Crash the cymbal, beat the tom-tom,

Let the brazen trumpet roar;

Room for Punka, Royal Punka,

Rajah he of Chutneypore, of Chutneypore!

Enter PUNKA, and suite.
PUNKA.

Oh, yes! oh, yes! oh, yes! 

Know all men by these presents, 

I’m the Rajah of Chutneypore!

CHORUS.

Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS. 



Of Punka, of Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the big ancestral gem

That decks the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS.

Of Punka, of Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the arm all cut and scored

That wields the sharp and trusty sword,

That guards the big ancestral gem

That decks the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS.

Of Punka, of Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the heart so staunch and true,
That nerves the eye of hazel hue,

That steers the arm all cut and scored,

That wields the sharp and trusty sword,

That guards the big ancestral gem

That decks the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS. 

Of Punka, of Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the Prince, long may he reign,

That owns the clear and subtle brain,

That rules the heart so staunch and true,

That nerves the eye of hazel hue,

That steers the arm all cut and scored,

That wields the sharp and trusty sword,

That guards the big ancestral gem

That decks the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS. 

Of Punka, of Punka, the Rajah of Chutneypore!

PUNKA.

And this is the patriotic lay

That’s sung by the lords and ladies gay

That serve the Prince, long may he reign,

That owns the clear and subtle brain,

That rules the heart so staunch and true,

That nerves the eye of hazel hue,

That steers the arm all cut and scored,

That wields the sharp and trusty sword,

That guards the big ancestral gem

That decks the royal diadem

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore.

CHORUS.

Of Punka, of Punka, 

ALL.

The Rajah of Chutneypore!

BASSES.

Chutneypore!

No, 8. QUARTET.  —  BEEBEE, CHINNA, PYJAMA, and PUNKA.

PUNKA.

Now, when a young man says, “I think

It’s time I lost my heart,”

He ought to look around, I think,

Before he throws the dart.

For model wives and true, I think,

Are far between and few, I think,

Though there are odd ones who, I think,

Supply a long-felt want.

Not the bilious-headache person who sits moping in a chair,

Nor the Senior-Wrangler person with a stubble crop of hair,

Nor the Bloom of Ninon person whose face won’t stand the weather,

But quite another different kind of person altogether.

ALL.

Yes, quite another different kind of person altogether.

BEEBEE. 

And when a maiden says, “I think,

I’ll let him buy the ring,”

She ought to ask herself, I think,

“Now, is he quite the thing?”

For model men and fair, I think,

Are very, very rare, I think,

Yet one may here and there, I think,

Supply a long-felt want.

Not the third-class-smoking person who is colouring a clay,

Nor the ten-in-fifty person who plays billiards all the day,

Nor the tea-and-muffin person who will strike you with a feather, 

But quite another different kind of person altogether.

ALL.

Yes, quite another different kind of person altogether.

PYJAMA.

This maxim will apply, I think,

To old as well as young;

And when December woos, I think,

He ought to guard his tongue.

For model wives and good, I think,

Are rare in widowhood, I think,

Yet there are some who would, I think,

Supply a long-felt want.

Not the breach-of-promise person who salutes each man she sees,

Nor the House of Commons person who wants feminine M.P.’s,

Nor the Hallelujah person whose lungs are made of leather, 

But quite another different kind of person altogether.

ALL. 

Yes, quite another different kind of person altogether.

CHINNA. 

The sauce that suits the goose, I think,

Should suit the gander too;

And Joan should have a care, I think,

When Darby comes to woo.

For model men and old, I think,

Are rare on earth as gold, I think,

Though odd ones, I’ve been told, I think,

Supply a long-felt want.

Not the sluggish-liver person who says just what he feels,

Nor the extra-special person who will read through all his meals,

Nor the atmospheric person who changes with the weather,

But quite another different kind of person altogether.

ALL.

Yes, quite another different kind of person altogether.

	BEEBEE.

Not the 

third-class-smoking

person who is

colouring a 

clay,

Nor the 

ten-in-fifty 

person who plays 

billiards all the 

day,

Nor the 

tea-and-muffin 

person who will 

strike you with a feather, 
	CHINNA.

Not the 

sluggish-liver 

person who 

says just what he

feels,

Nor the 

extra-special 

person who will 

read through all his 

meals,

Nor the 

atmospheric 

person who chan-

ges with the 

weather,.
	PUNKA.

Not the 

bilious-headache

person who sits

moping in a 

chair,

Nor the 

Senior-Wrangler 

person with a 

stubble crop of 

hair,

Nor the 

Bloom of Ninon

person whose face 

won’t stand the weather,
	PYJAMA.

Not the 

breach-of-promise

person who sa-

lutes each man she

sees,

Nor the 

House of Commons

person who wants 

feminine M.

P.’s,

Nor the 

Hallelujah 

person whose lungs 

are made of 

leather, 


ALL.

But quite another different kind of person altogether.
DANCE. 

No. 9. SOLO.  —  CHINNA LOOFA.

Words by Frank Desprez.

CHINNA. 

Do not think me over-bold,

Though my sentiments are strong;

And my heart is far from cold  —  

Well, in that there’s nothing wrong.

I am seeking my divinity,

My idol, my affinity;

And when I come across him

As I often think I do,

I forget myself a minute,

But there’s really nothing in it.

PUNKA.

Have you often had these “impulses”?

CHINNA. 

That’s most unkind of you!

I can’t help it! Really no!

Do not laugh, ’tis truly so.

On each of these occasions,

These passing aberrations,

My heart goes out to meet him,

And my arms extend to greet him — 

To a kiss I’d almost treat him.

(Spoken.) I can’t help it!

These attacks, I’m glad to mention,

Only last a little while,

I return to stern convention,

To a sneer subdue my smile.

Avoid familiarity,

Snub ordinary charity,

And freeze him with a frown 

That keeps him off a yard or two.

Atone for past frivolity

By speech of coldest quality.

PUNKA.

Do you often ice your manner?

CHINNA.

Now that’s much too bad of you!

I can’t help it! Really no!

Through the world I sadly go.

I am seeking a divinity,

And finding an affinity,

My heart goes out to meet him,

And my arms extend to greet him — 

To a kiss I’d almost treat him.

(Spoken.) I can’t help it!

No. 10. FINALE OF ACT I. 

Enter BANYAN, KALEE, TIFFIN, Nautch Girls, Soldiers, and others.
WOMEN.

Merrily, merrily peals the bell,

	WOMEN.

In the 

temple 

swing-

ing;
	TENORS.

Dong,

Dong,
	BASSES.

Ding,

Ding, 


WOMEN.

Merrily, merrily voices swell,

	WOMEN.

Gladsome tidings bringing.

Merrily, merrily press the crowd,

From Beebee’s wedding we come;

Merrily, merrily 
	MEN.

Ding, dong, ding, dong,

Ding, dong, ding, dong,

From Beebee’s wedding they come,

they come.

Ding, dong,


ALL.

chant aloud

Her epithalamium.

MEN.

Her epithalamium.

	WOMEN.

Merrily,

merrily

press the 

crowd,
	TENORS.

Dong

Dong
	BASSES.

Ding,

Ding


ALL.

From Beebee’s wedding we come, we come.

Merrily, merrily chant aloud

Her epithalamium, her epithalamium!

Enter INDRU and BEEBEE.

BEEBEE. 

Beebee’s a bride now, as every one knows,

INDRU.  

And Beebee’s all blushes, just like a red rose.

BEEBEE. 

Beebee is trembling with maidenly fears,

INDRU.  

And Beebee is smiling, in spite of her tears.

BEEBEE. 

Beebee is glowing with womanly pride,

INDRU. 

And Beebee’s the sweetest and handsomest bride.

BEEBEE. 

Beebee is beaming with conjugal mirth,

INDRU. 

And Beebee’s the happiest creature on earth, on earth.

	BEEBEE.

In

sunshine and 

rain, in 

peace and in

pain, I

take thee for 

ever and

ev-

er, I 

take

thee for

ev-

er, I
	INDRU.

In

peace

and in

pain, 

I 

take thee for 

ever and

ev-

er, In

sunshine and

rain, in

peace and in 

pain, I
	CHORUS.

Beebee is

glowing with

womanly 

pride and 

Beebee’s the

sweetest and

handsomest

bride,

Beebee is

beaming with

conjugal

mirth, And


	BEEBEE.

take

thee

take thee for

ever and

ev-

---

er.
	INDRU.

take thee for

ever and

ever, for

ever and

ev-

---

er.
	WOMEN, TENORS.

Beebee’s the

happiest 

creature, the

happiest

creature

on

earth.
	BASSES.

Bee-

bee’s the

happiest

creature on

earth

on 

earth.


Enter PUNKA.

PUNKA. 

Oh, headstrong pair, your folly you will rue,

(Solemnly.) 

The Court has issued its award, and you 

(to BEEBEE.)
Are now a Brahmin.

Gives paper — pause — horror of INDRU and BEEBEE.

By the law’s decree

Your vows are void; his wife you ne’er can be.

Gong. 

	ALL SOLOISTS.

Stop the merry 

marriage bell,

Hush the joyous

song

The mystic

gong

Haul the banners

down,

Halt the pageant

show, 


	WOMEN, TENORS.

Stop the merry marriage bell,

Hush the 

joyous 

song!

Toll instead the

dolesome knell

Beat the mystic gong.

Haul the silken banners

down,

Halt the pageant

show, 

Doff the smile and

don the frown
	BASSES. 

Stop the merry marriage bell,

Hush the 

joyous, 

joyous song!

Toll the dolesome

knell

Beat the mystic gong. 

Haul the silken banners

down,

Halt the pageant

show, the 

pangeant show.

Doff the smile and

don the frown


ALL. [too complicated to matter, for 10 measures:]

Chant the Hymn of Woe,

Chant the Hymn of Woe,

Chant the Hymn of Woe, of Woe. 

INDRU.

What is Caste to you and me,

Who live for love alone?

To some country let us flee,

Where no such ban is known.

To some far-off happy land

Beyond the Brahmin’s sway,

We will journey hand in hand,

To live and love for aye.

BEEBEE.

Yes, yes, that happy, happy land we’ll find,

And leave this hated, hated Caste behind!

ALL. 

Yes, yes, that happy, happy land they’ll find

And leave this hated Caste behind, 

And leave this hated Caste behind. 

PYJAMA.

One moment pause. My conscience bids me throw

A cloud across the sunshine of your hopes.

It is decreed by Act of Punka Rex,

Nineteen and Twenty, Cap. Eighteen, that when

A Brahmin marries one of lower caste,

Together they shall die a traitor’s death.

And kinsfolk, loving kinsfolk though you be,

My conscience bids me go for the police.

Exit PYJAMA.

ALL.

Oh, cruel law! oh, harsh decree!

Oh, statute born of fool!

Oh, fiendish code! oh, carrion rite!

Oh, legislative ghoul!

Oh, fiendish code! oh, carrion rite!

Oh, legislative ghoul, oh legislative ghoul!

INDRU. 

Must we then die? Is there no hope left still?

BEEBEE. 

Will no one save us?

BOTH.

Will no one save us, save us?

CURRIE (entering).

Yes, I can and will!

The ship is waiting by the quay

To bear my troupe across the sea.

And here’s the contract, which you’ll find

Is duly stamped and sealed and signed.

INDRU.

Stamped,

BEEBEE.

Sealed,

INDRU, BEEEBEE, CURRIE.

Signed,

CURRIE.

So come with me and join my band,

And fly unto a foreign land,

And say farewell for evermore

To cross and cruel Chutneypore.

INDRU, BEEBEE. 


Yes, yes, we’ll go.

CURRIE.

Then do not longer wait.

INDRU (to PUNKA).

Good-bye, farewell, good-bye!

CURRIE. 

Quick, ere it is too late!

	CURRIE.

Away, a-

way ere it is too

late! Quick, quick, a-

way, away, a-

way, 
	BEEBEE.

Away, 

away, a-

way,

away, a-

way,
	TIFFIN, INDRU, 

PUNKA.

Away, a-

way, 

away, a-

way,
	CHORUS.

Away, a-

way, away, a-

way,


ENSEMBLE. [too complicated to really matter, for c. 45 measures, the words are as follows.]

	TIFFIN.

Away, away,

Ill-fated twain

Whose wedding day

Is born in pain;

Seek some lone spot

Far o’er the sea.

May such a lot

Ne’er come to me.
	OTHERS.

Away, away

Across the main,

Beyond the sway

Of Brahma’s reign,

Unto a spot

Far o’er the sea,

Where caste is not

And men are free.
	PUNKA.

Alas, a-day!

My broad domain

Will pass away

With Punka’s reign,

A wretched lot

My life will be,

Son I have not,

Ha, woe is me!


CURRIE hurries BEEBEE off. INDRU is about to follow her when PYJAMA enters with Soldiers, who arrest him.
ACT II.

No. 11. 

ENTR’ACTE. 

OPENING CHORUS [SS].

We are Punka’s poor relations

By a lucky zephyr blown

Up the easiest gradations

From the gutter to the throne, 

From the gutter to the throne.

We have risen from the people

By a mighty strength of will,

From the basement to the steeple,

From the valley to the hill,

From the basement to the steeple,

From the valley to the hill.

We are Punka’s poor relations

By a lucky zephyr blown

Up the easiest gradations

From the gutter to the throne.

We are Punka’s poor relations

By a lucky zephyr blown

Up the easiest gradations

From the gutter to the throne, 

From the gutter to the throne. 

Enter CHINNA LOOFA. 

CHINNA.

Twelve months have scarcely journeyed by

Since we were of the common fry,

Housemaids, scullions, cooks, and nurses, 

Governesses, teachers, nurses, 

Toiling, broiling, day by day

In a common, humdrum way, 

CHORUS.

Quite a common, humdrum way.

CHINNA.

When Punka driven into meekness,

By some strange phrenologic weakness,

Summoned all his poor relations

From their low and humble stations,

Gave them posts about his throne,

And bade them make his home their own.

CHORUS.

We quickly made his home our own.

CHINNA.

And now our cousin rues the hour

When he invested us with power.

We rule the roast, for truth to tell

He gave an inch, we took an ell.

SUTTEE.

Yes, yes, we took several ells.

CHEETAH.

An unlimited number of ells.

CHORUS. 

Millions, and billions, and trillions, quadrillions, and also quintillions of ells!

CHINNA. 

And now we are ladies attached to the Court,

The highly-exclusive and towering sort;

With pinnacle people we only resort,

Like the high-top-gallant ladies that we are.

CHORUS. 


And now we are ladies attached to the Court,

The highly-exclusive and towering sort;

With pinnacle people we only resort,

Like the high-top-gallant ladies that we are, 

Like the high-top-gallant ladies that we are.

We are Punka’s poor relations

By a lucky zephyr blown

Up the easiest gradations

From the gutter to the throne, 

From the gutter to the throne. 

NO. 12. SONG. — PYJAMA and CHORUS. 

PYJAMA. 

The secret of my past success is simple in its way:

I carefully avoid unlucky actions night and day.

I never pared my finger-nails on Friday in my life;

I’d rather cross the river Styx than cross a table-knife;

I never from my house turned out a black-haired pussy-cat;

And when I meet a squint-eyed girl I always go like that!

And if I see a hunch-back pass, I touch him when I’m able,

And never since the innocent days of childhood have I ever so far forgotten myself as to put my boots upon the table.

CHORUS.

And never since the innocent days of childhood has he ever so far forgotten himself as to put his boots upon the table.

PYJAMA.

’Gainst thirteen round a table I instinctively revolt;

“Self-help” is e’er my motto if I’m asked to give some salt;

I wouldn’t see a new moon through a glass for anything;

I always turn my money when I hear the cuckoo sing;

I never, never pass another person on the stairs,

Nor poke a fire unless I’ve known the owner seven years;

I never whistle in a room, for nothing could be madder,

And I invariably step out into the roadway and risk amputation by the wheels of a passing vehicle rather than walk beneath a painter’s ladder.

CHORUS. 

And he invariably steps out into the roadway and risks amputation by the wheels of a passing vehicle rather than walk beneath a painter’s ladder.

PYJAMA. 

I’m always very careful not to break a looking-glass;

And when a train’s going o’er a bridge beneath I never pass;

I wouldn’t wear a peacock’s feather on my hat, oh, no!

Nor into a new domicile on Friday ever go.

And when I make a present, I by no chance give a knife;

I’ve never stepped from bed upon the wrong side in my life;

Than rather meet a funeral, I’d curl up in the gutter,

And be the craving of the inner man ever so acute, no living soul could on any account prevail upon me to take the last piece of bread-and-butter.

CHORUS. 


And be the craving of the inner man ever so acute, no living soul could on any account prevail upon him to take the last piece of bread-and-butter.

PYJAMA.

When shaking hands I’m very, very careful not to cross;

I always wish for something when I meet a piebald “hoss”;

I wouldn’t open an umbrella in a room for gold,

Nor have a baby photographed before it’s six months old;

On Twelfth-cake Day the mistletoe must always disappear,

And I engage a dark man to let in the glad new year;

A black pin I would never use, for nothing could be bolder,

And if, in an unguarded moment, I’m ever betrayed into committing any of the aforementioned offences, I immediately propitiate the Fates by simply turning round three times, and tossing a pinch of salt over his left shoulder.

CHORUS. 

And if, in an unguarded moment, he’s ever betrayed into committing any of the aforementioned offences, he immediately propitiates the Fates by simply turning round three times, and tossing a pinch of salt over his left shoulder.

No. 13. DUET AND SCENE — CHINNA and INDRU

Words by George Dance and Frank Desprez

CHINNA.

A little cagèd bird below a palace window hung;

His weary heart was crushed with woe, and mute his silver tongue;

And every morn his faithful mate came from her lonesome nest,

And sang outside his prison-gate the song he loved the best.

I’m waiting here below, she sang;

Why do you linger so? she sang;

’Tis I, my love, ’tis I, she sang,

And waited his reply. (listens).

INDRU.


I come — oh, do not go, my love;

The hours seem sad and slow, my love;

I’m weary of this woe, my love,

A captive held am I!

Well, pretty Chinna, have you come once more

To cheer the captive with your tuneful strain?

Useless your thought for such a wretch as I;

Tomorrow, yes, tomorrow, I must die, I must die!

CHINNA.

I’ve come to save you from your fate.

INDRU.

But how save me? Alas! how can you save me now?

CHINNA (showing it). 

This bar of steel will break your prison bars.

INDRU.

’Tis heavy; you can hardly lift its weight!

CHINNA. 

How can we get it up? Ah! let down straight your turban. 

He does so.

INDRU. 

Clever girl!

CHINNA. 

Haul up!

INDRU.

I do!

CHINNA. 

Take this bar of trusty steel,

Ply it with a lusty zeal,

Burst your bonds, and you are free,

Oh, delicious liberty!

INDRU (as he breaks bar).

Again, again,

Each muscle I strain!

The mortar is old, the bricks will not break! 

No, no, they shake, they shake!

They quiver, they bend!

My task’s at an end!

’Tis done! I’m free! (comes down.)

Thanks, Chinna, to thee!

He gets out, and down stage.
	CHINNA. 

What joy to him, what joy to me!

What happiness to break his chain!

Oh, 

welcome, sweetest liberty!

He’s free again, he’s free again!

He’s free, he’s free again!
	INDRU.

What joy to her, what joy to me!

What happiness to break one’s chain!

Oh, welcome, 

sweetest, sweetest liberty!

I’m free again, I’m free again!

I’m free again!


INDRU.

And now, dear Chinna, I must fly.

CHINNA. 

Not so!

You must not in that garb attempt to go.

Here is a dress in which, when once disguised,

You will not, I believe, be recognized!

INDRU.

Is there aught more?

CHINNA.

Nothing — unless — you — 

INDRU. 

What?

CHINNA (aside). 

How dense men are! 

(aloud) Why, can’t you guess, why can’t you guess?

I want to leave this hateful Chutneypore,

And never see its dark walls any more.

Beebee has left you — she is not your wife, 

And, if you asked me to be yours for life,

Perhaps I’d not refuse;

I say, perhaps I’d not refuse.

INDRU.

What can I say?

Would that this heart were mine to give away!

And then — 

But, no — Beebee is still my own,

And, though we’re parted, I am hers alone, hers alone!

CHINNA. 

This is the old, old story! Jack is in love with Jill;

Jill doesn’t care for Johnnie, but deeply adoreth Bill;

Bill worships dainty Dorothy — Dorothy, trim and tall,

Is pining and burning for Dick, who is yearning

For Cis, who loves no one at all.

BOTH. 


This is the old, old story! Jack is in love with Jill;

Jill doesn’t care for Johnnie, but deeply adoreth Bill;

Bill worships dainty Dorothy — Dorothy, trim and tall,

Is pining and burning for Dick, who is yearning

For Cis, who loves no one at all,

The same old story, ah me!

No. 14. 

a. MELOS. Played during Punka’s speech relative to Bumbo.

b. EXIT of Punka and Pyjama. 

c. ENTRANCE OF BUMBO AND SONG

PRIESTS (TB).

Oh, ye people! Oh, ye people!

Cast yourselves upon the earth, ye people!

Grovel, grovel, creep and grovel, 

So confess your humble worth, ye people!

SOPRANOS.

Bumbo comes! The mighty 

	SOPRANOS.

Bumbo, 

Brahma’s Idol, great and

just, ye people!
	TENORS, BASSES.

mighty Bumbo,

Bow, ye people,


ALL.

Grovel, grovel, man and maiden,

Bow the head and lick the dust!

	SOPRANOS.

Bow ye

people bow ye

people
	TENORS.

Oh!

Bow ye people

Now ye people
	BASSES.

Oh!

Bow ye

people Oh


ALL.

Bow the head and lick the dust!

Enter BUMBO, carried on by Priests in a sedan chair. The doors are suddenly thrown open, and he steps out. He has the appearance of having been recently gilded and varnished, and wears a green shade over his left eye.
BUMBO.

’Tis well! ’tis well! Your piety I praise,

Remain and bask in mighty Bumbo’s rays.

You marvel doubtless at my animation,

I’ll condescend e’en to an explanation.

Words to song by Frank Desprez 
BUMBO.

As I sat on my shelf, alone all by myself,

What Idol so happy as I?

I could see what went on, who had come, who was gone,

And the slightest omission espy.

Not an offering placed on the altar that graced

My temple was ever unseen,

Though my right eye was dim, yet the fellow to him

Was a gem of the purest, serene.

And how do you think the trouble arose,

That left me no wink of my pleasant repose?

CHORUS.

It was all his eye!

BUMBO. 

It was all my eye,

CHORUS.

The diamond eye,

BUMBO. 

The diamond eye,

CHORUS.

It was all his eye,

BUMBO.

My brilliant eye!

CHORUS.

The diamond eye of the Idol!

BUMBO. 

One day to the shrine which you visit as mine

There came an irreverent tramp,

And quick as a rocket, my eye from its socket

He whipped, ’twas the left one, the scamp!

You often may wonder what’s causing the thunder,

Though cloudless the heavens may be;

Don’t notice the rumbling, it’s only me grumbling

To think that the villain’s still free.

And why do I rage, vituperate,

What is the reason my wrath’s so great?

CHORUS. 

It’s all his eye,

BUMBO.

It’s all my eye,

CHORUS. 

The diamond eye,

BUMBO.

My brilliant eye,

CHORUS.

It was all his eye,

BUMBO.

My long-lost eye,

CHORUS. 

The diamond eye of the Idol!

BUMBO.

With the Idol half blind, the priests didn’t mind,

Their indifference soon was habitual;

There were nice goings on, all respect soon was gone,

There was no sort of regular ritual.

They forgot all their places, perhaps they made faces,

And once, to my keen irritation,

A rude devotee intruded on me

In a state of perfect prostration.

I blinked like a bat, but there as I sat

I discovered by various senses

I was being defrauded, imposed on, marauded,

And cheated by falsest pretenses.

The flowers in my lap had been under the tap,

To endow them with shabby vitality,

And the incense that burned I indignantly spurned — 

It was hundred-and-second rate quality.

Cower in fear! Ye guilty quake!

Why am I here? Revenge to take, 

Revenge to take!

CHORUS. 

It’s all his eye,

BUMBO. 

It was all my eye,

CHORUS. 

The diamond eye,

BUMBO.

My diamond eye,

CHORUS.

It was all his eye,

BUMBO.

My long-lost eye, my envied eye,

My kidnapped eye, my precious eye, 

My brilliant eye,

ALL. 

The diamond eye of the Idol!

No. 15. SONG. — BUMBO.

Words by Frank Desprez

BUMBO. 

When a fashionable tenor in his fascinating way,

Unutterably yearning, just evades his upper A;

Then ladies of all ages sit and simper, stare and sigh,

And adore his locks luxuriant and deep and rolling eye;

But as middle age approaches, and he takes to singing flat,

And is getting rather bald, and unromantically fat,

Then they transfer their devotion to some adolescent elf,

They have found another Idol, that one’s put upon the shelf.

CHORUS. 

They have found another Idol, that one’s put upon the shelf.

BUMBO. 

When an artist introduces us to art that’s Japanese,

Before his cordless eyeglass we are down upon our knees,

And his pictures “spite all strictures” take the fancy of the town,

Sweetest “symphonies in amber,” beauteous “harmonies in brown.”

But a critic analytic gives the rhapsodist a rap,

And some other lad’s invented by some other artist chap,

Then the pretty thing of porcelain is voted common delf,

And we get another Idol, that one’s put upon the shelf.

CHORUS. 

And we get another Idol, that one’s put upon the shelf.

BUMBO 

When a trav’ller equatorial returns from foreign parts,

With a manner dictatorial, and photographs and charts,

They list in rapt attention to the tales he has to tell,

And they dine him, and they wine him, and they marry him as well.

Then come rumours, and ill-humours — tales of quite another kind,

As to comrades half-deserted, and contingents left behind;

And that traveller, indignant, writes and justifies himself,

But — well, they get another Idol, that one’s put upon the shelf.

CHORUS. Well, they get another Idol, 

ALL. 

That one’s put upon the shelf, put upon the shelf.

No. 16. HYMN TO BUMBO. 

CHINNA, SUTTEE, CHEETAH, PYJAMA, and CHORUS.

	SOLOISTS.

Hail!

Bumbo, 
	CHORUS.

Hail, Bumbo!

Bumbo the Mentor!


ALL.

Guardian of the Sun, and of the Moon, and of the Twinkling Stars!

Curator of the Brooks, the Rivers, and the Rolling 

	PYJAMA, BASSES.

Rolling Seas.
	OTHERS.

Seas.


	SUTTEE, CHINNA, 

CHEETAH.

Hail, 
	PYJAMA.

Hail, Bumbo, hail, 
	CHORUS.

Ruler of the beasts, 


ALL.

Custodian of the Birds, and Commander-in-chief of all the Little Fishes!

Chief Librarian of the Book of Fate, 

And Responsible Managing Director of the Wheel of Fortune!

	SOLOISTS.

Hail. Bumbo,

Hail!

Hail. Bumbo,

Hail!

Hail!

Hail!
	SOPRANOS, TENORS.

Hail, Bumbo, 

Hail!

Hail, Bumbo!

Hail!

Hail! Bumbo, 

Hail! Bumbo, 

Hail!
	BASSES.

Hail, Bumbo, 

Hail, Bumbo,

Hail, Bumbo!

Hail, Bumbo,

Hail!

Hail!

Hail!


ALL.

Bumbo!

No. 17. DUET — CHINNA and BUMBO.

Words by Frank Desprez

BUMBO.

I shall flirt and fandangle though people may talk,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!
BUMBO.

Nor my idiosyncrasy banefully baulk,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!
BUMBO.

I shall find my affinities just where I please

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!

BUMBO.

And if you object I shall use Ibsenese!
BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!
CHINNA. 

Vive, vive,

V’là ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive la liberté!

BOTH. 

Vive, vive,

V’là ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive la liberté!

CHINNA. 

I shall dance with whomever I like, barring you,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!

CHINNA.

And have hangers-on, say a dozen or two,

BOTH.

Vive, vive la liberté!
CHINNA.

I shall go out at night, though your leave you begrudge

BOTH.

Vive, vive la liberté!
CHINNA.

And if you prevent me I’ll speak to a Judge,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!
CHINNA. 

Vive, vive,

V’là ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive la liberté!

BOTH. 

Vive, vive,

V’là ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive la liberté!

BUMBO.

But one thing occurs at this moment to me,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!

CHINNA.

I think I can guess it, your meaning I see, 

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!

BUMBO. 

If the fetters of wedlock so lightly enthral,

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!

CHINNA. 

Is it really worth while to get married at all?

BOTH. 

Vive, vive la liberté!
BUMBO. 

Vive, vive,

CHINNA.

French, I believe — ah!

BOTH. 

Vive, vive, la liberté!

Vive, vive,

BUMBO. 

French!
CHINNA.

I believe — ah!

BOTH. 

Vive, vive, la liberté!

Vive, la liberté!

DANCE.

No. 18. TRIO. — CHINNA, BUMBO, and PUNKA.

PUNKA. 

You will sign our death-warrant today?

BUMBO (spoken, angrily).

Of course

CHINNA (coaxing BUMBO). 

But you won’t include my name, I pray?

BUMBO (spoken, sweetly).

Of course.

PUNKA.

And ere set of sun

The deed will be done,

In the regular, orthodox way?

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

(singing:) In the regular, orthodox way, 

PUNKA.

You’ll indict us all in the decree?

BUMBO (spoken). 

Of course.

CHINNA (aside). 

But you’ll make an exception of me?

BUMBO (spoken, aside).

Of course.

PUNKA.

You say you prefer,

The homicide per

C R O C O D I L E.

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

PUNKA.

C

BUMBO. 

R

CHINNA.

O

PUNKA. 

C

BUMBO. 

O

CHINNA.

D

PUNKA. 

I

BUMBO. 

L

CHINNA. 

E.

BUMBO (spoken, giggling).

He! He!

PUNKA.

In agony I will cheerfully die

If locked in a cousin’s caress,

And that is the why and the what and the wherefore,

The when and the nevertheless.

ALL. 



Yes, that is the why and the what and the wherefore,

The when and the nevertheless.

BUMBO (spoken). 

Of course.

PUNKA.

You will chain us all up in a row?

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

CHINNA (aside). 

With a single exception, you know.

BUMBO (spoken, aside). 

Of course.

PUNKA.

And then with a grin,

You’ll push us all in

To the crocodiles waiting below?

BUMBO (spoken, chuckling). 

Of course

(singing). To the crocodiles waiting below.

CHINNA (spoken).

Of course.

PUNKA. 

You will watch our death-struggles with glee?

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

CHINNA (aside). 

But you won’t get the least glimpse of me.

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

PUNKA.

’Twill make a rare stir,

This massacre per

C R O C O D I L E.

BUMBO (spoken).

Of course.

PUNKA.

C

BUMBO.

R

CHINNA.

O

PUNKA. 

C

BUMBO. 

O

CHINNA.

D

PUNKA.

I

BUMBO. 

L

PUNKA.

E.

BUMBO (spoken).

He! He!

PUNKA.

I’ll lie in the jaw of an al-li-ga-tor,

And smile at my cousins’ distress,

And that is the why and the what and the wherefore,

The when and the nevertheless.

ALL. 

He’ll/I’ll lie in the jaw of an an al-li-ga-tor,

And smile at my/his cousins’ distress,

And that is the why and the what and the wherefore,

The when and the nevertheless.

DANCE. 

No. 19. SOLO. — BEEBEE.

BEEBEE.

Near thee once more; oh, sweet delight 

To look again on eyes so bright, 

To sing once more the hallowed lays, 

The love songs of the bygone days! 

Near thee once more, near thee once more.

From her hive the bee each morning 

Wings her way across the sward, 

All the sweets at home discarding 

For the newer ones abroad. 

From the sunflow’r to the lily, 

Sipping, sipping as she goes, 

From the lily to the iris, 

From the iris to the rose; 

Kissing here, kissing there, 

Kissing, kissing everywhere.

The newest honey is the sweetest, 

And blissful is the quest, 

The newest pleasures the completest, 

The newest love the best.

The newest honey is the sweetest, 

And blissful is the quest, 

The newest pleasures the completest, 

The newest love the best.

But when wintry winds are blowing, 

And the flowers are no more, 

Then the bee in search of honey 

Turns unto the garnered store; 

Gone the sunflow’r, gone the lily, 

Fickle sweethearts, faithless beaux; 

Gone the lily, gone the iris, 

Gone the iris, gone the rose. 

Faithless here, faithless there, 

Faithless, faithless everywhere.

The old, old honey is the sweetest, 

And vain the fitful quest, 

The old, old pleasure’s the completest, 

The old, old love the best!

The old, old honey is the sweetest, 

And vain the fitful quest, 

The old, old pleasure’s the completest, 

The old, old love the best, 

The old, old love the best!

No. 20. SOLO. — INDRU with BEEBEE.

INDRU. 

When all the world was bright, love,

And every night was day,

And all our thoughts were light, love,

And all our work was play,

We smiled, and smiled again, love,

At others’ hapless lot,

We thought there was no pain, love,

Because we felt it not.

The earth was green, and blue the sea,

The world was bright to you and me.

BOTH.

The earth was green, and blue the sea,

The world was bright to you and me.

INDRU.

Now all the world is dark, love,

And every day is night,

And dying is the spark, love,

That once was shining bright.

The sun will never more, love,

Rise from his golden bed,

To light us as of yore, love,

For all the world is dead.

	BEEBEE.

For all the world is dead.
	INDRU. 

The world is dead. 


INDRU.

The earth is bare, and black the sea,

The world is dead to you and me.

BOTH. 



The earth is bare, and black the sea,

The world is dead to you and me, 

The world is dead to you and me.

No. 21. DANCING SOLO. — CURRIE, with BEEBEE, BANYAN, TIFFIN, KALEE, INDRU, and PUNKA.

Words by Frank Desprez

CURRIE.

If we travel by way of Brindisi,

Cross the Continent, get to Berlin,

We must do and must dance — just as we see

The folk of the country we’re in.

In the waltz with its airy attraction

We’ll affect to find infinite bliss,

And drive Deutschers straight to distraction

By elegant actions like this:

(Dances valse as he sings refrain.)

Round, round, ever around,

Toes just touching the ground,

Head bent, languishinglee — 

That’s how they do it in Germanee!

ALL. 

Round, round, ever around,

Toes just touching the ground,

Head bent, languishinglee — 

That’s how they do it in Germanee!

German waltz.

CURRIE. 

When halting at giddy Gibraltar,

Or stopping at sunny Cadiz,

Your style will immediately alter,

Turn your toes and attention to this —  (strikes cachuca attitude.)

To boleros your mind you’ll abandon,

And without any trouble or fuss,

The light castanet lay your hand on,

And conduct yourself cleverly thus —  

(Does cachuca) 

Slide, slide, recede and advance,

Flirt fan, prettily prance, (kneels)

Swing arms — again and again,

That’s how they do it in sunny Spain.

ALL. 



Slide, slide, recede and advance,

Flirt fan, prettily prance,

Swing arms — again and again,

That’s how they do it in sunny Spain.

À la cachucha.

CURRIE.

In London a little while stopt,

In the mad metropolitan maze,

With alacrity then you’ll adopt

The latest society craze.

To don the “accordion pleat”

Does every young lady prepare,

And does wonderful things with her feet,

Though old-fashioned people may stare.

(He mimics skirt dancer à la Guards’ Burlesque.)

Arms high, skirts lifted so,

Head back, well-pointed toe,

Neat hose, attitude free,

That’s what they do in Societee!

ALL.

Arms high, skirts lifted so,

Head back, well-pointed toe,

Neat hose, attitude free,

That’s what they do in Societee!

DANCE. 

No. 22. INDIAN LULLABY. 

SOLO  — BEEBEE, with CURRIE, BANYAN, KALEE, TIFFIN, and CHORUS.

BEEBEE.

Gently bear my lady to her chamber,

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Lay her softly on her silken bed;

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Lightly spread her tresses o’er the pillow,

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Draw the curtains close about her head.

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE. 

Quickly close the window o’er the river,

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Lock the door, and quench the flaring light,

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

MEN (imitating mosquito).

Uzz!

BEEBEE.

Buzzing comes the plundering mosquito,

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

MEN. 

Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

Like a brawling bandit of the night.

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

Hark! he comes! 

How he hums!

	BEEBEE. 

Nearer, nearer he approaches,

Through the darkness, like an Evil One; 

Hark! he comes! 

How he hums!

Nearer, nearer he approaches,

Closer, closer he encroaches;
	OTHERS.

Uzz!

----

Uzz!

Uzz!

---


BEEBEE.

Whisper! 

OTHERS.

Uzz! 

BEEBEE.

He is pausing!

OTHERS.

Uzz! 

BEEBEE.

Hush! Hush!

OTHERS. 

Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

He’s gone!

BEEBEE.

Tenderly allay my lady’s terror,

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Close her eyes and bid her sink to rest.

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Gently rock her into peaceful slumber,

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Chant the lullaby she loves the best.

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Silent now is all the sleeping city,

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

BEEBEE.

Save the splash upon the distant shore.

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

MEN. 

Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

Listen! Once again comes the mosquito!

OTHERS.

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar!

MEN. 


Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

Buzzing at my lady’s chamber door.

OTHERS. 

Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Cubbadar! Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

Hark! he comes! 

How he hums!

	BEEBEE. 

Nearer, nearer he approaches,

Through the darkness, like an Evil One; 

Hark! he comes! 

How he hums!

Nearer, nearer he approaches,

Closer, closer he encroaches;
	OTHERS.

Uzz!

----

Uzz!

Uzz!

---


BEEBEE.

Whisper! 

OTHERS.

Uzz! 

BEEBEE.

He is pausing!

OTHERS.

Uzz! 

BEEBEE.

Hush! Hush!

OTHERS. 

Uzz!

BEEBEE. 

He’s gone!

No. 23. FINALE OF ACT II.

BUMBO. 

And this is the Idol, grave and staid,

CHINNA. 

That wooed and won the simple maid,

BANYAN. 

That came to be of Punka’s train

TIFFIN. 

By means of the ingenious brain

INDRU. 

Which sent my Beebee o’er the main

BEEBEE. 

To where I practised once again

CURRIE. 

The dainty step her teacher taught,

Which from her fond admirer bought

KALEE. 

The wondrous, rare, and precious stone

BUMBO. 

That saved my eyesight,

PUNKA. 

And the throne

Of the Rajah of Chutneypore;

ALL. 

Of Punka, of Punka,

The Rajah of Chutneypore!

INDRU. 

For long may my father in happiness reign.

ALL. 

Vive, vive, sa Majesté!

CHINNA.

And long may my Bumbo my Idol remain!

ALL. 

Vive, vive, sa Majesté!

BEEBEE (to INDRU).

And ne’er may your heart from your Beebee remove,

ALL. 

Vive, vive, sa Majeste!

PUNKA.

And long may the public my edicts approve.

ALL. 

Vive, vive, sa Majeste!

BEEBEE (cadenza).

Ah!

ALL.

Vive, vive tout ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive, sa Majeste!

Vive, vive tout ce qu’arrive,

Vive, vive, sa Majeste!

Viv sa Majeste!

Sedan chair brought on. BUMBO and CHINNA take their places in it, and make angular and eccentric motions indicative of turning to wood. The Priests take them up, and are carrying them off to the temple at the descent of the Curtain.
