No. 1. OPENING CHORUS <no. 1 and no. 2. are in the same midi file>
CHORUS OF SCHOOL CHILDREN [GIRLS & BOYS]. 

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

We’ve got a holiday!

And that is why we gaily cry,

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

We’ve got a holiday!

And that is why we gaily cry,

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

Ladies and gentlemen, how do you do?

BOYS.

We bring from our master a message to you.

GIRLS.

Our reverend pastor instructs us to say — 

That these are 

ALL.

the schools of the Vicar of Bray.

GIRLS.

We are the children who go to the schools — 

BOYS. 

And this annual holiday’s one of the rules.

GIRLS.

At skipping rope — 

BOYS. 

Peg-top — 

ALL. 

We’re longing to play — 

So we all of us wish you a very good day.

Hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray!

Hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray!

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

We’ve got a holiday!

The cat’s away, the mice will play

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

The cat’s away, the mice will play,

Hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray! hurray!

Enter LADY TEACHERS.

No. 2. CHORUS OF LADY TEACHERS.

To a slow and stately measure,

Walking out in single file,

Sadly do we take our pleasure,

Working slippers all the while.

Ah me! for how many preachers

Have we laboured? We forget!

We are the young lady teachers,

And we are not married yet!

Although 

They follow us methodically,

And they periodically

Squeeze our hand spasmodically — 

Tantalizing tribe!

Men who so insensible are,

And so indefensible are,

Words that reprehensible are

Only can describe!

Men who so insensible are,

And so indefensible are,

Words that reprehensible are

Only can describe!

No. 3. SONG. — WINIFRED.

WINIFRED.

Oh, why is my love so cold to me?

Oh, why is my love so blind?

His passion he long since told to me — 

Oh, can he have changed his mind?

As certain as I’m an only lass,

I shouldn’t have been so sad,

If he had been born a lonely lass

And I had been born a lad. 

TEACHERS. 

That’s very true.

WINIFRED. 

What’s very true?

TEACHERS.

As certain as you’re an only lass,

You wouldn’t have been so sad,

ALL.

If he had been born a lonely lass

WINIFRED.

And I had been born a lad. 

WINIFRED.

His love for me once was strong enough — 

Oh, can it have passed away?

Alack-a-day, life’s not long enough

For dalliance and delay.

Oh! why is my love so cold to me?

Oh, why is my love so coy?

A maiden had been more bold to me,

If I had been born a boy.

TEACHERS. 

No doubt of that!

WINIFRED. 

No doubt of what?

TEACHERS.

No doubt that your love is cold to you!

No doubt that your love is coy!

ALL.

A maiden had been more bold to me/you,

WINIFRED.

If I had been 

ALL.

born a boy.

No. 4a. EXIT OF WINIFRED AND TEACHERS. <no. 4a. and 4b. are in the same midi file as “Vicar04”>
TEACHERS. 

All the bold and all the bad girls

Husbands without number get;

We are sober, staid, and sad girls,

And we are not married yet.

Exeunt. Enter SANDFORD and STUDENTS.

No. 4b. CHORUS OF STUDENTS

STUDENTS.

On, Students, on!

On, Students of Divinity!

Brothers in love,

If not in consanguinity!

SANDFORD. 

On, Students, on!

JOHN. 

Oh, stay, for we are weary!

SANDFORD. 

Why weary, John?

STUDENTS.

The Vicar’s style is dreary.

SANDFORD (shocked).

Oh, Students, oh!

STUDENTS. 

Our hapless heads are aching.

SANDFORD. 

So, Students, so!

STUDENTS. 

Besides our hearts are breaking.

SANDFORD. 

Fie, Students, fie!

STUDENTS. 

We love the lady teachers.

SANDFORD.

Why, Students, why!

STUDENTS. 

They are our fellow creatures.

SANDFORD. 

And from our youth up we’ve been taught

By one and all our teachers,

That every virtuous student ought

To love his fellow creatures.

ALL.

That every virtuous student ought

To love his fellow creatures.

No. 5. SONG. — SANDFORD, with CHORUS OF STUDENTS.

SANDFORD. 

When I was a Sunday-school scholar,

I was an example to boys,

For I never rumpled my collar,

And I never made any noise;

I never spoke words out of season,

I never did anything wrong,

And that, I’ve no doubt, is the reason

My youth was as happy as long.

Ah, why was it happy? because

A better boy never was seen;

For I was not only as good as I was,

But as good as I ought to have been!

STUDENTS. 

Ah, why was he happy? because

A better boy never was seen;

For he was not only as good as he was,

But as good as he ought to have been!

SANDFORD.

I grew up to manhood’s estate,

Without having told an untruth;

I practice, I’m proud to relate,

The precepts I learnt in my youth.

I carry them out to the letter,

I’m really as good as a book; 

Indeed I am very much better;

In fact, I’m as good as I look!

I revel in pastry and jam,

I’m a terrible toper at tea;

For I am not only as good as I am,

But as good as I ought to be!

STUDENTS. 

You may tell by the look of his phiz

He revels in toffee and tea;

For he is not only as good as he is,

But as good as he ought to be!

SANDFORD. 

In me is a living example,

Of what you should be if you can,

I hope you will all take a sample

Of perhaps a phenomenal man;

For if you don’t pay me attention

You’ll come to a very bad end.

And lastly I may as well mention

It’s never too late to amend.

Abandon the pipe and cigar

And drink nothing stronger than tea

And you’ll be not only as good as you are,

But as good as you ought to be!

STUDENTS. 

Abandon the pipe and cigar

And drink nothing stronger than tea

And you’ll be not only as good as you are,

SANDFORD.

But as good as 

	SANDFORD.

you ought as

good as you ought to be, to be. 
	STUDENTS.

as good as you

ought as good as you ought to be.


Re-enter OMNES.

No. 6. ENSEMBLE AND ENTRANCE OF VICAR.

CHILDREN.

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

The Vicar comes this way!

That’s why we trip and hop and skip,

And hop and skip along!

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

He’s promised us a song!

That’s why we say, hurray! hurray!

And may his life be long!

WINIFRED. 

Here comes Papa!

CHILDREN. 

Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!

TEACHERS. 

Now let us give him greeting!

CHILDREN. 

The first of May

It is today — 

TEACHERS, STUDENTS, CHILDREN. 

So this is a May meeting.

Uniting our voices this morning

All hail to the Vicar of Bray!

Enter VICAR.

CHILDREN [GIRLS only].

Long live he, his office adorning — 

CHILDREN [BOYS only].

His humble parishoners pray!

TEACHERS. 

We teachers, we send to him greeting!

CHILDREN. 

We children, who go to his school!

TEACHERS. 

We members of his Dorcas meeting!

STUDENTS. 

We students who’re under his rule.

VICAR.

My brethren, as swelleth the ocean,

So swelleth my bosom today.

CHILDREN.

He cannot control his emotion!

ALL. 

All hail to the Vicar of Bray!

All hail to the Vicar,

All hail to the Vicar, 

All hail to the Vicar of Bray! of Bray!

No. 7. SONG. — VICAR.

VICAR. 

Your Sandford and Merton you’ve read, I suppose?

It’s a story that every little boy knows — 

How Tommy was wealthy and Tommy was bad;

And Henry, he was an exemplary lad;

Their tutor you haven’t forgotten, I’m sure;

His style was didactic, his manner demure,

Of language he had a magnificent flow, 

And his name was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

STUDENTS.

His name was the Reverend Mister Barlow,

STUDENTS, TEACHERS.

His name was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

VICAR.

Of language he had a magnificent flow, 

CHILDREN. 

And his name was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

VICAR. 

In Jamaica the scene of the story was laid,

Where the father of Thomas made money by trade,

But a fever soon carried off Tommy’s papa,

And Tommy came over here with his mama.

His clerical teacher was in the same boat,

And the excellent Henry was also afloat;

The passage was rough, and I happen to know,

Very ill was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

STUDENTS.

Very ill was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

STUDENT, TEACHERS.

Very ill was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

VICAR.

The passage was rough, and I happen to know,

CHILDREN. 

Very ill was the Reverend Mister Barlow.

VICAR. 

Together they landed in England one day,

And they all settled down in the village of Bray,

For there Mrs. Merton, I ought to remark,

Had a beautiful mansion, and also a park.

What is more to the point, in her patronage lay

The gift of the snug little living of Bray,

And into it she, her good feeling to shew, 

Inducted the Reverend Mr. Barlow.

STUDENTS. 

Inducted the Reverend Mr. Barlow,

STUDENTS, TEACHERS.

Inducted the Reverend Mr. Barlow.

VICAR.

And into it she, her good feeling to shew, 

CHILDREN.

Inducted the Reverend Mr. Barlow.

VICAR. 

Now Henry’s the Curate, and Tommy’s the Squire,

What more can their Reverend tutor desire?

Except to be Master — albeit a Clerk — 

Of the beautiful mansion and also the park;

To marry his daughter to Tommy the bad,

Instead of to Henry, the excellent lad;

For between you and me, but no further to go,

An eye to the main chance has Mr. Barlow.

STUDENTS.

An eye to the main chance has Mr. Barlow,

STUDENTS, TEACHERS.

An eye to the main chance has Mr. Barlow.

VICAR.

For between you and me, but no further to go,

VICAR, CHILDREN.

An eye to the main chance has Mr. Barlow.

STUDENTS, TEACHERS.

low.

No. 8. CHORUS. <no. 8 and no. 8a. are in the same midi file as “Vicar08”. No. 8b is in a separate file, “Vicar08b”>
STUDENTS.

Bow! Students, bow!

TEACHERS. 

And ladies, curtsey low!

CHILDREN.

Bob! children, bob!

ALL.

To Mister Bedford Rowe!

STUDENTS.

Bow! Students, bow!

TEACHERS. 

And ladies, curtsey low!

CHILDREN.

Bob! children, bob!

ALL.

To Mister Bedford Rowe!

STUDENTS. 

Whilst some are gentlemen by birth,

And some are so by station,

TEACHERS.

What others are by rank and worth,

He is by Legislation.

CHILDREN.

The justice and the common sense 

Of this we never saw.

ALL. 

Still let us humbly reverence

The majesty of law!

Bow! Students, bow!

And ladies, curtsey low!

CHILDREN.

Bob! children, bob!

ALL.

To Mister Bedford, Mister Bedford, Mister Bedford Rowe!

Enter MR. BEDFORD ROWE.

No. 8a. SONG. — BEDFORD ROWE.

I’m as sharp as a ferret;

From dad I inherit

A legal and logical mind;

I’m as clever and comely

As Lumley and Lumley

And Lewis and Lewis combined.

Yield to Lickfold I don’t, nor

To Wontner and Wontner;

I’m even with Bolton and Mote;

You have no need to call 

On Freke Palmer at all — 

I can row in the very same boat.

CHORUS. 

You have no need to call 

On Freke Palmer at all — 

He can row in the very same boat.

ROWE (spoken, no music — press pause on your player if you wish to read this dialogue).

“Now, witness, remember, you are on your oath — answer me, aye or no, were you drunk on the occasion in question?” “Well, it depends on what you call drunk!” “Never mind what I call drunk, sir? Answer me, aye or no?” “Well, I’d had a glass!” “Only one glass, sir?” “Aye.” “Yes, you, sir, you! “Aye!” “Answer my question, sir!” “I’ve answered it.” “No, sir; you asked another. You said ‘I?’” “Well, you told me to say aye or no.” “Really, m’lud, in the course of my professional experience — ” (resumes seat.)

ROWE. 

A witness I’ll bustle

As well as Charles Russell,

Sir Edward I equal in skill.

I’m a Lockwood at larks

And at hitting my marks

I’m a second edition of Gill.

CHORUS. 

He’s a Lockwood at larks

And at hitting his marks

He’s a second edition of Gill!

ROWE.

But when one fine morning

The bench I’m adorning — 

And one day I mean to be there — 

You will find, all the knowledge

I’ve learnt in life’s college

Has disappeared into thin air.

In my ignorance crass

I shall be such an ass,

The grass itself won’t be as green;

In my innocence — well, 

I shall fairly excel

Mister Gilbert’s young maid of fifteen!

CHORUS. 

In his innocence— well, 

He will fairly excel

Mister Gilbert’s young maid of fifteen!

ROWE (spoken, no music — press pause again on your player if you wish to read this dialogue).

“Spoof? What is spoof?” “Spoof, m’lud, is a slang term, signifying” — “Slang! what is slang?” “Slang, m’lud, is a sort of spoken shorthand, compressing the greatest possible quantity of meaning into the smallest possible quantity of words — a summing-up, in fact, m’lud.” “I do not find any mention of the word, “spoof,” in Johnson’s Dictionary.” “No, m’lud, the word is not to be found in Johnson, I admit.” “If your ludship pleases, may I, as amicus curiæ, be permitted to explain that “spoof” is the name colloquially applied to the game that lawyers play with their clients.” “Oh, thank you, Mr. Lockwood — now I understand.” “If y’ludship pleases.”

ROWE.

But about my pretense

Of supreme innocence

There’ll be just a suspicion of fudge

For the baby unborn

Is not such a greenhorn

As the octogenarian judge!

CHORUS. 

No, the baby unborn

Is not such a greenhorn

ALL.

As the octogenarian judge!

No. 8b. EXIT. <this number is a separate file, “Vicar08b”>
CHILDREN, TEACHERS, STUDENTS

Good morning, dear Vicar, good morning. 

CHILDREN, TEACHERS. 

We curtsey and go on our way.

VICAR.

Good morning, my brethren, good morning.

CHILDREN, TEACHERS, STUDENTS

Long life to the Vicar of Bray!

Exeunt CHORUS.
No. 9. ENTRANCE OF MRS. MERTON.

MRS. MERTON (without).

Has anyone seen the Pytchley pack?

Has anyone met the Quorn?

Or a handsome youth on a horse’s back,

Who carries a bugle horn?

No. 10. TRIO. — MRS. MERTON, VICAR, and ROWE. <no. 10 and no. 11 are in the same midi file>
ROWE. 

Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll wish you good day

I’ve a sort of a feeling that I’m in the way.

MRS. MERTON.

Oh, dear me, no!

VICAR.

Not a bit of it, Rowe.

ROWE.

I am perfectly certain that I am de trop.

MRS. MERTON, VICAR.

de trop.

ROWE.

de trop.

VICAR.

Oh, Bedford, what nonsense! now, don’t run away!

MRS. MERTON.

My dear Mr. Rowe, I implore you to stay.

ROWE.

Oh, dear me, no, I had much rather go.

It is perfectly evident I am de trop.

	MRS. MERTON.

For goodness sake, don’t be,

For goodness sake, don’t be 

absurd, Mr. Rowe.
	VICAR. 

There isn’t the slightest, 

There isn’t the slightest 

occasion to go.
	ROWE.

I’m perfectly certain, 

I’m perfectly certain 

that I am de trop.


Exit ROWE.

VICAR. 

We are alone! the lawyer’s gone at last!

MRS. MERTON. 

We are alone! Why beats my heart so fast?

No. 11. DUET. — MRS. MERTON and VICAR.

VICAR. 

My dear Mistress Merton, pray cease these alarms!

My reverend office suspicion disarms.

This coyness is prompted by excellent taste,

But neither of us has a moment to waste,

So don’t shilly-shally, but wed while you can!

MRS. MERTON. 

Go along with you, will you, you obstinate man!

VICAR. 

Oh, walk in the footsteps of Eleanor Ann!

MRS. MERTON. 

You know very well you’ve been married before,

And the late Mistress Barlow had beauty galore,

Whatever, such being the case, can you see

To admire in a middle-aged widow like me?

VICAR. 

The late Mistress Barlow was nothing to you,

MRS. MERTON. 

Oh, you obstinate man, go along with you, do,

VICAR. 

Oh, put yourself into Ann Eleanor’s shoe.

VICAR. 

Matilda, enough of this excellent taste,

And let me encircle that matronly waist!

Remember the time will be soon out of joint,

So don’t shilly-shally, but come to the point!

Oh, come to the arms that are waiting for you!

MRS. MERTON. 

Oh, you excellent man, I don’t mind if I do,

VICAR. 

Well, I’m sure that is quite the best thing you can do.

DANCE. 

No. 12. DUET. — WINIFRED and SANDFORD.

SANDFORD. 

Tell me, and oh tell me true, love,

Will thy heart be ever mine?

Tell me, will those eyes of blue, love,

Ever on my pathway shine?

Life is not a marriage measure;

Though our spirits bound awhile,

Love is pain as well as pleasure,

And must weep as well as smile;

WINIFRED.

Yes, I tell thee, 

	WINIFRED.

tell thee true, love

With my

blue eyes

fixed on thine

Naught

shall come be-

tween us two, love —

Come between thy

heart and mine, thy

heart and mine!
	SANDFORD.

Tell oh tell me

true, love, 

With thy blue

eyes fixed on

mine

Naught shall come be-

tween us two, love —

Come between thy

heart and mine!


WINIFRED. 

Yes, I tell thee, tell thee true, love,

Thou art mine and I am thine!

Look into mine eyes of blue, love,

And my inmost heart divine.

She who loveth, loveth ever,

Through the sunshine, through the rain,

Loveth on without endeavour.

Though her heart be only pain.

Yes, I tell thee,

	WINIFRED.

tell thee true, love

With my

blue eyes

fixed on thine

Naught

shall come be-

tween us two, love —

Come between thy

heart and mine, thy

heart and mine!
	SANDFORD.

Tell oh tell me

true, love, 

With thy blue

eyes fixed on

mine

Naught shall come be-

tween us two, love —

Come between thy

heart and mine!


No. 13. CHORUS OF HUNTSMEN AND SOLO.

HUNTSMEN. 

Jolly, jolly huntsmen, huntsmen we!

You should see us riding ’cross countree!

Hunting with the Pytchley, hunting with the Quorn,

Yoiks, tally-ho, boys! sound the bugle horn!

	TENORS.

Yo-

o
	BASSES.

Jolly, jolly huntsmen,

huntsmen we!


HUNTSMEN. 

You should see us riding ’cross countree!

Hunting with the Pytchley, hunting with the Quorn,

Yoiks, tally-ho, boys! sound the bugle horn!

TOMMY MERTON.

Our chorus is somewhat peculiar

Perhaps you’ve not heard it before,

But if you won’t think we unruly are,

We’ll presently give you some more.

To tell you the truth of the matter 

We’re none of us huntsmen at all,

We only create a great clatter

And hulloa and halloa and bawl!

We join in the meet and view hallo

And then we are prudently dumb

For if we attempted to follow

To grief we should certainly come.

Although as fox hunters we’re painted

Our portraits are hanging at home

The brush with which we are acquainted

Is that which is used with a comb.

We purchased these picturesque raiments,

Though there no more huntsmen than earls,

(And settle by quarterly payments)

Because it goes down with the girls.

We flatter ourselves, our collective

Appearance is rather the thing;

The bugle horn’s very effective,

And that’s why we halloa and sing.

HUNTSMEN. 

Jolly, jolly huntsmen, huntsmen we!

You should see us riding ’cross countree!

Hunting with the Pytchley, hunting with the Quorn,

Yoiks, tally-ho, boys! sound the bugle horn!

	TENORS.

Yo-

o
	BASSES.

Jolly, jolly huntsmen,

huntsmen we!


HUNTSMEN. 

You should see us riding ’cross countree!

Hunting with the Pytchley, hunting with the Quorn,

Yoiks, tally-ho, boys! sound the bugle horn!

No. 14. CHORUS. 

CORPS DE BALLET [S.S.]

Please to make way for us, please to make way!

Way for a Terpsichorean display!

Don’t be alarmed, we are clothed to the feet

In a becoming accordion pleat, a becoming accordion pleat!

Don’t be alarmed, we are clothed to the feet

In a becoming accordion pleat.

CYNTHIA.

Into place sliding,

Gracefully gliding,

Eyeing the house with a languid eye,

Soberly setting,

And pirouetting

Oh, did you ever see maids so shy?

AGATHA. 

Petticoats twinkling,

Give but an inkling,

Modest and mystic, of ankles and feet;

CYNTHIA, AGATHA. 

Flounces ad libit,

Is all we exhibit

Under the modern accordion pleat.

ALL. 

Petticoats twinkling,

Give but an inkling,

Modest and mystic, of ankles and feet;

Flounces ad libit,

Is all we exhibit

Under the modern accordion pleat, the modern accordion pleat.

Enter NELLY BLY.

No. 15. DANCE. <no. 15 and no. 15a. are in the same midi file>
[Dedicated to the Misses Maggie and Kate Saville Clarke.]

Re-enter OMNES.

No. 15a. ENSEMBLE. 

TEACHERS, STUDENTS.

Oh! shocking sight to meet a pious eye!

Speak, someone speak! this scandal justify!

No. 16. FINALE.

SANDFORD. 

Back, students, back,

Cast not these sidelong glances!

STUDENTS (to BALLET). 

Sisters in love!

TEACHERS (to STUDENTS). 

They are not your fiancées!

VICAR.

Stay, Sandford, stay!

And hear me make confession!

What I have heard today

Has made a deep impression!

I’m Low at present, no one Lower — 

But now, Low Church, good-bye!

I mean to be a theatre-goer,

And generally, generally High!

ALL. 

And generally, generally High!

CHILDREN.

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

BALLET, STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN. 

Hurray! for Nelly Bly!

SANDFORD. 


Alack the day!

CHILDREN. 

Hurray! hurray!

ALL.

He’s going to be High,

He’s going to be High, High, High!

VICAR.

Henceforth, I proclaim a vendetta

Against Evangelical ways;

In a chasuble and a biretta

The wrath of my bishop I’ll raise!

I was always a bit of a sham!

Consistency’s nothing to me!

So I’ll be no longer as Low as I am,

But as High as I oughtn’t to be!

ALL. 

What terrible language is this?

He says we shall presently see

That he’ll be no longer as Low as he is

But as High as he oughtn’t to be, 

As High as he oughtn’t, he oughtn’t to be!

ROWE.

Great is my learning and research 

In all pertaining to the church — 

I’ll just give you a sample!

ALL. 

He’ll just give us a sample!

ROWE.

Whatever Mr. Barlow be,

Or High or Low, it’s clear to me

His students of divinity

Must follow his example.

VICAR.

Not a doubt of it, Rowe, that is certainly so.

MRS. MERTON.

To argue the matter is really de trop.

ALL.

To argue the matter, to argue the matter is really de trop.

SANDFORD.

I, rather than infringe the law,

To foreign climes will go;

The Casowary and Choctaw

Shall cheer me in my woe.

WINIFRED.

Oh, do not leave me, 

Do not leave me so.

CHORUS.

Do not leave her so.

WINIFRED.

Speak to me, Henry

Say why need you go.

CHORUS.

Say why need you go.

SANDFORD.

’Tis duty calls me hence, I must not stay.

CHORUS.

He must obey

WINIFRED.

If duty calls you,

HUNTSMEN.

If duty calls, 

WINIFRED.

If duty

	WINIFRED.

calls you

then
	CHORUS.

if duty 

calls


WINIFRED.

then you must not stay, you must not stay. 

ALL.

Heroic girl!

ROWE (to VICAR).

This is your own contriving!

This is your own contriving!

VICAR 

I can’t make out at what on earth you’re driving.

SANDFORD. 

Farewell, students!

STUDENTS. 

Farewell, Henry!

SANDFORD.

Grief of mine no words can tell.

CHILDREN.

Farewell, Henry!

SANDFORD.

Farewell, children! 

I can only say 

ALL.

Farewell! farewell! farewell! farewell! farewell!

WINIFRED, SANDFORD.

Farewell!

ALL.

Farewell!

Exit SANDFORD

VICAR.

But whither tends your argument?

I fail to see to what extent

Your premises you carry.

ROWE.

All being High, I beg to state

It will be your untoward fate

For ever to be celibate,

So none of you, so none of you can marry.

ALL.

Oh! horror! misery! despair!

However long we/they tarry

The thought is more than we/they can bear!

We/They none of us/them can marry!

Oh! horror! misery! despair!

However long we/they tarry

The thought is more than we/they can bear!

We/They none of us/them, 

We/They none of us/them can marry,

can marry!

END OF ACT I. 

ACT II.

ENTR’ACTE. <The entr’acte and no. 17 are in the same midi file “Vicar17”>
No. 17. CHORUS OF LADY TEACHERS.

1ST SOPRANOS. 

Listen to the merry 

	1ST SOPRANOS.

music

of the
	2ND SOPRANOS. 

Listen to the merry 

music of the


ALL.

bells,

Wedding bells, wedding bells, 

Sweet is the tale it tells!

1ST SOPRANOS. 

Now it coyly carols — 

	1ST SOPRANOS.

now it

soars and
	2ND SOPRANOS. 

Now it coyly carols —

now it soars and


ALL.

swells,

Singing their madrigal, list to the bells!

Chiming, chiming! 

Ringing out cheerily, “Sigh not so wearily,

Though sorrow smite you again and again,”

Carolling merrily, telling us verily

Life has its pleasure as well as its pain!

Listen to the merry music of the bells,

Wedding bells, wedding bells!

Chiming, list to the bells!

Chiming, list to the bells!

No. 18. CONCERTED PIECE.

STUDENTS. 

What is life? a dreary desert; hapless, hopeless, pilgrims we,

Doomed for ever and for ever to celibacy!

Cruel maids, we stand before you,

Broken-hearted, bruised men;

Knowing well how we adore you,

Will you not adore again?

TEACHERS.

You robbed us of our peace of mind,

The Huntsmen have restored it.

STUDENTS.

We’ll marry you, if you’ll be kind.

TEACHERS. 

Oh, no, you can’t afford it!

Exit TEACHERS.

STUDENTS. 

Single ever, married never, piteous is our fate!

Enter VICAR.

VICAR. 

Life is a Gregorian measure long and desolate!

No. 19. SONG. — VICAR and CHORUS OF STUDENTS.

VICAR. 

A maiden who marries, her steps may retrace — 

STUDENTS. 


Pace the Jackson case!

VICAR.

She may kick up her heels up all over the place

STUDENTS.

Vide the Jackson case!

VICAR.

A husband’s no longer a right to the wife — 

STUDENTS.

E.g. the Jackson case!

VICAR.

But still he is bound to support her for life

STUDENTS. 


Good, good old Jackson case!

VICAR.

The old superstition,

That wives have a mission,

Is slapped in the face — 

STUDENTS.

By the Jackson case!

VICAR.

The old superstition,

That wives have a mission,

STUDENTS.

Is slapped in the face — 

By the Jackson case!

VICAR. 

But mark you, a bridegroom has just the same grace — 

STUDENTS.

N.B. the Jackson case!

VICAR.

A husband may also kick over the trace — 

STUDENTS.

Pace the Jackson case!

VICAR.

A man and a woman are married for life — 

STUDENTS.

E.g. the Jackson case!

VICAR. 

But a husband’s not bound to go home with his wife!

STUDENTS.

Good, good old Jackson case!

VICAR.

The female opinion,

That man is a minion

Is slapped in the face — 

STUDENTS. 

By the Jackson case!

VICAR.

The female opinion,

That man is a minion

STUDENTS. 

Is slapped in the face — 

By the Jackson case!

VICAR.

The Jackson decision is excellent law.

STUDENTS.

Good law, the Jackson case!

VICAR. 

And if anybody’s inclined to say “pshaw!”

STUDENTS.

“Pooh! Pooh! the Jackson case!”

VICAR. 

The reason is simply they don’t understand

STUDENTS.

Either the Jackson case. — 

VICAR.

Or what has been always the law of the land — 

STUDENTS.

I.e. the Jackson case!

VICAR.

A prevalent error,

That wedlock’s a terror

Is slapped in the face — 

STUDENTS.

By the Jackson case!

VICAR.

A prevalent error,

That wedlock’s a terror

Is 

ALL.

slapped

VICAR.

in the face,

STUDENTS.

Is slapped in the face, 

Is 

ALL.

Slapped in the face 

By the Jackson case!

DANCE. 

No. 20. DUET. — MRS. MERTON and VICAR.

MRS. MERTON.

Dearest Vicar, tell me why

Have you grown so cold and shy?

Why have you so altered, why?

VICAR.

’Cause I’m High, ma’am, ’cause I’m High!

Married we can never be;

You must not make love to me.

Such a course, you surely see,

Outrages propriety.

MRS. MERTON. 

Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!

VICAR.

Don’t ejaculate so, so!

MRS. MERTON.

Will you not turn Low, Low, Low?

VICAR.

No, I tell you, no, no, no!

MRS. MERTON.

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!

	MRS. MERTON.

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!
	VICAR.

No! No! No! No! No! No! No!


VICAR.

Madam, I regret to say

That I can no longer stay.

MRS. MERTON.

William, do not go away.

VICAR.

Moderate your ardour, pray,

If you have connubial views,

Try the Matrimonial News!

MRS. MERTON.

I have neither time to lose,

Time to pick, nor time to choose.

VICAR.

No, I tell you, madam, no!

MRS. MERTON.

Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!

VICAR.

I must really go, go, go.

MRS. MERTON. 

Do not leave me so!

VICAR.

Go! Go!

MRS. MERTON.

No! No! No! No! No!

	MRS. MERTON.

No! No! No!
	VICAR. 

Go! Go! Go! 


VICAR.

Go! Go! Go! Go! 

	MRS. MERTON.

No! No! 
	VICAR. 

Go! Go! 


No. 21. SONG. — MRS. MERTON,

with TOMMY and CHORUS OF HUNTSMEN.

MRS. MERTON.

You ask me why I sob and sigh;

The reason’s plain, and so am I — 

Worse luck!

I try in vain to find a swain;

For widowed men won’t wed again — 

No pluck! No pluck!

I am a widow at thirty-three

And that’s what’s the matter, the matter with me!

TOMMY. 

She is a widow of fifty, sir.

CHORUS. 

And that’s what’s the matter, the matter with her!

MRS. MERTON. 

What can I do but pipe my eye?

For I am too robust to die — 

You see!

In such a pass, what can I say

Except, “alas, alack-a-day!

Ah, me! Ah, me!”

I am a widow at thirty-three

And that’s what’s the matter, the matter with me!

TOMMY. 

She is a widow of fifty, sir.

CHORUS. 

And that’s what’s the matter, the matter with her!

MRS. MERTON. 

Shall I despair and rent a flat,

And cherish there an orphan cat?

Not I!

At some fair youth who hath not yet

Cut wisdom’s tooth, my cap I’ll set!

I’ll try! I’ll try!

Who’d be a widow at thirty-three?

And if people chatter, what matter to me?

TOMMY.

For every Madam there’s sure a Sir — 

MRS. MERTON.

And if people chatter

Well, what does it matter,

	MRS. MERTON.

Well, what does it matter, it matter to me?
	TOMMY, HUNTSMEN. 

Well, what does it matter, it matter to her?


DANCE.

No. 22. DUET. — WINIFRED and SANDFORD.

WINIFRED.

Full well I know for evermore

My love is lost to me, to me;

And yet my heart is on the shore,

My eyes are on the sea;

And still a grief I cannot crush 

Burns in me like a flame;

And yet a voice I cannot hush

Keeps calling on his name!

Keeps calling on his name!

Forever crying out in vain

Across the sighing sea,

Oh, my lost love, come back again,

Come back again to me!

Oh, my lost love, come back again,

Oh, my lost love, come back again,

come back again,

SANDFORD (without). 

Come back again,

WINIFRED.

come back again,

SANDFORD.

come back again,

WINIFRED.

Oh, my lost love, come

	WINIFRED.

back to 

me!
	SANDFORD.

to

thee!


SANDFORD.

No, not in vain!

WINIFRED.

No, not in vain!

Oh wondrous power of prayer!

I seem to hear his voice again.

SANDFORD (without).

Where is my darling, where?

WINIFRED.

Ah, me! how real fancies seem!

SANDFORD (without). 

He has come back again to thee.
WINIFRED.

It is no dream!

BOTH.

It is no dream! 

Enter SANDFORD.

BOTH. 

It is reality!

	WINIFRED.

I called 

upon 

upon his name, and

lo! Across the

sighing sea

My own lost love

of long ago! Thou

hast come back to me. 

My own lost love of

long ago! My

own lost love of long

ago Thou has come back

Thou has come back

Thou hast come back again to me. 
	SANDFORD.

I called

upon

her name

and lo!

Across the sighing

sea My

own

lost love

of long

ago! I

have come back to thee.

My own lost

love of 

long ago

I have come back

I have come back

I have come back again to thee.


No. 23. DUET. — WINIFRED and SANDFORD.

SANDFORD. 

For the future, say I,

Lindley Murray, good-bye!

I shall not mind my P’s or my Q’s!

WINIFRED.

I shall not cross my T’s,

And to loop all my E’s

I politely but firmly refuse.

SANDFORD. 

Disregarding the tense

I shall talk common sense!

WINIFRED.

We never have talked it before!

SANDFORD. 

Now that once I have seen

What a prig I have been,

I won’t be a prig any more!

WINIFRED.

No, don’t!

SANDFORD. 

I won’t!

WINIFRED.

No, don’t!

SANDFORD. 

I won’t be a prig any more!

WINIFRED.

Like a mute I won’t look!

SANDFORD.

I won’t talk like a book!

WINIFRED.

I’ll play you the liveliest tunes!

SANDFORD.

For the future, say I,

Lindley Murray, good-bye!

Propriety, prisms, and prunes!

BOTH.

Propriety, prisms, and prunes!

WINIFRED.

You may go to your club

Take a hand at the rub — 

SANDFORD.

And you’ll think all the better of me;

For a wife always snubs

That example to hubs,

Who always comes home to his tea!

WINIFRED.

To the play we will go

And see every show — 

You will take me to concerts and balls?

SANDFORD.

And sometimes you and I — 

In a very black tie — 

Will visit the musical halls!

WINIFRED.

We will!

SANDFORD. 

We will!

WINIFRED.

We will!

BOTH.

We’ll visit the musical halls!

WINIFRED.

We’ll have supper at Scott’s

And of fun we’ll have lots!

SANDFORD.

Though married, we’ll always be spoons!

WINIFRED.

For the future, say I,

Lindley Murray, good-bye!

Propriety, prisms, and prunes!

BOTH.

Propriety, prisms, and prunes!

DANCE. 
No. 24. TRIO. — WINIFRED, SANDFORD, and TOMMY.

SANDFORD.

Just one word before you go,

Just one more caress!

Now we are engaged, you know,

What’s one more or less?

TOMMY. 

Oh, you rude behaver!

Not while I am here.

WINIFRED. 

Kissing goes by favour — 

SANDFORD. 

Don’t you interfere. (Embrace.)

TOMMY.

Sandford having had his share,

Give me one as well, (Seizes WINIFRED.)

SANDFORD.

This is more than I can bear.

TOMMY.

Kiss and never tell. (Kisses WINIFRED.)

SANDFORD. 


Here, I say, young shaver!

TOMMY (to WINIFRED).

Give me back my own,

Kissing goes by favour.

WINIFRED.

Leave my lips alone.

	WINIFRED.

Leave my lips a-

lone

Leave my lips a-

lone

Kissing goes by favour

Leave my lips alone,

Leave my lips alone,

Leave my lips alone!
	SANDFORD.

Leave my lips a-

lone, a-

lone

Kissing goes by favour

Leave her lips alone, 

Leave her lips alone,

Leave her lips alone!
	TOMMY.

Kissing goes by

favour

Give me back my

own

Kissing goes by favour

Give me back my own,

Give me back my own,

Give me back my own!


No. 24a. ENTRANCE OF NELLY BLY. <No. 24a and No. 24b are in the same midi file “Vicar24a” (separate from no. 24. “Vicar24”)>
9 measures

No. 24b. ENTRANCE OF CORPS DE BALLET. 

18 measures. 

No. 25. PAS DE CINQ.  

No. 26. CONCERTED PIECE.

TOMMY. 

I am not so much vexed

As puzzled and perplexed;

My quandary is curiously curious.

Here I am overjoyed,

When I should feel annoyed — 

In fact I should feel frantically furious.

In this dilemma, who

Can counsel me but you?

In no one is my confidence impliciter,

To whom am I to go?

Enter ROWE.

HUNTSMEN. 

To Mr. Bedford Rowe!

ROWE.

Your confidential family Solicitor!

	TOMMY, TENORS.

Your coming Mis-

ter Rowe Is

very à propos

In no one is our confidence im-

pliciter

To
	BASSES.

Your coming Mister

Rowe Is very à

propos In no one is our

confidence 

implicit-

ter, To


TOMMY, HUNTSMEN.

whom am I/is he to go,

If not to Mr. Rowe?

ROWE.

Your confidential family Solicitor!

TOMMY.

Undoubtedly, his charge

Is very much too large — 

ROWE. 


A parsimony paltry and penurious,

In legal matters is

The worst of policies,

As injudicious as it is injurious.

TOMMY.

You mean, take your advice

And never mind the price?

ROWE. 

My meaning, Sir, could not be well expliciter,

TOMMY.

You mean I ought to go

To Mr. Bedford Rowe

ROWE.

Your confidential family Solicitor!

	TOMMY, TENORS.

Oh never mind 

the price But 

act on your advice In

no one is our confidence im-

pliciter

To
	BASSES.

Oh never mind the

price But act on his ad-

vice In no one is our

confidence 

implicit-

ter, To


TOMMY and CHORUS.

whom am I/is he to go,

If not to Mr. Rowe?

ROWE.

Your confidential family Solicitor!

No. 27. CHORUS OF CORPS DE BALLET.

BALLET. 

We no longer gyrate;

Measures much more sedate

Better suit the estate

Of the unfortunate.

Our diversion

In desertion

Is a slide and a hop;

Aggravating

Is rotating,

So we stop, and we flop.

No. 28. CONCERTED PIECE. <no. 28, no. 28a, and no. 28b. are in the same midi file “Vicar28”>
AGATHA.

See!

JOHN.

See!

TEACHERS. 

We saw!

STUDENTS. 

We saw!

TEACHERS, BALLET, STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN.

A kiss!

BASSES [STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN]

A kiss!

TEACHERS. 

With other girls they dally

BALLET.

We’re no more girls than you are, miss.

TEACHERS.

We will no longer suffer this

BALLET.

We’re ladies of the ballet.

We’re ladies of the ballet.

HUNTSMEN.

We much prefer the ballet

TEACHERS. 

We will no longer suffer this, 

TEACHERS, BALLET, STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN.

They much prefer the ballet.

STUDENTS (to TEACHERS). 

Oh give us back our peace of mind

We’ll marry you if you’ll be kind.

TEACHERS.

But you are High,

If we comply — 

STUDENTS. 

High we’ll be no more!

We will be Low!

Oh, ladies, oh!

Hear us, we implore!

HUNTSMEN.

Do, ladies, do!

BALLET.

For it is too

Good a chance to miss.

HUNTSMEN.

Too good

	BALLET.

to miss!
	HUNTSMEN.

a chance


HUNTSMEN.

to miss.

TEACHERS

Rise, students, rise,

	TEACHERS.

Our heart

replies
	HUNTSMEN.

Rise, students, rise,


HUNTSMEN. 

Their heart replies

TEACHERS.

Yes, beloved, 

	TEACHERS, BALLET.

Yes, beloved, yes!
	STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN.

Yes, beloved, yes! yes! yes!


Enter CHILDREN.

No. 28a. CHORUS OF CHILDREN

Lucky little boys and girls of Bray!

We have got another holiday!

Merrily we skip and merrily we hop — 

Oranges and nuts and ginger pop!

Bread and jam for breakfast, marmalade for tea!

Lucky little boys and girls are we!

Lucky little boys and girls of Bray!

Teacher, she is going to be wed today!

Tommy Merton’s promised us a slice of cake!

Tommy is a brick, and no mistake!

When the cake is eaten, won’t we have a spree?

Lucky little boys and girls are we!

GIRLS.

Lucky little girls

BOYS.

Lucky little boys

CHILDREN.

Lucky little boys and girls are we!

Re-enter VICAR with WINIFRED.

No. 28b. WEDDING CHORUS 

	BOYS, BALLET.

Lady fair, we

come to meet thee,

upon this thy

wedding day!

Lady fair, we

come to greet thee,

And with flowers

strew the way!
	GIRLS, TEACHERS.

Ah!

---

---

---

Lady fair, we

come to greet thee,

And with flowers

strew the way!
	HUNTSMEN, STUDENTS.

Lady

fair we

come to

meet thee

Upon

this upon

this thy

wedding day!


ALL.

Ring out. 

PROCESSION.

ALL. 

Ring out, bells, cheerily! Ring out, unwearily!

Ring out your jubilant message again!

Carol, bells, merrily! Telling us, verily,

Life has its pleasure as well as its pain!

Ring out, ring out, ring out!

No. 29. FINALE.

MRS. MERTON.

Oh, William, sweet William, since Low you will be,

There’s nothing to hinder you marrying me!

VICAR.

My dearest Matilda, that’s perfectly true.

MRS. MERTON. (coaxingly). 

Oh come to the arms that are waiting for you,

VICAR. 

Well I think that’s about the best thing I can do.

ALL.

I think that’s about the best thing you can do.

CHORUS [CHILDREN, TEACHERS, BALLET, STUDENTS, HUNTSMEN]. 

Hurray! hurray! hurray!

He always makes it pay

With heart and voice

Let all rejoice

He’s Vicar still of Bray!

He’s Vicar, Vicar still of Bray.

PRINCIPALS [WINIFRED, NELLY, MRS. MERTON, SANDFORD, TOMMY, ROWE, VICAR].

And now this merry May morning

CHORUS.

Uniting our voices, we pray

CHILDREN.

Long live he, his office adorning!

ALL.

All hail to the Vicar of Bray!

All hail to the Vicar,

All hail to the Vicar,

All hail to the Vicar or Bray, of Bray!

END OF OPERA.
