THE KING & I

Scene 1

The King sits alone in the banquet hall at the end of the night, eating a bowl of rice and some other Siamese dishes.  Anna enters.

King: Ah!

Anna: Will there be anything else, your Majesty, before I say good night?

K: Sit, sit, sit.  Plenty for two.  Eat.

A: Oh, no thank you.

K: Fork is a foolhardy instrument.  You pick up food and it leaks.

A: Oh, your conversation at dinner was most amusing, your Majesty.

K: Ha!  I was forced to laugh myself.  I was so funny!

A: Before leaving, Edward confided to me that the ambassador was quite impressed.

K: Edward.

A: And he will most certainly send a glowing report to Queen Victoria.  I am so pleased, your Majesty.

K: I am aware of your interests.  I wish to say, you have been of great help to me in this endeavor.  I wish to make gift.  (Removes a ring from his finger and hands it to her) I have hope you accept.  Put it on.  Put it on finger.  Oh, put it on, put it on, put it on.

A: Your Majesty, I…I don’t know what to say.

K: When one does not know what to say, it is a time to be silent.

A: Well, it is getting late your Majesty, and if there is nothing else, I think…

K: There is, there is, there is else.  Uh…have good news to tell.  Yesterday, a white elephant has been discovered in forests of Ayutthaya.

A: I gather you regard this as a good omen.

K: Yes.  Very good omen.  Everything going well with us.

A: Yes.  Everything going well with us.

K: Tuptim.  Your pupil.  Her play tonight.

A: Oh, but your Majesty, everyone enjoyed it immensely!

K: It is immoral for king to drown when pursuing slave who deceive him.  Immoral, immoral!  Tuptim shall hear of my displeasure when she is found.

A: Found?

K: It is believed she hides somewhere in palace, to escape King’s anger.  And…you know something of this?

A: Only that she has been unhappy.

K: Why unhappy?!  She is in palace of King!  What is greater honor for young girl than to be in palace of King?

A: Oh but your Majesty, of what interest to you is one girl like Tuptim?  In your household, she is just another woman, as a bowl of rice is just another bowl of rice, no different from any other bowl of rice.

K: Now you understand about women!  So many English books I read introduce strange idea of love, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.  Ha!

A: You disapprove?

K: But it is a silly complication of a pleasant simplicity.  A woman is designed for pleasing man.  That is all.  A man is designed to be pleased by many women.

A: Then how do you explain the fact, your Majesty, that many men remain faithful to one wife?

K: They are sick.

A: But you do expect women to be faithful.

K: Naturally.

A: Well, why naturally?

K: Because it is natural.  It is like old Siamese rhyme:

A girl must be like a blossom, with honey for just one man.

A man must live like honeybee, and gather all he can.

To fly from blossom to blossom, a honeybee must be free.

But blossom must not ever fly from bee, to bee, to bee.

A: Oh, your Majesty.  In my country, we have a far different attitude.  We believe that for a man to be truly happy, he must love one woman, and one woman only.

K: This idea was invented by a woman.

A: Oh but it’s a beautiful idea, your Majesty.  And in England, we’re brought up with it.  And by the time a young girl goes to her first dance…

K: Young girl?  They dance also?  Like I see tonight, in arms of man not her husband?

A: Why, of course!

K: I would not permit.

A: Oh. but it’s very exciting!  When you’re young, at your first dance, and you’re sitting on a small gilt chair with your eyes lowered, terrified that you’ll be a wallflower.  And suddenly, you see two black shoes, a white waistcoat, a face.  It speaks…

She sings first verse and one chorus of  “Shall We Dance,” becoming lost in the memory and dancing by herself a bit.  She sees the King and snaps out of it, stopping.

K: Why do you stop?!  You dance pretty, go on, go on, go on!

A: Oh your Majesty, I didn’t realize.  After all, I’m not a dancing girl.  In England, no woman would dance alone while a man is looking at her.

K: But you will dance with strange man, holding hands, et cetera!

A: Yes, but not always a stranger.  Usually a very good friend.

K: Good, then we will dance together.  You show me.  Teach, teach, teach!

A: Well, it’s quite simple, the polka.  You count one-two-three and one-two-three and one-two-three and…

She sings the chorus again while teaching him the steps.  He sings too.  They dance, holding hands.

A: (while they dance) Now, one-two-three and one-two-three and one-two-three…

K: (simultaneously with Anna) One-two-three, one-two-three, one-two-three…Something wrong.  I know, I forget “and.”  Next time, I remember.

They count and dance together very well.

A: That’s splendid, your Majesty!

K: Splendid, splendid! (he stops) You throw me off count!  And…

They get back on track, dancing and counting.

K: That is not right.

A: Oh yes it is. You were doing beautifully, your Majesty.

K: No, no.  Not the way I see Europeans dancing tonight.

A: Yes it was.  It was just like that.

K: Were not holding two hands like this.

A: No, as a matter of fact.

K: Was…(he slowly moves toward her, putting his hand on her waist and pulling her close) like this.  No?

A: Yes.

K: Come.

They dance, flying around the room.  The song ends and Anna steadies herself against a column, catching her breath.  The King and Anna share a very intense stare.  He moves toward her.

K: Come.  We do it again!

They begin to dance again.  The Kralahome (Prime Minister) enters.

Prime Minister: Your Majesty.

K: Why you burst in here without waiting?!

PM: We have found Tuptim.

K: Where is she?

PM: Secret police are questioning her.  Her lover has not been caught.  Not yet.

K: Her what?

PM: It is believed she was running away with Lun Tha, man who bring her here from Burma.

K: Dishonor.  Dishonor, dishonor!  Bring her in.

A: But your Majesty, what will you do with her?

K: I will do what is usually done in such event.

Guards bring Tuptim in.

Tuptim: No!  No! No!  Misses Anna!  Do not let them beat me!  Do not let them!
Tuptim breaks free and runs to Anna, The guards pull her away and throw her on the ground in front of the king.  

K: Where is this man?

T: I do not know.

PM: It is known you were lovers with this man.

T: I was not lovers with this man.

K: Dishonor!  We will have truth from you!  (He gestures to the guards, who pull Tuptim back again, produce a whip, and make ready to beat her)

A: Stop that, do you hear me!  Stop it!

K: It is better if you understand at once that this matter does not concern you.

A: Oh but it does, your Majesty.  It does dreadfully, because of her, and even more because of you.  She is only a child running away because she was unhappy.  Can’t you understand that?

K: You waste my time!

A: Oh your Majesty, I beg of you not to take revenge on this girl.  If you do, you will be throwing away everything good you have accomplished for yourself and your country.  This girl hurt your vanity.  That is all.  She didn’t hurt your heart.  You have no heart!  You’ve never loved anyone, and you never will!

K: I will show you!  Give me! (taking the whip from the guard)

A: I cannot believe you are going to do this dreadful thing!  

K: You don’t believe, ha?!  Maybe believe when you hear her screaming as you run from here!

A: I am not going to run.  I am going to stand here and watch you.

K: Hold this girl.  I’ll do this myself!

A: You are a barbarian!

K: Down, down, down! 

The guards hold Tuptim face down and flat on the floor.

K: Am I king or am I not king?!  Am I to be cuckold in my own palace?!  Am I to take orders from English schoolteacher?!

A: No, no, I’m not…!

K: Hush!  I am king as I was born to be.  And Siam to be governed in my way!  Not Englishman or Frenchman or Chineseman!  My way!  Barbarian you say!  There is no barbarian worse than a weak king!  And I am strong, do you hear!  Strong!

He raises the whip, about to beat Tuptim.  He looks at Anna and can’t do it.  He throws the whip down in shame and runs off.

