
 

                                     SAMPLE : Excerpt from ACT 1 Scene 3                                                                  

Enter JACK carrying nothing, and DICK who is carrying a bundle wrapped in a spotted cloth, on a 

stick, over his shoulder. They are followed by a CAT 

MISS TAKE: You! No help there then! That cat! It’s come back to finish me off. 

 JACK: Hiya everyone! (Audience response) Miss Take, what are you doing here? 

MISS TAKE: I’ve been thrown into a ditch, verbally abused and abandoned. I was on my way 

to London and all was going well until the stupid coach driver ran us off the road because 

that cat ran out in front of us…Go on… own up! It was your fault! 

TOMMY: MIAOW! I blame it totally on the driver!  

DICK: I’m sure the cat wasn’t to blame.   

TOMMY: Absolutely! To err is human, to blame it on somebody else shows management 

potential… and believe me I have potential! MIAOW! 

DICK: I thought you were just a stray. Maybe I can keep you. What's your name?  My name 

is Dick. 

 TOMMY: Cats don't have names,  No, you people have names. That's because you don't 

know who you are. We cats know who we are, so we don't need names. 

DICK: I’ll call you Tommy!  

TOMMY: MIAOW, if you must!  

DICK: But, Tommy, I need a name for you so you can come if I call. 

TOMMY: Dogs come when they’re called; cats take a message and get back to you! 

 JACK: The way to get on with a cat is to treat it as an equal - or even better, treat it as the 

superior it knows itself to be! 

TOMMY: Good man!  (To Jack) we are going to get on just fine.  

MISS TAKE: And just a minute! What are you two doing here anyway? You left for London 

days before me.  

JACK: We couldn’t afford to travel by coach so we’ve been walking for days and my feet are 

killing me.                                                                           

MISS TAKE: Walking to London? Are you both mad?                                                       



DICK: We are young and fit and have two strong legs to get us there. 

 JACK: Speak for yourself! I’m cream- crackered! 

MISS TAKE: You haven’t got much luggage Dick. Is that it? 

DICK: This is all I have… except for the cat which seems to have taken a fancy to me, haven’t 

you Tommy. (To TOMMY)  Are you coming to London too?                                                                      

TOMMY: Like all cats I will amusingly tolerate humans until someone comes up with a tin 

opener that can be operated with a paw, so yes, I’m with you Dick!  

MISS TAKE: I see you’ve nothing, Jack! I’ve heard about travelling light, but that’s ridiculous 

JACK: I have all I need here in my head. I shall use my wits and my brain to get by. 

MISS TAKE: God help us! Destitution awaits then!  

DICK: When you see streets paved with gold, you’ll forget you were ever worried. 

MISS TAKE: Streets paved with gold eh? Maybe there is hope after all! Let’s walk if we have 

to! Get away, clear off you flea infested feline! If it wasn’t for you I would be relaxing in a 

velvet lined coach sipping gin. Are you listening to me cat?                                                                 

TOMMY: Please, keep talking. I always yawn when I am interested. (Exits)                                                                   

DICK: Excuse me Miss Take, haven’t you forgotten something? 

JACK: Yes, such as… all of your luggage! 

MISS TAKE: I haven’t forgotten anything. London, here I come and keep that cat out of my 

way or I won’t be responsible for my actions. Maybe we can lose it on the way. Pick my bags 

up, what are you waiting for? The big city is calling me! 

 JACK: (Picking up some of her bags) what did your last servant die of?  

DICK: (Picking up other bags) To London and to fortune! 

 JACK: (To audience) Goodbye boys and girls, goodbye everyone, see you in London                                                                 

if Miss Take doesn’t kill me first!    ALL exit                                                                                

TOMMY: (Off stage) MIAOW, MIAOW!  

DICK: (Off stage) Did you kick the cat?                                                                    

MISS TAKE: As if I would! 

JACK: She did. 

DICK: Don’t kick the cat! 



MISS TAKE: Shut up and keep on walking!                                                             

Enter BOWBELLS  SR 

BOWBELLS:   To London Town, not one, but three! 

                            Not quite as I planned it to be. 

Enter BARON SL 

BARON:       Bong! Is this the best you can do? 

                      Not much of a plan, even for you! 

BOWBELLS:  Baron, you’re here, I always know 

                       Your stench precedes you, where ‘er you go!    

BARON:       Mock me, Fairy but never fear,                                                                          

                      London will be mine within a year! (Laughs and exits)                      

Bells ring.  She sniffs 

BOWBELLS:  That is better, it clears the air 

                        To London Town we must prepare, 

                         Where Dick’s journey is completed,  

                         And we’ll see that rat defeated!   

 

Exit                                             BLACKOUT    

 


