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Tim. I'm not afraid of Ogres, not at all—
IWhen they're asleep that is.

.N°«°°Y- Now then, we're late.
IHis temper's horrid if you make him wait.
It's never very sweet.

^^^'^' Come then, away !

(Piits goloshes tmdey arm.)
My sole's m arms, and eager for the fray

'

Nobody. {To Fairy.) The tooter, fay, 's in earnest,
tout dbfait.

{Music piays^^ Sahre Song^ from " GrandDuchessr
all march round stage, dance, and exit L.)


