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Leo Fall (1873-1925) 
Die Rose von Stambul (The Rose of Stambul) 
 
Operetta in Three Acts 
Libretto by Robert Bodanzky (1879-1923) 
(English translation by Hersh Glagov and Gerald Frantzen, edited by Bill Walters) 
 
Kondja Gül. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kimberly McCord, Soprano 
Midili Hanum. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alison Kelly, Soprano 
Fridolin Müller . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Erich Buchholz, Tenor 
Achmed Bey. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gerald Frantzen, Tenor 
Mr. Müller Sr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Robert Morrissey, Bass 
Bül-bül / Durlane . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sarah Bockel, Mezzo-soprano 
Fatme . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Malia Ropp, Soprano 
Emine. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Julia Tarlo, Soprano 
Djamileh . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nicole Hill, Soprano 
Güzela. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Khaki Pixely, Mezzo-soprano 
Desirée. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Michelle Buck, Soprano 
Kemal Pasha . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris Guerra, Baritone 
Bell Hop . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eric Casady, Baritone 
Hotel Director. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Aaron Benham, Tenor 
Band Leader . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Josh Prisching, Baritone 
 
The Chorus is formed of members of the cast 
 
 
 
Act I 
Setting: Stambul (Istanbul) 
 
A small, elegant ladies’ salon in KEMAL PASHA’S palace during the last 
years of the Ottoman Empire. Very luxuriously furnished, like the rooms of 
a young European lady. In the background are several rectangular 
windows, which, though covered with grillwork, reveal a glorious panorama 
of Stambul (Istanbul) with its mosques and minarets in magical sunlight. To 
the right is a door that leads to the daughter’s bedroom. Above the 
bedroom door is a quote from the Koran, embroidered in gold on velvet. In 
the back of the room is a door that leads to the Pasha’s quarters. The room 
is lavishly furnished with Turkish rugs, an elegant ladies’ desk with a 
telephone and a small table with books in modern bindings. To the right 
stands a “Perdah,” a silk partition on a wooden frame, which is the same 
color as the salon. 
 
Scene 1 
BülBül, Djamileh and Harem Women 
 
As the CURTAIN rises, we see seven or eight pretty CIRCASSIAN 
WOMEN enveloped in Oriental headdresses, each of them very tasteful 
and more Indian than Turkish. THEY sit on cushions and accompany 
BÜLBÜL on the tambourine. DJAMILEH stands by the bedroom door. 
 
Introduction and Song No. 1 
 
BülBül 
[1] May your dreams be filled with ecstasy, 
And your waking hours joyous be. 
 
Women 
Lovely Kondja Gul… 
 
Bülbül 
Gentle kisses of the morning sun, 
May they fill you with joy ‘til the day is done. 
 
Women 
Kondja Gül 
 
Bülbül/Djamileh 
You are the purest little Rose, 
That in the Prophet’s garden grows, 
May your waking hours joyous be, 
Lovely Kondja Gul. 
 

(A brief DANCE. The WOMEN hum and play while BÜLBÜL and 
DJAMILEH dance. The music continues after the dance is finished. At the 
end, all the WOMEN come to KONDJA’s door and bow.) 
 
Scene 2 
Desireé, Bülbül and Harem Women 
 
Desireé 
(Enters from upstage door) 
Is Kondja awake? 
 
Bülbül 
Yes, she just woke up! 
(A GONG is struck) 
She’s calling us. Quick, let us run to her! 
(The WOMEN exit) 
 
Scene 3 
Kemal Pasha and Desireé 
 
(KEMAL PASHA enters quickly. He is the prototype of the aristocratic 
Ottoman Turk, about 50, with a refined, ironical expression. He wears a 
diplomat’s uniform and an elegant robe. He speaks with the cleverness and 
fluency of a rich Ottoman who has spent a lot of time in Europe.) 
 
Kemal Pasha 
My dear, lovely Mademoiselle Desiré, permit me to kiss each of your rosy 
fingers! 
 
Desireé 
But, Your Excellency, that’s so European! 
 
Kemal Pasha 
As you know, mademoiselle, I adore everything about Europe: its customs, 
its culture . . . and most of all, its women! That’s why I insisted on giving my 
daughter Kondja a European education. And I hired you to be her 
companion – so modern, so European…but I digress. I have something 
important to tell you. Kondja is to be married. 
 
Desireé 
(Very surprised) 
What? Kondja? 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Her engagement will take place today. 
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Desireé 
But she has no idea. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
When it comes to marriage, we believe in the fait accompli! Achmed Bey, 
the finance minister’s son, has asked for Kondja’s hand. He doesn’t know 
her ‐ and she doesn’t know him…the wedding will be in five days! Just 
think of how happy they’ll be! But I have one small favor to ask you. 
Custom dictates that the bride’s jewelry must be presented to her by a 
beautiful woman. 
(HE grabs both of her hands and kisses them.) 
By a charming, enchanting, ravishing woman. Could you lend me a hand? 
 
Desireé 
But your Excellency, you already have both of them. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Touché! 
(Laughing) 
You shall present Kondja with her wedding diadem. But you’ll have to 
prepare her because Achmed is coming today. They’ll meet for the first 
time; without seeing each other, of course. Once Kondja is married, we can 
plan our honeymoon. And now my dear, off to the jeweler’s. 
(THEY exit) 
 
Scene 4 
Kondja Gul, Djamileh, Bülbül, and Circassian Women. 
 
(KONDJA enters, surrounded by the women. She is about 20, slim, and of 
that peculiar superior beauty specific to Middle Eastern women. Her hair 
and headdress is Turkish in style.) 
 
Song No. 2 
 
Bülbül 
[2] Morning sun now beckons you to rise 
May it settle gently on your eyes. 
 
(The WOMEN kneel) 
 
Kondja 
I am saddened by the warm sun’s rays, 
They awoke me from dreams of my childhood days. 
 
Women 
Lovely Kondja Gul. 
 
(Bülbül and DJAMILEH run to their respective cushions and sit next to 
KONDJA. The other WOMEN exit.) 
 
Kondja 
When I was a little girl I went through life without a care, 
Running through the meadows Flowers, 
ribbons running through my hair. 
The sun felt warm upon my skin, 
I was a young princess then. 
We then moved to Stambul, 
My father, the Pasha, 
Became a most powerful man, 
I gave up my freedom, 
And learned proper manners, 
And they taught me to be a modest 
Young girl according to plan… 
 
But then came a time, 
Not long ago, 
When I was allowed to go to the ball, 
With music and dancing, 
Laughing and flirting, 
And those were the best times of all. 
With parties and games, a social whirl, 
I was a young and happy girl. 

But then they told me, 
It was so sudden, 
Now that you are fourteen, 
To be well attired, 
Our customs dictate that a veil is required! 
 
And I became nothing more than a poor little doll behind a veil, 
And almost forgot how to laugh. 
A veil lies before my eyes and 
A veil now tempers what I see. 
And stands between my heart and souls longing, 
And what my happiness might be. 
I am like a bird in a gilded cage, 
Without a chance of taking flight. 
Only the song I sing is free to go, 
Out of my cage into the night. 
 
A veil lies before my eyes and 
A veil now tempers what I see. 
And stands between my heart and souls longing, 
And what my happiness might be. 
Ah, ah… ah, ah! 
 
(BüLBüL and DJAMILEH exit. After the SONG, KONDJA sits at her desk 
and opens her diary) 
 
Kondja 
Dear Diary‐ As nothing interesting ever happens in the life of a young 
Turkish lady, I wrote today’s entry yesterday: woke up late ‐ got dressed ‐ 
played the piano ‐ a little Wagner ‐ lots of Lehár ‐ no Leo Fall. 
(SHE can’t stand him) 
Visited with my girlfriends and spent the rest of the day reading André Lery, 
my idol. He writes as if he can see into my very soul. I love him ‐ I do ‐ I 
love him. And there’s nothing wrong with that ‐ we’ve never met, and we 
never will. Although I have written him a long, intimate letter…I wonder if 
he’ll answer. 
(SHE stops and looks up from her diary) 
I wonder… 
 
Scene 5 
Midili, Kondja and Harem Women 
 
(A GONG is heard. To the sound of entrance music, MIDILI, FATME, 
SOBEIDE, EMINE, GÜZELA, and DURLANE – KONDJA’S girlfriends 
enter. They are each covered from head to toe in colorful veils, so that their 
shapes can only be surmised. They rustle in mysteriously; suddenly, they 
are all standing around KONDJA.) 
 
Song No. 3 
Kondja-Gül, Midili, Fatme, Sobeide, Emine, Güzela and Durlane 
 
Women 
[3] Oh, good morning, Kondja! 
 
Kondja 
How lovely that we are all together. 
 
Midili 
Yes, to see us so, 
(Curtsey) 
You would never know, 
(Turns around) 
What we have to hide, what’s inside, 
 
Women 
What we hide, 
What’s inside, 
(THEY laugh playfully; full of high spirits, and run forward) 
 
Kondja 
Ah, ah, ah… 
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Women 
Ah, ah, ah…. 
 
Midili 
Whenever we go down the street, 
Dressed from head to toe. 
It doesn’t matter whom we meet, 
We let nothing show. 
For the Prophet wills it so. 
 
Kondja/Women 
(THEY fold their hands over their chests) 
For the Prophet wills it so. 
 
Kondja 
Let us now our veils unwind, 
Cast aside and leave behind, 
And before your very eye... 
 
Midili/Women 
You’ll behold a butterfly! 
 
(In one motion, they discard their veils to reveal ravishing, modern, 
fashionable European-style outfits. Only MIDILI wears a red fez along with 
her modern outfit.) 
 
Midili 
Those lovely ladies in the West, 
Their stylish fashion is the best, 
It gets attention I’ll attest, 
I wish that we could join them! 
 
Kondja/Women 
We wish that we could join them. 
 
Midili 
Those modern girls in gay Paree, 
With faces there for all to see, 
They show some leg, below the knee, 
I wish that we could join them. 
 
Midili 
No veils, no not a trace, 
 
Women 
For veils there is no place. 
 
Midili 
It isn’t a disgrace 
 
Women 
To show a pretty face. 
 
Midili 
They’re free to go out on their own 
Without a silly chaperone. 
I wish that we could too! 
 
Women 
We wish that we could too! 
 
Midili 
But for us 
 
Kondja/Women 
But for us 
 
Kondja 
Oh we’re yearning, 
And we’re burning, 
For a change on the Bosporus. 
Liberation, emancipation, 
Would be just the thing for us! 

 
Don’t confine us, don’t malign us, 
If we want a little more, 
Never blame us, or defame us, 
If we find this life a bore. 
 
Midili 
When Western ladies meet a gent, 
Receiving roses that he sent, 
She’ll know exactly what he meant, 
I wish that we could join them. 
 
Women 
We wish that we could join them. 
 
Midili 
It seems so perfect, seems so right, 
They waltz and two step through the night, 
And dance until the morning light, 
I wish that we could join them, 
 
Women 
We wish that we could join them. 
 
Midili 
No veils, no not a trace, 
 
Women 
For veils there is no place. 
 
Midili 
It isn’t a disgrace 
 
Women 
To show a pretty face. 
 
Midili 
When western ladies meet new guys, 
They’re free to flirt and bat their eyes, 
I wish that we could too, 
 
Women 
We wish that we could too 
 
Midili 
But for us, 
 
Midili and Women 
But for us, but for us, 
 
Kondja 
Oh we’re yearning, 
And we’re burning, 
For a change on the Bosporus. 
Liberation, emancipation, 
Would be just the thing for us! 
Don’t confine us don’t malign us, 
If we want a little more, 
Never blame us, 
 
Midili 
Or defame us, 
 
Kondja and Midili 
If we find this life a bore. 
 
All 
Never blame us, or defame us 
Cause we find this life a bore 
 
Kondja 
[4] Another heartfelt song from the Harem… 
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Midili 
If every Harem had women like us, covering up would be a thing of the 
past. We’re young and vibrant. 
 
Emine 
Made of flesh and blood. 
 
Sobeide 
And, we’re educated. 
 
Kondja 
That’s right. I’ve read Shakespeare and Goethe. 
 
Midili 
And I’ve read all the classics: Chaucer, Rabelais, Balzac! 
 
Kondja 
What? How could you? 
 
Midili 
I skipped the naughty parts. Why give us a European education and then 
shut us away in a harem? 
 
Kondja 
Our daughters will have it better. 
 
Midili 
Our daughters would have it better if we could choose the father. 
 
(The WOMEN laugh) 
 
Kondja 
You’re terrible… 
 
Midili 
No one’s listening…it’s just us girls. Anyway, I have something for you ‐ a 
surprise. 
(SHE waves a letter in the air) 
 
Kondja 
A letter? 
 
(KONDJA tries to grab it MIDILI pulls it away) 
 
Midili 
Yes, a letter 
 
Kondja 
(SHE grabs the letter and reads the address) 
To the Rose of Stambul ‐ General Delivery ‐ Constantinople! 
(Bursting with joy) 
Girls! It’s from my poet ‐ André Lery! He answered my letter. 
 
Midili 
Open it! I’m on pins and needles! 
 
Ladies 
We’re all on pins and needles! 
 
(The WOMEN gather their cushions and sit circling KONDJA) 
 
Kondja 
Wait a moment ‐ this letter is from a man. 
 
(The WOMEN quickly put up their veils) 
 
Kondja 
(Very excited) 
To my sweet, unknown, faraway friend! 
 
Women 
Aaaww… 

 
Midili 
I love it already… 
 
Kondja 
When your mysterious letter arrived with its intoxicating perfume of your 
boudoir in Stambul – An image of you magically appeared before my eyes. 
You are as lovely as your Sultan’s most beautiful daughter. 
 
Midili 
A true poet! 
 
(The WOMEN sigh) 
 
Kondja 
This is why I have come to Stambul – to be near you. 
 
(The WOMEN jump up in surprise) 
 
Kondja 
André Lery’s here ‐ in Stambul! 
 
Midili 
Things are getting interesting… 
 
Kondja 
My heart is filled with longing. You are my destiny…our love will last 
throughout eternity. 
 
Midili 
(Interrupting) 
How romantic! Isn’t it chic to be courted by a European Gentleman? But 
now it’s my turn ‐ does anyone have a blue ribbon? 
 
Kondja 
What for? 
 
Women 
Yes, what for? 
 
Midili 
(SHE takes a blue ribbon out of a sewing kit) 
I’ll show you! 
(SHE runs to the window, ties the ribbon to a bar and it flutters in the 
breeze) 
 
Kondja 
Why did you do that? What does it mean? 
 
Midili 
(Coyly) 
It’s just a little sign‐ to let him know the coast is clear. 
 
Women 
Who? 
 
Midili 
My European Gentleman! Kondja’s not the only one with a secret love. He 
may not be a poet, but he’s terribly romantic. Just listen to his name ‐ 
Müller, Fridolin Müller ‐ isn’t that poetic? He’s simply enchanting. 
 
Kondja 
You know someone enchanting? 
 
Midili 
Yes ‐ he’s German‐ I met him at the Embassy. We chatted through a 
Perdah at the five o’clock tea ‐ He’s so charming ‐ he begged me to show 
him the inside a modern Harem ‐ did you know they don’t have Harems in 
Hamburg? 
 
Kondja 
You invited him here? 
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Midili 
It seemed like a good idea at the time. 
 
Kondja 
What if you get caught? 
 
Midili 
Impossible! 
 
(The LADIES laugh) 
 
Kondja 
What about Miss Cook, your chaperone? 
 
Midili 
I wrote a love letter pretending to be her secret admirer and asked for a 
rendezvous. Works every time. 
 
Kondja 
Every time? How many blue ribbons do you have? 
 
Scene 6 
 
(DJAMILEH runs on) 
 
Djamileh 
[5] A foreign gentleman is here! 
 
(Immediately, the WOMEN cover their faces) 
 
Midili 
What are we going to do? 
 
Kondja 
Come on, girls ‐ as punishment, let’s leave them alone together. 
 
(They ALL exit laughing) 
 
Midili 
(SHE tries to stop them from leaving) 
No ‐ don’t leave me ‐ that’s not nice of you ‐ that’s ‐ that’s…  
 
(FRIDOLIN walks in and watches the WOMEN leave.) 
 
Fridolin 
That’s very nice of you! 
 
Midili 
(Petrified, her face turned away from him) 
Turn around! 
 
Fridolin 
Okay… 
(HE turns around as if modeling) 
How do I look? 
 
(MIDILI places the Perdah between them) 
 
Midili 
Now sit behind the Perdah ‐ and don’t you dare peek! 
 
Fridolin 
Your wish is my command! 
 
Midili 
I promised to show you a modern Harem. Take a look around. What do 
you think? 
 
Fridolin 
It’s nice ‐ but I was hoping for something a little more Arabian Nights ‐ you 
know ‐ Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves. 

 
Midili 
We’re well beyond Ali Baba ‐ as for the forty thieves ‐ they’re working the 
tourist hotels. 
 
Fridolin 
(Sarcastically) 
Isn’t this just great? I finally have a date and I can’t even see her. Does this 
thing have a peephole? 
 
Midili 
Many men have tried to find one ‐ and paid the price. 
 
Fridolin 
A price I would gladly pay for a peep at you! But I’ve read that if he gets 
caught, the man and woman are put to death together. 
 
Midili 
That’s the old‐fashioned way. Now they have to get married ‐ and live 
together. 
 
Fridolin 
That’s a little better. Oh, Midili ‐ isn’t it fascinating ‐ in Hamburg a man 
might say to a woman ‐ “I think you’re beautiful,” but here he can only 
say, “I think you’re beautiful?” 
 
Midili 
You’ve never had a conversation with a woman you couldn’t see? 
 
Fridolin 
Of course ‐ on the telephone. 
(HE imitates talking on the phone) 
Hello ‐ hello! Who’s there? 
 
Midili 
(SHE pretends to answer the phone) 
Midili Hanum ‐ daughter of the Pasha. 
 
Fridolin 
It’s Fridolin Müller, from Hamburg. Miss Midili, although I’ve never seen 
you; it only took a moment to fall in love with you. 
 
Midili 
But sir! 
 
Fridolin 
Please don’t interrupt. I’m calling to tell you I’ve come to Stambul to 
institute a number of reforms ‐ the first is to cast aside this screen so I can 
finally look at your lovely face. 
 
Midili 
You wouldn’t dare. 
 
Fridolin 
Yes I would. I’m hanging up now. Bye‐bye. 
(HE pushes the Perdah out of the way. MIDILI quickly restores her veil.) 
 
Fridolin 
What a shame ‐ you’ve drawn the curtains. I still can’t see a thing. 
 
Midili 
And you’re not going to either. Now sit there like a good boy and tell me 
something about you ‐ something romantic… 
 
Fridolin 
My story is terribly romantic. I am the son of a father… 
 
Midili 
That makes sense. 
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Fridolin 
…who runs the largest shipbuilding company in Hamburg ‐ Müller and 
Bröseke. 
 
Midili 
Any brothers or sisters? 
 
Fridolin 
I have two sisters ‐ my younger sister writes romance novels – in fact; 
they’re so steamy my parents won’t allow my older sister to read them. As 
the only son, it’s up to me to continue the family name. My father and old 
man Bröseke get along swimmingly, except they’re on opposite sides of a 
lawsuit and haven’t said a word to each other in thirty years. 
 
Midili 
That doesn’t sound romantic. 
 
Fridolin 
It will in a moment. My father has one son: me, and so does Bröseke ‐ 
Wilhelm August Bröseke ‐ a pudgy little twerp ‐ that’s the romantic part. 
 
Midili 
How? 
 
Fridolin 
The lawsuit has dragged on so long that to settle it, someone suggested 
the two boys should get married. 
 
Midili 
Married? How romantic. 
 
Fridolin 
Whoever finds a wife and produces a healthy, strapping‐ please excuse me 
‐ perhaps this is too romantic for a young lady to hear. 
 
Midili 
(Laughing) 
I’m way ahead of you. The first son to produce a male heir wins the lawsuit. 
 
Fridolin 
Exactly! So I am travelling the world in search of a wife. Father promised 
me 50,000 marks for each son I have. He gave me an advance of 125,000 
marks. I now owe my father two and a half boys and I still don’t have a 
wife. 
 
Midili 
So you’ve come to Stambul. 
 
Fridolin 
I didn’t like any of the girls in Hamburg, so I ran away. Since then, I’ve met 
a lot of girls ‐ some were like lovely flower shops ‐ but you are a garden in 
full bloom. 
(HE moves closer) 
Now isn’t that romantic? 
(MIDILI sighs) 
Wouldn’t it also be romantic if I could just take a little peek? 
(HE reaches for her veil) 
 
Midili 
(Holding out her hand to keep him back) 
We can talk, but no peeking. Kismet, darling… destiny. 
 
Song No. 4 
Duet: A Faithful Daughter of Tradition 
 
Midili 
[6] A faithful daughter of tradition, 
Never lets her face be seen. 
 
Fridolin 
Away I say with inhibition! 
Lift your veil, remove the screen! 

 
Midili 
I often find our customs taxing, 
How can this be called a sin? 
 
Fridolin 
We both agree they need relaxing, 
“Tear down this wall” and let’s begin! 
 
Midili 
I’d love to have a conversation, 
Just face to face with you my dear. 
 
Fridolin 
Let’s remedy the situation… 
 
Midili 
No, no, no, no… 
The rules are clear! 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, yes, yes…. 
 
Midili 
No, no, no… 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, yes, yes, 
 
Midili 
No, no, no… 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, yes, yes. 
 
Midili 
No, no, no, no, no… 
Our destiny has been determined, 
It’s not up to us to decide. 
Our destiny has been determined, 
The teachings cannot be denied. 
The book has already been written, 
And I have no say in these things. 
So I’ll cross all my T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what my destiny brings. 
Fridolin 
Yes you’ll cross all your T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what your destiny brings. 
Ah, ah, ah…. 
 
Fridolin 
Although I find you most appealing, 
Your veil is standing in the way. 
I need to see what you’re concealing, 
Let’s take our chances come what may! 
 
Midili 
But Fridolin it is forbidden, 
 
Fridolin 
But all I want is just a peek 
Your lovely face should not be hidden, 
Grant me the happiness that I seek. 
What if I found myself inspired to boldly pull your veil away? 
To see you now as I’ve desired, Midili, what would you say? 
 
Midili 
No, no, no... 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, yes, yes… 
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Midili 
No, no, no… 
Our destiny has been determined, 
It’s not up to us to decide. 
Our destiny has been determined, 
The teachings cannot be denied. 
The book has already been written, 
And I have no say in these things. 
So I’ll cross all my T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what my destiny brings. 
 
Fridolin 
Yes you’ll cross all your T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what your destiny brings. 
Ah, ah, ah…. 
 
Melodrama 
 
(THEY extend their arms and bow all the way to the floor. The MUSIC 
continues and FRIDOLIN put his arms around MIDILI’S waist.) 
 
Fridolin 
Just one little peek… 
 
Midili 
No, no – please ‐ I can’t. 
 
Fridolin 
Oh ‐ so it’s true. You do have two ugly freckles on your left cheek. 
 
Midili 
(Beside herself) 
What? Of all the nerve ‐ here take a look! 
(SHE pulls off her veil) 
Do you see any freckles? 
 
Fridolin 
(Taking a long look at her) 
Midili ‐ you’re beautiful ‐ simply adorable 
 
Midili 
(SHE drops the veil over her face again) 
You awful man! You tricked me! 
 
Fridolin 
Midili ‐ I would love you even if your face were covered with freckles… 
 
Midili 
That’s easy to say – now! 
 
Fridolin 
My heart was yours from the moment I heard your voice. 
 
Midili 
(Moved) 
No one’s ever told me they loved me. 
 
Fridolin 
If I were to come to you on a beautiful starry night, the nightingales 
tweeting, the moon winking, the crickets chirp, chirp, chirping and I took 
your hand in mine smothering it with kisses, what would you say? 
 
Midili 
No, no, no... 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, yes, yes…. 
 
Midili 
No, no, no… 
Our destiny has been determined, 
It’s not up to us to decide. 
Our destiny has been determined, 

The teachings cannot be denied. 
The book has already been written, 
And we have no say in these things. 
So I’ll cross all my T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what my destiny brings. 
 
Fridolin 
Yes you’ll cross all your T’s, as the Prophet decrees, 
And await what your destiny brings. 
 
(THEY dance, throw pillows to the floor and kneel. At the end of the song, 
THEY stand up and exit.) 
 
Scene 7 
Kondja, Desireé, BülBül, Midili and Emine, Fatme, Djamileh, Güzela, 
Sobeide, Durlane 
 
(KONDJA and the WOMEN enter, followed by DESIREÉ who carries a 
gilded jewelry box.) 
 
Kondja 
[7] Girls, I’m so happy, I could jump for joy! 
 
Desireé 
Is everyone here? 
 
BülBül 
Yes Mademoiselle. Where have you been? You’ve missed a lot. 
 
Kondja 
You’ll never believe it. André Lery is in Stambul! 
 
Desireé 
Really? What are you going to do? 
 
Kondja 
I’m going to meet him tomorrow ‐ we all are. We’ll put on our veils and 
make him guess which one is me. 
 
Desireé 
I wouldn’t do that if I were you. 
 
Kondja 
Why not? It’s another one of our little escapades ‐ You should join us. 
 
Desireé 
I can’t. 
 
Kondja 
I don’t understand. 
 
Desireé 
My dear Kondja, your father, his Excellency Kemal Pasha, asked me to 
give this to you. 
(SHE hands KONDJA the jewelry box) 
…my sincere congratulations. 
 
Kondja 
A present from my father? 
(SHE opens the box) 
A diadem? 
(SHE suddenly understands) 
Oh Desireé ‐ am I to be…? 
 
Desireé 
(Bows her head) 
Yes… 
 
Kondja 
(Emotionless) 
To whom? 
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Desireé 
(Very tenderly) 
Achmed Bey, the Finance Minister’s son, I wish you a happy life together… 
 
(The other WOMEN have heard the news and quietly, tenderly, go to 
KONDJA and try to comfort her.) 
 
Midili 
Oh Kondja ‐ 
 
Kondja 
Girls, there is nothing more to say ‐ the time has finally come. We live 
without a care in the world ‐ like butterflies enjoying the sun. One day a 
strange man appears. The first time he sees your face is after you become 
his wife…from that day on you belong to him…for the rest of your life. 
 
Desireé 
Is it such an awful thing to get married? 
 
Kondja 
Do you see the bars on the window? This is our life ‐ the endless monotony 
of it. You live your own life, make your own decisions, have your own 
experiences…but we cannot. There’s no air ‐ no room ‐ it’s suffocating. 
 
Midili 
If you don’t want to marry him, just say no. 
 
Kondja 
It‘s our destiny. If not… 
(SHE can barely speak his name) 
…Achmed Bey…my father will choose another. 
(SHE looks around at all the sad faces) 
Well girls, where’s all the laughter. Come you must make me pretty. 
 
Desireé 
Kondja, Achmed Bey is a complete gentleman. 
 
Kondja 
I hate him! 
 
Midili 
At least have a look at him. 
 
Kondja 
(Exiting) 
I’ll never love him. 
 
Midili 
It doesn’t cost anything to look. 
(SHE exits) 
 
Scene 8 
Djamileh, Desireé, BülBül, Achmed, Midili and Handmaidens 
 
(A GONG sounds. DJAMILEH and BÜLBÜL open the door and exit, 
covering their faces. BÜLBÜL runs back in.) 
 
Bülbül 
[8] Fair daughters of Circassia ‐ Achmed Bey has arrived. 
 
(The LADIES cover their faces and bow gracefully as ACHMED BEY 
enters. The LADIES exit.) 
 
Achmed 
This is where she lives – this is the air she breathes, Kondja Gül, the Rose 
of Stambul ‐ the love of my life. 
 
Song No. 5 
The Rose of Stambul 
 
Achmed 
It has been said of us and of our women, 

One wife per husband never will do. 
They say that Turkish men require a harem, 
I’m here to say that’s no longer true. 
You’ll find today that we are more liberated, 
And that old custom is finished and done. 
I’ll find that love that I’ve so long awaited, 
And whisper tenderly, you are the one. 
 
Oh Rose of Stambul, oh you alone, 
A Scheherazade of my own, yes you alone. 
You fill my life with the joy of love, 
And I will never grow tired of, 
Your magical tales of love. 
 
We’ll write it all down for the world to see, 
Our story will last for eternity, 
I am in love, you are in love, 
I know these feelings are real, 
Tender and true, just me and you, 
What could be more ideal? 
 
And if I find my fate has been determined, 
And I am bound to have just one wife, 
If she is beautiful and young and faithful, 
I’ll be content with my lot in life. 
I’ll love her ardently, never reject her, 
For it’s to love her that I was born, 
And as her husband I will protect her, 
For it’s a sacred vow - have sworn! 
 
Oh Rose of Stambul, oh you alone, 
A Scheherazade of my own, yes you alone. 
You fill my life with the joy of love, 
And I will never grow tired of, 
Your magical tales of love. 
 
We’ll write it all down for the world to see, 
Our story will last for eternity, 
I am in love, you are in love, 
I know these feelings are real, 
Tender and true, just me and you, 
What could be more ideal? 
 
Scene 9 
Achmed, Kemal Pasha, Djamileh, Desireé, BülBül, Midili and 
Handmaidens 
 
(MIDILI enters with the other WOMEN followed by KEMAL PASHA. The 
WOMEN are all veiled.) 
 
Midili 
(Speaking through door to KONDJA reference to FRIDOLIN meant for 
KONDJA’s ears.) 
Bye, bye, darling, see you at the Embassy tomorrow. Teatime? 
(Suddenly the WOMEN notice ACHMED and bow. HE bows so deeply that 
THEY can hardly see him. THEY quickly pass by him, say a quick good 
morning and leave.) 
 
Midili 
(The last) 
Bonjour, Monsieur! 
 
Achmed 
Salaam Aleichem. 
 
Midili 
(Exiting) 
He’s cute‐ but not as cute as my Fridolin. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
[9] A thousand greetings dear, young man. I am pleased to welcome my 
daughter’s future husband. 
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Achmed 
I am a lucky man your Excellency‐ Kondja’s beauty is renowned both far 
and wide. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Yes, she has my face. 
 
Achmed 
Oh ‐ how nice. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Although, her nose is more shapely than mine. 
 
Achmed 
(Aside) 
One can only hope. 
(To KEMAL PASHA) 
Your Excellency, my dearest wish in life is to make Kondja happy. Only 
one question remains ‐ will she have me? 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Do you need to ask? 
 
Achmed 
Your Excellency ‐ I must confess…I have a rival for your daughter’s 
affection. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
How is this possible! 
 
Achmed 
Have you heard of André Lery? 
 
Kemal Pasha 
The European romance writer whose books drive women crazy? The poet 
who fights for greater liberty for Turkish women? 
 
Achmed 
(Passionately) 
Yes – Kondja has fallen in love with him. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
How awful! 
 
Achmed 
André Lery is very much in vogue among Turkish women. He receives 
thousands of love letters ‐ and ignores most of them. But Kondja wrote him 
a letter so innocent, so passionate, so poetic – it moved him ‐ and he 
answered her. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
How awful! And you still want to marry her? 
 
Achmed 
Yes, your Excellency, more than ever… 
(HE looks around the room to make sure no one is listening.) 
…André Lery is the pseudonym under which I publish my modest little 
stories. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
How awful! You write romances? 
 
Achmed 
Yes. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
When do you have time? 
 
Achmed 
When you’re in politics you always have time. 
 
 

Kemal Pasha 
(After considering ACHMED for a moment) 
A poetic politician? 
 
Achmed 
A rhyming representative. 
(THEY laugh) 
 
Kemal Pasha 
You’re André Lery? 
 
Achmed 
I could never write so freely under my own name. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Outstanding! All we have to do is tell Kondja. 
 
Achmed 
No, your Excellency – that’s too simple. I have a better idea. I like having 
an invisible rival. As André Lery, I will write her passionate love letters. As 
Achmed Bey, I will court her. When Kondja falls in love with Achmed I will 
reveal that André Lery and Achmed Bey are one and the same. 
(As ACHMED says “Achmed Bey,” he gestures, holding out his left hand. 
As he says “André Lery,” he holds out his right hand. He brings them 
together as if in prayer when he says “one and the same.”) 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Marvelous! All the ingredients of a good novel! 
 
Achmed 
I will call it “The Rose of Stambul.” 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Marvelous, marvelous ‐ I’ll get Kondja! 
(KEMAL PASHA exits) 
 
Achmed 
(Alone and excited) 
At last I will see my rose…why am I so nervous? 
(HE walks over to the table and sees his book) 
André Lery ‐ my latest book. Well she certainly has good taste! 
(HE looks at a few other books lying on the table) 
Baudelaire, Omar Khayyam ‐ this might not be as easy as I think. 
 
Scene 10 
Achmed, Kondja, Kemal Pasha, Djamileh, BülBül and Handmaidens 
 
(BÜLBÜL and WOMEN enter and place the silk perdah) 
 
Djamileh and BülBül 
(Staying to one side of the partition) 
If you please, effendi. 
(THEY motion for ACHMED to sit.) 
 
(A GONG sounds. SERVANTS enter. KEMAL PASHA leads KONDJAGUL 
into the room. Her outfit emphasizes the traditional and formal elements of 
the engagement. Her hair is elaborately styled and decorated. SHE makes 
an effort to appear cold and indifferent.) 
 
Kemal Pasha 
[10] My beloved Kondja, behind this Perdah stands Achmed Bey. He has 
asked for your hand and hopes you fully understand how honored he is 
that I have accepted. To show you how modern I am, you may speak with 
him ‐ before you’re married. 
 
Kondja 
I thank you for your compassionate gesture. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Do me a favor and try to be civil. 
 
(KONDJA takes her place on the other side of the Perdah.) 
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Kemal Pasha 
You two will get along famously. 
(HE exits with SERVANTS) 
 
Kondja 
(Brusquely) 
Please sit down. 
 
Achmed 
(HE has been sitting. HE stands.) 
Thank you. 
 
Kondja 
Shall we begin? 
 
Achmed 
(HE clears his throat and sits again.) 
My lovely Kondja…Although I am unable to see the morning sun’s rays 
upon your face, I know your cheeks are the color of roses, your lips, 
crimson as a perfect sunset and your eyes sparkle as bright as the evening 
star. 
 
Kondja 
Yes, yes, and all those other things people say on occasions like this. ‐ In 
Stambul we’re a little more sophisticated than that. 
 
Achmed 
(HE stands, excitedly) 
Ah ‐ You prefer a European style conversation. I worked with the Turkish 
Ambassador for several years at our Embassies in Berlin and Vienna. I 
know and admire European culture. 
 
Kondja 
Yet you make the most important decision of your life according to Turkish 
custom. 
 
Achmed 
(With humor) 
Tell me which is more sensible. In Stambul people marry without knowing 
each other and then fall in love. In Europe people fall in love before they 
get married and then come to know each other. In the East a man’s future 
lies hidden behind a veil – In the West, a woman’s past lies hidden behind 
a veil. Turkish men marry more women than they could ever love ‐ 
European men love more women than they could ever marry. 
 
Kondja 
Can you love a woman you don’t know? 
 
Achmed 
Of course, that’s why I’ve come here today. 
 
Kondja 
Now you’re teasing me. 
(SHE stands) 
There’s a thing or two you should know about me ‐ I’m stubborn. 
 
Achmed 
I love stubbornness… 
 
Kondja 
I’m argumentative... 
 
Achmed 
–No you’re not. 
 
Kondja 
Yes, I… 
(SHE stops, getting the joke and regains her composure.) 
I’m hot blooded and quick to anger. 
 
 

Achmed 
You wear it well. 
 
Kondja 
(Frustrated) 
Is there any fault that will drive you away? 
 
Achmed 
A beautiful woman has no faults. 
 
Kondja 
How do you know I’m beautiful? 
 
Achmed 
Your beauty is renowned. 
 
Kondja 
I don’t love you. 
 
Achmed 
How can you be so sure? 
 
Kondja 
I will never love you. 
 
Achmed 
That sounds like a challenge. I accept! 
 
Kondja 
(Knocking on the screen) 
Is there anything I can say that will rattle you? 
 
Achmed 
What was that, my lovely bride to be? 
 
Kondja 
Let me spell it out for you. 
 
Finale Act 1 
 
Kondja 
[11] Have you heard the little song the girls all sing at Keram time? 
When the lilacs bloom we join the sounds of spring in verse and rhyme. 
 
Achmed 
Oh I’m dying to discover what your voice is like in song. 
Birds are singing, bells are ringing, 
I am here, take me along. 
 
Kondja 
Fair Asli was a maiden young as the morning dew, 
A prince with laden said “I must marry you.” 
He offered her his kingdom and promised wealth untold, 
He begged but was rejected; Fair Asli’s heart was cold. 
The prince said, “If you spurn me, I’ll take what I desire.” 
She answered with defiance, her eyes ablaze with fire. 
“Kiss me, love me, and possess me if you wish, 
 
Achmed 
I want to kiss you. 
 
Kondja 
Kiss me, love me and possess me, if you wish, 
 
Achmed 
I want to love you. 
 
Kondja 
Though each night I will await you, 
though my charms may captivate you, 
In my heart I’ll always hate you - my 
proud prince! 
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Achmed 
So you hate me then, that’s a good thing, that is perfect! 
That’s how is should be! 
 
Kondja 
You think so? 
 
Achmed 
Of course, for if a woman hates me, that means she once loved me, 
Loves me now or will love me soon! 
 
Kondja 
Exercise your rights then, good sir, for I belong to you. 
As for my heart and soul they’ll never be yours, no they will never! 
 
Achmed 
If lovely Asli hates him so the prince will know how the next verse should 
go. 
If the girl you speak of is willful, proud, and cold, resistant to love. 
The princes ardent wooing will lead to her undoing. 
And if she will not give in there’s still a way for him to win, 
He’ll boldly claim her for his own and bend her to his will then! 
Show her that you are in control and love her with all your soul, 
And yielding she will whisper true, my darling, darling I love you. 
…oh you alone! A Scheherezade of my own, yes you alone. 
 
Kondja 
(Ironically) 
Oh you alone. 
 
Achmed 
You fill my life with the joy of love, and I will never grow tired of, 
Your magical tales of love. 
And if there are no kisses for us to share, 
I’ll wait for tomorrow for I’m aware, 
Times on my side, fate will decide, 
I know the stars will align, 
And you will see, you’re meant for me 
Kondja then you’ll be mine. 
(HE exits) 
Kondja 
The Rose of Stambul may be yours now, 
But beware you have not felt her thorns yet 
 
My diary…I was a little hasty, what I wrote did not come true, 
 
(SHE tears out a page and writes in the diary.) 
 
On the fifth day in the month of Moharem, 
I was engaged against my will 
To be married to a man whom I never met or seen before. 
 
Achmed 
(Offstage) 
Oh Rose of Stambul, oh you alone, 
A Scheherazade of my own, oh Kondja, oh you alone. 
 
Kondja 
I want to see him again 
 
(SHE grabs two pillows from the sofa and runs over to the window where 
she stacks them up. SHE puts on her veil and looks out.) 
 
Achmed 
You fill my life with the joy of love, 
And I will never grow tired of, your magical tales of love. 
We’ll write it all down for the world to see, 
Our story will last for eternity, 
 
Kondja 
(Sung at the same time as ACHMED) 
Though I must admit that he is handsome, welldressed, 
And altogether quite dashing… and his eyes…..ah 

 
(KONDJA walks back over to the desk.) 
 
Achmed 
I am in love, you are in love, 
I know these feelings are real! 
Tender but true, just me and you, 
What could be more ideal? 
 
Kondja 
So here I am engaged to a man with lovely… 
(With contempt and full of meaning) 
…but impertinent eyes. 
 
(CURTAIN) 
 
Act 2 
Achmed’s Palace 
 
A sumptuous room in ACHMED’s palace in Stambul perhaps a circular 
structure bordered by pillars accentuating the Oriental style and furnished 
with refined luxury. In the middle, a wide door leads to KONDJA’s 
extravagantly appointed, modern boudoir/bedroom. Above the door is a 
loggia that extends to a gallery to the right and left. The loggia can be 
reached directly from the bedroom. Between the doors are wide windows 
that provide a view of the towers and minarets of the city. Modern objets 
d’art and intimate seating complete the furnishings. 
 
Scene 1 
Achmed, Midili, Fridolin, Men, Women 
 
No. 7 Introduction 
 
Chorus 
 
Men 
[1] We are all here for a joyous occasion, 
 
Women 
Hearts all aflutter 
with anticipation, 
 
Men 
With the evening sun descending, 
And the hour of love drawing near, 
 
Women 
Like a dream that’s never ending, 
Soon the lovely young bride will appear. 
 
All 
Ah,ah…. 
 
Women 
When couples marry the Oriental way, 
He never sees her before the wedding day, 
 
Men 
For not an inch of the bride is on display, 
They say I do, then the veil can fall away. 
 
All 
Ah, ah…. 
 
Mohamured 
(Housemaster head servant) 
His Excellency Achmed Bey‐ 
 
(All the WOMEN jump up) 
 
Durlane 
Come with me, there’s a little hole in the wall‐ 
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(ALL crowd around the hole in the wall.) 
 
Midili 
Let me have a peek! 
 
Achmed 
Gentlemen, I am so pleased that you are here 
 
Fridolin 
You’ll be even more pleased when we leave. 
 
Achmed 
Oh‐ Mr. Fridolin‐ 
(Reaching out with his hand) 
Salaam Aleichem! 
 
Fridolin 
(In the same tone as ACHMED) 
I like ‘em too?! 
 
(A GONG sounds. EVERYONE rises.) 
 
Achmed 
Gentleman‐ that’s the signal announcing my bride is on her way ‐ and also 
that it’s time for you to leave. 
 
Fridolin 
Why? 
 
Achmed 
Didn’t you hear the gong? 
 
Fridolin 
Oh, I see ‐ when we hear the gong, we have to be gone. 
 
Achmed 
I showed you hospitality in the European manner‐ but now; I must throw 
you out in the Turkish manner. 
 
(MEN and WOMEN leave. The SERVANTS remove the perdah) 
 
Fridolin 
We understand‐ it’s the custom. And so, fully aware of your urgent desire 
for us to scram, we will take our leave. But first let me help you empty the 
room of its contents – 
(HE finishes his drink.) 
I like ‘em! 
(HE exits with the help of the SERVANTS who push FRIDOLIN out the 
door with the perdah.) 
 
Scene 3 
Kemal Pasha and Achmed 
 
Kemal Pasha 
My future son‐in‐law, how do you feel? 
 
Achmed 
I have stage fright. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
Stage fright? Oh ‐ the “wedding night?” 
 
Achmed 
No, no, no‐ I’m not sure I can defeat my rival. 
 
Kemal Pasha 
(Laughing) 
Oh yes! André Lery. 
 
 
 

Achmed 
He intimidates me. I wrote Kondja ‐ that is André Lery ‐ wrote her a 
touching farewell letter: “It wasn’t meant to be…etc…etc…so with a heavy 
heart I am boarding the 10:20 steamer to Switzerland.” 
 
Kemal Pasha 
(Laughing) 
Priceless! André Lery disappears‐ and Achmed Bey has a clear path to 
victory. 
 
Achmed 
I think it’s for the best. It was time to write him off. 
(KEMAL PASHA exits) 
 
Scene 4 
Achmed, Kondja, Fatme, Durlane, Emine, Güzela, Sobeide, Midili, 
 
(The WOMEN enter carrying a golden slipper on a pillow.) 
 
Achmed 
[2] Let me offer my warmest welcome to Kondja’s handmaidens. 
 
Durlane 
(Kneeling) 
In accordance with custom, we bring you the bride’s wedding slipper. 
 
Achmed 
My sincere gratitude. A thousand thanks. What a charming little foot she 
must have – and how magnificent the rest of her must be. 
(A HANDMAIDEN takes the pillow away.) 
Why are all of you so covered up? The bridegroom is permitted to see his 
bride’s handmaidens without their veils. 
 
Fatme 
This is your lucky day. All right girls ‐ 1, 2, 3 ‐ voilá! Here we are! 
 
Achmed 
Delightful! What a shame so much beauty must be hidden from view. 
 
Song No. 8 
Achmed/Women 
 
Achmed 
You daughters of tradition, delicate and quiet, tender sweet and true… 
Such elegance and grace, a veil upon your face, I shed a tear for you. 
Your beauty has been kept from me, 
A thousand charms I long to see, 
The prophet has decreed, dress with modesty, 
So I must imagine you in dreams and fantasy. 
 
All you women come here my serenata, 
Under the silver moon that shines so bright above. 
Hear my song now, to my desiderata, 
And to her alone, I sing this song of love! 
 
You sweet and lovely women, strike a spark of passion, set our hearts 
afire. 
The silken veils, that hide your lovely faces, fan the flames of our desire. 
 
A magic spell hangs over you, 
Your heart and soul come shining through. 
The veil cannot disguise, the longing in your eyes, 
For the day when all your dreams of freedom will come true. 
All you women come here my serenata 
 
Women 
Let’s all hear his serenata 
 
Achmed 
Under the silver moon that shines so bright above 
 
Women 
Under the silver moon - bright above 
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Achmed 
Hear my song now to my desiderata 
 
Women 
Yes we women shall hear your serenata, 
Under the silver moon, that shines so bright above. 
Sing your song now, to your desiderata 
 
Achmed 
Yes, to all of you, I sing this song of love! 
 
(ACHMED exits followed by the HAREM WOMEN except for MIDILI.) 
 
Scene 5 
Midili and Fridolin 
 
Midili 
[3] I have to take peek into the bridal chamber. 
(SHE peeks through the keyhole to the bridal chamber.) 
It’s so romantic ‐ just like a Maupassant novel! 
 
Fridolin 
(Sticking his head into the salon) 
Miss Midili‐ it’s me again! 
 
Midili 
(Shocked) 
Mr. Fridolin? ‐ you? ‐ Here? You should’ve left a long time ago! Didn’t you 
hear the gong? 
 
Fridolin 
I had to speak to you ‐ without a wall between us ‐ Miss Midili ‐ you would 
be the perfect Christmas gift for my father’s only son. 
 
Midili 
(Blushing) 
But Mr. Fridolin… 
 
Fridolin 
Excuse me…Midili for the first time, I can see how lovely you are ‐ that 
dimple there ‐ I’ve never noticed it. 
 
Midili 
I’ve got dimples like that everywhere. 
 
Fridolin 
And I’m supposed to marry Alma Niedlich! She’s so long and skinny. 
 
Midili 
(Shocked) 
You’re supposed to mar…. 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, I’m supposed to mar… Something terrible has happened. 
 
Midili 
What? 
 
Fridolin 
I received a wire from Papa – listen: 
(HE reads the message imitating his father.) 
“ Wilhelm Bröseke has married – stop – If I am to win lawsuit you must 
marry immediately – stop ‐ have selected bride for you ‐ Alma Niedlich – 
stop ‐ come home ‐ all is forgiven ‐ stop!” Alma Niedlich – she has a half 
million marks and just as many freckles – but not one dimple! 
 
Midili 
You poor thing… 
 
Fridolin 
When Papa makes up his mind, there’s no further discussion. 

 
Midili 
Then this is goodbye ‐ tomorrow we leave for our summer villa in Pera ‐ 
this is our last rendezvous. 
 
Fridolin 
I’ll never see you again? 
 
Midili 
(SHE starts to recite a poem.) 
“To leave behind the one you need…” 
 
Fridolin 
“Oh parting is a bitter weed…” 
 
Midili 
(SHE lays her head on his chest, crying.) 
But I love you so much! 
 
Fridolin 
It’s awful! A tragedy! 
 
Midili 
I’m just like Madame Butterfly‐ seduced by my Western lover ‐ and then 
abandoned. 
 
Fridolin 
(With a new found resolve) 
No! I’ll show Papa what I’m really made of! I know I must marry to win his 
lawsuit…but I’ll choose my own bride! 
 
Midili 
Such courage! 
 
Fridolin 
I have lots of courage when Papa’s not around! 
(HE kneels) 
Your Western lover kneels before Madame Butterfly and asks: Will you… 
help me win this lawsuit? 
 
Midili 
I rule in your favor! 
 
Fridolin 
(THEY start speaking more passionately, fervently) 
Let’s runaway – together no one can stop us. 
 
Midili 
Say goodbye to the Harem? 
 
Fridolin 
And hello to fun! 
 
Midili 
This evening when the sun sets in the West, we’ll be in the East. 
 
Fridolin 
Tomorrow when the sun rises in the East, we’ll be in the West. 
 
Midili 
No more veils! 
 
Fridolin 
How else can I show you off to my friends! 
 
Midili 
Concerts ‐ the theater… 
 
Fridolin 
Movies ‐ the circus! 
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Midili 
Good heavens! What will we do with my old aunt? 
 
Fridolin 
(Tongue in cheek) 
We’ll throw her in the Bosporus! 
 
Midili 
Fridolin! 
 
Fridolin 
Let’s wire her: “We’ve run off together – stop – sorry – stop ‐ please send 
forgiveness, blessing and dowry to Hamburg –stop ‐ General Delivery ‐ 
stop” 
 
Midili 
(Laughing) 
Stop! 
 
Fridolin 
I’ll pick you up in one hour – this will be so romantic! 
 
Midili 
One hour? That’s impossible, you won’t be allowed in! 
 
Fridolin 
Why not? 
 
Midili 
No man may enter once the bride is here! 
 
Fridolin 
That won’t stop me! 
 
Midili 
If you’re caught, Achmed will cut off the tip of your nose! 
 
Fridolin 
Achmed won’t cut off anything! Leave it to me! I know what to do! I’ve seen 
the Abduction from the Seraglio ‐ danger, excitement…Coloratura singing! 
Rescuing you will be child’s play. Now my darling ‐ it’s time to seal our 
engagement with a kiss! 
 
No. 9 Duet 
Midili and Fridolin 
 
Midili 
[4] I’ve never kissed a man before… 
 
Fridolin 
Darling if you’ve never kissed, 
Then you don’t know what you’ve missed, 
Pucker-up 
and you will see, 
How delightful it can be. 
Shall I start to clue you in? 
 
Midili 
Yes, I’m eager to begin, 
As my teacher you will find, 
I have got a one-track mind 
 
Fridolin 
When there’s someone that you adore, 
That you’ve never loved before, 
And your feelings overflow, 
Oozing out from every pore. 
First you whisper in their ear, 
“Oh my sweet my darling dear” 
Tilt their lovely head just so 
And plant a kiss right here. 
(THEY kiss) 

 
Fridolin 
Oh Midili, Midili, Midili, 
Since I’ve shown you how, 
Oh Midili, Midili, Midili, are you happy now? 
 
Midili 
Fridolin, your mustache makes me itch! 
Fridolin, Fridolin. Fridolin, Fridolin, 
No, no, your whiskers make me twitch 
Pinch me darling so I know it’s real, 
For I’m feeling things I shouldn’t feel, 
Oh my dear there’s something I have got to 
Tell you, tell you, I’m in love with you. 
 
Midili 
Did I pass the test my dear, 
 
Fridolin 
You’ve got talent yes it’s true, 
 
Midili 
Now that I know what to do, 
Is it time for lesson two? 
 
Fridolin 
If you study hard my dear, 
And you learn attentively, 
You will go quite far you see, 
But it has to be with me. 
Tender kisses, gentle kisses, 
Each one placed just right! 
Tiny kisses, giant kisses, 
Morning noon and night! 
 
Midili 
I will learn it all it’s clear, 
From A to Z and then. 
For the sake of practice dear, 
We can start it all again. 
 
Fridolin 
Oh Midili, Midili, Midili, 
Listen carefully, 
Oh Midili, Midili, Midili, 
Please don’t say to me: 
 
Both 
Fridolin, your mustache makes me itch, 
Fridolin, Fridolin. Fridolin, Fridolin, 
Your whiskers make me twitch. 
Pinch me darling so I know it’s real, 
For I’m feeling things I shouldn’t feel, 
Oh my dear there’s something I have got to 
Tell you, tell you, I’m in love with you. 
(THEY exit) 
 
Scene 6 
 
Full Company 
 
(A GONG sounds. SERVANTS enter followed by KONDJA and her 
HANDMAIDENS. ACHMED and KEMAL PASHA enter from the opposite 
side.) 
 
Song No. 10 
The Turkish Wedding Chorus 
 
Women 
[5] Behold, the radiant and lovely bride draws near 
 
Men 
Behold the lovely bride draws near 
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Women 
The lovely bride draws near. 
 
Achmed 
If I approach her with love today, 
Will she accept me or turn away? 
Will she reveal her soul to me? 
Will she be mine eternally? 
Will she adore me? Cherish and prize me? 
Will she embrace me? Will she despise me? 
Kondja Gül 
 
All 
The lovely bride is here, she comes… 
A silver veil upon her face she comes so full of grace… 
(KONDJA enters. ACHMED bows to her, kisses her hand and leads her to 
the middle of the salon.) 
 
Achmed 
Oh Kondja Gül, A thousand blessings now descend upon you, 
My dreams of love now at last can come true. 
 
Kondja 
Achmed, I thank you most sincerely for this elaborate reception. 
 
Achmed 
The path now before us is covered with roses, 
And my heart and all that I possess now belong to you. 
And so, will you remove your veil? 
 
Kondja 
Your wish is my command. 
 
Achmed 
Just you alone, a Scheherazade all my own, 
Yes, you alone 
 
All 
Devoted to her alone… 
 
Achmed 
You fill my heart with the joy of love 
And I will never grow tired of, your magical tales of love 
 
Kondja 
My poor tender heart is beating out of control! 
 
All 
His eyes are filled with joy. 
Your magical tales of love… 
 
Kondja 
Ah…. 
 
Achmed 
We’ll write it all down for the world to see, 
Our story will last for eternity, 
I am in love, you are in love, 
 
Achmed/Kondja 
Could this be love that I feel? 
 
Achmed Kondja 
I am in love 
I know these feelings are real 

Oh 
Could these feelings be real? 

 
Chorus 
He is in love, she is in love, 
She will love him, he will love her 
Yes, we know these feelings are real. 
Oh these feelings are real 
What could be more ideal? 

Their marriage is so ideal 
 
Achmed/Kondja 
I’m not sure how I feel. 
 
Achmed 
(He gestures on “mine,” “yours,” and “happiness.”) 
My blessings are upon you, Kondja ‐ what’s mine is yours ‐ and may it only 
bring you happiness. And now ‐ will you remove your veil? 
 
Kondja 
(Coldly) 
If that is your wish. 
(EVERYONE kneels ACHMED as well. DJAMILEH and BÜLBÜL remove 
KONDJA’s veil and step back – her beauty blinds ACHMED.) 
 
Melodrama 
 
Kemal Pasha 
My dear children ‐ 
(EVERYONE stands) 
I am deeply moved ‐ the notary is waiting ‐ he is deeply moved ‐ the 
witnesses are assembled – they’re deeply moved. 
Come with me and we’ll sign the marriage contract ‐ I am so pleased. 
(EVERYONE leaves except ACHMED and KONDJA. THEY watch 
everyone leave as if in a dream.) 
 
Kondja 
[6] Sir, I am ready. 
(ACHMED rushes up to her, takes her hand and leads her to the door. 
SHE stops.) 
 
Kondja 
Just a moment ‐ 
 
Achmed 
You hesitate ‐ Is this so hard for you? 
 
Kondja 
(Curtly) 
Do you remember everything I told you? 
 
Achmed 
Do you remember how I answered you? 
 
Kondja 
Before we sign our marriage contract let’s go over the rules. 
 
Achmed 
By all means ‐ let’s review them. 
 
Song No. 11 Duet 
Kondja and Achmed 
 
Kondja 
Do you believe, 
(Sarcastically) 
“Since I’m your bride,” 
That even before the ink has dried, 
My heart and soul you will possess and now I belong to you? 
 
Achmed 
Actually yes! 
 
Kondja 
Do you believe I must obey and do as you tell me every day? 
And my undying love profess, since I belong to you? 
 
Achmed 
Actually yes! 
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Kondja 
Do you suppose that just a wink, a nod, a glance will now suffice, 
And into your loving arms I’ll sink? 
 
Achmed 
I must admit that sounds quite nice! 
 
Kondja 
I’m sorry to trample your illusions 
But when it comes to affairs of the heart 
I’ve reached some very diff’rent conclusions 
 
Achmed 
I’m eager to hear how to learn this delicate art 
How am I to capture your heart? 
 
Kondja 
Each day you must send me fresh flowers, 
Just like the women in Vienna or Rome. 
And court me for weeks not just hours, 
Just like the women in Vienna and Rome. 
To conquer a heart you’ll discover, 
Takes time, that’s the Viennese way. 
 
Achmed 
You’ll find I’m a passionate lover, 
 
Kondja 
But Rome wasn’t built in a day. 
 
Achmed 
I see, I see, no not in one day! 
 
Kondja 
That’s right, that’s right, no not in one day! 
Love filled with fire and passion unfolds in a magical way. 
Love in the Viennese fashion is what we should practice today. 
The first thing we say to each other, cannot be the words “I do,” 
And if we should find that we don’t like one another, we simply say “adieu.” 
For 28 days you must woo me, just like the women in Vienna and Rome. 
 
Achmed 
But 28 days would undo me, how do they manage in Vienna and Rome? 
For four lonely weeks I’ll be waiting… 
 
Kondja 
It takes time for a new love to grow. 
 
Achmed 
I think I will find it frustrating… 
 
Kondja 
And then I still might say no…. 
 
Achmed 
Oh no, oh no, you still might say no? 
 
Kondja 
Oh yes, oh yes, I still might say no! 
 
Achmed/Kondja 
Love filled with fire and passion unfolds in a magical way. 
Love in the Viennese fashion is what we should practice today. 
The first thing we say to each other, cannot be the words “I do,” 
And if we should find that we don’t like one another, we simply say “adieu.” 
 
Achmed 
Four weeks? 
 
Kondja 
Imagine you’re courting a European woman – your expectations on the first 
day you meet would be far different from your expectations on the first day 
you meet a Turkish woman. 

 
Achmed 
What if I don’t agree to your demands? What if I insist upon my rights as 
your husband? 
 
Kondja 
In that case I will be onboard a boat leaving for Europe at 10:20 tomorrow 
morning. 
 
Achmed 
(Aside) 
My letter! I shouldn’t have written it! 
 
Kondja 
I need to be honest with you. There’s another man. I adore him. I am sure 
he would love me in the way I’ve always dreamed. 
 
Achmed 
I will love you exactly the same way. I give you my word. 
 
Kondja 
I don’t know him, nor do I know you. But I do know his books and letters. I 
love him. 
 
Achmed 
You love him? 
(Pleased) 
Very well…four weeks! – Not at all what I would have imagined. 
 
Achmed/Kondja 
Love filled with fire and passion unfolds in a magical way. 
Love in the Viennese fashion is what we should practice today. 
The first thing we say to each other, cannot be the words “I do,” 
And if we should find that we don’t like one another, we simply say “adieu.” 
 
(THEY exit) 
 
Scene 7 
 
Fridolin 
 
(Cancan MUSIC starts as FRIDOLIN enters dressed tastefully as a 
woman.) 
 
Song No. 12 
Lilly the ballerina 
 
Fridolin 
(HE uses a high-pitched female voice, with an exotic accent.) 
 
[7] I’m still a little bashful, I find it so complex, 
It’s only been a minute since I joined the fairer sex! 
But once I’ve got it mastered, this feminine mystique, 
The boys will all be after me and begging for a peek! 
 
With hop la la and tra la la, and just a little ooh la la, 
Nobody will believe their eyes, I am a master of disguise! 
A girl sings in a higher range, and so my voice will have to change, 
I’ll use my best falsetto….no one will ever no! 
 
Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! 
I am, I am a ballerina named Lilly! 
Men love me, Men want me, I’m the toast of all Paree! 
I have a heart as pure as snow; I’ve never kissed a guy, Oh No! 
I much prefer an older man, for what he wants to do, he seldom can! 
 
The repertoire of glances, I send a fellow’s way, 
Provoking their advances, I’m good what can I say, 
The giggles and the dances, the feminine sashay, 
But just because I’m dressed like this it doesn’t mean I’m bleep…(gay!) 
 
With hop la la and tra la la, and just a little ooh la la, 
Nobody will believe their eyes, I am a master of disguise! 
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A girl sings in a higher range, and so my voice will have to change, 
I’ll use my best falsetto, no one will ever no! 
 
Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! 
I am, I am a ballerina named Lilly! 
Men love me, Men want me, I’m the toast of all Paree! 
I have a heart as pure as snow; I’ve never kissed a guy, Oh No! 
I much prefer an older man, for what he wants to do, he seldom can! 
 
FRIDOLIN 
(Spoken) 
Ooh la la ‐ if Papa could see me now. 
(HE pulls out a hand mirror and straightens his hair.) 
Aren’t I a sweet little thing? Maybe I should marry myself. 
 
No! 
 
Oh please. 
 
My coiffure is very chic. 
 
My clothes...the latest styles. 
 
“Oh sir, you’re terrible.” 
(HE laughs like a woman, and then resumes in his own voice.) 
That laugh is very good. 
(Female voice) 
Oh stop it sir ‐ if you like me just say so, but please, don’t ruin my 
stockings.” 
(His voice) 
This will work ‐ perfectly. 
 
(The scene plays out very jolly and very energetic.) 
 
(Kondja’s HANDMAIDENS enter.) 
 
Durlane 
Oh look‐ a European lady. 
 
Women 
Oh how chic‐ elegant‐ look at her hat….etc… 
 
Fridolin 
It’s the latest fashion. 
(Aside) 
I look better in a top hat. 
 
Women 
Charming ‐ lovely… 
 
Fridolin 
Excuse me for barging in…. 
 
Durlane 
This is a Turkish wedding ‐ all women are welcome. 
 
Fridolin 
That’s why I’m here. I am the Marchesa Semolina Polenta di Milano. 
 
Midili 
(Enters with her coat and purse) 
I wonder what’s keeping Fridolin ‐ he was supposed to pick me up. Oh ‐ a 
lady. 
 
Fridolin 
Who is this charming young woman? 
 
Midili 
(SHE curtseys) 
Midili Hanum! 
 
 

Fridolin 
We are going to be great friends. 
(HE kisses her) 
 
Midili 
(Shocked) 
Fridolin‐ your mustache is so prickly! 
(Laughing) 
Girls ‐ this is my Fridolin! 
 
Women 
Unbelievable – hilarious… 
 
Fridolin 
That’s right‐ I’m Fridolin ‐ but not a word to anyone. 
(To MIDILI) 
Everything’s ready. No one will think it strange if two ladies walk out 
together. How do I look? 
 
Midili 
Fantastic! 
 
Song No. 12A Exit Music 
Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! Ole! Ola! 
 
Fridolin, Midili and Women 
I am, I am a ballerina named Lilly! 
Men love me, Men want me, I’m the toast of all Paree! 
I have a heart as pure as snow; I’ve never kissed a guy, Oh No! 
I much prefer an older man, for what he wants to do, he seldom can! 
(THEY exit) 
 
Scene 8 
Achmed, Kondja and Servants 
 
(ACHMED and KONDJA enter. HE is dressed in an elegant dark blue 
uniform. SHE is wearing a Western style dress very modern and 
fashionable.) 
 
Achmed 
[8] Kondja we are finally alone. My dear wife, you are so beautiful. 
 
Kondja 
Achmed Bey, you are a gentleman. If you respect our agreement and court 
me for four weeks… 
 
Achmed 
Then you will be mine? 
 
Kondja 
No, I was going to say ‐ we could have dinner tonight. 
 
Achmed 
I swear you will love me. 
 
Kondja 
(Playfully) 
Perhaps – this is only the second day ‐ maybe by the thirtieth day, in four 
weeks… 
 
Achmed 
That’s cruel‐ and our first kiss? 
 
Kondja 
In three weeks‐ perhaps on the twentieth day. 
 
Achmed 
The first tender look? 
 
Kondja 
On the tenth day, let’s say… 
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Achmed 
The first affectionate word? 
 
Kondja 
Perhaps tomorrow. 
 
Achmed 
And what about today? 
 
Kondja 
We dine together. After all, we just met. 
(SERVANTS bring in a table with food, etc.) 
Now court me. 
 
Achmed 
Court you? 
 
Kondja 
You know ‐ flatter me, sweep me off my feet, win me over ‐just like they do 
in Europe. 
 
Achmed 
(Looking deeply into her eyes) 
Do you really want me to do that? 
 
Kondja 
Of course! The clock is ticking. Four weeks is not a long time. 
 
Achmed 
What if I don’t want to? 
 
Kondja 
What? 
 
Achmed 
If I don’t want to‐ 
(HE grabs her hand.) 
My dear wife, today is our ‐ 
 
Kondja 
(SHE pulls her hand back.) 
Where are your manners!? 
 
Achmed 
(Tenderly) 
Did I hurt you? Allow me. 
(HE grabs her hand and tries to kiss it.) 
 
Kondja 
(SHE pulls her hand out, reestablishing control.) 
No, no‐ everything’s fine 
 
(THEY sit at the table) 
 
Achmed 
Four weeks is a long time. Let’s meet in the middle ‐ with the first tender 
look. 
 
Kondja 
No ‐ we’ll start exactly where we would if we were European. 
 
Achmed 
Europeans often start at the very end. 
 
Kondja 
(Curious) 
Really? Tell me then‐ are there many respectable women in Europe? 
 
Achmed 
Fewer than you might think ‐ but more than people say. 
 
 

Kondja 
May I? 
(SHE puts some food on his plate.) 
 
Achmed 
May I? 
(HE pours her some Champagne.) 
 
Kondja 
Is it true in Europe that men and women have private dinners together 
even if they are not married? 
 
Achmed 
That’s slander ‐ when European men and women have dinner together in a 
private room they certainly are married ‐ just not to each other. 
 
Kondja 
That must be exciting ‐ to be alone with a strange man ‐ completely alone. 
 
Achmed 
Just like this. 
 
Kondja 
This isn’t exciting ‐ you’re my husband. 
 
Achmed 
Not even a little? 
 
Kondja 
But it could be‐ 
 
Achmed 
Really!? 
 
Kondja 
(Quickly) 
In four weeks. 
 
Achmed 
I’ll never make it! 
 
Kondja 
Mayonnaise? 
 
Achmed 
No, malaise. 
 
Kondja 
When a man and woman are alone in these private chambers what does 
he say to her? 
 
Achmed 
(HE pulls his chair around to her.) 
Things like ‐ I want to give you ten thousand kisses Kondja 
That’s nice ‐ what else? 
 
Achmed 
Your eyes are as blue as the Circassian sky? 
 
Kondja 
What else? 
 
Achmed 
Your delicate smile is like a rose just beginning to bloom. 
 
Kondja 
(Listening raptly) 
And what else he does say? 
 
Achmed 
Nothing. He’s stops talking and starts kissing. 
(KONDJA glares at him.) 
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Ten thousand kisses is a lot of work. 
(HE leans towards her. SHE quickly offers him a grape.) 
 
Kondja 
Dessert? 
(HE just stares at her.) 
Well…? 
(ACHMED takes a bite that almost gets her fingers. SHE pulls her hand 
away.) 
 
Achmed 
Oh ‐ did I bite you. 
 
Kondja 
Yes, you beast. 
 
Achmed 
All men are. Kondja, four weeks? ‐ It’ll be torture! 
 
Kondja 
(Coldly) 
I know. 
 
Achmed 
As you wish. I can be patient. 
(HE looks at his watch.) 
It’s getting late ‐ you probably want to go to bed. 
(HE opens the door to the boudoir.) 
Let me show you to our, I mean, to your boudoir. 
 
Kondja 
(SHE looks in) 
It’s charming. 
 
Achmed 
The color suits you perfectly. 
 
Kondja 
And now? 
 
Achmed 
And now I bid you adieu. 
 
Kondja 
You’re leaving? 
 
Achmed 
Yes, I’m going to princess Lankowska’s ball. 
 
Kondja 
The beautiful Polish princess‐ 
 
Achmed 
Yes, what else am I supposed to do tonight? 
 
Kondja 
But it’s our wedding night‐ 
 
Achmed 
Yes, but if you won’t let this be a real wedding night, then I might as well go 
out and have some fun. 
(Ironically) 
Unless you don’t approve. 
 
Kondja 
I…no, no‐ go ahead. 
(ACHMED steps towards the door.) 
Will there be a lot of women there? 
 
Achmed 
(Enthusiastically) 

Many…loud women, blond women…brown, green, red…women of all 
colors. 
 
Kondja 
Unveiled? 
 
Achmed 
All of them! 
 
Kondja 
[9] Will you dance? 
 
Achmed 
Will I dance! The can‐can, the polka, quadrille… the waltz! 
 
Kondja 
(Curious) 
Waltz? It must be lovely. I’ve never danced with anyone. What’s it like? 
 
Achmed 
It’s hard to explain. 
 
Song No. 13 Waltz Duet 
(THEY don’t actually dance.) 
 
Achmed 
Feel the music all about you, 
Let the world go on without you, 
Music so sublime 
Heart to heart, we’re spinning, turning, 
Eyes afire and full of yearning, 
In three quarter time. 
Now that I have your attention, 
There’s a thing that I should mention: 
When your hear the violin, 
And the music pulls you in, 
It can only be, it can only be, it can only be... 
A waltz that’s played so fine, 
Just a waltz that’s so divine, 
Yes, a waltz so inviting, so joyful exciting, 
That bubbles like sparkling wine! 
Awakes the love inside, 
That your heart no more can hide, 
Oh the feelings entrancing, 
When you’re out there dancing, 
You’re heart ever closer to mine! 
Just a little waltzing, just a little waltzing 
….so divine 
Just a little waltzing, just a little waltzing, 
And your heart will soon be mine. 
 
Hear the call of earthly pleasure, 
Love awaits you without measure 
Make it all your own, 
Raise a glass and toast your lover, 
Soon you’ll find that you’ll discover, 
Things you’ve never known. 
 
(THEY stand. HE puts her hand on his shoulder.) 
 
Oh the joys that we will find here 
When you place your hand in mine, dear, 
as the music starts to play, 
and it carries us away, 
It can only be…. 
A waltz that’s played so fine, 
Just a waltz that’s so divine, 
Yes, a waltz so inviting, so joyful exciting, 
That bubbles like sparkling wine! 
Awakes the love inside, 
That your heart has tried to hide, 
Oh the feelings entrancing, 
When you’re out there dancing, 
You’re heartbeating 
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closer to mine! 
Just a little waltzing….so divine 
Just a little waltzing, just a little waltzing, 
And your heart will soon be mine. 
 
Melodrama 
 
Achmed 
Why don’t we give it a try? 
 
Kondja 
(Spellbound) 
But I’ve never… 
 
Achmed 
(Continuing to demonstrate how to dance) 
Watch ‐ it’s easy 
 
Kondja 
It looks delightful. I would love to ‐ 
 
Achmed 
Come on then. 
(HE grabs her hand.) 
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 ‐ 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6… See ‐ isn’t this fun. 
 
Kondja 
Is this the right way? 
 
Achmed 
(Pulling KONDJA to him) 
No‐ this is the right way. 
 
Kondja 
(SHE tries to wriggle away from him) 
You’re squeezing me… 
 
Achmed 
I want to make a good impression. 
 
Kondja 
Pardon, I think I’m stepping on your foot. 
 
Achmed 
I don’t feel a thing. 
(THEY start dancing.) 
 
Kondja 
This would be great if it were not for all the twirling… 
 
Achmed 
The twirling is the best part. 
(HE pulls her closer. SHE doesn’t resist.) 
 
Kondja 
You dance this close in Europe? With someone you don’t even know? 
 
Achmed 
Yes‐ it’s more exciting that way. 
(Waltz becomes more powerful and THEY start dancing faster until the 
end.) 
 
Kondja 
No, Achmed, no more. 
 
Achmed 
Just a little more. I can’t let you go. Darling… 
 
Kondja 
(Confused) 
The champagne, the waltz ‐ Achmed please go. Remember your promise ‐ 
four weeks! 

 
Achmed 
But I’m a modern man ‐ ahead of my time. 
(HE dims the lights.) 
 
Kondja 
(Anxious) 
What are you doing? 
 
No. 14 Finale 
 
Achmed 
[10] Who thinks about time when you’re happy? 
I’ve all I need with you right here. 
 
Kondja 
No, Achmed, no, not yet, not yet… 
You’ve missed the point its clear. 
 
Achmed 
So the look you gave me was just a game? 
 
Kondja 
It only was a look. 
 
Achmed 
It only was a game? 
You lured me in with laughter and smiles, 
And captured my heart with feminine wiles, 
You stirred the passion within my soul, 
And now it’s a fire that’s out of control! 
A cry won’t be heard, nor will the sun shine, 
At last my darling, we are alone, now you’ll be mine! 
 
Kondja 
Just what do you mean? 
 
Achmed 
(Walking to door) 
Just give me a moment to lock this door. 
 
Kondja 
Achmed! 
 
Achmed 
Now I’m alone with the one I adore! 
 
Kondja 
The key! 
 
Achmed 
The key? 
 
Kondja 
The key! 
 
Achmed 
Oh, well as for your key, I’m tossing it in the sea! 
 
Kondja 
You’re locking me in? 
 
Achmed 
I love you so! 
 
Kondja 
You’re forcing my hand! 
 
Achmed 
I love you so! 
 
Kondja 
You’re breaking your word! 
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Achmed 
I love you so! 
 
Kondja 
You think you’re my master! 
 
Achmed 
I love you so! 
 
Kondja 
I’ll ring, I’ll cry, I’ll call for help! 
 
Achmed 
Why so temperamental, don’t get so excited. 
 
Kondja 
I’ll call for the servants! 
 
Achmed 
The servants are gone. 
There’s still one door that is open. 
There’s no turning back…. 
In there we’ll discover love’s joy and love’s passion, 
This little game, I now have won! 
 
Kondja 
Then hear my answer… mark my words - you beast! 
Kiss me, love me, and possess me, if you wish. 
 
Achmed 
I want to kiss you. 
 
Kondja 
Kiss me, love me, and possess me, if you wish. 
 
Achmed 
I want to love you! Every night I will await you… 
 
Kondja 
Though my charms might captivate you, 
In my heart I’ll always hate you – my proud prince! 
(After her high note she moves into the bedroom and locks the door. 
ACHMED runs up to the door.) 
 
Achmed 
Kondja, Kondja, please open the door! It’s locked…no use… she’s won! 
Oh Rose of Stambul, 
(With great feeling) 
Ooh you alone… 
(Laughing to himself in disbelief.) 
A Sheherezade all my own. 
You fill my heart with the joy of love, 
And I will never grow tired of your magical tales of love. 
 
Kondja 
You thought you could have your own way with me, 
I’ve beaten you at your own game, you see, 
What can I say, joy flies away, 
I won’t be told what to do. 
Isn’t it strange, how things can change, 
Oh what a shame for you. 
 
Achmed 
Kondja, I won’t let you leave me! 
 
Kondja 
You’ll never succeed, believe me! 
The table’s been turned… 
 
Achmed 
I love you so… 
 

Kondja 
Just look at you there… 
 
Achmed 
I love you so… 
 
Kondja 
The wolf has been caught… 
 
Achmed 
I love you so… 
 
Kondja 
And in his own snare! 
 
Achmed 
I love you so, 
Don’t mock me! Don’t push me! Don’t thwart me! I warn you! 
 
Kondja 
(Coyly) 
Why so temperamental? Don’t get so excited. 
 
Achmed 
I’ll call for the guards! 
 
Kondja 
The guards are gone. 
 
Achmed 
What a fool I was to throw the key in the Bosporus! 
 
Kondja 
And now good sir, I bid adieu. 
 
Achmed 
You’re going Kondja? You’re leaving me alone? 
 
Kondja 
I’ll tell you where I’m off to now – listen carefully… 
I’ll follow my dreams, wherever love leads me, 
I’m running away with André Lery. 
 
Achmed 
With André Lery? 
 
Kondja 
With André Lery! 
 
Achmed 
Bravo! How perfect, how charming, 
Yes Bravo, how sweet and disarming, 
Instead of me your heart is set on someone else you’ve never met! 
Oh Bravo! I’ll finally say it. 
Yes Bravo! No need to delay it. 
The man you see standing before you is 
André Lery! 
 
Kondja 
Ha,ha,ha,ha,ha…. 
Bravo! But wouldn’t I know it, if you were my favorite poet? 
He’s brilliant, I adore him, a man like you would bore him! 
Your desperate lies won’t work with me… 
 
Achmed 
My pseudonym is André Lery! 
 
Kondja 
I’m done with you, I will not stay. 
 
Achmed 
She doesn’t believe a word I say. 
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Kondja 
I’ve had my doubts since all of this started, 
It’s over; it’s time that we parted. 
 
Achmed 
(Spoken) 
Kondja‐ please come down here‐ I have something to tell you. 
 
Kondja 
Love filled with fire and passion unfolds in a magical way. 
 
Achmed 
Kondja! 
 
Kondja 
Love in the Viennese fashion, is what you missed out on today. 
 
Achmed 
Kondja, I beg you don’t leave me. 
 
Kondja 
The first thing we say to each other, cannot be the words “I do,” 
And if we should find that we don’t like one another, we simply say “adieu.” 
 
Both 
And if we should find that we don’t like one another, we simply say… 
 
Kondja 
“Adieu.” 
(SHE exits. ACHMED runs to the door passionately, but then stops, gets a 
hold of himself and with a bit of humor sings.) 
 
Achmed 
My wife is so in love with me, although she’s unaware, 
And now she runs away with me, of course, I won’t be there! 
Oh dear Kondja, Come hear my serenata, 
Under the silver moon, that shines so bright above 
Here my song now, Oh my Desiderata 
And to you alone I’ll sing my song of love. 
 
(CURTAIN) 
 
Act 3 
 
(On the terrace of The Honeymoon Hotel in an elegant resort town in 
Switzerland. In the background, elegant niches containing lamps. Roses 
and Cupids are everywhere. Very elegant and impressive. Not a large 
lobby, but a pleasant, inviting, intimate, luxurious room. On the wall hangs 
a large, modern, tearaway 
calendar.) 
 
Scene 1 
 
Hotel director, porter, waiter, band leader and lift operator. 
 
Hotel Director 
(Very businesslike) 
[11] Everything must go like clockwork tonight. Almost all our guests are 
honeymooners so here’s what you need to play: during the appetizers – 
“Oh promise me”; salad course ‐ Pachabel’s “Canon”; fish course ‐ “Jesu, 
Joy of Man’s Desiring” and finally for the dessert course – “The Bridal 
March” from Lohengrin. 
 
Band Leader 
I don’t know that one. 
(The HOTEL DIRECTOR hums a few bars.) 
 
Band Leader 
Oh, “Here Comes the Bride”…Why didn’t you say so. 
 
Hotel Director 
Chop, chop ‐ get to your posts. 
 

Scene 2 
Midili and Fridolin 
 
(MIDILI and FRIDOLIN enter.) 
 
Fridolin 
Schatzi! 
 
Midili 
Mousy! 
 
Fridolin 
Kitten! 
 
Midili 
Darling! 
 
Fridolin 
Sweetie! 
(HE tries to give her a kiss.) 
 
Midili 
(SHE indicates to the audience) 
Fridolin! Not in front of all these people. 
 
Fridolin 
They’re not paying attention. They’re on their honeymoon, too. 
 
Midili 
Oh, Fridolin… 
 
Fridolin 
Call me Snookie! 
 
Midili 
Stop ‐ we’ve been on our honeymoon for three days. 
 
Fridolin 
I feel like we just got here‐ doesn’t it feel that way to you? 
 
Midili 
Of course ‐ but what about your Papa and the lawsuit. 
 
Fridolin 
I completely forgot. 
 
Midili 
Has he answered your telegram? 
 
Fridolin 
What telegram? 
 
Midili 
The telegram that says we’re married. 
 
Fridolin 
Oh, that telegram! I just sent him a postcard. 
 
Midili 
You haven’t told him! 
 
Fridolin 
No ‐ my little sugar pretzel. It’s better to tell him in person ‐ you can’t trust 
telegrams ‐ half the time they don’t even get there. 
 
Midili 
(Angrily) 
Fridolin! 
 
Fridolin 
Call me Snookie! 
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Midili 
I can’t call you Snookie when I’m angry! 
 
Fridolin 
You’re my lawfully wedded wife and it’s your duty to call me Snookie at all 
times! 
 
Midili 
No, I won’t. You don’t have the courage to tell your father you’re married. 
 
Fridolin 
I have the courage ‐ I’m just a little scared. 
 
Midili 
Shame on you! I insist you send him a telegram right now. 
 
Fridolin 
Okay, if you insist: “Dear Papa ‐ stop ‐ this will make you laugh ‐ stop ‐ I 
hope you’re sitting down ‐ stop” 
 
Midili 
Fridolin! 
 
Fridolin 
Okay ‐ “This won’t make you laugh ‐ stop ‐ I hope you’re standing up – 
stop.” 
 
Midili 
Just tell him you’re married 
 
Fridolin 
All right, I will. Under one condition… 
 
Midili 
What? 
 
Fridolin 
Call me Snookie? 
 
Midili 
No! I won’t call you Snookie. I’ll say darling ‐ but Snookie is out of the 
question. 
 
Fridolin 
But I don’t like darling. 
(SHE gives him a look.) 
How ’bout a kiss? 
 
Midili 
All right. 
(SHE gives him a kiss.) 
Will you send that telegram? 
 
Fridolin 
(HE crosses his fingers crossed behind his back.) 
I promise. 
 
Fridolin 
Now will you call me Snookie? 
 
Midili 
No! 
 
Song No. 15 
 
Snookie 
 
Midili/Fridolin 
 
Midili 
[12] Goodness knows how much I’ve tried, 
But you’re never satisfied. 

 
Fridolin 
But I need you to be kind… 
 
Midili 
Oh I know what’s on your mind. 
 
Fridolin 
Though I must admit that’s true, 
I want something more from you… 
Oh please say “Snookie” to me, 
Won’t you say “Snookie to me?” 
 
I know you could, if you would, so you should, say it now won’t you please? 
Come on, say “Snookie to me,” Say it affectionately, 
Just say it once, then again, then again, then again it’s a breeze! 
 
Midili 
I won’t say Snookie to you, 
That’s one thing I’ll never do 
 
Fridolin 
Oh Pookie, it’s what I need, what I plead, yes indeed, don’t you see? 
Why not say “Snookie” to me? 
 
Midili 
It’s just not my cup of tea, 
I won’t say “Snookie, Snookie, Snookie” I won’t agree! 
 
Fridolin 
Twenty hats I’ll buy for you, 
And a Villa on Corfu, 
Any diamond that you choose, 
And a hundred pairs of shoes. 
 
Midili 
You would do all that for me? 
 
Fridolin 
Only if you say to me… 
Right now, say “Snookie” to me, 
Just try it once and you’ll see. 
I know you could, if you would, so you should, say it now, won’t you 
please? 
Come on, say “Snookie to me,” say it affectionately, 
Just say it once, then again, then again, then again it’s a breeze! 
 
Midili 
I won’t say Snookie to you, 
That’s one thing I’ll never do 
 
Fridolin 
Oh Pookie, it’s what I need, what I plead, yes indeed, don’t you see? 
Why not say “Snookie” to me? 
 
Midili 
It’s just not my cup of tea, 
I won’t say “Snookie, Snookie, Snookie” I won’t agree! 
(THEY dance off) 
 
Scene 3 
Mr. Müller and the Bellhop 
 
(MR. MÜLLER, a very brusque, thickset businessman enters with the 
BELLHOP.) 
 
Mr. Müller 
[13] Where on God’s green earth am I? Honeymoon Hotel? Ridiculous! 
This is no place for a businessman like me! Hey fella, come here! 
 
Bellhop 
(Spoken verse) 
With courteous service prompt and true, 
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The hotel staff is here for you! 
 
Mr. Müller 
I need a quiet room away from the lobby. I need my sleep! 
 
Bellhop 
A quiet room is guaranteed, 
I'll personally attend to your every need! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Young man, do you always speak in verse? 
 
Bellhop 
At this hotel we speak in rhyme, 
It helps us Bell Hops pass the time! 
 
Mr. Müller 
I’ll be damned! What planet is this? 
(HE looks at the bill.) 
75 Francs for one night? 
 
Bellhop 
We cater here to brides and grooms, 
And thus the high price of our rooms! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Twenty‐three years ago, my wife and I went on our honeymoon. The room 
cost 4 marks, 20 pfennig ‐ and Bismarck slept there! 
 
Bellhop 
Otto von Bismarck? I’m impressed; 
Empress Josephine was once our guest. 
 
Mr. Müller 
Well, Bismarck can’t compete with her. Nevertheless, the room is still too 
expensive. 
 
Bellhop 
If your budget is too tight, 
Go somewhere else to spend the night! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Budget? I’m Mr. Müller, Senior of the Hamburg shipping firm Müller and 
Bröseke! Nothing’s too expensive for me if the price is right! 
 
Bellhop 
(Tenderly) 
If money’s no object, that’s just fine, 
I’ll take your bags to room number nine! 
 
Mr. Müller 
(Without realizing HE’s speaking in verse.) 
If you’ve finished your little poetry fest, 
Show me to my room, I need some rest. 
 
(MR. MÜLLER reacts. THEY exit. The BELL HOP takes his bags.) 
 
Scene 4 
Kondja, Midili and the Bellhop 
 
(KONDJA enters and looks around the hotel. The BELL HOP reenters.) 
 
Kondja 
Are Mr. and Mrs. Fridolin Müller staying here? 
 
Bell Hop 
That’s right Madame, for three days or so, 
And to be honest with you, I wish they would go.. 
 
Kondja 
Really? 
 
 

Bell Hop 
Winter, spring, summer or fall, 
It’s honeymoon couples, I’ve seen it all. 
But those two? All he’ll ever say, 
Is “call me Snookie, night and day!” 
I don’t mean to sound so catty, 
But those two just drive me batty. 
 
Kondja 
I can’t imagine anything worse 
A Bell Hop who always speaks in verse! 
 
Bell Hop 
(HE stops speaking in verse.) 
I’m sorry. How can I help you? 
 
Kondja 
Could you please ring Mrs. Müller and ask her to come to the lobby. 
 
(MIDILI enters.) 
 
Bell Hop 
No problem. Here she comes now! 
 
Midili 
Kondja! You? Here! 
 
Kondja 
Midili! 
 
Midili 
No veil, no chaperone ‐ no husband? 
 
Kondja 
Yes, alone and free. 
 
Midili 
But the wedding! You’re married. 
 
Kondja 
I left Achmed. 
 
Midili 
It’s only been a few weeks. 
 
Kondja 
I left him on our wedding night. I wanted to run away with André Lery. 
 
Midili 
Oh, how romantic. 
 
Kondja 
He wrote me that he was leaving Stambul by boat, so I bought a ticket. But 
he wasn’t on board and his name wasn’t on the passenger list. I don’t 
understand it. 
 
Midili 
You can still go back to your husband. 
 
Kondja 
No. I’m free now. I want to live like a Western woman. 
 
Midili 
It’s wonderful, although it can’t be easy for a woman to travel alone. 
 
(The BELL HOP enters.) 
 
Bell Hop 
Madam, if it’s all the same, 
I need to register your name. 
 
(THEY glare at him and he immediately stops his verse.) 
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Kondja 
(Proudly) 
Write down this name ‐ Kondja Gül, The Rose of Stambul. 
 
Bell Hop 
Oh, you’re an exotic dancer. 
 
Midili 
She’s the wife of the Turkish Diplomat Achmed Bey, understand?! 
 
Bell Hop 
I’m sorry, ma’am forgive me please, 
Your name sounds like you do striptease. 
I’ll hurry, scamper, skip and run, 
And take your bags to room twentyone. 
 
Midili 
Sorry, I don’t mean to be such a bore, 
Are there no rooms on the whole first floor? 
 
(KONDJA rolls her eyes.) 
 
Bell Hop 
The first floor? Sorry not a chance, 
It’s been reserved weeks in advance. 
Two newlyweds. He’s a VIP, 
The famous poet André Lery. 
 
Kondja 
(Shocked) 
André Lery? Married? This is awful ‐ I left my husband to run off with him! 
 
Midili 
Kondja you don’t need him. You deserve better. 
 
(THEY exit.) 
 
Scene 5 
Hotel Director, Achmed and Hotel Staff 
 
(The HOTEL DIRECTOR enters.) 
 
[14] Attention please! André Lery’s car has arrived. When he walks in give 
three cheers ‐ I’ll say a few words and then the orchestra will play the 
“Barcarolle” from The Tales of Hoffman…with lots of feeling. Our guests 
deserve the very best. 
 
(ACHMED enters the room dressed like a European gentleman.) 
 
All 
Hip‐hip‐hooray! 
Hip‐hip‐hooray! 
Hip‐hip‐hooray! 
 
Achmed 
(In amazement) 
What’s this all about? 
 
Hotel Director 
Monsieur Lery! It’s an honor to receive such an illustrious guest. On behalf 
of the entire staff I congratulate you on your recent marriage. We’re so 
excited to meet your lovely wife. We greet you today with the unforgettable 
strains of the “Barcarolle.” It’s our sincere wish that next year the orchestra 
will have occasion to play Brahms Lullaby. 
(HE hums a few bars.) 
 
Achmed 
(Angered) 
Don’t waste your breath ‐ I’m here alone. 
 
 

Hotel Director 
You sent a very detailed telegram. 
 
Achmed 
Yes ‐ but things have changed. 
 
Hotel Director 
Monsieur, you reserved the entire first floor, and a special dinner has been 
prepared. What will we do with all that food? There is a young lady who 
wants room on the first floor. Do you mind? 
 
Achmed 
That’s fine. Just lock all the doors in between the rooms ‐ I don’t want 
anything to do with women. 
 
(EVERYONE exits except for ACHMED.) 
 
Scene 6 
Achmed 
 
Song No. 17 
“Longing” 
 
Achmed 
(All alone) 
I don’t want to be reminded of her. 
 
(HE sings.) 
[15] Two eyes full of yearning, still speak to my mind, 
Their beauty I cannot disavow. 
So full of love’s promise, so warm and so kind, 
But what use are they to me now? 
Her soft gentle hands, her delicate smile, 
The love that I feel when you’re near. 
Her tender embrace that makes living worthwhile, 
If only my darling were here…. 
If only my darling were here… 
These feelings I have overwhelm me, 
If she were but her, they’d compel me, 
To kiss her, caress her, and hold her so tight, 
And tell her I love her all night. 
But she is not with me, and I’m here on my own, 
And where is the joy when you find you’re alone? 
Longing, longing…. 
Tell me where is the joy, in being here all alone? 
My lovely young bride has not come here with me, 
To be here alone is so strange. 
If she were beside me I’d say tenderly, 
“my love for you never will change.” 
I long to be near her and whisper sweet names, 
And kiss her as never before. 
We’d both say “I love you”, there’d be no more games, 
But she’s not with me anymore, 
No she’s not with me anymore… 
These feelings I have overwhelm me, 
If she were but her, they’d compel me, 
To kiss her, caress her, and hold her so tight, 
And tell her I love her all night. 
But she is not with me, and I’m here on my own, 
And where is the joy when you find you’re alone? 
Longing, longing…. 
Tell me where is the joy, in being here all alone? 
 
Scene 7 
Fridolin, Achmed 
 
(FRIDOLIN enters and speaks to the audience.) 
 
Fridolin 
[16] Unbelievable! A man walks into our room and my wife, thinking it’s me, 
falls into his arms! Wait till I get my hands on him! It better not be that man 
over there. Sir! 
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Achmed 
Fridolin? 
 
Fridolin 
Achmed? What are the odds! Isn’t this paradise? I get fifteen kisses at 
breakfast, twenty for lunch and thirty‐five for dinner! 
 
Achmed 
How nice for you. 
 
Fridolin 
What do you mean? You’re on your honeymoon too! Where is Kondja? 
 
Achmed 
If I only knew. 
 
Fridolin 
In this beehive of honeymoons you better keep your door locked. What 
happened? 
 
Achmed 
It’s complicated. Kondja left me to run away with me. 
 
Fridolin 
How’s that again? 
 
Achmed 
And that’s not all. Kondja is madly in love with me but she doesn’t know it’s 
me. 
 
Fridolin 
Have you lost your marbles? I better go call a doctor. 
(HE starts to leave.) 
 
Achmed 
And there’s more. Kondja came here to see me but she doesn’t want to 
see me. 
 
Fridolin 
You’re completely nuts! 
(HE whistles implying ACHMED’s “lost it” and tries to leave.) 
 
Achmed 
Let’s go have a drink and I’ll explain it all to you. 
 
Fridolin 
(As THEY exit) 
Start over. You and Kondja ran away together… 
 
Scene 8 
Mr. Müller and the Bellhop 
 
(Mr. MÜLLER enters with the BELL HOP.) 
 
Mr. Müller 
Now listen… this is no place for me ‐ everywhere you look – newlyweds! 
An hour ago I walked into the wrong room and a pretty young woman falls 
into my arms. It wasn’t until after I kissed her that she realized the mistake. 
Then she slapped me and told me not to stick my nose where it didn’t 
belong. Bring my bill and my luggage ‐ I’m leaving. 
 
(The BELL HOP exits.) 
 
Scene 9 
Fridolin and Mr. Müller 
 
(FRIDOLIN enters.) 
 
Fridolin 
Achmed has gone crazy. I’d still like to get my hands on the man who 
kissed my wife. Maybe that’s him ‐ Sir? 
 

Mr. Müller 
Yes? 
(HE gasps.) 
Fridolin! 
 
Fridolin 
Papa! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Is that you? 
 
Fridolin 
Oh no… 
(To MÜLLER) 
Yes ‐ Papa! Here I am! You, too! We’re all here. Hooray! I’m so happy. 
You look great! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Where have you been? 
 
Fridolin 
You look great! 
 
Mr. Müller 
I said ‐ where have you been? 
 
Fridolin 
Didn’t you get my letter? 
 
Mr. Müller 
No. 
 
Fridolin 
Oh the postal service is so careless – I’ll go file a complaint. 
(HE starts to leave, MR. MÜLLER grabs him.) 
I wrote to you that I was in Switzerland. Switzerland isn’t that big. 
 
Mr. Müller 
So, you’re here attending to the family business? 
 
Fridolin 
You could say that. 
 
Mr. Müller 
You look good. 
 
Fridolin 
We both do! 
 
Mr. Müller 
They’re going to be so pleased back home‐ especially Alma! 
 
Fridolin 
Who? 
 
Mr. Müller 
Alma! Your fiancée! Look‐ 
(HE hands him an engagement announcement.) 
 
Fridolin 
(Reading the card.) 
Fridolin Müller and Alma Niedlich are pleased to announce their 
engagement. Speaking of engagements…I have to be going. 
(HE starts to leave.) 
 
Mr. Müller 
Why the long face? It’s all been arranged, right? 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, Papa. It’s all arranged. 
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Mr. Müller 
When Müller and Bröseke make an agreement they stick to it! The wedding 
date has been set. 
 
Fridolin 
Oh ‐ very good. How nice. I was worried you might have forgotten. 
 
Mr. Müller 
I rented a very nice apartment for you in Hamburg, just down the street 
from your mother and me. 
 
Fridolin 
(To HIMSELF) 
I have to tell him ‐ it’s now or never‐ 
(To MR. MÜLLER) 
Papa ‐ It isn’t good to go through life all alone ‐ Adam had Eve…. 
(To HIMSELF) 
I can’t do this… 
 
Mr. Müller 
Then we’re all set. 
 
Fridolin 
Yes, we’re all set ‐ isn’t it wonderful? 
(The BELL HOP brings in MR. MÜLLER’S belongings.) 
Papa – you’re leaving? What a shame. Farewell. Bon Voyage. Have a safe 
trip home. I’ll see you when I get back. 
(HE helps MR. MÜLLER with his coat and bags.) 
It’s a shame you have to go. 
 
Mr. Müller 
I don’t have to leave right now. This place isn’t so bad. Let’s have a little 
fun. You know… 
(HE looks around the room.) 
…you and Alma should come here for your honeymoon. 
 
Fridolin 
A honeymoon here? I never would have thought of that. 
 
Scene 10 
Achmed, Fridolin and Mr. Müller 
 
(ACHMED enters.) 
 
Achmed 
Fridolin! Where’s your charming wif… 
(FRIDOLIN cuts him off.) 
 
Fridolin 
…. charming mother!? Why Hamburg of course. But, my father’s here ‐  
visiting ‐ imagine that….great fun. 
 
Achmed 
What a pleasant surprise. I’m sure he’ll be delighted to see your lovely new 
wi… 
 
(FRIDOLIN interrupts again.) 
 
Fridolin 
My new – vest ‐ with the gold buttons! 
 
Achmed 
Aren’t you going to introduce me? 
 
Fridolin 
No! I mean ‐ there’s no time. He’s leaving. 
 
Achmed 
Well then, I’ll take the liberty. 
 
(FRIDOLIN starts singing loudly la, la, la…) 
 

Achmed 
(Bowing) 
Achmed Bey! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Müller Senior ‐ of the firm Müller and Bröseke. Are you recently married? 
 
Achmed 
You could say that. 
 
Mr. Müller 
And your wife? 
 
Achmed 
She had to leave. 
 
Mr. Müller 
You’re here alone? 
 
Achmed 
Just me. 
 
Scene 11 
Fridolin, Midili, Achmed, Mr. Müller 
 
(MIDILI enters) 
 
Fridolin 
Oh no. 
 
Midili 
Achmed! I can’t believe my eyes! You here too! 
 
Achmed 
(Kissing her hand) 
It’s me. 
 
Midili 
Come with me. I want to hear everything. 
(SHE starts to leave with ACHMED. Passes FRIDOLIN and says:) 
Bye, Snookie. 
 
Fridolin 
Now she calls me Snookie. 
 
Mr. Müller 
Do you know that young lady? 
 
Fridolin 
What young lady? I didn’t see anyone? 
 
Mr. Müller 
But… 
 
Fridolin 
Oh that young lady. That’s ….um… Mrs. Bey, Achmed’s wife. 
 
Mr. Müller 
I thought he said his wife wasn’t here. 
 
Fridolin 
She’s not. But this wife is. He has more than one ‐ he’s Turkish you know. 
 
Mr. Müller 
Did she call you Snookie? 
 
Fridolin 
That’s a Turkish greeting, Papa. 
 
Mr. Müller 
Well I’m glad she didn’t see me. I walked into the wrong room earlier and 
kissed her by mistake. 
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Fridolin 
That was you!? 
 
Mr. Müller 
How do you know that? 
 
Fridolin 
Achmed told me. 
 
Mr. Müller 
Is he jealous? 
 
Fridolin 
Like Othello! I’ll handle it ‐ you better leave. 
 
Mr. Müller 
She kissed me first. 
 
Fridolin 
Isn’t she a great kisser? 
 
Mr. Müller 
How do you know that? 
 
Fridolin 
Achmed told me. 
 
Scene 12 
Fridolin, Midili, Mr. Müller 
 
(MIDILI enters.) 
 
Fridolin 
Oh no, here she is again. 
 
Midili 
Snookie! Guess what Achmed told me . . . 
 
Mr. Müller 
She called you Snookie again! 
 
Fridolin 
Papa, Snookie, Tookie! 
(HE bows in a Turkish manner.) 
 
Midili 
That’s the man who kissed me! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Madam, once again, please forgive me. 
 
Midili 
You should be apologizing to my husband. 
 
Mr. Müller 
He already forgave me. He didn’t seem to mind. 
 
Midili 
Is that so, Fridolin? 
 
Mr. Müller 
Did she just call you by your first name? 
 
Fridolin 
(Very embarrassed, with forced cheerfulness, his face close to hers.) 
Oh, that’s the Turkish way. They always call strangers by their first names. 
 
Midili 
(Furious, SHE slaps FRIDOLIN) 
So you don’t mind if a strange man kisses me? 
 

Mr. Müller 
That slap can only mean one thing ‐ you two are married! 
 
Fridolin 
(Hand on his cheek) 
Yes, Papa, this is my wife. 
 
Midili 
(SHE goes to Mr. MÜLLER.) 
You’re his Papa? 
 
Mr. Müller 
I’ll be damned! This will never do! You need to get an annulment. The 
engagement invitations have already been printed. 
 
Fridolin 
Well, there’s been a misprint if you ask me. 
 
Mr. Müller 
But the lawsuit! 
 
(MIDILI whispers in FRIDOLIN’S ear) 
 
Fridolin 
(Beaming) 
Midili! Don’t worry Papa; we just won! 
 
Song No. 18 Trio 
Fridolin, Mr. Müller, Midili 
 
Fridolin 
[17] Oh daddy. Oh daddy. 
 
Midili 
Daddy dearest don’t be angry now 
 
Fridolin 
Daddy dearest don’t be angry now 
 
Midili 
There’s no need for us to have a row. 
 
Fridolin 
There’s no need for us to have a row. 
 
Midili 
There’s some news we’d like to share 
 
Fridolin 
There’s some news we’d like to share. 
When a bouncing baby boy with rosy cheeks and curly hair. 
With a smile and a giggle, says to you from his high chair: 
“Grand papa, my dearest Grand papa, 
I love to laugh and sing and dance with you and Grand mama. 
Come and play we’ll have some fun today.” 
 
Midili 
’Cause you’re my happy, silly, jolly, funny, merry Grand papa!” 
 
Mr. Müller 
I think your plan might work today. 
 
Midili 
That’s good because the baby’s on the way! 
 
Mr. Müller 
Me? A Grandpa? Oh what joy! 
Just make sure that it’s a boy! 
 
Midili 
But little girls are oh so cute! 
You won’t be able to resist. 
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Fridolin 
We need a boy to win that suit, 
I’m sorry dear we must insist! 
 
Fridolin/Midili/Mr. Müller 
“Grand papa,” yes he’ll say “Grand papa, 
I love to laugh and sing and dance with you and Grand mama. 
Come and play we’ll have some fun today. 
’Cause you’re my happy, silly, jolly, funny, merry Grand papa! 
’Cause you’re my happy, silly, jolly, funny, merry Grand papa!” 
 
(After the SONG, THEY exit) 
 
Scene 13 
Hotel Director, Achmed 
 
(ACHMED enters in blacktie. The HOTEL DIRECTOR enters from the 
opposite side.) 
 
Hotel Director 
[18] Your intimate, romantic dinner has been set up in the salon. The 
musicians are in place, just as you requested. 
 
Achmed 
To hell with the music and dinner. Just bring me a bottle of champagne. 
(HOTEL DIRECTOR exits. ACHMED sits at a table) 
 
Isn’t this just great? She sat right across from me ‐ so charming and 
ravishing, how could I let Kondja get away? 
(HE pulls out a letter.) 
And she wrote me such a beautiful letter…. 
(A WAITER brings a tray with champagne. MUSIC begins.) 
Listen to that ‐ and I’m sitting here by myself. 
 
Scene 14 
Hotel Director, Kondja and Achmed 
 
(KONDJA, dressed in an evening gown enters with the HOTEL 
DIRECTOR.) 
 
Hotel Director 
It’s just as I told you Madam. Monsieur Lery is here by himself. That’s him 
right over there. 
 
Kondja 
Thank you. I’ve never seen him before. 
 
Achmed 
(HE stands up surprised) 
Kondja? 
 
Kondja 
Achmed? 
 
(THEY stand speechless.) 
 
Hotel Director 
I think I’ll leave those doors unlocked after all. 
(HE exits) 
 
Achmed 
Don’t look so surprised. Do you recognize this? 
(HE takes out her letter) 
 
Kondja 
The letter I wrote to André Lery. 
 
Achmed 
(ACHMED repeats his hand gestures.) 
I’m the beloved writer and hated husband all rolled up into one. You’ll have 
to choose between us ‐ perhaps a glass of champagne will help. 
 

Kondja 
Champagne ‐ again? 
 
Achmed 
I hope we’ll raise a glass together many times. 
 
Kondja 
Under one condition… 
 
Achmed 
What’s that? 
 
Kondja 
(SHE looks at the calendar on the wall.) 
Let’s change places. 
 
Achmed 
Change places? 
 
Kondja 
So you can see the calendar. 
 
Achmed 
Why? 
 
Kondja 
I don’t want you to forget that this is only the fifth day of our agreement. 
 
Achmed 
Is that still in effect? 
 
Kondja 
Absolutely! More than ever. 
 
Achmed 
(HE takes a glass of champagne.) 
I’ll have to be extra careful. I don’t want to be locked up again. 
(THEY sit.) 
So here we are – right where we left off. 
 
Kondja 
Our waltz was lovely. . 
 
Achmed 
Yes, the waltz was nice, but getting locked in wasn’t. 
 
Kondja 
I feel bad about that. 
 
Achmed 
Really? You can always make up for it. 
 
Kondja 
How? 
 
Achmed 
Say something sweet to me. 
 
Kondja 
Okay. When I look at you it feels as if we’ve been married for two weeks. 
 
Achmed 
In that case… 
(HE walks over to the calendar and rips down 14 pages.) 
It’s time for the first tender glance. Please… 
 
 
Kondja 
(SHE looks at ACHMED affectionately.) 
Will that do? 
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Achmed 
And our first kiss? 
 
Kondja 
Not until next week. 
 
Achmed 
What a shame, I was sure I could read your thoughts. 
 
Kondja 
Don’t give up yet…what am I thinking? 
 
Achmed 
That you care for me, am I right? 
(KONDJA doesn’t answer. SHE pulls a page off the calendar) 
 
Achmed 
Ah! Our first I love you! Let me say it first ‐ I love you. 
(KONDJA tears off another page.) 
I can kiss you! 
(ACHMED looks at the calendar.) 
It says we can. 
(THEY kiss as KONDJA tears off another more page.) 
Phew! That kiss lasted for five days! 
 
Kondja 
It still hasn’t been four weeks. 
 
Achmed 
Then we’ll have to help it along. 
(ACHMED rips off more pages until six weeks have passed) 
Now it’s been six weeks! 
 
Kondja 
Already? How time flies! 
 
No. 19 Melodrama and Song 
Kondja/Achmed 
 
I am in love, you are in love, 
I know these feelings are real, 
Tender and true, just me and you, 
What could be more ideal? 
 
(CURTAIN) 


