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Ruby Crimsham: a silly girl, who also plays Judy 

Mister Henry Crimsham: the innkeeper, who also plays The Doctor and Scaramuch 

Missus Crimsham (Mum): Ruby's mother, who also plays Toby the Dog 

Reggie: Ruby's suitor, who also plays The Hangman 
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A comic overture on the fiddle and accordion. A pool of light rises on MUM. She stands facing 

the audience. From behind her back she takes a placard on a stick and holds it up for us to see. On 

it are the words, THE 3 SILLIES. MUM points out each word, one by one, and mouths the 

words elaborately as she does. Then she flutters her lips in a "horse snort", shaking her head and 

rolling her eyes. The light on her blacks out. 

 

Fiddle and accordion.  The lights rise on RUBY, sitting in the public room of her father's inn, 

The Golden Goose. She sits on a stool, engrossed in the task of lacing her boot. Some moments go 

by before she looks up at us. 

 

RUBY I’m lacin’ up me boots. Here in me father's inn. I'm his daughter. 

His wife is me mum. These are me boots. My sweetheart is comin' 

today. He's a gentl’man, and he's goin' to marry me, too. We're 

havin’ a littl' party for him, just me and Dad an' Mum. Some nice 

stew, and some nice puddin', an' a nice pint a beer. He's nice. He's a 

nice man, my sweetheart is . Did you know, he's goin' to marry me? 

(She stands.) There. Me boots is all laced up. 

 

MUM (From off.) Ruby! Come here an' help me! 

 

RUBY Yes, mum. (Ruby tries to take a step and falls on her face. She has tied her 

two boots together.) (From the floor.) Ooops. Tied me boots together, I 

did. (High pitched giggle.) Silly me. But then, I’m silly all over. That's 

wot my Reggie says. He's my sweetheart. (Struggles to her feet.) Oh. 

Oh, my Gawd. I can't move, hardly. Oh, this is dreadful ! Wot if my 

sweetheart comes, and he stands there in the door, right there, just 

standin' there waitin’ for me to run over to him like I always does 

for him to take my hand an' give it a littl' kiss? Well! Wot then? Wot 

if I can’t move? He’ll think I don't fancy him no more, that’s wot 

he’ll think. He’ll see me standin' here not movin' an' he’ll think I 

don't want to marry him no more. An' then he’ll shed a littl’ tear 

and turn round and go out the door and I’ll  never see him again 

and I’ll never get married and I'll grow old and die! (She sobs. Then 

sobers up.) A course, I could always hop. That's it. I’ll just hop on 

over to him. Like this. (She hops twice.) Hello, darlin’! Lovely to see 

you, and you musn't think I don't fancy you no more just because 

I'm hoppin' at you like this, cause I do. (She hops twice more as her 

father, HENRY, enters.) 
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HENRY Daughter. Wot are you doin', hoppin' 'round my inn. You'll 

frighten the customers. 

 

RUBY There ain’t no customers, Dad, and besides, me boots is tied  

together. 

 

HENRY Well, untie 'em then. 

 

RUBY Untie 'em. . . Untie me boots! You're clever, you are, Dad. Wot a 

good idear! 

 

She sits on the floor to untie her boots. But before she can do so MUM, enters carrying some cut 

flowers in one hand, a vase in the other. 

 

MUM (To Henry.) Wot's our daughter doin' on the floor? 

 

HENRY She got a good idear. 

 

MUM Well, she better get rid of it quick. Her gentl'man friend is due any 

minnit. Now get up off the floor, girl! 

 

RUBY But Mum... 

 

MUM (I’m warning you voice.) Ruby. . . 

 

RUBY Yes, Mum. (Ruby gets up, her boots still tied together.) 

 

MUM Henry, you go an' get the big chair for the gentl 'man to sit in. 

 

HENRY Yes, luv. (He goes.) 

 

MUM Ruby? I’ve picked a lovely bunch a blossoms here. (She puts the 

vase and the flowers on the table.) I want you to fix ‘em up nice in 

this here vase, will you do that like a good girl? We want things 

nice for your young man, don't we. 

 

RUBY Yes, Mum. 

 

MUM Well then, hop to it! 
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RUBY (Doing a take to the audience.) I may have to. (MUM turns and exits. 

RUBY begins to move toward the table, inch by inch.) It won't take me 

but a moment. (Edging imperceptibly closer to the table. ) I’ll have 

them blossoms fixed up before you know it. (Inching her way.) Just 

you watch me fix them blossoms. (Beat. ) I think I’ll stop and rest a 

bit.  

 

She stops and stands, panting and fanning herself. The suitor, REGGIE, appears in the doorway, 

holding a traveling grip in one hand.  

 

REGGIE Ruby! 

 

RUBY Reggie! 

 

RUBY takes one hop towards him. REGGIE does a take to the audience, and then takes one hop 

toward her. 

 

REGGIE Ruby! 

 

RUBY (RUBY takes two hops toward REGGIE.) Reggie! 

 

REGGIE (He takes two hops toward her.) Ruby! (Beat.) Why are we hopping? 

 

RUBY Well I don't know why you're hoppin’, but I tied me boots together. 

 

REGGIE (Disgusted.) Oh, for goodness sake! You are the silliest girl! 

 

RUBY Did you tie your boots together? 

 

REGG I E No I didn’t, and if you get much sillier, I shant marry you! 

 

RUBY Oh, Reggie! How can you talk like that? 

 

REGGI E Well, how should I talk? 

 

RUBY Well, I fancy men with Swedish accents, actually. (In a heavy 

Swedish accent.) Oh, Rrrruuuby. Yur so silly, I won’t be marryin ' 

yu. 
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REGGIE Well, I 'm certainly not going to talk like that! Now come here and 

let me kiss you! (RUBY starts toward him, falls flat on her face.) Oh, 

this girl! (He goes to her, sits her up, and kneels to untie her boots.) 

 

REGGI E (As he unties the boots.) Tied me boots together, indeed. I don't know 

what I shall do with you, Ruby. It’s a good thing you and I are 

sweethearts--otherwise I shouldn't be here at all! 

 

RUBY Oh, Reggie - you do say the nicest things. . . 

 

REGGI E There! They're untied now. 

 

RUBY Ooo, that's better! I can move me feet any old way I please now. 

They don't always have to go the same way! (With big steps, she puts 

one foot out in one direction, the other out in another.) Whee! (The fiddle 

starts up, and RUBY does a very quick and silly jig.) Wot a delight! 

 

REGGIE (Finally) Will you stop that, Ruby! 

 

RUBY (RUBY and the fiddle stop instantly.) Yes, sir. 

 

REGG I E And remember what I told you: one more silly like this, and I’ll 

leave! 

 

RUBY All right, Reggie. I promise. 

 

Enter HENRY and MUM, HENRY carrying a chair.  

 

MUM Good evenin', Reggi e. 

 

REGGIE Good evening, Missus Crimsham. 

 

HENRY (Holding the chair.) Evenin', Reggie. 

 

REGGIE Good evening, sir . 

 

MUM Why , Ruby - you ain’t done nothing with them blossoms! 

 

RUBY Sorry, Mum – I’ll get right at it. 
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MUM Never mind now, girl – I’ll do it meself. You just go to the pantry 

and fetch a pint a beer for your young man. 

 

RUBY Yes, Mum. (RUBY goes off into the pantry, which is not yet lit.) 

 

HENRY (Still holding the chair.) I brung this chair for you to sit in. 

 

REGGI E Very nice of you, Mister Crimsham. (HENRY continues to hold the 

chair in the air.) 

 

MUM (Arranging the flowers in the vase.) Oh, no – It’s very nice of you to 

come visitin’ our littl’ Ruby like you do. She enjoys your company 

ever so much. We all do, don't we, Henry. 

 

HENRY That we do. Would you like to sit down? 

 

REGGI E More than anything. 

 

HENRY Where would you like to sit? 

 

REGG I E Well... in that chair, if possible. 

 

HENRY Course it is , son. Anything for you, my boy. 

 

MUM Well, put the chair down, Henry--put it -down! (HENRY does so, 

REGGIE sits.) Now, then. When are you two gettin’ married? 

 

Lights down on the public room, up in the pantry. 

 

RUBY (Holding a mug beneath the spigot of the keg. ) Just turn the spigot like 

so and out somes the nice beer for my nice young man. (To the 

audience.) He is nice, ain’t he. Got quality about him.  

 

RUBY whistles, looking absently around while the mug fills up slowly. She look directly above 

her head where there are rows of shelves. On the top shelf is a large stone jar which sits halfway 

over the edge of the shelf. 

 

RUBY Oh! Oh, will you look at that there jar a pickles now! Do you see it? 

Ready to fall off the shelf, it is . Oh. Oh, my Gawd! Supposin' my 

gentl'man friend an' me was to be married, an ' supposin' we was to 
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have a son, and supposin' he was t o grow up to be a man and 

come into the pantry here to draw a pint of ale just like I’m doin' 

now, and supposin' that there jar of pickles was to fall right down 

on his littl ' head and kill him! Well ! Wot then? 

 

RUBY bursts into tears, the beer forgotten and overflowing the mug. 

 

RUBY It would be dreadful! Lose my littl' boy? Oh, mercy! Wotever shall 

we do? (She cries.) Gettin’ beer all over my feet, I am, but I'm that 

upset. My littl ' boy—killded dead by the pickle jar! I miss him 

already. . . 

 

Lights in the pantry dim, lights in the public room brighten. All of them having obviously 

exhausted their potential for conversation in the past minute and a half. 

 

HENRY So. 

 

MUM Well. 

 

REGGI E Quite. 

 

HENRY Hmm. Well. 

 

REGGI E Indeed. 

 

MUM Wot can be keepin' that girl? I mean, how long does it take to draw 

a pint of ale? 

 

HENRY Not long, luv. Not long at all. 

 

MUM Well I’ll just go an' see wot's keepin' our Ruby. You men just go on 

with your men-talk. Ta! (MUM begins to exit into the pantry. ) 

 

REGGIE Ta ! 

 

MUM Ta! 

 

HENRY Ta! (She is off.) So. Hmm. 

 

REGGIE Indeed. 
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HENRY Yes. Quite. 

 

Lights on the public room fade, lights up in the pantry. 

 

MUM Well, wot is wrong with you, daughter? You’re getting’ beer all 

over your feet, you are! 

 

RUBY Oh, right! Wot's wrong with me, she asks. And well you might ask, 

Mum. Just you look at that there jar a pickles up there on the shelf. 

Well. I ask you! 

 

MUM Wot? 

 

RUBY Don't you see? Oh, Mum - wot if Reggie an' me was to be married, 

an' was to have a son, an' he was to grow up, an' come into the 

pantry here to draw a pint a beer, and that pickle jar was to fall on 

his head and kill him, wot a dreadful thing that would be! 

 

MUM Ohhhhh. Oh, my Gawd! It would be dreadful ! My littl ' grandson, 

dead on the floor of the pantry. . . (MUM bursts into tears. ) It’s 

awful, it is . . .and him so sweet an' lovin’ to his grandmama! 

 

RUBY Wotever will we do, Mum? Wotever will we do? 

 

Lights on the pantry fade, lights up in the public room. REGGIE and HENRY are engaged in a 

game of darts, REGGIE throwing. 

 

HENRY Well done, well done, well done. 

 

REGGI E Not at all, not at all, not at all. 

 

HENRY Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes. . . 

 

REGG I E I say, Mister Crimsham. Do you suppose there's a chance of getting 

that pint of beer sometime today? 

 

HENRY Why, yes, of course, my boy. Thirsty work, what? Yes. Pint of ale, 

comin' up. Can't imagine wot's takin' the ladies so long. You don't 

suppose they've met with foul play, do you? 
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REGGIE Foul play? In the pantry? 

 

HENRY No, no, I suppose not. I’ll just go an' see wot's keepin' them You, 

ah... You...carry on. 

 

REGGIE  Yes, of course. (As HENRY exits, REGGIE begins to throw his 

remaining darts with brutal force at the dart board. Stopping for a 

moment and turning to the audience.) This is such a silly story! 

 

REGGIE turns back to the dart board and hurls his last dart. Blackout in the public room, lights 

rise in the pantry. HENRY enters the pantry.  

 

HENRY Now wot's all this? Wotever is the matter with you two! Sittin’ 

there cryin’ an' my good beer runnin' all over the floor! 

 

MUM You never mind your old beer, an ' give a thought 9o::your 

grandson, Henry! 

 

HENRY My wot? 

 

MUM Just you look at that there jar a pickles up there on the shelf, all 

ready to tip right off! Well! Just suppose our Ruby and her young 

man was to be married and have a son, and he was to grow up an' 

come into the pantry here to draw a pint of ale, an’ that jar was to 

fall down on his head and kill him! Wot a dreadful thing that 

would be! 

 

HENRY Oh. . .oh, my. I see wot you mean. . .an' it would be dreadful! My 

littl' grandson, lyin’ dead in a pool of beer! Oh, it’s awful, it is! 

(HENRY bursts into tears and sits with MUM and RUBY, sobbing. After 

a moment, REGGIE enters the pantry.) 

 

REGGI E I say, if it’s too much trouble for all of you, I really don't need any 

beer. . . What's this? --Why. . . You're all of you crying! Oh, my dear 

friends. I’m awfully sorry. I can see that something terrible must 

have happened. . . And there's beer running all over your feet. 

 

HENRY Terrible? You might say it’s terrible! See that pickle jar up there? 
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REGGI E Why, yes. Yes, I do. 

 

HENRY Well! Wot if you and Ruby was to get married, an' wot if you an' 

her had a son, an' wot if he grew up an' came into the pantry to 

draw a pint a beer and that there jar a pickles was to fall down on 

his head and kill him! Wot then! You'd be childless, you would! A 

childless man, in the prime a life! 

 

MUM, RUBY, and HENRY fall into a renewed bout of crying. REGGIE walks out of the set, 

straight down to the audience. 

 

REGGIE (To the audience.) Have you ever heard such a silly story! (REGGIE 

turns back up, goes to keg and shuts off the spigot.) There! Now 

stop crying, all of you! (They instantly do so.) I'm breaking off the 

engagement! Yes, I am. I’m not going t o marry that girl! You, 

Ruby, are a big silly! Yes, you are. Don't deny it. And the three of 

you are three big sillies, and I’ll have nothing more to do with you! 

If there three bigger sillies on the face of the earth, I' d marry that 

girl! But since there aren't, I won't! (Beat. ) So there! 

 

RUBY (Tiny whining voice. ) But I was only thinkin’ of our littl ' boy, 

Reggie. . . 

 

REGGIE We don't have a little boy!! 

 

MUM Hush, Ruby. Do you mean to say, young man, that if there were 

three bigger sillies, you would marry our Ruby? 

 

REGGIE Well, yes, I suppose so. 

 

MUM That's a promise? 

 

REGGIE Well...certainly it is! But it won't happen because there couldn’t be 

any sillier sillies! Jar of pickles, indeed! Why didn’t you just push 

the jar back a bit, if you were so worried? (As he speaks REGGIE goes 

to the shelf, and is about to push the jar back when RUBY shrieks. ) 

 

RUBY (Shrieking. ) No! Don't go near it! It'll fall off an' kill you dead! 
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REGG I E I give up! I’ll get my things and go! Look at that--beer all over my 

shoes. 

 

REGGIE stalks out of the pantry, into the unlit public room. Immediately, MUM calls HENRY 

and RUBY into a huddle.  

 

MUM Ruby! Henry! Gather 'round. We've got some thinkin’ to do. 

 

HENRY (Going to the keg.) Just a moment, luv. I’d like a pint a beer first... 

 

MUM Don't you dare! 

 

HENRY (HENRY stops in his tracks, turns and joins his wife.) Yes, luv. 

 

MUM Now, then. Ruby? Stop sniveling! You’re old mum has got a plan. 

Henry give me that placard that’s lyin’ there! 

 

HENRY picks up a placard on a stick and gives it to MUM. She holds it up for them and us to 

see. On it are written the words, A PLAN. 

 

HENRY & RUBY A plan! 

 

MUM You see? I told you! Now listen! 

 

While the fiddle plays, MUM mimes the telling of the plan, gesticulating excitedly while RUBY 

and HENRY react. The fiddles finishes, and so does MUM.  

 

MUM Now then, do you both understand? 

 

RUBY Yes, Mum, and it’s an awfully good plan. You are clever, you are, 

Mum! 

 

MUM Henry - you go and get ready. 

 

HENRY Yes, luv. (HENRY goes off. ) 

 

MUM Ruby, come with me. We've got to convince your gentl'man friend 

to spend one night in the inn! That's all the time we’ll need. 

 

RUBY (Adoration. ) Oh, Mum. . .you're a wonder, you are! 



Punch and Judy by Timothy Mason   12 
 

MUM and RUBY leave the pantry, lights there fade. Lights rise on the public room, MUM and 

RUBY enter.  

 

REGGIE Well, goodbye then - Ruby--Missus Crimsham. . . 

 

MUM (Both MUM and RUBY acting in a grand style.)  No, no, no! Go you 

must, we understand that, but not tonight. . . (There is a pause and 

then MUM nudges RUBY brutally with her elbow.) 

 

RUBY (Finally getting her cue.) The hour is late, the road is dark, perchance 

you'll lose your way and come a cropper! 

 

REGGI E Come a what? 

 

RUBY You'll fall off your 'orse. 

 

REGGIE Oh, dear. That would be unpleasant. 

 

MUM Of course it would, dear. Spend the night here in the Golden Goose. 

Our guest room is all made up. 

 

REGGIE Well, that's very nice of you, Missus Crimsham. 

 

MUM Not at all. Course, you’ll have to share the room with another of 

our customers, but you won't mind, will you. 

 

REGGIE Another customer? But in all the time I've been coming to this inn , 

you've never had a single customer! 

 

MUM Oh, but we did this afternoon, didn’t we, Ruby? (MUM nudges 

RUBY. ) 

 

RUBY All afternoon. Customers, customers, customers. 

 

REGGIE Extraordinary. Aren't there any empty rooms? 

 

MUM None. 

 

RUBY Customers, customers, customers. All afternoon. 
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MUM Oh, but you’ll like the gentl'man wot's sharin' your room. A 

travelin’  man, just here to spend the night. (Enter HENRY, 

disguised, and dressed in a nightgown and nightcap which hangs down 

over his face.)  Why, here he comes now, all ready for bed. 

 

HENRY Good night, Missus Crimsham. 

 

MUM ‘Night, Mister Piddle! Oh, Mister Piddle. . . this here is Reggie, and 

he’ll be sharin ' your room with you. 

 

HENRY How do you do, I’m sure. 

 

MUM Sleep tight, Mister Piddle! ("Mister Piddle" waits for Reggie, a 

candlestick in his hand, at the "door" of their room. ) 

 

MUM And goodnight to you, Reggie. Say goodnight, Ruby. 

 

RUBY Goodnight, Ruby. 

 

MUM No! Say "goodnight, Reggie”, Ruby! 

 

RUBY Goodnight, Reggie, Ruby. 

 

MUM Oh, keep still! 

 

REGGIE Goodnight? But it’s so early! 

 

MUM Oh, but I expect Ruby will have to start huntin' for another man in 

the mornin', and you know how tirin’ that can be. Come along, 

Ruby. 

 

RUBY Yes, Mum. Goodnight, Reggie. 

 

MUM (To RUBY. ) Now you've got it! Good girl. (RUBY and MUM exit, 

Reggie turns to the waiting Mister Piddle.) 

 

REGGIE (Pointing at the "door.") Well. Is this our room, then? 

 

HENRY How do you do, I’m sure. 
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HENRY blows out the candle and all is dark. Fiddle and accordion up for a brief nighttime 

interlude. 

 

Rooster crows, 1ights rise on the bed in the guest room. REGGIE is sleeping, HENRY is just 

getting out of bed. HENRY stands by the side of the bed, holding his arms straight out and 

begins his morning exercises: arms out, arms to the side, knee bend, and up, while counting 

loudly. 

 

HENRY One, two, three, four! One, two, three, four! One, two, three, four! 

(REGGIE sits up in bed and rubs his eyes. ) Good! Now: deep 

breathing! (HENRY mimes throwing open a window, stands in front of 

it, braces himself, takes one deep breath in, holds it for a moment, and 

noisily lets it out.) There! That's done. (He mimes shutting the window.) 

Now, a quick splash-up. . . (He mimes washing his face in an imaginary 

washstand, and then dries his face quickly.) . . .and I’ll be ready to jump 

into my trousers! (HENRY picks up his trousers which are draped over a 

post at the end of the bed.) Trousers ! Yes ! (HENRY takes the trousers to 

the center of the room, holds them out, and jumps. The trousers crumple to 

the floor.) No, no... that’s not it. (HENRY picks up the trousers, holds 

them out, and jumps again. REGGIE, staring in amazement, does a triple-

take to the audience.) The blasted things just won't stand up by 

themselves, will they. (HENRY picks up the trousers and tries it a third 

time. The trousers drop to the floor.) No, no--that's no good. 

 

REGGIE Excuse me, Mister Piddle, but are you having some sort of 

problem? 

 

HENRY Problem? Problem? Putting. .on. .the trousers! That's the problem. 

How on earth is a body supposed to jump into the things! I say. . . 

Young man. Would you be so kind as to help me? I’d do the same 

for you. 

 

REGG I E Well. . .yes, of course. But. . . 

 

HENRY Excellent, excellent. (Going to REGGIE, who gets out of bed dressed in 

his night shirt.)  You take these infernal trousers by the tops, like this 

and hold them out. I’ll go across the room, get a running start, and 

jump into them here! 
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REGGIE takes the trousers and holds them out. HENRY crosses the room, turns and faces the 

trousers.  

 

REGG I E But, Mister Piddle. . . 

 

HENRY Ready. . .go! (HENRY runs at the trousers, jumps, and comes down on 

REGGIE, the two of them tumbling to the floor.) Sorry, old man. 

(HENRY and REGGIE stand again. ) I do think that trousers are the 

most awkwardest kind of clothes that ever were. 1 can't think who 

could have invented such things. It takes me the best part of an 

hour to get into mine every morning! And I get so hot! Never mind. 

I do think we're making progress. One more try and I should have 

my trousers on. 

 

REGGIE Oh, no you won't! Silly, silly, silly! That's no way to put on trousers! 

 

HENRY It isn’t? Well, however do you manage yours? 

 

REGG I E One leg at a time, sir! One leg at a time! Like this! (REGGIE takes his 

own trousers and carefully puts them on.) You see? 

 

HENRY Oh, dear. That is a new way of looking at things. Devastating. Let 

me try. (HENRY takes his trousers, puts one leg in, then the other, 

and pulls them up.) Amazing! It works! 

 

REGGI E (REGGIE tucking his nightshirt into his trousers. To the audience. ) 

Well! That's one big silly! 

 

HENRY One leg after the other. I still can’t get over it. (HENRY has finished 

dressing.) Goodbye, young man. And thanks for the tip! (HENRY 

goes. REGGIE finishes dressing. ) Now. I’ll just say goodbye to Ruby 

and the Crimshams, and I'll be off. (REGGIE goes into the public 

room.) I say! Ruby? Crimshams? Hello! 

 

Outside of the inn, a young serving girl stands with a bucket by the side of a well. REGGIE 

continues out the girl. It is RUBY in disguise. 

 

REGGIE (The girl’s back is to REGGIE.) Ruby? Is that you? 
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RUBY (Turning to him. ) Wot? Me? Ruby? Never. I ain’t Ruby. I wouldn't 

be Ruby if you paid me. I’m just the kitchen maid. Ethel. Now 

please don’t bother me, sir. Can’t you see I’m busy? 

 

REGGIE Well, no, actually. You don't look busy at all. 

 

RUBY Well 1 am! I’m tryin’ to draw some water, but I’m havin' an awful 

time of it. (RUBY leans over the edge of the well and shouts down into 

it.) You there! Wot are you doin' down in the well ! Get out this 

minute! How am I supposed to draw water, with you sittin' down 

there? 

 

REGGIE Oh, my goodness! You mean that someone has fallen into the well? 

 

RUBY I don't know nothin' about fallin’,  but there's some silly kitchen 

maid sitting down there in the flippin' well! (Shouting down the 

well.) Come out a'there, you! I can't fit me bucket down there wif 

you hoggin' all the space! Now climb up out a there! 

 

REGGIE Don't be silly, girl! There's no one in the well! 

 

RUBY Oh, there ain’t, you say! Well, just you look an' see if there ain't! Go 

on! (Reggie and Ruby both peer over the edge of the well.) Oh, look! 

There's two of 'em now! A kitchen maid and a silly-lookin' man! 

Get out a there, you two! Climb right up this well! (Reggie steps back 

from the well.) Whoop. That got rid of the man, anyway. 

 

REGGIE You listen to me, girl! You. . .are a big silly! There's nothing in the 

well but your own reflection. 

 

RUBY "Re--what?" Don't you go usin' no six-penny words on me, sir! 

 

REGGIE Re-flection. It’s like when you look in the mirror. What you see is 

yourself looking back. Your reflection. 

 

RUBY Oh. Oh, my goodness. You mean to say that's me down there? 

 

REGGI E Well, of course it's you! 
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RUBY Well, it’s a funny place for me to be, I must say. (Peering over the 

edge of the well.) Hmm. Not bad lookin’ (Lowering the bucket. ) Oh, 

look! My bucket goes down like anything! 

 

REGGIE Listen, kitchen maid. . . 

 

RUBY Ethel. 

 

REGGIE Ethel , then. Where are Ruby and the Crimshams? 

 

RUBY I wouldn't know, sir. I wouldn't know if you paid me. (Drawing her 

bucket up out of the well.) An' thank you sir. I'm much obliged, I am. 

(Ruby exits with the bucket around the back of the inn.) 

 

REGGI E (To the audience.) It’s incredible. Another big silly! One big silly in 

the bedroom, and one big silly in the yard. . .that makes two big 

sillies – all in one morning! 

 

MUM (From behind the inn.) Oh! ,You brute! Come along, then! 

 

REGGIE Now what?  

 

MUM (From around the back of the inn comes Mum, disguised as a cook. She is 

pulling heartily on a rope which leads around the back of the building.) 

Move along, I say! Don't you know wot's good for you? Wretched 

animal ! Come an' eat the nice grass! 

 

From around the back of the inn comes a pantomime cow, tied to the other end of the rope. Inside 

the cow suit are Mister Crimsham and the 5th player.  

 

MUM There! That 's better. 

 

REGGIE Pardon me, ma'am, but who are you? 

 

MUM Who am I? I’m the ruddy cook! Who are you? 

 

REGGIE Me? 

 

MUM Yes, you! Who do you think I'm talkin’ to? Yer elbow? 
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REGG I E Well, as a matter of fact, I’m called Reggie. 

 

MUM (Sarcastic.) Oooo! As a matter a fact, is it? Oooo! I’m called Reggie! 

Well, aren't we lah-di-dah! (To the cow.) Here. Bessie. Say hello to 

the man called Reggie. Pleased to meet you. . . Reggie. Thanks very 

much, I'm sure, Reggie. That's right, Bessie--have a littl ' nibble on 

Reggie's shoes. (To Reggie. ) Now, if you don't mind, Mister Reggie, 

you can make yourself useful. You see that ladder lyin’ there? 

 

REGGIE Why, yes - yes, I do. 

 

MUM Ooo. Why, yes--yes he does! Ain’t we something special! Well then, 

if you see it so ruddy good, pick it up and put it against the house! 

 

REGGIE But really… 

 

MUM But, nothing! You do as I say, young man! 

 

REGGIE But. . . 

 

MUM An' be quick about it! 

 

REGGI E (Meekly.) Yes, ma'am. (He picks up the ladder and leans it against the 

roof of the inn.) 

 

MUM Well at least you're good for something. Now, then. You can help 

me get Bessie up onto that there roof. 

 

REGGIE What! But my good woman--whatever for? 

 

MUM Oooo! "My good woman", is it? I’ll give you my good woman, right 

across yer shiny face if you don't watch yerself! 

 

REGGIE Please – I really don't understand. You want to put that cow. . .on 

that roof. Yes? 

 

MUM Yes. 

 

REGGIE Why? 
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MUM Why? Oh, I can see I’m talkin’ wif one a the great minds a the 

century, I am. I’ll try to go slow, so's you can understand. This here 

is a cow, am I right? 

 

REGGIE You are. 

 

MUM An' cows eat grass as a rule, correct? 

 

REGGIE Absolutely. 

 

MUM An' that green stuff growin' up there amid the thatch is grass, yes? 

 

REGGI E Yes, quite. There some grass growing in the thatch. 

 

MUM Well. I' m goin ' to drag this here cow up onto that there roof so's it 

can eat the ruddy grass! Do you follow? 

 

REGGIE Well, no – not really. Why don't you just cut the grass on the roof 

and throw it down to the cow? 

 

MUM Wot? An' go to all that trouble? You must be mad. (To the cow. ) 

Come along, now, Bessie. Climb right up this ladder like a good 

girl. (Mum climbs the ladder, pulling the rope to make the cow follow 

her.) Here, you! Reggie, if that’s yer name! Give us a push from 

behind, will you? 

 

REGGI E Anything you say. (Reggie pushes on the cow's backside, Mum pulls 

from the front, and the cow begins to climb the ladder.) 

 

MUM That's it. . . Yer doin' just fine, Bessie. Keep it comin'! (To Reggie.) 

Push, man! Push harder! (To Bessie.) Almost. . .almost. . . There! 

That's done it! Now, Bessie you just have a nibble on the nice grass, 

while I drops the end of this here rope down the chimney. (MUM 

goes to the chimney and drops the free end of the rope down.) All the way 

down it goes, right down the chimney and out into the fireplace. . . 

 

REGG I E (From his place on the ladder. ) Now what are you doing? 

 

MUM Wot are -you? The local dumb-boy? (She begins to climb down the 

ladder, Reggie backs down the ladder before her.) You're dim, you 
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are. The ruddy village idiot--here in person. You ought to charge 

money. People'd come from miles around.  

 

REGGIE That may be, but I still don't understand why you just put that rope 

down the chimney! 

 

MUM Well I'm not a fool. Wot if the cow was to fall off the roof? Wif me 

workin' in the kitchen, Bessie could fall off and I’d never know it. 

Here--follow me inter the kitchen—you’ll see. (They go into the inn, 

Mum goes to the fireplace and takes the hanging end of the rope out of it. 

She ties the rope around her chest, just under the arms. ) I tie the rope 

around me middle, like so. Can you grasp that much, mate? 

 

REGGIE Yes, yes--you're tying the rope around yourself. I can see that 

much--but why? 

MUM But why, he says, but why. So's if Bessie falls off the roof, I’ll be the 

first to know, that's why. (She leans her head up into the fireplace and 

shouts.) Here, Bessie! Are you all right up there? (She emerges from 

the fireplace.) There. You see? Wot could be simpler? 

 

REGGIE (Weary of it all.) Oh, I don't know. Nothing, nothing. You're 

brilliant. But, please, good woman--I am looking for Ruby and the 

Crimshams. Have you seen them this morning? 

 

MUM O'course I seen 'em. They're off man-huntin'. 

 

REGGIE Man-hunting? 

 

MUM They were off at the crack a dawn, all three on 'em, gone off to 

catch a man for littl’ Ruby. 

 

REGGIE Oh. . .oh, dear. Well I think. . .I think I must catch up with them 

before they do. I spoke harshly with them last night, and now I 

wish to make it up with Ruby. They aren’t so silly after all, are they. 

 

MUM Silly? The Crimshams silly? You must be jokin’. They're as sound 

and sober as any fam'ly in these parts. And that littl' Ruby! --Why, 

she's the very picture of mental hygiene. 

 

REGG I E Yes, quite. Which way did they go? 
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MUM Down the road to Bigglesworth. There's a lot a men in 

Bigglesworth. 

 

REGG I E I must catch up with them! Goodbye, Cook! 

 

MUM Goodbye--Reggie. (To audience.)  Not a dull man. 

 

REGGIE (As he passes out of the Inn, shouting up to the cow.) Goodbye, 

Bessie ! (He stops in his tracks, seeing that Bessie's legs are 

wobbling.) Oh, no! Bessie! Hold on, girl! Steady! Don't fall, please. . 

. (He runs back into the kitchen.) Oh, Cook! Cook! I think the cow is 

about to fall! 

 

MUM Don't be silly, man. (She gets into the fireplace and peers up, her head 

totally out of sight. She shouts.) Bessie! Is everything all right wif you? 

(She stoops to look Back out at Reggie.) There. You see? Wot could be 

safer? (The cow slides off the roof behind the inn and Mum is jerked up 

the chimney and out of sight.) Aaaaaaaaaahhhhh…! (Reggie stands 

dumbfounded.) 

 

REGGIE (After a pause.) Three. . .big… sillies. One big silly in the bedroom. 

Another silly by the well. . .and now, the biggest silly of them all - 

stuck in the chimney. Poor cook. Poor cow. Poor me! (Reggie turns 

and runs off, calling.) Ruby? Ruby! Mister Crimsham! Wait for me! 

Missus Crimsham? 

 

He is off. From around the back of the inn comes Ruby, carrying the head of the cow suit. 

  

RUBY Mum? Oh, Mum! Did the plan work? (Peering up the fireplace. ) You 

can come out now, Mum. He's gone! (Enter Reggie at a run.) 

 

 

REGGIE Ruby? Ruby! Is that you? 

 

RUBY (Whirling around, startled, still holding the cow's head. ) Ooo, Reggie! 

You gave me a start, you did. . . 

 

REGG I E Ruby--thank goodness it’s you. I've been searching for you! 
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RUBY But you’re supposed to be on the road to Bigglesworth! 

 

REGGIE Yes, I know, but I forgot my traveling bag. . . Wait a minute. . . How 

did you know I was on the road to Bigglesworth? 

 

RUBY Oh. . . I don't know. Lots of. . .young men. . .are on the road to 

Bigglesworth. 

 

REGGI E Wait a minute. . . You're supposed to be in Bigglesworth, shopping 

around for young men! 

 

RUBY Oh. . . Well, I was. . .but it’s the weekend, and all the young men's 

shops is closed. 

 

REGGI E Oh. . .I see. But, Ruby. . . 

 

RUBY Yes, Reggie? 

 

REGG I E What is that you’ve got in your hands? 

 

RUBY Wot? This? 

 

REGGIE Yes, that. It looks like the head of a cow! 

 

RUBY Oh. Well, it is! It’s for the stew! (Ruby matter of factly puts the head of 

the cow into a large pot which sits by the hearth.) 

 

REGGIE Oh. Well that explains that. But anyway, Ruby! I must tell you! I 

love you madly and I want to marry you! Will you be mine? 

 

RUBY Well, I'm not sure. I thought I was too silly for the likes a you. . . 

 

REGGI E Oh, Ruby – I was a fool! Why just this morning I met three people 

who were much sillier than you could ever hope to be. Compared 

to them, Ruby, you are the very picture of mental hygiene! 

 

RUBY Oh, Reggie--you do say the sweetest things! 

 

REGGI E Will you marry me? 
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RUBY I do. I mean- you know I will, Reggie. . . (She grabs him and kisses 

him.) Wait till I tell Mum and Dad! (Shouting. ) Mum! Dad! Come 

out here quick! (Henry enters.) 

 

HENRY Not is it, Ruby? 

 

RUBY Oh, Dad – Mum. . . Mum? 

 

HENRY Mum? 

 

RUBY Mum!  

 

The three of them look about for Mum. Reggie looks off into the pantry. We see first Mum's feet 

and ankles, then her knees, etc. as she gradually inches her way down the chimney, giggling all 

the time. Reggie does not see her wriggle out of the fireplace. Ruby runs to her, embraces her. 

 

RUBY Mum! Dad! Reggie's goin' to marry me! 

 

HENRY (Shaking Reggie's hand.) Splendid , splendid. 

 

MUM I'm so happy for you, Ruby! Henry--kiss ye! (Mum grabs Henry and 

kisses him.) 

 

RUBY There's goin' to be a wedding! There's goin to be a wedding! 

 

MUM Well, this calls for a celebration! Ruby--you go out into the pantry 

and fetch a pint a beer for your young man. 

 

REGGI E (He freezes all action with his shout.) NO! No, no, no, no, no! 

Never! That's how this whole thing started- with a pint of beer and 

a jar of pickles! No. 1'11 go and fetch beer for us all! 

 

HENRY Good idear, my boy! 

 

RUBY Oh, Mum— I’m so happy I could sing! (On a single operatic vibrato 

note.) LAAAAAAAAAAA ! 

 

MUM Ruby, don't spoil it for everyone else, there's people out there 

listenin’. 
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REGG I E Follow me, everyone! 

 

HENRY That's it, my boy--hop to it! 

 

REGG I E (At the keg, filling up mugs of beer.) One for Mister Crimsham. . . 

 

HENRY Call me Dad. 

 

RUBY (She misunderstands, turns to Henry and calls him Dad. ) Dad. 

 

REGGIE (Handing out the mugs.) One for. . .Dad. One for, ahem, Mum. . . 

(Filling another mug. ) And one for little Ruby. . .(Glancing up at the 

pickle jar.) Jar of pickles, indeed! What a girl! (Gives her the mug.) 

And now- a great big mug for me! (The pickle jar tips off the shelf and 

falls on Reggie's head, knocking him to the floor. ) 

 

RUBY (Kneeling beside him. ) Oh, goodness! Reggie! Speak to me! 

 

REGGIE (In Ruby's arms.) Hello, Ruby. You people ought to be more careful 

about these pickle jars. They're a menace. I mean, supposing we 

were to have a son, and he was to come in here. . . 

 

MUM Praise the Lord--he's one of the family! 

 

RUBY Can we have the wedding right away, Mum? 

 

MUM I don't see why not. But first, we’ll have a wedding party! Wot do 

you want for your wedding party, daughter? 

 

RUBY Well, there’s got to be music. . .(The fiddle and accordion play a 

phrase.) …and dancing. . . (Henry and Mum join hands, Reggie and 

Ruby join hands, and the couples do a few steps of a jig.) . . .and… wait a 

minute. . . Reggie, hand me that placard that’s lyin’ there beside 

you ! 

 

REGGI E Certainly, my dear. 

 

Reggie hands her the placard, she holds it up. On it are the words, "A Punch & Judy Show!” 

 

RUBY And. . .a Punch and Judy show! 



Punch and Judy by Timothy Mason   25 
 

 

Music from the fiddle and accordion. Mum, Henry, Ruby, and Reggie exit, ad libb-ing the 

following over the music. 

 

MUM Oh, wot a good idear! 

 

HENRY Splendid, splendid! 

 

REGGIE A Punch and Judy--that -would be fun! 

 

MUM Ain’t our Ruby something special? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


