	Hungarian Nights	2019


   Hungarian Nights

Book and Lyrics by Cheryl Kemeny and Mariner Pezza
Music composed by Cheryl Kemeny

ACT 1: SCENE 1
Time – 1888;  
Place – London, England, Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show.	Comment by Mariner Pezza: Background projections

MUSIC CUE #1  	“SAD VIOLIN CADENZA”  (LACI-could be live)
(One of Buffalo Bill’s expositions has just concluded, and the participants have retreated to their various encampments on the periphery.  Large tents can be seen in the distance.  A covered wagon occupies the foreground with a campfire and several GYPSY PERFORMERS attending to their business.  Some are seated; some are standing, as they prepare their evening meal.  One man is doodling with a violin, another with a box-drum, and a third is practicing his act, which involves the snapping of a riding whip.)	Comment by Mariner Pezza: The whip motif enhances interest, to be used through out.  Make this part fast-paced
Tibor: (To the violinist)  Laci,(luh-tsee) why so sad?  Do you still dream of those you left behind?  (HE hands him a cup of wine) 
Violinist Laci: (places his hand on his heart) I fear I shall never return, so I play with an empty heart.
Tibor: (in Hungarian)  Légyj boldog! [lay-juh bohl-dohg] (rejoice)  This new land is rich. (HE gestures) We have food, we have drink, and we have our kind of work.  So, play a song of joy! Our hearts pound with new life in this land. (slaps him on the back)
[bookmark: _Hlk1902151]Whip Gypsy:  (playing with his whip nearby, he overhears.)  Pound with life?  I’ll make your hearts pound!  (HE cracks his whip at the fire, it flares, and he shouts a Romani impiety.)  Ou faa!  (His FRIENDS joust and gest as they raise their cups.)
Gypsy Girl:  (sidles up and teases Gypsy 2)  Take care with that whip. (gestures to the whip)  Someone may snatch it and lay it on you!  (SHE laughs and THEY tussle with whip.)
(The violinist and the drummer confer and proceed to play a livelier number.)
MUSIC CUE #2	“CSÁRDÁS 1”
( The WHIP GYPSY begins to dance, slower at first, and then livelier, as he occasionally cracks his whip and shouts in Hungarian.  His friends [DANCERS] join in, competing with their dance moves.)
(BUFFALO BILL CODY, WILL ADAMS and SÁNDOR TEMESVÁRY stroll in, stage left, stop and observe the festive gypsies.)
Gypsy 3: (to a pretty gypsy girl-ANOTHER Rozsi)  Join us, Rozsi?  (coaxing) Dance for us! (HE looks up and points) The early moon rises and our blood grows cold.  (THEY coax and pull at her)
Rozsi: (relenting)  Alright, alright! I will dance . . . but only if you play my song.
(The violinist and the drummer nod and the song changes to “Roszsi, Rozsi”.)
MUSIC CUE #3	“ROZSI, ROZSI”
 (ROZSI commences to dance.  In due course, WHIP GYPSY cracks his whip at ROZSI, to which SHE attacks him, takes the whip and cracks it back at him, then laughs and throws the whip away.  SHE continues to dance and is joined by the OTHERS in a wild frolic.  The song ends and the participants settle back to their evening routine.)
Song over
Bill:  (to WILL)  Who the hell are these folk?  They ain’t our people . . . they didn’t come with us.
Will:  Them folk call themselves Egypsies, come from Egypt, I think.
Sándor:  Actually, sir, they’re Roma, but the people around here refer to them as gypsies.  This group sounds like they’re from Hungary.	Comment by Mariner Pezza: Sandor can be played straight, i.e. not dumb or naive.
Bill:  Hungary?  Why they call it that? What…they all starving over there?
Sándor:  (politely laughing at the weak joke) No, no.  It’s a country in Central Europe… part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Hungarians are famous for their horsemanship. 
Bill:  They know horses, you say?  (pauses and fixes his attention)  Sandy, how come you know so much?
Sándor:  My parents left there in ‘48, after the revolution.  I was born in America but they taught me the language.
Bill:  (looks at WILL)  Well, how come . . . them ‘hungry Egyptians’ are here?  And working for me?
Will:  They was hangin’ around the lot, looking for work, so I gave ‘em a try.  Of late, we’ve been losin’ a slew of our ‘countrymen’, they being too drunk, hurt, or just plain gone, to ride no more.  (HE chin points to the gypsies)  They said they could ride, so I give ‘em a chance.  And sure enough, they could . . . they’s natural showmen.  In my opinion, they ride a damn-sight better than a drunken “injun”.  So, we put buck-skins and war-paint on ‘em, and no one’s the wiser . . . not even you, Bill.
Bill:  (HE watches as the GYPSIES practice dance moves, and the VIOLINIST fiddles with his instrument)  I just got me an idea . . . ( HE changes the subject)  Will, how’d we do today?
Will: (SÁNDOR hands him the ledger, HE looks at it.)  Down again.  Every day, the take’s a little less.  Right now, we’re only doin’ about half what we were.
Bill: (nods to the gypsies)  Well, I like what I’m see’in over there . . . and I like even more what I’m hearin’.  And you say they can ride?  We might have another show!  (HE sweeps his hand around)  Wild Bill’s Wild Egypsies.  What d’you think, Will?
Will:  I like it, but we’re gonna have to get us some more of them damn ‘Egypsies’.
Bill:  (turns and looks at Sándor)  Sándor, you say you can talk their lingo, and . . .  you must have some kin over there.
Sándor:  (stammering)  Sir?  I don’t understand.
Bill:  (sternly)  I say, ya got kin over there or not, son?
Sándor:  Yes Sir, I do have relatives, but… 
Bill:  (cutting) Well then, I want you to go over there and get me some more of them damn Egypsies!
Sándor:  (extends his hands palms-up)  But, sir…I’ve never met them. I don’t know the country.
Bill:  Well son . . . what ya do know is that you work for me?  (HE looks hard at Sándor)  You do know that you work for me, don’t you, Son?
Sándor:  Well, yes . . . yes, of course, Sir.
Bill:  Good. Then, I’ve got a little job for you.
(THEY pause to digest the larger import, the ramifications)
Will:  Bill, you better get him a gun, he might need one.
Bill:	Give him yours. (WILL hands SÁNDOR his gun. SÁNDOR is stunned.)
(The GYPSIES begin playing and dancing to another song, BILL and COMPANY resume walking, and the lights fade. SCENE changes to TRANSYLVANIAN FOREST.)
MUSIC CUE #4	“FRISS CSÁRDÁS”


Act 1: Scene 2
Place:  Mountains of Transylvania.  
(A wagon [STAGELEFT] and a few tents [UPSTAGE & DOWNSTAGE RIGHT] encircle a campfire [DOWNSTAGE LEFT].  Two gypsy clans have gathered to arrange a marriage that will bind their two tribes.  A storm is brewing, thunder can be heard in the distance, and a rising wind rustles through the trees.  Occasionally, a full moon peeks through the clouds. There is stage business of people chatting in groups, serving drinks, setting up tents, laying out stools, removing blankets and instruments from the wagon.  A veiled ROZSIKA is surrounded by her attendants. KING JANOS & his wife, ZSOFIA, meet DSC as COUNT’S “whispering” diminishes.)	Comment by Mariner Pezza: The location is set: Background projections –Moon peeking through stormy clouds.  Pre-recorded sound, wind, thunder and whisper singing.  M.P. offers to create.
MUSIC & VIDEO CUE #5   	“COUNT WHISPER MUSIC &VIDEO”
Voice of DRÁKO: (Barely audible above the wind a voice whispers.  Pre-recorded VIDEO of COUNT in black hooded cape, obscuring his face)                                                                       Come . . .                                                                                                                                  (More wind, rustlings and thunder.  A few gypsies stop to sense the atmospheric conditions.)   Come . . .                                                                                                                                        (More wind and thunder.  Camp activity ceases, and the gypsies look up and around)
Voice of DRÁKO:  (barely audible)  Come to me . . . 	Comment by Mariner Pezza: Count is kept mysterious.  Adds interest.
(Wind and thunder diminish.  Camp activity resumes.)
ZSOFIA:  (Looks up, raises one hand, palm out, sensing the unseen signs)  Husband, the winds of misfortune rise.  Covenants should not be made this night.
JANOS:  (as a calming gesture, he touches her shoulder.)  The tribes have gathered . . . we must do what has been agreed upon.
ZSOFIA:  (still looking towards the encampment, but accepting her husband’s decree)  I fear for our son and his bride to be.
JANOS:  (with both hands on her shoulders, he gains her attention)  Dearest wife . . . I must fear for us all. That is my lot. But now (he motions to the veiled ROZSIKA) the time for our children has come, and ours must pass.  The strength of this land lies in our sons and daughters.  We must have faith that they will overcome.
ZSOFIA:  (Bows her head in resignation, takes a step, then raises her hand again, sensing.)	
(spoken)   This night, I fear, brings more than darkness… 
MUSIC CUE #6	 SONG:  “DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT”
			
ZSÓFIA: 	…and the rising storm bears more than tempest.

			PLEDGED ON A NIGHT WHEN THE MOON IS BLUE
			SUCH A BETROTHAL WE’LL LIVE TO RUE!
			DANGER INVADES AND THE WINDS PURSUE
			DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT!
			BORNE ON THE MIST COMES A DISTANT SIGH
			CARRYING LONGING, IT SWEEPS THE SKY,
			LADEN WITH ANGUISH OF LOVE GONE BY,
			DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT!		

			A HUNGER UN-SLAKED, A PEACE UNFOUND!
			A THIRST FOR A LOST LOVE PAST!
			A VOICE IN THE DARK, A FLEETING SOUND
			WHISPERS, “COME TO ME AT LAST . . .”
			THE NIGHT . . . HUNGARIAN NIGHT… CONCEALS
			AN UNSPEAKABLE PASSION, REVEALS
			A DESIRE WITHOUT RATION,
			AN OMINOUS GLOOM
			INVOKING OUR DOOM
			SEEPS DEEP… IN THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT.
		
JÁNOS:		PLEDGED ON A NIGHT WHEN THE MOON IS BLUE,
			SUCH A BETROTHAL WE’LL LIVE TO RUE!
			DANGER INVADES AND THE WINDS PURSUE
			DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT!
				
COUNT DRÁKO:
			COME, MY BELOVED, I AWAIT!

GYPSY CHORUS:   AH . . . . . . .								 
			BORNE ON THE MIST COMES A DISTANT SIGH
			CARRYING LONGING, IT SWEEPS THE SKY,
			LADEN WITH ANGUISH OF LOVE GONE BY,
DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN…
 
ZSÓFIA:   		DEEP IN THE SHA….DOWS…IT WAITS….

COUNT:		COME, MY BELOVED…

CHORUS:  		AH . . . . . 
	 
ZSÓFIA:		LOVE WAITS…DEEP IN THE HUNGARIAN…

FULL COMPANY:	NIGHT!

Song over

MUSIC & VIDEO CUE #7		“ATTACK”

(Off stage, shots are heard, shouting and the noise of horses.  Onstage GYPSIES react…grabbing weapons, protecting the veiled ROZSIKA, etcetera. After a short interval, Prince ATTILA ENTERS. ATTILA is escorting a stricken and staggering ILONA, whom he personally saved.  (Gypsy girls ABBY & OFF-NIGHT NIECE rush to help her bringing her to a stool by the campfire. 2 OTHER GYPSY MEN [dancers] ENTER with them, ushering in a noble family – the BARONESS ILONA TEMESVÁRY DE ANDRÁSSY, her brother, the BARON ZOLTÁN, her maid MARIKA & SÁNDOR TEMESVÁRY.)

KING JÁNOS:  (alarmed, and looking at ATTILA) Attila!  What is this?  Who are these people?
ATTILA:  Gentry, father. Bandits attacked and captured these nobles, then ran off with their horses and belongings.  We heard the cries as we watered the horses.  When we rode in, the cowards fled, dropping this fair lady in their haste.  (HE puts down ILONA)
ZOLTÁN:  (stepping forward, clicks his heals and bows)  Please permit me to perform the introductions.  (motioning and head-bowing to the Baroness)  This is my sister, the Baroness Ilona and her lady Marika.  I am the Baron Zoltán Temesváry de Andrássy.  (HE bows slightly and sweeps his hat, as the ladies attempt to courtesy)  This man, (pointing to ATTILA)   your son (?)… saved us from ruin, and my sister from abduction and worse!  We are in your debt. (snaps his heels and half-bows to ATTILA and King JÁNOS) 
King JÁNOS:  You will find protection here, my lord. (motions to gypsies) Hurry! Welcome our well-born guests and make them comfortable.  
(THEY are ushered to seats near the campfire) 	Comment by Mariner Pezza: Some business here
Please tell us, what brings you to these highlands?

ZOLTÁN:  The local liege of these lands has arranged to marry my sister, (HE motions)  the Baroness.
ZSÓFIA:  (astounded)  Can this be true . . . ?  You are to wed the Count?  Do you know anything about this . . . this . . . man?
ILONA:  (sensing that something must be wrong, SHE hesitantly replies)   We know nothing of him.  My father…God rest his soul… arranged the marriage before he passed . . . to provide for us.
ZÓLTÁN: (happy about this fact)  We know only that his holdings are large.  
ATTILA: (pausing cryptically) That much is true.
[bookmark: _Hlk609703]JÁNOS:  (attempting good cheer)  It seems we are bound by fate, for we journey to this same place.  Our clans have been hired by the Count to provide entertainment.  We will escort you.  (changing the subject) Enough talk.  Bring food and drink for our noble guests.  They have suffered a grave misfortune.  
(to the FAMILY)  Come join our company.  Spend the night here, then, on the morrow we will take you to the castle.  Meanwhile, rest and rejoice with us, for we celebrate the pending bans of our children (he indicates to RÓZSIKA and ATTILA) and the joining of our two clans.
(THEY sit down and food and drink is brought) 
ATTILA:  (looking at SÁNDOR) And you Sir, are?
ZOLTÁN:  (quickly stands)  Ah, forgive me.  In my distress I failed to introduce my cousin, Sándor Temesváry.  He is visiting from America.
 ATTILA:  (stands and bows)  We are honored by your presence!  (raises his mug)  A toast to your good health!  (THEY drink)  Tell us, Sándor, where is this A-mer-i-ca?
SÁNDOR:  (He gestures in a direction) Across the ocean . . .
ATTILA:  (interrupting, and raising a finger) Aahh… I remember now.  It is the land of the free, where dreams become real . . . and the streets are paved with gold!  I have heard of this place!
SÁNDOR:  Well… not quite like that, Sir, but, actually, (sensing an opportunity) I was sent here by my employer, the famous Buffalo Bill Cody, to hire, gypsies . . . uh, (hesitates to use the word gypsy)  Roma . . . dancers, riders and musicians.  For a big show in London.  
 King JÁNOS:  (incredulous)  Hire dancers and musicians?  (prideful)  We are the best in the land!  We will show you!   (HE signals for the musicians to play) 
Attila!  Rozsi!
MUSIC CUE #8	SONG	  “RÓZSI, RÓZSI”    (ATTILA, RÓZSI, GYPSIES)
ATTILA
	LOVELY RÓZSI, WILL YOU COME WITH ME?
	LEAVE YOUR HILLSIDE, TRAVEL TO THE SEA!
	LOVELY RÓZSI, I’LL TAKE A CHANCE WITH THEE!
	LIFE CAN BE ADVENTURE FOR ALL WHO WOULD BE FREE.

ATTILA:  (violin cadenza-RÓZSIKA performs an elaborate turn—then a tempo, ATTILA lifts her veil, and smiles as GYPSIES applaud her beauty.)
	LOVELY RÓZSI, YOU HAVE CAUGHT MY EYE!
	DON’T REFUSE ME OR I WILL SURELY DIE!
	THEN MY COFFIN UNDER YOU WILL LIE	
	AND TEARS OF REGRET UPON MY GRAVE YOU’LL CRY!

RÓZSIKA:  (RÓZSIKA flirts with and tantalizes all the surrounding men, while teasing ATTILA.)
	OH, MY DARLING, DO NOT SEEK TO CHARM ME WITH YOUR LIES!
	YOU’LL NEED MORE THAN FANCY WORDS AND SAD PATHETIC SIGHS!
	I HAVE SEEN YOUR KIND BEFORE, BELIEVE ME, I HAVE EYES;
	OTHER GIRLS MAY SWOON FOR YOU, NOT ME, FOR I AM WISE.
	HANDSOME BOYS WITH WORDS BEGUILING,
	HANDSOME BOYS SEDUCE WITH SMILING,
	WHILE THEY CAST YOU LONGING GLANCES
	AS THEY MAKE THEIR SLY ADVANCES.
	JAJ! JAJ! JAJ! JAJ! HANDSOME FELLOW, DO NOT TOY WITH ME!
	I MAY BE YOUNG AND INNOCENT, BUT I HAVE EYES TO SEE!
	DON’T BELIEVE A HANDSOME BOY AS HE’LL LEAD YOU ASTRAY!
	DO NOT TRUST HIS SOFT CARESS OR WORDS THAT HE MIGHT SAY!
	JAJ! JAJ! JAJ! JAJ! HUNCUT, CSÁVO!  JUST BE ON YOUR WAY!
	TAKE YOUR FANCY COMPLIMENTS, I WON’T BE YOURS TODAY!

ATTILA: (Friss – Csárdás—double-time, faster music RÓZSIKA & WOMEN dance wildly.)
	RÓZSI, RÓZSI!  DANCE WITH ME NOW!
	TAKE MY HAND AND SPIN WITH ME BENEATH THE SKY!
	LET THE STARS ALL HEAR YOUR LAUGHTER
	LEAP INTO MY ARMS, NOW RÓZSI, DON’T BE SHY!

FULL COMPANY:					
	RÓZSI, RÓZSI!  DANCE THE STEP NOW!
	KICK YOUR HEELS UP, LET YOUR SINGING FILL THE AIR!
	NOW YOUR HAPPY EVER AFTER
	HERE WITH YOUR BRIDEGROOM, YOU WILL SHARE!

FULL COMPANY:  (Dance/drum breakdown/modulation)

	RÓZSI, RÓZSI!  DANCE THE STEP NOW!
	KICK YOUR HEELS UP, LET YOUR SINGING FILL THE AIR!
	NOW YOUR HAPPY EVER AFTER
	HERE WITH YOUR BRIDEGROOM, YOU WILL SHARE!  (2 TIMES)

(Song over)
JÁNOS: (clapping & announcing)  And that is how we drive evil from the night!  Now, friends, we drink!
(HE joins the crowd, pouring drinks from a bottle. ATTILA clicks his heels and bows before RÓZSIKA, kissing her hand, then turns to look for ILONA.  An eager and enthusiastic SÁNDOR rushes up to RÓZSIKA, applauding and full of effusive compliments.)
SÁNDOR:   Bravo!  That was magnificent!   I’ve never seen such dancing.
RÓZSIKA:  We Roma . . . we dance with the spirit of the land.  It is in our hearts.
SÁNDOR:  Your performance was so full of . . . life.
RÓZSIKA:  That is because our blood is laced with passion.  That is the secret.
SÁNDOR:   (taking her hand and gazing at her intensely)  My dear lady, this should not be kept secret.  I will bring you to London!  You can perform and show the whole world this . . . this, passion!
RÓZSIKA:  (smiling indulgently, raising her eyebrows and gesturing to ATTILA, who has approached ILONA)   You must ask my future husband for permission.
SÁNDOR:  Oh!  Yes, of course.  Forgive my presumption.  I was simply overcome by your beauty . . . (stuttering)…  what I meant to say was, by the beauty of the music.  (ROZSIKA laughs, pats his cheek and turns to leave.  
SÁNDOR: (Tries to change the subject)  Have you known Prince Attila long?
RÓZSIKA:  (pausing, amused)  We have only just met.
SÁNDOR:  I don’t understand.
RÓZSIKA:  I carry the royal blood of my kin. I must marry to better my tribe. The same holds true for Attila.  
SÁNDOR:  In America, women choose their husbands. 
RÓZSIKA:  Here, a woman must sacrifice for her family.  It is the way of our people.  
JÁNOS:  (curtailing the undue communication)  Rózsika!
(RŌZSIKA smiles and springs away to join JÁNOS’s group, while SÁNDOR goes to ZÓLTÁN, looking back at RÓZSIKA as he goes. ATTILA approaches ILONA, who is seated by herself.) 
ATTILA  (head bows)  My lady, I am honored to have delivered you.  
ILONA:  Yes.  You have delivered me from one horror, and I thank you.  But, (fishing) perhaps . . . the future will bring another?	
ATTILA:  (there is a moment of uncomfortable silence)                                                              Our fate is written, my lady.  (Pause and changing the subject)                                                   It is a custom among our people, that he who saves a life, becomes responsible for that life. 
ILONA:  Responsible?  In what way?
ATTILA:  Because I saved you, fortune now binds us.  Duty demands I protect you . . . unto death.
ILONA:  Until death?   I doubt whether my future husband would approve, were he to . . .  discover our alliance.
ATTILA:  This will be our secret, unless you reveal it to him. 
ILONA:  And how will you know when I need protection?
ATTILA:  Like my mother, I have the gift of sight . . . I will know.   
ILONA:  (Grateful and overwhelmed, SHE removes her ring)  Here, take this… to remember me.
ZSÓFIA:  (ZSÓFIA notices them, disapprovingly calls out to ILONA.)                         Baroness Ilona!  My lady . . . if you please! Come close!  Give me your hand and I will read your palm.  
ILONA:  Read my palm?  You mean . . . tell the future?
ZSÓFIA:  Not the future . . . your future.
MUSIC CUE # 9     “FORTUNE-TELLING UNDERSCORING                                     (Organ underscoring begins, half-spoken in meter)
(SHE takes ILONA’s hand, and feels the aether.) 
The waves of the past form currents that leave their trace on the palm. 
What has been, points the way to what will be.
 
(She examines the lines in the left hand.) 
The left reveals the past, and is clearly written. 

(examining her palm) 
Your roots sink long and deep in this land . . . 
And you have known a love, greater than any other, 
But . . . great sorrow and tears have clouded your path.
	
(taking her right hand) 

The right… reveals the path that lies ahead,   
You hold a noble quest, deep in the depths of your soul. 

 ILONA:  I . . . I don’t understand. 
ZSÓFIA: (with profound sincerity)  
In these hills,	 the spirits of air and fire contest, 
A battleground of forces beyond our ken,
And we, who share this land, must bear the pain and strife,
But you, my dear (looking up) . . .  you are the key.  

(pauses, examines further, and is stunned at what she sees, shaking her head)                               I see both darkness and light; and the balance wavers. 			
ILONA:  	I do not believe in destiny.
ZSÓFIA: 	 I . . . I can say no more, for to speak it, will sway the course.
(SOUND CUE ENDS with – THUNDER, WIND EFFECTS)  
ZSÓFIA:  	The storm comes.  To bed!   
 (The GYPSIES and ILONA and MARIKA head to the tents and wagons, except for ZOLTĀN & SĀNDOR.  SĀNDOR pulls ZÓLTĀN DS, away from the others.)
SÁNDOR:  	This prophesy business, with the left-hand, right-hand . . . very interesting, don’t you think?  
ZÓLTÁN:  	Gypsies!  Bah!  It’s all a ruse, Cousin.  That’s just what they do, to dupe their betters . . .  and gain a coin.
SÁNDOR: 	 But she did seem sincere, and that part about this land being . . . a battleground.  We can attest to that . . . after what we’ve been through tonight.
ZÓLTÁN: 	 See!  You’ve been gulled. But yes, these mountains are dangerous.  You are right about that. Still, I don’t like being beholden to these gypsies.  They are beneath our station.
SÁNDOR:  	But they did come to our aid.
ZÓLTÁN: 	 If we had worn our guns, we would not be in their debt.  Come, we need to rest.  (They hesitate as THEY listen to the COUNT & NIECES))
SOUND CUE #10   (PRE-RECORDED/VIDEO, COUNT, NIECES, thunder, wind effects)  
COUNT:  	COME . . . COME TO ME . . . MY BELOVED.  
(the COUNT’S NIECES whisper sing)
NIECES:  	 COME . . .  COME TO US . . .                                                                       			GYERRE HOZZÁNK!  (jyeh-rreh hoh-zzahnk)
COUNT AND NIECES:  		COME . . .  
SÁNDOR:  Do you hear that?
ZOLTÁN:  It’s only the wind . . .  Come, you need rest.
(LIGHTS fade on them as THEY move away while music is still heard. LIGHTS UP on ILONA & MARIKA)
(ILONA is seated before a tent, while MARIKA brushes her hair.   ILONA & Marika converse.)
ILONA: (hearing the music & wind)  Marika?  Do you hear that?  That voice . . . in the wind?
(MUSIC fades)
MARIKA: (listening)  It is said, My Lady, that at times the mountains. . . whisper their songs.  But, it is only the wind.
[bookmark: _Hlk619650]ILONA:  (changing the subject) The people here are reluctant to discuss the Count.  They change the subject when I mention his name.  
MARIKA:  My lady, that is the way of gypsy folk.  They shy from talk of their betters. But, all agree, his wealth and holdings are vast.  He must be a very elegant and handsome man. I am sure, you’ll have . . . we all will have, a wonderful life on his estate.  
ILONA:  I dread going there tomorrow . . . to the castle.  Yet, somehow I feel drawn to the place.  (SHE dismisses her fears)  No matter. I promised my father.  It was his last request of me.  
MARIKA:  Your father was a righteous man. His every thought was for the family and for your well-being. 
ILONA:  Yes. I must do this for the family. We will be penniless otherwise.
MARIKA:    Tomorrow will come and we will laugh at these fears of yours.  
ILONA:  Yes, tomorrow always comes, and reveals what is to be.  I hope we have a good laugh.  Goodnight, my dear friend.
MARIKA:  Goodnight, my lady. (THEY hug.)
(LIGHTS OUT)
SOUND CUE #11  	“HAEC COMMIXTIO”  (MEN sing along)
MEN:	HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO                                                         	CORPORIS ET SANGUINIS INVITAM AETERNAM                                               	IN VITAM AETERNAM	 
	HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO    	
	CORPORIS ET SANGUINIS IN VITAM AETERNAM   			
IN VITAM AETERNAM

(SCENE is changed. Instruments and needed props are placed in Wagon. Wagon is moved as far STAGERIGHT as possible. Tents are removed. COURTYARD projection comes up when ready.)
SCENE 3:   THE COUNT’S CASTLE  
 (It is sundown.  GYPSY PARTY enters the Count’s courtyard in front of the castle where a group of his PEASANTS (SINGERS & DANCERS) welcome the “Bride” with flowers and a welcoming song and country dancing.  The COUNT is standing in the shadows with three pale beautiful women, the NIECES, beside him. The COUNT’S face is obscured by the hood of his cloak.)
SOUND CUE #12
SONG		“WELCOME SONG, MAIDEN, LEAVE YOUR MOTHER’S 					GATE/NOBLE MISS, YOUR HAND I KISS  	(Peasants, Flower Girl)  

					FEMALE CHORUS

		MAIDEN, LEAVE YOUR MOTHER’S GATE,
		NOW, YOUR BRIDEGROOM YOU AWAIT!
		HE WILL TAKE YOU FAR AWAY,
		IN A NEW HOME YOU WILL STAY.
		HEY NOW, HAJ, NOW!
		“COME, MY DOVE”, HE’S CALLING.
		HEY NOW, HAJ, NOW!
		INTO HIS ARMS YOU’LL SOON BE FALLING.
		
					FLOWER GIRL TRIO	
		NOBLE MISS, YOUR HAND I KISS;
		ACCEPT MY HUMBLE GIFT, I PRAY.
		ROSES, FAIR, CANNOT COMPARE
		WITH THY BEAUTY ON THIS DAY!
			
[FLOWER GIRL hands flowers to ILONA and the 3 NIECES.  The NIECES fawn over her.  THEY give the COUNT a “look” and HE nods to them.]

					CHORUS	
		WELCOME, NOW!  WE WELCOME THEE,
		THE YOUNG AND PRETTY BRIDE TO BE!
		OUR SONGS AND FLOWERS OFFER WE,
		TO CELEBRATE THY COMPANY!  (SING 2 TIMES)

					COUNTER MELODY—(RYAN/EVAN)		
		VOICES RINGING OUT TO GREET THEE!
		ON THIS JOYOUS DAY WE MEET THEE.
		HONORED GUEST, WE ALL ENTREAT THEE,
		BY YOUR PRESENCE BLESS THIS NOBLE GATHERING. (SING 1 TIME)

                         FRISS TÁNC…very fast part

ANTHONY:	LOVELY MAIDEN, GREET YOUR BRIDEGROOM!
		JUMP INTO THE CIRCLE NOW AND OFFER UP A SACRED VOW
		TO LOVE AND HONOR HIM FOREVER,
		FOR YOUR JOYOUS WEDDING DAY IS NOW AT HAND! 

		WILD DANCING to INSTRUMENTAL
(dragging ILONA into the circle, ANTHONY places her on a chair. MALE DANCERS lift the chair, spinning her around. SHE holds on for dear life and becomes dazed and bewildered.) 

Song over.    

(COUNTESS ERIKA steps to CENTER. ILONA staggers back to ZOLTAN & MARIKA.)
ERIKA:  Count Dráko Batthyány de Harkály,  (Drah-koh Buht-teeyahny deh Huhr-kii) liege and lord of these lands, welcomes our noble guests to his . . . abode.  
ZÓLTÁN:  We thank you for your most gracious welcome and apologize for our late arrival.  We were attacked by highwaymen and owe our rescue to the fortuitous intervention of these Roma.  Unfortunately, all our belongings and horses were stolen. Be that as it may, I am the Baron Zóltán Temesváry de Andrássy, this is my cousin, Sándor Temesváry, and may I present the noble Count’s awaited bride, my beloved sister, the Baroness Ilona Temesváry.  
(THE NIECES exchange subtle glances with each other and the COUNT.  THE COUNT nods to them.)										
ERIKA:  (after a pause, coolly)   We regret the assault upon your honored persons, and the loss of your possessions.  Here, all your needs will be met.  Now, permit me to present our gracious lord . . .  (motions sweeping hand.) The Count.
SOUND CUE #13   HAEC COMMIXTIO INSTRUMENTAL UNDERSCORING  &
SONG		“THESE HALLS STOOD EMPTY”  (COUNT, CHORUS)
*NOTE CHERYL needs to lengthen intro to cover entrance.
(The COUNT moves CENTER STAGE, slowly, and aided by a NIECE.  HE uses a walking cane that makes a pronounced thump on each step, building a sense of fear in those present.  He is very pale, white-haired and frail, dressed in ancient Magyar warrior chieftain attire, frightening and unattractive.  He speaks/sings in a detached manner and to no one in particular as the frightened CROWD watches in growing shock at the COUNT’S opaque language and decrepit appearance.)
COUNT: (Detached and to no one in particular)	Comment by Mariner Pezza: See 2010 presentation.  Articulation is the key.  No face mask, just wrinkle lines and white hair and beard.
These halls stood empty too long, 
Barren and bereft. 
Just the wind and the night, 
Seeping in and slowly rising.
The smells of the grave abound.  

(With anguish, the COUNT reveals his mental search through the ethereal void for the rebirth of his wife)
(Sung to ILONA)
I SEARCHED, MY LOVE. 

(HE places his hand on ILONA’s cheek—SHE experiences a slight jolting reaction and HE registers a joyous recognition that this is the wife HE has been searching for.)

 I SEARCHED FOR YOU, MY LOVE….

(HE pauses, drifting into a dream and looks up blankly)

IN A DISTANT AGE, 
WE SAT IN REVIEW ASTRIDE OUR BANNERED MOUNTS
AS THE RIDERS PARADED AND CANTERED BEFORE US
THEIR PLUMED HELMS AND FLAGGED LANCES WAVING.
THE ARMOR CLINKED, THEIR POSES GRIM, AS THE BUGLES BLARED. 
THE MIGHTY HOST CHEERED US...CHEERED US

(looks at ILONA)
MY LOVE. .. AND AWAITED OUR COMMANDS!
BUT ALAS!

(slowly returning from the dream)
CHORUS:	AH……………………………………..

COUNT:	THE DARKNESS OF AGE DREW SLOWLY ON, 
	BUT THE MEMORIES REMAINED FOREVER SO, 
	DRONING INNER VOICES OF ANGUISH,
	LAMENTATIONS OF LOVE LONG LOST.

(to ILONA again, with anguish and hands outstretched)

I SEARCHED,…I SEARCHED MY LOVE!
(raising his hand to indicate the aether)

THROUGH THE MURK AND THE SHADE, 
I SEARCHED FOR YOU,…MY LOVE …
	THEN YOU WERE THERE,… DRIFTING LIKE A SWAN IN THE MIST, 
AND THE EMBERS OF MY HEART BEGAN TO GLOW. 
YOU’VE COME BACK TO ME!
CLOSER AND CLOSER STILL, 
FROM ACROSS THE YEARS AND DISTANT DREAMS, 
TO RETURN TO ME, … TO RETURN TO ME AGAIN.  …… 
MY BELOVED!...MY BELOVED…

Song over

(ILONA faints and is caught by MARIKA.  Attempts are made to revive her.  THE COUNT ignores this, turns and faces the audience)  
 (recovering from the trance)
COUNT DRÁCO:  Welcome you are . . . and your blood…      
 (gestures to ILONA’S RELATIVES)     
…to my Keep.  Partake with us (he gestures to ILONA)                                                                 
…in the joys of our love and the renewal of our vows.  
[bookmark: _Hlk979256](HE EXITS with the help of ZSUZSANNA. IZABELLA drags FLOWER GIRL as some peasants move to follow. COUNT’S MEN stop them.)
ERIKA:  The Count cordially invites his venerable guests to a reception tomorrow at sunset, in the main hall, to honor this most auspicious occasion . . . the betrothal of our master and your inimitable . . . Baroness  Ilona Temesváry de Andrássy.  The servants will escort you to your quarters. (SHE bows and withdraws)
(ILONA revives and is helped off STAGELEFT.  ATTILA is quite concerned and helps THEM through the crowd of PEASANTS who are still struggling to follow the FLOWERGIRL as they go off to their rooms. SÁNDOR and ZOLTÁN stay behind to discuss the recent events, moving DOWNSTAGE CENTER.)

SÁNDOR  	 Zoltán, your sister….I ….  I…

ZÓLTÁN 	 (dismissing him)  Ladies of high birth are delicate. She will recover.  

SÁNDOR 	And… the Count …what was he speaking of?  I thought they had never met before.

ZÓLTÁN  	(shaking his head dismissively)   You are overtired.  So am I.  We have been through an ordeal.

SÁNDOR    But Cousin, how can you allow your sister to marry this ….this…(gestures)
Ilona cannot be pleased with this turn of events.  

ZÓLTÁN (coldly, cutting him off before he finishes) The Count is a very wealthy and cultured noble. 

SÁNDOR 	  But Zóltán, he’s so old.  And, his mind…

ZÓLTÁN  (cutting him off)  We are not like you Americans.  Here, family and duty come first.

SÁNDOR     That’s exactly my point!  Ilona is your family!

ZÓLTÁN      You are in no position to chide me!  …  
			(with a sly look and changing the subject)				
I did not expect the Count to have such lovely ladies in his Court.  I heard the gypsies refer to them as his Nieces.  Perhaps I too, may make a match here.

SÁNDOR        You would come off much luckier than your sister.

ZÓLTÁN  (supercilious, harsh)   It is a woman’s lot to obey, and a man’s to command.

 (An attendant takes them to their rooms)
(SCENE CHANGE)
[bookmark: _Hlk762784]SOUND CUE #14   HAEC COMMIXTIO (LATIN CHANT)	(Men’s Voices)			
	HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO   
	CORPORIS ET SANGUINIS INVITAM AETERNAM  
	IN VITAM AETERNAM	 
	HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO    	
	CORPORIS ET SANGUINIS INVITAM AETERNAM   			
	IN VITAM AETERNAM

(SCENE is changed to ILONA’S CHAMBERS. A chaise longue bed, small table, high-backed chair and coatrack on which hangs a medieval DRESS.)
SCENE 4:  ILONA’S CHAMBERS
(Ilona’s Chambers…the next morning.  ILONA is on the couch, dressed in a robe over her white underdress, attended by MARIKA, who is combing her long hair with a hairbrush.  ZÓLTÁN enters in a huff.)
Zóltán:  Good morning.  Now sister, I trust there will be no more dramatic displays. You do not want to displease the Count.  Where would we be if he reneges on the contract?

Ilona:  (angry and upset)  But, Zóltán , he’s so old, uncommonly old!  And his speech last night?  We are to renew our vows?  We have never met!

Zóltán:  (patronizingly  Now, now.  Perhaps you remind him of his first wife.  Seeing you must have evoked memories of his youth.

Ilona:  And who are those women?  

Zóltán:  I believe they are his nieces.

Ilona:  Nieces? How convenient.  One of them brought me this . . . this costume.  (gesturing to the ancient style gown lying on a chair)  She said the Count insists I wear it to the betrothal Ceremony.

Zóltán: (glancing at the medieval style dress) These older gentlemen allow themselves some . . . eccentricities, especially when they can afford to.  The Count is a cultured gentleman.  (sneakily insinuating)  Besides . . . his age could be a blessing for you.  We must be practical and remember our father’s last wishes . . .  (pointedly to her) . . .  and our promises to him. 

Ilona:  (angrily) If you had not gambled away our father’s estate, I would not be in this position.  (succumbing, a bit resentfully)  But…of course . . . you are right, brother.  

Zóltán:   (pats her on the hands)  There, there . . .  you rest now.  You must look your best for tonight.  After you are refreshed, you will see things in a different light.
 (THERE IS A KNOCK)                                                                                                          Enter!

(THEY are interrupted by the entrance of one of the COUNT’S MEN carrying in Ilona’s bags.)

Zóltán:   (incredulously, impressed)  Our belongings?!  How could the Count have recovered them so quickly?  I must thank him personally.

Count’s man ANTHONY:	The Count has retired for the day.  You may thank him this evening at the Betrothal Ceremony.

Zóltán:  And my baggage?

Count’s man ANTHONY:	In your chambers.  (HE quickly exits.)

Zóltán:  Did I not say the Count was a gentleman?  You will see, dear sister.  Your betrothed is a powerful man . . . and power has its attractions.

(ZOLTĀN EXITS, ILONA follows him with her eyes.)

Ilona:  (in despair) Oh, Marika... what am I to do? 

 Marika:  My dear lady, it may not be so bad.  Your brother was right about one thing.  The Count’s age could be a blessing.  I doubt that old bird can still fly. (beat) Your maidenhood will remain when he breathes his last.  Then . . . all this  (sweeps her arm) will be yours. 

Ilona:  But, how can I endure him until then?!	
				
Marika:  You must learn to live in your dreams . . . beautiful dreams of your own making.

Ilona:  Live in my dreams?

Marika:  When life turns grim, let your mind take you to another place.

Ilona:  How?

SOUND CUE #15       SONG  LIVE IN YOUR DREAMS”    (Marika & Ilona)

MARIKA:		
		FIRST YOU SHUT OUT THE WORLD, LET YOUR MIND RUN FREE,
		SOARING OUT ON A BREEZE OF SWEET REVERIE!
		FLOATING ALOFT OUT IN SPACE,
		DRIFTING TO THAT SPECIAL PLACE
		WHERE YOUR MIND CAN RISE TO THAT HEAVENLY PLAIN,
		AND YOU LIVE IN YOUR DREAMS ONCE AGAIN.
		
Now, you try . . . Imagine yourself to be anything or anywhere you like . . .	
						
ILONA:  (she gives her a mischievous look and proceeds to sing.) Very well….

(LIGHTS come up on STAGE 1, where ATTILA & ROZSIKA dance together.)

		I’M… A… GYPSY PRINCESS LIVING WILD AND FREE
		WHEN I DANCE, NO ONE CAN TAKE THEIR EYES OFF ME!
		NOT A CARE AND NO RESPONSIBILITY,
		SINGING FOR MY SUPPER IS THE DREAM FOR ME!
		THEN ONE DAY A DASHING GYPSY PRINCE 
		WILL SWEEP ME OFF MY FEET!
		HE WILL SWEAR UNDYING LOVE AND MAKE MY LIFE COMPLETE!
		AH!  IF ONLY IT COULD BE!
		I WOULD LIVE IN MY FANTASY.
		SO, I’LL SHUT OUT THE WORLD, LET MY MIND RUN FREE,
		SOARING HIGH ON A BREEZE OF SWEET REVERIE!
		FLOATING ALOFT OUT IN SPACE,
		DRIFTING TO THAT SPECIAL PLACE, 
		WHERE MY MIND CAN SOAR TO THAT HEAVENLY PLAIN  
		WHERE I LIVE IN MY DREAMS . . . 
		
MARIKA:	YOU CAN LIVE IN YOUR DREAMS…

ILONA:		I CAN LIVE IN MY DREAMS…
BOTH:		ONCE AGAIN
(Song over)	
			
SOUND CUE #16   (scene change “Live in Your Dreams” instrumental)

(MARIKA helps ILONA change into the “COSTUME”. When LIGHTS come up during ATTILA’s song. MARIKA is lacing the dress, and “fixing ILONA’s hair.)


Scene 6:   	Gypsy Encampment in the Courtyard                                                                  		A short time before the Reception.				
(It is now late afternoon at the gypsy encampment.    ATTILA is preparing for the evening’s performance at the betrothal.  He sadly takes Ilona’s ring from his pocket and sings of his forbidden infatuation. As he sings, we see Marika dressing Ilona in the ancient costume.)
SOUND CUE #17	“A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS”     (ATTILA)
	ILONA, ILONA!  WHEN I SPEAK YOUR NAME,
	MY HEART POUNDS WITHIN ME, MY MIND IS AFLAME!
	I LONG TO BE WITH YOU, TO FEEL YOUR CARESS,
	YOU’RE A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS!

	WHAT IS THIS ANGUISH I CANNOT CONTROL?
	WHAT IS THIS DESIRE THAT’S CONSUMING MY SOUL?
	WHY SUFFER LOVE THAT I CANNOT CONFESS
	FOR A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS?
	ILONA!  ILONA!  A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS!

	YOUR SOUL, LIKE A BEACON, DRAWS ME TO YOUR SIDE!
	THIS PASSION WOULD HAVE ME ABANDON ALL PRIDE.
	IT GRABS AT MY HEART, LEAVES ME NO COMPROMISE,
	A DESIRE THAT REASON DENIES!		

	ILONA!  ILONA!  A LOVE I CAN NEVER EXPRESS!
	ILONA!  ILONA!  A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS!
	ILONA!  ILONA!  A JEWEL I WILL NEVER POSSESS!

ZSŌFIA:   (Enters and hands ATTILA a fancy vest)  Attila, you must prepare for tonight.  You are the pride of our family.
ATTILA:  You made me what I am, Mother, and I love you above all others.                            (HE hugs her)
ZSÓFIA:  (eyeing the Baroness’s ring on his pinkie)  I sense the heaviness that lies in your heart.  You must not concern yourself with the Baroness.
ATTILA: (twisting the ring on his finger)  I saved her life, therefore, I must shield her from harm.  That is our way.
(RÓZSIKA ENTERS, standing apart and overhearing their conversation, reacting.)
ZSÓFIA:  That is our way, but she is not one of us.  You must think of your bride.
ATTILA: I know my duty and it shall be done.  Yet, I pity her.
ZSÓFIA:  Sometimes, one’s path is locked by Fate, and what will be, must be. 
ATTILA:  (hesitantly, because he knows it will upset her)	Mother . . . when I was hunting today, I found the bandits . . . dead.  They were drained white as marble, though . . . there were no wounds that I could see.  (nervously adding the final blow)  And Count Draco’s men returned the Baron’s horses and baggage this morning.
ZSÓFIA:  (pause, registering that her fears have now come true)  My son, we know that great darkness resides in this place.  We must avoid its temptations or fall too, like those who dwell here.  We will do our job tonight, for the Count pays well, but then we must depart with all haste!  We dare not remain for the full three days.
ATTILA:  But, what of the Baroness?  We cannot leave without her.
ZSÓFIA:  Atti,(Uh-tee) The wheels of fate carry the Baroness.  Her destiny is written in the land and the sky.  We Roma dare not meddle. 
ATTILA:  (angrily) It is her brother who has bound her to this course!
ZSÓFIA:  (with frustration, commanding)  No more!  (softer, but urgently)  I am worried for you, my son.  You must not pursue this!  I have read her palm, and . . .  events have begun.
(ROZSIKA EXITS, hurt and angry.)
ATTILA:  (realizing he can say no more to convince her, he pretends to give in.)  Yes mother.  Do not fear for me.  (THEY hug.)
ZSÓFIA:  I always fear for you, my son.
SOUND CUE #18 – Instrumental “Jewel . . . ”			
(An INSTRUMENTAL REPRISE of “A JEWEL…” soars as scene is changed to the Reception Hall where the 3 NIECES, SÁNDOR & ZOLTÁN & GUESTS await the COUNT.  THE COUNT’S MEN stand around the periphery in an ominous, almost threatening manner.  ILONA stands in her ancient finery with MARIKA stationed behind her. The GYPSY BAND has taken its place UPSTAGE, STAGE RIGHT.  The Grand Reception Hall is lavishly furnished with relics of the 15th century, hanging tapestries and candelabras.PEASANT WAITPEOPL serve goblets of red wine on trays to the guests. Some of the HUNGARIAN DANCERS are dressed as courtiers along with ABBY & OFF-NIGHT NIECE.) 

SCENE 7 – THE RECEPTION HALL 
                                                                                                         
ERIKA: (announcing)  His Highness, The Count Dráco Batthyány de Harkály .    (pronounced:  Drah-koh Buht-tyahny de Huhr-kii)  
(The COUNT ENTERS. He has remarkably changed into a handsome and virile man in his late 30’s, dressed in handsome warrior garb with a knife at his belt, much to the shock and amazement of the GYPSIES and the TEMESVÁRY’S.)

COUNT DRÁCO:   (exultantly) 
Welcome you are to my table, 
Let all rejoice and break bread,
(dreaming) 	For the enemy dines now in the halls of hell.  
And the boundless sleep has ended.
A time of bounty nears.  
Exalt, my guests! Your Lord is soon to wed! 

(HE pauses. gestures to an amazed and confused ILONA who stands UPSTAGE RIGHT.  THOSE in attendance clap, as ILONA, MARIKA, ZÓLTÁN, SÁNDOR & THE GYPSIES register shock at the COUNT’S youthful appearance.  ILONA is dressed in the medieval gown given to her by the Count. COUNT DRÁCO exerts his domination over Ilona.)		 
					
COUNT:  (gesturing to the gypsy band)  Play a song of love! 
(He bows to ILONA and extends his arm)
My lady, we begin anew the steps of our life. 
(A shocked ILONA hesitantly takes the COUNT’S hand, then sharply pulls away as if receiving a shock.  The COUNT caresses her cheek.)
You will remember, my love . . . awaken, and unleash the past.

 (THEY start dancing and others join in.  Ilona begins to fall under the Count’s influence as they dance. The NIECES approach ZOLTÁN & SÁNDOR.  SÁNDOR makes a point of nervously avoiding them but he dances with them at first. ZÓLTÁN welcomes their attention as they flirt and take turns dancing with him.)

 SOUND CUE #19  	“ DRINK IN THE MUSIC /HUNGARIAN NIGHTS ARE MADE 				FOR LOVE” (COUNT, ILONA, NIECES & COMPANY

COUNT DRÁCO  
		DRINK IN THE MUSIC AND DREAM OF THE PAST,
		GLIDE WITH ME THROUGH THE NIGHT!
		UNLEASH THE MEMORIES, ANCIENT AND VAST,
		AWAKEN, MY LOVE, AT LAST!
(2 COUPLES begin to waltz in the background)
		OPEN YOUR HEART, LET YOUR SPIRIT SOAR FREE!
		HEAR THE OLD SONGS AND REJOICE!
		MOVE TO THE STRAINS OF THEIR SWEET MELODY,
		AWAKEN AND DANCE BACK TO ME!
		
ILONA:		
		I DREAM OF GREAT HALLS
		SHINING WITH GOLDEN CANDLELIGHT,
		WITH DANCERS SWIRLING ON A CLOUD,
		AND TWIRLING THROUGH THE NIGHT.

(2 more COUPLES join the waltz, plus ZSUZSANNA & SANDOR & IZABELLA & ZOLTAN.)
		AND NOBLE LORDS AND LADIES ALL AROUND!
		WITH LAUGHTER AND MUSIC, THE CASTLE WALLS RESOUND!
		I HEAR THAT MUSIC AND REJOICE,
		I WELCOME THE SOUND OF YOUR PASSIONATE VOICE!
		WE DANCE TO THOSE SWEET SONGS,
		THAT’S WHERE MY HEART BELONGS.

COUNT DRÁCO: 
		THESE WALLS STOOD SILENT AND STILL,
		WAITING FOR YOU, WAITING FOR YOU…  

BOTH:								        	
		WE MOVE IN TUNE WITH THE SONG IN OUR HEARTS,
		OUT OF THE PAST, OUR NEW LIFE STARTS.
		THROUGH THE RHYTHM OF YEARS GONE BY,
		BACK TO YOUR ARMS I FLY!

(COUNT & ILONA continue dancing; other couples join them.  Lights lower on them and brighten on the NIECES & ZOLTȦN.  The NIECES escort ZOLTȦN DOWNSTAGE where they flirt and entice, toying with him. They dance close then they begin to embrace and kiss ZOLTȦN.  Music continues underneath, as THEY tease him ironically.)

ERIKA: (as IZABELLA kisses ZÓLTÁN, SHE pushes IZABELLA away) Does your blood race for me, Zóltán ? 

ZSUZSANNA:  Too long it has been since we’ve had someone as handsome as you, Zoltán.

ERIKA:  Yes, someone so much alive and full of vigor.

IZABELLA:  (pushing ERIKA away and speaking to ZÓLTÁN)  Yes, so very alive ! You are full of vigor, aren’t you Zóltán, my love?

ZSUZSANNA:  (pushing IZABELLA away) He is my love!   Zóltán, do you not burn for me? 

IZABELLA:  (pushing ZSUZSANNA away, who pouts)  No!  Can you not see he burns for me!?  (SHE holds ZÓLTÁN )  Do you not burn for me, Zóltán ?

ZÓLTÁN:  (flattered and enjoying himself immensely)  Ladies, ladies, please do not fret.  I’m sure there’s plenty of . . .  of . . . vigor to go around.  Enough for all! 
 
NIECES:  (The Nieces continue singing and enticing Zoltán.)
	
		THE NIGHT IS MADE FOR LOVE.
		HUNGARIAN NIGHTS ARE MADE FOR LOVE!
		PASSION AND LONGING IGNITE IN THE DARK,
		BURN WITH DESIRE’S IRRESISTIBLE SPARK!
		NIGHTS ARE MADE FOR LOVE!
		THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT HOLDS YOU IN HER EMBRACE,
		AND A THOUSAND HOT KISSES WILL COVER YOU FACE!
		IN THE SECRET RECESSES YOUR LONGING IT BLESSES
		WITH PASSION’S DELIGHT!  WITH PASSION’S DELIGHT!
		GIVE IN TO HUNGARIAN NIGHTS!	

ZSÓFIA:  (franticly pulling JÁNOS aside, over the music)  Husband!  We must leave this place!

JÁNOS:  We dare not leave this night.  Tomorrow . . . under the rising sun. (pausing to think—obviously agitated)  I have heard the stories, but only half-believed . . . till tonight.
  
ZSÓFIA:  I fear it may be too late.

JÁNOS: (guiltily and apologetic)  Forgive me, Zsōfia.  But now we must act as though nothing’s amiss.  Go!

(JÁNOS resumes playing with the band.  ZSÓFIA goes to ATTILA.)

(LIGHTS UP on the COUNT.  ILONA has fallen under his spell.)										
ALL:  		HUNGARIAN NIGHTS ARE MADE FOR LOVE! 
		PASSION ERUPTS IN THE DARK.
		A SMOLDERING EMBER IGNITES FROM A SPARK,
		A FLAME TO CONSUME YOUR SOUL!
		A BURGEONING FIRE THAT STOKES YOUR DESIRE
		AND RAGES BEYOND CONTROL!
		HUNGARIAN NIGHTS WILL DISCOVER
		THE SECRET LOVER TO MAKE YOUR HEART WHOLE!
		GIVE IN . . . GIVE IN . . . GIVE IN . . .
		TO THE HUNGARIAN NIGHT!	
(Song over)

(The COUNT and ILONA passionately kiss, much to everyone’s shock – except the Nieces & COURTIERS who applaud and who smile knowingly.  When the COUNT lets go of her, ILONA suddenly comes to her senses. 

MARIKA:	My lady!

(The COUNT reaches for ILONA and SHE falls again under his spell.  HE leads ILONA OFFSTAGE LEFT to cheers and applause of COURTIERS.  When ATTILA, MARIKA & SÁNDOR attempt to follow them, they are pushed back by the COUNT’S MEN.  ERIKA begins singing and ROZSIKA is forced to dance, along with the other GYPSY DANCERS.)
SOUND CUE #20	SONG:  “RED WINE, HOT BLOOD”   (Erika, Nieces, Zóltán, All)

ERIKA: 	
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		PASSION RACING THROUGH YOUR VEINS!
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		BOTH WILL HELP TO EASE YOUR PAINS! 
				
ALL 3 NIECES:				
		DRINK!  DRINK!  RED WINE!		
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD! 
		PASSION RACING THROUGH YOUR VEINS!		
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		BOTH WILL HELP TO EASE YOUR PAINS! 

(NIECES move DOWNSTAGE LEFT to make way for DANCERS. COURTIERS are also involved in the dance.)

ALL:		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!   RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		FEEL IT BURNING IN YOUR VEINS				
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!   RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		ECSTASY WITHIN YOU REIGNS! 	
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		FLAMES WITHIN YOU LIKE A FIRE!	
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  	
		FEVERS YOU WITH WILD DESIRE!
		DRINK!  DRINK!  RED WINE!
	
ZÓLTÁN SOLO:
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!
		PLEASURE MAKES THE EV’NING FLY!
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!
		LINGERS IN YOU LIKE A SIGH!				
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		FLAMES WITHIN YOU LIKE A FIRE!	
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  	
		FEVERS YOU WITH WILD DESIRE!

 FULL COMPANY:
		DRINK!  DRINK!  RED WINE
		DRINK!  DRINK!  RED WINE!									RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!   RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		PASSION RACING THROUGH YOUR VEINS!
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!   RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		BOTH WILL HELP TO EASE YOUR PAINS! 
		RED WINE, HOT BLOOD!  
		DANCE!  DANCE!  DANCE!

SONG OVER		

SOUND CUE #21 	“RED WINE PLAYOFF”

END OF ACT 1














ACT TWO
SOUND CUE #22	ENTRE’ACTE

SCENE 1:     (Count’s Palace Garden…shortly after they left the reception, now in his private garden.  ILONA stands with the COUNT.  HE gently places his hand on the side of her face as he sings to her drawing forth the memories of their past life together.)

SOUND CUE #22		SONG	 “THINK BACK” (COUNT, ILONA, COURTIERS)

COUNT:
THINK BACK TO A NIGHT LOST IN TIME 
			WHEN THE MOON KISSED AN EVENING SUBLIME;
			ON OUR STEEDS WE LET PASSION TAKE HOLD,
			RACING OUT THROUGH A FIELD LACED WITH GOLD.

 (DANCERS begin pas-de-deux, one represents ILONA, the other, THE COUNT.)

			YOU AND I HAD THE WORLD AT OUR FEET
AND A CHILD SOON TO BE WOULD COMPLETE
			A RARE HAPPINESS KNOWN TO BUT FEW.  
			BUT, IT ENDED WHEN I LOST YOU.

 (ILONA slowly gazes at him, then turns and envisions her past life. Visions are projected on the screen behind her.)

Ilona:			YES, I SEE IT NOW!  WE WERE RUNNING FREE!
			RACING WILDLY OUT ON A GRASSY SEA!
			YOU WERE THERE BESIDE ME AS I URGED YOU ON,
			RUSHING EVER FORWARD TO A BREAKING DAWN.
			AND MY HEART WAS POUNDING WITH THE JOY OF YOUTH,
			THAT I’D LIVE FOREVER WAS MY ONLY TRUTH!
			AND JUST AS THAT THOUGHT HAD CROSSED MY MIND,
			I FLEW THROUGH THE AIR, LEFT THE WORLD BEHIND!
			BUT, MY HEART REMAINED WITH YOU.
			THERE WAS NOTHING I COULD DO!
			AND FROM THAT IMMORTAL PLACE
			I TURNED TO LOOK UPON YOUR FACE		
			AND I SAW SHOCK AND RAGE ERUPT IN YOUR SOUL!
			THEN A CLOUD OF DARKNESS MOVED TO TAKE CONTROL.
			AND AS THE LIGHT PULLED ME AWAY
			I VOWED I WOULD RETURN ONE DAY!

(LIGHTS DOWN on DANCERS, who disappear.)

			AND NOW I HAVE AWAKENED FROM MY TRANCE!
			NOW, GOD HAS GRANTED ME THIS ONE LAST CHANCE
			TO REDEEM YOUR SOUL AND TAKE YOU BACK WITH ME!
			MY LOVE, RETURN WITH ME!
		

(throughout her singing, the COUNT is happy, but when SHE remembers her mission and begs him to change, HE shakes his head and covering his ears in anguish and denial, trying not to hear her pleas, he grabs her shoulders and sings)	

COUNT:		YOU ABANDONED ME TO MISERY!
			AND WHEN YOU FELL, THEN I FELL, TOO.
			FOR MY SOUL HAD LEFT WITH YOU.
			ANGUISH BROUGHT ME TO DAMNATION 
			AND I SOUGHT RETALIATION
			SO I CURSED THE GOD WHO RIPPED YOU FROM MY SIDE!
			I GAVE MY SOUL TO THE DARK POWERS 
			AND HAVE SPENT THE ENDLESS HOURS
			SEEKING, WAITING . . . 
			SEARCHING THROUGH THE NIGHT FOR YOUR RETURN.
			NOW, YOU’RE HERE AT LAST,
			AND TOGETHER WE’LL RECAPTURE THE PAST

ILONA:		COME BACK WITH ME!

COUNT:		YOU’RE HERE AT LAST!  

ILONA:		LEAVE THIS WORLD OF DARKNESS AND RETURN WITH ME!

COUNT:		YOU’VE RETURNED TO ME,
			NOW MY LOVE WE’LL LIVE FOREVER
			THERE’S NO TURNING BACK!
(placing his hand on the side of her face drawing out the memories.)

ILONA:	 (weakening)	NO TURNING BACK!    

COUNT:	YOU’VE RETURNED TO ME AT LAST!       

ILONA:	 (giving one last try)  COME BACK!   

(The COUNT passionately embraces ILONA, who struggles.  HE appears to bite her neck as COURTIERS & COUNT’S MEN ENTER singing. THE COUNT & ILONA disappear behind them & SANDOR ENTERS, hidden and carrying his chair.  ZOLTAN’S chambers are set up behind the SINGERS.)

*NOTE—TIBOR choreographs an EXIT for CHORUS)

CHORUS  		ET LUCIS AETERNAE BEATITUDE PERTRUI
			(and enjoy the happiness of eternal life)
			ET LUCIS AETERNAE BEATITUDE PERTRUI
			HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO CORPORIS
			ET SANGUINIS IN VITAM AETERNAM
			VITAM AETERNAM! 	(in life everlasting)
			VITAM AETERNAM!	


SCENE 2	Sándor & Zóltán ’s Chamber  (time – the next morning.)  

(LIGHTS UP slowly on SÁNDOR, who is sitting in a chair, holding a rose, writing notes in his journal and dreaming about RÓZSIKA.  There is a small table next to the chair.  On the table is SÁNDOR’s gun.  There is a couch-like bed. ROZSIKA is far STAGE RIGHT, in front of the gypsy wagon, gazing over to SANDOR who she does not actually see.  ATTILA appears behind her, not close, next to the wagon.)

SOUND CUE #23	“IF I COULD SAY WHAT I CANNOT SAY”  (RÓZSIKA, SÁNDOR, ATTILA)

					RÓZSIKA		
		IF I COULD SAY WHAT I CANNOT SAY,
		IF I COULD DO WHAT I DARE NOT DO,
		I’D SWEAR MY LOVE AND RUN AWAY WITH YOU.
		BUT, THOUGH I MAY SEEM FREE
		MY BLOOD COMMANDS ME STAY,
		AND SO I CANNOT DO
		WHAT I CANNOT SAY.
			
(ATTILA pulls out ILONA’s ring and refers to it as HE sings about his forbidden love for her.)

					SÁNDOR
	IF I COULD SAY WHAT I CANNOT SAY	

					RÓZSIKA & ATTILA			
	IF I COULD DO WHAT I DARE NOT DO,  					

					SÁNDOR		
	IF I COULD DO WHAT I CANNOT DO,	

					R & S & A:		
	I’D SWEAR MY LOVE AND RUN AWAY WITH YOU.
	BUT THOUGH I MAY SEEM FREE		
	MY BLOOD COMMAND ME STAY,
	AND SO I DARE NOT DO
	WHAT I CANNOT SAY.   
											
					ATTILA			
	IF I COULD SAY WHAT I CANNOT SAY
	
					SÁNDOR			
	IF I COULD SAY…					


					RÓZSIKA		
	I WOULD RUN AWAY WITH YOU TODAY!   

					SÁNDOR				
	WHAT I CANNOT SAY.   
				
					ATTILA		
	IF I COULD DO WHAT I DARE NOT DO,  	
				

					SÁNDOR		
	IF I COULD DO…					

					RÓZSIKA		
	I’D GIVE MY HEART TO YOU!  

					ATTILA			
	I’D GIVE MY HEART TO YOU!  

					SÁNDOR	
	I’D TAKE YOU IN MY ARMS AND FLY AWAY WITH YOU!  

					RÓZSIKA		
	BUT, MY BLOOD COMMAND ME STAY,
	AND SO I DARE NOT DO

					SÁNDOR		
	SO I DARE NOT DO  

					ATTILA			
	WE DARE NOT DO…		

					RÓZSIKA		
	WHAT I CANNOT SAY.    

SONG OVER
ALTERNATE SOUND CUE #23 for Szarvas performance only, with Gyorgy Derzsi)			
		Song	 A WILD ROSE GROWS
SÁNDOR	A WILD ROSE GROWS IN A FOREST DEEP,
		UPON A MOUNTAINSIDE, FORLORN AND STEEP,
		HER PERFUME DRAWS US TO HER BEAUTY RARE
		AND NONE CAN SAY WHY SHE BLOOMS THERE.

(LIGHTS UP, STAGE ONE RIGHT, as RÓZSIKA performs a solo dance.)

		COULD IT BE AN ORPHAN SEED?
		RODE THE WIND, LIKE AN ANCIENT STEED,
		AND SETTLED ON THAT BARREN GROUND,
		FAR FROM HOME AND HUMAN SOUND?	
		THERE SHE CLINGS TO LIFE ITSELF,
		HIDDEN ON HER LONELY SHELF.
		TRAPPED BY FATE TO LIVE AND DIE
		FAR FROM ANY MORTAL EYE.
		AND SHOULD YOU DECIDE TO BREAK HER,
		FROM HER BRANCH, YOU TRY TO TAKE HER,
		SHE WILL WITHER IN YOUR HAND.
		A WILD ROSE MUST IN FREEDOM STAND.

SONG OVER

(Song over.  ZOLTÁN interrupts his reverie)

ZÓLTÁN:  (HE ENTERS, obnoxious and exhausted from the night’s debauchery.  Sneering)  			Mooning over that gypsy girl, I see.
SÁNDOR: (Ignoring the remark)  You must have had quite the night.

[bookmark: _Hlk1492776]ZÓLTÁN:  The best night of my life!

SÁNDOR:  Have you chosen a bride from among them?   I mean, do you have a favorite?

ZÓLTÁN:  (throwing himself on the bed, He holds his throbbing head; then sarcastically) 
	Why should I have to choose? I am quite happy with all three!  
 		
(frantic knocking at the door is heard. It is MARIKA)

ZÓLTÁN:  (holding his ears)  Stop that banging.  Lord God Almighty, come in already!  			You’re making my head pound . . . worse!

MARIKA:  (entering, obviously distraught)  Forgive me, Sirs, for the intrusion, but the Baroness is missing!

SÁNDOR:  	What do you mean?

MARIKA:   Mistress Ilona did not return to her room last night.

SÁNDOR:  Why didn’t you tell us sooner?

MARIKA:  I confess, I fell asleep waiting for her.  I have only now awakened . . . to find 			her missing.

ZÓLTÁN:  (snidely)   She is with her fiancé, you fool.  Don’t interfere in the business of your betters.  Now cease your chattering and go away!  I need to rest.

 (MARIKA is crestfallen and looks to SÁNDOR.)

SÁNDOR:  (to Marika, as he takes his gun from his bag, and places it in a shoulder holster.)  			I’ll help you find her. 

MARIKA:  We need to tell Attila.

SÁNDOR:  Yes, and his mother . . . she will know what to do.

SOUND CUE #24   “LEGEND OF THE COUNT, INSTRUMENTAL

(SANDOR & MARIKA EXIT down STAGE LEFT stairs and cross through auditorium as LIGHTS FADE & bedroom set is removed.)

SCENE 3:  THE CASTLE COURTYARD  (time – moments later)		
			
(Castle Courtyard.  Wagon is stage right.  Boxes and trunks are being loaded.  Marika and Sándor arrive only to find the gypsies—ATTILA, JÁNOS, RÓZSIKA, ZSÓFIA, ZSIGA & others, are packing the wagon and preparing to leave.)

SÁNDOR:  (asks ATTILA)  What are you doing?
	
ATTILA:	  Leaving.  
											
SÁNDOR:  Attila, the Baroness is missing! 

ATTILA:  (upset, to MARIKA)  What?! How could you let her leave?!


SÁNDOR:  (somewhat amazed by his display of emotion, and defending MARIKA)
		Do not blame the girl!  Ilona didn’t leave! She never came back.
		
ATTILA:  	We must search for her.

ZSÓFIA:  (overhearing)  Sir! There is nothing for you to do.  She went to the Count.  			(looking up)  The sun is up now, so . . . perhaps she has returned to her 			room.

SÁNDOR:  	She stayed with the Count!?

ZSÓFIA: 	 Sándor, my son, you must understand . . . she was chosen by him . . . long 		before, and now, she succumbs to his sway. It is written in her hand.  

MARIKA: 	But, she was repulsed by him. He has bewitched her! I’m sure of it.
	
ZSÓFIA: 	(reluctantly)  Let me explain, my daughter.  (ZSÓFIA puts her arm around 			MARIKA, then sits her down. ALL gather round her to hear the legend.)

SOUND CUE #25	“LEGEND UNDERSCORING—INSTRUMENTAL”

 ZSÓFIA: 	(spoken over organ underscoring)

		There is a legend in our country, an old legend,
		Of a Lord who lived to the west on the Puszta, the great Plain. 
		His cavalry was renown as great riders with himself at the lead,
		They defended our land from the Eastern Hoards,
		Who were always threatening.
		It is said he loved a woman more than any man has loved a woman.
And they rode together, two falcons on the winds,
Until she fell.  (pause)
The man’s lament was great.  His lamentations loud.
He cursed the Creator, and all Creation,
His blasphemy was such,
That the fallen angel, the Prince of Darkness, heard,
And found in him, a new apostle.
A bargain was struck, to bring her back
For eternal life, for eternal love,
In return . . . for his soul.
But the Great Deceiver cheated, as is his way,
And made the Lord a demon to roam the land at night, 
And return to the dead at dawn . . . to be with his beloved.

ZSÓFIA:  	(continuing)  This Count, (indicating to the Castle)  is he of whom I speak.

(The group is silent with shock and distress)

MARIKA:  (crying into her hands) My poor mistress.  How can we save her from this 			fate?

SÁNDOR:  (pleading and extending his hands) Attila, you vowed to protect the Baroness!  			You must help us!

ZSÓFIA: 	 No!!!   There is nothing to be done.  Her fate is cast.

ATTILA:  	The future is never sealed.  Much can change, so you have taught me.  			Mother, you know the old ways.  (thinking)  We can take her away from 			this place, far away.

ZSÓFIA:  	There is no escape from the Count.

ATTILA: 	 I saved her life, I am bonded to her.  I must do what I can.   

(ROSZIKA becomes increasingly jealous and angry at ATTILA’s obvious obsession with ILONA. SHE storms OFFSTAGE in a jealous fit.)

ZSÓFIA:  	(shouting after her, then shaking her head inresignation)  Rozsika!
		There is only one way . . .  very dangerous.  
( pausing, giving them a hard stare)  
		We must kill the Count.  I will tell you how.

(LIGHTS OUT. Scene is changed to ILONA’S chambers.)

SOUND CUE #26	“LEGEND OF THE COUNT INSTRUMENTAL”




SCENE 4	 ILONA’S CHAMBERS   			
			
[bookmark: _Hlk1572715](Baroness Ilona’s Chambers… later that morning.  ILONA is lying on the couch, weak and staring blankly into space. MARIKA and ZSÓFIA ENTER, carrying with them a bowl of strengthening broth, which Zsófia has prepared.) 
	
MARIKA:  	to Zsófia)  Thank heavens she’s here! 

ZSÓFIA  	(to Marika)  She does not look well.  Give her the broth, it may restore her, and check for marks.  

MARIKA:  	(checking for puncture wounds)  They are there.  

(to ILONA, who has stirred at the touch of Marika’s hands)  
	Baroness Ilona, we were so worried for you.  Here.  Drink this broth from mother Zsófia.  It will give you strength.

ILONA:  	(waking up, speaking weakly)  I had the most wondrous dream.  

MARIKA:  	What happened last night?  You never returned to the room.  
			
ZSÓFIA:  (to Marika)  She does not remember.  It is the Count’s influence.

ZÓLTÁN:  (entering)   Good morning, all.  (to Ilona)  Still in bed, dear sister?  Oh, that’s
		right!  You danced all night with the Count.  See?  I told you he would 			become more likable, with time.  And, being with you seemed to have 			revitalized him as well.  He looks amazingly younger . . .  more vigorous.  			(noticing MARIKA & ZSÓFIA)  What are you doing here?

MARIKA:  	I was just bringing the Baroness her breakfast.

 ZÓLTÁN:  Good.  Then you can bring mine as well.

(MARIKA curtseys, gives ZSÓFIA a look, and THEY BOTH EXIT.  ILONA takes the broth and begins to drink.)
 
ZÓLTÁN:  Did you and the Count schedule some time together today?

ILONA:  (absently)  His days are . . . engaged.  Perhaps, tonight.

ZÓLTÁN:  (sternly)  The Count should not . . . solicit your attentions, unchaperoned.  

ILONA:  (She laughs mockingly, defying him, imperiously.)  I will not be denied.

ZÓLTÁN:   (HE is taken aback by her commanding tone and looks at her, surprised by the obvious change in her demeanor.)  
		But . . . since you are soon to be wed, perhaps we can make an exception, 			this time.  Still, I am available.  I will leave you to your rest.

ILONA:  (drifting back to blankness)  Yes, brother.

(Unsure what to think, ZÓLTÁN EXITS.  ILONA puts aside the broth as the music begins.  SHE reawakens to her mission to save the Count and begs God for help.)

SOUND CUE #27	Song  “I REMEMBER”  (ILONA)

Ilona			I REMEMBER . . . I REMEMBER . . . 
(back to reality) 
IS THIS A TRICK OF THE MIND?
			HAVE I LEFT ALL SANITY BEHIND?
			HOW CAN THIS MAN THAT I’VE NEVER MET
			MAKE ME BELIEVE WE ONCE WERE LOVERS 
			IN ANOTHER LIFE, AND YET . . . 
			I REMEMBER.

(drifting into a dream, DREAM DANCER appears again.)

GALLOPING OUR STEEDS ACROSS THE PLAINS,
			SUDDENLY, I LOSE HOLD OF THE REINS
			AND I’M FALLING, FALLING, FALLING, FALLING!
			AND I SEE THE DARKNESS OVERCOME YOU,
			FEEL THE POWERS PULL ME FROM YOU!
			BEG THE LORD, “HAVE MERCY ON HIS SOUL!”		
			TO REDEEM YOU FROM THAT HELL IS MY ONLY GOAL!
(hallucinating)
			YES, I REMEMBER.  YES, I REMEMBER
			THE SCENT OF VIOLETS ALL AROUND,
			OUR BEATING HEARTS THE ONLY SOUND,
			AND I REMEMBER YOU.
			YOU WERE SO STRONG AND YET SO TENDER, TOO.
			YES, I REMEMBER YOU.

(She sees her death and remembers why she has come back.)
			
YES, I REMEMBER.  YES, I REMEMBER
			LOOKING BACK FROM FAR BEYOND THIS PLACE.
			I SAW THE ANGUISH ON YOUR FACE!
			I SEE IT NOW!  GOD, SHOW ME HOW
			TO FULFILL MY QUEST TO BRING HIM REST.

			MY WILL WEAKENS BY THE HOUR.
			I CANNOT RESIST HIS POWER,
			FOR MY FLESH CRIES OUT FOR HIM AND FOR HIS KISS!
			I REMEMBER HOW IT WAS AND CRAVE THAT BLISS!
			I LOSE ALL PURPOSE WHEN I FEEL HIS TOUCH.
			WILL WE BOTH BE DAMNED FOR THE SIN 
			OF LOVING TOO MUCH?
		
	(song over)

SOUND CUE #28     (scene change music – “I REMEMBER” 

(Bedroom is removed.  Scene changed to castle dungeon.)

SCENE 5:  CASTLE DUNGEON  (Time – sundown. The Count’s men are scheming.)


COUNT’S MAN EVAN:  (entering)  The gypsies, they break camp.  They are preparing to leave.  

COUNT’S MAN ANTHONY:  (sarcastically)  Leaving so soon?  But, the pretty one hasn’t danced for us, yet.

COUNT’S MAN EVAN  (slyly sinister)  The Count has ordered . . . No one is to leave the castle.

COUNT’S MAN ANTHONY  (cynically laughing)   Indeed. The Count will slake his “thirst” first.

COUNT’S MAN RYAN:  (snidely)  And so will his unfortunate new . . . “bride”.   
(THEY ALL laugh.)

COUNT’S MAN EVAN:  Good.  But we must make the pretty one dance for us first.

(THEY ALL laugh again, but stop abruptly as the COUNT ENTERS.  THEY spring to one knee, bowing to him.)

COUNT’S MAN RYAN:  My lord, command us and we will obey!

COUNT:  		My warriors, you have served me well,
			The splendor of old shall be restored,
			With the new moon, a glorious age rises,
			But enemies abound who must be slain!

Men:  We live to serve!

SOUND CUE #29	SONG  “STAND FAST, WARRIOR!”  (COUNT & MEN)

COUNT DRACO: 
           			STAND FAST, WARRIOR, THE ENEMY ADVANCES
           			WITH A THOUSAND LANCES.
         	 		ONWARD THEY COME! 
			STAND FAST, WARRIOR, SABER AT THE READY,
			HOLDING FIRM AND STEADY,
			WE DEFEND THE MOTHERLAND!
			BLOOD AND GLORY, HONOR THOSE WHO FELL!
			OUR FOES WILL DINE THIS EVENING
			IN THE HALLS OF HELL!
			YOUNG MEN ON THE FIELD OF HONOR,
			IN A DISTANT AGE YOUR FEATS OF VALOR THEY WILL TELL!

(Men dance  a slow-motion battle.)				 

Count Draco:					Count’s Man 1 & chorus
STAND FAST, WARRIOR, 		
THE ENEMY ADVANCES			STAND FAST, WARRIOR!  STAND FAST!
WITH A THOUSAND LANCES			ONWARD, THEY COME!
ONWARD THEY COME!					
STAND FAST, WARRIOR, 			STAND FAST, WARRIOR!  HOLD FIRM!
SABER AT THE READY,
HOLDING FIRM AND STEADY
WE DEFEND THE MOTHERLAND!		DEFEND THE MOTHERLAND!

All Men:
		BLOOD AND GLORY HONOR THOSE WHO FELL!
		OUR FOES WILL DINE IN THE HALLS OF HELL!
		YOUNG MEN ON THE FIELD OF HONOR,
		IN A DISTANT AGE YOUR FEATS OF VALOR THEY WILL TELL!

(men dance, mock fight dance)

Count Dráco:					Count’s Man 1 & Chorus 	
STAND FAST, WARRIOR, 			STAND FAST, WARRIOR!  HOLD FIRM!
SABER AT THE READY,
HOLDING FIRM AND STEADY
WE DEFEND THE MOTHERLAND!		DEFEND THE MOTHERLAND!
	
All Men: 							
		BLOOD AND GLORY HONOR THOSE WHO FELL!
		OUR FOES WILL DINE IN THE HALLS OF HELL!

(song over,  black out)

SOUND CUE #30	“STAND FAST PLAY OFF”  INSTRUMENTAL

SCENE 6:  THE CASTLE COURTYARD, THE GYPSY ENCAMPMENT		
(Time - The next morning at the gypsy encampment, STAGE RIGHT, in front of the wagon. JÁNOS, ATTILA and SÁNDOR are making plans.)

SÁNDOR:	I mean no disrespect, gentlemen, but . . . what we are planning here is . . . 			murder.  Perhaps we’re being somewhat hasty . . . succumbing to the local 		folklore.  I mean, when I look at the Count, I just see a man!

ATTILA:   	He was a man . . . but now, he is something else.

JÁNOS: 	Our grandfathers, and their grandfathers, have known of this Count.  			Many lifetimes.  No man can live for such a length.			
SÁNDOR:   	He did appear amazingly younger at the betrothal.  
JANOS:  	The Count lives a quiet, secretive life, but he must come forth to renew 			himself.

ATTILA:  	And when he does, people disappear.  The highwaymen.  I found them 			dead . . . and drained of blood.  The young flower girl is missing, and now 		the Count grows young.

JANOS:  	(puts his hands on SÁNDOR’s shoulders)   Sándor, my son, you are a good 			man to question this thing we must do.  But, if you believe in the Creator . 			. . (gestures upward) and, if you believe in Hell . . . (gestures downward)  then 		you must also believe in this thing we must do

SÁNDOR: 	If the Count is all that Zsófia claims, then how can we accomplish what 			you suggest?
											
JÁNOS:  	The Count is with the dead from dawn till dusk. That is when he can 
		be destroyed.

ATTILA:  	We must locate his lair, and go there, during the day.  

ZSÓFIA:  	(enters and interrupts)  We are packed and ready to depart, but Rózsika is 			nowhere to be found!

JÁNOS:  	The Count’s men are everywhere.

ATTILA:  	Then they must have her.  Get the weapons!

	(ZSÓFIA & the MEN EXIT.)

SOUND CUE #31			OMINOUS DRUMS



SCENE 7:  THE COUNT’S SEPULCHER  (sleeping chamber)  (time – evening)		
(The sun has set.  Out of the darkness, the COUNT, seated on the bed, is calling through the night from hidden sleeping chambers- whisper singing to ILONA,.   SHE hears and goes to him.)

SOUND CUE #32 Song	“ALL FOR YOU”    [COUNT & ILONA]

**NOTE—CHERYL needs to record middle section. Work with Emma & Sam on possibly dividing some of the lines to make it more of a give and take.

COUNT: 	COME MY FAIR BRIDE, HEAR MY SWEET SONG,
		LISTEN TO MY THOUGHTS, VOICES FLOATING IN THE MIST!
		COME TO ME, MY LOVE!
		OUR TIME HAS COME, ALL YESTERYEAR’S GONE!
		CAST OFF THESE EARTHBOUND FETTERS, FLY TO ME!
		TOGETHER THROUGH ETERNITY, YOU’LL SOAR WITH ME!
		COME LOVE ME!
		
ILONA:  (Drifting into the room, circling the bed.)

I HEAR YOUR SOOTHING MELODY,
		IT GENTLY CARESSES MY HEART.
		YOUR SONG OF PASSION CALLS TO ME
		AND MY RESOLVE FALLS APART.
		MY COURSING BLOOD RISES LIKE THE SEA
		I CAN’T RESIST THE PROMISE OF SWEET ECSTASY!
	
DUET:	LOVE AT LAST
		HAPPINESS UNENDING!
		FROM THE PAST,
		OUR TWO SPIRITS WENDING 
		THEIR WAY THROUGH THE NIGHT,
		NOW WE SOAR!
		TOGETHER AGAIN, OUR SONGS ENDURE!  

COUNT DRÁCO:  (passionately kissing ILONA)
At last you are mine again. 
Do you remember when I pledged my undying love?

ILONA:  	Our wedding day.  (wistfully) How happy we were.

COUNT:  	And now we will be happy for eternity.  I have suffered, searching for 			you, through all the dark years. 

ILONA:  	And I have returned, as I promised I would.
				
DUET:	  ALL FOR YOU   

COUNT:	THE YEARS OF ANGUISH . . .

DUET:	ALL FOR YOU!
		AND NOW AT LAST WE’LL BE TOGETHER FOR ALL TIME,
		OUR LOVE UNCHAINED AND SO SUBLIME,
		OUR VOICES SOARING THROUGH THE NIGHT!
		ONCE AGAIN, YOU ARE MY LOVE!
		WE’LL MERGE OUR BLOOD, OUR BODIES
		ONE BENEATH THE STARS!					
		WE WILL ABIDE FOR TIME ETERNAL, YOU AND I,
		ONE BENEATH THE SKY!
		EVERYTHING I DO,
		ALL FOR YOU!
											
		ALL FOR YOU!  THE YEARS OF ANGUISH . . .
		ALL FOR YOU!
		AND NOW AT LAST WE’LL BE TOGETHER FOR ALL TIME,
		OUR LOVE UNCHAINED AND SO SUBLIME,
		OUR VOICES SOARING THROUGH THE NIGHT!
		ONCE AGAIN, YOU ARE MY LOVE!
		WE’LL MERGE OUR BLOOD, OUR BODIES
		ONE BENEATH THE STARS!
		WE WILL ABIDE FOR TIME ETERNAL, YOU AND I,
		ONE BENEATH THE SKY!
		EVERYTHING I DO,
		ALL FOR YOU!

song over
(COUNT passionately kisses ILONA. As they embrace, ILONA offers her neck to the COUNT.)
SOUND CUE #32	“ALL FOR YOU” SCENE CHANGE INSTRUMENTAL

SCENE 8:  DUNGEON  			

(A room deep in the castle, time; later that afternoon.  The COUNT’S MEN have kidnapped RŌZSIKA.  They encircle her, taunting her to dance, pulling and pawing at her as they toss her from man to man.  Three men are cracking whips at, and on her.  The primitive drums sound underneath the dialogue.)
 
SOUND CUE #33	“DRUMS” 

WHIP MAN:  	Dance, girl!  Dance!  (HE cracks the whip at her)

MAN 2: 		Dance to the crack of the whip, Roma szajha!

RÓZSIKA:  		You are pigs! Disznó!  

MAN 3:  		Sway those hips, move those legs, (he cracks the whip)  Dance to the 				beat of the whip!  
(He pulls her in and forcibly kisses her—[it will be on the cheek but mad to look otherwise] ROZSIKA spits.)   				
			Her lips are hot . . . just the way I like them.  

(HE tries to kiss her again and SHE grabs his short whip, trips him then steps back and cracks the whip across his back)

RÓZSIKA: 		Now you will dance for me, swine!  On all fours!  
(SHE whips him again.  All the MEN laugh at their associate’s misfortune.)

Man 1:  		She wants to learn how real Magyar men dance?  We will show 				her!

SOUND CUE #34	“PIG CSÁRDÁS”   (CHERYL needs to put together)

(Short cszardas number ensues, much stomping, boot slapping, and pelvic thrusting, to a booming beat.  During the dance they encircle ROZSIKA as she clings to the whip.)

Man 1:  		Now take her!

[bookmark: _Hlk1736184]Rózsika:  	(brandishing the whip)  Keep your hands off me you filthy demons!  You are 		not fit to kiss my feet!  (SHE kicks at them)

Man 5:  	So, you like it rough?!

Man 6:  	Grab the whip!  

(THEY close in on her and she fights like a crazy woman, kicking and swinging the handle of the whip like a club)

RÓZSIKA:  (screams)  I will kill you all!

Man 3:  	(He grabs her from behind-angrily)  You won’t be so wild when we finish 			with you.  (The rest close in, RÓZSIKA screams.)

(ATTILA, JANOS, SÁNDOR, EVAN, RYAN and ANTHONY [as gypsies now] ENTER)

ATTILA:	 (shouting)  There she is!

JANOS:  	(shouts to his men and points)  Kill them!  Kill them all!

SOUND CUE #35  FIGHT MUSIC.  DISCORDANT CZARDAS

(ATTILA, SÁNDOR and JÁNOS & GYPSIES wildly attack with knives and clubs.   RŌZSIKA breaks free but is violently thrown aside and is temporarily knocked out.  MAN 3 begins to drag her away.]

SÁNDOR:  (seeing COUNT’S MAN 3 dragging ROZSIKA away.)
		Rózsika!  They’re taking Rózsika!  
(SÁNDOR pulls out his gun and shoots him dead timed to the end of the music.[we cannot use a starter gun in Hungary.]  He runs to RŌZSIKA, taking her in his arms, reviving her.)	 			Rózsika!  Rózsika?  Are you hurt? 

RÓZSIKA:  (SHE opens her eyes, and throws her arms around him in relief, crying.) 
		 Sándor, my savior! 

SÁNDOR: 	 Now, I am responsible for you.  
(HE desperately hugs her, then realizing the impropriety, and stands and steps away.  The action concludes, the gypsies win. After killing MAN 2, JÁNOS, seeing that ATTILA is about to kill MAN 1, restrains him.)
				
JÁNOS:  	Attila, no!  Don’t kill him!  (ATTILA looks up, questioningly.) 
		 Bring him back to camp.  He will tell us where the Count sleeps.  
		(putting his hands on SÁNDOR’s shoulders)  
		You did well, young man.  Now . . . you are Roma . . . one of us! 
 
(JÁNOS embraces him.  ATTILA & JÁNOS drag the Count’s man offstage as THEY EXIT leaving the dead bodies behind. LIGHTS fade to BLACK.)

 SOUND CUE #36   “STAND FAST” INSTRUMENTAL (scene-change)

SCENE 9:  NIECE’S CHAMBERS . . . dusk			
				
(The Nieces have awakened in their chambers.  There is a chaise longue.  Floor to ceiling windows are open to the breeze and dark, gauzy drapes billow in the wind, keeping out the fading light.  ZÓLTÁN ENTERS the chambers of the provocatively dressed NIECES. The FLOWER GIRL stands in a corner, holding a tray of goblets.)

ERIKA:  	Sisters, look who has come to visit with us again.

IZABELLA: 	 Why it is Zóltán, our little lamb.

ZSUZSANNA:  He has come to play.

ZÓLTÁN:  (formally bowing, trying to be suave)   The memories of my last visit and your 			beauty . . . compel me to come to you.

IZABELLA:  Where is Sándor?  Did you not invite him?  Was he not compelled?

ZÓLTÁN:  	He has other concerns.  Am I not enough for you?

ERIKA: 	 We shall see.  (She snaps her finger)  Let the dance begin.

(2 entranced GYPSY MUSICIANS play a violin & guitar, seated in a corner.)											
SOUND CUE #38	Song:	“COME, MY LITTLE LAMB”     
	(IZABELLA, ZSUZSANNA, ERIKA, ZÓLTÁN & PHANTOM DANCERS)

IZABELLA:		COME, MY LITTLE LAMB!  
			OUR BODIES INSIST,
			WE CAN NO LONGER RESIST
			THE URGENT CALL OF YOUR BLOOD!
			DESIRE COMES ON LIKE A FLOOD
			AND WILL NOT BE DENIED!
		
ERIKA & ZSUZSANNA:

			COME, MY LITTLE DOVE!
			WE SPEAK OF LOVE
			THAT WILL SEND YOU REELING.

ALL 3:	
			LOVE!  LIKE NO OTHER FEELING
			YOU HAVE EVER TRIED.
			ECSTASY!  NEVER-ENDING PLEASURE!
			COME WITH ME!  CAPTURE WITHOUT MEASURE!
			FEEL YOUR HOT BLOOD COURSING UNDER OUR TOUCH!
			GIVE IN TO THAT BLISS YOU CRAVE AS MUCH AS WE!	
				

ERIKA:  		GIVE IN TO ME!
			
IZABELLA:  		GIVE IN TO ME!

ERIKA & ZSUZSANNA:  GIVE IN TO ME!

ZÓLTÁN:  		
			LADIES, YOUR LOVE OVERCOMES!
			MY HEART POUNDS LIKE THE DRUMS!
			AND MY SENSES GROW WEAK.

ALL 3:			THERE IS NO NEED TO SPEAK . . . 

(ERIKA snaps her fingers and the tempo quickens as the NIECES spin ZOLTÁN, hungrily closing in on HIM.)
					
ALL 3:						
			FASTER AND FASTER!  NOW, FEEL YOUR BLOOD RACE!
			SPIN, LITTLE LAMB!  FASTER AND FASTER!
			SPIN, LITTLE LAMB!  FASTER AND FASTER!
			FALL IN MY EMBRACE!
			BLOOD BEGINS TO RACE!
			FASTER AND FASTER!  BLOOD STARTS TO BURN!
			SPIN WITH ME NOW!  LET’S ALL HAVE A TURN!	

ZÓLTÁN:   		STOP!  LADIES, PLEASE STOP!  I NEED DRINK!				

ALL 3:		
			YES, YES!  WE THIRST!  WE DESIRE!
			ONLY YOU CAN QUENCH OUR FIRE!
			NOW WE DRINK!  NOW WE DRINK!


ZÓLTÁN:  		NO!  NO!  NO!    STOP!

ALL 3:			NOW WE DRINK!   DRINK!  DRINK!   

(The NIECES engulf ZÓLTÁN, drinking from his neck, as the frenzied PHANTOM DANCERS wildly dance.)

Blackout

SOUND CUE #39   “HAEC COMMIXTIO”  (Count’s Men – offstage)

			HAEC COMMIXTIO ET CONSECRATIO    	
			CORPORIS ET SANGUINIS INVITAM AETERNAM   	
			IN VITAM AETERNAM




SCENE 10: “ HALLWAY/THE COUNT’S INNER SANCTUM”
(SCENE changes to COUNT’S INNER SANCTUM. GYPSIES are gathered far STAGE RIGHT in a hallway where THEY encounter a frantic MARIKA.)

MARIKA: 	 Ūr Isten!  (relieved to have found them)  (to Sándor)  I went to your room 			Sándor . . .  and, and, Zoltán . . . Zoltán is . . .

SÁNDOR:  	What about Zoltán?

MARIKA:   	Zoltán is dead.  I found him lying on the floor, cold and white. 

GYPSIES:  (conferring and mumbling among themselves)  Az unokahúgok, the Nieces.

JÁNOS :  (motions) Stay back.  With them, you will be safe.  (to ATTILA & SANDOR)  			The day grows old, we must hurry.

(THEY approach the Count’s sepulcher.  HE lies on a raised dais exposed and seemingly dead .  ILONA lays crumpled and semi-conscious on the stairs beneath him.)

JANOS  (seeing the Count )  There he is!  We must act.  Now we shall remove this evil 			from this land!  (HE removes the hammer and stake from the sack)

ATTILA:  (tussles with JANOS for the hammer and stake)  Father, Ilona is my responsibility 		. . . it is I who must cleanse this land for my kin and blood.

(For a moment they pause, then JANOS nods and hands ATTILA the tools.  ATTILA approaches the Count.  As HE places the stake and raises the hammer, the COUNT’S raises his arm, palm up and ATTILA is frozen.  HE sits up, then stands and notices the others in his crypt. 

COUNT DRÁCO:   (angry, but confidently in command and still in control of ATTILA)
  
Rabble! … You seek to thwart me?  (now everyone is frozen) 
		Dráco Batthyány de Harakály, Liege Lord of all these lands?
I, who have vanquished armies and killed thousands of mine enemies!
You are vermin . . . you crawl beneath my gaze.  I will slay you with my thoughts!  
(HE motions with his arm and ATTILA goes flying across the room and lies still.  SÁNDOR takes out his gun and is struggling with it)
		Tonight, you will join my enemies in the Halls of Hell!
ILONA:  (She rises in front of the Count and pushes up his arm)  My lord, I beg you, stop!
JANOS:  Shoot him Sándor!  (HE sees SÁNDOR’s confusion, takes the gun and quickly fires it, hitting ILONA.)
JÁNOS:  (he drops the gun and runs to his son)  Attila! 
					
ILONA:  (She falls into the Count’s arms.  He hold her on the bench, her head on his lap)

COUNT:  (cries out to the heavens in extreme anguish)   Aaaahhhhhh!

JANOS:  (hunched over his son and wailing)  My son!  You killed my son!

COUNT:  (Ilona’s head on his lap, his arms are out-stretched, as he laments to heaven)					My Father!  Again you have taken her!
(with great anguish, screaming) 
Have you no mercy?  Will this torment never cease? 
Will this hell never end!?   

JANOS:  (wailing and lamenting)  You killed my son!

COUNT:  (remorseful, stroking Ilona)
			Father forgive me, for I have sinned!
			I have sinned like no other,
			For centuries I have anguished and loathed what I am!

JANOS:  (rising and pointing at the Count, wild with grief)  
	You killed my son!  (pause)   Now, I will kill you!  
(HE goes to and behind the Count)

COUNT:  (leaning back, arms outstretched to heaven)
			Father, forgive me!  I beg you!
			End this hell I live in! Take me!

(The Count is leaning back, Ilona’s head on his lap, arms extended.  JANOS from behind, places the stake and drives it home with three blows.
			
SOUND CUE #40  	3 STAKE SOUNDS & THUNDERCLAP

(ZSÓFIA, RÓZSIKA & MARIKA appear at the crypt entrance and witness the killing.  ZSÓFIA then sees ATTILA and rushes to him crying over his body.  MARIKA shouts out “Mistress!” and runs to ILONA, crying over her body; a horrified RÓZSIKA takes it all in and in a trance, moves to SÁNDOR.  The female CHORUS ENTERS, with black funeral scarves covering their heads.)

SOUND CUE #41 Song:	“REQUIEM”	  
			(ZSÓFIA, PEASANT GIRLS, SÁNDOR, JÁNOS, RÓZSIKA)
	
(Church bells toll.)

FEMALE CHORUS  
			REQUIEM AETERNAM ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIIS.
			REQUIEM AETERNAM ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIIS.					`REQUIEM AETERNAM ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIIS.

Zsófia: (speaks in meter to organ underscoring) 	

			And so, in this land of rising mounts,
			Where darkness in this domain did stalk,
			THERE CAME A LIGHT LIKE A NEW DAY DAWN,
			A flame undimmed that banished the night,
			The spirit of a people, THE SOUL OF A LAND,
			BORN IN THE BLOOD OF OUR SONS AND DAUGHTERS
			To shield us, when the night falls,
			AND MISFORTUNE AWAITS.

FEMALE CHORUS: 
			REQUIEM AETERNAM ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIIS.

(elevated, floating in the heavens; ILONA, a spirit in white, echoes and repeats the COUNT’S words. THEY are spirits now.)


COUNT:		MY LOVE . . . MY DREAM OF LONG AGO,
			YOU WERE THERE DRIFTING, A SWAN IN THE MIST,
			AND THE EMBERS OF MY HEART CAME BACK TO LIFE.
			YOU RETURNED FOR ME, MY LOVE, MY WIFE…  

ILONA: 		ALL FOR YOU, YOU MY HUSBAND, MY LOVE, MY BELOVED!  

ILONA & COUNT DRÁCO:
				CLOSER AND CLOSER STILL,
				FROM ACROSS THE YEARS AND DISTANT DREAMS,

ILONA: 		TO RETURN TO YOU . . . 

COUNT:		YOU RETURNED TO ME,   

ILONA: 		TO RETURN TO YOU, MY LOVE,  

COUNT:		YOU RETURNED TO ME, MY LOVE

ILONA & COUNT DRÁCO: 	MY BELOVED!  

FULL COMPANY:		MY BELOVED!  
		
COUNT:	TO REDEEM ME, AND RESURRECT ME FROM THE DARKNESS 

ILONA & COUNT DRÁCO: 	WE ARE TOGETHER AGAIN,   

COUNT:		MY LOVE,    
		
ILONA:		WE SEE THE NIGHT AND HAVE NO FEAR.

COUNT:		WE SEE THE NIGHT AND HAVE NO FEAR. 

FULL COMPANY:   AH……………..WE RIDE NOW

ALL:		RIDE THE STORMS UNDER A GOLDEN MOON,

ILONA & COUNT DRÁCO:
		SPIRITS IN THE NIGHT, TOGETHER AT LAST,  

ALL: 			TOGETHER AT LAST.  

 ILONA:		MY BELOVED.   

COUNT:		MY BELOVED.   

ILONA & COUNT DRÁCO:
			ALL FOR YOU!
			THE YEARS OF ANGUISH, ALL FOR YOU!
			AND NOW AT LAST WE’LL BE TOGETHER FOR ALL TIME
			OUR LOVE UNCHAINED AND SO SUBLIME, 
			OUR SPIRITS SOARING THROUGH THE NIGHT!
			ONCE AGAIN YOU ARE MY LOVE!
			WE’LL MERGE OUR SOULS, OUR SPIRITS
			ONE BENEATH THE STARS!
			WE WILL ABIDE FOR TIME ETERNAL, YOU AND I,
			ONE BENEATH THE SKY!
			EVERYTHING I DO,
			ALL FOR YOU! 					

FULL COMPANY:	AH . . . !

(Blackout)

SOUND CUE #42	“ALL FOR YOU” INSTRUMENTAL SCENE CHANGE

Scene 11:     “Wild Bills Wild Hungarian Nights” (London, England)

(BUFFALO BILL’S ENCAMPMENT.  SÁNDOR, WILD BILL, and WILLIAM ADAMS are strolling along, observing the aftermath of a show.  The GYPSIES are tired and preparing for their evening meal.  Tents and the SHOW BANNER are seen in the background.  The gypsy WAGON is in the foreground, behind a campfire, stools and many Roma.)

BILL:  (to WILL)  	How did we do tonight, Will?

WILL:  (looking at his ledger)  Up another 7 percent, and that’s on top of last week’s gain.

BILL:  (turning to SÁNDOR)  Well, we have Sándor here to thank for that.  
(looking up and gesturing to the sign) 
		 ‘Wild Bill’s Hungarian Nights’,  It’s a damn good name for the show too.  
(commenting on the quiet encampment, and to Sándor)  
		How come they’re not singin’ and dancin’ like usual.

SÁNDOR:  	Maybe they’re tired from performing all day.  But, I’ll ask . . .  Rózsi, will 			you dance for your employer?

GYPSY 1:  	Ou Faa!  (exasperated, he cracks his whip)  More work!?

ROSZI:  	(strolls to SÁNDOR, alluringly)  When I’m tired, I must rest.  But for my 			husband . . . I’ll always dance!  (to the violinist)  PLAY!

(Shortened version of “Rózsi, Rózsi”, which morphs into “Red Wine, Hot Blood”.  Builds to a frenzied climax, then they all collapse.  Black out.)  

[bookmark: _GoBack](The end.) 
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