DICK WHITTINGTON

A Play for Class 6 or 7 by Robert Sim, based on the English Folk Tale
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INTRODUCTION

Ladies and Gentlemen,

Welcome to all of you today. Our play is called Dick Whittington. It tells about the life of a boy who grows up without a mother or father. He makes his way to London where he seeks his fortune. Not only does Dick become rich, he also becomes Lord Mayor of London. - We hope you will enjoy the story of Dick Whittington.

The play opens in a village in the West of England. It is May, we hear music and see people dancing, perhaps to the Song 'Wow is the month of maying . . . ‘ - Three VILLAGERS are talking amongst themselves when they see an old friend, MERVYN.

ACT 1: Dick Goes to London

FIRST VILLAGER:

May time, oh May time, 

When flowers they do abound, 

And lads and lasses dance so fine 

To this most joyous sound.

But who is this that comes our way 

In finest clothes – I’ll say, I’ll say 

He must be rich - I'll ask him straight 

His name and business at our fête.

SECOND VILLAGER:

Not so fast - look at him clear,

I fit isn’t old Mervyn – come back to us here.

THIRD VILLAGER

To be sure - it's him all right, 

Mervyn, Mervyn, you look a sight.

MERVYN:

Well, good friends, after ten long years 

I'm back again, with gold up to my ears. 

In London town I struck it rich,

There’s money to be had in every ditch.

All this time, DICK has been edging towards the 

three VILLAGERS and MERVYN until the 

SECOND VILLAGER grabs him by the ear.
SECOND VILLAGER:

Hear that, you nosey little boy, 

There's gold there for the taking. 

You'd best be off to London town 

Your fortune to be making.

THIRD VILLAGER

It's Dick, they call him Whittington, 

In rags he walks the street.

He has no loving parents 

To buy shoes for his feet.

Be gone now, lad, to where there's gold 

Upon the streets so fine,

And take your rags to London town, 

Before you lose more time.

DICK:

Now leave me be to go my way, 

You bullies, one, two, three, 

For I will go to London town,

To seek my fortune, I'll be bound.

Goodbye, goodbye, I'm an my way, 

Goodbye, goodbye, is all I say.

The VILLAGERS laugh and DICK gicks up his bundle and walks away.

DICK, exhausted, arrives in London. Yawning he falls asleep an a doorstep.

     COOK singing ‘'Twas an a Sunday morning when I beheld my darling ...’

What's this? An urchin at our door! Get off with you. – 

Wake up! – She sweeps him off the step.

Well, at least he's off our step. Now away with you!
DICK:

No, no! Please don't harm me. I'm tired and hungry. 

I can't go any further.
COOK:

That’s no worry to me. A man, Mr FITZWARREN arrives.
Mr FITZWARREN:

My dear cook, what's all this noise? 

And this poor creature – who is he?

COOK:

I've no idea – absolutely no idea. 

I just found him here.

Mr FITZWARREN:

Well, lad, speak up. Who are you? 

What brings you to my doorstep?

DICK:

Dick Whittington is my name. 

I have no home or parents, 

and I've come to London

to seek my fortune.

Mr FITZWARREN goes across to DICK:

Well, you don't look as though you'll make 

your fortune in your condition.

Come, I have work for you in my house. 

You can live here.

But first you must take a bath 

and have something to eat. 

Then you can sleep.

COOK:

Bah! - more work for me, that's what it means. 

He can sleep in the attic.

There’s no shortage of company there.

DICK:

Thank you, Mr Fitzwarren.

I will do my best to work well for

Act 3: Dick finds Puss

DICK is sleeping in his candle-lit room. He is woken by a scratching sound.

DICK:

What is this scratching and what is biting my feet? 

Rats! Everywhere rats! A cat is what I need.

In the city I will go and find myself a cat. 

This penny of mine will buy me what I need.

He goes to the market where there are many people selling things.

FRUIT-SELLER:

Oranges - a penny each, take your pick, take your pick! 

Apples - two a penny, take your pick, take your pick! 

How about it, lad, - an apple an orange, or a pear perhaps?

BAKER:

Fresh bread,fresh bread!

Take a loaf - a penny for your choice. 

Well, good lad, what's it to be?

A loaf to keep the wolf from the door? 

Or some cake?

A penny a slice is all I ask.

DICK:

No, thank you. I must save my single penny to buy a cat.

FISHMONGER:

Finest fish, finest fish - plaice, mackerel, herring, kippers! 

Take your pick now!

Come on, Sonny,

what about a nice crab for the family –

or sardines – best in London?

DICK:

Thank you, butI must save my money.

FOWLER

Tasty fowl, tasty fowl – look at what I've got: 

Chickens, turkeys, ducks and geese! –

Now there,s a fine fellow – what can I give you?

DICK:

Nothing, thank you.

A lady enters, looking for her cat who is near at hand.

LADY:

Pussy-cat, pussy-cat, where have you been?

PUSS:

I've been to London to visit the QUEEN.

LADY:

Pussy-cat, pussy-cat, what did you do there?

PUSS:

I frightened a little mouse under her chair.

DICK:

Well, a fine puss you are.

Can you frighten rats under chairs as well?

PUSS:

That, young sir, would not be a problem for me.

DICK:

Then you shall be mine, if your lady will allow it.

LADY:

Take her, take her – she’s always running away

To see someone or other.

But you must pay me.

DICK:

A penny is all I have.

LADY: 

Then it shall be done.

Goodbye to both of you.

DICK: 

Oh Puss, oh Puss, let us hurry home fot the rats await us there.

PUSS:

To be sure you will find me worth the penny you spent on me.

Act 4: Dick has to say goodbye to Puss

Dick and Puss are in the kitchen when COOK bursts in.

COOK:

I don’t know what I’m going to do with you two –

Always hangung around doing nothing.

Come on, take this broom.

The master will be here soon.

And you, Puss ...

DICK:

Cook, you can call me lazy if you like,

but Puss has worked hard

to free the whole house of rats.

Leave her be, leave her be!

COOK:

You’re right, but look lively – I hear footsteps.

Mr FITZWARREN enters with the CAPTAIN.
Mr FITZWARREN:

Good day, Cook, good day, Dick.

All’s well I hope.

DICK:

Yes, Mr Fitzwarren, and Puss here –

She’s cleared the whole house of rats.

Mr FITZARREN:

Good, good – and now to business.

In four days, my next ship will sail

And, as is our way,

the Captain will take something from us all.

The price he receives will come our way.

CAPTAIN:

Well, Cook, what's it to be this time? 

You've always done well by me.

COOK:

You're right. Here's a fine silk handkerchief and a ring. 

More I do not have.

CAPTAIN:

They will be sold. And you, lad - you're new, aren't you? 

Why are you so downcast?

DICK:

I have nothing to give.

COOK:

Yes, you do! Puss - that's what you must give.

DICK:

No! No! She's all I have. I'll not give her to anyone.

She keeps us free of rats and is my best companion.

Mr FITZWARREN:

But Dick, you must give something. 

It's the way we do things here.

In two hours the Captain will retum and take all our things.

CAPTAIN:

Yes, I'll be back soon.  DICK cries.
COOK:

Now stop crying and get on with your work.  

They all leave except DICK and PUSS.
DICK:

I would sooner run away than give away dear Puss. 

Come on, we'll leave before anyone can see us. 

Away they go; DICK with his bundle.

DICK:

Puss, let us sit here and look over London town.

PUSS:

And where will we sleep tonight? - They hear bells. 

DICK:

The bells seem to be talking to us. What are they saying?

PUSS:

Turn again, Whittington - Lord Mayor of London. 

They listen again. 

Don't you hear what they are saying? – 

Turn again, Whittington – Lord Mayor of London. 

We must go back again,

otherwise you will remain poor for the rest of your life.

DICK:

You're right. We've no place to go to. We can't run away.
They go back to the kitchen in Mr Fitzwarren's house
COOK:

And where have you been? Out walking, I suppose.
He's here now. 

Mr FITZWARREN and the CAPTAIN enter
CAPTAIN:

Well, here we are,

everyone can put their things in this bag. 

Thank you, Mr Fitzwarren, thank you Cook. 

And you, my boy - where's Puss? Come an now!

PUSS:

No, I won't go!
Mr FITZWARREN: 

If you don't go, young Dick will end up in the street again.
PUSS:

But not in the bag.

CAPTAIN:

No, no. Come along. Goodbye, everyone.

DICK:

Goodbye, dear Puss.
PUSS:

Goodbye; Dick.

Mr FITZWARREN:

There, there now. You'll never know what will happen.

The Captain may bring you a fortune.

ACT 5: Puss Saves the Sultan of Morocco

CAPTAIN:

Here we are, Puss. We've sold everything except you. 

Perhaps you will be back in London before the year is out.
PUSS:

And Dick will remain poor!

CAPTAIN:

Wait now - here comes a servant.

He will take us to see the Sultan of Morocco. 

SERVANT: 

Captain, the Sultan of Morocco and the Sultana send you their greetings. The will see you soon.

The CAPTAIN and PUSS are shown to the SULTAN OF MORROCCO and the SULTANA
SERVANT:

Your Majesty, the Captain is here.
SULTAN:

Ah Captain, you've come at a very bad time. We can't offer you so much as a decent meal.

SULTANA:

Everything we have in the palace kitchens is being eaten by rats. They have devoured all our bread, chese, apples and beef.

The royal rat-catcher has run away. There is nothing we can do.
SULTAN:

I will give half of my gold to anyone who can rid us of this curse.
CAPTAIN:

The lace and silk that I have brought from Mr Fitzwarren

Are not what you need.

But Puss here is the answer to your problems

SULTAN:

Well, what are you waiting for?

My word stands – of you free me of these beasts,

half of my gold will be yours.

SERVANT:

This way, please
SULTANA:

And good luck! – SERVANT and PUSS leave.
SERVANT:

It's true - your majesty. The work is done. The rats are running
The others hear a great crashing of pots and paus from the royal kitchens
SULTANA:

At last we are saved
and she will keep the palace free of rats and mice

SERVANT:

Here is the gold.
SULTANA: Farewell, Captain!

CAPTAIN: Farewell, to you both!

Act 6: Dick become rich

COOK and DICK are in the kitchen.

Mr FITZWARREN:

Well, good friends – the Captain returns today.

COOK:

And I’ll be rich.

DICK:

But as for me – what has become of my poor Puss?
A knock on the door. COOK opens it.

COOK:

Mr Fitwarren, the Captain is here!

CAPTAIN:

Welcome to all of you. Never have you done so well.

Feast your eyes on that.

COOK:

I’m rich! I’m getting very hot! I’m going to faint.

How much of it is mine?

CAPTAIN:

This much!

He gives her a very small amount and she faintts.

CAPTAIN:

And this is for you, Mr Fitzwarren.

The rest is yours, lad.

Your Puss is in Royal hands.

She has rid the palace of rats,

and this is your reward.

DICK:

With riches such as these, who knows,

perhaps the bells were right.

Perhaps I will be Lord Mayor of London.

The bells sound again.

Act 7: Dick is Lord Mayor of London

The first three VILLAGERS are gathered as at the beginning.

FIRST VILLAGER:

It’s May again in our small town,

And all are bright and gay.

We’re waiting for our special guest.

The Lord Mayor is coming from London today.

SECOND VILLAGER:

Here he is in his finest coach

With his chain of gold and his servants three.

But wiat, haven’t we seen him before?

Tell me quick – what do you see?

THIRD VILLAGER:

Yes, you’re right – but what’s his name?

I know that face – it’s just the same.

DICK WHITTINGTON:

Genlemen, don’t we know each other

From many years ago?

When I was not so very old

You sent me off to seek for gold.

Well, let me tell you that’s true.

There’s gold in the streets – through and through!

Now why don’t you get on your way

And seek your fortunes while you may?

As for me, I'll go and greet the folk Upon this sunny day.
He leaves and the three VILLAGERS look at each other. 

FIRST VILLAGER:

Off to London - there's gold in the streets! 

SECOND VILLAGER:

Quick, quick - let us be an our way! 

THIRD VILLAGER:

To London!

ALL:

To London! To London town!

