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The Happy Land
Act I
SCENE I— FAIRYLAND OVER A CLOUD

The Earth is seen upstage through a rent in the cloud.  
ZAYDA, DARINE and FAIRIES discovered grouped 
around stage. ZAYDA is standing upstage, looking at the 
Earth through a large telescope.1 

Song and Chorus: ‘Happy Land’ 2

DARINE   Dear Zayda, our three brothers have been absent in that 
wicked world for nearly three weeks. Is there no sign of 
their return?

ZAYDA  None whatever.

DARINE   Can you see them? What are they doing?

ZAYDA   They seem to be walking up a big street arm-in-arm, 
and expressing their detestation of the wicked world by 
contemptuously smoking in the thoroughfare. Ah, now 
they stop.

DARINE  What for?

ZAYDA They go — for purposes of morality doubtless — into a 
place marked ‘Bar Parlour — Devil’s Pool every night’.

DARINE  Daring fellows! How courageous!

ZAYDA Now a man in blue with a helmet stops them, and points to 
a board on which is inscribed: ‘No night licences’.

DARINE  Do they stop?

ZAYDA Oh dear, no! Ethais takes something from his pocket, gives 
it to the man in blue, and they all four go in the back way.
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DARINE  Oh, sister, ’tis a very, very wicked world! Let me see. [Goes 
to telescope] Oh!

ZAYDA and 
FAIRIES  What is it?

DARINE  I see them in a magnificent apartment, surrounded by 
young ladies. They appear to be dancing around in horror.  
See how they fling up their arms in agony of virtuous 
protestation at the iniquity of the world. Their arms are 
insufficient to express their indignation, and up go their 
legs as well! Phyllon in a paroxysm of holy rage seizes a 
young woman round the waist and endeavours to whirl 
her away from the scene of vice, but in vain. The man with 
the helmet appears — he gives chase, and our poor Phyllon 
has to run for it. Thus are the champions of morality 
maltreated when they endeavour to raise their voices 
against the improprieties of that wicked, wicked world.  

Enter SELENE, L. U. E.3 

SELENE   Nonsense!

DARINE  Nonsense?

SELENE  My dears, I have come to the conclusion that we have been 
imposed upon. I dare say it is a very wicked world, but I 
don’t believe it’s half as bad as they make it out to be. If it 
is, why are they always wanting to go there?

DARINE  True; and when they go, why do they stop so long?

ZAYDA I’m sure they don’t like it though; they always return with 
such dreadful headaches.

DARINE  Yes; and I’ve seen them so affected with worldly influences 
that they couldn’t walk straight.

ZAYDA I hope the policeman won’t catch poor Phyllon.
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SELENE  A policeman! Oh, if the police are after them we may 
expect them safely back very soon. I thought so — here 
they come. Let us conceal ourselves and hear what they say.

SELENE, ZAYDA, DARINE and FAIRIES retire R. 4.  
Enter through trap C. ETHAIS, PHYLLON and LUTIN.4  

ETHAIS Up in the clouds again. Once more at home.

PHYLLON  In our delightful, virtuous Fairyland.

LUTIN   In bed each happy night at half-past eight,

 At work each cheerful morn at half-past four,

 Our food the honey of the roving bee,

 Our drink the clearness of the crystal spring,

 Virtue …

PHYLLON  Oh, drop it.

LUTIN Drop what?

PHYLLON   Blank verse. During my stay on earth I learnt to speak 
prose, and I prefer it. It is quite as intelligible, and it’s much 
easier. Oh, it’s a jolly world!

LUTIN  Ah, what dinners we get down there! It is all very well to 
talk of honey and ambrosia, but give me champagne and 
cold chicken. Why, there’s a dish called devilled kidneys 
which beats our fairy food into fits, and as for that peculiar 
nectar, known to mortals as ‘Bottled Stout’, it makes my 
mouth water to think of it.

PHYLLON  Ay, that’s something like a world! No need for wings there 
when you have omnibuses pass your very door, and a cab 
will take you anywhere for threepence. Men may think it 
an advantage to have wings, but then they never tried ’em.  
Try and lean back in an armchair with a pair of wings and 
you are crippled for life.
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ETHAIS And then their women! What a sight is Collins Street a 
four o’clock — we’ve nothing in Fairyland to approach 
it. How the dear women of that favoured country try to 
please us! What pains they take to paint their cheeks, 
because we like ’em red; to darken their eyes because we like 
’em black; to bleach their hair because we like it blonde, and 
to give themselves all sorts of frightful diseases by pulling in 
their waists, merely because we like ’em small. Ah! [sighs]

PHYLLON  Ah! [sighs]

LUTIN  Ah! [sighs]

PHYLLON  But not a word of this to our sisters, or they’ll be wanting 
to go too.

ETHAIS  No, no: we must keep up the delusion that the world is a 
detestable place.

PHYLLON  A sink of infamy where every kind of dissipation reigns 
supreme; ah, and so it does.

LUTIN And that only a strict sense of duty —

ETHAIS  Combined with a laudable thirst for information —

PHYLLON  Reconcile us to a destiny which compels us to pay it a visit 
from time to time. But stay, here come our sisters. 5 

Enter SELENE, ZAYDA, DARINE and FAIRIES.

ETHAIS Back again to enjoy the pure delights of this blameless 
land — ecstasy!

PHYLLON  Joy!

LUTIN Oh, we’ve had an awful time of it!

PHYLLON  Fearful!

LUTIN  Oh, the wickedness of the world, its artfulness, its deceptions!




