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Edited for audition purposes only. DO NOT LEARN!

STREPHON

A
IOL. the Lord Chancellor has at last given his consent to your marriage with his beautiful ward, Phyllis?

STREPH.  Not he, indeed.  To all my tearful prayers he answers me, “A shepherd lad is no fit helpmate for a Ward of Chancery.”  I stood in court, and there I sang him songs of Arcadee, with flageolet accompaniment – in vain.  At first he seemed amused, so did the Bar; but quickly wearying of my song and pipe, bade me get out.  A servile usher then, in crumpled bands and rusty bombazine, led me, still singing, into Chancery Lane!  I’ll go no more; I’ll marry her to‑day, and brave the upshot, be it what it may!  (Sees Fairies.)  But who are these?

IOL.  Oh, Strephon!  rejoice with me, my Queen has pardoned me!

STREPH.  Pardoned you, mother?  This is good news indeed.

IOL.  And these ladies are my beloved sisters.

STREPH.  Your sisters!  Then they are – my aunts!

QUEEN.  A pleasant piece of news for your bride on her wedding day!

STREPH.  Hush!  My bride knows nothing of my fairyhood.  I dare not tell her, lest it frighten her.  She thinks me mortal, and prefers me so.

LEILA.  Your fairyhood doesn’t seem to have done you much good.

STREPH.  Much good!  My dear aunt! It’s the curse of my existence!  What’s the use of being half a fairy?  My body can creep through a keyhole, but what’s the good of that when my legs are left kicking behind?  I can make myself invisible down to the waist, but that’s of no use when my legs remain exposed to view!  My brain is a fairy brain, but from the waist downwards I’m a gibbering idiot.  My upper half is immortal, but my lower half grows older every day, and some day or other must die of old age.  What’s to become of my upper half when I’ve buried my lower half I really don’t know!

B
PHYL.  The House of Lords are certainly extremely attentive.

STREPH.  Attentive?  I should think they were!  Why did five‑and‑twenty Liberal Peers come down to shoot over your grass‑plot last autumn?  It couldn’t have been the sparrows.  Why did five‑and‑twenty Conservative Peers come down to fish your pond?  Don’t tell me it was the gold‑fish!  No, no – delays are dangerous, and if we are to marry, the sooner the better.
