MONSI.EUR D'ARQUE: The creepy, scheming proprietor of the local insane asylum, the
Maison des Lunes. Tenor: D — High A.

Sing #14 “Maison Des Lunes” all parts starting at 56-87.
Read page 87 & 88 start at “Good Afternoon.”

#14 measures 56 - 88
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MONSIEUR D”ARQUE:  Good afternoon.

BELLE: Monsieur D’ Arque!

MONSIEUR D”ARQUE:  I’ve come to collect your father.

BELLE: What?

MONSIEUR D”ARQUE:  Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of him.
BELLE: My father’s not crazy!

LEFOU: He was raving like a lunatic. We all heard him.

(To the crowd.) Didn’t we? (They murmer their agreement.)
MONSIEUR D”ARQUE:  Allright. .. come along quietly, now.
BELLE: You can’t do this!
MONSIEUR D”ARQUE:  Tell me Maurice . . . when did you first start having these
delusions?



