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Prologue:
ALFIERI: E la Fama?
GOZZI: E la Fame?
DRAMATIS PERSONAE
KING PETER, of the kingdom of Po
PRINCE LEONCE, his son
VALERIO
LEONCE’S TUTOR
MASTER OF THE REVELS
LORD PRESIDENT OF THE COUNCIL
COURT CHAPLAIN
A MAGISTRATE
A SCHOOLMASTER
PRINCESS LENA, of the kingdom of Pee
LENA’S GOVERNESS
ROSETTA
Valets de chambre, servants, privy counsellors, ladies, gentlemen, peasants, etc.
ACT ONE
Oh that I were a fool!
I am ambitious for a motley coat.
As You Like It
SCENE I
A garden.
PRINCE LEONCE, reclining on a bench; TUTOR.
LEONCE: The bees sit so drowsily on the flowers, the sunshine lies so lazily on the earth. An appalling idleness rages. - Sloth is the root of all vice. -  The things people do from boredom! They study from boredom, they pray from boredom; they fall in love, marry, and multiply from boredom, and finally they die of boredom. And the funny thing is that they do it with the gravest of faces, without knowing why. God knows what’s in their heads. All your heroes, geniuses, dunderheads, your saints and sinners and fathers of families, are at bottom nothing but sophisticated idlers.—Why do I have to realize that? Why can’t I take myself seriously and dress up the poor puppet in morning coat and umbrella and let it be nice and respectable and useful and high-minded? That fellow who’s just left me—I envied him, I could have cudgelled him from sheer envy. If only one could become somebody else, just for a minute.
LEONCE. Well, sir, what is it you want with me—to prepare me for my calling? But I’ve got my hands full, I don’t know which way to turn for work.—You see, first I have to spit on this stone three hundred and sixty-five times consecutively. Ever tried it? You ought to, it’s a unique form of entertainment. Then—do you see this handful of sand?

[He scoops up some sand, throws it in the air and catches it on the back of his hand.]
First I throw it in the air. Now, shall we have a little wager—how many grains on the back of my hand? Odd or even? What, you won’t bet? Are you a heathen? Do you believe in God? I usually wager against myself; I can keep it up all day. If you could conjure up somebody willing to bet with me occasionally you’d greatly oblige me. Then I have to devise a method of seeing the top of my head. Oh, to be able to see the top of one’s head! It’s an ideal of mine. It would be a great comfort. Now am I idle? Now have I no occupation?—Yes, it’s sad. …

TUTOR. Very sad, Your Highness.

LEONCE. … that the clouds have been blowing from west to east for the past three weeks. It makes me quite melancholy.

TUTOR. Very justifiably so.

LEONCE. Damn it, why don’t you contradict me? Haven’t you got a pressing appointment? I’m sorry I’ve detained you so long.

[The TUTOR departs with a low bow.]
Sir, I congratulate you on the fine pair-of brackets your legs make when you bow.

[Alone, he stretches himself out on the bench.]
[Enter VALERIO, rather drunk.]
How the fellow runs! I wish I knew of a single thing under the sun that would make me run.
VALERIO [plants himself in front of the Prince, lays his finger on his nose and stares at him]. Absolutely.
LEONCE [does the same]. Quite right.
VALERIO. Have I made myself clear?
LEONCE. Perfectly.
VALERIO. In that case we’ll change the subject.
[He lies down on the grass.]
In the meantime I shall lie on the ground and allow my nose to peep out between the grass blades. 
VALERIO. How I feel for nature, sir. 
LEONCE. Unhappy man, you too are afflicted by ideals. But, most noble sir, what is your trade, profession, occupation, state, or craft?

VALERIO [dignified]. Sir, my occupation is the weighty one of idleness. I am uncommonly versed in the art of doing nothing. I have colossal stamina in the pursuit of sloth. No welts disfigure my hands; the earth has drunk no sweat from my brow. Where work is concerned I am a virgin, 
LEONCE [with mock enthusiasm]. Come to my bosom! 
[Both off, arm in arm.]
SCENE II
A room.
KING PETER, two VALETS DE CHAMBRE.
KING PETER [while being dressed]. Man must think, and I must think for my subjects. Because they never think. Now the substance of a thing is the thing in itself, that is to say me.
[He walks around the room half naked.]
Have you got that? The thing in itself is in itself, do you follow? Then we can go on to my modes, attributes, affects, and accidentals: where are my shirt and trousers? Shame on you, you’ve left my free will exposed down the front there. Where’s morality? Where are my cuffs? The categories are in a scandalous state of confusion: you’ve buttoned two buttons too many and my snuffbox is in my right-hand pocket. My entire system is ruined. Ah, a knot in my handkerchief—what does that mean? You, fellow, what was I trying to remind myself of?
 [Enter a SERVANT.]
SERVANT. Your Majesty, the Privy Council is assembled.
KING PETER [joyfully]. That’s it! I’ve got it. I wanted to remind myself of my people.
[All off.]
[KING PETER and the PRIVY COUNCIL return.]
KING PETER. My dear and loyal subjects. Know all men by these presents, by these presents … because either my son will marry or he will not … [Puts his finger to his nose.] Either/or, you understand me? There is no third possibility. Man must think. [Stands musing for a while.] When I speak out loud like that I don’t know whether it’s really me or somebody else. That alarms me. [After long reflection] 
[He walks solemnly off, followed by the COUNCIL.]
SCENE III
A richly decorated hall. Candles burning.
LEONCE and SERVANTS.
[Enter ROSETTA, elegantly dressed. Music in the distance.]
ROSETTA [approaches seductively]. Leonce.
LEONCE. Rosetta.
ROSETTA. Leonce.
LEONCE. Rosetta.
ROSETTA. Your lips are weary. From kissing?
LEONCE. From yawning.
ROSETTA. Oh.
LEONCE. Rosetta, I have such hard work…
ROSETTA. Yes?
LEONCE. Doing nothing.
ROSETTA. Nothing but making love?
LEONCE. Hard work indeed.
ROSETTA [offended]. Leonce!
LEONCE. Or an occupation.
ROSETTA. Or lack of one.
LEONCE. Right as usual. You’re a clever girl; I’m always telling people how clever you are.
ROSETTA. Then you love me because you are bored?
LEONCE. No, I am bored because I love you. But I love my boredom and you equally. You are one and the same thing. O dolce far niente! 
[He embraces her.]
Come, dear ennui, your kisses are a voluptuous yawn.
ROSETTA. Then you do love me, Leonce?
LEONCE. Why not?
ROSETTA. And for ever?
LEONCE. For ever is a long time. If I love you another five thousand years and seven months, will that do? Granted it’s rather less than eternity, but it’s a good length of time and we can take our time at loving one another.
ROSETTA. Or time can take our love from us.
LEONCE [dreaming to himself]. Oh, a dying love is better than a living one. 
[He puts his hands over his eyes.]
ROSETTA [frightened]. Look at me, Leonce.
LEONCE. Not for the world.
ROSETTA. Just a glance.
LEONCE. Not one. 
[Exit.]
LEONCE [alone]. A strange thing, love. 
[He drinks.]
My life yawns at me like a great white sheet of paper; I’m supposed to write it full, but I can’t squeeze out a single letter.

 [Enter the PRIVY COUNCIL. LEONCE remains sitting on the floor.]
LORD PRESIDENT. Pardon me, Your Highness. …
LEONCE. As I pardon myself, for I do pardon my affability in listening to you. 
LORD PRESIDENT [producing a paper]. Permit me, Your Highness. …
LORD PRESIDENT. Your royal father wishes to inform you that the long-awaited arrival of Your Highness’s affianced bride, her Serene Highness Princess Lena of the kingdom of Pee, is to be expected tomorrow morning.
LEONCE.
Hm. Marriage. That is to drink a well dry. O Shandy, old Shandy, who shall give me your timepiece!1
[VALERIO returns.]
Did you hear, Valerio?
VALERIO. So you’re to be king. How amusing. You can drive around all day and make people wear out their hats with lifting them; you can turn regular citizens into regular soldiers—
LEONCE. Valerio, there must be something else to do. 
 [Jumping up.] I’ve got it, Valerio. Don’t you feel a wind from the south? Let’s dream of tarantella and tambourine and mad dark nights full of masks, torches, and guitars. A beggar, Valerio, a lazzarone! We’ll go to Italy.
SCENE IV
A garden.
PRINCESS LENA in her bridal dress, the GOVERNESS.
LENA. Now it’s come. Now. I never thought about it, but time passed, and now, suddenly, the day has risen up before me. The garland is in my hair—and those bells, those bells! 
GOVERNESS. Poor child. How pale you are in the glitter of your jewels.
LENA. Oh God, I could love someone—why should I not? But why drive a nail through two hands that never sought each other out? What has my poor hand done? [She pulls a ring from her finger.] This ring stings me like an adder.
GOVERNESS. But they say he’s a real Don Carlos. …
LENA. He’s a man—
GOVERNESS. Well?
LENA. Whom one doesn’t love. [She stands up.] Fie! I’m ashamed, you see. Tomorrow all my gloss and fragrance will have been brushed off. The flowers open and shut their cups to morning sun and evening breeze as they choose. Is a king’s daughter less than a flower?
GOVERNESS [weeping]. My poor angel, poor lamb to the slaughter!
LENA. Yes, and the priest is already raising the knife. 
GOVERNESS. My child, my child! I can’t bear to see you like this. It can’t go on, it will kill you.—Maybe, who knows … I’ve got an idea. We shall see. Come!
[She leads the Princess away.]
ACT TWO
SCENE II
The inn garden, on a hillock overlooking a river; panoramic view.
VALERIO, LEONCE.
LEONCE. O Valerio. I’m young and the world is so old. I’m sometimes anxious about myself. I could sit in a corner and weep salt tears from self-pity.
VALERIO [gives him a glass]. Take this diving bell and plunge into the sea of wine 
LEONCE [jumping up]. LEONCE. You’re forgetting my ideals, Valerio. There’s an ideal woman in my mind; I must keep looking for her. She is exquisitely beautiful and exquisitely stupid. Come on, Valerio, we must do something. Let’s busy ourselves with profound thoughts.
VALERIO. Ergo bibamus! 
LENA [to the GOVERNESS]. Is the way so long then?
LEONCE [daydreaming]. All ways are long. The death-watch beetle ticks slowly in our bosoms, each drop of blood measures out its time, and life is a lingering fever. For weary feet all ways are long.
LENA [listens, anxiously pondering]. For weary eyes every light is too bright, for weary lips every breath too heavy. [Smiling.] And for weary ears every word is one too many.
[Goes into the inn with the GOVERNESS.]
LEONCE. Oh that voice! ‘Is the way so long then?’ The world is full of voices and they all seem to speak of different things. But this is one I understand. ‘Is the way so long then?’
[Exit.]
VALERIO. No, it’s not too long to the madhouse. It’s easy to find; - The man’s mad!
SCENE IV
The garden. Moonlight.
LENA, sitting on the grass. [VALERIO a little way off.]
[LEONCE enters.]
LEONCE. Such a night, balmy as the first that fell in Eden.
[Sees LENA and creeps up to her.]
LEONCE. Stand up in your white dress. Follow the corpse through the night, singing its requiem.
LENA. Who is there?
LEONCE. A dream.
LENA. Dreams are blessed.
LEONCE. Then dream yourself into a state of blessedness and let me be your blessed dream.
LENA. The most blessed dream is death.
LEONCE. Then let me be your angel of death. Let my lips touch your eyes like his wings. [He kisses her.] Beautiful corpse, you lie so lovely on the black pall of night. You make nature abhor life and fall in love with death.
LENA. No, leave me!
[She jumps up and runs away.]
LEONCE. It is too much! My whole existence summed up in that one moment. Now die; more is impossible. 
[Prepares to throw himself into the river.]
VALERIO [jumps up and catches hold of him]. Serene Highness, stop.
LEONCE. Leave me.
VALERIO. Console yourself. If you can’t sleep under the grass tonight, try sleeping on top of it. 
LEONCE. Very well. [He lies on the grass.] You’ve robbed me of a first-class suicide. I’ll never get a better chance in my life again, and the weather so perfect. I’m not in the mood any more. 
VALERIO. Amen. I’ve saved a human life; my good conscience will keep me warm.
ACT THREE
SCENE I
A garden.
LEONCE, VALERIO.
VALERIO. Marry? But does she know who you are?

LEONCE. She only knows she loves me.
VALERIO. And does Your Highness know who she is?
LEONCE. Blockhead. Ask the carnation and the drop of dew what their names are.
VALERIO. Well, she must be somebody. But how can we bring it about? Hm. Prince, will you make me Prime Minister if I link you to your nameless and inexpressible lady? Do you promise?
LEONCE. I promise.
SCENE III
A great hall.
KING PETER, LORD PRESIDENT etc.

[Enter VALERIO, LEONCE, the GOVERNESS, and LENA, masked.]
KING PETER. Who are you?
VALERIO. How should I know? [He slowly takes off a series of masks, one after another.] Am I this? Or this? Or this? I’m getting frightened; I shall peel myself away to nothing.
KING PETER [at a loss]. But you must be somebody!
VALERIO. As Your Majesty commands. 
VALERIO. My lords and ladies, you see before you two persons of different sexes, one male and one female, one little lady and one little gentleman. They are well born: they speak high German. They are also moral: they get up, have luncheon, and retire to bed by the clock. They have excellent digestions, which proves that their consciences are clear. Watch carefully, ladies and gentlemen; they are at a highly interesting stage of development. The mechanism of love has just begun to operate: Both have already whispered: Faith, Hope, Love. They appear to be in agreement and all that’s missing is one little word: Amen.
KING PETER [putting his finger to his nose]. My Lord President, if you hang a man in effigy isn’t that just as good as if you hanged him in earnest?
LORD PRESIDENT. Pardon me, Your Majesty, it is much better; because he doesn’t come to any harm yet he is hanged just the same.
KING PETER. I have it. We shall celebrate the wedding in effigy. [Pointing to LEONCE and LENA.] Here is your princess, and here is your prince. I shall carry out my resolution, I shall rejoice. Ring the bells. Get your congratulations ready. Hurry up, chaplain!
[The COURT CHAPLAIN steps forward, clears his throat and looks upwards a few times.]
COURT CHAPLAIN [collecting his wits]. If it please Your Highness Prince Leonce of the kingdom of Po, if it please Your Highness Princess Lena of the kingdom of Pee, if it please Your Highnesses mutually and conjointly to take one another for man and wife, then indicate the same with a loud and clear Yes.
LENA and LEONCE. Yes.
COURT CHAPLAIN. Then I say Amen.
VALERIO. Well done, short and to the point. Thus God created man and woman, and all the creatures of Eden stood around.
[LEONCE takes off his mask.]
ALL. The Prince!
KING PETER. The Prince. My son. I’m lost, I’ve been tricked. [Goes up to LENA.] Who is this person? I declare everything null and void.
GOVERNESS [taking off LENA’S mask, triumphantly]. The Princess!
LEONCE. Lena?
LENA. Leonce?
LEONCE. Oh, Lena, I think I escaped into paradise.
LENA. I’ve been tricked.
LEONCE. So have I.
LENA. Chance.
LEONCE. Providence.
VALERIO. I really can’t help laughing. It falls out that Your Highnesses fall to each other’s lot. It’s well that it falls out so, and I only hope you don’t fall out with each other.
GOVERNESS. To think I should live to see the day. A wandering prince! Now I can die happy.
KING PETER. My children, I am moved. I am so moved I can hardly speak. I am the happiest of men. My son, I solemnly place the government in your hands. Now I can think in peace. Come, gentlemen, we must devote ourselves to uninterrupted thought. [Going out with the PRIVY COUNCIL.] 
[Exeunt.]
[Exeunt omnes. LEONCE, LENA, VALERIO, and the GOVERNESS remain.]
LEONCE. Now, Lena, you see how many toys and dolls we have in our pockets. What shall we do with them? Shall we give them swords and moustaches? Shall we dress them up in tailcoats? Shall we build a theatre?
[LENA leans against him and shakes her head.]
But I know what you really want. We’ll smash all clocks, proscribe all calendars, and reckon hours and months according to nature’s timepiece, by blossom-time and fruit-bearing. We’ll live all the year round among roses and violets, bay leaves and orange blossom. 
VALERIO. And I shall be Prime Minister and a decree will be published proclaiming that all persons with calluses on their hands will be taken into custody, that working oneself sick will be an offence liable to criminal proceedings. 

ALL: That any subject who boasts of earning his bread by the sweat of his brow will be declared a dangerous lunatic. And then we shall lie down in the shade and pray God for macaroni, melons, and figs, for musical voices, classical torsos, and an accommodating religion!
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