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"The Plutocrats"





"

The Plutocrats"








Scene.


A cabinet meeting.




Opening Chorus




Labour Ministers.




We are the flowers of the aristocracy;



We are the peers of the Labour Ministry:



We can confidently state



We legislate



While you wait-



Every ball we get by five



Is finished with by eight!





Wizards of finance, the rulers of the State



With careless abandon we gaily legislate.



We're afraid that our regime



Oft may seem



Like a dream-



We've a process which we deem



A most effective scheme.





Our creation-



Innovation -



Alcholic legislation -



Thought's a waste of time -





Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers drink and obliterate your minds.



Here's a bill that's rather new



Now on view -



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about



But we will let it through!


Stanley S.



Our statisticans last report



Discloses shameful facts -



Instead of passing, as we ought,



Innumerable Acts,



We've shirked our duty, gentlemen -



On Thursday there were only ten!



(A murmur of shocked horror runs through the ministers they raise their steins, drain their contents, and sing)

Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink, - and obliterate your.: minds.



Here's a bill that's rather new



Now on view



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about,



But we will let it through!



(The glasses are again filled during Mr. Sausage's speech)

Stanley S
.
The first Bill of the evening is a little scheme I have called "Sausage time". Nowadays, we put the clocks back an hour, and get an hour more light; by this bill, we'll put them back twelve hours and we won't get any darkness at all.

Ministers. chorus

(Draining their steins.)




Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers drink, and obliterate your minds.








We should say it would be gay



If It would stay



Always day -



Such an advantageous Bill



We'll put through right away!


Stanley S
.
The next bill is called The Employers' Obliteration act. We've done almost everything possible to incommode the employers - we'd better put the poor things out of their misery. Let's sack 'em!

Ministers Chorus
.
(Wildly draining steins)




Drink brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins 
Etc.









Spasm 1






Chorus




The Executive


Our aspect's stern, Etc.


(Enter the 
Witches, the Harpies of Hades, nine of them, each bearing a broomstick, They are dressed in black, and all are extremely dirty and repellent. This chorus should be female, not male. They from up in line in front of 
The Executive, who fall back, and sing the following Chorus.








Chorus




Witches.


When we appear Etc.



The Executive and 
The Witches gracefully execute a combined Pitchfork and Broomstick Ballet to the music)

Gilbert
.
(After the conclusion of the Ballet) Well, we'd better get down to business. Things have definitely come to a crisis.

Ermyntrude
.
Yes, and whatever anyone says, we have 
not turned the corner.

Albert
.
And we're not likely to, at this rate. Now, what we want is some calm dispassionate thinking.

Gertae
.
From my experience of you, Albert, I know It's quite impossible for you to be dispassionate.

Rosebud
.
Let's go on strike!

Ethelbert
.
I thought of that some centuries ago, Rosebud.





Its logically bad. We haven't got any work to go on strike from.

Constance
.
Let's complain again to Mr. Nemesis, then.

Cuthbert
.
A fat lot of good that'll do. Last time we complained, he foew into a rage and ordered us to square the seventh circle before sunset.

Bert
.
And when we couldn't, we had to stand head downwards in the mud lake all night.

Sophonisba
.
(Reminiscently) Ugh! That lake!

Gilbert
.
But we must do 
something - we cant stand this much longer!








Song





Gillert with 
Chorus of 
Executive And Witches.


The numerous cliques Etc.

Hubert
.
(Turning to 
Wurzel and 
Flummery) And what do you gentlemen think we ought to do?

Wurzel & Flummery

(Together) Go away - we're busy.

Gilbert
.
Leave them alone, poor things, The boss's ordered then to discover a new torture by tonight - he thinks that if Dulce Domum's made a little more up-to-date, we might get more visitors. What's going to happen to you if you can't find a new one Wurzel?

W & F

(Together - very expressively) Something very, very, lingering? (They collapse over the table)


(There, is a loud booming peal of thunder in the distance)

Rosebud
.
Hullo! here comes the Old Boy!


(The thunder is heard again much nearer)

Gilbert
.
Coming fast too.

Bert
.
I suppose we've 
got to welcome him in the approved fashion?

Gilbert
.
Might as well. No use annoying the old chap. Pub on your nice party smiles, everybody.


(The thunder becomes louder, and more continuous, and the stage darkens; but the red glow at the back becomes brighter. The Executive and the Witches form up on either side of the stage 
Gilbert standing in the middle and singing the following song. The thunder rumbles, very low and monotonous, throughout the



song getting louder towards the finish.)








Song.




Gilbert With 
Chorus Of 
Executive And 
Witches.


In fiery chariot winging Etc.


(There is a sudden terrific peal of thunder, very close. An immediate black out follows, for one second, and as the lights slowly come up, 
Mr. Nemesis is seen, his arm outstretched in the Nazi salute, standing on the top step in front of his throne. He is tall, majestic - an awe - inspiring figure, with pointed black beard, moustache, and small horns. There is dead silence for a moment, and then a wind instrument in the orchestra plays "Pop-eye the Sailor Man" in a plaintive tone. Whenever 
Mr. Nemesis appears during the play, this air should be played. He wears a flowing red cloak, and faultless evening dress underneath. He is smoking a large cigarette.)








Song Mr. Nemesis and 
Chorus.


For - I am the Demon King! Etc.

(Mr Nemesis

knocks the ash from his cigarette on the head of the nearest member of the Executive, who starts violently.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
(In a deep loud voice) Avaunt! Black hags of the night! (The witches scuttle out slmost too fast for the eye to follow them.) Avaunt, oh my council who councel not! (The Executive scamper off noislessly on the opposite side. He sinks into his chair, and rests his head in his hands.) Avaunt to be alone. (He raises his head, and his eyes light on 
Wurzel and Flummery shivering in their chairs. He descends the steps in an agile manner.) Wurzel, Flummery.


(They quail and sink 
[
unclear: guil in the bairs.])


Wurzel and Flummery 
[
unclear: anting] in a dull tremulous monotone)




Searching through the panorama -



We've triad Turk and Shiek and Llama -



Marching over deserts bootless,



But our journeys have been fruitless.



Every torture that we saw



Had been done by you before!


Mr. Nemesis
.
I suppose you remember what's to happen to you if



you can't 
[
unclear: fie] something by six tonight?

W & F

No - We really forget.

Wurzel
.
(Frantically) Please may I leave the room?

Flummery
.
(More frantically) Please I desire to interview a gentleman concerning a domestic animal.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Grabbing each by the collar) So you forget, eh? Well, I'll have to think of something a little more---er---Well at six tonight. And even the great Sausage I heard you talking about wouldn't be able to legislate you out of this. Now scram! And remember--(But they are gone before he has time to say another word. Mr. Nemesis trips up the step and from a hidden cavity under the throne removes a large bottle - "Public School Spirit" - and a glass. Pouring some into the glass, he drinks, furtively, glancing around to see that no one is looking. Holding the glass in front of him, he soliloquises:-)

Mr. Nemesis
.
I drink - to the bad old days! Oh, Tempus, Tempus, why must you fugit so?


(He drinks. His meditations are cut short by an excited scurry of feet outside, and he hurriedly replaces the bottle. The Executive, the witches, and other rabble rush on left, bowing to Mr. Nemesis, pointing to the right, and singing, all at the same time








Chorus




Executive and Witches.


On yonder billows tossing Etc.


(They rush out right, but 
Mr. Nemesis immobilizes two of the Executive, 
Albert and 
Egbert.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
And what is this outrageous caterwauling?

Albert
.
Its Captain Charon, your grace.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Has he got any cargo?

Albert
.
I can't say your Grace. But he looked very pleased with himself.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's no indication; Charon suffers from aninflated





(Mr Nemesis ascends his throne, and assumes a majestic pose. 
Albert and 
Egbert 
[
unclear: tily] stand on either side of the throne, their pitchforks hild like rifles.


The Executive and Witches surge in, carrying Captain Charon shoulder high.)








Chorus




Executive and 
Witches.


Here's Charon the Sailor-man, Etc.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Rising, in a loud voice.) Scram!


(The rabble rushes out, dropping 
Charon with a thud on the floor.



Albert & Egberts., remain motionless on guard.)

Mr. Namesis
.
So you're here!

Charon
.
(Who is rather deaf) Eh?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
Yes, I would like a beer Mr. Nemesis - it is hot.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Shouting) I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
(Crestfallen) Oh, well - I am, aren't I? It is rather obvious.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Painfully so. Did you have a good voyage?

Charon
.
Terrible Mr. Nemesis, terrible! On one occasion


I almost lost my ferry and on another - my toga.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your what?

Charon
.
(Pointing to towel,) My Toga, Nice, isn't it? (Displaying it from all angles) I picked it up in a place upstaires, when I had my New Year bath. The fellow who dropped it didn't notice. But I nearly lost it - Oh, it was so lowering to my dignity!

Mr. Nemesis
.
It is rather risky.

Charon
.
Yes Mr. Nemesis, I would like a whiskey.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Louder) I said risky.

Charon
.
(Sadly) Oh you did say risky didn't you?

Mr Nemesis
.
(Thundering) Yes! But - Have you brought any souls?

Charon
.
We'll corns to that in a minute. When you sent me upstaires, I took my abode in a castle overlooking the sea - Dam-



nation castle : I called it.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Sounds a pleasant spot.

Charon
.
Well Mr. Nemesis, I would like a spot. (Long cause, during which Charon Cazes longingly at Mr, Nemesis, then shrugs hopelessly and proceeds.) I made only one friend - my Daisy.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your Daisy?

Charon
.
She is a bull, Mr. Nemesis, a bull of massive and ungainly proportions, but my bull's a lamb, Mr. Nemesis, he's as harmless as a mouse. Though I'm afraid the magistrate didn't thihk so. That Magistrate!

Mr. Nemesis
.
Daisy is a funny name for a bull isn't it?

Charon
.
Ah - But Daisy is a funny bull. (Casually) I've brought her down here.

Mr. Nemesis
.
You've What?


(A loud bellowing is heard outside)

Charon
.
That's him. Isn't she a loving little thing? (Looking out) I'm afraid he's going to have a fight with Cerberus in a minute.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(With dangerous calm) Captain Charon, can you drag your thoughts away from your bovine acquaintance for a moment and answer me one question? If not, your bull will soon be Bovril.

Charon
.
(Proceeding unperturbed) By the way, I've renamed my boat. I now call it the "Sic Transit". Rather apt isn't it ? But to proceed. I have a cargo.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's the spirit.

Charon
.
(Eagerly) Where is the spirit, Mr. Nemesis? I have not seen any yet.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm sitting on a bottle of the best in Dulce Domum at the moment, but I'm not to take it from under my -er- control until I know.......

Charon
.
I have a cargo of the finest souls since Nero's day on board. Queer people - they didn't like Daisy a bit. Daisy is my bull you know - Did I tell you about her?


(In desperation 
Mr Nemesis obtains the bottle from under the seat and hands it to 
Charon. While 
Mr. Nemesis is getting the glass, 
Charon removes the cork with his teeth, spits it out



into Albert's face, and rains the bottle with incredible rapidity. 
Mr. Nemesis turns round with the glass, and looks at the empty bottle; his jaw drops in amazement, 
Charon passes him the bottle.


(
Mr Nemesis raises the bottle on high ready to smite 
Charon but pauses as a noise is heard off. Several members of the 
Executive push on a large packing case right, with a huge label attached, reading 
Mr Nemisis, Dulce Domum, Agile, With Care.")

Mr. Nemesis
.
At last! Scram everyone! I'll deal with this myself



Albert and 
Egbert noislessly disappear centre, and the others exit right. 
Charon, seeing that 
Mr. Nemesis is busy inspecting the packing case, creeps up to the throne, falls on his hands and knees beside it, fishes out a large bottle, waves it with a triumphant air at 
Mr. Nemesis' back, and scurries out on all fours. A moment later, the bull bellows joyously off. 
Mr. Nemesis having inspected the packing case, suddenly gets an idea. He smiles wickedly and produces a pair of horn-rimmed glasses from the air, puts them on, and sits in a studious manner at the tabls left, and appears to be writing busily. The orchestra commences playing softly, and a muffled chorus comes from within the packing case,)








Chorus




The Plutocrats.


Bump, bump, bump along the highway. Etc.


These four take some time painfully emerging, singing the whole time.)


Bump, bump bump along the gangway Etc.


(By the time the four have emerged the song is completely finished and they have straightened their ruffled clothes. They stand looking round 
Oliver playing with his tie, and 
Stanley with his hair. As the two walk together round the room, the Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played by a violin in the orchestra.


Vere de Vere. (His voice rough and uncultured, in contrast to his clothes and lordly air.) Phew - its damned hot. Just



about we het to that drought we had in Aussie in '98, Do you know, during that drought I saw two trees chasing a dog.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Names please? (He looks hurriedly through the pages of a large book.)

Stan Sausage
.
I am Stanley Sausage.

Oliver Mask
.
And I am Oliver Mash.

Mr. Nemesis
.
O yes, I remember you Sausage and Mash, the celebrated radio entertainers.

Oliver Mash
.
And this is the Reverend Scrounger - known to his intimates as Uncle Sacking, the friendly toad.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And who is this? (Pointing to Vere de Vere.)

Vere de Vere
.
(Proudly) I am Lord Vere de Vere.

Stan Sausage
.
A gentleman of the old school tie.

Oliver Mash
.
Have you a cigarette, young man?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Standing up) Certainly.


(He produces before their bewildered eyes four lighted ones from the air. The 
Plutocrats gape at them and smoke them suspiciously. 
Mr Nemesis goes through the motions of opening a case and putting a cigarette in his mouth. When his hands are removed he also is smoking a cigarette.)

Stan Sausage
.
(Doing finger wiggle excitedly very awe struck) Can you - can you do that often?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Why not.

Stan Sausage
.
Can you do it with money?


(For answer 
Mr. Nemesis produces a shower of silver coins from the air.)

Oliver Mash
.
Stanley our search is at end! Young man, our economical system was perfect except in one tiny detail, money. We had intended to print it, but if you will go in with us -.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Money won't be much use to you in the Fiery Lake.

Stan Sausage
.
Is - is that where we are going?

Mr. Nemesis
.
If I choose.

Oliver Mash
.
If you choose. (Amazed.) Then you are -

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Drawing himsslf up to full height - the 
Plutocrats quail,) Yes I am Mr. Nemesis! I may be a little moth eaten, but I am still the ruler of Dulce Domum.




Vere de Vere
.
Who is this Dulcie Domum, anyway?

Mr. Nemesis
.
But with the rolling away of centuries, my satanical ardour has lessened, I have grown soft - hearted. A tiny flower will move me.

Vere de Vere
.
Ever tried Epsom Salts?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I used to hate the little devils, but now I find I can even bear children.

Vere de Vere
.
Good heavens man, you ought to see a doctor.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And if I want to swear - I find I have lost the art. If something drops on my toe, and I want to say - you know - all I can do is squeeze out a miserable bother.

Vere de Vere
.
(Intensely sympathetic) That must be really terrible.

Stan Sausage
.
(Cautiously) Do - do I surmise that you don't like your job?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your penetration is amazing.

Stan Sausage
.
(Even more cautiously) I suppose - you are still determined - to emerse us in this fiery lake of yours.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm afraid I'll have to. Why?

Stan Sausage
.
(Casually) I just thought you might hand the Government over to us.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Horrified) No! It's absolutely unprecedented.

Rev. Scrounger
.
(Benignly) There is no precedent for anything when its done for the first time.

Stan Sausage
.
Listen - if you don't let us take over, things may be awkward for you. Do you realise that you're liable to a fine for keeping an alsatian unlicensed and unmuzzled?

Mr. Nemesis
.
An Alsatian?

Oliver Mash
.
He means that thing with all the heads at the doorway.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Cerberus?

Stan Sausage
.
Yes - it obviously has alsatian blood in it. Do you realize that you are disobeying the Health regulations by that placard above the door - "Abandon soap all ye that enter here"

Mr. Nemesis
.
Its 'Hope' not 'saop'. Are you illiterate?



must be soap from the condition of the witches we saw.

Mr. Nemeses
.
Anyway, I'm not subject to your domination.

Oliver Mash
.
That's where you're wrong, Upstaires we ruled over a large piece of land, Our dominion extends, as every lawyer knows, to the sky, (hodding his head) and to the middle of the earth.

Mr. Nemesis
.
But you're dead.

Oliver Mash
.
(Magnificently patting his stomach in a grandiloquent manner.) I am a corporation sole. And a corporation never dies.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Well I suppose there's nothing for it. Its a bargain.


(The orchestra strikes up the Toreador chorus, and the 
Devil's Own march on left led by 
Messalina, Cleopatra, Madams Pompadour, Lucrexia Borgia, Helen Of Troy Calpurnia, Xanthippe. Each dressed in the appropriate costume of her period. They perform ab elegant but wicked ballet, singing the following chorus.)








Chorus and Ballet




The Devil's Own


We are the dames....Etc.


(At the conclusion of the ballet, and during the following conversation, Messalina makes eves at the 
Rev. Scrounger, who is 
horrified, and attempts to escape from her attentions.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
This is my private harem - The Devil's Own.

Stanley Sausage
.
(Doing Finger Wiggle excitedly) You - you haven't got a public one, have you?

Oliver Mash
.
Does this pass with the reigns of power?

Mr. Nemesis
.
All except Messalina, Gentlemen, allow me to introduce the ladies. (As he introduces each one, they bow grace-fully.) Messalina -


Lord Vere de Vere I've heard about her.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Lucrezia Dorgia: she simply oozes poisonality. Helen of Troy - her face, as you know sank a thousand ships.



Xanthippe.

Messalina
.
(In a soft alluring voice, sidling up to the Revd. Scrounger,) Like to come for a little walk round Dulce Domum?

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's right girls take them out and show them..

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Faintly) Is this necessary?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Show them round girls! Show them Napoleon's Army marching on their stomachs! Show them Tantulus and Ixion and Brookie and all the other cursed things.

Lord vere de Vere

I'm going to enjoy this. I wonder if We'll hear any new Little Audrey stories.


(They start to go out arm in arm, but the Revd. Scrounger is extremely bashful.)

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Shrinking from Messalina as if she had the plague.) You - you'll have to excuse me; I'm a little stiff from exertion.

Messalina
.
(Seizing him by the arms and dragging him out after the others.) I don't care where you come from. Let's get going. (They go out singing "We are the Dames")


(By now they have all gone. 
Mr. Nemssis shrugs his shoulders, sighs, and walks slowly but proudly to his throne, where he sits, his head resting on his arm.
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Scene








Scene.


A cabinet meeting.




Opening Chorus




Labour Ministers.




We are the flowers of the aristocracy;



We are the peers of the Labour Ministry:



We can confidently state



We legislate



While you wait-



Every ball we get by five



Is finished with by eight!





Wizards of finance, the rulers of the State



With careless abandon we gaily legislate.



We're afraid that our regime



Oft may seem



Like a dream-



We've a process which we deem



A most effective scheme.





Our creation-



Innovation -



Alcholic legislation -



Thought's a waste of time -





Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers drink and obliterate your minds.



Here's a bill that's rather new



Now on view -



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about



But we will let it through!


Stanley S.



Our statisticans last report



Discloses shameful facts -



Instead of passing, as we ought,



Innumerable Acts,



We've shirked our duty, gentlemen -



On Thursday there were only ten!



(A murmur of shocked horror runs through the ministers they raise their steins, drain their contents, and sing)

Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink, - and obliterate your.: minds.



Here's a bill that's rather new



Now on view



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about,



But we will let it through!



(The glasses are again filled during Mr. Sausage's speech)

Stanley S
.
The first Bill of the evening is a little scheme I have called "Sausage time". Nowadays, we put the clocks back an hour, and get an hour more light; by this bill, we'll put them back twelve hours and we won't get any darkness at all.

Ministers. chorus

(Draining their steins.)




Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers drink, and obliterate your minds.








We should say it would be gay



If It would stay



Always day -



Such an advantageous Bill



We'll put through right away!


Stanley S
.
The next bill is called The Employers' Obliteration act. We've done almost everything possible to incommode the employers - we'd better put the poor things out of their misery. Let's sack 'em!

Ministers Chorus
.
(Wildly draining steins)




Drink brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins 
Etc.
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Spasm 1






Chorus




The Executive


Our aspect's stern, Etc.


(Enter the 
Witches, the Harpies of Hades, nine of them, each bearing a broomstick, They are dressed in black, and all are extremely dirty and repellent. This chorus should be female, not male. They from up in line in front of 
The Executive, who fall back, and sing the following Chorus.








Chorus




Witches.


When we appear Etc.



The Executive and 
The Witches gracefully execute a combined Pitchfork and Broomstick Ballet to the music)

Gilbert
.
(After the conclusion of the Ballet) Well, we'd better get down to business. Things have definitely come to a crisis.

Ermyntrude
.
Yes, and whatever anyone says, we have 
not turned the corner.

Albert
.
And we're not likely to, at this rate. Now, what we want is some calm dispassionate thinking.

Gertae
.
From my experience of you, Albert, I know It's quite impossible for you to be dispassionate.

Rosebud
.
Let's go on strike!

Ethelbert
.
I thought of that some centuries ago, Rosebud.





Its logically bad. We haven't got any work to go on strike from.

Constance
.
Let's complain again to Mr. Nemesis, then.

Cuthbert
.
A fat lot of good that'll do. Last time we complained, he foew into a rage and ordered us to square the seventh circle before sunset.

Bert
.
And when we couldn't, we had to stand head downwards in the mud lake all night.

Sophonisba
.
(Reminiscently) Ugh! That lake!

Gilbert
.
But we must do 
something - we cant stand this much longer!








Song





Gillert with 
Chorus of 
Executive And Witches.


The numerous cliques Etc.

Hubert
.
(Turning to 
Wurzel and 
Flummery) And what do you gentlemen think we ought to do?

Wurzel & Flummery

(Together) Go away - we're busy.

Gilbert
.
Leave them alone, poor things, The boss's ordered then to discover a new torture by tonight - he thinks that if Dulce Domum's made a little more up-to-date, we might get more visitors. What's going to happen to you if you can't find a new one Wurzel?

W & F

(Together - very expressively) Something very, very, lingering? (They collapse over the table)


(There, is a loud booming peal of thunder in the distance)

Rosebud
.
Hullo! here comes the Old Boy!


(The thunder is heard again much nearer)

Gilbert
.
Coming fast too.

Bert
.
I suppose we've 
got to welcome him in the approved fashion?

Gilbert
.
Might as well. No use annoying the old chap. Pub on your nice party smiles, everybody.


(The thunder becomes louder, and more continuous, and the stage darkens; but the red glow at the back becomes brighter. The Executive and the Witches form up on either side of the stage 
Gilbert standing in the middle and singing the following song. The thunder rumbles, very low and monotonous, throughout the



song getting louder towards the finish.)








Song.




Gilbert With 
Chorus Of 
Executive And 
Witches.


In fiery chariot winging Etc.


(There is a sudden terrific peal of thunder, very close. An immediate black out follows, for one second, and as the lights slowly come up, 
Mr. Nemesis is seen, his arm outstretched in the Nazi salute, standing on the top step in front of his throne. He is tall, majestic - an awe - inspiring figure, with pointed black beard, moustache, and small horns. There is dead silence for a moment, and then a wind instrument in the orchestra plays "Pop-eye the Sailor Man" in a plaintive tone. Whenever 
Mr. Nemesis appears during the play, this air should be played. He wears a flowing red cloak, and faultless evening dress underneath. He is smoking a large cigarette.)








Song Mr. Nemesis and 
Chorus.


For - I am the Demon King! Etc.

(Mr Nemesis

knocks the ash from his cigarette on the head of the nearest member of the Executive, who starts violently.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
(In a deep loud voice) Avaunt! Black hags of the night! (The witches scuttle out slmost too fast for the eye to follow them.) Avaunt, oh my council who councel not! (The Executive scamper off noislessly on the opposite side. He sinks into his chair, and rests his head in his hands.) Avaunt to be alone. (He raises his head, and his eyes light on 
Wurzel and Flummery shivering in their chairs. He descends the steps in an agile manner.) Wurzel, Flummery.


(They quail and sink 
[
unclear: guil in the bairs.])


Wurzel and Flummery 
[
unclear: anting] in a dull tremulous monotone)




Searching through the panorama -



We've triad Turk and Shiek and Llama -



Marching over deserts bootless,



But our journeys have been fruitless.



Every torture that we saw



Had been done by you before!


Mr. Nemesis
.
I suppose you remember what's to happen to you if



you can't 
[
unclear: fie] something by six tonight?

W & F

No - We really forget.

Wurzel
.
(Frantically) Please may I leave the room?

Flummery
.
(More frantically) Please I desire to interview a gentleman concerning a domestic animal.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Grabbing each by the collar) So you forget, eh? Well, I'll have to think of something a little more---er---Well at six tonight. And even the great Sausage I heard you talking about wouldn't be able to legislate you out of this. Now scram! And remember--(But they are gone before he has time to say another word. Mr. Nemesis trips up the step and from a hidden cavity under the throne removes a large bottle - "Public School Spirit" - and a glass. Pouring some into the glass, he drinks, furtively, glancing around to see that no one is looking. Holding the glass in front of him, he soliloquises:-)

Mr. Nemesis
.
I drink - to the bad old days! Oh, Tempus, Tempus, why must you fugit so?


(He drinks. His meditations are cut short by an excited scurry of feet outside, and he hurriedly replaces the bottle. The Executive, the witches, and other rabble rush on left, bowing to Mr. Nemesis, pointing to the right, and singing, all at the same time








Chorus




Executive and Witches.


On yonder billows tossing Etc.


(They rush out right, but 
Mr. Nemesis immobilizes two of the Executive, 
Albert and 
Egbert.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
And what is this outrageous caterwauling?

Albert
.
Its Captain Charon, your grace.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Has he got any cargo?

Albert
.
I can't say your Grace. But he looked very pleased with himself.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's no indication; Charon suffers from aninflated





(Mr Nemesis ascends his throne, and assumes a majestic pose. 
Albert and 
Egbert 
[
unclear: tily] stand on either side of the throne, their pitchforks hild like rifles.


The Executive and Witches surge in, carrying Captain Charon shoulder high.)








Chorus




Executive and 
Witches.


Here's Charon the Sailor-man, Etc.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Rising, in a loud voice.) Scram!


(The rabble rushes out, dropping 
Charon with a thud on the floor.



Albert & Egberts., remain motionless on guard.)

Mr. Namesis
.
So you're here!

Charon
.
(Who is rather deaf) Eh?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
Yes, I would like a beer Mr. Nemesis - it is hot.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Shouting) I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
(Crestfallen) Oh, well - I am, aren't I? It is rather obvious.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Painfully so. Did you have a good voyage?

Charon
.
Terrible Mr. Nemesis, terrible! On one occasion


I almost lost my ferry and on another - my toga.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your what?

Charon
.
(Pointing to towel,) My Toga, Nice, isn't it? (Displaying it from all angles) I picked it up in a place upstaires, when I had my New Year bath. The fellow who dropped it didn't notice. But I nearly lost it - Oh, it was so lowering to my dignity!

Mr. Nemesis
.
It is rather risky.

Charon
.
Yes Mr. Nemesis, I would like a whiskey.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Louder) I said risky.

Charon
.
(Sadly) Oh you did say risky didn't you?

Mr Nemesis
.
(Thundering) Yes! But - Have you brought any souls?

Charon
.
We'll corns to that in a minute. When you sent me upstaires, I took my abode in a castle overlooking the sea - Dam-



nation castle : I called it.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Sounds a pleasant spot.

Charon
.
Well Mr. Nemesis, I would like a spot. (Long cause, during which Charon Cazes longingly at Mr, Nemesis, then shrugs hopelessly and proceeds.) I made only one friend - my Daisy.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your Daisy?

Charon
.
She is a bull, Mr. Nemesis, a bull of massive and ungainly proportions, but my bull's a lamb, Mr. Nemesis, he's as harmless as a mouse. Though I'm afraid the magistrate didn't thihk so. That Magistrate!

Mr. Nemesis
.
Daisy is a funny name for a bull isn't it?

Charon
.
Ah - But Daisy is a funny bull. (Casually) I've brought her down here.

Mr. Nemesis
.
You've What?


(A loud bellowing is heard outside)

Charon
.
That's him. Isn't she a loving little thing? (Looking out) I'm afraid he's going to have a fight with Cerberus in a minute.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(With dangerous calm) Captain Charon, can you drag your thoughts away from your bovine acquaintance for a moment and answer me one question? If not, your bull will soon be Bovril.

Charon
.
(Proceeding unperturbed) By the way, I've renamed my boat. I now call it the "Sic Transit". Rather apt isn't it ? But to proceed. I have a cargo.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's the spirit.

Charon
.
(Eagerly) Where is the spirit, Mr. Nemesis? I have not seen any yet.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm sitting on a bottle of the best in Dulce Domum at the moment, but I'm not to take it from under my -er- control until I know.......

Charon
.
I have a cargo of the finest souls since Nero's day on board. Queer people - they didn't like Daisy a bit. Daisy is my bull you know - Did I tell you about her?


(In desperation 
Mr Nemesis obtains the bottle from under the seat and hands it to 
Charon. While 
Mr. Nemesis is getting the glass, 
Charon removes the cork with his teeth, spits it out



into Albert's face, and rains the bottle with incredible rapidity. 
Mr. Nemesis turns round with the glass, and looks at the empty bottle; his jaw drops in amazement, 
Charon passes him the bottle.


(
Mr Nemesis raises the bottle on high ready to smite 
Charon but pauses as a noise is heard off. Several members of the 
Executive push on a large packing case right, with a huge label attached, reading 
Mr Nemisis, Dulce Domum, Agile, With Care.")

Mr. Nemesis
.
At last! Scram everyone! I'll deal with this myself



Albert and 
Egbert noislessly disappear centre, and the others exit right. 
Charon, seeing that 
Mr. Nemesis is busy inspecting the packing case, creeps up to the throne, falls on his hands and knees beside it, fishes out a large bottle, waves it with a triumphant air at 
Mr. Nemesis' back, and scurries out on all fours. A moment later, the bull bellows joyously off. 
Mr. Nemesis having inspected the packing case, suddenly gets an idea. He smiles wickedly and produces a pair of horn-rimmed glasses from the air, puts them on, and sits in a studious manner at the tabls left, and appears to be writing busily. The orchestra commences playing softly, and a muffled chorus comes from within the packing case,)








Chorus




The Plutocrats.


Bump, bump, bump along the highway. Etc.


These four take some time painfully emerging, singing the whole time.)


Bump, bump bump along the gangway Etc.


(By the time the four have emerged the song is completely finished and they have straightened their ruffled clothes. They stand looking round 
Oliver playing with his tie, and 
Stanley with his hair. As the two walk together round the room, the Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played by a violin in the orchestra.


Vere de Vere. (His voice rough and uncultured, in contrast to his clothes and lordly air.) Phew - its damned hot. Just



about we het to that drought we had in Aussie in '98, Do you know, during that drought I saw two trees chasing a dog.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Names please? (He looks hurriedly through the pages of a large book.)

Stan Sausage
.
I am Stanley Sausage.

Oliver Mask
.
And I am Oliver Mash.

Mr. Nemesis
.
O yes, I remember you Sausage and Mash, the celebrated radio entertainers.

Oliver Mash
.
And this is the Reverend Scrounger - known to his intimates as Uncle Sacking, the friendly toad.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And who is this? (Pointing to Vere de Vere.)

Vere de Vere
.
(Proudly) I am Lord Vere de Vere.

Stan Sausage
.
A gentleman of the old school tie.

Oliver Mash
.
Have you a cigarette, young man?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Standing up) Certainly.


(He produces before their bewildered eyes four lighted ones from the air. The 
Plutocrats gape at them and smoke them suspiciously. 
Mr Nemesis goes through the motions of opening a case and putting a cigarette in his mouth. When his hands are removed he also is smoking a cigarette.)

Stan Sausage
.
(Doing finger wiggle excitedly very awe struck) Can you - can you do that often?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Why not.

Stan Sausage
.
Can you do it with money?


(For answer 
Mr. Nemesis produces a shower of silver coins from the air.)

Oliver Mash
.
Stanley our search is at end! Young man, our economical system was perfect except in one tiny detail, money. We had intended to print it, but if you will go in with us -.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Money won't be much use to you in the Fiery Lake.

Stan Sausage
.
Is - is that where we are going?

Mr. Nemesis
.
If I choose.

Oliver Mash
.
If you choose. (Amazed.) Then you are -

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Drawing himsslf up to full height - the 
Plutocrats quail,) Yes I am Mr. Nemesis! I may be a little moth eaten, but I am still the ruler of Dulce Domum.




Vere de Vere
.
Who is this Dulcie Domum, anyway?

Mr. Nemesis
.
But with the rolling away of centuries, my satanical ardour has lessened, I have grown soft - hearted. A tiny flower will move me.

Vere de Vere
.
Ever tried Epsom Salts?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I used to hate the little devils, but now I find I can even bear children.

Vere de Vere
.
Good heavens man, you ought to see a doctor.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And if I want to swear - I find I have lost the art. If something drops on my toe, and I want to say - you know - all I can do is squeeze out a miserable bother.

Vere de Vere
.
(Intensely sympathetic) That must be really terrible.

Stan Sausage
.
(Cautiously) Do - do I surmise that you don't like your job?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your penetration is amazing.

Stan Sausage
.
(Even more cautiously) I suppose - you are still determined - to emerse us in this fiery lake of yours.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm afraid I'll have to. Why?

Stan Sausage
.
(Casually) I just thought you might hand the Government over to us.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Horrified) No! It's absolutely unprecedented.

Rev. Scrounger
.
(Benignly) There is no precedent for anything when its done for the first time.

Stan Sausage
.
Listen - if you don't let us take over, things may be awkward for you. Do you realise that you're liable to a fine for keeping an alsatian unlicensed and unmuzzled?

Mr. Nemesis
.
An Alsatian?

Oliver Mash
.
He means that thing with all the heads at the doorway.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Cerberus?

Stan Sausage
.
Yes - it obviously has alsatian blood in it. Do you realize that you are disobeying the Health regulations by that placard above the door - "Abandon soap all ye that enter here"

Mr. Nemesis
.
Its 'Hope' not 'saop'. Are you illiterate?



must be soap from the condition of the witches we saw.

Mr. Nemeses
.
Anyway, I'm not subject to your domination.

Oliver Mash
.
That's where you're wrong, Upstaires we ruled over a large piece of land, Our dominion extends, as every lawyer knows, to the sky, (hodding his head) and to the middle of the earth.

Mr. Nemesis
.
But you're dead.

Oliver Mash
.
(Magnificently patting his stomach in a grandiloquent manner.) I am a corporation sole. And a corporation never dies.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Well I suppose there's nothing for it. Its a bargain.


(The orchestra strikes up the Toreador chorus, and the 
Devil's Own march on left led by 
Messalina, Cleopatra, Madams Pompadour, Lucrexia Borgia, Helen Of Troy Calpurnia, Xanthippe. Each dressed in the appropriate costume of her period. They perform ab elegant but wicked ballet, singing the following chorus.)








Chorus and Ballet




The Devil's Own


We are the dames....Etc.


(At the conclusion of the ballet, and during the following conversation, Messalina makes eves at the 
Rev. Scrounger, who is 
horrified, and attempts to escape from her attentions.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
This is my private harem - The Devil's Own.

Stanley Sausage
.
(Doing Finger Wiggle excitedly) You - you haven't got a public one, have you?

Oliver Mash
.
Does this pass with the reigns of power?

Mr. Nemesis
.
All except Messalina, Gentlemen, allow me to introduce the ladies. (As he introduces each one, they bow grace-fully.) Messalina -


Lord Vere de Vere I've heard about her.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Lucrezia Dorgia: she simply oozes poisonality. Helen of Troy - her face, as you know sank a thousand ships.



Xanthippe.

Messalina
.
(In a soft alluring voice, sidling up to the Revd. Scrounger,) Like to come for a little walk round Dulce Domum?

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's right girls take them out and show them..

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Faintly) Is this necessary?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Show them round girls! Show them Napoleon's Army marching on their stomachs! Show them Tantulus and Ixion and Brookie and all the other cursed things.

Lord vere de Vere

I'm going to enjoy this. I wonder if We'll hear any new Little Audrey stories.


(They start to go out arm in arm, but the Revd. Scrounger is extremely bashful.)

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Shrinking from Messalina as if she had the plague.) You - you'll have to excuse me; I'm a little stiff from exertion.

Messalina
.
(Seizing him by the arms and dragging him out after the others.) I don't care where you come from. Let's get going. (They go out singing "We are the Dames")


(By now they have all gone. 
Mr. Nemssis shrugs his shoulders, sighs, and walks slowly but proudly to his throne, where he sits, his head resting on his arm.





Curtain
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Chorus




The Executive


Our aspect's stern, Etc.


(Enter the 
Witches, the Harpies of Hades, nine of them, each bearing a broomstick, They are dressed in black, and all are extremely dirty and repellent. This chorus should be female, not male. They from up in line in front of 
The Executive, who fall back, and sing the following Chorus.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Plutocrats [1937]

Chorus — Witches






Chorus




Witches.


When we appear Etc.



The Executive and 
The Witches gracefully execute a combined Pitchfork and Broomstick Ballet to the music)

Gilbert
.
(After the conclusion of the Ballet) Well, we'd better get down to business. Things have definitely come to a crisis.

Ermyntrude
.
Yes, and whatever anyone says, we have 
not turned the corner.

Albert
.
And we're not likely to, at this rate. Now, what we want is some calm dispassionate thinking.

Gertae
.
From my experience of you, Albert, I know It's quite impossible for you to be dispassionate.

Rosebud
.
Let's go on strike!

Ethelbert
.
I thought of that some centuries ago, Rosebud.





Its logically bad. We haven't got any work to go on strike from.

Constance
.
Let's complain again to Mr. Nemesis, then.

Cuthbert
.
A fat lot of good that'll do. Last time we complained, he foew into a rage and ordered us to square the seventh circle before sunset.

Bert
.
And when we couldn't, we had to stand head downwards in the mud lake all night.

Sophonisba
.
(Reminiscently) Ugh! That lake!

Gilbert
.
But we must do 
something - we cant stand this much longer!
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Song





Gillert with 
Chorus of 
Executive And Witches.


The numerous cliques Etc.

Hubert
.
(Turning to 
Wurzel and 
Flummery) And what do you gentlemen think we ought to do?

Wurzel & Flummery

(Together) Go away - we're busy.

Gilbert
.
Leave them alone, poor things, The boss's ordered then to discover a new torture by tonight - he thinks that if Dulce Domum's made a little more up-to-date, we might get more visitors. What's going to happen to you if you can't find a new one Wurzel?

W & F

(Together - very expressively) Something very, very, lingering? (They collapse over the table)


(There, is a loud booming peal of thunder in the distance)

Rosebud
.
Hullo! here comes the Old Boy!


(The thunder is heard again much nearer)

Gilbert
.
Coming fast too.

Bert
.
I suppose we've 
got to welcome him in the approved fashion?

Gilbert
.
Might as well. No use annoying the old chap. Pub on your nice party smiles, everybody.


(The thunder becomes louder, and more continuous, and the stage darkens; but the red glow at the back becomes brighter. The Executive and the Witches form up on either side of the stage 
Gilbert standing in the middle and singing the following song. The thunder rumbles, very low and monotonous, throughout the



song getting louder towards the finish.)
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Song.




Gilbert With 
Chorus Of 
Executive And 
Witches.


In fiery chariot winging Etc.


(There is a sudden terrific peal of thunder, very close. An immediate black out follows, for one second, and as the lights slowly come up, 
Mr. Nemesis is seen, his arm outstretched in the Nazi salute, standing on the top step in front of his throne. He is tall, majestic - an awe - inspiring figure, with pointed black beard, moustache, and small horns. There is dead silence for a moment, and then a wind instrument in the orchestra plays "Pop-eye the Sailor Man" in a plaintive tone. Whenever 
Mr. Nemesis appears during the play, this air should be played. He wears a flowing red cloak, and faultless evening dress underneath. He is smoking a large cigarette.)
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Song Mr. Nemesis and 
Chorus.


For - I am the Demon King! Etc.

(Mr Nemesis

knocks the ash from his cigarette on the head of the nearest member of the Executive, who starts violently.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
(In a deep loud voice) Avaunt! Black hags of the night! (The witches scuttle out slmost too fast for the eye to follow them.) Avaunt, oh my council who councel not! (The Executive scamper off noislessly on the opposite side. He sinks into his chair, and rests his head in his hands.) Avaunt to be alone. (He raises his head, and his eyes light on 
Wurzel and Flummery shivering in their chairs. He descends the steps in an agile manner.) Wurzel, Flummery.


(They quail and sink 
[
unclear: guil in the bairs.])


Wurzel and Flummery 
[
unclear: anting] in a dull tremulous monotone)




Searching through the panorama -



We've triad Turk and Shiek and Llama -



Marching over deserts bootless,



But our journeys have been fruitless.



Every torture that we saw



Had been done by you before!


Mr. Nemesis
.
I suppose you remember what's to happen to you if



you can't 
[
unclear: fie] something by six tonight?

W & F

No - We really forget.

Wurzel
.
(Frantically) Please may I leave the room?

Flummery
.
(More frantically) Please I desire to interview a gentleman concerning a domestic animal.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Grabbing each by the collar) So you forget, eh? Well, I'll have to think of something a little more---er---Well at six tonight. And even the great Sausage I heard you talking about wouldn't be able to legislate you out of this. Now scram! And remember--(But they are gone before he has time to say another word. Mr. Nemesis trips up the step and from a hidden cavity under the throne removes a large bottle - "Public School Spirit" - and a glass. Pouring some into the glass, he drinks, furtively, glancing around to see that no one is looking. Holding the glass in front of him, he soliloquises:-)

Mr. Nemesis
.
I drink - to the bad old days! Oh, Tempus, Tempus, why must you fugit so?


(He drinks. His meditations are cut short by an excited scurry of feet outside, and he hurriedly replaces the bottle. The Executive, the witches, and other rabble rush on left, bowing to Mr. Nemesis, pointing to the right, and singing, all at the same time
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Chorus — Executive and Witches






Chorus




Executive and Witches.


On yonder billows tossing Etc.


(They rush out right, but 
Mr. Nemesis immobilizes two of the Executive, 
Albert and 
Egbert.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
And what is this outrageous caterwauling?

Albert
.
Its Captain Charon, your grace.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Has he got any cargo?

Albert
.
I can't say your Grace. But he looked very pleased with himself.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's no indication; Charon suffers from aninflated





(Mr Nemesis ascends his throne, and assumes a majestic pose. 
Albert and 
Egbert 
[
unclear: tily] stand on either side of the throne, their pitchforks hild like rifles.


The Executive and Witches surge in, carrying Captain Charon shoulder high.)
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Chorus — Executive and Witches






Chorus




Executive and 
Witches.


Here's Charon the Sailor-man, Etc.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Rising, in a loud voice.) Scram!


(The rabble rushes out, dropping 
Charon with a thud on the floor.



Albert & Egberts., remain motionless on guard.)

Mr. Namesis
.
So you're here!

Charon
.
(Who is rather deaf) Eh?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
Yes, I would like a beer Mr. Nemesis - it is hot.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Shouting) I said, so you're here?

Charon
.
(Crestfallen) Oh, well - I am, aren't I? It is rather obvious.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Painfully so. Did you have a good voyage?

Charon
.
Terrible Mr. Nemesis, terrible! On one occasion


I almost lost my ferry and on another - my toga.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your what?

Charon
.
(Pointing to towel,) My Toga, Nice, isn't it? (Displaying it from all angles) I picked it up in a place upstaires, when I had my New Year bath. The fellow who dropped it didn't notice. But I nearly lost it - Oh, it was so lowering to my dignity!

Mr. Nemesis
.
It is rather risky.

Charon
.
Yes Mr. Nemesis, I would like a whiskey.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Louder) I said risky.

Charon
.
(Sadly) Oh you did say risky didn't you?

Mr Nemesis
.
(Thundering) Yes! But - Have you brought any souls?

Charon
.
We'll corns to that in a minute. When you sent me upstaires, I took my abode in a castle overlooking the sea - Dam-



nation castle : I called it.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Sounds a pleasant spot.

Charon
.
Well Mr. Nemesis, I would like a spot. (Long cause, during which Charon Cazes longingly at Mr, Nemesis, then shrugs hopelessly and proceeds.) I made only one friend - my Daisy.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your Daisy?

Charon
.
She is a bull, Mr. Nemesis, a bull of massive and ungainly proportions, but my bull's a lamb, Mr. Nemesis, he's as harmless as a mouse. Though I'm afraid the magistrate didn't thihk so. That Magistrate!

Mr. Nemesis
.
Daisy is a funny name for a bull isn't it?

Charon
.
Ah - But Daisy is a funny bull. (Casually) I've brought her down here.

Mr. Nemesis
.
You've What?


(A loud bellowing is heard outside)

Charon
.
That's him. Isn't she a loving little thing? (Looking out) I'm afraid he's going to have a fight with Cerberus in a minute.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(With dangerous calm) Captain Charon, can you drag your thoughts away from your bovine acquaintance for a moment and answer me one question? If not, your bull will soon be Bovril.

Charon
.
(Proceeding unperturbed) By the way, I've renamed my boat. I now call it the "Sic Transit". Rather apt isn't it ? But to proceed. I have a cargo.

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's the spirit.

Charon
.
(Eagerly) Where is the spirit, Mr. Nemesis? I have not seen any yet.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm sitting on a bottle of the best in Dulce Domum at the moment, but I'm not to take it from under my -er- control until I know.......

Charon
.
I have a cargo of the finest souls since Nero's day on board. Queer people - they didn't like Daisy a bit. Daisy is my bull you know - Did I tell you about her?


(In desperation 
Mr Nemesis obtains the bottle from under the seat and hands it to 
Charon. While 
Mr. Nemesis is getting the glass, 
Charon removes the cork with his teeth, spits it out



into Albert's face, and rains the bottle with incredible rapidity. 
Mr. Nemesis turns round with the glass, and looks at the empty bottle; his jaw drops in amazement, 
Charon passes him the bottle.


(
Mr Nemesis raises the bottle on high ready to smite 
Charon but pauses as a noise is heard off. Several members of the 
Executive push on a large packing case right, with a huge label attached, reading 
Mr Nemisis, Dulce Domum, Agile, With Care.")

Mr. Nemesis
.
At last! Scram everyone! I'll deal with this myself



Albert and 
Egbert noislessly disappear centre, and the others exit right. 
Charon, seeing that 
Mr. Nemesis is busy inspecting the packing case, creeps up to the throne, falls on his hands and knees beside it, fishes out a large bottle, waves it with a triumphant air at 
Mr. Nemesis' back, and scurries out on all fours. A moment later, the bull bellows joyously off. 
Mr. Nemesis having inspected the packing case, suddenly gets an idea. He smiles wickedly and produces a pair of horn-rimmed glasses from the air, puts them on, and sits in a studious manner at the tabls left, and appears to be writing busily. The orchestra commences playing softly, and a muffled chorus comes from within the packing case,)
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Chorus — The Plutocrats






Chorus




The Plutocrats.


Bump, bump, bump along the highway. Etc.


These four take some time painfully emerging, singing the whole time.)


Bump, bump bump along the gangway Etc.


(By the time the four have emerged the song is completely finished and they have straightened their ruffled clothes. They stand looking round 
Oliver playing with his tie, and 
Stanley with his hair. As the two walk together round the room, the Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played by a violin in the orchestra.


Vere de Vere. (His voice rough and uncultured, in contrast to his clothes and lordly air.) Phew - its damned hot. Just



about we het to that drought we had in Aussie in '98, Do you know, during that drought I saw two trees chasing a dog.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Names please? (He looks hurriedly through the pages of a large book.)

Stan Sausage
.
I am Stanley Sausage.

Oliver Mask
.
And I am Oliver Mash.

Mr. Nemesis
.
O yes, I remember you Sausage and Mash, the celebrated radio entertainers.

Oliver Mash
.
And this is the Reverend Scrounger - known to his intimates as Uncle Sacking, the friendly toad.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And who is this? (Pointing to Vere de Vere.)

Vere de Vere
.
(Proudly) I am Lord Vere de Vere.

Stan Sausage
.
A gentleman of the old school tie.

Oliver Mash
.
Have you a cigarette, young man?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Standing up) Certainly.


(He produces before their bewildered eyes four lighted ones from the air. The 
Plutocrats gape at them and smoke them suspiciously. 
Mr Nemesis goes through the motions of opening a case and putting a cigarette in his mouth. When his hands are removed he also is smoking a cigarette.)

Stan Sausage
.
(Doing finger wiggle excitedly very awe struck) Can you - can you do that often?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Why not.

Stan Sausage
.
Can you do it with money?


(For answer 
Mr. Nemesis produces a shower of silver coins from the air.)

Oliver Mash
.
Stanley our search is at end! Young man, our economical system was perfect except in one tiny detail, money. We had intended to print it, but if you will go in with us -.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Money won't be much use to you in the Fiery Lake.

Stan Sausage
.
Is - is that where we are going?

Mr. Nemesis
.
If I choose.

Oliver Mash
.
If you choose. (Amazed.) Then you are -

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Drawing himsslf up to full height - the 
Plutocrats quail,) Yes I am Mr. Nemesis! I may be a little moth eaten, but I am still the ruler of Dulce Domum.




Vere de Vere
.
Who is this Dulcie Domum, anyway?

Mr. Nemesis
.
But with the rolling away of centuries, my satanical ardour has lessened, I have grown soft - hearted. A tiny flower will move me.

Vere de Vere
.
Ever tried Epsom Salts?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I used to hate the little devils, but now I find I can even bear children.

Vere de Vere
.
Good heavens man, you ought to see a doctor.

Mr. Nemesis
.
And if I want to swear - I find I have lost the art. If something drops on my toe, and I want to say - you know - all I can do is squeeze out a miserable bother.

Vere de Vere
.
(Intensely sympathetic) That must be really terrible.

Stan Sausage
.
(Cautiously) Do - do I surmise that you don't like your job?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Your penetration is amazing.

Stan Sausage
.
(Even more cautiously) I suppose - you are still determined - to emerse us in this fiery lake of yours.

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm afraid I'll have to. Why?

Stan Sausage
.
(Casually) I just thought you might hand the Government over to us.

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Horrified) No! It's absolutely unprecedented.

Rev. Scrounger
.
(Benignly) There is no precedent for anything when its done for the first time.

Stan Sausage
.
Listen - if you don't let us take over, things may be awkward for you. Do you realise that you're liable to a fine for keeping an alsatian unlicensed and unmuzzled?

Mr. Nemesis
.
An Alsatian?

Oliver Mash
.
He means that thing with all the heads at the doorway.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Cerberus?

Stan Sausage
.
Yes - it obviously has alsatian blood in it. Do you realize that you are disobeying the Health regulations by that placard above the door - "Abandon soap all ye that enter here"

Mr. Nemesis
.
Its 'Hope' not 'saop'. Are you illiterate?



must be soap from the condition of the witches we saw.

Mr. Nemeses
.
Anyway, I'm not subject to your domination.

Oliver Mash
.
That's where you're wrong, Upstaires we ruled over a large piece of land, Our dominion extends, as every lawyer knows, to the sky, (hodding his head) and to the middle of the earth.

Mr. Nemesis
.
But you're dead.

Oliver Mash
.
(Magnificently patting his stomach in a grandiloquent manner.) I am a corporation sole. And a corporation never dies.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Well I suppose there's nothing for it. Its a bargain.


(The orchestra strikes up the Toreador chorus, and the 
Devil's Own march on left led by 
Messalina, Cleopatra, Madams Pompadour, Lucrexia Borgia, Helen Of Troy Calpurnia, Xanthippe. Each dressed in the appropriate costume of her period. They perform ab elegant but wicked ballet, singing the following chorus.)
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Chorus and Ballet — The Devil's Own






Chorus and Ballet




The Devil's Own


We are the dames....Etc.


(At the conclusion of the ballet, and during the following conversation, Messalina makes eves at the 
Rev. Scrounger, who is 
horrified, and attempts to escape from her attentions.)

Mr. Nemesis
.
This is my private harem - The Devil's Own.

Stanley Sausage
.
(Doing Finger Wiggle excitedly) You - you haven't got a public one, have you?

Oliver Mash
.
Does this pass with the reigns of power?

Mr. Nemesis
.
All except Messalina, Gentlemen, allow me to introduce the ladies. (As he introduces each one, they bow grace-fully.) Messalina -


Lord Vere de Vere I've heard about her.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Lucrezia Dorgia: she simply oozes poisonality. Helen of Troy - her face, as you know sank a thousand ships.



Xanthippe.

Messalina
.
(In a soft alluring voice, sidling up to the Revd. Scrounger,) Like to come for a little walk round Dulce Domum?

Mr. Nemesis
.
That's right girls take them out and show them..

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Faintly) Is this necessary?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Show them round girls! Show them Napoleon's Army marching on their stomachs! Show them Tantulus and Ixion and Brookie and all the other cursed things.

Lord vere de Vere

I'm going to enjoy this. I wonder if We'll hear any new Little Audrey stories.


(They start to go out arm in arm, but the Revd. Scrounger is extremely bashful.)

Revd. Scrounger
.
(Shrinking from Messalina as if she had the plague.) You - you'll have to excuse me; I'm a little stiff from exertion.

Messalina
.
(Seizing him by the arms and dragging him out after the others.) I don't care where you come from. Let's get going. (They go out singing "We are the Dames")


(By now they have all gone. 
Mr. Nemssis shrugs his shoulders, sighs, and walks slowly but proudly to his throne, where he sits, his head resting on his arm.





Curtain
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Act 2






Song The Executive.



Oh, let the welkin ring! Etc.


(The 
Executive turn 
[
unclear: ound] in their dance and disclose their tailstied in rough spirals by means of safety pins and piece of string.)


They get in a terrible tangle. Etc.


(They conclude their ballet, but before the last bars die away, a shrill violin plays the Laurel and Hardy Entrance tune. 
Mr Sausage & Mr Nash are now standing in the doorway. They are both greatly altered in facial appearance - small horns are sprouting and they look intensl sinister. They wear red clocks similar to 
Mr Nemisis', the 
Executive bow gracefully to them.)








Chorus




The Executive.


All hail, Oh Mash! Etc.


(Mr Sausage and Mr. Mash ascend the steps.)








Duet and Dance




Sausage and Mash.


We're doing well Etc.


(At the end of the dance, 
Mr. Sausage and 
Mr. Mash, very cautiously seat themselves on a couple of chairs. 
The Executive group themselves round the room. The curtains at the back close very silently.)

Mash
.
Well our system is actually working. Credit hath charms to pass the Savage Test.


(Enter 
Lord Vere De Vere at right.)

Gilbert
.
But Mr. Mash, our bartenders are mercenary creatures who want cash on the spot - or just before the spot. The refinements of credit are far above their heads.. There are whis-pers going round that the crices are going up!




Mr. Sausage
.
(Vehemently) They will not! They dare not

Egbert
.
But it's an economical law. They must!

Mr. Sausage
.
(Grandiloquently) I am above Economics. My system does not recognise such a law.

Mr. Sausage
.
Well, Gentlemen. To the business of the day. Where's Captain Charon?


(The curtains part and Charon is seen sitting on 
Daisy, his bull who is standingon the top step.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Take the "Sic Transit" and collect a contingent waiting on the 
[
unclear: ropls dark].

Lord Vere de Vere
.
(To Charon) I say, haven't I seen you before somewhere?

Charon
.
Yes - I remember - at the card party at Wong Fu's in Haining Street.

Lord Vere de Vere

- Indeed. I'm sure you're mistaken - I-

Charon
.
(Persistently) You remember when Sergent Murphey came in and took a hand.

Mr. Sausage
.
(Hastily) I really think it's time you went, Captain.

Charon
.
We go, we go! Come Daisy, my precious. Away, Away.


(The Curtains close again.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Where is the member for East Brimstone?


(Enter Mr. Tight left. He is an old man with a white beard.)

Mr. Tight
.
Good morning, everyone.

Mr. Mash
.
Where is my underpaid secretary?


(Enter 
Mr Flee right, He carries a soap-box, and whenever he wishes to speak, mounts on it first. Everything he says is spoken in a highly oratorical manner.)

Mr. Flee
.
At your service, oh Sausage!


(The strains of Marche Militaire are played, and the chorus of 
Labour Ministers marches in, singing their chorus.)








Chorus.




Labour Ministers.


We are the flowers......Etc.




Mr. Mash
.
All the elect are present, Stanley.


(The ministsrs sit on the floor.)


Gentlemen, before our meeting, we are to gave an address on the latest developments in radio from the one and only Professor Belly, assisted by the Reverend Scrounger.


(Desultory hand-clapping from the 
Ministers and the 
Executive. The curtains part, and 
Professor Belly is seen, standing on one side of an ultra-modern radio set. 
The Reverend Scrounger is standing on the other. Both bow profoundly.)








Duet.




Scrounger and Belley.


by the time we are through Etc.


(come forward, and speak confidentially to the audience)


Though we seem so stiff and starchy Etc.


(Forward again)


Though we seem so stiff and starchy Etc.

Belly
.
And thus we will educate the public taste. I, a radio Moses, will lead you all to the promised land, flowing with symphonies and concertos.








Chorus




The Devil's Own.


We are the dames Etc.

Mr. Sausage
.
Ladies - please-

Messalina
.
We aren't ladies, Mr. Sausage.

Mr. Sausage
.
Well, we won't go into that. But what are you doing here? Don't you know that we're about to embark on the business of the day?

Messalina
.
But you forget that the other day you introduced woman suffrage.

Helen of Troy
.
And we were all elected.

Lord Vere de Vere
.
You remember - That day after you'd lunched with me at Hellamy's.

Mr. Sausage
.
(Hastily) Of course - of course. Well - er -





(
The Devil's Own sit down. Messalina makes eyes at 
[
unclear: Revt sctoon get] who retreats behind Lord Vere de Vere.)

Mr. Sausage
.
And now gentlemen, to the business of the day. (
Mr. Nemesis walks in right, carrying a bag of golf clubs. He wears plus fours, and a perfectly atrocious tie and frightful socks)

Mr. Sausage
.
Are we never to embark on the business of the day?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm not going to stand this state of affairs much longer.

Mr. Tight
.
What's wrong with it?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Everything! The whole system's wrong! You seem secure now, but retribution will get you in the end.

Lord 
Vere de 
Vere
.
Which end?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(irrelevantly) How's your golf, Messalina?

Messalina
.
I go round in less and less every day.

Lord V de V
.
(Humerously) Yes, we can guess that, but he asked about your golf.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Because I think you and I will take a golfing holiday.

Lord V. de V
.
Inother words, you're going to rat on us?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm taking a short holiday, if that's what youm ean.

Mr. Mash
.
Proceed.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes, Go and get your things.


(Exit Messalina'. followed by the 
Devil's Own)

Mr. Flee
.
(Mounting his box) Any more helpful hints on our economic system before you go on this - er - (suggestively) golfing excursion?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes, There's no free speech in Dulce Domum.

Oliver Mash
.
Free Speech? My dear man, you ought to hear Lord Vere de Vere at hes best - you'd realise that speech is not only free but good and gaudy.


(Enter 
Messalina left, carrying an extremely small suit-case.)

Messalina
.
O.K.?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes - but what on earth's that thing you're carrying?

Messalina
.
Just my things - a change of clothes and a tooth brush.











Song.




Mr. Nemesis and Messalina.


We're going away Etc.

Stan Sausage
.
Well, let us proceed with the business of the day. In the first place -


(A messenger comes running in, right, with a telegram in his hands

Stan Sausage
.
What's all this?

Messenger
.
It's a telegram from Charon, your Honour.

Oliver Mash
.
From Charon? Let's have a look!


(They tear open the envelope together and hurriedly inspect the contents. As they look their jaws open wide.)

Both
.
We're ruined! Ruined! Ruined!

Mr. Flee
.
Good racious! What can it be?

V.de V.

Let's have a look. (He snatches the telegram from them) It says - Have picked up contigent - F.O.B. charon

Mr. Tight
.
That sounds pretty harmless.

Oliver Mash
.
Harmless? Do you Know what F.O.B. means?

Lord V de V
.
Free On Board, doesn't it?

Both
.
(awfully) Freer on Board!

Gilbert
.
(Jumping up with the rest of the 
Executive.) Mrs. Freer! What's to be done!

Stan Sausage

I don't know - but do it. (As the 
Executive stands gaping.) Do it, I say!


(The 
Executive look round aimlessly and then rush off, chat-tering together.)

Stan Sausage
.
And you know Charon speeds in that ferry, She'll be here any minute. (To the 
Ministers) Go and see if he's coming.


(The ministers, frightened by his imperious tone, rise hastily and disappear, left.)

Oliver Mash
.
I have it! We'll give her a dictation test!

Lord V.de V
.
What in?

Oliver Mash
.
Didn't she study English under Professor McKenzie.

Lord V.de V

So I'm told.

Oliver Mash
.
Well - we'll give it to her in Anglo Saxon, and she won't understand a word.





(
Charon enters right with a flying leap)

Charon
.
My Lords - she's hare!

Stan Sausage
.
Mrs. Freer?

Charon
.
She is alchoholically disguised as Mrs. Beer, your graces.

Oliver Mash
.
Go and give her a dictation test in Anglo Saxon.

Char on
.
But I don't know any Anglo Saxon.

Stan Sausage
.
Splendid! That'll make it much harder to understand.

Charon
.
I run, I run, Away, Away, (He leaps out, right)

Vere de Vere
.
You know I'm rather interested in this Beer woman.

Mr. Tight
.
But you're interested in anything that's not the remotest alcoholic significance.

Vere de Vere
.
Oh shut up Champ. By the way - why exactly is it that everyone calls you Chimp?

Mr. Flee
.
Oh, that's an old one - because he's always at the top of the poll.

Mr Tight
.
Not at all, I am called Chimp because my inferiors always ape me!

Oliver Mash
.
I wonder how Charon's getting on? I hops he hasnt succumbed to Mrs. Beer's charms.


(Charon leaps in again right.)

Charon
.
She knows it my Lords!

Mr. Tight
.
She knows Anglo Saxon?

Stan Sausage
.
Your Anglo Saxon?

Charon
.
Every word of it, Your honours - even more than I know myself.

Oliver Mash
.
Well, hurry - go and give her another test in Erse - and if that fails, try American.

Charon
.
It shall be done, Your Worship.


(He leaps out with astounding agility.)

Stan Sausage
.
(With awful emphasis) You know - I sont think my constitution can stand the strain.

Oliver Mash
.
(deavily) You can knock me down with a feather.

vere do Vere
.
The lady seems to be a highly accomplished linguist.

Stan Sausage
.
She isn't a lady from all accounts. (Pause) Oh! This awful waiting.)

Charon
.
Oh my dear employment!



difficult language.

Mash.
I think it would be much better if you went Stanley.

Sausage.
(Politely). Oh, no, Oliver, You're much cleverer than I am.

Mash.
(Bitterly). I can see this is going to be a battle of wits.

Mrs Beer.
How brave of you both to come into the battle unarmed.

Sausage.
And if we waste time he'll manage to scrape through the Erse. Oliver, you'll have to go!

Mrs Beer
Suppose I go? Will that be alright?

Sausage.
Please take this thing seriously, Mrs Beer.

Mrs Beer.
I am never serious. Like Mr. Simpson. I have realised the unimportance of being Ernest.

Mash.
Well, I suppose I must make the sacrifice for the common good. Though I'm afraid you'll have a substantial advantage over me by the time I get back.

Mrs Beer.
What language are you going to give Lieutenant Brewer?

Mash.
Euclid.


(He goes out reluttantly and ponderously right. 
Sausage heaves a sigh of relief, and approaches Mrs Beer nervously, doing finger wiggle and playing with his hair excitedly. He smiles goofily at her and tentatively places his arm around her. Mrs Beer looks amused.)

Sausage.
(With intense significance) And now for the business of the day




Curtain Palls Quickly.
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Song The Executive






Song The Executive.



Oh, let the welkin ring! Etc.


(The 
Executive turn 
[
unclear: ound] in their dance and disclose their tailstied in rough spirals by means of safety pins and piece of string.)


They get in a terrible tangle. Etc.


(They conclude their ballet, but before the last bars die away, a shrill violin plays the Laurel and Hardy Entrance tune. 
Mr Sausage & Mr Nash are now standing in the doorway. They are both greatly altered in facial appearance - small horns are sprouting and they look intensl sinister. They wear red clocks similar to 
Mr Nemisis', the 
Executive bow gracefully to them.)
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Chorus — The Executive






Chorus




The Executive.


All hail, Oh Mash! Etc.


(Mr Sausage and Mr. Mash ascend the steps.)
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Duet and Dance — Sausage and Mash






Duet and Dance




Sausage and Mash.


We're doing well Etc.


(At the end of the dance, 
Mr. Sausage and 
Mr. Mash, very cautiously seat themselves on a couple of chairs. 
The Executive group themselves round the room. The curtains at the back close very silently.)

Mash
.
Well our system is actually working. Credit hath charms to pass the Savage Test.


(Enter 
Lord Vere De Vere at right.)

Gilbert
.
But Mr. Mash, our bartenders are mercenary creatures who want cash on the spot - or just before the spot. The refinements of credit are far above their heads.. There are whis-pers going round that the crices are going up!




Mr. Sausage
.
(Vehemently) They will not! They dare not

Egbert
.
But it's an economical law. They must!

Mr. Sausage
.
(Grandiloquently) I am above Economics. My system does not recognise such a law.

Mr. Sausage
.
Well, Gentlemen. To the business of the day. Where's Captain Charon?


(The curtains part and Charon is seen sitting on 
Daisy, his bull who is standingon the top step.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Take the "Sic Transit" and collect a contingent waiting on the 
[
unclear: ropls dark].

Lord Vere de Vere
.
(To Charon) I say, haven't I seen you before somewhere?

Charon
.
Yes - I remember - at the card party at Wong Fu's in Haining Street.

Lord Vere de Vere

- Indeed. I'm sure you're mistaken - I-

Charon
.
(Persistently) You remember when Sergent Murphey came in and took a hand.

Mr. Sausage
.
(Hastily) I really think it's time you went, Captain.

Charon
.
We go, we go! Come Daisy, my precious. Away, Away.


(The Curtains close again.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Where is the member for East Brimstone?


(Enter Mr. Tight left. He is an old man with a white beard.)

Mr. Tight
.
Good morning, everyone.

Mr. Mash
.
Where is my underpaid secretary?


(Enter 
Mr Flee right, He carries a soap-box, and whenever he wishes to speak, mounts on it first. Everything he says is spoken in a highly oratorical manner.)

Mr. Flee
.
At your service, oh Sausage!


(The strains of Marche Militaire are played, and the chorus of 
Labour Ministers marches in, singing their chorus.)
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Chorus. — Labour Ministers






Chorus.




Labour Ministers.


We are the flowers......Etc.




Mr. Mash
.
All the elect are present, Stanley.


(The ministsrs sit on the floor.)


Gentlemen, before our meeting, we are to gave an address on the latest developments in radio from the one and only Professor Belly, assisted by the Reverend Scrounger.


(Desultory hand-clapping from the 
Ministers and the 
Executive. The curtains part, and 
Professor Belly is seen, standing on one side of an ultra-modern radio set. 
The Reverend Scrounger is standing on the other. Both bow profoundly.)
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Duet. — Scrounger and Belley






Duet.




Scrounger and Belley.


by the time we are through Etc.


(come forward, and speak confidentially to the audience)


Though we seem so stiff and starchy Etc.


(Forward again)


Though we seem so stiff and starchy Etc.

Belly
.
And thus we will educate the public taste. I, a radio Moses, will lead you all to the promised land, flowing with symphonies and concertos.
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Chorus — The Devil's Own






Chorus




The Devil's Own.


We are the dames Etc.

Mr. Sausage
.
Ladies - please-

Messalina
.
We aren't ladies, Mr. Sausage.

Mr. Sausage
.
Well, we won't go into that. But what are you doing here? Don't you know that we're about to embark on the business of the day?

Messalina
.
But you forget that the other day you introduced woman suffrage.

Helen of Troy
.
And we were all elected.

Lord Vere de Vere
.
You remember - That day after you'd lunched with me at Hellamy's.

Mr. Sausage
.
(Hastily) Of course - of course. Well - er -





(
The Devil's Own sit down. Messalina makes eyes at 
[
unclear: Revt sctoon get] who retreats behind Lord Vere de Vere.)

Mr. Sausage
.
And now gentlemen, to the business of the day. (
Mr. Nemesis walks in right, carrying a bag of golf clubs. He wears plus fours, and a perfectly atrocious tie and frightful socks)

Mr. Sausage
.
Are we never to embark on the business of the day?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm not going to stand this state of affairs much longer.

Mr. Tight
.
What's wrong with it?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Everything! The whole system's wrong! You seem secure now, but retribution will get you in the end.

Lord 
Vere de 
Vere
.
Which end?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(irrelevantly) How's your golf, Messalina?

Messalina
.
I go round in less and less every day.

Lord V de V
.
(Humerously) Yes, we can guess that, but he asked about your golf.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Because I think you and I will take a golfing holiday.

Lord V. de V
.
Inother words, you're going to rat on us?

Mr. Nemesis
.
I'm taking a short holiday, if that's what youm ean.

Mr. Mash
.
Proceed.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes, Go and get your things.


(Exit Messalina'. followed by the 
Devil's Own)

Mr. Flee
.
(Mounting his box) Any more helpful hints on our economic system before you go on this - er - (suggestively) golfing excursion?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes, There's no free speech in Dulce Domum.

Oliver Mash
.
Free Speech? My dear man, you ought to hear Lord Vere de Vere at hes best - you'd realise that speech is not only free but good and gaudy.


(Enter 
Messalina left, carrying an extremely small suit-case.)

Messalina
.
O.K.?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Yes - but what on earth's that thing you're carrying?

Messalina
.
Just my things - a change of clothes and a tooth brush.
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Song. — Mr. Nemesis and Messalina








Song.




Mr. Nemesis and Messalina.


We're going away Etc.

Stan Sausage
.
Well, let us proceed with the business of the day. In the first place -


(A messenger comes running in, right, with a telegram in his hands

Stan Sausage
.
What's all this?

Messenger
.
It's a telegram from Charon, your Honour.

Oliver Mash
.
From Charon? Let's have a look!


(They tear open the envelope together and hurriedly inspect the contents. As they look their jaws open wide.)

Both
.
We're ruined! Ruined! Ruined!

Mr. Flee
.
Good racious! What can it be?

V.de V.

Let's have a look. (He snatches the telegram from them) It says - Have picked up contigent - F.O.B. charon

Mr. Tight
.
That sounds pretty harmless.

Oliver Mash
.
Harmless? Do you Know what F.O.B. means?

Lord V de V
.
Free On Board, doesn't it?

Both
.
(awfully) Freer on Board!

Gilbert
.
(Jumping up with the rest of the 
Executive.) Mrs. Freer! What's to be done!

Stan Sausage

I don't know - but do it. (As the 
Executive stands gaping.) Do it, I say!


(The 
Executive look round aimlessly and then rush off, chat-tering together.)

Stan Sausage
.
And you know Charon speeds in that ferry, She'll be here any minute. (To the 
Ministers) Go and see if he's coming.


(The ministers, frightened by his imperious tone, rise hastily and disappear, left.)

Oliver Mash
.
I have it! We'll give her a dictation test!

Lord V.de V
.
What in?

Oliver Mash
.
Didn't she study English under Professor McKenzie.

Lord V.de V

So I'm told.

Oliver Mash
.
Well - we'll give it to her in Anglo Saxon, and she won't understand a word.





(
Charon enters right with a flying leap)

Charon
.
My Lords - she's hare!

Stan Sausage
.
Mrs. Freer?

Charon
.
She is alchoholically disguised as Mrs. Beer, your graces.

Oliver Mash
.
Go and give her a dictation test in Anglo Saxon.

Char on
.
But I don't know any Anglo Saxon.

Stan Sausage
.
Splendid! That'll make it much harder to understand.

Charon
.
I run, I run, Away, Away, (He leaps out, right)

Vere de Vere
.
You know I'm rather interested in this Beer woman.

Mr. Tight
.
But you're interested in anything that's not the remotest alcoholic significance.

Vere de Vere
.
Oh shut up Champ. By the way - why exactly is it that everyone calls you Chimp?

Mr. Flee
.
Oh, that's an old one - because he's always at the top of the poll.

Mr Tight
.
Not at all, I am called Chimp because my inferiors always ape me!

Oliver Mash
.
I wonder how Charon's getting on? I hops he hasnt succumbed to Mrs. Beer's charms.


(Charon leaps in again right.)

Charon
.
She knows it my Lords!

Mr. Tight
.
She knows Anglo Saxon?

Stan Sausage
.
Your Anglo Saxon?

Charon
.
Every word of it, Your honours - even more than I know myself.

Oliver Mash
.
Well, hurry - go and give her another test in Erse - and if that fails, try American.

Charon
.
It shall be done, Your Worship.


(He leaps out with astounding agility.)

Stan Sausage
.
(With awful emphasis) You know - I sont think my constitution can stand the strain.

Oliver Mash
.
(deavily) You can knock me down with a feather.

vere do Vere
.
The lady seems to be a highly accomplished linguist.

Stan Sausage
.
She isn't a lady from all accounts. (Pause) Oh! This awful waiting.)

Charon
.
Oh my dear employment!



difficult language.

Mash.
I think it would be much better if you went Stanley.

Sausage.
(Politely). Oh, no, Oliver, You're much cleverer than I am.

Mash.
(Bitterly). I can see this is going to be a battle of wits.

Mrs Beer.
How brave of you both to come into the battle unarmed.

Sausage.
And if we waste time he'll manage to scrape through the Erse. Oliver, you'll have to go!

Mrs Beer
Suppose I go? Will that be alright?

Sausage.
Please take this thing seriously, Mrs Beer.

Mrs Beer.
I am never serious. Like Mr. Simpson. I have realised the unimportance of being Ernest.

Mash.
Well, I suppose I must make the sacrifice for the common good. Though I'm afraid you'll have a substantial advantage over me by the time I get back.

Mrs Beer.
What language are you going to give Lieutenant Brewer?

Mash.
Euclid.


(He goes out reluttantly and ponderously right. 
Sausage heaves a sigh of relief, and approaches Mrs Beer nervously, doing finger wiggle and playing with his hair excitedly. He smiles goofily at her and tentatively places his arm around her. Mrs Beer looks amused.)

Sausage.
(With intense significance) And now for the business of the day




Curtain Palls Quickly.
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Scene II. Act II.


The curtain rises upon the same scene as in Act I, with the exception that the modern chairs are removed to the sides of the stage. The centre is taken up by a long low table, with an ornate table cloth, set with knives forks plates and empty dishes. Long forms are set at the back of the table, while one of the tubular chairs is placed at each end.



The Labour Ministers enter followed by Vere, Tight, Flee,


Scrounger, and Belly.


Sing Chorus. "The Romans at parties were constantly canned".


(Then Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played, the curtains part, and Sausage and Mash are seen standing on the step.)

Chorus
.
"All Hail, Oh, Mash!


(Sausage and Mash descend, and sit down in the chairs at each end of the table. The others sit on the form at the back of the table.

Sausage.
(Rising oratorically)




With all my heart I Welcome you.



To this - our Dulce Domum do.



Away with rules of etiquette!



Our banquet) will be very wet!


All.
Sit down. Sit down!

Sausage.
You do not like my eloquence?

All.
We don't:

Sausage.
All right boys, let the banquet commence.


(Sausage claps his hands. Nothing happens. Pause. Claps again Ministers commence to bang rythymically on the table with their forks.)

Sausage.



To thump like that's indelicate.



The banquet's just a little late.


Vere.



Our thirst can't stay long unsuppressed -



The boose appears to be "non est.



One of the Witches, Primrose, rushes In left and speaks to Sausage. She is dressed as a waitress in cap and apron.)

Sausage.
(To the others).




There seems to be some sort of hitch in



The inner workings of the kitchen.


Primrose.



The brewers, sir., refuse to pay



The statutory wages they



Are by your Acts compelled to pay.


Mash.



And so, my friends, I sadly fear



That we must go without our beer.



(A chorus of groans from around the table).

Sausage.



But where's our banquet, where's our treat?



What is there in the palce to eat?





Mash.



Oh, evil day! Remorse! Remorse!



I'm hungry as a blinking horse!


Primrose.



And comunnists are in the street,



Proclaiming with no little heat,



The politics of Marx.



The union lenders vacillate,



The fascists wildly agitate,



With mutinous remarks!


Sausage.



The situation's getting harder -



But - is there nothing in the larder?


Mash.



But - are we going to get no dinner?



I feel already somewhat thinner!


Primrose.
(Doubtfully)




I can procure you, for your feast



A dish that's relished in the East!


Mash.



Bring in this Oriental fare!



(Peeling stomach). I'm feeling very hollow 
there!


(Primrose exits left. Ministers rap rythmically several times on the table. Four witches with large covered china dishes, which they place at equal intervalls along the table. Then exit).

Vere.



At last! At last! some food to eat.


Flee.



What is this very welcome treat?


Sausage.



This food will be our staple diet -



The taste's acquired - please/try it! do



(Ministers lift the lids off the dishes).

Vere.
What is it ? Pipis, shark or shag?.


(Ministers remove from the dishes several large pieces of dirty rag and hold them aloft.)

Ministers.
(Slowly and expressively). No!




The odour of an oily rag!



(There is a sudden thunder clap: the stage darkens; and in a quick red flash Nemesis appears on the top step roaring with laughter.)




Quick Curtain.


End of Act II.
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Act 3




(The dainty strains of the Gavotte from "The Gondoliers" herald the rise of the curtain upon the third act. The chairs and table have been removed off the stage, but otherwise the scene remains the same. 
Captain Charon is discovered sitting on a small low stool to the left of the stage, while 
Daisy his bull, is sitting on its hindquarters slightly to the right, with an intelligent look on his face, 
Charon is reading a lurid picture magazine.)








Song.




Charon.


Down in Hawaii Etc.


(The 
Devil's Own led by 
Mrs Beer enter right, dressed if possible as Hula sancers. As 
Charon Instructs Daisy how to dance, they also dance gracefully at the back following the words of the song with their own actions.)

Chorus
.



Dance to the soft delightful cadence



Of melodious guitars. (They dance)


Charon
.



Emulate them, darling Daisy!



Dance to the melody of guitars!



(
Daisy under the tuition of Charon commences to dance clumsily)




You should find it very easy



Sway your hips in manner lazy.



(
Daisy does so, though her manner could not be described as lazy)

Charon
.



Oh waggle your behind with gracious ease!



Strike and attitude nice and stately,



Do not wobble so at the knees



Stand erect and bow sedately.



(
Daisy follows instructions.)


Charon
.



Now with a sinuous twest bend over,



Gently sway with seductive grace,



Dance as lightly as Pavlova



A smile of contentment on your face.



(
Daisy & The Devil's Own do so.)


Chorus




Dance as lightly as Pavlova



A smile of contentment on your face.


Charon
.



Shyly blushing, coyly glancing,



Glide impressively Daisy dear. (She does so)



Hula dancing's so entrancing



Letter by far than modern prancing.



Chorus
.



Hula dancing's so entrancing



Better by far than modern prancing.





Mr. Nemesis
.
I simpl had to come back, Messy, I could't stand watching Dulce Domum go to the park like thus. And when the fascist emissary come to me this morning.....

Messalina
.
(Dreamily) He was such a 
nice man, that Fascist,

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Meaningly) Yes. When they offered me the dictatorship, I couldn't refuse. Do you know what I heard? (Lowering his voice) That the Plutocrats had been making eves at the ladies of the harem!

Messalina
.
(Shocked) But how horrible!

Mr. Nemesis
.
Something had to be done about it. (Suddenly struck by an idea) I've got it! 
[
unclear: I'll] weave a spell and make them all virtuous!

Messalina
.
(Doubtfully) That'd be an awfully difficult spell

Mr. Nemesis
.
May be, but I'll try.


(He steps forward and waves his arms mysteriously)

Messalina
.
(Hastily) Here wait a minute, I trust I'm not included in this puritanical spell?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Of course not! Now, watch the little dickie-bird. (He waves his arms again. Cymbals clash violently Messalina jumps.) That's all. (Pause) 
[
unclear: afraid] my disguise isn't very becoming.

Messalina
.
(Doing him up) It'll be coming off if you don't look out. (Looking off) Good Lord, look at this!


(Enter the 
Plutocrats. Jerkily and in perfect time, in an aes thetic manner, a la Bunthorne, they each carry a large lily at which they gaze with looks of profound adoration.)








Song With Chorus.



Stanley Sausage.


Our lilies we sniff with a languid grace Etc.

Vere do Vere
.
And I thought an aesthetic was what doctors put you to sleep with.


(
Messalina slips out unnoticed left)

Mr. Sausage
.
Seeing Mr. Nemesis. Ha, we are observed! Our searches into aesthaticism are discovered! Who are you - er - Madam?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Curtseying clumsily, in a high pitched fals to) If it pleas you, I have come to join your establishment.




Charon
.



Oh listen 
[
unclear: t] the 
[
unclear: ythm] Daisy dear!



How ethereal! How entrancing!



From your efforts it is clear



You'll 
[
unclear: he to] course in dancing.



(Dance. The 
Devil's Own come forward, and dance on either side of 
Daisy, then 
Charon steps into the line, and dances also, placeing his arm round the bull. At the conclusion of the dance, 
Mr Mash and 
Mr Sausage, who have entered and been doing a little dance themselves on the top step, compose themselves and stand haughtily as the Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played. When the dancers hear the tune they all turn round and raise their hands in welcome. 
Daisy sits on his hind quarters and waves his tail and right foreleg.)








Chorus.



Charon and Devil's Own.


All hail Oh Mash Etc.


(
Mr. Sausage And Mr. Mash descend the steps. The 
Devil's Own exit)

Mr. Sausage
.
And what is the meaning of this idyllic scene?

Charon
.
We were teaching Daisy to dance the Hula, Your Worship.

Mr. Mash
.
I didn't know Daisy was a disciple of Terpsichore.

Charon
.
(Indignantly) She isn't your worship! Are you Daisy? (
Daisy bellows) You see she isn't. I won't have my bull called nasty names.

Mr. Mash
.
I'm afraid, Captain, that if the food supplies get any lower, we'll have to have Daisy for dinner!


(
Daisy looks vicious and paws the ground)

Mr Sausage
.
The supply of oily rags is getting very scanty.

Charon
.
But Daisy is such a tough bull! I don't think she'd like the idea. Would you Daisy, love? (
Daisy bellows frantically.)

Charon
.
(Going, his arm round 
Daisy) Come Daisy, let us away! Did the nasty men say nasty things about him then?


(They exit 
Charon consoling 
Daisy)


(Enter 
Lord Vere De Vere, Mr. Tight, Mr. Flee, the Rev. Scrounger and Profsssor Belly.)

Rev. Scrounger
.
Something must be done or we'll be ruined.

Vere de Vere
.
For some unknown reason the people don't seem



to like us.

Mr. Sausage
.
Have we not legislated, and legislated and legislated?

Mr. Flee
.
I wonder what it can be that has upset them? Perhaps it's the wireless programmes. Professor, have they been up to scratch lately?

Prof. Belly
.
They have been superlative. We have averaged s'x symphonies and three concertos daily.

Mr. Sausage
.
And yet they rise against us. Its incredible!

Mr. Flee
.
Perhaps they're getting to know us too well. When we took over, they were used to mysticism - a sort of incomprehensible dictatorship. And now they can understand our every action.

Rev. Scrounger
.
Well, if that's the case, let us become incomprehensible.

Vere de Vere
.
How can we do that?

Rev. Scrounger
.
Let us turn aesthetic.

Mr. Mash
.
Good Gracious - what's that? does it hurt?

Mr. Sausage
.
Is it infectious?

Rev. Scrounger
.
All you have to do is to gaze at the lilies with rapt admiration - thus. (Attitude.) And the populace will bow before you.

Vere de Vere
.
I should think they'd faint if you looked like that.

Rev. Scrounger
.
You must murmur airy nothings and make them sound super intellectual.

Mr. Sausage
.
Oh, we're awfully good at that.

Rev. Scrounger
.
Well, let us go and pick lilies and start right away.

Vere de Vere
.
To think that I should be reduced to languishing over lilies. (They all exit hurriedly, right.)


(The piano strikes several melodramatic chords as 
Mr. Nemesis & 
Messalina enter left, very cautiously. 
Mr. Nemesis is dressed in a tight fitting woman's evening dress, high-heeled shoes and a preposterous hat. They advance in a stealthy fashion to the centre of the stage.)




Vere de Vere
.
In what capacity may I ask?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Relapsing into his ordinary voice) As a singing girl, Your Lordship. (Remembering and in a falsetto voice) Your Lordship.

Vere de Vers
.
What's the matter with you?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Confused.) I have a cold, a very bad cold, (He sniffs, blows his nose violently on a large red hankerchief, and sneezes.

Mr. Tight
.
(Solicitously) It 
is a bad cold.

Mr. Mash
.
And what is your name, my little girl?

Mr. Nemesis
.
My name is Superfluous.

Vere de Vere
.
And a very nice name too. Sue Perfluous, eh?

Mr. Sausage
.
Will you sing us something Sue? Something wanton?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Looking him over scornfully) Yes - there's something wantin' alright.








Song.




Mr. Nemesis.


The cave man did not falter, Etc.

Mr Sausage
.
Well sung, my little girl, well sung.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Thank You kind sir.

Vere de Vere
.
You will not find us like your man, Miss Perfluous. Here men are men.

Mr. Mash
.
But please let us introduce You to the other ladies attached to this establishment. Mr. Tight, would you fetch them? (
Mr. Tight exits left)

Mr. Flee
.
(Looking at 
Mr. Nemesis suspiciously) Miss Perfluous has a beard.

Mr. Nemesis
.
So would you if you hadn't shaved for two days.

Mr. Flee
.
Logic seems alright, but there must be a flaw somewhere.


(
Mr Tight comes running in left.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Why Chimp - what's the matter?

Mr. Tight
.
Oh, its awful - awful.

Mr. Mash
.
What's awful? Have you looked in the mirror or




Mr. Tight
.
Its. It's the women - something's happened to them...

Vere de Vere

Something happened to the women?

Mr. Tight
.
They've all gone funny.

Mr. Mash
.
(Ponderously) What exactly do you mean 'all Funny'?

Mr Tight
.
(Pointing right) Look!


(
The Devil's Own led by Mrs. Beer enter right, They are all dressed in very drab and demure frocks, and are made up to bear a puritanical appearance, they might easily be taken for Salvation Army lassies, in ordinary clothes.)








Song Wite Chorus.




Mrs. Beer


Our morals are high......Eve.


(
The Politicians. join up in line between the 
Devil's own, brandishing their lilies rythmically, while the girls demurely and shyly peep at them.)








Ensemble




The Plutocrats And Devil's Own


For now you see For now we're pure Eve.


(As the dance concludes there is remoing noise as of gates crashing in, and the 
Executive and the 
Witches rush in left. Some of the 
Executive have swastikas sewn on their arms and others the Soviet hammer and sickle. They stop short as they see the amazing sight before them. 
Mr. Nemesis who has nob joined in the dance, has been watching it in a meditative fashion from the right.)

Gilbert
.
Gawd: They're all nuts.

Rev. Scrounger

(To the others) You see? It's working. They can't understand us. They think we're nuts.

Mr. Tight
.
Uncle Sacking, you're a genius!

Gilbert
.
Well, what are we going to do with them?

Egbert
.
Down with the Plutocrate.

Mr. Mash
.
(Nervously) They sound rather vehement.

Hubert
.
Put 
[
unclear: em] in the bottomless pit.




Primrose
.
Rend them limb form limb!

Mr. Sausage
.
(Doing finger wiggle and weeping) Dear me - I am becoming rather apprehensive.

Albert
.
Let's start a dictatorship!

Herbert
.
Let's get Mr. Nemesis back!

Vere de Vere
.
(Brandishing his lily) Do you think they see through our aesthetic disguise?

Rev. Scrounger
.
Of course not.

Gilbert
.
If only we had Mr. Nemesis here now!

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Whipping - off his dress and disclosing his red robes - and rushing over to left in front of the 
Executive) Mr. Nemesis is here now.

Mr. Flee
.
I thought there was something funny about that girl's beard.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Leave this to me. Hold them so that they can't get away.


(The members of the 
Executive sieze the 
Plutocrats. The 
Devil's Own shrink back stage, gazing open-mouthed at the proceedings.) Well boys, what shall we do with them?

Gilbert
.
Put them in dungarees and make them work in a sulphur mine".

Primrose
.
Annihilate them slowly and painfully.

Egbert
.
Immerse them in the Lake of fire.

Mr. Sausage
.
Spare me! We're so happy at home - Mr Sausage, Mrs. Sausage and all the little Cheerios.

Mr. Mash
.
If I die, put my ashes in the urns on the new Railway station.

Mr. Nemesis
.
No we'll be a little more subtle in our punishment, My business has been to hate the earth upstaires, and to do it all the harm I can. Now, what greater harm could I do it than to send these miserable creatures back there, to go on misguiding their kingdom?

Gilbert
.
Its a swell idea boss.

Mr. Mash
.
But - surely this is unnecessarily severe? What have we done?

Mr. Nemesis
.
You have created a worker who thinks he is your



equail; 
[
unclear: enstein's] monster, that worker has risen against you. I'm sending you upstaires, now, you and your ministers, all of you. You won't remember your little regime in Dulce Domum - it will all seem like a strange dream - and you'll go on - and on - and on - to your inevitable end! Au Revoir!


(Mr. Nemesis. steps back, and waves his hands melodramatically. There is a complete black out for five seconds. When the lights go up, the 
Executive are standing in the same attitude as they were when holding the 
Plutocrats, but the latter have vanished. Mr. Nemesis is sitting on the throne, which has appeared on top of the stairs again, and the 
Devil's Own are standing on the left. All raise their right arms in the Nazi salute. 
Daisy enters with 
Charon on his back, on one side of the throne.





Quick Curtain.
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(The dainty strains of the Gavotte from "The Gondoliers" herald the rise of the curtain upon the third act. The chairs and table have been removed off the stage, but otherwise the scene remains the same. 
Captain Charon is discovered sitting on a small low stool to the left of the stage, while 
Daisy his bull, is sitting on its hindquarters slightly to the right, with an intelligent look on his face, 
Charon is reading a lurid picture magazine.)
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Song.




Charon.


Down in Hawaii Etc.


(The 
Devil's Own led by 
Mrs Beer enter right, dressed if possible as Hula sancers. As 
Charon Instructs Daisy how to dance, they also dance gracefully at the back following the words of the song with their own actions.)

Chorus
.



Dance to the soft delightful cadence



Of melodious guitars. (They dance)


Charon
.



Emulate them, darling Daisy!



Dance to the melody of guitars!



(
Daisy under the tuition of Charon commences to dance clumsily)




You should find it very easy



Sway your hips in manner lazy.



(
Daisy does so, though her manner could not be described as lazy)

Charon
.



Oh waggle your behind with gracious ease!



Strike and attitude nice and stately,



Do not wobble so at the knees



Stand erect and bow sedately.



(
Daisy follows instructions.)


Charon
.



Now with a sinuous twest bend over,



Gently sway with seductive grace,



Dance as lightly as Pavlova



A smile of contentment on your face.



(
Daisy & The Devil's Own do so.)


Chorus




Dance as lightly as Pavlova



A smile of contentment on your face.


Charon
.



Shyly blushing, coyly glancing,



Glide impressively Daisy dear. (She does so)



Hula dancing's so entrancing



Letter by far than modern prancing.



Chorus
.



Hula dancing's so entrancing



Better by far than modern prancing.





Mr. Nemesis
.
I simpl had to come back, Messy, I could't stand watching Dulce Domum go to the park like thus. And when the fascist emissary come to me this morning.....

Messalina
.
(Dreamily) He was such a 
nice man, that Fascist,

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Meaningly) Yes. When they offered me the dictatorship, I couldn't refuse. Do you know what I heard? (Lowering his voice) That the Plutocrats had been making eves at the ladies of the harem!

Messalina
.
(Shocked) But how horrible!

Mr. Nemesis
.
Something had to be done about it. (Suddenly struck by an idea) I've got it! 
[
unclear: I'll] weave a spell and make them all virtuous!

Messalina
.
(Doubtfully) That'd be an awfully difficult spell

Mr. Nemesis
.
May be, but I'll try.


(He steps forward and waves his arms mysteriously)

Messalina
.
(Hastily) Here wait a minute, I trust I'm not included in this puritanical spell?

Mr. Nemesis
.
Of course not! Now, watch the little dickie-bird. (He waves his arms again. Cymbals clash violently Messalina jumps.) That's all. (Pause) 
[
unclear: afraid] my disguise isn't very becoming.

Messalina
.
(Doing him up) It'll be coming off if you don't look out. (Looking off) Good Lord, look at this!


(Enter the 
Plutocrats. Jerkily and in perfect time, in an aes thetic manner, a la Bunthorne, they each carry a large lily at which they gaze with looks of profound adoration.)
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Song With Chorus.



Stanley Sausage.


Our lilies we sniff with a languid grace Etc.

Vere do Vere
.
And I thought an aesthetic was what doctors put you to sleep with.


(
Messalina slips out unnoticed left)

Mr. Sausage
.
Seeing Mr. Nemesis. Ha, we are observed! Our searches into aesthaticism are discovered! Who are you - er - Madam?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Curtseying clumsily, in a high pitched fals to) If it pleas you, I have come to join your establishment.




Charon
.



Oh listen 
[
unclear: t] the 
[
unclear: ythm] Daisy dear!



How ethereal! How entrancing!



From your efforts it is clear



You'll 
[
unclear: he to] course in dancing.



(Dance. The 
Devil's Own come forward, and dance on either side of 
Daisy, then 
Charon steps into the line, and dances also, placeing his arm round the bull. At the conclusion of the dance, 
Mr Mash and 
Mr Sausage, who have entered and been doing a little dance themselves on the top step, compose themselves and stand haughtily as the Laurel and Hardy entrance tune is played. When the dancers hear the tune they all turn round and raise their hands in welcome. 
Daisy sits on his hind quarters and waves his tail and right foreleg.)
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Chorus.



Charon and Devil's Own.


All hail Oh Mash Etc.


(
Mr. Sausage And Mr. Mash descend the steps. The 
Devil's Own exit)

Mr. Sausage
.
And what is the meaning of this idyllic scene?

Charon
.
We were teaching Daisy to dance the Hula, Your Worship.

Mr. Mash
.
I didn't know Daisy was a disciple of Terpsichore.

Charon
.
(Indignantly) She isn't your worship! Are you Daisy? (
Daisy bellows) You see she isn't. I won't have my bull called nasty names.

Mr. Mash
.
I'm afraid, Captain, that if the food supplies get any lower, we'll have to have Daisy for dinner!


(
Daisy looks vicious and paws the ground)

Mr Sausage
.
The supply of oily rags is getting very scanty.

Charon
.
But Daisy is such a tough bull! I don't think she'd like the idea. Would you Daisy, love? (
Daisy bellows frantically.)

Charon
.
(Going, his arm round 
Daisy) Come Daisy, let us away! Did the nasty men say nasty things about him then?


(They exit 
Charon consoling 
Daisy)


(Enter 
Lord Vere De Vere, Mr. Tight, Mr. Flee, the Rev. Scrounger and Profsssor Belly.)

Rev. Scrounger
.
Something must be done or we'll be ruined.

Vere de Vere
.
For some unknown reason the people don't seem



to like us.

Mr. Sausage
.
Have we not legislated, and legislated and legislated?

Mr. Flee
.
I wonder what it can be that has upset them? Perhaps it's the wireless programmes. Professor, have they been up to scratch lately?

Prof. Belly
.
They have been superlative. We have averaged s'x symphonies and three concertos daily.

Mr. Sausage
.
And yet they rise against us. Its incredible!

Mr. Flee
.
Perhaps they're getting to know us too well. When we took over, they were used to mysticism - a sort of incomprehensible dictatorship. And now they can understand our every action.

Rev. Scrounger
.
Well, if that's the case, let us become incomprehensible.

Vere de Vere
.
How can we do that?

Rev. Scrounger
.
Let us turn aesthetic.

Mr. Mash
.
Good Gracious - what's that? does it hurt?

Mr. Sausage
.
Is it infectious?

Rev. Scrounger
.
All you have to do is to gaze at the lilies with rapt admiration - thus. (Attitude.) And the populace will bow before you.

Vere de Vere
.
I should think they'd faint if you looked like that.

Rev. Scrounger
.
You must murmur airy nothings and make them sound super intellectual.

Mr. Sausage
.
Oh, we're awfully good at that.

Rev. Scrounger
.
Well, let us go and pick lilies and start right away.

Vere de Vere
.
To think that I should be reduced to languishing over lilies. (They all exit hurriedly, right.)


(The piano strikes several melodramatic chords as 
Mr. Nemesis & 
Messalina enter left, very cautiously. 
Mr. Nemesis is dressed in a tight fitting woman's evening dress, high-heeled shoes and a preposterous hat. They advance in a stealthy fashion to the centre of the stage.)




Vere de Vere
.
In what capacity may I ask?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Relapsing into his ordinary voice) As a singing girl, Your Lordship. (Remembering and in a falsetto voice) Your Lordship.

Vere de Vers
.
What's the matter with you?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Confused.) I have a cold, a very bad cold, (He sniffs, blows his nose violently on a large red hankerchief, and sneezes.

Mr. Tight
.
(Solicitously) It 
is a bad cold.

Mr. Mash
.
And what is your name, my little girl?

Mr. Nemesis
.
My name is Superfluous.

Vere de Vere
.
And a very nice name too. Sue Perfluous, eh?

Mr. Sausage
.
Will you sing us something Sue? Something wanton?

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Looking him over scornfully) Yes - there's something wantin' alright.
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Song.




Mr. Nemesis.


The cave man did not falter, Etc.

Mr Sausage
.
Well sung, my little girl, well sung.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Thank You kind sir.

Vere de Vere
.
You will not find us like your man, Miss Perfluous. Here men are men.

Mr. Mash
.
But please let us introduce You to the other ladies attached to this establishment. Mr. Tight, would you fetch them? (
Mr. Tight exits left)

Mr. Flee
.
(Looking at 
Mr. Nemesis suspiciously) Miss Perfluous has a beard.

Mr. Nemesis
.
So would you if you hadn't shaved for two days.

Mr. Flee
.
Logic seems alright, but there must be a flaw somewhere.


(
Mr Tight comes running in left.)

Mr. Sausage
.
Why Chimp - what's the matter?

Mr. Tight
.
Oh, its awful - awful.

Mr. Mash
.
What's awful? Have you looked in the mirror or




Mr. Tight
.
Its. It's the women - something's happened to them...

Vere de Vere

Something happened to the women?

Mr. Tight
.
They've all gone funny.

Mr. Mash
.
(Ponderously) What exactly do you mean 'all Funny'?

Mr Tight
.
(Pointing right) Look!


(
The Devil's Own led by Mrs. Beer enter right, They are all dressed in very drab and demure frocks, and are made up to bear a puritanical appearance, they might easily be taken for Salvation Army lassies, in ordinary clothes.)
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Song Wite Chorus.




Mrs. Beer


Our morals are high......Eve.


(
The Politicians. join up in line between the 
Devil's own, brandishing their lilies rythmically, while the girls demurely and shyly peep at them.)
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Ensemble




The Plutocrats And Devil's Own


For now you see For now we're pure Eve.


(As the dance concludes there is remoing noise as of gates crashing in, and the 
Executive and the 
Witches rush in left. Some of the 
Executive have swastikas sewn on their arms and others the Soviet hammer and sickle. They stop short as they see the amazing sight before them. 
Mr. Nemesis who has nob joined in the dance, has been watching it in a meditative fashion from the right.)

Gilbert
.
Gawd: They're all nuts.

Rev. Scrounger

(To the others) You see? It's working. They can't understand us. They think we're nuts.

Mr. Tight
.
Uncle Sacking, you're a genius!

Gilbert
.
Well, what are we going to do with them?

Egbert
.
Down with the Plutocrate.

Mr. Mash
.
(Nervously) They sound rather vehement.

Hubert
.
Put 
[
unclear: em] in the bottomless pit.




Primrose
.
Rend them limb form limb!

Mr. Sausage
.
(Doing finger wiggle and weeping) Dear me - I am becoming rather apprehensive.

Albert
.
Let's start a dictatorship!

Herbert
.
Let's get Mr. Nemesis back!

Vere de Vere
.
(Brandishing his lily) Do you think they see through our aesthetic disguise?

Rev. Scrounger
.
Of course not.

Gilbert
.
If only we had Mr. Nemesis here now!

Mr. Nemesis
.
(Whipping - off his dress and disclosing his red robes - and rushing over to left in front of the 
Executive) Mr. Nemesis is here now.

Mr. Flee
.
I thought there was something funny about that girl's beard.

Mr. Nemesis
.
Leave this to me. Hold them so that they can't get away.


(The members of the 
Executive sieze the 
Plutocrats. The 
Devil's Own shrink back stage, gazing open-mouthed at the proceedings.) Well boys, what shall we do with them?

Gilbert
.
Put them in dungarees and make them work in a sulphur mine".

Primrose
.
Annihilate them slowly and painfully.

Egbert
.
Immerse them in the Lake of fire.

Mr. Sausage
.
Spare me! We're so happy at home - Mr Sausage, Mrs. Sausage and all the little Cheerios.

Mr. Mash
.
If I die, put my ashes in the urns on the new Railway station.

Mr. Nemesis
.
No we'll be a little more subtle in our punishment, My business has been to hate the earth upstaires, and to do it all the harm I can. Now, what greater harm could I do it than to send these miserable creatures back there, to go on misguiding their kingdom?

Gilbert
.
Its a swell idea boss.

Mr. Mash
.
But - surely this is unnecessarily severe? What have we done?

Mr. Nemesis
.
You have created a worker who thinks he is your



equail; 
[
unclear: enstein's] monster, that worker has risen against you. I'm sending you upstaires, now, you and your ministers, all of you. You won't remember your little regime in Dulce Domum - it will all seem like a strange dream - and you'll go on - and on - and on - to your inevitable end! Au Revoir!


(Mr. Nemesis. steps back, and waves his hands melodramatically. There is a complete black out for five seconds. When the lights go up, the 
Executive are standing in the same attitude as they were when holding the 
Plutocrats, but the latter have vanished. Mr. Nemesis is sitting on the throne, which has appeared on top of the stairs again, and the 
Devil's Own are standing on the left. All raise their right arms in the Nazi salute. 
Daisy enters with 
Charon on his back, on one side of the throne.





Quick Curtain.
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Epilogue.




(As soon as possible after the quick curtain, it rises again to display the two beer barrels and the scene as described in the Prologue. The 
Ministers are sitting in two rows as before, rubbing their eyes. They sing in a sleepy voice gradually growing louder. 
Mr Sausage is sitting on the back barrel holding the scroll.)






Chorus.





Labour Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, never think, raise your steins-



Drink brothers, drink and obliterate your minds



We have woken it would seem



From a dream



Of smoke and steam-



Clearly that is not the way



To manage our regime.


Mr. Sausage
.
And now for the final bill of the evening - the Studant's Suppression Act. It has come to our large and august ears that certain students have been caricaturing the rulers of our beloved country. Such a practis is dangerous - very dangerous - because they're generally right.






Chorus of Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, never think, raise your stains,



Drink brothers, drink, and obliterate your minds,



Students we have often guessed



Are a pest



At their best



Clearly it is common sense



That they should be suppressed!



(The drop curtain rises quickly, to disclose the whole company assembled neatly before the great arch, ready for the final chorus)






Final Chorus (Very loud)



Drink, brothers, drink, never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers, drink, and obliterate your minds.



Students we have often guessed



Are a pest



At their best



Clearly it is common sense



That they should be suppressed!






Final Curtain.








Although we look, A most unholy brood,



We always you with solicitude;



We watch you fry, And prod you gently here (Slap behinds).



With heartfelt sigh. And sympathetic tear.



We never smoke, we never drink, We never even try to think -



We're the Executive etc, etc.






The Witches' Chorus (To same air).



When we appear, We somehow feel that you



Will think that we're A rather doubtfull crew -



From narrow paths, We never never stray;



We have our baths, On every Saturday.



We love the birdies and the trees, The willows waving in the breeze.



We are the Belles of Hell, Pretty little witches,



Inhabiting the ditches, Simple loving little souls,



We are the Belles of Hell, We are the Belles of Hell,



Lovely little ladies, Ornamenting Hades;



Innocent and happy folk, - We are the Belles of Hell.





Although we seem, A little bit uncouth,



You'd never dream, The soul-inspiring truth -



On no excuse, Do we stay out at night;



We're never loose, And we're never tight!



We never stray, We never dance; We knit bed-socks for maiden aunts -



We are the Bellas of Hell etc, etc.






Chorus for Gilbert's Song. "The numerous cliques"




Executive and Witches.



Work, work, oh, for some work!



The strain is beginning to tell,



We demons, (Sung by Exec.)



and witches (Sung by witches).



All know what the hitch is,



Too much unemployment in Hell!








Chorus For Gilbert's Song. "In fiery chariot winging"



Executive and Witches.


1. Tremble!




For while the skies are flaming



The thunder is acclaiming



The might of the Demon King!



2. Tremble!




As fast as light - or faster



Speeds our awful Master -



Behold the Demon King.



3. Tremble!




In silent dread we cower



Before his mighty power



All hail, oh Demon King.








Song. Mr Nemesis And Chorus.

Nem.



For - I am the Demon King!


Chorus



Hurrah for the Demon King


Nem.



And it is rather a boring thing



To be the Demon King!



For - I am the Demon King!


Chorus



Hurrah for the Demon King!


Nem.



Though it is sometimes a ghastly thing



To be the Demon King.


Chorus.



It is - Hurrah for the Demon King



Hurrah for the Demon King.









Chorus by Executive.



All hail Oh Mash?. How great thy sense!



How exquisite, Thy cerpulence!





And hail. Oh Sausage! Fount of grace,



How like an angel's Is thy face!








Chorus by Labour Ministers.


We are the flowers etc. (as on top P.l).







Chorus by Devil's Own.


We are the dames etc. (as on P. 3 halfway down).





Chorus by Labour Ministers.



Oh, the Romans at parties were constantly canned,



And Grecian carousals enlivened the land,



But in greater profusion the liquor will splash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash!





Oh jelly and trifles will shortly appear,



There's wine in abundance and buckets of beer;



There's jolly and succulent hash,



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.





Oh the Viking debauches were generally long,



And the drink they imbibed was exceedingly strong,



But longer and stronger the "liquor will splash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.





Oh, the trumpets will blare and the symbals will crash,



At the wonderful banquet of Sausage and Mash;



There's juicy poloney and succulent hash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.








Chorus by Ministers.


All hail Oh Mash etc, as on P, 4. above.





Duet by Muddle and Fuddle with three lines for Chorus.



(Cue) May all prohobitionists die!



To that we add fervently "Amen."



Your voices lift up to the sky,



And sing with all the jovial barmen!



(Chorus all sing)



Oh, whisky Sir? Its risky, Sir -



Makes you rather frisky, Sir;



Brandy, Sir? Its handy Sir, But apt to knock you bandy Sir;



Come, Sir, a rum Sir? Something with a kick Sir?



Here Sir, a beer Sir? Come and take your pick Sir.






Song with Chorus by Charon.



Down in Hawaii, hula 
Maidens, Dance beneath the Glittering stars



Dance to the soft delightful cadence Of melodious quitars.



(Chorus). Repeat last line.



Charon.



Emulate them, darling Daisy! Dance to the melody of guitars



You should find it very easy Sway your hips in manner lazy.



(Chorus) Erulate us darling Daisy, Sway your hips in manner lazy/and state



Charon. Oh waggle your behind with gracious ease/Strike an attitude nice



Do not wobble at the knees, stand erect and bow sedately.



Now with sinuous twist bend over, Gently sway with seductive grace.



Dance as lightly as Pavlova, A smile of contentment on your face.



(Chor) Repeat last line.



Charon Shyly blushing, coyly glancing, Glide impressively, Daisy dear.









Opening Chorus.




Labour Ministers.



We are the flowers of the aristocracy;



We are the peers of the Labour Ministry:



We can confidently state



We legislate



While you want



Every Bill we get by five. Is finished with by eight!





Wizards of finance, the rulers of the State,



With careless abandon we gaily legislate.



We're afraid that our regime



Oft may seem



Like a dream -



We've a process which we deem, a most effective scheme.





Our creation -



Innovation -



Alcoholic legislation -



Thought's a waste of time.





Drink, brothers, drink. - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink - and obliterate your minds.



Here's a Bill that's rather new



Now on view -



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about, But we will let it through!






Minister's Chorus. (First change).



Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink - and obliterate your minds.



We should say it would be gay



If it would stay



Always day -



Such an advantageous Bill, We'll put through right away!






Ministers Chorus. (Second change).



Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins;



Drink., brothers., drink - and obliterate your minds



Here's a pretty little Act



That, in fact.



Will attract...



Clearly it is common sense - Employers should be sacked!






Ministers Chorus (Third change)



(Sane first two lines) Drink, brothers, etc.,



We have always thought it queer



That our beer



was so dear.



Clearly it's the proper time. For us to interfere.







Second Chorus.




The Executive.



Our aspect 's stern, It cannot be denied;



But you will learn, We're Love personified:



You'd be surprised... We've little winning ways;



We've realised That kindness always pays.



Cur welling tears will not stay hid, When you are squirming on the grid.



We're the Executive Loving little creatures



With pre cossessing features, Monuments of innocence -



We're the Executive, We're the Executive



Paragone of virtue; We would never hurt you,



He command's and we obey, For We're the Executive.









Chorus Executive and Witches



Oh yonder billows tossing Behold the smartest craft afloat,



The streamlined Saygian ferry boat. With Charon at the prow.



Rapture!



Our hearts are palpitating: Is this the end of waiting?



We go Oh Demon King'






Chorus Executive and Witches.



Here's Charon the Sailor man. The Stygian Sailor man;



The figure we bean on our shoulder is Charon



The Stygian Sailor man






Chorus. The Plutocrats (Inside packing case).



Bump, Bump, Bump, along the highway. Packed like sardines in a tin;



Bruised and bent along the highway, Battered worn and thin.



(Emerging from packing case).



Bump - bump;bump, along the gangway, Everybody battered to the bone,



And stark a, d stiff and co..d. :We languished in the hold,



And we sailed to parts unknown. Yes we sailed to parts unknown, bilge.





Roll, roll, roll, the ship was rocking Mournfully we floated in the



Our self control was shocking. Every one was ill.





Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway. All of us decidedly unwell.



But now we fairly 
[
unclear: sme].... A horrid, sulphur smell.



We've at least arrived in Hell We've at last arrived in Hell!






Chorus and Ballet, by the Devil's own.



We are the dames. Who 
[
unclear: fro] in the flames...



Everyone exclaims. "See their little games"



Exotic and alluring as a scented Courus flower.



You'd be astounded at our Unholy 
[
unclear: sublle] power.



To make Man cringe and 
[
unclear: cowe].





We are the fe Males of 
[
unclear: notoriety].



Totally free From respectability



Our manner is ingenuous, our morals rather queer;



Really our love is 
[
unclear: freer]. Than would at first appear.



To anyone down here






Chorus with Ballet by the Executive.



Oh, lot the welkin ring, 
[
unclear: of], blow the pipes and tabor!



In exultation sing, A hymn of praise to labour!



On an intellectual basis. We've modernised our realm;



It's now the best of places. With Sausage at the helm, tails.



But there's one sphere where Labour fails, it can't control our errant/





They get in a terrible tangle. We can never keep them at bay.



At a most inconvenient angle, Our caudal appendages dangle.



Our caudal appendages stray.





Oh, Thunp the rumbling Drum (Drum)



Oh, Play the concertina (Accordion if possible).



Our region has become. Conspicuously cleaner.



We're most progressive pupils. (For Mr Mash has said it).



We gaily waive our scruples, And 
[
unclear: ive] on boundless credit!



But one thing credit cannot do Conceal our wandering tails from view.



They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.


Another sphere where Labour fails. It can't control our errant tails.


They get in a terrible 
[
unclear: angle] etc, etc.









Duet Sausage and Mash.




[
unclear: doing] well




[
unclear: are] Hell




[
unclear: We up] stages-




[
unclear: pend]




[
unclear: n rr on]




[
unclear: he any her] wages.


Both:




[
unclear: higher] - higher-




[
unclear: hour her] wages.






[
unclear: bold] and free




[
unclear: se ngs] are we.



Oh, Hail with loud magnificats




[
unclear: he] stper - magnificent plutocrats!


Mash:



Loving and wise,



Each of us tries



To emilate the ancient sages.



Through our regime,



This is our scheme -



Forty hours and higher wages.


Both:



Higher - higher - higher - higher -



Forty hours and higher wages.





Now we've at last achieved success



Gail we turn the printing press.



Oh, Hill, with loud magnificats



The super - magnificent Plutocrats!







Duet





Scrounger and Belley.



By the time we are through,



The programmes well strew



With recitals and studies Symphonic



And high brow contraltos



and opera altos



Will warble in Dutch and Slavonic.



You'll find Mr. Brahms



Has ethereal charms -



When the taste is aquired its Elysian!



And Strauss interwoven



With bite of Beethoven



Will liven our daily transmission.



(Coming forward, and speaking confidentially to the audience)




Though we weem so stiff and starchy,



Our tastes are really pleb -



We worship Frank and Archie



And rejoice in Eb and Zeb.





What rapture to hark



To the music of Bach



And 
[
unclear: Wagnecin] etudes operatic!



And often a band II



Play pieces of Handell



And fill us with pleasure ecstatic.



Pianoe will play



Every hour of the day



Innumerable fugues and toccatas,




[
unclear: ers]




[
unclear: are to]




[
unclear: ic coatas]








Oh my manic not a man like that!



No, not a man like that!



Oh won't it be delicious



If he does something vicious



Oh my man's not a man like that!





Oh, my man's not a man like that!



George Walker is a man like that!



You should have seen the hold he



Once got on Joe Savoldi -



Oh my man's not a man like that!







Song With Chorus (Stanley Sausage)



Our lilies we sniff with a languid grace,



A vacant expression on our face-




See.


All:



Aesthetics are we.



Aesthetics are we.


Sausage:



We adore surrealistic art



And our intellect we impart




Free


All:



Aesthetic are we.



Aesthetic are we.


Sausage:



For now, you see



Aesthetic are we



In true high art - whatever that be -



For we're aesthetic and poetic -



Intensely dense



Aesthetic are we.


All:



For now, you see



Aesthetic are we



In true high art - whatever that be -



For we're aesthetic and poetic -



Intensely dense



Aesthetic are we!



Aesthetic are we!









Chorus Executive and Witches.



On yonder billows teasing. Behold the smartest craft afloat,



The streamlined Stygian ferry. With Charon at the prow.



Rapture!



Our hearts are palpitatin is this the end of waiting?



We go, Oh Demon King!







[
unclear: Tive] and 
[
unclear: Witches]



Here's Damon, the Sailor man. The Stygian Sailor man;



The figure we bear on our shoulder is Charon,



The Stygien Sailor man.






Chorus, The 
[
unclear: Plutor] (Inside packing case).



Bump, Bump, Bump, along the highway, Packed like sardines in a tin;



Bruised and bent along the highway. Battered worn and thin.



(Emerging from packing case.



Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway, Everybody battered to the bone,



And stark a, d stiff and cold. We languished in the hold,



And we railed to parts unknown. Yes we sailed to parts unknown.



bilge.





Roll, roll, roll, the ship was rocking. Mournfully we floated in the



Our self-control was shocking, Every one was ill.





Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway, all of us decidedly unwell.



But now we fairly smell, A horrid, sulphur smell.



We've at last arrived in Hell; We've at last arrived in Hell!






Chorus and Balle, by the Devil's Own.



We are the dames, Who frolie in the flames -



Everyone exclaims, "See their little games",



Erotic and alluring as a scented lotus flower,



You'd be astounded at our Unholy subile power,



To make Man cringe and cowon!





We are the fe- Males of notoriety.



Totally free From respectability!



Our manner is ingenuous - our morals rather queer;



Really our love is freer. Than would at first appear,



To anyone down here.






Chorus with Ballet by the Executive.



Oh, let the wellin ring, of, blow the pipes and tabor!



In exuisation sing. A hymn of praise to labour!



On an intellectual basis. We've modernised our realm;



It's now the best of places. With Sausage at the helm.



tails.



But there's one sphere where Labour fails, It can't control our errant/





They get in a terrible tangle, we can never keep them at bay.



At a most inconvenient angle, Our caudal appendages dangle.



Our caudal appendages stray.





Oh, Thump the rumbling Drum (Drum)



Oh, Play the concertina (Accordion if possible).



Our region has become. Conspicuously cleaner.



We're most progressive pupils,(For Mr Mash has said it),



We gaily waive our scruples, And live on boundless, credit!



But one thing credit cannot do conceal our wandering tails from view.



They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.


Another sphere where Labour fails, It can't control our errant tails.


They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.
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[Introduction]




(As soon as possible after the quick curtain, it rises again to display the two beer barrels and the scene as described in the Prologue. The 
Ministers are sitting in two rows as before, rubbing their eyes. They sing in a sleepy voice gradually growing louder. 
Mr Sausage is sitting on the back barrel holding the scroll.)






Chorus.





Labour Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, never think, raise your steins-



Drink brothers, drink and obliterate your minds



We have woken it would seem



From a dream



Of smoke and steam-



Clearly that is not the way



To manage our regime.


Mr. Sausage
.
And now for the final bill of the evening - the Studant's Suppression Act. It has come to our large and august ears that certain students have been caricaturing the rulers of our beloved country. Such a practis is dangerous - very dangerous - because they're generally right.






Chorus of Ministers.



Drink, brothers, drink, never think, raise your stains,



Drink brothers, drink, and obliterate your minds,



Students we have often guessed



Are a pest



At their best



Clearly it is common sense



That they should be suppressed!



(The drop curtain rises quickly, to disclose the whole company assembled neatly before the great arch, ready for the final chorus)






Final Chorus (Very loud)



Drink, brothers, drink, never think - raise your steins,



Drink brothers, drink, and obliterate your minds.



Students we have often guessed



Are a pest



At their best



Clearly it is common sense



That they should be suppressed!






Final Curtain.








Although we look, A most unholy brood,



We always you with solicitude;



We watch you fry, And prod you gently here (Slap behinds).



With heartfelt sigh. And sympathetic tear.



We never smoke, we never drink, We never even try to think -



We're the Executive etc, etc.






The Witches' Chorus (To same air).



When we appear, We somehow feel that you



Will think that we're A rather doubtfull crew -



From narrow paths, We never never stray;



We have our baths, On every Saturday.



We love the birdies and the trees, The willows waving in the breeze.



We are the Belles of Hell, Pretty little witches,



Inhabiting the ditches, Simple loving little souls,



We are the Belles of Hell, We are the Belles of Hell,



Lovely little ladies, Ornamenting Hades;



Innocent and happy folk, - We are the Belles of Hell.





Although we seem, A little bit uncouth,



You'd never dream, The soul-inspiring truth -



On no excuse, Do we stay out at night;



We're never loose, And we're never tight!



We never stray, We never dance; We knit bed-socks for maiden aunts -



We are the Bellas of Hell etc, etc.






Chorus for Gilbert's Song. "The numerous cliques"




Executive and Witches.



Work, work, oh, for some work!



The strain is beginning to tell,



We demons, (Sung by Exec.)



and witches (Sung by witches).



All know what the hitch is,



Too much unemployment in Hell!
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Chorus For Gilbert's Song. "In fiery chariot winging" — Executive and Witches





Chorus For Gilbert's Song. "In fiery chariot winging"



Executive and Witches.


1. Tremble!




For while the skies are flaming



The thunder is acclaiming



The might of the Demon King!



2. Tremble!




As fast as light - or faster



Speeds our awful Master -



Behold the Demon King.



3. Tremble!




In silent dread we cower



Before his mighty power



All hail, oh Demon King.
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Song. Mr Nemesis And Chorus.

Nem.



For - I am the Demon King!


Chorus



Hurrah for the Demon King


Nem.



And it is rather a boring thing



To be the Demon King!



For - I am the Demon King!


Chorus



Hurrah for the Demon King!


Nem.



Though it is sometimes a ghastly thing



To be the Demon King.


Chorus.



It is - Hurrah for the Demon King



Hurrah for the Demon King.









Chorus by Executive.



All hail Oh Mash?. How great thy sense!



How exquisite, Thy cerpulence!





And hail. Oh Sausage! Fount of grace,



How like an angel's Is thy face!











Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Plutocrats [1937]

Chorus by Labour Ministers





Chorus by Labour Ministers.


We are the flowers etc. (as on top P.l).
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Chorus by Devil's Own





Chorus by Devil's Own.


We are the dames etc. (as on P. 3 halfway down).





Chorus by Labour Ministers.



Oh, the Romans at parties were constantly canned,



And Grecian carousals enlivened the land,



But in greater profusion the liquor will splash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash!





Oh jelly and trifles will shortly appear,



There's wine in abundance and buckets of beer;



There's jolly and succulent hash,



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.





Oh the Viking debauches were generally long,



And the drink they imbibed was exceedingly strong,



But longer and stronger the "liquor will splash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.





Oh, the trumpets will blare and the symbals will crash,



At the wonderful banquet of Sausage and Mash;



There's juicy poloney and succulent hash



At the banquet of Sausage and Mash.
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Chorus by Ministers





Chorus by Ministers.


All hail Oh Mash etc, as on P, 4. above.





Duet by Muddle and Fuddle with three lines for Chorus.



(Cue) May all prohobitionists die!



To that we add fervently "Amen."



Your voices lift up to the sky,



And sing with all the jovial barmen!



(Chorus all sing)



Oh, whisky Sir? Its risky, Sir -



Makes you rather frisky, Sir;



Brandy, Sir? Its handy Sir, But apt to knock you bandy Sir;



Come, Sir, a rum Sir? Something with a kick Sir?



Here Sir, a beer Sir? Come and take your pick Sir.






Song with Chorus by Charon.



Down in Hawaii, hula 
Maidens, Dance beneath the Glittering stars



Dance to the soft delightful cadence Of melodious quitars.



(Chorus). Repeat last line.



Charon.



Emulate them, darling Daisy! Dance to the melody of guitars



You should find it very easy Sway your hips in manner lazy.



(Chorus) Erulate us darling Daisy, Sway your hips in manner lazy/and state



Charon. Oh waggle your behind with gracious ease/Strike an attitude nice



Do not wobble at the knees, stand erect and bow sedately.



Now with sinuous twist bend over, Gently sway with seductive grace.



Dance as lightly as Pavlova, A smile of contentment on your face.



(Chor) Repeat last line.



Charon Shyly blushing, coyly glancing, Glide impressively, Daisy dear.









Opening Chorus.




Labour Ministers.



We are the flowers of the aristocracy;



We are the peers of the Labour Ministry:



We can confidently state



We legislate



While you want



Every Bill we get by five. Is finished with by eight!





Wizards of finance, the rulers of the State,



With careless abandon we gaily legislate.



We're afraid that our regime



Oft may seem



Like a dream -



We've a process which we deem, a most effective scheme.





Our creation -



Innovation -



Alcoholic legislation -



Thought's a waste of time.





Drink, brothers, drink. - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink - and obliterate your minds.



Here's a Bill that's rather new



Now on view -



What's to do?



We don't know what it's about, But we will let it through!






Minister's Chorus. (First change).



Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins,



Drink, brothers, drink - and obliterate your minds.



We should say it would be gay



If it would stay



Always day -



Such an advantageous Bill, We'll put through right away!






Ministers Chorus. (Second change).



Drink, brothers, drink - never think - raise your steins;



Drink., brothers., drink - and obliterate your minds



Here's a pretty little Act



That, in fact.



Will attract...



Clearly it is common sense - Employers should be sacked!






Ministers Chorus (Third change)



(Sane first two lines) Drink, brothers, etc.,



We have always thought it queer



That our beer



was so dear.



Clearly it's the proper time. For us to interfere.







Second Chorus.




The Executive.



Our aspect 's stern, It cannot be denied;



But you will learn, We're Love personified:



You'd be surprised... We've little winning ways;



We've realised That kindness always pays.



Cur welling tears will not stay hid, When you are squirming on the grid.



We're the Executive Loving little creatures



With pre cossessing features, Monuments of innocence -



We're the Executive, We're the Executive



Paragone of virtue; We would never hurt you,



He command's and we obey, For We're the Executive.









Chorus Executive and Witches



Oh yonder billows tossing Behold the smartest craft afloat,



The streamlined Saygian ferry boat. With Charon at the prow.



Rapture!



Our hearts are palpitating: Is this the end of waiting?



We go Oh Demon King'






Chorus Executive and Witches.



Here's Charon the Sailor man. The Stygian Sailor man;



The figure we bean on our shoulder is Charon



The Stygian Sailor man






Chorus. The Plutocrats (Inside packing case).



Bump, Bump, Bump, along the highway. Packed like sardines in a tin;



Bruised and bent along the highway, Battered worn and thin.



(Emerging from packing case).



Bump - bump;bump, along the gangway, Everybody battered to the bone,



And stark a, d stiff and co..d. :We languished in the hold,



And we sailed to parts unknown. Yes we sailed to parts unknown, bilge.





Roll, roll, roll, the ship was rocking Mournfully we floated in the



Our self control was shocking. Every one was ill.





Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway. All of us decidedly unwell.



But now we fairly 
[
unclear: sme].... A horrid, sulphur smell.



We've at least arrived in Hell We've at last arrived in Hell!






Chorus and Ballet, by the Devil's own.



We are the dames. Who 
[
unclear: fro] in the flames...



Everyone exclaims. "See their little games"



Exotic and alluring as a scented Courus flower.



You'd be astounded at our Unholy 
[
unclear: sublle] power.



To make Man cringe and 
[
unclear: cowe].





We are the fe Males of 
[
unclear: notoriety].



Totally free From respectability



Our manner is ingenuous, our morals rather queer;



Really our love is 
[
unclear: freer]. Than would at first appear.



To anyone down here






Chorus with Ballet by the Executive.



Oh, lot the welkin ring, 
[
unclear: of], blow the pipes and tabor!



In exultation sing, A hymn of praise to labour!



On an intellectual basis. We've modernised our realm;



It's now the best of places. With Sausage at the helm, tails.



But there's one sphere where Labour fails, it can't control our errant/





They get in a terrible tangle. We can never keep them at bay.



At a most inconvenient angle, Our caudal appendages dangle.



Our caudal appendages stray.





Oh, Thunp the rumbling Drum (Drum)



Oh, Play the concertina (Accordion if possible).



Our region has become. Conspicuously cleaner.



We're most progressive pupils. (For Mr Mash has said it).



We gaily waive our scruples, And 
[
unclear: ive] on boundless credit!



But one thing credit cannot do Conceal our wandering tails from view.



They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.


Another sphere where Labour fails. It can't control our errant tails.


They get in a terrible 
[
unclear: angle] etc, etc.









Duet Sausage and Mash.




[
unclear: doing] well




[
unclear: are] Hell




[
unclear: We up] stages-




[
unclear: pend]




[
unclear: n rr on]




[
unclear: he any her] wages.


Both:




[
unclear: higher] - higher-




[
unclear: hour her] wages.






[
unclear: bold] and free




[
unclear: se ngs] are we.



Oh, Hail with loud magnificats




[
unclear: he] stper - magnificent plutocrats!


Mash:



Loving and wise,



Each of us tries



To emilate the ancient sages.



Through our regime,



This is our scheme -



Forty hours and higher wages.


Both:



Higher - higher - higher - higher -



Forty hours and higher wages.





Now we've at last achieved success



Gail we turn the printing press.



Oh, Hill, with loud magnificats



The super - magnificent Plutocrats!







Duet





Scrounger and Belley.



By the time we are through,



The programmes well strew



With recitals and studies Symphonic



And high brow contraltos



and opera altos



Will warble in Dutch and Slavonic.



You'll find Mr. Brahms



Has ethereal charms -



When the taste is aquired its Elysian!



And Strauss interwoven



With bite of Beethoven



Will liven our daily transmission.



(Coming forward, and speaking confidentially to the audience)




Though we weem so stiff and starchy,



Our tastes are really pleb -



We worship Frank and Archie



And rejoice in Eb and Zeb.





What rapture to hark



To the music of Bach



And 
[
unclear: Wagnecin] etudes operatic!



And often a band II



Play pieces of Handell



And fill us with pleasure ecstatic.



Pianoe will play



Every hour of the day



Innumerable fugues and toccatas,




[
unclear: ers]




[
unclear: are to]




[
unclear: ic coatas]








Oh my manic not a man like that!



No, not a man like that!



Oh won't it be delicious



If he does something vicious



Oh my man's not a man like that!





Oh, my man's not a man like that!



George Walker is a man like that!



You should have seen the hold he



Once got on Joe Savoldi -



Oh my man's not a man like that!







Song With Chorus (Stanley Sausage)



Our lilies we sniff with a languid grace,



A vacant expression on our face-




See.


All:



Aesthetics are we.



Aesthetics are we.


Sausage:



We adore surrealistic art



And our intellect we impart




Free


All:



Aesthetic are we.



Aesthetic are we.


Sausage:



For now, you see



Aesthetic are we



In true high art - whatever that be -



For we're aesthetic and poetic -



Intensely dense



Aesthetic are we.


All:



For now, you see



Aesthetic are we



In true high art - whatever that be -



For we're aesthetic and poetic -



Intensely dense



Aesthetic are we!



Aesthetic are we!









Chorus Executive and Witches.



On yonder billows teasing. Behold the smartest craft afloat,



The streamlined Stygian ferry. With Charon at the prow.



Rapture!



Our hearts are palpitatin is this the end of waiting?



We go, Oh Demon King!







[
unclear: Tive] and 
[
unclear: Witches]



Here's Damon, the Sailor man. The Stygian Sailor man;



The figure we bear on our shoulder is Charon,



The Stygien Sailor man.






Chorus, The 
[
unclear: Plutor] (Inside packing case).



Bump, Bump, Bump, along the highway, Packed like sardines in a tin;



Bruised and bent along the highway. Battered worn and thin.



(Emerging from packing case.



Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway, Everybody battered to the bone,



And stark a, d stiff and cold. We languished in the hold,



And we railed to parts unknown. Yes we sailed to parts unknown.



bilge.





Roll, roll, roll, the ship was rocking. Mournfully we floated in the



Our self-control was shocking, Every one was ill.





Bump, bump, bump, along the gangway, all of us decidedly unwell.



But now we fairly smell, A horrid, sulphur smell.



We've at last arrived in Hell; We've at last arrived in Hell!






Chorus and Balle, by the Devil's Own.



We are the dames, Who frolie in the flames -



Everyone exclaims, "See their little games",



Erotic and alluring as a scented lotus flower,



You'd be astounded at our Unholy subile power,



To make Man cringe and cowon!





We are the fe- Males of notoriety.



Totally free From respectability!



Our manner is ingenuous - our morals rather queer;



Really our love is freer. Than would at first appear,



To anyone down here.






Chorus with Ballet by the Executive.



Oh, let the wellin ring, of, blow the pipes and tabor!



In exuisation sing. A hymn of praise to labour!



On an intellectual basis. We've modernised our realm;



It's now the best of places. With Sausage at the helm.



tails.



But there's one sphere where Labour fails, It can't control our errant/





They get in a terrible tangle, we can never keep them at bay.



At a most inconvenient angle, Our caudal appendages dangle.



Our caudal appendages stray.





Oh, Thump the rumbling Drum (Drum)



Oh, Play the concertina (Accordion if possible).



Our region has become. Conspicuously cleaner.



We're most progressive pupils,(For Mr Mash has said it),



We gaily waive our scruples, And live on boundless, credit!



But one thing credit cannot do conceal our wandering tails from view.



They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.


Another sphere where Labour fails, It can't control our errant tails.


They get in a terrible tangle etc, etc.
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