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THE MIKADO

MIKADO: Dear, dear, dear! This is very tiresome. My poor fellow, in your anxiety to carry
out my wishes you have beheaded the heir to the throne.

PITTI: We really hadn't the least notion.

MIKADO: Of course you hadn't. How could you? Come, come, my good fellow, don't
distress yourself - it was no fault of yours. If a man of exalted rank chooses to disguise
himself as a Second Trombone. he must take the consequences. It really distresses me to
see you take on so. I've no doubt he thoroughly deserved all he got. How could you tell?

| forget the punishment for compassing the death of the Heir Apparent.

KO-KO, POOH, PITTI: Punishment.

MIKADO: Yes. Something lingering, with boiling oil in it. | fancy. Something of that sort. |
think boiling oil occurs in it, but I'm not sure. | know it's something humorous , but
lingering, with either boiling cil or melted lead. Come, come, don't fret ~ I'm not a bit
angry.




