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ACT I

On rise of curtain the Attendants and Guests of the Tea House are on stage. There is a clatter with tea-things and bus. indicative of trade prospering, and Tea Girls busy with their Guests. There are also discovered 4 Principal Geisha, or singing girls, with samisens, attended each by a Mousmé (tea girl). Wun-Hi lurks at the back.

Opening Chorus

Dawns the day in Eastern Sky,

Here we hasten, pitter patter,

Where the tiny tea-cups clatter.
Mounts the golden sun god high,

Shaded from his fury heated,

Still at tea you find us seated.
Passes day towards the West,
Comes the night and call to rest.
Then we leave with sigh and sorrow,
No more tea until to-morrow,
No more tea until to-morrow.

Happy Japan,


Garden of glitter!
Flower and fan


Flutter and flitter,
Land of bamboo,


(Juvenile whacker)
Porcelain too,


Tea-tray and lacquer!


Happy Japan, Happy Japan!

O Kiku San,
Shall we sing you while they bring you
O Kinkoto San,

Tea or coffee, sirs?
O Hana San &
Dainty lyric – panegyric
O Kinkoto San.

Of the gentlemen?

We’ve a solo, touching polo


For the officers,

And a rondo, rather fond O!


Sentimental men!

Of a hymn in praise of women


Are you fanciers?

Or a sonnet to a bonnet


Supercilious?

We’ve a ditty of the City


For financiers,

And a ballad of a salad


For the bilious!

Merry little Geisha we,

Come along at once and see
Ample entertainment free

Given as you take your tea.

Chorus.
Charming little Geisha they,

Come along and hear them play;
All of it is free they say,

Nothing in the world to pay.
All of it is free they say,

Nothing in the world to pay.

Happy Japan,


Garden of glitter!
Flower and fan


Flutter and flitter,
Land of bamboo,


(Juvenile whacker)
Porcelain too,


Tea-tray and lacquer!


Happy Japan, Happy Japan, Happy Japan!

Blossom.
Do you know that in some countries there are no Tea Houses?

Chrysanth.
How do they amuse themselves?

Blossom.
They drink their tea at home and go to hear singing girls at great big theatres.

Chrysanth.
They can’t have any singing girls as clever as our Mimosa.

Blossom.
Yes, all the men who come here seem to know it; they never ask for us if Mimosa is disengaged.

Chrysanth.
No, and what a lot of money she makes for Wun-Hi!

Wun-Hi.
Suppose Geisha does nothing – Wun-Hi gets no money. You girlee go makee plenty of work, chop chop!

Chrysanth.
(Querulously) We have not been called for to-day.

Blossom.
(Pouting) No! Everyone who comes to Wun-Hi’s Tea House asks for O Mimosa San.

Wun-Hi.
(Rubbing hands) Allo lightee. O Mimosa San belongee Number One singing girlee! Allo Japanese Madarin, allo foleign devils lookee see O Mimosa San. And O Mimosa San belong my apprentice. Now, little geisha you soon chatchee me plenty more money.

Chrysanth.
Make more money! We would like to!

Geisha.
But tell us how to!

Wun-Hi.
Lot of foreign shippee devils come to Tea House.

Geisha.
Yes, yes!

Wun-Hi.
Little Geisha play to sailor mannee, and dancee! Gettee plenty dollars!

Blossom.
Yes, sailors are so generous with their money, they don’t care what they spend on girls.

Blossom goes towards bridge.

Chrysanth.
I love English Sailors!

Blossom.
(Returning) Here they come now!

Entrance of Officers

Chorus.
Here they come! Oh, look and see!

Great big English sailor men!
Englishman he likes our tea,

Comes to taste it now and then.
Great big sailors walk like this (imitating)

Fight with any man they please –
Marry little English Miss,

Flirt with pretty Japanese!
Here they come! etc.

Enter Fairfax, Cunningham, Grimston and Bronville.

Fairfax.
Tho’ you’ve seen a good deal in your walks about,

Here’s the prettiest place of the lot!
It’s the Tea House that everyone talks about,

A delightfully curious spot.

Cunningham.
Are your stories a myth and a mockery

Of the excellent tea that they bring,
Of the quaint little pieces of crockery,

And the gay little geisha who sing?

Officers.
Oh, we’ve heard of the frolic and fun

Of those dear little Japanese elves,
So we thought the best thing to be done

Was to come here and see for ourselves.

Chorus.
Oh, we’ve heard of the frolic and fun, etc.



Pretty geisha will amuse,


Dance or song she won’t refuse,



Great big English sailors, please



Try our tea-pot Japanese!



Sailors please oh try our tea-pot Japanese.

Fairfax.
Now boys, here we are! This is the place I told you of – the Tea House of Ten Thousand Joys!

Cunningham.
(Chucking a Geisha under the chin) We don’t want ten thousand of them – two or three will be enough to go on with!

Fairfax.
(Laughing) Well, you’ve heard me talk of the geisha of Japan. Now you’ll find that I didn’t say half enough in their favour!

Cunningham.
If these are a few specimens, I must say that I’m satisfied!

Flirting between Officers and Geisha – except Fairfax, who stands aloof. Exit Male Chorus. Enter Wun-Hi from Tea House.

Fairfax.
(To Wun-Hi) Where is Mimosa?

Wun-Hi.
O Mimosa San is in Tea House, makee wait and makee sing for English sailor officer. (Fairfax gives money) Thank you very muchee, capital Captain! (Exit into Tea House)

Fairfax.
All right. And now, boys, I am going to leave you for a time.

Cunningham.
Leave us? Where are you going to?

Fairfax.
Never you mind! You will get on very well without me! (Indicating Geisha) I have another engagement! (Exits into Tea House)

Blossom.
That English Officer has gone to see O Mimosa San.

Cunningham.
Holy Moses who?

Chrysanth.
O Mimosa San.

Cunningham.
What’s that?

Chrysanth.
Oh, you stupid officer! (To other Girls) This English officer doesn’t know who Mimosa is!

Blossom.
How silly!

Cunningham.
I’m silly, am I? I daresay you’d feel silly in our country. Come and tell me what it is – fish, flesh or fowl?

Blossom.
O Mimosa San is a great geisha. The finest singer in all Japan. And she sings to your officer every afternoon.

Cunningham.
Then that is why he comes here! I’ll tell his mother. I suppose she loves him very much?

Chrysanth.
Oh, no, geisha have nothing to do with love.

Cunningham.
Well, I hear a different yarn on board our ship.

Song – Cunningham and Chorus

Cunningham.
There came to the land of Japan

To the seaport of fair Nagasaki,


From an island afar


Such a jolly Jack Tar,

With his hornpipe, his grog and his baccy!
Now it chanced that he picked up a fan

For a dear little Japanese party,


And he turned her young head


When he gallantly said:


“You’re a trim little vessel, my hearty!”


So that dear little Jappy, Jap, Jappy,
Set her smart little cappy, cap, cappy

At that jolly Jack Tar

From the island afar
In the West of the mappy, map, mappy!

Cunningham
So that dear little Jappy, Jap, Jappy, etc.
& Chorus.

Cunningham.
They walk’d in the shade of the trees

In the garden of fair Nagasaki,


And her cheeks they were pink


At the nautical wink

And the maritime manners of Jacky!
Though the Tar couldn’t speak Japanese,

Yet in English he asked her to marry,


Then she crept to his side


And her fan opened wide

As she murmured: “Hai! Kashikomari!”


But he knew not a scrappy, scrap, scrappy
Of the language of Jappy, Jap, Jappy

Had she told him to go

With a Japanese “No!”
Or with “Yes” made him happy, hap, happy?

Cunningham
But he knew not a scrappy, scrap, scrappy, etc.
& Chorus.

Cunningham.
So Jack has departed in doubt

From that maiden of fair Nagasaki:


Tho’ he wept and he sighed


At the loss of a bride,

Till the captain and crew thought him cracky.
And he vows, as he cruises about,

Though by lessons and books as a rule bored,


That all seamen A. B.’s


Should be taught Japanese,

By a rather too liberal School Board!


But that dear little Jappy, Jap, Jappy,
She has filled up the gappy, gap, gappy

And has chosen instead

To be happily wed
To a Japanese chappy, chap, chappy!

Cunningham
But that dear little Jappy, Jap, Jappy, etc.
& Chorus.

Blossom.
Now, officer gentlemen, don’t you want to hear us sing?

Grimston.
No thanks! We’ve got a parrot at home! (He is repressed by Cunningham)
Cunningham.
Certainly, little girl… but let me tell you –

Chrysanth.
But, officer, we are engaged here to sing to the visitors, not to talk.

Grimston.
Come along, then, you funny little girls! Show us what you can do!
Concerted Piece – 3 Geisha and 3 officers

Geisha.
If you will come to tea,
Sirs One and Two and Three,

We’ll do our best

For an English guest
On an Asiatic spree
We’ll dance and sing for you
Our repertory through,

And show you then,

You officer men,
What smart little girls can do.



For you’re all so bright and breezy O!

That we’re sure to find it easy O!


To teasee O!


And pleasee O!

With our antics Japanesey O!

Officers.

We are sailors bright and breezy O! etc.


Of course we’ll come inside
For none of us have tried

How dance and song

With a fine Souchong
Are effectively allied.
But if we’ve spoken true
We’ll quickly prove to you

What sailors three

Of the Queen’s Navee
For good little girls will do.



We are sailors bright and breezy O!

So of course we find it easy O!


To teasee O!


And squeezy O!

Little Missy Japanesey O!

Geisha.

For you’re all so bright and breezy O! etc.

Dance. During dance, enter Wun-Hi from Tea house. All exeunt, except Wun-Hi.
Wun-Hi.
Very nice – very good indeed! Our busy season has commenced. Now Frenchee girl, come this side. Chop, chop!

Enter Juliette.

Juliette.
Well, Monsieur le Chinois, here I am, ready for my work. What shall I do?

Wun-Hi.
You little interpreter? You speakee English welly well?

Juliette.
Yes.

Wun-Hi.
What time foreign devil come my Tea House, you makee understand what little geisha speakee, you makee do that?

Juliette.
It is easy. Men make love the same in all countries. There is only one language for love.

Wun-Hi.
Yes, me know – good language before malliage, after malliage, bad language.

Enter Chrysanthemum.

Chrysanth.
The Marquis Imari is coming! (Exits)

Juliette.
A Marquis! Tell me, Chinois, who is he?

Wun-Hi.
He great big mannee – Governor of this Province – and Number One mannee Chief Magistrate.

Juliette.
What does he want here?

Wun-Hi.
Oh dearee me! Oh dearee me! This is very awkward – and most obstrepulous! He wantee O Mimosa San, and O Mimosa San makee sing-song for English officer, who givee me plenty much money. What will Wun-Hi tell Marquis?

Juliette.
I’m sure that you’re never at a loss for a lie.

Wun-Hi.
Me very like a woman, then! Oh, here he comes! This very awkward, most unrelishable. You, Frenchee girl, be very nice to Marquis. Perhaps Marquis like French girlee – leave Mimosa San – makee much money for me!

Music. Enter Imari over bridge, followed by Takemini carrying umbrella.

Juliette.
Be nice to a Marquis! I should think I would. Japanese Marquis would be a great success in Paris.

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble Marquis, plenty much welcome!

Imari.
Of course I am welcome, Chinaman! But where is the light of my eyes, the arch of my eyebrows – the bloom of my lips – the inner circle of my heart – where is Mimosa?

Wun-Hi.
Me bringee O Mimosa San to you (Turns to go).

Imari.
Stay! She must not yet know the honour in store for her. I have applied for the Emperor’s permission to marry O Mimosa San.

Wun-Hi.
(Gesture of surprise) Mally her?

Juliette.
(Aside) I hope I’m not too late!

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble marry O Mimosa San? Makee marriage for always?

Imari.
I shall be her husband permanently, if not exclusively. I expect the Imperial permission at once, and I shall marry O Mimosa San to-morrow.

Wun-Hi.
Suppose you do that, me losee geisha catchee most money! If Noble Marquis marry O Mimosa San, pay Wun-Hi plenty much money.

Imari.
Not a yen! (Hits hand with fan) The fact that she married into aristocracy will be an excellent advertisement for your Tea House. Meanwhile, remember this – don’t let any of those foreigners see O Mimosa San – reserve her for me solely!

Juliette.
(Aside) For him solely! Not if I can help it!

Wun-Hi.
Very well, Marquis. Wun-Hi makee obedience.

Imari.
Of course you must, for if you don’t I shall revoke your licence for this Tea House. You understand?

Wun-Hi.
I understand you makee destroy me suppose you want to.

Imari.
I can and will unless you obey me. What is the good of my high official position if I don’t use it to gratify my private tastes? (Turns to go, when Juliette puts herself in front of him as though by accident.) Who is this? A new geisha?

Juliette.
(Making a very low obeisance) No, most wonderful Marquis, I am not a geisha – I am a tea-girl.

Imari.
A tea-girl? With the lid off.

Juliette.
From France.

Imari.
You’re a long way from home.

Juliette.
Oh, I love the Japanese nobility!

Imari.
Really? A very intelligent foreigner. We get so few of them over here.

Juliette.
I came to visit your country and I shall remain for ever if the Most Marvellous Marquis will permit.

Imari.
I think I may graciously allow that. (Aside) She seems quite a superior person. (Aloud) What are you staring at?

Juliette.
Forgive me, most remarkable Marquis, but a poor French girl seldom sees such a great and beautiful nobleman.

Imari.
(Patting her head) Poor girl, I suppose it is a treat for her! There, you may walk half of the way home with me. The other half’s engaged. Wun-Hi, remember that to-morrow I marry O Mimosa San. Come along, first half!

Exit Imari, followed by Takemini and Juliette
Wun-Hi.
Marquis marry O Mimosa San, my number one geisha girl! What fashion I take her from Englishman sailor officer who pay so wellee? (Shakes fist after Imari) You belong vellee wicked man! (English Party laugh off) English Missee comee, more customers – female foreign devils this time! (Exit)

Enter Lady Constance Wynne, Ethel Hurst, Mabel Grant and Marie Worthington.

Lady C.
How those rickshaw men do gallop along! If they went as fast in our country they’d find a police trap at every half mile!

Mabel.
(With guide book) The guide book doesn’t say anything about those fast men. 

Lady C.
No, guide books tell most about the fast women.

Marie.
(Making notes in pocket book) It’s an interesting subject. When I’ve finished my work on Japan, I’ll write a book and call it “Fast Women of Every Country.” (Makes note)

Lady C.
It’s sure to be a best seller!

Mabel.
So this is the Tea House! I wonder if we shall see anything very naughty?

Lady C.
No, but unless I’m wrong we shall see Reggie Fairfax and that wonderful singing girl he is always talking about.

Mabel.
Reggie wouldn’t bother about her while Molly Seamore is here.

Marie.
Surely you can trust an engaged man?

Lady C.
Even an engagement doesn’t keep a man away from other girls when you are in Japan.

Mabel.
(Sigh) Oh dear, what a pity we can’t travel in some country where there are no other girls!

Lady C.
Now girls, don’t complain! You can’t expect a Paradise on earth, even in Japan. (Music – Mimosa sings off) It is Reggie – and oh! such a pretty Japanese girl!

Girls stroll away and seat themselves under trees, leaving Lady C. leaning against post of Tea House.
Mimosa enters, followed by Nami who places cushions for her. Mimosa then turns and beckons Fairfax to join her – he comes down stage to her, carrying small cup of tea which he drinks during first verse of song, and Nami brings him a stool, which she places R. of the cushion and exits. All this is done during the symphony.

Song – O Mimosa San

A goldfish swam in a big glass bowl,

As dear little goldfish do,
But she loved with the whole of her heart and soul
An officer brave from the ocean wave

And she thought that he loved her, too.
Her small inside he daily fed
With crumbs of the best digestive bread,

“This kind attention proves,” said she,

“How exceedingly fond he is of me.”

And she thought “It’s fit-fit-fitter
He should love my glit-glit-glitter,

Than his heart give away

To the butterflies gay,
Or the birds that twit-twit-twitter!”

She flashed her frock in the sunshine bright

That officer brave to charm –
And he vowed she was quite a delightful sight;
So her spirits were gay, till he came one day

With a girl on his stalwart arm.
In whispers low they talked of love,
He begged for a rose and a worn-out glove;

But when they kissed a fond goodbye,

The poor little goldfish longed to die.

And she sobb’d, “It’s bit-bit-bitter
He should love this crit-crit-critter,

When I thought he would wish

For a nice little fish
With a frock all glit-glit-glitter!”

Takes chrysanthemum from her belt and hands it to Fairfax.
That charming girl for a time upset

The officer brave and gay,
And his sad little pet he contrived to forget;
For with never a crumb did he chance to come,

So the goldfish pined away!
Until at last some careless soul
With a smash knocked over the big glass bowl,

And there on the carpet, dead and cold,

Lay the poor little fish in her frock of gold!

But her fate so bit-bit-bitter
Is a story fit-fit-fitter

For a sad little sigh

And a tear in the eye
Than a thoughtless tit-tit-titter!

Fairfax.
That’s capital, O Mimosa! Upon my word, I could listen to you all day and every day for a week!

Mimosa.
Yes, I’ve noticed that! Tell me, haven’t English officer gentlemen anything to do on board their ships?

Fairfax.
Oh, yes! On Sunday we go to church. Monday we scrub the decks –

Lady C.
(Who has come down behind them) Ah! I’m sorry to disturb you, Mr. Fairfax, but Miss Seamore will be here presently.

Fairfax.
But why did you interrupt me here to tell me about Miss Seamore?

Lady C.
From what I can see it’s about time I did!

During next dialogue, English Party walk round Mimosa, looking at her, taking notes, etc.

Fairfax.
Well, Lady Constance, pray excuse me just now – I’m engaged.

Lady C.
I know you are – to Molly Seamore. You seem to have forgotten it.

Fairfax.
Not at all. (Looking at Mimosa) When I’m in Japan I must do as the Japanese do.

Lady C.
Flirt with the singing girls? That’s all very well, my dear boy, but mind, don’t let the lady of the tea tray sing you into a quarrel with Molly!

Marie.
Lady Constance, you are awfully hard on Mr. Fairfax. Remember he is a single man.

Lady C.
And therefore needn’t restrict himself to a single woman, eh? Mr. Fairfax, I am going to tell Molly – (Looking at Fairfax) where to find you. Come, girls!

Exit with Girls.
Mimosa.
Why was that great big lady angry with you?

Fairfax.
For some imaginary reason, I suppose.

Mimosa.
Is Miss Molly Seamore an imaginary person?

Fairfax.
No, little Mimosa – she’s an English girl and –

Mimosa.
(Sighing) And you will go away and marry her?

Fairfax.
We’ll see about that.

Mimosa.
Yes, you will – everybody goes away and marries somebody. But I should like to hear your English girl sing.

Fairfax.
To hear her sing? Why?

Mimosa.
Because you told me you could only love someone who sings beautifully.

Fairfax.
Ah, I wasn’t thinking of Molly when I said that!

Mimosa.
You were thinking of your little Japanese Mimosa?

Fairfax.
Yes.

Mimosa.
But English officers don’t marry geisha – no, I know, you listen to my song, you look into my eyes, and then – you go away to your country and write a book about the pretty singing girls of Japan. (Laughs a little bitter laugh)

Fairfax.
And you – you sing the same song with the same expressions to anyone who pays Wun-Hi a few dollars, an English Sailor or a native nobleman. You don’t give away a heart with every verse, do you, little Almond-eye – not even a kiss!

Mimosa.
A what?

Fairfax.
A kiss!

Mimosa.
A kiss? We do not have them in Japan.

Fairfax.
What? No kisses in this country? Now, here’s something for me to teach you.

Mimosa.
What is it - a kiss?
Duet – Mimosa and Fairfax

Fairfax.
You’re a charming little geisha,
Quite the nicest girl in Asia,

But I fear there’s something missing,


Oh, my pretty Japanese!
English, French and German misses
Do not ask me what a kiss is,

They are all expert at kissing –

Mimosa.
(Eagerly) Will you teach me, if you please?
I believe I’m quick and clever,
And I promise I’ll endeavour

In the task to do you credit,


If your pupil I may be!
Oh my sailor bright and breezy,
Is it difficult or easy?

Is it nice or shall I dread it?

Fairfax.


Only wait, and you shall see!

Mimosa.

I am half afraid to try –

Fairfax.


Then the task we won’t pursue.

Mimosa.

Shall I like it by and by?

Fairfax.


It’s objected to by few!

Both.



Little maiden,



Wonder-laden


Ev’ry day learns something new!

Fairfax.
Now to make my meaning clearer
You must come a little nearer

Having first discover’d whether


There is anyone about!
Then your face half shyly rasing
Till your eyes in his are gazing,

Place your pretty lips together


In a dainty little pout.

Mimosa.
If a smile my cheeks should dimple,
It’s because it’s all so simple!

Why of such a tame proceeding


Should you make so great a fuss?
It’s a farce absurdly hollow
But perhaps there’s more to follow?

For instruction I am pleading –

Fairfax.


And I give it to you – thus! (Kisses her)

Mimosa.

It has charms I can’t explain

Fairfax.


Which you never knew before! (Laughing)

Mimosa.

Teach me once, just once again!

Fairfax.


Pretty pupils I adore.

Both.



Little maiden



Wonder-laden


Ev’ry day learns something more!

Fairfax kisses her.

Enter Katana, behind trees.

Mimosa.
You must go inside now! I’ll see you again presently.

Fairfax.
Ah, Mimosa! (On exit) Mind you don’t practise what I have taught you with anyone else!

Mimosa.
Of course not!

Exit Fairfax into Tea House.

Katana.
(Comes forward) Mimosa!

Mimosa.
Ah, Katana, my brave soldier! Mimosa is so pleased to see you.

Katana.
I hope you are, dear! But oh, Mimosa, why are you always with English officers?

Mimosa.
I can’t help it. It is the business of a geisha to please her master’s customers.

Katana.
But I hate your business. Besides, you are always with the same officer.

Mimosa.
(Laughs) Don’t be jealous of him. He is going to marry a little girl from his own country.

Katana.
I wish he would be quick and do so.

Mimosa.
Don’t be angry with Mimosa; let me explain. You are a soldier, you have been to the wars. And you have hurt and killed a great many people.

Katana.
I should think so!

Mimosa.
But you didn’t hate them?

Katana.
No! No!

Mimosa.
Well, I am a geisha. I have to be bright and pleasant and merry with everyone who pays for my song – but I don’t love them.

Katana.
Oh, I see! Only me!

Mimosa.
(Laughs) Of course I think only of you. When my voice sings love songs to the officers, my heart is singing them to Katana. Every hour that brings people to this Tea House brings me an hour nearer you. Now believe in Mimosa and you shall marry me.

Katana.
When?

Mimosa.
When my apprenticeship is over.

Katana.
Two more years!

Mimosa.
It will soon pass, and now before I go I will teach you a funny custom that an English officer taught me.

Goes to Katana, places his arms by his side so that he stands stiffly to attention. Pushes back his head, then tries to kiss him, finds he is much too tall. Fetches stool, puts it in front of him, he stands on it. Mimosa pushes him off, stands on it herself and kisses him.

Katana.
Oh, how nice! Try it again, or I might forget how it’s done.

Mimosa.
(Kissing him and running off stage into Tea House) Do forget – until you see me again! (Exit Katana.) I am sorry I taught him to kiss. It cannot be good for soldiers to know such things before they are married! (Exits)

Enter Wun-Hi, flurried, from behind Tea House, followed by Imari and Takemini.

Imari.
Well, Chinaman, is she ready for me now?

Wun-Hi.
(Obsequiously) Me go fetchee her, Most Noble. (Turns to go.)

Imari.
You have obeyed my orders? No one has seen my little delight? Her name has been crossed from the programme of the Tea House?

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble give orders – Wun-Hi obey!

Imari.
You can make her the happiest and proudest girl in all Japan! Tell her I have received the Emperor’s permission to marry, and that my choice has graciously fallen on O Mimosa San. (Wun-Hi bows) You can tell her that the marriage will take place to-morrow (Wun-Hi bows) I have issued a thousand invitations to a Chrysanthemum Fete - (Wun-Hi bows) – to celebrate the auspicious – I might say historical occasion - (Wun-Hi bows) – What are you bobbing about for? Are you wound up? Don’t do that – you’ll be struck like it. (Mimosa and Fairfax appear somewhere detached from the stage.) Why, there is Mimosa! (Turning to Wun-Hi) And with an Englishman! So, Chinaman, you have deceived me!

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble, you makee forgive!

Imari.
You condemned tin of meat! You tea-chest stuffed with puppies! You shall be punished for this! (Wun-Hi prostrates himself and grovels on the ground.)

Wun-Hi.
Mercy! Mercy on me, poor Chinaman!

Imari.
It is bad enough to obstruct an official in the performance of his duties. It is unpardonable to interfere with his pleasures. Bring Mimosa San here.

Wun-Hi.
Marquis, you make me so hot. I quite transpire! (Rises, going towards balcony) O Mimosa San! O Mimosa San!

Fairfax.
Go away, we’re very busy.

Wun-Hi.
Me very sorry to interrupt your tootle-tootle! Most noble Marquis he say he mally O Mimosa San tomollow, O Mimosa San she welly luckee girlee! O Mimosa San, you come up and marry Marquis, chop chop!

Fairfax.
No, nothing of the kind. (To Wun-Hi) Mimosa is engaged to sing for me this afternoon and every afternoon – chop, chop!

Wun-Hi.
(Crosses back to Fairfax) Most Noble shippee sailor man, he belong Chief Magistrate, makee all piecee men obey his orders!

Fairfax.
I needn’t.

Wun-Hi.
Do throw her up, Captain! I’ll catch her when she bounces!

Mimosa.
In Japan it is rude to offend anyone more powerful than yourself.

Fairfax.
Perhaps you want to go to this fat old Jap?

Imari.
Fat old Jap!

Mimosa.
No, no, no! (Clinging to Fairfax. Exits into Tea House)

Wun-Hi.
You velly wicked woman! (Shakes fist at Mimosa - bowing to Marquis.)

Imari.
So you not only disobey me, but you allow a foreigner to insult me! (More calmly) I suppose you are prepared for the worst? (Chorus commence entrance from various entrances.)

Wun-Hi.
Me velly solly twice!

Imari.
Under the 17th section of the Tea-House Regulations Act, you are guilty of disobeying the Chief of Police. I shall withdraw your licence, and the Tea House, with all the girls, shall be sold off at once.

Wun-Hi.
Greatee Scottee, Marquis! What become allo piecee girlee?

Imari.
The law must take its course. The indentures of the geisha will be sold to the highest bidder. I’ll teach you to thwart the Chief Magistrate! (Turns to go.)

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble Marquis, you have no ploper notice makee sale, no mannee come makee buy.

Imari.
I shall be there. (Aside) And I shall buy Mimosa and one or two more if they are going cheap. (All kow-tow. Exits, followed by Takemini.)

Geisha.
(To Wun-Hi, who is weeping) What is the matter? Why are we to be sold?

Wun-Hi.
Marquis he makee allo ruin – Dammee Marquis! He turnee out allo girlee sellee! It belong fault O Mimosa San and foleign devil ship mannee!

Chorus of Lamentation

Chorus.
Oh, will they sell our master up,

Or take him off to gaol?
And on the Tea House plaster up

The notices of sale?
Whatever will become of us

If this should come to pass?
It’s bound to ruin some of us,

Alas, alas, alas!

Geisha &
Here’s a dreadful blow – oh, oh!
Attendents.
Filling us with woe – oh, oh!

How could geisha know – oh, oh!

Fate would treat them so – oh, oh!

Pretty faces show – oh, oh!

Tears that faster flow – oh, oh!

Please at prices low – oh, oh!

Do not let us go – oh, oh!

Here’s a dreadful blow – oh, oh!

Filling us with woe – oh, oh!

How could geisha know – oh, oh!

Fate would treat them so – oh, oh!


Whatever will become of us



If this should come to pass?


It’s bound to ruin some of us,



Alas, alas, alas!

At the end of Number they are all prostrated on the ground. Enter Lady Constance, with Ethel, Mabel and Marie. Enter Fairfax and Officers from Tea House. Chorus rise.

Fairfax.
What is this? These dear little singing girls to be sold off?

Wun-Hi.
Allo faultee you. Takee Mimosa away from greatee Marquis - spoil wedding – ruin poor Wun-Hi. English sailor belong number one big beastee!

Blossom.
That’s right, it is the law.

Fairfax.
The law! And this is civilised Japan! Well, boys, we’re not going to stand it, are we?

Officers.
No, certainly not!

Fairfax.
We will prevent the sale, anyhow.

Marie.
Who is going to sell the little girls? (To Wun-Hi)

Wun-Hi.
He most Noble Marquis Imari – he Governor of allee Province.

Lady C.
The Marquis Imari! Why, I know him. At least – when I say I know him, my dear, I have not met him yet, but I have a card inviting us all to a Chrysanthemum Fete in honour of his wedding tomorrow.

Mabel.
I shan’t go to his party, the brute.

Lady C.
Oh yes you will. We’ll all call on him and tell him we have come to accept his invitation. Then when I meet him I will talk him over and save these little geisha girls.

Cunningham.
I’d like to argue it out with a big stick!

Marie.
Let us all go and tell him what we think of him!

Concerted Piece – Marie, Farifax,
Cunningham, Officers and Geisha

Fairfax.
This infamous lord shall have his reward

My anger each moment increases.
Let’s quietly slip away to our ship

And blow the old beggar to pieces.

Cunningham.
Of course to bombard a fellow’s back-yard

Is jolly good fun, but you’ll rue it!
You’d better instead try punching his head;

Girls.

We’d like to be there while you do it!

All.
We’re going to call on the Marquis

To pay off a nice little score
And won’t he be chatty when rat-a-tat-tatty

We knock at his dignified door?
We’ve something to say to the Marquis

It’s something too funny to miss,
For after pooh-poohing all how-do-you doing

We’re going to say it like this! (Bus. with fists.)

Officers.
You’ll pardon us, pray, for asking the way,

Our ignorance kindly forgiving,
But Oh! we are so impatient to know

Where Mr. Imari is living.

Geisha.
We’ll show you the road to reach his abode,

Delighted your favour at earning.
Simplicity quite, keep well to the right,

And carefully look for a turning.

All.
We’re going to call on the Marquis, etc.

Exeunt, Juliette taking Lady C. off in a different direction from the rest of the chorus, leaving Fairfax and Wun-Hi.
Fairfax.
Tell me how this sale is to be put a stop to.

Wun-Hi.
No power stop Number One Marquis.

Fairfax.
But have you no laws here – no courts, or anything in this country?

Wun-Hi.
Marquis Imari, he the law, he the courts, he everything! Wun-Hi ruined mannee! (Crash off.) Whattee whattee? Oh, velly funny! Little English lady pullee coolie in rickshaw! (Crash off.) Now she droppee him out, nearly breakee neck!

A noise outside of a cart upsetting. Enter Molly Seamore, in smart yatching costume, drawing an empty rickshaw. She is stopped by Fairfax.

Molly.
(Comes down and sees consternation – looks round at empty rickshaw) I have had a run! I’ve lost him!

Fairfax.
Lost him? Lost whom?

Molly.
Why, my fare, to be sure! I engaged this cart and a man, but I didn’t like him in front of me.

Fairfax.
Why not?

Molly.
He had so few clothes on, so I tucked him inside and took him for a drive round.

Fairfax.
(Laughs) He must have come untucked. (Wun-Hi takes rickshaw off) Tell me, why didn’t you come on with Lady Constance and the others?

Molly.
I wanted to find you.

Fairfax.
How sweet of you! You wanted to be alone with me?

Molly.
No, it wasn’t that altogether – I wanted to see what you were up to with the Japanese girls.

Fairfax.
Molly, surely you don’t doubt me? You don’t forget my promise to marry you?

Molly.
I don’t forget – but I don’t know what papa’ll say – you see, he has only one daughter.

Fairfax.
That will be all right. I only want one. But I say, look! (Points off, bus. kisses her.)

Molly.
No, no flirting – not this morning! I believe you learnt that in there – take me inside!

Fairfax.
You surely don’t want me to go in there amongst a lot of Japanese tea-girls?

Molly.
Yes, I do - (Catches sight of flower in his coat) I want to see which of them gave you that! (Snatches flower)

Fairfax.
(Hesitates) I bought it for you – and I bought a pin, too!

Molly.
(Turns away and laughs) Did you? Now take me into the doll’s house.

Fairfax.
It’s not a doll’s house, it’s a Tea House.

Molly.
A Tea House with live dolls in it! And I believe you’ve been nursing some of them!

Fairfax.
Oh no, I haven’t! I’m too old for dolls!

Molly.
You usen’t to be. Do you remember when you used to nurse mine, and then try to nurse me?

Duet – Molly and Fairfax

Molly.
When I was but a tiny tot
My dollies were a lovely lot,

For one, a lady born and bred,

Could shut her eyes and move her head.
“Papa!” “Mama!” another talk’d,
And when you wound her up – she walk’d,

But more than any other toy

I loved a little drummer boy.

Fairfax.


Of course I know the sort you mean,


That drummer boy I’ve often seen.

Molly.

For he beats a feeble rum-ti-tum-tum

Fairfax.

When he hits his little drum-ti-tum-tum,

Molly.

And his arms seem rather numb-ti-tum-tum,

Fairfax.

As they rise and downward come-ti-tum-tum.

Both.
Oh, the dear old toys, and the simple ways

Of those childish versery


Might be worsery,



Sweetly cursory




Nursery days!

Fairfax.
I know I had a famous top,
A painted gun that used to pop,

A spotted horse that boasted legs

Exactly like four wooden pegs;
But though I own’d a box of bricks,
And crimson monkeys climbing sticks,

My infant joys were centred in

A nodding Chinese Mandarin.

Molly.


Of course I know the sort you mean,


That Madarin I’ve often seen.

Fairfax.

For his bells will tinkle ring-a-ding-ding

Molly.

When his head he’ll gravely swing-a-ding-ding,

Fairfax.

And his hands together bring-a-ding-ding

Molly.

When you pull a piece of string-a-ding-ding.

Both.
Oh, the dear old toys, and the simple ways

Of those childish versery


Might be worsery,



Sweetly cursory




Nursery days!

Molly.
What jolly games I used to play
With little boys across the way!

We rac’d and romp’d as children do

I gave them backs at leap-frog, too!
We bowl’d our hoops and flew our kites,
At hopscotch had some splendid fights;

But life was only quite complete

With Punch and Judy in the street.

Fairfax.


How well its varied charms I know!


I’ve seen that Punch and Judy show!

Molly.

Mister Punch comes up with a root-ti-toot-toot

Fairfax.

To the baby he’s a brute-ti-toot-toot:

Molly.

And his Toby makes him scoot-ti-toot-toot

Fairfax.

And the beadle bids him scoot-ti-toot-toot.

Both.
Oh, the dear old toys, and the simple ways

Of those childish versery


Might be worsery,



Sweetly cursory




Nursery days!

Exeunt. Enter Lady Constance and Juliette.

Lady C.
But how am I to know the truth of this report of yours? Who are you?

Juliette.
I am a French girl engaged at the Tea House.

Lady C.
And you say you have seen Mr. Fairfax here every afternoon?

Juliette.
Yes, milady, every afternoon, and always for O Mimosa San, the most expensive Geisha in the Tea-House.

Lady C.
I wish I were a Lord of the Admiralty! I’d soon order his ship to another station.

Juliette.
But it will soon be over. All the geisha are to be sold off to-day.

Lady C.
Then he might buy this girl – this O Mimosa San – for himself?

Juliette.
You must not let him do that.

Lady C.
I? How can I prevent it?

Juliette.
Buy her yourself.

Lady C.
What on earth should I do with her?

Juliette.
I don’t know. I suppose there is some use for girls in every country. Anyhow you could keep her away from your officer. (Aside) And from my friend the Marquis!

Lady C.
Of course I’ll do it.

Juliette.
Don’t let any one else know.

Lady C.
Not a word, and thank you for the information!

Juliette.
(On exit) That will leave the Marquis for me, and if I cannot console him – well, I’m no good! (Exit.)

Lady C.
Well, I didn’t come to Japan to buy singing girls, but if Molly can’t keep her young man away from this girl… (Molly enters over bridge, carrying bowl with chopsticks) … I must take this girl away from Molly’s young man. Oh, there you are!

Molly.
I say, Lady Constance, I have been having such fun!

Lady C.
What with?

Molly.
I have been talking to a Chinaman, and he has promised to teach me how to eat with chopsticks. (Bus. trying to eat with them.)

Lady C.
(Seriously) I wish you would be more serious.

Molly.
I have nothing to be serious about.

Lady C.
Oh yes, you have – Reggie Fairfax. If you are fond of him, you ought to keep him from going on anyhow with a geisha.

Molly.
(More seriously) Oh, Constance, what do you mean? Reggie adores me.

Lady C.
Does he, my dear?

Molly.
Yes, I ought to know. He told me so himself.

Lady C.
And he tells a singing girl the same story.

Molly.
Does he?

Lady C.
Now take my advice, pull him up short before you are married, or he won’t let you afterwards. (Takes bowl. Exit.)

Molly.
Reggie in love with another girl? After all he has said to me! I hope it is not really true that a sailor has a wife in every port. Oh dear! (Sits down under tree and cries.)

Enter Mimosa.

Mimosa.
(To Molly.) Pretty English lady is in trouble – can I help?

Molly.
Go away, you horrid Japanese girl!

Mimosa.
Tell me what is wrong. Mimosa loves the English.

Molly.
I daresay you do. Why don’t you love your own countrymen instead.

Mimosa.
Because the English like us so much.

Molly.
Yes, that’s what I find fault with. Oh, why did I leave Reggie and come to this country where all the pretty girls live?

Mimosa.
Reggie? Who is Reggie? Is he your gentleman husband?

Molly.
No, I haven’t a husband. And now I shall never have one!

Mimosa.
What has Reggie done, pretty English lady?

Molly.
He has fallen in love with a Japanese girl - in there. I believe he likes Japanese girls best! Why wasn’t I a Japanese girl?

Mimosa.
Why not let me make you a Japanese girl.

Molly.
Me a little Japanese girl like you? What fun! Oh, but I couldn’t be half as sweet as you!

Mimosa.
Oh yes, you could. Can you sing?

Molly.
Yes!

Mimosa.
And dance?

Molly.
Yes!

Mimosa.
Very well, I’ll lend you a kimono. (Runs to Tea House.) Here, Wun-Hi! (Enter Wun-Hi from Tea House.) Take the pretty English lady to the Tea-House and give her one of Mimosa’s kimonos.

Wun-Hi.
Little English girl going to put on Japanese clothes?

Mimosa.
Yes.

Wun-Hi.
Oh, Klismas!

Molly.
(On exit) A geisha! I think a Japanese geisha must have the most delightful life in the world. I’ll give master Reggie geisha! Come along, Klismas! (Smacks Wun-Hi on back. Exit into Tea House with Wun-Hi.)

Mimosa.
(Alone) Thinks a geisha’s life must be the most delightful in the world. Poor little English fool! How can she know the troubles and disappointments of a singing girl?

Song – Mimosa

A geisha’s life imagination tints

With all the charming colour of the rose,
And people won’t believe her when she hints

Its beauties are not quite what they suppose.
Because I’m rather quaint and picturesque,

They think that for a butterfly like me
Existence is delightfully grotesque,

How very much mistaken folks may be!



“Oh, dance, my little geisha gay,

And sing your pretty songs!” they say,



But don’t you see



It’s hard on me,

Who sing and dance the livelong day?


“Oh, dance and sing your pretty songs!” they say,



But don’t you see



It’s hard on me,

Who sing the livelong day?

And ever as my samisen I play

Come lovers at my pretty feet to fall,
Who fancy – till I bid them run away -

A geisha’s heart has room enough for all!
Yet love may work his will, if so he please;

His magic can a woman’s heart unlock
As well beneath kimono Japanese

As under any smart Parisian frock.



“We love you, little geisha gay,

Oh won’t you love us, too?” they say;



But don’t you see



It’s lost on me,

Who hear the same thing day by day?


“Oh, dance and sing your pretty songs!” they say,



But don’t you see



It’s hard on me,

Who sing the livelong day?

Exit into Tea House. Enter Girls, also Cunningham and Grimston, meeting Fairfax. Chorus enter in small groups during following dialogue, so that everybody is on just as “Jack’s the Boy” commences.

Fairfax.
What did the Marquis say?

Cunningham.
Nothing. He wasn’t at home when we called.

Marie.
The foreign nobility are very seldom at home – they’re generally at Newmarket or Monte Carlo.

Fairfax.
So the sale is still to take place?

Grimston.
I hope so. Rather like a Monday at Tattersall’s, eh, boys?

Cunningham.
Well, I think it’s rather a pity to break up such a well-selected stock.

Mabel.
Well, I don’t see that we have any right to interfere with the amusement of this barbarian.

Cunningham.
Oh yes we have, or what’s the use of our Navy?

Grimston.
Keeps a lot of young fellows out of mischief on shore.

Fairfax.
Yes, and gives them good work to do at sea. Now, George, don’t run down your profession – Jack’s a useful lad when he’s wanted.

Cunningham.
I should think he was, indeed!

Song – Fairfax, Cunningham and Officers
Fairfax.
Of all the lads that be
There is only one for me,

And his home is on the waters deep and blue;
But a friend he’ll never lack,
For the world’s in love with Jack -

He’s the smartest and the best of fellows, too!
So his hand we like to grip
As he goes aboard his ship,

While the girls are fit to break their pretty hearts –
For he loves them by the score,
When he gaily comes ashore,

And they’re sad when their Jack departs!


Jack’s the boy for work,

Jack’s the boy for play,
Jack’s the lad, when girls are sad,

To kiss the tears away!
Hard as nails afloat,

Best of friends ashore,
Jack ahoy! You’re just the boy

That all our hearts adore!

All. 
Jack’s the boy for work, etc.

Cunningham.
When Jack has got his pay
He’s the gayest of the gay,

For the money in his pocket burns a hole,
And he’s never happy quite
Till he’s spent it left and right,

Like a jovial and careless hearted soul!
Though he’s very far from shy
When a pretty girl is by,

Yes a lad may surely kiss and never tell.
And when duty calls him back
Taut and trim goes jolly Jack,

To the ship that he loves so well!


Jack’s the boy for work, etc.

All. 
Jack’s the boy for work, etc.

Exit Fairfax into Tea House. Chorus exit in groups. Manet Officers, Marie, Mabel and Ethel. Enter Lady Constance
Lady C.
Where’s Molly?

Cunningham.
I don’t know. Who saw her last?

Lady C.
I left her here.

Marie.
Where can she be? This may be serious.

Grimston.
I daresay she has gone back to the yacht.

Lady C.
Most likely. I am not uneasy. Molly Seamore is quite able to take care of herself. I look on her as a young lady with all the modern improvements. (Enter Imari, Takemini and 2 Policemen. Eyeing Imari) Take care, Marie, you’ll be run over. (Laughs) He looks like a Japanese steam roller!

Imari.
(Eyeing Lady Constance) Wonderfully fine women, these Europeans. What a pity their marriage laws are so restricted! (To Takemimi) Make arrangements for the sale at once, and see that all foreigners leave the place at sunset. (Takemini bows and instructs Police, who cross to Tea House. To Lady C.) It’s against the law for foreigners to remain outside the city boundaries after sunset, you know. And now,. I’m just going through the formality of shutting up this Tea House, confiscating all the portable property and selling the apprentices. No more delay.

Enter Chorus gradually, including Juliette. Policeman rings gong. Enter Geisha and Wun-Hi, who prostrates himself before Imari.

Wun-Hi.
Most Noble, do stoppee sale! Do stoppee sale!

Imari.
(To Policemen) Throw him away!

Wun-Hi is carried off.

A dais is brought on for Takemini.

Imari.
Commence the sale!

Takemini.
Attention, pray! The Tea House Regulation Act decrees, by Section Seventeen, Sub-section Three, that if a holder of a licence be found guilty after trial – or before – of disobedience to superior authority; by this enactment old his Tea House and its contents must be sold, and all indentures of his geisha too, by public auction. Such is the law!
English Party turn backs.

Imari.
It is! I made it so!
Takemini.
My duty I must now proceed to do. 
Lot Number One! Bring forth Mimosa San, the Champion Geisha, pride of all Japan!
Chorus. (Sung)

Come forth, Mimosa, pride of all Japan,

Queen of the Tea House, O Mimosa San!

Mimosa is brought in as Chorus sing. She stands on stool, hands across chest.

Takemini.
Lot Number One is the gem of this collection – Mimosa San – the pride of the Tea House and the Champion of all Japan! There are two years of her apprenticeship unexpired. How much for the remainder of the time?

Imari.
One thousand dollars! (Aside) She won’t sing any more for the English Officers.

1st Buyer.
We can’t bid against him.

2nd Buyer.
It’s useless our staying here.

Juliette.
(To Lady Constance) Now is your chance, if you want to get this girl away from the English Officer!

Lady C.
I will buy her away from him, if I have to raise money on the yacht!

Juliette goes to side of Imari.

Imari.
Go on, I said one thousand dollars!

Mimosa.
(Rushing to Fairfax) Save me from him! He wants to force me to marry him. Oh, English Lieutenant, do help me! (She throws herself on her knees.)

Fairfax.
A thousand dollars! I have not the money!

Mimosa.
(To Lady Constance) Oh, handsome lady, do buy me! I will sing for you, or work for you, or do anything you ask me, only save Mimosa from the Marquis!

Takemini.
For the last time, one thousand dollars.

Lady C.
Two thousand!

Imari.
Two thousand five hundred!

Lady C.
Five thousand!

Imari.
Six thousand!

Lady C.
(Cross to Imari – lorgnette bus.) Ten thousand!

All applaud. Fairfax turns to Lady Constance, who turns and meets him. “Bravos!” from English Party.

Juliette.
(To Imari) Why should you go to all this expense?

Imari.
Well, it does seem a lot of money, but you see I sent out invitations for my wedding an I cannot get married without a bride.

Juliette.
(Insinuatingly) But there are other girls who would be proud to be your bride and save your money.

Imari.
(To Takemini) This French girl has very proper notions. I’ll bid no more. I am not going to ruin myself for a singing girl. I am not an English marquis.

Takemini.
For the last time, going for ten thousand dollars! For the last time… (Fairfax hands him a card. He reads.) “Lady Constance Wynne.” Thank you.

Fairfax takes indentures from Takemini.

Mimosa.
(To Lady Constance) You shall never be sorry you were kind to the poor Japanese girl; I will be your slave, and I will bring plenty of customers to your Tea House.

Cunningham.
(Aside to Grimston) We’ll take two tickets for that, won’t we, George?

Fairfax.
How can I thank you, Lady Constance?

Lady C.
I do not see that you have to thank me for much. Certainly, you will not see her again! (To Mimosa) Come along, Mimosa, my dear.

Exeunt Lady Constance, Mimosa and Katana into Tea House.

Takemini.
Lot Number Two is Roli-Poli. She is believed to be as great a singer and dancer, but without much experience.

Imari.
(Looking at catalogue) I thought I knew all the geisha here. Who’s Roli-Poli?

Juliette.
(Aside) She is a new geisha, not good enough for you, Extraordinary Marquis.

Imari.
Second class goods, eh?

Takemini.
Lot Number Two - Roli-Poli! Where is she?

Enter Molly, demurely, from Tea House.

Molly.
How do you do? (To Imari. Going to Fairfax – bus.) English boy buy Roli-Poli? (Bus. with large fan, lantern, etc.)

Fairfax.
No, thanks! I got tired of roly-poly when I was at school.

Molly.
English boy never get tired of this Roli-Poli – Roli-Poli can kissi-kissi!

English Officers now all in straight line try to get at her and pull each other back.

Fairfax.
They’re all learning it! (to Officers) Here – backwater!

Buyers have been consulting.

1st Buyer.
We can’t make you a fair bid, Takemini, for a geisha we know nothing about.

2nd Buyer.
Of course not.

1st Buyer.
What can she do?

2nd Buyer.
Yes, what can she do?

Imari.
Quite right – these people are right. What can she do?

Molly.
Kissi-kissi!

Grimston rushes forward and is pulled back by Cunningham.

Imari.
Roli-Poli’s a bit squeaky-squeaky – no danci-singi!

Molly.
No danci-singi! Hold fast! Sit tight! Roli-Poli’s going to sing!

Song – Molly and Chorus


I’m the smartest little geisha in Japan,
And the people call me Roli-Poli San,

Lost in admiration utter

At the variegated flutter
Of my cleverly manipulated fan!
I can dance to any measure that is gay,
To and fro in dreamy fashion I can sway,

And if still my art entices,

Then at extra special prices
I can dance for you in quite another way!



Chon Kina – Chon Kina



Chonm Chone – Kina, Kina



Nagasaki – Yokohama



Haladate – Hoi!

Chorus.



Chon Kina – etc.

Molly.
I’m considered quite an Oriental belle,
And they tell me I perform extremely well

On the samisen or koto,

While my very latest photo
Is an article that’s always sure to sell!
When they dally over dainty cups of tea
The attractions of the “Chaya” come to see,

Rich and haughty, poor and lowly,

Call for pretty Roli-Poli,
Every customer is sure to order me!



Chon Kina – etc.

Chorus.



Chon Kina – etc.

Dance, playing particular attention to Imari.

Fairfax.
(Applauds after the others) Excellent! Bravo!

Molly.
English boy buy Roli-Poli now?

Takemini.
How much for Lot Two?

Molly on box.

Imari.
(To Juliette) Now, I’ve taken a great fancy to that girl. I like the way she does – (Bus.) Chon-Kina! (Imitates dance)

Juliette.
It’s a very common trick – she’s not worth your nobility’s attention.

Imari.
She’s very nice indeed. I will buy her cheap, I can always sell her again.

Juliette.
No, you can’t. Can’t you see she is an English girl?

Imari.
An English girl? Is she? Then I will buy her. I will teach these English people to come here and buy our Japanese girls!

Takemini.
Any bid for Lot Two?

Imari.
I should think there was. A hundred dollars. (Several people commence to shout “Two! Three! Four!” and “Five hundred!”) Silence! I shall consider it an act of disobedience for anyone to bid against me.

Buyers.
Oh! Oh! (They turn away.)

Takemini.
One hundred dollars – for the last time – going, going – gone! The Marquis Imari.

Molly.
Only a hundred dollars! Well, I’m a bargain!

Juliette.
This may upset all my arrangements.

Imari.
(Confidentially to Juliette) I think I have got the best of the sale after all. Mimosa is only a singing girl, and this geisha will make a splendid addition to the Japanese Court.

Lights dimming.

Takemini.
Lot Number Three is Blush Rose.

Imari.
It is sunset. All foreigners must now leave.

Lights down to show sunset.

Takemini.
All foreigners must now leave.

Finale Act I

Cunningham.
Though of staying too long you’re accusing us,

Yet Japan has such wonders to show,
And you’ve all been so good in amusing us,

That no wonder we’re sorry to go.

Grimston.
While the freest of fun is permissible,

And such excellent tea we obtain,
And the girls are so quaint and so kissable,

We shall certainly come here again!

Officers.
For to pass the most pleasant of days

You should always contrive when you can
To attentively study the ways

Of the dear little girls of Japan!

Chorus.
For to pass the most pleasant of days, etc.


Night approaches clear and starry

Silver shadows softly fall,
Bringing rest to great Imari

Welcome rest to one and all.

Enter Katana and Mimosa.

Katana.


Pearl of the radiant Eastern sea,



Light of a soldier’s life,


Time in its course will set thee free



Free to become my wife!


All that my heart desires to say



Would that my lips could tell,


Fairest of fortunes bless thy way,



Light of my life, farewell!

Katana &

Rose of my fancy’s garden fair
Chorus.


Fortune foretells joy that excels.


Almond-eyed maid of beauty rare,



Fondest of fond farewells!

Mimosa.

Sorry and sad I go from thee,



Lord of my loving heart,


Ever and ever think of me,



Though for a time we part.


Saved by a friend from hapless fate,



Whither she goes, go I;


So till I come, my soldier, wait!



So till I come – good bye!

Mimosa & 

Son of the Sword, whose gleaming blade



Guarding its prize danger defies,


Truest of knights to trusting maid,



Sweetest of sweet good-byes!

Katana exits slowly.

Molly.
Oh, what will they do with Molly,

With poor little madcap me?
I’ve got in a mess in a Japanese dress,

And what will the consequence be?
No doubt with a girl like Molly

They’d try to take liberties free,
But if they’ve the folly to take them with Molly,

They’ll have to be sharper than she!

Chorus.
Now who is this Roli-Poli,

And what is her little game?
We’re bound to admit that we’re puzzled a bit,

For nobody knows her by name.
It’s hard upon Roli-Poli

To hint that she’s open to doubt,
And yet we’re suspicious and rather ambitious

Of finding a thing or two out!

Cunningham.
(Aside) Do you know Reggie, tho’ he’s bought that one
By buying sweet Mimosa; we’ve spoilt his fun.

Fairfax.
Most Noble, we’re heartbroken, I may say,
To take Mimosa from you.

Imari.
Laugh away!
But don’t make sure you’ve got the best of me!

Fairfax.
Take care, my lord, in English hands is she!

So don’t you dare

To touch a hair

Of the head of that dainty geisha fair!
If truth be told
To a Marquis old,
It’s he – not the girl – who’s just been sold!

Chorus.

It’s only the way

Of sailors gay,

Yes it seems uncommonly rude to say
That if the truth be told
To a Marquis old,
It’s you – not the girl – who’s just been sold!

Imari.
This conversation we will not prolong;
(Significantly)
It may turn out that after all you’re wrong!

Chorus.
Please to go! Please to go!

Fast the sun is setting!
Due respect to custom show;

Orders you’re forgetting.

Bus. English Party move up stage to bridge.


Please to go! Please to go!

Seek the city’s shelter;
Time is pressing, swift progressing.

Hurry, helter-skelter
Please to go! Please to go! etc.

Fairfax left on bridge. Imari pulls Molly down on her knees.

CURTAIN

ACT II

At rise of curtain enter Procession of Japanese Ladies being the train engaged by Imari for the attendance of his bride. They walk round in procession followed by Men, and finally take places as though waiting for Bride.

Opening Chorus

Day born of love,

Of gladness and delight


Your moments soon invite to mystic marriage rite!
Thron’d high above

O Tento Sama shines.


And laughing, he divines a lover’s sweet designs!
O-hayo! O-hayo!

Moon by night and sun by day

Tender beam and blazing ray!
O-hayo! O-hayo!


Watch and ward o’er lovers keep!


Day to drink of pleasures deep


Night for rest and gentle sleep



Night for rest and gentle sleep.

Day born of love,

Of gladness and delight


Your moments soon invite to mystic marriage rite!


Politely dress’d


In all our best



The wedding we await,



And hope they won’t be late,



Or else forget the date.


What would be done if either one



Neglected to appear?




If somebody demurr’d




Or anything ocurr’d



With all to interfere?


Before our eyes the prospect lies



Of rich and festive fare,



With cups of sake rare



To toast the happy pair.


No wonder then that maids and men



Unite in Hymen’s praise,



And sing their joyous lays



With blushes all ablaze.

4 Geisha exeunt. Enter Nami, principal attendant to the bride. Enter Imari from Palace. The Chorus all kow-tow.

Imari.
(To Nami) Now tell me, how fares it with my sweet bride? Does she ask for me?

Nami.
No, Most Noble. She does not seem conscious of the honour in store for her. In fact, she says she dislikes you very much.

Imari.
That’s not unusual when a girl marries for exalted social position.

Nami.
But she says she won’t marry you.

Imari.
She’s coy. She’ll outgrow that when she comes to know me at my true worth.

Nami.
Most Noble’s charms will no doubt win her over.

Imari.
They have never failed before, and I’ve had a lot of experience.

Nami.
Here she comes.

Enter Molly from Pavilion, gloriously dressed in Japanese clothes and attended by 2 Ladies. She is petulant and tries to escape them. Nami goes towards her.

Nami.
There is your anxious bridegroom.

Molly.
Bridegroom! I’m not going to marry.

Imari.
You are going to marry! All girls marry, it is the natural finish to a spinster’s education.

Molly.
Is it? Then marry the bridesmaids, I don’t love you.

Imari.
I didn’t say love. I said marriage, that’s quite a different thing. Now, my dear, I’m going to be your husband, and to make you the most important lady in these parts, and what can any girl want more?

Molly.
I don’t want more – I want less. I don’t want you! (Chorus titter)

Imari.
(Aside) That’s her maidenly modesty, pretending she doesn’t care for me. (To Molly) I understand – you don’t want to appear too affectionate before a crowd.

Molly.
That’s it, Marquis. I hate it!

Imari.
(To Bridesmaids) Just like me. Ladies and gentlemen, turn your heads the other way. (Chorus turn round with a bird-like jump. Approaching Molly affectionately) Now, my dearest, I’ve heard so much about your English custom, the salute – the kiss. Will you give me an English kiss?

Molly.
Oh yes, I’ll give you one! (Bus. slap on face)

Imari.
Is that an English kiss?

Molly.
Yes – have another?

Imari.
No, thank you, I don’t think much of it. It’s not the way it was described to me. Come now, I’m going to make you as happy as a lark.

Molly.
Yes, I know – as happy as a lark in a pudding. I want to be a lark that can fly away.

Imari.
But you’ll never want to leave me when we are married,

Molly.
No! I want to leave you before!

Imari.
Now, my poppett… (Moves towards Molly. Bus. Molly raises her hand to slap Imari’s face, then goes up stage.) Don’t kiss me again! (Turns to go) I’m not sure that I’ve made such a good bargain after all. (Kisses hand to her) We shall meet once more, sweet blossom, and after that nothing shall ever part us - until I get tired of you. (Half exit, and then return to Bridesmaids) You can turn round again. (Chorus jump back) You haven’t missed much! (Exit into Palace)

Molly.
I’m not going to marry that old fossil if I know it! (To Nami) Tell me, what can he do?

Nami.
Whatever he pleases. His will is law here.

Molly.
Is it? Then a pretty muddle I’ve got into!

Song – Molly & Chorus


Poor little maiden, loves a bit of fun,

Learns her propensity to rue!
Just look at me! What a pretty thing I’ve done!

Here’s a delightful how-de do!


A precious pickle I’m in!



Foolish little Molly,



Punish’d for your folly.


A wooden monkey climbin’

Isn’t on a stick like you!






Click! Click!




I’m a monkey on a stick!


Any one with me can play,



And my antics he’ll enjoy,



Till he finds a newer toy,


When he’ll wish me a polite good day!

Chorus.




Click, click… etc.

Molly.
Nobody doubts that this horrid Japanese

Wives – orientally – has got!
One, two, or three – or as many as you please -

I won’t be added to the lot!


He thinks I can’t resist him;



Rolling in his riches,



Fancies he bewitches,


But round my thumb I’ll twist him,

Whether he’s aware or not!






Click! Click!




He’s a monkey on a stick!


Bound to let me have my way!



So I’ll keep him all alive



Till my English friends arrive,


When I’ll wish him a polite good day!

Chorus.




Click, click… etc.

Dance, and exeunt ALL. Enter Wun-Hi and Juliette. They are both shabby and look down in the world.

Wun-Hi.
What we do now? Tea House gone – licence gone – girlee gone – me gone off my upper crust! I hopee Marquis take pitee on poor ruined Chinaman!

Juliette.
And poor ruined French girl!

Wun-Hi.
It makee no matter you – you very well, thank you. You not losee a Tea House licence!

Juliette.
No, but I’ve lost a lot of other things! If only I could get the English girl back to her friends, they would pay me well.

Wun-Hi.
I helpee you with Marquis – then English officer givee me plenty much large size lump money. Then you partners with Wun-Hi, and we start new Tea House.

Juliette.
I don’t want a silly Tea House! But I do want to know how to get the Marquis. And I think I know how…

Duet – Juliette and Wun-Hi

Juliette.
When I want anything done,

I try my favourite plan,


I weedle and coax,


And flatter the folks,

As only a French girl can.
If ever I chanced on one

Who won’t be coaxed by me,


I peep and pry,


And I work on the sly -

Comprenez-vous ca?

Wun-Hi.




Wee! Wee!

Both.
Oh, chi-kee-hi-kee ching-a-ring-a-ree!
The smart French girl and the cute Chinee!

Monsieur, Mam’selle

Suite very very well,


So sing


Ching-a-ring


Ching-a-ring-a-ring-a-ree!

Wun-Hi.
When me want gettee my way,

Keep muchee open eyes;


For Chinaman mild,


Him welly sharp child -

Tell plenty big whopper lies!

Juliette.
Together we’ll work to-day,

You’re just the man for me!


A girl never jibs


At a few little fibs –

Comprenez-vous ca?

Wun-Hi.




Wee! Wee!

Both.
Oh, chi-kee-hi-kee ching-a-ring-a-ree! etc.

Dance. After duet, enter Imari from Palace.

Imari.
What is all this noise? How dare you intrude here without permission?

Wun-Hi.
Me didn’t mean to protrude.

Imari.
Hullo, French girl, what are you doing here?

Juliette.
Nothing!

Imari.
Then don’t do it!

Wun-Hi.
Most Monumental – most More Noble than usual – Greatee Marquis, listen! Givee back Wun-Hi Tea-House…

Imari.
Don’t bother me now. I have a very busy day before me. First of all, there’s the reception – that will keep me busy – then there’s the banquet, that will keep me very busy – then there’s the wedding – that will keep me very very busy!

Juliette.
The Chinaman will be useful to you at the wedding.

Imari.
So he might. Come here. Look here, I will give you a chance. You shall be allowed to look after the geisha at my reception and see that they do their best – you will be paid nothing!

Wun-Hi.
Thank you very most muchee, me do my best at the price!

Exit Imari into Palace, followed by Wun-Hi and Juliette. Enter Officers.

Quartette –Officers

Grimston.
Half round the world we’ve been, my boys,

On pleasure and on duty,
At ev’ry port we’ve known the joys

Of some bewitching beauty!

Cunningham.
The simple maid from sunny France,

Who blush’d and seemed to falter,
The Spanish girl we met by chance

When strolling through Gibraltar.

Bronville.
Give me a girl from any clime,
And I’ll adore her for a time!

All.

Jolly young Jacks are we,


Merry of heart and gay!

Sons of the rolling sea,


Homage to beauty pay.

What if her eyes are dark?


What if her eyes are blue?

Beauty is fair, ev’rywhere,


If Beauty’s the girl for you!

Grimston.
We’ve seen all sorts of sizes, too,

Some rather quaintly dress’d ones;
But give me eyes of English blue,

Believe me, they’re the best ones!

Cunningham.
That Chinese girl I couldn’t stand

With feet of small dimensions,
Or Gretchen from the Fatherland.

Who ask’d us our intentions.

Bronville.
Well, any you don’t care about
Pass on to me – I’ll take them out!

All.

Jolly young Jacks are we, etc.

Enter Lady Constance and Girls.

Marie.
We can’t find Molly anywhere!

Lady C.
When we left the Tea House yesterday we went into the city to the hotel; she didn’t come so we thought she had gone straight to the yacht, but she hadn’t!

Fairfax.
She hadn’t?

Lady C.
Ah! The Marquis Imari is chief of the police here. I’m going to see him at once. (Goes towards Palace.)

Enter Juliette from Palace.

Juliette.
The English visitors! Ah, you have come to find your friend Miss Molly?

Lady C.
Yes, where is she?

Juliette.
She is here – in the Palace.

Lady C.
Here? I knew she was invited to the wedding with the rest of us – but –

Juliette.
(Laughs) Invited to the wedding? She is the wedding!

Lady C.
The what?

Juliette.
(In mock respectful tones) The most Miraculous Marquis has chosen her for his bride.

They form a group and talk excitedly.

Fairfax.
His bride? The Marquis Imari is not going to marry this English lady!

Cunningham.
Of course not.

Lady C.
I’ll see the Marquis and tell him that we shall take her away at once.

Juliette.
He will not be frightened. Japanese are not frightened even of earthquakes.

Fairfax.
It is ridiculous!

Juliette.
But it is not ridiculous! The Marquis has permission from the Government to marry a geisha.

Fairfax.
Yes, I know that, and Lady Constance bought her away from him.

Juliette.
Lady Constance bought Mimosa, but there was another geisha – the one who sang the song… (Bus.)

Fairfax.
Yes, yes, I remember her – very clever, she was!

Juliette.
Well, she was your Miss Seamore.

Fairfax.
Molly Seamore?

Juliette.
Yes, she did it because you made her jealous of Mimosa. And the most marvellous Marquis bought her; and he is going to marry her to-day.

Fairfax.
What nonsense!

Juliette.
Marriage is not nonsense! (Exits)

Lady C.
I’ll find that Marquis – he won’t think himself quite so marvellous when I’ve done with him. (Exit.)

Officers and Ladies stroll off, except Cunningham, Fairfax and Grimston.

Cunningham.
Do you know, I believe this girl, Reggie? I think we ought to see to this at once. We don’t know the laws of Japan, and Molly may be in danger.

Grimston.
Well, we’ll go and see about it. You wait here, Reggie, and see what you can find out. (Exit with Cunningham.)

Fairfax.
Molly, my Molly, if I could only help her! How can I wait when the girl I love is in danger!

Song – Fairfax

How can I wait – when she I worship only

Friendless and fair, my help may surely need?
How can I wait, and leave her sad and lonely,

Counting the hours that all too slowly speed?
Earth has no grace that does not cling about her,

Life has no charm, if mine she may not be;
Star of my soul! I cannot live without her;

O grant this day may give her back to me!


Dream, O my dearest, till we meet once more,

Daydreams of happiness again in store.


Dream of a future that our fates may hold,


Pass’d in the wonderland of love untold.

Glory of flow’rs and fairyland around me,

Over my path the joyous sunlight falls;
Yet is my dear, whose charms so fast have bound me,

Caged like a bird within those gilded walls.
Would I could break the cruel bonds that hold her,

Snap ev’ry chain that keeps us two apart!
Star of my soul! – the half I have not told her,

Of all the love that fills my beating heart!


Dream, O my dearest, till we meet once more, etc.

Exit Fairfax.

Enter Mimosa, carrying parasol.

Mimosa.
I wonder where the English lady is? She has been very kind to Mimosa, and has given me some advice too about my officer gentleman. (Laughs) English ladies are very clever, but Japanese girls know as much as they do about foreign officers!

Song – Mimosa

A small Japanese
Once sat at her ease

In a garden cool and shady,
When a foreigner gay
Who was passing that way,

Said “May I come in, young lady?”
So she opened her gate,
And I blush to relate

That he taught Japan’s fair daughter
To flirt and kiss
Like the little white Miss

Who lives o’er the Western water!

He call’d her the Jewel of Asia – of Asia – of Asia,
But she was the Queen of the Geisha – the Geisha – the Geisha;
So she laughed, “Though you’re ready to-day, sir,

To flirt when I flutter my fan,
Tomorrow you’ll go on your way, sir,

Forgetting the girl of Japan!”

But when he came back
(Alas and alack!)

To that garden cool and shady,
The foreigner bold
Was decidedly cold

And talked of an English lady.
With his heart in a whirl
For the little white girl,

He declar’d how much he missed her,
And forgot – if you please! –
His poor Japanese,

For he never even kissed her!

But she was the Jewel of Asia – of Asia – of Asia,
The beautiful Queen of the Geisha – the Geisha – the Geisha;
And she laughed, “It is just as they say, sir,

You love for as long as you can,
A month or a week or a day, sir,

Will do for a girl of Japan.”

At end of song, Fairfax enters mournfully.
Mimosa.
(Earnestly) Ah, my English officer!

Fairfax.
Ah, my little Mimosa!

Mimosa.
You are unhappy! Can Mimosa help you?

Fairfax.
I don’t know – perhaps you can. You see, this Marquis Imari has made a prisoner of my little English girl and talks about marrying her. Can you take me to her?

Mimosa.
(Pensively) I’m afraid not. You know it is a Japanese custom no one sees a bride except her own ladies.

Fairfax.
But you can find some way of seeing her!

Mimosa.
Mimosa will try her best for the English officer who has been so good to her.

Fairfax.
You will succeed. Tell her that I am here, and will save her, no matter what happens. (Enter Cunningham with Wun-Hi) Do that, little woman, and I’ll never forget you! (Shakes her hand, bus.)

Cunningham.
Well, Reggie, any news of Molly?

Fairfax.
Yes, Mimosa is going to help us and turn the tables on the Marquis.

Wun-Hi.
Me helpee you too, we all helpee each other. If we all stick together we make Marquis look one large dammee foolee!

Cunningham.
How?

Mimosa.
If you’ll listen, Mimosa will tell you (To Wun-Hi) Go away, you’re not in this.

Wun-Hi.
Tellee me – me mallied!

Mimosa.
Mimosa will play a trick on the Marquis.

Wun-Hi.
Tickle the Marquis?

Mimosa.
And just when he thinks he is going to be married, he will find that he has no bride.

Wun-Hi.
No blide! Then he’ll be a splinster!

Mimosa.
No, no. The wrong bride, that’s all – Juliette!

Fairfax.
What a splendid plan! I say, I wonder what this Marquis will do when he finds out?

Cunningham.
I don’t suppose it will matter much to him, one girl is very like another in the dark!

Quartette – Mimosa, Fairfax,
Cunningham and Wun-Hi

Fairfax.
When he finds that his dear little lovebird’s gone,

Oh, what will the Marquis do?


Will he fly into a rage,


Or fill an empty cage

With another little bird or two?

Cunningham.
He’ll vow that the ceremony must go on

With some little girl or other


And I fancy he’ll admit


That he doesn’t mind a bit;

For one of them is very like another!

All.

Oh, what will he do and what will he say?

Will his language be improper in a Japanesey way?


He may do what he likes, he may say what he thinks,


But we’ll pop a little stopper on his jolly jolly jinks!

Mimosa.
When he finds that his dear little bride has fled,

Oh, what will the Marquis do?


If he isn’t too upset


He’ll marry Juliette,

And adore her for a month or two!

Wun-Hi.
Me think that he breakee-breakee Wun-Hi’s head

Some bad lucky day or other!


If no beatee me with stick


Then he givee me a kick

But one of them is welly like another!

All.

Oh, what will he do and what will he say? etc.

Dance and exeunt All except Wun-Hi. Enter Lady Constance.

Lady C.
This is a terrible position. His wife in half an hour, and the Marquis is nowhere to be found! There are not enough of us to rescue her by force, and there is not time to return to the city and appeal to the Consul. What on earth are we to do?

During bus. re-enter Mimosa.

Wun-Hi.
Oh, most mountainous lady, me wantee favour of great big lady!

Lady C.
What do you want?

Wun-Hi.
(Kneeling) Lend me her Number One Geisha – O Mimosa San.

Lady C.
What for?

Wun-Hi.
Wun-Hi provides all festivities for noble Marquis’s wedding. O Mimosa San, she be a festivity. Wante hee Mimosa to make sing-song at most noble Marquis’s wedding.

Lady C.
Certainly not. The Marquis is the last person in the world I’d do a favour for.

Mimosa.
Yes, do let Mimosa sing at the wedding, please!

Lady C.
Now, my dear little Mimosa, what do you want to sing for?

Mimosa.
Because that is how I can rescue the English girl. We must be more cunning than the Marquis, and now I think I see how to – Mimosa has many friends in there.

Enter Juliette.

Juliette.
And one friend here.

Mimosa.
Ah, the French girl. You do not want the Marquis to marry a pretty English girl?

Juliette.
Oh no, the most prodigious Marquis can do much better than that!

Mimosa.
French girl would like the Marquis for herself.

Juliette.
French mousmé cannot do better than that.

Mimosa.
Well, who knows? (Pushing Juliette off). Do what Mimosa tells you, and you may find yourself a Marchioness before the day is over.

Juliette.
A Marquise! (Exit)

Wun-Hi.
Oh do, most mighty atom – do!

Mimosa.
Please, lady!

Lady C.
Very well, we can’t be in a much worse position that we are. (To Wun-Hi) I’ll lend you the girl. But see that she does not go back to that Japanese Steam-roller. (Exit.)

Wun-Hi.
Chinaman plenty much grateful. Hip, hip hullay! (Rubs hands together) Get back Number One geisha makee please Marquis, get back Tea House licence! Hip, hip hullay!

Exit Wun-Hi with Mimosa. Enter Guards – enter in procession the Bridesmaids attended by the Men – all singing.

Japanese March

Chorus.
Koi-wa-se-ni sumu,
Tori-wa ki-ni tomaru,
Hito-wa nasake-no

Kage.
Koi-wa-se-ni sumu,
Tori-wa ki-ni tomaru,
Hito-wa nasake-no

Kage, Kage, Kage, Kage-ni.

Takemini places them as music finishes – chairs are brought on for the English – the Japs squat. Takemini has entered during music and taken his post at principal entrance.

Takemini.
The English visitors! (Enter English Party. Ladies sit, Officers stand behind.) The Marquis Imari! (Bus. salute)

The Japs prostrate themselves. Enter Imari and Juliette.

Takemini.
The Chief Geisha of our Court will greet the Marquis. (Enter 4 Geisha with samisens. They sing.)

Entrance of Geisha

With splendour auspicious, O sunbeams illumine the day,
With perfumes delicious, O flowers make fragrant the way.
O Zephyrs, go carry our songs to the Master of Might,
Who cometh to marry the Rose of his fancy’s delight!

Sing sweetly and shrilly


O twittering birds of the air,

Than lilac or lily


The bride is more daintily fair.

From hill and from valley,


The echoes are greeting the day

With soft fal-lal-lally


And tender fal-lal-lal-lal-lay!


And tender fal-lal-lal-lal-lay!
With splendour auspicious, etc.

Imari.
A most satisfactory reception. It is wonderful how popular I am when I give the banquet myself and make all the arrangements in my honour. Welcome one and all to this, my latest and greatest wedding!

Song – Imari

Imari.
Then come and join the beautiful feast

It isn’t the time to tarry.

Chorus.

It isn’t the time to tarry.

Imari.
For all the best of West and of East

Is spread on the day I marry.

Chorus.

Is spread on the day I marry.

Imari.
So follow me in and lift the latch,

And drink good health to the present match,
And clear the board with a happy despatch,

That isn’t a hari-kari!

Chorus.

That isn’t a hari-kari!

Imari.
Then merrily pour a glass of champagne,

I’ve tried it before, I’ll try it again,


I’ll try it


As diet,


I’ll try it

I’ll try it again!

Chorus.

He’ll try it as diet – he’s tried it before,

And he’ll try it again, and he’ll try it, he’ll try it again!

Imari.
Perhaps you British think me a brute,

In your manner philanthropic.

Chorus.

In your manner philanthropic.

Imari.
At present I must decline dispute

On the marriage problem topic.

Chorus.

On the marriage problem topic.

Imari.
I grant experience may have shown,

That taking one wife and one alone
Is very well in the temperate zone,

But I am a trifle tropic!

Chorus.

But I am a trifle tropic!

Imari.
From having one more why should I refrain,

I’ve done it before, I’ll do it again,


I’ll do it


Go thro’ it,


I’ll do it

I’ll do it again!

Chorus.

He’ll do it, go thro’ it - he’s done it before,

And he’ll do it again, and he’ll do it, he’ll do it again!

Imari.
For why should a dainty English girl

A silly young British tar kiss -

Chorus.

A silly young British tar kiss -

Imari.
When she can marry a belted Earl

Or a most magnificent “Mar-kiss”?

Chorus.

Or a most magnificent “Mar-kiss”?

Imari.
She may be skittish and make a scene,

But I shall smile in a style serene,
And she will be as the rest have been,

As willing as any Barkis.

Chorus.

As willing as any Barkis.

Imari.
For when I adore, it is not in vain,

I’ve been there before, I’m going again,


I’m going


So knowing,


I’m going

I’m going again!

Chorus.

He’s going so knowing – he’s been there before,

And he’s going again, and he’s going, he’s going again!

Imari.
I’m going, I’m going, I’m going again!

After number, enter Wun-Hi, who forces his way past Takemini and Others, who try to keep him out.

Takemini.
Most noble Marquis, the Chinaman is here.

Imari.
All right, admit him!

Wun-Hi.
There, you see, me got Marquis’ permission! How do you do, foleign female devils. Me dancee and singee my life story for you. Then me go round with hattee!

Song & Dance – Wun-Hi and Chorus

Wun-Hi.
Chinaman no money makee

Allo lifee long!
Washee washee once me takee,

Washee washee wrong!
When me thinkee stealee collars

P’licee mannee come;
Me get finee fivee dollars,

Plenty muchee such!


Chin Chin Chinaman

Muchee muchee sad,


Me afraid


Allo trade

Wellee welle bad!


No-ee joke


Brokee broke

Makee shuttee shop
Chin chin chinaman

Chop, chop chop!

Chorus.
Chin Chin Chinaman, etc.

Wun-Hi.
When me gette catchee cheatee

Playing piecee card,
Chinaman they allo beatee

Kickee welly hard!
When me takee nicee placee

Makee plenty tea,
Gettee me in more disgracee,

Up they sellee me!


Chin Chin Chinaman, etc.

Chorus.
Chin Chin Chinaman, etc.

Dance and exit.

Takemini.
Most noble Marquis, a fortune teller craves an audience.

All.
A fortune teller! What fun!

Imari.
Send her away – I don’t like fortune tellers.

English Party rise and cross to Marquis.

All.
Oh, do let us see her!

Imari.
That’s all very well for you, you are not in a hurry – you are not going to be married.

Lady C.
Now don’t refuse now, or we’ll never come to your wedding again.

Imari.
I’m suspicious of fortune tellers. Besides, they know such a lot.

Lady C.
Now you must say yes – do!

Imari.
Well, as you are my guests, I can refuse you nothing. (To Takemini) Send her in.

English Party return to seats.

Takemini.
Oyuki, the fortune teller!

Melos. Excitement. Enter Mimosa, disguised. She carries a small box.

Mimosa.
(Mysteriously through melos) Within this box secrets lie hidden. Fate has filled it with good omens and disasters. Fortunes are concealed in it, and misfortunes. Here – (tapping the box) are riches and ruin. You may draw the lot of success or calamity. Who will consult Oyuki’s box of fate?

Cunningham.
Have you plenty of good fortune in your box?

Mimosa.
To-day the fates are propitious in honour of Most Noble’s marriage.

Imari.
That’s very kind of the fates.

Mimosa.
So to-day the box is full of good fortune. But there’s one black fate – all the others are rosy. Try! (Offers box)

Lady C.
If that’s so, we’ll consult your oracle. (Approaching Mimosa)
All.
Oh, yes, we’ll all try!

Mimosa.
Remember that the one black fate is very black indeed. There will be no light on the life of him on whom the lot shall fall.

Imari.
Did you see the way she looked at me? I knew I shouldn’t like this woman – she gives me the creeps. Send her away.

Lady C.
Surely, Marquis, you needn’t be afraid to try your luck. And on your wedding day, too!

Imari.
I don’t know.

Mimosa.
The most Noble’s exalted position places him above such adversity.

Imari.
That’s true. Fate never does much harm to a magistrate. Go on!

All the English Party crowd round Mimosa and draw lots from the box, which she reads.

Mimosa.
A lover from over the seas - rank and riches – hope fulfilled – fame and rewards – health and happiness – honoured old age…

Cunningham.
Oh, thanks, that’s awfully jolly!

Mimosa.
Stay! Stay! (As they draw the lots too eagerly) There will be none left for the Most Noble…

Imari.
I don’t want any, thank you. I’m all right.

Lady C.
Oh, but you must take one, Marquis!

Mimosa.
The fortune-teller’s reputation would suffer if the Most Noble refuses. (Prostrates herself before him and offers box.)

Imari.
(Taking lot) Well, there’s only one left – so it’s not much risk. Here goes. (Takes card handed by Mimosa. Music chord in orchestra. Melos continues through scene.) What’s that? (Throws card down.)

Mimosa.
The Black Fate! (Throws card down.)

All.
The Black Fate!

Imari.
(Shaking in fright) The Black Fate! What does it mean.

Mimosa.
It foreshadows immediate misery.

Imari.
Thanks. Anything else?

Mimosa.
The fortune teller cannot exactly say how the misfortune will come, but all your possessions will go from you, pain will rack your every bone, you will be deprived of your rank and you will become hateful in the eyes of every woman.

Imari.
(In agony) I’m rather sorry you called. Anything else?

Mimosa.
Your equals will despise you, your inferiors jeer at you, until, a pauper dishonoured and disgraced, you will at last meet with terror and anguish a horrible doom! (Chord in orchestra. Music stops.)

Imari.
(Prostrate on ground) Why did I let this fiend come here? I feel myself becoming mildewed all over! (To Mimosa) Is there no antidote?

Melos to Mimosa’s exit.

Mimosa.
Yes, there is one.

Imari.
What is it?

Mimosa.
It is written in the prophecy that if the one on whom the Black Fate has fallen be truly loved by a young bride, his punishment shall be turned to pleasure, his horrible doom to a life of delight.

Imari.
(Groaning) Oh!

Mimosa.
(Insinuatingly) Does most Noble’s young bride truly love him?

Imari.
(Groaning) She says she hates the very ground I walk on! Can’t you do anything for me?

Mimosa.
I might. The fortune-teller has a love spell with her which she can cast over your bride and make her love you.

Imari.
(Starting up, merrily) Good! Go to her at once – she’s in there – cast your spell over her – make her love me – hurry up. (Going to steps) I’ll order her ladies to admit you at once. (Calls off) Here, Nami! Conduct this witch to Roli Poli San. (On steps) But you are sure you can do what you say?

Mimosa.
The love charm has never failed yet. (Exit into Palace)

Imari.
Saved, and by a love charm! All foreigners must now leave. Bring in my future bride. I shall go and prepare myself. (Exit into Palace, followed by Juliette and English Party.)

Enter Molly and Mimosa.

Molly.
How do I know I can trust you – besides, you know, it was all through you I got into this scrape.

Mimosa.
Yes, but when I told you to put on the kimono I didn’t know there was going to be a sale.

Molly.
No more did I. I say, didn’t I go cheap?

Mimosa.
Now listen. You do not wish to marry this Marquis Imari?

Molly.
Not much.

Mimosa.
Well, all your English friends will be at the ceremony and they will rescue you. You know the French mousmé? She is most anxious to become a Marquise.

Molly.
I’m not jealous.

Mimosa.
You must insist on one favour. He must let you have the French mousmé as a bridesmaid, then she will take your place during the ceremony. Do you think the Marquis will let you?

Molly.
He can’t refuse that. If he does, I shall treat him as the interfering parrot treated the canaries.

Song – Molly and Chorus

Molly.
A parrot once resided in a pretty gilded cage,
Sarcastic was his temper and uncertain was his age,

He knew that two canaries had apartments overhead,

Who’d only very recently been wed.

Chorus.


They’d recently been wed.

Molly.
He kept an eye on all that they were doing –

Chorus.

An interfering parrot in a nasty frame of mind.

Molly.
And vow’d he stop their billing and their cooing-

Chorus.

Which really was exceedingly unkind.


Exceedingly unkind.

Molly.

Polly wink’d his eye and Polly gave a sigh,


And Polly took his best hat down;

He called on Mrs. C. and took a cup of tea


When Mr. C. had gone to town.



Then wisely shook his head



And seriously said:

(All this is spoken through the music imitating a parrot.)






“Well, husbands are a lot!



A pretty one you’ve got!




Such tales I never heard!



So dissolute a bird




I never met before,




What goings on! Oh lor!”

Chorus.

Polly wink’d his eye, etc.

Molly.
He left the poor canary with her spirits rather low,
And when she got her husband home her tongue began to go.

In vain he tried caresses and attempted to deny -

The silly little girl began to cry.

Chorus.

The bird began to cry.

Molly.
She told him that she knew he loved another –

Chorus.

A shocking accusation for a little bird to make!

Molly.
And said she meant to go and see her mother,

Chorus.

A very silly step for her to take!


A silly step to take.

Molly.

Polly wink’d his eye and Polly gave a sigh,


And Polly took his best hat down;

He knew there’d be a fuss so jumping on a bus


He called on Mr. C. in town.





Then wisely wagged his head



And seriously said:



“A pretty wife you’ve got!


I see you had it hot,



And, bless her heart, it’s true,



She’s just as bad as you!




Directly you are gone,




Oh, don’t she carry on!”

Chorus.

Polly wink’d his eye, etc.

Molly.
Canary’s yellow countenance with jealousy was green,
And when he met his wife they had a nice domestic scene,

Till she with pocket handkerchief, and he with sullen scowl

They hurried off to Mr. Justice Owl.

Chorus.

To Mr. Justice Owl!

Molly.
He granted a judicial separation,

Chorus.

And all because of Polly’s unsubstantiated words!

Molly.
And now they live in icy isolation

Chorus.

Two really very wretched little birds


Two wretched little birds!

Molly.

Polly wink’d his eye and Polly gave a sigh,


And Polly bought a special “Sun.”

He read the full report of what occurr’d in Court


And chuckled at the mischief done.



Then going off to bed



Contentedly he said:



“Thank goodness that’s all right!


I’ll get some sleep to-night



A thing I cannot do



When lovers bill and coo!




They won’t annoy a soul,




Poor Polly! Scratch a poll!

Chorus.

Polly wink’d his eye, etc.

Enter 2 Guards, who take up positions R and L of the Palace.

Music: Japanese March. Enter Takemini with cups on tray.

Takemini.
(Comes down) The wedding ceremony will now take place – the most exalted bride and her ladies.

Enter 4 Attendants, followed by Chorus Ladies. Enter Nami and Juliette. Molly comes forward under canopy, borne by 4 Geisha, who keep close to her and won’t let her get away.

Molly.
(Pushes Geisha aside) Here, let me get out of this! I don’t want an umbrella, it isn’t raining.

Enter Mimosa.

Mimosa.
Little English girl!

Molly.
Oh, it’s you again!

Mimosa.
Your English friends are here!

Molly.
Where?

Enter English Party, headed by Fairfax and Officers. Mimosa beckons Juliette on, and whispers to her, gesticulating and pointing to canopy. Slight commotion in Chorus as they know Imari is coming. Takemini goes up.

Mimosa.
(To Juliette) Now’s your chance! Go under that! (Takes her to canopy.)

Juliette.
(Going to canopy) A Marquise at last!

Takemini.
(Coming down) The Most Illustrious Bridegroom!

Enter Imari, attended by Guards and Katana. Chorus Men enter.

Imari.
(Advancing) Now let the ceremony proceed at once! (To Takemini) Give me the cups! (He takes a cup in each hand and beckons to Geisha who advance with canopy. Juliette advances under it.) Come here, my bride! (Gives her cup) Drink this and you will be my wife!

Juliette.
(Puts out her hand, takes cup, drinks) I will make a most charmante bride, cher Marquis!

Imari.
(Starting) Who’s this?

Juliette appears, goes on her knees to him.

Mimosa.
The French Mousmé, who will make the Most Noble Marquis a most perfect wife.

Imari.
(Seriously) No, I’m going to marry little Roli-Poli. There’s some mistake here.

Molly.
Yes, Marquis, you made the mistake. I don’t want to be one of twenty, you naughty old man – I want a young man of my own. You thought I’d marry a Japanese Marquis, when I can get an English sailor?

Imari.
(Looking at Juliette) Well, I’m rather disappointed. Still, I suppose every man is disappointed in his wife at some time or other.

Mimosa.
(To Fairfax) But Lieutenant Officer will never be disappointed with his little wife. (To Katana, who comes to her) And no more will my Katana.

Enter Wun-Hi, who prostrates himself at Imari’s feet.

Wun-Hi.
And what of poor honest Wun-Hi, who helpee gettee Most Noble the plenty fine wedding festivities and the welly best little wifee in Japan? What reward you givee me?

Imari.
I knew you’d be involved in this somewhere! I know what I ought to give you… (He is restrained by Juliette) But, as it’s my wedding day, I’ll give you something else. You may have your Tea House licence back.

Wun-Hi.
Wun-Hi gettee Tea House back? Wun-Hi welly welly happy! Hip, hip hullay!

Mimosa.
So you see, English ladies and gentlemen, everybody is happy - and all because you were so kind to the Japanese Geisha!

Finale



Politely dress’d


In all our best



The weddings we await,



And hope they won’t be late,



Or else forget the date.


What would be done if either one



Neglected to appear?




If somebody demurr’d




Or anything ocurr’d



With all to interfere?




Before our eyes


The prospect lies



Of rich and festive fare,



With cups of sake rare



To toast the happy pair.




No wonder then


That maids and men



Unite in Hymen’s praise,



And sing their joyous lays



With blushes all ablaze.

Happy Japan,

Garden of glitter!
Flower and fan

Flutter and flitter,
Land of bamboo,

(Juvenile whacker)
Porcelain too,

Tea-tray and lacquer!

Happy Japan, Happy Japan, Happy Japan!
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