
Pluto, r. c. Yes,—uiy darling wife,

I'd give my kingdom for a quiet life !

I want no music.

Proserpine, "Well, whoevcr's seen us,

Will know there's I'Uth harmony between us

!

So I'm a model wife to share your throne

—

Pluto. That's not exactly clear to me, my own.

You're far too jealous

—

Proserpine. Oh ! that only shows

My deep devotion, Pluto ! How's your nose ?

Orpheus [7b Charon.]

Come on, old Salt—and now before we start

With one more tune in harmony we'll part

!

FINALE.

Air—" Bobbing Joan."
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