


MY NIGHT AT JACQUES’
An Offenbach Folly

Mu sic by
JACQUES OFFENBACH

Eng lish di a logue by
JACK HELBIG

Eng lish lyrics by
GREGG OPELKA

Dra matic Pub lishing
Woodstock, Il li nois • Eng land • Aus tra lia • New Zea land

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

©MMVII
Book and Eng lish di a logue by

JACK HELBIG
Eng lish lyr ics by

GREGG OPELKA

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served

(MY NIGHT AT JACQUES’)

ISBN: 978-1-58342-312-7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois

www.dramaticpublishing.com


IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Mu si cal must give credit to the Au thor and Lyr i cist
of the Mu si cal in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for -
mances of the Mu si cal and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the Mu si -
cal ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit -
ing the Mu si cal and/or a pro duc tion. The names of the Au thor and Lyr i -
cist must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name ap pears, 
im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of type not less
than 50% the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the Au -
thor and Lyr i cist, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro -
grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



MU SI CAL NUM BERS

Your Pres ence Re quested

No. Page

 1. Cou plets: Ernestine’s Song . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 8
 2. Boléro . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12
 3. Petermann’s Song. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 19
 4. Trio: Babylas, Babylas, Babylas!. . . . . . . . . . . . . . 23
 5. En sem ble: Here We Are . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 34
 6. Trio: Italia la Bella . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 38
 7. Fi nale . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 52

The Is land of Tulipatan

 1. Cou plets d’Hermosa . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 58
 2a. En trance of Cacatois/Cho rus . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 63
 2b. Song About False Ru mors . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 63
 2c. Song About the Lost Bird . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 66
 3. Duet: I Love Any thing Smashing . . . . . . . . . . . . . 71
 4. Were Things Re versed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 74
 5. Air de Theodorine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 81
 6. Duo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 85
 7. Duettino. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 92
 8. Barcarolle-Bouffe . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 94
 8b. Wed ding March . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 101
 9. Cou plet Fi nal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 103

4

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



MY NIGHT AT JACQUES
Pre miered Oc to ber 10, 2003

at Light Op era Works, Evanston, Il li nois

Stage Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MI CHAEL KOTZE
Mu sic Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . VALERIE MAZE
Cho re og ra pher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . LARA TEE TER
Ad di tional Staging by. . . . . . T. DAN IEL & LAURIE WIL LETS

Your Pres ence Re quested
Mu sic by Jacques Offenbach

Orig i nal French li bretto by M. de St.-Remy
Eng lish di a logue by Jack Helbig
Eng lish lyr ics by Gregg Opelka

Ernestine. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PAMELA SHANDROW
Mme Balandard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KATHRYN KAMP
Babylas . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STAN Q. WASH
Choufleuri . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOHN PAYONK
Petermann . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AN THONY E. BARTON
Balandard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ERICH BUCHHOLZ

The Is land of Tulipatan
Mu sic by Jacques Offenbach

Orig i nal French li bretto by Henry Chivot and Al fred Duru
Eng lish di a logue by Jack Helbig
Eng lish lyr ics by Gregg Opelka

Alexis. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PAMELA SHANDROW
Theodorine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KATHRYN KAMP
Cacatois XXII. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOHN PAYONK
Romboidal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AN THONY E. BARTON
Hermosa . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ERICH BUCHHOLZ
Va let . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STAN Q. WASH

5

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



YOUR PRES ENCE RE QUESTED

DRA MA TIS PER SONAE (4 men, 2 women)

ERNESTINE
BABYLAS
CHOUFLEURI
PETERMANN
BALANDARD
MME BALANDARD

OVER TURE

SCENE 1

(The cur tain rises on the com fort ably fur nished sa lon in
the Choufleuri home. Dou ble door at the rear, French
win dow at stage left, pi ano at right.

DI A LOGUE No. 1

ERNESTINE (en ter ing at the rear, she turns and calls
back). Oh, Papa, calm down, Papa. I’m just about to get
dressed and ev ery thing is ready for this eve ning’s soi ree. 
I did n’t for get. How could I? The 24 of Jan u ary, 1833,
the night of my fa ther’s great mu si cal fete. (She crosses
to the French win dow, opens it and looks out.) No light
in the win dow. He’s out. (To the au di ence.) That win -
dow over there be longs to Babylas. Chrysodule Babylas, 
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(sighs) my be loved Chrysodule Babylas! He lives in the
build ing next door. Papa does n’t sus pect a thing. I may
be young, but I’m not stu pid.

No. 1 - COU PLETS: ERNESTINE’S SONG

ERNESTINE.
When I was just a girl in school,
I studied subjects most complex.
Yet in the end I was a fool,
For I knew naught of boys and sex.

To rectify this situation,
I found a handsome, dear garçon,
And gave my further education
With no hesitation to him alone:

He’s my sweet boy Babylas,
My only joy, Babylas.
He takes me each night on a tour
Of ————————————-l’amour.

He lives right there across the way.
We’re number five, he’s number three.
He sits at home and writes all day
And then at night comes here to me.

Across the rooftop scarce one metre,
He steals his way at my behest
And soon appears at my fenêtre,
Et cet’ra, et cet’ra—you know the rest!
He’s my sweet boy Babylas,
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My only joy, Babylas.
I love him, the boy from next door.
Ernest and Babylas, that’s what I call l’amour.

My boy next door I just adore.
How could I love him more? 

(Scarcely has she fin ished the song than a bas soon is
heard out side, play ing a tune.)

DI A LOGUE No. 1a

ERNESTINE. It’s him. It’s Babylas. He is tell ing me that
he loves me. I’ll an swer him. (She runs to the pi ano and 
plays a nurs ery tune.)

(The bas soon re plies.)

Poor boy! He is tell ing me that he’s de pressed. That
makes me so happy. To hear he’s sad when I’m not
around.

(The bas soon plays again.)

I learned this at the the ater. There was this boy and girl
who lived in ad ja cent apart ments and they were in love
but their par ents would n’t let them see each other be -
cause there was this Ro meo and Juliet like thing go ing
on and their par ents were fight ing. Any way, the boy and 
girl com mu ni cated us ing mu sic. It was so ro man tic. Like 
this. (She plays a bit more.)
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© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



(She has scarcely fin ished play ing be fore the win dow
opens.)

BABYLAS (ap pear ing at the win dow). Ernestine! Chere
Ernestine!

ERNESTINE. Cher Babylas!
BABYLAS. Can I cross the thresh old of this win dow?
ERNESTINE. You seem to be do ing a great job of it so

far.
BABYLAS (looks about sus pi ciously. Then speaks in a

put-on ac cent). Your ex cel lent fa ther is out?
ERNESTINE (an swers in the same put-on ac cent). Yes,

my ex cel lent fa ther is out for an hour.
BABYLAS. Ah, good. Did you two talk about us.
ERNESTINE (sigh ing). Yes.
BABYLAS. Yes?
ERNESTINE. No.
BABYLAS. No?
ERNESTINE. No.
BABYLAS. How about the in vi ta tion to the soi ree. 
ERNESTINE (sigh ing). Yes.
BABYLAS. Yes?
ERNESTINE. No.
BABYLAS. No?
ERNESTINE. No. He does n’t want you at the soi ree ei ther. 

Papa, I asked him in my sweet est voice, do you know
who you should in vite to this soi ree? (Im i tates her fa -
ther.) Who? (Back to her own voice.) I know this gen tle -
man. (Fa ther’s voice.) You know gen tle men? (Back to
her own voice.) I don’t know him. I just know him. His
name is Mon sieur Chrysodule. (Fa ther’s voice.) What’s
his an gle? (Back to her own.) Oh, Papa. (Forced laugh.)
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He’s an art ist. (Fa ther’s voice.) Is he a rich art ist? Do
they write about him in the news pa pers? (Back to her
own voice.) Not yet, but one day, I’m sure one day he’ll
be fa mous all over Paris 

BABYLAS. Really, you said that?
ERNESTINE. Yes. It’s true! You are great, Babylas, you

re ally are. Any way, do you know what Papa said? He
made me so an gry.  He said,  If  you in vite Mr.
Chrysodule to my soi ree you might as well pack your
bags, be cause I’m send ing you back to that con vent
school in Swit zer land where you will be safe from the
Chrysodules of the world.

BABYLAS. Then all is lost.
ERNESTINE. You are so melo dra matic. This is n’t an op -

era, you know. Noth ing is lost. He does n’t know you
live next door. Af ter you’ve writ ten your mag num opus,
that grand op era will make you rich and fa mous. And
then my fa ther will love you. So, when will you fin ish
it?

BABYLAS. Soon. Chere Ernestine.
ERNESTINE. Oh, sing to me. I love the bal lad in the third

act. You know the one about the mule skin ner named
Pablo who has the en chanted ci gar.

BABYLAS. Oh, you mean, “The En chanted Gui tar of
Pedro the Mule Driver.”

ERNESTINE. Yes, that one. Please, sing it.
BABYLAS. How could I re fuse?
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No. 2 - BOLÉRO

BABYLAS.
Ev’ryone knows when Pedro’s coming:
From far away you hear him strumming.

BOTH.
All of the señoritas
Rush out into the street as
Pedro’s guitar plays “bling bling bling.”

ERNESTINE.
All of the Spanish girls adore him
And if he stops they just “Encore” him:

BOTH.
“Play us another chorus.
Pedro, do not ignore us.
Oh, how we love your ‘bling, bling bling.’”

BABYLAS.
From Sierra Nevada
To the mighty fortress at Granada,
He’s a musical matador.

ERNESTINE.
No guns, no sharp arrow,
He will conquer you with his bolero,
Till your heart cries “Mi amor!”
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BOTH.
More than a traveling musician,
He is a musical magician.
“Pedro, por favor, caro señor,
play us one more.

BABYLAS.
For we love your tra-la-la-la

BOTH.
La la la la.

ERNESTINE.
We adore your tra la la la

BOTH.
La la la la.
There is no more splendid star
Than you with your guitar!”

ERNESTINE.
But later on, the poets tell us,
All of the men in town grow jealous.

BOTH.
“Pedro, he’s too seductive
And his guitar destructive.
Oh, how we hate that ‘bling bling bling.’”

BABYLAS.
After enough of them protested,
Poor little Pedro was arrested.
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BOTH.
Now ev’ry livelong hour
High in a prison tower,
Pedro repeats his “bling, bling, bling.”

ERNESTINE.
Each sweet incantation,
Undeterred by his incarceration,
Flies aloft like a bird on wing.

BABYLAS.
And down in the plaza
Ev’ry swooning señorita has a
New cancion to sing.

BOTH.
Ah!
So in the end they could not beat him.
And ev’ry night the girls entreat him:
“Pedro, por favor, caro señor,
play us one more.

BABYLAS.
For we love your tra-la-la-la

BOTH.
La la la la.

ERNESTINE.
We adore your tra la la la
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BOTH.
La la la la.
Even from your prison cell
You cast a lovely spell.”

DI A LOGUE No. 2

ERNESTINE. Ahhh. I could never marry a man who lacks
a mu si cal soul.

BABYLAS. That would be a sac ri lege.
CHOUFLEURI (out side, call ing). Petermann! Petermann!
ERNESTINE. It’s Papa! Bye, bye, cher Babylas.
BABYLAS. Bye.
ERNESTINE. Au re voir, mon amour.
BABYLAS. Au re voir. (At the win dow.) I can’t wait un til I 

hear you play that sweet tune that tells me I can see you
again.

ERNESTINE. Me nei ther. A bientot, mon amour.
BABYLAS. A bientot.
ERNESTINE. Till we meet again.
BABYLAS. Till we meet again. Now I must run.
ERNESTINE. I know you must.
BABYLAS. Adios!
ERNESTINE. Adios!
BABYLAS. Ciao!
ERNESTINE. Ciao! My fa ther! Bye.
BABYLAS. Bye!
ERNESTINE. And take care not to fall.

(BABYLAS goes.)
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THE IS LAND OF TULIPATAN

DRA MA TIS PER SONAE (4 men, 2 women)

THEODORINE, wife of Romboidal and mother of
Hermosa

ROMBOIDAL, husband of Theodorine, fa ther of Hermosa, 
and Undersecretary to Duke Cacatois

HERMOSA, the 18-year-old daugh ter of Theodorine and
Romboidal

DUKE CACATOIS XXII, the Grand Duke of the Is land of
Tulipatan

ALEXIS, the 18-year-old son of Duke Cacatois
A VA LET TO CACATOIS

(A cho rus may be added; it was not in the 2003 Evanston,
Il li nois, pre miere but was added in the 2005 Ohio Light
Op era pro duc tion.)

OVER TURE

SCENE 1

(The scene rep re sents a park. At the left is the en trance
to a man sion that has the ap pear ance of be long ing to a
wealthy owner. At the right is a small pa vil ion. Gar den
fur ni ture—ta bles and chairs—fills part of the stage.)
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DI A LOGUE No. 1

THEODORINE (speak ing di rectly to the au di ence). A
woman’s face is a work of art, don’t you think? Or it
can be, if a woman works at it. Look at this face. Look
at this skin: smooth, soft, firm like a school girl’s. Not a
wrin kle, not a worry line. You’d think, I don’t have a
care in the world. Oh, you’d be so wrong. For the last
eigh teen years I’ve been car ry ing a ter ri ble se cret. A ter -
ri ble, ter ri ble se cret. One of those se crets that keeps you
up half the night. Oh, I know what you are think ing, but
this is n’t one of those French farces. I don’t have a
lover. I don’t need one—my hus band is purrrrfectly fine
for me. What’s my se cret? Oh, I could n’t tell you. All
right, but this does n’t leave this room.

ROMBOIDAL. Theodorine! Theodorine!
THEODORINE. My hus band! We’ll talk later. Yes, dear!
ROMBOIDAL. This is more than I can stand. My horse is

lame, be cause some one rode it too hard. My ex pen sive
ori en tal vases de stroyed be cause some one turned our liv -
ing room into an ob sta cle course. My fa vor ite sa lon
chairs are full of muddy foot prints be cause some one
wanted to prac tice climb ing the Matterhorn. And do you 
know who that some one is?

THEODORINE. Who, dear?
ROMBOIDAL. Hermosa.
THEODORINE. She was prob a bly just play ing.
ROMBOIDAL. That girl is a men ace to so ci ety.
THEODORINE. Aren’t you be ing a lit tle harsh? She’s just

a lit tle high-spir ited.
ROMBOIDAL. A lit tle high-spir ited. I wish my sol diers

had half her spirit; we’d never lose a bat tle.
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THEODORINE. I am sure she did n’t mean it.
ROMBOIDAL. She never means it. Still, she needs some -

one to teach her how to be a lady. And that, my dear, is
your job.

THEODORINE. Honey, sweetie, I have done all I can.
You can lead a horse to wa ter but you can’t make it do
what you don’t want it to do.

ROMBOIDAL. It’s in cred i ble that this would hap pen to
me, Romboidal, the Under sec re tary of Ex ter nal Af fairs
to the great Duke Cacatois the twenty-sec ond, sov er eign
of the great na tion of the Isle of Tulipatan, a coun try al -
most as big as Lux em bourg, but with better cheese; me,
a man who has al ways taken pride in be ing a war rior in
war time, a lover in peace time, and an all-around great
guy in those times in be tween; that I, me, of all peo ple,
would have an un la dy like daugh ter like Hermosa. It’s all 
your fault, she takes af ter your side of the fam ily.

THEODORINE. My side of the fam ily, you’ve got that un -
cle who’s the op era fa natic.

ROMBOIDAL. He’s not a fa natic, he just likes op eras.
Any way, you have that aunt who never mar ried.

THEODORINE. She never met the right man.
ROMBOIDAL. She met the right woman.
THEODORINE. They’re just good friends. Well, they are.
ROMBOIDAL. You get my point. It’s not nat u ral. None of 

it is nat u ral.
THEODORINE. But she is all I’ve got.
ROMBOIDAL. Why do you say it like that? We tried to

have other chil dren.
THEODORINE. I know, but you were at the first Tulipatan 

War or the Sec ond Tulipatan War or the war of
Ruritanian Se ces sion.

Act II The Is land of Tulipatan 57

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



ROMBOIDAL. I can’t help it if we live in dif fi cult times.
THEODORINE. You and the Duke have made them dif fi -

cult times. Is there noth ing you won’t go to war over?
ROMBOIDAL. “War is pol i tics, by other means.”

Clausowitz.
THEODORINE. “I don’t re ally care.” Mrs. Clausowitz.
ROMBOIDAL. Well, that’s nice, real nice. I wanted a fam -

ily, too. I hoped at least for a boy and a girl.
THEODORINE. You have a boy and a girl all in one. (Off -

stage crash!) What was that?
ROMBOIDAL. That was our dear sweet daugh ter, again.

(HERMOSA en ters car ry ing a huge hunt ing bow, an ar -
row knocked in place. She looks like she could let the
ar row fly with a mi cro sec ond’s no tice.)

No. 1 - COU PLETS D’HERMOSA

HERMOSA (en ter ing quickly).
I love a lovely racket and the happy noise of guns,
And cannons and military toys—
Sweet smell of ammunition, sweet the musket’s

roar.
Sweet demolition is what I adore!

I’m a girl with cheeks red and glowing,
To which fact, alas! I’m resigned.
But to sit at home with my sewing,
Sacre bleu, I’ll lose my mind.
I need entertainment that’s louder.
My boudoir will not be my tomb!
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My perfume is “Eau de Gunpowder.”
Give me things that go bang and kaboom! Oh!

I love the heat of battle and the bugle corps,
Big hordes of swords and warriors at war.
I’ll not make any man a meek and mousy wife.
I love too much the martial life.

Piff, paff, poof, bing, bang, oof.
Thud, bam, bow, pitter pop, pitter pow.
Bing, bing, bing. Piff, paff, poof,
Bing, bang, oof. Thud, bam, bow, pitter pop, pitter 

pow!

All restrictions now are revoked
For I at last have turned eighteen.
Cigarettes were made to be smoked
And if I can’t smoke one, I’ll make a scene.
Tell me, then, what God gave us brains for?
Age is long but youth very short.
Well I know what good champagne’s for.
Popping corks is my favorite sport! Oh!

I love a lovely racket and the joyful din
Of horns and trumpets, not the violin!
I’ll not make any man a meek and mousy wife.
I love too much the martial life.
Piff, paff, poof, bing, bang, oof.
Thud, bam, bow, pitter pop, pitter pow.
Bing, bing, bing. Piff, paff, poof,
Bing, bang, oof. Thud, bam, bow, pitter pop, pitter 

pow!
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DI A LOGUE No. 2

HERMOSA. Bon jour, Maman; bon jour, Papa.
ROMBOIDAL. My God, Hermosa, put that away.
THEODORINE (more calmly). What have I told you about 

weap ons in the house?
HERMOSA. Sorry. But I was just out side. I could n’t just

leave this in the um brella stand. And I love this new
bow. (ROMBOIDAL takes bow from HERMOSA.) Hey!

ROMBOIDAL. The bow is n’t very la dy like.
THEODORINE (takes bow from ROMBOIDAL). Di ana the 

hunt ress car ried a bow. (THEODORINE hands the bow
to HERMOSA.)

HERMOSA. The wood is spe cially hard ened; you should
see how taut the bow string gets. (She aims the ar row
like she’s aim ing at a stag.) There’s a great stag now. A
six-pointer. Whoosh! Thup! (Mimes bleed ing from an
ar row wound.  ROMBOIDAL takes  bow from
HERMOSA.) Hey!

ROMBOIDAL. Di ana is hardly the best model for our
daugh ter. She was n’t very la dy like her self.

THEODORINE (takes the bow from ROMBOIDAL). But
she was still a god dess. (THEODORINE hands the bow
to HERMOSA.)

ROMBOIDAL. Did she like boys? I seem to re mem ber Di -
ana not be ing very fond of men. Like your aunt who
never mar ried. See this is a prob lem. (ROMBOIDAL
tries to get the bow from HERMOSA but HERMOSA
stands far from her fa ther, hold ing the bow away from
his grasp ing hands.)

THEODORINE. Do you want to break her spirit?
ROMBOIDAL. It’s ei ther her or us, Theo.
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THEODORINE. Oh, Rommie.
ROMBOIDAL. She’s eigh teen, time for her to start get ting

down the busi ness of be ing a woman. (ROMBOIDAL
gets the bow from HERMOSA. Im me di ately he hangs it
up, and that puts an end to it.) Hermosa, I hate to see
you spend ing so much time with your ar chery and ne -
glect ing your pi ano.

HERMOSA. I’m not ne glect ing the pi ano, Fa ther, I am do -
ing it a fa vor. Some peo ple tickle the ivo ries, I tor ture
them.

THEODORINE. Honey, you are be ing hard on your self.
HERMOSA. No I’m not. The pi ano and I just don’t get

along. Why can’t I learn an in stru ment that suits my
tem per a ment like the hunt ing horn?

ROMBOIDAL. The hunt ing horn?
HERMOSA. Yes, I love the sound it makes. So no ble.
ROMBOIDAL. And I say you should mas ter the pi ano.
THEODORINE. She pre fers brass in stru ments, is that so

bad? It is still mu sic. Still she’s get ting a lit tle cul ture.
ROMBOIDAL. Cul ture she’s got. What she needs is to be

more like a girl.
THEODORINE. She’s do ing the best that she can.
ROMBOIDAL. What does that mean? She’s a girl. Why

does n’t she do things girls do—nee dle point, knit ting,
cro chet. She hunts, she fishes, she shoots better than me, 
she’s deadly at sports. There are men in Tulipatan who
are not as ma cho as she is. Like the Duke’s son, Alexis.
He loves to do things I would kill to have my daugh ter
do.

THEODORINE. Like what?
ROMBOIDAL. Cook. He is a mar vel ous cook. And he

sews, did you know that, a boy who can sew won der ful

Act II The Is land of Tulipatan 61

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



clothes. Why can’t our daugh ter be more like the
Prince?

HERMOSA. Papa, Alexis’ fa ther com plains all the time
that he’s not man enough. I think he’s very nice, very,
very nice, very very very nice.

ROMBOIDAL. Hermosa? What are you say ing?
HERMOSA. It’s not me, Papa, it’s my heart. I can’t help

it. I think he’s the most won der ful boy in all of
Tulipatan, even if he does spend his day mak ing quilts
with his mother and gos sip ing.

ROMBOIDAL. I don’t want to hear it. That match is im -
pos si ble.

(En ter VA LET.)

Will you talk to her?
THEODORINE. Shhhh, not in front of the help.

(VA LET whis pers some thing in ROMBOIDAL’s ear.)

ROMBOIDAL. Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod!
THEODORINE. What is it, dear?
ROMBOIDAL. The Duke, the Duke.
THEODORINE. The Duke?
ROMBOIDAL. Is here.
THEODORINE. Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod!
ROMBOIDAL. Your apron! your apron!
THEODORINE. My what?
ROMBOIDAL (pointing wildly, hys ter i cal). Your! Your!

Your!
THEODORINE. Oh, my! my! my! (She hur riedly re moves

the apron.)
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