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SYNOPSIS

The play begins with & scene in a chamber of the Princess von
Werdenberg's Vienna residence in the early |i:arn of the reign of Maria
Thl:rcga. e Princess reclines on a sofa hall embraced by the ardent
Octavian, who ?mfeuﬂ an all consuming love for her. In the midst of
this impassi scene the lovers are disturbed by sounds which the in-
discreet ones fear are the footsteps and the voice of the Prince von Wer-
denberg, returning unexpectedly from hunting, Octavian quickly con-
ceals himself and dons the dress of a lady’s maid, and the anxicty of the
Princess s clurg«ed to amusement when the noisy, boastiul and de-
bauched Baron Ochs of Lerchenau urnceremoniously enters the chamber
to crave the assistance of the Princess in his forthcoming marriage with
Sophia Faninal. The old rake no sooner sets eves on Octavian disguised
as a maid than he makes love to her and invites her to sup with him.
Meanwhile the Princess, as was the practice of ladies of quality in those
days, has her morning interview with her attorney, head cook, milliner,
hairdresser, literary adviser, animal dealer, etc., inclading a Aute player

an Italian tenor, whose business it is to help divert her.

When Baron Lerchenau departs the Princess asks Octavian to be the

bearer of the silver rose which the bridegroom left with her to be de- -

livered to the bride, Sophia, according to the custom of those days. The
first act ends a little sadly when the Princess teflects on the day not
distant when her charm shall bave faded and her power to attract her
lover shall have passed away.

In the second act Sophia in her home receives the silver rose sent
to her by the Princess in behalf of Baron Lerchenau. Unfortumately for
the Baron, Octavian no sooner delivers the rose, and Sophia no sooner
receives it, than the two f2ll desperately in love with each other. In the
midst of their new-iound joy the Baron enters to be formally presented
to his betrothed and to have the contract duly drawn and signed. His
impudent manner and loose language disgust Sophia. Octavian picks a
quarrel with him, draws his sword and wounds him in the hand. Sophia
weeps and protests she will never marty the Baren, Faninal fumes and
rages, declaring his daughter shall marry the Barom or take the veil, for
he is socially ambitious and seeks to link his wealth as a merchant with
an aristocratic house.  Ohctavian sets his wits to work and the third act
of the play puts everything to rights,

Disguised as the maid of the Princess he makes and keeps an ap-
pointment with the Baron, at an iom . There so many tricks are
on the Baron that he thinks he has Jost his reason apd is in a ouse,
Faces appear in unsuspected panels; a widow enters claiming him as her
husband; children rush in and hail him as “papa”; the commissary of
police arrests him on a charge of leading young girls astray; and in his
attempt to clear himseli, he makes a hopeless muddle of it all and is
rightfufly disgraced. The merchant, Faninal, is furious to find his pros-
ﬁ:iw son-in-law in such a brawl, and Sophia publicly renounces him.

arrival af the Princess is the sighal for the police to withdraw and for
Octavian to reveal himself to the Baron in his vsual garments of a man.

And so the play ends. happily, although there is & little bitter in the i

cup of the Princess as she sces her lover so soon another's prize. The
love of the Princess for the boy was but a passing romance, innocent
enough, though indiscreet, but it supplies the shadow to the lovely picture
of Octavian and Sephia locked in each other’s arms when the comedy
is done.
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CHARACTERS

PRINCESS VON WERDENBERG (Wife of Field

Marshal Prince von Werdenberg) . . . Soprowe
BARON OCHS OF LERCHENAU . . . . Bass
OCTAVIAN (called Mignon—a Young Ganﬂfman of

Noble Family) . .« Meszo-Seprano
HERR VON FANINAL (a Ri:k Marchawt Neny

Ennobled) & Wi . . High Beritone
SOPHIA (His Daughter) . . . . High Soprano
MISTRESS MARIANNE LEITMETZER

{ Dxennc) 3 « « . High Soprane
VALZACCHI (a Man of A :Fmﬂ) « o+ s+« . Tenor
ANNINA (His Partner} . v o e om e ulitl
A COMMISSARY OF PDLICE e o e om o  DOEE
MAJOR-DOMO OF THE PRINCESS . . . Tenor
MAJOR-DOMO OF FANINAL . . . . . Tenor
THE PRINCESS'S ATTORNEY . . . . . Bass
LANDLORD . i W .. Tenor
ASINGER . . . . + + + Htgthenar
A SCHOLAR '

A FLUTE PLAYER
A HAIRDRESSER

HIS ASSISTANT
A WIDOW OF NOBLE FAMILY

THREE ORPHANS OF NOBLE i;f"d"é
FAMILY - i

A MILLINER . w ok B E Soprane

A VENDOR OF ANIMALS . . . . . Tenor

fT'zzra Tenor

FOUR FOOTMEN OF THE PRINCESS ETwo Bass

';Oﬂe Tenor
FOUR WAITERS B . .. lT'h'r” Bass

A Little Black Boy, Footmen, Couriers, Heyducks, Cookboys,
Guests, Musicians, Two Watchmen, Four Little Children,
Various Personages of suspicious appearance.

PLACE oF ACTION ;

Vienna, in the early years of the reign of Maria Theresa,



ERSTER AUFZUG

Das Schlafzimmer der Feldmarschallino Links im Alkoven das
grosse zeltiormige Himmelbett. Neben dem Bett ein deeiteiliger chine-
sischer Wandschirm, hinter dem Klefder liegen, Ferner ein kleines
Tischchen und ein paar Sitzmobel. Auof einem Fauteuvil links Liegt ein
Degen in der Scheide. Rechts grosse Fliigeltiren in das YVorzimme.
In der Mitte kaum sichtbar kleine Ture in die Wand eingelassen. Sonst
keine Tiren. In dem Alkoven rechts steht ein Frisiertisch und ein
paar Sessel an der Wand, Fauteuils und zwei kleine Sofas. Die Vor-
hange des Bettes sind zorlekgeschlagen. Octavian kniet auf einem
Schemel vor dem Sofa links und hilt die Feldmarschallin, die in der
Sofaecke liegt, hafb umschlungen, Man sieht ibr Gesicht nicht, sondern
nur ihre sehr schone Hand und den Artn, von dem das Spitzenhemd
abfillt. Durch das halfgetfnete Fenster strimt die helle Morgensenne
herein, Man hort im Garten Viglein singen,

CICTAVIAN ! Wie du warst! Wie du bistl
Das weiss niemand, das ahnt keiner!
MarscrarLrin  (richtet sich in den Kissen ouf) :
Beklagt Er sich Gber das, Quinquin? Maocht' Er, dass
viele das wissten?
Ocravian  (feurig) ;
Engel! Nein] Selig bin ich,
Dass ich der Einzige bin, der weiss, wie du bist.
Keiner aknt es] Niemand weiss ¢s!
Du, du—was heisst das “Du"? Was “du und ich"?
Hat denn das einen Sinn?
Dias sind Worter, blosse Worter, nicht? Du sag'!
Aber dennoch: Es ist etwas in ihnen,
ein Schwindeln, ein Ziehen, ein Sehnen und Dringen,
ein Schmachten wnd Brennen:
Wie jetzt meine Hand zu deiner Hand konumt,
Das Zudirwellen, das Dichumklammern,
das bin ich, das will zu dir; |
aber das Ich vergeht in dem Du | .
Ich bin dein Buly', aber wenn mir darln Héren und Sehen
wvergeht—

"

wo ist dann dein Bub?
MarscEALLIN  (fefse) :
Du bist mein Bub', du bist mein Schatz!
; (Sehr fomic).
Ich hab' dich Heb!
Ocraviaw  (fiket auf) @
Waram ist TagP Ich will nicht den Tag! Fir was ist
der Tag!
Da haben dich alle! Finster soll sein!
(Er stilrzt ans Fenster, schitesst ex und gieht die Forkinge su. Man
hirt won fern ein lelses Klingeln)
MarscmaLtin  (lachi leise) :
Cleravian Lachst du maich aus?

]



ACT ONE

The bedroom of the Princess, In the dleove lo the left the large,
tent-shaped Fowrposter. Nest the bed o threefold screem, behingd which
clothes are scaltered to the ground. A small lable, chairs, etc. To the
right, folding doors leading to the bedchamber. In the centre, Scarcely
wigible, a [ithle door fet eto the walll No other doors. Betweenw the
olcove aond the small door, o toilet toble and some armchoirs against the
wall. The curtains of the bed ore half drown. Through the holf-open
windowr the morning swn streams . From the gorden sounds the somg
of birds. Octavian kneels on a footsicol, half embracing the Princess
who i5 reclinimg i the bed. Her face is Ridden, only her beantiful hond
is seen, and Fer arm peeping from onl the sleeve of her night! goum of
lace.

Octavian  (rapturously)

All thy soul, all thy heart—
Their perfections who can measure *

Princess : Why grieve so sorely at that, Mignon,
Should they be known on the housetops?

Qcraviax  ( passtonalely)

Angell Nol PBlessed am [

That it is [, I alone who know their secrets.

Who can measure such perfection?

Theu, thou, thou! What means that “Thou?"
That “Thou and L"

Have they meaning or SERse e

They are merely empty nothings, What? O say.
Yet have they something,

Yea, a something is in them

That craveth, that urgeth, that striveth,

That fainteth and yearneth.

To thine my hand thus its way hath found;

And this quest for thee, and thizs clinging —

That am I, who seek thee out

Mingling with thee and lost in that “Tho'™

I am thy Boy; but when reft of all senses T Iie in thy arms.
Where then is thy Roy?

Princess: Thou art my Boy. Thou art my love. I love thee so,
OcTAvIAN: Why dawneth day? How hateful is day. What availeth
the day?

Then all men can see thee, Dark let it be

(He rushes to the window ond closes it A bell ix heard vinging sofily
in the distance. The Princess smiles to Rerself.)

Smil'st thou at mef



Mazscmariin  {#Grifich) :
Lach' ich dieh aus?
Octavranw:  Engell
MarsceaLLin: Schatz du, mein junger Schatzl ..
(W ieder ein leiser Klingein)
Haorch)
OcTaviaN : Ich will nicht.

MazscaarLIn: Still, pass aufl

OCTAVIAN ¢ Ich will nichts horen] Was wird's denn sein?

. {Das Klingeln niker.)

Sind’s leicht Laufer mit Briefen und Komplimenten?

Vom Saurau, vom Hartig, vom portugieser Envoyé?
Hier kommt mir keiner herein, Hier bin ich der Herr!
{[He Rleine Thr i dov Mitte geht auf wnd ein bleiver Neger in Gelb,
behingt it silbernen  Schellen, ein  Prisentierbrett  mit  der
Schokolade fragend, Ivippelt iber die Schwelle. Die THr linter

dem Neger wird von unsichtboren Hinden geschlossen.)

MarscHALLIN : Schnell, da versteck” Er sich! Das Frithstiick ist's.
Octaviaw  (gleitet hinter den vorderen Wandschirm) :
MarscHALLIN : Schmeiss' Er doch Sefnen Degen hinters Bett.
Ocravian  (fahrel noch dem Degen und versteckd ihn) @

MapscEALLIN  (verschuwindet hinter dem Beéttvorhiingen, die sic  fallen
lisst,)

Der Krriwe Necer (stellt das Servierbrett auf dor kletne Tischchen, schiebt
dieses nach vorne, weben das Wnksslehende Sofa, verneigi sich dann
Hef gegen das Beit, die bleinen Arme @ber die Brust pebreutse,
Dann tongt er gierlich nack rickwirts, tmmer das Gesicht dem
Betle sugevwandt, An der Thr verneigt er sich nochmols und ver-
sehuindet).

MarscEALLIN (trill swischen den Beltvorhdngen kervor. Sie hal einen
leichien mit FPels verbrimten Montel wmgeschlagen),

Ocraviax {(kommt swischen der Mouer vnd dem Wondschirm hervor).

Magzscmarery: Er Katzenkopd, Er Unversichtiger!
Lisst man in einer Dame Schlafzimmer seinen Degen
; . herurnliegen?
Hat Er keine besseren Gepflogenheiten?
OCTAVIAN: Wenn Ihr zu dumm ist, wie ich mich benehm’,
und wenn Fhr abgeht, dase ich kein Gelibter in sclchem
Sachen bin,
- dann weiss ich (berhaupt nicht, was Sie an mir hat!
MarscEariin  (gartlich, auf dem Sofa) :
FPhilasophier' Er nicht, Herr Schatz, und komm Er her.
Jetzt wird pefriihstickt, Jedes Ding hat seine Zeit
OoTavian (setaf sich dicht neben sie.  Sie frihstilcken sehr gdrtlich, Octa-
wvian legt gein Gesicht ouf fhr Knie. Sie streichell seim Haoar.
Er blickt su {hr auf. Leize):
Marie Theres'!



