


! THE MERRY MOORISH MAIDS,

| A BURLESQUE IN ONE ACT,

BY

E. H. BARNARD.

(Founded on the Spanish Ballad * The Broken Pitcher,” in
“Bon Gaultier's Book of Ballads.)

“A Christian Maid is weeping in the town of Oviedo;
She waits the coming of her love, The Count of Tololédo.
I pray you all in charity, that you will never tell,

How he met the Moorish Maiden beside the lonely well.”
“ Bon Gaultier's Book of Ballads.”

1, MARKET PLACE, BRIGG :
PRINTED BY GFEO. JACKSON, BOOK AND MUSIC-SELLER, STATIONER, ETC.
1864.




THE MERRY MOORISH MAIDS.

4 Burlesque for amateur performance.

CHARACTERS.
Arroxzo Guzman, Oount of Tololedo.
Zoravoz, eldest daughter of an Aleayd.

LE1rA, youngest ditto.
Two FEMALE ATTENDANTS.

COSTUMES.

Arroxzo.—Suit of armour, spear, comic shield, helmet; and comforter
in the night scene.

ZorayDE, LETLA, AND ATTENDANTS.—Gay Moorish dresses, full trowsers,
and large fans.

REMARKS.

This’burlesque is intended for representation in a drawing room:
at first sight, it will appear to require more scenery than is readily
procured ; a little ingenuity however will overcome the difficulty. The
windows may be two frameworks of wood, placed on the top of a fold-
ing sereen, the last fold of which may furnish the house door: a few
flower pots, advantageously placed, will give a garden-hike appearance
to the stage: the well may be formed of canvass painted to represent
brickwork. This is the simplest scenery possible, but a prettier effect
may be produced by painting the entire front of a house on eanvass.
The girls and attendants always enter and exit by the house door,
Alfonzo always from the opposite side. The kisses may be given (or
imagined) begind the fans of the respective ladies, according as cir-
cumstances permit, or the position of the parties require,
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SCENE.—The frontof a Moorish house, with two windows,
a well under one of the windows, a door. Curtain rises.
Music, “A little more Cider.”

Zorayoe and LerLA are discovered dancing with ATTENDANTS.

SONG.—ZorAYDE.—AIR, “A little more Cider.”

I am so fond of dancing,
It was my earliest pleasure,
So I will dance, now while I can,
That's while I have the leisure:
With joyous heart, and agile limbs,
Oh! I will dance a few :
For while I'm young, I'll life enjoy,
And, a little more dancing do.
Oh ! a little more dancing do,
Oh! a little more dancing do,
I can’t help fancying
Some more dancing ;
A little more dancing do.

(ZonAype, LEmA, and ATTENDANTS dance and repeat the
last five lines as Chorus.)

Lema. And thus now every morning,
We play and dance together,
Our sun is always shining,
‘We've no rain, nor bad weather:
For while our hearts are light and free,
And we nothing have to rue,
My sister and I are always game,
For a little more dancing, too:
Oh! a little more dancing do, ete.

(Zoraypr, LerLA, and ATTENDANTS dance and sing chorus
as before, then dance away into the house, The music
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changes to “The girl I left behind me,” after a few bars

AvrroNzo marches in, and goes round the stage to the tune.)

Avronzo. T think that in these iron %ose, 1look uncommon well ;

To tell the truth, these Aose aint mine, but whose I cannot
tell ;

T only know I stole them, as I rode from Oviedo,

Alfonzo Guzman is my name, the count of Tol-lol-12-do.

SONG.--Arro~zo.--Air, “The young man from the Country."”

I'm a young man of discretion, my town is Oviedo,

I also am of noble birth, the count of Tol-lol-18-do,

T’'m not such @ fool as I look, I know tricks two or three,
I'm a cute young Spanish cavalier, you don't come over me,

T'm a cute young, ete.

I thought I'd like to see the world, so parted from my friends,
And here at this small country town, my first days’ journey
ends,
So I will stop a bit and rest, the beauties here I'll see,
I'm a cute young Spanish cavalier, they won't come over me,
I'm a cute young, ete,

I Jenows if T follow my nmose, "twill lead me on my way,

I Tenows, T wish, I knowed some girl, to give me a nosegay,
A flower in my button hole would look uncommon swell,
Particlar if "twas given by some fine Moorish belle :

Hullo ! (points to well) what's that I see? a well,

Enter ZorAYDE from house.

I see as well a swell,
A coming to the well: a story full of love Il tell.
(Zom. goes to well, Av¥. goes behind her)
Be not alarmed most beauteous maid—
Zowr. (drops pitcher into well) Oh! dear, what have I done !

Oh ! lor, sir how you start-led me, but per-haps you call it
fan.

But 'tis no fun for me, for look, the pitcher's in the waters ;

And my father the Alcaydé, Oh, he wallops all his
daughters! (eries)
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Avr. Now maiden, lovely maiden, thou sweet Aleaydd’s daughter,
T'll lend to thee, my helmet, to carry home the water,
1f to me you'll give three kisses, from those ruby lips of thine,
A blessed wopping you’ll escape, what say you lady mine ?
Go! T will give the cash galore, then hie thee to the shops,
But, don't spend what I give thee, on those trashy lollipops,
But buy a jug like unto that, which broken down there lies;
‘What sayest thou, now maiden ? thou of the dark and beau-
te'us eyes.
Zor. T thank thee for thy courtesy, thou Christian knight so gay,
Thou art the most polite young man, that ever came my
way,
And kisses three, I'll give to thee, with all the joy in life,
(aside.) 1 wish that such a cavalier would seek me for his
wife.
Arr. Then now at once without delay, the bargain let us bind,
So here's the tin, and now proceed, 11l have good kisses,
mind.
(aside.) For coming over young women, I really am a nailer,
(to band) So let the orchestra play up the tune of William

Taylor.
SONG.—Air, « Billy Taylor.”
Avr, Oh! she is a fine young lady,

Full of life and jollity ;
So my heart I will discover,
To this lady fair and free.

CHORUS.—Avroxzo and Zorayvr dancing and singing.

Whack fa la la la la la la la,
W hack fa la la la la la la,
Whack fa la la Ja Ia la la la,
Whack fa la la la la Ja la.

Zon., Oh ! he is a handsome fellow,
And he must be fond of me,
But I cannot give three kisses
To this knight so fair and free.

(OHORUS, same as before) Whack fa ete.
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Avr, Oh ! but you are bashful very,
Now! my darling don’t be shy.

Zor. Well, Alfonzo, you may kiss me,

For T see there’s no one nigh.
(CHORUS, same as before,) Whack fa ete.
(at the end of the dance they strike an attitude and embrace )

Avr. And now I'll dip my helmet in, and draw for thee the water,
To cheat thee, it would be a sin, thou sweet Alcayde'’s
daughter:
I Jove thee much !
Zoz. You don't say so ?
Avr, I do indeed, my sweet,
When first I saw thee at the well, my heart began to beat ;
Say denre;t go]t;ltd;st thou look with love, upon a Christian
nig|
Say dearest could'st thou? say but yes, my lovely eastern
light, (b
7 Oh ! hear my vow.
OR. I need it not, thou Christian knigh
I only know that what I wish, I hardly like to sxfy ;t =
But come thou here, when darkness hides, the blushes on my
cheek,
That is my chzlx(mber window, and from thence with you I'll
speak,
And tell on:n what I can't say now.
Arr. Oh! then when shall T come ?
Zor. When twelve o'clock has sounded from the top of the great
dome.
Au. And for the present, love adieu and always think of me ;
Zion. Now see what has arisen, from your asking kisses three.
(eait DE into house with ALronzo’s helmet.)
m.?z: welbya maid I ne'er saw, 111 call her the well maid,

met her, Oh ! T wish shed | gor siayed,

he well T
But sho is not No! S

%‘nou:, .
ya! o

o e ) h‘" * true ns she states,
hor's an A 0 colleet the rates,
hat's Liln offlos in tho state ¥ in he a sort of Khan ?
T whould not wondor if he Wi, or olse some other man,
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At all events, at twelve o'clock, I'll come to her window,
1 wonder if she'll send me back my hat before I go.

Enter Lietna, working, at window above the well.

Hullo! why there’s another, her sister, that's quite plain,
W hich she is not, so help me Bob, I'll try my luck again :
Be not alarmed most beauteous fair. (LerLa drops wool
wnto well.)
Lriva. Oh! dear what have T done,
Oh, law ! Sir how you startled me, but perhaps you call it
fun,
But it’s no fun for me, for see, my worsted’s in the well ;
And how to get it out again, I really cannot tell, %
These slippers I am working for my guv’nor the Aleaydg,
He likes to have them made by me, or any other lady ;
But how am T to finish them ? I've lost my ball of wool,
And he wops all his daughters; the irascible old fool.
Avr. Now, maiden, if with those,lips, you'll give me kisses three,
1f you'll do so, I'll tuke good care you shall not wop-ped be,
For with the point of my good spear, your worsted I'll fish out,
You really have not anything, to make you cry and pout :
‘What say you, lovely Leila?
L, Oh ! Sir you are too kind,
And kisses three, I'll give to thee, our bargain sure to bind;
I'll come/down stairs and in a trice, before the door will stand ;
(aside.) I wish that such a cavalier, would ask me for my
hand. [Ewit from window and enter from house,

SONG.—LgerLA.—Air, « Kiss me quick and go."

The other night as I was sleeping, soundly in my room,
A vision through the casement dark, to me appeared to loom,
It entered, stopt, and then walked up, so ghostly to my bed,
It knelt and whispered, what d'ye think? now what d’ye

think it said ?
(almest in a whisper.) Why kiss me thrice and go, my
honey ;
Kiss me thrice and go,

If you are nice, you'll kiss me thrice,

Oh ! kiss me thrice and go.
(Arw and Le1ra dance and repeat the last four lines as Chorus.)
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i answerad tht_l.l: such liberties, could scarcel y be endured
Hwonld not kiss him, till for me, a licence he'd procurcd'-
He told me then upon his oath, he wanted me to wed,
e pressed me for an answer o, that what d’ye think ’Isnid.
(Chors et T a(:olt:}or h); :&’iss me thrice, cte.
= : :
oo s eméﬂwe.;s conclusion they strike an

Lrrea. And now I 1 ir i ! i
your]:npo;:l,su’ that with me you're going to keep
And fish up from the well, my wool, as you said.
. ey I%iko a bird,

ALFONZO goes to well and makes dabs with hi
E ! now I ve got you, No, I've not, it’s been ln:xd”:hg[,)e:eti.

again,
Now ! Now! I've d you, Ol
¥ ktry : mil:tgge you, Oh ! T thought I should not
auls up th ives i
" _y( o m{e i‘: ;aool on the spear and gives it to Lerra.)
im. Thank you, Sir !
LF. And now before we part ;

I must request you will be ki i
thm g' wi kind, and give me back my

Or give me yours ?

LErva. Oh! really, Sir, T don’t know what to gay
But if to x:g;f, by any chance you should come round this
T'll give an answer if you like, just ta i
But‘ymtly, for my fn{h?er the :’&lenydg :1::3 l:’elll:):ivo;w P
Sop'raps at one o'clock you'll come, before the morning breaks
For at that time, he's asleep, and then he rarely wakos;
Now, fare theo well, thou Christian knight, nud always think

: of me;
Avr. T will thou charming lady and of ﬁl;:‘ swool kisses threo.
t Lurra i Z

Upon my word, T think that mov, my st b R i,
This suit mfl"?lt suit me, for in love l;'oth theso young maidens
ell,

So swect on me, without a suite, and travelling al ;
It's clear that sordid intentions they rn,l;; c:E ll:alv:]o::n,e:

Avr
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Sordid, Oh! no, my heart is sore, since that fine pair I
saw, :

Sweet Sorceresses, never man beheld such girls before :

Such saucy maids, so full of fun, there's an old saw I know,

‘Which tells yon to be careful to have two strings to your bow,

Young ladies think it better, to havetwobeau’s to their string,

So I myself will have two belles, which is the self-same
thing :

T don't know which Ilike the best, I can’t make up my mind,

Such doubled charmsit ne'er before, was my good luck to find.

(Enter ZoorayDE at her window. N.B. Leila's window is
over the well, and Zorayde's is opposite it.) -
Zox. My Christian knight, with many thanks, your lLelmet I
restore 3
But vet before 1 give it back, I'll usk one question more,
My heavy swell, to me pray tell, Liow are you known tofame?
Inother words I wish that you would let me know your name?
Please don’t refuse me.
Avr. Well ! fair maid, I come from Oviedo,
Alfonzo Guzman am I hight, the Count of Tol-lol-l2-do !
Zion. The Count of Tol-lol-18-do ! my father's mortal foe,
But still my life I love thee, so I think you'd better go,
Tell me no more, until the time when midnight strikes the
hour,
So here's your helmet hack my love, of chivalry the flower.

(ZoraYDE throws helmet at ALroNzo who (ries to calch it
but misses.)
Avr. Now fare thee well, Zorayde dear, (looks sorrowfully at
helmet.) Oh! what a sad disaster,
She's been and gone and made a dint, a top of my ffew
castor. [ Exit AvroNzo, stage darkens.
Zon. Alfonzo, wherefore is thy name Alfonzo ?
I canuot tell what does make me take on so:
Why art thou Christian, thou belov-ed man ?
Or if so, why love a Mahometan ?
1 love thee night! both that which with ak
Is spelt, and that meu spell the other way.
Oh ! night, the bright moon, and the twinkling stars,
Swmile on the meeting of Venus and Mars;

\ )
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My mar's defunct, but if alive she was,
My marriage, it would kill her I am poz:
«My dear,” said mar, “Lry money il you can
To get, for money "is {hat makes the wan”:
Mar's orders were, no marauder 1o wed,
T would mar her rest, if with a knight I fled:
Alfonzo, martial man my mar shall be,
My father, brother, all in all to me.
1 feel with him through death’s dark gate T'd go .
And Juliet be, with him for Romeo:
And now methinks I'll sleep, at Jeast I'll try,
Though I am certain I cha'n’t close an eye.
Exit ZORAYDE from window, music indicaling Tepose,
clock strikes 12, al which ALFONZO enlers with a com-

Jorler on.)
SONG.—Amrouzo.—.ﬂir, « 0ld dog Tray.”

Now unless my watch is fast,
The miduight chime has past,
So I've put on a Woollen thing, all made of fur;
For 1 find the evening air,
It is more than I can bear;
So I've put on 2 comforter.
Oh dear! I'm faithful very,
Cold shall not drive me away ;
Though they say that love is blind,
Yet you’ll hever, never, find,
Me doing foolish things I say.
Fnter ZooraYDE at her window.
Zor. Oh ! what voice is that I hear,
Tell me is it thine my dear ?
Oh ! Alfonzo, my lover, my Jover, is it you?
T've been thinking of you so,
That to sleep I could not go;
OlL! Alfonzo, will you be wue ?

I'm ) g
Avr. & ZoR, Oh ! dear { your} faithful very,
Cold couldnot drive {l;'j:u} away;

Avr.
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And I think that to my mi
You'll never, never, ﬁu{i.mmd,

A truer knight tl 1§D
ight that ol I say.

Zon. We must not make a noise, pray don’t you know
B ?

My father, the Alcayd
yd@ sleeps below,
le he should hear you—but lrus: ‘l:e w'ont
Al'ny don’t make such a noise, for my sake don't:
Ifonzo, you I love and none but you. )

Air. My dearest sweet, peruse this billet-doux.

it. You're not of my religion, but I
Only wed you, (aside) or e’lseus ¥
;?m so Alfonzo, lnke)me for ygl:!:-eb‘:itcl;:r e
he blushes on my cheek, the night will hide ;
Qr if you think I am too quickly won :
})I‘! n“:lr:llx _ai crustiy t;s a hot cross bun,
: ink me light, for I'm uncomm
AW‘nh sleep : and now I'll hold no long(:: Il:i'n:y L
3 my ;]nndow, s0 now, one last goodnight, - y
l'ﬁrewe —I hope that you'll get home all right
; read your billet—In the morning earl Ay
Come 0 the well, adieu ; [Erit Zora¥ns from windo
w.

I will, my pearl
My eastern love, m 2 IRy-peatiy,
v 3 S y rose, m —QOh! x
Hullo ! she’s mizzled, Oh ! lnyow smll n(};al:;l“ s

1 could not S
Leila deu(;, get a word in ; (goes to Le1ra's window.)

My darling duck
ck, your own Alfonzo's h
(Taps at window with spear, mtei .[f::.l.A at window.)

Liet. Be quiet, hush, Alf i
= , Alfonzo is that ?
Avr, ‘Igy dearest love, peruse this bi]lz’g-;onx
k1. Alfonzo, hear the truth, I worship thee 3
>

The blushes on my cheek you ca
n
gou say you love me—I fio, I nl: t:ll)ize: )
nly say that thou art for ever mine: :
Love in a cottage, with you would be nice
A glorious place ! A second Paradise ! :

L A pair of dice, wonld'st play b
1, Ali! gentle Sir, I only g(}n:l);)m:lcll:‘%zx'nmon ¥ oet
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8o fond am I of Alfon(d)zo, he's such a gallant knight,

A gal's aunt really could not think that a gal ar'nt done
right

With such ag m:m, in such @ manner, by night to elope,

For he will run away with me, to-morrow night I hope:

(reacs) “Leila, my dear, I write these lines, to show you

I play for hearts: Oh! for to think that I
b ould play with puppets, or & air-o-die.
‘ Avr. A Parody ; Lady,(1 ear one 0 n;;::,
i Byron, and uncommon
| o y:'1“,here be no Moorish danghter
‘ With a Magic like thee ;

ST R ter how I love _
Anlds ]:::; 'i;'i,.;:':};ﬁe : Ko My duling girl, my sweet gazelle, my pearl eyed eooing [
dove,

| When as if its—

\ Sir, I think we've had enough, In a few days, I hope to fly, with thee my love ! my life !
- 1 orhh;);]?“eylo lt‘l'le mu:::l," if you repeat suc I'o where we shall find some one to unite us: Man and wife
Pray bozmy;? 8 Wa then shall be.” Well I do think Alfonzo’s in no hurry,

But I should like to fly to-night T am in such a flurry:

i ise, that someone’s sure 10
JU il (reads)  Wait a few days, 1 ask you to, because ‘twould be

ear
ink I’ t, adieu, Alfonzo dear: as well,
%ﬂd m:n{in? lm::wll‘wgo (t:l;;: I?gllzlem gradually) well ! T'o make good preparations, for my lovely Moorish belle” ; |
I kil lutgr T will meet you ut the well ; Al, that is right, although of course his love is what I prize, -
| Goodnight, or rather morning, Alfonzo fare thee well. Yot o good house and furniture are things one don't despise.
i

1 [ Exit Ligxia from window. Enter ZonAvpe from house unperceived.

reads) “For necessary it will be to put my house torights,
ofore T wed my lovely bride, I’ll order some wax lights ;
‘We then will fly, my darling girl, and after we have gone so,
~ You then shall be A No. 1 with your true knight Alfonzo.””
Yon. Sister, 1 think that note must be for me, so fork it out:
Tini, Sister, I Znow the note's for me and so you need not shout :
Hon, (yives letter.) 1 think when you've read over this, you'll be
convinced its mine:
Tn, (glances at it.) Well ! "pon my word I think it's odd, these
two are line for line.
it Pray what's the odd's? perhaps now you see, the letters -

l * ”
‘y SONG.—ALFoNzo.—Jir, “So early in the mornng.

Oh ! but T hope it will be fine,
Now fortune smiles, the day is mine;
| The day I say, for night hn‘:: slped;
| ally caunot go to bed, ‘
| TR “So e%rly in the morning,
So early in the morning,
| So early in the morning,
Just at the dawn of day-
ow and ATTENDANTS sing the chorus over out-

(LE-! w5 ZOI'IAY U ut and LEILA enlers are for me ; e
side, during el 101, Exeuse me, sister, for T bought his love for kisses three.
‘\ yros hog‘(;l)‘l'G —Lrma.—Air, “The same.” Zon, Oh! base deceiver now I see he’s made us both his sport,
| T cannot sleep‘so "twould be better, My Leila dear, both you and I in the same trap are caught;
For me to read Alfonzo's letter, . Sweet sister mine, I nl.so gave him ﬁnt!enng kisses three,
'Cause 1 could not leave his note unread, Alld' at the self-same time he vowed, his constancy to me.
Though it's seldom I get out of bed— S We'll be revenged, if like to me, your love has turned to :
«So early in the morning,” etc. o hate :
(Chorus of ZORAYDE and ATTENDANTS outside.) ‘What say you darling, on the wretch shall we our fury sate?
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i ick your plan;
T burn with rage so tell me quicik y
s Ohd! ;.ie?:i g}e;h'xs :lleceiver, 1 will wed some othey mn;(\m .
Zor. And’s lot: you meet him first, and pray be very ) i
- wtomzllpthat he may say, and so make firm your m‘:-n s
Toen. ou retire to the house, T'll come and take mykes 5
"(1:11‘1: l:.h{nk he should have sold us so, with rage itua
3) : . :
Well! whitull;ne is mnkingllove tl:) me,t}) l; ;ltrt‘)é\ ;stolgﬁet:irl;
i the knight so brave
A_!'mg.‘ ani(; lt:::ingeover, you enter from the house, -
X l:lei: t;xee wellwe Wl drownhim, which I lhlllllk‘ wﬂl:: :\30(: e i
g i i in this he's go A
¥ o his popping, in tns |
i Ié:;llw;ol; ll;?;\e li]r% the ‘3211, because, he is so popular.
's always pop— s
Z nli;::ldihgyhcf foot to Leila.) You lace my shoe, for it 18
OR, f
coming undone. 1 st
i 1d we will decrease by one,
e %: gzgm:t;;:)‘vzg,ﬂt‘ﬁew;;ppy fields, no more shall hear his
ing. Bh? ! )
Tho quson o wrry g o P S
i it's Y 14
B still I think it's rather hat o SAEE
:olined to sit, and have a real g
} 2{)5:?1;&;1;3: (3:1"; bard, when 1'd so near & husband got,
Reiebtin g rem(‘));r?—d; shut up, what ro‘t ,f i
Zon"l‘hink how he has deceived us, how our tender feelings
ed on e
Pray who t:l?l, you to prate to me ! there nothing 1s to
id on: -
But if youume so little pluck, thus to become a Christian’s

Why I wl;ﬁm:; the deed myself, if you don't help me as
i {led, for what you say T'lldo,
ow don’t get nle. , for ¥ )

T i&“ﬁi°§$£, ho shall dic, his perfdy hell rue

Forothough he may be very good, yet to yo 2
bettor &t

Of your d:sicgns, he shall repent he ever wrote me Su

letter ;
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ﬂ. ITe shall repent he ever dipt his helmet in the waters ;
« He shall repent he ever kissed us two Aleaydd’s daughters;

,o;. He shall repent, that ever he from his dwelling did rove ;

st e soon shall feel that Moorish girls can hate as well as love;

Zon. Now 1o the tune of Rosalie, we'll sing to those before us;
Call the attendants,

Likx. (goes to house door.) Girls come in, and keep time in the

chorus ; [Znter attendants from house.

BONG.—Zonayor.—Air, “ Rosalie the Prairie flower.”

Now with rage I'm burning, Oh! the traitor vile,
‘We will punish sorely, 'tis enough to rile,
Anyone to think of ; pop him in the waters,
For kissing us—Alcayde's daughters,
Free from all fancy, heart-whole were we;
Joyous as sunshine, him we did see ;
Then he did deceive us, in the bubbling waters
He'll think of the Aleaydd's daughters.

(They all dance and repeat last four lines as Chorus.)

I will soon forget him, find another love,

He shall die, I swear it, by the gods above ;

Oh ! for his impertinence, pop him in the waters,
For kissing us Aleaydd’s daughters.

Then free from fancy, heart-whole we'll be,
Joyous as sunshine, both you and me

For he did deceive us ; in the bubbling waters,
He'll think of the Aleaydd's daughters.

(They dance and repeat last four lines us Chorus.)

8o sister mine brace up your nerves, your energies prepare,
Like Lady Macbeth on the stage: we will our triumph
share ;
I now will leave you for a while, for he will soon be here 5
Then Leila, keep your spirits up (Lzit ZoraypeE and
Wllendants into house.)
I will, Zorayde dear;
No more l;:;ahnll parade the carth, let lis pa aid him if

can;
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His pa(r)!a pet no doubt he is, T ne’er saw such a parlous
man,

For our Don it is apparent, that @ parent dear has he,

o his pa I pray for pardon, for a pa Don he must be:

We should have @ pa at us if he knew we burked his son,

Apparatus to destroy him we have really us-ed none :

If his pa appeared before us, a pa 1 shun he would be,

Apparition terrible ! both to my sister and to me:

Partition slight ‘twixt him and death, Oh! it will be a part
1 shun,

To help to drown him, still T think that something really
must be done :

And then the news his pa may kill, parricide he then will

e
His pa I sig’hzd for when the deed first proposed was to me:
But the part I now have taken, I will play out that is clear,
Hush ! he comes, and now to meet him. [ALroxzo enters.

Avrr. Lovely Leila, (@ la Fechter) T am here,
What say you now in answer to 1ay tender billet-doux?
Say sweetest, W}Mou trust to me, your lover bravg and true?
T ¢/ one L But Alfonzo, have you W keep my dréE&fom holes?
7 Fo buy me gowns, bonnet$ &3 Shawls and nice new parasols?
_ Awr. Oh! Leila dear, our pair o' souls congenial are enough,
MM/O? But-still 171 buy you anything if you don’t cut up rough.
2 IA T have no lady relatives, my mother dear is dead,
But T have one old maiden aunt who loves me dear instead ;
Arr. And what of her my Leila dear, my Moorish antelope ?
Lir, Oh ! it would make so ill that aunt, elope, I really hope,
Tt wont be needful to do that, is there no antidote ?
Twould make an aunt I dote on, cast me on the world afloat:
An aunt ill would be in the way, / a'rnta punning Ia'rnt,
But still if you insist my love, I can’t refuge I can't.
Arr. Now Leila love, if you say no, your Alfonzo will dye
His soul with erime and wickedness ; I never tell a lie,
Which will be all your doing, for my bosom is on fire,
Oh ! loved one, I shall then become a terrible soul dyer.
For suicide—
. Ler For Sue you sighed, Oh! you inconstant knight,
M Avz. My sweetest Jove you quite mistake, but I will set you right,
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~g¢ I will commit, T swear it by this ba;xd
J}“ ] | ’z :‘ sailor itnm a quod, Ah! no):v I understand :
Hollow @ must mean a man who sails thy
# 1 mean sweet girl, 1l kill myself. o
. I rather h i
"ﬂl will do nothing half so rns}f,r e
Ly I really will my dear.
L .lrlu you run away with me, at last my gxennin’g's clear.
3 I then Alfonzo, since it scems that nothing else will do,
y t;l;e me, kmé;ht, and I will trust entirely to you, 1
: u are ready, me to wed, I pray you let k
!’n be prepared and until then, adiml: myyyAl]lfofmon.]e o
: ) Exit Li into house
L TW‘:I ever man in such a fix, T don’[t know :rl:‘i:h'&gake :
: .ﬂr bgth are 80 in love with me, the others heart will bre;.k'
4 r!: ;nalL:x;ﬂe_ :llet}llz thIe ﬁ):ir’ lehen I've made up my mimi
with her I Ii ind ;
Oh | hero's Zorayde e, the other leave behind ;

Enter ZioRAYDE.

Gallant man, I don"
- an, I don't know what t
swer to the letter, that you gave me yesl:rdn; Aol
r rather night, for it was night, when you my km'g’ht I saw,
Fou sang so sweetly, that it made Zorayde wish for more ;
or never knight in gala dress sang o like a ‘nighh'ngals"
(aside.) LI ?l\l'er k;)u_g]ht in gal’s affections made such havoc
go bail :
Oh | no knight in gall i
gallantry, with my 1 :
lefall??w, I love thee soy; abms
", . Zorayde, I am at thy feet
L your feet uiismr lover kneels, your features n(;Yw ?sx'nile
would grace
Then fly wi : is wri
y w;at::le fne, I see consent is written dear upon your

BONG.— Concerted piece.— Air, “Camptown Races.”

My dearest love give me that ring,
Do dear ! Do dear !
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if a ch cou will sing,

s F e Ohgldodearldo!

i tion, T can't fly 3
Without preparation, I ¢ i a:' R

son'll deign but my love to try.
R oo s 201
Bound to fly by night,

Bound to run away : .
When darkness reigns, I do lots of things

I dare not do by day.

( Both repeat last four lines as Chorus.)

sour hand T'll puta ring, (drops it into well.)
%::: & Avr, By L b Oh ! dear Oh ! dear !
Zor. I've dropt it in, what a sad thing,
Zor. & ALF. Ol ! lack a day !
. 20, fish it out for me,

ZoR, Alfonzo, fish it out fo b s P Bl

And I'll consent to fly with thee
Zor. & ALF. - ; . Oh ! do dear, do !
ALF. Bound to fly by night,

Bound to run away : ;
When darkness reigns, I do lots of things
I dare not do by day.

(Both repeat Chorus.)

t ving I will fish up, or in the attempt I'll die,
2;‘;: (I:s‘;:!ve;l']l?herll:: isvery likely—Well thennowmy darling try.
‘ [Avrroxzo leans over the well.

Enter LiETLA,

| I've got you, steady now, toho ! now steady steady.

{2:;: ?a};z:;: to‘l‘:f:{xni.) ,Leilu, dear, take the other leg, my
. gister are you ready ? B

(Zomaype and Listea take ALroxzo by legs and tip him

i 1.
i\’it:ntl{:: 'wel 'u? drowning, Oh | dear Ah! T now am really

undone, (gurgling.)

I‘ l‘il
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Better— for—me —it—had—been—far—I—had— let--—
well—alone.
Zon. 'Then lie thou there deceiver base, beneath the cold eold
waters,

Thus perish all who may deceive us two Alcayde's daughters;
Young men who go into the east, remember, that no one
evudes
Our sure revenge, should he offend one of us MERRY
Moorisr Mars ;
(Auroxzo rises from well, and comes behind, and touches
both on their shoulders—they start.)
Avr. It may be so, but you should bear in mind,
That those before the stage, can’t see behind
I'm ot defunct, I come to tell you so,
Being sent by truth, which virtue you all know,
Is found in wells, and therefore—here am I,
Along with truth, pray could a morial Zie.
(to Lei. & Zor.) Our burlesque ended you no spite can bear,
For with me blame or credit you must share,
Our friends are tired, we'll not detain them long ;
But finish our performance with a song.

Enter ATTENDANTS.

SONG.—AvroNzo.—dir, “Billy Taylor.”

N.B. The qirls and attendants dance all the time and Join
in the Chorus.
ALy, Oh ! we shall be happy very,
If you'll give us your applause ;
And we hope that youn wont think us
All a set of awful bores.
Choras.  Whack fa la la la la la la la etc.
Ar. If you please don’t be hard upon us,
We being humble amatenrs ;
And as you have sat for our pleasure,
Hope we have contributed to yours. :
Chorus, Whack fa la la la 1a la la la ete.
(They dance till the end of the chorus then form a tableaw.)

CURTAIN,







