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Pegasus Opera Company is a registered charity with a three-part mission:
To provide opportunities for artists of diverse backgrounds;
To promote opera among young people in under served communities to expand their
cultural horizons;
To promote opera in culturally diverse communities for all ages.

Pegasus Opera Company was founded in 1992 by professional opera singer and
teacher, Lloyd Newton, whose mission was to create performances and work
opportunities for talented multicultural opera singers who had limited opportunities
elsewhere.
Pegasus Opera Company is a registered charity and the home of multicultural opera.
Pegasus a long track record of staging high-quality productions while developing
new audiences and presenting productions with which they can identify.
We exist to create opportunities for young Black, Asian and Minority Ethnic (BAME)
composers, singers and musicians. We strive to break down the elitist perceptions so
often associated with opera.
In line with our mission, Pegasus provides educational programmes and develops new
audiences through special workshops, outreach programmes, reaching thousands of
children across London and the regions.
Pegasus is grateful for the support it receives from individuals, government bodies,
charitable trusts and foundations.
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Letter from the Artistic Director of
Pegasus Opera Company
Alison Buchanan

Welcome to the Pegasus Opera Production of Shaw Goes Wilde!
On behalf of Pegasus Opera, I would like to thank you for your support, we value your
feedback, your input and your support. There are so many ways you can support
Pegasus whether it’s volunteering or making a financial donation. With your help we will
continue to grow and are committed to bringing you outstanding music, productions,
engaging in community outreach and to continuing our outstanding education initiatives. I
encourage you to join our mailing list so we can share all our exciting news and
developments with you and tell you about upcoming performances..
Pegasus Opera prides itself on being inclusive, we believe in community engagement
and serving the underserved. Our community choir continues to grow and will be
performing at the Queen Elizabeth Hall on 3rd July. In October 2018 we brought together
a cast of 80 including various Lambeth community groups, schools and the Lambeth
Youth Symphony Orchestra (LYSO) in a joyous celebration of the Windrush generation.
Tonight I am pleased to announce that we have members of the LYSO playing in the
orchestra and would like to thank Jose Gandia and the LYSO for partnering with us.
Working for Pegasus continues to give me an immense sense of pride and purpose, I
see the impact we have, I see the good we do and I know we are creating a lasting
legacy which has the power to affect generations. This is the fulfillment of the vision of our
founder Lloyd Newton… bringing opera to all, empowering, uplifting, inspiring, and
making a difference through Harmony in Diversity!!
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Sonia Hyams
Executive Director
Pegasus Opera Company
Welcome to our Shaw goes Wilde performances, the culmination of
months of planning, partnership building and excitement! My name is
Sonia Hyams and I am the Executive Director for Pegasus Opera
Company. I lead on supporting the artistic vision and mission of the
company ensuring that our programme aligns with our key objective
to bring opera to everyone whatever their background. We are very
proud of our education and outreach programme. We are currently
working with 300 children in Lambeth to use opera to develop a
growth mindset in Primary schools as well as running a weekly music
mentoring programme with young people aged 11-15. Our
partnerships with our local community, funders and individuals are the
key to our success and we are thrilled to be working with composer
Philip Hagemann and Producer Murray Rosenthal once again turning
literary legends into operatic delights! I want to thank our loyal Brixton
audience for supporting us across London and to welcome new
audiences and supporters for a night to remember!
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Jordan Mullineaux FRSA
Producer
Pegasus Opera Company
As the producer of Pegasus Opera Company, I lead on the execution
of professional productions and events. I also design the marketing
materials and website for the company. It has been a wonderful
experience working with Philip Hagemann and Murray Rosenthal after
the success of last year's productions Ruth & The Dark Lady of the
Sonnets in Covent Garden. Pegasus has since, skyrocketed. In
October 2018 Pegasus performed a number of sold out concerts at
the brand new Streatham Space Project, Lambeth Town Hall and at
community spaces like Brixton Library and Windrush Square for
Windrush 70. Look at us now at the Susie Sainsbury Theatre, Royal
Academy of Music! I am so excited to be working in diverse and
culturally enriching spaces to reach new audiences and continue
Lloyd Newton's inspiring mission to offer opportunities to BAME
artists, instrumentalists and creatives in London. We have recently
launched our brand new corporate package and Pegasus welcomes
with open arms, new partnerships and collaborations with theatre
companies, businesses and local organisations. For more information
or to view our corporate package go to
www.pegasusoperacompany.org and to invite Pegasus to perform at
your next event or to collaborate please email Jordan Mullineaux on
admin@pegopera.org
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Creative Team
Philip Hagemann Composer / Conductor
Philip Hagemann is a composer and choral conductor who was born
and raised in Indiana. After earning degrees from Northwestern and
Columbia universities, he moved to New York City. For a number of
years he conducted a chorus in suburban New York. He has published
75 choral compositions; the best known is a Christmas novelty,
FRUITCAKE, written with Penny Leka Knapp. It has sold over 200,000
copies and has been sung by thousands of choruses. Several
choruses have put their performances on You Tube. Hagemann has
composed ten one-act operas and two full-length operas. Four of his
one act operas have been performed in New York City to very strong
reviews from The New York Times. Two of the one-act operas won
national competitions from the National Opera Association. Five of his
operas are based on plays by Bernard Shaw. Hagemann is only the
third composer to transform a Shaw play into an opera.

Louise Bakker

Stage Director
Louise Bakker is a stage director across opera, theatre and musicals. She
is Dutch but London-born, and studied Drama with English at Manchester
University. Directing credits include Edith & Marguerite (Hen & Chickens
Theatre), Assassins (Pleasance Theatre), Pravda (Bridewell
Theatre), Virtue Reality (Southwark Playhouse), Waiting Room (Upstairs
at the Gatehouse), Iranian Nights (John Thaw Studio Theatre) and Six
Degrees of Separation (Edinburgh Festival). Assistant Directing credits
include The Enchanted Island (Peacock Theatre), Jette Parker Young
Artist Summer Performance (Royal Opera House), Don
Giovanni (Pleasance Theatre), The School of Jealousy (Bampton
Classical Opera), Kát’a Kabanová (Opera Holland Park), The Braille
Legacy (Charing Cross Theatre), National Opera Studio Scenes (Welsh
National Opera) and The Color Purple (Cadogan Hall). She works
extensively with the Royal Opera House’s Youth Opera Company and
Learning & Participation Department. This summer she will be assisting
Christopher Luscombe on Verdi’s Falstaff at The Grange Festival.

Richard Evans Set & Costume Designer
Richard Evans was born in Colchester and trained at the Royal
Conservatoire of Scotland. Working throughout the UK and
internationally his work has been nominated for the Scottish Culture
Design Award 2018, Broadway World Awards Best Scenic Design 2014
for The Addams Family and Off West End Awards Best Set Design
2013 for The Merchant Of Venice. Opera Credits include: Cinderella
and Hansel and Gretel (High Time/Belgrade Theatre).Theatre Credits
include: Art and Outside Mullingar (Vienna’s English Theatre), Avenue
Q (UK Tour, Hong Kong), Elmer (UK, International Tour), Seussical
(West End, International Tour), Guess How Much I Love You (West
End, UK, China, Worldwide), The Snow Queen, A Christmas Carol,
Love Song (Dundee Rep), The Seagull (York Theatre Royal), Aladdin
(Broadway Theatre), A Night To Remember, Come Hell Or High Water
(Citizens Theatre), Bring On The Bollywood (Phizzical, UK Tour), A
Streetcar Named Desire and Democracy (Rapture Theatre, UK Tour).
www.r-evans.com
Associate Producers Hagemann-Rosenthal Associates
Philip Hagemann and Murray Rosenthal of New York City created a formal partnership in 2002 for the purpose of supporting theatre through
investing and active producing. They have been involved in over one hundred productions emanating from London and New York since that
time. Highlights in producing are the Tony Award winning productions of RED, PIPPIN, and A CURIOUS INCIDENT OF THE DOG IN THE
NIGHTTIME and the Olivier Award winning revival of SWEENEY TODD. They are now represented on Broadway in the hit production of
NETWORK.

Amal Khalidi
Assistant Stage
Manager
Samantha Murphey
Costume Supervisor

Charlie Morgan Jones
Lighting Designer
Keira Dulake
Assistant Stage
Manager
Lewis den Hertog
AV Designer

John Nicoll
Stage Manager

Jan Rautio
Rehearsal Pianist

orchestra
James Douglas - Orchestra Manager / Cellist
James Douglas studied at Birmingham Conservatoire with
Nicholas Roberts and Lionel Handy, and then for a Masters
degree at the Royal Academy of Music with Jo Cole. James
enjoys a varied career, which has seen him work in a range
musical styles and contexts. James performs regularly with some
of the most exciting young orchestras in London, such as
Chineke! whilst enjoying playing in a number of smaller chamber
groups. James is a member of the London Cello Quartet, which
plays a variety of original arrangements in styles ranging from
Allegri to Radiohead! James is also sought after as a session
musician and has toured internationally with recording artists
Laura Mvula and Freya Ridings.

Jan Rautio — Piano Soloist
Alyson Frazier - Flute
Uchenna Ngwe - Oboe
Anthony Friend - Clarinet
Linton Stephens - Bassoon
Deryck Nasib - French Horn
Raja Halder - Violin I
Mandhira de Saram - Violin II
Clifton Harrison - Viola
Nathan Knight - Double Bass
Catrin Meek - Harp
Tom Lee - Percussion
Pegasus welcomes to the orchestra, three young players from the
Lambeth Youth Symphony Orchestra
Claudia Buchanan - Cello
Liby Winterstein - Violin
Michael Quiza-Perez - Violin

Cast

Alison Buchanan

Strega Thundridge / Daisy

Angela M Caesar

Butterfly

Alison Buchanan, soprano, born in Bedford has been praised for her musical
versatility. Alison is an alumna of the Guildhall School and the Curtis
Institute in Philadelphia. As an Adler Fellow with San Francisco Opera she
sang many roles including Mimi, in La Boheme. Alison has worked with Sir.
Colin Davis, Andre Previn, Sir. Simon Rattle, Marin Alsop, David Robertson
and Donald Runnicles to name a few and has performed with orchestras
including the London Symphony, Royal Philharmonic, Boston Symphony,
BBC Symphony and the Bayerishes Rundfunk. Alison is also a winner of the
Pavarotti, Maggie Teyte, Washington International and the Kathleen Ferrier
competitions. This season Alison sang Berta in Barber of Seville, for St
Petersburg Opera and toured Europe singing Serena in Porgy & Bess. This
season she made her debut with the Philadelphia Orchestra, performed at
the Sydney Opera House with the Sydney Symphony singing Wagner's
"Liebestod", and will perform concerts with the Ritz Chamber Players in
Jacksonville, Orlando, Atlanta, New York and Mississippi. Future
engagements include performances with the National Orchestra of Cuba in
Havana, Cuba and singing a concert of spirituals at Lincoln Center in New
York. www.alibuchanan.com

Angela M Caesar, soprano, was born in Manchester. She studied voice
at Trinity College of Music, London and at the Peabody Institute of The
John’s Hopkins University in Baltimore, USA. She made her debut at
Carnegie Hall, New York as the first prize winner of the Centre for
Contemporary Opera’s International Opera Competition. Angela has
worked with the Royal Opera House, ROH2, the English National
Opera as well as many regional opera companies in the UK. Her work
with Pegasus Opera includes, Alice Ford in Falstaff, at Conway Hall
and their UK tour production of L'Elisir d'Amore, in the role of Gianetta.
She has also performed in various contemporary opera projects,
workshops and recordings with composers such as Jonathan Dove,
Errollyn Wallen, Dominique Le Gendre, at venues such as the
Southbank, The Linbury Studio and the Almeida Theatre and Oscar
winners, Dario Marianelli on The Soloist and Ludwig Göranson on
Marvel’s Black Panther.

Katie Grosett

Nightingale

Katie Grosset, mezzo-soprano, trained at the Guildhall School of Music
and Drama, the Opera Studio Vlaanderen and the National Opera
Studio. She is a former Emerging Artist at Scottish Opera and
continues her vocal studies under the tutelage of Catherine WynRogers.
Operatic roles include mezzo soloist in The Opera Factory and The 8th
Door, Flora and Annina, La traviata, Third Witch, Macbeth, Edith, The
Pirates of Penzance and the Opera Highlights Tour (all for Scottish
Opera); Olga, Eugene Onegin (Opera Bohemia); Roméo, I Capuleti e i
Montecchi (Pop-Up Opera); Mercédès, Carmen (Nevill Holt Opera); the
title role, Xerxes (Byre Opera); Shoushan, Tchouhadjian’s Gariné
(Grimeborn); and Second Lady, The Magic Flute (St John Opera).
Roles understudied include Brambilla, La Périchole (Garsington
Opera); Boletta, The Lady from the Sea and Second Lady, The Magic
Flute (Scottish Opera); and Aurelio, The Siege of Calais (English
Touring Opera). This is Katie’s debut with Pegasus Opera.
www.katiegrosset.co.uk

Holly-Marie Bingham

Little Green Lizard

Holly-Marie Bingham, mezzo-soprano, studied at the Royal College of
Music’s Opera Studio under Dinah Harris. She is an H F Music Award
Holder and is further supported by The Countess of Munster Musical
Trust Award and The Josephine Baker Trust. Competition successes
include: 2nd prize, Maureen Lehane Awards, (Wigmore Hall 2016);
Tracey Chadwell Contemporary Music Award from GSMD, and the Neil
Vint Alumni Award from her alma mater, Chetham’s School of Music.
Operatic roles: Little Green Lizard, The Nightingale and the Rose,
(Pegasus Opera); Lady Deborah Crusoe, Robinson Crusoe (RCMOS);
Marcellina, Le Nozze di Figaro (RCMOS); Suzuki, Madame Butterfly,
(King’s Head Theatre); Irene, Theodora, (Benslow Baroque Opera);
Hermia, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, (St John’s Church Clapham). Solo
recitals venues include: The Barbican Hall, The Purcell Room, Holywell
Music Room, LSO St. Luke’s and Leipzig’s Mendelssohn-Saal
Gewandhaus. She is an alumna of the Franz-Schubert-Institut, Austria
and the International Mendelssoh Academy, Leipzig.

Peter Brathwaite

Second Rose Tree / Doctor

Peter Brathwaite, baritone, was born in Manchester. Training: Royal College of
Music International Opera School; Operastudio Vlaanderen, Ghent.
Awards: Peter Moores Foundation Award; Independent Opera Fellowship;
International Opera Awards Foundation Bursary; Winston Churchill Fellowship;
alumnus of the Britten-Pears Young Artist Programme. Recent opera:
Papageno, The Magic Flute (Opera North) cover & sing; Title Role, Der Kaiser
von Atlantis (CHROMA Ensemble); Soloist Effigies of Wickedness (English
National Opera/Gate Theatre); Feldspar, Fogonogo (Elbphilharmonie
Hamburg/Philharmonie Luxembourg/Danish National Opera/Spitalfields
Festival); Elviro, Xerxes, Schaunard, La boheme, Silvano, La Calisto (English
Touring Opera); Yamadori, Madama Butterfly, Marcello, La bohème
(Nederlandse Reisopera); Sid, La Fanciulla del West (Opera Holland Park);
Nelson, Porgy & Bess (Opera de Lyon); Billy Bone, Captain Blood’s Revenge
(Glyndebourne on Tour). Theatre: Principal Vocalist, What You Will, Sonnet
Walks, Othello (Shakespeare's Globe). Previously for Pegasus: Warder, The
Dark Lady of the Sonnets. Future engagements: debuts with La Monnaie, Opera
Philadelphia and the Royal Opera House. www.peterbrathwaitebaritone.com

Nicholas Morton

Student

Nicholas Morton trained at the Royal College of Music International Opera
School with Tim Evans-Jones. Recent roles include Ramiro, L'heure espagnole
(Mid Wales Opera), Masetto, Don Giovanni (Waterperry Opera Festival),
Martin, Candide (West Green House Opera), Zaretsky, Eugene Onegin (Mid
Wales Opera), Blansac, La Scala di Seta, Capo Guardiano, Risurrezione
(Wexford Festival Opera). A keen recitalist, Nicholas has performed at the
British Embassy in Paris, the Elgar rooms in the Royal Albert Hall, and
Cadogan Hall. He also performs in numerous concert engagements including
Bach’s 'B minor mass and Passions', Handel’s 'Messiah', and the Requiem
Masses of Mozart, Fauré, Brahms and Duruflé as well as an extensive
repertoire of sacred and secular works. Other roles include Peter, Hänsel und
Gretel (RCMIOS), Malatesta, Don Pasquale (Euphonia Opera), Doctor Falke,
Die Fledermaus (RCMIOS), Don Giovanni, Don Giovanni (Rye Festival), Sid,
Albert Herring (RCMIOS), Erasto, Giove in Argo (London Handel
Festival), L’horloge comtoise and Le Chat, L’enfant et les Sortileges, Filippo,
La Gazzetta (RCMIOS). Nicholas’ upcoming performances include a return to
Waterperry Opera Festival and his debut with The Royal Danish Opera.
www.nmortonbaritone.com

Amal Khalidi

Maiden

Amal Khalidi, performer, based in London has worked on several
projects with the Old Vic, these include Rise (Old Vic Community
Company 2016) and The Divide (The Old Vic Theatre 2018). She is also
involved in a theatre company by the name of ‘Waste Not’ a collective of
creatives that was originally founded upon the Old Vic Community
Company alumni. She went on to write a play for their first show, a
promenade performance, The State of Things (Old Vic Workrooms
2018). She also co-directed and produced the production The Rat’s
Nest that was put on at the Arcola Theatre through ACT II Festival
(March 2019). She is currently studying Drama and Theatre Arts at
Goldsmiths University. Amal has been interning as the administrative
assistant at Pegasus Opera company for the past year and has since
been hired as a music mentoring practitioner.

Oliver Brignal

First Rose Tree / Reginald

Oliver Brignall is both a tenor and a composer from London. He read music
at Canterbury Christchurch University and was a PhD student at Brunel
University. Residencies include Britten-Pears 2013, Mahogany Opera
‘Various-Stages 2017’ V&A artist in residence 2017/18, LSO Soundhub
Associate 2017-19. Singing highlights; Spirito/Pastore, L’Orfeo (Bayerische
Staatsoper), Death’s Son/Soppy Hat - cover, Swanhunter (Opera North),
Cavalier, Faïdit Isabeau, Chekalinsky, Pikovaya Dama, Marco, Zaza, Harry
La Fanciulla Del West (Opera Holland Park), Remendado, Carmen (Mid
Wales Opera), Malcolm, Macbeth (Iford), Tamino, The Magic Flute and
Nanki-Poo, The Mikado (Charles Court Opera), Tebaldo, Capuleti E I
Montecchi and Lindoro, L’italiana In Algeri (Pop-Up Opera), Nemorino,
L’elisir D’amore (New Sussex Opera), Alfredo, La Traviata (The King’s
Head). Previously with Pegasus, William Shakespeare, The Dark Lady of
the Sonnets. Recent/Forthcoming; Coyote/Younger Brother, Nahasdzáán World Premier (Ensemble Variances & Opera De Rouen), Little John,
Robin Hood - World Premier (Opera Story), Snout, Midsummer Night’s
Dream (Neville Holt).

Thomas Bennett

Third Rose Tree

English bass Thomas Bennett is studying with Royal Academy Opera
under the tutelage of Kate Paterson and Jonathan Papp. He is the
recipient of the D’Oyly Carte Memorial Award and support from the
Josephine Baker Trust. At the Academy, Thomas has played King René in
Iolanta, Il Commendatore in Don Giovanni, Polyphemus in Acis and
Galatea and Cadmus and Somnus in Semele, and has covered the role of
Seneca in L’incoronazione di Poppea. Other roles include Sarastro, Die
Zauberflöte for Cavatina Opera, Luka, The Bear for Bloomsbury Opera and
Bardolph and Ford in Salieri’s Falstaff for New Chamber Opera. He is also
a member of the prestigious Royal Academy Sing Circle with whom he has
performed in London and Leeds. Future engagements include his debut at
Wigmore Hall with Royal Academy Song Circle in a programme of Loewe
and a performance of 'Eight songs for a Mad King' by Peter Maxwell
Davies. This summer he will be a Young Artist with the Salzburg Festival
where he will be performing in Salome.

'The Nightingale and the Rose'
Matthew Sturgis, Author of 'Oscar: A life'
"I think I love 'The Nightingale and the Rose', the best," declared the actress Ellen Terry,
after she had read through the copy of The Happy Prince and Other Tales that Oscar
Wilde had sent her.
She considered that the story of the Nightingale who sacrifices her life to create the
perfect rose (feeding and staining the flower with her own blood) had a transformative
quality. Indeed she had plans to give a reading of the tale ‘to some nice people – or even
not nice people, and make ‘em nice.’
Oscar Wilde brought out his collection of five fairy stories in the summer of 1888. It was
only his second published volume. He was thirty-three, and had been experimenting for
some time with the genre, extemporizing and embellishing a series of tales through
multiple retellings. Although his own children (Cyril, aged three, and Vyvyan, one and a
half) were still too young to appreciate such flights, he had other young friends on whom
he could try his effects. Not that the stories were ever conceived as being entirely – or
even mainly -for children. Their satirical wit and linguistic sophistication were calculated
to delight an adult audience, albeit one that had kept – as Wilde put it – ‘the childlike
faculties of wonder and joy.’ In another formulation he described the stories as suitable
for ‘Children from Eight to Eighty’.
The book, handsomely illustrated by Walter Crane and George Jacomb-Hood, was well
received, and soon ran through its modest edition of 1000 copies. All the stories had their
advocates. Walter Pater particularly enjoyed ‘The Remarkable Rocket’. Ellen Terry,
though, was not alone in favouring ‘The Nightingale and the Rose’. The Librarian at
Toynbee Hall (the high-minded socialist-inspired mission in the East End) was also a fan.
He thought that ‘every earnest man, woman and child, and that means all children’
should ‘cry out a rich thanksgiving of delight' to the author of such a tale: ‘To me it is
nothing less than [a] miracle to feel the gorgeous flood-tide of human passion beneath
the surface, and to see the delicate and steadfast simplicity of the language. You seem to
have engaged with Human Love as the Eye with External Objects.’
The story embodied Wilde’s exalted vision of the ‘artist’ (represented by the Nightingale)
– as well as his sorry estimate of the general public. The Nightingale, in almost Christ-like
fashion, sacrifices her own life to create the aesthetically perfect rose. But her great work
remains unappreciated by the ‘scholar’, steeped as he is in mere metaphysics and logic,
and unable to recognize the power of true beauty.
Wilde, not always appreciated in his own day, certainly felt for the Nightingale. Indeed
even his own aesthetically-beautiful fairy story was not appreciated by all. Amongst
various criticisms, he had to put up with a letter from a pedantic ornithologist pointing out
that his description of the Nightingale making her nest ‘in the holm-oak tree’ was not
credible, as ‘the nightingale almost invariably builds her nest upon the ground.’

Shaw goes Wilde
Dr Anne Wright CBE,
Chair of the Shaw Society
Shaw Goes Wilde brings together two of Philip Hagemann’s operas based on short
works by two great writers and dramatists, pairing Bernard Shaw’s rarely-performed
comedy The Music Cure (1913) with Oscar Wilde’s poignant short story The
Nightingale and the Rose. The Music Cure, described by Shaw as “A Piece of Utter
Nonsense” was first performed on 28th January 1914, as a curtain-raiser to celebrate
the 100th performance of his friend G K Chesterton’s play Magic. The Music Cure
was written as a topical skit, based on the Macaroni Scandal of alleged improper
dealing in shares by politicians, which Chesterton had denounced while working as a
journalist.
Wilde’s The Nightingale and the Rose is a short story for children, one of five in the
popular collection The Happy Prince and other Stories (1888). It has been made into
several operas and ballets, as well as a short film adaptation presented at the 2015
Melbourne Writer’s Festival. But by contrast, Philip Hagemann is only the second
composer to have created operas from Shaw’s plays (as opposed to operettas or
musicals) – a surprising fact given the avowedly operatic nature of Shaw’s dramatic
writing, and his musical background. Shaw’s mother Bessie was a singer, and he was
surrounded by music in his early years in Dublin. He learnt many operas by ear,
singing all the parts, and taught himself to play the piano. His early career in London
in the 1880s was as a music critic, using the pseudonym Corno di Bassetto. Although
neither Shaw nor his mother had any formal music education, what better place to
stage Philip Hagemann’s opera of The Music Cure than a conservatoire?
The double bill of Shaw Goes Wilde has a further serendipity. Shaw and Wilde, both
writers, both Irishmen, sustained a literary friendship in the London of the 1880s and
1890s. Although Shaw was a guest of Wilde’s mother while still in Dublin, it was not
until 1886 that the two men met in London. In July 1888 both attended a Fabian
Society meeting on the topic ‘Art and Socialism’. Shaw reviewed a number of Wilde’s
works, and then in 1893, Wilde sent him a copy of Lady Windermere’s Fan. This
initiated a pattern: Shaw sent Wilde works such as The Quintessence of Ibsenism and
Widowers’ Houses, and Wilde reciprocated with Salome, and An Ideal Husband.
Wilde attended the first night of Arms and the Man. Although their ideas and critical
judgments often differed, both had a high regard for the other. Shaw described Wilde
in 1892 as “unquestionably the ablest” of Irish dramatists, despite giving a poor review
of The Importance of Being Earnest, and even alluded to that play in his own You
Never Can Tell. He supported Wilde throughout his trial and imprisonment, and
continued to send him his latest works in Paris. Their last contact was when Wilde
sent Shaw The Ballad of Reading Gaol from Paris in 1898.

George
Bernard
Shaw
“Arms and the Man”
John Sokol
Pegasus would like to thank Ohio based artist John Sokol for his permission
to use his George Bernard Shaw portrait. Sokol has depicted some of the
world’s most famous writers, using their own immortal words. Face reading
takes a literal meaning when it comes to Sokol’s “Word Portraits” as he uses
lines from some of their most popular works to outline their faces, and
recreate lines and wrinkles.

Oscar
Wilde
"Portrait of Oscar Wilde"
John Rooney
Pegasus would like to thank John Rooney for his permission to use
his Oscar Wilde portrait. Rooney has held such positions as head
illustrator for block T Studios and lead designer for the prestigious
Marsh’s Library, before deciding to become a full-time freelance
illustrator in 2016. His art is inspired by interesting people, nature and
wildlife, architecture, cult films, comic books, 1980’s cartoons and
those big space ships from Star Wars.

Harmony in diversity

Libretto

THE NIGHTINGALE
AND THE ROSE
By Philip Hagemann
Based on the story by Oscar Wilde

Synopsis
The story begins with a young student who is lamenting in his garden because the love of his life
will dance with him in the ball only if he brings her a red rose but there is no red rose in his
garden. The Nightingale hears the young man crying over his helplessness and lamenting the fact
that all his learning is useless since it cannot win him a girl’s love. The nightingale comes to know
that the young man is weeping for a red rose. She feels the pain of that boy and wants to help
him.The bird flies and goes to the various rose bushes but cannot find a red rose. Finally she
comes to know about a way of getting a red rose by a rose tree. She performs a suicidal act while
singing with his heart on the thorn, giving her heart’s blood to a white rose which turns it in to a
beautiful red rose. In this process the Nightingale dies. When the student wakes up, he sees the
red rose in the garden, plucks it joyously and brings it to his love. The girl rejects the rose by
saying that it will not match her dress and someone else has brought her jewels that are worth
more than a rose. Rejected, he throws the rose away and decides that logic is better than love
and love is unrealistic. Hagemann ended the story with a more optimistic note that a new love will
happen and endure.
Cast
Nightingale - Katie Grosset
Student - Nicholas Morton
Maiden - Amal Khalidi
First rose tree - Oliver Brignall
Second - Peter Brathwaite
3rd Rose tree - Thomas Bennett
Butterfly - Angela Caeser
Daisy - Alison Buchanan
Little Green Lizard - Holly-Marie Bingham

SCENE: A romantic garden at dusk.
ERA: Late fairy-tale.
Chorus
(Three women and three men, in a cluster downstage)
Once upon a time they lived happily ever after.
They did, they really did.
Once upon a time their dreams came true.
They did, they really did.
Once upon a time all the endings were very happy.
They were, they really were.
(During the opening chorus a Student carrying books—he is of university age—and the Maid who is his
beloved cross the stage, miming a conversation. His is obviously smitten with her and is pleading for
something. She is somewhat reserved, though not unfriendly.)
(When the chorus finishes singing, the singers disperse.)
Student
(Re-enters alone, still carrying books):
She said she would dance with me!
She said she would dance with me if I brought her red roses!
The Prince gives a ball tomorrow night
and my love will be of the company.
If I bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in my arms,
and she will lean her head upon my shoulder,
and her hand will be clasped in mine.
(He turns from ecstasy to despair.)
But there is no red rose in my garden.
In all my garden there is no red rose.
Ah, on what little things does happiness depend!
I have read all that the wise men have written,
and all the secrets of philosophy are mine;
yet for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.
So I shall sit lonely; she will pass me by.
She will have no heed of me, and my heart will break.
There are no red roses.
(From her nest in one of the trees the Nightingale has heard him. She looks out through the leaves in
wonder.)
Nightingale
Here at last is a true lover.
Night after night have I sung of him, though I knew him not.
Night after night have I told his story to the stars, and now I see him.
His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom,
and his lips are red as the rose of his desire;
but passion has made his face like pale ivory.
Sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.
Here indeed is the true lover.
What I sing of, he suffers.

What is joy to me, to him is pain.
Surely Love is a wonderful thing,
more precious than emeralds,
and dearer than fine opals.
Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy it,
nor is it set forth in the market-place.
It may not be purchased of the merchants,
nor can it be weighed in the balance for gold.
Here at last is a true lover.
A true lover!
Student
The musicians will sit in the gallery and play their stringed instruments.
My love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violins.
She will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor.
Everyone will shout to the night: “More! More!”
But with me she will not dance.
For I have no red rose to give to her.
(He flings himself down on the grass, and buries his face in his hands, and weeps.)
Little Green Lizard
(running past the student with his tail in the air):
Why is he weeping?
Daisy
Why, indeed?
Butterfly
(fluttering about after a sunbeam):
Why, indeed?
Trio
(Butterfly, Daisy and Little Green Lizard)
Why, indeed?
Nightingale
He is weeping for a red rose.
Trio
(laughing)
For a red rose? How ridiculous! How very ridiculous!
(The Nightingale flies to the First Rose Tree and addresses it.)
Nightingale
Give me a red rose and I will sing my sweetest song.
First Rose Tree
(shaking his head):
My roses are white, white as the foam of the sea,
and whiter than the snow upon the mountains.
But go to my brother who grows around the old sun-dial
and perhaps he will give you what you want.

(The Nightingale flies to the Second Rose Tree and addresses it.)
Nightingale
Give me a red rose and I will sing my sweetest song.
Second Rose Tree
(shaking his head):
My roses are yellow, as yellow as the hair of the mermaid who sits on an amber throne,
yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe.
But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s window
and perhaps he will give you what you want.
(The Nightingale flies to the Third Rose Tree and addresses it.)
Nightingale
Give me a red rose and I will sing my sweetest song.
Third Rose Tree
My roses are red, as red as the feet of the dove,
and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the ocean cavern.
But the winter has chilled my veins
and frost has nipped my buds,
and the storm has broken my branches,
and I shall have no roses at all this year.
Nightingale
One red rose is all I want, only one red rose!
Is there no way by which I can get it?
Third Rose Tree
There is a way but so terrible I dare not tell you.
Nightingale
Tell it to me. I am not afraid.
Third Rose Tree
If you want a red rose, you must build it out of music by moonlight,
and stain it with your own heart’s blood.
You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn.
All night long you must sing to me,
and the thorn must pierce your heart,
and your life-blood must flow into my veins, and become mine.
If you want a red rose.
Nightingale
Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,
and Life is very dear to all.
It is pleasant to sit in the green wood,
and watch the Sun in his chariot of gold,
and the Moon in her chariot of pearl.
Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn,
and sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley,
and the heather that blows on the hill.
Yet Love is better than Life,
and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?

(The Nightingale spreads her brown wings and sweeps over the garden like a shadow to where the
Student is still lying on the grass, where she had left him, his tears not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.)
Nightingale
Be happy, be happy!
You shall have your red rose.
I will build it out of music by moonlight,
and stain it with my blood.
All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover,
for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though Philosophy is wise;
and mightier than Power, though Power is mighty.
Flame-coloured are his wings, and coloured like flame is his body.
His lips are sweet as honey, his breath is like frankincense.
Be happy, be happy!
You shall have a red rose!
(The student looks up and listens, but he cannot understand what the Nightingale is saying to him, for
he only knows the things that are written down in books. But the Rose Trees understand, and feels
sad, for they are very fond of the little Nightingale who had built nests in their branches.)
The Three Rose Trees
Sing us one last song. We shall feel very lonely when you are gone.
Nightingale
(She sings a wordless song.)
Ah…
(The Student listens to the Nightingale, then pulls out a notebook and pencil and makes notes).
Student
(singing in counterpoint to the Nightingale)
She has form; that cannot be denied; but has she got feeling?
I’m afraid not.
She is, like most artists, all style without sincerity.
She would not sacrifice herself for others.
She thinks merely of music, and anybody knows that the arts are selfish.
Still it must be admitted she has some beautiful notes in her voice.
What a pity that they don’t mean anything or do any practical good.
(He stretches out his arms in a huge yawn and walks off stage. During the last several speeches, the
dusk has gradually changed to night. The Moon shines in the heavens as the Nightingale flies to the
Third Rose Tree and sets her breast against the thorn.)
Trio
(Butterfly, Daisy, Little Green Lizard)
(The Nightingale sings a wordless obligato as she mimes the action about which the Trio sings.)
All night long she sang with her breast against the thorn,
and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened.
All night long she sang,
and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her breast,
and her life blood ebbed away from her.
She sang of the birth of love between a boy and a girl.
(A rose begins to appear at the top of the tree.)

As she sang, on top of the tree,
there blossomed a marvellous rose.
Pale it was at first, as the mist that hangs over the river,
as silver as the dawn,
as the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver,
as the shadow of a rose in a pool of water.
Third Rose Tree
Press closer, little Nightingale, or the Day will come before the rose is finished.
Nightingale
Ah…
Trio
The Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn.
She sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.
(The rose turns pink.)
And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose,
Like the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride.
But the thorn had not yet reached her heart,
so the rose’s heart remained white.
Third Rose Tree
Press closer, little Nightingale, or the Day will come before the rose is finished.
Nightingale
Ah…
Trio
The Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn.
A fierce pang of pain shot through her.
Bitter, bitter was the pain.
Wilder, wilder grew her song,
for she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death,
the Love that dies not in the tomb.
(The rose now becomes red!)
And the marvellous rose became crimson,
like the rose of the eastern sky.
Crimson was the girdle of petals,
crimson as a ruby was the heart.
Fainter and fainter was her song.
Then she gave one last burst of music.
The red rose heard it, and trembled all over with ecstasy,
and opened its petals to the morning air.
It floated through the reeds of the river,
and carried its message to the sea.
Third Rose Tree
Look, look! The rose is finished now!

Trio
But the Nightingale made no answer,
for she was lying dead in the grass
with the thorn in her heart.
(The stage becomes lighter as day breaks. In a few moments the Student enters, stretching out his
arms in a morning yawn. Suddenly he notices the rose.)
Student
(He sees the rose.)
Look! A red rose!
What a wonderful piece of luck!
I have never seen such a beautiful rose!
(He plucks the rose. As he is looking at it and smelling it, the Maid he loves enters, passing through
the garden. When he sees her, her runs to her.)
Student
Look! You said you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose.
Here is the reddest rose in the world.
Wear it tonight next to your heart as we dance together.
It will tell you how much I love you.
(The Maid frowns as the music abruptly stops.)
(The following dialogue between the Maid and the Student is spoken. There is no music
whatsoever beneath it.):
Maid
I am afraid it will not go with my dress. And, besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew has sent me some
real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.
Student
Well, really!, how ungrateful!
(He throws the rose onto the ground.)
Maid
Ungrateful?! Let me tell you, you are very rude. And, after all, who are you? Only a student. Why, I
don’t believe you have even got silver buckles for your shoes as the Chamberlain’s nephew has.
(She briskly exits.)
Student
(looking after her with his mouth open, stupefied):
What a silly thing Love is. It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is
always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are
not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go
back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.
(He opens one of his books as he exits in the opposite direction of the Maid.)
(The music resumes and the members of the Chorus assemble downstage.)

Chorus
Once upon a time they lived happily ever after.
They did, they really did.
Once upon a time their dreams came true.
They did, they really did.
Once upon a time all the endings were very happy.
They were, they really were.
Weren’t they?
Weren’t they?
Weren’t they?
Nightingale
(Her voice comes from behind the Chorus, which splits upon hearing her, allowing her to come
downstage center):
Of course, they were! Of course, they were!
And they will again!
Another nightingale will give her heart’s blood to make another red rose
for another student to give to his beloved.
And that beloved will accept it and cherish it,
for she will know the sacrifice that it takes for love to happen and endure.
And they will go to the ball and dance…
Nightingale and Chorus
And they will go to the ball and dance and dance and dance and dance and dance!
[END OF OPERA]

Harmony in diversity

Libretto

THE MUSIC CURE
By Philip Hagemann
Based on the play by G. B. Shaw

Synopsis
In 1912 retain was racked with the “Macaroni Scandal” in which there were alley actions that
certain government officials would benefit from insider trading owing the government was about to
make lucrative contract with the British Macaroni Company. In 1913 Shaw wrote a one-act play
as a satire on this situation. The opera follows the play closely. Lord Reginald Fitzambey, an
Under Secretary in the War Office, is in a distressed state. The opera opens with Reginald and a
doctor in a hotel suite, where Reginald was placed by his mother for his recuperation from this
scandal. He explains to the doctor that he had bought shares in the Macaroni Trust Company
knowing that the British Army would soon be put on a vegetarian diet. Brought before a
parliamentary committee investigating profiteering, he tried to explain that this investment was
normal and logical. Now he is highly sensitised to anything distressing. His doctor prescribes rest
and offers him opium. After Reginald falls asleep, a woman enters his hotel suite and starts to
play the piano, causing Reginald to scream. The woman turns out to be the famous pianist Strega
Thundridge, employed by Reginald’s mother at considerable cost to play in the room for two hours
to soothe Reginald’s nerves. Despite the obvious fact that she is having the opposite effect,
Strega carries on playing. Reginald finds himself powerfully attracted to her, but when he tries to
make a pass at her, she starts playing Chopin, which causes convulsions in Reginald. She then
restores his vitality with a stirring Chopin Polonaise. Reginald, who adores dominant women, is
now hopelessly in love with Strega. He begs her to marry him so that she can dominate him
completely. She accepts, having always dreamed of meeting a man who was utterly in thrall to
her and whom she could dominate.
Cast
Doctor - Peter Brathwaite
Reginald - Oliver Brignall
Strega Thundridge - Alison Buchanan

THE MUSIC CURE
By Philip Hagemann
Based on the play by G. B. Shaw
The curtain opens on the drawing room of a fashionable London hotel suite with a piano on stage
left. A young man, Reginald, is on the couch crying with the Doctor hovering over him.
REGINALD
Wah! . . . . . . . .Wah! . . . . . . . . Wah! . . . . . . . . Wah! . . . . . . . .Wah!
DOCTOR
(While Reginald is crying) Come, come! . . . Be a man! Now really this is silly. You mustn’t give way
like this. I tell you nothing has happened to you. Hang it all! It’s not the end of the world if you did
buy a few shares.
REGINALD
I never meant any harm in buying those shares. I am ready to give them up. I never meant any harm
in buying those shares. Doctor, won’t you believe me? I never meant any harm in buying those
shares. I never meant any harm –---- I never meant any harm -------DOCTOR
(In tandem) Of course you didn’t. I know you didn’t. Don’t go on saying that over and over again or
you will drive me as distracted as you are yourself. This is nothing but nerves. Remember you are in
a hotel. They’ll put you out if you make a row.
REGINALD
But you don’t understand. Why doesn’t anybody understand? I never meant any harm in buying
those shares. I never meant any harm in buying those shares.
DOCTOR
(In tandem) You never meant any harm in buying those shares. This is the four hundredth time
you’ve said it.
REGINALD
Then why do you keep asking me the same questions over and over again? It’s not fair. I’ve told you
– I never meant any –
DOCTOR
(Briskly) Yes! Yes! I know, I know. You think you made a fool of yourself before that committee.
Well, you didn’t. You stood up to it for six days with the coolness of an iceberg and the cheerfulness
of an idiot. Ev’ry member of it had a go at you; and ev’ry one of them, including some of the best
cross examiners in London, fell back baffled before your fatuous self-satisfaction, your impenetrable
inability to see any reason why you shouldn’t have bought those shares. But you said, “Why
shouldn’t I have bought them? I made no secret of it. (Reginald goes into a fetal position with his
face turned upstage.) When the Prime Minister asked me about it, I offered to sell him the shares for
what I gave for them.” (Reginald gradually turns around and cheers up, nods in agreement.) The
point is that you are an undersecret’ry in the War Office. You knew that the Army was going to be
put on a vegetarian diet, that they would have to buy huge amounts of pasta, and the shares of the
British Macaroni Trust Company would go up with a rush when this became public; and what did you
do? You bought a thousand shares, a thousand shares of British Macaroni Trust Company!
REGINALD
I bought . . .
REGINALD AND THE DOCTOR
(In canon) -- a thousand shares, a thousand shares of the British Macaroni Trust Company!

REGINALD
Why shouldn’t I? Explain it to me. I’m anxious to learn. I meant no harm. I see no harm. Why am I to
be badgered because the beastly opposition try to make political capital out of it by saying that it was
disgraceful. It wasn’t disgraceful. It was simple common sense. I’m not a financier; but you can’t
persuade me that if you happen to know that certain shares are going to rise you shouldn’t buy
them. It would be flying in the face, flying in the face of providence not to. And they wouldn’t see that.
They pretended not to. They worried me, and kept asking me the same thing over and over again.
DOCTOR
And you got the better of them all because you couldn’t see their point of view.
But what beats me is why you broke down afterwards.
REGINALD
Ev’ryone was against me. I thought the committee was a pack of fools. I told them so. But ev’ryone
took their part. The governor said I had disgraced the family name. My brothers said I should resign
from all my clubs. My mother said I had shattered all her hopes of marrying me off to a rich woman.
But I had done nothing, absolutely nothing compared to what other chaps are doing ev’ry day.
DOCTOR
(Deliberately) Well, the long and the short of it is: officials shouldn’t gamble.
REGINALD
(Innocently) But I wasn’t gambling. I knew. It isn’t gambling if you know that the shares will go up.
DOCTOR
(The doctor is stopped in his tracks. He can only stare, open-mouthed, in dumbfounded amazement
and even admiration at Reginald’s vast stupidity/naiveté.) All I know that if you weren’t a son of the
Duke of Dunmow, you’d have to resign.
REGINALD
Talking to me about it. Let me alone.
I can’t bear it.
Stop! I never meant any harm in .
buying those shares.

DOCTOR
It’s true.
You’d have to resign.
You never meant any harm in
buying those shares

REGINALD
I never ----- (Exasperated, he cannot take hearing it again)
DOCTOR
(Speaking) Sh! Sh! Sh! Sh-Sh-Sh! (He makes Reginald lie on the sofa.) There: I shouldn’t have
started the subject again. (He takes medicine out of his bag.) Take some of this valerian. (Reginald
takes it.) That’s right. Now you’re better.
REGINALD
(Exhausted but calm) Why does the valerian sooth me when it excites cats? There’s a question to
reflect on. You know, they ought to have made me a philosopher.
DOCTOR
Philosophers are born, not made.
REGINALD
Ev’rybody’s born, not made.
DOCTOR
You’re getting almost clever. I don’t like it: You’re not yourself today. I wish I could take your mind off
your troubles. Suppose you try a little music.

REGINALD
I can’t play. My fingers won’t obey me. And I can’t stand the sound of the piano. I sounded a note
this morning and it made me scream.
DOCTOR
But why not get some one to play to you?
REGINALD
Whom could I get, even if I could bear it. You can’t play.
DOCTOR
I’m not the only person in the world.
REGINALD
If you bring anyone else in here, I shall go mad. I’ll throw myself out of the window. I can’t bear the
idea of music. I dread it, hate it, loathe it.
DOCTOR
That’s very serious, you know.
REGINALD
Why is it serious?
DOCTOR
Well, what would become of you without your talent for music? You have absolutely no capacity in
any other direction.
REGINALD
I’m in Parliament. And I’m an undersecretary.
DOCTOR
That’s because your father is a duke. In a republic you wouldn’t be trusted to clean boots. No,
Reginald: The day you give up vamping accompaniments and playing the latest ragtimes by ear,
you’re a lost man socially.
REGINALD
(Rather insulted) Oh, I say!
DOCTOR
However, perhaps it’s too soon for the music cure. It was your mother’s idea; but I’ll call and tell her
to wait a day or two. I think she meant to send in someone to play. I must be off now. I’ll look in later.
Meanwhile, Reginald, sleep as much as you can. Or, you might read a little.
REGINALD
What can I read?
DOCTOR
Try the Strand magazine.
REGINALD
But it’s so frightfully intellectual. It would overtax my brain.
DOCTOR
I suppose it would. Well, sleep. Perhaps I’d better give you something to send you off.

REGINALD
What’s that? Veronal?
DOCTOR
Don’t be alarmed. Only the old fashioned remedy: opium. Take this: that will do the trick. If you’re not
asleep in half an hour, take another. (He leaves another pill on a small plate or tray on the table.)
REGINALD
Better leave me a lot. I like pills.
DOCTOR
Thank you very much. I’m not treating you with a view to a coroner’s inquest. You know, don’t you,
that opium is a poison.
REGINALD
Yes, opium. But not pills.
DOCTOR
Heaven forbid that I, a doctor, should shake anybody’s faith in pills. But I shan’t leave enough to kill
you. (He starts to leave by the centre double doors.)
REGINALD
You can’t go out that way. I made my mother lock it and take away the key. I felt sure they’d let
someone in that way if she didn’t. You’ll have to go out the way you came.
DOCTOR
Right! (The doctor sees an afghan and tucks Reginald in.) Now let me see you settle down before I
go. I want you to be asleep before I leave the room.
(Reginald goes to sleep on the sofa; the doctor watches for a few moments before leaving by the
side door. Reginald begins to toss and turn; he is having a nightmare. He sits up and stares
affrightedly at the piano.)
REGINALD
Doctor! Doctor! Help!
DOCTOR
(Rushing back in.) What is it?
REGINALD
The crocodile!
DOCTOR
The crocodile?
REGINALD
Yes! The crocodile.
DOCTOR
Come! Come!
REGINALD
It’s gone now.
DOCTOR
Be a man!

REGINALD
But it laughed at me, it laughed at me,
DOCTOR
(In tandem) This really is the limit!
REGINALD
-- and was going to play the piano with its tail.
DOCTOR
Opium in small doses doesn’t agree with you, my young friend. I shall have to give you a second pill.
REGINALD
But suppose two crocodiles come!
DOCTOR
They won’t. If anything comes it will be something pretty this time. That’s how opium acts. Anyhow,
you’ll be fast asleep in two minutes. Here take it. (The doctor gives Reginald another pill.)
REGINALD
(Calming down; lies on the sofa again.) It was awfully silly of me but I really saw it. Would you mind
looking under the sofa to make sure the crocodile isn’t there?
DOCTOR
(Making one last effort to humour Reginald.) All serene. No crocodile. Now go bye-bye. (Again,
Reginald goes to sleep and the doctor leaves.)
(The centre doors open and Strega stands in the doorway and cautiously peers into the room. She
strides into the room in the direction of the sofa. She takes note of Reginald, nods in recognition and
turns to the other part of the room on her tour of inspection. She sees the piano and throws herself
against it in a passionate way. She collects herself and begins to take off her gloves and rings;
begins adjusting the bench and starts a warm-up exercise.)
STREGA
Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! (Reginald begins to toss and turn in his sleep.) Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho!
Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! (Reginald sits up but does not look in her direction.) Yo-ho-to-ho!
REGINALD
Oh! Stop! The crocodile! Oh! Oh! Oh, I say!
STREGA
What on earth do you mean by making that noise when I’m playing? Have you no sense? Have you
no manners?
REGINALD
I’m awfully sorry.
STREGA
Sorry! Why did you do it?
REGINALD
I thought you were a crocodile.
STREGA
Silly! Do I look like a crocodile?

REGINALD
NoSTREGA
Do I play like a crocodile?
REGINALD
(Thinking about it.) Well, it’s hard to know how a crocodile plays.
STREGA
Nonsense! (She plays and then stops.)
REGINALD
Please! Who let you in?
STREGA
What is that to you.
REGINALD
It’s my room.
STREGA
It’s nothing of the sort. It belongs to the Duchess of Dunmow. She gave me the key.
REGINALD
But why? Who are you, if you don’t mind my asking.
STREGA
I do mind. It’s none of your business. However, you’d better know to whom you are speaking. I am
Strega Thundridge.
REGINALD
What! The female Paderewski!
STREGA
Pardon me. (Correcting him with a gesture.) I believe Mister Paderewski has been called the male
Thundridge. Will you be good enough to return to your sofa, and hold your tongue, or else leave the
room.
REGINALD
But, you know, I am ill.
STREGA
Then go to bed, and send for a doctor. (She sits down at the keyboard.)
REGINALD
You mustn’t play. You really mustn’t. I can’t stand it. I shall simply not be myself if you start playing.
STREGA
Good! Then I shall start at once.
REGINALD
(She raises her hands to play. He takes her hands to prevent her from playing, then, notices them).
No you shan’t. Oh, I say, what lovely hands you have got!

STREGA
The idea! (She throws him to the floor.)
REGINALD
(In awe) You are strong! (His head appears coming up from the sofa.)
STREGA
My strength has been developed by playing left hand passages like this: (She plays fearlessly and
he puts his hands over his ears and she notices it.) How can I play if you keep your ears stopped?
It is an insult. Leave the room!
REGINALD
But I tell you it’s my room. Don’t you see that I am ill?
STREGA
I see you are mentally afflicted. But that doesn’t matter to me. The Duchess of Dunmow has paid me
to come to this room and play for two hours. I never break an engagement, especially one for two
hundred and fifty guineas.
REGINALD
What did she say about me?
STREGA
She said there would be a foolish young man, but i shouldn’t mind him. She assured me you were
not dangerous except to yourself. But I will have no nonsense about not listening. All the world
listens when I play. Listen or go!
REGINALD
(Whimpering) I dare not go to any other rooms; I should meet people there. I shall have to sit on the
stairs.
STREGA
You will meet plenty of people on the stairs. They are sitting six on each stair, not counting those
who are sitting astride the banisters on the chance of hearing me play.
REGINALD
(Tearfully) How dreadful! You’ve no right to bully me. I’m ill. I can’t bear it.
I’ll throw my self out the window.
STREGA
Do! Please do! What an advertisement! It would be really kind of you.
REGINALD
You’ll be sorry you were so unfeeling when you see my mangled body. (He goes to the window.)
There’s a crowd. I daren’t.
STREGA
(Delighted) Waiting to hear me play.
REGINALD
(He stops his ears as before, but then he notices that the music is different and gradually uncovers
them.) Oh, you know, I can stand that.
STREGA
(Not without sarcasm.) Thank you.

REGINALD
The fact is, I can play a bit myself.
STREGA
An amateur, I presume.
REGINALD
I have often been told I could make a living at it if I tried. (Striking a casual lounging pose.) But of
course it wouldn’t do for a man in my position to lower himself by becoming a professional. (Strega
gradually begins to get annoyed by what he is saying and stops playing.)
STREGA
Tactful, that, I don’t think! And what so you play, may I ask?
REGINALD
Oh, all the very best music..
STREGA
For instance?
REGINALD
”I wish you belonged to me.”
STREGA
You young blackguard. How dare you!
REGINALD
You don’t understand: it’s the name of a tune. Let me play it for you. (He starts towards the piano.) I
don’t think you believe I can play.
STREGA
Pardon me. (She haughtily turns the piano over to him.) I’ve heard a horse play the harmonium at a
music hall. I can believe anything.
REGINALD
Aha! (He plays.) Do you like it?
STREGA
What is it? Is it intended for music?
REGINALD
“ Oh, you beautiful doll, you great big beautiful doll--”
STREGA
Take that! (She knocks him off the bench.) Beautiful doll, indeed!
REGINALD
Oh, I say! Look here: That’s the name of the tune. You seem quite ignorant of all the very best new
music in town. Don’t you know “Rum Tum Tiddle”, and “Alexander’s Rag Time Band,” and “Take Me
Back to the Garden of Love”, and “Everybody Likes our Mary”?
STREGA
Young man, I have never even heard of those abominations. I am now going to educate you
musically. I am going to play Chopin and Brahms and Bach and Schumann and ---

REGINALD
Chopin! Brahms! Bach! You don’t mean classical music? (He runs out of the room.)
STREGA
Pig!
REGINALD
(He runs back in.) I forgot the people on the stairs; crowds of them. What shall I do? Don’t! Please
don’t play classical music to me! Say you won’t. Please! (She plays a Viennese waltz.) Oh, I say:
That’s rather pretty.
STREGA
You like it?
REGINALD
Awfully. Oh, I say, you know. I really do wish you belonged to me! (She angrily switches pieces
without pausing. He runs about the room looking for a place to hide.)
Oh! ……… Stop! ------ Mercy! -------- Help! ------ Please!
STREGA
(Pausing with her hands above the keyboard, ready to pounce on the next chord.) Will you ever say
that again?
REGINALD
(He is on the floor in front of the sofa, exhausted.) Never. I beg your pardon. (Mopping his brow.)
Oh, that was fearfully classical.
STREGA
You want your back stiffened a little, my young friend. Besides, I really cannot earn two hundred and
fifty guineas playing soothing syrup to you. Now prepare for the worst. I’m going to make a man of
you.
REGINALD
How?
STREGA
With Chopin’s Polonaise in A flat. Imagine yourself going into battle.
REGINALD
Have you no pity?
STREGA
Come here. Now listen. Imagine you’ve just been in battle, and that you’ve saved your country by
deeds of splendid bravery, and that you’re going to dance with beautiful women who are proud of
you. Can you imagine that?
REGINALD
(Standing proudly now.) Rather! That’s how I always do imagine myself.
STREGA
Right! (Reginald begins to get into it and marches around, playing the conquering hero.) That’s
better. What a hero! ---------That takes a bit of doing, dearest child. (She is dabbing her handkerchief
at her brow.) Now for it.

REGINALD
(Unable to contain himself) Oh, this is too glorious! I must have a turn or shall I forget myself.
STREGA
Can you play this? Nothing, but this.
REGINALD
Just riddle, tiddle, riddle, tiddle. Nothing, but that. (He takes over the bass and she continues on the
treble.)
STREGA
Very softly at first, like the ticking of a watch. -------- Then louder and louder, as you feel my soul, my
very soul swelling.
REGINALD
I understand. Just play those chords again.
STREGA
Yes, they are meant to be played again. Now!
REGINALD
Wonderful woman, I have a confession to make. Your playing draws it from me. Listen, Strega, I
mean Miss Thundridge. (He rises, backing away from her.)
STREGA
That’s better, but I prefer wonderful woman. (She reacts in a kittenish way.)
REGINALD
You are a wonderful woman. Adored one. Listen to me, Goddess. (She is delighted.) I am not
happy. (She frowns.) I hate my present existence. I loathe Parliament. I am condemned to live at
home with five coarse and brutal sisters who care for nothing but Alpine climbing, (She stops
playing.) and looping the loop in aeroplanes and going on deputations, and fighting the police. Do
you know what they call me?
STREGA
What do they call you, my dear?
REGINALD
They call me a clinger. Well, I confess it. I am a clinger. I am not fit to be thrown unprotected on the
world. I want to be shielded. I want a strong arm to lean on, a dauntless heart to cherish, a
breadwinner on whose income I can live without the sordid horrors of having to make money for
myself. I am a poor little thing, I know, Strega: (He looks cautiously to see if she allows him to use
her first name; she instinctively starts to protest, then catches herself and smiles.) but I could make a
home for you. I have great taste in carpets and pictures. I can cook like anything. I can play the
piano after dinner. And, though you may not think so, I can be stern with servants. I am splendid with
children: they never talk over my head as grown-up people do. I have a real genius for home life.
And I shouldn’t at all mind being tyrannized a little. In fact, I like it. It saves me the trouble of having
to think what to do. Oh, Strega, don’t you want a dear little domesticated husband with no concern
but to please you, no thought outside our home, who would never interfere with your profession? Is
there any hope for me?
STREGA
My child, I am a hard, strong, independent, muscular woman. How can you, with your delicate soft
nature, see anything to love in me? I should hurt you, shock you, perhaps – yes: let me confess it – I
have a violent temper and must even, in a transport of rage, beat you.

REGINALD
Oh, do! Don’t laugh at this ridiculous confession; but ever since I was a child, I have had only one
secret longing, (Gradually working himself into a frenzy.) and that was to be mercilessly beaten by a
strong, splendid, and beautiful woman. (He has exhausted himself and has difficulty in breathing.)
STREGA
Reginald, I think your mother spoke of you as Reginald.
REGINALD
Reggie.
STREGA
Reggie! I too have a confession to make. I, too, need some music to speak through. Will you be so
good? (Gestures for him to play the piano. He plays the “Music Cure” theme.) I, too, have had my
dream. It has consoled me through the weary hours when I practice scales for eight hours a day. It
has pursued me through the applause of Europe and America. It is a dream of a timid little heart
fluttering against mine, of a gentle voice to welcome me home, of a silky moustache to kiss my
weary fingers when I return from a Titanic struggle with Tchaikovsky’s Concerto in G Major. I dream
of somebody utterly dependent on me, utterly devoted to me utterly my own; I dream of someone
utterly dependent, devoted, my own, devoted, dependent, living only to be cherished and
worshipped by me.
REGINALD
But you would be angry sometimes: terrible, splendid, ruthless, violent. You would throw down the
thing you loved and trample it.
STREGA
Yes! Yes! Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! Yo-ho-to-ho! Why do you force me to
confess it? I should beat it to a jelly. Then cast myself in transports of remorse on its quivering frame
and smother it with passionate kisses, passionate kisses!
REGINALD
Let it be me! Let it be me!
STREGA
You dare face this terrible destiny?
REGINALD
(Embracing her) I embrace it. I adore you.
STREGA
You adore me.
REGINALD
I am wholly yours,
Let me cling to you,
Let me cling to you,

STREGA
You are wholly mine.
Nothing shall tear you from my arms now,
Nothing, Nothing!

REGINALD
Let me cling to you! Nothing! I am provided for! Oh, how happy this will make my mother!
STREGA
My sweet, name the day! (They embrace.)

REGINALD
My love,
My love,

STREGA
My love,
My love,

REGINALD AND STREGA
Name the day, my love, name the day! (She bends him backwards in a passionate kiss as the
curtain falls.)
[END OF OPERA]
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