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Synopsis
While attending the reading of his father’s Will in King Street, accompanied by his evil 
Aunt Letitia Feral, young Simon Schuster from Balga catches the eye of Cherry Cupcake, 
the feisty daughter of the infamous Perth socialite Queenie Cupcake, self-proclaimed 
doyen of Dalkeith! Queenie wont brook the relationship between her eligible daughter 
– from the Western Suburbs – and the young lad clearly from ‘south of the river’, socially, 
if not geographically; she’s angling for a more lucrative financial merger with the silvertail 
solicitor  Horace Grovel LLB!
Bequeathed a magic cat, Puss, Simon is confused as to how such a gift will enhance 
his prospects; but the cat confirms that he will use his powers to provide for his young 
master: he has a diabolical plan to improve his social and financial standing! Meanwhile, 
Queenie convinced of the old adage that  ‘a way to a man’s heart is through his stomach’, 
determines that Cherry’s chances of landing Horance Grovel might be improved if she is 
taught how to cook! With her  French chef de jour Haute Cuisine, Queenie’s Master Chef 
Master Class is making Cupcakes!
The next day, Puss’s plan goes into action and he contrives to have Queenie and her 
daughter in the vicinity of the Swan River foreshore, on the new Sir Daryle d’Ogre 
development site – at the precise moment that he convinces Simon to pretend that 
he is drowning. Simon is ‘rescued’, and in a set of new clothes borrowed from Grovel, 
is introduced in cognito, as the fabulously wealthy Perth property developer, Baron 
Bungleup! Impressed, but not convinced of his bona fides, Queenie insists that she 
inspect the estate and meet some of his employees. Puss goes into over-drive and 
convinces some Perth City Council workers that it will be to their advantage if they say 
they are employed by ‘Baron Bungleup’ … should anyone happen to enquire. Queenie, 
on the scent of a more lucrative engagement for her daughter, further insists that it might 
be more efficient if she and Cheery could see a ‘bird’s eye’ view of development from 
the Baron’s penthouse office on St George’s Terrace. Encouraging Simon to delay the 
party, Puss – disguised as a reporter from The	West	Australian - insinuates himself into 
the offices of the wealthy Sir Daryl d’Ogre and quickly out-manoeuvres the unscrupulous 
CEO and replaces Simon behind the desk just in time for the Cupcakes’ visit. Queenie, 
not wanting to waste any more time on this desirable liaison forces a proposal from ‘the 
Baron’. The only glitch is that Cherry refuses, adamant that she is not in love with the 
Baron, nor Grovel … but has, in fact,  literally ‘fallen’ for a young man from Balga she had 
met in King Street. Simon comes clean, removes his disguise and relates the full story of 
Puss’s plan to elevate him socially to be eligible to meet ‘the love of his life’! 
While well intentioned, Puss’s plan was totally unnecessary. The moral of our story 
is simple: be happy with what you have, work hard at what you do and are trying to 
accomplish … and you will realize your ambitions.
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Act One
Prologue
 (VELCRO FASTENER, the MC, appears in front of the House Curtain.)
VELCRO. Oh good- you’re all here…or most of you are. Anybody who isn’t here, 
 could you put up your hand? Nobody? Alright then!
 My name is Fastener, Velcro Fastener… I was christened Button   
 Fastener, but that’s a little old fashioned, don’t you think? Velcro … some 
 might say as a name it’s a rip off, but to me: Veni, Vidi, Velcro … I came, 
 I saw… I stuck around!!! I’ll be your Master of Ceremonies today; I’ll keep 
 things together –
 Let me just check to see if a few of the stragglers are in: (Refers to names 
 from box ofþce) Tick! Well, we’re all ready to begin. 
 Because you’re in the theatre, you’re now part of the show and you’re able 
 to help us tell this story … you can …  make a noise if we ask you to; or 
 tell us if something is happening. Can you make a noise? (Practise.) You 
 can do better than that. But,if we need you to stop making a noise we’ll do 
 this - and then you go quiet as a mouse straight away. Let’s try it. Make a 
 noise - quiet. Make a noise - quiet. Very, very good!
 Now we need some music. (Introduce orchestra.)
 Now the last thing we need to do is to get this curtain to go up out of the 
 way. The best way to do that is to clap really loudly and to yell and stamp 
 your feet! Let’s try it (Curtain goes up a little.) Oh dear, not nearly enough 
 clapping and cheering. Let’s try that again; think harder!
  (Curtain goes up halfway.) 

Song:  Oh, the thinks you can think!  
 I can see that you’ve got quite a mind for your age!
 Why, one Think and you dragged me right onto the stage!
 Now, I’m here, there is no telling what may ensue
 With a man such as me, and a Thinker like you!

 Oh, the thinks you can think!
 Oh, the thinks you can think
 If you’re willing to try ...

 Think invisible ink! 
 Or a gink with a stink! 
 Or a stair to the sky ...
 If you open your mind, 
 Oh, the thinks you will þnd
 Lining up to get loose ... 
 Oh, the thinks you can think 
 When you think about ...

 You think You think 
 And think and think and think and think
  and think 
 And think and think and think and think
 and think 
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 And think and think and think and think
  and think 
 And think and think and think!
  and think! 

 Just think! 

 Oh, the thinks you can think
 Think and wonder and dream -
 Far and wide as you dare! 

 Oh, the thinks you can think!

 When your thinks have run dry,
 In the blink of an eye 
 There’s another think there!
 If you open your mind, 
 Oh, the thinks you will þnd
 Lining up to get loose! 
 Oh, the thinks you can think 

 Our story begins
 With a very strange sound -
 The noise of a city
 Beginning to pound.
 Now, imagine a sky.
 I’ll imagine bright blue! …
 (As the curtain rises.)
 Imagine … King Street, Perth … the CBD … The West End!
 
Act One
Scene One
 (King Street, Perth; fashionable shop windows and a sign: òHorace Grovel 
 LLBó. STREET KIDS hover; playing soccer with a Coke can; one spray 
 paints on the set: KING STREET.)
LETITIA (Entering.) Don’t dawdle, Simon –  SIMON! We’re already late to meet 
 with Mr Grovel, the solicitor, Simon: he’s going to read the will.
SIMON.  I don’t know why you wanted me to come into town with you anyway,  
 Aunt Letitia – 
LETITIA. Don’t you want to find out who inherits your father’s fortune?
SIMON. Aunt Letitia, father wasn’t rich!  He owned a shop, that’s all …
LETITIA. The shoe shop in Stirling Central -
SIMON. … and his old cat, Puss.
LETITIA. Your father – may he rest in peace! – was very fond of pussy! I’m … fond 
 of that pussy …  (To the Audience.) I want that pussy.
SIMON. Father always said Puss was special – said he was a magical cat. But who 
 really believes in magic …?
PUSS. Meow  …

LETITIA. (Aside.) What a perfect collar his fur would make … and a wonderful 
 muff! (To SIMON.) Now run up to Mr Grovel’s office and tell him we’re 
 waiting.
SIMON. Yes, Aunt Letitia … Okay, children, I’m going to leave my cat right here. 
 Now if anyone gets close to my cat, especially Aunt Letitia, I want you to 
 call my name. My name is Simon. 
 (SIMON does a practice run with the Audience guarding PUSS.)
 (As he exits) I’ve got my eye on you Aunt Letitia.
  (LETITIA furtively approaches the cat.)

Song: Cat Song [Gemini: Laszlo Slomovits]    
LETITIA. Can you see in the dark when it’s black as coal? 
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA. Neither can I, but that cat can! 
 Can you stare without blinking for over an hour?
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA. Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 Can you shimmy to the treetop in two seconds ÿat?
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA.  Neither can I, but that cat can!  
Can you fall ten metres and land on your feet? 
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA. Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 ‘Cause he’s an acrobat, an aristocrat,
 He acts like a spoiled brat.
 He hides your socks and hides my hat
 And a whole lot more than that! 
 Can you purrrrrrr like a motor and not use your mouth? 
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA. Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 Can you walk on dry leaves and not make a sound?
STREET KIDS. No! 
LEITIA  Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 Can you þle your nails by scratching on a tree? 
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA. Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 Can you stand up to a dog ten times your size? 
STREET KIDS. No!
LEITIA  Neither can I, but that cat can!  
 ‘Cause he’s no scaredy cat, no diplomat
 Who’ll chit-chat or chew the fat.
 He makes my lap her habitat
 And keeps it clear of mouse and rat!
 That’s my song about that cat!
 That’s my song about that cat!
 That’s that!

 (GROVEL, a solicitor, enters with papers and the Will.)
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GROVEL. Ah, Miss –
LETITIA. Ms.
GROVEL. Ms Feral, welcome to King Street; are we all prepared for the reading of 
 old Schuster’s Will.
 (PUSS crosses in front of them.)
 It’s that cat you’re after, Letitia? I’ve seen you skinning it with your eyes!
LETITIA. The Will … let’s just say, I hope he’s been sensible and left the Shoe  
 Shop in Stirling Central to Simon; I’ll be happy to get what’s left over … 
 including the cat!
GROVEL. Gather round, I say, and be quick about it. (Business with folders and 
 envelopes; eventually reading a very small piece of paper.)
SIMON. That looks very detailed.
LETITIA. That’ll take all day.
GROVEL. He was a man of few words! When you’re ready … by the powers vested  
 in me by the State of Western Australia, in my capacity as a highly 
 remunerated King Street Solicitor, and acting as representative of the late 
 Sean Schuster of Upper Swan –
LETITIA. Just get on with it, and never mind the sermon.
GROVEL. Very well. The will is very straight forward –
LETITIA. Thank goodness for that!
GROVEL. De gustibus non est disputandum –
LETITIA. In English, Grovel, in English. 
GROVEL. Very well. “I, Sean Schuster, -
PUSS. Meow -
GROVEL. Do bequeath my estate to my remaining family as follow. Firstly, to my 
 sister-in-law, Letitia Feral, I leave to her alone … (Drumroll) the Steppin’ 
 Out Shoe Shop and Podiatry Centre at Stirling Central – 
LETITIA. What about the cat??
GROVEL. (Drumroll.)  … Simon, his son, shall have the cat?
PUSS. Meow.
LETITIA. Shame on you Sean Schuster!
GROVEL. The Will is incontestable … (Putting collar around PUSSõ neck.) 
 incontrovertible  … 
 (LETITIA tries to grab the Will. Grovel swallows it) 
 and indigestible. (Handing her a folder.) The title deeds to your new shop, 
 Letitia. 
QUEENIE. (Off.) Oh, Mr Grovel … Grovel! (Entering.) 
GROVEL. That sounds like Queenie Cupcake! Now if you’ll excuse me. (To 
 QUEENIE.) It’s Grov-elle!
LETITIA. Grovel;  it’s not over yet!
QUEENIE. (Tripping on her entrance.) Oh, I’ve ruined my entrance! 
GROVEL. It is Queenie Cupcake!
QUEENIE. Hello everyone. What do you think of my outfit? I borrowed it from 
 Rebecca Twigly … we’re the same size! Chris can hardly tell us apart;  
 we’re like sisters! Did you notice, I’ve just come back from Bali: I call this  
 the “Corby Coif” … takes twenty years of your life! I was just walking  
 down King Street, turned quite a few heads, I can tell you. And…
GROVEL. Turned stomachs more like!

QUEENIE. You won’t believe it, I’ve just ran into that nice Mr Burns, you know, 
 Rodney, who manages His Majesty’s Theatre – I’ve got opening night 
 tickets to the new Wiggles show: The Wiggles in Underbelly The Musical. 
 Can’t wait. (Turning and shouting off.) Cherry! … Where are you? Cherry! 
 … (Pulls out mobile, calls CHERRY) Mr Grovel is waiting, dear!
GROVEL. (Taking phone from QUEENIE) It’s Grov-elle!
SIMON. Hey Puss, did you know that you belong to me now? All I own in the world 
 are the clothes on my back. What will I do?
LETITIA. No need to worry dear boy; your old aunt won’t desert you. I’ll swap: the 
 deeds to the shop … for that cat!
SIMON. I couldn’t do that Aunt Letitia, Puss is the only thing left I have to remind 
 me of my dear father.
GROVEL.… Grov-elle . Rhymes with “Shap-elle”!
QUEENIE. (Taking phone from GROVEL.) Don’t use that sort of language with  
 me, I’m your mother! (To GROVEL.) - hangs on my every word!
LETITIA. All right then: you can stay in the shop for one month … after that you’ll 
 pay me and exorbitant rent … or you’ll hand over the cat. Understood?
SIMON. Perfectly. 
GROVEL. The meter’s running Mrs Cupcake.
QUEENIE. Cherry! It’s not polite to keep your future husband waiting.
LETITIA. Come on, Simon, 
SIMON. Will I call us a taxi?
LETITIA/QUEENIE. Who can afford taxis in Perth … when you can find them!
 (They brieÿy ômirrorõ each otherõs actions.)
LETITIA. We’ll get the bus from Wellington Street … Hurry on now – and don’t  
 forget the cat!
CHERRY. Mother, this is ridiculous … (Entering, laden with boxes and bags from  
 all the name shops in King Street.) we can’t afford all this! 
QUEENIE. Of course we can afford it!
 (QUEENIE slaps CHERRY on the back and she falls ÿat on her face in  
 front of SIMON; parcels go everywhere.) 
 Shop till you drop, dear! And now that that nice Mr Barnett has given us 
 more ‘tourist precincts’ we can shop all night and all weekend. So much to 
 do; so little time!
GROVEL. Good afternoon, Miss Cupcake:
 Roses are red, 
 Iõm down on my knees. 
 Say youõll be mine, 
 Iõll reduce all my fees. 
 Terms and conditions apply.
CHERRY. Mother – surely not him? … he’s old enough to  –
QUEENIE. To keep you in the manner to which I have become accustomed! One 
 of the great trials of a Rockingham girl, Cherry, is that beggars can’t be 
 choosers; especially when one’s husband drowned in WA Inc! I dragged my 
 self out of that sewer by my sling backs; and I owe it all to being crowned 
 Miss Rockingham Beauty Queen 1969.
CHERRY. Charity Queen!
QUEENIE. I took the sash and tiara! Say good afternoon Mr Grovel, and grovel …
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GROVEL. Grov-elle: but I would gladly grovel in the gravel for you my dear.
CHERRY. (Turning to GROVEL but catching SIMONõs eye for the þrst time; there  
 is a palpable connection.) Oh my god…oh my god…oh my god! …
QUEENIE. (Seeing her distracted.) Cherry Cupcake! Mr Grovel, you will join us for  
 the drive to Dalkeith? Jutters. 
GROVEL. Jutland Parade?
QUEENIE. Well, just around the corner. I’ll apologise in advance: hail dints on the  
 Range Rover – looks like an egg carton.
GROVEL. You must be proud?
QUEENIE. Only the best people in the Western Suburbs have hail damage. I’d like  
 to wet your whistle. Cocktails? You can drive me home?
GROVEL. I had expectations! But first, I have a small something –
PUSS. Meow.
GROVEL. A small something I’d like to slip –
PUSS. (Distracting SIMONõs attention.) Meow.
SIMON. Hey, Puss; what’s this attached to your collar: a pouch full of dust…
GROVEL. A small something I’d like to slip on her finger.
SIMON. What’s written here … (Finds it difþcult to read.)
 (CHERRY phones her mother on the mobile.)
QUEENIE. (Answering her mobile.) Mrs Queenie Cupcake, Dalkeith.
CHERRY. Mother, for the last time; I’m not interested in getting married until I’ve  
 had a career! He’ll be in a nursing home by then.-
QUEENIE. He’s a good lawyer. He charges $250 an hour; So get interested!
CHERRY. There’s only one place you’ll find a ‘good lawyer’ in Perth … in gaol!
SIMON. That’s quite amusing.
CHERRY. I thought so! 
SIMON. Can you read running writing? (Indicating the pouch haning on PUSSõ  
 collar.)
CHERRY. I can try;
 Now that Puss is in your care
 He will prove a feline rare.
 Just sprinkle him with magic powder
 And wait to hear him meowing louder …
 You couldnõt make your father prouder!
QUEENIE. (Dragging her away.) Cherry Cupcake, we’re going home this instant. 
SIMON. Cherry Cupcake …
QUEENIE. (Sneezing.) Scaffidi! I’m allergic to cats. Parcels! 
 (GROVEL starts to collect shopping parcels.) 
GROVEL. Keys, Queenie. I’ll drive.
QUEENIE. Cherry, you’ll keep your distance from that boy; no girl from PLC   
 would be seen within spittin’ distance of that type … and he’s probably  
 from south of the river. Scaffidi!
 (QUEENIE drags CHERRY off; GROVEL follows.)
SIMON. Cherry! Oh Puss, I think I’ve fallen in love.
LETITIA. (Re-entering) Come along; the 363 won’t wait!  Fallen in love? Not with  
 that little Western Suburbs Justin Bieber groupie? 
SIMON. She’s a princess!
LETITIA. You’re dreaming – bring the cat! (She exits.)

SIMON. Reaching for the moon … I can dream can’t I; can’t I Puss!?
  
Scene Two
 (LETITIA and SIMON travel home by bus; QUEENIE and CHERRY are  
 chauffeured along the Swan to Dalkeith. LETITIA is preoccupied with the  
 cat; GROVEL with CHERRY.)

Song: Wishin’ and Hopin     
SIMON/CHERRY/LETITIA/QUEENIE/GROVEL
 Wishin’ and a-hopin’ 
 Just wishin’ and hopin’ and thinkin’ and prayin’ 
 Plannin’ and dreamin’ his kiss is the start 
 That won’t get you into his heart 

 So if you’re thinkin’ heartbreak 
 True love is
 All you gotta do is 
 Hold him and kiss him and squeeze him and love him 
 Yeah, just do it and after you do, you will be his 

 (You gotta) 
 Show him that you care just for him 
 Do the things he likes to do 
 Wear your hair just for him, ‘cause 
 You won’t get him 
 Thinkin’ and a-prayin’ 
 Wishin’ and a-hopin’ 

 Just wishin’ and hopin’ and thinkin’ and prayin’ 
 Plannin’ and dreamin’ his kiss is the start 
 That won’t get you into his heart 

 So if you’re thinkin’ heartbreak 
 True love is
 All you gotta do is 
 Hold him and kiss him and squeeze him and love him 
 Yeah, just do it and after you do, you will be his 
 You will be his 
 You will be his

Scene Three
  (Steppinõ Out Shoe Shop and Podiatry Centre at Stirling Central; shelves  
 of shoes and boots.)
SIMON. Oh, Puss, what is to become of me … of us? Working in the shop without  
 Dad won’t be the same! And the old bag has only given us a month!!
PUSS. Meow. (PUSS nudges up against him, indicating the small pouch on his  
 collar.)
SIMON. (Remembering.) Oh, not this again -
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 Now that Puss is in your care
 He will prove a feline rare.
 Just sprinkle him with magic powder
 (He empties the contents of the pouch into his hand.)
 And wait to hear him meowing louder …
 (He scatters the powder across the cat, the show shelves and PUSS.)
 What the - ??
 (A ôshoe & bootõ ballet where one particular pair of boots are magically put  
 onto PUSSõs feet; PUSS is somewhat transformed.)
PUSS. (Slowly.) Ma- Ma Me – Ma Me Ma Mo Ma Mu!
 Don’t you just love these boots!?
 Meeee-ow, ow, ow … bow wow!
 Who said that? Was it me? 
SIMON. I must be dreaming!! These are magic boots!
PUSS. Simon, boys and girls, can I ask you something very – meow - important.  
 Was it me who – meow - was really talking just now?
 “The cats in flats stay mainly on the mats!” I think I’ve got it – by St   
 George’s Terrace, I’ve got it!
SIMON. A talking cat – unbelievable. You could be in Cats the musical.
PUSS. I’d prefer a tour de force, than be forced to tour!

Song:  I Think I Did it Again    
 [Meow, Meow, Meow, Meow …]
 I think I did it again. I made you believe
 We’re more than just friends.
 Oh, baby;
 It might seem like a crush,
 But it doesn’t mean
 That I’m serious.
 ‘Cause to lose all my senses...
 That is just so typically me.
 Oh, baby; baby.
 Oops! 
 ... I did it again.
 I played with your heart.
 Got lost in the game.
 Oh, baby; baby.
 Oops!
 ... You think I’m in love.
 That I’m sent from above...
 I’m not that innocent.
 You see my problem is this:
 I’m dreaming away;
 Wishing that heroes, they truly exist.
 I cry watching the days.
 Can’t you see I’m a fool
 In so many ways?
 But to lose all my senses ...

 That is just so typically me.
 Baby, oh.
 Oops! 
 ... I did it again.
 I played with your heart.
 Got lost in the game.
 Oh, baby; baby.
 Oops!
 ... You think I’m in love.
 That I’m sent from above...
 I’m not that innocent.
 [Meow, Meow, Meow, Meow …]

SIMON. Wow! … you weren’t lip-synching were you?
PUSS. I was trying out my Julie Bishop impersonation -
SIMON I wonder if Aunt Latitia knew that Dad had left me a puch of magic   
 powder … that could make you speak and sing?
PUSS. There is only one reason why that old witch would prefer me to the Steppin’  
 Out Shoe Shop and Podiatry Centre at Stirling Central: she wants my  
 beautiful fur to finish her ‘cat coat’. 
SIMON. Agh, that’s gross. 
PUSS. Your father used to worry about you a lot; he wanted you to make   
 something of your life!  … and I’ve had a lot of time to come up with 
 ‘a diabolical plan’. I’ll make you rich and famous … so that you can marry 
 your princess.
SIMON. Balga isn’t necessarily the land of opportunity. 
PUSS. All I need is my pair of magic boots so that I can disguise myself as anyone 
 I want to be – and our plan goes into action tomorrow down at the Swan 
 River Foreshore Development site – now, let me at those CUBs!
SIMON. CUBs?
PUSS. Cashed Up Bogans!

Scene Four
 (QUEENIEõs kitchen in Dalkeith. QUEENIEõs cook, HAUTE CUISINE, is  
 preparing cocktails.)
CHERRY. … No disrespect Mr Grovel, but you drive like an old nun on valium!
QUEENIE. Grovel! My housekeeper and chef de jour: Haute Cuisine! 
GROVEL. Enchante!
QUEENIE. Haughty for short!
HAUTE. (Bad French to CHERRY.) You must age za meat to make it tender, ma 
 petite!
QUEENIE. Oh, that’s a frightening image.
CHERRY. If you’re thinking wedding bells and a bridal shower, Mother, you can 
 forget it. I wouldn’t even share a joke with that piece of gristle.
QUEENIE. It’s your duty; it’s your duty for love. Think of Edward and Bella, Kate 
 and Prince William, Charles and Camilla …mmm…no don’t think about 
 that.
GROVEL. Queenie a word. Your daughter isn’t the only fish in the sea you know. I  
 have hundreds of women lining up to get their hands on my nuptials.
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QUEENIE. Like who?
GROVEL. Megan Gale, Elle McPherson, Dorothy the Dinasour. I’m like a sumo 
 wrestler in a loin cloth: I can be enormously accommodating but when I 
 reach my limits it’s not a pretty sight. Cherry has many attributes that 
 make her desirable (To Audience) … her mother’s supposed millions being 
 the main one. But just like my third wife, time is running out.
QUEENIE. The problem is, young lady, you have not been taught any practical 
 skills – when I was your age, I had half of Rockingham –
HAUTE. Ze entire Margaret River,
QUEENIE. And that dag from Doodlakine.
QUEENIE/HAUTE. Parked outside the front door.
HAUTE. Your mozer was tres populare after she was za winner of za Madamoiselle 
 Charity Queen soixante neuf. … she was always on her back, wis her 
 laurels in za air –
QUEENIE. … The way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. 
CHERRY. Get me a stomach pump!
QUEENIE. Hauty, we’ll  have to teach Cherry to cook.
CHERRY. But Mother,  you’ve never cooked a meal in your life?
QUEENIE. That’s what freezers and cheap foreign labour are for.
GROVEL. I’m a very patient man, Queenie – very patient indeed … 
CHERRY. Out-patient more like it!
GROVEL. but I have my limits! 
QUEENIE Perhaps you’d like to take your cocktail out to the al fresco 
 overlooking the river … there’s a fabulous view of the Oswal’s little town 
 house! Hard to believe they made their squillions wrist deep in –
HAUTE. Merde –
QUEENIE. Fertiliser … I spent the saddest day of my short life out there watching 
 Rose bulldoze that beautiful house, Prix Galore; oh, she must have   
 suffered … we were very close, right to the end …
CHERRY. The end of what …
QUEENIE. Her line of credit, dear.

Song:  Stand By Your Man   
QUEENIE. Sometimes it’s hard to be a woman  [Cherry]
 Giving all your love to just one man
 You’ll have bad times
 And he’ll have good times
 Doin’ things that you don’t understand
 But if you love him 
 You’ll forgive him
 Even though he’s hard to understand
 And if you love him
 Oh, be proud of him 
 Cause after all he’s just a man

 Stand by your man 
 Give him two arms to cling to 
 And something warm to come to 

 when nights are cold and lonely

 Stand by your man
 And show the world you love him 
 Keep giving all the love you can
 Stand by your man

 Stand by your man
 And show the world you love him 
 Keep giving all the love you can
 Stand by your man

QUEENIE. Right then, let’s bake! … Cupcakes!
HAUTE. That was ze lovely song, Queenie!
QUEENIE. My favourite singer, Tammy Wynette … she dedicated it to her fifth 
 husband.
 (HAUTE instructs CHERRY to help her prepare for baking; including a 
 large ÿoor sheet.)
 The recipe book, Haughty! Cherry, like all good marriages, you just need 
 the right ingredients: self-raising flour; sugar; baking powder; butter,  
 milk, eggs and vanilla!
HAUTE. We are ready now for ze humpy-pumpy!
QUEENIE. Firsly we preheat oven to 350 degrees.  Line cupcake pans with paper 
 liners. Combine 2 cups of flour … one cup of sugar … three teaspoons of 
 baking powder … a pinch of salt. Add butter, milk, and vanilla.  Beat for 1 
 minute.  Scrape side of bowl with a spatula. Add eggs to the mixture.   
 Beat.  Scrape bowl again.  Beat until well mixed. Then we spoon cupcake  
 batter into paper liners until 1/2 to 2/3 full. Bake for 20 to 25 minutes or  
 until toothpick inserted in center comes out clean.
 [Note: while the above is a legitimate recipe, the whole sequence depends  
 on the riotous slapstick engagement with both ingredients and untensils!]
CHERRY. Mother, you’re so 1990s! If I wanted cupcakes … I’ll just have them  
 delivered!
 (Out of the chaos, SIMON and CHERRY, in their own moonlight recall  
 their meeting.) 

Song: When I Fall In Love    
CHERRY/SIMON. When I fall in love
 It will be forever
 Or I’ll never fall in love
 In a restless world
 Like this is
 Love is ended before it’s begun
 And too many
 Moonlight kisses
 Seem to cool in the warmth of the sun
 When I give my heart
 I give it completely
 Or I’ll never give my heart
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 And the moment I can feel that you feel that way too
 Is when I fall in love with you

 When I fall in love
 It will be forever
 Or I’ll never fall in love
 In a restless world
 Like this is
 Love is ended before it’s begun
 And too many
 Moonlight kisses
 Seem to cool in the warmth of the sun
 When I give my heart
 I give it completely
 Or I’ll never give my heart
 And the moment I can feel that you feel that way too
 Is when I fall in love with you.

Scene Five
 (The Perth Waterfront Development on the Swan River. SIMON is þshing;  
 PUSS has set up a banana lounge and taking advantage of the sun.)
SIMON. Puss -
PUSS. Yes, Simon.
SIMON. This plan of yours, what’s it all about?
PUSS. I’m very sleepy. Can’t I have my cat-nap first? ...
SIMON. What’s the use of having a talking cat if he doesn’t speak?
PUSS. Oh, alright! My plan involves – you having to play along with whatever 
 happens …
SIMON. Yes?
PUSS. And not be surprised by anything I say or do today. So, the first thing that I 
 had to do was to arrange a meeting –
SIMON. With who?
PUSS. Just be patient – so I sent a letter to that lawyer Mr Grovel informing him  
 of the existence of a certain “Baron of Bungleup” –
SIMON. Baron of Bungleup?
PUSS. What are you a parrot? 
SIMON. Who is he? Have I sold him any shoes?
PUSS. It’s you, you fool – I mean Baron. I have created an identity and a title for 
 you and this afternoon I will give you land and -
SIMON. You’re dreamin’ … I work in a shoe shop at Stirling Central! Besides, 
 all this land belongs to Sir Daryl d’Ogre … one of the greediest and most 
 obscene Property Developers Western Australia has ever seen!
PUSS. Sir Daryl d’Ogre: he’s so mean, he asks beggars for receipts.
SIMPON. He’s so mean, he won’t even pay attention!
PUSS. He’s so mean, he had three phones installed so that he could hang up on  
 more people!
SIMON. He’s so mean he sends get-well cards to hypochondriacs.
PUSS. He’s so tight, he uses both sides of the toilet paper –

SIMON. He doesn’t use toilet paper; he’s so tight, he uses dental floss to wipe his  
 bum! …
PUSS. This is why I’ve brought you down to the River today –
SIMON. There’s nothing like fishing in the Swan River!
PUSS. I know there’s fish in there … I can hear them coughing! 
SIMON. (Reeling in a big þsh.) Whoa what a whopper! That can be our dinner!
 (Business with PUSS suddenly ÿying into action to ôbagõ the þsh.)
PUSS. At least it doesn’t have two heads! Now, back to the plan: all I need you to 
 do is go for a swim in the river at exactly 1140am … and pretend that you 
 are drowning. I will take care of everything else … Just remember that if 
 anybody asks you are the Baron of Bungleup and you’re a property 
 developer! 
SIMON.Look at me Puss, look at my clothes – nobody will ever believer that I’m a 
 property developer?
PUSS. Leave that to me. Remember, at precicely 1140 – get your gear off and take  
 a dip. In  the meantime, I might just take a little cat-nap –
 (He curls up on the banana chair with the fish by his side.)
 Now I lay me down to sleep,
 I pray this cushy life to keep.
 I pray for toys that look like mice,
 And sofa cushions, soft and nice.
 I pray Iõll always stay real cool
 And keep the secret feline rule
 To NEVER tell a human that
 The world is really ruled by CATS!

Song: Corner of the Sky  
SIMON. Everything has its season
 Everything has its time
 Show me a reason and I’ll soon show you a rhyme
 Cats þt on the windowsill
 Children þt in the snow
 Why do I feel I donõt þt in anywhere I go?

 Rivers belong where they can ramble
 Eagles belong where they can ÿy
 I’ve got to be where my spirit can run free
 Got to þnd my corner of the sky

 So many men seem destined 
 To settle for something small
 But I won’t rest until I know I’ll have it all
 So don’t ask where I’m going
 Just listen when I’m gone
 And far away you’ll hear me singing
 Softly to the dawn:

 Rivers belong where they can ramble
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 Eagles belong where they can ÿy
 I’ve got to be where my spirit can run free
 Got to þnd my corner of the sky
 
 Gosh, look at the time. I’d better do what Puss asked me to do. Remember 
 boys and girls, if anyone tries to sneak up on Puss, yell out my name, 
 Simon.
 (He takes of his clothes and jumps into the river.)
 (LETITIA pokes her head around the corner.)
LETITIA. (She sneaks towards PUSS é twice. On the third time she is bowled over  
 by GOVEL who rushes in frantic. The noise eventually wakes PUSS up.)
 Oh Bugger! (Shestarts to  exit defeated, runs into Grovel then exits.)
PUSS. Oh there, you are. Did you get my letter? Is everything organized?
GROVEL. Yes I got your catalogue of instructions Mr Puss. It said that I should 
 “organize for Queenie Cupcake and her daughter to purr-ambulate past 
 the Bell Tower to the foreshore at 11.40 this morning, and she will be 
 provided with information to her financial advantage …” I take 10% of any 
 financial advantage earned by the mother – 100% if I manage to manage 
 to legally bind the daughter!! I’m on my way to collect them now.
PUSS. Can I interest you in a fresh fish … perhaps a gift for Mrs Cupcake; caught 
 just moments ago by the young, wealthy and influential property 
 developer, Baron Bungleup!
GROVEL. Baron Bungleup? Never heard of him –
PUSS. Who ever heard of the Kadashians before their fabulous reality tv show. 
GROVEL. Very well – I’ll take the fish!
 (He exits. PUSS sneaks up to where SIMON has folded his clothes, takes 
 them, and throws them off stage.)
QUEENIE. Scaffidi!
PUSS. I can hear them coming!!! (Waving at SIMON.) Drown yourself now!
SIMON  (Off.) Help! Help!
 (QUEENIE, followed by GROVEL and CHERRY enter.)
PUSS. Help! HELP! 
QUEENIE. Do you like my new outfit? I look positively Prime Ministerial!
PUSS. Prime beef?
QUEENIE. Mutton dressed as lamb?
PUSS. Mutton dressed as lizard! But we digress. My master, the Baron of   
 Bungleup, is drowning. Someone save him -
QUEENIE. Scaffidi! 
GROVEL. This is the man – the cat that has some information for you Mrs 
 Cupcake.
PUSS. We have not met, Mrs Cupcake, but I am the PA to the Baron of Bungleup! 
 Here’s my card.
QUEENIE. Scaffidi! Scaffidi! Bungleup? That’s the second time I’ve heard his name 
 this morning.
PUSS. Drowning in his own river, M’am! In fact, my master the Baron is 
 responsible for the entire foreshore development!
CHERRY. Don’t you think someone should save him?
PUSS. Cats don’t swim! Hate water!
QUEENIE. Grovel – in you go! 

GROVEL. But –
QUEENIE. It’s the least I can do, Grovel, and besides, if my daughter means 
 anything to you at all, you’ll do as I ask.
GROVEL. (Reluctantly.) Ker-ching! Oh very well. (He removes all his clothes -
 apart from some lurid boxer shorts and his socks  - and jumps in. General 
 business with the offstage-rescue.)
CHERRY. (As SIMON makes his way out of the river covered discretely in rubbish.) 
 I think I’ve seen him somewhere before?
QUEENIE. Quickly – the Kiss of Life!
PUSS. Please forgive the Baron’s state of undress. His clothes were stolen while he 
 was having a swim.
QUEENIE. The Police Minister has a lot to answer for; what’s happened to law and 
 order in this city!
GROVEL. Help! Help!
PUSS. Oh, thank you for saving his life, Mrs Cupcake.
SIMON. (Surprised and embarrassed.) Cherry?!
QUEENIE. (Genuÿecting.) Your Baroness! Say hello to His Barroness, Cherry!
CHERRY. I’m sure Mr Grovel can spare his clothes, Mummy?
QUEENIE. Baron Bungleup, you must take these clothes to replace your stolen 
 ones.
SIMON. Stolen!? Oh … I’m sorry to put you to so much trouble –
GROVEL. (Emerging from the water.) No trouble at all, apparently!
 (CHERRY gives SIMON the clothes and he goes behind a tree to change.)
CHERRY. You are very familiar!
PUSS. Your generosity knows no bounds, Mrs Cupcake.
QUEENIE. Scaffidi! Perhaps we should all get into the Baron’s limo and look over 
 the Baron’s entire proposed development …
PUSS. I’m afraid the limo is … was hired out to the CWA for the Christmas pagent, 
 (or wheel clamped), Mrs Cupcake. We’ll have to walk … or take the CAT! 
 (SIMON emerges. He has now changed into GROVELõs clothes é but they  
 þt perfectly and he is transformed!) 
 Mrs Cupcake, Miss Cherry … may I present my master the Baron 
 Bungleup.
QUEENIE. Your pleasure, I’m sure.
PUSS. (Insinuating.) The ladies would like a tour of your massive estate, Sir …
 perhaps you might take the long way round? I’ll make sure everything is 
 in order … (He rushes off.)
SIMON. (To the ladies; offering his arm to CHERRY.) Perhaps you’ll follow me …
QUEENIE. (To GROVEL.) Don’t they look good together? Rack off, Grovel … you’re 
 dripping on me.
 (The party exits leaving GROVEL standing alone and immodest. LATITIA 
 sneaks furtively around the corner, backing into GROVEL; they turn, see 
 each other é scream and run off in different directions.)

Scene Six
PUSS. (Recognising the Audience.) What have we got here? Some Perth City 
 Council employees pretending to work? I couldn’t have planned this better 
 myself. A very clever talking cat … with fabulous boots. (To the Audience.) 
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 G’day … peasants! Can you keep a secret, I’ll make it worth your while. 
 I’m the – Council Inspector and an official tourist delegation from the  
 Oprah Wimfrey show is coming to inspect the foreshore – what a pity that 
 they’ve taken down the ferris wheel!! That would have got Oprah to Perth 
 for sure. You’ve all got to be on your best behaviour, and if anybody asks 
 who you work for, you’ve got to say “Baron Bungleup.” Can you do that? 
 (Business; practice with three audience members.) If you do as you’re told, 
 I’ll put in a good word for you with Oprah … Are you ready?
 (Enter CHERRY, SIMON and QUEENIE.)
QUEENIE. You have an enormous staff,  Baron –
SIMON. I’m surprised by how big it is myself, Mrs Cupcake –
QUEENIE. Call me Queenie, please! I insist! (Simon indicates to Queenie to come 
 over) What is it Baron?
SIMON. What’s wrong with Cherry, she looks very disgruntled.
QUEENIE . Cherry look more gruntled.
SIMON (To ôhis staffõ [the Audience], encouraged by PUSS.) Relax everyone; hands 
 off shovels! Good to see you working so hard … doing whatever it is you’re 
 … doing! I’d like you to meet my guests, Mrs Queenie Cupcake and her 
 beautiful daughter, Cherry!
QUEENIE. Tell me [name one], who do you work for? 
AUDIENCE ONE (Encouraged by PUSS.) ??
PUSS. You’ll have to forgive him … he’s got bad memory!
AUDIENCE TWO. Baron Bungleup.
QUEENIE. And what do you think madam? Is he a good man to work under under?
PUSS. (Interrupting.) We mustn’t keep them from getting on with the development 
 … it’s already running behind!
CHERRY. We must be getting home, mother.
QUEENIE. You have very loyal workers, Baron.
SIMON. Some of the best workers we’ve ever had… perhaps we could arrange to 
 have lunch sometime, Cherry?
CHERRY. That would be very nice … Baron? … I’m sure we’ve met before?
SIMON. How could we have possibly met, I’m a nobody and you’re … from 
 Dalkeith!
CHERRY. But you are a somebody … you’re a Baron.
SIMON. Oh, yes, I forgot!
PUSS. Moving right along -
QUEENIE. A great foreshore development for Perth at last, it has such class and 
 taste it compliments the gorgeous Convention Centre – Scaffidi!
PUSS. We owe it all to Kevin Reynolds, M’am; CFMEU … a great legacy!
SIMON. Mustn’t forget the TWU -
PUSS. … Joe McDonald; the Committee of Perth!
SIMON. KFC – Alan Bond.
PUSS. All working class heros!
QUEENIE. Wouldn’t we get a better view from your penthouse office, Baron?
SIMON. Puss!?
PUSS. Perhaps later in the week, Mrs Cupcake –
QUEENIE. No time like the present … we’re not getting any younger.
PUSS. Well, you’re not!

QUEENIE. Come along, Cherry; we’re all going up to the Baron’s penthouse. 
 Which way do we -
SIMON. We’ll follow you Puss …  (Aside to SIMON.) This is your plan  – Which 
 way … (Offering his arm again to CHERRY.) ladies!
PUSS Follow me!

Scene Seven
 (PUSS leads SIMON, CHERRY and QUEENIE to an elevator. They take 
 the elevator to the penthouse of the dõOgre Building on King Georgeõs 
 Terrace.)
QUEENIE. The d’Ogre Building; I’m impressed already.  Who would have thought?
CHERRY. But what about Mr Grovel?
QUEENIE. Who? … Up we go!

Reprise: Wishinõ and Hopinõ   
QUEENIE/PUSS. Just wishin’ and hopin’ and thinkin’ and prayin’ 
 Plannin’ and dreamin’ his kiss is the start 
 That won’t get you into his heart 

 So if you’re thinkin’ heartbreak 
 True love is
 All you gotta do is 
 Hold him and kiss him and squeeze him and love him 
 Yeah, just do it and after you do, you will be his 
 You will be his 
 You will be his
 
 (They reach the top ÿoor.)
PUSS. (To SIMON.) I’ll need 5 mins. (To Audience.) This is rather impressive … 
 I’m a little nervous meeting d’Ogre                             
AMBER. Can I help you?
PUSS. I’d like to see Sir Daryl.
AMBER. He’s busy
PUSS. Tell him it’s a reporter from The West Australian.
AMBER. He’s even more busy.
PUSS. When would he be available?
AMBER. December  16th … 2019. Do you want to think about it?
 (PUSS produces a $50 note.)
 2014 …
 (PUSS produces a $50 note.)
 Next Thursday …
 (PUSS produces a $50 note.)
 Wait here; I clear didn’t recognize you … I’ll see what I can do. (She goes 
 in to see SIR DARYL).

Scene Eight
 (The Penthouse ofþce of SIR DARLY dõOGRE.)
SIR DARYL. (Phones ring, he answers them variously.) Sorry Twiggy, I don’t pay 
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 any mining tax, matter of fact I don’t pay any tax, bugger off! (Farts.) 
 Better out than in.  (Slams down phone. On another.) A political donation! 
 Pack it in Barnett, I own both the Liberal and the Labour Party. (Farts.) 
 They must have heard that one in China.
AMBER. Brian Bourke on line three Sir Daryl –
SIR DARYL. Bourkey!  Probably wants to have another winge about the CCC. 
 Tell him he’s got the wrong number (Farts.) A bit more choke and it would 
 have started. Julie! … how’s the mad monk? Hey Amber, what’s the 
 difference between an intelligent Liberal Front Bencher and Bigfoot?... 
 Bigfoot’s been spotted! (Farts.) Thunder from down under.
AMBER. A reporter from The West, Sir Daryl; in reception
SIR DARYL. A reporter! Tell him to get as real job. (Farts.)  They were canceling 
 Qantas flights over that one. Troy, my boy! Jeez, you wouldn’t want to 
 sniff this chair.. Tell Adele there’s no such thing as a free lunch, though  
 she can come up here and chew the fat any time. Hey Amber: What’s 
 Australia got in common with McDonalds since Gillard became PM?   
 They’re both run by red headed clowns! If K Rudd, Swan, Bob Brown and 
 Julie Gillard took a boat ride over to Rotto and the boat sank who’d 
 survive? 
AMBER. I don’t have an opinion, Sir Daryl.
SIR DARYL. Austraya! (Farts.) Ohh, That was seven on the rectum scale. Stop 
 hassling me Gina I’m not interested in commitment (Farts.) Bugger the 
 Burrup, they should just stick a gas pipeline up my bum! (Farts.) What’da 
 reackon Amber?
AMBER. You’re onto another winner there, Sir Daryl -

Song:  Money     
 The best things in life are free
 But you can keep ‘em for the birds and bees
 Now give me money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want

 Your lovin’ gives me a thrill
 But your lovin’ don’t pay my bills
 Now give me money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want

 Money don’t get everything, it’s true
 What it don’t get, I can’t use
 Now give me money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want

 Money don’t get everything, it’s true
 What it don’t get, I can’t use
 Now give me money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want

 Well, now give me money (that’s what I want)
 A lot of money (that’s what I want)
 Whoa, yeah, I wanna be free (that’s what I want)
 Whoa, a lot of money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want

 Well, now give me money (that’s what I want)
 A lot of money (that’s what I want)
 Whoa, yeah, you owe me money (that’s what I want)
 Oh, now give me money (that’s what I want)
 That’s what I want (that’s what I want), yeah
 That’s what I want.

AMBER . Walk this way.
PUSS. Sir Daryl – d’Ogre!?
SIR DARYL. You don’t look like a reporter. You’re sober! You’re a talking cat! 
 Scaffidi!  I’m allergic to cats. What are you doing in my building?
PUSS. (To the Audience.) He is as ugly as every one says!
SIR DARYL. What did you say?
PUS. I said you’re as ‘cuddly’ as everyone says.
SIR DARYL. I’m not cuddly! Damn you Shek … you’ve given us d’Ogres a good 
 name. So you’re from The West … what dirt are you trying to dig up now
PUSS. I’m just doing some research on the Forshore development and the rumour  
 that -
SIR DARLY. My forshore development is the biggest project since Colin’s Kimbely 
 Canal; I wouldn’t have a motza on that far canal.
PUSS. Is it true that your company is so powerful that it produces 65% of 
 Australia’s carbon emissions
SIR DARYL. (Farts)  … better make  that 80%
PUSS. Is it true that your personal fortune is bigger –
SIR DARLY. Bigger than Julia Gillard’s bum –
PUSS. Is its true that you’re so powerful that you could snap up the West Coast 
 Eagles - ?
SIR DARYL. I’m so powerful, I could turn into a bloody West Coast eagle!
PUSS. Oh no you can’t -
SIR DARYL Oh, yes I can -
PUSS. Oh no you can’t -
SIR DARYL. Oh, yes I can 
PUSS. Oh no you can’t -
SIR DARYL. Oh, yes I can 
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PUSS. Go on then! Dare you -
SIR DARYL. Alright – I bloody will then -
 (A ÿash of lightning and a crash of thunder é West Coast Theme é SIR 
 DARYL transforms into a WEST COAST EAGLE. PUSS shrieks and the 
 Eagle starts to attack him.)
PUSS. Well, there’s another one of my nine lives gone! (To SIR DARYL.) That’s all 
 very well … but not that impressive. anyone can do that. What about 
 something small like a budgie?
SIR DARYL. You’re wasting my time! A budgie! (Farts.) Easy.
 (A ÿash of lightning and a crash of thunder é é SIR DARYL transforms 
 into a budgerigar. PUSS chases it around the room; eventually catches it 
 and eats it.)
PUSS. Hmm. Little too fatty, but otherwise delicious! Now (To intercom; in dõOgreõs 
 voice.) Send in the Baron – I mean, the guests in the foyer!
QUEENIE. (Entering.) What a fabulous view, Baron!
SIMON. (Uneasily being seated behind dõOGREõs desk). Yes, isn’t it?
PUSS. Baron –
QUEENIE. I know it’s very short notice, Baron, but it you do not immediately 
 propose …the fault will be entirely your own.
SIMON. I do, I do … I don’t, I don’t!; I mean, I will. Cherry … will you -
CHERRY. Mother! I couldn’t possibly marry the Baron!
SIMON/QUEENIE/PUSS . What do you mean, you couldn’t possibly marry the 
 Baron?!
CHERRY. He’s not the man I love.
QUEENIE. What’s love got to do with it.
CHERRY. I’m not interested in money, or foreshore developments or fabulous 
 views; I’m a modern girl from Rockingham … who wants to go to Uni – 
 UWA or Curtin, not ECU – do a business degree and open a shoe shop … 
 and find the love of my life!
QUEENIE. We’ll you’re still going to marry him -
SIMON. The love of your life?
CHERRY. Yes, a boy I met in King Street a couple of months ago; he helped me 
 when I fell over!
SIMON. But that was me!

Song: My Unknown Someone   
CHERRY. Iõm drifting, Iõm ÿoating, a leaf in the wind
 An aimless seedling sailing on the air
 Iõm empty, yet þlled with some nameless feeling
 I ache to come to rest somewhere
 In someone’s arms, in someone’s heart
 Some unknown someone’s life somewhere

 My hours are endless, my days have no shape
 My nights are spent at moonlit solitaire.
 I’m busy, but some wond’rous thing is missing I long for…
 I don’t know, but I know it must be there
 In someone’s eyes, in someone’s smile
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 A face I’ll see someday somewhere

 I’m weary of drifting, a change hovers in the air
 A sea change, a sky change, I feel that it’s almost there
 My journey’s end, lover, friend
 My unknown someone, somewhere

QUEENIE. Oh, she the new Hanna Montana. But you’re still gonna marry him!
SIMON. Cherry, I’m your unknown someone.
PUSS. It’s true
QUEENIE. Scaffidi! I knew there was something fishy about you!
 (They all look at PUSS.)
PUSS. Hey, don’t look at me; I’m just a pet!
QUEENIE. Ever hear of the Cat Act? (Makes a scissors gesture.)
SIMON. It was all Puss’s idea. (To CHERRY.) I fell in love with you from the first 
 moment you tripped over! But what’s a boy from Balga got to offer a girl 
 like you?
QUEENIE. Have you got any super?
SIMON. Puss thought that if I looked rich: good clothes, owned a lot of land and 
 lived the high life … then maybe, you’d take some notice of me?
QUEENIE. Is this marriage on or off?
CHERRY. You don’t need all those things, Simon; it’s you I fell in love with: 
 certainly not those clothes!
QUEENIE. Oh, no! How am I going to survive on the pension … I won’t be able to 
 afford air conditioning! 
SIMON. I love you. I have a cat -
CHERRY. It’s crazy, but I love you! I have an education –
SIMON. Give me a few years and I’ll have a trade … something in shoes –
CHERRY. Feet!? (They collapse with laughter.)
SIMON. That’s quite amusing!
QUEENIE. (Fleeing the room.) Grovel – All is forgiven !!!!
PUSS. Chaos, panic and disorder … my work is done here! (Burp.) That budgie’s 
 repeating on me!

Reprise:  When I Fall in Love    
SIMON/CHERRY. When I give my heart
I give it completely
Or I’ll never give my heart
And the moment I can feel that you feel that way too
Is when I fall in love with you.

 (PUSS enters with a large ôheartõ and frames the young couple.)

Finale
 (VELCRO enters.)
VELCRO. And of course, they will live happily every after … eventually! And, 
 that’s  our story of Puss in Boots. The simple moral: be happy with what  
 you have, work hard, stay focused on what you are trying to accomplish … 

 and you will reach your goals! 
 (LETITA enters and starts creeping towards PUSS. òSimon! Simon!ó All 
 back up on stage to protect PUSS.)
LETITIA. Don’t worry; I was simply going to hand back the deed to the Steppin’ 
 Out Shoe Shop and Podiatry Centre at Stirling Central: I’ve decided to 
 go Green, get rid of all my cat firs, and spend the rest of my life traveling 
 around Australia: a grey nomad … wearing natural fibres! (To PUSS.) 
 Fancy coming with me?
PUSS. Sounds like a very good idea! Third wheel … and all that.
VELCRO. Everything seems to have sorted itself out; but who is missing? 
 (The oven timer: DING! QUEEN enters with cupcakes on a tray.)
COMPANY. Queenie!
QUEENIE. (Entering.) The cupcakes are ready. Ah look, straight out of the over 
 and already iced! Happy Christmas everyone! … my gift to you … me!
 (Hands out cupcakes to the AUDIENCE.)

Medley: The Cat Came Back/Hit the Road Cat    
 Old Mister Schuster had troubles of his own
 He had a magic cat that wouldn’t leave its home.
 He died and tried to give the cat away
 He gave it to his only son who who didn’t know what to say!

 But the cat came back, the very next day
 Yes the cat came back and he wouldn’t stay away
 Meow, kitty! Meow, so pretty!
 Meow, such a pity, but the cat came back etc …

 Hit the road Jack and don’t you come back no more, no more, no  
  more, no more.
 Hit the road Jack and don’t you come back no more.
 What you say?
 Hit the road Jack and don’t you come back no more, no more, no  
  more, no more.)
 Hit the road Jack and don’t you come back no more.

 Well!!
 don’t you come back no more.
 you must be joking?
 (don’t you come back no more.
 what you trying to do to me?
 don’t you come back no more.
 I came to talk it over
 (don’t you come back no more.
 I thaught we had a better understanding
 don’t you come back no more.
 oh baby dont be so chicken
 don’t you come back no more.
 you dont want to see me cry 
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 don’t you come back no more.
 oh baby it isn’t fair
 ooh yeahh

 The End.
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