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RETTOS.

Ditson & Co.’s Librettos of the Standard and Popular Operas
are reliable and authoritative, and are the same as those used by
all the leading opera companies.

LIBRETTOS, WITH WORES OF THE OPERA AND MUSIC OF THE PRINCIPAL. AWRS.

AFRICAINE.

AIDA.

ANNA BOLENA.

BARBE BLEUE.
BARBIERE D1 SIVIGLIA.
BELLE HELENE

BOMERIIAM GIRL. (Zingaras)

UATULET II E MONTECCHI.

CARMEN.

CARNIVAL OF VENICE.
CENERENTCLA. (Cinderella,)
CRISPINO E LA COMARE.
CRCWN DIAMONDS.

D \ME BLANCHE.

YORAH. (Pardun de l'lgermel.)

DCN BUCEFALO.

DON CARLOS.

DON GIOVARNI.

DON PASQUALE.

ELIS:RE D’AMORE.

ERNANI.

':T"'ILE DU NORD.
l iNiTZA.

A{ST.
& r-'.‘ ORlTA.
FiLcLIO,

FILLE DU MADAME ANGOT.

F LLE DU REGIMENT.
FLAUTO MAGICO.

FLEUR DE THE.

FLYING DUTCHMAN.

FRA DIAVOLO.
FRCYSCHUTZ (DER).
GAZZA LADRA.
GENEVIEVE DE BRABANT.
GIACONDA.
GIROFLE-GIROFLA.
GRANDE DUCHESSE.
GUIRAMENTO.

MIRELLA.

HUGUENOTS.

PRICE,

MEYERBEER.
VERDI.
DONTZETTI.
OFFENBACH,
ROSSINI.
OFFENBACI.
BALFE,
(Romeo.) BELLINI.
BIZET.
PETRELLA.
ROSSINT.
RICOI.

AUBER.
BOIELDIEU.
MEYERBEER.
CAGNONI.
VERDI,
MOZART.
DONIZETTI.
DONIZETTI.
VERDI.
MEYERBEER,
SUPL'E,
GOUNOD,
DONIZETTIL.
BEETHOVEN.
LECOCQ.
DONIZETTI.
MOZART.
HERVE.
WAGNER.
AUBER.
WEBER.
ROSSINL
OFFEN BACH.,
PONCHIELLI.
LECOCQ,
OFFENBACH.
MERCADANTE.,
GOUNOD.
MEYERBEER.

25 CENTS EACII.

IONE.
JUIVE.

LINDA DI CHAMOUNIX.

LOHENGRIN,
LOMBARDI.

LUCIA DI LAMMERMOOR.

LUCREZIA BORGIA.
LUISA MILLER.
LURLINE.

MARIA DI ROHAN.
MARITANA.

MARRIAGE OF FIGARO.

MARTHA.
MARTIRL. (Poliute.)
MASANIELLO.
MASKED BALL.
MEFISTOFELE.
MIGNON.
NORMA.

OMBRA.
ORPHEUS.
OTHELLO.
PERICHOLE.
PIRATA.
PROPHETE.
PURITANI.
RIGOLETTO.
ROBERT LE DIABLE.

ROMEO AND JULIET.
ROMEO AND JULIET.

ROSE OF CASTILE.
SAFFO.
SEMIRAMIDE.
SICILIAN VESPERS.
SONNAMBULA.
TANNHAUSER.
TRAVIATA.
TROVATORE.
WALKURE.
WILLIAM TELL.
ZAMPA.

PETRELLA. |
HALEVY.
DONIZETTI.
WAGNER.
VERDI.
DONIZETTI.
DORIZETTL
VERDI.
WALLACE.
DONIZETTI.
WALLACE.
MOZART.
FLOTOW.
DONIZETTI.
AUBER,
VERDI.
BOITO.
THOMAB.
BELLINI,
FLOTOW.
OFPFENBACH,
ROSSINT
OFHENBACH.
BELLINL
MEYERBRER.
BELLINI
VERDL
MEVERBEER.
FOUNOD.
BELLINI.
BALEFEE,
PACINI.
ROSSINI
VERDIL
PELLINL
WAGNER.
VERDIL
VERDI,
WAGNER.
ROSSINT,
HERCLD.

PRICE OF THE ABOVE-NAMED LIBRETTOS, 25 CENTS EACH,

NOTE.— Most of these have \Italian or German, as well as English words.
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ARGUMENT.

A BANDSOME and very youthful lieutenant of a
Circassian regiment in the Russian army, named
Vladimir Samoiloff, while masquerading in girl’s dress
under the name of Fatinitza, is met by a rough old
general, Count Timofey Kantchukoff, who falls vio-
lently in love with him. Vladimir extricates him-
self from this dilemma, and afterwards, in Odessa,
meets the general’s niece, the Princess Lydia Ima-
novua, whom he knows only as Lydia; and the two
form a romantic attachment. Hearing of this, the
old general has the young officer transferred to the
outposts of the Russian army on the Danube.

The piece opens with a scene in camp before
Rustchulk. After some characteristic military scenes,
during which Vladimir tells the story of his love
for Lydia, an American newspaper special corre-
spondent, Julian Hardy, the good genius of about
everybody in the piece, is brought on by the Cos-
sacks as a spy, but is recognizéd by Vladimir as an
old friend. To relieve the ennui of camp-life, he
proposes that they have some private theatricals, —a
suggestion which is hailed with delight. Vladimir
agrees to play the ‘‘ leading lady;”” ard, while all the
company has retired to dress for the rehearsal, Gen.
Kantchukoff arrives unexpectedly. He pounces upon
Julian, who escapes by showing his passports, and
quite gets the better of the old general by his profes-
sional impudence. Vladimir then comes on in peas-
ant-girl’s attire, and is recognized by the general as
his first and only love, Fatinitza., Then come the
cadets, soldiers, and officers, disguised in all sorts of
absurd costumes, to the great astonishment and in-
tense rage of the general, who is, however, concil-
lated by the pretended Fatinitza, who coaxes him to
let the offenders go. Glad to be left alone with his
love, the general orders them off to drill; but his
love-making is interrupted by the announcement of
the arrival of his niece, the Princess Lydia, whose
noble rank is thus first revealed to Vladimir, who
fears recognition in his disguise. Complications are
again smoothed over by the correspondent, who ex-

lains the resemblance by telling the princess that
atinitza is her lover Vladimir’s sister. The gen-
eral commends Fatinitza to the princess, and goes

off to inspect the troops. A band of Bashi-Bazouks
then steal upon the scene, surprise the Russian
works, and capture the princess, Vladimir, and Ju-
lian; leaving the latter behind, however, to arranige
for ransom for their captives. Just as they are going,
the Russian troops return, but are prevented from
firing upon the retreating Turks by the general, for
fear that they *‘ might hit Fatinitza!”’

The second act shows us the harem of the reform
Turk, Izzet Pasha. the governor of the Turkish for-
tress; and there are some comical scenes with his
family of four wives. Vladimir, still in woman’s
guise, and Lydia are brought in as captives; and the
Pasha announces to his four ‘‘better-halves? that
he is about to add Lydia to their number, much to
their vexation. Then comes Julian, with the Russian
Sergeant Steipann, to arrange for the release of the
captives. The Pasha is willing to give up Fatinitza,
but refuses to part with Lydia. Sfeipann is de-
spatched to carry the Pasha’s terms to the general,
with a secret message from Julian telling how he can
surprise the Turks with his army; Julian having ob-
tained the knowledge from Vladimir, who, in a previ-
ous scene, has declared his identity to Lydia, and also
to the four wives, whom he persuades to abet thei~
escape. Julian is left as the guest of the Pasha, ana
the two have a very jolly time together. A ‘‘ Kara-
gois,”’ or Turkish shadow-pantomime, is gotten up for
the entertainment of the strangers; but it is given an
unlooked-for conclusion by the arrival of the Rus-
sians, who come to rescue their friends.

The third act takes place in the general’s summer-
palace near Odessa. The princess has been promised
by the general to a maimed and crippled old friend of
his; but Julian arrives with Vladimir, and, through
the ingenuity of the former, matters are smoothed
over: and the general, who finds in the Fatinitza
whose coming he has been impatiently expecting
nothing but a veiled negress bearing that name, is
made to believe that the real Fatinitza has died of grief
at her separation from him, and so he consents to the
union of her brother Vladimir, whom she commits
to his care in a parting letter, with his niece.

CHARACTERS OF THE OPERA.

Couxt TiMmorey GAVRILOVITCH KANTCHUKOFF,
Russian General.

Princess Lypia IMANOVNA, his Niece.

Izzer Pasna, Governor of the Turkish Fortress at
Rustchuk.

CAPTAIN VASIL STARAVIEFF.

LiEUTENANT OS81PP SAFONOFF.

[vaN, )

NikirHAR,

FEpor,

DiMrrTrI,

W asILr,

MICHALOFF,

CASIMIR,

GREGOR,  J

vy Cadets.

STEIPANN, Sergeant.

VLADIMIR SAMOILOFF, Lieutenant of a Circassian
Cavalry Regiment.

Juriax Harpy, Special War Correspondent 2 the
¢ New- York Herald.”

Hassax BEY, Leader of a Squad of Bashi- Bazesks.

NURSIDAH,

ZULEIKA,

DioNa,

BESIKA,

MusTArHA, Guardian of the Harem.

Vuika, a Bulgarian.

HANNA, his Wife.

A CossACK.

A MiLitary Cook.

Izzet Pasha’s Wives.
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THE ABDUCTION OF FATINITZA BY THE TURKS.
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FATINITZA.

v

ACT FIRST.
AT THE OUTPOSTE.

In the Russian camp on the Lower Danube. Winter
INTRODUCTIOMN.

GUARD (o7 the right).
Who goes there? Attention, all!
GUARD (in left wing).
Who goes there? Attention, alll
STEIPANN.
Get up! Ho, there! ye lazy knaves.
Already day is here—hurry up !
The drum to wake is beating—
To wake, the trumpet calls !
Up, ye Rowards! where’s your hearing ?
Form in steady martial bearing.
Up be going—
Late ’tis growing ;
How much more noise
Must I devise
To make you rise?

When in robes of white earth lies before me,
Bright with frost and snow, delight comes o’er me !

Then, in icy fetters though she’s bound,
Russia stands, a queen, with splendor crowned.

Shivering with the cold—Brrrrrr—

When the whist’ling winds I hear,
Blow as if to split the ear—
Ten thousand bombs ! ah, what delight !

No Russian is he, who feels it not aright.
Those cadets—deuce take them! sleeping—
From their beds they’re not yet creeping ;
Heard they not the call that sounded ?

(Hit by a snowball.)
But what is this? I am confounded.

(Cadets steal on to the stage, and bombard STE-
IPANN with snowballs.)

STE: PANN.
To great a liberty it is
To allow such a row—
No, ’twould to duty be remiss.
There, enough! Come, be quiet!
No; I, forsooth, will not submit.
Leave me alone; I yield me now—
One against you all.
I yield and to your valor bow.
However nice,
It seems to me this may suffice.
Hold up! hold up !
It seems to me that this must stop—
This now must stop, I say;
Or else, in truth, there’ll something be to pay.
If one alone in hand should be,
He will have work to do with me.

CADETS.

Ha, ha, ha! Be on your guard; come on!
Now, bravely—piff, paff ! —he’s yielding!
Piff, paff '—He can resist us not much more
Hurrah! Come onward—piff, paff !
Still on he goes in speedy flight;
For pity asks the coward wight!
Ha, ha, ha, ha! he yields—all right !
Ha, ha, ha, ha! what valor bright!

We'’ve hurried him,

And worried him Hurrah!

When in robes of white, &c., &c.

(STEIPANN runs off.)
ALL CADETS.

Ha, ha, ha! Hurrah!
Osrpp.
Hey, there, you rogues !
IvVAN.
The lieutenant! Good morning, lieutenant.
ALL.
Good morning !
Osirp

Good morning! You are no longer in the acade-
my youngsters. Here, in the great military schoal
before the enemy, you must leave off your boy-
ish pranks.

Copyright, 1876, by OLIVER DITSON & Co.




FATINITZA.

Ivan.,

Beg parden, lieutenant. We were only having a
dttle fun.

OcstPp ( pleasantly).

Well, I can’t blame you. There is really little
fun to be had here in the outposts before Rust-
schuk, looking out for these devilish Turks.

Ivan.

Nothing to eat at that!

FEODOR.
Nothing to drink !
NIKIPHAR.

No balls !

WaAsILL

No theatres!

DIMITRI (¢/ie youngest of all).

No women!

Osi1prP.

Women! Why, Dimitri! You must be thinking
of your nurse, you little fragment of a soldier!

(Al laugh.)
DIMITRI.

Oho! The grand Duke is here on the Danube
with forty-five thousand men. If I were not a
whole man, then you would say forty-four thou-
sand nine hundred)and ninety-nine and a half men;
e7go 1 am a whole man. (A4/ laugh.)

Os1pP.

So, you whole man, reach us your brandy-flask;

mine is empty.
DIMITRI.
(Music.)
IVAN.
Just in time! Here comes a sutler!
( Forful commotion.)
ALL.

A sutler! Bravo! (7he soldiers in the back-
ground utter cries of joy, and rush to meet VUIKA
who enters R.)

(Entrance of sutlers. VUIKA driving a dog-sled
loaded with casks of liquor, baskels and other sut-
ler's wares. He repeats his call on entering. His
wife shoves the sled from behind. DBoth have
characteristic make-ups, gypsy-like costumes, feet
wrapped in strips of cloth; ragged, and very ser-
wvile in manner.)

Mine too!

VUIKA.
Whiskey bere—who wants to buy ?
Health and strength it will supply.
(Soldiers surround the sled tumultuously ; hold
out their canteens. The woman serves them. Mu-
Sic stops.)
Os1pP.
Well, now, what are the Turks doing over there ?

VUIKA.

Me not know! Me not know, Gospod (cu7-
ningly). DBut, yes! Vesterday did the Turks try
to come over the frozen Danube, and—hahaha!
ice break !

Osr1pP.

So, if the ice had not been weak, we should
have had a surprise.

VUIKA (shrugs shoulders.)

Surprise, Gospod, ah! Moslem no courage, and
only four hundred man.

DIMITRI (murmurs).
So! just double the strength of our pickets !
VUIKA (aside). ]Just what I wanted to know.

Caprt. VASIL.
Dimitri Fedorowich!

T HE OTHERS.
(Salute in unisorn.) Good morn

The captain !
ing, captain.

VASIL.
Good morning! (7o Dimitry) Three days'
barrack arrest for talking too much.
DIMITRIL
Captain !
V ASIL.
Not a word more! Right about—march! And
this scoundrel of a gypsy may go home to the devil!
VUIKA.
O Gospod! mercy—
V ASIL.
Away with him! (7o the soldiers.) Have you
paid the woman?
ALL.
Yes, captain.
VASIL.
So then—dasta /
Osipp.
Twenty degrees below zero last night!
VASIL (gaping). 1t is devilish slow out here !
Osipp. That is true!
STEIPANN (Comes forward).
Oh, I smell wutky!
IVAN (offers his flask).
Here, old Cartridge Case, have a drink.
THE OTHERS (offering their canteens.)
Drink! drink!
STEIPANN.

Slowly ! slowly! Each man in his turn; order
must be maintained. (Drinks from each caniteen.
VASIL (in the meanwhile at cards). Ivan!
IVAN (salutes). Captaia!

VASIL.
How about breakfast?
the day?
IVAN (in undertone). Officer of the day?
FEDOR (in undertone). Lieut. Vladimir.
1VAN (aloud). Lieut. Vladimir.
VASIL (continuing his game).
Where in the devil is he?
FEDOR (undertone to 1vAN). In bed!
IvAN.
In bed? We’ll soon wake him!
serenade at the academy !
CHORuUS OF CADETS.
Still snoring, still asleep, he’s lying—
Tschin ta, ta, ra, ta!
Wake up ! tis late—the hours are flying!
Tschin ta, ta, ra, ta!
Ope wide your eyes to day’s bright beams,
And stop your snoring, and your dreams.
(VLADIMIR enters from barracks, and shates
hands with his comrades.)
DREAM SONG.
VLADIMIR.
Why, ah why did you thus wake me?
And from me rend such a sweet enchanting dream!
CADETS.
That is fine—fine, indeed !
VLADIMIR.
From my heart ’twill ne’er depart,
For it was a dream of love!
Yes, a dream that fancy wove—
CADETS.
Of a wife fair and mild ?
Go on, go on, in tender style— ;
Describe your charming dream meanwhile.

Who is the officer of

Our morning
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FATINITZA.

VLADIMIR.

Charms, that visions thus unfold,
I may never more behold !
Her to the air around me,
My lip dares not yet name ;
But she whose charms have bound me,
To me in visions came.
Sang she there with voice enchanting,
That caused my heart to move,
And throb with burning love,
Beneath her glances haunting.
She filled a cup with sparkling wine,
And gave me with a look divine ;
With ardent passion burning,
My lip approached it yearning.
Alas ! O fortune capricious !
That moment delicious
Was lost with the dream !
O hapless fate! O hapless fate !
It vanished and fled with the dream!

CADETS.
It fled with the dream !

VLADIMIR.
O vision! the face so beaming,
Where pride and softness met,
A smile did send me ; seeming
Love’s message, “ Ne’er forget !”
I felt the trembling pressure
Of her soft hand in mine—
Her breathing soft and fine,
I heard in fitful measure.
Our lips, one sole desire alights,
Our hearts one single vow unites;
The witchery of her glances
A langor soft enhances.
Alas ! O fortune capricious, etc.

CADETS.
It fled with the dream.

VAsIL.

(After finishing the game, comes forward with
Osipp. VLADIMIR salutes. VAISL salutes) You
nave been dreaming, Vladimir?

VLADIMIR.
(A very deep sigh.) Ah! !
VASIL.

A regular alarm gun of asigh. Are youin love?
Hey? (VLADIMIR gives a melancholy nod.)

VASIL.
Who is the fair one ?

VLADIMIR.
I must keep the name a secret, Vasil!
DIMITRI.

(ZThrusting his head out of the barrack door.)
His sweetheart’s name is Lydia. I heard it in
his sleen. (Disappears. The others laugh.)

V AsIL.

So her name is Lydia—a stage name?

VLADIMIR (decidedly).

Oh, no! she belongs to the aristocracy. (Re
lates) While in Odessa, I broke my ankle in con-
sequence of being thrown from my horse. The
lady in question was driving past at the time, and
in spite of the remonstrance of her companion, who
called her Lydia Imanovna, she took me into her
carriage, and brought me to my lodgings, whither

What pity !

What pity !

Yes.

she sent daily to ask after me. I had scarcely
recovered when I was ordered here. Wherefore?
And I have never been able to learn who she
was.

V AsIL.

You were placed under my command with the
special remark that an officer in the army, in high
position, had requested you to be transferred be-
cause his ward had looked too deeply into your
eyes !

VLADIMIR.

The deuce !

Osrrp.

Poor fellow! banished to the outposts on ac
count of your handsome eyes !

VLADIMIR (in wexation).

And if there were only a skirmish here once in
awhile—a surprise from the enemy—some kind of
ocupation, but this—(A4 loud noise outside L. The
pickets call out “ To arms!” All hurry fo grasp
their weapons ; the artillerists hasten to the guns ;
the infantry form in line. A long roll of drums
introduces the following.)

REPORTER’S SONG.
STEIPANN.
What’s that noise?
COSSACKS.
A spy!
STEIPANN.
Who can he be ?
COSSACKS.
We'll see.
JuLiAN.
Ah ! wait, while I explain.

COSSACKS.
He thinks we shall believe !

JuLIAN.
But all know who I am !

COSSACKS.
Thou art a cut-throat knave !

A spy!

We’ll see!

JULIAN.
You honor me too much, my friends !

COSSACKS.
Thou art a spy that Turkey sends !

Cadets, Soldiers, Cossacks, STEIPANN, with tenors
Let us hang him!

JuLiAN.
O thank you for such favors kind !

CHORUS.
We will hang thee!
JULIAN.
I am grateful, though the boon’s declinzd!
CHORUS.

By the neck!

JULIAN,
Ah, what delight!
CHORUS.
You soon shall see!
VLADIMIR (recognizing hims).
Julian here !




JULIAN.
Vladimir !
CHORUS.

Who in the jeuce, now, can he be?
VA1 IMIR (introducing him).

%u]ian 5~'z —a writer for the press,
y ¥userans much esteemed.

JuLIiAN.

Employers sent me hither

With the special mission trusted
Of observing and recording

All the deeds of war progressing;
And ’tis thus you find me here,
A war reporter, by your leave!

CHORUS.
A._reporter? What is that?

JuLIAN.

A reporter, I propose,

Is a man who all things knows.

Stay, while I explain.
With my note-book every where,
Always ready, prompt and free,—
Here to-day, to-morrow there,—
Naught can be unknown to me.
Day by day I gather facts;
Every item that attracts
And awakes the reader’s mind
Seeking out, I always find,—
Now with vigor, oft with grace,
But for falsehood find no place:
In my diary you’ll see
Breathing actuality.
What has scarcely yet occurred
I compose and give it word ;
What the future still conceals
I set upright on its heels ;
Things to come I write out, giving
Some one dead who still is living,
And, in my succeeding letter,
Bring him to, and all goes better.
Here to-day, to-morrow gone;
Night and day still moving on.
There’s no club, no boudoir free,
That can close its door to me;
To the font with babes I go,
At the altar kneel with brides,
At the funerals with the dead;
All of good or ill I heed.
Is one knighted at the court,
Should some guilty wretch be hung,
Both are things that find a tongue
In my dutiful report.
Balls in season I attend,
In balloons on high ascend;
Should a theft committed be,
Ere ’tis known to police ’tis known to me
To the scenes of conflagrations
With the engine-men I run;
At processions and cremations,
Fights or feasts, I see the fun.
Meetings, sermons and flirtations
Gay parades, illuminations,
Races, dances, revolutions,
2hé-dansants or exezutions ;
Thus to all in turn I go,

FATINITZA.

All I see and all I know,—

Prima donnas, praise their art;

Dancers, good advice impart;

Rising genius, give renown,

Soon to see it tumble down

Notice profits and applauses ;

Plead of concertists the causes;

Singers’ trials, gains and losses,

These have part in my profession.
Writing articles, reviewing,

And inventing oft at need,

If of faith ’tis worthy, showing

One to wonder at and heed.

Easy to find those whose wits are straying ;
But thus the journalist is never caught,
Merry and steady, witty and ready,

Frank, and always with good humor fraught.
One, in short,

Whose trade, forsooth,

Is to knead with falsehood, truth,—

Wit in universal dress

Means a reporter for the press,

Who mingles truth with falsehood’s lies,—
One day affirms, the next denies:

This, full of jovial happiness,

Is a reporter for the press.

CADETS.

In faith, that’s good !

Original —Sesquipedal !

Pyramidal ; in fact, a knowing youth.
And hence we’ll know, we here confess,
What means “ Reporter for the press.”

V ASIL.

I beg your pardon, sir, for the extreme zeal of
our Cossacks ; but you can easily see—

JuLiAN.

I can easily see! Don’t mention it, captain.
I am charmed and delighted at their slight
mistake.

VLADIMIR.

How is that?

JuLIAN.

Why, my dear sir, it will make a glorious spe-
cial for the press. (Business with note-book.) “ Pur-
suit and capture of our special correspondent b
Cossacks!” “Brave but futile resistance !’ “Roug
sons of the North!” ¢ Tough little ponies of the
Steppes !” “ Long lances !” ¢ Dragged away at
a tearing gallop !” “ Threatened with the knout!”
(Salutes VasiL,) “Commander a cultivated offi-
cer!” “Cordial reception!” ¢ Bountiful din-
ner!” &c., &c. By Jove, sir, I can’t do this ad-
venture short of a column and a half !

VLADIMIR.

You will have to leave out that “bountiful din-
ner,” old fellow: we' have ha-dly a thing to eat
ourselves
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HArpy.

So much the better! What is the use of being
war correspondent? Just wait for ¢ The Herald
six weeks hence, and you will just wonder at the
quantities of dainties you have set before me!

Miritary Cook.
The shtshee is ready.

HArDY (to VLADIMIR).
Beg pardon, lieutenant; but what the deuce was
it they said was ready?

VviapiMir (laughs).
The shtshee, — our ** bountiful dinner *’!

HAarpy.
Ah! s0 the shishee is ——?

VALDIMIR.

A mixed-up mess of cabbage, beets, parsnips,
gunpowder, mutton, &c. Between you and me, a
dish for the dogs; but we have nothing else.

[In background a corporal portions out the rations.
The soldiers eat it with spoons from tin diskes.]

HArpy.

Ah, thanks for your timely explanation! Bat
tell me, can you drink allash with this so-called
‘¢ shtshee ”’ ?

VLADIMIR.
If we only had some at hand, to be sure —

HArpy.
Well, ’'m your man then; for I happen to have
two bottles in my bag. [Goes tobag.]

AvrL OFFICERS (joyfully).
Allash! allash!
[HARDY produces the bottles from his bag.]

VLADIMIR. ;
Upon my word, friend, you are developing quali-
ties which fill us all with the deepest respect.

VasIL.
What lucky star leads you to us?

HArDY.

This lucky star is called ¢* journalistic enterprise,”’
The editor wrote to me, ‘“ Are you observing the
movements of the Turks ? ”’ ell, I have been
observing the movements of the Turks through my
field-glass!

VLADIMIR.
And what kind of movements did they make?

HarpY.

1 saw standing on the banks of the beautiful blue
Danube — which happens to be green wherever I
have seen it —a Moslem who was doing so [busi-
ness of hopping from one foot to another, slapping the
arms together, and breathing between the fingers like a
man half frozen].

VasiL.

So you can simply write to your paper, ¢ The

Turks are freezing! '’

IMarpY.

Captain, how little you comprehend the descrip-
tive powers of a ¢* Herald »’ correspondent! I write,
heavily underscored, ¢¢ Postscript | — In conse-
quence of personal observations, I am enabled to in-
form you that the Turkish army is in motion [kops
as before], and is taking comprehensive measures
[slaps his arms together] to defy the rigors of a win-
ter campaign!”’

FATINITZA.

Vasir.
And in this way history is made.
¢ The Herald *’ correspondent!

ALL.

Long live

Hurrah!
Divrtrr (looks out from barracks).
Ahem!
ALL.
What’s the matter?

DiMiTRI.
I haven’t had a drop.

VasrL.
Well, come out, you rogue! we will forgive you.
[Introduces DiM1TRI to HARDY.] Dimitri Fedoro-
witch, the most indiscreet gosling in camp.

Harpy.

Young man, indiscretion is a virtue, which.I
appreciate highly. Let us be friends [skaking
hands]. And now, gentlemen, let merriment be
the order of the day. How do you manage to
divert the monotony of camp routine?

VLADIMIR.
We eat, we drink; we drink, and we sleep, —
when the Turks will let us.

Harpy.
‘Well —and the ladies ?

VasIL.
With the exception of a few ancient
have not seen a woman of any sort
months.

sies, we
or three

HArpY.
And amidst such a state of things can my friend
Vladimir manage to exist? — he, the hero of one
of the most delicious adventures.

Osrep (ironically).
Aha! we understand — Lydia!

HARDY (not understanding).
Lydia! Lydia! To the best of my knowledge
her name was Katinka.

Ivan.
And was formerly called Lydia. Incomprehen.
sible!
VAsIL.
I find it very comprehensible.

Lydia; the other, Katinka!

Os1pp.
So Katinka is another ?

ViAapiMir (bashfully).
Yes: Katinka is another.

AvLL (merrily).
Long live Katinka!

VasIL.
Well, I should say you have made use of
your time! What was it about Katinka? Ouat
with it!

One is called

HArpY (relating).
Katinka is the young wife of an aged diplomat.
One day —

ViaApmMIr (interrupting). {

I must protect the lady from journalistic malice.
One day she wrote to me [cites the letter], ‘‘ My
husband is going to London; I, to our estate in
the Caucasus. My companion is ill, and unable to
go with me. Her position is not yet filled. I know
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FATINITZA.

;vperson whom I regard as adapted to the place.
il this person have the courage and love to share
my loneliness with me? ”’

VAsIL.
Ah! T understand. By this person —

VLADIMIR.

I was meant! I did not need a second hint, but
donned feminine attire; was presented to the ser-
vants as Fatinitza, the new companion, and under-
took the journey with the countess. On the evening
of our arrival a carriage rattled into the courtyard,
and out of a tenfold fur cloak was unwrapped —

VAsIL.
Holy Petrovitch! the husband !

VLADIMIR.

No! his brother, —an officer of high degree in
the army, a uniformed polar bear in the rough, —
who surprised us with the announcement of a long
visit. To behold me, and to fall mortally in love
with me, was the work of a moment with him.

VasiL.
Then you must have looked devilish handsome as

a girl.
VLADIMIR.

So said the Polar Bear! He followed me as if
demented. Fearful of discovery, I was compelled
to flee. Fatinitza became Lieut. Vladimir again.
Such, comrades, was the end of the adventure with
Katinka.

VasiL.

What? The lad knows such stories as this, and
keeps them to himself all this while! For shame,
comrade! Why, garnished with all its details, this
story might have whiled away an hour or so of our
ennui here in camp.

HArpy.

The deuce! why don’t you do as the French
used to do in the Crimea, and improvise a theatre
in camp?

Ivan.

That would be sport |

AvrL.
Wouldn’t it ?
V AsIL.

A theatre without ladies!

HARrpy.

Why, do you imagine the French used to have a
tragedienne and a comical old woman detailed to
every company? And, why, here we have the fair
Fatinitza!

ArLL.
Hurrah! So we have! Bravol Now let us set
about it!
VASIL.
What! we get up such mummeries?
ALL.
Yes, captain: we are so fearfully bored.
V AsiL.

Well, then, go ahead.

Hurrah!

VLADIMIR,.
But what shall we play?

Harpy.
T can help you ont with that.

Bravo!

1

Osrpp.
I’ll wager he has a whole theatre repertoire im
his bag, — at least a comedy.

HArpY.

You've guessed it. [Zakes a pamphlet from his

bag.]
VasiL.
Queer provender.

Harpy.
Mere accident. A young dramatist presented
me with a copy of his tragedy in one act, ¢ The
Treacherous Postal Card; or, The Letter-Carrier’s

Revenge! ”’
VLADIMIR.
A tragedy?
Harbpy.
No comedy ever made me laugh so heartily as
this tragedy. Now to work!
VLADIMIR.
And I, —the leading lady, — what shall I wear?
VasiL.

An old soldier’s cloak and the cook’s apron!

VLADIMIR.
Oh, my feminine vanity could not stand that!

STEIPANN.
I know just what you want. The soldiers found
a Wallachian peasant-girl’s entire Sunday outfit
in a deserted hut last week.

HArpy,

Good enough! So we can have our first full-
dress rehearsal to-day; to-morrow the perform-
ance in the light of a dazzling snow illumination
A critical @sthetical notice of the same in the nexi
¢ Herald.”’

Osrpp.
I hope you will not take us down too hard.

(Exit of CADETS.)
JULIAN.
Easy to find those whose wits are straying—
But thus the journalist is never caught.
Merry and steady,
Witty and ready,
Frank, and with pleasant humor fraught.
CHORUS.
Now, to work ! we must no more delay j
There’s much to do to-day.
JULIAN,
To labor now !
Well, then, shalt thou
First actor be;
The tyrant, he!
The leader’s part for me.
STEIPANN.
The prompter here you see.
VASIL.
The old man I will be.
FEDOR.
I'll sing the tenor high.
IvaN.
In choruses sing 1.
Osi1pp.
And TI'll the villain try.
So good bye ; we're off now.
STEIPANN.
We must no more delay—
There’s much to do to-day!
The parts we’ve yet to con,
The dresses to try on—



CHORUS.

Now 16 work let us haste—
No more time must we waste.
What a pleasant thought!
A grand success will soon be wrought.
So, good bye ; we go now
To devise—to arrange—to prepare !
JULIAN.
And if an orchestra should fail us—
CHORUS.
Tschin, ta, ta, ra, ta!
Our drum and trumpet will avail us—
Tschin, ta, ta, ra, ta!
JULIAN.
And he who don’t applaud with zeal,
Of bread and water be his meal !
CHoORUS.
Tschin, boom, &c.
We are sure to succeed !
JuLiAN AND CHORUS.
And for this the whole troupe in accord
Are licensed to applaud.

(As foregoing.)
STEIPANN (alone).

So I am to write off the parts in this cold!
Brrr! I must fire up first. [Drinks.] So then!
"Seats himself.] How shall I begin? [Reads]
‘¢ Scene first. Susanna alone. She sits on a sofa
bathed in tears— wet handkerchief’’ —if she
doesn’t get the rheumatics! [Reads] *‘ Loud. Here
I have the portrait of my husband!’ [Speaks]
Ah, yes! It says loud —so it must be this way
[yelis] ‘¢ Here I have the portrait of my husband!”’
[Reads] ‘“ As.”” [Speaks] A. 8., A. S., what
in the deuce does that mean? —A. S. A¢
Schnapps, perhaps. Yes, yes! at Schnapps. Most
natural thing in the world : the husband is at his
schnapps. [ Writes] ** My husband at his schnapps.”

Reada} ““ The more I see of my husband, the
etter I like my lover!” [Laughs] Ha, ha, ha!l
Pretty good! Brrr! How cold! Must fire up again.
(Takes his canteen.] What? empty so quick ?
Vell, I must go and draw on my reserves. [Rises.]
Ha, ha, ha! [Euxit.]

KANTCHUKOFF (enters).

Husband at his schnapps!

GENERAL'S SONG.
Thousand fifes! and drums and cannon!
Where are all the guards on duty ?
Base paltroons, these dragoons!
I'll scratch their hides and spoil their beauty,
I’ll scratch their hides and spoil their beauty,
To set them shaking and loud howls making.
I know how!
I'm general here!
Kantchukoff!
I’'m general here!
Kantchukoff!
Brave and skilful in commanding
Both Tartars and Cossacks,
And how to manage understanding
Mon-go-lians and Mujaks!
Finns and Russians,
Turcomanians,
Sam-oi-des
And Lith-u-anians,
Greeks, Kamschatkans,

FATINITZA.

}:etts and Druses,
apps, Bulgarians, and Tunguses, —
Every regiment in line I kee ;
With this good whip, — FstF fst!

Ah, yes! I lash them!
Fst! Ah, yes, I lash them, fst!
Upon their backs with my own hand

I thrash them!
With this I lash them. Fst! ah!
Yes, I lash them, fst!
A brave commander is the valiant chief,
Kantchukoff!

1I.

From one fault a thousand springing
Admits no dissension;

But to complaints each one is bringing
1 pay no attention.

Better argue without mincing

By this instrument convincing;

Spur the lazy, laggards moving,

Talents wake to seek improving.

Every regiment in line I keep, &c.

STEIPANN (returns, sees the general — is startled).
Good Lord! The general of the division!
[About to slink away.]

GENERAL (severely).
Halt! ¢ 9
STEIPANN (trembling).
General !
GENERAL.
Knave, you tremble! I see you know me! Whe
are you, soul of a dog?

STEIPANN.

Sergeant Steipann, secretary of the company.
GENERAL.

Your papers!
STEIPANN.

Here, general!

GENERAL (looks over papers).
Forage certificates — Roster— good! [Returnsall
the papers but one.]

STEIPANN (more courageously).
Good clear writing, isn’t it, general?

GENERAL (reads).
¢« Here I have the portrait of my husband at his
schnapps. [Growling as he reads.] So much the
more I like my lover! ”’ By the beard of St. Peter,
what is all that devilish nonsense?

STEIPANN.
General! I
(GENERAL.
Adjutant!
ADJUTANT.
General!
GENERAL.

One hundred lashes with the knout for this
scoundrel |

STEIPANN.
Mercy, general |

GENERAL.
Hold your jaw! I’ll show you a husband at his
schnapps!

HarpY (entersvﬁ'om barracks. Aside, referring tlo

LADIMIR’S disguise).
That will make some jolly sport.

W,
v
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GENERAL.
And here ? A civilian? A spy?
Neizes HARDY by the collar, and sungs him towards
adjutant. ]
Two hundred lashes!
HArpY.
Iam—
GENERAL.
I don’t care a candle what you are. First the
knout, and then the explanation.

Beg pardon !

HARDY.

Oho! quite the contrary! Here is my passport!

GENERAL.
Countersigned by the Grand Duke! Very well !
But this rascal here (pointing to STEIPANN) — the
*nout !

General !
GENERAL.

One hundred lashes, correctly counted !

STEIPANN.
Merey | mercy! [Adjutant exit, with STEIPANN
dragged by two Cossacks. ]
HArpY (aside).
One hundred lashes! Horrible! I must tell
Vladimir and his comrades who has come!

STEIPANN.

GENERAL
Halt!
HArpY.
Whom have I the honor of obeying?

GENERAL.
I am Count Timofey Kantchukoff, commanding-
general of this division! And you—

HArpY.
1?7 A newspaper correspondent.

GENERAL.

A newspaper correspondent? [Returns the pass-
port contemptuously.] Bah! T have often wondered
what you fellows were made for. I suppose you
are all only around to betray our movements.

‘ HArDY.
Movements? The army hasn’t moved for three
months |
GENERAL.
You herald our defeats to all quarters of the
world.
HAarpy.
We would have been glad to have heralded some
victories; but—
. GENERAL.
You exaggerate our losses.

Harpy.
Ah, general! what would be thought of the
strength of your army if we hadn’t?

GENERAL.
All the same. I can’t uss any newspa
here at the front. You will please walk
Bucharest between two Cossacks.

HaArpy.

r man
ack to

But, general | —

GENERAL.
I don’t want the slightest blunder I make tele-
graphed all over the world.

HaArpY.
Then make no blunders |

GENERAL.
Now, what do you know about strategy?

HARDY.

Not much of that kind. But I understand what
blunders are, and make my living by blaming
them. But strategic blunders are not the worst
a person can make, general.

GENERAL.

Ah!

HARrpY (aside).

Now may all my eloquence help me! He must
let up on the poor sergeant. [Aloud] My frosty
friend, I read in these weather-beaten features,
that, in spite of your rough exterior, you have a
warm and humane heart.

GENERAL (dumbfounded — aside).
Can he read my love for Fatinitza in my nose?

HARDY (aside).

And, if T can beg off fifty lashes, it will be some-
thing, [Aloud] Therefore, general, I appeal to
your heart.

GENERAL.
We are all human. Every one has his sensitive

spot.
Harpy.
Sergeants too, haven’t they?

GENERAL.
Sergeants and generals. I have experienced if
myself.
Harpy.
What! [aside] he too?

GENERAL.
Once in my life!

HARDY (aside).
Oh these Russians!

(GENERAL.
But I feel it still!

HArDY (aside).
Well that knout must have cut pretty deep!

GENERAL.
She was my first and only love!

HARrpY.
Love? [aside] and 1 thought — [gesture of lash
ing] — the knout!
(GENERAL.
I loved her, — and she reciprocated !

[ Violently]
Yes, sir, she reciprocated!

Harpy.
I have not the slightest disposition to doubt it.

GENERAL.
My happiness lasted but a few days. She dis
appeared, and since then I have been vainly striv
ing to find her.

ViApiMIR (at this moment enters from barracks,
disguised in becoming Wallachian peasant-girl’s
costume).

Here I am at last!
(GENERAL.
Chorrt vasmil! Fatinitza!

and they appear.

Speak of angels,

VLADIMIR.
O Lord! —the Polar Bear!

HARrpY (aside).
He the Polar Bear! The bombshell has bursé!
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GENERAL.
What, Fatinitza, idol of my heart! you here —
o this costume?

Yes—I—

YLADIMIR.

HARDY (quickly).
The young lady came to see her brother, Lieut.
Vladimir. She donned this costume that she might
pourney with greater security.

(GENERAL.
Her brother? Where is this brother?

VLADIMIR.

He is — he was —

HARrpY.

The Turks attempted a surprise yesterday, and
Lieut. Vladimir was captured after a heroic resist-
ance.

(GENERAL.

The Vladimir shall be rewarded!

HArbpY.
His sister brought ransom money! That’s what
I call imagination !

VAs1L (enters very merrily from barracks with Osiep).
I look gloriously in these clothes! Dearest niece!

(GENERAL.

Chorrt vasmi! You infernal hound!

VasiL.
Great guns, the generall
pany, to arms!
SENTRIES (call).
To arms! to arms!
VasIL.
Attention, company! Present arms!

[Runs back.] Com-

GENERAL.
Chorrt vasmi! Hound of a captain!
w08t you your command !

STEIPANN (enters.)
O general! Mercy! mercy!

This will

Help! help!

ADJUTANT.
The general ordered one hundred lashes!

GENERAL.
One hundred? Three hundred! Five hundred!
And every tenth man in the company one thou-

sand!
HARDY.

He is strong in his decimals!

ADJUTANT.
As you command, general.

HaArpy.
Fatinitza must help us now!

VLADIMIR.
I understand |

DUETTINO.

VLADIMIR.
If she with true heart, loves me so dearly
Hope I sincerely she’ll pardon all ;
All that love tender claims, love will render—
Love knows not how to deny love’s call
Here I'll stay no longer pouting,
Frowning sullenly and doubting,
If you just smile a little:
Smile now, do!
GENERAL.
Ha! ha. hal

FATINITZA.

VLADIMIR.
Ah, laugh a little more!
Wilt laugh or not more gaily ?
Ah, faces that are stern give no delight:
Only those that laugh can please the rig)-.
Laugh once more, a tiny laugh! a little smore!
Now laugh again, now do! more, more!
Bravo! bravo ! I’m not so cruel as beforw

GENERAL.
Ha! ha! ha! hal
VLADIMIR.
Hearts that have feeling cruel are never :
My prayers will ever find grace anew.
“ Honey is sweeter, drawn from flowers bitter;
So says the proverb, and, faith, ’tis true!
Here I'll stay no longer pouting, &e.

GENERAL.

Well, then, for the first time in my life T will let
mercy temper justice [in undertone] for your sake,
Fatinitza. [Aloud] But there must be some pun-
ishment. [/le sneezes.]

Tae ENTIRE COMPANY (in concert).

Saluto, general!

GENERAL.

Bless you, my children! Captain, company drill
for two hours. [I/n undertone] That’s Low I get
them out of the way.

VasiL. Company, right face! March!
CHORUs. When in robes of white, &c.

GENERAL.
I shall soon be at hand to witness your manceu-

vres.
VAsIL.

At your command, general.

GENERAL.
Now, get out of this!

VaAsiL.
Company, right face! March!

HArpY.
I must make a first-class special out of that!
What a pity I can’t sketch!

VLADIMIR (aside).
It is now high time for Fatinitza to disappear, and
for Lieut. Vladimir to come ou to the scene. [Go-

ing.]
GENERAL.

Fatinitza, at last we are alone together! Idol of
my heart! come, come. And now let me press the
first sweet kiss of our meeting upon your maiden
lips. _

VLADIMIR. .
Heavens! [Aside] and I have just been drinking

allash!
GENERAL.
The same shy, coy creature of old! Just one kiss,
only one kiss, Fatinitza!
VLADIMIR.
On my forehead, general.
GENERAL.
Call me Timofey.
VLADIMIR.
On my forehead, Timofey.
GENERAL.
What a fool I would be!
VLADIMIE
Ha! monster!
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FATINITZA. 17

GENERAL.
Oh, bzlsam, ambrosia, nectar!

VLADIMIR (asz’de?.
He doesn’t say a word about alash.

GENERAL.

Listen, beloved maiden: I will gain a sacred right
anto thee. This ring, it shall seal our union.
LProducing a ring.]

VLADIMIR.

I dare not take it.

GENERAL (passionately).
You must! you must! [He forces the ring on to his
inger.] So, so! Now ?'ou are mine for life, my
trothed, soon my wife

VLADIMIR.
His wife! Chorrt vasmi! That is the first offer
of marriage I ever had.

(GENERAL.
So much the better! so much the better!

ViapiMir (aside).
How shall I save myself ? [Aloud as before]
But, general —
GENERAL.
Call me Timofey, affianced, husband; and take
this kiss of betrothal —

VLADIMIR.
On my hand, on my hand, Timofey!

GENERAL.
Ah, demnition! A kiss of betrothal on the hand!
On the mouth, the mouth!

HArDY (rushing on).
General, generai!
GENERAL.
Who dares disturb me?

HArpy.
I, general, with permission!

Chorrt vasmi!

VLADIMIR (aside).
Somebody at last!

GENERAL.
What is it?

HArpY.
General, T have to announce that a splendid sleigh

is coming this way!

(GENERAL.

What’s that to me?
HArpY.

A glance with my field-glass discovered a hand-
some young lady in the sleigh.

GENERAL.
A lady! Holy Petrovitch! my niece!
forgotten her entirely.

I had
The girl has her head
She wants to see the
war for herself; but she will be sent to a convent
et once. What has the Princess Lydia Imanovna
to do in camp?

VLADIMIR (startled, aside).

Heavens! [Aloud] General!

GENERAL (lenderly).
Call me Timofey |
VLADIMIR.
Timofey, what is the name of your niece?

{ GENERAL (with vexation).
Lydia Imanovna. The deuce take her!

Lydia!

ViADIMIR.
Heavens | what shall T do?
now, my dear fellow.

HARDY.
Why?

It's all up with me

VL0ADIMIR.
I love Lydia Imanovna. She is the cause of my
having been transferred to this place. She wil
recognize me. What shall I do?

Harpy.
Don’t worry, my boy: I will rescue you.

SLEIGHING SONG.

LYDIA (not seeing VLADIMIR & JULIAN)

At head-quarters, dearest uncle,
I arrive with eager longing,

To behold upon the field itself,
The proofs of valor bright.

GENERAL.
Buried here, 'mid snow-drifts frightful,
What you wish, pray now confide.

LyDIA.

Oh! a sleigh-ride is delightful,
And romantic, too, beside!
What delight, within a light sleigh seated—
Onward bounding !
And to hear the tinkling bells in measure
Gaily sounding !
To sweep and sway,
Like zephyrs at their play—

So light! So bright!
Thus young love flies away !
To sweep and sway,
Like winds at play;
Thus, like a breath, we dash away.

VLADIMIR.
"Tis she! What delight my heart doth fill !
I seem to dream—am I truely waking still ?

JuLiAN & GENERAL.

So light! so bright! o’er the smooth and icy way
To sweep and sway, like zephyrs at their play!

LyDIA.
Safe and warm, by robes of fur protected,
All fret and care are from my thoughts rejected.
Forms now in sight
Swiftly take flight.
Ah! often times thus disappear
Dreams that to the heart were dear |
Ah, ’tis vain ! thus recalling
Visions vanished ! To-day,
Hence! Away
Such thoughts enthralling !
Coursers light, speed away !
What delight, &ec.

VLADIMIR.
Ah! what delight, in rapid flight
To glide and dash,
Like the lightning’s flash !
So near to me, her do I see.
Vision lovely! Love’s brightest dream!

JuLiAN & GENERAL.
Ah! what delight, in rapid flight
To glide and dash
Like the lightning’s flash ! dzin, &c.
The bells are sounding,
The gay steeds bounding.
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QUARTETTE.

GENERAL.

There’s a cloister near the field,
TLat to you will shelter yield.

LyDI1A.

In a cloister you’d confine me,
Your exploits from me concealing,
While I here may safely stand
And see all close at hand !

GENERAL,
Would it in you becoming be
To stay here unprotected ?
Hast on the risks reflected—
Of what may chance to thee ?
And, therefore, as I plainly see
How dull would be such dwelling—
This gentle dame, if willing,
Shall thy companion be.

VLADIMIR.
Oh, heaven! Alas!

LYDIA (Zaken abdack.)
This young lady ?

GENERAL.,

Yes: this lady!
LyD1A.
What do I see?

GENERAL.
This, now, is fine!

LyDIA.

This lady fair—the truth to tell—
With wonder makes me tremble ;
So much doth she resemble
A youth I once knew well !

VLADIMIR (joyfully).

To whom you courtesy did show
That aided:Y and relieved him ;
Perhaps, you have believed him
Forgetful—’tis not so.

ALL FoOUR.

I must, in truth, confess

Tis a peculiar case.

The fact absurd doth seem—
I think ’tis all a dream!

But this affair in hand,

I cannot understand.

LyDIA.
And do you know the youth I mention?

VLADIMIR.
Yes, surely ; he my brother is !

JuLIAN,

She is his sister!
LyYDIA,
'"Tis surprising !

JULIAN.
And to this sister he is twin !

LyDIA.
Where, at present, is your brother?

VLADIMIR.
They made him prisoner, yesterday.

JuLian,
To ransom him she came this way!

LyDIA.
For him we will united pray.

JuLIAN.

Their prayers together they wi.l say !
If he, disguised as maid, was taken,
Fortunate the captor is!

GENERAL.

To-day, ’tis late already

At the cloister to instate you;
We must accomodate you
For well, or ill, with us!
Meanwhile, as at my quarters
Many may be standing by [quie’

Yet in here ( pointing to barrack) yoa may \ s

And rest you without fuss !

Lyp., VLA. & JUL.
Ah!
GENERAL.

The place is small for two;

LyDIA.
What now——
VLADIMIR.
Oh, heaven——
JULIAN.
Now, joy—
GENERAL,

But you can make it do.

LyD1A.
will happen!
VLADIMIR,
I think so!
JuLiAaN.
be with you.
GENERAL.

Though narrow is the space,
You'll find room to embrace! Come on!
All right now, and keep up good heart |

LypI1A & VLADIMIR.

Oh, yes, that is true;
I will with all my heart.

JULIAN.

He in a nice, warm nest will hide,
While I am freezing here outside !

ALL FOUR.
All is right! All is right!
LyYDIA.

Such resemblance near,

Doth most strange appear;

Wavering doubts o’erflood the soul
With stupor dull.

In that glance, now shineth bright

The tender flame that doth my heart relight.

Sweet enchantment, here beside him !
Fly not away !
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If 'tis a dream, I would not wake again.
Doth he control my heart
With spells enchaining ?
Or does desire mislead—
His presence feigning ?
Ah, no! fly not away.
If ’tis a dream, I would not wake again,

If ’tis a dream, &c.

VLADIMIR.

Such resemblance near
Doth most strange appear !
A stupor doubt o’erflows the soul.
In that glance, I see, doth shine
The tender flame that lights up mine.
That doth my heart relight !
"Tis she that wins my heart
Withs her enchantment !
Or does desire mislead—
Her presence feigning ?
Oh, image fair ! ah, do not fly awa?'l
If 1 dream, let me not wake again !
Doth she control my heart
With spells enchaining ?
Or does desire mislead—
Her presence feigning ?

JuLIAN.

Oh, what a brilliant item waits,
Insertion by my journal !
“Within a convent’s quiet gates,
An officer supernal,
Will teach the monks to march in line
And how to drill
In arms with handy skill
A fair battalion feminine
Perhaps he’ll raise at will,
And put them through the drill.”

(GENERAL.

This plan now consummated,
And appetites well sated,

No more I'll leave; don’t fear,
No one can molest you here.

(A2 the close of this guartet, the General retires
toward the *ackground, meanwhile making threat-
ming gestures in the direction where the soldiers
@re supposed to be drilling. He calls out.)

GENERAL,

Quicker! livelier, there, you infernal rascals !
One ! two | —left! right! (Exif both, R.)
(VLA. conducts LYDIA towards first barrack, L.)

JULIAN (catches his arm).
Miss Fatinitza must not forget her brother.

VLADIMIR (indignantly).

Be assured ; my respect for Lydia is equal to m
Yove. (Exit both.) : q A
JuLIiAN.

However it be (steps to entrance of barracks), it
is better that I should remain at hand. (A4/oud.)
The ladies will excuse me: I have left some of my
luggage in there. (Enters hut, taking off hat and
¢losing door behind him. VUIKA has entered from
R. as VLADIMIR makes his exit with LYDIA.)

19

FINALE.

(VUIKRA, on seeing the stage deserted gives a sig-
nal toward R., and HASSAN BEY appecars witl a
wild band of Bashi-Bazouks, who come forward
cautiously. Several noiselessly overpower the sen-
tries, who are looking with curiosity off R. at the
Russians drilling. Others spike the cannon, and
throw down the Russian flagstaff.

CHORUS OF BASHI-BAZOUKS.

Now up, away !
No sound betray

To warn them of the rage impending ;
Be watchful, keen,
Let naught be seen;

They can’t escape their doom impending.
If bold in deed,
We must succeed,

And naught allow to fail at need!

Bashi-Bazouks, if to your skill
Shall fate accord its favors still,
With booty laden you’ll return,
And sing in triumph all you earn.
Yok, yok, yok, yok, tra, la, la, ra, la, &c.
The grandest booty of the war !
La, la, la, la, la, la, la.

Light of foot, on we go,
To conceal our raid impending,
Silent, slow ! forward, now !
No escape for them we’ll show:
No chance for them we’ll show !
Yok, yok, yok, yok, tra, la, la, ra, la.
The grandest booty of war !
La, la, la, la, la, la, la.

Now, on! away!
Soft, soft, no sound betray !
Soft, soft ! if brave in deed,
We must succeed !

HASSAN.
(Who, led by VUIKA, kas crept to the barrack.
There are three in here !
(CHORUS drag VLADIMIR, JULIAN, and LYDIA

out of the hut. JULIAN cries ouf. HASSAN pre

Sents a revolver.)
CHORUS.

They are ours! They're ours!
As pris’ners we’ll secure them!

VLADIMIR (w/ho has snatched a sward )

You must o’erthrow and slay me,
Ere her you take from me !

CHORUS.

A maid in arms !
Was ere such fun—
Ah, ha, ha, ha,ba!
Beneath the sun !
VLADIMIR.
Leave her alone !
CHORUS.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
VLADIMIR.,
Ah, help—some one !




JuLIAN.
A case to be worked up s here—
An article will soon appear.

CHORUS.
It makes me laugh! Ah! ha, ha, ha! Such fun!
No arm has power to wrest you now from me.
Resist no more; as prisoners now surrender.
Vain are prayers, and vain your threats will be.
The victors brave
Will you enslave—
Then quickly yield ;
Your prayers are vain !
We the victory gain !

VLADIMIR & LYDIA.
Valor brave and bold !
You robbers, hold !
No, no !
I ne’er to you will her surrender!
While 1 still may,
Wil I resist your sway !
Yes, yes, yes, yes !
I shall resist, resist your sway.
Yes, in my breast the fury raging
Finds relief, itself assuaging.
You are all as outlaws banded ;
Soldiers? No! but traitors branded !
Yes, all your fire
Will soon expire,
When ’neath the flag of our soldiers so brave,
The victor comes, our lives to save.
When ’neath the flag, &c.
You're a band of thieving knaves;
Soldiers not, but trait’rous slaves !
Yes, you are trait’rous slaves.

JULIAN ( producing note-book).
I’ll now begin (writing).
An officer of jovial of part,
Investing in a maiden’s heart,
And wounded sore by Cupid’s dart,—
He thought the cloister he would gain,
And with the fair one there remain.
They strolled together towards the gate,
When on the way—thro’ cruel fate—
Just like a flash
From cloudless sky,
The Turks did dash
On them, and took them on the sly!
Shots followed fast behind, like hail,
’Mid cries and howls without avail !
Regiments of friends at last appear;
A general fight
Took place at sight;
Of which I here results will write :
Of Turks, a thousand bit the dust,
While we but one brave man have lost.

HASSAN (points to JULIAN).
You may buy again
Those dames with price of gold;
As mediator bold
You'’ll here remain.

JuL1AN. Your humble servant !
HAssAN. Six thousand roubles is the price —
,. P
Jurian. That’s not outrageous !
HAssaN. Orn gold sequins—we’re not nice !
JuLiAN., With greatest pleasurc!
HAssAN. And good or bad, make no delay.
8 ) Y

FATINITZA.,

JuLiaN. No doubts admitted !
HAssAN. Lest they should at the Harem stay.

Alas!
Oh, heaven !
Ha, ha!

Despair !
'Tis bad !

What's this?

LyDIA, VLADIMIR & JULIAN.
CHORUS oF BULGARIANS.
CHORUS.

LyDIA & VLADIMIR.
JuLiaN

CHO. OF BULGARIANS.

CHorus. That's good !

Lyp1A & VLADIMIR.
All hope of aid is banished now !
Prisoners here we remain,
Freedom we shall ne’er regain !
Where is he? where can he be?
With his band why tarries he ?
Ah! where is he, where can he be ?
Cowards! Traitors! Robbers! Ah!

JuLiAN.

There’s naught to say, and naught to do !
Prisoners here they remain;
Freedom they shall ne’er regain.
Where is he, where can be
Kantschukoff ? why tarries he?
Farewell, cloister harum-scarum;
Thou art changed into a Harem;
Inmates turned, sazs leave or law,
To Odalisques for some Bashaw.

Here a moral I will draw, pyramidal,

Or in a dream, sanguine, raw, a grand final.

CHORUS OF BULGARIANS.
Pris’ners here.they remain,
Freedom they shall ne’er regain.
Where is he, where can he be,

With his band why tarries he?
Where can he be, where does he stay ?
The soldier brave, why tarries he?

Quickly, promptiy, off —away !

HAssaN & CHORUS.
Your hope is vain !
As prisoners you’ll remain, I maintain.
He who’d save you’s far away.
Where is he? where can he ge?
With his band why tarries he?
Where can he lay ? I will not stay;
We weary longer here to stay.
No more delay; we will not stay;
We're weary now of this dzlay.
VUIKA (enters). The Russians are coming !
HassaN. Quick! To the Harem!

ULIAN.

(Zs at extreme R., m}]zl is prevented from calling
Russians by a gigantic Bashi-Bazouk, who keeps
khim back with hes rifle. As this Bashi-Bazouk
withdraws towards R. JULIAN advances; as soon
as the Turk disappears, JULIAN leaps on lo a gun
carriage, and calls) Help !

GENERAL.
(Enters L. with Russian Soldiers. A jfew of
these leap on the ramparts, and fire after the
Zurks.) Halt there! You might hit Fatiritza !

(VASIL raises the prostrate Russian standard
again. GEN. KANTSCHUKOFF falls half helpless
into JULIAN’S arms, and the latter rests his note
vook on the general's back and writes furiously
Zableau. Snow begins to fall. CURTAIN.)

END OF FIRST ACT.
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SECOND ACT.
«KISMET.”
The Harem of Izzet Pasha in the Fortress of Rustchuk.
INTRODUCTION.
NURSIDAH. BESIKA. DIONA. ZULEIKA. SLAVES.

To the native fascinations
Of a face that’s fair and charming,
Novel graces art doth add with 1av1sh hand,
All to please the lover’s eye;
These unfold at his command
Every charm, hngulsh and sigh.
La, Ia, la! coquetting with soft addresses,
And fond caresses,

Each seductive charm we try.

NURSIDAH.
Upon the shoulders,
Powders soft enhance their whiteness.
SLAVES. (A/t.) They are here.

DioNaA.
While on the cheeks, the roses
Sometimes n<ed reviving.

SLAVES. (2d Sop.) With this—

BESIKA.

I’d tinge the lids, to give

The eyes more fire and brightness.
SLAVES. (2d Alti)) That’s well!
ZULEIKA. Reach me the powders white !
SLAVES. (24 Sop.) They're here.
NURSIDAH. The carmine hand to me.
SLAVES. (2d A/t:.) Ah, well!

DioNna. Where can the black dye be ?
SLAVES. (2d Sop.) 'Tis here!
BEsikA. Bring perfumed waters light.
SLAVES. Yes.

ZUuLEIKA., The powders white.
SLAVES, Here.

NursIDAH. The carmine here.
SLAVES., Yes.

DioNA. The black is near?

SLAVES. Here.

BesikA. The odors light!

ENSEMBLE.
Odalisque, 'mid charms install thee,
Soon thy lord may deign to call thee.
To the native fascinations, &c.
MUSTAPHA.
What! still prinking? Hurry now! His high-
ness is coming !
THE WoMEN. Izzet Pash? Ah!
MusTAaPHA. Here he is already.

ZULEIKA.
Let me kiss thine eyes, O lord and master !

THE OTHERS. Me too! Me too!
IzzET.
Come, let up! Whose turn is it to kiss me to-

day?
ArL. Mine! Mine!

1zzET (warding them off).

Sabr! Sabr! (meaning “ patience”’) Order must
be main:ained—even in a harem! You know in
principle 1 am opposed to the institution of a ha-
rem ; but for the present I express my sentiments
by glvmv ail my kisses to oze wife in each day. It
won't do to bring on the reforms all in a lump, you
see! So then who is the favored one to-day ¢

ZULEIRA (approaches).
I am, O lord and master. (4bout to &iss kim.)

1zZET (wards her off).

Sabr! Allow me to verify! ( producing note-book,
mutters) Zuleika, Diona, Besika, Nursidah—Zul-

|eika! Correct! (KiZsses ZULEIKA.) Good morne

ing, dear! The rest of you—get out of this !

THE OTHERS (murmur).

Oh!
12ZET (emphatically).

Or rather—no—stay and listen !

THE FOUR (submissively.)
To hear is to obey. We listen.

IzzET.
I have concluded to give you a new companion,

THE FoUR.

A fifth wife? Shame, shame !
IzzET.

But enough of this! My faithful Hassan Bey
has captured two beautiful Christian maidens. He
wishes to make me a present of them; and I can
hardly refuse him and be consistent, since the re-
reform party in Turkey is friendly to the Christians.
I believe a man cannot show his regard for ladies

better than by marrying them, —whether polygam-
ously or mono"amousl\ is immaterial to me !

ALL ( indignantly).
For shame !
1zzET.

Silence! I am friendly to the Christians, and
in my own peculiar way give expression to the
prevalent reformatory ideas — by reforming my
harem.

WHEN SICK MEN ARE FAILING.

IzzET PASHA.

When sick men are failing,
And growing more ill,
Strong measures to save them
Must be used with skill.
To lie on soft lounges
From morning till night,
Will fail to restore them,
And bring them all rwht’
If a doctor is called in,
Their ills to dl%pel
He’ll order waking, and he’ll order shaking,
To make them get well,
’
O Bosphorous charming !
Thou’rt badly deranved,
Thy shores to a hospltal
Seem to me changed.
Thy treasury’s empty,
And loans would be vain
Thy last operation
Still causes thee pain !
If a doctor is called in
Thy ills to dispel,
He’ll order waking, and he’ll order shaking,
To make thee get well.
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ZULEIEA.
8o our lord and master loves us no more?

Izzer.
Oh, yes! Of course I love you; but, instead of
being quartered, you must hereafter share my heart
in fifths or sixths. It is plenty large enough!

IzzET.
Oh, don’t make such a fuss, ladies!
cal reform I want.

Arrt WoMEN.

It’s practi-

For shame!

IzzeT.

Sabr! Silence!

MuUSTAPHA.
Exalted sir! Hassan Bey humbly begs admit-
tance. He brings the Christian maidens.

TrE WoMEN.

For shame!

IzzET.

Hold your tongues! Put down your veils, and
wrap yourselves in your mantles; and, Mustapha,
see that not a soul of them stirs: if they do, intimi-
date them. The flogging of women is antagonistic
to reform Erinciples; but in practice the institution
has a strikingly persuasive power. I don’t want
the new-comers to receive a poor impression of my
marital life at first sight. If one of them stirs,
Mustapha, you know how to persuade them to keep
quiet.

[Vuiga, Hassan BeEy, VLADIMIR as FATINITZA,
L¥Dp1A, and two Bashi-Bazouks enter.]
HASSAN.

Exalted sir, here are the two Christian maidens.
May the sun of your favor shine upon them |

IzzeT (to VLADIMIR, who stands so that 1ZZET cannot
see LyD1A).
Stand aside, maiden, and let me see your com-
E‘anion. Allah, il Allah! what a charming vision!
air stranger, and the rest of you, listen: you are
my favorite, the chosen wife of my heart, — you,
and no other.

Four WoMEN.
The hussy! Misfortune shower down upon her!
Away with {xerl
1zzeT.
Mustapha!

Effendim?

Persuade them!
Izzer (to Lyp1A).

Come, beloved one! share the place of honor with
me, and reign over us all.

LypIa.

MUsTAPHA.

IzzET.

Away!

VLADIMIR.

Your highness, Princess Lydia Imanovna is the
niece of the Russian general commanding the forces
across the Danube.

IzzET.

So much the better! I have been longing for a

Russian general’s niece in my harem for some time.

VLADIMIR.
You cannot refuse a handsome ransom for the
princess.
IzzET.
Who can make me take it?

VLADIMIR.
International law.
IzzET.
International law? International law — to use
an Occidental expression — is mere bosh!

Lypia.
Oh, horrible!

VLADIMIR (in undertone).
Be calm, princess! be calm! We will trust in
Rassian valor to rescue us.

IzzeT.

The Princess Lydia shall be my favorite from
this day forth. [Searching in pocket.] Where ia
my ket-handkerchief? She is weeping. Oh,
yes! I forgot : it is in the wash! [Calls] Mus-
tapha' 4
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MusTAPHA.
Effendim ?
IzzET.
Lend me your handkerchief.

HAsSAN (points to VUIEA).
Your highness, it was this man whose cunning
led us to the Russians.

Vuika.
Your most extremely exalted highness!

IzzeT.

Very well : you shall be rewarded in a princely
manner.

VUIKA.
Gospod!
1zzET.

Let me finish. You shall be rewarded in a
princely manner as soon as we receive our money
from Stamboul! They are already owing us forty-
two months’ salary.

O your highness !

Vuika.
But, Gospod, I am a poor man of low station.

IzzeT.
And T am a poor man in high station: that is
the only difference between us.

Vuika.
Oh, Gospod !

IzzeT (to MUSTAPHA).
Well, then, give the rascal ten shekels.

VUIkA (receives money from MUSTAPHA).
Ten shekels! Gospod, I am devoted to you for
a lifetime; I— But he has given me only five !

IzzeT.
That’s all right. Everybody who has any thing
to do with us Turks must be satisfied with fifty per
eent, and consider themselves lucky to get that.

VUuIkA.
Oh, these devilish shabby Moslems!

VLADIMIR (whispers to VUIKA).
The Russians pay what they promise.

VuikA (as ke is led away by two Bashi-Bazouks,
aside).

Just wait, Pasha: I shall be revenged! [Ezit.]

IzzET.
The Muscovitish attire of my
Mustapha, get the
[To VvrAD-

One thing more.
bride destroys the illusion.
best of clothing and jewelry ready.
MIR.] And you? what is your name?

VLADIMIR (quickly).

Vladi— [Correcting] Fatinitza, your highness!

IzzET.

Well, Fatinitza, in the mean while you can assist
your mistress at her toilet, until these perturbed
pirits here have calmed themselves. The rest of
{'on now follow me, and lListen to a half-hour’s
eclure on domestic economy! [All exit except
ViADIMIR and LYDIA.]

DUETTO.

VLADIMIR.
I fear to think what is her destiny
With dread and doubt
I think what will the ending be;
What will it be?

FATINITZA.

Lypra.
I fear to think what fate shall be.
What is my destiny?
What will of all the ending be?
The case a serious look doth wear;
But I'm not ready to despair:
Amid so many griefs
Some joy doth still remain, —
One friend I shall retain!

VLADIMIR.
Now honor commands: thy lips unseal!
This love doth withstand: No, not yet reveal!
What shall I do or say?
Which shall I heed ? which voice obey?

Lybpi1a.
Here are the gems, the robe, and veil,
Costly, charming. Wilt thou begin
My hair to smooth and dress?

VLADIMIR.
Break not, O heart! thy grief repress!

Lypia.
Thy string of pearls becomes me well.
Wilt lend me your aid?

VLADIMIR.
With all m / heart I’ll be your maid.

Lypia.

Let us begin!
VLADIMIR.

You are obeyed.

LyYDpIA.
But, ah! be careful what you do!
Ah, such trembling movements nothing will avail!
Her hand is all unskilled; ’tis plain
She knows not how: her efforts only fail;
She tries, but loses time in vain.
The cause of such a trembling hand
I cannot understand:
If she knows not the way,
I’ll dress myself to-day.

VLiADIMIR.
Such trembling movements nothing will avail, &e.

LYDIA.
Well, then, will you be so kind
As to lend me now your hand
To arrange this pretty garland on my hair?
Now tastefully these pearls arrange for me.

VLADIMIR.
Ah, she will drive me mad, I see!

LyDpIA.
This diadem is rich and rare:
"Tis welll now, come! let’s finish now! ’tis growir g
late.

VLADIMIR.
Yes, yes! I’'m here, and will not make you wait.

Lyp1a and VLADIMIR.
But, ah| be careful what you do |

ViADIMIR.
No more, no more! I’m not with silence gifted.

LypIa.
What’s coming now ? what would you say ?

VLADIMIR.
I will the truth no more conceal.

Lypia.
Explain — what would you say?
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VLADIMIR.
Howe’er my future it may mould,
I have resolved it must be told!

Lyp1a.
What mystery dost conceal ?
Come, speak! the truth reveal.

VLADIMIR.
Fraternal love burns within me,
And inspires me to tell you here,
Pray I now for Vladimir.

Lypia.
What is thiz mystery he will reveal to me ?

V0LADIMIR.
Wlo with Jove wastes away,
Asks that thy heart pity should sway;
He ne’er hath courage found to reveal his affection,
But hides the fire profound that he feels from de-
tection.
If softly thy tender heart is waking,
To thoughts of love so true, ah, yes!
He will see it, he will know,
He will listen and will hear
[f love should hope, not fear!
Look on him with pitying eye,
And do not a pardon to him deny, —
To him who such love doth on thee bestow, —
And that brother, that brother am 1!

Lypi1A.
Ah, what hear I ?
[ seem to dream,
And fear that all may not be true!
[s he with me ?
What rapture in a thought so new!
[ seem to dream!

VLADIMIR.

’Tis like a dream!
She’s here with me!
Ah, yes! she’s still with me!

Bora.
Fate turns now kindly from sorrows past;
Hope beckons me on with a smile at last;
Sweet voices of faith from above
1 hear softly whispering words of love:
The hour of sorrow’s past,
And love doth smile at last.

VLADIMIR.
And may I hope then ?

Lyp1a.
Who asks for little may yet hope for more!

Bors.
Voices whisper words of love.

[At the close of duet, LYDIA exit.
has conducted LYDIA to door, stands a moment

VLADIMIR, who

gazing afler her. The four women enter softly.]

Nursipamn.

Come, sisters, we cannot allow our lord and mas-
ter to take this Christian maiden as wife. Come,
let us scratch out her eyes. Ah! Revenge! re-
venge |

Tae TEREE OTHERS.
Revenge | revenge!

VLADIMIR.
For heaven’s sake, ladies, don’t come to blows!
You are beside yourselves with rage. I compre-
hend the situation, and sympathize with yeu.

! mates.
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NuRe:DAH.
What, Christian maiden! yon, too, hate your
companion ?
V5iADIMIR.
Hate? Quite the contrary!

NURSIDAR.
Perhaps you would like to put yourself in her
place.
VLADIMIR.
No, upon my honor! Hear me, charming play-
A hundred thousand piasters shall be yours
if you help to set us free, — her and me.

Nursipamn.
A hundred thousand piasters!

DionaA.
And we would be rid of them both!

VLADIMIR.

But it must be soon — this very day. I give you
my word of honor as an officer that you shall re-
ceive the money.

NuUrsIDAR.

Your word of honor as an officer?

VLADIMIR.

Quite right. The word of honor which an offi-
cer over yonder has given to me, —a Russian lieu-
tenant.

NURSIDAH.

Whom you love?

VLADIMIR.
Unspeakably! He and I are one in body and
soul! '
NURSIDAR.
And he has many women in his harem?

VLADIMIR.

Unfortunately he has not. Occidental civiliza-
tion stupidly forbids a cavalry officer driving such
a charming four-in-hand as you before his chariot
of life.

ZULEIEA.

But what shall we do ?

VLADIMIR.
Find us some means of escape. As I have said,
a hundred thousand piasters are yours.

NURSIDAH.
You can trust in me: I will save you.

Arr Four.
You can trust in all of us.

VLADIMIR.
Most glorious!
Drona.
But can we trust in you?

VLADIMIR.
Upon my honor!
BEsikA.
Honor? You are a woman!

VLADIMIR.
Perhaps not so much as you think* and, if it will
win your confidence, then listen! TIhe Princeas
uydia is worshipped by a young Russian!

ZULEIKA.
And *his Russian, — where is he?

VLADIMIR.
Not far from here.
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ALL. Where? where?

VeApiMiR. Will you swear to assist him?
ALL. We swear!

ViaADpIMIR. Well, then!

SEXTETTE.—VLADIMIR.

Well, then!
myself !

THE WoMEN. Ha! A man! a man! Is it true?
VLADIMIR (aside). They’re all half crazed !

ALL Four, Aman! A man! Isittrue?
VLADIMIR. So much amazed!

ALL. With us he’s jesting.

V0LADIMIR. They're whispering.

ALL. You are untruthful,

VviaApIMIR. And smiling.

ALL. It cannot be—no!

VLADIMIR.
Like startled doves, affrighted,
These women fly, excited,
If you breathe the name of man—
They go circling around in their flight,
But soon alight,
Recovered from their fright.
ALL FOUR,
We closely scan.
Is she a man ?
What then are we? no! no!

So know—that young Russian—is

NURSIDAH.
Thou a man? It cannot be!
Face and form say “no,” you see.
Rosy cheeks, like those you wear—
Man ne’er boasted such a pair!
Rosy cheeks, like those you bear,

Men don’t wear—no! Ha, ha, ha, &c.
Thou a man? It cannot be!

ALL FOUR.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
Thou a man? It cannot be!

DIONA.

Thou a man? No, say not so0;
"Twould be falsehood, lies, you know.
Little feet, like those you own,
Are, thank heav’n, for us alone!
Little feet, like those you own,
Are ours alone, yes! Ha, ha, ha, &c.
Thou, a man? No, say not so !

ALL FOUR.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! &c.
ZULEIKA,
Thou a man? No, ’tis not true;
Men could never laugh like you !
Merry glance, like that you throw,
Eye of man could never show !
Merry glance, like that you throw,
Men ne’er show, no ! a, ha, ha! &c.
Thou a man? No, ’tis not true !

ALL Four.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c.
BESIKA.

Thou 2 man? It makes me laugh!
Where do men have e’en the h
Such a charming mouth as this,
With such coral lips to kiss ;
Such a charming mouth as this—
Made to kiss, no! Ha, ha, ha! &c.
Thou a man ¢ It makes me laugh!

ALL FoOUuUR.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Thou a man, &c.
VLADIMIR.

To many charms and graces
You are pleased to find in me;
Half those your fancy traces
Might well make me vain, you see !
You err; come touch me bravely,
Proof you’ll find I’'m not a Miss;
Then on each mouth I'll naively
Leave a kiss !

ALL FOUR.

Ah, yes! a kiss thus offered,

As a proof of sex may serve ;

A young man’s lips will swiftly

Send a thrill through every nerve !

So, if your lips are not like ice,

But like a bright flame burn,

That you’re a young man, sweet and nice,

To doubt no more, we’ll learn.

NURSIDAH & DIONA.
Come, kiss me now !

ZULEIKA & BESIKA.
Without delay.
ALL.

The riddle’s key thou’lt quickly show
If thou art a man or no.

LYDIA.

(Dressed in Turkish costume, enters hurriedly.)
Hold up !
ALL FOUR (angrily).
I'd like to see what right has she
To thus prohibit this fair exhibit,
That goes forsooth, to show the truth—
Our mouths just missing the proffer’d kissing. Why?

LyYDIA.

Because I have the right,

And he is greedy, quite.

Now cease this vain contention,
About a foolish flirt;

No kisses or caresses
Must you from me divert!

ALL FOUR.

If true, pray tell us why?
LyDIA.
I try to conceal in vain
The flame that within me is burning bright;
To him I devote all my love’s sweet pain
Of this fond, and this only delight.

VLADIMIR.

O gentle heart, to thee

I’ll ever faithful be;

Thou openest heaven to me,
More ask I not from thee.

VLADIMIR & LYDIA.

No more I ask or wish from thee,
Ever true to thee my heart shall be !
ALL FOUR.
We clearly see, no doubt remains;
From every claim we set you free.
A pledge of friendship, be this right hand!

Lypia.
That heaven have pity, let us now demand
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ALL.
When at evening, friendly shadows
Shroud the skies with their dark veil,
Then the work must be accomplished ;
With strong hearts it cannot fail.
Keep on guard, with courage steeled,
Be our plans with care concealed,
So that nothing be revealed.
E’er the day is o’er
Shall freedom smile on us once more.
ZULEIKA (giving a key).
With this key unlock the wicket,
Of the cloister, near the thicket.

BESIKA.
Down the stairway, softly, mind you;
You will in the garden find you.

NURSIDAH.
Easy passage then you’ll get
On the river, frozen yet.
ALL.

If the darkness us avail,
In our work we cannot fail ;
Strong in heart, bold in deed,
In this work we’ll succeed.

\After the Sextette all exit. When the stage is
emply MUSTAPHA enters and looks around.)

MusTAPHA.
Nobody here; so much the better.
Bring in the Russian envoys!
[Two officers enter, leading HARDY and STEIPANK
blindfolded between them.]

HArpY.

Ah! [saluting.] Salem aleikum! Have the hon-

or! What? nobody here?
STEIPANN.

Ah, Mr. Hardy! there is some kind of a Mussul-

man back there.
HARDY (salutes several times).

Effendi! salem aleikum ! Allah, il Allah! Rahat

lekum.

[Calls out]

[MusTAPHA does not move. ]
HArpY.

My supply of Turkish is exhausted. Steipann,
suppose you try.

STEIPANN.

I know only three Turkish words. Rachi, pillaw,
and bakshish ; that last meaning a fee. Suppose
we try that. [Bawls out] Bakshish!

MusTAPHA (comes quickly forward with a servile

salaam).

Effendim ?

HARrpY.

The word ‘¢ fee’” has a wonderful effect in all
languages. [70 MusTaAPHA] Where is his excel-
lency?

MusTAPHA.

You will soon be permitted to sun yourselves in
his presence!

HARrDY (to MUSTAPHA).

And may I be permitted to ask in whose pres-
ence I am sunning myself at present?

MUusTAPHA.
I am Mustapha, guardian of the harem.
Harpy.
O fortunate man! So the care of the many
better halves of his excellency is entrusted to you.

MUSTAPHA.
Evett! Yes!

VL0LADIMIR (enters).
His voice! It is he, with Steipann! Hardy, my
dear old boy ! how are you?

STEIPANN (aside).
Holy Petrovitch! the lieutenant!
MusTAPHA (swinging his whz’p%.
Allah kerim! Apart, apart! March in there,
bold girl! or —
STEIPANN.
Beg pardon | but, my dear Kislar aga!—

MUSTAPHA.

Silence, Giaour! It would cost me my head if his
excellency should learn that the sanctity of his
harem had been violated.

HARDY (presses a coin into his hand ; leads him aside.
In undertone).

Hush! Make no fuss about it. She is my sweet-
heart.

MUSTAPHA.

I understand.

VLADIMIR (lakes him aside. In undertone).

Don’t make any fuss about it: I am his sister.

MusTAPHA.

Impossible!

STEIPANN (as VLADIMIR and HARDY embrace onee
more, takes MUSTAPHA aside. In undertone).

Let up a little, Moslem : she is his wife. [Gives

him money.]
MusTAPHA (astonished).

Allah kerim! His sister, his sweetheart, and the

mother of his children. Oh these Muscovites!

VLADIMIR (in undertone to HARDY).
You come with ransom for Lydia and me. Hold
Mustapha’s attention for a moment: I want to
speak a word with Steipann. [Calls] Steipann!

v

STEIPANN.
Lieutenant! — fairest Fatinitza, I meant to say.

HaArpY (approaches MUSTAPHA; takes him by the
arm).
We will leave them by themselves a moment,
Effendi. He is her long-lost father!

MUuUSTAPHA.
Allah bilier! What relations!

ViapiMIr (has been with STEIPANN at background,
where they have spoken animatedly together, and
shown him the key secretly. In undertone).

Here is the key.

STEIPANN.

I understand, lieutenant! I thought I would
bring your uniform along, in case you wanted it.

MuUsTAPHA.
Allah kerim! The Pasha is coming!

Away,
maiden! away to your chamber!

VLADIMIR.
I have told Steipann every thing. Now, try te
send him back to our camp as soon as possible.

MusTAPHA.
Away, or we are all lost!

VLADIMIR.
Now, take care, and be vigilant.

MUSTAPHA.
Off with you now, or we shall lose our heads!
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[Vi \DIMIR ezit. IzzET PASHA appears in back-

ground.]

MUSTAPHA.
The Russian envoys, your highness!

IzzeET (nods condescendingly).
Kosh geldin! you are welcome! [7o Musra-

V HA, without turning his head] Mustaphal

MUSTAPHA.
Effendim ?

IzzeT (as before).
Coffee! tobacco! )

MUSTAPHA.
Kafedshi! Chibudshi!

1zzET.
You have come, O stranger, to offer me a ransom
for one of my prisoners.

HArpY.
For both of them, your highness.

Izzer.
Then you will be disappointed. I shall retain
the charming Lydia for myself. As for the other,
she is nothing to me.

HARrDY (aside).
So much the more to the general.

IzzeT.
I will return her—in exchange for money, of
purse. Now, waat do you offer for Fatinitza?

HArpDY.
Ahem!

MusTAPHA (sfeals to 1zZET — whispers quickly).
Your highness, she is his wife.
IzzeT (aside).

Then I will press him.

Harpy.
Well, your highness, I think a thousand rubles

is plenty for her.

IzzeT.

Oh, she is worth more than five times that sum!

HarDY.
Five thousand rubles ?
jesting. I will give two thousand.

IzzET.
Four thousand: those are bottom figures !

HArpy.
Then I guess we’ll let you keep her, and wel-
me, your highness!
IzzET.
I keep your wife?

HARrpY.
She has a lot of faults: her greatest is a total
ek of womanly qualities.

Allah, il Allah!

1zzeT.

In spite of that she will cost you thirty-five hun-
dred. But I will give up Lydia at no price. Her
Kismet willed that she should fall to me, and she
shall never have cause to regret it.

HARDY.
Kismét?

IzzET.
Yes, Kismét,— Mussulman for fate.

Your highness must be | [

HArpY.
Ah, T understand!

IzzET.
We go it blind on Kismét.

Harbpy.

Well, then, will your highness atlow me to de-
spatch this good man [indicating STEIPANN] with a
letter to Count Kantchukoff, whom I must inform
of your inexorable will?

IzzET.
You may. [Calls as before] Mustaphal

MusTAPHA (comes forward).
Effendim ?
IzzeT (in undertone).
Have this man conducted with bandaged eyes as
far as the river.

And the other?

MuSTAPHA.

IzzeT.
Remains my guest.

HARrDY (writes. In undertone).
Now, Steipann, tell the general six thousand men
are not enough: we need twenty thousand.

STEIPANN.
All right, sir.
[MusTarHA blindfolds him and leads him away.]

IzzET.
Until the return of the Muscovite, O stranger!
you shall partake of Izzet Pasha’s hospitality.
[Claps his hands. ]

SERVANT (enters).
Eftendim?
1zzET.
[Servant ers:.\

Champagne !

HArpYy {(aswe).

Three claps of the hand mean champagne in
Turkish. I must make a note of that! [Aloud]
I had an idea that wine was forbidden to Mussul-
mans |

IzzeT.

Champagne is no wine.

HArpy.
O veuve Cliquot! could you only hear that?
Two servants bring two pails of ice with champagne=
bottles, and also two very handsome beer-schooners.]

Harpy.
What is champagne, then, if it is not wine?

IzzET.
Yellow soda-water.

HArpY (looks wonderingly at the size orf the glasses)-
Schooners! [Drinks.] Very good

IzzeT (drinks; grows merrier).
And if it were wine I wouldn’t care a fig. T
am a reform Turk! [Drinks.] Haha! reform is
a good word! How do you like it, stranger?

Harpy.

First class, your highness; but I will no longsr
remain a stranger to you. I am Julian Hardy, as
American journalist.

IzzET.

Ah! from America ?
HArpy.
Yes. Shall I tell you something about my coun

try ?




“ KISMET"” DUET BY THE PASHA AND THE REPORTER.

(PATENT APPLIED FOR.)
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IzzET.

Very fine sentiments, and I sympathize with
them. And so you are an Effendi—who—

HARDY.

Who knows, sees, hears, and listens to every-
thing ; puts it on paper; ventilates every question.

IzzeT.

A paper ventilator! Aha!

HARDY.
You've said it, Pasha !

IzzeT.
Well, and are you going to ventilate me ?

HARDY.

The article is ready in my head,—* Izzet Pasha,
or the Practical Reform Turk.”

1zzET.
Very good! Here’s to you, Hardy Effendi !
HARDY.

The same to you, old boy. You’re a trump of a
Pasha! You are making a heaven of earth! What
splendid champagne! What an enchanting exist-
ence! And this AZsmé?, this delightful Kisméz /

1zzET.

Yes, Kismét,—neck or nothing.

DUET—“KISMETY

I1zzET.

Every author is, at beginning,
Hopeful ever, hopeless never |

HARDY.
Every maiden, is at beginning,
Timid ever, brazen never |

I1zzET.

If then the world the author hisses,
That is his Kismét !

HARDY.

If then the maid risks all in kisses,
That is her Kismét!

IzzET.
If then with trials his life doth fill,

HARDY.
And she for kisses seeking still,

IzzET.
He’ll say—
HARDY.
She’ll say—
BoTtH.

Kismét! Kismét!

I1zzET.

Every bride is at first beginning,
Loving ever, saucCy never|
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HARDY.
Every husband is at beginning,
Happy ever, ugly never!
[zZET.

But when the upper hand she’s taking,
That is her Kismét !

HARDY.

He sometimes feels his head is aching,
That is his Kismét!

IzzET.
And yet, while showing her teeth at will,

HARDY.
And he, while rubbing his poor head still,

I1zzET.
She’ll say

He’ll say

HARDY.

BoTH.
Kismét !

BoTH (Zogether).

Kismét !

Modes and women, both are fate—
Ever changeful alike are they;
Drain the cup of joy to-day;
Don’t delay, love away !
Who knows what may be soon his Kismét?
Kismét !

HARrpDY.
Oh, what a pity, Pasha, that the Koran forbids
vou to show me your harem !

IzzrT.
The Koran forbids nothing of the sort!

HARDY.

What! Really?
IzzET.

Haha! No, of course not!
lems made the rule ourselves.

[Merrier.] We Mos-

HArpy.
Well, if that is so, brother Pasha, then—you
know — just give me an introduction to your wives.

Izzer.
That wouldn’t do.

HArpY.

Only think what a chance it is to make you fa-

mous! When I sling off an article, ¢ Izzet Pasha’s
Harem, the Practical Reform Turk > —

Yok! yok!

I1zzET.
That wouldn’t be bad.

HArDY.
I will call you the finest connoisseur of feminiue
bean.'v.

Haha!

1zzET.
That’s just what I am — you bet!

HArpY.
I will describe the charms of each wife in the
most enthusiastic and poetical style.

|
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IzzeT.

That would be fame. It will be a good adver.
tisement, — give me a chance to sell the whole four
of them. The women are about as good as nmew!
So you shall see them, brother.

HARrDY.

That’s right! Trot ’em out, old boy!

IzzeT.
But simply look at them.
simply loo# at them!

Remgmber now,

HaArbpy.
I understand. In ourexhibitions it always says,
¢t Please do not handle the goods.”’

IzzET.
Yes, that’s what I meant!
times. |

Effendi!

[Claps his hands three
MusTAPHA (enters).

IzzET.
The women !

[MUSTAPHA takes a set of four bells, each of a differ
ent tone, whick he sounds during the following. ]

IzzeT (to HARDY).
ou shall see how a wise wife knows the
er own bell.

Now
tone of

Harpy.
By Jove! they are trained like dogs in a cireas!

BELL SEXTETTEF.

NURSIDAH (enters).
Bells so silvery, thy sweet ringing
On us calls to be near at hand;
And each fair one is springing
To obey our Pasha’s new command.

HARDY.
Thus veiled, they all are alike now to me,
I1ZZET.
This is Nursidah,—a trifle dear ;
Six thousand crowns paid I for her.
ZULEIKA. Bells so silvery, &c.
Harpy. If I mistake not, the lady is fair.
IzzET.
This is Zuleika, both fair and ripe,
For her I did exchange a Turkish pipe.
NURSIDAH & ZULEIKA.
How kind he seems ! how gallant and gay !
The stranger hath a right pleasant way.

HArDY. Of envy, worthy you well may be.
IzzET. Just wait a bit—there’s more to see.
HaArpy. I seem to wander and gaze in a dream.

1zzET
This is Diona, to me of worth;
She came to honor my day of birth

BESIKA (enters).
Silver bell voice, &c. (4s before.)

HArDY. A pxquant set,
In faith, is this quartette !
IzzET. Besika had I in change, well suited,
For one that left lmr(, and thus scootedl
HARDY.
I envy you, as I said before,

How, with so much, can you ask for more ?

THE Four WIVES.
How kind he seems, &c. (4s defore.)
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1zzET.

Witl, open mouth he stands—

He looks with surprise at this.

Rolling his eyes in ecstasies:

Therefore, it can’t be gainsaid,

Without compare, the choice is made.
Allah! Allah!

All these fair beauties my treasures are |

HARDY.
How charming a view is this,
That fills the eyes with ecstasies!
With exquisite forms, I find—
Graceful beyond compare, and kind.
Allah! Allah!
I’d like, most certain, to be a Pasha!

THE Four WIVES.

Ah! see how surprised he is !

With his eyes fixed in ecstasies !

All, gallantly, doth he find,

Amiable, charming, fair and kind !
Allah! Allah!

Leave us not, stranger, now for the war.

IzzET.

He the press makes his profession,
Everything knowing, sees all that’s going;
Of views as artist gives expression;
Wisdom e’er showing, judgment bestowing.
I would have him see you all :

Rise and let your veils down fall.

HARDY (dazzled).

Ha! How charming a view, &c. (As defore.)

THE Four WIvES & SLAVES.
Ah! see how surprised he is, &c. (A4s defore.)

1zzeET.

Ah! what says he?

Like a statue he stands! Ha!

How seems it? Have you gazed yet enough?
Of rarest types they are all, indeed !

(Zo the wives.)

Dost love me alone?
Come, speak out, is it true ?

WIVES (shaking their heads negatively).
Yes! Yes!

1zzET.
They affirm it!
HARrDY.

Would kisses from others
Give pleasure to you?

WIVES (nodding affirmatively).
No! No!

1zzET.
They deny it.

HARDY.
Virtue is active?

WIVES (negattvely shaking heads).
Yes! Yes!

HARDY.
And men attractive ?

WIVES (nodding).
No! No!

HARDY.
You like flirtation?

WIVES (shaking their heads)
Yes! Yes:

HARDY.
Mystification ?

WIVES (nodding).
No! No!

HARDY.
In this case, they’re not amiss—
We refuse, but the #o still means yes /
If the other way we go,
We assent, but the yes still means »#o/
Many times, as you’ll guess,
No is close beside the yes /
IzZET.
Ah, women’s the same still, wherever you go,
She winks to you yes, while she says to you 7o /
The difference between them, amounts but to this:
They say to you zo, but intend it for yes /
No variation lies
In nationalities ;
From Caucasus to Chili, they’re the same !

CHORUS.

Say a yes for a 7o, a no for a yes—
This is the common way with us !

MUSTAPHA.
The festival your highness ordered is ready.

1zzET.
Then bring fair Lydia to me;
The festival’s sunshine must she be.

HARDY (aside).
’Tis almost time for our friends to come.

(MUSTAPHA opens the doors. LYDIA enters, at-

lended by slaves.)
1zzZET.

Now for the Karagois.

HARDY.
What is that ? if I may ask.

1zzET.

Karagois is a shadow play—the comedy of the

Moslem.
HARDY.

Aha! By Jove! I breathe freer! What luck!
What splendid material for descriptive writing!
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LyYDIA (underfone fo HARDY).
Let us pray that the plan of our friends may
succeed.
HARDY (the same).
It is almost time for them. Has Vladimir told
you all, princess ?

LypiA. He has. But now we must be silent.
1zzET (aloud). Where is Massaldshi?
MASSALDSHI (reader of the story to the play.)
Here, exalted sir !

Izzer. Begin!

(Zhe stage is darkened in front. The curtains in
background are opened, revealing a white sheet
strelched so as to show the shadows from behind.)

MASSALDSHI (reciting).

“Ben-Jemin and Suréma ” is the title of the pla

With which I’ll entertain you, if so you wish, to-day.

Disturb not my recital by noise or questions tame,

And if you’ve aught to speak of—well keep still all
the same.

Suréma, lovely daughter of Jussuf, the Kabyle,

A child whose sixteen summers did many charms
reveal—
Fell deep in love!
she gave,
Was Ben-Jemin, the handsome, who was, in fact,
her slave.

But he had no suspicion where she her love had
placed,

Ne’er dreamed that he, her servant, was as her idol
graced.

He was so cold, that anger awoke within her heart;

What dame would not be wrathful at such neglect-
ful part?

She shrewdly thus addressed him, “ How crimson
is your cheek !

You seem unwell and troubled ; if ill, what ails you?
speak !

I judge that you are feverish, from your unsteady
gait;

Sit down near me and rest you, and all your griefs
relate.”

A Hebrew was Ben-Jemin, Ben-Jochem’s son, they
say;

Alarmgd,——of spies suspicious,—he turned and ran
away.

Surprised, enraged, Suréma to angry words gave
vent ;

Such contumelious action she must and would
resent.

She cried, “ You bashful Jew boy, hold up, stop, be
a man!”

The loved one kept on running, and after him she
ran.

Two aged, pious ladies o’erheard what had occurred,

And rushed to tell the father, with manya damning
word,

What they themselves had witnessed from their
retreat near by.

The prince, at first, believed not that his daughter
was so sly,

But when they had convinced him, enraged by
what he heard,

He smote all thicgs about him, and tore his hair
and beard.

Of his wild beasts, the keeper, a darkey called he
there,

The object to whom her heart
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With many an angry gesture, and many a vengeful
air;

He whisper’d something fearful in his astonish’d ear,

And then his heart grew calmer, his voice more
soft and clear.

Suréma found it irksome, and could not long
endure

To be angry with her loved one for what he could
not cure;

The fire within her bosom could not be quenched
at will,

So she made to Ben confession that she adored
him still.

But scarcely had the lovers begun to taste their
bliss,

And lose their wits and senses in many a loving
kiss,

When with roarings loud, terrific, that through the
still air rung,

Two wild beasts from the thicket rushed out, and
towards them sprung.

(BEN-JEMIN and SUREMA flee with genuine screams
of terror. KANTCHUKOFF and STEIPANN appear
as shadows with swinging sabres.)

Izzer. Two Russians! the playis new and good
Make those wild beasts appear—
That would not be so bad !

LyD1A (aside). At last!
Izzer. Go on there; don’t you interrupt!
LyDIA (softly). On us it smiles again, sweet liberty !

Izzer. The play is good ; ah, ha!
'Tis good, and makes me laugh!

RUSSIANS (outside). Hurrah! Hurrah!

LypiA. Come onward! By your bold deeds
The victory is completed.

Izzer. What’s that noise—that disturbance ?

LyDiA. Now forward ! O soldiers brave !
My heart exults within me !

RussiaNs. Hurrah! Hurrah!
CHoOrvUS. Hurrah! Hurrah!
I1zzeT & Turks. Allah! Allah!

VLADIMIR (enters dressed as an officer).
Julian, relief now is here !

Lydia,

RUSSIANS (ensemile).

Russia, now, in all her splendor shines!
Turks. Allah! on these Russian traitors fall!
GENERAL KANTCHUKOFF. Surrender! resist

ance is in vain. Let nobody stir from the spot.
Izzer. This is my Kismét.
VLADIMIR (kiding behind HARDY).
ven’s sake, don’t let him recognize me !
GENERAL. Where is ske? Where is Fatin-
itza ?
HarDy. Fatinitza has been carried off.
GENERAL. Fatinitza carried off ? Just wait,
Pasha! for that I annex all your wives !

ZULEIKA. Exalted sir, we shall folow you with
pleasure. (Z¢ Izzetr.) That shall be your pun.
ishment, you reform Turk !

THE OTHER WOMEN.
Yes!

IzzET.

For hea-

Evett! Evett! Yes

Mustapha, persuade them !
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MUSTAPHA.

To hear is to obey! [About to use his whip.]
GENERAL KANTCHUKOFF (striking MUSTAPHA
with the knout).

You son of a Turk ! [7o tke offi-
And you, Pasha,

Chorrt vasmi !
cers] Take the women with you.
the knout for you!

IzzET.
Oh, Kismét! Kismét!

ENSEMBLE,

LyprA & Four WIVES.

Oh, how through the golden haze,

Of joy, now stream the brilliant rays !

’Mid clashing of arms around.

Anthems from grateful hearts resound.
Ardor! valor! laurels and bays
Will crown these days.

I1zzET.
Oh! Oh!
That infernal Kismét !
Oh! Allah! Oh!

KANTCHUKOFF, HARDY & STEIPANN.

Ah, yes ! the whiplash !

So well to the back ’tis adjusted !
All form now in line—
Every corporal,

Captains and majors all
Every general,
And the great Kantchukoff.

[CurTAIN.]

THIRD ACT,

CHIMES OF PEACE.

Odesza. In the summer-palace of Gen. Kantschukoff.

(When the curtain rises, LYDIA with the four
women hasten across the scene on balcony. Al
gaze fixedly off R., and wave their handkerchiefs.

YDIA comes forward, while the four women re-
main in the background.)

BELL ARIA.

LyDIA.

Holy bell! whose peal outringing

Joy is bringing, I feel it flinging

O’er us its spell |

~end thy peace throughout the nation,
The consolation

Of weary hearts.

Chime on gaily; for thy ringing

Hope renewed imparts:

But amid the joy can I rejoice?

Comes to me sweet peace with soothing voice ?
Feels my soul in sorrow:

Calm will be the morrow;

Hope and faith smile again.

To this heart will fate my love restore?
W hen shail T again his face behold ?

FATINITZA.

Will his smile illvme this life once more,
Dry my tears that fall untold?

Will those tones to heaven ascending
Bear a word of love for me?

[L¥DIA seats kerself. The four women come forward.
STEIPANN (limps in with a cane).

A guest!
AvL (Joyfully).
Vladimir! Vladimir! ey

STEIPANN.
No: his friend, the newspaper-man!

Lybpia.

What fortune! Perhaps he brings glad news.

HARDY (enters).
At first glad news, I live; then gladder news, Ae
lives; then the gladdest news of all, he is close by!

Four WoMEN.
Allah kerim ! he lives |

STEIPANN.
He lives!
LyDIA.
At last, certainty: he lives!

Harpy.

I hastened to come on before, princess, that I
might find out the truth about a certain rumor, -—
that you are betrothed to a Prince Terchi — Shwer-
chi— (Sneezes) Hachoo!

LyDIA.
Swertikoff!

Harpy.
Swertikoff — correct. Is that true?

Lyp1a.
Yes and no! My uncle, who has won over the
Grand Duchess Imanovna, wants me to marry him!

Harpy.

Poor Vladimir!

LypIA.

Rather say, ¢ Poor Swertikoff;’” for I will never

marry him, never!
HARDY.

Good enough! Well, Vladimir has deserved
ou. With the name Lydia on his lips he wrought
eroic deeds at Plevna. You know 1 was with the

Russians all through the siege.

STEIPANN (grumbling to himse
Chorrtu! A reporter there, while
to his maimed foot).

l{z— (pointing

HARrpDY.
Well, Steipann, how goes it?

STEIPANN.
Miserably, miserably! as you see. The devilish
Turkish bullet! But the fair princess has taken
good care of me here in the general’s palace.

Harpy.

Well, how 'is the old gentleman? I hope the
course of events has made him forget the divine
Fatinitza?

LyYDIA.

On the contrary he is possessed with the idea of
finding his love again; and only in order to find
an excuse to talk constantly about Fatinitza did
he allow me to take these poor women into the
palace.
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HArpy.

What! The lovely collection from Izzet Pasha’s
harem in a Russian edition? (79 Lyp1a) So the
old gentleman is determined to marry you off this
very day. I see it is high time that we should
take an active part.

Lypia.
But how?
HArpY.
I hardly know how myself as yet.

pann!
Sir?

[Calls] Stei-
STEIPANN.

HAaArpy.
Announce me to the general.

STEIPANN.
The general is announcing himself. He has been
so ever since the days of Rustchuk. Come, girls,
let us get out of his way!

GENERAL KANTCHUKOFF (enters).

Chorrt vasmi!! Ten thousand lashes with the
knout for this scamp of a chamberlain! What did
I say?—ten thousand? No, twenty thousand —
a hundred thousand — with the knout/

HARDY. :
Ah, I see that our friend the general is as strong
at his decimals as he was when before Rustchuk.

GENERAL (enraged).
[Sees HArDY; calms down.] What!
PVarml_z/] Ah, my dear friend! welcome

Rustchuk!
Hardy?
to Odessa

HARrpY.

Thank you, general!

GENERAL.
What happy accident brings you hither to-day?

HARrDY.
I came on with a part of the Plevna corps to
describe their reception home. Six columns by

cable!
GENERAL.
Good! Now you can be a witness; but, first, a
word to my niece. Lydia Imanovna!l

LyYDIA.
Uncle?

GENERAL.
Your betrothed, the Prince Swertikoff, has as-
gembled himself in the reception-saloon. It is my
wish that you welcome him.

Lypia.

But, uncle!

GENERAL.

Don’t contradict: you know me! Your betroth-
al is an act of gratitude on my part. Forty years
ago he saved my life, when I was a lieutenant in
the Caucasus. '

HArpy.

If my computations are correct, then the youth-
flll(ll bridegroom must be at least fifty-eight years
old.

GENERAL (with satisfaction).

You undervalue him. He is sixty-four. A
brave man! In saving me, he lost an eye; and a
fragment of a shell took away the greater part of
nis left ear, and made him nearly deaf.

HARrpY.
If he is a shelled ear, he must be a cob.

Lypra.
And you will marry me to such an ancient ruin?

GENERAL.

He is one of the best fellows in all Russia. In
the good old days of serfdom he owned sixty thou-
sand souls.

HARDY.

And not much of a body.

LyYDIA.
I feel no calling to act the part of ivy to this
ruin.
GENERAL.
Sorry for you; but you must marry him.

Lypi1a.
I shall scratch out both his eyes

GENERAL.
Impossible! he has only one eye.

Lyur1a.
Uncle, you are a monster!

GENERAL.
Many have told me that; but somehow I eould
never believe it.
Lyp1a.
I shall carry my case to the Czar.

GENERAL.
You can do that after the wedding, Lydia
Imanovna. I have given my word to Swertikoff.
You know me: so go and welcome him.

Lypi1a.
Never |
HARDY (in undertone).
Obey him, princess; and in the mean while I
will try to bring the old gentleman around.

GENERAL.
Do not work me up, Lydia, —and go! Welcome
Swertikoff, [calls after] and don’t forget, — he can
only hear with his right ear!

LypiAa.
Well, I will scream such an energetic ‘‘ no” into
it, that that also shall be made deaf. [Ezit.]

Harpy (aside).
Fatinitza must help us again. [Aloud] May I
know, general, your reason for marrying off the
princess so summarily?

GENERAL.
You know it already, sir.

HARrpY.
B2
GENERAL.
Fatinitza is the reason.

HARDY (astonished).
Oh!
GENERAL.
Yes, my friend, you know that Fatinitza disap-
peared on that day, and left no trace behind her.

HArpy.
I remember. [Aside’ Because she was trans-
formed back to Vladimir.

GENERAL.
Hassan Bey, that Turkish rascal, abducted ner.
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HARrDY.
So they say.
GENERAL.
I know where she went to.

Harpy.
I am curious to hear.

GENERAL.

I have offered a reward of one hundred thousand
silver rubles for her. These posters are to be seen
on every street-corner throughout the Orient.
All at once I received the tidings, ¢¢ She lives.”’

HaArpY
Really!
GENERAL.
And more: just imagine my insane joy! —she is
to be mine this very day.

HArDY.
Who?
GENERAL.
Why, Fatinitza

HARDY (aside).

Can it be that Vladimir is up to another of his
mad pranks?

GENERAL.

Vuika, the Bulgarian spy, — the brave fellow ! —
has discovered her. He has already written me
several letters, —this, this, and this here; and
ten minutes ago I received these lines. [7Throws
all the letters but one on to a table, trembling with ex-
citement.] Just imagine my unspeakable joy! He
writes — he writes : [attempts to read the letter] Your
Excellence — Your Excellence — Your — [7akes
off his specs.] 1 cannot read: the letters dance be-
fore my eyes for very joy! [Gives HARDY the
letter.]

HArpy.
Allow me, general. Vuika writes, —

LETTER DUETTINO.

(KANTCHUKOFF accompanies HARDY'S song with
animated gestures.)

HARDY (reading).

"Tis now three months that I have wandered,
Fair Fatinitza’s flight to trace—

In Cairo, Smyrna, gold I’ve squandered,
And touched at many another place.

And such a dog’s life, B;ne and dreary,
While seeking her, did I endure;

From land to land I travelled weary,
At last I found her, fast and sure.

GENERAL.
Olh, Fatinitza!
What handling rough thou didst endure!

HARDY.
And when Isaktscha was subjected,
The Harem, whence she disappeared ;
They sent her to Stamboul, dejected,
And sold her to a Cadi feared.

GENERAL.
Was sold to a Cadi whose eyes were bleared !

HARDY.
The Cadi failed, and off he scrambles—
The court condemned him in a flash !
They led her to the market shambles,
And left her tkere on sale, for cash |

FATINITZA.

GENERAL.
Oh, Fatinitza !
How much grief didst thou endure !

HARDY.
The old Bashaw of Negroponto,
Upon her threw his eyes one day;
He bought—not on his own account though—
And shipped her off to Tunis’ Bey !
The Bey, not long in glad possession,
Of indigestion died, they say ;
The son, who followed in succession,
To his Mushir gave her away !

GENERAL.
Oh, Fatinitza! how much, &c.

HARDY.
At raffle this Mushir did set her,
And Aghi-Aga drew the lot;
Next day i .r naught, or scarcely better,
He swapped her to a Sheik for shot!

GENERAL.
Put up in a raffle’s too hard a lot!

HARDY.
"Twas with this last one that I found her,
And quickly brought her here again;
'Tis strange, with such temptations ’round her,
She pure and faithful doth remain!

GENERAL.
Oh, Fatinitza !
My love redoubles in my breast!

HARDY.
His love redoubles in his breast!

BoTH.
Oh, Fatinitza! &c.

HARDY (aside).
I hardly know what to say to this. [Aloud]
According to this description Fatinitza appears to
have been in pretty brisk demand.

GENERAL.

But, in spite of all, she kept her troth, and with-
stood the blandishments of all Pashas, Mushirs,
and Muftis. And the steamer from Constantinople
is due to-day.

HARrDY (aside).
I shall await the next development with curi-
osity.
GENERAL.
And so I marry Lydia to the Prince Swertikoff
to get her out of my way.

HaArpY (aside).
Ahal
GENERAL.
You see, two women in the house, — that
wouldn’t work! But congratulate me.

HARrpY.
Certainly, general. I tender you my most heart-
felt sympathy, —only —
GENERAL.
Only? Chorrt vasmi! What reason is there fo:
an only ?
Harpy.
You have perhaps forgotten that Fatinitza has a
brother







Harbpr.
Well, so be it: all right!
But be punctual to your word!

VLADIMIR.

I swear to you by cross and sword,

Though distance did us part,

I was with thee mind and heart

"Mid the flash of the swords, meeting in bold hostile
encounter

When the flash of the trumpet-call sounded all else
above.

Hurrah! in the heart of the fray,

Girdled by blood, rapine, and slaughter,

I beheld, shining elear and bright,

The fair star of our love

FATINITZA.

And whether waves of battle-tide
Came by turns advancing on,
Or backward flowed on every side,
Still my thoughts were full of thee.
A voice in whisper said to me,
March forward fearlessly |
Now thy valor prove:
That standard-bearer free
Leading thee is love!
Forward, with sword in hand!
Smite the hostile band!
A heart indeed
Shall be the conqueror’s meed !

ALL.

March, &c.

MARCH FORWARD FEARLESSLY.
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s meed !

[L¥DIA ezit. VLADIMIR accompanies her.]
Harpy. !
Now, Vladimir, my boy, arm yourself with all
the pride of your manhood. The genera. 18 som-
ing. I will prompt you what to say.
GENERAL (enters).
Smoke! smoke!

Where?

S GENERAL.

The steamer which brings me my darling. A
hasten to meether. [Going, sees Vi.aviMIR.] Ha'
’tis she —no, he —she in the masculine, — Fati~
nitzo!
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FATINITZA.

Harpy (introducing him)
Lieut. Vladimir Samoiloff!

VLADIMIR (salutes).
General! ‘

General? Oh,
Brother-in-law!

GENERAL.
et out! none of that to me!
ome fto my arms, my boy!

Embraces him heartily. To HARDY] Does he
ow?

HaArpY.
No.

GENERAL.

Then do not swoon with joy, youngster: in a
ew minutes more you shall see her again.

VLADIMIR.
Whom?

GENERAL.
Why, Fatinitza, — your sister!

VLADIMIR.
I don’t believe it! I don’t believe it!

HARDY (in undertone to VLADIMIR).
You had better believe it!

GENERAL.
You shall know all! Of course you shall be my
adjutant with the rank of major.

VLADIMIR.
Major?
GENERAL.
Well, then, if that is not enough, I’ll make it
colonel.
VLiADIMIR (Joyfully)
Colonel! colonel! O general!

GENERAL.

You must be colonel willy

Dlsmi»l ine must be main-
ere with us; must

Say no more!
nilly! Chorrt vasmi!
tained. And you must live
never leave us.

VLADIMIR.

Oh, what happiness!

GENERAL.
But at first (ceremoniously), colonel, have you
parents?
VLADIMIR.
Alas, T am an orphan!

GENERAL.
So you are head of the family!

VLADIMIR.
Yes.

(GENERAL.

Then I have the honor to ask you for the hand
of your sister, Fatinitza.

HARDY (undertone).
Say no; say she is engaged.

VLADIMIR.
She is engaged.

GENERAL.
Oh, I’ll fix that! She loves me.

VYLADIMIR.
Impossible!

GENERAL.

Barbarian |

HARDY.
But, general, that is the way you serve the prin-

cess.
GENERAL.
That is quite another thing : I am her uncle.

VLADIMIR.
And I her brother.

GENERAL.
Oh, don’t be obstinate, colonel. Come! you con-
sent. Just help me out of this, Hardy. Fati-
nitza must be mine at any price. He may demand
what he will : I will consent.

HARDY (in undertone).
Ask for Lydia now.

VLADIMIR.
Dare I venture ?

GENERAL.
Venture all you want.

VLADIMIR.
You will be angry.

GENERAL.
I angry? Do I look like a man who would get
angry? [Wrathful.] Chorrtu! and when I say at
tha.t that I shall not be angry. Out with it!

VLADIMIR.
Well, then, I love the Princess Lydia Imanovna,
and ask for her hand.

GENERAL (enraged).
The brass of the fellow!

Chorrt vasmi ! A mis-
erable lieutenant presumes —
HaArpY.
But he is a colonel.
GENERALL.
Not yet. [Rushes at VLADIMIR in rage.] And

for his impertinence he shall —

HARrpy.
Look out ! you are getting excited.

GENERAL (calmer).

Oh, no! You see I am calm, very calm.
VLADIMIR.
Then you say yes.
GENERAL.
No! the marriage is impossible. My niece is
betrothed.
VLADIMIR.
So is Fatinitza.
GENERAL.
I am bound by my word.
VLADIMIR.
I too.
HARrDY.

Then how would it be if both gentlemen should
try to induce the respective bridegrooms to with-
draw ?

GENERAL.

Very well! Then kick your man out of doors.
VLiADIMIR.

You do the same with yours.
GENERAL.

Yes ; that is, no. I will find another way My
friend Swertikoff cannot demand that Lydia should

How can you compel your sister to

enter into a repulsive marriage ?

sacrifice herself to a deaf old jackass like him.
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VLADIMIR.
And Capt. Vasil is a too sensible man not to see
that if Fatinitza loves you —

GENERAL.
Yes, she does love me. And if you will swear —

VLADIMIR.
What, general ?

GENERAL.
That I shall Lave your sister —

VLADIMIR.
[f you can find her — yes!

GENERAL (aside).
I have her at hand.

HARrpy.
And if Fatinitza loves you —

GENERAL.
She loves me madly.

VLADIMIR.
And if she will say that in my presence —

GENERAL.
She will! she will!

VLADIMIR.
Then I will break off her engagement.

GENERAL. :
And I that of my niece—at once! [Runs to
door, and calls] Lydia!l

‘LYDIA enters in bridal dress, attended by the four
women. ]

GENERAL.
Come nearer, my child. What I have once deter-
mined stands fast, — fast as iron. No contradic-
tion! you shall not marry the Prince Swertikoff!

Lypia.
Why not, uncle?

GENERAL.

The fool is too old for you. You will please
make up your mind at once to marry Colonel Vladi-
mir Samoiloff, who, I have reason to believe, is
somewhat younger.

HArDY (undertone to L¥DI1A).
Refuse.

LypIa.
Marry him? Why?

GENERAL.

No why nor wherefore. You will please to love
him at once, and make him happy. Embrace
your betrothed! (In undertone to HarpY) They
must be married before Fatinitza arrives!

STEIPANN (enters R.).
The priest and the guests!

[Priest and guests enter.]

GENERAL.

Welcome! Here is the bride! here is the bride-
groom! Here you have my blessing; and now —
right-about face —march!—into the chapel with
you! When you are married, then I will introduce
my bride to you. (Aside) No doubt of it: these
tones announce the arrival of the fair Fatinitza!
[Goes to background ezcitedly. The wedding proces-
sion forms. ]

FATINITZA.

HARrDY (to VLADIMIR).
Make use of the favorable opportunity. 1 will
ward off the recoil! Have you still the engage-

ment-ring which the general placed on Fatinitza’s
finger?

. VLADIMIR.
Here it is. [ Gives it to him.]

Harpy.
Good enough! I will take care of the rest.

[Ezit hurriedly.]

GENERAL (who stands on the balcony, and beckons

aown below, calls back).

What! are you not coupled yet?
double-quick — march |

Forwards.

[The wedding procession marches into the chapel.]

FINALE.

(GENERAL K., VUIKA, Georgians, Russians, male
and female servants. Afterwards HARDY. At
last VLADIMIR, LYDIA, and guests. VUIKA enters
wilh chorus,; behind him four negro boys bearing
a palangquin, whick they hold above the false F A-
TINITZA, who is splendidly arrayed and closely
veiled.

GHORUS.

Praise and honors high!
To foreign charms we sing ;

Orders thus our chief commander!
From far distant shores, a Russ,
She has come to us.

Praises sing, and sweet flowers bring;

Orders thus our chief commander

In her face shines every grace,

Says the chief commander.
Virgin pure, of noble race,

Says the chief commander;
Bride, fresh and fair as she,

Or maiden, there cannot be—no!
Brightly her sweet smile beamed,
A warrior’s heart subduing};
Won by her modest mien,
Her smile was his undoing !
Fatinitza! Fatinitza!
To thy charms we praises sing ;
Honors and garlands of flowers to thee we brings
Thus orders our commander !

GENERAL (approaches the stranger).

At last I shall behold thy lovely face again.
Unveil her. Chorrt vasmi! K negress! Isit prs-
sible that you have grown black in the face all fox
love of me ? Fatinitza! is it you?

VUuIikA.
Her name is Fatinitza, sir: it is she.

HARrDY (enters).
No! it is not she! You are a pack of miserable
swindlers; for here—here is a letter from the gen-
uine Fatinitza.

GENERAL.

Aletter? Quick! quick! [Breaks the seal hastily
—reads] *‘ Beloved, when you receive these lmes
I shall no longer be among the living. My ardent
longing for you has brought me to an early grave.
I commit my dear brother Vladimir to your keep-
ing. I enclose my engagement-ring, and regard




FATINITZA.

myself as your betrothed on the other side. My
last breath shall be the sweet name, Timofey
Kantchukoff. Yours truly, Fatinitza.”’

GENERAL (repeats the refrain).
Fatinitza! Fatinitza! &e.

By thunder! I am deepz moved. What woman
e’er so truly loved as to die with longing for one
she missed

HaArpy.

But one [to audience] that never did exist! [At
this moment STEIPANN enters with the four women
and the wedding guests ; then VLADIMIR and LYDIA.]
The wedding 1s over! Here is the happy pairl

VeapiMir (2o HARDY).
What have you done with Fatinitza?

HARDY (fo VLADIMIR.)
Killed her off. She’ll never bother us agam.

ViApiMIR (to HARDY).
Thank heaven! we’re rid of her at last.

GENERAL.
Come to my heart! Be happy!

CLOSING SONG.

LyDIA & VLADIMIR.
Love’s holy vow unites us now!
March forward, fearlessly, &c.
HARDY. Ta, ta, ra, ta, ra, &c.

CHORUS. A faithful heart, a prize indeed!
Is surely now the victor’s meed.

[END.]
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THE FOLLOWING LIGRETTOS OF THE STANDARD AND POPULAR OPERAS HAVE WORDS ONLY.

For list of IAdrettos containing Musio of the princépal dirs, ses another page.

AFRICAINE.

AlDA,

ANNA BOLENA.

BALLO IN MASCHERA.
BARBE BLEUE.

BARBER OF SEVILLE.
BELLE COQUETTE.
BELLE HELENE.

BELLS OF CORNEVILLE.
BOCCACC!O.
BOHEMIAN GIRL.
BRIDE OF MESSINA.
CROWN DIAMONDS.
CRISPINO E LA COMARE.
DAME BLANCHE.

DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

DER FREISCHUTZ.
DINORAH.

DON GIOVANNI.

DOCTOR OF ALCANTARA.
ERNANI.

FAVORITA.

FAUST.

FIDELIO.

FILLE Di] MADAME ANGOT.
FRA DIAVOLO. (Tilustrated.)
GAZZA LADRA,

GILLETTE.

GEMEVIEVE DE BRARBANT.
GRANDE DUCHESSE.
HAMLET.

HEART AND HAND.
HUGUENOTS.

INFANTA’S DOLLS.
IVANHOE. (Templar and Jewess.)
JEWESS.

LAKME.

LILY OF KILLARNEY.
LOHENGRIN.

LOVELY GALATEA.
LOVE’S VOW.

LUCREZIA BCRGIA.
LUCIA DI LAMMERMOOR.
LINDA DI CHAMOUNIX.
MADAME FAVART.

MAGIC FLUTE.

MANOLA.

MARITANA.

MARTHA.

MARRIAGE OF FIGARO.
MASSANIELLO.

MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.
MIGNON.

MIKADO.

MIRELLA.

MUSKETEERS.
NCRRA.

ORPHEUS.
OSTROLENKA.

PAUL AND VIRGINIA.
PATIENCE.
PERICHOLE.
POLIUTO.
POSTILION.
PRINCESS DE TREBIZONDE.
PRINCE OF PALERMOU.
REINE TOPAZE.

ROSE OF CASTILE.
ROBERT THE DEVIL.
RIGOLETTO.

RIP VAN WINKLE.
RUY BLAS.
SATANELLA,

SON AND STRANGER.
STRADELLA.
SOMNAMBULA.
TANNHAUSER.
TRAVIATA.
TROVATORE.

TWO CADIS

WILLIAM TELL.
ZAMPA.

PRICE OF THE ABOVE-NAMED LIBEETTOS, 15 CENTS EACH.

MISCELLANEOUS LIBRETTOS.

BILLEE TAYLOR.
CLAUDE DUVAL.
H.ROES OF ’76.
LITYTLE DYKE.
REDEMPTION. (Sacred.)
PALOMiTA.

PRICE, 10 CENTS EACH.

BOLOMON. [ PAULINE.
BOLOMON. | PINAFORE.
TROWBRIDGE. | ROBINSONADE.

LECOCQ. | SORCERER.
GOUNOD.

GLOVER. WIDOW.

SPECTRE KNIGHT.

DANKS.
BULLIV AN.
DARR.
SULLIVAN.
CO LIS,

LAVAL

LIBRETTOS OF ORATORIOS.

CONTAINING THE MUSIC OF THE PRINCIPAL AIRS. PRICE, 26 CENTS EACH.

CREATION.

ELIJAH.

JUDAS MACCABEUS.
JOSHUA, :
MESSIAH.

MENDELSSOHN,

HAYDN.

NAAMAN.

HANDEL. | SAMSON.
HANDEL.

HANDEL. ST. PAUL.

MOSES IN EGYPT.

STABAT MATER.

ROBSINI.
COBTA.
HANDEL,
ROSSINT,
MENDELBSSOHN.

LIBRETTOS OF CANTATAS.

DANIEL,
ESTHER.
FLOWER QUEEN.

ROOT Axp BRADBURY.

PRICE, 12 CENTS FACH,

HAYMAKERS.
BRADBURY.

ROOT.

PILGRIM FATHERS.

ROOT.
ROOT.

ASK FOR OUR EDITIONS OF ALL OPERAS, CANTATAS, ORATORIOS, ETC., ETC.

OLIVER DITSON

€. H. DITSON & CO.,

NEW YORK,

— = —— -

BOSTON!:

LYON & HEALY,

CHICAGO.

& CO.

J. E. DITSON & CO.,

PHILADELPHIA,




¢, Words, and Piano Accompaniment.

S B

Ask for Ditson & Co.’s Editions of the Standard and Popular
Operas; complete, correct, and reliable. Send for our Descripﬁve
Catalogue of Books, containing full description of Operas, Cantatas,
Oratorios, etc.

<t
OPERAS, COMPLETE SCORE, with the MUSIC, WORDS, and PIANO ACCOMPANIMENT.
AIDA. VERDL. $2.00 | LOVELY GALATEA. VON SUPPE.  $1.00
AMBER WITCH. WALLACE. 5.00 | LOVE'S TRIUMPH. WALLACE. 6.00
AMY CASSONET. TRYON. 4.00 | LOVE'S VOW.. AUDRAN. 1.00
BELLS OF CORNEVILLE. (Cbimes of Normandy.) MADAME FAVART. OFFENBACH.  [,00
PLANQUETTE. [.75 | MANOLA. ‘ LECOCQ. 1.50
BILLEE TAYLOR. BOLOMON. .50 | MARITANA. WALLACE. 4.00
BOCCACCIO. VON SBUPPE. 2.00 MARTHA. (English, German, and Italian words.)
BOHEMIAN GIRL. BALFE. 1.00 FLOTOW. 1.00
BRIDE OF MESSINA. BONAWITZ. 4.00 | MASCOTTE. AUDRAN. .50
CARMEN. BIZET. 2.00 | MEPHISTOFELE. BOITO. 2.00
CLAUDE DUVAL. BOLOMON. 1.00 | MIGNON. THOMAS. 2.50
CONSPIRATORS. BCHUBERT. 1.25 | MUSKETEERS. VARNEY. 1.00
DAMNATION OF FAUST. BERLIOZ. 2.50 | OLIVETTE. AUDRAN. .50
DINORAH. MEYERBEER. = [,00 | OSTROLENKA. BONAWITZ. 4.00
DOCTOR OF ALCANTARA. EICHBERG. 1.50 | PINAFORE. SULLIVAN. .50
FANTINE. BERNICAT and MESSAGER. 1.00 PRECIOSA. (English and German words.) WEBER. 75
FATINITZA. VON SUPPE. 2,00 | PRINCESS IDA. SULLIVAN. 1.00
FAUST. GOUNOD. 1.00 |.SORCERER. BULLIVAN. .75
FIELD OF HONCR. (Pre sux(Clercs.) BEROLD. 2.00 | SPECTRE KNIGHT. CELLIER. 1.00
GILLETTE. AUDRAN, .00 [ T. 1. Q. LAVALLEE. 1.50
HEART AND HAND. LECO0Q. 1.50 | TROVATORE; VERDL 1.00
INFANTA’S DOLLS. GRISART. 1.00 | TWO CADIS. EICHBERG. 2.00
LAKME. DELIBES. 1.60 | WIDOW. LAVALLEE. 1.50
LITTLE DUXE. LECOCQ. 1.00 | ZENOBIA. PRATT. 2.00

SELECTIONS from some of the above most Popular Operas, arranged for Piano,
may also be procured. Send for our Catalogue.

LIBRETTCS of the Popular Operas are also published by us. See list elsewhere.

BOSTON:
OILLIVER DITSON & CO.
C. H. DITSON & CO., LYON & HEALY, J. E. DITSON & CO.,

NEW YORK. CHICAGO. PHILADELPHIA.




"WEBER.

THE WEBER PIANO-FORTES

Have become the favorite Instruments of the Artistic World, and are endorsed by
every Musical Authority as the

BEST PIANOS NOW MANUFACTURED.

Their special adaptation to the human voice has induced every celebrated singer to use them

in preference to any other, amongst them :

CHRISTINE NILSSON,
ETELKA GERSTER-GARDINI,
CLARA LOUISE KELLOGG,
MLLE. ALBAN]I,

CARLOTTA PATTI,

ILMA DI MURSKA,

Mrs CHARLES MOULTON,
PAULINE LUCCA,

EMMA ABBOTT,

PAQOLINA ROSSINI,
SIGNOR DEL PUENTE,

SIGNOR CAMPANINTI,

MME. ADELINA PATTI
MLLE. THEQ,

MLLE. DERIVIS,

SIGNOR CAPOUL,

MLLE. FILOMENA SAVIO,
MME. HARRIS ZAGURY,
SieNOR LUIGI ARDIT]I,
SIGNOR MIERZWINSKI,
SIGNOR GALASS],

SIGNOR CLODIO,

SIGNOR RONCON],

SIGNOR TOMASO COSTA.,

AND HYNDREUS OF OTHERS

AMONGST THE MUSICIANS AND PIANISTS:

MME. TERESA CARRENO,
MME. JULIA RIVE-KING,
ILONKA DE REVASZ,

S. B. MILLS,

MME. SCHILLER,

Miss ALIDE TOPP,
JAMES M. WEHLL,
JOHANN STRAUSS,
MAX MARETZEK.

WAREROONMS:
Fifth Avenue and West 168th Street,

NEW YORK.
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WEBER UPRIGHT PIANO.

HE convenience of their form, their adaptability to boudoirs and small rooms,
induced a few of the most prominent manufacturers to commence a series of
experiments to produce an Upright which w:#/d stand the test of .he wear and
tear to which an instrument is subjected. The result is most a tonishing. By

‘means of the extra frames their capacity for standing in tune is unquestionable,

The volume of tone is fully equal to th: Square Piano—with more of the quality
of the Grand—of most exquisitely musical character, pure and sympathetic,
brilliant, without being harsh, and of astonishing fullness. The action and
mechanism required, because of their compactness, much more care and a
higher class of workmanship; and so long as the purchasers are content to
procure these instruments from only first-class manufacturers, the demand will
constantly increase.

Tue WeBer UpricHT has astonished all the foreign artists who visited this
country, many of whom have taken one with them on their return. This again
has caused European manufacturers of high repute to

PURCHASE THE “WEBER” UPRIGHT

s a pattern. They all agree that it is the BEST UPRIGHT PIANO THEY EVER SAW.

The peculicrity of the shape admits of elaborate ornamentation, and the
manufacturer has made, and is continual’y maring, most beautiful cases to correspond
with the various styles of furniture.

The manufacturer presents this instrument to the public in full confidence that
it will prove all that he claims for it.

Tue WeBER UPRIGHT i3 made in all styles of cases and kinds of wood—
Ebony, Black Walnut, French Burl, Mahogany, etc.

WAREROOMS,
FIFTH AVENUE AND WEST SIXTEENTH ST,,
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