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*** NO TICE ***
 

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu ­
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose 
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must 
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for 
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any 
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com, 
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro ­
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn 
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the 
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is 
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. 
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or 
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent 
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted 
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to ­
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval 
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be 
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy ­
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic ­
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec ­
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served. 

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers 
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main 
sub sti tuted. 
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS 

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all 
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in 
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver ­
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. 
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in 
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i ­
cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in 
all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear: 
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____________________ 

ED WARD, THE OWL AND THE CAL ICO CAT was 
com mis sioned and first pro duced by the Polly anna Thea tre 
Com pany. It was pre sented June 27-July 14, 2002, at the 
Dougherty Arts Cen ter in Aus tin, Texas. The pro duc tion 
was di rected by Judy Matetzschk, Ph.D.; set de sign by Jeff 
Cunningham; sound de sign by Damian Gillen; costumes by 
Ia Layadi; with the fol low ing cast: 

Ed ward/The Pig. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  DAMIAN GILLEN
 

Grace/The Blue bird . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  BETSY MCCANN
 

Tex . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  JESSIE PAT RICK
 

Ev ery one and Everything Else . . . . . . . . .  JA SON MARLETT
 

The play won the B. Iden  Payne Award for Best Orig i­
nal Script. 

MU SIC NOTE 

Please feel free to en large the mu sic at the back of the 
book for your pur poses. 
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PLAY WRIGHT’S NOTE
 

This play came from many long-cul ti vated seeds: my 
first tal ent show in el e men tary school where I re cited The 
Owl and the Pus sy cat; my par ent’s love of po etry and folk 
mu sic; and a long-time friend ship with di rec tor Judy 
Matetzschk. But it owes its play ful spirit and dis tinc tive 
voice to the gifted Ed ward Lear. It’s been a priv i lege to 
share the page with him. 

Ed ward Lear (1812-88) was an Eng lish hu mor ist, poet 
and vi sual art ist. He is best known for his pen-and-ink il ­
lus trated lim er icks and non sense verse, which were col­
lected in A Book of Non sense, Non sense Songs, and Laugh ­
able Lyrics. His poem The Owl and the Pus sy cat was a fa­
vor ite of my fa ther’s, a wise old col lege pro fes sor turned 
en tre pre neur, who would on oc ca sion sing the verse in a 
hoot ing stage voice. 

Ed ward Lear was born the youn gest of 21 chil dren of an 
un suc cess ful Lon don stock bro ker. At a very early age, Ed ­
ward was sent to live with his sis ter, Ann. At the age of 15, 
he was draw ing and paint ing out of ne ces sity. When I was 
15, my par ents fell on hard times fi nan cially. I es caped to 
the thea tre, wrote my first plays for chil dren and had my 
first pro fes sional act ing role in a new play. 

Even as his pop u lar ity be gan to rise, Lear sup ported 
him self by teach ing and sell ing paint ings, in wa ter col ors 
and oils, on tra di tional sub jects such as por traits and land ­
scapes. I have sup ported my self with a va ri ety of teach ing 
and ad min is tra tive jobs in the arts. I kept com ing back to 
The Owl and the Pus sy cat be cause I was con cerned that 
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peo ple, par tic u larly chil dren, were not aware of the work of 
Ed ward Lear. Ap par ently from the play’s warm re cep tion, 
Lear fans are ev ery where! 

Lear trav eled fre quently to warmer cli mates due to his 
poor health in clud ing Greece, Egypt and In dia. He made 
friends eas ily, par tic u larly with chil dren. In Cannes, he met 
a young girl named Janet and com posed The Owl and the 
Pus sy cat for her. Near the end of his life, he set tled in It ­
aly, built a home by the sea and lived in the com pany of a 
cat named “Foss.” I had a dear child hood play mate named 
Janette Foss . My hus band is part Ital ian, where Cicchini 
co mes from: it’s easy to say, the Ci is like an Eng lish 
“Ch,” and the cch is like a “k.” We have a grace ful but 
sassy cat that has trav eled with us to 18 states and Mex ico. 
She showed up as a wet and in jured kit ten on our door step 
one morn ing: she was lost, but found us. 

Bi og ra phers note that Ed ward Lear was prone to ward de ­
pres sion and had a sei zure dis or der. In writ ing this play, I 
asked my self ques tions about the sense of loss and lone li­
ness that these con di tions can gen er ate: what emerged were 
the les sons learned from such ex pe ri ences. Some times, you 
have to let some thing go to show you love it: but that can ­
not mean that you ig nore or dis miss it. Life may throw you 
lots of curves, but things are sel dom what they seem. It’s 
im por tant to re mem ber that an art ist’s work is the proof of 
his or her joy: and that noth ing is as rel e vant to un der stand­
ing as the work it self. So, as you en gage in pro duc ing this 
play, I en cour age you to turn to Lear’s orig i nal writ ings 
and il lus tra tions, and let his rich imag i na tion fully in spire 
your own. 
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Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat
 

A Play in One Act
 
For 4m., 1w., 10 ei ther gender
 

CHAR AC TERS (in or der of ap pear ance)
 

ED WARD. .  a lonely lit tle boy who likes to make up funny 
words 

GRACE, THE CAL ICO CAT. .  an ex otic girl cat who wants 
to be dif fer ent and have fun 

THE BLUE BIRD . .  from Brook lyn, who’s been around the 
block 

TEX, THE OWL . .  a wise old cow bird, who likes to travel 
and does n’t talk much
 

LIT TLE FISH . . . . . . . . . . . .  a quick, col or ful lit tle clown
 
EEL. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  big, shiny and squirmy
 
LOB STER . . . . . . . . . . . . bigger, red with big scary claws
 
WHALE . . . . . . . . .  biggest, blue and floats like a bal loon
 
THE PIG. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a Scot tish pig
 
MOUSE . . . .  a lit tle tiny white one, all dressed up in frills
 
THE TUR KEY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a jus tice of the peace
 
DRAG ON FLY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a knightly kind of chap
 
GRASS HOP PER. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . qui est français
 
BUT TER FLY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a lovely lady
 
BEE TLE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a no-non sense bug
 
BEE . . . . . . . . . . . .a small, quick and high-pitched speck
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SET TINGS
 

Ed ward’s bed room in Eng land - Win dow, bed, draw ers and coat 
tree: dark and aus tere. 

The sea shore - Rolling waves, with the Cal ico Tree. 
The sea - Rolling waves, mi nus the Cal ico Tree. 
The land where the bong tree grows - A desert land scape with 

bong tree. 
Tur key hill - A desert land scape with a round hill and a large 

cac tus. 

TIME 

The early 1800s from a mod ern imag i na tion. 

THE CAST CAN BE DOU BLED in the fol low ing ways: 

ED WARD 
GRACE 
TEX 
EV ERY ONE AND EV ERY THING ELSE 
or 
ED WARD/THE PIG/THE TUR KEY 
GRACE/THE BLUE BIRD 
TEX 
EV ERY ONE AND EV ERY THING ELSE 

Or in other con fig u ra tions as de sired. Ad di tionally, the 
BLUE BIRD, ALL FISH, MOUSE and IN SECTS may be played 
ef fec tively by pup pets. EV ERY ONE AND EV ERY THING 
ELSE may ap pear on stage even when not in di cated, as ED-
WARD’s vi sual al ter ego and gen eral helper to ev ery one: but 
this is not nec es sary. 

The use of light ac cents is en cour aged but also not nec es sary. 
The di rec tor is en cour aged to ex plore the text and stag ing 

play fully, vig or ously and imag i na tively. 
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Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

(Ed ward’s bedroom: Very dark, aus tere, and mono ­
chrome. Mu sic plays. A mas sive bed, win dow, dresser, 
coat tree and trunk, which all help ED WARD look quite 
small. An OWL pup pet peers into the room through the 
win dow and hoots. ED WARD wakes.) 

ED WARD 
Good morning, feath ered friend! 

(Getting out of bed, he is a typ i cal Brit ish school boy, in 
short pants, a lit tle over dressed. He no tices the au di­
ence, speak ing di rectly to them.) 

Good morn ing—again and again! 
(Going to the coat tree, get ting and putt ing on his bow 
tie.) 

Morn ing is the best time 
For boys like me to make my rhymes 
Before the busy school day co mes 
Before the noise of news and sun… 

(The pup pet OWL at the win dow hoots again.) 

ED WARD (cont’d). 
Hello. Did I just say school? Why. There is no such thing 
as school! 
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10 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

I’d rather be a jewel than be tucked away at school.
 
School is a pool of fools. A krull of shulls .
 
A flew of schnew. A dou ble pill that makes me ill!
 

Ahem. The golden rule is life’s the school. I’ve made my ­
self clear on that stip u la tion.
 
Be sides— (throw ing off bow tie) —it’s sum mer va ca tion!
 

(He starts to look around the room.) 
My name is Ed
 
I’m out of bed
 
And look ing for my kitty cat, Grace.
 
She’s quite pe tite, and very sweet,
 
With a dot in the mid dle of her face!
 

Have you seen her?
 

(ED WARD shrugs, looks in the trunk, and pulls out toys 
and stuffed an i mals, strew ing them all over the floor: a  
drum, a boat, a fish, a piggy bank, a mouse, a tur key 
leg. He picks up the boat and plays with it.) 

ED WARD (cont'd). 
When I grow up I want to be 
A lion or a cir cus flea 
I want to draw pic tures of things I see 
Like an i mals, and the deep blue sea… 

Good morn ing, Ma! (Long pause. ) 
Good morn ing, Da! (Long pause.) 

Mother and Fa ther 
They think I’m a bother. 
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11 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

For I like to make up funny words.
 
Like syllabub, and Gromboolian.
 
They think I sound quite ab surd.
 

Good day-up, Mums! (Long pause.)
 
Good fore-fast, Pops! (Long pause.)
 

Mums and Pops
 
Live high on the rocks
 
on a house bal anced on one stone.
 
This lit tle peb ble is all kind of trebble,
 
If they move it one inch, they’ll be thrown!
 

(Hoot, again.) 
Good sun-spickle, Owl! 

(Meow, very hu man sound ing.) 
Good dawn-crash, Cat, wher ever you’re at! 

(GRACE THE CAT en ters and tip toes to hide be hind the 
dresser. She wears a very ex otic quilted cal ico coat: or ­
ange, white and black, with shiny beads and feath ers. 
She mo tions to the au di ence to keep quiet.) 

ED WARD (cont'd). 
It’s nearly June 
And the wan der ing moon 
Is made of stinky cream… 
But cats like cheese, and, if I please, 
Here’s a song that will make kitty scream! 
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12 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

(SONG: “ED WARD DRUM”)
 

(ED WARD picks up the drum and beats on it with a la ­
dle. Mean while, GRACE quickly goes to hide be hind the 
bed.) 

ED WARD (cont’d, sings). 
THERE WAS A BOY LIVED IN THE MOON,
 
LIVED IN THE MOON, LIVED IN THE MOON
 
THERE WAS A BOY LIVED IN THE MOON,
 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM.
 

AND HE PLAYED UPON A LADLE,
 
A LADLE, A LADLE
 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A LADLE,
 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM.
 

(Mu sic stops. He runs to the dresser, but no GRACE. He 
speaks while con tin u ing to play the drum.) 

My name is Ed ward
 
I’ve come from bed ward
 
I’m look ing for Grace, my cat.
 
She’s short and buzzy, full of honey.
 
Some say she’s quite fat!
 

GRACE 
(pops her face out from be hind the bed). 

MEOW! 

(GRACE dis ap pears!) 
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13 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

ED WARD 
(stops drum ming). 

Hello, did you hear…? Did you see?
 
Come on now, Cat!
 
Where are you at?
 
You must come out, or I’ll flout a pout!
 

(Looks and looks.) 
Hmphf. 

(Mu sic. He puts the drum on his head and sings. As he 
does, GRACE runs up and makes fun of him with the au­
di ence; he can’t see her.) 

ED WARD (cont'd, sings). 
AND HIS HAT WAS MADE OF GOOD CREAM CHEESE, 
OF GOOD CREAM CHEESE, OF GOOD CREAM CHEESE, 
AND HIS HAT WAS MADE OF GOOD CREAM CHEESE 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM. 

(He takes off the drum, and GRACE hides be hind him. 
He goes to the trunk and picks up a stuffed fish and 
plays the drum with it.) 

ED WARD (cont'd). 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A HALIBUT,
 
A HISHY-MISH, A STINKY FISH!
 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A SCALY-SKISH,
 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM.
 

(He throws the fish over his shoul der; GRACE sniffs it 
and nib bles on it. He picks up the papier-mâché tur key 
leg and plays the drum with it.) 
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14 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

ED WARD (cont'd). 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A TURKEY LEG,
 
A BIRDIE-PEG, A TASTIE DREG,
 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A WHIRLY-BEG,
 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM!
 

(He throws the tur key leg over his shoul der. GRACE 
dodges it and kicks it. He picks up a child’s pink piggy 
bank and plays the drum with it.) 

ED WARD (cont'd). 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A PIGGY-BANK 
AN OINKY-DOINK, A CLINKY-CLOINK 
AND HE PLAYED UPON A SWINE-LINE 
AND HIS NAME WAS EDWARD DRUM! 

(He throws the piggy bank. GRACE catches it and puts 
it back in the trunk, all the while sneak ing around be ­
hind ED. ED speaks.) 

All right! Just fine! You tricky fe line! 
You sneaker, you hunter, you puss! 
All I can say, heck-mareck, hey de hey, 
If you don’t come out soon, I will fuss! 

GRACE 
(popping out from be hind him). 

Hello, boy named Ed.
 
I heard all you said.
 
Do you think I am some kind of fool?
 

ED WARD 
What? What was that? 
You’re talk ing, my cat? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 

15 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

GRACE 
The ex cep tion that proves the rule. 

ED WARD 
(putt ing away drum). 

I’m not sure I’m up
 
For this rubadubdub .
 
I’m think ing that you should just purr
 
And meow and scratch.
 
And play in a patch
 
Of cat nip to tip ple your fur…
 

GRACE 
I’m done with all that. 
I am no or di nary cat. 

ED WARD 
Yes you are. Quite or di nary, prac ti cally schmordinary, I’d 
say! 

GRACE 
That’s what you think, 
I’m no rinky-dink. 
I come from a far away na tion. 
You can see from my coat. 
I be long on a boat. 
I’m ready for some cel e bra tion! 

ED WARD 
That coat’s all in patches—none of it matches. 
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16 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

GRACE 
This fab ric re tains my life! 
I am no play toy— 
I’ll tell you, young boy, 
Your in sults are caus ing me strife! 

ED WARD 
Come now. Come be have. (Jumping on bed.) 
To my bed-blan ket cave. 
You’ll be safe and warm here, I know… 

GRACE 
But what if I’m not? (She climbs in.) 
It seems rather hot. 
In fact, I think I’d rather go. (Gets up.) 

ED WARD 
Go? Go where? 

GRACE 
To Cal cutta, where they make Cal ico. I was there, quite a 
long time ago… 

ED WARD 
I’ll bet. 

GRACE 
What? 

ED WARD 
Beware. Is it much better there? 
I won’t hear a word more, ex cept bye-de-ya-yea. 
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17 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

In fact, I de mand that you stay.
 
Re lax. Take a mo ment to think. That’s it. Sit. (Pats the
 
bed.)
 

GRACE 
All right. 

ED WARD 
No, no—lie down. (Stands up, pushes her back wards.) 

GRACE 
Why, that’s very nice of you. 

ED WARD 
Here’s a pil low. 

GRACE 
Mmm . Purrr … 

ED WARD 
(push ing her over). 

Now, come on, roll over! 

GRACE 
(jump ing out of the bed). 

What do I look like, a mutt? 

ED WARD 
Be a good cat… Roll over! Roll over! 

GRACE 
Cat’s don’t fall for that silly rut. 
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18 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

ED WARD
 
Fine. Go ahead. Be a flumpety head. Leave. Run away. I 
don’t care. 

GRACE 
If that’s how you want it, 
I will! 

ED WARD 
You’re a strum pet! 
You won’t get far, like you are… 

GRACE 
You are so mean and sour! 

ED WARD 
You’re not ex actly a spring kit ten, you know… 

GRACE 
How dare you? Too much! I won’t stand to be treated such. 
I’m roy alty in Egypt. I’m pre cious in Per sia. I’ve no twin 
in Siam. I am gone. 

(GRACE ex its out the door, in a flurry. As she does, the 
room be gins to change: the gray back drop of Ed ward’s 
room gives way to an ocean with a large, round, yel low 
sun. The ob jects be gin to change: ei ther by them selves, 
or per haps ED WARD dur ing his next speech even helps 
them move. The bed and dresser are taken off stage. The 
coat tree be comes an other kind of tree: a Cal ico Tree, in 
or ange and black and white, col ors sim i lar to GRACE’s 
coat. The trunk be comes a trea sure chest, with chains of 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



19 Ed ward, the Owl and the Cal ico Cat 

gold hang ing over its edges. We are now at the sea ­
shore.) 

ED WARD 
What have I done? 
Set the kitty to run? 
I must find a way 
To un-plun der this day. 
With whom shall I play 
If she stays away? 
It’s purifically bleak— 
It must be a whole week 
She’s been gone. I may 
Find a sneat for her tray 
A bird…a mouse… 
That could smell up the house… 
Ah, the sea, what a place to be! 
Right be side the Cal ico Tree! 

(He sees the trea sure chest.) 
And just what I need! A chest for my greed…
 
Let’s see what’s in side…
 
A fly…a pie. A Cal ico Pie!
 
Just the thing to catch a Cal ico Cat!
 

(He pulls out a Cal ico Pie.) 
Here kitty, kitty…here, my lit tle Grace… 
Here, itty-bitty…here my slinky-bunko… 
I’ve got some gobblety goo… 

(BLUE BIRD en ters, a lit tle road weary, with a Brook lyn 
ac cent.) 
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